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ACTIVITIES
Before Reading

1. Look at the front and back cover of the book. Now answer these questions.

1) The main character is Hank Morgan. Hank is ...

a　a young man from Connecticut.

b　an old man from sixth-century England.

c　someone from the future.

2) Most of the story takes place in ...

a　your country.

b　America.

c　England.

3) In this story Hank ...

a　spends all of his time in prison.

b　has many different experiences.

c　becomes king.

2. Read the back cover of the book. Guess what happens.

1) The police arrest Hank for attacking his workers.

Yes/No

2) Hank hurts his head and goes to hospital.

Yes/No

3) Hank's workers kidnap him.

Yes/No

4) Hank travels through time.

Yes/No


ACTIVITIES
While Reading

1. Match the words with the pictures.

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

a　'He says you must die. He wants to fight again.'

b　'Merlin can't bring the water again. I can, but I need time – and my things.'

c　'They want to kill us missing.' today because a slave is

d　'What year is it?'

2. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1) When Hank wakes up, he wants to call the police.

T/F

2) Merlin likes Hank.

T/F

3) The people think that Hank makes the sun go away.

T/F

4) Merlin gives Hank a new name.

T/F

3. Answer these questions.

1) What does the Boss need to do before Sir Sagramor comes back?

2) Why does Sandy come to Camelot?

3) Merlin wants to bring the water back – what does he use?

4) What does King Arthur see when he comes to the village?

4. Who says or thinks these words?

1) 'When we meet people, remember that you are not the King.'

2) 'You are runaway slaves!'

3) 'Who wants these slaves for four dollars?'

4) 'Clarence, listen to me. The King is in a lot of danger. Bring the knights quickly.'

5. Answer these questions.

1) Who takes the Boss's rope?

2) What new weapon does the Boss have?

3) What sport do English people now play?

4) Who is with Hank Morgan when he dies?


ACTIVITIES
After Reading

1. Put these twelve sentences in the right order to tell the story.

a　Hank is hit on the head at the factory in Connecticut.

b　Dressed as ordinary people, the Boss and King Arthur are sold as slaves.

c　The Boss wakes up in twentieth century America.

d　Merlin uses magic on the Boss to make him sleep.

e　The Boss sets out to help Sandy's village.

f　The Boss repairs the well, just as King Arthur arrives.

g　The Boss defeats a knight by roping him.

h　Hank becomes the Boss and makes changes in Camelot.

i　The Boss and King Arthur are saved by knights from Camelot.

j　Hank's 'miracle' with the sun makes him a hero.

k　The King tells Hank that he must die.

l　The year is 528 when Hank wakes up in England.

2. Answer these questions.

Who ...

a　... hits Hank on the head?

b　... comes to Camelot and asks for help?

c　... does Hank call in Camelot when he needs help with the water?

d　... wants to get rid of the Boss?




What ...

f　... does Hank see first when he wakes up in the year 528?

g　... does Sandy think about Hank on their way to her village?

h　... do the villagers think about the Boss and King Arthur?

i　... does the boss change in Camelot?




Where ...

j　... does Hank Morgan work?

k　... does King Arthur send Hank while he waits to die?

l　... are the Boss and Arthur when the villagers catch them?

m　... does the Boss fight the knight?


参考译文

A Connecticut Yankee in King Arthur's Court
亚瑟王朝里的美国人

Hank Morgan works in a machine factory in Connecticut USA. The year is 1879.

Come quickly, Boss! Two men are fighting.

OK, men. Go back to work.

Hank opens his eyes. He is in sixth century England.

Sir, put your hands up!

Who are you?

I must call the police.




汉克·摩根在美国康涅狄格州的一家机械厂工作。那是1879年。

老板，快来！有两个人在打架。

好了，两位。回去工作。

汉克睁开眼睛。他到了六世纪的英国。

阁下，举起手来！

你是谁？

我要报警。



This isn't Connecticut.

No, it's Camelot.

How lovely! This is from a picture book!

Tell me, boy. Where am I?

In King Arthur's court.

What year is it?

It's 528—the nineteenth of June.




这不是康涅狄格州。

不是，这儿是卡米洛特。

太美了！跟图画书里的一样！

告诉我，孩子。我这是在哪儿？

在亚瑟王的宫廷里。

现在是哪一年？

528年——6月19日。



He's a bad man from a country far away. His clothes are magic, I think.

He says his clothes are magic. Let's take them off.

Look at his legs. They look different.

This man's dangerous—I don't like him.

You must die at twelve o'clock on the twenty-first of June.




他是一个来自遥远国度的坏人。我觉得他的衣服有魔力。

他说他的衣服有魔力。我们去把它们脱下来。

瞧他那双腿。看上去不太一样。

这个男人是个危险人物——我不喜欢他。

你必须在6月21日12点钟死掉。



Merlin's a magician and a very important man. He wants to kill you, and the King always listens to him.

I remember something! The sun goes behind the moon on the twenty-first of June in 528, at twelve o'clock.

Boy, tell the King this: I can do magic, too. On Tuesday I can make the sun go away.

He says that he can do magic, too. He can make the sun go away.




梅林是个巫师，是个非常重要的人。他想杀死你，国王一直很听他的话。

我想起来了！528年6月21日12点钟，太阳会跑到月亮后面去。

孩子，告诉国王：我也会魔法。周二我能让太阳消失。

他说他也会魔法。他能让太阳消失。



Suddenly…

Stop the fire!

Help us! Please bring the sun!

OK, but I want to be your boss!




突然……

把火灭掉！

救救我们！请让太阳回来吧！

可以，但我要当你们的头领！



Thank you! Thank you!

You're the Boss now! Sir Boss!

Sir Boss!

Sir Boss!

I like this name. It's a good one.




谢谢！谢谢！

你现在是头领了！头领爵士！

头领爵士！

头领爵士！

我喜欢这个称呼，真不错。



Sir Boss wants to change things in Camelot. He wants to make people's lives better.

I can do a lot of good things in this country!

I am going away. When I come back, I want to fight you here.

OK, I'm not afraid, Sir Sagramor.




头领爵士想要让卡米洛特发生变化。他想让人们过上更好的日子。

我可以在这个国家做很多好事！

我要走了。等我回来，我想与你在此决战。

没问题，我不怕，萨格拉默爵士。



In the next three years, the Boss makes many changes in Camelot.

You need to go on adventures before Sir Sagramor comes back. You need to be ready for him.

I don't have time for that now. I have a lot of work.




接下来的三年中，头领让卡米洛特发生了许多变化。

在萨格拉默爵士回来之前，你需要进行一些冒险活动。你需要准备好迎战他。

我现在没时间准备那件事。我有很多工作要做。



One day, a woman comes to Camelot and she visits the King.

My name is Sandy. There's no water in my village. We need help.

I can help her!

No, I want to help her!

The King wants you to go with her!

Me?!

The sun is up. It's time to go.

I feel very big in this suit. My legs don't move easily.




一天，一个女子来到卡米洛特觐见国王。

我叫桑迪。我们村里没有水了。我们需要帮助。

我能帮她！

不，我想去帮她！

国王想让你跟她去！

我？！

太阳出来了，该出发了。

穿这套盔甲让我觉得很臃肿。腿脚动起来都不灵便了。



What a lovely day!

Yes, it's lovely but the sun is hot. Let's find some trees.

You're a very nice man. You're my knight.

Her knight?!

Oh, well. Why ask questions? I am her knight.




多么好的天儿！

是的，很美好，但太阳很晒。我们找些树躲躲吧。

你真是个好人。你是我的骑士。

她的骑士？！

哦，好吧。何必要问为什么呢？我就是她的骑士。



At last! The Boss is here!

There's no water and Merlin can't help.

Merlin can't bring the water again. I can, but I need time—and my things.

Clarence, bring me my things and two of my helpers.




终于来了！头领到了！

没有水，梅林也无能为力。

梅林不能再引上来水。我能，但我需要时间——还有我的工具。

克拉伦斯，把我的工具带过来，再叫上两个助手。



I can do nothing more. No man can bring the water here again.

Perhaps I can do something.

There's water again!

The King! King Arthur is here!

Good job!

I need to talk to you about something.




我无能为力了。没人能把水再引到这儿来。

也许我能做点什么。

又有水了！

国王！亚瑟王来了！

干得好！

我要和你谈点儿事儿。



I want to understand the everyday lives of your people. I need to go away.

I want to come with you. I want to eat and sleep with my people, too.

We must wear different clothes.

When we meet people, remember that you are not the King.

But I am the King.

No, no. Remember you are not the King. Pretend you have no money. Pretend your children are crying and hungry.




我想了解您的臣民的日常生活。我要离开一下。

我想和你一起去。我也想与我的臣民同吃同住。

我们必须穿别的衣服。

我们遇到人时，记住你不是国王。

但我的确是国王。

哦，不。记住你不是国王。假装你没有钱。假装你的孩子们正哭个不停，饥肠辘辘。



Wonderful! They want to bring us into their village.

No, something's wrong. They don't like us.

There they are! You can't run away!

Stop them!

Stop them!




太好了！他们想带我们进他们的村子。

不，不大对劲儿。他们并不喜欢我们。

他们在那儿！你们跑不掉了！

拦住他们！

拦住他们！



No, no! We can't find our way!

You're runaway slaves!

Who wants these slaves for four dollars?




不，不！我们找不到路了！

你们是逃跑的奴隶！

谁愿出四块钱买下这俩奴隶？



In London.

Give me twenty-two dollars for the two of them.

No, I can't pay that. This one can't work very much…

Good! Don't stop talking. I need a little time…

Clarence, listen to me. The King's in a lot of danger. Bring the knights quickly.




在伦敦。

给我22块，他们俩都归你。

不行，我不能付那么多。这一个干不了多少活儿……

好！继续谈。我需要一点儿时间……

克拉伦斯，听我说。国王处境很危险。速带骑士来。



They want to kill us today because a slave is missing.

What? Today!

Can the knights get here in time?

I am Arthur, King of Britain!

Yes, and I am the Queen!

King of Britain! Ha, ha, ha!




他们想在今天处死我们，因为有个奴隶不见了。

什么？今天！

骑士能及时赶到这儿吗？

我是亚瑟，英国国王！

没错，我是王后！

英国国王！哈哈哈！



This is your King!




这位是你们的国王！



Sir Sagramor comes back.

Sir Sagramor wants to fight you.

Look at him. I want to laugh!




萨格拉默爵士回来了。

萨格拉默爵士想与你决斗。

看看他。我直想笑！



What can the Boss do now?

Where's his weapon?

The people love this! I'm their first cowboy.




头领现在该怎么办？

他的兵器在哪儿？

人们喜欢这个！我是他们的第一个牛仔。



He says you must die. He wants to fight again.

Merlin has my first weapon. I have one more left.

Where's your weapon? Do you have one?

Ask Merlin. He knows all the answers.

BANG!

He's dead!

What is that weapon?

Who wants to fight me now?




他说一定要你死。他想再对决一次。

梅林拿走了我的第一件兵器。我还剩一件。

你的兵器在哪儿？你有吗？

问梅林。他无所不知。

砰！

他死了！

那是什么兵器？

现在还有谁想和我决斗？



Three years later ...

You're changing everything.

Yes. Look. England's a happy country and I'm happy, too. I have a wife and children.




三年后……

你改变了一切。

是啊。看，英国成了快乐的国度，我也很快乐。我有妻子和孩子。



Baseball's exciting!

This isn't Camelot. Now we have new weapons. We have machines. People like making money. I have an idea.




棒球太刺激了！

这不是卡米洛特。现在我们有新式兵器。我们有机器。人们爱赚钱。我有一个主意。



Stop that! What are you doing?

Now he must sleep for thirteen centuries! I am Merlin the magician!

Ha ha ha

Hank Morgan wakes up at the beginning of the twentieth century. He is now seventy years old. His American family is with him.

Father? Father, we're all here.

My family's here… Don't leave me again Sandy… Sandy…Sandy… I am happy with you and our daughter.

Listen! There's the bugle! It's the King!




住手！你在干什么？

现在他必须沉睡十三个世纪！我是巫师梅林！

哈哈哈

20世纪初，汉克·摩根醒来。他现年70岁。他的美国家人与他在一起。

父亲？父亲，我们都在这儿。

我的家人在这儿……不要再离开我了，桑迪……桑迪……桑迪……和你，还有我们的女儿在一起，我很开心。

听！有号角声！是国王！
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ACTIVITIES
Before Reading

1. Look at the front and back cover of the book. Choose the correct endings.

1) Adam . . .

　a　is a secret agent.

　b　works in a bank.

　c　is an actor.




2) Serena is . . .

　a　an actor.

　b　a dancer.

　c　an English teacher.




3) Look at the picture on the front cover. Is it . . .

　a　a romantic story?

　b　an exciting story?

　c　a sad story?


ACTIVITIES
While Reading

1. Answer these questions.

1) What does Adam want to be?

2) What time of day is it?

3) Why is Adam bored with his job?

4) What does Mrs B. say to Adam?

2. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1) Adam does something different today.

T/F

2) Some men take a woman's rucksack.

T/F

3) The woman asks Adam for help.

T/F

4) The men run after Adam and the women.

T/F

3. Can you guess what happens next?

1) The woman, Serena, thanks Adam for his help.

Yes/No

2) The police arrest the thieves.

Yes/No

3) The thieves hurt somebody.

Yes/No

4) Serena and Adam fall in love.

Yes/No

4. Answer these questions.

1) How do Adam and Serena get away?

2) What is Serena's idea?

3) Why is the director happy?

5. Answer these questions.

1) Why does Serena's car stop?

2) What do the thieves want?

3) What does Adam do?

4) Adam knows one of the thieves. Who is he?

6. Answer these questions.

1) Who are the 'police'?

2) What does Serena take from Adam?

3) What does she do with it?

4) What do they tie Mr Smith with?

7. Who says these sentences?

1) 'I am late for work!'

2) 'You're three hours late.'

3) 'Say "please".'

4) 'I want you to be a bank robber.'



ACTIVITIES
After Reading

1. Use these words to complete the summary of the story.

arrest　　gun　　boss　　bank　　film　　thieves　　take　　angry　　afraid

Adam wants to be James Bond. He sees two men _______ a woman's bag and tries to help. The men are _______.

They are very _______ when they see that they have got the wrong bag. They follow Serena and Adam. Adam is very _______ but Serena is not. Serena uses a water _______ to stop one of the thieves. When the thief speaks, Adam understands that the thief is his _______. The police _______ the thieves. Serena and Adam take the money to the _______ and the film director asks Adam to be in his _______ as a bank robber!

2. Write a short description of Serena.

____________________________

____________________________

____________________________

____________________________

3. Read the clues below and complete the crossword.
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ACROSS

1　The man or woman who performs in a film.

5　Something you carry with you. You can speak to people with it.

8　A public garden.

9　The opposite of interesting.

10　You can read about what is happening in the world.




DOWN

2　The person who takes something which is not his.

3　A bag you wear on your back.

4　Another word for picture or movie.

6　A place where you can put or get money.

7　When you take a rest from school or work, often in another country.


参考译文

Give Us the Money
把钱拿出来！

He's fast.

He's strong.

Good work, James Bond!




他跑得快。

他很强壮。

干得好，詹姆斯·邦德！



Ring!

What a nice dream!

One more boring Monday at the bank.

Adam Gray works in a bank. He doesn't like his job and he doesn't like Mr Smith, his boss.

I must go. I don't want to be late for work.




铃铃铃！

多美的梦啊！

又要在银行度过无聊的周一。

亚当·格雷在银行上班。他不喜欢自己的工作，也不喜欢自己的老板史密斯先生。

我得走了。我可不想上班迟到。



Every day is the same. Nothing exciting ever happens to me.

Morning, Adam.

Morning, Mrs B.

Now she says, 'Your horoscope for today.'

Your horoscope for today.

Libra. Do something different today.

It's not true.

Thanks, Mrs B. Bye.




日复一日。从来没有什么令人激动的事发生在我身上。

早上好，亚当。

早上好，B夫人。

她接着说，“你的今日星相。”

你的今日星相。

天秤座。今天做些不同的事情。

那不是真的。

多谢，B夫人。再见。



Usually, I go left…

Do something different today.

He goes right and walks through the park.

Suddenly…

What's happening?

Help!

Stop that!




平常，我向左走……

今天做些不同的事情。

他向右转，穿行在公园里。

突然……

怎么回事儿？

救命啊！

住手！



Come on. Run!

Who's he?

We don't know.

Cut!




快点儿。跑！

他是谁？

我们不认识。

停！



At the same time…

Nobody move!

Give us the money!

Come on! We want to leave. The police are coming!

Thump!

Ouch!




就在这时……

谁都不许动！

把钱拿出来！

快！我们得走了。警察来了！

砰！

哎哟！



Come on! Move!

Sorry.

I know that voice, I think.

Police. Help!

Screech

Quick! Run, before they see us.

Stop! I don't need your help.

You don't understand. My name is Serena Silver. I'm an actor.

And the men with you. Who are they?

Actors.

There's no money in the rucksack. Just newspaper. Look.




快点儿！快走！

对不起。

我觉得这个口音挺耳熟。

警察。救命啊！

吱吱吱

快！快跑，不要让他们看见我们。

住手！我不需要你的帮助。

你不了解情况。我叫塞丽娜·希尔沃。我是个演员。

那和你在一起的那几个男的，他们是谁？

演员。

包里没钱。都是报纸。你看。



At the same time…

How much money have we got?

Lots.

I want to see.

But they get a big surprise.




与此同时……

我们到手了多少钱？

很多。

我想看看。

但是他们大吃一惊。



What's this?

This is newspaper! Where's our money?

This is bad!

That man has our rucksack!

And our money!

The dirty thief!

We must get our money back.




这是什么？

是报纸！那我们的钱呢？

太糟糕了！

那个男的拿了我们的背包！

还有我们的钱！

可恶的小贼！

我们一定要把钱夺回来。



This isn't newspaper.

I don't understand anything.

Suddenly…

Are those men actors?

No, they're not. And that gun is real. Run!




这不是报纸。

我什么都不知道。

突然……

那些人是演员吗？

不，他们不是。那把枪是真的。快跑！



Why are you waiting? Move!

Stop, you dirty thieves. Or I shoot. Run!

But Adam and Serena don't stop.

My car is near here. Come with me.




你还在等什么？快跑！

站住，卑鄙的小贼。不然我开枪了。跑！

但亚当和塞丽娜没有停下。

我的车在附近。跟我来。



Where are we going?

To the film set.

Oh no! They're close behind us.

You must drive more quickly.

I've got an idea.

Have you got a mobile phone?

Yes. Why?

Don't ask questions. Dial 0743 2689. Quick!




我们去哪儿？

去片场。

哦，不好！他们紧跟着我们。

你必须再开快点。

我有个主意。

你有手机吗？

有。怎么了？

别问了。拨0743 2689。快！



Please help us.

Where are you?

On the bridge near the airport.

Bring the cameras and film and everything.

Drive to the airport at once. We can stop them there.




请帮帮我们。

你们在哪儿？

在机场附近的大桥上。

带上摄影机、胶片、所有东西。

立刻开车去机场。我们可以在那儿拦截他们。



This is wonderful. My film can make a lot of money.

Hiccup!

What's happening?

There's no more petrol.

Oh, no. I'm very afraid.




太好了。我的电影能赚大钱了。

嗝嗝嗝！

怎么回事儿？

没油了。

哦，不。我很害怕。



Look, boss. They're stopping.

Let's get them—they've got my money!

What can we do now?

I've got a second idea. Where's the gun?

But—it's a water gun.

Yes, but the thieves don't know.

And it's leaking!




看，头儿。他们停下来了。

我们去抓住他们——他们拿了我的钱！

我们现在该怎么办？

我又有了一个主意。枪在哪儿？

可是——这是把玩具水枪。

是的，但劫匪不知道啊。

而且还在漏水！



I don't want to be James Bond now.

Oh, no!

Get out of the car. With your hands up.

And the girl. With the rucksack.

I know that voice.

Bring it to me. Slowly!

Is it Mr Smith, my boss?




我现在可不想当詹姆斯·邦德。

哦，不！

下车。举起手来。

还有那个女的。带上背包。

那个声音很熟悉。

把包给我。慢慢过来！

那是史密斯先生，我的老板？



No, it can't be. He's on holiday.

Don't hurt me, please.

Is the money in the rucksack?

It's our rucksack, boss.

What a lot of money!

Don't be greedy. Leave some for me.




不，不可能。他正在度假。

请不要伤害我。

钱在包里吗？

这是我们的包，头儿。

好多钱啊！

别太贪。留些给我。



Excellent!

I've got the water gun.

Take the money and leave the girl. I've got a gun, too.

Yes, you have. And it's leaking, Mr Gray.

Mr Smith? But you're on holiday!

Soon. Very soon. With this money I can go on a very long holiday.




太好了！

我有水枪。

把钱拿走，放掉那个女孩。我也有枪。

是啊，你有。而且还在漏水呢，格雷先生。

史密斯先生？可你应该在度假啊！

快了，很快。有了这些钱，我就可以过一个非常悠长的假期了。



Now that you know who I am, I must kill you and your friend.

There are police everywhere. Put your guns down.

This is wonderful. Don't stop filming.




既然你知道了我是谁，那我就必须把你和你的朋友干掉。

你们已被警方包围。把枪放下。

太棒了。不要停止拍摄。



What are you doing?

I can't see anything now!

Ouch!

Stop!

Oh, no!




你要干什么？

我现在什么都看不见了！

哎哟！

住手！

哦，不！



Now I've got the gun. Listen to the police.

Quick, Adam! Your tie!

What?

Tie his hands.

Mr Gray, you're late for work!

You can get up now, Miss.




现在枪在我这儿。照警察说的做。

快，亚当！你的领带！

什么？

绑住他的手。

格雷先生，你上班迟到了！

你现在可以站起来了，小姐。



I want my money!

Cut! Very good, everybody.

Oh no!

What's the matter?

Mr Smith is right. I am late for work!

HA HA HA!




我要我的钱！

停！非常好，各位。

哦，不！

怎么了？

史密斯先生说得对。我上班迟到了！

哈哈哈！



You're three hours late!

But…

I don't want to hear anything. Leave this bank at once.

But I've got the bank's money.

It's true.

Say 'please'.

Please.

It doesn't matter, Adam. I've got a new job for you. Would you like to be in my film?




你迟到了三个小时！

但是……

我不想听任何解释。立刻离开银行。

但我拿到了银行的钱。

是真的。

说“ 请”。

请。

没关系，亚当。我有份新工作给你。你愿意出演我的影片吗？



Now I'm here, Serena. Nobody can hurt you.

Yes, please!

I want you to be—a bank robber!

HA HA HA




现在有我在这儿，塞丽娜。没人能伤害到你。

愿意，谢谢！

我想让你扮演银行劫匪！

哈哈哈


[image: alt]


[image: alt]


[image: alt]


Copyright © Foreign Language Teaching and Research Press 2006

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced or distributed by any means, or stored in a database or retrieval system, without the prior written permission of Foreign Language Teaching and Research Press.

本书版权由外语教学与研究出版社独家所有。如未获得该社书面同意，书中任何部分之文字及图片，不得用任何方式抄袭、节录、翻印或存储利用于任何数据库及检索系统等。

Published by Foreign Language Teaching and Research Press

No. 19 Xisanhuan Beilu

Beijing, China 100089

http://www.fltrp.com


京权图字 01-2006-2796

Originally published by Oxford University Press, Great Clarendon Street, Oxford. © 2001 This edition is licensed for sale in the People's Republic of China only and not for export therefrom.

'Oxford' is a registered trademark of Oxford University Press.

图书在版编目(CIP)数据

亚瑟王传奇／（英）哈迪-古尔德（Hardy-Gould, J.）改写．—北京：外语教学与研究出版社，2006.5（2013.12重印）

（书虫·牛津英汉双语读物）

书名原文：King Arthur

ISBN 978-7-5600-5418-6




Ⅰ．亚…　Ⅱ．哈…　Ⅲ．①英语—汉语—对照读物 ②漫画—作品—英国—现代　Ⅳ．H319.4: J




中国版本图书馆CIP数据核字（2006）第019035号







出版人：蔡剑峰

责任编辑：周　晶

封面设计：孙莉明

出版发行：外语教学与研究出版社

社　　址：北京市西三环北路19号（100089）

网　　址：http://www.fltrp.com

书　　号：ISBN 978-7-5600-5418-6

*　　*　　*

制售盗版必究　举报查实奖励

版权保护举报电话：（010）88817519


目　录

 King Arthur

 ACTIVITIES Before Reading

 ACTIVITIES While Reading

 ACTIVITIES After Reading

 参考译文

 


  返回总目录


[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]


ACTIVITIES
Before Reading

1. Look at the picture on the cover of the book. Now answer these questions.

1) Where do you think the story happens?

a　Japan.

b　England.

c　Spain.

d　Australia.

2) When do you think the story happens?

a　Ten years ago.

b　Fifty years ago.

c　A hundred years ago.

d　Over a thousand years ago.

2. Read the back cover of the book. Which of these words do you think are in the story? Put a tick next to them. Perhaps not all of them are in the story. Why not?



	horse
	soldier
	gun



	car
	pop star
	castle



	bicycle
	queen
	supermarket



	ride
	marry
	America



	drive
	sword
	village





ACTIVITIES
While Reading

1. Answer these questions.

Who ...

1) puts the sword in the stone? Why?

2) pulls the sword out of the stone?

3) is Arthur's half-sister? What can she do?

4) wins the battle?

2. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1) Arthur and Guinevere talk for a long time.

T/F

2) Merlin wants Arthur to marry Guinevere.

T/F

3) Merlin builds a new castle.

T/F

4) Merlin shows Arthur a magic sword.

T/F

3. Now answer these questions.

1) What does Guinevere give Arthur?

2) Who fights a lot of different men?

3) Who is the strongest knight in England?

4) Why are the people in the villages happy?

4. Who says these words?

1) 'You must be king, my son.'

2) 'Be careful, Arthur. Mordred is a bad man.'

3) 'Oh Lancelot. You're very strong!'

4) 'Perhaps Guinevere and Lancelot are in love.'

5) 'Leave Camelot now, before I kill you.'

5. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1) Guinevere is happy because Lancelot leaves Camelot.

T/F

2) Arthur fights a battle against Lancelot.

T/F

3) Mordred puts Guinevere in prison.

T/F

4) Arthur wants to fight Mordred on the next day.

T/F

6. Can you guess what happens?

1) Arthur breaks his magic sword.

Yes/No

2) Arthur kills Mordred.

Yes/No

3) Mordred kills Arthur.

Yes/No

4) Lancelot arrives and kills Mordred.

Yes/No

5) Arthur is king of England again.

Yes/No

6) Arthur dies and Merlin takes him away.

Yes/No

7) Guinevere marries Lancelot.

Yes/No


ACTIVITIES
After Reading

1. Put these nine sentences in the right order.

a　Lancelot leaves Camelot.

b　Lancelot is the first knight of the Round Table.

c　Arthur pulls the sword out of the stone.

d　Arthur wants to fight a battle against Lancelot.

e　Merlin makes a magic stone and puts a sword in it.

f　Mordred hits Arthur with a sword.

g　Morgan and Mordred arrive one night at Camelot.

h　Arthur leaves in a boat with Merlin.

i　Arthur marries Guinevere.

2. Who says this? Who do they say it to?

1) 'Don't be afraid! With my help you can be king.' _________ says this to _________.

2) 'Shall I fight in your name?' _________ says this to _________.

3) 'Guinevere and Lancelot are often together.' _________ says this to _________.

4) 'No ... no ... not today. Let's fight tomorrow.' _________ says this to _________.

5) 'Find Guinevere and look after her.' _________ says this to _________.

3. Look at each picture, then answer the questions after it.
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1) Who is this?

What is he doing?
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2) What is this?

Who builds it?
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3) Who is this?
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4) Who is this?
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5) Who is this?

Why is she crying?
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6) Who are these people?

What happens next?
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7) Who is this? What happens next?


参考译文

King Arthur
亚瑟王传奇



It is the year 650 in England. There is no king and people are fighting.

One night Merlin the magician has a dream ...

In the morning ...

I see a wonderful king. His name is Arthur! How can I find him?

Merlin makes a magic stone. He puts a sword in it. Only the true king can pull out the sword.

You are not the true king.




这是650年的英格兰。当时没有国王，人们一片混战。

一天晚上，魔法师墨林做了一个梦……

早上……

我看到了一位伟大的国王。他叫亚瑟！我怎么才能找到他？

墨林做了一块魔法石。他往石头中插入一把剑。只有真正的国王才能拔出剑。

你不是真正的国王。



Shall I try?

You're only a boy!

Try, son! Let's all have a good laugh!

Arthur pulls hard.

Who are you?

What's your name?

Arthur.

Our new king!

But I don't know how to be king.




我能试试吗？

你只是个孩子！

试试吧，孩子！让我们都好好乐一乐！

亚瑟用力拔剑。

你是谁？

你叫什么名字？

亚瑟。

我们的新国王！

但我不知道怎么当国王。



Suddenly ...

Who are you?

Don't be afraid, Arthur! My name is Merlin. With my help you can be king.

The next day many important people come to see Arthur.

He's very young.

Who are those people?

That's your half-sister, Morgan, and her son, Mordred. She can see into the future.

Merlin teaches every day, and after four years he is a strong, good king.




突然……

你是谁？

别害怕，亚瑟！我叫墨林。有了我的帮助，你就能成为国王。

第二天，很多重要的人物都来看亚瑟。

他很年轻。

那两个人是谁？

那是你同父异母的姐姐摩根，还有她的儿子莫德雷德。她能看到未来。

墨林每天教导亚瑟，四年后，他成为了一名强有力的好国王。



One morning, a soldier visits Arthur.

The lords from the North are coming to fight you.

Go now and fight, Arthur!

Go faster, man!

When they arrive there is a long battle.

Oh, no!

Help!

Hours later most of the other soldiers are dead.

Arthur is King of all England!

We can win every battle now!




一天早上，一名士兵来拜见亚瑟。

北方的诸侯们来攻打您了。

现在去战斗吧，亚瑟！

再快点儿，弟兄们！

他们到达后，战斗持续了很长的时间。

哦，不！

救命！

几个小时后，其他军队的大部分士兵都死了。

亚瑟是整个英格兰的国王！

现在我们战无不胜！



Come to my castle. Let's eat and drink all night!

Have some more food everybody!

Ha, ha, ha!

Do you know my daughter Guinevere?

No ... it's very nice to meet you.

Arthur and Guinevere talk all evening.

When Arthur comes back ...

I want to marry Guinevere.

No ... no ... Arthur!




来我的城堡吧。让我们整晚尽情欢宴！

大家都多吃点儿！

哈哈哈！

您认识我女儿吉尼维尔吗？

不……非常高兴见到您。

亚瑟和吉尼维尔聊了一个晚上。

亚瑟回来的时候……

我想娶吉尼维尔为妻。

不……不……亚瑟！



I see a dark future for you and Guinevere. Don't marry her!

I am King and I choose my Queen!

Arthur builds the castle of Camelot.

Here's the new castle for my future Queen.

Arthur, I must speak to you ...

What's the matter?

I must leave you now. I am losing my magic. Come with me, Arthur.




我看到了你和吉尼维尔黑暗的未来。不要娶她！

我是国王，我选择自己的王后！

亚瑟修建了卡米洛城堡。

这是我未来王后的城堡。

亚瑟，我必须和你谈谈……

怎么了？

现在我得离开你了。我正在失去我的魔力。跟我来，亚瑟。



Looking into the water.

Take the magic sword. You need this for your battles.

Thank you!

Be careful. Don't break it — without your sword you are nothing.

Goodbye, Arthur.




看水里。

拿着这把有魔法的剑。你打仗需要它。

谢谢！

小心。别折断它——没有你的剑，你什么都不是。

再见，亚瑟。



Three weeks later Arthur marries Guinevere.

Good luck!

Two people stand alone ... Morgan and her son, Mordred.

I see an unhappy future for Arthur and Guinevere!

Guinevere gives Arthur a large round table.

The strongest knights in England can sit at this table!

I want to find the best knights in the country. Let's have a competition today!




三个星期后，亚瑟和吉尼维尔结婚了。

祝福你们！

有两个人远离人群站在一边……摩根和她的儿子莫德雷德。

我看到亚瑟和吉尼维尔的未来并不幸福。

吉尼维尔送给亚瑟一张大圆桌。

英格兰最强的骑士才能坐在这张桌前！

我想找出全国最好的骑士。我们今天来比赛吧！



Can I fight first?

Gawain fights many different men. Nobody can beat him.

Is Gawain the strongest knight in England?

No, I am!

Who are you? I can't see your face.

Let's watch him fight. We can see his face later.

Shall I fight in your name, Queen Guinevere?

Yes. Good luck!




我能先打吗？

高文和不同的人打了很多场。没人能打败他。

高文是英格兰最强的骑士吗？

不，我才是！

你是谁？我看不到你的脸。

我们看他比赛吧。然后我们再看他的脸。

我能以您的名义战斗吗，吉尼维尔王后？

可以。祝你好运！



Come on, Gawain!

Oh dear!

Oh no!

What's your name?

Lancelot.

Lancelot is the strongest man in all England. He can be the first knight of the Round Table!




加油，高文！

哦，天哪！

哦，不！

你叫什么名字？

兰斯洛特。

兰斯洛特是全英格兰最强的骑士。

他可以成为第一名“圆桌”骑士！



Soon, knights come from all over the country. They sit at the Round Table.

Arthur and Guinevere are very happy together.

You're our best friend, Lancelot.

And in the villages ...

King Arthur, thank you! We have lots of food to eat.

We have a strong king at last! There is no more fighting.

Guinevere and Lancelot often go riding together.

Look at these beautiful flowers.




不久，全国各地的骑士都来了。他们坐在了“圆桌”前。

亚瑟和吉尼维尔过得非常幸福。

你是我们最好的朋友，兰斯洛特。

在村庄里……

亚瑟王，感谢您！我们有很多东西吃。

我们终于有了一位强大的国王！

再也没有战争了。

吉尼维尔和兰斯洛特经常一起去骑马。

看这些美丽的花。



One night, Morgan and Mordred arrive at Camelot.

Where is King Arthur?

Hello Morgan! Come in. Would you like to stay?

Yes.

Morgan and Mordred stay for weeks ... They are very friendly to Guinevere and Arthur.

What a beautiful castle!

Thank you.

But later ...

When I look into the future I see King Arthur is dead. You must be king, my son!

Yes, mother.




一天晚上，摩根和莫德雷德来到卡米洛。

亚瑟王在哪儿？

你好，摩根！请进。你愿意住在这里吗？

好啊。

摩根和莫德雷德住了好几个星期……他们对吉尼维尔和亚瑟很友好。

多漂亮的城堡！

谢谢。

但后来……

我看到未来，亚瑟王死了。你一定会成为国王，我的儿子！

是的，妈妈。



One morning Arthur visits Morgan.

Guinevere and I have no son or daughter. Mordred can be king when I die.

Thank you, dear brother. But you are very young ...

Be careful, Arthur. Mordred is a bad man.

Arthur tells Guinevere about the dream.

Don't worry. It's only a dream.

Morgan and Mordred are nice people.

I can see into the future. There is no Arthur, no castle, and you are king!




一天早上，亚瑟去找摩根。

吉尼维尔和我没有儿女。我死后莫德雷德可以当国王。

谢谢，亲爱的弟弟。但你还很年轻呢……

小心，亚瑟。莫德雷德是坏人。

亚瑟把这个梦告诉了吉尼维尔。

别担心。这只是个梦。摩根和莫德雷德是好人。

我看到了未来。没有亚瑟，没有城堡，而你是国王！



Arthur and his knights often ride into the country.

Let's go!

Faster!

They come back with many stories. Guinevere listens excitedly.

Oh Lancelot. You're very strong!

Every evening the knights eat and drink together.




亚瑟和他的骑士们经常骑马到乡间去。

我们走！

再快点儿！

他们回来后会讲很多故事。吉尼维尔听得兴致勃勃。

哦，兰斯洛特。你真强！

每天晚上，骑士们都一起欢宴。



One day Mordred comes to Arthur.

Guinevere and Lancelot are often together.

Yes, of course... Lancelot is my best friend.

What are you saying, Mordred?

Perhaps Guinevere and Lancelot are in love...

Is it ture? Do you love my wife?

Yes, but —

Leave Camelot now, before I kill you.

You don't understand...




一天，莫德雷德来找亚瑟。

吉尼维尔和兰斯洛特经常在一起。

那当然了……兰斯洛特是我最好的朋友嘛。

你什么意思，莫德雷德？

也许吉尼维尔和兰斯洛特相爱了……

是真的吗？你爱我的妻子？

是的，但是——

现在就离开卡米洛，否则我杀了你。

您不了解……



Lancelot rides away quickly with some knights.

Guinevere is very unhappy.

And now Arthur does not look after his country.

The magic of the Round Table is dead!

In the towns and villages people begin to fight again. Everyone is afraid.




兰斯洛特很快就和一些骑士骑马离开了。

吉尼维尔非常不开心。

现在亚瑟不管他的国家了。

“圆桌”的魔力消失了！

在城镇和乡村，人们又打起了仗。每个人都很害怕。



You must be a strong king.

Find Lancelot and fight him.

The next day, Arthur leaves with many knights.

Goodbye, King Arthur.

Ha, ha, ha! Bye!




你一定要成为一个强大的国王。

找到兰斯洛特，和他决斗。

第二天，亚瑟带着很多骑士离开了。

再见，亚瑟王。

哈哈哈！再见！



A week later, Arthur and his knights find Lancelot.

Let's fight now! Are you ready?

But I don't want to fight my best friend. Let's talk.

No. There's no more time.

Just then, a soldier arrives from Camelot.

Mordred is now king! Everybody thinks you are dead, and the queen is in prison.

Let's forget our fight! Help me, Lancelot.




一个星期后，亚瑟和他的骑士们找到了兰斯洛特。

我们现在来决斗！你准备好了吗？

但我不想和我最好的朋友决斗。

我们谈谈吧。

不。没有时间了。

正在这时，一名士兵从卡米洛赶来。

莫德雷德现在成了国王！大家都以为您死了，王后被关进了监狱。

我们忘了决斗吧！帮帮我，兰斯洛特。



Arthur and his knights quickly ride back to Camelot.

Let's find Mordred and kill him!

Mordred's in the next village.

We need to sleep. Let's find him tomorrow.

Do not fight Mordred tomorrow. Lancelot is coming with many soldiers. Wait for him.

Shall we fight Mordred today?

No, Gawain. We must wait. Lancelot and his soldiers are coming.




亚瑟和他的骑士们迅速骑马回到了卡米洛。

找出莫德雷德，杀掉他！

莫德雷德在下一个村庄。

我们需要睡觉。明天再去找他吧。

不要在明天和莫德雷德开战。兰斯洛特带着大队人马正在往这儿赶。等着他。

我们要今天和莫德雷德开战吗？

不，高文。我们必须等待。兰斯洛特和他的人马正在赶来。



Arthur and his men meet Mordred.

Hello, old man! Do you want to give me your crown?

You traitor! Where is my wife? I must see her.

You must fight me first!

No... no... not today. Let's fight tomorrow.

Just then, Arthur sees a snake.

Quick. Kill the snake!

Look! We must help Mordred.

Arthur wants to kill him, I think.




亚瑟和他的人见到了莫德雷德。

你好，老家伙！你想把你的王冠给我吗？

你这个叛徒！我妻子在哪儿？我必须见她。

你必须先和我决斗！

不……不……今天不行。我们明天再决斗。

正在这时，亚瑟看到一条蛇。

快。杀死那条蛇！

看！我们得帮助莫德雷德。我觉得亚瑟想杀了他。



Suddenly all of the soldiers start fighting.

What's happening?

Help!

Take that!

They fight for many hours.

No!

Take that!

After three hours...

My knights, my friends, my soldiers... they are all dead!

Gawain... my true friend.

Where's Mordred? I want to kill him!




霎时间所有的士兵开始了战斗。

怎么回事儿？

救命！

接招儿！

他们打了很久。

不！

接招儿！

三个小时后……

我的骑士们，我的朋友们，我的士兵们……他们都死了！

高文……我真正的朋友。

莫德雷德在哪儿？我要杀了他！



Die, you traitor!

Ha, ha, ha!

No! My sword...

Goodbye, Arthur!

Help!

Just then, Lancelot and his soldiers arrive.




去死吧，你这个叛徒！

哈哈哈！

不！我的剑……

再见，亚瑟！

救命！

正在这时，兰斯洛特和他的人马赶来了。



I'm here now. We can win the battle.

You can't help me now... I'm dying.

Lancelot finds Mordred.

You traitor Mordred!

No...!

Take my sword. Throw it into the water over there!

Lancelot throws the sword.




我来了。我们能打赢。

你现在帮不了我了……我要死了。

兰斯洛特找到了莫德雷德。

你这个叛徒，莫德雷德！

不……！

拿着我的剑。把它扔到那边的水中！

兰斯洛特把剑扔了进去。



A hand comes out of the water.

Come with me, Arthur.

Goodbye, Lancelot. Find Guinevere and look after her.

Yes, my lord.

Never forget King Arthur and the magic of the Round Table!




一只手从水中伸了出来。

跟我来，亚瑟。

再见，兰斯洛特。找到吉尼维尔，照顾她。

是，陛下。

永远不要忘记亚瑟王和“圆桌”的魔力！
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Mystery in London

1　It is the year 1898, and you are Mycroft Pound, the famous detective. You are sitting in your house in London, one cold November evening. There is a knock at the door. It is Inspector Freewell of the London police.

'Can you come to Whitechapel, Mr Pound? We need your help. There's a woman in the street. She isn't dead, but there's blood everywhere. We think it's the Whitechapel Killer again.'

■You put on your coat. Go to 18.
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2　You are in Annie's house. A woman comes in.

'Who are you? What are you doing here?' she asks.

You tell her about Annie.

'That's terrible,' she says.

'Do you know any of her friends?' you ask.

The woman thinks. 'Her best friend is a woman called Rosy. She lives in Limehouse Street. But she has a boyfriend. That's him, there, in that picture. I don't like him.'

■You go back to the Rose and Crown to talk to the other people. Go to 10.

■You go to Limehouse Street to look for Rosy. Go to 35.
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3　You want to get on to the Californian and talk to Jack.

■You jump in the water and swim after the ship. Go to 8.

■You cannot swim. You think about how you can get on the ship. Go to 13.




4　'Do you know the name of the woman in the street?' you ask the old man.

He cannot hear you and he does not answer.

■Go to 10.
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5　You go across the bridge, but you cannot see the Californian. There is a sailor in one of the small boats, and there is an old man fishing.

■You ask the sailor for help. Go to 24.

■You ask the old man for help. Go to 34.

[image: alt]




6　You talk to the young man. He comes into the street and looks at the woman.

'Her name's Annie, I think,' he says.

'Do you know where she lives?'

'Yes. She lives in Cable Street, I think.'

■You go back into the Rose and Crown and talk to the other people. Go to 10.

■You go to Cable Street. Go to 30.
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7　The captain of the Californian calls the three Jacks. Which Jack do you want to speak to?

■The Jack on the left. Go to 17.

■The Jack in the middle. Go to 23.

■The Jack on the right. Go to 31.




8　You jump into the water and swim after the ship. But the ship is going very fast. After five minutes, the Californian is out of the London docks and going to India. And you are now very cold.

■Go to 22.

[image: alt]




9　You tell Rosy about Annie.

'I'm Annie's best friend,' she says. She is crying.'But she has a boyfriend.'

'Who's he?' you ask.

'A sailor. His name's Jack. He's often at her house in Cable Street. His ship's in the London docks now, I think.'

■You want to find Jack, so you go to the docks. Go to 14.

■You want to find out more about Annie so you go to her house in Cable Street. Go to 19.
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10　There are four people in the Rose and Crown. You want to ask some questions about the woman in the street. Who do you talk to first?

■You talk to the old man. Go to 4.

■You talk to the young man. Go to 6.

■You talk to the old woman. Go to 15.

■You talk to the young woman. Go to 28.
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11　The sailor looks at you.

'Jack?' he says. 'There are hundreds of sailors called Jack. There's a Jack on every ship.'

You must find the name of Jack's ship. You go to Annie's room to look for more information.

■Go to 19.




12　You are in the London docks. There are hundreds of ships. You want to find the Californian and you want to catch Jack.

■You go across the bridge. Go to 5.

■You go to the right. Go to 20.

■You go to the left. Go to 29.
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13　There is a bridge across the water. You go on the bridge and jump onto the Californian. You go to the captain.

'There's a man on your ship I must talk to,' you say.'His name is Jack.'

'Why do you want to talk to him?' he asks.

'He's the Whitechapel Killer, I think.'

'There are three Jacks on my ship,' says the captain.

'Can I see them all?' you ask.

■Go to 7.
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14　You go to the London docks to look for Jack, Annie's friend. There are hundreds of ships, and thousands of sailors. You talk to a sailor.

'Do you know a sailor called Jack?' you ask.

■Go to 11.
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15　You talk to the old woman. She comes into the street and looks at the woman.

'Her name's Annie,' she says.

'Do you know where she lives?' you ask.

'Yes. She lives in Cable Street. I don't know what number,' she answers.

■You go back to the Rose and Crown and talk to the other people. Go to 10.

■You go to Cable Street. Go to 30.
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16　You knock at the white door. A young woman opens the door.

'Are you Rosy?' you ask.

'Yes.'

'Are you a friend of Annie?'

'Yes,' she says.

'I've got bad news for you,' you say. 'I'm afraid she's very ill.'

'No.' Rosy starts to cry.

■Go to 9.
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17　You talk to the Jack on the left. He is not the Whitechapel Killer.

■Go to 7.




18　The Whitechapel Killer attacks people with a long knife. Six women are dead because of him.

You arrive in Whitechapel and the police are waiting for you there. The woman is lying in the street, near the Rose and Crown. She is very ill, so she cannot talk to you. You see some bicycle tracks on the road.

■You follow the bicycle tracks. Go to 25.

■You go into the Rose and Crown. You want to talk to the people there. Go to 10.
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19　You look in Annie's house and find a letter.

The Californian, Saturday

Annie,

Tomorrow my ship is going to India. Please meet me at the Rose and Crown tonight. I have something very important for you.

 Jack

So the name of Jack's ship is the Californian. Is Jack the man you want? Is Jack the Whitechapel Killer? You go to the London docks to look for Jack on the Californian.

■Go to 12.
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20　There are a lot of ships, but you cannot see the Californian here.

■Go back to 12.




21　You knock on the blue door. An old man opens it.

'I'm looking for Rosy,' you say.

'She doesn't live here,' he says. 'She lives in the white house, I think.'

■Go to 16.
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22　The Whitechapel Killer is free. Can you be a better detective next time? Try again.

■Go back to 1.
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23　You talk to the Jack in the middle. He is not the Whitechapel Killer.

■Go to 7.




24　You talk to the sailor.

'Do you know a ship called the Californian?' you ask him.

The sailor looks at you. 'I am from Russia,' he says. 'I do not speak English.'

■Go to 5.




25　You follow the bicycle tracks to a bigger road, so you cannot see the tracks any more.

■Go to 18.
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26　You knock on the red door. There is no one at home.

■Go to 35.




27　There is a knife in his pocket. And there is blood on it. This Jack is the Whitechapel Killer.

■Go to 33.
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28　'Do you know the name of the woman in the street?' you ask the young woman in the Rose and Crown. She comes out into the street and looks at her.'I don't know her name but she has a friend called Rosy. Ask her!'

'Where does Rosy live?' you ask.

'She lives in Limehouse Street.'

■You go back to the Rose and Crown and talk to the other people. Go to 10.

■You go to Limehouse Street to find Rosy. Go to 35.




29　You go to the East India Dock. You can see the Californian, but it is sailing out of the dock.

■You can see Jack so you try to get on the ship. Go to 3.

■You cannot see Jack on the ship. You can go to the hospital and talk to Annie, and you can write to the Indian police about Jack. Go to 22.
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30　You go to Cable Street, and talk to the people there. After a few minutes you find Annie's house. You look at everything very carefully.

■Go to 2.
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31　You talk to the Jack on the right.

'Do you know a woman called Annie?' you ask.

'No,' he says.

But this Jack has an earring. And there is something in his pocket. Is it a knife? Perhaps this Jack is the Whitechapel Killer.

■Go to 27.
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32　Another good day's work for Mycroft Pound, the great detective, finishes. You go back to your house. No criminal is safe in London when Mycroft, the great detective, is at work.
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33　The captain helps you, and you arrest the Whitechapel Killer. You take him off the ship and give him to the police.

■Go to 32.




34　You talk to the old man.

'Do you know a ship called the Californian?' you ask him.

'Yes,' he says. 'It's going to India today, so it's in the East India Dock.'

You must find the East India Dock.

■Go to 12.
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35　You go to Limehouse Street. You are looking for Rosy, Annie's friend. Which house do you want to try first?

■The house with the white door. Go to 16.

■The house with the blue door. Go to 21.

■The house with the red door. Go to 26.

[image: alt]


ACTIVITIES
Before Reading

1. Look at the front and back cover of the book and choose the correct ending for these sentences.

1) The story happens . . .

　a　about twenty years ago.

　b　about fifty years ago.

　c　about a hundred years ago.

2) Mycroft Pound is . . .

　a　a doctor.

　b　a teacher.

　c　a detective.

2. Guess what happens. For each sentence choose one answer.

1) Somebody kills a rich man.

Yes/No

2) The police put Mycroft Pound in prison.

Yes/No

3) The police put the Whitechapel Killer in prison.

Yes/No

4) Mycroft Pound catches the Whitechapel Killer.

Yes/No


ACTIVITIES
While Reading

1. Read the first two parts of the story (1 and 18). Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1) The story is in the summer.

T/F

2) At the beginning of the story, Mycroft Pound is at home.

T/F

3) The police come to Mycroft Pound's home.

T/F

4) A woman is dead in the street.

T/F

5) The woman is in the Rose and Crown.

T/F

6) The Whitechapel Killer uses a knife.

T/F

7) There is a bicycle near the woman.

T/F

8) There are bicycle tracks near the woman.

T/F

2. What next? Where next? Complete the following sentences.

1) The bicycle tracks go . . .

　a　nowhere.

　b　to the killer's house.

　c　to the woman's house.

2) In the Rose and Crown Mycroft finds . . .

　a　nobody.

　b　a lot of people.

　c　a few people.

3) In the Rose and Crown people are . . .

　a　singing.

　b　drinking beer.

　c　reading.

4) The woman . . .

　a　dies.

　b　does not die.

5) The Whitechapel Killer is . . .

　a　a dog.

　b　a woman.

　c　a man.

6) The woman cannot talk . . .

　a　because she is dying.

　b　because she is ill.

　c　because she is afraid.


ACTIVITIES
After Reading

1. Answer these questions.

Who

1) . . . asks Mycroft for help at the beginning of the story?

2) . . . talks to the people in the Rose and Crown?

3) . . . lives in Cable Street?

4) . . . lives in a house with a white door?

5) . . . is going to India on a ship?

6) . . . jumps onto the Californian?

2. Who says this? Who do they say it to?

1) 'I'm Annie's best friend.'______says this to______.

2) 'There's a man on your ship I must talk to.'______says this to______.

3) 'Can you come to Whitechapel?'______says this to______.

3. Complete this summary of the story. Use these words:

boyfriend　　detective　　jumps　　London　　name　　police　　sailor　　ship　　street　　talks　　tell　　woman




Mycroft Pound is a famous______, who lives in______. One day the______ask him to help them; a______is lying in the______in Whitechapel in front of the Rose and Crown. Mycroft goes to Whitechapel and______to the people in the Rose and Crown. They______Mycroft that the woman's______is Annie. Annie lives in Cable Street, so Mycroft goes to her house. A woman tells him that Annie has a______; his name is Jack and he is a______. Mycroft goes to the London Docks to find Jack. Jack's______, the Californian, is leaving, but Mycroft______on to the ship. He finds Jack, and gives him to the police.

4. There are three Jacks on the Californian. Write a description of Jack, the Whitechapel Killer.

____________________________________

____________________________________

____________________________________

____________________________________

____________________________________


参考译文

Mystery in London
雾都疑案

1　故事发生在1898年，你是著名的侦探米克罗夫特·庞德。11月一个寒冷的夜晚，你正坐在伦敦的家里。有人敲门。来者是伦敦警察局的弗利威尔巡官。

“您能来一趟白教堂吗，庞德先生？我们需要您的帮助。有个女人倒在街上。她没死，但浑身是血。我们认为这次又是‘白教堂杀手’干的。”

■你穿上外套。看第18节。




2　你在安妮家中。一个女人走了进来。

“你是谁？你在这儿干什么？”她问道。

你给她说了安妮的事。

“太可怕了。”她说。

“您认识她的朋友吗？”你问。

女人想了想。“她最好的朋友是个叫罗茜的女人，住在莱姆豪斯街。不过她有个男朋友。就是那张照片里的那个。我不喜欢他。”

■你回到“玫瑰与王冠”酒吧，询问其他人。看第10节。

■你去莱姆豪斯街找罗茜。看第35节。




3　你想上“加利福尼亚人”号找杰克谈谈。

■你跳进水中，游着去追船。看第8节。

■你不会游泳。你考虑着怎么上船。看第13节。




4　“您知道街上那个女人叫什么吗？”你问老人。

他听不见你的话，没有回答。

■看第10节。




5　你过了桥，但看不到“加利福尼亚人”号。一条小船上有个水手。有位老人在钓鱼。

■你请水手帮忙。看第24节。

■你请老人帮忙。看第34节。




6　你询问小伙子。他走到街上，看了看那个女人。

“我想她叫安妮。”他说。

“你知道她住哪儿吗？”

“知道。我想她住在缆绳街。”

■你回到“玫瑰与王冠”酒吧，询问其他人。看第10节。

■你去缆绳街。看第30节。




7　“加利福尼亚人”号的船长叫来了三个叫杰克的人。你想询问哪个杰克？

■左边的杰克。看第17节。

■中间的杰克。看第23节。

■右边的杰克。看第31节。




8　你跳进水中，游着去追船。但船开得很快。五分钟后，“加利福尼亚人”号驶出了伦敦码头，驶向印度。这时你觉得非常冷。

■看第22节。




9　你告诉罗茜安妮的事。

“我是安妮最好的朋友。”她说着哭了起来。“不过她有个男朋友。”

“他是谁？”你问。

“一个水手。他叫杰克。他经常去她缆绳街的家里。我想他的船现在就在伦敦码头。”

■你想找到杰克，于是去了码头。看第14节。

■你想多了解一些安妮的情况，于是去了她在缆绳街的家。看第19节。




10　“玫瑰与王冠”酒吧里有四个人。你想问问有关街上那个女人的事。你要先问谁？

■你询问老人。看第4节。

■你询问小伙子。看第6节。

■你询问老妇人。看第15节。

■你询问年轻姑娘。看第28节。




11　水手看着你。

“杰克？”他说，“叫杰克的水手有几百个。每条船上都有个杰克。”

你必须找出杰克所在的船的名字。你去安妮的房间寻找更多信息。

■看第19节。




12　你到了伦敦码头。那里有几百条船。你想找到“加利福尼亚人”号，抓住杰克。

■你走过桥。看第5节。

■你去右边。看第20节。

■你去左边。看第29节。




13　水面上有座桥。你上了桥，跳上“加利福尼亚人”号。你去找船长。

“我必须和您船上的一个人谈谈，”你说，“他叫杰克。”

“您为什么要和他谈？”他问道。

“我认为他是‘白教堂杀手’。”

“我这条船上有三个杰克。”船长说。

“我能都见见吗？”你问。

■看第7节。




14　你去伦敦码头找安妮的朋友杰克。那儿有几百条船，几千名水手。你和一名水手搭上了话。

“你认识一名叫杰克的水手吗？”你问道。

■看第11节。




15　你询问老妇人。她走到街上，看了看那个女人。

“她叫安妮。”她说。

“您知道她住哪儿吗？”你问。

“知道。她住在缆绳街。我不知道门牌号。”她答道。

■你回到“玫瑰与王冠”酒吧，询问其他人。看第10节。

■你去缆绳街。看第30节。




16　你敲了敲白色的门。一个年轻女人开了门。

“你是罗茜吗？”你问。

“是的。”

“你是安妮的朋友吗？”

“是的。”她说道。

“我有个坏消息告诉你，”你说，“恐怕她快不行了。”

“不。”罗茜哭了起来。

■看第9节。




17　你询问右边的杰克。他不是“白教堂杀手”。

■看第7节。




18　“白教堂杀手”用一把长刀伤人。他杀了6个女人。

你来到白教堂，警察在那里等你。那个女人倒在“玫瑰与王冠”酒吧附近的街上。她伤得很重，所以无法开口和你说话。你看到路上有一些自行车轮印。

■你沿着自行车轮印追踪。看第25节。

■你走进“玫瑰与王冠”酒吧。你想与里面的人谈谈。看第10节。




19　你在安妮的家中查看，找到一封信。

加利福尼亚人号，星期六

安妮，

明天我们的船要去印度了。请今晚来“玫瑰与王冠”酒吧见个面吧。我有非常重要的东西给你。

杰克

这样看来，杰克的船叫“加利福尼亚人”号。杰克是你要找的人吗？杰克是“白教堂杀手”吗？你去伦敦码头找“加利福尼亚人”号上的杰克。

■看第12节。




20　那儿有很多船，但你看不到“加利福尼亚人”号。

■回到第12节。




21　你敲了敲蓝色的门。一位老人开了门。

“我找罗茜。”你说。

“她不住这儿，”他说，“我想她住在那个白房子里。”

■看第16节。




22　“白教堂杀手”逍遥法外了。你下次能成为高明一点的侦探吗？再试一次吧。

■回到第1节。




23　你和中间的杰克交谈。他不是“白教堂杀手”。

■看第7节。




24　你和水手交谈。

“你知道叫‘加利福尼亚人’号的船吗？”你问他。

水手看着你。“我是俄国人，”他说，“我不会讲英语。”

■看第5节。




25　你跟着自行车轮印来到了一条大路，轮印不见了。

■看第18节。




26　你敲了敲红色的门。家里没人。

■看第35节。




27　他口袋里有把刀。刀上有血。这个杰克正是“白教堂杀手”。

■看第33节。




28　“您知道街上那个女人叫什么吗？”你问“玫瑰与王冠”酒吧里那名年轻姑娘。她走到街上，看了看她。“我不知道她的名字，不过她有个朋友叫罗茜。问问她吧！”

“罗茜住在哪儿？”你问。

“她住在莱姆豪斯街。”

■你回到“玫瑰与王冠”酒吧，询问其他人。看第10节。

■你去莱姆豪斯街找罗茜。看第35节。




29　你去东印度码头。你看到了“加利福尼亚人”号，但它正在驶出码头。

■你看到了杰克，于是你想办法上船。看第3节。

■船上看不到杰克的踪影。你可以去医院和安妮谈谈，你也可以给印度警察写信，告诉他们杰克的事。看第22节。




30　你去缆绳街，走访了那里的人。几分钟后，你找到了安妮的家。你仔细查看每样东西。

■看第2节。




31　你询问右边的杰克。

“你认识一个叫安妮的女人吗？”你问。

“不认识。”他说。

但这个杰克戴了一只耳环。他口袋里藏着什么东西。是一把刀吗？也许这个杰克就是“白教堂杀手”。

■看第27节。




32　大侦探米克罗夫特·庞德又漂亮地完成了一天的工作。你回到家里。大侦探米克罗夫特一出手，伦敦的罪犯就危险了。




33　船长协助你逮捕了“白教堂杀手”。你把他带下船，交给了警察。

■看第32节。




34　你上前和老人搭话。

“您知道一艘叫‘加利福尼亚人’号的船吗？”你问他。

“知道，”他说，“它今天去印度，所以现在正在东印度码头。”

你必须找到东印度码头。

■看第12节。




35　你前往莱姆豪斯街。你要找安妮的朋友罗茜。你想先拜访哪所房子？

■有白色门的房子。看第16节

■有蓝色门的房子。看第21节。

■有红色门的房子。看第26节。
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Orca

1 Let's do it!

Jack Griggs stands on his boat. The wind is strong and his boat moves quickly over the sea. A big, white bird goes past and makes a noise. 'Keyaaaa', it cries.

Jack smiles and says: 'Hello, bird. How are you, today?'

Jack's friends laugh and give some fish to the bird.

'Ah,' says Jack. 'Hungry, I see.' Jack's friends are Max and Sasha, and his wife's name is Tonya.

'I am hungry, too,' says Jack. 'Sandwiches and drinks, everybody? Tonya. Can you steer?'

[image: alt]

Half an hour later they are eating. 'What are we going to do now?' asks Jack.

'Oh, I am going to read my book. Then I'm going to sleep,' says Tonya.

'No – what about tomorrow?... Next month?... Next year?' Jack looks at everyone. 'We have lots of money from our old business, but...'

'We can start another business,' says Max.

'A sailing business?' says Sasha.

'I don't want to work any more,' says Tonya. 'We don't need to work.'

'OK, listen to me,' says Jack. 'I am thinking about sailing around the world.'

[image: alt]

Max, Tonya and Sasha look at Jack. 'What? From here to Australia?' asks Tonya.

'Of course,' says Jack. He is getting very excited now. 'Max, what do you think?'

'I think we must talk about it,' says Max.

They talk for hours. It is night when Max, Sasha and Tonya say excitedly: 'OK. Let's do it!'

[image: alt]

They have to do a lot before they leave. Jack talks to a man who knows about sailing around the world. He tells Jack that it is hard work.

'Does the sea frighten you? Your boat is very small. Do you know your friends well? Are they good at sailing?' he asks.

'We know each other well. They are the best people in the world,' says Jack.

The four friends look at lots of maps. Sasha wants to see a whale. Max wants to see Africa. 'I want to sit in the sun and catch fish to eat,' laughs Tonya.

It is exciting for all of them. And at first everything is easy.

[image: alt]

The big day arrives – they are leaving. Some of their friends and family come to watch. Their friends stand by the water and say goodbye.

'Good luck,' one of them says.

'Don't forget us!' says Sasha's sister.

'Write to me every day,' says Tonya's friend. 'Give the letters to a bird.'

Sasha begins to cry. 'What are we doing? Do I really want to go?' she thinks. Max takes her hand. All of them are quiet, excited, and a little unhappy.

'Bye,' says Jack quietly.

[image: alt]




2 Sailing south

The wind is strong and the boat moves faster and faster. Jack, Max, Sasha and Tonya are happy at sea. There is a lot to do on the boat. The wind is behind them and soon they cannot see England. They are not unhappy now.

They are sailing south. In France they stop at L'Orient and Biarritz. In Spain, they visit La Coruna, and in Portugal they stop in Lisbon. The sun gets hotter and they feel good.

Sasha catches a big fish and they eat it for tea.

[image: alt]

Soon, they are sailing past Africa. Here, everything is different. They stop in Gambia and people look at them. Small children bring beads and shells and cloth. Tonya buys a green hat. There is a lot of colour and noise and excitement.

They sail for weeks and weeks past Africa. They stop at many small towns and villages by the sea.'Africa is so interesting, so big,' says Sasha. 'It goes on and on. I look at it on the map, but...'

'This is why we are here,' says Jack. 'Talking to different people, seeing different things. The boat, the sea, the wind. Nothing is better than this, is it?'

[image: alt]

Some days later they see a big fishing boat. It is moving very fast.

'Hello!' they shout at the boat. The men on the boat look at them angrily. Max looks carefully at the boat through his binoculars.

'There is something wrong with their fishing net,' he says. Max moves the binoculars and sees something in the sea. 'I can see some net over there.' He points to their left. 'Why are they leaving it? Let's have a look.'

[image: alt]

They get nearer to the net and Tonya takes the binoculars.

'What in the world...' says Tonya. 'What's that? There is something in the net. It's alive, but what is it?'

[image: alt]
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Very slowly they move nearer to the net. The thing in the net is big and it is making a lot of noise.

'I can see it now,' says Tonya. 'It's an orca – a killer whale – and it's hurt. There is blood in the water. What can we do? How can we help it?'

'I can see it too. It is a baby but we must be careful,' says Max.

[image: alt]

Jack is in the water. He is carrying a long paddle. 'I am going to help it. I can get the net off its fin,' he says.

'Where's its mother?' asks Sasha. She looks at the sea. 'I can't see any other whales, but they are near here, I think. Be careful, Jack.'

Jack gets the net off the baby killer whale. There is a big cut on its fin, but it swims away. Suddenly there are other killer whales near the boat.

'Jack!' Tonya shouts. 'Get in quickly.' Jack swims to the boat as fast as a fish. 'That baby killer whale... I am going to call it Lucky,' he says.
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3 The big wave

It begins to rain as they move away from the killer whales. Suddenly it is raining very hard and there is a lot of wind. The sky is black.

Jack says: 'This is bad. We must get away from the wind. I can see a town over there. Let's go.'

'I'm frightened,' says Tonya. It is difficult to hear her because of the wind.

'We're all frightened,' says Jack. 'But everything is OK.'

[image: alt]

The town gets nearer but the waves get bigger and bigger. Suddenly a very big wave hits the boat. There is water everywhere.

'Is everyone OK,' shouts Jack. 'Max?'

'Yes,' says Max.

'Sasha?'

'My arm hurts but I'm OK,' says Sasha.

'Tonya?... Tonya?... Where's Tonya?' shouts Jack.

'She's not in the boat,' says Sasha. 'She's in the water. But where?'

[image: alt]

They look in the cold, dark water for hours. 'Tonya! Say something, Tonya. Where are you?' shouts Max.

The wind gets stronger and the boat is full of water. Another big wave hits the boat. Sasha's arm hurts a lot now.

[image: alt]

'Jack, we must stop. Do you want us all to die?' says Max. He puts his arm around Jack. 'We can't do any more. Tonya is wearing a lifejacket and she can swim very well. Let's sail to the town.'

Jack puts his head in his hands. 'This can't happen. It can't!' he says.

Max begins to steer the boat. But the wind is too strong. Some time later the boat hits a beach. The three friends get out. They are very tired.

They stop there. Max and Sasha sleep on the beach, but Jack sits near the water. He looks at the sea, thinking about Tonya.

[image: alt]




4 Tonya

Tonya is five hundred metres away out in the sea. She begins to swim, but the waves are too big and the water is too cold. She finds some wood and puts her arms around it.

Tonya is thinking: 'I must be strong. I am not going to die. I want to see the sun again. Jack is going to find me.'

[image: alt]

Tonya sees a boat far away. She calls to it. 'Help! Help me! I'm over here!' She moves her arms and shouts, but nobody hears her. The wind moves her away from the boat.

'Oh, Jack. I'm sorry,' she says. Her head goes down on to the wood. In the arms of the sea, she sleeps.

[image: alt]

Suddenly Tonya is not sleeping. There is no wind and she can see the sun. She looks everywhere. There is a beach in front of her – but she cannot swim to it.

'I am too cold and too tired,' she thinks. 'I must see a boat soon.'

She looks at the sea. There are no boats, no people, but some birds.

'Can the birds help me?' she thinks sleepily.

[image: alt]

Tonya listens to the sea. She likes the noise. Then she hears something different.

'Is it a baby crying?' she thinks and looks up.

Ten metres in front of her is a big fin... a very big fin. Under the fin is a killer whale. The whale is making the noise. But it is not a baby – it is five metres long. Behind it is another whale. And another. And another.

'Killer whales eat people. I am going to die,' thinks Tonya.

[image: alt]

The killer whales come nearer and nearer. Tonya can't feel her legs. 'It's OK, they are cold. That's all,' she thinks. She starts to swim away from the big fins.

'Help me!' she shouts. 'Help, help, help!'

The killer whales are all around her. She closes her eyes and waits.

[image: alt]

But she does not die.

The biggest killer whale is under her. Suddenly she is on his back.

'What is happening? Perhaps they are not hungry.'Tonya thinks.

The killer whale moves slowly to the shore. He is taking Tonya to the beach.

Tonya puts her hands on the fin in front of her.

'This is a very big fish – too big for my tea!' she thinks. She smiles and puts her head on his big back. Soon, she is sleeping again.
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5 'Tonya? Is that you?'

Jack sits on the beach. The sun is in the sky. Behind him, Max and Sasha sleep.

'I must do something,' he thinks. 'I can't take my boat but I must look for Tonya.'

He begins to walk along the beach. 'There is a town near here. I can get a new boat, then I can look for Tonya.'

Just then Jack sees something on the beach. He walks nearer. It is a woman.
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Jack runs to the woman on the beach. 'Tonya?' he shouts. 'Tonya! Is that you?'

Tonya moves her head slowly. 'Jack! Oh, Jack. You're OK!'

Jack puts his arms around Tonya. He kisses her face and cries. He can't speak – he is too happy.

Tonya says: 'What about Max and Sasha? Are they OK, too?'

'Everyone is OK,' answers Jack.
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They sit on the beach and look at the sea.

Jack says: 'We are very, very lucky.'

Tonya sits up and sees a small fin in the water. It has a cut on it. The fin waves slowly and moves out to sea. It is waving goodbye, thinks Tonya.

'Lucky. Yes, Lucky,' she says quietly to Jack.
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ACTIVITIES
Before Reading

1. Look at the front and back covers. Now answer these questions.

1) How do you think the story ends?

　a　The people on the boat kill the killer whale.

Yes/No

　b　The boat hits ice.

Yes/No

　c　A man shoots a bird.

Yes/No

　d　The killer whale helps a woman.

Yes/No

2) Where does the story happen?

　a　In a small town.

Yes/No

　b　In the mountains.

Yes/No

　c　On an African safari.

Yes/No

　d　At sea.

Yes/No

3) The boat sails south from England. Which of these does it sail past?

　a　Switzerland.

Yes/No

　b　France.

Yes/No

　c　Africa.

Yes/No

　d　Norway.

Yes/No

4) You are on a boat and you see a killer whale. Do you...

　a　move nearer for a better look?

Yes/No

　b　move away because you are afraid?

Yes/No

　c　try to catch it in a net?

Yes/No


ACTIVITIES
While Reading

1. Read chapters 1 and 2 and then answer these questions.

1) Who is Jack's wife?

2) What does Sasha want to see?

3) Where do they want to sail to?

4) Where do they stop in Spain?

5) What do they eat for tea?

2. Read chapters 2 and 3 and then answer these questions.




Who…

1) looks at a boat through binoculars?

2) dives in the water?

3) shouts at Jack?

4) is bleeding?




Where…

5) is the baby killer whale hurt?

6) does Tonya buy a green hat?

7) do they try to sail to in the storm?

8) is the blood?




Why…

9) does the baby killer whale make a noise? 0

10) does Jack jump in the water?

11) does Tonya shout at Jack?

12) is the sky black?

3. Read chapters 3 and 4. Who says these words?

1) 'My arm hurts.'

2) 'Do you want us all to die?'

3) 'Help me! I'm over here!'

4) 'This can't happen. It can't!'

4. Read chapters 4 and 5 and then answer these questions.

1) Does Tonya hear a baby crying?

2) What does Jack see on the beach?

3) Why does Jack say, 'We are very, very lucky.'?

5. Look at the picture from Chapter 5 and answer these questions.
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1) Where is the boat?

2) Why is Jack running?

3) Find three things in the picture that begin with the letter 'B'.


ACTIVITIES
After Reading

1. Describe what is happening in these pictures.
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2. Put these sentences in the correct order. Number them 1-6.

a　Jack helps the baby killer whale.

b　The four friends decide to sail around the world.

c　Tonya falls into the water.

d　Jack gives the bird a fish.

e　It begins to rain and there is a lot of wind.

f　Jack sees Tonya on the beach.

3. Are these sentences true or false?

1) Jack is married to Sasha.

T/F

2) A whale pushes Tonya into the water.

T/F

3) The baby killer whale dies in the net.

T/F

4) Their boat has a yellow sail.

T/F

5) Max is hurt in the storm.

T/F


参考译文

Orca
逆戟鲸

1　就这么办！

杰克·格里格斯站在他的小船上。风很大，船在海面快速行驶。一只白色大鸟飞过，“嘎”地叫了一声。

杰克笑着说：“嗨，大鸟。你今天好吗？”

杰克的朋友们大笑起来，扔了几条鱼给那只鸟。

“啊，”杰克说，“看来你饿了。”杰克的朋友们叫马克斯和萨莎，他的妻子叫托尼娅。

“我也饿了，”杰克说，“来点儿三明治和喝的吗，各位？托尼娅，你来开船好吗？”

半个小时后，他们正在吃东西。“现在我们打算干什么？”杰克问。

“哦，我要看书。然后睡觉。”托尼娅说。

“不是——明天呢？……下个月呢？……明年呢？”杰克看着大家，“我们以前的生意赚了很多钱，可是……”

“我们可以再做别的生意。”马克斯说。

“航海？”萨沙说。

“我不想再工作了，”托尼娅说，“我们不需要工作。”

“好吧，听着，”杰克说，“我在考虑环球航行。”

马克斯、托尼娅和萨莎看着杰克。“什么？从这儿到澳大利亚？”托尼娅问道。

“当然。”杰克说。现在他越来越兴奋。“马克斯，你觉得怎么样？”

“我觉得我们得讨论讨论。”马克斯说。

他们讨论了几个小时。到了晚上，马克斯、萨莎和托尼娅兴奋地说：“好。就这么办！”

他们出发前有很多事要做。杰克找一个了解环球航行的人谈了谈。他告诉杰克，那是一件艰苦的事。

“你怕大海吗？你的船很小。你了解你的朋友们吗？他们擅长航行吗？”他问道。

“我们非常了解彼此。他们是世界上最好的人。”杰克说。

四个朋友看了很多地图。萨莎想看鲸。马克斯想看看非洲。“我想坐在阳光下钓鱼来吃。”托尼娅笑着说。

这对他们几个来说是一件令人兴奋的事。而且开始的时候一切都很容易。

重大的日子到了——他们要出发了。他们的一些朋友和家人来送行。他们的朋友们站在水边道别。

“祝你们好运。”一个朋友说。

“别忘了我们！”萨莎的姐姐说。

“每天给我写信，”托尼娅的朋友说，“让鸟儿送信。”

萨莎哭了起来。“我们在做什么？我真的想去吗？”她心想。马克斯拉起她的手。大家都很安静，很兴奋，还有一点儿难过。

“再见。”杰克小声说。




2　向南航行

风很大，船越走越快。杰克、马克斯、萨莎和托尼娅在海上很快乐。船上有很多事可做。风从他们身后刮来，不久他们就看不见英格兰了。他们现在不觉得难过了。

他们向南航行。在法国，他们停靠了洛里昂和比亚里茨；在西班牙，他们去了拉科鲁尼亚；在葡萄牙，他们停靠了里斯本。阳光越来越热，他们感觉很好。

萨莎钓到一条大鱼，他们把它当晚点吃了。

不久，他们航行到了非洲沿岸。在这里，一切都如此不同。他们停靠在冈比亚，人们都看他们。小孩子们拿来珠子、贝壳和布匹。托尼娅买了一顶绿色的帽子。这里趣味十足，喧闹异常，令人兴奋的事一桩接着一桩。

他们沿着非洲航行了很多星期，停靠了许多海边小城和村落。“非洲真有趣，真大，”萨莎说，“没有尽头。我看了地图，可是……”

“所以我们才来这儿，”杰克说，“和不同的人交谈，看不同的东西，船啦，大海啦，风啦。没什么比这更好的了，对吧？”

几天后，他们看到一条大渔船。船开得很快。

“嗨！”他们冲着渔船喊。渔船上的人生气地看着他们。马克斯用望远镜仔细看那条船。

“他们的渔网有问题。”他说。马克斯移动着望远镜，看到海里有东西。“我看到那边有渔网，”他指着左边说，“他们为什么不要网了？我们去看看。”

他们驶近渔网。托尼娅拿起望远镜。

“到底是……”托尼娅说，“那是什么？网里有东西。还活着，可那是什么东西？”

他们慢慢地靠近渔网。网里的东西很大，发出很大的响声。

“我现在能看到它了，”托尼娅说，“是一头逆戟鲸——杀人鲸——它受伤了。水里有血。我们怎么办？我们怎么才能帮帮它？”

“我也能看见。这是头幼鲸，但我们必须要小心。”马克斯说。

杰克下水了。他拿着一支长长的桨。“我来帮它。我能把网从它的鳍上弄掉。”他说。

“它妈妈在哪儿？”萨莎问。她看着海面。“我看不到有其他的鲸，可我觉得它们就在附近。小心点儿，杰克。”

杰克把渔网从小杀人鲸的鳍上弄掉。它的鳍上有一处很大的伤口，但它还是游走了。突然，小船周围出现了其他杀人鲸。

“杰克！”托尼娅喊道，“快上船。”杰克像鱼一样快速游回小船。“那只小杀人鲸……我要叫它‘幸运’。”他说。




3　巨浪

他们甩开杀人鲸群时，天开始下雨。雨突然下得很大，风也很大。天空变成了黑色。

杰克说：“真糟糕。我们必须避开风。我看见那边有个城镇。我们过去。”

“我害怕。”托尼娅说。风太大，她的话听不太清楚。

“我们都害怕，”杰克说，“不过会没事的。”

离城镇越来越近了，但海浪也越来越大。突然，一个巨浪击中小船。到处都是水。

“大家都好吗？”杰克喊道，“马克斯？”

“还好。”马克斯说。

“萨莎？”

“我的胳膊受伤了，不过没关系。”萨莎说。

“托尼娅？……托尼娅？……托尼娅在哪儿？”杰克喊道。

“她不在船上，”萨莎说，“她掉水里了。可在哪儿啊？“

他们在冰冷漆黑的海里找了几个小时。“托尼娅！说话啊，托尼娅。你在哪儿？”马克斯喊。

风更大了，船里都是水。又一个大浪击中小船。现在萨莎的胳膊非常疼。

“杰克，我们得停下。你想让我们都死吗？”马克斯说。他揽住杰克。“我们不能再找了。托尼娅穿着救生衣，而且她游泳很好。我们到城镇靠岸吧。”

杰克双手抱住头。“不可能的，不可能的！”他说。

马克斯开始开船。但风太大了。过了一会儿，船撞上沙滩。三个朋友下了船。他们累坏了。

他们就停在那里。马克斯和萨莎在沙滩上睡着了，可杰克坐在海边。他看着大海，想着托尼娅。




4　托尼娅

托尼娅在离岸500米的海水中。她开始游，可海浪太大，水也太冷了。她找到一块木头，抱住了它。

托尼娅想：“我必须坚强。我不会死。我想再看到太阳。杰克会找到我。”

托尼娅看到远处有一条船。她对着船大喊：“救命！救救我！我在这儿！”她挥动手臂喊着，可是没人听见。风把她吹得离船更远了。

“哦，杰克。对不起。”她说。她的头歪倒在木头上。在大海的臂弯中，她睡着了。

突然，托尼娅醒了。风停了，她能看到太阳。她四处张望。她的前方有一片海岸——可她游不到那儿。

“我太冷太累了，”她想，“我必须尽快找到一条船。”

她看着大海。没有船，没有人，只有几只鸟。

“鸟能帮我吗？”她昏昏沉沉地想。

托尼娅听着大海的声音。她喜欢这声音。随后她听到了不一样的声音。

“是婴儿在哭吗？”她想着，抬起了头。

她前方10米处，有一个巨大的鳍……一个非常大的鳍。鳍的下面是一头杀人鲸。是这头鲸发出的声音。但这可不是头幼鲸——它有5米长。它后面还有一头鲸，再往后还有两头。

“杀人鲸会吃人。我要死了。”托尼娅想。

几只杀人鲸越来越近。托尼娅的腿失去了知觉。“没关系，腿很冷，就是这样。”她想。她开始从巨大的鳍旁游开。

“救命！”她喊道，“救命，救命，救命！”

杀人鲸包围了她。她闭上眼睛等待。

但她没有死。

最大的那头杀人鲸在她身下。她一下子到了它的背上。

“怎么回事？或许它们不饿。”托尼娅想。

这头杀人鲸慢慢地游向岸边。它要把托尼娅带到海岸边去。

托尼娅把手放在面前的鳍上。

“这真是条大鱼——太大了，不能当晚点！”她想。她笑着把头靠在它巨大的背上。不久，她又睡着了。




5　“托尼娅？是你吗？”

杰克坐在沙滩上。太阳挂在空中。他身后，马克斯和萨莎还在睡觉。

“我必须做点什么，”他想，“我不能开船，可我必须去找托尼娅。”

他开始沿着沙滩走。“这附近有个城镇。我能弄条新船，然后我就能去找托尼娅了。”

正在这时，杰克看到沙滩上有个东西。他走近了些。那是个女人。

杰克朝沙滩上的女人跑去。“托尼娅？”他喊道，“托尼娅！是你吗？”

托尼娅慢慢地转过头。“杰克！哦，杰克。你没事儿！”

杰克抱住托尼娅。他吻她的脸，哭了起来。他说不出话——他太高兴了。

托尼娅说：“马克斯和萨莎怎么样？他们也没事儿吗？”

“大家都好。”杰克回答。

他们坐在沙滩上，看着大海。

杰克说：“我们非常非常幸运。”

托尼娅坐起身，看到水里有个小小的鳍，上面有个伤口。鳍慢慢晃动，然后向大海中移去。它在挥手告别，托尼娅想。

“‘幸运’。是的，‘幸运’。”她低声对杰克说。
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ACTIVITIES
Before Reading

1. Look at the front cover and choose the correct answer for these questions.

1) When do you think this story happens?

　a　Today.

　b　In the past.

　c　In a time that is to come.

2) Where do you think this story happens?

　a　In America.

　b　In England.

　c　In Japan.

　d　In Australia.

2. Read the back cover of the book and answer these questions.

1) Do you think Prince John is a good man or bad man?

2) Do you think Robin Hood is a good man or bad man?

3) Where do Robin Hood and his men live?


ACTIVITIES
While Reading

1. Answer these questions.

1) What do the people call Richard, the King of England?

2) Where is Robin's house?

3) The Sheriff of Nottingham tells his soldiers to bring Robin to the castle. How does Robin hear about this?

4) Why can't Robin marry Lady Marian?

2. Who says or thinks these words?

1) 'We must take money from Prince John's bad men.'

2) 'Wait for me to come across!'

3) 'This is Robin Hood!'

4) 'Wake up! I want you to carry me across the river.'

5) 'Now you can carry me—across the river again!'

3. Answer these questions.

1) Who is 'a good friend of Lady Marian Fitzwalter'?

2) Why is this friend hiding from the Sheriff?

3) Why is the boy hunting in the forest?

4) What do the soldiers say is to happen to the boy the next day?

5) Who is the 'woman' carrying eggs?

6) Who tells the boy to run to the forest?

4. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1) The winner of the shooting contest gets a gold arrow.

2) The Sheriff wants to catch Friar Tuck.

3) Robin wants to win the contest for the people of Nottingham.

4) Forty men shoot in the contest.

5) Sir Guy Gisborne wins the contest.

5. Can you guess what happens to these characters?




Robin
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A　He kills Sir Guy Gisborne.

B　He marries Lady Marian.

C　He leaves the forest and goes back to his home.




Sir Guy Gisborne
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A　He marries Lady Marian.

B　He catches all of Robin's men.

C　He leaves England.




Prince John
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A　He marries Lady Marian.

B　He kills Robin.

C　He becomes king.




Lady Marian
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A　She comes to live in the forest with Robin.

B　She marries Prince John to help Robin.

C　She leaves England.



ACTIVITIES
After Reading

1. Use these words to join the sentences together.

but　　gets　　from　　in　　and




1) King Richard is a good man. The people love him.

2) The soldiers come after Robin. He hides from them in the forest.

3) The Sheriff and Sir Guy look down. A castle window.

4) The shooting contest winner. A silver arrow.

5) The men hit their targets. The centre.

2. Complete this summary of the story. Use these words:

taxes　　kill　　outlaw　　marry　　forest　　brother　　friends　　money　　hide　　hungry




King Richard the First goes away. His ________ is Prince John. Prince John wants the people to pay more ________. Robin of Locksley is going to ________ Lady Marian, but somebody tells him, 'They want to ________ you. You must ________!' So Robin goes to Sherwood Forest. Now he is an ________. There are more men hiding in the forest. They and Robin take ________ from Prince John's bad men. They wait in the ________, then stop rich people and say, 'We want money for the ________ people.' They want King Richard to know that they are his true ________.

3. Look at each picture, then answer the questions after it.
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1) Who is getting into the boat?
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2) Who is this?
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3) Who is this and what is happening?
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4) Who is sitting in the water?
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5) Who is this?
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6) Who are these two people?


参考译文

Robin Hood
侠盗罗宾汉

Richard the First is King of England. He is a brave, good man, and the people love him. They call him Richard the Lionheart.

But when the King goes away, his brother Prince John does his work…

Sheriff of Nottingham, the people must pay more taxes!

But Prince John, some of them can't pay.

Then take their houses and animals away from them!




理查一世是英格兰国王。他是一个勇敢的好人，人民都爱戴他。他们称他为“狮心王理查”。

可国王离开之后，他的兄弟约翰亲王接管了他的工作……

诺丁汉郡长，百姓必须交更多的税！

可是有些人根本交不起，约翰亲王。

那么就没收他们的房子和牲畜！



Robin of Locksley lives near the town of Nottingham. He has a big house near Sherwood Forest.

Prince John is a thief! I must do something to help the people without homes or money, Lady Marian.

You're a brave man, but I am afraid for you.

Robin of Locksley is a traitor!

Find him and bring him to me. He must die!

Robin is getting married to Lady Marian Fitzwalter today. Bring him to the castle.




洛克斯莱的罗宾生活在诺丁汉城附近。他在舍伍德森林附近有一座大房子。

约翰亲王是个强盗！玛丽安小姐，我必须帮助那些没钱、没房子的人们！

你是个勇敢的人，可我很担心你。

洛克斯莱的罗宾是个叛国贼！

找到他，把他带到我这儿来。他必须被处死！

今天，罗宾要和玛丽安·菲茨沃尔特小姐成婚。把他带到城堡来。



I must tell Robin now.

They want to kill you. You must hide! Don't go home.

How can I marry Lady Marian now? I've got no money, no house. I'm not Robin of Locksley, I'm Robin Hood, the outlaw!




我得赶快告诉罗宾。

他们想杀你。你必须躲起来！别回家。

现在我要怎样才能娶玛丽安小姐呢？我没有了钱，没有了房子。我不再是洛克斯莱的罗宾了，我是罗宾汉，一个逃犯！



There are more men living and hiding in Sherwood Forest.

We must take money from Prince John's bad men. And then give it to our people. They are hungry.

When Robin and his men see a rich man in the forest, they stop him.

We want money for the hungry people.




还有一些人躲藏在舍伍德森林。

我们得从约翰亲王的狗腿子那里弄点钱，分给老百姓。他们非常饥饿。

罗宾和他的随从在森林里看到一个富人，便拦住了他。

我们想要些钱，分给那些挨饿的人。



One day Robin and his outlaws are walking through the forest…

Wait for me to come across!

No, you wait!

Then we must fight.

(Crack)




一天，罗宾和他的随从正在森林里行走……

等我先过去！

不，还是你等等！

那么咱们得较量一下了。

（啪）



Robin hits him three times! But the big man laughs.

Oh, no!




罗宾打中他三次！可是那个大块头哈哈大笑。

哦，不！



Put your hands on this. I can help you out of the water.

(HA HA HA HA)

(SPLASH)

Who are you?

My name's John Little. I'm looking for Robin Hood. I want to help him.

This is Robin Hood!

I'm sorry.

Don't be sorry. But I think I must change your name—to Little John!




抓住棍子。我拉你上来。

（哈哈哈哈）

(哗啦）

你是谁？

我叫约翰·利特尔。我要找罗宾汉。我想帮他。

他就是罗宾汉！

很抱歉。

别抱歉了。不过我想我必须把你的名字改改——改成小约翰吧！



One summer day…

They say Lady Marian's friend, Friar Tuck's living in the forest. But where?

There's a man living near the river. He carries people across. He's a fat man, and will fight anybody. Is he Friar Tuck?

Is this man Friar Tuck? I must see.

Wake up! I want you to carry me across the river.




一个夏日……

他们说玛丽安小姐的朋友弗里亚尔·塔克住在森林里。可是他在哪儿呢？

有个人住在河边。他驮人过河。他长得很胖，敢和任何人打架。他就是弗里亚尔·塔克吗？

这个人就是弗里亚尔·塔克吗？我得看看。

醒醒！我想让你背我过河。



Oh, no!

Now you can carry me—across the river again!

I can't carry you. You're very fat!(SPLASH)




哦，不！

嗨，你可以把我背回去了！

我背不动你。你太胖了！（哗啦）



Now, what are you doing in the forest?

I'm looking for Robin Hood.

Are you working for the Sheriff of Nottingham?

No! I'm hiding from the Sheriff.

Why?

Because I think Robin Hood is a good man, and I tell everybody. The Sheriff does not like that.




嗨，说说你在森林里干什么呢？

我在找罗宾汉。

你是诺丁汉郡长派来的吗？

不是的！我躲他还来不及呢。

为什么？

因为我觉得罗宾汉是个好人，而且我逢人便这么讲。郡长可不喜欢我这样。



What's your name?

Friar Tuck.

And my name is Robin Hood.

I'm a good friend of Lady Marian Fitzwalter.

Then you're my friend too!




你叫什么？

弗里亚尔·塔克。

我叫罗宾汉。

我是玛丽安·菲茨沃尔特小姐的好朋友。

那么你也是我的好朋友！



One day, a young boy is hunting in the forest. He kills a deer. But some of the Sheriff's men are watching him…

That is Sir Guy Gisborne's deer. You can't kill it.

You must hang tomorrow!

But my family have no food.

…and the Sheriff's men have my son. They want to hang him tomorrow!




一天，一个少年在森林里打猎。他猎杀了一头鹿。可郡长的手下一直盯着他……

那是盖伊·吉斯本爵士的鹿。你不能杀它。

明天你就得被绞死！

可我们家没东西吃了。

……然后郡长的手下抓了我儿子，他们明天要绞死他！



Early the next morning at Nottingham Castle, the Sheriff and his friend Sir Guy Gisborne look down from a castle window…

Suddenly…

Now!

It's Robin Hood!

Oh, no!




第二天一大早，在诺丁汉城堡，郡长和他的朋友盖伊·吉斯本爵士从城堡的窗户往下看……

突然……

动手！

是罗宾汉！

哦，不！



Run to the forest!

The boy is getting away!




快跑到森林里去！

那个男孩逃走了！



Robin Hood wins again!

This Robin Hood likes to win. Yes?

Yes.

I've got an idea.




罗宾汉又得手了！

这个罗宾汉总是想赢，是吗？

是的。

我有个主意。



A day or two later…

There's a shooting contest in Nottingham. The winner gets a silver arrow!

That's very interesting.

I'm afraid, Robin. Why does the Sheriff want to have a contest? Perhaps he wants to catch you.

I know. But I must win the contest for the people of Nottingham.

On the day of the contest…




一两天之后……

诺丁汉要举行一场射箭比赛。胜者会得到一支银箭！

听起来很有趣。

我有点儿担心，罗宾。为什么郡长想举办一场比赛？或许他想要抓住你。

我知道。不过，为了诺丁汉的人民，我必须赢得比赛。

在比赛那天……



Who is the best man in this contest?

Sir Guy is the best man with a bow and arrow.

Where's Robin Hood? I don't see him. Do you?

He's here, I know. He likes to win shooting contests. Then we can catch him!




谁是比赛中最棒的选手？

盖伊爵士是最棒的弓箭手。

罗宾汉在哪儿？我没看见他。你看见了吗？

他就在这儿，我知道。他想赢得射箭比赛。然后我们就能抓住他！



Forty men shoot their arrows.




四十个人射出了箭。



Three men hit their targets in the centre—Sir Guy Gisborne, one of the Sheriff's men, and an old man with a beard. They shoot again.

This time, the Sheriff's man and Sir Guy do badly.

But the old man's arrow hits the centre!




有三个人射中了靶心——分别是盖伊爵士、一名郡长的手下以及一个留着络腮胡子的老头。他们又射了一轮。

这一次，郡长的手下和盖伊爵士都成绩欠佳。

而那个老头的箭则射中了靶心！



Only one man can do that! Robin Hood!

Get him!

The Sheriff's men are very slow. And everyone wants to help Robin.

Stop him!




只有一个人能做到！罗宾汉！

抓住他！

郡长的手下动作太慢了。大家都想帮助罗宾。

拦住他！



I don't have my silver arrow. I must go back and get it one day. Ha! Ha! Ha!

Sir Guy Gisborne visits Lord Fitzwalter.

Listen, Fitzwalter. I want to marry your daughter, Lady Marian.

Oh!

No! I can never marry him! He's a bad man, and I love Robin.

I understand, my daughter. But Sir Guy can make things bad for us.

I must go away.

Yes, my daughter.




我没拿到我的银箭。总有一天我得回去把它取回来。哈哈哈！

盖伊·吉斯本爵士拜访了菲茨沃尔特大人。

听着，菲茨沃尔特。我想娶你的女儿，玛丽安小姐。

哦！

不！我绝不嫁给他！他是个坏蛋，我只爱罗宾。

我明白，女儿。可是盖伊爵士会给我们使坏的。

我必须离开。

是的，我的女儿。



Two days later, Robin is walking through the forest. Suddenly he sees a young boy sitting under a tree.

What are you doing here?

I'm looking for Robin Hood.

Is this boy working for the Sheriff?

Robin Hood is an outlaw and a thief.

That's not true! Robin Hood isn't a thief!




两天之后，罗宾正在森林里走。突然他看到一个小伙子坐在树下。

你在这儿干什么？

我在找罗宾汉。

这个男孩是郡长的手下吗？

罗宾汉是个逃犯、窃贼。

不对！罗宾汉不是窃贼！



Take out your sword and fight!

I don't fight children.

I'm not a child.

(CLANG)

Robin! Robin! Don't you know me?

Marian! It's you!




拔出你的剑来，咱们决斗！

我不和孩子决斗。

我不是个孩子。

（咣啷）

罗宾！罗宾！你不认识我了吗？

玛丽安！是你！



Lady Marian tells Robin about Sir Guy…

…and I can never marry him! Not in a hundred years! I love you, Robin.


And I love you, Marian. You must stay in Sherwood Forest with me.

A week later, Robin and Marian get married in Sherwood Forest.

We must fight for everything that is good and right. When King Richard comes back to England, he must know that we are his true friends.




玛丽安小姐给罗宾讲了盖伊爵士的事情……

……我绝不会嫁给他！一百年都不嫁！我爱你，罗宾。

我也爱你，玛丽安。你一定要留在舍伍德森林里和我在一起。

一周之后，罗宾和玛丽安在舍伍德森林里成婚了。

我们必须为公平正义而战！等理查国王回到英格兰，他一定会知道我们是他真正的朋友。
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Survive!
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1　Your name is Chris, and you are in a small plane, going across the Rocky Mountains. Suddenly the engine starts to make strange noises and the plane begins to go down into one of the mountains. Your radio does not work, and nobody knows where you are.

■ Go to 20.




2　You walk for about twenty minutes, wearing the coat and carrying the whisky and the map. The snow is deep and you are very cold.

■ You go back to the plane and get some different things. Go to 29.

■ You want to get warm and you drink the whisky. Go to 34.
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3　You go back to sleep. You don't hear the helicopter again. The next day you walk down the river again.

■ Go to 21.




4　You walk back out of the tunnel and into the rocky valley.

■ Go to 16.
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5　You eat the fruit. It isn't very good, but you're very hungry so you eat a lot. You take some with you. You can eat it later.

■ Go to 10.




6　You walk for about twenty minutes, wearing the coat and carrying the bananas and the cigarette lighter. The snow is deep and you are very cold. You go into the trees and light a fire.

■ Go to 36.
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7　It's evening again, but because of the fish you are not hungry. You make a small house under the trees. You wake up early in the morning. There's a lot of noise. You run out and look up. There's a helicopter in the sky. You can see it, but it can't see you because of the trees, and it is going away.

■ You run after the helicopter. Go to 31.

■ You go back to sleep. Go to 3.

■ You build a big fire. Go to 35.

■ You shout at the helicopter and wave your arms. Go to 37.
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8　You are a long way down the valley, and it is nearly night again. You make a fire in the trees and eat the bananas. The next morning you are very hungry. You must find something to eat. In the snow you see the tracks of an animal. Perhaps you can kill and eat this animal.

■ You walk after the tracks. Go to 39.

■ You are afraid of big animals. Perhaps the animal is dangerous. You walk down the mountain. Go to 17.
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9　You walk for a few minutes, carrying the bananas, the cigarette lighter and the map. But it is very cold.

■ You light a fire. Go to 36.

■ You go back to the plane and get the whisky. Go to 34.




10　It is now afternoon. You begin to feel very ill. Perhaps the fruit is poisonous. You sit down in the snow. You cannot walk. You sit in the snow and get colder and colder.

■ Go back to1.




11　You turn to the right and the plane hits the trees.

■ Go back to1.
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12　You walk across the lake. After a few minutes, you go through the ice, and you fall into the icy water.

■ Go back to1.
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13　You walk for a few minutes, carrying the whisky, the cigarette lighter and the bananas. You are very cold.

■ You drink the whisky. Go to 34.

■ You go back to the plane, leave the whisky and take the coat. Go to 6.




14　There is ice over the river, but there are holes in it. You see that there are fish in the river. Perhaps you can catch a fish and eat it.

■ You try and catch a fish through the ice. Go to 26.

■ Fishing in the river is very dangerous. You walk on. Go to 21.
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15　You turn to the left because you want to land on the snow. The plane goes into the snow and stops. You are safe, but you are at the top of a mountain and it is very cold. And it is evening.

■ You stay in the plane. Go to 24.

■ You go down the mountain. Go to 29.
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16　It is very difficult to go past the rocks in the valley. After a few minutes you are very tired.

■ You go on down the valley. Go to 8.

■ You go back up the valley and into the tunnel. Go to 33.
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17　You walk through the trees down the mountain. You are very hungry. You see some strange fruit on one of the trees.

■ You eat the fruit. Go to 5.

■ You don't eat the fruit. Go to 23.
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18　You walk carefully onto the lake. After a few hundred metres, the ice begins to move under your feet.

■ You go on across the lake. Go to 12.

■ You go back and walk around the lake. Go to 28.




19　You make another fire. After about two hours you hear the helicopter again. This time it sees the smoke and lands on the snow near you. You are safe. You fly to hospital where you can rest and eat.




20　You are going down very fast into the mountain but you can turn the plane to the left or the right. To the right there are some trees. To the left there is deep snow.

■ You turn to the right. Go to 11.

■ You turn to the left. Go to 15.
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21　You walk on down the river. You are now very hungry. You must eat something. There is fruit on the trees, or fish in the river.

■ You try and catch a fish. Go to 26.

■ You eat some fruit. Go to 5.




22　The rope breaks.

■ Go back to1.




23　You continue through the snow. There is nothing to eat, but you can make fires, and there is snow to drink. Suddenly you come to an icy lake.

■ You walk across the lake. It's quicker, and you must find something to eat. Go to 18.

■ You walk around the lake. You can look for a river. Go to 28.
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24　You stay in the plane. But it is very cold. Do you really want to die?

■ Go to 29.




25　You stay in the plane for four days. You see and hear nothing. You must go down the mountain.

■ Go to 27.
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26　You fish for about twenty minutes. Finally you catch one. You catch more. You are now very cold, so you make a fire and cook and eat a fish. It's very good.

■ Go to 7.




27　You go down the mountain. After a few minutes you see a tunnel in front of you. There is a small valley to your left with a lot of rocks in it.

■ You go down the valley. Go to 16.

■ You go into the tunnel. Go to 33.
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28　You walk around the lake. After about five kilometres you find a river. The water is going out of the lake and down a valley.

■ You go on around the lake. Go to 38

■ You walk down the river. Go to 14.




29　You want to go down the mountain. There are some things in the plane. You can take some of them with you. What do you take?

■ The coat, the whisky, and the map. Go to 2.

■ The coat, the bananas, and the cigarette lighter. Go to 6.

■ The bananas, the cigarette lighter, and the map. Go to 9.

■ The whisky, the cigarette lighter, and the bananas. Go to 13.
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30　The smoke goes up into the sky all day. But you don't see the helicopter. You wait all day. The next morning you wake up early again.

■ You build another fire. Go to 19.

■ You walk down the river. Go to 21.
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31　You run after the helicopter but it is going very fast. You have to go up the mountain, and you walk all day in the deep snow, but you don't see the helicopter again.

■ Go to 23.




32　You stay near the plane. You sit by the fire and watch the sky for two days. Nothing happens.

■ You stay near the plane. Go to 25.

■ You try and go down the mountain. Go to 27.




33　You walk into the tunnel. It's very dark. You see a lamp and you light it.

■ Go to 40.
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34　You want to get warm, so you drink the whisky. But you don't get warm, you just feel tired, very tired.

■ Go back to1.




35　You build a big fire. There is a lot of smoke. You watch it go up into the sky.

■ Go to 30.

[image: alt]

36　You sit all night in the trees in front of your fire. It is cold, but you have a good fire. You can sleep a little. You need to think about what you can do in the morning.

■ You stay near the plane with a fire. Go to 32.

■ You go down the mountain. Go to 27.




37　You shout at the helicopter and wave your arms. The helicopter turns and comes back for a minute. Then it starts to go up the mountain.

■ You run after the helicopter. Go to 31.

■ You go back to sleep. Go to 3.

■ You build a big fire. Go to 35.
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38　You walk all round the lake. You are very tired and you don't find anything to eat. You must go down the river.

■ Go to 14.




39　You walk in the tracks for a long way through the trees. They go behind a big tree. You look behind the tree and you see a very big bear. You don't think you can eat this. You walk quietly away.

■ Go to 17.

[image: alt]

40　You walk down into the mountain for about ten minutes. You come to a big hole in the ground. There is an old rope in the hole.

■ You go down the rope. Go to 22.

■ You go back up the tunnel. Go to 4.
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ACTIVITIES
Before Reading

1. Look at the front and back covers of the book and choose the correct ending for these sentences.

1) This book is _____

　a　a love story.

　b　a detective story.

　c　an adventure story.

　d　a science fiction story.




2) The story happens in _____

　a　Australia.

　b　North America.

　c　England.

　d　Africa.




3) Which of these things are in the story, do you think?

　a　a bicycle

　b　a car

　c　a cat

　d　a coat

　e　a dog

　f　a plane

　g　a telephone

　h　a tree


ACTIVITIES
While Reading

　AT THE END OF PART 16

1. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1) Chris has a big plane.

T/F

2) There are two people in the plane.

T/F

3) The radio works.

T/F

4) The engine is making strange noises.

T/F

5) Chris can turn the plane to the left.

T/F

6) There are some trees to the left.

T/F

7) There are some trees to the right.

T/F

2. Which way does Chris turn the plane, do you think?

1)　To the right.

2)　To the left.

　AT THE END OF PART 27

1. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1) It is very cold.

T/F

2) Chris can light a fire.

T/F

3) There is no snow on the mountain.

T/F

4) There are a lot of rocks.

T/F

5) Chris has a cigarette lighter.

T/F

2. What next?

Chris _____

1) finds a person in the tunnel.

T/F

2) finds an animal in the tunnel.

T/F

3) doesn't go into the tunnel.

T/F

4) finds nothing in the tunnel.

T/F

　AT THE END OF PART 7

1. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1) There is nothing to eat in the mountains.

T/F

2) There can be dangerous animals in the mountains.

T/F

3) The cigarette lighter is very useful for Chris.

T/F

4) The whisky is very useful for Chris.

T/F

5) Chris can be warm.

T/F

6) There are a lot of people in the mountains.

T/F

2. What next?

1) Chris ______

　a　sees the helicopter again.

　b　sees a plane.

　c　walks down the valley again.

2) The helicopter

　a　hits the mountain and explodes.

　b　sees Chris.

　c　goes away and doesn't come back.


ACTIVITIES
After Reading

1. Answer these questions.

1) Which dangerous animal lives on the mountain?

　___________________________

2) What is white, deep and very cold?

　___________________________

3) What animal lives in rivers?

　___________________________

4) What does Chris use to light a fire?

　___________________________

5) Does Chris walk up or down the mountain?

　___________________________

6) How many nights is Chris on the mountain?

　___________________________

2. Choose the correct ending to these sentences.

1) The plane hits the mountain______

　a　because the radio doesn't work.

　b　because the engine stops.

　c　because it is snowing.

2) The lake is dangerous______

　a　because there are fish in it.

　b　because it is on fire.

　c　because there are holes in the ice.

3) When Chris sees the helicopter, she lights the fire______

　a　because it is cold.

　b　because she wants to burn the helicopter.

　c　because she wants to make smoke.

3. Can you remember what these things are?
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4. Complete these sentences using the following words: 

cold, deep, fires, helicopter, houses, Mountains, plane, river, safe, snow, valley, walks.

Chris is in a small ______ going across the Rocky ______. The engine stops and the plane comes down in the ______. There are no ______ or roads near. Chris takes some things from the plane and ______ down the mountain through the ______ snow. It is very ______, and Chris lights ______. Chris goes down a long ______, near a ______. Finally Chris sees a ______. Chris is ______.


参考译文

Survive!
生存游戏

1　你名叫克丽丝，正驾驶一架小型飞机飞越落基山脉。突然，发动机发出了奇怪的响声，飞机朝着一座山坠去。你的无线电失灵了，没有人知道你所在的位置。

■见第20节。

2　你穿着外套，拿着威士忌和地图，走了大约二十分钟。积雪很厚，你感到很冷。

■你回到飞机上，拿了一些其他物品。见第29节。

■为了暖和一点儿，你喝了威士忌。见第34节。

3　你回去睡觉，再也没听到直升机的声音。第二天，你继续沿着河边走。

■见第21节。

4　你原路返回，出了隧道，走进乱石丛生的山谷。

■见第16节。

5　你吃了果子。虽然味道不好，但是你太饿了，还是吃了不少。你带了些果子在身上，过后可以吃。

■见第10节。

6　你穿着外套，拿着香蕉和打火机，走了大约二十分钟。积雪很厚，你感到很冷。你走到树林里，生起一堆火。

■见第36节。

7　又到了晚上，但因为之前吃了鱼，你并没有觉得饿。你在树下搭了一座小棚子。早上醒来后，你听到了一阵响声。你跑出棚子往天上看，发现有一架直升机。虽然你看得见飞机，但因为树木的遮挡，飞机上的人看不到你。飞机就要飞走了。

■你追着直升机跑。见第31节。

■你回棚子睡觉。见第3节。

■你生起一大堆火。见第35节。

■你冲着直升机一边大声呼喊，一边挥动双臂。见第37节。

8　你顺着山谷走出很远，夜晚又要来临了。你在树林里生起了火，吃了香蕉。第二天早上，你感到很饿，必须找些东西吃。你在雪地上发现了动物的脚印，也许你可以猎杀这只动物作食物。

■你沿着脚印追踪而去。见第39节。

■你很害怕大型动物。或许这只动物很危险，于是你向山下走去。见第17节。

9　你带着香蕉、打火机和地图走了几分钟，感到非常寒冷。

■你生起一堆火。见第36节。

■你回到飞机上去取威士忌。见第34节。

10　时间到了下午。你开始觉得很不舒服。也许那些果子有毒。你走不动了，坐在雪地上，觉得越来越冷。

■回到第1节。

11　你向右转，飞机撞到了树上。

■回到第1节。

12　你横穿湖面，在冰上走。几分钟后，冰裂开了，你掉进了冰水里。

■回到第1节。

13　你带着威士忌、打火机和香蕉走了几分钟，感到非常寒冷。

■你喝了威士忌。见第34节。

■你回到飞机上，放下了威士忌，带上了外套。见第6节。

14　河面上结了冰，但中间有洞隙。你看到河里有鱼。也许你可以抓一条鱼吃。

■你试着从冰隙间捉一条鱼。见第26节。

■在河里捉鱼很危险。你继续往前走。见第21节。

15　你向左转，想在雪地上着陆。飞机落入雪中，停了下来。你虽然安全了，但却身处山顶，天气非常寒冷。天黑了下来。

■你待在飞机上。见第24节。

■你向山下走去。见第29节。

16　山谷中的岩石很难攀爬，几分钟之后你就疲惫不堪了。

■你继续沿着山谷走。见第8节。

■你往回走，出了山谷，进了隧道。见第33节。

17　你穿过树林向山下走，感觉饥肠辘辘。你看到有一棵树上结着没见过的果子。

■你吃了果子。见第5节。

■你不吃果子。见第23节。

18　你小心地走上湖面。走了几百米后，脚下的冰开始晃动。

■你继续在湖面上穿行。见第12节。

■你退了回去，然后绕着湖走。见第28节。

19　你重新生起一堆火。大概两个小时后，你又听到了直升机的声音。这一次，飞机看到了烟，停在了你旁边的雪地上。这下你安全了。你乘飞机前往医院，可以在那里吃饭和休息。

20　你极快地向山中坠去，但你可以让飞机向左转弯或向右转弯。右边是一些树木，左边是厚厚的积雪。

■你向右转。见第11节。

■你向左转。见第15节。

21　你继续沿着河走，感觉非常饥饿，必须找东西吃。树上有果子，河中有鱼。

■你尝试着抓一条鱼。见第26节。

■你吃了一些果子。见第5节。

22　绳子断了。

■回到第1节。

23　你继续在雪中跋涉。没有吃的东西，但你可以生火，还可以喝雪水。突然，你发现前面有一片结了冰的湖。

■你横穿湖面。这样会快一些，你必须找点吃的东西。见第18节。

■你绕着湖走。你去寻找一条河。见第28节。

24　你待在飞机上，但感到非常寒冷。你真的不想活了吗？

■见第29节。

25　你在飞机上待了四天，什么也看不到，什么也听不到。你必须下山。

■见第27节。

26　经过二十分钟的努力，你终于捉到了一条鱼。你又多捉了几条。你感到很冷，于是生起了一堆火，烤了一条鱼吃。味道好极了。

■见第7节。

27　你朝山下走去。几分钟后看到前面有一条隧道。你的左侧还有一个布满岩石的小山谷。

■你沿着山谷走去。见第16节。

■你走进隧道。见第33节。

28　你绕着湖走。大约走了五公里，你发现了一条河。河水从湖中流出，向山谷流去。

■你继续绕着湖走。见第38节。

■你沿着河走去。见第14节。

29　你想下山。飞机上有一些东西，你可以随身带上几样。你会带哪些呢？

■外套、威士忌和地图。见第2节。

■外套、香蕉和打火机。见第6节。

■香蕉、打火机和地图。见第9节。

■威士忌、打火机和香蕉。见第13节。

30　一整天，烟不停地升上天空，但是直升机没有出现。你等了一整天。第二天，你又一大早就醒来了。

■你重新生起一堆火。见第19节。

■你沿着河走去。见第21节。

31　你追着直升机跑，但它飞得很快。你不得不往山上爬，在厚厚的雪中跋涉了一整天，但再也没见到那架直升机。

■见第23节。

32　你待在飞机附近。坐在火边，看着天，就这样过了两天。什么也没有发生。

■你待在飞机附近。见第25节。

■你试着向山下走去。见第27节。

33　你走进隧道。里面漆黑一片。你看到有一盏灯，便点上了。

■见第40节。

34　为了暖和一点儿，你喝了威士忌，但并没有觉得暖和起来。你只是感到很累，筋疲力尽。

■回到第1节。

35　你生起一大堆火，火堆冒出很多烟。你看着冲天的烟柱。

■见第30节。

36　你整晚都坐在树林里的火堆前。虽然天很冷，但火烧得很旺，你可以稍微睡一会儿。你需要想想天亮以后你可以做些什么。

■你燃着火堆，待在飞机附近。见第32节。

■你向山下走去。见第27节。

37　你冲着直升机一边大声呼喊，一边挥动双臂。直升机掉头往回飞了一会儿，然后向山上飞去。

■你追着直升机跑。见第31节。

■你回去睡觉。见第3节。

■你生起一大堆火。见第35节。

38　你绕着湖走了一整圈，筋疲力尽，没有找到任何食物。你只能沿着河走。

■见第14节。

39　你沿着脚印在树林中走了很远。脚印延伸到一棵大树的后面。你朝树后看去，看到了一只大熊。这肯定不是能吃的。你悄悄地离开了。

■见第17节。

40　你向山的深处走，大约走了十分钟，发现地上有一个很大的洞。一条很旧的绳子一直延伸到洞中。

■你顺着绳子下到洞中。见第22节。

■你退回到隧道口。见第4节。
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ACTIVITIES
Before Reading

1. Look at the front cover of the book and guess the answer to these questions.

1) Who is Red Chief?

a　Sam, the man on the left.

b　Bill, the man on the right.

c　A famous man in the west.




2) When does the story happen?

a　100 years ago.

b　In the year 2000.

c　500 years ago.




3) Imagine you are Bill or Sam. How do you feel?

a　Happy.

b　Angry.

c　Afraid.

2. Read the back cover of the book. How do Sam and Bill try to make a lot of money? Guess the answer.

1)  They take money from a shop.

Yes/No

2)  They kidnap a boy.

Yes/No

3)  They take horses and sell them.

Yes/No


ACTIVITIES
While Reading

1. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1) Sam and Bill have no money.

T/F

2) They look for jobs in Summit.

T/F

3) Ebenezer Dorset is the richest man in town.

T/F

4) They decide to kidnap Ebenezer Dorset.

T/F

5) Johnny is afraid.

T/F

6) Bill stays with Johnny.

T/F

7) Johnny says he is called Red Chief now.

T/F

2. Complete the sentences.
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I'm _________. Let's sleep.
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It's a little _________, Bill.

Do you want to hold it?
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We must _________ a letter now.
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Wait a _________!

Where's the boy?

3. Match the following sentence halves to make five complete sentences.

1) Bill is afraid ...

2) Johnny laughs ...

3) Johnny runs away ...

4) The old man takes the letter ...

5) Johnny comes back ...




a　when Bill tries to catch him.

b　when he can play games with Bill.

c　when Sam goes to the shop in town.

d　when Sam leaves.

e　when Sam is back.

4. Answer these questions.

1) Who brings Dorset's answer to the tree?

2) What does Dorset ask for in his letter?

3) What do Sam and Bill want to do?

4) How does Johnny feel when he sees his house?

5) How long can Mr Dorset hold his son?

6) What do Sam and Bill do when Dorset is holding Johnny?


ACTIVITIES
After Reading

1. Put these sentences in the correct order.

a　Sam and Bill write a ransom letter.

b　Mr Dorset does not pay the ransom.

c　They run out of town.

d　Sam and Bill take Johnny home.

e　Johnny says that he is called Red Chief.

f　Sam takes the letter to town.

g　They kidnap Johnny Dorset.

i　Sam and Bill arrive in Summit.

h　They pay money to Mr Dorset.

2. Match the names and pictures with the words.

Sam　　Bill　　Johnny　　Mr Dorset
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3. Complete this summary of the story. Use these words:



	afraid
	arrive
	boy
	escape



	fight
	give
	hits
	money



	name
	spider
	stays
	ransom




Sam and Bill only have $200 when they ______ in the small town of Summit. They want to kidnap the son of the richest man in town. Johnny Dorset is a small ______ but he gives Sam and Bill a good ______. They take him into the woods. Bill ______ with Johnny, while Sam takes the horses back to town. Johnny says that his ______ is Red Chief now. He plays and plays with Bill! He puts a ______ in his bed; he ______ him on the head. Soon Bill is very ______ of the little boy!




Bill and Sam write a letter to Johnny's father. They ask for a big ______. But when Mr Dorset answers, he says no. He tells Sam and Bill to give him ______. Then they can ______ from Johnny! Sam and Bill say yes. They ______ the money and then run out of Summit.

4. Write or draw a new ending for the story. Johnny escapes from his father and runs after Sam and Bill. What happens when he catches them?

_________________________

_________________________

_________________________

_________________________

_________________________


参考译文

The Ransom of Red Chief
红酋长的赎金



Come on, Bill. We're here.

But ... the train isn't stopping!

(Aaaagh!)

(Town of Summit

Have a Nice Day.)

I'm not having a nice day.




快点儿，比尔。咱们到了。

可是……火车没有停啊！

（啊……！）

（萨米特镇

祝您愉快！）

我今天可并不愉快！



How much money have we got?

Only two hundred dollars.

But I've got an idea ... Kidnap! We can kidnap someone here.

Who? There's nobody rich in this town.

You're wrong, Bill. Look around.

(The Dorset Bank

Ebenezer Dorset Street

The Dorset Store)

Excuse me, Miss. Who is Ebenezer Dorset?

The richest man in town, of course.




我们有多少钱？

只有两百美元。

不过我有一个办法……绑架！我们可以在这儿绑架个人。

绑架谁呢？这个镇上没有富人啊。

你错了，比尔。看看这四周吧。

（多塞特银行

埃比尼泽·多塞特大街

多塞特商店）

小姐，打扰一下。请问埃比尼泽·多塞特是谁啊？

当然是镇上最有钱的人。



And do Mr and Mrs Dorset have any children?

One boy. His name's Johnny. He's a lot of trouble.

Well ... ?

OK.

The next day ...

Look at that house!

Good! They've got lots of money.

There he is! He's a nice little boy.

What's he doing?

Ha, ha, ha!




那么多塞特夫妇有孩子吗？

有一个男孩儿，名叫约翰尼。他总是惹麻烦。

怎么样？

好吧。

第二天……

瞧瞧那房子！

很好！他们很有钱。

他在那儿！是个不错的小男孩儿。

他在干什么呢？

哈哈哈！



Let's get him!

Oh, good! Someone wants a fight!

(Smack! Bang! Ouch!)

Come on, Bill.

But he's STRONG.

Ouch! My head!

Think about all that money, Bill.

I feel better.




咱们去抓住他！

哼，好啊！有人想打架啊！

（啪！砰！哎哟！）

快点儿，比尔。

可是他太有劲儿了。

哎哟！我的头！

想想就要到手的钱吧，比尔。

我感觉好点儿了。



We're here.

Don't be afraid, Johnny. You can go home soon.

Who's afraid? I'm not afraid! I don't want to go home.

You make a fire and give the boy dinner, Bill. I'm taking the horse back to town.

OK, Sam. Johnny and I can be friends.

Yes! Ha, ha, ha!




我们到了。

不用害怕，约翰尼。你很快就可以回家了。

谁害怕呀？我才不怕呢！我不想回家。

你生火给这孩子做点儿晚饭，比尔。我去把马车赶回镇上。

好的，萨姆。约翰尼和我会成为朋友的。

没错！哈哈哈！



Look! There are some feathers.

What are you doing, Johnny?

My name isn't Johnny.

My name is Red Chief.

Money, money, money ...

Stop!

Oh no! Help!




看！这儿有些羽毛。

你在干什么呢，约翰尼？

我不叫约翰尼。

我叫红酋长。

钱，钱，钱……

站住！

哦不！救命！



Ha, ha, ha!

Very funny.

Oh, good! It's you, Sam.

Of course it's me! What's wrong with you, Bill?

I'm tired. Let's sleep.

I like this forest.

I like camping too.

Why is your nose red, Bill?

My best friend can walk on his hands.

How hot is the sun?

I don't like girls.




哈哈哈！

很有趣。

哦，太好了！萨姆，你回来了。

当然是我！你怎么了，比尔？

我累了。咱们睡觉吧。

我喜欢这片森林。

我也喜欢野营。

你的鼻子怎么红红的，比尔？

我的好朋友能倒立着走。

太阳有多热？

我不喜欢女孩子。



Sam sleeps.

Help!

It's only a dream.

Help!

What? What's happening?




萨姆睡着了。

救命啊！

幸好只是个梦。

救命啊！

怎么了？发生了什么事？



Oh no! Help! Get it out!

What is it, Bill?

It's a little spider, Bill. He's my new friend.

Do you want to hold him?

Come here, you little monster ...

Ha, ha, ha!




哦不！快来帮我！把它拿出来！

是什么东西，比尔？

比尔，只不过是一只小蜘蛛。他是我的新朋友。

你想拿着它吗？

过来，你这个小魔头……

哈哈哈！



Now, Bill, it's OK.

But ... but ...

Now listen, Johnny. You go and play over there.

We must write a letter now. OK, Bill?

OK, Sam.

Here's a good one!




行了，比尔，别闹了。

可是……可是……

嗨，听着，约翰尼。你到那边玩儿去。

现在我们得写封信。好吗，比尔？

好吧，萨姆。

这儿有个好东西！



 Mr Ebenezer Dorset:

We have your son. Do you want to see him again?

Then you must give us a ransom of $ 1,500.

Give us the money tonight. There are three big trees near the Summit River. Put your answer in the tallest tree.

Do not tell the police about this. 

From

What names can we put?

I know ...

Two desperate men

Look at this letter, Bill! It's money in the bank.




埃比尼泽·多塞特先生：

你的儿子在我们手上。你还想再见到他吗？

那么你就必须给我们1,500美元的赎金。

今晚把钱交给我们。萨米特河边有三棵大树。把你的回信放到最高的那棵树上。

不要报警。

咱们应该署什么名字呢？

我知道了……

两个亡命之徒

瞧瞧这封信，比尔！钱就要到手了。



Wait a minute! Where's the boy?

Johnny!

Where are you?

Look! There's something over there!

Where?

Ha, ha, ha!

(Crack!)

Bill!




等一下！那个男孩儿哪儿去了？

约翰尼！

你在哪儿？

看！那边好像有个东西！

哪儿？

哈哈哈！

（啪！）

比尔！



Come on, Bill. Get up!

Ouch, my head!

Johnny. You must be nice to Bill.

OK, Sam.

Good. I'm going to town.

No!




行了，比尔。起来吧！

哎哟，我的头！

约翰尼，你要对比尔友好些。

好吧，萨姆。

好了。我要去镇上了。

不要！



I must get this letter to Mr Dorset.

But ... but ...

He's only a little boy, Bill. Play with him.

But ... but ...

See you later.

Good! Let's play.

Oh dear!




我得把这封信给多塞特先生送去。

可是……可是……

他不过是个小男孩儿，比尔。陪他玩儿会儿。

可是……可是……

回头见。

好了！咱们玩吧。

哦天哪！



Go faster! Go faster!

Oh no! Not the snake, PLEASE.

Come on, Bill.

I can't wait any more! Sam can't stop me now!

Come here, you little monster!

Ha, ha, ha! You can't catch Red Chief!




再快点儿！再快点儿！

哦，不！不要玩蛇，求你了。

来呀，比尔。

我再也等不下去了！现在萨姆也拦不住我了！

过来，你这个小魔头！

哈哈哈！你抓不住红酋长！



(General Store)

Excuse me. Is there a post office near here?

Yes.

And where is it?

Here.

I have a letter for someone in Summit. When can it arrive?

Today.

Well ... thank you.




（杂货店）

请问，这附近有邮局吗？

有。

在哪儿呢？

在我这儿。

我有封信要寄到萨米特镇上去。什么时候能寄到呢？

今天。

哦……谢谢。



Sam walks back to the camp. He is thinking about the ransom money.

I want a big house and a car and the best clothes and ...

Hello, Sam.

Where's the boy?

He isn't a boy, Sam. He's a monster. Where is he? I don't want to know.

Bill, is your heart strong?

Yes. Why?

Look behind you.




萨姆在回营地的路上，边走边想着赎金。

我想要一座大房子、一辆车、最好的衣服，还有……

你好，萨姆。

那男孩儿在哪儿？

他不是男孩儿，萨姆。他是个魔鬼。他在哪儿？我可不想知道。

比尔，你是不是足够坚强？

是啊，怎么了？

看看你身后。



Hello.

Help me, Sam! Help me!

It's OK, Bill.

Sam watches the time.

Bill watches the boy.

Where are you going, Sam?

To get our money.

No! Not again! You can't leave me with HIM again!

This is the last time, Bill. And then we can take the money and the boy can go home.

The boy can go home, the boy can go home, the boy ...




嗨。

救救我，萨姆！救救我！

没事儿的，比尔。

萨姆看着时间。

比尔看着男孩儿。

你要去哪儿，萨姆？

去拿回我们的钱。

不！不要再这样了！你不能再让我跟他呆在一起！

这是最后一次，比尔。然后我们就能拿到钱，男孩儿就能回家了。

男孩儿就能回家了，男孩儿就能回家了，男孩儿……



Later ...

I can watch from this tree.

Now I can see everything.

That isn't Dorset. Perhaps this boy works for him.




过了一会儿……

我可以爬上这棵树监视情况。

现在我一览无余。

那不是多塞特。也许这个男孩儿是他雇的。



I've got it!

Sam runs back to the camp.

I'm coming, Bill!

... the boy can go home, the boy can ...

Bill! I'm back and I've got it!

Wait a minute! There's no money in here. There's only a letter.

Oh no!




我拿到了！

萨姆跑回了营地。

我回来了，比尔！

……男孩儿就能回家了，男孩儿就能……

比尔！我回来了，我拿到了！

等一等！这里面没有钱。只有一封信。

哦不！



To Two Desperate Men:

Thank you for your letter.

My answer is no.

The ransom is very high.

Very high!

I have another idea for you.

You bring Johnny home and you give me $ 200.

When Johnny is with me at home, you can escape.

Ebenezer Dorset




致两个亡命徒：

谢谢你们的来信。

我的回答是“不”。

赎金太高了。

太高了？！

我给你们出个主意。

你们把约翰尼带回家，再给我两百美元。

约翰尼回到家里跟我在一起后，你们就可以解脱了。

埃比尼泽·多塞特



WHAT? We give money to HIM?

Yes!

That's stupid! We're the kidnappers!

Yes!

Look at this! Let's play.

OK, Bill. Let's give him the money.

How much have we got?

Two hundred dollars.




什么？我们给他钱？

是啊！

这太傻了！我们才是绑匪！

是啊！

瞧瞧这个！咱们玩儿吧。

好吧，比尔。咱们把钱给他吧。

我们有多少钱？

两百美元。



One hour later ...

Come on, Johnny.

Where are we going?

It's a surprise.

A nice one.

Wait a minute! This is MY house. I don't want to go home!

Now you're in BIG trouble.

Quick, Sam! Knock on the door!




一小时以后……

快点儿，约翰尼。

我们要去哪儿呀？

一个你想不到的地方。

一个好地方。

等等！这是我家！我不想回家！

现在你们惹上大麻烦了。

快点儿，萨姆！快敲门！



Good evening.

Mr and Mrs Dorset? Here's your money!

And here's your son.

I can hold him for about ten minutes.

Let's go, Sam!

(You Are Now Leaving the Town of Summit

Have a Nice Day!)

We are not having a nice day!




晚上好。

是多塞特先生和太太吗？这是你们要的钱！

还有你们的儿子。

我大概可以拽住他十分钟。

咱们走吧，萨姆！

（您即将离开萨米特镇

祝您愉快！）

我们过得可并不愉快！
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The White Stones

1　Your name is Chris Ellison and you are from London in England. You are on a ferry. The ferry is going to the island of Skaran in Ireland. You are sitting next to a woman. She smiles.

'Are you on holiday?' she asks.

'No,' you say. 'I'm an archaeologist. I want to study the megalithic stones on Skaran. The stones are very interesting. They're very old. But we don't know much about them.'

The woman stops smiling. 'The people on the island don't like archaeologists,' she says.

■Go to 11.
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2　You walk to the stones. There are nine big stones and one small stone. Two of the stones are very big and have another stone on top.

You look at the small stone. It is red on top.

■Go to 34.
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3　You try to hit the man but the man hits you first.

■Go to 24.




4　You walk around the hill. You see a red car behind the hill. There are some boxes in the car.

■You go to the old house. Go to 18.
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5　You see that the liquid is coming out of a hole under the car.

■You phone a garage. Go to 32.

■You drive the car to your home. Go to 19.




6　You get in your car. You look at more megalithic stones and tombs in the north of the island. They are beautiful in the evening. There are always tombs near the megalithic stones. It is late when you arrive home.

The next day you go to the town of Langrun. You go to some shops and buy some things. What do you do next?

■You go home. Go to 16.

■You go to the Stones of Clayonag. Go to 20.

[image: alt]




7　You drive slowly down the hill. Ten minutes later you look behind you. You cannot see the red car.

You go past a village. Then you go down a hill to Clayonag. You see a lot of megalithic stones near the sea. It is very beautiful. You stop your car and get out.

■Go to 34.
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8　You go to the village and you ask some people about the megalithic stones. Nobody wants to talk about them.

■You go home. Go to 28.

■You go back to Clayonag. Go to 34.




9　You look through the door of the tomb. At the back of the tomb there is a stone table. The sun is shining on the table.

■Go to 27.
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10　You go to the village and find a policeman. You tell him about the things that are happening to you.

He says, 'People in the village don't like archaeologists because they take our treasures. Perhaps you need to go home to London.'

■You go to the old house. Go to 16.

■You look at more stones on the island. Go to 6.
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11　Half an hour later, the ferry stops at the island.

You get in your car and drive off the ferry. You drive the car down a small road. In front of you, there are some trees next to the road. One of the trees begins to move. You stop your car quickly. The tree falls in front of your car.

You get out of your car.

'Is there somebody behind the trees?' you ask. What do you do?

■You go to the trees and look for somebody. Go to 23.

■You move the tree from the road. Go to 33.




12　You drive very fast but the road is not very good.

Your car leaves the road. Then everything goes black.

■Go to 24.




13　You go into the tomb. You see some pictures of knives on the wall. You hear a noise. Everything goes dark. You go to the door. You cannot open it.

'Open the door!' you shout, but nobody comes.

You are afraid. You wait for a very long time but nobody comes.

■You go to the back of the tomb. Go to 17.

■You stay near the door. Go to 26.

[image: alt]

[image: alt]




14　The American woman walks nearer to you.

Suddenly a megalithic stone begins to move. The stone is behind the woman. She does not see that the stone is moving.

'Look!' you say. 'The stone is falling!'

She smiles. 'I'm not stupid, you know,' she says.

She does not look behind her. The megalithic stone makes a lot of noise. It falls on the woman.

You see the man with the long black hair. He is coming down the road. When he sees the woman under the stone, he runs away.

■Go to 29.




15　You drive to your house and get out of your car.

The American woman is standing near your house. She is smiling.

'Would you like to go to the Stones of Clayonag tomorrow?' she asks. 'I can't go with you but it's an interesting and important day. It's June 21. It's the longest day of the year. A lot of people go to Clayonag every year. You must go there early in the morning.'

'Thank you,' you say. You go into your house.

■Go to 21.
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16　You drive home. When you are near your house, a big stone hits the windscreen of your car. You stop quickly. You get out. Behind you there is a tall man with long black hair. He is running towards you.

■You run away. Go to 31.

■You hit the man. Go to 3.
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17　You go to the back of the tomb. There is a stone table there. Near the table is a big stone. You take the stone and you go back to the door. You hit the door with the stone. You break the door and you get out of the tomb.

■Go to 28.
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18　When you are near the old house, you meet a woman with blond hair. 'Hello,' she says. 'Are you staying at the old house?'

'Yes,' you say. 'I'm renting it for six weeks.'

'My name's Sarah. I'm staying at the new house,' she says. 'I'm on holiday here. I'm from Los Angeles in America. Are you on holiday?'

'No,' you say, 'I'm an archaeologist. I want to study the megalithic stones on the island.'

'How interesting! I don't know anything about those things,' she says.

■You go to the old house. Go to 30.




19　You drive the car. When you are going down a hill, you cannot stop the car. Your car hits a tree.

■Go to 24.
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20　You go to the Stones of Clayonag. You look at the stones and wait but nothing happens. You go home late.

For the next two weeks you go around the island and look at the megalithic stones. Nothing more happens to you. You do not find the answer to the mystery.

■Go to 1 and try again.
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21　The next day you get up very early. You drive to the Stones of Clayonag. When you arrive, you see a lot of cars. You get out of your car and walk to the tomb. There are a lot of people near the tomb. They are looking at the sun, and waiting.

Slowly the sun comes up. The sun shines between the two big stones. It shines into the door of the tomb. When this happens, the people begin to sing.

■You look through the door of the tomb. Go to 9.

■You do not look through the door. Go to 27.




22　You go to the sea. It is beautiful but you do not see any people or megalithic stones.

You go back to the tomb. You think you see a man. He is behind one of the megalithic stones.

■Go to 34.




23　You run into the trees. You see a tall man with long black hair. He runs away. You go back to your car.

■Go to 33.
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24　When you open your eyes, you are in a bed in a white room. A woman is looking at you. 'Hello,'she says. 'I'm Doctor O'Connor. Everything is all right. You're in hospital.'

A week later you leave the hospital. You do not know the answer to the mystery.

■Go back to 1 and start again!
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25　You stop your car. You look behind you. The red car stops too.

■Go to 7.




26　You stay next to the door. Four hours later the door opens. You go out of the tomb. It is dark. There is nobody near the tomb. You think you see a man. He is running towards the road.

■You get in your car and drive home. Go to 15.




27　An hour later everybody gets in their cars and leaves Clayonag. You go to your car. There is some liquid on the road under the car.

■You look under the car. Go to 5.

■You drive the car to your home. Go to 19.

■You phone a garage. Go to 32.
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28　You go home. When you are near the old house, you see a red car. There is a man near the car. He is tall with long black hair. He is with the old American woman. When he sees you, he gets into his car. He drives away.

■Go to 15.




29　You phone the police. They arrive ten minutes later. The police look at the stone. 'After all these years, why does the stone fall now?' says a policeman.

'It's a mystery,' you say.

The police move the stone and take the woman to hospital. The police arrest the man with the long hair and the woman from the ferry.

Thanks to you the treasures of the island are now safe and the archaeologists can study the old tombs.
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30　You go to the old house. There is some writing on the door of the house. It says, 'Go back to London, Ellison! We don't want you on our island.'

The next day you drive to Clayonag in the north of the island. There are a lot of megalithic stones in Clayonag. You drive up a small road. The road is bad. You look behind you and you see a red car. You drive fast. The red car goes fast. You go down a hill.

■You drive slower. Go to 7.

■You drive very fast. Go to 12.

■You stop your car. Go to 25.




31　You run through some trees. You come to a small road. You run down the road and you see your house and the megalithic stone. There are some boxes in a car near the stone. You go to a box and look into it. There are cups and knives in the box. They are very old. You think they are about 4,000 years old. Now you see a hole in the hill. The hill is a megalithic tomb. Somebody is taking things from the tomb.

You hear a noise and you see Sarah, the American woman. She is coming out of the tomb with a knife in her hand.

■You do not move. Go to 14.

■You run away. Go to 35.
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32　You walk to a village and phone a garage. Three hours later a man comes. He works on the car for a long time. At four o'clock the car is ready.

■You find a policeman. Go to 10.

■You drive home. Go to 16.

■You look at more megalithic stones and tombs. Go to 6.
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33　You move the tree from the road. You get in your car and continue down the road. Five minutes later, you see two houses. There is an old house and a new house. You are renting the old house.

There is a small hill near the houses. There are megalithic stones around the hill.

'This is a nice place to live,' you think.

You get out of your car. You look at the stone. You think it is about 4,000 years old.

■You walk around the hill. Go to 4.

■You go to the old house. Go to 18.




34　Near the megalithic stones is a hill. You walk to the hill. There is a door in the hill. On the door there is some writing. It says, 'Megalithic Tomb. 4,500 Years Old.'The door is open. You look in the tomb. It is very dark.

■You walk to the stones. Go to 2.

■You go to the village and ask about the stones. Go to 8.

■You go into the tomb. Go to 13.

■You go to the sea. Go to 22.
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35　You run away but you fall on the boxes.

■Go to 14.


ACTIVITIES
Before Reading

1. Look at the front and back cover of the book. Choose the correct answers to these questions.

1) Where can you find these megalithic stones?

　a　Mexico.

　b　Ireland.

　c　Japan.

2) How old are the stones?

　a　1,500 years old.

　b　2,500 years old.

　c　4,500 years old.

3) What are the stones for?

　a　Nobody knows.

　b　They are the walls of an old building.

　c　A place for dead people.

2. Guess what happens in the story.

a　Somebody doesn't want Chris to study the stones.

YES/NO

b　Somebody wants to take the stones to America.

YES/NO

c　Somebody on the island is killing people.

YES/NO

d　The stones can kill people.

YES/NO


ACTIVITIES
While Reading

1. Read the first parts of the story (1, 11 and 33). Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1) Chris Ellison is from America.

T/F

2) The megalithic stones are in England.

T/F

3) Chris Ellison goes to the island by plane.

T/F

4) Chris thinks he sees somebody behind the trees.

T/F

5) There is a small hill near the megalithic stone.

T/F

6) The American woman says she is working on the island.

T/F

7) The American woman is friendly.

T/F

8) Chris does not like where he lives.

T/F

2. Why do these things happen?

1) The people on the island do not like archaeologists. Why? Choose one answer.

　a　Because archaeologists take things from tombs.

　b　Because the megalithic stones are very important for them.

　c　Because the people on the island are doing something bad with the stones.

2) A tree falls in front of the car. Why? Choose one answer.

　a　Because the tree is very old.

　b　Because somebody wants to kill Chris.

　c　Because somebody does not want Chris to go to his house.

3. What happens next? Complete the sentences.

1) The next day . . .

　a　Chris studies some megalithic stones.

　b　he stays at home.

　c　he talks to people in the town.

2) Somebody . . .

　a　tells Chris a lot of things about the megalithic stones.

　b　tries to kill Chris.

　c　helps Chris find a tomb.

3) The American woman . . .

　a　wants to help Chris.

　b　wants Chris to go home to England.

4) The people on the island . . .

　a　help Chris.

　b　don't help Chris.

5) Later near the megalithic stones Chris finds . . .

　a　a tomb.

　b　a dead person.

　c　a very old knife.


ACTIVITIES
After Reading

1. Answer these questions.

1) Who does Chris meet on the ferry?

2) Where is the American woman's house?

3) What does Chris see on the door of his house?

4) When Chris is driving to Clayonag he sees something behind him. What is it?

5) Chris sees something under the car. What is it?

6) There are some boxes near the stones. What does Chris see in the boxes?

7) Who do the police arrest?

2. A policeman is asking Chris some questions. Put the words in the correct order. Then write the answers to the questions.

1) are where from you?

____________________________

____________________________

2) do what do you?

____________________________

____________________________

3) you why on are the island?

____________________________

____________________________

4) staying are where you?

____________________________

____________________________

5) is who tall the man?

____________________________

____________________________

3. Match the sentence halves to make eight complete sentences.

1) The American woman wants Chris to ...

2) The American woman does not want Chris to ...

3) The tall man is helping ...

4) The tall man hits Chris's car with a stone because ...

5) Clayonag is ...

6) When the sun shines into the door, the people ...

7) The man works on the car for a ...

8) The American woman does not see that ...




a　begin to sing.

b　long time.

c　near the sea.

d　the American woman.

e　go to Clayonag.

f　the stone is falling.

g　see the treasure.

h　Chris is coming home early.


参考译文

The White Stones
白色巨石




1　你叫克丽丝·埃利森，来自英国伦敦。你在摆渡船上。摆渡船开向爱尔兰的斯卡兰岛。你坐在一位女士旁边。她微笑着。

“你是在度假吗？”她问。

“不是，”你说，“我是考古学家。我想研究一下斯卡兰岛的巨石。这些石头很有意思。它们很古老，可我们对它们了解并不多。”

这位女士收起笑容。“岛上的人不喜欢考古学家，”她说。

■ 看第11节。




2　你走向巨石。有九块大石头和一块小石头。其中两块十分巨大，顶部还有另一块。

你看着那块小石头。石头的顶部是红色的。

■ 看第34节。




3　你想打这个人，但他先打了你。

■ 看第24节。




4　你围着小山走。你看到山后有一辆红色的车。车里有几个箱子。

■ 你去旧房子。看第18节。




5　你看到有液体从车底部的一个洞流出来。

■ 你给一家修车厂打电话。看第32节。

■ 你开车回家。看第19节。




6　你上车。你看了岛北部其他的巨石和坟墓。它们在晚上看起来很漂亮。巨石的附近总会有坟墓。你很晚才回家。

第二天，你去了朗格鲁城。你去几家商店买了些东西。接下来你做什么？

■ 你回家。看第16节。

■ 你去克劳纳格巨石阵。看第20节。




7　你慢慢地开车下山。10分钟后，你看看后面。你看不到那辆红色的车了。你经过一个村庄，然后开车下山去克劳纳格。你看到海边有很多巨石。非常漂亮。你停下，下了车。

■ 看第34节。




8　你去村子里，问人们有关巨石的事。没人想谈论巨石。

■ 你回家。看第28节。

■ 你回到克劳纳格。看第34节。




9　你朝坟墓的门里看去。坟墓的后部有一张石桌，太阳照得桌子闪闪发光。

■ 看第27节。




10　你去村子里，找到一名警察。你告诉他发生在你身上的事。

他说：“村子里的人不喜欢考古学家，因为他们拿走我们的财宝。也许你应该回伦敦去。”

■ 你回到旧房子。看第16节。

■ 你去看岛上其他的巨石。看第6节。




11　半个小时后，摆渡船停在了岛的岸边。你上了车，驶离摆渡船。你沿着一条小路开车。你前方的路旁有几棵树。其中一棵树在晃动。你赶紧停车。这棵树在你眼前倒下了。

你下了车。

“树后面有人吗？”你问道。你要做什么？

■ 你去树林那里找找是否有人。看第23节。

■ 你把树从路上移开。看第33节。




12　你开得很快，但路况不好。你的车驶离道路。随后一切都陷入黑暗了。

■ 看第24节。




13　你进入坟墓。你看到墙上有几幅刀子的画。你听到有动静。一切都在黑暗中。你走到门口。你打不开门。

“开门！”你喊道，但没有人来。

你害怕了。你等了很长时间，但没有人来。

■ 你去坟墓的后部。看第17节。

■ 你呆在门附近。看第26节。




14　这个美国女人向你走近一些。突然，一块巨石开始动起来。石头在这个女人的后面。她没看到石头在动。

“看！”你说，“石头要倒了！”

她笑了。“要知道，我可不傻，”她说。

她没有向后看。巨石发出巨响，倒在了这个女人身上。

你看到了那个留着黑色长发的男人。他正沿着路走来。当看到石头下的女人时，他跑了。

■ 看第29节。




15　你开车到你的住处，下了车。那个美国女人正站在你房子的附近。她笑着。

“你明天想去克劳纳格巨石阵吗？”她问。“我不能和你去，但那会是既有趣又重要的一天。6月21号。一年中最长的一天。每年这个时候很多人都去克劳纳格巨石阵。你必须一早就去。”

“谢谢你，”你说。你进了房子。

■ 看第21节。




16　你开车回家。到了房子附近时，一块大石头打中了车的挡风玻璃。你马上停车。你下车。你身后是一个高个子男人，留着长长的黑发。他向你跑来。

■ 你逃跑。看第31节。

■ 你打这个男人。看第3节。




17　你去坟墓的后部。那里有张石桌。桌子旁有一块大石头。你拿起石头，回到门口。你用石头砸门。你砸开门，从坟墓出来。

■ 看第28节。




18　你在旧房子附近遇到一个金发女人。“你好，”她说，“你住在这所旧房子里吗？”

“是的，”你说，“我租了六个星期。”

“我叫萨拉。我住在新房子里，”她说，“我来这儿度假，从美国洛杉矶来。你是来度假的吗？”

“不是，”我说，“我是考古学家。我想研究一下岛上的巨石。”

“真有意思！我对那些东西一无所知，”她说道。

■ 你走向旧房子。看第30节。




19 你开着车。下山时你刹不住车了。你的车撞上了一棵树。

■ 看第24节。




20 你去看克劳纳格的巨石阵。你看着石头，等待着，但什么也没发生。你很晚才回家。

接下来的两个星期，你去看岛上各处的巨石。没再发生什么事。你没有找出谜团的答案。

■ 看第1节，再试一遍。




21 第二天，你起得很早。你开车去看克劳纳格的巨石阵。赶到时，你看到很多车。你下车朝坟墓走去。坟墓附近有很多人。他们看着太阳，等待着。

太阳慢慢升起，阳光射入两块巨石之间。阳光照进墓门时，人们开始唱歌。

■ 你朝墓门里看去。看第9节。

■ 你没有朝墓门里看。看第27节。




22 你去了海边。那里很美，可你没有看到任何人，也没看到巨石。

你回到坟墓旁。你觉得看到了一个人。他藏在某块巨石后面。

■ 看第34节。




23 你跑进树林。你看到一个留着黑色长发的高个子男人。他跑掉了。你回到车里。

■ 看第33节。




24 你睁开眼时，发现自己躺在一个白色房间的床上。一个女人看着你。“你好，”她说，“我是奥康纳医生。现在你没事了。你在医院里。”

一个星期后，你出院了。你没有找到谜团的答案。

■ 回到第1节，重新开始！




25 你停下车，向后看。红色的车也停了。

■ 看第7节。




26 你呆在门附近。四个小时后，门开了。你出了坟墓。天已经黑了。坟墓附近一个人也没有。你觉得你看到了一个男人。他正朝公路跑去。

■ 你上了车，开车回家。看第15节。




27 一个小时后，人们纷纷上车，离开了克劳纳格。你回到自己的车旁。车下方的路上有一些液体。

■ 你查看车下方。看第5节。

■ 你开车回家。看第19节。

■ 你给修理厂打电话。看第32节。




28 你回家去。到老房子附近时，你看到一辆红色的车。车旁有个男人。他个子很高，留着黑色长发。他和那个上了年纪的美国女人在一起。他一看见你，就上了车，开车走了。

■ 看第15节。




29 你打电话报警。警察10分钟后到了。警察看着石头。“都这么多年了，石头怎么现在倒了？”一名警察说道。

“这是个谜，”你说。

警察移开石头，把那个女人送进医院。警察逮捕了长发男人和摆渡船上的女人。

多亏了你，现在岛上的财宝安全了，考古学家们可以研究古墓了。




30 你回到老房子前。门上写着字：“回伦敦去，埃利森！我们不希望你在我们的岛上。”

第二天，你开车去岛北部的克劳纳格。克劳纳格有很多巨石。你开上一条小路。路况很糟。你向后看，看到一辆红色的车。你加快车速，红车也加快了车速。你开下小山。

■ 你减慢车速。看第7节。

■ 你开得很快。看第12节。

■ 你停下车。看第25节。




31 你跑着穿过树林。你来到一条小路旁。你沿着路跑，看到了你的房子和巨石。巨石附近有一辆车，车上有几个箱子。你走到一个箱子旁，向里看。箱子里有一些杯子和刀。它们都很古老。你估计它们有大约4,000年的历史了。这时你看到小山上有个洞。这座小山是一座巨石墓。有人正在从坟墓里往外拿东西。

你听到有动静，然后看到了那个美国女人萨拉。她正从坟墓里出来，手里拿着一把刀。

■ 你没有动。看第14节。

■ 你跑开了。看第35节。




32 你走到一个村子，给一家修理厂打电话。三个小时后，来了一个男人。他花了很长时间修车。四点钟时，车修好了。

■ 你找到一个警察。看第10节。

■ 你开车回家。看第16节。

■ 你去看其他巨石和坟墓。看第6节。




33 你把树从路上移开。你回到车上，继续向前开。五分钟后，你看到两座房子：一座老房子和一座新房子。你租了老房子。

两座房子附近有座小山，山的周围有几块巨石。

“住在这里很不错，”你想。

你下了车，看着巨石。你估计它大约有4,000年的历史。

■ 你绕着山走。看第4节。

■ 你走向老房子。看第18节。




34 巨石附近有一座小山。你走向小山，山上有扇门，门上写着字：“巨石墓，有4,500年历史。”门开着。你朝墓里看去。里面很黑。

■ 你走向巨石。看第2节。

■ 你去村里打听巨石的情况。看第8节。

■ 你走进坟墓。看第13节。

■ 你去海边。看第22节。




35 你想跑开，但却绊倒在箱子上。

■ 看第14节。


[image: alt]


[image: alt]


[image: alt]


Copyright © Foreign Language Teaching and Research Press 2006

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced or distributed by any means, or stored in a database or retrieval system, without the prior written permission of Foreign Language Teaching and Research Press.

本书版权由外语教学与研究出版社独家所有。如未获得该社书面同意，书中任何部分之文字及图片，不得用任何方式抄袭、节录、翻印或存储利用于任何数据库及检索系统等。

Published by Foreign Language Teaching and Research Press

No. 19 Xisanhuan Beilu

Beijing, China 100089

http://www.fltrp.com


京权图字: 01-2006-2802

Originally published by Oxford University Press, Great Clarendon Street, Oxford. © 2004 This edition is licensed for sale in the People's Republic of China only and not for export therefrom.

'Oxford' is a registered trademark of Oxford University Press.

图书在版编目（CIP）数据

吸血鬼猎手：英汉对照／（英）希普顿（Shipton, P.）著．—北京：外语教学与研究出版社，2006.5（2013.12重印）

（书虫·牛津英汉双语读物）

书名原文：Vampire Killer

ISBN 978-7-5600-5449-0




Ⅰ．吸…　Ⅱ．希…　Ⅲ．①英语—语言读物②故事—英国—现代　Ⅳ.H319.4：I

中国版本图书馆CIP数据核字（2007）第018923号







出版人：蔡剑峰

责任编辑：田　娜

封面设计：孙莉明

出版发行：外语教学与研究出版社

社　　址：北京市西三环北路19号（100089）

网　　址：http://www.fltrp.com

书　　号：ISBN 978-7-5600-5449-0

*　　*　　*

制售盗版必究　举报查实奖励

版权保护举报电话：（010）88817519


目　录

Vampire Killer

ACTIVITIES Before Reading

ACTIVITIES While Reading

ACTIVITIES After Reading

参考译文

返回总目录

  



[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]


ACTIVITIES
Before Reading

1. Look at the front cover of the book and answer these questions.

1) The story happens...

　a　today.

　b　200 years ago.

　c　not in a or b.

2) The story happens...

　a　in a city.

　b　in the country.

　c　not in a or b.

2. Read the back cover of the book and choose the correct ending for these sentences.

1) Professor Fletcher is...

　a　a vampire.

　b　a vampire killer.

　c　a doctor.

2) At the end of the story Colin...

　a　finds a vampire.

　b　fights Professor Fletcher.

　c　runs away from the professor.


ACTIVITIES
While Reading

1. Answer these questions.

1) Where does Colin find out about the job?

2) When does the Professor want to see Colin?

3) Is Colin a fast runner?

4) Does Colin believe in vampires?

5) Why does Colin take the job?

2. Are these sentences true or false?

1) Claudia is not interested in the job.

2) Colin's friends laugh at his new job.

3) Colin arrives at the supermarket at midnight.

4) Colin does not believe in vampires.

5) Professor Fletcher is waiting at the supermarket.

6) Claudia is working for the professor too.

7) Professor Fletcher shows a photograph of the vampire.

8) Colin likes Claudia.

3. Match the words with the pictures.
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a　Renfield begins to laugh.

b　Just then, they hear a noise.

c　The professor drives fast.

d　Renfield begins to run.

4. Answer these questions.

1) Where is Colin when he sees the vampire?

2) Who is the vampire?

3) Why can't Professor Fletcher help?

4) Why does Claudia run into the next room?

5) What does Colin do with the professor?

6) What does Colin want to do at the end of the story?


ACTIVITIES
After Reading

1. Match the sentence halves to make five complete sentences.

1) Colin takes the job...

2) His friends laugh...

3) Colin is late...

4) Claudia runs away...

5) Colin wants to leave this town...




a　because Colin is a vampire killer.

b　because his watch is slow.

c　because he is afraid of Claudia.

d　because he needs money.

e　because she is afraid of the sun.

2. Complete this summary of the story. Use these words:

believe　　blood　　brave　　job　　joke　　lives　　midnight　　money　　runs　　sun　　vampire

Colin calls Professor Fletcher about a ________. Fletcher says he is a vampire killer and he needs a helper. The helper must be strong, fast and ________. Colin does not ________ in vampires, but he takes the job because he needs ________. His friends laugh about the job. One of them buys some vampire teeth from the ________ shop.




At ________ Colin meets the professor outside the supermarket. Claudia is there too. They find a man called Renfield. Renfield tells them where the vampire ________. At the flat, Colin learns something – Claudia is the ________! She wants to drink Colin's ________. But suddenly the ________ comes up. Colin ________ away.

3. Write a different ending by filling in the speech bubbles.

[image: alt]

4. What happens when Claudia and Colin meet again? Write and draw a new ending for the story.

_________________________________

_________________________________

_________________________________

_________________________________

_________________________________


参考译文

Vampire Killer
吸血鬼猎手

Are you here for the job?

Yes.

This is Colin Miller. He wants a job.

Why are you laughing?

We're all here for the job!

你是来找工作的吗？

是的。

这是科林·米勒。他想找一份工作。

你笑什么？

我们都是来找工作的！



It is not easy.

Sorry. There are no jobs.

I'm sorry. There's no work here.

No. Sorry.

Wait a minute! What's this?

(Do you need a job? Must be strong, fast and brave. Telephone: Professor Marcus Fletcher at 555 8621.)

工作并不容易找。

对不起。这儿不缺人。

抱歉。这儿不需要人。

不。很抱歉。

等一下！这是什么？

（你需要一份工作吗？要身体强壮，跑得快，胆子大。联系电话：555 8621 找马库斯·弗莱彻教授。）



I'm strong, fast and brave … I can do this job.

Hello. I'm calling about the job.

Come to 58 Bottle Road.

I can come tomorrow.

Tomorrow's no good. You must come now.

But …

Twenty minutes later …

(DING DONG!)

Yes? What do you want?

Professor Fletcher? I'm Colin Miller.

Come in.

我身体强壮、跑得快，也很勇敢……我能做这份工作。

你好。我想问问那份工作的情况。

到博特尔路58号来。

我明天能去。

明天不行。你必须现在就来。

可是……

20分钟后……

（叮咚！）

嗯？什么事？

您是弗莱彻教授吗？我是科林·米勒。

进来吧。



Sit down. Why do you want this job?

I need money. There aren't any jobs in this town.

The professor asks lots of questions.

How old are you?

Eighteen.

Are you a fast runner?

Well, I play football every week.

Are you strong and brave?

Well, yes. I think I am.

Do you like horror films?

They're OK. Why? Are you making a horror film?

Do you believe in ghosts?

What?

What is this job?

请坐。你为什么想要这份工作？

我需要钱。镇上找不到工作。

教授问了很多问题。

你多大了？

18岁。

你跑得快吗？

嗯，我每周都踢足球。

你身体强壮吗？胆子大吗？

嗯，是的。我想是的。

你喜欢恐怖片吗？

还行。为什么问这个？您在拍恐怖片吗？

你相信世上有鬼魂吗？

什么？

这是什么工作？



Then Fletcher asks the important question.

Do you believe in vampires?

Vampires! Oh dear — this is no good!

It's late! Sorry! I must go now. I —

Wait! You need a job and you need money!

But what is the job?

I am a vampire killer. I find vampires and I kill them … And now I need help.

Vampires? Are you talking about Dracula?

随后弗莱彻问了一个关键问题。

你相信世上有吸血鬼吗？

吸血鬼！哦，天哪——这可不妙！

天晚了！抱歉！我现在得走了。 我——

等等！你需要一份工作，你需要钱！

可这究竟是什么工作？

我是个吸血鬼猎手。我寻找吸血鬼并猎杀它们……现在我需要帮助。

吸血鬼？您是说德拉库拉吗？



Dracula is a book, but this is true. There is a vampire here in your town. I must find it and kill it tonight or …

Meet me near the supermarket at midnight.

Colin looks at the money in Fletcher's hand for a long time.

It is a lot of money, but …

Then …

OK.

Good! See you at midnight.

《德拉库拉》是书，而这是真实的。你们镇上有个吸血鬼。我必须在今晚找到并杀死它，否则……

今天午夜在超市附近等我。

科林久久地盯着弗莱彻手中的钱。

真是一大笔钱，可是……

然后……

好的。

很好！午夜见。



It's dark and cold in the street now.

Excuse me.

My name's Claudia. I'm here for the job.

Be careful. He's crazy. He's a vampire killer.

Ha! Ha! Vampires? Wonderful! Are you working for him?

Yes … but this isn't a joke!

OK, but I'm interested. Perhaps he wants another helper?

这时路上又黑又冷。

打扰一下。

我叫克劳迪娅。我是来应聘这份工作的。

小心点儿。他疯了。他是名吸血鬼猎手。

哈！哈！吸血鬼？太棒了！你为他工作吗？

是的……但这可不是开玩笑！

好吧，不过我挺感兴趣的。或许他还需要一个帮手？



Colin is tired, but he does not want to go home.

Perhaps one little drink …

Two pounds, please.

I've got no more money now.

Two of Colin's friends are in the pub.

Hi, Colin. Have you got a job now?

Oh … yes.

What do you do?

I'm a … a vampire killer.

They stop laughing after about ten minutes.

科林很累，可他不想回家。

或许该喝点儿酒……

请付两英镑。

我现在一点儿钱也没有了。

科林的两个朋友在酒吧里。

嗨，科林。你现在找到工作了吗？

哦……找到了。

你做什么？

我是……是吸血鬼猎手。

他们笑了差不多十分钟才停下来。



Come here and give me a kiss!

Go away!

Hey! Where are you going?

The supermarket.

But the supermarket's…

… closed.

Oh, no! My watch is slow. I'm late!

Professor Fletcher is not at the supermarket. But someone is waiting there.

来亲我一下！

走开！

嘿！你去哪儿？

超市。

可是超市已经……

……关门了。

哦，不！我的表慢了。我迟到了！

弗莱彻教授不在超市。可有个人在那儿等着。



Hello again.

It's you! You're working for the professor too!

Tell me something, Colin. Do you believe in vampires?

No! Do you?

They both laugh.

Just then they hear a noise.

You're here. Good. Are you ready?

Oh, yes!

又见面了。

是你！你也来为教授工作了！

跟我说说，科林。你相信世上有吸血鬼吗？

不信！你呢？

他们都笑了起来。

正在这时，他们听到有动静。

你们都在这儿。很好。你们准备好了吗？

哦，是的！



Here. Take these.

Let's go.

Where are we going?

We're looking for this man.

Claudia is laughing. Colin smiles too.

Is he the … vampire?

No, this man works for the vampire.

Oh? That's a good job. Does he get a lot of money?

给。拿着这些东西。

我们走吧。

我们去哪儿？

我们去找这个男人。

克劳迪娅大笑起来。科林也笑了。

他是……吸血鬼?

不，这个人为吸血鬼工作。

哦？那可是份好工作。他赚很多钱吗？



The professor does not answer Claudia's question.

His name's Renfield … and I know where he lives!

They run through the dark streets.

This is the street. We can wait here.

So they wait …

… and wait.

教授没有回答克劳迪娅的问题。

他叫伦菲尔德……我知道他住哪儿！

他们跑过黑暗的街道。

就是这条街。我们可以在这儿等。

于是他们等啊……

……等啊。



Claudia and Colin talk quietly.

Tell me about yourself, Colin. How old are you?

I'm eighteen. And you?

I'm older than you!

She has a nice smile. She has beautiful eyes too. Don't be stupid, Colin — ask her!

Claudia, would you like to go out with me tomorrow afternoon?

Thanks, Colin, but I can't.

Oh, that's OK. It doesn't matter …sorry.

I can't meet you in the afternoon …but I can meet you tomorrow night.

Wonderful! Where do you live?

That's OK, Colin. I can find you.

克劳迪娅和科林小声聊了起来。

跟我说说你的情况，科林。你多大了？

我18岁了。你呢？

我比你大！

她笑起来很好看。她的眼睛也很美。别傻了，科林——问问她！

克劳迪娅，你愿意明天下午和我出去吗？

谢谢，科林，可我不能去。

哦，没事。没关系……对不起。

我下午不能见你……不过我明天晚上能见你。

太棒了！你住哪儿？

无所谓，科林。我能找到你。



Just then they hear a noise.

What's that?

(SHUSH!)

A man comes out of the house.

It is Renfield!

Colin is suddenly afraid.

Is Fletcher's story true?

Quick! Catch him!

正在这时，他们听到有声音。

那是什么？

（嘘！）

一个男人从房子里走了出来。

是伦菲尔德！

科林突然害怕起来。

弗莱彻说的是真的吗？

快！抓住他！



Stop!

Renfield begins to run.

But Fletcher and Colin are faster.

I've got you!

This isn't a joke now.

Where is it? Where's the vampire?

Professor, stop! Let's call the police …

Tell us!

Never, Fletcher!

He knows the professor!

Tell him! Where does the vampire live?

站住！

伦菲尔德跑了起来。

但弗莱彻和科林跑得更快。

抓住你了！

现在可不是开玩笑了。

它在哪儿？吸血鬼在哪儿？

教授，放开手吧！咱们报警吧……

告诉我们！

没门儿，弗莱彻！

他认识教授！

告诉他！吸血鬼住在哪儿？



Renfield is quiet for a minute. Then …

Twenty-six, Moon Street. Number sixteen.

Do you know that street?

I do.

Quick! There isn't much time.

What about Renfield? Shall I call the police?

No. Leave him. We must be quick! We can go in my car. It's near here.

Renfield begins to laugh.

Good luck, Fletcher! You need it!

Ha! Ha! Ha!

伦菲尔德沉默了一会儿。然后……

月亮街26号，16号房间。

你们认识那条街吗？

我认识。

快！时间不多了。

伦菲尔德怎么办？我要报警吗？

不。别管他了。咱们得快去！咱们开我的车去。车就在附近。

伦菲尔德笑了起来。

祝你好运，弗莱彻！你需要好运！

哈！哈！哈！



Five minutes later.

Claudia, listen. I'm afraid. Fletcher's crazy. Renfield is crazy too, I think. Let's run away now!

No, Colin. I want to know. Is the professor's story true?

She gets in the car.

I can't leave her with the professor.

Colin gets in, too.

The professor drives fast.

What time is it?

Five o'clock, I think. But my watch is slow.

Left here.

五分钟后。

克劳迪娅，听着。我很害怕。弗莱彻疯了。我觉得伦菲尔德也疯了。咱们现在就逃走吧！

不，科林。我想知道真相。教授说的是真的吗？

她上了车。

我不能让她单独和教授在一起。

科林也上了车。

教授开得飞快。

现在几点了？

我想有五点了。不过我的表慢了。

这儿左拐。



Come on!

Claudia, take the fire escape. Colin, come with me.

Colin goes upstairs with Fletcher.

I can't believe this!

Here it is — number sixteen.

One, two, three … now!

(BOOM!)

快点儿！

克劳迪娅，走消防通道。科林，跟我来。

科林和弗莱彻跑上楼梯。

我简直不敢相信！

就是这儿——16号。

一、二、三……嗨！

（砰！）



They run in, but …

There's nobody here.

Look in the other rooms!

Colin goes to the bedroom.

This is crazy! A vampire can't live here!

What's this?

Suddenly …

Come here, Colin.

Then Claudia smiles.

他们冲了进去，可是……

这儿没人。

看看其他房间！

科林去了卧室。

太疯狂了！吸血鬼不可能住在这儿！

这是什么？

突然……

过来，科林。

接着克劳迪娅笑了。



Take those joke teeth out, Claudia. This isn't the time for jokes.

It isn't a joke, Colin.

(Claudia Marko

Number 16

26 Moon Street

London)

You? You live here?

That's right. I do.

And Renfield?

Renfield works for me.

Suddenly Conlin remembers.

Where is Professor Fletcher?

摘掉那些玩具假牙，克劳迪娅。现在可不是开玩笑的时候。

这不是玩笑，科林。

（克劳迪娅·马科

16号房间

月亮街26号

伦敦）

你？你住这儿？

没错。我住这儿。

伦菲尔德呢？

伦菲尔德为我工作。

突然科林想起了什么。

弗莱彻教授在哪儿？



Professor! Help!

(THUD!)

Ouch!

Professor Fletcher! Get up!

Oh dear, oh dear.

That's OK, Colin. You don't need to be afraid.

She is looking at his neck.

Are you hungry now, Colin? I am. I'm hungry for …

… blood!

教授！救命！

（砰！）

哎哟！

弗莱彻教授！起来！

哦，天哪，哦，天哪。

没关系，科林。你不用害怕。

她看着他的脖子。

你现在饿吗，科林？我饿了。我要喝……

……血！



Are these the last minutes of my life?

Wait! Tell me something. Why? Why are you doing this?

The vampire stops.

Why not? Everybody needs to eat and drink!

I look at you, Colin, and I see …

… food.

Colin closes his eyes and waits to die.

Nothing happens.

The sun! Vampires can't be in the sun. It can kill them.

The sun's coming up! But it's too early! Oh no! Your watch is slow!

这是我生命的最后时刻吗？

等等！告诉我，为什么？你为什么这么做？

吸血鬼停了下来。

为什么不？每个人都需要吃喝。

我看着你，科林，就看到了……

食物。

科林闭上眼等死。

一点儿事儿也没有。

太阳！吸血鬼不能呆在阳光下，阳光会要了它们的命。

太阳出来了！可这太早了！哦不！你的表慢了！



She runs into the next room.

What now? Go into the room? Kill Claudia? Can I do it?

No!

Come on.

I'm sorry, Professor,

What? Where am I?

Thank you, sun!

她跑进另一个房间。

现在怎么办？进到那个房间里？杀死克劳迪娅？我能行吗？

不行！

快走。

对不起，教授。

什么？我这是在哪儿？

谢谢你，太阳！



Colin is at home all day.

I can't call the police. The professor is in hospital, I think.

What can I do?

Everything needs to eat and drink. I understand. But is the fly very happy about that?

Claudia can always find me, she says. Perhaps next week. Perhaps tonight …

科林一整天都呆在家里。

我不能报警。我想教授已经住院了。

我该怎么办？

万物都需要吃喝，这我理解。但苍蝇对此感到开心吗？

克劳迪娅说她总是能找到我。也许是下周。也许是今晚……
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内容简介

埃迪是臭名昭著的“红面具团伙”中的一员银行劫匪。上一次抢劫银行后，他自觉成了富人。他在山中美丽的蓝湖木屋山庄租下了一座木屋。一天，埃迪开车出去兜风。雨中的山路十分危险。

突然，埃迪的汽车冲出了公路。

“啊，不好！”埃迪叫道。

然而，一切都太迟了。他无法把车停下。

埃迪死了。但他留下了从银行抢来的三千美元。

作家卡尔·德克斯特发现了这笔钱。起初，他很兴奋。

但没过多久就有人来找这笔钱，而且来人很危险……


DEAD MAN'S MONEY

Eddie is one of the famous Red Mask Gang of bank robbers. And he's feeling rich after the last bank robbery. He rents one of the beautiful Blue Lake Cabins in the mountains. One day, Eddie goes for a drive. The mountain road is dangerous in the rain.




Suddenly, Eddie's car goes off the road.




'Oh, no!' says Eddie.




But it is too late. He can't stop the car.




Eddie dies. But he leaves behind $3,000 from the bank robbery.




Writer Cal Dexter finds it. At first he's excited.




But soon some people come looking for the money. And these people are dangerous...
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GLOSSARY
词汇表

accident n. something bad that happens　（不幸的）意外遭遇，事故

bank n. a building to put your money in　银行

brake n. the brakes make your car stop　刹车

cabin n. a small house　小木屋

count v. to see how much of something there is　数，清点

dangerous adj. something that can hurt or kill you　危险的，不安全的

dollar n. American money　美元

gang n. a group of people who do bad things　（歹徒、匪徒等的）一帮

gas n. the American word for petrol – you put it in a car to make it go　〈美〉汽油

lake n. a big area of water　湖，湖泊

mask n. something to put over your face, so that people do not know you　面具，面罩

maybe adv. perhaps　也许，可能

news n. when someone tells you or writes about something new　消息，新闻

newspaper n. you can read about things that happen every day in this　报纸

outside adv. not in a building　在外面，在户外

police n. people who stop other people doing bad things　警察

rent v. to pay money to use something　租用

robber n. somebody who takes something that is not theirs　抢劫者，劫匪

share n. how much one person gets of something　（某人应得的）一份

story n. Dead Man's Money is not true; it is a story　（虚构的）故事，小说

thousand number one thousand = 1,000　一千


Dead Man's Money



ACTIVITIES
阅读练习




ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1 Look at the front cover of the book and answer these questions.

1) When do you think the story happens?

a □ today

b □ 1930s

c □ 2020

2) Where do you think the story happens?

a □ France

b □ England

c □ America

2 Read the back cover of the book and answer these questions.

1) What does Cal find under the floor of the cabin?

2) Where is it from?

3) Do you think Cal is going to...

a take it to the police?

b put it back under the floor?

c lose it?




ACTIVITIES



While Reading

1 Answer these questions.

1) Who are the three people in The Red Mask Gang?

2) Who drives the gang's car?

3) What happens to the police car?

4) Where is Eddie going to stay for a week or two?

5) How much is Eddie's share of the money?

2 Match the words with the pictures.
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a 'He's only twenty or twenty-one. But he's got a lot of money.'

b 'Oh, no! no! NO!'

c 'Er – Collins. Edward Collins.'

d 'Where can i put my money?'

e 'Hi, there! How long are you staying?'

3 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1) The police take Eddie's things to the police station.

T □／F □

2) Wilma finds a red mask in Eddie's coat.

T □／F □

3) Wilma finds the money in Cal's cabin.

T □／F □

4) Joe and Blanche hear about Eddie's car accident on the radio.

T □／F □

4 Answer these questions.

Who... ?

1) ... goes out onto the lake?

2) ... asks Wilma about Edward Collins?

3) ... knows about car brakes?

4) ... has a gun?

Why... ?

5) ... can't Blanche get their car to start?

6) ... can't Blanche stop Cal's car?

5 Before you read the last two pictures, can you guess what happens?

1) Joe and Blanche escape with the money.

YES □／NO □

2) Wilma gets the money after the car crashes.

YES □／NO □

3) Wilma and Cal share the money after the car crashes.

YES □／NO □

4) nobody gets the money.

YES □／NO □




ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1 Complete this summary of some of the story. Use these words:

newspapers　floor　Mask　money　accident　wants　share　robbers

Joe, Blanche, and Eddie are bank ________. The ________ call them The Red ________ Gang. After a robbery, Eddie goes to stay at the Blue Lake Cabins. He puts his ________ of the robbery money under the ________. Eddie dies in a car ________. Cal Dexter finds the________, but Wilma Pinch sees him. Now she ________ the money, too.

2 Use these words to join the sentences together.

　but　when　for　and

1) 'I can stay there. A week or two.'

2) Blanche drives the car faster. It's dangerous.

3) His name is Cal Dexter. He is a writer.

4) 'Dexter is going to look for the money. He gets back.'

3 Look at each picture and answer the questions.

[image: alt]

Who is this?
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Where is this car?
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Who is this? What is she doing?
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Who is listening to this radio?
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Who is holding this gun?
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Who is this?


TRANSLATION　参考译文

Dead Man's Money
亡灵的金钱



The year is 1931. Two men run out of a bank in a little American town. Joe and Eddie are bank robbers. Joe's girlfriend, Blanche, is their driver. She is waiting in the car.

The newspapers call them The Red Mask Gang.




时为1931年。两名男子从美国一座小镇的一家银行里跑出来。他们是乔和埃迪，两个银行劫匪。乔的女朋友布兰奇是他们的司机。她正在车里等着。

报纸把他们称为“红面具团伙”。



Blanche drives out of the town. She is a fast driver.

How much money, Eddie?

About nine thousand dollars!




布兰奇开车离开了小镇。她开车开得很快。

埃迪，有多少钱？

大概九千美元！



Suddenly, Blanche sees a car.

The police!

They're getting nearer!

Faster, Blanche!




突然，布兰奇看到一辆车追了上来。

警察！

他们越来越近了！

再快点，布兰奇！



Blanche drives the car faster, but it is dangerous.

It's OK, Blanche! The police car is off the road!

Two hours later, Blanche drives into a town.

You can leave me here. I'm going to rent a car. There are some cabins near here. The Blue Lake Cabins. I can stay there for a week or two.

OK, Eddie. Phone us in two or three weeks. We're going to stay with Blanche's mother.




布兰奇开得更快了，但是这样很危险。

没事了，布兰奇！警车冲出公路了！

两个小时后，布兰奇把车开进了另一个小镇。

你们可以把我放在这儿。我会租一辆车。这儿附近有一些供出租的小屋，叫蓝湖木屋山庄。我可以在那里待上一两个星期。

好吧，埃迪。两三周后给我们打电话。我们会待在布兰奇她妈妈那儿。



Eddie takes his share of the money.  He watches Blanche and Joe drive away.

Eddie gets a room for the night. Then he counts his share of the money.

Three thousand dollars!

Next morning, Eddie rents a car.

How far are the Blue Lake Cabins?

Not far. Wilma Pinch usually has cabins to rent.




埃迪拿上属于他的那份钱。他目送布兰奇和乔开车离去。

埃迪租了一个房间过夜。随后，他数着自己分到的钱。

三千美元！

第二天早上，埃迪租了一辆车。

蓝湖木屋山庄离这里有多远？

不远。维尔玛·平奇那里通常会有木屋出租。



Half an hour later, Eddie arrives at the Blue Lake Cabins.

I want your best cabin for a week or two.

OK. What's your name?

Er – Collins. Edward Collins.

Where can I put my money?




半个小时后，埃迪抵达蓝湖木屋山庄。

我想租你这里最好的木屋，租一两个星期。

好的。您叫什么名字？

呃——科林斯。爱德华·科林斯。

我能把钱放在哪儿呢？



In a different cabin, a man is working. His name is Cal Dexter, and he is a writer.

Later, Eddie goes and sits by the lake. It is a beautiful morning. Three or four minutes later, Cal comes down to the lake.

Hi, there! How long are you staying?

Hi. A week or two.

I'm here for the summer. You've got a cabin near the lake. They're too expensive for me. Have you got lots of money?

Yes!

That evening, Wilma Pinch sits outside her cabin. She looks at Eddie's cabin.

He's only twenty or twenty-one. But he's got a lot of money.




在另一座木屋里，一名男子正在工作。他叫卡尔·德克斯特，是一位作家。

过了一会儿，埃迪到湖边小坐。这是一个美丽的早晨。三四分钟后，卡尔来到湖边。

嗨，你好！你会在这里待多久？

嗨。一两个星期。

我来这里避暑。你要了一座湖边的木屋。这对我来说太贵了。你有很多钱吧？

是啊！

当晚，维尔玛·平奇坐在她的木屋外。她看着埃迪的木屋。

他才20或21岁，却有一大笔钱。



For the next three days, Eddie is very happy...

On day four, Eddie goes for a drive.




接下来的三天里，埃迪过得非常开心……

第四天，埃迪开车出去兜风。



After some time, it begins to rain.

The rain gets worse. And it is a dangerous road.

I need to go back.

Suddenly, the car goes off the road!

Oh, no! No! NO!

But it is too late. He can't stop the car.




过了一段时间，天开始下起雨来。

雨越下越大，而且这是一条危险的公路。

我得回去了。

突然，车子冲出了公路！

啊，不好！完了！完了！

但是太迟了。他无法把车停下来。



The next morning, a police car arrives at the Blue Lake Cabins. The policemen tell Wilma about Eddie.

The young man is dead. An accident in the rain. It's a dangerous road.

Bring his things to us later today.

OK.

Wilma tells Cal Dexter about Mr Collins.

That's bad... But can I move into Mr Collins' cabin?

OK, but it's another twenty dollars a week.

That's OK. I got $200 for my story!




第二天早晨，一辆警车开进蓝湖木屋山庄。警察把埃迪的事告诉了维尔玛。

那个年轻人死了。一起发生在雨中的事故。那是一条危险的路。

今天晚些时候，把他的物品交给我们。

好的。

维尔玛把科林斯先生的事告诉了卡尔·德克斯特。

真糟糕……但我能不能搬进科林斯先生的那座木屋？

可以，但每星期要多付二十美元。

没问题。我写小说挣了两百美元！



Wilma goes to Eddie's cabin. She puts his things in his bag.

Can I move in now?

Yes, it's ready now.

What—?

Money! Lots of it!




维尔玛走进埃迪的木屋。她把埃迪的物品装进他的箱子里。

我现在能搬进来了吗？

可以，现在已经收拾妥当了。

啊——？

钱！这么多钱！



Later that day, Wilma gets ready to take Eddie's things to the police.

What's this?

The Red Mask Gang! Mr Collins!

Is some of the bank money in Mr Collins' cabin?

I must find the money before Mr Dexter takes it.




那天晚些时候，维尔玛准备把埃迪的物品送到警察局去。

这是什么？

“红面具团伙”！科林斯先生！

从银行抢来的钱会不会有些还被藏在科林斯先生的木屋里呢？

我必须赶在德克斯特先生之前找到那笔钱。



Can I come in? I need to look for something.

What are you looking for?

I – er, it's not important.

Where's the money?

Does she know about the money?




我能进去吗？我需要找些东西。

你要找什么啊？

我——呃，无关紧要的东西。

钱在哪儿呢？

她知道那笔钱的事儿吗？



Wilma can't sleep. She goes for a walk by the lake.

Has Dexter got the money?

So Dexter has got the money! What's he going to do with it?

Three thousand dollars! Do I take it to the police? Or tell Wilma Pinch? No, not Wilma. I need to think about this.

It's the money from the bank robbery. But how do I get it?




维尔玛睡不着觉。她来到湖边散步。

德克斯特是不是已经拿到那笔钱了

果然，德克斯特已经拿到了那笔钱！他要怎么处理呢？

三千美元！我要把钱交给警察局吗？还是告诉维尔玛·平奇呢？不，不能和维尔玛说。这件事我要好好考虑考虑。

那是从银行抢来的钱。但我怎样才能得到那笔钱呢？



In a different town, Joe and Blanche are listening to the news. It is about a car accident near the Blue Lake Cabins.

... police are trying to find out about the dead man. His name is Edward Collins. He is about twenty years old, tall with red hair...

Eddie!

Yes! But what about the money?

Maybe the police don't know where it is.

We must drive up to the Blue Lake Cabins today.




在另一个小镇里，乔和布兰奇在听新闻。新闻正在报道一起在蓝湖木屋山庄附近发生的车祸。

……警方正在努力调查死者的情况。他的名字叫爱德华·科林斯。他大约二十岁，高个子，红头发……

埃迪！

没错！不过那笔钱怎么样了？

也许警察还不知道钱在哪里。

我们今天必须开车到蓝湖木屋山庄去。



That afternoon, Cal goes out onto the lake.

Now is a good time to look for the money.

The money!

Mr Dexter is going to look for the money when he gets back. I can take it later. But what do I do about Mr Dexter?




那天下午，卡尔去湖中游玩。

这会儿正是找那笔钱的好机会。

那笔钱！

德克斯特先生回来后会找这笔钱的。我可以过一段时间再来拿。不过我要怎么对付德克斯特先生呢？



Later that day...

We want to rent a cabin.

There's one near the lake. It's expensive.

That's OK.

A young man with money! That's interesting.

Joe asks Wilma about Edward Collins.

A friend of yours?

Yeah, a good friend...

Can we have his cabin?

Sorry, Mr Dexter's got it now.




那天晚些时候……

我们想租一座木屋。

湖边有一座，但是价格很高。

这个没问题。

一个有钱的年轻人！有意思！

乔向维尔玛打听爱德华·科林斯的事。

是你的朋友吗？

是的，一个好朋友……

我们能住在他的那座木屋吗？

抱歉，现在德克斯特先生住在那里。



Who is this man Dexter?

He's a writer. He's out on the lake.

We need to talk to Dexter.

What about Wilma Pinch? Maybe she has the money.

Maybe. But first we talk to Dexter.

Half an hour later, they go down to the lake.




这个德克斯特是什么人？

他是个作家。他现在在湖上。

我们得和德克斯特谈谈。

那维尔玛·平奇呢？也许是她拿了那笔钱。

有可能。但我们先找德克斯特谈谈。

半个小时后，他们来到湖边。



Hi. Are you the writer?

Yeah, that's me.

I'm Blanche, this is Joe. I write stories sometimes.

Maybe you can help me?

OK, come to my cabin for a drink this evening.

Late that evening, Wilma walks across to Cal's car.

Wilma knows about cars – and about car brakes.




嗨。你就是那位作家？

对，就是我。

我是布兰奇，这是乔。我有时会写些小说。

也许你可以帮帮我？

没问题，今晚来我的木屋喝一杯吧。

当天深夜，维尔玛走到卡尔的汽车旁。

维尔玛了解汽车——还有汽车的刹车。



In Cal's cabin, Cal shows Blanche his new story. Joe is thinking about Eddie's share of the money.

Has he got it? It's time to see.

We want the money, Cal. Eddie's money.

Wh – what money? Who is Eddie?

Three thousand dollars. And you're going to give it to us.

OK, OK!




在卡尔的木屋里，卡尔把他新写的小说拿给布兰奇看。乔则想着埃迪的那份钱。

他拿了那笔钱吗？是时候确认了。

我们要那笔钱，卡尔。埃迪的钱。

什——什么钱？谁是埃迪？

三千美元。你必须把钱给我们。

好，好！



It's all here, Joe.

When Dexter goes into town, there's going to be an accident. Then I can take the money.

It's time for us to go, Cal. Maybe you can write a story about this!

We can be in the town by midnight.




钱都在这儿，乔。

德克斯特开车去镇上的时候，就会出车祸。到时我就能拿到那笔钱了。

我们得走了，卡尔。或许你可以就这件事儿写一篇小说！

我们午夜之前就能回到镇上。



Why are they leaving?

Oh, no! There's no gas!

We can take Dexter's car.

What's happening? Is Dexter OK? Is the money OK?




他们为什么要离开？

啊，不好！没有汽油了！

我们可以开德克斯特的车。

怎么回事儿？德克斯特没事儿吧？那笔钱还在吗？



Oh, no!

The money! Have they got the money?

Yes. But how do you know about...?

We must stop them! Come on, we can take my car.

Why? I don't understand.

Blanche is driving fast through the night... too fast!

There are no brakes!




啊，不好！

那笔钱！他们拿走那笔钱了吗？

是啊。不过你又是怎么知道……？

我们必须阻止他们！快，可以开我的车。

为什么？我不明白。

布兰奇在夜幕中开得飞快……快得过头！

这车没有刹车！



Oh, no! The money!

A dead man's money!




啊，不好！那笔钱！

一个亡灵的钱！
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内容简介

马克·迈尔斯有很多卡车。这些卡车驶遍全欧洲，将各种货物运往不同的地方。

今天早上，马克和儿子安迪遇上了麻烦。他们有一位司机加里·斯莱特胳膊受伤，没法开车了。偏偏还有重要的事情要办——一批桌子必须从英格兰运到法国，又有一批葡萄酒必须从法国运回英格兰。不过金·帕克能帮上忙——她会开卡车。

加里说：“1点钟左右，你们得在这儿的这个卡车服务站停上15分钟。”他在地图上打了个叉——他表现得十分热心。

这样，金在马克儿子安迪的陪同下，驾着卡车前往法国——但同时也驶入了险境……


DRIVE INTO DANGER

Mark Miles has many trucks. They drive all over Europe taking different things to different places.




But today, Mark and his son Andy are having a bad morning. One of their drivers, Gary Slater, has a bad arm and cannot drive. And there are important things to do – some tables must go from England to France, and some wine must come from France to England. But Kim Parker can help – she can drive a truck.




Gary says, 'At about one o'clock, you need to stop for 15 minutes at this truck stop here.' He puts an X on the map – he is being very helpful.




So Kim drives the truck to France, with Mark's son Andy – but it is a drive into danger...
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1
A TRUCK WITHOUT A DRIVER

Mark Miles and his son Andy are having a bad morning.

'Where's Gary?' says Mark. 'He isn't usually late. The truck is ready. Everybody's waiting.'

Then Gary Slater comes to the office. He is ill. 'I've got a bad arm, Mr Miles,' says Gary. 'I'm very sorry, but I can't drive today.'
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Just then Kim Parker arrives. She is a student. Her father is one of Mark's drivers. She is working in Mark's office in her holiday.

'Good morning, Mr Miles,' says Kim. 'What can I do first?'

'Can you drive a truck?' says Mark with a little laugh. 'I've got tables in Faversham and wine in Lyon – and no driver!'

'Yes, I can drive a truck,' says Kim. 'I've got a licence.'
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'Wonderful!' says Mark. He is looking happier. 'Have you got a passport?'

'Of course. It's at home.' Suddenly Mark is much happier.

'OK. Can you take a truck to France? Here is some French money and these are all the papers – read them carefully.'
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'Can I go too, Dad?' asks Andy. 'I can't drive a truck, but I can drive a car and read a map – and I can speak French. Perhaps I can help Kim.'

'And you want to go to France. I know! OK, you two. Run home and get your passports, your overnight bags and some sandwiches. There are sleeping bags in the truck, and a mobile phone too. When you come back, go and look at the map with Gary. He drives to France every week. He can tell you about it.'
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2
GARY MAKES A PHONE CALL

'Get the tables from the shop at Faversham,' says Gary. 'Then take the ferry from Dover to Calais. At Calais, look for signs to the A26 motorway. It's a good, fast road.

'Listen – this is very important. All truck drivers must stop for 45 minutes in every 4 hours.'

'I know,' says Kim.

'OK. There are truck stops on every French road. At about one o'clock, you need to stop for 15 minutes at this truck stop here.' He puts an X on the map.
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'Don't stay in the truck; get out, walk about and get some coffee. You don't want to go to sleep when you are driving. At about four o'clock you must stop again here, near Dijon.' Again Gary puts an X on the map.

'The café at the truck stop makes wonderful coffee. Good luck, and drive carefully,' says Gary.
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Andy and Kim get into the truck and drive away – and Gary makes an important phone call.

'Hullo. Gary here. I can't drive today, but tell Paul it's OK – the truck stop near Reims at one, and Dijon at four. Look for a girl with brown hair and a boy in a yellow shirt.'
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3
'THE TRUCK IS LOSING OIL!'

Andy and Kim arrive at Faversham. They tell the man about Gary's arm.

'The tables are ready. My men can put them in the truck. We can sit in my office and wait. Would you like some coffee?' the man says.

They leave the truck and go into the office.
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Kim and Andy drive to Dover and take the ferry to Calais. They drive off the ferry, and out of Calais. They find the motorway – and a big STOP sign.

'We need a ticket,' says Andy. He puts his hand out of the window to take the ticket; but he is too far away and the ticket goes under the truck. Andy jumps down and goes to get it.

'OK, I've got it now,' Andy calls to Kim. 'But the truck is losing oil. Not much, but we must do something about it soon.'

'OK,' says Kim. 'I can do that at the truck stop. Come on – let's go!'
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They arrive at the truck stop near Reims at about one o'clock. Kim gets under the truck.

'You're right,' she tells Andy. 'The truck is losing oil. But it isn't very bad.' Then suddenly she calls to Andy.

'Come and have a look at this.'
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There is a box under the truck.

'Is it a sandwich box?' asks Andy. 'Perhaps Gary puts his sandwiches in it.'

'Under a hot, dirty, oily truck?' says Kim. 'Nobody does that! Oh well, I need some coffee.' She goes to the café.
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4
ON THE ROAD

They get into the truck again and drive along the motorway.

'Our next stop is near Dijon,' said Andy. 'Dijon is in Burgundy. They make wonderful wine there.'

'I don't want any wine,' laughs Kim, 'but I do want some coffee.'

They arrive at the truck stop just before four and sit down in the café. Suddenly Andy says, 'Someone's looking under the truck!'

Through the window of the café they see a fat man in a green shirt. He takes something out from under the truck and goes to a red car.
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'I don't like this,' says Kim quietly. 'Let's go!'

A few minutes later, Kim looks in her mirror.

'Andy,' she says quietly, 'There's a red car behind us. And the man in the green shirt is driving. Why is he following us? He's got his parcel.'

'No, he hasn't,' says Andy with a laugh. 'He's got our sandwiches. And I've got his parcel. Here it is.'

He opens it carefully. In it are about fifty small white paper bags.
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'What's this?' says Andy.

'Drugs, I think,' says Kim. 'And the man in the green shirt wants them. He doesn't want your sandwiches, and he's angry. We're in danger, Andy. I must do something.'

The red car is only a few metres behind. Kim stops suddenly. The red car runs into the back of the truck.
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Kim drives away again very fast. In her mirror she sees the man in the green shirt standing by his car.

'He can't follow us now,' Andy says with a smile.

But the man is very angry and quickly takes out a small black mobile phone.
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5
THE RUBBISH DUMP

'We must leave the motorway,' says Kim.

They take a quiet country road through small villages. Suddenly Andy sees a big sign on their left. 'Go in there!' he says.
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'But it's a rubbish dump. Why do you want to go there?' says Kim.

But she drives through the entrance. Andy opens his window and throws the parcel of drugs into the nearest skip.
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'We must phone for help,' says Andy.

But just then two men arrive in a white car. A man in a black suit is driving. The man in the green shirt is with him.

The two men leave their car across the entrance and jump out. The man in the suit has a gun.

'Now we can't drive out of here,' thinks Kim. 'Oh dear...'
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The two men run up to the truck and stand by Kim's door.

'Give me the parcel,' says the man in the black suit very quietly.

'Run, Andy!' says Kim. Quickly Andy opens his door and jumps out of the truck. He runs to the white car. The man in the green shirt follows him, but he is too fat and slow. Andy gets into the car and drives away.
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Kim opens her door suddenly. The big mirror hits the man in the suit. He falls down, and loses his gun. Quickly Kim jumps out of the truck and gets the gun.

'Your drugs are in that skip,' she says. 'Go and get them. Take your friend with you.'
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The two men go up the ladder and look down into the skip.

'Go on!' says Kim. 'You want them. Go and look for them.'

The two men jump down into the skip. Quickly Kim takes the ladder away. Now the men cannot get out.
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6
THE POLICE ARE COMING

Carefully Kim puts the gun in her overnight bag. Then she goes to the truck and telephones the police. A French policeman answers.

'Hullo, do you speak English?' she asks the policeman on the phone.

But Kim does not speak French, and the French policeman does not understand English.

'Where's Andy?' thinks Kim. 'He speaks French.'
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Just then a white car comes through the entrance to the rubbish dump. It stops, and Andy jumps out. He runs up to Kim.

'It's OK, Kim,' he says. 'The police are coming.'

A few minutes later a French police car arrives. Four policemen jump out. Kim gives them the gun.

'Where are the drugs?' asks one of the policemen. 'And where are the men?'

'In that skip,' says Andy with a laugh. The policemen get the ladder.
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Later that evening Andy and Kim drive to Lyon with the tables. They have coffee and long French sandwiches in a café. Then they go to the wine shop. They arrive very late. A fat, little man is waiting for them. He looks angry.

'Why are you late?' asks the man.

'Well...' begins Kim.

'It's a long story,' says Andy tiredly.
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GLOSSARY
词汇表

café n. a place where people can eat and drink　小餐馆，咖啡馆

coffee n. a hot drink　咖啡

danger n. something that can hurt you or get you into trouble　危险

dirty adj. you need to have a bath when you are dirty　肮脏的

drug n. something that the law does not allow. Some people take drugs to make them feel good　毒品

entrance n. the way into somewhere　大门，入口

fall v. go down suddenly　摔倒

ferry n. a way of getting cars and trucks across the sea　渡船

follow v. go after　跟随，跟着

gun n. something that shoots and kills people　枪

jump v. move quickly or suddenly　跳，跃

licence n. you need this paper before you can drive a car　驾驶执照

motorway n. a big road where you can drive fast　高速公路

oil n. a liquid that helps cars and trucks move　燃油

overnight bag n. a bag with sleeping and washing things　小旅行包

passport n. you need this book to travel outside your country　护照

throw v. move your arm quickly to send something through the air　抛，扔

truck stop n. a place where trucks stop and their drivers eat and drink　长途卡车服务站，公路小餐馆

wine n. an adult drink made from fruit　葡萄酒


Drive into Danger



ACTIVITIES
阅读练习




ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1　Look at the picture on the cover of the book. Now answer these questions.

1）Which word is important for the story? Choose one answer.

a □ trucks

b □ planes

c □ motorbikes

2）The story is...

a □ frightening.

b □ exciting.

c □ funny.

2　Read the story introduction and back cover of the book. Guess the answers to these questions.

1）The story happens in...

a □ America.

b □ Britain.

c □ France.

2）The end of the story is...

a □ happy.

b □ not happy.

c □ funny.

3）Kim and Andy...

a □ are brother and sister.

b □ are friends.

c □ work together.




ACTIVITIES



While Reading

1　Read Chapter 1. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?




1）Gary is always late for work.

T □／F □

2）Kim is a student.

T □／F □

3）Andy is Mark's son.

T □／F □

4）Gary does not often drive to France.

T □／F □

2　Read Chapter 2, and then put these sentences in the right order.

a □ At about four o'clock you must stop near Dijon.

b □ At Calais, look for signs to the A26 motorway.

c □ You need to stop at about one o'clock.

d □ Take the ferry from Dover to Calais.

e □ Get the tables from the shop in Faversham.

3　Read Chapter 3. Use these words to join the sentences together.

　and　but　because

1）Andy and Kim arrive at Faversham. They tell the man about Gary's arm.

2）The ticket goes under the truck. Andy is too far away to get it.

3）The truck is losing oil. It isn't very bad.




4　Read Chapter 4. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?




1）Andy says, 'They make wonderful wine in Burgundy.'

T □／F □

2）A thin man in a black shirt takes something out from under the truck.

T □／F □

3）A red car follows them.

T □／F □

4）The truck runs into the back of the red car.

T □／F □

5　Read Chapter 5. Who says:

1）'We must phone for help.'

2）'Give me the parcel.'

3）'Run, Andy!'

4）'Your drugs are in that skip.'

6　Read Chapter 6, then answer these questions.

1）Where does Kim put the gun?

2）How do the policemen get into the skip?

3）What do Kim eat and drink in the café?

4）Why is the man in the wine shop angry?




ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1　Here are twenty short sentences. Make ten longer sentences with and, but or because.

1）Gary Slater can't drive. He has a bad arm.

2）Kim can drive. She has got a passport.

3）Truck drivers must stop every few hours. They must not go to sleep on the road.

4）Gary cannot drive today. It is OK.

5）Andy has got the ticket. The truck is losing oil.

6）Kim does not want any wine. She does want some coffee.

7）'He's got our sandwiches. I've got his parcel.'

8）Kim asks the police in English. She does not know French.

9）Andy opens his window. He throws the parcel into the nearest skip.

10）The man in the green shirt tries to follow Andy. He is too fat and slow.

2　What are they saying? Write the right answers in the spaces.

1）[image: alt]

Gary is saying

_______________




2）[image: alt]

Andy is saying

_______________




3）[image: alt]

Kim is saying

_______________




4）[image: alt]

The policeman is saying

_______________




a　'Why are we going to a rubbish dump?'

b　'Where are the two men?'

c　'OK. You take the ferry from Dover to Calais. Then you drive to Lyon.'

d　'Can I go with Kim? I can speak French.'


TRANSLATION　参考译文

Drive into Danger
驶入险境

1　卡车没了司机

马克·迈尔斯和他儿子安迪早上遇上了麻烦。

“加里哪儿去了？”马克问，“他一般是不迟到的。卡车准备停当了，大家都等着呢。”

之后，加里·斯莱特来到了办公室。他病了。“我胳膊受伤了，迈尔斯先生。”加里说，“真抱歉，我今天开不了车了。”




就在这时，金·帕克来了。她是个学生，她父亲在马克手下开卡车。她放假了，在马克的办公室工作。

“早上好，迈尔斯先生。”金说，“我先干点儿什么呢？”

“你会开卡车吗？”马克微微笑道，“我要从法弗舍姆运走些桌子，再从里昂运回些葡萄酒——就是缺一个司机！”

“会，我会开卡车。”金回答说，“我有驾照。”




“太好了！”马克说。他脸有喜色。“你有护照吗？”

“当然有，在家放着呢。”马克顿时倍感欣喜。

“好。你开卡车去法国好吗？这儿有点儿法国钞票，这些是全部相关文件，仔细看看吧。”




“爸爸，我能一起去吗？”安迪问，“我不会开卡车，不过我会开小轿车，会看地图。我还会说法语呢。说不定我能给金帮点忙。”

“你是想去法国吧。我明白了！好吧，你们俩一起去。赶紧回家拿护照、小旅行包，再带些三明治。卡车上有睡袋，还有一部手机。你们回来后找加里一起看看地图。他每星期都开车去法国，他会告诉你们该怎么做。”

2　加里打了个电话

“去法弗舍姆那家店取桌子。”加里说，“然后从多佛尔乘渡船去加来。到了加来，注意看路标，走A26号高速公路。这条路好，跑得快。”

“听着，这点很重要。所有卡车司机都必须每4小时停车45分钟。”

“我知道。”金回答。

“好。法国每条公路上都有卡车服务站。1点左右，你们得在这儿的这个卡车服务站停上15分钟。”他在地图上打了个叉。




“别在车上待着；下来走走，喝点儿咖啡。开车时可不要睡着了。4点左右，你们得在第戎附近，就是这儿再停一次。”加里又在地图上打了个叉。

“这个卡车服务站的咖啡馆咖啡很好喝。祝你们好运，开车要当心。”加里说。




待安迪和金上了卡车，开车走后，加里打了个重要的电话。

“喂，我是加里。我今天开不了车，不过告诉保罗不要紧。卡车1点钟停在兰斯附近，4点钟停在第戎。找一个棕色头发的女孩儿和一个穿黄衬衣的男孩儿。”

3　“卡车漏油了！”

安迪和金抵达法弗舍姆。他们告诉接待的男子，加里伤了胳膊。

“桌子都准备好了。我的伙计会负责装车，我们可以在我的办公室里坐着等一会儿。你们要不要来点儿咖啡？”男子问。

安迪和金下了车，走进办公室。




金和安迪驾车来到多佛尔，乘渡船去加来。之后他们开车下了渡船，驶离加来。他们找到了A26号高速公路和一个大大的停车标志。

“我们得取张票。”安迪说。他将手伸出车窗外取票，但因为离得太远，票掉到了卡车底下。安迪跳下车去捡票。

“好，我捡起来了。”安迪大声对金说，“不过车漏油了。漏得不多，但我们还是得尽快修修。”

“好。”金说，“等到了卡车服务站我来修。来，我们走吧！”




1点钟左右，他们到达兰斯附近的那个卡车服务站。金钻到了卡车底下。

“你说得没错。”她对安迪说，“这车的确是在漏油，不过不太严重。”接着，她突然冲安迪叫喊起来。

“快来看看这里！”




卡车底下有个盒子。

“这个盒子是不是装三明治用的？”安迪问，“说不定加里把他的三明治放在里面。”

“放在热烘烘、脏兮兮、油腻腻的卡车底下？”金说道，“谁都不会这么干！嗯，我想喝点儿咖啡了。”她向咖啡馆走去。

4　在路上

他们回到卡车上，沿着高速公路前进。

“我们下一站在第戎附近。”安迪说，“第戎在勃艮第。那里的葡萄酒好极了。”

“我不想喝葡萄酒，”金笑着说，“不过我倒是想喝点儿咖啡。”

将近4点时，他们到了卡车服务站，在咖啡馆里坐下。突然，安迪说：“有人在往卡车底下看呢！”

透过咖啡馆的窗户，他们看见一个穿绿衬衣的胖子。他从卡车底下取出了什么东西，然后走向一辆红色轿车。




“我不喜欢这种事情。”金轻声说，“我们走吧！”

过了一会儿，金看了看后视镜。

“安迪，”她轻声说，“有辆红色轿车跟着我们。开车的就是那个穿绿衬衣的男人。他为什么要跟着我们？他已经拿到了他的包裹。”

“不，他没有拿到。”安迪笑了一声，“他拿走的是我们的三明治。他的包裹在我这儿呢。瞧！”

他小心翼翼地打开包裹，里面装着50来个白色小纸袋。




“这是什么？”安迪说。

“我觉得是毒品。”金回答，“那个穿绿衬衣的人想要这个，可不是你的三明治。他气坏了。我们遇到危险了，安迪。我得想个办法。”

红色轿车离他们只有几米。金来了个急刹车。红色轿车一头撞进了卡车尾部。




金又风驰电掣般驾车而去。她从后视镜里看到那个绿衬衣男子站在轿车旁。

“他现在没法跟踪我们了。”安迪微笑着说。

但是那人很生气，他迅速掏出一部小巧的黑色手机。

5　垃圾场

“我们得下高速公路。”金说。

他们选了一条僻静的乡间公路，穿行在小村庄之间。突然，安迪看到他们左边有个大指示牌。“开进去！”他说。




“这是个垃圾场，你去那儿干什么？”金说。

不过她还是从入口开了进去。安迪打开车窗，将毒品包裹扔进了最近的大垃圾箱。




“我们得打电话求救。”安迪说。

然而就在这时，一辆白色轿车开了进来，车上坐着两名男子。开车的那个穿着黑色西装，绿衬衣男子坐在他旁边。

两名男子把车横在入口，跳了下来。穿西装的男子拿着一把枪。

“这下我们可开不出去了。”金心里想，“天哪……”




两名男子奔向卡车，在金那边的车门外停了下来。

“把包裹给我。”黑西装男子沉声说。

“快跑，安迪！”金说。安迪迅速打开车门，跳下卡车，奔向白色轿车。绿衬衣男子追了上去，但是他长得太胖，跑不快。安迪钻进轿车，驾车离去。




金突然推开车门，大大的后视镜撞上了黑西装男子。他摔倒在地，枪脱了手。金急忙跳下卡车，捡起手枪。

“你们的毒品在那个大垃圾箱里。”金说，“去拿吧，和你的朋友一起去。”




两名男子顺着梯子爬上去，向大垃圾箱里张望。

“去吧！”金说，“你们想要毒品吧，去找呀。”

两名男子跳进了大垃圾箱。金飞快地搬走梯子，这下他们就出不来了。

6　警察就来




金小心翼翼地把枪放进自己的旅行包，然后她走向卡车，打电话报了警。接电话的是一名法国警察。

“喂，您会说英语吗？”金问电话那头的警察。

可是金不会说法语，而那名法国警察听不懂英语。

“安迪在哪儿呢？”金心想，“他会说法语。”




就在这时，一辆白色轿车从垃圾场的入口开了进来。车停住后，安迪跳了下来，向金跑去。

“没事了，金。”他说，“警察就来。”

不一会儿，来了一辆法国警车。车上跳下来四名警察。金把枪交给了他们。

“毒品在哪儿？”一名警察问，“那两个家伙呢？”

“在那个大垃圾箱里。”安迪笑了一声。警察搬来了梯子。




当晚晚些时候，安迪和金载着桌子到了里昂。他们在一家咖啡馆喝了咖啡，吃了长长的法式三明治。之后他们又前往那家卖葡萄酒的店。他们到达时，夜色已深。一个胖墩墩的小个子男人正在等他们。男人满脸怒色。

“你们怎么迟到了？”男人问道。

“呃……”金开口说。

“说来话长。”安迪疲惫地说。
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内容简介

“天气真好。哦，我忘了——你出不去。哈哈哈！”监狱看守说。布朗正在坐牢——坐五年牢！他能做的只有看书。监狱看守讨厌他，给他糟糕的食物。“这不是生活。我必须从这儿逃出去。”他想。




后来有一天，他从那扇很小的窗户往外看，看到了一只鸟。“那只鸟是自由的。”他想。突然，他有了一个主意：“我可以像那只鸟一样……”




布朗有了什么主意？他怎么才能像鸟一样？他能逃出监狱吗？


ESCAPE

'It's a very beautiful day. Oh, I forget – you can't go out. Ha, ha, ha!' says the prison guard. Brown is in prison – for five years! All he can do is read. The prison guard hates him and gives him bad food. 'This is no life. I must get out of here,' he thinks.




Then one day, he looks out of his very small window and he sees a bird. 'That bird is free,' he thinks. Suddenly he has an idea: 'I can be like that bird,' he thinks...




What is Brown's idea? How can he be like a bird? Can he escape from prison?
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GLOSSARY
词汇表

believe v. think someone is telling the truth　相信

electric adj. an electric fence works by using electricity　带电的

escape v. run away from prison　（从监狱等）逃走，逃离

free adj. not in prison　自由的，无拘束的

hate v. strongly dislike　憎恨，仇恨

hide v. go to a place where no one can see you　躲藏，藏身

hurt v. a broken leg hurts　感到疼痛

idea n. a clever thought　想法，主意

innocent adj. doing no wrong　无罪的，清白的

lie v. you lie on your back when you sleep　躺，平卧

ouch interj. a noise you make when you hurt yourself　哎哟（突然感到疼痛时的叫声）

safe adj. you are safe when no one can hurt you　安全的

shush n. a noise you say to make someone quiet　嘘声（让别人安静所发出的声音）

snore n. a noise some people make when they sleep　鼾声

v. when someone who is sleeping snores, they make a noise through their nose and mouth　打鼾，打呼噜

stomach n. the part of your body where food goes　胃，腹部

thief n. someone who takes something that is not theirs　小偷，贼

turn v. move something　使转向；对准

way n. a direction or path　方向；道路


Escape



ACTIVITIES
阅读练习




ACTIVITIES
Before Reading




1 Look at the front and back covers of the book and answer these questions.

1) Who is Brown?

a □ A cross-country runner.

b □ A prisoner.

c □ A farmer.

2) What do you think happens to Brown?

a □ Someone catches Brown.

b □ Brown escapes.

c □ Someone shoots Brown.

3) Do you think Brown is

a □ ... a thief?

b □ ... a murderer?

c □ ... an innocent man?

2 Read the story introduction on the front of the book and answer these questions.

1) Does the prison guard like Brown?

2) Brown has an idea. What is it, do you think?




ACTIVITIES
While Reading




1 Match the words with the pictures.
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a □ 'Good, I'm safe. The farmer's going away.'

b □ 'Be careful, Brown. Don't fall now.'

c □ 'Ow!'

d □ 'I'm not hungry!'

2 Are the following true (T) or false (F)?

1) Brown must stay in prison for ten years.

T □／F □

2) Someone sees Brown escape.

T □／F □

3) The guard brings Brown his dinner.

T □／F □

4) Brown sees a dog out of the window.

T □／F □

5) The guard hides from Brown.

T □／F □

6) Brown hides in a ditch.

T □／F □

3 Answer the following questions.

Who

1) ... hides in the river?

2) ... is sitting by the side of the road?

3) ... says: 'He does snore!'?

4) ... wants her clothes back?

5) ... wants three big pizzas?

6) ... says: 'Nobody escapes from me'?

7) ... is digging a tunnel?

Why

8) ... does Brown stop cycling?

9) ... does Brown change his clothes?

10) ... can't Brown climb the fence?

11) ... is Brown's box not on the plane?

What

12) ... does Brown take from the camper?

13) ... does Brown say to the chickens?

14) ... does the woman pilot want to eat?

15) ... does Brown do when he is back in his cell?




ACTIVITIES
After Reading




1 Use these words to join the sentences together.

but　　and　　when　　so

1) Brown is in prison. He says he is innocent.

2) Brown jumps in the ditch. The guards shine the light.

3) The dogs chase Brown. He hides in the water.

4) One pilot wants one pizza. The other pilot wants three.

5) Brown cannot escape by plane. He has another idea.

2 Write a short letter to a friend. Tell them what the story is about. Include these words in your letter:

escape　prison　guard　farmer　plane　box　light　fence　catch　fly　dogs　book

_______________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

3 Write a different ending by filling in the box and bubbles.

[image: alt]


TRANSLATION　参考译文

Escape
越狱




I'm innocent! Why don't they believe me?

Five years! I must stay in this prison for five years! All I do is read. This is no life. I must get out of here.




我是无辜的！他们为什么不相信我？

五年！我得在这座监狱里呆五年！我能做的只有看书。这不是生活。我必须从这儿逃出去。



Suddenly the door opens.

Ah, Brown. How are you today? You like your book, I see.

It's a very beautiful day. Oh, I forget – you can't go out. Ha, ha, ha!

Why do you hate me? You don't know me. Why do you say these things?




突然，门开了。

啊，布朗。你今天怎么样？看来你喜欢你的书。

今天天气真好啊。哦，我忘了——

你出不去。哈哈哈！

你为什么讨厌我？你都不认识我，为什么说这些话？



You're a thief. Everybody hates thieves.

I'm not a thief. I'm an innocent man.

You're not innocent. Why are you in prison? Can you answer that? Now, eat and be quiet.

I'm not hungry!




你是个贼。大家都讨厌贼。

我不是贼。我是无辜的。

你才不无辜呢。你为什么会进监狱？你能回答吗？现在给我吃饭，闭嘴。

我不饿！



Now, don't get angry, Brown.

The guard's right – it is a beautiful day. I must escape. But how?

I want to be like that bird. He's free. He does what he likes.




好了，别生气，布朗。

看守说得对——确实是好天气。我必须逃出去。可怎么做呢？

我想像那只鸟一样。它是自由的，它可以做它想做的事。



Wait a minute. I've got an idea. I can be like that bird.

There's a photograph. It's in one of these books, and it shows the country near the prison. Where is it?

Yes! It's here. Here's the prison. And over here...

OK. Tomorrow I'm leaving.




等等，我有主意了。我可以像那只鸟一样。

有张照片，在某本书里，照片上是监狱附近的乡村。它在哪儿呢？

对！就在这儿。这儿是监狱，那儿是……

好。明天我就离开。



The next day.

Good morning, Brown. It's another beautiful day. But you're in here. Ha, ha, ha!

The guard does not believe his eyes.

No! It can't be! Quick – sound the alarm. It's Brown...

... he's not here!




第二天。

早上好，布朗。今天的天气也很好，可你却在这儿。哈哈哈！

看守不敢相信自己的眼睛。

不！不可能！快——拉警报。是布朗……

……他不见了！



Look everywhere. You must catch Brown. Find him and bring him to me. Do you hear?

Yes, sir. Right away, sir.

This is Brown's cell. I want someone in it tonight. You or Brown. Do you understand?

Yes, sir.

He's not happy and I'm in trouble.

I'm not happy and he's in trouble.




把每个地方都搜一遍。你必须抓住布朗。把他找出来，带到我这儿。听到了吗？

是的，长官。马上去办，长官。

这是布朗的牢房。我要这里今晚有人，要么是你，要么是布朗。明白吗？

明白，长官。

他不高兴了，我有麻烦了。

我不高兴了，他有麻烦了。



But Brown is not free.

The guard never looks up here.

Now I must get out of here.

After him!

I must be quick. I'm not going back to prison. They must kill me first.




但是布朗仍在牢房中。

看守自始至终没有抬头看这儿。

现在我必须逃出去。

追！

我必须快点。我可不想再回监狱了。他们肯定会先杀了我。



Be careful, Brown. Don't fall now.

I'm nearly there. But this isn't easy.

Don't be afraid, Brown... OK, here I go.

Brown is high above the guards. He runs and jumps.

We must stop him.

Where is he?

Can you see him?

Look everywhere and find him –fast.




小心，布朗。可别现在掉下去。

我差不多到了。不过这可不容易啊。

别怕，布朗……好，我跳了。

布朗在看守们的头顶上方奔跑、跳跃。

我们必须截住他。

他在哪儿？

你能看到他吗？

所有地方都要搜，找到他——要快。



Oh, it's a long way down.

Help!

Ouch! That hurts.

There's a ditch. I can get there.

What's that? Is it him? Turn your light that way.




啊，好高啊。

救命啊！

哎哟！好疼。

那儿有道沟。我可以到那儿去。

那是什么？是他吗？把灯打向那边。



Can they see me? Am I safe?

The guards do not see Brown. He is safe – for now.

Perhaps it's an animal. I don't think it's Brown.

My foot hurts. I've got water in my shoes. I'm tired. But I'm not going back to prison.

The wood isn't far. It's safe there. They can't catch me now.




他们能看到我吗？我安全吗？

看守没有看到布朗。他安全了——目前是这样。

那或许是个动物吧，我觉得不是布朗。

我的脚很疼，鞋子进水了，我好累，可我不要回监狱。

树林离这儿不远了，那儿安全。他们现在抓不到我了。



Brown runs and runs until...

... he can't run anymore.

Suddenly...

Dogs. I can hear dogs.

Go on!

Where's Brown?

Get him!

Oh, no. The dogs are looking for me!




布朗跑啊跑啊，直到……

……他再也跑不动了。

突然……

狗。我听到狗叫了。

接着搜！

布朗在哪儿？

抓住他！

啊，不好。那些狗在找我！



How can I hide? Perhaps...

A minute later.

Where is he? The dogs don't know. Perhaps he's this way. Come with me.

Brown is very tired.

I want to sleep, but I can't now. I must go on.




我怎么躲起来呢？或许……

一分钟后。

他在哪儿？狗也不知道。或许他往这边跑了。跟我来。

布朗疲惫不堪。

我想睡觉，但现在还不行。我必须继续逃。



It's getting dark. I can stop soon.

Ah, this is nice.

I need that bicycle. I am not a thief but...

Stop! That's my bicycle.

Sorry. I need it. Bye!

Brown cycles for hours.




天越来越黑了。我很快就可以停下来了。

啊，真好。

我需要那辆自行车。我不是贼，可是……

站住！那是我的自行车。

对不起，我需要它。再见！

布朗骑了几个小时。



Watch out! You...!

The bicycle doesn't work now. I must stop. Where can I find somewhere to sleep?

Shush. I'm not going to hurt you. I only need to sleep. Can I sleep here, please? I don't snore.

Brown shuts his eyes – and sleeps.

He does snore!




小心！你……！

这辆自行车现在不能用了。我必须停下来。我到哪儿找个地方睡觉呢？

嘘，我不会伤害你们，我只想睡一觉。请问我能睡在这儿吗？我不打呼噜的。

布朗闭上眼睛——睡着了。

他打呼噜！



There is a noise. Brown opens his eyes.

What's that?

Come on then, Daisy. On your feet, Clover.

Good, I'm safe. The farmer's going away.

These are prison clothes. I need some different clothes.




一阵响声传来，布朗睁开了眼睛。

那是什么声音？

过来，黛西。起来，克洛弗。

好，我安全了。那个农夫走了。

这些是囚衣，我需要些别的衣服。



Hey! What are you doing? Those aren't your clothes!

Come back here. Thief! Stop!

Get out of my way.

Guards, dogs, and now farmers' wives. What next?




嘿！你在干什么？那些不是你的衣服！

回来。小偷！站住！

别挡道。

看守、警犬，现在是农夫们的妻子。还会发生什么？



I hear something. Yes! I'm very close now.

That plane's coming in to land. The airport's over there.

Brown arrives at the airport.

The fence is high, but I can climb it.




我听到了什么声音。是的！现在离我很近了。

那架飞机要着陆。机场就在那边。

布朗来到机场。

围栏很高，不过我能爬上去。



Ow!

An electric fence. I can't climb it. What do I do now?

I can climb this tree and get over that fence. But I must be careful.

Ten more minutes and I'm free. All I need is a big plane.

There are a lot of planes. Which one do I want?




哎哟！

这是电网，我没法爬了。现在我该怎么办？

我可以爬上这棵树，然后翻过围栏。但我必须小心。

再过十分钟我就自由了。我只需要一架大飞机。

那儿有很多飞机，我上哪一架好呢？



That's the one. There's lots of room for me.

I need to eat. Pizza, I think! And some milk. Are you hungry?

Of course I am. I need three big pizzas. It's five hours before we land again, you know.

Quick, we've only got half an hour. What's that noise?

My stomach, I think. I'm very hungry.




就是那架。那架飞机上会有很多地方让我藏身。

我得吃点东西。我觉得来点比萨饼吧！再来些牛奶。你饿吗？

当然饿了。我要三个大比萨饼。要知道，我们还要再飞五个小时才能再次着陆。

快，我们只有半小时的时间。

什么声音？

我想是我的肚子在叫吧。我太饿了。



I can get in here.

What a lot of boxes! They can't all go in that plane.

I'm free. I'm like that bird now.

Wait!

He's in there!




我可以藏在这里面。

好多箱子啊！那架飞机也装不下。

我自由了。现在我像那只鸟一样了。

等等！

他在那里面！



Some time later.

Another beautiful day, Brown. But not for you. Ha, ha, ha!

You can't escape, Brown. Nobody escapes from me.

Brown lies on the cold floor. He is hurt.

The guard's wrong. I must escape. I can't stay in here.




一段时间后。

又是天气好的一天，布朗。但你享受不到，哈哈哈！

你逃不掉的，布朗。没人能从我手里逃走。

布朗躺在冰冷的地板上，他受了点伤。

看守错了。我必须逃出去，我不能呆在这儿。



You can't keep me in here. I'm innocent. You wait and see...

Perhaps things aren't all bad. I'm alive. The sun shines. I hear the birds sing. I have my books. Other people have a worse life than I have...

Brown looks out of his window for a long time.




你不能把我关在这儿。我是无辜的。你等着瞧……

或许事情并不那么糟。我还活着，阳光明媚。我听到鸟儿歌唱，我有书看。其他人过得还不如我……

布朗久久地望着窗外。



Brown sees something move. It is a mole.

Wait a minute!

That mole's making a tunnel.

I've got an idea.




布朗看到有东西在动。那是只鼹鼠。

等一下！

那只鼹鼠在挖地道。

我有主意了。
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内容简介

格雷格在纽约的谢普顿酒店工作。酒店对面有一家咖啡馆，每天下班后，格雷格都要去那里喝上一杯咖啡。他每天都会在那里看见一个女子，她有一双漂亮的绿色眼睛。有一天，格雷格坐到那女子的旁边。她说自己叫凯茜，并且请求他的帮助。

凯茜告诉格雷格自己是一名画家。她说她的继父拿走了她的写生簿，她想把它们拿回来。她还说她的继父现在就住在谢普顿酒店里。格雷格答应帮忙。

格雷格拿到了写生簿并把它们交给了凯茜。他很高兴，凯茜也很开心。

但是，紧接着格雷格的朋友迈克找到了他，说他有麻烦了。警察要找他谈话，并且就在格雷格的公寓里等候着。

到底出了什么岔子？为什么警察要找格雷格谈话？


THE GIRL WITH GREEN EYES

Greg works at the Shepton Hotel in New York. Opposite the hotel there is a coffee shop, and Greg goes there for a coffee every day after work. Every day he sees a girl there with beautiful green eyes. One day, Greg sits next to the girl. She tells him her name is Cassie, and she asks him for help.




Cassie tells Greg that she is an artist. She says her stepfather has her sketch books, and Cassie wants them back. She also says her stepfather is staying at the Shepton Hotel, so Greg agrees to help.




Greg is very happy when he gets the sketch books and gives them to Cassie. Cassie is very happy, too.




But then Greg meets his friend Mike. Mike tells Greg that he's in trouble. The police want to talk to him and are waiting at his apartment.




What is wrong? Why do the police want to talk to Greg?
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The Girl with Green Eyes

Greg is a porter at the Shepton Hotel in New York. After work, he always goes for a coffee across the street. A girl is sitting in the coffee shop, near the window.

'It's her again!' thinks Greg. 'She's here every afternoon. I'm going to say hello.'

Greg goes into the coffee shop and gets a coffee. Then he goes across to the girl's table.

'Hi!' he says. 'I'm Greg. Can I sit with you?'
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'OK,' she says. 'I'm Cassie.'

'I come here for a coffee every day after work,' says Greg. 'I'm a porter at the Shepton Hotel.' He smiles. 'You have beautiful green eyes.'

'Have I?' she says. She doesn't smile.

'Is something wrong, Cassie?' he asks. 'You don't look very happy.'

'It – it's nothing,' she says.

'Tell me,' says Greg. 'Maybe I can help?'
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'Well...' she begins.

'Go on,' says Greg.

'My stepfather is staying at the Shepton Hotel,' she says. 'He has my sketch books. I'm an artist. When I ask him to give them to me he says, "No. I want you to come back home to Boston." But I don't want to go back to Boston. He's not nice.'
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'How long is he going to be at the hotel?' asks Greg.

'Two more days,' says Cassie. 'He's in room 724.'

'Maybe I can get the sketch books for you,' says Greg. 'Maybe I can get into his room.'

'Can you?' she says.

'Meet me here tomorrow afternoon at 4.30,' says Greg.

'OK, thank you!' says Cassie. 'Thank you very much.' She looks at her watch. 'I've got to go now. See you tomorrow.'
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When Cassie gets back to her hotel room, she makes a telephone call.

'Hello,' she says. 'It's me. It's OK, the boy's going to do it... Yes, I'm going to get them from him tomorrow afternoon... OK, I can meet you there the morning after, at 10 am. Don't forget to bring the money – two thousand dollars.'
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Next morning, Greg arrives at work early. He goes to find room 724.

'I have to wait for Cassie's stepfather to go out,' he thinks. 'I don't know his name, but it doesn't matter.'

Greg watches the door of room 724. He sees the girl come to clean the rooms.

Some minutes later, a man comes out of room 724.

'That must be Cassie's stepfather!' thinks Greg.
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He waits for the man to leave, and for the cleaning girl to go into room 724.

'I need to look in the room,' he thinks.

Greg waits for the girl to leave the bedroom, then he goes into the room and begins to look for the sketch books.

'I must be quick,' he thinks. 'Where are they?'
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Suddenly, Greg sees the sketch books by the bed.

'Got them!' he thinks. He begins to look at the pictures. 'Wow! Cassie is a great artist! These are good!'
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Greg is leaving the room when he hears the cleaning girl call out to him.

'Hey!' she says. 'What are you doing? Come back!'

Greg does not stop.
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Greg finishes work that afternoon and leaves the hotel through a door in the next street. When he gets near the front of the hotel, he sees the man from room 724.

'That's him again!' thinks Greg. 'That's Cassie's stepfather.'

Greg waits for the man to go into the hotel, then he goes to the coffee shop.
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Cassie is at the same table in the coffee shop.

Greg gets a coffee and goes to sit with her.

'I have them,' he says, and he puts the sketch books on the table.

'That's great!' says Cassie. 'How can I thank you, Greg?'

'You can meet me later,' he says. 'After I go home and change out of my porter's uniform.'

'I'm sorry, Greg,' says Cassie. 'I can't tonight. Maybe tomorrow night.'
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'OK,' says Greg. 'Tomorrow night. We can get something to eat, first.'

'Yes, OK,' says Cassie. 'I have to go now, but meet me here tomorrow evening at six o'clock.'

Cassie gets up, ready to leave.

'Don't forget your key,' says Greg.

'Oh – er – thanks,' says Cassie. She takes it from him quickly. 'See you tomorrow.'
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Greg is finishing his coffee when he sees his friend, Mike.

'You're in trouble, Greg,' says Mike. 'Jake Russo's sketch books are not in his room – room 724. And there are CCTV pictures of you coming from that room.'

'Wh – who is Jake Russo?' asks Greg. Suddenly he's not feeling very well.

'An artist,' says Mike. 'His pictures sell for thousands of dollars. And his sketch books sell for thousands, too.'

[image: alt]

'Do you have them?' asks Mike.

'No – er – a girl has them,' says Greg.

'What girl?' asks Mike.

'A girl with green eyes,' says Greg. And he tells Mike about Cassie and her stepfather.

'But it's not true!' says Mike, when Greg finishes speaking. 'Jake Russo doesn't have a wife or a stepdaughter. You have to find that girl and get the sketch books, Greg. And you have to do it before the police find you!'
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Greg walks home to his one-room apartment.

'How am I going to find her?' he thinks. 'She has Jake Russo's sketch books now, so she's not going to meet me again. Is she going to sell them for a lot of money?'

There is a police car in the street, next to Greg's apartment.

'Oh, no!' he thinks. 'They're waiting for me. I can't get into my apartment now.'
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That night, Greg sleeps on a train in the subway. But early the next morning...

'Hey, you!' says a man. He's the subway cleaner. 'Get up! You can't sleep here all day!'

'Sorry,' says Greg.
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People are arriving to get their trains now. One of them stops and looks at a photograph in his newspaper – and then at Greg.

'It's him,' thinks the man. 'It's the young man in the newspaper photograph. The police are looking for him.'

Suddenly, Greg sees the man looking at him. And he sees his picture on the front of the man's newspaper.

'I have to get out of here quickly!' he thinks.
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The man with the newspaper finds a policeman.

'It's him!' he tells the policeman. 'The hotel porter!'

'Hey, you!' the policeman calls to Greg.
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Greg runs.

'Stop!' calls the policeman.

Greg doesn't stop.
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'I have to get out of this uniform,' thinks Greg. 'People know I'm the porter. Maybe Mike can give me something different to wear.'

When he gets to Mike's apartment, Mike opens the door. 'I need something to wear,' Greg tells him. 'I can't go back to my apartment. My picture's in the newspaper, and —'

'Yes, I know,' says Mike. 'It's OK. Come in.'
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'Where's the girl?' asks Mike. 'Do you know?'

'No,' says Greg.

'What can you remember about her?' says Mike. 'There must be something to help you find her.'

'Yes!' Greg says, suddenly. 'Her key! A key to a room in the Dolphin Hotel! It's a small, cheap hotel near 42nd Street. She must be staying there. What's the time?'

'Nearly nine o'clock,' says Mike.

'Maybe she's there now,' says Greg. 'I have to go! Thanks, Mike.'
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Twenty minutes later, Greg is near the Dolphin Hotel.

'Am I too late?' he thinks.

Suddenly, Greg sees Cassie come out of the hotel.

'Cassie!' he calls. 'Wait! I have to talk to you!'

Cassie sees him, but she doesn't stop. There is a car waiting for her. She says something to the driver and gets into it quickly.
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'Oh, no!' says Greg.

'Pier 83,' says an old man in the street.

Greg looks at him. 'What?'

'The girl is going to Pier 83, West 42nd Street, for the Circle Line boat,' says the old man.

Greg smiles. 'Thanks!' he says. And he begins to run.
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Greg runs all the way to Pier 83. People are getting on to the boat, and he gets a ticket.
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On the boat, Greg looks for Cassie. But a woman with a newspaper is looking at him.

'It's the young man in the picture!' she tells the man with her. 'Call the police, Eddie.'

The man gets his phone and calls the police.
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Some time later, Greg sees Cassie. She is talking to a man. But Greg does not see two policemen get on the boat.

They quickly find Greg. 'Where are Jake Russo's sketch books?' the first policeman asks him.

'I don't have them!' says Greg. 'You don't want me! You want her! She has the sketch books.'

'Hey, look! He's right,' says the second policeman.
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The two policemen move quickly to Cassie and the man.

'I don't understand,' says Cassie. 'How...?'

'The two of you are coming with us,' says one of the policemen. 'You're in trouble.'
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Later, Greg and a policeman take the sketch books back to the hotel. Jake Russo is very happy to see them again.

'I'm sorry, Mr Russo,' says Greg, and tells him everything.

'It's OK,' says the artist, smiling. 'But stay away from girls with beautiful green eyes!'
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GLOSSARY
词汇表

apartment n. a room or group of rooms where you can live　公寓房间；公寓套间

artist n. someone who paints, draws, or makes pictures　画家，美术家

boat n. a small ship　小船；（小的）轮船

clean v. make something free from dirt　使清洁，把……弄干净

coffee n. a hot drink　咖啡

dollar n. money used in America ($)　美元

hotel n. a building where you can pay to stay in a room　酒店，宾馆，旅馆

key n. you use this to lock and unlock a door　钥匙

newspaper n. where you can read about the things happening every day　报纸

pier n. a wall from the land into the sea where people get on and off boats　（伸向海中的）突堤码头

police n. (pl.) the men and women who catch criminals　警察，警方

porter n. a man who carries your bags at a hotel　（酒店的）行李员，行李搬运工

sell v. give someone something and get money for it　售卖，出售

sketch n. a quick drawing of something　素描，速写

stepfather n. a man who is not your father but who marries your mother　继父

subway n. American word for underground railway　〈美〉地铁

trouble n. something which causes a problem　麻烦，问题

uniform n. special clothes for a job　制服


The Girl with Green Eyes



ACTIVITIES
阅读练习




ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1 Look at the front cover of the book and answer these questions.

1) Where do you think the story happens?

a □ Japan

b □ America

c □ Spain

d □ Brazil

2) What do you think the story is about?

a □ children

b □ old people

c □ young people

d □ animals

2 Read the back cover of the book and answer these questions.

1) Where does Greg work?

2) What does Cassie tell Greg?

3) Do you think Greg is good or bad? Why?

4) Do you think Cassie is good or bad? Why?




ACTIVITIES



While Reading

1 Answer these questions.

1) What does Greg always do after work?

2) Who is sitting at a table near the window?

3) What does she want?

4) Who has got them?

5) Greg tells Cassie to meet him again. When?

2 Answer these questions.

1) Cassie goes back to her hotel room. What does she do next?

2) How much money does she want?

3) Which room does Greg watch?

4) Who goes into the room before Greg?

5) What does Greg find in the room?

3 Who says or thinks these words?

1) 'That's him again!'

2) 'Meet me here tomorrow evening at six o'clock.'

3) 'Don't forget your key.'

4) 'You're in trouble, Greg.'

5) 'Who is Jake Russo?'

4 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1) Greg gets a train home to his apartment.

T □／F □

2) There is a police car in the street, next to Greg's apartment.

T □／F □

3) Greg sleeps on a train.

T □／F □

4) A man sees Greg's picture on TV.

T □／F □

5) Greg sees the man looking at him.

T □／F □

5 Answer these questions.

1) What does the man with the newspaper do?

2) Why does Greg go to Mike's apartment?

3) What does Greg remember about his meeting with Cassie?

4) Where is the Dolphin Hotel?

5) What is waiting for Cassie near the hotel?

6 What happens in the end of the story? Tick Yes or No.

1) Greg follows Cassie's car in a different car.

Yes □／No □

2) Somebody tells Greg where Cassie is going.

Yes □／No □

3) The police find Cassie before Greg finds her.

Yes □／No □

4) Cassie sells the sketch books before Greg finds her.

Yes □／No □

5) Greg gives the sketch books back to Jake Russo.

Yes □／No □




ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1 Put these sentences in the right order.

a □ Cassie tells Greg about the sketch books.

b □ Mike tells Greg, 'You're in trouble.'

c □ Greg sleeps on a train in the subway.

d □ Greg sees the girl in the coffee shop.

e □ A woman on the boat sees Greg's picture in the newspaper.

f □ Greg tells Jake Russo everything.

g □ Greg watches the door of room 724.

h □ Greg goes to Mike's apartment.

i □ The man with the newspaper in the subway finds a policeman.

j □ Greg runs all the way to Pier 83.

k □ Greg waits for the cleaning girl to leave the bedroom.

l □ Cassie gets back to her hotel room and makes a phone call.

m □ Greg gives Cassie the sketch books.

2 Use these words to join the sentences together.

　or　through　then　to　at

1) Greg is a porter. The Shepton Hotel in New York.

2) Greg leaves the hotel. A door in the next street.

3) Greg gets a cup of coffee. He goes to sit with Cassie.

4) Jake Russo doesn't have a wife. A stepdaughter.

5) Greg walks home. His one-room apartment.

3 Look at each picture and answer the questions.
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Where are Greg and Cassie?
Why is Cassie unhappy?
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What is Greg looking for?
Why? Does he find them?
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Why can't Greg go back to his apartment? What does he do?

[image: alt]

What is Cassie doing? Why?
What happens next?


TRANSLATION　参考译文

The Girl with Green Eyes
绿眼女子

格雷格是纽约谢普顿酒店的行李员。下班后，他总会去酒店对面的咖啡馆喝上一杯咖啡。咖啡馆里靠窗的座位上，坐着一个女孩。

“又是她！”格雷格想，“她每天下午都来。我要去跟她打个招呼。”

格雷格走进咖啡馆，要了一杯咖啡，然后走向女孩坐的桌子。

“嗨！”他说，“我叫格雷格。我能跟你坐一起吗？”




“可以。”她说，“我叫凯茜。”

“我每天下班后都要来这里喝一杯咖啡。”格雷格说，“我是谢普顿酒店的行李员。”他微笑着又说：“你有一双漂亮的绿色眼睛。”

“是吗？”她说，脸上并无笑容。

“有什么事吗，凯茜？”他问，“你看起来不太高兴。”

“是——也没什么。”她说。

“告诉我吧。”格雷格说，“也许我能帮上忙？”




“嗯……”她开口了。

“说说吧。”格雷格说。

“我的继父正住在谢普顿酒店里。”她说，“他拿走了我的写生簿。我是个画家。我让他还给我，但他说，‘不行，我要你回波士顿，回家来。’可我不想回波士顿。他对我不好。”




“他会在酒店住多久？”格雷格问。

“还会再住两天。”凯茜说，“他住在724房间。”

“也许我能帮你把那些写生簿拿回来，”格雷格说，“也许我能进入他的房间。”

“你能吗？”她问。

“明天下午4:30在这里等我。”格雷格说。

“好的，谢谢你！”凯茜说，“非常感谢。”她看了看自己的手表，“现在我得走了，明天见。”




凯茜回到自己住的旅馆房间，打了个电话。

“喂，”她说，“是我。搞定了，那个男孩会去做的……对，我明天下午就能从他手里拿到东西……好的，我后天上午10点在那里跟你会面。别忘了把钱带上——两千美元。”




第二天上午，格雷格一早便来上班。他去找724房间。

“我得等凯茜的继父先出去。”他想，“我不知道他叫什么名字，不过这无所谓。”

格雷格盯着724房间的门。他看见清洁女工开始打扫房间了。

几分钟后，一个男人从724房间走了出来。

“这准是凯茜的继父！”格雷格想。




他等着那男人离开，又等着清洁女工进了724房间。

“我得去房间里找。”他想。

格雷格等清洁女工离开卧室后，便闪身进入房间，开始翻找写生簿。

“我必须快点儿。”他想，“它们在哪里呢？”




突然，格雷格在床边看见了那些写生簿。

“找到了！”他想。他开始看那些画：“哇！凯茜是个了不起的画家！画得真棒！”

格雷格离开房间时，听见清洁女工朝他大声叫喊起来。

“嘿！”她嚷道，“你在干什么？回来！”

格雷格没有停步。




那天下午，格雷格下班后，从位于另一条街的侧门离开了酒店。走到酒店正门附近时，他看见了住在724房间的那个男人。

“又是他！”格雷格想，“那是凯茜的继父。”

待那男人进了酒店，格雷格才向咖啡馆走去。




咖啡馆里，凯茜坐在昨天那张桌子旁。

格雷格要了一杯咖啡后，走过去坐在她对面。

“我拿到了。”他说，然后把写生簿都放在桌子上。

“太好了！”凯茜说，“我该怎么感谢你呢，格雷格？”

“一会儿你可以跟我约会。”他说，“先等我回家换掉这身行李员制服。”

“对不起，格雷格，”凯茜说，“今晚不行。要不明天晚上吧？”




“好吧，”格雷格说，“那就明天晚上。我们可以先吃点东西。”

“是啊，好的。”凯茜说，“我现在得走了，不过明天晚上6点钟要在这儿等我。”

凯茜站起来，准备离开。

“别忘了你的钥匙。”格雷格说。

“噢——嗯——谢谢。”凯茜说。她很快地接过钥匙：“明天见。”




格雷格快喝完咖啡时，看到了自己的朋友迈克。

“你惹上麻烦了，格雷格。”迈克说，“杰克·拉索放在房间里的写生簿不见了——是724房间。闭路电视监控里有你从那个房间里出来的画面。”

“什么——谁是杰克·拉索？”格雷格问道，他突然有种不祥的感觉。

“一位画家。”迈克说，“他的画要卖几千美金一幅。他的写生簿的价格也得好几千。”




“在你手里吗？”迈克问。

“不在——嗯——在一个女孩手里。”格雷格说。

“什么样的女孩？”迈克问。

“一个长着绿色眼睛的女孩。”格雷格说。他把凯茜跟她继父的事情告诉了迈克。

“这些全是胡扯！”听完格雷格的话，迈克说，“杰克·拉索没有妻子，也没有继女。格雷格，你得找到那个女孩，把写生簿拿回来，而且你必须在警察找到你之前搞定这件事！”




格雷格向他所住的单间公寓走去。

“我怎么才能找到她呢？”他思考着，“现在她拿到了杰克·拉索的写生簿，不会再来见我了。她会把它们拿去卖一大笔钱吗？”

在格雷格的公寓附近，一辆警车停在街上。

“呀，不好！”他想，“他们在等我。我现在不能回家。”




那天晚上，格雷格在地铁车厢里睡了一夜。但第二天一大早……

“嘿，说你呢！”一个男人——他是地铁清洁工——说，“快起来！你不能在这里睡一整天！”

“对不起。”格雷格说。




此时来乘坐地铁的人们陆续上车了。其中有个人停下来看了看手中报纸上的照片，然后又看了看格雷格。

“就是他。”那个男人想，“他就是报纸照片上的那个年轻人。警察正在通缉他。”

突然，格雷格发现那个男人正在打量自己。他还看到那个男人拿的报纸头版上有自己的照片。

“我得赶紧离开这儿！”他想。




那个拿着报纸的男人找到了一名警察。

“就是他！”他告诉警察，“那个酒店行李员！”

“嘿，你！”警察朝格雷格喊道。

格雷格拔腿就跑。

“站住！”警察喊道。

格雷格没有停下来。




“我得换掉这身制服。”格雷格想，“别人知道我就是那个行李员。也许迈克能给我找些别的衣服。”

他来到迈克的公寓，迈克开了门。“我需要一些衣服。”格雷格告诉他，“我不能回自己的公寓。我的照片上了报纸，还有——”

“是的，我知道。”迈克说，“没问题，进来吧。”




“那个女孩在哪里？”迈克问，“你知道吗？”

“不知道。”格雷格说。

“关于她的事你还记得什么？”迈克说，“肯定有些线索能帮你找到她。”

“对了！”格雷格突然说道，“她的钥匙！一把海豚旅馆的房间钥匙！那是家廉价的小旅馆，在第42街附近。她肯定住在那儿。现在几点了？”

“快9点了。”迈克说。

“她可能现在就在那儿。”格雷格说，“我得走了！谢谢你，迈克。”




20分钟后，格雷格赶到了海豚旅馆附近。

“我来得太晚了吗？”他想。

突然，格雷格看到凯茜正从旅馆里出来。

“凯茜！”他喊道，“等等！我得跟你谈谈！”

凯茜看到了他，但她并没有停下脚步。有辆车正等着她。她跟司机说了几句什么，然后飞快地上了车。




“呀，糟了！”格雷格说。

“83号码头。”街边的一位老人说。

格雷格看了看他：“什么？”

“那个女孩要去83号码头，在第42街西，她要上环线船。”老人说。

格雷格笑了。“谢谢！”他说。然后他开始奔跑起来。




格雷格一路跑到了83号码头。乘客们正在登船，他买了张票。

上船后，格雷格便寻找凯茜。这时一个拿着报纸的女人正打量着他。

“这就是照片上的那个年轻人！”她告诉跟她在一起的男子，“快报警，埃迪。”

男子拿起手机，给警察拨打了电话。




过了一会儿，格雷格看到了凯茜，她在同一个男子说话。但此时有两名警察也上了船，格雷格没看到。

警察很快就找到了格雷格。“杰克·拉索的写生簿在哪里？”一个警察问他。

“不在我这里！”格雷格说，“你们要抓的不是我！是她！她拿了写生簿。”

“嘿，瞧啊！他说得对。”另一个警察说。




两名警察迅速冲到凯茜和那个男子身边。

“我不明白。”凯茜说，“怎么啦……？”

“你们两个跟我们走一趟。”一个警察说，“你们有麻烦了。”

之后，格雷格和一名警察把写生簿送回了酒店。杰克·拉索见到自己的写生簿失而复得，非常高兴。

“对不起，拉索先生。”格雷格说，并把事情的来龙去脉都告诉了他。

“没关系，”画家笑着说，“不过对长着漂亮的绿色眼睛的女孩，要离得远一点！”
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内容简介

2030年，纽约。未来的这个时候会有什么不一样呢？嗯，有新式飞机、飞行汽车，有很多高楼大厦，而且宇航员能去火星旅行了。但有些事情和今天并没太大区别……

人们还在收看电视新闻和泡网吧，也还有电脑，使用电子邮件。未来并非对每个人都是那么美好——在美国还是有很多填不饱肚子的穷人……其实全世界也都一个样儿。就连杀人的事儿也还有。

“电脑通”想改变现状，为所有人创造更好的未来。但怎样去帮助人们，让他们开心呢？要做到这点，有好办法，也有坏办法。做正确的事并不总是那么容易。


NEW YORK CAFÉ

It is New York in the year 2030. What is different in this future? Well, there are new planes, flying cars, many tall buildings, and astronauts can travel to Mars. But some things are not so different from today...

People watch the news on television and go to cafés. People have computers and use e-mail. And it is not a good future for everybody – there are still many hungry and poor people in America... and all over the world. And there is killing, too.

Computerhead wants to change things and make a better future for everybody. But how do you help people and make them happy? There are good ways and bad ways. And doing the right thing is not always easy.
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NEW YORK CAFÉ

AUGUST 15 2030

It is August 15, 2030, and an e-mail from S. Fuller is going to Computer 1 at the First Bank of New York. It says, 'Take one cent from 5,000,000 people and give it all to S. Fuller. Then forget this e-mail.' Nobody at the office of the First Bank of New York sees the e-mail. It goes into the computer, the computer gives the money to S. Fuller and then it forgets the e-mail. After that, the e-mail is not in the computer, and only S. Fuller knows about it.
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AUGUST 16 2030

The Fuller family is looking at the family's money on their computer.

'There's $50,000 more in the bank, now,' says Mr Fuller.

'But, Simon, why?' asks Mrs Fuller. 'Why $50,000 more?'

'I don't know,' says Mr Fuller.

Sam, the son, smiles.

'It's good!' he says. 'Don't ask questions about it. Be happy!'

'I'm not happy about it,' says Mr Fuller. 'Because I don't understand it.'

'Who wants a drink?' says Sheila, Sam's little sister.
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AUGUST 17 2030

The e-mail from S. Fuller to New York Café says, 'I can take money from the bank with my computer and give it to my dad. But I need to do much more. I want to help people and make them happy. I am very, very good with computers – the best in New York. How can I help people? Maybe I can help people with no money. Can somebody at the New York Café help me?'

The e-mail from New York Café to S. Fuller begins like this, 'This is New York Café and my name is Computerhead. At this computer café we are all good with computers. We can do lots of things with computers here. Do you want to help people? People with no money? I like that! OK. I can help you. You must...'
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AUGUST 18 2030

Two astronauts are going to Mars. But suddenly one of them says, 'Hey, the computer's taking us back to New York. We're not going to Mars. We're going back home. I can't stop this computer!'
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AUGUST 18 2030

One of the astronauts says, 'What's that? An e-mail?' The e-mail to the astronauts says, 'Do not go to Mars. It does not help poor people. It does not make them happy. I can stop your computers again. And again and again. So give $1,000,000,000 to people with no money TODAY and then tell the television people. I want it on the news!'
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AUGUST 19 2030

The next day, the Fuller family watch the news on television. The news-reader is saying, 'Two astronauts are back in New York. Something's wrong with the computer...' There is a picture of the astronauts and a picture of the computer. But there is nothing on television about $1,000,000,000 for people with no money.
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AUGUST 20 2030

A plane is going from New York to London. But then suddenly the plane's computer stops it. The plane waits over New York. It gets an e-mail message. 'All the people on this plane have a lot of money. Give some of your money to poor people by e-mail, now. Then you can go to London.'
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AUGUST 21 2030

Some very important people are talking in New York.

'Who's doing this to the computers?'

'We don't know.'

'Well, we must find him. How can we find him?'

'We're looking for a signal, from his computer. Every computer has a signal. When we find the signal, we find him.'
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'OK. But I tell you this: He must stop now. Do you understand?'

'Well, we can give a new password to all the important computers in the country. And without a computer's password he can't get into the computer.'

'OK. Give new passwords to all the important computers in America. At the same time, find the signal from his computer. But most important, find him!'
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AUGUST 22 2030

S. Fuller e-mails Computerhead at New York Café and says, 'I am not happy. The police are putting new passwords in all the important computers in America. I cannot get into them. I do not want to stop now. Computerhead, help me!'
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AUGUST 23 2030

The e-mail from Computerhead at New York Café to S. Fuller says, 'Fuller no, please do not stop your work. I am an old man now. I do not know you, but I have a picture of you in my head. I see a young man. What are you, seventeen or eighteen years old? And you want to do something good! OK! Let's do something very good. I can help you. Let's talk again tomorrow.'
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AUGUST 24 2030

Today's e-mail from Computerhead to S. Fuller says, 'I am sending you a box. It can help you. When you send a signal to any computer, it finds the computer's password. And then you are in the computer and you can do anything with it. Any computer in America is your computer. Let's talk again tomorrow.'
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AUGUST 25 2030

Computerhead sends S. Fuller an e-mail. It says, 'Fuller, there is one more thing. The police are looking for your computer signal. From now on, send everything by e-mail to me at New York Café. Later I can send it out again from here, with a lot of new signals. Then, they cannot find your signal. Fuller, tomorrow is an important day for you.'
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AUGUST 26 2030

The next e-mail from Computerhead to S. Fuller says, 'Fuller, this man's name is Smith. You must get his computer password. But get his computer password at home, not at work. It is easy. I know this man because I work with him. What is his work? He kills people.'
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AUGUST 26 2030

Another e-mail from Computerhead to S. Fuller says, 'Yes, Smith kills people. And I help him. But now I am doing something good, for the first time. Tomorrow you and I can help poor people. Tomorrow we can do something big. Tomorrow people must listen to us. We want a new America, Fuller. A new America!'
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AUGUST 26 2030

Mr and Mrs Fuller are very happy, but the children are not.

'Hey, we're going sailing for two weeks,' says Mr Fuller.

'Oh no!' says Sam. 'I want to stay here.'

'Me too,' says his little sister, Sheila.

'But why, Sam?' says Mrs Fuller.

'Mum, I'm eighteen. I have important things to do,' says Sam.

'Important things? What important things?' says Mr Fuller.

'I can't tell you that,' says Sam.

'Oh, Simon, it's OK,' says Mrs Fuller. 'You and I can go. The children can stay here.'

'OK,' says Mr Fuller. But he is angry and leaves the room.
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AUGUST 27 2030

The e-mail from S. Fuller to Computerhead at New York Café says, 'My mum and dad are sailing now. I have more time at the computer. Mr Smith's password is his daughter's name. I am in Smith's computer now. He works in Washington. I am going into the President's computer. I can do a lot of things now. Look at the next picture!'
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AUGUST 27 2030

S. Fuller sends the President an e-mail. It says, 'Dear Mr President. Look at this picture. The missiles can stay in the sky or they can come down. I can bring them down with my computer. Are you listening to me, Mr President? I want a better America. I do not want money. Not for me. I want money for poor people. And sandwiches. Give sandwiches to poor people. Start now, or they all come down tomorrow.'

[image: alt]

AUGUST 27 2030

The President has S. Fuller's e-mail and he is very angry.

'Sandwiches! Sandwiches! Can we stop this? Please?'

'No, Mr President. I'm sorry. We can't find the signal.'

'What do we do now?'

'Give money to poor people, Mr President. Make sandwiches. Do anything for now. We need more time.'

'OK. You! Yes, you. The tall man in the white shirt. Go and make some sandwiches.'

'Yes, Mr President.'
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AUGUST 27 2030

A woman is running into the President's office.

'Mr President,' says the woman. 'We have his signal. It's coming from a computer café in New York.'

'OK!' says the President. 'Get him!'
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AUGUST 27 2030

'A better America. I want a better America,' says Computerhead. The police take him away. Then they look at his computer at the New York Café. There is an e-mail there. It is from S. Fuller.
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AUGUST 27 2030

The police have Sam now, too. Sam is very afraid. He says, 'Stop! I must phone my mum and dad. They're sailing. And my little sister's here. I can't leave her. Why are you doing this? Please stop.'
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AUGUST 28 2030

Mr and Mrs Fuller are with their son. They are talking to the police.

'Sam?' says Mrs Fuller. 'Our Sam and this... Computerhead? Sorry, but I must laugh.'

'It's not our Sam,' says Mr Fuller. 'Sam can't understand computers. His teachers help him, but he's no good.'

'Yes,' says Mrs Fuller. 'Sheila helps him too. Sheila's very good with computers.'

'Oh yes,' says Mr Fuller. 'Sheila's the best girl in New York with computers.'

Mr Fuller looks at Mrs Fuller and then Mrs Fuller looks at Mr Fuller.

'Where's Sheila?' say Mr and Mrs Fuller.
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AUGUST 28 2030

S. Fuller's last e-mail to Computerhead says, 'Hello. Where are you? My e-mails to you come back all the time. Can you see the picture? Look at the missiles, in the Washington sky. They are going to New York, London, Tokyo, Paris, Moscow and Rome too. But I cannot get them down, Computerhead. Can you help me? What do I do now?'
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GLOSSARY
词汇表

bank n. you put your money in a bank, but you can have it when you want it again 银行

Mars n. it is up in the sky; it is red 火星

maybe adv. perhaps 可能，也许

news n. a TV programme that tells about things that happen 电视新闻

news-reader n. someone who reads the news 新闻播报员

password n. a number or word you use for opening a computer 密码

poor adj. people with no money or very little money are poor 贫穷的，贫困的

president n. the most important man or woman in America, the first president of the United States was George Washington （美国）总统

sailing n. going through water on a boat 驾船出行，航行

send v. you can write to a friend with a pen and send it or you can send your friend an e-mail from your computer to her or his computer 寄（信）；发送（电子邮件）

signal n. every computer leaves a mark or signal when it sends a message （计算机发出的）信号


New York Café



ACTIVITIES
阅读练习




ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1 Look at the picture on the cover of the book. Now answer these questions.

1) Which word is important for the story?

Choose one answer.

a □ cars

b □ computers

c □ planes

2) What do you think? For each sentence choose one answer.

a) The story is about a young boy or girl who is very good at computers.

Yes □／No □

b) The story says 'Computers are more important than people.'

Yes □／No □

c) The story says 'Be careful with computers.'

Yes □／No □

2 Read the back cover of the book. For each sentence choose one answer.

1) The story happens in

a) □ America.

b) □ Britain.

c) □ your country.




2) The end of the story is

a) □ happy.

b) □ not happy.

c) □ not a or b.




ACTIVITIES



While Reading

1 Read from AUGUST 15 to AUGUST 17, then answer these questions.

1) How much money does S. Fuller get from the First Bank of New York?

2) What does the computer do with the e-mail after it gives the money to S. Fuller?

3) Who knows about S. Fuller's e-mail to the bank?

2 Read from AUGUST 18 to AUGUST 20, then answer these questions.

Who... ?

1) ... is going to Mars and then goes back home?

2) ... sees the astronauts on television?

3) ... gets an e-mail saying 'Give some of your money to poor people.'

3 Read from AUGUST 21 to AUGUST 24. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1) All the computers in America get new passwords.

T □／F □

2) S. Fuller needs Computerhead's help with the new passwords.

T □／F □

3) Computerhead is a young man.

T □／F □

4) S. Fuller gives Computerhead a box that can find a computer's password.

T □／F □

4 Read from AUGUST 25 to AUGUST 26 and answer these questions.

1) Who is looking for S. Fuller's computer signal?

2) Where must S. Fuller send all e-mails now?

3) What does Smith do?

4) Who goes to the sea for two weeks and who stays at home?

5 Read from the first AUGUST 27 to the fourth AUGUST 27. Who says or thinks these words?

1) 'I can do a lot of things.'

2) 'Look at this! He can bring missiles down with his computer.'

3) 'Yes, Mr President.'

4) 'We have his signal.'

6 Before you Read from the fifth AUGUST 27 to the end of the story, guess which of these happens.

1)□ The police find Computerhead at the Computer Café and take him away.

2)□ The police do not find Computerhead but he and S. Fuller do not send the missiles.

3)□ The police find S. Fuller before S. Fuller sends the missiles to Washington.

4)□ The police find S. Fuller only after S. Fuller sends the missiles to Washington (and more cities).




ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1 Put these sentences in the right order.

a □ Mr and Mrs Fuller go to the sea.

b □ S. Fuller sends all his e-mails to the New York Café.

c □ S. Fuller sends an e-mail to the astronauts.

d □ Important computers have new passwords.

e □ The First Bank of New York gives $50,000 to Mr Fuller.

f □ The police find Computerhead.

g □ S. Fuller gets into Smith's computer.

h □ Computerhead helps S. Fuller find the new passwords.

i □ S. Fuller sends an e-mail to a plane.

j □ The police find S. Fuller.

k □ S. Fuller and Computerhead send missiles into the sky.

2 You are S. Fuller. Send a last e-mail to Computerhead.

'Hello. There is something I must tell you. My name is...'

_________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

3 Look at each picture, then answer the questions.

1)[image: alt]

Who are these people?

What are they doing?

What are they wearing?

2)[image: alt]

Where is this?

Who are the people?

What are they doing?

3)[image: alt]

Where is this?

What is happening?


TRANSLATION　参考译文

New York Café
纽约网吧




2030年8月15日

2030年8月15日，一封来自S. 富勒的电子邮件正发往纽约第一银行1号电脑。邮件写道：“从500万人的账户上分别转账1美分给S. 富勒，然后忘掉此邮件。”在纽约第一银行办事处，谁都没有看到这封邮件。邮件进了电脑后，电脑把钱划拨给S. 富勒，接着就把邮件给忘了。这之后，邮件就不在电脑里了，只有S. 富勒知道这件事。




2030年8月16日

富勒一家人正在电脑上查看家庭账目。

“现在银行里多出了5万美元。”富勒先生说。

“可是，西蒙，这是怎么回事？”富勒太太问，“为什么会多出5万美元？”

“我不知道。”富勒先生说。

他们的儿子萨姆笑了。

“这是件好事！”他说，“别问了。尽管乐吧！”

“可我乐不起来，”富勒先生说，“因为这钱来得不明不白。”

“谁想喝点饮料？”萨姆的妹妹希拉问。




2030年8月17日

S. 富勒发给纽约网吧的电子邮件写道：“我能用自己的电脑把银行的钱取出来，给我爸爸。但我还要做更多事情。我想帮助别人，使他们快乐。我对电脑非常非常在行——是全纽约最棒的。我怎样才能帮助别人？也许我能帮助那些身无分文的人。纽约网吧有谁能帮帮我吗？”

纽约网吧给S. 富勒的邮件是这么开头的：“这里是纽约网吧，我的名字叫‘电脑通’。这家网吧里的人都是电脑高手。在这里，我们能用电脑做很多的事情。你想帮助别人，帮那些没钱的人，是吗？我喜欢这个想法！好的，我可以帮你。你必须……”




2030年8月18日

两名宇航员正前往火星。突然，其中一名宇航员说：“嘿，电脑正在把我们带回纽约。我们不是在去火星的途中。我们在往回走。我无法让这台电脑停下来！”




2030年8月18日

其中一名宇航员说：“那是什么？一封电子邮件？”这封给宇航员的电子邮件写道：“不要去火星。这么做对穷人没有帮助。这不会使他们快乐。我能够再次停掉你们的电脑，而且能一而再、再而三地这么做。所以，今天就拿出10亿美元给那些身无分文的人，然后告诉电视台的人。我要这件事上新闻！”




2030年8月19日

第二天，富勒一家看电视新闻。新闻播报员说：“两名宇航员已返回纽约。电脑发生了故障……”电视上出现了宇航员和电脑的画面，但没有提到给穷人10亿美元的事。




2030年8月20日

一架飞机正从纽约飞往伦敦，但是突然间，飞机的电脑停止了飞机的前行。飞机在纽约上空盘旋等待。它收到一条电子邮件信息：“这架飞机上的人全都很有钱。现在，通过电子邮件把你们的钱分一些给穷人，然后你们就可以去伦敦了。”




2030年8月21日

在纽约，一些重要人物正在交谈。

“是谁对这些电脑动了手脚？”

“我们不知道。”

“好吧，我们必须找到此人。怎么才能找到他呢？”

“我们正在搜索他的电脑发出的信号。每台电脑都有自己的信号。当我们找到信号时，就能找到他。”




“好。但我告诉你们：他必须立刻罢手。你们明白吗？”

“哦，我们可以给全国所有重要的电脑设置一个新密码。没有密码，他就无法进入电脑。”

“好。给全国所有重要的电脑都设置新的密码。与此同时，找到他的电脑信号。但最重要的是，找到他！”




2030年8月22日

S. 富勒给纽约网吧的“电脑通”发电子邮件写道：“我高兴不起来。警察正在给全国所有重要的电脑设置新密码。我进不去这些电脑了。我不想现在就罢手。‘电脑通’，帮帮我！”




2030年8月23日

纽约网吧的“电脑通”给S. 富勒的电子邮件写道：“富勒，不，请不要收手。我现在老了。我不认识你，但我脑子里想象得出你的模样。我看到的是一个年轻人。你多大了，17还是18岁？而且你想做些好事！好！我们来做些大好事。我可以帮你。明天再聊。”




2030年8月24日

今天“电脑通”给S. 富勒发的电子邮件写道：“我给你寄了一个盒子。它可以帮你。你给任何一台电脑发送信号时，它都会找到这台电脑的密码。然后你就可以进入电脑做任何事情。美国的任何一台电脑都是你的了。明天再聊。”




2030年8月25日

“电脑通”给S. 富勒发了一封电子邮件。邮件写道：“富勒，还有一件事。警方正在搜索你的电脑信号。从现在开始，把所有信息都用电子邮件发送到纽约网吧我这里来。随后我会把你的信息从这里再发出去，并带上很多新信号。这样他们就找不到你的信号了。富勒，明天对你来说是个重要的日子。”




2030年8月26日

“电脑通”在发给S. 富勒的下一封邮件中写道：“富勒，这个人名叫史密斯。你必须弄到他的电脑密码。但要弄到他家里电脑的密码，而不是他的工作电脑。这很容易。我认识他，是因为我们在一起工作。他是做什么的？他杀人。”




2030年8月26日

另一封“电脑通”发给S. 富勒的电子邮件写道：“是的，史密斯杀人，而我帮他做事。但现在我在做好事，这是头一次。明天你和我就能帮助穷人了。明天我们可以做一件大事。明天人们必须听从我俩。我们想要一个崭新的美国，富勒，一个崭新的美国！”




2030年8月26日

富勒夫妇兴冲冲的，但孩子们却不开心。

“嘿，我们要驾船出游两个星期。”富勒先生说。

“哎呀，不要！”萨姆说，“我想留在这里。”

“我也是。”他的妹妹希拉说。

“可这是为什么呢，萨姆？”富勒太太问。

“妈妈，我18岁了。我有重要的事情要做。”萨姆说。

“重要的事情？什么重要的事情？”富勒先生问。

“我不能告诉你。”萨姆回答。

“哦，西蒙，没关系。”富勒太太说，“你和我去好了，孩子们可以留在这里。”

“好吧。”富勒先生说。但他生气了，离开了房间。




2030年8月27日

S. 富勒发给纽约网吧“电脑通”的邮件写道：“我父母现在驾船出游了，我有更多的时间用电脑。史密斯先生的密码是他女儿的名字。我现在进了史密斯的电脑。他在华盛顿工作。我快要进入总统的电脑了。我现在可以做好多事情。看下一张照片！”




2030年8月27日

S. 富勒给总统发了一封邮件。邮件写道：“亲爱的总统先生，看这张照片。这些导弹既可以呆在天上，也可以掉下来。我可以用自己的电脑把它们弄下来。你在听我说吗，总统先生？我想要一个更好的美国。我不想要钱。不想为我自己要钱。我想为穷人要钱，还要三明治。给穷人三明治。现在就给，不然这些导弹明天全都会掉下来。”




2030年8月27日

总统收到了S. 富勒的邮件，非常生气。

“三明治！三明治！我们能够制止这件事吗？谁有办法？”

“不能，总统先生。我很抱歉。我们找不到信号。”

“那我们现在怎么办？”

“给穷人发钱，总统先生。做三明治。眼下只能一切照办。我们需要更多的时间。”

“好。你！是的，就是你，穿白衬衫的高个子男人。去做些三明治。”

“是，总统先生。”




2030年8月27日

一个女人跑进总统办公室。

“总统先生，”女人说，“我们找到他的信号了。信号是从纽约的一家网吧发出来的。”

“好！”总统说，“抓住他！”




2030年8月27日

“更好的美国，我想要一个更好的美国。”“电脑通”说。警方把“电脑通”带走了，并查看他在纽约网吧用的那台电脑。里面有一封电子邮件，是S. 富勒发来的。




2030年8月27日

警察现在也抓住了萨姆。萨姆惊恐万分。他说：“等一下！我必须给我爸妈打个电话，他们驾船出游了。而且我的妹妹在这里，我不能离开她。你们为什么这样做？请放了我。”




2030年8月28日

富勒夫妇和他们的儿子在一起。他们在和警察交谈。

“萨姆？”富勒太太说，“我们的萨姆和这位……‘电脑通’？抱歉，但是我忍不住笑了。”

“不是我们的萨姆，”富勒先生说，“萨姆不懂电脑。他的老师们辅导他，但他根本不开窍。”

“是的，”富勒太太说，“希拉也在帮他。希拉对电脑很在行。”

“哦，是的，”富勒先生说，“希拉是全纽约的女孩中对电脑最在行的。”

富勒先生看看富勒太太，富勒太太又看看富勒先生。

“希拉在哪儿？”富勒夫妇问。




2030年8月28日

S. 富勒在给“电脑通”的最后一封电子邮件中写道：“喂，你在哪儿？我发给你的电子邮件老是被退回来。你能看到这张照片吗？看这些导弹，它们在华盛顿上空飞行，飞往纽约、伦敦、东京、巴黎、莫斯科，还有罗马。但我没办法把它们弄下来，‘电脑通’。你能帮帮我吗？我现在该怎么办？”


[image: alt]


[image: alt]


[image: alt]


[image: alt]


京权图字：01-2013-7805

Published by arrangement with Oxford University Press for sale in the People's Republic of China only and not for export therefrom. This edition is for sale in the mainland of China only, excluding Hong Kong SAR, Macao SAR and Taiwan.

© Oxford University Press 2008

Oxford is a registered trademark of Oxford University Press

图书在版编目（CIP）数据

雪中的柑橘：英汉对照／（英）伯罗斯（Burrows, P.），（英）福斯特（Foster, M.）著；刘艺姝译．—北京：外语教学与研究出版社，2013.11

（书虫·牛津英汉双语读物）

书名原文：Oranges in the snow

ISBN 978-7-5135-3762-9




Ⅰ．①雪…　Ⅱ．①伯…②福…③刘…　Ⅲ．①英语—汉语—对照读物②侦探小说—英国—现代　Ⅳ．①H319.4：I




中国版本图书馆CIP数据核字（2013）第272369号










出版人　　蔡剑峰

责任编辑　金　辉

封面设计　蔡　颖

出版发行　外语教学与研究出版社

社　　址　北京市西三环北路19号（100089）

网　　址　http://www.fltrp.com

版　　次　2013年12月第1版

书　　号　ISBN 978-7-5135-3762-9




制售盗版必究　举报查实奖励

版权保护举报电话：（010）88817519


内容简介

你是一位著名的科学家，正在和你的助手乔一起在实验室工作。你在对一朵小花进行实验。这朵花很特别，它可以帮助人们在黑暗中看到东西。

但是有人拿走了这朵特别的花，你也找不到乔了。他就是小偷吗，还是另有其人？你接下来会怎么做呢？你会去乔的房间，还是在实验室里寻找，又或者打电话给你的老板呢？注意——只有一种方法可以重新找回这朵特别的花。但是你要迅速行动——时间不多了。

这是一个互动故事，你可以选择接下来读故事的哪一部分，只要跟随每一部分结尾数字的指示便行。


ORANGES IN THE SNOW

You are a famous scientist, and you are working in a laboratory with your assistant Joe. You are doing an experiment on a small flower. It is a very special flower because it can help people to see in the dark.




But then somebody takes the special flower, and you can't find Joe. Is he the thief, or is it another person? What do you do next? Do you go to Joe's room, or do you look in the laboratory, or do you telephone your boss? Be careful – there is only one way to find the special flower again. But move quickly – there is not much time.




This is an interactive story. You can choose what part of the story to read next. Follow the numbers at the end of each section.
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“书虫”免费增值服务上线！
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Oranges in the Snow

1　The night is cold and windy. Outside the laboratory a dog howls. You are Mary Durie, the famous scientist. In your hand is a small flower. It grows in Alaska and it is very special. It can help people to see in the dark, you think.

Joe, your assistant, tells you, 'Everything's ready now. We can do the experiment.' He points to the flower.

You are a little afraid but you say, 'OK, let's start.'

■　You begin the experiment. Go to 18.

[image: alt]

2　You go to the red plane. It is full of fish. A man with a beard gets on the plane. Is he the man you want?

■　You talk to the man on the plane. Go to 29.

[image: alt]

3　You telephone your boss. She is not there – she is playing tennis.

■　Go back to 10.




4　You go to talk to the man. 'What are you doing here? This is private.' He runs away but he drops something. It is a ticket. 'Stop,' you say. But he runs faster.

■　You run after the man. Go to 12.

■　You look at the ticket. Go to 20.

[image: alt]

5　You drink the liquid and go out of the laboratory. You can see in the dark! You walk away from the building and see a dog running after a seal. There is a man behind a car. 'What is he doing there?' you think.

■　You telephone your boss and tell her about the flower. Go to 22.

■　You go back to the laboratory and talk to Joe. Go to 10.

■　You talk to the man behind the car. Go to 4.

[image: alt]

6　You go to Joe's room. He is not there. You hear someone outside. 'Joe! Is that you?' Suddenly, the door closes and you can't get out.

■　Go to 1 and start again.




7　The dog drinks the liquid. After a minute, he smiles and runs away.

■　Go back to 18.




8　You talk to the man with the long hair. 'We're looking for a passenger with a beard,' you say to him.

'Sorry, I can't help you. Are you looking for a watch? I have lots of watches. They are not expensive. ￡3? ￡2?'

'No, thank you. I have a watch.'

'I want a watch,' says Joe.

'We haven't time, Joe!' you say.

■　You talk to the pilot. Go to 30.

[image: alt]

9　You go to the men's table. Just then, they see you. 'Run!' says the man with the hat. 'Let's go.'

The thieves leave the restaurant fast. You and Joe run after them.

The police arrive. 'Where are they?' says a policewoman. 'It's dark and we can't see them.'

But you can see in the dark. 'They are over there,' you tell the police.

■　Go to 24.

[image: alt]

10　You go back into the laboratory. Something is very, very wrong. There is liquid on the table and floor. The table is usually next to the window. Now it is next to the door. And where is Joe? You cannot see him. His white coat is not there – and where is the bottle?

■　You go to Joe's room. Go to 6.

■　You look in this room. Go to 33.

■　You telephone your boss. Go to 3.




11　You go up to him. 'Can we talk to you?' Joe says. 'Of course. Do you want some oranges?' the man asks. You see his face. He hasn't got a beard – but he smells of oranges.

You say, 'No. I'm sorry. You are not the right man.'

■　You ask him some more questions. Go to 15.

■　You go back and follow the tracks on the right. Go to 37.




[image: alt]

12　You run after the man. It is not easy to run in the snow. He runs faster than you run. In front of him is a Jet-sled. 'Come back here!' you cry. 'Stop him, someone!' But the man gets on the Jet-sled – and drives away.

You walk slowly back to the laboratory. You want to talk to Joe but you cannot see him.

■　You go back to the laboratory. Go to 10.

[image: alt]

13　You follow the tracks on the left. In front of you is a delivery man. He has a box of oranges.

'Look, Joe – oranges. Is that the man?' you ask.

'I don't know,' says Joe. 'Has he got a beard?'

■　You go up to him. Go to 11.

[image: alt]

14　There is nobody in the waiting room, but there are two more doors.

■　You go to the shop door. Go to 35.

■　You go to the restaurant door. Go to 23.




15　You ask him some more questions.

'Where do your oranges come from?' you ask.

He says, 'There is a plane at the airport. It is full of oranges from Spain.'

'Is the plane there now?' asks Joe.

'Yes – but it goes soon,' the man says.

'Are you driving back to the airport?' you ask.

'Yes. Do you want to come?'

■　You get in his lorry. Go to 19.

■　You run to the airport. Go to 27.

■　You follow different tracks. Go to 34.

[image: alt]

16　Joe takes the small bottle and drinks the liquid. 'Something is happening,' he says. 'I feel different. My legs and my hands hurt, but...' Joe goes to the window and opens the curtains. 'Mary! What's the time?'

'7 o'clock at night,' you tell him.

'It's daytime for me!' he says. Joe opens the door and looks outside.

■　You drink the liquid too. Go to 5.

■　You look outside with Joe. Go to 25.




17　You look under the table and see the dog. He is eating a shoe. 'Get out!' you say. The dog goes outside with the shoe.

■　You look in the cupboard. Go to 31.

[image: alt]

18　You walk to the window. 'What are you doing?' Joe asks.

'We must be careful,' you say, and you hold up the flower. 'This is very valuable.' You look out of the window, then close the curtains. Joe locks the door.

You put the flower in a little bottle. 'OK. We are ready.'

Joe gives you a bigger bottle. It has liquid in it. You pour some liquid on the flower. It turns green. You heat the little bottle. Slowly, the liquid turns yellow. You see some red smoke. You write in your notebook, fast. Then you smile and say, 'That's it!'

■　You give the small bottle to Joe. Go to 16.

■　You drink the yellow liquid. Go to 5.

■　You drop the liquid and the dog drinks it. Go to 7.

[image: alt]

19　You get in his lorry. He talks a lot. He talks about his mother... about football... about his new trousers...

'Please,' you say. 'We must get to the airport fast.'

'Oh dear!' he says. 'I can't find my keys.'

■　You are very slow. The thief gets away.

Go to 1 and start again.




20　You look at the ticket. It is a plane ticket to Alaska. 'Very interesting,' you think.

■　You go back to the laboratory. Go to 10.

[image: alt]

21　You go to the yellow plane. It begins to move. A minute later the plane is in the air. Is the thief on it? Perhaps he is getting away.

■　Go to 26.

[image: alt]

22　You use your mobile phone and call your boss. She says, 'Good. This can help lots of people – but don't tell anyone. Remember, there are bad men out there. Be very careful, Mary.'

■　You go back into the building. Go to 10.




23　You go into the restaurant. There are lots of people there. One is wearing a white coat. Joe says, 'That's my coat!'

■　You walk across the restaurant. Go to 28.

[image: alt]

24　The police arrest the men and give the notebook, the flower and the small bottle to Joe. You and Joe can now help lots of people with the liquid.

'Why are these important?' the policewoman asks.

'Wait – and see!' you say. You look at Joe and laugh.

[image: alt]

25　You look outside with Joe. He says, 'I can see a dog looking in the dustbins. A seal eating a fish. There's a man driving a car with no lights. This is very exciting!'

■　You drink the liquid. Go to 5.




26　There are only two planes left. Is the thief on the red or the blue one? You want to go to the blue plane. Joe wants to go to the red plane.

■　You go to the blue plane. Go to 36.

■　You go to the red plane. Go to 2.

[image: alt]

27　You run to the airport and see three planes. They are all different colours – blue, yellow and red. 'Which one?' you ask Joe.

'I don't know. Can you see a man with a beard?'

'No. We haven't got much time. Let's go.'

■　You go to the yellow plane. Go to 21.

■　You go to the blue plane. Go to 36.

■　You go to the red plane. Go to 2.

[image: alt]

28　You and Joe walk across the restaurant. The man in the white coat has a beard. You can see it now. He is wearing only one shoe. The man with the beard talks to a man with a hat. 'I have it,' he says and puts a notebook on the table. You look and see it is your notebook! 

The man with the hat says, 'Good! Now we can make lots of money.'

■　You go to the men's table. Go to 9.

[image: alt]

29　You talk to the man. He does not want to talk to you. He says, 'Go away. I must work.'

■　He is the thief, you think. You get the police. Go to 32.

■　You leave him and go to the blue plane. Go to 36.




30　You talk to the pilot. 'I am looking for someone,' you say. 'A man with a beard who smells of oranges.'

The pilot says, 'Everyone on my plane smells of oranges. There is a man with a beard. He is in that building.' The pilot points to a building with three doors. 'Why do you want him?'

'He is a thief, I think. Can you phone the police?' you ask. Then you and Joe run to the building.

■　You go in the restaurant door. Go to 23.

■　You go in the waiting room door. Go to 14.

■　You go in the shop door. Go to 35.

[image: alt]

31　You look in the cupboard and you find Joe. There is a scarf over his mouth and sticky tape on his hands. 'Are you OK?' you ask, and take the scarf away.

'Yes, I'm OK,' he says.

'What can you remember?' you ask.

'A man... with a beard. A smell of... oranges. A fight. His shoe in my hand...'

'Where is the thief?' you ask.

Joe looks at the sticky tape and says, 'The airport, perhaps?'

You go outside. 'Look!'

There are three tracks in the snow.

■　You follow the tracks on the left. Go to 13.

■　You follow the tracks on the right. Go to 37.

■　You follow the tracks straight on. Go to 34.

[image: alt]

32　You get the police. They ask the man lots of questions. After a long time they tell you, 'He works on the plane and he is not the man you want.' It is now very late – the thief is far away.

■　You must begin again. Go back to 1.

[image: alt]

33　You look in the room. You can't see your notebook. Or the flower. Or the small bottle with the liquid in. This is very bad. And where is Joe? Can he be a thief?

Just then you hear a noise. At first you think it is the wind.

You hear it again. It is not the wind. Where is the noise coming from?

■　You look under the table. Go to 17.

■　You look in the cupboard. Go to 31.




34　You follow the tracks straight on. These tracks are yours. They take you back to the building, so you follow the tracks on the right.

■　Go to 37.




35　You go to the shop door but the shop is closed.




■　You go to the restaurant. Go to 23.

■　You go to the waiting room. Go to 14.

[image: alt]

36　You go to the blue plane. There are lots of boxes of oranges. A man with long hair is putting the boxes in a lorry. Next to him is the pilot. Some passengers are next to the plane, but nobody has a beard.

'Do we talk to the man with the long hair or the pilot?' you ask Joe.

■　You talk to the pilot. Go to 30.

■　You talk to the man with long hair. Go to 8.




37　These tracks go to the airport.

■　Go to 27.

[image: alt]


GLOSSARY
词汇表

cupboard n. a box or space in a building; you put things in it　橱柜，衣柜

curtain n. cloth that covers a window　窗帘

delivery man if you buy something, he brings it to your home or work　送货员

drop v. let fall to the ground　掉落，使落下

experiment n. you try an experiment to see if something works　实验

famous adj. you are famous if many people know you　著名的，出名的

heat v. when you heat something it gets hot　加热，使变热

howl v. to make a long, loud cry　（狗、狼等）嗥叫，长嚎

key n. you open and lock doors with this　钥匙

liquid n. something that isn't hard, like water　液体，液态物

lock v. close with a key　锁上

orange n. fruit you eat; it grows on trees　柑橘

private n. a place where some people are not allowed　私人地方

scientist n. someone who finds out things about the world　科学家

smile v. you smile when you are happy　微笑

special adj. very good or unusual　特殊的，特别的

thief n. someone who takes something that is not theirs　小偷，贼

valuable adj. worth a lot of money　值钱的，贵重的

windy adj. a type of weather; it makes trees and washing move　多风的，风大的


Oranges in the Snow



ACTIVITIES
阅读练习




ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1 Look at the front cover of the book. Are the following sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1) The story happens in a cold place.

T □／F □

2) Someone is flying a plane.

T □／F □

3) The story is about apples on a beach.

T □／F □

2 Look at the back cover. Complete the following sentences.

1) Mary Durie is a famous......

2) Her laboratory is in......

3) She has an assistant called......

4) Some people steal her......

3 Look at the front and back cover. Guess the correct answer for each question.

1) The story is...

a □ exciting.

b □ funny.

c □ a love story.

2) The oranges are...

a □ on the plane.

b □ in the laboratory.

c □ valuable.




ACTIVITIES



While Reading

1 Read the first parts of the story (1 & 18). Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1) Mary Durie holds a small flower.

T □／F □

2) Red smoke comes from the little bottle.

T □／F □

3) Joe drops some liquid on the dog.

T □／F □

4) Someone comes in the door.

T □／F □

5) A man eats the flower.

T □／F □

6) Mary Durie writes in her notebook.

T □／F □

2 Read section 31. Who does what? Choose an answer.

1) Who is looking for Joe?

a □ Mary.

b □ The man with the hat.

c □ The delivery man.

2) Who is in the cupboard?

a □ The pilot.

b □ Joe.

c □ The policeman.

3) Who is wearing only one shoe?

a □ The thief.

b □ The dog.

c □ The delivery man.

4) Who says 'Where is the thief?'

a □ Mary.

b □ The man with long hair.

c □ The policeman.

3 Read sections 5, 12, 18, 30, and 36. Some words are in the wrong sentences. Can you put them in the right places?

1) The pilot points to the building at the hat.

2) There are boxes of oranges near the blue airport.

3) Mary sees a dog running after a plane.

4) The man on the Jet-sled wears a funny liquid.

5) The seal with the long hair is putting boxes in the lorry.

6) The man in the little bottle turns yellow.

4 Read sections 23, 28, 9, and 24. In this description, there are six mistakes. Which are they?

Two men come in and sit at a table. One wears a red coat. The other one wears a funny hat. The man in the coat gives the other man a watch. Joe and Mary come into the restaurant. Mary points to the man in the coat. The two men run away. One of them wears only one glove. Mary and Joe catch them.




ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1 Put these words in the right places.

experiment　airport　sticky tape　coat　oranges　flower　restaurant　run 

Mary Durie and Joe are doing an _________ using a special _________ They make a liquid that can help people see in the dark. A man who smells of _________ attacks Joe. The man takes the special liquid and Joe's _________ Mary finds Joe with _________ round his hands. Joe and Mary follow the thief to the _________ They go into a _________ and see two men with the liquid. '_________!' shouts one of the men and they both leave the restaurant fast. The police arrest the men and Mary and Joe get their special liquid back.

2 In the story, what do people use these things for?

1) The sticky tape.

2) The special liquid.

3) The notebook.

3 Answer these questions.

1) Someone steals four things from the laboratory. What are they?

2) Where does the small flower grow?

3) Why can't the police see the thieves in the dark?

4) Why does the man with a beard smell of oranges?

5) Who phones the police?

6) Where do the tracks in the snow go?

4 Put these sentences in the correct order.

1) □ The police arrest the two men.

2) □ Mary drinks the liquid.

3) □ Someone steals the bottle.

4) □ The thieves are in the restaurant.

5) □ Mary talks to the pilot.

6) □ Joe is in the cupboard.


TRANSLATION　参考译文

Oranges in the Snow
雪中的柑橘

1　这是个寒冷、刮着风的夜晚，实验室外有只狗在嚎叫。你是著名的科学家玛丽·迪里。你手中拿着一朵小花。它长在阿拉斯加州，十分特别。你认为它可以帮助人们在黑暗中看到东西。

你的助手乔告诉你：“一切都准备好了，我们可以做实验了。”他指了指花。

你有一点害怕，但你说：“好，我们开始吧。”

■　你开始做实验。跳到18。




2　你走向红色的飞机。飞机里装满了鱼。一个有胡子的男人上了飞机。他是你要找的人吗？

■　你和飞机上的男人交谈。跳到29。




3　你给你的老板打电话，她不在——她在打网球。

■　回到10。




4　你走过去和那个男人交谈。“你在这里做什么？这里是私人地方。”他逃跑了，但掉了一件东西。那是一张票。“站住。”你说。但是他跑得更快了。

■　你去追那个人。跳到12。

■　你查看那张票。跳到20。




5　你喝下液体，走出实验室。你可以在黑暗中看见东西了！你离开了房子，看到一只狗正在追一只海豹。一辆车后面有个人。“他在那里干什么呢？”你想。

■　你给你的老板打电话，告诉她关于这朵花的事情。跳到22。

■　你回到实验室，和乔交谈。跳到10。

■　你和车后面的男人交谈。跳到4。




6　你去乔的房间。他不在。你听到外面有人。“乔！是你吗？”突然，房门关上了，你出不去了。

■　回到1，重新开始。




7　狗喝下液体。一分钟后，它笑着跑开了。

■　回到18。




8　你们和长发男人交谈。“我们在找一个有胡子的乘客。”你对他说。

“对不起，我帮不了你们。你们想要手表吗？我有许多手表，都不贵。三英镑？两英镑？”

“不用了，谢谢。我有手表。”

“我想要一块手表。”乔说。

“我们没时间了，乔！”你说。

■　你和飞行员交谈。跳到30。




9　你们朝他们的桌子走去。就在这时，他们看到了你们。“快跑！”戴帽子的男人说。“我们走！”

小偷们迅速离开了餐馆。你和乔紧追其后。

警察到了。“他们在哪儿？”一位女警察问。“天太黑了，我们看不到他们。”

但是你可以在黑暗中看清东西。“他们在那边。”你告诉警察。

■　跳到24。




10　你回到实验室，情况非常不对劲儿。桌子和地板上洒着液体。桌子通常是靠窗而放，现在它被挪到了门边。乔在哪里呢？你没看到他。他的白色外套也不在——而且，瓶子在哪里？

■　你去乔的房间。跳到6。

■　你在这个房间搜索。跳到33。

■　你给你的老板打电话。跳到3。




11　你们朝那个人走去。“我们可以和你谈谈吗？”乔说。“当然可以。你们想要柑橘吗？”那个男人问。你看到了他的脸。他没有胡子，但是身上有柑橘味。

你说：“不需要。不好意思，你不是我们要找的人。”

■　你们又问了他一些问题。跳到15。

■　你们回去重新沿着右边的脚印追寻。跳到37。




12　你追赶那个人。在雪地中奔跑并不是件轻松的事。他跑得比你快。他前面有一架喷水滑橇。“回来！”你喊道。“谁来拦住他！”但是这个人上了滑橇开走了。

你慢慢走回实验室。你想要和乔谈谈，但是没有看到他。

■　你回到实验室。跳到10。




13　你们沿着左边的脚印追寻。你们面前出现一个送货员，他抱着一箱柑橘。

“看，乔——柑橘。会是那个人吗？”你问。

“我不知道。”乔说。“他有胡子吗？”

■　你们走上前去。跳到11。




14　等候室里没有人，不过还有两扇门。

■　你走向商店的门。跳到35。

■　你走向餐馆的门。跳到23。




15　你们又问了他几个问题。

“你的柑橘从哪里来的？”你问。

他说：“机场有一架飞机，装满了从西班牙来的柑橘。”

“飞机现在还在那里吗？”乔问。

“在，不过它很快就要离开了。”那个男人回答。

“你要开车回机场吗？”你问。

“是的。你们要一起来吗？”

■　你们上了他的卡车。跳到19。

■　你们跑到机场。跳到27。

■　你们追踪另一行脚印。跳到34。




16　乔拿过小瓶，喝了里面的液体。“有什么在变，”他说，“我觉得不一样了。我的腿和手很疼，但是……”他走向窗户，拉开了窗帘。“玛丽！几点了？”

“晚上七点。”你告诉他。

“对我来说就像白天！”他说。乔打开了门，向外望去。

■　你也喝下了液体。跳到5。

■　你和乔一起向外望。跳到25。




17　你往桌下看，看到了一只狗，它正在啃一只鞋。“出去！”你说。狗叼着鞋子出去了。

■　你查看橱柜。跳到31。




18　你走到窗前。“你在做什么？”乔问。

“我们可得小心点儿。”你一边举起花一边说道，“它十分珍贵。”你向窗外看看，然后拉上了窗帘。乔锁上了门。

你把花放进一个小瓶。“好了，我们可以开始了。”

乔递给你一个大一点儿的瓶子，里面装有液体。你往花上倒了一点儿液体。它变成了绿色。你给小瓶加热，慢慢地，液体变成了黄色。你看到一些红色的烟。你快速地在笔记本上做记录。然后笑了，说：“就是它了！”

■　你把小瓶递给乔。跳到16。

■　你喝下黄色液体。跳到5。

■　你打翻了液体，狗喝了它。跳到7。




19　你们上了他的卡车。他很能说，说他的妈妈……说足球……说他的新裤子……

“拜托，”你说，“我们必须尽快赶到机场。”

“天哪！”他说，“我找不到钥匙了。”

■　你们行动太缓慢，小偷跑了。

　　返回1，重新开始。




20　你看着票。这是一张去阿拉斯加州的机票。“有意思。”你想。

■　你回到实验室。跳到10。




21　你走向黄色的飞机，它开始移动。一分钟后，飞机飞上了天。小偷在上面吗？可能他成功逃脱了。

■　跳到26。




22　你用手机给老板打电话。她说：“很好。这可以帮助很多人——但不要告诉任何人。记住，外头有坏人，要万分小心，玛丽。”

■　你走回房子。跳到10。




23　你们走进餐馆。餐馆里有很多人，其中一个穿着一件白色外套。乔说：“那是我的外套！”

■　你们向餐馆里头走去。跳到28。




24　警察逮捕了这两个人，把笔记本、花和小瓶交给乔。现在你和乔可以用这种液体帮助很多人了。

“它们为什么会这么重要呢？”女警察问。

“等着——看吧！”你说。你看着乔，大笑起来。




25　你和乔一起向外望。他说：“我看到一只狗在翻垃圾箱，一只海豹在吃鱼，还有一个男人在开车，但没开车灯。这太让人激动了！”

■　你喝下液体。跳到5。




26　只剩下两架飞机了。小偷是在红色飞机上还是蓝色飞机上？你想要去蓝色飞机，乔想要去红色飞机。

■　你们走向蓝色飞机。跳到36。

■　你们走向红色飞机。跳到2。




27　你们跑到机场，看到三架飞机。每架飞机的颜色都不同，有蓝色、黄色和红色。“是哪一架？”你问乔。

“不知道。你看到留胡子的男人了吗？”

“没有。我们时间不多，走吧！”

■　你们走向黄色飞机。跳到21。

■　你们走向蓝色飞机。跳到36。

■　你们走向红色飞机。跳到2。




28　你和乔向餐馆里头走去。你现在可以看到，穿白色外套的男人长着胡子，他只穿着一只鞋。长胡子的男人在和一个戴帽子的男人交谈。“我拿到了。”他说着，把一个笔记本放到桌上。你看到那是你的笔记本！

戴帽子的男人说：“太好了！现在我们可以赚很多钱了！”

■　你走向他们的桌子。跳到9。




29　你和那个男人说话，他却不想和你说话。他说：“走开，我必须工作。”

■　你认为他就是那个小偷。你叫来警察。跳到32。

■　你撇下他，走向蓝色飞机。跳到36。




30　你和飞行员交谈。“我正在找人，”你说，“这个人长着胡子，身上有柑橘味。”

飞行员说：“我飞机上人人身上都有柑橘味。不过长着胡子的男人倒有一个。他在那栋房子里。”飞行员指着一栋有三个门的房子。“你们为什么找他？”

“我觉得他是小偷。你可以报警吗？”你问。然后你和乔跑向那栋房子。

■　你们走进餐馆的门。跳到23。

■　你们走进等候室的门。跳到14。

■　你们走进商店的门。跳到35。




31　你查看橱柜里面，发现了乔。他的嘴上给围巾勒着，手上缠着胶带。“你还好吗？”你问，并取下围巾。

“我没事。”乔说。

“你记得发生了什么事吗？”你问。

“一个男人……长着胡子，还有……柑橘味。我们打了起来。我抓住了他的鞋子……”

“小偷在哪里？”你问。

乔看着胶带，说：“大概在机场？”

你走出门。“看！”

雪地上有三行脚印。

■　你沿着左边的脚印追寻。跳到13。

■　你沿着右边的脚印追寻。跳到37。

■　你沿着直行的脚印追寻。跳到34。




32　你叫来警察。他们问了这个男人许多问题。过了很长时间之后，他们告诉你：“他在飞机上工作，并不是你们要找的人。”现在为时已晚——小偷已经逃得远远的了。

■　你必须重新开始。回到1。




33　你在房间里找。你没有看到你的笔记本，也没看到那朵花，连装着液体的小瓶子也不见了。这太糟了。乔去哪儿了？他会是小偷吗？

就在这时，你听到有声音。一开始你以为是风声。

你又听到了声音。这声音不是风声，它是哪里发出来的？

■　你查看桌子底下。跳到17。

■　你查看橱柜里。跳到31。




34　你沿着直行的脚印追寻。这行脚印是你自己的，它们带你回到了屋子，所以你又沿着右边的脚印追寻。

■　跳到37。




35　你走向商店，但是商店关门了。

■　你走向餐馆。跳到23。

■　你走向等候室。跳到14。




36　你们走向蓝色飞机，上面有许多箱柑橘。一个长发男人正在把柑橘搬进一辆卡车，他旁边是飞行员。一些乘客站在飞机旁，但是没有人有胡子。

“我们是跟长发男人谈谈，还是要跟飞行员谈谈？”你问乔。

■　你们和飞行员交谈。跳到30。

■　你们和长发男人交谈。跳到8。




37　这行脚印通向机场。

■　跳到27。
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内容简介

你出去购物时会随身带多少钱？你会不会很小心？有时会有人当街偷钱——这时你就需要警察的帮助。

丹、苏和吉姆是伦敦的警察。他们最近很不开心，因为有个小偷每天都从商店附近的人身上偷钱。

他们怎样才能找到这个小偷？这个小偷长什么样——是男是女？是老是少？要弄清这些可不容易。

他们有什么设备可以帮上忙吗？他们有对讲机——可小偷有手机。丹、苏和吉姆需要一样小偷没有的东西——他们需要监控录像！


POLICE TV

How much money do you take with you when you go shopping?  Are  you  careful?  Sometimes  people  steal money in the street – then you need the police to help you.




Dan, Sue, and Jim are police officers in London. They are not happy because a robber steals money from people near some shops every day.




How can they find the robber? What does the robber look like – is it a man or a woman? Old or young? It is not always easy to know.




What do they have to help them? They have radios – but robbers have phones. Dan, Sue, and Jim need something that the robber doesn't have – they need Police TV!
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1 THE JOGGER

Dan and Sue are police officers in London. It is a Tuesday morning, and Dan is angry.

'What's the matter, Dan?' Sue asks.

'Look at this,' Dan says. 'Every day someone steals money from people near the shops. We must stop this.'

'Yes, of course,' Sue says. 'But who is it?'
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'There is a jogger,' Dan says. 'Every day he runs near the shops. Sometimes he runs into people. Perhaps he steals the money.'

'OK,' Sue says. 'Let's go to the shops. Perhaps we can see this jogger.'

They sit upstairs in a window over the shops. Dan has a radio. They watch the people in the street.

'Look!' Sue says. 'There's the jogger!'
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The young man runs into an old woman, and she falls down. The jogger puts his hand on the old woman's arm. 'I'm sorry,' he says. 'Can I help you? Here's your bag.'

Then a young woman shouts at him. 'Don't run here!' she says. 'It's dangerous! Go away!'

The young man runs away. Dan talks in his radio. 'Quick! Stop him! He's running up North Street!'

A police car stops the young man in North Street.
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'Are you OK now?' Sue asks the old woman.

'Yes, thank you. Where is that nice young woman? I can't see her now.'

'Have you got all your money?' Sue asks.

The old woman looks in her bag. 'No, I haven't! My money's in my purse. But my purse isn't here!'

'OK Sue,' Dan says. 'Let's talk to the jogger!'
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'Who are you?' Sue asks the young man.

'My name's Peter Jones. Why? Who are you?'

'We're police officers. Why do you go running past the shops every day?'

'Why not? I like running.'

'OK,' Dan says. 'Let's look for the money.'

'What money?' Peter Jones asks. 'What are you talking about? I never take money with me when I run.'

Dan looks for the money but he cannot find any.
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'Can I go now?' Peter Jones asks.

'OK,' Dan says angrily. 'But don't come back!'

'Why not?' Peter asks angrily. 'I live here! And I'm not doing anything wrong!' He runs away.

'What do we do now?' Sue asks. 'Where is the old woman's money, and her purse?'

'I don't know,' says Dan. 'Somebody has it. But who?'
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2 TV

Dan and Sue go back to the shops. 'I don't understand,' Dan says. 'The jogger hasn't got the money so we must look for someone different.'

'Look,' Sue says. 'There's a TV camera over that shop door. Perhaps that can help us.'
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They go into the shop and watch the video.

'Look,' Sue says. 'There's the old woman. She's getting money from the bank and putting it into her purse. Now she's putting the purse into the bag.'

'Stop the video there,' says Dan. 'Now, look carefully. Is anybody watching her?'

'There are a lot of people in the street,' Sue says. 'I'm not sure. Is it that man with the long hair?'
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'Perhaps,' says Dan. 'Let's go on. What happens next?'

They watch the video. The jogger runs into the old lady. He stops and helps her. She shouts at him and he runs away. Then a lot of people come and help the old lady.

'Look!' Sue says. 'The long-haired man has her arm.'

'Yes, but that woman has her bag,' Dan says. 'What's she doing with it? Oh! I can't see! There's a man in front of her!'
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'Listen, I have an idea,' Dan says. 'You go to the bank tomorrow, and take some money out.'

'Why's that a good idea?' Sue asks.

'Because we can watch you,' Dan answers. 'Get a lot of money from the bank, and let everybody in the street see it. Take a radio too, so you can talk to me.'

'OK,' Sue says. 'We can do that tomorrow morning, then.'
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3 HELP ME! QUICK!

Next day Sue goes to the bank. Dan is watching with another policeman, Jim. They have radios.

'I'm getting the money now,' Sue says.

'That's good, Sue,' Dan says on his radio. 'Now let everybody see it.'

Sue drops some money near her feet. People in the street look at her.
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'Look – there's the man with the long hair!' Jim says. 'He's picking up the money. Shall I arrest him?'

'No, wait,' Dan says. 'Watch.'

The man picks up the money and gives it to Sue. 'Here you are,' he says. 'That's a lot of money – be careful!'

'Thanks,' Sue says.

'That's OK.' The man smiles and walks away.
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'Have you got all the money, Sue?' Dan asks by radio. 'Yes, it's all here,' Sue says. 'What can I do now?'

'Buy some things in the shops, and then walk slowly down the street,' Dan says. 'We're watching you.'

Sue buys some apples, milk and bread. Then she walks slowly down the street. Dan and Jim watch her go.

'Is anybody following me?' Sue asks.

'No,' Dan says. 'There's a woman with a baby. That's all.'
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'Don't follow me,' Sue says into the radio. 'Nobody must see you. I'm turning right, into Smith Street... now I'm turning left into Peg Lane. The woman with the baby is following me... I'm turning right, into Dale Avenue.'

'Are there lots of people about?' Dan asks.

'No, it's very quiet. Nothing is happening.'

Dan and Jim wait. Then Sue shouts: 'Be careful! Oh, help me, quick! Help!'
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The jogger, Peter Jones, runs into Sue and she falls over. There are apples, milk and bread everywhere.

'I'm sorry,' says the man. 'Let me help you.'

The woman takes Sue's arm. 'Are you OK?' she asks. 'Go away!' she shouts at the man.

But he sees the radio in Sue's pocket. 'What's this?' he asks. 'A police radio? Give me the money, quick!'

He takes the money and runs.
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The woman wants to run after him but Sue holds her. 'Stop!' she says. 'I'm a police officer. You must stay here!'

'But why?' the woman asks. 'I want to help you. That man has your money – I haven't got it!'

'Is he your friend?' Sue asks. 'Where does he live?'

'I don't know,' the woman says. 'I don't know him.'

'Who are you?' Sue asks. 'Where do you live?'

'Linda... Linda Wilks. I live at 14, Old Street.'

[image: alt]


4 MAN WITH A KNIFE

Dan runs up to Sue. 'Are you OK?' he asks.

'Yes, I'm OK,' she says. 'Go on, Dan – run!'

Sue calls a police car on her radio. Dan runs after Peter Jones. 'Jim, he's turning left into Dock Lane!' he shouts. 'Can you see him?'
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'I can see him but he's running very fast,' Jim says. The jogger sees Jim and gets into a boat. Jim runs to the river and gets into the boat, too.

'Stop!' Jim says. 'I'm a police officer – Oh no!'

The jogger, Peter Jones, hits Jim and he falls into the water. The boat goes across the river.
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Dan helps Jim out of the water. 'He's going into a café,' Dan says. 'Come on – let's run to that bridge!'

They go across the bridge and run to the café. Jim goes behind the café and Dan goes in.

'Is he in there?' Jim asks on his radio.

'Yes,' Dan answers. 'Jim – he's coming out!'

'Stop,' says Jim. 'I'm a police officer.'

But Peter has a knife in his hand.
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Jim holds out his hand. 'Give me the knife, Peter.'

'Stay back!' Peter says. 'I can kill you with this.'

Jim can see Dan in the door behind Peter. Dan walks out of the door, very slowly and quietly.

'Come on, Peter,' says Jim. 'Give me the knife.'

Dan takes Peter's arms from behind, and Jim takes the knife from his hand. Dan finds the money in Peter's trousers.
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5 AT THE POLICE STATION

'I want to go home now,' says Linda. 'My baby is hungry and tired.'

'Do you know Peter Jones?' Sue asks. 'Do you and Peter steal money from people?'

'No, I don't know him. And I never steal money.'

'Do you know this woman, Peter?' Dan asks.

'No,' says Peter. 'I don't know her. Who is she?'
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Dan and Sue go back to their office.

'Does Linda work with Peter?' Dan asks Sue.

'Yes, she does,' says Sue. 'Watch this video. Look – there she is! She's watching me get the money, and now she's talking to someone on her phone.'

'But who is she talking to?'

'She's talking to Peter, of course. Now she's following me and talking to him again. She's talking about me.'
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Dan and Sue speak to Linda again.

'Can I see your phone, please, Ms Wilks?' Sue asks.

'My phone? Why do you want to see that?'

'Well, it remembers a lot of numbers.'

Sue presses 1 on Linda's phone. Peter's phone begins to ring. Sue laughs. 'Let me ask you again, Ms Wilks. Do you know Peter Jones?'

'Well, yes, OK. I know him. But I don't steal money.'
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Sue and Dan take Linda home. They go into her house.

'There's two hundred pounds under your bed, Linda,' Dan says. 'And look – this is the old lady's purse.'

'This is a nice photo of you and the baby,' Sue says. 'But who is the man? Is he the baby's father?'

'OK, it's Peter,' says Linda. 'And yes, I do steal the money. I'm sorry, OK?'

'No, Linda, it's not OK,' Sue says. 'It's not OK at all.'
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GLOSSARY
词汇表

arrest v. when the police find a bad man and take him to the police station 逮捕，拘捕

bridge n. a road or path that goes over water 桥，桥梁

buy v. get something from a shop with money 买，购买

café n. a place where you sit and drink coffee or tea 咖啡馆

dangerous adj. something that can hurt you is dangerous 危险的，有危害的

follow v. walk behind someone 跟着，跟随

idea n. something you think 想法，主意

jogger n. a runner 慢跑者

let v. make it easy for something to happen 让，使；任由

police officer n. a man or woman in the police 警察，警官

purse n. a small bag for money 钱包

shout v. talk very loudly 大声说，喊叫

steal v. take something that is not yours 偷，窃取

turn v. go left or right 转弯，转向


Police TV



ACTIVITIES
阅读练习




ACTIVITIES



Before Reading




1 Look at the front and back covers and then answer the questions. Tick one box for each question.

1) When does the story happen?

a □ In the present.

b □ In the future.

c □ Long ago.

2) Who is the story about?

a □ Young people.

b □ Older people.

c □ Children.

3) Who steals money from people?

a □ Dan.

b □ A robber.

c □ The police.

4) What kind of story is this?

a □ Frightening.

b □ Exciting.

c □ ......... (You can write your own answer.)




ACTIVITIES



While Reading

1 Read the first half of Chapter 1 and then answer these questions.

1) What happens every day near the shops?

a □ A woman runs past the shops.

b □ Someone takes money from people.

c □ Dan and Sue go shopping.

2) What does the young man do to the old woman?

a □ He puts his hand on her arm.

b □ He puts his hand on her leg.

c □ He takes her bag.

2 Read the second half of Chapter 1. Who says this in the story?

1) 'Have you got all your money?'

2) 'My purse isn't here!'

3) 'I like running.'

4) 'OK. But don't come back!'

3 Read Chapter 2. Answer these questions.

1) What does Sue see over the shop door?

2) What do Dan and Sue do in the shop?

3) How many people come to help the old lady?

4) Who goes to the bank and takes some money out?

4 Read Chapter 3. Are these statements true (T) or false (F)?

1) The man with the long hair picks up the money.

T □／F □

2) The man with the long hair takes the money from Sue.

T □／F □

3) Sue is following a woman with a baby.

T □／F □

4) It's very quiet in Dale Avenue.

T □／F □

5) Peter Jones takes the radio from Sue's pocket.

T □／F □

5 Read Chapter 4. Answer these questions.

Who

1) ... calls a police car on her radio?

2) ... hits Jim?

3) ... helps Jim out of the water?

4) ... goes behind the café?

5) ... takes Peter's arms from behind?

6 Before you read Chapter 5, can you guess what happens?

1) The police take Peter to the police station.

YES □／NO □

2) Linda knows Peter.

YES □／NO □

3) Linda tries to help Peter.

YES □／NO □

4) Linda is angry with Peter.

YES □／NO □

5) Peter runs away, but Linda finds him.

YES □／NO □




ACTIVITIES



After Reading




1 Use these words to join these sentences together.

and　but　so　because

1) Peter Jones runs into the old woman. She falls down.

2) The old woman looks in her bag. She can't find her purse.

3) Dan has a radio. He can talk to Sue.

4) Peter is afraid. He sees a radio in Sue's pocket.

2 Put these seven sentences in the right order.

a □ Peter Jones runs into Sue.

b □ She drops the money in the street.

c □ Sue walks into Smith Street, Peg Lane, and Dale Avenue.

d □ He sees the radio in her pocket, takes her money, and runs.

e □ The long-haired man picks up the money and gives it to her.

f □ The woman with the baby follows her.

g □ Sue takes some money out of the bank.

3 Look at each picture, then answer the questions.

1)
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Who is this?

What is she doing?




2)
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Who is this?

What is she doing?




3)
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Who is this?

What is she doing?




4)
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Who is this?

Who is she talking to?




5)
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Who is this?

What is he doing?




6)
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Who is this?

What is he doing?


TRANSLATION　参考译文

Police TV

监控录像

1　慢跑的人

丹和苏是伦敦的警察。一个星期二的早晨，丹在生气。

“怎么了，丹？”苏问道。

“看这个，”丹说，“有个人每天都在商店附近偷人家的钱。我们必须阻止这种事。”

“那当然，”苏说，“不过这个人是谁呢？”




“有个慢跑的人，”丹说，“他每天都在商店附近跑步。有时还会撞到人，可能他就是小偷。”

“好，”苏说，“我们去商店。或许能见到那个慢跑的人。”

他们坐在商店对面楼上的一扇窗边。丹拿着对讲机，他们观察着街上的行人。

“看！”苏说道，“那个慢跑的人！”




那个小伙子撞到了一个老太太，老太太摔倒在地。小伙子扶着老太太的胳膊。“对不起，”他说，“需要我帮忙吗？这是你的包。”

这时，一个年轻女子朝他嚷嚷。“别在这儿跑步！”她说，“很危险！走开！”

小伙子跑开了。丹对着对讲机说道：“快！拦住他！他正沿着北街跑！”

一辆警车在北街拦住了那个小伙子。




“您现在还好吧？”苏问老太太。

“我没事儿，谢谢。那个热心的姑娘在哪儿？她不见了。”

“您的钱都在吗？”苏问。

老太太看看包里。“不见了！我的钱放在钱包里，可钱包不见了！”

“好啦，苏，”丹说，“我们去和那个慢跑的人谈谈！”




“你叫什么？”苏问那个小伙子。

“我叫彼得·琼斯。怎么了？你们是谁？”

“我们是警察。你为什么每天都要从商店门口跑过？”

“有什么不行呢？我喜欢跑步。”

“好吧，”丹说，“我们来找找那些钱。”

“什么钱？”彼得·琼斯问，“你们在说什么？我跑步时从来不随身带钱。”

丹搜了搜，可一分钱也没找到。




“现在我能走了吗？”彼得·琼斯问。

“走吧。”丹生气地说，“但别再回来了！”

“凭什么？”彼得生气地问道，“我住这儿！再说我又没做错什么！”他跑开了。

“现在怎么办？”苏问，“那老太太的钱在哪儿？还有她的钱包呢？”

“我不知道，”丹说，“肯定有人偷了，到底是谁呢？”

2　监控录像

丹和苏回到商店。“我不明白，”丹说，“那个慢跑的人没有偷钱，那我们必须寻找其他嫌疑人。”

“看，”苏说，“商店的门上有个监控摄像机。或许它能帮上忙。”




他们走进商店查看录像。

“看，”苏说，“这是那个老太太，她正从银行取钱，把钱放进钱包里。现在她正把钱包放到包里。”

“暂停一下录像，”丹说，“现在，仔细看看。有人在盯着她吗？”

“街上有很多人，”苏说，“我也不确定。是那个长头发男人吗？”




“有可能，”丹说，“继续看吧。接下来发生了什么事？”

他们接着看录像。慢跑的人撞到了老太太，停下来帮她，老太太冲他大喊，他就跑开了。然后很多人走过来帮老太太。

“看！”苏说，“那个长头发男人拉着她的胳膊。”

“不错，可那个女人拿着她的包。”丹说，“她拿着包干什么？哦！我看不到！有个男人挡在她前面！”




“听着，我有个主意，”丹说，“你明天去银行取些钱出来。”

“这个主意有什么好啊？”苏问。

“因为我们能暗中观察，”丹回答说，“你从银行取很多钱，让街上所有人都看见。再带个对讲机，这样你就能跟我通话了。”

“好吧，”苏说，“那我们明天早上就行动。”

3　帮我！快！

第二天，苏去了银行。丹和另一个警察吉姆在暗中观察。他们带着对讲机。

“我现在要取钱了。”苏说。

“好的，苏，”丹对着对讲机说，“要让每个人都看见。”

苏掉了些钱在她脚边。街上的人纷纷看着她。




“看——那个长头发男人！”吉姆说，“他正捡钱呢。要我去逮捕他吗？”

“别，先等等。”丹说，“再看看。”

长发男人把钱捡起来还给了苏。“给你，”他说，“不少钱呢——当心点！”

“谢谢！”苏说。

“不客气。”男人笑了笑，走开了。




“你的钱都在吗，苏？”丹用对讲机问。“在，都在。”苏回答说，“我现在做什么？”

“去商店买些东西，再沿着街慢慢走。”丹说，“我们看着你。”

苏买了些苹果、牛奶和面包，然后沿街慢慢走。丹和吉姆一直观察着。

“有人跟踪我吗？”苏问。

“没有，”丹回答说，“有个带小孩的女人。没别人了。”




“别跟着我。”苏对着对讲机说，“不能让人看见你们。我在往右拐，到史密斯大街了……我现在往左拐，到佩格路了。带小孩的那个女人在跟着我……我往右拐，到戴尔大道了。”

“附近人多吗？”丹问。

“不多，很安静。什么事都没有。”

丹和吉姆等着，接着就听到苏在喊：“小心！啊，快来帮我，快！”




彼得·琼斯——那个慢跑的人——撞到了苏，苏摔倒在地。苹果、牛奶和面包掉了一地。

“对不起。”他说，“我来帮你。”

带小孩的女人拉着苏的胳膊。“你没事吧？”她问。“走开！”她冲彼得·琼斯嚷道。

彼得看到了苏口袋里的对讲机。“这是什么？”他问，“警用对讲机？把钱给我，快！”

他拿着钱跑了。




那女人也想跟着他跑掉，但被苏抓住了。“站住！”苏说，“我是警察。不许动！”

“为什么？”女人问，“我是想帮你。那个男的抢了你的钱，不是我！”

“他是你朋友？”苏问，“他住哪儿？”

“我不知道，”女人说，“我不认识他。”

“你叫什么？”苏问道，“你住哪儿？”

“琳达……琳达·威尔克斯。我住在老街14号。”

4　持刀男子

丹朝苏跑过去。“你没事吧？”他问。

“没事，我还好。”苏说，“赶紧追，丹——快！”

苏用对讲机呼叫了警车。丹紧追彼得·琼斯。“吉姆，他左拐跑到码头路上了！”丹喊道，“看到他了吗？”




“看到了，可他跑得很快。”吉姆说。慢跑者看见了吉姆，然后上了一艘小艇。吉姆跑到河边，也上了那艘小艇。

“站住！”吉姆说，“我是警察——哦，不！”

彼得·琼斯打了吉姆一拳，吉姆掉进了水里。小艇驶向河对岸。




丹把吉姆拉上了岸。“他要进一家咖啡厅。”丹说，“快，我们往桥那儿跑！”

他们过了桥，朝那家咖啡厅跑过去。吉姆绕到了咖啡厅的后面，丹从前面走了进去。

“他在里面吗？”吉姆用对讲机问道。

“在。”丹回答，“吉姆——他出来了！”

“站住，”吉姆说，“我是警察。”

但彼得手里拿着一把刀。




吉姆伸出手。“把刀给我，彼得。”

“别过来！”彼得说，“我可以用这把刀杀了你。”

吉姆看到丹在彼得身后的门里。丹慢慢地、轻轻地走出来。

“快点，彼得，”吉姆说，“把刀给我。”

丹从背后抓住了彼得的胳膊，吉姆把刀从他手里夺过来。丹在彼得裤子里找到了那些钱。

5　在警察局

“我现在想回家。”琳达说，“我宝宝又累又饿。”

“你认识彼得·琼斯吗？”苏问，“你是不是和彼得合伙偷钱？”

“不，我不认识他。而且我从来没偷过钱。”

“你认识这个女人吗，彼得？”丹问。

“不认识。”彼得说，“我不认识她。她是谁？”




丹和苏回到办公室。

“琳达是彼得的同伙吗？”丹问苏。

“是，她是。”苏说，“看这段录像。看——她就在那儿！她看着我取了钱，这会儿在给什么人打电话。”

“可她在跟谁说话呢？”

“当然是和彼得。现在她跟踪我，又跟他通了话。她在说我的事。”




丹和苏又去问琳达。

“我能看一下你的手机吗，威尔克斯女士？”苏问。

“我的手机？你为什么想看我的手机？”

“嗯，里面记录了很多号码。”

苏按了琳达手机上的1键。彼得的手机响了起来。苏笑道：“我再问你一遍，威尔克斯女士。你认识彼得·琼斯吗？”

“好吧，是，我认识。我是认识他。可我不偷钱。”




苏和丹把琳达带回她的家。他们一起进屋。

“你床底下有两百英镑，琳达。”丹说，“看——这是那个老太太的钱包。”

“你和宝宝的这张照片照得真好。”苏说，“不过这个男的是谁？是孩子他爸吗？”

“行啦，那是彼得。”琳达说，“是，钱是我偷的。对不起，行了吧？”

“不，琳达，不行。”苏说，“这绝对不行。”
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内容简介

哪里都有漂亮的姑娘，笑容迷人的小伙子也不稀奇。每一座大城小镇都有年轻男女在一瞥一笑间互相吸引。他们就这样相遇，相识，畅谈，欢笑……多么美妙的日日夜夜，这就是爱的魔力。

威尔看见了安娜，她是个漂亮的姑娘，他想认识她，可是要怎么做呢？他能听到她的吉他声，却找不到她的身影。

安娜看见了威尔，她也想认识他，但是他在哪里？她能闻到他留在电梯里的玫瑰花香，可是他去了哪里？

安娜的朋友薇姬想帮她。威尔的奶奶也想帮他。可是一切的努力都没有结果。安娜和威尔能再次相遇吗？让他们互相吸引的是爱吗？


RED ROSES

There are pretty young women everywhere. And there are young men with nice smiles. In every town, in every city, young men are looking at young women, and young women are smiling at them. They look, they meet, they talk, they laugh... happy days, sweet nights – it's love.

Will looks at Anna. She is a pretty young woman, and he wants to meet her. But how? He can hear her guitar, but he cannot find her.

Anna looks at Will. She wants to meet him too. But where is he? She can smell his roses in the elevator, but where does he go?

Anna's friend Vicki wants to help. Will's gran wants to help. But nothing happens. Can Anna find Will? Can Will meet Anna? Is it love?
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1
White roses

It's August. Anna is playing her guitar on the balcony of her new apartment. 'I like it here,' she thinks.

Then her phone rings. It's her friend Vicki.

'I'm coming now, Anna. It's Grandview Apartments, Charlton, isn't it?'

'That's right. See you soon.'

Anna takes her guitar and goes out of her apartment. She goes down in the elevator and goes outside.
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Anna is waiting outside the apartment building.

A young man is walking along the street. He is carrying a bunch of white roses.

Anna looks at them. 'What beautiful roses!' she thinks. Then she looks at the young man. 'He's nice too!' she thinks.

The young man looks at her and smiles, and suddenly Anna's face is pink.
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Will is walking along the street, when he sees a young woman with a guitar.

'Hmm – a guitar!' he thinks. 'I must play my guitar more often.'

Then he looks at the young woman.

'She's nice!' he thinks, and he smiles at her.

Anna's face is pink, and she looks away. Will goes into Grandview Apartments.
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Just then, Vicki arrives in her car.

'Hello, Anna,' she says. 'Are you OK? Your face is a bit pink. What's the matter?'

'Oh – er – nothing,' says Anna.

They drive away. Vicki talks to Anna, but Anna is thinking about the young man.

'Who is he?' she thinks. 'Does he live in the building? Who are the roses for? His wife? His girlfriend? His mother?'
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'Anna? Are you listening?' says Vicki.

'Oh! Sorry, Vicki,' says Anna. Her face is red now.

'What are you thinking about?' says Vicki. 'Tell me!'

'Well, I'm thinking about a bunch of roses,' says Anna. 'And a man.'

'Aha! Who is he?' says Vicki.

'I don't know,' says Anna.

'But I want to know,' she thinks.
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Will arrives at his gran's apartment.

'Hello, dear,' she says. 'Oh, you are a good boy. You always bring me roses.'

'Of course,' says Will.

Gran makes Will some coffee. She asks him a question, but Will does not answer.

'Will, are you listening? You're thinking about something, aren't you? What is it?'

'Oh – sorry, Gran. It's – it's not important.'
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Later, Will says goodbye to his gran. Then he gets into his car and drives away.

In the car he thinks about the young woman with the guitar.

'Where does she live?' he thinks. 'Does she live in one of the apartments? Or has she got a friend there? How can I meet her? Who is she?'

[image: alt]

Five minutes later, Anna and Vicki arrive outside the apartment building.

'Goodnight, Vicki,' says Anna.

'Quick – go inside,' says Vicki. 'Just think – you walk out of the elevator, and there is a young man with a bunch of roses. And he says—'

'Oh be quiet,' laughs Anna. 'See you tomorrow.'
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2
Pink roses

It's September. Will is visiting his gran again.

'It's a lovely day, Will,' she says. 'Let's have our coffee on the balcony.'

Will and his gran are sitting on the balcony in the sun, when suddenly Will hears a guitar.

'Listen!' he says. 'That's a guitar. Where's it coming from?' He stands up and looks around, but he cannot see the guitar.

'Excuse me, Gran,' he says. 'I – er – back soon!' And he runs out of the apartment.
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Will runs along the corridor. Where is the guitar? And who is playing it?

He stops outside an apartment and listens. Nothing.

'Perhaps it's outside,' he thinks. 'Perhaps she's on her balcony.'

So he goes down in the elevator and goes outside.

Upstairs, Anna takes her guitar and goes inside. She closes the door to the balcony.

'That's it for today,' she thinks.
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Will looks at all the balconies, but he cannot see or hear a guitar.

He goes back to his gran's apartment.

'Are you all right, dear?' she says.

'Yes thanks, Gran,' says Will. 'It's just – oh, it's not important. Well, it is important, but...'

And Will tells Gran about the girl with the guitar.
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A week later, Anna is coming home. She can see a young man near the apartment building, and he is carrying a bunch of roses – pink roses today. But he is not looking, and he does not see her.

Anna walks more quickly. But when she gets to the building, there is nobody there.

She gets into the elevator. There is nobody in the elevator, but she can smell roses – beautiful pink roses.
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One day Anna comes home and finds Gran at the door of the building with a lot of bags.

'Oh, can I help you?' she says. 'Can I carry something?'

'Thank you very much,' says Gran.

At the apartment, Gran says, 'Come in, dear. Would you like some coffee?'

'Oh – that's very nice of you,' says Anna. 'I'm new here, and I don't know anybody in the building.'

'What do you do?' asks Gran.

'I'm a music student,' says Anna.
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Gran brings some coffee into the room.

'These are lovely apartments, aren't they?' says Anna.

'Oh yes,' says Gran. 'I like it here very much.' She tells Anna about her apartment, and about Charlton. Later Anna gets up.

'I must go now,' she says. 'Thank you for the coffee.'

'Goodbye, dear,' says Gran, and Anna goes out.

'What a nice girl,' Gran thinks. 'But – just a minute. A music student – perhaps she's the girl with the guitar! I can ask her over one day when Will comes. No I can't – I don't know the number of her apartment!'
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Later that week Vicki talks to Anna. 'I'm having a party on Saturday,' she says. 'Can you come?'

'Yes, of course!' says Anna. 'Your parties are always wonderful.'

Vicki calls her brother. 'Come to my party on Saturday, James,' she says, 'and bring some friends.'

On Saturday, James and his friends arrive at Vicki's house.

'Hi, Vicki,' says James. 'Meet my friends. This is Tom, and Daniel – and Will.'
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Just then, Vicki's phone rings.

'I'm sorry, Vicki,' says Anna. 'I can't come to your party, because I'm not feeling well.'

'Oh Anna! I'm sorry, too,' says Vicki. 'Well, stay in bed, and get better soon.'

Vicki's party is wonderful. Will meets Natalie, and Jane, and Katie. But he does not meet Anna.
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3
Red roses

Now it's October. Will visits his gran, but he does not see Anna. He walks along the corridor, but he does not hear a guitar.

'Where is she?' he thinks.

Anna visits her family for a week, then she comes back to her apartment. She looks for Will, but she does not see him.

'There are lots of men!' says Vicki, but Anna cannot forget Will.
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Then Gran goes to hospital for two weeks. One day Will visits her there.

'How are you today, Gran?' he asks.

'Very well thank you, dear. I'm going home on Friday.'

'That's good,' says Will. 'Perhaps I can get some things for you on Thursday and take them to the apartment.'

'That's very nice of you, Will,' says Gran.
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After work on Thursday Will goes to the shops and gets some things for Gran. He gets some roses, too, and he puts everything in his car.

Suddenly it begins to rain. Will is getting into his car when he sees his friend Tom.

'Where are you going, Tom?' says Will.

'Home – to Eastfield.'

'I'm going to my gran's apartment in Charlton, so I can take you to Eastfield first.'

'Can you take my friend Anna, too? She's going to Charlton.'

'Yes of course,' says Will.
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Tom and Anna get into Will's car.

'Thanks, Will,' says Tom. 'It's not a very nice night!'

'That's all right, Tom,' says Will. He drives Tom home, and then he says to Anna, 'Where are you going, Anna?'

'I'm going to Grandview Apartments. It's on Park Road.'

'That's funny,' says Will. 'I'm going to Grandview Apartments.'

'Is it her?' he thinks. 'The girl with the guitar?' He looks in the mirror, but he can't see her face very well.

'Can I smell roses?' thinks Anna. 'Is it him – the man with the roses?'
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Then they are outside the apartment building. They get out of the car, and then they begin to talk at the same time.

'Oh! It's you!'

'You play the guitar!'

'And you come here with roses!'

'Yes – I always bring roses to my gran.'

'His gran!' thinks Anna. 'Not his wife, not his girlfriend.'

'She's coming home from hospital tomorrow, so I'm taking some things to her apartment,' says Will.

'Can I... would you like some help?' says Anna.

'Yes please!' says Will.

[image: alt]

They go up to Gran's apartment. Will puts things away, and Anna puts the roses in a vase.

'There – aren't they lovely!' she says. 'I like roses. They smell wonderful.'

'Thank you for your help, Anna,' says Will.

'That's all right,' Anna says. 'Look – would you like to come up to my apartment for coffee?'

'I'd like to very much,' says Will.

He smiles, and she smiles. They go upstairs.

[image: alt]

On Friday Gran comes home. Will goes to see her. He is carrying a bunch of red roses.

'That's a big smile, Will!' says Gran. 'Red roses – don't they say "Red roses for love"?'

'Well, Gran...' says Will.

Ten minutes later, Will comes out of Gran's apartment and goes upstairs. He's carrying a bunch of red roses.
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Gran goes out onto the balcony and sits down in the sun. She can hear a guitar. Then it stops.

Gran hears Will's voice, and Anna's voice. Then Anna laughs.

Gran smiles. She can smell roses – beautiful red roses, in the sun, outside on a balcony.
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GLOSSARY
词汇表

a bit a small amount, not much　一点儿；稍微

along prep. from one end of something to the other end　沿着…（移动）

anybody pron. any person　任何人；无论谁

apartment n. a group of rooms for living in　公寓套房

around adv. in different places　在四周；向各处

dear n. you say this when you speak to someone you like or love　亲爱的；宝贝

funny adj. strange　有趣的，奇怪的

girlfriend n. a girl who is a man's special friend　女朋友

gran n. grandmother – the mother of your father or mother　〈口语〉奶奶，外婆

inside adv. into a room or building　在里面，在室内

lovely adj. very nice　可爱的；美好的

music n. what you make when you sing, or play the piano, guitar, etc　音乐

outside adv. out of a room or building　在外面，在室外

ring v. make a sound like a bell (e.g. a telephone rings)　（电话等）鸣响

smell v. notice something with your nose　闻，嗅

upstairs adv. to or in the higher part of a building　向楼上；在楼上

voice n. you speak and sing with your voice　（人的）说话声，嗓音


Red Roses



ACTIVITIES
阅读练习




　ACTIVITIES　
Before Reading

1 Look at the front and back covers of the book and choose the correct endings for these sentences.

1) This story is about...

a □ work.

b □ love.

c □ families.




2) Roses are...

a □ people.

b □ buildings.

c □ flowers.

2 Guess what happens. In the story...

1) Anna and Will never meet.

Yes □／No □

2) Will meets Vicki.

Yes □／No □

3) Will takes Anna home in his car.

Yes □／No □

4) Will meets Anna at work.

Yes □／No □

5) Anna sees Will on TV.

Yes □／No □

6) Anna meets Will's grandmother.

Yes □／No □




　ACTIVITIES　
While Reading

1 Read the first half of Chapter 1, then answer these questions.

1) What does Anna play?

2) Who is coming to her apartment?

3) What colour are Will's roses?

4) Who is Anna thinking about?

2 Read the second half of Chapter 1. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1) Anna is not listening to Vicki.

2) Will always takes apples to Gran.

3) Gran makes coffee for Will.

4) Will talks to Gran about Anna.

5) Anna sees Will outside the apartment building when she comes home.

3 Read the first half of Chapter 2, then answer the questions.

Who...

1) ... says: 'It's a lovely day'?

2) ... runs out of the apartment?

3) ... closes the door to the balcony?

4) ... says: 'Are you all right, dear?'?

5) ... can smell roses in the elevator?

4 Read the second half of Chapter 2, then answer these questions.

1) How does Anna help Gran?

2) What is Vicki doing on Saturday?

3) Why does Anna stay at home on Saturday?

4) Who does Will meet at the party?

5 Read the first half of Chapter 3, then match the sentence halves to make four complete sentences.

1) Will walks along the corridor...

2) Anna visits her family for a week...

3) Will is getting into his car...

4) Will is going to Charlton...




a then she comes back to her apartment.

b so he can take Tom to Eastfield first.

c but he does not hear a guitar.

d when he sees his friend Tom.

6 Read the second half of Chapter 3. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1) Will takes the roses to his mother.

2) Anna puts the roses in a vase.

3) Anna asks Will to her apartment.

4) Will has a bunch of red roses for Gran.

5) Gran laughs when she smells the red roses.




　ACTIVITIES　
After Reading

1 What do you know about Anna? Write a description using these words:

live / Grandview Apartments / Charlton

music student / play guitar

friend / called Vicki

like / help people

like parties / roses

2 Put these sentences in the correct order. Number them 1–10.

a □ Tom and Anna get into Will's car.

b □ 'Is she the girl with the guitar?' Will thinks.

c □ Will goes shopping for Gran.

d □ They arrive at the apartment building and get out of the car.

e □ Then they go to Anna's apartment.

f □ Will drives Tom home.

g □ Anna says, 'I'm going to Grandview Apartments.'

h □ Anna helps Will with the roses.

i □ Then Will and Anna meet!

j □ Then he sees his friend Tom.

3 Who says this? Who do they say it to?

1) 'I'm thinking about a bunch of roses.'

2) 'That's a guitar. Where's it coming from?'

3) 'Can I carry something?'

4) 'Come to my party on Saturday.'

5) 'Stay in bed, and get better soon.'

6) 'Can you take my friend Anna, too?'

4 Complete this summary of the story. Use these words:

apartment　because　hears　home

do not　nice　outside　party　rain　red




One day Anna sees Will with a bunch of roses outside her ___________ building. She thinks, 'He's ___________.' Will likes Anna too, but they ___________ meet. Then Will ___________ a guitar. Is it Anna's guitar? He goes ___________, but he cannot see it.

Anna's friend Vicki asks Anna and Will to her ___________, but Anna cannot go ___________ she is not well. Then one afternoon Will sees his friend Tom in the ___________. He takes Tom and Tom's friend Anna ___________. This time, Will and Anna meet. The next day, Will takes a bunch of roses to the apartment building. They are ___________ roses, for Anna.


TRANSLATION　参考译文

Red Roses
红红的玫瑰

1　白玫瑰

时值八月，安娜正在她新公寓的阳台上弹吉他。“我喜欢这里。”她想。

这时，她的手机响了。是她的朋友薇姬打来的。

“我正过来呢，安娜。是在查尔顿的美景公寓，对吧？”

“对，一会儿见。”

安娜拿上吉他，出了公寓。她坐电梯下楼，走到大门外。




安娜等在公寓大楼外。

一个年轻人沿着街道走来，手里拿着一束白玫瑰。

安娜看了看那束花。“多漂亮的玫瑰！”她想。接着，她又看了看那年轻人。“他看起来也不错！”她想。

年轻人望着她，笑了笑，安娜的脸一下子泛起了红晕。




威尔正在大街上走着，看到了一位提着吉他的姑娘。

“唔，吉他！”他想，“我得多练练我的吉他了。”

接着他又看了看那位姑娘。

“她很不错！”他想，于是朝她笑了笑。

安娜的脸一红，移开了目光。威尔走进了美景公寓。




就在这时，薇姬开车到了。

“嗨，安娜，”她说，“你还好吧？你的脸有点儿红。出了什么事吗？”

“哦，呃，没什么。”安娜说。

她们驾车离开了。薇姬跟安娜说话，可安娜一直在想那个年轻人。

“他是谁？”她想，“他住在那个楼里吗？那些玫瑰是送给谁的？他的妻子？他的女朋友？还是他母亲？”




“安娜？你在听吗？”薇姬说。

“哦！对不起，薇姬。”安娜说。她的脸现在更红了。

“你在想什么呢？”薇姬说，“跟我说说！”

“呃，我在想一束玫瑰，”安娜说，“还有一个男人。”

“啊哈！他是谁？”薇姬问。

“我不知道。”安娜说。

“可是我想知道。”她想。




威尔到了他奶奶的公寓。

“你好，亲爱的。”她说，“哦，你是个好孩子，总是带玫瑰花给我。”

“当然啦。”威尔说。

奶奶给威尔冲了一些咖啡。她问了他一个问题，但是威尔没有回答。

“威尔，你在听吗？你在想事情，对吧？想什么呢？”

“哦，对不起，奶奶。是——不是什么重要的事。”




晚些时候，威尔跟奶奶告别，然后开车走了。

在车里他想起了那个拿着吉他的姑娘。

“她住在哪儿？”他想，“她会不会就住在那栋公寓楼的某一间里？或者她在那儿有朋友？我怎样才能认识她呢？她是谁？”




五分钟后，安娜和薇姬的车到了公寓楼外。

“晚安，薇姬。”安娜说。

“快点儿进去吧。”薇姬说，“想想看，你走出电梯，正有个年轻人捧着玫瑰站在那儿。他还说——”

“哦，别说了。”安娜笑了起来，“明天见。”

2　粉玫瑰

时至九月，威尔又来看望奶奶。

“今天天气不错，威尔。”她说，“我们到阳台上喝咖啡吧。”

威尔正和奶奶坐在阳台上晒太阳，忽然听到了吉他声。

“听！”他说，“那是吉他声。是从哪里传来的？”他站起来四处张望，但是看不到吉他的影子。

“抱歉，奶奶。”他说，“我，呃，很快回来！”说着他就跑出了房间。




威尔沿着楼道一路跑。那吉他在哪儿？又是谁在弹奏？

他停在一间房的门口听了听，没有动静。

“或许是在外面，”他想，“或许她在阳台上。”

于是他坐电梯下楼，到了外面。

楼上，安娜拿着吉他走进屋子，关上了阳台门。

“今天就弹到这儿吧。”她想。




威尔望向所有的阳台，但是既看不到也听不到有人弹吉他。

他回到奶奶的房间。

“你还好吧，亲爱的？”她说。

“是的，谢谢，奶奶，”威尔说，“就是，哦，这不重要。好吧，这挺重要的，但是……”

威尔告诉了奶奶那个弹吉他的姑娘的事。




一个星期后，安娜正往家走。她看到公寓楼旁有个年轻人，拿着一束玫瑰——今天是粉色的玫瑰。但是他没往这边看，也没有看到她。

安娜加快了脚步。但是等她赶到楼里，那里已经没有人了。

她走进电梯，里面没有人，但她能闻到玫瑰的香气——是美丽的粉色玫瑰。




一天，安娜回家的时候，在楼门口看到一位老太太拎着很多袋子。

“哦，要我帮忙吗？”她说，“我来帮您拎一些吧？”

“非常感谢。”老太太说。

到了房间门口，老太太说：“进来吧，亲爱的。你要不要来点儿咖啡？”

“哦，您太客气了。”安娜说，“我是新搬来的，跟楼里的人都不认识。”

“你是做什么的？”老太太问。

“我是学音乐的学生。”安娜说。




老太太端来了咖啡。

“这里的公寓很不错，是吧？”安娜说。

“哦，是的。”老太太说，“我很喜欢这儿。”她跟安娜聊起了自己的公寓，又说了些查尔顿的事。过了一会儿，安娜站起身来。

“我得走了。”她说，“谢谢您的咖啡。”

“再见，亲爱的。”老太太说，安娜出门离去。

“多好的姑娘，”老太太想，“不过，等等。学音乐的学生——或许她就是那个弹吉他的姑娘！等哪天威尔来的时候，我可以请她过来。不行，我不知道她的房号！”




快到周末了，薇姬跟安娜聊天。“我周六要开个派对。”她说，“你能来吗？”

“好啊，当然了！”安娜说，“你的派对总是很棒。”

薇姬给她的弟弟打电话。“周六来我的派对吧，詹姆斯。”她说，“带些朋友过来。”

星期六，詹姆斯和他的朋友们到了薇姬家。

“嗨，薇姬，”詹姆斯说，“来认识一下我的朋友们。这是汤姆、丹尼尔，还有威尔。”




这个时候，薇姬的手机响了。

“对不起，薇姬，”安娜说，“我不能去你的派对了，我不太舒服。”

“哦，安娜！真不幸。”薇姬说，“嗯，卧床休息，快点儿好起来。”

薇姬的派对很棒。威尔见到了娜塔莉，见到了简，还有凯蒂。但是他没见到安娜。

3　红玫瑰

时间进入十月。威尔去看望奶奶，可是没见到安娜。他走在楼道里，但是没有听到吉他声。

“她在哪儿？”他想。

安娜回家探亲一个星期，然后回到公寓。她也在寻找威尔，但没见到他。

“男人有的是！”薇姬说，可是安娜对威尔念念不忘。




后来，威尔的奶奶住了两个星期的医院。一天，威尔去医院看望她。

“您今天怎么样，奶奶？”他问。

“很好，谢谢，亲爱的。我星期五就回家了。”

“那好啊，”威尔说，“或许我星期四可以买点儿东西给您送到公寓去。”

“你真好，威尔。”奶奶说。




星期四下班后，威尔到商店给奶奶买了些东西。他还买了玫瑰，然后把所有东西放到了车上。

天突然下起了雨。威尔正要上车时，看到了他的朋友汤姆。

“你要去哪儿，汤姆？”威尔问。

“回家——去伊斯特菲尔德。”

“我要去查尔顿我奶奶家，可以先送你去伊斯特菲尔德。”

“你能一道儿送送我的朋友安娜吗？她要去查尔顿。”

“当然可以。”威尔说。




汤姆和安娜上了威尔的车。

“谢谢，威尔。”汤姆说，“今晚天气真不好！”

“别客气，汤姆。”威尔说。他开车把汤姆送回家，然后对安娜说：“你去哪儿，安娜？”

“我去美景公寓，在帕克路上。”

“真巧，”威尔说，“我也去美景公寓。”

“是她吗？”他想，“是那个弹吉他的姑娘吗？”他看了看后视镜，但看不清她的脸。

“我闻到的是玫瑰花香吗？”安娜想，“是他吗——那个拿玫瑰的人？”




他们到了公寓楼外，一下车就同时开了口。

“哦，是你！”

“你弹吉他！”

“你带着玫瑰花来这儿的！”

“是的，我总是给我奶奶带玫瑰花。”

“他的奶奶！”安娜想，“不是他妻子，也不是他女朋友。”

“她明天就要出院回家，所以我来她家送些东西。”威尔说。

“我能……你需要帮忙吗？”安娜问。

“是的，劳驾！”威尔说。




他们上楼来到老奶奶的房间。威尔把东西收拾好，安娜把玫瑰插到花瓶里。

“好了。它们真漂亮！”她说，“我喜欢玫瑰，闻起来很香。”

“谢谢你帮忙，安娜。”威尔说。

“不客气。”安娜说，“哎，你想不想上楼到我的公寓去喝杯咖啡？”

“我很乐意。”威尔说。

他笑了，她也笑了。他们一起上了楼。




星期五，奶奶回到了家。威尔去看她。他拿着一束红玫瑰。

“你笑得真开心，威尔！”奶奶说，“红玫瑰——不是说‘红玫瑰代表爱情’吗？”

“嗯，奶奶……”威尔说。

十分钟后，威尔出了奶奶的房间，来到楼上。他拿着一束红玫瑰。




威尔的奶奶走出房间，坐在阳台上晒太阳。她听到了一阵吉他声，接着又停了。

她听到了威尔的声音，还有安娜的声音。接着传来安娜的笑声。

奶奶笑了。她能闻到玫瑰的香味——美丽的红玫瑰，正摆在阳台上，沐浴在阳光里。
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内容简介

你有手机吗？你会用手机给谁打电话？谁会给你打电话？你的生活离得开手机吗？

生活忙碌的萨莉有一部手机。她会接到很多电话，大部分是她的男朋友安德鲁打来的。安德鲁喜欢指点萨莉该做什么，该穿什么。

萨莉和安德鲁今晚要参加一个派对。“穿上你的蓝裙子。”安德鲁说。但是萨莉不能穿蓝裙子，因为那条蓝裙子脏了，所以她不得不去买一条新的。

但是萨莉购物的时候，她不只是买到了一条新裙子——她还遇到了一件改变她人生轨迹的事。


SALLY'S PHONE

Do you have a phone? Who do you call? Who calls you? Can you live without your phone?




Sally has a phone, and a busy life. She gets many phone calls – mostly from her boyfriend, Andrew. Andrew likes telling Sally what to do – and what to wear.




Sally and Andrew are going to a party tonight. 'Wear your blue skirt', says Andrew. But Sally can't wear it – it's dirty, so she has to go shopping for a new one.




But when Sally goes shopping she gets more than just a new skirt – she gets something that will change her life.
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更多精彩内容，登录http://2u4u.fltrp.com/reading


1 Morning

It is Thursday morning. Sally is in bed. Suddenly – Ring ring! Her phone is ringing – but where is it?

Sally gets out of bed and looks in her bag. No phone. She looks under the bed. No phone. Then she looks behind the door. There is her phone. Sally picks up her phone and answers it.
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'Hello Sally, it's Andrew.'

Andrew is Sally's boyfriend. He has got a lot of money and a beautiful and expensive car.

'Andrew, it's only seven o'clock—'

'Don't forget, Sally – we're meeting Michael tonight. It's an important evening, because Michael's my new boss. Wear your blue skirt, Sally, I like that skirt. I must go now. See you at half past six. Bye.'

'But Andrew... Bye.'

'I can't wear the blue skirt,' Sally thinks. 'It's dirty. What can I wear?'
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Sally is having breakfast with her mother and her brother Jack.

'I'm going out tonight,' Sally tells her mother. 'Andrew and I are meeting his new boss.'

'Andrew?' Jack says. 'Huh!'

'Oh be quiet, Jack,' Sally says. 'Andrew is very nice to me.'

'Nice?' Jack says. 'Huh! "Sally, I want a sandwich." "Yes, Andrew." "Sally, I don't like your hair." "No, Andrew, sorry Andrew." "Sally—"'

But then Sally stands up, and Jack runs out of the room.
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Sally gets on the train. There are a lot of people on the train. Most of them are talking on their phones.

'John? John! Get up and go to work. It's late!'

'Have you got my money? I need it today. I must have it today.'

'Remember – go to the supermarket tonight. Don't forget!'

And Sally is listening to Andrew.

'Sally, meet me at six o'clock, not at half past six. OK?'

'OK Andrew – but my blue skirt—'

'I must go, Sally – bye.'
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Then the train goes into a tunnel. The people on the train can not talk on their phones. They must talk to the other people on the train.

'Hello, Max! How are you?'

'Oh, hello Graham! I'm very well.'

'Where are you working now, Lucy?'

'I'm in a new office in Bank Street.'

'Those are nice shoes, Jane.'

'Thank you, Mary.'

After three minutes, the train comes out of the tunnel. Everyone talks on their phones again.

'Hello? John? Are you out of bed now?'
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Now Sally is at work. She is talking to her friend Claire, and she tells her about Andrew, Michael, and the blue skirt.

'It's OK, Sally,' Claire says. 'Let's go out at lunchtime. We can find a new skirt. You can wear it tonight.'

Later, Claire and Sally are having coffee with Louise. She works with them.

Ring ring! It is Andrew again.

'Hi, Sally. Look, meet me at the Bar Bogart, not the Cosmo Bar – OK? The Bar Bogart is nearer. Bye.'

'Bar Bogart,' Claire says. 'Mmm – that's nice.'

'Huh!' Louise says. 'Forget him, Sally. Who needs men? "Do this, do that, go there, don't go there." Huh!'
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2 Lunchtime

It is one o'clock. Sally and Claire are looking at skirts.

'Do you like this one, Sally?' Claire says.

'Yes, it's beautiful, but I never wear red.'

'Do you like red?' Claire asks.

'Yes, I do – but Andrew doesn't.'

'Well,' Claire says, 'it's a beautiful skirt. You like red. What do you want to do?'

Sally buys the skirt.
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Claire goes back to work, but Sally wants a coffee. She goes into a café. She buys a coffee and sits down. Then she phones her mother.

'Hi, Mum. I've got a new skirt – it's beautiful! I want to wear it tonight.'

'What colour is it?'

'It's red.'

'That's nice. Red is a good colour for you,' says her mother.
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Next to Sally, Paul is finishing his coffee. He phones his friend and talks to him. Then he stands up. The bag with the red skirt falls on the floor.

'Oh! I'm sorry,' Paul says. He puts down his phone and picks up the bag. 'Here's your bag.'

'That's OK,' Sally says. 'Thank you.' She smiles.

'What a nice smile!' Paul thinks.

Paul picks up his phone and goes out of the café. Sally finishes her coffee. She picks up her bag and her phone, and goes back to work.

[image: alt]


3 Afternoon

Paul is in his office.

Ring ring!

'What's that noise?' Paul thinks. He answers the phone. It is Andrew.

'Hello, Sally?'

'It's not Sally. It's Paul.'

'Paul? Paul who? Where's Sally?'

'Who's Sally? There's no Sally here.'

'Huh!'

Andrew finishes the call.
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Paul wants to phone his mother. He finds 'Mum' on the phone, and presses the button.

'Hello, Mum. It's Paul.'

'Paul? Who's Paul? I'm not Paul's Mum. I'm Sally's Mum and Jack's Mum.'

'What's happening?' Paul thinks.

'What number is that?' he asks.

'It's 0783 491839.'

'I'm very sorry,' Paul says. 'It's the wrong number.'

'That's OK,' Sally's Mum says. 'What a nice voice!' she thinks.
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Sally is at work.

Ring ring!

'What's that noise?' Sally thinks. She answers the phone.

'Hello, is Paul there?'

'No, I'm sorry, this—'

'Can you give a message to him? This is his sister Katharine. There's a party at my house tonight. It's my birthday.'

'But I—'

'8 o'clock – OK? Bye.'
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Sally talks to Claire and Louise.

'I've got a message for Paul – but who's Paul? Do you know a Paul, Claire?' she asks.

'No. What's the message?' Claire asks.

'It's his sister Katharine's birthday, and she's having a party tonight. Do you think it's a wrong number?'

'Yes, I think it is,' Claire says.

'Hey, Sally!' Louise says. 'Put on your red skirt and go to the party. Forget Andrew!'
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Paul talks to a friend at work.

'This is Sally's phone – and Sally's got my phone.'

'But who is Sally?'

'I don't know,' says Paul.

'Why don't you phone her?'

'What's my number?' Paul asks. 'I don't know my number.'

'Why not?'

'Because I never call my number!'
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Paul phones his mother.

'Mum, what's the number of my phone?'

'Why do you want your phone number, Paul?'

'Because Sally's got my phone.'

'Who's Sally?' his mother asks.

'I don't know, but she's got my phone, and I've got her phone.'

'I don't understand.'

'I know,' says Paul. 'It doesn't matter. Have you got my number?'

'Here it is. 0781 644834.'

'Thanks, Mum.'
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Paul phones Sally.

'Hello, Sally – this is Paul.'

'Paul – are you Katharine's brother?' Sally asks.

'Yes, that's right. And I've got your phone.'

'My phone? Oh – wait a minute. The Café Cuba at lunchtime? The bag on the floor?'

'Yes, that's right. Well, we need to change phones.'
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'OK – where are you now, Paul?'

'In College Road. I work there.'

'I work in Manchester Street. Can we meet in Queen's Square?' Sally asks.

'OK. What time do you finish work?'

'At half past five.'

'Let's meet in Queen's Square at a quarter to six,' says Paul. 'Phone me then.'

'OK, Paul,' says Sally.
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4 Evening

It is half past five. Sally puts on her new skirt.

'Do you like it, Louise?' she asks.

'Oh yes. It's very nice.'

It is twenty to six. Paul arrives in Queen's Square. He looks for Sally. Is that Sally? He can not remember. He phones Sally.

'Hello, Sally. It's Paul. I'm in Queen's Square.'

'Hello, Paul. I'm coming.'
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There are lots of people in Queen's Square, and many of them are talking on phones.

Which is Paul? Sally can not remember. She phones Paul.

'Paul – have you got black hair?'

'No, I haven't.'

'Good!' Sally thinks.

'Have you got a book in your hand?' asks Sally.

'No, I haven't.'

'Good!' Sally thinks.
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Sally cannot find Paul.

'Where are you, Paul?'

'I'm near the trees.'

Sally goes across the square to the trees.

'Are you Paul?' Sally says.

Paul looks at Sally. 'She's beautiful!' he thinks.

'Yes, I'm Paul.'

'He's nice!' Sally thinks.

'I'm Sally. So – we meet again.'
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'I'm sorry about your phone, Sally. Here it is.'

'That's OK. Here's your phone, Paul.'

'Sally – would you like a drink? I want to say sorry.'

'OK, but I haven't got much time.'

Paul looks for a bar.

'Let's go to the Blue Moon. We can have a drink there.'
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Paul and Sally are at the Blue Moon. Sally sits down at a table. Paul brings their drinks.

'Here's your drink, Sally. And I am sorry about your phone.'

'Forget it, Paul – it doesn't matter. Oh, I've got a message for you. It's from your sister Katharine.'

'From Katharine? What is it?'

'She says that it's her birthday today, and there's a party at her house.'
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'Oh no!' Paul says. 'I always forget birthdays. What can I do?'

Sally looks across the square. Near the trees a woman is selling flowers.

'Buy some flowers for your sister, and take them to the party,' she says to Paul.

'Of course! That's the answer. Look, Sally – do you want to come to the party with me? Katharine always has good parties.'

'Well, I...' Sally says.
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'Oh, I must tell you,' Paul says. 'I've got a message for you from Andrew. He says—'

'It doesn't matter, Paul,' says Sally. 'I don't want the message. I would like to go to the party with you. But I must do something before we go.'

Sally takes her phone out of her bag and turns it off.

In the Bar Bogart, Andrew phones Sally. Sally does not answer. 'Sally?' says Andrew. 'Sally? Answer me!'

Sally and Paul leave the Blue Moon.

'That's a nice skirt,' says Paul. 'I like red.'

Sally smiles at him.
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GLOSSARY
词汇表

bar n. a place where people can buy and have drinks　酒吧

birthday n. the day when your age changes　生日

boss n. the person that you work for　上司，老板

boyfriend n. a man or boy that a girl likes and goes out with　男朋友

button n. a phone has buttons with numbers on　键，按钮

lunchtime n. the time (usually between 12 o'clock and 2 o'clock) when people stop work to have something to eat　午餐时间

message n. something you want to tell somebody　消息，留言

party n. a meeting of friends to eat, drink, talk, dance etc　聚会，派对

press v. push with your finger　按，压

ring v. make a sound like a bell (a telephone rings)　（电话）响铃，鸣响

turn off stop something working　关掉，关上


Sally's Phone



ACTIVITIES
阅读练习




ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1 Look at the front and back covers of the book and choose the correct ending for these sentences.

1) The story happens...

a □ in the country.

b □ in the city.

c □ at sea.

2) The story happens...

a □ in 1950.

b □ in 2100.

c □ today.

2 Guess what happens.

At the end of the story Sally has got...

1) a new phone.

Yes □／No □

2) her old phone.

Yes □／No □

3) a new boyfriend.

Yes □／No □

4) a new brother.

Yes □／No □

5) a new car.

Yes □／No □

6) a new skirt.

Yes □／No □




ACTIVITIES



While Reading

1 Read Chapter 1. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1) In the morning, Sally's phone is behind the door.

2) Sally is meeting Jack tonight.

3) Michael is Andrew's boss.

4) Jack does not like Andrew.

5) Lucy is working in High Street.

6) Mary likes Jane's shoes.

2 Read Chapter 2 and answer the questions.

Where...

1) ... is Sally meeting Andrew?

2) ... does Sally go for a coffee?

Who ...

3) ... does not like red?

4) ... picks up Sally's bag?

3 Read the first half of Chapter 3. Who says or thinks these words?

1) 'Who's Sally? There's no Sally here.'

2) 'What a nice voice!'

3) 'It's my birthday.'

4) 'Put on your red skirt and go to the party.'

4 Read the second half of Chapter 3. Now answer these questions.

1) Why does Paul not know his phone number?

2) Who does Paul phone first?

3) What is the name of Paul's sister?

4) What do Paul and Sally need to do?

5) Where does Sally work?

5 Read the first half of Chapter 4. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1) Louise likes Sally's skirt.

2) Paul has got black hair.

3) Paul is waiting near the trees.

4) They go to the Bar Bogart for a drink.

6 Read the second half of Chapter 4, can you guess what happens?

1) Paul and Sally meet Andrew.

Yes □／No □

2) Andrew and Sally go to the Bar Bogart.

Yes □／No □

3) Paul and Sally go to Katharine's party.

Yes □／No □

4) Andrew phones Sally.

Yes □／No □

5) Sally phones Andrew.

Yes □／No □

6) Paul buys flowers for Katharine.

Yes □／No □

7) Paul buys flowers for Sally.

Yes □／No □




ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1 Put these sentences in the correct order. Number them 1-10.

a □ Paul finishes his coffee.

b □ Paul says 'I'm sorry,' and he gives the bag to Sally.

c □ She buys a coffee and sits down.

d □ She finishes her coffee and picks up her bag and phone.

e □ Then she goes to the café.

f □ When he stands up, Sally's bag falls on the floor.

g □ Sally goes to the shops with Claire and buys a skirt.

h □ Then he picks up a phone and goes out of the café.

i □ She goes back to work.

j □ She phones her mother and tells her about the new skirt.

2 What do you know about Sally? Write a description using these words.

live/mother/brother

go to work/train

work/friends/Claire and Louise

like/red

has got/boyfriend/Andrew

3 Who says this? Who do they say it to?

1) 'Sally, I don't like your hair.'

2) 'Bar Bogart. Mmm – that's nice.'

3) 'It's beautiful, but I never wear red.'

4) 'Red is a good colour for you.'

5) 'What's my number?'

4 Complete this summary of the story. Use these words:

Square　buys　party　lunchtime　afternoon　picks up　birthday　boyfriend　answer　coffee




Sally's _________ Andrew phones her early in the morning. He wants to meet her that evening. At _________ Sally buys a new skirt with her friend Claire. Then Sally has a _________ in a café. When Sally's bag falls to the floor, Sally meets Paul. He _________ her bag, but he takes her phone – and Sally takes his phone. That _________, Andrew phones Sally – but he talks to Paul. Paul's sister wants to tell him about her _________ party – but she speaks to Sally. In the end, Paul phones Sally, and they meet after work in Queen's _________. Paul _________ some flowers for his sister, and he and Sally go to her _________. Andrew phones Sally, but she does not _________.


TRANSLATION　参考译文

Sally's Phone
萨莉的手机

1　清晨

一个星期四的清晨，萨莉还在床上睡觉。忽然，丁零零！她的手机响了。可是手机在哪里呢？

萨莉起床看看自己的包，没有手机。她看了看床底下，还是没有。然后她又看了看门后面，才见到手机。萨莉捡起手机接电话。




“喂，萨莉，我是安德鲁。”

安德鲁是萨莉的男朋友。他很有钱，还有一辆漂亮昂贵的汽车。

“安德鲁，现在才7点钟……”

“别忘了，萨莉，我们今晚要见迈克尔。今天晚上很重要，因为迈克尔是我的新上司。穿上你的蓝裙子，萨莉，我喜欢那条裙子。我现在得挂电话了。6点半见。再见！”

“可是安德鲁……再见！”

“我不能穿那条蓝裙子，”萨莉心想，“它脏了。我应该穿什么呢？”




萨莉正和她妈妈、弟弟杰克一起吃早餐。

“我今晚要出去，”萨莉对妈妈说，“我和安德鲁要见他的新上司。”

“安德鲁？”杰克说，“哼！”

“不要这样，杰克，”萨莉说，“安德鲁对我很好。”

“好？”杰克说，“哼！‘萨莉，我要个三明治。’‘好的，安德鲁。’‘萨莉，我不喜欢你的发型。’‘是的，安德鲁，对不起，安德鲁。’‘萨莉……’”

这时萨莉站了起来，于是杰克溜出了房间。




萨莉上了地铁。车厢里的人很多，许多人都在打电话。

“约翰？约翰！起床去上班。时间不早了！”

“你拿到我的钱了吗？我今天需要钱。今天我必须得拿到钱。”

“记着今晚去趟超市。别忘了！”

萨莉正在接听安德鲁的电话。

“萨莉，我们改为6点见，不是6点半了。好吧？”

“好的，安德鲁，不过我的蓝裙子……”

“我得挂了，萨莉。再见！”




这时地铁开进了隧道。车厢里的人打不了电话了，只能跟周围的人聊天。

“嗨，马克斯！你好吗？”

“哦，你好，格雷厄姆！我很好。”

“你现在在哪里工作，露西？”

“我刚到银行街的一家新单位上班。”

“鞋子不错，简。”

“谢谢，玛丽。”

三分钟后，地铁开出了隧道。大家又开始打电话。

“喂？约翰？你现在起床了吗？”




现在萨莉在上班。她正在跟她的朋友克莱尔聊天，说到了安德鲁、迈克尔和蓝裙子的事儿。

“没事儿的，萨莉，”克莱尔说，“我们午餐时间出去逛逛，找一条新裙子吧。这样你晚上就可以穿了。”

过了一会儿，克莱尔和萨莉跟路易丝一起喝咖啡。路易丝是她俩的同事。

丁零零！又是安德鲁。

“喂，萨莉。听我说，今晚我们在博加特酒吧见面，不去科斯莫酒吧了——好吧？博加特酒吧更近一些。再见！”

“博加特酒吧，”克莱尔说，“嗯，那儿不错。”

“哼！”路易丝说，“别想他了，萨莉。谁需要男人？整天说‘干这，干那，去那儿，别去那儿。’呸！”

2　午餐时间

现在是下午1点钟。萨莉和克莱尔正在逛服装店看裙子。

“你喜欢这条吗，萨莉？”克莱尔问。

“喜欢，很漂亮，不过我从来不穿红色的。”

“你喜欢红色吗？”克莱尔问。

“喜欢，可安德鲁不喜欢。”

“唔，”克莱尔说，“这条裙子很漂亮，你又喜欢红色。你该怎么办呢？”

萨莉买下了这条裙子。




克莱尔回去上班了，但是萨莉想喝杯咖啡。她走进一家咖啡馆，要了一杯咖啡，坐了下来。然后她给妈妈打电话。

“喂，妈妈。我买了一条新裙子——很漂亮！我想今天晚上就穿这条。”

“是什么颜色的？”

“红色。”

“挺好的。红色很适合你。”她妈妈说。




在萨莉的旁边，是快要喝完咖啡的保罗。他给朋友打了个电话聊了一会儿，然后站起来。这时，装着红裙子的袋子掉在了地上。

“呀！对不起。”保罗说。他把手机放在桌子上，把袋子捡了起来。“给你袋子。”

“没关系，”萨莉说，“谢谢你。”她莞尔一笑。

“多美的笑容啊！”保罗心想。

保罗从桌子上拿起手机走出了咖啡馆。萨莉喝完咖啡，拿起她的袋子和手机，回去上班了。

3　下午

保罗在办公室里。

丁零零！

“什么声音？”保罗心想。他接起电话。是安德鲁。

“喂，萨莉？”

“我不是萨莉，我是保罗。”

“保罗？哪个保罗？萨莉呢？”

“谁是萨莉？这儿没有叫萨莉的。”

“哼！”

安德鲁挂断了电话。




保罗想给妈妈打个电话。他在手机通讯录里找到“妈妈”，然后按了通话键。

“喂，妈妈。我是保罗。”

“保罗？谁是保罗？我不是保罗的妈妈。我是萨莉和杰克的妈妈。”

“这是怎么回事？”保罗心想。

“您那边电话号码是多少？”他问。

“我这里电话是0783 491839。”

“真不好意思，”保罗说，“我打错了。”

“没关系。”萨莉的妈妈说。“多好听的声音啊！”她心想。




萨莉在上班。

丁零零！

“什么声音？”萨莉想。她接起电话。

“喂，是保罗吗？”

“不是，不好意思，我……”

“你能给他捎个信儿吗？我是他妹妹凯瑟琳。今晚在我家有个派对。今天是我的生日。”

“不过我……”

“今晚8点。告诉他好吗？再见！”




萨莉跟克莱尔和路易丝说起这件事。

“有人让我捎口信给保罗——可是谁是保罗？克莱尔，你认识一个叫保罗的人吗？”萨莉问。

“不认识。是什么口信啊？”克莱尔问。

“今天是他妹妹凯瑟琳的生日，今晚她要举办一个派对。你觉得是不是打错电话了？”

“是的，我想是打错了。”克莱尔说。

“嘿，萨莉！”路易丝说，“穿上你的红裙子去参加派对吧。别管安德鲁了！”




保罗与单位同事聊起这件事。

“这是萨莉的手机，而萨莉拿了我的手机。”

“可谁是萨莉？”

“我不知道。”保罗说。

“为什么不打电话给她呢？”

“我的手机号码是多少？”保罗问，“我不知道我的号码。”

“怎么会不知道？”

“因为我从来不给自己打电话！”




保罗给他妈妈打电话。

“妈妈，我的手机号码是多少？”

“你为什么想要自己的电话号码呢，保罗?”

“因为萨莉拿了我的手机。”

“萨莉是谁？”他的妈妈问。

“我不知道，不过她拿了我的手机，而我拿了她的手机。”

“我没听明白你在说什么。”

“我知道，”保罗说，“没关系。你有我的手机号码吗？”

“有。0781 644834。”

“谢谢妈妈。”




保罗给萨莉打电话。

“你好，萨莉，我是保罗。”

“保罗，你是凯瑟琳的哥哥吗？”萨莉问。

“是的，没错。我拿走了你的手机。”

“我的手机？噢——等等。午餐时间在古巴咖啡馆？掉在地上的袋子？”

“是的，没错。好了，我们需要交换手机。”




“好的，你现在在哪儿，保罗？”

“在学院路。我在这儿上班。”

“我在曼彻斯特大街上班。我们在王后广场见面好吗？”萨莉问。

“好的。你几点下班？”

“5点半。”

“那我们5点45分在王后广场见吧，”保罗说，“到了给我打电话。”

“好的，保罗。”萨莉说。

4　傍晚

5点半，萨莉穿上了她的新裙子。

“你喜欢这条裙子吗，路易丝？”她问。

“哦，喜欢。非常好看。”

5点40分，保罗到了王后广场。他在找萨莉。那是萨莉吗？他不记得她的模样了，于是他给萨莉打电话。

“喂，萨莉。我是保罗。我到王后广场了。”

“喂，保罗。我快到了。”




王后广场上人头攒动，许多人都在打电话。

哪个是保罗呢？萨莉想不起他的长相。她给保罗打电话。

“保罗，你的头发是黑色的吗？”

“不，不是。”

“那就好！”萨莉心想。

“你手里是不是拿着一本书？”萨莉问。

“不，没有。”

“那就好！”萨莉心想。




萨莉找不到保罗。

“你在哪儿，保罗？”

“我在小树林附近。”

萨莉穿过广场向小树林走去。

“你是保罗吗？”萨莉问。

保罗看着萨莉，心想：“她真漂亮！”

“是的，我是保罗。”

“他真不错！”萨莉暗自想。

“我是萨莉。我们又见面了。”




“手机的事儿真抱歉，萨莉。给你。”

“没关系。这是你的手机，保罗。”

“萨莉，你想喝一杯吗？我想向你道歉。”

“可以，不过我的时间不多。”

保罗在找酒吧。

“我们去蓝月亮吧。我们可以在那儿喝一杯。”




保罗和萨莉在蓝月亮酒吧。萨莉坐在一张桌子前，保罗把喝的端过来。

“这是你的，萨莉。手机的事儿真不好意思。”

“不提这事了，保罗，没关系的。噢，我有个口信要转告你，是你妹妹凯瑟琳的口信。”

“凯瑟琳的口信？什么事?”

“她说今天是她的生日，她在家搞了个派对。”




“啊，糟了！”保罗说。“我经常忘记别人的生日。我该怎么办呢？”

萨莉向广场另一边望去，她看见小树林附近有个女人在卖花。

“给你妹妹买些花，然后带着花去参加派对吧。”她对保罗说。

“对，就这么办。哎，萨莉，你愿意和我一起去参加派对吗？凯瑟琳的派对总是很棒的。”

“嗯，我……”萨莉说。




“噢，我得告诉你，”保罗说，“有个叫安德鲁的人给你留了口信。他说……”

“别管了，保罗，”萨莉说，“我不想知道。我愿意和你一起去参加派对，不过去之前我必须先做一件事。”

萨莉从包里掏出手机，把它关了。

在博加特酒吧，安德鲁给萨莉打电话。萨莉没有接。“萨莉？”安德鲁说，“萨莉？接电话！”

萨莉和保罗离开了蓝月亮酒吧。

“你的裙子真漂亮，”保罗说，“我喜欢红色。”

萨莉冲他嫣然一笑。
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内容简介

萨莉·布朗是一名学生，她想当一名教师。她利用假期时间在快乐山岗打工。很多人来快乐山岗乘坐游乐设施、看有趣的卡通人物——“开开心心过一天”。

今天是快乐山岗令人激动的一天——著名歌手扎普要来为一个新的游乐设施揭幕。萨莉非常激动，因为她非常喜欢扎普的歌，并收集了他所有的专辑。萨莉非常想见到扎普，和他说说话，可帕里先生说：“别说话，干活儿！”

但是有人拿走了扎普的新专辑，里面有他尚未公开的新歌……“快乐山岗”不再是个快乐的地方了。


THE FIFTEENTH CHARACTER

Sally Brown is a student and she wants to be a teacher. She is working at Happy Hills in her holidays. Lots of people come to Happy Hills, to go on the rides and see the fun characters – and 'Have a Happy Day'.




Today is an exciting day at Happy Hills – Zapp the famous singer is coming to open a new ride. Sally is very excited because she loves Zapp's songs and she has all his CDs. She really wants to meet and speak to Zapp, but Mr Parry says, 'Stop talking and do some work!'




But then someone takes Zapp's new CD with his secret new song on it... and Happy Hills is not a happy place any more.
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1
JOBS FOR TODAY

Every day lots of different people come to Happy Hills because there are lots of exciting things to do.

Sally Brown works at Happy Hills in her holiday. She is a student and she wants to be a teacher.

'I need the money,' she tells her family, 'and it's an interesting job.' But she is always very tired in the evening.

[image: alt]

The workers at Happy Hills arrive early in the morning. They all wear clean green trousers and yellow shirts. They must smile a lot and be nice to all the visitors.

Every morning Mr Parry puts a list of Jobs for Today in the workers' canteen. Mr Parry wears different clothes. His shirt is green and his trousers are white, and he wears a red coat with I'm Ken Parry. Can I help you? on his pocket. The visitors call him Ken, but all the workers call him Mr Parry.

[image: alt]

Today Sally arrives at Happy Hills at eight o'clock. On her shirt there is a picture of a smiling face and Have a Happy Day in black and red writing. She goes to the canteen and looks for Mr Parry's list.

'What job am I doing today?' Sally thinks. 'Am I making tea, or helping in the children's play house?'

But Sally is wrong. The list says, 'Sally Brown – Connie Cat. Break: eleven o'clock.'

[image: alt]

'Oh no!' thinks Sally. Nobody likes wearing the costumes. But at Happy Hills the characters are very important. The visitors like to take photos of their children with Cowboy Joe, Charlie Clown, Baby Blue Eyes, Photo Phil, Big John, Connie Cat, Big Apple, Miss Flower, Edward Elephant and all their friends.

Everybody always asks the same questions, 'Are you very hot in your costume?' and 'How do you eat and drink?'

[image: alt]

Edward Elephant has the best job. He has a bag of water under his costume. He can spray the visitors with water. And Photo Phil and Charlie Clown make everybody laugh. But Connie Cat cannot do that. She can only say miaow to the children all day.

Sally looks for her costume. A tall man in a cowboy costume is standing beside her.

'Hullo, Sally,' says the cowboy. 'It's me – William.' William is a student too. He is Sally's friend. 'Which costume are you looking for?'

'Connie Cat. When's your break?'

'Eleven o'clock.'

'Me too.'

[image: alt]


2
HERE COMES ZAPP!

It is nine o'clock. The doors open, but there are not many visitors today. They all have invitations and they show them to Mr Parry. A very famous man is coming to Happy Hills, so Mr Parry is very excited.

[image: alt]

'Zapp's coming today. He's opening the new Zapp-o-copter,' says William to Sally.

'Stop talking and do some work!' says Mr Parry.

Zapp is a singer. Sally loves listening to his songs and she has all his CDs. There is a picture of him in her room too.

[image: alt]

The Zapp-o-copter is very exciting. People can sit in little helicopters and go up and down very fast. The visitors stand behind a blue rope and wait for Zapp.

'Please stay behind the rope,' says Mr Parry.

Suddenly there is a noise in the sky. Everybody looks up.

'It's Zapp's helicopter!' says William.
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The helicopter comes down and Zapp gets out. He smiles at the visitors.

'Oh – he's wonderful!' says a young girl. She gives Zapp a flower. He gives her a big smile and says, 'Thank you'.

Sally is hot and thirsty in her costume. She wants to talk too, but Mr Parry is watching.
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3
ZAPP'S NEW SONG

Mr Parry takes the singer to the Zapp-o-copter. Zapp cuts the rope.

'Thank you, Zapp. Now please can you sing for us?' says Mr Parry.

'OK! But the people must help me!' he says. He begins to sing. Everybody knows the song and sings it with him.
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'Thank you,' says Zapp. 'You're all wonderful singers. Now look at this.' He takes a CD out of his pocket. 'This is my new song,' he says.

'Please sing it for us!' say the TV men. But Zapp smiles. 'No, no – you must come to my big concert next Saturday.' He puts the CD in his pocket again.

[image: alt]

'Now let's go on the Zapp-o-copter!' says Zapp. He sees a teacher with some children. 'Would they like to come too?' he asks her. 'Of course,' says the teacher. They help the children into the helicopters.

Zapp smiles and smiles. The photographers take lots of pictures. Photo Phil arrives too. He is one of the Happy Hills characters. He takes a photo of the children – and sprays them with water! Everybody laughs.

[image: alt]

Zapp is having a wonderful day. He speaks to the TV people. The photographers take photos of him with all the characters. Zapp meets Charlie Clown. Charlie gives him a flower – and the flower sprays him with water. Everybody laughs.

Sally meets Zapp too, and she is very excited. But she cannot talk to him because she is wearing her cat costume and Mr Parry is watching.
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4
WHERE'S ZAPP'S CD?

'Come on, it's eleven o'clock,' says William. 'Let's go to the canteen for our break. We've got ten minutes.'

They sit down in the canteen and take off their heads. Sally is thirsty. Her face is hot and red. William is hot and thirsty too. They have a long drink of cold water. 'That's good!' William says. Then he looks at his watch. 'Ten past eleven,' he says. 'Come on, Sally. Back to work!'
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They finish their drinks and put their heads on again.

Suddenly a lot of people come into the canteen.

'What's the matter?' says William.

'Zapp's CD!' says Mr Parry. 'He can't find it!'
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Everybody is unhappy, but Zapp is angry too.

'That CD's important, Parry,' he says. 'You must find it.'

'I'm doing my best, Zapp,' says Mr Parry. 'Don't hit me, please – I'm doing my best!'
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A lot of things happen very quickly. The visitors want to go home, but suddenly Mr Parry closes all the doors.

'Nobody can leave,' he says. 'I'm sorry, but Zapp's CD's very important and we must find it.'

Mr Parry makes a telephone call. Very soon four police arrive in a big white police car. They ask a lot of questions.
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The police look everywhere for the CD. They read Mr Parry's list of visitors. They count the visitors carefully and look in all their pockets and bags.

There is a lot of noise. People are angry and tired. They want to go home now. And Zapp is speaking very quietly into a little black telephone. Photo Phil goes to him and says, 'Smile, please!'

'Go away!' says Zapp angrily.
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Now the police want to talk to the workers. One stays with the visitors and three police speak to the workers in the canteen. Zapp comes with the police.

'You must find that CD!' says Zapp.

'We're doing our best, Zapp,' say the police.
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5
THE FIFTEENTH CHARACTER

Sally waits quietly with the other workers. She looks at Mr Parry's Jobs for Today list and counts the names.

There are twenty-nine names on the list today. Fifteen people are helpers. They wear green trousers and yellow shirts and help the visitors. Fourteen people are characters and wear costumes.
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'Wait a minute,' thinks Sally. 'There are fourteen characters on the list. But there are fifteen characters here!'

She reads the list again, very, very carefully. 'Edward Elephant – yes, he's here. Connie Cat – that's me. Cowboy Joe – that's William. Photo Phil – yes, he's here. Big Apple – yes. Sir Laugh-a-Lot and Lady Love-a-Little... Wait a minute, Charlie Clown isn't on the list – but Charlie's here in this room!'
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'Excuse me, Mr Parry,' says Sally. 'There are fourteen characters on your list, but there are fifteen in the room now. Charlie Clown isn't on the list, but he's here.'

Mr Parry reads the list and counts the characters. 'You're right, Sally,' he says.

'Take off your heads!' Mr Parry says to the characters.

They take off their heads.

Charlie Clown is a woman.
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'Why are you wearing that costume?' asks Mr Parry.

The woman begins to run away, but William stops her.

The police take off her costume – and find a big pocket. In it they find Zapp's CD. The singer smiles again.
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It is Saturday night. Sally and William are in London because they are going to Zapp's concert. There are lots of excited people and TV photographers outside the hall. Everybody wants to hear Zapp's new song.

'Where are your tickets?' says the man at the door to Sally.

'We haven't got any tickets,' says Sally. The man begins to look angry. Sally smiles and takes something out of her pocket. 'Is this invitation OK? It's from Zapp.'
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GLOSSARY
词汇表

break n. a time when people can stop work to have tea or coffee　工间休息

canteen n. a room where workers eat and drink　食堂，员工餐厅

character n. a person or animal in a story or film　角色

concert n. a time when someone plays or sings in a big room for a lot of people　音乐会

costume n. special clothes　化装服，道具服

count v. number objects or people　数数，点数

famous adj. someone who many people know is famous　著名的，出名的

hall n. a big room where someone sings or plays music for a lot of people　礼堂，大厅

holiday n. a time when we do not go to work　假期

invitation n. a letter asking someone to come to a party or concert　邀请函，请柬

job n. work that people do for money　工作

list n. a lot of names on a piece of paper　名单，清单

miaow n. the sound a cat makes　喵（猫叫声）

pocket n. a place in your shirt or trousers where you can put things　口袋，衣袋

song n. something that people sing　歌曲

spray v. send out water through the air　喷，喷洒


The Fifteenth Character



ACTIVITIES
阅读练习




ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1 Look at the front cover of the book. Now complete these sentences.

1) This story happens...

a □ in the future.

b □ in today's world.

c □ sometime long ago.

2) The character looks...

a □ frightening.

b □ exciting.

c □ funny.

2 Read the back cover of the book. Guess the answers to these questions.

1) What is Happy Hills?

2) What does Sally do?

3) What goes wrong?

4) Is Zapp a man or a woman?




ACTIVITIES



While Reading

1 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1) Sally Brown is a student.

T □／F □

2) The workers at Happy Hills must wear white shirts and red trousers.

T □／F □

3) Sally always puts a list of Jobs for Today in the canteen.

T □／F □

4) The visitors like to take photos of their children with the Happy Hills characters.

T □／F □

2 Match the sentence halves to make five complete sentences.

1) Connie Cat cannot make everybody laugh...

2) Edward Elephant has the best job...

3) Mr Parry is excited...

4) William is wearing a cowboy costume...

5) Sally has a picture of Zapp in her room...




a because today he is Cowboy Joe.

b because a very famous man is coming to Happy Hills.

c because she loves his songs.

d because she can only say miaow to the children all day.

e because he can spray the visitors with water.

3 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1) Zapp comes to Happy Hills in a helicopter.

T □／F □

2) Zapp sings his new song.

T □／F □

3) The photographers take lots of pictures of Zapp with the characters.

T □／F □

4) Zapp smiles and smiles.

T □／F □

4 Join the sentences with and or because.

1) Charlie Clown gives Zapp a flower. The flower sprays him with water.

2) Sally can't talk to Zapp. She is wearing her cat costume.

3) Sally is thirsty. Her face is hot and red.

5 Who says or thinks these sentences?

1) 'Nobody can leave.'

2) 'Smile please!'

3) 'You must find that CD!'

4) 'Wait a minute... There are fifteen characters here!'

6 Answer these questions.

1) Where do the policemen find Zapp's CD?

2) Who stops the girl?

3) Where do Sally and William go on Saturday night?

4) Why don't they need tickets?




ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1 Put these twelve sentences in the right order to tell the story.

a 1 Sally comes to work and looks at Jobs for Today.

b □ 'Take off your heads!' Mr Parry tells the characters.

c □ Zapp tells everybody about his new CD.

d □ Zapp arrives in a red helicopter.

e □ Mr Parry runs into the canteen. 'Zapp can't find his CD!' he says.

f □ Sally counts the characters. 'There are fourteen characters on the list,' she thinks, 'but there are fifteen characters here!'

g □ The singer cuts the rope and opens the Zapp-o-copter.

h □ Zapp gives Sally an invitation to his big concert.

i □ Today Sally is Connie Cat and her friend William is Cowboy Joe.

j □ Charlie Clown gives Zapp a flower – and the flower sprays him with water.

k □ Four policemen arrive and ask a lot of questions.

l □ The policemen find the CD in Charlie Clown's pocket.

2 Choose the right words for each picture. Write a letter in each box.

[image: alt] The children are saying: □

[image: alt] The police are saying: □

[image: alt] Sally is saying: □

[image: alt] The policewoman is saying: □




a 'What have you got in your pockets, please?'

b 'This is exciting!'

c 'Come on – you're coming with us.'

d 'Is this invitation OK? It's from Zapp.'


TRANSLATION　参考译文

The Fifteenth Character
第15个角色

1　今日工作

每天，有很多形形色色的人来到快乐山岗，因为在这里有很多令人激动的事情可以做。

萨莉·布朗假期里在快乐山岗打工。她是一名学生，将来想当一名教师。

“我需要钱，”她跟家人说，“而且这是一份有趣的工作。”不过到了晚上她总是很累。




快乐山岗的员工每天早上很早就到了。他们都穿着干净的绿裤子和黄T恤。他们必须常常微笑，对所有的游客友好相待。

每天早上，帕里先生会把一份“今日工作”清单贴在员工餐厅里。帕里先生的穿着和其他员工不同。他穿着绿衬衫和白裤子，外加一件红色的外衣，衣服口袋上别着胸牌，上面写着：“我是肯·帕里。有什么可以帮您的吗？”游客们都叫他肯，但是所有的员工都叫他帕里先生。




今天，萨莉8点钟到了快乐山岗。她的T恤上印着一个笑脸，笑脸下面是黑色和红色文字组成的“开开心心过一天”。她去餐厅看帕里先生的工作任务清单。

“今天我做什么工作呢？”萨莉心想，“是泡茶，还是在儿童游戏室里帮忙？”

但是萨莉错了。清单上写着：“萨莉·布朗——扮康妮猫。休息时间：11点。”




“哦，不！”萨莉想。没有人喜欢穿道具服。但是在快乐山岗，这些卡通角色非常重要。游客们喜欢让他们的孩子和牛仔乔、小丑查利、蓝眼睛宝贝、大摄影师菲尔、大约翰、康妮猫、大苹果、花小姐、大象爱德华以及他们所有的好朋友合影。

每位游客总是问相同的问题：“你们穿着道具服会很热吗？”“你们怎么吃东西，怎么喝水呢？”




大象爱德华的工作最好。他的道具服里有一袋水，他可以用水喷游客。大摄影师菲尔和小丑查利能把每个人都逗笑。可康妮猫没法这样做。她只能整天对着孩子们说“喵”。

萨莉寻找她的道具服时，一个穿牛仔道具服的高个子男人站在了她的旁边。

“嗨，萨莉。”牛仔说，“是我——威廉。”威廉也是学生，他是萨莉的朋友。“你在找哪套服装？”

“康妮猫。你什么时候休息？”

“11点。”

“我也是。”

2　扎普来了！

9点，快乐山岗开门了。不过今天的游客不多。来的游客都有请柬，他们向帕里先生出示自己的请柬。一位大名人要到快乐山岗来，帕里先生非常激动。




“扎普今天要来，他要为新的扎普直升机揭幕。”威廉对萨莉说。

“别说话，干活儿！”帕里先生说。

扎普是一名歌手。萨莉非常喜欢听他的歌，她有扎普所有的CD。她的房间里还有一张他的照片。




扎普直升机非常刺激。游客可以坐在小直升机里，迅速地上升下降。游客们都站在一条蓝色的绳子后面等待着扎普。

“请站在绳子后面。”帕里先生说。

突然天空中传来一阵轰鸣。人们都抬头看。

“是扎普的直升机！”威廉说道。




直升机降落。扎普走了出来，他向游客们微笑。

“天哪！他太棒了！”一个女孩说。她送给扎普一枝花。扎普冲她灿烂一笑说：“谢谢。”

萨莉穿着道具服，又热又渴。她也想说话，可是帕里先生盯着呢。

3　扎普的新歌

帕里先生把扎普带到了扎普直升机前。扎普为活动剪彩。

“谢谢你，扎普。现在能为我们唱首歌吗？”帕里先生说。

“好！不过大家要一起来！”扎普说。他开始唱歌。每个人都知道这首歌，大家一起跟着唱起来。




“谢谢！”扎普说，“你们唱得都很棒，嘿，看看这个。”他从口袋里拿出一张CD。“这是我的新歌。”他说。

“唱给我们听听吧！”电视台的人说。但是扎普笑了笑。“不，不行——你们下周六一定要来听我的大型演唱会。”说完他把CD放回了口袋。




“现在我们上扎普直升机吧！”扎普说。他看到一位老师带着几个学生。“他们也想一起来玩吗？”他问那个老师。“当然想！”老师回答。他们帮孩子们登上直升机。

扎普笑容可掬。摄影师们拍了很多照片。大摄影师菲尔也来了。他是快乐山岗的卡通角色之一。他给孩子们拍了一张照片——还朝他们喷水！每个人都哈哈大笑。




扎普度过了快乐的一天。他和电视台的人交谈。摄影师拍了扎普和所有卡通角色的合影。扎普见到了小丑查利。查利送给扎普一朵花——这朵花朝扎普喷水。大家都开怀大笑。

萨莉也与扎普见了面，她非常兴奋。可是她没法和扎普说话，因为她穿着猫的道具服，而且帕里先生盯着呢。

4　扎普的CD哪儿去了？

“快点儿，11点了。”威廉说。“我们去餐厅休息会儿吧。我们有10分钟的时间。”

他们在餐厅坐下来，摘掉了头套。萨莉觉得口渴。她的脸又红又烫。威廉也是又热又渴。他们喝了很多凉水。“真爽！”威廉说。接着他看了看手表说：“11点10分了。来吧，萨莉，该回去工作了！”




他们把水喝完，重新戴上头套。

突然很多人来到了餐厅。

“出了什么事？”威廉问。

“扎普的CD！”帕里先生说，“他找不到CD了！”




大家都不太开心，扎普也怒气冲冲。

“那张CD非常重要，帕里。”扎普说，“你必须找到它。”

“我正在尽力找，扎普。”帕里先生说，“你别动手，求求你——我正在尽力找！”




接下来瞬间发生了很多事情。游客们想要回家，但是帕里先生突然关上了所有的门。

“谁都不许离开。”他说，“非常抱歉，但是扎普的CD非常重要，我们必须找到它。”

帕里先生打了一个电话。不一会儿，四名警察开着一辆大型白色警车到了。他们问了很多问题。




警察到处寻找CD。他们查看了帕里先生的游客名单，仔细清点了游客人数，还检查了游客所有的口袋和包。

到处都是闹哄哄的。人们又气又累，现在都想回家了。扎普拿着一个黑色的小手机在低声地打电话。大摄影师菲尔走过去说，“来，笑一下！”

“走开！”扎普生气地说。




现在警察要与快乐山岗的员工们谈一下。一名警察待在游客那边，另外三名警察则在餐厅里询问员工。扎普也和几名警察一起过来了。

“你们必须找到那张CD！”扎普说。

“我们正在尽力，扎普。”警察说。

5　第15个角色

萨莉和其他员工一起静静地等着。她看着帕里先生的“今日工作”清单，数着上面的名字。

今天清单上有29个名字。其中15个人是助手。他们穿着绿裤子和黄T恤，为游客提供帮助。14个人是卡通角色，穿着道具服。




“等等，”萨莉想，“清单上有14个卡通角色，可是这里却有15个！”

她又看了一遍清单，看得非常非常仔细。“大象爱德华——嗯，他在这儿。康妮猫——是我。牛仔乔——是威廉。大摄影师菲尔——嗯，他在这儿。大苹果——在。爱笑先生和惜爱小姐……等一下，小丑查利不在单子上——可现在查利在这个房间里！”




“打扰一下，帕里先生。”萨莉说，“你的清单上有14个卡通角色，但是现在房间里有15个。小丑查利不在清单上，可他却在这儿。”

帕里先生看了看清单，数了数卡通角色。“你说得没错，萨莉。”帕里先生说。

“摘掉你们的头套！”帕里先生对卡通角色们说。

他们都摘掉了自己的头套。

小丑查利是一个女人。




“你为什么穿着这身衣服？”帕里先生问。

这个女人拔腿就跑，但是威廉拦住了她。

警察脱掉了她的道具服——发现了一个大口袋。他们在口袋里找到了扎普的CD。扎普又露出了笑容。




周六的晚上，萨莉和威廉来到了伦敦，因为他们要参加扎普的演唱会。音乐厅外面有很多激动的歌迷和电视台摄影记者。大家都想听扎普的新歌。

“你们的票呢？”门口的工作人员对萨莉说。

“我们没有票。”萨莉说。工作人员面露不悦。萨莉笑着从口袋里拿出一样东西。“这张请柬可以吗？是扎普给的。”
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内容简介

肯尼正在乘公共汽车横穿美国前往旧金山。这是一段漫长的旅程，所以有时他会下车，在汽车旅馆住上一夜。

一天晚上，他住在加利福尼亚一个小镇的汽车旅馆里——离洛杉矶不远。他从房间下楼去吃东西时，看见了一个女孩：骑着摩托车，有一头金色长发。他觉得自己认识她，她是某个名人吗？

然后，第二天早上，他从新闻里看到在洛杉矶发生的一起超市劫案。警方正在寻找一个人：这个人骑摩托车，有一头金色长发……


GIRL ON A MOTORCYCLE

Kenny is going across America by bus to San Francisco. It is a long way, so he stops sometimes and stays the night in a motel.




One evening he stays in a motel in a little town in California – not far from Los Angeles. When he comes down from his room for something to eat, he sees a girl – a girl on a motorcycle, with long blond hair. He thinks he knows her – is she famous?




Then, the next morning, he sees the news about a supermarket robbery in Los Angeles. The police are looking for somebody – somebody on a motorcycle, with long blond hair...
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1
Is there a motel?

Kenny is going across America by bus. One evening in summer, his bus arrives in a little town in California. 

'I want to stop here tonight,' says Kenny to the bus driver. 'Is there a motel, do you know?' 

'Yes,' says the bus driver. 'There's a nice motel across the river. It's not expensive.' 

'Is there a bus to San Francisco tomorrow?' asks Kenny. 

'Yes,' says the bus driver, 'there's a bus every day.' 

Kenny gets off the bus with his bag. 
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2
Give me the money!

In a street in Los Angeles, somebody is robbing a security guard outside a supermarket. The robber is sitting on a  motorcycle and has a gun.

'Give me the money!' the robber tells the security guard. 'OK, OK!' says the security guard, and gives the robber the money.

Then the robber rides away – but a camera is taking  pictures.

After the robbery, the supermarket manager phones the police.

'Yes,' he says. 'A robbery... yes, long blond hair, and with a motorcycle... a man or woman? We don't know... yes, we have some pictures... OK! Quickly.' 
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3
Room twenty-three

In the little town, fifty kilometres away from Los Angeles, Kenny goes into the motel and asks for a room.

'Room twenty-three,' says the man at the desk. He gives Kenny a key.

'Thank you,' says Kenny. And he goes up to his room.

[image: alt]

An hour later, Kenny comes down to eat.

'I'm hungry,' he thinks.

He sees a girl arrive on a motorcycle. She walks to the front desk, and the man gives her a key.

'Room seventeen,' says the man at the desk.

'I think I know her face,' thinks Kenny. 'Is she somebody famous?'

[image: alt]


4
Is it her?

Early the next morning, Kenny puts on the TV in his room. A news-reader is talking about the supermarket robbery. There are some pictures from the supermarket camera.
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Kenny watches the news.

'The robber is somebody with long blond hair, and with a motorcycle,' says the news-reader.

Suddenly, Kenny remembers the girl at the motel desk. 'Is it her?' he thinks. 'Is she the robber?'
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5
Can I sit here?

He goes for breakfast. The girl is eating her breakfast at a table near the window. Kenny looks at her. 'Is it her?' he thinks. 'I think I know her, but...' He walks across to her table.

'Can I sit here?' he asks.

The girl looks up. 'Well... OK,' she says.
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Kenny sits down. 'My name's Kenny,' he says.

'Pleased to meet you,' she says. 'I'm Mel.'

'Where are you from?' asks Kenny.

'San Francisco,' says Mel. 'I'm going there later this morning. Where are you from?'

'Boston,' says Kenny. 'I'm going across America by bus. And I'm going to San Francisco later this morning, too.'

'Are you?' the girl says. 'I don't like buses. I like motorcycles. Look, excuse me. I need to make a phone call.'

She gets up and leaves the room.
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6
Not the police

A young man near the door is watching Mel.

'Why is he watching her?' thinks Kenny. 'Does he know her face, too? Is he thinking she's the girl from the robbery, too?'

Kenny goes to sit next to the young man.

'Hi,' he says. 'My name's Kenny Muir.'

'Hi,' says the young man. 'I'm... Ned.'
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They begin talking. Kenny tells Ned about the news of the robbery on TV. He looks across at Mel. 'Are you thinking that's the same girl?' he asks Ned.

Ned looks across at her. 'I – I don't know,' he says. 'Perhaps it is.'

'What can we do?' says Kenny. 'She's leaving soon. Let's phone the police. I think it's her.'

'No!' Ned says quickly. 'Not the police. Wait...'

Kenny looks carefully at him. 'What's the matter? Are you... afraid of something?' he asks.

'No, but... perhaps she's got a gun!' says Ned.
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7
Perhaps I'm wrong

'Is it her?' thinks Kenny. 'I want to know. Perhaps the money from the robbery is in her room.'

Kenny goes upstairs. Suddenly he sees the girl again. She is coming out of room seventeen. Kenny watches her. She locks her door and goes downstairs.

'How can I get into her room?' he thinks.
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Then Kenny sees a woman working in the motel.

'Excuse me,' says Kenny. 'Can you open the door of my room? My key's in the car. It's room seventeen.'

'Yes, of course,' she says, and opens the door of room seventeen.

'Thank you,' says Kenny, and he goes into the room.
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Kenny searches the room, but he cannot find the money from the robbery.

'Perhaps I'm wrong about her,' he thinks.

Then he hears somebody opening the door with a key.

It's Mel!

[image: alt]


8
I must get away

Kenny runs into the bathroom. A minute later he hears Mel talking into the phone.

'Hi, Fran,' says Mel. 'No, I'm at the motel... No, I'm leaving in an hour... Yes, OK...'

Kenny looks out carefully from the bathroom. He cannot get to the door, but he can get to the window. He moves quickly.
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Mel puts down the phone. Kenny watches her through the window.

'I must get away from here!' he thinks.

Kenny cannot go back into room seventeen, but he can open the window to room eighteen.
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9
You're the robber!

Kenny climbs into room eighteen. There is nobody there. He goes across to the door. But then he sees something.

'What's that?' he thinks. 'Is it... a wig? It is. It's a blond wig!'

Kenny searches the room.

'Here's a black motorcycle coat,' he says to himself. 'And what's this in this bag? The money from the robbery!'
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Kenny hears somebody coming. He wants to get out of the room, but he cannot.

Ned comes into the room. He sees Kenny.

'What are you doing in my room?' says Ned.

Then he sees the blond wig and the money. He looks at Kenny again.

'You know!' says Ned.

'Yes, I know!' says Kenny. 'You're the Los Angeles supermarket robber!'
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Suddenly, Ned takes a gun from his coat.

'Don't move!' he says. And he takes the bag from Kenny.

'You can't get away,' says Kenny.

'Yes, I can,' says Ned.

He hits Kenny on the head, then he locks him in room eighteen.
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10
I can't swim!

A minute later, Mel is looking across at the river from her room. Suddenly, she sees a man running.

'What's the matter with him?' she thinks. 'Why is he running?'

Then she sees Kenny come out of the next room.

'Th – that man!' says Kenny. 'He's the Los Angeles supermarket robber! Stop him, somebody!'

Ned hears him and looks up. Then he gets on his motorcycle and drives off quickly.
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'I can stop him!' says Mel.
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She climbs down from her room. She runs around the motel, gets on her motorcycle and goes after Ned.
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Mel rides her motorcycle quickly towards the river. When she gets to the river, she jumps across the river on the motorcycle, and stops in front of Ned. He cannot stop, and his motorcycle goes into the river.

'Help! Help!' he cries. 'I can't swim!' 
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11
Can we go slowly, please?

Some people help Ned out of the water. More people are coming from the motel. Kenny runs across to Mel.

'Are you OK?' he asks her.

'Yes, I'm OK,' she says. 'Are you all right?'

'Yes,' says Kenny. 'I'm all right.'
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Soon after, the police arrive and take Ned away. Kenny tells a policeman his story. Then Mel tells the policewoman her story.

'Do I know your face?'the policewoman asks Mel. 'Are you famous?'

Mel laughs. 'Perhaps you do,' she says. 'I'm on TV sometimes.'
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'Now I remember you,' Kenny says to Mel. 'You're Mel Palmer, the famous Stunt Girl! I see you on 'Stunt Girls, USA', on TV sometimes.'

Mel smiles. 'Yes, that's me,' she says. 'Now, do you want to come to San Francisco on my motorcycle, or do you want to go on the bus?'

'I'm coming with you!' says Kenny, laughing. 'But can we go slowly, please?' 
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GLOSSARY
词汇表

bathroom n. the room where you can bath and wash　浴室，卫生间

blond adj. a yellow-white colour　（头发）浅黄色的，金色的

climb v. go up or down using hands and feet　（手脚并用地）攀登，爬

famous adj. a famous person is someone who many people know　著名的，出名的

gun n. a thing that shoots bullets to kill people　枪

lock v. use a key in a door so it cannot open　锁住

manager n. someone who controls a business　（公司等的）经理，管理者

motel n. a building where you can pay to stay in a room　汽车旅馆

news n. a TV or radio programme that tells about the things that happen　新闻

news-reader n. someone who reads the news　新闻播音员

police n. the men and women who catch criminals　警察

rob v. take something that is not yours　抢劫，打劫

robber n. someone who takes something that is not theirs　盗贼，抢劫者

search v. look carefully for something　寻找；搜查

stunt n. something dangerous and exciting　特技表演

swim v. move your body through water using your arms and legs　游泳

wig n. false hair　假发


Girl on a Motorcycle



ACTIVITIES
阅读练习




ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1　Look at the picture on the cover of the book. Now answer these questions.

1）Do you think the story is

a　□ funny?

b　□ sad?

c　□ exciting?

d　□ frightening?




2）Where do you think the story happens?

a　□ China.

b　□ America.

c　□ England.

d　□ Italy.

2　Read the back cover of the book. Now answer these questions.

1）Do you think Kenny is a policeman?

2）Do you think the robber shoots Kenny?

3）Do you think the girl is the robber? 




ACTIVITIES



While Reading

1　Read Chapters 1-3, then answer these questions.

1）How often do buses go to San Francisco?

2）Where is someone robbing a supermarket?

3）The supermarket manager says, 'Yes, we have some pictures.' How does he have pictures of the robber?

4）What is Kenny's room number in the motel?

5）How does the girl in room seventeen arrive at the motel?

2　Read Chapters 4-5. Now answer these questions.

a）Who

... is talking about the robbery on TV?

... does Kenny remember who has long blond hair?

b）Where

... is the girl eating her breakfast?

... are Mel and Kenny going later that morning?




3　Read Chapters 6-7. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?




1）Someone is watching Mel.

T □／F □

2）Ned wants to phone the police.

T □／F □

3）Kenny opens Mel's room with his key.

T □／F □

4　Read Chapters 8. Now answer these questions.

1）Mel comes back to her room. Where does Kenny go first?

2）Who is Mel talking to on the phone?

3）What is the first thing Kenny sees in room eighteen?

4）What is in the bag?

5　Read Chapters 9-10. Who says or thinks these words?

1）'What are you doing in my room?'

2）'You can't get away.'

3）'Why is he running?'

4）'He's the Los Angeles supermarket robber!'

5）'I can stop him!'

6　Before you read Chapters 11, can you guess what happens?

1）Ned kills Mel.

YES □／NO □

2）Mel falls off her motorcycle into the river.

YES □／NO □

3）Mel stops Ned.

YES □／NO □

4）Kenny stops Ned.

YES □／NO □

5）Ned falls into the river.

YES □／NO □




ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1　Put these twelve sentences in the right order.

a　□ Kenny sees the girl eating her breakfast.

b　□ Kenny finds the money from the robbery.

c　□ Kenny's bus arrives.

d　□ Ned takes a gun from his coat.

e　□ Kenny goes into room seventeen.

f　□ Ned's motorcycle goes into the river.

g　□ Kenny climbs into room eighteen.

h　□ Somebody robs a security guard outside a supermarket.

i　□ Mel gets on her motorcycle.

j　□ Kenny hears about the robbery on TV.

k　□ The police take Ned away.

l　□ Kenny sees a girl arrive at the motel on a motorcycle.

2　Use these words to join the sentences together.

or　but　and　on

1）Kenny's bus arrives in town. An evening in summer.

2）The robber rides away. A camera is taking pictures.

3）The girl goes to the front desk. The man gives her a key.

4）Do you want to come to San Francisco on my motorcycle? Do you want to go on the bus?

3　Look at each picture, then answer the questions after it.

1）[image: alt]

Who is this?

What is he/she doing?




2）[image: alt]

Who is it?

What is he doing?




3）[image: alt]

Who is this?

What is he/she doing?




4）[image: alt]

Who is this?

What is he/she doing?




5）[image: alt]

Who is riding this motorcycle?




6）[image: alt]

Who is writing?


TRANSLATION　参考译文

Girl on a Motorcycle
摩托女孩

1　有汽车旅馆吗？

肯尼正在乘公共汽车横穿美国。一个夏天的夜晚，他乘坐的车停在了加利福尼亚的一个小镇上。

“我想在这儿住一晚。”肯尼对司机说，“这儿有没有汽车旅馆，您知道吗？”

“有，”司机回答，“河对岸有家不错的汽车旅馆，也不贵。”

“那明天有车去旧金山吗？”肯尼问。

“有，”司机说，“每天都有车去。”

肯尼拿着包下了车。

2　把钱给我！

洛杉矶的一条街上，有人正在超市外抢劫一名保安。劫匪骑着摩托车，手里拿着枪。

“把钱给我！”劫匪对保安说。

“好，好！”保安说着把钱交给了劫匪。

然后劫匪骑摩托车跑了，但有个摄像头拍下了这一切。

劫案发生后，超市经理打电话报警。

“是的，”他说，“抢劫……没错，金色长发，骑着摩托车……男的还是女的？不知道……没错，我们有些照片……好的！快来！”

3　23号房间

在距离洛杉矶50公里外的小镇上，肯尼走进汽车旅馆，要了个房间。

“23号房。”前台的男服务员说着递给肯尼一把钥匙。

“谢谢。”肯尼说，然后他上楼进了房间。




一小时后，肯尼下楼去吃东西。

“我饿了。”他心想。

他看见一个女孩骑着摩托车到了旅馆。她走到前台，服务员给了她一把钥匙。

“17号房。”服务员说。

“我觉得这张脸很面熟。”肯尼想，“她是哪个名人吗？”

4　是她吗？

第二天一大早，肯尼打开房间里的电视机。一位新闻播音员正在播报超市劫案新闻。还播放了超市摄像头拍到的照片。




肯尼看着新闻。

“劫匪有一头金色长发，骑着摩托车。”新闻播音员说。

突然，肯尼想起在旅馆前台见到的那个女孩。“是她吗？”他想，“她是劫匪吗？”

5　我能坐这儿吗？

肯尼去吃早饭。那个女孩正在靠窗的一张桌子旁吃早饭。肯尼看着她。“是她吗？”他想，“我觉得我认识她，可是……”他向她的桌子走过去。

“我能坐这儿吗？”他问。

女孩抬起头。“嗯……好吧。”她回答。




肯尼坐下来。“我叫肯尼。”他说。

“很高兴认识你。”她说，“我叫梅尔。”

“你是哪里人？”肯尼问。

“旧金山人。”梅尔说，“我今早稍后要回那里去。你是哪里人？”

“波士顿人。”肯尼说，“我正在乘公共汽车横穿美国。我今早稍后也要去旧金山。”

“是吗？”女孩说，“我不喜欢公共汽车。我喜欢摩托车。嘿，不好意思，我得打个电话。”

她起身离开了餐厅。

6　不能报警

坐在门边的一个年轻人一直盯着梅尔。

“为什么他老是看她？”肯尼想，“他也认得她？他是不是也觉得她就是劫匪呢？”

肯尼走过去，在年轻人身边坐下。

“你好。”他说，“我叫肯尼·缪尔。”

“你好。”年轻人说，“我叫……内德。”




他们开始交谈。肯尼跟内德说起电视上关于超市劫案的新闻。他向梅尔望去。“你是不是觉得劫匪就是那个女孩？”他问内德。

内德看向她。“我，我不知道。”他说，“也许是吧。”

“我们该怎么办？”肯尼说，“她马上就要离开了。我们报警吧，我觉得就是她。”

“不行！”内德马上说，“不能报警。等等……”

肯尼仔细打量他。“怎么了？你在……害怕什么吗？”他问。

“不是，不过……她可能有枪！”内德说。

7　也许我错了

“真的是她吗？”肯尼想，“我想弄清楚。也许抢来的钱就在她房间里。”

肯尼走上楼。突然，他又看见了梅尔。她正从17号房间出来。肯尼盯着她。她锁好门，下了楼。

“我怎么才能进入她的房间呢？”他想。




就在这时，肯尼看见了旅馆的一名女服务员。

“劳驾，”肯尼说，“你能帮忙开下我的房门吗？我的钥匙在车里。是17号房间。”

“好的，没问题。”她说着打开了17号房间的门。

“谢谢。”肯尼说，接着进了房间。




肯尼搜遍了整个房间，却没找到抢劫来的钱。

“可能我错怪她了。”他想。

这时他听见有人正用钥匙开门。

是梅尔！

8　我必须离开

肯尼跑进卫生间。不一会儿，他听见梅尔在打电话。

“嗨，弗兰。”梅尔说，“不，我在汽车旅馆……不，我一个小时内离开……是的，好……”

肯尼小心翼翼地向卫生间外张望。他没法儿到门那儿，但可以到窗户那边。他迅速行动起来。




梅尔放下电话。肯尼透过窗户盯着她。

“我必须离开这儿！”他想。

肯尼不能再回到17号房间，但他可以打开18号房间的窗户。

9　你是劫匪！

肯尼爬进18号房间，里面没人。他向房门走去，但这时他看见了一样东西。

“那是什么？”他想，“是……一顶假发？是的，是金色的假发！”

肯尼开始搜房间。

“这里有件黑色的机车外套。”他自言自语道，“这包里又是什么？抢劫来的钱！”




肯尼听见有人进来。他想离开这个房间，但他出不去了。

内德走进房间。他看见了肯尼。

“你在我的房间干什么？”内德问。

这时他看见了金色假发和钱。他又看向肯尼。

“你知道了！”内德说。

“对，我知道了！”肯尼说，“你就是洛杉矶超市劫匪！”




突然，内德从外套里掏出枪。

“不许动！”他说，随即从肯尼手中夺回包。

“你逃不掉的。”肯尼说。

“不，我可以。”内德说。

他一拳打在肯尼头上，然后把他锁在18号房间里。

10　我不会游泳！

过了片刻，梅尔正在房间里望着河。突然，她看见一个男人在奔跑。

“他怎么了？”她想，“为什么要跑呢？”

这时，她看见肯尼从隔壁房间出来。

“那——那个男的！”肯尼说，“他是洛杉矶超市劫匪！拦住他，来人哪！”

内德听见肯尼的话，向上看了一眼。然后他跨上摩托车，迅速驾车离去。




“我能拦住他！”梅尔说。

她从自己房间外面爬下来，跑到汽车旅馆前面，骑上自己的摩托车，追赶内德。




梅尔骑着摩托车，朝河边疾驶。到了河边，她驾着摩托车飞越过河，停在内德前面。内德刹不住车，连人带车掉进河里。

“救命！救命！”他大叫，“我不会游泳！”

11　我们骑慢点，好吗？

有人把内德从水里救了出来。越来越多的人从汽车旅馆赶了过来。肯尼向梅尔跑去。

“你没事吧？”他问她。

“嗯，我没事。”她说，“你还好吧？”

“嗯，”肯尼说，“我还好。”




不一会儿，警察赶来带走了内德。肯尼向一位男警察说明事情经过。随后梅尔也向一名女警说明了情况。

“我是不是见过你？”女警问梅尔，“你是名人吗？”

梅尔笑了。“也许你见过我。”她说，“我有时会上电视。”




“现在我想起你来了。”肯尼对梅尔说，“你是梅尔·帕尔默，著名的女特技演员！我有时在电视上看《美国女特技演员》，见过你。”

梅尔笑了。“对，那是我。”她说，“现在，你是想坐我的摩托车去旧金山呢，还是坐公共汽车去？”

“我跟你一起去！”肯尼笑着说，“不过我们骑慢点，好吗？”


[image: alt]


[image: alt]


[image: alt]


[image: alt]


京权图字：01-2013-7802

Published by arrangement with Oxford University Press for sale in the People's Republic of China only and not for export therefrom. This edition is for sale in the mainland of China only, excluding Hong Kong SAR, Macao SAR and Taiwan.

© Oxford University Press 2009

Oxford is a registered trademark of Oxford University Press

图书在版编目（CIP）数据

红发姑娘：英汉对照／（新西兰）林多普（Lindop, C.）著；（英）文森特（Vincent, M.）绘；文雪琴译．—北京：外语教学与研究出版社，2013.11

（书虫·牛津英汉双语读物）

书名原文：The girl with red hair

ISBN 978-7-5135-3780-3




Ⅰ．①红…　Ⅱ．①林…②文…③文…　Ⅲ．①英语—汉语—对照读物②短篇小说—新西兰—现代　Ⅳ．①H319.4：I




中国版本图书馆CIP数据核字（2013）第271153号







出版人　　蔡剑峰

责任编辑　杨雅琼

封面设计　蔡　颖

出版发行　外语教学与研究出版社

社　　址　北京市西三环北路19号（100089）

网　　址　http://www.fltrp.com

版　　次　2013年12月第1版

书　　号　ISBN 978-7-5135-3780-3




制售盗版必究　举报查实奖励

版权保护举报电话：（010）88817519


内容简介

马克非常喜欢他在梅森百货商店的工作。他观察众人，并提出问题。那个男人把什么放进了自己的包里？为什么那个女人穿了两件外套？那两个男孩为何总是东张西望？马克提出问题，接着找出答案。

然后有一天，马克看见了一位红发姑娘，从此无法忘怀。现在他有几个不同的问题了：这个红发姑娘是谁？那个小男孩是她的孩子吗？那个穿着黑色夹克的英俊男人是谁？问题有很多，而马克不是每次都能找到正确的答案。

但是他想再次看到那双美丽的绿眼睛……


THE GIRL WITH RED HAIR

Mark likes his work in Mason's store. He watches people, and he asks questions. What is that man putting into his bag? Why is that woman wearing two coats? Why are those two boys looking around all the time? Mark asks questions, and then he finds the answers.




Then one day Mark sees a girl with red hair, and he can't forget her. Now he's got some different questions. Who is the girl with red hair? Is the little boy her baby? Who is the man in the black jacket – the good-looking man? There are a lot of questions, and Mark doesn't always find the right answers.




But he wants to look into those beautiful green eyes again...


CONTENTS
目　录

  内容简介

  1 Wow!

  2 Boohoo

  3 Yay!!

  


  GLOSSARY
词汇表

  ACTIVITIES
阅读练习

  TRANSLATION
参考译文




返回总目录

  


“书虫”免费增值服务上线！

第一时间获得习题答案、检验阅读水平、记录学习轨迹

更多精彩内容，登录http://2u4u.fltrp.com/reading


1
Wow!

My name is Mark Sellers. I'm twenty-two years old, and I work in security in Mason's store. You can get everything here – books, TVs, hats, flowers, sandwiches, beds, bicycles... It's interesting work, and I like it. Sometimes I walk around in the store, and sometimes I work in the office.
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Leon and Shami work in security too. I like working with them.

'Look at this woman,' Leon says. 'Which hat is best for her – blue or black?'

I look at the woman on the screen.

'Oh – the black hat,' I say.

'No!' says Shami. 'The blue hat is nicer.'

We watch and wait. In the end the woman takes the blue hat.

'Hurray!' says Shami. 'You two know nothing about hats.'

Yes, it's interesting work.
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Today I'm watching the screens. I'm looking at a man with a big bag. He's got a clock in his hand. He looks around slowly. Now he's got a clock in his bag. The man walks to the door. I talk on my radio. Shami walks quietly behind the man. When he gets to the door, she puts her hand on his arm.

'Please come with me,' she says.

Good. I go back to the screens.
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And then I see her.

'Wow! Who's that girl?'

'What girl? I can see lots of girls,' Leon says.

Now the picture on the screen is bigger.

'That girl there – with red hair.'

Leon looks at the screen.

'Hmm – yes, she's OK. But who is she? I don't know. Why don't you go and ask her, Mark?'
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He laughs and walks away, but I can't stop looking at the screen. Who is that beautiful girl? What is her name? I want to meet her.
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Every day I look for the girl with red hair, but I do not see her. 

'Where is she?' Leon says every day. 'Where's the girl with red hair, Mark? What's her name?'

'Oh stop it, Leon,' says Shami. 'Mark can dream, can't he?'

I laugh at first, but after three days, I want to hit Leon. Then, suddenly, I see her again.

I am watching a woman with a big bag. And then, there she is – the girl with red hair. She's got green eyes too. But there is a baby with her, a little boy. They are looking at a book about trains.
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'Look, Greg,' she says. 'Look at the big train.'

The little boy smiles. He's got red hair and green eyes too. Her baby. So – has she got a husband? A boyfriend? I look at her beautiful green eyes again, and then I go back to work. But there are lots of questions in my head.
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She comes to the store on Wednesday mornings. She usually arrives at about eleven o'clock. 

'How's your girl?' asks Leon.

'She's not my girl,' I say. 'I don't know her name. Her little boy's name is Greg, but she's – the girl with red hair.'

'Well, let's give her a name,' says Leon. 'What do you think, Shami?'

'Hmm – Scarlet! Her name is Scarlet,' says Shami. 

'Apples are red,' says Leon. 'Apple is a nice name—'

Then he looks at my face, and runs out the door.
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2
Boohoo

Next Wednesday I am in the store when the girl with red hair comes in with Greg. She stops and looks at a picture. Greg takes his hat off and drops it. I pick up the hat and go over to her.

'Excuse me,' I say. 'Is this your little boy's hat?'

She smiles at me.

'Oh, thank you,' she says. 'Greg, look, it's your hat.'

Greg laughs. She puts out her hand and takes the hat from me. Is she wearing a ring? No, there is no ring on her hand.

Wednesday is the best day of the week, I think.
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Ten minutes later, I am near the flowers when Leon speaks to me on my radio.

'Mark, go to the door!' he says. 'You must stop her – the girl with red hair.'

'What? What's happening?' I say.

'Go quickly – now. It's the little boy – he's got one of the red planes.'

Those red planes! Children take them all the time, because they like the colour. Then they get to the door and the alarm rings. Children cry, and their mothers get angry. I hate those planes!
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When I get to the door, the alarm is ringing. The girl with red hair is standing there, and her face is red.

'What's happening?' she says. 

'Please come back into the store for a minute,' I say. 

We go back into the store, and the alarm stops.

'This young man has got the answer, I think. Where's the plane?' I say to Greg.

'Plane,' says Greg, and he waves a little red plane at us.

'Oh, I am sorry!' she says.

'It's all right,' I say. 'It happens all the time. Can I have the plane? Good boy!'

'Thank you very much,' says the girl with red hair. But the alarm is ringing again. I must go.
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I walk into the office upstairs. Shami is watching the screens. She stops and looks at my face.

She says nothing, but she smiles. Then she goes back to work.

I look at the screens too – but I am dreaming.
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I'm happy. I'm really happy. But how can I meet her again? I think about this for the next six days, but I can't find any answers. Then it's Wednesday again.

I'm sitting in the office watching the screens. Ten o'clock comes and goes, then eleven o'clock. I can't see her.
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I look on every screen in the store. In the end I see her near the door. She's looking at her watch, and talking to Greg. Is she waiting for somebody?

Perhaps she's meeting somebody. Perhaps she's late. Perhaps her mother is coming. Perhaps—

But now she's waving at somebody.
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A good-looking man in a black jacket walks up to the girl with red hair and kisses her. Greg laughs, and the man picks him up and kisses him too. Is he the baby's father? Of course he is. Anybody can see that.

I don't want to look, but I can't take my eyes away from the screen. Then they all go down the road, away from the store.

I look around the room. Leon and Shami are in the store, and the room is very quiet. It feels cold.
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Then Leon and Shami come in. 'Now that's not a happy face,' Shami says. 'What's the matter?'

I tell them. I tell them about the girl with red hair, and Greg, and the good-looking man – and the kiss.

Leon looks at my face and thinks for a minute.

'Look, Mark,' he says. 'It's a dream, that's all. You see a nice girl, you think about her, you talk to her – and one day her boyfriend arrives. Boohoo. You stop dreaming. But there are always more girls.'
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'Yes, but—' I say, and then I stop.

'But they're not the girl with red hair, right?' says Leon. 'But she's got a boyfriend. You need a different girl, Mark – a girl without a boyfriend. Why don't you come out with us tonight? We're going to Ocean Blue. It's a wonderful club, and there are lots of nice girls there.'

I don't really want to go, but I don't want to stay at home and do nothing.

'OK, then,' I say.

'Good man,' says Leon. 'See you there at nine.'
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3
Yay!!

The club is dark. There's a lot of noise, and a lot of people, but the music is good.

Leon is there with his girlfriend Ellie. I talk to them and their friends. I'm feeling good. Perhaps tonight I can forget about everything. Leon and Ellie are dancing, so I go to get a drink.
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Leon is right about one thing – there are a lot of nice girls at Ocean Blue. Tall girls, interesting girls, girls with black hair, blue hair – and red hair.

Red hair? I'm waiting for my drink, and I'm standing next to the girl with red hair. No, two girls with red hair. Is this really happening?
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The girl with red hair looks at me and smiles. 'Just a minute,' she says. 'Don't I know you?'

She's talking to me! Why can't I say anything?

'In the store,' I say at last. 'In Mason's store. With your little boy. And the red plane.'

The girl with red hair laughs.

'Oh, with Greg!' she says. 'I remember. But he isn't my baby – he's Claire's. This is my sister Claire – she's his mother.' The second girl with red hair waves at me.
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'But I always see you with him,' I say.

'I look after Greg on Wednesday mornings, and we always go to Mason's,' she says. 'Then I meet Claire. Well, usually, that is. But not this week.'

Just then a good-looking man in a black jacket arrives. 'Sorry I'm late,' he says, and kisses Claire. 'Hi, Kate.'

Claire smiles at him, and the girl with red hair says hello. I'm starting to understand. This is Claire's husband, and Greg's father. And the girl with red hair is called Kate.
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My face is red. 

'Hey, I'm sorry,' I say to Kate. 'It's – well, Greg's got your hair and your eyes. But I can see now. He's got Claire's hair and eyes. Of course.'

'It's OK,' Kate says. 'It happens all the time. People say, "Isn't your little boy happy!" And sometimes I just say, "Yes, he is." '

[image: alt]

Claire and her husband go off to dance, and I get Kate a drink.

'Here you are, Kate. My name's Mark.'

'Thanks, Mark,' she says. 'So you work in Mason's.'

'Yes,' I say. 'I work in security. I look for little boys with red planes, and girls with red hair.'

'And do you find them?'

'I find lots of little boys with red planes.'
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'And the girls?'

'Just one.'

Now I have the answers to my questions. The girl with red hair is Kate. She hasn't got a husband, and she hasn't got a baby. And those green eyes are smiling at me. Yes, Wednesday really is the best day of the week.
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GLOSSARY
词汇表

alarm n. something that makes a loud noise when something is wrong　报警器

around adv. in different places　四处，到处

baby n. a very young child　婴儿，小宝宝

boyfriend/girlfriend n. a boy/girl you like and go out with　男朋友/女朋友

club n. a place where you go to dance, listen to music, etc.　夜总会，俱乐部

dream v. to hope for something nice in the future　梦想，渴望

drop v. to let something fall　使掉下，投下

good-looking adj. nice to look at　好看的，（男人）英俊的

husband n. the man that a woman is married to　丈夫

jacket n. a short coat　夹克，短上衣

kiss v. to touch someone lovingly with your lips　吻，亲吻

look after to take care of somebody　照看，照料

music n. what you make when you sing, play the piano, etc.　音乐

pick up to take something with your hand　拾起，捡起

radio n. a machine that lets you hear somebody's voice from far away　无线电设备

ring v. make a sound like a bell (a telephone rings)　响铃 n. a circle of metal that you wear on your finger　戒指

screen n. the flat part of a TV where you see pictures　（电视机）屏幕

security n. the people who keep things safe　保安，保安人员

store n. a big shop that sells a lot of different things　（百货）商店，商场

wave v. to move your hand to say hello or goodbye to somebody　挥手（以示意）


The Girl with Red Hair



ACTIVITIES
阅读练习




ACTIVITIES



Before Reading




1 Look at the front and back covers of the book and choose the correct endings for these sentences.

1）This story is about...

a □ work and friends.

b □ love and work.

c □ friends and children.




2）Mark sees the girl...

a □ on TV.

b □ in a house.

c □ in a store.

2 Guess what happens. In the story...

1）Mark's friends talk to the girl.

Yes □／No □

2）Mark's friends help him.

Yes □／No □

3）the girl does not speak to Mark.

Yes □／No □

4）Mark meets the girl at a club.

Yes □／No □

5）the girl has got a boyfriend.

Yes □／No □

6）the girl starts work in the store.

Yes □／No □




ACTIVITIES



While Reading

1 Read the first half of Chapter 1, then answer these questions.

1）Where does Mark work?

2）Who knows most about hats?

3）How does Mark talk to Shami?

4）Who does Mark see on the screen?

2 Read the second half of Chapter 1. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1）Mark wants to meet the girl with red hair.

2）Shami wants to hit Leon.

3）The girl and the baby have got blue eyes.

4）The girl comes to the store on Wednesdays.

5）Leon knows the girl's name.

3 Read the first half of Chapter 2 and answer the questions. 

Who...

1）... drops his hat?

2）... likes Wednesdays?

3）... tells Mark about the plane?

4）... has got a red face?

5）... is watching the screens in the office?




4 Read the second half of Chapter 2. Now answer these questions.

1）Where is Mark on Wednesday morning?

2）What is the girl looking at?

3）Who is the man in the black jacket?

4）Who tells Mark, 'It's a dream'?

5 Read the first half of Chapter 3, then match the sentence halves to make four complete sentences.

1）Ocean Blue is a wonderful club...

2）Mark doesn't want to go out...

3）Mark is feeling good...

4）Mark wants to forget about everything...




a but he doesn't want to stay at home and do nothing.

b but then he sees two girls with red hair.

c because he likes the music and the people at the club.

d and there are lots of nice girls there.

6 Guess what happens next in the story.

1）The two girls are sisters.

Yes □／No □

2）The girl is the baby's mother.

Yes □／No □

3）The girl's sister is the baby's mother.

Yes □／No □

4）The man in the black jacket is the girl's husband.

Yes □／No □

5）The girl hasn't got a husband.

Yes □／No □

6）Mark gives the girl some flowers.

Yes □／No □




ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1 What do you know about Kate and Mark? Choose the right words for each person, and then write a description.

work/Mason's store

red hair/green eyes

twenty-two years old

sister Claire/little boy Greg

work/Leon and Shami

like working/security

look after Greg/Wednesdays

2 Put these sentences in the correct order. Number them 1-10.

a □ The girl leaves with the man and Greg.

b □ The good-looking man (Claire's husband) arrives.

c □ Leon says, 'Come with us to Ocean Blue.'

d □ Mark meets her sister Claire.

e □ Mark tells his friends about the boyfriend.

f □ At the club, Mark sees two girls with red hair.

g □ Mark gets Kate a drink, and she smiles at him.

h □ A good-looking man meets her and kisses her.

i □ The girl with red hair tells Mark about her family.

j □ The girl is waiting by the door of the store.

3 Who says this? Who do they say it to?

1）'You two know nothing about hats.'

2）'Look at the big train.'

3）'Apple is a nice name—'

4）'Oh, I am sorry!'

5）'Sorry I'm late.'

6）'Just one.'

4 Complete this summary of the story. Use these words:

club　door　every　feels　good-looking　husband　kisses　plane　sorry　stops

Mark sees a beautiful girl with red hair in Mason's store. She comes to the store ________ Wednesday with a little boy called Greg. One day Greg takes a little________, and Mark ________ the girl and Greg near the door. Her face is red and she is very ________. The next Wednesday a ________ man meets her and Greg at the ________ of the store and ________ them. Mark is not happy. That night he goes to the Ocean Blue ________. There he meets the girl with red hair, Kate, and her sister Claire. Greg is Claire's baby, and the good-looking man is her ________. Kate hasn't got a boyfriend. Mark ________ very good. 


TRANSLATION
参考译文

The Girl with Red Hair
红发姑娘

1　哇！

我叫马克·塞勒斯，22岁，在梅森百货商店做安保工作。你能在梅森百货买到所有的东西——书、电视机、帽子、花、三明治、床、自行车……这份工作很有意思，我很喜欢。有时候我会在店里四处巡视，有时候则在办公室里工作。




利昂和沙米也在保卫处工作。我喜欢和他们共事。

“看这个女人，”利昂说，“哪顶帽子最适合她——蓝色的还是黑色的？”

我看了看屏幕上的女人。

“嗯——黑色的帽子。”我说。

“不！”沙米说，“那顶蓝色的帽子更好看。”

我们注视着屏幕，等着瞧。最后那个女人选择了蓝色的帽子。

“万岁！”沙米说，“你俩对帽子一窍不通。”

没说错吧，这是一份有意思的工作。




今天由我负责监视屏幕。我注意到一个拎着大包的男人。他拿了一个时钟在手里。他慢慢地望了望四周，之后钟就在他的包里了。这个男人向门口走去。我通过无线电说了几句。沙米悄悄走在这个男人后面。当他走到门口时，她一把抓住了他的胳膊。

“请跟我来。”她说。

好。我继续监视屏幕。




然后我就看见了她。

“哇！那个姑娘是谁？”

“什么姑娘？我能看到许多姑娘。”利昂说。

现在屏幕上的画面放大了。

“那边的那个姑娘——一头红发的。”

利昂看了看屏幕。

“嗯——是的，她还行。不过她是谁？我不知道。马克，你为什么不去问问她呢？”




他笑着走开了，但我却忍不住一直盯着屏幕看。那个美丽的姑娘是谁？她叫什么名字？我想结识她。




我每天都在寻找那个红发姑娘的身影，却总看不到她。

“她在哪儿？”利昂每天都在念叨，“那个红发姑娘在哪儿，马克？她叫什么名字？”

“哎，别说了，利昂，”沙米说，“马克总能做做梦吧，不是吗？”

开始时我会笑笑，但三天过后，我就想揍利昂一顿。之后，我突然再次看到了她。

我正盯着一个拿着大包的女人，然后就看到了她——那个一头红发的姑娘。她还有着一双绿色的眼睛。但她身旁有个小宝宝，是个小男孩。他们正在看一本关于火车的书。




“看，格雷格，”她说，“看这列大火车。”

小男孩笑了。他也有着红色的头发和绿色的眼睛。她的宝宝。那么——她有丈夫吗？或者有男朋友？我再次看了看她那双美丽的绿眼睛，然后继续工作。但我的脑子里有很多疑问。




她总是在周三上午来百货商店，通常在11点左右到。

“你那个姑娘怎么样了？”利昂问。

“她不是我的姑娘。”我说，“我不知道她的名字。她的儿子叫格雷格，但她是——红发姑娘。”

“哦，我们来给她取个名儿吧。”利昂说，“你觉得呢，沙米？”

“嗯——斯卡莉特！叫她斯卡莉特吧（译注：“斯卡莉特”[Scarlet]意为“鲜红的”）。”沙米说。

“苹果是红色的，”利昂说，“阿普尔（译注：Apple作人名时译为阿普尔，此处取其双关含义）是个不错的名字——”

他看了看我的脸色，然后跑出门去。

2　呜呜

接下来的周三，当那个红发姑娘带着格雷格出现时，我正在店里巡视。她停下来看一幅画。格雷格脱下自己的帽子，丢在了地上。我捡起帽子，向她走去。

“打扰了，”我说，“这是你儿子的帽子吗？”

她对我微笑。

“嗯，谢谢你。”她说，“格雷格，看，这是你的帽子。”

格雷格笑了。她伸出手从我这儿接过帽子。她戴着戒指吗？没有，她手上没有戒指。

周三是一周中最美妙的一天，我想。




十分钟后，我来到花摊旁边，这时利昂通过无线电跟我说话。

“马克，到门口去！”他说，“你必须拦住她——那个红发姑娘。”

“什么？发生了什么事？”我问。

“快去——马上。是那个小男孩——他拿了一架红色飞机。”

那些红色的飞机！孩子们总喜欢拿这些飞机，因为他们喜欢这个颜色。然后他们走到门口时，警报器就会响起来。孩子们会哭，妈妈们则会发脾气。我讨厌这些飞机！




当我赶到门口时，警报器正在响。红发姑娘站在那里，脸红红的。

“发生了什么事？”她问。

“请先暂时回到店里。”我说。

我们返回商店后，警报器就停止了鸣响。

“我觉得这小家伙知道是怎么回事儿。飞机在哪儿呢？”我对格雷格说。

“飞机。”格雷格说着，朝我们挥了挥手中的红色飞机。

“呀，我真是抱歉！”她说。

“没关系。”我说，“这是常有的事儿。能把飞机给我吗？真是个好孩子！”

“太感谢你了。”红发姑娘说。但这时警报器又响了。我必须走了。




我走进楼上的办公室。沙米正观察着屏幕。她停下来，看了看我的脸。

她没说什么，但她笑了。然后她又重新投入工作。

我也看着屏幕——但我在做着美梦。




我很高兴，真的很高兴。但我怎么才能再见到她呢？接下来的六天我都在想着这个问题，但我没能找到任何答案。然后就又到周三了。

我坐在办公室里注视着屏幕。10点钟到了，又过了。然后11点了。我没能看见她。




我看了店里所有的屏幕，最后看见她在大门附近。她一边看手表，一边同格雷格说话。她是在等谁吗？

也许她要和某人会面。也许她迟到了。也许她妈妈要来。也许——

但现在她正朝某个人挥手。




一个穿着黑色夹克的英俊男人走向红发姑娘，亲了她一下。格雷格笑了，男人把他抱起来也亲了亲。他是这个宝宝的父亲吗？当然他是。任谁都能看出来。

我不想看了，但我无法把视线从屏幕上移开。接着他们一起离开商店，走远了。

我环顾房间。利昂和沙米都在商店里巡视。房间里很安静，感觉好冷。




这时利昂和沙米走了进来。“你看上去可不太高兴。”沙米说，“怎么了？”

我告诉了他们。我说了那个红发姑娘，还有格雷格，还有那个英俊男人——还有那个亲吻。

利昂看了看我的脸，想了一会儿。

“瞧，马克，”他说，“这是一场梦，仅此而已。你看见了一个好姑娘，你成天想着她，你跟她说了话——然后有一天她男朋友来了。呜呜。虽然你的梦做不成，但总会有其他姑娘的。”




“是的，不过——”我欲言又止。

“不过她们都不是那个红发姑娘，对不对？”利昂说，“但她已经有男朋友了。你需要找个别的姑娘，马克——一个没有男朋友的姑娘。不如你今天晚上跟我们一起出去玩吧？我们要去‘蓝色海洋’。那是个很棒的夜总会，里面有很多不错的姑娘。”

我不太想去，但我又不想呆在家里无所事事。

“那好吧。”我说。

“好兄弟，”利昂说，“9点我们在那里碰头。”

3　耶！！

夜总会里很昏暗。很吵，而且人很多，但音乐不错。

利昂和他的女友埃莉在那里。我同他们以及他们的朋友聊天。我感觉很好。也许今晚我能忘掉一切。利昂和埃莉在跳舞，于是我去要一杯酒。




利昂说对了一件事——“蓝色海洋”里确实有很多不错的姑娘，高挑的、有趣的、黑发的、蓝发的——还有红发的。

红发？我在等我的酒，旁边就有一个红发姑娘。不，是两个。这是真的吗？




红发姑娘看着我，笑了。“等等，”她说，“我不是见过你吧？”

她在跟我说话！我怎么一句话都说不出来？

“在百货商店里，”我终于开了口，“梅森百货商店，跟你儿子一起，还有那架红色飞机。”

红发姑娘笑了。

“哦，同格雷格一起！”她说，“我想起来了。不过他不是我的宝宝——他是克莱尔的。这位是我姐姐克莱尔——她才是格雷格的妈妈。”另一个红发姑娘朝我招了招手。




“但我总是看见你跟格雷格在一起。”我说。

“周三的上午都由我来照顾他，而且我们总是去梅森百货。”她说，“然后我同克莱尔碰头。嗯，大多数时候是这样。不过这礼拜不是。”

这时来了一个穿着黑色夹克的英俊男人。“对不起，我迟到了。”他说着，吻了吻克莱尔，“嗨，凯特。”

克莱尔对他微笑，红发姑娘则同他打了个招呼。我开始明白过来了。这是克莱尔的丈夫，格雷格的父亲。而红发姑娘名叫凯特。




我脸红了。

“嘿，我很抱歉，”我对凯特说，“这个——唉，格雷格的头发和眼睛跟你一样。但我现在能看出来了。他的头发和眼睛是跟克莱尔一样。理所当然。”

“没关系，”凯特说，“这是常有的事。人们总说，‘你儿子真开心！’有时候我只是回答，‘是啊，他是很开心。’”




克莱尔和她丈夫去跳舞了，我给凯特要了一杯酒。

“给，凯特。我叫马克。”

“谢谢，马克，”她说，“那么你在梅森百货工作。”

“是的，”我说，“我在保卫处工作。我总是寻找那些拿着红色飞机的小男孩，还有红头发的姑娘们。”

“那你找到他们了吗？”

“我找到了很多拿着红色飞机的小男孩。”




“姑娘们呢？”

“只找到了一个。”

现在我的问题都有了答案。红发姑娘叫凯特。她没有丈夫，也没有孩子。而且她正用她那双带笑的绿眼睛看着我。没说错吧，周三真是一周中最美妙的一天。
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内容简介

“出去找点儿新闻，”弗兰克先生对迈克说，“这是你最后一次机会。”

迈克是一名优秀的摄影师，可是他在SFX新闻部的老板弗兰克先生却不这么认为。迈克生活得很不错，他需要这份工作。他能做些什么呢？

夏威夷有一座火山正在喷发——这是发掘好新闻的良机。迈克去那里拍摄，然而火山非常危险，于是他明白了有些事情比他的工作或者他的摄像机更为重要。

这的确是他的最后一次机会……


LAST CHANCE

'Go away and find some news,' says Mr Frank to Mike. 'This is your last chance.'




Mike is a good cameraman but his boss at SFX News, Mr Frank, doesn't think so. Mike has a nice life and he needs his job. What can he do?




In Hawaii a volcano is erupting – a good chance for a good story. Mike goes there to film the story, but it is dangerous on the volcano and he learns that some things are more important than his job, or his camera.




This really is his last chance...
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LAST CHANCE

'Come in here!' says Mike's boss. He is angry – again.

Mike is a cameraman and he works for SFX News. His boss, Mr Frank, is angry with him. It is the second time this week.

Mike walks slowly into the office. He is in big trouble.

'Close the door,' says Mr Frank. There is a video in his hand.

'This is bad,' thinks Mike. 'He doesn't like my work.'
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Mr Frank looks at Mike. 'Are you a news cameraman?' he asks.

'Yes, of course,' says Mike.

'Well, this isn't news.' He throws the video at the door. 'It's... it's... I have a three-year-old son. He can do better. Go away and find some news. I want a film that hits me here.' Mr Frank puts his hand on his heart.

'And Mike...'

'Yes, Boss?'

'This is your last chance.'

[image: alt]

Mike walks slowly out of Mr Frank's office. His face is red.

'He can't talk to me like that,' he thinks. 'I'm a good cameraman. I'm unlucky, that's all. But I can't be angry with him because I need my job.'

Mike sits on his chair and looks out of the window. He sees an old man sitting in his garden. He feels tired. 'Am I too old for this job?' thinks Mike. 'Am I too tired?'

[image: alt]

There is a newspaper on Mike's desk. He picks it up and reads it. There is a volcano in Hawaii. The volcano is erupting and people are leaving. Mike sees a photograph of the volcano. It looks dangerous. 'Hmm. Maybe...' he thinks.

Mr Frank walks past. 'Reading the newspaper?' he says. 'Remember – this is your last chance.'

Mike feels very angry but he says nothing. 'This is bad,' he thinks. 'I must go to Hawaii and make an exciting film.'
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Mike gets in his car and quickly drives home. He has a nice car. It is fast and he loves it. It is also expensive. He needs to work.

Mike stops the car next to his house. He goes in the house. 'What do I need?' he thinks. He puts some clothes in a bag and picks it up.

'One more thing,' he thinks. 'My video camera.' He picks up his camera and gives it a kiss. 'We can do it, old friend,' he says.
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Later that day, Mike takes a plane to Hawaii. There are only seven people on the plane. He looks out of the window. 'Hawaii is beautiful!' he thinks. There are big waves on the sea. 'I would like to go surfing,' thinks Mike. 'Perhaps another time.'

But as the plane gets closer, the sky is very dark.

At the airport lots of people are running. Some people are crying. 'The volcano is erupting,' they say to Mike. 'Why are you here?'

'I'm here because I'm a news cameraman. A good news cameraman,' he tells them. He can see the volcano. It is a long way away. There is black smoke and red fire. 'Is this a good idea?' thinks Mike.
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Some news people are leaving Hawaii. They are getting on a plane. Mike talks to them. A girl tells him that the volcano is very dangerous.

'I think my friend Jenny is there. She wants to make a film, too. Is she alive or dead? I don't know,' says the girl. 'You must come with us,' she says, 'You can't go to the volcano.'

'I want to leave the island,' thinks Mike. 'I don't want to die, but...'

'I can't go with you. I have work to do,' he says.
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'OK,' says the girl. 'Look out for my friend Jenny. She has big blue eyes. Please tell her to leave the island.'

'OK,' says Mike. He says goodbye to the girl. He watches the plane leave. 'This really is my last chance,' he thinks.
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Just then the volcano makes a big noise. A dog runs quickly past. An old woman starts to cry. Mike looks at her. He wants to say something but he can't. The sun is hot but suddenly he is cold. He is afraid.

'I can't be afraid,' he says. He looks at his camera and says, 'Let's go, old friend.'

Mike walks through the town. The sky is getting darker. The red fire over the volcano is getting bigger and bigger. Mike is feeling more afraid.
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In the town Mike meets a man. The man is leaving with his family. 'How can I get to the volcano?' Mike asks.

'Cars don't go to the volcano,' says the man. 'The drivers are afraid. You must walk.'

'Is it far?' asks Mike.

'No,' says the man. 'But the fire is hot. Take lots of water with you.'

There is a television in a shop window. It is not showing pictures of the volcano. 'I am the only news person here,' Mike thinks. 'I have a chance to make the only film about the volcano. I must go.'

The road in front of him is very long. His legs feel tired but he begins to walk.
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After two long hours, Mike is on the volcano. There is a lot of smoke and a lot of fire. Mike can't see any people.

'I must be quick,' he thinks. Mike films the smoke and the fire. A big rock nearly hits him but he films it. 'This film is good,' he thinks.

He is afraid but happy. 'How can Mr Frank be angry now?' Mike thinks. He is taking lots of film.
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Another rock almost hits him. Mike feels hot and tired. 'It's time to go,' says Mike. 'Good job!' he says to his camera.

A bigger rock goes over his head. 'I don't like this. I must go now,' he says. Mike can smell the smoke. He can feel the fire.
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Mike puts his camera under his arm. He starts to run. Just then the volcano makes a noise. Mike runs faster. Suddenly, he hears a different noise.

'Is that a woman?' thinks Mike. 'It can't be. There is nobody here.'

He starts to run again, but then...

'Help!'

'It is somebody. They need me,' he thinks. 'Hello,' he says. 'Where are you?' Mike looks everywhere, but he can't see anybody.
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'I'm here. Please help me!'

Mike sees something behind a rock. It moves. He goes to the rock and sees a young woman there. She can't move her leg because it is under the rock.

'Oh, thank you. Thank you,' she says to Mike. She begins to cry. 'My leg. I think it's broken.'
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'Wait a minute,' says Mike. 'I can help.'

He pushes the rock. It is too big. There are small rocks in front. He pushes them away then pushes the big rock again. It moves a little. He pushes harder. It moves a little more.

'Aargh,' cries the woman.

Suddenly the rock moves down the volcano.

The woman's face is white. She smiles slowly.
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'Are you Jenny?' Mike asks.

'Yes, I am!' she says. 'How do you know?'

'It doesn't matter now. My name is Mike. I have to carry you, Jenny. But first...'

Mike has a tripod. He ties it to Jenny's leg. 'Does that feel better?' he asks.

Jenny smiles again. 'Thank you, Mike,' she says. She is very tired. 'I'm usually very careful – but not today.'

'Come on. We have to get off the volcano,' says Mike.
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'Put your arm around me,' Mike tells Jenny. He puts down his camera. Jenny gets up slowly. Her leg is very bad.

'Take it easy,' Mike says. They start to walk very slowly.

'It's okay,' he says. 'You're okay.'

Metre by metre they move down the volcano. They are almost hit by rocks. Black smoke is in their mouths. Hot fire is close behind them. But they are alive.
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'Mike – wait,' says Jenny suddenly. 'Your camera!' She stops walking. Her face is black with smoke. Jenny's blue eyes look at Mike.

Mike looks back at Jenny. 'You're more important than my camera,' he tells her.

'But the volcano... I can wait here. You go back. It's not too late.'

Mike says nothing.

They keep walking slowly down the volcano – and away from Mike's camera.
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Jenny is now very tired. Her leg is badly broken. Mike stops behind a big rock.

'Do you want some water?' he asks.

Mike has some water in his bag. Jenny and Mike are both thirsty. They drink the water.

Jenny begins to go to sleep. 'This is dangerous. Jenny must stay alive,' Mike thinks. 'Don't go to sleep, Jenny. Talk to me. Where is your home? Tell me about your family. Do you like books?'

They walk and Jenny talks. When she stops talking, Mike asks another question.

They are almost off the volcano. Mike looks back. Where is his camera? Is it in the fire?
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They are off the volcano. Mike sits down next to Jenny. He puts his head in his hands.

'What's the matter?' asks Jenny.

'Everything,' says Mike. 'I have no camera and no film. Now I don't have a job. There are no more chances.'

Jenny puts her arm around him. 'It's okay.'
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Two hours later, they walk into the town. People come out to see them.

'Are you all right?' they ask Jenny.

'I have a broken leg, but I am alive,' she says, and looks at Mike. 'Thank you, Mike.' He smiles.

'There is a helicopter waiting for you,' says a man in a suit. 'It is leaving the island. You must get on quickly.' The man helps them into the helicopter.

In the helicopter, a man says to Mike, 'Do you need anything?'

'My camera,' he says. 'But it is on the volcano. My camera is my best friend and oldest friend.' Mike closes his eyes and goes to sleep.
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Mike is now at home. He does not want to see his boss, Mr Frank. Then one morning he hears the telephone. 'Hello?' he says.

'This is Mr Frank. You must come to work tomorrow. I need to talk to you. Goodbye.'

The next day, Mike goes to work. His friends are happy to see him. 'Well done, Mike,' they say.

'Thanks,' says Mike. He is happy to see his friends, but he is afraid of Mr Frank.

His boss sees him. 'You, get in here.'

'This is it,' thinks Mike.
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In the office Mr Frank looks at Mike. He has something in his hands. 'Do you remember the people in the helicopter?' he asks.

'Yes,' says Mike.

'They remember you. I think you need to thank them.' He moves his hands. There is Mike's camera.

'My camera!' says Mike.

'The camera is broken,' says Mr Frank. 'But we have the film and it's very good.' He smiles.

'My old friend,' says Mike to his camera. He gives it a kiss.

'Let's watch your video,' Mr Frank says.
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They watch the film on the TV. They can see Mike and Jenny. Mike moves the big rock. He helps Jenny to walk. Big rocks are falling out of the sky. The volcano makes a noise. The fire is red and the smoke is black. It is very exciting.

'Next time, remember to turn it off. Or maybe not!' says Mr Frank. 'This video hits me... right here!'

Then Mr Frank says, 'Oh, and Mike – we have a new news person.'

Jenny comes into the room. She isn't black with smoke now. She smiles at Mike. 'She's beautiful,' Mike thinks. 'She hits me... right here!'
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GLOSSARY　词汇表

around prep. all the way round　环绕，在…周围

boss n. a person who tells workers what to do　老板，上司

broken adj. in pieces or not working　断裂的；损坏的

camera n. a thing you use for taking photographs or moving pictures　照相机；摄像机

cameraman n. a person who films　摄影师

carry v. to take　背，送

chance n. when something can happen　机会

dangerous adj. that can kill you　危险的

erupt v. to throw out gas, hot rocks, and liquid rocks　喷发，爆发

exciting adj. making you feel very happy　令人兴奋的，刺激的，惊心动魄的

film v. to use cameras to make a movie　拍摄（影片），把…拍成电影；n. moving pictures that tell a story　影片，电影

idea n. something that you think　主意，想法

job n. work　工作；职位

kiss v. to touch lovingly with your mouth　吻，亲吻

surfing n. standing or lying on a flat board when the sea carries you back to the beach　冲浪（运动）

throw v. to make something move from your hand through the air　扔，投，拋

trouble n. problems　麻烦，问题

unlucky adj. when something bad happens to you　不幸的，不走运的

volcano n. a mountain with a hole in the top where fire, gas, and hot liquid rock sometimes come out　火山


Last Chance



ACTIVITIES
阅读练习




ACTIVITIES



Before Reading




1 Look at the front cover of the book. Answer these questions.

1) The main character in the story is...

a □ a gardener

b □ a student

c □ a cameraman

2) The story happens...

a □ in an office

b □ in an airport

c □ on a volcano

2 Read the story introduction and back cover of the book. Answer these questions.

1) How will the story make you feel?

a □ Happy

b □ Sad

c □ Excited

2) Who has one 'last chance'?

a □ Mr Frank

b □ Mike

c □ Jenny




ACTIVITIES



While Reading




1 Now answer these questions.

1) Where is the volcano?

2) What is the name of Mike's boss?

3) What is Mike's job?

4) What does Mike see through the window?

5) Mike's boss has a son. How old is he?

6) Is Mike happy?

2 Now make these sentences correct.

1) There are only three people on the plane.

2) There are big birds on the sea.

3) A girl tells him that the volcano is very beautiful.

4) Her friend has big green eyes.

3 Put these sentences in the correct order. Number them 1-4.

a □ Mike starts to run away.

b □ Mike hears someone shout, 'Help!'

c □ A man says Mike must walk to the volcano.

d □ A big rock nearly hits Mike.

4 Now answer these questions.

Who...

1) ... says, 'Take it easy.'?

2) ... has a white face?

What ...

3) ... is on Jenny's leg?

4) ... does Mike tie to Jenny's leg?

5 Now answer these questions.

1) Why is Mike unhappy?

a □ Because he has a bad leg.

b □ Because he doesn't want to leave the volcano.

c □ Because he doesn't have his camera.

2) What does Mike have in his bag?

a □ A sandwich.

b □ A menu.

c □ Some water.

6 Before you read the end of the story, what do you think happens?

1) Jenny finds Mike's camera.

Yes □　No □

2) Mr Frank is pleased with Mike.

Yes □　No □

3) Mike loses his job.

Yes □　No □

4) Mike kisses his camera.

Yes □　No □

5) Mike kisses Jenny.

Yes □　No □




ACTIVITIES



After Reading




1 What do you know about Mike? Write about him using these words:

job / cameraman / good

boss / nasty / afraid

drive / car / fast

best friend / camera

like surfing

2 Make four complete sentences. Use these words:

and / but / when / because

1) Mike loses his camera ...

2) Mike pushes the rock ...

3) Mr Frank is angry ...

4) The volcano erupts ...

a) ... black smoke comes out of the top.

b) ... he helps Jenny on the volcano.

c) ... it is too big to move.

d) ... Mike does not make good films.

3 Who says these words? Who do they say it to?

1) 'This is your last chance.'

2) 'We can do it, old friend.'

3) 'Look out for my friend Jenny.'

4) 'Take lots of water with you.'

5) 'I'm here. Please help me!'

6) 'Don't go to sleep, Jenny.'

4 Complete this summary of the story. Use these words:

boss / like / job / Jenny / volcano / rock
helicopter / hears / camera / chance

Mike is in trouble because his _________ does not _________ his work. Mr Frank gives Mike one last _________.

He goes to Hawaii to film a _________. He _________ a woman shout 'Help!' when he is filming. The woman is called _________. Her leg is under a _________. Mike moves the rock and carries her down the volcano, but he loses his _________. He thinks he will lose his job too. But a _________ finds his camera and the film is very good. Mike's boss is very happy. Mike is also happy when Jenny gets a _________ working with him.


TRANSLATION　参考译文

Last Chance
最后一次机会

“进来！”迈克的老板说。他又一次生气了。

迈克是一名摄影师，在SFX新闻部工作。他的老板弗兰克先生在生他的气。这是本周的第二次。

迈克慢慢地走进办公室。他有大麻烦了。

“关上门。”弗兰克先生说。他手里拿着一盘录像带。

“糟糕，”迈克心想，“他不喜欢我拍的东西。”




弗兰克先生看着迈克。“你是新闻摄影师吗？”他问道。

“是，当然是。”迈克说。

“但这不是新闻。”他把录像带朝门口扔去。“这东西……这东西……我有个3岁的儿子，他都能做得比你好。去外面找点儿新闻吧。我想要一个能打动我这里的片子。”弗兰克先生把手放在自己的心口处。

“还有，迈克……”

“什么，老板？”

“这是你最后一次机会。”




迈克慢慢地走出弗兰克先生的办公室。他满脸通红。

“他不能那样跟我说话，”迈克想，“我是个很好的摄影师，只是运气不好而已。但是我不能生他的气，因为我需要这份工作。”

迈克坐在椅子上往窗外望去。他看见一个老人坐在自家的花园里。他感觉很疲惫。“是我太老了，不适合做这份工作了吗？”迈克想，“我是不是太累了？”




迈克的桌上有一份报纸，他拿起来看。夏威夷有座火山在喷发，人们在撤离。迈克看到一张火山的照片，火山看上去很危险。“嗯，也许……”他想。

弗兰克先生从门口走过。“在看报？”他说，“记住，这是你最后一次机会。”

迈克非常生气，但他什么也没说。“情况不妙，”他想，“我必须去一趟夏威夷，拍个刺激的片子。”




迈克上了自己的车并迅速开车回家。他的车不错，车速很快，他非常喜欢。养车也很费钱，所以他需要工作。

迈克把车停在家门旁边，走进屋子。“我需要带些什么呢？”他想。他把几件衣服放进一个包里，拎了起来。

“还有个东西，”他想，“我的摄像机。”他拿起摄像机亲吻了一下。“我们能行，老伙计。”他说。




当天晚些时候，迈克乘坐飞机前往夏威夷。飞机上只有7个人。他望向窗外。“夏威夷真美！”他想。海面上波涛汹涌。“我想去冲浪，”他想，“或许下次吧。”

然而当飞机接近夏威夷的时候，天空非常阴暗。

机场上许多人在奔跑。有些人在哭。“火山正在喷发，”他们对迈克说，“你为什么来这里呢？”

“我来这儿是因为我是一名新闻摄影师，一名优秀的新闻摄影师。”他告诉他们。他能看见火山。火山离得很远，那里有黑色的烟和红色的火。“这是个好主意吗？”迈克想。




一些记者正在撤离夏威夷。他们登机时，迈克向他们打听情况。一个女孩告诉他火山非常危险。

“我想我的朋友珍妮在那里。她也想拍个片子。我不知道她现在是生是死。”这个女孩说。“你必须跟我们一起离开，”她说，“你不能去火山。”

“我想离开这个岛，”迈克想，“我不想死，可是……”

“我不能和你们一起走，我有工作要做。”他说。




“好吧，”女孩说，“留意一下我的朋友珍妮。她有一双蓝色的大眼睛。请叫她离开这个岛。”

“好的。”迈克说。他跟女孩告别后目送着飞机飞走了。“这的确是我最后一次机会了。”他想。




这时，火山发出一声巨响。一只狗飞跑而过。一位老太太哭了起来。迈克看着她，想说些什么却说不出话来。太阳火辣辣的，但是他忽然感觉很冷。他害怕了。

“我不能害怕。”他说。他看了看摄像机后说：“我们过去吧，老伙计。”

迈克步行穿过城里。天空越来越暗，火山上红色的火正在蔓延，火势越来越大。迈克感到更害怕了。




在城里迈克遇到一个男人。他正和家人一起撤离。“我怎么才能到火山呢？”迈克问。

“汽车不会去火山，”那人说，“司机们很害怕。你只能走着去。”

“离这儿远吗？”迈克问。

“不远，”那人说，“但是火烤得慌，要带上大量的水。”

一家商店的橱窗里有台电视机。它没有播放火山的画面。“我是这里唯一的记者，”迈克想，“我有机会成为唯一一个拍摄火山片子的人，我必须要去。”

前面有很长一段路要走。他觉得两腿乏力，但是他还是迈开步往前走。




漫长的两个小时后，迈克来到了火山边上。那里烟雾弥漫，火势凶猛。迈克一个人也看不见。

“我必须得快点儿。”他想。迈克拍下烟雾和大火。一块大石头差点儿砸中他，但是他把这块石头也拍下来了。“这个片子不错。”他想。

他心里既害怕又高兴。“这一回弗兰克先生还会生气吗？”迈克想。他拍摄了许多画面。




又有一块石头差点砸中他。迈克感到又热又累，“该走了。”迈克说。“干得不错！”他对自己的摄像机说。

一块更大的石头从他头上飞过。“我不喜欢这样冒险。我现在必须走了。”他说。迈克能闻到烟味儿，感受到火的炙烤。




迈克用胳膊夹住摄像机，开始往下跑。这时火山发出一声轰响。迈克加快了速度。忽然，他听见了一个异样的声音。

“是个女人吗？”迈克想，“不可能，这儿没有其他人。”

他又开始跑了，但是这时……

“救命！”

“确实有人，这人需要我。”他想。“喂，”他说，“你在哪儿？”迈克四处张望，可一个人也看不到。




“我在这儿。请帮帮我！”

迈克看见一块石头后面有什么东西。它在动。他走过去，看见那儿有一个姑娘。她的一条腿被一块石头压住了，她没法挪动。

“啊，谢谢你，谢谢你。”她对迈克说。她接着哭了起来，“我的腿，我想它已经断了。”




“稍等一会儿，”迈克说，“我能帮忙。”

他推了推那块石头。石头太大了，而且前面还有一些小石头。他先把小石头清走，然后再推那块大石头。石头移动了一点儿，他更用力地推，石头又动了一点儿。

“哎哟。”姑娘大叫一声。

突然石头滚下了火山。

姑娘面色煞白。她慢慢地露出了笑容。




“你是珍妮吗？”迈克问。

“是的，我是！”她说，“你怎么会知道？”

“这个现在不重要。我叫迈克。我得送你下去，珍妮。但是首先……”

迈克有一个三脚架，他把它绑在珍妮腿上。“这样感觉好些吗？”他问。

珍妮又笑了笑。“谢谢你，迈克。”她说。她非常累。“我一般都很小心——但今天冒失了。”

“振作起来。我们必须离开火山。”迈克说。




“把胳膊搭在我肩膀上。”迈克告诉珍妮。他放下摄像机。珍妮慢慢地站起来。她的腿伤得很重。

“放松点儿。”迈克说。他们开始缓慢地行走。

“没问题，”他说，“你可以的。”

他们慢慢地往火山下面走，差点儿被石头砸中。他们嘴里满是黑烟，灼热的火就在他们身后不远处。不过他们活着。




“迈克，等等，”珍妮突然说，“你的摄像机！”她停住了脚步。她的脸被烟雾熏得黑黑的，一双蓝眼睛看着迈克。

迈克回看了一下珍妮。“你比我的摄像机更重要。”他告诉她。

“但是火山……我可以在这儿等。你回去吧。现在还来得及。”

迈克一言不发。

他们继续慢慢地走下火山，离迈克的摄像机越来越远。




珍妮此时很疲惫。她的腿伤非常严重。迈克在一块大石头后边停了下来。

“你要喝点儿水吗？”他问。

迈克的包里有些水。珍妮和迈克都非常渴。他们喝了些水。

珍妮开始想睡。“这样很危险。珍妮必须要活下去，”迈克想，“不要睡，珍妮。跟我说说话。你家在哪里？跟我说说你的家人。你喜欢看书吗？”

他们一路走，珍妮则一路说着话。她一停下来，迈克就问她另外一个问题。

他们差不多远离火山了。迈克回头看看。他的摄像机在哪儿？会被大火吞噬吗？




他们离开了火山。迈克坐到珍妮身边，用双手抱住头。

“怎么了？”珍妮问。

“全完了，”迈克说，“我没了摄像机和片子，现在工作也丢了。再也没有机会了。”

珍妮搂住他，“没事儿的。”




两个小时后，他们走进城里。人们出来看望他俩。

“你还好吗？”他们问珍妮。

“我的一条腿断了，但我还活着，”珍妮边说边看了看迈克，“谢谢你，迈克。”迈克笑了。

“有一架直升机在等你们，”一个穿着西服的人说，“它马上要离开这个岛。你们得赶快登机。”这个人帮助他们上了直升机。

在直升机里，一个人对迈克说：“你需要什么吗？”

“我的摄像机，”他说，“可它在火山上。我的摄像机是我最好的朋友，也是跟了我最久的朋友。”迈克闭上眼睛睡着了。




迈克现在回到了家里。他不想见他的老板弗兰克先生。一天早上，他听见电话响了。“喂？”他说。

“我是弗兰克。你明天必须来上班，我要跟你谈谈。再见。”

第二天，迈克上班去了。他的朋友们见到他都很高兴。“干得好，迈克。”他们说。

“谢谢。”迈克说。他很高兴见到他的朋友们，但他害怕见到弗兰克先生。

他的老板看见了他，“你，进来。”

“这下完了。”迈克想。




办公室里，弗兰克先生看着迈克。他手里拿着什么东西。“你记得直升机里的人吗？”他问。

“记得。”迈克说。

“他们也记得你。我想你得感谢他们。”他抬起手。原来是迈克的摄像机。

“我的摄像机！”迈克说。

“这个摄像机坏了，”弗兰克先生说，“不过我们拿到了片子，拍得非常好。”他笑了。

“我的老伙计。”迈克对他的摄像机说。他亲吻了它一下。

“咱们来看看你拍的东西。”弗兰克先生说。




他们看着电视上播放的录像。他们看见了迈克和珍妮。迈克推开大石头，搀着珍妮走。一些大石头从天而降，火山发出轰响，还有红色的大火和黑色的烟雾。很是惊心动魄。

“下次，记得把摄像机关上。或许还是别关了！”弗兰克先生说，“这个录像打动我了……打动了这里！”

接着弗兰克先生说：“哦，还有，迈克，我们来了一个新记者。”

珍妮走了进来。现在她的脸不再是被烟雾熏得黑乎乎的了。她朝迈克微笑着。“她很美，”迈克心想，“她打动我了……打动了这里！”
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内容简介

1607年，汤姆·克里克的海盗船“黑星号”沉入了海底，汤姆·克里克失去了他所有的财宝。就在船沉入海底的时候，他喊道：“这是我的财宝，不是别人的。我诅咒这些财宝——永远诅咒！”




许多年过去了。许多人试图得到那些财宝。许多人因此而丧生。




2009年，又有一行人踏上了寻找“黑星号”的征程。这艘船叫作“沙丁鱼号”。约翰·韦斯特和他的妻子梅以及他们的朋友们想要找到财宝，他们并不害怕汤姆·克里克的诅咒，有的人甚至认为根本没有什么诅咒。




他们这么想，究竟是对了，还是疯了？


PIRATE TREASURE

It is 1607. Tom Creek's pirate boat, The Black Star, goes down in the sea. Tom Creek loses all his treasure. As the boat goes down he shouts, 'This is my treasure and no other man's. I curse this treasure – forever.'




Many years pass. Many men try to get the treasure. Many men die.




It is 2009. There is a new expedition to The Black Star. The boat is called The Sardine. John West, his wife Mae, and their friends want to get the treasure. They are not afraid of Tom Creek's curse. Some of them think there is no curse.




Are they right or are they mad?
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GLOSSARY
词汇表

boat n. you travel across the sea in this 船

broken adj. in more than one piece 破碎的

captain n. the most important man on a boat 船长

curse v. to make something bad happen to another person 诅咒

dive v. to go a long way under the sea 潜水

escape v. to run away from something 逃脱

expedition n. when people go somewhere to look for something 探险

fight v. to hit someone 与……战斗

fish n. an animal that swims in the sea 鱼

forever adv. for a very long time 永远

full adj. a bag is full when it has lots of things in it 充满的

mad adj. when a person is not normal 疯狂的

rich adj. when you have lots of money 富有的

safe adj. when no one can hurt you 安全的

swim v. to move through water 游泳

this is the life we say this when everything is good 这才是生活呢

treasure n. important things that you can get a lot of money for 宝藏

trouble n. problems 麻烦

world n. the planet Earth 世界


ACTIVITIES　阅读练习

ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1 Look at the front and back covers of the book. Now answer these questions.

1) What is John West looking for?

a □ Treasure.

b □ Fish.

c □ Love.

2) Where is he looking?

a □ Up a hill.

b □ Under the sea.

c □ In a city.

3) Who is Tom Creek?

a □ A diver.

b □ John West's friend.

c □ A pirate.

2 Guess what happens. In the story...

1) Tom Creek loses some treasure.

Yes □／No □

2) Tom Creek finds some treasure.

Yes □／No □

3) John West's friends run away.

Yes □／No □

4) they see a dolphin.

Yes □／No □




ACTIVITIES



While Reading

1 Answer these questions.

1) When does The Black Star go down?

2) Who says 'I curse this treasure forever'?

3) When does a big wave hit a boat?

4) When does a door shut under the sea?

2 What are the missing words?

1) 'Tomorrow they are going to find The Black Star's _____.'

a □ treasure

b □ pirate

c □ sandwiches

2) 'Are you mad? There is no _____.'

a □ shark

b □ sun

c □ curse

3) 'We are all good _____. Let's find the treasure.'

a □ pirates

b □ men

c □ divers

4) 'Don't go to The Black Star. My men... they are all _____.'

a □ angry

b □ dead

c □ afraid

3 Answer these questions.

1) How does Barry Barnes leave the room?

2) Who sees a dolphin?

3) What can they see on the screen?

4) Why can't they dive today?

4 Answer these questions.

1) Why does John say, 'Mae, you can't dive'?

2) Why does John say, 'That doesn't look good'?

3) Why does the diver say, 'Look at that'?

4) Why does Mae say, 'John, there's trouble'?

5 Are these sentences true or false?

　　　

1) John thinks The Black Star is bad.

T □／F □

2) They can see a dolphin in the water.

T □／F □

3) They run away from the shark.

T □／F □

4) The shark sees some blood.

T □／F □

6 Answer these questions.

1) Why does John say, 'Mae! Come back'?

2) Why does Mae say, 'They aren't interested in me'?

3) Why does Mae ask, 'What do you think, little one'?

4) Why does Mae say, 'No more. I'm too tired'?

5) Why does the dolphin say, 'Ow! It's them again'?




ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1 Tell the story to a friend. Use these words.

pirate / boat / curse / dead / treasure / shark / dolphin / woman / dive / expedition

2 Fill in the bubbles to write a different ending.

[image: alt]

3 Put these sentences in the correct order. Number them 1–6.

a □ '... But I am a woman!'

b □ 'Don't be afraid of the shark. I know what to do.'

c □ 'Fight them, boys. The Black Star is our boat.'

d □ 'I can't stay here. I must find her now.'

e □ 'Be careful. I think his foot is broken.'

f □ 'Hey! You really are dead.'

4 Match the beginnings and endings of these sentences.

1) The Black Star is...

2) John West tries to get the treasure...

3) John cuts his hand...

4) Mae is not hurt by the curse...

5) The dolphin does...




a) and a shark comes.

b) not get a fish.

c) Tom Creek's pirate boat.

d) in his boat, The Sardine.

e) because she is a woman.


TRANSLATION　参考译文

PIRATE TREASURE
海盗的宝藏



5th August 1607.

Fight them, boys. The Black Star is our boat.

I am afraid!

Ow, my leg!

(Boom!)

That looks close.

Very close!

Be careful. I am Tom Creek, and I feel angry. Don't do that again.

Is this the wrong time to ask for more money?

Yes!

This is my treasure and no other man's. I curse this treasure — forever. This is Tom Creek's curse!




1607年8月5日。

杀呀，伙计们！“黑星号”是我们的船！

我好害怕！

哎哟，我的腿！

（轰隆！）

好险。

险得很！

小心点儿！我是汤姆·克里克，我很生气！别再搞这种把戏。

这会儿要求加薪是不是不太合适？

当然！

这是我的财宝，不是别人的。我诅咒这些财宝——永远诅咒！这是汤姆·克里克的诅咒！



7th December 1841. On the sea near The Black Star.

Come on, men!

Let's find the treasure.

Goodbye, Mum. Goodbye, Dad.

Help! I can't swim.

Goodbye, World.

22nd April 1907. Another man wants the treasure.

Yum. Take it easy!

Yuk. Get off me.




1841年12月7日，“黑星号”附近的海面上。

加油，伙计们！

咱们去找宝藏。

再见了，妈妈。再见了，爸爸。

救命啊！我不会游泳！

再见了，这个世界。

1907年4月22日，又有一个人想找到宝藏。

呀呣。放轻松点儿！

呸！放开我！



16th February 1977. Another boat needs help.

Wheeee!

Stop! I feel ill.

Uh oh. No treasure today.

25th June 1999. Another man dies.

Look at that lot!

(THUMP!)

Oh dear.

(CRACK!)

Help me! Help me!




1977年2月16日，又有一艘船需要帮助。

啊啊啊！

停下来！我觉得不舒服。

哎呀！今天找不到财宝了。

1999年6月25日，又有一人丧生。

瞧！这么多财宝！

（砰！）

唉，天哪！

（咔嚓！）

救救我！救救我！



Look, that's us.

Listen! "The boat is called The Sardine. John West and his wife Mae own it. Tomorrow they are going to find The Black Star's treasure. Are they afraid of Tom Creek's curse?"

Well, are you afraid of the curse, men?

I'm not afraid of anything... well... cats. I don't like cats.

Cats? Where are the cats?




瞧，这说的是我们。

听着！“这艘船叫‘沙丁鱼号’，船的主人是约翰·韦斯特和他的妻子梅。明天他们就要去寻找‘黑星号’的财宝了。他们会惧怕汤姆·克里克的诅咒吗？”

那么，你们害怕诅咒吗，伙计们？

我什么都不怕……这个……除了猫。我不喜欢猫。

猫？猫在哪儿呢？



Are you mad? (POP!) There is no curse.

Tom Creek is dead. The curse is dead.

Our boat is ready. We are all good divers. Let's find the treasure! Yes?

Yes!

Arrr!

Oooh!




你疯了吗？（嘭！）根本没什么诅咒。

汤姆·克里克已经死了，诅咒就不存在了。

我们的船已经备好了，我们都很擅长潜水。咱们去找宝藏吧！好吗？

好的！

啊！

哦！



Later that day.

I think The Black Star is here.

Who is that man?

Barry Barnes? He's a captain like you. But all his men are dead because of the treasure.

Tell me about the treasure. And the curse.

Don't go to The Black Star. My men... they are all dead. All dead, I tell you.




那天晚些时候。

我认为“黑星号”就在这里。

那个人是谁？

巴里·巴恩斯？他跟你一样，也是个船长。不过他手下的人都因为那个宝藏而死掉了。

给我说说那个宝藏的事情，还有那个诅咒。

别去找“黑星号”。我的手下……他们都死了。都死了，我告诉你吧。



The treasure... is it here?

Bad!

(RIP!)

Dead!

Curse!

One minute later.

Hey! You really are dead.




宝藏……在这里吗？

烂玩意儿！

（哧！）

该死！

天杀的！

一分钟之后。

喂！你们死定了！



The next morning.

Last night... that man in red trousers?

He is mad. There isn't a curse.

Please don't go. Too many men are dead.

Don't listen to her.

A little later.

(Chug...)

Mmm.

Yum.




第二天早晨。

昨天晚上……那个穿红裤子的人？

他疯了。没什么诅咒。

请不要去。已经死了太多人了！

别听她的。

没过多久。

（突突突……）

呣。

呀呣，好吃。



Aah! Sun, sea, and sandwiches. This is the life!

Yum.

Mmm.

Look! A dolphin.

I'm not afraid of dolphins — just cats.

Look at me!

Come on. Give me a fish.

Forget it. I'm off.

(SPLASH!)




啊！阳光、大海和三明治——这才是生活！

呀呣，好吃。

呣。

瞧啊！海豚。

我可不害怕海豚——我只怕猫。

瞧瞧我！

来，给我一条鱼。

算了吧，我走了。

（哗啦！）



Two days later.

(Chug...)

Okay, men. The Black Star is here.

Hurray! I want to swim. Let me dive.

Wait! You can't dive now. First we must look.

What can you see?

Wait a minute.

Look at that!

We're rich!

Money. Money. Money.




两天后。

（突突突……）

好了，伙计们。“黑星号”就在这里。好哇！我想游泳。让我潜水吧。

等一等！你现在不能潜水。我们得先看看情况。

你看到了什么？

等一下。

看那个！

我们发财了！

钱！钱！钱！



Wait. Look at the screen. It's a skeleton. This doesn't look good.

It's okay. It's not the curse.

(GULP!)

Look! There are more skeletons.

Yes... and there's more treasure. We're all very rich. It's okay.

Why are we waiting? Let's go.

It's too late today. We can dive tomorrow morning.




等等。看屏幕，是一具骷髅。这看起来可不妙。

没关系。这跟诅咒无关。

（倒吸口气！）

瞧！还有一些骷髅。

是的……还有更多财宝呢。我们都发财了。没事的。

那我们还等什么？动手吧！

今天太晚了。我们可以明天早晨再潜水。



The next morning.

Are you okay, Mick?

My wetsuit is too small.

You're too big, I think.

Mae, you can't dive. We must watch the screen.

Watch out!

Oooh. It's cold!

I'm not happy. The men are diving— and I am not.




第二天早晨。

你没事吧，米克？

我的潜水衣太瘦了。

我觉得是你太胖了。

梅，你不能潜水。我们得有人监视着屏幕。

小心点儿！

哦！太冷了！

我不开心。男人都去潜水了，而我却去不了。



Suddenly it gets dark.

That doesn't look good.

No, you're right.

Let's bring them up.

Oh, they're okay. They're in the water.

They're big men, not boys.

I'm still not happy.




突然，天色暗了下来。

这看起来可不妙。

你说得对，的确不妙。

咱们把他们叫上来吧。

哦，他们没事的。他们在水里呢。

他们是大男人，不是小孩子了。

我还是不开心。



It's a long way.

Nothing here.

Nothing there.

Wow!

Look at that!

Oh, man!

(CRACK!)

Watch out!




真够远的。

这儿什么都没有。

那儿也什么都没有。

哇！

瞧那个！

哦，乖乖！

（咔嚓！）

小心！



John, there's trouble.

(POP!)

Aghh... my foot!

It's okay. You're safe now.

Help him up.

Be careful. I think his foot is broken.

Thanks, boys.

Look at all that treasure. Let's dive again tomorrow.




约翰，有麻烦了。

（啪！）

啊……我的脚！

没事了。你现在安全了。

帮忙把他弄上去。

小心点儿。恐怕他的脚骨折了。

谢谢，伙计们。

瞧那些财宝！咱们明天再潜吧！



The next day.

More breakfast.

Okay. Mick can't dive today, but I can.

Be careful, John. The Black Star is bad.

Later that morning.

This is easy. There's lots of treasure.

Can cats swim?

(OW!)

Do you need help?

I'm okay. It's nothing.




第二天。

早餐又来喽。

好了。米克今天不能潜水了，可我能。

小心点儿，约翰。“黑星号”不太吉利。

那天上午晚些时候。

这简单。这儿财宝真多。

猫会游泳吗？

（哎哟！）

你需要帮助吗?

我没事。没什么。



There is a black thing in the water.

What's that? I can see something.

It's only a dolphin.

There's nothing there.

Suddenly...

(CRUNCH!)

Watch out! There is something there.

It's a shark! A big one!

Quick, come in here. It's safe in here.

Perhaps there is a curse.




水里有个黑色的物体。

那是什么？我看到有什么东西。

不过是一只海豚。

那儿什么都没有。

突然……

（嘎吱吱！）

小心！那儿有东西。

是条鲨鱼！个头儿很大！

快，到这儿来。这里是安全的。

或许真的有诅咒。



Quick! In here.

What happens now? We must escape from the shark.

Keith — swim to the left. Bill —swim to the right.

What about the shark?

Don't be afraid of the shark. I know what to do.

I think this is left.

I think this is right.




快！到这儿来！

现在怎么样了？我们必须躲开那条鲨鱼。

基思——朝左边游。比尔——朝右边游。

那鲨鱼呢?

别害怕鲨鱼。我知道怎么办。

我想这边是左。

我想这边是右。



Swim faster, swim faster.

Be very careful, John. We need you.

Got you!

Ooh... look at him.

Nice wetsuit.

Take that! I can swim away now.

Ouch! Something's wrong. That looks like... blood.




游快点儿，游快点儿。

千万小心，约翰。我们需要你。

抓住你了！

啊……瞧瞧他。

潜水衣不错。

接招！现在我可以游走了。

哎哟！有点不对劲儿。那看起来像是……血！



Back in the boat.

What do we do now?

I don't know.

I know.

You men! I understand Tom Creek's curse now. I know what to do.

Mae! Come back! There's a shark in the water.

Mae!

Come back!

(GLUG...)

There's more than one shark, John. Look at this.




回到了船上。

我们现在怎么办呢？

我不知道。

我知道。

你们这些男人！我现在明白汤姆·克里克的诅咒了。我知道该干什么了。

梅！回来！水里有鲨鱼。

梅！

回来！

（咕嘟……）

水里不止一条鲨鱼，约翰。看这里。



Ha! They aren't interested in me!

I'm almost there.

The men are too fat. They cannot get in here.

Look!

I can see sharks, but I can't see Mae. Where is she?

I can't stay here. I must find her now.

Wait, John. Look at this.




哈！它们对我不感兴趣！

我快到了！

男人太胖了，这里他们进不去。

瞧！

我能看到鲨鱼，可我看不见梅。她去哪儿了？

我不能待在这儿。我现在必须去找她。

等等，约翰。快来看。



They watch the screen.

Good girl!

That bag is full of treasure.

The men bring up one bag... then another...

... and another.

What do you think, little one?

Don't ask me. I'm a fish.




他们看着屏幕。

干得漂亮！

那个袋子装满了财宝。

男人们拉上来一个袋子……又拉上来一个袋子……

……又拉上来一个袋子。

你觉得怎么样，小家伙？

别问我，我是条鱼。



No more. I'm too tired.

Money, money, money...

Mae. We are all rich. But I am richer than anyone — because I have you.

And I have my treasure here — in my arms.

I have my treasure here in my hands.




没有了。我太累了。

钱，钱，钱……

梅，我们发财了。但我比谁都更富有——因为我有你。

我的财宝在这儿——我怀里的就是。

我的财宝——我手里的就是。



Looks like this is all for us then.

Oy!

Ow! It's them again!

Look at all this treasure! I know there is no curse.

You're wrong. The curse says, no man can have Tom Creek's treasure...

... But I am a woman!

Hoorah!




看起来这些都是我们的了。

是的！

哎哟！又是它们！

瞧这些财宝！我就知道没有什么诅咒。

你错了。诅咒说的是：任何男人都别想得到汤姆·克里克的财宝……

……可是，我是个女人！

好哇！
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内容简介

史蒂夫住在卡多，他爸爸是《卡多之星》报的编辑。可今天《卡多之星》的记者生病了，史蒂夫的爸爸想为本期周报寻找一些令人感兴趣的内容。“或许你可以帮我找一些。”他对史蒂夫说。史蒂夫能找到些什么呢？这周卡多有什么新鲜事？

史蒂夫的朋友乔说：“城里新来了一个女孩！她个子高挑，有着红色的头发和亲切的微笑……她叫玛丽埃塔。”

玛丽埃塔是谁？或许这可以成为史蒂夫为本期报纸提供的报道。但是他必须先遇到她——这可不太容易。


STAR REPORTER

Steve lives in Cado, and his father is editor of the Cado Star newspaper. But today, the Cado Star reporter is ill and Steve's father wants something interesting for this week's newspaper. 'Maybe you can find something for me,' he says to Steve. What can he find? What is new in Cado this week?




Steve's friend Joe says, 'There's a new girl in town! She's tall, with red hair and a nice smile... Her name is Marietta.'




Who is Marietta? Maybe this is Steve's story for the newspaper. But first he must meet her – and this is not so easy.
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GLOSSARY
词汇表

buy v. give someone money for something　买

camera n. the thing you take photographs with　照相机

editor n. an editor's work is to get a newspaper ready to read　编辑

fall v. suddenly come down　摔下；倒下

film n. the thing you put in a camera to take photographs　胶卷

gas n. petrol; you put it in a car to make the car go　汽油

hope v. want something to happen later　希望

librarian n. a person who works in a library　图书管理员

library n. you can get books from a library, read them, and then take them back　图书馆

maybe adv. perhaps　或许

newspaper n. paper where you can read about the things that are happening every day　报纸

reporter n. someone who writes for a newspaper　记者

sell v. give someone something, and get money for it　卖

shush inter. a noise you say to make someone quiet　嘘

wet adj. covered with water　湿的

world n. every country is in the world　世界


Star Reporter



ACTIVITIES
阅读练习




ACTIVITIES



 Before Reading




1 Look at the picture on the cover of the book. Now answer these questions.

1) Where do you think the story happens?

a □ France.

b □ South Africa.

c □ America.

d □ Japan.

2) Do you think the story is about...

a □ ... young people?

b □ ... old people?

c □ ... children?

2 Read the back cover of the book. Do you think the story is...

a □ ... frightening?

b □ ... sad?

c □ ... happy?




ACTIVITIES



 While Reading




1 Answer these questions.

1) Who is the new girl in town?

2) What is the Cado Star?

3) What is Ned Reit's job?

4) Who is ill?

5) Where does Steve need to take some books?

6) What does Marietta need to get for her camera?

2 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1) Steve gets wet.

T □／F □

2) Marietta takes some pictures of dogs.

T □／F □

3) The children are waiting in the bookshop.

T □／F □

3 Who says or thinks these words?

1) 'it's Cado's weekly newspaper.'

2) '... there's a nice face to go with my drink!'

3) 'Next time, look at your drink, Steve, not at girls!'

4 Now answer these questions.

1) Marietta goes to the Cado Star offices. Who does she see there?

2) What does Marietta want to sell?

3) Who sees Marietta coming out of the newspaper offices?

4) Who has got a 1970 Cado Star?

5) Who is living in the old Potter house?

5 Answer these questions.

Who...

a ... wants to write about Bud Ritchie?

b ... likes Paris?

Where ...

c ... are the 'biggest and most beautiful mountains in the world'?

d ... is the cat?

6 Before you read the end of the story, can you guess what happens?

1) Marietta climbs up the tree to get the cat and falls down.

YES □／NO □

2) Steve falls into the water.

YES □／NO □

3) The cat falls into the water.

YES □／NO □

4) Bud Ritchie goes to work for the Cado Star.

YES □／NO □

5) Marietta takes a photograph of Steve falling from the tree.

YES □／NO □

6) Marietta sells a picture to the Cado Star.

YES □／NO □

7) Marietta and Steve become friends.

YES □／NO □




ACTIVITIES



 After Reading




1 Put these ten sentences in the right order.

a □ Marietta gets some film for her camera at the camera shop.

b □ Steve goes to the café to get a drink.

c □ Joe phones Steve to tell him that there's a new girl in town.

d □ Marietta goes to see Ned Reit at the Cado Star offices.

e □ Steve gets his picture in the Cado Star.

f □ Ned Reit tells Steve, 'Ted Seymour is ill. He can't work this week.'

g □ Steve falls out of the tree into the water.

h □ Marietta takes photographs of the children in the library.

i □ Pattie says, 'Next time look at your drink, Steve, not at girls!'

j □ Steve sees Wilbur Pickett's old 1970 Cado Star.

2 Look at these pictures, then answer the questions.

Whose arm is this?

What happens next?
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Who are these people?

What are they looking at?
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What are these?

What happens next?

[image: alt]

3 Use these words to join the sentences together.

but　　of　　and　　because

1) Steve wants to meet Marietta. He thinks she's beautiful.

2) Ned Reit needs something interesting to put in the Cado Star. His reporter is ill.

3) Bud Ritchie is back in Cado. His old friend Wilbur Pickett wants to talk to him.

4) Marietta takes some pictures. Some beautiful horses.


TRANSLATION　参考译文

STAR REPORTER
明星记者



Hi, Joe …

Hi, Steve! Listen, there's a new girl in town!

A new girl? Tell me more.

She's tall, with red hair and a nice smile, and … what? … Yes, I think her name is Marietta …




嗨，乔！

嗨，史蒂夫！听着，城里新来了一个女孩！

新来了一个女孩？给我好好说说。

她个子高挑，有着红色的头发和亲切的微笑，而且……什么？……对了，我想她叫玛丽埃塔。



Where can I find this girl? Come on, Joe, tell me. I'm your best friend.

Who knows? Listen, I must go now. We're going away for two or three days and my father's waiting in the car. I hope she's here when I come back!




我在哪儿可以找到这个女孩？快点，乔，告诉我！我是你最好的朋友。

谁知道呢？听着，我现在必须要走了。我们要离开两三天，我爸爸正在车里等我。希望我回来的时候她在这儿！



Steve's father, Ned Reit, is editor of the weekly newspaper, the Cado Star.

Ted Seymour is ill. He can't work this week.

Oh dear! And he's your only reporter.

I need to find something interesting for this week's newspaper. Maybe you can find something for me, Steve.

What? Oh, yes, maybe.

Excuse me, I must go out.

Don't forget to take those books back to the library.

OK, later. I'm going to the shops first.




史蒂夫的爸爸内德·赖特是《卡多之星》周报的编辑。

特德·西摩生病了，这周都不能来上班。

老天！他是你唯一的记者。

我需要为这期报纸找一些令人感兴趣的内容。或许你可以帮我找一些，史蒂夫。

什么？哦，也许能吧。

失陪了，我得出去了。

别忘了把那些书还给图书馆。

好的，稍后就去。我要先去商店。



I want to get some good pictures today, but first I must get a film for my camera.

Who is she? Is it the new girl in town?

Joe's right. She's very beautiful, and … oh no!




今天我想拍一些精彩的照片，不过得先给照相机买卷胶卷。

她是谁？是城里新来的女孩吗？

乔说得对。她很漂亮，而且……哦，不好！



Can I help you?

I need some film for my camera.

There she is again!

Where is she?




您买点儿什么？

我想买些照相机胶卷。

她也在这儿！

她去哪儿了？



Now, where can I get some good photographs? Something I can sell to a newspaper, maybe.

I don't like this. My jeans are all wet!

I need some gas.




嗯，我去哪儿才能拍到一些好照片呢？或许拍些可以卖给报社的照片。

我不喜欢这样。我的牛仔裤都湿透了。

我得去加油了。



What beautiful horses! Maybe I can sell this photograph.

What's the matter with you? What are you doing?

Sorry, I …

Who is that boy?




好漂亮的马呀！或许这张照片我可以拿去卖。

你怎么回事？你在干什么？

对不起，我……

那个男孩是谁？



What's happening at the library? Oh, it's a reading day. The librarian is reading to the children in a minute. Maybe I can get some good pictures.

I must take my library books back.

Is that her car?

Where is she?




图书馆有什么活动？哦，今天是读书日。图书管理员马上要给孩子们读书了。也许我可以拍到一些不错的照片。

我必须把书还回图书馆。

那是她的车吗？

她在哪儿？



Can I take some pictures?

Yes, that's OK. Maybe you can sell them to the Cado Star.

What's the Cado Star?

It's Cado's weekly newspaper.

That's interesting.

There she is! What's she doing?




我可以拍一些照片吗？

好，没问题。也许你可以把照片卖给《卡多之星》。

《卡多之星》是什么？

是卡多本地的周报。

有意思。

她在那儿！她在干什么？



Oh! What's …!

That makes a good picture!

Now, where can I get a drink?

There's a café across the street. I can get a drink there.




哦，真是……！

这是一张好照片！

嗯，我去哪儿喝点东西呢？

马路对面有一家咖啡馆。我可以去那儿喝点东西。



I need a drink after that. Oh, and there's a nice face to go with my drink!

Hi, Steve.

Hi, Pattie. Bring me an orange juice, please.

Shall I tell her that my Dad is editor of the Cado Star?

Oh, no!




我想喝点东西压压惊。哇！我喝东西时还能欣赏到一张漂亮的脸！

你好，史蒂夫。

你好，帕蒂。请给我一杯橙汁。

我应该告诉她我爸爸是《卡多之星》的编辑吗？

哦，不！



Next time, look at your drink, Steve, not at girls!

Shush, Pattie!

How can I get to the Cado Star offices? Are they far away?

No, they're in the next street. About five minutes' walk.

Thanks.




下次看着你的饮料，史蒂夫，别老盯着女孩！

嘘，帕蒂！

到《卡多之星》报社怎么走？离这儿远吗？

不远，就在另一条街上。大概走五分钟就到了。

谢谢。



Good morning. Can I help you?

Do you buy photographs for the newspaper?

Yes, but they must be interesting. Why? Do you have some?

Maybe. When do you need them for this week's newspaper?

By tomorrow.

OK.

She's coming out of Dad's office!




早上好。你有事吗？

你们报纸买照片吗？

买啊，不过照片必须有趣。怎么？你有照片要卖吗？

也许有一些。你们什么时候要这周报纸的照片？

截止到明天。

好的。

她从爸爸的办公室出来了！



Who's that girl?

She wants to sell me some photographs for the newspaper, I think.

Oh!

Is she coming back?

How do I know? Why?

Oh, nothing. It doesn't matter.

I need something interesting for my newspaper, Steve. Forget about girls and try and find me something!




那个女孩是谁？

我想她是想卖给我一些报纸照片。

哦！

她会回来吗？

我怎么知道？怎么了？

哦，没事。没什么。

我的报纸需要一些有意思的内容，史蒂夫。不要总惦记着女孩，想办法给我找些素材！



Hi, Mr Pickett!

Hi, Steve. Come and talk to me for a minute. There is something I want you to see.

Look, Steve. This is an old Cado Star, from 1970. I've got a lot of old Stars and I like to read them sometimes.

That's interesting, Mr Pickett.




你好，皮克特先生！

你好，史蒂夫！过来和我聊一会儿。我想给你看点东西。

瞧，史蒂夫，这是一份1970年的《卡多之星》旧报纸。我有很多份《卡多之星》旧报纸，我喜欢偶尔拿出来看一看。

有意思，皮克特先生。



Read this about my old school friend, Bud Ritchie. He's a writer.

People tell me that Bud is back in Cado. He's living in the old Potter house. I want to phone him later. Maybe he can come and tell me all about his time away.

I need something interesting for my newspaper.




看看这一篇讲的是我念书时的好朋友巴德·里奇。他是个作家。

有人告诉我巴德回到了卡多。他住在老波特屋里。我打算回头给他打个电话。或许他会来这儿给我好好讲讲他在外面的日子。

我的报纸需要一些有意思的内容。



Can I have that newspaper for a day or two, Mr Pickett?

Yes, here you are.

Maybe I can write about Bud Ritchie's return. I must try and make Dad happy.

Excuse me, are you Mr Ritchie?

Yes, that's right.

Oh, that's interesting! I can remember that. And now I'm back in dear old Cado again.




您的报纸可以借我一两天吗，皮克特先生？

没问题，给你。

或许我可以写写巴德·里奇回来的事。我得想办法让爸爸开心。

打扰了，请问您是里奇先生吗？

是的，没错。

哦，太有趣了！我还记得这篇报道。现在我又回到了亲爱的老卡多。



Can I ask you some questions about your time away, Mr Ritchie? And your writing?

Yes, of course. What are you? A newspaper reporter?

My father is editor of the Cado Star. His only reporter is ill, and he needs something interesting for this week's paper.

Am I interesting? Yes, maybe I am.

 Steve asks Mr Ritchie for paper and pen, and then Mr Ritchie begins to tell him about his time away.




我可以问问您离开的那段时间的事吗，里奇先生？还有您的写作。

当然可以。你是做什么的？报社记者？

我爸爸是《卡多之星》的编辑。他唯一的记者生病了，他得为本周的报纸找一些有趣的内容。

我有趣吗？或许是吧。

史蒂夫向里奇先生要来了纸和笔，然后里奇先生开始讲述他离开的那段日子。



The Himalayas are the biggest and most beautiful mountains in the world, Steve …

I like Paris. It's exciting …

You must go to Africa, one day, Steve …




喜马拉雅山脉是世界上最大最美丽的山脉，史蒂夫……

我喜欢巴黎。那里让人兴奋……

你将来一定要去趟非洲，史蒂夫……



Across the street, a cat is climbing up a tree.

… and India is a most interesting country. The people there are …

Excuse me, Mr Ritchie, but there's a cat in that tree. It can't get down.




街对面，一只猫正在爬树。

……印度是一个特别有趣的国家。那里的人……

不好意思，里奇先生。那棵树上有一只猫。它下不来了。



Oh, dear.

It's OK, I can get it down.

Be careful!

Oh no! I'm falling!




哦，天哪！

没事，我可以把它弄下来。

小心！

哦，不！我掉下来了！



Here, give me your hand.

Oh! Thanks.

You're not having a good day!

No, I'm not.

The cat is OK.

This is Marietta, my daughter.

Your daughter!




嘿，把手给我。

哦！谢谢。

你今天过得不怎么样啊！

是啊，不怎么样。

猫没事。

这是玛丽埃塔，我女儿。

您女儿！



Yes. Marietta, this is Steve Reit. His father is editor of the Cado Star.

I think I've got a good picture. Maybe I can sell it to your father!

A week later …

You take good photographs, Marietta.

And you're a good newspaper reporter, Steve.




是。玛丽埃塔，这是史蒂夫·赖特。他爸爸是《卡多之星》的编辑。

我想我拍到了一张好照片。或许可以卖给你爸爸！

一周后……

你的照片拍得不错，玛丽埃塔。

你是个不错的新闻记者，史蒂夫。
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太阳火辣辣的——你开着车，行驶在澳大利亚中部一条长长的公路上。

突然，你看到一个男子站在公路中央。他穿着高档的西服、体面的鞋子，但他不说话——一个字都不说。

你的车里有一把枪——你要怎么办？你必须小心！但你不能把他丢在这个炎热、荒无人烟的地方——方圆几百公里之内什么都没有——没有水，也没有吃的。

但那儿有别的东西——沃拉隆加附近的天空中有一道强烈的白光。


STARMAN

The sun is hot, hot, hot – you are driving along a long, long road in the centre of Australia.




Suddenly you see a man standing in the middle of the road. He is wearing an expensive suit and nice shoes, but he doesn't speak – not one word.




You have a gun in your car – what do you do? You must be careful! But you can't leave him here – there is nothing for hundreds of kilometres around – no water or food in this hot, empty place.




But there is something else out there – a very white light in the sky near Wolalonga.
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STARMAN

A big red car drives on a long, long road. In the car is a farmer, Bill. He is hot and tired. He wants to go home and have a bath.

Bill listens to the radio in his car and he sings. Bill likes singing. Sometimes people like Bill's singing – but not very often.

The song he is singing is called Hot, hot, hot.

[image: alt]

There is a sign on the side of the road. Bill reads it: Goondiwindi, 72 kilometres. Dirranbandi 136 kilometres. Bill must drive for a long time. His home is about a hundred kilometres away.

He rubs his eyes. The sun is very hot and the road is long. Bill does not want to go to sleep so he sings some more. A kangaroo hears him and jumps away. Bill laughs, then rubs his eyes again.

[image: alt]

Just then Bill sees something. Suddenly he is not tired and he is not laughing. The hair on his head stands up. There is something on the road.

He stops the car and gets out. The thing is a long way in front of Bill. He cannot see what it is – but he does not like it.

Bill gets back in his car and drives slowly. The thing is moving – it is alive.

'What the...' Bill says quietly. 'It's a man! What's a man doing here?'

He thinks, 'There must be something wrong.'

[image: alt]

Bill stops his car ten metres from the man and looks out.

'Hello,' says Bill. 'Are you OK? Are you looking for something?'

The man does not move or speak. He is looking at the sky and smiling unhappily. Bill looks up too. He can see nothing.

There is a gun in Bill's car. He looks at it. 'I must be careful,' he thinks.

[image: alt]

Bill drives five more metres. He can see that the man is about forty years old. He is wearing a good suit – but it is old.

'Hey! Are you OK?' Bill asks again. 'Can I help you?'

The man moves his head slowly to look at Bill. He says nothing then begins to walk. Bill watches him for a minute. He thinks, 'I must do something.'

[image: alt]

'Where are you going?' shouts Bill. 'There's nothing on that road. Do you have any water? The sun's very hot. Can you hear me?'

Bill does not know what to do. He cannot leave the man here. 'What is wrong with him?' he thinks. 'Is he ill?'

A lizard runs across the road. A big bird flies near the man. It looks down, hungrily. Near the road are some bones – a dead kangaroo.

[image: alt]

Bill is afraid – but he cannot drive away and leave the man.

The man looks very tired so Bill drives two more metres. 'Do you want to die out here?' There is no answer. 'Get in! I'm taking you home,' says Bill.

He opens the car door and gets out. He moves very slowly and talks very quietly. 'It's okay. You can come with me. Get in the car and sit down. I have some water in the car.'

Bill helps the man and he gets into the car. He is very dirty and tired. Bill gives him a drink. The man is thirsty and drinks a lot of water. 'Stop!' says Bill. 'Don't drink all the water. A little now, then more later.'

[image: alt]

The car drives fast on the long, straight road. The two men sit and say nothing.

Bill listens to the news on the radio. There is rain in Adelaide. A man in Sydney is 125 years old today. A kangaroo is learning to talk. And a very white light is in the sky near Wolalonga.

Bill likes the news. Next to him, the man sleeps.

Bill looks at him. The man wears an expensive suit and nice shoes. Why is he out here in the sun, without a hat?

They drive for an hour before they get to Bill's house.

[image: alt]

Bill leaves the man asleep in the car. He goes into the house and tells his wife, Emily, about the man. Emily always knows what to do. 'We must find out who he is then phone his home,' she says. 'Let's look in his pockets. Perhaps there is something with his name on it.'

Bill and Emily go to the car. They find a wallet in the man's pocket. There is a name – John Phillips – and a telephone number. There is also some money.

'This money is twenty-five years old!' says Bill to Emily. 'Why has he got old money?'

'John Phillips,' says Emily to the man. 'You're very interesting.' John suddenly opens his eyes and looks at her, smiling.

[image: alt]

'Can you walk?' Emily asks John. He gets up slowly. 'You're ill. Let's put you into a bed.' Carefully, they help John out of the car.

Bill's dog sees John and is afraid. He runs away and sits under a tree. Bill and Emily help John upstairs and onto a bed. Ten minutes later he is sleeping again.

[image: alt]

In the kitchen, Emily says: 'I don't understand this... It's not right. He's different... It's... Oh, I don't know...'

'I don't want him in our house. I am afraid of him,' says Bill.

'I know. I'm afraid, too. Let's call the Flying Doctor,' says Emily. 'Then we must talk to his family.'

[image: alt]

Bill picks up the telephone and calls the doctor. He tells the doctor about John Phillips. 'I think he's ill. He's very tired and doesn't talk. He doesn't know who he is. Can you come quickly?'

The doctor lives about two hundred kilometres away. He must fly a plane to visit Bill. 'I'm coming now,' he says. 'Look out for me in half an hour.'
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Bill puts the phone down. 'Okay. Let me talk to his wife,' says Emily. She takes the phone and calls the number. Somebody answers and Emily talks for a long time.

Bill hears her say: 'But he is here... No, it is John Phillips. We have his wallet – his name is in it... Hello! Hello! Are you there?... Oh. What? When?... I don't understand... Okay. Thank you. Goodbye.' When she stops talking, her face is white.

She looks at Bill and says: 'This is all wrong. "John Phillips is missing," his wife says.'

'For how long?' says Bill.

'Thirty years,' says Emily. 'His wife has a new husband now. They have three children!'
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The Flying Doctor is late. After an hour he arrives in his plane.

'I'm sorry,' he says. 'This is a new plane – but sometimes it doesn't go very well. I must take it to a mechanic. But it doesn't matter now. I'm here.'

Bill tells him everything. The doctor asks a lot of questions, then goes to see the man. John Phillips is looking at the plane through the window.

'Hello, John,' says the doctor. 'I'm a doctor and I need to ask you some questions. Can you remember your name? Can you remember where you live?' John does not answer.

The doctor talks to Bill and Emily. He says: 'John hasn't got any broken bones... but I'm not happy about him. I want to take him to hospital.'
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They put John in the plane next to the doctor. 'Phone us,' says Emily when the doctor gets in the plane. 'Phone us from the hospital.' Soon the doctor and John Phillips are high in the sky.

Suddenly John speaks for the first time. He talks slowly: 'I don't want to be here. I want to be with my friends. They are looking for me.'
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John stands up in the plane.

'Wait, you can't do that,' says the doctor. 'Sit down!'

John opens the door and says to the doctor: 'You can come too. Do you want to?'

'What?' shouts the doctor.
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John looks into the doctor's eyes. The doctor cannot move. He cannot look away. It is cold in the plane but the doctor is hot. John's eyes are looking straight through him.

'Come with me. It's a good place. It's better than here.'

'How can I?' says the doctor quietly. Then John jumps.
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The doctor looks out of the window. John is falling – down, down, down. But the doctor can see a smile on his face.

'He isn't going to die,' thinks the doctor. 'He knows that.'

There are small trees below the plane. Cars drive on a long road. Kangaroos jump all around. John is very small now and he is falling fast.
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John is twenty metres above the trees. A kangaroo looks up, but John is not falling any more. A beam of light stops him and takes him away. Up, up, up.

The doctor closes his eyes. The light is very, very white. When he opens his eyes the light is not there. John is not there. The doctor sees something in the sky. Then there is nothing.

He is very unhappy – more unhappy than ever. 'I want to go too!' he says.
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Roy Cole is a mechanic and he works in an airport. Today he is happy. The sun is nice and warm. Tomorrow is Saturday, and this weekend Roy is buying a new car. He is excited.

He is eating a sandwich when he hears the plane. He looks up and sees it in the sky. The plane is coming to the airport. It gets very near. In the plane, Roy can see a man.

'Who is this?' thinks Roy. 'I don't know this plane.' He puts his sandwich in his pocket.
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The plane stops at the airport and a man gets out. Roy begins to walk across to him.

The man stands still and looks at the sky. There is a small smile on his face. His suit is dirty and he looks tired.

'Oh dear!' thinks Roy. 'What's the matter with him?'
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Roy likes to talk to people. He smiles, then talks to the man. 'Perhaps I can help him,' he thinks.

'Hi, I'm Roy. Who are you?' Roy puts his hand out but the man does not move. Roy puts his hand in his pocket and looks at the plane.
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Roy says to the man, 'Wow! What a wonderful plane. It's more than thirty years old. It's an old Flying Doctor's plane, isn't it?'

Suddenly the man looks at Roy and says: 'Flying Doctor. Yes, that's right. I'm a Flying Doctor.'

'A Flying Doctor? Of course you are,' says Roy with a smile. 'Where do you live? Where do you want to go?'
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The doctor begins to get into the plane again. Then he stops and looks into Roy's eyes. Roy hears him say: 'I live a long way away now. I must go back. Do you want to come with me?'

Suddenly Roy feels hot. The doctor's eyes are looking straight through him. 'How can I?' says Roy.

'I can help you. Get in my plane,' says the doctor.

[image: alt]


GLOSSARY　词汇表

bath n. sit in water and wash your body　洗澡

broken adj. in more than one piece　破碎的

doctor n. a person who works with people who are ill　医生

farmer n. a person who works on the land　农夫，农场主

gun n. you can shoot people with this　枪

hospital n. a place where you take people who are ill　医院

husband n. the man who a woman marries　丈夫

jump v. to move quickly through the air　跳

mechanic n. a person who works with machines　机械师

missing adj. nobody knows where he or she is　失踪的

news n. you read this in the newspaper or watch it on the TV　新闻

pocket n. a place in your shirt or trousers where you can put things　衣袋，口袋

rub v. to move your hands over　揉，搓

shout v. to speak loudly　大声说，叫

song n. music that you sing　歌，歌曲

straight adj. in a line　直的

suit n. trousers and jacket　套装，西装

unhappy adj. not happy　不快乐的


Starman



ACTIVITIES
阅读练习




ACTIVITIES
Before Reading




1 Look at the front and back covers of the book. Now answer these questions.

1) Where does the story happen?

a In the mountains.

Yes □／No □

b In the city.

Yes □／No □

c In a hot country.

Yes □／No □

2) What sort of book is it?

a An amusing story.

Yes □／No □

b A love story.

Yes □／No □

c A science fiction story.

Yes □／No □

3) A man is lost in the desert. What does he need?

a A hat.

Yes □／No □

b Some water.

Yes □／No □

c A hair dryer.

Yes □／No □

d Food.

Yes □／No □

4) What do you think happens to the man?

a He dies and a kangaroo eats him.

Yes □／No □

b A farmer rescues him and takes him home.

Yes □／No □

c He finds a horse and rides to a town.

Yes □／No □




ACTIVITIES
While Reading




1 Answer these questions.

1) What song is Bill singing?

2) How far is it from Goondiwindi to Dirranbandi?

3) What does Bill see?

4) What animal's bones are?

2 Answer these questions.

1) What does Bill give to John?

2) How old is the man in Sydney?

3) Put these sentences in the correct order.

Number them 1-4.

a □ Bill goes in the house.

b □ Bill phones the doctor.

c □ Emily looks in John's pockets.

d □ Bill and Emily help John into bed.

4) How does the Doctor get to his patients?

5) What does the dog do when he sees John?

3 Who says these words?

1) 'Okay. Let me talk to his wife.'

2) 'This is a new plane – but sometimes it doesn't go very well.'

3) 'I want to be with my friends. They are looking for me.'

4) 'Phone us from the hospital.'

5) 'He isn't going to die.'

4 Answer these questions about John.

1) What colour is his suit?

2) Why is he falling from the plane?

3) Why doesn't he fall to the ground?
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5 Answer these questions about the doctor.

1) Why does the Doctor close his eyes?

2) Where does the Doctor say he lives?

3) What type of Doctor is he?
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6 Answer these questions about Roy.

1) Where does he work?

2) Why is he happy?

3) Why does he feel hot?
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ACTIVITIES
After Reading




1 Finish these sentences.

1) John is thirsty because...

2) Emily takes John upstairs because...

3) John's wife is surprised because...

4) The Doctor takes John to hospital because...

2 Imagine John meets his wife after thirty years. What does he say to her? Include these words: desert hot light children home sky afraid friends

____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________


3 Match the beginnings and endings of these sentences.

1) Bill is a farmer and...

2) After the plane lands...

3) Emily picks up the phone...

4) As they drive, John falls asleep...

5) John jumps out of the plane...




6) ... but does not hit the ground.

7) ... because he is very tired.

8) ... Roy walks towards to the Doctor.

9) ... and talks to John's wife.

10) ... he drives a red car.


TRANSLATION　参考译文

Starman
时空异客

一辆红色大轿车行驶在长长的公路上。坐在车里面的是农场主比尔。他又热又累，想回家洗个澡。

比尔在车里听着广播，哼着歌。比尔喜欢唱歌。有时候大家也喜欢听他唱歌，但这样的时候并不多。

他现在正在唱《热，热，热》。




路边有一个路标。比尔看了一眼：贡迪温迪，72公里；迪兰班代，136公里。比尔还要开很长时间。他的家在大约100公里外。

他揉了揉眼睛。骄阳似火，长路漫漫。为了不让自己睡着，比尔又唱了几首歌。一只袋鼠听到他的声音跳走了。比尔哈哈大笑，然后又揉了揉眼睛。




就在这时，比尔看见了什么。他顿时倦意全消，不再大笑。他的头皮发麻，寒毛倒竖。路上有个什么东西。

他停下来，下了车。那东西在比尔前方很远处。他看不清是什么，但感到不是什么好东西。

比尔回到车里，慢慢地开。那个东西在动——它是活的。

“会是什么……”比尔嘀咕道，“是个男人！一个男人在这里干什么？”

他想：“肯定出了什么事儿。”




比尔在距离男子10米远处停下车，向他望去。

“你好！”比尔说，“你没事吧？你在找什么东西吗？”

男子不动，也不说话。他凝视着天空，脸上带着苦笑。比尔也抬头看，但什么都没看见。

比尔车里放着一把枪。他看了一眼枪，心想：“我得小心。”




比尔把车又往前开了5米。他看到这个男子在40岁上下，穿着一身体面的西装——就是有点旧。

“嘿！你没事吧？”比尔又问了一遍，“要我帮忙吗？”

男子慢慢地转过头，看着比尔。他一声也没吭，然后迈开腿走了。比尔盯着他看了一会儿。“我得做点什么。”他想。




“你要去哪里？”比尔大喊，“那条路上什么都没有。你有水吗？太阳很大。你能听见我说话吗？”

比尔不知道该怎么办，但是他不能把这个人丢下不管。“他怎么了？”他寻思着，“他病了吗？”

一只蜥蜴从公路上窜了过去。一只大鸟飞到男子附近，虎视眈眈地俯视着。路边有一些尸骨——是一只死去的袋鼠。




比尔很害怕——但他不能丢下这个男子不管自己开走。

男子看上去很疲惫，于是比尔又往前开了两米。“你想死在这里吗？”男子没有回答。“上车吧！我送你回家。”比尔说。

比尔打开车门，下了车。他的动作很缓慢，说话声音也很轻。“没事的。你可以跟我来。坐到车上去，我车里有水。”

比尔扶男子上了车。男子灰头土脸，神情疲倦。比尔把水递给他。男子很渴，喝了好多水。“歇口气！”比尔说，“别一下把水喝完。先喝一点儿，过一会儿再喝。”




车在又长又直的公路上疾驰。两个男人坐着，没说一句话。

比尔听着新闻广播。阿德莱德下雨了。悉尼有个男人今天满125岁。一只袋鼠在学说话。沃拉隆加附近的天空出现了一道强烈的白光。

比尔听得起劲儿，而他身边的男子则睡着了。

比尔打量着他。男子穿着高档的西装、体面的鞋子。他为什么要跑到这里待在太阳底下，连顶帽子都没戴？

他们又开了一个小时，到了比尔家。




比尔把熟睡的男子留在车上，自己进屋把男子的事告诉了妻子埃米莉。埃米莉总是能够想到办法。“我们必须搞清楚他是谁，然后联系他家里人。”她说，“我们翻翻他的口袋，说不定里面有什么东西会有他的名字。”

比尔和埃米莉来到车旁。他们在男子的口袋里找到一个钱包。钱包里面有一个人名——约翰·菲利普斯——和一个电话号码，还有一些钱。

“这是25年前的钱！”比尔对埃米莉说，“他为什么带着旧钱呢？”

“约翰·菲利普斯，”埃米莉对男子说，“你很有意思。”约翰突然睁开眼睛，微笑地看着她。




“你能走路吗？”埃米莉问约翰。他慢慢地起身。“你病了。我们扶你去床上。”他们小心翼翼地扶约翰下了车。

比尔家的狗看到约翰，显得很害怕。它跑到一棵树下蹲了起来。比尔和埃米莉扶约翰上了楼，让他躺到床上。十分钟后，他又睡着了。




在厨房，埃米莉说：“我搞不懂……这件事不对劲。他看起来不大寻常……这……哦，我不知道……”

“我不想让他待在我们家。我害怕他。”比尔说。

“我明白，我也害怕。我们请飞行医生来一趟，”埃米莉说，“然后我们得联系上他的家人。”




比尔拿起电话打给医生。他给医生讲述了约翰·菲利普斯的情况。“我觉得他病了。他很累，又不说话。他不知道自己是谁。您能快点儿来吗？”

医生住在大约200公里外。他得开飞机来比尔家。“我现在就去，”他说，“半小时后注意迎我一下。”




比尔放下电话。“好了，我来给他妻子打个电话。”埃米莉说。她拿起电话，拨了号码。有人接了，埃米莉聊了很久。

比尔听见她说：“但他的确在这里……不，他确实是约翰·菲利普斯。我们这儿有他的钱包——里面有他的名字……喂！喂！您在吗？……哦。什么？什么时候？……我不明白……好。谢谢您，再见。”她说完话时脸色煞白。

她看着比尔说：“完全不对头。‘约翰·菲利普斯失踪了。’他妻子说的。”

“失踪多久了？”比尔说。

“三十年了。”埃米莉说，“他妻子现在有了新的丈夫。他们都有三个孩子了！”




飞行医生来晚了。一个小时后他才开着飞机赶到。

“抱歉，”他说，“这是一架新飞机——但有时候不太好开。我得找机械师修一下。不过现在没事了，我到了。”

比尔把事情的经过都告诉了医生。医生问了很多问题，接着去看那个男子。约翰·菲利普斯正透过窗户看着飞机。

“你好，约翰。”医生说，“我是医生，我需要问你一些问题。你记得你的名字吗？你记得你住在哪儿吗？”约翰没有回答。

医生转而与比尔和埃米莉说话。他说：“约翰身上没有任何骨折……但我对他的情况不放心。我想带他去医院。”




他们把约翰弄到飞机上，在医生旁边坐下。“给我们打电话，”医生上飞机时埃米莉嘱咐道，“到医院给我们打电话。”很快，医生和约翰·菲利普斯飞上了高空。

突然，约翰说话了，这是他第一次开口。他语速缓慢：“我不想待在这里。我想和朋友们在一起，他们在找我。”




约翰在机舱里站起来。

“等等，你不能那样，”医生说，“快坐下！”

约翰打开舱门，对医生说：“你也可以来。你想来吗？”

“什么？”医生大声喊道。




约翰盯着医生的双眼。医生无法动弹，也无法往别处看。飞机里冷飕飕的，但医生却感觉发热。约翰的眼睛直勾勾地盯着他。

“跟我来。那是个好地方。比这儿强。”

“我怎么去？”医生轻声问。这时约翰跳了下去。




医生往窗外望去。约翰正在不断地下落。但医生看到他脸上带着微笑。

“他不会死，”医生心想，“他知道自己不会死。”

飞机下方是小树丛。汽车在长长的公路上行驶。袋鼠在四处蹦跳。约翰现在变得很小，他在快速下落。




约翰落到树丛上方20米处。一只袋鼠仰头看着，但约翰不再下落了。一束光托住了他，带他不断上升。

医生闭上双眼。那束光异常地白。当他睁开眼睛，光已经不见了。约翰也不见了。医生看到天上有什么东西，然后又没了。

他很不开心——比以往任何时候都不开心。“我也想去！”他说。




罗伊·科尔是一位机械师，在机场工作。今天他心情不错。阳光暖暖的。明天是星期六，这周末罗伊要买一辆新车。他很兴奋。

他正吃着三明治，突然听见了飞机的声音。他抬头望去，看见了天上的飞机。飞机正往机场飞来，离得很近了。罗伊看见飞机里有个男人。

“他是谁？”罗伊想，“我没见过这架飞机。”他把三明治放进口袋里。




飞机降落在机场，一个男人下了飞机。罗伊迈步向他走过去。

男子一动不动地站着，凝视着天空。他脸上挂着一丝淡淡的笑容。他的衣服脏兮兮的，人看上去很疲惫。

“哦，天哪！”罗伊想，“他是怎么了？”




罗伊喜欢和人交谈。他微微一笑，然后跟男子搭讪。“也许我能帮到他。”他想。

“嘿，我是罗伊。你是谁？”罗伊伸出手，但男子没有动。罗伊把手放回口袋，看着飞机。




罗伊对男子说：“哇！这飞机真棒。有30多年机龄了，是一架老式的飞行医生专用飞机，对吗？”

突然，这名男子看着罗伊说：“飞行医生。对，说得对。我是一名飞行医生。”

“飞行医生？你当然是。”罗伊微笑着说，“你住在哪儿？想去什么地方？”




医生要回到飞机上，忽又停下来，盯着罗伊的眼睛。罗伊听见他说：“我现在住在很远的地方，必须要回去。你想和我一起去吗？”

突然，罗伊感到身上发热。医生的眼睛直勾勾地盯着他。“我怎么去呢？”罗伊问。

“我可以帮你。到我的飞机上来。”医生说。
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内容简介

“祝你好运，杰克。别忘了我们！”杰克的同事们与他告别。他们为杰克举办了一个派对，因为他找了一份新工作，要离职了。杰克收到了一张卡片和一份礼物——一部手机。杰克的同事们有些伤感，不过派对很棒，他们都跳了几个小时的舞。




然后，杰克离开了派对。他累了，想要回家。“好冷。”他想。他想找辆出租车，可是没能找到。他步行了很长时间，整个人疲惫不堪。后来，他终于看到一辆出租车。好极了！他终于可以回家睡觉了！




然而，漫漫长夜才刚刚拉开帷幕——杰克将在出租车中惊恐度过这漫漫长夜！


TAXI OF TERROR

'Good luck Jack. Don't forget us!' Jack's work friends are saying goodbye to him. They are having a party for him because he is leaving for a new job. He gets a card and a present – a mobile phone. Jack's friends are sad, but the party is good and they all dance for hours.




Then Jack leaves the party. He's tired and he wants to go home. 'It's cold,' he thinks. He looks for a taxi, but he can't find one. He walks for a long time – he is getting very tired. Then, at last, he sees a taxi. Great! Now he can go home and sleep!




But this is only the beginning of a long night – a long night in the taxi of terror!


CONTENTS
目　录

内容简介

Taxi of Terror




GLOSSARY
词汇表

ACTIVITIES
阅读练习

TRANSLATION
参考译文




返回总目录

  


“书虫”免费增值服务上线！

第一时间获得习题答案、检验阅读水平、记录学习轨迹

更多精彩内容，登录http://2u4u.fltrp.com/reading


TAXI OF TERROR

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]

[image: alt]


GLOSSARY

词汇表

calm adj. not angry 镇定的，镇静的

dangerous adj. something that can hurt you is dangerous 危险的

enjoy v. like doing something 喜爱；享受……的乐趣

hurt v./adj. be or cause to be in pain （身体某部位）感到疼痛；使感到疼痛

kind adj. if you are good to other people you are kind 友善的

loud adj. making a lot of noise 大声的；响亮的

luck n. you have luck if good things happen to you 运气

ouch exclam. what you say when you are in pain （表示疼痛）哎哟

seagull n. a bird that lives by the sea 海鸥

tunnel n. where a road goes under the ground 隧道

turn v. change the way you are going 转向


Taxi of Terror



ACTIVITIES

阅读练习




ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1　Look at the front and back covers of the book. Now complete these sentences.

1）The taxi in the story is...

a　□　black.

b　□　yellow.

c　□　blue.




2）Imagine you are the taxi driver. You are...

a　□　afraid.

b　□　happy.

c　□　not interested.




3）The story happens...

a　□　in a town.

b　□　in the country.

c　□　not in a or b.




4）At the end of the story the police catch...

a　□　a bad man.

b　□　the taxi driver.

c　□　Jack.




ACTIVITIES



While Reading

1　Answer these questions.

1）Why is Jack leaving his job?

2）How does Jack decide to get home?

3）Where does the taxi stop?

2　Answer these questions.

1）Does the Wolf want money?

2）Does the taxi turn right or left next to the hospital?

3）Write a description of the Wolf.
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4）What is the number of the Taxi?




3　Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1）He gets in the boot of the taxi.

T □／F □

2）He phones his mum.

T □／F □

3）He escapes from the boot.

T □／F □

4）He talks to a policeman.

T □／F □

5）He tells the police the Wolf has a small nose.

T □／F □

6）He hears a clock.

T □／F □

4　Complete the sentences with the following words:

airport　beard　boot　plane　seagulls

1）
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Now I can hear lots of..... Are we near the sea?

2）
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Drive to the..... I must get on that.....

3）
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Are you looking for that bad man with the..... ? He's over there.

4）
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Can someone open the..... ?




ACTIVITIES



 After Reading

1　Answer these questions.

1）Who

a　... does the Wolf put in the boot of the taxi?

b　... does Jack call on his mobile phone?

c　... gets knocked over by the Wolf?

d　... says: 'That's ￡16.50 please'?

2）What

a　... almost crashes into the taxi?

b　... is the Wolf trying to catch?

c　... can Jack hear at the dump?

d　... do the police look at on the wall?

3）Where

a　... does the taxi go over some bumps?

b　... is Jack at the beginning of the story?

c　... do the police catch up with the Wolf?

d　... does the Wolf get in the taxi?

2　Put these sentences in the correct order.

a　□　The taxi drives next to a rubbish dump.

b　□　The taxi arrives at the airport.

c　□　Jack calls the police with his mobile phone.

d　□　The taxi drives through a tunnel.

e　□　The taxi drives near a clock.

3　Use these words to fill in the gaps.

airport　boot　catch　gun　hear　job　mobile phone　pleased　police　taxi

Jack is leaving his old _____________ His friends give him a _____________ as a leaving present. He is very _____________ On his way home Jack falls asleep in a _____________. Suddenly at a traffic light, a dangerous man called the Wolf gets in the taxi – he has a _____________. The taxi driver does what the Wolf tells him. Jack wakes up and is soon put in the _____________ of the taxi. Then he has an idea – he calls the _____________ with his phone. Jack tells them what he can _____________ from inside the boot. The police find out that the taxi is driving to the _____________. The police get there just in time to _____________ the Wolf.


TRANSLATION　参考译文

Taxi of Terror
出租车惊魂



GOOD LUCK JACK

Don't forget us, Jack.

Are you excited about your new job?

You're going, Jack. I'm sorry.

Here's a leaving card from us all.

Thank you for the card. My new job's great. But I'm sorry because I'm leaving you.




（条幅上写着：祝你好运，杰克）

别忘了我们，杰克。

你的新工作让你很兴奋吗？

你要走了，杰克。我很难过。

这是离别之际我们大家送你的卡片。

谢谢你们的卡片。我的新工作非常棒。不过想到要离开你们我就很难过。



Quiet, please. I want to say something.

Bang! Bang!

Jack's leaving and we're all very unhappy. Here's a present for you. You can use it in your new job.

A mobile phone! Thanks, very much. You're all very kind.




请静一下。我想说两句。

（[image: alt]！[image: alt]！）

杰克要走了，我们都很不开心。这是送给你的一份礼物。在新的工作中你用得上。

手机！非常感谢！你们大家对我真好！



How does it work? Do you know?

Beep!

Oh, it's talking to me.

Now I can phone you all – from my car! This is a very good present. Thank you very much.

Good luck, Jack.




它怎么使用？你知道吗？

哔！

哇，它跟我说话呢。

这下我在车里就可以给你们大家打电话了！这是一件非常棒的礼物。非常感谢大家！

祝你好运，杰克。



Everybody is having a good time.

Goodbye, everyone. Thank you, again, for my present.

See you soon.

Take care.

Enjoy yourself.

It's late – but I don't have to work tomorrow. Now, how do I get home?

It's cold. Where's a taxi?




大家都玩得很开心。

再见，诸位。再次感谢你们送我的礼物。

回头见！

保重！

过得开心！

夜深了，不过我明天不用去上班。唉，我怎么回家呢？

好冷。哪儿有出租车？



Jack cannot find a taxi. He walks for a long time and gets very tired.

At last, Jack sees a taxi.

I live at 57 Park Road. Can you take me there?

Of course. Get in. You look tired.

Yes, I'm very tired.

It's very quiet tonight, sir. You're only my second passenger... Sir?




杰克找不到出租车。他步行了很长时间，疲惫不堪。

杰克终于看到一辆出租车。

我住在公园路57号。你能送我去那儿吗？

没问题。上车吧。你看上去累了。

是啊，我累坏了。

今晚可真安静，先生。你是我拉的第二位乘客……先生？



It's late. He needs his bed.

The taxi stops at a traffic light. Suddenly...

What the...

Say nothing.

Do what I tell you... or you're dead.




夜深了。他该睡觉了。

出租车在一个交通信号灯前停了下来。突然……

怎么……

给我闭嘴。

照我说的做……不然你就死定了。



When the lights are green, drive fast.

I'm watching you. Don't be clever.

Go left and then right.

Left here, fast.

... then right next to the hospital.




灯一变绿就马上给我开车。

我看着你呢。别耍小聪明。

左转然后右转。

这里左转，快一点。

……到医院那里右转。



What do you want? I've got some money, but not very much. Take it.

I don't want your money. I...

Screech!

Oh no! Get out of the way.




你想要什么？我有一些钱，但是不多。拿走吧。

我不要你的钱。我……

（嘎！）

哦，不好！快闪开！



Screech!

Crash!

Ow!

Clonk!

Don't shoot! We're driving too fast. Can we drive slowly?

Quiet! OK. Just drive... carefully.

Ow! What's happening?




（嘎！）

（砰！）

哎哟！

（咚！）

别开枪！我们开得太快了。能慢点儿开吗？

别喊！好吧。只管开你的车……小心点儿。

哎哟！怎么回事？



He has a gun! I don't understand. Am I dreaming?

At the roundabout turn right.

The taxi driver drives very carefully now.

OK. I must keep calm. Everything's OK. He can't see me here.




他有枪！我搞不懂了。我在做梦吗？

在环岛那儿右拐。

这会儿出租车司机开得非常小心。

好吧，我必须保持冷静。不会有事儿的。他看不到我在这儿。



I must do something... but what?

Taxi 250. Can you hear me?

This is taxi 250. They want to talk to me.

Well, they can't.

Rip!

Jack is not tired now. Suddenly, he has an idea.

I know what to do. People do this on television. I can do it.

G-g-give me the gun... slowly. I don't want to hurt you.

Stop the taxi.




我得做点儿什么……但是做什么呢？

250号出租车。你能听到我说话吗？

这车就是250号。他们有话跟我说。

哦，不行。

（刺啦！）

杰克现在不困了。突然，他有了个主意。

我知道该怎么做了。电视里的人就是这么干的。我也可以。

给……给……给我枪……慢慢地递给我。我不想伤害你。

停车。



Don't do that. I don't like surprises.

Now, get out of the taxi. Slowly.

Driver, open the boot of the taxi.

What?

Just do it!

How can we get home? Look there's a taxi.

I've got a gun. You haven't! Do you want me to shoot?

No. Please. Don't shoot.




少来这套。我可不吃诈唬。

好了，下车。慢慢地下来。

司机，把后备箱打开。

什么？

只管按我说的做！

我们怎么回家呢？看，那儿有一辆出租车。

我有枪，你可没有！你想让我开枪吗？

不，求求你了，别开枪。



You – get in the boot.

It's too small.

Get in, you dog, or I shoot.

Slam!

Now drive! Fast!

Screech!

They're going fast.

He's holding a gun!

A gun? No! It's a banana.

A banana?




你——到后备箱里去。

太小了。

进去，你这混蛋，不然我就开枪了。

（砰！）

现在开车！开快点儿！

（嘎！）

他们开得真快。

他拿着枪呢！

枪？不！那是一根香蕉。

香蕉？



It's too small in here and my leg hurts. I'm not clever. What can I do?

Something's hurting me. What is it? I must move it.

It's my new phone. Yes! I can phone for help.

I must stop to get some petrol.

OK, you can stop but you must stay in the taxi.




这儿空间太小了，我的腿很疼。我太笨了。我该怎么办？

有东西硌着我，是什么东西？我得把它挪开。

是我的新手机。对了！我可以打电话求救。

我得停车加点儿油。

好吧，你可以停车，但是必须待在车上。



I'm taking the keys. I don't want you to drive away.

Beep!

Beep!

What's that? Is there something wrong with your car?

No!

Drive!

You're not paying!




钥匙给我。我可不想让你把车开跑了。

哔！

哔！

什么声音？你的车出故障了吗？

没有！

开车！

你还没给钱呢！



Now, I want the police. 9... 9...9...

Beep!

Hello. Police.

Yes! It works. We're all right now.

Jack phones the police station and talks to a policewoman.

Can I help you?

A man's in our taxi. He's got a gun. I don't know where he wants to go. He's very dangerous.




嗯，我要打电话给警察局。9……9……9……

哔！

你好，警察局。

好，接通了！我们现在安全了。

杰克给警察局打电话，一位女警官负责接听。

您有什么事？

我们的出租车里有一个男人。他有一把枪。我不知道他想去哪儿。他是个非常危险的人物。



OK, keep calm. What's your name and where are you?

I'm Jack and I'm in the boot of the taxi.

OK, Jack. Tell me about the man.

He's little and thin, and he has a bad eye and red hair. He has a little beard.

You know who that is? It's the Wolf.

Jack, that man's very dangerous. He's called the Wolf and we're looking for him. Be careful. We must find where you are. Can you see anything?




好的，请保持冷静。你叫什么名字？你在哪里？

我叫杰克，我在出租车的后备箱里。

好的，杰克。请告诉我那个人长什么样。

他个儿不高，瘦瘦的，有只眼睛不太好，红头发。他留着小络腮胡。

你知道是谁吗？是那个“独眼狼”。

杰克，那个人非常危险。他的外号叫“独眼狼”，我们正在追捕他。你小心点儿。我们必须弄清楚你在什么地方。你能看到周围什么东西吗？



I can't see anything but I hear a clock. It sounds very loud and very near.

Ding-dong!

Can you see a big clock?

There are lots in the town.

We're going through a tunnel, I think.

We're driving over lots of bumps. Is it a railway crossing?




我什么都看不见，不过我能听到钟声。钟声很大，感觉离我很近。

（叮咚！）

你看见一个大钟吗？

城里有很多大钟。

我觉得我们正穿过一条隧道。

我们正开过坑坑洼洼的地面。是铁道路口吗？



Look! Here's a big clock. Here's the tunnel. And here's a railway crossing. They must be on this road.

Now I can hear lots of seagulls. Are we near the sea?

We're wrong. The sea isn't on that side of town. It's over here.

No! Look! We are right. The city rubbish dump's next to the road. Just here. There are always seagulls on the dump. Also, the dump's near the airport! Quick, let's catch the Wolf.




看！这儿有一个大钟，这儿是那条隧道，这儿有个铁路道口。他们一定是在这条路上。

现在我能听到很多海鸥的叫声。我们在海边吗？

我们搞错了。大海不在城那边，而是在这边。

不！瞧！我们是对的。城市的垃圾站路边，就是这儿。垃圾堆上总有海鸥，而且垃圾站离机场很近。快点儿，我们去抓“独眼狼”！



Screech!

It's about five minutes to the airport. We must stop the Wolf.

Drive to the airport. I must get on that plane.

The Wolf races into the airport.

The car isn't moving now. I can hear planes. I think we're at the airport!




（嘎！）

这儿离机场大约有5分钟的路程。我们必须阻止“独眼狼”。

朝机场开。我必须赶上那班飞机。

“独眼狼”飞快地冲进机场。

现在汽车停下来了。我能听到飞机的声音。我觉得我们在机场！



Bang!

Get out of my way!

Are you hurt?

Oh! What a bad man!

Wait! I've got a ticket. I must get on that plane.
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闪开！

你没受伤吧？

哎哟！这个坏蛋！

等等！我有票。我必须坐上那班飞机。



Screech!

There's the taxi.

Quick. He's in the airport.

Come on. Let's go!

Are you looking for that bad man with the beard? He's over there.




（嘎！）

出租车在那儿。

快点儿，他进机场了。

快点儿，我们走！

你们在找留着络腮胡子的那个坏蛋吗？他就在那边。



Police!

Police!

Out of the way!

Later the police bring the Wolf back into the airport building.

I don't like you. You're a very bad man.

Crack!

Ouch!




警察！

警察！

让开！

不一会儿，警察把“独眼狼”带回到机场大楼。

我讨厌你，你是个大坏蛋。

（啪！）

哎哟！



Nice work, everyone.

There's a telephone call for you, madam.

Hello?

Can someone open the boot?

That's ￡16.50 please.

Ha!

Ha!

Ha!




干得漂亮，诸位。

有你电话，警官。

喂？

有人能给打开后备箱吗？

一共是16.5英镑！

哈！

哈！

哈！
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爱情与金钱

你是一名不错的侦探，是吗？如果是的话，那你得比沃尔什探长先找出凶手。沃尔什探长是名警探，他工作虽说慢了点，可十分细心。你是位“快手”吗？

侦探是干什么的呢？侦探就是寻找线索的人。而线索就是告诉你谁是凶手的重要但又细小的事物。发现线索不容易，但本故事中有许多线索。有些线索有用——它们能帮助你，可有些线索却不利——它们妨碍你找到凶手。你得仔细点读，否则你会错过线索。

但请记住：你不必相信人们说的每件事。凶手显然会撒谎，可能其他人因不同的理由也会撒谎。也许他们希望某人死去。但是谁希望呢？谁杀的？你能找出凶手吗？

罗伊纳·阿金耶米是英国人，但在非洲度过了许多年。本书是她为英语学生写的第一部故事。
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1
Chapter

The Clarkson family lived in the country near Cambridge, about half a mile from the nearest village and about a mile from the river. They had a big, old house with a beautiful garden, a lot of flowers and many old trees.

One Thursday morning in July, Jackie came in from the garden. She was a tall, fat woman, thirty years old. It was the hottest day of the year, but she wore a warm brown skirt and yellow shirt. She went into the kitchen to get a drink of water. Just then the phone rang.

'Cambridge 1379,' Jackie said.

'Hello. This is Diane. I want to talk to Mother.'

'Mother isn't here,' Jackie said. 'She's at the doctor's.'

'Why? What's wrong?'

'Nothing's wrong,' Jackie said. 'Why are you telephoning? You are going to come this weekend? Mother wants everyone to be here.'

'Yes, I want to come,' Diane said. 'I'm phoning because I have no money for the train ticket.'

'No money! Mother is always giving you money!'

'This phone call is very expensive,' Diane said coldly. 'Tell Mother please. I need the money.'

Jackie put the phone down. She took a cigarette from her bag and began to smoke. She felt angry because her sister always asked for money. Diane was twenty years old, the youngest in the family. She lived in London, in one room of a big house. She wanted to be a singer. She sang very well but she could never get work.

Jackie went back into the kitchen and began to make some sandwiches. Just then the back door opened, and her mother came in.

'It's very hot!' Molly said. She took off her hat and put it down on the table. She was a tall, dark woman with beautiful eyes.

Two big, black dogs came into the kitchen after her and ran across to her. She sat down and put her hands on their heads.

Jackie put the sandwiches on the table. 'Mother,' she said. 'Diane phoned. She wants money for her train ticket.'

Molly closed her eyes for a minute. Then she stood up. 'This afternoon I want you to get the house ready for the weekend,' she said, 'Oh, and please go to the village later and get my tablets.'

'Yes, Mother,' Jackie said.

Molly went to the door.

'Mother, please wait a minute,' Jackie said. 'Peter Hobbs came here this morning. He's very angry with you about that letter. He lost his job, you know. Why did you write to his office? He wants to talk to you about it.'

'Well, I don't want to talk to him,' Molly said. She opened the door.

'But Mother, you don't understand. He's seventeen, and it was his first job. He's very, very angry. He says... he says he's going to kill you!'

Molly did not answer. She went out of the room and closed the door.



come in 走进；进入。

brown a. 深黄色；棕色；褐色。

a lot of a large number of. 许多；大量的。

Cambridge n. a bridge in England. 剑桥。

kitchen n. a cooking place. 厨房。

expensive a. of high price. 昂贵的；价钱高的。

cigarette n. tobacco etc. rolled in paper for smoking. 香烟。

live in 住在……地方。

singer n. person who is famous of singing songs. 歌唱家。

go back 返回。

just then 正在这时。

tablet n. small measured amount of medicine compressed into a solid form. 药片。

understand vt. perceive meaning of. 理解。

go out of 走出。
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克拉克森家住在剑桥附近的乡下，离最近的村庄约有半英里路，距离河边有1英里左右。他们有幢大而古老、并带有美丽花园的房子，花园里有许多花和许多古树。

七月的一个星期四早上，杰基从花园进了屋。她是个高大，肥胖，30来岁的女人。这是一年中最热的日子，而她却穿着暖色调的黄色衬衫和棕色裙子。她走进厨房去喝水，这时电话响了。

“剑桥1379号。”杰基说。

“你好！我是黛安娜。我想和妈妈说话。”

“妈妈不在家，”杰基说，“她看医生去了。”

“怎么了？出了什么事？”

“没什么，”杰基说，“你打电话干嘛？这个周末你回来吗？妈妈希望每个人都在。”

“是啊，我想回来，”黛安娜说，“我正因为没钱买火车票，才打电话。”

“没钱！妈妈总是给你钱！”

“电话费很贵，”黛安娜冷冷说道，“请告诉妈妈，我需要钱。”

杰基放下电话，她从包里拿了枝烟抽起来。她因她的妹妹总是要钱感到生气。黛安娜20岁了，在家里最小。她住在伦敦，在一所大房子里有间屋子。她想成为一个歌唱家，她唱得很棒，可是她却从来不愿找工作。

杰基走回厨房动手做一些三明治。这时候门开了，她的母亲走了进来。

“天太热了！”莫利说道，她摘下帽子放在桌上。她是位高个子，皮肤浅黑，有双美丽眼睛的女人。

两条大黑狗跟着她进了厨房围着她转，她坐下来把手放在它们的头上。

杰基把三明治放在桌上。“妈妈，”她说道，“黛安娜打来电话，她想要钱买火车票。”

莫利闭了一会儿眼，然后站起来。“下午我希望你收拾一下房子，为周末做准备，”她说，“哦，随后请去村里给我买些药片。”

“好的，妈妈。”杰基说。

莫利向门口走去。

“妈妈，请等一会。”杰基说，“彼得·霍布斯今早来了，他对你的那封信很生气。你知道，他丟了工作。你为什么写信给他的办公室？他想和你谈谈这事。”

“好啦，我不想和他谈，”莫利说道。她打开了门。

“可是妈妈，你不明白。他17岁了，那是他第一份工作，他非常非常生气。他说……他说他会杀了你！”

莫利没答话，她走出房间关上了门。


2
Chapter

It was seven o'clock on Saturday evening. Jackie stood at the window. A car drove slowly up to the front door and stopped. A tall man with white hair got out. It was Albert, the husband of Molly's sister.

'Here's Uncle Albert,' Jackie said. 'Always late.'

She went out of the room and opened the front door. Albert came in and went at once to Molly.

'Oh, dear. I'm very late. I am sorry,' Albert said. 'Fifty years old today! What a wonderful dress!'

Molly did not smile. 'Thank you, Albert. We're all getting older.' Tonight she wore a long black dress, and the two black dogs sat at her feet. 'Everyone is here now. Let's go in to dinner,' she said.

Everyone stood up and went to the table.

'The table looks nice, Jackie. What wonderful flowers!' Diane said. She was a beautiful girl, with long black hair and dark blue eyes. She wore a long red dress.

Albert sat down next to Roger. Roger was Molly's son, her second child. He lived in Cambridge, in an expensive house.

'Someone called Peter stopped me down the road,' Albert said. 'Who is he? He's very angry with you, Molly.'

'That's Peter Hobbs, from the house across the road,' Jackie said quickly. She looked across the table at Molly. 'He lost his job last week and he's angry with everyone.'

'It's Molly he doesn't like,' Albert said.

Molly said nothing. Everyone began to eat.

'How is Aunt Annie?' Jackie asked.

'She's much worse now,' Albert said. 'She stays in bed all the time. She needs a nurse twenty-four hours a day.'

'I am sorry,' Molly said.

Albert stopped eating and looked at Molly. 'It's very difficult and very expensive, you know. Annie feels very unhappy because you don't visit her, Molly. She loves you very much. You are her little sister, you know.'

Molly closed her eyes for a minute. 'I know that, Albert. I am fifty years old, but I am always her "little" sister. Well, we can talk about it later.'

Albert laughed. 'Oh yes, we can talk later. It's always later with you, Molly. Always tomorrow. Never today.'

Jackie watched her mother. Her mother was angry with Albert. Molly never liked talking about her sister Annie and she did not like visiting her because she was very ill.

'That's a beautiful dress, Diane. Is it new?' Jackie asked.

'Thank you, Jackie. Yes, it's new, and very expensive. I got it on Wednesday,' Diane said. She smiled at Jackie.

'All your things are expensive,' Jackie said. She remembered the phone call on Thursday about the train ticket.

'I don't like cheap things,' Diane said. 'And I'm going to need more money soon. I want to go to America. Can you help me, Roger?'

'Oh no,' Roger said. 'Nobody wants to help you, Diane. You don't like working, we all know that, but we all want you to get a job.'

Diane laughed. 'It doesn't matter, Roger. I don't need your help. Mother always helps me. Mother loves me best.' She suddenly smiled, a quick, beautiful smile. But her eyes were cold.

Jackie looked at her mother. Molly's face was white. Jackie did not understand. Was her mother afraid of Diane? Jackie wanted her mother to be happy today.

'Would you like some more meat, Uncle Albert?' Jackie asked. 'Roger, can you give everyone some more to drink?' Roger got up and began to give more wine to everyone.

'This is good wine,' he said.

Molly smiled for the first time. 'Yes, your father loved this wine. He often drank it.'

'Yes,' Albert said, and looked at Molly. 'Expensive, too.'

'Would you like to meet Mr Briggs this weekend, Roger?' Jackie asked quickly. 'He's the new man at the farm. He wants to meet you.'

'Briggs? Briggs?' Molly said, suddenly angry. 'Don't talk to me about that man. I don' t like him. He wants half my garden for his farm. He needs more land, he says. I don't want him in my house. He's always dirty and he has bad teeth.'

Jackie stood up and got her bag. 'Excuse me, I want a cigarette.'

'Cigarettes! Always a cigarette in your mouth,' Molly said. 'I don't like it. Cigarettes aren't good for you.'

Jackie began to smoke. She felt angry but she said nothing. She wanted her mother to be happy this evening, but it was very difficult.

Roger drank some more wine. 'Well, Mother, perhaps Mr Briggs is right. The garden is very big,you know,' he said. 'It's a lot of work for you. The house is big, too. You're fifty now. You need to be more careful.'

'Roger! I don't need a nurse, you know! I work in the garden every day; I feel happy there.' Molly stood up. 'I know you all want my money. You come here for a free dinner, you don't want to see me. You don't love me. You want my house, and my money. Well, you can all wait. Nobody is getting more money from me, not before I die!'

'Don't say that, Mother!' Jackie cried.

Molly walked across the room to the door. 'I feel ill now. I'm going upstairs to bed.'

Molly left the room. Nobody moved.

'One day I'm going to kill that woman,' Diane said quietly.

Roger looked at Diane but said nothing. Albert moved his head slowly up and down. 'Ill! She's angry, that's all,' he said. 'Molly always gets angry about money. Why can't she be good to her sister? Annie's going to die soon. Molly knows that.'

Jackie finished her cigarette and stood up. 'Would everyone like some coffee? Come into the kitchen and let's drink it there.'



wonderful a. very remarkable or admirable. 漂亮的；精彩的；挺棒的。

across prep. from side to side of. 穿过；越过。

at once immediately. 立即。

nurse n. person trained to assist doctors in caring for the sick or infirm. 护士。

difficult a. needing much effort or skill. 困难的。

talk about 谈论。

cheap a. of low price. 便宜的。

laugh v. 笑。

be afraid of 害怕。

wine n. 酒。

land n. solid part of the earth's surface. 陆地；土地。

weekend n. 周末。

smoke v. 吸烟。

tooth n. 复数teeth 牙齿；

armed 全副武装的。

careful a. 小心；仔细。

look at 看。

die v. 死；死去。

coffee n. 咖啡。

finish v. bring or come to an end. 完成。
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星期六晚上7点。杰基站在窗前。一辆小车徐徐驶到前门停下来。一个白头发、高个子的男人下了车，他是艾伯特，莫利姐姐的丈夫。

“是艾伯特姨父,”杰基说，“他总是迟到。”

她走出房间打开前门。艾伯特走进来，立刻便走向莫利。

“哦，亲爱的，抱歉，我来得太迟了，”艾伯特说，“今天是你50岁生日！多漂亮的裙子！”

莫利没有笑。“谢谢你，艾伯特。我们都老了。”今晚她穿了一条长长的黑裙子，两条黑狗蹲在她脚边。“现在大家都到了，咱们吃饭吧。”她说。

大家都站起来走到桌前。

“餐桌看起来不错，杰基。多美的花啊！”黛安娜说。她是个美丽的女孩，有一头长长的黑发和一双深蓝色的眼睛，穿了一条红色的长裙。

艾伯特坐在罗杰的旁边。罗杰是莫利的儿子，她的第二个孩子。他住在剑桥一幢昂贵的房子里。

“有个叫彼特的人沿路拦住了我，”艾伯特说，“他是谁？他很生你的气，莫利。”

“那是彼得·霍布斯，家住在马路对面的房子里。”杰基很快地说，她看着餐桌对面的莫利。“他上周丢了工作，他生每个人的气。”

“他不喜欢的是莫利。”艾伯特说。

莫利一言不发。大家开始吃东西。

“安妮姨妈好吗？”杰基问。

“她现在更糟糕了，”艾伯特说，“她所有时间都待在床上，一天24小时都需要护士。”

“我真难过。”莫利说。

艾伯特停下来看着莫利。“你知道，这事非常麻烦并且要花很多钱。莫利，安妮因为你不去看她很不高兴。她非常爱你，你知道，你是她的小妹妹。”

莫利闭上了眼。“我知道这些，艾伯特。我都50岁了，可我总是她的‘小’妹妹。好吧，我们以后再谈这事。”

艾伯特笑道。“哦，是啊，我们以后再谈。莫利，和你总是以后，总是明天，从来不是今天。”

杰基看着母亲，母亲在生艾伯特的气。莫利从来就不喜欢谈论她姐姐，也不喜欢去拜访她。而她病得很重。

“这裙子真漂亮，黛安娜。是新的吗？”杰基问。

“谢谢，杰基。是的，新裙子，非常贵。我周三才买的。”黛安娜说。她冲着杰基微笑。

“你所有的东西都昂贵，”杰基说。她记起周四关于火车票的电话。

“我不喜欢便宜的东西，”黛安娜说，“我不久会需要更多的钱，我想去美国。罗杰，你能帮我吗？”

“哦，不行，”罗杰说，“没有人想帮你，黛安娜。我们都知道，你不喜欢工作，但是我们都希望你找份工作。”

黛安娜笑道。“没关系，罗杰。我不需要你的帮助，妈妈总是会帮我的，妈妈最爱我。”她突然笑了一下，一个转瞬即逝的美丽的微笑。可她的眼神却是冷冷的。

杰基看着妈妈，莫利脸色苍白。杰基不明白为什么。妈妈会怕黛安娜？杰基希望妈妈今天快快乐乐。

“艾伯特姨父，你还要些肉吗？”杰基问。，“罗杰，你能给每人再添些饮料吗？”

罗杰站起来动手给大家加了些酒。“这酒不错。”他说。

莫利第一次笑了。“是啊，你父亲爱喝这种酒。他经常喝。”

“是啊，”艾伯特看着莫利说，“这酒也非常贵。”

“罗杰，这个周末你想见见布里格斯吗？”杰基急忙问，“他刚来农场。他想见见你。”

“布里格斯？布里格斯？”莫利说，她突然生气了。“不要和我谈那个男人，我不喜欢他。他想要我把一半的花园当他的农场。他说，他需要更多的土地。我不希望他来我家，他总是脏兮兮的，还有一口坏牙。”

杰基站起来拿她的包。“抱歉，我想抽枝烟。”

“烟！你的嘴总是叼着烟，”莫利说。，“我讨厌烟，抽烟对你不好。”

杰基开始抽烟，她感到很生气，但她什么也没说。她想让妈妈今晚快乐些，可看来这非常难。

罗杰喝了好些酒。“好啦，妈妈，布里格斯先生可能是对的。你清楚，花园是太大了，”他说，“你要干许多的事，房子也太大了。你都50岁了，你需要更多的照顾。”

“罗杰！你明白，我不需要护士！我每天在花园里干点活，我会感到快乐。”莫利站起来。“我知道你们都想要我的钱。你们来这儿只为一顿免费的晚餐，不是想来看看我，你们不爱我。你们想要我的房子，我的钱。好吧，你们都等着。在我死之前，任何人都别想从我这儿得一点儿！”

“别这么说，妈妈！ ”杰基叫道。

莫利穿过房间走到门前。“我现在觉得不舒服。我要上楼睡觉了。”

莫利离开了房间，大家都没动。

“有一天我会杀了这女人。”黛安娜平静地说。

罗杰看看黛安娜，但什么也没说。艾伯特上下摇晃着脑袋。“不舒服！她生气了，就这样，”他说，“莫利谈到钱总要生气。为什么她不能对她姐姐好点？安妮不久就要死了，莫利知道这些。”

杰基抽完烟站起来。“每人都来点咖啡吧，到厨房去，咱们在那儿喝。”
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Early next morning the house was quiet. Suddenly there was a cry from the room next to Roger's, his mother's room. Roger opened his eyes and looked at the clock. It was nearly seven o'clock. He got out of bed and opened the door quietly. At the same time the door of his mother's room opened and Diane came out. Her face was very white.

'Roger! It's Mother! I brought a cup of coffee for her and I found her dead. She's dead...dead in her bed,' she cried. Roger went quickly to the door of his mother's room and looked in. The window was open but the room was warm. Molly was on the bed, one hand under her head. Roger went across to the bed and put his hand on her arm. It was cold. On the little table next to the bed was a hot cup of coffee and an empty cup.

'I'm going to call the doctor,' Diane said.

'She's dead,' Roger said slowly. His face, too, was white. 'Mother is dead!'

Diane walked across the room to the door. 'I'm going to phone the doctor,' she said again.

'Wait a minute!' Roger called. 'Let's tell the family first.'

'Family! Nobody loved Mother!' Diane went out and ran downstairs.

Roger slowly went downstairs after her and stood by the telephone.

'Dr Pratt, this is Diane Clarkson. It's my mother—she's dead. Can you come quickly?'

Diane put the phone down. 'It isn't true, Roger! Mother's dead! Daddy died last winter, and now Mother.' Diane began to cry.

'Don't cry, Diane,' Roger said. 'Let's go upstairs and tell Uncle Albert and Jackie.'

'No! You tell them! Nobody loved Mother. You aren't sorry. Look at you! You want her money. That's all.'

Roger suddenly wanted to hit Diane. 'Be quiet!' he said. 'What about you? You didn't love Mother. You wanted her money, too. Don't forget that!'

'It's true,' Diane said. 'Oh, I can't stay in this house. I'm going out. I'm going to the river with the dogs.'

'No,' Roger said. 'The doctor's coming and I want you here.'

Diane said nothing. She went into the kitchen and at once the dogs got up and came to her. 'Beautiful dogs! Daddy loved you and Mother loved you. Now I'm going to love you.' She opened the back door and went out with the dogs.

Roger did not move. He stood by the telephone. 'It's true,' he thought. 'I am happy about the money. I needed money, and now I'm rich. Things are going to be easier for me now. But Mother... why didn't I love her more? And now she's dead.' Slowly, Roger went back upstairs. He wanted to dress before Dr Pratt arrived.

Dr Pratt was a little fat man without much hair. He was the family doctor and he knew all the Clarkson family very well. He went upstairs at once and looked at Molly's body. He looked carefully at the cup of coffee and the empty cup on the table next to her bed.

'I'm sorry, Roger,' he said. 'Where is Diane? She phoned me.'

'She went out with the dogs,' Roger said. 'She was angry with me—angry with everyone.'

Dr Pratt said nothing for a minute. 'This is going to be very difficult. I'm going to phone the police, Roger.'

'Police! Why? What's wrong?'

'I don't know. Your mother wasn't ill. I saw her on Thursday and she was very well. Why did she die? I don't understand. I want to find out.'

Roger went across to the window and looked out at the garden. It was a beautiful summer morning. The sky was blue and the garden was green. It was all very quiet. His mother loved this garden. But Tom Briggs wanted the garden. And Roger wanted the garden, too. Roger felt worse and worse.

'Your mother took sleeping tablets,' Dr Pratt said. 'Did you know? On Thursday she had a new bottle of tablets, but I can't find it here in her room.'

'I didn't know,' Roger said. 'Very well. Let's go downstairs and you can phone the police.'

Roger went into the kitchen and made some coffee. Just then Diane came in with the dogs.

'Roger,' she said. 'Look, I'm sorry. I was angry and said some angry things.'

'It doesn't matter,' Roger said. 'Here you are, have some coffee. Dr Pratt is phoning the police. Did you know Mother took sleeping tablets? Well, the bottle is not in her room.'

'What? I don't understand.' Diane took the coffee and began to drink. Her eyes looked big and dark.

Just then Dr Pratt came into the kitchen. 'They're coming at once,' he said. 'Diane—I'm sorry about your mother.'

'Dr Pratt, I want to tell you about last night. Everyone was very angry...'

'Be quiet!' Roger said quickly.

'Diane never thinks before she opens her mouth,' he thought angrily.

Diane did not look at Roger. 'Last night Mother went to bed early because everyone...'

'Don't tell me,' Dr Pratt said. 'You can tell the police.'

Roger's face went red. Suddenly he felt afraid. 'The police are going to talk to everyone, and ask questions,' he thought. 'And they're going to want answers. It's going to be very difficult.' He finished his coffee and stood up.

'I'm going upstairs,' he said. 'I'm going to tell Uncle Albert and Jackie about Mother... and about the police.'



nearly ad. closely; almost. 几乎；差不多。

empty a. containing nothing. 空的。

wait a minute 等一会儿。

downstairs ad. 至楼下；在楼下。

quickly ad. taking only a short time to do thing. 很快地；迅速地。

hit v.come against with force. 撞击；打。

forget v. 忘记。

rich a. 富有的。

arrive v. 到达。

fat a. 肥胖的。

very well 很好。

next to 靠近。

bottle n. 瓶子。

question n. 问题。
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第二天清晨整幢房子静悄悄的。突然从罗杰房间旁边他母亲的屋子里传出一声尖叫。罗杰睁开眼看了看表，还不到7点。他下了床，悄悄打开门。正在这时母亲房间的门也打开了，黛安娜走出来，脸色惨白。

“罗杰！妈妈她，我端了杯咖啡给她，发现她死了。她死了……死在床上。”她哭道。

罗杰急忙走到母亲的门前往里看，窗户是开着的，可房间里很温暖。莫利躺在床上，一只手在她头下。罗杰走到床前把手放在她的手臂上，尸体已经冷了。床边的小桌上有杯热咖啡和一个空杯子。

“我打电话去叫医生。”黛安娜说。

“她死了，”罗杰慢慢地说。他的脸也变白了。“妈妈死了！”

黛安娜穿过房间走到门口。“我去打电话叫医生。”她又说。

“等会儿！”罗杰叫道，“咱们得先告诉家人。”

“家人！没有人爱妈妈！”黛安娜走出去跑下楼。

罗杰跟着她慢慢走下楼站在电话旁。

“普拉特先生，我是黛安娜·克拉克森。我的妈妈——她死了。你能尽快赶来吗？”

黛安娜放下电话。“这不是真的，罗杰！妈妈死了！爸爸去年冬天死了，现在妈妈也死了。”黛安娜开始哭泣。

“别哭了，黛安娜，”罗杰说，“咱们上楼去告诉艾伯特姨父和杰基。”

“不！你去告诉他们！没人爱妈妈，你们不必内疚。看看你们！你们想要她的钱。不过如此。”

罗杰突然想揍黛安娜。“住嘴！”他说，“你自己呢？你不爱妈妈，你也想要她的钱，别忘了这点！”

“不错，”黛安娜说,“哦，我不能再待在这儿了。我要出去。我要带着狗去河边走走。”

“不行，”罗杰说，“医生就要来了，我想你留在这儿。”

黛安娜没说话。她走进厨房。狗立即站起来走到她旁边。“多漂亮的狗！爸爸爱你们，妈妈也爱你们。现在我会爱你们的。”她打开后门，带着狗走了出去。

罗杰没动，他仍站在电话旁。“不错，”他想，“我的确为钱高兴。我需要钱，现在我是富有了。事情现在对我来说更容易。但是妈妈……我为什么不多爱她一些呢？现在她死了。”罗杰慢慢地上了楼，他想在普拉特医生来前穿好衣服。

普拉特医生是个矮胖、头发稀少的男人，他是家庭医生，对克拉克森一家人都很熟悉。他立即上楼查看莫利的尸体。他仔细看了床边桌子上的咖啡和空杯子。

“抱歉，罗杰，”他说，“黛安娜在哪儿？她给我打的电话。”

“她带着狗出去了，”罗杰说，“她冲我生气，生每个人的气。”

普拉特医生沉默了一会。“这事非常难办。罗杰，我要打电话给警察。”

“警察！为什么？出了什么事？”

“我不清楚，你的母亲没病，我周四见到她身体很好。她为什么会死？我不明白，我想找出原因。”

罗杰走到窗前向外看花园。这是个美丽的夏天的清晨，天空蓝蓝的，而花园是一片绿色，一切都非常安静。妈妈爱这个花园，然而汤姆·布里格斯却打着这个花园的主意，并且罗杰也想要这个花园。罗杰觉得事情越来越糟。

“你的妈妈服了安眼药，”普拉特医生说，“你知道吗？她周四买了瓶安眠药，可是我在她的房间却找不到。”

“我不知道，”罗杰说，“好吧。咱们下楼去，你可以给警察打电话。”

罗杰走进厨房弄了些咖啡，这时黛安娜带着狗走了进来。

“罗杰，”她说，“嗯，我很抱歉。我冲你发火并说了些气话。”

“没关系，”罗杰说，“给，喝点咖啡。普拉特医生正打电话给警察。你知道妈妈服安眠药吗？唷，药瓶不在她的屋里。”

“什么？我不知道。”黛安娜端起咖啡开始喝。她的眼睛看起来又大又黑。

这时普尔特医生走进厨房。“他们马上来，”他说，“黛安娜——我为你妈妈难过。”

“普拉特医生，我想告诉你有关昨晚的事，每个人都非常生气……”

“别说了！”罗杰急忙说。

“黛安娜开口前从不经过大脑。”他生气地想。

黛安娜没理会罗杰。“昨晚妈妈早早就上床了，因为每个人……”

“不用告诉我，”普拉特医生说，“你可以告诉警察。”

罗杰的脸红了，他突然觉得有些害怕。“警察会找每个人谈话，问问题的。”他想。“然后他们会寻找答案，这事非常棘手。”他喝完咖啡站起来。

“我上去了，”他说，“我去告诉艾伯特姨父和杰基有关妈妈的事……还有报警的事。”
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The police arrived very quickly. There were a lot of them. Some of them with cameras went upstairs to Molly's room. Two detectives talked to Dr Pratt in the kitchen. The family waited in the sitting room. It was a hot day again and the windows were open. The dogs sat quietly at Diane's feet. Nobody talked. Jackie smoked. They waited for a long time. Suddenly the door opened and the two detectives came in.

'Good morning. I am Detective Inspector Walsh and this is Sergeant Foster.' The Inspector did not smile. He was a big man in an old black suit and a black hat and coat. He wore a coat because he always felt cold. 'Last night someone put sleeping tablets in Mrs Clarkson's hot milk. We are going to question everybody, and we need a room, please.'

Roger stood up. 'I'm Roger Clarkson. You can have my father's old office. Come with me, it's along here,'

The office was not a very big room, but there was a table and three or four chairs. Roger opened the window.

'I would like to talk first to your uncle, Albert King,' Inspector Walsh said. He took off his hat and coat and sat down behind the table.

'Of course,' said Roger and left the room.

Sergeant Foster waited by the door. He was a very tall young man with black hair and a nice smile. He was not very happy this morning because he usually played tennis on Sunday mornings. He was one of the best players at the Cambridge Tennis Club.

Albert came in and sat down.

'I'm going to ask some questions, Mr King,' the Inspector said, 'and Sergeant Foster is going to write it all down.'

Albert looked at his feet. 'Yes, yes. It's your job. I know that.'

'Tell me about last night,' Inspector Walsh asked quietly. 'You were angry with Mrs Clarkson.'

Albert looked at Inspector Walsh for the first time. 'Yes, I was. Everyone was angry. Roger was angry. Diane wanted money to go to America. Then there's a man called Tom Briggs... He wants half the garden for his farm. Molly is a rich woman. I need money because my wife Annie—Molly's sister—is very ill. I told Molly this.'

'What happened next?'

'Well, Molly was angry with everyone and went upstairs. We went into the kitchen for coffee. Jackie wanted everyone to go up and say good night to Molly. She lives here with Molly so she wanted Molly to be happy. At first Roger said no. He was angry and didn't want to see his mother.'

'And did you see Molly in her room?'

'Yes. I was tired and I went upstairs first. I went to Molly's room and asked her for money again. But no—there was no money for her sister.' Albert stopped and put his hand over his eyes.

Inspector Walsh watched Albert for a minute. 'Did you hear noises after you went to bed?'

'Everyone went into Molly's room to say good night, I think. Later, I heard someone... He—or she—went downstairs. That was about midnight.'

'Very well, Mr King. Thank you, you can go now.' Albert left the room.

Inspector Walsh put his hands behind his head. 'What time is it? I'm hungry. We're learning a lot, but I need some coffee.'

'Shall I go to the kitchen?' Sergeant Foster asked.

'Oh, no. Later. Let's see Jackie Clarkson next.'

Jackie came in and sat down. She looked down at her hands and said nothing.

'We found the empty bottle of your mother's sleeping tablets in Diane's room,' the Inspector said suddenly. Then he waited. Jackie's face did not change and she said nothing. 'Tell me, did your mother get her tablets from the shop in the village?'

'Yes. My mother usually took a sleeping tablet every night so she needed a lot of tablets. Sometimes she got them from the shop, sometimes I did. On Thursday, I asked Peter Hobbs to get them. He lives in the house across the road, and he often goes to the village on his bicycle.'

'I see. Your mother wanted to stay in this house. How about you? Did you want to move?'

Jackie looked up for a minute and then down at her hands again. 'This is Mother's house. I loved my mother. She was good to me.'

'Did you see your mother in her room last night?'

'Yes, everyone did. Diane made hot milk and took it to Mother. She usually drank a cup of hot milk before she slept.'

Inspector Walsh put his hands behind his head. Jackie was very quiet. 'What did your mother say?'

Jackie opened her bag and looked for a cigarette. 'Can I smoke?'

'Of course. This is your house,' Inspector Walsh said. He watched Jackie. 'What did your mother say?' he asked again.

'She wanted to go downstairs again. She remembered the dogs—she wanted to get some dinner for them. I went to my room and she went downstairs.'

'What time was this?'

'I don't remember. About midnight, I think.'

'And the cup of hot milk?'

'It was on the table by her bed.'

'Did you need your mother's money?'

'No, Inspector. Money is not important to me. There are more important things,' Jackie said quietly.

'Well, your uncle Albert wanted money. Tom Briggs wanted the garden. You wanted nothing?'

Jackie finished her cigarette and looked up at the Inspector. Her eyes were suddenly angry. 'Don't forget Peter Hobbs. He lost his job because of my mother. He wanted to kill her, you know. And what about Diane? You found the empty bottle in her bag.'

Inspector Walsh listened carefully. 'We're going to question everyone, Miss Clarkson.'

Jackie said nothing for a minute. 'Would you like some sandwiches and coffee, Inspector?'

'Ah! Yes, please!' Inspector Walsh said warmly. 'I would like sandwiches and coffee very much.'

Jackie left the room. Inspector Walsh thought about her. Why was she suddenly angry? The room was quiet.



camera n. 相机。

detective n. person, esp. member of police force. 侦探。

wait for 等候。

tennis n. 网球

club n. association of persons meeting periodically for shared activity. 俱乐部。

inspector n. person employed to inspect or supervise. 探长；探员。

ask... for... 向某人要某物。

midnight n. midde of the night. 半夜；深夜。

bicycle n. 自行车。

dinner n.（一日的）主餐。

milk n. 牛奶。

a cup of 一杯……。

important a. of great effect. 重要的。

because of 因为。

kill vt. 杀；杀死。
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警察很快就到了，来了许多人，一些人带着相机上楼到了莫利的房间。两个侦探在厨房和普拉特医生谈话。家人在客厅等着。这又是个热天，窗户开着，狗安静地卧在黛安娜脚旁。没人说话。杰基抽着烟。他们等了很长时间。突然门开了，两名侦探走了进来。

“早上好。我是沃尔什探长，这是福斯特警官。”探长没有笑。他是个高大的男人，穿件黑色的旧衣服，披着件黑色外套，戴着顶黑色的帽子。

他总觉得冷所以穿了件外套。“昨晚有人把安眠药放在克拉克森太太的热牛奶里，我们会找每个人谈。劳驾，我们需要一个房间。”

罗杰站起来。“我是罗杰·克拉克森。你们可以用我父亲过去的办公室。跟我来，就在这儿。”

办公室不是很大，但有一张桌子和三四把椅子。罗杰打开了窗户。

“我想先和你的姨父艾伯特·金谈谈。”沃尔什探长说。他摘下帽子，脱掉外套，坐在桌旁。

“当然可以。”罗杰说着离开了房间。

福斯特警官等在门边。他是个高个子、黑头发，有着迷人微笑的年青人。他通常在周日早上打网球，因而今早他有些不高兴。他是剑桥网球俱乐部最好的队员之一。

艾伯特走进来坐下。

“金先生，我想问你几个问题，”探长说，“福斯特警官会把你说的话都记录下来。”

艾伯特看着自己的脚。“好，好的。这是你们的工作。我理解。”

“告诉我有关昨晚的事。”沃尔什探长平静地问，“你对克拉克森太太生气了。”

艾伯特这才直视着沃尔什探长。“是的，我生气了。每个人都生气了，罗杰生气了，黛安娜想要钱去美国。然后有个叫汤姆·布里格斯的男人……他想要一半花园当他的农场。莫利是个富有的女人。我需要钱，因为我的妻子安妮——莫利的姐姐——病得很重。我把这些告诉了莫利。”

“接着发生了什么？”

“嗯，莫利冲大家生气，然后她上了楼。我们进厨房去喝咖啡。杰基希望大家都上去对莫利道晚安。她和莫利住在一块，所以她想让莫利快乐些。开始罗杰不同意，他在生气，不想见他的妈妈。”

“接着你去莫利的房间见她了？”

“是的。我累了，就先上了楼。我去莫利的房间再次向她要钱。但是不行——她的钱没有她的姐姐的份。”艾伯特停下来，用手蒙住了眼睛。

沃尔什探长看了会艾伯特。“你上床后听到什么声音吗？”“我想，每人都到莫利的房间对她道了晚安。随后，我听到有人……他——或者她——下了楼。那时大概是午夜。”

“很好，金先生，谢谢。你现在可以走了。”艾伯特离开了房间。

沃尔什探长把手放在脑后。“几点了？我饿了。我们了解了不少东西，但我需要点咖啡。”

“要我去厨房吗？”福斯特警官问。

“哦，不，待会儿。咱们接下来见见杰基·克拉克森。”

杰基走进来坐下，她低头看着手一言不发。

“我们在黛安娜的房间发现了你妈妈安眠药的空瓶子。”探长突然说，然后他等了一下。杰基脸色没变，还是什么都没说。“告诉我，你的妈妈是从村里的商店买到药的吗？”

“对。妈妈通常每晚都要服一片安眠药，所以她要许多药片。有时她去商店买，有时是我去。周四我请彼特·霍布斯去买。他住在马路对面的那幢房子里，他经常骑自行车去村里。”

“明白了。你母亲想留在这幢房子里。你呢？你想搬家吗？”

杰基抬起头，过了一会儿又低下头看着自己的手。“这是我妈妈的房子。我爱我的妈妈，她对我很好。”

“昨晚你去她的房间见她了吗？”

“去了，大家都去了。黛安娜煮了热牛奶并端给了妈妈。她通常在睡前要喝杯热牛奶。”

沃尔什探长把手放在脑后。杰基很平静。“你的妈妈说些什么？”

杰基打开包找了枝烟。“我可以抽吗？”

“当然，这是你家，”沃尔什探长说，他看着杰基。“你的妈妈说了些什么？”他又问。

“她又想下楼。她想起了狗——她想给它们弄点东西吃。我走回我的房间然后她下了楼。”

“这时几点了？”

“我记不清了。我想大概是午夜。”

“那么那杯热牛奶呢？”

“在她床边的桌上。”

“你需要你母亲的钱吗？”

“不，探长。钱对我不重要。有比钱更重要的东西。”杰基平静地说。

“嗯，你的艾伯特姨父要钱，汤姆·布里格斯想要花园。你什么也不想要？”

杰基抽完烟抬头看着探长。她的眼里突然冒着火气。“别忘了彼特·霍布斯。是我妈妈使他丢了工作。你知道，他想杀她。还有黛安娜，你们在她包里发现了空瓶子。”

沃尔什探长仔细听着。“我们会对每个人提问，克拉克森小姐。”

杰基沉默了一会。“探长，你们要些三明治和咖啡吗？”

“哈！好，麻烦了！”沃尔什探长温和地说，“我非常想要三明治和咖啡。”

杰基离开了房间。沃尔什探长想，她为什么突然生气了？房里静悄悄的。


5
Chapter

After the coffee and sandwiches, Inspector Walsh called Roger Clarkson to the office. Roger came in and sat down. The Inspector began at once.

'Now, Mr Clarkson. Why was your mother angry with you last night?'

'This house is very big,' Roger said. 'It was a lot of work for Mother. I wanted her to move. But no, she loved this house and garden. She didn't want to move.'

'Tell me about your job, Mr Clarkson. Your mother is dead and now you're rich. Do you need money?'

Roger's face was suddenly afraid. 'What are you saying? I didn't kill my mother. I need money, that's true. A friend and I want to build ten houses here, in this garden. We can get a lot of money for them. So. I wanted Mother to sell this house. It's true. But Mr Briggs wanted half the garden, too, you know, for his farm.'

Inspector Walsh moved a pencil on the table. 'Tell me, what happened upstairs? You went to your mother's room?'

'Yes, I did. I wanted to say good night to my mother.'

'Did you talk about the house again?'

'Yes, I did. Again, she said no. She loved the house and didn't want to sell it.'

Inspector Walsh watched Roger for a minute. 'I see. We found the empty bottle of sleeping tablets, Mr Clarkson, in Diane's room.'

Roger's face did not change. 'Oh? Someone put them there. Diane did not kill my mother, I know that. She found the body.'

'Very well. I would like to see Diane next.'

Roger got up and left the room.

Inspector Walsh stood up and put his hands in his pockets. He went to the window and looked out at the trees. Why was Roger Clarkson afraid? Was it important? He looked at Sergeant Foster.

'Tomorrow morning, go to Mr Clarkson's office—you have the name,' he said. 'Ask some questions about him, about his job, friends, money.'

Sergeant Foster wrote it down. 'Yes, Inspector.'

'A good day for tennis, Sergeant?'

Sergeant Foster laughed. 'Don't say that. It's not easy, you know. I don't like sitting here looking at the sun.'

Diane came into the room and sat down. She looked at Sergeant Foster and smiled. 'I saw you at the Tennis Club last month, I think. You play very well.'

Sergeant Foster's face went red. Inspector Walsh looked at him, 'Oh yes. A fast and exciting player is Sergeant Foster.' Diane smiled again at Sergeant Foster and his face went red der.

'Well, Miss Clarkson,' Inspector Walsh said, 'I want you to talk about last night.'

Diane stopped smiling. 'Oh, I can talk about last night. I can't stop talking about it. We were all angry. Mother went to bed early and I made hot milk for her. We were all in the kitchen, and Peter Hobbs came in. He nearly broke the back door down.' Diane stopped.

'Yes?'

'He was very angry about a letter. He wanted to kill Mother. Are you going to talk to him?'

'We're going to talk to everyone.'

'Good. Tom Briggs came into the kitchen, too. Are you going to talk to him?'

'I'm asking the questions, Miss Clarkson. When did you take the milk upstairs?'

'I went up after Roger.' She stopped for a minute. Then she began again. 'I didn't like my mother, Inspector. She killed my father, you know. Last winter, after Christmas, she drove the car into a tree and killed my father.'

Inspector Walsh watched Diane's face carefully. 'I see. So you wanted to kill your mother?'

Diane laughed. 'I wanted to kill her, but I didn't. I can tell you a lot of things about this family, Inspector. Everyone wanted Mother to die. Uncle Albert wanted her money for his wife, Annie. And then my brother. He needs a lot of money. He has an expensive house and an expensive car. And think of Jackie. Do you know that Jackie didn't like Mother? A long time age, a nice boy worked here. He was the gardener. Jackie loved him very much, but Mother said no. A gardener was not a good husband for a Clarkson girl!'

Inspector Walsh listened quietly. All this was very interesting but was it important? Perhaps. What a happy family the Clarksons were!

'We found the empty bottle of sleeping tablets in your room,' Inspector Walsh said quietly. He watched her face carefully.

Diane stood up suddenly, her face angry. 'What? I didn't put it there! I'm not going to listen to this!' She ran out of the room.

'Well, well, well,' Inspector Walsh said. 'She likes you, Sergeant. You need to be careful.'

Sergeant Foster laughed but his face went red again.

'Someone put sleeping tablets in Molly's hot milk,' the Inspector said. 'All the family were in the kitchen last night. Peter Hobbs and Tom Briggs were there, too. One of them killed Molly.'

Inspector Walsh got his hat and coat. 'Come on. We need to talk to Peter Hobbs and Tom Briggs. Let's get some more coffee first. I'd like a sandwich, too. I'm hungry again!'



good night n. 晚安。

garden n. piece of ground for growing flowers. 花园。

pencil n. 铅笔。

pocket n. small bag on dothing. 口袋。

exciting a. arousing great interest. 令人兴奋的。

christmas n. christian festival.圣诞节。

drive vt. 驾驶。

hot a. 热的。

age n. 年龄。

gardener n. person employed to tend garden. 园丁。

perhaps ad. 也许。
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用完咖啡和三明治后，沃尔什探长叫罗杰·克拉克森到办公室，罗杰走进来坐下。探长马上就开始了提问。

“嗨，克拉克森先生，你母亲昨晚为何生你的气？”

“房子太大了，”罗杰说。“妈妈得干许多活，我希望她搬家。可是不行，她爱这所房子和花园，她不想搬。”

“克拉克森先生，告诉我有关你工作的事，你母亲死了，现在你富有了。你需要钱吗?”

罗杰的脸突然露出害怕的神色。“你在说什么？我没有杀我的妈妈。我需要钱，这是真的。我和一个朋友想在这儿的花园里建10所房子，我们能从中赚许多钱，所以我希望妈妈卖了房子，这是事实。可是布里格斯先生也想要半个花园当他的农场，这你是知道的。”

沃尔什探长在桌上摆弄着铅笔。“告诉我，楼上发生了什么事？你去你母亲的房间了吗？”

“去了。我想对妈妈道一声晚安。”

“你又谈起了房子？”

“是的，我说了。她又说不行，她爱这所房子，她不想卖掉。”

沃尔什探长看了罗杰一会。“明白了。克拉克森先生，在黛安娜的房间里我们发现了安眠药的空瓶。”

罗杰没变脸色。“哦？有人放的吧。黛安娜不会杀妈妈，我知道的，是她发现了尸体。”

“很好。下一个我想见见黛安娜。”

罗杰站起来离开了房间。

沃尔什探长站起来把手放进口袋。他走到窗前看着外边的树。为什么罗杰·克拉克森会害怕？这重要吗？他看着福斯特警官。

“明天早上，去克拉克森先生的办公室——你知道他的名字。”他说，“问些有关他的情况，工作、朋友、钱。”

福斯特警官记了下来。“好的，探长。”

“今天可是打网球的好天气啊，警官。”

福斯特警官笑道：“别说这个，你知道，这种天气可不容易遇到。我不喜欢坐在这儿看太阳。”

黛安娜走进房间坐下来，她看着福斯特警官并冲他笑。“我想，我上个月在网球俱乐部见过你，你打得很棒。”

福斯特警官脸红了。沃尔什探长看着他。“哦，是的。那位打得激烈、兴奋的球员就是福斯特警官。”

黛安娜又朝着福斯特警官笑，他的脸更红了。

“好了，克拉克森小姐，”沃尔什探长说。“我想请你谈谈昨晚的事。”

黛安娜收住了笑容。“哦，我可以谈谈昨晚，我的确是要谈谈。我们都生气了。妈妈早早就上了床，然后我端了杯热牛奶给她。我们都在厨房，随后彼特·霍布斯进来了，他几乎把后门给砸烂了。”黛安娜停住了。

“接着呢？”

“他对那封信很生气，他想杀妈妈。你会和他谈谈吗？”

“我们会找每个人谈。”

“很好。汤姆·布里格斯也进了厨房。你要和他谈谈吗？”

“克拉克森小姐，我提几个问题。你什么时候端牛奶上楼的？”

“在罗杰之后。”她停了一会，然后她又说。“我不喜欢妈妈，探长。你要知道，她杀了我父亲。去年冬天，圣诞节后，她开车撞着一棵树，害死了我父亲。”

沃尔什警官仔细看着黛安娜的脸。“我明白了，所以你要杀死你母亲？”

黛安娜笑了。“我是想杀她，但是我没干。探长，我可以告诉你有关这个家的许多事。每个人都希望母亲死。艾伯特姨父想要她的钱给他妻子安妮。还有我哥哥，他需要很多钱。他有一所昂贵的房子和一辆昂贵的轿车。再想想杰基。你知道杰基不喜欢妈妈吗？很久以前，一个不错的男孩在这儿工作，他是个园丁，杰基非常爱他，可是妈妈不同意。园丁对克拉克森家女孩来说可不是丈夫的合适人选！”

沃尔什探长平静地听着。这些都很有趣，可是它们重要吗？也许吧。克拉克森家以前是一个多么快乐的家庭！

“我们在你的房间找到安眠药的空瓶。”沃尔什探长平静地说，他仔细看着她的脸。

黛安娜突然站起来，她一脸怒气。“什么？我没有放在那儿！我不要听这些！”她跑出房间。

“好了，好了，好了，”沃尔什探长说，“她喜欢你，警官，你得小心点。”

福斯特警官笑笑，他的脸却又红了。

“有人把安眠药放在莫利的热牛奶里，”探长说，“所有人昨晚都在厨房。彼特·霍布斯和汤姆·布里格斯也在那儿。他们中有人杀了莫利。”

沃尔什探长戴上帽子穿上外衣。“走吧，我们需要和彼特·霍布斯和汤姆·布里格斯谈谈。咱们得先喝点咖啡，我还想要块三明治。我又饿了！”


6
Chapter

They found Peter Hobbs under his car—an old green car. He got up slowly. He wore old blue trousers and a dirty orange shirt.

'We want to talk about Mrs Clarkson,' Inspector Walsh said.

'Oh, it's about her,' Peter said. He looked at the Inspector. 'I know she's dead. Someone in the village told me.'

'Why did you go to the Clarkson's house last night?'

'Jackie wanted me to come and see her brother, Roger. "You're angry," she said. "Come and tell Roger." I went to the house but nobody opened the door. So I made a lot of noise and then they opened the door. Old Mrs Clarkson wasn't there. But I told Roger. I told them all!' Peter hit the car with his hand. 'I wanted to kill that woman. I lost my job, my first job, because of her. Last month I was in trouble with the police and that old woman wrote to my office and she told them about the police. I wanted to kill her!'

'Take it easy!' Inspector Walsh said. 'What happened next?'

'Jackie gave me some coffee, but her brother didn't listen to me,' Peter said angrily. 'Then Tom Briggs came in. He wanted to talk to Roger, too. But Roger didn't listen to him. Jackie was very unhappy—she nearly cried. Then I went home. That's all.'

'I see. Now tell me about the tablets. You went to the village on Thursday?'

'Tablets? Oh, yes. I remember. Jackie wanted me to get her mother's tablets from the village. I go to the village on my bicycle—this car doesn't work.'

'Thank you, Peter. That's all.'

'That's all?' Peter laughed angrily. 'You're going to come back, I know that! I know the police!'




Tom Briggs' farm was about half a mile away, near the river. It was not a big farm, and the house was old and dirty.

'Not much money here,' Inspector Walsh said.

Tom Briggs was a young man, about thirty years old, with dirty hands and bad teeth. 'What's wrong? Excuse me, I'm eating my dinner,' he said.

'We can wait. Finish your dinner,' Inspector Walsh said. 'We want to ask one or two questions about last night.'

'Come and wait in the front room,' Tom said and opened the door.

Inspector Walsh looked at the things in the front room. There was an old black and white television, and some books on the table. There was a picture of a happy young girl with long brown hair on the table, too. Inspector Walsh looked at the picture for a long time. Who was the girl?

Tom Briggs came back into the front room.

'Finished?' Inspector Walsh asked. 'You know Mrs Clarkson is dead?'

Tom Briggs sat down suddenly on the nearest chair. 'What? How did she die? When did it happen? I was there last night.'

'She died last night or early this morning. What did you do last night?'

'Me? Why are you asking me? I went there to meet Mr Clarkson—Roger. I'm losing money on this farm and I need more land. I want half Mrs Clarkson's garden.'

'You went into the kitchen. What did you do next? Can you remember?'

Tom Briggs looked at Sergeant Foster and then back at Inspector Walsh. 'I remember it very well. All the family were in the kitchen. Peter Hobbs was there, too. I talked to Roger. He wants his mother to sell the house. But he wants the land. He doesn't want me to have it. But now Mrs Clarkson is dead. What's going to happen now?'

Inspector Walsh got up and took the picture of the girl from the table. 'Who's this?'

Tom's face went red. 'Who? Oh! That's a friend. It's not... It was a long time ago.'

The two detectives walked back to the Clarksons' house through the garden. It was beautiful, green and quiet. Inspector Walsh felt tired and hungry. Who killed Molly? He knew the answer now, but he needed to ask one or two more questions.

'Let's go, Sergeant,' he said, and put on his hat again. 'Tomorrow is a new day.'



green a. 绿色的。

dirty a. unclean. 不干净的；脏的。

orange a. 橙色的。

listen to 听。

angrily ad. 恼怒地；气愤地。

through prep. from end to end or side to side of. 穿过。

hungry a. causing hunger. 饥饿的。

tire a. 疲劳的。

lose v. 失去。

put on 戴上。

hat n. 帽子。
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他们在小车车底找到了彼特·霍布斯——一辆旧的绿色小车。他慢慢站起来，穿了条旧的蓝裤子和一件脏兮兮的桔色衬衫。

“我们想和你谈谈克拉克森太太，”沃尔什探长说。

“哦，谈谈她，”彼特说。他看着探长。“我知道她死了，村里有人告诉我了。”

“昨晚你为什么去克拉克森家？”

“杰基要我去见她的弟弟，罗杰。‘你生气了，’她说，‘来告诉罗杰吧。’我去了那儿但没人给我开门。所以我弄出很大的噪音，然后他们开了门。老克拉克森太太不在那儿。但是我告诉了罗杰，我全都告诉了他们！”彼特用手敲打着车。“我想杀了那个女人。我丢了工作，我的第一份工作，就是因为她。上个月我跟警察有些纠纷，那老女人就写信给我的办公室，说了有关警察的事。我想杀了她！”

“别激动！”沃尔什探长说，“接下来发生了什么事？”

“杰基给我咖啡，可她的弟弟没听我说，”彼特生气地说,“然后汤姆·布里格斯进来了。他也想和罗杰谈谈，可罗杰不听他的。杰基很不高兴——她几乎哭了。然后我就回家了。就这些。”

“明白了。现在告诉我有关药片的事。你周四去村里了吗？”

“药片？哦，是的。我想起来了。杰基要我从村里给她妈妈带些药片。我骑自行车去村里的——这辆车坏了。”

“谢谢，彼特。到此为止吧。”

“到此为止？”彼特生气地笑笑。“你们会回来的，我知道！我了解警察。”




汤姆·布里格斯的农场大约有半英里远，靠近河畔。农场不大，并且房子又旧又脏。

“这儿不值多少钱。”沃尔什探长说。

汤姆·布里格斯是个年轻人，30来岁，一双手很脏，还有一口坏牙。“出了什么事？抱歉，我正在吃饭。”他说。

“我们可以等，你去吃饭吧，”沃尔什探长说，“我们想问一两个有关昨晚的问题。”

“进来在前屋等吧。”汤姆说着打开了门。

沃尔什探长看着前屋的东西。屋里有一台旧的黑白电视机，桌上还有些书。一个棕色长发，充满快乐的年青女孩的相片也在桌上，沃尔什探长盯着照片看了好一会。这女孩是谁？

这时，汤姆·布里格斯走进前屋。

“吃完了？”沃尔什探长问，“你知道克拉克森太太死了吗？”

汤姆·布里格斯突然跌坐在最靠近身边的椅子上。“什么？她怎么死的？什么时候？我昨晚还在那儿。”

“她死于昨晚或是今天清晨。你昨晚干了什么？”

“我？为什么要问我？我去那儿见克拉克森先生——罗杰。我的农场在亏损，我需要更多的土地。我想要克拉克森夫人的半个花园。”

“你进了厨房，接下来干了什么？你能记得吗？”

汤姆·布里格斯看着福斯特警官，然后又回头看着沃尔什探长。“我记得非常清楚。所有他们家的人都在厨房，彼特·霍布斯也在。我和罗杰谈话，他想要他母亲卖了房子，可是他要地，不想让我得到。但是现在克拉克森夫人死了。将会发生什么呢？”

沃尔什探长站起来，拿起桌上女孩的照片。“这是谁？”

汤姆脸红了。“谁？哦！那是一个朋友。这不是……这是很久以前的了。”

两人穿过花园走回到克拉克森家。花园美丽，葱绿，宁静。沃尔什探长觉得又累又饿。谁杀了莫利？他现在知道了答案，可他需要再问一两个问题。

“咱们走，警官，”他说，然后戴上帽子。“明天是新的一天了。”
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Chapter

On Monday morning Sergeant Foster went to Roger's office and asked some questions. And then he went to Albert's house and asked some more questions. Inspector Walsh sat in his office and telephoned. He made phone calls about Peter Hobbs and he made phone calls about Tom Briggs. And then he had some coffee and sandwiches.

At three o'clock the two detectives drove to the Clarksons' house.

'I would like to see everyone,' he told Roger.

Everyone came into the sitting room and sat down.

Inspector Walsh stood in front of the windows and looked at them, one by one. 'I want to talk to you. Someone killed Molly Clarkson. Someone put sleeping tablets in her hot milk and killed her. Nobody wanted to tell me the true story, but now I know the true story and I'm going to tell you.'

The two dogs came slowly into the room and sat down at Diane's feet. It was very quiet in the room.

The Inspector looked at Albert. 'Mr King, your wife is very ill and needs a nurse. You told me this. You didn't tell me about your house. You're selling your house next month because you need the money.'

Albert was angry. 'Last year I asked Molly's husband for some money, and he said yes. But then he died in an accident.'

'Accident!' Diane cried. 'That was no accident. Mother killed Daddy because she wanted his money!'

'Let's talk about you now, Diane,' said Inspector Walsh. 'You visited your mother every month and you took money from her. Last month she gave you money for your television. This month she gave you money for your telephone. Every month you told your mother: "It was no accident; you killed Daddy. I'm going to tell the police." Your mother was afraid of the police and so she gave you the money. But in the end she wanted to stop you. She told Dr Pratt. No more money, she told Dr Pratt on Thursday; and on Saturday she died. You took the hot milk to your mother—what did she tell you?'

Diane began to cry. 'I loved Daddy! He always gave money to me; he loved me. It was Mother—she didn't love Daddy and she didn't love me.' Diane stopped. The dogs got up and went to the door. 'It's true, I took a lot of money from Mother. On Saturday she told me—no more money. I wanted to kill her, but I didn't.'

The dogs came back and sat down again at Diane's feet.

Inspector Walsh looked at Roger. 'Mr Clarkson also needed money.'

Roger's face went red. 'Don't tell them! Please!'

'Mr Clarkson lost his job last month. He has no money. But he has an expensive house and an expensive car. He likes expensive things.'

His sisters looked at him, but Roger put his hand over his eyes. 'Don't talk to me!'

'It doesn't matter now!' Diane said. 'Mother is dead and we have a lot of money. You don't need a job.'

Roger's face went red again. 'Be quiet, Diane!'

'Now,' Inspector Walsh began again. 'Peter Hobbs is a very angry young man. Mrs Clarkson was not very nice to him. He got the sleeping tablets from the shop. But did he put the tablets in the hot milk? I think not. Tom Briggs wanted half the garden for his farm. He was in the kitchen that night. Did he put sleeping tablets in the hot milk? I think not.'

Suddenly it began to rain. For a minute everyone watched it through the window. Jackie took a cigarette from her bag and began to smoke.

'But someone wanted Peter Hobbs to come into the kitchen that night. She wanted everyone to see him, and listen to him,' Inspector Walsh said.

'She...? I don't understand,' Roger began, and stopped.

Inspector Walsh moved away from the window and sat down. 'I'm going to tell you the true story now. Miss Clarkson, you wanted Peter Hobbs to come to the house that night. He was very angry with your mother because of that letter. He said: "I want to kill her." And you wanted everyone to hear that. Why?'

Jackie's face went white. 'It's not true! What about Diane? You found the empty bottle in her bag!'

Diane stood up. 'In my bag? Jackie! What are you talking about?'

'Be quiet, please, and sit down,' Inspector Walsh said. He looked at Jackie. 'It's true: we found the bottle in Diane's bag. But how do you know that? We didn't tell you.'

'You did... before... you told me before!'

'No. We found the empty bottle in Diane's room. We told you that. You talked about Diane's bag; we didn't tell you. Sergeant Foster wrote it all down.' Inspector Walsh looked carefully at Jackie. 'A long time ago, you knew Tom Briggs. He was the gardener here and you loved him. But your mother didn't like him.'

Jackie put her hands to her head. 'No! No!'

'We found your picture—an old one—in Mr Briggs' house. You were younger then, and your hair was long. Last year Tom Briggs came back, and you wanted him. He loved you, too, but he had no money. He wanted the garden for his farm, he wanted money, he wanted you. But your mother said no. In the end, you wanted to kill your mother... and you did kill her. Your mother went downstairs to see the dogs and you put the sleeping tablets in her hot milk. Later, you put the empty bottle in Diane's bag.'

Jackie stood up. Her eyes were dark and afraid. 'You don't understand!' she cried. 'Mother gave me nothing... all those years. I wanted to be happy... to be with Tom. That's all. I love Tom, and he loves me. But Mother said no. Always no.'

Then she began to cry. Nobody looked at her.




Jackie left the house in a police car. Inspector Walsh watched and then walked slowly to his car. He felt tired and hungry. He stopped and looked back at the house.

'Well,' he said to Sergeant Foster, 'in the end, they got the money: Albert, Roger, Diane. They're all rich now. But are they going to be happy?'

He got into the car. 'Let's go,' he said. 'I'm hungry; I need a sandwich.'



slowly ad. 慢慢地。

then ad. 接着；然后。

accident n. happened without being perceived. 事故。

televison n. 电视。

Saturday n. 星期六。

sleeping tablets 安眠药。

move away from 从……离开。

sit down 坐下。

picture n. 照片。

come back 返回。

in the end 最后；最终。

look back at 回头望；回顾。

need v. 需要。
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星期一早上，福斯特警官去罗杰的办公室问了几个问题，然后他去艾伯特家，问了些别的问题。沃尔什探长坐在办公室打电话。他打电话找彼特·霍夫斯，然后又打电话找汤姆·布里格斯。接着他要了些咖啡和三明治。

3点钟，两名侦探开车去了克拉克森家。

“我想见见每个人。”他告诉罗杰。

大家都走进客厅坐下来。

沃尔什探长站在窗前轮流地看了每个人一眼。“我想和你们谈谈。有人杀死了莫利·克拉克森，有人把安眠药放在她的热牛奶里杀了她。没人愿意告诉我实情，但现在我知道了事情真相，我将会告诉你们。”

两条狗慢慢走进房间坐在黛安娜脚旁。房间里非常安静。

探长看着艾伯特。“金先生，你妻子病得很重需要一名护士，你告诉了我。你却没告诉我有关你的房子。因为你们需要钱，你们下个月就要卖掉房子。”

艾伯特生气了。“去年我向莫利的丈夫要钱，他答应了。可接着他死于一场事故。”

“事故！”黛安娜叫道，“那不是事故！妈妈想要他的钱，所以她杀了爸爸！”

“咱们现在谈谈你，黛安娜，”沃尔什探长说，“你每个月都来见你母亲，然后从她那儿要走钱。上个月她给你钱买电视，这个月她又为你的电话付钱。每次你都告诉你的母亲：‘那不是一场事故；你杀了爸爸。我要告诉警察。’你母亲害怕警察，所以她给你钱。但是最后她想阻止你。她告诉了普拉特医生，没有太多的钱了，她是周四告诉普拉特医生的。接着星期天她死了。你端热牛奶给你母亲——她跟你说了些什么？”

黛安娜开始哭。“我爱爸爸！他总是给我钱，他爱我。就是妈妈——她不爱爸爸，也不爱我。”黛安娜停住了。狗站起来向门口走去。“是真的，我从母亲那儿要了不少钱。我想杀了她，可我没有。”

狗回来又卧在黛安娜脚旁。

沃尔什探长看着罗杰。“克拉克森先生也需要钱。”

罗杰脸红了。“请你别告诉他们！”

“克拉克森先生上个月失业了，他没有钱了。可他有一所昂贵的房子和一辆车。他喜欢昂贵的东西。”

他的姐妹看着他，可罗杰用手捂住眼睛。“别对我说这些！”“现在没关系了！”黛安娜说。“妈妈死了，我们有很多钱，你不需要工作。”

罗杰的脸又红了。“住嘴，黛安娜！”

“现在，”沃尔什探长又开始说了，“彼特·霍布斯是个非常忿怒的年轻人，克拉克森太太对他不太好。他从商店里买到安眠药，可他会把安眠药放在热牛奶里吗？我认为不会。汤姆·布里格斯想要半个花园当他的农场。他那晚在厨房，是他放安眠药在热牛奶里了吗？我认为不是。”

突然天开始下雨了。好一会儿大家都看着窗外的雨。杰基从包里拿了枝烟，开始抽。

“可有人要彼特·霍布斯那晚去厨房。她想要大家都看见他，并听他说话。”沃尔什探长说。

“她……？我不明白。”罗杰说，然后又停住了。

沃尔什探长从窗边走过来坐下。“现在我将告诉你们事件的真相。克拉克森小姐，你那晚要彼特·霍布斯来家里。他因为那封信很生你母亲的气。他说：‘我要杀了她。’因而你想要大家都听到这话。为什么？”

杰基的脸变白了。“这不是真的！黛安娜呢？你们在她包里发现了空瓶子！”

黛安娜站起来。“在我包里？杰基！你在说什么？”

“请安静，坐下。”沃尔什探长说，看着杰基。

“没错，我们在黛安娜的包里发现了瓶子。可你怎么知道的？我们并没有告诉你。”

“你们告诉了……先前……你们先前告诉了我！”

“没有。我们告诉你，我们在黛安娜的房间发现了空瓶，但你说的是黛安娜的包，我们并没有告诉你。福斯特警官记下来了。”沃尔什探长仔细看着杰基。“很久以前，你认识了汤姆·布里格斯，他是这儿的园丁，你爱上了他，可你的母亲不喜欢他。”

杰基把手放在头上。“不！不！”

“我发现你的相片——一张旧的——在布里格斯家里。你比现在年青，头发长长的。去年汤姆·布里格斯回来了，你想得到他，他也爱你，可他没有钱。他想要花园当他的农场，他想要钱，他也想得到你。可你母亲不同意。最后，你想杀了你母亲……然后你真的杀了她。你母亲下楼去看狗，然后你把安眠药放在她的热牛奶里。随后，你把空瓶子放进黛安娜的包里。”

杰基站起来，她黑黑的眼睛带着恐惧。“你们不知道！”她大声道，“母亲什么也没给我……这么多年了。我想要幸福……和汤姆一起，就这些。我爱汤姆，他也爱我。可母亲不同意，总是不同意。”然后她开始哭，没人理睬她。

杰基走出房子上了警车。沃尔什探长注视着她，然后慢慢走向他的车。他觉得又累又饿,，他停下来回头看着那所房子。

“好了，”他对福斯特警官说，“最后，他们得到了钱：艾伯特，罗杰，黛安娜。他们现在都富有了。可他们会快乐吗？”

他上了小车。“咱们走吧，”他说。“我饿了，我需要块三明治。”


Exercises

A Checking your understanding




Chapter 1 Which person in the chapter...

1 ... went into the kitchen to get a drink of water?

2 ... went to the doctor?

3 ... has no money for the train ticket?

4 ... made some sandwiches?

5 ... is very angry with Molly?




Chapter 2 Who said these words in the chapter?

1 'It's very difficult and very expensive, you know.'

2 'I want to go to America. Can you help me, Roger?'

3 'It's a lot of work for you. The house is big, too. '

4 'Nobody is getting more money from me, not before I die!'

5 'One day I'm going to kill that woman.'




Chapter 3 Write answers to these questions.

1 Who brought Molly a cup of coffee?

2 Who phoned the doctor?

3 When did Molly have a new bottle of tablets?

4 Was Molly ill on Thursday?




Chapter 4 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 Sergeant Foster usually played tennis on Sunday mornings.

2 Molly got her sleeping tablets from a shop in Cambridge.

3 Jackie made hot milk and took it to Molly.

4 Money was not important to Jackie.




Chapter 5 Find answers to these questions in the text.

1 Who wanted to build ten houses in the garden?

2 What did the police find in Diane's room?

3 Who did Jackie love a long time ago?

4 Who was in the kitchen on Saturday night?




Chapter 6 Who said these words in the chapter?

1 'I lost my job, my first job, because of her.'

2 'Now tell me about the tablets.'

3 'I'm losing money on this farm and I need more land.'

4 'It was a long time ago.'




Chapter 7 How much can you remember? Check your answers.

1 Who visited Molly every month and took money from her?

2 Where did the police find the empty bottle?

3 Where was Jackie's picture?

4 Who loved Tom Briggs?




B Working with language




Use these words to join the two sentences together.

so　　and then　　because

1 Jackie felt angry. Her sister always asked for money.

2 Roger got out of bed. He opened the door quietly.

3 Inspector Walsh always felt cold. He wore a coat.

4 Diane opened the back door. She went out with the dogs.

5 I'm losing money on this farm. I need more land.

6 I don't need your help. Mother always helps me.




Put these sentences in the right order. Then check your order with chapter 3 .

1 Molly's arm was cold. She was dead.

2 Dr Pratt phoned the police.

3 Early next morning there was a cry from the room next to Roger's.

4 Roger went to tell Albert and Jackie about Molly... and about the police.

5 Diane phoned the doctor.

6 Dr Pratt went upstairs and looked at Molly's body.




C Activities




1 Write Inspector Walsh's diary for Sunday.

2 Write about a person that you do not like in the story.
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简　介

1561年，苏格兰还是个未开化的国家。当年轻的苏格兰女王从法国回到苏格兰时，起初，她的人民非常高兴见到她。她的丈夫——法国国王死了，现在，她需要一个新的丈夫。可是玛丽，这位苏格兰女王是个天主教徒，而当时大多数的苏格兰人都是新教徒。当时的英格兰女王——伊丽莎白一世也是位新教徒，在那个年代，人们都乐于为他们自己的教会而战，并不惜献出生命。

年轻的玛丽女王该嫁给谁呢？谁是她的朋友，谁是她的敌人？玛丽既美丽又聪明，她热爱生活，喜欢冒险，也热爱人民。或许，她爱的人太多了。人们说她“又狂又坏，认识她是危险的”。但那是真的吗？

1587年，玛丽坐在英格兰的福瑟临黑城堡里，疲惫又忧伤。现在她是伊丽莎白女王的囚徒，不久将被送上断头台，她拿起笔开始给她的儿子詹姆斯——现在的苏格兰国王写信。这就是她一生的故事……
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1
Fotheringhay

My name is Bess Curle, but this is not my story. It is the story of my lady Mary, Queen of Scots. She wrote the story, and then she gave it to me. I am going to give it to her son.

She began the story a week ago. It was January 1587, and we sat here in our cold room in Fotheringhay Castle, in the north of England. We couldn't see much from the window. One or two houses, a river, some trees, some horses, and a road. That's all.

The road goes to London, the home of Queen Elizabeth of England. Mary sat with her little dog in her hands and watched it, all day long.

No one came along the road. Nothing happened. I watched Mary, unhappily.

'Please, Your Majesty, come away from that window,' I said. 'It doesn't help. No one is going to come. Queen Elizabeth can't do it—Queens don't kill Queens.'

'Don't they, Bess?' Mary said. 'Then why are we here, in this prison? Why am I not free?'

'Why, Your Majesty? Because Queen Elizabeth is afraid of you.'

'That's right,' Mary said. 'She's afraid of me, and she hates me too. She hates me because I am beautiful, and she is not; because I had three husbands, and she never married. And because many people—good Catholic people in England, France, Scotland, Spain—say that I, Mary, am the true Queen of England, not Elizabeth. And Elizabeth has no children, so, when she is dead, my son James...'

She came away from the window and stood in front of me. 'James,' she said quietly, 'my son. Does he think about me sometimes? He was only ten months old when I last saw him. It is nearly twenty years...'

'Of course he thinks about you, Your Majesty,' I said. 'You write to him often. How can he forget his mother?'

'Then why doesn't he write to me?' Mary asked. 'Does he want me to stay here in an English prison?'

'No, of course not, Your Majesty. But—he has a lot of work, Your Majesty. He is the King of Scotland, and...'

'He is not the King of Scotland, Bess,' she said. 'Not before I am dead. Remember that.'

'No, Your Majesty, of course not. But perhaps people tell him things that are untrue. You know what people say. Perhaps—perhaps he thinks you killed his father.'

Mary's face went white. She was very angry, and for a minute I was afraid. She said: 'You know that's a lie, Bess. It is a lie! I did not kill James's father—I knew nothing about it!'

'I know that, Your Majesty. But perhaps James doesn't know it. He hears so many lies, all the time. He needs to know the true story. Why don't you write, and tell him?'

Mary sat down slowly. She looked old and tired. 'All right, Bess,' she said. 'Give me a pen, please. I'm going to write to James, and tell him the true story. You can give it to him when I'm dead.'

'Dead, Your Majesty? Don't say that. You aren't going to die.'

Her old, tired eyes looked at me. 'Yes I am, Bess. You know what is going to happen. One day soon, a man is going to bring a letter from Queen Elizabeth. And then her men are going to kill me. But before I die, I would like to write to my son James. I want to tell him the story of my life. So give me a pen, please.'

I gave her a pen. This is what she wrote:...



lady n. a woman. 夫人；女士。

queen n. woman who rules a country. 女王。

castle n. big, strong building. 城堡。

come along appear; arrive. 出现；到达。

hate v. to dislike someone or something very much. 仇恨；憎恶。

husband n. man to whom a woman is married. 丈夫。

dead adj. not living. 死的。

quietly adv. calmly. 平静地。

king n. a man who rules a country and is the senior male member of the royal family. 国王。

remember v. keep something in your mind. 记住。

angry adj. feeling or showing anger. 生气的；愤怒的。

lie n. untrue words. 谎言。

slowly adv. not quickly. 慢慢地。

tired adj. needing to rest. 疲劳的；累的。

kill v. make a living person die. 杀死。

wrote v. past tense of 'write'. “写”的过去式。


1　福瑟临黑
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我的名字叫贝斯·柯尔，但这不是我的故事。它是有关苏格兰女王玛丽夫人的故事。她写下了这个故事，便交给我。我将把它转交给她的儿子。

她开始写这个故事是在一个星期以前。那是在1587年的1月，我们坐在英格兰北部福瑟临黑城堡中的一间寒冷的屋子里。透过窗户，我们看不到多少东西，一两幢房屋，一条河流，一些树木，几匹马和一条路，仅此而已。

这条路通往伦敦——英格兰伊丽莎白女王的家乡。一整天玛丽都坐着，手里抱着她的小狗，两眼望着这条路。

没有人从这条路上走来，什么也没有发生。我望着玛丽，心里很悲哀。

“陛下，请您离开那扇窗户吧，”我说道，“那没有用。不会有人来的。伊丽莎白女王不能那样做——女王不杀女王的。”

“难道她们不会吗，贝斯？”玛丽说，“那我们为什么会在这里，待在这个监狱里？为什么我不能自由？”

“您问为什么吗，陛下？那是因为伊丽莎白女王害怕您。”

“对极了，”玛丽说，“她怕我，并且还恨我。她恨我是因为我漂亮，而她不漂亮；是因为我有三任丈夫，而她从未结过婚。还因为许多人——英格兰、法国、苏格兰、西班牙的好心的天主教教徒们说我玛丽才是英格兰真正的女士，而非伊丽莎自。伊丽莎白没有小孩，因此，她死后，我的儿子詹姆斯……”

她离开窗口走过来站在我的面前。“詹姆斯，”她平静地说，“我的儿子。他有时会想起我吗？我最后一次见到他时他才10个月大。都快20年了……”

“他当然会想您的，陛下，”我说，“您经常给他写信，他怎么可能忘记自己的母亲呢？”

“那为什么他不给我写信呢？”玛丽问道，“他想让我待在英格兰的监狱里吗？”

“不，当然不，陛下。可是——他有许多事要做，陛下。他是苏格兰国王，而且……”

“他不是苏格兰国王，贝斯，”她说，“我没死，他就还不是，记住这点。”

“是的，陛下，他当然不是。可是也许人们会告诉他一些不真实的情况。您知道人们会说什么。也许——也许他认为是您杀死了他的父亲。”

玛丽的脸一下子变白了。她很愤怒，那一会儿我真觉得害怕。她说：“你知道那是个谎言，贝斯。那是个谎言！我没有杀死詹姆斯的父亲——我对那一无所知！”

“我知道，陛下。可是也许詹姆斯不知道。一直以来他听了那么多谎言，他需要知道真实的情况。您为什么不写信告诉他呢？”

玛丽慢慢地坐了下来。她看起来又苍老又疲惫。“好吧，贝斯，”她说，“请给我一支笔，我这就给詹姆斯写信，告诉他真实的故事。我死后，你可以把信交给他。”

“死？陛下，不要那样说。您不会死。”

她看着我，眼神苍老而疲惫地说道：“不，我会死的，贝斯。你知道将会发生什么。不久的一天，会有一个人带来伊丽莎白女王的一封信。随后，她的人便会杀了我。但在我死之前，我要给我的儿子詹姆斯写信。我要告诉他我一生的故事。来，给我一支笔吧。”

我拿给她一支笔。这就是她所写的：……


2
France

Dear James. Very soon I am going to die, and meet my God. Before I die, I want to write the true story of my life for you. Everything that I write here is true—I cannot lie to you, or to God. Please believe that, James. It's important to me.

My father died when I was one week old, so I was the Queen of Scots when I was a baby. At first I lived with my mother in Scotland, and then, when I was five, I went to France. My mother was French, but she stayed in Scotland, and died there.

I went to France to marry the King of France's son. His name was Francis, and he was one year younger than me. In 1559, his father died, so Francis was King. Then I was Queen of France, and Queen of Scotland too.

I was very happy in France. Francis, my husband, was like a little brother to me. I think he loved me, but he was very young, and he was often ill. And then, in 1560, he died. He was sixteen years old.

When he died I was very unhappy, and my life was very different. There was a new King and Queen, and I wasn't important in France, any more. But I was still Queen of Scots, so I came back to Scotland. When I arrived in Scotland, I was a young girl of eighteen. My mother was dead, and there was no one there to meet me. I walked off the ship, and I slept in a little house near the sea.

Next day, the Scots lords came from Edinburgh. They were pleased to see me, and for a week everyone was happy. People smiled at me and sang in the streets. I think everyone liked me. Then, that Sunday, I went to church.

James, my son, you are a Protestant and I am a Catholic. You are a good man, and you love God, but your church and my church are enemies. I was born a Catholic, and I am going to die a Catholic. I love God, too—I hope you understand that. I'm not going to change now.

That Sunday, people shouted angrily in the streets. 'Your Majesty,' said the Scots lords. 'Scotland is a Protestant country. You can't go to a Catholic church here. The Scottish people don't like Catholics.'

'I'm sorry, my lords,' I said. 'But I am your Queen—no one tells me what to do. I don't hate Protestants, and I'm not going to kill them. The people can go to their Protestant churches, and pray to God there. But I'm going to pray with Catholics, in my church.'

People were angry because of that. A man called John Knox came to see me. He was a famous Protestant churchman, but I didn't like him. He was a big, angry man with black clothes. He hated the Catholic church, and wanted all Catholics to leave Scotland. To him, the Protestant church was the only true church of God. He said: 'Your Majesty, you're a young woman, like my daughter. Women can't understand difficult things like God or the church. Find a good Protestant husband, girl. Let him rule this country for you.'

I was very angry with this man Knox. I was a Queen, but I was only eighteen. He didn't talk quietly—he shouted at me. I cried because of his angry words. I could not understand him—he talked so much, and he knew so many books. But I did not go to his church.

He was right about one thing. Perhaps I could rule Scotland without a man, but I could not have a child without one. And every Queen needs a son or daughter to come after her. So I began to look for a husband.



believe v. to think something is true. 相信。

baby n. a very young child. 婴儿。

happy adj. glad. 高兴。

unhappy adj. not happy. 不高兴的。

meet v. to come together with somebody. 迎接。

be pleased to be glad to. 很高兴做某事。

Catholic n. a member of the Roman Catholic Church. 天主教教徒。

church n. God's house. 教堂。

shout v. cry words out loudly and strongly. 呼喊；喊叫。

Protestant adj. of or relating to any of the Protestant Churches or their members. 新教（教徒）的。

difficult adj. not easy. 困难的。

rule v. to officially control or govern a country or area. 统治。

look for to try to find. 寻找。


2　法国
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亲爱的詹姆斯，很快我就要死去，去见我的上帝了。在我死之前，我要给你写下我一生真实的故事。在这里我写的一切都是真实的——我不能对你说谎，也不能对上帝说谎。请相信这一切，詹姆斯，这对我很重要。

在我出生只有一个星期的时候我的父亲便去世了。因此在我还是个婴儿的时候我就成了苏格兰的女王。起初我和母亲一起住在苏格兰，后来在我五岁的时候我去了法国。我母亲是法国人，可是她却待在苏格兰，并且在那里过世。

我去法国并嫁给了法国王子。他叫弗朗西斯，比我小一岁。1559年，他的父亲去世了，因此弗朗西斯成了国王。于是，我既是法国王后，又是苏格兰女王。

在法国我很幸福。我的丈夫弗朗西斯就像是我的一个小弟弟。我想他是爱我的，但是他太年轻了，还经常生病。之后，1560年，他死了，年仅16岁。

他死后我非常伤心，而且我的生活也发生了很大的变化。法国有了新的国王和王后，我在法国已显得不再重要，但是我仍然是苏格兰的女王，因此，我回到了苏格兰。回到苏格兰的那会儿，我是个才18岁的小姑娘。我的母亲已经去世了，因此没有人来接我。我下了船，就在海边的一间小屋里过夜。

第二天，苏格兰的贵族们从爱丁堡来了，他们见到我很高兴。有一个星期大家都很开心。人们朝我微笑，在大街上唱歌。我以为每个人都很喜欢我。然后，在那个星期天，我去了教堂。

詹姆斯，我的儿子，你是个新教徒而我是个天主教徒。你是好人，且热爱上帝，可是你的教会和我的教会是仇敌。我生为天主教徒，死也是天主教徒。我也爱上帝——我希望你能理解这些。即使现在我也不打算改变。

那个星期天，人们在大街上愤怒地叫喊。“陛下，”那些苏格兰贵族们说道，“苏格兰是个信奉新教的国家。您不能去这里的天主教教堂。苏格兰人民不喜欢天主教徒。”

“很抱歉，我的勋爵们，”我说，“可我是你们的女王——没有人能告诉我该怎样做。我不憎恨新教徒，也不会杀害他们。人们可以去他们的新教教堂，并在那里向上帝祈祷。而我也将和天主教教徒们一起在我的教堂里向上帝祈祷。”

人们听到这些发怒了。一个名叫约翰·诺克斯的人来见我。他是个有名的新教教士，可我不喜欢他。他个头很大，怒气冲冲，穿着一身黑衣服。他憎恨天主教会，且想让所有的天主教教徒都离开苏格兰。对他来说，新教教会才是唯一真正属于上帝的教会。他说道：“陛下，您是位年轻女子，就像我的女儿。女人是不会懂得诸如上帝、教会这类艰深难懂的事情的。找一个新教徒的好丈夫吧，女孩，让他来为你统治这个国家。”

我对这个名叫诺克斯的男人很生气。我是女王，可我只有18岁。他没有平静地和我说话——他对我大声叫嚷。由于他措词严厉，我哭了。我无法理解他，虽然他说了那么多，并读过那么多书。但我不会去他的教堂。

可有一点他是对的。没有男人，或许我可以统治苏格兰，但没有男人，我就不会有小孩。每个女王都需要有个儿子或女儿来继承王位。因此我开始物色一个丈夫。


3
Darnley and Riccio

At first I wanted to marry the son of the King of Spain, Don Carlos. But he was a Catholic, of course, and my Scots lords did not like that. It was difficult for me, James. I wanted to please myself. I wanted to please my friends and family in France and to please my people, too. And then there was the Queen of England.

At first I wanted very much to be friends with Elizabeth. We wrote many letters, and talked about a meeting—a meeting between two sister Queens. Elizabeth wrote to me at this time.

Our two countries need to be friends. You need a husband, I need a friend. Why not marry my friend Robert Dudley, the Earl of Leicester? He is a tall, strong man. I think he could be a good husband for you.

I was very angry about this letter. There were a lot of stories about Elizabeth and Robert Dudley. They were good friends—he often danced and sang and talked with her. Sometimes, people said, he stayed in her room all night. Dudley had a wife, but one day she died very suddenly. It was an accident—she fell down the stairs, they say. But then, perhaps she was unhappy, because of her husband and Elizabeth.

'And she writes to me about a man like this!' I thought. 'She wants him to marry me, because he is her friend—her lover, perhaps! She wants her lover to be King of Scotland!'

I found a better man than Dudley, James. I found Henry Darnley, your father.

He was nineteen years old, and I was twenty-three. He was a tall man, with a beautiful face and big green eyes. He talked and sang well, and I liked dancing with him. He often wore expensive black clothes, and he laughed a lot when he was with me. He was very young and friendly, and I felt happy when I was with him. I liked him very much, and I thought he loved me too.

He was an important man, too. We were cousins—his grandfather was King of Scots, and his great-grandfather was Henry Ⅶ of England.

In July 1565, I married him. Elizabeth was very angry, and so were a lot of the Scots lords. My half-brother, the Earl of Moray, tried to stop the marriage. I had to fight him, and he ran south, to England. But I was happy. Your father and I laughed, every day. He was now Henry, King of Scots.

After one or two weeks, the laughter stopped. A King has a lot of work, James, you know that. He has to read hundreds of letters, talk to people, and think about a lot of important things. I did those things, every day. But now, I thought, I had a man to help me.

'My lord Henry,' I said. 'Would you like to read all the letters with me? You can sit next to me, and you can work with me every day.'

Your father looked unhappy. 'I'm not interested in work like that,' he said. 'I don't understand it.'

'Of course not,' I said. 'You're a young man, my love. But I can teach you.'

For one or two days he sat down with me, and I tried to teach him. But it was true, he was not interested in the work, and he did not try to understand it.

'You do it, Mary,' he said. 'I'm going out with my friends. We're going to ride, and drink, and swim.'

So I did all the work. At night, too, he often went out with his friends in the town. They drank a lot, and laughed and sang, and there were often fights. But no one said anything, because he was the King, my husband. What could people say? They were unhappy, but they were afraid of him. Some of them went to England, to the Earl of Moray.

At this time I was often very tired, because I was pregnant. You, my son James, were alive inside me. But I did all the work of a Queen and I needed friends too. One of these friends was a young Italian, David Riccio.

Riccio was a little man and he was not tall or beautiful or strong. But he was a very clever, interesting man. He wrote many of my letters for me, and helped me. He sang well, too, and I sometimes sang with him in the evenings. I liked him very much, and at first, your father liked him too.

But then, Moray's friends began to talk about me and Riccio. 'David Riccio is in the Queen's rooms every night,' they said to your father. 'She laughs and sings and dances with him, my lord—it is not right! He is not a Scotsman, and he is not her husband. He is always with her.'

Perhaps they said other things, too—I don't know. A lot of Scots lords listened to them. But I tell you, James, before God, I did nothing wrong. David Riccio was a good man. He worked hard, and he helped me—so of course I liked him. Your father did not work—he went out to the town every night with his friends, and drank.

And then one night. your father came home.



dance v. to move to music. 跳舞。

because of by reason of. 因为；由于。

expensive adj. costing a lot of money. 昂贵的；高价的

friendly adj. kind. 友好的。

cousin n. child of your uncle or aunt. 堂（或表）兄弟；堂（或表）姐妹。

half-brother n. a brother who has either the same mother or the same father as you. 同父异母兄弟；同母异父兄弟。

be interested in 感兴趣的。

strong adj. with a powerful body. （身体）强壮的；强健的。

sang v. past tense of 'sing'. “唱歌”的过去式。

talk about 谈论。

wrong adj. not correct. 不对的；错误的。

drank v. past tense of 'drink'. “喝；饮”的过去式。


3　达恩利和里奇奥
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开始的时候，我想嫁给西班牙国王的儿子，唐·卡洛斯。可他是个天主教徒。当然，我的这些苏格兰贵族们不喜欢那样。这对我太难了，詹姆斯。我想让自己愉快，又想让我在法国的朋友和家人高兴，也想让我的人民满意。此外，还有英格兰女王。

起初，我极想和伊丽莎白交朋友。我们通了很多信，并讨论有关会面的事宜——两位女王姐妹之间的会面。这时，伊丽莎白给我写信道：

我们两个国家需要成为朋友。你需要一个丈夫，而我需要一个朋友。为什么不嫁给我的朋友莱斯特伯爵罗伯特·达德利呢？他高大健壮，我想他会成为你的好丈夫。

对这封信我很恼火。关于伊丽莎白和罗伯特·达德利之间有许多传闻。他们是好朋友——他经常和她唱歌、跳舞、聊天。人们说他有时还一整夜待在她的房间里。达德利有妻子，但有一天却突然死了。他们说那是一次意外事故——她从楼梯上摔了下来。不过，也许她很不快乐，由于他丈夫和伊丽莎白的关系。

“她写信给我介绍这样一个男人！”我想，“她想让他娶我，是因为他是她的朋友——或许是她的情人。她想让她的情人成为苏格兰的国王！”

詹姆斯，我找到了一个比达德利好的男人，他就是你的父亲亨利·达恩利。

他19岁，我23岁。他很高大，有一张英俊的脸庞和一双绿色的大眼睛。他说话很动听，歌也唱得好。我很喜欢和他一起跳舞。他经常穿一身昂贵的黑色衣服，而且和我在一起时他常常开怀大笑。他是那样年轻友善，和他在一起我感到很幸福。我非常喜欢他，我想他也爱我。

他还是个很重要的人物。我们是堂姐弟——他的祖父曾是苏格兰国王，他的曾祖父是英格兰的亨利七世。

1565年7月，我嫁给了他，伊丽莎白非常恼怒，许多苏格兰贵族也是。我的同父异母兄弟，马里伯爵，试图阻止这场婚姻。我不得不和他作战，他逃到了南方，去了英格兰。但是我很快乐。你的父亲和我每天欢声笑语。他现在是苏格兰亨利亲王了。

过了一两个星期，笑声不复存在。一个国王有许多工作要做，詹姆斯，你是知道的。他不得不阅读成百上千封书信；和民众交谈；考虑许多重要的事务。我每天做这些事情，不过现在，我想我有个男人来帮我了。

“亨利，我的勋爵，”我说，“你想和我一起阅读这些书信吗？你可以陪在我身边，每天和我一起工作。”

你父亲看起来不太高兴。“我对那样的工作不感兴趣，”他说，“我不懂那些。”

“当然不懂啦，”我说，“你还年轻，我亲爱的。不过我可以教你，”

他和我一起坐了一两天，我试着去教他。但没错，他确实对这项工作不感兴趣，也不打算去领会。

“你做吧，玛丽，”他说，“我要和朋友们出去，我们要去骑马、喝酒、游泳。”

因此我又承担起所有的工作。晚上，他也经常和镇上的朋友一起出去。他们喝很多酒，又笑又唱，还经常打架。但没有人说什么，因为他是亲王，我的丈夫。人们能说什么呢？他们很不高兴，但他们怕他。他们中有些人去了英格兰，到马里伯爵那里去了。

那段时间我经常感到疲惫不堪，因为我怀孕了。你，我的儿子詹姆斯，在我的体内生存着。可我仍在做一个女王应做的一切工作，而我也需要朋友。朋友中有一位是个年轻的意大利人，叫达维·里奇奥。

里奇奥是个小男人，他不高，不好看，也不强壮，但他是个非常聪明、有趣的男人。他替我写了许多信，给我帮助。他歌也唱得好，在晚上，有时我们一起唱歌。我很喜欢他，起初，你的父亲也喜欢他。

不过没多久，马里的朋友们开始谈论我和里奇奥。“达维·里奇奥整夜待在女王的房间里。”他们对你的父亲说，“她和他唱歌、跳舞，笑声不断，我的亲王——这是不对的！他不是苏格兰人，也不是她的丈夫，可他总是和她在一起。”

也许他们还说了些别的事情——我不太清楚。很多苏格兰贵族都听到了。不过我告诉你，詹姆斯，在上帝的面前，我没做任何错事。达维·里奇奥是个好人，他工作努力，还帮助我——我当然喜欢他。你的父亲不工作——他每天晚上和他的朋友到镇上去喝酒。

此后的一天晚上，你的父亲回家来了。


4
The death of David Riccio

It was a Saturday evening in March 1566. I was in Edinburgh with some friends. David Riccio was there, with six or seven other people. We were in a small room, but there was a good dinner on the table, and we were happy. It was dark outside, but inside it was warm and friendly.

Suddenly, a door opened behind me. In the door was Henry Darnley, my husband. I stood up and smiled.

'Good evening, my lord,' I said. 'Please come in. Would you like something to eat?'

'No, thank you,' he said. 'I'm not hungry. But I want to sit next to you, wife. Please tell that man to move.'

A man got out of the chair next to me and Darnley sat beside me. Then he put his arms round me. I did not like it. His face was hot, and his eyes looked unhappy. But I smiled and said, 'I'm happy to see you, my lord.'

'Are you, Mary?' He laughed. 'Are you really?'

'Yes, of course, my lord. But—'

Then the second door opened and his friend, Lord Ruthven, stood there. He had a knife in his hand. His face was red, and he looked very angry.

At first no one moved. Then Ruthven said, 'Your Majesty, send David Riccio out of this room, now! I want him!'

I looked at Riccio. He was afraid. 'Why?' I said. 'Why do you want him?'

'He is a bad, wicked man!' Ruthven said. 'Send him out!'

'No!' I said. 'You want to kill him. David Riccio is my friend! He stays here, with me!'

'He goes out, woman!' Lord Ruthven said. 'King Henry, hold your wife, please!'

I stood up, but Darnley held my arms and I could not move. David Riccio ran behind me and held my dress. My friends in the room stood up too, and moved towards Ruthven angrily. But he had a knife in his hand.

'Get back!' he said angrily. 'Don't touch me!'

Then five men with knives ran into the little room, and there was a fight. One man held a knife in my face, and another man hit David Riccio, behind me. Then they pulled him out of the room.

'Help me!' he screamed. 'Help me, my Queen—please! They're going to kill me! Don't—aaaaaargh!'

I couldn't help him, because Darniey had me in his arms. But I could hear David Riccio's screams. I think he fell down the stairs, and he screamed for two or three minutes. Then it was quiet.

'What are you doing?' I asked Darnley angrily. 'Riccio is a good man—why are you doing this?'

Darnley laughed. 'You are my wife, Mary—not David Riccio's!' he said. 'So why are you with him every evening? You never talk to me!'

'I don't talk to you because you are never here!' I said. 'You are always drinking with your friends! You aren't a king, you're a stupid boy!'

He laughed again. It was not a nice laugh. 'Well,' he said. 'Perhaps I am a boy, but that is better than David Riccio, now. Do you want to go and see him?'

I did see him, five minutes after that. He was very dead, and there was blood all over the floor. Poor David Riccio. He sings to God now, not me.

I looked at Henry Darnley, my husband. He had a stupid smile on his face. But I think he was afraid of me. I looked at him a long time, and the smile went away.

'Remember this night, husband,' I said to him. 'Remember it well. Think about it when you look into my eyes, and before you go to sleep. David Riccio was my friend, and you killed him in front of me. I'm never going to forget that, Henry Darnley. Never!'



inside adv. in. 在里面。

hungry adj. wanting food. 饥饿的。

stood v. past tense of 'stand'. “站”的过去式。

wicked adj. very bad. 很坏的；邪恶的。

ran v. past tense of 'run'. “跑”的过去式。

scream v. cry out loudly. 尖叫；叫喊。n. a very loud high noise. 尖叫；尖锐刺耳的声音。

stupid adj. foolish. 愚蠢的。

nice adj. pleasant; good. 令人愉快的；美好的。

blood n. red liquid which flows through the body. 血；血液。

poor adj. that makes you sad. 可怜的。

went v. past tense of 'go'. “走”的过去式。

forget v. not remember. 忘记。


4　达维·里奇奥之死
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1566年3月的一个星期六晚上，我和一些朋友待在爱丁堡。达维·里奇奥也在那里，另外还有六七个人。我们在一间小屋子里，而桌上摆着丰盛的菜肴，我们都很高兴。虽然外面夜幕笼罩，但屋子里充满了温暖和友好的气氛。

突然，我身后的门被打开了，门口站着我的丈夫亨利·达恩利。我站起来朝他笑。

“晚上好，勋爵，”我说道，“请进来吧，你想吃点什么吗？”

“不，谢谢，”他说，“我不饿。但我想坐在你身边，我的妻子。请叫那个人走开。”

一人从我身旁的座位上站起来，达恩利坐到了我身边。然后他伸出手环抱着我。我不喜欢这样。他的脸很热，他的眼神看起来很不高兴。但我还是笑着对他说：“很高兴见到你，勋爵。”

“是吗，玛丽？”他笑道，“是真的吗？”

“是的，当然是的，勋爵。不过——”

接着，第二扇门打开了，他的朋友——鲁斯温勋爵站在那儿。他手里拿着一把刀，他的脸红红的，满脸怒容。

起初，谁也没有动。然后鲁斯温说道：“陛下，叫达维·里奇奥从这房间里出去，马上！我要带他走！”

我看着里奇奥，他显得很害怕。“为什么？”我问，“你为什么要抓他？”

“他是个不讲道德的坏人！”鲁斯温说，“把他赶出去！”

“不！”我说，“你想杀了他。达维·里奇奥是我的朋友！他就待在这里，和我在一起！”

“他得出来，女人！”鲁斯温勋爵说，“亨利亲王，抓住你的妻子，快点！”

我站了起来，可是达恩利抓住我的胳膊，我不能动弹。达维·里奇奥跑到我身后抓住我的衣服。我房间里的朋友们也站了起来，愤怒地向鲁斯温逼近，但是鲁斯温手里拿着刀。

“回去！”他怒吼，“不要碰我！”

接着，五个拿刀的男人冲进了这间小屋。一场冲突开始了。一个男人把刀架在我面前，另一个人去攻击躲在我身后的达维·基奇奥。然后他们把他拖出了房间。

“救命！”他尖叫道，“救救我，我的女王——请救救我！他们要杀我！不要——啊！”

我帮不了他，因为达恩利紧紧抓着我。可是我能听到达维·里奇奥的尖叫声。我想他是从楼梯上摔了下去，尖叫持续了二三分钟后，一切归于平静。

“你在干什么？”我愤怒地责问达恩利，“里奇奥是个好人——你为什么要这样做？”

达恩利笑了起来“你是我的妻子，玛丽——不是达维·里奇奥的！”他说，“所以你为什么要每晚和他待在一起？你从没对我说过！”

“我没有对你说是因为你从来不在这里！”我说，“你总是和你的朋友们不停地喝酒！你不是个亲王，你是个愚蠢的小男孩！”

他又一次笑了，那是个不怀好意的笑。“好吧，”他说，“也许我只是个男孩，但此刻也比达维·里奇奥强。你想去看看他吗？”

五分钟后，我看到了他。他已经死了，地上到处是血。可怜的达维·里奇奥，他现在给上帝唱歌了，而不再为我。

我看着亨利·达恩利——我的丈夫。他脸上带着愚蠢的微笑。但我认为他还是怕我的。我盯着他看了很久，他脸上的笑容渐渐消失了。

“记住今天晚上，丈夫，”我对他说，“好好记住。在你看着我的眼睛的时候，在你上床睡觉之前，好好想一想这件事。达维·里奇奥是我的朋友，而你却当着我的面杀死了他。对此我永远都不会忘记，亨利·达恩利，永远不！”


5
My son is born

Next morning, Darnley came to see me. He was afraid. 'What's the matter, husband?' I said. 'Why are you crying?'

'Oh Mary, Mary!' he said. 'I'm sorry! I was wrong! I helped those men to kill Riccio, and now the Earl of Moray is back here with them! He hates me! I am afraid they're going to kill me, and you too. Think of our child, Mary, here inside you!'

He took me in his arms again. I was very angry. I am sorry, James, that this man was your father. He was a stupid boy, not a man. He was tall and strong and beautiful but he could never think like a man or a king.

I said, 'You know these men, Henry. What do they want?'

'They—they want our child, Mary. They don't want us. They're going to put you in prison. They don't want you to be Queen—they want your child to be King or Queen. I—I don't know what they want to do with me.'

'Perhaps they want you to be King, too, without me,' I said quietly. 'Then you can do what they say, like a little boy.'

'Perhaps, Mary. They said that, yesterday. But now that Moray's here—I don't know. I'm afraid. Please help me!' He began to cry again. 'What can we do?'

'We can run away,' I said. 'We can leave Edinburgh quickly and quietly, before Ruthven and his men stop us. Be quiet for a minute. I want to think.'

I walked up and down for two or three minutes, then I said: 'Henry, go back to these men. Tell them—'

'No! Mary, please! I can't! I'm afraid of them!'

'Listen to me, Henry! And try to be a man. Go and tell them I'm ill, because of the child. Say I'm not angry with them. Tell them anything—lie to them. Then, tonight, bring some men and horses here, behind the castle...'

He went, and did it. All day I waited in my rooms. and listened. Then, at one o'clock in the morning, Darnley and I went quietly down the stairs behind the castle. Some of my friends were there, with horses for us. Quickly, we rode away into the night.

That was a very bad night. It was dark and cold. I was ill, and Darnley was afraid. 'Come on!' he said. 'Ride faster, woman! You're too slow!'

But I was pregnant, and it was cold and dark. We rode for five hours in the rain. 'I can't, Henry!' I said. 'I'm ill. Think of the baby! I don't want it to die!'

'Why not?' he said. 'We can always make another one!'

I'm sorry, but it is true. Your father said things like that, James. Then he rode away in front of me, into the dark. I rode slowly behind, with my good woman, Bess Curle.

In the morning we arrived at Dunbar Castle. Darnley slept, and I wrote letters to my friends. Next day Lord Bothwell came to help me. I liked him—he was a good, strong man. Soon I had an army of 8,000 men. Bothwell and I rode back to Edinburgh with the army. Lord Ruthven died, and some of his friends ran away. But the Earl of Moray stayed.

All that summer I ruled the country, and waited for the baby. My husband stayed outside my rooms. I did not want to see him. No one did. Perhaps he drank with his friends. I don't know.

And then, on 19th June, in a small room in Edinburgh Castle, my baby was born. It took a long time, but at last you were in my arms, James, my son.

I asked your father to come in. 'My Lord Henry,' I said. 'This is our baby! Look at him, my Lord. Take him in your arms. He is your son—isn't he beautiful?'

But you father did not love me, James. Very often, after you were born, he slept with other women. I know that because he talked to everyone about it. I think he wanted people to know. And I am sorry, but I do not think he loved you, James. When I took you to church and gave you your name, he did not come. He wasn't interested.

But because of him, David Riccio was dead. I could never forget that. Never.



run away to escape by running. 逃跑。

stairs n. a set of steps. 楼梯。

rode v. past tense of 'ride'. “骑”的过去式。

dark adj. with little or no light. 黑暗的。

slept v. past tense of 'sleep'. “睡觉”的过去式。

army n. a large number of soldiers who are trained to fight wars. 军队。

outside adv. out. 在外面。

at last in the end. 最后


5　我儿子的出生
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第二天早晨，达恩利来见我。他显得很害怕。

“怎么了，丈夫？”我问道，“你干吗哭？”

“噢，玛丽，玛丽！”他说，“对不起，我错了！我帮助那些人杀死了里奇奥，现在马里伯爵回来了，和他们在一起！他恨我！我怕他们会杀了我，还有你。玛丽，为你肚子里的我们的孩子想一想吧！”

他又一次抱着我。我很生气。很抱歉，詹姆斯，这人就是你的父亲。他是个愚蠢的男孩，不是个男子汉。他高大健壮又漂亮，可是他从来没像个男子汉或一个亲王似的考虑问题。

我说：“你了解这些人，亨利。他们想要什么？”

“他们——他们想要我们的孩子，玛丽。他们不要我们。他们要把你关进监狱，他们不想让你做女王，他们想让你的孩子做国王或女王。我——我不知道他们要怎样处置我。”

“或许他们也想让你做国王，而不要我。”我很平静地说，“然后你就按他们说的去做，像个乖男孩。”

“也许吧，玛丽。他们昨天是这样说的。不过既然马里回来了——我就说不准了。我很害怕，请帮帮我吧！”他又开始哭了起来，“我们该怎么办？”

“我们可以逃走，”我说，“我们可以在鲁斯温和他的手下阻拦我们之前迅速而不声不响地离开爱丁堡。安静一会儿，让我想一想。”

我来来回回徘徊了二三分钟，然后说道：“亨利，回到那些人那里去。告诉他们——”

“不！玛丽，请别这样！我办不到！我怕他们！”

“听我说，亨利！试着做一个男子汉。去告诉他们，我病了，是因为怀孕的缘故。说我不生他们的气。再跟他们说些什么——骗骗他们。然后，今天晚上，带上这里的一些人和马，从城堡后面……”

他去了，也这样做了。一整天我等在自己的房间里听动静。然后在清晨1点钟，达恩利和我悄悄地从城堡后的楼梯下来。我的一些朋友们已牵了马等在那里。很快地，我们骑马消失在夜幕里。

那是个很糟糕的夜晚。外面又黑又冷。我生病了，达恩利很害怕。“快点！”他说，“骑得再快点，女人，你太慢了！”

可我是个孕妇，外面又冷又黑。我们在雨中骑了五个小时。“我不能再骑了，亨利！”我说，“我病了。为孩子想一想！我不想让它死掉！”

“为什么不呢？”他说，“我们总有机会再要一个！”

我很抱歉，但那是真的。你父亲是那样说的，詹姆斯。随后，他远远地骑在了我前面，消失在夜色里。我和我的好伙伴贝斯·柯尔在后面慢慢地骑着。

早晨我们到了唐巴尔城堡。达恩利睡着了，我给我的朋友写信。第二天，博思韦尔勋爵来帮我了。我喜欢他——他是个善良、健壮的男人。不久，我就拥有了一支八千士兵组成的军队。博思韦尔和我率领着军队驱马回到爱丁堡。结果鲁斯温勋爵死了，他的一些朋友逃走了。可马里伯爵留了下来。

整个夏季我治理着这个国家，并等待着孩子的降生。我的丈夫不在我房间。我不想见到他。没有人想见到他。或许他和他的朋友在一起喝酒。我不知道。

不久以后，6月19日，在爱丁堡的一间小房间里，我的孩子出生了。詹姆斯，我的儿子，生你费了好长时间，但最终，你还是躺在我怀抱里了。

我把你父亲叫进来。“亨利，我的勋爵。”我说，“这是我们的孩子！看着他吧，勋爵。抱抱他，他是你的儿子——难道他不漂亮吗？”

可是你的父亲不爱我，詹姆斯。在你出生之后，他经常和别的女人睡觉。我知道这个是因为他对谁都这么说。我想他是想让人们都知道。我很抱歉，可我认为他并不爱你，詹姆斯。当我带你去教堂给你取名字时，他没来，他没有兴趣。

可就是因为他，达维·里奇奥死了。我永远不会忘记这一点，永远不！


6
Kirk O'Field

I had a new man to help me now. The Earl of Bothwell—a strong, clever man. He was older than me; he was not a boy like Darnley. He worked hard and he could think. He was a good fighter and he was not afraid of other men. Perhaps you are like him, James, my son?

In January your father, Darnley, was ill in Glasgow. I went to see him, and took him back to Edinburgh. He was unhappy, and afraid of people. He saw enemies behind every door. Poor stupid boy! He said he loved me again. I was angry, but I felt sorry for him, too. He was very ill.

'It's not far now, Henry,' I said. 'You can sleep in the castle.'

'No, not there, please, Mary!' he said. 'I don't want to go into the castle. I'm afraid of it!'

'But where do you want to go?' I asked.

'Find me a little house outside the town, and stay with me there,' he said. 'We can be happy there.'

So I found him a small house called Kirk o'Field, outside Edinburgh. He stayed there, in a room upstairs, and sometimes I slept in a room downstairs. Darnley was often afraid, and I visited him every day. Slowly, he got better.

On Sunday, 9th February, there was a big wedding in Edinburgh. After the wedding, Bothwell and I walked out to Kirk o'Field to see Darnley and talk to him. Everyone sang, and laughed, and was very happy.

At ten o'clock I was tired. 'Good night, my lords,' I said. 'I'm going downstairs to bed.'

Lord Bothwell put his hand on my arm. 'Your Majesty,' he said. 'You can't sleep here now. Don't you remember? People are dancing and singing in town tonight—everyone wants you to go.'

'Oh, yes. I forgot,' I said. 'Of course, people want to see me there. So, good night, Henry. Sleep well.'

Darnley was very unhappy. 'Please, Mary my love, don't go!' he said. 'Don't leave me here!'

But I did not love him now. I remembered the night when Riccio died. So I smiled and said, 'Good night, Henry. Be a man now. Don't be afraid of the dark.'

Then I went downstairs with Lord Bothwell. Outside the house, we met one of Bothwell's men. He looked afraid, and there was something black on his face and hands.

'Jesus, man, how dirty you are!' I said. 'Don't come near me with those hands.'

'No, my lady, of course not,' he said. He looked at Bothwell for a minute, and then ran away quickly. I laughed, got on my horse, and forgot about it.

I tell you before God, James, I did not kill your father. It was not me. I knew nothing about it—nothing!

I sang and danced in town, and then went to bed in Edinburgh Castle. Then, at two o'clock in the morning, there was a sudden noise—a very big BANG! Everybody heard it all through the town.

'My God!' I said. 'What's that?'

Everyone ran out of their rooms. Lord Bothwell was downstairs. 'Don't be afraid, ladies,' he said. 'My men are outside—they're going to see what it is.'

After an hour he came to see me. 'Please sit down, my lady,' he said. 'I have some unhappy news.'

'Yes, my lord. What is it?'

'It's your husband, Lord Darnley. He is dead.'

'But—how? How did he die? Who killed him?'

'I don't know, my lady. That bang—that was his house, Kirk o'Field. It's not there any more.'

'What? And Darnley was inside?'

'Well, no, my lady,' Bothwell said slowly. 'My men found him in the garden, not in the house. He is wearing only nightclothes, and there is no blood on him. But he is dead. I am sorry.'

'Take me out there! I want to see him—now!'

'Yes, my lady.'

I went out to Kirk o'Field in the early morning. There was no house now—no walls, no doors, no windows—nothing. And there in the garden, a long way from the house, was that poor dead boy, my husband.

I did not love him but I cried then. He was your father, James, and I did not kill him. I don't know who killed him, but he had many enemies in Scotland.

I was very afraid. I, too, had enemies, and I often slept there. Perhaps someone wanted to kill me, too.



fighter n. someone who likes to fight others. 战士；士兵；好斗者。

saw v. past tense of 'see'. “看”的过去式。

enemy n. someone who hates or wishes to hurt another person. 敌人；仇人；仇敌。

wedding n. marriage. 婚礼。

downstairs adv. to or on a lower floor. 在楼下；往楼下。

quickly adv. at a rapid rate. 快地；迅速地。

dirty adj. not clean. 脏的。

sudden adj. happening quickly. 突然的；意外的。

news n. report or programme that tells abut things that have just happeded. 新闻；报道；消息。


6　柯克·欧菲尔德
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现在，又有一个人来帮我了。博思韦尔勋爵——一个健壮聪明的男人。他比我大；他不像达恩利那样像个小男孩。他工作努力且会思考。他是个勇士，他不怕别人。或许你像他，詹姆斯，我的儿子？

一月份，你的父亲，达恩利在格拉斯哥生病了。我去看他，并把他带回爱丁堡。他很不愉快且害怕周围的人。每一扇门后面他都能看见仇敌。可怜、愚蠢的男孩！他说他又爱我了。我很生气，但我也觉得对不住他。他病得很重。

“现在不远了，亨利，”我说，“你可以睡在城堡里。”

“不，我不睡那儿，求求你，玛丽！”他说，“我不想走进城堡。我怕！”

“但是你要去哪儿呢？”我问道。

“给我在镇外找一间小房子，我们一起待在那儿，”他说，“我们在那里可以很幸福，”

于是，我在爱丁堡外给他找了一间叫柯克·欧菲尔德的小屋。他住在那边楼上的一个房间里，而我有时候睡在楼下的房间里。达恩利经常感到恐惧。我每天都去看望他。渐渐地，他好转起来了。

2月9日，星期日，在爱丁堡有一个大型的婚礼。婚礼结束后，我和博思韦尔一起出来去柯克·欧菲尔德看望达恩利，陪他聊天。大家欢歌笑语，非常快乐。

10点钟了，我感到很累。“晚安，我的勋爵们，”我说道，“我要下楼去睡了。”

博思韦尔勋爵抓住我的胳膊。“陛下，”他说，“现在您不能睡在这儿。您难道忘了？今晚人们在镇上载歌载舞——每个人都希望您去。”

“噢，对，我忘了，”我说，“当然，人们想在那儿见到我。好吧，晚安，亨利，睡个好觉。”

达恩利很不高兴。“玛丽，我亲爱的，请不要走！”他说，“不要留下我一人在这里！”

可是我现在不爱他了。我想起里奇奥被杀的那一晚。于是我笑着说：“晚安，亨利。现在要像个男子汉。不要害怕黑暗。”

于是我和博思韦尔勋爵下了楼。在房子外面，我们碰到了一个博思韦尔的手下。他看起来很惊慌，脸上和手上沾了些黑乎乎的东西。

“天哪，你这个人多脏啊！”我说，“手这么脏，不要走近我。”

“是，夫人，当然不，”他说，他朝博思韦尔看了一眼，很快就跑开了。我笑了，骑上马背，就把这事给忘了。

在上帝面前，詹姆斯，我告诉你，我没有杀死你的父亲。不是我杀的。我对此一无所知——一点儿也不知道！

我在镇上又唱又跳，然后就睡在了爱丁堡城里。早晨两点钟，突然传来了轰的一声巨响！整个镇上的人都听见了。

“我的上帝啊！”我说，“那是什么声音？”

大家都从自己的房间里跑出来。博思韦尔勋爵下了楼。“不要害怕，夫人们，”他说道，“我的人已经出去了——他们去看看到底是怎么回事。”

一个小时后他来见我，“请坐下，夫人，”他说道，“我有一些不愉快的消息要告诉您。”

“好的，勋爵，是什么事？”

“是您的丈夫，达恩利亲王。他死了。”

“可是——怎么会？他怎么死的？谁杀了他？”

“我不知道，夫人。那声巨响——就来自他的房子，柯克·欧菲尔德。它已不存在了。”

“什么？可达恩利在里面吗？”

“噢，他不在，夫人，”博思韦尔慢慢地说道，“我的人在花园里而不是在房子里发现了他。他只穿着睡衣，身上没有血迹。可他已经死了。我很难过。”

“把我带到那儿去！我想见他——现在！”

“好吧，夫人。”

清晨，我去了柯克·欧菲尔德。现在那里已经没有房子了——没有墙，没有门，没有窗户——什么也没有。而在花园里，离房子很远的地方，躺着那可怜的男孩的尸体——那就是我的丈夫。

虽然我不爱他，但那时候我哭了。他是你的父亲，詹姆斯，我没有杀他。我不知道是谁杀死了他，但他在苏格兰有很多仇敌。

我感到很害怕。我也有仇敌，而我经常睡在那里。或许有人也想杀我。


7
Bothwell

Soon everyone in Europe heard the news. The Queen of France and the Queen of England wrote angry letters to me. Who killed the King? they asked. I was very unhappy at this time, James. We looked for the killers, but we could not find them. Please believe me, James. The Scots lords are difficult men. Some were friends, some were enemies, but they changed all the time.

Many people in Scotland said: 'Bothwell killed Lord Darnley.' I heard them, outside the castle, and in the town. But I never believed it. People in Edinburgh sold horrible stories and pictures of Bothwell the same day that Darnley died. It was too soon. Perhaps Darnley's killers wrote these stories about Bothwell, before they killed Darnley.

I don't think Lord Bothwell killed your father, James. He was a good friend to me in difficult times. He was a good strong, clever man, and he worked hard. I liked that. A lot of women liked him, I think.

Three times that spring, he asked me to marry him. He had a wife, and I could not marry again, so soon. I asked him to wait.

Then, on 24th April, I rode out of Edinburgh to the north. I had five or six friends with me. Six miles outside the town, Lord Bothwell met us, with an army.

'Why are you here, my lord?' I said.

He smiled. 'Because I want to meet you, Mary,' he said. 'I want you to come with me to my castle.' He rode next to me, and his men rode between me and my friends.

I was afraid, and a little excited, too. 'But, my lord, you can't do this!' I said. 'I don't want to come with you now.'

'But I want you, Mary,' he said. 'Your friends can't stop me. I love you, and I want to marry you. What's wrong with that?'

I said nothing. What could I say? I liked him, and he had an army. I had only six friends. So I rode with him to his castle in Dunbar, and stayed there two weeks. And then... He was a strong man, and I was only a woman. And I did like him, James. I liked him very much.

After two weeks in Dunbar, Bothwell and I rode back to Edinburgh. His wife did not want him, and was happy to divorce him. So, on 15th May 1567, I married him.

He was a good man, James. A much better man than your father. I needed a strong man to help me rule the country.

But I was wrong. I understand that now. All the Scots lords were afraid of Bothwell, and many of them were his enemies. They had an army, and on 15th of June, Bothwell and I rode out to fight them.

We met them at Carberry Hill. It was a hot day, and the two big armies stood, and looked, and waited. Their army had a big flag with a picture of your poor dead father, Darnley, on it. Under the picture, there were the words 'Find my killers, oh God.'

'Come on, my lord,' I said to Bothwell. 'Our army is better than theirs—let's fight them!'

Bothwell rode up and down, and talked to his men. But they didn't want to fight. They talked, and looked at the flag, and waited. Then some of them walked home.

At five o'clock that evening Lord Kirkcaldy rode from his army to talk to us. He said to me, 'My lady, leave your husband, and come with us. We don't want men to die.'

And so, because our men didn't want to fight, I went with him. It was a very bad day for me. They took me back to Edinburgh, and people in the streets screamed at me: 'Kill the woman! She sleeps with her husband's killer! We want James to be King! Kill her now!'

I was unhappy, and afraid, and I was pregnant again. They took me to Lochleven Castle, and put me in a room like a prison. There, I did not eat for two weeks, and Bothwell's children—there were two babies—were born dead. I nearly died too—I was so angry and tired and ill. Then, one day after the babies died, Lord Lindsay gave me a letter. It said:

I, Mary, Queen of Scots, give the kingdom of Scotland to my son, James. From today, James is the new King of Scots. But because he is a child, the Earl of Moray, my half-brother, can rule the country for him.

Because I was afraid, and tired, and ill, I wrote my name on the letter: Mary. But it is not important, James, it doesn't change anything. I am Queen of Scots, not you. That letter changes nothing.

Bothwell went over the sea, and died in a prison in Denmark. I was a prisoner in Lochleven for a year. A lot of people in Europe were angry about that. Queen Elizabeth wrote to the Earl of Moray. 'You cannot keep a Queen in prison,' she said. 'It is very wrong!' I was pleased about that. But Moray didn't listen.

Lord Douglas lived in the castle, and his young son, William, liked me. One day, there was a wedding in the castle. People sang and danced and drank. William Douglas gave me some old women's clothes. I put the clothes on, and walked quietly out of the castle with him. He shut the castle door behind us, to keep his father's friends in. Then we got on some horses, and rode away through the night.

All my friends came back to me. Soon I had a big army. 'Mary is our Queen again!' people said. 'Give her back her son!' You were in Earl Moray's castle, James, so I came to fight him. I rode with my army to Langside, near Glasgow. And there...

There, James...

There, my son, I lost the fight. I am so sorry. I had many good, strong men in my army, but Earl Moray's men were stronger. Many of my men died, and some ran away. After the fight, I ran away too.

I did not want to go to prison again. So I rode south, to England. 'Queen Elizabeth wants to help me,' I thought. 'She understands. She wrote to Moray and she is a Queen, like me. I can come back to Scotland with her army, kill Moray, and find my baby son James. I am in England but I am free. I can try again.'

I was wrong about that, too. Very wrong.



killer n. someone who kills. 杀人者；凶手。

sold v. past tense of 'sell'. “卖”的过去式。

horrible adj. causing or likely to cause horror. 可怕的；恐怖的。

excited adj. full of strong feeling. 兴奋的；激动的。

divorce v. end one's marriage. 离婚。

pregnant adj. having a baby in your body before it is born. 怀孕的。

nearly adv. almost. 几乎；差不多。

prisoner n. someone who is being kept in a prison. 囚犯。

lost v. past tense of 'lose'. “丧失”的过去式。


7　博思韦尔
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不久，每个欧洲人都听说了这件事。法国女王和英格兰女王给我写来了愤怒的信。谁杀死了亲王？她们质问道。在那段时间里我很不愉快，詹姆斯。我们寻找凶手，但是我们没能找到。请相信我，詹姆斯。苏格兰的贵族们很难对付。有些是朋友，有些是敌人，可他们一直不停地变。

苏格兰的很多人都说：“博思韦尔杀死了达恩利亲王。”在城堡外，在镇上，我都能听到这种传言。但是我从来不相信它。爱丁堡的人出售有关博思韦尔的可怕的故事和图片，叫作《达恩利死的同一天》。这简直太神速了。或许杀死达恩利的凶手们在他们杀死达恩利之前就写了这些有关博思韦尔的故事。

我认为博思韦尔勋爵没有杀害你父亲，詹姆斯。在我艰难时，他是我很好的朋友。他是个善良、健壮、聪明的男人，而且他工作努力。我很喜欢这点。我想许多女人都喜欢他。

那年春天，他向我求了三次婚。他有妻子，我不能这么快又一次嫁人。我让他等一等。

随后，4月24日，我骑马离开爱丁堡去北方。有五六个朋友随行。在出城镇6英里的地方，博思韦尔勋爵带着一支队伍在那里迎候我。

“你怎么在这儿，勋爵？”我问道。

他笑了。“因为我想见到你，玛丽，”他说，“我想让你跟我到我的城堡去。”他骑马跟在我旁边，他的人骑马跟在我和我的朋友之间。

我很害怕，又有点儿激动。“可是，勋爵，你不能这样做！”我说，“我不想现在就跟你走。”

“但是我需要你，玛丽。”他说，“你的朋友们阻止不了我。我爱你。我要娶你。那又有什么错？”

我无话可说。我能说什么呢？我喜欢他，并且他有一支队伍，而我只有六个朋友。于是，我骑马随他来到他在唐巴尔的城堡，并在那儿待了两个星期。之后……他是个强有力的男人，而我只是个女人。而且我确实很喜欢他，詹姆斯。我非常喜欢他。

在唐巴尔待了两个星期后，我和博思韦尔驱马回到爱丁堡。他的妻子不想要他了，并且很乐意地和他离了婚。因此，在1567年5月15日，我嫁给了他。

他是个好人，詹姆斯。一个比你父亲好得多的男人。我需要一个强壮的男人来帮我统治这个国家。

但是我错了。现在我明白了。所有苏格兰贵族都很害怕博思韦尔，他们中有许多人是他的敌人。他们拥有一支军队。于是在6月15日，我和博思韦尔策马去迎战他们。

我们在卡贝琳山头相遇。那是个炎热的一天，两支大军伫立着互相观望等待。他们的军队有一面很大的旗帜，上面是你可怜的死去的父亲达恩利的画像，画像下面有一行字：“找出杀死我的凶手，噢！上帝！”

“冲吧，勋爵，”我对博思韦尔说道，“我们的军队比他们的强，跟他们战斗吧！”

博思韦尔骑着马跑来跑去，并和他的人说着什么。可他们不想打仗。他们一边望着那面军旗，一边谈论着、等待着。然后，有一些人回去了。

晚上5点钟，柯克考德勋爵骑马从他的军队里过来和我们谈话。他对我说：“夫人，离开你的丈夫，跟我们一起走。我们不想有人死亡。”

正因为我们的人不想打仗，我跟他走了。这一天对我来说实在太糟了。他们把我带回了爱丁堡，街上的人们冲着我尖叫：“杀了这个女人！她和杀她丈夫的凶手一起睡觉！我们要让詹姆斯做国王！现在就杀了她！”

我既伤心又害怕，那时候我又怀孕了。他们把我带到拉克利文城堡，并把我关进一间像监狱一样的房间里。在那里，我两个星期没有吃饭，并且怀着博思韦尔的孩子——两个婴儿——一出生就死了。我几乎也要死掉——我感到非常愤怒、非常疲惫，而且病得很重。在两个婴儿死后的一天，林德辛勋爵给了我一封信，信上写道：

我，玛丽，苏格兰女王，把苏格兰王国交给我的儿子，詹姆斯。从今天起，詹姆斯就是苏格兰的新国王了。但因为他还是个小孩，可以由马里伯爵，我的同父异母兄弟为他治理这个国家。

由于我害怕、疲惫，又在生病，于是我便在信上签了名：玛丽。但这并不重要，詹姆斯，这并不能改变什么。我仍是苏格兰的女王，而你不是。那封信改变不了什么。

博思韦尔飘洋过海，并死在了丹麦的监狱中。我在拉克利文做了一年的囚徒。许多欧洲人民对此感到愤怒。伊丽莎白女王写信给马里伯爵。“你不能囚禁一个女王，”她说，“这是极其错误的！”我很高兴她这样说。但马里根本不听。

道格拉斯勋爵住在这城堡里，他年轻的儿子威廉很喜欢我。一天，在城堡里举行了一场婚礼。人们唱歌跳舞，举杯畅饮。威廉·道格拉斯给了我一些老妇人的衣服。我穿上这些衣服，并随他偷偷地离开了城堡。他关上了身后城堡的门，把他父亲的朋友们留在里面。于是我们骑上马，连夜离开了。

我所有的朋友都回到了我身边。不久，我就有了一支庞大的军队。“玛丽又是我们的女王了！”人们说道，“把她的儿子还给她！”你在马里伯爵的城堡里，詹姆斯，因此我去和他作战。我骑马率领我的军队来到格拉斯哥附近的朗塞得，并且在那里……

在那里，詹姆斯……

在那里，我的儿子，我战败了。我是那么伤心。在我的军队里，有许多精良的战士，可马里伯爵的士兵比我们的还要强壮。我的很多人都战死了，有些跑了。战争结束后，我也落荒而逃。

我再也不想进监狱了。因此我往南骑，去英格兰。“伊丽莎白女王会帮助我。”我想，“她能理解的。她给马里写过信，并且她像我一样是个女王。我可以带着她的军队回到苏格兰，杀了马里，找回我的孩子詹姆斯。我虽在英格兰，但我是自由人，我可以东山再起。”

关于这点我又错了，而且大错特错。


8
England

Elizabeth didn't give me her army. She put me in prison. You know this, James—it is the story of your life, not mine. I was twenty-five years old when I came to England, and I am forty-five now. Twenty years in English prisons.

Moray told lies about me. Mary and Bothwell killed Darnley, he said. Mary slept with Riccio and Bothwell and killed her husband. But it's not true! They're all lies, James— wicked lies! They only said these things because I am a woman, and a Catholic, and they don't want a Catholic queen in Scotland, they want a Protestant king.

A king like you, James. Why, James my son, don't you help me? Why are you friendly with Elizabeth, my enemy? You don't want me back in Scotland, do you? You believe these lies, don't you? You talk to Moray and his friends, every day. But they lied about me, James. Moray and his friends killed Riccio. They killed your father, too. They stole my husband Bothwell, stole my son...

Stole my son's love...

I am sorry, James. Forgive me. Sometimes I get very angry. It is difficult not to be angry, when you are in prison for twenty years.

Elizabeth didn't know what to do. Sometimes she believed Moray, sometimes she didn't. She was afraid to kill me, because I was a Queen. She was afraid to let me go free, because I have friends in England. The English Catholics want me to be Queen of England, not her. And she is a woman with no husband and no son, so she hates me, too.

Sometimes the English Catholics write to me and ask me for help, and sometimes I write to them. Sometimes Elizabeth's men find these letters. The English Protestants want to kill me because of these letters. 'You are a wicked woman!' They say. 'You killed your husband, Darnley, and now you want to kill our Queen Elizabeth. You're going to die!'

'I did not kill my husband,' I said. 'And when I came to England, I did not want to kill your Queen. I asked her for help—I wanted to go back to Scotland! But, my lords, she put me in prison for twenty years! Twenty years, my lords! I want to be free—don't you understand that? When men write to me and try to help me, then yes, sometimes I write back! Why not? Is that wicked, do you think?'

They didn't listen. Of course not. They want to kill me. And so they wrote to Queen Elizabeth. And now I sit here, in Fotheringhay Castle, and wait for her to answer. I do not want to die, James my son, but I do not want to live all my life in an English prison. I am old, and tired of life. Think well of me, James, my son, and...



forgive v. say or show that you are not angry with someone any more. 原谅；宽恕。

wait for to stay somewhere without doing anything until somebody or something comes or something happens. 等候；等待。


8　英格兰
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伊丽莎白没有给我她的军队。她把我关进了监狱。你知道这些的，詹姆斯——它是有关你生活的故事，不是我的。我来到英格兰时才25岁，而现在我已经45岁了，在英格兰的监狱里待了20年。

有关我的情况马里撒了谎。他说玛丽和博思韦尔杀死了达恩利，玛丽和里奇奥、博思韦尔同床共眠，还杀死了她的丈夫。但这不是真的！它们全是谎言，詹姆斯——恶意的谎言！他们这么说就是因为我是个女人，是个天主教教徒，而且在苏格兰，他们不想要一个是天主教教徒的女王，他们想要一个是新教教徒的国王。

一个像你这样的国王，詹姆斯。为什么不帮助我呢？詹姆斯，我的儿子，为什么你还和伊丽莎白，我的仇敌友好相处呢？你不想让我回到苏格兰，是吗？你相信这些谎言，不是吗？你每天和马里以及他的朋友们说话。可是他们编造了关于我的谎言，詹姆斯。马里和他的朋友杀死了里奇奥，然后又杀死了你的父亲。他们偷走了我的丈夫博思韦尔，偷走了我的儿子……

偷走了我儿子的爱……

我很抱歉，詹姆斯。原谅我。有时候我很愤怒。当你在监狱待了20年之久，不生气是很难的。

伊丽莎白不知道该怎样做。她有时相信马里，有时候不。她不敢杀我，因为我是个女王。她不敢让我获得自由是因为我在英格兰有朋友。英格兰天主教教徒想让我成为英格兰女王，而不是她。再说她是个没有丈夫没有儿子的女人，因此她也恨我。

有时英格兰的天主教教徒们给我写信并寻求帮助，有时我也写信给他们。有时伊丽莎白的人发现了这些书信。英格兰的新教教徒们想杀我就是因为这些书信。“你是个邪恶的女人！”他们说，“你杀死了自己的丈夫达恩利，而现在你又想杀我们的女王伊丽莎白。你死期将至了。”

“我没有杀害我丈夫，”我说，“而且当我来到英格兰时，我并没有想杀害你们的女王。我来请求她的帮助——我想回到苏格兰！但是，我的勋爵们，她把我关进了监狱整整20年！20年啊！我的勋爵们！我要自由——难道你们不理解吗？人们给我写信试图想帮助我，的确是的，有时我也回信！为什么不呢？你们认为这很伤天害理吗？”

他们不听。当然不听了。他们想杀我。因此他们给伊丽莎白女王写信。现在我坐在这里，在福瑟临黑城堡里，等待她的答复。我不想死，詹姆斯我的儿子，但是我也不想一辈子待在英格兰监狱里。我老了，对生活也厌倦了。多想一想我吧，詹姆斯，我的儿子，并且……


9
A death

Queen Mary stopped writing then. Yesterday afternoon, 7th February 1587, we heard a horse outside our window. Mary looked out. There was a man there, on the road from London. He had a letter from the Queen of England.

In the evening, an Englishman, Lord Shrewsbury, came to see Mary, 'I am sorry, my lady,' he said. 'But I have a letter from my Queen. You're going to die, tomorrow.'

Mary did not move. 'When?' she asked quietly.

'At half past eight in the morning,' he said. 'I am very sorry, my lady.' He went away.

We did not sleep much that night. We talked and prayed to God, and she gave me her letter to her son, James. 'Give it to him, Bess, please,' she said. 'And tell him how I died.'

'Yes, my lady,' I said. And so now I am going to tell you. King James. This is how your mother died.

At six o'clock she got up, prayed, and dressed. She put on a red petticoat first, then a black dress, and a white veil over the dress. The veil came from her head to her feet; she could see out through it, but we could not see her face. She looked like a woman on her wedding day.

When the Englishmen came we went downstairs with her. Her little dog walked beside her, under the veil, but the Englishmen didn't see that. Six of us went into a big room with her. A hundred people stood and watched.

A Protestant churchman came to talk to her, 'My lady,' he said. 'Pray with me—'

'No,' she said. 'Thank you, but no. I was born a Catholic and I'm going to die a Catholic. I think God understands that.' She prayed for five minutes, and then stood up. The executioner came towards her. He was a big, strong man with an axe, and something black over his face.

'I am sorry, my lady,' he said. 'I don't hate you, but this is my work. Please forgive me.'

'Of course I forgive you,' Mary said. 'I am old, and tired, and you're going to open my prison doors for me. I am going to see God. Do your work well.'

Then she looked at me and her friends. 'Don't cry for me, ladies,' she said. 'Please, don't cry now.'

She could not walk to the block, so the executioner helped her. He took off her white veil, and then he took off her black dress, and put it on the floor. She stood there, in her red petticoat, with a smile on her face. Then the executioner put something over her eyes. Very slowly, Mary put her head on the block.

'The Lord my God is my one true friend,' she said. 'I give my life, oh God, into your hands.'

Then the executioner lifted his axe, once... twice... oh God! three times... and her head—her poor, poor head, fell on the floor.

It was very quiet in the room after that. It is a little thing, a head—a very little thing. But there was so much blood— blood on her red petticoat, blood on her black dress and her white veil, blood on the executioner's shoes, blood all over the floor. Blood, blood everywhere.

We all looked, and said nothing. The executioner put down his axe and stood quietly. And then Mary's little dog came out from under her bloody dress and veil, and walked slowly, unhappily, through the blood towards her head.

My lord, the story of your poor mother's life finishes here. We, her friends, cry for her, but that is how your mother died. She died like a Queen. A good lady and a famous Queen.

Mary, Queen of Scots.



pray v. speak to God. 祈祷。

dress v. put on clothes. 穿衣。

petticoat n. a piece of women's underwear that is like a thin loose skirt or dress with no sleeves. 衬裙。

veil n. a covering of fine cloth or net for the head or face. 面纱；头巾。

executioner n. the official who executes. 刽子手。

axe n. tool for cutting wood. 斧。

take off 脱下。


9　死亡
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然后，玛丽女王停止了写信。昨天下午，即1587年的2月7日，我们听到窗外传来了马蹄声。玛丽向窗外望去，从伦敦方向来的路上出现了一个男人，他捎来了英格兰女王的一封信。

晚上，一个英格兰人，施鲁斯伯里勋爵来看玛丽。“我很抱歉，夫人，”他说，“可是我有一封我的女王写来的信。您明天将被处死。”

玛丽一动也没动。“什么时候？”她平静地问道。

“早上8点半钟。”他说，“我十分抱歉，夫人。”他说完就离开了。

那晚我们没睡多少。我们谈着话并且向上帝祈祷，她把给她儿子詹姆斯的信交给我。“请把信交给他，贝斯，”她说，“并且告诉他我是怎么死的。”

“好的，夫人。”我说道。因此，现在就由我来告诉你，詹姆斯国王，你母亲是怎么死的吧。

早上6点钟，她起床了，祈祷完毕，穿好衣服。她先穿上一件红色的衬裙，然后穿上一件黑色的连衣裙，再在裙子外面套上一件白色的面纱。面纱一直从头罩到脚；透过它，她能看得见外面，但我们却不能看到她的脸。她看起来像个婚礼上的新娘。

那个英格兰人来的时候，我们就跟着她下了楼。她的小狗跟在她身边，跑在面纱下面，但那个英格兰人没有注意到。我们6个人跟着她走进了一个大房间，有100人站在那里观望。

一个新教教士走过来和她说话。“夫人，”他说道，“跟我一起祈祷——”

“不，”她说，“谢谢你，但我不。我生为天主教教徒，死也为天主教教徒。我想上帝会明白的。”她祈祷了5分钟，然后站了起来。那刽子手向她走过来。他又大又壮，手里拿着斧子，一个黑乎乎的东西盖着他的脸。

“我很抱歉，夫人，”他说，“我并不憎恶您，但这是我的工作。请原谅我。”

“我当然会原谅你。”玛丽说，“我老了，也感到累了，你将为我打开监狱的大门。我要去见上帝了。好好干。”

随后她看着我和她的朋友们。“不要为我而哭，夫人们，”她说，“现在请别哭了。”

她不能走到木台那儿，于是那刽子手拉她过去。他摘下她白色的面纱，然后脱下她黑色的连衣裙，放到地板上去。她站在那里，穿着红色的衬裙，脸上带着微笑。接着，那刽子手用东西遮住了她的眼睛。慢慢地，慢慢地，玛丽将头放在了木台上。

“我的主上帝是我一个真正的朋友，”她说，“噢，上帝，我把我的生命放进您手中了。”

然后那刽子手举起了他的斧子。一次……两次……噢，上帝！三次……她的头——她那可怜的，可怜的头颅，掉在了地板上。

在那之后房间里是一片寂静。它是个小东西，一颗头颅——一个非常小的东西，但却有这么多血——鲜血喷到她红色的衬裙上，喷到她黑色的连衣裙和她那白色的面纱上，喷到了刽子手的鞋上，喷得地板上到处都是。血，到处是血。

我们怔怔地看着，一句话也说不出来。刽子手放下了斧子，一言不发地站着。这时，玛丽的小狗从她那溅满血的连衣裙和面纱下面钻了出来，慢慢地、伤心地淌过鲜血，走向她的头颅。

我的国王，有关你可怜的母亲的生平就说到这里了。我们，作为她的朋友，为她哭泣，但这就是你母亲怎么死的。她死得像个女王，一位好夫人，一位驰名的女王。

玛丽，苏格兰女王。


Exercises

A Checking your understanding

Chapters 1 and 2 Are these sentences true or false?

1 Mary has a little dog.

2 Queen Elizabeth is afraid of Mary.

3 Bess Curle wrote the story.

4 Mary says 'I killed James's father.'

5 Mary was a Queen when she was one week old.

6 Mary married when she was sixteen.

7 Mary is a Catholic and James is a Protestant.

8 Most Scottish people are Catholics.

9 John Knox wanted to marry Mary.

10 Mary didn't go to Knox's church.




Chapters 3 and 4 Who said this in the story?

1 Our two countries need to be friends.

2 She wants her lover to be King of Scotland!

3 I'm not interested in work like that.

4 Riccio is in the Queen's rooms every night.

5 Please tell that man to move.

6 He goes out, woman!

7 They're going to kill me! Don't—aaaaaargh!

8 You never talk to me.

9 You aren't king—you're a stupid boy!

10 Never!




Chapters 5, 6 and 7 Who in the story...

1 ... cried in front of Mary?

2 ... waited all day in her rooms?

3 ... rode for five hours in the rain?

4 ... came to help Mary?

5 ... slept with other women?

6 ... was ill in Glasgow?

7 ... had something black on his face and hands?

8 ... sold horrible stories and pictures of Bothwell?

9 ... rode from his army to talk to Mary and Bothwell?

10 ... died in a prison in Denmark?




Chapters 8 and 9 Are these sentences true or false?

1 Moray talked to Elizabeth about Mary.

2 Mary was in an English prison for forty-five years.

3 The English Catholics wanted Mary to be Queen of England.

4 She carried her little dog upstairs.

5 Mary cried.

6 Mary had a red petticoat under her black dress.

7 Mary prayed before she died.

8 There wasn't much blood.

B Working with language

Put together these beginnings and ends of sentences.


	Mary came back to Scotland	after Kirk o'Field blew up.

	The Scots lords hated Riccio	because she couldn't make up her mind.

	Mary asked Darnley to help	so they killed him.

	Mary went away with Bothwell	to ask Elizabeth for an army.

	Darnley's body was in the garden	but he didn't like the work.

	Mary went to England	because he had an army.

	Elizabeth kept Mary in prison	when her husband died.






Use these words to join these sentences together.

because　so　when　after　but　and　before


	1 John Knox didn't like Mary.	She was a Catholic and a woman.

	2 Mary liked Darnley.	She married him.

	3 Bothwell met Mary outside Edinburgh.	He took her to his castle.

	4 Mary liked Riccio.	Moray and Darnley didn't like him.

	5 Darnley was afraid.	Mary wasn't with him.



C Activities

1 You are a newspaper reporter. You talk to Mary, Elizabeth, Moray, and Bothwell. Write a story called: 'Who killed Darnley, and why?'

2 Imagine you are in Scotland when Bess gives Mary's letter to James. What do they talk about? Write a dialogue and act it out with a partner.

3 You are talking to the Earl of Moray, Mary's half-brother. Write down your questions, and his answers. Act your dialogue out with a partner.
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简　介

太阳是一个巨大的燃烧着的火球。没有来自太阳的光和热，我们就不能在地球这颗行星上生存。在这颗行星周围有臭氧层保护着我们免受太阳之火的伤害。但是如果臭氧层破裂，将会怎样呢？现在臭氧层上已经有了小洞，有人说那些小洞会变得越来越大——直到有一天再没有任何东西挡在我们和太阳的火焰之间。

事情发生在2222年。地球人制造了AOL——人工臭氧层。美丽的地球又有了1000年的生命。树又发芽了，下雨了，河里有了水……

但现在是2522年，人工臭氧层已经破裂。幼嫩的树林开始枯萎，河流也逐渐干涸。凯和瑞拉从他们的宇宙飞船里看到了这危险的情景，可他们又能做些什么呢？月亮下面的部族里有他们的朋友，可是路途遥远，而地球首领高格又不肯听从他们的指挥。
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1
AOL

Five hundred kilometres over Europe, Ship OM-45 moved north. In a room at the back of the ship, Kiah watched the numbers on the computer in front of him.

'Time for dinner,' Rilla said.

The numbers changed quickly and Kiah's eyes didn't move. Rilla went across the room to his table. She began to watch the numbers, too.

'What's wrong with the satellite?' she asked. She was a beautiful girl, about twenty years old, with long black hair and big eyes.

'Nothing's wrong with the satellite,' Kiah answered quietly. 'It's the AOL.' He began to write the numbers in the book on his table.

Suddenly, the numbers stopped changing. Kiah looked at Rilla. 'Over Europe,' he said. 'It's happening. The AOL is breaking up. There are big holes in the AOL and they're getting bigger.'

'You're right! Shall we see Captain Seru now, before dinner?'

Kiah stood up. He was nearly two metres tall, with dark eyes and hair. 'Yes, come on,' he said.

Quickly, they went to Captain Seru's room. They waited at the door.
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'Come in!' Captain Seru called. She was a little woman with a fat face. 'Come in! Would you like a drink?'

'No, thank you,' Kiah answered. 'I'd like you to look at these numbers.' Kiah gave Captain Seru his book.

Captain Seru looked at the numbers. Suddenly, her face changed. 'No, no,' she said. 'I don't want to talk. It's late and I'm tired. Sit down and have a drink.'

Kiah and Rilla sat down. There was a big window in Captain Seru's room. Kiah looked out of the window at the dark sky. He saw the Moon. It was cold and white in the dark sky.

'Captain Seru,' he began. 'It's important. Look at those numbers carefully. The AOL is beginning to—'

'Stop!' Captain Seru stood up and put her hands in her pockets. She went to the window and looked at the sky.

'Three hundred years ago, Earth nearly died,' Rilla said. 'Earth stopped dying because of the AOL. But now, over Europe, the AOL is breaking up. We would like you to talk to Earth Commander.'

Captain Seru did not move. 'Do you remember Adai?' she asked. She didn't wait for an answer. 'I was on his ship, two years ago. One evening, the satellite gave us interesting numbers about the AOL. We went back to Earth and saw Earth Commander.' Captain Seru stopped speaking.

Rilla looked at Kiah. 'And then?' she asked Captain Seru.

'Gog was angry, very angry,' Captain Seru said. 'In the end, he sent Adai to the Moon. Adai's there now, Commander of the Moon colony, under the Moon.'

Kiah waited for a second or two. 'I know about Adai. But we need to talk to Earth Commander again. These numbers are worse.'

Captain Seru's face went red. 'You don't understand. I'm not going to talk to Gog. Last time, he sent me to a weather ship in the Antarctic! This is my first Ship for two years!' And Captain Seru began drinking.

Kiah stood up. 'Thank you, Captain Seru.'

Captain Seru said nothing.

Kiah and Rilla left the room, and walked slowly downstairs. The Ship was dark and quiet. It was eight o'clock and everybody was at dinner.

'What are we going to do next?' Rilla asked.

'I need to talk to Adai,' Kiah said.

'OK, talk to Adai. But he's far away on the Moon colony,' Rilla said. 'Let's visit Commander Zadak.'

'Zadak? Commander of Australia? He's famous!'

'Yes. He's my father's friend. He worked with my father in Brazil ten years ago. Perhaps he can help us.'

Kiah smiled. 'Good! We return to Earth next week. I can phone Adai from Kisangani and then we can go to Australia. But now, I'm hungry! Let's get some dinner.'



AOL artificial ozone layer. 人工臭氧层。

kilometre n. 1000 metres.公里。

computer n. an electronic machine that can quickly make calculations. 计算机。

quickly adv. with great speed. 迅速地。

satellite n. sth. made by people, moving round the Earth sending information back. 卫星。

beautiful adj. giving pleasure to the mind or sense. 美丽的。

hole n. a hollow space in sth. Solid, with an opening on one side. 洞，洞穴。

break up to break into small pieces. 破裂。

Captain n. man or woman in charge of a ship or aeroplane. 船长，机长。

suddenly adv. quickly and unexpectedly. 突然地。

Moon n. it moves round the Earth and shines at night. 月亮。

important adj. very significant, valuable, or necessary. 重要的。

pocket n. small bag sewn into and forming part of an artical of clothing , for carrying things in. 衣袋。

Commander n. man or woman in charge of many others. 司令。

remember v. be able to keep sth. in memory. 记得，记起。

colony n. place lived in by people from a different country. 殖民地，聚居于某一特定地区的一群人。

worse adj. bad to a greater degree or less good. 更坏，更差。

understand v. to know why someone behaves in the way that he does. 理解，明白。

weather n. the condition of the atmosphere, for example whether it is raining, sunny, hot, or windy in an area at a particular time. 天气。

famous adj. very well known. 著名的。

help v. do part of the work of another person; make it easier for sb. to do sth. 帮助。


1　人工臭氧层

OM-45号宇宙飞船在欧洲上空500公里的高度向北飞行。飞船尾部的一个房间里，凯注视着面前计算机屏幕上的数字。

“该吃饭了。”瑞拉叫他。

那些数字飞快地变换着，凯眼都不眨一下。瑞拉穿过房间走到他的桌旁。她也开始观察那些数字。

“卫星怎么了？”她问。她是个美丽的女孩，大约二十岁，黑黑的长发，大大的眼睛。

“卫星没问题，”凯平静地回答，“是人工臭氧层。”他伏在桌上，开始往一个本子上记录那些数字。

突然，那些数字停止了变换。凯望向瑞拉。“在欧洲上空，”他说，“已经开始了。人工臭氧层正在破裂。那上面本来就有大洞了，现在那些洞还在增大。”

“说得对，咱们现在去见塞鲁船长吧，待会儿再吃饭好吗？”

凯站起身。他身高几乎有两米，眼睛和头发都是黑色的。“好，走吧。”他说。

他们迅速朝塞鲁船长的房间走去。他们等在船长的门外。

“进来！”塞鲁船长喊道。她是个有张胖脸的小个子女人。“进来！喝点什么吗？”

“不用，谢谢，”凯说，“我想请您看看这些数字。”凯把自己的笔记本递给塞鲁船长。

塞鲁船长看了看那些数字。突然，她的脸色变了。“不，不，”她说，“我不想谈。时候不早了，我也累了。坐下喝点什么吧。”

凯和瑞拉坐了下来。塞鲁船长的房间里有一扇大窗子。凯透过窗子凝望黑色的天空。他看见了月亮。在黑色的天幕下月亮显得冰冷皎洁。

“塞鲁船长，”他开口了，“这事很重要。仔细看看那些数字。人工臭氧层正开始……”

“别说了。”塞鲁船长站起身把双手插进衣兜。她走到窗前注视着天空。

“300年前，地球几乎毁灭，”瑞拉说，“因为有人工臭氧层地球才幸免于难。但是现在，在欧洲上空，人工臭氧层正在破裂。我们希望您能和地球司令谈一谈。”

塞鲁船长没有动。“你还记得阿岱吗？”她问。不等回答，她接着说：“两年前我在他的船上。一天晚上卫星发回了关于人工臭氧层的一些不寻常的数据。我们回到地球去见地球司令。”塞鲁船长停了下来。

瑞拉看了一眼凯。“然后呢？”她问塞鲁船长。

“高格生气了，特别生气，”塞鲁船长说，“最后，他把阿岱分配到了月球。阿岱现在还在那儿，在月亮下面作月亮部族的司令。”

凯等了一两秒钟：“我知道阿岱的事。但是我们需要再和地球司令谈谈。这些数据比上次的还要糟。”

塞鲁船长的脸涨红了：“你不明白。我不会去跟高格说的。上次他把我发配到了南极的一艘气象飞船上。如今这是我第一艘待了两年的飞船。”塞鲁船长喝了一口水。

凯站起身：“谢谢您，塞鲁船长。”

塞鲁船长没说活。

凯和瑞拉出了门，脚步迟缓地下楼去了。飞船里寂静漆黑。8点钟了，大家都在吃饭。

“下一步咱们怎们办？”瑞拉问。

“我得跟阿岱谈谈。”凯说。

“好，跟阿岱谈谈。可是他现在在遥远的月亮部族，”瑞拉说，“咱们还是去见扎达克司令吧。”

“扎达克？澳大利亚司令？他很有名气呢！”

“是的，他是我父亲的朋友。10年前他和我父亲一起在巴西工作。也许他能帮忙。”

凯笑了，“好，咱们下周回地球。我可以在基桑加尼给阿岱打个电话，然后咱们就去澳大利亚。现在嘛，我可饿了。咱们吃饭去吧。”


2
Visit to Australia

On Friday, after three weeks in space, Kiah and Rilla finished work and left Ship OM-45 on a space plane to Kisangani. Kiah phoned Adai and Rilla phoned Commander Zadak in Australia. The next morning they took an aeroplane to Sydney. A taxi took them from the airport to Commander Zadak's office, some kilometres north of Sydney.

'Wait for us here,' Kiah said to the taxi driver.

Kiah and Rilla walked to the gate. About ten guards stood in front of the gate. Across the road, a train waited.

'Rilla, OM-45,' Rilla said. 'To see Commander Zadak at four-thirty.'

'Let me call the Commander's office,' the guard said.

Kiah and Rilla waited. It was hot and Kiah began to feel thirsty.

The guard came back. 'I'm sorry,' he said. 'The Commander can't see you.'

'But I talked to the Commander yesterday,' Rilla said. 'He wanted to see us at four-thirty.'

'The Commander is leaving on the train in three minutes,' the guard said.

Can we wait and see him here?' Kiah asked.

'No!' the guard shouted. 'Get out of here!'

Kiah and Rilla walked back to the taxi.
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'Where's the driver?' Kiah asked.

'Look! He's sitting by that wall,' Rilla said.

Just then, Commander Zadak came out of the gate. He was a very tall, big man with blue eyes and a lot of white hair. Two guards marched in front of him, and two guards marched behind him. They all carried guns.

'There he is!' Rilla cried. 'Commander!' And she began to run along the road to him.

Commander Zadak did not stop. A guard opened the door of the train and the Commander got in. Slowly, the train began to move.

Kiah ran to the taxi and jumped in. Then he drove the taxi fast down the road. The taxi driver saw him and ran after him. The train began to move faster. Suddenly, Kiah drove the taxi off the road. He drove in front of the train and stopped.

The train came nearer. And then the train stopped, very near the taxi, and some guards jumped off. Kiah opened the door and got out of the taxi.

'Put up your hands!' the guards shouted.

Two of the guards began to hit Kiah.

'Stop that!' someone shouted. 'Bring him over here!' It was Commander Zadak.

Kiah stood in front of the Commander. Just then, Rilla arrived.

'Oh, it's you!' Commander Zadak said. He did not smile. 'Rilla, your father's going to be angry.'

'We want to talk to you, Commander,' Rilla said. 'It's very important.'

'Very well. I'm listening.'

Kiah began to talk. 'Two years ago, Adai told you about the holes in the AOL. Now they're worse. The AOL is breaking up over Europe. Please look at these numbers and this satellite picture.'

He gave his book to Commander Zadak and the Commander looked at the numbers.

'It's important, Commander,' Kiah said. In ten years Earth is going to die.'

'You stopped my train because of this?' Commander Zadak asked. 'Two years ago Adai talked to me about the AOL. Then he talked to Earth Commander, and what happened? Where is Adai now? Is the Moon colony helping the AOL?'

'We know about Adai, Commander,' Rilla said. 'But someone needs to talk to Earth Commander again.'

'I'm going to talk to Gog about rain, I can tell you that. Earth needs rain: there was no rain last winter. Half of Australia has no water and my trees here are dying. Without rain, many people are going to die. Is Gog going to understand that? I don't know!'

Commander Zadak began to walk back to his train. 'Move that taxi!' he called to his guards.

Some guards moved the taxi back to the road and then they jumped on to the train again. The train began to move.

'OK,' the taxi driver shouted. 'What are you going to do next? Drive my taxi into the river?'

Kiah smiled. He took some money from his pocket and gave it to the taxi driver.

The taxi driver looked at the money. 'OK, OK,' he said. 'Where now? Back to the airport?'

Kiah took Rilla's hand, 'Yes,' he said. 'Let's get back to Kisangani. We can phone Adai again tomorrow.'



space n. far from Earth where there is no air. 太空。

aeroplane n. flying machine with one or more engines. 飞机。

airport n. place where aeroplanes come down. 机场。

gate n. a door in a fence or wall. 大门。

guard n. a man or woman watching for danger. 卫兵。

across prep. from one side to the other side of. 从一边到另一边。

train n. a number of railway coaches, wagons, etc. joined together. 火车。

thirsty adj. feeling caused by a desire to drink. 渴的，口渴。

march v. walk as soldiers do，with measured steps. 阔步前进。

gun n. sth. that sends bullets from a metal tube. 枪。

ran vi. past tense of "to run"; move with quick steps. 跑步。

drove vt. past tense of "to drive"; control a car or a bus. 驾驶。

hit v. past tense of "to hit"; give a blow or stroke to. 打，打击。

dying adj. not likely to live or exist much longer. 快死的，行将完结的。

jump v. to move quickly off sth. or on to sth. 跳跃。

money n. coins or printed notes, given and accepted when buying and selling things. 钱，钱币。


2　访问澳大利亚

这是个星期五，凯和瑞拉已经在太空飞行了三周。他们结束了工作，离开OΜ-45号宇宙飞船，乘航天飞机飞往基桑加尼。凯和瑞拉分别跟阿岱和澳大利亚司令扎达克通了电话。第二天早晨他们乘飞机来到悉尼。一辆出租车把他们从机场带到了悉尼以北几公里以外的扎达克司令的办公室。

“在这儿等我们。”凯吩咐出租车司机。

凯和瑞拉朝大门走去。门前站着大约有十个卫兵。一辆火车正等在马路对面。

“我叫瑞拉，OM-45号的，”瑞拉说，“扎达克司令4点半要接见我们。”

“我给司令办公室打个电话。”卫兵说。

凯和瑞拉站在那儿等着。天气很热，凯开始感到口渴。

那个卫兵回来了。“对不起，”他说，“司令不能见你们。”

“可是我昨天跟司令说过，”瑞拉说，“他答应今天4点半见我们。”

“再过三分钟司令就要坐火车出发了。”卫兵说。

“我们能不能在这儿等着见他一面？”凯问。

“不行！”卫兵喊了起来，“出去！”

凯和瑞拉回到出租车那儿。

“司机哪去了？”凯问。

“那不是嘛！在墙边坐着呢。”瑞拉说。

正说着，扎达克司令出现在大门口。他高大魁梧，蓝眼睛，长着一头浓密的白发。四个卫兵两前两后阔步行进护卫着他。他们都带着枪。

“他在那儿！”瑞拉喊了起来，“扎达克司令！”她随即顺着马路朝他跑去。

扎达克司令并没有停下脚步。一个卫兵打开火车门，扎达克跨了进去。火车缓缓地开动了。

凯奔向那辆出租车，迅速坐进车里。随即他开着车飞快地顺路而下。出租车司机看见了他，在后面紧追不放。火车开始加速。突然，凯把出租车开下了马路。直驶到火车前头停了下来。

火车越来越近了。在就要撞到出租车的时候，它停了下来。几个卫兵从车厢里跳了下来。凯打开车门从出租车里出来。

“举起手来！”卫兵们朝他喊。

两个卫兵对凯一阵拳打脚踢。

“住手！”有人喊了一声，“把他带到这儿来！”是扎达克司令。

凯站到了司令面前。正在这时，瑞拉赶到了。

“噢，是你。”扎达克司令说话了。他不带一丝笑容：“瑞拉，你父亲会生气的。”

“我们想和您谈谈，司令，”瑞拉说，“这事非常重要。”

“说吧，我听着呢。”

凯开口了：“两年前阿岱曾跟您谈过人工臭氧层上的洞。现在情况更糟了。欧洲上空的人工臭氧层已经开裂。请您看看这些数据和这张卫星照片。”

他把笔记本递给扎达克司令，扎达克看了看本子上的数据。

“这事非常重要，司令，”凯说，“10年后地球就要毁灭了。”

“你们拦住我的火车就为这事？”扎达克司令问，“两年前阿岱跟我谈过人工臭氧层的事。然后他又跟地球司令谈了这件事。之后又怎么样了呢？阿岱现在在哪？月亮部族能帮助修复人工臭氧层吗？”

“我们知道阿岱的事，司令。”瑞拉说，“但是得有人再去跟地球司令谈谈。”

“我可以告诉你们，我正准备去跟高格谈谈雨水的事。地球需要雨水：去年冬天没下雨。澳大利亚有一半地区没有水，我们的树都要枯死了。假如没有水的话很多人都要活不下去了。高格会理解这一切吗？我不知道。”

扎达克司令朝他的火车走去。“把那辆出租车弄走！”他朝卫兵们喊。

几个卫兵把出租车推回到公路上，然后跳上了火车。火车启动了。

“好啊，”出租车司机喊道，“接下去你们还想干什么？把我的出租车开到河里去？”

凯笑了。他从衣兜里拿出一些钱递给出租车司机。

出租车司机看了看那些钱。“好吧，好吧。”他说，“现在去哪？回机场？”

凯拉住瑞拉的手。“是的，”他说，“咱们回基桑加尼去。我们明天再给阿岱打个电话。”


3
Earth Commander

The next day in Kisangani, Kiah and Rilla waited quietly in an office in Gog's house. Suddenly, Commander Zadak came into the office and gave some letters to the man behind the table. He saw the two young people and stopped in front of them.

'You again!' he said. 'What are you doing here?'

Kiah stood up. 'Good morning, Commander. We're here because we want to see Earth Commander.'

'I saw Earth Commander some minutes ago and talked to him about rain, 'Zadak said quietly. 'But he didn't listen. Your captain, Seru, was here earlier this morning and began to tell him about the holes in the AOL. But Gog doesn't want to hear about our planet. He's always talking about Mars. In the end, he's going to destroy Earth.'

'Please help us!' Rilla cried. 'Come and see Gog with us!'

'No.' Zadak looked at Kiah and then at Rilla with his blue eyes. 'I'm not talking to Gog again. And you—Gog isn't going to listen to you. Be careful—and good luck!'

Commander Zadak opened the door and left the office.

Rilla looked at Kiah. 'Earth Commander is a difficult man. I don't understand him.'

'Everyone is afraid of him, 'Kiah said. 'And Commander Zadak isn't going to help us.'
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Kiah and Rilla waited. They waited and waited. At nearly twelve o'clock, a guard came into the office.

'Come!' he said.

Kiah and Rilla went with the guard. The house was big and old, with big windows and many doors. The guard went downstairs and opened one of the doors. There was nobody in the room.

'Wait here,' the guard said, and left.

Kiah and Rilla sat down on the expensive green and black chairs and looked at the expensive flowers on the tables. There were no windows in this room. Suddenly, the door opened and a tall, fat woman came in. Her name was Bel, and she was Gog's wife. She had a lot of long red hair and she wore an expensive blue dress. Bel liked expensive things. She carried a cat. The cat was black and white: half its face was black and half was white; half its body was black and half was white.

'Why are you here? Why do you want to see Earth Commander?' she asked.

Rilla stood up. 'How do you do?' she said. 'We want to talk to Earth Commander about the AOL. We have new numbers from the satellite.'

Bel's face was red. 'The AOL! Earth Commander knows about the AOL, and he is the best man—'

'Excuse me,' Kiah said quietly. 'We want to help Earth Commander.'

Bel began to laugh. 'Help? You?' The cat jumped down and walked across the room. 'How can you help? Why can't you understand? Listen. Earth Commander is working on the spaceship for Mars. It's difficult and expensive work.' The cat jumped on to Rilla's chair and looked at her with its yellow eyes. 'Two years ago, Adai wanted more money for the AOL—and Earth Commander sent him to the colony under the Moon. Now you're talking about the AOL. Do you want to go to the Moon, too?'

The door opened again and a different guard came in. 'Excuse me. Earth Commander is ready now.'

Bel stood up. 'You can see Earth Commander now,' she said coldly. 'But you're going to be sorry!'

The guard opened a different door, and Bel and the cat went into a beautiful room with expensive, very old tables and chairs. Rilla and Kiah went in behind them. There were no windows in the room, but a lot of pictures. There was Gog! The richest man on Earth; and the worst man on Earth. He was tall and fat, and without much hair. He sat behind a big table with a television, three computers and five telephones. He watched the television and didn't look at Kiah or Rilla. Two guards with guns stood behind him and two more guards stood near the door.

'Here they are!' Bel said. 'They aren't friends, oh no! They want to talk about the AOL, of course. No one understands about Mars—'

'That's all right, that's all right,' Gog said quickly. And then he looked up, first at Rilla and then at Kiah. His eyes were cold and green. 'I know about you two,' he said. 'Your captain told me about you. You're famous! Two children! You want to help planet Earth, is that right?' He waited. The cat jumped on to his table and sat down in front of the television.

'Yes, Commander,' Kiah began. 'The AOL is breaking up—'

'When? Tonight? Tomorrow?' Gog said angrily. 'I heard this old story two years ago, from Adai. Everyone comes here and wants money—money for the AOL, money for rain, money for the Moon colony. But I am Earth Commander, and you are nobody! I know about the AOL and the AOL is good for a hundred years!'

'But the satellite—' Kiah began again.

'Be quiet!' Gog cried. 'I am Earth Commander! I'm not going to give money for the AOL! Or for rain! Or for the Moon!' Gog looked at the guards near the door. 'Take them— take them away. I don't want to hear them.'

The guards moved behind Kiah and Rilla, and Bel began to laugh. 'Goodbye!' she said. 'You're not going to the Moon, you're going to prison! You can talk about the holes in the AOL there!'



came vi. past tense of "to come", move to be with somebody or to be at a place. 来，来到。

letter n. written message sent by one person to another. 信，信件。

Mars n. the planet fourth in order from the sun, and next to the earth. 火星。

destroy v. to kill, to ruin completely. 毁掉。

careful adj. taking care with the intention of avoiding danger. 小心的。

difficult adj. not easy, requiring effort, strength, or skill. 困难的。

expensive adj. high priced. 昂贵的。

dress n. one-piece outer garment worn by a woman or a girl. 妇女的外衣，裙子。

laugh v. make sounds and movements of the face and body, showing joy. 笑，大笑。

spaceship n. sth. that can carry people into space. 宇宙飞船。

planet n. a large object in space moving round the sun, like the Earth. 行星。

soon adv. in a short time. 很快。

prison n. a place where people are locked up. 监狱。


3　地球司令

第二天在基桑加尼，凯和瑞拉在高格住处的一间办公室里静静地等待着。突然，扎达克司令走进办公室，递给办公桌后面的那个人一些信件。他看见了两个年轻人，在他们面前站住了。

“又是你们！”他说，“你们在这儿干嘛？”

凯站了起来：“早晨好，司令。我们来这儿是为了见地球司令。”

“几分钟前我见到了地球司令，还跟他谈了雨水的事。”扎达克平静地说，“但是他不听。你们塞鲁船长今天早晨来过，并且告诉他人工臭氧层有了洞。可是髙格不想听我们这颗星球的事。他总是谈论火星。最终他会毁了地球。”

“请您帮帮我们！”瑞拉喊着，“和我们一起去见见高格吧！”

“不，”扎达克用他蓝蓝的眼睛看了看凯，又看了看瑞拉，“我不会再跟高格谈了。而你们——高格不会听你们的。小心点——祝你们好运！”

扎达克司令打开房门走出了办公室。

瑞拉看了看凯：“地球司令是个不好相处的人。我真不知道他是怎么想的。”

“大家都怕他，”凯说，“扎达克司令也不准备帮助我们。”

凯和瑞拉等待着。他们等啊等。快12点时，一个卫兵走进办公室。

“来吧。”他说。

凯和瑞拉跟在卫兵后面。这是座宽敞的旧房子，有巨大的窗户，许多扇门。卫兵下了楼，打开了一扇门。房间里一个人也没有。

“在这儿等着。”卫兵说了一句就离开了。

凯和瑞拉在昂贵的绿黑相间的椅子上坐了下来，观赏着桌子上那些名贵的鲜花。这个房间没有窗子。突然，门开了，一个身高体胖的女人走了进来。她叫贝尔，是高格的妻子。她有一头浓密的红色长发，穿着一件昂贵的蓝色裙子。贝尔喜欢昂贵的东西。她抱着一只猫。那是只黑白相间的猫：猫脸一半黑一半白；猫身也是一半黑一半白。

“你们来这儿干嘛？你们为什么要见地球司令？”她问。

瑞拉站起身。“你好，”她说，“我们要和地球司令谈谈人工臭氧层的事。我们从卫星上获得了新数据。”

贝尔的脸涨红了：“人工臭氧层！地球司令知道人工臭氧层的事。他是最——“

“对不起，”凯平静地说，“我们想帮助地球司令。”

贝尔笑了：“帮助？你们？”那只猫跳了下来走到房间的另一头。“你们怎么帮他？你们怎么不明白呢？听着，地球司令正忙着制造去火星的飞船。这可是既费力又费钱的工作。”那只猫跳到瑞拉的椅子上，黄色的眼睛盯着她。“两年前，阿岱想为人工臭氧层要更多的钱——地球司令把他送到了月亮下面的部族。现在你们又在谈人工臭氧层，你们也想到月亮那儿去吗？”

门又开了，另一个卫兵走了进来：“对不起，地球司令可以接见了。”

贝尔站起身。“你们现在可以去见地球司令了，”她冷冰冰地说，“可你们会后悔的！”

卫兵打开另外一扇门，贝尔和那只猫走进一个摆满非常古老、昂贵的桌椅的漂亮房间。瑞拉和凯跟在他们后面。这间屋子也没有窗户，墙上挂满了图画。高格就在里面！这个世界上最富也最坏的人。他又高又胖，头发稀疏。他坐在一张大桌子后面，桌上放着一台电视，三台电脑，五部电话。只见他注视着电视屏幕，根本不看凯和瑞拉。两个持枪的卫兵站在他身后，还有两个站在门边。

“他们来了，”贝尔说，“他们不是朋友，噢，不是。当然，他们要谈谈人工臭氧层的事。没人懂得火星——”

“行了，行了，”高格快速地打断她。之后他抬起头看看瑞拉又看看凯。那是一双冷漠的绿眼睛。“我知道你们俩，”他说，“你们船长跟我说起过你们。你们名气不小啊！两个孩子！你们想拯救地球，是不是？”他等着回答。那只猫跳上他的桌子坐在电视机前。

“是的，司令，”凯开口了，“人工臭氧层正在破裂——”

“什么时候？今天晚上？明天？”高格生气地说，“两年前我就听阿岱说过这个老掉牙的故事。每个人都到这儿来要钱——为人工臭氧层，为下雨的事，为月亮部族。但是我是地球司令，你们什么也不是！我知道人工臭氧层，它能坚持一百年！”

“可是卫星——”凯又开口了。

“少废话！”高格叫了起来，“我是地球司令！我不会为人工臭氧层花钱！也不为下雨的事花钱！也不为月亮！”高格看了一眼门口的卫兵，“把他们——把他们带走。我不想听他们讲话。”

卫兵们在凯和瑞拉身后行动起来，贝尔笑了。“再见了！”她说，“你们不会去月球，你们要去监狱！你们可以在那儿谈论人工臭氧层上的洞！”


4
Prison 888

Commander Zadak was in his room at the biggest hotel in Kisangani. Suddenly, he heard the phone.

'Commander?' someone said, very quietly. 'A man and a woman—from Ship OM-45—in prison 888.' The phone went dead. Zadak put the phone down, stood up, and left his room.

Prison 888 was a big white building without windows, near Gog's house. There were a lot of guards at the gate, and some more guards marched past the building. All the guards carried guns.

Commander Zadak walked across the road to the prison. 'I want to visit someone. My name is Commander Zadak.'

'I'm sorry, Commander,' a guard said. 'We can't open the gate. Nobody can go in without a letter from Earth Commander.'

'That's all right,' Zadak said, and walked along the road, past the prison.

A guard ran behind him. 'Excuse me, Commander,' he said quickly. 'Please come back tonight. I can open the back gate at midnight. You can see the two people from Ship OM-45.'

Zadak looked at the guard. 'Your captain's going to kill you.'
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The guard smiled. 'My captain phoned you about the two people from OM-45. He's the brother of Captain Seru.'

Zadak didn't smile. 'The prison commander is going to kill you and your captain.'

'It doesn't matter,' the guard said. 'We want to help.'

'Midnight,' Zadak said, and walked away.

At midnight there were four guards at the front gate of prison 888, and there was one guard at the back gate. The guard opened the gate and Zadak went in. The guard said nothing. They walked downstairs into a big room. A lot of prisoners slept on the floor because there were no beds or chairs. Kiah and Rilla sat on the floor near the door.

'You can talk for five minutes,' the guard said quietly. 'The next guard arrives at 12.15.'

Kiah and Rilla stood up. 'Good evening, Commander,' they said.

Zadak looked at the prisoners. 'Why are all these people here?' he said to Kiah and Rilla. 'They're in prison because Gog doesn't like them. I talk to Gog about rain, I talk to him about the AOL, but he never listens. Today, someone told me about some fires in the new forest here in Africa; but Gog doesn't want to hear about those fires.' Zadak laughed angrily. 'And he doesn't want to hear about my trees in Australia. He never listens to me. He's always thinking about Mars, Not about our beautiful planet Earth.'

Kiah listened carefully. 'Take it easy, Commander,' he said quietly. 'Please talk to Adai. Adai wants to help. He can come back from the Moon and help you.'

'No,' Zadak said. 'I phoned Adai this afternoon. He's a good man and he wants to help. But I don't need help. I'm going to stop Gog: I'm going to kill him.'

Kiah closed his eyes for a minute. 'Gog's guards have guns. They can kill you, Commander,' he said. 'You need more people to help. Wait for Adai. He can help you to look for more people.'

'No, Kiah,' Zadak said quietly. I don't want more people. Adai can come back to Earth after Gog is dead—after I am dead, perhaps. I don't want Adai to die, too.'

'Excuse me, Commander,' the guard said. He looked at the clock near the door.

'OK. Let's go,' Zadak said to the guard. He looked at Rilla and then at Kiah. His eyes were very blue. 'Goodbye,' he said.

'Goodbye, Commander,' Kiah said.

'Be careful!' Rilla cried. 'And good luck!'

Early that morning, Earth Commander's house was quiet.

A guard opened the door.

'Good morning, Commander Zadak,' he said. 'Earth Commander isn't in his office.'

'That's all right,' Zadak said. 'I can wait.'

Zadak went upstairs and waited.

At eight o'clock Bel came into the room. 'Good morning, Commander,' she said. 'You're early this morning. Are you happier today? Earth Commander was very angry with you yesterday. Don't begin talking about rain or the AOL today.'

Zadak smiled, but his blue eyes were cold. 'No,' he said. 'I'm not going to talk about rain today.'

Just then, Gog came into the room. He looked at Zadak. 'What's wrong? Why are you here at eight o'clock in the morning?'

Zadak took his gun from his pocket. Gog saw the gun and his face went white. His eyes were dark and afraid. For a second nobody moved.

Suddenly, Bel's black and white cat ran into the room.

'Guards! Guards!' Bel shouted.

The cat jumped at Zadak, and Zadak hit the cat away from him. Bel ran across the room to Gog and Zadak, at that second, shot at Gog. But Bel was between him and Gog. She gave a cry and fell to the floor. Her hair looked very red on the black floor.

'No!' 'Gog cried. 'You shot Bel!'

Three guards ran into the room with their big guns and stood in front of Gog.

'Kill him!' Gog shouted, and began to help Bel.

Zadak looked at the guards and then at Bel and Gog. Kiah was right: he was going to die.

'I'm sorry, Kiah. I'm sorry, Adai,' he said quietly.

The guards shot Zadak. Slowly, he fell to the floor.



phone n. machines that can carry the human voice through wires. 电话。

smile v. show pleased, happy, amused or other expression on the face. 微笑。

prisoner n. people Locked locked in the prison. 犯人。

slept v. past tense of "to sleep"; rest with the eyes closed. 睡觉。

kill v. put to death. 杀，杀死。

clock n. machine that can show the time. 钟表。

cry n. any loud sound expressing fear, anger. 叫喊。

fell vi. past tense of "to fail", to go down suddenly. 倒下。

second n. there are sixty of them in one minute. 秒，秒钟。


4　888号监狱

在基桑加尼最大的饭店，扎达克司令正待在他的房间里。突然，电话铃响了。

“司令吗？”有人非常平静地说，“一个男的和一个女的——从OM-45号飞船上来的——正在888号监狱里。”电话挂断了。扎达克放下听筒，站起身，离开了他的房间。

888号监狱座落在高格家附近，是座没有窗户的高大的白色建筑。监狱门口有许多卫兵，另外还有一些卫兵从监狱前走过。所有的卫兵都带着枪。

扎达克司令穿过马路来到监狱门前，说道：“我是扎达克司令。我要见一个人。”

“对不起，司令，”一个卫兵说，“我们不能开门。没有地球司令的信谁也不能进去。”

“好吧，”扎达克说。他顺着马路从监狱旁边绕了过去。

一个卫兵从后面赶了上来。“对不起，司令，”他说得很快，“请您今天晚上来吧。午夜的时候我可以打开后门。您能见到从OM-45号宇宙飞船来的那两个人。”

扎达克注视着那个卫兵：“你们队长会杀了你的。”

那个卫兵笑了：“是我们队长给您打电话，告诉您OM-45号那两个人的事的。他是塞鲁船长的哥哥。”

扎达克没有笑：“监狱长会把你和你们队长都杀掉的。”

“没关系，”那个卫兵说，“我们愿意帮忙。”

“午夜。”扎达克说了一声就走了。

午夜时分，888号监狱正门前有四个卫兵，还有一个卫兵守在后门。那个卫兵打开后门，扎达克走了进去。卫兵什么也没说。他们走下楼梯进了一个大房间。那个房间里没有床也没有椅子，许多犯人睡在地板上。凯和瑞拉坐在门边的地板上。

“你们可以谈五分钟，”那个卫兵悄悄说，“下一班卫兵12点一刻来。”

凯和瑞拉站起身：“晚上好，司令。”他们说。

扎达克看了看那些犯人：“这些人为什么被关在这儿？”他对凯和瑞拉说道，“高格不喜欢他们，所以把他们关了起来。我跟高格说了下雨的事，还有人工臭氧层的事，可是他根本不听。今天有人告诉我非洲那些幼林失火了，可是高格根本不想听火灾的事。”扎达克愤怒地冷笑了一声：“他也不想知道澳大利亚我那些树林的事。他从来不听我的。他总想着火星，从来不想想我们美丽的地球。”

凯认真听着。“别太在意，司令，”他平静地说，“请您和阿岱谈谈。他会帮忙的。他可以从月球回来帮助您。”

“不行，”扎达克说，“今天下午我给他打了电话。他是个好人，也愿意帮忙。可我不需要帮助。我要阻止高格——我要杀了他。”

凯闭目凝神了一会儿。“高格的卫兵有枪。他们会杀了您的，司令。”他说，“您需要多一些人帮忙。等等阿岱。他能帮您找更多的人。”

“不，凯，”扎达克平静地说，“我不想要更多的人。阿岱可以在高格死了以后——也许我死了以后再回来。我不希望阿岱也来送死。”

“对不起，司令。”那个卫兵说。他看了看门边挂着的钟。

“好吧，咱们走。”扎达克对卫兵说。他看了看瑞拉又看了看凯。他的双眼晶莹碧蓝。“再见了。”他说。

“再见，司令。”凯说。

“要小心！”瑞拉喊着，“祝您好运！”

那天清晨，地球司令的家里非常安静。一个卫兵打开房门。

“早晨好，扎达克司令，”他说，“地球司令不在办公室。”

“没关系，”扎达克说，“我可以等。”

扎达克来到楼上开始等待。

8点钟的时候贝尔走了进来。“早晨好，司令，”她说，“今天您可真早。您今天高兴点了吗？地球司令昨天跟您发了很大的火。今天可别上来就谈什么雨水或者人工臭氧层的事了。”

扎达克笑了，可他的蓝眼睛里透着寒光。“不会的，”他说，“今天我不准备谈雨水的事。”

正说着，高格走了进来。他看着扎达克：“这是怎么了？你为什么早晨8点钟就来这儿？”

扎达克从衣兜里掏出了枪。高格看见了那支枪，脸色煞白。他目光灰暗，充满恐惧。一时间大家都僵在了那儿。

突然，贝尔那只黑白相间的猫跑了进来。

“卫兵！卫兵！”贝尔喊了起来。

那只猫朝扎达克扑过来，扎达克把猫抡到一边。贝尔朝房间另一头的高格跑去，就在这时，扎达克朝高格开枪了。可是贝尔正好跑到他和高格之问。她叫了一声就倒在了地板上。在黑色地板的映衬下她的头发显得越发红艳。

“不！”高格大喊，“你打死了贝尔！”

三个拿着长枪的卫兵跑了进来，站在高格前面。

“杀了他！”高格叫着，一边去救贝尔。

扎达克看了看那几个卫兵，又看了看贝尔和高格。凯说得对：他活不成了。

“凯，阿岱，我对不起你们。”他平静地说。

卫兵们朝扎达克开了枪。他缓缓地倒在地板上。


5
Forest fires

Later that morning, four guards took Rilla to Gog's office. His face looked tired and his eyes were red.

'Leave us,' he said to the guards. Then he looked at Rilla. 'Tell me about Kiah. When did you first meet him? Is Zadak his friend? What do they talk about?'

Rilla looked down at the floor and said nothing.

'Come on, tell me!' Gog said angrily. He waited, but Rilla said nothing. 'Tell me about Zadak, then. Your father and Commander Zadak were friends. Now, you're talking to Zadak about the AOL. I know that. What is Zadak saying?'

'Why? Why do you want to know about Commander Zadak?' Rilla asked.

'I'm asking the questions, not you,' Gog said. 'Did you see Zadak yesterday?'

'The AOL is important, not Commander Zadak,' Rilla said.

Gog watched Rilla carefully. 'Zadak is dead.'

'No!' Rilla cried.

'He is dead,' Gog said again. 'You lost your friend, here in this building, early this morning. My guards shot him.'

Rilla's face went white, 'What happened? Tell me!'

'I'm going to tell you one thing,' Gog said angrily. 'I'm going to destroy Australia. I'm going to burn Zadak's new forest there. You can tell all your friends! Zadak wanted to kill me, but I killed him. He wanted money for rain, money for the AOL, and now he's dead. You can tell all those prisoners in prison 888. They wanted to stop me, but they can't now. I'm going to Mars! Bel always wanted to go to Mars.' He began to hit the table with his hand. 'I'm going to leave this dead planet! Nobody can stop me!'
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'You're crazy,' Rilla said. 'You killed Zadak, but one day someone is going to kill you.'

Gog stood up. His face was tired and he looked ill. 'Be quiet!' he said. 'Guards! Take her away. Back to 888.'

The guards came in and took Rilla out.

'What happened?' she asked them. 'Commander Zadak is dead; why is Gog angry?'

The guards said nothing. But after they returned to the gate of 888, a guard said to Rilla, very quietly: 'Bel is dead. Zadak didn't shoot Gog, but he shot Bel, before the guards shot him.'

A guard. took Rilla into the prison, and soon she was with Kiah again.

'What happened?' Kiah asked. 'Tell me.'

 Rilla put her hands over her face and began to cry. 'Zadak is dead,' she began. 'He didn't kill Gog. He killed Bel before the guards shot him, and now Gog is going to destroy Australia.'

Kiah sat down on the floor next to Rilla. His face was sad. 'Don't cry,' he said quietly.

Three or four prisoners came across the room.

'What's the matter?' they asked.

'Zadak is dead,' Kiah said. 'But Bel is dead, too.'

'What's going to happen next?' someone asked. But nobody answered.

The next afternoon, Captain Seru's brother took Kiah and Rilla to a little room at the back of the prison.They sat down, and five minutes later Captain Seru arrived. Nobody smiled.

'You were right, Captain,' Kiah said. 'Gog sent us to prison because we told him about the holes in the AOL.'

Seru smiled. 'You were right, Kiah,' she said. 'Those satellite numbers were very bad. I began to tell Gog, but he didn't listen to me.'

'Would you like some coffee? And some sandwiches?' Seru's brother asked.

'Yes, please,' Seru said. 'I'm hungry.' She looked at Kiah and Rilla. 'Things are very bad.'

'What's happening?' Rilla asked.

'You know about Zadak? And Bel?'

'Yes. Gog told Rilla yesterday,' Kiah said.

Seru smiled, but her eyes were not happy. 'Gog talked to me this morning,' she said. Her brother came in with the coffee and sandwiches and Seru began to eat. 'Gog wants to know about Zadak, and about you,' she said. 'He's going to kill us all, I think, before he goes to Mars.'

Suddenly, Rilla felt ill. 'I can't eat now!' she cried. But she took some coffee and began to drink. 'Let's get out of here,' she said. 'Perhaps we can get a plane to Brazil and go to my family.'

'Difficult,' Seru said. 'Last night fires began in the new forest in Europe, and they're moving across Europe. The fires in Africa are burning fast. Gog began to destroy Zadak's forest in Australia yesterday.'

'Did you phone Adai?' Kiah asked.

'Adai! You never stop talking about Adai. What can he do?' Rilla said. She felt angry.

Seru looked at Rilla for a minute. 'Yes, I phoned Adai before I came here. I told him about Zadak and Bel, and about the fires. He asked about you, Kiah. He can't come down at Kisangani airport because Gog is there with a lot of his guards. Ship MARS 4 is nearly ready and Gog is watching it. He wants to leave Earth tomorrow.'

'How can Adai help us?' Rilla asked. 'He can't shoot all the guards here.'

Captain Seru finished the last sandwich. 'Let's leave that to Adai,' she said. 'We can do nothing.'

'Are you going to stay here?' Kiah asked.

'Yes,' Seru answered. 'Adai is coming to the prison after he arrives on Earth.'

'Oh yes?' Rilla said tiredly. 'But when? Gog can kill us before Adai comes.'

'No, he can't,' Seru's brother said. 'You can stay here, in this room. Gog's guards are all afraid—afraid of the fires, afraid of the people. They aren't going to look for you here.'



angrily adv. with anger, the feeling that makes people want to fight. 生气地，愤怒地。

lost vt. past tense of "to lose", no longer have. 失去。

burn v. to be on fire. 着火；燃烧。

crazy adj. mad , foolish. 疯，傻的。

sad adj. unhappy. 难过，伤心。

meet v. come face to face with. 见面，会见。

sandwich n. two pieces of bread with meat in between. 三明治。

felt v. past tense of "to feel"; learn about by touching. 触摸。

fire n. sth. burning. 火，火焰。

ill adj. in bad health. 病，生病。


5　森林大火

那天上午发生了这些事情之后，四个卫兵把瑞拉带到了高格的办公室。高格一脸疲惫，眼睛红红的。

“出去吧。”他吩咐卫兵。之后他盯着瑞拉：“跟我说说凯。你第一次见到他是什么时候？扎达克是他的朋友吗？他们都谈些什么呢？”

瑞拉低头看着地板，一言不发。

“说呀，告诉我！”高格生气地喊。他等待着，瑞拉仍旧什么也没说。“那就说说扎达克吧。你爸爸和扎达克司令是朋友。现在你把人工臭氧层的事告诉了他。我知道这些。扎达克他怎么说？”

“为什么？为什么你想知道扎达克司令的事？”瑞拉问。

“是我在提问，不是你，”高格说，“昨天你见到扎达克了吗？”

“人工臭氧层才是重要的，不是扎达克司令。”瑞拉说。

高格凝视着瑞拉：“扎达克死了。”

“不！”瑞拉叫了起来。

“他死了，”高格重复了一遍，“你失去了你的朋友，就在这座楼里，就在今天清晨。我的卫兵开枪打死了他。”

瑞拉的脸白了：“出了什么事？告诉我！”

“有一件事我得告诉你，”高格恼怒地说，“我要毁掉澳大利亚。我要把扎达克新栽的森林烧毁，你可以告诉你所有的朋友。扎达克想杀死我，可我杀了他。他想为下雨的事，为人工臭氧层要钱，可现在他死了。你可以告诉888号监狱里所有的人。他们想阻止我，可现在他们不可能了。我要去火星！贝尔一直想去火星的。”他用手敲打着桌面，“我要离开这个死亡的星球！没人能阻拦我！”

“你疯了，”瑞拉说，“你杀了扎达克，但总有一天也会有人把你杀掉的。”

高格站起身。他面色疲惫，憔悴不堪。“住嘴！”他喊着，“卫兵！把她带走。带回888号监狱去。”

卫兵们把瑞拉带了出去。

“出了什么事？”她问他们，“扎达克司令死了，高格为什么那么生气？”

卫兵们什么也没说。可是到了888号监狱门口，一个卫兵小声告诉瑞拉：“贝尔死了。扎达克没打着高格，可他打死了贝尔，然后卫兵才朝扎达克开的枪。”

一个卫兵把瑞拉带进监狱，很快瑞拉就回到了凯身边。

“出了什么事？”凯问，“告诉我。”

瑞拉捂着脸哭了起来。“扎达克死了，”她说，“他没能杀死高格。他打死贝尔之后那些卫兵杀了他，现在高格要毁掉澳大利亚。”

凯在瑞拉身边坐了下来。“别哭了。”他轻轻对瑞拉说，脸上流露出悲伤的神情。

三四个犯人走了过来。

“出了什么事？”他们问。

“扎达克死了，”凯说，“贝尔也死了。”

“以后还会出什么事呢？”一个人问。可是没人回答。

第二天下午，塞鲁船长的哥哥把凯和瑞拉带到监狱后面的一个小房间。他们坐了下来，5分钟后，塞鲁船长来了。大家都很严肃。

“船长，不出您所料，"凯说，“我们告诉高格人工臭氧层有洞的事，他就把我们送进了监狱。”

塞鲁笑了。“你说得对，凯，”她说，“那些卫星数据的确很糟糕。我试着跟高格说，可他根本不听我的。”

“要点咖啡吗？还有三明治？”塞鲁的哥哥问。

“好吧，要一点，”塞鲁说，“我饿了。”她看着凯和瑞拉：“情况非常糟糕。”

“出了什么事？”瑞拉问。

“你知道扎达克的事吗？还有贝尔？”

“瑞拉知道，高格昨天告诉她了。”凯说。

塞鲁笑了，可她的目光中却没有喜悦的神情。“高格今天早晨跟我谈过了。”她说。她哥哥拿着咖啡和三明治走了进来，塞鲁边吃边说：“高格想知道关于扎达克的情况，他也想知道关于你们的情况。”她说，“我想，他要把我们大家都杀掉，然后再去火星。”

突然，瑞拉感到很难受。“我现在吃不下去！”她喊着，一边倒了杯咖啡喝起来。“咱们出去吧，”她说，“也许我们能搭上去巴西的飞机回我家去。”

“很困难，”塞鲁说，“昨天夜里欧洲的新森林起了火，火势正向整个欧洲蔓延。非洲的大火越烧越猛。昨天高格开始摧毁扎达克在澳大利亚的森林。”

“你给阿岱打电话了吗？”凯问。

“阿岱！你怎么老是说起他，他能干什么呢？”瑞拉非常生气。

塞鲁注视了一阵瑞拉：“是的，我来之前给阿岱打过电话。我告诉了他扎达克和贝尔的事，还有火灾。他还问到你，凯。他不能降落在基桑加尼机场，因为髙格在那儿，他还布置了许多士兵。火星4号宇宙飞船已经基本准备就绪，高格正密切关注着它的进展。他想明天离开地球。”

“阿岱怎么帮助我们呢？”瑞拉问，“他也不能把这儿所有的卫兵都打死。”

塞鲁船长吃完了最后一个三明治。“这个问题就留给阿岱吧，”她说，“我们什么也做不了。”

“您准备待在这儿吗？”凯问。

“是的，”塞鲁说，“阿岱抵达地球之后就会到这座监狱来的。”

“噢，真的吗？”瑞拉疲惫地说，“可是什么时候呢？阿岱来之前高格就会把我们杀了。”

“不，他不会，”塞鲁的哥哥说，“你们可以待在这儿，在这个房间里。髙格的卫兵都害怕——怕那些火灾；怕那些人。他们不会到这儿来找你们的。”


6
Spaceship to the Moon

And so they waited. And waited. Rilla slept in her chair. Kiah and Seru talked quietly. Seru's brother came and went. Most of the prison guards ran away with the prisoners. Seven or eight people—some prisoners and some guards—didn't want to run away, so they came into the room and waited, too.

 Ten o'clock came, then eleven o'clock. It was very quiet. Seru walked up and down the room. Kiah sat next to Rilla. Seru's brother came into the room again.

'It's after midnight,' he said.

Just then, they heard the noise of a plane. Kiah stood up. 'Come on,' he said. 'Let's get out of the building.'

Quietly, they left the building. It was a dark, hot night. There were no guards in front of the prison, so they went to the gate and waited there. Suddenly, they saw the plane. It was a little plane, and it came down on the road in front of the prison!

Rilla took Kiah's hand. 'You were right,' she said. 'I'm sorry.'

Kiah smiled. He began to feel happy. 'That's all right. I understand. I know Adai very well, and you don't.'

The plane stopped and someone opened the door. Kiah ran across to the plane.
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'How many can you take?' he called. 'There are twelve of us.'

'That's all right,' someone said. 'Quickly, the spaceship is waiting.'

The twelve people got into the little plane, and the plane began to move. Rilla looked at the captain of the plane. He was tall, with brown hair. He looked nice. Was this the famous Commander Adai?

'Where is the spaceship?' Kiah asked.

'At the old airport,' the man said. 'One of the fires is moving very quickly across the new forest. It's going to arrive at the west of Kisangani before tomorrow, I think. But the old airport is OK.' Then the man looked at Kiah and smiled warmly. 'My brother,' he said. 'My little brother, in prison 888!'

'Your brother? Commander Adai?' Rilla asked. 'But you didn't tell me that!'

Kiah smiled. 'Nobody knew,' he said. 'But now—it doesn't matter now. Everyone can know.'

The little plane came down at the old airport, south of the town.

'Let's be careful,' Adai said. 'We don't want someone to shoot us before we leave.

The spaceship was dark. Quickly, everyone jumped down from the plane and ran across to the spaceship. Soon, the spaceship left Earth, and everyone looked down at the burning planet. They saw the dark smoke over Africa, and here and there, through the smoke, the red, angry fires.

'The fires are destroying the forest very quickly,' Seru said.

Adai put his hand on Kiah's arm. 'I'm sorry about Zadak,' he said.

'I wanted him to wait,' Kiah said. 'I wanted him to talk to you.'

Adai's face was sad. 'He didn't want me to die,' he said quietly. 'He was a good man. And now he's dead.'

'And Gog is going to Mars,' Seru said.

'Mars? He's crazy! Mars isn't ready for people,' Adai said.

'But Gog wants to go, and so he's going,' Seru said. 'Tell us about the Moon colony. That isn't ready: you need more money.'

'No, I don't,' Adai said. 'The Moon colony is ready. I asked for more money because of Zadak: I wanted to give him money for rain. But Gog didn't listen; he wanted all Earth's money for the spaceship to Mars.'

'I don't want to leave Earth,' Rilla said sadly. She felt tired and afraid.

Adai smiled warmly at Rilla. 'Nobody wants to leave Earth,' he said. 'But under the Moon is the best home for us now. Wait and see. The Moon colony is a beautiful, wonderful country, with rivers and rain, forests and flowers, buildings—and the first town. You can visit Earth again soon, and bring more people to the Moon colony. We all want to help Earth, because it's our first home. I know that. At the same time, you are going to be happy under the Moon.'

Suddenly, someone cried: 'Look at the Moon!'

And through the window of the spaceship they saw the Moon before them, cold, white and beautiful; and under the Moon, there was the Moon colony!



midnight n. 12 o' clock at night. 午夜。

smoke n. visible vapour coming from a burning thing. 烟，烟雾。

ready adj. in the condition for doing some thing. 准备好的。

country n. land of a nation. 国土；国家。

river n. natural stream of water flowing to the sea or to a Lakelake. 河流。

happy adj. lucky, feeling pleased. 高兴。


6　飞往月球的宇宙飞船

于是他们等待着。等了又等。瑞拉蜷在她的椅子里睡着了。凯和塞鲁悄悄地谈着什么。塞鲁的哥哥进来一趟又出去了。监狱里的大部分卫兵都和犯人一起逃走了。只有大约七八个人——包括犯人和卫兵，不愿意逃走，于是也到这个房间里一起等待。

10点钟，11点钟。房间里安静极了。塞鲁在房间里走来走去。凯坐在瑞拉身边。塞鲁的哥哥又走了进来。

“已经过了午夜了。”他说。

就在这时，他们听到一阵飞机的轰鸣。凯站起身。“来啊，”他说，“咱们到楼外面去。”

他们悄悄地离开了大楼。这是个漆黑闷热的夜晚。监狱前面没有卫兵，于是他们来到大门口，在那儿等着。突然，他们看到了一架飞机。那是一架小飞机降落在了监狱门前的马路上！

瑞拉抓住凯的手。“你说得对，”她说，“我很抱歉。“

凯笑了。他高兴起来：“没关系，我明白。我非常了解阿岱，而你并不了解他。”

那架飞机停了下来，有人打开了舱门。凯朝飞机跑了过去。

“你们能带多少人？”他喊着，“我们一共12个人。”

“没问题，”有人答道，“快点，宇宙飞船正等着呢。”

12个人都上了那架小飞机，飞机启动了。瑞拉看了看机长。他身材髙大，头发是棕色的。这个人看上去很不错。他是不是那位著名的阿岱司令？

“宇宙飞船在哪儿？”凯问。

“那个旧机场，”那人说，“一股大火正飞速掠过新森林。我想明天之前这火就会烧到基桑加尼西部。好在那个旧机场还能用。”说完，那人注视着凯，脸上带着亲切的笑容。“我的弟弟，”他说，“我的小弟弟，住进了888号监狱！”

“他是你哥哥？阿岱司令？”瑞拉问，“可你从来没跟我说过！”

凯笑了。“以前没人知道，”他说，“可是现在——现在没关系了。大家都可以知道。”

小飞机在城南的旧机场降落了。

“咱们要小心，”阿岱说，“可不能在出发之前中了别人的枪子儿。”

宇宙飞船笼罩在一片黑暗中。大家迅速跳下飞机朝飞船跑去。很快，飞船离开了地球，大家俯视着下面这颗燃烧着的星球。他们看到了非洲上空的黑烟，以及黑烟下面到处肆虐着的愤怒的火红烈焰。

“大火很快就会把森林烧毁。”塞鲁说。

阿岱把手搭在凯的臂膀上。“扎达克的事真让我难过。”他说。

“我曾希望他再等等，”凯说，“我本来想让他和你谈谈。”

阿岱神情悲切。“他不想让我送死，”他低声说，“他是个好人。可现在他死了。”

“还有，高格要到火星去。”塞鲁船长说。

“火星？他疯了！火星还不能住人。”阿岱说。

“可高格要去，他马上就要出发了。”塞鲁说，“跟我们讲讲月亮部族吧。它还不成形，你还需要很多钱。”

“不，我不需要，”阿岱说，“月亮部族已经准备就绪。我要更多的钱是为了扎达克：我想给他钱解决雨水的问题。可是高格不听；他要把地球所有的钱都用在去火星的宇宙飞船上。”

“我不想离开地球。”瑞拉忧伤地说。她感到又累又恐惧。

阿岱对瑞拉温和地笑了笑。“没有人愿意离开地球，”他说，“可是现在我们最好的家园在月亮下面。等着看吧。月亮部族是个美丽迷人的国家，有河流，有雨水，也有森林和鲜花，还有楼房——以及第一座城镇。你很快就可以再回到地球去。然后带更多的人到月亮部族去。我们都想帮助地球，因为它是我们的第一个家。我理解你。同时，你也一定会在月亮下面生活得愉快的。”

突然，有人喊了一声：“快看月亮！”

透过飞船的窗子，他们看到了眼前的月球：冰冷，皎洁，美丽；而在月亮下面，他们看到了月亮部族！


Exercises

A Checking your understanding

Chapter 1 Who said these words in the chapter?

1 'There are big holes in the AOL and they're getting bigger.'

2 'We would like you to talk to Earth Commander.'

3 'Adai's there now, Commander of the Moon colony, under the Moon.'

4 'This is my first ship for two years!'

5 'Zadak? Commander of Australia? He's famous!'




Chapter 2 Which person in the chapter...

1 ... phoned Commander Zadak in Australia?

2 ... opened the door of the train?

3 ... drove the taxi in front of the train and stopped?

4 ... looked at the numbers in Kiah's book?

5 ... was going to talk to Gog about rain?




Chapter 3 Write answers to these questions.

1 What is Gog always talking about?

2 Who came into the office at nearly twelve o'clock?

3 What did Bel carry?

4 What things were on Gog's big table?

5 Who began to laugh?




Chapter 4 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 There were no guards at the gate of prison 888. 

2 Zadak talked to Rilla and Kiah in prison.

3 Zadak wanted Adai to die, too.

4 Bel's cat jumped at Zadak.

5 Gog shot Zadak.




Chapter 5 Who said these words in the chapter?

1 'Tell me about Kiah. When did you first meet him?'

2 'I'm going to leave this dead planet!'

3 'Let's get out of here.'

4 'I phoned Adai before I came here.'

5 'Gog's guards are all afraid—afraid of the fires, afraid of the people.'




Chapter 6 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 Most of the prison guards ran away.

2 The captain of the plane was the famous Commander Adai.

3 Commander Adai did not know Kiah.

4 Nobody in the spaceship saw the dark smoke over Africa.

5 Gog wanted all Earth's money for the spaceship to Mars.




B Working with language

1 Use these words to join the two sentences together.
and then　　because　　but

1 The guard opened the gate. Zadak went in.

2 A lot of prisoners slept on the floor. There were no beds or chairs.

3 'I talk to Gog about the AOL. He never listens.'

4 'All these people are in prison. Gog doesn't like them.'

5 Zadak smiled. His blue eyes were cold.

6 The cat jumped at Zadak. Zadak hit the cat.




2 Put these sentences in the right order. Then check your order with Chapter 6.

1 Soon, the spaceship left Earth.

2 The twelve people got into the little plane.

3 Quietly, they left the building and waited at the gate.

4 Next, the plane came down at the old airport, south of the town.

5 The plane came down on the road in front of the prison.

6 Quickly, everyone jumped down from the plane and ran across to the spaceship.




C Activities

1 You are a TV news reporter. Interview Gog, or Adai.

2 Write about a person that you like in the story.
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简介
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1
THE PEDLAR

The spring of 1634 arrives, but in the prison of Lancaster Castle it stays cold. The twenty women in the prison are dirty, hungry and cold. There are no beds or chairs and so they sleep on the cold floor. There are no windows, so it is always dark. The women want to get out of the prison; they want to go home. Sometimes the guards open the big, old door and put some bread and water on the floor. Then they close the door again.

My name is Jennet Device, and I am one of the twenty women in prison. Day after day, I sit on the cold floor and wait. I want to feel warm again; I want to see the sky again, and Pendle Hill, the beautiful hill near my home. But I am in the dark prison of Lancaster Castle, and I sit on the cold floor and wait.

One day, something happens. The guards open the big, old door. 'Jennet Device!' a guard calls. 'Come here at once, witch! Somebody wants to see you.'

I get up slowly because I'm very cold and I walk across the dark room to the door. Perhaps it's someone from Read Hall! Perhaps I'm going home!

'Jennet Device, be quick!' the guard calls again.

Someone is standing at the door with the guard. 'Jennet,' he says quietly.

I see him then: a tall man with brown hair and tired blue eyes. He is not from Read Hall. It is Mr Webster, from the church at Kildwick. My legs stop moving and suddenly I want to sit down.

'Come on, come on,' the guard says angrily. He begins to close the door.

'Come out here for a minute, Jennet,' Mr Webster says quietly. 'Sit down and eat something.'

I sit down at a little table near the door. Mr Webster gives me some bread and some meat and I begin to eat hungrily.

'Ten minutes,' the guard says. 'After ten minutes, she goes in again.'

'Thank you,' Mr Webster says.

'How is everyone at Read Hall?' I ask at last.

Mr Webster smiles. 'Everyone is well. I was there yesterday.'

I close my eyes for a minute. 'Mr Webster, it's not true. I'm not a witch, you know.'

'I know, Jennet,' Mr Webster says. 'Last week, I brought Edmund Robinson and his father into my church, and asked them about the boy's story. Many people believed Edmund's story, but some people didn't. Edmund Robinson is going to London tomorrow with his father, and a judge is going to question them.'

The guard comes back and begins to open the door.

'Time!' he says.

Mr Webster stands up. 'God is here with you, Jennet. Never forget that. You can be happy, when God is with you.'

I stand up too, and take the bread from the table. 'Yes, Mr Webster. God is with me; I believe that.' But happy? How can I be happy?

I go back into the dark prison, and the guard closes the door behind me. The women run to me. 'Bread! Give us bread!' they cry.

Quickly, I put the bread in my shirt. I don't want to lose it. I walk across the room and sit down on the floor. I am crying, but I feel a little better. Edmund Robinson, of Newchurch, is only ten years old. Edmund told lies about me and about many women: he saw us at a witches' meeting at a house called Hoarstones. It's not true, but many people believed him. What is he going to say in London? The truth? Or more lies.

But now, in the prison of Lancaster Castle, I want to tell my story. It is a story about rich men and angry villagers; about old women and hungry children. It is a true story, and it happened to me.

I was born in 1603. My family was always very poor, and after my father died, we were poorer. In winter, I was often ill and I was always cold and hungry. In summer, I was sometimes ill and I was often cold and hungry. We lived some miles from the village of Newchurch, in an old house called Malkin Tower. It was dirty and cold. The rain came in through the windows and there were no doors. To the west, was the big hill called Pendle. Pendle Hill was beautiful. I loved Pendle Hill because it sat quietly all year and watched me.

My story begins on the eighteenth day of March in the year 1612. I was nine years old, and my life began to change on that day. My mother and my grandmother were ill and they sat on the floor, with their dogs, near the little fire.

My sister Alizon wanted to go out. 'I'm going to look for bread,' she said.

My brother James sat near the fire, his mouth open. 'Go and look for bread,' he said. 'Go and look for bread.' James often said things again and again.

Alizon ran out of the house and I followed her.

'Go and look for bread!' James called.

Alizon began to go east, up the hill and past the big trees behind Malkin Tower. Alizon walked fast. She was eighteen years old and she was tall with long, dirty brown hair and a white, hungry face. It was cold, but there was no rain. Alizon wore a coat and some shoes, but I had no coat and no shoes.

'Please wait a minute!' I called to my sister. 'I want to come with you.'

'No!' Alizon cried. 'Go back, I don't want you.'

Suddenly, a dog ran in front of Alizon.

'Good dog, good dog!' Alizon called. The dog ran to her and she put her hand on its head. It was my sister's dog and it liked her. It was a big dog with big teeth and I didn't like it because it was always hungry.

I followed Alizon and her dog along the river to Colne. But before we arrived at Colne, we met John Law. John Law was a big fat man, about fifty years old.

'Can I have some money, please?' Alizon called. 'I'm hungry.'

John Law didn't answer. He walked slowly because he was fat and because he carried a big bag on his back. In his bag were a lot of beautiful things. He was a pedlar and he walked across the hills and visited all the villages.

'Can I have some money?' Alizon called again. 'I'm very hungry!'

John Law stopped. 'Stop following me,' he said. 'I'm not going to give you money.'

'Give me money!' Alizon said.

'I don't want to give you money,' the pedlar said. He took his hat off. There was not much hair on his head. 'I don't like you and I don't like your family. A lot of bad women, you are, and your father was a bad man, too.'

Alizon was angry. 'Don't talk about my father—he's dead now! Give me some money, old man!'

John Law's face was red. 'No!' he cried. He began to walk up the hill to the village. 'Go back to your dirty family!'

Alizon began to laugh angrily. 'A dead man! A dead man!' she called. 'Dead before dark, John Law!' She looked down at her dog and put her hand on its head. 'Go after him, dog,' she said. 'Go after him and get him!'

The big dog began to run after the pedlar. John Law stopped. He looked afraid and his face was very red. 'Call your dog back, you bad girl!' he shouted.

Suddenly, his mouth opened and his face went white. Slowly, he began to fall, and his big body hit the road. The dog came up to him, but the pedlar did not move.

Alizon watched John Law for a minute. Then she said to me, 'Go and call someone from the village.'

I felt afraid, but I ran along the road very quickly. 'Help! Help!' I called to the villagers. 'The pedlar is ill!'

The villagers came out of their houses and followed me down the hill. A young man looked at John Law carefully.

'He's not dead,' he said, 'but he's very ill. Let's move him to the nearest house. Someone must go and call his son.'

Just then, John Law began to talk very slowly. 'I can't move!' he said. 'I'm alive, but I can't move!'

I went back to stand near Alizon. The dog sat at her feet.

'That Device girl...' John Law said slowly, 'she—she cursed me! She wanted me to die! And her dog came to get me.'

All the villagers looked at Alizon.

'I'm sorry,' Alizon said quickly. 'I'm very hungry and I wanted some money, that's all.'

'Go away!' the villagers cried. 'You're a witch, and we don't want you in our village.'

Alizon began to run away down the hill and her dog followed. I watched the villagers. They carried John Law slowly up the hill to the nearest house. And then I followed my sister down the hill. I was hungry and tired and Malkin Tower was many miles away. I was nine years old and I was angry. I was angry because the pedlar was ill. I was angry because the villagers didn't like me. And I was angry because my sister was a witch.



castle n. a large, strong building. 城堡，古堡。

floor n. the part of a room on which you walk. 地面，地板。

guard n. someone who watches a prison and stops prisoners running away. 监狱看守。

witch n. a person who can make bad things happen to people, usually a woman. 巫师（尤指女巫）。

church n. a building where people go to pray to God. 教堂，礼拜堂。

brought past tense of bring. 动词bring的过去式。

God n. the good spirit who made the world. 上帝。

truth n. the things which are ture. 真话，真相。

lie n. something you say that is not ture. 谎话，谎言

villager n. someone who lives in a village. 村民。

watch v. to look at someone or something for some time. 观看，注视。

follow v. to come or go after someone or something. 跟随。

wore past tense of wear. 动词wear的过去式。

pedlar n. someone who walks from place to place selling small things. 小贩。

run after to try to catch a person or animal. 追赶。

move v. to change position. 改变位置，移动。

curse v. to call for bad things to happen to someone. 诅咒，咒骂。

mile n. measure of length (=1.6 kilometre). 英里（=1.6公里）。


1　小贩

[image: alt]

1634年的春天来了，但是在兰开斯特城堡监狱里却是寒冷依旧。关在狱中的20个女犯人又脏、又饿、又冷。牢房里既没有床也没有椅子，她们就睡在冰冷的地上。由于没有窗户，房间里总是一片黑暗。女囚们想离开监狱；她们想回家。有时候看守打开破旧的大门，把面包和水放在地上，然后又将大门牢牢地关上。

我叫詹妮特·迪瓦斯，是20个女囚犯中的一员。日复一日，我坐在冰冷的地上等待着。我希望再次感受到温暖，我希望重新看到蔚蓝的天空和我家附近的美丽的潘德尔山。然而，我却是在黑暗的兰开斯特城堡监狱里，坐在冰冷的地上等待着。

有一天，发生了一件事。看守打开了破旧的大门。“詹妮特·迪瓦斯！”看守喊道。“快过来，女巫！有人要见你。”

因为太冷了，我缓慢地爬起来，穿过黑暗的房间向门口走去。也许是从里德宅院来的什么人！也许我要回家了！

“詹妮特·迪瓦斯，快点！”那个看守又喊道。

有一个人站在门边，和看守在一起。“詹妮特。”他轻轻地说了一声。

这时，我看清楚他了：他是一个长着棕色头发的高个子男人，一双蓝眼睛里带着倦意。他不是里德宅院的人，他是从基尔德威克的教堂来的韦伯斯特先生。我的两条腿停止了挪动，突然，我想坐下来。

“快点，快点。”看守生气地说。他开始关上大门。

“出来待会儿，詹妮特，”韦伯斯特先生平静地说。“坐下来吃点东西。”

我在靠门的一张小桌旁坐了下来。韦伯斯特先生给了我一些面包和肉，我大吃起来。

“10分钟，”看守说，“10分钟后她就得回去。”

“谢谢你。”韦伯斯特先生说。

“里德宅院的人们都好吗？”我终于开口问道。

韦伯斯特先生微笑着说：“大家都好。我昨天到那里去了。”

我闭上眼睛，过了一小会儿，我说：“韦伯斯特先生，这不是真的。你知道，我不是女巫。”

“我知道，詹妮特，”韦伯斯特先生说。“上个星期，我把埃德蒙·鲁滨逊和他的父亲带到我的教堂，向他们询问起了埃德蒙讲的故事。许多人相信埃德蒙的话，但是也有些人不相信。明天埃德蒙将和他的父亲一起去伦敦，在那里，法官会盘问他们的。”

那个看守回来了并打开了牢门。

“到时间了！”他说。

韦伯斯特先生站了起来。“上帝与你同在，詹妮特。别忘了这一点。当上帝陪伴着你时，你会快乐的。”

我也站起身来，把面包从桌上拿走。“是的，韦伯斯特先生。上帝与我同在；我相信。”可是，快乐？我怎么可能快乐呢？

我又回到了黑暗的牢房，看守在我身后关上了牢门。女囚犯们向我跑来：“面包！给我们面包！”她们大喊着。

我迅速地把面包放进衬衣里。我可不愿失去它。我穿过房间坐到了地上。我在哭泣，但是我感觉稍好一点了。纽丘奇村的埃德蒙·鲁滨逊只有10岁。他说了有关我和很多妇女的谎话：他说他看到我们在一所名叫霍尔斯通斯的房子里参加女巫会议。那不是真的，可是许多人相信他的话。在伦敦他会讲些什么呢？真话？也许是更多的谎言。

不过现在，在兰开斯特城堡监狱里，我想讲述我的故事。它是一个关于有钱人和愤怒的村民们；关于老年妇女和饥饿的儿童的故事。这是一个真实的故事，它就发生在我的身上。

我出生于1603年。我的家庭一直非常贫穷。自从我的父亲去世后，我们的日子更艰难了。一年到头，我吃不饱、穿不暖，还常常生病。我们住在一所名叫马尔金塔的老房子里，离纽丘奇村有几英里远。这所房子又脏又冷，连一扇门也没有。下雨时雨水便从窗户浇进来。我家西面有一座潘德尔大山。它很美丽。我爱这座山，因为它终年宁静地坐落在那里，注视着我。

我的故事从这里讲起，那是1612年3月18日。当时我9岁。就在那一天，我的生活开始发生了变化。那天，我的妈妈和外祖母都生着病，她们围着一小堆火，和她们的几条狗一起坐在地上。

我的姐姐艾丽森想到外面去。“我去找点面包。”她说。

我哥哥詹姆斯张着嘴靠火坐着。“去找面包，”他说，“去找面包。”詹姆斯经常不断地重复他的话。

艾丽森跑出房子，我在后面跟着她。

“去找面包！”詹姆斯喊道。

艾丽森向东走去。她爬上山，走过马尔金塔后面的棵棵大树。艾丽森走得很快。她那年18岁，个子高高的，棕色的长发脏乎乎的。她脸色苍白，饥肠辘辘。天气很冷，但是没有下雨。艾丽森穿着外衣和鞋子，而我既没有外衣也没有鞋子。

“请等一下！”我冲姐姐喊道，“我想和你一起去。”

“不！”艾丽森大声说，“回去，我不需要你。”

忽然间，一只狗在艾丽森面前跑着。

“乖狗儿，乖狗儿！”艾丽森招呼道。那条狗跑到她面前，艾丽森把手放在它的头上。它是我姐姐的狗，它喜欢她。它是条大狗，牙齿很大，可我不喜欢它，因为它总是显得饥饿不堪。

我跟着艾丽森和她的狗沿着河向科恩村走去。在路上，我们遇到了约翰·劳。他是个大胖子，50岁上下。

“您能给点钱吗？”艾丽森大声说，“我饿着呢。”

约翰·劳没有回答。他走得很慢，一来因为他胖，二来因为他背着一个大口袋，口袋里有许多好玩意儿。他是个小商贩，翻山越岭，跑遍了所有村庄。

“能给我点钱吗？”艾丽森又喊了一次，“我很饿！”

约翰·劳停住了。“别跟着我，”他说，“我不会给你钱的。”

“给我钱！”艾丽森说。

“我不想给你钱，”小贩说。他摘下帽子，他的头发已经很稀少了。“我不喜欢你，我不喜欢你们全家。你们都是些坏女人，你的爸爸也是个坏人。”

艾丽森生气了。“不许你提我父亲——他已经死了！给我钱，老头！”

约翰·劳的脸涨红了。“不！”他喊道。他开始上山往村里走去。“回到你那肮脏的家里去吧！”

艾丽森愤怒地大笑起来。“一个死人！一个死人！”她大喊着，“天黑前就死，约翰·劳！”她低下头看看她的狗，把手放在它的头上。“去追他，”她说，“去追他，抓住他。”

那条大狗奔跑着去追赶小贩。约翰·劳停下了脚步。他看上去很害怕，满脸通红。“把你的狗叫回去，你这个坏女孩！”他大声喊着。

突然，他的嘴张开了，脸色煞白。慢慢地，他倒了下去，他那硕大的身躯摔倒在路上。大狗冲到他身旁，而小贩却一动不动。

艾丽森盯着约翰·劳看了片刻，然后她对我说：“去村里叫人来。”

我很害怕，但还是沿着路快跑起来。“救人呐！救人呐！”我向村民们大喊，“小贩生病了！”

村民们从各自家里出来，跟着我下了山。一个年轻人仔细地看了看约翰·劳。

“他没有死，”他说。“可是他病得很重。咱们把他抬到最近的房子里去吧。必须把他的儿子叫来。”

就在那时，约翰·劳十分缓慢地说道：“我动不了。”他说：“我还活着，可我动不了。”

我回到艾丽森身旁站着。大狗蹲在她的脚边。

“那个迪瓦斯家的女孩子……”约翰·劳慢吞吞地说，“她——她诅咒我！她想让我死！她的狗向我扑过来。”

村民们都看着艾丽森。

“我很抱歉。”艾丽森急忙说，“我很饿，我想要点钱，就是这么回事。”

“快走开！”村民们喊道，“你是个女巫，我们不想让你待在我们村里。”

艾丽森向山下跑去，她的狗紧跟着她。我看着村民们。他们抬着约翰·劳缓慢地上山，向最近的一所房子走去。随后我跟着我的姐姐下了山。我又饿又乏，而马尔金塔远在数英里之外。那时我9岁，我很生气。我生气，因为小贩病了。我生气，因为村民们不喜欢我。我生气，因为我的姐姐是个女巫。


2
ROGER NOWELL

John Law was ill because Alizon cursed him, and his son wanted Roger Nowell to question Alizon. Roger Nowell was a rich and important man in Lancashire, and he was the judge for all the villages near Pendle Hill. He lived at Read Hall, seven miles from Newchurch.

On the thirtieth day of March, Mr Nowell's men came to Malkin Tower. Mr Nowell wanted to see Alizon at once.

We walked from Malkin Tower to Read Hall: my sister Alizon, my brother James, and our mother, Elizabeth Device. I followed them because I didn't want to stay at home with my grandmother. My grandmother was a difficult old woman, and I didn't like her.

Read Hall was an old house with a big garden and many old trees. Mr Nowell's servant opened the door for us.

'Come in,' Mr Nowell said. He was a tall man with a lot of white hair. His black coat looked warm and expensive.

Alizon followed Mr Nowell into a room with a big fire. When I saw the fire, I wanted to go in, too!

'Are you cold, little one?' Mr Nowell asked me. 'Come in, and sit near the fire.'

I went across the room and sat down on the floor, next to the wonderful, hot fire.

Mr Nowell sat behind a big table. Two or three men, in black coats, stood near the window. Alizon stood in front of Mr Nowell. Her long hair was dirty, and her old dress looked dirtier.

'Two weeks ago, on the eighteenth day of March, you met John Law near Colne,' Roger Nowell said. His voice was slow and careful. 'Tell me about it.'

'I asked for money,' Alizon said. 'The pedlar was very angry and I didn't like him. I was angry, too, and I wanted him to die!'

'Tell me about your dog.'

'The dog is my friend.' Alizon said slowly. 'I wanted a friend, and I found that dog two months ago. I told my grandmother, and she liked the dog, too.'

'Did the dog run after the pedlar?'

'Yes, of course. I cursed the pedlar, and the dog ran after him!' Alizon said. 'I'm sorry now, because Mr Law is ill.'

'She's a witch!' one of the men said quietly.

Roger Nowell stood up and walked across the room to the door. 'James Device, come in. We want to question you.'

James came in and stood next to Alizon. James was thirteen years old, nearly a man, but he was afraid of many things. He began to cry.

'Don't be afraid,' Mr Nowell said. 'We want you to talk about your grandmother, Old Demdike.'

But Alizon wanted to talk. 'Don't ask him!' she said quickly. 'I can tell you about my grandmother because I'm with her every minute of the day. I go with her from village to village. I go with her across Pendle Hill. She asks people for money and food, and I help her.' Alizon stopped. She looked at James, and then she looked at Mr Nowell. 'She cursed a child once, and the child died later that year.'

'And you!' James said. 'You cursed a child, too! Somebody told me!' James suddenly sat down on the floor and began to laugh loudly.

'Be quiet!' Roger Nowell said coldly. 'Alizon Device, tell me the truth: did you curse a child?'

'Yes, I did,' Alizon cried. 'The child called me a witch, and I was angry. I cursed the child, but I was sorry when the child died.'

James looked up at Alizon, his mouth open. 'The child died, the child died,' he said again and again.

'Alizon Device, you cannot go home again,' Roger Nowell said slowly. 'You must go to the prison at Read.'

'But I need Alizon!' my mother shouted angrily from the door. 'She takes care of Old Demdike, my mother.'

I looked at my mother, at her red, angry face. I looked at Alizon in her dirty dress, and at James on the floor with his mouth open. And then I looked at Mr Nowell: his brown eyes were warm, and his face was kind.

On the second day of April, Roger Nowell and his men came to Ashlar House, near the village of Fence. Mr Nowell wanted to talk to my grandmother, and we all went with her to Ashlar House. Fence was not far from Malkin Tower, and my grandmother walked there easily.

Old Demdike was a little old woman with a fat face and no teeth. She was nearly eighty years old and she was a difficult old woman. Without Alizon, she was more difficult because my mother didn't take care of her.

When I saw Mr Nowell again at Ashlar House, I felt happy. I looked at his kind face and his warm brown eyes, and I wanted to be near him. But there were a lot of people in the room, and I was afraid to go to him.

'Old Demdike, I'm going to ask you some questions,' Mr Nowell began.

Old Demdike was not afraid. She looked at all the men, in their expensive coats and hats. 'What can a poor old woman tell you rich men?' She laughed, and when she laughed I felt afraid. My grandmother was going to tell them everything!

And she did!

'Twenty years ago, I met the Devil,' Old Demdike said. 'He was a boy called Tibb and he was my friend. Then a cat came to visit me—a beautiful cat—and then a dog. They were all my friends.'

Mr Nowell listened quietly to my grandmother, but some of the men began to talk angrily.

'Be careful, you rich men!' my grandmother cried. 'I can curse you! I can kill people! I make clay pictures of people — man, woman or child. And when I break the clay, that man, woman or child dies!'

People began to shout.

'She's a witch! She must die!'

'Say no more; she must die, with all her family!'

Roger Nowell stood up. 'Be quiet!' He looked at the guards near the door. 'Take her away,' he said. 'Old Demdike and her granddaughter Alizon must go to the prison at Lancaster Castle.'

The guards took my grandmother by the arms and carried her out of the door and put her on a horse. Everyone ran out of Ashlar House. They ran after the horses and shouted: 'Kill the witch!'

I looked for Mr Nowell, but he was on his horse, too, and he followed the guards quickly through the village.

Slowly, I followed my mother and James. Malkin Tower was my home, but I didn't want to go back there. I was a little child, and I wanted someone kind to take care of me.

We stayed at home for days, because we were afraid to go out. James sat in front of the fire, with his dog, and talked. 'Lancaster Castle, Lancaster Castle, ' he said, again and again. My mother hit me and shouted at me because she was angry with the rich men.

But after three days, my mother suddenly said, 'James! We're hungry and we must eat!'

James didn't answer.

My mother went across the room to James and pulled his hair. 'Get up!' she shouted. 'Go out and find food for us! Your father isn't here now; you must find food for us.' She hit him over the head.

James stood up slowly. 'Go out and find food,' he said. 'I must go out and find food.'

It was dark, and James was out for hours. But in the morning, he came back with a sheep.

'I went to Barley,' James said happily. 'I got this sheep, and now we can eat.'

'Get up, Jennet!' my mother shouted. 'Come and help me!'

It was Friday, the tenth day of April. My family had some friends, poor people, and on that day they came to Malkin Tower. They came and asked about Old Demdike and Alizon, and they stayed to eat and drink.

I helped my mother. We cooked the sheep over a big fire, and our visitors ate with us. At the same time, they drank. They sat by the fire and drank, and talked about Lancaster Castle.

'Let's go there!' an old woman cried. 'Let's go to Lancaster Castle and find Old Demdike and Alizon!'

'We can curse the guards, and break down the door!' my mother said.

'Let's bring them home!' said an old man.

'Jennet, bring the bottle! We need more drink!' shouted my mother.

I got up and took more drink to my mother. But I fell over one of the dogs, and the bottle broke on the floor. The drink was gone!

'You bad child!' my mother shouted. 'You're a witch, too, you know!' She got up and began to hit me. She hit me over the head and pulled my hair. An old man laughed, and then everyone laughed.

I ran back across the room. I wasn't a witch; I was a child, nine years old, and I hated my mother and all her friends! My face felt very hot because I was angry. I left the room and went out of the house. It was afternoon, but the sky was dark with rain. Pendle Hill was dark, too. It sat quietly and watched me.

'I'm going to Mr Nowell,' I said quietly, to Pendle Hill. 'I'm going to tell him about my mother and her friends.'



important adj. powerful, special. 重要的。

difficult adj. ① giving trouble. 麻烦的，难弄的。② not easy to understand or do. 困难的。

expensive adj. costing a lot of money. 昂贵的，高价的。

wonderful adj. causing wonder. 奇妙的，惊人的，精彩的。

voice n. sound that you make when you speak or sing. 说话声，嗓音。

take care of to make someone happy or comfortable. 照顾（某人）。

kind adj. good to other people. 友好的，和善的，仁慈的。

Devil n. a bad spirit; the enemy of God. 魔鬼。

clay n. earth which is used to make bricks, pots. 粘土，陶土。

break v. to drop or hit something so that it is in pieces. 打破，打碎。

look for to try to find someone or something. 寻找（某人或某物）。

sheep n. an animal that gives meat and wool. 羊，绵羊。

cook v. to heat food. 做饭菜。

visitor n. someone who goes to see another person. 来宾，客人。

drank past tense of drink. 动词drink的过去式。

drink n. alchohol, for example beer, wine or whisk. 酒（例如啤酒、葡萄酒、威士忌）。

broke past tense of break. 动词break的过去式。

hate v. to dislike someone very much. 憎恨。

left past tense of leave. 动词leave的过去式。


2　罗杰·诺埃尔

[image: alt]

由于艾丽森的诅咒，约翰·劳病倒了。他的儿子希望罗杰·诺埃尔审问艾丽森。罗杰·诺埃尔是兰开夏郡一个有钱有势的人，他是潘德尔山一带所有村落的法官。他住在里德宅院，离纽丘奇村7英里远。

3月30日那天，诺埃尔先生手下的人来到了马尔金塔，因为诺埃尔先生想马上见一见艾丽森。

我们一行离开了马尔金塔步行前往里德宅院：我的姐姐艾丽森，我的哥哥詹姆斯，还有我的母亲伊丽莎白·迪瓦斯。我之所以与他们同行是因为我不想和外祖母一起留在家里。我的外祖母是一个很难相处的老太婆，我不喜欢她。

里德宅院是一所老房子，里面有一个大花园和许多古树。诺埃尔先生的用人为我们打开了房门。

“进来。”诺埃尔先生说。他个子很高，白发苍苍。他的黑色大衣看起来既暖和又昂贵。

艾丽森跟着诺埃尔先生走进了一个房间，那里面生着旺旺的炉火。当我看到炉火时，真希望自己也能跟着进去！

“你冷吧，小家伙？”诺埃尔先生问我。“进来，坐到炉火旁边去。”

我穿过房间，坐到地板上，紧靠着那美妙的、暖烘烘的炉火。

诺埃尔先生在一张大桌子后面坐下。有两三个穿着黑大衣的男人靠近窗口站着。艾丽森站在诺埃尔先生面前，她的长发脏兮兮的，身上的旧裙子比头发还要脏。

“两个星期前，也就是3月18日那天，你在科恩村附近遇到了约翰·劳，”罗杰·诺埃尔说。他的声音低沉而谨慎。“给我讲讲这件事。”

“我向他要钱，”艾丽森说，“小贩很生气，我不喜欢他。我也很生气，我希望他死！”

“给我讲讲你的狗是怎么回事。”

“它是我的朋友，”艾丽森慢慢地说道，“我想要一个朋友，两个月前我找到了那条狗。我把这件事告诉了我的外祖母，她也喜欢那条狗。”

“那条狗是不是追赶小贩了？”

“当然追了。我诅咒了小贩，那条狗便去追赶他！”艾丽森说，“现在劳先生病了，我很抱歉。”

“她是个女巫！”一个男人轻声说。

罗杰·诺埃尔站了起来，穿过房间走到门口。“詹姆斯·迪瓦斯，进来。我们有话问你。”

詹姆斯走了进来，站在艾丽森身边。詹姆斯13岁，几乎是个男子汉了，但是，他对很多东西都感到恐惧。他哭了起来。

“别害怕，”诺埃尔先生说，“我们想让你讲讲你的外祖母老德姆代克的一些事。”

可是，这时候艾丽森却想说话。“别问他！”她急促地说，“我可以告诉你们关于我外祖母的事，因为我一天到晚和她在一起。我们俩一起翻越潘德尔山，走了一村又一村。她向人们讨饭要钱，我给她帮忙。”艾丽森停住了。她看了看詹姆斯，又看了看诺埃尔先生，接着说：“她曾经诅咒过一个小孩儿，后来，就在那一年，小孩儿死了。”

“还有你！”詹姆斯说，“你也诅咒过一个小孩儿！有人告诉我了！”詹姆斯突然坐到了地板上，大笑起来。

“安静！”罗杰·诺埃尔冷冷地说。“艾丽森·迪瓦斯，对我说真话：你曾诅咒过一个小孩儿吗？”

“是的，诅咒过，”艾丽森喊道，“那个孩子管我叫女巫，我生气了。我就诅咒了他，但是对于他的死我很抱歉。”

詹姆斯抬起头，张着嘴看着艾丽森。“那个孩子死了，那个孩子死了。”他一遍遍地说着。

“艾丽森·迪瓦斯，你不能再回家了。”罗杰·诺埃尔缓慢地说道，“我们必须把你送进里德监狱。”

“可是我需要艾丽森！”我的妈妈在门边气愤地喊着，“是她照顾我的母亲老德姆代克。”

我看了看我的妈妈，她的脸涨得通红，脸上带着愤怒的表情。我又看了看穿着脏裙子的艾丽森，还有张着嘴坐在地上的詹姆斯。然后我看了一眼诺埃尔先生：他的棕色眼睛流露出热情，他的面容是和善的。

4月2日，罗杰·诺埃尔和他的随从人员来到了芬斯村附近的艾什拉屋。诺埃尔先生想和我的外祖母谈谈，于是我们全家和她一起去了艾什拉屋。芬斯村离马尔金塔不远，我的外祖母并没有费多少劲就走到了那里。

老德姆代克是个身材矮小的老太婆，她长着一张胖胖的脸，牙齿全掉光了。她快八十岁了，很难相处。艾丽森不在她更使性子，因为我的妈妈根本不照顾她。

当我在艾什拉屋再次看到诺埃尔先生时，我感到很高兴。看着他和善的面孔和充满热情的棕色眼睛，我很想靠他近一些。可是房间里人很多，我不敢过去。

“老德姆代克，我要问你一些问题。”诺埃尔先生说。

老德姆代克并不害怕。她看了看所有衣帽华贵的男人。“一个穷老太婆能告诉你们有钱人什么呢？”她哈哈大笑着说。她的笑声令我恐惧。我的外祖母就要把一切都告诉他们了！

她真的说了！

“20年前，我遇到了魔鬼，”老德姆代克说，“他是一个名叫蒂勃的男孩，他是我的朋友。后来有一只猫来拜访我——一只美丽的猫——随后又来了一条狗。他们都是我的朋友。”

诺埃尔先生安静地听着，但是有些男人生气地交谈起来。

“小心点，你们这些有钱人！”我的外祖母喊道，“我能诅咒你们！我能让人丧命！我用泥制成人像——男人的，女人的或是小孩的，当我打碎人像时，那个男人、女人或小孩就会死去。”

人们开始大喊起来。

“她是个女巫！一定得要她的命！”

“不要再说什么了，她必须死，和她的全家一起死！”

罗杰·诺埃尔站了起来。“安静！”他看了看守在门口的警卫。“把她带走。”他说，“必须把老德姆代克和她的外孙女艾丽森关进兰开斯特城堡监狱。”

卫兵们抓住我外祖母的胳膊，把她带出门，放到一匹马上。大家全都跑出了艾什拉屋。他们追赶着马队，高喊：“杀死女巫！”

我寻找着诺埃尔先生，可是他也上了马，跟在卫兵们后面迅速地穿过村子走了。

我跟在妈妈和詹姆斯后面慢慢地走着。马尔金塔是我的家，但是我并不想回去。我还是个孩子，我希望有个慈爱的人来关心我。

因为不敢出门，我们在家里待了好些天。詹姆斯和他的狗坐在火堆前，嘴里念叨着：“兰开斯特城堡，兰开斯特城堡。”他一遍又一遍地说着。我妈妈打我，冲我大嚷大叫，因为那些有钱人很让她恼火。

3天后，妈妈突然说：“詹姆斯！我们饿了，咱们得吃东西呀！”

詹姆斯没有答话。

妈妈穿过房间走到詹姆斯跟前，揪着他的头发。“起来！”她大喊着，“出去给我们找点吃的！你爸爸现在不在了，你必须给我们找吃找喝。”她打了一下他的头。

詹姆斯慢慢腾腾地站起来。“出去找吃的，”他说，“我必须出去找吃的。”

天黑了，詹姆斯已经出去好几个小时了。第二天早上，他带着一只羊回来了。

“我到巴利村去了。”詹姆斯高兴地说，“我找到了这只羊，现在我们可以吃饭了。”

“起来，詹妮特！”我妈妈喊道，“来给我帮忙！”

我们家有一些朋友，都是穷人。4月10日星期五那天，他们来到了马尔金塔。他们来询问老德姆代克和艾丽森的情况，然后留下来又吃又喝。

我帮助妈妈干活。我们在一个大火堆上烤羊，客人们和我们一起吃饭。他们还喝起酒来。他们围坐在火堆旁一边喝酒，一边谈论着兰开斯特城堡。

“咱们到那儿去吧！”一个老太太大声说，“咱们去兰开斯特城堡救出老德姆代克和艾丽森！”

“我们可以咒死看守，然后把门打破！”我妈妈说。

“咱们把她俩带回家来！”一个老头儿说。

“詹妮特，把酒瓶拿来！我们得再喝点！”妈妈喊道。

我站起来去给妈妈再拿些酒。可是我绊倒在一只狗身上，酒瓶掉在地上摔碎了，酒洒了！

“你这个坏孩子！”我妈妈嚷道，“你也是个女巫，你清楚！”她站起来打我。她打我的头，揪我的头发。一个老头哈哈大笑，大家也都跟着哄笑起来。

我穿过房间跑了回去。我不是女巫；我是个9岁的孩子。我恨妈妈和她所有的朋友！由于愤怒我的脸很烫。我离开房间，走出了这所房子。当时是下午，但是由于下着雨，天很黑。潘德尔山也是一片漆黑。它静静地坐落在那里，注视着我。

“我要去找诺埃尔先生，”我平静地对潘德尔山说，“我要告诉他有关我妈妈和她的朋友们的事情。”


3
A FAMILY OF WITCHES

I ran from Malkin Tower, down the hill into Newchurch. James followed me.

'I want to go to Read Hall, too,' he said.

We ran through the trees to Sabden Brook. The noise of the river was beautiful in my ears. We went along the river to the village of Sabden, and then it began to rain.

Suddenly, we heard the noise of horses behind us. We got off the road, and watched the horses. It was Roger Nowell with some of his men. They saw us, and Mr Nowell stopped.

'It's the Device children,' he said. 'What's your name, child?'

'My name is Jennet,' I said. 'We're going to Read Hall. I want to talk to you.'

Roger Nowell looked at me with his warm brown eyes. 'Very well,' he said. 'Come home with me, and we can talk.' He lifted me up on to his horse, and the horse moved quickly along the road to the village of Read. James ran along behind us.

Very soon, we arrived at Read Hall. The servant opened the door for us, and we went into the warm house. James came in, too, and sat down next to me near the fire.

Mr Nowell put his black hat down on the table. 'Bring a hot drink and some food for these children,' he told the servant. 'They're cold and hungry.'

The servant brought bread and hot milk for us, and James and I ate hungrily. I felt warm and happy in Mr Nowell's house. I wanted to stay there all my life; I never wanted to go back to Malkin Tower.

When we finished eating, Mr Nowell looked up from his book. 'You wanted to talk to me,' he said quietly. 'Well, I'm listening.'

I got up, went across the room and stood in front of Mr Nowell. 'I'm afraid of my mother,' I began. 'I'm afraid because she's a witch and she can kill people.'

The room was quiet. Mr Nowell said nothing, but his brown eyes were kind.

'My mother and her friends are at Malkin Tower,' I told him. 'They want to go to Lancaster Castle and kill the guards. They're going to bring Old Demdike and Alizon home again.'

Mr Nowell got up and left the room. After some time, he came back with two of his friends. They all sat down at the table.

'Jennet, I want you to tell me again about your mother and her friends.'

'They want to kill the guards at Lancaster Castle and bring Old Demdike home to Malkin Tower,' I said. Then I began to cry.

'Don't cry,' Mr Nowell said kindly. 'We can help you, but we must talk to your brother first. James!' he called. 'Tell me about your mother. Is she a witch?'

'She's a witch. We're all witches,' James began. 'Old Demdike's a witch. One night, she went to the church at Newchurch and got some teeth from dead bodies there. The Devil talked to her and she brought the teeth to Malkin Tower. They're under the ground by our door!'

'Old Demdike's a witch; we know that,' Mr Nowell said. 'Tell us about your mother.'

'Mother's a witch,' James said. 'She killed Mr Robinson, from Barley village. She made a clay picture, and then she broke it, and Mr Robinson died a week later.' James smiled at Mr Nowell. He liked Mr Nowell because Mr Nowell didn't shout at him. 'And I'm a witch, too! I can kill people!'

'No, James!' I cried. 'You're not a witch! You don't kill people!'

'Yes, I do,' James said angrily. His face went red. 'My dog, Dandy, is the Devil and he killed a man for me. I wanted a shirt and Mr Duckworth was going to give me one of his old shirts. But in the end, he didn't give it to me and I was very angry. I nearly killed Mr Duckworth! But I called Dandy, and he killed Mr Duckworth for me!'

I began to cry. My brother was a witch, too! All my family were witches!

'Don't cry, Jennet,' Mr Nowell said. 'Someone must take care of you. You can stay here at Read Hall with me.'

When Mr Nowell's men brought my mother to Read Hall, she said nothing at first.

'Tell us about the pictures of clay,' Mr Nowell said. 'My men found pictures of clay at Malkin Tower.'

My mother said nothing.

'Your mother, Old Demdike, is a witch. Your daughter is a witch,' Mr Nowell said. 'Your son killed Mr Duckworth because of a shirt. Now, tell us about the clay pictures.'

My mother said nothing.

'James told us about Mr Robinson of Barley,' Mr Nowell said. 'Did you kill him?'

Suddenly, my mother's face went red and she began to shout at James. 'A good son, you are! You told this rich man about Jack Robinson of Barley. Well, you told the truth. I killed him! I made a clay picture, and then I broke it, and a week later he died. I killed him because I hated him.'

She stopped and looked at me. I wanted to run away but Mr Nowell's servant stood in front of the door. Then my mother laughed. 'Jennet Device, witch's daughter! You hate us, I know that. Well, it doesn't matter because you're right: you are different. You're my daughter, but you're not the daughter of my husband. Your father was a rich man, but he never gave me money. A witch's child, he called you. And when you were born, he never came near me again. Jack Robinson learnt the truth about your father. He told the villagers of Barley and they called me a bad woman, but they didn't call your father a bad man! Nobody in Barley gave me food again, because of Jack Robinson. I hated him, and so I killed him!'

The room was very quiet and my mother laughed again.

My hands felt cold and my face was hot, but I didn't cry. When Mr Device died, I cried for days. But he was not my father. I looked at my mother, at her dirty hair and her ugly face, at her angry eyes. I hated her then, and I hated her for many years.



brook n. small stream. 小河，溪。

lift v. to take someone or something up. 举起。

servant n. someone who is paid to work in a house. 用人，仆人。

finish v. to stop doing something. 做完。

teeth n. the plural of tooth. 名词tooth的复数形式。

in the end at last. 最后，终于。

nearly adv. almost. 几乎，差不多。

at first at the beginning. 起先，开始的时候。

found past tense of find. 动词find的过去式。

matter v. to be important. 要紧，有关系。

different adj. not alike 不同的，差异的。

learnt past tense of learn. 动词learn的过去式。

ugly adj. not beautiful. 难看的，丑陋的。 


3　巫师之家

[image: alt]

我跑出马尔金塔，跑下潘德尔山来到了纽丘奇村。詹姆斯一直跟着我。

“我也想去里德宅院。”他说。

我们穿过树林来到了萨卜登小溪。潺潺的流水声在我听来十分悦耳。我们沿着河走到了萨卜登村，这时天下起雨来。

忽然，从我们身后传来了马蹄声。我们离开大路，看着那些马匹。那是罗杰·诺埃尔和他的手下。他们看到了我们俩，诺埃尔先生停了下来。

“原来是迪瓦斯家的孩子们，”他说，“孩子，你叫什么名字？”

“我叫詹妮特，”我说，“我们要去里德宅院。我想和您谈谈。”

罗杰·诺埃尔用他那双充满热情的棕色眼睛看了看我。“很好，”他说，“跟我一起回家吧，这样我们就可以谈谈了。”他把我举起来放到他的马上，马于是迅速地沿着大道向里德村行进。詹姆斯一路跑着跟在我们后面。

很快，我们到达了里德宅院。用人打开屋门，我们走进了十分暖和的房子。詹姆斯也进来了，他挨着我坐在炉火边。

诺埃尔先生把他的黑帽子放在桌子上。“给孩子们拿点热饮和一些吃的来。”他吩咐用人说，“他们又冷又饿。”

用人给我们拿来了面包和热牛奶，詹姆斯和我大吃起来。在诺埃尔先生家里，我感到既温暖又快乐。我希望一辈子待在那儿；我再也不想回到马尔金塔去了。

我们吃完了饭，诺埃尔先生不再看书，抬起头来。“你有事想对我说，”他轻声说，“好吧，我听着呢。”

我站起身，穿过房间，站在诺埃尔先生面前。“我害怕我妈妈，”我开始说道，“我害怕，因为她是女巫，她能杀人。”

房间里十分安静。诺埃尔先生什么也没说，但是他的棕色眼睛是友善的。

“现在，我妈妈和她的朋友们正聚在马尔金塔，”我告诉他说，“他们想要去兰开斯特城堡杀死看守。他们打算把老德姆代克和艾丽森带回家。”

诺埃尔先生站起身离开了房间。过了一些时候，他和他的两个朋友一起回来了。他们全都在桌前坐了下来。

“詹妮特，我要你再对我说一遍有关你母亲和她朋友的事。”

“他们想杀死兰开斯特城堡的看守，然后把老德姆代克带回马尔金塔。”我说。说完，我哭了。

“别哭，”诺埃尔先生和蔼地说，“我们能帮助你，不过我们必须先和你哥哥谈谈。詹姆斯！”他喊了一声。“给我讲讲你母亲的事。她是女巫吗？”

“她是女巫。我们都是巫师。”詹姆斯说，“老德姆代克是个女巫。一天夜里，她去了纽丘奇村的教堂，从那里的尸体上取下了一些牙齿。魔鬼和她对了话，随后她把牙齿带回了马尔金塔，它们就在我家大门旁的地下。”

“老德姆代克是个女巫，这我们知道，”诺埃尔先生说，“把你母亲的事告诉我们。”

“妈妈是女巫，”詹姆斯说，“她杀死了巴利村的鲁滨逊先生。她做了一个泥像，然后把它打碎，一星期后鲁滨逊先生死去了。”詹姆斯对诺埃尔先生微笑了一下。他喜欢诺埃尔先生，因为诺埃尔先生不冲着他大喊大叫。“还有，我也是个巫师！我能害死人！”

“不，詹姆斯！”我喊道，“你不是巫师！你不杀人！”

“不，我杀人。”詹姆斯生气地说。他的脸红了起来。“我的狗丹迪是魔鬼，它为我杀过一个人。有一次我想要一件衬衣，达克沃思先生准备把他的一件旧衬衣给我。可是最后他没有给我，我非常生气。我差点儿杀了他！不过我喊来了丹迪，它为我杀死了达克沃思先生！”

我哭了起来。我的哥哥也是个巫师！我的全家都是巫师！

“别哭，詹妮特，”诺埃尔先生说，“必须有人照顾你。你可以留在里德宅院，和我在一起。”

诺埃尔先生手下的人把我妈妈带到了里德宅院，起初她一言不发。

“把泥塑像的事告诉我们，”诺埃尔先生说，“我手下的人在马尔金塔找到了一些泥塑像。”

我妈妈没有作声。

“你的母亲老德姆代克是女巫。你的女儿是女巫，”诺埃尔先生说，“你的儿子为了一件衬衣杀死了达克沃思先生。现在把泥塑像的事告诉我们。”

我妈妈什么也没说。

“詹姆斯对我们讲了巴利村鲁滨逊先生的事，”诺埃尔先生说，“是你杀了他吗？”

突然间，我妈妈的脸涨红了，她冲着詹姆斯大喊：“你真是个好儿子！你把巴利村杰克·鲁滨逊的事告诉了这个有钱人。是的，你说的完全属实。是我杀了他！我做了一个泥像，然后把它打碎，一星期后他就死了。我杀了他是因为我恨他。”

她停下来看着我。我想跑开，可是诺埃尔先生的用人正站在门前。妈妈哈哈大笑着说：“詹妮特·迪瓦斯，巫师的女儿！我知道，你恨我们。嗯，这没什么，因为你是对的：你是不一样。你是我女儿，但你不是我丈夫的女儿。你的父亲是个有钱人，可他从来不给我钱。他管你叫巫师的孩子。从你一出生，他就再也没靠近过我。杰克·鲁滨逊得知你亲生父亲的真相后，便告诉了巴利村的居民们。他们说我是坏女人，却不说你父亲是一个坏男人！从那以后，在巴利村，再也没有人给我吃的了，这都是杰克·鲁滨逊造成的。我恨他，所以我杀了他！”

房间里静悄悄的，我的妈妈又大笑起来。

我的手冰凉冰凉，我的脸热辣辣。不过我没有哭。迪瓦斯先生去世时，我哭了好几天。然而他不是我父亲。我看着妈妈，看着她那肮脏的头发、丑陋的面容和愤怒的双眼。在那一刻，我真恨她，许多年来我一直恨她。


4
TRUTH AND LIES

On the twenty-seventh day of April, the guards took my mother and James to Lancaster Castle, and my life at Read Hall began. Suddenly, it was spring. The sky was blue and there were beautiful flowers on the hills. From Read Hall, Pendle Hill looked different: it looked smaller, and it was not so important in my life. Sometimes I walked along Sabden Brook to Sabden, and then to Newchurch, and I felt happy to be near Pendle Hill again. But I never visited Malkin Tower again.

Spring changed into summer, and in August I went to Lancaster with Mr Nowell. Lancaster was thirty miles from Read Hall, and I got very tired because I sat on a horse for hours. It was a big, noisy town. I never saw so many people before in my life and I felt afraid.

The trial of the witches of Pendle began at Lancaster Castle on the eighteenth day of August, and the judge was an important man from London. Judge Bromley listened to many people on that day, because there were a lot of witches from Lancashire in the prison. Old Demdike was not there because she died in May, before the judge arrived.

I waited with Mr Nowell's servant, and when a guard called my name, I went through a big door and saw the judge behind a table. Judge Bromley was rich and important, but his eyes were cold. Suddenly, I saw my mother! She was dirty and very thin. When she saw me, her face went red. My hair was clean now, and I wore shoes and an expensive dress. I saw my mother's eyes: she hated me!

'Are you a witch?' Judge Bromley asked my mother.

'No, I'm not,' my mother answered angrily.

'Did you kill Jack Robinson, of Barley village?'

'No, I did not.'

'Jennet Device is here,' a voice said quietly. It was Mr Nowell. 'She can tell us the truth about her mother.'

For a minute, my mother did not move. Then she ran across the room and shouted at me. 'You know nothing, you bad child! And I'm your mother! Don't forget that!'

The guards ran after my mother and pulled her to the floor.

'I'm no witch!' my mother shouted. 'It's all lies! Jennet, you're a witch—a child of the Devil! You're my daughter, and I know!'

I was afraid and I put my hands over my eyes. I didn't want to see my mother's ugly face. The guards pulled my mother out of the room and the noise stopped.

'Jennet Device,' the judge said. 'Tell us the truth about your mother.'

Roger Nowell lifted me up and put me on a table in front of the judge.

'My mother is a witch,' I began. 'She has a friend, a dog called Ball. When she wants to kill somebody, she tells Ball...' I talked and talked; I told the judge everything.

Judge Bromley listened carefully. 'My child, is this the truth?'

'Yes,' I answered. 'I'm telling you the truth.'

The guards brought my mother back into the room again. Her face looked tired and her eyes were red.

'Elizabeth Device, your daughter told us about your dog, Ball. Your son, too, told us about the clay pictures. We know everything.'

My mother said nothing. She didn't look at the judge and she didn't look at me.

Next, the guards brought my brother James into the room. When I saw James, I wanted to cry. James was thin and dirty and his hair was very long. He looked at the judge and at all the rich and important men in the room and he began to cry. Then he sat down on the floor.

'Stand up, James Device,' Judge Bromley said.

The guards pulled James up, but he fell to the floor again.

'You killed Mr Duckworth,' Judge Bromley said.

'I wanted a shirt,' James cried.

'Is your brother a witch?' Judge Bromley asked me.

'Yes,' I said. My brother sat on the floor, his mouth open. He looked at me, but he didn't know me. I was clean, and fat because of all the good food at Read Hall.

'James told me about his friend, Dandy,' I began. 'Dandy was the Devil and—'

James heard the name Dandy, and he began to cry again. 'I want Dandy! I want to go home!'

The guards pulled him up from the floor and took him out of the room. I never saw my brother again.

When the guards brought my sister Alizon in front of the judge, I said nothing. John Law, the pedlar, came into the room. He was a thin man now. He walked slowly and he talked slowly and his face looked ill. He told the judge about that day near Colne when Alizon cursed him and her dog ran after him.

'I'm sorry!' Alizon said. 'I was angry with you that day, but I'm sorry now.' Alizon's eyes were dark and afraid, but she had no friends in that room and nobody wanted to listen to her.

Then Mr Nowell took me out and I waited with his servant in a different room. An hour later, there was the noise of many people shouting and crying.

The servant smiled. 'The trial is finished,' he said. 'You're a good child, Jennet. You told the judge the truth about the witches.'

Mr Nowell took me home to Read Hall. And on the twentieth day of August 1612, the guards took my mother, my sister and my brother out of prison, and hanged them in front of Lancaster Castle.

And so I lost my family.

When I was a child, I wanted to be happy. I wanted to be warm, to wear shoes, to eat good food. I wanted someone to take care of me. That's all. My mother gave me nothing. She gave me no love. She never took care of me. Because my mother was a witch, my father ran away and I never knew him. My father was a rich man without a name, and I lived hungry and cold with a witch. And so I told Judge Bromley the truth about my family. Was I wrong? I don't know.

I was happy for years at Read Hall. For twenty-one years, I forgot my family. I learned to cook for the Nowell family; I worked many hours every day but I was warm and I ate good food. Every Sunday, in my best dress, I went to church; every summer I walked over Pendle Hill. I never thought about my family, because I was happy at Read Hall.

In August 1612, the guards hanged my family in front of Lancaster Castle. But their dead faces waited for me there; and a year ago, in 1633, when the guards put me in the prison in Lancaster Castle, I met them again. Day after day, I see their ugly, dead faces and hear their cold, angry voices. I think of them all the time. God is with me here, in prison. I believe that. But my dead family is with me too.

Mr Webster, from the church at Kildwick, visits me again. His blue eyes are tired, but he smiles at me.

'Edmund Robinson and his father told the truth in London,' he says quietly. 'The child told lies about you because he was afraid of his father. He wanted his father to love him.'

I say nothing. Mr Webster wants to be kind, but he cannot help me. Mr Nowell cannot help me because he is dead. Edmund Robinson is only a child; he tells lies one day, and the truth the next day. But the truth cannot help me. What can I do against hate, and lies? When Mr Nowell was alive, the villagers didn't talk about me. But when Mr Nowell died, the lies began. The villagers are all afraid of me—because my name is Device. They hate me—because my name is Device. They say I am a witch—because my name is Device.

I come from a family of witches, but I am not a witch. Nobody died because I cursed them. I never made clay pictures, I never had a cat or dog. I only wanted to live quietly at Read Hall and watch the changing skies over Pendle Hill.

When I was a child, I was always cold and hungry, and I hated my family because they were witches. In 1612, I told the truth, and the truth killed my family. Now, twenty-two years later, lies are going to kill me, here in Lancaster Castle, and I am cold and hungry again.

Mr Webster gives me bread, and I go back into the prison. I can never go back to Read Hall; I know that now. I must stay here in Lancaster Castle, with my dead family.

They are watching me, and waiting for me. I can never be free of them.

This is my true story; and I want to finish it now.



noisy adj. full of loud sound. 喧哗的。

trial n. when a judge and other people meet to ask questions and find out the truth about what happened. 审判。

judge n. someone who decides if someone has done wrong. 法官。

thin adj. not fat. 瘦的。

heard past tense of hear. 动词hear的过去式。

listen to 此处意思为“相信（某人）”。

hang v. to kill someone by holding them above the ground with a rope around the neck. 吊死，绞死。

lost past tense of lose. 动词lose的过去式。

knew past tense of know. 动词know的过去式。

wrong adj. not correct. 不对的，错误的。

forgot past tense of forget. 动词forget的过去式。

thought past tense of think. 动词think的过去式。

against prep. opposite. 相逆，对着。

alive adj. living. 活着的。

be free of 不受某事（某人）的制约、影响。


4　真相与谎言

[image: alt]

4月27日，看守们把我妈妈和詹姆斯带到了兰开斯特城堡，我在里德宅院开始了新的生活。转眼间，春天来了。天空一片湛蓝，山上开着美丽的花朵。从里德宅院看去，潘德尔山显得和过去有些不同：它看起来小了点，而且它在我的生活中不再那么重要了。有时我沿着萨卜登小溪走到萨卜登村，然后再到纽丘奇村；我真高兴能再次靠近潘德尔山。但是我再也没有去过马尔金塔。

春去夏来，8月份我和诺埃尔先生一起去了兰开斯特。兰开斯特离里德宅院有30英里远，因为一连几小时坐在马背上，我很疲惫。兰开斯特是一个大而喧闹的市镇。我以前从来没有见过那么多的人，所以有点害怕。

8月18日，在兰开斯特城堡开始了对潘德尔地区的巫师的审判。法官是一位从伦敦来的重要人物。由于监狱里关着许多兰开夏郡的巫师，布罗姆利法官在那一天听取了很多人的证词。老德姆代克没有出庭，因为在法官到达之前，她已经在5月份死去了。

我和诺埃尔先生的用人在一起等候出庭。当看守叫到我的名字时，我穿过一扇大门往前走去，看见了桌子后面的法官大人。布罗姆利法官十分富有并且地位显赫，但是他的眼睛冰冷无情。突然，我看到了妈妈！她又脏又瘦。当她看见我时，她的脸变红了。当时我的头发很干净，我还穿着鞋子和一条挺贵的裙子。我从她的眼神中看出：她恨我！

“你是女巫吗？”布罗姆利法官问妈妈。

“不，我不是。”我妈妈生气地回答。

“你是不是害死了巴利村的杰克·鲁滨逊？”

“不，我没有。”

“詹妮特·迪瓦斯就在这里。”一个声音平静地说。那是诺埃尔先生。“她可以告诉我们有关她母亲的真实情况。”

有一小会儿，我的妈妈一动不动。随后她跑着穿过房间，向我大喊：“你什么也不知道，你这个坏孩子！我是你妈妈，别忘了这点！”

看守们追着我妈妈，把她拉倒在地上。

“我不是女巫！”妈妈喊道，“那全是谎言！詹妮特，你是个女巫——魔鬼的孩子！你是我女儿，我知道！”

我很害怕，用手挡住眼睛。我不想看到妈妈那张丑陋的脸。看守们把妈妈拉出了房间，吵嚷声止住了。

“詹妮特·迪瓦斯，”法官说，“把你母亲的真实情况告诉我们。”

罗杰·诺埃尔把我举起来，放在法官前面的一张桌子上。

“我的妈妈是个女巫，”我说道，“她有一个朋友，是一条名叫鲍尔的狗。当她想杀死谁的时候，她就告诉鲍尔……”我讲啊，讲啊，把一切都告诉了法官。

布罗姆利法官仔细地听着。“我的孩子，这是真的吗？”

“是的，”我回答说，“我说的都是真话。”

看守们又把我妈妈带回了房间。她面带倦容，眼睛红红的。

“伊丽莎白·迪瓦斯，你的女儿对我们讲了你的狗鲍尔的事。另外你的儿子对我们说了泥像的事。我们什么都知道了。”

我妈妈一声不吭。她既没有看法官，也没有看我。

接下来，看守们把我的哥哥詹姆斯带进了房间。当我看到哥哥时，我真想哭。詹姆斯又脏又瘦，头发长长的。他看了看法官和房间里有钱有势的人，哭了起来。然后，他坐在地上。

“站起来，詹姆斯·迪瓦斯。”布罗姆利法官说。

看守们把詹姆斯拖了起来，但是他又倒在了地上。

“你害死了达克沃思先生。”布罗姆利法官说。

“我想要件衬衣。”詹姆斯大声说。

“你哥哥是巫师吗？”布罗姆利法官问我。

“是。”我说。我哥哥张着嘴坐在地上。他看了我一眼，可是没认出我来。因为我很干净、胖乎乎的，那是由于在里德宅院吃得很好的缘故。

“詹姆斯给我讲过他的朋友丹迪的事，”我说，“丹迪是魔鬼，并且——”

詹姆斯听到丹迪这个名字，又哭了起来：“我要丹迪！我想回家！”

看守们把他从地上拉起来，带了出去。从此，我再也没有见过哥哥。

当看守们把我姐姐艾丽森带到法官前面时，我什么话都没说。小贩约翰·劳走进了房间。他变得非常瘦，走路、说话都很缓慢，一脸病容。他对法官讲述了那一天在科恩村附近，艾丽森诅咒他以及她的狗追赶他的事情。

“我很抱歉！”艾丽森说，“那天我很生你的气，不过现在我感到抱歉。”艾丽森的眼睛黑黑的，流露出恐惧。但是在那个房间里她没有一个朋友，没有人肯听她的话。

后来，诺埃尔先生把我领了出去，我和他的用人在另外一个房间里等着。一小时后，传来了许多人的哭嚷声。

用人笑了。“审判结束了，”他说，“你是个好孩子，詹妮特，你把有关巫师们的真相告诉了法官。”

诺埃尔先生把我带回里德宅院。1612年8月20日，看守们把我的妈妈、姐姐和哥哥押出监狱，在兰开斯特城堡前绞死了他们。

就这样我失去了我的家人。

当我还是个孩子时，我希望过得快乐。我想穿得暖和，想有鞋穿，有好东西吃。我盼望有人来关心我。仅此而已。我的妈妈什么也没有给过我。她从未给过我一点爱。她从不关心我。因为妈妈是女巫，我的父亲跑掉了，我根本不知道他是谁。他是一个没有名字的有钱人，而我却和女巫一起生活，过着饥寒交迫的日子。因此，我把我一家的真相告诉了布罗姆利法官。我错了吗？我不知道。

在里德宅院我幸福地生活了很多年。21年来，我忘记了我的家人。我学着为诺埃尔一家做饭；虽然每天工作很长时间，但是我穿得暖吃得好。每个星期天，我穿上最好的衣服去教堂祈祷；每年夏天我在潘德尔山上漫步。我从未想到过我的家人，因为我在里德宅院生活得很愉快。

1612年8月，看守们在兰开斯特城堡前绞死了我的一家。然而他们死去的面孔在那里等待着我。一年前，也就是1633年，看守们把我关进了兰开斯特城堡监狱。在狱中，我又遇到了他们。日复一日，我能看见他们丑陋的死去的面孔，听得到他们冰冷、气愤的声音。我总是想到他们。上帝在这里，在监狱中与我同在，对此我深信不疑。可是我死去的家人也与我同在。

基尔德威克教堂的韦伯斯特先生又来看我了。他那双蓝眼睛尽是疲惫，但是他向我微笑着。

“埃德蒙·鲁滨逊和他父亲在伦敦说了实话，”他轻声说，“那个孩子过去所说的有关你的事都是扯谎，因为他害怕他父亲。他希望父亲爱他。”

我什么也没说。韦伯斯特先生尽量和善地待我，可是他帮不了我。诺埃尔先生也无法帮我，因为他已经去世了。埃德蒙·鲁滨逊只是个孩子；他今天说谎，明天说真话，但是真话也帮不了我。我能做什么来对抗仇恨和谎言呢？诺埃尔先生在世时，村民们没有议论过我。然而诺埃尔先生去世后，谎言便开始流传起来。村民们都害怕我——因为我姓迪瓦斯。他们恨我——因为我姓迪瓦斯。他们说我是女巫——因为我姓迪瓦斯。

我来自巫师之家，可我不是巫师。我从未咒死过任何人。我从未制作过泥像。我从未养过猫或狗。我只想在里德宅院平静地生活，我只想凝望潘德尔山顶上那片不断变化的天空。

孩提时代，我总是挨饿受冻，我恨我的家人，因为他们都是巫师。1612年，我说了真话，而真话害死了我的一家。22年后的今天，谎言将使我在兰开斯特城堡中丧生，我再次陷入了饥寒交迫的苦难中。

韦伯斯特先生给了我面包，我又回到了牢房里。我再也无法重归里德宅院了；现在我知道这点了。我必须待在兰开斯特城堡监狱里，和我死去的一家在一起。

他们正在注视着我，等待着我，我永远也无法摆脱他们。

这是我的真实故事；就讲到这儿吧。


Exercises

A Checking your understanding

Chapter 1 Who said these words in the chapter?

1 'It's not true. I'm not a witch, you know.'

2 'Go and look for bread.'

3 'Give me some money, old man!'

4 'I'm alive, but I can't move!'

5 'You're a witch, and we don't want you in our village.'

Chapter 2 Write answers to these questions.

1 Where did Roger Nowell live?

2 How old was Old Demdike?

3 When did Old Demdike meet the Devil?

4 Where did the guards take Old Demdike and Alizon?

5 What did James bring home from Barley?

Chapter 3 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 Jennet is afraid of her mother because she's a witch and can kill people.

2 Mr Duckworth gave James a new shirt.

3 Mr Nowell's men found clay pictures at Malkin Tower.

4 Mr Robinson killed Jennet's mother.

Chapter 4 Who said these words in the chapter?

1 'It's all lies! Jennet, you're a witch—a child of the Devil!'

2 'My child, is this the truth?'

3 'I want Dandy! I want to go home!'

4 'You told the judge the truth about the witches.'

5 'Edmund Robinson and his father told the truth in London.'

B Working with language

1 Complete these sentences with information from chapter 1.

1 There are no beds or chairs in the prison and so the women...

2 Jennet loved Pendle Hill because...

3 Jennet didn't like Alizon's dog because...

4 'He's not dead,' the young man said, 'but...'

5 The villagers didn't want Alizon in the village because...

2 Put together these beginnings and endings of sentences. Check your answers in chapter 2.

1 John Law was ill

2 but I didn't want to go back there.

3 because Alizon cursed him.

4 When I saw the fire,

5 Malkin Tower was my home

6 I wanted to go into the room, too.

3 Use these words to join the two sentences together.

　　When　because　but　and then

1 We went along the river. It began to rain.

2 Mr Nowell looked up from his book. We finished eating.

3 James liked Mr Nowell. Mr Nowell didn't shout at him.

4 'You're my daughter. You're not the daughter of my husband.'

4 Put together these beginnings and endings of sentences. Check your answers in chapter 4.

1 because of all the food at Read Hall.

2 but his eyes were cold.

3 The child told lies about Jennet

4 Judge Bromley was rich and important

5 because he was afraid of his father.

6 Jennet was fat

C Activities

1 You are Alizon. Write her diary for the day of 18th March 1612, when she meets John Law.

2 Who do you feel most sorry for in the story? Why? Write a few lines about this person.

3 You are a newspaper reporter. Write two short reports about the Witches of Pendle: one for a newspaper on the 21st August 1612, and one for a newspaper today, nearly four hundred years later.
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简　介

你相信有鬼吗？当然不会相信。我们喜欢谈论鬼，喜欢讲述关于鬼的故事，但我们并非真的相信有鬼……是不是？

1880年，在巴黎歌剧院发生了一件不可思议的事情：一个舞蹈演员在黑暗的走廊里遇见了鬼。它穿越墙壁来到她的面前，它的脸上没有眼睛；一个舞台工人看见一个穿黑色晚礼服的男人，但他却有一个死人般的头颅，黄色的面孔，并且没有鼻子；人们听到另一个房间里有声音，而那个房间却是空的。

这就是歌剧院的幽灵……

一个名叫盖斯顿·勒罗克斯的法国人最早创作了这个关于歌剧院的幽灵的故事。他的书很受欢迎，1925年它被拍成一部美国无声电影，由著名演员朗·钱尼扮演幽灵。从那以后，已经出现了许多其他的电影和戏剧，以及最近由安德鲁·劳埃德·韦伯创作的著名的英国音乐剧。




本书作者詹妮弗·巴塞特是一位经验丰富的教师和作家。她生活和工作在英国西南部的德文郡。
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1
The dancers

'Quick! Quick! Close the door! It's him!' Annie Sorelli ran into the dressing-room, her face white.

One of the girls ran and closed the door, and then they all turned to Annie Sorelli.

'Who? Where? What's the matter?' they cried.

'It's the ghost!' Annie said. 'In the passage. I saw him. He came through the wall in front of me! And... and I saw his face!'

Most of the girls were afraid, but one of them, a tall girl with black hair, laughed.

'Pooh!' she said. 'Everybody says they see the Opera ghost, but there isn't really a ghost. You saw a shadow on the wall.' But she did not open the door, or look into the passage.

'Lots of people see him,' a second girl said. 'Joseph Buquet saw him two days ago. Don't you remember?'

Then all the girls began to talk at once.

'Joseph says the ghost is tall and he wears a black evening coat.'

'He has the head of a dead man, with a yellow face and no nose...'

'...And no eyes—only black holes!'

Then little Meg Giry spoke for the first time. 'Don't talk about him. He doesn't like it. My mother told me.'

'Your mother?' the girl with black hair said. 'What does your mother know about the ghost?'

'She says that Joseph Buquet is a fool. The ghost doesn't like people talking about him, and one day Joseph Buquet is going to be sorry, very sorry.'

'But what does your mother know? Tell us, tell us!' all the girls cried.

'Oh dear!' said Meg. 'But please don't say a word to anyone. You know my mother is the doorkeeper for some of the boxes in the Opera House. Well, Box 5 is the ghost's box! He watches the operas from that box, and sometimes he leaves flowers for my mother!'

'The ghost has a box! And leaves flowers in it!'

'Oh, Meg, your mother's telling you stories! How can the ghost have a box?'

'It's true, it's true, I tell you!' Meg said. 'Nobody buys tickets for Box 5, but the ghost always comes to it on opera nights.'

'So somebody does come there?'

'Why, no!... The ghost comes, but there is nobody there.'

The dancers looked at Meg. 'But how does your mother know?' one of them asked.

'There's no man in a black evening coat, with a yellow face. That's all wrong. My mother never sees the ghost in Box 5, but she hears him! He talks to her, but there is nobody there! And he doesn't like people talking about him!'

But that evening the dancers could not stop talking about the Opera ghost. They talked before the opera, all through the opera, and after the opera. But they talked very quietly, and they looked behind them before they spoke.

When the opera finished, the girls went back to their dressing-room. Suddenly, they heard somebody in the passage, and Madame Giry, Meg's mother, ran into the room. She was a fat, motherly woman, with a red, happy face. But tonight her face was white.

'Oh girls,' she cried. 'Joseph Buquet is dead! You know he walks a long way down, on the fourth floor under the stage. The other stage workers found his dead body there an hour ago—with a rope around his neck!'

'It's the ghost!' cried Meg Giry. 'The ghost killed him!'



ghost n. spirit of a dead person appearing to sb. still living. 鬼；幽灵。

passage n a usu. narrow way through; opening. （通常为狭窄的）通道；通路；小径。

shadow n. area of shade, dark shape, thrown on the ground, a wall, floor, etc. by sth. which cuts off the direct rays of light. 影；阴影。

fool n. (derog.) a silly person. （贬义）蠢人；傻子。

doorkeeper n. person on duty or on guard at a door or other entrance. 门房；守门人。

box n. separate compartment, with seats for several persons, in a theatre, concert hall, etc. （戏院、音乐厅等的）包厢。

rope n. (a piece of) strong thick cord made by twisting. 绳索。


1．舞蹈演员们
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“快！快！关门！是他！”安妮·索雷丽跑进化妆室，脸色苍白。

一个姑娘跑过去把门关上，然后她们都转向安妮·索雷丽。

“谁？在哪里？发生了什么事？”她们叫道。

“有鬼！”安妮说，“在走廊上，我看到了他。他穿过墙壁来到我的面前！我还……还看到了他的脸！”

绝大多数姑娘都很害怕，但她们中的一个高个子的黑发姑娘却大笑起来。

“呸！”她说，“每个人都说他们看到了这个歌剧院的幽灵，但是这里其实并没有鬼。你看见的只是墙上的影子。”但是她没有去把门打开，也没有到走廊上去看个究竟。

“许多人都看到过他，”又一个姑娘说，“约瑟夫·比凯两天前也看到过他，你们难道不记得了？”

随后所有的姑娘们立即开始谈论此事。

“约瑟夫说这幽灵是个高个子，穿着黑色的晚礼服。”

“他有一个死人般的头颅，黄色面孔，没有鼻子……”

“……而且没有眼睛——只是黑洞！”

接着娇小的梅格·吉里第一次开口说话了：“不要谈论他。他不喜欢这样。我妈妈告诉我的。”

“你妈妈？”黑头发的姑娘问，“关于这幽灵的事儿，你妈妈都知道些什么？”

“她说约瑟夫·比凯是个傻瓜。这幽灵不喜欢人们谈论他，总有一天约瑟夫·比凯会后悔的，会非常后悔的。”

“但是你妈妈都知道些什么？告诉我们，告诉我们！”所有的姑娘都叫道。

“哦，天啊！”梅格说，“但是请不要跟任何人说一个字。你们知道我妈妈是歌剧院一些包厢的看门人。瞧！五号包厢就是这幽灵专用的！他在那个包厢看歌剧，并且有时候会留下一些鲜花给我妈妈！”

“这幽灵还有包厢！而且在包厢里留下鲜花！”

“哦，梅格，你妈妈在给你讲故事吧！幽灵怎么会有包厢呢？”

“这是真的，这是真的，我告诉你们！”梅格说，“没有人买五号包厢的票，但是这个幽灵却总是在晚上演歌剧时到包厢里来。”

“确实有人在那儿啦？”

“噢，不！……只有幽灵来，但是那里一个人也没有。”

舞蹈演员们看着梅格。“但是你妈妈是怎么知道的？”其中一个问道。

“这里根本没有穿黑色晚礼服、长着黄色面孔的男人。那都是瞎扯。我妈妈从来没有在五号包厢里看到过这个幽灵，但是她听到过！他跟她说话，然而里面却没有人！而且他不喜欢人们谈论他！”

但是那个晚上舞蹈演员们却无法不谈论歌剧院的幽灵。她们在歌剧开演前谈论着，在歌剧整个演出过程中谈论着，在歌剧演出结束后还谈论着。但是她们谈话的声音很小，而且她们在说话前总要先看看她们的身后的动静。

当歌剧演出结束的时候，姑娘们回到了她们的化妆室。突然，她们听到走廊上有动静，接着吉里夫人，也就是梅格的母亲，跑进了房间。她是一个肥胖的、慈母般的妇人，有一张红扑扑的、快乐的脸。但是今晚她的脸色却是苍白的。

“哦，姑娘们，”她叫道，“约瑟夫·比凯死了！你们知道他要一直往下走很深，走到舞台底下的第4层。别的舞台杂工一个小时以前在那里发现了他的尸体——有一根绳子绕在他的脖子上！”

“是幽灵！”梅格·吉里叫道，“是那个幽灵杀死了他！”


2
The directors of the Opera House

The Opera House was famous, and the directors of the Opera House were very important men. It was the first week of work for the two new directors, Monsieur Armand Moncharmin and Monsieur Firmin Richard. In the directors' office the next day, the two men talked about Joseph Buquet.

'It was an accident,' Monsieur Armand said angrily. 'Or Buquet killed himself.'

'An accident?... Killed himself?' Monsieur Firmin said. 'Which story do you want, my friend? Or do you want the story of the ghost?'

'Don't talk to me about ghosts!' Monsieur Armand said. 'We have 1,500 people working for us in this Opera House, and everybody is talking about the ghost. They're all mad! I don't want to hear about the ghost, OK?'

Monsieur Firmin looked at a letter on the table next to him. 'And what are we going to do about this letter, Armand?'

'Do?' cried Monsieur Armand. 'Why, do nothing, of course! What can we do?'

The two men read the letter again. It wasn't very long.




To the new directors

Because you are new in the Opera House, I am writing to tell you some important things. Never sell tickets for Box 5; that is my box for every opera night. Madame Giry, the doorkeeper, knows all about it. Also, I need money for my work in the Opera House. I am not expensive, and I am happy to take only 20,000 francs a month. That is all. But please remember, I can be a good friend, but a bad enemy.

O. G.




'Don't sell tickets for Box 5! 20,000 francs a month!' Monsieur Armand was very angry again. 'That's the best box in the Opera House, and we need the money, Firmin! And who is this O. G. ,eh?  Tell me that!'

'Opera Ghost, of course,' Monsieur Firmin said. 'But you're right, Armand. We can do nothing about this letter. It's a joke, a bad joke. Somebody thinks we are fools, because we are new here. There are no ghosts in the Opera House!'

The two men then talked about the opera for that night. It was Faust, and usually La Carlotta sang Margarita. La Carlotta was Spanish, and the best singer in Paris. But today, La Carlotta was ill.

'Everybody in Paris is going to be at the opera tonight,' said Monsieur Armand, 'and our best singer is ill. Suddenly! She writes a letter to us just this morning—she is ill, she cannot sing tonight!'

'Don't get angry again, Armand,' Monsieur Firmin said quickly. 'We have Christine Daaé, that young singer from Norway. She can sing Margarita tonight. She has a good voice.'

'But she's so young, and nobody knows her! Nobody wants to listen to a new singer.'

'Wait and see. Perhaps Daaé can sing better than La Carlotta. Who knows?'



mad adj. ill in the mind. 精神错乱的；疯的。

enemy n. a person who hates or dislikes another person. 敌人；仇敌。

joke n. anything said or done to cause laughter or amusement. 笑话；玩笑。

perhaps adv. it may be; possibly. 可能，也许。


2．歌剧院的经理们
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歌剧院很著名，而歌剧院的经理们也都是些非常显要的人物。这是两位新经理阿曼德·蒙沙曼先生和弗明·理查德先生上任的第一个星期。第二天，在经理办公室里，这两位先生谈起了约瑟夫·比凯的事。

“这是个意外事故，”阿曼德先生气愤地说，“要不然比凯就是自杀的。”

“意外事故？……自杀？”弗明先生说，“你想要听哪一类故事，我的朋友？或者说你想听一个关于幽灵的故事？”

“不要跟我谈关于幽灵的事！”阿曼德先生说，“这个歌剧院里有1,500人在为我们工作，而每个人都在谈论关于幽灵的事。他们都疯了！我不想听到幽灵的事，行不行？”

弗明先生看着他身旁桌子上的一封信。“那我们该拿这封信怎么办，阿曼德？”

“拿它怎么办？”阿曼德先生叫道，“噢，当然是什么也不做了！我们又能做些什么呢？”

两位先生又读了一遍这封信。信并不很长。




致新任经理们

因为你们是歌剧院的新任经理，所以我写信告诉你们一些重要的事情。不要出售五号包厢的票；那是我观看每一场晚场歌剧的包厢。吉里夫人，那位看门人，知道这一切。除此之外，我还需要在歌剧院工作的工钱。我要价并不高，一个月拿两万法郎我就感到满足了。就这些。但是请记住，我会是一个好朋友，也会是一个死对头。

O. G. （注：O. G. 即Opera Ghost的缩写。）




“不要出售五号包厢的票！两万法郎一个月！”阿曼德先生又来气了，“那是歌剧院最好的包厢，而且我们需要钱，弗明！谁是这个O. G. 啊？告诉我！”

“自然是歌剧院的幽灵了，”弗明先生说，“但你是对的，阿曼德。我们绝对不能按照信上说的那么做。这是一个玩笑，一个恶毒的玩笑。有人认为我们是傻瓜，因为我们是新来的。歌剧院里根本就没有幽灵！”

然后这两位先生就谈论起当晚的歌剧来。当晚上演的歌剧是《浮士德》，通常由拉·卡洛塔演唱玛格丽塔。拉·卡洛塔是西班牙人，是巴黎最好的歌唱家。但是今天，拉·卡洛塔却病了。

“今晚巴黎的每个人都会到歌剧院来，”阿曼德先生说，“而我们最好的歌唱家却病了。突然间就病了！她今天上午方才写信给我们——她病了，她今晚不能演唱了！”

“不要再生气了，阿曼德，”弗明先生急忙说，“我们有克里斯廷·达埃，那个年轻的挪威歌唱家。她今晚可以演唱玛格丽塔那个角色。她有一副好嗓子。”

“但是她太年轻了，而且没有人知道她！没有人想听一个新手的演唱。”

“等着瞧吧。也许达埃会比拉·卡洛塔唱得更好。谁知道呢？”


3
Christine Daaé

Monsieur Firmin was right. All Paris talked about the new Margarita in Faust, the girl with the beautiful voice, the girl with the voice of an angel. People loved her. They laughed and cried and called for more. Daaé was wonderful, the best singer in the world!

Behind the stage Meg Giry looked at Annie Sorelli. 'Christine Daaé never sang like that before,' she said to Annie. 'Why was she so good tonight?'

'Perhaps she's got a new music teacher,' Annie said.

The noise in the Opera House went on for a long time. In Box 14, Philippe, the Comte de Chagny, turned to his younger brother and smiled.

'Well, Raoul, what did you think of Daaé tonight?'

Raoul, the Vicomte de Chagny, was twenty-one years old. He had blue eyes and black hair, and a wonderful smile. The Chagny family was old and rich, and many girls in Paris were in love with the young Vicomte. But Raoul was not interested in them.

He smiled back at his brother. 'What can I say? Christine is an angel, that's all. I'm going to her dressing-room to see her tonight.'

Philippe laughed. He was twenty years older than Raoul, and was more like a father than a brother.

'Ah, I understand,' he said. 'You are in love! But this is your first night in Paris, your first visit to the opera. How do you know Christine Daaé?'

'You remember four years ago, when I was on holiday by the sea, in Brittany?' Raoul said.  'Well, I met Christine there. I was in love with her then, and I'm still in love with her today!'

The Comte de Chagny looked at his brother. 'Mmm, I see,' he said slowly. 'Well, Raoul, remember she is only an opera singer. We know nothing about her family.'

But Raoul did not listen. To him, good families were not important, and young men never listen to their older brothers.

There were many people in Christine Daaé's dressing-room that night. But there was a doctor with Christine, and her beautiful face looked white and ill. Raoul went quickly across the room and took her hand.

'Christine! What's the matter? Are you ill?' He went down on the floor by her chair. 'Don't you remember me— Raoul de Chagny, in Brittany?'

Christine looked at him, and her blue eyes were afraid. She took her hand away. 'No, I don't know you. Please go away. I'm not well.'

Raoul stood up, his face red. Before he could speak, the doctor said quickly, 'Yes, yes, please go away. Everybody, please leave the room. Mademoiselle Daaé needs to be quiet. She is very tired.'

He moved to the door, and soon everybody left the room. Christine Daaé was alone in her dressing-room.

Outside in the passage the young Vicomte was angry and unhappy. How could Christine forget him? How could she say that to him? He waited for some minutes, then, very quietly and carefully, he went back to the door of her dressing-room. But he did not open the door, because just then he heard a man's voice in the room!

'Christine, you must love me!' the voice said.

Then Raoul heard Christine's voice. 'How can you talk like that? When I sing only for you...? Tonight, I gave everything to you, everything. And now I'm so tired.' Her voice was unhappy and afraid.

'You sang like an angel,' the man's voice said.

Raoul walked away. So that was the answer! Christine Daaé had a lover. But why was her voice so unhappy? He waited in the shadows near her room. He wanted to see her lover—his enemy!

After about ten minutes Christine came out of her room, alone, and walked away down the passage. Raoul waited, but no man came out after her. There was nobody in the passage, so Raoul went quickly up to the door of the dressing-room, opened it and went in. He closed the door quietly behind him, then called out:

'Where are you? I know you're in here! Come out!'

There was no answer. Raoul looked everywhere—under the chairs, behind all the clothes, in all the dark corners of the room. There was nobody there.



angel n. (esp. in Christian belief) messenger from God (usu. shown in pictures as a human being in white with wings). （尤指基督教所相信的）天使（在图画中通常作人形，穿白衣，有翼）。

Brittany n. a region of northwestern France. 布列塔尼（法国西北部一地区）。

alone adj. （用作表语）without others. 单独的；一人的。

corner n. (the inside or outside of) the point at which two lines, surfaces, or edges meet. 角落。


3．克里斯廷·达埃
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弗明先生说对了。整个巴黎都在谈论歌剧《浮士德》中玛格丽塔的新演唱者，那个有着美妙歌喉的姑娘，那个有着天使一般嗓音的姑娘。人们热爱她。他们笑啊，叫啊，要她再唱一首。达埃的演唱棒极了，她是世界上最好的歌唱家！

在舞台的后面梅格·吉里看着安妮·索雷丽。“克里斯廷·达埃以前从来没有唱得那么好，”她对安妮说，“为什么她今晚唱得这么好呢？”

“或许她已经有了一位新的音乐老师。”安妮说。

歌剧院里的喧闹声持续了很长一段时间。在14号包厢里，菲利普，这位查格尼家族的伯爵，微笑着转向他的弟弟。

“嘿，拉乌尔，你觉得今晚达埃表演得怎么样？”

拉乌尔，这位查格尼家族的子爵21岁。他长着蓝眼睛黑头发，有着迷人的微笑。查格尼家族古老而富有，巴黎的许多姑娘都爱上了这位年轻的子爵，但是拉乌尔对她们却并不感兴趣。

他对他的哥哥报以微笑。“我能说什么呢？克里斯廷是一位天使，就这样。今晚我要去她的化妆室拜访她。”

菲利普笑了。他比拉乌尔大20岁，与其说是拉乌尔的兄长，倒不如说是他的父亲。

“啊，我明白了，”他说，“你恋爱了！但是这是你在巴黎的第一个夜晚，是你第一次来这座歌剧院。你是如何认识克里斯廷·达埃的呢？”

“你还记得四年前，我在布列塔尼海边度假的时候吗？”拉乌尔说，“喔，我在那儿遇见了克里斯廷。当时我就爱上了她，而且今天我还爱着她！”

这位查格尼家族的伯爵看着他的弟弟。“嗯，我明白了，”他一字一顿地说，“噢，拉乌尔，记住，她只是一个歌剧演员。我们对她的家庭一无所知。”

但是拉乌尔听不进去。对他来说，好的家庭并不重要，而且年轻人从来都听不进他们兄长的劝告。

那天晚上克里斯廷·达埃的化妆室里有很多人。但是克里斯廷的身边还有一位医生，而且她美丽的面容带有病色，显得苍白。拉乌尔快步穿过房间，握住她的手。

“克里斯廷！怎么了？你病了吗？”他走到她的座椅旁，“你不记得我了——查格尼家族的拉乌尔，在布列塔尼？”

克里斯廷看着他，她那蓝色的眼睛带着惊恐。她把她的手抽走。“不，我不认识你。请走吧。我身体不太好。”

拉乌尔站起来，他的脸红了。他还没来得及说话，那位医生就急忙抢着说：“对，对，请走吧。各位，请离开这房间。达埃小姐需要安静。她太累了。”

他走向门口，不久所有的人都离开了那个房间，只留下克里斯廷·达埃独自待在她的化妆室里。

在门外的走廊上年轻的子爵感到不悦和扫兴。克里斯廷怎么会忘了他？她怎么会对他说那些话？他等了几分钟，然后，轻轻地，小心翼翼地，他又回到她的化妆室门口。但是他没有把门推开，因为就在这个时候他听到屋里有一个男人的声音！

“克里斯廷，你必须爱我！”那个声音说。

接着拉乌尔听到克里斯廷的声音。“你怎么能那样跟我说话？在我只为你歌唱的时候……？今晚，我把一切都给了你，一切。而现在我太累了。”她的声音显得愁苦而害怕。

“你唱得像一位天使。”那个男人的声音说。

拉乌尔走开了。这么说那就是答案！克里斯廷·达埃有一个情人。但是为什么她的声音如此不悦？他在她房间附近的一处阴影里等着。他要看看她的情人——他的情敌！

大约过了10分钟左右，克里斯廷从她的房间里出来了。她独自一人沿走廊走了过去。拉乌尔等着，但是没有男人跟着她出来。走廊上没有人，于是拉乌尔快步来到化妆室门前，推门而入。他轻轻地把身后的门关上，然后喊道：

“你在哪里？我知道你在这儿！出来！”

没有回答。拉乌尔找遍了所有地方——椅子下面、所有的衣服背后、房间里的每一个阴暗角落。但毫无人影。


4
The Phantom is angry

That was Tuesday night. On Wednesday morning Monsieur Armand and Monsieur Firmin were happy men. Paris liked the new Margarita—everything in life was good. The next opera night was Friday. It was Faust again, but this time with La Carlotta singing Margarita.

By Wednesday afternoon they were not so happy. A second letter arrived for them—from O. G.




Why don't you listen to me? I am getting angry. Leave Box 5 free for me. And where are my 20,000 francs? On Friday Daaé must sing Margarita again. She is now the best singer in Paris. La Carlotta cannot sing—she has a very ugly voice, like a toad.

Remember, I am a bad enemy. O. G.




'So, Firmin, is this still a joke?' Monsieur Armand shouted. 'What are we going to do now, eh? Is O. G. the director here, or are we?'

'Don't shout, Armand,' said Monsieur Firmin tiredly. 'I don't know the answers. Let's talk to Madame Giry, the doorkeeper of Box 5. Perhaps she can help us.'

But Madame Giry was not helpful. Madame Giry was not afraid of ghosts, and she was not afraid of directors of Opera Houses.

'People say that you're a friend of the Opera ghost, Madame Giry,' Monsieur Armand began. 'Tell us about him. Some people say he has no head.'

'And some people say he has no body,' said Monsieur Firmin. 'What do you say, Madame Giry?'

Madame Giry looked at the two men and laughed. 'I say that the directors of the Opera House are fools!'

'What!' Monsieur Armand shouted. He stood up, and his face was red and angry. 'Listen to me, woman—'

'Oh, sit down, Armand, and listen,' said Monsieur Firmin. 'Why do you say that, Madame Giry?'

'Because, Monsieur, the Opera ghost is angry with you. When the ghost wants something, he must have it. He is clever and dangerous, this ghost. The old directors before you, they knew that, oh yes. At first they tried to stop him. Then there were many accidents in the Opera House, many strange accidents. And when did these accidents happen? When the ghost was angry! So, the old directors learnt very quickly. The ghost wants Box 5? He can have it every night. The ghost wants money? Let's give the money to him at once. Oh yes, the old directors understood very well.'

'But we are the directors, not the Opera ghost!' Monsieur Armand shouted. He turned to Monsieur Firmin. 'This woman is mad. Why do we listen to her? On Friday night La Carlotta is going to sing Margarita. And you and I, Firmin, are going to watch the opera from Box 5.'

'Well, we can try that, Armand. But we don't want any accidents.'

Madame Giry came nearer to the two men. 'Listen to me,' she said quietly. 'Remember Joseph Buquet? I tell you, the Opera ghost is a good friend, but a bad enemy.'

The two men stared at her. 'Those words,' Monsieur Firmin said slowly, 'why did you say those words, Madame Giry?'

 'Because the ghost says them to me. I never see him, but I often hear him. He has a very nice voice—and he doesn't shout at people.'



ugly adj. very unpleasant. 很讨厌的；可怕的。

toad n. rough-skinned, frog-like animal that lives on land except when breeding. 蟾蜍；癞蛤蟆。

shout v. to give a loud cry (of); speak or say very loudly. 喊叫；呼喊。

clever adj. quick at learning and understanding; having a quick, skillful, and able mind or body. 聪明的；灵巧的；能干的；熟练的。

dangerous adj. able to or likely to cause danger. 危险的；招致危险的。

stare v. to look fixedly (at) with wide-opened eyes, as in wonder, fear, or deep thought. 凝视；瞪眼；盯着看。


4．幽灵发怒了
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那是星期二的晚上。星期三上午阿曼德先生和弗明先生成了快乐的人。巴黎喜欢玛格丽塔的新演唱者——生活中的一切都是美好的。下一场晚场歌剧是在星期五，又是《浮士德》，但是这一次由拉·卡洛塔演唱玛格丽塔。

到星期三下午他们就不那么快乐了。第二封信送到了他们手中——来自O. G. 的信。




你们为什么不听我的话？我会发怒的。把五号包厢空着留给我。另外我的两万法郎在哪里？星期五达埃必须再次演唱玛格丽塔。她是当今巴黎最好的歌唱家。拉·卡洛塔不能演唱——她的声音非常难听，活像一只癞蛤蟆。

记住，我是一个死对头。O. G.




“如此看来，弗明，这还是一个玩笑吗？”阿曼德先生喊道，“现在我们该做些什么，啊？这里的经理是O. G. ，还是我们？”

“不要喊叫，阿曼德，”弗明先生有气无力地说，“我也不知道如何是好。让我们同吉里夫人，那个5号包厢的看门人谈一谈。或许她能帮助我们。”

但是吉里夫人帮不了什么忙。吉里夫人并不怕幽灵，也不怕歌剧院的经理们。

“人们说你是歌剧院幽灵的朋友，吉里夫人，”阿曼德先生打开了话题，“告诉我们有关他的情况。有人说他没有脑袋。”

“而有人说他没有身体，”弗明先生说，“你说呢，吉里夫人？”

吉里夫人看着这两个人大笑起来。“我说歌剧院的经理们都是傻瓜！”

“什么！”阿曼德先生喊道。他站了起来，满脸通红，面显怒色。“听我说，小娘们——”

“哦，坐下，阿曼德，听她说，”弗明先生说，“你为什么那样说，吉里夫人？”

“因为，先生，这歌剧院的幽灵对你们发怒了。因为这幽灵想要什么，他就必须得到它。这个幽灵是聪明而危险的。你们的那些前任深谙此道，哦，是这样的。刚开始他们试图阻止他。接着在歌剧院里就发生了许多事故，许多意想不到的事故。而那些事故什么时候发生呢？就是这幽灵发怒的时候！所以，那些前任经理们很快就知道该怎么做了。这幽灵想要五号包厢？他可以每个晚上都拥有它。这幽灵想要钱？让我们马上把钱给他。哦对了，那些老经理们领会得很好。”

“但是经理是我们，而不是这歌剧院的幽灵！”阿曼德先生喊道。他转向弗明先生。“这个女人疯了。我们为什么要听她的？星期五晚上由拉·卡洛塔演唱玛格丽塔。而你和我，弗明，到五号包厢里去观看歌剧。”

“好，我们可以那样试试，阿曼德。但是我们不希望发生任何事故。”

吉里夫人走近这两个人。“听我说，”她轻声道：“记得约瑟夫·比凯吗？我告诉你们，这歌剧院的幽灵会是一个好朋友，但也会是一个死对头。”

这两个人凝视着她。“那些话，”弗明先生一字一顿地说，“你为什么说那些话，吉里夫人？”

“因为这幽灵跟我说过那些话。我从来没有见过他，但是我经常听到他说话。他有一副很好的嗓子——而且不对人喊叫。”


5
A letter for Raoul

That Wednesday a letter also arrived for the young Vicomte de Chagny. He opened the letter, saw the name at the bottom, and smiled for the first time that day.




Dear Raoul

Of course I remember you! How could I forget you? Meet me on Thursday at three o'clock in the Tuileries Gardens. Don't be angry with me, Raoul, please.

Christine Daaé




Raoul put the letter carefully into his pocket. Angry? How could he be angry with an angel? On Thursday he was in the Tuileries Gardens by two o'clock.

At ten past three he began to feel unhappy. At half past three he wanted to die, or to kill somebody.

And then... she came. She ran through the gardens to him, and in a second she was in his arms.

'Oh, Christine!' he said, again and again. 'Oh, Christine!' They walked through the gardens together and talked for a long time. They remembered their happy weeks in Brittany, four years ago.

'But why did you go away, Christine?' Raoul asked. 'Why didn't you write to me?'

For a minute or two Christine said nothing. Then she said slowly, 'We were so young, you and I. I was just a poor singer from Norway, and you... you were the Vicomte de Chagny. I knew I could never be your wife.'

'But I love you, Christine—'

'No, shh. Listen to me, Raoul, please. I went home to Norway, and a year later, my father died. I was very unhappy, but I came back to France, to Paris. I worked and worked at my singing, because I wanted to be an opera singer. Not just a good singer, but the best opera singer in Paris.'

'And now you are,' Raoul said. He smiled. 'All Paris is at your feet.'

Christine turned her face away and said nothing.

'Christine,' Raoul said quietly. 'I want to ask you a question. Who was the man in your dressing-room on Tuesday night? Tell me, please!'

Christine stopped and stared at him. Her face went white. 'What man?' she whispered. 'There was no man in my dressing-room on Tuesday night.'

Raoul put his hand on her arm. 'I heard him,' he said. 'I listened outside the door and heard a man's voice. Who was he?'

'Don't ask me, Raoul! There was a man's voice, yes, but there was no man in my room! It's true! Oh, Raoul, I'm so afraid. Sometimes I want to die.'

'Who is he? Tell me, Christine, please. I'm your friend, I can help you. Tell me his name!'

'I cannot tell you his name. It's a secret,' whispered Christine. 'I never see him, I only hear his voice. But he is everywhere! He sees everything, hears everything. That's why I didn't speak to you on Tuesday night. He is my music teacher, Raoul. He's a wonderful singer. I sang so well on Tuesday night because of him. I am famous because of him. He is my angel of music! And he says he loves me. How can I leave him?'



bottom n. the base on which something stands; the lowest part, inside or outside. 底端，下部。

whisper v. to speak (words) very quietly, using the breath but not the voice. 低语；耳语；窃窃私语。

secret n. something kept hidden or known only to a few. 秘密。


5．一封致拉乌尔的信
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那个星期三也有一封信到了年轻的查格尼家族的子爵手里。他打开信，看到信末尾的署名，露出了那天的第一个微笑。




亲爱的拉乌尔：

我当然记得你！我怎么会忘了你呢？星期四下午3点到杜伊勒利花园来见我。请不要生我的气，拉乌尔。

克里斯廷·达埃




拉乌尔小心翼翼地把这封信放进他的衣服口袋里。生气吗？他怎么会生一位天使的气呢？星期四还不到两点他就到了杜伊勒利花园。

3点10分的时候他开始感到不快。到了3点半的时候他想死掉，或者杀人。

随后……她来了。她穿过花园奔向他，一下子扑到他怀里。

“哦，克里斯廷！”他一遍又一遍地说，“哦，克里斯廷！”他们一同漫步着穿过花园并且谈了很长时间。他们回忆起四年前在布列塔尼的快乐时光。

“但是你为什么离开那里了，克里斯廷？”拉乌尔问，“你为什么不给我写信？”

克里斯廷沉默了一两分钟，然后她才慢慢地说：“你我都太年轻，我只是一个从挪威来的贫穷的歌唱家，而你……你是查格尼家族的子爵。我知道我不可能成为你的妻子。”

“但是我爱你，克里斯廷——”

“不，嘘，请听我说，拉乌尔。我回到了挪威，一年后，我父亲去世了。我非常悲伤，但是我回到了法国，来到了巴黎。我拼命地唱啊唱啊，因为我想成为一名歌剧演唱家。不仅仅是优秀的歌唱家，而是巴黎最好的歌剧演唱家。”

“现在你是了，”拉乌尔说。他微笑着，“整个巴黎都拜倒在你的脚下。”

克里斯廷转过脸去，沉默不语。

“克里斯廷，”拉乌尔轻声说，“我想问你一个问题。星期二晚上在你化妆室里的那个男人是谁？请告诉我！”

克里斯廷停下来凝视着他。她的脸变白了。“什么男人？”她低语道，“星期二晚上没有男人在我的化妆室里。”

拉乌尔把手放在她的手臂上。“我听到他的声音了，”他说：“我在门外听，听到了一个男人的声音。他是谁？”

“不要问我，拉乌尔！是有一个男人的声音，是的，但是我的房间里没有男人！这是真的！哦，拉乌尔，我害怕极了。有时候我真想去死。”

“他是谁？请告诉我，克里斯廷。我是你的朋友，我会帮助你。告诉我他的名字！”

“我不能告诉你他的名字。这是一个秘密，”克里斯廷低声道，“我从来没有见过他，我只是听到他的声音。但是他无处不在！他什么都看得到，什么都听得到。那就是我星期二晚上没有和你说话的原因。他是我的音乐老师，拉乌尔。他是一个极好的歌唱家。我星期二晚上之所以唱得那么好就是因为他。我之所以出名就是因为他。他是我的音乐天使！而他说他爱我。我怎么能离开他呢？”


6
La Carlotta sings Margarita

On Friday morning La Carlotta had her breakfast in bed. She drank her coffee and opened her morning letters. One letter had no name on it. It was very short.




You are ill. You cannot sing Margarita tonight. Stay at home and don't go to the Opera House. Accidents can happen. Do you want to lose your voice—for ever?




La Carlotta was very, very angry. She got out of bed at once and did not finish her breakfast.

'This is from Christine Daaé's friends,' she thought. 'They want her to sing again tonight. That Daaé girl is going to be sorry for this! I, La Carlotta, I am the best opera singer in Paris. And nothing is going to stop me singing Margarita tonight!'

At six o'clock that evening the dancers were in their dressing-room. They talked and laughed and put on their red and black dresses for Faust. But Meg Giry was very quiet.

'What's the matter, Meg?' Annie Sorelli asked.

'It's the Opera ghost,' Meg said. 'My mother says he's angry. She's afraid that something's going to happen tonight.'

'Oh, pooh!' the girl with black hair said. 'Who's afraid of an old ghost?'

An hour later Monsieur Armand and Monsieur Firmin went into Box 5 and sat down. They were not afraid of ghosts. Of course not. There were no ghosts in the Opera House.

Then Monsieur Armand saw some flowers on the floor by the door of the box. 'Firmin,' he whispered, 'did you put those flowers there?'

Monsieur Firmin looked. 'No, I didn't,' he whispered back. 'Did you?'

'Of course not, you fool! Shh, the music's beginning.'

La Carlotta did not sing for the first hour. There were no strange voices in Box 5, and the two directors began to feel happier. Then La Carlotta came out onto the stage, and Monsieur Firmin looked at Monsieur Armand.

'Did you hear a voice just then?' he asked quietly.

'No!' Monsieur Armand said, but he looked behind him twice, then three times, and suddenly felt cold.

La Carlotta sang and sang, and nothing happened. Then she began a beautiful love song.

'My love begins to—Co-ack!'

Everybody stared. What was the matter with Carlotta's voice? What was that strange noise—Co-ack?

Carlotta stopped and began the song again.

'My love begins to—Co-ack!

I cannot forget my—Co-ack!'

It was the noise of a toad! People began to talk and laugh. Monsieur Firmin put his head in his hands. Then he felt Monsieur Armand's hand on his arm. There was a voice in the box with them! A man's voice, laughing!

Poor Carlotta tried again, and again.

'I cannot forget my—Co-ack!'

Then the two directors heard the voice again, behind them, in front of them, everywhere. 'Her singing tonight is going to bring down the chandelier!'

The two directors looked up at the top of the Opera House. Their faces were white. The famous chandelier, with its thousand lights, broke away from its ropes and crashed down on to the people below.

That was a terrible night for the Paris Opera House. One woman was killed by the chandelier, and many people were hurt. The Opera House closed for two weeks. And La Carlotta never sang again.



lose v. to cause the loss of. （使）失去，（使）失掉。

stage n. the raised floor on which plays are performed in a theatre. 舞台。

chandelier n. a usu. large decorative holder for electric lights or candles, usu. hanging from the ceiling. 枝形吊灯。

crash v. to (cause to) fall or strike something noisily and violently. （使）猛撞；坠毁。

terrible adj. very severe indeed. 可怕的；严重的。


6．拉·卡洛塔演唱玛格丽塔
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星期五早晨拉·卡洛塔在床上用早餐。她一边喝咖啡一边拆阅她的晨信。有一封信没有署名。它非常短。




你病了。今晚你不能演唱玛格丽塔。待在家里不要去歌剧院。否则会有意外。你想失声吗——永远地？




拉·卡洛塔非常非常气愤。她立即下床，连早餐都没有吃完。

“这是克里斯廷·达埃的朋友写来的，”她想，“他们希望她今晚再次演唱。那个达埃姑娘将为此而感到懊悔！我，拉·卡洛塔，是巴黎最好的歌剧演唱家。没有什么能够阻止我今晚演唱玛格丽塔！”

当天晚上6点钟舞蹈演员们都来到了她们的化妆室。她们一边笑谈着一边穿上她们的红黑的《浮士德》歌剧服。但是梅格·吉丽却一言不发。

“怎么了，梅格？”安妮·索雷丽问。

“是歌剧院的幽灵，”梅格说，“我妈妈说他发怒了。她担心今晚会发生什么事。”

“哦，呸！”那个黑发姑娘说，“谁会害怕什么幽灵？”

一个小时以后阿曼德先生和弗明先生步入五号包厢坐下。他们不害怕幽灵。当然不怕。歌剧院里根本就没有幽灵。

随后阿曼德先生发现包厢门边的地上放着一些鲜花。“弗明，”他轻声问，“是你把那些鲜花放在那里的？”

弗明先生看了看。“不，我没有，”他又轻声反问：“是你吗？”

“当然不是，你这个傻瓜！嘘，歌剧开始了。”

拉·卡洛塔在开始的头一个小时里不演唱。五号包厢里没有异常的声音，于是两位经理开始感觉心情愉快了。接着拉·卡洛塔上了台，这时弗明先生看着阿曼德先生。

“刚才你听到什么声音了吗？”他轻声问。

“没有！”阿曼德先生说，但是他往身后看了两次，随后又看了第三次，并且突然感到一丝凉意。

拉·卡洛塔唱啊唱，并没有发生什么事。接着她开始演唱一首优美的爱情歌曲。

“我的爱始于——呱！”

众人面面相觑。卡洛塔的嗓音怎么了？那个陌生的杂音——呱是什么？

卡洛塔停下来重新开始演唱。

“我的爱始于——呱！”

“我无法忘记我的——呱！”

这是癞蛤蟆的鼓噪！人们开始交头接耳并且哄笑。弗明先生把头埋进双手之中。然后他觉得阿曼德先生的手放在了自己的手臂上。包厢里有一个声音！一个男人的声音，大笑着！

可怜的卡洛塔试了一次又一次。

“我无法忘记我的——呱！”

接着这两位经理又听到了那个声音，它来自身后，面前，各个方向。“今晚她的演唱将会使枝形吊灯落下来！”

两位经理抬头朝歌剧院的屋顶看去。他们的脸色变得惨白。那著名的有着上千盏灯的枝形吊灯，竟然脱离束缚它的绳索坠落在下面的观众席上。

对于巴黎歌剧院来说那是一个可怕的夜晚。一名妇女被枝形吊灯砸死，还有许多人被砸伤。歌剧院为此关闭两周。而拉·卡洛塔从此再没有演唱过。


7
My angel of music

For a week Raoul saw Christine every day. Some days Christine was quiet and unhappy, some days she laughed and sang. She never wanted to talk about the Opera House, or her singing, or Raoul's love for her. Raoul was very afraid for her. Who, or what, was this strange teacher, this man's voice, her 'angel of music'?

Then one day there was no Christine. She was not at her home, not at the Opera House, not at their meeting places. Raoul looked everywhere and asked everybody. Where was Christine Daaé? But nobody knew.

Two days before the Opera House opened again, a letter arrived for Raoul. It was from Christine.




Meet me in an hour at the top of the Opera House, on the tenth floor.




The tenth floor of the Opera House was a dangerous place. There were hundreds of ropes going down to the stage below— it was a long, long way down.

Raoul and Christine sat in a dark corner, and Raoul took Christine's hands. Her face was white and tired.

'Listen, Raoul,' she said quietly. 'I'm going to tell you everything. But this is our last meeting.  I can never see you again.'

'No, Christine!' Raoul cried. 'I love you, and we—'

'Shh! Quietly! Perhaps he can hear us. He's everywhere in the Opera House, Raoul!'

'Who? What are you talking about, Christine?'

'My angel of music. I couldn't meet you last Saturday because he came for me, and took me away. I was in my dressing-room in the Opera House and suddenly, he was there in front of me!  I saw the voice for the first time! He wore black evening clothes and a mask over his face. He took me through many secret doors and passages, down, down under the Opera House. There is a lake down there, a big lake; the waters are black and cold. He took me across the lake in a boat to his house. He lives there, Raoul, in a house on the lake, under the Opera House!'

Raoul stared at her. Was his beautiful Christine mad? Christine saw his face, and said quickly:

'It's true, Raoul, it's true! And he... he is the Phantom of the Opera! But he's not a ghost, he's not an angel of music, he's a man! His name is Erik, and he loves me, he wants me to be his wife! No, Raoul, listen, there is more. He told me all this in his house, in a beautiful room. He said that no woman could ever love him, because of his face. He was so unhappy! Then he took off his mask, and I saw his face.'

She began to cry, and Raoul put his arms around her.

'Oh Raoul, he has the most terrible face! It is so ugly! I wanted to scream and run away.  But where could I run to? He has the face of a dead man, Raoul, but he is not dead! He has no nose, just two black holes in his yellow face. And his eyes! Sometimes they are black holes, sometimes they have a terrible red light...'

She put her face in her hands for a second. Then she said, 'I stayed in his house for five days. He was very good to me, and I felt sorry for him, Raoul. He wants me to love him, and I told him... I told him...'

'No, Christine, no! You're going to be my wife! Come away with me at once, today! You can't go back to him.'

'But I must,' Christine said quietly. 'He knows about you, Raoul. He knows about us. He says he's going to kill you. I must go back to him.'

'Never!' said Raoul. 'I love you, Christine, and I'm going to kill this Erik!'

Erik... Erik...Erik... Erik... The word whispered round the Opera House. Raoul and Christine stared.

'What was that?' Raoul said, afraid. 'Was that...his voice? Where did it come from?'

'I'm afraid, Raoul,' Christine whispered. 'I'm singing Margarita again on Saturday. What's going to happen?'

'This,' Raoul said. 'After the opera on Saturday night, you and I are going away together. Come on, let's go down now. I don't like it up here.'

They went carefully along a dark passage to some stairs, then suddenly stopped. There was a man in front of them, a tall man in a long dark coat and a black hat. He turned and looked at them.

'No, not these stairs,' he said. 'Go to the stairs at the front. And go quickly!'

Christine turned and ran. Raoul ran after her.

'Who was that man?' he asked.

'It's the Persian,' Christine answered.

'But who is he? What's his name? Why did he tell us to go to the front stairs?'

'Nobody knows his name. He's just the Persian. He's always in the Opera House. I think he knows about Erik, but he never talks about him. Perhaps he saw Erik on those stairs, and wanted to help us.'

Hand in hand, they ran quickly down the stairs, through passages, then more stairs and more passages. At one of the little back doors to the Opera House, they stopped.

'On Saturday night, then. After the opera,' Raoul said. 'I'm going to take you away, and marry you.'

Christine looked up into his face. 'Yes, Raoul.'

Then they kissed, there by the door of the Opera House. Their first kiss.



strange adj. hard to accept or understand; surprising. 奇怪的。

mask n. a covering for the face to hide or protect it. 面罩；面具；防护面具。

scream v. to cry out loudly on a high note, in fear, pain, excitement, or sometimes laughter. （因害怕、疼痛、激动而）尖叫；大哭。

second n. a moment. 片刻，瞬间。

Persia n. the people of Persia (now called Iran). 波斯人。

marry v. to take (a person) in marriage. 结婚；娶；嫁。

kiss v. to touch with the lips as a sign of love or as a greeting. 吻；亲吻；接吻。


7．我的音乐天使

[image: alt]

在一个星期的时间里拉乌尔天天都与克里斯廷约会。有时候克里斯廷显得沉默而不太高兴，而有时候她又笑又唱。她从不愿提及歌剧院，不愿提及她的演唱，也不愿提及拉乌尔对她的爱。拉乌尔为她感到非常担心。这个奇怪的老师，这个男人的声音，她的“音乐天使”到底是谁，或者是什么？

后来有一天克里斯廷不见了。她不在家里，不在歌剧院里，也不在他们约会的地方。拉乌尔到处找并且问遍了所有的人。克里斯廷·达埃在哪里？但是没有人知道。

在歌剧院重新开业的前两天，一封信送到了拉乌尔手里。它是克里斯廷写来的。




一个小时以后到歌剧院的顶层第11层来见我。




歌剧院的第11层是一个危险的地方。那里有数百条绳索垂向下面的舞台——长长地下垂着。

拉乌尔和克里斯廷坐在一个阴暗的角落里，拉乌尔握着克里斯廷的双手。她的脸色苍白，显得有些疲惫。

“听着，拉乌尔，”她轻声说，“我将把一切都告诉你。但是这是我们的最后一次约会。我再也不能见你了。”

“不，克里斯廷！”拉乌尔喊道，“我爱你，而且我们——”

“嘘！小声点！也许他能听到我们。在歌剧院里他无处不在，拉乌尔！”

“谁？你在说什么，克里斯廷？”

“我的音乐天使。上个星期六我不能来见你，因为他来找我，并且把我带走了。当时我正在歌剧院我的化妆室里，突然地，他就出现在我的面前！我第一次看到了发出这个声音的人！他穿着黑色晚礼服，脸上戴着面罩。他带着我穿过许多秘密的门和走廊，在歌剧院的底下一直往下走、往下走。那下面有一个湖，一个挺大的湖；湖水又黑又凉。他用小船带着我渡过那个湖去他的住处。他住在那里，拉乌尔，住在湖上的一座房子里，在歌剧院的底下！”

拉乌尔凝视着她。他美丽的克里斯廷疯了吗？克里斯廷看着他的脸，急急地说：

“这是真的，拉乌尔，这是真的！而他……他就是那个歌剧院的幽灵！不过他不是鬼，他也不是音乐天使，他是一个男人！他的名字叫埃里克，他爱我，他希望我成为他的妻子！不，拉乌尔，听着，还有。在他的房子里，在一个漂亮的房间里，他把这一切都告诉了我。他说没有一个女人会爱上他，都是因为他的脸。他是如此的不幸！接着他摘下面罩，我看到了他的脸。”

她开始哭了起来，拉乌尔一把将她抱住。

“哦！拉乌尔，他有一张最最可怕的脸！它是如此的丑陋！我真想尖叫着跑掉，可是我能往哪儿跑？他有一张死人一样的脸，拉乌尔，但是他并不是死人！他没有鼻子，在他黄色的脸上只有两个黑洞。还有他的眼睛！有时候它们是黑洞，有时候它们则发出可怕的红光……”

她把脸埋入双手之中，片刻之后她说：“我在他的房子里住了5天。他对我非常好，我觉得对不起他，拉乌尔。他希望我爱他，而我告诉他……我告诉他……”

“不，克里斯廷，不！你将成为我的妻子！来，马上和我离开这儿，就在今天！你不能回到他那儿去。”

“但是我必须，”克里斯廷轻声道，“他知道你，拉乌尔。他知道我们的事。他说他要杀了你。我必须回到他那儿去。”

“决不！”拉乌尔说，“我爱你，克里斯廷，而且我要杀了这个埃里克！”

埃里克……埃里克……埃里克……埃里克……这声音在歌剧院里低声回荡着。拉乌尔和克里斯廷面面相觑。

“那是什么？”拉乌尔害怕地说，“那是……他的声音吗？是从哪儿发出来的？”

“我害怕，拉乌尔，”克里斯廷轻声说，“星期六我将再次演唱玛格丽塔。到时候会发生什么事呢？”

“这样，”拉乌尔说，“演完星期六晚上的那场歌剧以后，你和我一起离开这儿。现在我们下去吧。我不喜欢待在这里。”

他们小心翼翼地沿着黑暗的走廊朝楼梯走去，接着突然停住了。有一个男人站在他们前面，这是一个高个子男人，穿着深色长外衣，戴着一顶黑色帽子。他转过身来看着他们。

“不，别走这楼梯，”他说，“去前面那楼梯，快走！”

克里斯廷转身就跑。拉乌尔跟着她跑。

“那个人是谁？”他问。

“是个波斯人。”克里斯廷回答。

“但是他是谁？他叫什么名字？为什么他告诉我们要走前面的楼梯？”

“没有人知道他的名字。他就是波斯人。他经常在歌剧院里。我想他知道埃里克，但是他从不提及他。或许他看到埃里克在那楼梯上，而想帮助我们。”

他们手拉着手飞快地跑下楼梯，穿过走廊，又走过更多的楼梯和走廊。在歌剧院的一个小小的后门口，他们停住了。

“那么星期六晚上，演完歌剧以后，”拉乌尔说，“我要带你离开这儿，并且和你结婚。”

克里斯廷抬头深情地看着他的脸。“好的，拉乌尔。”

随后他们接吻了，在歌剧院的那道门边。那是他们的初吻。


8
Where is Christine Daaé?

On Saturday morning Comte Philippe looked across the breakfast table at his brother.

'Don' t do it, Raoul, please. All this talk about ghosts and phantoms. I think the girl is mad.'

'She's not mad, and I'm going to marry her,' Raoul said.

'She's only a little opera singer,' Philippe said unhappily. 'And she's very young. Are you still going to love her in ten, or twenty, years' time?'

Raoul drank his coffee and did not answer.

There were two more unhappy faces in the Opera House, too. The directors now understood about O. G. They didn't want any more accidents.

'Box 5 is free tonight for O. G. Daaé is singing Margarita. And here is 20,000 francs. Madame Giry can leave the money in Box 5 for him. Is that everything?' Monsieur Armand asked Monsieur Firmin.

'It's a lot of money,' Monsieur Firmin said unhappily. He thought for a minute. 'What about some flowers in Box 5? Madame Giry says that O. G. likes flowers.'

'O. G. can bring his own flowers!' shouted Monsieur Armand.

The evening began well. The chandelier was now back in place, with new ropes. All Paris was in the Opera House. Everybody wanted to hear Christine Daaé's voice again. People also knew about the love story between Christine Daaé and the Vicomte de Chagny. There are no love secrets in Paris! People watched the Comte and the Vicomte in Box 14 with interest. Young men from families like de Chagny do not marry opera singers.

When Christine came onto the stage, her face was white and she looked afraid. But she sang like an angel. Ah, what a voice! All Paris was in love with Christine Daaé.

She began to sing the famous love song. Suddenly, every light in the Opera House went out.  For a second nobody moved or spoke. Then a woman screamed, and all the lights came on again.

But Christine Daaé was no longer on the stage! She was not behind the stage, she was not under the stage. Nobody could find her.

The Opera House went mad. Everybody ran here and there, shouted and called. In the directors' office, people ran in and out. The police came, and asked questions. But nobody could answer the questions. Monsieur Armand got angry and shouted, and Monsieur Firmin told him to be quiet. Then Madame Giry arrived in the office with her daughter Meg.

'Go away, woman!' Monsieur Armand shouted.

'Monsieur, there are three people missing now!' Madame Giry said. 'Meg, tell the directors your story.'

This was Meg's story.

'When the lights went out, we were just behind the stage. We heard a scream—I think it was Christine Daaé's voice. Then the lights came back on, but Christine wasn't there! We were very afraid, and we began to run back to our dressing room. There were people running everywhere!  Then we saw the Vicomte de Chagny. His face was red and he was very angry. "Where's Christine? Where's Christine?" he shouted. Suddenly the Persian came up behind him and took his arm. He said something to the Vicomte and they went into Christine Daaé's dressing-room...'

'Yes? And then?' Monsieur Firmin said quickly. 'What happened next?'

'Nobody knows!' Meg's face was white. 'We looked into Christine Daaé's dressing-room, but... but there was nobody there!'



accident n. something esp. something unpleasant, undesirable that happens unexpectedly or by chance. 事故。

go out (of a fire, light, etc.) to stop burning or shining. 熄灭。

miss v. to discover the absence or loss of. 发现不在或遗失。


8．克里斯廷·达埃哪儿去了？
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星期六早上菲利普伯爵望着早餐桌另一边的弟弟。

“请不要做这样的事，拉乌尔。这里所有人都在谈论鬼啊幽灵啊。我想那个姑娘疯了。”

“她没有疯，而且我要和她结婚。”拉乌尔说。

“她只是一个微不足道的歌剧演员，”菲利普不高兴地说，“而且她太年轻。10年或20年以后你还会爱她吗？”

拉乌尔喝着咖啡没有回答。

在歌剧院里也有两个闷闷不乐的人。经理们现在终于知道了O. G. 的厉害。他们不想再出现任何事故。

“五号包厢今晚空着留给O. G. 。由达埃来演唱玛格丽塔。另外这里是两万法郎。吉里夫人可以把这些钱留在五号包厢里给他。就这些了吧？”阿曼德先生问弗明先生。

“这是很多钱啊，”弗明先生不高兴地说。他想了一会儿，“在五号包厢里放些鲜花怎么样？吉里夫人说那个O. G. 喜欢鲜花。”

“O. G. 可以带上他自己的鲜花！”阿曼德先生喊道。

这个夜晚到来时，一切还是令人满意的。那枝形吊灯换了新的绳索又挂回了它原来的位置。巴黎所有的人都到了歌剧院。每个人都想再次欣赏克里斯廷·达埃的演唱。人们也都知道了克里斯廷·达埃和查格尼家族的子爵之间的爱情故事。在巴黎没有什么爱情秘密！人们饶有兴趣地朝14号包厢里的伯爵和子爵张望着。出身于像查格尼那样家族的年轻人是不会与歌剧演员结婚的。

当克里斯廷出现在舞台上的时候，她的脸色苍白而且看上去有些害怕。但是她唱得像一位天使。啊，多么美妙的声音！整个巴黎都爱上了克里斯廷·达埃。

她开始演唱那首著名的爱情歌曲。突然，歌剧院里所有的灯都熄灭了。这片刻之间没有人走动，也没有人说话。随后一个女人尖叫起来，与此同时所有的灯又都亮了。

但是克里斯廷却不再在舞台上了！她不在舞台的后面，她也不在舞台底下。没有人能够找到她。

歌剧院里乱得一团糟。每个人都跑来跑去，又喊又叫。在经理办公室里，人们跑进跑出。警察来了，问了一些问题。但是没有人能够回答这些问题。阿曼德先生发着脾气，喊叫着，弗明先生要他冷静一些。接着，吉里夫人领着她的女儿梅格走进了办公室。

“出去，小娘们！”阿尔曼先生喊道。

“先生，现在有三个人失踪了！”吉里夫人说，“梅格，把你看到的事告诉经理们。”

这是梅格的故事。

“当灯熄灭的时候，我们正在舞台的后面。我们听到一声尖叫——我觉得是克里斯廷·达埃的声音。随后灯又亮了，但是克里斯廷不见了！我们非常害怕，我们都开始往自己的化妆室跑。人们到处乱跑！接着我们看见了查格尼家族的子爵。他满脸通红而且显得非常愤怒。‘克里斯廷在哪里？克里斯廷在哪里？’他喊着。突然那个波斯人从他后面走过来抓住他的手臂，他对子爵说了些什么，然后他们就进了克里斯廷·达埃的化妆室……”

“是吗？那么后来呢？”弗明先生着急地问，“接下来发生了什么事？”

“没有人知道！”梅格脸色苍白，“我们朝克里斯廷·达埃的化妆室里面看了看，但是……但是那里并没有人！”


9
The house on the lake

When the lights came on, Raoul ran. He ran down stairs and along passages, through the Opera House to the back of the stage. In the passage outside Christine's dressing-room, a hand took his arm.

'What's the matter, my young friend? Where are you running to, so quickly?'

Raoul turned and saw the long face of the Persian under his black hat.

'Christine!' Raoul said quickly. 'Erik's got her. Where is she? Help me! How do I get to his house on the lake?'

'Come with me,' said the Persian. They went quickly into Christine's dressing-room. The Persian closed the door and went to the big mirror on one wall.

'There's only one door into this room,' Raoul began.

'Wait,' the Persian said. He put his hands on the big mirror, first here, then there. For a minute nothing happened. Then the mirror began to move and turn, and a big dark hole opened in it. Raoul stared.

'Quick! Come with me, but be careful,' the Persian said. 'I know Erik. I understand his secrets. Put your right hand up near your head, like this, and keep it there all the time.'

'But why?' Raoul asked.

'Remember Joseph Buquet, and the rope around his neck? Erik is a clever man with ropes in the dark.'

They went down, down, down, under the Opera House. They went through secret doors in the floors, then along passages and down dark stairs. The Persian listened carefully all the time for strange noises.

'When do we get to the lake?' Raoul whispered.

'We're not going by the lake. Erik watches it all the time. No, we go round the lake and get into Erik's house from the back. I know some secret doors.'

Soon they were there. In the dark, the Persian felt the wall carefully with his hands. 'Ah, here it is,' he whispered. The wall moved under his hands and a small door opened. Very quietly, they went through, and then the door closed behind them. They could not get out.

Inside the room it was very dark. They waited and listened. The Persian put his hands on the wall.

'Oh no!' he whispered. 'It was the wrong door! This is Erik's torture room—the room of mirrors! We are dead men, Vicomte de Chagny, dead men!'

At first Raoul did not understand. But he soon learnt. The lights came on, and they heard a man's laugh. Erik knew they were there.

The room was all mirrors—walls, floor, ceiling. There were pictures in the mirrors of trees and flowers and rivers. The pictures moved and danced in front of their eyes. And the room was hot. It got hotter and hotter and hotter. Raoul was thirsty, hot and thirsty, and the rivers in the pictures danced and laughed at him. He closed his eyes, but the rivers still danced. Water, he needed water, but the mirrors laughed at him. Soon he could not move or speak, or open his eyes. He was not thirsty now, just tired, so tired. 'Oh Christine, I'm sorry,' he thought. 'I wanted to help you, and now I'm dying...'

Through a mirror in the wall Christine watched her lover in the torture room. Behind her Erik stood, with his hands on her arms.

'He's dying, Christine, dying. Watch him carefully. No, don't close your eyes. Watch him!'

Christine could not speak. She wanted to scream, but no words came. Then she found her voice again.

'How can you do this, Erik! Why don't you kill me?'

'Because I love you, Christine. Marry me, be my wife, and love me. Then Raoul and the Persian can live.'

Slowly, Christine turned. She looked into Erik's terrible, ugly face, and spoke again, very quietly.

'Yes, Erik. From this minute I am your wife.' She put her arms around Erik's neck, and kissed him—kissed him slowly and lovingly on his ugly mouth. Then she took her arms away and said slowly, 'Poor, unhappy Erik.'

Erik stared at her. 'You kissed me!' he whispered. 'I didn't ask you, but you kissed me—freely! Oh Christine, my angel! That was my first kiss from a woman. Even my mother never kissed me! She gave me my first mask when I was two years old. She turned her face away from me every time I came near her.'

Erik put his ugly face in his hands and cried. Then he went down on the floor at Christine's feet. 'You are free, Christine, free! Go away and marry your Raoul, and be happy. But remember Erik, sometimes. Go now, quickly! Take Raoul and the Persian, and go!'



mirror n. a piece of glass, or other shiny or polished surface that throws back images that fall on it. 镜子。

torture n. the causing of severe pain, done out of cruelty, to find out information etc. 严刑拷打；酷刑。

ceiling n. the inner surface of the top of a room. 天花板。

freely adv. willingly; readily. 情愿地；欣然地。


9．湖面上的房子
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当灯亮起的时候，拉乌尔跑了。他跑下楼梯，沿着走廊，穿过歌剧院来到舞台的背后。在克里斯廷的化妆室门外的走廊上，一只手抓住了他的手臂。

“怎么了，我年轻的朋友？你跑得这么快要去哪儿？”

拉乌尔转过身来看到了黑色帽子下的那张波斯人的长脸。

“克里斯廷！”拉乌尔急急地说，“埃里克把她掳走了。她在哪里？帮帮我！我怎么去他湖上的房子？”

“跟我来。”波斯人说。他们飞快地进了克里斯廷的化妆室。波斯人把门关上，朝墙上的那面大镜子走去。

“进这个房间只有一扇门啊。”拉乌尔忍不住说。

“等一会儿，”波斯人说。他把手放在大镜子上，摸摸这儿，又摸摸那儿。过了一会儿并没有什么动静。接着镜子开始转动起来，里面出现了一个大的黑洞。拉乌尔目瞪口呆。

“快！跟我来，不过小心点儿，”波斯人说，“我了解埃里克。我知道他的秘密。把你的右手举起来靠近你的头，像这样，并且要一直保持那样。”

“这是为什么？”拉乌尔问。

“还记得约瑟夫·比凯和绕在他脖子上的绳子吗？埃里克是个聪明人，善于在黑暗中使用绳子。”

他们往歌剧院的底下走，往下，往下，一直往下。他们通过地板上的一层层密门，接着沿着走廊走下黑暗的楼梯。波斯人一直仔细倾听着有无异样的声音。

“我们什么时候才能到湖边？”拉乌尔轻声问。

“我们不从湖上走。埃里克一直在那儿看守着。不，我们绕过那湖从后面进入埃里克的房子。我知道一些秘密的门。”

不久他们到了那里。黑暗中，波斯人用手仔细地在墙上摸索。“啊，在这里。”他低声道。墙在他手下动起来，一扇小门打开了。他们脚步很轻地走进去，然后门在他们的身后关上了。他们不能出去了。

房间里很黑。他们等待着、倾听着。波斯人把手放到墙上。

“哦，不对！”他低声道，“我们走错了门！这是埃里克的拷问室——那个都是镜子的房间！我们成了死人了，查格尼家族的子爵，死人！”

一开始拉乌尔还没有明白是怎么回事，但是不久他就知道了。灯亮了，而且他们听到一个男人的笑声。埃里克知道他们在那里。

这个房间里全是镜子——墙、地板、天花板。镜子里有树、鲜花、河流的图画。这些图画在他们的眼前跳动着。而且房间里热烘烘的。它变得越来越热。拉乌尔觉得渴，又热又渴，而图画上的河流跳动着仿佛在嘲笑他。他闭上眼睛，但是河流依旧在晃动着。水，他需要水，但是镜子在嘲笑他。不久他就不能动不能说话，也不能睁眼了。他现在不觉得渴了，只觉得累，累极了。“哦！克里斯廷，对不起，”他想，“我想帮助你，而现在我快要死了……”

透过墙上的镜子克里斯廷看着在拷问室里的她的情人。她的身后站着埃里克，他的双手放在她的手臂上。

“他快要死了，克里斯廷，快要死了。仔细地看着他。不，不许闭上眼睛，看着他！”

克里斯廷说不出话来。她想尖叫，但发不出声音。接着她发现自己又能说话了。

“你怎么能这样做，埃里克！你为什么不杀了我？”

“因为我爱你，克里斯廷。和我结婚吧，做我的妻子，并且爱我。这样拉乌尔和波斯人就能活下来。”

慢慢地，克里斯廷转过身来。她看着埃里克那可怕、丑陋的脸，又一次开口说话了，非常温和地说。

“好的，埃里克。从这一刻起我就是你的妻子了。”她张开双臂搂住埃里克的脖子，并且吻了他——缓慢而充满爱意地吻了他那丑陋的嘴。随后她放下手臂缓缓地说：“可怜的不幸的埃里克。”

埃里克凝视着她。“你吻了我！”他轻声道，“我没有要求你，但是你吻了我——自愿地！哦，克里斯廷，我的天使！这是我从女人那儿得到的第一个吻。即便我的母亲也从来没有吻过我！我两岁的时候，她给了我第一个面罩。每次我走近她，她都把脸转开去。”

埃里克把他那丑陋的脸埋进双手哭了起来。随后他伏倒在克里斯廷的脚下。“你自由了，克里斯廷，自由了！去和你的拉乌尔结婚吧，祝你们幸福。不过有的时候不要忘记埃里克。现在就走吧，快！带上拉乌尔和波斯人，走吧！”


10
Madame Giry visits the Persian

For weeks, all Paris talked about that night at the opera. Everybody asked questions, but nobody knew the answers. Where was Christine Daaé? Where was the Vicomte de Chagny? Were they alive, or dead?

And the Phantom of the Opera... ?

Some weeks after that famous night Madame Giry went out one afternoon to a small house near the Rivoli Gardens. She went in and up the stairs to some rooms at the top of the house.  The Persian opened the door.

Madame Giry looked at him. 'My friend, you know the answers. Please tell me. Are they alive or dead?'

'Come in,' the Persian said quietly.

They sat down on some chairs by the window, and looked out across the Rivoli Gardens.

'Yes,' the Persian said slowly, 'The Phantom is dead now. He did not want to live any longer. I saw his body three days ago, and because of that, I can talk to you about him. He cannot kill me now.'

'So the Phantom was really a man?' Madame Giry asked.

'Yes, his name was Erik. That was not his real name, of course. He was born in France, but I knew him in Persia. He was a famous builder and I worked with him there. For a time I was his friend, but not for long. When he came to Paris, I came after him—I wanted to watch him. He was a very clever, very dangerous man. He could be in two, or three, places at the same time. He could be in one place, and his voice could come from another place. He could do many clever things with ropes, and mirrors, and secret doors. You see, he helped to build the Opera House. He built secret passages underground, and his secret house on the lake. He could not live in the outside world, because of his terrible, ugly face. Unhappy Erik! We can feel sorry for him, Madame Giry. He was so clever... and so ugly. People screamed when they saw his face. And so he lived this strange life—half-man, half-phantom. But he was a man, in the end. He wanted a woman's love...'

He stopped, and Madame Giry asked quietly, 'And Christine Daaé and Vicomte Raoul? What happened to them?'

The Persian smiled. 'Ah yes! What happened to young Raoul and the beautiful Christine...? Who knows?'




Nobody in Paris ever saw Raoul and Christine again. Perhaps they took a train to the north, and lived a quiet, happy life together there. Perhaps Christine's wonderful voice is still singing, somewhere in the cold and beautiful mountains of Norway. Who knows?



phantom n. a shadowy likeness of a dead person. 幽灵；鬼怪。

watch v. to take care of, be careful with, or pay attention to. 监视，注视。

underground adv. under the earth's surface. 在地下。


10．吉里夫人拜访波斯人
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几个星期以来，整个巴黎都在谈论歌剧院的那个夜晚。每个人都问这问那，但是没有人知道问题的答案。克里斯廷·达埃哪儿去了？查格尼家族的子爵哪儿去了？他们是活着，还是死了？

还有那歌剧院的幽灵……？

在那个出名的夜晚过去几个星期以后的一天下午，吉里夫人出门去了里沃利花园附近的一座小房子。她进门上了楼梯来到房子顶层的几个房间前，波斯人打开了房门。

吉里夫人看着他。“我的朋友，你知道结果。请告诉我，他们是活着还是死了？”

“进来。”波斯人轻声说。

他们在靠近窗口的椅子上坐下，看着窗外的里沃利花园。

“是的，”波斯人缓缓地说，“那个幽灵现在已经死了。他不想再活下去了。我三天前见到了他的尸体，正因为如此，我才可以告诉你他的事。他现在不能杀我了。”

“那么那个幽灵真的是一个男人吗？”吉里夫人问。

“对，他的名字叫埃里克。当然，那不是他的真名。他出生在法国，不过我是在波斯认识他的。他是一位著名的建筑师，我在那儿跟他工作。我一度是他的朋友，但是并不长久。当他来巴黎时，我跟随他来了——我想监视他。他是一个非常聪明、非常危险的人物。他能够同时在两个或三个地方出现。他能够做到身在一个地方，而他的声音来自另一个地方。他能利用绳子、镜子和秘密的门做许多巧妙的事情。你看，他帮助建造了歌剧院。他建造了地下秘密通道和他的湖上秘密居所。他不能生活在外面的世界，因为他的可怕、丑陋的脸。不幸的埃里克！我们可以为他感到难过，吉里夫人。他是如此聪明……而又如此丑陋。人们看到他的脸就尖叫起来。所以他过着这种怪异的生活——半人半鬼。但是他终究是个男人。他需要女人的爱……”

他话一停，吉里夫人轻声问：“那克里斯廷·达埃和拉乌尔子爵呢？他们怎么样了？”

波斯人微笑着。“啊，对了！年轻的拉乌尔和美丽的克里斯廷怎么样了……？谁知道呢？”




巴黎没有人再见过拉乌尔和克里斯廷。也许他们坐上了北去的火车，在那里一起过着平静、快乐的生活。也许克里斯廷那美妙的歌喉依然在歌唱，在挪威寒冷而美丽的山里的某个地方。谁知道呢？




Exercises

A Checking your understanding

Chapters 1 - 2 How much can you remember? Check your answers.

1 How many doors are there in the Paris Opera House?

2 Which is the ghost's box in the Opera House?

3 Who found Joseph Buquet's dead body?

4 How much money did the ghost want from the directors?

5 Who was the best singer in Paris at the beginning of the story?

Chapters 3 - 4 Find answers to these questions in the text.

1 What did Paris think about the new Margarita in Faust?

2 When did Raoul de Chagny first meet Christine?

3 After Christine left, why did Raoul go into her dressing-room?

4 What did Madame Giry say about the two directors?

5 What did Monsieur Armand want to do on Friday night?

Chapters 5 - 6 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 Christine wanted to meet Raoul at two o'clock.

2 Christine hears the voice of her 'angel of music', but she never sees him.

3 La Carlotta had a letter from the Opera ghost.

4 Monsieur Firmin put some flowers by the door of Box 5.

5 La Carlotta's singing brought the chandelier down.

Chapters 7 - 8 Who in these chapters...

1 ... wanted to meet Raoul on the tenth floor of the Opera House?

2 ... took Christine to his house on the lake under the Opera House?

3 ... told Christine and Raoul to go down the front stairs?

4 ... asked Raoul not to marry Christine?

5 ... saw the Persian and Raoul go into Christine's dressing-room?

Chapters 9 - 10 Write answers to these questions.

1 How did the Persian and Raoul get out of Christine's dressing-room?

2 Why did the Persian say, 'We are dead men?'

3 Why did Erik say that Christine was free to marry Raoul?

4 Why could the Persian talk to Madame Giry?

5 What do you think happened to Christine Daaé and Vicomte Raoul?

B Working with language

1 Put together these beginnings and endings of sentences.

1) Madame Giry often heard the Opera ghost,

2) Because the directors were new in the Opera House,

3) Monsieur Armand did not want Daaé to sing Margarita

4) When Raoul heard a man's voice in Christine's dressing-room,

5) the Opera ghost wrote to tell them some important things.

6) he thought it was her lover.

7) because she was young and nobody knew her.

8) but she never saw him.

2 Put these sentences in the right order. Check your order with chapters 7 and 8.

1) Then the lights came on again, but Christine was not on the stage.

2) In the passage he met the Persian and asked him for help to find Christine.

3) On Thursday Christine met Raoul at the top of the Opera House.

4) On Saturday night Raoul watched the opera from Box 14.

5) She told him about Erik and his house on the lake.

6) Raoul ran through the Opera House to Christine's dressing-room.

7) When Christine began to sing the famous love song, all the lights went out.

8) They made a plan to go away from Paris.

C Activities

1 Do you feel sorry for Erik? Why, or why not?

2 You are Raoul de Chagny. Write his first letter to his brother Philippe, a year after the end of the story.

3 You work for a newspaper. Write a short report to describe the night at the Opera House when the chandelier crashed down.

4 'One dark winter night, I was alone in an old house. It was a long way from other houses, and there was no telephone. At first I was not afraid, because I don't believe in ghosts. But at midnight, I heard a sudden noise...'

Write about a hundred words to finish this short ghost story.




Glossary

alone not with other people

angel a messenger from God, or a very special, wonderful person

began past tense of 'to begin'

box a small 'room' with three walls in a theatre; you can watch the stage from a box, but other people can't see you

broke past tense of 'to break'

built past tense of 'to build'

came past tense of 'to come'

chandelier a very big, beautiful light, which has lots of little lights in it

clever quick to understand and learn

could past tense of 'can'

crash (v.) fall or hit something hard and noisily

dancer somone who dances (moving the body to music)

dangerous something dangerous can hurt or kill you

director somebody who is the head person in a company, theatre, etc.

doorkeeper (in this story) a person who looks after the boxes in a theatre

drank past tense of 'to drink'

enemy the opposite of 'a friend'

felt past tense of 'to feel'

floor all the rooms on the same level in a building

fool someone who is stupid, not quick at understanding or learning

found past tense of 'to find'

gave past tense of 'to give'

ghost people can see the ghost of a dead person

got past tense of 'to get'

ground the ground is under our feet

had past tense of 'to have'

heard past tense of 'to hear'

hole a small opening in something

joke something people say or do to make other people laugh

kiss to touch someone lovingly with your mouth

knew past tense of 'to know'

lake a big area of water, with land all round it

left past tense of 'to leave'

light (n.) to see in the dark, you need a light

mad ill in the head

mask a cover that you put over the face to hide it

met past tense of 'to meet'

mirror a piece of glass where you can see yourself (some special mirrors you can also look through, like a window)

missing (adj.) if something or someone is missing, you can't find them

music when you sing or play an instrument, you make music

neck the part of the body between the head and the shoulders

opera a play in a theatre which has singing and music

passage a long narrow place in a building between rooms

phantom a ghost

ran past tense of 'to run'

rope very thick, strong string

sang past tense of 'to sing'

sat past tense of 'to sit'

saw past tense of 'to see'

scream to cry out in a very loud, high voice

secret something that you do not tell other people

shadow a place or thing that is dark because there is something between it and the light

shout to speak or cry very loudly and strongly

spoke past tense of 'to speak'

stage the part of a theatre where actors, singers, and dancers stand and move

stare to look at someone or something for a long time

stood past tense of 'to stand'

terrible very, very bad

thought past tense of 'to think'

toad a small animal, like a frog, that lives in wet places

told past tense of 'to tell'

took past tense of 'to take'

torture (n.) doing very painful, terrible things to people's bodies

ugly not beautiful

understood past tense of 'to understand'

voice you talk or sing with your voice

went past tense of 'to go'

whisper to speak very, very quietly

wore past tense of 'to wear'
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简　　介

你可以许三个愿，你可以要世界上存在的三样东西，你的愿望将变为现实。你会说，“这在现实世界是不可能发生的。”那么，好好想想吧。你能要什么？你想要什么？

当你许愿的时候，这仅仅是个开始。当你改变了一样东西，接着你会改变世界上的每一样东西。一个变化引起另一个变化。谁又能知道这些变化又将在哪里结束？

在这个故事中，怀特一家可以许三个愿，但他们犯了一个小小的错误。他们的第一个愿望变成了现实。接着，顷刻间，他们的生活陷入了一场可怕的恶梦……




雅各布斯（1863—1943）是一位短篇小说作家。《猴爪》是他的最有名的小说之一。
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Chapter 1

It was cold and dark out in the road and the rain did not stop for a minute. But in the little living-room of number 12 Castle Road it was nice and warm. Old Mr White and his son, Herbert, played chess and Mrs White sat and watched them. The old woman was happy because her husband and her son were good friends and they liked to be together. 'Herbert's a good son,' she thought. 'We waited a long time for him and I was nearly forty when he was born, but we are a happy family.' And old Mrs White smiled.

It was true. Herbert was young and he laughed a lot, but his mother and his father laughed with him. They had not got much money, but they were a very happy little family.

The two men did not talk because they played carefully. The room was quiet, but the noise of the rain was worse now and they could hear it on the windows. Suddenly Old Mr White looked up. 'Listen to the rain!' he said.

'Yes, it's a bad night,' Herbert answered. 'It's not a good night to be out. But is your friend, Tom Morris, coming tonight? '

'Yes, that's right. He's coming at about seven o'clock,' the old man said. 'But perhaps this rain...'

Mr White did not finish because just then the young man heard a noise.

'Listen!' Herbert said. 'There's someone at the door now.'
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'I didn't hear a noise,' his father answered, but he got up from his chair and went to open the front door. Mrs White got up too and began to put things away.

Mr White said, 'Come in, come in, Tom. It's wonderful to see you again. What a bad night! Give me your coat and then come into the living-room. It's nice and warm in there.'

The front door was open, and in the living-room Mrs White and Herbert felt the cold. Then Mr White came back into the living-room with a big, red-faced man.

'This is Tom Morris,' Mr White told his wife and son. 'We were friends when we were young. We worked together before Tom went to India. Tom, this is my wife and this is our son, Herbert.'

'Pleased to meet you,' Tom Morris said.

'Pleased to meet you, Mr Morris,' Mrs White answered. 'Please come and sit down.'

'Yes, come on, Tom,' Mr White said. 'Over here. It's nice and warm.'

'Thank you,' the big man answered and he sat down.

'Let's have some whisky,' Old Mr White said. 'You need something to warm you on a cold night.' He got out a bottle of whisky and the two old friends began to drink and talk. The little family listened with interest to this visitor from far away and he told them many strange stories.



castle n. a very large strong building to defend against attack. 城堡。

chess n. 象棋。

nearly adv. almost 几乎，差不多，将近。

suddenly adv. 突然。

look up 向上看，抬头。

listen to 听。

noise n. sound. 声音，嘈杂声。

get up 站起来。

chair n. 椅子。

put away 整理，把……放在一边。

wonderful adj. 漂亮的，精彩的。

come back 返回。

sit down 坐下。

whisky n. a kind of spirits. 威士忌酒。

visitor n. a person who visits a place. 造访者。

strange adj. 奇怪的。	


1

外面的马路上又冷又黑，雨一直下个不停。但城堡路12号的一间小客厅里却蛮暖和。老怀特先生和他的儿子赫伯特在下象棋，怀特太太坐在一旁看着他们。老妇人因她的丈夫和儿子是好朋友并乐于在一起而高兴。“赫伯特是一个好孩子，我们等了很长时间才要到的孩子，他出生的时候我都快40岁了，但我们的家庭很幸福。”老怀特太太想着、想着，脸上露出了笑容。

这是事实，赫伯特年轻又爱笑，他的母亲和父亲也总跟着乐。他们并没有很多钱，但他们有一个非常幸福的小家庭。

两个男人无言地下着棋。房间里很安静，但雨声现在更大了，他们能听到雨点打在窗上的声音。突然，老怀特先生抬起头说：“听听雨声！”

“是的，这是一个糟糕的夜晚，”赫伯特答道，“这样的夜晚不宜外出，但你的朋友汤姆·莫里斯今晚不是要来吗？”

“是的，你说得对。他将在7点钟左右到，但也许这雨……”老汉说。

怀特先生没有说下去，因为就在这时，年轻人听到了一种声音。

“听！”赫伯特说，“现在门外有人。”

他的父亲答道：“我没有听到声音。”但他还是从椅子上起来去开门，怀特太太也站起来开始收拾东西。

怀特先生说：“汤姆，快请进，快请进。又见到你真高兴。多么糟糕的夜晚！把外套给我，到客厅里去，那儿暖和。”

前门打开了，客厅里的怀特太太和赫伯特感觉到一阵寒气。怀特先生领着一位高大的红脸汉子回到了起居室。

“这是汤姆·莫里斯，”怀特先生告诉他的太太和儿子，“我们年轻的时候是好朋友，在汤姆去印度之前我们在一起工作过。汤姆，这是我太太，这是我们的儿子，赫伯特。”

“很高兴见到你们。”汤姆·莫里斯说。

“我们也很高兴见到你，莫里斯先生。”怀特太太答道，“请过来坐下吧。”

“对，过来，汤姆，到这儿来，这儿舒服暖和一点。”怀特先生说。

“谢谢你。”高大的汉子答应着坐下了。

“我们喝一点威士忌吧，”老怀特先生说，“这样寒冷的夜晚，你需要一点东西暖和暖和身子。”他拿出一瓶威士忌，两位老朋友边喝边谈。这个小家庭饶有兴趣地倾听着这位来自远方的造访者告诉他们许多离奇的故事。


Chapter 2

After some time Tom Morris stopped talking and Mr White said to his wife and son, 'Tom was a soldier in India for twenty-one years. India is a wonderful country.'

'Yes,' Herbert said. 'I'd like to go there.'

'Oh, Herbert!' his mother cried. She was afraid because she did not want to lose her son.

'I wanted to go to India too,' her husband said, 'but...'

'It's better for you here!' the soldier said quickly.

'But you saw a lot of strange and wonderful things in India. I want to see them too one day,' Mr White said.

The soldier put down his whisky. 'No!' he cried. 'Stay here!'

Old Mr White did not stop. 'But your stories were interesting,' he said to Tom Morris. 'What did you begin to say about a monkey's paw?'

'Nothing!' Morris answered quickly. 'Well... nothing important.'

'A monkey's paw?' Mrs White said.

'Come on, Mr Morris! Tell us about it,' Herbert said.

Morris took his whisky in his hand, but suddenly he put it down again. Slowly he put his hand into the pocket of his coat and the White family watched him.

'What is it? What is it?' Mrs White cried.
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Morris said nothing. He took his hand out of his pocket. The White family watched carefully—and in the soldier's hand they saw something little and dirty.

Mrs White moved back, afraid, but her son, Herbert, took it and looked at it carefully.

'Well, what is it?' Mr White asked his friend.

'Look at it,' the soldier answered. 'It's a little paw... a monkey's paw.'

'A monkey's paw!' Herbert said—and he laughed. 'Why do you carry a monkey's paw in your pocket, Mr Morris?' he asked the old soldier.

'Well, you see,' Morris said, 'this monkey's paw is magic!'

Herbert laughed again, but the soldier said, 'Don't laugh, boy. Remember, you're young. I'm old now and in India I saw many strange things.' He stopped talking for a minute and then he said, 'This monkey's paw can do strange and wonderful things. An old Indian gave the paw to one of my friends. My friend was a soldier too. This paw is magic because it can give three wishes to three people.'

'Wonderful!' Herbert said.

'But these three wishes don't bring happiness,' the soldier said. 'The old Indian wanted to teach us something—it's never good to want to change things.'

'Well, did your friend have three wishes?' Herbert asked the old soldier.

'Yes,' Morris answered quietly. 'And his third and last wish was to die!'

Mr and Mrs White listened to the story and they felt afraid, but Herbert asked, 'And did he die?'

'Yes, he did,' Morris said. 'He had no family, so his things came to me when he died. The monkey's paw was with his things, but he told me about it before he died,' Tom Morris finished quietly.

'What were his first two wishes, then?' Herbert asked. 'What did he ask for?'

'I don't know. He didn't want to tell me,' the soldier answered.

For a minute or two everybody was quiet, but then Herbert said, 'And you, Mr Morris: did you have three wishes?'

'Yes, I did,' Morris answered. 'I was young. I wanted many things—a fast car, money...' Morris stopped for a minute and then he said with difficulty, 'My wife and my young son died in an accident in the car. Without them I didn't want the money, so, in the end, I wished to lose it. But it was too late. My wife and my child were dead.'

The room was very quiet. The White family looked at the unhappy face of the old soldier.

Then Mr White said, 'Why do you want the paw now? You don't need it. You can give it to someone.'

'How can I give it to someone?' the soldier said. 'The monkey's paw brings unhappiness with it.'

'Well, give it to me,' Mr White said. 'Perhaps this time it...'

'No!' Tom Morris cried. 'You're my friend. I can't give it to you.' Then, after a minute, he said, 'I can't give it to you, but, of course you can take it from me. But remember—this monkey's paw brings unhappiness!'

Old Mr White did not listen and he did not think. Quickly, he put out his hand, and he took the paw.

Tom Morris looked unhappy, but Mr White did not want to wait.

'What do I do now?' he asked his friend.

'Yes, come on, Father,' Herbert said. 'Make a wish!' And he laughed.

The soldier said nothing and Mr White asked him again, 'What do I do now?'

At first the old soldier did not answer, but in the end he said quietly, 'OK. But remember! Be careful! Think before you make your wish.'

' Yes, yes,' Mr White said.

'Take the paw in your right hand and then make your wish, but...' Tom Morris began.

'Yes, we know,' Herbert said. 'Be careful!'

Just then old Mrs White stood up and she began to get the dinner. Her husband looked at her. Then he smiled and said to her, 'Come on. Help me! What can I wish for? We need money, of course.'

Mrs White laughed, but she thought for a minute and then she said, 'Well, I'm getting old now and sometimes it's difficult to do everything. Perhaps I need four hands and not two. Yes, ask the paw to give me two more hands.'

'OK, then,' her husband said, and he took the monkey's paw in his right hand. Everybody watched him and for a minute he waited. Then he opened his mouth to make his wish.

Suddenly Tom Morris stood up. 'Don't do it!' he cried.

The old soldier's face was white. Herbert and his mother laughed, but Mr White looked at Tom's face.

Old Mr White was afraid and he put the monkey's paw into his pocket.

After a minute or two they sat down at the table and began to have dinner. The soldier told the family many strange and wonderful stories about India. They forgot the monkey's paw, and because the soldier's stories were interesting, they asked him many questions about India. When Tom Morris stood up to leave, it was very late.

'Thank you for a very nice evening,' Morris said to the family. 'And thank you for a very good dinner,' he said to Mrs White.

'It was a wonderful evening for us, Tom,' Old Mr White answered. 'Your stories were very interesting. Our life isn't very exciting and we don't have the money to visit India, so please come again soon. You can tell us some more stories about India.'

Then the old soldier put on his coat. He said goodbye to the White family, and went out into the rain.



soldier n. 战士，士兵。

country n. 国家。

cry v. 哭，喊叫。

quickly adv. fast. 快速地。

put down 放下。

important adj. 重要的。

come on 继续。

pocket n. 衣袋，口袋。

dirty adj. not clean. 脏的。

carry v. to take with. 带着。

magic adj. not normal or natural. 有魔力的。

remember v. 记住。

paw n. 爪子。

Indian n. people from India. 印度人。

wish n. hope. 愿望。

never adv. 从来不。

die v. 死亡。

quietly adv. without making much noise. 静静地。

ask for 要求，索要。

difficulty n. the state of being not easy. 困难。

accident n. something that happens without anyone planning or intending it. 事故，意外。

unhappy adj. not happy. 不高兴的。

unhappiness n. 不幸。

perhaps adv. maybe. 也许。

laugh v. 笑。

of course certainly. 当然。

everything pron. 每样东西。

then adv. 接着，然后。

forget v. to be unable to remember facts, information. 忘记。

interesting adj. exciting, keeping one's attention. 有趣的。

exciting adj. stimulating. 令人兴奋的，刺激的。

dinner n. 晚餐。
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不知过了多长时间，汤姆·莫里斯停止了交谈。怀特先生告诉他太太和儿子：“汤姆到印度服兵役有21年了。印度是一个非常有趣的国家。”

“是的，”赫伯特说，“我想去那儿。”

“哦，赫伯特！”他母亲惊叫起来。她非常害怕，因为她不想失去儿子。

“我也想去印度，”她的丈夫说，“不过……”

“对你来说，这儿很不错！”老兵很快地说。

“你在印度看到了那么多奇怪又有趣的东西，我想有一天也能去看看。”怀特先生说。

老兵放下威士忌。“不！”他嚷道，“待在这儿！”

老怀特先生并没有停下，“你的故事很有趣，”他对汤姆·莫里斯说，“关于猴爪的事你想告诉我们什么？”

“没什么！”莫里斯很快地回答，“真的……无关紧要。”

“猴爪？”怀特太太惊问。

“继续给我们讲讲吧，莫里斯先生。”赫伯特说。

莫里斯用手拿起他的威士忌，但突然又把它放下，然后慢慢地把手伸进他的外套口袋。怀特一家看着他。

“那是什么东西？那是什么东西？”怀特太太叫道。

莫里斯什么也没说，他把手拿出口袋。怀特一家仔细地看着——在老兵手里他们看到了一个又小又脏的东西。

怀特太太害怕地缩了回来，但她的儿子赫伯特却把那东西拿过来仔细地看。

“喂，那是什么？”怀特先生问他的朋友。

“看看吧，”老兵答道，“它是一只小爪子啊……一只猴子的爪子。”

“一只猴子的爪子！”赫伯特说着大笑起来。“为什么你在口袋里带着猴爪，莫里斯先生？”他问老兵。

“你要明白，这个猴爪是有魔力的！”莫里斯说。

赫伯特又笑了，但老兵认真地说：“孩子，别笑了，记住，你还年轻，可我现在老啦，我曾在印度见到了很多奇怪的事情。”他停了一会儿，接着说，“这个猴爪能做奇怪而又奇妙的事情，一个印度老人把这个猴爪给了我的一位朋友，我的朋友也是一个当兵的。这猴爪有魔力是因为它能满足三个人每人提出的三个愿望。”

“太妙了！”赫伯特说。

“但这三个愿望并不能带来幸福。”老兵提醒说，“印度老人想告诉我们——想改变现实并不一定是好事。”

“那么，你的朋友也有三个愿望吗？”赫伯特问老兵。

“是的，”莫里斯静静地回答，“并且他的第三个也是最后一个愿望就是去死！”

怀特先生和怀特太太听了这个故事感到有些害怕，赫伯特问：“他死了吗？”

“是的，他死了，”莫里斯说，“他没有家，所以他死的时候把他的东西全给了我，猴爪是这些东西的附带品，不过他死之前就告诉过我有关猴爪的故事。”汤姆·莫里斯静静地说。

“那么，他的头两个愿望是什么？”赫伯特追问，“他要求什么？”

“我不知道，他不想告诉我。”老兵回答说。

一两分钟里大家都沉默着，然而赫伯特又问，“莫里斯先生，你有三个愿望吗？”

“是的，我有过，”莫里斯问答说，“我年轻时，我想要很多东西——一辆跑车，还有钱……”莫里斯顿了一会儿，然后很艰难地说，“我的妻子和我年轻的儿子在一次车祸中丧生，没有了他们我不再想要钱，以至到最后，我希望一无所有，但为时已晚，我的妻子和孩子并不能死而复生。”

房子里很静，怀特一家看着老兵苦楚的脸。

接着，怀特先生问，“为什么你现在还要这个爪子呢？你不需要它，你可以把它送给别人。”

“我怎么能送给别人呢？”老兵说，“猴爪会给拥有它的人带来痛苦。”

“那么，给我吧，”怀特先生说，“也许这次它……”

“不！”汤姆·莫里斯叫道，“你是我的朋友，我不能把它给你。”过了一会儿，他说，“我不能把它给你，但你可以从我身边把它拿走，不过要记住——猴爪会给你带来痛苦！”

老怀特没有听进去也没有仔细想，很快地伸出手拿走了猴爪。

汤姆·莫里斯看起来不高兴，但怀特先生等不及了。

“我现在能做什么？”他问他的朋友。

“对，这样吧，父亲，”赫伯特说，“许个愿吧！”赫伯特笑了。

老兵什么也不说，怀特先生又问他，“我现在能做些什么呢？”

开始，老兵什么也不回答，最后他静静地说，“好吧，但记住要小心，在你许愿之前要考虑好。”

“行，行。”怀特先生说。

“用右手拿着猴爪，然后许愿，但是……”汤姆·莫里斯又开始了他那一套。

“行了，我们知道。”赫伯特说，“要小心！”

这时怀特太太站起来去做晚饭。她的丈夫看着她，并笑着对她说：“过来帮帮我，我能许一个什么愿呢？当然，我们需要钱。”

怀特太太笑了起来，她想了一会儿说，“是的，我开始变老啦，有时做事情很吃力。可能我需要四只手而不是两只手，那么好吧，让猴爪多给我两只手。”

“好吧。”她的丈夫说，他把猴爪放在右手中。每个人都看着他，他等了一会儿然后张开嘴开始许愿。

突然，汤姆·莫里斯站起来。“不要这样！”他喊道。

老兵的脸变白了。赫伯特和他的母亲笑了起来，但怀特先生却看着汤姆的脸。

老怀特先生害怕了，他把猴爪放进了口袋。

一两分钟后，他们坐在桌旁开始吃晚饭。老兵告诉这一家许多有关印度的新奇的故事。他们暂时忘了猴爪，因为老兵的故事很有趣，他们问了他许多有关印度的问题。当汤姆·莫里斯起来要走时，天色已经很晚了。

“感谢有这么一个美好的夜晚，”莫里斯对这一家人道谢，“感谢有这样一顿美好的晚餐，”他对怀特太太说。

“汤姆，对我们来说这也是一个美好的夜晚，”老怀特先生回答道，“你的故事很有趣。我们的生活很平淡，我们没有钱去印度，所以请你尽快再来，你可以告诉我们更多关于印度的故事。”

接着老兵穿上衣服，和怀特一家道别后，他就消失在雨中。


Chapter 3

It was nearly midnight. In their warm living-room, the two old people and their son sat and talked about the soldier's stories.

'India is a wonderful country,' Mr White said. 'What exciting stories! It was a good evening.'

Mrs White stood up to take some things into the kitchen, but she stopped and listened to Herbert and his father.

'Yes,' Herbert said. 'Morris told some interesting stories, but, of course, some of them weren't true.'

'Oh Herbert!' Mrs White said.

'Well, Mother, that story about the monkey's paw wasn't true. A dirty little monkey's paw isn't magic! But it was a good story. ' And Herbert smiled.

'Well, I think you're right, Herbert,' his mother said.

'I don't know,' Mr White said quietly. 'Perhaps the story was true. Strange things can happen sometimes.'

Mrs White looked at her husband. 'Did you give some money to Tom Morris for that paw?' she asked. 'We don't have money to give away for nothing!' Mrs White was angry now.

'Well, yes,' her husband answered. 'I did, but not much, and at first he didn't want to take it. He wanted the monkey's paw.'
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'Well, he can't have it,' Herbert laughed. 'It's our paw now and we're going to be rich and happy. Come on, Father. Make a wish!'

Old Mr White took the paw from his pocket. 'OK, Herbert, but what am I going to ask for? I have everything—you, your mother. What do I need?'

'Money, of course,' Herbert answered quickly. 'We need money! You're always thinking about money. That's because we haven't got very much of it. With money you can pay for this house. It can be your house! Go on, Father, wish for thirty thousand pounds!'

Herbert stopped talking and his old father thought for a minute. The room was quiet and they could hear the rain on the windows.

Then Mr White took the monkey's paw in his right hand. He was afraid, but he looked at his wife and she smiled at him.

'Go on,' she said.

Slowly and carefully Mr White said, 'I wish for thirty thousand pounds.'

Suddenly he gave a cry and Mrs White and Herbert ran to him.

'What's the matter, Father?' Herbert asked.

'It moved!' Mr White cried. 'The monkey's paw—it moved!'

They looked at the paw. It was now on the floor and not in the old man's hand. The family watched it, and they waited—but it did not move again.

So the little family sat down again and they waited. Nothing happened. The noise of the rain on the windows was worse now and their little living-room did not feel nice and warm.

Mrs White said, 'It's cold. Let's go to bed.'

Mr White did not answer and in the end Herbert said, 'Well, there's no money, Father. Your friend's story wasn't true.' But Mr White did not answer. He sat quietly and said nothing.

After some time Mrs White said to her husband, 'Are you OK?'

'Yes, yes,' the old man answered, 'but for a minute or two I was afraid.'

'Well, we needed that money,' Mrs White said, 'but we aren't going to get it. I'm tired. I'm going to bed.'

After Mrs White went to bed, the two men sat and smoked for some time.

Then Herbert said, 'Well, Father, I'm going to bed too. Perhaps the money is in a bag under your bed! Good night, Father.' And Herbert laughed and went out of the room.

Old Mr White sat in the cold living-room for a long time. The candle died and it was dark. Suddenly, the old man saw a face at the window. Quickly, he looked again, but there was nothing there. He felt afraid. Slowly he stood up and left the cold, dark room.



midnight n. 午夜，深夜。

kitchen n. 厨房。

sometimes adv. 有时。

angry adj. very annoyed. 恼怒的。

rich adj. having a lot of money or valuable possessions. 富有的。

pound n. 英镑。

move v. to change place. 移动。

floor n. 地板。

in the end at last 最终，最后。

true adj. based on facts. 真实的。

candle n. 蜡烛。
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已经快半夜了。在他们温暖的客厅里，两位老人和他们的儿子在谈论着老兵的故事。

“印度是一个神奇的国家，”怀特先生说，“多么激动人心的故事！多么美好的夜晚。”

怀特太太站起来要拿东西进厨房，但她却停下来听赫伯特和他父亲谈话。

“是的，”赫伯特说，“莫里斯讲了一些有趣的故事，但是，有些东西不一定是真实的。”

“哦，赫伯特！”怀特太太说。

“是的，母亲，有关猴爪的故事不是真的。一只脏的小猴爪哪会有魔力！但这个故事很好。”赫伯特笑着说。

“嗯，我想你是对的，赫伯特。”他母亲说。

“我不知道，”怀特先生平静地说，“也许这个故事是真的。怪事有时也会发生。”

怀特太太看着她的丈夫。“你从汤姆·莫里斯那儿拿来猴爪给他钱了吗？”她问。“我们没有钱去为无价值的东西付出！”怀特太太现在发怒了。

“是的，”她丈夫回答说，“我付钱了，但不多。开始他不想要钱，他要他的猴爪。”

“好啦，莫里斯不再拥有猴爪了，”赫伯特笑了起来。“猴爪现在属于我们，我们将变得富有幸福。来吧，父亲。许个愿！”

老怀特先生从口袋里拿出猴爪。“好吧，赫伯特，但我还要什么呢？我拥有一切——你，你母亲。我需要什么呢？”

“当然是钱，”赫伯特迅速回答，“我们需要钱！你总是为钱而费尽心思，那是因为我们没有多少钱。有钱你能买房子。真正属于你的房子！来吧，父亲，许愿吧，愿咱们有30,000英镑！”

赫伯特停止了讲话，他的老父亲思考了一会儿。房子里很安静，他们能够听到雨点打在窗户上的声音。

接着怀特先生拿出猴爪放在右手中。他很害怕，他看着妻子；他的妻子冲他微笑。

“说吧。”她说。

怀特先生缓慢而又小心地说：“我希望有30,000英镑。”

突然，他发出一声尖叫，怀特太太和赫伯特向他跑过去。

“发生什么事了，父亲？”赫伯特问。

“它动起来了！”怀特先生喊道。“那猴爪——它动起来了！”

他们看着爪子。爪子现在不在老人手里而在地板上。这一家看着，等着，但猴爪已不再动了。

于是，这个小家庭又坐下来等。但什么也没有发生。雨声现在变得更急，他们的小客厅已感觉不到舒适暖和了。

怀特太太说：“天冷了，我们睡觉吧。”

怀特先生不答话，最后赫伯特说：“瞧，没有钱出现，父亲，你朋友讲的故事不是真的。”但怀特先生还是不答话，他静静地坐着一言不发。

一会儿过后，怀特太太问她丈夫：“你没事吧？”

“是的，是的，”老人回答道，“但有一两分钟我很害怕。”

“不错，我们需要钱，”怀特太太说，“但我们不会凭空拿到钱。我累了，我要睡觉。”

怀特太太上床睡觉之后，两个男人坐着吸了一会儿烟。

赫伯特说：“父亲，我也要睡觉了。也许钱就在你床下的一个袋子里！晚安，父亲。”赫伯特笑着走出了房间。

老怀特先生在寒冷的客厅里坐了很长时间。蜡烛灭了，屋里黑了。突然，老人看见窗户上有一张脸。很快，他又看了一眼，但那儿什么也没有。他很害怕，他慢慢地站起来，离开了寒冷、漆黑的房间。


Chapter 4

The next morning the winter sun came through the window and the house felt nice and warm again. Mr White felt better and he smiled at his wife and son. The family sat down to have breakfast and they began to talk about the day. The monkey's paw was on a little table near the window, but nobody looked at it and nobody thought about it.

'I'm going to the shops this morning,' Mrs White said. 'I want to get something nice for dinner. Are you going to come with me?' she asked her husband.

'No, I'm going to have a quiet morning. I'm going to read,' her husband answered.

'Well, I'm not going to go out this evening,' Herbert said, 'so we can go to bed early tonight. We were very late last night.'

'And we aren't going to have stories about monkey's paws!' Mrs White said. She was angry. 'Why did we listen to your friend?' she asked her husband. 'A monkey's paw can't give you things!' She stopped but the two men did not answer her. 'Thirty thousand pounds!' she said quietly. 'We needed that money.'

Just then Herbert looked at the clock and stood up. 'I'm going to work,' he said. 'Perhaps the postman has got the money for you in a letter. Remember, I want some of it too!' Herbert laughed and his mother laughed too.
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'Don't laugh, son,' Mr White said. 'Tom Morris is an old friend and he thinks the story is true. Perhaps it is.'

'Well, leave some of the money for me,' Herbert laughed again.

His mother laughed too and she went to the door with him.

'Goodbye, Mother,' Herbert said happily. 'Get something nice for dinner this evening at the shops. I'm always hungry after a day at work.'

'I know you are!' Mrs White answered.

Herbert left the house and walked quickly down the road. His mother stood at the door for some time and watched him. The winter sun was warm, but suddenly she felt very cold.



winter n. the coldest season in a year. 冬季。

breakfast n. the first meal in a day. 早餐。

nobody pron. 没有人。

just then just at the time. 正在这时候。

postman n. a person who delivers letters. 邮差。

hungry adj. wanting to eat something. 饥饿的。
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第二天早晨，冬日的阳光穿过窗户，房子里重新变得舒适温暖。怀特先生感觉好些了，他对着妻子和儿子微笑。一家子坐下来共进早餐，他们讨论着白天要干的事。猴爪放在窗子边的小桌上，但没有人去看它，也没有人想到它。

“上午我想去商店，”怀特太太说，“我想买一点好东西做晚餐，你愿意和我一块去吗？”她问丈夫。

“不，我想享受一个安静的上午。我想看书。”她丈夫回答说。

“今天晚上我不想出门，”赫伯特说，“我们就能早一点上床睡觉，昨晚我们睡得太迟了。”

“我们再也不会听有关猴爪的故事！”怀特太太说。她发火了。“为什么我们要相信你的朋友？”她问丈夫，“一个猴爪不会给你任何东西的！”她停了下来，但两个男人并没有回答她。“30,000英磅！”她平静地说，“我们需要那些钱。”

就在这时，赫伯特看看时间并站了起来。“我要去工作了，”他说，“也许邮差在一封信里把钱寄给你，记住，我也想要一些！”赫伯特笑了，她母亲也笑了。

“别笑了，孩子，”怀特先生说，“汤姆·莫里斯是我的老朋友了，既然他认为这个故事是真实的，也许就是真的。”

“好吧，给我也留下一些钱，”赫伯特又笑了起来。

他母亲也笑了起来并起身送儿子出门。

“再见，妈妈。”赫伯特高兴地说，“到商店买点好吃的东西做晚餐，工作一天后我总觉得饿。”

“我知道！”怀特太太答道。

赫伯特离开了家，沿着马路快步地走。他母亲站在门边目送他远去。冬日的阳光很暖和，但怀特太太却突然觉得冷极了。


Chapter 5

Slowly, Old Mrs White went back into the house. Her husband looked up and saw something strange in her face.

'What's the matter?' he asked.

'Nothing,' his wife answered, and she sat down to finish her breakfast. She began to think about Tom Morris again and suddenly she said to her husband, 'Your friend drank a lot of whisky last night! A monkey's paw! What a story!'

Mr White did not answer her because just then the postman arrived. He brought two letters for them—but there was no money in them. After breakfast the two old people forgot about the money and the monkey's paw.

Later in the day, at about one o'clock, Mr and Mrs White sat down to eat and then they began to talk about money again. They did not have very much money, so they often needed to talk about it.

'That thirty thousand pounds,' Mrs White said, 'we need it!'

'But it didn't come this morning,' her husband answered. 'Let's forget it!'

Then he said, 'But that thing moved. The monkey's paw moved in my hand! Tom's story was true!'

'You drank a lot of whisky last night. Perhaps the paw didn't move,' Mrs White answered.
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'It moved!' Mr White cried angrily.

At first his wife did not answer, but then she said, 'Well, Herbert laughed about it...'

Suddenly she stopped talking. She stood up and went over to the window.

'What's the matter?' her husband asked.

'There's a man in front of our house,' Mrs White answered. 'He's a stranger—very tall—and well-dressed. He's looking at our house... Oh, no... it's OK... He's going away...'

'Come and sit down! Finish eating!' Mr White said.

The old woman did not listen to her husband. 'He isn't going away,' she went on. 'He's coming back. I don't know him—he's a stranger. Yes, he's very well-dressed...' Suddenly Mrs White stopped. She was very excited. 'He's coming to the door... Perhaps he's bringing the money!'

And she ran out of the room to open the front door.

The tall, well-dressed stranger stood there. For a minute he said nothing, but then he began, 'Good afternoon. I'm looking for Mr and Mrs White.'

'Well, I'm Mrs White,' the old woman answered. 'What can I do for you?'

At first the stranger did not answer, but then he said, 'Mrs White, I'm from Maw and Meggins. Can I come in and talk to you?'

Maw and Meggins had a big factory and Herbert White worked there on the machinery.

'Yes, of course,' Mrs White answered. 'Please come in.'

The well-dressed stranger came into the little living-room and Mr White stood up.

'Are you Mr White?' the stranger began. Then he went on, 'I'm from Maw and Meggins.'

Mrs White looked at the stranger and she thought, 'Perhaps he has the money... but why Maw and Meggins? And his face is very unhappy... Why?' Suddenly the old woman was afraid.

'Please sit down,' Mr White began, but now his wife could not wait.

'What's the matter?' she cried. 'Is Herbert...' She could not finish the question.

The stranger did not look at their faces—and Mr White began to be afraid too.

'Please, tell us!' he said.

'I'm very sorry,' the man from Maw and Meggins began. He stopped for a minute and then he began again. 'I'm very sorry, but this morning there was an accident at the factory...'

'What's the matter? Is Herbert OK?' Mrs White cried again.

'Well...' the man began slowly.

'Is he in hospital?' the old woman asked, very afraid now.

'Yes, but...' the stranger looked at Mrs White's face and stopped.

'Is he dead? Is Herbert dead?' Mr White asked quietly.

'Dead!' Mrs White cried. 'Oh no... please... not dead! Not Herbert! Not our son!'

Suddenly the old woman stopped because she saw the stranger's face. Then the two old people knew. Their son was dead! Old Mrs White began to cry quietly and Mr White put his arm round her.

Some time later the man from Maw and Meggins said, 'It was the machinery—an accident. Herbert called, "Help!". The men heard him—and ran to him quickly, but they could do nothing. The next minute he was in the machinery. I'm very, very sorry,' he finished.

For a minute or two the room was quiet. At last Mrs White said, 'Our son! Dead! We're never going to see him again. What are we going to do without him?'

Her husband said, 'He was our son. We loved him.'

Then Mrs White asked the stranger, 'Can we see him? Can we see our son? Please take me to him. I want to see my son.'

But the stranger answered quickly, 'No!' he said. 'It's better not to see him. They couldn't stop the machinery quickly. He was in there for a long time. And at first they couldn't get him out. He was...' The man stopped. Then he said, 'Don't go to see him!'

The stranger went over to the window because he did not want to see the faces of the two old people. He said nothing, but he stood there for some time and he waited.

Then he went back to the old people and began to talk again. 'There's one more thing,' he said. 'Your son worked for Maw and Meggins for six years and he was a good worker. Now Maw and Meggins want to help you at this unhappy time.' Again the stranger stopped. After a minute he began again. 'Maw and Meggins want to give you some money.' Then he put something into Mr White's hand.

Old Mr White did not look at the money in his hand. Slowly he stood up and looked at the stranger, afraid. 'How much?' Mr White asked, very quietly. He did not want to hear the answer.

'Thirty thousand pounds,' the stranger said.



angrily adv. 恼怒地。

stranger n. 陌生人。

factory n. 工厂。

machinery n. machines, especially large ones. 机器。

well-dressed adj. wearing attractive, fashionable, expensive clothes. 穿得很好的。

matter v. to be important. 有重要性。

dead adj. not living. 死的。

get out 把……弄出来。

go over 走过去。
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慢慢地，年迈的怀特太太又回到了屋里。她的丈夫打量着她，瞧见她脸上有一种奇怪的表情。

“怎么啦？”他问。

“没事儿，”妻子说着就坐下来继续吃她的早餐。她又开始想汤姆·莫里斯的事。突然，她对丈夫说，“昨天晚上你的朋友喝了太多的威士忌！讲了神奇的猴爪！可怕的故事！”

怀特先生没有回答她，因为这时候邮差到了，邮差为他们带来了两封信——但里面并没有钱。早餐后，两位老人已忘记了钱和猴爪的事。

这一天晚些时候，大约l点左右，怀特夫妇坐下来吃东西；又开始了有关钱的谈论，他们没有多少钱，所以他们常常需要谈论钱。

“我们需要那30,000英磅！”怀特太太说。

“可今天上午一分钱也没得到，”他丈夫说，“还是让我们忘掉它吧！”

接着，他说：“但那东西确实移动了。猴爪在我的手里动了！汤姆的故事是真的！”

“你昨晚威士忌喝多了。也许猴爪并未移动。”怀特太太回答道。

“它移动了！”怀特先生恼怒地叫了起来。

开始，他妻子没有理他，好一会儿才说：“赫伯特也嘲笑过这件事……”

突然，她止住话音，站起来向窗户走去。

“怎么啦？”她丈夫问。

“我们的房子前面有一个人，是一个高个子穿着讲究的陌生人，他在朝我们这边看……呵，不……好了……他走了……”怀特太太告诉他丈夫。

“坐下来，吃完你的饭！”怀特先生说。

老妇人并没有听丈夫的话。“他没走，”她继续说，“他又回来了，我不认识他……他是陌生人。不错，他穿得很讲究……”突然，怀特太太不说话了，她很兴奋，“他正朝我们的门口走来……也许他给我们带来了钱！”

她跑出房间，打开了前门。

穿着讲究的高个子陌生人站在那儿。他什么也没说。好一会儿，他才开始说话。“下午好，我找怀特夫妇。”

“哦．我就是怀特太太，”老妇人答道，“我能为你做些什么吗？”

陌生人顿了顿才说：“怀特太太，我从莫和麦金森来，我能进去跟您谈谈吗？”

莫和麦金森有一个大工厂，赫伯特·怀特在那儿当机器操作工。

“当然可以，请进吧。”怀特太太答道。

穿着讲究的陌生人进了小客厅，怀特先生站了起来。

“你是怀特先生吗？”陌生人问。他又继续介绍，“我从莫和麦金森来”。

怀特太太看着陌生人，想道，“也许，他有那笔钱……但为什么来自莫和麦金森？从他的脸色看他并不高兴……为什么？”突然，老妇人很害怕。

“请坐。”怀特先生说，但她妻子已经等得不耐烦了。

“出了什么事？”她叫了起来，“是不是赫伯特……”她几乎不能把话问完。

陌生人并不瞧他们的脸……怀特先生也开始害怕了。

“请告诉我们！”他说。

从莫和麦金森来的人停了好一会儿才开始说：“对不起，非常对不起，今天早晨，工厂发生了一起事故……。”

“到底出了什么事，赫伯特还好吗？”怀特太太又叫了起来。

“是这样……”陌生人慢慢地说。

“他住院了吗？”老妇人问，现在她非常害怕。

“是的，但是……”陌生人看了一眼怀特太太的脸又停了下来。

“他死了吗？赫伯特死啦？”怀特先生平静地问。

“死啦！”不特太太哭叫着。“哦，不……请不要这样说……，不，赫伯特不会死，我们的儿子不会死！”

突然，老妇人不喊了，因为她看见了陌生人的表情。两个老人明白，他们的儿子已经死了！老怀特太太呜咽着，怀特先生搂着她。

过了一会儿，从莫和麦金森来的男人说：“那是一起机器事故，听到赫伯特喊救命，工友们跑过去，可一点办法也没有。只能眼睁睁地看着赫伯特卷进机器里。对不起，非常对不起。”他结束了讲话。

一时间，屋子里非常安静。最后，怀特太太说：“我们的儿子，死了，我们再也不能见到他了，没有他，我们以后的日子怎么过？”

他丈夫说：“他是我们的儿子，我们爱他。”

接着，怀特太太问陌生人：“我们能看看他吗？我们能不能看看我们的儿子？请带我去，我想去看看我的儿子。”

但陌生人很快答道：“不行，最好不要去看他，他们不能马上把机器停下来，赫伯特在里面待了很长时间，并且开始的时候弄不出来，他……”陌生人停了下来，接着他说，“还是别去看他吧！”

陌生人走到窗户边，因为他不想看到两位老人的痛苦的表情，他什么也没说，站在那儿等了好长时间。

然后，他又回过身来开始和两位老人谈话。“还有一件事，你们的儿子是一个好工人，他为莫和麦金森工作了六年。现在，莫和麦金森要在这个不幸的时候帮助你们。”陌生人又停了下来，过了一会儿又说，“莫和麦金森想给你们一些钱。”说完，他把一些东西交到怀特先生手上。

老怀特先生没有看手里的钱，他慢慢地站起来，害怕地看着陌生人，“多少钱？”怀特先生非常平静地问。其实他并不想听到答案。

“30,000英镑。”陌生人说。


Chapter 6

Three days later, in the big, new cemetery two miles from their house, the two old people said goodbye to their dead son. Then they went back to their dark, old house. They did not want to live without Herbert, but they waited for something good to happen, something to help them. The days went by very slowly. Sometimes they did not talk because there was nothing to say without Herbert. And so the days felt very long.

Then, one night, about a week later, Mrs White got out of bed because she could not sleep. She sat by the window and she watched and waited for her son. He did not come and she began to cry quietly.

In the dark her husband heard her and he called, 'Come back to bed. It's cold out there.'

'It's colder for my son,' his wife answered. 'He's out there in the cold cemetery.'

Mrs White did not go back to bed, but Mr White was old and tired and the bed was warm. So, in the end, he went to sleep again. Suddenly he heard a cry from his wife.

'The paw!' she cried. 'The monkey's paw!' She came back to the bed and stood there.

'What is it? What's the matter?' Mr White cried. He sat up in bed. 'What's the matter?' he thought. 'Why is she excited? What's she talking about?' He looked at his wife.
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Her face was very white in the dark. 'I want it,' she said quietly, 'and you've got it! Give it to me! Please!'

'What?' Mr White asked.

'The monkey's paw,' Mrs White said. 'Where is it?'

'It's downstairs,' Mr White answered. 'Why?'

Mrs White began to laugh and cry. 'We can have two more wishes!' she cried. 'We had one—but there are two more!'

'Oh, no! Not again! Think, woman!' Mr White cried. But Mrs White did not listen.

'Quickly,' she said. 'Go and get the paw. We're going to wish for our boy to come back to us!'

'No!' Mr White cried. 'You're mad!'

'Get it! Get it quickly!' Mrs White cried again.

Mr White said again, 'Think, woman! Think! Our boy was in the machinery for a long time. They didn't want to show him to us! Think! Do you want to see his body?'

'Yes! He's my son. I'm not afraid of him!' she answered.

'You don't understand,' Mr White said sadly, but he went downstairs to look for the monkey's paw.

In the living-room it was dark and Mr White did not have a candle. Slowly, he went across the room and he put out his hand for the monkey's paw. He touched it, and quickly took his hand away again.

'No!' he thought. 'I can't! I don't want to see Herbert! His face—after he was in the machinery... no!'

Then he thought about his wife—and he put out his hand and took the paw.

In the bedroom his wife waited. She saw the paw in Mr White's hand and cried, 'Quick! Make the wish!'

'I can't,' Mr White answered. 'Remember—he died in the machinery!'

'Make the wish! I'm not afraid of my own son!' Mrs White cried again.

Mr White looked sadly at his wife, but he took the paw in his right hand and said slowly, 'I wish for my son, Herbert, to come back to us. ' Then he sat down in the nearest chair.

But Mrs White went over to the window and looked out into the road. She stayed there for a long time and she did not move. Nothing happened. The monkey's paw could not do it!

'Thank God!' Mr White said, and he went back to bed.

Soon Mrs White went to bed too.



cemetery n. a piece of land, in which dead people are buried. 墓地。

without prep. 没有，缺乏。

downstairs adv. on a lower floor in a building. 在楼下。

go across 穿过。

sadly adv. in a way that shows you are sad. 悲哀地。

nearest adj. 最近的。

God n. 上帝。
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三天后，在离他们家两英里远的一个大而新的墓地，两位老人和他们死去的儿子道别了。然后，他们回到了又黑又旧的房子。没有了赫伯特，他们什么也不想做，他们等待着奇迹发生，等待着什么来帮助他们。时间过得很慢，有时他们连话也不想说，因为没有了赫伯特，就无话可说了。所以他们觉得日子很长。

大约一周后的一天晚上，怀特太太因失眠从床上爬了起来。她坐在窗户边看着，等着她的儿子回来。想到赫伯特再也回不来了，她又低声地哭了起来。

黑暗中，她丈夫听见了她的哭声，叫她：“过来睡吧，那儿太冷了。”

“我儿子那儿更冷，”他妻子回应他，“他一个人待在外面冰冷的墓地里。”

怀特太太没有回去睡觉，但怀特先生因又老又累，加上温暖的被窝，很快又睡着了。突然他听见了妻子的叫声。

“爪子！”她喊道，“猴爪！”她走到床边站在那儿。

“出了什么事？怎么啦？”怀特先生叫着从床上坐了起来，他想，“怎么啦？她为什么那么兴奋？她说什么？”他看着妻子。

她的脸色在黑暗中显得很苍白。“我要猴爪，在你那儿！请把它给我！”她静静地说。

“什么？”怀特先生没听明白。

“猴爪，”怀特太太说，“猴爪在哪儿？”

“在楼下，但你为什么要它？”怀特先生不解。

怀特太太高兴得又笑又叫。“我们可以再许两个愿！我们已经许了一个——还有两个！”

“哦，不！再也不要了！好好想一想，老太太！”怀特先生大叫着，但怀特太太并不听他说的话。

“快点，去把猴爪拿来，我们许愿我们的儿子回到我们身边来！”她说。

“不！你疯啦！”怀特先生叫了起来。

“拿来！快拿来！”怀特太太又喊叫着。

怀特先生劝她，“好好想一想，老太太！想想！我们的孩子在机器里待了那么长时间，人家都不让我们看！你真的想看我们孩子的尸体？”

“是的！他是我儿子，我不害怕！”她回答说。

“你真不可理喻。”怀特先生悲哀地说。但他还是下楼去找猴爪。

客厅里很黑，怀特先生又没有蜡烛。他慢慢地穿过房间，伸手摸索着找猴爪。他摸到了但又很快把手缩了回去。

“不！我不能！我不想看到赫伯特！我不想看到他被机器轧烂的脸……不！”他想。

但他又想到了他可怜的妻子——还是把猴爪拿了起来。

卧室里，妻子在等他。一看到怀特先生手里的猴爪她就叫起来，“快！快许愿！”

“我不能，”怀特先生答道，“记住——他死在机器里了！”

“许愿吧！我不害怕我自己的儿子！”怀特太太又叫道。

怀特先生悲伤地看了一眼他的妻子，把猴爪放在右手里慢慢地说：“我希望我的儿子赫伯特回到我们身边。”说完就在最近的椅子上坐了下来。

怀特太太走到窗户边上看着马路。她长时间地待在那儿一动不动。但什么也没发生，猴爪并不起作用！

“感谢上帝！”怀特先生说着又睡觉去了。

不久，怀特太太也上了床。


Chapter 7

But they did not sleep. They waited and they listened. In the end Mr White got up to get a candle because the dark made him more afraid. He began to go downstairs, but suddenly he heard a noise at the front door. He stopped, and he listened. He could not move. Then the noise came again. This time he ran. He ran upstairs, back into the bedroom and he closed the door behind him. But again the noise came.

'What's that?' Mrs White cried, and she sat up in bed.

'Nothing! Go to sleep again!' her husband answered.

But Mrs White listened—and the noise came again. 'It's Herbert! It's Herbert!' she cried. 'I'm going to open the door for him.'

And she got out of bed and ran to the door of the bedroom. Mr White got there first and stopped her.

'No!' he cried. 'Think!'

'But it's my boy! It's Herbert,' she answered.

'No! Don't go! Don't...' her husband cried again.

But Mrs White did not listen to him. She opened the bedroom door and ran from the room. 'I'm coming, Herbert. I'm coming!' she called.

Mr White ran after her. 'Stop!' he cried. 'Remember, Herbert died in the machinery! You don't want to see him!'

For a minute Mrs White stopped and looked at her husband, but then the noise came again and she began to run downstairs.
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'Help me! Help me!' she called to her husband.

But Mr White did not move. 'The paw!' he thought. 'Where's the monkey's paw?'

He ran back into the bedroom. 'Quick!' he thought. 'Where is it?' At first he could not find it in the dark. Ah! There it was! He had it!

Just at that minute he heard his wife downstairs.

'Wait! Wait, Herbert! I'm coming!' she cried. She began to open the front door.

At the same time Mr White took the monkey's paw in his right hand and he made his third wish.

Mrs White gave a long unhappy cry and her husband ran down to her. She stood by the open door. Very afraid, Old Mr White looked out into the dark.

The road was dark and quiet—and there was nobody there.



sleep v. to rest body and mind. 睡觉。

afraid adj. frightened, worried. 害怕的。

upstairs adv. on an upper floor in a building. 在楼上。

close v. to shut. 关闭。

behind prep. 在……后面。

bedroom n. a room where people sleep. 卧室。

dark n. a situation in which there is no light. 黑暗的。

just at the minute 就在这时候。

at the same time 同时。
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他们睡不着。他们在等、在听。最终，怀特先生还是起床点了一枝蜡烛，因为黑暗使他们更害怕。他开始下楼，突然，他听到前门有声音。他停住了，仔细地听。他没有动。接着，声音又响了起来，这次他跑上了楼，回到了卧室，关紧了他身后的门，但声音又传来了。

“那是什么？”怀特太太叫着从床上坐了起来。

“什么也没有！睡觉吧！”她丈夫告诉她。

但怀特太太听到声音又响了起来。“是赫伯特！是赫伯特！我要去给他开门。”她叫道。

她起床跑向卧室的门，但怀特先生抢先挡住了她。

“不要这样！要好好想一想！”他叫道。

“但他是我的孩子！他是赫伯特。”她说。

“不！千万不要去！不要……”他丈夫又叫了起来。

但怀特太太并不听他的，她打开卧室的门并从房间里跑了出来。“我来了，赫伯特，我来了！”她喊道。

怀特先生跟在她后面跑，“站住！别忘了赫伯特死在机器里了！你并不想看到他！”

怀特太太停下来看了他的丈夫一会儿，这时，声音又响了起来，她又开始向楼下跑。

“帮帮我！帮帮我！”她叫她的丈夫。

但怀特先生没有动。他想到了猴爪。“猴爪！猴爪放在哪儿了？”

他跑回卧室。他心里在想，“快！猴爪在哪儿？”开始，在黑暗中他找不着，啊！它在那儿！他终于拿到了猴爪！

就在这时，他听到了楼下妻子的声音。

“等一等！等一等，赫伯特！我来啦！”她喊着，并开始开前门。

与此同时，怀特先生把猴爪放在右手里开始许第三个愿。

怀特太太发出一声长长的失望的叫声，她丈夫跑下楼找她，她正站在打开的门旁。老怀特先生看着外面黑漆漆的夜，非常恐惧。

马路很暗且静——一个人影也没有。


Exercises

A Checking your understanding

Chapter 1 Write down the answers to these questions.

1 Who lived at number 12 Castle Road?

2 What do we know about the people in the family?

Chapter 2 Write the answers to these questions.

1 How long was Tom Morris in India?

2 Why did the soldier not want to talk about the monkey's paw?

3 Why was the paw magic?

4 How did the monkey's paw bring unhappiness to Tom Morris?

Chapters 3 and 4 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 Mr White gave Tom Morris some money for the monkey's paw.

2 Mr White gave a cry because the monkey's paw moved.

3 Mr and Mrs White went to bed and Herbert sat and smoked.

4 At breakfast the White family sat and talked about the monkey's paw.

5 Mrs White did not want the thirty thousand pounds.

Chapter 5 Write down the answers to these questions.

1 What do we know about the man who came to the house?

2 Why do you think the stranger said, 'It's better not to see him.'?

3 How did Mr White feel when the stranger gave him the money?

Chapter 6 Write down the answers to these questions.

1 How were Mr and Mrs White different after Herbert died?

2 Why did Mrs White want the monkey's paw again?

3 Why did Mr White not want Herbert to come back?

Chapter 7 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 Mr White got a candle from the room downstairs.

2 Mr and Mrs White heard a noise in the street.

3 Mr White wanted his wife to open the front door.

4 Mr White took the monkey's paw in his left hand and made his third wish.

B Working with language

1 Complete these sentences with information from the story.

1 The White family liked Tom's stories because...

2 When Mr White first wished for the money he...

3 Herbert wanted to go to India because...

4 Mr White felt afraid because...

5 Mr White ran into the bedroom and closed the door because...

6 Mrs White ran downstairs because...

7 Herbert did not come back because...

2 Here are some beginnings and endings of some sentences from chapters 1 and 2. Can you put them together?

1 The two men did not talk

2 We were friends

3 Give me your coat

4 The little family listened with interest

5 This paw is magic

6 Take the paw in your right hand

7 when we were young.

8 to this visitor from far away.

9 because it can give three wishes to three people.

10 and then make your wish.

11 because they played carefully.

12 and then come into the living room.

C Activities

1 You are the man from Maw and Meggins. Write his diary for the day when he visited Mr and Mrs White.

2 Tom Morris comes back to 12 Castle Road after Herbert is dead. What does he say to Mr and Mrs White, and what do they say to him?

3 You have three wishes. What do you ask for, and why?
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简　介
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为什么刚开始人们逃避他，后来又接近他呢？看了这本书，你便会明白了。
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Chapter 1



The Creature in the Shop

My name is Dr Frederick Treves. I am a doctor at the London Hospital. One day in 1884, I saw a picture in the window of a shop near the hospital. I stopped in front of the shop and looked at the picture. At first I felt interested, then I felt angry, then afraid. It was a horrible, ugly picture. There was a man in the picture, but he did not look like you and me. He did not look like a man. He looked like an elephant.

I read the writing under the picture. It said:

Come in and see the Elephant Man. 2 pence.

I opened the door and went in.

There was a man in the shop. He was a dirty man in an old coat with a cigarette in his mouth. 'What do you want?' he asked.

'I'd like to see the elephant man, please,' I said.

The man looked at me angrily. 'Well, you can't,' he said. 'The shop's closing now. You can come back tomorrow.'

'I'm sorry,' I said. 'But I would like to see him now. I have no time tomorrow—I have a lot of work to do. But I can give you more than 2 pence.'

The man looked at me carefully. Then he took the cigarette out of his mouth and smiled with his yellow teeth.

'All right, sir,' he said. 'Give me twelve pence then.'

I gave him the money and he opened a door at the back of the shop. We went into a little room. The room was cold and dark, and there was a horrible smell in it.

A creature sat on a chair behind a table. I say a creature, because it was not a man or a woman, like you or me. The creature did not move or look at us. It sat very quietly on the chair in the cold, dark, dirty room, and looked at the table. The creature had a cloth over its head, because of the cold. On the table in front of it, there was a dead flower.

'Stand up!' said the shopkeeper, loudly.

The creature stood up slowly. It took the old cloth off its head, and put it on the chair.

I looked at the creature and felt sad. I am a doctor, so I know a lot about accidents and ill people. I see horrible, ugly things every day. But this creature, this thing, was the worst of all. There were no men or women in the hospital like him.

He wore some old trousers, but no shirt, coat, or shoes, so I could see his body very well. His head was the most interesting thing. It was very, very big—like an enormous bag with a lot of books in it. The head did not have much hair, and there was another bag of brown, dirty skin at the back of it. This skin came down below his neck. I could not see one of his eyes very well, because a lot of skin came down in front of his face, too.

An enormous red tooth came out of his mouth, under his nose. It looked like an elephant's tooth. The mouth and nose were like holes in the face. The face could not smile or laugh or look angry or sad, because the skin could not move. It was dead, like an elephant's face.

There were more bags of dirty skin on the front and back of the creature's body. These bags came down to his legs. The right arm was enormous, and there were bags of skin on it, too. The right hand was like a man's foot.

But the left hand—the left arm and the left hand were beautiful! The left arm had wonderful skin, and the fingers of the left hand were long and beautiful. It was like a young woman's hand!

'Walk, Merrick!' said the shopkeeper angrily. 'Come on, quickly, move!' He hit the creature with his hand.

Slowly, the creature walked across the room. But he could not walk well. His legs were very big and fat, and he had a bad back. He could not walk far without a stick.

'All right, thank you,' I said. 'Let him sit down. I don't want to see any more.' I felt ill, and the smell in the room was very bad.

'Yes, sir,' said the shopkeeper. 'Sit down, Merrick.'

We went out of the room and closed the door. The shopkeeper smiled at me with his yellow teeth.

'Wonderful, sir, isn't it?' he said. 'The best Elephant Man in England! Hundreds of people come to see him, you know, hundreds! I take him all over the country, I do!'

'Yes, very interesting,' I said. 'Can I sit down?'

'Yes, sir, of course. Here's a chair.' He looked at me, smiling. 'Would you like a glass of water, sir?'

'Yes, please,' I said. Then I looked at the things in the dirty shop. There were two or three bad apples and some old black bananas: that was all. 'Er, no... no, thank you. I'm all right,' I said. 'Did you... did you call the creature Merrick?'

'That's right, sir. Joseph Merrick. The best Elephant Man in England! I take him all over the country, you know. Lots of people want to see him.'

'Yes, I see. Do you get a lot of money?'

'Well, sometimes we do, sir, yes. But it's difficult, you see, sir, because of the police. The police don't like us, you see, sir. So we can't stay in a town very long. We usually move every week.'

'Yes, I see. Well, anyway, Mr...er?'

'Silcock, sir. Simon Silcock.'

'Yes, well, Mr Silcock, I'm a doctor at the London Hospital. My name is Dr Treves. I think this... er... this man Joseph Merrick is very interesting, and I would like to see him at the hospital. I want to look at him more carefully, you see.'

'Yes sir, I see. But how can he get to the hospital? It's going to be difficult.'

'Why, man? The hospital's not far from here.'

'Well, yes, sir. I know. But, you see, Merrick can't walk very well. He needs help.'

'You can come with him. Do you want more money? Is that it?'

'Well, yes, sir, I do. But, you see, people are afraid of him too... In the road, little boys always run after him and hit him. Then the police get angry because people are afraid. Sometimes they take us to prison.'

'I see,' I said. 'Well, how can he come to the hospital, then?'

'Bring a cab, sir,' said Silcock. 'You can take him to the hospital in a cab.'



elephant n. a very large animal with two long curved teeth and a long nose. 大象。

horrible adj. causing horror. 可怕的。

hospital n. place providing medical treatment for ill people. 医院。

creature n. an animal or being of some kind. 生物。

enormous adj. very big. 巨大的。

shopkeeper n. usu. the owner, in charge of a small shop. 店主；零售商。

sad adj. not happy. 悲伤的。

smell n. a quality that has an effect on the nose. 气味。

accident n. something that happens unexpectedly and causes damage. 不测；意外。

hit to give a blow to; strike. 打；击。

hole n. an empty space within something solid. 洞。

nose n. your nose is between your eyes and your mouth. 鼻子。

skin n. you have skin all over your body; some people have white skin, others have yellow, brown or black skin. 皮肤。

glass n. a drinking vessel made of glass. 玻璃杯。

police n. an official body of men and women whose duty is to protect people and property, to make sure that everyone obeys the law, to catch criminals, etc. 警察。

cab n. (in former times) a horse-drawn carriage for hire. （旧时）出租马车。

prison n. a large (state) building where criminals are kept locked up as a punishment. 监狱。

angry adj. annoyed. 愤怒的。




1　店铺里的怪物
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我是弗雷德里克·特里夫斯医生，伦敦医院的医生。1884年的一天，我在医院附近一家店铺的橱窗里看见了一张照片。我在店铺前停了下来，看着这张照片。起先我觉得这张照片挺有趣，后来就感到生气、害怕起来。那是一张可怕的、丑陋的照片。照片上有个男人，但和你我不同。他看上去不像个人，而像一头大象。

我看了看照片下面的文字，上面写着：

进来吧，看看这个象人，一次两便士。

我推开门走了进去。

店里有个男人，邋邋遢遢的，穿着一件旧外套，嘴里叼着一支烟。“你想干什么？”他问道。

“我想看看象人。”我说。

这个人生气地看着我。“不行。”他说，“店铺现在关门了，你明天来吧。”

“对不起，”我说，“我想现在就看，明天我没有空——我有许多事情要做，我可以另外多给你一些钱。”

这个人仔细地打量着我，后来他取下嘴里的烟卷笑了起来，露出了满嘴黄牙。

他说，“好吧，先生。就给12便士吧。”

我把钱给了他，他就打开了店铺后门。我们走进一个小房间，房间又冷又暗，里面还有一股恶心的气味。

一个怪物坐在桌子后面的椅子上。我称他为怪物，是因为他不像你和我，不是男人也不是女人。他一动不动，也没有看我们，只是安静地坐在这间又冷又暗又脏的房间里的椅子上，眼睛盯着桌子。由于阴冷，这个怪物的头上盖着一块布，在他面前的桌子上放着一朵枯萎的花。

“站起来！”店老板大声地说。

怪物慢慢地站起来，取下头上的盖布放在椅子上。

看着这个怪物，我感到很悲伤。我是一个医生，我很熟悉事故和病人。我每天要遇到许多可怕的、丑恶的东西，可这个怪物却是最糟糕的。医院里没有任何一个男人或女人像他这个样子。

他穿着条旧裤子，没有穿衬衫、外套和鞋子。所以，我可以清楚地看见他的身体。他的头部最有趣，长得很大很大——就像一个装着许多书籍的大口袋。头上头发不多，脑后还耷拉着一块褐色的、肮脏的头皮，一直垂到脖子下面。我看不见他的一只眼睛，因为大块的皮肤也从脸部垂下来。

鼻子下面一颗巨大的红牙齿从嘴里露出来，就像一颗象牙，嘴和鼻子就像是脸上开的洞，从他脸上看不出微笑还是大笑，也看不出生气和悲伤，因为这种皮肤无法活动，它已经失去了活力，像一只大象的脸。

这个怪物身体的前胸和后背的脏皮肤上有许多囊肿，这种囊肿（包状物）一直拖到他的腿部。他的右臂巨大，皮肤上也有包状物，右手像男人的脚。

然而左手——左臂和左手——却是长得很美！左臂上有漂亮的皮肤，左手手指纤长、美丽，就像年轻女人的手一样。

“走一走，梅里克！”店老板生气地说，“朝前走，动一动，快！”他用手打着这个怪物。

慢慢地，这个怪物走到房间的对面。可他腿脚不便，他的腿又粗又肥，背部有病，没有拐杖走不远。

“好了，谢谢你，”我说，“让他坐下来，我不想再看什么了。”我感到恶心，房间里的气味难闻极了。

“好的，先生，”店老板说着。“坐下，梅里克。”

我们走出房间，关上门。店老板朝我笑了笑，露出满嘴黄牙。

“好极了，先生，是不是？”他说，“这是英国最棒的象人！成百上千的人来看他，知道吗？成百上千！我带他到全国各地去，真的！”

“是的，挺有意思！”我说，“我可以坐下吗？”

“当然可以，先生。请坐。”他朝我看了看，笑了笑说：“来杯水吗，先生？”

“好的，请给我一杯水，”我说。接着我朝脏商店里那些东西看着，有两三个坏苹果、几根烂香蕉。仅此而已。“啊！不……不，谢谢，我没事！”我说。“你……你把这个怪物叫作梅里克吗？”

“不错，先生，约瑟夫·梅里克。英国最棒的象人！我把他带到全国各地去，你知道，许多人要看他。”

“是的，我明白。那你会赚到很多钱吗？”

“嗯，有时会赚到很多钱，先生。但是也很难，因为警察找麻烦，你知道的，先生，警察不喜欢我们，所以我们不能在一个城镇待很长时间，通常每星期就换个地方。”

“是的，我明白，噢，……先生，您是……呃？”

“西尔科克，先生。西蒙·西尔科克。”

“是的，哦，西尔科克先生，我是伦敦医院的一个医生。我是特里夫斯医生。我想，这个……呃……约瑟夫·梅里克这个人非常有趣，我想在医院里看看他，我想更仔细地观察他，你看怎么样？”

“是的，先生，我明白您的意思！但是，他怎能到医院去呢？这是很困难的。”

“为什么不行呢，先生，医院离这儿不远。”

“是的，先生，我知道，但是，您看，梅里克腿脚不灵便，他需要别人帮他。”

“你可以和他一块儿来，你还要钱吗？是这样吗？”

“噢，是的，先生，但是，你知道，人们也害怕他……走在路上，小男孩们总是追他打他。警察也会生气，怪他吓着了大家。有时候警察就把我们送进监狱里。”

“我明白，”我说，“那么，他怎么能到医院里去呢？”

“弄一辆马车来，先生，”西尔科克说，“您可以用马车送他去医院。”


Chapter 2



The Card

So next day, at seven o'clock, I came to the shop in a cab. There were not very many people in the road, because it was early in the morning. In November it is dark at seven o'clock in the morning, and I could not see the shop very well. I waited five minutes. A postman walked past. Then the door of the shop opened, and the creature, Merrick, came out.

I could not see his face or his body. He had an enormous black hat on his head, like a big box. A grey cloth came down from the hat, in front of his face. There was a hole in the cloth in front of his eyes. He could see out of the hole but I could not see in. He wore a long black coat, too. The coat began at his neck, and ended at his feet, so I could not see his arms, his body, or his legs. On his feet he wore big shoes, like old bags.

He had a stick in his left hand, and he walked very slowly. I opened the door of the cab, and got out.

'Good morning, Mr Merrick,' I said. 'Can you get in?'

'Elpmyupasteps,' he said.

'I'm sorry,' I said. 'I don't understand.'

For a minute he stood by the door of the cab and said nothing. Then he hit the cab with his stick.

'STEPS!' he said loudly. 'Help me up the steps!'

Then I understood. There were three steps up into the cab, and he could not get up them.

'Yes, I see. I'm sorry,' I said. 'Let me help you.'

I took his left hand and began to help him. My right hand was behind his back. I felt very strange. His left hand was like a young woman's, but his back under the coat, was horrible. I could feel the bags of old skin on his back under the coat.

He put one enormous foot on the first step, and then he stopped. After a minute, he moved his second foot slowly. Then he stopped and waited again.

'Hello, sir. Can I help you?'

I looked behind me. It was the postman. And behind him, I could see three young boys. One of the boys laughed.

The postman smiled. 'Is the gentleman ill?' he asked.

I thought quickly. 'Yes. But this is a lady, not a gentleman. I'm a doctor, and she's ill. Take her hand, so I can help her better.'

The postman took Merrick's left hand, and I helped him with two hands from behind. Slowly, very slowly, Merrick went up the steps and into the cab.

One boy was very near the cab. He called to his friends.

'Come and see this, boys! A fat lady in a black coat! And look at that enormous hat!'

The boys laughed. They were very near the cab too, now. I closed the door quickly.

'Thank you,' I said to the postman.

'That's all right, sir,' he said. 'She's a strange lady, sir, isn't she?'

'She's ill, that's all,' I said quickly. 'We're going to the hospital. Goodbye, and thank you.'

The cab drove down the road to the hospital. I looked at Merrick. 'That was difficult, wasn't it?' I said.

At first he said nothing, but then he spoke. His voice was very strange, but I listened to him carefully, and I could understand him.

'The steps were very difficult,' he said. 'But most things are difficult for me.'

'Yes,' I said. 'Nothing is easy for you, is it?'

'No,' he said. He was very quiet for a minute. Then he said, 'Who are you, sir?'

'Who am I? Oh, I'm sorry, My name is Dr Treves. Here, this is my card.'

I gave him a card with my name on. Then I thought, 'That was no good. This man can't read.' But Merrick took the card and looked at it very carefully. Then he put it in his trousers pocket.

I did not talk to him very much at the hospital. I looked at his head and arms and legs and body very carefully. Then I wrote the important things about him in a little book. A nurse helped me. Merrick looked at her sometimes, but she did not smile at him or talk to him. I think she was afraid of him. I think Merrick was afraid too, because he was very quiet.

At four o'clock I took him back to the shop in a cab. The next day I looked in the shop window again, but the picture was not there.



card n. a small sheet of plastic or stiffened paper usu. with information printed on it and having various uses.

end v. finish. 结束。

loudly adv. noisily. 大声地。

steps n. place to put the foot when climbing up and down. 台阶。

stick n. a thin rod of wood used for a special purpose. 棍；杖。

postman n. person employed to collect and deliver letters, parcels, etc. 邮递员。

strange adj. different. 奇怪的。




2　名片

[image: alt]

于是第二天7点钟，我乘着马车来到这家商店。天刚刚亮，路上没有多少人。11月份的早上7点钟天还是黑的，商店还看不太清楚。我等了五分钟，一个邮递员恰好经过，后来商店门开了，那个怪物——梅里克出来了。

我看不见他的脸和身体，他头上戴着一顶大黑帽子，就像顶着一个大盒子。帽子上搭着一块灰色的布一直遮着脸，眼睛前面的布上有个洞，他可以从洞里朝外看，可我却看不见里面。他还穿了一件黑色的长外套，外套从颈子上一直拖到脚下，所以我看不见他的手臂、身体和腿。他脚上穿着一双大鞋，就像两条旧口袋。

他左手拄着一根拐杖，走得很慢，我打开车门，走了出来。

“早上好，梅里克先生，”我说，“你能上去吗？”

“Elpmyupasteps.”他说。

“对不起，”我说，“我听不懂。”

他在车门边站了一会儿，什么话也没有说。后来他用拐杖敲了敲车子。

“上台阶！”他大声地说，“帮我上台阶！”

后来，我明白了，马车上有三级台阶，他迈不上去。

“噢，对不起，”我说，“我来帮你。”

我拉着他的左手，右手扶着他的背帮助他上车。我觉得很奇怪，他的左手就像年轻女人的手，而他外套里面的背部却是很可怕。我可以隔着外套摸到背上那些老皮囊肿。

他一只大脚先迈上了头一个台阶，就停下了。过了一会儿，又慢慢地挪动另外一只脚，然后又停了下来再次等着。

“喂，先生，要我帮忙吗？”

我朝身后一看，是那位邮递员，在他的身后还有三个小男孩，其中有一个在大声笑着。

这位邮递员微笑着问：“这位先生病了吗？”

我灵机一动：“对，但这是位女士，不是先生。我是医生，她病了。拉着她的手，这样我能更好地帮助她。”

邮递员拉着梅里克的左手，我用双手从后面推他。梅里克慢慢地移动步子，走进马车。

一个小男孩离马车很近，他对着他的伙伴们大声地喊着：“过来看，一个穿黑外套的胖女人！瞧那顶大帽子！”

孩子们哄笑着走到马车旁，我迅速地关上了车门。

我对邮递员说：“谢谢你。”

他说：“不用谢，先生。这位女士很怪呀！”

我很快地回答：“她是病人，仅此而已。我们要去医院，谢谢你，再见。”

马车沿着去医院的路驶去。我看了看梅里克说：“很不容易，是吧？”

他先是什么都不说，可后来他开口了，他的嗓音很怪，可我还是认真地听着，我能听懂他讲的意思。

“上台阶很困难。”他说，“大多数事情对于我来说，都很困难。”

“对您来说没有容易的事，对吧？”我说。

“对。”他沉默了一会儿，然后问道：“您是谁，先生？”

“我是谁？哦，对不起，我是特里夫斯医生。瞧，这是我的名片。”

我递给了他一张上面有我名字的名片。但转念一想，这没什么用，他不识字。梅里克拿着名片认真地看了看，然后就塞进裤子口袋里。

在医院里我和他谈得不多，我很仔细地看过他的头、手臂、腿和身子，然后我将有关他的重要情况记在了一个小笔记本里。一位护士来协助我工作。梅里克时不时地朝她看看，可她既不朝他微笑也不与他说话。我想她是怕他，梅里克可能也怕她，因为他一直很安静。

4点钟时，我用马车将他送回那个商店。第二天我又朝小店橱窗里看了看，可那张照片已不见了。


Chapter 3



A Letter to 'The Times'

I did not see Merrick again for two years. Then, one day, the police found him. He had my card in his hand, so they brought him to the London Hospital. He was very tired, hungry, and dirty, so I put him to bed in a quiet little room. But he could not stay at the hospital. He was not ill, and of course the beds in the hospital are for ill people. We have no beds for hungry people, or ugly people.

I told the Hospital Chairman, Mr Carr Gomm, about Merrick. He listened carefully, and then he wrote a letter to the editor of The Times newspaper.




From The Times, December 4th, 1886

A Letter to the Editor.




Dear Sir,

I am writing to you about a man in our hospital. He needs your help. His name is Joseph Merrick, and he is 27 years old. He is not ill, but he cannot go out of the hospital because he is very, very ugly. Nobody likes to look at him, and some people are afraid of him. We call him 'The Elephant Man'.




Two years ago, Merrick lived in a shop near the London Hospital. For two pence, people could see him and laugh at him. One day Dr Frederick Treves—a hospital doctor—saw Merrick, brought him to this hospital, and looked at him carefully. Dr Treves could not help Merrick, but he gave him his card.




Then the shopkeeper, Silcock, took Merrick to Belgium. A lot of people in Belgium wanted to see him, and so after a year Merrick had ￡50. But then Silcock took Merrick's ￡50, left Merrick in Belgium, and went back to London.




Merrick came back to London by himself. Everyone on the train and the ship looked at him, and laughed at him. In London, the police put him in prison. But then they saw Dr Treves's card, and brought Merrick to the London Hospital.




This man has no money, and he cannot work. His face and body are very, very ugly, so of course many people are afraid of him. But he is a very interesting man. He can read and write, and he thinks a lot. He is a good, quiet man. Sometimes he makes things with his hands and gives them to the nurses, because they are kind to him.




He remembers his mother, and he has a picture of her. She was beautiful and kind, he says. But he never sees her now. She gave him to Silcock a long time ago.




Can the readers of The Times help us? This man is not ill, but he needs a home. We can give him a room at the hospital, but we need some money. Please write to me at the London Hospital.

Yours faithfully,

[image: alt]

F.C. Carr Gomm

Chairman of the London Hospital




The readers of The Times are very kind people. They gave us a lot of money. After one week, we had ￡50, 000, so Merrick could live in the Hospital for all his life. We could give him a home.



chairman n. an important man in the hospital. 医院院长。

ugly adj. unpleasant to see. 丑陋的。

editor n. a person who edits. 编辑。

kind adj. nice, good. 善良的；好心的。

Yours faithfully the usual polite way of ending a letter written to someone whom one does not know. 你的忠实的（给陌生人写信时常用的有礼貌的结束语）。

life n. the period during which one is alive. 生命；一生。




3　给《泰晤士报》的一封信
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我有两年未见到梅里克了。后来有一天，警察发现了他，他手里有我的名片，所以警察就将他带到伦敦医院。他很疲劳、饥饿、肮脏，我就把他安置在一间很安静的小房间里休息。但因为他没有生病，他不能待在医院里，医院里的床当然是给病人用的。我们不能给饥饿的人或丑陋的人提供床铺使用。

我将梅里克的情况告诉了院长卡尔·戈姆先生。他听得很仔细，并给《泰晤士报》的编辑写了一封信。




摘自1886年12月4日的《泰晤士报》

致编辑的一封信。

亲爱的先生：

我写信给你是告诉你一个在我们医院里的人的情况，他需要得到你的帮助。他名叫约瑟夫·梅里克，现年27岁。他没有生病，但是他不能走出医院，因为他长得很丑很丑，没有人愿意看他一眼，一些人害怕他，我们叫他“象人”。




两年前，梅里克住在伦敦医院附近的一家商店里，花两个便士，人们就可以看到他、嘲笑他。有一天，医院医生弗雷德里克·特里夫斯医生见到了梅里克，将他带到我们医院里，并给他仔细检查。由于特里夫斯医生无法帮助梅里克，只好给了他一张名片。




后来店老板西尔科克将他带到了比利时，在那儿许多人都想看他，所以，一年后，梅里克挣到了50英镑。但是后来西尔科克拿走了梅里克的50英镑，将他留在比利时，而自己回到了伦敦。




梅里克是独自一人回到伦敦的，火车上、轮船上的每个人都看着他、嘲笑他。在伦敦，警察把他关进监狱。但后来，他们看到特里夫斯医生的名片，就把梅里克带到了伦敦医院。




他没有钱，又不能工作，他的脸和身体都非常丑陋，当然许多人都害怕他。但是，他是一个很有趣的人，他能读书写字，会思考，他是一个安份的好人。有时他用自己的双手做些玩意儿送给护士们，因为她们对他很和善。




他记得他的母亲，他有他母亲的一张照片。他说他的母亲很漂亮、温柔。但是，现在他再也没有见过她。她在很久以前就将他给了西尔科克。




《泰晤士报》的读者们能否帮助我们？这个人没有生病，但他需要有一个家，我们在医院里可以给他一间房子，但我们需要钱，请给我回信到伦敦医院来。

你的忠实的　　　

F．C．卡尔·戈姆

伦敦医院院长　　




《泰晤士报》的读者们都很仁慈，他们给了我们很多钱。一星期后，我们收到了五万英镑，足够让梅里克在医院里住一辈子。我们可以给他安个家。


Chapter 4



Merrick's First Home

We gave Merrick two rooms at the back of the hospital. One room was a bathroom, so he could have a bath every day. Soon his skin was much better, and there was no horrible smell.

The second room had a bed, table, and chairs. I visited him every day, and talked to him. He loved reading, and talking about books. At first he did not know many books: the Bible, and one or two newspapers, that's all. But I gave him some books of love stories, and he liked them very much. He read them again and again, and talked about them often. For him, the men and women in these books were alive, like you and me. He was very happy.

But sometimes it was difficult for him. At first, one or two people in the hospital laughed at Merrick because he was ugly. Sometimes, they brought their friends to look at him. One day a new nurse came to the hospital, and nobody told her about Merrick. She took his food to his room, and opened the door. Then she saw him. She screamed, dropped the food on the floor, and ran out of the room.

I was very angry with the nurse, and went to see Merrick. He was not happy about it, but he was not very angry. I think he felt sorry for the girl.

'People don't like looking at me. I know that, Dr Treves,' he said. 'They usually laugh or scream.'

'Well, I don't want nurses to laugh at you, Joseph,' I said angrily. 'I want them to help you.'

'Thank you, doctor,' he said, in his strange slow voice. 'But it's not important. Everyone laughs at me. I understand that.'

I looked at him sadly. In his one good hand, his left hand, he had the little picture of his mother. He looked at the picture for a minute, and then put it by a flower on the table. A tear ran out of his eye and down the skin of his enormous, ugly face.

'Dr Treves,' he said, slowly. 'You and the nurses are very kind, and I'm very happy here. Thank you very much. But...I know I can't stay here long, and... I would like to live in a lighthouse, after the hospital, please. A lighthouse, or a home for blind people. I think those are the best places for me.'

'What do you mean?' I asked. 'Why?'

He did not look at me. He put the flower on the picture and looked at it carefully.

'Lighthouses have sea all round them, don't they?' he said. 'Nobody could look at me in a lighthouse, so I would be happy there. And blind people can see nothing, so they couldn't see me, could they?'

'But Joseph,' I said. 'This is your home. You live here now. You aren't going to leave the hospital.'

'Not today, perhaps,' he said. 'But soon. You are a kind man, Dr Treves. But I can't stay here very long. I have no money.'

I smiled. 'Joseph,' I said. 'This is your home now. Don't you understand? You can stay here all your life.' Very carefully, I told him about the letter to The Times, and the money.

I don't think he understood at first, so I told him again. He was very quiet for a minute. Then he stood up, and walked up and down the room very quickly. A strange sound came from him, like laughing.



bath n. an act of washing one's whole body at one time. 洗浴。

Bible (a copy of) the holy book of the Christians and the Jews. 基督教或犹太教《圣经》。

drop v. to let something fall. 使跌落。

scream v. to cry out loudly on a high note, in fear, pain, excitement. 尖叫；喊叫。

tear n. a drop of liquid that flows from the eye during pain or sadness. 眼泪。

voice n. the sound(s) produced by humans in speaking and singing. 嗓音。




4　梅里克的第一个家
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我们将医院后面的两个房间给了梅里克，一间是浴室，供他每天洗澡。于是他的皮肤好多了，再也没有难闻的气味。

另一间里面有床、桌子和椅子。我每天都去看他，陪他说话。他喜欢看书，也喜欢谈论书里的内容。起初，他并不知道多少书，只知道《圣经》和一两份报纸而已。后来我给了他几本爱情小说，他非常喜欢，看了一遍又一遍，并经常谈论其中的故事。对他来说，书中的男女就像你我一样，都是鲜活的，他非常高兴。

但对他来说，有时也很难。开始时，医院里有一两个人嘲笑他，说他长得丑陋，有时他们把自己的朋友带来参观他。有一天，一个护士新来到医院，没有人把梅里克的情况告诉她，她给梅里克送饭，当她打开门，见到他时，尖叫一声，将饭扔在地上跑了出去。

我去看望梅里克，我很生这个护士的气。他对此事感到不高兴但没生气，我想他觉得自己对不起这个姑娘。

他说：“人们不喜欢朝我看，他们经常对我嘲笑、尖叫，我知道为什么，特里夫斯医生。”

我气愤地说：“约瑟夫，我不希望护士们嘲笑你，我要她们来帮助你。”

“谢谢你，大夫。”他用奇怪的声音慢慢说着：“每个人都在嘲笑我，我理解，这并不重要。”

我忧伤地看着他。他的那只好手——左手——拿着一张他母亲的小照片，他看了一会儿照片，然后将照片放在桌上的一朵花旁，一滴泪水顺着他那张丑陋的大脸滚下来。

“特里夫斯医生，您和这些护士们都是非常善良的，我在这儿很幸福。非常感谢您。可是……我知道我不能长期待在这儿，那么……出院后我想要住到一座灯塔里。一座灯塔或是盲人之家，我想那对我来说是最好的地方。”他慢慢地说道。

我问：“你这是什么意思？为什么？”

他不看我，他把那束花放在那张照片上，仔细地看着。

他说：“灯塔四周是大海，对不对？在那里没有人朝我看，所以在那里我会幸福的。盲人什么也看不见，所以他们也看不见我，是不是？”

我说：“约瑟夫，这就是你的家，现在你就住在这儿，你不要离开医院。”

他说：“可能不会是今天，但会很快。您是一个好人，特里夫斯医生。可我不能在这儿待很长时间，我没有钱。”我笑着说：“约瑟夫，现在这儿就是你的家。你难道还不明白吗？你可以在这儿待一辈子。”于是我把写给《泰晤士报》的那封信及有关钱的来历详详细细地告诉了他。

开始我担心他不能理解此事，所以就又说了一遍。他沉默了片刻，然后站起来在房间里很快地来回走动着，并发出一种奇怪的声音，像是在大笑。


Chapter 5



An Important Visitor

I did not want Merrick to live by himself, like a man in a lighthouse. He read his books, and talked to me, but I wanted him to talk to more people. And I wanted him to talk to women.

Merrick read about women in his books, but he did not often talk to women. He met the nurses every day, but they did not talk to him very much. For them, he was always a creature, not a man.

One day, one of my friends, a beautiful young woman, came to the hospital. I told her about Merrick, and took her to his room. She opened the door, and smiled at him.

'Good morning, Mr Merrick,' she said. Then she shook his hand.

Merrick looked at her for a minute with his mouth open. Then he sat down on his bed, with his head in his hand, and cried. He cried for nearly five minutes. The tears ran down his face, between his fingers, and onto the floor.

My friend sat on the bed beside him and put her hand on his arm. She said nothing, but she smiled at him and shook his hand again before she left.

'Dr Treves,' he said to me that night. 'That lady was wonderful! My mother smiled at me once, many years ago, but no women smile at me now. But this lady smiled at me too, and she shook my hand! A beautiful lady smiled at me and shook my hand!'

My young lady friend came again the next week, and talked to Merrick for half an hour. The week after that, she came again with a friend. They gave him some books, and had a cup of tea with him. It was wonderful for him. For the first time in his life, he had some friends. He was a very happy man. He sat in his room, and read his books, and said no more about living on a lighthouse.

People began to read about Merrick in the newspapers, so he had a lot of visitors. Everybody wanted to see him. A lot of important ladies and gentlemen visited him. They smiled at him, shook his hand, and gave him books. Merrick liked talking to these people, and he began to forget about his ugly body. His visitors never laughed at him. He began to feel like a man, not a creature.

One wonderful day, a very important lady came to the hospital to visit him. I met the lady, and took her to his room. Then I opened the door, and smiled at him.

'Good morning, Joseph,' I said. 'There is a new visitor to see you today. A very famous lady.'

Merrick stood up beside his table. He did not smile, because his face could not smile, but his eyes looked happy.

'That's good,' he said. 'Who is it?'

I moved away from the door, and the visitor walked in. 'Your Majesty, this is Joseph Merrick,' I said. 'Joseph, this is Her Majesty, Queen Alexandra, the Queen of England.'

Queen Alexandra smiled at him. 'How do you do, Mr Merrick,' She said. 'I'm very pleased to meet you.' Then she shook his hand.

Merrick did not move. For nearly half a minute he stood and looked at her with his mouth open. Then he spoke, in his strange, slow voice.

'How... how do you do, Your Majesty,' he said. But I don't think the Queen understood him, because he tried to get down on his knees at the same time. It was very difficult for him, because of his enormous legs.

'No, please, Mr Merrick, do get up,' said the Queen. 'I would like to talk to you. Can we sit at your table?'

'Yes... yes, of course,' he said. They sat at the table. She took his left hand, the good hand, in hers. She looked at the hand carefully, and then smiled at Merrick again.

'I often read about you in the newspapers,' she said. 'You are a very interesting man, Mr Merrick. You have a very difficult life, but people say you're happy. Is it true? Are you happy now?'

'Oh, yes, Your Majesty, yes!' said Merrick. 'I'm a very happy man! I have a home here now, and friends, and my books. I'm happy every hour of the day!'

'What a wonderful story!' she said. 'I'm very pleased to hear it. Now, tell me about your reading. I see you have a lot of books here.'

'Oh, yes, Your Majesty. I love my books,' said Merrick. And for nearly half an hour they sat and talked about books. The Queen gave him a little book, and some red flowers, before she left.

After her visit, Merrick began to sing. He could not sing easily, of course, because of his mouth, but all that day there was a strange, happy noise in his room. He looked at the flowers carefully, and put them on his table.

He had many visits from the Queen, and at Christmas she sent him a Christmas card.

Windsor Castle

20th December 1888




Dear Joseph,

Here is a small Christmas present for you. I think it looks like me, doesn't it? I do like visiting you very much, and I am going to come to the hospital again in the New Year.

Happy Christmas!




Your friend

Alexandra

The present was a picture of Queen Alexandra, with her name on it. Merrick cried over it, and put it carefully by the bed in his room. Then he sat down and wrote a letter to the Queen. It was the first letter of his life.

The London Hospital

23rd December 1888




My dear Queen ,

Thank you very, very much for your wonderful card and the beautiful picture. It is the best thing in my room, the very best, the most beautiful thing I have. This is the first Christmas in my life, and my first Christmas present. Perhaps I had a Christmas with my mother once, but I do not remember it. I have my mother's picture too, and she is beautiful, like you. But now I know many famous ladies and kind people like Dr Treves, and I am a very happy man. I am happy too because I am going to see you in the New Year.

Happy Christmas to you, my dear friend,




With all my love,　　

Joseph Merrick　　　



like prep. in the same way as; of the same kind as. 同样的；像……一样。

lighthouse n. a building with a powerful flashing light that guides ships or warns them of dangerous rocks. 灯塔。

shake v. to take and hold (someone's right hand) in one's own, as a sign of greeting, goodbye, or agreement. 握手。

gentleman n. who behaves well towards others and who can always be trusted to act honourably. 绅士。

speak v. to talk. 说话；讲话。

famous adj. very well known. 著名的；出名的。

Queen (the) n. a female ruler of a country. 女王。

Majesty n. a title for speaking to or of a king or queen. 陛下。

Knees n. the middle joint of leg. 膝盖。

present n. gift. 礼物。




5　一位重要的来访者
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我不愿梅里克独自居住，就像一个灯塔守望人那样。他看书，也和我聊天，但我却想让他与更多的人特别是妇女们交谈。

梅里克在书中读到过有关妇女的事，可他不常与妇女们说话。他每天都与护士接触，可她们不常与他说话，在她们的眼里，他始终是一个怪物而不是一个人。

有一天，我的一位朋友，一位年轻漂亮的女子来到了医院，我告诉她有关梅里克的事，并把她领到他的房间。她打开房门，朝他微笑。

“早上好，梅里克先生。”她握住他的手说。

梅里克张着嘴朝她看了一会儿，然后坐到床上捂着头哭了起来。他哭了近五分钟时间，泪水从指缝里滚落到地上。

我的这位朋友靠近他坐在他的床上，把手放在他的手臂上，什么也没说，只是朝他微笑，离开前又与他握手道别。

那天晚上他对我说：“特里夫斯医生，那位女士好极了！我的母亲曾经朝我微笑过，那是很多年以前的事了。直到现在没有一个女人朝我笑过，可是这位女士朝我微笑，还握了我的手！一个漂亮的女士朝我微笑，握我的手！”

第二个星期，我的那位年轻的朋友又来了，与梅里克谈了半个小时。又过了一个星期，她又与另一个朋友一道来了。她们送给他一些书，和他一起喝了茶。对他来说这比什么都好，人生中第一次有了一些朋友。他很高兴，坐在屋子里看书，再也不提生活在灯塔里的事了。

人们开始从报纸上看到有关梅里克的报道，所以他有了许多来访者。每个人都想去看他，许多有身份的女士和绅士们访问了他，他们朝他微笑，和他握手，送给他许多书。梅里克喜欢与这些人交谈，渐渐忘了自己那丑陋的样子。他的来访者从不嘲笑他，他开始觉得自己像个人，而不再是个怪物了。

一天，天气非常宜人，一位很有身份的女士来到医院拜访他。我见到这位女士，把她带到他的房间。我打开门，冲他微笑。

“约瑟夫，早上好！今天有一位新客人来拜访你，是一位名人。”我对他说道。

梅里克从桌子旁站了起来。他没有笑，因为他的脸不会笑，但从他的眼睛里能看出他很高兴。

他说：“太好了，是谁？”

我从门口闪开，把来访者让进屋，给他们介绍说：“陛下，这是约瑟夫·梅里克。约瑟夫，这是亚历山德拉女王陛下，当今英国女王。”

亚历山德拉女王朝他笑着说：“梅里克先生，你好。见到你非常高兴。”随后她又握了握他的手。

梅里克没有动，站在那里张着嘴朝她看了约半分钟之久，然后他说话了，声音奇怪而缓慢。“噢……陛下，您好！”他说道。我不知王后是否听清了他的话，因为与此同时他想要跪下，给王后行礼，但由于他那两条腿太粗了，他很难跪下。

王后说：“梅里克先生，请不必这样，起来吧。我想与你说说话，我们可以在你的桌旁坐坐吗？”

他回答着：“是的……是的，当然可以。”他们都在桌子旁坐下，她拉着他的左手，也就是那只好手。她仔细看了看他的手后又朝梅里克笑了笑说。

“我常在报纸上看到有关你的情况，你是一个很有趣的人，你生活虽难以自理，但人们说你很幸福，是真的吗？你现在很幸福吗？”她说。

梅里克回答说：“嗯，陛下，是的！我是一个很幸福的人！现在我在这有一个家，有许多朋友，还有许多书。我每时每刻都很愉快！”

她说：“多么精彩的故事！我非常想听，请把你读到的讲给我听，我发现你这儿有许多书。”

梅里克说：“哦，陛下，是的，我喜欢这些书。”他们坐在那儿就书上的事谈了近半个小时。王后离开时送给了他一本小书和一些红花。

女王走后，梅里克开始唱歌。尽管他的嘴不能自如地歌唱，但那一整天他的房间里都回荡着奇怪、幸福的歌声。他仔细看了看这些花，将它们摆在桌子上。

王后多次拜访他，圣诞节那天她寄给他一张圣诞卡片。




亲爱的约瑟夫：

给你一个小小的圣诞礼物，我想你见到它会像见到我本人一样的，是吗？我很喜欢拜访你，我将在新年那天去医院看你。

祝圣诞快乐！




你的朋友　亚历山德拉

1888年12月20日于温莎城堡




这份礼物是亚历山德拉王后的一张照片，上面有她的名字。梅里克高兴地叫出声来，仔细地把它放在房间里他的床边，然后坐下来给王后写信。这是他有生以来写的第一封信。




亲爱的王后：

您好！非常感谢您给我精美的卡片和漂亮的照片，这是我房间里最好的东西，也是我所拥有的最好最漂亮的东西。我有生以来第一次过圣诞节，这是我的第一个圣诞节礼物。也许我曾与母亲一起度过一个圣诞节，但我已记不住了。我也有一张母亲的照片，她很漂亮，像您一样。现在我认识许多有名望的女士和像特里夫斯医生一样的好心人，我是一个很幸福的人。我很高兴将在新年时再次见到您。

祝我亲爱的朋友圣诞节愉快！

热爱您的　约瑟夫·梅里克

1888年12月23日于伦敦医院


Chapter 6



Outside the Hospital

Merrick had a lot of friends now, but he was more like a child than a man. He could read about things, and talk to his visitors, but he could not go out of the hospital by himself. He thought and played like a child.

After Christmas, he wanted to go to the theatre. This was very difficult, because I did not want the people in the theatre to see him. But a kind lady from the theatre—Mrs Kendal—helped us. We bought tickets for a box at the side of the theatre. We went to the theatre in a cab with dark windows, and we went into the theatre by a door at the back—the Queen's door. Nobody saw us.

Three nurses sat at the front of the box, and Merrick and I sat in the dark behind them. Nobody in the theatre could see us, but we could see the play.

It was a children's Christmas play. Merrick loved it. It was a most wonderful, exciting story. Often he laughed, and sometimes he tried to sing like the children in the theatre. He was like a child. For him, everything in the story was true.

Once he was very afraid, because the bad man in the play was angry and had a knife. At first Merrick wanted to leave the theatre, but I stopped him. Then he was very angry with this bad man in the play. He hit his hand on his chair, and stood up and talked to the man. But nobody heard him. When the bad man went to prison, Merrick laughed.

Merrick thought the beautiful young lady in the play was wonderful. He wanted to talk to her too. At the end of the play he was very happy because she married a good young man.

He remembered this play for a long time, and he talked a lot about the people in it. 'What do you think they did after we left?' he asked me. 'Where do the young lady and the young man live? What are they doing now?'

'I don't know,' I said. 'Perhaps they live in the country.'

Merrick thought about this for a long time. Then he said: 'Dr Treves, can I go to the country, please? I saw the country once from a train, but I never went there. I often read about it in books. It's very beautiful, isn't it? I would like to see it.'

The visit to the theatre was difficult but a visit to the country was more difficult. But again, one of his new friends helped us. She had a small house in the country, and Merrick could stay in it for the summer, she said.

I took Merrick to the country in a train with dark windows, so nobody could see him. Then we went in a cab to the country house.

There were a lot of trees near the house, but no people lived near it. A countryman brought food to the house every day, but no people came near it.

I stayed with him that night. At night, it was very dark and quiet. In the morning, hundreds of birds sang in the trees, and everything outside the house was green. Merrick walked under the big trees, looking at things happily, and singing his strange song.

I went back to London, but Merrick stayed there for six weeks. He was wonderfully happy. Every week, he wrote me a letter.

Apple Tree House,

West Wickham,　

Berkshire.　　　　

21st July 1889　　




Dear Dr Treves,

I had a wonderful day again today. It was very warm, so I walked under the trees and sat by a stream. The water in the stream made a beautiful noise, like singing. Did you know that? I listened to it for two hours.

Lots of little birds came near me. One had a red body in front, and a brown back. I gave it some bread, and it sat on my hand. A lot of birds are my friends, now.

I watched the fish in the stream, too. They were very exciting, because they move very fast. One minute they were there, and the next minute I couldn't see them. But I waited quietly, and they always came back. I put my hand in the water, but I couldn't touch them.

I met a big dog yesterday. It made a very loud noise, but I was not afraid. I sat down quietly and looked at it, and it came and smelt my hand. I saw it again today, and gave it some bread. It likes me now.

I am going to put some flowers from the country in this letter. There are hundreds of flowers here. Did you know that? I like the little blue ones best, but they are all beautiful. I have lots of them in my room. I give them water every morning. Little flowers are very thirsty, you know!

I am very happy here, doctor, but I want to see you again soon, too.

With love from your friend,

Joseph Merrick




At the end of the summer he came back to London. He was very well, and his skin looked much better. He talked about the country a lot, but he was happy to see his friends and his books again, too.



box n. a small room or enclosed space 包厢。

theatre n. a place for the performance of plays. 剧院。

play n. (a performance of) a piece of writing to be acted in a theatre or on TV. 戏剧。

country (the) n. the land outside cities or towns; land used for farming or left unused. 乡村。

bird n. a creature with wings and feathers, which can usu. fly in the air. 鸟。

touch v. to feel or press with a part of the body, esp. the hands or fingers. 触摸。

thirsty adj. feeling or causing thirst. 渴的。




6　在医院的外面
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现在梅里克有了许多朋友，但是与其说他是一个男人，不如说他更像一个大男孩，他能通过阅读了解到许多事情，也能和他的来访者们交谈。但他不能一个人去到医院以外的地方。他像孩子一样思考和玩耍。

圣诞节后，他想去看戏。这是件很难办的事，因为我不愿剧院里的人们看到他。剧院有一位好心肠的肯德尔夫人帮助了我们，我们订了一个剧院里靠边上的包厢。我们乘坐窗户闭光的出租马车，从剧院后门——女王御用大门进去。没有人看到我们。

三个护士坐在包厢的前部，我和梅里克坐在她们后面的暗处。剧院里无人能看到我们，但我们可以清楚地观看演出。

这是一部儿童圣诞剧，梅里克喜欢看。这是一个极精彩并令人激动的故事。他常常笑出声来，有时也试着像剧中的孩子们一样歌唱，他像个孩子似的。在他看来，故事里的每件事都是真实的。

剧中有个坏蛋生气地拿着刀，梅里克一度害怕起来，要离开剧院，我拉住了他。他非常生那个坏蛋的气，用手击打着椅子，站起来骂那个坏蛋，但无人听见。当那个坏蛋被投进监狱时，梅里克大笑起来。

他觉得剧中那个漂亮的年轻姑娘非常可爱，他还想和她讲话。剧终时他很高兴，因为她与一个很好的年轻人结了婚。

他好长时间都没有忘记这出戏，他谈了许多有关剧中人的事。他问我：“我们离开以后他们怎么办？那个年轻人和那个姑娘在哪儿生活？现在他们在干什么？”

我说：“不知道，或许他们住在乡下。”

这件事梅里克想了很久。后来他问我：“特里夫斯医生，我可以到乡下去吗？我坐火车时曾看到过乡间，但我从来没去过那里。我在书上读到过有关乡间的事，很美，是不是？我想去看看。”

到剧场去都难，去乡下谈何容易。不过他的一位新朋友又一次给予了帮助。她在乡下有一座小房，她说梅里克可以在那儿避暑。

我带着梅里克乘一列窗户不透光的火车来到乡下，没有人看见我们。然后我们又换乘一辆出租马车来到这幢乡间小屋。

房子附近有许多树，但无人住在附近。除了一个村夫每天送食物过来，没有其他人来。

那天晚上我与他待在一起。晚上天很黑，也很安静。清晨，许多小鸟在树上歌唱，房子外面一片翠绿。梅里克在大树下散步，开心地欣赏着这里的一切，唱着他那奇怪的歌。

我回到了伦敦，梅里克在那儿又待了六个星期，他快活极了。每星期他都给我写一封信。




亲爱的特里夫斯医生：

今天我又过得愉快极了。天气非常暖和，我在树下散步，坐在小溪旁，溪水声优美动听，就像一曲美妙的音乐，您明白我的意思吗？你知道吗？我在这里已听了两个多小时。

许多小鸟儿飞到我的身旁，有一只鸟长着红身褐背。我给它吃面包，它站在我的手上。现在许多鸟已成了我的朋友。

我还看到溪水中的鱼。真令人惊奇，它们游得快极了，刚才还在那儿，一会儿又不见了。我静静地等着，它们总是又游回来。我把手伸进水里，可我摸不着它们。

昨天我碰见一只大狗，它大声地叫着，可我并不害怕。我坐下来静静地朝它看着，它走过来闻闻我的手。今天我又见到了它，还给它吃些面包，现在它很喜欢我。

我准备把乡下的花采摘一些放在信里寄给你，这里有好几百种花，你知道吗？我最喜欢这种小蓝花。不过，这儿所有的花都很好看，我摘了许多放在屋子里，我每天早上给这些花浇水，你知道，这些小花很渴！

大夫，我在这儿很愉快，但我也想尽快见到你。

非常热爱你的朋友　　

约瑟夫·梅里克　　

1889年7月21日于伯克郡

西威克汉姆苹果树庄园　　




夏季结束时他回到了伦敦。他非常健康，皮肤看上去也好多了。他讲了许多有关乡间的事情，但他也很高兴又见到了他的朋友和书。


Chapter 7



The Last Letter

Six months later, in April 1890, I found him dead in bed. He was on his back in bed, so at first I thought he was asleep. I talked to him, but he did not move. Then I saw that the skin on his face was blue, so I knew he was dead.

He did not usually sleep on his back. His enormous head was very heavy, so he usually sat up in bed with his arms round his legs, and his head on his knees. He could sleep well like this.

But he wanted to sleep on his back like you and me. He tried to sleep on his back that night, but his heavy head came off the bed, and he broke his neck. He died very quickly.

Next day, the Chairman of the London Hospital, Mr Carr Gomm, wrote to the editor of The Times again.




The Times, April 16th, 1890



Dear Sir,

Three and a half years ago I wrote to you about a man called Joseph Merrick. This man was called 'The Elephant Man' because he was born with a very ugly body. Merrick was not ill, but he could not work, and he had no money.

The readers of The Times felt sorry for him, and they gave me a lot of money for Merrick. Because of this money, we could give Merrick a home in the London Hospital. It was his first good home, and for three and a half years he lived here happily. The doctors and nurses of the hospital helped him, and many important people visited him. He read many books, he went to the theatre, and in the summer he stayed in the country for six weeks. Because of your readers' money, we could give him a happy life.

Last night Joseph Merrick died quietly in his bed. He was a man with a very ugly body, but he was a good, kind man, and he had a lot of friends. We liked to talk to him, and we are all very sorry because he is dead. A lot of people are going to remember him for a long time.

There is some money left, so I am going to give it to the hospital. Thank you, sir, for your help.




Yours faithfully,

F. C. Carr Gomm

Chairman of the London Hospital



heavy adj. it is difficult to carry heavy things. 重的。

neck n. your neck is between your head and your body. 脖子。




7　最后一封信
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过了六个月，也就是1890年4月，我发现他死在床上。他仰面朝天地躺在床上，开始我以为他睡着了，我跟他说话他不动，后来我见他脸上的皮肤发青，才知道他死了。

他通常不能躺着睡觉，因为他的脑袋又大又重，所以他通常坐在床上，用手抱着腿，把头放在膝盖上，这样他能睡得很好。

可是他也想像你我这样躺着睡觉。那天晚上他试着躺下来睡，结果他那个庞大的头跌下床，折断了脖子。他很快就死了。

第二天伦敦医院院长卡尔·戈姆又给《泰晤士报》的编辑写了一封信。




摘自1890年4月16日的《泰晤士报》

亲爱的先生：

三年半以前我写信给你介绍了一个名叫约瑟夫·梅里克的男人，这个人被叫做“象人”，他天生有一个丑陋的身躯。梅里克没有病，但他不能工作，也没有钱。

《泰晤士报》的读者们很同情他，给了他许多钱。有了这些钱，我们可以在伦敦医院里给他安个家，这是他的第一个舒适的家。三年半以来他一直在这里生活得很幸福，医院里的医生和护士都帮助他，许多要人来拜访他。他读了许多书，去看过戏，在乡间避暑待了六个星期。有了读者们给的钱，我们把他的生活安排得很幸福。

昨天晚上约瑟夫·梅里克在床上静静地死去了。他是一个很丑的人，但是很好、很善良，他有许多朋友。我们都喜欢与他交谈，我们都为他的死感到很遗憾。许多人会永远记着他的。

现在还剩下一些钱，我准备把这些钱捐给医院。感谢你的帮助。

你忠实的　　

伦敦医院院长F. C. 卡尔·戈姆

1890年4月16日　　


Exercises

A　Checking your understanding




Chapter 1 Find answers to these questions in the text.

1 Where did Doctor Treves work?

2 What did he see in the window of a shop near the hospital?

3 What was the creature's name?

4 Why did the Elephant Man have a stick?




Chapter 2 Write answers to these questions.

1 Why were there not many people in the road?

2 Why could Dr Treves not see Merrick's face and body?

3 How did they get to the hospital?

4 What did Dr Treves do to Merrick at the hospital?




Chapters 3 and 4 Find answers to these questions in the text.

1 Why did the police bring Merrick to the hospital?

2 Why did Merrick have no money?

3 Who did Merrick have a picture of?

4 What did the nurse do when she saw Merrick?

5 Why did Merrick want to live in a lighthouse?




Chapters 5 and 6 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 Dr Treves did not want Merrick to talk to women.

2 Merrick cried because he was unhappy.

3 Queen Alexandra sent Merrick a Christmas card.

4 Merrick often went outside the hospital by himself.

5 One of Merrick's friends had a small house in the country.




Chapter 7 How much can you remember?

1 Where did Merrick die?

2 Did he usually sleep on his back?

3 Did he die quickly?

4 What did Mr Carr Gomm do with Merrick's money?




B　Working with language




1 Complete these sentences with information from the story.

1) The police brought Merrick to the hospital because...

2) Merrick didn't have any money because...

3) Merrick's face and body were very ugly so...

4) We can give Merrick a room at the hospital but...

5) Merrick loved...




2 Put something from A together with something from B to make six true sentences. Check your sentences in chapter 2.

A

1 There were not very many people on the road

2 Treves could not see Merrick's face

3 Merrick had a stick

4 The postman and Treves

5 Treves wrote about Merrick

6 The nurse did not talk to Merrick

B

7 in his left hand.

8 because she was afraid of him.

9 because he had a cloth in front of his face.

10 in a little book.

11 because it was early morning.

12 helped Merrick into the cab.




C　Activities




1 Make a list of things you can find in a hospital.

2 You are a nurse in the hospital. Write a letter to a friend and tell him/her about Joseph Merrick.

3 Because Merrick dies suddenly, the police come to the hospital to see Dr Treves. What questions do they ask Dr Treves about Merrick? What does Dr Treves answer?


[image: alt]


[image: alt]


[image: alt]


[image: alt]


京权图字：01-97-0330

Originally published by Oxford University Press, Great Clarendon Street, Oxford. © 1992

This edition is licensed for sale in the People's Republic of China only and not for export therefrom.

'Oxford' is a registered trademark of Oxford University Press.

只限中华人民共和国境内销售，不包括香港特别行政区、澳门特别行政区及台湾省。不得出口。

图书在版编目（CIP）数据

世界上最冷的地方：英汉对照／（英）维卡里（Vicary，T.）著；罗顺江译．—北京：外语教学与研究出版社，1998.6（2014.12重印）

（书虫·牛津英汉双语读物）

书名原文：The Coldest Place on Earth

ISBN 978-7-5600-1382-4




Ⅰ．世…　Ⅱ．①维…②罗…　Ⅲ．小说—英国—对照读物—英、汉　Ⅳ．H319.4：I




中国版本图书馆CIP数据核字（1998）第01452号







出版人：蔡剑峰

责任编辑：王霖霖

封面设计：李　萌

出版发行：外语教学与研究出版社

社　　址：北京市西三环北路19号（100089）

网　　址：http://www.fltrp.com

版　　次：1998年6月第1版

书　　号：ISBN 978-7-5600-1382-4

*　　*　　*

凡侵权、盗版书籍线索，请联系我社法律事务部

举报电话：（010）88817519　　电子邮箱：banquan@fltrp.com

法律顾问：立方律师事务所　刘旭东律师

　　　　　中咨律师事务所　殷　斌律师


简　介




当今，南极有一座房子，叫阿蒙森—斯科特南极站。室内暖融融的，无论夏冬，人们都可以在那儿生活、工作。飞机毫不费力地便能飞抵或是飞离南极站。从这儿到世界其他地方，要不了多少小时。但是从南极站出来走上500米，那儿的南极洲便再次成为地球上最寒冷、最空旷的地区。

在1911年，当时的南极既没见过飞机也没建有住房。除了茫茫大雪、冰封天地与凛凛寒风外，一无所有。没有英国国旗，没有挪威国旗。但是，有几个人缓慢地向南走着，横穿冰封大地。斯科特率领的人配备了小马，而阿蒙森率领的人配备了狗与滑雪板。当时的温度为-30℃或者更糟。这些人忍受着疲倦、饥饿和寒冷……他们中谁将是到达南极的第一人呢？

目前，在阿蒙森—斯科特南极站内墙上写着一些字，是斯科特队长于1912年写在日记里的一句话：

“天啊，这地方太可怕了！”




本文的作者蒂姆·维卡里是经验丰富的教师和作家。他现今在英国北部的约克生活工作。
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Chapter 1

Two Ships

The race began in the summer of 1910.

On June 1st, in London, a black ship, the Terra Nova, went down the river Thames to the sea. Thousands of people stood by the river to watch it. They were all excited and happy.

On the Terra Nova, Captain Robert Falcon Scott smiled quietly. It was a very important day for him. He was a strong man, not very tall, in the blue clothes of a captain. He was forty-one years old, but he had a young face, like a boy. His eyes were dark and quiet.

One man on the ship, Titus Oates, smiled at Scott.

'What an exciting day, Captain!' he said. 'Look at those people! I feel like an important man!'

Scott laughed. 'You are important, Titus,' he said. 'And you're going to be famous, too. We all are. Do you see this flag?' He looked at the big British flag at the back of the ship, and smiled at Oates. 'That flag is coming with us,' he said. 'In the Antarctic, I'm going to carry it under my clothes. We're going to be the first men at the South Pole, and that flag is going to be first, too!'

*　*　*　*　*

Five days later, on June 6th, a man opened the door of his wooden house in Norway. He was a tall man, with a long face. He waited outside the house for a minute. Everything was very quiet. He could see no houses, only mountains, trees, and water. It was nearly dark. The sky was black over the mountains.
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The man smiled, and walked quickly away from the house, down to the sea. In the water, a big wooden ship waited for him. The man got onto the ship, and talked and laughed quietly with his friends.

The ship's name was Fram, and the man was Roald Amundsen. The Fram was the most beautiful ship on earth, Amundsen thought. His friends were the best skiers on earth, too. One of them, Olav Bjaaland, smiled at him.

'North Pole, here we come, Captain,' he said.

'Yes.' Amundsen said. His friends could not see his face in the dark. 'Fram is going to the Arctic.'

Everyone on the Fram was ready to go to the North Pole, to the Arctic. Amundsen wanted to go there, too. But first he wanted to go south. His friends didn't know that.

At midnight on June 6th, the Fram moved quietly away from Amundsen's house, out to sea.



Thames n. a river in southern England. 泰晤士河（位于英国南部）。

wooden adj. made of wood. 木制的。

skier n. a person who travels on skis. 滑雪者。

Arctic n. the northernmost region of the earth. 北极。



1　两艘船

比赛开始于1910年夏天。

6月1日，伦敦。特若·诺瓦号这艘黑色的轮船顺泰晤士河而下，向大海驶去。成千上万的人伫立岸边观望，所有的人都非常喜悦和兴奋。

特若·诺瓦号上，队长罗伯特·福尔康·斯科特无声地笑了。这一天对他来说太重要了。他个头不高，但长得壮实，穿着蓝色的队长制服。他虽说已经41岁，但是由于长着一张娃娃脸，所以看上去仍像个小孩。他双眼乌黑而又沉静。

泰特斯·奥茨，船上的一位水手，冲着队长笑了。

“多么令人兴奋的日子啊，队长！”他说，“看看这些人！我觉得自己好像一个重要人物！”

队长朗声笑了。“泰特斯，你的确是重要人物，”他说，“而且你很快就要名扬天下，就同我们大家一样。你看到这国旗了吗？”他注视着船尾那面巨幅的英国国旗，微笑着对奥茨说：“那面国旗将会随我们一道去。在南极洲，我将把它夹在衣服里面带着。我们将成为首批到达南极的人，那面国旗也将是第一面到达南极的旗帜。”

*　*　*　*　*

5天以后，6月6日。在挪威，一个人拉开了自己的木房子的门。这人高个、长脸。他在室外稍候了片刻，四周万籁俱寂。他目光所及之处，没有住房，只有群山、树林和大海。天近傍晚，群山之上是黑沉沉的一片天空。

这人脸上露出微笑，快步离开木屋，朝海边走去。大海中，一艘大型木船正等着他。他来到船上，与朋友们聊着，轻声地笑着。

这船叫弗雷门号，这人便是罗阿尔·阿蒙森。阿蒙森认为，弗雷门号是地球上最美丽的一艘船。他的朋友是地球上最优秀的滑雪者。其中有位叫奥拉夫·比阿兰德的朋友，正冲着他微笑。

“北极，我们去那儿，队长。”他说。

“是的，”阿蒙森说。由于天色已黑，这位朋友看不见他的面部表情。“弗雷门号正驶向北极。”

弗雷门号上的每个人全都准备就绪：到北极圈，上北极。阿蒙森也想去那儿。然而他第一想做的事，便是向南航行，而他的朋友却毫不知情。

6月6日午夜，弗雷门号无声地驶离阿蒙森的家园，驶向大海。


Chapter 2

The Race

The Fram went to an island in the south of Norway. It was a very little island, with only one small wooden house, two trees—and nearly a hundred dogs.

'Look at that!' Bjaaland said. 'It's an island of dogs! There are dogs in the water, near the trees, on the house—dogs everywhere!'

Two men came out of the house. 'Hassel! Lindstrøm!' Amundsen said. 'It's good to see you! How many dogs do you have for me?'

'Ninety-nine, Roald,' said Hassel. 'The best ninety-nine dogs from Greenland. And they're very happy! They don't work; they just eat and play all day! They're having a wonderful summer here!'

'Good, good.' Amundsen laughed. 'But that's finished now. Hey, Bjaaland! Stop laughing—come down here and help me. Let's get all these dogs onto the ship!'

It was not easy. The dogs were fat and strong, and they didn't want to go on the ship. But at last, after three hours' hard work, all ninety-nine were on the ship, and the Fram went out to sea again.

The men were not happy. The weather was bad, the dogs were dirty, and some of the men were ill. They began to ask questions.
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'Why are we bringing dogs with us?' asked one man, Johansen. 'We're going thousands of kilometres south, past Cape Horn, and then north to Alaska. Why not wait, and get dogs in Alaska?'

'Don't ask me,' said his friend, Helmer Hanssen, 'I don't understand it.'

The men talked for a long time. Then, on September 9th, Amundsen called everyone to the back of the ship. He stood quietly and looked at them. Behind him was a big map. It was not a map of the Arctic. It was a map of Antarctica.

Bjaaland looked at Helmer Hanssen, and laughed. Then Amundsen began to speak.

'Boys,' he said. 'I know you are unhappy. You often ask me difficult questions, and I don't answer. Well, I'm going to answer all those questions now, today.'

'We began to work for this journey two years ago. Then, we wanted to be the first men at the North Pole. But last year, Peary, an American, found the North Pole. So America was first to the North Pole, not Norway. We're going there, but we're too late.'

'I don't understand this,' Bjaaland thought. 'Why is Amundsen talking about the North Pole, with a map of Antarctica behind him?'

Amundsen stopped for a minute, and looked at all the men slowly. No one said anything.

'We have to go a long way south before we get to Alaska,' he said. 'Very near Antarctica, you know. And Captain Scott, the Englishman, is going to the South Pole this year. He wants to put his British flag there. An American flag at the North Pole, a British flag at the South Pole.'

Bjaaland began to understand. He started to smile and couldn't stop. He was warm and excited.

'Well, boys,' Amundsen said slowly. 'Do we want the British to put their flag at the South Pole first? How fast can we travel? We have a lot of dogs, and some of the most wonderful skiers on earth—Bjaaland here is the best in Norway! So I have an idea, boys. Let's go to the South Pole, and put the Norwegian flag there before the British! What do you say?'

For a minute or two it was very quiet. Amundsen waited, and the men watched him and thought. Then Bjaaland laughed.

'Yes!' he said. 'Why not? It's a ski race, isn't it, and the English can't ski! It's a wonderful idea, of course! Let's go!'



island n. piece of land surrounded by water. 岛；岛屿。

journey n. going to a place, especially a distant place. 旅行（尤指至遥远的地方之旅行）；旅程；路程。

travel v. to go a long way. 旅行；游历。



2　比赛

弗雷门号抵达挪威南部的一个小岛。该岛很小，仅有一间小木屋，两棵树，还有将近100条狗。

“看那儿！”比阿兰德说，“是座狗岛！海水里有狗，树旁有狗，房顶上有狗，到处都有狗！”

房内走出两个人。“哈塞尔！林德斯特伦！”阿蒙森打招呼，“见到你们真好！你们给我养了多少条狗？”

“99条，罗阿尔，”哈塞尔说，“99条格陵兰最好的狗。这些狗过得太好了，啥事不干，整天好吃好玩！它们正在这儿欢度夏天呢！”

“好，好，”阿蒙森朗声笑了，“但是现在这一切结束了。喂，比阿兰德！别笑啦，下船来这儿，帮帮我，把这些狗全弄到船上去！”

这事并不容易。这些狗又肥又壮，不愿上船。然而在苦干3小时后，所有99条狗全都上了船，弗雷门号再度驶向大海。

船上的人员却高兴不起来：气候恶劣，狗群肮脏，而且有人病倒了。于是，他们便开始提出种种问题。

“我们为什么要带这些狗？”有人提问说，他叫约翰森。“我们即将南行好几千公里，穿越合恩角，然后向北，到阿拉斯加。为什么不等等，等到阿拉斯加后再弄狗？”

“别问我，”他的朋友赫尔默·汉森说，“我也搞不懂。”

好长时间内，这些人一直都在议论纷纷。后来，9月9日那天，阿蒙森将所有人员召集到大船尾部。他静静地站着，看着众人。他身后有一大幅地图，然而这不是北极地图，而是南极洲地图。

比阿兰德看着赫尔默·汉森，笑出声来。这时，阿蒙森开始讲话。

“伙计们，”他说，“我知道你们心中不满。你们经常问我一些难题，我都没有回答。好吧，今天我当即解答所有的问题。”

“两年前，我们便开始为这次旅程做准备。当时，我们想成为最先抵达北极的人。然而去年，美国人皮里找到了北极。所以，美国人首先到达了北极，而不是挪威人。我们现在正要去那儿，但为时过晚了。”

“我听不懂这些话，”比阿兰德心想，“阿蒙森身后挂着南极洲地图，为什么却大谈北极呢？”

阿蒙森稍作停顿，缓缓地看着全体人员。这时没有任何人多嘴。

“到阿拉斯加前，还得南行好远的路，”他说，“你们都知道，几乎是到了南极洲。英国人斯科特队长今年正赶往南极。他想将英国国旗插在那儿。美国国旗已经插上了北极，而英国国旗正插向南极。”

比阿兰德开始省悟了，脸上露出了微笑，难以自制。他浑身暖洋洋的，亢奋不已。

“好吧，伙计们，”阿蒙森缓缓地说，“眼睁睁地看着英国人将他们的旗帜首先插上南极，我们能同意吗？我们的前行速度非常之快，不是吗？我们不仅带着许多狗，而且拥有地球上最杰出的滑雪能手：我们这儿的比阿兰德便是全挪威最优秀的！所以，我有个主意，伙计们。咱们到南极去，赶在英国之前，将挪威国旗插到那儿去！你们有何看法？”

一时间，整个场面安静极了。阿蒙森等待着，而这些人看着他，思考着。这时，比阿兰德朗笑出声。

“对！”他说，“为什么不呢？这是场滑雪比赛，难道不是吗？再说，英国人不会滑雪！这主意绝妙之极！咱们就去那儿！”


Chapter 3

The Ponies

On October 27th, the Terra Nova arrived in Wellington, New Zealand. When Scott came off the ship, a newspaper man walked up to him.

'Captain Scott! Captain Scott! Can I talk to you, please!' he said.

Scott stopped and smiled. 'Yes, of course,' he said. 'What do you want to know?'

'Are you going to win?' the man asked.

'Win?' Scott asked. 'Win what?'

'Win the race to the South Pole, of course,' the newspaper man said. 'It's a race between you and Amundsen, now. Look at this!' He gave a newspaper to Scott. Scott looked at it. It said:
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Scott's face went white. 'Give me that!' he said. He took the newspaper and read it carefully. The newspaper man watched him, and waited. 'Well, Captain Scott,' he said at last. 'Who's going to win this race? Tell me that!'
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Scott looked at him angrily. 'This is stupid!' he said. 'It's not a race! I came here to learn about the Antarctic—I'm not interested in Amundsen, or in races!' Then he walked back onto his ship, with the newspaper in his hand.

Later that day, he talked to his men. He gave them the newspaper, and laughed.

'It doesn't matter,' he said. 'We're in front of Amundsen, and we have more men, and more money. He has only eight men, and a lot of dogs. I know about dogs—they don't work in the Antarctic. We have sixteen men and the new motor sledges—they are much better. And tomorrow the ponies are coming. We need ponies, motor sledges, and good strong British men—that's all. Forget about Amundsen! He's not important!'

Scott asked Oates to look after the ponies, but he did not let Oates buy them. When Oates first saw the ponies, in New Zealand, he was very unhappy. Most of the ponies were old, and some of them were ill.

'They're beautiful ponies, Titus,' Scott said. 'They come from China—they're wonderful ponies!'

Oates looked at them angrily, and said nothing. Then he asked: 'Where is their food, Captain?'

'Here!' Scott opened a door.

Oates looked inside. He thought for a minute. 'We need more food than this, Captain Scott! These ponies are going to work in the coldest place on earth—they need a lot of food—more than this!'

Scott smiled quietly. 'We can't take more food on this ship, Titus. Where can we put it? But it doesn't matter, old boy. They're very strong ponies, you know. The best ponies on earth.'

Later that night, Oates wrote a letter to his mother. There are nineteen ponies on the Terra Nova now, he wrote. All the ponies are in a small room at the front of the ship. We eat our food in the room under the ponies, so our table is often wet and dirty. Scott makes a lot of mistakes, I think, and Antarctica is a very dangerous place.



newspaper man journalist. 新闻工作者；新闻记者。

race v. run a race against. 同……赛跑。

motor adj. having, driven by, an internal combustion engine, a diesel engine, etc. which generates mechanical power. 由产生机械动力之内燃机、柴油机等所推动的。

sledge n. vehicle with runners (long, narrow strips of wood or metal) instead of wheels, used on snow. 雪橇。

dangerous adj. likely to cause danger. 危险的。



3　小马

10月27日，特若·诺瓦号船抵达了新西兰的惠灵顿。当斯科特走下船时，一位报社记者迎面走来。

“斯科特队长！斯科特队长！我能与你谈谈吗？”他说。

斯科特停下来，面带微笑。“行，当然可以！”他说，“你想知道什么？”

“你们会是赢家吗？”那人问。

“赢家？”斯科特问，“什么赢家？”

“当然是赢得前往南极的竞赛。”报社记者说，“现在这个竞赛在你与阿蒙森之间展开。瞧！”他将一份报纸递给斯科特。斯科特看到报上是这样写的：




弗雷门号正与斯科特争先向南极进军

阿蒙森说：“我们将赢得比赛！”




斯科特脸色变得苍白。“给我报纸！”他说。他拿过报纸认真阅读。记者观察着他，期待着。“那么，斯科特队长，”他最终开口了，“谁将赢得这场比赛？请告诉我！”

斯科特愤怒地看着他。“真是愚蠢！”他说，“这不是比赛！我来这儿是为了了解南极。我对阿蒙森对比赛都不感兴趣！”然后，他回到船上，手里拿着那张报纸。

当天晚些时候，他对同行人员讲起这事，他将报纸递给他们，然后大笑起来。

“没关系，”他说，“我们现今还在阿蒙森前面。我们不仅人数占优势，而且钱也更多。他呢，除了许多狗外，只有8个人。我熟悉狗性：它们在南极洲干不了活儿。我们有16个人，还配有新式机动雪橇。这些雪橇比狗好使多了。明天，还有小马送来。我们需要小马、机动雪橇以及身强力壮的英国人！这些就够了。忘了那个阿蒙森！他并不重要！”

斯科特分配奥茨喂养小马，但不让他负责买马。在新西兰的时候，奥茨一见到这些小马，便大为光火。这些小马大部分都已老态毕呈，有些还是病马。

“这些都是漂亮的小马，泰特斯，”斯科特说，“纯中国货，匹匹都极为出色！”

奥茨恼火地看着这些小马，没有说什么。随即他问：“队长，它们的饲料在哪里？”

“这儿！”斯科特打开一道门。

奥茨朝里看了看，思索了一会儿。“我们需要更多饲料，斯科特队长！这些小马将在地球上最冷的地区干活儿：它们需要许多饲料，远不止这些！”

斯科特无声地笑了。“这条船上，我们不可能带许多饲料，泰特斯。往哪放呢？没什么关系，老兄。你看见了，这些马十分壮实，是地球上最好的小马。”

那天深夜，奥茨给他母亲写了封信。信是这样写的：特若·诺瓦号船上现在有19匹小马，所有小马都养在船首的小舱里。我们进餐的地方正好位于装运小马的船舱下面。所以我们的餐桌经常湿漉漉、脏兮兮的。我认为，斯科特犯了许多错误。南极洲其实是一个非常危险的地方。


Chapter 4

Food Depots

The two ships, Terra Nova and Fram, arrived in Antarctica, in January 1911, at the end of summer. The Englishmen and the Norwegians wanted to stay on the ice all winter. They wanted to be ready to go to the South Pole at the beginning of the next Antarctic summer.

The dogs pulled the Norwegians' sledges. They ran quickly over the snow and pulled the big sledges from the ship onto the ice. The men ran beside them on skis.

They put a big wooden house on the ice. The house was full of food, and skis, and sledges. They called it Framheim. Outside the house, the dogs lived in holes under the snow. When the house was ready, the men made their first journey south.

Before the winter, they wanted to take a lot of food south, and leave it in depots. For the long journey to the Pole, they needed a lot of food, and they couldn't carry it all with them. On February 10th, five men, three sledges, eighteen dogs, and half a tonne of food left Framheim and went south.

It was easy. The weather was warm for the Antarctic, between -7° Centigrade and -17° Centigrade. The snow was good, and the dogs and skis went fast. They went fifty or sixty kilometres every day. After four days they reached 80° South, and made the first depot.

Amundsen made his depot very carefully. It was very important to find it again, next summer. So he put a big black flag on top. Then he put ten flags to the east of the depot—each flag half a kilometre from the next—and ten flags to the west. So there were flags for five kilometres to the left of the depot, and five kilometres to the right.
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Then they went back to Framheim, and took some more food south, this time to 82° South.

This time it was harder. The temperature was sometimes -40° Centigrade, and there were strong winds with a lot of snow. The dogs and men were very tired, and the tents and boots were bad. At the second depot, they put out sixty flags, to help them find it again.

They came back to Framheim on March 23rd. It was nearly winter in the Antarctic. Their ship Fram was far away now, near South America. They were alone on the ice.

*　*　*　*　*

Oates went with Scott to make the first British depot. They left Cape Evans on January 25th. There were thirteen men, eight ponies, and twenty-six dogs. The dogs were faster than the ponies—they ran quickly over the top of the snow, but the ponies' feet went through it. Every morning the ponies started first, and the dogs started two hours later, because they ran faster. At night, the dogs made warm holes under the snow, but the ponies stood on top of the snow. It was -20° Centigrade.

After fifteen days Oates talked to Scott. There was a strong wind, and the two men's faces were white with snow.

'Three of the ponies are ill, Captain,' Oates said. 'They can't go on.'

'Don't be stupid, Oates,' Scott answered. 'They're good strong animals—the best ponies on earth.'

'Not these three,' Oates said. 'They're ill, and unhappy, and now they can't walk. Let's kill them, and leave the meat here, in the snow. We can eat it, or the dogs can.'

'Of course not!' Scott said angrily. 'These ponies are our friends, they work hard for us. I don't kill my friends!'

Three days later, two of the ponies were dead.

Scott's men were slower than Amundsen's; it took them twenty-four days to get to 80° South. They made a big depot there, and put one large black flag on top of it. Then they went back to Cape Evans.

Their camp was on an island in the ice, and the sea ice moved sometimes. There were holes in the ice, and black sea water under it. One day seven ponies went through the ice into the sea, and died. One motor sledge also went into the sea.



depot n. storehouse. 仓库；储藏货物之所。

centigrade adj. in or of the temperature scale that has 100 degrees between the freezing-point and the boiling-point of water. 摄氏温度计的。

tent n. (usually portable) shelter made of canvas supported by poles and ropes. 帐篷；帐棚（通常可携带）。

boot n. outer covering for the foot and ankle, made of leather or rubber. 长靴；皮靴；胶套靴。

camp n. place where people (eg. people on holiday, soldiers) live in tents or huts for a time. （度假者、军队的）营地。



4　食品贮藏屋

两艘船，特若·诺瓦号与弗雷门号都抵达南极洲，时间为1911年1月，夏末。英国人与挪威人均想在这冰封的天地里度过整个冬天。他们都想做好准备工作，以求第二年夏天刚开始时能向南极进军。

群狗拉着挪威人的雪橇，在雪地上高速奔跑，将从船上卸下来的大雪橇拉到了冰面上。众人踩着滑雪板在一旁滑行。

他们在冰封世界上建起一座大木屋。屋子里堆满了食品、滑雪板以及雪橇。他们将这木屋称作弗雷门海姆。木屋外，群狗住在雪下挖出的狗洞里。当木屋准备就绪时，他们开始了首次南行的征途。

在冬天来临之前，他们打算向南方运许多食物，并将食物放到各个贮藏屋里。因为在奔赴南极的漫长旅程中，他们需要许多食物。他们不可能随身带着所有的食物！2月10日，5个人、3辆雪橇、18条狗、以及半吨食物离开了弗雷门海姆，向南行进。

事情进行得颇为顺利。此时的南极气候相对来说还算暖和，介于-7℃与-17℃之间。地面的雪利于行进，狗与雪橇也都跑得很快，每天能走五六十公里。4天之后，他们到达了南纬80°的地方，建起了第一个贮藏屋。

阿蒙森非常精心地修建他的贮藏屋。第二年夏天需要再度找到它，这点特别重要。所以，他在贮藏屋顶上插上一面黑旗。随后他在贮藏屋的东边插上10面旗帜：每半公里插一面；在贮藏屋西边也插上10面旗帜。所以，从贮藏屋向左5公里和向右5公里都有旗帜。

随后，他们返回弗雷门海姆，带上更多的食品后，再度南行。这次抵达了南纬82°的地方。

这次旅程辛苦多了。温度有时低达-40℃。寒风凛冽，雪花漫天。人困狗乏，帐篷与靴子也不顶事了。在第二个贮藏屋附近，他们插了60面旗，目的是帮助他们能再次找到它。

他们再度回到弗雷门海姆时，已是3月23日。这时南极时近冬天。他们的弗雷门号船早已远去，现在到了南美洲附近。只有他们孤独地留在冰封的天地里。

*　*　*　*　*

奥茨跟随斯科特，前往修建第一座英国人的贮藏屋。他们于1月25日离开了开普埃文斯。一行13人、8匹小马、26条狗。这些狗比小马要快：它们能够在雪地上快速地奔跑，但是马腿却要陷进雪里。每天早晨，都是小马首先出发。2小时后，狗儿们才上路，因为它们奔跑速度快些。夜里，狗躲进挖在雪下面的温暖的洞里，但是小马只能站在雪地上，承受着-20℃的气温。

15天后，奥茨向斯科特请示。当时的寒风强劲，两人脸上都沾上一层白雪。

“队长，有3匹小马病了，”奥茨说，“走不动了。”

“别犯傻了，奥茨，”斯科特回答说，“它们都是强壮的好畜牲，地球上最好的小马。”

“这3匹不是，”奥茨说，“它们病歪歪的，无精打采。现在它们根本无法走路。杀了它们吧，将肉留在这儿的雪里。这样我们可以吃，或者让狗吃。”

“绝对不行！”斯科特生气地说，“这些小马是我们的朋友，它们拼命地为我们干活儿。我可不想杀掉自己的朋友！”

3天后，其中有2匹小马死了。

斯科特的人比阿蒙森的人动作慢。他们花了24天才抵达南纬80°地区。他们在那儿修建了一个大贮藏屋，在棚顶上插了一面大黑旗。然后，他们返回开普埃文斯。

他们的营地构筑在冰上的一个小岛上，海冰有时还会移动。冰层中还有些空洞，可以看到冰下的黑色海水。一天，7匹小马从冰窟中掉进海里，死了。还有一辆机动雪橇也掉进了海里。


Chapter 5

A Long Cold Winter

It was dark for four months. Outside the wooden house at Framheim, it was often -60° Centigrade. The dogs lived in warm holes under the snow. The men stayed in the house, and worked in their rooms under the snow.

The skis and sledges came from the best shops in Norway, but Bjaaland wasn't happy with them. He changed a lot of things on the skis and sledges. Soon the sledges were stronger than before. The skis were better and faster, too.

All the Norwegians worked hard. They looked after their dogs, and worked on their equipment—the sledges, skis, tents. Every day they thought about their journey to the Pole, and talked about it. And every day, Amundsen thought about Scott. One day, in midwinter, he talked to his men.

'Let's start early, before Scott,' Amundsen said. 'Remember, Scott has more men than us, and he has motor sledges, too. Perhaps they can go faster than us.'

Bjaaland laughed. 'Oh no, they can't go faster than me,' he said. 'On snow, nothing can go faster than a good man on skis.'

'We don't know,' Amundsen said. 'You're the best skier in Norway, but you get tired, and dogs get tired, too. Motor sledges don't get tired. They can go all day and all night.'

Johansen laughed angrily. 'That's stupid,' he said. 'Perhaps the motor sledges can go all night, but the Englishmen can't. The English can't win, Roald—they don't understand snow, but we do. And they're too slow.'
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'Perhaps,' Amundsen said. 'But I want to win this race. So we're going to start early! Do you understand?'

It was quiet and warm inside Framheim. Bjaaland looked at Amundsen, and thought about the long, cold journey in front of him. He thought about the dogs in their holes under the snow, and listened to the wind over the house. 'When, Roald?' he said quietly.

'On August 24th. The sun comes back on that day. We start then.'

'But we can't!' Johansen said. He looked angry, and unhappy. 'That's too early! We can't start then—it's dangerous and stupid!'

Amundsen looked at Johansen coldly. 'You're wrong, Johansen,' he said. 'We want to win, remember? So we start on August 24th.'

Bjaaland listened to the winter wind outside.

*　*　*　*　*

In Scott's camp, at Cape Evans, no one talked about Amundsen and no one worked hard. They had good food, and they played football on the snow. They wrote a newspaper—The South Polar Times—and read books. No one learnt to ski, no one worked on the motor sledges. Twice, men went for long journeys across the snow. They walked, and pulled the sledges themselves. Oates stayed at Cape Evans and looked after his ponies.

Over the window in Cape Evans, Scott put a map of Antarctica. With a pen, he made a line from Cape Evans to the South Pole, and he put a little British Flag at the Pole. Under the map, Scott wrote the day for the start of their journey.

We start on November 3rd, he wrote.



equipment n. things needed for a purpose. 装备品；设备品。

twice adv. two times. 两倍；两次。

pull v. use force upon (sth. or sb.) so as to draw towards or after one, or in the direction indicated. 拉；拖；扯。

line n. piece or length of thread, string, rope or wire for various purposes. 线；索；绳。



5　漫长的寒冬

4个月中不见天日，一片昏暗。在弗雷门海姆木屋外面，气温低到-60℃。狗儿们生活在温暖的雪洞里。众人则留在木屋里，在白雪覆盖下的房间里，忙着各自的活儿。

尽管滑雪板与雪橇都是从挪威最好的商店购买的，但是比阿兰德对这些设备并不满意。于是，他给滑雪板与雪橇换了许多部件。很快雪橇变得结实多了。滑雪板变得更好更快了。

所有这些挪威人干活儿都很卖力。他们照顾狗群，改良雪橇、滑雪板、帐篷等设备。每天，他们都想着谈论着远赴南极的旅程。每天，阿蒙森脑子里都装着斯科特。隆冬里的一天，他对众人说：

“我们早些走，赶在斯科特之前。”阿蒙森说，“别忘了，斯科特的人比我们多，他还有机动雪橇。所以，他们可能比我们快。”

比阿兰德大笑起来。“啊，不，他们不可能比我快，”他说，“在雪地上，没有任何东西能快过优秀的滑雪者。”

“很难料定。”阿蒙森说，“你虽是挪威最优秀的滑雪者，但是也有疲惫的时候，狗也一样。而机动雪橇则不会累，它能整日整夜地跑个不停。”

约翰森怒极而笑。“真蠢，”他说，“也许机动雪橇可以整夜不停地跑，但是英国人不能啊！英国人不可能赢，罗阿尔。他们不懂雪性，而我们懂。况且他们行进速度非常缓慢。”

“也许如此，”阿蒙森说，“无论如何我想赢得这次竞赛，所以我们要早些出发！你们理解吗？”

弗雷门海姆的房内宁静而温暖。比阿兰德看着阿蒙森，思考起摆在面前漫长寒冷的旅程，想着那些躲在雪洞里的狗儿们，听着屋外的寒风。“什么时候出发，罗阿尔？”他轻声地问。

“8月24日，从那天起太阳就又要回归了。我们就在那时出发。”

“我们不能那时就出发！”约翰森说。他显得很生气，一脸不快。“这太早了！我们不能在那个时候出发，那是危险而愚蠢的做法！”

阿蒙森冷冷地看着约翰森。“你错了，约翰森，”他说，“别忘了，我们想取得胜利。所以，我们的出发时间为8月24日。”

比阿兰德聆听着窗外的寒风。

*　*　*　*　*

开普埃文斯，斯科特的营地里，没有任何人谈论起阿蒙森的情况，没有任何人在努力地干活儿。他们吃好东西，在雪地上踢足球，编了一份定名为《南极时报》的报纸，看书。没有人学滑雪，也没有人保养机动雪橇。这些人两度进行过横穿雪原的漫长旅程。他们步行，还拉着雪橇走。奥茨留在开普埃文斯，喂养小马。

在开普埃文斯的窗户上，斯科特挂着一张南极洲地图。他在开普埃文斯与南极之间，用钢笔划了条线，并将一面小小的英国国旗插在南极上。地图下面，斯科特写下了他们的出发日期。

我们于11月3日出发，他写道。


Chapter 6

A Bad Start

On August 23rd, the Norwegians' sledges were ready. They took them outside, and the dogs pulled them across the ice. The sun came up for half an hour, but it was too cold: -46° Centigrade. They could not travel in that weather. They went back to Framheim and waited.

They waited two weeks, until September 8th. Then, with the temperature at -37° Centigrade, they started. They ran happily across the snow to the south—eight men, seven sledges, and eighty-six dogs. Only Lindstrøm, the cook, stayed behind in Framheim.

At first everything went well. They went twenty-eight kilometres on Saturday, and twenty-eight kilometres on Sunday. It was easy. Then, on Monday, the temperature went down—to -56° Centigrade. There was white fog in front of their faces. They couldn't see anything. But they travelled twenty-eight kilometres.

That night, in their tents, they nearly died of cold. Next day, they stopped and made snow houses. Inside the snow houses, it was warm. But everyone was unhappy.

'I told you, Roald!' Johansen said. 'Even September is too early! We can't travel in this cold. Do you want us to die? Let's go back and wait for better weather.'
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Amundsen was very angry. He was angry with Johansen, but he was angry with himself, too. He knew Johansen was right.

'All right,' he said slowly. 'We can go on to the depot at 80° South, leave the food there, and then go back. We can't do more than that.'

It was thirty-seven kilometres to the depot. The wind was in their faces all day. Two dogs died on the way. At the depot, they did not stop. They put out the food and the flags, turned round, and went north.

At last the wind was behind them. The dogs ran quickly, and the men sat on the empty sledges. They went faster and faster. It was like a race. Amundsen was on Wisting's sledge, and soon he, Wisting, and Hanssen were three or four kilometres in front. Soon they were alone. They travelled seventy-five kilometres in nine hours, and they reached Framheim at four o'clock that afternoon.

Bjaaland arrived two hours later, with two more men. But the last two—Johansen and Prestrud—went more slowly. Their dogs were tired, their feet were wet and cold, they had no food, and they were alone in the dark. The temperature was -51° Centigrade. They reached Framheim at midnight.

Next morning, Johansen was angry. In front of everyone, he said: 'You were wrong, Roald. September was too early. I told you but you didn't listen. And then you left us alone and we nearly died in the cold! You're a bad captain—I'm a better captain than you are!'

Amundsen was very angry. But at first he said nothing, because he knew that Johansen was right. Then, that evening, he gave a letter to Johansen. It said:

You aren't coming to the Pole with me. When I go south, you can take some dogs and go east to King Edward Ⅶ Land. You can go with Prestrud and Stubberud. You can be the first men to go there—but not to the South Pole!

The Norwegians stayed in Framheim and waited. They lay in bed, listened to the wind outside, and thought about Scott and his motor sledges.



fog n. vapour suspended in the atmosphere at or near the earth's surface, thicker than mist and difficult to see through. 雾。

alone adj. without the company or help of others or other things. 独自的；孤独的；独立的。

King Edward Ⅶ Land （地名）爱德华七世地。



6　出师不利

8月23日，挪威人的雪橇准备就绪。他们将雪橇搬到户外，狗拉着雪橇穿行在冰封的大地上。太阳已升起半小时，但是气候仍旧很冷：-46℃。他们不可能在这种天气上路，只好返回弗雷门海姆等待着。

他们又等了两个星期，直至9月8日。他们冒着-37℃的低温，出发了。他们愉快地向南奔去，穿行在雪原之中。这一行共有8个人、7辆雪橇、86条狗。留在身后的只有厨师林德斯特伦，他留守在弗雷门海姆营地。

起初一切顺利。星期六他们走了28公里，星期天又走了28公里。事情并不难。然而在星期一，温度降到-56℃。眼前是一片白茫茫的浓雾，他们啥也看不到。即使如此，他们还是前进了28公里。

那天晚上，他们几乎冻死在帐篷里。第二天，他们停了下来，修筑雪屋。尽管雪屋内暖融融的，但是众人的心都很沉重。

“我给你讲过，罗阿尔！”约翰森说，“即使9月份也为时过早！在这种寒冷的天气下，我们不可能前行。你要我们死吗？咱们回去吧，等气候变好些再走。”

阿蒙森恼怒至极。他不仅恼恨约翰森，而且还恼恨自己。他心中明白，约翰森是对的。

“好吧，”他缓缓地说，“我们可以继续前行，到南纬80°的贮藏屋去，把食物留在那儿后，再折回。我们只能做这些事了。”

离贮藏屋有37公里。寒风扑面，整日不歇，有两条狗死在半路了。到达贮藏屋时，他们没做任何停留，取出食物与旗帜后，马上向北调头了。

他们终于将寒风抛在身后。群狗飞快地跑，众人坐在空雪橇上往回赶。它们速度越来越快，就像进行比赛。阿蒙森坐在威斯丁的雪橇上。很快地，他、威斯丁、汉森就领先了三四公里。再一会儿后，他们已经独领风骚了。9小时内，他们跑了75公里。他们到达弗雷门海姆时，是那天下午4点钟。

两小时后，比阿兰德与另外两个人赶了回来。但是约翰森与普雷斯楚德两人速度更慢。他们的狗非常疲倦。两个人的脚又湿又冷。他们的食品也光了，孤独地行进在黑暗之中。当时的气温降到-51℃。他们赶回弗雷门海姆时已经是半夜了。

次日早晨，约翰森大发其火。他当着众人说：“你错了，罗阿尔。9月份太早了。我早告诉过你，可是你听不进去。后来，你又扔下我们，搞得我们孤立无援，几乎冻死在这冰天雪地之中。你是个坏队长，让我当队长也比你强。”

阿蒙森愤怒至极，但刚开始他一言不发，因为他知道约翰森骂得有理。后来，在那天晚上，他递给约翰森一封信。信中这样写：

你不必随我去南极了。在我出发南行之时，你可以带几条狗向东，赶到爱德华七世地。普雷斯楚德与斯塔伯鲁德也可以随你同去。你们可能成为首批到那儿的人——但不是南极！

这些挪威人留在弗雷门海姆，等待着。他们躺在床上，听着屋外的寒风，想着斯科特，想着他的机动雪橇。


Chapter 7

Motor Sledges and Mountains

Scott had two motor sledges now. They were the first motor sledges in the Antarctic—the first on earth. On October 24th, the motor sledges started south from Cape Evans. Four men went with them, but Scott stayed at Cape Evans for another week.

Oates was unhappy. He wrote to his mother: We had a very bad winter here. I don't like Scott. We were here all winter, but he didn't learn to ski, or to drive dogs. Our equipment is bad, and he doesn't think about other people. I'm going to sleep in his tent on the journey, but I don't want to.

On November 1st Scott and Oates and six more men left Cape Evans with eight sledges and eight ponies. The ponies walked slowly because their feet went down into the snow. It was hard work for them and they got tired very quickly. They travelled thirteen or fourteen kilometres in a day.

Behind the ponies came Meares with one sledge and some dogs. Meares knew how to drive dogs. Every day, Meares started two hours after the ponies, and arrived two hours before them.

After five days, they found the motor sledges.

*　*　*　*　*

The Norwegians began again on October 20th. There were five men this time—Amundsen, Bjaaland, Wisting, Hassel, and Hanssen. They had four sledges, and forty-eight dogs.
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There was a lot of wind and fog. On the first day, Wisting's sledge suddenly stopped, and the back went down. 'Come on, you dogs!' he said angrily. 'Pull! Pull!' At first nothing happened; then, slowly, the sledge moved again. Wisting looked down, over the side of the sledge. Under the snow, there was a fifty-metre hole.

'Did you see that?' Amundsen said. 'The ice wants to eat us—men, dogs, sledges, everything.'

On the fourth day they reached the depot at 80° South. There was a bad snowstorm, but they found the flags easily. Next day the men stayed in their tents, and the dogs played in their holes under the snow. They were all happy. They had a lot of food, they had good equipment, and they were warm. They could travel fast.

Next morning, the snowstorm stopped, and the journey began again. Today, everything is wonderful, Bjaaland wrote in his diary. But where is Scott? In front of us, or behind?

*　*　*　*　*

There was no one with the motor sledges; they were broken. Scott looked at them angrily.

'It doesn't matter,' he said. 'Teddy Evans and his men are in front of us. They're good men—they're pulling their sledges themselves. We can get to the Pole on foot.'

Oates looked at Meares. Oates and the ponies were tired, but Meares and his dogs were not. The snow was home for them.

That night, Oates wrote: Three motor sledges at ￡1,000 each, 19 ponies at ￡5 each, 32 dogs at ￡1.50 each. Well, it's not my money, it's Scott's.

On November 21st, one of the ponies died.

*　*　*　*　*

On November 11th, the Norwegians saw the mountains.

The mountains were very high—some of the highest on earth. Bjaaland smiled.

'There is good skiing up there, Roald,' he said. 'But can dogs get up there too?'

'Of course they can,' Amundsen said. 'Come on.'

They left Hanssen with the dogs, and skied a little way up the mountains. It was difficult, but the mountains were big and beautiful. Behind the mountains, Amundsen thought there was a high plateau of ice. 'That's it,' Amundsen said. 'That's the road to the Pole. Tomorrow, we can bring the dogs and sledges up here. But now, let's have a ski race. Who can get back to camp first?'

They laughed, and skied happily down the white snow. 'This is like home,' Bjaaland thought. 'But it's bigger than Norway, and better.'

In the next four days, the dogs pulled the sledges eighty-one kilometres, and went up 3,000 metres. At last, Amundsen and Bjaaland stood on the plateau behind the mountains. They were tired, happy men.

Bjaaland looked back at the mountains. 'Can a motor sledge get up here?' he asked.

Amundsen smiled. 'No,' he said. 'I don't think so. And Scott doesn't like dogs. So his men are going to pull their sledges up these mountains themselves. Would you like to do that, Olav?'

Bjaaland didn't answer. He smiled, and skied happily away across the snow.



mountain n. mass of very high land going up to a peak. 山；高山。

snowstorm n. heavy fall of snow, especially when accompanied by strong wind. 大雪；（尤指）暴风雪。

plateau n. a high, flat place on a hill. 高地；高原。

answer v. say or write sth. in return. 回答；答复。



7　机动雪橇与大山

斯科特现有两辆机动雪橇，这两辆机动雪橇不仅在南极洲而且在地球上也是首次出现。10月24日，机动雪橇向南进发，离开了开普埃文斯。4人随雪橇同往，但斯科特在开普埃文斯多逗留了一星期。

奥茨心中不快。他给母亲写信说：我们在这儿度过了一个极为恶劣的冬天。我不喜欢斯科特。我们整个冬天都在这儿闲着，可是他既不学滑雪，也不学驾驭狗。我们的设备不好，但他是不会为别人着想的。一旦我们踏上旅程，我将与他同睡一个帐篷，但我不愿意。

11月1日，斯科特、奥茨以及其他6个人离开了开普埃文斯，他们带着8辆雪橇、8匹小马。这些小马走得不快，因为马腿总会踩进雪里。这对它们来说太辛苦了。它们的体力消耗得很快，一天只能走十三四公里。

在小马后面，是米尔斯，他驾着一辆狗拉的雪橇。米尔斯懂得驾驭狗。每天，小马出发后两小时，米尔斯才上路，却比它们还先到两小时。

5天以后，他们追上了机动雪橇。

*　*　*　*　*

10月20日，挪威人又出发了。这次共5人：阿蒙森、比阿兰德、威斯丁、哈塞尔和汉森。他们带着4辆雪橇和48条狗。

狂风呼啸，浓雾茫茫。第一天，威斯丁的雪橇忽然停住了，雪橇后部陷了下去。“使劲，你们这些小狗！”他狂怒地说，“拉呀！拉呀！”刚开始时，雪橇一动不动。后来，雪橇缓慢地移动起来。威斯丁从雪橇边探头往下一看。在雪地之下，有个50米深的大洞。

“你刚才看见这洞吗？”阿蒙森说，“冰窟窿打算将我们全都吃掉：人、狗还有雪橇，所有的一切。”

第4天，他们到达南纬80°的贮藏屋。虽然有恶劣的暴风雪，但是他们还是顺利地找到旗帜。次日，他们待在帐篷里，小狗也在雪洞里嬉闹。他们的情绪很高，食物充足，设备精良，人也暖洋洋的。他们可以快速前进。

次日早晨，暴风雪停了，他们又上路了。今天，一切美好极了！比阿兰德在日记里写道。可是斯科特在那儿呢？在我们前面，还是在我们后面？

*　*　*　*　*

这时，没有任何人驾驶机动雪橇了：全坏了。斯科特生气地看着这些雪橇。

“没什么关系，”他说，“特迪·埃文斯和他的人在我们前面。他们都很优秀：他们自己正拉着雪橇前进。我们可以凭双脚走到南极。”

奥茨看着米尔斯。奥茨与他的小马人困马乏，而米尔斯与他的小狗则不同，茫茫雪原对于他和他的小狗来说，就像家一样。

那晚，奥茨写道：3辆机动雪橇，每辆价值1000英镑；19匹小马，每匹5英镑；32条狗，每条1.5英镑。当然不是我花钱，而是斯科特掏的腰包。

11月21日，一匹小马死了。

*　*　*　*　*

11月11日，挪威人见到了群山。

群山高耸而立，它们属于地球上的一些最高的山了。比阿兰德露出了笑容。

“在上面可以很好地滑雪，罗阿尔，”他说，“但是狗群也能上得去吗？”

“当然，它们能上去。”阿蒙森说着，“走吧！”

他们将狗留给汉森，朝山上滑行了一小段。这可不容易，但群山巍峨秀丽，可以尽情领略。阿蒙森认为群山之后还有一片冰封高原。“就是那儿啦，”阿蒙森说，“那就是通往南极之路。明天，我们可以将狗与雪橇带到这儿来。现在，咱们来一场滑雪比赛，看谁最先回到营地。”

众人大笑，愉快地在白雪之上飞滑而下。“这仿佛是在家中，”比阿兰德心想，“然而这儿比挪威更加辽阔、美好。”

在后来的4天时间内，群狗拉着雪橇跑了81公里，爬了3000米的坡。最终，阿蒙森与比阿兰德将大山抛在身后，站在了高原上，他们虽然很累，但心花怒放。

比阿兰德回头看了看群山。“机动雪橇能上得来吗？”他问。

阿蒙森笑了。“不，”他说，“我认为不行。因为斯科特不喜欢狗，所以他的人得靠自己把雪橇拖上山了。你喜欢这样做吗，奥拉夫？”

比阿兰德没有回答，脸上露出了微笑。他愉快地开始了横越雪地滑行。


Chapter 8

Across the Plateau

On November 21st, the Norwegians killed thirty dogs. 'They were happy,' Amundsen said. 'And now they're going to die quickly. We need three sledges, and eighteen dogs, to go to the Pole.'

When the dogs were dead, the other dogs ate them. The men ate them, too. They were good friends, Bjaaland wrote in his diary. And now they are good food. Two days later, the dogs were fat. Then, in a snowstorm, they began the journey again.

After the snowstorm, there was fog, and in the fog, they got lost on an ice river with hundreds of big holes in it. They could see nothing, and it was very dangerous. In four days they moved nine kilometres. But the ice is beautiful, Bjaaland wrote. Blue and green and white. This is a wonderful place—but I don't want to stay a long time.

After the ice, there were strong winds and bad snowstorms. They could see nothing in front of them. But every day, they travelled twenty-five or thirty kilometres. Then, on December 9th, the sun came out. They were at 88°23′South—175 kilometres from the Pole.

Five more long days, Bjaaland wrote. That's all now. But where is Scott?

*　*　*　*　*

For four days, Scott's men stayed in their tents near the mountains. There is a bad snowstorm outside, Oates wrote. It's too cold for the ponies, and our clothes and skis are bad, too.
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On December 9th, Oates killed the ponies. They were tired and ill and they could not walk up to the plateau. Then Meares and his dogs went back to Cape Evans. 'We can pull the sledges ourselves,' Scott said. 'We can do it—we're all strong men.'

There were two sledges and eight men. They went twenty-four kilometres a day. On December 31st, Scott said to Teddy Evans, and the men on the second sledge: 'You can't ski well. Leave your skis here.' So they pulled their sledge twenty-four kilometres without skis.

Next day, Scott went to Teddy Evans's tent. 'You are ill, Teddy,' he said. 'You can't come to the Pole. Take two men and go back, tomorrow.'

Teddy Evans was very unhappy. 'Two men, Captain?' he said. 'Why not three?'

'Because Bowers is going to come with me,' Scott said. 'He's strong—we need him.'

'But... you have food on your sledge for four men, not five!' Evans said. 'And Bowers has no skis!'

'I'm the Captain, Teddy!' Scott said. 'You do what I say. Take two men and leave Bowers with me!'

Oates wrote to his mother: I am going to the Pole with Scott. I am pleased and I feel strong. But in his diary he wrote: My feet are very bad. They are always wet now, and they don't look good.

On January 4th Scott's men left Teddy Evans and went on. Scott, Oates, Wilson and Edgar Evans had skis, but Bowers did not. They were 270 kilometres from the Pole.

*　*　*　*　*

December 14th 1911 was a warm, sunny day. Five Norwegians skied over the beautiful white snow. It was very quiet. No one spoke. They were excited, and happy.

'Six more kilometres,' Bjaaland thought. Is there a British flag? I can't see a flag, but...

'Look!' Hassel said. 'What's that over there?'

Bjaaland left his sledge and skied quickly away over the snow. 'What is it?' he thought. 'Is it...? No!'

'It's nothing!' he called. 'There's nothing there... nothing!'

Three kilometres, two. 'Roald!' Hanssen called to Amundsen. 'Go in front of me, please. It helps my dogs.'

'That's not true,' Bjaaland thought. 'His dogs are running well today. But Hanssen wants Amundsen to be first. The first man at the South Pole!'

They skied on and on, over the beautiful snow.

'Stop!' Amundsen said. He waited quietly for his men. 'This is it,' he said.

Bjaaland looked at him. 'But there's nothing here,' he said.

Amundsen smiled. 'Oh yes there is,' he said. 'There's something very important here, Olav. Very, very important.'

'What's that, Roald?'

'Us. We're here now. Isn't that important, Olav?'

The four men stood on the snow, and looked at him. Then, slowly, they all began to laugh.



move v. change position 移动；搬动。

pleased adj. feeling or showing satisfaction. 欣喜的；愉快的；感到或表示满足的。

important adj. of great influence; to be treated seriously; having a great effect. 重要的；严重的；重大的。

stood (past tense of stand) v. have, take, keep, an upright position. 站立；站起。



8　穿越高原

11月21日，挪威人杀了30条狗。

“这些狗过得很愉快，”阿蒙森说，“但是现在，它们很快就要死了。我们去南极只需要3辆雪橇、18条狗。”

这些狗处死后，活着的狗吃它们的肉，大家也都吃。它们是我们的好朋友，比阿兰德在日记里这样写道，现在又成为好食物。两天之后，群狗都养胖了。随后，他们冒着暴风雪再度踏上旅程。

暴风雪过后，浓雾弥漫。在隐藏着无数大冰洞的冰河上，他们完全被裹在茫茫浓雾之中，什么也看不见。这太危险了。4天内，他们仅前行了9公里。但是这些冰层非常美丽，比阿兰德这样写道，蓝、绿、白三色。这是个迷人的地方，然而我不愿久留。

走过冰河之后，又遇到凛冽的寒风和可怕的暴风雪。他们眼前茫茫一片，什么也看不见。但是每天，他们仍旧要走25至30公里。12月9日那天，太阳出来了。他们到达了南纬88°23′的地区，距南极175公里。

再过5个漫长的日子，比阿兰德这样写，一切便完成了。可是斯科特在哪儿呢？

*　*　*　*　*

4天来，斯科特的人一直留在大山附近的帐篷内。外面下着可怕的暴风雪，奥茨这样写道，这太冷啦，令小马不堪忍受。我们的衣服与滑雪板也都坏了。

12月9日，奥茨杀了几匹小马。这些马又累又病，不可能登上高原了。于是，米尔斯与他的狗群返回了开普埃文斯。“我们可以自己拖雪橇，”斯科特说，“我们能够做到：我们个个都是身强力壮。”

两辆雪橇与8个人，每天走24公里。12月31日，斯科特对特迪·埃文斯以及那些拖着第二辆雪橇的人说：“既然你们不太会滑雪，不如将滑雪板丢在这儿。”于是，他们不用滑雪板而是拉雪橇走了24公里。

第二天，斯科特来到特迪·埃文斯的帐篷内。“你病了，特迪，”他说，“你去不了南极了。明天带着两个人回去吧。”

特迪·埃文斯非常不满。“两个人，队长？”他说，“为什么不是3个人呢？”

“因为鲍尔斯将同我一道前进，”斯科特说，“他身体很棒，我们需要他。”

“但是……你们雪橇上装的食物是供4人食用的，而不是5人！”埃文斯说，“再说鲍尔斯的滑雪板也扔了！”

“我是队长，特迪！”斯科特说，“你照我的话去做。带两个人走，将鲍尔斯留给我！”

奥茨给他的母亲写信说：我正跟随着斯科特向南极进发。我感到欣喜，而且感到精力旺盛。但是他在日记里却是这样写的：我的脚已经非常糟糕了，现在总是湿漉漉的，看来状况不妙。

1月4日，斯科特一行离开了特迪，继续上路了。斯科特、奥茨、威尔逊、埃德加·埃文斯都有滑雪板，然而鲍尔斯没有。他们距南极还有270公里。

*　*　*　*　*

1911年12月14日，天气暖和，阳光明媚。5个挪威人在美丽的白雪上滑行着，四周非常安静，没人讲话。他们感到兴奋、欣喜。

“再走6公里，”比阿兰德心想。英国国旗到达那儿了吗？我一面旗帜也没见到，但是……

“瞧！”哈塞尔说，“那儿是什么？”

比阿兰德丢下他的雪橇，在雪地上飞快滑行赶去看。“这是什么？”他心想，“难道是……？不！”

“没东西！”他高声叫着说，“什么东西也没有……啥也没有！”

还有3公里，还有2公里。“罗阿尔！”汉森高声呼唤着阿蒙森，“请你走在我前头，这对我的狗群有好处。”

“不是这回事儿，”比阿兰德心想，“他的狗今天表现不错。汉森是想让阿蒙森成为第一人，第一个到达南极的人！”

他们继续向前滑行，在这美丽的雪原上滑行。

“停下！”阿蒙森说。他静静地等着他的属员。“就是这儿。”他说。

比阿兰德看着他。“可是这儿没有任何东西。”他说。

阿蒙森笑了笑。“啊，不对，有东西，”他说，“这儿有样非常重要的东西，奥拉夫。非常非常重要。”

“什么东西，罗阿尔？”

“我们这些人！我们现在站在这儿，难道还不重要，奥拉夫？”

4个人站在雪地里，看着他。渐渐地，大家开始大笑起来。


Chapter 9

The End of the Race

The Norwegians stayed two days at the Pole. They left a tent there, with a Norwegian flag on it. Inside the tent, they left some food, a letter for the King of Norway, and a letter for Scott.

They left some more black flags near the Pole, and one twenty-eight kilometres north. Then they skied away, back to the north.

It's a beautiful day, Bjaaland wrote. The sun is warm, the snow is good. But the dogs run too quickly—I can't get in front of them!

They found their depots easily. There were ten between the Pole and Framheim. Each depot had a lot of food. They laughed and skied quickly down the mountains. Often, they skied fifty kilometres a day. On Friday, January 26th, 1912, they came back to Framheim. It was four o'clock in the morning.

Inside the wooden house, Lindstrøm, the cook, was asleep. Amundsen walked quietly to his bed. 'Good morning, Lindstrøm,' he said. 'Is our coffee ready?'

*　*　*　*　*

The black flags waited at the Pole.

'What's that, Captain?' Bowers said. 'Over there?'

'Where?' Scott asked. 'What—oh my God!'
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They all saw the small black flag in the snow, two kilometres in front of them. Slowly, they pulled their sledge to it.

Next day, January 17th 1912, they found the tent and the Norwegian flag. Near it, Scott took the British flag from under his clothes, and put it up. In his diary, Scott wrote: This is a very bad day. We are all tired, and have cold feet and hands. It is -30° Centigrade and there is a snowstorm. Great God! This is an awful place!

They turned north. Five tired, unhappy men, in the coldest, emptiest place on earth.

*　*　*　*　*

On March 13th, 1912, Scott's wife Kathleen, looked at her morning newspaper. NORWAY'S FLAG AT SOUTH POLE, it said. She looked at it for a long time, and then began to cry.

'What's the matter?' her friend asked.

'My poor, poor husband,' Mrs Scott said. 'What's happened to him? Where is he now?'

*　*　*　*　*

Scott's men were always hungry. There were not many depots and they were difficult to find. We need to find the next depot today, Oates wrote. But how can we find one black flag in all this snow? It's very difficult. And there is food for four men, not five.

They were all tired and ill, too. Oates's feet were black now, and he could not feel them. On February 16th, Edgar Evans died.

On the 17th they were past the mountains. At the depot there they ate one of the dead ponies. Then they went on—ten, eleven, twelve kilometres a day. They were ill because their clothes were not warm and they didn't have much food. The temperature was sometimes -40° Centigrade.

On March 7th Scott looked at Oates's feet. They were big and black. 'I can't pull the sledge now,' Oates said. 'It's very difficult to walk. Am I going to lose these feet, Captain?'

Scott looked at Oates's feet, and said nothing.

On March 9th they found another depot, but there was not much food. Slowly, they walked on. Oates's feet were worse every day.

March 17th was Oates's birthday. He was thirty-two. He lay in the tent and listened to the wind outside. He was very cold, very hungry, and very very tired.

He wrote a letter to his mother and gave it to Wilson. Then he got up, and opened the door of the tent. He stopped in the door for a minute. Scott, Wilson, and Bowers looked at him. They didn't speak.

'I'm going outside for a minute,' Oates said. 'I may be some time.'

They didn't see him again.

*　*　*　*　*

At Cape Evans, the Englishmen waited. On December 11th, Meares and the dogs came back. On January 3rd, Teddy Evans and his two men arrived at Cape Evans. The Terra Nova came, and went. Winter began. Scott did not come.

The Englishmen waited all winter at Cape Evans. Then, on October 26th 1912, they started for the south. Two weeks later, they found a tent.

There were three bodies in the tent—Scott, Wilson, and Bowers. They put the bodies under the snow. Then they took the men's letters and diaries, and went north to Cape Evans again.

In Scott's diary they read: Oates died like a good Englishman. We all did. Please, remember us, and look after our families. We did our best.

No one found Oates's body. But he is there, somewhere, under the snow and the wind, in the coldest, emptiest place on earth.



king n. the most important man in a country. 国王；君主。

awful adj. terrible; dreadful. 可怕的。

poor adj. deserving or needing help or sympathy. 值得或需要帮助或同情的；可怜的。

lay (past tense of lie) v. be, put oneself, flat on a horizontal surface or in a resting position; be at rest. 卧；躺。

look after take care of; watch over; attend to. 照料；照看；照顾。



9　比赛结束

挪威人在南极逗留了两天。他们在那儿留下一顶帐篷，帐篷顶上插着一面挪威国旗。帐篷里，他们留下一些食物，一封致挪威国王的信，还有一封致斯科特的信。

他们在南极附近留下更多的黑旗，在南极以北28公里处插一面旗。随后，他们滑行而去，返回北方。

这天太美好了，比阿兰德这样写，太阳暖融融的，雪原也变得可爱。然而群狗跑得极快，我无法赶在它们前面！

他们顺利地找到了自己的贮藏屋。从南极到弗雷门海姆，共有10座贮藏屋。每座贮藏屋都贮藏有许多食物。他们欢声笑语，飞快地向山下滑行而去。他们经常一天滑行50公里。1912年1月26日，星期五，他们返回到弗雷门海姆。当时为凌晨4点。

木屋内，厨师林德斯特伦正酣睡着。阿蒙森无声地走到他床前。“早上好，林德斯特伦，”他说，“我们的咖啡准备好了吗？”

*　*　*　*　*

那些黑色的旗帜在南极等候着。

“那是什么，队长？”鲍尔斯问，“就在那儿。”

“哪儿？”斯科特问，“什么？啊，我的上帝！”

所有人都看见了插在雪地上的小黑旗，位于他们前面两公里处。他们缓慢地拖着雪橇朝那面旗帜走去。

第二天，1912年1月17日，他们发现了那顶帐篷与挪威国旗。来到帐篷附近，斯科特从衣服内拿出英国国旗，将它挂起来。在他的日记里，斯科特这样写道：这天简直糟糕透了。我们大家都疲惫不堪，手脚冰凉。气温为-30℃。这时又刮起暴风雪。天啊，这地方太可怕了！

在地球上最寒冷、最空旷的地方，站着5位心力交瘁、情绪低落的人。他们回头向北。

*　*　*　*　*

1912年3月13日，斯科特的妻子凯思林正阅读着晨报。报纸上登着：挪威国旗插上南极。她长时间注视着这条消息，然后哭起来。

“出什么事啦？”她的朋友问。

“我好可怜的丈夫，”斯科特夫人说，“他出什么事儿啦？他现在在哪儿？”

*　*　*　*　*

斯科特的人一直是饥肠辘辘。他们没设多少贮藏屋，而且找起来也很费事。今天，我们必须找到下一个贮藏屋，奥茨这样写，可是在这茫茫雪原之中，我们怎样找到一面黑旗？这太难了，现在的食物只够4个人食用，而不是5个人。

他们一行人病累交加。奥茨的双脚已经发黑，失去了感觉。2月16日，埃德加·埃文斯辞世而去。

17日，他们翻过了大山。在那儿的贮藏屋，他们吃了一匹死马。随后他们继续上路，每天走10公里、11公里、12公里。他们全生病了，因为他们的衣服已经不能保暖，食物也不多。当时的气温有时是-40℃。

3月7日，斯科特看着奥茨的双脚，又肿又黑。“现在，我拉不动雪橇了，”奥茨说，“就连走路都非常吃力。我这双脚还能保得住吗，队长？”

斯科特看着奥茨的双脚，什么也说不出来。

3月9日，他们找到另一个贮藏屋，但是食物并没有多少。他们缓慢地继续走着。奥茨的双脚日渐恶化。

3月17日是奥茨的生日，他年满32岁。他躺在帐篷里，听着外面的寒风。极度的饥寒交迫使他感到非常非常疲倦。

他给母亲写了封信，交给了威尔逊。随后，他起身，打开帐篷门，在门前犹豫了一会儿。斯科特、威尔逊、鲍尔斯都看着他，谁也没讲话。

“我出去一会儿，”奥茨说，“或许过一阵子我才能回来。”

他们再也没见到他。

*　*　*　*　*

在开普埃文斯，好些英国人在翘首期待着。12月11日这一天，米尔斯与狗群回来了。1月3日这一天，特迪·埃文斯与另外两个人也回到开普埃文斯。特若·诺瓦号船驶来后，又离去了。又是一个寒冬来临，斯科特一直没回来。

英国人在开普埃文斯等待了整整一个冬天。随后，在1912年10月26日，他们向南出发了。两周后，他们发现一顶帐篷。

帐篷内有3具尸体：斯科特、威尔逊、鲍尔斯。他们将这些遗体葬在雪地里，随后，带着这些人的书信与日记，往北返回开普埃文斯。

在斯科特的日记里，他们读到：奥茨死得像个英国汉子。我们大家也不逊色。请记住我们，请照看我们的家人。我们已经尽了全力。

没人找到奥茨的遗体。但是他就在那儿，在地球上最寒冷、最空旷的地方，在风雪中的某个地方。


Exercises




A Checking your understanding




Chapters 1, 2 and 3 Who said this?

1 'I feel like an important man.'

2 'That flag is going to be first.'

3 'North Pole, here we come.'

4 'Fram is going to the Arctic.'

5 'Why are we bringing dogs with us?'

6 'Boys, I know you are unhappy.'

7 'It's a ski race, isn't it? And the English can't ski.'

8 'Are you going to win?'

9 'I know about dogs—they don't work in the Antarctic.'

10 'We need a lot of food—more than this.'




Chapters 4, 5 and 6 Are these sentences true or false?

1 The Norwegians put a wooden house on the ice.

2 Amundsen put a lot of flags beside his depots.

3 The ponies and dogs worked well together.

4 Scott wanted to kill the ponies.

5 All the Norwegians worked hard on their equipment.

6 Amundsen wanted to start south before Scott, because of the motor sledges.

7 Scott's men worked hard on their equipment.

8 The Norwegian cook, Lindstrøm, went south with the sledges.

9 Johansen was angry with Amundsen.




Chapters 7 and 8 Who in the story:

1 wrote an unhappy letter to his mother?

2 knew how to drive Scott's dogs?

3 nearly fell down a fifty metre hole?

4 drove the motor sledges?

5 skied up the mountains?

6 killed thirty dogs?

7 killed the ponies?

8 told Teddy Evans to leave his skis behind?

9 was the fifth man with Scott's sledge?




Chapters 9 and 10 Who said or wrote this?

1 'Good morning, Lindstrøm. Is our coffee ready?'

2 'This is a very bad day.'

3 'My poor, poor husband.'

4 'Am I going to lose these feet, Captain?'

5 'I'm going outside for a minute. I may be some time.'

6 'Please, remember us, and look after our families.'




B Working with language




Put together these beginnings and ends of sentences. Check your sentences in chapters 1, 2 and 3.



	1 When Bjaaland and Amundsen went to the island,	a because they don't work in the Antarctic.


	2 It was difficult to get the dogs on the ship,	b so our table was often wet and dirty.


	3 Let's go to the South Pole	c because they were fat and strong.


	4 When Scott came off the ship,	d he was very unhappy.


	5 I don't like dogs,	e they saw dogs everywhere.


	6 When Oates first saw the ponies,	f a newspaper man walked up to him.


	7 We ate our food in the room under the ponies,	g before the British.



Use these words to join the two sentences together.

so　and then　because　when　but

1 Scott didn't make enough depots. His men were hungry.

2 The men's feet hurt. Their boots were bad.

3 The ponies started at ten o'clock. The dogs started at eleven.

4 The dogs started later. They ran faster.

5 Seven ponies died. They fell through the ice into the sea.




C Activities




1 Most of the men on the two expeditions wrote diaries. Choose one of the men, and write the diary of the journey, as he sees it.

2 Imagine you are a newspaper reporter who meets Amundsen and Bjaaland when they come back to Norway. Either a) act out this meeting, or b) write the report of your interview.

3 Oates wrote to his mother, and Scott wrote to his wife, before they died. Write one of these letters.


[image: alt]


[image: alt]


[image: alt]


[image: alt]


京权图字：01-2002-6577

Originally published by Oxford University Press, Great Clarendon Street, Oxford. © 2000

This edition is licensed for sale in the People's Republic of China only and not for export
therefrom.

'Oxford' is a registered trademark of Oxford University Press.

只限中华人民共和国境内销售，不包括香港特别行政区、澳门特别行政区及台湾省。不得出口。

图书在版编目（CIP）数据

阿拉丁和神灯：英汉对照 ／（英）迪安（Dean, J.）改写；王海龙译．— 北京：外语教学与研究出版社，2003.9（2014.9 重印）

（书虫·牛津英汉双语读物）

书名原文：Aladdin and the Enchanted Lamp

ISBN 978-7-5600-3650-2




Ⅰ．阿…　Ⅱ．①迪…　②王…　Ⅲ．英语—对照读物，童话—英、汉　Ⅳ．H319.4:I




中国版本图书馆CIP数据核字（2003）第070417号







出版人：　蔡剑峰

责任编辑：易　璐

封面设计：刘　莎

出版发行：外语教学与研究出版社

社　　址：北京市西三环北路19号（100089）

网　　址：http://www.fltrp.com

版　　次：2003年9月第1版

书　　号：ISBN 978-7-5600-3650-2

*　　*　　*

凡侵权、盗版书籍线索，请联系我社法律事务部

举报电话：(010)88817519　　电子邮箱：banquan@fltrp.com

法律顾问：立方律师事务所　刘旭东律师

　　　　　中咨律师事务所　殷　斌律师


内容简介

阿拉丁是一个懒惰的孩子。他不喜欢劳动，成天和朋友们在市场上玩耍。他和母亲都很穷，经常挨饿。但阿拉丁从来都不工作，也不帮助他的母亲。

有一天，阿拉丁的叔叔阿巴那扎尔来到这个城市。“我很有钱。”他跟阿拉丁和他母亲说。他给了他们一些金子，给阿拉丁买了一件漂亮的新外套，还说想继续帮助他们。阿拉丁非常高兴。

但其实阿巴那扎尔并不是阿拉丁的叔叔。他是来自摩洛哥的一位魔法师，他想找到一盏神灯。他知道那盏灯在一个阿拉伯城市附近的一座神奇的地下花园里，只有这个城市里的一个穷孩子能进入花园找到那盏神灯，这个男孩的名字叫阿拉丁。


ALADDIN
AND THE ENCHANTED LAMP

Aladdin is a lazy boy. He does not like work and he plays all day with his friends in the market. He and his mother are very poor, and are often hungry, but Aladdin never works, and never helps his mother.

One day Aladdin's uncle, Abanazar, arrives in the city. 'I am a rich man,' he tells Aladdin and his mother. He gives them gold, buys Aladdin a beautiful new coat, and wants to help them. Aladdin is very happy.

But Abanazar is not Aladdin's uncle. He is a magician from Morocco, and he wants to find an enchanted lamp. He knows the lamp is in a magical garden under the ground, near a city in Arabia. Only a poor boy from the city can get into the garden and find the lamp. And that boy's name is Aladdin...
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1
Help from a rich man

Many years ago, in a city in Arabia, there was a boy called Aladdin. He lived with his mother in a little house near the market, and they were very poor. Aladdin's mother worked all day, and sometimes half the night, but Aladdin never helped her.

He was a lazy boy and he did not like to work. He only wanted to play all the time. Every morning he ran through the streets to the market. There, he talked and laughed and played with his friends all day. Then in the evening he went home for his dinner.

And every night his mother said to him: 'Oh, Aladdin, Aladdin! You are a lazy boy — a good-for-nothing! When are you going to do some work, my son?'

But Aladdin never listened to his mother.

One day in the market there was an old man in a long black coat. Aladdin did not see him, but the old man watched Aladdin very carefully. After some minutes he went up to an orange-seller and asked:

'That boy in the green coat — who is he?'

'Aladdin, son of Mustafa,' was the answer.

The old man moved away. 'Yes,' he said quietly. 'Yes, that is the boy. The right name, and the right father.'

Then he called out to Aladdin: 'Boy! Come here for a minute. Is your name Aladdin? Aladdin, son of Mustafa?'

Aladdin left his friends and came to the old man. 'Yes,' he said, 'I am Aladdin, son of Mustafa. But my father is dead. He died five years ago.'

'Dead!'said the old man.'Oh, no!'He put his face in his hands and began to cry.

'Why are you crying?' asked Aladdin. 'Did you know my father?'

The old man looked up. 'Mustafa was my brother!' he said. 'I wanted to see him again, and now you tell me he is dead. Oh, this is not a happy day for me!' Then he put his hand on Aladdin's arm. 'But here is my brother's son, and I can see Mustafa in your face, my boy. Aladdin, I am your uncle, Abanazar.'

'My uncle?' said Aladdin. He was very surprised. 'Did my father have a brother? I didn't know that.'

'I went away before you were born, my boy,' said the old man. 'Look.' He took ten pieces of gold out of his bag, and put them into Aladdin's hands. 'Go home to your mother and give this money to her. Tell her about me, and say this:"Her husband's brother wants to meet her, and he is going to visit her tomorrow."'

Ten pieces of gold is a lot of money and Aladdin was very happy. He ran home quickly and gave the gold to his mother. At first she was afraid.

'Where did you get this, Aladdin? Did you find it? It isn't our money. You must give it back.'

'But it is our money, Mother,' said Aladdin. 'My uncle, my father's brother, gave the money to us. Uncle Abanazar is coming to visit us tomorrow.'

'Who? You don't have an uncle Abanazar.'

'But he knows my name, and my father's name,' Aladdin said. 'And he gave ten pieces of gold to me. He's very nice. You must make a good dinner for him.'

The next day Abanazar arrived at Aladdin's house.

'My sister!' he said and smiled. 'My dead brother's wife! I am happy to find you and Aladdin.'

'Sit down, Abanazar. We're happy to see you in our poor home,' Aladdin's mother said. She put meat, rice and fruit on the table. 'But I don't understand. Why did my husband never speak about you?'

'I'm sorry, my sister. When we were young, my brother and I were not friends for many years. Then I went away to a far country. I am an old man now and wanted to see my brother again and take his hand. But he is dead, and I cannot speak to him or say goodbye to him now!'

Abanazar had tears in his eyes and Aladdin's mother began to cry too.

'But I am home again now,' the old man said, 'and I can help my brother's wife and his son, because I am a rich man.' He looked at Aladdin. 'Aladdin, my boy, what work do you do?'

Aladdin did not answer and his face was red.

'Oh, don't ask Aladdin questions about work!' his mother said. 'He never works. He plays with his friends all day, and only comes home when he is hungry.'

'Well, my boy, tomorrow we must get a new coat for you. Then we can talk about work. Would you like to have a shop in the market perhaps?'

Aladdin smiled. 'A shop,' he thought, 'and me, a rich market-seller. Why not?'



Arabia n. 阿拉伯（半岛）。

all the time during the whole of the time referred to. 一直，始终。

good-for-nothing n. worthless person. 无用的人，饭桶。

move away leave. 离开，走开。

see vt．perceive with the eyes. 看见，看到。

visit vt．go or come to see. 访问，拜访。

give back return... to its rightful owner. 归还。

arrive at reach a destination. 到达，抵达。

speak about mention; speak of. 提起，说起。

coat outer garment with sleeves; overcoat or jacket. 上衣，外套；大衣。

talk about discuss. 讨论，谈论。

Would you like...? 你想……吗？你希望……吗？


1．一个富人的帮助

很多年以前，在一个阿拉伯城市里，有一个男孩儿叫阿拉丁。他和他的母亲住在市场附近一个很小的屋子里，过着穷苦的日子。阿拉丁的母亲整天都在辛勤地劳作，有时甚至忙碌到深夜，但阿拉丁从来都不帮助她。

他很懒惰，不喜欢劳动，只想整天玩耍。每天早晨他都穿过街道跑到市场上，一整天都和伙伴们在那儿说笑嬉戏，傍晚时分才回家吃饭。
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每天晚上他的母亲都对他说：“唉，阿拉丁，阿拉丁！你这个懒惰的孩子——真是没用！你什么时候才能做点儿事呢，儿子？”

但阿拉丁从来都不听母亲的话。

一天，市场上来了一个身穿黑色长袍的老头儿。阿拉丁并没有注意到他，老头儿却在仔细地观察着阿拉丁。过了好一会儿他走到一个卖橘子的摊贩前问道：

“那个穿绿衣服的男孩子——他是谁啊？”

“阿拉丁，穆斯塔法的儿子。”摊贩答道。

老头儿随即走开了。“是的，”他低声地自言自语道，“是的，就是这个男孩儿。就是这个名字，他父亲的名字也对。”

然后他冲阿拉丁喊道：“孩子！过来—下。你是叫阿拉丁吗？阿拉丁，穆斯塔法的儿子？”

阿拉丁离开他的伙伴们来到老头儿面前。“是的，”他说，“我是阿拉丁，穆斯塔法的儿子。但我父亲已经死了，他五年前就死了。”

“死了！”老头儿说，“哦，不！”他用手蒙着脸哭了起来。

“你为什么哭？”阿拉丁问道，“你认识我父亲吗？”

老头儿抬起头来。“穆斯塔法是我的兄弟！”他说，“我很想见到他，却得知他已经死了。哦，对我来说这是多么悲惨的一天啊！”他把手搭在阿拉丁的臂上，“但我兄弟的儿子在这里，我可以从你的脸上看到穆斯塔法的影子，我的孩子。阿拉丁，我是你的叔叔阿巴那扎尔啊。”

“我的叔叔？”阿拉丁很惊讶，“我父亲有个兄弟吗？可我并不知道。”

“在你出生之前我就离开了，我的孩子，”老头儿说道，“拿着。”他从钱袋里拿出10枚金币交到阿拉丁的手中，“回家把这些钱给你母亲，告诉她她丈夫的兄弟想来看她，他明天就会来。”

10枚金币是很大一笔钱，阿拉丁很高兴。他飞快地跑回家中把金币交给母亲。起初她很害怕。

“阿拉丁，你是从哪儿弄来这些钱的？是捡来的吗？这不是我们的钱，你必须还回去。”

“但这确实是我们的钱啊，妈妈，”阿拉丁说，“这是我叔叔、我父亲的兄弟给咱们的钱。阿巴那扎尔叔叔明天会来看咱们。”

“谁？你没有一个叫阿巴那扎尔的叔叔啊。”

“但他知道我的名字，也知道我父亲的名字，”阿拉丁说，“他给了我10枚金币。他是一个非常好的人。你要好好地给他做顿饭。”

第二天阿巴那扎尔来到阿拉丁的家中。

“我的嫂子！”他微笑道，“我死去的兄弟的妻子！我很高兴能找到你和阿拉丁。”

“快请坐，阿巴那扎尔。很高兴在我们的寒舍见到你，”阿拉丁的母亲说。她把肉、米饭和水果摆上桌。“但我还是不明白，我丈夫怎么从来都没有提起过你呢？”
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“我很惭愧，嫂子。我们都还年轻的时候，我和我兄弟的关系有很多年都不是很好。后来我就离家去了一个遥远的国度。现在我老了，想再见到我的兄弟，跟他和好。但他已辞世，我不能和他说话，也不能和他说再见了！”

阿巴那扎尔眼含热泪，阿拉丁的母亲也哭了起来。

“但我现在回家了，”老头儿说，“我可以帮助我兄弟的妻子和儿子，因为我很有钱。”他转过头看着阿拉丁，“阿拉丁，我的孩子，你现在做什么工作呢？”

阿拉丁没有回答，脸涨得通红。

“哦，不要问阿拉丁工作的事！”他母亲说，“他从来都不工作，整天在外面跟他那些朋友们玩耍，只有饿了的时候才回家。”

“好了，我的孩子，明天我得给你买件新外套，然后我们再谈谈工作。也许你想在市场上拥有一家店铺？”

阿拉丁笑了。“一家店铺，”他暗自想道，“我会成为一个富有的店主。为什么不呢？”


2
A walk to nowhere

Early the next morning, Abanazar arrived at Aladdin's house and then he and Aladdin walked to the market.

'First of all we must look at coats,' Abanazar said.

Soon Aladdin had an expensive new coat and he felt very happy. Then Abanazar and Aladdin walked through the market and looked at the shops. They drank coffee, talked to people, and had a very good dinner. It was a wonderful day for Aladdin.

On Friday, when the market was closed, Abanazar took Aladdin to the beautiful gardens in the city. They walked under the trees and talked about a shop for Aladdin.

'You are very good to me, Uncle,' Aladdin said.

Abanazar smiled. 'But of course,' he said. 'You are my brother's son. Now, let us leave the city and go up into the hills. There is something wonderful there, and you must see it.'

They left the gardens, walked past the Sultan's palace, and out of the city up into the hills. They walked for a long time and Aladdin began to feel tired.

'It's not far now,' said Abanazar. 'We're going to see a beautiful garden—more beautiful than the garden of the Sultan's palace.'

At last Abanazar stopped. 'Here we are,' he said.

Aladdin looked, but he could see no gardens on the hills. 'Where is this garden, Uncle?' he said.

'First we must make a fire,' said Abanazar.

Aladdin did not understand, but he made a fire for his uncle on the ground. Then Abanazar took some powder out of a small box, and put it on the fire. He closed his eyes and said, 'Abracadabra!'

At once, the sky went dark. Black smoke came from the fire, and the ground under the fire began to open. Then the smoke went away, and in the ground there was now a big white stone with a ring in it.

Aladdin was very afraid. He began to run away, but Abanazar took his arm and hit him on the head.

For a minute or two Aladdin could not speak or move. Then he cried, 'Why did you do that, Uncle?'

'You must be a man now, not a child,' said Abanazar. 'I am your father's brother, and you must obey me. Don't be afraid. In a short time you're going to be a rich man. Now, listen carefully.' He took Aladdin's hand. 'Only you can move this stone. Put your hand on the ring and say your name and your father's name.'

Very afraid, Aladdin put his hand on the ring. It was not hot, but very cold. 'I am Aladdin, son of Mustafa,' he said. The stone moved easily, and now Aladdin could see stairs under the ground.

'Go down those stairs,' Abanazar said, 'and then through four big rooms. In the last room there is a door into a garden, and under one of the trees there is a lamp. You can take some fruit from the trees, but first you must find the lamp. Bring the lamp to me.'

'Please come with me, Uncle!' Aladdin said.

'No. Only you can do this, my boy.' Abanazar took a gold ring off his finger and gave it to Aladdin. 'This ring is magic and can protect you,' he said. 'Be careful, and bring me the lamp quickly!'

Aladdin put the ring on the little finger of his left hand and began to go down the stairs. It was dark and he was afraid, but he was more afraid of Abanazar.

And Aladdin was right to be afraid, because Abanazar was not his uncle. He was a magician from Morocco, and he wanted this lamp very much. It was a magic lamp, and only a poor boy from the city could get it for him—a boy called Aladdin.

Aladdin went down a hundred stairs and into the first room. Down here, it was not dark and he went quickly through the rooms to the door into the garden. There were trees in the garden, with beautiful fruit of different colours—white, red, green, and yellow.

He soon found the lamp, under one of the trees. 'Why does my uncle want this dirty old lamp?' he thought. He put it in his pocket. Then he began to take fruit from the trees, and to put it in every pocket of his coat. After that he went back to the stairs and began to go up. Soon he could see Abanazar and the blue sky.

'Give the lamp to me,' Abanazar said, and put out his hand. 'Quickly, boy, the lamp!'

Aladdin could not get the lamp out of his pocket because it was under the fruit. He looked at Abanazar's angry face and was afraid.

'First help me out, then you can have the lamp,' he said. 'Please, Uncle!'

'First the lamp,' cried Abanazar. 'Give me the lamp!'

'No!' Aladdin said.

'You good-for-nothing! You dog! You and the lamp can stay down there!' Angrily, Abanazar ran to the fire and put more powder on it. 'Abracadabra!' he called.

The big white stone moved again, and now Aladdin could not see the sky. He was in the dark, under the ground, and could not get out.



first of all before any other thing. 首先。

wonderful adj. very remarkable or admirable. 非凡的；奇异的，奇妙的。

Sultan n．Muslim sovereign. 苏丹（某些伊斯兰国家君主的称号）。

tired adj. weary. 疲劳的，累的。

here we are we have arrived at our destination. 我们到了。

make a fire arrange and light materials for a fire. 生一堆火。

run away flee, abscond. 跑开；逃走。

stairs n. set of fixed indoor steps. 楼梯。

magic adj. be with power of using supernatural forces. 有魔力的。

protect vt. keep (person etc.) safe. 保护。

magician n. person who is skilled in magic. 魔法师。

help... out 帮人解忧；救……出来。

stay down there 留在下面。

get out leave or escape. 离开，逃出。


2．不知走向何处

第二天一早，阿巴那扎尔就来到阿拉丁的家里，带着阿拉丁去了市场。

“首先我们必须帮你挑选衣服。”阿巴那扎尔说。

很快阿拉丁就有了一件崭新的、价格不菲的外套，他非常高兴。然后他们就开始逛市场，看了很多家商店。他们喝了咖啡，和人们聊天，还吃了一顿丰盛的晚餐。对阿拉丁来说这真是美好的一天。
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星期五市场关门以后，阿巴那扎尔就带着阿拉丁去了城里那座美丽的公园。他们在树下散步，讨论着为阿拉丁开店铺的事。

“你对我真是太好了，叔叔。”阿拉丁说道。

阿巴那扎尔露出了微笑。“那当然，”他说，“你是我兄弟的儿子。现在我们去城外的山里吧，那儿有一些美妙的东西，你必须去看看。”

他们离开公园，经过苏丹的宫殿，来到城外的山里。他们走了很长时间，阿拉丁感觉有些累了。

“不太远了，”阿巴那扎尔说，“我们会看到一个美丽的花园——比苏丹王宫里的花园还要漂亮。”

阿巴那扎尔终于停了下来。“我们到了。”他说。

阿拉丁四下里看了看，但山里没有任何花园的影子。“花园在哪儿呢，叔叔？”他问道。

“我们必须先点一堆火。”阿巴那扎尔说。

阿拉丁不明白这是什么意思，但还是为叔叔在地上生了一堆火。然后阿巴那扎尔从一个小盒子里拿出一些药粉撒在火里，闭上眼睛念念有词道：“阿不拉卡达不拉！”

天空立刻暗了下来。火堆里冒出黑烟，火底下的地面裂开了。黑烟散尽后，地面上出现了一块白色的巨石，上面还有一个环。

阿拉丁非常害怕。他拔腿就跑，但阿巴那扎尔一把抓住他的手臂，抡起一掌打在他的头上。

有那么一两分钟，阿拉丁说不出话来，也动弹不得。然后他哭了起来：“你为什么要那样做呢，叔叔？”

“你现在必须是一个男人了，而不是一个孩子。”阿巴那扎尔说，“我是你父亲的兄弟，你必须听我的。不要害怕，你很快就会成为一个富翁。现在，好好听着。”他拉起阿拉丁的手，“只有你能够移开这块石头。用手抓住这个环，同时喊出你和你父亲的名字。”

阿拉丁战战兢兢地抓住那个环。环一点也不热，倒是非常冰冷。“我是阿拉丁，穆斯塔法的儿子。”他说道。巨石很轻易地被移开了，阿拉丁看到地下有一道台阶。

“沿着那些台阶走下去，”阿巴那扎尔说，“穿过四个大屋子。在最后一个房间里有一扇门通向一个花园，园里的一棵树下有一盏油灯。你可以从那些树上摘一些果子，但你必须先找到那盏油灯，并把它带给我。”

“跟我一起下去吧，叔叔！”阿拉丁说。

“不行，只有你能做到这个，我的孩子。”阿巴那扎尔从手上摘下一枚金戒指交给阿拉丁，“这枚戒指具有魔力，能够保护你，”他说，“小心点儿，尽快把灯带给我。”
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阿拉丁把戒指戴在左手的小指上，沿着台阶走了下去。里面很黑，他很害怕，但他更害怕阿巴那扎尔。

阿拉丁感到害怕是对的，因为阿巴那扎尔并不是他的叔叔。他是一个来自摩洛哥的魔法师，他非常想得到那盏灯。那是一盏神灯，只有这座城市里一个叫阿拉丁的穷孩子才能为他拿到。

阿拉丁下了100级台阶来到第一间屋子里。里面并不暗，他很快穿过那些屋子走进了花园。花园里有很多树，树上满是五颜六色的美丽果子——有白的、红的、绿的，还有黄的。

他很快就在其中的一棵树下找到了那盏灯。“为什么我叔叔想要这盏脏兮兮的破油灯呢？”他寻思。他把它装进口袋里，然后开始从树上摘果子，直到装满了衣服上的每个口袋。之后他返回到台阶那里开始向上爬。他很快就看到了阿巴那扎尔和蓝色的天空。

“把油灯给我，”阿巴那扎尔伸出手催促道，“快点，孩子，给我灯！”

阿拉丁拿不出灯，因为它被压在那些果子下面了。他看着阿巴那扎尔那张恼羞成怒的脸，害怕极了。

“先把我拉出去，你就能拿到那盏灯了，”他说，“求你了，叔叔！”

“先把灯给我！”阿巴那扎尔喊道，“给我灯！”

“不！”阿拉丁说。

“你这个没用的东西！你这条狗！你和那盏灯一起留在下面吧！”阿巴那扎尔气冲冲地跑到火边，又往里面撒了些药粉。“阿不拉卡达不拉！”他又念起了咒语。

白色的巨石重又盖住了洞口，阿拉丁此时看不到天空了。他被关在黑暗的地下，出不去了。


3
The ring and the lamp

'Uncle Abanazar! Uncle!' Aladdin hit the stone but nothing moved. 'Don't leave me here! Please!'

Aladdin put his ear to the stone, but he could hear nothing. 'I am Aladdin, son of Mustafa,' he said, and listened again. But the stone did not move.

Then Aladdin began to cry. 'What am I going to do?' he thought, and put his head in his hands.

After a time he began to feel hungry, and took some of the fruit out of his pocket. He put some in his mouth, but he could not eat them. 'These are stones, not fruit,' he thought. 'I'm going to die down here.'

For three days and three nights Aladdin sat on the stairs and waited, but no help came. On the third day he remembered Abanazar' s ring on his finger—the ring to protect him. He could not see the ring in the dark so he put his right hand on it...

WHOOSH!

There was a sudden noise, and blue smoke came out of the ring. And then, out of the smoke came a big jinnee.

'I am here, master, I am here,' the jinnee cried. 'I am the slave of the ring. What is your wish?'

Aladdin was very surprised, and very afraid. At first he could not speak, then he said, 'Take me out of here.'

'To hear is to obey,' the jinnee said, and a second later Aladdin was back on the hills under the blue sky.

There was nobody there, and the fire was cold and black. Happily, Aladdin began to walk home.

When he got there, his mother was very happy to see him. 'Oh, Aladdin!' she cried. 'What happened to you? And where is your uncle?'

'Abanazar is not my uncle, Mother. He is a magician and a bad man. He nearly killed me.' Then Aladdin told his mother all about the fire, the magic stone, and the garden under the ground. 'Oh, I am very tired, Mother,' he said. 'I must sleep.'

Aladdin closed his eyes and slept for many hours. The next morning he opened his eyes and said: 'Mother, I'm hungry!'

'My son, I'm sorry,' she said. 'We have no rice or meat in the house. We have nothing. I must sell your new coat and get some rice with the money.'

Then Aladdin remembered the lamp from the garden.

'Wait a minute, Mother,' he said. 'Take this lamp and sell that first.'

'That dirty old thing?' Aladdin's mother said. 'I must clean it first.' She began to rub it and...

WHOOSH! Noise, fire, and red smoke came from the lamp, and out of the smoke came a very big jinnee.

'I am the slave of the lamp,' cried the jinnee. 'What is your wish, mistress?'

Aladdin's mother was afraid and could not speak, but Aladdin said, 'Bring rice and meat to us. We are hungry.'

The jinnee went away, and came back in a second with rice, meat, bread, and fruit on twelve gold plates. He put the plates in front of them and went away.

Aladdin and his mother ate and ate. Then Aladdin took one of the plates to the market and sold it for two pieces of gold.

Every day after that, Aladdin rubbed the lamp. And when the jinnee came, Aladdin said: 'Bring us rice and meat.' And every day he sold the gold plates.

Soon, Aladdin and his mother were rich.



remember vt. recall to one's memory. 回想起。

jinnee n. (in Mustlim mythology) spirit with supernatural power which is able to appear in human and animal forms. 穆斯林神话中的精灵，能变成人形和动物。

wait a minute wait for a short time. 稍等片刻。

rub vt. press against (a surface) with a to-and-fro sliding movement. 擦，磨。

noise n. sound, esp. when it is loud, unpleasant, confused or unwanted. 声音；响声；（尤指）噪声，噪音，杂音。

mistress n. woman in a position of authority or control. 有权位的女子；女主人。

sell it for... 卖了……钱。


3．戒指和灯

“阿巴那扎尔叔叔！叔叔！”阿拉丁无助地敲打着纹丝不动的巨石，“不要把我丢在这里！求求你！”

阿拉丁把耳朵凑在石头上，但什么都听不到。“我是阿拉丁，穆斯塔法的儿子。”他喊道，然后再凑上去听，但石头还是没有动。
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阿拉丁开始哭了。“我该怎么办呢？”他把头埋在两手之中沉思起来。

过了一段时间，他感觉饿了，就从口袋里掏出一些摘来的果子。放进嘴里才发现根本咬不动。“这些东西都是石头，不是果子，”他想，“看来我要死在这下面了。”

阿拉丁坐在台阶上等了三天三夜，但没有人来救他。第三天的时候他想起了手上戴着的阿巴那扎尔给他的戒指——能够保护他的戒指。黑暗中他看不到戒指，所以他伸出右手去摸……

呼啦！

伴着这突如其来的声音，一股青烟从戒指里冒了出来。随后从烟雾里现出一个巨型的神灵。

“我来了，主人，我来了，”神灵喊道，“我是这戒指的奴仆。你有什么愿望？”

阿拉丁很惊讶，也很害怕。起初他说不出话来，但最后还是说道：“把我从这里带出去。”

“听到就得遵从。”戒指神说道。阿拉丁刹那间就回到山里的地面上，他又能看到蓝天了。

周围没有人，火堆里黑色的余烬已经冰凉了。阿拉丁高兴地走上了回家的路。

回到家，母亲见到他甭提有多高兴了。“哦，阿拉丁！”她哭道，“到底发生了什么事？你的叔叔呢？”

“阿巴那扎尔不是我的叔叔，妈妈。他是一个黑心的魔法师，他差点害死我。”接着阿拉丁就给母亲讲了火堆、巨石和地下花园的事。“哦，我非常累了，妈妈，”他说，“我得先睡一觉。”

阿拉丁闭上眼睛睡了好久好久。第二天早上他睁开眼睛就说：“妈妈，我好饿！”

“儿子，我很难过，”她说，“咱们家里没有米也没有肉，什么也没有。我必须把你的衣服卖掉去买些米来。”

这时阿拉丁想起了从花园里拿来的灯。

“等一下，妈妈，”他说，“先把这盏灯拿去卖了吧。”

“那个脏兮兮的旧东西？”阿拉丁的母亲说，“我得先把它擦干净。”她开始擦拭……

呼啦！声音、火焰、红色的烟雾同时从油灯里冒了出来，烟雾里现出一个巨大的神灵。

“我是这盏灯的奴仆，”神灵喊道，“你有什么愿望，夫人？”

阿拉丁的母亲吓得说不出话来，这时阿拉丁说：“给我们弄些米和肉来，我们很饿了。”

神灵走开了，转瞬间就用12个金盘子装着米、肉、面包和水果回来了。他把盘子放在他们面前就消失了。

阿拉丁和他母亲大吃了一顿。吃完后阿拉丁就拿着其中的一个盘子到市场上卖了两枚金币。

从那以后，阿拉丁每天都擦拭神灯。等神灵来了以后，阿拉丁就说：“给我们拿米和肉来。”每天他都把金盘子卖掉。

阿拉丁和母亲很快就变得富有起来。


4
Aladdin's love

Five years later, Aladdin had a shop in the market and three market-sellers worked for him. The sellers liked Aladdin because he was good to them. The market children liked Aladdin too, because he gave them money when he walked past. Everybody liked Aladdin.

Aladdin's mother never called her son a good-for-nothing now. They had a nice house near the gardens and she had many beautiful things. But only Aladdin and his mother knew about the magic lamp and the jinnee.

One day Aladdin heard a noise in the street and stopped to listen. 'The Sultan's daughter is coming,' he heard. 'Princess Badr-al-Budur is coming!'

Six slaves carried the Princess through the streets in a litter, and the people stopped to watch. 'Princess! Princess Badr-al-Budur!' they called.

Aladdin watched when the litter came past him, and he saw the Princess's face. She was beautiful, with big dark eyes — the most beautiful woman in Arabia. The litter went past Aladdin, but for some minutes he did not move. Then he ran home.

'Mother! Mother! I saw the Sultan's daughter, Princess Badr-al-Budur, in the street.' Aladdin's face was white. 'I must have the Princess for my wife!'

'But, Aladdin...' his mother began.

'No "buts", Mother. I love the Princess and I want to marry her. Go to the Sultan and ask for me.'

'Me? Go to the Sultan's palace? No, no, no,' Aladdin's mother said. 'Listen, my son. The daughters of a Sultan do not marry poor boys from the city.'

'But we are not poor now, Mother. And we can give the Sultan something for his daughter. Wait.'

Aladdin went away and got the fruit from the magic garden under the ground. Now, of course, he knew it was not fruit, but white, red, green, and yellow jewels.

'Take these jewels, Mother, on a gold plate,' he said, 'and give them to the Sultan.'

So the next day Aladdin's mother carried a gold plate with many beautiful jewels on it to the Sultan's palace. She went into a long room, but when she saw the Sultan, his Vizier, and all his slaves, she was very afraid. So she waited quietly in the room and spoke to nobody. In the evening she went back home again with the jewels. Aladdin was very angry with her.

'Mother, you must speak to the Sultan,' he said. 'I have no father to do this for me. You must help me—I must marry the Princess. I love her!'

So the next day, and for many days after that, Aladdin's mother went to the palace, but she was always afraid to speak.

In the end, the Sultan saw her and asked his Vizier: 'Who is that woman? Why does she come to the palace every day?'

The Vizier spoke to Aladdin's mother: 'Do you want to speak to the Sultan? Yes? Come with me.'

The Vizier took Aladdin's mother to the Sultan, and she put her head on the ground at his feet.

'Get up, woman. Why do you come here every day?' the Sultan asked. 'Speak, woman.'

'Your Majesty,' Aladdin's mother said quietly, 'I have a son, a good young man. He is called Aladdin. He loves your daughter, Princess Badr-al-Budur. He cannot sleep or eat because of her. He wants to marry her.'

The Sultan laughed. 'What? Marry my daughter? Your son?'

'Your Majesty, these jewels are for you, from my son Aladdin.' And Aladdin's mother put the gold plate with the jewels in front of the Sultan's feet.

Everybody looked at the jewels, and the long room was suddenly very quiet. Then the Sultan spoke.

'These are very beautiful jewels,' he said. 'No man in Arabia has jewels more wonderful than these. Your son is a rich man — a good husband for my daughter.'

The Vizier did not like to hear this, because he wanted the Princess to marry his son.

'Your Majesty,' he said quietly in the Sultan's ear, 'my son is a rich man, too. Give him three months, and he can find better jewels than these.'

'Very well,' said the Sultan. And to Aladdin's mother he said: 'Your son must wait for three months, and then perhaps he can marry my daughter.'

Aladdin's mother went home to tell Aladdin, and the Vizier went away to speak to his son. And every day, for two months, the Vizier's son came to the Sultan and gave him gold, and jewels, and many beautiful things.

For two months Aladdin waited happily, but one day his mother came home from the market and said:

'Oh, Aladdin! Aladdin! The Princess is going to marry the Vizier's son! I heard it in the market. Everybody's talking about it.'

When Aladdin heard this, he was very unhappy. 'What can I do?' he thought. He put his head in his hands and thought for a long time. And when night came, he took out the magic lamp and rubbed it...

WHOOSH! ' What is your wish, master?' said the jinnee of the lamp.

'Bring Princess Badr-al-Budur to me,' said Aladdin.

'To hear is to obey.'

In a second the jinnee was back with the Princess asleep in his arms. He put her carefully on a bed, and then the Princess opened her eyes and saw Aladdin.

'Who are you?' she asked, afraid.

Aladdin took her hand and looked into her eyes. 'My name is Aladdin, and I love you,' he answered. 'I cannot live without you, and I want to marry you.'

Badr-al-Budur saw the love in his eyes, and smiled.

She closed her eyes again, then the jinnee carried her back to the Sultan's palace. The next morning she remembered Aladdin's eyes. 'There is no love in the eyes of the Vizier's son,' she thought. 'He thinks only of gold and of jewels.' So the Princess went to her father.

'I do not want to marry the Vizier's son,' she said. 'I want Aladdin for my husband.'

The Sultan was very surprised. 'What can we do?' he said to his Vizier. 'My daughter wants to marry this man Aladdin. He is a rich man, it is true — but who is he?'

'Ask him,' said the Vizier quickly, 'for more of those beautiful jewels, on forty gold plates. And forty slave girls, with forty slaves. Nobody is that rich.'

'Very good,' smiled the Sultan, and said to his slaves: 'Bring Aladdin's mother to me.'

When Aiaddin's mother arrived, the Sultan said: 'So! Your son wants to marry my daughter. But first he must give me forty gold plates with jewels. Forty slave-girls, with forty slaves, must carry the plates to me. Then my daughter can be his wife.'

Aladdin's mother went home and told her son, and Aladdin smiled. This was easy for the jinnee of the lamp, of course, and the next day, when Aladdin went to the palace, everybody in the city came out to watch.

First came forty slave-girls in dresses of gold, and every girl carried a gold plate with wonderful jewels on it. After them walked forty slaves in coats of gold. And last came Aladdin, on a beautiful white horse.

'What do you say now?' the Sultan said quietly to the Vizier, when he saw all these wonderful things. 'Aladdin must marry my daughter. How can I say no?' And the Sultan went to Aladdin and took his hands. 'My son,' he said. 'You can marry my daughter tonight.'

'Tomorrow, Your Majesty,' said Aladdin. 'Because, before I marry your daughter, she must have a palace—the most beautiful palace in Arabia.'

The jinnee of the lamp worked all night, and the next morning the Sultan saw from his window a beautiful new palace, with gardens of fruit trees and flowers.

'Wonderful!' he said.

'Black magic!' said the Vizier quietly.

That night Aladdin married Badr-al-Budur and they lived happily in the new palace.



walk past 走过，经过。

know about have knowledge of sth.; be aware of sth. 了解或知道某事物。

princess n. the daughter of the sovereign. 公主。 

litter n. couch carried on men's shoulders as means of transport. 轿子。

run home run to one's home. 跑回家。

jewel n. precious stone. 宝石。

Vizier n. high official in some Muslim countries. 伊斯兰国家的高官或大臣。

be angry with filled with anger. 生气的；愤怒的；发怒的。 

Your Majesty address or speak of the emperor. 陛下。

in front of in a position further forward than but close to (sb./sth.). 在（某人/某物）前面。

in one's ear very close to one's ear. 在（某人）耳边。

speak to have a conversation with. 交谈，对……说话。

in a second in a very short time. 很快。

asleep adj. not awake; sleeping. 睡着的；睡熟的。

think only of... 只想着……

dress n. garment for a woman or girl. 女装。

quietly adv. with little sound. 轻声地，悄声地。

black magic n. magic supposed to invoke evil spirits. 巫术；妖术。


4．阿拉丁的爱情

五年以后，阿拉丁在市场上开了一家店，有三个伙计为他干活。他们都喜欢阿拉丁，因为他对他们很好。市场里的孩子们也都喜欢阿拉丁，因为他走过的时候就会给他们钱。每个人都喜欢阿拉丁。

现在阿拉丁的母亲再也不说儿子没用了。他们在公园附近有一处很好的房子，阿拉丁的母亲也有了不少漂亮的家什。但只有阿拉丁和他母亲知道神灯和神灵的事。

一天，阿拉丁在街上听到一阵嘈杂声，于是停住脚步细听。“苏丹的女儿过来了，”他听到有人说，“白狄伦·布杜鲁公主过来了！”

6个仆人用轿子抬着公主从街道上走过，人们都驻足观望。“公主！白狄伦·布杜鲁公主！”他们欢呼道。

当轿子经过他身边时，阿拉丁看到了公主的脸。她很漂亮，眼睛又大又黑——她是阿拉伯最漂亮的女子。轿子过去好一会儿了，阿拉丁还是待在那儿没有动。然后他就飞奔回家。
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“妈妈！妈妈！我在街上看到苏丹的女儿白狄伦·布杜鲁公主了。”阿拉丁脸色苍白，“我一定要娶公主为妻！”

“但是，阿拉丁……”他母亲说。

“没有什么'但是'，妈妈。我爱公主，我想娶她。你去苏丹那儿为我求亲吧。”

“我？去苏丹的王宫？不，不，不，”阿拉丁的母亲说，“听着，儿子。苏丹的女儿是不会嫁给穷小子的。”

“但我们现在并不穷，妈妈。我们能给苏丹一些求亲的礼物。等等。”

阿拉丁去把那些在地下花园里摘到的果子拿了出来。现在他当然明白了这些并不是果子，而是白色、红色、绿色和黄色的珠宝。

“用一个金盘子装着这些珠宝，妈妈，”他吩咐道，“去送给苏丹。”

第二天阿拉丁的母亲就托着装满漂亮珠宝的金盘子来到苏丹的宫殿里。她走进一间长长的屋子，可当她看到苏丹、他的大臣和众多的仆从时，害怕极了。所以她就一言不发地等在那里。傍晚时，她又带着珠宝回到了家里。阿拉丁很是生气。

“妈妈，你必须去和苏丹说，”他说道，“我没有父亲来为我做这件事，你必须帮助我——我必须娶到公主。我爱她！”

第二天和以后很多天，阿拉丁的母亲都去了宫里，但她总是不敢说话。

最后，苏丹注意到了她，就问他的大臣：“那个女人是谁？她为什么每天都到宫里来？”

大臣对阿拉丁的母亲说：“你想和苏丹说话吗？想？那就跟我来。”

大臣把阿拉丁的母亲带到苏丹的面前，她俯首贴地拜倒在苏丹的脚前。

“起来吧，老太太。你为什么每天都到这儿来呢？”苏丹问道，“说来听听。”

“陛下，”阿拉丁的母亲低声说道，“我有一个儿子，一个品行很好的年轻人，他叫阿拉丁。他爱上了您的女儿白狄伦·布杜鲁公主。他现在寝食不思，只想娶公主为妻。”

苏丹哈哈大笑起来。“什么？娶我的女儿？你儿子？”

“陛下，这些珠宝是我儿子阿拉丁敬献给您的。”说着，她把装满珠宝的金盘子放在苏丹的脚前。

所有的人都把目光转向了那些珠宝，长长的屋子里顿时静了下来。然后苏丹说话了。

“这些都是非常美丽的珠宝，”他说道，“整个阿拉伯都没有人拥有比这还棒的珠宝。你儿子很富有——会是我女儿的好丈夫。”

大臣听到这个很不高兴，因为他想让公主嫁给他的儿子。

“陛下，”他对苏丹耳语道，“我儿子也很富有。给他三个月的时间，他能找到比这还要好的珠宝。”

“很好，”苏丹点头称是。然后他对阿拉丁的母亲说：“你儿子必须再等三个月，之后他也许就能够娶到我的女儿了。”

阿拉丁的母亲回家把这些告诉了阿拉丁，大臣也回去跟他儿子说了。之后的两个月里，大臣的儿子每天都要去觐见苏丹，献上金银珠宝和许多漂亮的物品。

阿拉丁高兴地等了两个月，但有一天他母亲从市场上回来对他说：

“不好了，阿拉丁！阿拉丁！公主要嫁给大臣的儿子了！我是在市场上听说的，人们都在谈论这件事。”

阿拉丁听了以后变得很郁闷。“我该怎么办呢？”他想。他两手托腮地想了很长时间。晚上他把神灯拿出来擦了擦……

呼啦！“你有什么愿望，主人？”灯神问道。

“把白狄伦·布杜鲁公主带到我这儿来。”阿拉丁说。

“听到就得遵从。”

顷刻间灯神就抱着熟睡的公主回来了。他把公主轻轻地放在床上，这时公主睁开眼睛看到了阿拉丁。

“你是谁？”她恐惧地问道。

阿拉丁拉起公主的手，看着她的眼睛。“我叫阿拉丁，我深爱着你，”他答道，“没有你我活不下去，我想娶你为妻！”

公主从他的眼神里看到了真情，释然地笑了。

她又闭上眼睛，灯神重又把她带回到苏丹的宫里。第二天一早她想起了阿拉丁的眼神。“大臣儿子的眼神里没有真情，”她暗自思忖道，“他只想着金银珠宝。”之后她就去找她的父亲。

“我不想嫁给大臣的儿子，”她说，“我想要阿拉丁做我的丈夫。”

苏丹很惊奇。“我们该怎么办呢？”他对大臣说，“我女儿想嫁给阿拉丁。他很富有，这不假——但他是谁呢？”

“向他要，”大臣很快地回答道，“向他要更多的珠宝，用40个金盘子装着。再要40个婢女和40个奴仆。没有人会那么富有。”

“好主意，”苏丹笑道。然后对他的奴仆们说：“去把阿拉丁的母亲找来。”

阿拉丁的母亲来了以后，苏丹对她说：“听着！你儿子要想娶我的女儿，就必须再给我40盘珠宝，而且必须由40个婢女和40个奴仆送来。之后我的女儿就会成为他的妻子。”

阿拉丁的母亲回到家，把苏丹的要求告诉了他儿子，阿拉丁轻松地一笑。这个要求对于灯神来说当然是太容易了。第二天，当阿拉丁往宫里去的时候，城里所有的人都出来观看。

首先走来的是40个婢女，穿着黄金做成的礼服，每人都托着一个装满了珍稀珠宝的金盘子。在她们的后面是40个奴仆，都穿着用黄金做成的外套。阿拉丁骑着一匹白色的骏马，行进在队伍的最后面。
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“你还有什么说的呢？”苏丹看到这么多珍稀珠宝后向大臣低声问道，“我女儿必须嫁给阿拉丁。我怎么还能说不行呢？”苏丹走到阿拉丁面前拉起他的双手。“我的孩子，”他说，“你今晚就可以娶我的女儿了。”

“陛下，就改在明天吧，”阿拉丁说，“因为在我迎娶你的女儿之前，她必须拥有一座宫殿——阿拉伯最漂亮的宫殿。”

灯神彻夜忙碌。第二天一早，苏丹就看到窗外建起了一座崭新漂亮的宫殿，周围的花园里栽满了果树和鲜花。

“真是绝妙！”他惊叹道。

“巫术！”大臣低声说道。

当晚阿拉丁就和白狄伦·布杜鲁公主结了婚，他们住在新的宫殿里过着幸福的生活。


5
New lamps for old

Where was Abanazar all this time? When he could not get the lamp from Aladdin, he went home to Morocco. He was very angry with Aladdin. 'But the boy is dead now,' he thought. 'And perhaps next year I can go back and get the lamp.'

One day, he got out his seven black stones. These stones were magic, and when he put them in water, the water could tell him many things. Soon, he could see the magic lamp in the water, but it was not under the white stone in the Arabian hills. It was in a palace.

'How did this happen?' said Abanazar. 'I must go back to Arabia and find this palace.'

After some months he arrived again in the city in Arabia. Soon, he saw the new palace and asked a man in the street: 'Who lives there?'

'That's Aladdin's palace,' was the answer. 'Princess Badr-al-Budur's husband, a good man—and very rich!'

Abanazar said nothing and walked away. 'That lazy, good-for-nothing boy!' he thought angrily. 'So he has the magic lamp, and he knows about the jinnee! How can I get the lamp back?'

For the next week Abanazar watched Aladdin's palace. One day Aladdin and his friends left the palace to go hunting in the hills.

'Good,' Abanazar thought, 'now I can get the lamp.'

After Aladdin left, Princess Badr-al-Budur went into the palace gardens. She sat under a tree and looked at the flowers. Then she heard a noise in the street, and called her slave-girl, Fawzia.

'What's the matter? Who's making that noise?' she asked. 'Fawzia, go and look in the street.'

When Fawzia came back, she had a smile on her face.

'Mistress,' she said, 'the children in the street are laughing at an old man. He's selling lamps, but not for money. "New lamps for old," he cries. "Give me an old lamp, and you can have a new lamp." So everybody's getting new lamps.'

Badr-al-Budur laughed. 'Do we have an old lamp for him? Yes—my husband's old lamp! Go and get it.' The Princess knew nothing about the lamp or its magic.

Fawzia went into the palace and came back with Aladdin's lamp. 'Here it is, mistress,' she said.

'Go and give it to the old man.' The Princess laughed. 'Aladdin can have a nice new lamp!'

Fawzia went out into the street with the lamp. 'New lamps for old,' the old man called, and the children behind him laughed and called, 'New lamps for old.'

The old man (it was Abanazar, of course) saw the lamp in Fawzia's hands, and knew it at once, because of the picture in the water of his magic stones. He took the old lamp, gave a new lamp to Fawzia, and then quickly walked away. He walked out of the city into the hills. Then he took out the lamp and rubbed it...

WHOOSH! At once the jinnee of the lamp came to him. 'I am here, master,' he said. 'What is your wish?'

'Carry Aladdin's palace, the Princess, and me back to Morocco at once,' Abanazar said. 'The Sultan can kill Aladdin for me.'

'To hear is to obey.'

In a second Abanazar, the palace, the gardens, and the Princess were in Morocco. And in front of the Sultan's palace there was now only a little red smoke.



get out draw out; pull out. 拿出，掏出。

go hunting 去打猎。

laugh at show that one is amused by sb./sth. 因某人或某事物而发笑。

know nothing about 对……一无所知。

walk away leave. 走开，离开。


5．新灯换旧灯

阿巴那扎尔这段时间在哪儿呢？他没能从阿拉丁手里得到神灯，之后就返回摩洛哥的家去了。他对阿拉丁恨之入骨。“但那孩子已经死了，”他想，“也许明年我再回去的时候就可以得到那盏灯了。”

一天，他拿出七块黑色的石头，这些石头是有魔力的。他把石头放进水里，可以从水中看到很多东西。很快，他就看到了神灯，但不是在阿拉伯山里的白色巨石下面，而是在一座宫殿里。
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“怎么会这样呢？”阿巴那扎尔自言自语道，“我必须回到阿拉伯，找到这座宫殿。”

几个月之后，他又回到了这个城市。他很快就找到了那座新的宫殿，他问街旁的一个人：“谁住在这座宫殿里呢？”

“那是阿拉丁的宫殿，”那人答道，“白狄伦·布杜鲁公主的丈夫，一个非常好的人，而且很富有！”

阿巴那扎尔一言不发地走开了。“那个懒惰的废物！”他忿忿地想道，“他得到了神灯，他知道了灯神的秘密！我怎样才能把灯夺回来呢？”

接下来的一周阿巴那扎尔都在阿拉丁的宫殿周围观察。一天，阿拉丁离开宫殿和他的朋友们到山里打猎去了。

“好啊，”阿巴那扎尔想，“这下我能够得到那盏灯了。”

阿拉丁走后，白狄伦·布杜鲁公主就去了宫殿的花园里。她坐在一棵树下观赏着鲜花。随后她听到街上传来一阵吵闹声，就把她的婢女法齐娅叫了过来。

“怎么回事啊？是谁在外面大喊大叫的？”她问道，“法齐娅，到街上去看看。”

法齐娅回来后，脸上挂着笑容。

“夫人，”她说，“是一群孩子在笑一个老头儿。他在卖油灯，但不要钱。'新灯换旧灯。'他这样喊道，'给我一个旧灯，你就可以拿走一盏新灯。'所以很多人都换到了新灯。”

白狄伦·布杜鲁公主也大笑了起来。“我们有旧灯换给他吗？对了——我丈夫的旧灯！快去把它拿来。”公主对神灯和它的魔力一无所知。

法齐娅回到宫里把阿拉丁的旧灯拿了出来。“拿来了，夫人。”她说。

“去把它拿给那个老头儿，”公主笑道，“阿拉丁可以有一盏漂亮的新灯了！”

法齐娅拿着灯来到街头。“新灯换旧灯。”老头儿喊道。跟在他后面的孩子们也边笑边喊：“新灯换旧灯。”

老头儿（当然是阿巴那扎尔）一看到法齐娅手中的灯，马上就认出它就是那盏神灯，因为他把魔石扔进水里后在水中看到过这盏灯。他取走旧灯，给了法齐娅一盏新灯后，很快就溜走了。他来到城外的山里，取出灯擦拭了一下……

呼啦！灯神马上来到他面前。“我来了，主人，”他说，“你有什么愿望？”

“马上把阿拉丁的宫殿、公主和我带回摩洛哥。”阿巴那扎尔吩咐道，“苏丹会替我杀了阿拉丁。”

“听到就得遵从。”

顷刻间阿巴那扎尔、宫殿、花园和公主就到了摩洛哥。在苏丹的宫殿前只剩下一缕红色的轻烟。


6
There and back again

In the evening Aladdin and his friends finished hunting and began to go home. Suddenly a friend said: 'Aladdin, look! The Sultan's men are coming, with swords in their hands. What do they want?'

'I don't know,' Aladdin answered.

When the Sultan's men arrived, they said: 'Aladdin, we must take you to the Sultan. He's very angry.'

'Why?' asked Aladdin, but the men could not tell him.

In his palace the Sultan took Aladdin to a window. 'Where is your palace?' he cried angrily. 'And where is my daughter? Answer me!'

Aladdin looked out of the window. There was only the ground and the sky—no palace, no gardens, nothing. He closed his eyes, opened them and looked again, and he had no answer for the Sultan.

'It's black magic. I always said that,' the Vizier said quietly in the Sultan's ear.

'Your Majesty.' Aladdin put his head at the Sultan's feet. 'Kill me now—I do not want to live without Badr-al-Budur.' There were tears in his eyes.

'Find her in forty days—or you die,' the Sultan said.

'I hear and obey, Your Majesty,' Aladdin answered.

But without his magic lamp, what could Aladdin do? He went out from the city, and looked and looked for his wife and his palace, but of course he did not find them. After thirty seven days he sat by a river and cried: 'Oh, Badr-al-Budur, my love! Where are you? Where can I look now?' He put his hands into the water of the river, and then he saw the magician's ring on his little finger. He began to rub it...

WHOOSH! Out of the blue smoke came the jinnee of the ring. 'What is your wish, master?' he asked.

'Find my wife and bring her back to me,' answered Aladdin. 'Please...'

'Master, I cannot do that. The jinnee of the lamp took the Princess away, and only the jinnee of the lamp can bring her back. But I can take you to her.'

'Take me then—quickly!'

'To hear is to obey.'

It is many, many miles from Arabia to Morocco, but Aladdin was there in a second. And there was his palace, in front of him. He went into the gardens and looked up at the windows.

'Badr-al-Budur,' he cried, 'are you there?'

In the palace Badr-al-Budur heard him. 'Is that Aladdin?' she thought. 'But he is far away in Arabia.' She went to the window, opened it, and looked out.

'Aladdin!' she cried. 'Oh, my love!'

For the first time in many days, Aladdin smiled.

'Come up, quickly!' the Princess called. 'The magician is not here now.'

Her slave-girl ran down and opened a little door into the gardens. Aladdin ran up to the Princess's rooms, and in a second she was in his arms.

'Oh, my love,' the Princess said. 'A bad man carried me here. A magician. His name is—'

'His name is Abanazar and I am going to kill him,' said Aladdin. 'Tell me—does he have my old lamp?'

'Yes,' Badr-al-Budur said. 'He always carries it with him. I know about its magic now, because he told me. Oh, why did I give it away?'

'Listen, my love,' said Aladdin. 'I'm going to give you some sleeping-powder. When he comes here again, you must give him a drink and put the powder in it. When he is asleep, I can kill him. Don't be afraid. I'm going to take you home very soon. Now for some good magic.'

He began to rub his ring...

WHOOSH! 'What is your wish, master?' said the jinnee of the ring.

'Bring me some sleeping-powder,' said Aladdin.

'To hear is to obey.'

In a second the jinnee was back with some sleeping powder. Then Aladdin and the Princess waited for Abanazar.

In the evening they heard him on the stairs.

'Don't be afraid,' Aladdin said quietly to his wife. 'I am in the next room and can be with you in a second.' He went quickly into the next room and stood behind the door.

Abanazar opened the door of Badr-al-Budur's room and came in. He smiled: 'You are more beautiful every day, Badr-al-Budur,' he said. 'Your husband, that good-for-nothing Aladdin, is dead now. You must marry me. You can have gold, jewels, palaces, anything! But you must be my wife.'

For the first time the Princess smiled at Abanazar.

'Why not?' she said. 'You are a rich man and I am happy here. Yes, let's drink to that.'

And she gave him a tall gold cup with the drink and the powder in it.

'Let us drink from one cup, Abanazar,' she said, and smiled at him. 'You first, then me. In my country new husbands and wives always do this.'

'To Badr-al-Budur, the most beautiful woman in Morocco,' Abanazar said happily, 'and my wife.'

He looked into Badr-al-Budur's eyes and began to drink. Very afraid, the Princess watched him. But it was a good sleeping-powder, and after five seconds Abanazar's eyes closed and he was asleep.

The Princess ran to the door of the next room.

'Quick, Aladdin,' she called.

Aladdin ran in with his sword and saw the sleeping magician. 'Well done, my love!' he said. 'Now, go into the next room and do not watch.'

Badr-al-Budur ran to the next room and closed the door. Aladdin put his hand in Abanazar's pocket and took out the lamp. He put it carefully into the pocket of his coat, and then stood up.

The sword did its work quickly, and Abanazar never opened his eyes again.

The Princess came back into the room, and ran to Aladdin. He took her in his arms.

'The magician is dead,' he said. 'And now we can go home.' He began to rub the lamp...

WHOOSH! Fire and red smoke came from the lamp. The Princess watched, afraid.

'I am here, master,' said the jinnee of the lamp. 'What is your wish?'

'Carry this palace, Badr-al-Budur, and me back to our city in Arabia. But leave that dog, Abanazar, here.'

'To hear is to obey,' said the jinnee.

*　*　*

When the Sultan looked out of his window and saw Aladdin's palace again, he was a happy man. And when he took his daughter in his arms, he was the happiest man in Arabia.

From that day, Aladdin and Badr-al-Budur lived happily in their palace. They lived for many years, and had many children. But Aladdin always carried the magic lamp with him, day and night.



love n. beloved one; sweet heart. 爱人，恋人。

look up raise one's eyes. 仰望，仰视。

in one's arms be embraced by. 在……的怀抱里。

give... away give sth. free of charge. 送出。

sleeping-powder n. powder containing a drug that helps sb. to sleep. 安眠药粉。

drink n. portion of alcoholic liquor. 一份酒（一杯酒等）。

next room the nearest room. 隔壁。 

smile at give a smile or smiles to. 对……微笑。

well done expressing praise for sth. done. 干得好。

carry vt. have (sth.) with one. 持有，带着。

day and night all the time. 日日夜夜。


6．去摩洛哥找回失去的

傍晚时分，阿拉丁和他的朋友们打完猎正往回走。突然一个朋友喊道：“阿拉丁，快看！苏丹的武士们来了，手里都拿着刀剑。他们想干什么？”
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“我不知道啊。”阿拉丁答道。

武士们走近之后，说道：“阿拉丁，我们必须把你带到苏丹那里，他非常生气。”

“为什么？”阿拉丁诧异道，但武士们也回答不上来。

在王宫里，苏丹把阿拉丁带到窗前。“你的宫殿到哪儿去了？”他愤怒地喊道，“我的女儿到哪儿去了？赶快回答我！”

阿拉丁向窗外望去。他只能看到地面和天空——没有宫殿、没有花园，什么都没有。他使劲眨了眨眼睛再看，还是没有。对苏丹他无言以对。

“那是巫术。我一直是这么说的。”大臣对苏丹耳语道。

“陛下，”阿拉丁俯在苏丹的脚前，“现在就杀了我吧——没有白狄伦·布杜鲁公主我也不想活了！”他的眼里噙满了泪水。

“限你在40天之内找到她——不然你就死定了。”苏丹说。

“遵命，陛下。”阿拉丁答道。

但没有神灯，阿拉丁能做什么呢？他出了城找啊找啊，找她的妻子和宫殿，但他当然是找不到。37天过去了，他坐在一条河边无助地哭喊道：“哦，白狄伦·布杜鲁公主啊，我的至爱！你在哪儿呢？让我到哪儿去找你呢？”他说着把手伸进了河水里，这时他看到了小指上魔法师给的戒指。他连忙伸手去擦拭……

呼啦！戒指神从蓝色的烟雾里现了出来。“你有什么愿望，主人？”他问道。

“找到我妻子并把她带回来，”阿拉丁答道，“求你了……”

“主人，我做不到。是灯神把公主带走的，也只有灯神能够把她带回来。不过我可以把你带到公主那儿去。”

“那就带我去——赶快！”

“听到就得遵从。”

从阿拉伯到摩洛哥相隔千山万水，但阿拉丁刹那之间就到了。他的宫殿就在他面前。他走进花园里，抬头往窗户里看去。

“白狄伦·布杜鲁，”他喊道，“你在那儿吗？”

正在里面的公主听到了他的声音。“是阿拉丁吗？”她想，“可他在遥远的阿拉伯啊。”她走到窗前，打开窗户向外看去。

“阿拉丁！”她叫了起来，“哦，亲爱的！”

这么多天来，阿拉丁第一次露出了笑容。

“快上来！”公主喊道，“魔法师现在不在这儿。”

她的婢女跑下去打开了通往花园的一扇小门。阿拉丁跑到公主的房间里，公主马上扑到了他的怀里。

“哦，我心爱的，”公主说道，“一个坏蛋把我带到了这里。他是个魔法师，名字叫——”

“他叫阿巴那扎尔，我要宰了他。”阿拉丁说，“告诉我——他拿了我的旧油灯了吗？”

“是的，”公主答道，“他总是把它带在身边。我现在知道它具有魔力了，因为魔法师跟我说了。天呐，我为什么要把它送给别人呢？”

“听着，亲爱的，”阿拉丁说，“我要给你一些催眠药粉。他回来以后，你必须向他敬一杯酒，并且把药粉放在里面。等他睡熟后，我就能杀死他了。千万别害怕。我很快就会带你回家。现在我来使一个小魔法。”

他伸手去擦拭戒指……

呼啦！“你有什么愿望，主人？”戒指神问道。

“给我找些催眠药粉来。”阿拉丁说。

“听到就得遵从。”

很快，戒指神就弄来一些催眠药粉。阿拉丁和公主一起等着阿巴那扎尔的归来。

傍晚时分，他们终于听到了他上楼梯的声音。

“不要害怕，”阿拉丁悄声地对妻子说，“我就在隔壁的房间里，随时可以过来帮助你。”他很快地躲到隔壁房间的门后。

阿巴那扎尔打开白狄伦·布杜鲁公主的房门走了进来。他谄笑道：“你一天比一天漂亮了，白狄伦·布杜鲁公主。你的丈夫，那个叫阿拉丁的废物已经死了。你必须嫁给我。你可以拥有金银、珠宝、宫殿，所有的一切！但你必须做我的妻子。”

公主第一次对阿巴那扎尔露出了笑容。

“为什么不呢？”她欣然说道，“你很富有，我在这儿也很高兴。好，那就让我们为这个喝一杯吧。”

她递给他一个高脚金杯，里面盛着掺了药粉的酒。

“我们就用一个杯子喝吧，阿巴那扎尔，”她对他微笑道，“你先喝，我后喝。在我们国家，新婚夫妇都是这样做的。”

“为白狄伦·布杜鲁，摩洛哥最漂亮的女人，”阿巴那扎尔高兴地说，“我的妻子。”

他看着白狄伦·布杜鲁的眼睛，开始饮酒。公主也看着他，心里害怕极了。但催眠药粉的效果非常好，五秒钟之后阿巴那扎尔就闭上眼睛睡熟了。

公主跑到隔壁的门口。

“快，阿拉丁！”她喊道。

阿拉丁提着剑跑进屋里，看到了熟睡的魔法师。“好样的，亲爱的！”他说，“现在你到隔壁去，别看着。”

公主跑到隔壁把门关上。阿拉丁把手伸进阿巴那扎尔的口袋里，掏出了神灯，然后小心地把它放进自己的外衣口袋里，站了起来。

阿拉丁手起剑落，阿巴那扎尔就再也没有睁开眼睛了。

公主跑回房间里，扑向阿拉丁。他把她紧紧地抱在怀里。

“魔法师死了，”他说，“现在我们回家。”他把神灯拿出来擦拭……

呼啦！火光和红色的烟雾从灯里冒了出来。公主很害怕地看着。

“我来了，主人，”灯神说道，“你有什么愿望？”
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“把这座宫殿、白狄伦·布杜鲁公主，还有我带回阿拉伯我们的城市里，但把阿巴那扎尔这条狗留在这儿。”

“听到就得遵从。”灯神说道。

*　*　*

苏丹重又看到窗外阿拉丁的宫殿时，很是高兴。拥抱着女儿时，他就是整个阿拉伯最幸福的人了。

从那天起，阿拉丁就和白狄伦·布杜鲁公主幸福地生活在他们的宫殿里。他们活了很多年，有了很多孩子。但阿拉丁日夜都把神灯带在身边。


ACTIVITIES
Before Reading

1. Read the story introduction of the book. How much do you know now about the story? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) Aladdin works all day in the market.

YES □／NO □

2) Abanazar comes to the city to find Aladdin.

YES □／NO □

3) Abanazar is Aladdin's uncle.

YES □／NO □

4) Aladdin can get into the magical garden, but Abanazar can't.

YES □／NO □

5) Abanazar wants to find gold and jewels.

YES □／NO □

6) There is a magical jinnee in the old lamp.

YES □／NO □

7) Aladdin is poor all his life.

YES □／NO □

2. What happens in this story? Can you guess? Choose words to complete these sentences.

1) Aladdin finds/doesn't find the lamp in the garden.

2) Aladdin gives/doesn't give the lamp to Abanazar.

3) Aladdin marries/doesn't marry the Princess.

4) Abanazar takes the Princess/Aladdin to Morocco.

5) Abanazar wants to kill/marry the Princess.

6) In the end the jinnee/Aladdin kills Abanazar.

7) The story has an unhappy/a happy ending.


ACTIVITIES
While Reading

1. Read Chapter 1, and then answer these questions.

1) Why did Aladdin's mother call Aladdin a 'good-for-nothing'?

2) Where did Abanazar find Aladdin?

3) Why did Abanazar cry?

4) Why was Aladdin surprised?

5) What did Abanazar give to Aladdin?

6) Why was Aladdin very happy about this?

7) Who did Abanazar want to help?

2. Read Chapter 2. Choose the best question-word for these questions, and then answer them.

What/Where

1) ... did Abanazar buy for Aladdin in the market?

2) ... did Aladdin and Abanazar go after the city gardens?

3) ... did Abanazar put on the fire?

4) ... could Aladdin see in the ground under the fire?

5) ... did Abanazar want Aladdin to go?

6) ... did Aladdin put Abanazar's ring?

7) ... was the lamp?

8) ... did Aladdin put in every pocket of his coat?

9) ... did Abanazar leave Aladdin and the lamp?

3. Before you read Chapter 3, can you guess what happens? Choose endings for these sentences.

1) Aladdin stays under the ground for...

(a) three hours　(b) three days　(c) three weeks

2) Aladdin sees his first jinnee. It comes out of...

(a) the old lamp　(b) the white stone　(c) Abanazar's ring

4. Read Chapter 3. Complete these sentences with words from the chapter (one word for each gap) .

1) The jinnee of the ______ said, 'To hear is to _____.'

2) The second jinnee said, 'I am the ______ of the ____.'

3) Every day Aladdin _____ the lamp, and the jinnee came.

4) Aladdin _______ the gold _____ in the market.

5) Soon, Aladdin and his mother were _______.

5. Read Chapter 4. Who said this, and to whom?

1) 'I must have the Princess for my wife!'

2) 'He cannot eat or sleep because of her.'

3) 'These are very beautiful jewels.'

4) 'My son is a rich man, too.'

5) 'The Princess is going to marry the Vizier's son!'

6) 'Bring Princess Badr-al-Budur to me.'

7) 'I do not want to marry the Vizier's son.'

8) 'But first he must give me forty gold plates with jewels.'

9) 'Black magic!'

6. Before you read Chapter 5, can you guess what happens next? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) The Vizier finds the magic lamp and takes it.

YES □／NO □

2) Abanazar comes back to Arabia.

YES □／NO □

3) The Princess gives the lamp to Abanazar.

YES □／NO □

4) Abanazar takes Aladdin to Morocco.

YES □／NO □

7. Read Chapters 5 and 6. Then join these halves of sentences.	

1) When Abanazar saw the lamp in the magic water,...

2) One day he walked in the streets by the palace...

3) Badr-al-Budur did not know about the jinnee...

4) Abanazar rubbed the lamp . . .

5) The Sultan was very angry with Aladdin...

6) The jinnee of the ring carried Aladdin to Morocco...

7) When Abanazar came to see the Princess,...

8) Then Aladdin came in and killed Abanazar...

9) but he gave him forty days to find the Princesss.

10) and he and the Princess went home to Arabia.

11) he went back to the city in Arabia.

12) and the jinnee took him and the Princess to Morocco.

13) she put some sleeping-powder in his drink.

14) and called out, 'New lamps for old. New lamps for old.'

15) so she gave Aladdin's old lamp to Abanazar.

16) and he found his wife and his palace there.


ACTIVITIES
After Reading

1. There are 21 words from the story hidden in this word search. Can you find them? The words go from left to right, and from top to bottom.
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2. What did Aladdin tell his mother when he got home from the hills? Complete the passage with 15 of the words from the word search above. (One word for each gap.) 

'In the _________ there is a beautiful _________ under the ground. Abanazar knew about it because he is a ______, and he wanted me to find a _______ under one of the trees. I found it and put it in my ________, with some _______ from the trees. But when I came back up the   ______, Abanazar was_______ with me, so I didn't give him the lamp. Then he put more _______ on the _________, and the magic white ____ moved again and I could not get out. In the end I remembered Abanazar's ____ ring. When I _____ it, a big _______ came out and put me back on the hill. Then I walked home. Oh, Mother, I'm so __________ —I must sleep now.'

3. What did the Vizier say to his son when he went home? Put their conversation in the right order, and write in the speakers' names. The Vizier speaks first ( number 3) .

1) _______'Yes, he does, but he's looking for a rich husband for his daughter. And Aladdin is very, very rich.'

2) _______'And what must I do in these three months?'

3) _______'My son, do you know a man called Aladdin?'

4) _______'But he can't! I'm going to marry Badr-al Budur! And the Sultan knows that.'

5) _______'Go to the Sultan every day, my son. And give him gold, and jewels, and many beautiful things.'

6) ________'Then we must find some better jewels, Father.'

7) ________'I don't know, but he loves the Princess and he wants to marry her. '

8) ________'Is he? How do you know that, Father?'

9) ________'Yes, we must. The Sultan is giving us three months before he says yes to Aladdin. '

10) _______'No, I don't. Who is he?'

11) _______'Because today his mother gave the Sultan some beautiful jewels. The Sultan liked them very much.'

4. Here is a new illustration for the story. Find the best place in the story to put the picture, and answer these questions.

The picture goes in Chapter _____.

1) Who are the three men in the picture?

2) What can they see out of the window?

3) Where is Princess Badr-al-Budur at this moment?

Now write a caption for the illustration.
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Caption: _________________________

5. Here is Aladdin's mother, talking about her son, but she says some untrue things. Can you correct them?

'No, I never called Aladdin a good-for-nothing when he was young! He was always a hard-working boy, and he liked to work. He never wanted to play. Now he has five shops, and twenty market-sellers work for him. We live in a palace, and soon Aladdin is going to marry the Vizier's daughter!'

6. There are a lot of magic things in this story. What did they do? Use this list to complete the sentences below. 

the jinnee of the lamp　　the seven magic black stones
the jinnee of the ring　　the magic word 'Abracadabra'
the magic trees

1) _______ brought food every day on gold plates.

2) Abanazar said ______, and the ground opened.

3) _______ built Aladdin a beautiful palace.

4) _______ took Aladdin to Morocco.

5) When Abanazar put ________ in water, the water told him many things from far away.

6) _______ took the Princess to Morocco.

7) There were jewels, not fruit, on _______ in the garden under the ground.

8) _______ brought Aladdin some sleeping-powder.

9) _______ carried the Princess to Aladdin one night. 

Which of these magic things would you like? Why?
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内容简介

“女孩儿突然用手捧住尼克的脸，吻了他的嘴唇。‘开车小心点儿，好莱坞先生。再见！’女孩儿带着甜甜的微笑说，然后转过身迅速离去了。”

尼克·洛茨感到莫名其妙。仅仅十分钟前，女孩来到咖啡馆坐在了他旁边，尼克这才认识她的。可她离去时为什么吻了他？她为什么叫他“好莱坞先生”？在开车去温哥华的路上他一直思考着这些问题，可始终找不到答案。其实，这里还有一件事尼克不知道。

当女孩对尼克说再见时有人在旁边正听着呢——这个人对“好莱坞先生”这个称呼很感兴趣。在温哥华，尼克很快便得知那个人的兴趣于己不利……


GOODBYE, MR HOLLYWOOD

'The girl suddenly took Nick's face between her hands, and kissed him on the mouth. "Drive carefully, Mr Hollywood. Goodbye," she said, with a big, beautiful smile. Then she turned and walked quickly away.'




Nick Lortz doesn't understand. He only met the girl ten minutes ago when she came and sat next to him in the café. So why does she kiss him when she leaves? And why does she call him 'Mr Hollywood'? He thinks about these questions when he is driving to Vancouver, but he doesn't find the answers. And there is one more thing that Nick doesn't know.




Somebody is listening when the girl says goodbye to him—somebody who is very interested in the name 'Mr Hollywood'. And in Vancouver Nick soon learns that it's not a friendly interest...
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1
Mystery girl

It all began on a beautiful spring morning in a village called Whistler, in Canada—a pretty little village in the mountains of British Columbia.

There was a café in the village, with tables outside, and at one of these tables sat a young man. He finished his breakfast, drank his coffee, looked up into the blue sky, and felt the warm sun on his face. Nick Lortz was a happy man.

The waiter came up to his table. 'More coffee?' he asked.

'Yeah. Great,' said Nick. He gave the waiter his coffee cup.

The waiter looked at the camera on the table. 'On vacation?' he said. 'Where are you from?'

'San Francisco,' Nick said. He laughed. 'But I'm not on vacation—I'm working. I'm a travel writer, and I'm doing a book on mountains in North America. I've got some great pictures of your mountain.'

The two men looked up at Whistler Mountain behind the village. It looked very beautiful in the morning sun.

'Do you travel a lot, then?' asked the waiter.

'All the time,' Nick said. 'I write books, and I write for travel magazines. I write about everything—different countries, towns, villages, rivers, mountains, people...'

The waiter looked over Nick's head. 'There's a girl across the street,' he said. 'Do you know her?'

Nick turned his head and looked. 'No, I don't.'

'Well, she knows you, I think,' the waiter said. 'She's watching you very carefully.' He gave Nick a smile. 'Have a nice day!' He went away, back into the café.

Nick looked at the girl across the street. She was about twenty-five, and she was very pretty. 'She is watching me,' Nick thought. Then the girl turned and looked in one of the shop windows. After a second or two, she looked back at Nick again.

Nick watched her. 'She looks worried,' he thought. 'What's she doing? Is she waiting for somebody?'

Suddenly, the girl smiled. Then she walked across the street, came up to Nick's table, and sat down. She put her bag down on the table. The bag was half-open.

'Hi! I'm Jan,' she said. 'Do you remember me? We met at a party in Toronto.'

'Hi, Jan,' said Nick. He smiled. 'I'm Nick. But we didn't meet at a party in Toronto. I don't go to parties very often, and never in Toronto.'

'Oh,' the girl said. But she didn't get up or move away.

'Have some coffee,' said Nick. The story about the party in Toronto wasn't true, but it was a beautiful morning, and she was a pretty girl. 'Maybe it was a party in Montréal. Or New York.'

The girl laughed. 'OK. Maybe it was. And yes, I'd love some coffee.'

When she had her coffee, Nick asked, 'What are you doing in Whistler? Or do you live here?'

'Oh no,' she said. 'I'm just, er, just travelling through. And what are you doing here?'

'I'm a travel writer,' Nick said, 'and I'm writing a book about famous mountains.'

'That's interesting,' she said. But her face was worried, not interested, and she looked across the road again.

A man with very short, white hair walked across the road. He was about sixty years old, and he was tall and thin. The girl watched him.

'Are you waiting for someone?' asked Nick.

'No,' she said quickly. Then she asked, 'Where are you going next, Nick?'

'To Vancouver, for three or four days,' he said.

'When are you going?' she asked.

'Later this morning,' he said. There was a letter in the top of the girl's half-open bag. Nick could see some of the writing, and he read it because he saw the word 'Vancouver'—... and we can meet at the Empress Hotel, Victoria, Vancouver Island, on Friday afternoon...

'So she's going to Vancouver too,' he thought.

Suddenly the girl said, 'Do you like movies?'

'Movies? Yes, I love movies,' he said. 'Why?'

'I know a man, and he—he loves movies, and going to the cinema,' she said slowly. 'People call him "Mr Hollywood".' She smiled at Nick. 'Can I call you "Mr Hollywood" too?'

Nick laughed. 'OK,' he said. 'And what can I call you?'

She smiled again. 'Call me Mystery Girl,' she said.

'That's a good name for you,' said Nick.

Just then, the man with white hair came into the café. He did not look at Nick or the girl, but he sat at a table near them. He asked the waiter for some breakfast, then he began to read a magazine.

The girl looked at the man, then quickly looked away again.

'Do you know him?' Nick asked her.

'No,' she said. She finished her coffee quickly and got up. 'I must go now,' she said.

Nick stood up, too. 'Nice to—' he began.

But the girl suddenly took his face between her hands, and kissed him on the mouth. 'Drive carefully, Mr Hollywood. Goodbye,' she said, with a big, beautiful smile. Then she turned and walked quickly away.

Nick sat down again and watched her. She walked down the road and into a big hotel.

'Now what,' thought Nick, 'was that all about?'

*　　*　　*

The man with white hair watched Nick and waited. After four or five minutes, Nick finished his coffee, took his books and his camera, and left the café. His car was just outside the girl's hotel, and he walked slowly along the street to it.

The man with white hair waited a second, then quickly followed Nick.

From a window high up in the hotel, the girl looked down into the road. She saw Nick, and the man with white hair about fifty yards behind him. Nick got into his car, and the man with white hair walked quickly to a red car across the street. Five seconds later Nick drove away in his blue car, and the red car began to follow him.

When the girl saw this, she smiled, then went to put some things in her travel bag.



café n. small inexpensive restaurant serving meals and drinks. 咖啡馆。

breakfast n. first meal of the day. 早餐。

waiter n. man employed to take customers' order, bring food, etc. 服务员。

on vacation on holiday. 在度假。

travel n. travelling.旅游。

picture n. photograph. 照片，相片。

across prep. from one side to the other side. 从一边到另一边，横过。

watch v. keep an eye on sb. or sth.注视。

worried adj. feeling or showing worry about sb./sth. 担忧的，担心的。

suddenly adv. happening, coming or done quickly and unexpectedly. 突然地。

come up to come close to. 走过来，走近。

remember v. have or keep sb./sth. in the memory. 记得，记着。

party n. social gathering to which people are invited. 社交聚会。

through adv. in at one side and out at the other. 穿过，通过；对穿。

famous adj. known to very many people. 著名的。

interesting adj. holding the attention; arousing curiosity. 有趣的，引起兴趣的。

interested adj. showing curiosity or concern (about sb. or sth.). （对某人或某事物）感兴趣的，关心的。

writing n. written words. 书写的文字。

movie n. cinema film. 电影。

mystery n. secrecy. 神秘，奥秘。

magazine n. paper-covered periodical, usu. weekly or monthly. 杂志。

yard n. unit of length. 长度单位码。

follow v. come or go after. 跟随；跟着。


1．神秘女孩儿

故事发生在一个美丽春日的早晨，地点是加拿大一个叫惠斯勒的村庄——这是一个美丽的小村庄，坐落在不列颠哥伦比亚省的山区。

村子里有个咖啡馆，外面摆着几张桌子，一个年轻人坐在一张桌子旁。他吃完了早餐，喝完了咖啡，抬头看看湛蓝的天空，阳光照在他脸上，暖暖的。他叫尼克·洛茨，是个快乐的人。

服务员走到他的桌子旁。“再来点儿咖啡吗？”他问道。

“是的，太好了。”尼克说着，把咖啡杯递给了服务员。

服务员看看桌子上的照相机。“来度假的吧？”他问道，“你是从哪里来的？”

“旧金山。”尼克答道。接着又笑了，“不过我不是度假的——我是在工作。我是个旅行作家，正在写一本关于北美山岳的书。我已经拍了一些你们这里的山的照片，很棒。”

两人抬头看着村子后面的惠斯勒山。晨光中的惠斯勒山显得非常美丽。

“那你是不是经常旅行？”服务员问道。

“我一直在旅行，”尼克说，“我写书，还给旅游杂志撰稿。我什么都写——不同的国家、城镇、村庄、河流、山脉，还有人们……”

服务员从尼克的头上往他身后看过去。“街对面有个女孩儿，”他说，“你认识她吗？”

尼克扭过头去看了看。“不认识。”

“不过，我想她认识你，”服务员说道，“她在很认真地观察你。”他朝尼克笑了笑，“祝你今天过得开心！”他走开了，回到了咖啡馆里。
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尼克看了看街对面的那个女孩儿。她大概有25岁，长得非常漂亮。“她确实在看我。”尼克想。这时女孩儿转身朝商店的一个橱窗看去。过了一会儿她又转回来看着尼克。

尼克打量着她。“她看起来很焦虑，”他想，“她在干什么？在等人吗？”

突然，女孩儿笑了。接着她穿过街道来到尼克的桌子旁坐了下来。她把提包放在桌子上，提包半开着。

“你好！我叫简，”她说道，“你还记得我吗？我们在多伦多的一次聚会上见过。”

“你好，简，”尼克应道。他笑了笑，“我叫尼克。可是我们没有在多伦多的什么聚会上见过。我不常参加聚会，更没去多伦多参加过聚会。”

“哦。”女孩儿说道。但是她并没有起身，也没有离开。

“喝点儿咖啡吧。”尼克说道。多伦多聚会的故事并不是真的，可当时是个美丽的早晨，还有一个漂亮的女孩儿，“可能我们是在蒙特利尔或者纽约的聚会上见过。”

女孩儿笑了。“哦，可能是吧。对了，给我来点儿咖啡吧。”

她喝咖啡的时候，尼克问道：“你来惠斯勒做什么？还是说你住在这里？”

“哦，不，”她说，“我只是，呃，只是旅行经过这里。对了，你在这里做什么？”

“我是一个旅行作家，”尼克说道，“我正在写一本关于名山的书。”

“那一定很有意思。”她说道。但她脸上的表情并不是感兴趣，而是焦虑，而且她又往马路的对面看了看。

一个留着白色短发的男人穿过马路。他有60岁上下，长得高高瘦瘦的。女孩儿在看他。

“你在等人吗？”尼克问道。

“没有。”女孩儿迅速地回答道。接着又问：“你下一站去哪儿，尼克？”

“去温哥华，待上三四天。”他说道。

“什么时候出发？”女孩儿问道。

“今天上午晚些时候。”他说。女孩儿半开着的提包里的最上面有一封信。尼克能看到上面的一些字，他默读着，因为他看到了“温哥华”这几个字——……我们可于星期五下午在温哥华岛维多利亚的皇后酒店见面……

“那她也要去温哥华喽。”他想。

女孩儿突然问道：“你喜欢电影吗？”

“电影？是的，我喜欢电影。”他回答道，“为什么问我这个？”

“我认识一个人，他——他喜欢电影，也喜欢去电影院，”她不慌不忙地说道，“人们都叫他‘好莱坞先生’。”她冲尼克笑了笑，“我也叫你‘好莱坞先生’可以吗？”

尼克笑了。“可以，”他说道，“那我怎么称呼你呢？”

她又笑了。“叫我神秘女孩儿吧。”她说道。
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“这名字挺适合你的。”尼克说道。

就在这时，那个白发男人进了咖啡馆。他没有看尼克和那个女孩儿，但坐在了离他们不远的一张桌子旁。他向服务员要了一些早餐，接着开始看一本杂志。

女孩儿看了看那个男的，目光又迅速地转到了一旁。

“你认识他吗？”尼克问她。

“不认识。”她回答。她迅速喝完了咖啡，站起身来。“我现在得走了。”她说道。

尼克也站了起来。“很高兴——”他开口说道。

但是女孩儿突然用手捧住尼克的脸，吻了他的嘴唇。“开车小心点儿，好莱坞先生。再见！”女孩儿带着甜甜的微笑说，然后转过身迅速离去了。

尼克又坐了下来，注视着她。她沿着马路走进了一家大酒店。

“这是……”尼克想道，“这都是怎么回事？”

*　　*　　*

那个白发男人看了看尼克，他在等待着什么。过了四五分钟，尼克喝完咖啡，拿了书和照相机，离开了咖啡馆。他的车就停在女孩儿去的那个酒店外面，他沿着大街不慌不忙地向自己的车走去。

白发男人等了一下，迅速跟在了尼克的后面。

女孩儿从酒店高处的一个窗户向马路看下去。她看到了尼克和跟在他后面大约50码远的白发男人。尼克钻进了自己的车里，那个白发男人马上朝街对面一辆红色的汽车走去。五秒钟后尼克开动了他那辆蓝色的汽车，而那辆红色的汽车开始尾随在他后面。

女孩儿看到这些，笑了，接着走开去往旅行包里装起东西来。


2
A hand in the back

That evening, in his hotel room in Vancouver, Nick could not stop thinking about the girl in the Whistler café. Why did she come and sit with him? She didn't know him, and that story about a party in Toronto wasn't true. And she was worried about something. But what?

And that kiss! It was nice, of course, but why did she do it? 'Maybe she liked my face,' Nick thought. 'Or my brown eyes. But I'm not going to see her again, so it doesn't matter. Forget it.'

He put some money in his pocket and went downstairs to the hotel restaurant. But there were no free tables, so he walked down to Gastown and found a restaurant there.

After dinner, he went for a walk. Vancouver was a friendly city, and Nick liked walking through Gastown and Chinatown, looking in the shops and watching the people. It was nearly dark now, and it was a busy time of the evening. There were a lot of cars, and a lot of people.

After a time, Nick began to walk back to his hotel. He came to a busy street, and waited, with a small crowd of people, to go across. A tall woman in a blue dress stood next to him. She turned and smiled at him.

'It's the first warm evening of spring,' she said. 'It's nice to be out, after the long cold winter.'

'Yeah,' said Nick. 'It's great. It's—'

Suddenly, there was a hand in his back—and the hand pushed Nick into the road. Nick fell on his face, in front of a big green car.

People screamed.

But the green car stopped, only inches from Nick's head. The woman in the blue dress ran into the road and pulled Nick to his feet.

'Are you OK? What happened?' she said.

The driver of the green car shouted angrily at Nick, but Nick did not hear him.

'Somebody pushed me,' he said to the woman. 'I didn't fall—somebody pushed me!'

'Pushed you?' said the woman. 'Who? I didn't see anybody.'

Nick looked at the faces of the people near him, but he didn't know them.

Then he saw a man's back. The man was tall and thin, and had very short white hair. He walked quickly away down the street, and did not look back.

'Hey, you!' Nick shouted. 'Wait!'

But the man did not stop, and he was soon lost in the crowds.

'Did he push you?' asked the woman in the blue dress.

'I... I don't know,' Nick said.

'Do you know him?' she asked.

'I don't know his name,' Nick said. 'But I know that short white hair. Now where did I see it before?'

The woman began to move away. 'I must get home,' she said. 'Are you OK now?'

'Yeah, I'm OK,' Nick said. 'And thanks. Thanks for your help.'

'That's OK.' the woman smiled. 'Be careful now!'

*　　*　　*

Back in his hotel, Nick sat on his bed and thought. 'It was an accident. Nobody pushed me, it was an accident. Nobody wants to kill me. And there are hundreds of men in Vancouver with white hair.'

It was one o'clock in the morning, but Nick couldn't sleep. He listened to the cars in the road, and he looked at the night sky through his hotel room window.

Then he sat at the table and tried to write some more of his book about mountains, but he couldn't think about his work. He got back into bed.

There were four or five magazines in the hotel room. They were not very interesting, but Nick sat in bed and opened one... and saw a photo of 'Mystery Girl'!

He looked at the picture very carefully. But, yes, it was her! Jan, the girl from the Whistler café.

She was next to a man of about fifty or fifty-five, and they were in the garden of a big, expensive house. They smiled at the camera, and they looked very happy.

Canadian millionaire, Howard Hutson, and his daughter, Meg, it said under the picture, at their home in Toronto. Meg Hutson! Not Jan. Not Mystery Girl. Meg Hutson, the daughter of a millionaire! Nick read it again.

'Why did she come and sit with me in the café at Whistler?' he thought. 'Millionaires' daughters don't sit with strangers in cafés, and then give them a big kiss when they leave! Why did she do it? What did she want?'

*　　*　　*

He thought back to the café in Whistler, and the girl next to him at the table. Then he remembered something. He remembered a man at a table near them in the café. A tall thin man, about sixty years old. A man with very short white hair.

Nick didn't sleep much that night.



of course certainly. 当然。

Forget it. 算了吧，不提了。

downstairs adv. down the stairs. 顺楼梯而下。

restaurant n. public place where meals can be bought and eaten. 餐馆，饭馆。

free adj. (of a place) not occupied or being used. （指地方）未占用的，空着的，闲着的。

dinner n. main meal of the day. 正餐（在西方国家一般指晚餐）。

crowd n. large number of people gathered together in the open. 人群。

in front of... before. 在……前面。

scream v. give a long piercing cry of fear, pain. 尖声喊叫，尖叫。

Are you OK? 你没事吧？

shout v. speak or call out in a loud voice. 大声说，喊，呼叫。

accident n. event that happens unexpectedly and causes damage, injury, etc. 事故，意外。

expensive adj. costing a lot (of money). 费用大的，昂贵的。

millionaire n. person who has a million pounds, dollars, etc.; very rich person. 百万富翁；大富翁。


2．背后的黑手

那天晚上，在温哥华的酒店房间里，尼克一直在想着在惠斯勒那家咖啡馆里遇到的那个女孩儿。她为什么要过来跟他坐在一起？她不认识他，那个多伦多聚会的事也是无中生有。当时有什么事情让她很焦虑。可到底是什么事呢？

还有那个吻！当然是很甜蜜的一个吻，但她为什么要那样做呢？“也许她喜欢我的脸，”尼克想道，“或者是我棕色的眼睛。可是我不会再见到她了，所以也没什么。算了吧。”

他拿了一些钱放进口袋里，下楼去了酒店的餐厅。可是那里没有空餐桌了，于是他步行去加斯敦街，在那里找了一家餐馆。

晚饭后他出去散了散步。温哥华是个友好的城市，尼克很喜欢在加斯敦街和唐人街逛，看看这里的商店，观察观察这里的人们。天色快要黑下来了，这正是夜晚繁忙的时候。到处都有很多的车、很多的人。

过了一会儿，尼克开始返回他落脚的酒店。他来到一条繁华的街道，和一小群人一道停下来等着过街。一个身着蓝色衣服的高个子女人站在他的旁边。她转过身来冲他笑了笑。

“这是开春来第一个温暖的夜晚，”她说道，“漫长寒冷的冬天过后出来走走真好。”

“是的，”尼克答道，“这样太好了。这样——”

突然，从尼克背后伸过来一只手——那只手把尼克狠狠地推到了马路上。尼克趴在了地上，刚好倒在一辆绿色汽车的前面。

人们尖叫起来。

但是那辆绿色的汽车停住了，离尼克的脑袋只有几英寸远。穿蓝衣服的女人跑到马路上把尼克扶了起来。

“你没事吧？怎么回事？”她问道。

绿色汽车的司机生气地冲尼克喊着，可是尼克并不理会他。

“有人推我，”他对那个女人说，“不是我自己摔倒的——有人推我！”

“推你？”女人问道，“谁呀？我谁也没有看到。”

尼克看看周围人的脸，可是他根本不认识那些人。

接着，他看到了一个人的背影。那个人高高瘦瘦的，留着非常短的白发。他沿着街道迅速地走开了，连看都没有回头看一眼。

“喂，你！”尼克大喊，“等等！”

可是那个人没有止步，并迅速地消失在人群中。

“是他推你的吗？”蓝衣女人问道。

“我……我不知道。”尼克答道。

“你认识他吗？”她接着问。

“我不知道他的名字，”尼克答道，“可是我认得出他的白色短发。我在哪儿见过这白发呢？”

女人要走了。“我得回家了，”她说道，“你现在没事了吧？”

“是的，没事了，”尼克答道，“谢谢你了。谢谢你的帮助。”
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“不用客气。”女人笑着答道，“从现在开始要小心点儿喽！”

*　　*　　*

回到酒店，尼克坐在床上想着：“应该是个意外。没有人推我，这是个意外。没有人要害我。何况温哥华有成百上千的人有白头发。”

已经是凌晨1点钟了，但尼克始终不能入睡。他听着街上的汽车声，透过房间的窗户望着夜空。

于是他坐在桌子旁，试图继续往下写他的关于名山的书，可是他无法静下心来进行工作。他又回到了床上。

酒店房间里有四五本杂志。杂志并没有多大意思，可是当尼克坐在床上翻开其中一本时……居然看到了一张“神秘女孩儿”的照片！

他非常仔细地看了那张照片。可是，没错，就是她！简，在惠斯勒的咖啡馆里遇到的那个女孩儿。

她坐在一个大约50到55岁的男人旁边，他们当时是在一幢很大很豪华的房子的花园里。他们对着镜头笑着，显得非常快乐。

“加拿大百万富翁霍华德·赫特森和他的女儿梅格，”照片下面这样写着，“在他们多伦多的家里。”梅格·赫特森！不是简，也不是什么神秘女孩儿，而是梅格·赫特森，百万富翁的女儿！尼克又看了一遍。

“为什么在惠斯勒的咖啡馆里她过来坐在我身边？”他这样想着，“百万富翁的女儿是不会在咖啡馆里跟陌生人坐在一起的，更不会在临走时给他们一个深深的吻！她为什么要这么做？她想干什么？”

*　　*　　*

他又回想起惠斯勒的那家咖啡馆和坐在他身旁的那个女孩儿。接着他又回想起另外一件事。他想起当时咖啡馆里坐在他们不远处的一个男人。那个高高瘦瘦、60岁上下留着白色短发的男子。

尼克那天晚上没怎么睡。


3
A walk in the park

The next day was Thursday. Nick stayed in his hotel room and wrote about mountains all morning. Then he drove to Stanley Park in the afternoon. He sat and read a book for an hour, then he went for a walk under the tall trees.

There was nobody here. It was quiet, and he could walk and think. He thought about Meg Hutson, and about the man with white hair. Did he know Meg Hutson? Did she know him? He remembered Meg Hutson's last words. Drive carefully, Mr Hollywood.

Why did she say that? Why did she call him Mr Hollywood? He didn't understand any of it.

Suddenly, he heard a noise.

He stopped. 'That was a gun!' he thought. 'There's somebody in the trees with a gun! There it is again!'

Then something hit the tree over his head.

'Somebody's shooting at me!' Nick thought. He turned and run.

And somebody began to run after him.

Nick ran through the trees. There was no sun in here, and it was half-dark. And there were no people. Nobody to help him.

'I must get to my car,' Nick thought. 'Find some people... the police...' He ran on.

He could still hear the gunman behind him, so he ran faster. After three or four minutes, he stopped and listened.

Nothing. It was all quiet.

Nick was afraid. 'What's happening?' he thought. 'Why is somebody shooting at me? First a hand pushes me in front of a car, and now somebody's shooting at me!'

He waited another second or two, then walked quickly back to his car. He was very careful. He looked and listened all the time. But nobody came out of the trees, and nobody shot at him. Then he saw people—women with young children, some boys with a football, two men with a dog. He began to feel better. 'Nobody can shoot me now,' he thought. 'Not with all these people here.'

Ten minutes later, he was back at his car.

There was a letter on the window. Nick read it. It said:

I'm going to kill you, Mr Hollywood.

*　　*　　*

Nick drove to the nearest police station. He waited for half an hour, then a tired young policeman took him into a small room. Nick told his story, and the policeman wrote it all down.

'So what are you going to do?' asked Nick.

'Nothing,' said the policeman.

'Nothing!' said Nick. 'But somebody shot at me, and—'

'Mr Lortz,' the policeman said tiredly. 'How many people are there in this town with guns?'

'I don't know,' said Nick. 'But...'

'You didn't see the gunman. Was it a man, a boy, a woman? Colour of eyes? Long hair, short hair? You don't know, because you didn't see anybody. Maybe it was an old girlfriend. Maybe somebody doesn't like your travel books, Mr Lortz.'

'But what about the man with white hair in Whistler?' said Nick. 'The girl, Meg Hutson, called me Mr Hollywood in the café, and this man heard her. And now I get a letter to Mr Hollywood on my car. Who is this Mr Hollywood?'

'We all want answers to our questions, Mr Lortz,' the policeman said, 'but we don't always get them.'

Questions. But no answers.

Nick walked out of the police station and drove to his hotel. He was angry, and afraid.

'How did the man with white hair find me in Vancouver?' he thought. 'Did he follow me from Whistler? Is he following me now? Maybe he's staying at my hotel, too. In the next room. With his gun.'



noise n. sound, esp. when it is loud. unpleasant, confused or unwanted. 响声；噪音。

shoot v. fire a gun. 开枪。

gunman n. 杀手；枪手。

quiet adj. with little or no sound; not noisy or loud. 无声的，安静的。

police station 警察局。

tired adj. feeling that one would like to sleep or rest. 困倦的，疲倦的。

girlfriend n. female companion, esp. a man's regular partner. （男子的）女朋友。


3．公园漫步

第二天是星期四。尼克整个上午都待在酒店的房间里写他的关于名山的书。下午他便开车去斯坦利公园。他坐下来看了一个小时的书，接着走进树木高大的林子里散步。
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树林里没有人。四周非常安静，让他可以边走边思考问题。他想起了梅格·赫特森，还有那个留着白头发的人。他认识梅格·赫特森吗？她又认识他吗？他想起了梅格·赫特森最后对他说的话。“开车小心点儿，好莱坞先生。”

她为什么那样说？她为什么叫他好莱坞先生？他怎么也弄不明白。

突然，他听到一声响。

他停了下来。“是枪声！”他想，“树林里有人带枪！又是一声枪响！”

接着有东西打到他头顶的树干上。

“有人在开枪打我！”尼克想着，转身就跑。

紧接着就有人开始在后面追他。

尼克穿过树林。树林里没有阳光，非常昏暗。也没有人，没有人能帮他。

“我必须回到我的车上去，”尼克这样想着，“找一些人来……去找警察……”他继续往前奔跑。

他仍能听到持枪的人在后面追他，于是他跑得更快了。过了三四分钟以后，他停下来四下里听了听。

什么也没有。四周静悄悄的。

尼克非常害怕。“出什么事了？”他想，“为什么有人开枪打我？起初有人把我往车前推，现在又有人开枪打我！”

他又等了一会儿，接着快步走回停车的地方。他非常谨慎，不时地四下张望着、听着。可是再也没有人从树林里出来，更没有人朝他开枪。接着他看到了人——带着小孩的妇女、踢球的男孩子们和两个遛狗的男子。他开始感觉好些了。“现在没人能开枪打我了，”他想道，“有这么多人，肯定没人会开枪打我了。”

10分钟后他回到了汽车旁。

车窗上有一封信，尼克看了看。上面写道：

我要杀了你，好莱坞先生。

*　　*　　*

尼克开车去了最近的一个警察局。他等了半个小时，接着一个看上去很疲倦的年轻警察把他领到一个小房间里。尼克讲了刚才的事情，警察做了记录。

“你们准备怎么处理此事？”尼克问道。

“没什么可处理的。”警察说。

“没什么可处理的！”尼克说道，“可有人开枪打我呀，还有——”

“洛茨先生，”警察懒懒地说，“这个城镇里有多少人有枪？”

“我不知道，”尼克回答，“可……”
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“你没有看见那个持枪者呀。那个人是男是女还是小孩子？眼睛是什么颜色的？长发还是短发？你不知道，因为你谁也没有看到。或许是你原来的女朋友，或许是一些不喜欢你写的旅游书的人，洛茨先生。”

“可你觉得惠斯勒的那个白发男子是怎么回事？”尼克说道，“那个叫梅格·赫特森的女孩儿在咖啡馆里管我叫好莱坞先生，那个人听到了。还有这会儿我在我的车上收到一封给好莱坞先生的信。这个好莱坞先生究竟是谁呢？”

“我们都希望找到问题的答案，洛茨先生，”警察说，“可我们不是总能找得到的。”

问题一个接一个。可都没有答案。

尼克从警察局出来，开车回酒店。他又生气又害怕。

“那个白发男子怎么能在温哥华找到我呢？”他想，“他是从惠斯勒跟踪我来到这里的吗？他现在还在跟踪我吗？也许他也住在我住的那家酒店，可能就在隔壁房间里，还带着枪。”


4
The man with white hair

Nick stopped his car in front of the hotel. He looked carefully before he got out, but there was nobody with white hair near the hotel.

He half-ran through the hotel doors and went to the desk inside.

'I'm looking for a man with very short white hair,' he said to the woman behind the desk. 'He's staying here, I think. He's about sixty years old, and he's tall and thin.'

The woman did not look very interested. 'There are a lot of visitors in the hotel,' she said. 'Do you know his name?'

'No, I don't,' Nick said. 'He's, er, a friend of a friend, you see. He arrived in Vancouver yesterday, and I must find him. It's very important. Please help me!'

The woman looked at him. 'There are three hundred and fifty rooms in this hotel,' she said, 'and maybe thirty or forty men with white hair. How can I remember all their names?' She turned away to answer a telephone call.

Nick walked away from the desk.

'A drink,' he thought. 'I need a drink.' He went into the hotel bar, got a drink and sat down at a table.

'So what do I do now?' he thought.

And then he remembered something. A letter in the girl's half-open bag in the Whistler café.

... and we can meet at the Empress Hotel, Victoria, Vancouver Island, on Friday afternoon...

And tomorrow was Friday.

'I'm going to Victoria, on Vancouver Island!' he thought. 'To the Empress Hotel!'

*　　*　　*

Nick had dinner in the hotel that evening. He finished eating and got up from his table... and saw the man with white hair.

Nick moved quickly. The man was at the hotel desk. Nick could see the white head above the other heads near the desk.

'Excuse me!' said Nick. He pushed past the people in the hotel restaurant. A small boy ran in front of him and Nick ran into him. The boy and Nick fell down on the floor. The boy began to cry.

'Hey!' said a woman behind Nick.

'I'm very sorry!' said Nick. He got up and helped the boy to his feet. 'Are you OK?' he asked the boy.

'Be more careful next time,' said the woman.

Nick moved away quickly, but when he looked back at the hotel desk, he couldn't see the man with white hair. He pushed through the crowd of people.

'That man!' he shouted at the woman behind the desk. 'That man with short white hair. Where did he go?'

The woman looked at Nick. 'Mr Vickers?' she said. 'I don't know.'

'Vickers? Is that his name?' said Nick. 'What's his room number?'

'I'm sorry, I can't tell you that,' the woman said.

'But I need to—' began Nick.

The woman turned away to answer the telephone.

After a second or two, Nick went upstairs to his room.

'Vickers,' he thought. 'Does Meg Hutson know Mr Vickers? I need some answers, and I need them quickly!'



look for search for or try to find (sb./sth.). 寻找或寻求（某人或某事）。

visitor n. person who stays temporarily at a place or with a person. 游客；宾客。

important adj. very serious and significant. 重要的；重大的。

turn away stop facing or looking at sb./sth. 转过脸不面对或不再看着某人或某物。

bar v. room in a hotel, public house, etc. in which drinks are served. （旅馆、客栈等的）酒吧间。

fall down stop standing, esp. suddenly. 倒下（尤指突然间）。

get up stand after sitting, kneeling, etc. 站起，起来。


4．白发男子

尼克在酒店前停了车。下车前他仔细观察了一番，可酒店附近没有什么白发男子。

他小跑着穿过了酒店的大门，来到里边的前台。
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“我找一个留着白色短发的人，”他对前台里面的女人说，“我想他住在这里。他大约60岁上下，又高又瘦。”

那个女的看起来并不十分在意。“酒店里有很多客人，”她说，“你知道他的名字吗？”

“不，不知道，”尼克答道，“他是，呃，是一个朋友的朋友，你明白吧。他昨天到的温哥华，我必须找到他。这很重要。拜托请帮帮忙！”

女人看着尼克。“酒店里有350个房间，”她说，“或许有三四十个男人都留着白发。我怎么能记得住他们所有人的名字？”她转过身去接电话了。

尼克离开了前台。

“喝一杯，”他想，“我需要喝一杯。”他走进酒店里的酒吧，要了杯酒，坐了下来。

“那我现在做些什么？”他思索着。

于是他回忆起了什么，就是在惠斯勒的那家咖啡馆，那个女孩儿半开的包里的一封信。

“……我们可于星期五下午在温哥华岛维多利亚的皇后酒店见面……”

明天就是星期五。

“我得去温哥华岛的维多利亚！”他想，“去皇后酒店！”

*　　*　　*

那天晚上尼克在酒店吃晚餐。吃完饭后他从餐桌旁站起身来……看到了那个白发男子。

尼克赶紧走了过去。那个男人站在酒店的前台旁边。尼克能看到那个高出人丛的白色脑袋。

“对不起，请让一下！”尼克说道。他推开酒店餐厅里的人群。一个小男孩儿挡住了他的去路，尼克撞到了他。男孩儿和尼克都摔倒在地上。男孩儿哭了起来。

“嗨！”尼克身后的一个女人喊道。

“非常抱歉！”尼克说道。他站起来，把那个小男孩儿也扶了起来。“你没事吧？”他问男孩儿。

“下回小心点儿。”女人说道。

尼克赶紧走开，可当他回过头往前台那边看时，那个白发男子却不见了。他冲出了人群。

“就是那个男的！”他朝前台的那个女人喊道，“那个留着白色短发的男人。他去哪儿了？”

女人看了尼克一眼。“维克斯先生？”她说道，“我不知道。”

“维克斯？他叫维克斯吗？”尼克问道，“他住在哪个房间？”

“对不起，这个我不能告诉你。”女人说道。

“但是我需要——”尼克恳求道。

女人转过身去接电话了。

不一会儿，尼克回到了他楼上的房间。

“维克斯，”他想，“梅格·赫特森认识维克斯先生吗？我得找到答案，马上找到！”


5
Vancouver Island

Tsawwassen was about twenty-three miles south of Vancouver. Nick drove there in his car the next morning for the one o'clock ferry to Vancouver Island. Every five minutes, he looked behind him. The road was busy—black cars, white cars, red cars, green cars. Maybe Vickers was in one of them.

At Tsawwassen Nick drove his car on to the ferry. There were a lot of cars and crowds of people. Nick got out of his car and walked up and down the ship. He looked for a man with white hair but he didn't see one.

Soon the ferry began to move and Nick felt better. He found the ferry restaurant and got something to eat. More people came in. Nick looked at the faces of all the older men. Some had hats on, so he looked for somebody tall and thin, but there was nobody.

'Maybe he's not on the ferry,' Nick thought. 'Maybe he's back in Vancouver.'

Later, Nick walked around the ship again. Once, he thought he saw the man with white hair in the crowds, but he could not be sure.

Ninety minutes after leaving Tsawwassen, the ferry arrived at Swartz Bay on Vancouver Island, and Nick went back down to his car.

Swartz Bay was twenty miles north of Victoria. Nick drove quickly, and again, looked behind him every four or five minutes. Once, he saw a red car about two hundred yards behind him.

'Did I see that car on the road from Vancouver to Tsawwassen?' he thought.

He drove more slowly, but the red car still stayed two hundred yards behind him, and Nick couldn't see the driver's face or hair.

Soon he was in the busy streets of Victoria, and Nick didn't see the red car behind him again.

Victoria was a city of gardens and beautiful old buildings. Nick liked Victoria very much, but today he wasn't interested in gardens or buildings.

He found the Empress Hotel, went inside and walked across to the desk.

'Can I help you?' a young man asked Nick.

'I'm meeting a friend here this afternoon,' said Nick. 'Miss Hutson.'

'Hutson?' said the young man. 'Wait a minute.' He went away and came back. 'Sorry, but there's no Miss Hutson staying here.'

Nick took something from his pocket. It was the photograph of Meg and her father, from the magazine. 'This is her,' he said.

The young man looked at the picture. 'Oh, right. You mean Howard Hutson's daughter,' he said. 'She's not staying here, but I saw her ten or fifteen minutes ago. She was with somebody—a man. He asked me about the tea room.'

'The tea room?' said Nick. 'Where's that?'

*　　*　　*

The man with short white hair was tired. He couldn't sleep and he couldn't eat. He thought about only one thing, all the time. He drove and he watched, and he waited and he followed.

When he drove into Victoria, the streets were busy, and suddenly he lost the blue car in front of him. Angrily, he drove around the city, past all the big hotels. 'I must find him,' he said. 'I must do it. Today.'

Then he saw the Empress Hotel, and in the street outside it, a blue car.

He drove past the hotel, left his car, and ran back down the street. He went across the road and walked past the downstairs windows. There was a big room with tables and chairs, and a lot of people. He looked carefully at all the faces.

'There she is!' he said suddenly.

There were two men with the girl. He couldn't see their faces, only the backs of their heads, but one of the men was in a green shirt.

'Mr Hollywood,' the man said, and smiled. 'Goodbye, Mr Hollywood.' People in the street turned to look at him, but the man did not see them.

He walked up to the doors of the hotel and put a hand into his pocket. Inside, the gun was cold and hard.



ferry n. boat that carries people and good s across a stretch of water. 渡船。

bay n. part of the sea enclosed by a wide curve of the shore. 海湾。

Can I help you? 可以帮你吗？

stay v. remain or continue in the same place. 停留；留下。

pocket n. small bag sewn into or onto a garment and forming part of it, for carrying things in. （衣服上的）口袋，袋子，兜儿，衣袋。

inside adv．on or to the inside. 在或向里面。


5．温哥华岛

吐瓦森在温哥华以南大约23英里处。尼克第二天上午开车赶往那里，为的是赶下午1点的渡轮去温哥华岛。他每隔5分钟就往后看看。公路上很繁忙——黑色的车，白色的车，红色的，还有绿色的。或许维克斯就在其中的一辆车里。

尼克把车开上了吐瓦森的渡轮。那里停了很多车，人群也熙熙攘攘的。尼克从车里出来，在船上四处转了转。他想看看有没有留着白头发的人，可是没有看到。

渡轮很快就开动了，尼克也感觉好点儿了。他找到了渡轮上的餐厅，要了些东西吃。随后，更多的人来到了餐厅。尼克打量着每一个上岁数的人的脸。有人还戴着帽子，于是他就找又高又瘦的人，但还是什么也没发现。

“也许他没在这艘渡轮上，”尼克想，“也许他回温哥华去了。”

过了一会儿，尼克又在船上走了一圈。他一度觉得好像在人群中看到了那个白发男子，可他也说不准。

渡轮离开吐瓦森90分钟后就到达了温哥华岛的斯瓦茨湾，尼克回到了他的车上。

斯瓦茨湾位于维多利亚北面20英里处。尼克把车开得飞快，仍旧每隔四五分钟就回头看看。有一次，他看到在他后面大约200码远的地方有一辆红色的车。

“从温哥华去吐瓦森的路上我看到那辆车了吗？”他想道。
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他放慢了车速，可那辆红色的车始终在他后面200码开外，而尼克又看不见司机的脸和头发。

尼克很快就来到了维多利亚繁华的街道上，也就又看不到后面那辆红色的车了。

维多利亚是个美丽的城市，有很多花园和漂亮的古建筑。尼克很喜欢这里，可是今天他对花园和建筑都没有兴趣。

他找到了皇后酒店，进去径直走到前台。

“我能为你做些什么吗？”一个年轻人问尼克。

“我今天下午要在这儿见一个朋友，”尼克说道，“赫特森小姐。”

“赫特森？”年轻人说，“等一下。”他走开了一会儿又回来了，“对不起，赫特森小姐不住在这里。”

尼克从口袋里掏出了什么东西。是梅格和他父亲的照片，从那本杂志上剪下来的。“这就是赫特森小姐。”他说。

年轻人看了看照片。“哦，是的。你是说霍华德·赫特森的女儿，”他说，“她不住在这儿，可我10到15分钟之前看到她了。她跟一个人在一起——一个男的。他向我打听茶座在哪里。”

“茶座？”尼克问，“茶座在哪里？”

*　　*　　*

那个留着白色短发的男人已经很疲倦了。他吃不好，睡不好，一直都只想着一件事。他要么开车赶路，要么盯梢观察，要么等待，要么跟踪。

当他开车到了维多利亚时，街上非常繁忙，他突然找不到前面那辆蓝色的车了。他气急败坏地开着车转遍了整个城市，看过了所有的大酒店。“我必须找到他，”他说，“我必须找到他。就在今天。”

后来他发现了皇后酒店，在酒店门口的街边停着一辆蓝色的车。

他开车从酒店门口经过，下了车，又往回跑到了街上。他穿过马路从楼下的窗前走过。那儿有一间大屋子，里面摆着桌椅，还有很多人。他仔细地观察着每张面孔。

“她在那儿！”他突然叫道。

女孩儿和两个男人在一起。他看不到男人的脸，只能看到他们的后脑勺，但其中一个男的穿着绿色的衬衣。

“好莱坞先生，”白发男人说道，脸上带着微笑，“别了，好莱坞先生。”街上的行人转过身来看着他，可白发男人根本没理会他们。

他上了楼，来到酒店门口，一只手伸进了口袋。口袋里面是一支冰冷、坚硬的枪。


6
A tea party

Nick looked through the doors of the tea room in the Empress Hotel.

Meg Hutson sat at a table with a man. The man was about thirty, or maybe a year or two younger. He was tall, and brown from the sun. He wore a white shirt, white trousers, and white shoes. He said something to Meg, and she laughed. She looked very happy.

A waiter came up to Nick. 'Can I get you some tea?' he asked.

'No, thanks,' said Nick. 'I'm with the two people over there.' And he walked across to Meg's table.

'Hello, Mystery Girl,' said Nick. 'Remember me? We met at Whistler. Your name was Jan then. But maybe today it's Meg Hutson.'

Meg Hutson looked up at him. 'Oh,' she said, and her face went red.

'Who is this, Meg?' asked the man.

'This is Nick,' said Meg. 'He's a writer. Nick, this is Craig Winters.'

'Sometimes called Mr Hollywood?' said Nick.

'Maybe. But how did you know that?' asked Craig Winters.

'I guessed,' said Nick. 'And I think I'm beginning to understand. Can I ask you a question, Mr Winters? Does somebody want to kill you?'

Craig Winters' face went white. 'Kill me?'

'What are you talking about?' asked Meg.

'Before I tell you, answer this question, please,' said Nick. 'You called me Mr Hollywood in Whistler. And you wanted the man at the next table, the man with white hair, to hear you. Is that right?'

Meg Hutson did not answer at first. Then she said quietly, 'Yes.'

'Why?' asked Nick.

'I wanted him to follow you, and not me.'

'Why?' Nick asked again.

'I think he's a detective,' said Meg. 'And I think he's working for my father. I saw him soon after I left Toronto. He followed me.' Meg put her hand on Craig Winters' arm.

'My father doesn't like Craig. A month ago, he told me not to see Craig again. I'm not happy, and he knows that. I think he guessed that I'm meeting Craig. And now he wants to find Craig and stop him seeing me.'

'Stop him?' said Nick. 'Or kill him?'

'No!' Meg Hutson said. 'Daddy doesn't—'

'The man with white hair pushed me in front of a car in Vancouver,' Nick told her. 'And he shot at me in Stanley Park.'

'What!' said Meg.

'Tell—tell me about this man with white hair,' Winters said suddenly.

Nick looked at him. 'He's about sixty, and he's tall and thin,' he said.

'Do you know his name?' asked Winters.

'Vickers,' said Nick.

Craig Winters suddenly looked ill. 'Did he—did he follow you to Victoria? Did he follow you here?'

'I don't know,' said Nick. He watched Winters. 'You're afraid of him. Why? Why does this man Vickers want to kill you, Winters?'

Before Craig Winters could answer, Meg's face went white. 'Oh, no!' she said. 'Look! Look over there, by the door!'

Nick and Craig Winters turned to look. At the door of the tea room stood the man with white hair. He looked up and down the room, and then he saw them, and began to walk across to their table. His hand was in his pocket.

For a second or two the three people at the table did not move. Then Craig Winters jumped to his feet. 'That's Mr Hollywood!' he screamed. 'That man there!' And he pointed at Nick.

The man's hand came out of his pocket—with a gun. 'This is for Anna!' he shouted.

Nick moved very fast. The tea table went over, and Nick was down on the floor in a second. The shot went over his head, and Meg screamed. At the same time Craig Winters shouted out and put a hand on his arm. There was blood on his white shirt. Then more people began to scream, and two waiters pulled the man with white hair down on to the floor.

'Get the police!' somebody shouted.



be with... 和……在一起。

understand v. grasp the meaning of 懂，理解；领会。

Is that right? 是那样吗？

detective n. person. esp. a police officer, whose job is to investigate and solve crimes. 侦探。

ill physically or mentally unwell; sick. （身体或精神上的）不适，不健康，有病。

go white（脸色）变白。

blood n. red liquid flowing through the bodies of humans and animals. 血。


6．茶会

尼克从皇后酒店茶座的门口往里看去。

梅格·赫特森和一个男人坐在桌子旁。那个男人有30来岁，或者还要年轻一两岁，个子很高，脸被太阳晒成了棕色。他穿着白衬衣，白裤子和一双白鞋子。他对梅格说了些什么，她笑了。她看起来非常高兴。

一位服务员走到尼克跟前。“来些茶吗？”他问道。

“不了，谢谢，”尼克说，“我是跟那边那两个人一起的。”接着他便朝梅格的桌子走去。

“你好，神秘女孩儿，”尼克向她打招呼，“还记得我吗？我们在惠斯勒见过。你那时候叫简，可今天也许叫梅格·赫特森吧。”

梅格·赫特森抬头看着他。“哦。”她开口道，脸色变红了。

“这位是谁，梅格？”那个男的问道。

“这是尼克，”梅格说道，“是位作家。尼克，这是克雷格·温特斯。”

“有时也叫好莱坞先生，是不是？”尼克说。

“也许是。可你是怎么知道的？”克雷格·温特斯问道。

“我猜的，”尼克答道，“我想我开始明白了。能问你一个问题吗，温特斯先生？是不是有人要杀你？”

克雷格·温特斯的脸色变得惨白。“有人要杀我？”

“你在说什么呀？”梅格问道。
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“在我告诉你之前，请先回答这个问题，好吗？”尼克说道，“你在惠斯勒时叫我好莱坞先生，是想让临桌那个男人，那个白头发的男人听到。我说得对吧？”

梅格·赫特森没有马上回答。过了一会儿她平静地答道：“是的。”

“为什么要那样？”尼克问道。

“我想让那个人去跟踪你，而不是我。”

“为什么要那样？”尼克又问了一遍。

“我觉得他是一个侦探，”梅格说，“我还觉得是我父亲雇了他跟踪我。我离开多伦多不久就看到了他。他跟踪我。”梅格挽住了克雷格·温特斯的胳膊。

“我父亲不喜欢克雷格，一个月前，他告诉我不许再见克雷格。我很难过，他也知道这个。我想他猜到了我要去见克雷格，所以现在他就要找到克雷格，阻止他和我见面。”

“阻止克雷格吗？”尼克问道，“还是要杀掉他？”

“不会的！”梅格·赫特森说道，“爸爸不会——”

“在温哥华，那个白发男人把我往汽车前面推，”尼克告诉她说，“在斯坦利公园他还开枪打我。”

“什么！”梅格叫道。

“跟——跟我说说那个白发男人的情况。”温特斯突然说道。

尼克看着他。“他大约60来岁，又高又瘦。”尼克说道。

“你知道他的名字吗？”温特斯问道。

“维克斯。”尼克答道。

克雷格·温特斯的脸色突然变了。“他是——是不是跟踪你到了维多利亚？他跟着你来这儿了吗？”

“我不知道。”尼克说。他看着温特斯。“你害怕他。为什么？为什么维克斯要杀你，温特斯？”

温特斯还没有开口回答，梅格的脸色一下子就变白了。“哦，不！”她叫道，“看！往那边看，门那边！”

尼克和克雷格·温特斯转过头看去。那个白发男子就站在茶座门口。他往屋里四处搜寻着，看见他们后，便朝他们坐着的桌子走来。他的手还插在口袋里。

桌旁的三个人惊呆了一两秒钟。接着克雷格·温特斯跳了起来。“那个人是好莱坞先生！”他惊叫道，“就是那边的那个人！”他手指着尼克。

白发男人从口袋里抽出手来——握着一枝枪。“这是为安娜报仇的！”他大叫道。

尼克急忙躲开。茶桌被掀翻了，尼克赶紧趴到了地上。子弹从他头顶飞过，梅格尖叫了起来。就在这时，克雷格·温特斯大叫一声，用手捂住了胳膊。白色的衬衣上渗出了鲜红的血。更多的人尖叫起来，两个服务员过来把白发男子按在了地上。

“快去报警！”有人喊道。


7
At the police station

It was 7.30 p.m. Nick and Meg were in a room at the police station. The man called Vickers was in a different room, with three detectives. There was a doctor with him too. Craig Winters was at the hospital.

The door opened and a detective came in with two cups of coffee. He put them down on the table, and turned to go out again.

'Detective Edmonds,' Meg said, 'did the hospital call? Is Craig going to be all right?'

'Winters?' Detective Edmonds said. 'Yes, he's going to be OK.'

'Can I call the hospital now?' asked Meg.

'I'd like you to wait,' said Edmonds. 'Detective Keat is going to be here in a minute. He's just coming from the airport and—' He looked through the open door. 'Ah, here he is now.'

A second detective came into the room, and behind him was a tall man with dark hair.

Meg stood up quickly. 'Daddy!' she cried. 'What are you doing here?'

'The police called me,' said Howard Hutson, 'and I flew here at once. Detective Keat met me at the airport. Now, sit down, Meg. I want you to listen to me.' He did not look at Nick.

Meg sat down and her father took her hands. 'Meg, last week Johnnie Vickers came to my house. He wanted to talk about his daughter. You remember Anna, Meg? Three months ago she jumped off a bridge in Boston and died. She was young, beautiful, rich—and she didn't want to live. Why? Because she loved a man, and the man took her money, ran away and left her. And the man was called—'

'No!' said Meg. 'NO!'

'Yes, Meg, yes. He was called Mr Hollywood.'

'No!' shouted Meg. She began to cry.

'That's right, Miss Hutson,' said detective Keat quietly. 'To you, he gave the name Craig Winters. When Anna Vickers knew him, he was Carl Windser. But he liked all his... er... girlfriends to call him Mr Hollywood. He took nearly 50,000 dollars from Anna Vickers. And there was a girl before that... '

'No, it's not true!' Meg shouted.

'It is true, Meg,' said her father. 'Winters—Windser—gets all his money from rich men's daughters. Johnnie Vickers loved his daughter. He went to her house in Boston after she died. He read her letters, and learned about the money and the name Mr Hollywood. And when he came to my house, I told him about you, Meg. I said, "My daughter's got a new boyfriend, and she calls him Mr Hollywood. I don't like him, but I can't stop her. She's going away to meet him next week, I think. What can I do?" Johnnie put his hand on my arm, and he said, "Don't be afraid for your daughter. I'm going to find that man—and stop him!"'

Meg said nothing. Her face was very white. For a minute or two nobody spoke, then detective Edmonds said:

'Vickers told us all about it, Miss Hutson. He followed you to Whistler, and saw you with—'

Nick began to understand. 'With me, in the café! And Meg called me Mr Hollywood!'

Howard Hutson looked at Nick. 'You're the travel writer guy, right?'

'Lortz. Nick Lortz,' said Nick. 'Vickers nearly killed me. He shot at me twice, and—'

But Howard Hutson was not very interested in Nick. He looked at his daughter again.

'How much money did you give him, Meg?' he said.

'I—I gave him 25,000 dollars,' said Meg. 'Only for two or three months, he said. Then he...' She began to cry again.

'Well, you can say goodbye to that money,' said Hutson angrily.

'What's going to happen to Vickers?' Nick asked detective Edmonds.

'Hospital, I think,' said Edmonds. 'OK, he shot at you and about fifty people saw him. But he's not a well man. The doctors are going to put him away in a hospital.'

Howard Hutson stood up. 'OK, Meg, I'm going to take you home. My plane is waiting at the airport.'

Meg followed her father to the door, then she remembered Nick and turned.

'I'm sorry,' she said. 'I got you into all this. I called you Mr Hollywood. That was wrong. But I didn't know——'

'It's OK,' said Nick. 'You know everything now. And it's better to learn it now, and not later. 50, 000 dollars later.'



hospital n. institution providing medical and surgical treatment and nursing care for ill or injured people. 医院。

airport n. large area where civil aircraft land and take off. 飞机场。

second num. next after first in time, order, importance, etc. 第二个。

talk about... 谈论……

jump off... 从……跳下去。

bridge n. structure of wood. iron, concrete. etc., providing a way across a river, road, railway, etc. 桥，桥梁。

be afraid for... 为……而担心。

say goodbye to... 向……说再见。

well adj. in good health. 健康的，安好的。

It's OK. 还好。没事儿。


7．在警察局

已经是晚上7:30了。尼克和梅格坐在警察局的一间屋子里。那个名叫维克斯的男子和三名侦探在另一间屋子里，跟他在一起的还有一名医生。克雷格·温特斯那时已经在医院了。

门开了，一名侦探端着两杯咖啡走了进来。他把咖啡放在桌子上，又转身出去了。

“埃德蒙兹侦探，”梅格问道，“医院来电话了吗？克雷格不会有事吧？”

“温特斯吗？”埃德蒙兹侦探说，“是的，他会没事的。”

“我现在可以给医院打电话吗？”梅格问道。

“我希望你能再等一等，”埃德蒙兹说，“基特侦探马上就来。他正从机场回来，还有——”他透过开着的门往外看去，“啊，他来了。”

又一位侦探来到了屋里，后面跟着一个高个子的黑发男人。

梅格马上站了起来。“爸爸！”她叫了出来，“你来这里干什么？”

“警方传唤我，”霍华德·赫特森说道，“我就马上乘飞机来了。基特侦探去机场接我。好了，梅格，坐下。你听我说。”他没有理会尼克。

梅格坐下来，父亲握住了她的手。“梅格，上个星期约翰尼·维克斯去了我那里，他是想跟我谈谈他的女儿。梅格，你还记得安娜吗？三个月前，她从波士顿的一座桥上跳了下去，摔死了。她还很年轻，又很漂亮、富有——可她就是不想活了。为什么？因为她爱一个人，而那个人却骗走了她的钱，离她而去。那个男的叫——”
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“不会的！”梅格说道，“不会的！”

“是的，梅格，是的。他叫好莱坞先生。”

“不会的！”梅格喊道。她哭了起来。

“这是事实，赫特森小姐，”基特侦探语气平静地说道，“他跟你说他叫克雷格·温特斯。安娜认识他的时候，他又叫卡尔·温莎。可他喜欢他的……呃……他所有的女朋友叫他好莱坞先生。他从安娜·维克斯那里骗走了50,000块钱。这之前还有另外一个女孩……”

“不，这不是真的！”梅格大声叫道。

“这是真的，梅格，”父亲说道，“温特斯——温莎——所有的钱都是从富家小姐的手里骗来的。约翰尼·维克斯很爱他的女儿。她死后，他去了她在波士顿的住处。他看了她的信，知道了钱的事和好莱坞先生这个名字。他来到我那里后我把你的事告诉了他，梅格。我说：‘我女儿新交了一个男朋友，她叫他好莱坞先生。我不喜欢他，可我阻拦不了她。我想她下周要去见他。我该怎么办？’约翰尼把手放在我的胳膊上说：‘不要担心你的女儿。我会找到那个人——并且阻止他的！’”

梅格沉默不语。她脸色惨白。一时间大家都沉默了，于是埃德蒙兹侦探开口道：

“维克斯跟我们说了这一切，赫特森小姐。他跟踪你到了惠斯勒，看到你和——”

尼克开始明白过来了。“和我在一起，在咖啡馆里！梅格还叫我好莱坞先生！”

霍华德·赫特森看着尼克。“你就是那位旅行作家，是不是？”

“洛茨。尼克·洛茨，”尼克说道，“维克斯差点儿杀了我。他两次开枪打我，还——”

可霍华德·赫特森对尼克并不感兴趣。他又转过头去看着自己的女儿。

“你给了他多少钱，梅格？”他问道。

“我——我给了他25,000块，”梅格说道，“他说他只借用两三个月。然后他……”梅格又哭了起来。

“好了，你可以跟那些钱说再见了。”赫特森生气地说道。

“维克斯会怎么样？”尼克问埃德蒙兹侦探。

“我想他会住在医院里。”埃德蒙兹回答，“对了，他朝你开枪，大约有50个人看到了。可他身体不好，医生会安排他住院的。”

霍华德·赫特森站起身来。“好了，梅格，我要带你回家。我的飞机在机场等着呢。”

梅格跟着父亲走到门口时想起了尼克，她转过身来。

“对不起，”她说道，“都是我给你惹来的麻烦。我不该叫你好莱坞先生，可我不知道——”

“没事了，”尼克说道，“你现在都知道了。现在知道会好一些，还不晚。总比等到丢了50,000块钱的时候要好。”


8
A nice smile

Nick took the evening ferry back to Vancouver. He was tired and hungry, so he went down to get some dinner in the ferry restaurant.

The restaurant was busy and there was only one free table. Nick sat down quickly and began to eat. 'I must get back to work tomorrow,' he thought, 'and forget about millionaires' daughters and men with guns.'

'Excuse me,' somebody said. 'Can I sit with you?'

Nick looked up. There was a pretty girl next to his table. He got up.

'It—it's OK,' he said. 'You can have this table. I don't want it.' And he began to move away.

'Please don't go,' the girl said. 'Stay and finish your dinner.' She smiled at him. It was a nice smile.

But Nick knew all about nice smiles.

'I'm not hungry,' he said.

And he walked quickly out of the restaurant.


8．甜蜜的微笑

尼克乘当晚的渡轮回温哥华。他又累又饿，于是去渡轮的餐厅吃晚餐。
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餐厅里人很多，只有一张餐桌空着。尼克马上坐下，吃起东西来。“我明天必须重新开始工作了，”他想，“别去想什么百万富翁的女儿还有带枪的男子了。”

“对不起，”有人说话，“可以坐在你这儿吗？”

尼克抬起头。餐桌旁边站着一个漂亮的女孩儿。他站起身来。

“可——可以，”他答道，“你可以用这张桌子，我不用了。”他说着就准备离开。

“请不要走呀，”女孩儿说，“在这儿吃完你的晚餐呀。”她冲她微笑着。一个很甜蜜的微笑。

可尼克对甜蜜的微笑太了解了。

“我不饿了。”他说道。

接着他便迅速离开了餐厅。


ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1. Read the introduction of the book. How much do you know now about the story? Tick one of the boxes.

1) This is a mystery story.

Yes□／No□

2) The story happens in the USA.

Yes□／No□

3) Nick gets a kiss from a beautiful girl in a café.

Yes□／No□

4) Nick met the girl three weeks ago.

Yes□／No□

5) The girl calls Nick 'Mr Hollywood'.

Yes□／No□

6) Nick knows the man with short white hair.

Yes□／No□

7) When Nick leaves the café, he forgets about the girl.

Yes□／No□

2. What is going to happen in the story? Can you guess? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) Nick tries to find the girl.

Yes□／No□／Perhaps□

2) Somebody tries to kill Nick.

Yes□／No□／Perhaps□

3) Nick kills 'Mr Hollywood'.

Yes□／No□／Perhaps□

4) Nick gets a lot of money.

Yes□／No□／Perhaps□

5) Nick meets the man with short white hair.

Yes□／No□／Perhaps□


ACTIVITIES



While Reading

1. Read Chapter 1 and answer these questions.

1) Who first saw the girl across the street?

2) What did Nick learn from the letter in the girl's bag?

3) The girl knew somebody called 'Mr Hollywood'. Why was he called that?

4) Who followed Nick when he left the café?

5) Who watched Nick from a hotel window?

2. Read Chapter 2, and then complete these sentences. Use one word for each gap.

1) Nick fell in front of a car because somebody ______ him.

2) In the hotel Nick read a ______ and saw a ______ of Jan.

3) She was Meg Hutson, the daughter of a ______.

3. Read Chapter 3. Choose the best question-word for these questions, and then answer them.

Who/Where/What

1) ... noise did Nick hear in the park?

2) ... did Nick find on the window of his car?

3) ... did Nick go next?

4) ... wrote down Nick's story?

4. Read Chapter 4. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)? Change the false sentences into true ones.

1) The woman at the hotel desk was not interested in Nick's questions about a man with white hair.

2) It was a very small hotel.

3) Nick remembered the letter in the girl's bag.

4) Nick saw the man with white hair in a taxi.

5) A small girl ran in front of Nick in the hotel restaurant, and Nick ran into her.

6) The name of the man with white hair was Mr Hutson.

5. Read Chapter 5, and then put these sentences in the right order.

1) He saw Nick's car outside the hotel.

2) Nick took the ferry to Vancouver Island.

3) Then he came into the hotel, with a gun in his pocket.

4) She was in the hotel tea room with a man.

5) Then he went to the Empress Hotel in Victoria and asked for Meg Hutson.

6) But the man with white hair followed Nick to Vancouver Island.

6. Read Chapter 6. Who said this, and to whom?

1) 'No, thanks. I'm with the two people over there.'

2) 'Sometimes called Mr Hollywood?'

3) 'I think he's a detective. And I think he's working for my father.'

4) 'Tell—tell me about this man with white hair.'

5) 'You're afraid of him. Why?'

6) 'That's Mr Hollywood! That man there!'

7) 'This is for Anna!'

7. Before you read Chapters 7 and 8, look at these sentences. Can you guess the best ending for each sentence?

1) Mr Vickers wants to kill Mr Hollywood because...

(a) he likes to kill people.

(b) Mr Hollywood killed or hurt someone in his family.

(c) Mr Hollywood took all his money.

2) Anna is Mr Vickers'...

(a) daughter.

(b) sister.

(c) wife.

3) Craig Winters...

(a) dies.

(b) goes to prison.

(c) goes to hospital.

4) Mr Vickers...

(a) dies.

(b) goes to prison.

(c) goes to hospital.


ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1. Read this newspaper report about the shooting at the Empress Hotel. There are 16 things wrong with it. Find the mistakes and correct them.

This afternoon a gunman shot a woman in the Empress Hotel in Victoria. 'He walked past me and went into the television room,' said the woman behind the hotel desk. 'He was a short fat man with red hair.'

The man took a gun out of his bag and walked across to a table. A young woman at this table jumped to her feet and shouted, 'Mr Hollywood's not here!' A second young woman pushed over the tea table. The gunman shot three times and hit one of the young women in the leg.

Three waiters pulled the gunman down on to the floor. Soon after, the police arrived.

The gunman is Mr Nick Lortz. His daughter Meg died three months ago in San Francisco. She fell under a train.

Now choose the best headline for the report.

· MAN KILLED AT EMPRESS HOTEL

· SHOOTING AT THE EMPRESS

· WOMAN SHOT BY MYSTERY GUNMAN

· DINNER STOPS FOR GUNMAN

2. Match the people with the sentences. Then use the sentences to write a short description of each person. Use pronouns (he, she, him, her) and linking words (but, and, because) when you can.

Nick Lortz/Meg Hutson/Craig Winters/Howard Hutson/ Johnnie Vickers




Example: Nick met a girl in a café in Whistler. He didn't know her, but he...




1) 　Nick　 met a girl in a café in Whistler.

2) ________ was the daughter of a millionaire.

3) ________ used a lot of different names.

4) ________ was Meg's father.

5) ________ was the man with white hair.

6) ________ loved a man called Craig Winters.

7) ________ wanted to stop his daughter seeing 'Mr Hollywood'.

8) 　Nick　 didn't know this girl.

9) ________ got all his money from rich men's daughters.

10) ________ thought that Nick was 'Mr Hollywood'.

11) ________ was happy to sit and talk with this girl.

12) ________ liked his girlfriends to call him 'Mr Hollywood'.

13) ________ gave Craig Winters 25,000 dollars.

14) ________ tried three times to kill Nick.

15) ________ knew Johnnie Vickers.

3. Here is a new illustration for the story. Find the best place in the story to put the picture, and answer these questions.

The picture goes in Chapter ________.

1) Who are the two men in the picture?

2) Where are they?

3) What are they doing?




Now write a caption for the illustration.

[image: alt]

Caption:______________________________

4. How does Craig Winters get 25,000 dollars out of Meg? Put their telephone conversation in the right order, and write in the names. Craig speaks first (number 5).

1) ________ 'Why? What's the matter?'

2) ________ 'No, no. I can't take money from you, Meg.'

3) ________ 'Craig, I'm fine. But I want to see you. When can we meet?'

4) ________ 'Meg, you're wonderful. How about 25,000? Just for two or three months, you understand.'

5) ________ 'Hi, Meg. How are you?'

6) ________ 'It's my mother. I can't leave her because her legs are very bad and she can't walk far. She needs a new car, but I don't have the money just now.'

7) ________ 'Of course you can! How much do you need? 15,000? 20,000? Just tell me. You can have it tomorrow.'

8) ________ 'I don't know. I want to see you too, but things aren't easy at the moment.'

9) ________ 'But Craig, that's easy! I can give you the money.'

5. Use words from (1) with words from (2) to make some new titles for this story. How many titles can you make? Which ones are best for the story?

1) a / the / at / in / with / of / and / hello

2) café / daughter / girl / hair / Hollywood / man / Mr / meeting / mystery / nice / rich / smile / Whistler / white / Winters / wrong
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内容简介

拉尔夫·克鲁和他的小女儿萨拉一起生活在印度。他是个有钱人，于是当他把萨拉带到伦敦明钦小姐的学校时，明钦小姐非常高兴。她喜欢父亲有钱的女孩子，这样对她的学校有好处。克鲁先生非常爱萨拉，给她买了许多漂亮的衣服、书还有洋娃娃。明钦小姐笑了，可她对她的姐姐说：“萨拉看起来就像个小公主一样，不像学生！”

克鲁先生回印度继续工作去了，而萨拉也开始了她新的学校生活。她是个善良、和气的女孩子，每个人都很喜欢她，很快她就交了很多朋友。

可要知道，当你富有时，每个人都是你的朋友。萨拉11岁生日那天，从印度传来了可怕的消息。可怜的萨拉非常伤心，而她也很快地知道了谁才是她真正的朋友……


A LITTLE PRINCESS

Ralph Crewe lives in India, with his little daughter Sara. He is a rich man, and when he brings Sara to Miss Minchin's school in London, Miss Minchin is very pleased. She likes girls with rich fathers, because it is good for her school. Mr Crewe loves Sara very much, and he buys her lots of beautiful dresses, and books, and dolls. Miss Minchin smiles, but she says to her sister: 'Sara looks like a little princess, not a schoolgirl!'




Mr Crewe goes back to his work in India, and Sara begins her new life at school. She is a kind, friendly girl. Everybody likes her, and she soon makes friends.




But when you are rich, everybody is your friend. On Sara's eleventh birthday, there is some terrible news from India. Poor Sara is very unhappy, and she quickly learns who her true friends are...
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1

School in England

One cold winter day a little girl and her father arrived in London. Sara Crewe was seven years old, and she had long black hair and green eyes. She sat in the cab next to her father and looked out of the window at the tall houses and the dark sky.

'What are you thinking about, Sara?' Mr Crewe asked. 'You are very quiet.' He put his arm round his daughter.

'I'm thinking about our house in India,' said Sara. 'And the hot sun and the blue sky. I don't think I like England very much, Father.'

'Yes, it's very different from India,' her father said. 'But you must go to school in London, and I must go back to India and work.'

'Yes, Father, I know,' said Sara. 'But I want to be with you. Please come to school with me! I can help you with your lessons.'

Mr Crewe smiled, but he was not happy. He loved his little Sara very much, and he did not want to be without her. Sara's mother was dead, and Sara was his only child. Father and daughter were very good friends.

Soon they arrived at Miss Minchin's School for Girls and went into the big house.

Miss Minchin was a tall woman in a black dress. She looked at Sara, and then gave a very big smile.

[image: alt]

'What a beautiful child!' she said to Mr Crewe.

Sara stood quietly and watched Miss Minchin. 'Why does she say that?' she thought. 'I am not beautiful, so why does she say it?'

Sara was not beautiful, but her father was rich. And Miss Minchin liked girls with rich fathers, because it was good for the school (and good for Miss Minchin, too).

'Sara is a good girl,' Mr Crewe said to Miss Minchin. 'Her mother was French, so she speaks French well. She loves books, and she reads all the time. But she must play with the other girls and make new friends, too.'

'Of course,' said Miss Minchin. She smiled again. 'Sara is going to be very happy here, Mr Crewe.'

Mr Crewe stayed in London for a week. He and Sara went to the shops, and he bought many beautiful, expensive dresses for his daughter. He bought books, and flowers for her room, and a big doll with beautiful dresses, too.

Miss Minchin smiled, but she said to her sister Amelia: 'All that money on dresses for a child of seven! She looks like a little princess, not a schoolgirl!'

*　　*　　*

When Mr Crewe left London, he was very sad. Sara was very sad too, but she did not cry. She sat in her room and thought about her father on the ship back to India.

'Father wants me to be happy,' she said to her new doll. 'I love him very much and I want to be a good daughter, so I must be happy.'

[image: alt]

It was a very big, and very beautiful doll, but of course it could not answer.

Sara soon made new friends in the school. Some little rich girls are not very nice children—they think they are important because they have money and lots of expensive things. But Sara was different. She liked beautiful dresses and dolls, but she was more interested in people, and books, and telling stories.

She was very good at telling stories. She was a clever child, and the other girls loved to listen to her. The stories were all about kings and queens and princesses and wonderful countries across the sea.

'How do you think of all those things?' asked her best friend, Ermengarde.

'I have all these pictures in my head,' said Sara. 'So it's easy to tell stories about them.'

Poor Ermengarde was not clever. She could never remember any of her school lessons, and Miss Minchin was always angry with her.

Sara often helped Ermengarde with her lessons. 'Listen, Ermie,' she said. 'You remember that French king, Louis the Sixteenth? Well, this is a story about him. One day in 1792...'

And so Ermengarde learnt her lessons through Sara's stories, and she loved her friend very much. But not everybody was Sara's friend. Lavinia was an older girl. Before Sara came, Lavinia was the richest and the most important girl in the school. But Sara's father was richer than Lavinia's father. So now Sara was more important than Lavinia, and Lavinia did not like that.

'Oh, Sara is so clever!' Lavinia often said. 'Sara is so good at French! Her dresses are so beautiful, and she can sing so well! And she is so rich! Of course Miss Minchin likes her best!'

Sara did not answer when Lavinia said these things. Sometimes, it was not easy, but Sara was a kind, friendly girl, and she did not like to be angry with anyone.



cab n. (formerly) horse-drawn carriage for public hire. （旧时）出租马车。

look out of... 从……往外看。

dark adj. with no or very little light. 黑暗的；昏暗的。

only adj. with no other(s) of the same group, style, etc. existing or present; sole. 唯一的，仅有的。

French n. the people who live in France. 法国人。

doll n. model of a baby or an adult, usu. for a child to play with. 玩偶，玩具娃娃。

schoolgirl n. girl at school （中小学的）女生。

important adj. (of a person) having great influence or authority; influential. （指人）有很大影响或权威的。

be good at... 擅长……

Louis the Sixteenth n. a king of the France Empire. 路易十六（1754 - 1793，法国国王[1774 - 1792]）。

friendly adj. showing or expressing kindness and helpfulness. 亲切的；友好的。


1．英国的学校

那是一个寒冷的冬天。一个小女孩儿跟她的父亲来到了伦敦。小女孩儿名叫萨拉·克鲁，7岁了，有着长长的黑发，眼睛碧蓝明亮。她坐在出租车里父亲的身边，眼睛望着窗外高大的房屋和昏暗的天空。


“你在想什么呢，萨拉？”克鲁先生问她，“怎么不说话？”他搂着自己的女儿说。

“我想我们在印度的房子，”萨拉说，“还有火热的太阳和蓝蓝的天空。我觉得我不怎么喜欢英国，爸爸。”

“是的，这里跟印度很不一样，”父亲说道，“可你得在伦敦上学，我得回印度工作。”

“是的，爸爸，我知道，”萨拉回答，“可我想跟你在一起。跟我一起来上学吧！我会帮你学习功课的。”

克鲁先生笑了，可他并不高兴。他非常爱他的小萨拉，也不想离开她。萨拉的母亲去世了，萨拉是他唯一的孩子。父亲和女儿是很好的朋友。

他们很快来到了明钦小姐的女子学校，走进了那座高大的建筑。

明钦小姐个头很高，一身黑色的衣着。她望着萨拉，笑容可掬。

“这孩子长得真漂亮！”她对克鲁先生说。


萨拉静静地站着，看着明钦小姐。“她为什么这么说呢？”她想，“我不漂亮呀，可她为什么那样夸我？”

萨拉确实不漂亮，可她父亲很有钱。明钦小姐就喜欢父亲有钱的女孩儿，因为这样对学校有好处（当然对明钦小姐也有好处）。

“萨拉是个好姑娘，”克鲁先生对明钦小姐说道，“她妈妈是法国人，所以她法语说得很好。她喜欢书，经常读书。可她也得跟其他姑娘一起玩，也得交些新朋友。”

“当然是了，”明钦小姐说着又笑了，“克鲁先生，萨拉在这里会很快乐的。”

克鲁先生在伦敦待了一周时间。他和萨拉一同逛了许多商店，给女儿买了许多漂亮、昂贵的衣服，还给她的屋里买了书和花儿，还有一个穿着漂亮衣服的洋娃娃。

明钦小姐面带笑容，可她对她姐姐阿米莉亚说：“给一个7岁的女孩儿花那么多钱买衣服！她看起来就像个小公主一样，不像学生！”

*　　*　　*

克鲁先生离开伦敦时心里非常难受。萨拉也很难过，可她并没有哭出来。她坐在自己的房间里，心里惦记着乘船返回印度的父亲。

“爸爸要我生活得快乐，”她对她的新洋娃娃说，“我这么爱他，我要做他的乖女儿，所以我必须高兴起来。”

那个洋娃娃很大，也很漂亮，可它当然不会回答她。

萨拉在学校里很快就交上了新朋友。一些家里有钱的小姑娘并不是好孩子——她们因为家里有钱，自己拥有很多贵重的东西而觉得自己很了不起。可萨拉不是这样。她也喜欢漂亮的衣服和洋娃娃，可更喜欢跟人们交往，喜欢读书，喜欢讲故事。

她很会讲故事。她脑瓜儿很聪明，别的女孩儿都爱听她讲故事。她讲的故事都是关于国王、王后、公主，还有大海另一边的美丽国家的。

“你怎么能记得住那么多事情呢？”她最好的朋友埃芒加德问她。

“所有这些东西的样子就装在我的脑袋里，”萨拉回答，“所以讲关于它们的故事就很容易。”

可怜的埃芒加德没那么聪明。她老是记不住老师课上讲的东西，所以明钦小姐总是生她的气。

萨拉经常在学习上帮助埃芒加德。“听着，埃米，”她说，“记得法国国王路易十六吧？好，下面我讲一个关于他的故事。1792年的一天……”

于是埃芒加德就通过萨拉的故事学习了功课，她非常爱她这个朋友。但并不是每个人都是萨拉的朋友。拉维尼娅是个年龄大一些的女孩儿，萨拉来之前，她是学校里最有钱最受宠的女孩儿。可萨拉的父亲比拉维尼娅的父亲更有钱，于是现在萨拉比拉维尼娅更受宠，拉维尼娅对此耿耿于怀。

“哦，萨拉这么聪明！”拉维尼娅经常这样说，“萨拉法语学得这么好！她的衣服都这么漂亮，歌又唱得这么好！她这么有钱！明钦老师当然最喜欢她！”

拉维尼娅这么说的时候，萨拉默不作声。有时候能做到这样并不容易，可萨拉为人和善、友好，她不想跟任何人闹别扭。


2

The diamond mines

And so three years went by. Sara's father wrote to her often, and Sara wrote loving little letters back to him. One day a very exciting letter arrived. Everybody in the school talked about it for days.

'My friend,' wrote Mr Crewe, 'has some mines in northern India, and a month ago his workers found diamonds there. There are thousands of diamonds in these mines, but it is expensive work to get them out. My friend needs my help. So, Little Missus' ( this was Mr Crewe's special name for Sara), 'I am putting all my money into my friend's diamond mines, and one day you and I are going to be very rich...'

Sara was not interested in money, but a story about diamond mines in India was exciting. Nearly everybody was very pleased for Sara, but not Lavinia, of course.

'Huh!' she said. 'My mother has a diamond. Lots of people have diamonds. What's so interesting about diamond mines?'

'But there are thousands of diamonds in these mines,' said Ermengarde. 'Perhaps millions of them!'

Lavinia laughed. 'Is Sara going to wear diamonds in her hair at breakfast, then? Or is it "Princess Sara" now?'

Sara's face went red. She looked at Lavinia angrily, but said quietly, 'Some people call me "princess". I know that. But princesses don't get angry or say unkind things, so I'm not going to say anything to you, Lavinia.'

'To me, you are a princess,' Ermengarde said to Sara later. 'And you always look like a princess, in your beautiful dresses.'

*　　*　　*

Sara was a princess to another girl, too. This was Becky. She was a servant in Miss Minchin's school, and she was only fourteen years old, but she worked all day and sometimes half the night. She carried things upstairs and downstairs, she cleaned the floors, she made the fires, and she was always tired and hungry and dirty. She and Sara had very different lives.

But one day Sara came into her bedroom, and there was Becky, sleeping in a chair.

'Oh, you poor thing!' Sara said.

Then Becky opened her eyes and saw Sara. She got up at once. 'Oh, Miss!' she said. 'I'm very sorry, Miss! I just sat down for a minute and—'

'Don't be afraid,' said Sara. She gave Becky a friendly smile. 'You were tired. That's all.'

'Are you—are you going to tell Miss Minchin?' asked Becky. She began to move to the door.

'Of course not,' said Sara. 'Please don't run away. Sit down again for a minute. You look so tired.'

'Oh, Miss, I can't!' Becky said. 'You're very kind, Miss, but Miss Minchin—'

'Please,' said Sara. She took Becky's hand. 'You're only a little girl, like me. Let's be friends.'

And so Becky sat down again, and soon she and Sara were friends. Nobody knew about this, of course. Rich little girls at Miss Minchin's school did not make friends with servant-girls, and it was a wonderful thing for Becky. Nearly every day she and Sara met in Sara's bedroom, just for five or ten minutes. Becky was always hungry, and Sara often bought nice things for her to eat. They sat and talked, and sometimes Sara told Becky some of her stories. Becky loved that.

'Oh, Miss,' she said. 'You tell them so beautifully! Sometimes I like your stories better than things to eat.'

And after those visits to Sara's room, Becky always felt better—not so tired, and not so hungry.

*　　*　　*

Some months later Sara had her eleventh birthday. Lessons stopped for the afternoon and there was a big party for all the girls in the school.

'This party is expensive for us,' Miss Minchin said to her sister Amelia. 'But it looks good for the school.'

That afternoon there was a visitor to the school—Miss Minchin's lawyer. He went with Miss Minchin into her office and they closed the door. In the schoolroom next door there was a lot of noise from Sara's party. Everybody in there was very happy.
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But in the office Miss Minchin was not happy. She looked at the lawyer angrily. 'What are you saying? Mr Crewe has no money? What about the diamond mines?'

'There are no diamond mines,' said the lawyer. 'Well, there are mines, but there are no diamonds in them.'

'But Mr Crewe's good friend—' began Miss Minchin.

'Mr Crewe's good friend,' said the lawyer, 'ran away with all Mr Crewe's money. Ralph Crewe was ill with a fever, and when he heard about this, he got worse. A week later he was dead.'

'Dead!' cried Miss Minchin. 'But what about his daughter Sara? And this expensive birthday party?'

'Sara Crewe has no money,' said the lawyer. 'Not a penny in the world, Miss Minchin. Not a penny.'

'She must leave my school at once,' Miss Minchin said angrily. 'She must go this afternoon!'

'Where?' said the lawyer. 'Out into the streets? An eleven-year-old girl? That's not going to look very good for your school, Miss Minchin.'

Miss Minchin's face went red.

'You can't put her out in the streets,' said the lawyer. He stood up. 'But perhaps she can work for you.'

The lawyer left, and Miss Minchin called her sister Amelia. 'Bring Sara Crewe here at once,' she said.
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Two minutes later Sara, in her beautiful blue party dress, stood in front of Miss Minchin.

'Have you a black dress, Sara?' Miss Minchin said coldly.

'Yes, Miss Minchin,' said Sara. 'But it's very small.'

'Go and put it on at once,' said Miss Minchin. 'Your father is dead. There were no diamond mines, and your father's friend ran away with all his money. You have nothing. Not a penny. But I am going to be very kind to you. You can stay in my house, but now you must be a servant and work for your bread. You can sleep in a servant's room upstairs, next to Becky's room.'



exciting adj. causing great interest or enthusiasm. 使人激动的；令人兴奋的。

mine n. excavation made in the earth for extracting coal, mineral ores, precious stones, etc. 矿井；矿。

diamond n. transparent precious stone of pure carbon in crystallized form, the hardest substance known. 金刚石；金刚钻；钻石。

unkind adj. not having or showing kindness. 不亲切的；不和蔼的。

servant n. person who works in sb. else's household for wages, and often for food and lodging. 仆人；佣人。

tired adj. feeling that one would like to sleep or rest. 困倦的；疲倦的；疲劳的。

bedroom n. room for sleeping in. 寝室；卧室。

You poor thing! 你这个可怜的人！（表示同情、怜爱）

That's all. 仅此而已；没有别的什么。

lawyer n. person who is trained and qualified in legal matters. 律师。

office n. room(s) used as a place of business, esp. for clerical or administrative work. 办公室。

run away with... 携……逃走；偷走……

fever n. abnormally high body temperature, esp. as a sign of illness. 发烧；发热。

worse adj. of a less excellent or desirable kind. 更坏的；更差的；更糟的。

at once immediately; without delay. 立刻；马上；立即。


2．钻石矿

很快，三年过去了。其间萨拉的爸爸经常给她写信，萨拉也写些短信给爸爸回过去，表达自己的爱。一天她收到了一封让人非常兴奋的信。有好些日子，学校里的人都在谈论这封信的事情。

“我的一位朋友，”克鲁先生在信中写道，“在印度北部拥有几座矿山，一个月前工人们在那里发现了钻石。矿区里有许多许多钻石，不过开采它们会是一项高投入的工作。我的朋友需要我的帮助，所以小米萨斯”（这是克鲁先生对萨拉特殊的昵称），“我把我所有的钱都投到了我朋友的钻石矿上，有一天我们会变得非常有钱……”

萨拉对钱并不感兴趣，可在印度发现钻石矿的故事却挺让人振奋的。几乎所有的人都为萨拉感到高兴，当然除了拉维尼娅。

“哼！”她开腔了，“我妈妈就有一颗钻石。很多人都有钻石。发现一个钻石矿有什么了不起的？”

“可是那些钻石矿里有成千上万颗钻石，”埃芒加德说道，“说不定有数百万颗呢！”

拉维尼娅笑了：“难道萨拉吃早饭时头上也要戴着钻石吗？或者说现在真要叫她‘萨拉公主’吗？”

萨拉听到后脸红了。她生气地看着拉维尼娅，但仍平静地说：“有人叫我‘公主’，这我知道，不过公主是不会随便生气，也不会说让人不愉快的话的，所以我什么也不想跟你说，拉维尼娅。”

“对我来说你就是一位公主，”后来埃芒加德对萨拉说，“你穿着美丽的衣服，看起来一直就像一位公主。”

*　　*　　*

在另外一个女孩儿眼里，萨拉也是一个公主。她叫贝基，是明钦小姐学校里的一个仆人，只有14岁，可她整天都在忙着干活，有时还要忙到半夜。她把东西搬上搬下，又拖地板又生火，老是又累又饿，还脏兮兮的。她与萨拉过着完全不同的生活。

可是有一天萨拉回到房间里的时候，贝基正躺在一张椅子上睡觉。

“哦，真可怜啊！”萨拉说道。

贝基睁开眼睛看到了萨拉。她马上站了起来。“哦，小姐！”她说道，“非常抱歉，小姐！我刚刚坐下，还——”

“别害怕，”萨拉说着，冲贝基友好地笑了笑，“你太累了嘛，就是因为这个。”

“你——你是不是要告诉明钦小姐？”贝基边问边开始向门口挪动。

“当然不会，”萨拉说道，“不要跑开，再坐一会儿，你看起来很疲倦。”

“哦，小姐，不行！”贝基说，“你真好，小姐，可是明钦小姐她——”


“别这样，”萨拉说着握住贝基的手，“你还只是个小姑娘呀，跟我一样。让我们做朋友吧。”

于是贝基又坐了下来，两个人很快就成了朋友。当然没有人知道这件事情。在明钦小姐的学校里，有钱人家的女孩子是不会跟女仆交朋友的，所以这对于贝基来说真是一件了不起的事情。几乎每天她都要在萨拉的房间里与萨拉见面，虽然只有5到10分钟的时间。贝基老是感到饥饿，萨拉就经常买些好吃的给她吃。她们坐在那里聊天，有时萨拉给贝基讲些故事。贝基非常喜欢听。

“哦，小姐，”她说道，“这些故事你讲得真好！有时候比起那些吃的来，我更喜欢你讲的故事。”

每次从萨拉屋里出来后，贝基总是会感觉好多了——不再那么累，也不再那么饿了。

*　　*　　*

几个月后，萨拉要过她11岁的生日了。那天下午学校停了课，给所有的孩子们举办了一个非常盛大的宴会。

“宴会对我们来说挺奢侈的，”明钦小姐跟她姐姐阿米莉亚说道，“不过可以让学校看起来有光彩。”

那天下午学校里来了一位客人——他是明钦小姐的律师。他跟着明钦小姐走进她的办公室，然后关上了房门。隔壁教室里因为有萨拉的生日宴会而传来很大的喧闹声。宴会上的每个人都很高兴。

可办公室里的明钦小姐却高兴不起来。她生气地看着她的律师。“你说什么？克鲁先生没钱了？那钻石矿呢？”


“根本没有什么钻石矿，”律师说，“不错，那里的确有矿藏，可里面根本没有钻石。”

“可克鲁先生的好朋友——”明钦小姐开口了。

“克鲁先生的好朋友，”律师说，“带着克鲁先生所有的钱跑了。拉尔夫·克鲁发烧生了病，当他听到这个消息后病情更加严重，一周后就撒手西去了。”

“死了！”明钦小姐叫了起来，“那他女儿萨拉怎么办？还有这昂贵的生日宴会怎么办？”

“萨拉·克鲁没有钱，”律师说道，“她在这个世界上一分钱都没有，明钦小姐，一分都没有。”

“那她得马上离开我的学校，”明钦小姐生气地说，“她今天下午就得走！”

“去哪儿？”律师问道，“到大街上流浪？你让一个11岁的女孩儿到大街上去流浪？那样看起来对你的学校可不太好，明钦小姐。”

明钦小姐的脸有些发红。

“你不能把她丢到街上不管，”律师说着站起身来，“不过她也许能为你做些活。”

律师走了，明钦小姐把她姐姐阿米莉亚叫了过来。“马上把萨拉·克鲁带来。”她说道。

两分钟后，萨拉穿着漂亮的蓝色礼服来到了明钦小姐面前。

“有黑衣服吗，萨拉？”明钦小姐冷冷地问。

“有呀，明钦老师，”萨拉答道，“可是很小。”

“马上去把它穿上，”明钦小姐说道，“你爸爸死了。根本没有什么钻石矿，你爸爸的朋友带着他所有的钱跑了。你什么也没有了，一分钱都没有了。可我还是不想亏待你。你可以住在我这里，但现在你是一个仆人了，你得干活养活自己。你可以住楼上仆人们的房间，就在贝基房间的隔壁。”


3

The new servant-girl

That evening, in the little attic room, Sara sat on the bed in her old black dress. She did not cry, but her face was white and she did not move or speak for hours.

Late at night the door opened quietly, and Becky looked in. Her eyes were red from crying. 'Oh, Miss,' she said. 'All the servants are talking about it. I'm so sorry—so sorry!' She looked at Sara's white face, and began to cry again. Then she ran to Sara, and took her hand.

At last Sara moved. Slowly, she turned her head and looked at Becky. 'Oh, Becky,' she said. And that was all.

That first night in the attic was very long. Sara did not sleep. 'Father is dead,' she whispered, again and again. 'Father is dead. I'm never going to see him again.'

The next morning Sara's new life began. She learnt to clean floors and to make fires. She ran upstairs and downstairs, and she worked in the kitchen.

The cook was a big woman with a red, angry face. 'So,' she said, 'the little rich girl with the diamond mines is now a servant, eh?' She looked at Sara. 'Now, I'm making apple pies this morning. Run down to the shops and get me some apples. And be quick!'

So Sara ran to the shops, and carried a big bag of apples back to the house. Then she cleaned the kitchen floor, and carried hot water up to all the bedrooms.
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She worked every day, from early in the morning to late at night. She helped in the school, too.

'You speak French well,' Miss Minchin said to her coldly. 'So you can teach French to the younger children. But you're only a servant. Don't forget that.'

The first months of Sara's new life were very hard. She was always tired and hungry, but she never cried. At night, in her little attic, she thought about her father, dead in India all those miles away.

'I must be brave,' she said. 'Father always wanted me to be brave. And I have a bed to sleep in, and something to eat every day. Lots of people don't have that.'

At first Sara's only friend was Becky. Every day Becky came into Sara's room. They did not talk much, but it helped Sara a lot to see Becky's friendly, smiling face.

The girls in the school were sorry for Sara, but Sara was a servant now, and they could not be friendly with a servant. Lavinia, of course, was pleased. 'I never liked Sara Crewe,' she told her friends. 'And I was right about the diamonds—there weren't any!'

Ermengarde was very unhappy. When she saw Sara in the school, Sara walked past her and did not speak. Poor Ermengarde loved Sara and wanted to be friendly, but she was not clever, and she did not understand.

One morning, very early, she got quietly out of bed, went upstairs to the attics, and opened Sara's door.

'Ermengarde!' Sara said. 'What are you doing here?'

Ermengarde began to cry. 'Oh, Sara, please tell me. What is the matter? Why don't you like me now?'

'I do like you,' Sara said. 'Of course I do. But, you see, everything is different now. Miss Minchin doesn't want me to talk to the girls. Most of them don't want to talk to me. And I thought, perhaps, you didn't want to...'

'But I'm your friend!' cried Ermengarde. 'I'm always going to be your friend—and nobody can stop me!'

Sara took Ermengarde's hands. She suddenly felt very happy. Perhaps she cried a little, too. Who can say?

There was only one chair, so the two friends sat on the bed. Ermengarde looked round the attic. 'Oh, Sara, how can you live in this room? It's so cold and—and dirty.'

'It's not so bad,' said Sara. 'And I've got lots of friends. There's Becky in the next room, and—come and see.'

She moved the table under the window, and then she and Ermengarde stood on it and looked out of the window, over the roofs of the houses. In her pocket Sara had some small pieces of bread. She put her hand out of the window, with the bread on it. 'Watch,' she said.

After a minute a little brown bird flew down to Sara's hand and began to eat the bread. Then a second bird came, and a third, and a fourth.

'Oh Sara, how wonderful!' said Ermengarde.

'They know I'm their friend,' said Sara, 'so they're not afraid. Sometimes they come into the room, too.'

Ermengarde looked across the roof to the next attic window. 'Who lives in that house?' she asked.

'Nobody,' said Sara sadly. 'So I never see anybody at that window, and I can only talk to the birds.'

*　　*　　*

But one night, two or three weeks later, Becky came into Sara's room. She was very excited.

'Oooh, Miss!' she said. 'An Indian gentleman is moving into the house next door. Well, he's English, but he lived in India for years and years. And now he's going to live next door. He's very rich, and he's ill. Something bad happened to him, but I don't know what.'

Sara laughed. 'How do you know all this?' she said.

'Well, Miss, you know the Carmichael family across the street?' Becky said. 'I'm friendly with their kitchen-girl, and she told me. Mr Carmichael is the Indian gentleman's lawyer, so they know all about him.'
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attic n. space or room immediately below the roof of a house. 阁楼；顶楼。

never adv. at no time；on no occasion; not ever. 从不；从来没有；未曾。

kitchen n. room or building in which meals are cooked or prepared. 厨房。

brave n. (of a person) ready to face and endure danger, pain of suffering; having no fear; courageous. （指人）勇敢的；无畏的；有勇气的。

unhappy adj. sad or miserable; not happy. 悲伤的；难过的；不愉快的。

roof n. structure covering or forming the top of a building, vehicle, etc. （建筑物、车辆等的）顶部；屋顶；车顶。

gentleman n. man who is polite and show consideration for the feelings of other people. 绅士。


3．新女佣

那天晚上，萨拉穿着黑色的旧衣服，坐在阁楼上她那间狭小的房间的床上。她没有哭，可是脸色苍白，一连几个小时一动不动，也没有说话。

夜很深了，门悄悄地打开，贝基探着脑袋往屋里看。她的眼睛红红的，显然是哭过。“哦，小姐，”她说，“所有的仆人都在谈论这件事。我好难过——真的好难过！”她看着萨拉苍白的脸，忍不住又哭了。接着她跑到萨拉跟前，握住她的手。

萨拉终于动了动。她慢慢抬起头看着贝基。“哦，贝基。”她开口说话了，但就说了这么一句。

住在阁楼里的第一个夜晚是漫长的。萨拉没有睡成觉。“爸爸死了，”她一遍又一遍地嘟囔着，“爸爸死了，我再也见不到他了。”

第二天早上，萨拉开始了她的新生活。她学着拖地板，学着生火，她楼上楼下地跑来跑去，还在厨房里干活。

厨子是个大块头的女人，长着一张发红的脸，脸色凶巴巴的。“看吧，”她说，“家里有钻石矿的富家小姐现在成了仆人，嗯？”她看着萨拉，“好了，我今天早上要做苹果派。下楼到商店里给我买些苹果来。要快！”

于是萨拉跑到商店里拎回来一大袋苹果。接着又把厨房里的地板拖了，还给楼上的寝室里送了热水。

她每天从早到晚地干活，还在学校里帮忙。

“你法语说得不错，”明钦小姐冷冷地对她说，“所以你可以给小孩子上法语课。但你仅仅是个仆人，别忘了这一点。”

萨拉新生活的第一个月非常艰难。她常常感到又累又饿，可她从来没哭过。夜幕降临时，在阁楼上狭小的房间里，她想起了死在千万里之外遥远的印度的父亲。

“我一定要勇敢起来，”她说道，“爸爸一直都要我做个勇敢的人。而且我每天还有一张床睡，有东西吃，很多人都没有这些呢。”

起初萨拉只有贝基一个朋友。贝基每天都到萨拉的房间里来。她们说的并不多，可看到贝基友好、微笑着的脸，萨拉就能获得很大的鼓舞和帮助。

学校里的姑娘们都为萨拉感到难过，可萨拉现在是个女仆了，她们不能跟仆人要好。当然拉维尼娅很是高兴。“我一直都不喜欢萨拉·克鲁，”她对她的伙伴们说，“我当初说那里没有什么钻石也没错——那里就是没有嘛！”

埃芒加德非常难过。她在校园里见到萨拉时，萨拉总是一句话不说就匆匆而过。可怜的埃芒加德非常喜欢萨拉，想跟她好。可脑筋并不怎么灵光的她却怎么也弄不懂萨拉为什么会这样。

一天早上，她起得非常早，悄悄下了床，来到楼上的阁间，推开了萨拉的房门。

“埃芒加德！”萨拉叫道，“你来这里干什么？”

埃芒加德哭了起来。“哦，萨拉，请告诉我，究竟出什么事了？你现在怎么不喜欢我了？”

“我是很喜欢你，”萨拉说，“我当然喜欢你。可是，你知道吗，现在一切都不一样了。明钦老师不让我跟女孩子们说话。大部分女孩子也不愿意跟我说话。我想可能你也不愿意……”

“可我是你的朋友呀！”埃芒加德哭着说，“我要永远和你做朋友——谁也阻止不了我！”

萨拉握住埃芒加德的手。她突然感到非常幸福，不过也许她也在暗自神伤。谁又能说得准呢？

房间里只有一把椅子，于是两个好朋友就坐在床上。埃芒加德环顾狭小的房间。“哦，萨拉，你怎么住这个房间？又冷又——又脏的。”

“这里还可以，”萨拉说，“我还有很多朋友。贝基就住在隔壁，还有——快来看。”

她把桌子移到窗户底下，和埃芒加德一起站上去，从窗口向外看到了房子的屋顶。萨拉口袋里装着一些面包屑。她把面包屑放在手上，从窗口伸了出去。“看！”她说。

过了一会儿，一只棕色的小鸟飞下来落在了萨拉的手上，吃起了她手上的面包屑。然后又来了第二只，第三只，第四只。

“哦，萨拉，太棒了！”埃芒加德说道。


“它们知道我是它们的朋友，”萨拉说，“所以它们不怕我。有时它们还进屋来呢。”

埃芒加德从屋顶上向隔壁小阁屋的窗子望去。“谁住在那个房子里呀？”她问道。

“没有人住，”萨拉难过地说，“我从来没有看到那扇窗子里有人，我只能跟这些鸟儿说说话。”

*　　*　　*

可是，两三个星期后的一天晚上，贝基来到萨拉的房间。她非常兴奋。

“嚯，小姐！”她说，“有个印度绅士要搬到隔壁的房子里住了。对了，他是个英国人，但是在印度生活了好多年。现在他马上就要住在隔壁了。他非常有钱，不过他生病了。好像有什么不幸的事发生在他的身上，可我不知道是什么事。”

萨拉笑了。“你是怎么知道这些的？”她问道。

“是这样的，小姐，你知道住在街对面的卡迈克尔一家吗？”贝基说，“我跟那家厨房的女佣很要好，这事是她告诉我的。卡迈克尔先生是那个印度绅士的律师，所以他们对他的情况都很了解。”


4

Ram Dass and the monkey

Every morning, when Sara gave the birds their bread, she looked across to the attic window next door. But nobody opened it. Nobody called out 'Good morning!' across the roof, or gave Sara a friendly smile.

'Perhaps the Indian gentleman's servants all sleep downstairs,' she thought sadly.

Her life was very lonely now. She saw Becky every day, of course, but they did not have much time for talking. The cook and the other servants were not friendly. Sometimes, at night, Ermengarde came up to Sara's room, but it was not easy for her to come often.

Then one evening, Sara was in her attic when she heard a noise on the roof. She looked up — and there at the open window was a small monkey.

'Oh, you dear little thing!' cried Sara.

At once, the monkey jumped down and began to run round the room. Sara laughed. She got up on the table and looked out of her window, and at the next window she saw a face—the smiling face of an Indian lascar.

'Oh,' cried Sara, 'have you got a monkey? He's in my room.'

The lascar's name was Ram Dass, and yes, it was his monkey. He gave Sara a big smile.

'I'm so sorry,' he said. 'Can I come and get him?'

'Oh yes, please,' said Sara. 'I think he's afraid of me. And he runs so fast! But can you get across the roof?'

Yes, Ram Dass could, and a minute later he was in Sara's room. Soon the monkey jumped into his arms, and Ram Dass thanked Sara again and again. Then he went away, across the roof, back into the house next door.

*　　*　　*

Sara went to the shops five or six times a day, and when she walked past the house next door, she often thought about the Indian gentleman. She felt sorry for him. He had no wife or family, and the doctor visited the house every day. Mr Carmichael the lawyer often visited, too, and sometimes the Carmichael children went with him.

Sara was pleased about that. 'It's nice to see friendly faces when you are ill,' she thought.

The Indian gentleman thought that, too. He liked children very much, but he was a very unhappy man. Mr Carmichael was his friend, and he talked to him a lot. But they talked about only one thing.

'I must find the child,' said the Indian gentleman (his name was Mr Carrisford). 'I must find her and take care of her. But where is she? Here I am, with all this money from the diamond mines—and half of it is Ralph Crewe's money. Oh, Carmichael, why did I leave my friend and run away when things looked bad? Why?'
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'You ran away because you were ill with a fever,' said Mr Carmichael. 'It nearly killed you, remember?'

'And it did kill poor Ralph,' said Mr Carrisford. 'He put all his money into the mines because I was his friend. But at first we didn't find any diamonds, and all Ralph's money was gone. I was afraid to tell him, so I ran away. And later, when we did find diamonds, Ralph was dead.' He laughed, angrily. 'What a brave friend I was!'

'It's not easy to be brave,' Mr Carmichael said quietly, 'when you're ill with a fever.'

Mr Carrisford looked into the fire. 'Ram Dass tells me,' he said, 'about a little servant-girl next door. The monkey ran away, and Ram Dass went across the roof to get him back from her room. The poor child sleeps in a cold, dirty attic, and works about sixteen hours a day. Is Ralph's daughter living like that? I can't stop thinking about it.'

'We're going to find her one day,' said Mr Carmichael.

'But how?' said Mr Carrisford. He put his head in his hands. 'I never saw her. I don't know her name! Ralph always called her his "Little Missus". We talked all the time about the mines. He never told me the name of her school. Her mother was French, so did he take her to a school in France? Or was it in England?'

'Well, we know there was a child at a school in Paris,' said Mr Carmichael, 'with the name of Carew or Crewe. Her father died suddenly, and a Russian family took her away with them, because she was a friend of their daughter. Perhaps this girl is Ralph Crewe's child. Next week I'm going to Moscow to look for her.'

'I want to go with you, but I'm not well,' said Mr Carrisford. 'I must find her, Carmichael. I must. Every night, in my dreams, I see Ralph Crewe's face, and he says:"Tom, Tom, where is my Little Missus?" And I have no answer for him.' Mr Carrisford took his friend's hand. 'Help me to find her. Help me.'

*　　*　　*

Winter came, with its short, dark days, and the attic rooms were very cold. There were no fires for servant girls, and often Sara and Becky could not sleep because of the cold. Sara was taller now, and her old black dress was very short. Her shoes were old, and she had no warm coat for the winter weather. She was thin, too. She did not get very much to eat, and she was always hungry.

She carried big baskets of shopping through the rain and the snow. One day she found a sixpence in the snow, and she bought some hot new bread with it. Then she saw a child by the door of the shop. The child had no shoes and no coat, and her thin face was blue with cold.

'She is hungrier than I am,' thought Sara. And she gave her hot new bread to the child.

When she got back to the school, Miss Minchin was angry. 'Cook is waiting for you, Sara. Why are you late?'

'I can't walk quickly through the snow,' said Sara. 'My shoes are old, Miss Minchin, and my feet get very cold.'

Miss Minchin did not like to hear this. 'Don't speak to me like that!' she said. 'I am kind to you, I'm giving you a home, but you never say "thank you" to me.'

Sara looked at her. 'You are not kind,' she said quietly. 'And this is not a home.'

'Go to your room at once!' said Miss Minchin.

On the stairs Sara met Lavinia. Lavinia looked at her and gave a little laugh. 'Oh, here's Princess Sara,' she said, 'in her old dress and her dirty shoes!'

In the attic, Sara sat down on the chair by her table.

'I must be brave,' she whispered. 'A princess is always brave, so I must be, too. But it's not easy.' She put her head down on her arms. 'Oh, Father, do you remember your Little Missus? Can you see me now?'

And in the house next door Mr Carrisford sat by a warm fire. Moscow is a long way from London, and he could only wait, but he thought about Ralph Crewe's child every day. He thought about other children, too.

'Ram Dass,' he said. 'How is that poor little servant-girl next door? Can we do something for her?'

'I see her in the street every day,' said Ram Dass. 'In the rain, in the snow. She looks thin and hungry. But we can help her. I can easily get in through her attic window. Listen...' And he talked for some minutes.
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Mr Carrisford smiled. 'Yes,' he said to Ram Dass. 'Yes, I like it. Let's do it.'



lonely adj. sad because one lacks friends or companions. 孤独的；寂寞的。

jump v. move quickly off the ground, etc., esp. up into the air, by using the force of the legs and feet. 跳；跳起；跳跃。

lascar n. seaman from the East Indies. 东印度水手。

visit v. go or come to see (a person, place, etc.). 去或来看（某人、某地等）。

take care of... 照顾……

France n.a western European country. 法国；法兰西。

blue adj. 青色的。

whisper v. speak softly. 轻声说；小声说；低语。


4．拉姆·达斯和猴子

每天早晨当萨拉给鸟儿喂面包的时候，她都要看看隔壁阁楼的窗子。可没有人打开窗子，没有人隔着屋顶向她说“早上好！”，也没有人给她以友好的微笑。

“可能印度绅士的仆人们全都睡在楼下。”她难过地想。

她如今生活得非常孤独。她每天都去看贝基，不过，她们当然没有多少时间在一起聊天。厨子还有其他仆人并不友好。有时，埃芒加德会在晚上来萨拉的屋里看她，可她并不能经常来。

一天晚上，萨拉正在屋里待着，这时她听到房顶上有什么动静。她抬头看去——只见开着的窗户上有一只小猴子。

“哦，你这可爱的小家伙！”萨拉叫了出来。

那只猴子立刻跳了下来，开始在屋子里跑来跑去。萨拉笑了。她站到桌子上透过窗户向外看去，看到隔壁窗户里有一张脸——一张东印度水手微笑着的脸。

“哦，”萨拉叫道，“你是不是有一只猴子？它在我屋里呢。”

东印度水手名叫拉姆·达斯，是的，那猴子就是他的。他冲萨拉灿烂地笑着。

“对不起，”他说道，“我可以进来逮住它吗？”


“哦，当然可以，请吧，”萨拉回答，“我想它有点儿怕我。它跑得真快！可你能从屋顶上过来吗？”

是的，拉姆·达斯可以，一转眼的工夫他就来到了萨拉的屋里。那只猴子立即就跳到了他胳膊上，拉姆·达斯一遍又一遍地向萨拉道谢。接着他从屋顶走回到了隔壁的房子里。

*　　*　　*

萨拉一天要去五六趟商店，每当她经过隔壁的房子时，就会经常想起那个印度绅士。她很为他感到难过。他没有妻室，大夫每天都去看他。律师卡迈克尔先生也经常去看他，有时候还带着他家的孩子们。

萨拉为此感到高兴。“生病时能看到人们友善的面庞真好。”她这样想。

那个印度绅士也是这么想的。他非常喜欢孩子，可他是个非常不幸的人。卡迈克尔先生是他的朋友，他跟他谈了很多话，可他们只谈论一件事情。

“我一定要找到那个孩子，”印度绅士（他名叫卡里斯福特）说道，“我一定要找到她并照顾她。可她在哪儿呢？我带着所有开采钻石矿赚来的钱来到这里——那笔钱有一半是拉尔夫·克鲁的。哦，卡迈克尔，为什么当时形势看起来不好时我要丢下我的朋友逃跑呢？为什么？”

“你出走是因为你当时生病发烧了，”卡迈克尔先生说道，“还记得吗？那场病差点要了你的命。”

“那场病的确要了可怜的拉尔夫的命，”卡里斯福特先生说，“因为我是他的朋友，他把他所有的钱都投在了那个钻石矿上。可一开始我们根本找不到钻石，拉尔夫的钱全赔进去了。我不敢把这事告诉他，所以就一走了之。后来，当我们真的找到钻石的时候，拉尔夫已经死了。”他生气地冷笑着，“我真是个勇敢的朋友！”

“要想真正勇敢起来并不容易，”卡迈克尔心平气和地说道，“特别是在你生病发烧的时候。”

卡里斯福特先生看着炉火。“拉姆·达斯告诉我，”他说，“隔壁有个小女佣。拉姆·达斯的猴子跑了，他沿着屋顶过去把猴子从她屋里捉了回来。可怜的小女孩儿住在又冷又脏的小阁屋里，每天干大约16个小时的活。拉尔夫的女儿也过这样的日子吗？我老是禁不住那样想。”

“我们总有一天会找到她的。”卡迈克尔先生说道。

“可怎么找呢？”卡里斯福特先生说。他用手抱着头，“我从没见过她，我连她的名字都不知道！拉尔夫经常管她叫他的‘小米萨斯’。我们在一起时说的也都是采矿的事。他从来没跟我说过她所在学校的名字。她母亲是法国人，那他是不是把她送到法国的学校了？还是就在英国呢？”

“对了，我们得知巴黎的一所学校里有个孩子，”卡迈克尔先生说，“叫卡鲁还是克鲁的，她父亲突然去世了，一个俄国家庭收养了她，把她带走了，因为她是他们家女儿的朋友。也许这个女孩儿就是拉尔夫·克鲁的孩子。我下周就去莫斯科找她。”

“我想跟你一起去，可我身体不好，”卡里斯福特先生说，“我必须找到她，卡迈克尔。我必须找到她。每天晚上我都梦到克鲁的脸，他对我说：‘汤姆，汤姆，我的小米萨斯在哪里？’我都无言以对。”卡里斯福特先生握着朋友的手，“帮我找到她。帮帮我。”

*　　*　　*

冬天来了，天变得很短，很阴暗，小阁屋里非常冷。女仆们的屋子里没有火取暖，萨拉和贝基经常被冻得睡不着觉。萨拉现在长高了，她那件黑色的旧衣服显得非常短。她的鞋旧了，也没有冬天穿的棉衣。她还很瘦，没有多少东两吃，经常挨饿。

她经常拎着买东西的篮子雨里雪里地跑来跑去。一天她在雪地里发现了6便士，于是就用这点钱买了一些新烤出来的热面包。可后来她在商店门口看到一个小孩儿，没穿鞋子，也没有外套，消瘦的脸冻得发紫。

“她肯定比我更饿。”萨拉想。于是她就把热面包给了那个孩子。

当她回到学校的时候，明钦小姐很生气。“厨子等着你呢，萨拉。你怎么这么晚才回来？”

“在雪地里我走不快，”萨拉说道，“我的鞋子旧了，明钦小姐，我的脚冷极了。”


明钦小姐不喜欢听到这些。“不准那样跟我说话！”她说道，“我对你不薄，我给了你一个家，可你从来都没对我说声‘谢谢’。”

萨拉看了看她。“你对我不好，”她平静地说，“这里也不是一个家。”

“马上回你的房间去！”明钦小姐说道。

萨拉在楼梯上碰到了拉维尼娅。拉维尼娅看了她一眼，还轻蔑地笑了一声。“哦，这不是萨拉公主吗，”她说道，“穿着旧衣服和脏鞋子的萨拉公主！”

在小阁屋里，萨拉坐在桌旁的椅子上。

“我一定要勇敢起来，”她轻声对自己说，“公主从来都是勇敢的，所以我也要勇敢起来。可做到这个并不容易。”她把头枕在胳膊上，“哦，爸爸，你还记得你的小米萨斯吗？你现在能看到我吗？”

在隔壁房子里，卡里斯福特先生坐在温暖的炉火旁。莫斯科离伦敦很远，他只能等待，可他每天都在想拉尔夫·克鲁的女儿，他也想起其他的孩子。

“拉姆·达斯，”他说，“隔壁那个可怜的小女佣怎么样了？我们能为她做些什么吗？”

“我每天都在街上见到她，”拉姆·达斯说，“不管下雨还是下雪。她看起来很瘦弱，也很饿。可我们能够帮助她。我可以很容易地从她小阁屋的窗子爬过去找她。听着……”接着他们在一起商量了一会儿。

卡里斯福特先生笑了。“行！”他对拉姆·达斯说道，“行，我觉得可以。就那样做吧。”


5

The magic

One night, a week later, Ermengarde got quietly out of bed and went upstairs to the attic. Sara was not there, so Ermengarde sat on the bed and waited. At ten o'clock Sara came slowly up the stairs and into the room.

Ermengarde looked at her. 'Oh, Sara!' she cried. 'Are you ill? Your face is white, and you look so tired!'

'It was a hard day, Ermie,' said Sara. She sat down. 'Miss Minchin was angry with Cook. Then Cook was angry with us. Becky and I had no dinner and no tea.'

'Does that happen often?' said Ermengarde unhappily. 'You never told me. Are you—are you hungry now?'

Sara looked at her. 'Yes,' she whispered. 'Yes, I am. I would like to eat that table. I would like to eat you.'

Ermengarde jumped up. 'Sara,' she cried. 'I had a box of things from home today. There's a big cake in it. I'm going to get it—now! You and Becky can eat it all!'

Soon, Ermengarde was back. The three girls sat on Sara's bed, and there were some happy smiles when Ermengarde opened her box and took out the cake.

'Oh, Miss, look at that!' said Becky.

'You are kind, Ermie,' said Sara. She laughed. 'It's magic, you know. When things are very bad, something nice always happens. Here we are, having a party!'

Ermengarde gave Sara and Becky some cake, and they began to eat. Suddenly, they stopped. There was a noise of feet on the stairs. They listened.

'Oh no!' whispered Becky. 'It's—it's Miss Minchin!'

'Yes,' said Sara. Her face was white again.

Then the door opened, and Miss Minchin came in.

'So, Lavinia was right,' she said angrily. 'Tea with Princess Sara! Becky, get back to your attic at once!'

'Oh, please, Miss Minchin!' cried Ermengarde. 'It was my cake, from home. We're only having a party.'

'Go back to your room, Ermengarde,' Miss Minchin said coldly, 'and take these things with you. And tomorrow' —she looked at Sara— ' there's no breakfast, no dinner, and no tea for you. Remember that!'

*　　*　　*

Soon the attics were quiet again. Tired and hungry, the two servant-girls went to sleep. But after an hour or two Sara opened her eyes. Was it a noise from the window perhaps?

'Something is different,' Sara whispered. 'What is it?' She sat up in bed and looked round the room. She looked again and again, and her eyes were very big.

The room was different—very different. There was a wonderful hot fire. There were new, warm blankets on her bed, and beautiful pictures on the walls.
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Sara slowly got out of bed. 'Is this a dream?' she said. 'Where did all these things come from?' She put out her hand to the fire. 'No, it's not a dream. The fire is hot—I can feel it. And oh! Look at the table!'

There was a red cloth on the table, and cups and plates. There was hot tea, and wonderful things to eat—hot meat pies and sandwiches and cake, oranges and apples.

Sara ran to Becky's room. 'Becky,' she whispered. 'Come quickly. The magic is here again. Come and look.'

When Becky saw the room, she could not speak at first. Then she said, 'Oh, Miss! What is it? How did all these things get here?'

'I don't know,' said Sara. 'It's magic. At first I thought it was a dream, but it isn't. Look—these pies are hot. Let's eat them. Hot meat pies aren't a dream!'

They sat down by the fire, and ate and drank.

'Oh, those pies were good, Miss!' Becky said. 'And the tea and the cake. I don't understand magic, but I like it!'

Sara looked round the room. 'Oh, Becky, look! There are some books, too. I didn't see them before.'

She ran to look at them, and opened the top book. 'There's some writing here! Listen. It says, "To the little girl in the attic. From a friend." Oh, Becky!' Sara closed the book and looked up. 'I have a friend, Becky,' she said slowly. 'Someone is my friend.'
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*　　*　　*

The next morning Becky met Sara in the kitchen.

'Oh, Miss,' she whispered. 'Was the magic there this morning? Or did it go away in the night?'

'No, it's still there,' Sara whispered back. 'I ate some cold meat pie for breakfast. And the fire was still warm!'

Becky laughed happily. 'Oh my! Oh my!' she said.

Miss Minchin could not understand it. When Sara came into the schoolroom, she looked happy and well. Miss Minchin wanted to see a white, unhappy face, and eyes red from crying. 'How can that child smile?' she thought angrily. But of course, she did not know about the magic.

And the magic did not go away. Every evening, when Sara went up to bed, she found new things in the attic. There were more warm blankets, for her and for Becky. There were pictures on the walls; there were books, new shoes, and a winter coat. And best of all, there was always a fire, and a wonderful hot dinner on the table.

'But where does it all come from?' Becky said one night when they sat by the fire. 'Who does it, Miss?'

'A friend does it,' Sara said. 'A kind, wonderful friend. But he doesn't want us to know his name.'

They began to look at one of the new books, and then Becky looked up.

'Oh, Miss,' she whispered. 'There's something at the window. What is it?'

Sara got up to look. 'It's the monkey!' she said. 'The monkey from next door.' She opened the window, and the monkey jumped down into her arms. 'Oh, you poor little thing,' Sara said. 'You're so cold!'

Becky was very interested. 'I never saw a monkey before,' she said. 'He's not very beautiful, Miss! What are you going to do with him?'

'It's very late now,' said Sara. 'He can stay in my room tonight, and I can take him home in the morning.'



magic n. power of apparently using supernatural forces to change the form of things or influence events; superstitious practices based on this. 魔法；巫术。

right adj. true or correct. 对的；正确的。

blanket n. thick woolen covering used, esp. on beds, for keeping people warm. 毛毯；毡子。

dream n. sequence of scenes and feelings occurring in the mind during sleep. 梦。

pie n. meat or fruit encased in pastry and baked in a dish. 以肉或水果为馅的烤饼；馅饼。

sandwich n. two or more slices of bread with meat, cheese, etc. between. 三明治。

best of all 最好的是，最让人高兴的是。

before adv. at an early time; in the past. 以前；过去。


5．奇迹

一周后的一天晚上，埃芒加德悄悄下了床来到了楼上的阁屋里。萨拉不在，于是埃芒加德坐在床上等她。10点钟的时候，萨拉慢慢上了楼梯，回到了屋里。

埃芒加德看着她。“哦，萨拉！”她叫出了声，“你病了吗？你的脸色怎么这么苍白，你看起来怎么这么疲惫！”

“今天过得真惨，埃米，”萨拉说着坐了下来，“明钦小姐对厨子不满，厨子就拿我们出气。我和贝基都没晚饭吃，也没有茶喝。”

“经常会这样吗？”埃芒加德难过地问道，“你从来没跟我说过。你——你现在饿吗？”

萨拉看了看她。“饿，”她低声说，“是的，我饿。我恨不得把那张桌子吃了，恨不得把你也吃了。”

埃芒加德跳了起来。“萨拉，”她大声说，“我今天从家里收到一盒东西，里面是一个大蛋糕。我这就去取——现在就去！你和贝基可以把它都吃掉！”

不一会儿埃芒加德就回来了。三个女孩子坐在萨拉的床上，当埃芒加德打开盒子拿出蛋糕时，大家都露出了幸福的微笑。

“哇，小姐，看！”贝基说。

“你真好，埃米，”萨拉笑着说，“你知道，有时候很神奇，当情况很糟糕时，总有些好的事情会发生。来，我们开个聚会吧！”

埃芒加德给了萨拉和贝基一些蛋糕，她们吃了起来。突然，她们停了下来。楼梯上传来了脚步声。她们都听着。


“哦，不好！”贝基小声说道，“是——是明钦小姐！”

“是她。”萨拉说着脸又变白了。

门开了，明钦小姐走了进来。

“没错，拉维尼娅说对了，”她生气地说，“跟萨拉公主喝茶！贝基，马上回你的阁屋去！”

“哦，求你了，明钦小姐！”埃芒加德哭着说，“那是我从家里带来的蛋糕。我们只想开个聚会。”

“埃芒加德，回你的房间去。”明钦小姐冷冷地说，“把东西带走。还有，明天”——她看了看萨拉——“明天没有你的早餐、晚餐，也没有你的茶。给我记住这些！”

*　　*　　*

阁楼很快又安静下来了。两个女仆去睡了，又累又饿的。可过了一两个小时以后，萨拉睁开了眼睛。是不是窗子那里有什么动静？

“有点不对劲儿，”萨拉嘟囔道，“是什么东西呢？”她从床上坐了起来环视着房间。她睁大眼睛，看了一遍又一遍。

屋里跟原来相比是不一样了——非常不一样。屋子里有一炉烧得很旺的火，床上有暖和的新毯子，墙上还挂着漂亮的画。

萨拉慢慢下了床。“是不是在做梦呀？”她说，“这些东西都是从哪儿来的呀？”她把手伸到炉火上。“不，这不是做梦。火是热的——我能感觉到。哇！看桌子上！”


桌子上铺着一块红布，还摆着杯子和盘子，里面盛着热茶和其他好吃的东西——热气腾腾的肉馅饼、三明治、蛋糕，还有橘子和苹果。

萨拉跑到贝基的房间里。“贝基，”她轻声说道，“快过来，奇迹又出现了，快过来看。”

当贝基看到房间里的这一切时，刚开始她惊得说不出话来。过了一会儿才说道：“哦，小姐！这是怎么回事？这些东西都是怎么来的？”

“我不知道，”萨拉说，“这是个奇迹。起初我以为是在做梦，可这不是梦。看——那些馅饼是热的。我们吃吧，热腾腾的肉馅饼不是梦！”

她们坐在火炉旁，吃喝起来。

“哦，这些馅饼的味道可真棒，小姐！”贝基说道，“还有这茶和蛋糕也不错。我不懂什么是奇迹，可我非常喜欢！”

萨拉环视自己的房间。“哇，贝基，看！那儿还有一些书。我刚才没有发现。”

她跑过去打开最上面那本书。“这里写着字呢！听着，上面写的是：‘送给阁楼里的小女孩儿。一个朋友。’喔，贝基！”萨拉合上书，抬起头来。“我有个朋友，贝基，”她慢慢地说道，“有人是我的朋友。”

*　　*　　*

第二天早上，贝基在厨房里见到了萨拉。

“哦，小姐，”她轻声说道，“今天早上那些神奇的东西还在吗？还是晚上就消失了？”

“没有消失，还在呢，”萨拉轻声回答，“我吃了一些凉的肉馅饼当早餐。炉火还暖和着呢！”

贝基高兴地笑着。“太好了！太好了！”她说道。

明钦小姐无法理解这些事情。当萨拉来到教室时，她显得很高兴，很有精神。明钦小姐希望看到的是一张苍白、忧愁的脸和一双哭红了的眼睛。“这孩子怎么能笑得出来呢？”她生气地想。不过，当然了，她不知道有奇迹发生。

奇迹没有消失。萨拉每天晚上上楼睡觉时，就会发现小阁屋里有新的东西。有更多的暖和的毯子，是给她和贝基两个人的；墙上有画；还有书、新鞋子和冬天穿的棉衣。最让人高兴不过的是老是有温暖的炉火，桌子上还放着热乎乎的晚餐。

“可这些都是从哪儿来的呢？”一天晚上她们在炉火前坐着时贝基问道，“这是谁做的呢，小姐？”

“一个朋友，”萨拉答道，“一个善良的、非常好的朋友。可他不想让我们知道他的名字。”

她们拿出一本新书看了起来，过了一会儿贝基抬起头来。

“哦，小姐，”她轻声说道，“窗户上有什么东西。是什么呀？”

萨拉起身过去看。“是那只猴子！”她说道，“是隔壁房子里的猴子。”她打开窗户，猴子跳了进来，跳进了她怀里。“哦，可怜的小家伙，”萨拉说道，“你怎么这么冷！”

贝基非常好奇。“我以前从来没见过猴子，”她说，“它不是很好看呀，小姐！你要拿它怎么办？”

“现在天已经很晚了，”萨拉说，“就让它待在我的屋子里吧，我明天早上送它回家。”


6

Lost and found

The next morning, the first visitor to the house next door was Mr Carmichael, back from Russia. But when he came into the house, his face was sad. Mr Carrisford knew the answer at once.

'You didn't find her,' he said.

'I found her,' Mr Carmichael said. 'But it was the wrong girl. Her name is Emily Carew, and she's much younger than Ralph Crewe's daughter. I'm very sorry.'

'We must begin again,' said Mr Carrisford unhappily. 'But where? It's two years now. Two years!'

'Well, she isn't at a school in Paris. We know that,' Mr Carmichael said. 'Let's look at the schools in England now.'

'Yes,' said Mr Carrisford. 'Yes, we can begin in London. There's a school next door, Carmichael.'

Perhaps it was the magic again, but at that moment Ram Dass came .quietly into the room.

'The little servant-girl from the attic is here,' he said to Mr Carrisford. 'With the monkey. He ran away again last night to her room. Would you like to see her?'

'Yes,' said Mr Carrisford. 'Yes, I would. Bring her in.'

And so Sara came into the room and stood in front of the Indian gentleman. She smiled at him.

'Your monkey came to my room last night,' she said, 'and I took him in because it was so cold.'

Mr Carrisford watched her face with interest. 'That was kind of you,' he said.

Sara looked at Ram Dass by the door. 'Shall I give him to the lascar?' she asked.

'How do you know he is a lascar?' said Mr Carrisford.

'Oh, I know lascars,' Sara said. 'I was born in India.'

Mr Carrisford sat up suddenly. 'In India?' he said. 'But you're a servant at the school next door.'

'Yes, I am now,' said Sara. 'But I wasn't at first.'

The Indian gentleman looked at Mr Carmichael, and then Mr Carmichael looked at Sara.

'What do you mean by "at first", child?' he asked.

'When Father first took me to the school.'

'Where is your father?' said Mr Carmichael.

'He died,' said Sara, very quietly. 'His friend ran away with all his money, and there was no money for me. There was nobody to take care of me. So Miss Minchin put me in the attic and said I must work for my bread.'

The Indian gentleman moved in his chair. 'What—what was your father's name?' he said. 'Tell me.'

Sara looked at him sadly. 'Ralph Crewe,' she said. 'He died in India from a fever, two years ago.'

Mr Carrisford's face went very white. 'Carmichael,' he whispered, 'it is the child—the child!'
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*　　*　　*

That was an exciting day for many people. At first poor Sara did not understand. But Mr Carmichael talked to her quietly and told her everything—the true story about her father's friend and the diamond mines, and the two years of looking for Ralph Crewe's daughter.

'And all the time,' she said later to Mr Carrisford, when they sat by his fire, 'I was in the house next door.'

Tom Carrisford took her hand. 'Yes,' he said. 'And you're never going back there. Your home is with me now. I'm going to take care of Ralph's Little Missus.'

Sara laughed, happily. 'And you were the friend, too. All those beautiful things in my attic came from you—you and Ram Dass. Becky and I thought it was magic!'

The Indian gentleman smiled at her. 'We were sorry for you,' he said. 'Ram Dass can move very quietly, and he carried the things across the roof when you were out. I couldn't find Ralph's daughter, but I wanted to help somebody. And then Ram Dass told me about this sad, lonely little servant-girl in the attic next door.'

And so the story ended happily for everybody—but not for Miss Minchin. Sara was very rich now, and Miss Minchin wanted her to come back to the school. She came to see Mr Carrisford, but he said some very angry things to her, and she went away with a red face.

Becky came to live in Mr Carrisford's house, too. She was Sara's servant, and she was very happy. She had a warm room, nice dresses, and good things to eat every day. And she loved Sara very much.

Ermengarde often came to visit Sara, and Sara helped her with her school lessons again. Ermengarde was not clever, but she was a true friend. On that first day in the Indian gentleman's house, Sara wrote a letter to her, and Ermengarde carried the letter into the schoolroom.

'There were diamond mines,' she told Lavinia and the other girls. 'There were! There were millions and millions of diamonds in the mines, and half of them are Sara's. And they were her diamonds all the time when she was cold and hungry in the attic. And she was a princess then, and she's a princess now!'



Russia n. a European country. 俄国。

in front of... before... 在……前头；在……面前。

sit up 坐起来。

nobody pron. not anybody; no person. 没有人；无人。

all the time 一直；自始至终。

be sorry for... 为……感到抱歉。

true adj. loyal; faithful. 真正的；忠诚的。


6．失而复得

第二天早晨，第一个来到隔壁房子里的是卡迈克尔先生，他刚从俄国回来。可他进屋时表情非常难过。卡里斯福特先生立刻就知道了答案。

“你没有找到她是不是？”他说。

“找到了，”卡迈克尔先生说道，“不过她不是我们要找的人。那个女孩儿叫埃米莉·卡鲁，比拉尔夫·克鲁的女儿小得多。非常抱歉。”

“我们得重新开始找，”卡里斯福特先生沮丧地说，“可去哪儿找呢？都两年了，两年了呀！”

“嗯，我们知道，她没有在巴黎的学校读书。”卡迈克尔先生说，“我们现在开始搜寻英国的学校吧。”

“是的，”卡里斯福特先生说，“是的，我们可以先从伦敦找起。隔壁就是一所学校，卡迈克尔。”

或许这又是奇迹，可就在那时拉姆·达斯静静地走进了屋子。

“住在阁楼里的小女佣来了，”他对卡里斯福特先生说，“还带着那只猴子。它昨晚又跑到她屋里去了。你要不要见见她？”

“是的，”卡里斯福特先生说，“是的，我想见见她。带她进来。”

于是萨拉进了屋，站在这个印度绅士面前。她朝他微笑着。

“你的猴子昨晚跑到我的屋里去了，”她说，“我留下了它，因为它很冷。”


卡里斯福特先生饶有兴趣地看着她的脸庞。“你心肠真好。”他说道。

萨拉看看门口站着的拉姆·达斯。“我可以把它交给这个东印度水手吗？”她问道。

“你怎么知道他是东印度水手？”卡里斯福特先生问道。

“噢，我知道东印度水手，”萨拉说，“我是在印度出生的。”

卡里斯福特先生突然坐了起来。“你出生在印度？”他问道，“可你是隔壁学校的仆人呀。”

“是的，我现在是，”萨拉说道，“可我当初并不是。”

这位印度绅士看看卡迈克尔先生，接着卡迈克尔先生又看看萨拉。

“你说的‘当初’是什么意思，孩子？”他问道。

“就是我爸爸刚送我来学校的时候。”

“你爸爸在哪儿？”卡迈克尔先生问道。

“他去世了，”萨拉很平静地说道，“他的朋友卷着他所有的钱逃走了，我也就没有钱了，也就没有人照顾我了，于是明钦小姐就把我丢进了阁屋里，说我必须干活养活自己。”

印度绅士在椅子上挪动了一下。“你——你爸爸叫什么名字？”他问道，“告诉我。”

萨拉悲伤地看着他。“拉尔夫·克鲁，”她说，“他两年前在印度发烧病死了。”

卡里斯福特先生脸色变得苍白。“卡迈克尔，”他低声说道，“就是这个孩子——就是她！”

*　　*　　*

对于很多人来说，这是令人兴奋的一天。一开始可怜的萨拉弄不明白。可卡迈克尔先生平心静气地和她聊天，跟她说了所有的一切——她父亲朋友的真实故事和那钻石矿，还有两年来寻找拉尔夫·克鲁的女儿的事情。

“我一直，”后来他们一起坐在火炉旁边时，她对卡里斯福特先生说，“我一直都在隔壁住着呀。”

汤姆·卡里斯福特握着她的手。“是的，”他说，“你再也不用回到那里去住了。从现在起我这里就是你的家了。我要好好地照顾拉尔夫的小米萨斯。”

萨拉笑了，笑得非常开心。“你也就是那个朋友啦。我阁屋里所有美妙的东西都是你们——你和拉姆·达斯送的。我和贝基原来还以为是奇迹呢！”

印度绅士朝她微笑着。“我们为你感到难过，”他说，“拉姆·达斯的动作非常轻，你不在时他就翻过屋顶把东西送过去。我找不到拉尔夫的女儿，可我想帮助别人。后来拉姆·达斯就跟我说了隔壁阁屋里那个悲伤、孤独的小女仆的事。”

故事的结局让每个人都感到高兴——除了明钦小姐。萨拉现在又非常有钱了，明钦小姐想让她回去上学。她去找了卡里斯福特先生，可他非常生气地说了她一通，让她红着脸走了。

贝基也搬到卡里斯福特先生的房子里住了。她成了萨拉的女仆，感到非常高兴。她有了一个温暖的房间，漂亮的衣服，每天还有很多好吃的东西。她非常爱萨拉。

埃芒加德经常来看萨拉，萨拉又开始帮她学习功课了。埃芒加德没有那么聪明，可她是个真正的朋友。去印度绅士家里的头一天，萨拉给她写了封信，埃芒加德把信带到了学校。

“确实有钻石矿，”她对拉维尼娅和其他姑娘们说道，“确实有！钻石矿里有数不尽的钻石，其中有一半是属于萨拉的。那一直都是她的钻石，哪怕是当她住在小阁屋里，又冷又饿的时候。她那时是一位公主，现在也是！”


ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1．Read the story introduction of the book. How much do you know now about the story? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) Sara Crewe is very rich.

YES □／NO □

2) Sara first comes to England when she is eleven years old.

YES □／NO □

3) Sara is a princess.

YES □／NO □

4) Miss Minchin likes little rich girls.

YES □／NO □

5) Sara is happy when her father leaves.

YES □／NO □

6) Everybody wants to be Sara's friend.

YES □／NO □

2．What is going to happen in this story? Can you guess? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) Mr Crewe dies.

YES □／NO □

2) Mr Crewe goes to prison.

YES □／NO □

3) Mr Crewe loses all his money.

YES □／NO □

4) Sara is poor, hungry, and sad all her life.

YES □／NO □

5) Sara has no friends.

YES □／NO □

6) After a time Sara finds some new friends.

YES □／NO □

7) She runs away from Miss Minchin's school.

YES □／NO □

8) She goes back to India.

YES □／NO □


ACTIVITIES



While Reading

l．Read Chapter 1, and then complete these sentences with the right words.

clever, expensive, lessons, like, princess, rich, richer, sad




1) Miss Minchin liked Sara because her father was______.

2) Mr Crewe bought many ______things for his daughter.

3) Miss Minchin thought Sara looked like a little______.

4) When Mr Crewe left London, Sara was very______.

5) Sara's friend Ermengarde was not______, so Sara helped her with her school______,

6) Sara's father was ______than Lavinia's father, and because of that, Lavinia did not ______Sara.

2．Read Chapter 2. Who said or wrote this, and to whom?

1) 'My friend has some mines in northern India.'

2) 'To me, you are a princess.'

3) 'Sit down again for a minute. You look so tired.'

4) 'Sometimes I like your stories better than things to eat.'

5) 'Mr Crewe's good friend ran away with all Mr Crewe's money.'

6) 'She must leave my school at once.'

7) '... you must be a servant and work for your bread.'

3．Before you read Chapter 3, can you guess the answer to this question?

Are any of these people going to be kind to Sara?

Miss Minchin / Ermengarde / Becky / Lavinia

4．Read Chapter 3. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)? Change the false sentences into true ones.

1) Sara often cried in the first months of her new life.

2) She worked from early in the morning to late at night.

3) One morning Lavinia came up to her attic room.

4) Sara was very sad when Ermengarde came to see her.

5) Sara never saw anybody at the next attic window.

6) Then the Carmichael family came to live next door.

5．Read Chapter 4, and answer these questions.

Why

1) ... did Ram Dass come across the roof to Sara's room?

2) ... did Sara feel sorry for the Indian gentleman?

3) ... did Mr Carrisford want to find Ralph Crewe's child?

4) ... did Mr Carrisford run away from Ralph in India?

5) ... was Mr Carrisford sorry for the little servant-girl next door?

6) ... did Mr Carmichael go to Moscow?

7) ... did Sara give her bread to a child in the street?

8) ... was Sara very unhappy that night?

6．Before you read Chapter 5, can you guess what happens? Choose some of these answers.

1) Ram Dass goes to Sara's attic, but Sara doesn't see him.

2) Ram Dass leaves some money for Sara in her room.

3) Sara talks to Ram Dass and tells him her name.

4) Ram Dass tells Mr Carrisford that Sara is Ralph Crewe's daughter.

5) The monkey runs away again to Sara's room.

7．Read Chapters 5 and 6, and then join these halves of sentences together.

1) One night Ermengarde took a cake to Sara's room, ...

2) Later that night Sara found some wonderful things in her room, ...

3) Every evening after that, when Sara went to bed, ...

4) Sara knew that she had a kind, wonderful friend, ...

5) Then the monkey came to Sara's room one night, ...

6) She talked about lascars and India and her father, ...

7) and at first she and Becky thought it was magic.

8) and the next day Sara took him back to the Indian gentleman's house.

9) but Miss Minchin came up and stopped the party.

10) so Mr Carrisford found Ralph Crewe's daughter at last.

11) but she did not know his name.

12) there were new things in the attic for her and for Becky.


ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1．At the end of the story Sara wrote a letter to Ermengarde. Complete her letter with the words below. (Use one word for each gap.)

after, better, care, diamonds, fever, find, friend, half, home, house, kind, know, live, mines, next, nicest, servant, wonderful




Dear Ermie,

I have something ______ to tell you! I am writing this in the Indian gentleman's ______. His name is Mr Carrisford, and he was my father's ______ in India. And, Ermie, there WERE ______ in the ______ — thousands of them—but they only found them ______ my father died.

Mr Carrisford was ill with a ______too, and when he got ______. he came to England to look for me. But he couldn't ______ me because he didn't ______ my name. And all the time, Ermie, I was a ______ in the house ______ door!

______ of the diamonds are mine now, Mr Carrisford says. But the ______ thing is this, Ermie. Mr Carrisford is a very ______ man, and he wants to take ______ of me. So I'm going to ______ with him and have a ______ again. You must come and visit me often.

Your best friend, Sara

2．Here is a new illustration for the story. Find the best place in the story to put the picture, and answer these questions.

The picture goes in Chapter ______.

1) Who is Sara talking to?

2) What is happening in Sara's room at this moment?

3) What happens next?




Now write a caption for the illustration.
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Caption:_________________________________________

3．How did Miss Minchin find out about Ermengarde's cake and the tea party in the attic? Put her conversation with Lavinia in the right order, and write in the speakers' names. Lavinia speaks first (number 5).

1)______ 'Upstairs, in the attic.'

2)______ 'Yes, Lavinia, what is it?'

3)______ 'A big cake. She said Sara was hungry.'

4)______ 'Having tea with—! How do you know this, Lavinia?'

5)______ 'Oh, Miss Minchin. I have something to tell you!'

6)______ 'A box? What was in it?'

7)______ 'She's having tea with Princess Sara.'

8)______ 'Of course she isn't hungry! Right. I'm going upstairs at once. You were right to tell me this, Lavinia. You can go back to bed now.'

9)______ 'I saw her on the stairs, with a big box.'

10)______ 'But it's after ten o'clock! Where is she?'

11)______ 'What's she doing up there?'

12)______ 'Ermengarde isn't in her bed, Miss Minchin.'

4．Here is Miss Minchin, telling someone about Sara. How many untrue things does she say? Can you correct them?

'Sara Crewe? Oh yes, she lives across the street now, with Mr Carrisford, her father's brother. I was very kind to her when her father died in Africa. She slept in the best bed room, and was never cold or hungry. She taught French to the younger children, but she didn't work in the kitchen or the house. I saw Mr Carrisford yesterday. He was very friendly, and he wants Sara to come back to my school.'

5．Here is a puzzle. The answer is a word from the story with eight letters. To find the word, choose the right letters (one from each sentence) and write them in the boxes.

At first there were lots of them; then there were none of them, but in the end there were lots of them. What are they?

□　□　□　□　□　□　□　□


  
    	My first is in SAD.
    	My fifth is in COOK.
  

  
    	My second is in ILL.
    	My sixth is in KIND.
  

    
    	My third is in TEA.
    	My seventh is in DOLL.
  

    
    	My fourth is in MAGIC.
    	My eighth is in PRINCESS.
      



6．What did you think about the people in this story? Choose some names, and finish these sentences in your own words.

Sara / Ermengarde / Lavinia / Becky

Mr Crewe / Miss Minchin / Mr Carrisford / Ram Dass




1) I felt sorry for ______ because ______.

2) I liked ______ because ______.

3) I didn't like ______ because ______.

4) ______ was right to ______.

5) ______ was wrong to ______.
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内容简介

世界上会发生一些奇怪的事。你能听到各种耸人听闻的故事，但它们是真人真事吗？你能相信谁呢？一些故事永远不会刊登在报纸上，因为政府不想让人们知道它们。但这样的故事会出现在奥米茄文件里。

有多少人知道奥米茄文件呢？不多——在布鲁塞尔恐怕只有30个人知道它。霍克和祖德就知道，因为文件里的许多故事都是他们收集来的。他们过着有趣的生活。一天，他们来到伦敦和一个青年交谈，他告诉他们一个关于某药品公司的离奇故事，但这是不是真的呢？又有一天，他们去苏格兰找一个生活在尼斯湖中的怪兽。当然，世上没有怪兽——对吗？还有一次，他们在太平洋的一个小岛上，那里的人都在谈论一只宇宙飞船。可是这只宇宙飞船在哪里呢？谁又真正见过它呢？

它们都在那儿——在奥米茄文件里。


THE OMEGA FILES

SHORT STORIES

Some strange things happen in this world. You hear all kinds of frightening stories. But are they true? Who do you believe? Some stories never get into the newspapers, because governments want to keep them secret. And these are the stories in the Omega Files.




How many people know about the Omega Files? Not many— perhaps no more than thirty people in Brussels. Hawker and Jude know about them, because they bring back a lot of the stories that go into the Files. They have interesting lives. One day they're in London, talking to a young man. He has a strange story to tell them, about a drug company, but is it true? Another day they go to Scotland, to look for a monster in Loch Ness, but of course, there are no monsters—are there? Another time they're on an island in the Pacific Ocean, where everybody is talking about a spaceship. But where is this spaceship? And who has actually seen it?




It's all there, in the Omega Files.
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EDI
European Department of Intelligence

There were two of them. Hawker and Jude. They had no other names. Just Hawker and Jude. They were young, fast, and clever. They worked for EDI, in the European Government.

You know about the Americans' CIA and the Russians' KGB? Well, this was EDI—the European Department of Intelligence. Big secrets. Very strange secrets. The secrets of the Omega Files. They don't get into the newspapers, and most people never hear about them. Most people don't know anything about EDI.

In the early years Hawker and Jude travelled a lot. Brussels, Strasbourg, Rome, Delhi, Washington... North Africa, South America, Australia... No home, no family, just work. They worked for the top man in the Brussels office of EDI, and only for him. He was called Arla. Nobody knew his real name, or much about him. Some said he was Latvian; others said he was from another planet. He always gave the hard jobs to Hawker and Jude. The jobs with questions, but not many answers. The Omega Files.

When I met them, many years later, Hawker and Jude were about seventy years old. They lived very quietly, in a little white house on a Greek island. They went walking, swimming, fishing; they sat in the sun, and slept a lot.
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At first, they didn't want to talk about their work.

'We can't,' said Jude. 'Our work was secret. It's all in the government files, and nobody can read them.'

'After thirty years,' I said, 'people can read all secret government files.'

'Not these files,' Hawker said. 'It's a hundred years before people can read the EDI files.'

I looked at them. 'But I don't need to read the files,' I said. 'I can get the stories from you.'

□　□　□

And I did. Here are some of them...



intelligence n. information, esp. of military value. 情报，信息（尤指有军事价值的）。

CIA abbr. Central Intelligence Agency. （美国）中央情报局。

KGB abbr. <俄> Komitet Gosudarstvennoi Bezopasnosti. 克格勃，（前苏联）国家安全委员会。

travel v. make a journey. 旅行；游历。

top adj. highest in position, rank or degree. （位置、地位、级别或程度）最高的。

at first at or in the beginning; initially. 起初，当初。

look at turn one's eyes in a particular direction (in order to see sb. / sth.). 看；瞧；望。


EDI：欧洲情报局

他们只有两人——霍克和祖德。除了霍克和祖德，他们再无其他名字。他们年轻、机警、聪明。他们在欧洲政府的EDI工作。

你知道美国的CIA和俄罗斯的KGB吗？这里说的是EDI——欧洲情报局。大秘密、非常奇怪的秘密，这就是奥米茄文件里的秘密。它们不会出现在报纸上，大多数人也从没听说过它们。人们大多也都没听说过EDI。

霍克和祖德早年四处旅行，布鲁塞尔、斯特拉斯堡、罗马、德里、华盛顿……北非、南美、澳大利亚……他们没有家，也没有亲人，只有工作。他们为，且只为EDI在布鲁塞尔办公室的最高长官效力，这位长官名叫阿拉。他的真名及其他一切都无人知晓。有人说他是拉脱维亚人，也有人说他来自于另一个星球。他常把艰巨的任务交给霍克和祖德，这些任务通常问题较多，难以解决，这就是奥米茄文件。

多年以后，当我遇到霍克和祖德时，他们已是七旬老人了，恬静地生活在希腊一个岛上的一座白色的小房子里。他们散步、游泳、钓鱼；他们晒晒太阳，睡睡觉。

起初，他们不愿谈论他们的工作。

“我们不能说，”祖德说，“我们做的是保密工作。它们都记在政府的文件中，没人能看到。”

“30年后，”我说，“人们就可以看政府所有的保密文件了。”

“这些文件可不行，”霍克说，“可能要等到100年后人们才能看EDI的文件呢。”

我看着他们。“可我并不想看这些文件，”我说，“我只想听你们讲其中的故事。”




□　□　□




他们给我讲了，以下是其中的几个……


OMEGA FILE 349
London, England

'There's a young man in London called Johnny Cook,' Arla said. 'He's about eighteen. He doesn't have a home, but he goes clubbing nearly every night. Those all-night dance clubs for young people. Here's a photograph of him.'

He put the photograph on the table, and Jude and Hawker looked at it.

'And?' Hawker said.

'He wants to sell a story to a newspaper,' Arla said. 'Some story about a drug company. Find him. Talk to him. What's his story? I want to know.'

Jude and Hawker took an afternoon plane from Brussels to London, and then went to a hotel.

'What are you going to wear tonight?' said Jude. 'Not those old jeans, please!'

'What's wrong with them?' Hawker said. 'We're going clubbing, not out to dinner at the Ritz Hotel.'

'Well, wear a different shirt, then. That one's dirty.'

'You can wash it for me,' Hawker said.

'Get lost!' said Jude.

They had dinner, watched television for an hour or two, and then went out. It was a warm night, with a little rain now and then.

'London weather,' said Hawker.

They found a taxi with a young driver, and got in.

'Where to?' said the driver.

'We want to go clubbing,' Jude said. 'Where's the best place this week? Do you know?'

'Bruno's,' the driver said. 'Or Garcia's, down by the river. Everybody's going there this week.'

'OK, let's go!' said Hawker.

They went to Garcia's first, then moved on to Bruno's. They found Johnny Cook in a third club, called Monty's. It was two o'clock in the morning.

'That's him, all right,' Hawker said. 'Look at his ear.'

Johnny Cook was tall and thin, with long yellow hair and two black earrings in his left ear.

'Johnny! Johnny Cook!' shouted Jude suddenly. She ran and put her arms round Johnny Cook's neck. 'Hi, Johnny! You remember me—Jude. We met last week, at Garcia's. You remember? Oh, this is my friend Hawker.'

'Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you,' said Hawker.

'Hi,' said Johnny Cook. He looked at Jude. 'Did we meet at Garcia's?'

'Of course we did,' laughed Jude. 'I was with Sara and Patti and the others, remember?'

'Oh. Yeah,' said Johnny. 'I remember.' He looked around. 'Are they here tonight?'

'No, it's just me and Hawker tonight,' said Jude. 'Come on, let's dance.'

They danced for two hours. Then they left with about ten other people, and went across the river to a new club. The music there was louder and the dancing was very fast. After two more hours of dancing, Hawker was hot, tired, and thirsty.

'I'm getting old,' he said to Jude. 'Don't these people ever go to bed?'

'You're only twenty-five !' said Jude. 'That's not old. And you can't stop yet. He's getting very friendly now, and we can take him to breakfast soon.'

At seven o'clock the club closed, and Jude and Hawker took Johnny back to their hotel. Jude picked up the phone and asked for three big breakfasts in the room.

Hawker took his shoes off. 'Ah, that's better,' he said. He looked at Johnny. 'How often do you go clubbing, Johnny? And what do you do in the daytime?'

'Not a lot. Sleep, usually. I go clubbing most nights.'

'Where do you live?' Hawker asked.

'On the streets,' said Johnny. 'When I'm rich, I'm going to get a boat and live on that.'

'Rich?' Jude said. 'Oh yes, we all want to be rich!'

'But I am going to be rich,' Johnny said. 'I've got a good story, see?' He laughed. 'I'm going to sell it. A newspaper wants to give me 100,000 Euros for it. They gave me 1,000 last month, and I'm going to get the other 99,000 very soon.'
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'Great!' said Jude, 'So what's the story then, Johnny? Have some more coffee, and tell us all about it.'

'Well, you know the Tyler Drug Company?' Johnny began. 'They make drugs and medicines.'

'Yes,' Hawker said. 'It's a very big European company. They've got offices in all the big cities.'

'Yeah, that's right,' Johnny said. 'Well, they're taking young people off the streets, and using them for tests.'

Jude laughed. 'Nobody's going to believe that !' she said. 'Drug companies use animals, not people, for their tests. Some new drugs can be very dangerous at first. Nobody wants people to die from a new medicine!'

'It's true!' Johnny said angrily. 'Think about it. All those young homeless people in London. They sleep every night along the Strand, and other streets. Nobody wants to know them, nobody asks questions about them. They've got no home, no family, nothing.'

'But they've got legs,' Hawker said. 'They can run away. '

'You don't understand,' said Johnny. 'Listen. I know, because I was there ! I live on the streets, right? And late one night, along the Strand, they came and took me and some other people—a boy and two girls. They wanted to help us, they said. Hot food, nice beds, new clothes—everything! They took us to this big house—'

'Where?' said Hawker.

'I'm not saying where,' said Johnny.

'And what happened?' asked Jude.

'They gave us food, and new clothes, and beds to sleep in, all right. But we couldn't get out of the house, and men in white coats watched us all the time. And they put drugs in our food.'

'How do you know that?' Hawker asked.

'I felt ill. My eyes went strange, and I couldn't see very well. And one of the girls—she got very ill one night. She screamed and screamed, and the men in white coats came. I was in the next room and I listened through the wall. "This is very strange," one of the men said. "She had 20 grams of Coplas in her dinner tonight. Was that too much, do you think?" "I don't know," said a second man. "We don't want to kill her. Let's try 20 grams again tomorrow, on this girl and on one of the boys. We can't stop this test now. We must get answers quickly." After that, they talked more quietly, and I couldn't hear. But I didn't eat any more food in that house, and the next night I got into an office downstairs and took some papers. Then I broke out of the house and ran away fast.'

'What papers?' said Hawker.

'Papers with Tyler Drug Company's name on them.'

'And where are those papers now?' asked Jude.
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'That's my secret,' Johnny said. 'When the newspaper gives me the money, I'm going to tell them. But I'm not going to tell you. '

*　　*　　*

The next day Jude and Hawker flew back to Brussels and went to Arla's office. Arla listened to Johnny Cook's story, but he didn't say anything.

'So, what do we do now?' Jude said. 'Do we look for this big house and—'

Arla picked up his telephone. 'Come back in an hour,' he said. 'Get a coffee or something.'

An hour and three coffees later they went back.

'OK，' said Arla. 'You can forget all about this. Cook's story isn't true.'

Jude stared at him. 'Who told you that?' she said.

'I want to talk to Johnny Cook again,' Hawker said.

'You can't,' said Arla. 'He's dead.'

Hawker looked at Jude, and then back at Arla. 'He was alive yesterday,' said Hawker.

'Well, he isn't alive today. He came out of a club at three o'clock this morning and fell in the river Thames. When they got him out, he was dead.'

'But—' Jude began.

'Forget it, Jude. The file is closed.'




□　□　□




'And was that the end of it?' I asked, when Jude and Hawker finished telling the story.

'Yes,' said Hawker. 'Arla never spoke about it again.'

'And did you believe Johnny's story about the drug company?' I asked.

'Before a company can sell a new medicine to people,' said Hawker, 'there are years and years of tests. They do the tests on animals, of course. But they learn much more quickly from tests on people. There are lots of drug companies, and every company wants to be the first with a new medicine.'

'About five years later,' Jude said, 'the Tyler Drug Company began to sell a new drug, called Coplastin. It was a medicine to stop some kinds of cancer, and it worked. Everybody wanted it. The company made a lot of money—and so the government got a lot of money from the company in taxes. Governments like rich companies and big, fat taxes. They're not very interested in homeless young people sleeping on the streets.'

'So Johnny Cook's story was true,' I said. 'And he didn't fall into the river — somebody pushed him.'

'Of course they pushed him,' said Jude. 'Dead men can't talk, can they?'



club n. a group of people who meet regularly to participate in a particular activity (esp. a sport) or for relaxation. （尤指体育活动的）社团；会社；俱乐部。

drug n. substance used as or in a medicine. 药物；药剂；药材。

weather n. condition of the atmosphere at a certain place and time, with reference to temperature and the presence of rain, sunshine, wind, etc. 天气；气象。

put one's arms around sb.'s neck 搂着某人的脖子。

thirsty adj. feeling thirst. 渴的。

take off remove or detach sth. from (a surface or an edge). 使某物离开或脱离（一表面或边缘）。

dangerous adj. likely to cause danger or be a danger. 有危险的，危险的。

run away suddenly leave sb. /a place; esp. from sb. /a place. 突然离开某人或某处；从某人或某处逃走。

homeless adj. having no home. 无家的。

get out of leave a place, esp. in order to visit places, meet people, etc. 出外走动（尤指参观、会友等）。

kill v. cause death or cause the death of (sb. /sth.). 致死；杀死，扼杀。

break out of escape from a place by using force. 强行逃出某处。

fly back return a place by taking a plane. 乘飞机返回某处。

alive adj. living, not dead. 活着的；没死的。

fall v. come or go down from force of weight, loss of balance, etc.;descend or drop. 落下；跌落。

cancer n. diseased growth in the body, often causing death; malignant tumor. 癌；癌瘤；癌肿。


奥米茄文件第349号：
英国，伦敦

“伦敦有个青年叫约翰尼·库克，”阿拉说，“18岁左右。他没有家，几乎每晚都泡在俱乐部里，就是那些专为年轻人开设的通宵舞厅。这是他的照片。”

他将照片放在桌上，霍克和祖德看了看。

“还有呢？”霍克问。

“他想向一家报社出卖个故事，”阿拉说，“是有关一个药品公司的。找到他，和他谈谈。他要讲一个什么样的故事呢？我想知道。”

祖德和霍克坐下午的班机从布鲁塞尔飞往伦敦。他们到达之后先去了一家旅馆。

“今晚你准备穿什么呢？”祖德问霍克，“拜托，别再穿那些旧牛仔服了！”

“旧牛仔服怎么啦？”霍克说，“我们要去俱乐部，又不是去里茨饭店赴晚宴。”

“噢，那就换件衬衫吧，你这件脏了。”

“那你帮我洗了呗！”霍克说。

“去你的！”祖德答道。

两人吃过晚饭，又看了一两个小时的电视，之后就出去了。这是个温暖的夜晚，偶尔飘落点儿雨丝。

“地道的伦敦天气。”霍克说。

他们叫了一辆出租车，开车的是个年轻人。

“去哪儿？”司机问。

“我们想去俱乐部，”祖德说，“这周最热闹的地方是哪里？你知道吗？”

“布鲁诺酒吧，”司机回答，“加西亚酒吧也行，就在河下游的岸边。这周人人都去那儿。”

“好，就去那儿！”霍克说。

他们先去加西亚酒吧，然后又赶到布鲁诺酒吧。但他们最后是在一个叫蒙蒂的酒吧找到约翰尼·库克的，而那时已是凌晨两点了。

“就是他，没错，”霍克说，“看他的耳朵你就知道了。”

约翰尼·库克长得又高又瘦，留着一头金色的长发，在他的左耳上有两个黑色的耳环。

“约翰尼！约翰尼·库克！”祖德突然大喊，她跑过去搂住约翰尼·库克的脖子，“嗨，约翰尼！还记得我吗？——我是祖德啊。我们是上星期在加西亚认识的，不记得啦？哦，这是我的朋友霍克。”

“你好，约翰尼。见到你很高兴。”霍克说。

“你好，”约翰尼·库克说。他看了看祖德，“我们在加西亚见过吗？”

“当然啦，”祖德大笑，“我那天和萨拉、帕蒂还有其他几个人在一起，想起来了吗？

“噢。对了，”约翰尼说，“我记起来了。”他四处望了望，问：“她们今天晚上来了吗？”

“没有，今晚就我和霍克来了，”祖德说，“走，去跳舞吧。”

他们跳了两个小时的舞。然后他们和其他大约十个人一起渡过河去了另一个夜总会。那儿的音乐声更嘈杂，舞蹈节奏更快。又跳了两小时的舞以后，霍克感到又热、又累、又渴。

“我老了，”他对祖德说，“这些人难道就不睡觉吗？”

“你才25岁！”祖德说，“谈不上老。你现在还不能停下来，他跟我们越来越熟了，过会儿我们还可以带他去吃早餐。”

七点钟的时候，夜总会关门了，于是祖德和霍克带约翰尼回到了旅馆。祖德拿起电话，要了三份丰盛的早餐，让送到房间来。

霍克脱了鞋。“哦，舒服多了，”他说，眼睛看着约翰尼，“约翰尼，你经常去夜总会吗？你白天干什么？”

“去得不算多吧。我白天通常是睡觉，晚上差不多都在夜总会泡着。”

“那你在哪儿住？”霍克又问。

“露宿街头，”约翰尼回答，“等我有钱了，就弄条船，住在那上面。”

“有钱？”祖德说，“哦，是啊，谁不想有钱呢！”

“而我确实就要有钱了，”约翰尼说，“我有个好故事，明白吗？”他笑了，“我要卖了它。一家报社愿出10万欧元。他们上个月付给我1,000块，我很快就能得到剩下的9万9千块了。”

“太棒了！”祖德赞叹，“约翰尼，是个什么故事呀？再来点儿咖啡，给我们讲讲吧。”

“你们知道泰勒药品公司吧？”约翰尼于是开始讲了，“那儿生产各种药品。”

“知道，”霍克回应道，“那是个欧洲的大公司。它在各大城市都有代理处。”

“对，对，”约翰尼说，“嗯，就是它搜罗浪迹街头的青年，并在他们身上做试验。”

祖德笑出声儿来。“没人会相信你！”她说，“医药公司用动物做试验，不会用人的。一些新药会有毒副作用，服用它们可能会出人命，没人想那样做！”

“是真的！”约翰尼生气地嚷嚷起来，“想想伦敦那些无家可归的年轻人吧。每晚他们都露宿在斯特兰德大街还有其他几条街上，无人过问。他们没有家也没有亲人，一无所有。”

“可他们有腿呀，”霍克说，“他们可以跑嘛。”

“你根本不明白，”约翰尼说，“听着，我了解这个是因为我去过那儿！我住在大街上，对吧？一天深夜，在斯特兰德大街，他们来了，把我和其他几个人——一个男孩儿和两个姑娘——带走了。他们说，他们要帮我们。有热饭热菜，舒服的床铺，新衣新裤——应有尽有！他们把我们带到一幢大房子里——”

“在哪儿？”霍克问。

“不告诉你们。”约翰尼说。

“后来呢？”祖德问。

“他们给我们东西吃，还给新衣服穿，还让我们整晚都睡在床铺上。但我们不能离开那房子，身穿白大褂的男人一直监视着我们。他们在我们的饭里放了药。”

“你怎么知道的？”霍克问。

“我感觉不对劲儿。我的眼睛出问题了，看不清东西。两个姑娘中的一个——一天夜里病得很厉害，她不停地尖叫。穿白大褂的男人来了。我刚好住在隔壁。我耳朵贴着墙。‘这种情况很奇怪。’其中一个人说，‘她今天的晚饭里有20克的科普拉斯，难道放得太多了吗，你觉得呢？’‘不知道，’另一个说，‘我们也不想把她弄死。明天我们还用20克的剂量，仍旧给这个女孩儿，再找个男孩儿试试。我们现在决不能停止这个试验，必须尽快得出结果来。’之后，他们就压低了声音，我也就听不清了。但我再没在那房子里吃过任何东西。第二天晚上，我设法进入楼下的一间办公室，拿了几份文件。后来，我飞快地逃离了那幢房子。”

“什么文件？”霍克问。

“上面印着泰勒药品公司字样的文件。”

“现在那些文件在哪儿呢？”祖德问。

“这是个秘密，”约翰尼回答，“报社给我钱，我才会告诉他们。不过我是不会告诉你们的。”

＊　　＊　　＊

第二天，祖德和霍克飞回布鲁塞尔，赶到阿拉的办公室。阿拉听了约翰尼·库克的故事，但并没有说什么。

“那我们现在做什么？”祖德问，“是不是去找那幢大房子并且——”

阿拉拿起电话。“一小时后再回来，”他说，“去喝杯咖啡什么的。”

他们喝了三杯咖啡，一个小时就过去了。他们又回到了阿拉的办公室。

“好了，”阿拉说，“忘了库克的故事吧，那是编造出来的。”

祖德盯着他。“谁告诉你的？”她问。

“我要再找约翰尼·库克谈谈。”霍克说。

“来不及了，”阿拉答道，“因为他已经死了。”

霍克看了看祖德，又转向阿拉。“他昨天还活着呢。”霍克说。

“嗯，他今天死的。今晨3点他从一家夜总会出来，掉进了泰晤士河。把他捞上来时，他已经死了。”

“可是——”祖德还想说些什么。

“祖德，忘了这事吧。文件就此收尾。”




□　□　□




“这就是结局吗？”祖德和霍克讲完了故事，我问道。

“是啊，”霍克回答，“阿拉再也没提起过这件事。”

“那你相信约翰尼所讲的关于药品公司的故事吗？”我问他。

“一个公司在出售一种新药之前，”霍克说，“需要做很多年的药物试验，当然，他们拿动物做试验。可是，如果用人来做试验他们就能大大缩短试验进程。药品公司很多，而每个公司都想首先研制出一种新药来。”

“大概是那件事发生后的第五年，”祖德接着说，“泰勒药品公司的一种叫科普拉斯酊的新药上市了。它能医治某些癌症并且效果显著。所有人都想买这种药，因而药品公司挣了大把的钱——政府也由此获得了大笔的税收。政府喜欢的是有钱的公司和巨额的税收，至于那些露宿街头无家可归的青年，政府是不感兴趣的。”

“这样看来，约翰尼·库克的故事是真的了。”我说，“他并非失足落水——而是有人把他推了下去。”

“当然是他们干的，”祖德说，“杀人灭口嘛！”


OMEGA FILE 451
Loch Ness, Scotland

'I want you to take the next plane to Scotland,' said Arla. 'Then get up to Loch Ness. '

'Oh, great,' said Hawker. 'Are we looking for the Loch Ness monster—old Nessie?'

Jude laughed.

'Don't laugh,' said Arla. 'You are looking for a monster. '

'Oh, come on, Arla,' Jude said. 'You don't mean that. '

'This photo came by email from Edinburgh,' said Arla. 'Look...' He turned to his computer and opened a file. 'It's a night-time photo and not very good.'

Hawker and Jude stared at the photo on the computer screen. They could see water, and something big and grey, half in and half out of the water.

'It's got arms and a head,' said Hawker. 'But what is it?'

'It kills sheep, cats, and dogs,' Arla said. 'And perhaps small children next. People in Fort Augustus are screaming at London, and London is screaming at us. Go and find it. '

'What do we do with it when we find it?' asked Jude.

'Kill it,' said Arla. 'Before it kills you.'

[image: alt]

Hawker and Jude waited for a minute, but Arla turned away and began to read his emails.

'Are you telling us everything, Arla?' asked Hawker.

'Of course.' Arla put his hands on the table. There were only two fingers on his left hand. 'I always tell you everything. You know that.'

'Huh!' said Jude.

*　　*　　*

They took a plane to Inverness, then drove along the side of Loch Ness to Fort Augustus. It was a grey November day—grey sky, grey water, grey hills.

Hawker looked across the loch. 'It's easy to believe in monsters here,' he said. 'Loch Ness is about 200 metres deep. The third deepest lake in Europe. Did you know that? A hundred monsters could live down there.'

'How are we going to find this thing?' asked Jude.

'Talk to people in Fort Augustus first,' Hawker said. 'Then take it from there.'

They talked to people in their hotel, and to people in the streets in Fort Augustus. Everybody had a lot to say.

'It killed Mrs Fraser's dog,' said one woman. 'She has a house down by the water. The monster came into her garden one night. Her little dog went to look, and the monster killed him—just like that. '

'Killed six of my brother's sheep,' said a man called Dugald. 'He's very angry about it.'

'Can we meet your brother?' asked Jude. 'Ask him some questions?'

Dugald's brother, Archie, lived at Invermoriston, about nine kilometres up the loch. He was a big man, with black hair and blue eyes. He was not very friendly at first.

'Who are you?' he asked. 'Are you army people?' '

'No,' said Hawker. 'Why do you ask that?' '

There's an army laboratory in the hills above the loch. Lots of strange people there. And lots of boats on the loch at night. Coming and going.'

'Mmm. Interesting,' said Jude. 'But tell us about the Loch Ness monster and your dead sheep.'

'It wasn't Nessie. Nessie doesn't kill sheep,' Archie said. 'This... thing... broke their necks.'

'Did you see it?' asked Hawker.

'Well, I saw something big, but it moved very fast. It was back in the loch in seconds. And it was nearly dark.'

'Right,' said Hawker. 'Now, we'd like to look at your dead sheep, please. And then we need a boat. Where can we get a fast boat, Archie?'

'What do you want a boat for?'

'We're going to catch this thing,' said Jude, 'and stop it killing your sheep.'

For the next four days Hawker and Jude went up and down Loch Ness in Archie Campbell's boat. They talked to everybody around the loch. 'When you see this monster, please ring us. Any time. Day or night. Our mobile phones are always turned on.'

They slept a little in the day, and were out most of the night in the boat, with their guns, cameras, mobile phones, a big flashlight, and litres of hot coffee. Once they thought they saw the monster just north of Invermoriston. Another night a call came from a little place called Foyers. They got there at six in the morning. It was dark and cold, and everything was very quiet. They sat in the boat, looking up and down the loch.

'Look,' whispered Hawker. 'Down there, by the trees.'

Fifty metres away there were some tall trees by the side of the loch. There were some sheep under the trees—and something big and dark. Suddenly the sheep began to run.

'Start the engine,' said Hawker. 'Let's get down there.'

When they got to the trees, they found five sheep with broken necks, but no monster.

'It just kills, and goes away again,' said Jude. 'Horrible. '

The next night they were near Urquhart Castle when they saw two other boats. It was three in the morning.

'Those boats again!' said Hawker. 'We heard their engines last night. And the night before. Who are they? Let's go and see.'

Quietly, their boat moved nearer. There were four men in each boat—men in grey, young men with hard faces. They watched Hawker and Jude, and said nothing.

'Hullo,' said Jude, with a friendly smile. 'Who are you?'

A tall man in the nearest boat answered. 'Army,' he said. 'Who are you? What are you doing out here at this time of night?'

'We're visitors?' said Jude. 'Looking for Nessie, of course. What are you doing?'

'There's no monster in this loch,' said the tall man. 'Go back to your hotel and go to bed.' The two army boats moved away, down the loch.

'Nice,' said Hawker. 'Very friendly.'

Arla phoned them every morning. 'Get on with it,' he said. 'Before this thing kills someone. '

'We can't get near it,' Jude told him. 'This loch is thirty-six kilometres long and two kilometres across. There are only two of us, and we're not getting any sleep.'

'You can sleep later,' said Arla. 'Just catch this thing.'

'We met some army people last night,' Jude said. 'What are they doing here? What do they do at their laboratory?'

The phone went quiet. Then, 'What laboratory?'

'The army laboratory in the hills above Loch Ness.'

The phone went dead. 'Well, well,' Jude said to Hawker. 'He doesn't know. Or he's not telling.'

The monster came out of the loch and killed sheep nearly every night. Everybody around the loch wanted to help Hawker and Jude, and their mobile phones never stopped ringing. A lot of people thought the monster was Nessie, but Archie knew it wasn't.

'Nessie never killed anything in fifteen hundred years,' he said. 'This is something different, and it's going to start killing people soon. Look, you need some sheep.'

'Sheep?' said Hawker. 'Do you mean sleep?' He was very tired after ten nights on the loch.

'Of course!' said Jude. 'Clever Archie. Can you get us some old sheep then? Or perhaps we can use Hawker. He's nearly an old sheep by now.'

'Oh, shut up,' said Hawker.

They found a good place between Invermoriston and Urquhart Castle with some trees by the water, and took their six old sheep there. For three nights they watched, but no monster came. The men in grey were out every night too. They were never far away from Hawker and Jude, but never came to speak to them.

On the fourth night Hawker and Jude arrived at their sheep place later than usual. It was a warm, rainy night—soft Scottish rain that never stops.

When they turned the engine off, everything was quiet—just the rain whispering on the loch. Hawker got out of the boat and stood with the flashlight, watching and listening. Jude sat in the boat, with her gun in her hand.

'Where are the men in grey?' whispered Hawker.

'Don't know,' Jude whispered back. 'Behind us, I think. '

Then everything happened at once. There was a sudden noise of boats' engines behind them, and at the same time something moved in the water in front of them. A head and two long arms came out of the water.

'Light!' shouted Jude. 'Quick!'

Hawker turned on the flashlight, and at once the monster stood up and ran at Hawker through the water, its long arms going for Hawker's head.

'Get down, Hawker!' screamed Jude. In a second Hawker was under the water, and then came the sound of Jude's gun—once, twice, and then a third time.

When the monster stopped moving, Hawker and Jude went to look at it. It was a greeny-black colour, bigger than a man, and with very long arms and legs. It had a small head on a long neck. It was a strange, horrible thing.

A minute later, the men in grey arrived in their two boats. They got out and came to look at the dead monster.

'Oh dear,' the tall man said. 'Poor old Nessie.'

'That', said Hawker, 'is not Nessie. So what is it?'

'Visitors, aren't you?' said the tall man. 'Where from?'
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Hawker and Jude stared at him and said nothing. Then Jude took something out of her pocket and held it up, in front of the tall man's eyes.

He looked at it. 'Oh,' he said. 'I see. EDI. Don't see many of those. OK, what do you want to know?'

'What—is—that—thing?' said Jude.

The tall man looked unhappy. 'It is, or it was, one of the army's new fighters. It got away from our laboratory, and we just couldn't catch it.'

'But it was alive... a—a living thing,' said Hawker.

'You can make a lot of living things in a laboratory these days,' said the tall man. 'Genetic engineering is getting very clever. This fighter can run all night, live under water, see in the dark. But it's new. We haven't got it right yet.'

'And it's programmed to kill anything, is it?' said Jude.

'No, no,' the tall man said quickly. 'Not this one. This one just kills small animals with four legs—sheep, dogs, cats, things like that.'

'Well,' said Jude, 'that is nice to know.'

'And where are the other monsters?' asked Hawker. 'For killing men, women, and children—things like that.'

The tall man smiled. 'Can't answer that, I'm afraid. Talk to your people in Brussels. Well, we must get back. Lots to do, you know. Thanks for your help. Bye. '

The men in grey put their dead monster in one of the boats and went away up the loch into the dark and the rain.




□　□　□




'And what did Arla say about it all?' I asked.

'He was so angry!' Hawker said. 'He went crazy! He didn't know about the monsters, you see. Or the laboratory. The army didn't tell anyone in Brussels.'

'And Arla liked to know everyone's secrets,' said Jude.

'Did the army make any more monsters?' I asked.

'Not in Scotland,' said Hawker. 'The British army closed their laboratory after that. The Americans and the French made some monsters years later. They were smaller, like big cats, but with eight legs.'

'Where are they now?' I said. 'You don't hear anything about them.'

'Of course not,' said Jude. 'People don't want to hear about monsters.'

'They're in Antarctica. Or in a place deep under the ground,' said Hawker. 'Nice and secret. Just waiting for the next war.'

'And so there isn't a Loch Ness monster, and never was one,' I said.

'Nessie?' said Jude. She looked me in the eyes and did not smile. 'Of course there's a Loch Ness monster. She's a blue-grey colour, has a small head, a very long neck, and is about fifteen metres long... Go and look at all the photos of her on the Internet.'



loch n. (Scot. often in names) lake. （苏格兰，通常用于地名）湖。

get up to reach. 达到。

screen n. blank surface, esp. an a TV or a computer monitor, on which pictures or data are shown. 屏幕，荧光屏。

believe in  feel sure of the existence of sth. /sb. 相信某人或某事的存在。

a lot large number or amount. 大量；许多。

friendly adv. behaving in a kind and pleasant way; acting like a friend. 和蔼可亲地；朋友般地；友爱地。

laboratory n. room or building used for (esp. scientific) research, testing, experiments, etc. 实验室。

whisper v. to speak (words) very quietly, using the breath but not the voice. 悄悄地说；低语；耳语。

look up and down examine sb. /sth. in a careful or contemptuous way. 上下仔细或轻蔑地打量。

phone v. telephone sb. 给某人打电话。

get on with...取得进展；继续（做某事）。

nearly adv. not completely; almost; very close to. 不完全地；几乎；很接近地。

shut up stop talking. 闭嘴。

arrive at reach (a place), esp. at the end of a journey. 到达，抵达（某地）（尤其是指旅途的终点）。

turn off stop the flow of (electricity, gas, water, ect.) by turning a knob, tap, etc. 截断（电流，煤气，水等）；关掉；关上。

at once immediately; without delay. 立刻；马上。

horrible adj. causing horror. 可怕的；令人恐怖的。

stare at look (at sb. /sth.) with the eyes wide open in a fixed gaze. 对（某人或某事）瞪着眼凝视。

hold sth. up show sth. 展示某物。

crazy adj. insane. 疯狂的；精神失常的。

wait for (sb./sth.) stay where one is, delay acting esp. for a special time or until sb. or sth. comes or until sth . happens. 等候；等待。


奥米茄文件第451号：
苏格兰，尼斯湖

“我要你们坐下一班飞机去苏格兰，”阿拉说，“然后赶往尼斯湖。”

“噢，太好了，”霍克说，“是让我们去找尼斯湖怪兽——老内西？”

祖德笑了起来。

“别乐了，”阿拉说，“你们真的是要去找一个怪物。”

“哦，行了，阿拉，”祖德说，“你说的不是真的吧？

“这张照片是从爱丁堡用电子邮件发过来的，”阿拉说，“看……”他转向电脑，打开了一个电子文档。“这是晚上照的，不太清楚。”

霍克和祖德一起看着电脑屏幕上的照片。他们看见了水，还看见一个灰乎乎的庞然大物从水中探出半个身子来。

“它有胳膊，还有一个脑袋，”霍克说，“可它是什么呀？”

“它杀羊、杀猫、杀狗，”阿拉说，“或许就要杀小孩了。奥古斯都堡人向伦敦政府求助，伦敦政府又向我们求助。去找到它。”

“找到了怎么处置它呢？”祖德问。

“杀掉它，”阿拉说，“在它杀死你们之前。”

霍克和祖德又等了一会儿，但阿拉却转过身去看电子邮件了。

“阿拉，你把所有的情况都告诉我们了吗？”霍克问。

“当然。”阿拉把手放在桌子上。他的左手只有两个指头，“你们知道，我什么时侯都会向你们说明一切的。”

“嗬！”祖德应道。

＊　　＊　　＊

他们乘飞机到因弗内斯，然后开车顺着尼斯湖的岸边去奥古斯都堡。那是阴霾的11月的天气——灰色的天空，灰色的湖水，灰色的山。

霍克放眼朝湖面望去。“的确很容易相信这儿有怪物。”他说，“知道吗？尼斯湖有大约200米深，其深度在欧洲排第三。说100个怪物躲在这儿也有人信。”

“我们怎么找到它呢？”祖德问。

“先和奥古斯都堡人谈谈，”霍克回答，“然后再抓它。”

他们找旅馆的人谈了谈，又和奥古斯都堡大街上的人谈了谈。一说起怪物，每个人似乎都有一堆话要说。

“它吃了弗雷泽太太的狗。”一个妇女说，“她住在湖边的一幢房子里。一天夜里怪物闯入她的花园，她的小狗出来咬它，怪物就把它弄死了——就是那样。”

“我兄弟的六只羊被它弄死了，”一个叫杜格尔德的人说，“为此他很恼火”。

“我们能见一见你兄弟吗？”祖德问他，“问他点儿问题，可以吗？”

杜格尔德的兄弟阿奇住在距湖九英里处的因弗莫利斯通。他是个大块头，长着黑头发，蓝眼睛。一开始他并不友好。

“你们是什么人？”他问，“是当兵的吗？”

“不是，”霍克回答，“你为什么要问这个？”

“湖上面的山里有一个军事实验室，那儿有许多奇怪的人。一到夜里湖上就有许多船，来来往往。”

“嗯，挺有意思。”祖德说，“再给我们讲讲尼斯湖怪兽和你死掉的羊吧。”

“那可不是内西，内西才不会杀羊呢，”阿奇说，“那个……东西……扭断了羊的脖子。”

“你看见它了？”霍克问。

“喔，我看见一个庞然大物，但它移动的速度很快，几秒钟时间它就钻回了湖里。那时天还未黑透。”

“知道了。”霍克说，“现在请让我们看看你那些死羊吧。然后我们还需要一条船。阿奇，知道到哪儿能弄条快船吗？”

“你们要船干吗？”

“我们要抓这怪物，”祖德说，“以免它再杀死你的羊。”

接下来的四天里，霍克和祖德乘阿奇·坎贝尔的船在尼斯湖上转来转去。他们和每个居住在湖畔的人攀谈。“见到怪物就请打电话通知我们。白天黑夜，什么时侯都行。我们的手机会一直开着的。”

他们白天睡一会儿，夜间的大部分时间乘船出去，带着枪、照相机、手机，一只大手电筒和几升热咖啡。一次，在因弗莫利斯通北部，他们以为自己见着怪物了。另有一天夜里，他们接到一个电话，是从一个叫福耶斯的小地方打来的。他们早上6点赶到那儿时，天还是黑的，天气很冷，四周静悄悄的。他们坐在船上，在湖上四处张望。

“看，”霍克轻声说，“那儿！树丛边上。”

50米开外的湖边有一些高大的树木，树下有一群羊——还有一个庞大的黑影！突然羊群跑动起来。

“发动马达，”霍克说，“我们赶过去。”

当他们赶到树林时，只发现五只被扭断脖子的羊，但没看见什么怪兽。

“它杀死它们就走了，”祖德说，“太可怕了。”

第二天夜里，他们在厄克特城堡附近看见另外两只船。当时是凌晨3点钟。

“又是那些船！”霍克说，“昨天夜里我们听见它们发动机的声音。前天晚上也听到了。船上是什么人呢？我们去看看吧。”

他们悄悄地把船移近了，看见每只船上有四个人——四个身穿灰色衣服神情严肃的年轻人。他们望着霍克和祖德，一言不发。

“你们好！”祖德友好地微笑着说，“你们是干什么的？”

近处的那艘船上一个高个儿男人回答说：“军人。”他说道，“你们呢？这个时候你们在这儿做什么？”

“我们是观光的，”祖德说，“当然，是找内西的。你们在做什么呢？”

“这湖里没有怪兽，”高个儿男人说，“回你们的旅店睡觉去吧。”两只军用船开向湖的深处去了。

“不错，”霍克说，“真够友好的。”

阿拉每天早上都和他们通电话。“继续找。”他总是说，“在它杀人之前找到它。”

“我们无法靠近它，”祖德对阿拉说，“湖面有36公里长、两公里宽，而我们只有两个人，不让我们睡觉了吗？”

“觉以后再睡吧，”阿拉说，“先找到这傢伙。”

“昨晚我们遇到一些当兵的，”祖德说，“他们在这儿干什么？他们在他们的实验室里干什么呢？”

电话那端沉默了一会儿，然后问：“什么实验室？”

“尼斯湖边山里的军方实验室。”

电话那端又不作声了。“哦，哦，”祖德对霍克说，“要么他不知道，要么他不想告诉我们。”

怪物几乎每晚都要从湖里出来杀羊。住在湖边的每个人都想帮霍克和祖德，他们的手机响个不停。许多人认为这个怪物就是内西，可阿奇却认为不是。

“在这1,500年里，内西从不伤害任何东西，”他说，“这个东西就不一样。它就要开始杀人了。对了，你们得弄几只羊来。”

“羊？”霍克说，“你是说睡觉吧？”在湖上转了十个晚上，他已疲惫不堪了。

“当然了！”祖德回答，“你太聪明了，阿奇。那你能为我们弄几只老羊吗？没准儿霍克也能算一个。他现在差不多是一只老羊了。”

“行了，你给我闭嘴！”霍克说。

他们在英弗莫利斯通与厄克特城堡之间发现了一个水边有树林的好地方，于是就把他们的六只羊带到那儿去了。他们接连观察了三天都不见怪物的踪影。穿灰衣服的男人每晚也会出现，就在离霍克和祖德不远的地方，但从不和他们交谈。

第四天夜里，霍克和祖德比平时晚一些来到羊群那里。那是个温润的雨夜——天空一直飘着苏格兰的绵绵细雨。

他们关掉引擎后，四周便一片寂静——只听见雨滴落在湖面上发出的“沙，沙”的声音。霍克下了船，拿着手电筒站在那儿静静地看着、听着。祖德坐在船上，手里拿着枪。

“穿灰衣服的人哪儿去了？”霍克悄声问道。

“不知道，”祖德轻声回答，“我想可能在我们后面。”

一切都在瞬间发生了。他们身后突然响起船发动引擎的声音，同时他们看见有个东西在面前的水里移动，接着一个头和两个长胳膊露出了水面。

“用手电照一下！”祖德大叫，“快！”

霍克拧亮手电，怪物突然在水中直立起来，朝霍克扑过去，长胳膊伸向他的头。

“霍克，低头！”祖德尖叫。霍克一下子就钻到了水里，然后是祖德开枪的声音——一声，两声，三声。

怪物不动了，霍克和祖德走过去看它。它的皮肤是墨绿色的，比人类高大，胳膊和腿极长，它那长脖子上长着一个小脑袋，看起来怪异恐怖。

一分钟以后，穿灰衣服的人开着那两条船过来了。他们下了船，看着怪物的尸体。

“天哪！”高个儿男人说，“可怜的老内西。”

“这个东西，”霍克说，“不是内西。它究竟是什么？”

“你们就是那两个来旅游的，对吗？”高个子说，“从哪儿来的？”

霍克和祖德盯着他，并不作声。祖德从口袋里拿出一件东西，把它举到高个子眼前。

他看了看。“哦，”他说，“原来是EDI呀。我还没见过多少EDI呢。好吧，你们想知道什么？”

“那——是——什么——东西？”祖德说。

高个子看起来不太高兴。他说：“它是，它曾是军方新研制的一种武器，从我们的实验室里逃出来了。我们一直没抓住它。”

“可它是活的……一个——一个生物呀。”霍克说。

“现在一个实验室能生产出许多这样的活物来，”高个子说，“生物工程越来越先进了。它能跑一整夜，生活在水下，有夜视眼。但它刚研制出来，我们还没有进一步完善它。”

“它被生产出来杀一切生物的，是吗？”祖德问。

“不，不，”高个子马上说道，“这只不是。它只杀四条腿的小动物——羊、狗、猫等等诸如此类的东西。”

“呵，”祖德说，“真是个好消息。”

“其他怪物在哪儿呢？”霍克问，“那些专门造出来杀男人、女人和儿童——诸如此类的？”

高个子笑了笑说：“恐怕我无可奉告。和布鲁塞尔那边说说吧。好，我们得回去了，还有许多事要做。谢谢你们帮我们杀了它。再见。”

灰衣人把死了的怪物抬到其中一条船上，然后两只船向湖那边开去了，最后消失在漆黑的雨夜里。




□　□　□




“阿拉对此有何看法？”我问。

“他非常生气！”霍克说，“他简直气疯了！要知道他对怪物和实验室的事一无所知。军方没有向布鲁塞尔透露任何消息。”

“而阿拉却想知道一切秘密。”祖德说。

“军方后来又制造更多的怪物了吗？”我问。

“不在苏格兰了，”霍克说，“英国军方自那以后就关闭了他们的实验室。几年后美国和法国造出了一些怪物。它们个头小，像大型猫科动物，却有八条腿。”

“它们现在在哪儿？”我问，“你们就再没听到什么消息？”

“当然没有，”祖德回答，“人们总不爱听怪物的事儿。”

“它们在南极，或在地下深处。”霍克说，“悄悄地、安静地待在那儿，等待下一次战争的爆发。”

“这么说，没有尼斯湖怪兽了，而且从来也没有。”我说。

“内西？”祖德盯着我的眼睛，严肃地说，“当然有尼斯湖怪兽了。她有着墨绿色的皮肤，小小的脑袋，极长的脖子，身长大约有15米……去网上看她的照片吧。”


OMEGA FILE 522
Galápagos, Ecuador

'Got your sun hats?' said Arla.

'Why?' asked Jude. 'Where are we going now?'

'South America,' Arla said.

'Big place,' said Jude. 'How about Chile? I like Chile.'

'No, it's Ecuador. You're going to the Galápagos Islands, a thousand kilometres out in the Pacific Ocean. '

'Oh, right,' Hawker said. 'Are you going to tell us why?'

Arla looked unhappy. 'There's something strange going on. EDI is getting emails every day from the Galápagos. They're all about Isabela Island and they all say things like this.' He gave Hawker and Jude a piece of paper.

* * * IMPORTANT NEWS* * * IMPORTANT NEWS* * *

A new time is coming for our planet.

The first visitors are now on Isabela Island, Galápagos.

Don't fight them. Don't be afraid of them. Be friendly.

Tell your government now.

Hawker and Jude looked at Arla, and then laughed. 'There are a lot of crazy people out there on the Internet,' said Jude. 'You don't believe this one—do you?'

'Perhaps it's crazy, and perhaps it's not,' said Arla. 'But when we email back with questions, they don't answer. The Americans are watching the island by satellite, but they don't want to tell us why. There are two Australian ships going there. The Mexicans are getting very excited, and the Ecuadorians are saying nothing... Something is happening on Isabela. What is it? We want to know. '

*　　*　　*

From Brussels to the Galápagos is a long way. Hawker and Jude took a plane to Cuba, a second plane to Ecuador, then a third plane out to Baltra Island, in the Galapagos. When they got out of the plane, a wall of hot air hit them.

'Whew,' said Hawker. He put on his sun hat quickly.

They went across to Santa Cruz Island and down to Puerto Ayora. There they found a boat, the Sea-Lion, to take them to Isabela, about 90 kilometres away. At first, the boatman, Gonzalo, did not want to take them.

'My boat can take ten people,' he said. 'It's a very good boat, but very expensive for only two people.'

Jude smiled at him. 'Not for two rich people.'

'Rich?' said Hawker. 'It's not our money—ouch!'

Jude hit him hard on the arm. 'We're on holiday,' she told Gonzalo. 'We want to see the giant tortoises on Isabela.' She looked at Hawker. 'Don't we?'

'Er, yes. That's right,' said Hawker quickly. 'We're very interested in the giant tortoises.'

On the way to Isabela Island Jude read a book about the Galápagos, and Hawker watched the sea. 'Isabela is a very young island,' Jude told him. 'And it has— listen to this ! —six volcanoes. One erupted only two years ago.'

'Oh, that's great!' said Hawker. 'Crazy emails, strange visitors in the middle of the Pacific, and now erupting volcanoes!Thank you, Arla!'

Not many people lived on Isabela, and Puerto Villamil was usually a sleepy place. But when the Sea-Lion arrived, there were about fifty people down by the sea. There were two small boats, and on them Hawker and Jude could see chairs and tables, beds, boxes and bags, and a bicycle.

Gonzalo called out in Spanish to the people on the boats, then turned to Hawker and Jude. 'Lots of people are leaving Isabela,' he said. 'They are afraid.'

'Afraid of what?' asked Jude. 'Go and talk to them, Hawker. Your Spanish is better than mine.'

Hawker came back half an hour later. 'You're not going to believe this,' he told Jude. 'The people here say there's a spaceship on Isabela. It came down ten days ago, right down inside Volcano Alcedo. And it's still there.'

'How do they know that?' said Jude.

'There's an Australian, Dr Jim Miller, up on Alcedo. He works here, studying giant tortoises. He saw the spaceship, and now he's waiting for the visitors to come out.'

'So the "visitors" in those emails are extraterrestrials. ETs. Little green men from another planet. Oh dear,' said Jude. 'Can we go home now, Hawker?'

Hawker laughed. 'No, we can't. We climb Volcano Alcedo,' he said. 'Talk to Dr Miller. Say hello to the ETs.'

'Oh dear,' Jude said again. 'I was afraid of that.'

Gonzalo took them in the Sea-Lion up to Shipton Cove. There, very early the next morning, Hawker and Jude began their climb up the volcano.

'There is a path,' Gonzalo told them, 'but it is five hours to the top and hard climbing. And very, very hot. You must carry water—two litres for one person for one day. You must sleep at the top and come down tomorrow— but not when the sun is high in the sky. And be careful, please !'

'Careful of the spaceship visitors, you mean?' said Jude.

'I don't know about spaceships,' smiled Gonzalo, 'but Volcano Alcedo is always a little excited — she is always doing something new.'

It was a very hard climb. After two hours, they stopped under some trees. They drank some water and looked out over the blue sea. The black volcanic rocks under their feet were hot from the sun.

'It's so beautiful here,' said Jude.

'Mmm. Yes and no,' said Hawker. Then, 'Hey, Jude! Look !That animal, over there by that rock. What—is—it?'

'Oh, wow!' whispered Jude. 'It's an iguana—a Galápagos iguana. Isn't he wonderful?'

The iguana stared at them with its hot orange eyes, and did not move. Its body was about a metre long, and an orange-yellowy colour.

'It looks about a thousand years old,' said Hawker. 'A very strange animal.'

'Everything about this island is strange,' said Jude.

They climbed and climbed, and the sun got hotter and hotter. After three more hours they came to the top, and looked down into the great crater of Alcedo, two hundred metres deep and seven kilometres across. To the north and the south they could see more volcanoes, and across the sea to the west the island of Fernandina—but they could not see Dr Miller or his camp.

'We need to go round the crater to the south,' said Hawker. 'It's another two hours' walk, the villagers said. '

It was hard walking over the black lava rock, and once Hawker nearly fell. Jude caught his arm.

'Don't break a leg here,' she said. 'I don't want to carry you back down to the boat.'

'Why not?' said Hawker. 'I carried you home once.'

'We weren't on top of a volcano then,' said Jude.

At last they saw Dr Miller's camp, and ten minutes later they arrived. Dr Miller was short, very brown, and angry.

[image: alt]

'Go away!' he shouted. 'You're Americans, aren't you?'

'No, we aren't,' said Hawker. 'We're European. How do you do, Dr Miller?'

'What are you doing here?' he said angrily.

'We'd like to talk to you,' said Jude quietly. 'About the spaceship down in the crater. Why are you so angry?'

'Because nobody listens to me!' said Dr Miller. 'Nobody believes me! The Americans say, "Oh, crazy man!" The Australian government says, "Get some sleep!" What can I do? Something very important is happening on this planet, and nobody is listening !'

'Well, we're here now, and we're listening,' Jude said.

Dr Miller looked at them, 'Who do you work for?'

'Europe,' said Hawker. 'Europe is very interested in this spaceship. Please tell us about it. '

'Ah, the emails did get through, then,' said Dr Miller.

'Who did the emails come from?' asked Hawker.

'Ecuadorian friends,' said Dr Miller. 'Over on Santa Cruz. Look, I've got some beer here. You want one?'

They sat on the black lava rocks under the hot sun, and drank hot beer. Below them clouds of smoke and steam moved this way and that way across the crater. And was there, under those clouds, a spaceship from another planet?

'Sometimes I think I can see it down there,' said Jim Miller, 'but mostly I can't. It's a great white thing, and long legs came out of it when it came down.'

'But why here, Jim?' said Jude. 'Why into a volcano?'

'Who knows?' said Jim. 'Perhaps they like hot places. Perhaps they need something from the hot lava.'

'And why are you angry with the Americans, Jim?' Hawker asked. 'I know their beer's no good, but...'

'They watched this spaceship on their satellite. I know they did. They know it's here, but they don't want the world to know. They don't want people like you and me to meet any extraterrestrial visitors. Oh no! They want it all to be a big secret. Then they can be top dog. '

Just then there was a sudden noise, a BOOM deep below the ground. 'What... what was that, Jim?' asked Jude.

'Oh, Alcedo does that all the time,' said Jim. 'Then hot water comes up, and steam, dust—sometimes a little lava, but not much. That's why there are always clouds in the crater. You can never see anything down there.'

'Can we climb down into the crater?' asked Hawker.

'Are you crazy? It's dangerous down there!' Jim said.

All evening Hawker and Jude stared down into the crater, but they could see nothing through the clouds of steam and dust. Just before the sun went down, Hawker saw something near the top of the crater and shouted to Jude, but it was only two of the giant tortoises. They came slowly past the camp and went away down the other side of the volcano. Later, four more came past, going the same way, moving slowly and quietly over the black rocks.

'They're very strange animals!' said Jude.

 Hawker and Jude did not sleep much. The rocks were hard, and below them they heard again and again the deep BOOM of the volcano. Late in the night they turned their radio on. It was very noisy, but through the noise they could hear a voice from Santa Cruz. Hawker listened hard.

'They're talking about Volcano Alcedo!' he said. 'They think it's going to erupt in the next twenty-four hours!'

Jude sat up. 'Oh no! We're seven hours away from the boat. Let's get moving! Go and call Jim.'

But Jim Miller did not believe Santa Cruz radio. 'It's the Americans again,' he said. 'They want us all to go away.'

'Please come with us, Jim,' said Jude. 'Please. You can come back in a day or two. '

'You two go,' said Jim, 'but I'm staying right here, and watching that spaceship. '

It was a hard climb down. When they got to the sea, they saw Gonzalo with the little boat. 'Hurry!' he shouted. 'Did you hear on the radio? Alcedo's going to erupt!'

Quickly, they went out to the Sea-Lion and climbed up onto the boat. 'Go! Go! Go!' Gonzalo shouted to his men, and before long the Sea-Lion was a kilometre out at sea.

Two hours later Volcano Alcedo erupted. There was asudden great BANG! —and then clouds of dust flew up into the sky. Red-hot lava came out of the volcano's sides and ran down to the sea. The noise did not stop, and with every bang, rocks flew hundreds of metres up into the sky, then fell slowly back down to the ground. For hours the night sky was filled with great flowers of red and orange light.

It was a beautiful, and a terrifying thing to watch.




□　□　□




'What happened to Dr Miller?' I asked.

'Poor Jim went to the great spaceship in the sky,' Jude said. 'Five hundred metres of red-hot lava fell on top of him.'

'And was there a spaceship in the volcano?'

'No', said Jude.

'Yes,' said Hawker.

He looked at Jude, and they laughed. Then Jude looked at me. 'What do you want to believe?' she asked. 'They weren't very clever extraterrestrials, were they?—sitting there in their spaceship in an erupting volcano!'

Hawker smiled. 'Ah, but perhaps the spaceship left just before the volcano erupted. Gonzalo and I saw something in the clouds of dust—a white light, moving very fast, faster than the dust. It went up very high.'
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'Well, I didn't see anything,' said Jude. 'And that's because there wasn't anything in that volcano!'

Hawker looked up into the blue Greek sky. 'How do we know?' he said slowly. 'One day someone, or something, is going to visit us from out there. Perhaps that was the first visit, all those years ago in the Galápagos. Who knows?'



planet n. any of the bodies in space that move around a star (such as the sun) and are illuminated by it. 行星。

email n. electronic mail. 电子邮件。

expensive adj. costing a lot (of money). 费用大的；昂贵的。

giant n. usu. large person, animal, plant, business organization, etc. 巨人，巨物（异常大的动植物、商业组织等）。

volcano n. mountains or hills with an opening or openings through which lava, gas, cinders, etc. come up from below the earth's surface. 火山。

sleepy adj. (of places) not very busy; without much activity. 冷清的，不热闹的。

be afraid of sb. / sth. frightened. 畏惧；害怕。

excited adj. feeling or showing excitement. 兴奋的，激动的。

iguana n. type of large tree-climbing lizard of tropical America. 产于热带美洲的攀木大蜥蜴。

on top of sth. 在……的顶上。

camp n. temporary accommodation of tents, huts, etc., for detainees, holiday-makers, etc. （被拘留者、度假者等）临时居住的帐篷（或小屋等）。

go away leave a place. 离开；走开。

be interested  in sth. 对某事物感兴趣。

extraterrestrial adj. of or from outside the earth and its atmosphere. 地球和大气层以外的；来自天外的。

all the time 一直；总是。

turn sth. on cause (an oven or radio, etc.) to start functioning. 扭开（烤箱、收音机等）。

erupt v. (of a volcano) suddenly throw out lava, etc. （指火山）爆发。

terrifying adj. frightening. 可怕的；令人恐惧的。

be filled with... 充满……


奥米茄文件第522号：
厄瓜多尔，加拉帕戈斯

“带你的太阳帽了吗？”阿拉问。

“干吗？”祖德说，“我们去哪儿？”

“南美洲。”阿拉回答。

“范围太大了，”祖德说，“去智利怎么样？我喜欢那儿。”

“不，是去厄瓜多尔。你们要到加拉帕戈斯群岛去，那儿是一片距陆地1,000公里远的太平洋小岛。”

“哦，好的，”霍克说，“告诉们去的目的吧。”

阿拉显得很不悦。“那儿有异常情况。EDI每天都能收到加拉帕戈斯发来的电子邮件，都是关于伊莎贝拉岛的，内容都是这样的。”说着，他递给霍克和祖德一张纸。

* * *重要消息* * *重要消息* * *

我们的星球迎来了一个新纪元。

第一批访问者已到达加拉帕戈斯的伊莎贝拉岛。

不要与他们交火。不要惧怕他们。友好地接待他们。

通知你们的政府。

霍克和祖德看了看阿拉，笑了。“网上有一些疯狂的人，”祖德说，“你不会相信这个的——对吗？”

“也许是疯狂之人干的，也许不是。”阿拉说，“可当我们发邮件询问时，他们并不回信。美国人正用卫星监视这个岛，但他们不告诉我们原因。有两艘澳大利亚船只正赶往那里。墨西哥人也很兴奋，但厄瓜多尔人却保持沉默……伊莎贝拉岛一定有什么事情正在发生。是什么事呢？我们要知道。”

＊　　＊　　＊

布鲁塞尔离加拉帕戈斯很远。霍克和祖德先坐飞机到古巴，又从古巴飞到厄瓜多尔，然后又飞到加拉帕戈斯群岛之一的巴尔特拉岛。他们一下飞机，就感觉一股热浪袭来。

“哦！”霍克惊叹，急忙戴上了他的太阳帽。

他们穿过圣克鲁斯岛，先到达阿约拉港，在那儿找到一只名为“海狮”的小船，送他们前往约90公里远的伊莎贝拉岛。一开始船夫贡萨洛不愿送他们去。

“我的船能载十人，”他说，“它可是条好船，只载两人费用会很高的。”

祖德微笑着说：“要是载两个有钱人，那点儿费用就不算什么了。”

“有钱人？”霍克插嘴道，“那可不是我们的钱——啊呦！”

祖德狠狠地打了一下他的手臂。“我们是来度假的，”她对贡萨洛说，“想去看伊莎贝拉岛的巨龟。”她望着霍克说，“难道不是吗？”

“嗯，对，是这样的。”霍克连忙说，“我们对巨龟很感兴趣。”

在去伊莎贝拉岛的路上，祖德读一本关于加拉帕戈斯岛的书，而霍克则看着大海。“伊莎贝拉形成的时间并不长。”祖德对霍克说，”它有——天啊！——六个火山。其中一个就在两年前喷发过一次。”

“哦，太好了！”霍克说，“疯狂的电子邮件，太平洋中央怪异的造访者，现在又添上了喷发的火山群！托你的福了，阿拉！”

伊莎贝拉岛上没多少居民，而维拉米尔港通常是个寂静的地方。可就在“海狮号”到达那里时，海边聚集了大约50个人。海边有两只小船，霍克和祖德看到船上有桌椅、床铺、箱包，还有一辆自行车。

贡萨洛用西班牙语和小船上的人打招呼，然后朝祖德和霍克转过身来。“许多人都要离开伊莎贝拉。”他说，“他们很害怕”。

“他们害怕什么？”祖德问道，“霍克，去和他们谈谈，你的西班牙语比我的好。”

霍克半小时后回来了。“你不会相信的，”他告诉祖德，“他们说伊莎贝拉岛上有一艘宇宙飞船。它降落在那儿十天了，恰好落在阿尔塞多火山口里。现在它仍在那里。”

“他们怎么知道的？”祖德问。

“有个澳大利亚人，吉姆·米勒博士，在阿尔塞多山上。他在那儿工作，研究巨龟。是他发现的那艘飞船，而现在他还在那儿等里面的天外来客出来。”

“原来电子邮件里说的‘访问者’就是外星人（ET）呀，那些从另一个星球来的矮小的、绿皮肤的生物。哦，天哪！”祖德说，“霍克，我们能回去了吗？”

霍克笑了。“不，还不能。我们得爬上阿尔塞多火山，”霍克说，“和米勒博士谈谈，还要和外星人打个招呼。”

“哦，天啊！”祖德又说，“我可不敢。”

贡萨洛的“海狮号”一直把他们送到希普顿海湾。第二天一大早，霍克和祖德就从那儿向火山进发了。

“那儿有条小路，”贡萨洛告诉他们，“可爬到顶需要五个小时，而且很难走，还非常非常的热。你们必须带够水——每人每天两升。你们必须在山顶上过夜，明天下山——千万别等太阳升起时才动身。一定要小心！”

“你是说小心飞船上的外星人吗？”祖德问。

“我可不知道什么宇宙飞船，”贡萨洛笑着说道，“但阿尔塞多火山的情绪总是有点不稳定——她总是做让人意想不到的事儿。”

上山的路很难走。走了两个小时后他们在几棵树下休息，喝了些水，望着远处的蓝色大海。他们脚下黑色的火山岩被太阳晒得烫脚。

“这儿真美。”祖德感叹。

“嗯，既美又不美。”霍克说。停了一会儿，他突然说：“嗨，祖德！你看哪！那里有个动物，就在那块岩石边。它是——什么——东西？”

“哦，哦！”祖德轻声说，“那是一只美洲大蜥蜴——一只加拉帕戈斯蜥蜴。他长得多漂亮啊！”

蜥蜴用它那凶狠的橘黄色眼睛盯着他们俩，一动不动。它有大约一米长，身体是橘黄色的。

“它看上去仿佛有1,000岁了。”霍克说，“真是一种奇怪的动物。”

“这个岛上所有的东西都很奇怪。”祖德说道。

他们继续爬呀爬，太阳也越来越灼人了。又过了三个小时，他们爬到了山顶，向脚下的火山口望去，只见此坑有200米深，直径有7,000米。他们还可看见此山北面和南面的另外几座火山，西面海上的费尔南迪纳岛——但他们却没看见米勒博士或他的帐篷。

“我们得沿着火山口到南面去，”霍克说，“村里人说，还要走两个小时才能到呢。”

在黑色的岩浆石上行走是很困难的。一次霍克差一点儿摔倒，祖德抓住了他的胳膊。

“别在这儿摔断了腿，”祖德说，“我可不想把你从这儿背回船上去。”

“为什么不想？”霍克问，“有一次可是我把你背回家的。”

“但那一次我们可不在火山顶上。”祖德说。

他们终于看见米勒博士的帐篷了，并花了十分钟走到了帐篷跟前。米勒博士个头矮小，皮肤呈棕色。他看见他们很生气。

“走开！”他大叫，“你们是美国佬，不是吗？”

“不，不是，”霍克说，“我们是欧洲人。米勒博士，你好吗？”

“你们来这儿干什么？”他气乎乎地问。

“我们想和你谈谈，”祖德心平气和地回答，“是有关火山口底下的那个飞船的。你为何如此生气？”

“因为没人听我的！”米勒博士说，“没人相信我！美国人说：‘哦，一个疯子！’澳大利亚政府说：‘你该去睡觉了！’我能做什么？一件重大的事情即将在地球上发生，却没人听我说！”

“好了，我们不是在这儿吗，我们在听你说。”祖德说。

米勒博士着看他们，问：“你们为谁工作？”

“欧洲，”霍克回答，“欧洲对这只飞船很感兴趣，请给我们讲讲吧。”

“啊，看来电子邮件发出去了。”米勒博士说。

“谁发的邮件？”霍克问。

“我的厄瓜多尔朋友们，”米勒博士说，“他们住在圣克鲁斯岛。看，我这儿有啤酒，来一杯吧？”

他们顶着烈日坐在黑岩浆石上喝着热啤酒。团团烟雾从他们脚下的火山口这里、那里冒上来。在这些烟雾下真有一艘外星飞船吗？

“有时我觉得在下面能看见它，”吉姆·米勒说，“但多数情况下我看不见它。它很大，是白色的，降落时船身里伸出许多长腿来。”

“吉姆，它为什么会降落在这儿？”祖德问，“为什么在一个火山口里？”

“谁知道。”吉姆答道，“也许他们喜欢待在热的地方，也许他们要从热岩浆里获取什么。”

“吉姆，你为什么生美国人的气？”霍克问，“我只知道他们的啤酒很糟糕，可……”

“他们用卫星监视这艘飞船，我知道他们在监视。他们知道飞船在这儿，可他们不想让全世界知道。他们不愿让你们和我这样的人和任何外星人接触。哦，他们不想！他们想让它成为一个大秘密，这样他们就是世界上的老大了。”

就在那时，地下深处突然传来“嘭”的一声巨响。“那……那是什么声音，吉姆？”祖德问道。

“噢，阿尔塞多总是发出这样的声响，”吉姆回答她说，“响过以后会喷出些热水、水蒸汽及火山灰——偶尔还会有一点儿岩浆，但不多。这就是为什么火山口处总是云雾缭绕的原因了。因此，你永远看不清坑底有什么。”

“我们能爬下去吗？”哈克问。

“你疯了吗？下面太危险了！”吉姆说。

整个傍晚，霍克和祖德都盯着火山口的下面，可那儿烟雾弥漫，还有火山灰，他们什么也看不见。就在太阳快落山时，霍克看见靠近坑口处有一个东西，他连忙叫祖德，可最后发现那仅是两只巨龟。它们慢慢地从帐篷旁边爬过，下到火山的另一侧。过了一会儿，又有四只巨龟沿着同样的路线，慢吞吞、静悄悄地从黑色岩石上爬过。

“它们真是种奇怪的动物！”祖德说。

霍克和祖德没有睡多久就醒了。岩石太硬，而且火山在他们下面不时地发出巨响。后半夜他们拧开收音机。杂音特别大，但透过杂音他们能听见圣克鲁斯的一个电台。霍克仔细地听着。

“他们说的是阿尔塞多火山！”他说，“他们认为火山将在24小时内喷发！”

祖德一下子坐直了：“哦，不！我们离船还有七个小时的路。快走吧！叫上吉姆。”

可是吉姆·米勒并不相信圣克鲁斯电台。“这又是美国人的鬼把戏，”他说，“他们想让我们离开。”

“吉姆，和我们一起走吧！”祖德说，“求你了，你一两天以后可以再回来嘛。”

“你俩下山去吧，”吉姆说，“我是哪儿也不去，就在这儿守着飞船。”

历尽千辛万苦，两人终于下了山。当他们来到海边时，看见了贡萨洛和他的小船。“快点儿！”贡萨洛喊道，“听广播了吗？阿尔塞多就要喷发了！”

他们飞快地朝“海狮号”走去，爬上了船。“起锚！起锚！起锚呀！”贡萨洛冲他的水手大喊道。不一会儿，“海狮号”已离岸一公里了。

两小时后，阿尔塞多火山喷发了。惊天动地的一声巨响！——一团团火山灰被抛向空中，火红炙热的岩浆从火山口四处溢出来，流向大海。巨响一声连着一声，伴着每一次响声，岩石被抛向数百米的空中，然后又慢慢地落到地上。一连好几个小时，夜空里到处是红色和橘红色的火花。

那种景象既美丽非凡，又异常恐怖。

□　□　□




“米勒博士怎么样了？”我问道。

“可怜的吉姆上了空中的巨型宇宙飞船，”祖德回答，“500米高的火红炙热的岩浆从他的头顶上浇下来。”

“火山口里真有飞船吗？”

“没有。”祖德回答。

“有。”霍克回答。

霍克望着祖德，他们一起笑了。然后祖德看看我。“你相信谁？”她问，“外星人并不聪明，对吗？——居然把他们的飞船停落在一个喷发的火山口里！”

霍克笑了。“哦，也许飞船在火山喷发前就离开了。贡萨洛和我都看见漫天的火山灰里有一个东西——一个白色的光点，移动得很快，比灰尘还快。它向高空飞去。”

“噢，可我却什么也没看见，”祖德说，“因为火山里什么也没有！”

霍克抬头望着希腊蔚蓝色的天空。“我们又怎么会知道呢？”他缓缓地说，“总有一天，遥远的天际会有人或其他什么来造访地球的。或许多年前出现在加拉帕戈斯的飞船正是他们的首次访问。谁知道呢？”


ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1．Read the introduction of the book. What do you know now about these stories? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) Hawker and Jude travel all over the world.

YES □／NO □

2) They work for the American Department of Intelligence.

YES □／NO □

3) The Omega Files are in all the newspapers.

YES □／NO □

4) There are some surprising stories in the files.

YES □／NO □

5) Hawker and Jude write for a newspaper.

YES □／NO □

6) Hawker and Jude always find the answers.

YES □／NO □

2．What is going to happen in these stories? Can you guess? Use this table to make some sentences.

Hawker and Jude...
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ACTIVITIES



While Reading

1．Read about EDI and then read Omega File 349. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)? Rewrite the false ones with the correct information.

1) Johnny Cook went swimming nearly every day.

2) When they left the last club, Hawker and Jude took Johnny Cook to their house for dinner.

3) Johnny Cook wanted to sell a story about a drug company to a newspaper.

4) The company used homeless people for language tests.

5) Johnny Cook knew about this because he listened through the wall.

6) Hawker wanted to talk to Johnny Cook again.

7) Hawker and Jude couldn't talk to Johnny Cook again because he was in New York.

2．At the end of the story, Arla says 'Forget it,' so Hawker and Jude can't ask questions. What questions would you like them to ask Arla? Use these words to make some questions.

· Who... (be / with Johnny Cook / when / fall / river)?

· Who... (find / Johnny Cook's body / river)?

· Who... (you / telephone / when / we / go / coffee)?

· Who... (say / Johnny Cook's story / not / true)?

3．Read Omega File 451: Loch Ness, Scotland down to "Jude sat in the boat, with her gun in her hand." Choose the best question-word for these questions, and then answer them.

How / What

1) ... did people around the loch help Hawker and Jude?

2) ... did Hawker and Jude do every night?

3) ... did the men in grey want Hawker and Jude to do?

4) ... did the monster do nearly every night?

5) ... did Archie Campbell help Hawker and Jude?

4．Before you finish reading Omega File 451, can you guess how the story ends? Which of these endings do you like best? Tick all the ones you like.

1) The men in grey catch the monster and take it away before Hawker and Jude can see it.

2) Hawker and Jude catch the monster and take it to Arla.

3) The monster kills one of the men in grey.

4) Jude shoots the monster and kills it.

5) Hawker and Jude go to the army laboratory and find a lot more monsters there.

6) Arla phones and says, 'Come back to Brussels and forget the monster.' Hawker and Jude don't know why.

7) The monster is something made by the army.

8) The monster is something from another planet.

9) The monster really is Nessie, the Loch Ness monster.

5．Read Omega File 522: Galápagos, Ecuador down to "He said, 'They want us all to go away.'" Then match these halves of sentences to make five sentences.

1) Arla wanted Hawker and Jude to go to Isabela Island...

2) Dr Miller was very angry with everybody...

3) Hawker and Jude stared down into the crater...

4) In the night they listened to the radio...

5) They wanted Dr Miller to go with them to the boat,...

6) and heard the news about Volcano Alcedo erupting.

7) because he had strange emails about visitors there.

8) but Dr Miller did not believe the news on the radio.

9) but they could not see anything through the clouds of steam and dust down there.

10) because nobody believed his stories about the spaceship.

6．Before you finish reading Omega File 522, can you guess the answers to these questions?

1) Does Jim Miller go to the boat with Hawker and Jude?

2) Does the volcano erupt?

3) Do Hawker and Jude get to the boat before the volcano erupts?

4) Does anybody get killed?

5) Does Jim Miller leave the island in the spaceship?

6) Do Hawker and Jude both see the spaceship?

7) Is it possible that there really is a spaceship?


ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1．What did Jude say to Arla after the visit to Scotland? Put their conversation in the right order and write in the speakers' names. Arla speaks first (number 3).

1) ________ 'And the army is even more dangerous! I'm going to close their laboratory.'

2) ________ 'It can run all night, live under water, see in the dark, and it kills small animals with four legs.'

3) ________ 'Ok, Jude. Tell me about it. What was it?'

4) ________ 'No, of course he hasn't. This monster isn't very clever, Arla, but it's horrible—and dangerous. '

5) ________ 'Mm. Genetic engineering. And what can it do?'

6) ________ 'Good. Please do it soon, Arla !'

7) ________ 'It was one of the army's new fighters. It was a living thing—half animal, half person. '

8) ________ 'But why did it try to kill Hawker then? Hawker hasn't got four legs. '

2．Circle the best words to complete Hawker's email to Arla.

Before / When the volcano erupted, I saw a light / rock in the sky, moving down / up very fast. Jude says it was not / was a spaceship, but it moved more slowly / faster than the clouds of lava / dust. So what was it?

3．Use the clues below to complete this crossword with words from the story. Then find the hidden ten-letter word in the crossword. Is this word a place, a person, or an animal?
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1) You can read the news in a ______ every day.

2) It is ______ to climb down into a volcano.

3) A company must do many ______ before they can sell a new medicine.

4) When a ______ erupts, lava and red-hot rock come out.

5) A special room for scientists to work in.

6) You can travel to planets and stars in a ______.

7) This animal moves very, very slowly.

8) When you look for something in the dark, you need a ______.

9) When you are ill, you take ______ to make you better.

10) A letter sent by computer.

The hidden word is_____，and it is_____.

4．Here is a new illustration for one of the stories. Find the best place for it, and answer these questions.

The picture goes in the story_____.

1) Where are Hawker and Jude?

2) What is the voice on the radio saying?

3) What do Hawker and Jude do next?




Now write a caption for the illustration.
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Caption:_________________________________

5．Here are some new titles for the three stories. Which titles go with which stories? Some titles are good (G); some titles are not good (NG). Can you explain why?


	Crazy Dr Miller	Hullo, Planet Earth!

	Danger on the Streets	The Men in Grey

	An Army for the Future	Drugs for the Homeless

	A Nice Friendly Monster	Listening Through the Wall

	Danger from the Sky	The Volcano Spaceship

	Johnny	Danger in the Water




6．Are the things in these stories possible? Perhaps not today, but perhaps in the future? What do you think? Tick some boxes in this table.
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7．What did you think about these stories? Complete these sentences with your ideas.

1) I felt sorry for ______ when ______.

2) I didn't like it when _______.

3) I liked Omega File ________ best because ________.
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内容简介

一个好警察总是在问问题。发生了什么？为什么会发生？谁干的？什么时候？在哪儿？为什么？一个好警察也知道哪些回答是正确的，哪些是错误的。

费利克斯是个好警察。警长要他去抓一个谋杀犯，一个很重要的谋杀犯——他谋杀了总统。费利克斯必须迅速地找到凶手，并把他带回来——不论是死是活。他夜以继日地工作，开着车在这个国家来回奔波，也问了很多问题。

但是有些问题是很危险的，最好不要知道答案。而死人，当然了，既不会问问题，也不能回答问题……


THE PRESIDENT'S MURDERER

A good policeman is always asking questions. What happened? Why did it happen? Who did it? When? Where? Why? And a good policeman knows which answers are right, and which are wrong.




Felix is a good policeman, and the Chief of Police wants him to find a murderer. A very important murderer—the man who murdered the President. Felix must find the murderer quickly and bring him back—dead or alive. He works day and night, drives up and down the country, and asks a lot of questions.




But some questions can be dangerous. It is better not to know the answers. And dead men, of course, cannot ask, or answer, questions...
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The First Day

'Run!' the man thought. 'Move! Faster! I can't stop now.'

Over the man's head the night sky was black and cold, and in front of him were the trees. Tall, dark trees... five hundred metres away.

'I can hide there,' the man thought. 'I can hide in those trees. They can't see me in the trees.'

He looked behind him. He could see the lights. There were five or six men. They ran fast, and their lights moved up and down. They were not far away now. He could hear their feet on the ground.

The man ran faster. His legs were tired, his body was tired. There were noises in his head, he could not see. The trees were two hundred metres away. He wanted to stop running. He wanted to lie down and sleep.

Then he heard a new noise. Dogs.

'They've got dogs!' he thought. 'Oh no! Not dogs! I can't run faster.'

But he did. Faster and faster. The trees were a hundred metres away... fifty... twenty...

And then he was there. The trees opened their dark arms to him. But he did not stop running. It was dark and quiet under the trees. He ran first to the left, and then to the right. He came to a hill, and for a second or two he stopped and listened.

Nothing. Then he heard the dogs again, but he could not see the lights.

'Don't stop now,' he thought. 'Dogs don't need eyes. They can find you in the dark.'

Quickly he ran down the hill. It was very dark here, and he could not see very well. He ran into a tree and nearly broke his arm.

'Careful!' he thought. 'Careful.' He put his hands out in front of him, and ran more slowly. Then he heard a new noise. Water.

'A river!' he thought. 'The dogs can't follow me across water. Where is it? Quick!'

Soon he found the river. It was not very big, but it ran quickly. The water was cold on his tired legs. He walked and ran up the river, through the water, for about two kilometres. Then he stopped and listened again.

He could hear nothing. He stood there and waited. The trees watched him with dark, secret eyes.

Nothing. No dogs, no lights, no noises.

The man was cold now, and very, very tired. 'I need sleep,' he thought. 'Where can I hide?' He looked up at the trees.

'Up there,' he thought. 'The dogs can't follow me up a tree.'

He found a tall tree and went up it. He could not see the ground now. He half-sat, half-stood in the tree, and listened. Nothing.

'An hour,' he thought. 'Sleep for an hour. Then go on. Go south. Hide in the day, and move at night. I can get there in five days, perhaps six.'

The man put his head down on his arms, and slept.

*　*　*

'What are you saying? You lost him?' the Chief of Police said angrily.

The young police inspector in front of her was tired. Very tired. He wanted to sit down, but people did not sit down in the Chief's office. They stood and waited, and perhaps the Chief said 'Sit down'. Then they sat down—but not before.

So the inspector stood. 'I'm sorry, Chief,' he said. 'We couldn't find him in the trees. We looked all night, but it was dark and...'

The Chief of Police put her hands on the desk in front of her. 'You had five men with you, Inspector, and two dogs. And you couldn't find him!'

Eva Hine, the Chief of Police, was a tall woman of about fifty. Her eyes were grey and very cold. Dangerous eyes. When Eva Hine said 'Jump!', people jumped. They did not ask questions first.

The inspector waited, and the Chief of Police looked at him coldly. 'What are you waiting for?' she asked. 'Go out and find him! Three months ago this man—Alex Dinon—killed the President of our country. He's a murderer—a dangerous man. Twenty-four hours ago he escaped from prison, and our new President wants him back in prison—today! Now! At once!'
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The inspector quickly left the room.

His name was Felix, and he was thirty-three years old. That was young for an inspector, but he was a good policeman. He liked his job, and worked long hours, but he was sometimes afraid of Eva Hine, the Chief of Police.

Ten minutes later he was back in his office, and Adam came into his room. Adam was twenty-five, and usually worked with Felix on important jobs.

'What did the Chief say?' Adam asked.

'Find Dinon quickly,' Felix said. 'So, let's begin. Have we got photographs of Dinon? And what about his family?'

Adam put some photographs on the desk. 'He's got a wife and two young children,' he said.

'Right. I want photographs on television and in all the newspapers. Four men can watch his house and family, day and night—four hours on, and four hours off. Next, I want policemen at all the airports and...'

Telephones rang, and people came and went in the office. Felix and Adam worked on, late into the night.



in front of prep. before. 在……前面。

hide v. prevent from being seen. 隐藏，隐蔽。

noise n. sound, esp. when it's loud and confusing etc. 响声，噪音。

run into collide with or crash into sb. /sth. 撞到某人或某物的身上。

secret adj. not known by others. 秘密的。

look up raise one's eyes. 抬头看，仰视。

follow v. come or go after. 跟在……的后面。

inspector n. a police officer. 警员。

grey adj. of the colour between black and white. 灰色的。

dangerous adj. Likely to cause danger. 危险的。

president n. head of state. 总统，国家主席。

murderer n. a person guilty of murder. 谋杀犯，凶手。

escape v. get free. 逃脱，逃走。

important adj. very serious and significant. 重要的，重大的。


第一天

“跑！”那人想，“跑！再快点儿！我现在不能停下。”

在那人的头顶上方，夜空漆黑一片，寒气逼人。他的前面是树林，高高的，黑压压的树……足有500米远。

“我可以藏在那儿。”那人想，“我可以藏在树林里，那样的话，他们就看不到我了。”

他回头看了看。他能看到灯光，还有五六个人。他们跑得很快，手里的灯上下扫着。现在，他们已经离他不远了。他甚至能听到他们的脚步声。

那人跑得更快了。他的腿很累，有点体力不支。他的脑袋里充斥着各种声音，什么也看不见。树林只有200米远了。他想停下来，想躺下，睡上一觉。

正在这时，他听到另外一种声音。狗。

“他们带狗了！”他想，“噢，不！可别是狗，我没法跑得更快了。”

但是他做到了，他跑得越来越快。树林在100米的远处……50米……20米……

他终于跑到了。树林向他张开了黑色的臂膀。但他没有停下来。树底下很暗，也很安静。他先跑到左边，又跑向右边。他来到了一座小山丘前，在那里停了一两秒钟，听听有无动静。

什么也没有。而后他又听到了狗的叫声，却看不到灯光。

“现在不要停下。”他想，“狗不需要眼睛，它们能在黑暗中找到你。”

他很快地跑下了山丘。这里非常暗，他看不太清楚。他撞到了一棵树上，险些折断了胳膊。

“小心！”他心里想，“小心。”他把双手向前伸去，跑得稍微慢了一些。这时，他又听到一种声音。流水声。

“一条河！”他想，“那些狗追不到河对面。河在哪儿？快点！”

他很快找到了河。河不大，水流却很急。河水冰冷冰冷的，没过了他疲惫的双腿。然后，他涉水向河的上游走着、跑着。走了大约两公里之后，他停下来，又听了听。

他什么也没有听到。他站在那儿，等待着。那些树，用黝黑的眼睛，偷偷地注视着他。

什么也没有。没有狗，没有灯光，也没有声音。

他现在觉得很冷，而且精疲力竭。“我需要睡觉。”他想，“我能藏在哪儿呢？”他抬头看看树。

“就藏在那上面，”他想，“狗总不能跟着我上树吧。”

他找到了一棵高大的树，爬了上去。现在，他看不到地面了。他在树上半蹲着，听着。什么动静也没有。

“一个小时，”他想，“就睡一个小时。然后继续走。朝南走，昼伏夜行。五天后我就能到那儿了，也许要六天吧。”

那人把头支在胳膊上，睡了。

*　*　*

“你说什么？你让他跑了？”警长生气地说。

站在她面前的年轻警员看起来很疲惫，非常的疲惫。他想坐下，但是没有人敢在警长的办公室里坐下。他们站着，等待着，也许警长会说“坐下”，然后他们才坐下——而不是在警长发话之前。

因此，警员一直站着。“对不起，警长，”他说，“我们在树林里找不到他，我们找了整整一个晚上，但是光线太暗，而且……”

警长把手放在她身前的办公桌上。“警员，你带了五个人，还有两条狗。而你竟然找不到他！”

伊娃·海因警长是个大约50岁的高个子女人。她长着一双灰色的眼睛，目光冷峻。危险的眼睛。要是伊娃·海因说“跳！”，大家就会跳，事先什么也不问。

警员等待着，警长冷冷地看着他。“你还等什么？”她问，“出去找他！三个月前，这个人——亚历克斯·迪农——杀害了我们国家的总统。他是个谋杀犯——一个危险的人物。24小时前，他从监狱逃走了，而我们的新总统要求把他抓回来——就在今天！现在！立刻去办！”

警员很快地离开了。

他的名字叫费利克斯，33岁。这样的年龄，对于一个警员来说还很年轻，但他是一个好警察。他喜欢自己的工作，而且经常长时间地工作。但是，他有时惧怕伊娃·海因警长。

十分钟后，他回到了自己的办公室，亚当也走了进来。亚当25岁，常常和费利克斯在重要的案件上合作。

“警长怎么说？”亚当问。

“立刻抓获迪农。”费利克斯说，“所以，我们开始吧。咱们有迪农的照片吗？他的家庭情况怎样？”

亚当把几张照片放在桌子上。“他有一个妻子和两个年幼的孩子。”他说。

“好的。把这些照片登在电视和各种报纸上。派四个人轮班全天候地监视他的家和家人——四个小时轮一班。然后，在所有的机场都安排上警察，还有……”

电话响了。人们从办公室里进进出出。费利克斯和亚当一直工作到深夜。


The Second Day

The next morning Alex Dinon was forty kilometres south of the prison. He moved quickly and stayed away from towns and villages. It was winter and the weather was cold, so there were not many people in the fields. He looked behind him often, but nobody saw him and nobody followed him.

At midday he found a quiet field and lay down under some small trees. He slept at once.

At about three o'clock Alex opened his eyes, and saw an old woman in front of him.

'What are you doing in my field, young man?' she said.

Alex sat up quickly. 'I'm sorry,' he said. 'I was tired, and needed some sleep. I'm going now.'

'You're very dirty,' the old woman said. 'Look at you! Where are you going?'

'North,' Alex said. He stood up and began to move away.

'Don't run away. I'm only an old woman.' She looked at him carefully. 'You're dirty, and hungry, and tired... and afraid. Am I right?'

Alex smiled slowly. 'Yes,' he said.

'Well, come back to my house and have some food. And you can have some of my husband's old clothes. He died last winter.'
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Alex looked at her. It was true. He was hungry and tired and dirty. And afraid... but not of this old woman. 'Thank you very much,' he said.

The old woman's name was Marta. Her house was very small, but she put some wonderful hot food in front of Alex. He ate quickly, and Marta watched him.

'Oh, you were hungry,' she laughed.

Alex smiled, but did not stop eating.

Marta found some old clothes for him, and then made some coffee. She said nothing, but watched him with a smile. Alex finished eating and drank some coffee. He began to feel better.

'How did you escape from prison?' Marta asked suddenly.

Alex's face went white. He stared at Marta and said nothing.

Marta laughed. 'It's all right,' she said. 'I'm not afraid of the President's murderer. You can stay here tonight, Alex Dinon, and have a good sleep. I don't like the police, and I'm not going to tell them.'

*　*　*

Felix and Adam did not get much sleep. They stayed in the office and slept between telephone calls. The phones rang often, but in the morning there was no news of Alex Dinon. The day went slowly. The phones rang again and again—but there was no news.
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'Where is he? What's he doing?' Felix said to Adam. 'He's hiding—perhaps with friends.'

'We questioned all his friends early this morning,' Adam said. 'They said nothing.' He looked at Felix. 'Can we bring some of them in here? With their wives. Then we can ask more... difficult questions. Somebody usually talks then.'

'No,' Felix said coldly. 'That's not right, and you know it. Dinon can't get out of the country now. But we need to find him today. The Chief isn't going to be very happy.'

Late in the afternoon the Chief of Police telephoned. 'Come to my office in half an hour,' she told Felix.

Felix felt tired and dirty. He quickly drank some black coffee, and changed his shirt. Twenty minutes later he stood in front of Eva Hine's desk.

She did not smile, but looked at Felix and waited.

'The police are looking for Dinon in every town and village,' Felix said quickly. 'We're watching the roads and the airports, and the houses of his family and friends...'

'Sit down, Inspector, and listen,' the Chief said. 'We need to find this man quickly. The President is not happy. You're a good policeman, Inspector, and this is an important job for you.'

'Chief,' Felix began. 'How did Dinon escape from prison?'

'That's not important now,' the Chief said.

'But perhaps he had friends in prison,' Felix said. 'Perhaps they know something. I need to talk to people at the prison.'

'Well, you can't,' the Chief said.

The telephone rang on the Chief's desk. She picked up the phone. 'Eva Hine here.' Then she smiled. 'Yes, Mr President,' she said. She listened for a minute or two. 'Yes, of course, Mr President. I understand. Yes. Goodbye.'

Eva Hine put the phone down and looked at Felix angrily. 'Forget Dinon's escape from prison. Get out there and find him. And bring him back dead or alive!'

At the door Felix turned and looked at her. 'Dead?' he asked slowly.

'Dead men can't talk. Now go!'

Felix walked slowly back to his office. There were a lot of questions in his head, and he did not know the answers. 'Why can't I talk to people at the prison?' he thought. 'What did the President say to the Chief on the phone? And why does she want Dinon dead? He went to prison because he murdered the old President. Everybody knows that. What can he talk about... now?'



dirty adj. not clean. 脏的，不干净的。

hungry adj. feeling a desire for food. 感到饿的，饥饿的。

wonderful adj. very good. 极好的。

stare v. Look with eyes wide open. 瞪着眼睛看，盯着。

question v. ask questions. 问问题，提问。

drink v. take ( liquid ) into the mouth and swallow. 喝，饮用。

pick up take hold of. 拿起。

understand v. grasp the meaning. 懂，明白。

forget v. fail to remember. 忘记，忘掉。


第二天

第二天早上，亚历克斯·迪农已经在监狱南面40公里的地方了。他避开城镇和村庄，走得很快。时值冬日，天气寒冷，所以田地里人不多。他不时地回头看看，但是没有人看到他，也没有人跟着他。

中午时分，他找到了一块安静的田地，在一片小树丛下躺下了。他很快就睡着了。

大约3点钟时，亚历克斯睁开了眼睛，看到一个老太太站在他面前。

“你在我的地里干什么，年轻人？”她问。

亚历克斯立刻坐了起来。“对不起，”他说，“我很累，需要睡一会儿，我马上就走。”

“看看你，浑身上下脏兮兮的。”老太太说，“你要去哪儿？”

“去北边。”亚历克斯说。他站了起来，要走。

“别走，我只不过是一个老太太。”她仔细地打量他，“你浑身脏兮兮的，又饿又累，……还很恐惧。我说得对吗？”

亚历克斯慢慢地笑了。“不错。”他说。

“那好吧，来我家吃点东西。你可以换上我丈夫的旧衣服，他去年冬天过世了。”

亚历克斯看着她。她说得不假。自己又饿又累，浑身脏兮兮的。还很恐惧……但并不是害怕这个老太太。“太谢谢您了。”他说。

老太太名叫玛尔塔。她家的房子不大，但她却弄了些香喷喷、热腾腾的饭菜，放在亚历克斯的面前。他狼吞虎咽地吃着，玛尔塔看着他。

“噢，你真是饿坏了。”她笑了。

亚历克斯也笑了，但是嘴没停。

玛尔塔给他找来几件旧衣服，又端来了咖啡。她默默地看着他，脸上挂着微笑。亚历克斯吃完饭后，又喝了些咖啡。他开始感觉好一点了。

“你是怎样从监狱里逃出来的？”玛尔塔突然问。

亚历克斯的脸“唰”地白了。他看着玛尔塔，一言不发。

玛尔塔笑了。“没事的，”她说，“我不害怕什么谋杀总统的凶手。今晚你就住在这儿吧，亚历克斯·迪农，睡个好觉。我讨厌警察，也不会去报案的。”

*　*　*

费利克斯和亚当几乎没怎么合眼。他们待在办公室里，没电话时就打一会儿瞌睡。电话铃老是响个不停，到早上的时候，还是没有亚历克斯·迪农的消息。一个白天慢慢地过去了。电话铃响了又响——但仍旧没有消息。

“他在哪儿？他在干什么？”费利克斯问亚当，“他藏起来了——也许和朋友们在一起。”

“我们今天上午早些时候问过了他所有的朋友，”亚当说，“他们什么也不说。”他看看费利克斯，“我们把他的几个朋友带到这儿来行吗？还有他们的妻子。然后我们可以问一些更……难的问题。那时，就会有人说话了。”

“不，”费利克斯冷静地说，“那不行，你是知道的，迪农现在还逃不出这个国家，今天我们要找到他。否则，警长会不高兴的。”

下午晚些时候，警长打电话过来。“半个小时后来我的办公室。”她对费利克斯说。

费利克斯觉得很累，而且身上很脏。他很快地喝了些黑咖啡，换了件衬衣。20分钟后，他已经站在伊娃·海因的办公桌前了。

她板着脸，看着费利克斯，等他说话。

“警方正在城镇和村庄里到处搜捕迪农。”费利克斯语速很快，“我们正在监视道路、机场、他的家以及他的朋友……”

“坐下吧，警员，听着，”警长说，“我们要很快地抓住这个人。总统不高兴了。你是个好警察，警员。这项工作对你来说很重要。”

“警长，”费利克斯开始问，“迪农是怎样从监狱里逃走的？”

“现在这个并不重要。”警长说。

“但是，也许他在监狱里有朋友，”费利克斯说，“他们可能会知道一些情况。我要和监狱里的人谈一谈。”

“嗯，这不行。”警长说。

警长办公桌上的电话响了。她拿起电话。“我是伊娃·海因。”接着她笑了，“是的，总统先生。”她说。她又听了一两分钟，“是的，当然，总统先生。我明白。好的，再见。”

伊娃·海因把电话放下，怒气冲冲地看着费利克斯。“别管迪农是怎么从监狱里逃跑的吧。快出去找他。不管是死的还是活的，都要把他抓回来！”

走到门口的时候，费利克斯回过头来，看着她。“死的？”他小心地问。

“死人不会讲话。现在就去！”

费利克斯慢腾腾地走回他的办公室。他的头脑里充斥着很多问题，却找不到答案。“我为什么不能和监狱里的人谈谈？”他想，“而总统在电话里又对警长说了些什么呢？她为什么要迪农死呢？他入狱是因为他谋杀了前总统，这是人人皆知的，他又能说出些什么呢……现在？”


The Third Day

Alex slept well for many hours, and the next morning Marta put a big breakfast on the table. Alex ate hungrily, and Marta talked.

'What's happening to this country?' she said. 'I don't know. I didn't like the old President. He was old and stupid. There's never much food in the shops. When did I last eat some good meat?' she said angrily. 'I work every day, and what do I get? Nothing!'

'What do you think about the new President, then?' Alex asked.

'Oh, he's worse! He's a younger man, and he's not stupid, but he's more dangerous. He's very friendly with the police and the army. And he's putting a lot of people in prison. That's not good for the country. We want more food, not more prisoners.'

Just then they heard somebody at the door.

'Quick!' Marta said. 'Upstairs. Hide under the bed.'

Alex ran upstairs and hid. Three minutes later Marta came quickly upstairs. Her face was very angry.

'That was my friend George from the house down the road. Somebody saw you at the window this morning. It was that woman from the post office. The police give her money, and she tells them all the secrets of the village. Everybody hates her!'

'The police always have a "friend" in every village,' Alex said sadly. 'Marta, I'm going now. At once. The police are going to be here soon, and...'

'Huh!' Marta said angrily. 'I'm not afraid of the police or their questions. Alex Dinon? Who's he? Is he somebody on television?'

Alex smiled. 'You're a wonderful woman, Marta,' he said. 'Goodbye, and thank you.'

Marta looked at Alex and her old face was suddenly unhappy. 'Good luck, boy,' she said.

Alex left the house quickly. He went through Marta's back garden, and out into the fields again. He felt better after the night in Marta's house. He thought about Marta and smiled. Boy! He was thirty-three years old and a "dangerous murderer", but to Marta he was only a tired and hungry boy.

*　*　*

At eight ο'clock in the morning of the third day the telephone rang on Felix's desk. Felix listened, then put the phone down quickly.

'Adam!' he shouted. 'We've got him! He's in a village up north. In an old woman's house. Come on. Let's go!'

The big police car was fast, and the kilometres went quickly. Adam was tired and wanted to sleep, but Felix wanted to talk. 'I saw the Chief again last night,' he said. 'She's getting angry. I was in her office and the President phoned her. They want Dinon badly—dead or alive. Why do they want him dead?'

'I don't know,' Adam said. 'Let's find him first.'

In Marta's village a policeman stood at the door of her house. 'We looked all through the house, and there's nobody in there,' he said. 'Only Marta, the old woman. And she's not talking.'

Felix, Adam and the policeman went into the house. 'Hello!' Marta said. 'More policemen? What an exciting day!'

'Listen to the Inspector,' Adam said angrily. 'He wants to ask you some questions.'

Felix sat down and smiled at Marta. 'Now, Marta,' he said. 'Somebody saw a young man in your house yesterday. Who was he, Marta, and where did he go?'

'He was my sister's youngest son,' Marta said happily. 'He's a very nice boy.'

The policeman whispered in Felix's ear. Felix looked sadly at Marta. 'Your sister and all her family live in Australia, Marta. Who was the man in your house?'

'Oh dear!' Marta said. 'I'm an old woman, you know. Seventy-two last month. I forget things very easily. In Australia, did you say?'

Felix asked question after question, but Marta told him nothing. Sometimes the young man in her house was her sister's son. Sometimes he was the young doctor from the next village, but he was never Alex Dinon, the President's murderer. Adam got very angry and whispered to Felix：

'Can I ask the questions?'

'No,' Felix said. He did not like Adam's questions. He stood up and moved to the door, but Marta now wanted to ask him a question：

'And why do you work for the police, young man? The police always put the wrong people in prison, you know.'

'Marta,' Felix said tiredly, 'Alex Dinon is a murderer. He murdered—'

'Oh, I know that,' Marta said. 'The newspapers said that. But newspapers and the television never tell us the true story. Alex Dinon isn't a murderer. He's a nice young man.'

'A nice young man?' Felix said quickly. 'How do you know that?'

'He's got a nice face. That's why. I saw his picture on the television. I'm an old woman and I can read people's faces.'

'So who did murder the President, then?' Felix asked.

'I don't know,' Marta said. 'You're the policeman. You go and find the murderer. But I can tell you one thing. You can begin with the new President. He's got a murderer's face.'

Adam said angrily, 'That's dangerous talk.'

Marta laughed, and Felix opened the door. 'Let's go, Adam,' he said quietly.
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Out in the road Adam said, 'Stupid old woman!'

'Yes,' Felix said. 'Perhaps she was... and perhaps she wasn't.'



stupid adj. foolish. 笨的，愚蠢的。

friendly adj. of a relationship in which people treat each other as friends. 和睦的，融洽的。

hate v. strongly dislike. 讨厌，厌恶。

unhappy adj. sad or miserable. 悲伤的，难过的。

suddenly adv. quickly and unexpectedly. 突然地。

come on hurry up. 快点儿。

badly adv. very much. 非常地。

whisper v. speak softly in a Low voice. 低语，小声说。

wrong adj. mistaken, not correct. 错误的。

murder v. kill unlawfully and intentionally. 谋杀。


第三天

亚历克斯睡了好几个小时，睡得很香。次日早上，玛尔塔把一顿丰盛的早餐摆在了桌子上。亚历克斯狼吞虎咽地吃着，玛尔塔则和他说话。

“这个国家发生了什么事？”她说，“我不知道。我不喜欢前任总统，他既老又蠢。商店里从来都没有多少吃的东西可供应，我上次吃的那些肉真是美味，哎，那是什么时候的事了呢？”她愤怒地说着，“我每天干活，但是我得到了什么呢？一无所有！”

“那你觉得新总统怎样？”亚历克斯问。

“唉，他更糟糕！他年轻一点儿，也不蠢，却更阴险。他同警察和军队关系暧昧，他把很多人都关进了监狱。这对这个国家可没什么好处，我们需要的是更多的食物，而不是囚犯。”

正在这时，他们听到门口有人。

“快！”玛尔塔说，“上楼去，藏在床底下。”

亚历克斯跑到楼上，藏了起来。三分钟后，玛尔塔很快地上楼来了。她看起来怒气冲冲。

“是我的朋友乔治，他就住在路那头的那所房子里。今天早上，有人看见你站在窗口边。是邮局的那个女的。警察给了她钱，她就把村里所有的秘密都告诉给他们。所有的人都恨她！”

“在每一个村庄，警察都会有一个‘朋友’。”亚历克斯悲哀地说，“玛尔塔，我要走了，现在就走，警察马上就要来了，还有……”

“哼！”玛尔塔愤怒地说，“我才不怕警察或者他们的盘问呢。亚历克斯·迪农？他是谁？是个电视上的人物？”

亚历克斯笑了。“你真是个了不起的女人，玛尔塔！”他说，“再见，谢谢你！”

玛尔塔看着亚历克斯，她那苍老的脸突然变得神色凝重。“祝你好运，孩子。”她说。

亚历克斯很快地离开了。他穿过玛尔塔的后花园，又走到了那片地里。在玛尔塔家休息了一个晚上之后，他感觉好多了。他想到玛尔塔时，笑了。孩子！他已经33岁了，而且是个“危险的谋杀犯”，但是在玛尔塔眼里，他只不过是个饥困交加的孩子。

*　*　*

第三天早上8点钟，费利克斯办公桌上的电话响了。费利克斯接听着，很快就把电话放下了。

“亚当！”他喊道，“我们找到他了！他在北部的一个村子里，在一个老太太家。快点儿，咱们走！”

大警车呼啸而过，不一会儿已经跑过了好几公里。亚当觉得很累，想睡觉，但费利克斯却要和他说话。“我昨晚又见到警长了，”他说，“她很生气。我在她的办公室的时候，总统来了电话。他们急切地要抓住迪农——不管是死是活。他们为什么想让他死呢？”

“我也不知道，”亚当说，“我们还是先找到他吧。”

在玛尔塔居住的那个村庄，一个警察站在她的家门口。“我们搜查了整个房子都没找到人。”他说，“只有玛尔塔一个人，就是那个老太太。而她什么也不说。”

费利克斯、亚当和那个警察走进了房子。“你们好！”玛尔塔说，“又多了几个警察！今天真令人兴奋！”

“听警员问话，”亚当怒气冲冲地说，“他有问题要问你。”

费利克斯坐了下来，冲玛尔塔笑了笑。“好，玛尔塔，”他说，“昨天有人看到你的房子里有一个年轻人，他是谁，玛尔塔？他去哪儿啦？”

“他是我妹妹的小儿子，”玛尔塔开心地说，“他真是个不错的孩子。”

那个警察对费利克斯耳语了些什么。费利克斯忧郁地看着玛尔塔。“你妹妹全家都住在澳大利亚，玛尔塔。在你房子里的那个人到底是谁？”

“噢，天哪！”玛尔塔说，“你看，我老啦。我上个月就72岁了，动不动就忘事儿。你说他们在澳大利亚？”

费利克斯一个问题接着一个问题地问，但是玛尔塔什么也没告诉他。一会儿说她房子里的年轻人是他妹妹的儿子，一会儿又说他是邻村的年轻医生，反正永远不会是亚历克斯·迪农，那个谋杀总统的凶犯。亚当非常生气，对费利克斯耳语道：

“我可以问些问题吗？”

“不行。”费利克斯答道。他不喜欢亚当的问题。他站起身来向门口走去，但是玛尔塔却要问他一个问题：

“年轻人，你为什么要当警察？你知道，警察总是把不该抓的人关进监狱。”

“玛尔塔，”费利克斯疲惫地说，“亚历克斯·迪农是个杀人犯，他谋杀了——”

“哦，这我知道，”玛尔塔说，“报纸上登了。但是报纸和电视从来不会告诉我们事实的真相。亚历克斯·迪农不是杀人犯，他是一个不错的年轻人。”

“一个不错的年轻人？”费利克斯很快地反问道，“你怎么知道？”

“他的脸很友善，就因为这个。我在电视上看到了他的照片。我是一个老太太，活了这么多年，能够读懂人的脸。”

“那么到底是谁谋杀了总统呢？”费利克斯问。

“我不知道。”玛尔塔说，“你是警察，你去抓那个谋杀犯。但是我可以告诉你一件事情。你可以从新总统开始查，他长了一张谋杀犯的脸。”

亚当恼怒地说：“这么讲话可是很危险的。”

玛尔塔笑了，费利克斯打开门，“咱们走，亚当。”他平静地说。

在外面的路上，亚当说：“这个愚蠢的老太婆！”

“是呀，”费利克斯说，“也许她很蠢……但也许她一点儿也不蠢。”


The Fourth Day

After he left Marta's village, Alex moved quickly and quietly across the fields. Nobody saw him. He walked and ran, and walked again. It rained all day and all night. He walked through the night, and the next morning—the fourth day—he was very tired and very hungry. He hid in some trees for an hour or two, then he went on south. Always south. To his home town.

'Where can I go?' he thought. 'Perhaps I can escape from the country, but I want to see Olivia again before I leave... or before the police find me.'

But first he needed food. He had some money in his pocket—Marta's money. He remembered her words. You take it. I don't need it. An old woman doesn't need money. Alex smiled. What a wonderful old woman!

He came to a small town on a river, and found a food shop in a quiet street. He opened the door and went in. There were a lot of people in the shop, and he waited quietly behind them. People looked at him, and a man went out quickly. Alex wanted to run, but he was very hungry, so he waited. Then a woman with her young son came into the shop. The woman whispered to the boy, and the boy came up to Alex. 'There are two policemen in the street,' he said very quietly, 'and they're coming here.'
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Alex looked quickly at the door, but he could not escape now. Then the shopkeeper called to him, 'Hey, you!' he said. 'Quick! Go out through the back.'

Alex ran through the back of the shop, and the shopkeeper followed him. 'I never help the police—they're all bad,' he said. He opened the back door and looked out. 'It's OK,' he said quickly. 'You can get out of town along the river. Follow the back of the houses. Nobody goes there. Good luck!'

'Thank you,' Alex said, and ran.

Three kilometres from the town Alex came to a road. He crossed the road quickly but a lorry came along at the same time. The lorry slowed down and the driver called out to him, 'Where are you going?'

Alex said the name of his home town, and the driver said, 'Come on. I'm going near there. You can come with me.'

Alex got into the front of the lorry, and the driver looked carefully into his face. 'Do I know you?' he asked.

Alex said nothing, and waited. He felt very tired. The driver stared at him for a minute, then he smiled. 'No, I don't know you,' he said. 'Get into the back of the lorry. Nobody can see you there. Are you hungry?'

'Yes, I am,' Alex said. 'Very.'

'Well, I've got some sandwiches. Here you are. Now, get in the back quickly. Before we see a police car.'

[image: alt]

The lorry drove slowly south. Alex ate all the driver's sandwiches and then slept like a dead man.

*　*　*

'We're always three hours or more behind him,' Felix said to Adam in the car. 'We drive up and down the country, but Dinon always moves on before we get there.'

'Perhaps this shopkeeper can tell us something,' Adam said.

But the shopkeeper was not helpful. 'Alex who?' he said.

'DINON!' Felix shouted. He was very tired. 'He escaped from prison five days ago. Somebody saw him in your shop.'

'I don't have prisoners in my shop,' the shopkeeper said angrily. 'And I don't want the police here.'

'Did Dinon come into this shop?' Felix asked.

'Dinon,' the shopkeeper said slowly. 'What did he do? Wait a minute. Yes! Did he write a book about the old President?'

'He killed the President,' Adam said. 'He murdered him.'

'Oh yes,' the shopkeeper said. 'I remember now. It was a good book. But the President's murderer did not come into my shop this morning.'

Felix watched the shopkeeper's face carefully. 'My question', he said, 'asked about Alex Dinon.'

The shopkeeper looked at Felix and smiled slowly. 'That's right,' he said.

Felix and Adam talked to a lot of people and asked a lot of questions in that small town, but they learned nothing.

Later, back in the office, Felix was very quiet. Suddenly he looked at Adam across the desk, and said:

'We can't get Dinon's book in this country. Do you know it, Adam?'

'No,' Adam said.

Felix stared at the telephone on his desk. 'Where is Dinon?' he said slowly. 'People are helping him, but why? He's a murderer. And nobody wants to help us.'

'People never help the police in this country,' Adam said. 'People don't like us.'

'Why are we policemen, Adam?'

'It's a good job,' Adam said. 'And the money's good.'

After a minute or two Felix said, 'Did Dinon murder the President? What do you think, Adam?'

'Well, why did they put him in prison, then?'

'That doesn't answer my question,' Felix said.

'I do my job,' Adam said, 'and I don't ask questions.'

Felix looked at him, but said nothing.



go on continue. 继续做。

remember v. have or keep in the memory. 记住，记着。

shopkeeper n. person who owns a shop. 店主。

lorry n. truck. 卡车。

sandwich n. two or three pieces of bread with meat or cheese between. 三明治。

helpful adj. giving help,useful. 有用的，有帮助的。

learn v. become aware of. 获悉，得知。


第四天

离开了玛尔塔的村庄，亚历克斯走得很快，他悄悄地穿过了田地。没有人看到他。他走一会儿跑一会儿，然后又继续走。雨下了一天一夜，他在夜色中穿行。到第二天早上——那是他逃出来的第四天了——他真是又饥又乏。他在一片树丛里躲了一两个小时，然后又继续向南走。一直朝南走，就能到他的家乡。

“我能去哪儿呢？”他想，“我也许能逃离这个国家，但走之前我想再见奥利维亚一面……或者说是在警察抓住我之前。”

但是首先他得吃点什么。他口袋里有些钱——是玛尔塔给他的。他记起她的话：你拿去吧，我不需要，一个老太太不需要什么钱的。亚历克斯笑了。一个多好的老太太！

他来到河边的一个小镇上，在一条安静的街道上找到了一家食品店。他打开门，走了进去。店里人很多，他静静地排在他们后面等着。人们看着他，一个男人很快地出去了。亚历克斯想跑，但是他很饿，所以只好等着。随后一个女人带着她的小儿子进了商店。这个女人悄悄地对她的孩子说了些什么，小男孩儿朝亚历克斯走过来。“街上有两个警察，”他悄悄地说，“他们正在往这儿赶。”

亚历克斯立刻看看门口，但是他现在已经逃不掉了。这时，店主对他喊道：“嗨，你！”他说，“快！从后面出去。”

亚历克斯穿过食品店的后面，店主跟着他。“我从来不帮警察——他们都是坏蛋。”他说。他打开后门，向外看了看。“没事儿，”他说得很快，“你可以沿着河出镇，顺着房后走。没人去那些地方。祝你好运！”

“谢谢你。”亚历克斯说，然后就跑走了。

跑出小镇三公里，亚历克斯来到了公路上。他很快地穿过公路，但是一辆卡车也在这时开了过来。卡车慢了下来，司机对他喊：“你要去哪儿？”

亚历克斯说出了他家乡小镇的名字，司机说：“快点儿。我正要到那儿附近去，你可以和我一块儿去。”

亚历克斯进了驾驶室，司机仔细地打量他的脸。“我认识你吗？”他问。

亚历克斯什么也没说，他等待着。他感到疲惫不堪。司机盯着他看了一会儿，笑了。“不，我不认识你。”他说，“到卡车的车厢里去吧，在那儿，谁也看不到你。你饿吗？”

“是的，我饿了，”亚历克斯说，“非常饿。”

“好的，我有一些三明治。给你。现在，赶在我们看到警车之前，快钻到车厢里去。”

卡车慢慢地驶向南方。亚历克斯吃光了司机的三明治，然后像个死人似的睡着了。

*　*　*

“我们总是比他慢三个小时或者更多，”费利克斯在车里对亚当说，“我们开着车在这个国家来回奔波，但每次我们还没赶到，迪农就又逃掉了。”

“也许这个店主能告诉我们点儿什么。”亚当说。

但是店主并没有给他们提供什么有用的东西。“亚历克斯什么？”他问。

“迪——农！”费利克斯吼道，他非常疲惫，“他五天前从监狱里逃走了。有人看见他在你的店里。”

“我的店里没有罪犯，”店主生气地说，“而且我也不欢迎警察。”

“迪农来过这个店吗？”费利克斯问道。

“迪农，”店主慢悠悠地说，“他是干什么的？等一下，想起来了！他是不是写过一本关于前总统的书？”

“他杀了总统，”亚当说，“他谋杀了他。”

“噢，是的，”店主说，“现在我记起来了，那是一本好书。但是今天早上，谋杀总统的凶手并没有来我的店。”

费利克斯认真地观察店主的脸。“我的问题，”他说，“是在问亚历克斯·迪农。”

店主看着费利克斯，慢慢地笑了。“没错呀。”他说。

费利克斯和亚当同那个小镇里的好多人谈了话，也问了不少问题，但是他们一无所获。

后来，回到办公室时，费利克斯非常的平静。突然，他看着桌子对面的亚当，说：

“在这个国家里，我们没法儿弄到迪农的书，你知道吗，亚当？”

“不知道。”亚当说。

费利克斯盯着桌上的电话。“迪农在哪儿呢？”他若有所思地说，“人们在帮助他，但这是为什么？他是个谋杀犯呀。然而却没人愿意帮助我们。”

“在这个国家，人们向来不帮警察。”亚当说，“人们不喜欢我们。”

“那为什么我们要做警察呢，亚当？”

“这个活儿不错，”亚当说，“还有，薪水也不错。”

过了一两分钟，费利克斯才说：“迪农谋杀总统了吗？你怎么看，亚当？”

“嗯，那他们为什么要把他关进监狱呢？”

“这不能回答我的问题。”费利克斯说。

“我只管低头干活，”亚当说，“我不问问题。”

费利克斯看着他，什么也没说。


The Fifth Day

In an old house in a quiet road a woman waited. She waited day and night, and did not sleep. At nine o'clock in the evening of the fifth day, she heard a noise at the window at the back of the house.

Quickly, she ran and opened the window. A minute later she was in Alex's arms. They did not speak for a long time.

Then they talked quietly about their friends and their family. 'The children are with my sister,' Olivia said. 'It's better for them there. But I came here to Rudi's house. Rudi's away, and Pauli told me this was the best place to wait. I wanted to see you before you leave the country. Oh Alex, I'm so afraid for you.'

'Yes, escape is going to be difficult,' Alex said. 'I talked to Pauli on the phone. The police...'

'Yes, but you escaped from prison,' Olivia said quickly. 'You have a lot of friends. Perhaps Pauli can help you. Or...'

'Perhaps. I've got some good friends. I know that. But I've got a lot of enemies too,' Alex said slowly. 'Very dangerous enemies.'

Suddenly Olivia saw his hands. 'Your hands! Oh Alex, what happened to your hands?'

Alex looked down at them. 'It happened in prison,' he said slowly. 'They did it with a knife... and cigarettes.'

'But why?' Olivia whispered. 'Why did they do that?'

'They wanted a name, but I didn't tell them.'

'What name?'

'The name of the President's murderer.'

'But they say you killed him...' Olivia began.

'Yes, but I did not kill the President. And the police know that.'

'So they put you in prison,' Olivia said, 'because they needed a murderer.'

'Yes. And because of my book about the old President, and the government of this country. It was a very angry book. Do you remember?' Alex smiled. 'But the old President read it, and liked it. He wasn't a bad man, and he wanted a better life for the people. He wanted to change things in this country, but he couldn't. The police and the army stopped him. And the new President, of course, is a good friend of the police and the army. A very good friend.' Alex laughed angrily. 'You see, Olivia, the police know the murderer's name, but it's a secret. They don't want people in this country to know the name. And so they were angry with me in prison, because they think that I know the murderer's name.'

Olivia's face was afraid. 'Do... Do you know?' she whispered.

'Yes,' Alex looked at his wife's white, unhappy face. 'But I'm not going to tell you,' he said quietly. 'It's a very... dangerous name.'
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Alex ate some food and changed his clothes. Then he slept, and Olivia watched the road through the windows.

*　*　*

In his office Felix waited for more news. He waited, and he thought—about his job, about the dead President and the new President, about the old woman Marta, about Eva Hine, the Chief of Police—and about Alex Dinon.

At 9.05 p. m. the telephone rang on Felix's desk. He listened, then quickly jumped to his feet and called to Adam. 'Dinon's in his home town,' he shouted. 'He's in his old teacher's house. He went in three minutes ago.'

Adam laughed. 'We've got him now,' he said happily.

'Listen,' Felix said quickly. 'Take ten more men with you and drive down to Dinon's town at once. Wait near the house and watch, but don't go in. I'm going to phone the Chief now, and then follow you.'

'Right,' Adam said, and quickly left the room.

Felix phoned the Chief and told her the news.

'Good,' the Chief said. 'Now wait there. I want to speak to you again in ten minutes.'

Felix waited angrily. He wanted to leave at once. He wanted to talk to Alex Dinon. Perhaps Dinon knew the answers to Felix's questions. The phone rang and Felix picked it up quickly.

'Now listen, Inspector. Don't go into the house. Wait in the road and watch.'

'But we can go into the house and get him!' Felix said. 'Why not?'

'No, that's dangerous. Perhaps his wife and children are in the house.'

'But his children are with his wife's sister. We know that,' Felix said. 'So...'

'LISTEN TO ME, INSPECTOR! '

Felix did not answer.

'Are you listening to me, Inspector?'

'Yes, Chief,' Felix said quietly.

'Now, Dinon can't stay in the house. He's going to come out later in the night, when the streets are quiet. He can't escape. The soldiers—'

'Soldiers? What soldiers?' Felix said angrily. ' I don't need the army!'

'This man Dinon is very, very important, Inspector. You need help, and the army is going to help you. They're putting three hundred men in all the roads near the house. I want Dinon tonight, Inspector!'

The Chief put the phone down, and Felix stared at his desk. 'Alive... or dead?' he thought. 'Which does she—and our new President—want? I think I know the answer. They want him dead. And I want to know why!'

The police car took Felix to Dinon's home town, an hour away, and Felix found Adam in a quiet street behind the house. They sat in Adam's car and talked.

Adam looked at Felix's face. 'What are you angry about?' he asked. 'Dinon's in the house. And he can't escape now. When he comes out—Wham! We've got him!'

'I'm angry,' Felix said, 'because half the army with its guns is in this town tonight. I wanted to go into the house, but I can't because the Chief said "no", and the soldiers are watching the house. But I wanted to get to Dinon first.'

'That's going to be difficult,' Adam said. 'Soldiers shoot first, and ask questions later.'

'Yes,' Felix said slowly. 'They're going to kill Alex Dinon, and I can't stop them.'



difficult adj. not easy. 困难的，不易的。

enemy n. person who strongly dislike. 敌人，仇人。

happen v. occur, take place. 出现，发生。

cigarette n. roll of shredded tobacco enclosed in paper. 纸烟，香烟。

government n. body of persons governing a state. 政府，内阁。

change v. take or use another. 换用。

jump to one's feet stand up quickly and suddenly. 一跃而起。

soldier n. member of an army. 军人，士兵。


第五天

在一条安静的路边的一所旧房子里，一个女人等待着。她望眼欲穿，夜不成寐。第五天晚上9点钟，她听到房子后面的窗户那儿有响动。

她很快跑过去把窗户打开了。一分钟后，她已经在亚历克斯的怀抱里了。他们沉默了很长时间。

然后，他们轻声地说起他们的朋友和家人。“孩子们和我妹妹在一起，”奥利维亚说，“他们在那儿会好一些。但是我到鲁迪家这儿来了。鲁迪不在，保利告诉我说，这是等你的最好的地方。在你离开这个国家之前，我想见你一面。噢，亚历克斯，我真为你担心。”

“是啊，逃亡将会很困难。”亚历克斯说，“我跟保利通过电话，警察……”

“是的，但你已经从监狱里逃出来了，”奥利维亚语速很快，“你有很多朋友，也许保利能帮你，或者……”

“也许吧，我有一些好朋友，这我知道。但是我也有很多敌人，”亚历克斯若有所思地说，“很危险的敌人。”

奥利维亚突然看着他的手。“你的手！噢，亚历克斯，你的手是怎么回事？”

亚历克斯低头看着自己的手。“在监狱里弄的。”他缓缓地说，“他们用刀子……还有烟头。”

“但是为什么？”奥利维亚小声问，“他们为什么要那样做？”

“他们想知道一个名字，但是我没告诉他们。”

“谁的名字？”

“谋杀总统的凶手的名字。”

“但他们说是你杀了他……”奥利维亚说。

“他们是这样说的，但是我没杀总统，而且这一点警察也知道。”

“所以他们把你关进了监狱，”奥利维亚说，“因为他们需要一个凶手。”

“是的，这是因为我写了那本关于这个国家前任总统和政府的书。那是一本充满不满的书，你还记得吗？”亚历克斯笑了，“但是前总统读过它，而且很喜欢。他不是坏人，他想让人们过上好一点儿的生活。他想改变这个国家的某些事情。但是他没能办到，警方和军队阻止了他。而新总统，当然，是警方和军队的好朋友，他们的关系异常亲密。”亚历克斯愤怒地笑着，“你知道，奥利维亚，警方知道凶手的名字，但这是个秘密。他们不想让这个国家的人知道这个名字。所以在监狱里，他们对我很粗暴，因为他们认为我知道这个凶手的名字。”

奥利维亚一脸恐惧。“那你……你到底知不知道？”她轻声问道。

“知道。”他看着妻子那张苍白、忧郁的脸。“但是我不能告诉你，”他平静地说，“这是一个非常……危险的名字。”

亚历克斯吃了些东西，换了身衣服，然后睡了。奥利维亚透过窗户望着外面的路。

*　*　*

在办公室里，费利克斯正在等待着更多的消息。他等待着，思考着——关于他的工作，关于去世的总统和新总统，关于那个老太太玛尔塔，关于警长伊娃·海因——还有亚历克斯·迪农。

晚上9:05，费利克斯办公桌上的电话响了。他接听了电话，随后一下子站了起来，招呼亚当。“迪农现在就在他的家乡，”他喊道，“在他以前的老师家里。他三分钟前进了他老师的家门。”

亚当笑了。“我们现在终于找到他了。”他开心地说。

“听着，”费利克斯说得很快，“你再带上十个人立刻开车去迪农住的那个小镇，在房子周围等着，监视他，但是别进去。我给警长打电话汇报一下，随后就到。”

“好的。”亚当说着，很快地离开了。

费利克斯打电话给警长，向她报告这个消息。

“很好，”警长说，“你现在就在那儿等着。我十分钟后给你打电话。”

费利克斯很生气，但也只好等着。他想马上离开，去和亚历克斯·迪农谈谈。也许迪农能够解答他的问题。电话铃响了，他立刻抓起听筒。

“听着，警员，不要进入那所房子，在路上等着，监视他。”

“但是我们可以进去抓住他！”费利克斯说，“为什么不呢？”

“不行，那样很危险。也许他的妻子和孩子也在房子里。”

“我们已经查明，他的孩子在他的妻妹家里。”费利克斯说，“所以……”

“服从命令，警员！”

费利克斯没有回答。

“你在听我说话吗，警员？”

“是的，警长。”费利克斯平静地说。

“好，迪农不能一直待在那个房子里，晚上晚些时候，街上安静下来以后，他会出来的。他是跑不掉的。士兵们——”

“士兵？什么士兵？”费利克斯生气地说，“我不需要军队！”

“这个迪农非常非常重要，警员。你需要帮助，军队是去帮你的。他们在那所房子的周围布置了300个人，封锁了所有路口。我今天晚上就要抓住迪农，警员！”

警长挂断了电话。费利克斯盯着他的办公桌发愣。“活的……或者死的？”他想，“她——还有我们的新总统——到底要什么样的？我想我知道了。他们要他死，但是我想知道为什么！”

警车把费利克斯带到了迪农家所在的镇上。—个小时以后，费利克斯在房子后面的一条安静的街道上找到了亚当。他们坐在亚当的车里说话。

亚当看着费利克斯的脸。“你生什么气？”他问，“迪农在房子里。他现在跑不了啦。他一出来——啪！我们就抓住他啦！”

“我生气，”费利克斯说，“是因为今天晚上这个镇上来了无数当兵的，而且是荷枪实弹的。我想进到房子里去，却不能，因为警长说‘不行’。而且士兵们也在监视着这所房子。但是我想在他们之前抓住迪农。”

“那会很难。”亚当说，“士兵们总是先开枪，后问话。”

“是呀，”费利克斯慢慢地说，“他们会杀了迪农，而我却无法阻止。”


The Sixth Day

At three ο'clock in the morning Alex got up from the bed and looked out of the window. Olivia opened her eyes. 'Are you... Are you leaving now?' she asked.

'Yes,' Alex said. 'I can't stay longer. Perhaps the police are out there now. They're watching all our friends' houses. Pauli told me.' He put on his shoes and coat, then looked at his wife.

'Olivia. Listen. Be very careful and live very quietly. The police are going to watch you for some time. Wait for a year, then take the children and leave the country secretly. Our friends can help you. Find a new home in a new country and make a new life.'

Olivia began to cry. 'But Alex! You're going to be there with us.'

Alex smiled. 'Yes. Perhaps.' He took his wife's face in his hands and looked into her unhappy eyes. 'Don't cry, my love,' he said quietly. 'Give me a smile before I go.'

'Oh Alex! I'm afraid!' Olivia could not stop crying. 'I love you, I love you,' she whispered. 'Go quickly. And be careful. Please.'

Alex smiled sadly. 'Goodbye, my love.'

He left the house quickly and went out into the dark night. He waited for ten minutes at the door and listened, but he heard nothing and saw nothing. He came out into the road very carefully. Again he waited. From an upstairs window in his house, a white face watched him.

Then Alex began to walk quickly along the road. He stayed near the houses and looked behind him again and again. Two hundred metres along the road there was a car. Alex stared at it, but there was nobody in the car, and he walked quickly past.

Suddenly there were noises and lights—and soldiers with guns. Alex began to run, but he did not run far. There was a shot... two, three, four, five shots... And Alex did not move again.

*　*　*

Felix ran across the road and looked at the body. Adam was there before him.

'Is he alive?' Felix asked quickly.

'No, he's dead.' Adam stood up and looked at Felix. 'Very, very dead,' he said.

Felix's face was angry. 'The soldiers killed him,' he said.

Adam looked at Felix. 'Well, that's their job. Dinon ran away, so the soldiers shot him. "Alive or dead", the Chief said. But we found him. That's the important thing.'

Felix stared down at Alex Dinon's face. 'I wanted to talk to him... to ask him...'

'To ask him what?' Adam said.
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Felix did not answer. He looked down at the dead body on the road, then he turned away.

'Nothing,' he said. 'It doesn't matter.'

There was a lot of noise in the road now. Soldiers and policemen moved here and there. Police cars came and went. The people in the houses looked out of their windows, but they did not open their doors. It was better not to ask questions. An ambulance came and took the body away.




Later that day Felix went back to the Chief's office. The Chief called him into her room.

'So he's dead,' she said. 'Well done, Felix. The President is very pleased with you.'

The Chief did not often say 'Felix'. Ususally she called him 'Inspector'.

Felix sat down and looked at Eva Hine. 'A lot of people think...' He stopped. Then he began again. 'They say... Alex Dinon wasn't the President's murderer.'

'People say a lot of things,' the Chief said. She smiled. 'But they're not all true. Don't listen to stories, Felix. You've got a good job. Don't ask questions.'

'But perhaps,' Felix said slowly, 'the stories are true. And it's a policeman's job to ask questions.'

Eva Hine stood up and came nearer to Felix. She looked down into his face, and her grey eyes were cold.

'Listen,' she said. 'Somebody murdered the old President. Right? And our new President needed a murderer. Quickly. So we found a murderer for him. Alex Dinon. We don't kill murderers in this country. They go to prison. But Dinon escaped from prison—and now he's dead. The murderer is dead, Felix, and that's the end of the story.'

It was very quiet in the room. The Chief watched Felix and waited. Felix looked down at his hands and said nothing. Then he looked up into Eva Hine's cold eyes.

'Who murdered the President?' he asked.

Eva Hine's face did not change. She stared at Felix, and Felix stared back at her.

After a long time Eva Hine said, 'Perhaps you need a new job, Felix. Think about it... very carefully.'

The young man looked at her face, then he looked away, out of the window. After a minute or two he stood up, and went to the door. Then he turned and looked at the Chief of Police.

'I'd like to know the murderer's name,' he said quietly. 'And I'm going to find it.' He opened the door. 'Goodbye, Chief.'

He went out and closed the door behind him, for the last time.



get up rise. 起来。

dark n. absence of light. 黑暗无光。

shot n. act of shooting a gun or a sound of this. 射击；枪声。

turn away stop facing or Looking at. 转过脸去，不面对。

ambulance n. vehicle equipped to carry sick or injured people to hospital. 救护车。

close v. shut. 关闭。


第六天

凌晨3点，亚历克斯从床上坐了起来，向窗外看去。奥利维亚睁开眼睛。“你要……你要走了吗？”她问。

“是的。”亚历克斯说，“我不能再待在这儿了。也许现在警察就在外面，他们监视了我们所有朋友的房子。保利告诉我的。”他穿上鞋和外套，而后看着他的妻子。

“奥利维亚，听着，小心谨慎点儿，平平静静地过日子。警察会监视你一段时间。等上一年，然后带着孩子，悄悄地离开这个国家。我们的朋友会帮助你的。在一个新的国度，安一个新家，开始新的生活。”

奥利维亚开始哭了。“但是亚历克斯！你可要去那儿和我们会合。”

亚历克斯笑了。“好的，也许吧。”他手捧妻子的脸，看着她那忧伤的眼睛。“别哭，亲爱的。”他平静地说，“在我走之前，为我笑一下。”

“噢，亚历克斯！我好害怕！”奥利维亚一直哭着。“我爱你，我爱你。”她轻轻地说，“快走吧，一定要小心点儿，求你了。”

亚历克斯笑了，但是笑得很悲伤。“再见，亲爱的。”

他很快地出去了，走进了漆黑的夜色之中。他在门口等了十分钟，听了听，但是一点儿动静也没有，也没看到什么。他小心翼翼地来到了路上。然后又等了一会儿。在他家的那所房子楼上的一个窗口里，一张苍白的脸正注视着他。

接着亚历克斯开始沿着马路飞快地走起来。在有房子的地方，他不时地停下来，回头看了又看。沿路200米处有辆汽车，亚历克斯定神看了看，车里没人。他很快走过去了。

突然，响起了一片噪音，灯也亮了——还有荷枪实弹的士兵。亚历克斯开始跑，但是没能跑多远。枪响了……两声，三声，四声，五声……然后亚历克斯就倒下不动了。

*　*　*

费利克斯跑过马路，看着倒下的躯体。亚当比他先到了那儿。

“他还活着吗？”费利克斯急切地问。

“不，已经死了。”亚当站起来，看着费利克斯。“彻底没救了。”他说。

费利克斯满面怒色。“那些士兵杀了他。”他说。

亚当看着费利克斯。“好啦，那是他们的职责。迪农逃跑，所以士兵们便开枪打死了他。警长说‘不管活的还是死的’。但是我们找到了他，这才是重要的。”

费利克斯低头盯着亚历克斯的脸，“我想和他谈谈……问问他……”

“问他什么？”亚当问。

费利克斯没有回答，又低头看着路上的尸体，然后转过身去。

“没什么，”他说，“无关紧要。”

现在路上一团嘈杂，士兵和警察走来走去的。警车来了，又走了。人们在房子里透过窗户向外望，但是没有开门。不问问题才是上策。一辆救护车来了，拉走了尸体。




那天晚些时候，费利克斯回到警长的办公室。警长把他叫到她的房间。

“他死了，”她说，“干得不错，费利克斯。总统对你很满意。”

警长并不常称呼他“费利克斯”，她通常称他为“警员”。

费利克斯坐下，看着伊娃·海因。“许多人认为……”他停了一下，而后又接着说，“他们说……亚历克斯·迪农不是杀害总统的凶手。”

“人们说什么的都有，”警长说，她笑了，“但他们说的并不都是真的。不要去听信那些传言，费利克斯。你有一份不错的工作，但别问问题。”

“但是也许，”费利克斯慢吞吞地说，“那些传言是真的，而一个警察的天职就是问问题。”

伊娃·海因站起来，走近费利克斯。她低头看着他的脸，灰色的眼睛异常冷峻。

“听着，”她说，“有人谋杀了前总统，是吧？而我们的新总统需要找到一个谋杀犯，非常急切。所以我们就给他找一个谋杀犯，就是亚历克斯·迪农。在我们国家，我们不能处死谋杀犯，而是把他们关进监狱。但是迪农从监狱里逃跑了——而现在他死了。谋杀犯死了，费利克斯，这就是故事的结局。”

房间里鸦雀无声。警长看着费利克斯，等待着。费利克斯低头看着自己的双手，一言不发。然后他抬起头，看着伊娃·海因那双冷峻的眼睛。

“那么是谁谋杀了总统？”他问。

伊娃·海因的脸僵住了。她瞪着费利克斯，费利克斯也瞪着她。

过了好长时间，伊娃·海因说：“也许你需要一份新的工作，费利克斯。考虑考虑吧……好好考虑考虑。”

年轻人看着她的脸，然后把目光移开，望着窗外。一两分钟以后，他站了起来，向门口走去。然后又转过身看着警长。

“我想知道谋杀犯的名字，”他平静地说，“我会查出来的。”他打开门，“再见，警长。”

说着他走了出去，并且最后一次关上了那扇门。


ACTIVITIES
Before Reading

1. Read the story introduction of the book. What do you know now about this story? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) The old President is dead.

Yes□／No□

2) There is now a new President.

Yes□／No□

3) Somebody murdered the old President.

Yes□／No□

4) The murderer is in prison.

Yes□／No□

5) Felix is the Chief of Police.

Yes□／No□

6) Felix must find the murderer.

Yes□／No□

7) Felix stays in his office all day.

Yes□／No□

8) Felix asks some dangerous questions.

Yes□／No□




2. What is going to happen in this story? Can you guess? Use this table to make some sentences.
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ACTIVITIES
While Reading

1.Read The First Day, and then answer these questions.

1) Why did Dinon want to get to the trees?

2) Why did he walk up the river, through the water?

3) What did Dinon do three months ago?

4) What did Dinon do twenty-four hours ago?

5) What did Eva Hine want Felix to do?

6) Who worked with Felix on important jobs?

2.Read The Second Day, and choose the best words to complete these passages.

Alex was / wasn't afraid of Marta, so he went / didn't go to her house with her. He told / didn't tell Marta his name, but she knew / didn't know him. She wanted / didn't want to help Alex because she Liked / didn't like the police, so Alex stayed / didn't stay the night in her house.




Dinon escaped from prison, but Felix knew / didn't know how. He wanted / didn't want to talk to people at the prison, but Eva Hine said that he could / couldn't do that. She wanted Felix to forget / remember Dinon's escape from prison and to lose / find him quickly. And she wanted Dinon dead / alive because dead men could / couldn't talk.

3. Read The Third Day, and answer these questions.

Who

1) ... was very friendly with the police and the army?

2) ... didn't like the old or the new President?

3) ... told the police about a young man in Marta's house?

4) ... told Marta about the police?

5) ... always had a 'friend' in every village?

6) ... was only a tired and hungry boy to Marta?

7) ... lived in Australia?

8) ... asked Marta a lot of questions?

9) ... thought the new President had a murderer's face?

10) ... thought Marta was a stupid old woman?

4. Before you read The Fourth Day, think about these questions.

1) Why do the President and Eva Hine want Dinon dead?

2) What is Felix beginning to think about Dinon?

5. Read The Fourth Day, and join these halves of sentences.

1) The next morning Alex was very hungry,...

2) A man quickly left the shop...

3) Alex escaped before the police arrived...

4) The lorry driver wanted to help Alex too,...

5) When Felix and Adam went to the shop,...

6) Felix and Adam asked a lot of questions in the town,...

7) the shopkeeper talked about Alex Dinon's book.

8) because a small boy and the shopkeeper helped him.

9) so he went into a food shop in a small town.

10) but nobody told them anything.

11) and Alex went south in the back of his lorry.

12) and went to tell the police about Alex.

6. Read The Fifth Day. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)? Change the false sentences into true ones.

1) Olivia wanted Alex to stay in the country.

2) Alex killed the President and the police knew that.

3) The old President read Alex's book and liked it.

4) The police didn't know the murderer's name.

5) Alex knew the murderer's name.

6) Felix phoned the President and he phoned the Chief.

7) Felix wanted the army's help and he was pleased about the soldiers.

8) Felix wanted to talk to Alex Dinon.

7. Before you read the last chapter (The Sixth Day)，can you guess the answers to these questions?

1) What question does Felix want to ask Alex Dinon?

2) Do the soldiers shoot Alex?

3) Does Felix get to Alex first and ask his question?

4) What does Felix do next?


ACTIVITIES
After Reading

1. Look at these headlines in the newspapers on the day after Alex Dinon died. Which ones are nearest to the true story?

DANGEROUS MURDERER DEAD

DINON DEAD: A HAPPY DAY FOR OUR PRESIDENT

SOLDIERS SHOOT AN ENEMY OF OUR COUNTRY

DEAD MEN CANNOT TALK, MR PRESIDENT

2. After Alex died, Marta wrote to Olivia. Complete her letter with these words. (Use each word once.)

better, change, enemy, escaped, field, food, good, government, house, know, murderer, newspapers, prison, soldiers, sorry




Dear Mrs Dinon

You don't ____ me, but I met your husband soon after he ____ from ____. I found him in my ____, took him to my ____, and gave him some good hot ____. Today the ____say that the ____ killed him. I am so ____, Mrs Dinon. Your husband wasn't a ____, or an ____of the country. Everybody knows that, and we don't listen to the ____. Your husband wanted to ____ things and give us all a ____ life. He was a ____ man.

From a friend

3. Before Eva Hine phoned Felix back (see The Fifth Day)，she talked to the President. Put their conversation in the right order and write in the speakers' names. Eva Hine speaks first (number 5).

1)____'In front of his wife? No, that doesn't look good. We need a better story than that. Think, Eva, think.'

2)____ 'In his home town—in his old teacher's house.'

3)____ '... but of course he doesn't stop...'

4)____ 'Yes, Mr President. Right. I'm thinking. How about this? We put the army in the streets, and wait. Dinon must move on. So, later in the night, when everything is quiet, he leaves the house.'

5)____ 'Mr President, I have some news about Dinon.'

6)____ ' Yes, Eva, I like that story. I like it very much. Do it. And phone me when he's dead.'

7)____ 'Good. Where is he?'

8)____ 'So, do we go in and shoot him?'

9)____ '... and so the soldiers shoot him.'

10)____ 'I like the beginning, Eva. What happens next?'

11)____ 'Yes. We think his wife's there too. What do you want me to do now, Mr President?'

12)____ 'He is afraid. Perhaps he hears something. He begins to run. The soldiers shout "Stop!",...'

13)____ 'I told you, Eva. I want this man dead.'

14)____ 'Is there anybody with him in the house?'

4. Here is a new illustration for the story. Find the best place in the story to put the picture, and answer these questions.

The picture goes in Chapter ____.

1) Who are the two men in this picture?

2) Which man is leaving, and why?

3) Why is the second man helping him?




Now write a caption for the illustration.
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Caption:______________________________________

5. Look at these questions about Felix and Adam, and talk about your answers.

1) Who said: 'I do my job, and don't ask questions'?

2) Who said: 'It's a policeman's job to ask questions'?

3) What do these words tell us about Felix and Adam?

4) Which man was the better policeman?

6. So who did kill the President? What do you think? Choose one of these answers, and explain why.

Alex Dinon / one of Dinon's friends / Eva Hine / the army / the new President / one of the new President's friends

7. Does Felix ever learn the murderer's name? Choose words from A, B, and C to make some new endings for the story.

A

·Felix never learns the murderer's name.

·Felix learns the murderer's name.

B

·Eva Hine tries to kill him,...

·He stops asking dangerous questions,...

·The next day he dies suddenly, in an 'accident',...

·He doesn't tell anyone,...

·He tells the newspapers and people are very angry.

C

·and years later, he gets the Chief of Police's job.

·so nobody ever learns the true story.

·soon there is a new government in the country.

·and Dinon's friends help him to leave the country.
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内容简介

是不是所有的自行车轮胎都一样？有多少种不同的自行车轮胎？当有人骑过松软潮湿的地面，轮胎会在地面上留下车辙——但是有一只轮胎会留下更深的车辙。这是前轮的轮胎还是后轮的轮胎？

当公爵的儿子被从赫克斯特伯博士的学校绑架的时候，了解这些问题的答案意义重大。歇洛克·福尔摩斯和他的老朋友华生大夫花了数小时查看低峡谷沼泽里的泥土。他们发现了自行车轮胎的车辙、羊和牛的蹄印——他们还发现了一具尸体。现在有了更多的问题，而且华生大夫认为不可能找到答案。“得啦，得啦，华生，”福尔摩斯说，“每个秘密都有它的答案。”

但是甚至连歇洛克·福尔摩斯对这起神秘事件的答案也大感意外……


SHERLOCK HOLMES
AND THE DUKE'S SON

Are all bicycle tyres the same? How many different kinds of bicycle tyre are there? When someone cycles over soft wet ground, the tyres leave tracks on the ground—but one tyre makes a deeper track. Is it the tyre on the front wheel or the back wheel?

When the Duke's son is kidnapped from Dr Huxtable's school, it is important to know the answers to questions like these. Sherlock Holmes, and his old friend Dr Watson, spend many hours looking at the mud on Lower Gill Moor. They find the tracks of bicycle tyres, the tracks of sheep and of cows—and they also find a body. Now there are even more questions, and Dr Watson thinks it is not possible to find the answers. 'Come, come, Watson,' says Holmes. 'Every mystery has an answer.'

But even Sherlock Holmes is surprised by the answer to this mystery...
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1
Sherlock Holmes has a visitor

When visitors came to see Sherlock Holmes in Baker Street, they often did surprising things. Sometimes they put their heads in their hands and cried. Sometimes they talked and talked, and couldn't stop. And sometimes they just sat there and didn't say a word. But nobody was more surprising than Dr Thorneycroft Huxtable.

He was a large man, tall, well-dressed, and important-looking. He came into the room, walked to one of the big chairs, and suddenly fell into it. He sat there, with his eyes closed, looking white and ill.

I ran to get some water for him. Then I got my doctor's bag, and looked at him carefully.

'What is it, Watson? ' said Holmes.

'He's all right, I think,' I said. 'He's just very, very tired—and probably hungry too.'

Holmes looked in the man's pockets—and found a train ticket from Mackleton, in the north of England.

'Mackleton—that's a long way,' said Holmes. 'It's not twelve o'clock yet, so he probably left home before five o'clock this morning.'

After a minute or two the man began to move, and his eyes opened. A second later he got quickly to his feet. His face was now red and unhappy.
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'Mr Holmes, I am so sorry! I forgot to eat or drink anything this morning—that's why I felt ill.'

'When you feel better—' I began.

'I'm better now, thank you,' said our visitor. 'And I want very much to talk to Mr Holmes—to ask him something. Please, Mr Holmes, come back to Mackleton with me by the next train.'

'I'm sorry, that's not possible,' said Holmes. 'I'm working on two important cases—the Ferrers case and the Abergavenny case. I cannot leave London at the moment.'

'Important cases!' our visitor cried. 'But this case is very important too. You know about the kidnapping of the son of the Duke of Holdernesse three days ago...'

'What! The Government Minister?'

'Yes, that's him. So you didn't know... It's not in the newspapers yet, that's true. But Sherlock Holmes always hears news before other people, I thought.'

Holmes went to get one of his books, and began to read the page about the Duke of Holdernesse.

'Holdernesse, sixth Duke. Wife: Edith, daughter of Lord Grey. One child, Lord Arthur Saltire. Houses in London, Lancashire, and Wales. Government Minister for this...for that...for the other... Well, well,' said Holmes. 'He's one of the greatest men in the country.'

'One of the greatest, and one of the richest,' said Dr Huxtable. 'I know, Mr Holmes, that you don't work for money, but I must tell you this. The Duke is offering five thousand pounds for news of his son, and another one thousand pounds for the name of his kidnapper.'

'That,' said Holmes, 'is a most interesting offer.' He looked at me. 'Watson, I think we are going with Dr Huxtable back to the north of England this afternoon.'

Holmes then looked at Dr Huxtable. 'Now, sir, tell me everything. What happened? When did it happen? How did it happen? And why does Dr Thorneycroft Huxtable come to ask for my help three days later?'

Our visitor drank some water, and began his story.



surprising adj. causing surprise. 令人惊奇的，出人意外的。

well-dressed adj. clothe oneself up in a good, right manner. 穿着考究的。

important-looking adj. (of a person) having great influence or authority. 气宇轩昂的，像重要人物的。

probably adv. almost certainly. 可能。

case n. matter that is being officially investigated, esp. by the police. 案件。

kidnap v. steal sb. away by force and illegally, esp. in order to obtain money or other demands．绑架。

government n. body of persons governing a state. 政府。

minister n. person at the head of a government department or a main branch of one (and often a member of the) Cabinet. 部长，大臣。

offer v. present. 提供。

pound n. unit of British money. 英镑。


1．有客人拜访歇洛克·福尔摩斯

当客人们来到贝克大街找歇洛克·福尔摩斯的时候，他们的举止经常是怪异的。他们有时抱着头痛哭，有时滔滔不绝地说个不停，有时只是一言不发地坐着。但是没有人比桑尼克罗夫特·赫克斯特伯博士的举止更怪异了。

他又高又胖，衣着考究，气宇轩昂。他走进房间，朝其中一把大椅子走去，突然瘫倒在椅子里。他坐在那里，双目紧闭，脸色苍白，像生病了一样。

我连忙跑去为他倒水。然后我拿来医药包，仔细地给他作检查。

“怎么回事，华生？”福尔摩斯说。

“我觉得他没事，”我说，“他只是非常非常疲劳——而且也可能是饿了。”

福尔摩斯检查了那男人的口袋——发现了一张从英国北部城市麦克尔顿出发的火车票。

“麦克尔顿——那个地方很远，”福尔摩斯说，“现在还不到12点，所以他可能是在今天凌晨5点之前离开家的。”

过了一两分钟，这个男人动了动，并且睁开了眼睛。一秒钟之后他迅速地站了起来。此刻，他的脸色变红了，露出一丝悲伤的神情。

“福尔摩斯先生，非常抱歉！今天早上我忘记吃点儿或喝点儿什么了——所以我感到不舒服。”

“等你感觉好些的时候——”我说。

“现在我好多了，谢谢，”这位来访者说，“我非常想和福尔摩斯先生谈谈——想问他一些事情。求你了，福尔摩斯先生，跟我坐下一趟火车回麦克尔顿。”

“对不起，那不可能，”福尔摩斯说，“我正在处理两桩重大的案件——费勒案和阿伯加文尼案，这个时候我不能离开伦敦。”

“重大案件！”我们的客人喊道，“但是这个案子也很重大。要知道三天前霍尔德内斯公爵的儿子被绑架了……”

“什么！那个内阁部长吗？”

“是的，就是他。这么说你不知道……到目前为止报纸上确实还没刊登此消息。但是我以为歇洛克·福尔摩斯总是比别人消息灵通的。”

福尔摩斯走过去从他的一堆书里拿出了一本，开始读介绍霍尔德内斯公爵的那一页。

“霍尔德内斯，第六世公爵。夫人：伊迪丝，格雷勋爵的女儿。有一个独生子，阿瑟·索尔特勋爵。在伦敦、兰开夏和威尔士都有房产。负责这个……，那个……等等……的内阁部长，啊，啊，”福尔摩斯说，“他是这个国家地位最显赫的人物之一。”

“最显赫，也是最富有的人之一，”赫克斯特伯博士说，“福尔摩斯先生，我知道你并不是为了钱工作，但是我必须告诉你这一点。公爵开价5,000英镑，奖励提供他儿子的消息的人，开价1,000英镑，奖励提供绑架者名字的人。”

“那个，”福尔摩斯说，“是非常吸引人的开价。”他看着我，“华生，我想今天下午我们要和赫克斯特伯博士一起回英国的北部去。”

然后，福尔摩斯看着赫克斯特伯博士。“先生，现在告诉我一切。发生了什么事？什么时候发生的？怎么发生的？为什么桑尼克罗夫特·赫克斯特伯博士三天之后才来寻求我的帮助？”

我们的客人喝了几口水，开始述说他的故事。


2
Dr Huxtable's story

'My school—the Priory School near Mackleton—is the best school for young boys in England,' began Dr Huxtable. 'We have the sons of Lord Soames, Lord Lever, and of many other important people. Three weeks ago Mr James Wilder, the Duke of Holdernesse's secretary, came to see me. The Duke, he said, wanted to send his son, the ten-year-old Lord Saltire, to my school.

'On the 1st of May young Lord Saltire arrived. He's a nice boy, and he soon began to like school life and to make friends. His life at home, you see, was not very happy—we all know about the Duke and his wife. The Duchess, of course, now lives in the south of France. She left the Duke about three months ago, I think. But the boy loved his mother, and was very unhappy when she left. Because of this, the Duke sent him to my school. And after two weeks with us, he was much happier.

'Then, on the night of the 13th of May, he disappeared. The way to his bedroom is through another, larger room. Two older boys sleep there. One of them never sleeps very well, and he heard and saw nothing that night. So young Arthur did not go out through that room. His window was open, and there is ivy all up the wall of the house. It is easy to get out of the window and down the ivy to the ground. So we think that he went out that way.
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'He was in his usual school things, we think—a short black coat and dark blue trousers. We looked all through his room very carefully, but we found nothing strange, nothing unusual.

'When I learnt the news at seven o'clock on Tuesday morning, I called everybody into the big schoolroom. Then we learnt more bad news—Heidegger, the German teacher, was missing too. His room is not far from Arthur's room. Heidegger went down the ivy—we know this because we found his footprints on the ground under the window. We know, too, that he was only in his coat, trousers, and shoes, because we found his shirt and his socks on the floor of his room. And he took his bicycle with him.

'Heidegger came to the school a year ago. He's a good teacher, but the boys don't like him because he isn't very friendly.

'So, Mr Holmes, we have two missing people. It's now Thursday, and there's still no news of them.'

Holmes took out a little notebook, and began to write things down.

'The boy didn't go home, of course,' he said.

'No, no. We asked at Holdernesse Hall at once,' said Dr Huxtable. 'The Duke is very afraid for his son—and I am the unhappiest man in England. Mr Holmes, you are a famous detective—please help me!'

'You make things very difficult for me,' Holmes said. 'How can I find marks in the ivy or on the ground after three days? Why didn't you come to me at once?'

'Because of the Duke,' Dr Huxtable said. 'He doesn't like people talking about his unhappy family life.'

'And what are the police doing?'

'Well, they heard about a boy and a young man at the station early on Tuesday. They looked for them, and last night they found them in Liverpool—but it was a man and his son going to visit a friend. We lost three days because of that. And last night I couldn't sleep, so I took the first train down to London this morning.'

'Well, Dr Huxtable, some more questions,' said Holmes. 'Did the boy take German lessons?'

'No.'

'So he didn't know the German teacher well, then.'

'He probably never spoke to him,' said Dr Huxtable.

'Mmm,' said Holmes. 'Does the boy have a bicycle?'

'No.'

'Was any other bicycle missing?'

'No.'

'So. Did the German teacher ride away on his bicycle in the night, with the boy on his back? I don't think so. But what happened to the bicycle? Now, what about visitors? Did the boy have any visitors the day before?'

'No.'
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'Did he get any letters?'

'Yes, one letter. From his father.'

'Do you open the boys' letters, Dr Huxtable?'

'No.'

'Then how do you know that the letter was from the father?'

'I know the Duke's handwriting. And he says that he wrote a letter to his son.'

'Did the boy get any letters from France?'

'No, I never saw any.'

'Do you understand me, Dr Huxtable?' Holmes said. 'Did someone take the boy away, or did the boy go freely? —because he had a letter from France perhaps.'

'I don't know,' said Dr Huxtable. 'He only had letters from his father, I think.'

'Were father and son very friendly?'

'The Duke is not... er... not a very friendly man, Mr Holmes. He's not a bad father, but he is a Government Minister and has a lot of things to do.'

'So the boy felt more friendly to his mother?'

'Yes.'

'Did he say that?'

'No.'

'Did the Duke tell you, then?'

'Oh no ! The Duke never talks about things like that.'

'So how do you know?'

'Mr James Wilder, the Duke's secretary, told me.'

'I see,' said Holmes. 'That last letter of the Duke's—where is it now?'

'The boy took it with him,' Dr Huxtable said. 'It's not in his room. Mr Holmes—our train leaves in half an hour.'

'Right,' said Holmes. He looked at me. 'Watson, let's get ready and go off to the north with Dr Huxtable. Perhaps we can find some answers to this mystery.'



secretary n. employee in an office, usu. working for another person, dealing with letters, typing, filing, etc. and making appointments and arrangements. 秘书。

disappear v. no longer be visible; vanish. 消失，不见。

ivy n. any of various types of climbing evergreen plant, esp. one with dark shiny five-pointed leaves. 常青藤。

ground n. solid surface of the earth. 地面。

strange adj. not previously known, seen, felt, heard of, etc. not familiar or of one's own. 陌生的；生疏的；不熟悉的。

unusual adj. rare or exceptional. 不寻常的；奇异的。

detective n. person, esp. police officer, whose job is to investigate and solve crimes. 侦探。

mark n. stain, spot, line, etc., esp. one that spoils the appearance of sth. 痕迹，污点。

station n. similar place where buses and coaches stop. 车站。

early adv. near to the beginning of a period of time. 早，初。

never adv. at no time, not ever. 从未，未曾。

take...away remove sb. or sth. 拿走，带走。

freely adv. without any obstruction; in an uncontrolled manner. 自由地，不受阻挡地。

see v. perceive (sth.) with the mind, understand. 领会，明白。

mystery n. thing of which the cause or origin is hidden or impossible to explain. 神秘事物，秘密。


2．赫克斯特伯博士的故事

“我的学校——麦克尔顿附近的修道院公学——是英国最好的一所男童学校，”赫克斯特伯博士开始说道，“在学校里就读的有索姆斯勋爵、利弗勋爵，以及其他一些重要人物的儿子。三个星期前，霍尔德内斯公爵的秘书詹姆斯·怀尔德先生来见我。他说公爵想送他10岁的儿子索尔特勋爵来我的学校上学。

“5月1日小索尔特勋爵到了。他是个好孩子，而且不久之后就开始喜欢学校生活，并开始交朋友了。你知道，他的家庭生活并不怎么幸福——我们大家对公爵和他夫人的事都有耳闻。当然，公爵夫人现在住在法国南部。我想，她大概是3个月前离开公爵的。但是这个孩子爱他的母亲，她走之后他非常不高兴。因为这个，公爵送他来我的学校。和我们相处了两个星期后，他快活多了。

“然后，在5月13日的晚上，他失踪了。去他的卧室要经过另外一个大一些的房间。两个年龄稍大的孩子睡在那里。其中一个孩子睡觉一向不踏实，那天晚上他没有听到或看到什么，所以说小阿瑟没有经过那个房间出来。他房间的窗户开着，屋外的墙上爬满了常青藤，人很容易就能从那个窗户爬出来，并顺着常青藤下来。因此我们认为他是这么出去的。”

“他穿戴着学校平日的衣物，我们想是——黑色的短外衣和深蓝色的裤子。我们仔细查看了他的房间，但是没有发现一丝异样或不寻常。

“我星期二早上7点听到这个消息时，把所有人都叫到了大教室。然后我们听到了更多的坏消息——德语老师海德格也失踪了。他的房间离阿瑟的不远。海德格是顺着常青藤爬下去的——我们之所以知道这一点是因为我们在窗户下面的地上发现了他的脚印。我们还知道他只穿着外衣、裤子和鞋，因为我们在他房间的地板上发现了他的衬衫和袜子。而且他是骑自行车走的。

“海德格是一年前来到我的学校的。他是个好老师，但是因为他不太和善，孩子们都不喜欢他。

“所以，福尔摩斯先生，我们有两个人失踪了。现在是星期四了，依然没有他们的消息。”

福尔摩斯拿出一个小笔记本，开始在上面记着什么。

“那男孩儿当然没有回家。”他说。

“不，没有。我们当时马上询问了霍尔德内斯府上，”赫克斯特伯博士说，“公爵很为自己的儿子担心——而我是英国最不幸的人了。福尔摩斯先生，你是一个著名的侦探——请帮帮我！”

“你让事情变得对我来说很棘手，”福尔摩斯说，“事情发生三天了，我怎么能够在常青藤和地上发现痕迹呢？你当时为什么不立刻来找我呢？”

“是因为公爵，”赫克斯特伯博士说，“他不喜欢别人谈论他不幸的家庭生活。”

“警察现在在做什么？”

“唉，他们星期二一早听说车站有一个小孩儿和一个年轻人。他们就去寻找这两个人，昨天晚上在利物浦找到了——但他们是一对去看望朋友的父子。为此我们浪费了三天时间。昨天晚上我无法入眠，于是我乘坐今天早上的第一趟火车赶到伦敦。”

“那么，赫克斯特伯博士，再问你几个问题，”福尔摩斯说，“那个男孩儿选修德语课了吗？”

“没有。”

“这么说，他和那个德语老师不怎么熟悉了。”

“他可能从来都没有跟他说过话。”赫克斯特伯博士说。

“嗯，”福尔摩斯说，“那男孩儿有自行车吗？”

“没有。”

“还有其他的自行车丢失吗？”

“没有。”

“嗯。是德语老师那天晚上骑自行车离开，后面带着那个男孩儿吗？我不这么认为。但是那辆自行车怎么了？那么，有客人来访过没有？事发之前有谁来看过那个男孩儿吗？”

“没有。”

“他收到过什么信件没有？”

“是的，有一封。是他父亲写来的。”

“你拆看孩子们的信吗，赫克斯特伯博士？”

“不。”

“那么你怎么知道那封信是他父亲写来的？”

“我认识公爵的笔迹，而且他说他给儿子写了一封信。”

“那男孩儿收到过从法国来的信吗？”

“没有，我从来没有见过。”

“你明白我的意思吗，赫克斯特伯博士？”福尔摩斯说，“是有人把男孩儿带走了，还是男孩儿自己走的？——因为他有可能收到过来自法国的信。”

“我不知道，”赫克斯特伯博士说，“我想他只收到过他父亲的来信。”

“他们父子俩的关系融洽吗？”

“公爵不是……呃……不是一个和善的人，福尔摩斯先生。他是个不错的父亲，但他是内阁部长，有许多事情要做。”

“这么说男孩儿和他母亲的关系更为融洽了？”

“是的。”

“他自己那么说的吗？”

“没有。”

“那么是公爵告诉你的？”

“哦，不！公爵从来不说这种事。”

“那你是怎么知道的？”

“是公爵的秘书詹姆斯·怀尔德先生告诉我的。”

“我明白了，”福尔摩斯说，“公爵的最后一封信——现在在哪里？”

“被那男孩儿带走了，”赫克斯特伯博士说，“信不在他的房间里。福尔摩斯先生——半小时后我们那趟火车就要开了。”

“好的，”福尔摩斯说。他看着我，“华生，我们准备一下，跟赫克斯特伯博士到北部去。也许我们能给这个神秘事件找到一些答案。”


3
Holmes and Watson go north

It was dark when we arrived at Dr Huxtable's famous school in the northern hills. We went quickly into the building out of the cold, and at once someone ran up with news for Dr Huxtable.

He looked very surprised. 'The Duke is here,' he told us. 'The Duke and Mr Wilder, his secretary, are in my office. Come and meet them.'

The Government Minister was a tall man with a long, thin face. He had red hair, and a great red beard. He looked at us, and did not smile. Next to him stood Mr Wilder, a very young man. He was small, with blue eyes, and a watchful face. He spoke first.

'The Duke is surprised, Dr Huxtable, to see Mr Sherlock Holmes here. He doesn't want people to know about this. You know that, so why didn't you speak to the Duke before you went to London?'

'But we need help,' said Dr Huxtable. 'And I—'

'Well,' said the Duke. 'Mr Holmes is here now, and perhaps he can help us.' He looked at Holmes. 'I'd like you to come and stay at Holdernesse Hall, Mr Holmes.'

'Thank you, sir,' said Holmes. 'But I would like to stay near to the mystery, here at the school. Can I ask you one or two questions, perhaps?'
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'Of course,' said the Duke.

'My questions are about the Duchess, and about money,' said Holmes.

'The Duchess knows nothing about this,' said the Duke, 'and nobody is asking me for money.'

'I see,' said Holmes. 'You wrote a letter to your son before he disappeared. When did you post it?'

'Post it?' said Mr Wilder angrily. 'The Duke does not post letters. I put the letter into the postbag, with all the other letters that day.'

A minute or two later the Duke and Mr Wilder left. Holmes then began at once to work on the case. We looked carefully all through the boy's bedroom, and the German teacher's room. We looked at the ivy on the wall, and we saw the footprints under the German teacher's window. But we learnt nothing new. Holmes then left the house, and only came back after eleven o'clock.

He had with him a large map. He brought it into my room and put it on the bed.

'This case is beginning to get interesting, Watson,' he said. 'Look at this map. Here is the school, you see, and here is the road. So, did the boy and the teacher go along the road when they left? No, Watson, they did not!'

'How do you know that, Holmes?' I asked.

'Because there was a policeman here—look. He was there from midnight to six in the morning, and he saw nobody on the road. I spoke to him this evening. And here at the other end, you see, is the White Horse Inn. A woman there was ill, and the family watched the road all night, waiting for the doctor. The doctor didn't come until the morning, and the family saw nobody on the road. So the boy and the teacher did not go by road.'

'But, Holmes, what about the bicycle?' I asked.

'Yes, Watson, we must remember the bicycle, of course. But first, let's look to the south and the north. To the south we have a big river—no bicycles there, then. And to the north we have the trees, called Ragged Shaw, and then a great moor, the Lower Gill Moor. And here is Holdernesse Hall, sixteen kilometres from the school by road, but only nine kilometres across the moor. No other houses, until the Green Man Inn, along the Chesterfield road.'

'But the bicycle?' I said again.

'Yes, yes, Watson!' Holmes said. 'It is possible to ride a bicycle across the moor—difficult, but possible.'

Just then Dr Huxtable came quickly into the room. 'News, Mr Holmes!' he said excitedly. 'I bring news!' In his hands was a blue school hat. 'Look—this is the boy's hat. One of my gardeners found it this evening.'

'Where, man, where?' asked Holmes.

'Just north of Ragged Shaw,' said Dr Huxtable.

'Aha!' said Holmes. 'What did I tell you, Watson? Tomorrow we must walk north, across the moor.'



watchful adj. careful to notice things. 注意的，警惕的，戒备的。

ask sb. for sth. request that sb. gives sth. or does sth. 要求某人给某物或做某事。

post v. deliver letters, etc. 邮寄。

the other the remaining (people or things) in a group. 其余的，剩下的（人或事物）。

midnight n. 12 o'clock at night. 午夜，半夜。

inn n. public house or small old hotel where lodgings, drink and meals may be had. 客栈。

until conj. up to the time when. 直到……时（为止）。

moor n. open uncultivated high area of land, esp. one covered with heather. 沼泽地，野地。

kilometre n. metric unit of length; 1000 metres. 公里。


3．福尔摩斯和华生北上

当我们到达赫克斯特伯博士位于北部山区的著名学校时，天已经黑了。我们快步进入大楼避寒，有人立刻跑过来告诉赫克斯特伯博士一则消息。

他看起来非常惊讶。“公爵在这里，”他告诉我们说，“公爵和他的秘书怀尔德先生在我的办公室。去见见他们吧。”

内阁部长是一个高个子男人，长着一张瘦长的脸。他留着一头红头发，引人注目的胡须也是红色的。他看着我们，没有一丝笑容。年轻的怀尔德先生站在他身边。怀尔德身材瘦小，长着一双蓝眼睛，脸上带着警戒的神色。他首先开口说话。

“赫克斯特伯博士，在这里见到歇洛克·福尔摩斯先生，公爵感到很意外。他不想让任何人知道这件事，你是知道这一点的，那么你去伦敦之前为什么不跟公爵说一声？”

“但是我们需要帮助，”赫克斯特伯博士说，“而且我——”

“嗯，”公爵说，“既然现在福尔摩斯先生来了，他也许能帮我们。”他看着福尔摩斯，“我希望你去住在霍尔德内斯府，福尔摩斯先生。”

“谢谢，先生，”福尔摩斯说，“但是我喜欢住在离谜案更近的地方，就在这所学校。或许我能向您提一两个问题，可以吗？”

“当然可以。”公爵说。

“我的问题是有关公爵夫人和钱的。”福尔摩斯说。

“公爵夫人对此事一无所知，”公爵说，“也没有人向我勒索钱财。”

“我明白，”福尔摩斯说，“在您儿子失踪之前您给他写过一封信。您是什么时候把信寄出去的？”

“寄信？”怀尔德先生生气地说，“公爵从不寄信。是我把信放进邮袋的，和当天其他的信件一起放进去的。”

过了一两分钟之后公爵和怀尔德先生便告辞了。福尔摩斯立即开始着手处理这个案子。我们仔细检查了孩子的卧室和德语老师的房间，还查看了墙上的常青藤和德语老师窗户下的脚印，但是没有发现新线索。然后福尔摩斯离开了房间，11点之后才回来。

他带回来一张大地图。他把地图带到我的房间，铺在床上。

“这个案子开始变得有趣了，华生，”他说，“看看这张地图。这里是学校，你看，这里是路。那么，那男孩儿和老师离开的时候是沿着路走的吗？不，华生，他们没有！”

“你是怎么知道的，福尔摩斯？”我问道。

“因为这里有个警察——看。从午夜到早上6点他一直在那里，他没看到路上有人。今天晚上我跟他谈过了。这里，在另外一端，你看，是白马旅店。那里有一个女人病了，这家人整夜守望着这条路，等待医生的到来。医生早晨才来，这家人没看到路上有人经过。因此，那男孩儿和老师没有从路上走。”

“但是，福尔摩斯，那自行车呢？”我问。

“是的，华生，我们当然必须记着那辆自行车。但是首先，让我们先往南看再往北看。南面有一条大河——那里没有自行车。往北都是树，叫杂木林，接着是一大片沼泽，叫低峡谷沼泽。这里是霍尔德内斯府，从学校沿着大路过去有16公里，但是从沼泽地穿过去只有9公里。中途没有别的房子，只有切斯特菲尔德路边的林中人客栈。”

“但是那辆自行车呢？”我又说。

“是的，是的，华生！”福尔摩斯说，“骑自行车穿过沼泽地是很有可能的——很难，但是有这种可能性。”

就在这个时候，赫克斯特伯博士匆匆进来了。“福尔摩斯先生，有消息！”他激动地说，“我带来了消息！”他的手里拿着一顶蓝色的校帽，“看——这是那男孩儿的帽子。我的一个园丁今天晚上发现的。”

“在哪里，嗨，在哪里？”福尔摩斯问。

“就在杂木林北面。”赫克斯特伯说。

“啊哈！”福尔摩斯说，“我刚才跟你说什么来着，华生？明天我们必须往北面走，穿过沼泽地。”


4
The body on the moor

Very early the next morning I opened my eyes, and saw Holmes next to my bed. He was already dressed.

'Come, Watson,' he cried. 'There is hot coffee ready for you. We leave in ten minutes.'

By six o'clock we were through Ragged Shaw, and half an hour later we were on Lower Gill Moor. Across the middle of the moor was a small river, and the ground all around it was very wet.

'We can easily see tracks in this wet ground,' said Holmes. 'Look carefully, Watson!'

We moved slowly across the moor, looking at every centimetre of mud. We found hundreds of sheep tracks, and once some cow tracks—but no bicycle tracks. And then at last, we found something. Not far from the little river, right across some nice black mud, was the track of a bicycle.

'Hurrah!' I cried. 'We have it.'

But Holmes did not look happy. 'It's a bicycle, yes, but not the bicycle. Every bicycle has different tyres—I know forty-two different kinds of tyre. This tyre is a Dunlop, but Heidegger's bicycle had Palmer tyres. The English teacher told me that. So this is not Heidegger.'

'Is it the boy, then?' I asked.
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'Probably not. The boy didn't take a bicycle with him,' said Holmes. He looked again at the track in the mud. 'This track is going away from the school.'

'Or perhaps to the school?' I said.

'No, no, my dear Watson. Look at the tracks of the two tyres. Are they the same?'

'Er, no,' I said. 'One tyre makes a deeper track.'

'And that's the back wheel,' said Holmes, 'because the rider, of course, sits over the back wheel. The deeper track is the one on top, so this bicycle went that way, across the moor away from the school. But who was the rider? Where did he come from?'

We followed the Dunlop track back, nearly to Ragged Shaw. Then we lost it, in some cow tracks. Holmes sat down and thought for some minutes.

'No,' he said, getting up. 'We must leave this question for now. Back to the mud by the river, Watson!'

Two hours later Holmes gave a happy cry. I quickly ran over to him, and looked down at a long thin track in the mud. It was the Palmer tyre.

' Here is Heidegger!' cried Holmes. 'Let's follow him, Watson.'

For a kilometre or more we followed the Palmer tyre north across the moor, losing the track, finding it again, losing it, and finding it. Suddenly, the track stopped.

'What happened here?' I said. 'Did he fall?'

Holmes looked carefully on the ground. Then he moved to some small bushes with yellow flowers on them. 'Look,' he said quietly.

On one of the yellow flowers there was something red—the dark, browny-red of blood.

'Bad!' said Holmes. 'Bad! What do I read here? Something or someone hit him. He fell, he stood up, he got onto his bicycle again, and rode away. But there is no other track. Some cow tracks here, but no footprints. We must follow the blood, Watson.'

We soon found the bicycle, and then behind a bush we saw a shoe, and found a body. There was blood on the man's head and face, and he was very, very dead. He had shoes on, but no socks, and we saw a night-shirt under his open coat. It was the German teacher.

'Poor man,' Holmes said quietly. 'What shall we do, Watson? We can't lose any more time, but we must tell someone about this poor man.'

'Shall I run back to the school?' I said.

'No, I need you with me.' Holmes stood up and looked around. 'Look!' he said. 'There's a workman over there. He can go back to the school for us.'

I went and got the workman, and Holmes wrote a note for Dr Huxtable. The poor workman took one look at the body, and began to run quickly down the hill to Ragged Shaw.
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'Now,' said Holmes, 'before we go on, let's think carefully for a minute. What do we know so far? First, the boy left freely. He was dressed, he did not leave suddenly, he wanted to go—perhaps with someone, perhaps not. But the German teacher left without his socks and without his shirt, so he left very suddenly.'

'That's right,' I said.

'And why did Heidegger go? Because, from his bedroom window, he saw the boy. Because he wanted to follow him and bring him back. So far, so good. But why doesn't Heidegger just run after the boy? A man can easily run faster than a boy—but Heidegger doesn't do this. He gets his bicycle. He knows that he needs his bicycle. Why?'

'Ah,' I said, 'because the boy has a bicycle.'

'Not so fast, Watson. Think about it. Heidegger dies eight kilometres from the school. So the boy is moving very fast, because it is eight kilometres before a man on a bicycle can get near him. And Heidegger dies because someone hits him very hard on the head. A boy can't do that, so there was someone with the boy—a man, let's say. But we looked very carefully at the mud all round poor Heidegger's body, Watson, and what did we find? Some cow tracks, but nothing more. No footprints from people, no bicycle tracks.'

'Holmes,' I cried. 'This is not possible.'

'Very good, Watson,' he said. 'It's not possible, so something is wrong with my thinking. What can it be?'

'Perhaps,' I said, 'Heidegger broke his head in a fall?'

'In mud, Watson?'

'Oh, I don't know, I just don't know.'

'Come, come, Watson,' said Holmes. 'Every mystery has an answer. But for now, the Palmer tyre can tell us nothing more, so we must go back to the Dunlop tyre.'

We found the Dunlop track again and followed it north. Here there was very little mud, and we lost the track. Across the moor we could now see Holdernesse Hall, some kilometres to our left, and in front of us we could see the Chesterfield road. We walked down to the road, and along to the Green Man Inn.



dress v. put clothes on (sb. /oneself). 穿衣。

track n. line or series of marks left by a moving vehicle, person, animal, etc. （车辆、人、动物等行走时留下的）踪迹，足迹，痕迹。

centimetre n. one 100th part of a metre. 厘米。

mud n. soft wet earth. 泥土，淤泥。

tyre n. covering fitted round the rim of a wheel to absorb shocks, usu. of reinforced rubber filled with air or covering a pneumatic inner tube. 轮胎。

take sth. with sb. carry sth. （某人） 携带某物。

get up stand after sitting, kneeling etc. , rise. 站起。

follow v. (cause sth. to) come, go or take place after (sb. /sth.) (in place, time or order). 跟随。

bush n. low thickly-growing plant with several woody stems coming up from the root. 灌木。

browny adj. having the colour of toasted bread. 褐色的，棕色的。

read v. learn the significance of (sth.); interpret. 领会（某事物的）意义，解释。

body n. dead body; corpse or carcass. 死尸；遗体。

so far until now; up to this/that point of time. 迄今为止。

So far, so good. up to now everything has been successful. （谚语）到目前为止，一切都顺利。

run after sb. run to try to catch sb. 追赶某人。

round prep. having (sth.) as the central point of a circular movement. 围绕。

break v. (of a whole object) separate into two or more parts as a result of force or strain. 破，碎，断。


4．沼泽地里的尸体

第二天一大早，我睁开眼睛，看到福尔摩斯站在我的床边。他已经穿戴整齐了。

“来，华生，”他叫道，“给你准备了热咖啡。10分钟后我们出发。”

6点钟时我们穿过了杂木林，半个小时后我们到了低峡谷沼泽。沼泽地的中间有一条小河，河畔的地面非常湿。

“我们能很容易地看到这湿地上的痕迹，”福尔摩斯说，“仔细看，华生！”

我们慢慢地穿过沼泽地，查看了每一寸泥土。我们发现了许多绵羊的蹄印，还有一些牛的蹄印——但是没有自行车的车辙。最后，我们发现了些什么。离小河不远的地方有自行车的车辙，恰好穿过一些肥沃的黑±。

“好啊！”我叫起来，“我们找到了。”

但是福尔摩斯没有显出高兴的样子。“这是自行车的车辙，没错，但不是那辆自行车。每一辆自行车的轮胎都各不相同——我能分辨42种不同的轮胎。这一种是邓禄普轮胎，但是海德格的车用的是帕默轮胎。这是英语老师告诉我的。所以骑这辆车的不是海德格。”

“那么是那男孩儿吗？”我问。

“可能不是，那男孩儿没有骑自行车。”福尔摩斯说。他又看了一眼泥土中的车辙。“这个车辙是从学校那边过来的。”

“或者也许是往学校方向去的？”我说。

“不，不，我亲爱的华生。看看这两道车辙，它们一样吗？”

“嗯，不一样，”我说，“其中一个轮胎的车辙印深一些。”

“那是后轮，”福尔摩斯说，“因为骑车的人当然是坐在后轮上。深一些的车辙是压在上面的那一道，因此这辆自行车走的是那条路，从学校那边过来穿过沼泽地一直骑下去。但是骑车的人是谁？他从哪里来？”

我们跟着邓禄普车胎的车辙往回走，回到了杂木林的附近。然后车辙就消失在一堆牛蹄印中，找不到了。福尔摩斯坐下来思考了几分钟。

“不，”他说着站了起来，“我们现在不要考虑这个问题。回到河边的淤泥那儿去，华生！”

两小时后福尔摩斯发出一声欢呼。我飞快地向他跑过去，看到淤泥中一条又长又窄的车辙。这正是帕默轮胎的车辙。

“这是海德格的！”福尔摩斯叫道，“我们跟着这个，华生。”

我们跟着帕默轮胎的车辙走了一公里或许更多，向北穿过沼泽地，车辙印不见了，然后又找到了，又不见了，又找到了。突然，车辙印断了。

“这里发生过什么？”我说，“他摔下来了？”

福尔摩斯仔细地看了看地面，然后他向开着黄花的小灌木丛走去。“看。”他平静地说。

有一朵黄花上面溅着红色的东西——深红褐色的血。

“糟糕！”福尔摩斯说，“糟糕！我从这里看出了什么？有什么东西或什么人击中了他。他倒下了，接着又站了起来，他又爬上自行车，然后骑走了。但是这里没有别的车辙了。有一些牛蹄印，但是没有脚印。我们必须跟着这血迹，华生。”

我们很快就找到了自行车，然后在灌木丛后面看到了一只鞋，又发现了一具尸体。那男人的头上和脸上都是血，已经死了。他穿着鞋，但是没有穿袜子，敞开的外衣里面套着睡衣。他就是那个德语老师。

“可怜的人，”福尔摩斯轻声说，“我们应该做些什么，华生？我们不能再浪费时间了，但是必须把这个可怜人的事告诉给谁。”

“要我跑回学校吗？”我说。

“不，我需要你跟着我。”福尔摩斯站起来，朝四周看了看。“看！”他说，“那边有个工人。他可以为我们去一趟学校。”

我去把那个工人叫了过来，福尔摩斯给赫克斯特伯博士写了一张便条。可怜的工人看了一眼尸体，便飞快地跑下小山，朝杂木林跑去。

“现在，”福尔摩斯说，“在继续工作之前，我们仔细考虑一下。到目前为止，我们都知道些什么？首先，孩子是自愿离开的。他穿戴整齐，不是突然出走。他愿意去——也许是和什么人一起，也许没有别人。但是德语老师没穿袜子和衬衫就走了，说明他是匆忙离开的。”

“没错。”我说。

“海德格为什么要走？因为透过他卧室的窗户，他看到了那个男孩儿。因为他想跟着他并把他带回学校。就这些，不错。但是为什么海德格没有追到男孩儿？成年人轻而易举地就能比孩子跑得快——但是海德格没有这么做。他骑了自行车，他知道他需要自行车。为什么？”

“啊，”我说，“因为那男孩儿有自行车。”

“不要这么快就下结论，华生。仔细想想。海德格死在离学校8公里外的地方，说明那男孩儿走得非常快，因为走出8公里以后，骑着自行车的成年人才赶上他。而且海德格死了是因为有人猛击他的头部。一个孩子是做不到这个的，因此说有人和男孩儿在一起——是一个男人，让我们姑且这么推测。但是我们仔细查看了可怜的海德格身边的泥土，华生，我们发现什么了？一些牛蹄印，但是此外就没有别的了。没有人的脚印，也没有自行车的车辙。”

“福尔摩斯，”我叫道，“这是不可能的。”

“很好，华生，”他说，“这不可能，因此我的想法有点儿问题。错在什么地方呢？”

“也许，”我说，“海德格摔下来的时候摔破了自己的脑袋？”

“在泥里摔破了脑袋，华生？”

“哦，我不知道，我真的不知道。”

“得啦，得啦，华生，”福尔摩斯说，“每个秘密都有它的答案。但是现在，帕默轮胎没能告诉我们更多的东西，因此我们必须回去找邓禄普轮胎。”

我们又找到了邓禄普轮胎的车辙，跟着它往北走。这里的泥不多，我们便看不到车辙了。现在我们能看到沼泽对面的霍尔德内斯府，在我们左边的几公里之外，在我们的前方，能看到切斯特菲尔德路。我们沿着那条路，朝林中人客栈走去。


5
A visit to the Green Man

When we were near the inn, Holmes suddenly cried out. 'Aaah! My foot! I can't stand on it. Help me, Watson.'

I took his arm, and we walked slowly to the door of the inn. A man stood there, smoking, and watching us.

'How are you, Mr Reuben Hayes?' said Holmes.

'Who are you, and how do you know my name?' said the man. He looked very unfriendly.

'Because it's on the door of the inn, over your head,' said Holmes. 'But can you help me, Mr Hayes?'

'No, I can't.'

'But I need help. I can't put my foot to the ground.'

'Well, don't put it to the ground.'

Holmes smiled. 'Look,' he said. 'It's very important, and I can offer you a pound for the use of a bicycle.'

'Where do you want to go?' asked Mr Hayes.

'To Holdernesse Hall.'

'Oh, friends of the Duke, are you?' Mr Hayes laughed, looking at our muddy shoes and trousers.

Holmes laughed too. 'Well, we are bringing him news of his lost son,' he said. 'The boy is in Liverpool.'

Mr Hayes's face went white, then red. 'Oh,' he said carefully. 'That's... er, that's good news. I worked for the Duke once, but he wasn't good to me. I don't like him, but I'm pleased about the boy.'

[image: alt]

We all went into the inn. 'Now,' said Holmes, something to eat first, please. Then you can bring round the bicycle.'

'I haven't got a bicycle,' said Mr Hayes.

Holmes put a pound on the table.

'I tell you, man, that I haven't got a bicycle! You can have two horses to take you to the Hall.'

He brought us something to eat, and we ate hungrily. Through the window we could see the stables at the back of the inn. Once Holmes got up and walked round the room, then stood, looking out of the window at the stables. Surprisingly, his foot was now very much better.

Suddenly he laughed, and looked at me. 'I've got it!' he cried. 'Yes, of course that's it. Watson, did you see any cow tracks today?'

'Yes,' I said. 'Lots of them. Everywhere.'

'And how many cows did you see on the moor?'

'I don't remember any,' I said.

'Isn't that strange, Watson? Lots of cow tracks, but no cows? And do you remember those tracks, Watson?' He took out his notebook. 'There were tracks like this:

：：：：：：：：：：

and sometimes like this:

：．：．：．：．：．：．：．

and sometimes like this:

.·.·.·.·.·.·.·

Do you remember that, Watson?'

'No, I don't,' I said. 'What does it mean, Holmes?'

'It means that it's a very strange cow, Watson! Cows don't move like that. Now, let's go quietly out and have a look round these stables.'

There were two tired-looking horses in the stables. Holmes looked carefully at one of the horse's feet, and laughed. 'Look, Watson. Old shoes, but new nails. Oh, this case gets more interesting every minute.'

I began to ask Holmes a question, but suddenly we heard someone behind us, and there was Mr Reuben Hayes. His face was red and angry.

'What are you doing in my stables?' he cried.

'We're just looking at your horses, Mr Hayes,' said Holmes, smiling. 'Why? Are you afraid of something?'

The man opened his mouth, then closed it quickly. His face was still red and angry. Holmes did not give him time to speak.'

'I think your horses are tired, Mr Hayes. We can walk to the Hall. It's not far.'

'Three kilometres, by the road,' Mr Hayes said. His eyes still watched us angrily.

It was nearly dark when we left. We walked along the road for about a hundred metres. Then Holmes took my arm. 'Quick, Watson! Off the road and up the hill. Then we can come down the hill at the back of the inn.'

[image: alt]

We ran up the hill. 'This man Hayes,' I said. 'He knows all about the kidnapping. Is that right, Holmes?'

'Of course it is,' he said. 'We can learn a lot more from Mr Hayes. Ah! Who's this? Watson, get down!'

There was a bicycle on the road. It came past us very quickly, and we saw the rider—Mr James Wilder, the Duke's secretary. His face was white and afraid.

'Quick, Watson!' said Holmes. 'We must watch him.'

We ran down the hill, and stopped when we could see the back door of the inn. Wilder's bicycle was by the wall near the door. For five minutes, nothing happened; then a man on a horse rode quickly out of the stables and disappeared down the road.

'What do you think of that, Watson?' said Holmes.

'Somebody's running away.'

'Yes. But not James Wilder, because there he is at the door.'

We could see Wilder in the light from the door. He stood there, looking out, and ten minutes later another man came down the road and went into the inn. Then a light came on in a room upstairs.

'Come, Watson. We must get nearer,' Holmes said.

We went down the hill and walked very quietly to the back door of the inn. The bicycle was still by the wall. Holmes looked at the wheel, and laughed quietly.

'A Dunlop tyre, Watson! Now, I must look through that upstairs window, so I need your back, Watson.'

Holmes stood on my back, but only for a second, and then he was down again. 'Come, my friend,' he said. 'It's a long walk to the school, so let's start at once. I can give you all the answers to this mystery tomorrow.'

It was a long, cold, muddy walk back to the school. I went to bed at once, but Holmes went out again, to Mackleton, I think. I was very tired, and slept all night like a dead man.



cry out (of people, animals, birds) make loud wordless sounds expressing fear, pain, etc. （人、野兽、禽鸟）大叫（表示恐惧、疼痛等）。

muddy adj. full of or covered in mud. 泥泞的。

stable n. building in which a horse or horses are kept and fed. 马厩。

lots of a large number or amount of. 许多。

tired-looking adj. looked tired. 看上去累的。

nail n. small thin piece of metal with a sharp point at one end and a (usu.) flat head at the other, hammered into articles to hold them together, or into a wall, etc. for use as a peg to hang things on. 钉子。

go to bed sleep or rest. 上床睡觉。


5．拜访林中人客栈

就在我们走近那家客栈时，福尔摩斯突然大叫起来。“啊！我的脚！我站不住了。帮帮我，华生。”

我扶着他的胳膊，慢慢地往客栈的门口走去。一个男人站在那里，一边抽烟一边看着我们。

“你好吗，鲁本·海斯先生？”福尔摩斯说。

“你是谁，你怎么知道我的名字？”那男人说。他看起来非常不友好。

“因为名字写在客栈的门上，就在你的头顶上方，”福尔摩斯说，“你能帮我个忙吗，海斯先生？”

“不，不能。”

“但是我需要帮助。我的脚不能着地了。”

“那就不要着地。”

福尔摩斯笑了。“你看，”他说，“这很重要，而且我可以付1英镑来借用你的自行车。”

“你想去什么地方？”海斯先生问。

“去霍尔德内斯府。”

“哦，公爵的朋友，是吗？”海斯先生看着我们满是泥浆的鞋和裤子大笑。

福尔摩斯也笑了。“啊，我们要带给他有关他失踪的儿子的消息，”他说，“那男孩儿在利物浦。”

海斯先生的脸色先是一阵苍白，接着变红了。“哦，”他小心翼翼地说，“那是……嗯，那是个好消息。我曾经为公爵工作过，但是他对我不好。我不喜欢他，可我喜欢那个孩子。”

我们都进了客栈。“现在，”福尔摩斯说，“请先来点吃的东西，然后把你的自行车拿来。”

“我没有自行车。”海斯先生说。

福尔摩斯在桌子上放了一英镑。

“我告诉你，伙计，我没有自行车！你可以找两匹马来带你们去那宅子。”

他给我们拿了些食物，我们狼吞虎咽地吃着。透过窗户我们可以看到客栈后面的马厩。有那么一次福尔摩斯站了起来，在房间里踱来踱去，然后站住，从窗户向外看着马厩。奇怪的是这时候他的脚好多了。

突然他笑了起来，看着我。“我得出答案了！”他叫道，“是的，当然是这样。华生，今天你看到牛蹄印了吗？”

“是的，”我说，“有许多，到处都是。”

“你在沼泽地里看到多少头牛？”

“我不记得看见过。”我说。

“这不是很奇怪吗，华生？有许多牛蹄印，却没有牛？你还记得那些蹄印吗，华生？”他拿出笔记本，“有些像这样：

：：：：：：：：：：

有时像这样：

：．：．：．：．：．：．：．

有时又像这样：

.·.·.·.·.·.·.·

你记得吗，华生？”

“不，记不得了，”我说，“这是什么意思呢，福尔摩斯？”

“这意味着它是一头非常奇怪的牛，华生！牛不会那样走路。现在，我们悄悄地出去看看那些马厩。”

马厩里有两匹看上去很疲惫的马。福尔摩斯仔细看了看其中一匹马的马蹄，笑了。“瞧，华生。蹄铁是旧的，但钉子是新的。哦，这个案子变得越来越有意思了。”

我正要问福尔摩斯一个问题，突然我们听到背后有人，是鲁本·海斯先生。他的脸涨得通红，怒气冲冲的。

“你们在我的马厩里干什么？”他大喊。

“我们只是看看你的马，海斯先生，”福尔摩斯微笑着说，“干吗这么激动？你在害怕什么吗？”

那人张开嘴，然后又立刻闭上了。他的脸依然涨红着，怒气冲冲的。福尔摩斯没有给他说话的时间。

“我觉得你的马累了，海斯先生。我们可以步行到那宅子去，路程不远。”

“沿大路走有3公里。”海斯先生说。他的眼睛依然看着我们，余怒未消。

我们离开的时候天都快黑了。我们沿着大路走了100米左右，然后福尔摩斯拉着我的胳膊。“快，华生！离开大路往山上爬，然后我们可以从山上下到那家客栈的后面。”

我们跑上了山。“这个海斯，”我说，“他对这起绑架知道得一清二楚，对吗，福尔摩斯？”

“当然是这样，”他说，“我们可以从海斯先生那里了解到更多的情况。啊！这是谁？华生，蹲下！”

路上有一辆自行车。它从我们身边飞驰而过，我们看清了骑车的人——詹姆斯·怀尔德先生，公爵的秘书。他的脸色苍白，一副惊恐的样子。

“快点儿，华生！”福尔摩斯说，“我们必须盯住他。”

我们跑下山，看见客栈后门的时候停了下来。怀尔德的自行车靠在门边的墙上。我们等了5分钟，什么也没发生；然后有个人骑着马从马厩里飞快地跑了出来，消失在路的尽头。

“对此你怎么看，华生？”福尔摩斯说。

“有人跑了。”

“是的。但那不是詹姆斯·怀尔德，因为他还在门边。”

借着从门里面透出来的灯光，我们可以看见怀尔德。他站在那儿，眼睛看着外边，10分钟后又有一个男人从路那边过来，进了客栈，然后楼上一个房间的灯亮了。

“来，华生。我们必须靠近些。”福尔摩斯说。

我们下了山，悄悄地走近客栈的后门。那辆自行车还靠在墙边。福尔摩斯看了看车轮，悄无声息地笑了。

“邓禄普车胎，华生！现在，我必须往楼上那扇窗户里面看。所以我需要用一下你的后背，华生。”

福尔摩斯站在我的背上，但是只过了一会儿功夫他就下来了。“走，我的朋友，”他说，“还要走好长一段路才能到学校，所以我们马上往回走吧。明天我就可以告诉你这个谜案的全部答案。”

回学校的路途漫长、寒冷又泥泞。我马上上床睡觉了，但是福尔摩斯又出去了，我想他是去麦克尔顿。我非常疲劳，整夜睡得像个死人一样。


6
Sherlock Holmes talks to the Duke

At eleven o'clock the next morning Holmes and I were in the Duke's office at Holdernesse Hall. Mr Wilder came to speak to us.

'The Duke can see no one today,' he said to Holmes.

Holmes looked at him coldly. 'The Duke can see me,' he said. 'Please tell him that I am here.'

After half an hour the Duke of Holdernesse came into the room. He looked older—tired and ill.

'Well, Mr Holmes?' he said.

Holmes looked at James Wilder. 'I can speak more freely without your secretary here, sir.'

'Very well,' said the Duke tiredly. 'Please, James...'

James Wilder gave Holmes an angry look, but he went out of the room and shut the door.

Holmes looked at the Duke. 'You are offering, I hear, five thousand pounds for news of your son.'

'True.'

'And another thousand pounds for the name of the kidnapper.'

'True.'

My friend smiled. 'I see your cheque book on the table, sir. I would like to have your cheque for six thousand pounds.'

'Mr Sherlock Holmes,' the Duke said angrily, 'what is this about? Do you have news of my son, or not?'

'Oh, yes,'said Holmes.

The Duke's eyes never left Holmes's face. 'Where is my son?' he said quietly.

'He is—or was last night—at the Green Man Inn, three kilometres along the road to Chesterfield.'

The Duke fell back in his chair.

'And the name of the kidnapper?'

Sherlock Holmes's answer was a very surprising one. 'You,' he said. 'And now, sir, your cheque, please.'

The Duke stood up, his face white and angry. Then he sat down again, and put his face in his hands. It was some minutes before he spoke.

'How much do you know?' he asked.

'I saw you with him last night,' said Holmes.

'And how many people know about this?'

'Only I and my friend here, Dr Watson.'

The Duke took out a pen, opened his cheque book, and began to write. 'When I made this offer, I didn't know...' He stopped, then began again. 'Are you and your friend going to talk about this, Mr Holmes?'

'I don't understand you, sir,' said Holmes.

'I mean...Nobody needs to know about this—this little family mystery. Just you and your friend Watson. Look, here is my cheque for twelve thousand pounds.'
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Holmes gave him a cold little smile. 'I'm sorry, sir. There is a dead man in this case. You remember?'

'But that wasn't James!' cried the Duke. 'He knew nothing about it. He was very, very unhappy when he heard about the—the killing.'

'Murder,' said Holmes.

'But James wasn't there! And when he heard about it, he came to me at once, and told me everything. Oh, Mr Holmes, you must help him—you must! He is not the murderer! The murderer ran away last night.'

Holmes smiled again. 'I have a little more news for you, sir. The police met Mr Reuben Hayes last night at Chesterfield station. Mr Hayes is not running anywhere for a very long time.'

The Duke looked at Holmes with an open mouth. 'You—you know everything!' he said. 'But I am pleased to hear about Hayes—he was always a bad man. And that news can only help James.'

'James? Your secretary?' said Holmes.

'No, sir. My son. James Wilder is my son.'



coldly adv. in an unfriendly way. 不友好地，冷淡地。

shut v. move (a door, lid, window, etc.) into a position where it blocks an opening. 关上（门、盖子、窗户等）。

cheque n. order to a bank to pay a sum of money from one's account to another person. 支票。

murderer n. person guilty of murder. 凶手。

run away suddenly leave a place; escape from a place. 逃跑，逃走。


6．歇洛克·福尔摩斯和公爵的谈话

第二天上午11点钟，福尔摩斯和我到了霍尔德内斯府公爵的办公室。怀尔德先生过来接待我们。

“公爵今天不能会客。”他对福尔摩斯说。

福尔摩斯冷冷地看着他。“公爵可以见我，”他说，“请告诉他我在这里。”

半小时之后霍尔德内斯公爵走进房间。他看起来苍老了——疲惫不堪而且一副病容。

“哟，福尔摩斯先生？”他说。

福尔摩斯看着詹姆斯·怀尔德。“您的秘书不在场的话，我说话会更方便一些，先生。”

“很好，”公爵疲惫地说。“詹姆斯，请……”

詹姆斯愠怒地瞪了福尔摩斯一眼，但他还是离开了房间，并随手关上了门。

福尔摩斯看着公爵。“听说您悬赏5,000英镑获取您儿子的消息。”

“确有此事。”

“另外还悬赏1,000英镑获得绑架者的名字。”

“没错。”

我的朋友笑了笑。“我看到桌子上放着您的支票本，先生。我想向您索要一张6,000英镑的支票。”

“歇洛克·福尔摩斯先生，”公爵生气地说，“这话是什么意思？你有没有我儿子的消息？”

“哦，有。”福尔摩斯说。

公爵目不转睛地盯着福尔摩斯的脸。“我儿子在哪里？”他平静地说。

“他现在——或者昨天晚上——在林中人客栈，沿着大路往切斯特菲尔德方向走三公里的地方。”

公爵颓然地靠在了椅子上。

“绑架者的名字呢？”

歇洛克·福尔摩斯的回答出人意料。“您，”他说，“现在，先生，请给我支票。”

公爵站起身，他的脸色苍白而又愤怒。然后他又坐了下去，用手捂着脸，足足过了几分钟才开口。

“你知道多少？”他问。

“昨天晚上我看到您和他在一起。”福尔摩斯说。

“现在有几个人知道此事？”

“只有我和我的这位朋友，华生医生。”

公爵拿出一枝钢笔，打开他的支票本，开始写。“当初我悬赏时，我不知道……”他停顿了一会儿，又接着说，“你和你的朋友会把这件事说出去吗，福尔摩斯先生？”

“我不明白您的意思，先生。”福尔摩斯说。

“我的意思是……不需要让任何人知道这件事——这是家庭小秘密，只有你和你的朋友华生知道就行。看，这是12,000英镑的支票。”

福尔摩斯微微冷笑着。“对不起，先生。这个案子里面牵涉到一个死人。您记得吗？”

“但那不是詹姆斯干的！”公爵大声说，“他对此事一无所知。当他听说这——这起杀人案时，他非常非常难过。”

“是谋杀。”福尔摩斯说。

“但是当时詹姆斯不在场！当他听说此事时，就立刻来见我，把一切都告诉了我。哦，福尔摩斯先生，你必须帮助他——你必须！他不是杀人凶手！凶手昨天晚上逃跑了。”

福尔摩斯又笑了。“我还有一个消息告诉您，先生。昨天晚上警察在切斯特菲尔德火车站遇到了鲁本·海斯先生。海斯先生很长一段时间内哪儿也去不了了。”

公爵瞠目结舌地看着福尔摩斯。“你——你什么都知道！”他说，“但是我很高兴听到海斯的消息——他向来是个坏家伙，这个消息只会对詹姆斯有利。”

“詹姆斯？您的秘书？”福尔摩斯说。

“不，先生。我的儿子。詹姆斯·怀尔德是我儿子。”


7
The Duke's son

When the Duke said this, I was very surprised, but Holmes was surprised too.

'This is news to me,' he said. 'Can you tell me more?'

The Duke stood up, and walked round the room for a minute. 'I must tell you everything,' he said. 'I didn't want to talk about it, but I must. I see that now.'

He sat down again, and began his story. 'When I was a young man, Mr Holmes, I was in love—oh, so much in love. It only happens to you once, and this woman was the love of my life. I wanted her to be my wife—but she died. She left me this one child, and I loved him because of her. When I look in his face, I see her, and remember her, and can't stop loving her. I must have the boy near me because of this. But a government minister cannot tell the world about a love-child like this. So, to the world, James is my young secretary, not my son.

'He knows that I am his father. He hates the Duchess, because she is not his mother. And he hates my younger son, Arthur, because Arthur has everything. Arthur has a name, a famous father, houses, money, everything. James has nothing. Well, he has some money, of course, but he is just Mr James Wilder, and he wants to be the Duke of Holdernesse one day. That's not possible, of course, but James can't understand that. And so, you see, I was afraid for Arthur, and that's why I sent him to Dr Huxtable's school.

'And what does James do next? He kidnaps my poor Arthur. It changes nothing, but James can't see that. He wants me to say, "Yes, James, now you can be my first son; you can have everything. Arthur can be the number two son." But I can't do that, of course I can't.

'James knew this man Hayes, you see, because Hayes worked for me once. James asked for Hayes's help, and the man was happy to do it. You remember my letter to Arthur on that last day? Well, James opened the letter and put in a note from him. That evening he cycled across the moor and met Arthur in Ragged Shaw. He talked about the Duchess, Arthur's mother. "She wants to see you," he told Arthur. "She's waiting on the moor. Come back at midnight, and a man with a horse can take you to her." Of course, poor Arthur wanted to see his mother, so he came. Hayes was there with two horses, and they rode across the moor. But the German teacher followed them, and Hayes killed him. Hayes then took Arthur to the Green Man.

'Well, Mr Holmes, I knew nothing about any of this until the murder. James is a bad boy, but he does not murder people. When he heard the news, he came to me at once, crying. What could I do? I didn't want the world to know about this. So James went down to the Green Man. He told Hayes to run away, because everybody knew about the murder now—and knew the murderer's name too. Hayes left at once. Later, I went down and saw Arthur. I left him there with Mrs Hayes because I couldn't say anything to the police just then.

'So, Mr Holmes, now you know everything.'

'Mmm,' said Holmes. 'You help a murderer, you say nothing to the police, you leave your young son in a dirty inn...and you ask for my help.'

People never spoke to the Duke of Holdernesse like this usually. His face was red, but he said nothing.

'First,' said Holmes, 'we must bring Arthur home.'

'Yes,' the Duke said quietly.

Holmes quickly wrote a note and took it out of the room. A minute later, he was back. 'Now, what are you going to do about Mr James Wilder?' he said.

'I understand you, Mr Holmes,' said the Duke. 'James is leaving me and going to Australia next week.'

'Good,' said Holmes. 'And the Duchess? Perhaps without James in the house, you and she...'

'Yes. I wrote to the Duchess this morning.'

Holmes stood up. 'Well,' he said, 'Watson and I can go home now, I think. There is just one other small thing... This man Hayes took two horses across the moor, but the horses' feet made the tracks of a cow in the mud. How was this possible?'

The Duke looked surprised and thought for a minute. Then he went away and came back two minutes later with a glass box in his hands. In the box were some horse-shoes.

'We found these shoes under the ground in the garden,' the Duke said. 'They are about five hundred years old, we think. The Holdernesse family has a long and interesting past.'

Holmes opened the box and took out one shoe. It was a shoe for a horse's foot, but it looked like a cloven cow's foot. Holmes wet his finger and ran it round the bottom of the shoe. A little mud came off on his finger.

'Thank you,' said Holmes. He put the horse-shoe back in its box. 'That shoe is the second most interesting thing in the north of England,' he said.

'And the first?' asked the Duke.

Holmes took the cheque for twelve thousand pounds from the table, and slowly put it into his notebook, 'I am a poor man,' he said. He looked lovingly at the notebook, then put it carefully in his pocket.
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die v. stop living; come to the end of one's life. 死，死亡。

hate v. feel hatred towards. 憎恨。

change v. cause sth. to become different; alter. 改变。

be happy to do sth. pleased to do sth. 乐于做某事。

dirty adj. not clean; covered with dirt. 脏的，污秽的。

cloven adj. (of the foot of a cow, sheep, etc.) divided in two parts. 偶蹄的。


7．公爵的儿子

公爵的话让我大吃一惊，甚至连福尔摩斯也感到很意外。

“这对我来说可是个新闻，”他说，“您能告诉我更多的情况吗？”

公爵站起来，在房间里转了一会儿。“我必须把一切都告诉你们，”他说，“我不想说起这件事，但是现在我知道我必须说了。”

他又坐了下来，开始讲述自己的故事。“当我还是一个年轻小伙子的时候，福尔摩斯先生，我坠入了情网——哦，很痴迷。这种感情一个人只能迸发一次，这个女人是我一生的爱。我想娶她为妻——但是她撒手人寰了。她给我留下了这个孩子，我因为爱她而爱这个孩子。当我看着他的脸的时候，我就看到她，想起她，情不自禁地爱她。因为这个原因我必须让这个孩子跟在我身边。但是作为内阁部长，我不能让外界知道这个私生子的存在。因此，对外界来说，詹姆斯是我年轻的秘书，而不是我的儿子。

“他知道我是他父亲。他恨公爵夫人，因为她不是他的母亲。他也恨我的小儿子阿瑟，因为阿瑟拥有一切。阿瑟有姓氏、有一位声名显赫的父亲、有房产、有金钱，拥有一切，而詹姆斯却一无所有。当然，他有一些钱，但是他只能是詹姆斯·怀尔德先生，而他想有朝一日成为霍尔德内斯公爵。那当然是不可能的，可是詹姆斯无法理解这些。所以，你看，我为阿瑟担心，这就是我送他去赫克斯特伯博士的学校上学的原因。

“詹姆斯后来又做了什么？他绑架了我可怜的阿瑟。这并不能改变事实，但是詹姆斯不理解这一点。他想让我说：‘是的，詹姆斯，现在你是我的大儿子；你可以拥有一切。阿瑟是我的二儿子。’但是我不能这么做，我当然不能这么做。

“詹姆斯认识海斯，你知道，因为海斯曾经为我工作过。詹姆斯请求海斯的帮助，那个男人非常高兴做这事。你记得出事的前一天我写给阿瑟的信吗？嗯，詹姆斯拆开了那封信，放入自己写的一张便条。那天晚上他骑自行车穿过沼泽地，在杂木林见了阿瑟。他说起公爵夫人，也就是阿瑟的母亲。‘她想见你，’他告诉阿瑟，‘她在沼泽地等你。午夜之后过来，有一个骑马的人会带你去见她。’可怜的阿瑟当然想见母亲，所以他就去了。海斯牵着两匹马去了那里，他们骑马穿过沼泽地。但是德语老师跟着他们，海斯杀了他。然后海斯带着阿瑟去了林中人客栈。

“哦，福尔摩斯先生，我对此一无所知——直到凶杀案发生之后我才获悉。詹姆斯是个坏孩子，但是他没有杀人。当他听到这个消息时，立刻哭着来见我。我能怎么办呢？我不想让外界知道这件事。所以詹姆斯去了林中人客栈。他让海斯逃跑，因为现在每个人都知道凶杀案了——也知道凶手的名字。海斯马上逃走了。后来，我去见阿瑟。因为当时我什么也不能对警察说，所以我就把他留在那儿，和海斯夫人待在一起。

“因此，福尔摩斯先生，现在你全都知道了。”

“嗯，”福尔摩斯说，“您帮助一个凶手，您什么也没有告诉警察，您把您的小儿子丢在脏兮兮的客栈……您还请求我帮忙。”

从来没有人这么跟霍尔德内斯公爵说过话。他的脸红了，但是一言不发。

“首先，”福尔摩斯说，“我们必须带阿瑟回家。”

“是的。”公爵轻声说。

福尔摩斯飞快地写了一张便条并拿着它走出了房间。一分钟之后，他回来了。“现在，您打算怎么处置詹姆斯·怀尔德先生？”他说。

“我理解你的意思，福尔摩斯先生，”公爵说，“詹姆斯准备下星期离开我去澳大利亚。”

“好，”福尔摩斯说，“公爵夫人呢？也许没有詹姆斯在这个家里，您和她……”

“是的。今天早上我写信给公爵夫人了。”

福尔摩斯站了起来。“好，”他说，“我觉得华生和我现在可以回家了。不过还有一件小事情……这个海斯牵着两匹马穿过沼泽地，但是那马蹄在泥地里留下了牛的蹄印。这怎么可能呢？”

公爵看上去很意外，他思索了一会，然后走了出去，两分钟后他回来了，手里拿着一个玻璃盒。盒里有几个马蹄铁。

“我们在花园的地里发现了这些马蹄铁，”公爵说，“我们觉得它们大概有500年的历史了。霍尔德内斯家族的历史漫长而有趣。”

福尔摩斯打开盒子，拿出一只马蹄铁。它是用来钉在马蹄上的，但看上去像是一只牛的偶蹄。福尔摩斯把手指弄湿，顺着马蹄铁底部绕了一圈。他的手指沾上了一点泥。

“谢谢。”福尔摩斯说。他把马蹄铁放回盒子里。“这马蹄铁是英国北部第二有趣的东西。”他说。

“那最有趣的是什么呢？”公爵问。

福尔摩斯从桌子上拿起12,000英镑的支票，慢慢地把它夹在自己的笔记本里。“我是个穷人。”他说。他满心欢喜地看着笔记本，然后小心翼翼地把它装进口袋。


ACTIVITIES
Before Reading

1. Read the introduction of the book. How much do you know now about the story? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) Someone kidnaps the Duke of Holdernesse.

YES □／NO □

2) The Duke's son goes to Dr Huxtable's school.

YES □／NO □

3) Dr Huxtable asks Sherlock Holmes for help.

YES □／NO □

4) Holmes and Watson look for tracks in mud.

YES □／NO □

5) Holmes and Watson find many bicycle tyres on the moor.

YES □／NO □

6) All bicycle tyres are the same.

YES □／NO □

7) Holmes and Watson find a dead body.

YES □／NO □

2. Some of these things and people are important for finding the answer to the mystery. Can you guess which? Tick eight of these fifteen boxes.



	□cow tracks
	□mud
	□the English teacher



	□sheep tracks
	□water
	□the German teacher



	□bicycles
	□a hat
	□the Duke's secretary



	□horses
	□a coat
	□the Duke's wife



	□trains
	□shoes
	□the Duke's daughter





ACTIVITIES
While Reading

1. Read Chapters 1, 2 and 3. How much do we know now about the mystery? Which of these sentences are true, and which are possibly true (but we don't really know yet)?

1) The Duke's son, Arthur, disappeared on 13th May.

2) Someone kidnapped Arthur.

3) The German teacher disappeared the same night.

4) Heidegger took his bicycle with him.

5) Arthur left the school with Heidegger.

6) Arthur ran away because of his father's letter.

7) Arthur liked his mother better than his father.

8) The Duchess knew nothing about Arthur disappearing.

9) James Wilder posted the Duke's letter to Arthur.

10) Arthur and Heidegger did not leave by road.

11) Heidegger rode his bicycle across the moor.

12) Arthur went north, through Ragged Shaw, to the moor.

2. Before you read Chapter 4 (The body on the moor), can you guess what happens? Choose one answer each time.

1) Holmes and Watson find a body. Who is it?

(a) Arthur

(b) Heidegger

 (c) another person

2) What do they find near the body?

(a) the Duke's letter

(b) footprints

(c) a bicycle

3. Read Chapters 4 and 5, and read these questions. We know some of the answers now, but not all of them. Answer the questions when you can, and write 'Don't know yet' for the others.

1) Who rode a bicycle with Palmer tyres?

2) Whose body did Holmes and Watson find?

3) How did this person die?

4) Who killed him?

5) Did Heidegger leave the school suddenly? How do we know?

6) How did Arthur travel across the moor?

7) Why did Holmes ask Reuben Hayes for a bicycle?

8) What was interesting about the cow tracks?

9) What did Reuben Hayes know about the kidnapping?

10) Who rode the bicycle with Dunlop tyres?

11) Why did Holmes go out again that night, to Mackleton?

4. Before you read Chapter 6, can you guess the answers to these questions? Choose answers from these names.

James Wilder / Dr Huxtable / the Duke / Reuben Hayes / the English teacher / Arthur

1) Who rode away from the Green Man Inn on a horse?

2) Who came down the road and went into the inn?

3) Who did Sherlock Holmes see in the upstairs room of the inn?

5. Read Chapter 6, and answer these questions.

1) Who did Holmes say was the kidnapper?

2) Why do you think the Duke wrote a cheque for twelve thousand pounds, not six thousand pounds?

3) Who killed Heidegger?

4) Why did the police go to Chesterfield station?

5) What surprising thing do we learn about the Duke's family?

6. How does the story end? Before you read Chapter 7, look at these sentences. Can you guess how many are true? Choose as many as you like.

1) Arthur's mother was not James Wilder's mother.

2) The Duke kidnapped Arthur because he did not want the Duchess to take Arthur to France.

3) The Duchess kidnapped Arthur.

4) James Wilder hates his brother.

5) Arthur goes to live in France with his mother.

6) James Wilder goes to Australia.

7) James Wilder goes to prison.

8) The Duke loses his job as a government minister.

9) The Duke explains the mystery of the cow tracks.

10) Sherlock Holmes tells the police everything.

11) Sherlock Holmes gives the cheque for twelve thousand pounds back to the Duke.


ACTIVITIES
After Reading

1. Match the names with the sentences. Then use the sentences to write about the people. Use pronouns (he, him) and linking words (and, but, so, because) where possible.

the Duke / Arthur / James Wilder / Reuben Hayes / Heidegger

Example: Arthur was the Duke's younger son. He met Reuben Hayes in Ragged Shaw one night because he...

l)  Arthur was the Duke's younger son.

2) ______ taught German at Dr Huxtable's school.

3) ______ did not want people to know about his love-child.

4) ______ worked for the Duke once.

5) ______ knew that the Duke was his father.

6) ______ saw Arthur from his bedroom window.

7) ______ hated Arthur.

8)  Arthur met Reuben Hayes in Ragged Shaw one night.

9) ______ did not like the Duke.

10) ______ wanted to have James near him.

11) ______ was happy to help with the kidnapping.

12) ______ wanted to see his mother.

13) ______ wanted to be the Duke's number one son.

14) ______ gave James a job as his secretary.

15) ______ got his bicycle and followed Arthur to the moor.

2. Here is a new illustration for the story. Find the best place in the story to put the picture, and answer these questions.

The picture goes in Chapter ______.

1) Where are Holmes and Watson?

2) Why is Holmes standing on Watson's back?

3) Who are the three people in the upstairs room?




Now write a caption for the illustration.
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Caption: _____________________________________________.

3. What did James Wilder say to the Duke? Put their conversation in the right order, and write in the speakers' names. James Wilder speaks first (number 7).

1) ______ 'Yes, I do. It—it was Reuben Hayes.'

2) ______ 'But you can't be my first son—you know that.'

3) ______ 'No, it wasn't. Someone...killed him.'

4) ______ 'Helped you kidnap Arthur? You mean, you kidnapped Arthur? Why? In God's name, why?'

5) ______ 'But why not? Why can't I have your name and call you "father"?'

6) ______ 'Dead! But what happened? Was it an accident?'

7) ______ 'Oh sir, they found the German teacher on the moor—he's dead ! What shall I do? Please help me!'

8) ______ 'How do you know it was Hayes?'

9) ______ 'Because I hate him. I'm your first son, not him!'

10) ______ 'Because I wasn't married to your mother! This is the end, James. You must go away—for ever.'

11) ______ 'Because Hayes helped me kidnap Arthur. The German teacher saw them, and Hayes killed him.'

12) ______ 'Who? Do you know, James?'

4. What does Holmes tell Dr Huxtable? Use these words (one for each gap) to complete the passage.

Australia, cheque, gave, happy, help, home, horse-shoes, kidnapped, kill, learnt, money, murdered, police, secretary, told, unhappy

'Well, Dr Huxtable, the story has a ______ ending for Arthur. He is now back at ______, the ______ have Reuben Hayes, and the Duke's ______ is going to ______. James Wilder wanted______ from the Duke, you see, so he ______ Arthur, with the ______ of Reuben Hayes. But Wilder did not want to ______ any one, and when Hayes ______ poor Heidegger, Wilder was very ______ and ______ the Duke everything. So there we are. I ______something very interesting about ______, and the Duke ______ me a large ______.'




What did Holmes not tell Dr Huxtable? Why not? And what did Holmes say that was not really true?

5. Why did Sherlock Holmes take the Duke's cheque? How many of these answers do you think are good ones? Choose as many as you like.

1) Sherlock Holmes liked money and wanted more of it.

2) He worked hard to find the answer to the mystery, so it was right for him to take the money.

3) He wanted Dr Watson to have half the money.

4) He didn't want the money, but he wanted to punish the Duke in some way.

5) He wanted to give the money to Heidegger's family in Germany.

6) He wanted to take the cheque, and then give it back to the Duke later, when James Wilder was in Australia.
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内容简介

海洛因能杀人。但是，在杀人之前，海洛因首先会改变一个人。它将你的朋友变成敌人；将你的爱人变成陌生人。海洛因杀死人的躯体——但它首先摧毁人的心灵。

安娜·哈兰认为她了解自己的女儿萨拉。她知道萨拉不会贩卖海洛因。但是，爱情也能改变一个人。萨拉正在恋爱——和一个陌生人恋爱。她的包里为什么会有海洛因？是给她的男朋友带的吗？

有人要死了——但会是谁？是吸食海洛因的人？还是贩卖海洛因的人？抑或是一个从未碰过海洛因的年轻女孩？海洛因就是白色死亡。如果它能够的话，它将把这些人都杀死。


WHITE DEATH

Heroin kills. But before it kills, heroin changes people. It changes your friend into your enemy; it changes someone you love into a stranger. Heroin kills the body—but first it kills the heart.

Anna Harland thinks that she knows her daughter, Sarah. She knows that Sarah does not sell heroin. But love can change people, too. And Sarah is in love—with a stranger. Why did she have heroin in her bag? Was she carrying it for her boyfriend?

Someone is going to die—but who? The person who uses the heroin? The person who sells it? Or a young girl who never touches it? Heroin is the White Death. And, if it can, the White Death is going to kill them all.
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Chapter 1

The woman stood in front of the prison. The prison was a big, dirty building in the biggest town of a hot country. The woman was very hot, and she did not like the noise from all the cars in the road. She was an Englishwoman and she did not like hot countries or a lot of noise. She was tall, about fifty years old, with blue eyes and a long face. Her face was red, and she looked tired and angry.

She knocked at the door of the prison. For a long time nothing happend. Then a little window opened in the door, and a man looked out at her.

'Yes? What do you want?'

'I want to see my daughter. It's very important.'

'Name?'

'Anna Harland.'

'Is that your name or your daughter's name?'

'It's my name. My daughter's name is Sarah Harland.'

'You can't visit her today. Come back on Wednesday.'

'No! I came from England to see her today. It's very important. She's going to court tomorrow. Please take me to her—now!'

'Wait a minute.'

The little window closed, but the door did not open. The woman waited in front of the door for a long time. A lot of people in the road looked at her. One or two young men laughed, but she did not move. She stood there in the hot road in front of the prison door, and waited.

After twenty minutes, the door opened. 'Come with me,' the man said. The woman went in with him. It was dark in the prison, and at first she could not see very well. She walked for a long time, past hundreds of doors. Then the man opened one of them.

'In here,' he said. 'You can have ten minutes.'

Anna Harland walked into the room and the man went in after her. He closed the door behind him. There was a table in the room, and two chairs. On one of the chairs sat her daughter, Sarah. She was a tall girl, about nineteen years old, with big blue eyes.

'Mother!' she said. 'I'm very happy to see you.' And she got up and began to run across the room to her mother.

'Sarah!' Anna said, and put out her arms. But the man moved quickly and stood between them.

'No,' he said to Anna. 'I'm sorry. I know you're her mother. You can talk, but that's all. Please sit down at the table. I am here to watch you.'

The mother and daughter sat down at the table. Anna's hands were near Sarah's on the table. She looked carefully at her daughter. Sarah's dress and face were dirty. 'She's tired, and unhappy,' Anna thought.

'Sarah, what happened?' she said. 'We have ten minutes to talk. No more. Tell me, please, quickly. I want to help you.'

Sarah looked at her mother. 'Oh, mother, I'm happy you're here. I wanted you to come. Mother, I ... I didn't do it. It isn't true. Please believe me.'

'Of course I believe you, Sarah. But tell me about it. What happened? Quickly. Begin at the beginning.'

'Yes, but ... I don't know ... When did it begin? I don't know ... I don't understand it.'

'Why did the police arrest you? When did they bring you to this prison?'

'Last week, I think. Yes, last week. At the airport, when we arrived ... The police stopped us, and looked in our bags. Then ...'

Sarah looked down at the table. 'She's crying,' Anna thought. 'She's very unhappy.'

'What happened then, Sarah?' her mother asked.

'They ... they said there were drugs in my bag. Then they took me into a room and told me to take my dress off. They looked for more drugs, but they found nothing. Then ... then they brought me here.'

'I see. Where were the drugs, then? Where did they find them?'

'Oh. They didn't tell you?' Sarah stopped crying. She looked up, and there was a smile on her face. But it was not a happy smile. 'The drugs were in a tube of toothpaste. A toothpaste tube with drugs in it ... heroin ... not toothpaste.'

'And you didn't know about it?'

'No, mother, of course not. Do you think I clean my teeth with heroin?'

Anna Harland smiled. It was difficult to smile, because she was afraid. But she smiled because she wanted to help her daughter.

'I know you don't clean your teeth with heroin. You have very good teeth, Sarah. But ... what about Stephen? Did he know about the heroin? Did he put it in the toothpaste tube?'

'Stephen? No ... why do you ask about Stephen, mother?'

'Well, is he in prison too? You said "us" and "our bags". Did the police arrest him too?'

'Oh ... no,' Sarah's face was unhappy. 'No. I wasn't with Stephen, mother. You see, Stephen and I ... well, we aren't friends now. I left him about two months ago ... and then I met Hassan.'

'Hassan?'

'Yes. I was with Hassan at the airport. Stephen was on the plane too—I don't know why—but he wasn't with me. It's Hassan—he was with me. Hassan's important to me now, not Stephen.'

Anna looked at her daughter. 'I see. And did the police arrest this Hassan too? Is he in prison?'

'Yes, he is. They arrested him but I can't see him. I asked them. I wanted to see him. But they said "no". Mother, I'm sure Hassan didn't know about the heroin. He's a good man ... he didn't know, I'm sure.'

'Then why was the heroin in your bag, Sarah?'

'I don't know, mother ... I don't know.'

The man looked at the clock in the room. 'I'm sorry, Mrs Harland,' he said. 'But that's ten minutes. It's time to go.'

Anna Harland stood up slowly. 'All right,' she said. 'But don't be afraid, Sarah. I'm coming to the court tomorrow.'

'Yes, mother,' Sarah said. 'Thank you. The police are bringing Hassan to court tomorrow too, I think. You can see him there. He's a good man, mother, and ... I'm sure he didn't know about the drugs.'

'Perhaps,' Anna said. She walked slowly to the door, and then stood by the door and looked at her daughter again. 'Sarah ... you are telling me the truth, aren't you?'

Sarah began to cry again. 'Yes, mother, of course I am. I always tell you the truth, you know that.'

Anna smiled. 'Yes, Sarah,' she said quietly. 'Yes, I believe you.' She went through the door and the man went out after her.

Sarah sat quietly at the table in the room, and looked at her hands. 'Yes,' she thought. 'I told you the truth, mother. I always tell you the truth. But I didn't tell you everything ...' She put her head in her hands.



in front of in a position further forward. 在……前面。

building n. structure with walls and a roof. 建筑物。

knock v. strike with a sharp blow. 敲击，敲打。

nothing pron. not anything, no single thing. 没什么，无物。

happen v. occur, take place. 出现，发生。

important adj. very serious and significant. 重要的，重大的。

court n. places where trials are held. 法庭，法院。

hundreds of 成百上千的。

across prep. from one side to the other side. 从一边到另一边，横过。

believe v. feel sure of the truth of (sth.). 相信。

arrest v. seize with the authority of the law. 逮捕，扣留。

cry v. weep. 哭，流泪。

unhappy adj. sad, not happy. 难过的，不愉快的。

take off remove (an item of clothing) from one's body. 脱下衣物。

look for search for or try to find. 寻找。

toothpaste n. paste for cleaning the teeth. 牙膏。

heroin n. narcotic drug. 海洛因。

difficult adj. not easy. 困难的。

truth n. that which is true. 事实，真相。


第一章

监狱前面站着一个女人。这个监狱是个又大又破的建筑物，坐落在一个气候炎热的国家最大的城镇里。女人感到很热，她还很讨厌路上飞驰而过的汽车的噪音。她是个英国人，既不喜欢气候炎热的国家，也不喜欢嘈杂。她高高的个子，大约有50岁，蓝眼睛，长脸。她的脸红红的，看起来很疲惫，而且满面怒色。
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她敲打着监狱的门。很长一段时间过去了，但一点动静也没有。接着，门上开了一扇小窗，一个男人向外看着她。

“嗨，你有什么事儿吗？”

“我要见我女儿，这很重要。”

“叫什么名字？”

“安娜·哈兰。”

“这是你的名字，还是你女儿的名字？”

“我的名字。我女儿的名字叫萨拉·哈兰。”

“今天你不能见她，星期三再来吧。”

“不！我从英格兰赶来，就是要在今天见她。这很重要。她明天就上法庭了。请您带我去见她吧——就现在！”

“请稍候。”

那扇小窗关上了，门却没有开。女人又在门前等了很长时间。路上的很多人都在看她。有一两个年轻人还冲着她笑，但是她没有离开。她站在监狱门前热得发烫的路上，等着。

20分钟后，门开了。“跟我来，”那人说。女人就跟着他进去了。监狱里很暗，开始时，她看不大清楚。她走了很长时间，经过了成百上千扇门。然后，那人打开了其中的一扇门。

“在里面，”他说，“你有10分钟的时间。”

安娜·哈兰走进了那个房间，那人也跟着她进来了。他随手关上了门。房间里有一张桌子和两把椅子。其中一把椅子上坐着她的女儿，萨拉。她是一个高个子女孩，大约19岁，蓝色的眼睛大大的。
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“妈妈！”她喊道，“能见到你我太高兴了！”她站起来，要穿过房间，奔向她的妈妈。

“萨拉！”安娜说着，伸出了双臂。但是那人很快冲了过来，站在她们的中间。

“不行，”他对安娜说，“很抱歉，我知道你是她的母亲。你们可以交谈，但仅此而已。请坐在桌子旁边。我在这儿看着你们。”

母女在桌前相视而坐。安娜的手放在桌子上，离萨拉的手很近。她仔细地打量着女儿。萨拉的衣服和脸都很脏。“她很累，而且不开心。”安娜想。

“萨拉，出了什么事？”她问，“我们可以谈10分钟，只有10分钟。来，快点告诉我。我想帮助你。”

萨拉看着她的母亲。“噢，妈妈，我很高兴你能来这儿。我一直盼着你来。妈妈，我……我没有那样做。那不是真的。请你相信我。”

“我当然相信你，萨拉。但是告诉我是怎么回事儿，到底发生了什么？快点，从头开始讲。”

“好吧，但是……我不知道……这是什么时候开始的呢？我不知道……我也不明白。”

“警察为什么要逮捕你？他们是什么时候把你带到这个监狱来的？”

“我想是上个星期。是的，是上个星期。在机场，我们刚到的时候……警察拦住了我们，检查我们的包。然后……”
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萨拉低头看着桌子。“她在哭，”安娜想，“她很伤心。”

“后来呢，萨拉？”她妈妈问道。

“他们……他们说我的包里有毒品。他们把我带到一个房间里，让我脱下衣服。他们想找到更多的毒品，却什么也没发现。然后……然后他们就把我带到这儿来了。”

“我知道了。那么，毒品在哪儿呢？他们在哪儿发现的？”

“喔，他们没告诉你？”萨拉不再哭了。她抬起头，脸上还带着微笑，但那不是开心的笑，“毒品在牙膏管里。牙膏管里面装的是毒品……海洛因……而不是牙膏。”

“那你以前不知道这些吗？”

“当然不知道啦，妈妈。你以为我会用海洛因刷牙吗？”
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安娜·哈兰笑了。笑得很艰难，因为她很害怕。但她还是笑了，因为她想帮助自己的女儿。

“我知道你不会用海洛因刷牙。你的牙齿很好，萨拉。但是……斯蒂芬呢？他知道海洛因的事吗？是他把海洛因装到牙膏管里的吗？”

“斯蒂芬？不……你为什么要问起斯蒂芬，妈妈？”

“喔，他也在监狱里吗？你刚才说‘我们’还有‘我们的包’。警察也把他抓起来了吗？”

“噢……不是的，”萨拉看起来不太高兴，“不，我没有和斯蒂芬在一起，妈妈。你知道，我和斯蒂芬……是这样的，我们现在不是朋友了。大约两个月前，我和他分手了……然后我遇到了哈桑。”

“哈桑？”

“是的。在机场的时候，我和哈桑在一起。斯蒂芬也在飞机上——我不知道为什么——但是他没和我在一起。是哈桑——他和我在一起。现在哈桑对我很重要，而不是斯蒂芬。”

安娜看着自己的女儿。“我明白了。警察也逮捕这个哈桑了吗？他在监狱里吗？”

“是的，他也在监狱里。他们也逮捕了他，但是我不能见他。我问过他们。我想见他，但是他们不准。妈妈，我敢保证哈桑不知道包里有海洛因。他是个好人……他不知道，我保证。”

“那海洛因怎么会在你的包里，萨拉？”

“我不知道，妈妈……我不知道。”

那人看了看房间里的时钟。“对不起，哈兰太太，”他说，“已经10分钟了。您得出去了。”

安娜·哈兰慢慢地站了起来。“好吧，”她说，“但是，别害怕，萨拉。我明天会去法庭旁听的。”

“好的，妈妈，”萨拉说，“谢谢你。我想，明天警察也会把哈桑带上法庭的。在那儿，你就能看到他了。他人不错，妈妈，并且……我保证他不知道毒品的事。”

“也许吧，”安娜说。她慢慢地向门口走去，然后站在门边，回头看着她的女儿，“萨拉，你跟我说的都是实话……是吗？”

萨拉又开始哭了。“是的，妈妈。我告诉你的当然是实话。你知道的，我从不撒谎。”

安娜笑了。“是的，萨拉，”她平静地说，“我相信你。”她穿过门走了出去，那个男人也跟在她后面出去了。

在房间里，萨拉静静地坐在桌前，看着自己的手。“是的，”她想，“我说的是实话，妈妈。我从不对你撒谎。但是我并没有把所有的都告诉你……”她把头埋在手里。


Chapter 2

Anna Harland left the prison and went to talk to the police. She waited a long time in a small office, but after an hour a policeman came into the room. He was a big man, about fifty-five years old, with brown eyes and a nice smile. He moved very slowly and quietly.

'Good afternoon, Mrs Harland,' he said. 'My name is Detective Inspector Aziz. I ... arrested your daughter three days ago. I'm very sorry for you. This is a very unhappy thing for a mother ...'

'It's a very unhappy thing for my daughter, Inspector,' Anna said angrily. 'Because she didn't do it. She's innocent, you know. She knows nothing about those drugs.'

Detective Inspector Aziz looked at her carefully for a minute. He did not know many English women. 'She has an interesting face,' he thought. 'Very blue eyes, and a long nose. She is not afraid of me, and she is not crying. Perhaps she wants to know the truth. Perhaps she can help me, too.'

'Well, Mrs Harland,' he said slowly. 'It's difficult for me. Is your daughter telling the truth? Is she innocent? Because the drugs were in her bag, you know.'

'I know,' Anna said. 'But she was with a young man ... Hassan. She doesn't know him very well, I think. Tell me about him, please, I want to know.'

Inspector Aziz smiled. 'All right,' he said. 'But first, tell me about your daughter. Why was she on that plane? Why did she come to this country? Tell me.'

Anna Harland looked at him. 'He's a nice man,' she thought. 'He listens to people. Perhaps he wants to help. Perhaps he can understand Sarah.'

'Do you have daughters?' she asked.

'Yes,' the Inspector answered. 'Two.'

'Then perhaps you can understand,' Anna said. 'Sarah is nineteen. She finished school last year, and she worked for six months in a hospital to get some money. Then she and her boyfriend, Stephen, visited a lot of countries. They went to Greece, Turkey, India, Australia—and now they're here. They're young, and they want to see new countries and new towns and new people. That's all.'

'I see,' the Inspector said. 'But sometimes young people do things—bad things—because they are in a different country and they need money.'

'Not Sarah,' Anna said. 'And not heroin. Sarah worked in a hospital, and she knows about heroin. She knows it can kill people. I'm a doctor, and she wants to be a doctor, too.'

'I see,' the Inspector said again. He looked at her, and thought, but he said nothing.

'Now,' Anna said. 'Tell me about this young man, Hassan.'

'All right,' the Inspector said. He took some papers from the table and began to read to her. 'But we don't know very much about him. He's a rich boy, from a good family. His father has two or three shops, I think. And the police in his town know him, too. Last year his father gave him a new car—a very fast car. And ... listen to this! One day he hit a police car, and the police car went into the river! What a story! His father bought a new car for the police. His father has a lot of money.'

The Inspector smiled, but Anna looked unhappy. 'Oh dear,' she said. 'That's not very good.'

'No,' he said. 'It isn't good. But this story about the heroin is worse. Much worse. I don't like this story.'



detective n. a police officer. 侦探。

innocent adj. not guilty. 无辜的，清白的。

interesting adj. holding the attention. 有趣的。

understand v. know how to deal with. 理解，了解。

finish v. come or bring to an end. 结束，完成。

different adj. not the same. 不同的，不一样的。

worse adj. of a less excellent or desirable kind. 更坏的，更糟糕的。


第二章

安娜·哈兰离开了监狱，接着又去找警察谈话。她在一个小办公室里等了很长一段时间。一个小时以后，一个警察走了进来。他个头不小，大约55岁上下，棕色的眼睛，脸上带着和蔼的笑容。他走得很慢而且脚步很轻。
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“下午好，哈兰太太，”他说，“我是阿齐兹探长。三天前，我……逮捕了您的女儿。我很抱歉。对于一个母亲来说，这确实是一件令人难过的事情……”

“对我女儿来说也是如此，探长，”安娜愤怒地说，“因为那不是她干的。她是无辜的，她根本不知道那些毒品是怎么回事。”

阿齐兹探长盯着她认真地看了一会儿。他认识的英国女人不多。“她的脸很有意思，”他想，“蓝蓝的眼睛，长长的鼻子。她不怕我，也没有哭，也许她想知道事实的真相。她或许还能帮助我。”

“哦，哈兰太太。”他慢慢地说，“这对我来说也很难办。您的女儿说的是实话吗？她是无辜的吗？您知道，那些毒品可是在她的包里。”

“我知道，”安娜说，“但是她是和一个小伙子在一起……哈桑。我觉得她并不是很了解他。请告诉我关于他的情况，我想知道。”

阿齐兹探长笑了。“好的，”他说，“但是，首先告诉我你女儿的情况。她为什么会在那架飞机上？她为什么要来这个国家？告诉我。”

安娜·哈兰看着他。“他这个人不错，”她想，“他倾听别人说话。也许他想帮忙，也许他能理解萨拉。”

“你有女儿吗？”她问。

“有，”探长回答说，“有两个。”

“那样的话，也许你会理解，”安娜说，“萨拉19岁了。她去年从学校毕业，为了挣点钱，她在一家医院里工作了六个月。然后她就和她的男朋友斯蒂芬去了很多国家。他们去过希腊、土耳其、印度、澳大利亚——现在来到这儿。他们很年轻，想见识不同的国家和城镇，结识不同的人。就这样。”

“我明白，”探长说，“但是有时年轻人会做一些事情——坏事——因为他们身处异国他乡，需要钱。”

“萨拉不是这样的，”安娜说，“她也不会去贩卖海洛因。萨拉以前在一家医院工作，她知道海洛因的危害。她知道那会使人丧命。我是一个医生，而她也想成为一名医生。”

“我明白。”探长说。他看着她，思考着什么，却什么也没说。

“现在，”安娜说，“告诉我这个年轻人哈桑的情况。”

“好的，”探长说。他从桌子上拿起几份文件，开始读给她听，“但是我们对他也不甚了解。他家境不错，很有钱。我想他父亲开了两三家商店。镇里的警察也知道他。去年，他爸爸给了他一辆新车——跑得很快的那种车。还有……听这个！有一天，他撞了警察的车，并且将它撞到了河里。多糟糕啊！于是他父亲又给警察买了一辆新车。他爸爸很有钱。”

探长笑了，但是安娜却笑不出来。“噢，天哪，”她说，“这可不大好。”

“是的，”他说，“这不好，但这次海洛因的事就更糟糕了。非常糟糕。我不喜欢这个故事。”


Chapter 3

Next morning, Anna Harland went to the court. She was first there. She sat in the courtroom and waited. A lot of people came in, and she saw a man and his wife. 'Perhaps they're Hassan's father and mother,' Anna thought. But she did not want to talk to them.

The lawyers came in next, with a lot of papers. They sat at a table in front of her, and talked quietly.

'Those two lawyers,' Anna thought, 'they're old friends. But one of them wants my daughter to die, and one wants her to be free.'

After the lawyers, the jury came in—twelve people, men and women. They sat down and watched the lawyers. They looked at Anna, and then talked quietly about her. 'These people don't look very important,' she thought. 'But they are the most important people here. They're going to say "she did it"... or "she didn't do it". And then Sarah comes home to me ... or she dies.' She watched their faces carefully.

Then some policemen came in. Inspector Aziz saw Anna and smiled at her. But Anna did not talk to him, because Sarah came in at the same time. She looked afraid, and her face was very white. She looked across the courtroom, saw her mother, and gave her an unhappy smile.

There were two policemen behind Sarah, but Anna did not look at them. She looked at the tall dark young man next to Sarah—Hassan!

'He's about twenty years old,' Anna thought. 'He's very tall. But he has a nice face, and very beautiful dark eyes. Sarah likes him, and I can understand that. But he looks very unhappy, too ... and afraid. His hands are moving all the time.'

Hassan looked at Sarah and smiled. She smiled back at him. Anna wanted to talk to Sarah, but just then a policeman said loudly: 'All stand, please.' Everybody stood up, and the judge came into the courtroom. He went to his chair and sat down.

The police lawyer began. 'These two young people came into our country last week,' he said. 'The young man lives in this country, and the young woman is English. At the airport, the police looked in their bags, and they found three tubes of toothpaste. These tubes of toothpaste!'

He had the three tubes in his hand, and he looked at them. Everybody could see them.

'But are they tubes of toothpaste?' he asked. 'No, men and women of the jury, they are not. Oh no. There is no toothpaste in these tubes. There is heroin in them! Yes, heroin ... a bad, dirty drug. Perhaps the worst drug. People die from this drug. The "White Death", they call it.'

The lawyer stopped, and looked at the jury. He waited for a minute or two. The courtroom was very quiet. Then he began again.

'But why, you ask me—why did these two young people have this heroin in their bags? I can tell you. Because heroin is one of the most expensive drugs, too. They can sell these tubes of heroin in our country for perhaps eighty thousand pounds. Eighty thousand pounds! Easy money! And, men and women of the jury, many people in our country—young people, schoolchildren, too—take this drug. At first it's exciting and they feel happy. But then they need more and more heroin, and they need more money to buy the drug. They leave their homes and families. They take more heroin ... and more. They can't stop. Soon the drug begins to kill them. And in the end they die. The "White Death". It's not a quick death, and it's not an easy death. Yes, men and women of the jury, many young people and children—your children and my children, remember!—die because of this drug.'

The lawyer stopped again. The jury watched him, and waited.

'He's very good,' Anna thought. 'Very, very good. He's telling the jury an exciting story, and they like him. But it isn't good for Sarah.'

The lawyer walked across the courtroom and stood in front of the jury. 'But, my friends,' he said to the jury, 'we have a law in this country. And the law is not difficult to understand. When people bring heroin into this country, they bring death, too. We need to stop these people. And how can we do that? The answer is easy. The law for these people is death.'

The lawyer walked back to his table. 'Now please look at these two young people here in this court,' he said to the jury. 'They brought heroin into this country. The airport police are going to tell you about it. Please listen carefully. It's not a long story. And remember ... the law is death.'

The police lawyer sat down, and an airport policeman went to the front of the courtroom. Anna felt ill. She looked at Sarah. Sarah was white-faced and very afraid. Anna closed her eyes. 'Sarah,' she thought, 'Oh, Sarah.'

The police lawyer stood up again. 'Please tell the court about Sarah Harland and Hassan,' he said to the airport policeman.

'Yes, sir,' said the policeman. 'I found two tubes of toothpaste in the girl's bag, and one tube in the young man's bag. All three tubes had heroin in them.'

'Thank you.' The police lawyer sat down, and Mr Cheng—Sarah's and Hassan's lawyer—stood up.

'What did Sarah Harland say when you found the heroin?' he asked.

'Nothing, sir. She began to cry.'

'I see. Was she afraid?'

The policeman thought for a minute. 'I don't know, sir. Perhaps she was, yes.'

'And she said nothing? Are you sure?'

The policeman thought again. 'Well, yes, sir, I think perhaps she said: "This isn't my toothpaste. This is all wrong."'

'I see. And what about the young man, Hassan? What did he say?'

'Well, sir, he was very angry. He said: "It's not heroin. That's not true! You put it there!"'

'I see. Thank you. Now tell me, why did you look in these two young people's bags? You don't usually look in everyone's bags. There isn't time.'

The policeman thought again. 'Well, no, sir, we don't. I ... I'm afraid I can't tell you, sir.'

'What did you say?' Mr Cheng asked, very angrily. 'Of course you can tell me! This is a court of law!' He looked at the judge. 'This is a very important question. We need an answer!'

The judge looked at the airport policeman. 'I'm sorry,' he said. 'Please answer the question. The court needs to know the answer.'

'Yes, sir. Well, you see, there was a telephone call. Someone telephoned me before the plane arrived. The telephone caller said: "There's some heroin on the plane. A young man and a young woman are carrying it."'

'I see,' Mr Cheng said. He smiled. 'That's very interesting. And who made this telephone call?'

'I don't know,' the policeman said. 'It was a man, and he talked in English. I don't know his name.'

*　　*　　*

Suddenly Anna heard a noise. She looked behind her at the door of the courtroom. A tall young man came into the back of the room. Anna knew him at once. It was Stephen, Sarah's old boyfriend. A policeman took him to a chair near Anna. He saw Anna, and for a second he looked afraid. But then he smiled, and sat down next to her.

'Mrs Harland!' he said quietly. 'It's good to see you. When did you arrive?'

'Yesterday,' she said. 'Why are you late?'

'I couldn't find the court,' he answered. He looked very unhappy. 'Tell me how to help,' he said. 'I want to help Sarah, but what can I do? I was on the plane too, but I couldn't help her. I don't want her to die!'

'Stay with me, young man,' Anna said quietly. 'We can help her—I'm sure we can!'

*　　*　　*

Later that morning, Sarah went to the front of the courtroom. Her face was very white, and her eyes were red with crying. Her lawyer—Mr Cheng—began to ask her questions.

'Now, Miss Harland, why did you come to this country?' he asked quietly, and smiled at her.

'Because I like going to different countries. I want to meet new people.'

'And why were you with this young man?'

'Because ...' Sarah stopped and looked down at her feet. Nobody could see her face. She began again, very quietly, but nobody could hear her.

'I'm sorry. We can't hear you. Can you say that again, please?'

Sarah looked up. She looked quickly at her mother, and then at Hassan.

'Because I love him.'

Anna felt old and tired. She looked at the tall young man with the beautiful dark eyes. 'It was his heroin,' she thought. 'I'm sure it was. He buys and sells heroin, and he put it in my daughter's bag. And now she says she loves him!'

Stephen sat next to her. He did not move, and he watched Sarah all the time. But she did not look at him.

Mr Cheng waited a minute, and then he questioned Sarah again. 'Did you know about the heroin in those tubes of toothpaste?' he asked.

'No,' Sarah said quickly. 'Of course I didn't!'

'And what about Hassan? Did he know about the heroin? Please think about your answer.'

'No, I'm sure he didn't know. It wasn't our heroin!' Sarah's blue eyes were angry. 'We didn't put the heroin in the toothpaste tubes. We're innocent!'

'Thank you, Miss Harland,' Mr Cheng said quietly, and sat down.

The police lawyer stood up. 'Miss Harland. How much money did you have in your bag?'

'Um ... about fifty pounds, I think.'

'That's not very much. This is an expensive country, you know. How much can you buy ... with your fifty pounds?'

Sarah did not have an answer. 'Um ... I don't know,' she began. 'I usually live very cheaply ...'

'Did you need more money?' The lawyer's questions came quickly now. 'Of course you needed more money. You wanted to sell that heroin. You wanted to be rich. Is that right?'

'No! No! That's not true!'

The lawyer said nothing for a minute. He looked at the jury, and smiled. Then he said, 'Do you think toothpaste is very expensive in this country, Miss Harland?'

'Er ... no, I don't think ... er ... I don't know.'

'Well, I can tell you, it isn't. Toothpaste is cheap here. So why did you bring three tubes of toothpaste with you? How often do you clean your teeth, Miss Harland? Six times a day? Or seven, or eight, times a day, perhaps?'

Sarah looked very unhappy. 'No ... I don't know ... Hassan ...'

'Yes?' the lawyer said quickly. 'Hassan? Are you going to say "Hassan gave it to me"? You love this young man, but you don't want to die. Nobody wants to die. And now you're going to say "It was Hassan's toothpaste". Is that your answer, Miss Harland?'

'No!' Sarah said angrily. 'Of course not! It was my toothpaste. But ...'

'Thank you, Miss Harland.' The police lawyer sat down. 'I have no more questions.'



lawyer n. person who is trained and qualified in legal matters. 律师。

jury n. group of people chosen to listen to the case to decide whether someone is guilty. 陪审团。

beautiful adj. having beauty. 美丽的。

look in investigate or examine sth. 调查或观察。

expensive adj. costing a lot. 昂贵的。

exciting adj. causing great interest. 令人兴奋的。

in the end at last, finally. 终于，最后。

what about ...... 怎么样。

arrive v. reach. 到达。

suddenly adv. quickly and unexpectedly. 突然。

question v. ask questions. 问问题。

cheap adj. low in price. 便宜的。


第三章

第二天早上，安娜·哈兰去了法院。她是第一个到的。她坐在法庭里，等待着。来了很多人，她看到一对夫妇。“他们可能是哈桑的父母。”安娜想。但是她不想和他们说话。
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接着，律师也进来了，手里拿着很多文件。他们在她前面的一张桌子前坐下，小声地交谈着。

“这两个律师，”安娜想，“他们是老朋友了。但是其中一个想让我女儿死，另一个却要让她获得自由。”

跟在律师后面进来的是陪审团——一共12个人，有男的，也有女的。他们坐了下来，望着律师。而后他们又看着安娜，小声地议论她。“这些人看起来不是很重要，”安娜想，“但是他们其实是这儿最重要的人。他们要说‘她做了……’或者‘她没做’。然后萨拉要么跟我回家，要么被判死刑。”她认真地端详着他们的脸。

紧接着，一些警察进来了。阿齐兹探长看到了安娜，冲她笑了笑。但是安娜没有和他说话，因为就在此时，萨拉也进来了。她看起来很害怕，脸色苍白。她的眼睛扫过法庭，看到她妈妈时，冲着她苦笑了一下。

萨拉后面跟着两个警察，但是安娜并没有看他们。她注视着萨拉旁边的那个又黑又高的年轻人——哈桑！
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“他大概有20岁，”安娜想，“他个子很高，面容英俊，黑色的眼睛也很漂亮。萨拉喜欢她，这我能理解。但是他看起来也很难过，还……有点恐惧。他的手一直在颤抖。”

哈桑看着萨拉，笑了。她也冲着他笑。安娜想和萨拉说话，但就在这时，一个警察大声说：“请全体起立。”所有人都站了起来，法官走进了法庭。他向他的椅子走去，而后坐下。

警方律师先发言。“上个星期，这两个年轻人来到我们国家。”他说，“这个小伙子是本国人，那个女孩是英国人。在机场，警察搜查了他们的包，发现了三管牙膏。就是这些牙膏！”

他看着自己手里举着的三管牙膏，法庭上的每个人也都看到了。

“但它们真是三管牙膏吗？”他问，“不，陪审团的女士们，先生们，它们不是。噢，不是。这里面装的不是牙膏，而是海洛因！是的，海洛因……一种邪恶的、肮脏的毒品，也许是危害最大的毒品。人们因它而丧命。人们称之为‘白色死亡’。”

律师停下来，看着陪审团。他稍微停顿了一会儿。法庭里安静极了。接着，他又开始说了。

“但是为什么，你们问我——为什么这两个年轻人的包里有毒品？我可以告诉你们。因为海洛因也是最贵的毒品之一。在我国，他们卖掉这几管海洛因可以得到大约八万英镑。八万英镑！这钱来得也太容易了！陪审团的女士们，先生们，在我们国家，有很多人——包括一些年轻人，还有在校的学生——吸食这种毒品。开始时，这会令人很兴奋，他们会感到很快乐。但是紧接着，他们就需要越来越多的海洛因，也就需要越来越多的钱来买它。于是，他们离开自己的家庭和亲人。他们吸食更多的海洛因……越来越多。他们无法停止。很快，海洛因就开始要他们的命了。最后，他们就死掉了。这就是‘白色死亡’。这是一种既不迅速也不容易的死亡方式。是的，陪审团的女士们，先生们，许多年轻人和孩子们——你们的孩子和我的孩子，要记住！——都会因这种毒品而致死。”

律师又停下了。陪审团看着他，等待着。

“他真棒，”安娜想，“非常非常棒。他给陪审团讲了一个激动人心的故事，他们欣赏他，但这对萨拉不利。”

律师穿过法庭，站在陪审团前面。“但是，我的朋友们，”他对陪审团说，“在我国，有这么一项法律条文，它也不难理解。当有人把海洛因带到了这个国家时，他们也同时带来了死亡。我们要阻止这些人。那么我们怎样才能阻止他们呢？答案很简单，法律判他们死刑。”

律师回到他的桌前。“现在，请看看站在法庭上的这两个年轻人，”他对陪审团说，“他们把海洛因带进了这个国家。机场警察将把事情的经过告诉你们。请认真听，这个故事不长。记住，法律规定这是死罪。”

警方律师坐下了，机场警察走到法庭的前面。安娜感到不舒服。她看着萨拉。萨拉的脸色苍白，看得出她很害怕。安娜闭上了眼睛。“萨拉，”她想，“噢，萨拉。”

警方律师又站了起来。“请向法庭陈述一下萨拉·哈兰和哈桑的事。”他对机场警察说。

“好的，长官，”这个警察说，“我在这个女孩的包里发现了两管牙膏，在这个小伙子的包里发现了一管。这三支牙膏管里面装的都是海洛因。”

“谢谢。”警方律师坐下了。程先生——萨拉和哈桑的辩护律师——站了起来。

“当你发现海洛因时，萨拉·哈兰怎么说？”他问。

“什么也没说，她就开始哭了，长官。”

“知道了。她害怕吗？”

警察想了一会儿。“我不知道，长官。也许吧，是的，她很害怕。”

“那么你肯定她什么也没说？”
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那个警察又想了想。“是这样的，长官。我想她可能说过：‘这不是我的牙膏，全搞错了。’”

“知道了。那个小伙子哈桑呢？他说了什么吗？”

“嗯，长官，他很生气。他说：‘这不是海洛因，这不是真的！是你把它放在这儿的。’”

“我知道了，谢谢你。现在，请告诉我，你为什么要查看这两个年轻人的包呢？你通常不会每个人的包都要查吧？时间不允许的。”

警察又想了想。“嗯，是的，长官。我们不是每个人的包都查。我……这个我恐怕不能告诉您，长官。”

“你说什么？”程先生很生气地问，“你当然可以告诉我！这是法庭！”他看着法官，“这是一个很重要的问题，我们需要一个回答！”

法官看着那个机场警察。“很抱歉，”他说，“请回答这个问题，法庭需要知道答案。”

“好吧，法官大人。是这样的，有一个电话。有人在飞机到达前给我打电话，那人说：‘飞机上有海洛因，由一对青年男女带着。’”

“我明白了，”程先生说，并且笑了，“这很有意思。那么是谁打的电话呢？”

“我不知道，”警察说，“是一个男的，说的是英语。我不知道他的名字。”

*　　*　　*

突然，安娜听到有些响动。她回过头看法庭的门口。一个高个子年轻人走了进来，来到房间的后面。安娜一下子就认出他了。他就是斯蒂芬，萨拉的前任男友。一个警察把他领到安娜旁边的一把椅子旁。他看到了安娜，有那么一瞬间，他显出有点恐惧的样子。但是他接着就笑了笑，在安娜旁边坐下来。
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“哈兰太太！”他小声说，“很高兴见到您，您什么时候到的？”

“昨天。”她说，“你怎么迟到了？”

“我找不到法庭，”他回答道。他看起来很忧郁，“告诉我怎样帮助她，”他说，“我想帮助萨拉，但我能做些什么呢？当时我也在飞机上，但是我无能为力。我不想让她死！”

“和我在一起，年轻人，”安娜平静地说，“我们能帮助她——我们一定能！”

*　　*　　*

那天早上的晚些时候，萨拉来到法庭的前面。她的脸色惨白，眼睛哭得红红的。她的辩护律师——程先生——开始问她问题。

“好，哈兰小姐，你为什么要来这个国家？”他平静地问，笑着看着她。

“因为我想去不同的国家，结识新的朋友。”

“那你为什么和这个年轻人在一起？”
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“因为……”萨拉停下了，低头盯着自己的脚。谁都看不到她的脸。她又开始说了，但是声音很小，没有人能听见她说些什么。

“很抱歉，我们听不见。请你再说一遍，好吗？”

萨拉抬起头，匆匆地看了母亲一眼，又看着哈桑。

“因为我爱他。”

安娜感到既苍老又疲惫。她看着那个有着一双美丽的黑眼睛的高个子年轻人。“那是他的海洛因。”她想，“我敢肯定那是他的。他买卖海洛因，却把海洛因放在我女儿的包里。而现在她竟然说她爱他！”

斯蒂芬坐在她的旁边。他一动不动，一直望着萨拉。然而她却不看他。

程先生等了一会儿，接着又开始提问萨拉了。“你知道那些牙膏管里装的是海洛因吗？”他问。

“不知道，”萨拉很快地回答说，“我当然不知道！”

“那么哈桑呢？他知道吗？请认真考虑你的回答。

“不，我肯定他不知道。海洛因不是我们的！”萨拉蓝色的眼睛里满是愤怒，“我们没有把海洛因装在牙膏管里，我们是无辜的！”

“谢谢你，哈兰小姐。”程先生平静地说，接着他就坐下了。

警方律师站了起来。“哈兰小姐，你的包里有多少钱？”

“嗯……我想大约50英镑。”

“不是很多。你知道，这个国家物价很高，用你的50英镑……你能买多少东西？”

萨拉有点回答不上来。“嗯……我不知道。”她开始说，“我平常生活很节省，不花很多钱……”

“那你需要更多的钱吗？”律师的问题很快就来了，“你当然需要更多的钱。你想要卖掉海洛因，你想要变得富有。是不是？”

“不，不！不是的！”

律师沉默了一会儿。他看着陪审团，笑了笑。接着他说：“哈兰小姐，你认为牙膏在这个国家很贵吗？”

“呃……不，我想它不贵……呃……我不知道。”

“好吧，我来告诉你，它不贵。牙膏在这儿很便宜。那么你为什么要随身带着三管牙膏呢？哈兰小姐，你多长时间刷一次牙？一天六次？或许是七次、八次？”

萨拉看起来很难过，“不……我不知道……哈桑……”

“哦？”律师很快截住了她的话，“哈桑？你要说‘是哈桑给我的’？你爱这个年轻人，但是你不想死。没人想死。你现在要说‘那是哈桑的牙膏’。哈兰小姐，这是你的回答吗？”

“不是的！”萨拉愤怒地说，“当然不是！那是我的牙膏。但是……”

“谢谢你，哈兰小姐。”警方律师坐下了，“我问完了。”


Chapter 4

At one o'clock the judge left the court for an hour. Anna Harland talked to Sarah for ten minutes. Sarah cried at first.

'I don't like that police lawyer!' she said. 'Those questions were very difficult. I couldn't answer them.'

'It doesn't matter,' her mother said. 'Your lawyer—Mr Cheng—is very good. And Stephen is here too now. We're all going to help you.'

Sarah was angry. 'Don't talk to me about Stephen!' she said. 'I don't like him. I don't want to see him here!'

'But Sarah—he was your boyfriend for two years! He wants to help you.'

Sarah began to cry again. 'Perhaps he does want to help me. I don't know. But he's different now, mother, you don't understand. His eyes are different. They're ... I don't know. And he can't sit quietly and talk to people now. His Body is moving all the time. He came to see me in our hotel the night before we came to this country, and ... I didn't like him, mother! Why is he here? He doesn't love me now, and I don't love him!'

Anna listened carefully to her daughter, and then she went to see Mr Cheng and Inspector Aziz. Stephen went with her.

'Who made that phone call to the police at the airport?' she asked. 'We need to know that!'

'Yes,' Mr Cheng said. 'That's very important. Can the police tell us?'

'Perhaps,' the Inspector said. 'But it's very difficult. It was not a long telephone call. And the man didn't give his name. Perhaps he was a policeman, and he knew about the heroin.'

'Perhaps,' Mr Cheng said. 'But then, perhaps he put the heroin there. And he wanted the police to find it. Perhaps someone doesn't like your daughter, Mrs Harland?'

'I don't know,' Anna said slowly. 'But perhaps ...'

But then the judge came back into the courtroom, and everybody stopped talking.

The judge then called Hassan. Hassan stood up and went to the front of the courtroom. 'He's a rich boy,' Anna thought. 'That shirt and those shoes are very expensive.'

Hassan stood there, tall and very quiet. He waited for the questions. He did not look afraid. But when Mr Cheng looked at his papers and asked the first question, Hassan closed his eyes.

'Did you know about the heroin in those tubes of toothpaste?'

'No, sir.'

'Did Sarah know?'

'No, sir.'

'Who bought the toothpaste?'

Hassan closed his eyes again for two or three seconds. Then he answered, 'I did, sir.'

'You did? You're sure of that?'

'Yes, sir. I'm sure. I clean my teeth a lot, you see.' Hassan smiled for a moment.

'Well, he does have very white teeth,' Anna thought.

'Sarah ...' Hassan began. Then he stopped.

'Yes?'

Again Hassan closed his eyes and waited for a second. Then he looked at the jury, and said very loudly: 'Sarah did not buy the toothpaste. I bought it. I bought all three tubes of toothpaste. It was my toothpaste.'

Anna sat up in her chair and looked carefully at Hassan. 'That's interesting,' she thought. 'Perhaps he does love Sarah!'

'I see,' Mr Cheng said. 'And when did you first meet Sarah Harland?'

'About two months ago. I was in Australia. We were in the same hotel. She had a ... a difficult time with her boyfriend and I helped her.'

Anna looked at Stephen. He was very angry, and he hit the chair in front of him with his hand.

'I see,' Mr Cheng said again. Then he asked his next question. 'Do you usually carry a lot of money? How much money did you have at the airport?'

'About eighty pounds, I think. That's OK. When I need more money, I get some work for a week or two. We don't need much money.'

'And do you sometimes take heroin?'

'No, sir. Never.'

'Thank you. Stay there, please.'

Mr Cheng sat down and the police lawyer stood up. He smiled at Hassan, but it was not a nice smile.

'Now, Hassan. You bought the toothpaste, but it was in Miss Harland's bag. Why? Why did she carry it for you? Or do you always ask your women to carry things for you?' He smiled.

Hassan said nothing. The lawyer began again. 'You had eighty pounds, you say. But eighty thousand pounds is better than eighty pounds, I think. What do you think?'

'Of course it is. But I don't sell heroin. It's wrong to sell heroin.'

The lawyer moved his papers on the table. He looked at the jury. 'So you are a very good young man with very clean teeth but no money. You met a young English girl. She was unhappy with her boyfriend, so you helped her and took her away with you. Is that right? Oh dear! It's not a very good story, you know. I don't believe it, and I don't think the jury believes it, young man.'

He stopped for a minute. Then he looked at Hassan, and said loudly: 'You don't love Sarah Harland, and she doesn't love you. You went with her because she could help you. And she went with you because she wanted the money. She carried the heroin for you to sell. That's right, isn't it? You put the heroin in the toothpaste tubes, and she knew about it. Is that the true story, young man? I think it is.'

'No! I ...' Hassan began angrily. But the lawyer did not listen. He sat down.

'I have no more questions,' he said to the judge.



matter v. to be important. 关系重大，要紧。

close v. move so as to cover. 关闭。

second n. 60th part of a minute. 秒。

Australia n. 澳大利亚。

take v. eat or drink. 吃，饮用。

dear interj. (used in expression of surprise). 天哪。


第四章

一点钟时，法官离开了法庭一个小时。中间安娜·哈兰和萨拉交谈了10分钟。开始的时候，萨拉哭了。

“我讨厌那个警方律师！”她说，“那些问题很难，我不知道该怎么回答。”

“这没关系，”她妈妈说，“你的律师——程先生——很不错。斯蒂芬现在也在这儿。我们都会帮助你的。”

萨拉很生气。“不要和我谈论斯蒂芬！”她说，“我不喜欢他。我不想在这儿见到他！”

“但是萨拉——他毕竟是你交往了两年的男朋友！他想帮助你。”

萨拉又开始哭了。“或许他真的想帮助我。我不知道。但是他现在和以前不一样了，妈妈，你不明白。他的眼神也不一样。他的眼睛……我不知道。他现在甚至不能安静地坐在那儿和人谈话，他的身体一直动来动去。我们来这个国家的前一天晚上，他到旅馆来看我，还……我不喜欢他，妈妈！他为什么要在这儿？他不爱我了，我也不爱他！”

安娜很认真地听她的女儿说话，然后她去见程先生和阿齐兹探长。斯蒂芬也和她一块儿去了。

“是谁给机场警方打的电话？”她问，“我们需要知道这一点！”

“是的，”程先生说，“这很重要。警方能告诉我们吗？”
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“或许可以，”探长说，“但是这很困难，电话通话的时间不长，那人也没留下名字。也许他是个警察，知道海洛因的事。”

“也许吧，”程先生说，“但是，或许是他把海洛因放在了那儿，而且想让警察发现。也许某个人不喜欢您的女儿，哈兰太太？”

“我不知道，”安娜说得很慢，“但有可能……”

但就在这时，法官回到了法庭，人们停止了交谈。

法官接着叫了哈桑。哈桑站了起来，走到法庭的前面。“他是个富家子弟，”安娜想，“衬衣和鞋子都价格不菲。”

哈桑站在那儿，高高的，显得很平静。他在等待提问。他面无惧色，但是当程先生看着文件，提问他第一个问题时，哈桑闭上了眼睛。

“你知道牙膏管里装的是海洛因吗？”

“不知道，先生。”

“萨拉知道吗？”

“她也不知道，先生。”

“谁买的牙膏？”

哈桑又闭上了眼睛。过了两三秒钟，他答道：“我买的，先生。”

“你买的？你肯定？”

“是的，先生，我肯定。您知道，我老刷牙。”哈桑笑了。

“哦，他的牙齿倒确实是挺白的。”安娜想。
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“萨拉……”哈桑说，但是他又停下了。

“哦？”

哈桑又闭上了眼睛，过了一小会儿，他睁开眼睛，看着陪审团，大声地说：“萨拉没有买牙膏，是我买的。三管牙膏都是我买的。那是我的牙膏。”

安娜坐直了身子，仔细端详哈桑。“这倒挺有趣，”她想，“也许他真的爱萨拉！”

“我明白了，”程先生说，“那你第一次见到萨拉是什么时候？”

“大约两个月前。那时我在澳大利亚。我们住在同一个旅馆里。她……和她的男朋友处得不好，我帮助了她。”

安娜看着斯蒂芬。他很生气，用手锤击前面的椅子。

“我明白了，”程先生又说，然后他接着问问题。“你通常在身上带很多钱吗？你在机场时手头有多少钱？”

“我想大约有80英镑。这就够了。当我需要更多的钱时，我会工作上一两个星期。我们不需要很多的钱。”
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“那你有时吸食海洛因吗？”

“不，先生，从来没吸过。”

“谢谢你。请待在那儿。”

程先生坐下了，警方的律师站了起来。他冲哈桑笑了笑，但这笑却不和善。

“好，哈桑，你买了牙膏，它们却在哈兰小姐的包里。为什么？为什么要让她替你带着？或者你总是让女士替你拿东西吗？”他笑了。

哈桑哑口无言。律师又开始说了：“你说你有80英镑，但是我觉得拥有8万英镑会更好，你觉得呢？”

“当然好，但是我不贩卖海洛因，那是错误的。”

律师挪动了一下桌上的文件。他看着陪审团说：“这么说你是一个很不错的年轻人，有着漂亮的牙齿，口袋里却没有钱。你遇到了一个年轻的英国女孩。她与男朋友发生了不愉快，所以你就帮助她，而后把她带走了。是吗？噢，天哪！你知道，这个故事可不怎么样。年轻人，我不相信这个故事，我觉得陪审团也不会相信。”

他停顿了一会儿，然后看着哈桑，大声说：“你不爱萨拉·哈兰，她也不爱你。你和她在一块儿是因为她能帮助你；而她和你在一块儿是因为她想要钱。她为你携带你要贩卖的海洛因。是这样吧，对吗？你把海洛因装在牙膏管里，她是知道的。年轻人，这才是真实的故事吧？我觉得是这样的。”

“不！我……”哈桑很愤怒地说。但是律师不听他的，径直坐下了。

“我没有什么要问的了。”他对法官说。


Chapter 5

The judge looked at his papers and then at the jury. 'It is now four o'clock in the afternoon,' he said. 'We can begin again in the morning. Please be here at ten o'clock.'

The judge stood up and left the courtroom. The jury left too, and the police took Sarah and Hassan back to the prison.

Anna looked at Stephen. 'Well, young man,' she said. 'What can we do now? We have sixteen hours before tomorrow morning.'

'I don't know,' Stephen said. He looked at her for a minute, then he looked away, over her head, at the front of the court. 'I'm sure Hassan knew about the heroin,' he said. 'He put it in her bag, I'm sure he did. Sarah is innocent. But he isn't.'

Mr Cheng came and stood with them.

'She's innocent,' Stephen said again. 'But Hassan's going to die.'

Mr Cheng looked at Stephen carefully. 'Perhaps,' he said slowly. 'But did you listen to Hassan in court? He said: "Sarah did not buy the toothpaste. It was my toothpaste." Now why did he say that? It was not an easy thing to say, you know. What is the jury going to think about it?'

'It doesn't matter,' Stephen said angrily. 'Because it wasn't toothpaste, and he didn't buy it in a shop! He made those tubes, because he wanted to sell the heroin. And he's going to die. That's the law in this country.'

Anna looked at Stephen and said nothing. 'He's very angry,' she thought. 'His face is red and he's talking very quickly. Does he want to kill Hassan? And what's the matter with his eyes?'

Mr Cheng watched Stephen too. 'But who made that telephone call? It's important and I want to know,' he said. 'I'm going to ask the police now. Would you like to come with me, Mrs Harland?'

'Yes, of course,' Anna said. 'Stephen, are you coming?'

'Yes ... er, no, no,' Stephen said. 'I'm going to meet a man. I think he can help us.'

'All right,' Anna said. 'But when can I meet you? I need to talk to you, about Hassan. Can I come to your hotel tonight?'

'Er, no, not tonight,' Stephen said quickly. His face was now white, and he looked tired and ill. His hands and body moved all the time. 'Come to my hotel tomorrow morning. Bye!' He walked quickly out of the courtroom.

Anna and Mr Cheng watched him. Inspector Aziz was near the door, and he watched Stephen, too.



take away remove sth. from. 带走。

what's the matter with ... ……怎么回事。


第五章

法官看看他的文件，又看看陪审团。“现在是下午四点，”他说，“我们可以在明天早上重新开庭，请于10点钟到场。”
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法官站起来，离开了法庭。陪审团也退庭了。警察把萨拉和哈桑带回监狱。

安娜看着斯蒂芬。“嗯，年轻人，”她说，“我们能做些什么呢？离明天早上重新开庭还有16个小时的时间。”

“我也不知道，”斯蒂芬说。他盯着她看了一会儿，而后把目光挪开，掠过她的头顶，看着法庭的前面。“我敢肯定哈桑知道海洛因的事，”他说，“是他把海洛因放到萨拉的包里的，我肯定是他干的。萨拉是无辜的，但他不是。”

程先生走了过来，和他们站在一起。

“她是无辜的，”斯蒂芬又说，“但是哈桑应该被处死。”

程先生认真地打量着斯蒂芬。“也许吧，”他慢条斯理地说，“但是你听到哈桑在法庭上说的话了吗？他说：‘萨拉没买牙膏，那是我的牙膏。’那他为什么要这样说呢？你知道，要那么说是很不容易的。陪审团会怎么想呢？”

“这无关紧要，”斯蒂芬愤怒地说，“因为那不是牙膏，他不是在商店买的！而是自己做的，因为他要贩卖海洛因。他要被处死了。这是这个国家的法律。”

安娜看着斯蒂芬，什么也没说。“他很愤怒，”她想，“他的脸涨红，而且讲话速度很快。他想要致哈桑于死地吗？他的眼神怎么了？”

程先生也在观察斯蒂芬。“但是谁打的电话呢？这很重要，我想知道。”他说，“我现在要去问问警察。您想一块儿去吗，哈兰太太？”

“是的，当然，”安娜说，“斯蒂芬，你也来吗？”

“好的……呃，不，不，”斯蒂芬说，“我要去见一个人，我想他能帮我们。”

“好吧，”安娜说，“那我什么时候能见你呢？我要和你谈谈哈桑的事。今天晚上，我去你住的旅馆，行吗？”

“呃，不，今晚不行，”斯蒂芬马上回答道。现在他脸色惨白，看起来疲惫不堪，像是病了。他的手和身体一直都在颤抖。“明天早上来吧！再见。”他飞快地走出了法庭。

安娜和程先生都望着他，阿齐兹探长站在门口，也在看着他。


Chapter 6

Anna and Mr Cheng talked to the police, but the police could tell them nothing more about the telephone call to the airport. Inspector Aziz telephoned two or three people, and then he talked to Anna again. When Anna left Inspector Aziz, she was much happier.

Then she went to the prison to see Sarah. The man took her to Sarah's room. Anna and Sarah sat at the table, and the man stood and watched.

'It was a bad day, mother. I'm sorry,' Sarah said slowly. Her eyes were not red now, but she looked very tired. Her hands were near her mother's, on the table.

'It wasn't a very good day, that's true,' Anna said. 'But you have a very good lawyer, you know. The jury likes him.'

'But it doesn't help,' Sarah said. 'There was heroin in the toothpaste tubes, and the tubes were in my bag. What can Mr Cheng do? The heroin was in my bag, mother! The jury knows that!'

Anna looked at her daughter carefully. 'Perhaps Hassan put it there, Sarah,' she said. 'You like him, I know, and he looks nice, but ...'

'Mother, I love him! I said that in court. You heard me. And Hassan loves me, too! And he does not buy or sell heroin! I ...' Sarah stopped talking, and put her hands on her stomach.

'What's the matter?' Anna asked. She looked at the man. 'Quickly—she's ill. Get a doctor!' The man ran from the room, and Anna put her arms round her daughter. She waited, and then Sarah sat up.

'It's all right, mother,' she said. Her face was very white, but she looked a little better. 'It happens sometimes. I often feel ill, and I don't like to eat much. But it's not very bad. I think I'm going to stay alive because of it.' She gave her mother a smile.

'What? What are you saying? What are you talking about?' Anna cried.

'My baby.' Sarah's face looked different now—half smiling, half afraid. 'Mother, don't be angry, please. I'm going to have a baby. It's Hassan's baby. I ... we wanted to come to England, and tell you about it there, but now we can't. I love him, and he wants to be my husband, mother. Mother? Please don't be angry.'

Anna's face was white now. For nearly a minute she could say nothing. She wanted to cry, but she didn't. At last she said, 'Oh, Sarah! What's going to happen to this baby?'

Sarah looked at her hands. 'Nothing, mother. I asked Mr Cheng about that. They can't kill me, you see, because I'm going to have a baby. They can't kill a mother and her baby. That's the law. But ... that doesn't help Hassan.'

Anna heard a noise and looked at the door. 'Listen, Sarah,' she said quickly. 'Before the doctor comes .... I'm not angry, and I do love you, Sarah, of course. But listen. I talked to Inspector Aziz again today. I think he can help you—and Hassan too. So don't be afraid, please. And ...'

The door opened, and the man came in with a woman doctor. Anna stood up. She took Sarah's hand.

'I'm going now, Sarah. But don't be afraid. You're going to be all right—I'm sure of it!'



telephone v. speak to sb. by telephone. 给某人打电话。

happen v. occur, take place. 发生。

alive adj. living, not dead. 活着的。

because of by reason of. 因为，由于。

be sure of confident that one is right. 确信，有把握。


第六章

安娜和程先生去找警察了解情况，但是警方也不能给他们提供关于那个机场电话更多的信息。阿齐兹探长给两三个人打了电话后，又开始和安娜交谈。当安娜告别了阿齐兹探长时，她的心里亮堂了许多。

然后，她去监狱里看望萨拉。那个人把她带到萨拉的房间。安娜和萨拉坐在桌前。那人站着，看着她们。

“今天真糟糕，妈妈，对不起。”萨拉慢吞吞地说。她的眼睛现在已经不红了，但是她看起来很疲倦。她的手放在桌子上，离她妈妈的手很近。

“今天的情形不好，这是真的。”安娜说，“但你知道，你有一个很好的律师。陪审团很欣赏他。”

“但这无济于事，”萨拉说，“牙膏管里装有海洛因，而且牙膏又是在我的包里。程先生又能做什么呢？海洛因在我的包里，妈妈！陪审团知道这一点！”

安娜仔细地打量她的女儿。“也许是哈桑放在那儿的，萨拉。”她说，“你喜欢他，这我知道。他长得很帅，但是……”

“妈妈，我爱他！我在法庭上说了。你听到我说了，并且哈桑也爱我！哈桑没有买卖海洛因！我……”萨拉停了下来，用手捂着肚子。
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“怎么回事？”安娜问，她看着那个人，“快点——她病了，找个医生来！”

那人冲了出去，安娜搂着她的女儿。她等待着，然而萨拉坐了起来。

“没事的，妈妈。”她说。她的脸色苍白，但看起来好一些了。“时常会这样，我常常觉得不舒服，不怎么想吃东西。但这倒不算坏，我想，因为它，我还能免于一死呢！”她冲妈妈笑了一下。

“什么？你说什么？你到底在说什么呀？”安娜喊道。

“我的孩子，”现在萨拉的脸色和先前大不一样了——带有几分笑意，还有几分害怕。“妈妈，请别生气。我要有孩子了，是哈桑的孩子。我……我们想回英格兰，在那儿把这事儿告诉你，但现在我们去不成了。我爱他，他也想娶我，妈妈。妈妈？请千万别生气。”

现在安娜的脸白了。将近一分钟，她什么也没说。她想哭，但是没哭出来。最后她说：“噢，萨拉！这个孩子会怎样？”

萨拉看着自己的双手。“孩子没事的，妈妈。我问过程先生的。你知道，他们不能杀我，因为我要有孩子了。他们不能把母亲连同孩子一块儿杀死。法律是这么规定的。但……这帮不了哈桑。”

安娜听到一些声响，看了看门口。“听我说，萨拉，”她语速很快，“在医生来之前……我没有生气，我真的爱你，萨拉，这一点毫无疑问。但是听着，我今天又和阿齐兹探长谈了，我想他能帮助你——还有哈桑。所以一定别害怕。还有……”

门开了，那人和一个女医生进来了。安娜站了起来，她抓住萨拉的手。

“我要走了，萨拉，但是别害怕。你会没事的——我敢肯定这一点！”


Chapter 7

Next morning, at half past four, Anna Harland stood in a quiet road in front of a hotel. She waited, and then she heard a car behind the hotel. The car doors opened and closed. She waited quietly, and then looked down the road. A man walked into the road and stood next to a shop. He did not look at Anna. But Anna looked at him, and smiled. Then she walked into the hotel.

She went upstairs and knocked on the door of a bedroom. A man answered.

'Who is it?'

'It's me, Stephen,' she said. 'Anna Harland. Open the door, please. I want to talk to you.'

The door opened, and Stephen looked out slowly. 'Anna? What are you doing here at this time? It's ...'

Anna walked quickly into the room. 'Yes. It's half past four. Sarah is in court again at ten o'clock. I need your help, young man. Please get up.'

'But ... what can I do?'

Anna looked at him. 'You went to see a man last night. What happened? Can he help Sarah?'

Stephen answered slowly. He did not look at Anna. 'No. I'm sorry. He can't.'

Anna was cold and angry. 'I see,' she said. 'Well, can you and I help her then? Tell me, Stephen, what do you know about Hassan?'

'Hassan?' Stephen said angrily. 'Well, we met him in Australia, and Sarah went away with him. She doesn't understand him, but I do—he's a rich young man with a beautiful body. He likes playing with girls, but he doesn't love her!'

'And do you love her, Stephen?'

Stephen did not answer at once. For two or three seconds Anna waited. 'He doesn't know,' she thought. 'He can't answer the question.'

'Yes, Mrs Harland. Of course I love her.'

'But he's not looking at me,' Anna thought. 'He's looking out of the window. He's not thinking about Sarah.'

'Stephen,' Anna asked quietly, 'did you go to see Sarah and Hassan in Australia, the night before they came to this country?'

Stephen looked up at her. 'Er ... yes, I went to their hotel,' he said. 'I asked Sarah to leave Hassan and come back to me. But how did you know that?'

'Sarah told me, of course. Was Hassan there?'

'No. He ...' Stephen stopped. Then he said, 'Why do you ask?'

Anna opened her handbag. 'Look at this,' she said. 'What is it? Do you know?'

He looked at it, and then at Anna. 'A tube of toothpaste. Why?'

'That's right. A policeman gave it to me. And he took it from a man. You met that man last night, Stephen. You gave him ten tubes of toothpaste. What was in those tubes of toothpaste, Stephen?'

Stephen said nothing. He looked at the toothpaste, and stood up. But Anna was between him and the door. She gave the toothpaste to him.

'Would you like to clean you teeth, Stephen?'

He began to move to the door, but Anna took his arm. 'You don't love Sarah, do you, Stephen? You hate her, because she left you! You put three of these tubes in Sarah's bag, and then you phoned the police. You told them about the tubes in my daughter's bag ... You want Sarah to die!'

'No!' Stephen said. 'No, no ... not Sarah ... Hassan! I put them in Hassan's bag, not Sarah's. I wanted Hassan to die!'

He opened the door quickly, and then stopped. A man stood there—Inspector Aziz. He put his hand on Stephen's arm.

'It's an old story, young man,' he said. 'It happens every day. My first girlfriend left me for a new man. I was very angry too. I hated him. But I didn't want to kill him. Come on. Let's go. You can tell your story to the judge.'



upstairs adv. up the stairs. 向楼上。

bedroom n. room for sleeping in. 卧室，起居室。

play with toy with. 玩弄。

between prep. in or into the space separating two people etc. 介于二者之间。

hate v. strongly dislike. 讨厌。


第七章

第二天早上，四点半，安娜·哈兰站在一家旅馆门前安静的街道上。她等待着，而后听到旅馆后面有汽车的声音。车门开了又关上了。安娜静静地等待着，沿路望着。一个男的走上了这条街道，在一个小店旁站住了。他没有看安娜。但是安娜看着他，笑了。接着，她走进了旅馆。
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她上了楼，敲了敲一个房间的门。一个男人应声了。

“谁呀？”

“斯蒂芬，是我。”她说，“我是安娜·哈兰。开门吧，我要和你谈谈。”

门开了，斯蒂芬慢慢地向外张望。“安娜？这个时候，你在这儿干什么？现在是……”

安娜快步走进了房间。“是的，才四点半。萨拉10点钟就又要上法庭了。年轻人，我需要你的帮助，起床吧。”

“但是……我能做什么呢？”

安娜看着他。“你昨天晚上去见了一个人。怎么样？他能帮助萨拉吗？”

斯蒂芬慢条斯理地说：“不能，对不起，他帮不了萨拉。”但他没有看着安娜。

安娜觉得浑身发冷，很生气。“我明白了。”她说，“好吧，那我和你能帮助她吗？告诉我，斯蒂芬，关于哈桑，你知道些什么？”

“哈桑？”斯蒂芬愤怒地说，“是这样的。我们在澳大利亚遇到他，然后萨拉就跟他走了。她不了解他，但我知道——他只是个仪表堂堂的富家子弟。他喜欢玩弄女孩子，但他不爱她！”

“那你爱她吗，斯蒂芬？”

斯蒂芬没有立刻回答。安娜等了两三秒钟。“他不知道，”她想，“他不能回答这个问题。”

“是的，哈兰太太，我当然爱她。”

“但是他没有看着我，”安娜想，“他看着窗外，他不是在想萨拉。”

“斯蒂芬，”安娜平静地问，“萨拉和哈桑来这个国家的前一天晚上还在澳大利亚，你去看他们了吗？”

斯蒂芬抬起头，看着她，“呃……是的，我去了他们住的旅馆。”他说，“我让萨拉离开哈桑，回到我身边。不过，你是怎么知道这件事的？”

“当然是萨拉告诉我的。哈桑在场吗？”

“不，他……”斯蒂芬停住了。接着他说：“你为什么要问这些？”

安娜打开她的手提袋。“看看这个，”她说，“这是什么？你知道吗？”

他看着它，又看看安娜。“一管牙膏，怎么了？”
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“没错。这是一个警察给我的，他从一个男的那儿得到的。斯蒂芬，你昨天晚上去见了那个人，你给了他10管牙膏。这些牙膏管里装的是什么，斯蒂芬？”

斯蒂芬哑口无言。他看着牙膏，站了起来。但是安娜挡在了他和门之间。她把牙膏递给他。

“你可以用它刷刷牙吗？斯蒂芬，可以吗？”

他开始向门口走去，但安娜抓住了他的胳膊。“你不爱萨拉，对不对，斯蒂芬？你恨她，因为她离开了你！你把三管这样的牙膏放在她的包里，而后你又给警察打电话，告诉他们我女儿包里的牙膏管……你想要萨拉死！”

“不！”斯蒂芬说，“不，不……不是萨拉……是哈桑！我把牙膏放在了哈桑的包里，而不是萨拉的。我想要哈桑去死！”

他迅速地打开门，却站住了。一个男人站在那儿——阿齐兹探长。他抓住了斯蒂芬的胳膊。

“这是一个老套的故事，年轻人。”他说，“它天天都在上演。我的第一个女朋友为了另一个人离开了我。我也很愤怒。我恨他。但是我并不想杀他。来吧，我们走。你可以把你的故事讲给法官听。”


Chapter 8

At eleven o'clock that morning, Sarah and Hassan were free. Sarah stood with her mother, Inspector Aziz, and Mr Cheng. She smiled happily.

'Mother, you're wonderful! Now I can be happy! But ... how did you know about Stephen?'

Inspector Aziz answered. 'Young woman,' he said. 'Remember, your mother is a doctor. She knew Stephen was ill because of his eyes, and his body. His eyes are very big and dark, and his body is always moving ...'

'Well, yes,' Anna said. 'But you helped me, Sarah. You said he was different—remember? And I looked at him carefully, and began to think. Heroin does that to people.'

'He did a very bad thing,' Sarah said slowly, 'but I feel sorry for him now. When is he going to court, Inspector?'

'I don't know,' the Inspector said. 'In two weeks, perhaps. But don't think about him. Would you like to see our beautiful country, Mrs Harland? Where would you like to go?'

Anna smiled at him. 'Thank you. But I can't stay. Tomorrow, I'm going back to England, to talk to Stephen's mother and father.'

Inspector Aziz looked at her, and said nothing for a minute. Then he said quietly: 'Yes. I feel very sorry for them. It kills a lot of young people, this heroin.'

'Yes. But it isn't going to kill my daughter. She isn't going to die now.' Anna took Sarah's hand. 'So thank you again, Inspector Aziz and Mr Cheng. And goodbye. Now I'm going to have a long cold drink in a quiet garden with my daughter and her new young man. I want to know a lot more about him.'

Hassan stood with his mother and father near the door of the court. Anna Harland put her hand on her daughter's arm, and smiled at them.



remember v. keep or have in the memory. 记住，记着。

feel sorry for feel sympathy for. 同情。

drink n. liquid for drinking. 饮料。

garden n. private ground used for growing flowers etc. 花园。


第八章

那天上午11点，萨拉和哈桑获释了。萨拉和她的妈妈、阿齐兹探长以及程先生站在一起。她开心地笑了。

“妈妈，你真了不起！我现在可以高高兴兴的啦！但是……你是怎么知道是斯蒂芬的呢？”

阿齐兹探长回答说：“姑娘，”他说，“记住，你妈妈是医生。看到斯蒂芬的眼睛和身体状况，她就知道他有病。他的眼睛很大，但黯淡无光，他的身子还总是在颤抖……”

“哦，是的，”安娜说，“不过，你帮了我，萨拉。你说过，他和以前不一样了——还记得吗？然后我很认真地观察他，开始思考。海洛因会使人变成那样的。”

“他确实干了一件坏事，”萨拉慢慢地说，“但是我现在很同情他。他什么时候上法庭，探长？”

“我不知道，”探长说，“也许两个星期后。不过不要想他了。您愿意看看我们美丽的国家吗，哈兰太太？您想去哪儿？”

安娜冲他笑了笑。“谢谢你。可我不能待在这儿。我明天就回英格兰，把这事跟斯蒂芬的父母谈谈。”

阿齐兹探长看着她，沉默了一会儿。然后他平静地说：“是呀，我为他们感到难过。海洛因毁了很多年轻人。”

“是啊，但是它不会伤害我女儿。现在她不会死了。”安娜拉住萨拉的手，“所以再次谢谢你们，阿齐兹探长，程先生，再见。现在，我要去找一个安静的花园，和我的女儿，还有她的新任男朋友，慢慢地喝冷饮。我要多了解一些他的情况。”

哈桑和他的父母站在法庭门口不远的地方。安娜·哈兰手挽着她的女儿，冲着他们微笑。


ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1．Read the story introduction of the book. How much do you know now about the story?

Tick one box for each sentence.




1) Anna Harland is Sarah's daughter.

YES □／NO □

2) Sarah had heroin in her bag.

YES □／NO □

3) Sarah said that it was her heroin.

YES □／NO □

4) Anna thinks that it was Sarah's heroin.

YES □／NO □

5) People who take heroin die.

YES □／NO □

2．What is going to happen in the story? Can you guess?

Tick one box for each sentence.




1) Sarah Harland dies.

YES □／NO □

2) Sarah's new boyfriend dies.

YES □／NO □

3) Sarah and her new boyfriend get married.

YES □／NO □

4) Sarah's old boyfriend helps her.

YES □／NO □

5) Sarah goes back to England with her mother.

YES □／NO □


ACTIVITIES



While Reading

1．Read Chapters 1 and 2. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1) The prison is in England.

2) Sarah came to this country with Stephen.

3) Hassan is in prison too.

4) The heroin was in a box of chocolates.

5) Sarah worked in a hospital so she knew about heroin.

2．Read Chapter 3. Use these words from the story to complete this paragraph. (Use each word once.)

die, kills, happy, airport, tubes, money, Death, toothpaste, bags, telephoned

People take heroin because at first it makes them________. But in the end it________them. This is why it is called the White________. People sell heroin for lots of________. The law says that people who bring heroin into the country must________. Someone________the police and said that a young man and a young woman had heroin in their________. When Sarah and Hassan arrived at the________, the police looked in their bags. They found three________of toothpaste. But there was heroin in the tubes, not________.

3．Read Chapter 4. Who said this? Who were they talking to? Who or what were they talking about?

1) 'But Sarah—he was your boyfriend for two years!'

2) 'He doesn't love me now, and I don't love him.'

3) 'That's very important.'

4) 'I bought it.'

5) 'Why did she carry it for you?'

4．Read Chapters 5 and 6. Choose the correct ending for each sentence.

1) Stephen said that ...

(a) Sarah knew about the heroin but Hassan didn't.

(b) Hassan knew about the heroin but Sarah didn't.

(c) Hassan and Sarah both knew about the heroin.

2) Stephen told Anna to come to his hotel ...

(a) tomorrow morning.

(b) toninght.

(c) tomorrow night.

3) Sarah is sometimes ill because ...

(a) she takes heroin.

(b) she is going to have a baby.

(c) she is frightened.

4) The father of the baby is ...

(a) Stephen.

(b) Mr Cheng.

(c) Hassan.

5) The law says that they can't kill ...

(a) a woman.

(b) a woman who is going to have a baby.

(c) a man and a woman who are going to have a baby.

5．Read Chapters 7 and 8. Here are some untrue sentences. Change them into true sentences.

1) Sarah put the heroin in the toothpaste tubes.

2) Hassan put the heroin in Sarah's bag.

3) Stephen didn't want Hassan to die.

4) Inspector Aziz married his first girlfriend.

5) Anna knew about Stephen because she takes heroin.

6) Anna was angry about Sarah and Hassan.

7) Stephen is going to go back to England.

6．What is going to happen after the end of the story? What do you think?

1) Sarah and Hassan get married.

2) Stephen dies.

3) Sarah becomes a doctor.

4) Stephen's mother and father are angry with Anna.

5) Sarah and Hassan go to live in England.


ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1．Choose the odd one out in these groups of words.

1) police, prison, baby, arrest, inspector

2) daughter, judge, court, jury, lawyer

3) hospital, doctor, drug, ill, toothpaste

4) airport, plane, heroin, bag, hotel.

2．Fill in the chart with information about the people. Then use the information to write a short description of each person. Use pronouns (he, she, etc.) and join your sentences with and where possible.

Example: Sarah is 19. She is tall and she ...
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3．The chapters in this book do not have titles. Here is a list of titles. Choose one for each chapter.


  
    	Sarah's story
    	Hassan's story
  

  
    	In prison
    	Inspector Aziz
  

  
    	Heroin kills
    	Stephen is angry
  

  
    	Stephen's story
    	Sarah is ill
  



4．Here is a conversation between Anna and Inspector Aziz. It is in the wrong order. Write it out in the correct order and put in the speakers' names. Aziz speaks first (number 8).

1) ________ 'Because his eyes are very big and dark, and his body is always moving.'

2) ________ 'Go to Stephen's hotel early tomorrow morning. Show this tube of toothpaste to him. It has heroin in it.'

3) ________ 'I think that he takes heroin.'

4) ________ 'I think that you are right. So I want you to help me.'

5) ________ 'I'm going to be outside the door. I'm going to listen to what he says.'

6) ________ 'Of course, Inspector. What can I do?'

7) ________ 'Why do you think that?'

8) 　Aziz　 'You're a doctor. What do you think about Stephen, Mrs Harland?'

9) ________ 'But how can that help?'

5．Here is a new illustration for the story. Find the best place in the story to put the picture, and answer these questions.

The picture goes in Chapter________.

1) Who are the people in this picture?

2) Where are they now, and where are they going to go?

3) What is the young man going to say? Can you imagine?

Now write a caption for the picture.
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Caption:_________________________________

6．Choose answers to these questions.

1) The law in this story says that people who bring heroin into the country must die. Is this right?

(a) Yes. The law must punish people who do bad things.

(b) No. It is always wrong to kill people, and sometimes the wrong person dies.

(c) Perhaps. It is better for the judge to decide each time.

2) When Hassan hit the police car, his father bought a new car for the police and Hassan didn't go to prison. Was this right?

(a) Yes. It was just an accident. Hassan didn't kill anyone.

(b) No. People who do something bad must go to prison.

(c) Perhaps. Rich people can pay, so they don't go to prison. But what about poor people?

7．What do you think about Sarah's two boyfriends?

1) 'It was my toothpaste,' Hassan said to the court. Why did he say that? Was he right to say it?

2) 'Of course I love Sarah,' Stephen said to Anna. Do you think that was true? Why, or why not?
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内容简介

在美国的堪萨斯州，没有巫婆或巫师，可是那里有龙卷风。有一天，一阵龙卷风把多萝西和她的狗托托连同她的房子一起卷到了一个叫奥兹的国度。在奥兹住着四个巫婆和一个非常有名的巫师——奥兹魔法师。

多萝西想重新回到家乡堪萨斯，但是她不知怎样才能回去。她需要帮助。北方巫婆对她说：“去绿宝石城吧，请求奥兹魔法师帮助你。”

其后多萝西先后遇见了稻草人、锡人和胆小鬼狮子，而他们也都需要帮助。因此，多萝西和他们一起踏上了通向绿宝石城的黄砖路。可是他们去那里找什么呢？这个大名鼎鼎的奥兹魔法师是谁？他是怎样一个人呢？


THE WIZARD OF OZ

In Kansas, USA, there are no witches or wizards. But there are cyclones, and one day a cyclone blows Dorothy's house, with Dorothy and her dog Toto in it, to a country called Oz. And in Oz there are four witches, and a very famous wizard—the Wizard of Oz.




Dorothy wants to go home to Kansas, but she doesn't know how to get there. She needs help. 'Go to the Emerald City,' the Witch of the North tells her, 'and ask the Wizard of Oz to help you.'




Then Dorothy meets the Scarecrow, the Tin Man, and the Cowardly Lion, but they need help too. So they all take the yellow brick road to the Emerald City. But what are they going to find there? Who—or what—is the famous Wizard of Oz?
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1

The cyclone

Dorothy lived in a small house in Kansas, with Uncle Henry, Aunt Em, and a little black dog called Toto.

There were no trees and no hills in Kansas, and it was often very windy. Sometimes the wind came very fast and very suddenly. That was a cyclone, and it could blow trees and people and buildings away. There were cellars under all the houses. And when a cyclone came, people went down into their cellars and stayed there.

One day Uncle Henry came out and looked up at the sky. Then he ran quickly back into the house.

'There's a cyclone coming,' he called to Aunt Em and Dorothy. 'We must go down into the cellar!'

They ran to the door of the cellar, but Toto was afraid, and he ran under the bed. Dorothy ran after him.

'Quick!' shouted Aunt Em from the cellar. 'Leave the dog and come down into the cellar!'

Dorothy picked up Toto and ran to the cellar door. But before she got there, the cyclone hit the house.

And then a very strange thing happened.

The house moved, and then it went slowly up, up, up into the sky. Aunt Em and Uncle Henry were down in the cellar under the ground, but the house, Dorothy, and Toto went up to the top of the cyclone. Dorothy looked through the open cellar door and saw hills and houses, a long way down. She closed the cellar door quickly.
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The wind blew the house along for many hours. At first Dorothy was afraid.

'But we can't do anything about it,' she said to Toto. 'So let's wait and see.' And after two or three hours, she and Toto went to sleep.

When Dorothy opened her eyes again, the house was on the ground and everything was quiet. She picked up Toto, opened the door, and went out. They saw tall trees and beautiful flowers, and little houses with blue doors.

Dorothy gave a little cry. 'This isn't Kansas, Toto! And who are these people?'

There were three very short men in blue hats, coats and trousers, and a little old woman in a beautiful white dress. The woman walked up to Dorothy and said, 'Thank you, thank you! Now the people are free!'

'Why are you thanking me?' Dorothy asked.

 'You killed the Witch of the East,' said the woman. 'She was a bad witch, and her people, the Munchkins, were very afraid of her. Now she is dead, and we and the Munchkins want to thank you.'

The little old woman and the three little men all smiled happily at Dorothy, but Dorothy did not understand.

'But I didn't kill anybody!' she said.
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'Your house fell on the Witch,' laughed the little woman. 'Look! You can see her feet!'

Dorothy looked, and saw two feet, with red shoes, under the house. Suddenly, one of the Munchkins gave a shout. 'Look! Her feet are disappearing in the hot sun.'

A second later, there were only the red shoes.

'Good,' said the little woman. She picked up the shoes and gave them to Dorothy. 'They're your shoes now. You must wear them, because a witch's shoes can sometimes do wonderful things.'

'Thank you,' said Dorothy. 'But who are you? Are you a Munchkin?'

'No, but I'm their friend. I'm the Witch of the North, and I came to see the dead Witch of the East. But don't be afraid—I'm a good witch.'

'But Aunt Em says there aren't any witches.'

'Oh yes, there are!' said the Witch. 'Here in the country of Oz we have four witches. The witches of the North and the South are good witches, but those of the East and the West are bad witches. Now the Witch of the East is dead, so there is only one bad witch. We have a famous wizard, too. We call him the Wizard of Oz, and he lives in the Emerald City. How many witches and wizards do you have in your country?'

'We don't have any,' said Dorothy. Suddenly she remembered Aunt Em and Uncle Henry. 'How can I get back home to Kansas?' she asked.

'Where is Kansas?' asked the good Witch. 'I don't know a country called Kansas, so I can't tell you the way.'

Dorothy began to cry. 'Oh dear! What can I do?'

'Please don't cry!' said the Witch. 'Go and see the Wizard of Oz. He's a good wizard, and perhaps he can help you. It's a long way, and you must walk there. I can't go with you, but I can give you my kiss.'

She gave Dorothy a little kiss. It looked like a small red flower on Dorothy's face.

'Now nothing can hurt you,' she said. 'Look—there is the road to the Emerald City. It is made of yellow bricks, so you cannot lose your way... Goodbye.'

'Goodbye!' said the three little Munchkins.

In the house Dorothy found some bread and some apples, and she put them all in a bag. Then she put on her blue and white dress. 'Now I look nice,' she said. She looked down at her old shoes. Then she remembered the bad Witch's red shoes, and put them on.

She picked up her bag of food. 'Come on, Toto!' she called. 'We're going to find the Wizard of Oz.'
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windy adj. with much wind. 多风的。

cyclone n. violent destructive windstorm. 暴风；龙卷风。

cellar n. underground room for storing things. （储藏东西用的）地下室，地窖。

pick up take hold of and lift sb./sth. 举起或抬起某人或某物；拿起；拾起。

walk up (to sb./sth.) approach sb./sth. 走近某人或某物。

be afraid (of sb./sth.) frightened. 畏惧；害怕。

dead adj. no longer alive. 死的。

kill v. cause death or cause the death of (sb./sth.) 致死；杀死；扼杀某人或某物。

disappear v. no longer be visible, vanish. 消失；失踪。

wear v. have (sth.) on one's body, esp. as clothing, as an ornament. etc. 穿戴，配戴（衣物等）；留，蓄（毛发等）。

hurt v. cause physical injury or pain to (sb./oneself, a part of the body, an animal, etc.). 使（某人[自己]、身体某个部位、动物等）受伤或肉体疼痛。

remember v. have or keep sth. in memory; recall to one's memory. 记着或记住（某事物）；回想起。

be going to do sth. used to show what sb. is intending or planing to do in the future. 用以表示某人打算做某事。


1．龙卷风

多萝西和她的舅舅亨利、舅妈埃姆以及小黑狗托托住在堪萨斯州的一幢小房子里。

堪萨斯没有树也没有山，却常常刮风。有时候会突然刮起风速极大的风，这就是龙卷风，它能将树木和人甚至房屋卷走，因而每幢房屋都有地下室。当龙卷风刮起时，人们就钻进地下室躲起来。

一天，亨利舅舅走出房子，抬头看了看天空。然后他飞快地跑进屋去。

“龙卷风就要来了，”他冲埃姆舅妈和多萝西喊道，“我们得进地下室！”

他们跑向地下室的门口，可托托受了惊吓，钻到了床底下。于是多萝西追了过去。

“快点儿！”埃姆舅妈在地下室里大喊，“别管狗了，下地下室来！”

多萝西抱起托托，跑向地下室的门口。可还没有跑到跟前，龙卷风就刮来了。

接着，一件非常奇怪的事发生了。

房子开始移动，然后慢慢升高，升高，升高，一直升到了半空中。埃姆舅妈和亨利舅舅在地底下的地下室里，但房子、多萝西和托托却升到了龙卷风的顶端。透过地板上那敞开的地下室门口，多萝西远远地看到了地面上的山峦和房屋，她迅速地关上了地下室的门。

龙卷风卷着房子刮了好几个小时。一开始多萝西很害怕。

“可是我们也无能为力呀，”她对托托说，“我们只有等着瞧了。”两三个钟头过去了，她和托托都睡着了。

当多萝西再次睁开眼睛时，房子已经落在地面上了，四周静悄悄的。她抱起托托，推开房门走了出去。她们看到高大的树木、美丽的花朵以及一些有着蓝色屋门的小房子。

多萝西轻声惊叫：“托托，这儿不是堪萨斯！这些人是谁呀？”

这里有三个非常矮小的男子，穿着蓝色的外套和裤子，戴着蓝帽子。还有一个矮小的老婆婆，穿着漂亮的白色衣裙。老婆婆向多萝西走来，对她说：“谢谢你，谢谢！现在我们的人民自由了。”

“你为什么要感谢我呢？”多萝西问道。

“因为你杀死了东方女巫，”老婆婆回答，“她是个坏巫婆，而她的人民——芒奇金人——以前都很怕她。现在她死了，我们和芒奇金人都要感谢你。”

矮小的老婆婆和三个小矮人一起朝多萝西快乐地微笑着，可多萝西还是不明白。

“我可没有杀任何人！”她说。

“你的房子落在了那巫婆身上，”老婆婆大笑起来，“瞧！你还能看见她的两只脚呢！”

多萝西看见了房子下面两只穿着红鞋的脚。突然，一个芒奇金人大叫起来：“看呐！她的脚在烈日下正慢慢消失。”

一眨眼的工夫，地上只剩下红鞋子了。

“很好，”老婆婆说。她拾起鞋子，把它们递给多萝西，说：“从现在起，这就是你的了。你必须穿着它们，因为一双女巫的鞋子有时会做出神奇的事来。”

“谢谢，”多萝西说，“可你是谁？是芒奇金人吗？”

“不，但我是他们的朋友。我是北方女巫，到这儿来看东方女巫的尸体。别害怕，我是个好巫婆。”

“可埃姆舅妈说世上没有巫婆。”

“哦，不！有巫婆。”女巫说，“在奥兹国共有四个女巫，其中南方和北方的女巫是好的，而东方和西方的女巫是坏的。现在东方女巫已死，所以就剩下一个坏巫婆了。这里还有一个著名的魔法师，我们叫他奥兹魔法师，他住在绿宝石城。你们那里有多少巫婆和魔法师？”

“我们那儿可没有，”多萝西回答。她忽然想起了埃姆舅妈和亨利舅舅。“我怎样才能返回堪萨斯呢？”她问。

“堪萨斯是什么地方？”好心的巫婆问她，“我从不知道一个叫堪萨斯的国家，因此我没法给你指路。”

多萝西哭了起来，“天哪，我该怎么办？”

“别哭，”女巫说，“去见奥兹魔法师吧，他是个好法师，或许能帮你。路途遥远，但你必须走着去。我不能陪你去，不过我可以给你一个吻。”

她轻轻吻了多萝西一下，那个吻就像贴在多萝西脸颊上的一朵小红花。

“从现在起没有什么能伤害你了，”女巫说，“看，这就是通向绿宝石城的路。它是用黄砖铺成的，所以你不会迷路……再见。”

“再见了！”三个矮小的芒奇金人齐声说。

多萝西在房子里找到了一些面包和几个苹果，她把它们装进了一个包里。然后她换上了她那条蓝白花色的裙子。“现在我可漂亮了。”她自言自语道。看了看自己的旧鞋子，她想起坏女巫的那双红鞋，于是就换上了。

她拿起装食物的包。“走，托托！”她喊道，“我们去找奥兹魔法师。”


2

The yellow brick road

Dorothy and Toto walked along the yellow brick road for a long time. When they were tired, they stopped in a field by the road. Not far away, there was a scarecrow, and Dorothy and Toto walked across to look at it.

'Good day,' said the Scarecrow.

'Oh!' said Dorothy. 'You can speak!'

'Of course I can speak,' said the Scarecrow. 'But I can't move, up here on this pole... I'd like to get down. Can you help me?'

Carefully, Dorothy took the Scarecrow off his pole.

'Thank you very much,' said the Scarecrow. He moved his arms and legs, and straw went everywhere. 'Who are you?' he asked. 'And where are you going?'

'I'm Dorothy, and I'm going to the Emerald City. I want to go home to Kansas, but I don't know the way. I'm going to ask the Wizard of Oz for help.'

'Where is the Emerald City?' asked the Scarecrow. 'And who is the Wizard of Oz? I don't know anything, you see, because I have no brains in my head—only straw.'

'Oh dear!' said Dorothy. 'I'm very sorry.'

'I would very much like to have some brains,' the Scarecrow said. 'Can I go to the Emerald City with you? Perhaps the Wizard of Oz can give me some brains. What do you think?'
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'I don't know,' said Dorothy. 'But yes, please come with me. He's a famous wizard, so perhaps he can help you.' She felt very sorry for the Scarecrow. 'Don't be afraid of Toto,' she said. 'He never hurts people.'

'Nothing can hurt me,' said the Scarecrow. 'I'm not afraid of anything... Well, that's not true. I am afraid of fire, of course.'

Dorothy walked along the road with her new friend. Soon she began to feel hungry, so she sat down and she and Toto ate some bread and apples. 'Would you like some, Scarecrow?' said Dorothy.

'No, thank you,' said the Scarecrow. 'I don't need to eat or drink. You can't eat when you're made of straw... Now, tell me about your home.'

So Dorothy told him about Kansas, and Uncle Henry and Aunt Em, and the cyclone.

'But why do you want to leave this beautiful country?' asked the Scarecrow. 'Kansas, you say, has no trees, no green hills, no gardens. I don't understand.'

'That's because you have no brains,' said Dorothy. 'Kansas is my home. We say, "East, west—home's best", and it's true. I want to go home.'

They walked along the road for some hours, and then it got dark. Dorothy was tired, and soon the Scarecrow saw a little house behind some trees. There was nobody there, so they went in. Dorothy and Toto slept, but the Scarecrow just stood all night with his eyes open.

'Scarecrows don't sleep,' he said.

*　　*　　*

In the morning Dorothy looked for water.

'Why do you want water?' asked the Scarecrow.

'Toto and I are thirsty. And I need to wash.'

'I'm sorry for you,' said the Scarecrow. 'You need a lot of things! But you have brains, and you can think, and that's wonderful.'

They found some water, and Dorothy washed. Then she and Toto ate some bread. Suddenly, they heard a shout from the trees near the house, and they all ran out of the house to look.

They saw a man by a big tree, with an axe in his hand. He was made of tin. He stood very still and shouted 'Help!' again and again.

'What can I do for you?' asked Dorothy.

'I can't move,' said the Tin Man. 'Please oil me. There's an oil-can in my house.'

At once Dorothy ran back to the house and found the oil-can. Then she came back and, with the Scarecrow's help, she carefully oiled the Tin Man. Slowly, he began to move, first his head, and then his arms and legs.

'Thank you,' he said. 'I feel better now.' He put down his axe. 'I went out in the rain, you see, and water is very bad for a tin body. I was there for a long time, and nobody came to help me.'
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'We stopped at your house for the night,' Dorothy said, 'and we heard your shout this morning.'

'Where are you going?' asked the Tin Man.

So Dorothy told him about the Wizard of Oz. 'I want to go back to Kansas, and the Scarecrow wants some brains,' she said.

The Tin Man was very interested. 'Can the Wizard give me a heart, do you think? I have no heart, so I can't love, or feel... I would very much like to have a heart.'

'Come with us,' said the Scarecrow.

'Yes,' said Dorothy. 'And then you can ask the Wizard for help, too.'

So they all walked along the yellow brick road. There were many tall trees next to the road, and sometimes the three friends heard noises from animals behind the trees. Dorothy did not like these noises very much.

'How far is it to the Emerald City?' she asked the Tin Man. 'Do you know?'

'It's a long way, I think,' said the Tin Man. 'And we must be careful because—'

But just then a big lion suddenly ran out from the trees, into the road. It opened its mouth—it had long yellow teeth—and began to run after Toto.
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Dorothy was afraid for Toto. She ran up to the lion and hit it on the nose with her bag. 'Don't hurt my dog!' she cried angrily. 'He's smaller than you!'

'I didn't hurt him,' said the Lion. 'Don't hit me again— please!'

'Why—you're afraid!' said Dorothy. 'Be quiet, Toto, he isn't going to hurt you. He's more afraid than you are. He's just a big coward.'

'It's true,' said the Lion. 'I am a coward. Everyone thinks lions are brave. I make a lot of noise, but I'm not brave. I'm just a coward.' And the Cowardly Lion began to cry.

Then Dorothy told him about the Wizard of Oz. 'Come with us to the Emerald City,' she said. 'I want to go back to Kansas, the Scarecrow wants some brains, and the Tin Man wants a heart. Perhaps the Wizard of Oz can make you brave.'

'Oh, thank you!' said the Lion. 'I would very much like to be brave.'

And so the Cowardly Lion came with them. At first Toto was afraid of him, but very soon he and the Lion were good friends.

That night Dorothy and Toto slept under a big tree, next to the Cowardly Lion's big, warm body. In the morning they ate the last of their bread.

'Oh dear!' said Dorothy. 'What are we going to eat for dinner?'
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'I can kill an animal for you,' said the Cowardly Lion.

'Oh no—please don't kill anything!' the Tin Man said. He began to cry. 'We don't want to hurt any animals. I haven't got a heart, but I feel sorry for them.'

Dorothy quickly got out the oil-can and oiled his face.

'Don't cry,' she said. 'You know water is bad for you.'

They walked along the yellow road, and after an hour or two they came to a big river.

'Oh no!' said Dorothy. 'How can we get across?'

The Lion looked down at the river. 'I'm very afraid of falling,' he said, 'but I think I can jump across.'

'Good!' said the Scarecrow at once. 'You can carry us on your back, one at a time.'

So the Cowardly Lion jumped across the river, first with the Scarecrow on his back, then with Dorothy and Toto, and last with the Tin Man.

But soon they came to a second river. This one was very big, and the Lion could not jump across it. The Scarecrow thought for a minute.

'Look,' he said. 'There's a tall tree next to the river. The Tin Man can cut it down with his axe. And when the tree falls across the river, we can walk across the tree.'

'Very good,' said the Lion. 'For somebody with straw in their head, and not brains.'

So the Tin Man cut down the tree with his axe, and soon they were all across that river, too.
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scarecrow n. figure resembling a person that is dressed in old clothes and set up in a field to frighten away birds. 稻草人。

brains n. mind or intellect; intelligence. 头脑；智力。

straw n. cut and dried stalks of grain plants. 麦杆；稻草。

tired adj. feel that one Would like to sleep or rest. 困倦的；疲倦的。

famous adj. known to very many people; celebrated. 出名的；著名的。

wash v. act of cleaning or being cleaned with water. 洗；洗涤。

thirsty adj. feel thirst. 渴的。

oil v. put oil on or into (sth.) (e. g. , to make part of a machine run smoothly), lubricate. 给（某物）加润滑油；用油润滑。

carefully adv. painstakingly; cautiously. 仔细地；细心地；谨慎地。

interested adj. showing curiosity or concern (about sb. or sth. ). （对某人或某事）感兴趣的；关心的。

ask sb. for help 向某人求助。

coward n. person who lacks courage; person who runs away from danger. 胆小鬼；懦夫。

angrily adv. in an angry way. 生气地；愤怒地。

at once immediately; without delay. 立刻；马上；立即。


2．黄砖路

多萝西和托托沿着黄砖路走了很久。累了，她们便停在路边的一片稻田里。不远处有一个稻草人。多萝西和托托穿过田地去看他。

“你好啊。”稻草人说。

“哦！”多萝西惊叫，“你居然会说话！”

“我当然会说话了，”稻草人回答道，“不过我不会动，只能待在这根杆上……我想下来。你能帮我一下吗？”

多萝西小心翼翼地将稻草人从杆上取下来。

“非常感谢，”稻草人说。他动动胳膊，又动动腿，稻草掉了一地。“你是谁？”他问道，“到哪里去？”

“我是多萝西，要去绿宝石城。我想回家乡堪萨斯，但不知该怎么走，所以我得去找奥兹魔法师帮忙。”

“绿宝石城在哪里？”稻草人问，“奥兹魔法师又是谁？你瞧，我什么都不知道，因为我的脑袋里没有大脑——只有稻草。”

“哦，天哪！”多萝西回答，“太遗憾了。”

“我很想长点脑子，”稻草人说，“我能和你一起去绿宝石城吗？或许奥兹魔法师能给我点脑子。你觉得怎么样？”

“我也不知道。”多萝西回答道，“好的，你和我们一起去吧。他是个伟大的魔法师，或许可以帮你。”她十分同情稻草人。“别怕托托，”她说，“它从不伤人。”

“没人可以伤害我，”稻草人说，“我什么也不怕……嗯，不对，当然我是怕火的。”

多萝西和她的新朋友沿着路走，没过多久她就感到饿了。她坐下来，和托托一起吃了些面包和苹果。“稻草人，你想吃点吗？”多萝西问。

“不了，谢谢，”稻草人回答，“我既不需要吃也不需要喝。如果你是稻草做的，你也不用吃东西……现在，给我讲讲你的家吧。”

于是，多萝西就给他讲起了堪萨斯，讲起了亨利舅舅和埃姆舅妈，讲起了龙卷风。

“那你为什么还要离开这个美丽的国度呢？”稻草人问她，“你说了，堪萨斯没有树木，没有青山，没有花园。我不明白。”

“问这个问题说明你没有脑子。”多萝西说，“堪萨斯是我的家乡呀，我们常说：‘无论身在何方——家是最好的地方。’的确是这样的，我就是想回家。”

他们又沿着路走了几个小时。天色渐黑，多萝西累了，很快稻草人看见树丛后有一幢小屋。屋里没人，他们就进去了。多萝西和托托睡觉了，而稻草人却睁着眼站了一夜。

“稻草人才不睡觉呢。”他说。

*　　*　　*

早上，多萝西找水喝。

“你为什么要喝水？”稻草人问她。

“我和托托都渴了。我还需要洗脸。”

“我真同情你。”稻草人说，“你有这么多的需要！但你有大脑，你还能思考，真好！”

他们找到一些水。多萝西洗漱完毕，和托托一起吃了些面包。突然，屋旁的树林里传来一声叫喊，于是他们都从屋里跑出去看。

他们看见一个锡做的人，手持一把斧头，站在一棵大树边。他一动不动，一遍又一遍地喊“救命”。

“我怎么帮你呢？”多萝西问。

“我动不了了，”锡人回答，“请给我上点油，我的屋里有油罐。”

多萝西立刻跑进房里，找到了油罐。然后她又跑回来，在稻草人的帮助下仔仔细细地给锡人加上油。慢慢地，锡人开始动了，先是头，接着是胳膊和腿。

“谢谢你，”锡人说，“现在我感觉好多了。”他放下斧子。“我在下雨时出来了，瞧，水对一个锡做的身体是非常有害的。我已经在那儿待了很久了，却没人来帮我。”

“我们在你的屋里过夜了，”多萝西说，“早上听见了你的叫声。”

“你们去哪儿？”锡人问。

于是，多萝西给他讲了奥兹魔法师的事。“我想回堪萨斯，而稻草人想要大脑。”她说。

锡人很感兴趣。“魔法师能给我一颗心吗？我没有心，所以我不能去爱或感觉……我非常想要一颗心。”

“跟我们走吧。”稻草人说。

“对，”多萝西说，“你也可以让奥兹魔法师帮你。”

就这样，他们一起沿着黄砖铺成的路往前走。路两旁有许多高大的树木，有时他们三人会听见树林里传来的动物的叫声。多萝西并不想听见这些声音。

“我们离绿宝石城还有多远？”她问锡人，“你知道吗？”

“我想，还很远呢。”锡人说，“而且我们必须小心点儿，因为——”

正在那时，一只巨大的狮子突然从树林里跑出来，跑到了路上。它张着嘴——露出一嘴黄黄的长牙齿——然后开始追托托。

多萝西担心托托，于是她冲向狮子，用她的包砸狮子的鼻子。“不许伤害我的狗！”她生气地大喊，“它比你个头小！”

“我没有伤害它，”狮子说，“别打我——求你了！”

“什么——你居然害怕了！”多萝西说，“安静，托托，他不会伤害你的。他比你更害怕。他只不过是一个身体巨大的胆小鬼。”

“说得对，”狮子说，“我是个胆小鬼。人人都以为狮子勇敢，虽然我经常叫嚣，但我并不勇敢。我只是个懦夫。”接着，胆小鬼狮子哭了起来。

多萝西告诉他有关奥兹魔法师的事。“和我们一起去绿宝石城吧。”她说，“我想回堪萨斯，稻草人想要大脑，锡人想要颗心。也许奥兹魔法师会让你勇敢起来。”

“哦，谢谢你！”狮子说，“我真的很想变得勇敢起来。”

这样，胆小鬼狮子就和他们一起上路了。一开始，托托还害怕他，但很快就和他成了好朋友。

当晚，多萝西和托托挨着胆小鬼狮子庞大、温暖的身体，睡在了一棵大树下。第二天早上，她们吃光了剩下的面包。

“哦，天呀！”多萝西说，“我们晚饭吃什么呢？”

“我能为你杀个动物。”胆小鬼狮子说。

“喔，不——别杀任何东西！”锡人说着，哭了起来，“我们不想伤害任何动物。虽然我没有心，但我同情它们。”

多萝西急忙取出油罐，给他的脸上涂上油。

“别哭了，”她说，“你知道水对你伤害大。”

他们顺着黄色的路走了一两个小时后，来到了一条大河前。

“哦，不！”多萝西说，“我们可怎么过去呢？”

狮子低头望了望河水。“虽然我很怕掉下去，”他说，“可我想我是可以跳过去的。”

“好啊！”稻草人马上说道，“你可以一个一个地驮我们过河。”

第一次，胆小鬼狮子驮稻草人跳过河去，接着是多萝西和托托，最后是锡人。

但不久他们又遇到了第二条河。这条河太宽了，狮子跳不过去。稻草人想了一下。

“看！”他说，“河边有一棵大树。锡人可以用斧子将它砍倒。树倒在河上，我们就能踩着树过河了。”

“太好了，”狮子说，“一个满脑袋稻草却没有大脑的人能想出这样一条妙计，真是太好了。”

于是锡人用斧子砍倒了树，很快他们都过了河。


3

The Emerald City

It was a long day. The yellow brick road went past fields and through trees, up hills and down hills. In the evening they began to see small green houses by the road. Sometimes little people in green clothes came out and looked at the friends. But they did not come near them, because they were afraid of the Cowardly Lion.

'Everything here is green. Perhaps we're near the Emerald City,' said Dorothy. 'Toto and I are hungry. Let's stop at the next house.'

A little woman opened the door, and Dorothy said, 'Please can we stay the night in your house?' The little woman looked at the Lion, and Dorothy said quickly, 'The Lion is my friend, and he never hurts anybody.'

'All right,' the little woman said. 'You can all come in.'

She put a wonderful dinner on the table. Dorothy and Toto ate a lot of it, and the Lion ate some of it. But the Scarecrow and the Tin Man ate nothing.

'Where are you all going?' asked the little woman.

'To the Emerald City,' said Dorothy. 'We want to see the Wizard of Oz.'

'That's not easy,' said the woman. 'The Wizard never goes out of his house, and nobody sees his face.'

'Is the Wizard a man?' asked the Scarecrow.
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'Nobody knows,' said the woman. 'He's a wizard, so he can be a man, or an animal—or anything!'

'How strange!' said Dorothy. 'But we need his help, so we must see him.'

The next day they thanked the woman, left the house, and began walking again. Soon they saw a beautiful city in front of them—it was the Emerald City at last.

The friends went up the yellow brick road to a big green door, and stopped. Slowly, the door opened, and a little man in green clothes stood there.

'We want to see the Wizard, please,' said Dorothy.

'Nobody sees the Wizard,' he said. 'He is a very good and very famous Wizard, but nobody can see him.'

'We must see him,' said Dorothy. 'Please ask him.'

'All right,' said the green man. 'I can take you to his house. But first, you must all put glasses on.' He opened a big box. In it were lots of glasses. 'You must wear your glasses all the time,' he said. 'Everybody in the city must wear glasses. The Wizard says this.'

So they all put on glasses. The green man put on some glasses too, and then he took them through the Emerald City. Everything in the city was green—men, women, children, houses, shops, streets...

The green man took them to a very big house, and they went into a long green room. 'Wait here,' he said. After a short time he came back.
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'You can see the Wizard,' he said. 'But you must go to him one by one. He wants to see the little girl first.'

Then he went away, and a green girl came in. She took Dorothy to a tall green door.

'The Wizard is in there,' said the green girl. 'He's waiting for you.' Dorothy went in. On a green chair was a very, very big head. There was no body, or arms, or legs—only a head. Its mouth opened and the Head said: 'I am Oz. Who are you, and what do you want?'

'I am Dorothy,' said the child bravely.

'Where did you get those red shoes?'

'From the bad Witch of the East,' said Dorothy. 'My house fell on her and killed her.'

'What is that thing on your face?'

'A kiss. The good Witch of the North kissed me,' said Dorothy. 'I need help, and she told me about you.'

'And what do you want?'

'I want to go home to Kansas,' answered Dorothy, 'but I don't know the way. Please help me to get home.'

The big eyes opened and closed, opened and closed. Then the mouth opened and the Head spoke again. 'Well,' it said. 'Perhaps I can help you. But first, you must do something for me.'

'What do you want me to do?' asked Dorothy.

'Kill the bad Witch of the West.'
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'But I don't want to kill anybody!' said Dorothy.

'You killed her sister. And you are wearing her shoes. Go now, and kill the Witch of the West.'

The little girl began to cry. 'But how can I kill the Witch?' she said. The big eyes opened and looked at her, but the Head did not answer. Dorothy went away, and then her friends went into the Wizard's room—first the Scarecrow, then the Tin Man, and last the Lion.

Later, they all met in the long green room and talked. Dorothy told her friends about the Head.

'That's interesting,' said the Scarecrow. 'I didn't see a Head; I saw a beautiful woman. I asked her for some brains and she said, "Yes, but first you must help Dorothy to kill the Witch of the West." '

'I saw a big animal with two heads,' said the Tin Man. 'I asked for a heart. The animal said, "I can give you a heart; but first you must help Dorothy to kill the Witch of the West." What did you see, Lion?'

'I saw a ball of fire,' said the Cowardly Lion. 'I said, "I'm a coward; please make me brave." And the fire said, "When the Witch of the West is dead, I can help you. But not before." I was angry then,' said the Lion, 'but the ball of fire got bigger and bigger, so I ran away.'

'Oh, what are we going to do?' said Dorothy.

'Well,' said the Scarecrow. 'We must find the Witch of the West, and then we must kill her.'
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wonderful adj. causing wonder; very surprising. 令人惊奇的；意想不到的。

sometimes adv. at some times but not all the time; occasionally. 有时候；间或；偶尔。

strange adj. not previously known, seen, felt, heard of, etc. ; not familiar or of one's own. 陌生的，未知的。

put on cloth oneself with. 穿上，戴上。

bravely adv. in a courageous way. 勇敢地。

answer v. thing said, written or done as a response or reaction; reply. 回答；应答；答复。

help sb. to do sth. 帮助某人做某事。


3．绿宝石城

又过了漫长的一天。他们沿着黄砖铺的路穿越田地树林，翻山越岭。走到傍晚，他们看见路边渐渐地有了一些绿色的小房子。有时会有身着绿衣的小矮人走出房子来，好奇地打量他们几个，但是这些小人儿从不靠近他们，因为他们害怕胆小鬼狮子。

“这里的一切都是绿色的，我们可能离绿宝石城不远了。”多萝西说，“我和托托饿了，到了下一个房子我们就停一下吧。”

一个矮小的妇人打开了房门，多萝西对她说：“请问，我们能在您这儿过一夜吗？”小妇人望着狮子，于是多萝西连忙说：“这狮子是我的朋友，他从不伤人。”

“好的。”小妇人回答道，“请进来吧。”

她准备了一桌丰盛的晚餐。多萝西和托托吃了许多，狮子吃了一些，而稻草人和锡人却什么也没吃。

“你们要去哪儿？”小妇人问。

“去绿宝石城，”多萝西回答，“我们想见奥兹魔法师。”

“那可不容易。”小妇人说，“魔法师从不离开他的房子，也没人见过他的脸。”

“魔法师是人吗？”稻草人问。

“没人知道，”小妇人说，“他是魔法师，所以他可以是人，也可以是动物或其他什么东西。”

“多奇怪啊！”多萝西感叹道，“可我们需要他的帮助，因而我们必须见他。”

第二天，他们谢过小妇人，离开她家继续赶路。很快一座美丽的城市出现在他们面前——他们终于到达绿宝石城了。

他们沿着黄砖路走到一扇绿色大门前停了下来。缓缓地，大门开了，一个身着绿衣绿裤的小矮人站在门内。

“我们求见魔法师。”多萝西说。

“没人见过魔法师。”他回答，“他是一位很好、很有名的法师，但没有人见过他。”

“我们必须见他，”多萝西说，“请转告他。”

“好吧，”绿衣人回答，“我可以带你们去他的房子里，不过，你们首先得戴上眼镜。”他打开一个大匣子，里面装着许多眼镜。“你们得一直戴着眼镜，”他说，“魔法师说过，这个城里的人都必须戴眼镜。”

这样，他们就戴上了眼镜。绿衣人也戴了副眼镜。他领他们在绿宝石城里穿行。城中一切都是绿色的——绿色的男女老少，绿色的房屋、店铺、街道……

绿衣人把他们领到一幢高大的绿房子里，进了一间长长的绿屋子。“你们在这儿等一下。”他说。过了一会儿，他回来了。

“你们可以见魔法师，”他说，“但必须一个一个地见他。他想先见这个小女孩。”

说完他就离开了，又进来了一个绿衣姑娘。她将多萝西领到一扇高大的绿门前。

“魔法师就在这里，”绿衣姑娘说，“他在等你。”

多萝西走进去。只见一把绿椅子上有一个非常非常大的脑袋。没有身体，没有胳膊和腿——只有一个脑袋。它张开了嘴，脑袋开始说话了：“我就是奥兹，你是谁？你想要什么？”

“我叫多萝西。”小女孩勇敢地回答。

“你是从哪儿弄到那双红鞋的？”

“从邪恶的东方女巫那里。”多萝西回答，“我的房子落在了她身上，压死了她。”

“你的脸上是什么？”

“一个吻。善良的北方女巫吻了我一下。”多萝西回答说，“我需要帮助，是她让我来找你的。”

“你需要什么帮助？”

“我想回我的家乡堪萨斯，”多萝西回答，“但不知道怎么走。请帮我重返家园。”

脑袋上巨大的眼睛张开又闭上，张开又闭上。“噢，”它接着说，“或许我能够帮你，但首先你得为我做点儿事。”

“你想让我做什么呢？”多萝西问。

“杀死邪恶的西方女巫。”

“我可不想杀人！”多萝西说。

“可你杀了她的姐姐，还穿着她的鞋子。去吧，杀掉西方女巫。”

小女孩哭了起来。“但是我怎么杀得了那个巫婆呢？”她说。巨大的眼睛睁开了，望着她，可没有做声。多萝西离开了。她的朋友们先后进了魔法师的房间——先是稻草人，然后是锡人，最后是狮子。

其后，他们在长长的绿房子里碰头，交谈起来。多萝西向她的朋友讲了那个脑袋。

“真有意思，”稻草人说，“我没看见什么脑袋，只见到了一个漂亮的女人。我请她赐予我一些头脑，她说：‘好，但首先你得帮多萝西杀掉西方女巫。’”

“我见到的是一个长了两个脑袋的动物。”锡人说，“我请它给我一颗心。那动物说：‘我可以给你一颗心，但首先你必须帮多萝西杀掉西方女巫。’狮子，你见到的是什么？”

“我见到的是一团火，”胆小鬼狮子说，“我对它说：‘我是个懦夫，请让我变成勇敢者。’那团火说：‘只有西方女巫死了，我才能帮你。现在不行。’我听了很生气。”狮子说，“但那团火变得越来越大，我便逃了出来。”

“哦，那我们现在怎么办？”多萝西问。

“嗯，”稻草人说，“我们必须先找到西方女巫，然后杀死她。”


4

The witch and the monkeys

The next morning they left the Emerald City. The green man took away their glasses and told them the way to the Witch's house. 'Everybody is afraid of the Witch of the West,' he said. 'So be careful!'

The friends walked for a long time. The road was bad, and there were no houses, no fields, no trees.

Now the Witch of the West had a magic eye, and it could see everything. She saw the friends on the road, and she was angry. She put on her tall black hat and shouted, 'Magic Monkeys—come!'

In a second forty monkeys arrived at her tall house. 'What do you want?' they asked.

'There are three people, a dog, and a lion on my road,' she said. 'Kill the people and the dog. But bring the lion here to my house. He can work for me.'

'At once,' said the Monkeys. And away they went.

They broke the Tin Man's arms and legs. They took all the straw out of the Scarecrow and threw his clothes up into a tall tree. Then they took the Lion and carried him to a dark cellar under the Witch's house.

But they could not hurt Dorothy and Toto, because of the good Witch's kiss. So the Monkeys picked them up very carefully and carried them to the Witch's house. The Witch saw the kiss on Dorothy's face, and was afraid. But she did not tell Dorothy that.
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'You must work for me in my house now,' she said to the child. 'All day, and every day. And remember—I am watching you all the time.'

Now Dorothy did not know this, but the red shoes were magic. The Witch wanted those shoes very much, but Dorothy never took them off. She took them off when she washed, of course, but the Witch never went near water. She was very, very afraid of water.

Then, one morning, Dorothy's left shoe fell off.

The Witch picked up the shoe at once. 'This is my shoe now!' she shouted.

'No, it isn't!' shouted Dorothy angrily. 'Give it back to me at once!'

'No!' said the Witch. And then she tried to take Dorothy's right shoe too.

Dorothy loved her red shoes, and she was very angry. There was a bucket of water near the door. Dorothy picked up the bucket and threw the water at the Witch. The water hit her in the face, and she cried out, 'Help! Help! The water is killing me! The—water—is...'

And then she disappeared! There was only her tall black hat and a long black dress.

Dorothy looked and looked, but the Witch was not there. Dorothy picked up her red shoe and put it on.
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'Now, how can I help my friends?' she said. 'Can I call the Magic Monkeys?' She picked up the Witch's black hat and looked at it. 'Perhaps I must wear this magic hat when I speak.' So she put the hat on and called, 'Magic Monkeys—come!'

The Monkeys arrived in a second.

'Please can you help my friends?' asked Dorothy.

'Of course,' said the Monkeys. 'We must always help the wearer of the magic black hat.'

They broke open the dark cellar, and the Cowardly Lion came out. 'Free at last!' he said. 'Thank you!'

Then the Monkeys found the Scarecrow's clothes and put some new straw in them. The Scarecrow laughed and jumped. 'Thank you!' he said.

Next the Monkeys mended the Tin Man and gave him a new oil-can. He moved his arms and legs. 'I feel wonderful!' he said. 'Thank you!'

Dorothy told her friends about the Witch and the water, and they were all very happy. Toto could not speak, but he jumped up and down very happily.

'Now,' said Dorothy, 'we must go back to the Wizard of Oz. Magic Monkeys—take us to the Emerald City!'

'Don't forget the magic black hat!' said the Tin Man.

The Monkeys carried them up into the sky, and ten minutes later the friends were once again at the big green door of the Emerald City.
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magic adj. used in or using magic. 用魔法或魔术的。

arrive at reach (a place), esp. at the end of a journey. 到达；抵达（某地）（尤指旅途的终点）。

carry v. support the weight of (sb. /sth. ) and take (him/it) from place to place; take from one place to another. 携带，搬运，传送。

break v. (of a whole object) separate into two or more parts as a result of force or strain (but not by cutting). （指完整的物体）破，碎，断（非切割所致）。

in a second 在极短的时间内。

watch v. look at (sb. /sth. ); observe. 看（某人或某物）；观察。

take off remove. 除去；脱掉。

bucket n. round open container with a handle for carrying or holding liquids, sands, etc. 圆桶。

throw v. send through the air with some force, esp. by moving the arm. 投；抛；掷；扔（某物）。

always adv. at all times; without exception. 永远地；无例外地；总是；一直。

wearer n. person who is wearing sth. 穿戴某物的人。

mend v. return (sth. broken, worn out or torn) to good conditions or working order; repair. 修理，修补（某物）。


4．女巫和魔猴

第二天早上，他们离开了绿宝石城。绿衣人拿走了他们戴的眼镜，给他们指了去女巫那儿的路。“没有人不怕西方女巫，”他说，“小心啊！”

他们又走了很久。路变得崎岖了，两侧也没有房舍、田地和树木了。

西方女巫有一只神眼，可以看见一切。她看到多萝西他们走在路上，非常生气。她戴上高高的黑帽子，大声喝道：“魔猴，来呀！”

刹那间，40只猴子来到了她高大的房子里。“您有何吩咐？”它们问。

“有三个人、一只狗和一头狮子在我的路上走，”她说，“杀了人和狗。把狮子带到这儿来，他能为我干活。”

“遵命。”猴子们说。然后它们就走了。

它们折断了锡人的胳膊和腿，掏出了稻草人的稻草并把他的衣服扔在一棵高高的树上。然后它们抓住了狮子，把它弄到巫婆房子阴暗的地窖里。

但好女巫的吻使它们无法伤害多萝西和托托，因而猴子们非常小心地抓住她们，把她们带到巫婆的住处。巫婆看到多萝西脸上的唇印，害怕了，但她没有让多萝西知道。

“从现在起，你要待在这房子里为我干活，”她对女孩说，“从早到晚，日复一日。记住——我一直在监视你。”

红鞋子有魔力，可现在多萝西还不知道。巫婆很想要这鞋，但多萝西从不脱下它们。当然，她会在洗脚时把鞋脱掉，但巫婆从不靠近水，因为她非常非常怕水。

一天早上，多萝西左脚的鞋掉了。

巫婆立即捡了起来，大叫：“从现在起这鞋是我的了！”

“不是的！”多萝西生气地喊道，“马上还给我！”

“不！”巫婆喊道。她还试图抢夺多萝西右脚上的鞋。

多萝西喜欢她的红鞋子，因而她很生气。门边恰好有一桶水，于是她提起桶，把水泼向巫婆。水泼在了她的脸上，她大叫：“救命啊！救命！水会杀了我的！水——会……”

接着她就消失了！地上只剩下她高高的黑帽子和黑色的长袍。

多萝西看看这儿，又看看那儿，就是不见巫婆的踪影。多萝西捡起她的红鞋子，把它们穿上。

“现在该怎么解救我的朋友们呢？”多萝西自言自语道，“我能召唤魔猴吗？”她拿起巫婆的黑帽子端详了一番。“也许召唤时得戴上这顶帽子。”于是她戴上帽子，开始喊：“魔猴，来呀！”

猴子们立即赶到。

“请你们帮助我的朋友们。”多萝西要求说。

“当然，”魔猴们回答，“我们总是帮助戴这顶黑色魔法帽的人。”

它们砸开阴暗的地窖，胆小鬼狮子走了出来。“重获自由了！”他说，“谢谢！”

之后，猴子们找到了稻草人的衣服，又填了些新稻草进去。稻草人笑着、跳着。“谢谢！”他说。

最后，猴子们修好了锡人，又给了他一个新油罐。锡人活动着胳膊和腿，“感觉好极了，”他说，“谢谢！”

多萝西对她的朋友们讲了巫婆和水的事，她的朋友们都非常开心。托托虽然不会说话，但它也高兴得上蹿下跳。

“现在，”多萝西说，“我们必须返回到奥兹魔法师那里。魔猴，带我们去绿宝石城！”

“别忘了戴上黑魔帽！”锡人说。

猴子们带他们飞上了天空，10分钟后他们就到了绿宝石城绿色的大门口。


5

The old man from Kansas

The little green man opened the door. He gave them all glasses, then he took them through the city to the Wizard's house. There, in the long green room, the friends waited, and waited... and waited.

After three hours the Scarecrow said, 'I'm tired of waiting.' He called the green man. 'We want to see the Wizard now. Or we're going to call the Magic Monkeys. Please tell the Wizard that.'

The green man went away to speak to the Wizard through the door. The Wizard knew about the Magic Monkeys, and he was very afraid of them. So he said to the green man, 'These people can come and see me at nine o'clock tomorrow morning.'

At nine o'clock the green man took the friends to the Wizard's room. They went in and looked all round, but they could not see anybody. Then a voice said, 'I am the Wizard of Oz. Who are you, and what do you want?'

'Where are you?' asked Dorothy.

'I am everywhere, but you can't see me. Now answer me—who are you and what do you want?'

'You know us all,' said the Scarecrow. 'You said to me, "Help Dorothy to kill the Witch of the West, and you can have some brains." Well, the Witch is dead, and now I want my brains.'

'And I want my heart,' said the Tin Man.

'And I want to be brave,' said the Cowardly Lion.

'And I want to go home to Kansas,' said Dorothy.

'Is the Witch truly dead?' asked the Voice.

'Yes,' said Dorothy. 'I threw a bucket of water over her, and she disappeared.'

'Very well,' said the Voice. 'Come again tomorrow. I must think about things first and—'

'No!' said the Tin Man. 'I want my heart now!'

'I'm not going to wait another minute!' said the Scarecrow.

'And I'm going to eat you!' the Lion shouted very angrily. Toto was afraid. He jumped away from the Lion, and hit a screen near the wall. The screen fell over, and behind it the friends saw an old man with no hair.

The Tin Man looked angry and picked up his axe.

'Who are you?' he said.

'Please don't hurt me!' said the old man, in a quiet little voice. 'I'm the Wizard of Oz.'

'But the Wizard of Oz is a big head without a body,' said Dorothy.

'No, he's a beautiful woman,' said the Scarecrow.

'You're wrong,' said the Tin Man. 'The Wizard of Oz is a big animal with two heads.'

'No,' said the Lion. 'The Wizard is a ball of fire.'
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'You're all wrong,' said the old man. 'I am the Wizard... Well, I'm not a true wizard. Oh, I know a lot of tricks, but I don't know any true magic. You see, I'm from Kansas too. I went from town to town and did magic tricks. And I went up in a big balloon. The balloon was always on a rope, but one day something went wrong. The rope broke and the balloon blew away. For a long time the wind carried my balloon across the sky. Then I came down here, in the country of Oz. The people saw my balloon and said, "This man is a wizard! He comes out of the sky!" They were afraid of me and wanted to work for me... So they built this city for me, and I called it the Emerald City. Well, emeralds are green, so I made green glasses for everybody. That's why everything in the city looks green.'

The Scarecrow took off his glasses. 'Oh,' he said. 'Now I understand. The Emerald City isn't green. It just looks green. It's all a trick.'

'That's right,' said the old man. 'Well, all that happened many years ago. I never went out because I was afraid of the two bad Witches. Now they are dead—thanks to you, Dorothy. But I'm very sorry, I don't know any true magic, so I can't help you.'

'You're a very bad man,' said Dorothy.

'No, my child. I'm a very good man, but I am a very bad wizard, that's true.'

'What about my brains?' said the Scarecrow.
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'You don't need brains. You understand things; you can think, you learn quickly. You're very clever.'

'I want brains,' said the Scarecrow.

'Very well,' said the old man. 'I can give you some brains tomorrow morning.'

'What about my heart?' asked the Tin Man.

'You don't need a heart,' said the old man. 'You laugh, you cry, you love, you feel sorry for people.'

The Tin Man looked angry and picked up his axe.

'All right—please don't hurt me!' said the old man. 'I can give you a heart tomorrow morning.'

'I want to be brave,' said the Cowardly Lion.

'But you are brave. You do a lot of brave things! No, no—don't eat me! Come here tomorrow morning. I'm going to make you brave.'

'What about Toto and me?' asked Dorothy.

'We can go up in my balloon,' said the Wizard. 'The wind blew us here from Kansas—perhaps it can blow us back to Kansas again.'

*　　*　　*

The next morning the friends came again to the Wizard's room. The old man was ready. He took a bottle with BRAINS on it in big green letters, and carefully opened the Scarecrow's head.

'Don't move. I'm putting your brains in,' he said. 'There—now you're the cleverest scarecrow in Oz.' The Scarecrow thanked him.
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Next the Wizard gave the Tin Man a small red heart. 'Wear this always,' he said.

The Tin Man was very happy and thanked the Wizard again and again.

Then the old man took a bottle with BE BRAVE on it. 'Drink this,' he said to the Cowardly Lion.

The Lion drank. 'Yes. Yes, I feel brave!' he shouted. 'Very, very brave! Thank you!'

The Wizard smiled at them. 'You didn't need my magic,' he said. 'But you're all happy now, and that's a good thing. Now, Dorothy,' he said, 'come and see my balloon. It's all ready. I mended it last night.'

They went out into the garden behind the Wizard's house. The balloon was very big. There was a small box under it, and the Wizard of Oz jumped into the box.

'Come on, Dorothy!' he shouted. 'We're going to Kansas. Say goodbye to your friends.'

Dorothy kissed the Scarecrow, the Lion, and the Tin Man, and said goodbye. 'Come on, Toto,' she said. 'We're going home to Kansas. We're going to see Aunt Em and Uncle Henry.'

But just then Toto saw a cat. He jumped out of Dorothy's arms and ran after it.

'Toto!' called Dorothy, and she began to run after him.
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be tired of sth. /doing sth. become uninterested in (doing) sth. 对（做）某事感到厌倦。

truly adv. truthfully. 真实地；如实地。

screen n. upright, fixed or movable, sometimes folding framework used for dividing a room, concealing sth. or protecting sb. from excessive heat, light, etc. 隔板；屏；帐。

wrong adj. mistaken; unsuitable. 错误的；不适当的。

balloon n. brightly-coloured rubber bag that is filled with air, used as a child's toy or a decoration. （用作玩具或装饰品的）气球。

country n. area of land that forms a politically independent unit; nation; state. 国，国家。

trick n. thing done to deceive or outwit sb. 诡计；计谋；花招；骗术。

bottle n. a glass or plastic container, usu. with a narrow neck, used for storing liquids. 瓶子。

drink v. take (liquid) into mouth and swallow. 喝；饮。

run after sb. run to try to catch sb. ; chase sb. 追赶某人；追逐某人。


5．堪萨斯来的老头儿

绿衣小矮人打开了门。他给了他们每人一副眼镜，带他们穿过城市，来到魔法师的房子里。在那长长的绿房子里，他们几个等啊，等啊，等啊……

三个小时以后，稻草人说：“我讨厌就这么等下去了。”他叫绿衣人，“去告诉魔法师，我们现在就要见他。否则我们要召唤魔猴来帮忙了。”

绿衣人隔着门将稻草人的话转告给了魔法师。魔法师知道魔猴是怎么回事，并且很怕它们。因此他对绿衣人说：“这些人可以在明天早上9点来见我。”

第二天9点钟，绿衣人将多萝西和她的朋友们带到魔法师那里。他们进去四处张望，却看不见任何人。这时一个声音响起了：“我就是奥兹魔法师，你们是谁？有什么要求？”

“你在哪儿？”多萝西问。

“我无处不在，但你们看不见我。现在回答我——你们是谁，有什么要求？”

“你认识我们，”稻草人说，“你还对我说过：‘帮助多萝西杀死西方女巫，你就可以得到智慧。’嗯，现在巫婆死了，我要我的智慧。”

“我要我的心。”锡人说。

“我要我的勇气。”胆小鬼狮子说。

“我要回堪萨斯的家。”多萝西说。

“巫婆真的死了？”那声音问道。

“是的，”多萝西回答说，“我朝她泼了一桶水，然后她就消失了。”

“很好，”声音说，“你们明天再来吧！我需要先考虑一下然后——”

“不行！”锡人说，“我现在就要我的心！”

“我一分钟都不愿再等了！”稻草人说。

“我要吃了你！”狮子怒吼道。托托吓坏了，它从狮子身边跳开，撞到墙边的一堵屏风上，屏风倒了，他们看见后面躲着一个秃顶的老头儿。

锡人举起斧子，一脸怒气。

“你是谁？”锡人问道。

“请别伤害我！”老头儿用细细的声音说，“我就是奥兹魔法师。”

“可奥兹魔法师是一个没有身体的大脑袋呀！”多萝西说。

“不，他是个漂亮的女人。”稻草人说。

“你们都错了，”锡人说，“奥兹魔法师是一个长了两个脑袋的怪兽。”

“不对，”狮子说，“魔法师是一团火。”

“你们都错了。”老头儿说，“我是奥兹魔法师……嗯，我不是个真正的魔法师。哦，我虽然会变许多魔术，可我没有魔力。你们看，我也是堪萨斯人。我走乡串镇变魔术。我钻进一个大气球里，气球通常是拴在一根绳子上的，但是有一天出了意外，绳子断了，气球飞起来了。风使我的气球在天空中飘了很久。最后我落在了这儿——奥兹国。这儿的人看见我的气球，说：‘这人是魔法师！他从天而降！’他们都怕我，愿意为我效劳……所以他们为我修了这座城，我将它命名为绿宝石城。哦，绿宝石是绿色的，所以我给所有人都做了绿色的眼镜，这就是为什么城里一切看起来都是绿色的原因了。”

稻草人摘下眼镜。“噢，”他说，“我明白了，绿宝石城原来不是绿色的，只是看起来是绿色的，这全是骗人的把戏。”

“完全正确，”老头儿说，“嗯，这些都是许多年前的事了。我从不出去是因为我怕两个坏巫婆。现在她们已死——谢谢你，多萝西，但是很抱歉，我不会真正的魔法，所以不能帮你。”

“你真是个坏蛋！”多萝西说。

“不，我的孩子，我是一个非常善良的人，但我的确是一个糟糕的魔法师。一点不假。”

“那我要的智慧呢？”稻草人问。

“你不需要智慧。你能理解事物，你会思考，你学东西也很快。你很聪明。”

“可我想要智慧。”稻草人说。

“好吧，”老头儿说，“明早我会给你一些智慧。”

“那我的心呢？”锡人问。

“你不需要心，”老头儿回答，“你笑，你哭，你爱别人，你同情别人。”

锡人气乎乎地举起他的斧子。

“好，好——别伤害我！”老头儿说，“我明早就给你一颗心。”

“我要变得勇敢，”胆小鬼狮子说。

“但你的确很勇敢。你做了许多英勇的事情！别，别——别吃我！明早来吧，我会让你变得勇敢。”

“那我和托托怎么办？”多萝西问。

“我们可以钻进我的气球，”魔法师说，“风把我从堪萨斯吹到这儿——或许它也能把我们吹回堪萨斯。”

*　　*　　*

第二天早上，这几个朋友重新来到魔法师的屋里。老头儿已经准备就绪了。他拿出一个瓶子，瓶子上用绿色的字母写着两个大字“智慧”。他小心翼翼地打开稻草人的脑袋。

“别动，我要把智慧放入你的脑袋里，”老头儿说，“好——你现在是奥兹国最聪明的稻草人了。”稻草人谢过了老头儿。

然后老头儿又给了锡人一颗小小的红色的心。他说：“一直戴着它。”

锡人非常高兴，不停地感谢老头儿。

接着，老头儿拿出一个贴着“勇敢”标签的瓶子。“喝下去。”他对胆小鬼狮子说。

狮子喝了下去。“是的，是的。我感到自己有勇气了！”他大叫道，“非常非常的勇敢！谢谢你！”

魔法师微笑着望着他们。“你们并不需要我的魔法。”他说，“但你们现在很开心，这就好。现在，多萝西，”他说，“来看看我的气球，它已准备就绪，我昨晚把它修好了。”

他们一起走到魔法师房子后面的花园里。气球很大，下面挂了一个小箱子。魔法师跳进箱子里。

“多萝西，来呀！”他大喊，“我们要回堪萨斯去了，和你的朋友们告别吧。”

多萝西一一吻了稻草人、狮子和锡人，并与他们道了别。“走，托托，”她说，“我们就要回家了，我们就要见到埃姆舅妈和亨利舅舅了。”

但就在那时，托托看见了一只猫。它跳出多萝西的手臂，追了过去。

“托托！”多萝西大叫，开始追它。


6

'East, west—home's best!'

'Leave the dog and come quickly!' shouted the Wizard. 'The rope's going to break!'

Dorothy picked Toto up and ran. 'Wait!' she shouted.

But before she got there, the rope did break, and the balloon went up, up, up into the sky.

They heard the old man's voice, very far away.

'Ask the Witch of the So—o—o—outh.'

Then the balloon disappeared. And nobody saw the Wizard of Oz again.

Dorothy began to cry. 'Oh, how can I get home now?'

'Put on the magic black hat,' said the Scarecrow, 'and ask the Magic Monkeys for help. Perhaps they can find the Witch of the South and bring her here.'

'Clever Scarecrow!' said Dorothy. She put on the magic hat and called for the Magic Monkeys. When they arrived, she said, 'Please find the Witch of the South, and bring her here to the Emerald City.'

And five minutes later, a beautiful woman with long red hair arrived. 'I am Glinda, the Witch of the South,' she said. 'What can I do for you, my child?'

'I want to go home to Kansas,' said Dorothy. 'Please can you help me?'
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'Ask your shoes,' smiled the good Witch. But Dorothy did not understand.

'Your red shoes,' said Glinda, 'are magic shoes. They can carry you home. Just close your eyes, and say, "East, west—home's best." Then jump.'

'Oh, thank you,' cried Dorothy happily.

She kissed her friends and said goodbye again. Then she picked up Toto and closed her eyes. 'East, west—home's best,' she said—and jumped. There was a noise like a wind, and suddenly Dorothy was in the sky. The red shoes fell off her feet, and she never saw them again.

When she opened her eyes, there she was—back in Kansas. And there were Aunt Em and Uncle Henry, in a field by a new little house.

'Dorothy!' cried Aunt Em. She ran and took Dorothy in her arms. 'Oh, Dorothy, what happened to you? And where did you come from?'

'From the country of Oz,' said Dorothy. 'But I'm home again now—and I'm so happy!'
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leave v. go away from (a person or place). 离开（某人或某处）。

clever adj. quick at learning and understanding things; intelligent. 敏于学习和理解的；机灵的；聪明的；伶俐的。

noise n. sound, esp. when it is loud, unpleasent, confused, or unwanted. 声音，响声；（尤指）噪音，噪声，杂音。

say goodbye 与（某人）告别。


6．“无论身在何方——家是最好的地方！”

“别追狗了，快来！”魔法师喊道，“绳子要断了！”

多萝西抱起托托就跑。“等一等！”她喊道。

可还没等她跑到那儿，绳子就断了。气球越飞越高，一直飞到天空中。

他们听见老头儿的声音从远远的半空中传来。

“去问问南——方——女——巫。”

之后气球就消失了。从此再也没有人见过奥兹魔法师。

多萝西哭了起来：“哦，我现在怎么回家呀？”

“戴上黑魔帽，”稻草人说，“让魔猴来帮你。或许它们能找到南方女巫并把她带到这儿来。”

“聪明的稻草人！”多萝西说。她戴上魔帽召唤魔猴。猴子们来了以后，她说：“去找南方女巫，把她带到绿宝石城来。”

五分钟以后，一个长着一头红色长发的漂亮女人来了。她说：“我是南方女巫格琳达。”她说，“孩子，你想让我怎么帮你？”

“我想回我的家乡堪萨斯去，请问你能帮我吗？”多萝西说。

“让你的鞋子帮你吧。”善良的女巫笑着说。可是多萝西并不明白她的话。

“你的红鞋，”格琳达说，“是魔鞋。它们能带你回家。闭上眼睛，说：‘无论身在何方——家是最好的地方。’然后跳一下。”

“哦，谢谢你！”多萝西高兴地大叫。

她吻了朋友们，再一次和他们道别。然后她抱着托托，闭上眼睛。“无论身在何方——家是最好的地方。”她说道，然后跳了一下。耳边只听见呼呼的风声，一眨眼多萝西就在半空里了。红鞋子掉了下去，她再也没见过它们。

当她再次睁开眼睛时，发现已经回到了堪萨斯。她看见亨利舅舅和埃姆舅妈在一片田地里。田地边有一幢小小的新房子。

“多萝西！”埃姆舅妈喊着，朝她跑来，一把把她搂在怀中。“噢，多萝西，发生了什么事？你从哪儿回来的？”

“从奥兹国。”多萝西回答，“总算回家了——我太高兴了！”


ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1. Read the story introduction of the book. How much do you know now about the story? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) Dorothy wants to stay in Oz.

YES □／NO □

2) Dorothy's brother is called Toto.

YES □／NO □

3) There are four witches in Oz.

YES □／NO □

4) The Wizard of Oz lives in the Emerald City.

YES □／NO □

5) Dorothy makes three new friends in Oz.

YES □／NO □

6) Dorothy's friends are children.

YES □／NO □

7) The road to the Emerald City is green.

YES □／NO □

2. What is going to happen in the story? Can you guess? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) The witches are all bad women.

YES □／NO □

2) The Wizard helps Dorothy and her friends.

YES □／NO □

3) Dorothy kills someone.

YES □／NO □

4) The Wizard kills someone.

YES □／NO □

5) Dorothy goes home to Kansas.

YES □／NO □

6) Dorothy's friends go to Kansas with her.

YES □／NO □


ACTIVITIES



While Reading

1. Read Chapter 1. Choose the correct words for this passage.

Dorothy lived in Kansas with her mother and father/aunt and uncle. Sometimes there was bad weather / a bad animal called a cyclone. When a cyclone came, people stayed in rooms on top of / under their houses. One day a cyclone came and blew Dorothy and Toto / Aunt Em and Uncle Henry and the house into the sky. They went to sleep and when they opened their eyes, they were in Kansas/ Oz. The house fell on the Witch of the East / North and killed her, so the people were very happy / angry. Dorothy took the Witch's red shoes / hat. She wanted to go home, and the good Witch said: 'You must ask the Wizard / Witch of Oz for help. Follow the red / yellow brick road to the Emerald City.'

2. Read Chapter 2. Then match Dorothy's new friends with the sentences.

The Scarecrow / The Tin Man / The Cowardly Lion

1) ... is made of straw.

2) ... has no brains.

3) ... hasn't got a heart.

4) ... is afraid of fire.

5) ... has an axe.

6) ... is afraid of everything.

7) ... went out in the rain.

8) ... jumped across the river.

9) ... cut down a tree.

10) ... made friends with Toto.

3. Before you read Chapter 3, can you guess what happens? Choose the best ending for each sentence.

1) The Wizard is...

(a) an animal.

(b) a man.

(c) a lot of different things.

2) The Wizard wants to see...

(a) Dorothy, but not her friends.

(b) the four friends together.

(c) the four friends one by one.

3) The Wizard tells Dorothy...

(a) to kill someone for him.

(b) to get a lot of money for him.

(c) to go away and never come back.

4. Read Chapter 3, and then answer these questions.

1) What did everybody in the Emerald City wear?

2) What did Dorothy see on the green chair?

3) What did the Scarecrow, the Tin Man and the Lion see?

5. Read Chapter 4. Choose the best question-word for these questions, and then answer them.

How / What / Where / Who / Why

1) ... called the Magic Monkeys to her?

2) ... many Monkeys were there?

3) ... did the Monkeys break?

4) ... did the Monkeys do to the Scarecrow?

5) ... did the Monkeys take the Lion?

6) ... couldn't the Monkeys hurt Dorothy and Toto?

7) ... did the Witch of the West want Dorothy's shoes?

8) ... did the Witch of the West die?

9) ... did Dorothy wear to call the Magic Monkeys?

10) ... did Dorothy and her friends get back to the Emerald City?

6. Read Chapter 5. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)? Rewrite the false ones with the correct information.

1) The Wizard was afraid of the green man,

2) The Wizard was a beautiful woman.

3) The Wizard knew a lot of true magic.

4) The Wizard came from Kansas in a balloon.

5) The Emerald City was green.

6) The Wizard gave the Tin Man a heart.

7) Toto ran after a cat.

7. Before you read Chapter 6, can you guess what happens? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) The Wizard disappears in the balloon.

YES □／NO □

2) Dorothy and Toto get back into the balloon.

YES □／NO □

3) Dorothy meets another witch.

YES □／NO □

4) The Magic Monkeys help Dorothy again.

YES □／NO □


ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1. What did Dorothy try to tell Aunt Em about Oz? Write out their conversation in the correct order and put in the speakers' names. Aunt Em speaks first (number 3).

1) ______ 'Oz? Where's that? Is it in Kansas?'

2) ______ 'A magic country? Are you feeling all right?'

3) ______ 'What happened to you, Dorothy? Where were you?'

4) ______ 'Magic shoes? But you aren't wearing any shoes!'

5) ______ 'I'm OK, really I am. I made some wonderful new friends in Oz. They helped me a lot.'

6) ______ 'I was in Oz.'

7) ______ 'No, it's a magic country, a long way from here.'

8) ______ 'No, they couldn't come with me. My magic shoes carried me.'

9) ______ 'Oh! How strange. Perhaps they fell off.'

10) ______ 'That's nice. Where are your friends now? Did they bring you home?'

2. Find words from the story to complete the sentences, and then the crossword (all words go across). Now can you find the eighth word going down?

1) The Monkeys put the Lion in the ______.

2) The ______ helped the wearer of the black hat.

3) The friends saw the Wizard when the ______ fell over.

4) The Wizard could do ______ but not true magic.

5) The Wizard came to Oz in a ______.

6) The road to the city was made of ______ bricks.

7) The old man was a good man but a bad______.

[image: alt]

3. Dorothy told Aunt Em about her friends, but when Aunt Em told Uncle Henry, she got a lot of things wrong. Can you find her mistakes and correct them?

'Dorothy met a scarecrow made of tin. He could eat and drink but he couldn't talk. He had no heart, so he couldn't think. Then she met a man made of straw. He couldn't see because he went out in the rain. So Dorothy got some glasses and helped him. But he wasn't happy because he had no brains. Then she met a lion. He was very brave, and often hurt people. They went to see the Wizard of Oz together. When they came to a very big river, the scarecrow cut down a tree with his pole and they all walked across it.'

4. Here is a new illustration for the story. Find the best place in the story to put the picture, and answer these questions.

The picture goes in Chapter ______.




1) Who is wearing the magic hat, and why?

2) Who is coming out of the cellar?

3) What are the Monkeys going to do next?




Now write a caption for the illustration.
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Caption: ________________________

5. The Scarecrow, the Tin Man and the Lion didn't need the Wizard's help. Why not? Complete these sentences and then answer the question.

1) He thought of cutting down a ______ to cross the ______.

2) He didn't want to ______ animals, because he felt ______ for them.

3) He was ______ of falling, but he ______ across a river.




So who was brave, who was clever, and who had a heart?

6. Now say what you think. Answer these questions.

1) Is it better to have brains, to have a heart or to be ______ brave?

2) The Wizard said, 'You didn't need my magic. But you're all happy now, and that's a good thing.' Was he right?

3) Imagine that you can ask the Wizard for help. What are you going to ask for?

7. What did you think about the people and animals in this story? Choose some names and complete these sentences. Use as many words as you like.

Dorothy / the Wizard of Oz / the Scarecrow / the Lion / the Tin Man / the Magic Monkeys / the Witch of the North

1) I liked ______ because ______.

2) I didn't like ______ because ______.

3) I felt sorry for ______ because/when ______.

4) I was angry with ______ because/when ______.
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内容简介

这是凯茜·威尔逊的第一份工作：同哈维一家生活在一起，照看两个年幼的孩子和料理家务。凯茜父母双亡，也没有兄弟姐妹。她希望在新家里过得快乐，但她不时感到孤独。孩子们的父亲邓肯常常出差去伦敦。凯茜喜欢孩子们，也喜欢邓肯的母亲老哈维太太，但她没有朋友。

当然，还有一个叫尼克的农场主，他住在田地的另一边。他的眼睛很蓝，笑容亲切而友善。但要和尼克交朋友并不容易，因为邓肯恨他，而凯茜同尼克出去吃晚饭也会让老哈维太太很生气。

但是邓肯为什么恨尼克呢？为什么尼克让凯茜在海滩屋要小心呢？为什么谁也不愿意谈到两年前过世的孩子们的母亲米兰达呢？哈维家有许多秘密，令凯茜产生了疑问。

很快，她开始揭开谜底，并终于明白了为什么每个人都忘不了米兰达……


REMEMBER MIRANDA

It is Cathy Wilson's first job. She is going to live with the Harvey family, and look after the two young children and the house. Cathy's parents are dead, and she has no brothers or sisters. She wants to be happy in her new home, but she is sometimes lonely. Duncan, the children's father, is often away in London. Cathy likes the children and she likes old Mrs Harvey, Duncan's mother, but she has no friends.

Of course, there is Nick, the farmer who lives across the fields. He has very blue eyes, and a warm, friendly smile. But it is not easy to be friendly with Nick, because Duncan hates him, and old Mrs Harvey gets angry when Cathy goes to dinner with Nick.

But why does Duncan hate Nick? Why does Nick tell Cathy to be careful at Beach House? And why does nobody want to talk about Miranda, the children's mother, who died two years ago? There are a lot of secrets in the Harvey family, and Cathy begins to ask questions.

Soon she begins to find the answers. And she learns why everybody remembers Miranda...
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1
Beach House

The children and their father remember Miranda, of course, and they talk about her sometimes. Miranda's sister often visits us, and she always tells the children a story about their mother. Nick remembers Miranda; I know he does. And in the hospital, Grandma remembers, too. They all remember Miranda.

I never met Miranda, but every day I look at her photograph, next to the telephone in the kitchen, the picture of her with her children. Every day I look at her beautiful dark eyes and her long dark hair.

I first saw Miranda's photograph two years ago. It was a cold October day, and I left London for my new job with a family in Norfolk. I drove north, past Norwich, and it began to rain. It was dark and there was a strong wind so I drove slowly and carefully. I wanted to see the Harvey children before they went to bed. But because of the weather, it was eight o'clock before I arrived in Cromer. I drove through the town, along the sea road.

Suddenly, I stopped. There was a tree across the road. I got out of my car. It was a big tree, and I couldn't move it. Just then, a car drove up behind me and a man got out.

'What's the matter? Oh — a tree across the road.' He was a tall man, about thirty years old. 'Where are you going?' he asked.

'Not far,' I said. 'It's a house along this road, near the sea. It's called Beach House.'

'Oh, I know Beach House,' the man said. 'It's the last house along this road. But you can't drive there tonight, with this tree across the road.' He stopped for a minute. 'I'm Nick Watson, and I live at the farm along the road. We can go back to my house, and then walk across the fields to Beach House. Are you visiting for the weekend?'

'No, no. I'm going to work in the house and look after Mr Harvey's children. Their mother died two years ago, and their grandmother has arthritis in her legs and can't walk much now. So I'm going to look after the children and the house,' I told him. 'I met old Mrs Harvey in London, six weeks ago, and she gave me the job. Do you know the Harveys?'

The man laughed. His laugh was warm and friendly. 'Oh, yes, I know them,' he said.

We drove back down the road and into the farm. Then we walked across the fields. It was dark and windy and cold. After ten minutes we arrived at a big white house. The lights were on downstairs, and the house looked friendly. I had no home because my mother and father died a long time ago, and I had no brothers or sisters. This was my first job and I wanted to be happy in this house.

A man opened the door. He looked tired and there was no smile on his face.

'Hello, I'm Cathy Wilson,' I began. 'I'm very late, I know. It's because the weather's so bad.'

'There's a tree down across the road,' Nick said. 'So Cathy left her car at the farm and we walked here.'

Duncan Harvey looked at Nick. 'You always want to help,' he said coldly. 'And you're always there at the right time, ready to help.' His face was angry and I didn't understand why.

'The wind's very strong...' I began.

'It doesn't matter,' Nick said. He smiled at me and his eyes were very blue. 'Goodbye, Cathy. Come and get your car tomorrow.'

Duncan said nothing. I went into the house and he took me through into the kitchen.

'Mother, here's Cathy,' he said.

Old Mrs Harvey sat near the window. 'Hello, my dear,' she said warmly. 'What a wind! Come and have something to eat.' She stood up and walked slowly across the room. Her hair was white, and she had a stick because of her bad legs.

I sat down and began to eat.

'Duncan is angry because he doesn't like Nick,' Mrs Harvey told me quietly. 'He's not angry with you.'

Why didn't Duncan like Nick? I thought. I didn't understand, but I didn't like to ask Mrs Harvey.

The next morning I met the children. Tim was five years old. He ran up and down the garden with a football. Susan was seven years old, a quiet little girl with big brown eyes. She watched me carefully but she didn't smile.

The weather changed and the sun was warm. In the afternoon I walked with the children by the sea. The sky was blue and the sea was beautiful. I cooked dinner and we all ate in the kitchen.

After dinner Juliet arrived.

'I left my car at Nick's,' she said. 'There's a tree across the road.' Juliet had long black hair and dark eyes. She was Miranda's sister.

'Miranda was wonderful,' she told me. 'Wonderful and beautiful.'

'Yes, I know,' I said quietly. 'I saw the photograph of her, next to the telephone, with Tim and Susan.'

'Miranda is our mummy,' Susan said. 'She died a long time ago.'

'Let's go to the cinema,' Juliet said suddenly. 'I want to take Susan and Tim. Cathy, you come with us.'

Tim began to shout. 'Let's go to the cinema! Let's go to the cinema!'

'Be quiet, Tim!' Duncan said. He looked angry. 'No, Juliet. It's school tomorrow, and the children must go to bed early.'

Tim began to cry. 'I want to go with Juliet,' he said.

'No, Tim,' Duncan said.

'We can go to the cinema next weekend,' I said quickly. 'Let's play with your little cars now.' And soon Tim stopped crying.

The days went quickly. Duncan went to stay in London for three weeks for his work. He had a job with a big London company. He often worked on his computer at home, but he went away a lot, too. I liked the children and I liked old Mrs Harvey, but I had no friends.

One day, I came out of a shop in Cromer, and there was Juliet!

'Hello!' she said. 'It's good to see you! Let's go and have a coffee, and we can talk.'

And we did. Juliet told me about her teaching job, and she talked about Susan and Tim, and she talked about her sister.

'I often visited Miranda at Beach House because she wasn't happy there,' Juliet said quietly. 'Duncan is a difficult man; you can see that. He loved her, of course, but he was often away in London. She loved the children, and Grandma, but she was very lonely.'

I was lonely, too, at Beach House.

Juliet stood up and smiled warmly. 'I must go now. Let's go to the cinema this weekend with the children. Ask Grandma tonight, and ring me.'

And so I found a friend.



photograph n. a picture obtained by using a camera and film sensitive to light 照片

kitchen n. the room or area where food is prepared and cooked 厨房

suddenly adv. happening quickly and unexpectedly 突然地

arthritis n. a serious, often long lasting disease causing pain and swelling in the joints of the body 关节炎

friendly adj. acting as a friend 友好的

downstairs adv. on or to a lower floor and esp. the main or ground floor of a house 在楼下

understand v. to know or recognize the meaning of (something) or the words spoken by (someone) 懂得；明白

stick n. a thin rod of wood or metal used to support the body when walking 手杖；拐杖

up and down backwards and forwards 来来回回；往返地

wonderful adj. unusually good 极好的；出色的

cinema n. a theatre in which films are shown 电影院

difficult adj. (of people) not easy to please or persuade （人）不易相处的

ring v. to telephone (someone) （给……）打电话


1．海滩屋

孩子们和他们的父亲都忘不了米兰达，他们自然会不时谈到她。米兰达的妹妹经常来看我们，她总是告诉孩子们关于他们母亲的故事。尼克忘不了米兰达，我知道他忘不了。住院的奶奶也忘不了她。他们都忘不了米兰达。
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我从没见过米兰达，但我每天都能看见她的照片，就放在厨房里的电话旁边，照片上是她和她的孩子们。每天我都能看到她那美丽的深色眼眸和她深色的长发。

我第一次看到米兰达的照片是在两年前。就在那年10月寒冷的一天，我离开了伦敦，赶往诺福克郡的一个人家，准备开始我的新工作。我驱车北行，过了诺里奇就下起雨来。当时天色昏暗，狂风大作，于是我小心翼翼，把车开得很慢。我想赶在哈维家的孩子们睡觉前见一见他们。但因为这天气，我到克罗默镇之前就已经8点了。我穿过这座小镇，沿着海边公路驱车前行。

突然，我停了下来——一棵树横在公路中间。我下了车。这是一棵大树，我无法挪动它。就在这时候，一辆小汽车开到我身后停了下来，一个男人从车里出来。

“出什么事了？哦——一棵树横在路上。”他个子高高的，三十岁左右。“你要去哪儿？”他问。
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“不远了，”我回答，“就是这条路上的一栋房子，靠近海边，叫做海滩屋。”

“哦，我知道海滩屋，”那男人说道，“那是这条路上最后一栋房子。但是，这棵树横在路上，你今晚开车是没法去那里了。”他顿了顿。“我叫尼克·沃森，就住在这条路边上的农场里。我们可以一起去我家，然后穿过田地，步行去海滩屋。你是周末来串门的？”

“不，不是。我准备去那家工作，去照看哈维先生的孩子们。他们的妈妈两年前去世了，奶奶的腿又有关节炎，现在不能走太多路。所以，我是要去照看孩子们和料理家务。”我告诉他，“六个星期前，我在伦敦碰上了老哈维太太，她给了我这份工作。你认识哈维一家吗？”

那个男人笑了。他的笑温和而友好。“哦，是的，我认识他们。”他回答。

我们掉转车头沿路开进了农场。然后，我们步行穿过田地。天色漆黑，刮着风，很冷。十分钟后，我们来到了一栋大大的白色住宅前。楼下的灯亮着，这栋房子看起来舒适怡人。我没有家，因为我的父母很早以前就过世了，我也没有兄弟姐妹。这是我的第一份工作，我希望在这所房子里过得很快乐。

一个男人来开了门。他看起来很疲惫，脸上毫无笑意。
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“你好，我是凯茜·威尔逊。”我开口道，“我知道，我来得太晚了，都是因为天气太差了。”

“一棵树横在了公路中间，”尼克说，“所以凯茜把她的车停在了农场，我们步行过来的。”

邓肯·哈维看着尼克。“你永远乐于助人，”他冷冷地说，“你总是在关键的时候出现，准备助人一臂之力。”他的脸看起来很生气，而我不明白为什么。

“风大极了……”我说。

“没关系，”尼克回答。他冲我笑笑，他的眼睛很蓝。“再见，凯茜。明天过来取你的车。”

邓肯什么也没说。我走进屋里，他带着我穿过屋子进了厨房。

“妈妈，凯茜来了。”他说。

老哈维太太坐在窗户旁边。“你好，亲爱的，”她热情地招呼我。“多大的风啊！快来，吃点什么吧。”她站起来，慢慢穿过房间。她满头白发，因为腿脚不好拄着拐杖。

我坐下来，开始吃东西。

“邓肯生气是因为他不喜欢尼克。”哈维太太悄悄地告诉我，“他不是在生你的气。”

邓肯为什么不喜欢尼克？我在想。我不明白，但是我也不想问哈维太太。

第二天早晨，我见到了孩子们。蒂姆5岁。他追着足球在花园中跑来跑去。苏珊7岁，是个文静的小姑娘，长着一双褐色的大眼睛。她小心翼翼地打量着我，脸上并没有笑容。

天气变了，太阳照得暖暖的。下午，我同孩子们一起在海边散步。天空是蓝色的，大海很美。我做好饭，大家在厨房共进晚餐。
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晚餐后，朱丽叶来了。

“我把车停在尼克家了，”她说，“有棵树横在了路中间。”朱丽叶有一头长长的黑发和一双深色的眼睛。她是米兰达的妹妹。

“米兰达很出色，”她告诉我说，“很出色而且很漂亮。”

“是的，我知道。”我平静地回答，“我看到过她的照片，就在电话旁边，跟蒂姆和苏珊在一起。”

“米兰达是我们的妈妈，”苏珊说，“她很早以前就死了。”

“我们去看电影吧！”朱丽叶突然说，“我想带蒂姆和苏珊去，凯茜，你也和我们一块儿去吧！”

蒂姆开始嚷嚷：“我们去看电影吧！我们去看电影吧！”

“安静点儿，蒂姆！”邓肯说。他看起来很生气。“不行，朱丽叶。明天就要上学了，孩子们必须早点儿上床。”

蒂姆哭了起来，说道：“我想和朱丽叶一起去。”

“不行，蒂姆。”邓肯说。

“我们可以下个周末去看电影，”我马上说，“我们现在来玩儿你的小汽车吧。”很快蒂姆不哭了。




日子过得很快。邓肯因为工作要在伦敦待三个星期。他在伦敦的一家大公司里工作。他常常在家里用电脑办公，但也经常出差。我喜欢孩子们，也喜欢老哈维太太，可是我没有什么朋友。

有一天，我走出克罗默镇的一家商店，正巧碰上了朱丽叶。

“你好！”她说，“很高兴见到你！我们去喝杯咖啡吧，可以说说话！”

于是我们去了。朱丽叶跟我讲她教书的工作，讲苏珊和蒂姆，也讲她姐姐。

“我过去常常去海滩屋看米兰达，因为她在那里过得不开心。”朱丽叶悄悄地说，“邓肯是个很难相处的人，这你也能看得出来。当然他很爱她，但他老是去伦敦。她爱孩子们和奶奶，但她很孤独。”

在海滩屋，我也感到很孤独。

朱丽叶站起来，亲切地笑着说：“我现在必须走了。这周末我们带孩子们去看电影吧！今晚问一下奶奶，然后给我打电话吧。”

于是，我找到了一个朋友。


2
The first secret

The weather changed, and that autumn was warm and beautiful. Nearly every day I walked with the children along the beach. The sea was blue and friendly, and the trees, with their red and yellow autumn colours, looked beautiful in the sunlight. One afternoon we walked across the field and down the hill to the beach. Susan ran in front of Tim. They sang and laughed because they liked playing on the beach.

'Hello, Cathy. How are you?' someone said behind me.

I stopped. It was Nick, the tall farmer with the blue eyes. 'I'm well, thank you.'

'You look lonely,' he said, and smiled. 'You need some friends. Shall we meet in Cromer one day and have dinner?'

And so the next evening I drove to Nick's farm and we went into Cromer for dinner, and then we walked through the town to the gardens near the beach. I liked Nick. He was friendly and interesting. We didn't talk about the Harvey family all evening.

But before we said goodnight, Nick asked about Duncan. 'Are you going to tell Duncan about this evening?'

'No,' I said quickly. Then I stopped. 'Duncan is in London this month,' I went on slowly. 'Mrs Harvey told me — you and Duncan...'

Nick laughed quietly. 'So you have a secret now,' he said. 'Be careful, Cathy, at Beach House.'

'I don't understand,' I said. 'Why don't you like Duncan?'

'I can't talk about it,' Nick said.

I didn't tell Mrs Harvey about Nick, and perhaps that was wrong. But I did tell Juliet.

'I like Nick very much,' I told her. 'I want to see him again.' But Juliet was quiet and didn't talk much that afternoon.

That evening I put the children to bed and read them a story. Then I went slowly downstairs. I thought about Nick. I wanted to see him again.

Mrs Harvey sat quietly in her big chair in the kitchen. 'Cathy, I must talk to you, my dear,' she said. 'Come and sit down here.'

I sat down near her. I didn't want to talk — I wanted to finish my work in the kitchen and go upstairs to watch TV in my room.

'You're a good girl,' Mrs Harvey began kindly. 'Susan and Tim like you, and I'm very happy with your work in the house.'

I smiled, and waited for the 'but'. It arrived immediately.

'But I must talk to you about Nick Watson. Perhaps you are lonely here, with the children and me. Duncan is very quiet, I know that, and he's in London much of the time. But Nick doesn't like Duncan, and Duncan hates Nick. It's a long story and I don't want to talk about it. I'm not going to tell Duncan about your evening with Nick, but I don't want you to see Nick again.'

My face felt hot and my hands felt cold. Mrs Harvey knew about my dinner with Nick! Who told her? And why? I felt angry with Mrs Harvey because I wanted to see Nick again. But I didn't want to lose my job.

'I don't understand,' I began quietly.

Mrs Harvey stood up. 'Why must you understand?' she asked angrily. 'Don't see Nick Watson again! Do you hear me?'

'Grandma!'

We looked up, and saw Susan and Tim on the stairs. 'Children! What are you doing!' Mrs Harvey said. She took her stick and began to walk slowly across the room.

'Tim was afraid,' Susan said. 'He couldn't sleep, and so we came to call Cathy.'

'I wasn't afraid — you were afraid, because of Nick,' Tim said, and he pushed Susan.

'No, Tim!' Mrs Harvey shouted. Her face went white. 'Don't do that! Cathy, please go upstairs and put them back to bed.'

I ran upstairs and took the children back to their room. Tim put his little hands on my face and kissed me. 'Goodnight, Cathy,' he said. 'I like you.'

I smiled. 'I like you, too,' I said.

I said goodnight to Susan. 'I don't want Grandma to be angry with you,' she said quietly.

'Why are you afraid of Nick?' I asked.

'I don't know,' Susan said. 'Daddy hates him, but I don't know why.'

'He's a bad man,' Tim said. 'Grandma told me.'

And so I didn't see Nick again for a long time.



hill n. a raised area of land, not as high as a mountain, and not usu. as bare or rocky 小山

perhaps adv. possibly; maybe 也许

upstairs adv. on or to the upper floor(s) of a building 向楼上

immediately adv. without delay; at once 立刻

hate v. to have very strong dislike of 憎恨

stairs n. a set of steps 楼梯

shout v. make a loud sound with the voice 喊；大叫

kiss v. to touch with the lips as a sign of love or as a greeting 亲吻


2．第一个秘密

天气变换，那年秋天温暖而美丽。我几乎每天都要和孩子们沿着海滩散步。大海湛蓝、静谧。树木都染上了红红黄黄的秋天的色彩，在阳光下看起来很是漂亮。一天下午，我们穿过田地，沿着山坡而下，到了海边。苏珊跑在蒂姆前头，他们唱着、笑着，因为他们喜欢在海滩玩耍。
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“嗨，凯茜。你好吗？”有人从后头跟我打招呼。

我站住了，是尼克，那个长着一双蓝眼睛的高个子农场主。“我很好，谢谢。”

“你看起来很孤独，”他笑着说，“你需要一些朋友。哪天我们能在克罗默镇碰个面吃顿饭吗？”

于是，第二天傍晚，我开车去了尼克的农场，同他一道去克罗默镇吃了晚饭。然后，我们步行穿过小镇去了海滩附近的花园。我喜欢尼克。他很友好，也很风趣。整个晚上，我们都没有提哈维一家。

但是就在我们互道晚安之前，尼克问起了邓肯。“你打算把今天晚上的事告诉邓肯吗？”

“不，”我马上回答，然后打住了。“这个月邓肯在伦敦，”我慢慢地接着说，“哈维太太告诉我——你和邓肯……”

尼克轻轻地笑了。“所以你现在有秘密了。”他说，“凯茜，你在海滩屋要小心点儿。”

“我不明白，”我说，“为什么你不喜欢邓肯？”

“我不能说。”尼克回答。

我没有告诉哈维太太关于尼克的事。也许那样不对。但我确实告诉了朱丽叶。

“我非常喜欢尼克。”我告诉她，“我想再次见到他。”但是朱丽叶很沉默，那天下午都没怎么说话。
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那天晚上，我把孩子们弄上床，给他们讲了个故事。然后，我慢慢下了楼。我想到了尼克。我想再次见到他。

哈维太太静静地坐在她厨房中的大椅子里。“凯茜，亲爱的，我必须和你谈谈，”她说，“过来坐这儿吧。”

我在她旁边坐下。我不想闲谈——我想干完厨房里的活儿，上楼回自己房间看电视。

“你是个好姑娘，”哈维太太和蔼地开口道，“苏珊和蒂姆都喜欢你，你在家里干得不错，我很高兴。”

我笑着等着她说“但是”。很快她就转折了。

“但是我必须跟你谈谈尼克·沃森的事儿。也许你在这里，同孩子们和我在一起，很孤单。我知道，邓肯沉默寡言，而且有很多时候都在伦敦。但是尼克不喜欢邓肯，而邓肯憎恨尼克。这事说来话长，我不想说这些。我不打算告诉邓肯那天晚上你同尼克的事，但我也不希望你再去见尼克。”
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我的脸在发烫，双手却冰凉。哈维太太知道了我同尼克共进晚餐！谁告诉她的？为什么？哈维太太让我感到很生气，因为我想再见见尼克。但我不想丢了工作。

“我不明白。”我小声地说。

哈维太太站起来。“为什么你必须要明白？”她生气地问，“不要再见尼克·沃森！听见我说的了吗？”

“奶奶！”

我们抬头看去，发现苏珊和蒂姆站在楼梯上。“孩子们！你们在干什么？”哈维太太说。她拿起拐杖，开始慢慢地穿过房间。

“蒂姆很害怕，”苏珊说，“他睡不着，所以我们来叫凯茜。”

“我不害怕——是你害怕，因为尼克。”蒂姆边说边推苏珊。

“不，蒂姆！”哈维太太喊道。她的脸变得苍白。“别那么做！凯茜，请上楼，把他们弄上床吧。”

我跑上楼，把孩子们带回到他们的房间。蒂姆把他的小手放在我脸上，亲了亲我。“晚安，凯茜。”他说，“我喜欢你。”
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我笑了。“我也喜欢你。”我回答。

我向苏珊说晚安。“我不想奶奶生你的气。”她轻轻地说。

“你为什么怕尼克？”我问。

“我不知道，”苏珊回答，“爸爸恨他，但我不知道为什么。”

“他是一个坏人，”蒂姆说，“奶奶告诉过我。”

于是，有很长一段时间我都没有再见尼克。


3
A terrible accident

Duncan came back and worked at home again. Why did he hate Nick? I wanted to understand, but I couldn't ask because I was a little afraid of Duncan. He didn't talk much and he worked for hours in his room.

Old Mrs Harvey liked to cook, but because of her arthritis she couldn't cook much and she couldn't look after the children and the house. She often felt upset because of this. But she was much happier with Duncan at home. She smiled more and she cooked breakfast for him nearly every day. Sometimes she made bread. Duncan was kind to his mother and he played with the children every day. He drove them to school every morning and I drove them home in the afternoons.

One Friday afternoon I drove away from Beach House past Nick's farm. Just then, I saw Nick's Landrover on the farm road. 'He's driving very fast,' I thought. 'Oh no! He's not going to stop—' And he didn't. He drove out of the farm road and very nearly hit my car. I couldn't stop, So I drove off the road and the Landrover went past, only centimetres away.

The Landrover stopped. Nick got out, ran back to my car, and opened the door. 'Cathy! Are you all right?'

Then I saw a girl in the Landrover. It was Juliet. She got out and came up to us.

'You must drive more carefully, Nick!' she said angrily. 'You nearly hit Cathy then.' She wore a beautiful red coat and black trousers. Her dark eyes were angry, but they looked at Nick and not at me.

'Cathy's all right,' he said to her. He put his hand on her arm. His blue eyes were kind, but they looked at Juliet and not at me.

'We don't want more accidents,' Juliet said quietly. 'Remember Miranda.'

'Please move your Landrover,' I said coldly. 'I must get to school for the children. I'm going to be late.'

'Don't be angry.' Nick smiled at me. 'I'm very sorry.' He got back into the Landrover and moved it.

Juliet stood by my car.

'So you and Nick are friends,' I said to her. 'You didn't tell me about that.'

Juliet said nothing for a minute. 'You don't understand,' she said in the end. 'It's very difficult.'

I drove back on to the road. I nearly cried, and I felt very angry. Juliet was my friend. I had coffee with her and went to the cinema with her, but she said nothing about Nick. Why not? I had dinner with Nick and we talked all evening, but he said nothing about Juliet. Why not? I felt angry with Juliet and with Nick.

That evening Mrs Harvey's arthritis was bad and she went to bed early. Duncan cooked dinner and I ate with him and the children. Duncan talked and laughed with the children and I felt happy to be with them. Once, I felt Duncan's eyes on me, and suddenly my face felt hot. I didn't want to think about Juliet and Nick.

But later, in my room, I remembered Juliet's angry face and eyes. We don't want more accidents. Remember Miranda. Then I remembered old Mrs Harvey in London. The children's mother died two years ago. She told me that, but she didn't tell me about an accident. Perhaps it was a car accident? Perhaps Nick killed Miranda with his Landrover? Duncan hates Nick. Mrs Harvey told me that, too. Did Duncan hate Nick because Nick killed Miranda?

I slept in the end, but I didn't sleep well. The next day was Saturday and I was free in the morning. Duncan went to the shops with the children and I went to the library in Cromer. Miranda died on 30th September, two years ago. I knew that. Perhaps the town's newspaper wrote about her after she died. I must find something about her because I wanted to understand the Harvey family.

I found the old newspapers and began to read. The newspaper of 1st October told me everything.

YOUNG MOTHER DIES IN TERRIBLE ACCIDENT

Miranda Harvey, aged 26, fell down the stairs at her home and died later in hospital. Miranda lived with her husband and two children not far from Cromer. Duncan Harvey's mother lives with them. 'This is a terrible day for the Harvey family,' she said. 'We all loved Miranda very much, and now her two little children are without a mother.'

Juliet, aged 24, Miranda's sister, is a teacher at one of the schools in Cromer. 'My sister was a wonderful mother,' she said, 'and a loving sister to me.'




I sat with my head in my hands. I could not move. We don't want more accidents. Remember Miranda. It wasn't a car accident; Miranda, that wonderful mother, fell down the stairs at Beach House — and I ran up and down those stairs six or seven times a day.

Then I looked at some of the later newspapers.

POLICE QUESTION DUNCAN HARVEY

Harvey, aged 34, was at home on the day of his wife's accident. He was upstairs with her before she fell. Then he went downstairs to the kitchen. How did the accident happen? Harvey does not know. He heard nothing, he says.

The police questioned Duncan for two days, I read, but in the end he went home to his children. It wasn't Nick, in his Landrover. Miranda died at home, and the police questioned Duncan. My hands were cold, my legs were cold, and I felt afraid.

Things were different at Beach House after my visit to the library. The house was a house with a secret, and the Harveys were a family with a secret. I thought about Miranda and the accident every day. I wanted to talk to someone about it, but I was afraid. Why did the police question Duncan? Be careful at Beach House. Why did Nick say that to me? Was it because of Miranda's accident? There were more questions in my head now. And the biggest question was this: did Miranda fall — or did someone push her?



upset adj. very sad, worried about something 心烦的

Landrover n. a type of strong car suitable for travelling over rough ground 路虎（一种多用途越野车）

centimetre n. a unit for measuring length 厘米

in the end finally 最后

difficult adj. hard to understand or deal with 难的；麻烦的

kill v. to cause death 杀死

loving adj. showing love 钟爱的；慈爱的

question v. to ask (someone) questions 盘问；询问


3．可怕的意外

邓肯回家了，又开始在家里工作。为什么他恨尼克？我想知道，但我不能问，因为我有点儿怕邓肯。他不爱说话，在自己的房间里一工作就是几个小时。

老哈维太太喜欢做饭，但因为她患有关节炎，不能做得太多，她也无法照看孩子们和打理家务。这一切经常让她感到很苦恼。但邓肯在家时，她会高兴得多。她笑得也比较多了，而且几乎每天都为他做早餐。有时她会做面包。邓肯对他母亲很好。他每天都会陪孩子们玩儿。他每天早晨开车把孩子们送到学校，我每天下午开车把他们接回家。
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一个周五的下午，我从海滩屋开车出来，路过尼克的农场。就在这时，我看见尼克的“路虎”车在农场公路上飞奔。“他开得太快了。”我想，“哦，不！他不打算停下来——”他确实没有停车！他的车冲出农场公路，几乎撞到了我的车。我没法停车，只能开离了公路，“路虎”开了过去，离我的车只有几厘米远。

“路虎”停了下来。尼克下车往回跑到我的车边，拉开门。“凯茜，你还好吗？”

这时，我看见一个女孩坐在“路虎”里，是朱丽叶。她下了车，走上前来。

“你开车应该更小心一些，尼克！”她生气地说，“你当时差点儿就撞到凯茜了。”她穿着一件漂亮的红外套和一条黑裤子。她深色的眼睛看起来很愤怒，但它们盯着尼克，而不是我。

“凯茜没事儿，”他对她说。他把手放在她的手臂上。他的蓝眼睛看起来很亲切，但它们看着朱丽叶，而不是我。
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“我们都不想再出意外了。”朱丽叶轻轻地说，“记住米兰达。”

“请把你的‘路虎’移开，”我冷冷地说道。“我得去接孩子们。我要晚了。”

“别生气。”尼克冲我笑笑。“我很抱歉。”他回到“路虎”上，启动汽车。

朱丽叶站在我的车旁。

“这么说你和尼克是朋友。”我对她说，“你没有告诉过我。”

朱丽叶沉默了一分钟。“你不明白，”她最后说，“这很难跟你说清。”

我把车开回到公路上。我几乎要哭出来了，我很愤怒。朱丽叶是我的朋友。我和她一起喝咖啡，一起看电影，但她一点儿都没有提到尼克。为什么不说？我和尼克一起吃晚饭，我们谈了一晚上，但他一点儿都没有提到朱丽叶。为什么不说？朱丽叶和尼克都让我生气。

那天晚上，哈维太太的关节炎犯得很严重，她很早就睡了。邓肯做的晚餐，我和他以及孩子们一起吃的饭。邓肯与孩子们说说笑笑。跟他们在一起，我感到很快乐。有一瞬间，我感觉到邓肯在看我，我的脸突然烫起来。我不愿意去想朱丽叶和尼克。

但是后来，在我的房间里，我想起了朱丽叶愤怒的表情和双眼。“我们都不想再出意外了。记住米兰达。”于是，我又想起了老哈维太太在伦敦的时候。“孩子们的妈妈两年前去世了。”她告诉我这件事，但并没有跟我说那是个意外。也许是出了车祸？也许是尼克开着他的“路虎”杀了米兰达？“邓肯憎恨尼克。”哈维太太也曾说过。难道邓肯恨尼克是因为尼克杀了米兰达？

最终我还是睡了，但睡得不好。第二天是星期六，上午我可以自由安排。邓肯和孩子们出去购物了。而我去了克罗默镇的图书馆。我知道，米兰达死于两年前的9月30日。也许，这个小镇的报纸在她死后报道过她。我必须查明一些关于她的事，因为我想了解哈维一家。

我找到了那些旧报纸，开始阅读。10月1日的报纸告诉了我一切。

年轻的母亲死于可怕的事故

米兰达·哈维，26岁，从家中的楼梯上摔了下来，稍后在医院去世。米兰达同她的丈夫和两个孩子生活在一起，住在克罗默镇附近。邓肯·哈维的母亲同他们住在一起。“对哈维家来说，这是可怕的一天。”她说，“我们都非常爱米兰达，而现在她的两个小孩失去了母亲。”

朱丽叶，24岁，米兰达的妹妹，是克罗默镇一所学校的教师。“我姐姐是一位很出色的母亲，”她说，“对我而言是一位慈爱的姐姐。”




我双手抱头坐在那里，一动不动。“我们都不想再出意外了。记住米兰达。”那不是车祸。米兰达，这位出色的母亲，是从海滩屋的楼梯上摔了下来——而我每天都要在这楼梯上跑上跑下六七回。
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然后，我又看了一些后来的报纸。

警察盘问邓肯·哈维

哈维，34岁，他妻子出事那天正在家中。在他妻子摔下来前，他俩都在楼上。随后他下楼去了厨房。意外是怎么发生的呢？哈维并不知道。他说，他什么都没听到。




报纸上说，警察盘问了邓肯两天，但最后他回家了，回到了孩子们身边。这意外不是因为尼克开着“路虎”造成的。米兰达死在家里，警察盘问了邓肯。我手脚冰凉，我感到很害怕。

从我去过图书馆之后，海滩屋的一切都不同了。这所房子是一所藏着秘密的房子，哈维一家是藏着秘密的一家。我成天想着米兰达和那场意外。我想找个人说说这事，但我很害怕。为什么警察会盘问邓肯？“在海滩屋要小心点儿。”为什么尼克对我说这个？是因为米兰达的意外吗？现在我脑子里的疑问更多了。而最大的疑问就是：米兰达是自己摔下去的——还是有人把她推下去的？


4
Not one of the family

Winter came. The weather was cold and windy, but sometimes when the weather was a little better I walked on the beach with the children. Two or three times I saw Nick and he smiled and we talked a little. I liked Nick, but I was angry with him because of Juliet, and he didn't ask me to dinner again.

School finished for Christmas, and I drove the children to a farm near Cromer to buy a Christmas tree. After my mother and father died, Christmas was a bad time for me because I was lonely. 'But this year,' I thought, 'I'm going to be with the Harvey family. Perhaps I can forget about Miranda's accident and feel happy at Christmas.'

'Christmas is coming! Christmas is coming!' the children sang. They were very happy about Christmas.

We walked through the farm and looked at the Christmas trees. Tim ran up and down. 'I want this tree, Cathy!' he called. Then he ran up and down again. 'I want this tree, Cathy!' he called again.

Suddenly he ran into a tree and then fell over. When he fell, his head hit a second tree. He began to cry.

I ran to him. There was a long cut on his head and a lot of blood.

'Don't cry, Tim. You're going to be all right,' I said quietly. 'Let's go to the hospital and see the doctor.'

'Oh no!' cried Susan. 'The hospital! Is Tim going to die?'

'No, no. Tim's going to be all right. But the doctor must look at this cut on his head,' I said. I carried Tim to the car and drove quickly to the hospital. After we saw the doctor, I phoned Duncan and he came to the hospital.

Susan ran to him. 'Daddy, there was an accident, and there was a lot of blood. Is he going to die?'

Duncan sat down. His face was white, but he smiled at Susan and Tim. 'Tim's going to be OK. Look at him! He's feeling much better now.'

Duncan put his arm around me. 'Thank you, Cathy,' he said. 'You're very good with the children. Beach House is a happier home now, with you there.' Slowly we walked out of the hospital. 'Please come home in the car with us,' Duncan said. 'We can come back later for your car. Please.'

I liked Duncan then, and I wanted to go with him and the children. But I was afraid, too, because of Miranda's accident. I didn't want to talk to him, and so I went home in my car.

The next day Juliet came to see Tim. She played with the children and then she stayed for dinner. After the children went to bed, she came to see me in my room.

'I'm sorry, Cathy,' she began. 'I wanted to see you, but I was afraid because you're angry with me.'

'Yes, I am angry,' I said slowly. 'You were my friend. I went to dinner with Nick and I told you everything, but you didn't tell me about you and Nick. Why not?'

Juliet looked at me but said nothing.

'Why didn't Nick tell me about you? Did he tell you about our dinner?'

'Yes. I was upset, but Nick likes to talk to women. He likes you and he wanted to take you to dinner. But he loves me and nothing is going to change that.' She stopped. 'I told Grandma about your dinner with Nick, because I didn't want you to be friends with Nick.'

'You don't want her to know about you and Nick, but you told her about my dinner with Nick! Why? I don't understand!'

'I'm sorry. I love him very much; he's everything to me. But our love is a secret. Duncan hates Nick, and I don't want him to know about our love.'

'There are a lot of secrets in this family,' I said. 'Secrets about you and Nick. Secrets about Miranda. Why didn't you tell me about Miranda's accident?'

'How do you know about that?' Juliet asked.

 'I went to the library and read about it in the newspapers.'

Juliet stood up. 'Nobody talks about Miranda's accident,' she said. 'Nobody saw her when she fell down the stairs.'

I wanted to ask about Duncan. I wanted to ask: 'Why did the police question Duncan?' but I was afraid of the answer. 'Well, I don't like living with all these secrets,' I said. 'Every time I go downstairs I remember Miranda.'

Juliet laughed then, and it was a cold laugh. 'We all live with that, Cathy. You're not one of the family; you're not going to fall downstairs.'

*　*　*

Tim felt better the next day, and in the afternoon Duncan took the children back to the farm to buy the Christmas tree. And then I phoned Nick.

'I want to talk to you,' I said quietly. 'I need to talk to someone.'

'Mmm,' said Nick. 'Let's meet on the beach. At three o'clock.'

I waited in my room and listened to the sea and the wind. Perhaps Juliet was with Nick. I didn't know, but I needed to talk to someone about the Harvey family. I walked slowly across the field and down the hill to the beach. It was a cold afternoon and there was a strong wind. The sea was dark. Nick wasn't there; perhaps he didn't want to talk to me. But in the end he arrived.

'What's the matter?' he asked.

'I talked to Juliet last night,' I began. 'About Miranda. I don't know why, but I feel afraid. What do you know about Miranda's accident?'

'The police questioned Duncan,' Nick said. His blue eyes looked past me. Suddenly his face changed. 'Duncan's here. Did you tell him to come?'

'No, I didn't. He left the house before I called you.'

Duncan ran down the hill. 'Cathy!' he called.

'What are you doing here?' Nick said angrily. 'Cathy wants to talk to me.'

'Cathy, come home,' Duncan said quietly.

'She's not going back with you. She's afraid of you.'

'Afraid of me? Why?'

I said nothing. Duncan's face was angry.

'Why don't you tell us about Miranda?' Nick asked. His face was angry, too. 'I want to ask you something. The police questioned you, Duncan. What did you tell them about that night?'

'So you're asking me about Miranda,' Duncan shouted. 'You remember Miranda, then? Well, I remember, too. I remember her every day.' Duncan looked at me, and then back at Nick. 'You think I killed Miranda? Go to the police, then, and tell them that. Yes, I hated her, and I hated you, too, Nick. She wanted to leave me and the children because of you. She loved you. She told me that. But did you love her, Nick?'

'Of course I didn't,' Nick said. His face was red. 'I liked Miranda. We went to dinner four or five times, that's all. She was lonely.' He looked at me. His eyes were very blue, but suddenly I didn't like his eyes and I didn't like his face.

'She wanted to leave me and her children, but you didn't love her,' Duncan said. 'You loved her sister. I know that. But Miranda didn't know about you and Juliet. Why didn't you tell her?'

I didn't want to listen. I felt ill and very cold, and I began to walk back up the hill. I wanted to go home, but where was my home? I didn't have one.



Christmas n. a Christian holy day held on December 25th in honour of the birth of Christ 圣诞节

run into to hit forcefully 撞在……上

blood n. the red liquid which flows through the body 血

phone v. to telephone 打电话

be friends with has a friendship with 与……交友


4．家里的外人

冬天来了。天气寒冷而多风。但每当天气稍微好些，我就会和孩子们去海滩上散步。有两三次我看见了尼克，他微笑着，我们会说上几句话。我喜欢尼克，但因为朱丽叶，我在生他的气，而他也再没有邀我共进晚餐。

圣诞节快到了，学校放假了，我开车带孩子们去克罗默镇附近的一个农场买圣诞树。在我父母去世后，圣诞节对我来说是难捱的日子，因为我很孤独。“但是今年，”我想，“我将和哈维一家人在一起。也许，我可以忘掉米兰达的意外，过一个快乐的圣诞节。”

“圣诞节快到了！圣诞节快到了！”孩子们唱着。圣诞节的到来让他们非常高兴。

我们在农场里逛，挑选圣诞树。蒂姆跑来跑去。“我想要这棵树，凯茜！”他叫着。然后又到处跑起来。“我想要这棵树，凯茜！”他又嚷道。

突然，他撞上了一棵树，跌倒了。跌倒时，他的头又撞到了另一棵树。他哭了起来。

我向他跑过去。他的头被划了一道长长的口子，流了很多血。

“别哭，蒂姆。你会没事儿的，”我轻轻地说，“我们去医院看看大夫吧。”
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“噢，不！”苏珊哭着说，“医院！蒂姆要死了吗？”

“不，不。蒂姆会好的，但医生必须检查他头上的伤口。”我回答。我把蒂姆抱上车，迅速开车到了医院。看过医生后，我给邓肯打了电话，他到医院来了。

苏珊向他跑去。“爸爸，出了意外，有很多血，他会死吗？”

邓肯坐下来。他的脸色苍白，但他笑着对苏珊和蒂姆说：“蒂姆会没事的。看看他！他现在感觉好多了。”

邓肯伸手搂住了我。“谢谢你，凯茜，”他说，“你对孩子们这么好。有你在，海滩屋现在都更快乐了。”我们慢慢地走出医院。“请上车和我们一起回家吧，”邓肯说，“我们可以回头再来取你的车。来吧。”

当时我喜欢上了邓肯，我想同他和孩子们一起走。但是我又害怕——因为米兰达的意外。我不想和他说话，于是我自己开车回了家。

第二天，朱丽叶来看蒂姆。她陪孩子们玩儿，然后留下来吃了晚餐。孩子们睡觉后，她到我的房间来看我。

“对不起，凯茜。”她开口道，“我想见你，但又怕你生我的气。”“没错，我是很生气，”我慢慢地说，“你是我的朋友。我去跟尼克吃饭，我把一切都告诉了你，但你却没有告诉我你和尼克的事。为什么不告诉我呢？”

朱丽叶望着我，但一言不发。
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“为什么尼克不告诉我你的事呢？他告诉你我们共进晚餐的事了吗？”

“是的，我很烦恼，但是尼克喜欢同女人搭讪。他喜欢你，想带你去吃晚餐。但他爱我，没有什么会改变这些。”她顿了顿，“我把你和尼克吃晚餐的事告诉了奶奶，因为我不想让你和尼克成为朋友。”

“你不想让她知道你和尼克的事，可你却把我同尼克吃晚餐的事告诉了她！为什么？我不明白！”

“对不起。我非常爱他；对我来说，他就是一切。但我们的爱是个秘密。邓肯恨尼克，而我不想让他知道我们相爱。”

“这个家里的秘密很多。”我说，“关于你和尼克的秘密，关于米兰达的秘密。为什么你不告诉我米兰达的那次意外呢？”

“你是怎么知道那件事的？”朱丽叶问。

“我去了图书馆，从报纸上得知的。”

朱丽叶站起来。“没有人提起米兰达的那次意外。”她说，“当她从楼梯上跌下来的时候，没有人看见。”

我想问问邓肯的事。我想问：“为什么警察盘问邓肯？”但我害怕听到答案。“嗯，我不希望同所有的这些秘密生活在一起，”我说，“我每次下楼都会想起米兰达。”

结果，朱丽叶笑了起来，是冷笑。“我们都同这秘密生活在一起，凯茜。你不是这家中的一员，你不会摔下楼的。”

*　*　*

第二天，蒂姆感觉好些了。下午，邓肯带孩子们回那个农场去买圣诞树。于是，我给尼克打了个电话。

“我想和你谈谈。”我平静地说，“我需要跟人说说话。”

“嗯——，”尼克回答，“我们就在海滩见吧。3点钟。”

我在自己的房间里等待，听着海浪声和风声。也许，朱丽叶正和尼克在一起，我不知道，但我需要跟人谈谈哈维家的事。我慢慢走过田地，走下山坡，到了海边。那天下午很冷，刮着大风，大海昏暗一片。尼克不在那儿，也许他不想和我说话。但他最终还是来了。

“出什么事了？”他问。

“昨晚，我同朱丽叶谈了话，”我说，“关于米兰达，不知道为什么，我感到害怕。有关米兰达的意外，你知道些什么？”

“警察盘问了邓肯，”尼克说。他的蓝眼睛越过我望着我身后。突然，他的脸色变了。“邓肯在这儿，你叫他来的吗？”
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“不，我没有。我给你打电话前他就离开家了。”

邓肯跑下山坡。“凯茜！”他喊道。

“你来这儿干什么？”尼克生气地说，“凯茜想和我聊聊。”

“凯茜，回家。”邓肯平静地说。

“她不愿跟你回家。她怕你。”

“怕我？为什么？”

我什么都没说。邓肯一脸愤怒。

“为什么你不告诉我们米兰达的事呢？”尼克问。他的脸看起来也很愤怒。“我想问问你，邓肯，警察曾盘问过你，关于那天晚上，你告诉了他们些什么？”

“原来你是问我米兰达的事，”邓肯吼起来，“这么说，你还记得米兰达？啊，我也记得。我每天都想着她。”邓肯看看我，又转回去盯着尼克。“你认为是我杀了米兰达？那就去找警察吧，去告诉他们。是的，我恨她，我也恨你，尼克。就因为你，她想离开我和孩子。她爱你。她告诉我了。但是你爱她吗，尼克？”

“当然，我不爱她。”尼克说。他的脸红了。“我喜欢米兰达。我们一起吃了四五回饭，仅此而已。她很孤独。”他望着我，他的眼睛很蓝，但突然我不喜欢他的眼睛和他的脸了。

“她想离开我和孩子，但你并不爱她，”邓肯说，“你爱的是她妹妹。我知道。可是米兰达不知道你和朱丽叶的事。你为什么不告诉她呢？”
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我不想听了。我感到很难受、很冷。我开始往回走，爬上山坡。我想回家，但我的家在哪里？我没有家。


5
Home

'Cathy! Wait for me!' It was Duncan. He ran up behind me. 'I want to talk to you, Cathy. Listen — all women like Nick. I know that. But he's not a good friend for you to have. You heard him on the beach. He likes to have lots of women friends. How can you be happy with a man like that?'

'You're wrong,' I said slowly. 'I stopped liking Nick weeks ago.' Nick wasn't important to me now, I knew that. But Duncan was important to me — and I couldn't tell him. For a minute or two I said nothing, but the questions were still there. In the end I said: 'Why didn't you tell me about Miranda's accident? Why was it a secret? I feel very upset about all this.'

'I wanted to forget all about it,' Duncan said slowly. 'It was a very difficult time. Miranda and Juliet loved Nick. Juliet hated Miranda. She was afraid because Miranda wanted to live with Nick. Juliet told me about Miranda and Nick because she wanted me to stop Miranda.'

'Juliet told me about her love for Nick. It was a secret, she said.'

'A secret?' Duncan laughed angrily. 'Well, Miranda never knew about it, it's true. Juliet's very careful — she never talks about Nick. But it wasn't difficult to see. I saw her car at his farm, and I often see it there now.'

The sky was darker now. 'Was Juliet here, the night Miranda died?' I asked. Perhaps Juliet killed her sister, I thought.

'No, no. Juliet wasn't here, Nick wasn't here,' Duncan said. 'I was upstairs, and the children were in bed. Then Miranda called me into our bedroom and said: “I'm going to leave you, Duncan. I'm going to live with Nick.” I was very angry and upset, but I ran downstairs into the kitchen before she fell. Cathy, nobody killed Miranda. It was an accident, a terrible accident.' Duncan put his hand on my arm. 'Can't you forget about Miranda now? Can't we begin again?'

But I couldn't answer then.

We arrived at Beach House. There was a light downstairs in the kitchen, and a light in the sitting room.

'The children are watching television,' Duncan said. We went into the house and Duncan opened the sitting room door. 'We're home now,' he told the children. 'We're going to the kitchen to make dinner.'

The kitchen was warm and quiet. Old Mrs Harvey sat in her chair. Suddenly, I felt afraid again. There was something terrible about old Mrs Harvey's face. I stood by the kitchen door; I couldn't go into the room.

'We're back, Mother,' Duncan said. 'Cathy's with me; everything's all right.'

Mrs Harvey's eyes were dark in her white face. 'I was afraid, Duncan! I was afraid! The children love Cathy, and you love Cathy. I can see that. But Cathy loves Nick. She's going to leave you and the children. Remember Miranda! It's all happening again. I can see that.'

'Mother! It's not true! Don't talk like this!'

'Remember Miranda!' Mrs Harvey said again. 'Don't be upset, Duncan. I'm always here, you know that. I can't look after you because of my arthritis, but I love you most, you know that, and I'm going to help you again.'

Suddenly I understood it all. 'Tell us about Miranda,' I said quietly. 'What did you do that night?'

Mrs Harvey looked at me then. 'I don't want you to leave, Cathy. I want you to stay with the children and be happy with Duncan. Let me tell you about that night,' she said, 'and then you must stay here with us.'

The room was very quiet. Duncan held my hand, and his hand was warm and strong.

'Miranda wanted to leave Duncan. I was upstairs in my room, and I heard her. Duncan ran downstairs and I came out of my room and talked to Miranda. She hated Duncan, and she didn't want to think about her children.' Mrs Harvey began to cry. 'I pushed her. She was on the stairs, and I pushed her with my stick. She fell down the stairs, and I went back into my room. I didn't want to kill her, I wanted to break her legs. I wanted her to stay at home with Duncan. But she died, and in the end I was happy because she didn't go and live with Nick...'

Mrs Harvey talked and talked, and in the end we stopped listening to her.

'Cathy, this is all going to be very difficult,' Duncan said, tiredly. 'I must call the police and tell them about mother. Then I must talk to the children. It's going to be difficult for you, too. Are you going to leave Beach House?'

I smiled. There were no more questions in my head. I knew everything now about the Harvey family: there was nothing more to be afraid of. 'No, Duncan, I'm not going to leave.'

'The children need you,' he said. 'You know that. But I need you too. I want you to be with me. But can we be happy after all this?'

'Of course we can,' I told him. 'Things are going to get better now, for all of us.'

He put his arms around me. He kissed me then, and I found my home in his arms.



important adj. having or likely to have great effect 重要的

true adj. in accordance with fact or reality 真实的

bedroom n. a room for sleeping in 卧室

sitting room the main room in a house where people can do things together, usu. apart from eating 起居室；客厅

tiredly adv. feeling weak and lacking power in the body or mind, needing rest or sleep 疲倦地


5．家

“凯茜，等等我！”是邓肯。他从我后面跑上来。“我想和你谈谈，凯茜。听着，所有的女人都喜欢尼克。这我知道。但他不是一个值得你拥有的朋友。你听见他在海滩上说的了。他喜欢同很多女人做朋友。你和这样的男人在一起怎么会幸福呢？”
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“你错了。”我慢慢地说，“我几个星期前就不再喜欢尼克了。”我知道，现在尼克对我而言已经不重要了。但邓肯对我很重要——而我无法告诉他。有一两分钟我一言不发，但我还是心存疑问。最后我说：“为什么你不告诉我米兰达的事呢？为什么这件事秘而不宣呢？这一切让我很不安。”

“我想忘掉这一切。”邓肯缓缓道来，“那段时间真是一个多事之秋。米兰达和朱丽叶都爱尼克。朱丽叶恨米兰达。她很害怕，因为米兰达想同尼克一起生活。朱丽叶告诉了我米兰达和尼克的事，因为她想让我去阻止米兰达。”

“朱丽叶告诉了我她对尼克的爱。她说，这是一个秘密。”

“一个秘密？”邓肯愤怒地笑了，“呵，米兰达始终不知道，这没错。朱丽叶很小心——她从来不提尼克。但这不难看出来。我看到过她的车停在他的农场，而且我现在经常看到她的车停在那里。”
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现在，天色变得更暗了。“米兰达出事的那天晚上，朱丽叶在这儿吗？”我问。也许是朱丽叶杀了她姐姐，我想。

“不，不，朱丽叶不在，尼克也不在，”邓肯说，“我在楼上，孩子们已经上床了。当时，米兰达把我叫进了卧室，说道：‘我要离开你，邓肯。我要和尼克生活在一起。’我很生气，也很苦恼，但我跑下楼进了厨房是在她摔下来之前。凯茜，没有人杀害米兰达。那是一场意外，一场可怕的意外。”邓肯把手放在我的手臂上。“现在你还不能忘掉米兰达吗？我们能不能重新开始？”

但当时我无法回答他。

我们到了海滩屋。楼下的厨房里亮着灯，起居室的灯也亮着。

“孩子们在看电视，”邓肯说。我们进了屋，邓肯打开了起居室的门。“我们回来了，”他对孩子们说，“我们这就去厨房做晚餐。”

厨房里温暖而安静。老哈维太太坐在她的椅子里。突然，我又感到害怕起来。老哈维太太的脸色极差。我站在厨房门边，无法走进去。

“妈妈，我们回来了，”邓肯说，“凯茜和我在一起，一切都很好。”

哈维太太的眼睛在她苍白的脸上看起来暗淡无光。“我怕，邓肯！我怕！孩子们爱凯茜，你爱凯茜。我看得出来。但是凯茜爱尼克。她会离开你和孩子们。记得米兰达吧？这一切又发生了。我能看出来。”
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“妈妈！这不是真的。不要这么说！”

“记得米兰达吧？”哈维太太又说了一遍。“别烦恼，邓肯。你知道，我永远在你身边。因为有关节炎，我无法照顾你，但我是最爱你的，这你知道，我又要助你一臂之力了。”

忽然间，我明白了一切。“告诉我们米兰达的事，”我轻声地说，“那天晚上你做了什么？”

哈维太太看着我。“我不希望你离开，凯茜。我希望你能和孩子们在一起，与邓肯幸福地生活。我告诉你那天晚上的事吧，”她说，“可以后你一定要待在这儿和我们在一起。”

房间里非常安静。邓肯握着我的手，他的手温暖而有力。

“米兰达想离开邓肯。我在楼上自己的房间里，听见了她说的话。邓肯跑下楼，我从自己房间里出来，和米兰达谈了谈。她恨邓肯，也不愿考虑孩子们。”哈维太太开始哭，“我推了她。她站在楼梯上，我用拐杖推了她。她从楼梯上摔了下去，我回了自己的房间。我不想杀死她，只想摔断她的腿。我希望她留在家里和邓肯在一起。但她死了，最终我很高兴，因为她没有走，去和尼克生活……”

哈维太太说啊说啊，最后我们都不听她说了。

“凯茜，一切将变得很难面对，”邓肯疲惫地说，“我必须叫警察来，告诉他们母亲的事。然后我得跟孩子们谈谈。你也将很难面对这一切。你打算离开海滩屋吗？”
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我笑了。我脑子里再没有什么疑问了。现在哈维家的所有事情我都知道了：再没有什么让我害怕的了。“不，邓肯，我不会离开。”

“孩子们需要你，”他说，“你知道的。但是我也需要你。我希望你和我在一起。但这一切过后，我们能幸福吗？”

“我们当然能，”我对他说，“对我们大家而言，如今，事情正在好起来。”

他用胳膊搂着我，吻我，在他的臂弯里我找到了自己的家。


ACTIVITIES
Before Reading

1. Read the introduction of the book. How much do you know now about the story? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) Cathy Wilson is going to begin a new job.

YES □／NO □／PERHAPS □

2) There are three children in the Harvey family.

YES □／NO □／PERHAPS □

3) Cathy likes Nick, the farmer.

YES □／NO □／PERHAPS □

4) The children's mother was called Miranda.

YES □／NO □／PERHAPS □

5) The children's mother died a month ago.

YES □／NO □／PERHAPS □

6) Everybody talks about Miranda.

YES □／NO □／PERHAPS □

7) Cathy is beautiful.

YES □／NO □／PERHAPS □

2. Now read the story introduction, and choose the best ending for these sentences.

1) Cathy's parents...
(a) live in Norfolk.
(b) are very old.
(c) live with the Harvey family.
(d) are dead.

2) Cathy is sometimes lonely because...
(a) this is her first job.
(b) she doesn't like the children.
(c) she has no friends.
(d) Mrs Harvey is old.

3) After Cathy has dinner with Nick,...
(a) Mrs Harvey gets angry.
(b) Duncan goes to London.
(c) she hates Duncan.
(d) she leaves Beach House.

3. Why does everybody remember Miranda? Can you guess?
Here are some possible answers.
Tick one box for each answer.

Everybody remembers Miranda because...

1) she was very beautiful.

YES □／NO □

2) she was very kind and loving.

YES □／NO □

3) everybody hated her.

YES □／NO □

4) everybody loved her.

YES □／NO □

5) she did something terrible.

YES □／NO □

6) she was a bad mother.

YES □／NO □


ACTIVITIES
While Reading

1. Read Chapter 1. Choose the best question-word, and then answer the questions.

Who/ Why

1) ... did Cathy arrive late at Beach House?

2) ... did Cathy meet on the sea road in Cromer?

3) ... was Duncan Harvey angry?

4) ... was Juliet'?

5) ... did Cathy meet one day in Cromer'?

6) ... did Juliet often visit Miranda'?

2. Read Chapter 2. Who said this, and to whom?

1) 'Be careful at Beach House.'

2) 'Why don't you like Duncan?'

3) 'I don't want you to see Nick again.'

4) 'Why are you afraid of Nick?'

5) 'He's a bad man. Grandma told me.'

3. Read Chapter 3. Here are some untrue sentences about the chapter. Change them into true sentences.

1) Duncan never drove the children to school.

2) Nick's Landrover hit Cathy's car.

3) Cathy knew about Juliet and Nick.

4) Cathy learnt about Miranda's accident from the police.

5) Miranda died in a car accident.

6) Duncan Harvey was away on the day of his wife's accident.

4. Read Chapter 4, and then answer these questions.

Who

1) ... ran into a tree and then fell over?

2) ... was afraid of Duncan because of Miranda's accident?

3) ... told Grandma about Cathy's dinner with Nick?

4) ... hated Miranda and hated Nick, too?

5) ... liked Miranda, but didn't love her?

6) ... wanted to leave Duncan?

5. Before you read Chapter 5, look at these questions. Can you guess the best answers?

1) Who killed Miranda?
(a) Juliet
(b) Mrs Harvey
(c) Duncan
(d) Nobody

2) What happens to Cathy? She...
(a) leaves Beach House.
(b) finds a home.
(c) goes to live with Nick.
(d) learns all the secrets of the Harvey family.


ACTIVITIES
After Reading

1. Match the people with the sentences. Then use the sentences to write about the people. Use pronouns (he, she) and linking words (and, but).

Cathy / Juliet / Mrs Harvey / Nick / Miranda / Duncan

Example: Cathy works at Beach House. She looks after Susan and Tim, but she...

1)  Cathy works at Beach House.

2) ______ was Miranda's sister.

3) ______ has arthritis.

4) ______ is tall with blue eyes.

5) ______ died two years ago.

6) ______ has a job with a big London company.

7) ______ lives in a farm near Beach House.

8)  Cathy looks after Susan and Tim.

9) ______ works as a teacher.

10) ______ plays with his children every day.

11) ______ is lonely because she has no friends.

12) ______ likes to have lots of women friends.

13) ______ loved her children.

14) ______ is kind to his mother.

15) ______ walks with a stick.

16) ______ loves Nick very much.

17) ______ wanted to leave Duncan because she loved Nick.

18) ______ often feels upset because she can't look after the children.

2. Before Miranda died, Juliet talked to Duncan (see Chapter 5). Use these words to complete their conversation. (Use each word once.)

about, and, because, before, but, friendly, happy, lonely, often, telling, told, true, upset, want

DUNCAN: What's the matter, Juliet? You look ______.

JULIET: I am upset! I want to talk to you______ Miranda.

DUNCAN: Miranda's not______. I know that. She's lonely ______ I often work in London.

JULIET: Well, she's not ______ now. She's very ______ with Nick.

DUNCAN: Nick? But you're Nick's girlfriend! I ______ see your car at his farm.

JULIET: Yes, I know, ______ that doesn't stop Miranda. She loves Nick ______ she wants to live with him.

DUNCAN: What?! No, no, that's not ______!

JULIET: Oh yes it is! She ______ me yesterday.

DUNCAN: And why are you ______ me?

JULIET: Because I ______ you to stop her, Duncan! Talk to her. Talk to her soon, ______ she leaves you and the children.

3. Here is a new illustration for the story. Find the best place in the story to put the picture, and answer these questions.

The picture goes in Chapter ______.

1) Who are the two women in this picture?

2) Where are Duncan and the children at this moment?

3) What happened next'?

Now write a caption for the illustration.
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Caption: _______________________________________

4. After the end of the story, Juliet came to see Duncan and Cathy. Their conversation is in the wrong order. Write it out in the correct order and put in the speakers' names.

1) ______ 'Tell them what? She told them everything two years ago.'

2) ______ 'Yes, she loved her. But Mother didn't want Miranda to leave me and the children.'

3) ______ 'I don't believe it! Grandma loved my sister!'

4) ______ 'Duncan called the police. His mother wanted to tell them something about Miranda's accident.'

5) ______ 'What happened yesterday? Nick phoned me. He saw the police here.'

6) ______ 'Well, not everything. You see, Mother killed Miranda. She pushed her down the stairs.'

5. What happened next? Finish Cathy's story for her, with the words and names below. (Use some more than once.)

Juliet, Duncan, Nick, Mrs Harvey, the children, the police, him, her, she, we, I, us

______ came and took ______ away. Later, ______ went to live in a hospital. ______ stayed at Beach House with ______. ______ are very happy, and now ______ have a new mother. ______ and ______ are good friends, and ______ often visits ______. And what about ______at the farm? Well, perhaps ______ visits ______ sometimes, but that's ______ secret.
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内容简介

身为侦探，必须眼观六路、耳听八方，还得记住所有细节。他们要留心天气、别人穿的鞋、女人帽子上的花、男人衣服口袋里的一盒火柴。他们必须通晓人情世故，对狗、羊和马都得有所知。甚至，他们还必须了解赛马，这项帝王的娱乐运动……

一匹著名赛马——“银光”——失踪了，歇洛克·福尔摩斯和华生医生来到了位于达特穆尔的马厩。“银光”是一周后的一场大赛的夺冠热门，它的主人罗斯先生满怀信心能赢得这场比赛。但他首先得找到自己的马。这个案子还死了一个人——约翰·斯特雷克，“银光”的驯马师。他妻子在离马厩不远的泥地里发现了他的尸体。格雷戈里巡官要找出凶手，但他与罗斯先生却得出了错误的结论。

那么，歇洛克·福尔摩斯问道，星期一晚上马厩里究竟发生了什么事？还有，同样重要的是，没有发生什么？


SHERLOCK HOLMES AND THE SPORT OF KINGS

Detectives must see, hear, and remember everything. They must be interested in the weather, people's shoes, flowers in a woman's hat, a box of matches in a man's pocket. They must understand people; they must know about dogs, and sheep, and horses. They must even know about horseracing, the sport of kings...

When Silver Blaze, a famous racehorse, disappears, Sherlock Holmes and Dr Watson go down to his Dartmoor stables. Silver Blaze is the favourite for a big race in a week's time, and his owner, Mr Ross, is hoping to win this race. But first, he needs to find his horse. There is also a dead man in the case — John Straker, Silver Blaze's trainer. His wife found his body in the mud not far from the stables. And Inspector Gregory needs to find the killer. But he and Mr Ross are getting the wrong answers to their questions.

So, says Sherlock Holmes, what did happen at the stables on Monday night? And, just as important, what did not happen?
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1

A horse called Silver Blaze

'I must go down there, Watson. I must,' said Sherlock Holmes at the breakfast table on Thursday morning.

'Go? Go where?' I asked.

'To Dartmoor — to King's Pyland.'

'Ah! So that's it,' I said. 'Well, everybody in the country is talking about the case at King's Pyland.'

I always know when Holmes is interested in a case. He reads all the newspapers, he walks up and down, up and down the room, and does not speak for hours.

He did all those things yesterday. He did not answer any of my questions, but I knew that it was the mystery at King's Pyland.

The morning newspapers were on the breakfast table. 'What is happening at King's Pyland? Where is Silver Blaze?' they asked. 'Who killed John Straker? What are the police doing? Can they find the horse before the big race next week?'

Silver Blaze was a famous racehorse, and John Straker was his trainer. One of the biggest horse races of the year — the Wessex Cup —was next week, and Silver Blaze was the favourite to win. But on Monday night at King's Pyland two things happened. Someone killed John Straker, and Silver Blaze disappeared.
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I was interested in this case too. 'Do you need my help, Holmes?' I asked. 'I would very much like to come with you.'

'My dear Watson,' said Holmes, 'of course you must come with me. We can catch the twelve o'clock from Paddington, and talk about the case on the train.'

Two hours later we were on the train to Tavistock. We read all the midday newspapers, but there was nothing new in them.

'So, Watson, what do you think about this case?'

'Well, the newspapers say —'

'Ah, yes. The newspapers understand nothing. One day they say one thing, the next day they say another. But we must look at the case more carefully. What did happen on Monday night at King's Pyland? And what did not happen? That's an important question too.'

'Do the police have any answers?' I asked.

'No,' said Holmes. 'On Wednesday morning I had two letters. One was from Mr Ross, the owner of the horse, and the other was from the Dartmoor police — an Inspector Gregory. They ask for my help.'

'Wednesday morning!' I cried. 'But this is Thursday morning. Why didn't you go down yesterday?'

'Because it was an easy case. You can't hide a famous horse for long, I thought. Where can you hide a horse on Dartmoor? There are no buildings, no trees... But I was wrong, Watson. The case is now two days old, and nobody can find the horse — or Straker's killer. So here we are, on the train to Tavistock.'

'And what do you think about it all?' I said.

'Well, Watson, let's look at the case. First, we have a racehorse, Silver Blaze — only five years old, but already a winner in many big races. His owner, Mr Ross, is a happy man — and rich. The racegoers are happy too. Silver Blaze nearly always wins his races, and so people put big bets on him to win. And when the favourite wins the race, a lot of people make money on their bets. But what happens when the favourite doesn't win, Watson? What then?'

'A lot of people lose their money, of course,' I said. 'And people with big bets on a different horse can make much more money, when that other horse wins.'

'Right, Watson! So perhaps some people are very interested in Silver Blaze not running in the Wessex Cup. Of course, Mr Ross and his trainer, John Straker, know that, and they watch the horse very carefully.

'Now, let's look at the people and the place. The trainer, John Straker — a good man and wonderful with horses — worked for Mr Ross for twelve years. There are four horses in the training stables, and three boys working for Straker. One of them sits up all night with the horses, and the other two sleep in a room over the stables. We know nothing bad about any of the boys.
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'Straker has a wife, no children, and lives — I mean, lived — in a house about two hundred metres from the stables. The town of Tavistock is two kilometres to the west, and about two kilometres to the east there is Capleton, another training stables. The owner there is Lord Backwater, and the trainer is Silas Brown. There are no other houses — just the hills of Dartmoor.'

I listened carefully. I wanted to remember it all because Holmes does not like to say anything twice.

'Now,' he said, 'what happened on Monday night? These papers came with Inspector Gregory's letter. The best thing is for you to read them, Watson. Then tell me what you think.'

I took the papers from him, and began to read.



case n. an event or set of events that need to be dealt with by the police （犯罪）案件

mystery n. a secret, hidden, or inexplicable matter 神秘的事物；谜

racehorse n. a horse bred or kept for racing 赛马

trainer n. a person who trains horses as a profession 驯马师

horse race n. a race between horses with riders on 赛马

favourite n. a competitor thought most likely to win （比赛中）最有希望的获胜者

inspector n. a police officer of middle rank 巡官；督察

racegoer n. a person who goes regularly to horse races 赛马会的常客

bet n. the money etc. staked 赌金，赌注

stable n. a building set apart and adapted for keeping horses 马厩


1．赛马“银光”

“我必须得去一趟，华生。不能不去。”星期四早上，歇洛克·福尔摩斯坐在桌旁吃早餐时说道。

“去？去哪儿？”我问道。

“去达特穆尔——去金斯皮兰。”

“啊！就是这事儿。”我说，“全英国的人都在谈论金斯皮兰的这个案子。”

当福尔摩斯对某个案子感兴趣的时候，我总能感觉到。他会浏览所有的报纸，在房间里不停地走来走去，几小时都不说话。

昨天他就是这样。我问什么他都不理，不过我知道他肯定是在想着金斯皮兰的神秘事件。

早上的报纸就放在餐桌上。“金斯皮兰发生了什么事？‘银光’在哪儿？”报上写道，“谁杀死了约翰·斯特雷克？警方在干什么？他们能不能在下星期大赛前找回‘银光’？”

“银光”是一匹著名的赛马，约翰·斯特雷克是它的驯马师。每年最大的赛马会之一——韦塞克斯杯——就在下星期举行，“银光”是夺冠的大热门。但星期一晚上，在金斯皮兰发生了两件事。约翰·斯特雷克被杀了，而“银光”失踪了。

我对这案子也很感兴趣。“你要我帮忙吗，福尔摩斯？”我问道，“我非常愿意跟你一起去。”

“亲爱的华生，”福尔摩斯说，“你当然得跟我一起去。我们可以赶12点从帕丁顿区开出的火车，在车上讨论案情。”

两个小时以后，我们坐上了去塔维斯托克的火车。我们看了中午所有的报纸，但报上没有什么新消息。

“华生，你对这案子有什么看法？”

“呃，报纸上说——”

“啊，报纸什么也不知道。他们今天说一套，明天又是一套。但我们得更用心地看待这个案子。星期一晚上在金斯皮兰发生了什么？没发生的又是什么？这也是个关键的问题。”

“警方找到答案了吗？”我问道。

“没有，”福尔摩斯说，“星期三早上我收到两封信，一封是马的主人罗斯先生写来的，另一封来自达特穆尔警方——格雷戈里巡官。他们请求我帮忙。”

“星期三早上！”我叫道，“但现在已经是星期四上午了。你为什么不昨天动身呢？”

“因为这个案子并不复杂。我原来以为没人能长时间地藏住一匹知名的马。你能把马藏在达特穆尔的什么地方呢？那儿没有建筑物，也没有树林……但我的判断并不准确，华生。现在这案子已经发生两天了，还没人找到那匹马——或者找到杀死约翰·斯特雷克的凶手。所以我们才坐上了这列开往塔维斯托克的火车。”

“那你对这一切有什么看法？”我问道。

“嗯，华生，我们来看看这个案子。首先，有一匹赛马‘银光’——才5岁，但已经是许多大赛的冠军。它的主人罗斯先生很开心——因为他有钱了。在这匹马上下注的赛马迷们也很开心，因为银光在比赛中几乎从未输过，因此人们在它身上下了重注。如果最被看好的赛马赢得了比赛，很多人都会凭他们下的赌注赢钱。但如果这匹马输了呢，华生？那会怎样？”

“当然是许多人输钱啦，”我说，“而且在别的马身上下了重注的人会赢得更多的钱，如果被下注的那匹马赢了的话。”

“说得对，华生！所以，可能有人很希望‘银光’不能参加韦塞克斯杯的比赛。当然，罗斯先生和他的驯马师约翰·斯特雷克知道这一点，他们非常小心地照顾着这匹马。”

“现在让我们来看看这案子涉及到的人和地点。驯马师约翰·斯特雷克——他是个好人，对马很有一套——已经为罗斯先生工作了12年了。训练用的马厩里有四匹马。斯特雷克手下有三个小马倌，其中一个会整夜守着马，另外两个睡在马厩顶上的一个房间里。就我们所知，这几个男孩儿的品行都很好。”

“斯特雷克已经结婚，没有孩子，住在——我是说，他曾经住在离马厩200米左右的一所房子里。向西两公里就是塔维斯托克镇，东边大约两公里的地方是卡普莱顿，另一处训马马厩。那儿的主人是巴克沃特勋爵，驯马师是赛拉斯·布朗。附近没有其他的房子了——只有达特穆尔的山。”

我仔细听着，想记住这一切，因为福尔摩斯不喜欢重复说过的话。

“那么，”他说道，“星期一晚上发生了什么事？这些卷宗是格雷戈里巡官随信一起寄来的。你最好看看，华生，然后告诉我你的想法。”

我从他手里拿过卷宗，看了起来。


2

Monday night at King's Pyland


Notes by Inspector Gregory, after talking to Edith Baxter, Ned Hunter, Mrs John Straker, and Mr Fitzroy Simpson




On Monday evening Straker locked the stables at nine o'clock, the usual time. Two of the boys then walked up to the trainer's house for their dinner, but the third boy, Ned Hunter, stayed in the stables to watch the horses. At five past nine, the Strakers' servant, a girl called Edith Baxter, carried Ned Hunter's dinner down to the stables. The dinner that night was a hot meat curry.

Edith was nearly at the stables when a man called out to her. He came up to her, and she saw a tall man in a grey suit and a hat, and a red and black scarf. He carried a big walking stick, and Edith felt afraid of him.

'Where am I?' the man asked. 'What is this place?'

'This is King's Pyland training stables,' she said.

'Good!' said the man. 'Now, a stable boy sleeps here every night — is that right? And I think you're taking his dinner to him now.' He took an envelope out of his pocket. 'Please give the boy this, and you can have some money for a beautiful new dress.'

Edith did not take the envelope. She ran past the man to the stables and up to a small open window. She always put the boy's dinner through this window, and Ned Hunter was there, ready to take it.
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'Oh Ned!' Edith cried, but before she could say any more, the stranger came up behind her.

'Good evening,' he said through the window to the boy. 'I want to talk to you.'

'Who are you? What do you want?' Ned Hunter said.

'I want to make you rich, boy,' the stranger said. 'You help me, and I help you. You have two horses in for the Wessex Cup — Silver Blaze and Bayard. I hear that Bayard is the better horse, and that you stable boys are putting your bets on him to win. Am I right?'

'I'm not saying anything!' cried Ned Hunter. 'We don't talk about our horses at King's Pyiand, so get out! I'm getting the dog now!'

Ned ran across the stables to get the dog, and Edith began to run back to the house. But she looked back after about thirty metres, and saw the man at the little window, with his head and one arm inside the room.

Edith ran on, and a minute later, Ned came out of the building and locked the door behind him. He ran all round the stables with the dog, but the man was gone.

Ned Hunter told the trainer and the other boys about the stranger, but no one saw him again.

The next thing happened at one o'clock in the morning when John Straker got out of bed.

'What's the matter?' said his wife. 'Where are you going?'

'To the stables,' Straker said. 'I can't stop thinking about that stranger. I just want to have a look around.'

'But it's raining. Wait until the rain stops,' she said.

'No, no,' Straker said. 'I want to go now.'

He left the house and Mrs Straker went back to sleep. At seven in the morning she woke up, but her husband was not there. She quickly got up, called the servant, Edith, and they ran down to the stables.

They found the stables unlocked. Straker was not there, and inside, on a chair, Ned Hunter slept like a dead man. Silver Blaze was gone, and his stable door was open. They called the other two boys from the room over the stables. They were good sleepers and heard nothing in the night.

Nobody could wake Ned Hunter, so the two women and the boys ran out to look for the trainer and the horse. Five hundred metres from the stables, they saw Straker's coat on a small tree. Down the hill, just past the tree, they found the trainer. He was dead.

There was a long cut in his leg, and his head was broken in three places. In his right hand he had a small knife, with blood all over it, and in his left hand he had a red and black scarf.

Edith Baxter knew the scarf at once, and later, so did Ned Hunter.
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'It's the stranger's scarf,' he told us. 'When I went to get the dog, that stranger was still at the stable window. He put something in my meat curry, to make me sleep — I know he did. Edith saw him, with his arm through the window.'

Ned Hunter was right about his meat curry. There was some of his dinner left, and we found a lot of opium in it. That's why Ned slept like a dead man.

What about the horse? We found his tracks in the mud, next to Straker's dead body. But what happened then? Someone hit Straker on the head, and killed him. Did that person take the horse away? Did the horse run away? Everybody on Dartmoor is looking for Silver Blaze, but there is no news of him.

When I began work on the case on Tuesday, we looked for the stranger. He was in Tavistock, and we found him easily. His name is Fitzroy Simpson. He lives mostly in London, and makes his money at the races, taking bets. We looked in his betting-book, and found a number of big bets — five thousand pounds — against the favourite for the Wessex Cup.

These were his answers to my questions.

'Why did you come down to Dartmoor?'

'I'm a betting man, Inspector. I need to know about the horses for the Wessex Gup — Silver Blaze, Bayard, and Desborough, the horse at Silas Brown's stables. He's the second favourite for the race, you see.'

'Did you go to the King's Pyland stables late on Monday evening?'

'Yes, I did. I just wanted to ask the stable boys some questions. They know the horses better than anyone.'

'And is this your scarf?'

'Yes... yes, it is.'

'And how did it get into the dead man's hand, Mr Simpson? Can you tell us that?'

'I don't know, Inspector, I don't know! I never saw the man. I lost my scarf in the dark. It wasn't me, Inspector, it wasn't me!'

We asked many more questions, but Fitzroy Simpson did not change his story. He was out at King's Pyland that night, his suit was still wet from the rain, and his big walking stick could break a man's head open. But there were no cuts on his body, so where did the blood on Straker's knife come from?

And where is the horse?
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curry n．a dish of meat, vegetables, etc., cooked in a sauce of hot-tasting spices, usu. served with rice 咖哩菜肴

lock v. to fasten with a lock 锁；锁上

cut n．a division or wound made by cutting 伤口

opium n. a powerful illegal drug made from poppy seeds, that used to be used legally as a painkiller 鸦片；麻醉剂

track n. mark or marks left by a person, animal, or thing in passing 足迹；踪迹


2．周一晚上的金斯皮兰

格雷戈里巡官与伊道丝·巴克斯特、内德·亨特、约翰·斯特雷克夫人以及菲茨罗伊·辛普森先生谈话以后的记录。




星期一晚上，斯特雷克跟平常一样9点就锁了马厩。然后有两个小马倌走到驯马师家里吃晚餐，而第三个小马倌内德·亨特留在马厩照看马匹。9点5分，斯特雷克的佣人，一个名叫伊迪丝·巴克斯特的女孩子把内德·亨特的晚餐送到马厩。那天晚上的晚餐是热的咖哩烧肉。

伊迪丝快到马厩的时候，一个人向她打招呼。他走近她，伊迪丝看见一个高个子男人，穿着一件灰色外套，戴着帽子，围着一条黑红相间的围巾，手里拿着一根粗大的手杖。伊迪丝觉得有点儿害怕。

“我这是在哪儿？”那个人问道，“这是什么地方？”

“这是金斯皮兰的训练马厩。”伊迪丝回答道。

“太好了！”那个人说。“那么，一个小马倌每天晚上睡在这儿——对吗？我猜你这是要去给他送晚餐吧。”他从口袋里掏出一个信封。“请把这个交给那个男孩儿，你就可以得到一笔钱买身漂亮衣服了。”

伊迪丝没拿那个信封。她从那个人身旁跑过去，跑到马厩那儿的一扇开着的小窗前。她一般都从这扇窗户将小马倌的晚餐递进去，内德·亨特已经在那儿准备取饭了。

“噢，内德！”伊迪丝叫道，但她还没来得及说别的，那个陌生人已经来到了她身后。

“晚上好，”他隔着窗户对那个男孩说，“我想跟你谈谈。”

“你是谁？你想干什么？”内德·亨特说。

“我想让你发财，孩子，”那个陌生人说，“你要是帮我，我就会帮你。你们有两匹马要参加韦塞克斯杯——‘银光’和贝亚德。我听说贝亚德更好，你们这帮小马倌都在它身上下了注。对吗？”

“我不会透露任何事！”内德·亨特叫道，“我们不会在金斯皮兰谈论自己的马，快走开！我要放狗了！”

内德穿过马厩去牵狗，伊迪丝开始回头往房子里跑。但她跑了大约30米后，回头看见那个人站在那扇小窗子边，头和一只胳膊伸进了房间里。

伊迪丝继续往回跑，很快内德就出来了，顺手锁了门。他带着狗绕马厩跑了一圈，但那个人已经不见了。

内德·亨特跟驯马师和其他的马倌说了那个陌生人的事，但再没人看到那个人。

第二件事发生在凌晨1点。约翰·斯特雷克从床上爬了起来。

“怎么了？”他妻子说，“你要去哪儿？”

“去马厩看看，”斯特雷克说，“我老想着那个陌生人。我想去看看。”

“可天在下雨呢。等雨停了再去吧。”她说。

“不，不，”斯特雷克说，“我就想现在去。”

他离开了房子，斯特雷克夫人接着睡觉。早上7点，她醒了过来，但她丈夫不在。她马上起床，叫来了佣人伊迪丝，一起往马厩跑去。

她们发现马厩没锁。斯特雷克不在，内德·亨特在里边一张椅子上睡得跟死人一样。“银光”也不见了，它所在的马厩开着门。她们叫醒了睡在马厩顶上房间里的另外两个小马倌。他俩都睡得很死，没听见夜里有任何动静。

没人能叫醒内德·亨特，于是那两个女人和两个小马倌跑出去找驯马师和那匹马。在离马厩500米的地方，他们看见斯特雷克的外套挂在一棵小树上。就在树边的山脚下，他们找到了驯马师。他死了。

他腿上有一道长长的伤口，脑袋有三处破了。他右手拿着一把小刀，上面满是血，左手拽着一条黑红相间的围巾。

伊迪丝·巴克斯特马上就认出了那条围巾，后来，内德·亨德也认出来了。

“是那个陌生人的围巾，”他告诉我们，“我去牵狗的时候，那个人还在马厩的窗户边。他放了什么东西在我的咖哩烧肉里，让我昏昏入睡——我知道一定是他。伊迪丝看见他了，他的手伸进了窗户里。”

内德·亨特关于他的咖哩烧肉的判断是对的。他的晚餐还剩下一点儿，我们在里边发现大量的麻醉剂。这就是内德睡得那么死的原因。

那匹马呢？我们在泥地里发现了它的脚印，就在斯特雷克的尸体旁边。但是随后发生了什么事？有人打中了斯特雷克的头，杀死了他。那个人把马带走了吗？还是马自己跑了？达特穆尔的每个人都在找“银光”，但没有关于它的任何消息。

星期二我开始调查这个案子，我们就着手寻找那个陌生人。他在塔维斯托克，我们轻而易举地找到了他。他名叫菲茨罗伊·辛普森。他大部分时间住在伦敦，靠在赛马中赌马赚钱。我们查看了他的赌金簿，发现他在韦塞克斯杯上下了重注——5000英镑——买“银光”输。

以下是他回答我的问题的记录。

“你为什么去达特穆尔？”

“巡官，我是个赌徒。我得了解参加韦塞克斯杯的马——‘银光’、贝亚德，还有德斯伯勒，赛拉斯·布朗家的马。你知道，那是这次比赛的第二大热门。”

“星期一晚上你是不是去了金斯皮兰的马厩？”

“对。我只想向着马厩的马倌打听点儿事情。他们比任何人都了解马的状况。”

“这是你的围巾吗？”

“对……是我的。”

“那它是怎么到被害人的手里的，辛普森先生？你能向我们解释一下吗？”

“我不知道，巡官，我不知道！我从来没见过那个人，那天夜里我的围巾丢了。不是我干的，巡官，不是我！”

我们还问了很多问题，但菲茨罗伊·辛普森坚持他的说法。他那天晚上确实在金斯皮兰，他的外套淋了雨，还是湿的，他那条粗大的手杖足以打破人的脑袋。但他身上没有伤口，那斯特雷克手里那把刀上的血迹又是从哪儿来的呢？

还有，那匹马哪儿去了？


3

John Straker's pockets

'Mmm, very interesting,' I said. I gave the papers back to Holmes, and he put them away.

'So, Watson, what can you tell me?' he asked.

I thought for a minute. 'This cut on Straker's leg. Perhaps he did it with his own knife. When something hits you very hard on the head, and you have a knife in your hand... It can happen, you know.'

'Very good, Watson. And that's bad news for Fitzroy Simpson.'

'So did Simpson do it, do you think?' I said.

'Perhaps,' said Holmes. 'Let's look at it. Simpson puts opium in the boy's dinner. He goes away and comes back later in the night. He gets into the stables, takes the horse out, and leaves. But the trainer arrives at that moment, sees him, and follows him. The two men fight, and Simpson breaks Straker's head open with his stick. Then Simpson takes the horse — but where? Or did the horse run away? Is it still out on the moor? And how did Simpson get into the locked stables? I don't know, Watson, I don't know. We must wait and see.'

When we arrived at Tavistock station, two men came to meet us. Inspector Gregory was a tall, slow-moving man with blue eyes, and Mr Ross was small and quick. He was the first to speak.

'Very pleased to see you, Mr Holmes. The Inspector here is working hard, but we need help. We must find poor Straker's killer, and I want to find my horse.'

'Is there any news?' asked Holmes.

'Let's talk on the way,' the Inspector said. 'I'd like you to see everything in the daylight.'

We were soon out of the little town and up on the brown hills of the moor.

Inspector Gregory thought that the killer was Fitzroy Simpson. 'Simpson was out in the rain that night. His suit was still wet on the Tuesday,' he said. 'He had a big stick, and his scarf was in the dead man's hand. That looks bad, Mr Holmes, very bad.'

Holmes smiled. 'You need more than that, Inspector. The servant, Edith, spoke of an envelope. Did Simpson say anything about that?'

'Yes, he said it had money in it — a ten-pound note for the stable boy.'

'What about this other training stables, at Capleton?' asked Holmes. 'Does Simpson have friends there?'

'No, we don't think so. We went to Capleton, of course. Their horse, Desborough, is the second favourite for the Wessex Cup, and Silas Brown, the trainer, was not friendly with Straker. But we found nothing.'

When we arrived at King's Pyland, Inspector Gregory took us into the trainer's house.
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'Straker's body is upstairs,' he said. 'But we have here the things from his pockets and from the ground next to his body. Would you like to see them, Mr Holmes?'

'Very much,' said Holmes.

We went into the front room, and the Inspector opened a box and put things on a table. There was a box of matches, a small piece of candle, some money, a watch, some papers, and a small, thin knife.

'This is a strange knife,' Holmes said. He looked at it carefully, and then gave it to me. 'What is it, Watson?'

'It's an eye knife,' I said. 'Doctors use these when they cut into an eye. You don't usually see them outside a hospital.'

'Mm,' said Holmes. 'So why did Straker take this knife? It's no good for fighting.'

'His wife says it was in the bedroom for some days,' said Inspector Gregory. 'Perhaps he just took it because it was there on the table.'

'Perhaps,' said Holmes. 'What about these papers?'

'One is a letter from Mr Ross, the others are bills,' the Inspector said. 'Three of them are bills for the horses' food, and this one is a bill from a dress-maker in London, for a Mr William Darbyshire. He was a friend of Straker's, his wife tells us. His letters sometimes came here, and Straker sent them on.'
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'Mrs William Darbyshire is an expensive lady,' said Holmes, looking at the bill. 'Twenty-five pounds is a lot of money, for just one dress and one hat.' He put the bill down and moved to the window. 'Inspector, can we go out on the moor now, before the light begins to go?'

We left the room and at the front door we saw a woman. She came up to Inspector Gregory and put her hand on his arm. 'Is there any news?' she said.

'No, Mrs Straker, but here is Mr Holmes, the famous detective from London. We have him to help us now.'

'I think I met you a month or two ago, Mrs Straker,' said Holmes. 'Let me see... Yes, it was in Plymouth, at a garden-party. Do you remember?'

'No, sir. That wasn't me.'

'But I remember so well... You had a blue dress, and a dark blue hat with white flowers on it.'

'I don't have a hat with flowers on it, sir,' Mrs Straker said.

'Well, well, I am wrong, then. I am so sorry.' And with that Holmes followed the Inspector outside. The four of us then walked past the stables and up onto the moor. After ten minutes Inspector Gregory stopped.

'Here we are,' he said. 'Straker's body was just down there. His coat was here, on this small tree —'

'On the tree? Not on the ground?' Holmes asked.

'Oh no. It was on the tree, carefully away from the mud on the ground.'
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'Mmm. Interesting,' said Holmes. 'Now, I must look at the mud down there.'

'Ah,' said Inspector Gregory, 'and to help you, I have here in this bag one of Straker's shoes, one of Fitzroy Simpson's shoes, and one of Silver Blaze's horseshoes.'

'My dear Inspector, well done!' Holmes was very pleased. 'You think of everything.'

For some minutes Holmes looked carefully at the ground, his eyes only centimetres away from the mud.

'Hello!' he said suddenly. 'What's this?' From out of the mud he took a match, or a small piece of one.

'Now why didn't I find that?' said the Inspector.

'I knew it was there, you see,' said Holmes.

'You knew? But how could you know that?'

Holmes smiled but did not answer. He then took the shoes, got down on the ground, and began to look at all the tracks in the mud. We stood and watched him, but after five minutes Mr Ross looked at his watch.

'Er, this is very interesting, Mr Holmes,' he said, 'but is it going to take a long time?'

'No,' said Holmes. He got to his feet. 'I don't need to do any more here. Watson and I are going to take a little walk across the moor now, with the horseshoe.'

Mr Ross looked at the Inspector. 'Can we go back to the house and talk? I must take Silver Blaze's name out of the Wessex Cup race — and do it today, I think.'
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'Don't do that!' cried Holmes. 'No, no, you must leave the horse's name in for the race.'

'But...' Mr Ross began. Then he laughed, a little angrily. 'Well, thank you, Mr Holmes. Thank you for your help. See you later then, at the house.'

And he and the Inspector walked away.



moor n. a tract of open uncultivated upland, esp. when covered with heather 高沼

daylight n. the period of time during the day when it is light 白天

bill n. a written list showing how much you have to pay for services you have received, work that has been dune etc. 账单

dress-maker n. a person, esp. a woman，who makes clothes professionally（尤指女装）裁缝

detective n. a person, esp. a member of a police force, employed to investigate crimes 侦探

horseshoe n. an iron shoe for a horse shaped like the outline of the hard part of the hoof 马蹄铁；马掌


3．约翰·斯特雷克的口袋

“嗯，很有意思，”我说。我把卷案还给福尔摩斯，他将它们收了起来。

“那么，华生，你有什么看法？”他问。

我想了想。“斯特雷克腿上的那个伤口没准是他自己的刀划的。如果有什么东西猛撞你的头，你手上又正好拿着把刀……你知道，很有可能。”

“很好，华生。这对菲茨罗伊·辛普森来说可不是个好消息。”

“那你觉得是辛普森干的吗？”我问道。

“有可能。”福尔摩斯说，“让我们想想，辛普森在那个小马倌的晚餐里下了麻醉剂。他先离开，夜里晚些时候又回来，进入马厩，把马牵出来，然后逃走。但那时驯马师刚好赶到，看见了他，并紧追不舍。两个人打了起来，辛普森用手杖把斯特雷克的头打开了花。然后辛普森带走了那匹马——但带到哪里去了？还是马自己跑了？它是不是还在高沼地里？还有，辛普森怎么进到上了锁的马厩里的？我不知道，华生，我不知道。我们必须等等看。”

我们到塔维斯托克车站时，有两个人来接我们。格雷戈里巡官个子高高的，动作缓慢，有一双蓝色的眼睛。罗斯先生是小个子，性子很急。他首先开口。

“福尔摩斯先生，很高兴见到你。这位巡官很卖力，但我们需要帮助。我们必须找出杀害可怜的斯特雷克的凶手，我还想找到我的马。”

“有什么新的消息吗？”福尔摩斯问道。

“我们在路上说吧，”巡官说，“我想让你趁白天看看所有的情况。”

我们很快就出了小镇，到了沼泽地里的棕色小山上。

格雷戈里巡官认为凶手就是菲茨罗伊·辛普森。“那天晚上下雨的时候辛普森在外面。他的外套到星期二还是湿的，”他说，“他有一根粗大的手杖，他的围巾又在死者手里。看上去不妙，福尔摩斯先生，非常不妙。”

福尔摩斯笑了笑。“你还需要更多证据，巡官。那个佣人，伊迪丝，提到了一个信封。辛普森对此说了什么吗？”

“说了，他说里边有钱——一张十英镑的钞票，给小马倌的。”

“卡普莱顿的另一个训练马厩情形怎么样？”福尔摩斯问道，“辛普森在那儿有没有什么朋友？”

“没有，我们以为没有。当然，我们也去了卡普莱顿。他们的马，德斯伯勒，是韦塞克斯杯的第二大热门，驯马师赛拉斯·布朗跟斯特雷克关系不好。但我们没发现什么。”

我们到达金斯皮兰以后，格雷戈里巡官把我们带到驯马师的家里。

“斯特雷克的尸体在楼上，”他说，“但我们把他口袋里的东西，还有在他身边地上找到的东西放在这儿。你想看看吗，福尔摩斯先生？”

“很想。”福尔摩斯说。

我们走进前厅，巡官打开一个盒子，把里边的东西放到一张桌子上。有一盒火柴，一小段蜡烛，一些钱，一块表，几张纸，还有一把很薄的小刀。

“这把刀很奇怪，”福尔摩斯说。他仔细地看了看，然后把刀递给我。“这是什么，华生？”

“这是一把眼科手术刀，”我说，“医生给眼睛动手术的时候就用这样的刀。一般在医院外面见不到这样的刀。”

“嗯，”福尔摩斯说，“那斯特雷克拿这刀做什么呢？它并不适合打斗。”

“他妻子说这把刀在卧室里已经放了一段时间了，”格雷戈里巡官说，“也许只是因为它在桌子上，他就顺手拿了。”

“也许，”福尔摩斯说，“那些纸是什么？”

“一张是罗斯先生的信，其他的是账单，”巡官说，“其中有三张是马饲料的账单，这张是伦敦的一个裁缝寄来的账单，是给一个名叫威廉·达比希雷的人的。斯特雷克的妻子告诉我们，他是斯特雷克的朋友。有时他的信会寄到这儿，斯特雷克再转寄出去。”

“威廉·达比希雷夫人是位出手阔绰的女士，”福尔摩斯看着账单说，“一件衣服和一顶帽子就花了25英镑，这可是一大笔钱呢。”他放下账单，走到窗户边。“巡官，趁着天色还没暗下去，我们能现在去高沼地吗？”

我们离开了房间。在大门口，我们看见一个女人。她走向格雷戈里巡官，拉住他的手臂。“有什么消息吗？”她问。

“没有，斯特雷克夫人，不过福尔摩斯先生在这儿，他是伦敦来的著名侦探。我们现在有他帮忙了。”

“我想一两个月前我曾经见过你，斯特雷克夫人。”福尔摩斯说，“让我想想……对，是在普利茅斯的一个游园会上。你还记得吗？”

“没有，先生，那不是我。”

“但我记得很清楚……你穿着蓝色的衣服，戴着一顶深蓝色的帽子，上面有白色的花。”

“我没有上面带花的帽子，先生。”斯特雷克夫人说。

“哦，那是我记错了。对不起。”福尔摩斯说着，跟着巡官出了门。然后，我们四个人经过马厩，走到高沼地上。十分钟后，格雷戈里巡官停了下来。

“就是这儿，”他说，“斯特雷克的尸体就在这儿，他的外套在这边，挂在这棵小树上——”

“在树上？不在地上？”福尔摩斯问道。

“哦，不是。是在树上，小心地避开了地上的泥泞。”

“嗯，真有意思，”福尔摩斯说，“现在，我必须看看那边的泥地。”

“啊，”格雷戈里巡官说，“为了协助你，我在这个包里装了一只斯特雷克的鞋，一只菲茨罗伊的鞋，还有一只‘银光’的蹄铁。”

“亲爱的巡官，太棒了！”福尔摩斯非常高兴。“你考虑得真周到。”

福尔摩斯仔细地检查了地面足足几分钟，他的眼睛离泥地只有几厘米。

“噢！”他突然说道，“这是什么？”他从泥里捡起一根火柴，或者说是一小截火柴棍。

“我怎么就没发现呢？”巡官说。

“我知道它会在这儿，你瞧。”福尔摩斯说。

“你知道？但你怎么可能知道呢？”

福尔摩斯笑了笑，但没回答。然后他拿起那些鞋，趴在地上，开始查看地上所有的痕迹。我们站在那儿看着他，但五分钟后，罗斯先生看了看表。

“呃，这很有意思，福尔摩斯先生，”他说，“但是不是还要很长时间？”

“不会。”福尔摩斯说。他站了起来。“我不用再在这儿做什么了。现在华生和我要在高沼地里走走，带着这块马蹄铁。”

罗斯先生看着巡官，“我们能回房子里谈谈吗？我得把‘银光’的名字从韦塞克斯杯的参赛名单里撤下来——我想，今天就得这么做。”

“别那么做！”福尔摩斯叫道，“不，不，你必须把马的名字留在参赛名单里。”

“但是……”罗斯先生开了个头，然后有点儿恼火地笑了起来。“啊，谢谢，福尔摩斯先生。谢谢你的帮助。那就过一会儿在家里见。”

然后他跟巡官一起走了。


4

Looking for a horse

Holmes and I walked slowly across the moor. In the evening sunlight the autumn colours on the hills were beautiful — reds and browns and yellows.

But Holmes saw nothing of that. 'So, Watson,' he said, 'let's forget John Straker for a minute, and think about the horse. Horses are friendly animals. Let's say that Silver Blaze runs away after the killing. Here he is, out on the cold wet moor. What does he do next?'

'He looks for a nice warm stable,' I said, 'with food and water.'

'Right, Watson. He didn't go back to King's Pyland, we know that, but there is another stable not far away, at Capleton. Perhaps he went there. And the way to Capleton, Watson, is down. this hill. Let's go!'

We walked quickly down the hill, and at the bottom we found a small river and some very wet ground.

'Wonderful,' said Holmes. 'I wanted mud, and here it is. You follow the left side of the river, Watson. We're looking for the tracks of horseshoes.'

We found them after only fifty metres. Holmes took the horseshoe out of his pocket and put it next to the tracks. 'Yes, that's Silver Blaze, no question about it.'

We followed the tracks easily, then lost them for a time, but found them again about two hundred metres from the Capleton stables.
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'Here they are,' I cried. 'And look—there's another track here, of a man's shoe.'

Holmes got down to look. 'You're right, Watson. And the man is walking next to the horse.'

We followed the two tracks to Capleton stables, and were still twenty metres away when a man came out and called to us. He had a red, angry face.

'Go away! We don't want visitors here! Go away!'

'Mr Silas Brown?' Holmes said to him.

'What do you want?' said the man. 'I don't talk to newspaper people, so just go away.'

'We are not from a newspaper,' said Holmes, smiling. 'But you have a horse called Silver Blaze in your stable.'

'That's not true!' Mr Brown said angrily.

'Shall we go in and talk about it?' said Holmes. He did not wait for an answer, but took the man's arm and moved quickly to the gate. He looked back at me and said quietly, 'Wait for me here, Watson.'

Twenty minutes later they came out again. Holmes looked pleased, and Mr Silas Brown was a different man. He looked smaller and older, and his face was afraid.

'Remember,' said Holmes, 'you must be there on the day, on time, and everything must be ready.'
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'Yes, yes,' Silas Brown said quickly. 'You can be sure of it. Oh yes, you can be sure of it.'

'Good,' said Holmes. 'Well, goodbye for now.'

Holmes and I then began to walk back to King's Pyland along the road.

'Does he have the horse, then?' I asked.

Holmes laughed. 'Yes. He said no at first, of course, but he's afraid of the police. He doesn't want them to know about this, and I can help him with that.'

'But why didn't the police find the horse?' I asked. 'Inspector Gregory said they went to Capleton.'

'Oh, it's easy to change the colour of a horse's coat.' Holmes laughed again. 'Gregory is a good policeman, But I don't think he knows much about horses.'

'And why did Brown tell you?' I said.

'When I walked through the stables with him,' said Holmes, 'the ground was muddy and I saw the tracks of his shoes in the mud. You remember those tracks on the moor? Well, these were the same shoes. After that, it was easy, and he told me everything. He found Silver Blaze on the moor early in the morning and brought him into the stables. The horse is very well, just a different colour at the moment. Brown put a very big bet on Desborough to win the Wessex Cup, you see. And with Silver Blaze out of the race...'

'But why did you leave the horse there? Is it safe with him?' I did not understand Holmes's plan.

'My dear Watson,' Holmes said, 'the horse is very safe. Silas Brown is afraid of me, afraid of the police, afraid of losing everything. Silver Blaze must be ready to race next week, or Brown's life as a racehorse trainer is finished — and Brown knows that.'

'Mr Ross isn't going to like it,' I said.

'Mr Ross,' said Holmes, 'doesn't understand detective work. He wants answers today, now, at once. So, he must learn a lesson. He must learn to wait. Say nothing about Silver Blaze for the moment, Watson.'

Back at King's Pyland, we found Mr Ross and Inspector Gregory in the trainer's house.

'An interesting visit,' said Holmes. 'But my friend and I must go back to London by the midnight train.'

The Inspector and Mr Ross stared at him, and I saw that Holmes was right about Mr Ross.

'So our famous London detective can't find poor Straker's killer,' Mr Ross said. 'Or my horse.'

'It's a difficult case, that's true,' said Holmes quietly. 'But your horse is going to run in the Wessex Cup next Tuesday. You have my promise on that.'

'Hm! A promise is a wonderful thing,' said Mr Ross. 'But I would like the horse better than a promise.'

Holmes smiled, then turned to Inspector Gregory. 'Inspector, can you give me a photograph of Straker?'

'Yes, of course,' said the Inspector. He took one from an envelope in his pocket and gave it to Holmes.

It was now time to go back to Tavistock, and we went outside. One of the stable boys was there, and Holmes suddenly spoke to him.

'I see you have some sheep here, next to the stables,' he said. 'Are they all well?'

'They're all right, sir,' said the boy, 'but two or three of them are a little lame. They went lame last week.'

Holmes was very pleased about this. He got into the carriage and said to the Inspector, 'Remember the lame sheep, Gregory, remember the lame sheep!'

Mr Ross was not interested in the sheep, but the Inspector stared at Holmes. 'You think the sheep are important?'

'Oh yes,' said Holmes. 'Very important.'

The Inspector still stared at him, very interested now. 'And what other things are important, Mr Holmes?'

'The strange incident of the dog in the night-time.'

'The dog did nothing in the night-time.'

'That was the strange incident.'



sunlight n. natural light from the sun 日光；日照

friendly adj. acting or ready to act as a friend 友好的

visitor n. a person who visits or is visiting 访问者；游客

pleased adj. happy or satisfied 满足的；高兴的

coat n. an animal's fur, hair, etc. （动物的）皮毛

understand v. to know the meaning of (something) 理解；明白

lame adv. disabled, esp. in the foot or leg 跛的；瘸的


4．寻找赛马

福尔摩斯和我慢慢穿过高沼地。夕阳下，山上的秋色非常美——红色、棕色、黄色交相辉映。

但福尔摩斯对此视而不见。“那么，华生，”他说，“让我们暂时忘记斯特雷克，想想那匹马吧。马是温顺的动物。我们假设‘银光’在斯特雷克被杀之后跑了。它跑到这又湿又冷的高沼地上，然后会怎么办呢？”

“它会寻找一处温暖的马厩，”我说，“一个有食有水的地方。”

“对，华生。它没回到金斯皮兰，我们知道这一点，但离这儿不远的地方还有一个马厩，在卡普莱顿。没准它去那儿了。华生，去卡普莱顿的路就是从这儿下山。我们走！”

我们很快下了山，在山脚下，我们发现一条小河，还有一片很湿的地面。

“太好了，”福尔摩斯说，“我正想有块泥地，它就出现了。华生，你沿着河的左岸走。我们找找马蹄铁的痕迹。”

就在50米远的地方，我们发现了马蹄铁的印子。福尔摩斯从口袋里拿出那块马蹄铁，放在那个蹄印的旁边。“没错，这就是‘银光’，毫无疑问。”

我们轻松地追踪着蹄印，有一会儿又失去了它的踪迹，但在离卡普莱顿马厩大约200米的地方，又发现了蹄印。

“在这儿，”我叫道，“看——这儿还有个印记，是一个人的鞋印。”

福尔摩斯蹲下查看。“你说得对，华生。而且这个人是走在马旁边的。”

我们随着二者的脚印一直到了卡普莱顿的马厩。当我们离马厩还有20米远时，一个人出来朝我们大吼。他满脸通红，怒火万丈。

“走开！我们这儿不欢迎游客！走开！”

“赛拉斯·布朗先生？”福尔摩斯对他说道。

“你们想干什么？”那个人问，“我不接受记者采访，赶快走开。”

“我们不是报社的记者，”福尔摩斯微笑着说，“但你的马厩里有一匹名叫‘银光’的马。”

“那不可能！”布朗先生愤怒地说。

“我们能进去谈谈吗？”福尔摩斯说。他没有等着那人回答，而是抓住他的胳膊，快步走向大门。他回头看看我，从容地说：“华生，在这儿等我。”

20分钟后，他们又出来了。福尔摩斯看上去很满意，赛拉斯·布朗先生完全变了个人。他看上去矮了些，也老了些，脸上满是惊恐。

“记住，”福尔摩斯说道，“到那天你一定得准时到，准备好一切。”

“好的，好的，”赛拉斯·布朗连忙说，“你放心吧。好的，你放心。”

“那好，”福尔摩斯说，“那先再见吧。”

福尔摩斯与我开始沿着大路走回金斯皮兰。

“那他藏着那匹马吗？”我问道。

福尔摩斯大笑起来。“没错。他一开始当然说没有。但他害怕警察。他不想让他们知道这件事，而我能帮他应付。”

“但警方为什么没发现那匹马呢？”我问道，“格雷戈里巡官说他们去过卡普莱顿。”

“哦，要改变一匹马的毛色很容易，”福尔摩斯再次大笑起来。“格雷戈里是个好警察，但我认为他对马了解不深。”

“那布朗为什么要告诉你呢？”我说。

“当我跟他一起穿过马厩的时候，”福尔摩斯说，“地上有很多泥，我看见了他留在泥地上的鞋印。你还记得高沼地里的脚印吗？两种鞋印是一样的。然后就简单了，他把一切都告诉了我。那天清早，他在高沼地里发现了‘银光’，就把它带回了自己的马厩。那匹马很好，只不过现在是另一个颜色。你知道，布朗下了重注，赌德斯伯勒能赢得韦塞克斯杯。如果‘银光’不参加比赛的话……”

“但你为什么要把马留在那儿呢？它在他那儿安全吗？”我不明白福尔摩斯的想法。

“亲爱的华生，”福尔摩斯说，“那匹马很安全。赛拉斯·布朗害怕我，害怕警察，害怕失去一切。‘银光’一定要参加下周的比赛，否则布朗作为赛马训练师的生涯就完蛋了——布朗明白这一点。”

“罗斯先生不会喜欢这样的。”我说。

“罗斯先生，”福尔摩斯说，“不了解侦探工作。他想今天、现在、立刻就得到答案。因此，他必须得到点儿教训。他得学会等。暂时不要透露关于‘银光’的事情，华生。”

我们回到金斯皮兰，发现罗斯先生和格雷戈里巡官都在驯马师家里。

“这是一次很有意思的拜访，”福尔摩斯说，“但我的朋友和我必须乘午夜的火车返回伦敦。”

巡官和罗斯先生瞪着他，我发现福尔摩斯对罗斯先生的判断是对的。

罗斯先生说道：“这么说我们著名的伦敦大侦探找不到杀死可怜的斯特雷克的凶手，也找不到我的马。”

“不错，这个案子很复杂。”福尔摩斯平静地说，“但你的马会参加下星期二的韦塞克斯杯。这一点我敢保证。”

“哼！保证真是妙不可言，”罗斯先生说，“但我更想要回我的马，不想要什么保证。”

福尔摩斯笑了，然后转向格雷戈里巡官。“巡官，能不能给我一张斯特雷克的照片？”

“当然可以。”巡官说。他从口袋里的一个信封内掏出一张照片，递给福尔摩斯。

该回塔维斯托克了，我们走到屋外。有一个小马倌在外面，福尔摩斯突然跟他说起话来。

“我看见你们在这儿养了几只羊，在马厩旁边，”他说，“它们还好吗？”

“它们很好，先生，”小马倌说，“但其中两三只有点儿跛。它们上星期开始跛的。”

福尔摩斯对此非常高兴。他上了马车，对巡官说道：“记住那些跛脚的羊，格雷戈里，记住那些跛脚的羊！”

罗斯先生对羊一点儿兴趣都没有，但巡官盯着福尔摩斯。“你觉得那些羊很重要？”

“对。”福尔摩斯说，“非常重要。”

巡官还瞪着他，马上就来了兴致。“那你觉得还有什么东西很重要，福尔摩斯先生？”

“狗在那天晚上的奇怪举动。”

“那天晚上狗什么举动都没有。”

“这就是奇怪的地方。”


5

A day at the races

On Tuesday Holmes and I took the train to Winchester, and Mr Ross met us at the station. He drove us to the races, but he was not a happy man.

'Well, Mr Holmes,' he said coldly. 'Do you have news of my horse?'

Holmes smiled. 'He's safe and well, I'm sure. How is the betting for the Wessex Cup?'

'Very strange,' said Mr Ross. 'Yesterday Silver Blaze was fifteen to one, but today he's the favourite, at three to one. Why, I don't know.'

'Ah!' said Holmes. 'Somebody knows something!'

We arrived only minutes before the beginning of the Wessex Cup race. This was Holmes's plan, I think. Mr Ross had no time to ask questions. There were six horses running in the race, and Silver Blaze's name was there, at number 4. The horses began to come out for the race, and Mr Ross got very excited.

'Where is he? I can't see him!' he cried.

'There are two more horses to come out,' I said. 'And look! There's number 4 now, in racing colours of red and blue. Those are your colours, Mr Ross.'

And there was Silver Blaze, a big brown horse with a white nose. He came past us, looking strong and well, and ready for anything.
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'Holmes,' cried Mr Ross, 'I was wrong about you! I'm sorry. But why, how — ?'

'Shh!' said Holmes. 'Watch! Yes, they're off!'

It was a good race, fast and exciting. After the first minute, a horse with yellow racing colours came to the front, and stayed there.

'That's Desborough, from the Capleton stables,' said Holmes. 'A good horse, but Silver Blaze is better.'

But Silver Blaze was three horses behind Desborough.

'Come on, come on!' cried Mr Ross. 'Move up now!'

We all watched the red and blue colours. 'Yes!' I said. 'Look, he's moving up now! Watch him go!'

Slowly but surely, Silver Blaze moved up into fourth place, then into third place, then into second place. Now only Desborough was in front of him.

'That's my boy!' said Mr Ross. 'Go on, go on!'

'Desborough's getting tired,' Holmes said. 'Watch!'

Eighty metres, fifty metres... 'He's away!' cried Mr Ross. 'His nose is in front, yes, yes, he's going to do it!'

And he did. Silver Blaze kept his nose in front, finished first, and won the Wessex Cup.

'Wonderful!' said Mr Ross. 'Wonderful! What a race! What a horse! Mr Holmes, how can I thank you?'
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'You must thank the horse, not me,' said Holmes, smiling. 'Let's go down and have a look at him.'

Silver Blaze was still excited by his big race. Mr Ross looked him up and down. 'He looks well, very well. I don't understand any of it, Mr Holmes. How did you do it? Where did you find him? And perhaps you now have John Straker's killer too. Do you?'

'Yes,' said Holmes quietly. 'Yes, I have him too.'

Mr Ross and I stared at him. 'You have him?' Mr Ross said. 'Where is he?'

'He is here.'

'Here! Where?'

'Here with me now, at this moment.'

Mr Ross's face began to go red. 'What are you saying, Mr Holmes?' he said angrily. 'Are you saying —?'

Sherlock Holmes Laughed. 'No, no, Mr Ross, not you. The killer is standing behind us.'

He turned and put his hand on Silver Blaze's back.

'The horse?' cried Mr Ross.

'The horse!' I said.

'Yes, the horse,' said Holmes. 'But don't be angry with him. You can hear all about the mystery, but later, please. I have a little bet on a horse in the next race, and I would like to see it win...'



drive v. to take (someone) in a carriage 驾车运送

finish v. to be in a particular position at the end of a race or competition （在竞赛中）获得名次


5．比赛日

到了星期二，福尔摩斯和我乘火车去了温切斯特，罗斯先生在车站接我们。他赶车送我们去赛场，但他的情绪不高。

“呃，福尔摩斯先生，”他冷冷地说，“你有我的马的消息吗？”

福尔摩斯笑了。“我确信它很安全，而且状况良好。现在韦塞克斯杯的赌注怎样？”

“很奇怪，”罗斯先生说，“昨天‘银光’还是15比1，今天又成了大热门，变成了3比1。唉，我真不明白。”

“啊！”福尔摩斯说，“一定是有人知道了什么消息。”

我们刚好在韦塞克斯杯开赛前几分钟赶到。我猜这是福尔摩斯的计划。这样罗斯先生就没时间问什么问题。一共有六匹马参加比赛，“银光”的名字也在，是4号。赛马开始出场准备比赛了，罗斯先生激动起来。

“它在哪儿？我没看见它！”他叫道。

“还有两匹马没出来，”我说，“看！现在出来的是4号，比赛服装是红色和蓝色。罗斯先生，那是你的颜色。”

“银光”就在那儿，那是一匹棕色的高头大马，鼻子是白色的。它经过我们面前，看上去身强体壮，气色很好，好像什么都难不倒它。

“福尔摩斯，”罗斯先生叫道，“我错怪你了！对不起，但是，你怎么——”

“嘘！”福尔摩斯说，“看！好的，他们出发了！”

这场比赛很精彩，紧张激烈，扣人心弦。比赛开始后一分钟，一匹身披黄色比赛服的马冲到了最前面，并一直保持领先。

“那是德斯伯勒，卡普莱顿马厩的马。”福尔摩斯说，“这匹马很不错，不过‘银光’更棒。”

但“银光”还在德斯伯勒身后的三匹马后面。

“快，快！”罗斯先生大叫，“快赶上去！”

我们都注视着那片红蓝相间的颜色。“好！”我说，“看，它赶上来了！看它赶上来了！”

“银光”稳稳地赶到了第四名的位置，然后是第三名，然后是第二。现在，只有德斯伯勒在它前面了。

“真是好样儿的！”罗斯先生说，“加油，加油！”

“德斯伯勒没力气了，”福尔摩斯说，“看！”

80米，50米……“他超过去了！”罗斯先生大喊，“它的鼻子在前面了，是的，是的，它就要赢了！”

它的确成功了。“银光”保持鼻子在先超出德斯伯勒，首先到达终点，赢得了韦塞克斯杯。

“太好了！”罗斯先生说，“太好了！这场比赛太精彩了！这匹马太棒了！福尔摩斯先生，我该怎么谢你才好呢？”

“你得谢谢那匹马，不用谢我。”福尔摩斯微笑着说，“我们下去看看它吧。”

“银光”还在为这场刚刚结束的大赛激动不已。罗斯先生上下打量着它。“它看上去很好，好极了。我一点儿也不明白，福尔摩斯先生。你是怎么做到的？你在哪儿找到它的？你现在多半也已经抓到了杀害约翰·斯特雷克的凶手。对吗？”

“对。”福尔摩斯平静地说，“对，我也抓到他了。”

罗斯先生和我都盯着他。“你抓到他了？”罗斯先生说，“他在哪儿？”

“他在这儿。”

“这儿！哪儿？”

“现在就在这儿，跟我在一起。”

罗斯先生的脸涨红了。“你在说些什么，福尔摩斯先生？”他愤怒地说，“你是指——”

歇洛克·福尔摩斯大笑起来。“不，不，罗斯先生，不是你。凶手站在我们身后。”

他转过身，把手放在“银光”的背上。

“这匹马？”罗斯先生叫道。

“这匹马！”我说。

“对，就是这匹马，”福尔摩斯说。“但别怪它。你会听到所有的秘密，但得晚些。下一场比赛我在一匹马身上下了注，我想看着它赢……”


6

Holmes has the answers

On the train back to London Holmes told us the story behind the mystery, and the time went very quickly.

'Before we went down to King's Pyland,' my friend began, 'I thought it was Fitzroy Simpson. But when we arrived at the stables, I suddenly remembered the hot meat curry. Why didn't I think of it before? That, you see, was the beginning.'

'The meat curry...' said Mr Ross, thinking about it. 'Er, how did the meat curry help you?'

'Do you know the taste of opium?' Holmes said. 'No? Well, it's not a very strong taste, but it's there. You can taste it in most food, but not in curry. Curry has a very strong taste, stronger than opium. So the killer says, "I need a night when the dinner is a meat curry. Then Ned Hunter can eat his dinner happily, without the taste of opium — and go to sleep." But did Fitzroy Simpson know that curry was the dinner on Monday night? Of course not. How could he? He didn't make the dinner,  he was a stranger at King's Pyland, he knew nobody in the trainer's house. So, we forget Simpson, and think again. Who knew about the curry before dinner on that Monday night?'

'John Straker and his wife,' I said. 'And the servant.'
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'Right, Watson. And so on to the next question, about the dog. We know there was a dog in the stables that night because Ned Hunter took the dog out when Simpson was there. Then in the middle of the night someone went into the stables and took out a horse. The two boys sleeping upstairs in the stables heard nothing, because there was nothing to hear. The dog did not bark. Why not?'

'Aha!' said Mr Ross. 'It didn't bark, because it knew the visitor. Dogs only bark at strangers.'

'Right again. So, the midnight visitor was John Straker. But why did he take the horse out? What did he want? It was something dishonest, or why did he put opium in his stable boy's dinner? We all know about dishonest trainers. They can make a lot of money — they put big bets against their own horse, and then stop their horse winning. But how? What was Straker's plan here? Perhaps the answer was in his pockets, I thought.'

'And so it was. You remember the strange knife? Dr Watson here told us about it — an eye knife, used by doctors in hospitals. With a knife like this, you can make a cut — a very, very small cut — in the tendon of a horse's back leg. Nobody can see the cut, and the horse only feels it a little. He's not lame, but he doesn't run his best, so he cannot win the race.'

'And Straker wanted to do this to my horse?' cried Mr Ross. 'How could he? I thought he was a good man!'

'No,' said Holmes. 'He wasn't a good man — or a careful one. No horse stands quietly when a knife goes into its back leg. Straker didn't want anyone to hear the noise, so he took the horse out onto the moor.'

'The candle, and the match,' I said. 'Of course!'

'That's right,' Holmes said. 'And I learnt more from Straker's pockets too. You are a man of the world, Mr Ross. Do men carry other men's bills around in their pockets? No, they do not. So who was Mr Darbyshire? Another name for John Straker. And there was a lady in the case, too. A very expensive lady. I talked to Mrs Straker about the dress and the hat on the bill, but she knew nothing about them.'

'And on Monday night, out on the moor,' said Mr Ross, 'what happened, do you think?'

'How about this?' said Holmes. 'Straker takes the horse down the hill. He sees Simpson's scarf on the ground, and takes it with him — why, I don't know. He puts his coat on a tree, gets out the candle and the matches, and the knife, and begins his work. But Silver Blaze doesn't like it. Perhaps he's afraid, perhaps he feels something is wrong. He's a big strong horse, and he gets angry. He kicks out with his back legs, and the horseshoes hit Straker on the head. Straker goes down, into the mud, and the knife in his hand goes into his own leg. The horse disappears into the night.'
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'Wonderful!' Mr Ross said. 'You tell it very well, Mr Holmes. I see it all now.'

'And the sheep?' I asked. 'What about the sheep? You told Inspector Gregory that they were important.'

'Ah yes, Watson, the sheep.' Holmes smiled. 'And they were important. It's not easy to make a very small cut in an animal's tendon, and Straker did not want to get it wrong. He needed to practise first, but what on? There were his own sheep, right in front of him.'

'And where did you go in London, the day after we got back?' I asked. 'Was it to that dress-maker on the bill for Mr Darbyshire?'

'Very good, Watson!' Holmes laughed. 'Yes, I had a photograph of Straker, and the dress-maker knew him at once. "Oh yes," she said, "that's Mr Darbyshire. I do a lot of work for him. Mrs Darbyshire is a very beautiful lady, and she likes expensive dresses." ' Holmes laughed again. 'It's an old, old story. Straker is not the first man with two women in his life. He needed more money for the expensive Mrs Darbyshire, so he thought of this plan with Silver Blaze. And there you have it, Mr Ross.'

'Yes, I understand it all now,' said Mr Ross, 'and thank you very much, Mr Holmes. There's just one thing. Where was the horse?'

'Ah, yes. The horse was safe and well, and with a friend,' said Sherlock Holmes. 'I can't tell you who or where, because I made a promise. But here we are, nearly in London. You have the answer to the mystery, Mr Ross, you are the winner of the Wessex Cup, and the owner of the fastest racehorse in the south of England. What more do you need?'
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forget v. to stop thinking about 不再把……放在心上

bark v. (a dog, fox, etc.) give a sharp explosive cry 吠；叫

dishonest adj. not honest 不老实的；不正直的

tendon n. a thick strong cord that connects a muscle to a bone 腱

afraid adj. full of fear; frightened 害怕

practise v. to do or perform on repeatedly in order to gain skill 练习


6．福尔摩斯的答案

在回伦敦的火车上，福尔摩斯给我们讲了这个谜后面的事情真相，不知不觉时间过得飞快。

“我们去金斯皮兰之前，”我的朋友开口说道，“我以为是菲茨罗伊·辛普森干的。但当我们走到马厩那儿的时候，我突然想起那些热的咖哩烧肉。在这之前我怎么没想到这个呢？瞧，这就是事件的开端……”

“咖哩烧肉……”罗斯先生说着，回想了一下。“呃，咖哩烧肉对你有什么启发？”

“你知道麻醉剂的味道吗？”福尔摩斯说，“不知道？呃，那种味道不怎么浓烈，但能感觉到。大多数食物里放了麻醉剂都能尝出来，但在咖哩里尝不出来。咖哩味道很浓，比麻醉剂味道还重。所以凶手说：‘我需要找个吃咖哩烧肉的晚上，这样内德·亨特就会愉快地享受晚餐，不会尝出麻醉剂的味道——然后就睡着了。’但菲茨罗伊·辛普森知道星期一晚上的晚餐是咖哩吗？当然不知道。他怎么能知道呢？晚餐又不是他做的。他不是金斯皮兰人，也不认识驯马师家里的任何人。所以，我们排除了辛普森，开始重新思考。星期一晚上，谁在晚饭前就知道有咖哩呢？”

“约翰·斯特雷克和他妻子，”我说，“还有那个佣人。”

“没错，华生。然后是下一个问题，关于狗的。我们知道那天晚上马厩里有一条狗，因为辛普森在的时候内德·亨特把狗牵出来了。然后深夜里有人进了马厩，牵走了一匹马。睡在马厩楼上的两个小马倌没听到动静，因为根本就没什么动静。狗没有叫。为什么没叫呢？”

“啊哈！”罗斯先生说，“狗没叫是因为它认识来的人。狗只对着生人叫。”

“又说对了。也就是说，深夜来的人就是约翰·斯特雷克。但他为什么要把马带出去呢？他想干什么？肯定是什么不光彩的事，不然他为什么要在自己的马倌的饭里下麻醉剂？我们都知道有些不老实的驯马师，他们能赚很多钱——他们下重注赌自己的马输，然后阻止自己的马赢得比赛。但怎么做呢？斯特雷克的计划是什么？我想，答案没准就在他的口袋里。

“确实如此。你还记得那把奇怪的小刀吗？这位华生医生告诉了我们那是什么——一把眼科手术刀，是医院里的医生用的。你可以用这样一把刀制造一个伤口——一个非常非常小的伤口——在马的后腿肌腱上。没人会看见这个伤口，马也只有一点点感觉。马不会瘸，但不能发挥最好的水平，这样就无法赢得比赛。”

“斯特雷克想用这种手段对付我的马？”罗斯先生叫道，“他怎么能这样？我原以为他是个好人！”

“不，”福尔摩斯说，“他不是好人——也不是个小心的人。当一把刀刺进后腿的时候，没有哪匹马会安安静静地站着。斯特雷克不想让人听见动静，于是他就把马牵到了高沼地里。”

“蜡烛，还有火柴，”我说，“当然是这样！”

“不错，”福尔摩斯说，“我从斯特雷克的口袋里还知道了更多情况。罗斯先生，你是个通晓世故的人。人们会把其他人的账单放在口袋里随身带着吗？不，他们不会。那么达比希雷先生是谁呢？那是约翰·斯特雷克的另一个名字。这个案子里还有一位女士。一位阔绰的女士。我向斯特雷克夫人试探了账单上列出的衣服和帽子，但她对这些东西一无所知。”

“那星期一晚上，在高沼地里，”罗斯先生说，“你认为发生了什么事？”

“这个怎么样？”福尔摩斯说，“斯特雷克把马带到山脚下。他看见辛普森的围巾在地上，就捡了起来——为什么，我也不知道。他把外套挂在一棵树上，取出蜡烛和火柴，还有那把刀，开始于他的活计。但‘银光’不喜欢这样。或许它受了惊，或许它觉得有什么不对劲。它是匹高大强壮的马，而且不耐烦了。它扬起后腿踢了出去，马蹄正中斯特雷克的脑袋。斯特雷克倒了下去，跌在泥地里，他手里的刀划到了自己的腿。那匹马消失在夜色中。”

“太精彩了！”罗斯先生说，“你讲得太生动了，福尔摩斯先生，我现在全明白了。”

“还有那些羊呢？”我问道，“那些羊是怎么回事？你对格雷戈里巡官说它们很重要。”

“啊，对了，华生，那些羊。”福尔摩斯笑了起来。“它们的确很重要。在动物的肌腱上划一个小伤口不是那么容易，斯特雷克不想失手。他得先练习，但在哪儿练呢？他自己的羊，就在他面前。”

“我们回伦敦后第二天你去哪儿了？”我问道，“是去达比希雷先生账单上那个裁缝那儿吗？”

“太棒了，华生！”福尔摩斯大笑。“对，我拿了张斯特雷克的照片，那个裁缝一眼就认出他了。‘哦，是的，’她说，‘这是达比希雷先生。我替他做了很多衣服。达比希雷夫人是一位很美的女士，她喜欢昂贵的衣服。’”福尔摩斯又笑起来。“这是个老掉牙的故事。斯特雷克不是第一个享受齐人之福的男人。他需要更多的钱来满足那位奢侈的达比希雷夫人，于是他打起了‘银光’的主意。现在你知道是怎么回事了，罗斯先生。”

“对，我现在全明白了，”罗斯先生说，“福尔摩斯先生，太谢谢你了。不过还有件事。马当时在哪里？”

“啊，对。那匹马当时很安全，状况良好，跟一位朋友在一起。”福尔摩斯说，“我不能告诉你它跟谁在一起，或者在什么地方，因为我作出了承诺。不过，我们现在已经快到伦敦了。罗斯先生，你已经知道了谜底，又赢得了韦塞克斯杯，还是英格兰南部速度最快的赛马的主人。你还有什么不满足的呢？”


ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1. Read the introduction. How much do you know now about the story? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) Silver Blaze is a racehorse.

YES □／NO □

2) Sherlock Holmes is the owner of Silver Blaze.

YES □／NO □

3) Racehorses make money when they win races.

YES □／NO □

4) Silver Blaze's trainer is dead.

YES □／NO □

5) Mr Ross found John Straker's body.

YES □／NO □

6) John Straker's body was in the stables.

YES □／NO □

7) Inspector Gregory knows all the answers.

YES □／NO □

8) Sherlock Holmes goes down to Dartmoor.

YES □／NO □

2. Some of these things are helpful for finding the answer to the mystery. Can you guess which? Tick nine of the sixteen boxes.


  
    	□ a betting book
    	□ some hair
  

  
    	□ somebody's dinner
    	□ a horseshoe
  

    
    	□ somebody's breakfast
    	□ a chicken
  

    
    	□ a box of matches
    	□ a dog
  

      
    	□ a woman's shoes
    	□ a cat
  

      
    	□ a woman's hat
    	□ some sheep
  

      
    	□ a man's hat
    	□ a knife
  

      
    	□ a man's shoes
    	□ a letter
  




ACTIVITIES



While Reading

Read Chapters 1 and 2. How much do we know now about the mystery? Which of these sentences are true, and which are possibly true, but we don't really know yet?

 1 Someone killed John Straker on Monday night.

 2 Silver Blaze disappeared the same night.

 3 Silver Blaze is dead.

 4 Before Monday, Silver Blaze was the favourite to win the Wessex Cup.

 5 Ned Hunter did not take Fitzroy Simpson's money.

 6 John Straker found Fitzroy Simpson in the stables in the middle of the night.

 7 Fitzroy Simpson put opium in Ned Hunter's curry.

 8 Edith Baxter put opium in Ned Hunter's curry.

 9 Ned Hunter slept all night because of the opium.

10 Fitzroy Simpson killed John Straker.

Before you read Chapter 3, can you guess what Holmes does next? Choose one answer for each question.

1 Which of these people does Holmes talk to?

a) Ned Hunter

b) Mrs Straker

c) Fitzroy Simpson

2 What does Holmes find in the mud on the moor?

a) an envelope

b) a horseshoe

c) a broken match

Read Chapters 3 and 4. We can answer some of these questions now, but not all of them. Answer the questions when you can, and write 'Don't know yet' for the others.

 1 Why did Simpson have a ten-pound note in an envelope?

 2 Why did John Straker take a doctor's eye knife with him that night?

 3 What was the dress-maker's bill for?

 4 Why did Mr Darbyshire's letters come to Straker's house?

 5 How did Holmes know that the tracks on the moor were Silver Blaze's?

 6 What did Silas Brown do to Silver Blaze?

 7 What did Holmes want to go back to London that night?

 8 Why wasn't Mr Ross happy with Holmes's promise?

 9 Why did Holmes want a photograph of John Straker?

10 What was important about the lame sheep?

11 What did the dog at the stables do in the night-time?

12 Why was that strange?

Before you read Chapter 5 (A day at the races), can you guess what happens? Choose one answer for each question.

1 What happens in the Wessex Cup race? Silver Blaze...

a) wins the race.

b) comes second.

c) comes last.

d) falls and breaks a leg.

2 Who doesn't go to the races?

a) Sherlock Holmes.

b) Dr Watson.

c) Inspector Gregory.

d) Mr Ross.

3 Where is John Straker's killer on that day?

a) In the Dartmoor stables.

b) At the races.

c) In a police station.

d) In London.

Read Chapter 5, Choose the best question-word for these questions, and then answer them.

What/ Why

1... was Mr Ross very pleased with Sherlock Holmes?

2... was the name of John Straker's killer?

3... did Holmes want to talk about it later?

How does the story end? Before you read Chapter 6, look at these sentences. Can you guess how many are true? Choose as many as you like.

1 The dog did not bark because it did not hear the midnight visitor.

2 The midnight visitor to the stables was John Straker.

3 John Straker wanted to kill Silver Blaze.

4 John Straker wanted Silver Blaze to win the Wessex Cup.

5 John Straker wanted to win a lot of money on the Wessex Cup race.

6 Straker used the eye knife to cut Silver Blaze's leg.

7 In London Holmes visited a dress-maker.

8 Mr William Darbyshire was a good friend of Straker's.

9 Sherlock Holmes tells Mr Ross all about Silas Brown.


ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1. Match the names with the sentences. Then use the sentences to write about the people. Use a pronoun (he) and linking words (and, but, so, because) where possible.

Mr Ross/Silas Brorvn/John Straker/Fitzroy Simpson




Example: Mr Ross wanted Sherlock Holmes to find his horse, but he did not understand detective work and...

1) ______ changed the colour of Silver Blaze's coat.

2) ______ made his money taking bets at the races.

3)______ needed money for the expensive Mrs Darbyshire.

4) Mr Ross wanted Sherlock Holmes to find his horse.

5) ______ went down to King's Pyland stables.

6) ______ tried to make Silver Blaze a little lame.

7) ______ was afraid of the police.

8) Mr Ross did not understand detective work.

9)______ wanted to ask the stable boys some questions.

10) ______ went to the stables in the middle of the night.

11) ______ told Sherlock Holmes everything.

12) ______ took Silver Blaze out onto the moor.

13) ______ wanted answers to the mystery at once.

14) ______ took Silver Blaze to Winchester races.

15) ______ never came home again.

2. Here is a new illustration. Answer the questions, and then find a good place in the story to put the picture.

1) What is happening in this picture?

2) What is not happening in this picture?

3) What does the answer to the second question tell us?

A good place for the picture is in Chapter ______.




Now write a caption for the illustration.
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Caption: ______________________________________

3. What did Sherlock Holmes say to Silas Brown? Put their conversation in the right order, and write in the speakers' names. Sherlock Holmes speaks first (number 3).

 1) ______ 'A different colour? The police are going to find that very interesting, Mr Brown.'

 2) ______ 'And how do you know that?'

 3) ______ 'Now, Mr Silas Brown, I want to see Silver Blaze.'

 4) ______ 'Yes, I have. He's round the back. He's... er... well, he's a different colour now.'

 5) ______ 'Yes. And he must win it! With your help, Mr Brown. Now, listen carefully....'

 6) ______ 'The tracks... Oh. Oh dear.'

 7) ______ 'My name is Sherlock Holmes, and I know that the horse is here.'

 8) ______ 'Don't tell the police, sir. Please! I can change the colour back very quickly.'

 9) ______ 'Yes, Mr Brown, oh dear! Now, have you got the horse here?'

10) ______ 'Yes, very well. He's a wonderful horse, sir. He can still win the Wessex Cup, you know.'

11) _______ 'Because I found the tracks of your shoes on the moor, next to the tracks of Silver Blaze, and the tracks came here.'

12) _______ 'He's not in my stables! And who are you?'

13) _______ 'Then you must do it today. Is the horse well?'

4. Here is a newspaper report about Silver Blaze. Use these words (one for each gap) to complete the passage.

before, bets, cut, disappeared, found, good, horse, horseshoes, kicked, killed, killer, knows, leg, mystery, owner, races, where, won

At Winchester ______ today Silver Blaze ______ the Wessex Cup —______ news for the ______ Mr Ross and all the people with ______ on the horse. The detective Sherlock Holmes ______  Mr Ross's horse, and he ______ the name of John Straker's ______ too.

So who ______ John Straker? The ______ did! Straker tried to make a ______ in a tendon in Silver Blaze's ______, and the horse ______ out. The ______ hit Straker on the head and killed him. The horse then ______ until today.

And ______ was Silver Blaze in the week ______ the Wessex Cup race? That is still a ______.

5. Find the fourteen words (three letters or more) in this word search. Words go from left to right, and from top to bottom. Which four words make a headline for the newspaper report?
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内容简介

汤姆·索亚不喜欢上学，不喜欢劳动，也从不喜欢在早上早起。但他喜欢游泳和钓鱼，还有和小伙伴们一起去冒险。他有许许多多的冒险经历。

但是汤姆的这些经历有时危机四伏。一天晚上，他和哈克·费恩在坟场上看到三个男人。他们是谁？半夜在坟场干吗？然后这两个孩子看到其中一人是印江·乔……

汤姆和哈克永远不会忘记那个晚上。他们害怕印江·乔——他们应该害怕，因为印江·乔用刀极快……


THE ADVENTURES OF TOM SAWYER

Tom Sawyer does not like school. He does not like work, and he never wants to get out of bed in the morning. But he likes swimming and fishing, and having adventures with his friends. And he has a lot of adventures.




But Tom's adventures can be dangerous, too. One night in the graveyard he and Huck Finn see three men. Who are they? And what are they doing in the graveyard, in the middle of the night? Then the boys see that one of the men is Injun Joe...




Tom and Huck never forget that night. They are afraid of Injun Joe — and they are right to be afraid because Injun Joe is very quick with a knife...
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1

Tom and his friends

'Tom! Tom! Where are you?'

No answer.

'Where is that boy? When I find him, I'm going to...'

Aunt Polly looked under the bed. Then she opened the door and looked out into the garden.

'Tom!'

She heard something behind her. A small boy ran past, but Aunt Polly put out her hand and stopped him.

'Ah, there you are! And what's that in your pocket?'

'Nothing, Aunt Polly.'

'Nothing! It's an apple! I can see it. Now listen, Tom. Those apples are not for you, and I —'

'Oh, Aunt Polly! Quick — look behind you!'

So Aunt Polly looked, and Tom was out of the house in a second. She laughed quietly. 'I never learn. I love that Tom, my dead sister's child, but he isn't an easy boy for an old lady. Well, it's Saturday tomorrow and there's no school, but it isn't going to be a holiday for Tom. Oh no! He's going to work tomorrow!'

*　　*　　*

Saturday was a beautiful day. It was summer and the sun was hot and there were flowers in all the gardens. It was a day for everybody to be happy.
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Tom came out of his house with a brush and a big pot of white paint in his hand. He looked at the fence; it was three metres high and thirty metres long. He put his brush in the paint and painted some of the fence. He did it again. Then he stopped and looked at the fence, put down his brush and sat down. There were hours of work in front of him and he was the unhappiest boy in the village.

After ten minutes Tom had an idea, a wonderful idea. He took up the brush again and began work. He saw his friend Joe Harper in the street, but he didn't look at him. Joe had an apple in his hand. He came up to Tom and looked at the fence.

'I am sorry, Tom.'

Tom said nothing. The paint brush moved up and down.

'Working for your aunt?' said Joe. 'I'm going down to the river. I'm sorry you can't come with me.'

Tom put down his brush. 'You call this work?' he said.

'Painting a fence?' said Joe. 'Of course it's work!'

'Perhaps it is and perhaps it isn't. But I like it,' said Tom. 'I can go to the river any day. I can't paint a fence very often.'

Joe watched Tom for about five minutes. Tom painted very slowly and carefully. He often stopped, moved back from the fence and looked at his work with a smile. Joe began to get very interested, and said:

[image: alt]

'Tom, can I paint a little?'

Tom thought for a second. 'I'm sorry, Joe. You see, my aunt wants me to do it because I'm good at painting. My brother Sid wanted to paint, too, but she said no.'

'Oh, please, Tom, just a little. I'm good at painting, too. Hey, do you want some of my apple?'

'No, Joe, I can't —'

'OK, you can have all my apple!'

Tom gave Joe the brush. He did not smile, but for the first time that day he was a very happy boy. He sat down and ate Joe's apple.

More friends came to laugh at Tom, but soon they all wanted to paint, too. By the afternoon Tom had three balls, an old knife, a cat with one eye, an old blue bottle, and a lot of other exciting things. He was the richest boy in St Petersburg, and the fence — all thirty metres of it — was a beautiful white. He went back to the house.

'Aunt Polly! Can I go and play now?'

Aunt Polly came out of the house to look. When she saw the beautiful white fence, she was very pleased. She took Tom into the house and gave him an apple.

'Well, you can go and play. But don't come home late.'

Tom quickly took a second apple and ran off.

*　　*　　*

On Monday morning Tom didn't want to go to school, but Aunt Polly got him out of bed, and then out of the house. In the street near the school he met his friend Huckleberry Finn. Huck had no mother, and his father drank whiskey all the time, so Huck lived in the streets. He didn't go to school, he was always dirty, and he never had a new shirt. But he was happy. The mothers of St Petersburg didn't like Huck, but Tom and his friends did.
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'Hello, Huck!' said Tom. 'What have you got there?'

'A dead cat.'

'What're you going to do with it?' asked Tom.

'I'm going to take it to the graveyard tonight,' Huck said. 'At midnight. A dead cat can call ghosts out of their graves.'

'I never heard that,' said Tom. 'Is it true?'

'Well, I don't know,' said Huck. 'Old Mrs Hopkins told me. Come with me, and see. Or are you afraid of ghosts?'

'Of course not!' said Tom. 'Come and meow for me at my window at eleven o'clock.'

After this, Tom was late for school, and the teacher looked at him angrily.

'Thomas Sawyer, why are you late again?' he said.

Tom began to speak, and then stopped. There was a new girl in the schoolroom — a beautiful girl with blue eyes and long yellow hair. Tom looked and looked.

Oh, how beautiful she was! And in two seconds Tom was in love! He must sit next to her. But how?
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In the girls' half of the room there was only one empty chair, and it was next to the new girl. Tom thought quickly, and then looked at the teacher.

'I stopped to talk with Huckleberry Finn!' he said.

The teacher was very, very angry. Boys were often late for school. That was bad, but talking with Huckleberry Finn was worse, much worse! The teacher took his stick, and two minutes later Tom's trousers were very hot and the teacher's arm was very tired.

'Now, Tom Sawyer, you go and sit with the girls!'

Some of the children laughed. Tom walked to the chair next to the new girl, sat down and opened his book. The other children began to work again.

After ten minutes, the girl looked up. There was an apple on the table in front of her. She put it back on Tom's half of the table. A minute later the apple was in front of her again. Now it stayed. Next, Tom drew a picture of a house and put it in front of her.

'That's nice,' the girl said. 'Now draw a man.'

Tom drew a man next to the house. The man was taller than the house, and he had very big hands and very long legs. But the girl liked him.

'Can you draw me now?' she asked.

Tom drew a girl next to the man.

'You draw beautifully. I can't draw pictures.'

'I can teach you,' said Tom. 'After school.'

[image: alt]

'Oh, please!'

'What's your name?' Tom asked.

'Becky. Becky Thatcher.'

Just then Tom felt a hand on his head. It was the teacher. He took Tom by the ear and moved him back to his chair in the boys' half of the room.
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aunt n. the sister of your mother or father 姨母；姑母

pocket n. a small bag sewn into or on clothing, for carrying small articles 口袋

in a second in a very short period of time 片刻；瞬间

holiday n. a day or a period when no work needs to be done 假日；休息日

brush n. an object used for painting, cleaning, etc. 刷子

fence n. usually a wood or wire barrier enclosing an area 栅栏

be good at to be skillful at something or doing something 擅长做某事

laugh at to treat someone or something as if they are stupid, by laughing and making funny remarks about them 嘲笑；取笑

run off to suddenly leave a place or person 逃跑

whiskey n. a strong alcoholic drink 威士忌

ghost n. supposed apparition of a dead person or animal; disembodied spirit 鬼；幽灵

meow v. to make the crying sound a cat makes 喵喵叫

empty adj. with nothing in it 空的

stick n. a short slender length of wood 枝条；棍；棒

in front of ahead of; before 在前面


1．汤姆和他的伙伴们

“汤姆，汤姆，你在哪儿？”

没有人回答。

“这小鬼又跑哪儿去了，等我找到他，我要……”

波莉姨妈看了看床下，然后打开房门向花园望去。

“汤姆！”

她听到身后有动静。一个小男孩儿正要跑过，但是波莉姨妈伸出手把他拦住。

“哈，你在这儿！你的口袋里是什么？”

“什么都没有啊，波莉姨妈。”

“没有！那是个苹果！我看见了。现在听着，汤姆。这些苹果不是给你的，我要——”

“哎，波莉姨妈！快——看你后面！”

波莉姨妈看了一下，汤姆一转眼就跑出了屋子。她轻轻地笑了。“我又没长记性。我爱汤姆，我那死去的姐姐的孩子，但是我这个老太婆管不住他。明天是星期六，不用上学，但是汤姆不能放假。噢不！他明天可得要干活儿！”

*　　*　　*

星期六天气不错。夏天到了，艳阳高照，花园里繁花似锦。这是个人人都应该开心的好日子。

汤姆拿着一把刷子和一大桶白油漆从屋里走出来。他看着栅栏，栅栏足足有3米高、30米长。他把刷子蘸上油漆，开始刷栅栏，然后照旧这般。接着，他停了下来，看了看栅栏，放下刷子，坐了下来。他面前是好几个小时的工作呢，他是村庄里最不快乐的男孩儿了。

十分钟后，汤姆想出了一个主意，一个绝妙的主意。他重新把刷子拿起来，开始工作。他看到他的朋友乔·哈珀在街上，但是不去看他。乔手上拿着一个苹果。他走到汤姆面前，看着栅栏。

“我真为你难过，汤姆。”

汤姆不说话，拿着刷子刷上刷下。

“帮你姨妈干活儿呢？”乔问道，“我要去河边。真可惜你不能和我一起去。”

汤姆放下刷子。“你管这叫干活儿？”他说。

“刷栅栏？”乔说，“当然是干活儿啦！”

“也许是，也许不是。但是我喜欢。”汤姆说，“我哪天去河边都成，但并不总是有机会刷栅栏啊。”

乔盯着汤姆看了差不多有五分钟。汤姆非常认真地慢慢刷着油漆。他时不时停下来，后退两步，看着自己的杰作微笑。乔开始感兴趣了，他问道：

“汤姆，我能刷一会儿吗？”

汤姆想了一下。“对不起，乔。你知道吗，我姨妈让我来干这活儿是因为我刷得好。我弟弟锡德也想刷呢，但她不同意。”

“哦，求求你，汤姆，就一点儿成吗？我也刷得挺好的。嗨，你想来点儿我的苹果吗？”

“不行，乔，我不能——”

“好吧，我把整个苹果都给你！”

汤姆把刷子递给乔。他没有笑，但那是他那天第一次非常开心。他坐了下来，吃着乔的苹果。

更多的伙伴过来嘲笑汤姆，但不久他们就都想要刷油漆了。到下午时，汤姆已经有了三个球、一把旧的小刀、一只独眼猫、一个旧的蓝瓶子和其他许多稀奇玩意儿。现在他是圣彼得斯堡最富有的男孩儿了，而那道栅栏——整整30米长的栅栏——被涂上了美丽的白色。他走回屋子。

“波莉姨妈！现在我能出去玩了吗？”

波莉姨妈走出屋来检查，当她看到漂亮的白色栅栏时，非常满意。她把汤姆带回屋里，给了他一个苹果。

“好，你现在可以去玩了，但是别回来得太晚。”

汤姆飞快地又拿了一个苹果，跑出去了。

*　　*　　*

星期一的早上，汤姆不想去上学，但是波莉姨妈把他揪下床，丢出了门。在学校附近的街上，他遇到了好朋友哈克贝利·费恩。哈克没有母亲，父亲成天喝酒，所以哈克就露宿街头了。他不上学，总是脏兮兮的，从来没穿过新衣服，但是他很快乐。圣彼得斯堡的妈妈们不喜欢他，但是汤姆和伙伴们都喜欢他。

“你好啊，哈克！”汤姆说，“你那是弄了个什么？”

“一只死猫。”

“你要把它怎么样？”汤姆问。

“我打算今晚把它拿到坟场去。”哈克说，“在午夜的时候，一只死猫能把坟墓里的鬼魂召出来。”

“我从来没听说过。”汤姆说，“是真的吗？”

“哦，我不知道。”哈克说，“是老霍普金斯太太告诉我的。跟我来看看吧，你就能知道了。你不会害怕鬼吧？”

“当然不！”汤姆说，“11点钟到我窗口学猫叫叫我。”

这之后，汤姆上学迟到了，老师生气地看着他。

“托马斯·索亚，你怎么又迟到了？”他说。

汤姆开始讲话，然而又停住了。教室里有个新来的女生——一个有着蓝眼睛、黄色长发的漂亮女孩子。汤姆打量个不停。

哦，她长得多漂亮啊！短短两秒钟内，汤姆恋爱了！他必须坐在她旁边。但怎么做呢？

在女生坐的那半边教室，只有一个空座位，就在那个新来女孩儿旁边。汤姆的脑筋转得飞快，然后他看着老师。

“我停下来和哈克贝利·费恩聊天了！”他说。

老师非常非常气愤。男孩子上学经常迟到，这当然不对，但是和哈克贝利·费恩讲话就更有错，大错特错！老师拿起了教鞭，两分钟后，汤姆的裤子都热辣辣的了，老师的胳膊也累得打不动了。

“现在，汤姆·索亚，你去和女生坐在一起。”

有几个孩子笑了起来。汤姆走到新来的女生旁边的座位，坐下来，把书打开。其他的孩子也重新开始学习。

十分钟后，那女孩儿抬起头。她面前的桌上多了个苹果。她把苹果放回汤姆那边的桌上。很快，苹果又出现在她面前。这一次苹果没被推回去。接下来，汤姆画了一座房子，摆在她面前。

“画得真好。”女孩儿说，“再画个男人吧。”

汤姆在房子旁边画了个男人，人比房子还高，两手大大，双腿长长，但是那女孩儿喜欢。

“你能画个我吗？”她问。

汤姆在男人的旁边加上那女孩儿。

“你画得真漂亮，我就不会画画。”

“我教你吧。”汤姆说，“等放了学。”

“噢，好啊！”

“你叫什么名字？”汤姆问。

“贝姬，贝姬·撒切尔。”

就在这时，汤姆感觉到一只手落到他头上，是老师的手！他拧着汤姆的耳朵，把他拖回到了男生那半边他自己的座位上。


2

In the graveyard

That night Tom went to bed at half past nine. He waited for Huck's meow, and at eleven o'clock it came. He climbed quietly out of the bedroom window, and then he and Huck walked out of the village with the dead cat.

The graveyard was on a hill, about a mile from St Petersburg. When the boys got there, they put the dead cat on a grave, and sat down behind some trees. They watched, and waited. It was very dark, and very quiet.

'Do you see that new grave there?' whispered Huck. 'That's Hoss Williams' grave. He died last week.'

'Perhaps he can hear us,' Tom whispered back. 'Do you think he can, Huck?'

'I don't know, but I — '

'Sh!'

'Oh, Tom, what is it?'

'Sh!' whispered Tom. 'I can see something. Look!'

Huck moved nearer to Tom. 'Ghosts!' he said. 'Three of them! They're coming here, Tom! Oh, let's go home!'

'They can't see us,' Tom whispered. 'Not here.'

'Ghosts can see through trees,' said Huck unhappily. 'They can see through everything!'
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The ghosts moved quietly through the graveyard and came nearer to the trees. Huck and Tom watched, very afraid. Then, after a minute, Huck said:

'Tom! They're not ghosts. That's Muff Potter.'

'So it is. And that's Injun Joe. And the other man is Doctor Robinson. What are they doing here?'

'They're graverobbers, Tom! They're going to rob a grave! My father told me about it. The doctor wants a dead body, you see. He cuts it up because he wants to learn about —'

'Sh!' said Tom. 'They're getting near.'

The three men stopped at Hoss Williams' grave and Injun Joe and Muff Potter began to dig. Ten minutes later the grave was open.

'Now, doctor,' said Muff Potter. 'You want us to take the body to your house? That's five dollars more.'

'No!' said the doctor. 'I gave you the money this morning. I'm not giving you any more!'

'Now you listen to me, doctor!' said Injun Joe. 'I want that money! Do you remember a day five years ago? I came to your house and asked for something to eat. And you gave me nothing. Nothing! So give me that money!'

He took the doctor's arm, but suddenly the doctor hit him, and Injun Joe fell to the ground.

'Don't hit my friend!' cried Muff Potter. He jumped on the doctor and the two men began to fight.

[image: alt]

It all happened very quickly, and the two boys watched with open mouths. Injun Joe got up. He had Muff Potter's knife in his hand now, and he moved behind the doctor. Then the doctor hit Muff Potter on the head. Muff fell to the ground, and at the same moment the knife in Injun Joe's hand went into the doctor's back. The doctor fell to the ground, on top of Muff Potter, and he did not move again.

The two boys could watch no more. Very quietly, they moved away from the trees, and then ran out of the graveyard and back to the village.

Injun Joe stood by Hoss Williams' grave and looked down at the two men. Then he put the knife into Muff Potter's hand and sat down. Three — four — five minutes went by. Potter moved a little and opened his eyes.

'What — what happened, Joe?' he asked.

'This is bad, Muff,' said Joe. 'Why did you kill him?'

Muff looked at the doctor's dead body, then at the knife in his hand. 'Me? Did I kill him?' His face went white, and the knife fell from his hand. 'It's the whiskey, Joe! I never fight with knives usually. Oh, why did I drink all that whiskey tonight? I don't remember anything!'

'It's OK, Muff,' said Joe. 'I'm not going to tell anyone. You get away quickly. Go on — go now!'

Muff Potter got up and ran away. Joe watched him for a minute, then he carefully put the knife next to the doctor's body. Then he, too, left the graveyard.
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*　　*　　*

The next day the Sheriff's men found the doctor's body in the graveyard — and Muff Potter's knife. That night Muff came to the graveyard to get his knife. But the Sheriff's men were there, and they took Muff to St Petersburg's little jail. And there Muff sat for four weeks, and waited for his trial.

*　　*　　*

Tom and Huck could not forget that night in the graveyard. They were very unhappy, and very afraid.

'What're we going to do?' said Tom. 'Muff Potter didn't kill the doctor — Injun Joe did. We saw him!'

'I know,' Huck said. 'But what can we do? We can't tell anyone. I'm afraid of Injun Joe. He's dangerous. And he's a killer. Do you want a knife in your back?'

'Yes, I'm afraid of him, too,' Tom said. He thought for a minute. 'I'm sorry for Muff Potter, but you're right, Huck. We can't tell anyone about Injun Joe.'
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whisper v. to talk very quietly 小声地说，耳语

graverobber n. people who rob a grave 盗墓者

dig v. to make a hole in the ground or move earth 挖

fight v. if people or animals, fight, they hit, kick, or bite each other 打架

go by to pass 过去

sheriff n. the person in charge of the law and the police in an American town （美国）地方治安官

jail n. prison; a place where prisoners are kept 监狱

trial n. the time when judges and other people decide who is, or is not, a robber, a murderer, etc. 审讯


2．坟场命案

那天晚上，汤姆在9点半上了床，等着哈克来叫他。11点钟时，哈克来了。汤姆悄悄地从卧室窗户爬出去，然后和哈克带着死猫出了村庄。

坟场在一座小山上，离圣彼得斯堡大概一英里。两个男孩儿到达之后，把死猫放在一个坟头上，坐在树丛后面边看边等。四周黑漆漆的，非常安静。

“你看到那个新坟了吗？”哈克小声说，“那是霍斯·威廉斯的坟。他上星期死的。”

“也许他能听到我们。”汤姆也小声回应，“你觉得他能吗，哈克？”

“我不知道，但是我——”

“嘘！”

“哎呀，汤姆，那是什么？”

“嘘！”汤姆低声说，“我看见有东西。看！”

哈克朝汤姆挪近了些。“是鬼！”他说，“有三个呢！它们过来了，汤姆！呃，我们回家吧！”

“它们看不到我们。”汤姆低声说，“在这儿看不到。”

“鬼能够看穿树。”哈克不高兴地说，“它们能看穿一切！”

几个鬼静悄悄地穿过坟场，来到树丛附近。哈克和汤姆心惊胆战地看着他们，过了一会儿，哈克说：

“汤姆！那不是鬼。那是穆夫·波特。”

“是他，还有印江·乔。另外那个人是鲁宾逊医生。他们在这儿干吗？”

“他们是盗墓贼，汤姆！他们是来盗墓的！我爸爸告诉过我。这个医生想要一具尸体，你明白了吧。他要把尸体剖开，因为他想知道——”

“嘘！”汤姆说，“他们走近了。”

三个人在霍斯·威廉斯的墓前停下，印江·乔和穆夫·波特开始挖掘。十分钟后，墓被挖开了。

“好了，医生，”穆夫·波特说道，“你想让我们帮你把尸体抬到家？再加五块钱吧。”

“不行！”医生说，“我早上给过你钱，不会再给了！”

“现在听我说，医生！”印江·乔说道，“我要那钱！你还记得五年前的一天吧？我到你家里讨口饭吃，你什么都没给我。什么都没给！还是给钱吧！”

他抓住医生的胳膊，但是医生猛地给了他一拳，他摔倒在地上。

“你敢打我的哥们儿！”穆夫·波特大叫。他扑向医生，两个人扭打起来。

一切发生得太快。两个男孩儿张大了嘴看着。印江·乔站了起来，来到医生的背后，他手上拿着穆夫·波特的刀。这时，医生一拳打中穆夫·波特的头。穆夫倒在地上。与此同时，印江·乔手上的刀插进了医生的后背。医生倒了下去，倒在穆夫·波特的身上，再也不动了。

两个男孩儿不敢再看下去了，他们小心翼翼地离开树丛，然后一口气跑出坟场，回到村庄。

印江·乔站在霍斯·威廉斯的墓旁，低头看着那两个家伙，然后他把刀放到穆夫·波特手里，坐下来。三分钟——四分钟——五分钟过去了，波特动了动，睁开了眼睛。

“怎么了——发生了什么，乔？”他问道。

“太糟糕啦，穆夫。”乔说，“你怎么把他给杀啦？”

穆夫看着医生的尸体，又看看手里的刀。“我？我杀了他？”他的脸变得惨白，刀从手上滑落下来。“都是威士忌害的，乔！一般我打架从来不用刀啊。唉，今天晚上我干吗喝那么多威士忌？我什么都不记得了！”

“别紧张，穆夫。”乔说，“我不会告诉任何人，你快跑吧。走——现在就走！”

穆夫·波特站起身来，逃走了。乔盯着他看了一阵，然后小心地把刀放在医生的尸体旁。随后，他也离开了坟场。

*　　*　　*

第二天，治安官的手下在坟场发现了医生的尸体——还有穆夫·波特的刀。当天晚上，穆夫回到坟场拿他的刀，但是警察已经等在那里了。他们把穆夫带回了圣彼得斯堡的小监狱。穆夫在那里关了四个星期，等待受审。

*　　*　　*

汤姆和哈克都忘不了坟场的那个夜晚。他们很郁闷，也很害怕。

“我们该怎么办？”汤姆说，“穆夫没杀医生——是印江·乔干的。我们看到是他干的！”

“我知道。”哈克说，“可是我们能做什么？我们谁都不能告诉。我害怕印江·乔。他太危险了，他是个杀人犯。你想自己的背后也挨一刀吗？”

“对啊，我也害怕他。”汤姆说。他想了一会儿。“我为穆夫·波特难过，但是你说得对，哈克。我们不能告诉任何人印江·乔的事。”


3

On Jackson's Island

The summer holidays came, and there was no school. Tom didn't want to think about Muff Potter and Injun Joe, but it wasn't easy. At night, when he was in bed, he saw Injun Joe's face in the dark, and he couldn't sleep. But he couldn't talk to anyone about it.

One hot summer's day he and Joe Harper were down by the Mississippi River. They sat and watched the boats, and fished and talked.

'Let's get away from here!' said Tom, suddenly. 'Let's go and do something exciting somewhere.'

'OK,' said Joe. 'But what? And where?'

'I know,' Tom said. 'Let's run away. Let's go and live on Jackson's Island. We can sleep out, under the trees.'

Jackson's Island was in the Mississippi, three miles south of St Petersburg. Nobody lived there.

'Let's ask Huck Finn, too,' said Tom. 'But don't tell your mother or father or anyone. Go home and get some things to eat, and meet me here at midnight.'

So that night three boys in a small boat went down the river to Jackson's Island. They had some bread and some meat, and Huck had his pipe, too. When they got there, they carried everything on to the island and made a fire, under a big old tree. Then they cooked some of the meat over the fire, and oh, that meat was good — the best dinner in the world! Soon, they stopped talking, their eyes closed, and they slept.
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The next morning Tom woke up with the sun on his head and a smile on his face. Then Huck and Joe woke up, and the three boys ran down to the river to swim. After that, they fished, and soon they had about six big fish for their breakfast. They cooked the fish on their fire and ate them all. They were very hungry.

'That,' said Joe happily, 'was a wonderful breakfast!'

After breakfast they walked through the island, swam some more, talked, fished, and swam again. They came back to their fire in the afternoon. Suddenly, Tom looked up and said, 'Listen. Can you hear boats?'

They listened, and then ran across the island to look down the river. There were twenty or more boats on the water. Every boat in St Petersburg was out.

'What are they doing?' asked Joe.

'They're Looking for a dead body, I think,' said Huck. 'They did that last summer when Bill Turner fell in the river and drowned.'

'Who's dead, do you think?' asked Joe.

The boys watched the boats. Suddenly, Tom cried, 'I know who's dead! It's us! They're looking for us!'
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This was wonderful. Tom looked at his friends. 'We're famous!' he said. 'Everybody in St Petersburg is talking about us. And they all feel sorry for us!'

Night came, and the boys went to sleep. But Tom did not sleep, and when morning came, he wasn't there!

'Huck, where's Tom?' cried Joe.

'I don't know,' Huck began, 'but — Look! There he is. He's swimming across to the island now. Hey, Tom!'

At breakfast Tom told his story. 'I went home last night,' he said, 'and listened at the window. Joe, your mother was there, too, and she and Aunt Polly cried and cried. I heard some very interesting things. On Sunday there's going to be a big funeral at the church — for us! And listen— I've got a wonderful idea.'

Huck and Joe listened and laughed, and yes, it was a wonderful idea.

That night the boys cooked some more fish, and after dinner Huck got out his pipe and began to smoke.

'Can we smoke, too?' asked Tom. 'I want to learn.'

So Huck made pipes for Tom and Joe, and the three boys sat and smoked.

'Hey, I like smoking,' said Tom. 'It's easy!'

'It's nothing!' said Joe. 'I'm going to smoke every day.'

But after ten minutes Tom and Joe got quieter and quieter and their faces went an interesting colour.
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'I'm going for a little walk now,' said Tom. He stood up, carefully, and walked away into the trees.

'Me too,' said Joe, quickly.

The two boys came back an hour later. But they didn't smoke their pipes again.

*　　*　　*

On Sunday morning there were no happy faces in St Petersburg. Aunt Polly and Joe's mother and father were in the church, and all the boys' friends. The minister said some very nice things about the three boys, and the boys' families cried and cried. Everybody cried. And little Becky Thatcher did not stop crying for one second.

There was a small noise at the back of the church, but at first nobody heard it. Then the minister looked up — and suddenly stopped speaking. Everybody turned to look. Their mouths opened, and stayed open.

And into the church came the three dead boys — Tom first, Joe next, and then Huck.

For a second nobody moved or spoke, and then the noise began. Aunt Polly and Joe's mother ran to the boys, and took them in their arms. Aunt Polly cried, and laughed, and cried again.

'Oh, Tom!' she said. 'You're a bad boy, but I love you!'

Suddenly, the minister called out, 'Oh, happy days! Sing, good people of St Petersburg! Sing and be happy!'
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And everybody sang, and smiled, and laughed for a long time. It was St Petersburg's happiest funeral.

*　　*　　*

The weeks went by, and the judge came to St Petersburg. On the day before Muff Potter's trial, Huck and Tom met in the street near Tom's house. Huck was unhappy.

'Tom, you didn't tell anyone about — you know?'

'No, I didn't. But Huck, what about Muff? People are saying he's the killer. And he's going to die!'

'But we can't tell anyone about Injun Joe,' said Huck. 'I don't want to die, too! Do you?'

No, Tom didn't want to die. But he couldn't forget Muff Potter's face in the jail — old, tired, and unhappy. And Injun Joe was a free man. It wasn't right.

That night Tom came home late, and very excited. He could not sleep for two or three hours.

The next morning all the village was at Muff Potter's trial. Injun Joe was there, too. Muff waited, a tired old man with a dirty face. The judge began the trial.

Questions, questions, questions. Answers, answers, answers. And the answers were all bad for Muff Potter.

'Yes, I found the knife in the graveyard, next to Doctor Robinson's body.'

'Yes, that's Muff Potter's knife. He always carries it.'

'Yes, I saw Muff Potter in the village that afternoon. He had the knife with him then.'
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Muff Potter began to look more and more unhappy. Then the judge said: 'Call Thomas Sawyer!'

St Petersburg sat up. What did young Tom Sawyer know? Everybody looked at him, and waited.

'Thomas Sawyer, where were you on the seventeenth of June, at the hour of midnight?'

'In the graveyard.'

'Why?'

'I went there to see ghosts. With a — a — dead cat.'

St Petersburg laughed, and the judge looked angry. 'And where were you in the graveyard, Thomas?'

'Behind the trees near Hoss Williams' grave.'

Injun Joe's face suddenly went white.

'Now, my boy,' said the judge. 'Tell us your story.'

And so Tom told his story, and St Petersburg sat and listened to him with open mouths.

'... and then Muff Potter fell, and Injun Joe jumped with the knife and —'

Crash! Injun Joe jumped through the window, and was out and away in a second.

*　　*　　*

St Petersburg loved Tom for a week. But Tom was not happy. Injun Joe was not in jail, and he was a dangerous man. Tom slept badly for weeks.

The slow summer days went by. Injun Joe did not come back to St Petersburg, and Tom began to forget.



pipe n. a smoking tool 烟斗

wake v. to stop sleeping 醒来

wonderful adj. very great; extremely pleasant 极好的；极为愉快的

drown v. to die under water because you cannot breathe 淹死

funeral n. a ceremony, usually. religious, of burying or burning a dead person 葬礼

church n. a building for public Christian worship 教堂

minister n. a person who stands and says things in the front of the church in formal events such as funeral or wedding 牧师

call out to say something loudly 大声说出

judge n. the most important person at a trial who decides when somebody must go to prison 法官

crash n. a sudden loud noise made by something breaking or falling （某物破碎或倒下的）哗啦声；破裂声


3．杰克逊岛

暑假到了，不用上学啦。汤姆不愿去想穆夫·波特和印江·乔，但那并不容易。每到夜里，当他躺在床上，就会在黑暗中看到印江·乔的脸，以致无法入睡。但是他却不能告诉任何人。

一个炎热的夏日，他和乔·哈珀来到密西西比河边。两个孩子坐下来，看着往来的船只，一边钓鱼一边聊天。

“我们离开这儿吧！”汤姆突然说，“我们去别的地方找点儿乐子。”

“好啊，”乔说，“可是去干吗啊？去哪儿呢？”

“我心里有数。”汤姆说，“我们离开这儿，去杰克逊岛过日子。我们可以在露天、在大树底下睡觉。”

杰克逊岛在密西西比河上，离圣彼得斯堡南面三英里的地方，没有人在那儿居住。

“我们再问问哈克·费恩。”汤姆说，“但是别告诉你爸妈和其他人啊。回家拿点儿吃的，午夜的时候在这儿见。”

当天晚上，三个男孩儿划着一只小船，顺流来到杰克逊岛。他们带了些面包和肉，哈克还带着他的烟斗。到了那里，他们把所有东西都搬到岛上，然后在一棵古老的大树下生起了火。他们在火上烤了些肉，哎呀，肉真香啊——这真是世界上最好的晚餐！很快，他们就不再聊天了，闭上眼睛睡着了。

第二天早上，汤姆醒过来，阳光照在他的头上，微笑挂在他的脸上。哈克和乔也都醒了，三个男孩儿跑到河里去游泳，然后钓鱼，很快就钓到了六条大鱼来当早餐。他们在火上把鱼烤熟，然后吃得干干净净。他们都饿极了。

“这个，”乔兴高采烈地说，“真是顿丰盛的早餐啊！”

早餐之后，他们在岛上漫步，又游了一会儿泳，然后聊天，钓鱼，接着再游泳。下午的时候，他们回到了火堆边。突然，汤姆抬起了头，说道：“听！你们听见船的声音了吗？”

他们竖起了耳朵，然后跑着穿过小岛，向河上望去。水面上驶来了二十多只船，圣彼得斯堡所有的船都出动了。

“他们要干吗？”乔说。

“我想，他们是来找尸体的吧。”哈克说，“去年夏天，比尔·特纳掉进河里淹死的那次，他们也是这么干的。”

“你们说这回是谁死了？”乔问。

男孩子们看着船队。突然，汤姆叫了起来：“我知道谁死了！是我们，他们是来找我们的！”

这真是太棒啦。汤姆看看伙伴们。“咱们出名了！”他说，“圣彼得斯堡的每个人都在议论我们。他们都在为我们难过呢。”

夜晚来临，小伙伴们都睡觉了。但是汤姆没有睡，天亮的时候，他不见了！

“哈克，汤姆在哪儿？”乔叫道。

“我不知道。”哈克说，“但是——你看！他在那儿，正往岛上游呢。嗨，汤姆！”

吃早餐的时候，汤姆讲了自己的故事。“我昨晚回家了。”他说，“我在窗户外面偷听。乔，你妈妈也在那儿，她和波莉姨妈一直不停地哭。我听到些非常有趣的事。星期天在教堂会举行一个很大的葬礼——是为我们举行的！听着——我有个好主意。”

哈克和乔一边听一边笑，是啊，这真是个好主意。

那个晚上，小伙伴们又烤了些鱼。晚饭后哈克拿出了他的烟斗，开始抽起烟来。

“我们能抽一口吗？”汤姆问，“我想学学。”

于是哈克给汤姆和乔都做了个烟斗，三个男孩儿坐下来一起抽。

“嘿，我喜欢抽烟。”汤姆说，“这挺容易的！”

“这太容易了！”乔说，“我以后每天都要抽烟。”

可是十分钟后，汤姆和乔就越来越安静了，两个人的脸色非常有趣。

“我要去走一走。”汤姆说。他小心翼翼地站起来，走进了树林里。

“我也是。”乔很快也跟着说。

一个小时以后，两个男孩儿回来了，但是他们以后再也没有抽过烟斗。

*　　*　　*

星期天的早上，圣彼得斯堡每个人的脸上都写满了哀伤。波莉姨妈和乔的父母都在教堂里，还有三个孩子所有的小伙伴们。牧师先大大夸奖了三个孩子一番。他们的家人悲痛不已，每个人都在哭。小贝姬·撒切尔的抽泣一秒钟都没有停过。

教堂的后面有点儿动静，开始没有人听到。然后牧师抬起头来——突然停住不讲了。每个人都转回头去看，他们吃惊地张大嘴巴，合都合不上。

三个“死去的”男孩儿走了进来——汤姆走在最前面，乔在中间，最后是哈克。

有一会儿，没有人动或是讲话，然后大家骚动起来。波莉姨妈和乔的妈妈跑到孩子们身旁，把他们抱住。波莉姨妈先是哭，然后笑了起来，之后又哭了。

“噢，汤姆！”她说，“你这个坏小子，但是我爱你！”

突然，牧师叫了出来：“啊，真是个值得高兴的日子啊！圣彼得斯堡善良的人们，唱起来吧！快乐起来吧！”

每个人都唱了起来，微笑着，欢笑着，持续了很久。这是圣彼得斯堡最快乐的葬礼啦。

*　　*　　*

几周过去了，法官来到了圣彼得斯堡。在审判穆夫·波特前的一天．哈克和汤姆在汤姆家附近的街上见面。哈克心事重重。

“汤姆，你没告诉其他人吧——你知道我在说什么吧？”

“没有，我没有。但是哈克，穆夫怎么办？大家都说他是凶手。他会被判死刑的！”

“但是，我们不能告诉别人是印江·乔干的。”哈克说，“我也不想死啊！难道你想？”

不，汤姆不想死，但是他不会忘记穆夫·波特在监狱里的样子——苍老、憔悴又伤心。但是印江·乔却逍遥法外，这不公平。

那天晚上，汤姆回家很晚，但是非常亢奋，过了两三个小时还睡不着。

第二天早上，村里所有人都来听证审判穆夫·波特。印江·乔也在。穆夫等待着，这老人疲惫已极，脸上脏兮兮的。法官开始审问了。

先是询问、询问、询问，然后回答、回答、回答。所有的回答都对穆夫·波特不利。

“是的，我在坟场发现了这把刀，就在鲁宾逊医生的尸体旁。”

“是的，那是穆夫·波特的刀，他总是带着它。”

“是的，那天下午我在村里看到过穆夫·波特，当时他就带着那把刀。”

穆夫·波特的脸色越来越悲哀。这时法官说：“传唤托马斯·索亚！”

全村人都坐直了。小汤姆·索亚能知道什么呢？每个人都看着他，等待着。

“托马斯·索亚，6月17日的午夜12点钟，你在哪里？”

“在坟场。”

“为什么？”

“我去看鬼魂，带着一只——一只——死猫。”

全村人都笑了起来，法官看起来生气了。“你在坟场的什么地方，托马斯？”

“在树丛后面，霍斯·威廉斯的坟附近。”

印江·乔的脸刷的一下就变白了。

“好，孩子，”法官说，“告诉我们，你看到了什么。”

接着汤姆讲述了他看到的事，所有人都坐在那儿，张大了嘴巴听着。

“……然后穆夫·波特就倒下了，印江·乔跳起来，用刀——”

哗啦一声！印江·乔跳出了窗口，转眼之间就跑掉了。

*　　*　　*

整个星期，全村人都对汤姆赞不绝口，可汤姆并不高兴。印江·乔还没有被关起来，他是个危险分子。汤姆好几个星期都睡不好觉。

漫长的夏天渐渐过去。印江·乔没有回到圣彼得斯堡，汤姆也渐渐地淡忘了这件事。


4

Treasure

There is a time in every boy's life when he wants to go and dig for treasure. And that time came for Tom.

So, one hot summer's day, he went to find Huck.

Huck liked the idea of treasure. 'Where are we going to dig?' he asked.

'An old dead tree is best.'

'Who puts the treasure under old trees?'

'Robbers,' said Tom. 'And then they go away, or they forget to come back for the treasure.'

'There's a dead tree on Cardiff Hill,' said Huck. 'Let's go there! I've got an old pick and shovel.'

It was three miles to the old tree, and the boys arrived tired and hot. They dug for an hour or two, but they didn't find any treasure. Then they stopped, and Tom looked down at an old house at the foot of the hill.

'Hey, look!' he said. 'Nobody lives in that old house. Let's go there. Old houses are always good for treasure.'

'Good for ghosts, too!' said Huck.

They took the pick and shovel with them, went down the hill, and into the old house. They looked in all the rooms downstairs, and then went upstairs. But there was no treasure, and no ghosts. Then they heard a noise.
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'Sh!' said Tom, suddenly. 'What's that?'

'Ghosts!' whispered Huck.

There were holes in the floor, and through them the boys could see into the rooms downstairs.

'No,' Tom whispered. 'It's two men. One is the old Spaniard. He came to live in the village last week. I don't know the other man. Sh! Let's listen to them.'

The two men sat down on the floor. The Spaniard had a green hat and long white hair; the other man was small and dark. He took out a bag and began to open it.

'It's hot in here,' the Spaniard said. He took off his green hat — and then he took off his long white hair!

'Tom!' Huck whispered upstairs. 'That's Injun Joe!'

'We took six hundred and fifty dollars when we robbed that house,' said the second man. He took some money out of the bag. 'We can take fifty dollars with us now. What are we going to do with the six hundred?'

'Leave it here,' said Injun Joe. 'We can come back and get it next week. Here, give me the bag.'

He walked across the room to the fireplace, moved two big stones from the floor, and began to dig with his knife.

Upstairs, the two boys watched excitedly. Treasure! Six hundred dollars of wonderful treasure!

Injun Joe stopped digging. 'Hello, what's this?' he said. 'There's something here. It's an old box.'
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The two men got the box out and opened it.

'It's money!' said Injun Joe's friend.

Injun Joe put his hand into the box. 'There are thousands of dollars here!' he said, and the two men looked at the money with happy smiles.

'But who —' began Injun Joe's friend.

'Don't ask,' Injun Joe said. 'It's our money now.'

'We can't take it with us today,' said his friend. 'What can we do with it? Put it back under the floor?'

'Yes,' said Injun Joe. (Happy faces upstairs.) 'No! (Very unhappy faces upstairs.) Let's put it under the cross — nobody goes there. We can take it there tonight.'

When night came, the two men carried all the money away. The boys did not go after them because they were afraid of Injun Joe. But they wanted very much to find that 'cross'.

*　　*　　*

For a week the two boys thought and thought about the treasure. It was 'under the cross', but where was the cross? In St Petersburg the boys watched the 'Spaniard' carefully, but they didn't see a cross, and they didn't find the treasure.



pick n. a tool with a curved metal bar, for breaking rocks or hard ground 镐

shovel n. a spadelike tool with raised sides, for shifting coal etc. 铲；铁锹

Spaniard n. a native or inhabitant of Spain 西班牙人

fireplace n. a place for a domestic fire, especially a recess in a wall 壁炉


4．宝藏

每个男孩子的生命中都有过这么一个时期：想去挖掘宝藏。现在汤姆也到这个时期啦。

于是，在一个炎热的夏日，汤姆去找哈克。

哈克喜欢这个寻宝的主意。“可我们去哪儿挖呢？”他问。

“最好找一棵枯死的老树。”

“谁会把宝藏埋在老树下？”

“强盗呗，”汤姆说，“他们埋下宝藏就走了，或者忘记回来取宝藏。”

“加的夫山上有一棵枯死的树。”哈克说，“我们去那儿吧！我有一把旧镐和铁锹。”

去那棵老树有三英里远，走到的时候，两个孩子又累又热。他们挖了一两个小时，可是什么宝藏也没发现，两人停了下来。汤姆看到山脚下有一栋老房子。

“嘿，看！”他说，“没人住那个老房子。我们去那儿吧。老房子里一般都有宝藏。”

“还有鬼呐！”哈克说。

他们带着镐和铁锹下了山，来到那栋老房子里，先看了楼下所有的房间，然后又上楼继续找。但是这儿既没有宝藏，也没有鬼魂。接着，他们听到有动静。

“嘘！”汤姆突然说，“那是什么？”

“是鬼！”哈克小声回答。

地板上有洞，两个男孩儿能够从洞里看到楼下。

“不是，”汤姆悄声说，“是两个人，一个是老西班牙人。他是上周来到村子里住的。另外那个我不认识。嘘！听听他们在讲什么。”

那两个人坐在地板上。西班牙人戴着一顶绿帽子，留着长长的白头发；另外那人是个小个子，长得挺黑。他拿出一个袋子，然后打开。

“这里面真热。”西班牙人说道。他把绿帽子摘下来——接着把白色的长发也拿掉了！

“汤姆！”哈克在楼上小声说，“他是印江·乔！”

“我们抢劫那屋子的时候，拿到了650块钱。”另一个人说，他从口袋里拿出一些钱。“我们能随身带上50块，那600块怎么办？”

“就放在这儿。”印江·乔说，“我们可以下星期回来拿，把袋子给我。”

他穿过房间，走到壁炉旁边，从地板上挪开两块大石头，然后用他的刀挖掘起来。

楼上的两个男孩儿兴奋地看着。宝藏！1600块钱的财富啊！

印江·乔停住不挖了。“嘿，这是什么？”他说，“这儿有东西，是个旧箱子。”

两个家伙把箱子搬出来，打开。

“是钱！”印江·乔的同伙说。

印江·乔把手伸进箱子里。“这里有好几千块钱呢！”他说。两个人看着钱，脸上都露出了得意的笑容。

“但又是谁——”他的同伙开口问。

“别问啦。”印江·乔说，“现在钱是我们的了。”

“今天我们不可能把钱带走。”他的同伙说道，“我们把它放哪儿呢？还放在地板下面？”

“对。”印江·乔说，（楼上喜不自胜。）“不！（楼上失望之极。）我们把它放在十字架下面，没人去那儿。我们今天晚上就把钱带走。”

夜晚来临，两个人把所有的钱都拿走了。两个孩子没有跟踪他们，因为害怕印江·乔，但是他们非常想找到“十字架”。

*　　*　　*

一个星期了，两个孩子脑子里只想着宝藏，它在“十字架下面”，但是十字架在哪儿呢？在圣彼得斯堡，两个孩子小心翼翼地监视着“西班牙人”，但是他们没有看到十字架，也没有发现宝藏。




5

In the cave

The next Saturday was Becky Thatcher's birthday, and all Becky's friends were very excited.

'It's going to be a wonderful day,' Becky told Tom. 'We're going to have a picnic by the river, and after that, we can visit McDougal's Cave.'

So in the morning, a big boat took Becky, Tom, and all their friends down the river. There were some older children on the boat too, but all the mothers and fathers stayed at home. Picnics are better without them!

And it was a very happy, noisy picnic.

After the picnic, the children took out their candles, and ran up the hill to the cave. The mouth of the cave was dark, and some of the children were afraid at first. But caves are exciting, so in the end everybody went in.

McDougal's Cave was very, very big, with hundreds of tunnels and rooms. The tunnels went up, down, and into the hill for miles. You could walk for days in McDougal's Cave. Nobody knew all the cave, but many people knew the tunnels near the door. You could play all day in these tunnels. Tom, of course, knew them well.

For hours the children walked and ran through the cave, up and down the tunnels, in and out of the rooms. In the evening they came out, and walked down the hill to the boat, tired but happy.
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When the boat arrived back in St Petersburg, it was dark. Huck Finn saw the boat, but he did not know about the picnic. He did not go to birthday picnics, of course, because the mothers of St Petersburg did not like him. But tonight Huck was only interested in treasure — Injun Joe's treasure. Injun Joe was in an old building by the river, and Huck waited in the street near the building.

'Perhaps,' he thought, 'Injun Joe's cross is in there. And the box of money. I must wait and watch. I can tell Tom about it tomorrow.'

But Injun Joe didn't come out. At midnight it began to rain, and Huck waited all night in the cold street. In the morning he could not move and he could not speak. He felt cold, then hot, then cold, then hot again. Mrs Douglas, a woman from the church, found him in the street. She took him to her home and put him to bed. And there he stayed for two weeks. He was very ill, and so he did not hear about Tom and Becky.

But on Sunday morning all St Petersburg knew about Tom and Becky — because they were not on the boat when it came back to the village. Where were they? Were they lost in the cave? And were they alive, or dead?

*　　*　　*

At first Tom and Becky played with their friends in the cave. Then Tom wanted to go down a new tunnel, and Becky went with him.

[image: alt]

They walked and talked, and went into a second tunnel, then a third. Sometimes Tom put a mark with candle smoke on the tunnel wall — he wanted to find the mouth of the cave again! Then they came out of the tunnels into a big room. There were hundreds of bats in this room, and the candles woke them up. Tom took Becky's hand and they ran into the nearest tunnel, with the bats behind them. But one bat hit Becky's candle and it went out. The children ran and ran through the tunnels, and at last they got away from the bats. They stopped and sat down. Suddenly, it was very, very quiet.

'Where are we now, Tom?' Becky whispered, afraid.

'I don't know,' said Tom. 'I think it's time to go back. But we can't go through that big room because of the bats. Let's go down this tunnel.'

They went down one tunnel, then a second, a third, a fourth... Then they wanted to find the big room with the bats again, but they couldn't. Becky began to cry:

'Tom, we can't get out. We're lost, Tom, we're lost!'

They walked, and walked. When they were tired, they sat down. Then they got up and walked again. Time went by. Was it day, or night? They didn't know.

Then Tom wanted to find water. They had nothing to eat, and they must have something to drink. They found a very small river and sat down next to it.

'Becky,' said Tom. 'We must stay here. Near this river. This is our last candle, and...'
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He did not finish, but Becky understood.

'Tom?'

'Yes, Becky.'

'Are they going to come and look for us?'

'Of course! When the boat gets to St Petersburg —'

'But how can they find us, in these hundreds of tunnels? Oh, Tom, Tom, we're going to die in here!'

Becky began to cry again. Then the candle went out and the two children were in the dark. They sat for hours and hours. They slept a little, then woke up, then slept again. Was it Sunday now? Or Monday?

Suddenly Tom sat up. 'Listen! Somebody's calling!'

The two children listened. They heard it again, a little nearer. They called back; then they began to walk down the tunnel in the dark, with their hands on the wall. They stopped and listened again, but now they couldn't hear anything. Slowly, they went back to their river.

They slept again, and woke up very, very hungry.

'Perhaps it's Tuesday now,' Tom thought. 'What can I do? I must do something!' Then he had an idea.

'Becky, listen. I've got a long string in my pocket. I can go down some of the small tunnels and get back to you with the string. You wait here.'

Slowly and carefully, Tom went down the first tunnel on his hands and knees. Then the tunnel wall on his right finished, and there was nothing. Tom put out his hand to feel the floor. And just then, away to his right, he saw a hand — a hand with a candle.
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At once Tom called out. 'Help!' he cried.

The hand moved, and Tom saw an arm and a face. It was Injun Joe! Tom was very afraid, but Injun Joe was afraid too, and he quickly ran away down the tunnel.

Tom went back to Becky, but he did not tell her about Injun Joe. Tom waited for an hour, then went into a different tunnel with his string. Then a third tunnel...

*　　*　　*

It was Tuesday evening, and St Petersburg waited. Many of the villagers were in the cave, and they looked for the children day and night. But they heard nothing, saw nothing, and found nothing.

Then, late that evening, there was a sudden noise in the streets. People began to run to the Thatchers' house.

'They're here! Becky and Tom are here!'

Most of the village came to listen to Tom's story.

'It was in the sixth tunnel,' he told them. 'I went to the end of my string, and suddenly, I could see daylight! There was a little hole in the cave wall. I put my head out, and there was the river, right under my nose! I went back and got Becky, and we climbed out through the hole. Then we stopped a boat on the river. We were five miles from the mouth of the cave!'

*　　*　　*

Tom was very tired after his three days in the cave, and he went to bed and stayed there for two days. He heard about Huck and went to see him on Sunday, and then every day. But Mrs Douglas was always in the room.

[image: alt]

'You can just say hello,' she told Tom. 'And then you must go. Huck is very ill, and he needs to sleep.'

So Tom could not talk about anything exciting, and he could not tell Huck about Injun Joe.

One day, about two weeks after the picnic, Tom was in Becky's house, and her father came in.

'Well, Tom,' Mr Thatcher said. 'Would you like to go back to the cave again, one day?'

'I'm not afraid of that cave,' said Tom.

Mr Thatcher laughed. 'There are a lot of people like you, Tom. But nobody's going into the cave again. There are big doors across the cave mouth now — and nobody can open them!'

Tom's face went white. 'But Mr Thatcher — Injun Joe's in that cave!'

An hour later, fifty men were at the cave and they opened the doors. Injun Joe was on the ground, dead, his face to the door and his knife in his hand.
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picnic n. a packed meal eaten outdoors, or an occasion when such a meal is eaten 野餐

noisy adj. making a lot of noise, or full of noise 嘈杂的；喧闹的

candle n. a stick of wax which is lit to produce light as it burns 蜡烛

tunnel n. a man-made underground passage 地下通道；隧道

perhaps adv. maybe 也许

alive adj. living 活着的

mark n. a sign, something that indicates position or acts as a pointer 标志；记号

bat n. a small animal that flies at night and looks like mouse with large wings 蝙蝠

string n. a thin rope, usually made of twisted fibres and used for lying things together 细绳；线

knee n. the part in the middle of your leg, where it bends 膝盖

daylight n. light of day 日光


5．洞中历险

下个星期六是贝姬·撒切尔的生日，贝姬所有的朋友都很兴奋。

“这一天会很棒的。”贝姬告诉汤姆，“咱们要到河边野餐，然后到麦克杜格尔山洞去玩。”

于是一大早，贝姬、汤姆，还有所有的伙伴们，乘着一条大船顺流而下，一些大孩子也上了船，但是所有的父母亲都在家里。没有他们，野餐才更自在！

而这真是个快活、热闹的聚会。

野餐结束后，孩子们取出蜡烛，跑向山上的洞。洞口很黑，一开始，有些孩子觉得害怕，但是山洞探险非常刺激，所以最后每个人都进了山洞。

麦克杜格尔山洞非常非常大，有几百条隧道和几百个洞穴。隧道迂回曲折，通到山里深达几英里的地方。在麦克杜格尔山洞里可以走上好几天呢。没有人熟悉整个山洞，但是很多人知道靠近洞口的那些隧道。在这些隧道里可以玩上整整一天。当然啦，汤姆是非常熟悉这些隧道的。

孩子们在洞里走啊，跑啊，在隧道和洞穴里穿来穿去，玩了几个小时。傍晚的时候，他们出来了，走下山来到船上，他们都很疲惫，但是玩得很尽兴。

当船终于回到圣彼得斯堡的时候，天都已经黑了。哈克·费恩看到了船，但他并不知道野餐的事。他没有参加生日聚餐，因为圣彼得斯堡的妈妈们都不喜欢他。可是今晚，哈克唯一感兴趣的就是宝藏——印江·乔的宝藏。印江·乔住在河边的一栋老房子里，哈克就在房子旁边的街上守候着。

“也许，”他想，“印江·乔的十字架就在这儿，还有那箱钱。我一定要盯住了，明天就可以告诉汤姆。”

但是印江·乔没有出来。午夜的时候，天开始下雨了，哈克在寒冷的街道上等了一整夜。早上的时候，他既动不了，也说不出话了，觉得身上一阵冷一阵热。从教堂来的道格拉斯太太在街上发现了他，把他带回了家，让他睡在床上。哈克在那儿待了两个星期。他病得很严重，所以他不知道汤姆和贝姬出了事。

但是到星期天早上，全村人都知道汤姆和贝姬出事了——因为船回到村里时，他们俩不在船上。他们在哪儿？是在山洞里迷路了吗？他们是活着，还是死了？

*　　*　　*

一开始，汤姆、贝姬和伙伴们都一块儿在山洞里玩，后来汤姆想去一条没走过的隧道，贝姬跟他一起去了。

他们边走边聊，接着又拐进了一条隧道，然后又进了另一条隧道。有时，汤姆用蜡烛烟在隧道石壁上做个记号——他想重新找到洞口！然后他们走出隧道，来到一个很大的洞穴。这里面有几百只蝙蝠，蜡烛把它们都唤醒了。汤姆抓起贝姬的手跑到最近的隧道，蝙蝠在后面追赶着他们。但是有一只蝙蝠擦过贝姬的蜡烛，把蜡烛弄灭了。两个孩子沿着隧道一直跑啊跑啊，最后终于摆脱了蝙蝠。他们停住坐了下来。突然，四周变得非常非常安静。

“我们在哪儿，汤姆？”贝姬小声问道，她害怕了。

“我不知道。”汤姆说，“我想我们应该回去了。但是我们过不了那个洞穴，因为有蝙蝠，我们走这条隧道吧。”

他们走进了一条隧道，然后是第二条、第三条、第四条……后来他们想要去找那个有蝙蝠的大洞穴了，但是却找不到。贝姬哭起来了：

“汤姆，我们出不去了。我们迷路了，汤姆，我们迷路了！”

他们走啊，走啊，累了就坐下休息，然后又起来继续走。时间渐渐过去，现在是白天还是晚上呢？他们不知道。

汤姆想要找到水源。他们没有东西吃，但是必须喝点儿什么呀。他们找到了一处很小的水流，就在旁边坐下。

“贝姬，”汤姆说，“我们只能留在这里，待在水源旁边。这是最后一根蜡烛了，而且……”

他没有说完，但是贝姬明白。

“汤姆？”

“嗯，贝姬。”

“他们会回来找我们吗？”

“当然！等船一到圣彼得斯堡——”

“但是他们怎么才能找到我们呢？这里有几百条隧道呢。哦，汤姆，汤姆，我们会死在这里的。”

贝姬又哭了起来。接着蜡烛就灭了，两个孩子坐在黑暗里。他们坐了好久好久，一会儿睡过去，一会儿醒过来，一会又睡过去。现在是星期天了吗？还是星期一呢？

突然，汤姆坐了起来。“听！有人在叫呢！”

两个孩子听着。他们又听到了那叫声，这次要近一些。他们也大叫回应，然后在黑暗中，开始用手扶着石壁顺着隧道走。他们停下又听了听，但这时却什么都听不到了。两人又慢慢地走回水边。

他们又睡着了，醒过来的时候，觉得非常非常饿。

“今天也许是星期二了。”汤姆想，“我应该怎么做呢？我一定得做点儿什么！”然后他想出了一个主意。

“贝姬，听着。我口袋里有一根很长的细绳。我可以去其他隧道看看，然后再顺着细绳回来找你。你在这里等我。”

汤姆手脚并用，小心翼翼地慢慢爬进第一条隧道。然后在他右边的石壁到了头，再没有去路了。汤姆伸出手在地上摸索。就在这时，他看到右边有一只手——手上还拿了一支蜡烛。

汤姆马上叫了起来。“救命啊！”他大喊。

那只手动了动，然后汤姆看到一条手臂和一张脸。那是印江·乔！汤姆魂飞天外，但是印江·乔也吓得不轻，他飞快地沿着隧道跑开了。

汤姆回到贝姬的身边，但是没有告诉她印江·乔的事。他等了一个小时，然后牵着细绳进了另外一条隧道，接着是第三条……

*　　*　　*

已经是星期二的傍晚了，圣彼得斯堡还在等待消息。很多村民都来到山洞里，夜以继日地寻找两个孩子。但是他们什么也听不到，什么也看不见，什么都没找到。

然而，那天深夜，街上突然骚动起来。人们开始往撒切尔家跑去。

“他们在这儿！贝姬和汤姆在这儿！”

村里大部分的人都来了，听汤姆讲他们的经历。

“那是第六条隧道，”他告诉他们，“我牵着绳子，走到了头，突然，我看到有光！洞壁上有一个小洞。我把头伸出去，看到了河水，就在我的鼻子底下！我回去找到贝姬，我们一起从洞里爬了出来。然后拦下河上的船。我们离洞口有五英里远呢！”

*　　*　　*

在山洞里待了三天，汤姆非常疲倦，他在床上躺了足足两天。他听说了哈克的消息，于是在星期天去看他，那以后汤姆每天都去找哈克。但是道格拉斯太太总在房里。

“你只能和哈克打个招呼。”她告诉汤姆，“然后你就得走了。哈克病得很重，他需要休息。”

所以汤姆没法和哈克聊天，告诉他那些刺激的事，也没法跟哈克讲印江·乔的事情。

有一天，大概是野餐过后的两个星期吧，汤姆正在贝姬的家里，她的父亲走了进来。

“哎呀，汤姆，”撒切尔先生说道，“你以后还想回到那个山洞去吗？”

“我可不害怕那个山洞。”汤姆说。

撒切尔先生笑了。“很多人都跟你一样，汤姆。但是没有人可以再进那个山洞了。现在洞口被大门封住了——没有人能够打开！”

汤姆的脸一下子变白了。“但是撒切尔先生——印江·乔还在洞里面呢！”

一个小时后，有50个人来到了山洞，他们把门打开。印江·乔就倒在地上，他死了，他的脸朝着大门，手里握着刀。


6

Under the cross

The day after Injun Joe's funeral, Huck was out of bed. He and Tom walked slowly out of the village. They had a good, long talk, and Huck heard all about the picnic, the cave, and Injun Joe.

'We're never going to find the money now,' said Huck.

'Huck,' said Tom. 'The money isn't in St Petersburg. It's in the cave — I know it is! Why was Injun Joe in the cave? Because he took the box of money there! Right?'

Huck looked excited. 'Say that again, Tom!'

'The money's in the cave! And we can get to it easily. Let's go there now! I've got some candles and a long string. We can take a boat and put it back later.'

Twenty minutes later the boys were in a boat on the Mississippi. They went eight miles down the river, and then Tom stopped by some small trees.

'Here we are!' he said.

Tom's hole was just behind the trees. Tom took a candle and climbed in. Huck climbed in after him.

'Injun Joe never found this hole,' said Tom. 'Or he did find it and couldn't get through it. It's very small.'

The boys went carefully through the tunnels with their string. Then Tom stopped.
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'I saw Injun Joe about here,' he said. 'And look, Huck — there's the cross!'

There was a big smoke cross on the tunnel wall. The boys looked up and down the tunnel, but there was no box of money.

'Injun Joe said under the cross,' said Tom. 'Perhaps it's under the ground. Look, we can move these stones.'

The boys took their knives and began to dig by the tunnel wall. Very soon, they found a second, smaller tunnel under the wall. They climbed down into it, and came into a small room. There was a bed, two whiskey bottles, some old shoes — and the box of money.

*　　*　　*

When somebody finds treasure, everybody hears about it very quickly. The two boys carried the box through the village. And when they got to Aunt Polly's house, half the village was with them. Everybody went into the house.

'Oh, Tom, Tom!' cried Aunt Polly. 'What is it now? And what have you got there?'

Tom put the box on the table and opened it.

There were twelve thousand dollars in that box. And suddenly, Tom Sawyer and Huckleberry Finn were the richest people in St Petersburg.

[image: alt]



rich adj. having a lot of money or property 富有的


6．十字架下

埋葬印江·乔的第二天，哈克可以下床活动了。他和汤姆慢慢地走出村庄。他们畅谈了一番，哈克听汤姆讲了关于野餐、山洞和印江·乔的所有的事。

“我们再也找不到那些钱了。”哈克说。

“哈克，”汤姆说，“钱不在圣彼得斯堡。钱在山洞里——我知道它在！要不然印江·乔在山洞里干吗？因为他把那箱钱放在那儿了！对吧？”

哈克非常兴奋。“说得对，汤姆！”

“钱在山洞里！我们很容易就能找到。我们现在就去吧！我有一些蜡烛和一根长绳。我们划条船去，过后再把船放回来。”

20分钟后，两个孩子已经泛舟密西西比河上了。他们顺着河流行驶了八英里，然后汤姆在几棵小树前停了下来。

“我们到了！”他说。

汤姆找到的那个洞就在这些树的后面。汤姆拿了一根蜡烛，爬了进去。哈克也跟在他后面爬了进去。

“印江·乔没找到这个洞，”汤姆说，“或者他找到了，却钻不过去。这个洞非常小。”

两个男孩儿牵着绳子，小心地在隧道里走。然后，汤姆停下了。

“我是在这儿附近看到印江·乔的，”他说，“看，哈克——十字架在这里！”

在石壁上有一个大大的、用烟熏成的十字架。他们上上下下地打量着隧道，却没有看到那一箱钱。

“印江·乔说是在十字架下面。”汤姆说，“也许是埋在地下呢。看，我们能搬开这些石头。”

两个男孩儿拿出小刀，开始在石壁下面挖起来。很快，他们在墙下面发现了另一条更小的隧道。两人爬了进去，进入到一个小小的石室。里面有一张床，两个空威士忌酒瓶和几只旧鞋子——还有那箱钱。

*　　*　　*

当有人找到宝藏，其他人很快就会听说。两个孩子把箱子抬进了村子。当他们来到波莉姨妈家的时候，村子里一半的人都跟着他们俩。每个人都挤进了屋子。

“哦，汤姆，汤姆！”波莉姨妈叫道，“又怎么了？那个箱子里有什么？”

汤姆把箱子放在桌子上，把它打开。

箱子里有12,000块钱。突然间，汤姆·索亚和哈克贝利·费恩成了圣彼得斯堡最富有的人。


ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1．Read the story introduction on the first page of the book. What does Tom Sawyer like? Tick one box each time.

1) school

YES □／NO □

2) swimming

YES □／NO □

3) getting up in the morning

YES □／NO □

4) work

YES □／NO □

5) fishing

YES □／NO □

6) adventures

YES □／NO □

2．What is going to happen in the story? Can you guess? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) Tom and Huck see a ghost.

YES □／NO □

2) Tom and Huck find a lot of money.

YES □／NO □

3) Three men take some money from the graveyard.

YES □／NO □

4) Injun Joe kills someone.

YES □／NO □

5) Someone kills Injun Joe.

YES □／NO □


ACTIVITIES



While Reading

1．Read Chapter 1. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)? Rewrite the false ones with the correct information.

1) Tom lived with his mother and father.

2) Tom painted all the fence.

3) Huck Finn went to school.

4) Huck wanted to go and see ghosts.

5) Tom wanted to sit with the girls.

6) Becky Thatcher didn't like Tom's pictures.

2．Read Chapter 2. Who said this, and to whom?

1) 'Oh, let's go home!'

2) 'What are they doing here?'

3) 'I gave you the money this morning.'

4) 'I want that money!'

5) 'Don't hit my friend.'

6) 'Why did you kill him?'

7) 'I'm afraid of Injun Joe.'

3．Before you read Chapter 3, can you guess what happens? Choose one of these answers.

1) Tom doesn't tell the Sheriff the true story of the killing, and at the trial, they say that Muff Potter must die.

2) Tom tells the Sheriff the true story of the killing and Injun Joe goes to jail.

3) Tom tells the true story but Injun Joe runs away.

4) Tom tells the true story and Injun Joe tries to kill him.

4．Read Chapter 3. Choose the best question-word for these questions, and then answer them.

Why / What / Where




1) ... couldn't Tom sleep?

2) ... was Jackson's Island?

3) ... did the boys have for breakfast?

4) ... did the boys see on the river in the afternoon?

5) ... happened to Tom and Joe when they smoked?

6) ... did the boys go on Sunday morning?

5．Read Chapter 4, and then answer these questions.

1) Why did Tom and Huck go to the old tree?

2) Where did they go after that?

3) How could they see into the rooms downstairs?

4) Who was the Spaniard?

5) How much money was in the bag?

6) What did Injun Joe find under the floor?

7) Where did Injun Joe want to put the money?

6．Read Chapter 5. Put these sentences in the correct order.

1) Tom saw Injun Joe, but Injun Joe ran away.

2) Soon, Tom and Becky were lost in the tunnels.

3) But then Tom and Becky left their friends.

4) One Saturday, a big boat took Becky, Tom and their friends down the river.

5) Two weeks later, Mr Thatcher told Tom that there were big doors across the cave mouth.

6) They needed water, so Tom found a small river.

7) So Tom and Becky got out of the cave and went home.

8) Fifty men went to the cave and found Injun Joe dead.

9) In the sixth tunnel, Tom saw daylight and found a hole.

10) All the children went into the cave.

11) Then Tom left Becky and went down a tunnel.

12) Tom and Becky went into a room of bats, and ran away.

7．Read Chapter 6. Here are some untrue sentences about it. Change them into true sentences.

1) Tom and Huck went into the cave through the doors.

2) They found a paint cross on the tunnel wall.

3) They found an empty box in the room at the end of the second tunnel.

4) Nobody in the village heard about the treasure.


ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1．What did Tom tell the judge at Muff Potter's trial? Match these halves of sentences to make his story.

1) I went to the graveyard with a dead cat...

2) Suddenly, I saw three ghosts,...

3) Doctor Robinson was there with Injun Joe and Muff Potter,...

4) They stopped at Hoss Williams' grave...

5) Muff asked the doctor for five dollars more,...

6) Then Injun Joe got angry with the doctor...

7) Muff jumped on the doctor...

8) The doctor hit Muff on the head...

9) But Injun Joe had Muff's knife...

10) and Muff fell down.

11) and the doctor hit him.

12) because I wanted to see ghosts.

13) and he killed the doctor with it.

14) but the doctor said 'no'.

15) and Joe and Muff started to dig.

16) but they weren't really ghosts, they were men.

17) and he and the doctor began to fight.

18) and I knew that they were graverobbers.

2．Here is a conversation between Aunt Polly and Tom. Complete Aunt Polly's questions. Use as many words as you like.

AUNT POLLY: Oh, Tom. You bad boy. I thought that you were dead. Where ______?

TOM: On Jackson's Island.

AUNT POLLY: Jackson's Island? Why ______?

TOM: Because we wanted to do something exciting.

AUNT POLLY:  What's so exciting about Jackson's Island? There's nothing there. Where ______?

TOM: Under the trees. It was wonderful.

AUNT POLLY: Well, I don't know! What ______?

TOM: We took some bread and meat with us. Then, in the morning, we went fishing and got fish for our breakfast.

3．Here is a newspaper report about the treasure. Find the ten mistakes and correct them.

Two children, Tom Sawyer and Becky Thatcher, found twelve hundred dollars in a bag in McDougal's Cave. Muff Potter found the money under a tree and put it in a big room at the end of a tunnel. He marked the floor of the tunnel with a cross. But then he couldn't get out of the cave because of the ghosts at the mouth of the cave. When the men found him, he was alive, so there is going to be a trial.

4．Here is a new illustration for the story. Find the best place in the story to put the picture, and answer these questions.

The picture goes in Chapter ______.

1) Who is telling his story to the judge?

2) Who is jumping through the window?

3) Why?




Now write a caption for the illustration.

[image: alt]

Caption: __________________________.

5．Imagine that you are lost in a cave. Which of these things are you going to use to help you? Make sentences like this.

You can use a/some ______ to ______.




bat, candle, knife, money, pipe, shoes, shovel, string, whiskey

6．Here are some new chapter titles. Match them with the chapter numbers. Do you like all of them? Why, or why not?


  
    	1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6
    	
  

  
    	Becky's birthday picnic
    	The money in the cave
  

    
    	Tom paints a fence
    	The man with the green hat
  

    
    	Injun Joe kills the doctor
    	Tom and Becky are lost
  

      
    	Tom smokes a pipe
    	Ghosts
  

      
    	Tom and the apples
    	The old house
  

      
    	The old tree
    	Huck gets ill
  

      
    	The happiest funeral
    	A new girl at school
  

        
    	Graverobbers
    	Twelve thousand dollars
  

        
    	The richest boys in town
    	Muff Potter's trial
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第二个故事中，萨姆在向日葵咖啡店为女友露西筹备了一份大惊喜。萨姆做了美味的蛋糕，而且那份大惊喜的构思也很好。不过，露西是怎么想的？

最后一个故事中，阿尔玛回到自己阔别六年的家乡。她感到很难过，因为她无法忘掉尼娜和德拉甘的故事。尼娜是阿尔玛的妹妹，她曾和一位名叫德拉甘的年轻男子相爱……
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Love can always find a way, people say. But the road to love is often difficult. People say the wrong thing, do the wrong thing, can't find the right words, make mistakes, misunderstand each other...




In the first story Luke and Gemma talk about a plan for love. But who makes the plan? And who is the plan for? What kind of plan? You can make a plan for a holiday or a train journey or a piece of work, but can you really make a plan for love?




In the second story Sam plans a big surprise at the Sunflower Café for his girlfriend Lucy. Sam makes wonderful cakes, and the surprise is a nice idea. But what does Lucy think about it?




In the last story Alma returns to her home town after six years away. It is a sad time for her, because she cannot forget the story of Nina and Dragan. Nina was Alma's sister, and Nina was in love with a young man called Dragan...
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Plan for Love
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Gemma was hungry. Time for lunch, she thought. She went down to the hospital canteen, got some sandwiches and a cup of coffee, and looked for a table. But it was one o'clock and the canteen was very busy. There were no free tables. Then, at the long table by the window, she saw a tall man with fair hair. It was her friend Luke, and there was a seat next to him. She walked across to him.

'Hi Luke. Can I sit here?' said Gemma.

Luke did not look up, and did not speak. Perhaps he didn't hear her.

Gemma tried again. 'Luke? Er, can I sit here? Or are you waiting for someone?'

'Oh, hi Gemma. No, no, I'm not waiting for anyone. Come and sit down.'

Gemma put her sandwiches and coffee on the table, and sat down. She and Luke worked in the physiotherapy clinic in a hospital in Bristol. Usually, Luke was friendly, but not today.

'The canteen's very busy,' Gemma said. 'Where did all these people come from?'

Luke did not answer.

'Luke? Are you OK? Is something wrong?'

'I'm OK. I'm good,' said Luke. He moved his coffee cup around on the table, and did not look at Gemma. He drank some coffee. Gemma began to eat her sandwiches.

Then Luke put his cup down, and looked at Gemma. 'Gemma, we're good friends, aren't we? Can I talk to you?'

Gemma put her sandwich down. 'Yes, of course, Luke. What is it?'

Luke's face was red. 'It's stupid of me, I know that. But I... I mean... Look, do you see that girl over there? The girl with the long blonde hair?'
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'Do you see that girl over there?' said Luke.

Gemma looked across the canteen. There was a beautiful girl with long blonde hair at a table near the door. Gemma's hair was short and black, and she wore glasses.

'You mean Charlotte? She works for Dr Howell, doesn't she?'

'That's right. Well, I really like her. She's... well, look at her, she's beautiful! I want to talk to her, I really do!'

'So talk to her!'

'But I can never find the right words. What can I say? I open my mouth – and nothing comes out! And she goes away, and I feel stupid.'

Gemma smiled at him.

'Poor Luke! But that's not like you. When you're with me, you talk about lots of things. Like this weekend – what did you do this weekend?'

'I went swimming with Paul on Saturday,' Luke said. 'We went in the sea. It was so cold – but it was great!'

They talked for a few minutes. Then Gemma said:

'Luke, you're on the social committee, aren't you?'

'Yes, that's right,' said Luke. 'Why?'

'Well, I've got a plan. We make you a list of questions – about music, and free time, nights out – things like that. Then you ask Charlotte these questions. You're asking them for the social committee, you see. And she answers – and you ask some more questions, and there you are... you're talking to Charlotte!'

'Hmm,' said Luke. 'Yes, I see – I think!'

'I know,' said Gemma, 'let's try the plan now. You're Charlotte, and I'm Luke. I do the questions, and you do the answers – OK?'

'Er, yes,' said Luke. 'You mean, I must ask you all these questions now?'

'Er, no,' said Gemma. 'It's like... well, we're playing... I'm playing Luke, and you're playing Charlotte. For now, you ARE Charlotte, OK?'

'Right. Got it,' said Luke. 'So you're me. You're Luke.'

Gemma smiled again. 'Good. OK, let's go.' She spoke in a different voice. 'Hi Charlotte. My name's Luke, and I'm on the social committee. We want to plan some days and nights out for people from the hospital. What do you like doing? Is it OK to ask you some questions?'

'Yes, of course,' said Luke.

'OK – first, what kind of music do you like?'

'That's easy. I like Black Phoenix, and the Tree Rats – do you know the Tree Rats? They're really good.'

'No, I don't,' said Gemma, 'but I saw Black Phoenix last month. They're great! OK – what do you like doing at the weekend?'

'I like running, and swimming,' said Luke. 'And I like going out on my bike...'

'You see?' said Gemma. 'It's easy really. You just need the questions.'
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'You just need the questions,' said Gemma.

[image: alt]

Later that afternoon, Luke stopped in the office. Gemma was at one of the computers.

'Hi, Luke,' said Gemma. 'Have you got a few minutes? I've got some questions here. Come and see.'

Luke read the list of questions on her computer.

'Oh, that's great, Gemma!' he said.

'Do you want to put any more questions on the list?' she asked. Luke thought for a minute.

'Do you like going to music festivals?' he said at last.

'Yes, that's good,' said Gemma. She put it on the list.

Soon Luke had the list in his hands.

'Wait for the right time,' said Gemma. 'And – good luck!'
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Every day Luke looked for Charlotte in the canteen. On Tuesday she was with Molly, and on Wednesday he did not see her. But on Thursday...

'Hi Charlotte,' said Luke. 'My name's Luke. I'm on the social committee. We want to plan some days and nights out for people from the hospital. Can I ask you some questions?'

'OK,' said Charlotte, and she smiled at Luke.

They sat down near the window.

'Right,' said Luke. 'First, what kind of music do you like?'

'Well, I like the Good Girls, and Sadie Moonlight, and lots of girl singers, really. Oh, and Bobbie, of course.'

'Bobbie?' said Luke. 'Really?'

'He's wonderful. "Love me, love nobody but me,"' sang Charlotte happily.

'Do you like Black Phoenix?'

'Who?' said Charlotte.

'Um – it doesn't matter,' said Luke quickly. 'Let's see-do you like swimming?'

'Swimming?' laughed Charlotte. 'Just look at my hair. Me – swimming!'
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'Swimming?' laughed Charlotte. 'Just look at my hair.'

'Have you got a bike?'

'No – I rode a bike when I was little, but not now. Not in these shoes.' Luke looked at Charlotte's shoes. They had very high heels.

'Do you go to festivals?'

'Only in good weather, with no rain and no tents.'

'So – you never go to festivals,' Luke said.

'Never,' said Charlotte.

'What do you like doing in your free time then?'

'Facebook,' Charlotte said. 'I'm on Facebook every night. Are you on Facebook?'

'Er, no,' said Luke. 'I, er, use computers at work, but away from work I like to do other things. I go—'

But Charlotte was not interested in listening to Luke. 'But why not?' she said. 'Facebook is soooo cool! Do you know, I've got 778 Facebook friends, lots of them are in America, and I've got some in Japan, Australia – oh, everywhere! And photos – I've got thousands of photos on Facebook now.'

'You don't go out much, then?' Luke asked. 'You just go on Facebook?'

'Of course not!' said Charlotte. 'Don't be stupid. I hang out with my friends – Monica, Jess, Ellie, Alice... We go to clubs, and we go shopping. I love shopping. We're going to Eastwater next weekend, me and Jess and Alice. Do you know, there are more than 250 shops there. We're going into every one of them! I can't wait!' She saw Luke's face, and laughed. 'Oh, men are sooo boring about shopping!'
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‘I love shopping. We're going to Eastwater next weekend...’

'Well, I, er...' Luke said. He began again, '250 shops – Wow! That's a lot of shopping. Well, have a great day with your friends, Charlotte. Thanks for your time. Nice talking to you.'

'That's OK, Luke,' said Charlotte. 'Bye.'

[image: alt]

Gemma looked up. Luke was at the door, and in his hand was the list of questions.

'Hmm,' she said. 'That's not a happy face. Three out of ten? Two out of ten?'

'Zero out of ten, I think,' said Luke unhappily. 'She doesn't like swimming, bikes, or festivals, and she doesn't like Black Phoenix – she likes Bobbie!'

'Bobbie!' said Gemma. She laughed. 'Oh no!'

'Yes. And she likes the Good Girls. And she loves shopping, and can't wait to go to Eastwater.'

'Bad luck, Luke,' said Gemma. 'You got all the answers, but they're all the wrong answers. You and Charlotte are very different people.'

'Very different,' said Luke unhappily. 'You're right.'

He walked away, and Gemma watched him. 'Oh, Luke!' she thought.
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On Sunday morning Luke went out on his bike. He rode along the streets of the city and thought about his week.

'I'm stupid,' he thought. 'Charlotte is the wrong girl for me. She's beautiful, but we like different things.'

Suddenly he saw a lot of people by the road. He stopped to look. 'What's going on?' he thought. 'Why are all those people clapping and shouting?' He began to cross the street, but a policeman came over to him.

'You can't go along there,' he said. 'The race is finishing there.'

'The race?' said Luke. 'What race is that?'

'It's the City Road Race,' said the policeman. 'Look – here come the runners now.'

The first man finished the race, and Luke clapped. A few minutes later, the women runners arrived. Luke clapped them too. Then he looked again. Was that Gemma? Yes it was – and she was third!

'Gemma,' Luke called. 'Well done, Gemma!' He put his bike against a tree and ran across to Gemma.

'Hello, Luke,' said Gemma. She was in her running clothes, black and green, and she looked good.
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Gemma was in her running clothes, and she looked good.

'Wow,' Luke said. 'You look great in those colours. I only ever see you in hospital clothes usually. And you came third too. That's wonderful!'

Gemma was busy with her towel. 'Thanks, Luke,' she said.

Luke could not take his eyes away from Gemma. 'You're a runner,' he said. 'I never knew that.'

'You never asked me,' said Gemma. She smiled at Luke, a long slow warm smile.

Luke looked down into her blue eyes. He looked for a long time. A new and wonderful idea came into his head. 'Wow,' he said again. 'I never saw your eyes before – they're... beautiful.'

Gemma laughed. 'I wear glasses at work,' she said. 'That's why.'

Luke Suddenly remembered. 'Hey, you're tired, you just ran a race. Let's sit down.'

They sat down on a low wall together. Around them, other people talked about the race, but Luke and Gemma did not hear them or see them. They sat quietly and Gemma drank some water. Luke wanted to say a lot of things, but he could not find the right words. Then he opened his mouth – and all the right words came out.

'Gemma, have you got a bike?' he asked.

'Yes,' she said. 'Last year I went to Utrecht for a week in the summer, and I went everywhere by bike.'

'Do you like swimming?'

'Yes, and I love swimming in the sea – it's the best.'

'And you like Black Phoenix, and the Tree Rats.'

'And Darkwater,' said Gemma. 'They're like the Tree Rats, but better.'

'Darkwater?' said Luke. 'I like them, they're really great. Hey, they're at the Mountain Club tonight. Would you like to... I mean... Do you... You don't want to come with me, perhaps?'

Gemma laughed, a long happy laugh. 'Of course, I want to!' she said. 'What time shall we go?'

Two things, Luke thought. You only need two things. The right questions – and the right answers. Then it's easy.
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plan n. a set of actions for achieving something in the future, especially a set of actions that has been considered carefully and in detail 计划

canteen n. a place at school or work where people can buy meals （工厂、学校等的）食堂

fair adj. someone who is fair, or who has fair hair or skin, has hair or skin that is very light in colour 浅色的；金发的

physiotherapy n. the use of exercises to help muscles and joints 物理疗法，理疗

clinic n. a place, often in a hospital, where medical treatment is given to people who do not need to stay in the hospital 诊室，诊所

stupid adj. showing a lack of good sense or good judgment 愚蠢的

blonde adj. a very light yellow colour 浅色的，金色的

social committee a group of people who plan fun things for other people to do together 社交委员会

list n. a set of things, names, numbers etc usually written one below the other, for example so that you can remember or check them 清单，一览表

festival n. an occasion when there are performances of many films, plays, pieces of music etc, usually happening in the same place every year （常指每年在同一地点举行的电影、音乐、戏剧等）活动，节庆

heel n. the raised part on the bottom of a shoe that makes the shoe higher at the back （鞋）后跟

tent n. a kind of small house made of cloth 帐篷

Facebook n. a social networking website where people can send messages, photos etc to their friends “脸谱”社交网站

Cool! very good, great, interesting, wonderful 太酷了！太棒了！

hang out with to spend time with 和（朋友等）在一起

club n. a place where people go to dance, listen to music, and meet socially 俱乐部

suddenly adv. quickly and unexpectedly 突然

clap v. to hit your hands together to show that you like something 鼓掌

shout v. to say something very loudly 呼喊，喊叫

race n. a competition to see who can run, drive etc the fastest 竞速比赛，赛跑

towel n. a piece of cloth that you use for drying your skin or for drying things such as dishes 毛巾


爱的计划
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杰玛饿了。该吃午饭了，她想。她下楼来到医院的食堂，买了些三明治和一杯咖啡，想找个位子坐下。可现在是一点钟，食堂里人很多，没有空位子。这时候，在靠窗的长桌旁边，她看到一位金发的高个男子。那是她的朋友卢克，他旁边有个空位子。她向他走了过去。

“嗨，卢克。我能坐这儿吗？”杰玛问。

卢克没有抬头，也没有说话。也许他没有听见杰玛的话。

杰玛又说了一遍。“卢克？呃，我能坐在这儿吗？你又或是在等什么人？”

“啊，你好，杰玛。没，没有，我没在等什么人。来坐吧。”

杰玛把三明治和咖啡放在桌上，坐了下来。她和卢克都在布里斯托尔一家医院的理疗诊室工作。平日，卢克待人友好，但今天却是个例外。

“食堂里人真多。”杰玛说，“这些人都是从哪儿来的？”

卢克没有作答。

“卢克？你还好吧？是不是发生什么事了？”



“我没事，挺好的。”卢克说。他拿着咖啡杯在桌上打转，也不看杰玛一眼。他喝了些咖啡。杰玛开始吃她的三明治。

随后卢克把杯子放了下来，看着杰玛。“杰玛，我们是好朋友，对不对？我能和你说点儿事吗？”

杰玛把三明治放下。“对啊，当然可以了，卢克。什么事？”

卢克的脸红了。“我知道我很傻。不过我……我的意思是……看，你看到那边的那个女孩了吗？那个金色长发的女孩？”

杰玛往食堂的另一边望去。在门附近的桌子旁坐着一个金色长发的漂亮女孩。杰玛留着黑色的短发，还戴着眼镜。

“你是说夏洛特？她在豪厄尔医生手下工作，对吧？”

“没错。呃，我真的很喜欢她。她……呃，你看她，她真漂亮！我想和她说话，我真的想啊！”

“那就和她说啊！”

“可我从来没找到过合适的词。我能说什么呢？我张开嘴——什么也说不出来！然后她就走了。我觉得自己是个傻瓜。”

杰玛向他笑了笑。

“可怜的卢克！但那样可不像你啊。你和我在一起的时候，你总有很多话说。就说上个周末吧——你上个周末做什么了？”

“我上周六和保罗去游泳。”卢克说，“我们到海里游泳。水很冷——不过玩得很痛快！”

他们聊了几分钟，然后杰玛说：

“卢克，你是社交委员会的成员，对吧？”

“是啊，没错。”卢克说，“为什么要问这个？”

“嗯，我想到一个计划。我们一起列出一些问题——有关音乐啊，业余时间啊，夜生活啊，等等。然后你去问夏洛特这些问题。要知道，你是代表社交委员会去问的。她回答你——然后你再问更多的问题，然后你不就……你不就和夏洛特说上话了！”

“嗯。”卢克说，“是啊，我懂了——我觉得我懂了！”

“我有个主意。”杰玛说，“我们现在就来试试这个计划。你是夏洛特，我是卢克。我来问问题，你来回答——好吗？”

“呃，好啊。”卢克说，“你的意思是，我现在就要向你问所有的问题吗？”

“呃，不是的。”杰玛说，“这就好像……嗯，好像我们在扮演角色……我扮演卢克，你扮演夏洛特。从现在开始，你就是夏洛特，明白吗？”

“好的，我明白了。”卢克说，“也就是说你是我。你是卢克。”

杰玛又笑了。“很好。好啦，我们开始吧。”她换了个嗓音。“嗨，夏洛特。我叫卢克，我是社交委员会的委员。我们打算为医院里的人安排一些白天和晚上的社交活动。你喜欢做什么？我可以问你几个问题吗？”

“当然可以。”卢克说。

“好——首先，你喜欢什么音乐？”

“这简单。我喜欢黑凤凰乐队和棘鼠乐队——你知道棘鼠乐队吗？他们真的很棒。”

“不，我不知道。”杰玛说，“不过我上个月看了黑凤凰的演出。他们很棒！好——你周末喜欢做什么？”

“我喜欢跑步，还有游泳。”卢克说，“我还喜欢骑自行车出门……”

“明白了吗？”杰玛说，“真的很简单。你只要准备好问题就行了。”
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那天下午晚些时候，卢克留在办公室里。杰玛坐在其中一台电脑前。

“嗨，卢克。”杰玛说，“你现在有空吗？我列出了一些问题。过来看看吧。”

卢克看了她在电脑上列出的问题。

“啊，真是太棒了，杰玛！”他说。

“你想在单子上再加些问题吗？”她问。卢克想了片刻。

“你喜欢去音乐节吗？”他最终说。

“对，这很好。”杰玛说。她把这个问题加上了。

没过多久，卢克就把单子拿到手了。

“等待合适的时机。”杰玛说，“还有——祝你好运！”
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卢克每天都在食堂里寻找夏洛特。星期二，她和莫莉在一起；星期三，他没有看到她。但是，星期四……

“嗨，夏洛特。”卢克说，“我叫卢克。我是社交委员会的。我们打算为医院里的人安排一些白天和晚上的社交活动。我可以问你几个问题吗？”

“好啊。”夏洛特说，她朝卢克笑了笑。

他们在窗户边坐下。

“好。”卢克说，“首先，你喜欢什么音乐？”

“嗯，我喜欢好女孩乐队和萨迪月光乐队，还有很多女歌手，真的很喜欢。哦，当然还有鲍比。”

“鲍比？”卢克说，“真的吗？”

“他真是棒极了！‘爱我，只爱我。’”夏洛特开心地唱了起来。

“你喜欢黑凤凰乐队吗？”

“谁？”夏洛特问。

“呃——没关系。”卢克马上说。“看看下一个问题——你喜欢游泳吗？”

“游泳？”夏洛特笑了起来，“看我的头发就知道了。我——游泳！”

“你有自行车吗？”

“没有——我很小的时候骑过，不过现在不骑了。穿这鞋没法骑车。”卢克看了看夏洛特的鞋。这双鞋的鞋跟非常高。

“你去音乐节吗？”

“如果天气好，不下雨，又不支帐篷的话就去。”

“也就是说——你从来不去音乐节。”卢克说。

“从来不去。”夏洛特说。

“那你休息的时候，会喜欢做什么？”

“‘脸谱’。”夏洛特说，“我每天晚上都上‘脸谱’。你上‘脸谱’吗？”

“呃，没有。”卢克说，“我，呃，工作的时候用电脑，但是下班后我喜欢做点别的事情。我去——”

然而夏洛特对卢克的话不感兴趣。“但是为什么没有呢？”她说，“‘脸谱’简直太酷了！你知道吗，我有778个‘脸谱’好友，很多都在美国，还有的在日本、澳大利亚——啊，在世界各地！还有照片——现在我的‘脸谱’上有几千张照片了。”

“那就是说你不怎么出门了？”卢克问。“你只上‘脸谱’？”

“当然不是了！”夏洛特说，“别犯傻了。我经常和朋友们在一起——莫妮卡、杰丝、埃莉、艾丽斯……我们去俱乐部、逛商场。我爱购物。我们下周末要去东水购物中心，我、杰丝和艾丽斯。你知道吗，那里有二百五十多家店铺。我们每家都要进去逛！我都等不及了！”她看着卢克的脸，笑了。“啊，谈到购物时，男人真令人扫兴！”

“嗯，我，呃……”卢克说。他停顿了一下又说，“二百五十家店铺——哇！真有的可逛。好吧，祝你和朋友们玩得开心，夏洛特。谢谢你抽出时间回答问题。很高兴和你聊。”

“没什么，卢克。”夏洛特说，“再见。”
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杰玛抬起头。卢克站在门口，手里拿着那份问题列表。

“[image: alt]。”她说，“你看上去不太高兴啊。十中三？十中二？”

“我想是十中零。”卢克说，声音闷闷不乐，“她不喜欢游泳，不喜欢骑车，也不喜欢音乐节，而且她还不喜欢黑凤凰——她喜欢鲍比！”

“鲍比！”杰玛说。她大笑。“哦，不会吧！”

“是的。她喜欢好女孩乐队，她痴迷购物，还迫不及待地要去东水购物中心。”

“你的运气真背，卢克。”杰玛说，“你的问题都有了答案，不过都是错误答案。你和夏洛特是非常不同的两个人。”

“非常不同。”卢克难过地说，“你说得对。”

他走开了，杰玛目视着他离开。“唉，卢克！”她心想。
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星期天早上，卢克骑着他的自行车出门去。他沿着城市的街道骑行，心里琢磨这个星期发生的事情。

“我真傻。”他想，“夏洛特不适合我。她很美，可我们的喜好不同。”

突然，他看到路边聚集着很多人。他停下来观望。“发生什么事了？”他想，“怎么这些人都在鼓掌呐喊？”他打算过马路，可一位警察走了过来。

“你不能从那里过。”他说，“那里是比赛的终点。”

“比赛？”卢克说，“什么比赛？”

“城市公路赛跑。”警察说，“看——选手们跑过来了。”

第一位男选手跑过了终点，卢克鼓起掌来。几分钟后，女选手们也到了。卢克又为她们鼓掌。他又看了看。那是杰玛吗？是的——而且她还是第三名！

“杰玛。”卢克喊，“好样的，杰玛！”他把自行车靠在树上，向杰玛跑了过去。

“你好啊，卢克。”杰玛说。她穿着一身黑绿相间的跑步服，看上去很漂亮。

“哇，”卢克说，“这种颜色的衣服很适合你。我平时只见过你穿医院的工作服。而且你跑了第三名。太棒了！”

杰玛忙着用毛巾擦汗。“谢谢你，卢克。”她说。

卢克无法把目光从杰玛身上移开。“你是个跑步运动员。”他说，“我从来不知道呢。”

“你从来没问过我。”杰玛说。她对卢克慢慢展开一个悠长而温暖的微笑。

卢克低头看着她蓝色的眼睛。他久久凝望着。他的脑海里出现了一个全新且很棒的念头。“哇，”他又说，“我从没看过你的眼睛——你的眼睛……真美。”

杰玛笑了。“我工作的时候戴眼镜。”她说，“所以你没见过。”

卢克突然想起了什么。“嘿，你累了。你刚刚跑完比赛。我们坐下吧。”

他们一起在一堵矮墙上坐下。在他们周围，其他人在谈论这场比赛，不过卢克和杰玛对旁人不闻不见。他们静静地坐着。杰玛喝了些水。卢克有千言万语，却找不到合适的词。然后他张开嘴——该说的话都说出了口。

“杰玛，你有自行车吗？”他问。

“有啊。”她说，“去年夏天，我去乌得勒支住了一个星期，我去哪儿都骑车。”

“你喜欢游泳吗？”

“喜欢，而且我喜欢在海里游泳——那是最棒的。”

“而且你喜欢黑凤凰乐队和棘鼠乐队。”

“还有暗水乐队。”杰玛说，“他们和棘鼠风格相近，不过要更胜一筹。”

“暗水乐队？”卢克说，“我喜欢他们，他们真的很棒。嘿，他们今晚在大山俱乐部演出。你想不想……我的意思是……你……也许你不想和我一起去吧？”

杰玛笑了，开心地笑了很久。“我当然想了！”她说，“我们什么时候去？”

两个东西，卢克想。你只需要两个东西。正确的问题——和正确的答案。然后就水到渠成了。


The Maker of Cakes
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Friday, 8th February, afternoon

There was a noise under Lucy's desk. It was her mobile phone, with a new text message.

Am away this weekend.

Wed 13th, salsa dancing

at Marco's Club. U coming?

From: B

14:30　8-FEB

Lucy smiled. The message was from B – her good friend Becky. Becky was always busy with something new – new clothes, a new club, a new man... She was a beautiful girl, and of course men liked her.

Lucy sent a text back.

13th OK.

From: Lucy

14:35　8-FEB

Lucy's boyfriend Sam was always busy on the 13th February, because the 14th was Valentine's Day. Sam made cakes, and had a cake shop and café called the Sunflower Café. Everybody in the town loved Sam's wonderful Valentine cakes. On the 14th February every year, the window of the Sunflower Café was full of them. 'Be my valentine!' they said, or 'Love me always.'

Lucy looked out of the window. Love me always! Oh yes, she loved Sam. They met three Christmases ago at a party. Sam was tall and quiet, but he was full of good ideas. Soon he and Lucy went everywhere together.
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Sam and Lucy met three Christmases ago at a party.

'Is it love?' asked Becky after the first year.

'Of course it is,' said Lucy.

'Well, does he say, "Lucy, I can't live without you! Lucy, marry me! Be my valentine, always." Does he say all those things?' laughed Becky.

Lucy laughed too. 'No, that's not Sam. Sam doesn't say things – he does things.'

But today, Lucy thought, 'Three years is a long time to love somebody. Perhaps this year... Perhaps this Valentine's Day... Perhaps.'

Monday, 11th February, afternoon

Becky phoned Lucy on the 11th. 'I saw Sam this morning,' she said. 'He's so nice, Lucy – you're a lucky girl.'

Lucy was surprised. 'Where did you see him, Becky?'

'At the Sunflower Café, of course. I went there for a coffee.'

'Again?' Lucy thought. 'She went there three times last week, twice the week before... The Sunflower isn't near her office. Why does she always go there for coffee?'

'Oh,' she said. 'Well, Sam's very busy just now. I'm not going to see him for a day or two.'

Becky laughed. 'We've got a surprise for you, you know,' she said. 'I'm so excited. Can you wait for a few days?'
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'We've got a surprise for you,' Becky laughed.

'We've got a surprise? What do you mean?' asked Lucy.

'I can't say anything now,' Becky answered. 'See you on the 13th. Bye.'

Suddenly Lucy wasn't so excited about Valentine's Day. She began to feel worried about her Sam – and beautiful Becky. What surprise? She didn't want any surprises. And a surprise from Sam and Becky? Becky often went to have coffee at Sam's café these days. Why? And Sam liked Becky, he often said that. He laughed a lot when he was with Becky. Perhaps he was in love with Becky. He didn't phone last night, he didn't phone the night before...

Wednesday, 13th February, afternoon

Late on the 13th, the Sunflower Café was busy. There were beautiful cakes everywhere, and people went out of the shop with happy smiles on their faces and big red boxes in their hands.

Sam went outside and looked at the window. He had a plan for Valentine's Day, and he was nearly ready.

'Hello, Sam.' It was Becky.

'Hi, Becky. Are you meeting Lucy?'

'Yes, we're going salsa dancing tonight. So – what's going in the window, Sam?'

'Ah, I've got a new idea. It's your idea, but better! Come into the shop.'

A moment later Lucy arrived at the door of the shop. She wanted to see Sam before she went dancing with Becky. She looked in, and saw Becky – Becky and Sam, heads together, talking and laughing. Lucy stopped at the door. 'So it's true,' she thought. 'There they are, together.' She could not hear their words, but they looked happy, so happy. Then Becky Suddenly kissed Sam on the cheek, and Sam kissed Becky back.
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Lucy looked in, and saw Becky and Sam, heads together.

Lucy went quietly away, her eyes full of tears. 'My heart is breaking,' she thought. 'I love him so much – but lots of men like beautiful Becky, and now he does too.'

She took out her phone and sent a text to Becky.

Sorry. Not feeling well.

Going home to bed.

From: Lucy

17:40　13-FEB

Sam put his cakes in the window, and smiled. Becky went dancing, and laughed. Lucy went to bed – and cried.

Thursday, 14th February, morning

Lucy woke up the next morning. 'It's Valentine's Day,' she thought happily – but then she remembered Sam and Becky, and the happy smile left her face. Did it really happen?

But it was Valentine's Day. She waited until nearly nine o'clock. Perhaps a letter, some flowers, a cake from Sam? But nothing came.

Becky phoned. 'Are you OK, Lucy? How are you feeling today? Do you want to meet me at lunchtime at the Sunflower?'

'I – I don't know,' Lucy said. But she did know. She didn't want to see Sam and Becky together. She needed some time. 'It's going to be busy at work today,' she said. 'Perhaps later, OK?'

Then a text message arrived from Sam.

Can you meet me at the café?

From: Sam

08:55　14-FEB

Lucy sent her answer.

Perhaps later.

From: Lucy

08:59　14-FEB

But I'm not going to see Sam, she said to herself, and I'm not going to see Becky – and I'm not going to the shop. Valentines, love, hearts, kisses – no, thank you. And she turned off her phone and went to work.

Thursday, 14th February, afternoon

Later that afternoon Lucy turned on her phone again. There were two texts, one from Becky...

Come to the café. Exciting news!

From: B

16:32　14-FEB

and another from Sam...

Come to the café. Exciting news!

From: Sam

16:35　14-FEB

But Becky sent her text at 16:32, and Sam sent his text just three minutes later. 'So they were together,' Lucy said to herself. 'Exciting news! Well, not for me.'

She did not want to think about it. On the bus home she looked out of the window, but everywhere she saw hearts and red roses.

'Forget Valentine's Day!' Lucy said to herself when she got home. 'I'm going to watch a film.' But when she opened her door, there was a piece of paper on the floor. The message on the paper said, 'Watch the local news on TV at 18:00.' There was no name.

'Who wrote this?' Lucy said. 'Watch the news? Why?'

She turned on the TV and went to make a cup of coffee. Suddenly she heard the name 'Sam Morris' and she ran back to the TV.

'It's Valentine's Day,' said the TV reporter, 'and Sam put a message in the Sunflower Café for his girlfriend Lucy. Sam made all the cakes, and he put them in the window last night. You can see them here.'

Lucy looked. There in the window of the Sunflower Café was a big red heart cake. Around it were lots of little cakes, and they made a message – a special message for Lucy.
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A message for Lucy...

'There's the message, but where's Lucy?' the reporter said. 'She often comes to the Sunflower Café, but she didn't come today. And she isn't answering her phone. Is Sam going to have a happy Valentine's Day? What's your answer, Lucy?'

But Lucy didn't tell him. She didn't even stop to turn off the TV. She got her coat and ran out of the door. She had a very important message for Sam. She didn't want to phone him, she didn't want to send a text. She wanted to give him the message, face to face.

Friday, 15th February, evening

The next evening, Becky arrived at Lucy's house. Sam opened the door.

'Congratulations, Sam!' said Becky. 'And Lucy too.'
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'Congratulations, Sam! And Lucy, too,' said Becky.

'Oh, thank you, Becky. Come on in,' Lucy said.

'I've got some champagne for you,' Becky said. 'Here.'

Sam took the bottle. 'Wonderful!' he said. 'Let's drink it now.' He went away to open the bottle. Becky turned to Lucy.

'You look so happy!' she said. 'But what happened yesterday? I was really worried, you know. You didn't tell me anything on the phone this morning.'

Lucy laughed, but her face was red. 'I know. I'm sorry,' she said.

'But why didn't you answer my phone messages or my texts?' said Becky. 'Come on! Tell me everything!'

'Well,' Lucy said, 'I went to the café on the 13th, and I was at the door and... and I saw you inside with Sam. You looked so happy together. Then you kissed Sam, and he kissed you. And on Monday, you remember, you talked about a "surprise". Well, I thought that was the surprise – you and Sam.'

'Oh Lucy!' said Becky. 'That wasn't the surprise! Sam and I talked about Valentine's Day. He wanted to make a special Valentine's Day for you. So I said to him, "What do you do best, Sam? You make wonderful cakes. So make her a cake!" And he thought about it, and he had a better idea – he made lots of cakes. I kissed him because I was so excited for you.'

'Well,' said Lucy, 'when I saw you two, I got the wrong idea. And I went home. I didn't want to talk to anyone. And I really didn't want to talk to you – or Sam!'

Becky laughed. 'Oh Lucy,' she said. 'You thought – me and Sam... Well, it doesn't matter now. And I wanted to tell you – on Wednesday night at Marco's Club I met this man. He's called Matt, and he's really nice. But go on with your story.'

'On Valentine's Day I didn't answer my phone, and Sam couldn't leave the café,' Lucy said. 'So his friend Nick put a message under my door. It said, "Watch the local news on TV at 18:00." And at last I saw the cakes, and the message – and I ran to the Sunflower Café.'

'And now it's all OK,' said Becky. 'Can I see your ring? Oh, that's beautiful.'

Sam brought three glasses of champagne.

'To Lucy and Sam!' said Becky, and they all drank.

Sam looked at his watch, and turned on the TV. 'Hey, Becky, watch this,' he said. 'This is the end of the story.' After a few minutes the local news began, and they saw the same reporter from the day before. He was outside the window of the Sunflower Café.

'Everyone wanted to know the answer to Sam's question to Lucy yesterday,' the reporter said. 'Well, Sam got his answer. Lucy came to the Sunflower Café last night after she saw the news on TV. And this was her answer – here in the window!'

The television camera went closer to the window. In the window there were just four cakes now. There was the big red heart cake, and three little cakes above it.

'Lucy wanted to do that. She took my little cakes and wrote her answer with them,' said Sam. He gave Lucy a little kiss.

Becky laughed. 'Oh, you two!' she said. 'You're – wonderful!'
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mobile phone a phone that you can carry around with you 手机

text message a short written message sent on a mobile phone 手机短信

salsa dancing a kind of fast, exciting Latin American dancing 萨尔萨舞

Valentine's Day February 14th, when traditionally people send a special card to someone they love, often without saying who the card is from. They may also send flowers, especially red roses, or other presents as a sign of love 情人节

café n. a place where you can buy drinks and simple meals 咖啡店；小餐馆

valentine n. someone you love or think is attractive, that you send a card to on Valentine's Day 在情人节选定送卡致意的情人

marry v. if you marry someone, you become their husband or wife 结婚

twice adv. two times 两次

surprise n. an unexpected or unusual event 意想不到的事，惊喜

kiss v. to touch someone with your lips to show love 亲吻

cheek n. the soft part of your face below your eye 脸颊

tear n. water that comes out of your eyes when you cry 眼泪

lunchtime n. the time in the middle of the day when people usually eat their lunch 午餐时间

local adj. belonging to the place where you live 当地的

reporter n. someone whose job is to write about news events for a newspaper, or to tell people about them on television or on the radio 记者

special adj. not ordinary or usual, but different in some way and often better or more important 特殊的，特别的

face to face　to meet someone and talk to them, instead of just hearing about them, talking to them on the phone etc 面对面

congratulations　you say this to somebody when you are pleased about something they have done 祝贺你

champagne n. a French white wine with a lot of bubbles （法国产的）香槟酒

ring n. a piece of jewellery that you wear on your finger 戒指

camera n. a piece of equipment used to take photographs or make films or television programmes 摄像机


蛋糕师

2月8日，星期五，下午

露西的桌子下面有东西在响，是她的手机收到了一条新短信。

我这周末出门。

13号星期三，跳萨尔萨舞

在马尔科俱乐部。你来不？

发自：B

14:30 02-08

露西笑了。这是B——她的好朋友贝姬——发来的短信。贝姬总忙着各种新的事物——新衣服、新俱乐部、新男友……她是个漂亮的女孩子，男人们当然喜欢她。

露西回了一条短信。

13号没问题。

发自：露西

14:35 02-08

露西的男友萨姆2月13号总是没有空闲，因为2月14号是情人节。萨姆是蛋糕师，他开了一家蛋糕咖啡店，名叫向日葵咖啡店。城里每个人都喜欢萨姆做的漂亮的情人节蛋糕。每年的2月14号，向日葵咖啡店的橱窗里都会摆满蛋糕。蛋糕上写着，“做我的恋人吧！”或者“永远爱我。”

露西向窗外望去。永远爱我！啊，是的，她爱萨姆。他们是在三年前的一个圣诞节派对上认识的。萨姆个子高高的，不怎么说话，不过他有很多好点子。没过多久，他和露西就形影不离了。

“这是爱吗？”一年之后贝姬问。

“当然是了。”露西说。

“哦，那他有没有说‘露西，我没有你就活不下去了！露西，嫁给我吧！做我的恋人，永远的恋人。’他说没说过这些话？”贝姬笑问。

露西也笑了。“不，那不是萨姆。萨姆从来不说——他总是去做。”

可是今天，露西想，“爱一个人三年，这时间也不短了。也许今年……也许这个情人节……也许吧。”

2月11日，星期一，下午

11号那天，贝姬给露西打电话。“我今天早上看见萨姆了。”她说，“他人真好，露西——你是个幸运的女孩。”

露西感到惊讶。“你在哪里见到他的，贝姬？”

“当然是在向日葵咖啡店了。我去那儿喝了杯咖啡。”

“又去了？”露西心想，“上个星期她去了三次，再上个星期去了两次……向日葵咖啡店离她的办公室并不近。她为什么总去那里喝咖啡？”

“噢。”她说，“嗯，萨姆这阵子很忙。我这一两天都不会见他。”

贝姬笑了起来。“你知道吗，我们要给你一个惊喜。”她说，“我太兴奋了。你能再等上几天吗？”

“我们准备了一个惊喜？你是什么意思？”露西问。

“我现在什么都不能说。”贝姬答，“13号见。拜拜。”

突然间，露西觉得情人节没那么令人激动了。她开始担心她的萨姆——还有漂亮的贝姬。什么惊喜？她不想要任何惊喜，而且还是萨姆和贝姬的惊喜？贝姬这些天经常去萨姆的咖啡店喝咖啡。为什么呢？况且萨姆也喜欢贝姬，他常常这么说。他和贝姬在一起时总是有说有笑。也许他爱上贝姬了。他昨天晚上没打电话，前天晚上也没打电话……

2月13日，星期三，下午

13号的傍晚，向日葵咖啡店里顾客盈门。店里到处都是漂亮的蛋糕。人们走出来的时候，脸上都带着幸福的笑容，手里则拿着红色的大盒子。

萨姆走出店外，看了看橱窗。他为情人节制订了一个计划，他就要准备好了。

“你好啊，萨姆。”贝姬来了。

“嗨，贝姬。你要和露西见面吗？”

“是啊，我们今晚一起去跳萨尔萨舞。那么——橱窗里要放什么，萨姆？”

“啊，我有个新主意。其实是你的主意，但是我改进了一下！到店里来吧。”

不一会儿，露西到了咖啡店门口。她想先见见萨姆，再和贝姬去跳舞。她往店里看，看见了贝姬——贝姬和萨姆，脑袋凑在一起，有说有笑。露西在门口停住了。“看来是真的了。”她想，“他们就在那儿呢，在一起。”她听不到他俩在说什么，不过他们看上去很开心，那么开心。随后，贝姬突然亲了萨姆的脸颊，萨姆也回亲了贝姬。

露西默默地离开了，眼里满是泪水。“我的心碎了。”她想，“我那么爱他——可是很多男人都喜欢漂亮的贝姬，现在连他也不例外。”

她掏出手机，给贝姬发了一条短信。

对不起。不太舒服。

回家睡觉了。

发自：露西

17:40 02-13

萨姆把他的蛋糕放进橱窗里，笑了起来。贝姬去跳舞了，乐呵呵的。露西躺在床上——哭了。

2月14日，星期四，早上

第二天露西一觉醒来。“今天是情人节。”她高兴地想——但她随即想起了萨姆和贝姬，快乐的笑容就从她的脸上消失了。那真的发生了吗？

不过今天确实是情人节。露西一直等到将近九点钟。也许萨姆会给她送一封信、几枝花或是一个蛋糕？可是什么也没有。

贝姬打电话过来了。“你还好吧，露西？今天感觉怎么样？想不想午餐的时候在向日葵咖啡店见个面？”

“我——我没想好。”露西说。但是她已经想好了。她不想看到萨姆和贝姬在一起的样子。她需要一些时间。“今天工作会忙。”她说，“也许晚些时候，好吗？”

之后她收到了萨姆的一条短信。

你能到咖啡店和我见个面吗？

发自：萨姆

08:55 02-14

露西回复：

也许晚些时候吧。

发自：露西

08:59 02-14

不过我不会去见萨姆的，她自言自语，我也不会去见贝姬——我不会去店里的。情人，爱情，桃心，吻——我都不要了。她关了手机去上班。

2月14日，星期四，下午

那天下午晚些时候，露西又打开了手机。有两条短信，一条来自贝姬……

快来咖啡店。激动人心的消息！

发自：B

16:32 02-14

另一条来自萨姆……

快来咖啡店。激动人心的消息！

发自：萨姆

16:35 02-14

可是，贝姬16点32分发的短信，萨姆是三分钟之后发的。“这么说他们是在一起的。”露西自言自语，“激动人心的消息！哼，我可不觉得。”

她不愿去想这件事。坐公交车回家的路上，她往窗外望去，可满眼都是桃心和红玫瑰。

“忘了情人节吧！”露西到家时对自己说，“我要看电影。”但当她打开家门的时候，发现地板上有一张纸。纸上写着：“看电视18:00的本地新闻。”没有落款。

“这是谁写的？”露西说，“看新闻？为什么？”

她打开了电视，然后去弄一杯咖啡。突然她听见了“萨姆·莫里斯”这个名字，于是赶紧跑回电视前。

“今天是情人节。”电视记者说，“萨姆在向日葵咖啡店展示了一条给他女友的信息。他做了这些蛋糕，昨晚把它们摆在了橱窗里。观众们可以从这里看到蛋糕。”

露西看着。在向日葵咖啡店的橱窗里有一个大大的红色心形蛋糕。周围放了很多小蛋糕，小蛋糕组成了一条信息——一条给露西的特别的信息。

“信息在那儿，可露西在哪儿？”记者说，“她经常来向日葵咖啡店，可今天却没来，还一直不接电话。萨姆会有一个快乐的情人节吗？你的答复是什么，露西？”

不过露西没有告诉他。她甚至都没把电视关上。她拿上大衣就跑出门。她有很重要的话要对萨姆说。她不想给他打电话，也不想发短信。她想把这些话告诉他，面对面地告诉他。

2月15日，星期五，傍晚

第二天傍晚，贝姬来到露西的家。萨姆开了门。

“恭喜你，萨姆！”贝姬说，“还有露西，也恭喜你啊。”

“噢，谢谢你，贝姬。进来吧。”露西说。

“我给你们带来了香槟。”贝姬说，“这儿。”

萨姆接过瓶子。“棒极了！”他说，“我们现在就喝吧。”他到一旁去开酒瓶。贝姬转过身来看着露西。

“你看上去真幸福！”她说，“不过昨天是怎么回事？你知道吗，我真的很担心。你今早在电话里可什么也没告诉我。”

露西笑了起来，但她的脸红了。“我知道。我很抱歉。”她说。

“那你为什么不回我的电话留言，也不回我的短信？”贝姬说，“来！把一切都告诉我！”

“嗯。”露西说，“我13号那天去了咖啡店，当时我站在门口，然后……然后我看到你和萨姆在店里。你们在一起看起来很快乐。然后你亲了萨姆一下，他也亲了你。而且星期一的时候，你还记得吧，你说会有一个‘惊喜’。呃，我以为惊喜是——你和萨姆。”

“啊，露西！”贝姬说，“那可不是我说的惊喜！萨姆和我在讨论情人节的事。他想为你准备一个特别的情人节。所以我就和他说：‘你最擅长什么，萨姆？你做的蛋糕特别棒。那就给她做个蛋糕吧！’他就一直在想这件事，后来他有了一个更好的主意——他做了好多好多的蛋糕。我亲他是因为我太为你感到激动了。”

“噢，”露西说，“我看到你们在一起，我误会了。然后我就回了家。我不想和任何人说话。我特别不想和你——还有萨姆说话！”

贝姬笑了。“噢，露西。”她说，“你以为——我和萨姆……算了，现在这些都无所谓了。我还想告诉你——周三晚上在马尔科俱乐部，我认识了一个人。他叫马特，他人非常好。不过，你继续说你的故事吧。”

“情人节那天，我没有接电话，萨姆又不能离开咖啡店。”露西说，“所以他的朋友尼克就在我的门下留了言。上面写着：‘看电视18:00的本地新闻。’我这才看到那些蛋糕和萨姆的信息——于是我就跑到向日葵咖啡店。”

“现在一切都好了。”贝姬说，“我能看看你的戒指吗？啊，真美。”

萨姆端来了三杯香槟。

“为露西和萨姆干杯！”贝姬说，他们三个人一起喝了香槟。

萨姆看了看手表，打开了电视。“嘿，贝姬，看这个。”他说，“这是故事的结局。”过了几分钟，本地新闻开始了，他们看到了昨天的那位记者。他正在向日葵咖啡店的橱窗外。

“每个人都想知道，萨姆昨天向露西提出的问题得到了怎样的答复。”那个记者说，“好了，萨姆得到了答复。昨天晚上，露西在电视上看到新闻之后，就来到了向日葵咖啡店。这就是她的答复——往橱窗里看！”

电视的摄像机对着橱窗逐渐拉近。橱窗里现在只有四个蛋糕——那个大大的红色心形蛋糕，还有上方三个小蛋糕。

“是露西要这么做的。她用我的小蛋糕写下了答复。”萨姆说。他轻轻地吻了露西一下。

贝姬笑了。“啊，瞧你们俩！”她说，“你们——真是太棒了！”


The Bridge
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Alma closed the door of her parents' home, and she and her friend Barbara stood in the sun for a moment. 'Your mother is so nice, Alma,' said Barbara. 'She said to me, "We love to see Alma's friends." She wants me to stay for a week!'

Alma smiled. 'She likes you, Barbara. You're a good friend to me, and my mother knows that,' she said. She looked around her at the street. 'After six years away, this city feels very different to me.'

Barbara smiled. 'Yes,' she said, 'after your six years in Vienna, you're more Austrian than I am. But Everything feels different now, it's true. Six long years of study – and now we're doctors!'

'And next month Everything changes for you again,' Alma said. 'A new life in Salzburg. I'm really happy for you.'

'A new life, a new city, a new hospital,' said Barbara. 'It's a famous hospital, too. I'm lucky to get work there.' She turned to her friend. 'But what about you, Alma? What are you going to do? Are you going back to live in Vienna again? Or are you going to look for work here?'

'I don't know,' said Alma slowly. 'Before I can answer that question, I need to tell you a story. The story of Nina.' They started walking to the river, and Alma began her story.
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'I need to tell you a story,' said Alma. 'The story of Nina...'

Nina was my little sister. She was beautiful – much more beautiful than me, with her black hair and green eyes. And she was full of life, and clever too.

There were always boyfriends at the door, but they changed all the time. Then when she was eighteen, she began to study at the university. One day she came home with a smile on her face.

'What is it, Nina?' I asked. 'You look excited about something. Or is it somebody? Tell me!'

'I met someone today,' she said happily. 'He's called Dragan and he's studying maths too. And he's... he's wonderful.'

'That's great, Nina,' I said. 'Where in the city does he live?'

My sister did not answer this question. She began to talk about a party on Friday night. I looked at her face carefully. I knew my little sister very well.

'Nina,' I said. 'Come on, tell me. Where does Dragan live?'

Again, Nina said nothing, but I knew the answer. It was bad news – bad news for Nina, bad news for our parents, bad news for everyone.

Two weeks later, Nina brought Dragan to our house. Dragan was tall and dark, with bright eyes and a quick smile. He loved Nina, and she loved him – we could all see that. Dragan had dinner with us, and then we had coffee and talked. Then my father spoke.
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Dragan loved Nina, and she loved him – we could all see that.

'Dragan,' he said, 'your people are not our people.'

I looked at Nina. She was quiet, and watched my father carefully, but she said nothing. Dragan looked worried.

'We live on this side of the river, and your people live on the other side,' my father said. 'We have our places of worship, and you have yours. We are different. We have our ways, and your people have their ways. It was like that when I was a boy, and it is still like that now.'

Then he smiled.

'But we can be friends,' he said. 'You are a good man, and my daughter loves you. Anybody can see that. Our door is always open to you, Dragan.'

'Thank you,' said Dragan quietly. And Nina smiled – at him, at my father, at me, at everybody.

After that, they were always together. At the university, at home, in town – it was always Nina and Dragan. They studied together and went to parties together. They were two young people, happy and in love.

And then the war began. At first things were difficult, but they could still meet sometimes. But then things began to change. When the university closed, Nina and Dragan could not see each other every day. They talked on the phone, but it was not the same.

'I can't live without him,' Nina said to us one night, with tears on her face. 'I must see him! I must.'
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'I can't live without him,' Nina said.

'Nina, you can't cross the bridge,' my father said. 'It's dangerous for you over there. There are men with guns everywhere, and they watch the bridge night and day. And Dragan can't come here – not now. We must all wait. Perhaps one day you can see him again.'

'Wait?' said Nina, and the tears came to her eyes again. 'For how long?'

A week later, Nina left our house very early one morning. Nobody heard her. Dragan left his house, too, and they both walked carefully and quietly to the bridge. They just wanted to see each other. Nina left a message for us in her room.

'I'm not going onto the bridge,' the message said, 'but I must see him. I can't wait any longer.'

We waited all day. Where was she? My mother phoned all our friends, but nobody had any news. Then that evening an old friend of the family came to the door.

'I have some terrible news,' he said. 'I'm so sorry, so sorry.'

At once my mother began to cry. My father put his arm around her. 'Tell us,' he said. 'It's about my daughter, yes? My little Nina...'

'It happened this morning,' our friend said. 'On the bridge. Your daughter saw her boyfriend Dragan on the other side. She called his name, and he ran onto the bridge – and somebody shot him. When he fell, she ran onto the bridge at once. She took him in her arms, but somebody shot her too. They died on the bridge together. We are trying to bring their bodies back, but it's very difficult. I am very sorry.'
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'Your daughter ran onto the bridge at once.'

I went to Nina's room. Next to her bed, there was a photo of her and Dragan. She told me once, 'I can't live without him.' And it was true. But now they are together – for ever.

So we waited. Those were terrible days. Nobody said very much, and my mother cried a lot. In my room at night, I cried too. And then, on a beautiful spring day, we went to a hill above the town. It was sunny all day. Nina loved the sun, I remembered. And there we buried them together – my sister Nina, and her Dragan.
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For a few minutes, the two women did not speak. They walked slowly along by the river. The water was bright in the sunlight.

Then Barbara said, 'And when did you leave and go to Austria?'

'A week later,' Alma said. 'My parents sent me to my mother's sister Ana in Vienna. I did not want to leave them, but it was dangerous here – more dangerous every day. They did not want to lose two daughters. Ana was good to me – she understood. She helped me to begin my studies again.'

'And now you are back in your home town,' said Barbara. 'Why now?'

'When the war ended,' Alma said, 'I wanted to come back. But I wasn't ready. "Finish your studies first," my parents said, and they were right. But now it's the right time. I needed to see my family, and I needed to go to the bridge.'

Alma stopped, and turned to her friend. Her face was white. 'And there it is,' she said, very quietly. 'Just along the river. Look. You can see it now.'
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'And there it is,' Alma said. 'Just along the river.'

Barbara took her friend's arm. 'Let's go over there to that café,' she said. 'You need to sit down.'

'The Bridge Café,' said Alma. 'I remember it – Nina often waited for Dragan there. Yes, let's go there – I feel close to Nina there.'

They crossed the road and sat down at a table outside the café. They both had coffee, and Alma began to look better.

'Are you OK?' asked Barbara.

'Yes, thanks,' said Alma. 'I just need some time – and some more coffee perhaps.'

Barbara felt the warm sun on her face. 'This is a difficult day for Alma,' she thought. 'But the sun's shining, and people are doing the usual things – working, driving around, shopping, talking, having coffee... Perhaps that can help her.'

Alma and Barbara had another coffee, and watched the river. Just then a big black car stopped near the bridge. A beautiful young woman in a long white dress got out of the car with a young man. She carried a bouquet of white flowers in one hand, and the young man held her other hand. They walked onto the bridge, and when they got to the middle, they stopped. The young woman took two flowers from her bouquet. She dropped one flower into the river, and her husband dropped the second flower.

Alma and Barbara watched all this. 'What are they doing?' Alma whispered. 'Find out for me, Barbara. Ask somebody.'

Barbara turned to a man at the next table. 'Excuse me,' she said. 'I'm a visitor here. Can you answer a question for me?'

'Yes, of course,' the man said. 'What do you want to know?'

'Those two young people on the bridge,' said Barbara. 'What are they doing? Why are they dropping flowers into the water?'

'It's their wedding day,' said the man. 'In the war, two young lovers died on the bridge. They were called Nina and Dragan. We don't want to forget them. Now, after a wedding, people come here and drop two flowers into the river – one for Nina, one for Dragan. Watch them now – they are saying their names.'

Barbara was afraid to look at Alma's face. Alma sat so still, so still.

On the bridge, the man and woman watched the flowers in the water for a moment. The man put his arm around his young wife. Then they walked slowly back to the car and drove away.

'Who did it first? I don't know,' said the man at the next table. 'But now everybody comes here on their wedding day. We all remember the war, of course we do, but we must remember love too. Love is more important than war.'

'Thank you,' said Barbara. 'Thank you very much for telling us that story.'

She looked at Alma's white face. 'Come,' she said quietly. 'Let's walk onto the bridge together.'

She took Alma's arm and they walked onto the bridge. At the middle of the bridge Barbara stopped, and looked out over the river.

'Look,' she said to Alma. 'The flowers are still there. Do you see? Flowers for Nina and Dragan. That's so beautiful.'

The two white flowers were bright in the sun.

'Love is more important than war,' Alma whispered. There were tears on her face, and she watched the flowers for a long time. Then she looked at Barbara, and slowly smiled.
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'Love is more important than war.'

'Barbara, I know the answer to my question,' she said. 'I can live here again. This is my home.'

They walked off the bridge. The two flowers, together in the water, moved slowly away on the river.
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worship n. the activity of praying or singing in a religious building in order to show respect and love for a god 做礼拜

war n. when there is fighting between two or more countries or between opposing groups within a country, involving large numbers of soldiers and weapons 战争

gun n. a metal weapon which shoots bullets or shells 枪

terrible adj. something terrible makes you very afraid or unhappy 可怕的，糟糕的

shoot v. to deliberately kill or injure someone using a gun 射击

body n. the dead body of a person 尸体

white adj. looking pale, because of illness, strong emotion etc （脸色）苍白的

bouquet n. an attractive group of flowers, especially given as a present 花束

whisper v. to speak or say something very quietly, using your breath rather than your voice 低语

wedding n. a marriage ceremony 结婚庆典


桥
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阿尔玛关上父母家的门，她和朋友芭芭拉在阳光下站了一会儿。

“你妈妈人真好，阿尔玛。”芭芭拉说，“她对我说：‘我们很高兴见到阿尔玛的朋友。’她希望我在这儿住一个星期！”

阿尔玛笑了。“她喜欢你，芭芭拉。你是我的好朋友，我妈妈知道的。”她说。她环顾街道四周。“出去六年了，这座城市让我感觉大不一样了。”

芭芭拉笑了。“是啊。”她说，“你在维也纳住了六年，比我更像一个奥地利人了。不过现在感觉一切都变了，这是真的。六年的学习生涯——现在我们都是医生了！”

“下个月，你的一切又要改变了。”阿尔玛说，“萨尔茨堡的新生活。我真为你高兴。”

“新的生活，新的城市，新的医院。”芭芭拉说，“那也是家著名的医院。我能得到那里的工作机会真是幸运。”她转向她的朋友。“那你呢，阿尔玛？你想做什么？你打算回维也纳住吗？还是准备在这里找工作？”

“我不知道。”阿尔玛慢悠悠地说，“回答这个问题之前，我要给你讲个故事。尼娜的故事。”她们往河边走去，阿尔玛开始讲了起来。

尼娜是我的妹妹。她很漂亮——比我漂亮多了，黑头发，绿眼睛。她充满活力，而且人很聪明。

她总有男朋友在门口等候，只不过一直在换人。她十八岁时上大学。有一天她回到家，脸上挂着笑容。

“怎么了，尼娜？”我问，“你一脸兴奋，是因为什么事，还是因为什么人？告诉我！”

“我今天认识了一个人。”她开心地说，“他叫德拉甘，他也是学数学的。而且，他……他棒极了。”

“那很好啊，尼娜。”我说，“他住在城里哪个地方？”

我妹妹没有回答这个问题。她讲起了周五晚上的一个派对。我端详着她的脸。我很了解我的妹妹。

“尼娜，”我说，“来，告诉我，德拉甘住在哪儿？”

尼娜又没有回答，不过我已经知道答案了。这是个坏消息——对尼娜、对我们的父母、对任何人来说都是个坏消息。

两个星期之后，尼娜把德拉甘带到了家里。德拉甘个子高高的，皮肤黝黑，眼睛明亮，脸上随时带着笑容。他爱尼娜，尼娜也爱他——我们都看得出来。德拉甘和我们一起吃了晚餐，然后大家一起边喝咖啡边聊天。这时候我爸爸说话了。

“德拉甘，”他说，“你们和我们不是一种人。”

我看着尼娜。她不作声，小心翼翼地看着爸爸，却一句话也不说。德拉甘看上去有些担忧。

“我们住在河的这边，你们住在河的那边。”我爸爸说，“我们有我们做礼拜的地方，你们也有你们的。你们和我们是不同的。我们有我们的方式，你们有你们的方式。我还是个孩子的时候就是如此，至今也依然如此。”

然后他笑了。

“但我们可以做朋友。”他说，“你是个好人，我的女儿爱你。大家都能看出来。我们家的门永远为你打开，德拉甘。”

“谢谢。”德拉甘轻声说。尼娜笑了——冲着德拉甘，冲着我爸爸，冲着我，冲着每一个人笑了。

从那以后，他们形影不离。在大学，在家，在城里——总能看到两人在一起。他们一起学习，一起参加派对。他们是两个快乐且沐浴在爱河中的年轻人。

随后战争爆发了。开始的时候，情况不好，但他们有时还能见面。可是后来形势就改变了。大学停了课，尼娜和德拉甘不能天天见面了。他们打电话，但是电话与见面是不一样的。

“我的生命里不能没有他。”有天晚上，尼娜流着泪对我们说，“我一定要见到他！一定要。”

“尼娜，你不能过桥。”我爸爸说，“那边对你来说太危险了。那里到处都是拿着枪的人，他们日夜监视着那座桥。而且，德拉甘也不能过来——现在不行。我们都得等。或许有一天你能再见到他。”

“等？”尼娜说，她的眼泪又再次涌出来。“要等多久呢？”

一个星期之后的一个早上，尼娜一大清早离开了家。没有人听到她出门，德拉甘也离开了他家。他们小心谨慎地、悄悄地往桥那边走去。他们只是想见见对方。尼娜在她的房间里给我们留了字条。

“我不会走上桥的，”字条上写道，“但我一定要见到他。我不能再等了。”

我们等了一整天。她去哪儿了？我妈妈给所有的朋友打了电话，但没有人知道她的下落。然后傍晚时，我家的一位老朋友找上门来。

“我有个令人难过的消息。”他说，“我感到非常，非常惋惜。”

我妈妈一下子就哭了出来。我爸爸搂住她。“告诉我们吧。”他说，“是关于我们女儿的，对吧？我的小尼娜……”

“这是今天早上发生的事情。”我们的朋友说，“在桥上发生的。你们女儿看见她的男朋友德拉甘在桥的另一头。她喊他的名字，他就跑上了桥——然后有人向他开枪。他倒下了，尼娜就立刻跑上了桥。她把他抱在怀里，但同样被枪击。他们一起死在桥上。我们正想办法把他们的尸体弄回来，但太困难了。我非常抱歉。”

我走进尼娜的房间。她床边放着她和德拉甘的合影。她曾经对我说：“我的生命里不能没有他。”这是真的。不过现在，他们在一起了——永远在一起。

于是我们等待着。那段日子真是难捱。大家都沉默寡言，我妈妈哭了不知多少次。晚上，我在自己的房间里也会哭。后来，在春光明媚的一天，我们登上一座可以俯视这座城市的小山。那天一整天天气晴朗。尼娜喜欢阳光，我记得。我们就在那儿把他们俩埋葬了——我的妹妹尼娜和她的德拉甘。
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过了好几分钟，两个女孩都没有说话。她们沿河边慢慢地走着。河水在阳光下泛着波光。

后来芭芭拉说：“你是什么时候离开这里去奥地利的？”

“一个星期后。”阿尔玛说，“我父母把我送到维也纳的安娜阿姨那里。我不想离开他们，但这里太危险了——一天比一天危险。他们不想失去两个女儿。安娜对我很好——她理解我。她帮助我重新开始了学业。”

“现在你回到自己的家乡了。”芭芭拉说，“为什么现在回来呢？”

“战争结束之后，”阿尔玛说，“我就想回来。不过我还没准备好。‘先完成你的学业。’我父母说。他们是对的。但现在时机正合适。我需要回来看看我的家人，我需要去那座桥上看看。”

阿尔玛停下了脚步，转向她的朋友。她脸色苍白。“那边就是了。”她说，声音细若无声。“沿着河边。看，你现在能看到了。”

芭芭拉扶着她朋友的胳膊。“我们去那边的咖啡店吧。”她说，“你需要坐一会儿。”

“桥头咖啡店。”阿尔玛说，“我记得——尼娜经常在那里等德拉甘。好，我们去那儿——在那儿我会觉得离尼娜很近。”

她们穿过马路，在咖啡店外面的一张桌子旁坐了下来。她们喝了些咖啡，阿尔玛看上去好些了。

“你还好吗？”芭芭拉问。

“还好，谢谢。”阿尔玛说，“我只是需要一些时间——或许再喝点咖啡。”

芭芭拉感到阳光晒在脸上暖暖的。“今天对阿尔玛来说是难熬的一天。”她想，“然而阳光灿烂，人们一切如常——工作，开车转悠，购物，谈天，喝咖啡……也许这些能对她有帮助。”

阿尔玛和芭芭拉又点了咖啡，然后望着河水。这时，一辆黑色的大轿车停在了桥边。一位身穿白色长裙的漂亮年轻女子和一位年轻男子从车里走了下来。她一只手捧着一束白花，另一只手让年轻男子牵着。他们走上桥，走到桥中间的时候停了下来。那年轻女子从花束中抽出两枝花。她把一枝丢进了河里，她丈夫将另一枝丢进了河里。

阿尔玛和芭芭拉看着这一切。“他们在做什么呢？”阿尔玛小声说，“帮我弄清楚，芭芭拉。找个人问问吧。”

芭芭拉转向邻桌的一个男子。“打扰一下，”她说，“我是个游客。可以回答我一个问题吗？”


“当然可以。”那个男子说，“你想知道什么？”

“桥上的两个年轻人。”芭芭拉说，“他们在做什么呢？他们为什么把花儿扔到水里？”

“他们今天举行婚礼。”那个男子说，“战争时期，一对年轻情侣死在了这座桥上。他们名叫尼娜和德拉甘。我们不愿忘记他们。如今，婚礼过后，人们会来这里往河里丢两枝花——一枝给尼娜，一枝给德拉甘。你看那两个年轻人，他们在念尼娜和德拉甘的名字呢。”

芭芭拉不敢看阿尔玛的脸色。阿尔玛僵坐着，一动不动。

在桥上，男女二人望了一会儿水里的花。男子搂住年轻的妻子。随后他们慢慢地回到了车里，开着车走了。

“谁最先这么做的？我不知道。”邻桌的男子说，“不过如今人们在婚礼当天都会到这里来。我们不会忘记战争，那是当然的，但我们也不会忘记爱情。爱情比战争更重要。”

“谢谢你。”芭芭拉说，“非常感谢你告诉我们这个故事。”

她看着阿尔玛苍白的面颊。“来，”她轻轻地说，“我们一起往桥上走走。”

她挽起阿尔玛的胳膊，两个人走上了桥。走到桥中央的时候，芭芭拉停住了脚步，向河面望去。

“看啊，”她对阿尔玛说，“花儿还在那儿呢。你看到了吗？献给尼娜和德拉甘的花。真美。”

两朵白花在阳光下亮闪闪的。

“爱情比战争更重要。”阿尔玛轻声说。她脸上挂着泪水，盯着那两朵花看了很长时间。然后她看着芭芭拉，渐渐地露出了笑容。

“芭芭拉，我的那个问题有答案了。”她说，“我可以重新住在这里。这里是我的家。”

她们走下了桥。水中相伴的那两朵花，在河面上缓缓地漂远了。


ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1 Read the story introduction and the back cover. What do you know now about the stories? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) Luke and Gemma make a plan for a holiday.

YES □／NO □

2) Sam has something exciting for Lucy.

YES □／NO □

3) There is a surprise for Becky at the Sunflower Café.

YES □／NO □

4) Luke is good at talking to girls.

YES □／NO □

5) Alma left her home town six years ago.

YES □／NO □

6) Alma forgot about Nina when she left her home town.

YES □／NO □

2 What happens in these stories? Can you guess? Choose one answer for each question.

1) In 'Plan for Love', Luke has a lot of questions for...

　a) himself.

　b) a beautiful girl at work.

　c) Gemma.

　d) his family.

2) In 'The Maker of Cakes', Lucy's friend Becky...

　a) takes Lucy's boyfriend.

　b) gets a job in the Sunflower Café.

　c) helps Lucy's boyfriend.

　d) buys a cake for Lucy.

3) At the end of 'The Maker of Cakes', Lucy is going to...

　a) marry Sam.

　b) leave Sam.

　c) work with Sam.

　d) go on the TV news.

4) In 'The Bridge', Alma learns something new about...

　a) her family.

　b) her friend Barbara.

　c) her sister Nina.

　d) the people of her home town.

3 Six of the words in the chart are in all three stories, and there are also two more words from each story. Can you guess which words are in which stories? Put ticks in the chart.
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ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1 Match these parts of sentences. First choose the right name for the first part, then choose the right pronoun (he / she / they) for the second part.

Alma, Barbara, Becky, Charlotte, Dragan, Gemma, Lucy, Luke, Nina, Sam

1) _____ loved Nina very much,...

2) _____ wanted to talk to Charlotte,...

3) _____ saw Dragan across the bridge,...

4) _____ saw Sam's cakes on the TV news,...

5) _____ was in love with Luke,...

6) _____ was excited about Sam's idea,...

7) _____ was afraid to go back to her home town...

8) _____ wanted to go to Eastwater...

9) _____ made some cakes for Lucy,...

10) _____ met her friend Alma...




11) so he / she ran to the café.

12) when she / they studied medicine together in Vienna.

13) but he / she was just a friend.

14) because he / she loved shopping.

15) and he / she loved him too.

16) but he / she couldn't find the right words.

17) so he / she kissed him in the café.

18) and he / she put them in the window.

19) because he / she could not forget the sad story of her sister Nina.

20) and he / she called his name.

2 Some months after Barbara's visit, Alma wrote to her in Salzburg. Use these words to complete her letter (one word for each gap).

about, boyfriend, children's, drop, flowers, hospital, into, life, love, news, nice, river, tired, usually, visit
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3 Here is a new illustration for one of the stories. Find the best place to put the picture, and answer these questions.

The picture goes in the story ________.

1) Who is the girl, and where is she running to?

2) Why is she going there?

3) What is she going to do when she gets there?

Now write a caption for the illustration.
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Caption: ________________________________________________

4 Use the clues below to complete this crossword with words from the story.
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1) A few days when many bands play music, in one place.

2) These fall from your eyes when you cry.

3) This means 'great!' or 'wonderful!'

4) The part of your face at the side below your eye.

5) Your mother and father are your _____.

6) To speak very loudly.

7) You walk on this to get across a river.

8) The day when two people get married.

9) Another word for 'bicycle'.

5 Now look at the completed crossword and find the hidden nine-letter word in it. Complete these sentences.

1) The hidden word is ________.

2) This word comes from the story ________.

6 Sam and Becky talked about Sam's new idea for the cakes. Put their conversation in the right order, and write in the speakers' names. Sam speaks first (number 2).

1) _____ 'And they have a message – come and see.'

2) _____ 'You remember your idea about a cake for Lucy.'

3) _____ 'Well,  I had a better idea. I made lots of cakes.'

4) _____ 'Of course! Lucy is going to love this.'

5) _____ 'Lots of cakes! That's a great idea.'

6) _____ 'Oh Sam, tomorrow is going to be so exciting. I can't wait!'

7) _____ 'Do you think so? Do you think she'll like it?'

8) _____ 'Yes – did you do it, Sam? What's it like?'

9) _____ 'Oh, each little cake has a letter... "Please marry me Lucy." That's so cool, Sam!'

10) _____ 'Well, I'm going to put them in the window later this evening – and then tomorrow...'

7 Gemma is thinking about Luke while she makes some questions for him. Use these words to complete the passage (one word for each gap).

answer, bike, can, got, interested, interesting, kind, loves, music, must, never, questions, too, understand

I really don't _____, Luke – why are you _____ in Charlotte? She's not your _____ of girl! Can't you see that? But I _____ think of some _____. OK. Let's start with _____. Do you like the Tree Rats? Huh, I _____ answer that one for Charlotte – and the _____ is No! I know – What kind of music do you like? That's good. Now – swimming. Luke _____ swimming. Me _____. And Charlotte? She _____ goes swimming, I think. Oh – and Charlotte on a _____! That's an _____ idea! So, next question is – Have you _____ a bike?

8 Do you agree or disagree with these ideas? Explain why.

1) It is important for a boyfriend or girlfriend to like doing the same things as you.

2) Love is more important than war.

3) It is better to love and die young than to live a long time without love.

4) When you are in love, it is easy to get the wrong idea about people.

9 How did you feel about the people in these stories? Choose a name for the first gaps, and then complete the sentences in your own words. Use as many words as you like.

Charlotte / Gemma / Luke / Lucy / Becky / Sam / Alma / Barbara / Dragan / Nina

1) I felt sorry for _____ because __________.

2) I did not feel sorry for _____ because __________.

3) I felt pleased for _____ because __________.

4) I felt happy for _____ when __________.

5) I liked _____ because __________.

6) I did not like _____ because __________.
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内容简介

世事难预料，乌龙免不了。在这六个短剧中，总有或大或小的麻烦来给剧中人的生活加点儿料。




管家詹姆斯对“先生”总是唯命是从。他总是说：“好的，先生。”这一点使他成为一个好管家。可是有一天，“先生”吩咐詹姆斯做一件很不寻常的事，詹姆斯有没有遵命照办呢？




大多数办事员对上司也是唯命是从。他们知道有什么事情是该做的，有什么事情是不该做的。他们说：“得照章办事。”这可害苦了到办证处给宠物猴子办许可证的老兄！




罗杰的问题是没什么钱，他富有的女朋友却为他迟迟不求婚而烦恼。事情似乎很容易解决，不过就像书中其他短剧一样，问题可要复杂得多，也有趣得多。


THE BUTLER DID IT
AND OTHER PLAYS




Things go wrong, and funny things happen, in these six short plays. There is always something which causes problems for someone.




James, the butler, always does what 'sir' tells him. 'Very good, sir,' he says. That's what makes him a good butler. But one day 'sir' asks James to do something very unusual. Does James do it or not?




Most office workers do what their employer tells them, too. They know exactly what people must or must not do. 'Rules are rules,' they say. This makes life difficult for the man with the monkey, when he visits the licensing office!




Roger's problem is that he hasn't got much money. His rich girlfriend's problem is that he hasn't asked her to marry him. There seems to be an easy answer, but as in all these plays, things are more difficult, and much funnier, than that.
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The Butler Did It

INTRODUCTION

Henry Fletcher is working in his office. He is thinking about his wife. What's she doing at the moment? Has she got a boyfriend? Perhaps she has, perhaps she hasn't. Is she with her lover now? He wants to know! So he phones home. But only James, the butler, answers...

CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY

James, a butler

Henry Fletcher, a husband

PERFORMANCE NOTES

There are two rooms on the stage, with a wall between them. One is a dining room, where James the butler is getting the table ready for dinner. There is a telephone in the room. The other room is an office, where Henry Fletcher is working. He is sitting in front of his computer, but he isn't looking at it. He is making a phone call.

You will need two telephones and a gun.

The plumber's name, Blessiu, sounds like 'Bless you!' which is what we often say when someone sneezes.




The phone rings in the dining room. James stops work and answers it.

JAMES

Hello.

HENRY

Hello, is that James, the butler?

JAMES

Yes, sir, it is.

HENRY

James, is my wife at home?

JAMES

Yes, sir.

HENRY

Good. Can you bring her to the phone? I want to speak to her at once. Be quick!

JAMES

Very good, sir. So you want me to bring your wife to the phone. Is that right, sir?

HENRY

Yes, yes, James. Now just go and do it. (James goes off slowly. Henry speaks to himself.) My wife's got a lover, I think. But I must know! What's James doing? And where's my wife?

James comes back slowly and speaks into the phone.

JAMES

Hello, sir. James speaking.

HENRY

Hello, James. So where's my wife?

JAMES

Your wife is at home, sir, but she can't speak to you at the moment, I'm afraid.

HENRY

She can't speak to me! My wife can't speak to me! Why not?

JAMES

Well, sir, she's in the bathroom...

HENRY

In the bathroom!

JAMES

...with a man.

HENRY

(Putting a hand to his head) With a man!

JAMES

But don't worry, sir, it's only Mr Blessiu, the plumber. He's working in the bathroom.

HENRY

(Not listening, speaking to himself) She's in the bathroom with her boyfriend! I knew it! James, can you do something for me?

JAMES

Of course, sir.

HENRY

Go into my bedroom, and find the box under my bed. In that box there's a gun. Take it out, James.

JAMES

Very good, sir. You want me to go into your bedroom, find the box under your bed, and take out the gun. Is that right, sir?

HENRY

Yes, James, yes! Just go and do it.

James goes off slowly. Henry speaks to himself.

HENRY

I knew it! My wife's got a lover! But soon James is going to come back with that gun, and then...

James comes back with the gun.

JAMES

(Into the phone) Hello, sir, James here.

HENRY

Hello, James. Have you got the gun?

JAMES

Yes, sir. I went into your bedroom, found the box under your bed, and took out the gun. I have it with me now, sir.

HENRY

Right, James. Now listen carefully.

JAMES

I'm listening very carefully, sir.
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'Hello, sir, James here.'

HENRY

Go into the bathroom...

JAMES

Yes, sir.

HENRY

...with the gun...

JAMES

Yes, sir.

HENRY

...and shoot my wife through the head.

JAMES

Yes, sir.

HENRY

And the man in the bathroom with her, James, shoot him through the head too. (He sneezes.)

JAMES

Blessiu, sir?

HENRY

Thank you, James. Now, James, do you understand what to do?

JAMES

Yes, sir. You want me to go into the bathroom with the gun, shoot your wife through the head, and shoot the man with her through the head, too, sir. (He sneezes.)

HENRY

Bless you, James!

JAMES

That's right, sir.

HENRY

Very good, James. Well, just go and do it.

James goes off. We hear two gun shots.

HENRY

(Looking pleased and smiling to himself) Aha! Good old James! Well done!

James comes back slowly, without the gun.

JAMES

(Into the phone) Hello, sir. Did you hear the shots, sir?
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'Did you hear the shots, sir?'

HENRY

Yes, James, I did. Is everything all right?

JAMES

Oh yes, sir. I went into the bathroom with the gun, and I shot your wife through the head, and I shot the man with her through the head, too.

He sneezes.

HENRY

Bless you, James!

JAMES

That's right, sir.

HENRY

Right, and are the two of them dead, James?

JAMES

Oh yes, sir.

HENRY

Very good, James. Oh, and James...

JAMES

Yes, sir?

HENRY

What did you do with the gun?

JAMES

The gun, sir?

HENRY

Yes, James, the gun. What did you do with it?

JAMES

Ah, yes, sir. I put it in the swimming pool.

HENRY

The swimming pool, James?

JAMES

The swimming pool in the back garden, sir.

HENRY

(Looking afraid) But we haven't got a swimming pool in our back garden!

Nobody says anything for a moment.

JAMES

Oh, I see. Well, then, you've got the wrong number, I'm afraid, sir. Goodbye.

HENRY

Oh, I – er – Goodbye.

James goes back to his work, getting the table ready for dinner. He is smiling and singing quietly to himself.

Henry sits in his chair, with a very white face.



butler n. a man who works in another person's house, and takes special care of his employer's clothes, food and wine 管家

at once　without delay 马上

I'm afraid　used to politely tell someone something that may annoy, upset, or disappoint them 恐怕

plumber n. someone whose job is to repair water pipes, baths, toilets etc 管道工

carefully adv. in a way trying to avoid missing something 仔细地

shoot v. to send a bullet from a gun to hurt or kill someone 开枪

sneeze v. to suddenly send out air from your nose and mouth 打喷嚏

pleased adj. happy or satisfied 满意的，高兴的


都是管家惹的祸

内容简介

亨利·弗莱彻正在办公室上班。他正想着他妻子——她这会儿在做什么？她有没有情人？或许她有，或许她没有。她现在会不会正跟她的情人在一起？他想知道！于是他往家里打电话，可接电话的是管家詹姆斯……

剧中人物

詹姆斯，管家

亨利·弗莱彻，丈夫

场景说明

舞台上有两个房间，由一堵墙隔开。一间是饭厅，管家詹姆斯正在往餐桌上摆放餐具，为晚餐做准备。房间里有一部电话。另一个房间是办公室，亨利·弗莱彻正在里面工作。他坐在电脑前，但没有看电脑，而是在打电话。

准备两部电话和一把枪。

管道工的名字是布莱修，听起来就像“Bless you!（上帝保佑你！）”。有人打喷嚏时，我们常常说这句话。




（本剧本为荒诞题材作品）




饭厅里的电话响起来。詹姆斯停下手里的活儿去接电话。

詹姆斯：

喂。

亨利：

喂，是管家詹姆斯吗？

詹姆斯：

是的，先生，是我。

亨利：

詹姆斯，我妻子在家吗？

詹姆斯：

在，先生。

亨利：

很好。你能让她来接电话吗？我想马上跟她讲话。快点儿！

詹姆斯：

好的，先生。您是让我去请您妻子来接电话，对吗，先生？

亨利：

对，对，詹姆斯。现在就去叫她来。（詹姆斯慢条斯理地下场。亨利自言自语。）我觉得我妻子有个情人。不过我得弄清楚！詹姆斯在干什么？我妻子在哪儿呢？

詹姆斯慢条斯理地走回来，接起电话。

詹姆斯：

喂，先生。我是詹姆斯。

亨利：

喂，詹姆斯。我妻子在哪儿？

詹姆斯：

您妻子在家，先生，但是恐怕现在不能跟您讲话。

亨利：

她不能跟我讲话！我妻子不能跟我讲话！为什么不能？

詹姆斯：

呃，先生，她在卫生间……

亨利：

在卫生间！

詹姆斯：

……跟一个男人在一起。

亨利：

（以手抚头）跟一个男人在一起！

詹姆斯：

不过别担心，先生，那个人是管道工布莱修先生。他正在卫生间干活儿。

亨利：

（没听电话，自言自语）她跟她的情人在卫生间里！我就知道！詹姆斯，你能替我做件事吗？

詹姆斯：

当然，先生。

亨利：

去我的卧室，把我床下的盒子找出来。盒子里有把枪，把它拿出来，詹姆斯。

詹姆斯：

好的，先生。您要我去您的卧室，找到您床下的盒子，把里面的枪拿出来，是吗，先生？

亨利：

是的，詹姆斯，是的！现在就去拿！

詹姆斯慢条斯理地下场。亨利自言自语。

亨利：

我就知道！我妻子有了情人！不过很快詹姆斯就会拿着枪回来，然后……

詹姆斯拿着枪回来了。

詹姆斯：

（对着电话）喂，先生，我是詹姆斯。

亨利：

喂，詹姆斯，你拿到枪了吗？

詹姆斯：

拿到了，先生。我进了您的卧室，在您床下找到了那个盒子，把枪拿出来了。我现在就拿着枪呢，先生。

亨利：

好的，詹姆斯。现在听好了。

詹姆斯：

我在仔细听着呢，先生。

亨利：

去卫生间……

詹姆斯：

好的，先生。

亨利：

……带着枪……

詹姆斯：

好的，先生。

亨利：

……朝我妻子头上开一枪。

詹姆斯：

好的，先生。

亨利：

还有那个跟她一起在卫生间的人，詹姆斯，朝他头上也开一枪。（他打了个喷嚏。）

詹姆斯：

布莱修，先生？

亨利：

谢谢，詹姆斯。［译者注：亨利以为詹姆斯说的是“Bless you.（上帝保佑你。）”。］现在，詹姆斯，你明白要做什么了吗？

詹姆斯：

明白了，先生。您要我拿着枪到卫生间去，朝您妻子的头上开一枪，再朝那个跟她在一起的男人头上开一枪，先生。（他打了喷嚏。）

亨利：

上帝保佑你，詹姆斯！

詹姆斯：

是的，先生。［译者注：詹姆斯以为亨利说的是“Blessiu（布莱修）”。］

亨利：

很好，詹姆斯。好了，去干吧。

詹姆斯下。我们听到两声枪响。

亨利：

（看上去很满意，暗自笑了笑）啊哈！好样的詹姆斯！干得好！

詹姆斯慢条斯理地回来了，手里没有拿枪。

詹姆斯：

（对着电话）喂，先生。您听到枪响了吗，先生？

亨利：

听到了，詹姆斯，我听到了。一切都顺利吗？

詹姆斯：

哦，是的，先生。我拿着枪进了卫生间，朝您妻子头上开了一枪，又朝那个跟她在一起的男人头上开了一枪。

他打了个喷嚏。

亨利：

上帝保佑你，詹姆斯！

詹姆斯：

是的，先生。［译者注：詹姆斯以为亨利说的是“Blessiu（布莱修）”。］

亨利：

好的，他们俩都死了吗，詹姆斯？

詹姆斯：

哦，是的，先生。

亨利：

很好，詹姆斯。哦，对了，詹姆斯……

詹姆斯：

什么事，先生？

亨利：

你怎么处理那把枪的？

詹姆斯：

那把枪吗，先生？

亨利：

是的，詹姆斯，那把枪。你是怎么处理它的？

詹姆斯：

啊，对了，先生，我把它放到游泳池里了。

亨利：

游泳池吗，詹姆斯？

詹姆斯：

后花园里的游泳池，先生。

亨利：

（面露惧色）可是我们后花园里没有游泳池啊！

两人沉默了片刻。

詹姆斯：

哦，我明白了。好吧，那么恐怕您打错电话了，先生。再见。

亨利：

哦，我——呃——再见。

詹姆斯继续干活儿，往餐桌上摆放餐具。他面露微笑，轻轻哼着歌。亨利则坐在椅子上，面色惨白。


Old Friends

INTRODUCTION

Celia is sitting at a street café one day, drinking coffee, when suddenly she sees an old school friend, Amanda. The two women are happy to talk about old times and the men in their lives. They always like very different men, of course...

CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY

Celia, a woman of about 45

Amanda, her school friend

Waiter

Robert, a man of about 45

PERFORMANCE NOTES

The scene is a street café. There are tables and chairs outside. The waiter sometimes comes out of the café to see if anyone wants anything. Celia is sitting at one of the tables. She is wearing a big, expensive ring on the ring finger of her left hand.

You will need a cup of coffee, a bottle or glass of coke, and Celia's ring.




Amanda is walking past the café. Celia suddenly sees her and calls to her.

CELIA

Amanda? Is it you?

AMANDA

Sorry? Do I know you?

CELIA

Of course you do. It's me, Celia. We were at school together.

AMANDA

Celia! How wonderful to see you again!

CELIA

Do you remember me now?

AMANDA

Oh yes, but you do look different.

CELIA

Older, perhaps?

AMANDA

Well, yes.

CELIA

Well, I am older! So are you! Sit down and have a drink with me.

AMANDA

Yes, why not? (She sits down at the table.)

CELIA

What are you going to have? Coffee?

AMANDA

Oh, a coke, I think.

CELIA

(Calling) Waiter! (The waiter comes to the table.)

WAITER

Good morning. What would you like?

CELIA

A coffee for me, please, and a coke for my friend.

WAITER

Would you like a sandwich or anything? They're very good.

CELIA

No, no, thank you. Just the drinks.

WAITER

Right. (He goes off.)

AMANDA

Well, this is nice! When did we last meet? About fifteen years ago, was it?

CELIA

Twenty-five, Amanda.

AMANDA

Twenty-five? No! It can't be! Do you sometimes see any of our old friends?

CELIA

No, no, I don't.

The waiter brings the drinks and puts them on the table.

WAITER

Here you are, one coffee and one coke.

AMANDA

(To him) Thank you. (To Celia) I say, do you remember Rod Hunk? All the girls liked him! What happened to him, do you think?

CELIA

Oh, I don't know. I didn't like him much. But what about Rocky Rambo? You and he were together at one time, I think.

AMANDA

Ah yes, but he left me years ago.

CELIA

Oh, I am sorry.

AMANDA

No, no, I was happy when he left. I was tired of him, you know. It's always much better to find a new boyfriend! Much more exciting!

CELIA

Perhaps you're right. And what about Romeo Valentine? You went out with him, too.

AMANDA

Oh yes, but I left him. Time for a change, I thought!

CELIA

Oh, I see.

AMANDA

And what about you, Celia? Are there any men in your life at the moment?

CELIA

(Looking shyly down at the big expensive ring on her finger) Well...

AMANDA

Oh, Celia, do tell me!
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'Are there any men in your life at the moment?'

CELIA

Well, there is a man in my life, and I'm going to marry him next week!

AMANDA

You're going to marry him! Wonderful! Tell me all about him.

CELIA

He's called Robert. He's very handsome, but very shy. He's coming here soon, to meet me.

AMANDA

His name's Robert? Well, well, well! You know, I met a very handsome man last night, and he was called Robert, too. But he wasn't shy! Not at all! He asked me to call him Bob.

CELIA

My Robert doesn't like the name Bob.

AMANDA

Well, I met this Bob in a café and we had a few drinks. And then we went out to dinner. And then we went dancing. Oh, we had a wonderful time!

CELIA

My Robert doesn't like dancing.

AMANDA

We talked and laughed and danced, and drank and danced and laughed, and then... But what about you and Robert? What do you usually do?

CELIA

Oh well, Robert likes a quiet evening with me at my house. We read, and watch television. Sometimes we go out to the cinema.

AMANDA

Do you? Bob wants to see me again next week. He calls me Mandy. I like that.

CELIA

Robert isn't interested in drinking or dancing or meeting girls. He's a very quiet person.
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'Oh, we had a wonderful time!'

AMANDA

Bob isn't quiet. Not at all!

CELIA

I'm his first girlfriend, you see. So this is all new to him. Oh look, here he comes now!

Robert comes in, from behind Amanda. He can't see her face. He kisses Celia.

ROBERT

Hello, Celia, darling!

CELIA

Robert, darling! I'd like you to meet an old school friend. Amanda, this is Robert.

ROBERT

How do you do?

AMANDA

How do you do? (Looking up into his face) Oh no! It's you! Bob!

ROBERT

(Seeing her face) Oh no! It's you! Mandy!

CELIA

(Angrily) Robert!

ROBERT

What can I say? I'm sorry! I'm very, very sorry!

Robert runs off. Celia and Amanda run after him.

AMANDA

Bob! Bob! We must talk about all this! I want to see you again!

CELIA

Robert! Robert! Come back here at once! Are you going to marry me or not?

ROBERT

Help! Help! Help!

The waiter comes in.

WAITER

Would you like to pay now? (He sees them running away.) Hey, come back!

He runs angrily after them.



café n. a snack-bar or small restaurant where you can buy drinks and snacks to eat 咖啡馆

waiter n. a man who brings food or drinks to your table in a café 服务生

exciting adj. making you feel happy, interested, or hopeful because something good has happened or will happen 令人兴奋的

expensive adj. costing a lot of money 昂贵的

 handsome adj. (of a man) good-looking 英俊的


老朋友

内容简介

一天，西莉亚坐在一个街头咖啡馆外喝咖啡，突然看到了学生时代的朋友阿曼达。两个女人畅谈旧日时光和各自生活里的男人。当然，她们喜欢的男人向来都不同……

剧中人物

西莉亚，一个大约45岁的女人

阿曼达，西莉亚学生时代的朋友

服务生

罗伯特，一个大约45岁的男人

场景说明

场景是一家街头咖啡馆，有露天桌椅。服务生不时从咖啡馆出来看看有没有人需要服务。西莉亚坐在其中一个座位上。她的左手无名指戴着一枚昂贵的大戒指。

要准备一杯咖啡、一瓶或一杯可乐，还有西莉亚的戒指。




阿曼达路经咖啡馆。西莉亚突然看到她，把她叫住。

西莉亚：

阿曼达？是你吗？

阿曼达：

你是？我认识你吗？

西莉亚：

你当然认识。是我呀，西莉亚。我们一起上过学。

阿曼达：

西莉亚！真高兴又见面！

西莉亚：

你现在想起我来了？

阿曼达：

哦，是的，可是你的样子真的变了。

西莉亚：

是不是变老了？

阿曼达：

呃，是的。

西莉亚：

嗯，我确实变老了！你也一样！坐下跟我喝一杯吧。

阿曼达：

好啊，为什么不呢？（她在桌旁坐下。）

西莉亚：

你要点什么？咖啡？

阿曼达：

哦，我要可乐。

西莉亚：

（喊道）服务生！（服务生来到桌旁。）

服务生：

早上好。您要点什么？

西莉亚：

请给我一杯咖啡，给我朋友一杯可乐。

服务生：

您要不要来块儿三明治或别的什么？味道很好的。

西莉亚：

不，不了，谢谢。只要饮料。

服务生：

好的。（服务生下场。）

阿曼达：

唔，真是不错！我们上次见面是什么时候？大概15年前了，是吧？

西莉亚：

25年前了，阿曼达。

阿曼达：

25年前？噢！不可能！你跟我们那些老朋友还偶尔见面吗？

西莉亚：

不，没有，不见面了。

服务生端来饮料，放在桌子上。

服务生：

你们的饮料，一杯咖啡，一杯可乐。

阿曼达：

（对服务生）谢谢。（对西莉亚）我说，你还记得罗德·汉克吗？当初所有的女孩都喜欢他！你觉得他后来怎么样了？

西莉亚：

哦，我不知道。我不怎么喜欢他。倒是罗基·兰博怎么样了？我想你曾经跟他在一起过。

阿曼达：

啊，是的，不过好多年前他就离开我了。

西莉亚：

哦，我真的很遗憾。

阿曼达：

不，不，他离开的时候我很高兴。你要知道，那时候我已经厌倦了他。男朋友新的总比旧的好！要带劲儿得多！

西莉亚：

或许你是对的。那罗密欧·瓦伦丁呢？你也跟他约会过。

阿曼达：

哦，是的，不过我离开他了。我觉得是时候该换个新男友了！

西莉亚：

哦，我明白了。

阿曼达：

那你呢，西莉亚？现在你的生活里有男人吗？

西莉亚：

（羞涩地低头看手指上昂贵的大戒指）嗯……

阿曼达：

哦，西莉亚，跟我说说！

西莉亚：

好吧，我生活里确实有个男人，而且我下个星期就要嫁给他了！

阿曼达：

你要嫁给他了！太好了！给我好好讲讲他。

西莉亚：

他叫罗伯特。他很帅，但是很害羞。他过会儿就来这儿跟我见面。

阿曼达：

他叫罗伯特？哎呀，哎呀！你知道吗，我昨晚认识了一个很帅的男人，他也叫罗伯特。但是他可不害羞！一点儿也不害羞！他让我叫他鲍勃。

西莉亚：

我的罗伯特可不喜欢鲍勃这个名字。

阿曼达：

嗯，我在一个咖啡馆里遇到这个鲍勃，一起喝了几杯。然后我们一起出去吃饭，后来我们还去跳舞。哦，我们在一起玩得开心极了！

西莉亚：

我的罗伯特不喜欢跳舞。

阿曼达：

我们又说又笑，一起跳舞，一起喝酒，又跳舞，笑个不停，后来……不过你和罗伯特怎么样？你们一般都做什么？

西莉亚：

哦，罗伯特喜欢待在我家，跟我安安静静过一个晚上。我们看书，看电视。有时候我们出去看电影。

阿曼达：

是吗？鲍勃下个星期还想见我。他叫我曼迪，我喜欢他这么叫我。

西莉亚：

罗伯特对喝酒啦、跳舞啦还有跟姑娘约会都没兴趣。他是个很安静的人。

阿曼达：

鲍勃可不是个沉默的人。一点儿也不！

西莉亚：

你要知道，我是他的第一个女朋友，所以他没什么经验。哦，看，他来了！

罗伯特从阿曼达背后上场。他看不到她的脸。他吻了吻西莉亚。

罗伯特：

你好，西莉亚，亲爱的！

西莉亚：

罗伯特，亲爱的！我想让你来见见我上学时的老朋友。阿曼达，这就是罗伯特。

罗伯特：

你好。

阿曼达：

你好。（抬头看向他的脸）哦！是你！鲍勃！

罗伯特：

（看到她的脸）哦！是你！曼迪！

西莉亚：

（生气地）罗伯特！

罗伯特：

我说什么好呢？我很抱歉！我非常非常抱歉！

罗伯特逃跑。西莉亚和阿曼达在后面追他。

阿曼达：

鲍勃！鲍勃！我们得把这一切说清楚！我还想跟你见面啊！

西莉亚：

罗伯特！罗伯特！快回来！你到底还要不要和我结婚？

罗伯特：

救命！救命！救命啊！

服务生上场。

服务生：

你们现在能把账结了吗？（他看到三人跑走。）嘿，回来！

他生气地去追他们。


Fred's Future

INTRODUCTION

Fred Fish isn't happy with his life. He would like to do something more exciting. What's going to happen to him in the future? Perhaps Madame Rosa can tell him. She can read the future in her crystal ball, or in people's hands. Sometimes she can read people's faces, and then she tells them what they want to hear. But sometimes she gets it wrong, and people don't like what she tells them. If they aren't happy, they don't give her any money. And she needs the money.

CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY

Madame Rosa, a woman who can see into the future

Fred Fish, a teacher

PERFORMANCE NOTES

The scene is Madame Rosa's living room, with a table and two chairs. On the table is a big crystal ball. Madame Rosa is sitting at the table, looking into the crystal ball.

You will need a crystal ball and some money.




ROSA

(Looking into her crystal ball) What's going to happen today? Ah, I can see money! Yes, somebody's going to give me a lot of money! Wonderful! Who can it be?

FRED

(Coming in) Hello. Are you Madame Rosa?

ROSA

That's right. Do sit down.

Fred sits down at the table.

FRED

Thank you. Er, my name's Fred Fish—

ROSA

Let me see, you're a teacher, you live in London, and you want to know about your future. Right?

FRED

Yes, yes! How do you know all this?

ROSA

(Looking into the crystal ball) I can see you here.

FRED

Wow! That's interesting! So can you tell me about my future? What's going to happen to me?

ROSA

I can tell you, but remember, nothing is free these days.

FRED

Oh, I know. I brought some money with me.

ROSA

(Smiling) That's very good! Right, can you give me your hand, please? I'm going to read it. (She takes his hand and looks carefully at it.) I can see love here. Soon you're going to meet a beautiful American girl. You're going to marry her.

FRED

But I've got a very nice girlfriend at the moment! She's Australian!

ROSA

Forget about her! No, you're going to marry the American. I can see it in your hand.

FRED

Can you tell me any more?

ROSA

Yes. Soon you're going to leave London and move to Hollywood, with your American wife.

FRED

Hollywood! Where all the famous people live!

ROSA

That's right. And you're going to stop teaching. You're going to be an actor, and become famous for acting in all the best Hollywood films!

FRED

Wonderful! I'm going to become rich!

ROSA

Well, yes, but things aren't going to be easy for you. Your wife is going to take a lover.

FRED

Oh no! Another famous actor, perhaps?

ROSA

Yes, that's right. And you're going to start drinking, at first in the evening, and then in the daytime.

FRED

Oh dear, that's bad.

ROSA

Yes. And nobody's going to give you any more acting work, because you drink.

FRED

So what happens to me after all this?

ROSA

You kill yourself, I'm sorry to say.

FRED

What? No! I'm not going to kill myself!

ROSA

It's very quick. You shoot yourself one night.

FRED

I didn't come here to hear about dying!

ROSA

It's all in your hand. That's ￡25, please.

FRED

It can't be right! Can you look at my hand again?

ROSA

Oh, all right. (Looking at his hand again) Let me see – perhaps you marry the Australian girl.

FRED

That's better!

ROSA

Yes, and you leave London to move to Sydney, with your Australian wife.
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'I didn't come here to hear about dying!'

FRED

Mmm, yes, it's wonderfully hot there.

ROSA

And you're going to stop teaching, and become a very good tennis player.

FRED

I was very good at tennis at school, you know.

ROSA

You're going to meet all the famous players and play tennis with them. People are going to watch you playing tennis on TV.

FRED

Wow! I'm going to become rich and famous!

ROSA

Yes, but things aren't going to be easy for you. Your wife's going to—

FRED

 Be careful!

ROSA

Let me see – er – your hand's difficult to read. Ah yes, your wife's going to have a baby.

FRED

Oh, good. I like children.

ROSA

Yes, and then she's going to have a second baby, and then a third.

FRED

Oh! But I'm never going to see the children! I'm going to be on TV all the time!

ROSA

Things aren't going to be easy. I told you that.

FRED

 Perhaps I'm going to stop being a tennis player and be a teacher again. Then I can help my wife with the children in the holidays.

ROSA

Er – that's right. It's all in your hand. You're going to stop playing tennis and begin teaching again.

FRED

But am I going to be happy? That's the most important thing.

ROSA

Oh yes. You're going to be very happy with your family, and you're going to live in a beautiful big house in Sydney.

FRED

I can always play tennis with my friends at the weekend.

ROSA

Yes, of course. So there you are. Now you know about your future. Are you happy with that?

FRED

Yes. Yes, thank you. Very interesting. I'm going to ask my girlfriend to marry me at once!

ROSA

Why not? And move to Australia?

FRED

That's right. And before we go, I'm going to play some tennis. I must get better at it!

ROSA

Right, well, that's ￡30, please.

FRED

Of course. Here you are. (He takes some money from his pocket and gives it to her.) Things are going to be very exciting for me! Thank you, thank you, thank you!

ROSA

(Smiling) Thank you.

She takes the money and Fred goes out.
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You're going to become a very good tennis player.



crystal ball n. a round glass ball, in which some people think they can see the future 水晶球

actor n. a man who acts in plays or films 男演员


弗雷德的未来

内容简介

弗雷德·菲什对自己的生活不满意。他想做些更刺激的事情。他的未来会怎样呢？或许罗莎夫人能告诉他。她能从她的水晶球里或是人们的手掌上看到未来。有时她还会观察脸色，然后说些人们想听的话。但有时候她也会弄错，说些人们不爱听的话。如果人们不高兴，就不会给她钱。而她需要那些钱。

剧中人物

罗莎夫人，一个能预见未来的女人

弗雷德·菲什，一个老师

场景说明

场景是罗莎夫人的客厅，有一张桌子和两把椅子。桌上有一个大水晶球。罗莎夫人坐在桌旁看着水晶球。

要准备一个水晶球和一些钱。




罗莎：

（看着水晶球）今天会有什么事情发生呢？啊，我看到钱了！对，有人要来给我好多钱！太好了！会是谁呢？

弗雷德：

（走进来）你好，你是罗莎夫人吗？

罗莎：

是的，快请坐。

弗雷德坐到桌旁。

弗雷德：

谢谢。呃，我叫弗雷德·菲什……

罗莎：

让我看看，你是个老师，住在伦敦，想知道你的未来，对不对？

弗雷德：

对，没错！你是怎么知道的？

罗莎：

（看着水晶球）我能在这里面看到你。

弗雷德：

哇！真有意思！那你能告诉我我的未来吗？我会怎样？

罗莎：

我可以告诉你，不过要知道，如今没有什么是免费的。

弗雷德：

哦，我知道。我带了钱。

罗莎：

（微笑）那太好了！好了，请把你的手给我，好吗？我要看看你的手。（她握住他的手，仔细地看起来。）我在这儿看到爱情。很快你就会遇到一个漂亮的美国姑娘。你会跟她结婚。

弗雷德：

可我现在已经有个很好的女朋友了！她是澳大利亚人。

罗莎：

忘了她吧！不，你会跟那个美国姑娘结婚。我在你的手上看到了。

弗雷德：

你能再多告诉我一些事吗？

罗莎：

好。很快你就会离开伦敦，跟你的美国太太搬到好莱坞去。

弗雷德：

好莱坞！那个名人聚居的地方！

罗莎：

对。你以后不会再教书了，你会成为一个演员，出演好莱坞所有顶尖大片，成为大明星！

弗雷德：

太棒了！我会变得很富有！

罗莎：

唔，是的，但是你的生活不会一帆风顺，你的妻子会有情人。

弗雷德：

哦，不！或许是另一个明星？

罗莎：

是的，没错。而你会开始酗酒，开始是在晚上，后来连白天也酗酒。

弗雷德：

哦，天哪，那太糟糕了。

罗莎：

是的。而且因为你酗酒，没人会再找你演出。

弗雷德：

那这以后我会怎么样？

罗莎：

我很遗憾，你会自杀。

弗雷德：

什么？不！我才不会自杀！

罗莎：

事情发生得很快，一天晚上你朝自己开了一枪。

弗雷德：

我来这儿可不是听什么死讯的！

罗莎：

这都写在你的手上。一共25英镑，付钱吧。

弗雷德：

肯定不对！你能再看看我的手吗？

罗莎：

哦，好吧。（又开始看他的手）让我看看——或许你会娶那个澳大利亚姑娘。

弗雷德：

还是这样好！

罗莎：

是的，你会跟你的澳大利亚太太离开伦敦，搬到悉尼。

弗雷德：

唔，这样呀，那儿天气热得很。

罗莎：

你不再教书，而是成为了一个很棒的网球运动员。

弗雷德：

你知道吗，我上学的时候，网球打得很好。

罗莎：

你会见到所有的著名球星，跟他们打球。大家会在电视上看你打网球。

弗雷德：

哇！我会名利双收！

罗莎：

是的，但是你的生活不会一帆风顺。你的妻子会——

弗雷德：

看好了再说！

罗莎：

让我看看——呃——你的手相有点复杂。啊，是的，你的妻子会生个孩子。

弗雷德：

哦，好啊。我喜欢孩子。

罗莎：

对，然后她还会生一个，之后又生一个。

弗雷德：

哦！可我根本不会有时间见到这些孩子！我会一直在电视上！

罗莎：

我告诉过你，你的生活不会一帆风顺的。

弗雷德：

或许我不当网球运动员，又重新当老师了。这样我就可以在假期里帮我妻子照顾孩子。

罗莎：

呃——是的。这都写在你的手上。你不再打网球，又开始当老师了。

弗雷德：

可是我会开心吗？那才是最重要的。

罗莎：

哦，会的。你会幸福地跟家人生活在一起，你们一家会住在悉尼一座漂亮的大房子里。

弗雷德：

反正我周末还可以跟朋友们打网球。

罗莎：

对，当然。就是这样了。现在你知道了你的未来，你满意吗？

弗雷德：

满意，满意，谢谢你。真有意思。我要马上去向我的女朋友求婚！

罗莎：

好哇。然后搬到澳大利亚？

弗雷德：

对。我们走之前，我要练习一下网球。我得打得再好一点儿才行！

罗莎：

没错，好了，一共是30英镑，请给钱吧。

弗雷德：

当然，给你。（他从口袋里掏出钱给她。）我的生活会变得很精彩！谢谢，谢谢，太谢谢了！

罗莎：

（微笑）是我谢你才对。

她接过钱，弗雷德离开了。


Have a Nice Holiday!

INTRODUCTION

Mr and Mrs Boggis want a holiday, but they don't know where to go. There are a lot of different places, and it's important to find the right one. Can the travel agent help? She knows all about the different places. Or does she?

CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY

Travel agent, a young woman

Mr Boggis, a man of about 40

Mrs Boggis, his wife

Man who speaks to the audience

PERFORMANCE NOTES

The scene is a travel agent's office, with pictures of holiday places on the walls. The travel agent is sitting at her computer, with two chairs in front of her.

You will need a pen and paper, and some plane tickets.




Mr and Mrs Boggis come into the office.

AGENT

Good afternoon. Can I help you?

MR BOGGIS

Yes, please. We'd like a holiday.

AGENT

Oh, yes. Where would you like to go?

MR BOGGIS

What do you think, dear?

MRS BOGGIS

Somewhere exciting!

MR BOGGIS

(To the agent) Somewhere exciting.

AGENT

(Writing it down) Somewhere exciting.

MRS BOGGIS

Somewhere hot!

MR BOGGIS

(To the agent) Somewhere hot.

AGENT

(Writing it down) Somewhere hot.

MRS BOGGIS

Somewhere far away!

MR BOGGIS

(To the agent) Somewhere far away.

AGENT

(Writing it down) Somewhere far away.

MRS BOGGIS

And somewhere cheap!

MR BOGGIS

(To the agent) And somewhere cheap.

AGENT

(Writing it down) And somewhere cheap. Right, let's see. There's a very nice holiday for two in Florida, in a really good hotel.

MRS BOGGIS

Ooh, that's nice!

MR BOGGIS

Yes. Very hot, Florida.

MRS BOGGIS

Yes, and very exciting.

MR BOGGIS

How much is the Florida holiday?

AGENT

Er, let me see. ￡2,000 for one person...

MR BOGGIS

￡2,000 for one person!
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'Ooh, that's nice!'

AGENT

...for one day.

MR BOGGIS

For one day!

MRS BOGGIS

Oh dear. That's ￡28,000 for the two of us for a week. That's very expensive.

AGENT

You can't have everything. It's a very nice holiday. But let's find something cheaper, shall we?

MR BOGGIS

Er, yes, please.

AGENT

What about this? A camping holiday for two near the Scott Hills.

MRS BOGGIS

Ooh, that's interesting. I like camping. Are they far away, the Scott Hills?

AGENT

Oh, yes, very far away.

MR BOGGIS

Good. And is it a cheap holiday?

AGENT

Oh, yes. Only ￡20 for each person for a month.

MRS BOGGIS

And is it nice and hot there?

AGENT

Well, not very hot.

MRS BOGGIS

Tell me, where are the Scott Hills?

AGENT

In Antarctica, near the South Pole.

MR BOGGIS

Near the South Pole! But that isn't hot.

AGENT

No, but it's a very cheap holiday. I told you, you can't have everything.

MR BOGGIS

Look, we want somewhere hot and cheap.

AGENT

OK. Well, this one's just right for you.

MRS BOGGIS

Is it cheap?

AGENT

Oh, yes. It's cheap. Only ￡200 for two people. That's very cheap.

MR BOGGIS

Is it somewhere hot?

AGENT

Oh, yes. It's hot. But it isn't very far away, I'm afraid.

MRS BOGGIS

Oh, that doesn't matter. Where is it?

AGENT

Margarita, in the south of Spain. The Hotel Fantastico is very quiet, only five minutes' walk to the sea, and it has a swimming pool.

MRS BOGGIS

Ooh, that's wonderful. Let's take it.

MR BOGGIS

Yes, let's! Can I pay for it now? And can we go tomorrow?

AGENT

Of course. (She takes Mr Boggis's money and gives him two tickets.) Here are your tickets. Have a nice holiday! Goodbye!

MR AND MRS BOGGIS

Thank you. Goodbye!

Mr and Mrs Boggis go out with their tickets. A man comes in and speaks to the audience.

MAN

So, Mr and Mrs Boggis are going to have a wonderful holiday, are they? What do you think? Let's see, shall we? It's now two weeks later.

He goes off. Mr and Mrs Boggis come into the travel agent's office.

AGENT

Good morning. Can I help you?

MR BOGGIS

We're very angry about one of your holidays. To Margarita, it was.

AGENT

Ah, yes. Cheap, hot, and not very far away.
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'We're very angry about one of your holidays.'

MR BOGGIS

Well, Margarita was OK, but the hotel was no good at all. It was quiet, you said.

AGENT

Well, I did say that, yes.

MRS BOGGIS

Well, the building was only half finished, so there were men at work day and night! There was a lot of noise.

MR BOGGIS

We couldn't sleep at all.

MRS BOGGIS

And it had a swimming pool, you said.

AGENT

Well, er, yes, perhaps I did say that.

MR BOGGIS

That was half finished, too. No water in it.

AGENT

I see. Well—

MRS BOGGIS

Five minutes' walk to the sea, you said.

MR BOGGIS

Perhaps it takes five minutes in a taxi. Not on foot, oh no!

AGENT

Oh dear. Well, I'm very sorry. Perhaps you'd like some of your money back?

MRS BOGGIS

No, we'd like another holiday now.

AGENT

Oh, yes, why not? How about two plane tickets to Australia? It's exciting, hot and very far away!

MRS BOGGIS

Ooh, wonderful! Let's take them.

AGENT

Here are your tickets, then. Have a nice holiday!

They go out happily with their tickets.

AGENT

(Smiling) The tickets are only to Australia! Perhaps they're never going to come back!



camping n. sleeping and cooking in the open air, as part of a holiday 露营


假日愉快！

内容简介

博吉斯夫妇想去度假，但不知道去哪里好。可以去的地方有很多，关键是得找到合适的。旅游经纪人能帮上忙吗？她对所有的地方都了如指掌，那是真的吗？

剧中人物

旅游经纪人，一个年轻女士

博吉斯先生，一个大约40岁的男人

博吉斯太太，他的妻子

旁白

场景说明

场景是旅游经纪人的办公室，墙上贴着度假地的图片。旅游经纪人坐在电脑前，她面前有两把椅子。

要准备纸笔和几张飞机票。

博吉斯夫妇走进办公室。

经纪人：

下午好，有什么需要帮助的吗？

博吉斯先生：

有的，我们想度个假。

经纪人：

哦，好的。你们想去哪儿？

博吉斯先生：

你看呢，亲爱的？

博吉斯太太：

一个让人兴奋的地方！

博吉斯先生：

（对经纪人）让人兴奋的地方。

经纪人：

（写下来）让人兴奋的地方。

博吉斯太太：

一个炎热的地方！

博吉斯先生：

（对经纪人）一个炎热的地方。

经纪人：

（写下来）一个炎热的地方。

博吉斯太太：

一个遥远的地方！

博吉斯先生：

（对经纪人）一个遥远的地方。

经纪人：

（写下来）一个遥远的地方。

博吉斯太太：

一个便宜的地方！

博吉斯先生：

（对经纪人）一个便宜的地方。

经纪人：

（写下来）一个便宜的地方。好了，让我们看看。有一个很好的佛罗里达双人度假产品，入住一个非常棒的酒店。

博吉斯太太：

哦，很不错！

博吉斯先生：

是的，佛罗里达很热。

博吉斯太太：

是的，而且非常让人兴奋。

博吉斯太太：

这个佛罗里达度假产品要多少钱？

经纪人：

呃，让我看看，每人2,000英镑……

博吉斯先生：

一个人就要2,000英镑！

经纪人：

一天的报价。

博吉斯先生：

一天就要那么多！

博吉斯太太：

哦，天哪。那我们俩一星期就要28,000英镑。太贵了！

经纪人：

鱼和熊掌不能兼得。这是个很不错的度假产品，不过我们还是找个便宜些的吧，怎么样？

博吉斯先生：

呃，好的，劳驾。

经纪人：

这个怎么样？斯科特山附近的双人露营假日。

博吉斯太太：

哦，这个挺有趣。我喜欢露营。斯科特山远吗？

经纪人：

哦，远，非常远。

博吉斯先生：

好。这个度假产品便宜吗？

经纪人：

哦，当然。每人每月只要20英镑。

博吉斯太太：

那里热吗？

经纪人：

嗯，不是很热。

博吉斯太太：

告诉我，斯科特山在哪里？

经纪人：

在南极洲，靠近南极。

博吉斯先生：

靠近南极！可那里不热啊。

经纪人：

是的，但是这个度假产品很便宜。我说过了，鱼和熊掌不能兼得。

博吉斯先生：

瞧，我们想要找个既热又便宜的地方。

经纪人：

好吧。嗯，这个正好符合你们的要求。

博吉斯太太：

便宜吗？

经纪人：

哦，是的。这个便宜，两个人只要200英镑。这个价格非常便宜。

博吉斯先生：

那个地方热吗？

经纪人：

哦，是的。那儿很热，不过恐怕不是太远。

博吉斯太太：

哦，没关系。在哪里？

经纪人：

玛格丽塔，在西班牙南部。那里的奇妙酒店坐落在非常安静的地方，步行五分钟就可以到海边，酒店还有游泳池。

博吉斯太太：

哇，太好了。我们就要这个吧。

博吉斯先生：

好啊，就这个！我可以现在付款，明天出发吗？

经纪人：

当然。（她接过博吉斯先生的钱，给了他两张机票。）这是你们的机票。假日愉快！再见！

博吉斯夫妇：

谢谢，再见！

博吉斯夫妇拿着机票出去了。旁白上场，对观众讲话。

旁白：

这么说，博吉斯夫妇会有一个美妙的假期，是这样吗？你们怎么想的呢？让我们来看看吧。现在是两个星期后。

旁白下场。博吉斯夫妇走进旅游经纪人的办公室。

经纪人：

早上好。有什么需要帮忙的吗？

博吉斯先生：

我们对你们出售的一个度假产品很生气，是去玛格丽塔的。

经纪人：

啊，是这样。既便宜又热，而且不是很远。

博吉斯先生：

嗯，玛格丽塔还可以，可那酒店太糟糕了。你说那儿很安静。

经纪人：

嗯，是的，我是这么说的。

博吉斯太太：

哦，那个酒店只盖好了一半，结果一天到晚都有人在施工！吵死了。

博吉斯先生：

我们根本没法睡觉。

博吉斯太太：

而且你还说那儿有个游泳池。

经纪人：

嗯，呃，是的，或许我是说过。

博吉斯先生：

那个也没有完工。里面根本没有水。

经纪人：

我明白了。那——

博吉斯太太：

你说从那儿步行五分钟就能到海边。

博吉斯先生：

或许坐出租车五分钟能到。走路可不行，哦，根本不可能！

经纪人：

哦，天哪。好吧，我非常抱歉。或许你们想要退回一部分的钱？

博吉斯太太：

不，我们现在想换一个度假产品。

经纪人：

哦，可以，行。两张去澳大利亚的机票怎么样？那里令人兴奋，天气炎热，而且非常遥远！

博吉斯太太：

哦，太好了！我们要了。

经纪人：

这是你们的机票。假日愉快！

他们拿着机票高兴地走了。

经纪人：

（微笑）那是去澳大利亚的单程票！或许他们永远不会回来了！


Rules are Rules

INTRODUCTION

A man wants to keep an animal in his house. It isn't a cat or a dog, but a monkey. He needs a licence for the monkey, so he goes to the office which gives out licences. But people who work in offices like having rules, and rules cannot be broken. So getting a licence is more difficult than the man thought.

CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY

Woman who works in the office

Man with a monkey

PERFORMANCE NOTES

The scene is an office. There is a sign that says ROOM 365 on the wall. There are three chairs near the door, and a table and two chairs in the middle of the room. There is a telephone on the table. A woman is sitting writing at the table. A man is waiting at the open door. He is carrying a monkey.

You will need a telephone, two numbered tickets, some photos, a sign saying ROOM 563, a sign saying ROOM 365, and a monkey.




WOMAN

(Not looking up) Come in.

MAN

(Coming in) Good morning.

The woman is writing. She doesn't answer.

MAN

Hello – er – Excuse me.

WOMAN

(Looking up angrily) Have you got a number?

MAN

Sorry?

WOMAN

You can get a ticket with a number outside the door. Before you come in. Have you got a number?

MAN

(Looking round) But there's no one here. Only me! So I don't need a number, do I?

WOMAN

That doesn't matter. Everybody must have a number.(She begins writing again.)

MAN

Oh, I see. All right. (He goes out.)

WOMAN

(Without looking up) Number 68. (She waits a minute.) Number 69. (She waits.) Number 70.

The man comes back with his ticket.

MAN

I've got my number now.

WOMAN

(Looking up angrily) Can you wait over there please! Sit on one of those chairs near the door!

MAN

But—

WOMAN

I have work to do, I'm afraid. Please wait.

The man goes to sit near the door. The woman makes a phone call.

WOMAN

Hello, Tom. It's Pam. I'm calling from work. You're having dinner at my house today, remember? Wonderful! Goodbye, darling!

She calls out numbers, without looking up, and waits for a minute between the numbers.

WOMAN

Number 71. Number 72. Number 73. (Looking at the man) What number have you got?

MAN

89.

WOMAN

Oh, you're going to wait a long time, then.

MAN

But why? There's no one here! Why must I wait?

WOMAN

Rules are rules, sir. (Calling out numbers again) Number 74. Number 75. Number 76.

MAN

Wait a minute!

WOMAN

You must wait for your number, sir.

MAN

But you called my number! Just now!

WOMAN

No, I called 76 and your number's 89.

MAN

No, no, it isn't. I was wrong. Look! It isn't 89, it's 68! (He turns his ticket the other way up.)

WOMAN

But I'm on 76 now. Why didn't you answer when I called your number?

MAN

I'm sorry. I didn't know. But I'm here now, and I need to see you. It's important!

WOMAN

Well, the rules say – oh, all right then.

The man sits down at the table, in front of the woman.

WOMAN

Now how can I help you?

MAN

Is this Room 365?

WOMAN

Yes, it is.

MAN

Good. Well, I'm here because of my monkey.

WOMAN

Ah. Have you got a licence for it?
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'Wonderful! Goodbye, darling!'

MAN

No, that's why I'm here.

WOMAN

Has the monkey got a number?

MAN

Sorry?

WOMAN

Did you get a ticket with a number for the monkey, when you came in?

MAN

No, I didn't.

WOMAN

There are two of you, so I need two numbers.

MAN

Just a minute. (He runs off and comes back with a ticket for the monkey.) Here you are, then.

WOMAN

Good. Now can you give me your PM624, please?

MAN

Sorry, what's that?

WOMAN

A PM624? You write down the answers to a lot of questions about yourself and your monkey, on the PM624. It's very important.

MAN

Well, can you give me one, please?

WOMAN

No, I'm sorry, I can't.

MAN

Well, where can I get one, then?

WOMAN

Wait a moment, I must make a phone call.(Telephoning) Hello, Tom, it's Pam again. No, I'm at work. Can you bring a bottle with you when you come? All right. Goodbye, darling! (To the man) Right, now where were we?

MAN

A PM624?

WOMAN

Ah, yes. Well, have you got eight photos?

MAN

Eight photos?

WOMAN

Yes, four of you and four of the monkey.

MAN

Yes, I have. (He gives her some photos.)

WOMAN

Good. (Looking at the photos carefully) Wait a minute. These are very bad photos of you.

MAN

(Looking at the photos, then laughing) No, no! Those are the photos of the monkey! The other ones are the photos of me!

WOMAN

Ah, yes. Excuse me, I must make a quick phone call.(Telephoning) Hello, Tom. Pam here again. No, at the office. Shall we go to the cinema tonight? OK, I can get the tickets when I leave work. Goodbye, darling!(To the man) Right, now where were we?

MAN

I'm waiting for a PM624.

WOMAN

Ah, I see.

MAN

Well, can I have one?

WOMAN

Let me see, what day is it today?

MAN

Tuesday. Why?

WOMAN

Well, on Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays you get PM624s from this office, but on Tuesdays and Thursdays you get them from Room 563.

MAN

Room 563! Where's that?

WOMAN

Oh, it's easy to find. Go out of the door. (The man goes out.) Go upstairs.

MAN

(Calling from offstage) OK! What next?

WOMAN

(Taking down sign saying ROOM 365) Go left, left and left again.

MAN

(Calling from offstage) Right!

WOMAN

Not right! Left, left and left again! Now come downstairs and it's the office on your right. (She puts up a sign saying ROOM 563 on the wall.)

MAN

(Coming in) Hello. Oh, it's you.

WOMAN

Hello, this is Room 563. Can I help you?

MAN

But I was in this room just now. It's Room 365.

WOMAN

No, it's Room 563. Look, it says ROOM 563 on the wall. Can I help you?

MAN

I'd like a PM624, please.

WOMAN

Good, good. Do sit down.

MAN

(Sitting down) But I don't understand!

WOMAN

Well, you see, I'm doing the work of two people. I work in Room 365 and Room 563. So I put the two rooms together. It's easier for me.

MAN

Oh, I see. Well, can I have a PM624, please?

WOMAN

Excuse me a minute. (Telephoning) Hello, Tom, Pam again. Yes, I'm going to be home soon. OK. See you soon. Goodbye, darling!

MAN

Can I have my PM624 now, please?

WOMAN

Let me see. It's for this monkey, is it?

MAN

Yes, that's right.

WOMAN

Is it a working monkey?

MAN

It doesn't do any work, no. It lives in my house.

WOMAN

That's OK then, because for a working monkey the PM624 is no good at all.

MAN

(Angrily) Now look, are you going to give me that PM624 or not? I arrived here half an hour ago. First you told me to get a ticket, no, two tickets.

WOMAN

Everybody needs a ticket. That's the rule.

MAN

(More angrily) Then you asked for eight photos. Then you told me to leave the room and come back again.

WOMAN

To a different room. Room 563.

MAN

Now you're asking, is it a working monkey? And all the time you phone your friend Tom and talk about dinner and the cinema and...

He begins to cry.

WOMAN

I don't make the rules. I only work here, you know.

MAN

(Feeling better) Yes, I know. I'm sorry. Can I have the PM624 now, please?

WOMAN

Wait a minute. What's the time?

MAN

(Looking at his watch) One minute past five. Why?

WOMAN

Oh dear! This office closes at five. Can you come back tomorrow?

MAN

Aaaaargh! (He runs off, crying.)
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'Can I have the PM624 now, please?'



licence n. a piece of paper showing that you are allowed to do something 许可证

upstairs adv. towards a higher floor in a building, using the stairs 往楼上


照章办事

内容简介

一个男人想在家里养只动物。不是猫，也不是狗，而是一只猴子。他需要为猴子办理一张许可证，于是来到了办证的办公室。但是在办公室工作的人都喜欢条条框框的规章，而且坚持照章办事。于是，办理一张许可证可比这个男人想的要难得多。

剧中人物

女办事员

带着一只猴子的男人

场景说明

场景是一间办公室。墙上有个牌子写着“365室”。门边有三把椅子，房间中央有一张桌子和两把椅子。桌上有一部电话。一个女人正坐在桌旁写东西。一个男人在敞开的门旁等候，他抱着一只猴子。

要准备一部电话，两张号码条，几张照片，一个写着“563室”的牌子，一个写着“365室”的牌子和一只猴子。




女人：

（没有抬头）进来。

男人：

（走进来）早上好。

女人正在写东西，没有答话。

男人：

你好——呃——抱歉打扰一下。

女人：

（生气地抬起头）你有号吗？

男人：

什么号？

女人：

你进来之前，可以在门外取一个号。你有号吗？

男人：

（四下看看）可是这儿没人啊。只有我！所以我用不着取号，不是吗？

女人：

那不重要，任何人都得取号。（她又埋头写起来。）

男人：

哦，我明白了。好吧。（他走了出去。）

女人：

（没有抬头）68号。（她等了一会儿。）69号。（她等了等。）70号。

男人拿着他的号码回来了。

男人：

我现在有号了。

女人：

（生气地抬起头）请你到那边等着！在门边找个椅子坐下！

男人：

可是——

女人：

对不起，我有工作要做。请等一下。

男人到门边坐下。女人打了个电话。

女人：

喂，汤姆。我是帕姆。我在办公室给你打电话。你今天要来我家吃饭，记得吗？好极了！再见，亲爱的！

她埋头叫了几个号码，每叫一个号码停顿一会儿。

女人：

71号。72号。73号。（看向男人）你取的是几号？

男人：

89。

女人：

哦，那你还得等很久。

男人：

可是为什么？这里根本没有人！我为什么还得等？

女人：

要照章办事，先生。（又开始叫号）74号。75号。76号。

男人：

等等！

女人：

你得等我叫到你的号，先生。

男人：

但是你已经叫过我的号了！就在刚才！

女人：

不对，我叫的是76号，你是89号。

男人：

不，不是。我看错了。看！这不是89，是68！（他把号码条倒了过来。）

女人：

可是我现在叫到76号了。我叫到你的号时，你怎么不答应？

男人：

对不起，我不知道。不过我现在就在这儿，我需要见你，这件事很重要！

女人：

呃，规定上说——哦，那好吧。

男人走到桌旁，坐在女人对面。

女人：

好了，您有什么事情？

男人：

这是365室吧？

女人：

是的。

男人：

好。嗯，我来是为了我的猴子。

女人：

啊，你给它办理许可证了吗？

男人：

没有，所以我才来这儿。

女人：

猴子有号吗？

男人：

什么？

女人：

你进来的时候给猴子取号了吗？

男人：

没有。

女人：

你们有两位，所以我需要两个号。

男人：

稍等。（他跑出去给猴子取了一个号返回。）给你。

女人：

好的。现在请把你的PM624给我。

男人：

抱歉，那是什么？

女人：

PM624吗？你要在PM624表格上回答很多关于你自己和你的猴子的问题，这个很重要。

男人：

好吧，那你能给我一张表格吗？

女人：

不行，抱歉我给不了。

男人：

好吧，那我到哪儿能弄一张？

女人：

稍等，我得打个电话。（打电话）喂，汤姆，又是我，帕姆。不是，我在上班。你来的时候能带瓶酒吗？好的，再见，亲爱的！（对男人）好了，我们说到哪儿了？

男人：

PM624表格？

女人：

啊，对。好的，你带了八张照片来吗？

男人：

八张照片？

女人：

对，四张你的，四张猴子的。

男人：

我带了。（他递给女办事员几张照片。）

女人：

好。（仔细地看照片）等一下。你的这几张照片拍得很糟糕。

男人：

（看了看照片，笑起来）不是，不是！那几张照片是猴子的！另外几张才是我的！

女人：

啊，对。不好意思，我得打个电话，很快就好。（打电话）喂，汤姆，还是我，帕姆。不是，在办公室。我们今晚要不要去看电影？好的，我下班后去买票。再见，亲爱的！（对男人）好了，我们说到哪儿了？

男人：

我在等着要一张PM624表格。

女人：

啊，我知道了。

男人：

那么，能给我一张吗？

女人：

让我看看，今天星期几？

男人：

星期二。为什么问这个？

女人：

嗯，星期一、星期三和星期五，你可以从这个办公室领PM624表格，但是星期二和星期四，你要从563室领表格。

男人：

563室！那个房间在哪儿？

女人：

哦，很容易找。从这个门出去。（男人走了出去。）上楼。

男人：

（声音从台下传来）好的！然后呢？

女人：

（把写着“365室”的牌子摘下来）左转，左转，再左转。

男人：

（声音从台下传来）好的！

女人：

不是右转！左转，左转，再左转！现在下楼，就是你右手边的办公室。（她把写着“563室”的牌子挂到墙上。）

男人：

（走进来）你好。哦，是你。

女人：

你好，这里是563室。有什么事情吗？

男人：

可我刚才就在这个房间，这是365室。

女人：

不是，这是563室。看，墙上写着“563室”。有什么事情吗？

男人：

请给我一张PM624表格。

女人：

好的，好的。请坐。

男人：

（坐下）可是我不明白！

女人：

好吧，你看到了，我在做两个人的工作。我在365室和563室办公，所以我把这两个房间合并了。这样我比较方便。

男人：

哦，我明白了。好吧，能给我一张PM624表格吗？

女人：

请稍等。（打电话）喂，汤姆，还是我，帕姆。对，我很快就要回家了。好，一会儿见。再见，亲爱的！

男人：

现在能给我PM624表格吗？

女人：

让我看看。是给这只猴子的，对吗？

男人：

对，没错。

女人：

是只要工作的猴子吗？

男人：

不是，它不工作。它住在我家里。

女人：

那就好，因为PM624表格对要工作的猴子无效。

男人：

（生气地）行了，你到底给不给我PM624表格？我半个小时之前就来了。你先是叫我去取一个号，不对，是两个号。

女人：

谁都得有号。这是规定。

男人：

（愈发生气）接着你又要八张照片。然后你又让我从这个房间出去又回来。

女人：

是让你去另一个房间，563室。

男人：

现在你又问这是不是一只有工作的猴子？这同时你一直在给你的朋友汤姆打电话，聊吃饭、看电影，还有……

他哭了起来。

女人：

规定不是我定的。你知道，我只是在这里工作。

男人：

（感觉好一些）是的，我知道。对不起，现在能给我PM624表格了吗？

女人：

稍等，现在几点了？

男人：

（看了看表）五点过一分。怎么了？

女人：

哦，天哪！这间办公室五点关门，你能明天再来吗？

男人：

啊——！（他哭着跑了出去。）


Marry Me, Darling!

INTRODUCTION

Gwen is Roger's girlfriend. She first met him ten years ago, and they go out together two or three times a week. Now she would like to marry him, but he never talks about marrying. This evening he's coming to dinner at her sister's beautiful house. Perhaps he's going to ask her to marry him tonight!

CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY

Gwen, a woman of about 30

Roger, a man of about 30

PERFORMANCE NOTES

The scene is a big living room, with expensive-looking chairs around a coffee table. There is a mirror on the wall. On the table there are some cigarettes and a woman's bag. Gwen is wearing a gold watch.

You will need some cigarettes, a cup of coffee and a ring.




Gwen is looking at herself in the mirror.

GWEN

(To herself) Mmm, you look beautiful! But what does Roger think? (To the audience) Roger's my boyfriend, you see. He's very shy, you know, and very poor. But perhaps tonight he's going to ask me to marry him. He's coming here to dinner at my sister's house. Nice, isn't it?

She looks around her, smiling. The door opens.

GWEN

Ah, here he is!

Roger comes in.

ROGER

(Looking at her) Oh, Gwen!

GWEN

(Looking at him) Oh, Roger!

ROGER

(Moving nearer) Oh, Gwen!

GWEN

(Looking at him) Oh, Roger!

ROGER

(Moving nearer) Oh, Gwen!

GWEN

(Looking away) Oh, Roger! (To the audience) This is going to take all evening!

ROGER

Gwen, my love.

GWEN

(Smiling at him) Yes, Roger?

ROGER

You know, we first met a long time ago.

GWEN

Yes.

ROGER

Nine years ago, I think.

GWEN

Ten!

ROGER

Sorry, of course it's ten. (To the audience) This isn't easy. She's very rich and I'm very poor. (To Gwen) Well, after ten years, it's time...

GWEN

(Looking interested) Yes?

ROGER

It's time...

GWEN

Yes?

ROGER

To have a cigarette, I think. Have you got one, Gwen?

GWEN

Of course, darling.

ROGER

(To the audience) What a wonderful house she's got! Everything in here looks very expensive.

She takes a cigarette from the table and gives it to him.

GWEN

Here you are, darling.

ROGER

(Looking at her watch and speaking to the audience) What a beautiful gold watch!

GWEN

What did you say, darling?

ROGER

Oh, it's your hands, darling. They're wonderfully, wonderfully beautiful!

GWEN

(To the audience) What's new about my hands? (To Roger) Oh Roger, you say the nicest things!

ROGER

And your mouth, Gwen...

GWEN

(Coming nearer) Yes, Roger?

ROGER

It's a beautiful flower – Oh! (He moves quickly away, and Gwen puts her hand over her mouth.)

GWEN

(To the audience) I had some garlic for lunch! Roger, you're very handsome, you know.

ROGER

(Shyly) Oh, am I, Gwen?

GWEN

Oh yes. Your ears! I love your ears! They're very – interesting. (To the audience) And very big.

ROGER

Oh Gwen!
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'Oh Roger, you say the nicest things!'

GWEN

Your eyes! I love your eyes! They're very – blue. (To the audience) And very cold.

ROGER

Oh my love!

GWEN

And your hair! I love your hair! It's very – brown. (To the audience) There isn't much there.

ROGER

Oh darling! Well, after that I must say...

GWEN

Yes, Roger?

ROGER

I need a coffee. Could you get me one, Gwen?

GWEN

Of course, darling. (She goes out.)

ROGER

(To the audience) I don't like milk in my coffee. Is she going to remember?

Gwen comes back and gives a cup of coffee to Roger.

GWEN

I put some milk in it, darling. Is that all right?

ROGER

Mmm, wonderful, darling. Just like you!

GWEN

(Smiling shyly) Oh Roger!

ROGER

Well, darling, it was eleven years ago...

GWEN

Ten!

ROGER

Of course. Ten. Ten. Sorry! So it's about time...

GWEN

Yes, darling?

ROGER

It's about time...

GWEN

Yes, darling?

ROGER

To bring you a little something.

He takes a ring from his pocket.

GWEN

Oh Roger, a ring! How beautiful!
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'Oh Roger, a ring! How beautiful!'

ROGER

Do you like it? (To the audience) It was very expensive!

GWEN

Of course, darling. (To the audience) Oh dear, it looks so cheap. (To Roger). Roger, how exciting! Are you asking me...?

ROGER

Yes. (Taking her hand) Marry me, darling!

GWEN

Er, well, now you ask me, I don't know.

ROGER

You don't know?

GWEN

Well, this is all very sudden, Roger. I need some more time to think about it.

ROGER

(To the audience) Oh no! That's bad! I need her money. (To Gwen) How much time do you need?

GWEN

Well, I can give you an answer next week.

ROGER

But next week I'm going to New York!

GWEN

New York! How exciting!

ROGER

It's only for work, you know. (To the audience) Of course, Susie's going to be there! I always see her when I go to New York! (To Gwen) Oh Gwen! Please give me an answer before I leave!

GWEN

You see, Roger, you need to change a lot, before I can marry you.

ROGER

Change? Me? Change? But how?

GWEN

Well, to begin with, you must stop smoking!

ROGER

(Looking at his cigarette) Stop smoking?

GWEN

And you must stop drinking coffee!

ROGER

(Looking at his coffee) Stop drinking coffee?

GWEN

And you must stop going to New York, too!

ROGER

Stop going to New York? (To the audience) Does she know about Susie? Oh dear!

GWEN

So, Roger, what do you think? Can you change?

ROGER

What can I say, Gwen? I need you. (To the audience) And I need her money! (To Gwen) I'm going to stop smoking. And drinking coffee. And going to New York. (To the audience) Sorry, Susie!

GWEN

All right, Roger. I can give you my answer here and now. My answer is yes!

ROGER

Oh Gwen, darling!

GWEN

Oh Roger! (They kiss.)

ROGER

(To the audience) Now I needn't think about money any more! I'm going to have lots of money, my darling wife's money! (Laughing)

GWEN

(To the audience) Roger doesn't know this, but I'm not rich at all! I like expensive things, but I haven't got much money. When I tell him, what's he going to say?(Laughing)

They go out, hand in hand and smiling happily at each other.



garlic n. a plant used in cooking which makes your breath smell bad 大蒜


嫁给我，亲爱的！

内容简介

格温是罗杰的女朋友。她十年前与他相识，他们每周约会两三次。现在她想跟罗杰结婚，但是罗杰却从来没有谈到过婚事。今天晚上，罗杰要到她姐姐漂亮的家中参加晚宴。或许今晚罗杰会向她求婚！

剧中人物

格温，一个大约30岁的女人

罗杰，一个大约30岁的男人

场景说明

场景是一个宽敞的客厅，里面有一张咖啡桌，桌子四周摆放着外观高档的椅子。墙上有一面镜子。桌子上有一些香烟和一个女士包。格温戴着一块金表。

要准备一些香烟，一杯咖啡和一枚戒指。

格温在照镜子。

格温：

（自言自语）唔，你看来很漂亮！不过罗杰怎么想呢？（对观众）让我告诉你们，罗杰是我的男朋友。要知道，他非常害羞，还很穷，不过说不定今晚他会向我求婚。他今晚要来我姐姐家参加宴会。很不错，不是吗？

她看了看四周，笑了。门开了。

格温：

啊，他来了！

罗杰走了进来。

罗杰：

（看着她）哦，格温！

格温：

（看着他）哦，罗杰！

罗杰：

（走近一些）哦，格温！

格温：

（看着他）哦，罗杰！

罗杰：

（又走近一些）哦，格温！

格温：

（看向一边）哦，罗杰！（对观众）这两句能说一个晚上！

罗杰：

格温，我的宝贝。

格温：

（对他微笑）什么事，罗杰？

罗杰：

你知道，我们第一次见面是很久以前的事了。

格温：

是的。

罗杰：

我想是九年前。

格温：

十年前！

罗杰：

抱歉，当然是十年前。（对观众）这可不容易。她很富有，而我很穷。（对格温）嗯，十年了，是时候……

格温：

（很感兴趣）什么？

罗杰：

是时候……

格温：

什么？

罗杰：

抽根烟了，我想。你有烟吗，格温？

格温：

当然有，亲爱的。

罗杰：

（对观众）她的房子真漂亮！这儿的东西看起来都很值钱。

格温从桌上拿了一根烟递给罗杰。

格温：

给，亲爱的。

罗杰：

（看着格温的表，对观众）多漂亮的金表呀！

格温：

你说什么，亲爱的？

罗杰：

哦，说你的手，亲爱的。你的手真是美，太美了！

格温：

（对观众）我的手有什么可新鲜的？（对罗杰）哦，罗杰，你嘴巴真甜！

罗杰：

还有你的嘴，格温……

格温：

（凑近些）什么，罗杰？

罗杰：

是一朵美丽的花——哦！（他快速闪开，格温用手捂住了嘴。）

格温：

（对观众）我午餐吃了大蒜！（对罗杰）罗杰，你知道吗，你很帅。

罗杰：

（害羞地）哦，是吗，格温？

格温：

哦，是的。你的耳朵！我喜欢你的耳朵！你的耳朵很——特别。（对观众）还很大。

罗杰：

哦，格温！

格温：

你的眼睛！我喜欢你的眼睛！你的眼睛很——蓝。（对观众）还很冷酷。

罗杰：

哦，我的宝贝！

格温：

还有你的头发！我喜欢你的头发！你的头发——是深棕色的。（对观众）头发没多少。

罗杰：

哦，亲爱的！嗯，听了这些，我得说……

格温：

什么，罗杰？

罗杰：

我想喝杯咖啡。你能给我倒杯咖啡吗，格温？

格温：

当然，亲爱的。（她走了出去。）

罗杰：

（对观众）我不喜欢在咖啡里加奶。她会记得吗？

格温回来，端给罗杰一杯咖啡。

格温：

我在里面加了些奶，亲爱的。这样行吗？

罗杰：

唔，好极了，亲爱的。就像你一样！

格温：

（害羞地笑）哦，罗杰！

罗杰：

嗯，亲爱的，十一年前……

格温：

十年前！

罗杰：

当然，是十年前。十年。抱歉！所以现在是时候……

格温：

什么，亲爱的？

罗杰：

是时候……

格温：

什么，亲爱的？

罗杰：

给你一个小东西了。

他从口袋里掏出一枚戒指。

格温：

哦，罗杰，一枚戒指！太漂亮了！

罗杰：

你喜欢吗？（对观众）这个贵得要死！

格温：

当然，亲爱的。（对观众）哦，天哪，看起来多么廉价。（对罗杰）罗杰，真让人激动！你是要让我……？

罗杰：

是的。（握住她的手）嫁给我，亲爱的！

格温：

呃，嗯，现在你向我求婚，我不知道。

罗杰：

你不知道？

格温：

唔，这太突然了，罗杰。我需要一些时间考虑一下。

罗杰：

（对观众）哦，不！这下糟了！我需要她的钱。（对格温）你需要多长时间？

格温：

唔，我下个星期答复你。

罗杰：

可是下个星期我要去纽约！

格温：

纽约！多棒啊！

罗杰：

你知道，只是去出差。（对观众）当然，苏茜会在那儿！我去纽约的时候总是去看她！（对格温）哦，格温！请在我走之前答复我！

格温：

你看，罗杰，你得做很多改变，我才能嫁给你。

罗杰：

改变？我？改变？可是怎么改？

格温：

唔，首先，你必须戒烟！

罗杰：

（看着他的香烟）戒烟？

格温：

而且你必须戒掉咖啡！

罗杰：

（看着他的咖啡）戒掉咖啡？

格温：

而且你也不能再去纽约！

罗杰：

不能再去纽约？（对观众）她知道苏茜的事了吗？哦，老天！

格温：

那么，罗杰，你觉得怎么样？你能改变吗？

罗杰：

我能说什么呢，格温？我需要你。（对观众）而且我需要她的钱！（对格温）我会戒烟，戒掉咖啡，也不再去纽约了。（对观众）抱歉，苏茜！

格温：

好吧，罗杰。我现在就能在这里答复你：我愿意！

罗杰：

哦，格温，亲爱的！

格温：

哦，罗杰！（他们接吻。）

罗杰：

（对观众）现在我再也不用想钱的事了！我会有很多钱，我亲爱的妻子的钱！（大笑）

格温：

（对观众）罗杰不知道，我根本不富有！我喜欢昂贵的东西，但是没有多少钱。等我告诉他时，他会说什么呢？（大笑）

他们开心地相视而笑，手拉手走了出去。


ACTIVITIES



 Before Reading




1 Here are the six play titles. Which of the things, people or places below belongs to each play? Can you guess?


  
    	The Butler Did It
    	Have a Nice Holiday!
    	Old Friends
  

  
    	Rules are Rules
    	Marry Me, Darling!
    	Fred's Future
  


	　


  
    	a waiter
    	a crystal ball
    	Hollywood
  

  
    	a travel agent
    	a box
    	a gun
  

  
    	a café
    	a monkey
    	New York
  

  
    	a gold watch
    	Spain
    	a bedroom
  



2 Read the back cover and the story introduction. How much do you know now about the plays? Choose words to complete these sentences.

1) Perhaps someone's wife has a brother / lover.

2) There is a cat / monkey in one play.

3) Someone wants to have a holiday / go shopping.

4) James is a very bad / good butler.

5) Someone needs a driving / an animal licence.

6) One play has an airport / office worker in it.

7) Someone has a beautiful daughter / rich girlfriend.

3 Can you do this crossword? All the words are on the back cover or the story introduction.
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4 What is going to happen in some of the plays? Can you guess? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) James shoots his employer.

YES □／NO □

2) The man with the monkey gets his licence.

YES □／NO □

3) Roger asks his girlfriend to marry him.

YES □／NO □


ACTIVITIES



While Reading




1 Read The Butler Did It. Choose the best question-words for these questions, and then answer them.

 What / Who / Where

1) ... is speaking to James on the phone?

2) ... is in the bathroom at the moment?

3) ... does Henry usually keep his gun?

4) ... does Henry want James to do?

5) ... does Henry say when James sneezes?

6) ... does Henry think at the end of the play?

2 Read Have a Nice Holiday! Then put these sentences in the right order to make a short paragraph of four sentences.

1) Mr and Mrs Boggis go to a travel agent,

2) So they go to Spain,

3) Florida is very expensive,

4) but they are not happy there.

5) the travel agent gives them tickets to Australia.

6) because they want to go on holiday.

7) and Antarctica is very cold.

8) When they come back,

3 Read Old Friends. Who said these words in the play?

1) 'How wonderful to see you again!'

2) 'What would you like?'

3) 'There is a man in my life, and I'm going to marry him next week!'

4) 'He asked me to call him Bob.'

5) 'I'm his first girlfriend, you see.'

6) 'Help! Help! Help!'

4 Read Fred's Future. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1) Rosa asks people for money when she tells them their future.

2) Fred has got a very nice American girlfriend.

3) Fred is going to shoot himself.

4) Rosa tells Fred his future three times.

5) The most important thing for Fred is to be famous.

5 Read Rules are Rules and Marry Me, Darling! Who did what in these plays? How many true sentences can you make?
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ACTIVITIES



 After Reading




1 Here are some new titles for the six plays. Which titles go with which plays? Some are better titles than others. Can you say why?


  
    	The Man with the Monkey
    	Anyone for Tennis?
  

  
    	Love is Everything You Need
    	No Going Back
  

  
    	One Man and Two Women
    	Bless You, James!
  



2 Perhaps the man with the monkey wrote his diary for the day when he went to the office. Join these halves of sentences together, using the words below to join them.

and　　and then　　because　　but　　so　　when




1) I went to the licence office

2) First she told me to get a ticket,

3) I had a very bad day today,

4) In the end she closed the office

5) Suddenly I got angry,

6) I waited and waited in the office,

7) ... she told me to go to another office.

8) ... I feel very tired now.

9) ... it was only one minute past five!

10) ... I wanted a licence for the monkey.

11) ... the woman there didn't want to help.

12) ... began to cry!




Now put the six sentences in the right order to make a paragraph.

3 Perhaps Celia had a talk with Robert later. Write out their conversation in the correct order, and put in the speakers' names. Celia speaks first (number 5).

1) _____: So that's the end for us, is it, Robert?

2) _____: Mandy? Yes, she's beautiful, and a wonderful dancer!

3) _____: Well! So you really like her?

4) _____: Well, yes, darling. And, er, can you give me back my ring? It was very expensive.

5) _____: Now Robert, what's all this about Amanda?

6) _____: Oh darling, with Mandy, it's different. She moves so well!

7) _____: Here it is. I never liked it. And stop calling me darling!

8) _____: Yes, I'm sorry, Celia darling, I do like her.

9) _____: But you don't like dancing!

10) _____: Do you know, I think – yes, I am, darling!

11) _____: Just tell me one thing – are you going to ask Amanda to marry you?

4 Perhaps this is what three of the characters in the plays are thinking. Which characters are they, and in which plays? What is happening in the play at the moment?

1) 'Well, good luck to him. Everyone wants to be rich and famous, of course. And there are five more people waiting outside! Well, I know about my future – I'm not going to be famous, but I am going to be rich! Next, please!'




2) 'Well, it's now or never. I must ask her tonight. Let's see, have I got the ring? Ah yes, in the top pocket. But what am I going to say? And what's her answer going to be?'




3) 'What happened? Is she really dead? Did she have a lover? Or is he only the plumber – what was his name again? And what's going to happen to me, when someone finds their bodies? Or perhaps there aren't any bodies!'

5 Here is a puzzle. The answer is a word from Old Friends and Marry Me, Darling! with eight letters. To find the word, choose the right letters (one from each sentence) and write them in the boxes.


  
    	My first is in SHY.
    	□
  

  
    	My second is in WATCH.
    	□
  

  
    	My third is in BROWN.
    	□
  

  
    	My fourth is in DINNER.
    	□
  

  
    	My fifth is in SANDWICH.
    	□
  

  
    	My sixth is in SCHOOL.
    	□
  

  
    	My seventh is in MILK.
    	□
  

  
    	My eighth is in EYES.
    	□
  






You can say this about Robert, Bob, and Roger, but not usually about Celia, Amanda or Gwen. What is it?

6 Perhaps Mrs Roggis wrote a postcard from Australia to her sister. Use these words to complete it. (Use each word once.)

angry, breakfast, find, hot, laugh, pool, quiet, room, television, tickets, well




Dear Sue,

Here in Queensland it's very _____ at the moment  – 40℃! So Trevor swims in the _____ most of the time. I'm sleeping_____ because the hotel is usually very _____. But last night the young man in the _____ next to us had his _____ on very late. And when Trevor spoke to him at _____, he got very_____. Really, these young people! So we're going to change our hotel today.

　Yesterday Trevor suddenly said, 'Where are our _____ home? I can't _____ them!' He does like a good _____!

See you soon. Love, Linda

7 Which of these ideas do you agree (A) or disagree (D) with? Say why you agree or disagree.

1) It is wrong to have two girlfriends at the same time.

2) You must never kill anyone.

3) Nobody can see into the future.

4) Old school friends are always your best friends.

5) Everybody needs four weeks' holiday a year.

6) Nobody needs to have a butler these days.

7) Money is more important than love.
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内容简介

知道应该做什么事并不总是那么容易的。对这五个短剧里的人们来说，生活可能很艰难，偶尔还非常可笑。

哈里和他的朋友感觉厌烦透顶，因为他们身无分文。但是哈里有个计划可以改变这一切。这是一个不错的计划，但即便是最棒的计划也可能出严重的错误……

“听着，”罗恩说，“我那边的朋友有枪。把钱给我！现在就给我！”

“什么钱？”那个女人回答，“我很抱歉，这里不是银行，这里是图书馆。”

锡德和罗恩必须偷点什么东西，但要抢图书馆并不容易。那个女人高兴地把借书卡给了他们，这样他们可以借书，而不是偷书。事实上，她很乐意帮忙……

事情往往比表面上看起来要困难。但就像这些短剧中那样，当人们试图做正确的事情时，他们往往更有意思，也更加好笑。


FIVE SHORT PLAYS

It's not always easy to know the right thing to do. For the people in these five short plays, life can be difficult and sometimes very funny.




Harry and his friends are fed up because they haven't got any money. But Harry has a plan to change all this. It's a good plan, but even the best plans can go badly wrong...




'Listen,' says Ron, 'My friend over there has got a gun. Give me the money! Give it to me now!'




'What money?' the woman answers. 'I'm sorry, this is not a bank. This is a library.'




Sid and Ron must steal something, but it isn't easy to rob a library. The woman happily gives them library cards so they can borrow books, and not steal them. In fact, she's very pleased to help...




Things are often more difficult than they seem. But as in all these plays, people are often more interesting, and much funnier, when they're trying to do the right thing.
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The Robbery

INTRODUCTION

This play is about a group of five friends. They are fed up because they haven't got any money. But this is all going to change soon. One of the group, Harry, has a plan – a very good plan.

CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY

Harry

Sid

Wilf

Gladys

Ron

Three people reading in a library

Woman working in a library

PERFORMANCE NOTES

Scene 1: A room in the friends' home. There are chairs and a table. Everything looks very old and dirty. Wilf and Gladys are drinking tea. Ron is looking out of the window. Sid is watching the television, but it is not working.

Scene 2: Inside a library. There is a woman sitting at a table. She works in the library. Three other people are standing or sitting, holding books in their hands and reading.




You will need a table, chairs, an old television, two library cards and some books.




SCENE 1



The plan

Harry comes into the room. His friends look up at him.




HARRY

Hello, everyone. What are you doing?

SID

Nothing, Harry, nothing! What can we do? We haven't got any money.

HARRY

I know, I know. But it's OK. I have some work for us. We can make a lot of money.

WILF

Work? But you don't like work, Harry.

HARRY

Ah, but this work is different.

GLADYS

How, Harry? What are we going to do?

HARRY

We're going to rob a bank.

GLADYS

Rob a bank? But how can we?

HARRY

I have a plan, a very good plan.
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'I have a plan, a very good plan.'

WILF

Which bank are we going to rob?

HARRY

The Capital Bank.

WILF

Which one is that?

HARRY

The one next to the library in the High Street.

SID

That's a very big bank!

HARRY

Be quiet and listen. Now, I want Wilf to drive the car, and Gladys to stand outside the bank and watch the street.

WILF AND GLADYS

OK, Harry.

HARRY

Sid—

SID

(Excitedly) Yes, Harry? What do you want me to do?

HARRY

You must go into the bank and speak to everyone there. Say to them, 'Stay there! Don't move! I've got a gun in my pocket.'

SID

But Harry, we haven't got a gun.

HARRY

I know that! You just put your hand in your pocket like this. Move your hand up and down in your pocket and say, 'This is a gun!'

SID

I understand.

HARRY

Good. Now, Ron, I want you to go with Sid—

RON

Yes, Harry, and then what?

HARRY

Go to one of the bank workers and say, 'My friend has a gun. Give me the money!'

GLADYS

What are you going to do, Harry?

HARRY

I'm going to wait in the car with Wilf. Do you have any questions?

ALL

No.

HARRY

OK. So let's look at the plan again...




SCENE 2



The robbery

Sid and Ron run into the library. The people there look up from their books.




SID

Listen to me, all of you. This is a robbery. Don't move. I've got a gun in my pocket.

PEOPLE

Oh, don't shoot! Please don't shoot! We don't want to die.

SID

Nobody's going to die, but you must do what I say. (To Ron) Go on, Ron. What are you waiting for? Get the money! Quick!

Ron goes over to the woman who works there.

RON

Listen, my friend over there has got a gun. Give me the money! Give it to me now!

WOMAN

What money?

RON

What do you mean, 'What money?' The money in this bank, of course!

WOMAN

I'm sorry, this is not a bank. This is a library.

RON

What did you say – a library?

WOMAN

That's right. People come here to borrow books. We don't have any money here.

RON

Er, you don't have any money... Oh dear!... Sid! Sid!

SID

What? Have you got the money?

RON

There isn't any money. It's not a bank, Sid. We're not in a bank. This is a library!

SID

A library?

RON

That's right. They've only got books – lots and lots of books!

SID

Books? Well, get some of those, then. We must take something, or Harry's going to be angry.

RON

(To the woman) Give me lots of books!

WOMAN

Have you got a library card?
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'Have you got a library card?'

RON

A card? No, I haven't.

WOMAN

I'm sorry, you can't borrow books without a library card.

RON

Look, you don't understand, we're not borrowing books, we're stealing them!

WOMAN

I'm sorry, but you can't do that.

RON

Sid, we can't steal books, she says.

SID

I've got a gun. Tell her that!

RON

My friend's got a gun and he knows how to shoot!

WOMAN

Look, it's not a problem. I can give you and your friend a library card. Then you can borrow the books and not steal them. What are your names?

RON

Oh, all right. I'm Ronald Savage, and he's Sidney Dupree.

WOMAN

(Writing) Ronald Savage... Sidney Dupree. And what's your address?

RON

27 Dunfore Road, Hamley.

WOMAN

(Writing) 27 Dunfore Road, Hamley. Good, here you are. (She gives Ron two library cards.) Now you can borrow some books.

RON

But I don't know anything about reading. You must help me. Which books are best?

SID

Quick, Ron! I can't stand here much longer.

WOMAN

Here are some good books for you. (She takes three books from the shelves.) The Great Train Robbery, The Return of Sherlock Holmes, and The Adventures of Robin Hood. They're all very famous books.

RON

Oh, that's nice. They look interesting. Thanks.

SID

Ron, come on! Quick!

RON

It's OK, Sid, I've got the books.

SID

All right. (To the people in the library) We're going now, but don't move. Don't move or talk for five minutes.

PERSON 1

Can we read?

SID

Er, all right. But you must read quietly, OK?

RON

Come on, Sid! Let's go. Harry and the others are waiting.

WOMAN

Goodbye, and happy reading!

RON

Oh yes, thank you. All right, Sid. I'm coming.

They run out of the library.

PERSON 2

Oh dear! I was so afraid!

WOMAN

Oh, they weren't so bad. The one called Sid – he didn't really have a gun, you know.

PERSON 3

Perhaps. But they were robbers. They wanted to rob the bank!

WOMAN

(Laughing) Yes, but they came into the wrong building!

PERSON 1

Why do you look so pleased?

WOMAN

Well, it's important for everybody to read books – not just you and me, but everybody... even bank robbers!

PERSON 2

But you aren't going to get those books back, are you?

WOMAN

Oh yes, I am. Remember, I've got their names and their address!
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'Remember, I've got their names and their address!'



different adj. not like something or someone else, or not like before 不同的，不一样的

rob v. to steal money or things from a bank, shop etc, especially using violence 抢劫

library n. a room or building containing books that can be looked at or borrowed 图书馆

high street the main street of a town where most of the shops and businesses are （市镇商业区的）大街

understand v. to know the meaning of what someone is telling you, or the language that they speak 懂得，明白

shoot v. to make a bullet come out of a gun 开枪，射击

borrow v. to use something that belongs to someone else and that you must give back to them later 借，借入

steal v. to take something that belongs to someone else 偷，偷盗

address n. the details of the place where someone lives or works, that you use to send them letters, emails etc 地址

adventure n. an exciting experience in which dangerous or unusual things happen 冒险活动，冒险经历

quietly adv. without making much noise 轻声地

robber n. someone who steals money or property 抢劫者

important adj. having a big effect or influence on people's lives or on events in the future 重要的

remember v. to keep a particular fact about a situation in your mind 记住


抢劫

内容简介

本剧是关于五个朋友的故事。他们感觉厌烦透顶，因为他们身无分文。但这一切很快就会改变。这五人组当中的一个，哈里，有一个计划——一个非常不错的计划。

剧中人物

哈里

锡德

维尔夫

格拉迪丝

罗恩

图书馆里的三个读者

图书馆里的一个女馆员

场景说明

第一场：五个朋友家中的一个房间。有若干椅子和一张桌子。所有东西看起来都非常陈旧和邋遢。维尔夫和格拉迪丝在喝茶。罗恩正望向窗外。锡德在看电视，不过电视坏掉了。




第二场：图书馆里。一个女人坐在桌旁，她是图书馆馆员。另外有三个人，有的站着，有的坐着，手里都拿着书在读。




你将需要一张桌子、若干椅子、一台旧电视、两张借书卡和一些书。




第一场　计划

哈里走进房间，他的朋友抬头看他。




哈里：

嗨，大家好。你们在做什么呢？

锡德：

没什么，哈里，没什么！我们能做什么呢？我们身无分文。

哈里：

我知道，我知道。但没关系，我给咱们找了些工作。我们可以大赚一笔。

维尔夫：

工作？你可不喜欢工作，哈里。

哈里：

啊，但是这工作可不一样。

格拉迪丝：

怎么个不一样呢，哈里？我们要做什么？

哈里：

我们要去抢劫银行。

格拉迪丝：

抢劫银行？可我们能怎么做呢？

哈里：

我有一个计划，一个非常棒的计划。

维尔夫：

我们要抢哪家银行？

哈里：

资本银行。

维尔夫：

那是哪一家？

哈里：

商业街上图书馆隔壁的那一家。

锡德：

那是一家很大的银行！

哈里：

安静一下，大家听我说。嗯，我想让维尔夫开车，格拉迪丝站在银行外面观察街道上的动静。

维尔夫和格拉迪丝：

好的，哈里。

哈里：

锡德——

锡德：

（兴奋地）怎么，哈里？你想让我做什么？

哈里：

你得走进银行里面，朝那里所有的人喊话。对他们说：“待在原地！不许动！我口袋里有枪。”

锡德：

但是哈里，我们并没有枪。

哈里：

这我知道！你只要把手像这样放在口袋里，上下动一动，然后说：“这是支枪！”

锡德：

我明白了。

哈里：

明白了就好。嗯，罗恩，我想让你和锡德一起去——

罗恩：

是的，哈里，然后呢？

哈里：

然后你走到其中一个银行工作人员面前说：“我的朋友有枪，把钱给我！”

格拉迪丝：

那你打算做什么，哈里？

哈里：

我会和维尔夫在车里等着。你们有什么问题吗？

所有人：

没有。

哈里：

好的，那就让我们再来看看这个计划……




第二场　抢劫

锡德和罗恩跑进图书馆，馆里的人从书本上抬起头来。




锡德：

你们所有人都听好了。这是抢劫，不许动，我口袋里有枪。

众人：

哦，别开枪！请不要开枪！我们不想死。

锡德：

没有人会死，可你们得按我说的做。（对罗恩）动手呀，罗恩。你还在等什么？去拿钱！快点！

罗恩走到那个女馆员面前。

罗恩：

听着，我那边的朋友有枪。把钱给我！现在就给我！

女馆员：

什么钱？

罗恩：

你说“什么钱”是什么意思？当然是这个银行里的钱！

女馆员：

我很抱歉，这里不是银行，这里是图书馆。

罗恩：

你说什么——图书馆？

女馆员：

没错。大家来这里是借书的，我们这里一分钱也没有。

罗恩：

呃，你们一分钱也没有……天哪……锡德！锡德！

锡德：

怎么啦？你拿到钱了没有？

罗恩：

这里一分钱也没有。这不是银行，锡德。我们不是在银行，这里是图书馆！

锡德：

图书馆？

罗恩：

没错。他们只有书——好多好多的书！

锡德：

书？好吧，那就拿些书。我们一定得带点什么东西走，要不然哈里会发火的。

罗恩：

（对女馆员）给我好多的书！

女馆员：

你有借书卡吗？

罗恩：

卡？我没有卡。

女馆员：

我很抱歉，没有借书卡的话不能借书。

罗恩：

听着，你没搞明白，我们不是要借书，我们是要偷书！

女馆员：

我很抱歉，可你们不能那样做。

罗恩：

锡德，她说我们不能偷书。

锡德：

我有枪，你告诉她！

罗恩：

我朋友有枪，而且他知道怎么开枪！

女馆员：

听我说，这不是问题。我可以给你和你的朋友办一张借书卡。这样你们就能借书了，不用偷书。你们叫什么名字？

罗恩：

噢，好吧。我叫罗纳德·萨维奇，他叫锡德尼·杜普雷。

女馆员：

（写下）罗纳德·萨维奇……锡德尼·杜普雷。你们住在哪里？

罗恩：

哈姆利区邓福路27号。

女馆员：

（写下）哈姆利区邓福路27号。好的，给你。（她递给罗恩两张借书卡。）现在你们可以借书了。

罗恩：

可是我对读书一窍不通。你得帮帮我。哪些书最好？

锡德：

快点，罗恩！我可不想在这里待下去了。

女馆员：

这里有些不错的书。（她从书架上取下三本书。）《火车大劫案》、《福尔摩斯归来记》和《罗宾汉历险记》，它们都是非常有名的作品。

罗恩：

哦，那太好了。它们看上去很有趣，谢谢。

锡德：

罗恩，好了！快点！

罗恩：

可以了，锡德，我拿到书了。

锡德：

好。（对图书馆里的人）我们现在要走了，不过别动。五分钟之内不许动，不许说话。

读者甲：

我们可以看书吗？

锡德：

呃，好吧。不过你们得安安静静地看书，懂吗？

罗恩：

好了，锡德！我们走吧。哈里和其他人在等着呢。

女馆员：

再见，祝你们读书愉快！

罗恩：

哦，好的，谢谢你。行了，锡德，我来了。

他们跑出图书馆。

读者乙：

天哪，吓死我了！

女馆员：

哦，他们也不是太坏。那个叫锡德的人——你们知道，他并没有真的拿枪。

读者丙：

也许吧。可他们是抢劫犯，他们想抢劫银行！

女馆员：

（笑起来）是啊，不过他们进错了地方！

读者甲：

为什么你看起来很高兴的样子？

女馆员：

嗯，读书对每个人来说都很重要——不仅仅是你和我，而是每一个人……甚至是银行抢劫犯！

读者乙：

不过你那些书可是拿不回来了，不是吗？

女馆员：

啊，不，拿得回来。别忘了，我有他们的姓名和地址！


The Right Thing to Do

INTRODUCTION

In this play a man is lying in the street. Three different people stop and look. Perhaps the man needs help. But they don't know him, so it's not their problem, is it? Then a woman in blue arrives and suddenly things are different.

CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY

Patrick

Rebecca

David

Woman in blue

Michael Scott, a man lying in the street

Doctor

Nurse

PERFORMANCE NOTES

For this play you will need a small bottle of pills, a glass of water, blue clothes for the woman, a white coat for the doctor, and perhaps special clothes for the nurse.




A man is lying in the street. Rebecca is walking past. She stops and looks at him, then she looks around her – there is nobody there. She starts to walk away, stops, and goes back to look at the man again. Patrick walks past and stops to look at the man.




PATRICK

What's the matter with him?

REBECCA

I don't know.

PATRICK

Is he dead?
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'Is he dead?'

REBECCA

No, he's alive, I think.

PATRICK

Are you going to help him?

REBECCA

Me? Why me?

PATRICK

You were here first.

REBECCA

Yes, I was, but—

David comes in.

DAVID

What's the matter with him?

PATRICK

We don't know.

DAVID

He looks ill.

REBECCA

His eyes are closed. Look!

DAVID

Perhaps he's asleep.

REBECCA

Asleep? In the street?

PATRICK

Wake him up then.

DAVID

Why me? You do it.

PATRICK

(To Rebecca) What about you?

REBECCA

Me?

PATRICK

Yes. You were here first.

REBECCA

Yes, but it's not my problem.

DAVID

And it's not my problem!

A woman in blue comes in. She kneels down at once to help the man.

REBECCA

Hey, what are you doing?

WOMAN

I'm helping this man, of course!

DAVID

Are you a doctor?

WOMAN

No, I'm not, but he needs help.

REBECCA

Do you know him?

WOMAN

No, I don't.

REBECCA

Then he's not your problem.

WOMAN

Oh, be quiet!

REBECCA

(To the others) Did you hear that? She said, 'Be quiet!'

WOMAN

Be quiet and help.

REBECCA

She said it again!

WOMAN

(To David) Go and call an ambulance.
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'Go and call an ambulance.'

DAVID

Me?

WOMAN

Yes, you. And be quick.

DAVID

But—

WOMAN

Be quick! (David goes away.) Now you – (turning to

Rebecca) go and get some water.

REBECCA

Where from?

WOMAN

From that house over there. Don't look at me like that. Go!

REBECCA

I'm going. (Rebecca goes away.)

WOMAN

(To Patrick) Feel his pulse.

PATRICK

But I—

WOMAN

Go on! Feel his pulse.

PATRICK

(Kneeling down and taking the man's pulse) Well, he's still alive. He's saying something!

WOMAN

What is he saying?

PATRICK

He said, 'Pills,' I think.

WOMAN

(To Patrick) Pills? Look in his pocket.

PATRICK

I can't do that!

WOMAN

Look in his pocket!

Patrick looks in the man's coat pocket.

PATRICK

There's a bottle with some writing on it.

WOMAN

What does it say? Read it!

PATRICK

It says, 'For the heart. If you feel ill, take one of these pills.'

Rebecca comes back with a glass of water.

REBECCA

I've got the water.

WOMAN

Good. (To Patrick) Give him one of the pills with some water.

Patrick helps the man to sit up. He gives him a pill and some water.

MAN

(Very quietly) Thank you, thank you!

PATRICK

How do you feel?

MAN

A little better now.

The woman in blue goes away. The others do not see this. David comes running back.

DAVID

The ambulance is coming.

PATRICK

Good.

DAVID

How is he?

REBECCA

He's feeling a little better.

A doctor and a nurse come in. Patrick stands up.

DOCTOR

(Kneeling down by the man) What's the matter?
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'What's the matter?'

MAN

I was ill. It was my heart. That man gave me one of my pills. I'm all right now.

The doctor and the nurse help him to stand up.

NURSE

What's your name?

MAN

Scott. Michael Scott.

DOCTOR

Michael Scott, the famous TV chef?

MAN

Yes, that's right.

NURSE

Come with us, Mr Scott. We'd like to take you to hospital.

MAN

But I feel better now.

NURSE

Perhaps, but you must go to hospital.

MAN

All right. (Turning to the others) Well, thank you very much, everybody.

DAVID

That's all right.

REBECCA

We're happy to help.

PATRICK

Get well soon.

MAN

Thank you again. Goodbye!

The doctor and the nurse help Scott to walk away.

REBECCA

He's alive, and he's going to be OK.

PATRICK

He's alive because we were here.

DAVID

Michael Scott—

REBECCA

The famous TV chef!

PATRICK

We can all feel very pleased, I think.

REBECCA

Oh yes, we can.

DAVID

What about the woman?

REBECCA

Which woman?

DAVID

The woman who helped. Where is she?

PATRICK

Oh, her! I remember. She didn't help us.

DAVID

'Do this, do that,' she said. 'Be quick!'

REBECCA

She said, 'Be quiet,' to me.

PATRICK

That's right. I didn't like her. Did you?

REBECCA

No, I didn't. Where is she now?

PATRICK

She walked away.

DAVID

That's right – she just walked away. She didn't want to help.

REBECCA

We did everything.

DAVID

Yeah. Everything.

PATRICK

Today was an important day for us.

DAVID

It was. We helped someone famous.

REBECCA

Because of us he didn't die.

DAVID

We were there for him.

PATRICK

It was the right thing to do.

REBECCA

Yes, it was. Well done, everybody!

DAVID

(To Rebecca) And well done to you—

PATRICK

Well done to all of us!
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'Well done, everybody!'



alive adj. still living and not dead 活着的

asleep adj. sleeping 睡着的

kneel down to move into a position where your body is resting on your knees 跪下

ambulance n. a special vehicle that is used to take people who are ill or injured to hospital 救护车

feel/take someone's pulse count how many times someone's heart beats per minute 测某人的脉搏

writing n. words that have been written or printed 文字

nurse n. a person who helps people who are sick or hurt 护士

chef n. a skilled cook, especially the main cook in a hotel or restaurant 厨师；（尤指酒店或餐馆的）大厨










应该做的事

内容简介

在本剧中，一个男人躺在大街上。三个路人停下脚步来观望。也许那个男人需要帮助，可他们不认识他，所以这不是他们的问题，对吗？接着，一个蓝衣女人走过来，事情突然变得不一样了。

剧中人物

帕特里克

丽贝卡

戴维

蓝衣女人

迈克尔·斯科特，躺在大街上的男人

医生

护士

场景说明

演这部剧，你将需要一小瓶药丸、一杯水、蓝色女装、一件医生穿的白大褂，也许还要护士制服。




一个男人躺在大街上。丽贝卡走过时，停下脚步看看他，又环顾四周——周围一个人都没有。她准备走开，却又停下脚步，转回来再次看着那个男人。帕特里克走过时，也停下脚步看着那个男人。




帕特里克：

他怎么了？

丽贝卡：

我不知道。

帕特里克：

他死了吗？

丽贝卡：

不，我想他还活着。

帕特里克：

你打算帮他吗？

丽贝卡：

我？为什么是我？

帕特里克：

你先到这儿的。

丽贝卡：

是我先到的，不过——

戴维走过来。

戴维：

他怎么了？

帕特里克：

我们不知道。

戴维：

他看上去像是不舒服。

丽贝卡：

他的眼睛是闭着的。瞧！

戴维：

也许他是睡着了。

丽贝卡：

睡着了？在大街上？

帕特里克：

那把他叫醒吧。

戴维：

为什么是我？你来把他叫醒。

帕特里克：

（对丽贝卡）你来怎么样？

丽贝卡：

我？

帕特里克：

是呀。你先到这儿的。

丽贝卡：

你说得没错，不过这不是我的问题。

戴维：

这也不是我的问题！

一个蓝衣女人走过来。她立刻跪下来帮助那个男人。

丽贝卡：

嘿，你在干什么？

蓝衣女人：

我当然是在帮助这个人！

戴维：

你是医生吗？

蓝衣女人：

不，我不是，但他需要帮助。

丽贝卡：

你认识他吗？

蓝衣女人：

不，我不认识他。

丽贝卡：

那他就不是你的问题。

蓝衣女人：

嘿，安静！

丽贝卡：

（对其他人）你们听见了吗？她说“安静！”

蓝衣女人：

安静，过来帮忙。

丽贝卡：

她又说了这话！

蓝衣女人：

（对戴维）去叫救护车。

戴维：

我？

蓝衣女人：

是的，就是你。赶快去。

戴维：

可是——

蓝衣女人：

赶快！（戴维离开。）现在，你——（转向丽贝卡）去弄些水来。

丽贝卡：

到哪里弄？

蓝衣女人：

到那边的那座房子。别那样看着我。快去！

丽贝卡：

我这就去。（丽贝卡离开。）

蓝衣女人：

（对帕特里克）测他的脉搏。

帕特里克：

可是我——

蓝衣女人：

来呀！测他的脉搏。

帕特里克：

（跪下测那个男人的脉搏）哦，他还活着。他在说些什么！

蓝衣女人：

他在说什么？

帕特里克：

我想他说的是“药丸”。

蓝衣女人：

（对帕特里克）药丸？看看他的口袋。

帕特里克：

我不能那样做！

蓝衣女人：

看看他的口袋！

帕特里克看了看那个男人的外套口袋。

帕特里克：

里面有个瓶子，上面写了一些字。

蓝衣女人：

写的是什么？念一下！

帕特里克：

上面写着：“适用于心脏问题。如果感觉不适，服用一粒药丸。”

丽贝卡端着一杯水回来。

丽贝卡：

我弄到水了。

蓝衣女人：

好。（对帕特里克）用水给他服一粒药丸。

帕特里克扶那个男人坐起来，给他一粒药丸和一些水。

男人：

（声音微弱地）谢谢你，谢谢你！

帕特里克：

你感觉怎么样？

男人：

现在好点了。

蓝衣女人离开，但其他人没有看见。戴维跑回来。

戴维：

救护车马上就来。

帕特里克：

那就好。

戴维：

他怎么样？

丽贝卡：

他感觉好点了。

一位医生和一位护士走过来。帕特里克站起来。

医生：

（跪在那个男人身旁）怎么回事？

男人：

我觉得不舒服，是心脏的毛病。那个人给我服了一粒我带的药丸。我现在没事了。

医生和护士扶他站起来。

护士：

你叫什么名字？

男人：

斯科特，迈克尔·斯科特。

医生：

迈克尔·斯科特，电视上那位著名的大厨？

男人：

是的，没错。

护士：

跟我们走吧，斯科特先生。我们要送你去医院。

男人：

但我现在感觉好些了。

护士：

可能是这样。不过你还是得上医院。

男人：

好吧。（转向其他人）对了，非常感谢各位。

戴维：

别客气。

丽贝卡：

我们很乐意帮忙。

帕特里克：

祝你早日康复。

男人：

再次表示感谢，再见！

医生和护士搀扶斯科特离开。

丽贝卡：

他还活着，他会没事的。

帕特里克：

他还活着，是因为我们刚才在这儿。

戴维：

迈克尔·斯科特——

丽贝卡：

电视上那位著名的大厨！

帕特里克：

我想我们都有资格感到非常高兴。

丽贝卡：

哦，是的，没错。

戴维：

那个女人呢？

丽贝卡：

哪个女人？

戴维：

刚才帮忙的那个女人，她去哪里了？

帕特里克：

哦，她呀！我记得她。她并没有帮助我们。

戴维：

“做这个，做那个。”她说，“赶快！”

丽贝卡：

她对我说，“安静。”

帕特里克：

没错。我不喜欢她。你呢？

丽贝卡：

不，我也不喜欢她。她现在去哪里了？

帕特里克：

她走了。

戴维：

没错——她就那样走了。她并不想帮忙。

丽贝卡：

所有的事情都是我们做的。

戴维：

是呀。所有的事情。

帕特里克：

今天对我们来说是重要的一天。

戴维：

是的。我们帮助了一位名人。

丽贝卡：

因为我们他才没有丢掉性命。

戴维：

是我们帮助了他。

帕特里克：

这是应该做的事。

丽贝卡：

对。两位干得漂亮！

戴维：

（对丽贝卡）你也干得漂亮——

帕特里克：

我们大家都干得漂亮！


Canada Can Wait

INTRODUCTION

This play is about a young person who wants to change his life. Chris would like to see new places and learn new things, but the older people in his life don't like his plan. They can only see problems. Chris finds that he, too, is a little afraid of change.

CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY

Chris, a young person who wants to travel
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PERFORMANCE NOTES

At the beginning of the play Chris's friends are in a room. Cox is reading a book, Mills and Harris are talking quietly to each other, and Wright and Dean are looking out of a window.

You will need six chairs, a book, a bag and a map.




Cox, Mills and Harris are sitting in a room. Dean and Wright are standing by a window. Chris comes in.




CHRIS

(Smiling) Well, goodbye, everyone.
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'Well, goodbye, everyone.'

COX

(Putting down his book) Are you going?

CHRIS

Yes, I must.

MILLS

When are you going?

CHRIS

Now.

COX

Now? So soon?

MILLS

Don't go!

CHRIS

But I must. I need a change.

HARRIS

What are you going to do?

CHRIS

I'd like to travel for a time.

HARRIS

Travel? How wonderful!

DEAN

Yeah, think of us when you're travelling.

COX

Yes, think of us – we have to stay here.

MILLS

It's the same old thing, day after day—

HARRIS

The same old faces.

WRIGHT

The same old problems.

MILLS

Nothing different for us!

DEAN

But someone has to do it.

COX

Yes, that's right. We can't all go!

CHRIS

Why not? You can travel too.

COX

Us? (He laughs.)

MILLS

How can we travel?

HARRIS

We have things to do here.

CHRIS

What things?

WRIGHT

He says, 'What things?'

DEAN

What a question!

COX

(To the others) He's tired of us.

CHRIS

No, I'm not. I'm not tired of you. I'm happy here.

MILLS

Are you?

CHRIS

Well, I was happy here. It's a good place, and I—

HARRIS

Yes?

CHRIS

Well, I like you. I'm one of you – one of the group.

WRIGHT

That's nice.

DEAN

So where would you like to go?

CHRIS

I don't know. Spain, perhaps, or Greece... maybe even Canada—
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'Spain, perhaps, or Greece...'

COX

Canada?

CHRIS

Yes. I'm very interested in Canada.

MILLS

Canada, well!

HARRIS

That's interesting.

WRIGHT

You're very adventurous, Chris.

COX

We're not adventurous at all, I'm afraid.

DEAN

But then you're young—

COX

You have your life in front of you.

MILLS

You want to see exciting places—

HARRIS

Like Canada!

WRIGHT

The lakes and the forests...
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'The lakes and the forests...'

COX

The great St. Lawrence River...

DEAN

How wonderful!

COX

Lucky Chris!

MILLS

It's different for us. We have to stay here. We can't go to Canada.

HARRIS

'I'm one of you,' you said, 'one of the group.' But you're not!

DEAN

No, Chris, you're different from us—

CHRIS

No, I'm not! Stop talking like this. I'm not different from you. Sometimes I'm happy, sometimes I'm not. I work and eat and sleep, like you.

MILLS

Ah, but you are going away—

HARRIS

And we are staying here.

WRIGHT

And that makes you different.

CHRIS

I'm not different!

COX

But what about Canada?

CHRIS

Stop talking about Canada! I'm not going to Canada – I'd like to go there, that's all!

COX

So you aren't going there now?

CHRIS

I don't know. Perhaps. I need some time to think about my life.

WRIGHT

Oh, yes.

DEAN

Everyone does.

MILLS

It's usual for people to do that.

HARRIS

And there's lots of time. You're young.

CHRIS

That's right. I have my life in front of me.

HARRIS

So, take your time.

CHRIS

Right.

WRIGHT

You can stay here as long as you like—

DEAN

And think about it.

CHRIS

Yeah. (He sits down.)

ALL

Mmm...

Everyone is quiet for a moment.

COX

So what are you going to do?

CHRIS

Sorry?

MILLS

Are you leaving today?

CHRIS

Leaving? Er, not today. I want to think about it first.

MILLS

Of course.

HARRIS

When are you going, then?

CHRIS

Well, not now. Later, perhaps. I can stay here a bit longer. There's lots of time. (Laughing) Canada can wait, can't it?

WRIGHT

Yes, it can. It certainly can!

DEAN

You're one of us really, aren't you, one of the group?

CHRIS

Yes, I am, I think.

COX

(Laughing) But, you know, you say—

CHRIS

Yes? Say what?

COX

Well, you say some funny things sometimes!

CHRIS

Like what?

COX

Well, Canada!

Cox, Mills, Harris, Dean and Wright all laugh.

CHRIS

(Looking at them) What's so funny about that?

MILLS

(Laughing quietly) It doesn't matter.

HARRIS

Forget it.

COX

Look at the time – I must go!

MILLS

Me too. I have a lot to do.

HARRIS

And me.

WRIGHT

Let's all go.

DEAN

Yes, let's leave Chris with his dreams—

COX

About Canada!

They all laugh at Chris.

COX

See you later, Chris.

ALL

Bye-bye.

COX

(To Chris) Bye-bye, traveller!

Chris's friends laugh, and then go out. Chris stands and

watches them go. He doesn't look happy. He opens his bag

and takes out a large map. He opens the map on the floor and

looks at it carefully.

CHRIS

Thailand...Malaysia... Indonesia... Australia... (He looks up, smiling.) Mmm, Australia!

[image: alt]

'Mmm, Australia!'



travel v. to go from one place to another, or to several places, especially ones that are far away 旅行

wonderful adj. making you feel very happy 令人高兴的，使人愉快的

tired of bored with something, because it is no longer interesting, or has become annoying 对……感到厌倦的

adventurous adj. eager to go to new places and do exciting or dangerous things 有冒险精神的，喜欢冒险的

exciting adj. making you feel excited 令人兴奋的

carefully adv. in a careful way 仔细地


加拿大可以等

内容简介

本剧是关于一个年轻人想改变生活的故事。克里斯想要见识新地方、了解新事物，但他周围年长一些的人不喜欢他的计划。他们看到的只有问题。克里斯发现，他自己也有点害怕改变。

剧中人物

克里斯，一个想旅行的年轻人
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场景说明

在本剧一开始，克里斯的朋友在一个房间里。考克斯在看书，米尔斯和哈里斯在小声谈话，赖特和迪安正望向窗外。

你将需要六把椅子、一本书、一个背包和一张地图。




考克斯、米尔斯和哈里斯坐在房间里，迪安和赖特站在窗户旁边，这时克里斯走进来。




克里斯：

（露出笑容）那么，再见了，各位。

考克斯：

（放下手中的书）你要走了吗？

克里斯：

是的，我一定要走。

米尔斯：

你什么时候走？

克里斯：

现在就走。

考克斯：

现在就走？这么快？

米尔斯：

别走！

克里斯：

但我一定要走，我需要改变。

哈里斯：

你打算做什么？

克里斯：

我想旅行一段时间。

哈里斯：

旅行？多惬意啊！

迪安：

好吧，你旅行的时候要想到我们呀。

考克斯：

是啊，要想到我们——我们得待在这里。

米尔斯：

每天都是相同的那些事——

哈里斯：

相同的老面孔。

赖特：

相同的老问题。

米尔斯：

对我们来说没有任何变化！

迪安：

但必须有人作出一些改变。

考克斯：

是的，没错。但我们不能全都去！

克里斯：

为什么不可以？你们也可以旅行。

考克斯：

我们？（他笑起来。）

米尔斯：

我们怎么能旅行？

哈里斯：

我们在这里有事情要做。

克里斯：

什么事情？

赖特：

他问，“什么事情？”

迪安：

好一个问题！

考克斯：

（对其他人）他厌烦我们了。

克里斯：

不，我没有。我没有厌烦你们。我在这里很开心。

米尔斯：

是吗？

克里斯：

嗯，我过去在这里很开心。这是一个不错的地方，而且我——

哈里斯：

什么？

克里斯：

嗯，我喜欢你们。我是你们当中的一员——这个群体中间的一员。

赖特：

说得好。

迪安：

那么你想去什么地方呢？

克里斯：

我不知道。也许去西班牙，或者希腊……甚至有可能去加拿大——

考克斯：

加拿大？

克里斯：

是的，我对加拿大很感兴趣。

米尔斯：

加拿大，真想不到！

哈里斯：

有意思。

赖特：

你很有冒险精神，克里斯。

考克斯：

恐怕我们一点儿都不爱冒险。

迪安：

不过你还年轻——

考克斯：

你的人生还在前头。

米尔斯：

你想见识令人兴奋的地方——

哈里斯：

就像加拿大！

赖特：

那些湖泊和森林……

考克斯：

壮阔的圣劳伦斯河——

迪安：

太棒了！

考克斯：

幸运的克里斯！

米尔斯：

我们就不同了。我们得待在这里，不能去加拿大。

哈里斯：

这可是你说的，“我是你们当中的一员，这个群体中间的一员”。但你并不是！

迪安：

不，克里斯，你和我们不一样——

克里斯：

不，我没有！别这样说了。我和你们没有什么不同。有时候我开心，有时候我难过。我工作、吃饭、睡觉，和你们一样。

米尔斯：

啊，可你要离开了——

哈里斯：

而我们要待在这里。

赖特：

这就让你显得不一样了。

克里斯：

我没有不一样！

考克斯：

可你不是要去加拿大吗？

克里斯：

别再提加拿大了！我不是要去加拿大——我只是想要去那里，就是这样！

考克斯：

那么现在你不去那里了？

克里斯：

我不知道，也许吧。我需要一些时间思考一下我的人生。

赖特：

哦，是的。

迪安：

每个人都需要这样做。

米尔斯：

人们那样做是很平常的。

哈里斯：

而且你还有大把的时间，你还年轻。

克里斯：

说得对，我的人生还在前头。

哈里斯：

所以，慢慢来。

克里斯：

没错。

赖特：

你想在这里待多久就待多久——

迪安：

好好想想吧。

克里斯：

好的。（他坐下来。）

所有人：

嗯……

一时间所有人都陷入沉默。

考克斯：

那么你打算做什么？

克里斯：

你说什么？

米尔斯：

你今天会出发吗？

克里斯：

出发？呃，今天不会。我想先考虑一下这事。

米尔斯：

当然。

哈里斯：

那你什么时候动身？

克里斯：

这个嘛，反正不是现在。也许过些时候。我可以在这里多待上一阵。还有大把的时间。（笑起来）加拿大可以等，不是吗？

赖特：

是的，可以，当然可以！

迪安：

你确实是我们当中的一员，不是吗，这个群体中间的一员？

克里斯：

是的，我觉得我是。

考克斯：

（笑起来）不过，你知道，你说——

克里斯：

嗯？说什么？

考克斯：

嗯，有时候你会说些很奇怪的话！

克里斯：

比如什么？

考克斯：

嗯，加拿大！

考克斯、米尔斯、哈里斯、迪安和赖特都笑起来。

克里斯：

（看着他们）有这么好笑吗？

米尔斯：

（窃笑）无所谓了。

哈里斯：

别在意。

考克斯：

看看都几点了——我得走了！

米尔斯：

我也是，我有好多事情要做。

哈里斯：

还有我。

赖特：

我们都走吧。

迪安：

好，留克里斯自己在这里做梦吧——

考克斯：

做加拿大的梦！

他们都嘲笑克里斯。

考克斯：

回头见，克里斯。

所有人：

拜拜。

考克斯：

（对克里斯）拜拜，旅行家！

克里斯的朋友笑着走出房间。克里斯站在那里看着他们离开。他看起来不太高兴。他打开自己的背包，拿出一张大地图。他把地图摊开放在地板上，认真地看起来。

克里斯：

泰国……马来西亚……印度尼西亚……澳大利亚……（他抬起头，露出笑容。）嗯，澳大利亚！


Salt

INTRODUCTION

A man goes into a grocery store and buys a lot of salt. At first the other people in the store can't understand why. Then they hear his story, and they all want to buy salt too.

CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY

Shopkeeper, a person who owns a small grocery store
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Manra, a truck driver

PERFORMANCE NOTES

Scene 1: In a small grocery store.

Scene 2: In a street, some hours later.




You will need ten bags of salt, and a small cart on wheels. You will need the noise of a truck stopping suddenly, but we do not see the truck.




SCENE 1



No more salt

In a small grocery store, Groot is asking the shopkeeper for something. The others are waiting behind him.




GROOT

I'd like ten bags of salt, please.

SHOPKEEPER

Ten? Of course. That's ten dollars, please.

GROOT

Here you are.

SHOPKEEPER

Can I help you with all that?

GROOT

No, thanks. I have this cart.

SHOPKEEPER

Ten bags. That's a lot of salt.

GROOT

Yes. Salt is very important, you know.

SHOPKEEPER

It is. But why do you need ten bags?

GROOT

Soon there isn't going to be enough salt in the world. I saw it on television.

SHOPKEEPER

Not enough salt? Really?

GROOT

It's true. So I'm buying some now. Goodbye!

He goes out with his cart.

NELLO

Did you hear that?
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'Did you hear that?'

DURG

Yeah, there isn't enough salt in the world.

SPRATLY

Not enough salt? That isn't true.

NELLO

But he saw it on television. Soon there isn't going to be any in the stores.

SPRATLY

Really? That's bad – I need salt.

DURG

Me too. I can't live without it!

NELLO

(To the shopkeeper) Give me some salt, please, ten bags – no, make that twenty bags.

SPRATLY

And me. I'd like thirty bags.

DURG

Me first! I've got a big family. We need salt.

SHOPKEEPER

Be quiet, all of you! You must wait.

NELLO

But we want our salt.

DURG

And we want it now.

SHOPKEEPER

But that man bought my last ten bags.

SPRATLY

Then it's true! He was right – there isn't enough salt in the world. What are we going to do?

SHOPKEEPER

That's your problem. It's six o'clock – time to close the store. I'm going home.

NELLO

But what about our salt?

SHOPKEEPER

Look, there's a lot of salt in the world – enough for everybody. Goodbye!

They all go out.




SCENE 2



We want salt!

Spratly finds Groot standing in a street with his cart.




SPRATLY

Excuse me, I want to buy some salt.

GROOT

Sorry? What did you say?

SPRATLY

I know about the problem.

GROOT

What problem? What are you talking about?

SPRATLY

Soon there isn't going to be enough salt.

GROOT

Oh, you heard about that?

SPRATLY

Yes, and I want some salt.

GROOT

Then go to a grocery store and buy some.

SPRATLY

I can't find any. Every time I ask, the shopkeeper says, 'Sorry, no more salt.'

GROOT

Oh dear!

SPRATLY

But you have some. You bought ten large bags – I saw you.
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'But you have some.'

GROOT

I'm sorry, but I'm not selling my salt.

SPRATLY

But I'll give you ten dollars a bag.

GROOT

(Laughing) No, I want fifty dollars a bag! It's more expensive every day. Soon there isn't going to be enough.

SPRATLY

All right, all right, fifty dollars a bag! Give me five bags. Here's the money.

GROOT

Good man! You're doing the right thing.

Spratly goes out. Durg comes in.

DURG

Excuse me, I saw you buy some salt.

GROOT

Ah!

DURG

What's happening? I can't find any. The shopkeepers all say, 'Sorry. No more salt!'

GROOT

There's a problem.

DURG

I know. It was on television. Everybody is talking about it. Listen, I must have some salt.



GROOT

Sorry, I can't help you.

DURG

But I need it for my family. Please!

GROOT

All right, all right, but it's... er... a hundred dollars a bag.

DURG

Oh no!

GROOT

I told you – everybody wants salt. Well?

DURG

Oh, all right, then. Give me four bags.

GROOT

Four? Good! You understand the world, my friend. I see it in your face.

DURG

Here's the money.

GROOT

And here's your salt! Goodbye.

Durg goes out. Nello comes in.

NELLO

Hey, you, stop!

GROOT

Are you talking to me?

NELLO

Yes, you were in the grocery store—

GROOT

Was I? Perhaps. I go into a lot of grocery stores.

NELLO

You bought all the salt in the store!

GROOT

Well, there's a problem, you know.

NELLO

Yes, there is – and it's all because of you!

GROOT

That's not true!

NELLO

I met Spratly just now. He tried to sell me a bag of salt for five hundred dollars!

GROOT

That's too much.

NELLO

Of course it is – I know your plan! You go from store to store. You buy all the salt, and sell it for a lot more money!

GROOT

OK, it's true – I buy and sell salt – that's not wrong.

NELLO

Then sell some to me.

GROOT

No, I don't want to.

NELLO

(Holding him, angrily) Listen, I'm going to buy, and you're going to sell. (Shouting) Do you understand?

GROOT

But I've only got one bag left.

NELLO

(Angrily) Give it to me, then!

GROOT

It's two hundred dollars. Well, OK, you can have it for a hundred and fifty. But let me go!

NELLO

(Shouting) Give it to me!

GROOT

No, give me the money first. Now let me go! Oh, help! Help!

Groot runs out. We hear a truck stop suddenly, and Groot cries out. The driver, Manra, comes in, helping Groot to walk.

MANRA

He ran in front of my truck. I didn't see—
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'He ran in front of my truck.'

NELLO

You didn't do anything wrong. It was an accident.

MANRA

But why did he run across the street without looking?

NELLO

I was angry with him. So he ran away.

MANRA

(To Groot) how do you feel?

GROOT

(Holding his leg) Oh, my leg! My leg hurts. I think it's—

NELLO

He's OK, I think.

MANRA

Wait a minute, what's this in the street?

NELLO

It's salt. He had a bag of salt and I wanted it.

MANRA

Salt? Well, that's interesting! I'm carrying salt on my truck – bags and bags of it!

NELLO

Salt? Oh no! (He laughs.)

MANRA

Why are you laughing?

NELLO

It doesn't matter. I can't tell you now.

MANRA

Then you can tell that policeman. Look, he's coming across the street now. He saw the accident, I think!



grocery store a building where people buy food and other small things for the home 食品杂货店

shopkeeper n. someone who owns or is in charge of a small shop 店主

television n. a piece of electronic equipment shaped like a box with a screen, on which you can watch programmes 电视

 expensive adj. costing a lot of money 昂贵的

accident n. a situation in which someone is injured or something is damaged without anyone intending them to be 意外事件；事故

policeman n. a male police officer （男）警察


盐

内容简介

一个男人走进食品杂货店买了很多盐。一开始商店里的其他人不明白为什么。接着他们听到了他的说法，于是他们也都想买盐。

剧中人物

小食品杂货店店主
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曼拉，卡车司机

场景说明

第一场：在一间小食品杂货店里。

第二场：几个小时之后，在一条大街上。

你将需要十袋盐，一辆小手推车。还需要有卡车急刹车的声音，但观众不会看到卡车。




第一场　没有盐了

在一间小食品杂货店里，格罗特正向店主买什么东西。其他人等在他身后。




格罗特：

请给我十袋盐。

店主：

十袋？当然可以。总共十美元，谢谢。

格罗特：

给您钱。

店主：

需要我帮忙拿吗？

格罗特：

不用了，谢谢。我有这辆手推车。

店主：

十袋。那可是很多盐。

格罗特：

是的。您知道，盐很重要。

店主：

是这样的。但您为什么需要十袋呢？

格罗特：

世界上的盐很快就会不够用了。这是我在电视上看到的。

店主：

盐不够用？真的吗？

格罗特：

是真的。所以我现在就赶紧买上一些。再见！

他推着手推车下场。

内洛：

你们听见他说的了吗？

杜尔格：

听见了，他说世界上的盐不够用了。

斯普拉特利：

盐不够用？那是瞎说。

内洛：

可这是他在电视上看到的。很快店里就不会再有盐卖了

斯普拉特利：

真的吗？那太糟了——我需要盐。

杜尔格：

我也是。没有盐，我的日子没法过下去！

内洛：

（对店主）请给我来些盐，十袋——不，来二十袋。

斯普拉特利：

还有我，我要三十袋。

杜尔格：

先给我！我有一大家子人，我们需要盐。

店主：

大家都安静！你们得等等。

内洛：

可是我们想要盐。

杜尔格：

我们现在就想要。

店主：

可刚才那个男人买走了我最后十袋盐。

斯普拉特利：

那是真的了！他说得对——世界上的盐不够用了。我们该怎么办呢？

店主：

那是你们的问题。现在六点了——到了店打烊的时间。我要回家了。

内洛：

可我们的盐怎么办？

店主：

听着，世界上的盐多得是——足够每个人吃的。再见！

他们一起下场。

第二场　我们想要盐！

斯普拉特利发现格罗特扶着手推车站在街上。




斯普拉特利：

打扰一下，我想买一些盐。

格罗特：

抱歉，你刚才说什么？

斯普拉特利：

我知道出问题了。

格罗特：

什么问题？你在说什么？

斯普拉特利：

很快盐就会不够用了。

格罗特：

哦，你听说这事了？

斯普拉特利：

是的，所以我想要些盐。

格罗特：

那去食品杂货店买一些呀。

斯普拉特利：

我买不到了。每次我问的时候店主都说，“对不起，没有盐了。”

格罗特：

天哪！

斯普拉特利：

但是你有盐。你买了十大袋盐——我亲眼看见的。

格罗特：

抱歉，可我不会卖的。

斯普拉特利：

那我每袋给你十美元。

格罗特：

（笑起来）不，每袋五十美元我才卖！这东西天天都在涨价。很快就会不够用了。

斯普拉特利：

好吧，好吧，一袋五十美元！给我五袋，这是你的钱。

格罗特：

你真明智！你做得对。

斯普拉特利下场，杜尔格上场。

杜尔格：

打扰一下，我看见你买了一些盐

格罗特：

啊！

杜尔格：

怎么回事？我哪里都买不到盐。店主们都说，“抱歉，没有盐了！”

格罗特：

出问题了。

杜尔格：

我知道。电视上说的。每个人都在谈论这件事。听着，我一定得买到些盐。

格罗特：

抱歉，我帮不了你。

杜尔格：

我的家人需要盐，拜托了！

格罗特：

好吧，好吧，不过这……呃……每袋要一百美元。

杜尔格：

啊，不是吧？

格罗特：

我跟你说过了——每个人都想要盐。你到底要不要？

杜尔格：

哦，那好吧。给我来四袋。

格罗特：

四袋？好的！老兄，你真是通世道。这一点我从你的脸上就能看出来。

杜尔格：

给你钱。

格罗特：

给你盐！再见。

杜尔格下场，内洛上场。

内洛：

嘿，你，站住！

格罗特：

你在和我说话吗？

内洛：

是的，你之前在食品杂货店——

格罗特：

是吗？也许吧。我去过很多食品杂货店。

内洛：

你把店里所有的盐都买走了！

格罗特：

嗯，出问题了，你知道的。

内洛：

是的，是出问题了——不过这一切都是因为你！

格罗特：

你瞎说！

内洛：

我刚才遇到斯普拉特利了。他想以五百美元的价格卖给我一袋盐！

格罗特：

那太贵了。

内洛：

当然贵了——我知道你的打算！你一家店一家店地跑。你把所有的盐都买走，然后再高价卖出去！

格罗特：

好吧，这是事实——我把盐买来又卖掉——可那并没有错。

内洛：

那卖一些给我吧。

格罗特：

不行，我不想卖给你。

内洛：

（抓住他生气地说）听着，我就要买，你就得卖。（大声喊道）你听明白了吗？

格罗特：

可我只剩一袋了。

内洛：

（生气地说）那就把这袋给我！

格罗特：

两百美元。嗯，好吧，可以一百五十美元卖给你。不过你得放开我！

内洛：

（大声喊道）把它给我！

格罗特：

不行，先给我钱。现在放开我！哦，救命啊！救命啊！

格罗特跑下场。传来一辆卡车急刹车的声音，接着格罗特大声尖叫。司机曼拉搀扶着格罗特走上场。

曼拉：

他跑到我的卡车前面，我没有看见——

内洛：

你没有做错什么。这是一个意外。

曼拉：

可他跑过大街的时候为什么不看路呢？

内洛：

我在对他发脾气，所以他跑掉了。

曼拉：

（对格罗特）你感觉怎么样？

格罗特：

（抱住自己的腿）哦，我的腿！我的腿好疼。我想是——

内洛：

他没事，我觉得。

曼拉：

等一下，街上的这个是什么东西？

内洛：

是盐。他有一袋盐，我想买过来。

曼拉：

盐？嗯，真有意思！我卡车上就装着盐呢——整袋整袋的盐！

内洛：

盐？哦，不是吧！（他笑起来。）

曼拉：

你为什么笑？

内洛：

没什么，我现在不能告诉你。

曼拉：

那你可以告诉那个警察。瞧，他这会儿正从街对面过来。我想他看到这场事故了！


Slow Food

INTRODUCTION

Maggie works in a fast-food restaurant. People come here to buy food when they haven't got much time. The restaurant sells 'fast food' – things like pizza, burgers, chicken and sandwiches. Five angry people are waiting for their food.

CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY

Maggie, a young woman who works in a fast-food restaurant
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PERFORMANCE NOTES

In the window there is a sign saying, 'Fast Food'. There are some tables and chairs, and a large high counter. Maggie is standing behind this counter. The people in the restaurant are standing in front of it. They are wearing outdoor clothes. Maggie is wearing work clothes. She also needs a bag.




MAN 1

Excuse me, is my food ready?

MAGGIE

What did you ask for?

MAN 1

I asked for chicken.

MAGGIE

Er, let's see. Another five minutes.

MAN 1

Five minutes?

MAGGIE

Sorry, ten minutes.

MAN 1

Ten? That's no good! I must go back to my office in ten minutes.

MAN 2

And what about my food? I asked for a burger and French fries fifteen minutes ago!
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'I asked for a burger and French fries fifteen minutes ago!'

MAGGIE

I'm sorry, but there are a lot of people eating here today.

MAN 2

But how long is it going to take? My train leaves in forty minutes.

MAGGIE

Not long. I'm very sorry.

WOMAN 1

Excuse me, I was before these men. Where is my coffee?

WOMAN 2

And what about me? I asked for a sandwich and a coke half an hour ago.

WOMAN 3

Well, I'm before all of you. I asked for a pizza forty-five minutes ago.

MAN 1

Look here, in your window it says, 'Fast food'.

MAGGIE

Yes, it does.

MAN 1

Then why is it so slow?

MAGGIE

It isn't slow. But people today want everything faster and faster—

MAN 1

What are you talking about?

WOMAN 1

Look, I can't wait. I have to get back to work.

WOMAN 2

And I have a meeting. I'm late.

MAN 2

Time is money, you know!

WOMAN 3

Where's my pizza?

WOMAN 1

Where's my coffee?

MAN 1

What about my chicken?

PEOPLE

We want our food!
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'We want our food!'

MAGGIE

Please, everybody! Please! Your food is coming. He's doing it now.

PEOPLE

He?

MAGGIE

Sorry, they. The chefs are doing it now.

MAN 2

How many chefs have you got?

MAGGIE

Oh, lots.

WOMAN 2

How many?

MAGGIE

Some.

WOMAN 1

How many exactly? Tell us!

MAGGIE

Er, twelve.

WOMAN 3

Your restaurant has twelve chefs?
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'Your restaurant has twelve chefs?'

MAGGIE

Well, no, not now. We had one in January, one in February, one in March – one every month for the last year. That makes twelve.

WOMAN 3

Well, where are they now?

MAGGIE

They all stopped working here.

WOMAN 1

Why did they leave?

MAGGIE

Because it was too fast for them.

MAN 2

And how many chefs have you got now?

MAGGIE

Well, er... one.

PEOPLE

One!

MAGGIE

No, sorry. That's wrong—

MAN 1

I'm happy to hear it!

MAGGIE

We haven't got any.

PEOPLE

What?

MAGGIE

That's right. There's only me here. Our last chef left yesterday. He was fed up with fast food.

MAN 2

Fed up?

MAGGIE

Yes. He said to me, 'That's it! Enough! No more fast food for me! I'm going!' And he went.

WOMAN 2

But what about our—

MAGGIE

And do you know? I'm fed up too. Yes, I'm really, really fed up. Fast chicken, fast burgers, fast French fries, fast coke, fast coffee, fast talking, fast walking, fast eating, fast sleeping, fast living, fast dying! I'm fed up with it all!

WOMAN 1

But who is going to—

MAGGIE

What's the matter with everybody these days? Why is everything so fast? Come here. (Maggie walks to the window.) Come on! (The people all go to the window.) Look outside. Go on, look! It's a beautiful day. Life is beautiful. We can all be happy. But first we must slow down. We must take the time to live.
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'We must take the time to live.'

MAN 1

Live? But we have to work!

WOMAN 3

We have lots to do.

WOMAN 1

And we want food.

MAN 2

We want fast food—

WOMAN 1

Not slow food!

WOMAN 2

We haven't got time to—

MAGGIE

Time! Time! Time! Don't talk to me about time. You don't understand it. You – oh, it's no good, you're not listening to me.

She takes off her work clothes and picks up a bag.

WOMAN 3

Hey, where are you going?

MAGGIE

I'm going out. I'm going to sit in the sun. I'm going to look at the sky and listen to the sea. I'm going to do nothing... slowly!

WOMAN 1

But what about our food?

MAN 2

What about my burger?

MAGGIE

You can do it!

MAN 2

What did you say?

MAGGIE

I said, you can do it. Behind me is the kitchen. In the kitchen there's a big bag of chicken and another bag of burgers. You can do your own food, and you can do it as fast as you like. Goodbye!

PEOPLE

But we don't—

MAGGIE

And have a nice day!

She goes out.



French fry a long thin piece of potato that has been cooked in hot oil 薯条

sandwich n. two pieces of bread with cheese, meat, vegetables, cooked egg, etc between them 三明治

restaurant n. a place where you can buy and eat a meal 饭店，餐馆

beautiful adj. very good or giving you great pleasure 美好的，美妙的


慢餐

内容简介

玛吉在一家快餐店工作。人们时间紧张的时候就来这里购买食物。这家店出售“快餐”——像比萨、汉堡、鸡肉、三明治之类的东西。五个怒气冲冲的人正在等他们的食物。

剧中人物

玛吉，快餐店的一位年轻女店员
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场景说明

橱窗里面有一块牌子写着“快餐”。店里有一些桌子和椅子，还有一个很大、很高的柜台，玛吉就站在这个柜台后面。到快餐店就餐的人站在柜台前面。他们穿着户外服装。玛吉穿着工作服，她还需要一个背包。




男人甲：

对不起，我的食物做好了吗？

玛吉：

您要的是什么？

男人甲：

我要的是鸡肉。

玛吉：

呃，让我看看。还要五分钟。

男人甲：

五分钟？

玛吉：

抱歉，是十分钟。

男人甲：

十分钟？那可不行！我得在十分钟之内赶回办公室。

男人乙：

那我的食物怎么样了？十五分钟之前我就要了一个汉堡加薯条！

玛吉：

抱歉，不过今天有很多人到这里用餐。

男人乙：

那到底要等多久？我的火车还有四十分钟就要开了。

玛吉：

不会太久的，我很抱歉。

女人甲：

不好意思，我排在他们两位之前。我的咖啡呢？

女人乙：

还有我的呢？半个小时之前我就要了一个三明治和一份可乐。

女人丙：

行了，我排在你们所有人前面，四十五分钟之前我就要了一份比萨。

男人甲：

看看这里，你们的橱窗里写着“快餐”。

玛吉：

是的，确实是这样。

男人甲：

那为什么做得这么慢呢？

玛吉：

不慢呀。只不过如今人们希望一切都越来越快——

男人甲：

你在说些什么啊？

女人甲：

听着，我等不了了。我得回去工作。

女人乙：

我要开一个会，我迟到了。

男人乙：

你要知道，时间就是金钱！

女人丙：

我的比萨在哪里？

女人甲：

我的咖啡在哪里？

男人甲：

我的鸡肉怎么样了？

众人：

我们要我们的食物！

玛吉：

拜托了，各位！拜托了！你们的食物就来了。他这会儿正做着呢。

众人：

他？

玛吉：

抱歉，是他们。厨师们这会儿正在做着呢。

男人乙：

你们有多少位厨师？

玛吉：

哦，有很多。

女人乙：

有多少？

玛吉：

有一些。

女人甲：

到底有多少？告诉我们！

玛吉：

呃，十二位。

女人丙：

你们店里有十二位厨师？

玛吉：

啊，不是，现在不是。我们一月份有一位，二月份有一位，三月份有一位——去年每个月有一位。算下来总共是十二位。

女人丙：

那他们现在在哪里呢？

玛吉：

他们全都不在这里工作了。

女人甲：

他们为什么走了？

玛吉：

因为这里对他们来说太快了。

男人乙：

那你们现在有多少位厨师？

玛吉：

这个嘛，呃……一位。

众人：

一位！

玛吉：

不是的，抱歉，我说错了——

男人甲：

我很高兴听你这么说！

玛吉：

我们一位厨师也没有。

众人：

什么？

玛吉：

是的，这里只有我一个人。我们最后一位厨师昨天离开了。他厌倦了快餐。

男人乙：

厌倦了？

玛吉：

是的。他对我说，“够了！我受够了！我再也不想做什么快餐！我要走人了！”说完他就离开了。

女人乙：

那我们的——

玛吉：

而且你们知道吗？我也厌倦了。是的，我是真的真的厌倦了。快速鸡肉、快速汉堡、快速薯条、快速可乐、快速咖啡、快速说话、快速走路、快速吃饭、快速睡觉、快速生活、快速死亡！我厌倦了所有这一切！

女人甲：

那谁来——

玛吉：

现在的人都是怎么回事？为什么一切都要这么快呢？你们过来。（玛吉走向橱窗。）来呀！（众人都走向橱窗。）看看外面。来看看！这是美好的一天。生活很美好。我们都可以过得很开心。可我们先得慢下来。我们必须慢慢地享受生活。

男人甲：

享受生活？可我们得工作！

女人丙：

我们有好多事情要做。

女人甲：

而且我们要吃东西。

男人乙：

我们要吃快餐——

女人甲：

不要慢餐！

女人乙：

我们没有时间——

玛吉：

时间！时间！时间！别跟我提时间。你们都不明白。你们——哦，这没用，你们不会听我的。

她脱下工作服，拎起背包。

女人丙：

嘿，你要去哪里？

玛吉：

我要到外面去。我要坐在阳光下。我要去看看天空，听听大海的声音。我要什么事情都不做——慢慢地享受！

女人甲：

可我们的食物怎么办？

男人乙：

我的汉堡怎么办？

玛吉：

你们可以自己做嘛！

男人乙：

你说什么？

玛吉：

我说，你们可以自己做。我身后就是厨房。厨房里有一大袋鸡肉，还有一袋汉堡。你们可以自己制作食物，想做多快就做多快。再见！

众人：

可我们没有——

玛吉：

祝你们度过愉快的一天！

她下场。


ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1　Here are the five play titles. Which of the five characters and five things below belongs to each play? Can you guess?


  
    	The Robbery
    	a shopkeeper
    	a map
  

  
    	The Right Thing to Do
    	an office worker
    	a pizza
  

  
    	Canada Can Wait
    	a traveller
    	a bottle of pills
  

  
    	Salt
    	a TV chef
    	a library card
  

  
    	Slow Food
    	a librarian
    	fifty dollars
  



2　There is a character called Chris in Canada Can Wait. What can you guess about him?

1) He wants to work in / visit Canada.

2) Canada is the only place / one of the places he wants to visit.

3) His friends / family want to go to Canada.

3　One of the plays is called Slow Food. What do you think this means? Circle Y (Yes) or N (No) for each answer. 

Food

1) which is bad for you. Y / N

2) which everybody likes. Y / N

3) which takes a long time to grow. Y / N

4) which people need time to enjoy. Y / N

4　The first play is called The Robbery. Can you guess what is going to happen in this play? Use the words below to make some sentences about your guesses.


  
    	Harry
    	watches for
    	Sid and Ron
  

  
    	Ron
    	waits outside
    	the robbers
  

  
    	Gladys
    	helps them to
    	the police
  

  
    	Wilf
    	wants to rob
    	with his gun
  

  
    	Sid
    	shoots someone
    	in the car
  

  
    	The police
    	asks for
    	borrow books
  

  
    	Other people
    	catch
    	a bank
  

  
    	The woman in the library
    	fight with
    	the money
  



5　At the beginning of the second play, The Right Thing to Do, a man is lying in the street. What is going to happen? Can you guess? Tick one box for each sentence.
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ACTIVITIES



While Reading

1　Read The Robbery. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1) When Harry arrives, his friends are working hard.

2) Harry wants them to rob a rich old lady.

3) Harry teaches Sid to shoot.

4) Wilf is going to put the money in a safe place.

5) Sid likes Harry's plan very much.

2　Before you read Scene 2, can you guess what happens?

1) Harry tells the police about the robbery.

2) The robbers fight with each other over the money.

3) There is no money to steal.

3　Read The Right Thing to Do. Who says these words? Who are they talking to? And who or what are they talking about?

1) 'Is he dead?'

2) 'Why me? You do it.'

3) 'He's not your problem.'

4) 'It was my heart.'

5) 'Where is she now?'

6) 'We were there for him.'

4　Read Canada Can Wait. Then circle the correct words in each sentence.

1) At the beginning Chris wants / doesn't want to leave.

2) Chris's friends think that he is tired of / happy with them.

3) They want to see Canada's cities / lakes and forests.

4) They have to visit Canada / stay at home.

5) At the end they all laugh / shout at Chris.

5　Read Salt, and then put this summary into the right order. Start with number 3.

1) Groot and Nello start fighting.

2) The shopkeeper closes the store.

3) Groot buys ten bags of salt from the shop.

4) Manra's truck hits Groot.

5) Spratly buys five bags of salt for $250.

6) Spratly tries to sell a bag of salt to Nello.

7) Durg buys four bags of salt for $400.

6　Read Slow Food. Underline the mistakes in this paragraph and then correct them.

On the counter there is a sign saying 'Slow Food'. Maggie is sitting at one of the tables. The first man is asking for a pizza. The second man wants chicken and French fries – he has to catch a bus in forty minutes. The three women are only waiting for drinks. They are all sorry for Maggie, because the food is so bad. Maggie loves her work.


ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1　Match these halves of sentences to make a summary of The Robbery. Use these words to join the sentences.

because　but　or　so　when

1) Sid and Ron wanted to steal some money,

2) Sid said, 'I've got a gun in my pocket,'

3) They couldn't steal any money,

4) They didn't want Harry to be angry,

5) The woman in the library can write to Sid and Ron,




6) ... they weren't in a bank.

7) ... she wants the books back.

8) ... perhaps steal some books.

9) ... they borrowed some books.

10) ... the woman in the library wasn't afraid.

2　Here are some new titles for the five plays. Which titles go with which plays? Which titles do you prefer? Why?


  
    	Fast Living
    	Home's Best
    	Harry's Plan
  

  
    	Get Well Soon!
    	The Man with the Cart
    	The Dreamer
  

  
    	Time Is Money
    	Bad Hearts and Good
  

  
    	The Right Price
    	The Wrong Building
  



3　Use the clues below to complete this crossword with words from The Right Thing to Do. (All the words go across.)

1) The liquid in rivers, seas and lakes. (5)

2) The thing in the body that makes the blood go round. (5)

3) A glass or plastic container for holding pills. (6)

4) The opposite of dead. (5)

5) Someone whose job is to make ill people well again. (6)

6) Well known. (6)

7) A special car or van which carries people to hospital. (9)

8) A small bag in your clothes for carrying things. (6)
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Can you find the two hidden words in the crossword?

1) What are the words?

2) Who said them, and why?

4　In Canada Can Wait, perhaps Chris wrote this letter to his friends the next day. Complete his letter with the groups of words below.

about it, exciting places, funny things, have to stay, in front of, tired of, try to stop, have a dream

Dear friends,

I'm leaving tomorrow. Please don't __________ me. I'm not going because I'm __________ you; I'm going because I want to travel. I'm young and I have my life __________ me.

I want to see __________, like Greece, Spain, and Australia.　Canada can wait, perhaps, but not for me! Perhaps I do say__________ sometimes, but it's important to __________, isn't it? You can travel too, you know. You don't __________ with the same old faces and the same old problems day after day.

Think __________!

Yours, Chris

5　Perhaps this is what three of the people in Salt are thinking. Who are the people, and what is happening in the play?

1) 'Ah, good, time to go home. Chicken for dinner tonight, I think. I must remember to get some more salt tomorrow.'

2) 'Oh no! Is he dead? No, he's getting up – I haven't killed him! Why did he run into the road like that? Hey – you!'

3) 'I'm going to find that man and tell him what I think of him! I know his little plan. And I'm going to have some of his salt too!'

6　In Slow Food, perhaps Maggie writes an e-mail to her friend, Dave, the day after leaving her job. Use these words to complete her e-mail. (Use each word once.)

burger, chef, clothes, everything, food, restaurant, sea, work, yesterday

Hi Dave

Guess what! _____ I left my job at the fast-food _____! You see, I had to do _____ there, even the cooking, because the_____ left the day before. Everybody wanted their _____ so fast! I couldn't stay there any longer. So I took off my work_____ and just walked out. I went to sit by the _____, and looked at the sky, and felt a lot better. I'm going to look for some different _____ tomorrow – I never want to see a _____ again!

See you, Maggie

7　Do you agree (A) or disagree (D) with these ideas from the five plays? Explain why.

1) You must never walk past someone lying in the street.

2) It is important for everyone to have a dream.

3) People must learn to slow down and enjoy life more.

4) It is wrong to make a lot of money from buying and selling things.
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One Ghost for the Day,
One Ghost for the Night

INTRODUCTION

Richard Little is at home on a dark night in 1653. Two years ago, his sister Beth's husband, James, died. She found a new husband. But the man at the window in the dark night is James Heston. And he is angry with Richard...

CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY

Richard Little

Mary Little, Richard's wife

The ghost of James Heston, Richard's brother-in-law

David Keech, Beth's second husband

Judge Timms

Oliver Barker, who speaks for Richard in court

Philip Reynolds, who speaks against Richard in court

Six women and six men

PERFORMANCE NOTES

Scene 1: A room with a book, a table, chairs and a dress for Mary to have in her hand.

Scene 2: In court, with the judge's chair, chairs for six men and six women, something to eat, a bag, money.

Scene 3: The same room as Scene 1, with a knife, table and chairs.

Scene 4: In prison, with a bed, table, chair and book.




You will need black clothes for the men, long dresses for the women. The tables and chairs only move in Scenes 1 and 4 in the character's head; they do not move on the stage. In Scene 2 we hear Heston's ghost, but we cannot see him.




SCENE 1
A ghost comes to Richard Little

The year is 1653. It is a cold, dark winter night and Richard Little, a man of forty, is sitting in his chair. He is reading a book. He hears something. He goes to the window, looks out and then goes back to the chair. His wife, Mary, comes in. She is making a dress. She has the dress in her hand.




RICHARD

Mary, I can hear something outside.

MARY

There's nothing there. Read your book, Richard.

RICHARD

Come and sit with me.

MARY

No. I'm making a dress. I'm going upstairs.

RICHARD

Mary, please. There's something out there.

MARY

Oh, Richard!

Mary goes out and James Heston's ghost comes in.

HESTON

Hello, Richard.

RICHARD

Aaaagh! You! James! James Heston! But you – you're dead!

HESTON

Yes. I am dead. But I can't find peace because of you.

RICHARD

Because of me? Why – why because of me?

HESTON

Beth had a new husband after me. That animal, Keech.

RICHARD

Yes. Beth was a good woman. And a good sister to me. I said to her, 'Don't go with Keech. Think of James. He's dead now.'

HESTON

She was Keech's wife for only three months. Then she died. And now Keech has my son. And he has my son's money.

RICHARD

Ah. I understand now.

HESTON

Oh, you remember now? Before I died, I said to you, 'My boy gets my money at twenty-one and not before.' He is eight now, Eight. And Keech has his money.
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'My boy gets my money at twenty-one and not before.'

RICHARD

I'm sorry about that, but what can I do?

HESTON

You must get my boy's money. Get it from Keech.

RICHARD

No! Keech can kill me with one hand. He's big – he always has a knife in his pocket. Last year he killed a man with that knife. I'm afraid of him, James.

HESTON

Are you afraid of me?

RICHARD

No. Oh! Yes, a little. You're a ghost!

HESTON

Only a little, eh? Look at the table.

RICHARD

(Looking at the table) Oh no! The table is moving! (He stands up and walks to the table.) Oh no! Oh, the chair is moving now! And now my chair is moving! James! Don't do this to me!

HESTON

At this minute, Keech is building a new home in a village near here with my son's money. Stop him!

RICHARD

I'm sorry, James. I can't. (He gets a book and throws it across the room.) I didn't want – that was my hand but – James, can you get in my head? Can you tell my hand--

He looks at his hand and at the book.

HESTON

(Laughing) Yes, Richard. And your answer is going to be 'Yes'. Or you are going to do this again and again and again and--

Richard gets a book and throws it across the room again. Then he runs across the room. Then he moves the table, the chairs and his chair.

Heston laughs. Richard stops.

RICHARD

I'm going mad! Why does my hand throw a book, when I don't want to? Can all dead people do this? Can they get in a man's head, so he moves a chair or throws a book?
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'I'm going mad!'

HESTON

Oh yes. Now, I can do it to you again or you can say 'Yes' and get my son's money. Which?

RICHARD

But how? How can I get the money from Keech?

HESTON

Sit down. I'm going to tell you.



ghost n. the spirit of a dead person that comes back to visit living people 幽灵

peace n. a quiet, happy time; many people hope to find peace after they die 安宁

animal n. someone who behaves in a cruel, violent, or very rude way 衣冠禽兽，残暴的人

throw v. to lift something up and send it quickly through the air 扔

mad adj. of someone who is ill in the head 发疯的




SCENE 2
David Keech in court

In the court we can see Judge Timms, Keech, Barker, Reynolds, Richard and Mary. There are six women and six men behind Keech. They are from the village and they are watching the trial. Judge Timms is in a big chair in front of the court.
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The trial of David Keech.




BARKER

(Standing) My name is Oliver Barker. And I speak for Richard Little here today.

He sits. Reynolds stands up.

REYNOLDS

Judge Timms. I speak for David Keech here today. My name is Philip Reynolds. (He sits.)

WOMAN 1

That Keech took the boy's money. You can see it in his face.

WOMAN 2

Oh Lil, we must listen to Oliver Barker and Philip Reynolds first.

MAN 1

Keech is the boy Tom's father now.

MAN 2

A good father doesn't take his son's money and build a new house with it.

TIMMS

Be quiet in my court!

WOMAN 1

Sorry!

TIMMS

Oliver Barker. You can begin.

BARKER

(Standing) Judge Timms. Before James Heston died, he said this to Richard Little. He said, 'My boy gets my money at twenty-one and not before.'

TIMMS

(Writing) 'At twenty-one and not before...'

BARKER

Yes, judge. But Keech has this money now. The boy's money. He is building a big house with it. We all know that.

MAN 1

(Starting to eat something) Put Keech in prison, I say.

MAN 6

(Eating) Five years.

WOMAN 6

(Eating) No, ten.

TIMMS

You! Don't eat in my court! Philip Reynolds. Speak.

REYNOLDS

(Standing) Judge Timms. Yes, there is a house in a village near here. And, yes, it is Keech's house. But the money for it is not young Tom's money.

TIMMS

(Writing) Not Tom's money.

REYNOLDS

No, Judge Timms. It is David Keech's money.

Reynolds sits.

BARKER

(Standing) So one day Keech is not rich and the next day he is rich? He has money for a house?

Men and women laugh. Barker sits.

REYNOLDS

(Standing) Call David Keech.

Keech stands in front of Judge Timms.

REYNOLDS

David Keech. Where is the boy Tom's money?

Do you have it at home?

KEECH

No.

WOMAN 3

Keech took the money! It was Keech!

WOMAN 6

I said, 'Keech took the money!' I said that yesterday!

KEECH

I have the money here. In this court.

MEN AND WOMEN 1-3

(All talking) No! Never! Keech didn't take the money then! The money's here! Here in this court!

KEECH

The money is under my chair. You! Woman! Bring me the money!

WOMAN 1

Me?

KEECH

Yes, you! (There is a bag under Keech's chair. Woman 1 takes it and gives it to Keech.)

WOMAN 1

Here you are. (She sits down again.)

KEECH

(Opening the bag and taking out money) Here! Judge Timms! Here! Richard Little! Here! Look, everybody! Here is the money! So I didn't take it from the boy! You hear me, Richard Little?

RICHARD

(Afraid) Yes.

TIMMS

One minute! Richard Little.

RICHARD

(Standing, looking afraid) Yes, Judge Timms?

TIMMS

You said, 'Keech took the boy's money'. You said that. Why? Why, man, why? Why say that?

RICHARD

Because – because. Because James Heston came to my home. James Heston said it to me.

MEN AND WOMEN 4-6

(All talking) James Heston? Did he say 'Heston'? Heston's dead. A ghost came?

TIMMS

Richard Little, James Heston is dead. He died in 1651.

MEN AND WOMEN

(All laughing and talking) He talked to a dead man! James Heston! Oh, that's a laugh!

MARY

(Standing) Judge Timms. My husband is ill. In our house he talks to people and there is nobody there. Can I take him home now, please?
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'Can I take him home now, please?'

The men and women are all laughing.

RICHARD

I am not ill! Stop laughing! Be quiet, all of you! Sit down, Mary.

Men and women stop laughing. Mary sits down.

RICHARD

Thank you! (It is quiet in the court now.) Yes. James Heston is dead. And yes, James Heston spoke to me. I want James Heston here. Now. He can tell you.

MAN 4

He is ill!

MAN 5

He's mad!

WOMAN 4

Let's listen to him.

WOMAN 5

Yes, we can listen to him.

TIMMS

Be quiet! Call James Heston! I say, call James Heston to this court!

KEECH

Heston is dead, man! And Richard Little is mad!

TIMMS

Call James Heston!

For a minute, we can hear nothing. Then we hear James Heston's voice, but we cannot see him.

HESTON'S GHOST

I am James Heston.

MEN AND WOMEN

Aaaaaagh! Oh! Oh, but he's dead!

KEECH

No! No! Oh please no!

MEN AND WOMEN

(All talking) It's Heston! Is Heston dead, then? Aaaagh! Oh I'm afraid! Oh please!

TIMMS

James Heston? Is it you? Did you speak to Richard Little?

HESTON'S GHOST

Yes.

TIMMS

What did you say?

HESTON'S GHOST

I told him, Keech took my boy's money. And then Keech killed a man in the next village. He was a rich man. Keech took his money. You see the money now. Here. In this court.

KEECH

Aaagh! I can't kill Heston. Heston is dead. But you! You, Richard Little! You brought me to this court. I'm going to kill you next!

Keech runs out of the court.

TIMMS

Stop him! Stop him!

MEN AND WOMEN

(All talking) It was Keech! Keech took the money! I said that! I said, 'Keech took the money!'

TIMMS

This court says, 'Keech took the money. And Keech killed a man.' Now find David Keech and bring him to me!



court n. a place where judges and lawyers listen to trials 法庭

judge n. the person in a law court who decides how someone will be punished 法官

trial n. a court case, to find out if someone is guilty of a crime or not 审判

prison n. a place where bad people are locked up 监狱

that's a laugh　used to say that something is silly or unlikely 简直是笑话〔用于表示某事荒唐或不可能〕




SCENE 3
Keech finds Richard Little

Richard is sitting in his chair, at home.




RICHARD

What's that? Can I hear something? Mary, is that you? Oh no, it's not James again! James, is that you? (He looks at the door, very afraid.) Aaaagh! Oh no!

David Keech comes in. He has a knife.

RICHARD

Oh no! Keech, please! No!

Keech kills Richard, then runs away. Mary comes in and sees Richard.

MARY

Oh no! Not Richard. Not my darling, darling Richard. Keech killed him. You're going to go to prison for this, Keech.




SCENE 4
A visit for Keech in prison

Keech is in prison. He is sitting on his bed. He has a table, a chair and a book there, too.

KEECH

Hello? What's that? Is there someone there? Aaagh! My table! My table is moving. (He stands.) Aaagh! Now the bed's moving. Am I ill? Oh my head! (He puts his head in his hands.) Oh! Now the chair is moving. What's happening? (He takes the book and throws it across the room.) Why did I do that? Am I mad? It was my hand but--

The ghost of Richard comes in.

KEECH

Aaaaghh! You're dead! I killed you!

RICHARD

Yes. I'm dead. And you killed me. But I'm not going away. I'm staying here, in prison with you.

Keech wants to hit Richard's ghost, but he cannot. Richard laughs.

RICHARD

You can't hit me now. You can't hit a ghost. And you can't kill me again. But we can talk. We have time for that. We have all day.

Keech throws a book across the room.

RICHARD

And you can do that all day too.

KEECH

All day? All the time?

RICHARD

Yes. (He lies on the bed.) Now throw the book across the room again. (Keech does it.) And again and again and again.

KEECH

(Throwing the book again and again) Oh no! Please! Are all my days going to be like this?

RICHARD

Your days, yes. And for your nights – I have a friend here.

James Heston's ghost comes in.

HESTON

Hello, Richard. Hello, David.

KEECH

You! You here too!

HESTON

(Smiling) Yes, David, throw the book across the room, please. (Keech does it.) Thank you. I'm going to be here at night, David. And you have Richard here every day. All right?

KEECH

Oh no! No!

HESTON

One ghost for the day, one ghost for the night. Now throw the book across the room again.

Keech does it. Richard and Heston laugh.
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darling n. a way of speaking to someone we love 亲爱的

visit n. an occasion when someone goes to spend time in a place or goes to see a person 拜访


一个幽灵负责白天，
一个幽灵负责晚上　

内容简介

1653年一个漆黑的夜晚，理查德·利特尔待在家中。他姐姐贝丝的丈夫詹姆斯在两年前去世了。她又嫁了一个丈夫。然而窗外黑夜中的那个人就是詹姆斯·赫斯顿，他对理查德火冒三丈……

剧中人物

理查德·利特尔

玛丽·利特尔——理查德的妻子

幽灵詹姆斯·赫斯顿——理查德的姐夫

戴维·基奇——贝丝的第二任丈夫

蒂姆斯法官

奥利弗·巴克——法庭上代表原告理查德

菲利普·雷诺兹——法庭上代表被告

六个女人和六个男人

场景说明

第一场：一个房间里，有一本书、一张桌子、一些椅子和一条裙子，玛丽将裙子拿在手中。

第二场：法庭上，法官的椅子、六个男人和六个女人坐的椅子、一些吃的东西、一个袋子和钱。

第三场：同第一场中的房间里，有一把刀、一张桌子和一些椅子。

第四场：狱中，有一张床、一张桌子、一把椅子和一本书。




要为男人准备黑色的衣服，为女人准备长裙。第一场和第四场中的桌椅只在演员的想象中移动，在舞台上不用真的移动。在第二场中，我们能听到赫斯顿的幽灵说话，但是看不到他。




第一场
理查德·利特尔遇鬼

1653年。一个寒冷漆黑的冬夜，年约四十的理查德·利特尔坐在椅子上读书。他听到了什么动静，于是走到窗前，向外看去，然后回到椅子上。他的妻子玛丽走了进来。玛丽正在做裙子，手中捧着那条裙子。




理查德：

玛丽，我听到外面有什么动静。

玛丽：

什么都没有。读你的书吧，理查德。

理查德：

来坐我身边吧。

玛丽：

不行，我正在做裙子呢。我要上楼去了。

理查德：

玛丽，求你了。外面有动静。

玛丽：

唉，理查德！

玛丽下场，詹姆斯·赫斯顿的幽灵上场。

赫斯顿：

你好，理查德。

理查德：

啊！是你！詹姆斯！詹姆斯·赫斯顿！可是你——你已经死了呀！

赫斯顿：

我是死了。可就是因为你，我不得安宁。

理查德：

因为我？为什么——为什么是因为我呢？

赫斯顿：

我死之后，贝丝又嫁了一个丈夫。那个禽兽——基奇。

理查德：

是的。贝丝是个好女人，也是我的好姐姐。我当时跟她说：“别跟基奇走。想想詹姆斯吧，他刚死呀。”

赫斯顿：

她嫁给基奇才三个月就死了。现在基奇霸占了我的儿子，而且还霸占了我儿子的财产。

理查德：

啊，我现在明白了。

赫斯顿：

啊，你现在想起来了？我死之前曾对你说：“我儿子到21岁才能继承我的财产。”他现在才8岁，8岁呀。基奇就霸占了他的财产。

理查德：

听到这事我很难过，可是我能做什么呢？

赫斯顿：

你必须拿到我儿子的财产，从基奇那里拿回来。

理查德：

不！基奇一只手就能要了我的命。他是个大块头——他兜里总是装着刀。去年，他就是用那把刀杀了一个人。我害怕他呀，詹姆斯。

赫斯顿：

你害怕我吗？

理查德：

不。啊，是的，有一点儿怕。你是个幽灵呀！

赫斯顿：

只是有一点儿吗？嗯？看那张桌子。

理查德：

（盯着那张桌子）啊呀！桌子动了！（他站起身来，走到桌旁。）啊呀！啊，现在椅子也动了！现在我的椅子也在动！詹姆斯！别这样对我！

赫斯顿：

这会儿基奇正在附近的一个村子里盖新房，用的就是我儿子的钱。去阻止他！

理查德：

很抱歉，詹姆斯，我不能。（他拿起一本书朝房间的另一头扔去。）我不想——那是我的手，不过——詹姆斯，你能钻进我的脑袋里吗？你能让我的手——

他看着自己的手和那本书。

赫斯顿：

（哈哈大笑）是的，理查德。你的答案必须是“可以”。不然你就会一遍一遍又一遍地这么做——

理查德拿过一本书又朝房间的另一头扔去，接着他跑到房间的另一头，移动桌子，移动椅子，又移动他自己的那把椅子。

赫斯顿哈哈大笑。理查德停了下来。

理查德：

我要发疯了！为什么我本来不想，我的手却去扔书呢？所有的死人都能这么做吗？他们能钻进人的脑袋里，让人移动椅子和扔书吗？

赫斯顿：

哦，那当然了。现在，我可以再对你做一次，或者你就回答“可以”，然后去夺回我儿子的财产。你选哪个？

理查德：

可是我该怎么做呢？我怎么才能把钱从基奇那里夺回来呢？

赫斯顿：

坐下，我来告诉你。




第二场
戴维·基奇出庭

法庭上有蒂姆斯法官、基奇、巴克、雷诺兹、理查德和玛丽。基奇身后有六女六男，他们是来观看庭审的村民。蒂姆斯法官在法庭正前方，坐在一把大椅子上。




巴克：

（站起来）我叫奥利弗·巴克，今天代表理查德·利特尔。

巴克坐下。雷诺兹起身。

雷诺兹：

蒂姆斯法官，我今天代表戴维·基奇。我叫菲利普·雷诺兹。（雷诺兹坐下。）。

村妇甲：

那个基奇霸占了那孩子的财产，从他脸上就能看出来。

村妇乙：

喂，利尔，我们得先听听奥利弗·巴克和菲利普·雷诺兹怎么说。

村夫甲：

基奇现在是汤姆那孩子的父亲。

村夫乙：

一个好父亲是不会拿儿子的钱去盖新房的。

蒂姆斯：

保持法庭肃静！

村妇甲：

对不起！

蒂姆斯：

奥利弗·巴克，你可以发言了。

巴克：

（站起来）蒂姆斯法官，詹姆斯·赫斯顿死前曾对理查德·利特尔说了如下的话，他说：“我儿子到21岁才能继承我的财产。”

蒂姆斯：

（记录）“到21岁才能继承……”

巴克：

是的，法官。可基奇现在占有了这些财产——那孩子的财产。他正用这笔钱盖一座大房子，这我们都知道。

村夫甲：

（开始吃东西）我说，把基奇扔到监狱里去。

村夫己：

（吃东西）关上5年。

村妇己：

（吃东西）不，关上10年。

蒂姆斯：

你们别在法庭上吃东西！菲利普·雷诺兹，你说吧。

雷诺兹：

（站起来）蒂姆斯法官。是的，这附近一个村子里有一栋房子。不错，那房子是基奇的，可是盖房子用的不是小汤姆的钱。

蒂姆斯：

（记录）不是汤姆的钱。

雷诺兹：

是的，蒂姆斯法官。用的是戴维·基奇自己的钱。

雷诺兹坐下。

巴克：

（站起来）那么前一天基奇还没钱呢，第二天他就成富人了？他有钱盖房子吗？

村民们笑了起来。巴克坐下。

雷诺兹：

（站起来）传戴维·基奇。

基奇站到蒂姆斯法官面前。

雷诺兹：

戴维·基奇，那个叫汤姆的孩子的钱哪儿去了？在你家里吗？

基奇：

不在。

村妇丙：

基奇把钱拿走了！就是基奇！

村妇己：

我说过：“基奇把钱拿走了！”我昨天就说了！

基奇：

我把钱放这儿了，在这个法庭上。

村夫甲乙丙和村妇甲乙丙：

（交头接耳）不！不可能！这么说基奇没有拿那些钱！钱都在这儿！在法庭上！

基奇：

钱就在我的座椅下面。你！那个女人！把钱给我拿过来！

村妇甲：

我？

基奇：

是的，就是你！（基奇的座椅下面有个袋子。村妇甲把袋子取出来，交给了基奇。）

村妇甲：

给你。（她又回到座位上。）

基奇：

（打开袋子，拿出钱来）在这儿！蒂姆斯法官！在这儿！理查德·利特尔！在这儿！大家都看看啊！钱在这儿！我没有拿那孩子的钱！你听到我的话了吗，理查德·利特尔？

理查德：

（战战兢兢的）是的。

蒂姆斯：

等一下，理查德·利特尔。

理查德：

（站起来，表情战战兢兢的）什么事，蒂姆斯法官？

蒂姆斯：

你说：“基奇霸占了那孩子的财产。”你说过这话，为什么？为什么呢，伙计，为什么？为什么那么说？

理查德：

因为……因为……因为詹姆斯·赫斯顿来我家找我了，是詹姆斯·赫斯顿告诉我的。

村夫丁戊己和村妇丁戊己：

（交头接耳）詹姆斯·赫斯顿？他是说“赫斯顿”吗？可是赫斯顿已经死了呀。幽灵现身？

蒂姆斯：

理查德·利特尔，詹姆斯·赫斯顿已经死了。他1651年就死了。

村民们：

（全都哈哈大笑，交头接耳）他跟死人聊天！詹姆斯·赫斯顿！啊，简直是笑话！

玛丽：

（站起来）蒂姆斯法官，我丈夫病了。在我们家里，他跟空气说话。我现在能带他回家吗？求您了！

村民们全都哈哈大笑。

理查德：

我没病！别笑了！你们全都安静！坐下，玛丽。

村民们止住笑声。玛丽坐下。

理查德：

谢谢你们！（现在法庭安静下来。）是的，詹姆斯·赫斯顿已经死了。可詹姆斯·赫斯顿的确跟我说话了，我想让詹姆斯·赫斯顿到这儿来，就现在，让他来告诉你们。

村夫丁：

他真是病了！

村夫戊：

他疯了！

村妇丁：

咱们听他说吧。

村妇戊：

是的，咱们听他说说看。

蒂姆斯：

肃静！传詹姆斯·赫斯顿！听着，传詹姆斯·赫斯顿到庭！

基奇：

嘿，赫斯顿死了！理查德·利特尔疯了！

蒂姆斯：

传詹姆斯·赫斯顿！

有那么一会儿，观众什么也没听到。后来，观众听到詹姆斯·赫斯顿的声音，但看不到他。

赫斯顿的幽灵：

我是詹姆斯·赫斯顿。

村民们：

啊！啊呀！可他已经死了呀！

基奇：

不！不！不要啊！

村民们：

（交头接耳）是赫斯顿！那么赫斯顿真的死了吗？啊！我好害怕！天哪！

蒂姆斯：

詹姆斯·赫斯顿？是你吗？你曾经跟理查德·利特尔讲过话吗？

赫斯顿的幽灵：

是的。

蒂姆斯：

你当时怎么说的？

赫斯顿的幽灵：

我告诉他基奇霸占了我儿子的财产。后来基奇杀了邻村一个人，那是个富人，基奇抢走了他的钱。你现在可以看到那人的钱，就在这儿，在法庭上。

基奇：

啊！我杀不了赫斯顿，因为他已经死了。可是你！你，理查德·利特尔！是你把我弄到这法庭上来的，我接下来就要杀掉你！

基奇跑出了法庭。

蒂姆斯：

拦住他！拦住他！

村民们：

（交头接耳）就是基奇！是基奇拿走了那些钱！我说过的！我说过：“基奇拿走了那些钱！”

蒂姆斯：

本法庭判定：“基奇霸占了财产，并杀了一个人。”现在去找戴维·基奇，把他带来见我！




第三场
基奇找到了理查德·利特尔

理查德待在家里，坐在椅子上。




理查德：

那是什么声音？我是听到什么了吗？玛丽，是你吗？啊呀，不会又是詹姆斯吧！詹姆斯，是你吗？（他看着大门，害怕极了。）

啊！啊呀！

戴维·基奇闯了进来，他拿着一把刀。

理查德：

不！基奇，求你了！不要啊！

基奇杀死了理查德后便逃跑了。玛丽进来看到了理查德。

玛丽：

天哪！不！不是理查德吧。不会是我最最亲爱的理查德吧。基奇杀了他。基奇，你将为此进大牢！




第四场
狱中探访基奇

基奇在狱中。他坐在床上，牢房里有一张桌子和一把椅子，还有一本书。




基奇：

有人吗？那是什么？有人在那儿吗？啊！我的桌子！我的桌子动了。（他站了起来。）啊！现在床也动了。我病了吗？啊！我的脑袋！（他用双手抱住头。）啊！现在椅子也动了。怎么回事？（他拿起书，扔到牢房的另一头。）我为什么那么做？我疯了吗？这是我的手，可是——

理查德的幽灵上场。

基奇：

啊！你已经死了！我杀了你！

理查德：

是的，我已经死了，是你杀了我。可我不打算离开，我就待在这儿，和你一同待在监狱里。

基奇想要打理查德的幽灵，可他打不着。理查德笑了起来。

理查德：

你现在打不了我了。你打不了幽灵，你也不能再杀我一次。不过我们可以聊聊，我们有的是时间，我们整个白天都可以聊天。

基奇把一本书扔到牢房的另一头。

理查德：

而且你也可以整个白天都干这个。

基奇：

整个白天？一刻不停？

理查德：

是的。（他躺在床上。）现在再把书扔到牢房的另一头。（基奇照做了。）再扔一次再扔一次再扔一次。

基奇：

（一次又一次不停地扔书）啊不！求你了！我以后每个白天都会像这样吗？

理查德：

是的，你每个白天都是这样。至于你晚上的时间——我这儿还有个朋友。

詹姆斯·赫斯顿的幽灵上场。

赫斯顿：

你好，理查德。你好，戴维。

基奇：

是你！你也来这儿了！

赫斯顿：

（微笑着）是的。戴维，请把书扔到牢房的另一头。（基奇照做了。）谢谢。我以后晚上就会到这里来，戴维，而每个白天都有理查德在这儿，怎么样？

基奇：

啊不！不！

赫斯顿：

一个幽灵负责白天，一个幽灵负责晚上。嗳，再把书扔到牢房的另一头去。

基奇照做了。理查德和赫斯顿哈哈大笑。


Sleep Now, My Darling

INTRODUCTION

Jenny Lawson was an actress and her husband Gilbert is a film director. Now Jenny stays at home, in their nice house, but she wants more. She wants to live a little before she dies! Gilbert loves Jenny, but a wife must stay at home, he thinks. Suddenly something happens to Gilbert, and then he understands Jenny. But is it too late?

CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY

Jenny Lawson, a film actress

Gilbert Lawson, Jenny's husband, a film director

Henry, a young man, a film student

Laura, a friend of Jenny's from school

Jenny's father

Jenny's mother

A waitress at the airport café

Two women and one man at the airport

British Airways man at the airport check-in desk

PERFORMANCE NOTES

Scene 1: In a garden with a table, two chairs, breakfast (with bread), a book.

Scene 2: At the airport café, with a table, two chairs, a big bag, a coffee, a coke, a sandwich.

Scene 3: A check-in desk, some plane tickets.

Scene 4: A room with a table, three chairs, a telephone.




Jenny must have a watch.




SCENE 1
Jenny must stay at home

It is a hot summer day. Jenny and Gilbert Lawson are having breakfast at a table in their garden. Gilbert is reading a book.




JENNY

Gilbert, can I come with you? To America?

GILBERT

(He is reading. Looking up) What?

JENNY

Oh, Gilbert! Please listen to me! I said 'Can I come to America too?'

GILBERT

(Eating some bread) Mmmm. This is good bread. Did you make it?

JENNY

Yes. Gilbert! I said, 'Can I come with you?'

GILBERT

No, Jenny. You have work here. There's the house, the garden...

He begins to read his book again.

JENNY

I remember My New Friend. It was your best film. It was my best film, too! They were happy days.

GILBERT

(He puts the book down, smiling.) Yes. I watched My New Friend again last week. It's the best Gilbert Lawson film. And you were good in it, my love! You're a good actress.

JENNY

(Smiling) The film had a good director! Gilbert Lawson!

GILBERT

Oh, thank you! But now I have this new film, so I must go to America for six weeks.

JENNY

Gilbert, can I be in this film, too? I want to be an actress again.

GILBERT

Perhaps next time. Would you like that? Perhaps you can be in the next film.

JENNY

You said that before.

GILBERT

Did I? (Eating again) Yes, this bread is very good.
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'Yes, this bread is very good.'

JENNY

Can we go to America together then? Not for a film. Just you and me. Perhaps next year?

GILBERT

Perhaps. (He smiles at her.)

JENNY

(Smiling at him) Next year, then.

GILBERT

Yes. Next year. Love, I must go now. I'm going to be late for the plane. I love you, Jenny.

JENNY

(Unhappily) I love you, too, darling.



film n. a moving picture that you see at the cinema or on television 电影

actress n. a girl or woman who acts in plays or films 女演员

director n. the person who tells actors and actresses how to act their parts or say their words 导演




SCENE 2
Jenny talks to a film student

It is six weeks later. Jenny is having a coffee at the airport. She is waiting for Gilbert's plane. A young man, Henry, sees her. Henry has a big bag in his hand.




HENRY

Hello! Are you Jenny Lawson?

JENNY

Yes.

HENRY

I knew it!

A young waitress brings Jenny's coffee. She smiles at Henry.

WAITRESS

(To Jenny) Here you are. (To Henry) And do you want something?

JENNY

(To the waitress) Thanks. (To Henry) Sorry, but do I know you?

HENRY

(To the waitress) A coke for me please, and a sandwich.

WAITRESS

(She smiles at Henry.) One coke, one sandwich.

(She goes away.)

HENRY

(To Jenny) Oh sorry – yes. I know your film, My New Friend. And I know Gilbert. Can I sit down?

JENNY

(Smiling) You can't stand up and have a coke and a sandwich. Wait a minute. I know you. I know your face. But I can't remember – tell me, how do you know Gilbert?

Henry sits down at the table with Jenny.

HENRY

I'm learning about his work. I know all the Gilbert Lawson films. But forget about me. I want to talk about you. You aren't happy. I can see that.

JENNY

(Angrily) What? You can't say that!

The waitress comes back with a coke and a sandwich.

WAITRESS

(She puts the things down and smiles at Henry.) A coke and a sandwich.

HENRY

Thank you.

WAITRESS

That's OK. The sandwiches are very good. I have them for lunch sometimes.

HENRY

(Smiling and eating the sandwich) Yes, you're right. It's very good. Thank you.

WAITRESS

That's OK. Goodbye then. (She goes.)

JENNY

(Looking at her watch) I must go soon.

HENRY

What do you do every day?

JENNY

What? I don't know you. You can't ask--

HENRY

(Smiling) Jenny. Please. Tell me. What do you do every day?

Jenny begins to cry. Henry smiles, but nicely.

JENNY

(Crying, angry) OK. Here's your answer. I get up in the morning and then I do nothing. We have no children. A woman does the house for me. A man does the garden.

HENRY

Do you have friends?

JENNY

(Crying) Yes! No! I have coffee with people. I have dinner with people. We say things like, 'Nice weather for the time of year'. But we don't talk.

HENRY

Yes. I understand. Now I'm going to tell you about me. I'm twenty. I go to America, sometimes. I have friends. I like films, so I make films. I'm happy. What about you?

JENNY

(She stops crying.) I was happy when I was an actress.
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'I was happy when I was an actress.'

HENRY

There! There's your answer! Be an actress again.

Laura comes in. She sees Jenny.

LAURA

Jenny Lawson!

JENNY

Laura!

LAURA

What are you doing here?

JENNY

Waiting for Gilbert.

LAURA

(Smiling at Henry) And who is this?

HENRY

My name is Henry. I'm a film student.

JENNY

Sit down, Laura, please.

LAURA

No. I can't stop. My children are here. We are all going to America. All the family. I write books now, you know. What do you do?

JENNY

Me? Nothing.

LAURA

Have you got children?

JENNY

No.

LAURA

You look unhappy, Jenny. At school you were beautiful and good at everything. And now you are older, with no work and no children. Oh dear!

JENNY

What? Laura! Why did you say that?

Laura goes. Jenny is very unhappy.

HENRY

I have to go now. (He picks up his bag.)

JENNY

What's – what's that name on your bag? (Reading the name) Henry Gilbert Lawson. I know you now! Gilbert! You are Gilbert, when he was twenty years old. But – why are you here? Oh no! Aaaaggghhh!
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Henry runs out.



waitress n. a girl or woman who brings food and drinks to your table in a restaurant or café 女服务员

unhappy adj. sad, not happy 不高兴的




SCENE 3
Jenny learns about Gilbert

There are four people at the check-in, Woman 1, Woman 2, a man and Jenny's father. They are waiting. A British Airways man is looking at Father's plane ticket. Jenny runs in.




JENNY

Excuse me! Oh, father! What are you doing here?

FATHER

Jenny, smile. Be happy.

JENNY

What?

WOMAN 1

(To Jenny) Hey! I was here before you.

MAN

(To Jenny) I was in front of you, too.

WOMAN 2

(To Jenny) Are you OK, love? (To Woman 1 and man) She's white in the face!

JENNY

(To the British Airways man) Excuse me...

BRITISH AIRWAYS MAN

(Looking at tickets) Can you wait, please?

JENNY

No! My name is Jenny Lawson...

BRITISH AIRWAYS MAN

Ah! Mrs Lawson! We phoned you at home. There was no answer. Mrs Lawson, I'm sorry, but Mr Lawson's plane crashed in the sea. He's dead.

JENNY

Oh no!!!



crash v. (of a plane) to hit the ground and be badly damaged 坠毁




SCENE 4
Jenny understands everything

Jenny's father and mother and Jenny are all sitting at a table.




JENNY

They all died. All the people on the plane.

MOTHER

Oh Jenny!

FATHER

Your mother and I are so sorry, my love.
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'Your mother and I are so sorry.'

JENNY

Thank you. Why were you at the airport, father?

FATHER

Me? I wasn't at the airport.

JENNY

Yes, you were! You were at the British Airways check-in desk. You said, 'Be happy.' Then you left.

FATHER

No!

JENNY

Wait a minute. (Telephoning) Hello, Laura? Laura, this is Jenny Lawson. We were at school together, Laura, I saw you at the airport, remember, and – oh!
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'Laura, this is Jenny Lawson.'

MOTHER

What is Laura saying?

JENNY

She said, 'I wasn't at the airport.' (Into the telephone) Laura, one question. Do you write books now? Yes. Thank you. (Putting the phone down, and speaking to her father and mother) She writes books.

MOTHER

Is that important?

JENNY

Yes. Laura wants to write books, so she writes books. And she's happy. At the airport, father said 'Be happy.' And Henry Gilbert Lawson said 'Be an actress again.'

MOTHER

I understand.

JENNY

I understand now, too. My darling husband, I'm going to be an actress for you, again. A good actress. Thank you. So sleep now, my darling.



check-in desk n. the place at the airport where you show your ticket and hand over your luggage 登机手续办理处


安息吧，亲爱的

内容简介

珍妮·劳森是一名演员，她的丈夫吉尔伯特是一名电影导演。现在珍妮就待在他们漂亮舒适的家里，可她想要的不止这些。她想在有生之年活得更精彩一点儿！吉尔伯特爱珍妮，可他觉得妻子必须待在家里。吉尔伯特突然出了意外，却由此理解了珍妮。然而一切会不会太晚了呢？

剧中人物

珍妮·劳森——电影演员

吉尔伯特·劳森——珍妮的丈夫，电影导演

亨利——年轻人，电影学院的学生

劳拉——珍妮上学时的朋友

珍妮的父亲

珍妮的母亲

机场咖啡厅的女服务员

机场里的两个女人和一个男人

登机手续办理处的英国航空公司工作人员

场景说明

第一场：花园里，有一张桌子、两把椅子、早餐（有面包）和一本书。

第二场：机场咖啡厅里，有一张桌子、两把椅子、一个大旅行包、一杯咖啡、一杯可乐和一个三明治。

第三场：办理登机手续的柜台，有一些机票。

第四场：一个房间里，有一张桌子、三把椅子和一部电话机。




珍妮须佩戴手表。




第一场
珍妮必须待在家里

夏日里炎热的一天。珍妮和吉尔伯特·劳森正坐在花园里的桌子旁吃早餐。吉尔伯特正在读书。




珍妮：

吉尔伯特，我能和你一起去吗？去美国？

吉尔伯特：

（正在读书，抬起头来）什么？

珍妮：

喂，吉尔伯特！请听我说！我说：“我也去美国可以吗？”

吉尔伯特：

（吃着面包）嗯，这面包不错，是你做的吗？

珍妮：

是的。吉尔伯特！我问：“我能跟你一起去吗？”

吉尔伯特：

不行，珍妮。你在这儿有工作要做。这栋房子，这个花园……

他又读起书来。

珍妮：

我想起了《我的新朋友》。那是你最好的影片，那也是我最好的影片！那时候多开心呀！

吉尔伯特：

（放下书，微笑着。）是呀，上周我又看了一遍《我的新朋友》，那是吉尔伯特·劳森最好的电影。你演得也很棒，亲爱的！你是个出色的演员。

珍妮：

（微笑着）那部电影有个出色的导演！就是吉尔伯特·劳森！

吉尔伯特：

啊，谢谢！可我现在要拍这部新影片，所以必须去美国六个星期。

珍妮：

吉尔伯特，我也能参演这部影片吗？我还想当演员。

吉尔伯特：

下一次吧，好吗？也许你可以参演下一部影片。

珍妮：

你以前说过这话。

吉尔伯特：

是吗？（又吃了起来）不错，这个面包非常好吃。

珍妮：

那我们可以一起去美国吗？不是为了拍电影，只有你和我。明年怎么样？

吉尔伯特：

或许可以吧。（他朝她微笑。）

珍妮：

（朝他微笑）那就明年吧。

吉尔伯特：

好吧，明年。亲爱的，我现在得走了，要不就赶不上飞机了。我爱你，珍妮。

珍妮：

（不高兴地）我也爱你，亲爱的。




第二场
珍妮与一名电影学院学生的谈话

六周之后。珍妮在机场喝咖啡，等待吉尔伯特的航班。一个名叫亨利的年轻人看到了她，亨利手里拎着一个大旅行包。




亨利：

您好！您是珍妮·劳森吗？

珍妮：

是的。

亨利：

我就知道！

一名年轻的女服务员端来了珍妮要的咖啡，她朝亨利笑了笑。

女服务员：

（对珍妮）给您。（对亨利）您想来点儿什么？

珍妮：

（对女服务员）谢谢。（对亨利）不好意思，我们认识吗？

亨利：

（对女服务员）请给我来一杯可乐和一个三明治。

女服务员：

（朝亨利微笑。）一杯可乐，一个三明治。（下场。）

亨利：

（对珍妮）啊，抱歉——是这样的，我看过你的电影《我的新朋友》，我也认识吉尔伯特。我能坐下吗？

珍妮：

（微笑着）你不能站着喝可乐，吃三明治呀。等一下，我认出你了，我见过你。可我想不起来在何时何地——告诉我，你是怎么认识吉尔伯特的？

亨利在珍妮的桌边坐下。

亨利：

我正在研究他的作品，我了解吉尔伯特·劳森所有的电影。不过别说我了，我想聊聊你。你不开心，我能看得出来。

珍妮：

（生气地）什么？你不能那么说！

女服务员回到场上，端来了一杯可乐和一个三明治。

女服务员：

（放下手里的东西，冲着亨利微笑。）一杯可乐，一个三明治。

亨利：

谢谢。

女服务员：

别客气。三明治非常可口，我有时午餐就吃它。

亨利：

（微笑着吃起三明治来）是的，你说的没错，非常美味。谢谢。

女服务员：

别客气，那么请慢用。（下场。）

珍妮：

（看着手表）我得赶紧走了。

亨利：

你每天都干些什么？

珍妮：

什么？我不认识你，你不能问——

亨利：

（微笑着）珍妮，请告诉我吧，你每天都干些什么？

珍妮哭了起来。亨利友善地微笑着。

珍妮：

（哭着，怒气冲冲地）好吧，我告诉你答案。我早晨起床，之后就无所事事。我们没有孩子。家里请了一个女人为我收拾房间，一个男人打理花园。

亨利：

你有朋友吗？

珍妮：

（哭着）有！没有！我和别人一起喝咖啡，一起吃饭，我们通常说些“对于这个时节来说，今天的天气真不错”之类的话，可我们不谈心。

亨利：

好的，我明白了。现在我要跟你谈谈我自己。我二十岁，有时候去美国，我有一些朋友，我喜欢电影，所以我拍电影。我很快乐，你呢？

珍妮：

（止住了哭声。）我拍戏的时候很快乐。

亨利：

这就对了！这就是你的答案！继续去做演员吧。

劳拉上场，她看到了珍妮。

劳拉：

珍妮·劳森！

珍妮：

劳拉！

劳拉：

你在这儿干什么呢？

珍妮：

等吉尔伯特。

劳拉：

（朝亨利微笑）这位是？

亨利：

我叫亨利，我是电影学院的学生。

珍妮：

请坐，劳拉。

劳拉：

不了，我还有事。我的孩子们在这儿，我们全家人都要去美国。你知道吗？我现在会写写书，你呢？

珍妮：

我？什么都不干。

劳拉：

有孩子了吗？

珍妮：

没有。

劳拉：

你看起来不太开心，珍妮。在学校的时候，你漂亮，且样样出色。可现在你不年轻了，既没有工作也没有孩子。天哪！

珍妮：

什么？劳拉！你为什么那么说？

劳拉下场。珍妮非常不开心。

亨利：

我现在得走了。（他提起了自己的旅行包。）

珍妮：

你——你包上的名字是什么？（读那个名字）亨利·吉尔伯特·劳森。我现在知道你是谁了！吉尔伯特！你是二十岁时的吉尔伯特。可是——为什么你会在这里呢？啊不！啊！

亨利跑了出去。







第三场
珍妮获悉吉尔伯特的消息

登机手续办理处有四个人：甲女、乙女、一个男人和珍妮的父亲。他们正在等候。一名英国航空公司的工作人员正在检查珍妮父亲的机票。珍妮跑了进来。




珍妮：

打扰一下！啊，爸爸！您在这儿干什么呢？

珍妮父亲：

珍妮，笑一笑吧，开心点。

珍妮：

什么？

甲女：

（对珍妮说）喂！我排在你前面。

男人：

（对珍妮说）我也在你前面。

乙女：

（对珍妮说）你没事吧，亲爱的？（对甲女和男人说）她脸都青了！

珍妮：

（对英国航空公司的工作人员说）打扰了……

英国航空公司的工作人员：

（看着机票）请您等一下，好吗？

珍妮：

不行！我叫珍妮·劳森……

英国航空公司的工作人员：

啊！劳森夫人！我们给你家打电话了，没人接。劳森夫人，我很抱歉，劳森先生乘坐的飞机在海上坠毁了。他去世了。

珍妮：

啊！不！




第四场
珍妮明白了一切

珍妮的父母和珍妮都坐在桌边。




珍妮：

他们都死了，飞机上所有的人。

珍妮母亲：

啊，珍妮！

珍妮父亲：

你母亲和我都很难过，亲爱的。

珍妮：

谢谢。爸爸，你当时怎么会在机场呢？

珍妮父亲：

我？我当时没在机场呀。

珍妮：

不，你在！你在英国航空公司登机手续办理处。你当时对我说：“开心点。”说完就走了。

珍妮父亲：

没有！

珍妮：

等一下。（拨打电话）你好，是劳拉吗？劳拉，我是珍妮·劳森。我们以前在同一所学校念书。劳拉，我在机场见到了你，你记得吗？而且——啊！

珍妮母亲：

劳拉怎么说？

珍妮：

她说：“我没去机场。”（对着电话说）劳拉，还有一个问题。你现在在写书吗？好的，谢谢你。（放下电话，对她的父母说）她在写书。

珍妮母亲：

那重要吗？

珍妮：

是的，劳拉想要写书，所以她就写书了。现在她很开心。在机场，爸爸说：“开心点。”而且亨利·吉尔伯特·劳森对我说过：“继续去做演员吧。”

珍妮母亲：

我明白了。

珍妮：

我现在也明白了。亲爱的丈夫，我会为你再去做演员，做一名出色的演员。谢谢你。安息吧，亲爱的。


A Ghost in Love

INTRODUCTION

Brad and Jerry are nineteen, and they are in Britain on holiday. It is an unhappy time for Brad: his father died last month. His father was Dick Davis of Davis TV and when he goes back to America, Brad is going to be Brad Davis of Davis TV. One hot day, Brad and Jerry stop at a hotel in a village, and some strange things happen there...

CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY

Brad Davis, a young American man, aged nineteen

Jerry Maloney, Brad's friend

The ghost of Ellen Bannister

Mrs Finch, from the hotel

Maud Anscombe, an old woman from the village

Mrs Morgan, who works in the village shop

Three women and two men from the village

PERFORMANCE NOTES

Scene 1: A hotel room with two bags, a book about Britain, a television, a bed, a watch for Brad.

Scene 2: A room with a table and three chairs.

Scene 3: In a shop, with two cokes, sandwiches, money.

Scenes 4 and 5: The same room as Scene 1, with a bed and a television.

Scene 6: In the street, with two bags.




You will need summer shirts for Brad and Jerry, and a long dress for Ellen. The television doesn't have to work.




SCENE 1
Brad sees a ghost

Brad and Jerry come into the hotel room and put their bags down. It is a hot day and they are wearing summer shirts. Brad sits on a bed.




JERRY

Man, I want a drink. Twenty miles in one morning! Are the bicycles OK, in the street?

BRAD

In this little village? Oh yes! Nobody steals bicycles here.

JERRY

How do you know? This is your first time here. First time in England. Or am I wrong?

BRAD

No, you're right. But – I remember this village. I was here before, Jerry. I can feel it.

JERRY

Oh come on! We were out in the sun for five hours. You need to drink some cold water, my friend!

BRAD

This hotel opened in 1853, right?

JERRY

(He gets a book about Britain out of his bag and looks in it.) Right, Brad, you looked at this book before.

BRAD

No, I didn't. Hey, you know something? (He looks at his watch.) It's one-fifteen. My dad died at this minute, on this day last month.

JERRY

Oh, Brad. I'm sorry.

BRAD

No, no. It's OK. I'm going to go back to New York next week, after our three weeks in England. And I'm going to be 'Brad Davis, of Davis TV'. Dad wanted that.
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They stayed at the hotel in the village.

JERRY

Yeah. Hey, come on! Let's go out in the sun. Let's see the village. Have a drink. Find some girls.

BRAD

No, you go. I like it here. Here in the room.

JERRY

OK. Let's stay in the room. Hey! There's a television. (Jerry puts the television on but nothing happens.) Hmm.

BRAD

Not working? Oh, forget it.

JERRY

No! You're Brad Davis of Davis Television, the biggest in America. You must have a television! Look, shall I go down and ask Mrs Finch? You stay here. You look tired.

BRAD

Yeah, thanks, Jerry. I am tired.

Jerry goes out. Brad looks at the book about Britain.

BRAD

(Reading from the book) 'In 1760 the hotel was a house. A family called Bannister lived in the house. One day, the nineteen-year-old daughter, Eellen--'

The ghost of Ellen Bannister comes in. She is wearing a dress from 1760.

ELLEN

I was never nineteen. I died at eighteen.

BRAD

Yes, I remember you. Hello, Ellen.
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'Hello, Ellen.'

ELLEN

Hello, Matthew. Why does your friend call you Brad? Is that a name?

BRAD

Yes. It's an American name.

ELLEN

But you are Matthew and I'm going to call you Matthew. Always. Oh Matthew. I waited and waited and waited for you. I love you so much. Do you love me?

BRAD

Yes. I think – Yes, I do.

ELLEN

You think! Is that an answer? After all these years? Oh Matthew! Matthew, do you remember everything?

BRAD

No, not everything. I remember our love. And you died, I remember that. I wanted to die too. And again last month, I wanted to die.

ELLEN

Oh Matthew! Don't say that! Oh Matthew, I'm so happy to see you again.

BRAD

Ellen. Can I see you? Can we talk?

ELLEN

Oh yes. I want to talk to you about—

Jerry comes in with Mrs Finch. Ellen runs out.

MRS FINCH

Are you OK, love? You look white.

JERRY

This is not a happy time for Brad.

MRS FINCH

I'm sorry, love. Do you want some dinner? I make the best dinner in the north of England.
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'I make the best dinner in the north of England.'

BRAD

(Smiling) No, thank you.

MRS FINCH

Talk to me later, then. Right, the television. (She hits the television.) It's OK now. Bye-bye, Brad. Bye, Jerry. Have a nice time in our village.

She goes to the door.

BRAD

Mrs Finch! Wait, please. Do you know about the Bannister family?

MRS FINCH

Did you see the ghost? Ellen Bannister?

BRAD

Yes.

JERRY

What? Brad, you saw a ghost? Oh, come on!

MRS FINCH

Oh, Ellen's always here. She likes young men. She's always looking for her boyfriend. Matthew's his name, I think.

BRAD

Mrs Finch, what happened? How did she die? What happened to Matthew?

MRS FINCH

You're interested, love, I can see that. There's an old woman in the village. Her name is Maud Anscombe. She knows about Ellen. You ask Maud. (She goes out.)

JERRY

Brad, this ghost – What did she say?

BRAD

(Not looking at Jerry) She – she didn't speak, Jerry. She said nothing at all.



steal v. (past tense stole) to take things that do not belong to you 偷窃

put on (the television) to switch on or turn on, to make it work 打开




SCENE 2
Brad and Jerry want to know about Ellen

Maud is a very old woman. Her hair is white. Brad and Jerry are sitting at a table with her in her house.




MAUD

Ellen Bannister? A bad, bad girl. When she looked at someone, the next day they were ill.

JERRY

So she was a witch?

MAUD

 Yes. She looked at animals too. Then all the cows in the village had no milk in them.
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'Then all the cows in the village had no milk in them.'

BRAD

(Angrily) Do – do you know this? How do you know? How can you know?

MAUD

 Oh, it's in all the books. Our village is famous because of bad Ellen Bannister.




SCENE 3
Was Ellen a witch?

Brad and Jerry are in Mrs Morgan's village shop. There are two men and three women in the shop, and Mrs Morgan.




MRS MORGAN

Yes? Are you next?

JERRY

Yes. Two cokes please. And two of those sandwiches.

BRAD

I'm not hungry.

JERRY

Man, you must eat. You can't sit in your room all day and wait for a ghost.

Mrs Morgan gets the cokes and the sandwiches.

MRS MORGAN

That's six pounds, please. (Jerry gives her the money.) What ghost's this? Ellen Bannister?

BRAD

(Angrily) Yes!

JERRY

Do you know about Ellen Bannister?

MRS MORGAN

Oh, people in our village had no money then. Of course they stole things. And Ellen Bannister sold them. She only wanted to help.

JERRY

Was she a witch? Some people say that.

MRS MORGAN

A witch? (Laughing) No, of course not. The men loved her. She helped them, you see. The women didn't love her so much. She was beautiful, you see.

WOMAN 1

Her boyfriend was the bad one, that Matthew. It wasn't her.

BRAD

(Drinking his coke) Oh. What did he do?

WOMAN 2

He stole things from rich people. Then she sold them and he took all the money. He took all her money, too. But she loved him.
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'He stole things from rich people.'

BRAD

Did he love her?

MAN 1

No. He had two or three women.

WOMAN 3

No, he didn't! He loved her. He lived for her.

MAN 2

Who are you talking about? That witch Ellen Bannister? She ate cats for breakfast.

WOMAN 3

(To Brad and Jerry) Oh, don't listen to him.

MRS MORGAN

(Laughing) Don't listen to these people, you boys. What happened to Ellen Bannister? You want to know that? Matthew killed her.



witch n. a woman who uses magic to do bad things 女巫

famous adj. known about by many people in many places 出名的

sell v. (past tense sold) to give something to someone who pays you for it 卖




SCENE 4
Where is Ellen now?

It is night time. Jerry is sitting on the bed. Brad is walking up and down.




BRAD

Seven hours. We waited seven hours. Where is she, Jerry?

JERRY

I said this before. I don't know. Just wait.

BRAD

She isn't coming, because you're here.

JERRY

Brad, I say again. One. I sleep here. This is my room. Two. I am your friend and I am not leaving you like this.

BRAD

Jerry, is this all a big laugh for you?

JERRY

No. Not now. I want to see Ellen, too. I want to help.

BRAD

OK. Thanks, Jerry. Sorry. Hey, here she is.

The ghost of Ellen comes into the room.

BRAD

Ellen, Ellen. It's me. Brad, Matthew.

JERRY

Man, oh man! It's all true!

BRAD

Ellen, please. Tell me, what happened, in 1760?

ELLEN

You must remember!

BRAD

No.

ELLEN

We sold things, you and me. Rich people's things. You stole them, remember?

JERRY

Wow! Brad, you were Robin Hood! Sorry!

ELLEN

The rich people didn't like me. They said bad things about me. 'Ellen Bannister is a witch.' They said that, but it's not true.

BRAD

Of course not.

ELLEN

Then, one day, they came for us. Twenty men.

BRAD

What happened?

ELLEN

We ran away. You found a ship. A ship going to America. You said, 'See you at one-fifteen. At the harbour. We can go away, you and me.'

BRAD

And then what happened, Ellen?

ELLEN

The ship went early. I wasn't there in time. You went on the ship. You didn't wait for me.
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'You didn't wait for me.'

BRAD

Oh no!

ELLEN

When I arrived, there were a lot of ships there. I didn't know the name of our ship. I looked for you. I waited and waited and waited.

BRAD

Ellen! Oh Ellen, I'm sorry.

ELLEN

Then the men came. They put me in prison. I died three months later. And then I came back home. Here. And I waited again. I waited for you.

BRAD

I love you, Ellen.

ELLEN

I love you too, Matthew.



harbour n. a safe place for ships, while they prepare to go to sea 码头




SCENE 5
What is Brad going to do?

It is dark. Brad is standing at the window of the room. Jerry comes in. Brad always has his back to Jerry in this scene.
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JERRY

Do you want to die? Do you want to go to Ellen?

BRAD

Before today, the answer was 'Yes'. Matthew wanted to die and go to be with Ellen. Do you understand that?

JERRY

Yes.

BRAD

But Matthew is dead and I am Brad now.

JERRY

And what does Brad want?

BRAD

I don't know. I'm thinking. Is there a train from here to London tomorrow?

JERRY

Yes. We can put our bicycles on the train. We can get the next plane back to America. Do you want to do that?

BRAD

I don't know. I'm going to tell you tomorrow.




SCENE 6
In love with a ghost

The next day. Brad and Jerry are in the street. Jerry has two bags. Mrs Finch is there too.




MRS FINCH

You must leave, then? A week early?

JERRY

Yes. I'm sorry.

Mrs Morgan comes past the hotel.

MRS MORGAN

Oh hello. It's the American boys. Are you going home to America?

BRAD

Jerry's going home, Mrs Morgan. I'm staying here, at the hotel. I'm going to live here. Always.

JERRY

Brad, do you want to do this? Think about Davis TV. What are you going to do, here in England?

BRAD

I don't know. But, yes, Davis TV needs a good man. My dad worked for years for Davis TV. But now it has a good man, Jerry. You.

JERRY

Me? Oh! Thank you, Brad.

BRAD

That's OK. I'm happy. I'm in love. She waited for me and now I'm here. I'm never going to leave her again.



恋爱中的幽灵

内容简介

布拉德和杰里今年十九岁，他们在英国度假。这段日子布拉德很不开心：他的父亲上个月去世了。布拉德的父亲是戴维斯电视台的迪克·戴维斯，等布拉德回到美国，他就会成为戴维斯电视台的布拉德·戴维斯。炎热的一天，布拉德和杰里待在一家乡村旅馆里，那里发生了一些奇怪的事情……

剧中人物

布拉德·戴维斯——一名十九岁的美国小伙子

杰里·马洛尼——布拉德的朋友

埃伦·班尼斯特的幽灵

芬奇夫人——旅馆工作人员

莫德·安斯科姆——村里的一个老太太

摩根夫人——村里的商店店员

三个村妇和两个村夫

场景说明

第一场：一间宾馆客房，有两个旅行包、一本关于英国的书、一台电视机、一张床和布拉德的一块手表。

第二场：一个房间，有一张桌子和三把椅子。

第三场：商店里，有两瓶可乐、一些三明治和钱。

第四场和第五场：同第一场的房间，有一张床和一台电视机。

第六场：街道上，有两个旅行包。




要为布拉德和杰里准备夏天穿的衬衫，为埃伦准备一件长裙。电视不用开着。




第一场
布拉德见到一个幽灵

布拉德和杰里走进宾馆的房间，把旅行包放下。天气炎热，他们穿着夏衫。布拉德坐在床上。




杰里：

伙计，我想来杯喝的。一早上赶了二十英里路！自行车放在街边没事儿吧？

布拉德：

在这个小村子里？没事！这儿没人偷自行车。

杰里：

你怎么知道？这是你第一次来这儿，第一次来英国。要不我搞错了？

布拉德：

不，你说得对。可是——我记得这个村子。我以前来过这里，杰里。我能感觉到。

杰里：

唉，算了吧！我们在大太阳底下待了五个小时。你该喝点儿凉水了，我的朋友。

布拉德：

这家旅馆1853年开业的，对吗？

杰里：

（他从旅行包里掏出一本介绍英国的书查阅起来。）是的，布拉德。你以前看过这书吧。

布拉德：

不，我没有。嘿，你知道吗？（他看着自己的手表。）一点十五分了。我父亲就是上个月这一天的这个时间去世的。

杰里：

噢，布拉德。我很难过。

布拉德：

不，不，没事。咱们在英格兰待了三周了，我下周就要回纽约了。我将会成为“戴维斯电视台的布拉德·戴维斯”——这是父亲的愿望。

杰里：

是吗？嘿，来吧！咱们出去晒晒太阳，去看看这个村子。喝一杯，找几个姑娘。

布拉德：

不，你去吧。我喜欢这儿，我就待在房间里。

杰里：

好吧，那咱们就待在房间里。嘿！这儿有台电视机。（杰里打开了电视，可没有图像。）嗯。

布拉德：

坏了？唉，别管它了。

杰里：

不行！你可是美国最大的电视台戴维斯电视台的布拉德·戴维斯。你必须有一台电视机！哎，要不要我下楼去问问芬奇夫人？你待在这儿，你看起来很累。

布拉德：

好吧，谢谢你，杰里。我累了。

杰里下场。布拉德看着那本介绍英国的书。

布拉德：

（念书）“1760年，这家旅馆还是一栋住宅。一家姓班尼斯特的人住在这栋房子里。一天，他们十九岁的女儿埃伦——”

埃伦·班尼斯特的幽灵上场。她穿着1760年款式的长裙。

埃伦：

我从未长到十九岁，我十八岁时就死了。

布拉德：

对，我想起你来了。你好，埃伦。

埃伦：

你好，马修。为什么你的朋友管你叫布拉德？那是一个名字吗？

布拉德：

是的，那是个美国名字。

埃伦：

可你是马修，我要管你叫马修。永远叫马修。啊，马修。我一直在等你，等了又等。我那么爱你，你爱我吗？

布拉德：

爱。我想——我爱你。

埃伦：

你还用想！那就是答案吗？这么多年之后？唉，马修！马修，你还记得以前的一切吗？

布拉德：

不，不是所有事都记得。我记得我们俩相爱，还记得你死了，当时我也想死。上个月，我又一次想去死。

埃伦：

噢，马修！别那么说！噢，马修，我很高兴又能见到你。

布拉德：

埃伦，我能看见你吗？咱们能说说话吗？

埃伦：

噢，当然可以。我想给你讲讲—

杰里和芬奇夫人一起进来了。埃伦跑了出去。

芬奇夫人：

你没事吧，亲爱的？你看起来面色苍白。

杰里：

这段日子布拉德不太好过。

芬奇夫人：

我为你担心，亲爱的。你想吃点儿东西吗？我做的饭可是英格兰北部最好吃的。

布拉德：

（微笑着）不了，谢谢您。

芬奇夫人：

那么待会儿再叫我吧。对了，电视。（她拍打着电视机。）现在好了。拜拜，布拉德。拜拜，杰里。祝你们在我们村里玩得开心。

她往门口走去。

布拉德：

芬奇夫人！请等等。你知道班尼斯特家的事吗？

芬奇夫人：

你看到幽灵了？埃伦·班尼斯特？

布拉德：

是的。

杰里：

什么？布拉德，你见到了一个幽灵？啊呀，得了吧！

芬奇夫人：

唉，埃伦总在这儿出现。她喜欢年轻人，她一直在寻找她的男朋友。我想他叫马修。

布拉德：

芬奇夫人，发生了什么事？她是怎么死的？马修怎么了？

芬奇夫人：

你很感兴趣啊，亲爱的，我能看出来。村里有个老太太，她叫莫德·安斯科姆。她知道埃伦的事。你去问问她吧。（下场。）

杰里：

布拉德，这个幽灵——她都说了些什么？

布拉德：

（没有看杰里）她——她没说话，杰里。她什么都没说。




第二场
布拉德和杰里想了解埃伦

莫德是一位年迈的老太太，头发花白。布拉德、杰里和她围坐在她家的桌旁。




莫德：

埃伦·班尼斯特？一个非常非常坏的女孩。她看谁一眼，第二天那个人就会生病。

杰里：

这么说她是个女巫？

莫德：

是的。牲畜也是，给她看过之后，村里所有的奶牛都不产奶了。

布拉德：

（生气地）你——你知道？你怎么知道的？谁告诉你的？

莫德：

啊，所有的书里都是这么写的。我们村子就是因为这个邪恶的埃伦·班尼斯特而出了名。




第三场
埃伦是女巫吗？

布拉德和杰里在摩根夫人的乡村商店里。店里有两个男人、三个女人，还有摩根夫人。




摩根夫人：

你好？你是下一位吗？

杰里：

是的，我要两杯可乐，还要两个那种三明治。

布拉德：

我不饿。

杰里：

伙计，你必须得吃点东西。你不能整天坐在房间里等一个幽灵。

摩根夫人拿来了可乐和三明治。

摩根夫人：

一共是六英镑。（杰里把钱给她。）是谁的幽灵？埃伦·班尼斯特的吗？

布拉德：

（生气地）是的！

杰里：

你知道埃伦·班尼斯特的事儿吗？

摩根夫人：

哦，当时我们村里的人都没有什么钱，他们偷东西也是会有的事，偷来的东西埃伦·班尼斯特负责销赃。她只是想要帮帮忙而已。

杰里：

她是个女巫吗？有人是这么说的。

摩根夫人：

女巫？（哈哈大笑）不，当然不是。男人们都喜欢她。她帮助他们，就这样。女人们不怎么喜欢她，要知道，她很漂亮。

村妇甲：

她的男朋友才是个坏人，那个马修。她不坏。

布拉德：

（喝着可乐）哦，他都干了些什么？

村妇乙：

他偷富人家的东西。然后埃伦把东西卖掉，他拿走了所有的钱。他还把埃伦所有的钱都拿走了。可是埃伦爱他。

布拉德：

他爱埃伦吗？

村夫甲：

不。他有两三个女人呢。

村妇丙：

不，他没有！他爱她。他是为她而生的。

村夫乙：

你们在说谁？那个女巫埃伦·班尼斯特？她早餐吃猫肉的。

村妇丙：

（对布拉德和杰里说）喂，别听他的。

摩根夫人：

（哈哈大笑）你们俩别听这些人的。埃伦·班尼斯特发生了什么事？你们想要知道吗？马修杀了她。




第四场
埃伦现在在哪里？

晚上。杰里坐在床上，布拉德在屋里走来走去。




布拉德：

七个小时，我们等了七个小时了。她在哪儿，杰里？

杰里：

我已经说过了，我不知道。就等等吧。

布拉德：

她不来了，因为你在这儿。

杰里：

布拉德，我再说一遍。第一，我睡在这儿，这是我的房间。第二，我是你的朋友，我不能把你就这么留在这儿。

布拉德：

杰里，这在你看来是个大笑话吗？

杰里：

不，现在还不是。我也想见见埃伦，我想帮帮忙。

布拉德：

好吧。谢谢你，杰里。对不起。嘿，她来了。

埃伦的幽灵进入了房间。

布拉德：

埃伦，埃伦。是我，布拉德，是马修。

杰里：

天啊！这都是真的！

布拉德：

埃伦，求你了。告诉我，1760年的时候发生了什么事？

埃伦：

你一定记得！

布拉德：

不，我不记得。

埃伦：

我们卖东西，你和我，富人的东西。是你偷的，你记得吗？

杰里：

哇！布拉德，你是罗宾汉！抱歉！

埃伦：

富人不喜欢我。他们说我坏话，说：“埃伦·班尼斯特是个女巫。”他们那么说，可那不是真的。

布拉德：

当然不是真的。

埃伦：

后来有一天，他们来找我们了，一共有二十个男人。

布拉德：

发生了什么事？

埃伦：

我们逃跑了。你找到一条船，一条开往美国的船。你说：“一点十五分，码头见。我们就能逃走了，你和我。”

布拉德：

后来发生了什么事，埃伦？

埃伦：

船早开了，我没有及时赶到。你上了船，你没有等我。

布拉德：

啊呀！

埃伦：

我到达时，发现那儿有很多船。我不知道我们那艘船的名字。我四处找你，等了又等。

布拉德：

埃伦！啊，埃伦，我很抱歉。

埃伦：

随后那些人就来了，他们把我投进监狱。三个月后，我就死了。于是我回到了家，就是这儿。我又开始等你出现，我一直在等你。

布拉德：

我爱你，埃伦。

埃伦：

我也爱你，马修。




第五场
布拉德打算怎样？

天黑了，布拉德站在窗前，杰里走了进来。在这一场中，布拉德始终背对着杰里。




杰里：

你想死吗？你想去找埃伦吗？

布拉德：

今天之前，答案是“对”。马修想要死掉，去和埃伦在一起。你能理解吗？

杰里：

能。

布拉德：

可是马修死了，而我现在是布拉德。

杰里：

那布拉德想要做什么？

布拉德：

我不知道，我正在考虑。明天这里有一班去伦敦的火车吗？

杰里：

是的。我们可以把自行车放到火车上，然后乘下一班飞机回美国。你想这么做吗？

布拉德：

我不知道。我明天告诉你吧。




第六场
爱上一个幽灵

第二天。布拉德和杰里在街上，杰里拎着两个旅行包，芬奇夫人也在那儿。




芬奇夫人：

那么，你一定要离开吗？提前一周？

杰里：

是的，很抱歉。

摩根夫人路过旅馆。

摩根夫人：

唉，你们好，两个美国男孩，你们要回美国吗？

布拉德：

杰里要回家了，摩根夫人。我要待在这儿，待在旅馆里。我往后都住这儿了。

杰里：

布拉德，你想这么做吗？想想戴维斯电视台吧。你在英格兰要做些什么？

布拉德：

我不知道。不过，对了，戴维斯电视台需要一个出色的人。我父亲为戴维斯电视台工作多年。而现在，它又有一个出色的人了，杰里，就是你。

杰里：

我？啊！谢谢你，布拉德。

布拉德：

别客气。我很高兴，我坠入爱河了。她一直在等我，而现在我来到了这里，我再也不会离开她了。


ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1　There are ghosts in all three of these plays. Think about these questions.

1) Do you believe in ghosts? Why, or why not?

2) Why are some people afraid of ghosts?

3) Do you know any stories or films about ghosts?

2　Read the information on the first page of the book and the back cover. How much do you know now about the people in the plays? Choose true (T) or false (F).

1) Richard sees the ghost of his dead brother. T/F

2) At first, Jerry doesn't believe in ghosts. T/F

3) Brad and Jerry come from England. T/F

4) Jenny meets the ghost of her dead husband. T/F

3　The titles of the three plays are: One Ghost for the Day, One Ghost for the Night; Sleep Now, My Darling; and A Ghost in Love. Which places, things, and people belong to each play? Can you guess?

actress, airport, bicycle, hotel, judge, knife, prison, telephone, witch


ACTIVITIES



While Reading

One Ghost for the Day, One Ghost for the Night




1　Read Scene 1, then circle the correct words in these sentences.

1) Mary can hear something / nothing outside.

2) Richard is afraid / happy when he sees Heston.

3) Heston is pleased / angry with Richard.

4) Last year, Keech / Heston killed a man.

5) Keech now has Richard's / Heston's son's money.

2　Read Scenes 2 and 3, and complete the summary.

In the court, Reynolds ______ Keech about Tom's money. Keech ______ the money to everyone. Then Richard _____ the court about the ghost, and everyone _____ at him. But then everyone _____ the dead man's voice. Keech killed a man and _____ his money, Heston said. Keech _____ away from the court. Later, he _____ Richard.

3　Read Scene 4, and then answer these questions.

1) Where is Keech, and why is he afraid?

2) Why can't Keech hit Richard?

3) Who is going to be with Keech every night?




Sleep Now, My Darling

1　Read Scene 1. Choose the best question-word for these questions, and then answer them.

What / Where / Who / Why

1) _____ is Gilbert going today?

2) _____ made the bread?

3) _____ was the name of Gilbert's best film?

4) _____ must Gilbert go to America?

5) _____ does Jenny want to do?

2　Read Scenes 2 and 3. Who said these words, and to whom?

1) 'I know you. I know your face.'

2) 'But forget about me. I want to talk about you.'

3) 'I was happy when I was an actress.'

4) 'I write books now, you know.'

5) 'Smile. Be happy.'

6) 'She's white in the face!'

7) 'We phoned you at home. There was no answer.'

3　Read Scene 4. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1) Gilbert died when the plane crashed.

2) Jenny's father was at the airport.

3) Laura was at the airport.

4) Laura is a writer.

5) Jenny is going to be an actress again.




A Ghost in Love

1　Read Scene 1, then match the people with the information.

Ellen / Matthew / Jerry / Mrs Finch / Brad / Brad's father

1) _____ and _____ arrive in a village in England.

2) _____ died one month ago.

3) Brad sees the ghost of _____ in his hotel room.

4) A long time ago, _____ was Ellen's boyfriend.

5) _____ works at the hotel.

2　Read Scenes 2 and 3. What do people say about Ellen and Matthew? Match these halves of sentences.


  
    	Matthew stole things,
    	they were ill the next day.
  

  
    	The men loved Ellen,
    	and Ellen sold them.
  

  
    	Matthew took all Ellen's money,
    	but the women didn't.
  

  
    	When Ellen looked at people,
    	but she loved him.
  



3　Read Scene 4. Correct the mistakes in this summary.

Ten men came for Matthew and Ellen, but they ran away.

Matthew went to France. Ellen wasn't with him because the ship were later. She died at home.

4　Before you read Scenes 5 and 6, can you guess what Brad is going to do?

1) He is going back to America.

2) He is staying in England.


ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1　Heston wants Richard to get his son's money (see SCENE 1 of One Ghose for the Day, One Ghost for the Night). Put their conversation in the right order, and write in the speakers' names. Richard speaks first (number 6).

1) _____ 'You can take Keech to court. Then you can tell the judge about my son's money.'

2) _____ 'What! A ghost! In court?'

3) _____ 'You must tell everyone about Keech.'

4) _____ 'But Keech is going to be angry! I'm afraid of him!'

5) _____ 'No! Do it tomorrow! Go to court and get my boy's money. Do it! Or do you want to go mad?'

6) _____ 'What must I do?'

7) _____ 'Well, I need to think. Maybe next week...'

8) _____ 'That's easy. Tell the judge to call me. I'm going to come to the court!'

9) _____ 'Don't worry. The judge is going to send Keech to prison. Keech is going to die there. He can't hurt you.'

10) _____ 'I can say "Keech took the money." But how can I show that it's true?'

11) _____ 'Yes. I'm going to tell the court about Keech – and his money! I know some bad things about him!'

12) _____ 'How can I do that?'

2　This is a page from Jenny's diary, on the day that Gilbert leaves (see SCENE 1 of Sleep Now, My Darling). Use these words to fill in the gaps.

actress, because, director, film, garden, next, together, unhappy, went, works




Gilbert _____ to America today. He's going to make a _____. He's a good _____, and he often _____ in America. I can't go with him, _____ I have work to do in the house and _____. I feel very _____ because I'm at home all the time. Perhaps next year Gilbert and I can go to America _____. Perhaps I can be in his _____ film. I'm a good _____, I think.

3　Here are some other titles for the plays. Can you match the titles with the plays? Which title do you like best for each play, and why?

[image: alt]

4　Perhaps this is what some of the people in A Ghost in Love are thinking. Who are the people, and what is happening in the play at the moment?

Jerry / Mrs Finch / Mrs Morgan / Brad / Ellen




1) 'What a lovely old room! Wait a minute. I remember this room. And this wasn't a hotel, it was a house. A girl lived here, and I loved her.'

2) 'Oh, that poor boy! He looks white. Perhaps he's tired? Or hungry? He needs one of my dinners!'

3) 'Why isn't Matthew here? It's a quarter past one. And that ship? Where is it going? Is Matthew in it?'

4) 'Why does everyone say these terrible things about Ellen Bannister? She wasn't a bad girl. Those two American boys are very interested in her!'

5) 'So it's true! There really is a ghost! It's the ghost of a young girl, and she's talking to Brad.'

5　Which play did you like best, and which did you like least? Can you explain why? Write a short review of one of the plays. Use these words to help you.

I like / don't like this play because __________.

It is a good play because __________.

My favourite character is _____ because __________.

It's exciting when __________.

6　Find words from the three plays to complete this crossword. Then find the hidden word.

1) Some people say Ellen was a _____. (5)

2) Ellen waited for Matthew at the _____. (7)

3) Gilbert's plane _____ into the sea. (7)

4) Two ghosts visited Keech when he was in _____. (6)

5) The _____ at the café was friendly to Henry. (8)

6) We get milk from _____. (4)

7) Keech killed a rich man and _____ his money. (5)

8) At Keech's trial, the people can't see Heston but they can hear his _____. (5)

9) Jenny heard some bad news when she was at the _____. (7)
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The hidden word is _____________.
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19世纪30年代的法国。富人乘坐马车，用金餐具吃喝。穷人没有工作，没有食物，没有希望——他们是穷苦人，起义一触即发。法国人民还记得1789年的法国大革命。当时，民众在巴黎街头筑起街垒，死去的人数以千计。这样的时刻又要到来了吗？

这是冉阿让的故事。他坐了19年的牢，终于恢复了自由身。可是，他怎么生活，到哪里去找工作呢？像他这样一个人，还有什么希望呢？这也是沙威的故事，他是一个督察，一个残忍的人，一个冷酷的人。他的人生只有一个目标——把冉阿让再次送进大牢。这还是芳汀的故事，芳汀和她的女儿珂赛特。她们的故事是怎样改变了冉阿让的一生？这也是马吕斯的故事。他是巴黎的一名学生，做好了为起义而牺牲的准备——或是为爱情而死。最后，还有伽弗洛什——一个在巴黎街头流浪的孩子，他没有家，没有亲人，没有鞋穿……可他的脸上总是挂着笑容，心中总是有歌儿在欢唱。

不过，我们要先从冉阿让讲起……


LES MISÉRABLES

France in the 1830s. The rich ride in carriages, and eat from gold plates. The poor have no work, no food, no hope – they are Les Misérables, and rebellion is in the air. France remembers the French Revolution in 1789, when the people built barricades in the streets of Paris, and the dead were counted in thousands. Is that time coming again?




This is the story of Jean Valjean. A prisoner for nineteen years, now at last he is a free man. But how can he live, where can he find work? What hope is there for a man like him? It is also the story of Javert, a police inspector, a cruel man, a hard man. He wants one thing in life – to send Valjean back to prison. And it is Fantine's story too, Fantine and her daughter Cosette. How does their story change Valjean's life? And it is also Marius's story. He is a student in Paris, ready to die for the rebellion – or for love. And last, there is Gavroche – a boy of the Paris streets, with no home, no family, no shoes... But a boy with a smile on his face and a song in his heart.




But we begin with Jean Valjean...
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Jean Valjean
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FOREWORD





It is the year 1796, and the people of France are hungry. Not the rich people, of course. They have food, they have warm clothes, they have beautiful houses. No, it is the poor people of France...

Jean Valjean is one of these poor people. He is a young man, big, strong, and a good worker – but he has no work, he cannot find work, and he is hungry. He lives with his sister in the village of Brie. Her husband is dead, and she has seven children. It is a cold hard winter, and there is no food in the house. No bread, nothing – and seven children!

Jean Valjean is a good man, he is not a thief. But how can a man just sit there, when his sister's children cry all night because they are hungry? What can a man do?

He leaves his house at night, and goes down the village street. He puts his hand through the window of the bakery – crash! – he takes a loaf of bread, and he runs. He runs fast, but other people run faster.

France is not kind to poor people. France sends Jean Valjean to prison for five years. After four years he escapes. They find him, and bring him back. They give him six more years. Once again, he escapes, and two days later, they find him. And they give him another eight years. Nineteen years in prison – for a loaf of bread!

[image: alt]

In 1815, when he leaves prison, Jean Valjean is a different man. Prison changes people. Years of misery, years of back-breaking work, years of cruel prison guards. These things change a man. Once there was love in Jean Valjean's heart. Now, there is only hate.
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One evening in October, in the year 1815, there was a knock on the door of the bishop of Digne's house.

'Come in,' said the bishop. The bishop was a kind man; everyone in the town of Digne knew that. Poor people, hungry people, miserable people – they all came to the door of the bishop's house.

The bishop's sister looked at the man at the door that night, and she was afraid.

'Look at him!' she whispered to the bishop. 'He is a big man, and a dangerous one. He carries a yellow card, so he was once a prisoner – a bad man.'

But the bishop did not listen. 'Come in, my friend,' he said to the man at the door. 'Come in. You must eat dinner with us, and sleep in a warm bed tonight.'

The man stared at the bishop. 'My name is Jean Valjean,' he said. 'I was a prisoner in Toulon for nineteen years. Here is my yellow card, see? People everywhere shut their doors in my face – but not you. Why not?'

'Because, my friend, in the eyes of God you are my brother,' said the bishop, smiling. 'So, come in, and sit by our fire.' The bishop turned to his sister. 'Now, sister, our friend Jean Valjean needs a good dinner. Bring out the silver dinner plates. It's a special night tonight.'

'Not the silver plates!' whispered the bishop's sister. Her eyes went quickly to Jean Valjean, then back to the bishop's face.

'Yes, the silver plates,' said the bishop. 'And the silver candlesticks too. The church has these beautiful things, but they are for our visitors. And our visitor tonight must have only the best.'

And so Jean Valjean sat down with the bishop and his sister and ate from silver plates. He ate hungrily – it was his first good meal for weeks.

'You're a good man,' he said to the bishop. 'Perhaps the only good man in France.'

But Valjean could not take his eyes away from the silver plates. After the meal, the bishop's sister put the silver plates away, and Valjean's eyes watched. He saw the place, and he remembered it.
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Valjean could not take his eyes away from the silver plates.

In the night, in his warm bed in the bishop's house, he thought about the plates. They were big, heavy – so much silver in them! 'I can sell those plates,' he thought. 'For just one of them, I can eat well for months!'

Nineteen years in prison is a long time, and nineteen hard years change a man.
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By morning Valjean was a long way from the bishop's house. But how do you carry big silver plates? How do you hide them? People in Digne began to whisper...

'Did you see him? That big man, carrying six silver plates? Where did he get them from, eh?'

'Those plates came from the church. A man like that doesn't have silver plates!'

'No! And he carries a yellow card, did you see? So he was a prisoner once. He's a thief – he stole those plates!'

The police heard the whispers. They went after Jean Valjean, found him, and took him back to the bishop's house in the afternoon. But there, they had a surprise.

'My dear friend!' the bishop said to Jean Valjean. 'I'm so pleased to see you. You forgot the candlesticks! I gave you the silver plates and the candlesticks, you remember? but you forgot to take the candlesticks when you left.'

'But this man is a thief!' said one of the policemen.

'No, no, of course not,' said the bishop, smiling. 'I gave the silver to Monsieur Valjean.'

'You mean he can go? He is free?' said the policeman.

'Of course,' the bishop said.

All this time Jean Valjean stared at the bishop, and said not one word. The policemen went away, and the Bishop of Digne went into his house and came out again with the two silver candlesticks. They were tall and heavy and beautiful. The bishop put the candlesticks into Jean Valjean's hands.

'Jean Valjean, my brother,' he said. 'You must leave your bad life behind you. This is God's silver, and I am giving it to you. With it, you can begin a new, good life. I am buying your soul for God.'
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Jean Valjean left the town of Digne, with his silver plates and his silver candlesticks. Suddenly, he was a rich man, but he did not understand why.

'What's happening to me?' he thought. 'Everything is changing. How can I hate people when this bishop is so good to me? What shall I do? How shall I live?'

Prisoner Valjean did not understand anything. He sat down by the road, with his head in his hands, and cried. He cried for the first time in nineteen years.

How long did he sit there, crying? What did he do next, and where did he go? Nobody knows, but when the sun came up on a new day, he was a changed man.



bakery n. a shop where bread and cakes are sold 面包店；糕饼店

loaf n. bread that is shaped and baked in one piece （面包的）一条

escape v. to get away from a place 逃跑

misery n. great suffering 痛苦，苦难

back-breaking adj. physically difficult and making you very tired 累死人的，非常繁重的

bishop n. a priest with a high rank in some Christian churches 主教

miserable adj. extremely unhappy 悲惨的；痛苦的

whisper v. to say something very quietly 低语，耳语

stare v. to look for a long time without moving your eyes 注视，盯着看

everywhere adv. in or to every place 到处；各处

silver n. a valuable shiny, light grey metal 银

special adj. not ordinary or usual 特殊的

put away to put something in the place where it is usually kept 收起，放好

steal v. to take something that belongs to others 偷盗

go after to follow or chase someone or something 追赶

surprise n. an unexpected or unusual event 意想不到的事

go away to leave a place or person 离去

soul n. the part of a person that contains their character, thoughts, and feelings 灵魂
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冉阿让

引言

时为1796年，法国人民正在忍饥挨饿。当然，不包括那些富人。富人不缺食物，他们穿着暖和的衣服，住着漂亮的房子。法国的穷苦百姓却……

冉阿让是这些穷苦百姓中的一员。他年纪轻轻，块头大，身体壮，而且工作勤快——但是他没有工作，也找不到工作，只能饿着肚子。他和姐姐住在一个叫布里的村子里。姐姐死了丈夫，独自拉扯着七个孩子。这是一个严寒的冬天，家里没有吃的了。没有面包，什么都没有——却有七个孩子要养活！

冉阿让是个好人，他不是一个贼。但是，当姐姐的孩子们因为挨饿而整夜啼哭的时候，一个男子汉怎么能干坐在那儿呢？一个男子汉能做些什么呢？

他趁着夜色出了门，沿着村里的街道一直走。他打碎了面包店的橱窗——哗啦！然后伸手进去，拿起一条面包就跑。他跑得很快，但是有人跑得比他还快。

法国不是个善待穷人的国家。冉阿让被判了五年监禁。坐了四年牢之后，他越狱了。他们找到了他，把他抓了回来，又给他加了六年刑。他再次越狱，两天后，他们抓到了他，这一回又给他加了八年刑。他坐了十九年的牢——就为了一条面包！

1815年，冉阿让出狱的时候，已经不再是当初那个他了。监狱会改变一个人。年复一年的悲惨境遇，年复一年累垮脊背的苦力活儿，年复一年监狱看守的残酷虐待，这些都会改变一个人。从前，冉阿让的心里装的是爱。现在，他的心里只有恨。
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1815年十月的一个晚上，迪涅主教的家门口响起了敲门声。

“请进。”主教说道。这位主教是个善良的人，住在迪涅镇上的每个人都知道。穷苦的人，挨饿的人，生活不幸的人——他们都会来敲主教家的门。

那天晚上，主教的妹妹看着门口的那个男人，心里感到害怕。

“瞧瞧他！”她低声对主教说道，“他是个危险的大个子。他身上带着一张黄卡，说明他曾经是个囚犯——一个恶棍。”

但是主教没有理会她的话。“进来吧，我的朋友。”他对门口的男人说，“进来吧。您一定要和我们一起吃顿晚饭，然后今晚在暖和的床铺上睡一宿。”

那个男人有些惊讶地看着主教。“我叫冉阿让。”他说，“我在土伦监狱坐了十九年牢。这是我的黄卡，看见没？不管我走到哪儿，他们都把我拒之门外，你却没这么做。为什么呢？”


“因为，我的朋友，在上帝的眼里，您就是我的兄弟。”主教微笑着说道，“所以，进来吧，坐在炉火旁边。”主教转头对他的妹妹说：“你瞧，妹妹，我们的朋友冉阿让需要好好地吃一顿晚餐。把银餐盘拿出来吧。这是个特别的夜晚。”

“别拿银餐盘！”主教的妹妹低声说道。她瞟了眼冉阿让，又转过头看着主教。

“就拿银餐盘。”主教说道，“再把银烛台也拿出来。教会拥有这些漂亮的东西，但它们是为我们的客人准备的。我们今晚就要拿最好的来招待客人。”

于是，冉阿让与主教和主教的妹妹一起坐到了餐桌旁，用银餐盘吃晚餐。他吃得狼吞虎咽——这是他几个星期以来吃到的第一顿像样的饭。

“你是一个好人。”他对主教说，“可能是法国唯一的好人。”

但冉阿让无法把目光从银餐盘上移开。吃过饭之后，主教的妹妹把银餐盘收了起来，冉阿让全都看在眼里。他看见了收餐盘的地方，并记住了位置。

晚上，躺在主教家暖和的床铺上时，他一直想着那些餐盘。它们又大又沉——肯定用了很多白银！“我可以把那些盘子卖了。”他心想，“只要卖一个，就足够我几个月好吃好喝了！”

狱中的十九年是很长一段时间，十九年的苦难会改变一个人。
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到了早上，冉阿让已经离开主教家很远了。但是，怎么才能带着硕大的银餐盘上路呢？怎么才能把它们藏起来呢？迪涅镇的居民开始窃窃私语……

“你看见他了吗？那个背着六个银餐盘的大块头男人？他是从什么地方弄来那些餐盘的呢？”

“那些餐盘是教会的。他那种人根本就不会有银餐盘！”

“不是吧！他身上有张黄卡，你看见没？这么说他从前坐过牢。他是个贼——他偷了那些餐盘！”

警察听到了这些小声的议论。他们去追捕冉阿让，并抓到了他，下午的时候，警察把他带回了主教家。不过，到了那里，发生了一件令他们意想不到的事情。

“我亲爱的朋友！”主教对冉阿让说，“见到您真是太高兴了。您忘了拿那些烛台！我把银餐盘和烛台都送给您了，您记得吗？可您走的时候忘记带走烛台了。”

“这个人可是个贼啊！”一个警察说道。

“不，不，当然不是。”主教微笑着说道，“银器是我送给冉阿让先生的。”

“您的意思是他可以走了？他自由了？”警察说道。

“当然。”主教说。

整个过程中，冉阿让一直盯着主教，一言不发。警察走了以后，迪涅主教走进屋里，又拿着那两个银烛台走了出来。它们又高又沉，非常漂亮。主教把烛台交到了冉阿让的手里。

“冉阿让，我的弟兄，”他说，“您一定要把行恶的生活抛在身后。这是上帝的银器，现在我把它送给您。有了它，您可以开始诚实的新生活。我是在为上帝买您的灵魂。”
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冉阿让带着他的银餐盘和银烛台离开了迪涅镇。突然之间，他变成了一个富人，却不知道为什么会这样。

“我这是怎么了？”他心想，“一切都变了。主教对我这么好，我怎么还能去恨别人呢？我应该做些什么？我应该怎样生活呢？”

囚犯冉阿让什么都想不明白。他坐在路边，双手抱着头哭了起来。他十九年来第一次哭了起来。

他坐在那里哭了多长时间？他接下来做了什么，去了哪里？没有人知道，但是新的一天太阳升起的时候，他成了一个改过自新的人。


2

Fantine
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FOREWORD


Now we meet Fantine. She is young and beautiful, and in love with a man in Paris. But she has no family, and no money. For Fantine, this is the love of her life; for the man in Paris, it is just a summer of love.

Men are not kind to women. They have their fun, and then they walk away. The man in Paris goes home to his rich family, and leaves poor Fantine with a child, a little girl called Cosette. Fantine must find work, but how?

Fantine has a child but no husband, and a woman without a husband is nothing. Worse than nothing. People are not kind to a woman with a child but no husband. They turn their faces away, they close their doors, they say, 'There's no work here for a woman like you.'

Fantine loves her daughter dearly, but what can she do? So, in 1818, in a village near Paris, she leaves her little daughter with Monsieur and Madame Thénardier. They ask for seven francs a month. Fantine pays the money, holds her daughter in her arms for the last time, and leaves. She takes the road for her home town of Montreuil, and tears are running down her face. There is misery in her heart. Poor Fantine. Poor Cosette.
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In Montreuil Fantine finds work in a factory. This is the factory of Monsieur Madeleine, an important man in the town, and very rich. Everybody likes him, because he is a good man. He is kind to his workers, he helps people, and his factory gives many jobs to the townspeople.

But who is he, this Monsieur Madeleine? Where did he come from? He arrived in Montreuil at the end of 1815, but nobody knows his family, or anything about him.
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Fantine sent money every month to the Thénardiers. They were not good people, and they used the money for their own daughters. Poor little Cosette was a hungry, dirty, unloved child. She worked all day – she cleaned the house, she carried water, she washed the clothes. But Fantine knew nothing of this, and she worked long hours to make money for Cosette.

The next year the Thénardiers asked for twelve francs a month; the year after that, they wanted fifteen francs.

Then Fantine lost her job at the factory, because the women did not like her.

'She has a child, in a village somewhere near Paris.'

'Yes, and where's her husband? She doesn't have one!'

'We don't want that kind of woman here. She must go.'

Fantine found work making shirts. It was hard work for little money. She was often ill, with a small dry cough.

The Thénardiers wrote again: 'Your daughter needs a warm dress for winter. Send ten francs at once.'

Fantine did not have ten francs. She thought long and hard, and went to the barber in the town. She took off her hat, and her golden hair fell down her back.

'That's beautiful hair,' said the barber.

'What can you give me for it?'

'Ten francs.'

'Then cut it off.'

She sent the money to the Thénardiers. 'My daughter's not cold now,' she thought. 'she's wearing my hair.'

Soon another letter came from the Thénardiers: 'Send one hundred francs, or Cosette must leave our house.'

A hundred francs! How can a poor woman get that kind of money? There was only one way.
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One cold winter evening, outside a restaurant in the centre of Montreuil, a woman walked up and down. There was snow on the ground, but the woman wore an evening dress, with flowers in her hair. Some young men came out of the restaurant, saw her, and began to call her bad names. They laughed and shouted, but the woman did not look at them. Then, one young man took some snow and put it down the back of the woman's dress.

The woman was Fantine. She gave a cry, turned, and hit the young man's face with her hands. People came to watch, laughing.

A tall policeman arrived, took the woman by the arm, and pulled her away. 'Come with me,' he said.
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A tall policeman arrived, and pulled Fantine away.

This policeman was inspector Javert. He was new to Montreuil, and he was a hard man. To him, the law was the only important thing in life, and he hated criminals.

The law in France at that time was not kind to women like Fantine. Javert took Fantine to the office of police.

'You hit a man in the street, and that's a crime,' he told her. 'You're getting six months.'

'Six months in prison?' Fantine cried. 'No! I'm not a bad woman, Monsieur, please! I must work, I need the money for my little daughter. Please, please don't send me to prison!' She fell to the floor, crying.

'Take her away,' Javert said to a policeman.

'One moment, please,' said a new voice.

Everybody turned to look at the door, and there stood the good, the great Monsieur Madeleine. He was an important man in Montreuil.

'Inspector,' he said. 'I was outside the restaurant too, and I can tell you the true story. The young man began the fight, and this poor woman' – he looked at Fantine on the floor – 'must go free. She did nothing wrong.'

'The woman is a criminal,' said Javert angrily. 'She——'

'She must go free,' said Monsieur Madeleine. 'Ask the other people at the restaurant. We all saw the same thing.'

Fantine stood up slowly. She began to cough, a hard dry noise. Monsieur Madeleine took her arm gently.

'My dear child, you are not well,' he said.

Javert's cold eyes stared at Monsieur Madeleine.

'Do I know you from somewhere?' he said. 'Were you ever at Toulon?'

Monsieur Madeleine looked at him. His face did not change, but his eyes were Suddenly very watchful. 'No, I don't know Toulon,' he said.
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Monsieur Madeleine took Fantine to the little hospital in Montreuil. She lay in bed, and coughed and coughed. Monsieur Madeleine listened to her sad story, and the next day he sent money to the Thénardiers.

'Now, you must get better,' he told Fantine. 'Cosette needs you.'

But Fantine did not get better. She was now very ill, and five days later the doctor spoke to Monsieur Madeleine.

'Does she have a child, this poor woman?' he said.

'Yes, a small daughter.'

'You must bring the child here – soon.'

Monsieur Madeleine went to sit by Fantine's bed.

'Monsieur Madeleine' – cough, cough – 'you are so' – cough, cough – 'kind to me. I want to see my daughter, one last time. Please can you' – cough, cough, cough – 'bring Cosette to me? Please, Monsieur!'
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'I want to see my daughter, one last time.'

Monsieur Madeleine took her hand. 'Of course I can,' he said gently, 'and then——'

The door of the room Suddenly opened behind him, and Fantine cried out, 'No! No!'

Monsieur Madeleine looked round quickly. Inspector Javert came into the room, with four policemen.

'Jean Valjean, prisoner at Toulon, I am arresting you,' Javert said. 'After you left the prison, you stole money from a child in Toulon. You are still a thief, and now you must go to prison for life.'

Fantine sat up in bed. 'No!' she cried. 'Cosette...!'

Monsieur Madeleine stood up slowly. 'Inspector, give me three days,' he said. He was a big man, much bigger than Javert. 'Three days, to bring this poor woman's child to her before she dies. Then you can take me.'
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'Inspector, give me three days,' Monsieur Madeleine said.

Javert laughed loudly. 'Three days! You're going to run away!'

Behind the two men, Fantine cried out, 'Monsieur Madeleine, please take care of Cosette, oh please...'

Javert turned to her. 'Be quiet, woman! There's no Monsieur Madeleine here. This man is a criminal, called Jean Valjean, and he's going to prison!'

Fantine stared at Javert, and tried to speak, but she could not. She fell back in the bed, and lay still.

She was dead.
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The people of Montreuil talked about that day for a long time – the death of the woman Fantine, the arrest of Monsieur Madeleine. Javert put Monsieur Madeleine in a locked room in the police office, but in the night he broke down the door and escaped. Where did he go? Did he go to his house in the town? His old servant said no. She saw nobody, and heard nothing, she said. (She loved Monsieur Madeleine very much.)

So where did Monsieur Madeleine go? Nobody in Montreuil saw him again. One thing was certain. In Monsieur Madeleine's house there were two beautiful old silver candlesticks. The next day, they were gone.



Madame n. French for Mrs <法语>夫人；女士

franc n. the former standard unit of money in France 法郎（法国的原货币单位）

tear n. water that comes from your eyes when you cry 眼泪

important adj. having a big effect or influence 重要的；有名望的

townspeople n. (pl.) all the people who live in a particular town 镇民

ask for to make a request for something 要；要求

cough n. the action of sending air out of the throat with a sudden loud noise 咳嗽

barber n. a man whose job is to cut men's hair 男理发师

fall v. to hang down loosely 下垂，垂落

call sb. bad names to use unpleasant words to describe someone in order to insult or upset them 谩骂某人

hit v. to touch someone quickly and hard with your hand, a stick etc 打

law n. the whole system of rules in a country 法律（体系）

criminal n. someone who is involved in illegal activities 罪犯

crime n. an illegal action 罪行

voice n. the sounds that you make when you speak 说话声，嗓音

cough v. to send air out of the throat with a sudden loud noise 咳嗽

noise n. a loud, unpleasant sound 响声；噪音

gently adv. not in a strong or violent way 轻柔地，温柔地

watchful adj. very careful to notice what is happening 警惕的

cry out to make a loud sound of fear, pain etc （因害怕、疼痛等）叫喊

arrest v. to take a person to a police station because the police think they have done something illegal 逮捕

for life for the rest of one's lifetime 终生

take care of to look after someone or something 照顾；照管

lie v. to be in a position in which your body is flat on a bed etc 躺 

break down to hit a door so hard that it breaks and falls to the ground 砸破（门）

servant n. a person who works in another person's house 仆人

certain adj. without any doubt 肯定的

gone adj. no longer there 不复存在的


2

芳汀

引言

现在让我们来说说芳汀。她年轻漂亮，在巴黎爱上了一个男人。但是她没有家人，也没有钱。对芳汀来说，这是她一生挚爱；对那个巴黎男人来说，这只是一段夏日恋曲。

男人总是狠心地对待女人。他们玩乐够了，就甩手走了。那个巴黎男人回到了他富有的家庭，留下可怜的芳汀一个人带着个孩子，一个叫珂赛特的小女孩。芳汀必须找到工作，可怎么找呢？

芳汀有个孩子，却没有丈夫，而没有丈夫的女人什么都不是——比什么都不是还糟。对带着孩子却没有丈夫的女人，人们向来不肯发发善心。他们扭过脸去，关上家门，说：“这里没有工作给像你这样的女人。”

芳汀非常疼爱自己的女儿，可是她能做什么呢？于是，1818年，在巴黎附近的一个小村子里，她把年幼的女儿交给了德纳第夫妇照顾。他们要芳汀一个月付七法郎。芳汀给了钱，最后一次把女儿抱在怀里，然后离开了。她踏上回家乡蒙特勒伊的路，眼泪顺着面颊流了下来。她满心痛苦。可怜的芳汀，可怜的珂赛特。

芳汀在蒙特勒伊的一家工厂找到了工作。这是马德兰先生开的工厂。他是镇上的大人物，非常有钱。所有人都喜欢他，因为他是一个好人。他善待厂里的工人，扶危济困，他的工厂还为镇民提供了许多工作机会。

但是，这个马德兰先生到底是谁呢？他打哪儿来？他是1815年的年底来到蒙特勒伊的，可没有人知道他的家庭情况，或是任何关于他的事。
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芳汀每个月都给德纳第夫妇寄钱。他们不是好人，把钱都花在了自己的女儿身上。可怜的小珂赛特又饿又脏，没人疼爱。她从早到晚地干活儿——打扫屋子，提水，洗衣。可芳汀对此一无所知，她每天起早贪黑地工作，只为了赚钱给珂赛特。

到了第二年，德纳第夫妇每个月索要十二法郎；又过了一年，他们张口要十五法郎。

后来芳汀丢掉了工厂里的工作，因为女工们都不喜欢她。

“她有个孩子，养在巴黎附近的一个村子。”

“是呀。她的丈夫在哪里？她没有丈夫！”

“我们这里不要这样的女人。她必须走人。”

芳汀找了份缝制衬衫的工作。这份工作非常辛苦，收入却少得可怜。她常常生病，还伴有轻微的干咳。

德纳第夫妇又写信来了：“你的女儿需要一件暖和的衣裙过冬。马上寄十法郎来。”

芳汀没有十法郎。她苦恼了很久，最后上了镇上的理发店。她摘下帽子，满头的金发垂落下来。

“这头发真漂亮。”理发师说。

“卖给你的话能给我多少钱？”

“十法郎。”

“那就把它剪了吧。”

她把钱寄给了德纳第夫妇。“我的女儿现在不会挨冻了。”她心想，“她穿着我用头发换来的衣服。”

没过多久，德纳第夫妇又写来一封信：“寄一百法郎来，不然珂赛特就别想住在我们家了。”

一百法郎！一个穷困的女人怎么才能弄到这么一笔钱呢？只有一个办法了。
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一个寒冷的冬夜，有个女人在蒙特勒伊镇中心的一家餐馆外面走来走去。地上还有积雪，可那个女人却只穿了一件晚礼服，发间插着花。几名年轻男子从餐馆里走了出来，他们看见了她，开始对她骂骂咧咧。他们又是笑又是嚷，可女人并没有朝他们看。这时，一个年轻男子抓了一把雪，塞进了女人后背的衣服里。

这个女人正是芳汀。她“啊”的一声叫了出来，转过身子，挥手打了那个年轻男子的脸。人们上前围观，哄笑声一片。

一个高个子警察赶了过来，抓住女人的胳膊，把她拉开了。“跟我走。”他说道。

这个警察是沙威督察。他是个冷酷无情的人，刚刚才调到蒙特勒伊。对他来说，法律是生活中唯一重要的事情，他痛恨罪犯。

在那个时代，法国的法律对芳汀这样的女人是毫不容情的。沙威把芳汀带到了警局。

“你在大街上打了一个男人，这是犯罪行为。”他对她说，“你要坐六个月的牢。”

“坐六个月牢？”芳汀哭喊道，“不行啊！我不是个坏女人，先生，求求您！我必须工作，我需要赚钱来养活我的小女儿。求求您，求求您不要送我进监狱！”她瘫倒在地上哭了起来。

“把她带走。”沙威对一名警察说。

“请等一下。”这时响起了另一个声音。

大家都转过头去看着门口，门口站着的是善良、威严的马德兰先生。他是蒙特勒伊镇上的大人物。

“督察，”他说道，“我当时也在餐馆外面，可以告诉您事情的真实情况。是那个年轻人先挑事儿的，而这个可怜的女人”——他看着地上的芳汀——“您必须放了她。她没有做错任何事。”

“这女人是个罪犯。”沙威愤怒地说道，“她——”

“您必须放了她。”马德兰先生说，“问问餐馆的其他人。我们都看到了那一幕。”

芳汀慢慢站了起来。她开始咳嗽，是很厉害的干咳。马德兰先生轻轻扶住了她的胳膊。

“我亲爱的孩子，你生病了。”他说。

沙威一双冷酷的眼睛紧盯着马德兰先生。

“我以前在哪儿见过您吗？”他说，“您到过土伦吗？”

马德兰先生看着他。他脸上的神情没有任何变化，眼神却突然变得警惕起来。“不，我不知道土伦这个地方。”他说。
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马德兰先生把芳汀带到了蒙特勒伊的小医院。她躺在床上，咳个不停。马德兰先生听她讲了自己辛酸的故事，第二天，他就给德纳第夫妇寄去了钱。

“好了，你一定要好起来。”他对芳汀说，“珂赛特需要你。”

可是芳汀没能好起来。她这时已病得很重。五天之后，大夫找了马德兰先生谈话。

“这个可怜的女人是不是有个孩子？”他问道。

“是的，有一个年幼的女儿。”

“您必须把这个孩子带到这儿来——要快。”

马德兰先生走到芳汀的病床边坐了下来。

“马德兰先生”——咳，咳——“您真是”——咳，咳——“对我太好了。我想见见我的女儿，最后一面。求求您，您能”——咳，咳，咳——“把珂赛特带来见我吗？求求您了，先生！”

马德兰先生握住她的手。“我当然会把她带来，”他温和地说，“到那时候——”

房间的门在他身后猛地打开了，芳汀喊道：“不！不！”

马德兰先生迅速转身看去。沙威督察带着四个警察走进了房间。

“冉阿让，土伦的囚犯，我来逮捕你。”沙威说，“离开监狱之后，你在土伦偷了一个孩子的钱。你仍然是一个贼，现在你要坐上一辈子的牢。”

芳汀从床上坐了起来。“不！”她喊道，“珂赛特……！”

马德兰先生慢慢站起了身。“督察，给我三天时间。”他说。他身材高大，比沙威要高大许多。“就三天，我要在这个可怜的女人死前，带她的孩子来见她。之后您可以把我抓走。”

沙威大声笑了起来：“三天！你是想要逃跑！”

在这两个男人身后，芳汀哭着说：“马德兰先生，求您照顾珂赛特，哦，求求您……”

沙威把脸转向她：“闭嘴，女人！这里没有什么马德兰先生。这个男人是个罪犯，他叫冉阿让，他就要进监狱了！”

芳汀看着沙威，她想要开口，却说不出话来。她倒在床上，一动也不动。

她死了。
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很长一段时间里，蒙特勒伊的人们都在谈论那天发生的事——那个名叫芳汀的女人的死和马德兰先生的被捕。沙威把马德兰先生锁在警局的一个房间里，可是那天夜里，马德兰先生撞开了门，逃跑了。他去哪儿了呢？他是不是跑回了镇上自己的家里？他的老仆人说没见到他。她说，她谁都没看见，什么都没听见。（她非常敬爱马德兰先生。）

那么，马德兰先生去了哪里呢？蒙特勒伊的居民再也没有见过他。有一件事是清楚无疑的。在马德兰先生的家里有两个漂亮的旧银烛台。第二天，它们不见了。


3

Cosette
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FOREWORD


Monsieur Madeleine is, of course, Jean Valjean. You knew that already. After Digne, he sells the bishop's silver plates (but keeps the candlesticks). He comes to Montreuil, builds his factory, works hard, is kind to other people... He makes a new, good life, and is true to the Bishop of Digne.

But after Valjean left prison in Toulon, and before he came to Digne, he was hungry. And in a street in Toulon he stole some money from a boy. Just one franc... to buy bread. Because he did this, the law in France says that prisoner Valjean must go back to prison, and stay there for life. He can never be a free man again.

And so we meet Javert. Before Montreuil, he was a prison guard at Toulon. The law is his god, and he hates all criminals. He remembers Jean Valjean, that big strong man, very well. He wants to see him in prison again. And he, Inspector Javert, is going to put him there.

Jean Valjean remembers Javert now. He remembers the cold eyes, the hard voice, the cruel prison guard's smile. He remembers... And is afraid. He knows that Javert is his enemy for life.
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But he remembers Fantine too. He remembers her dying words – Please take care of Cosette, please... How can he leave this little girl, without a mother, without a friend in the world? He must find her – Javert, or no Javert.
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Monsieur and Madame Thénardier lived in a village called Montfermeil near Paris. There was no water in the village, and the nearest water was a small river in a wood fifteen minutes' walk away. People carried the water in buckets to their houses.

Cosette hated that wood. At night, the trees made noises. She was frightened of the noises, frightened of the dark, and with a heavy bucket of water, it was a long walk home.

One dark winter night in 1823, Madame Thénardier sent Cosette out to the river for water. Cosette ran to the river and then, with her heavy bucket of water, she began to walk home. The trees were noisy tonight, whispering and laughing at her, and the little girl began to cry.

'Oh please God, help me! Please, dear God!'

And suddenly, the bucket was gone. A great hand came down and took it from her. She looked up and saw a big man in an old yellow coat.
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A great hand came down and took the bucket from her.

Sometimes we know, without words, when something good is happening. The little girl knew that now, and she was not frightened of the big man, not a bit.

The man spoke to her. 'Child, this is a very heavy bucket. Shall I carry it for you?'

'Yes, Monsieur.'

'How old are you?'

'I'm eight years old, Monsieur.'

'Where is your mother?'

'I don't know,' said the child. 'I haven't got a mother.'

'What's your name?'

'Cosette.'

The big man stopped. He put the bucket down and looked into Cosette's face.

'Why are you carrying a heavy bucket of water at this time of night? Who sent you?'

'Madame Thénardier.'

'I would like to talk to this Madame Thénardier. Shall we go and see her?'

'Yes, Monsieur.'

Cosette was not afraid of the tree noises now. This big man, with his gentle voice, was a new and wonderful thing in her life. They walked to the Thénardiers' house.

'Please, Monsieur, can I carry the bucket now?'

'But why?'

'I can't ask people for help, Madame says. She hits me when I do that,' Cosette said. 'she hits me all the time.'

He gave her the bucket.

The Thénardiers were very surprised to see Cosette's new friend, this big man in the old yellow coat.

Inside the house, the big man looked at Cosette. He saw her thin clothes, her dirty hair, her big frightened eyes. She was small for her eight years. Her hands were red from kitchen work, and she had no shoes.

'Why does this child have no shoes on her feet, on this cold winter night?' he said to Madame Thénardier.

Madame Thénardier looked at Cosette angrily. 'Go into the kitchen, Cosette. There is work to do. Go!'

'And who are you?' Monsieur Thénardier said.

'I am here for Fantine, the child's mother,' said the big man. 'You don't need to know my name. Fantine is dead, so you can get no more money from her. Here' – he put some money on the table – 'is 1500 francs. Now call the child. I'm taking her away.'
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When Jean Valjean and Cosette left Montfermeil, Cosette did not look back. She never wanted to see Madame Thénardier again.

She put her cold little hand into Valjean's great hand, and looked up into his face. 'Monsieur,' she said, 'can I... can I call you Father?'

Valjean looked down at her big round eyes. 'Yes,' he said. He did not know love, he did not understand love, but in that moment, suddenly, he felt a father's love for this small child.

'Yes,' he said again. 'Yes, you can call me Father. It's a good name.'

Hand in hand, they walked away on the road to Paris.
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In Paris Cosette learnt to laugh, and to sing like a bird, and to be happy. Jean Valjean learnt to be father and mother to this child, and he loved her dearly.

But they lived quietly, moved house often, and only went out at night. Because Javert, too, was in Paris. When Valjean escaped from Montreuil, Javert came to Paris to look for him. He was now an important inspector in the Paris police. Every criminal in Paris was afraid of inspector Javert.

Once, Valjean saw Javert by the river, and the next day he looked for a new place to live. He found one, behind the high walls of a girls' school. The school gave Valjean a job as a gardener, and he lived in a little house in the big gardens. Cosette lived in the school. But every day she came to the gardener's little house for one hour. They talked, and they sang, and they read books. It was the happiest hour in the day for her and for Jean Valjean.

And so the years passed.



enemy n. someone who hates you and wants to harm you 敌人

wood n. a small forest 小树林

bucket n. an open container used especially for carrying liquids 桶

frightened adj. feeling afraid 害怕的

laugh at to make unkind remarks about someone 嘲笑

wonderful adj. making you feel very happy 令人高兴的；奇妙的

gardener n. someone whose job is to work in the gardens 花匠

pass v. time goes by （时间）消逝


3

珂赛特

引言

马德兰先生当然就是冉阿让。这你已经知道了。离开迪涅之后，他把主教的银餐盘卖了（但是留下了烛台）。他来到蒙特勒伊，建起了自己的工厂，辛苦工作，对人友善……他过上了诚实的新生活，成为了迪涅主教期望他成为的那种人。

但在冉阿让离开土伦监狱、还没到迪涅之前，他一直饿着肚子。在土伦的一条街上，他从一个男孩那里偷了些钱。就一法郎……为了买面包吃。就因为他干了这件事，法国的法律规定囚犯冉阿让必须再进监狱，坐一辈子的牢。他再也不可能获得自由了。

于是我们遇到了沙威。来蒙特勒伊之前，他是土伦的一个监狱看守。法律是他的上帝，他痛恨一切罪犯。他对那个人高马大的壮汉冉阿让记得一清二楚。他一心想要看到他再进监狱。而他，沙威督察，一定会把他送进牢里的。

冉阿让现在也记起了沙威。他认得那双冷酷的眼睛、严厉的声音，以及这个残忍的监狱看守脸上的笑容。他记得……而且他感到害怕。他知道沙威是他这辈子的死敌。

但是他也记得芳汀。他记得她临死前的话——求您照顾珂赛特，求求您……这个小女孩没有了妈妈，在这世上也没有一个朋友，他怎么能丢下她不管呢？他必须找到她——管他沙威不沙威。
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德纳第先生和夫人住在巴黎附近一个叫孟费[image: alt]的村子里。村子里没有水源，最近的水源是树林里的一条小河，离村子有十五分钟的路程。村民都要拎桶打水回家。

珂赛特痛恨那个树林。夜晚，树木发出声响。珂赛特害怕那种声响，害怕黑暗。她手里拎着沉沉的一桶水，令回家的路变得很漫长。

1823年一个漆黑的冬夜，德纳第夫人叫珂赛特到河边去打水。珂赛特跑到河边，打了水后，拎着沉沉的水桶往家走。今天晚上树木发出的声音很响，它们在一边低语，一边嘲笑她，这个小女孩开始哭了起来。

“噢，上帝啊，求您救救我吧！求您了，亲爱的上帝！”

突然，她手里的水桶不见了。一只大手伸了过来，把水桶接了过去。她抬起头来，看见一个穿着黄色旧外套的大个子男人。

有时候，不用说话我们也会知道好事正降临在自己身上。小女孩现在就有这种预感，她不害怕这个大个子男人，一点儿也不。

那个男人开口跟她说话：“孩子，这桶水很沉啊。我来帮你拎，好吗？”

“好的，先生。”

“你几岁了？”

“我八岁了，先生。”

“你的妈妈在哪儿呢？”

“我不知道。”这孩子说道，“我没有妈妈。”

“你叫什么名字？”

“珂赛特。”

那个大个子男人停下了脚步。他放下水桶，审视珂赛特的脸。

“天这么晚了，你为什么还要拎这么沉的一桶水？谁让你去打水的？”

“德纳第夫人。”

“我想和这个德纳第夫人谈谈。我们去找她，好吗？”

“好的，先生。”

珂赛特现在不再害怕树木发出的声响了。这个说话声音温柔的大个子男人，成了她生命中一件美好的新事物。他们走到德纳第夫妇的房子前。

“先生，现在让我来拎水桶，好吗？”

“可为什么呢？”

“夫人说，我不能叫别人帮忙。我要是叫人帮忙，她就会打我。”珂赛特说。“她常常打我。”

他把水桶给了她。

见到珂赛特的新朋友，这个穿着黄色旧外套的大个子男人，德纳第夫妇非常吃惊。

进了屋子，这个大个子男人打量起珂赛特来。他看见她衣衫单薄，头发肮脏，一双惊恐的眼睛睁得大大的。她看起来比寻常八岁的孩子瘦小，双手因为一直在厨房里干活儿而变得通红，脚上连鞋子都没有。

“冬天这么冷的晚上，这个孩子为什么没有鞋穿？”他问德纳第夫人。

德纳第夫人气冲冲地瞪着珂赛特：“到厨房去，珂赛特。还有活儿要干。快去！”

“你是谁？”德纳第先生问道。

“我是替孩子的母亲芳汀来的。”大个子男人说，“你不需要知道我的名字。芳汀死了，你们从她那里再也弄不到钱了。这个给你们”——他把一些钱放在桌子上——“这是1500法郎。现在把孩子叫来，我要把她带走。”
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冉阿让和珂赛特离开孟费[image: alt]村的时候，珂赛特没有回头望。她再也不想见到德纳第夫人了。

她把自己冰冷的小手放进冉阿让的大手里，抬头看着他的脸。“先生，”她说，“我能……我能叫你爸爸吗？”

冉阿让低头望着她那双圆圆的大眼睛。“可以。”他说。他不知道什么是爱，也不懂爱，可是在那一刻，他突然感受到了对这个小孩父亲般的爱。

“可以，”他再次说道，“可以，你可以叫我爸爸。听起来真不错。”

他们手拉着手，上路往巴黎而去。
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在巴黎，珂赛特学会了欢笑，学会了像小鸟一样歌唱，学会了快乐。冉阿让学会了当起这个孩子的父母，他非常疼爱她。

不过，他们过着不引人注意的生活，常常搬家，并且只在天黑之后外出。这都是因为沙威也在巴黎。冉阿让从蒙特勒伊逃走之后，沙威就来到巴黎追捕他。他现在是巴黎警局中一位重要的督察。巴黎的每个罪犯都害怕沙威督察。

有一次，冉阿让在河边看见了沙威，他第二天就去找新住处。他在一所女子学校的高墙内找到了住处。学校雇了冉阿让当花匠，他就住进了大花园里的一座小屋。珂赛特住在学校里。不过，她每天都会到花匠的小屋呆一个小时。他们一起聊天，一起唱歌，一起看书。对她和冉阿让来说，这是一天中最幸福的时光。

就这样，一年一年过去了。


4

Marius
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FOREWORD


Nine years pass. Valjean and Cosette are living in the Rue Plumet in Paris, in a house with a big garden. It is a quiet street and nobody comes there. This pleases Valjean, because he is still afraid of Inspector Javert.

Cosette is now a young woman. She is tall, with golden-brown hair. She is beautiful, but there are many beautiful faces in the world. The wonderful thing about Cosette's face is her smile – a slow, warm, gentle smile, like sunlight after rain.

And now we must meet Marius, and his young friend Gavroche. Marius is a student, a young man with many ideas but no money. Paris is full of young men like this. Marius has a grandfather (his father is dead), but he does not talk to him. Their political ideas are very different. At seventeen, he leaves home with 30 francs, his watch, and a small bag of clothes. Now, five years older, he lives with other students, and they talk all night about books and ideas, politics and government, life and death. All students are like this. They live for ideas, and do a little work here and there. When they need to.
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Gavroche is a child of the Paris streets. He is eleven or twelve years old, and wears a man's trousers and a woman's shirt (a kind woman gave these clothes to him). He lives on the streets, knows everybody, goes everywhere, and enjoys life. Well, why not? He knows no other life, only this one.
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Marius loved walking through the streets and gardens of Paris, and he often walked in the Luxembourg garden. One day in the garden he saw a man with a young girl. The man was about sixty, and the girl, Marius thought, was about seventeen. He did not see her eyes, but he saw her golden-brown hair and her slow gentle smile.

He walked past them once, and did not look back. But he came to the Luxembourg the next day, and the day after that, and for the next five days. The man and the girl were always there. He could not stop looking at the girl. He wanted very much to see that smile again.

On the seventh day the girl turned her head and looked at Marius. She looked into his eyes across the garden, and that look went, like a bullet from a gun, into Marius's heart. There were no words, but at once Marius knew and the girl knew. This was love.

Life stopped for Marius then. He spent hours in the Luxembourg, and every time he saw her, the sun came out and all the birds in the garden began singing.

But the man began to look at Marius too, and his face was not friendly. Marius was afraid, and he went to Gavroche.

'Gavroche, please, you must help me.'

'Why? What's the matter, Monsieur Marius?'

'There's a girl, Gavroche. She walks in the Luxembourg every day. I want you to follow her home and tell me the address.'

'Why don't you follow her? I'm busy,' said Gavroche.

'I'm afraid to,' said Marius. 'Her father, grandfather, I don't know, is watching me. He doesn't like me.'

'Why is this important, Monsieur Marius?' Gavroche said. He had a big smile on his face.
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'Why is this important, Monsieur Marius?' asked Gavroche.

'Because I'm IN LOVE,' shouted Marius. 'Please, Gavroche, do it!'

Gavroche ran away, laughing. Two days later he came to Marius's rooms.

'Rue Plumet,' he said. 'House at the end of the street. Hard to find. You need to look for it.'
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Spring came, and Cosette began to go out into the garden at Rue Plumet. She was usually alone. Her old servant, Toussaint, was always in the kitchen, and Father (Jean Valjean) was in his room, reading.

Cosette was sad. She remembered the young man in the Luxembourg garden, but Father no longer wanted to go there. But that evening in the Rue Plumet garden, something very wonderful happened.

She heard a voice, a man's voice. She looked round, and it was him.

'I'm so sorry,' he said. 'Please don't be afraid. I just wanted to... You remember the Luxembourg garden? I saw you there for the first time... I can't forget you, day and night I think about you... Please don't be afraid... You see, I love you... It just happened to me... I can't stop it... Don't be afraid... please.'

Cosette listened to this wonderful river of words, and then held out her hand to him. He took her hand, and she pulled it to her, and put it against her heart.

'Then – you love me?' he said.

'Of course! You know that.'

A kiss. No words. They did not need words. Later, words came. The story of his life, the story of her life, everything. Between lovers, everything is interesting.

When they were done with words, Cosette put her head on Marius's shoulder and asked:

'What is your name?'

'My name is Marius. And yours?'

'Cosette.'
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Every evening they met secretly in the garden at Rue Plumet. A kiss, a gentle laugh, whispered words of love – it was the spring and summer of their young lives.
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It was the spring and summer of their young lives.

But around them, outside their garden, there was change. There were angry people; there were police and soldiers on the streets of Paris. And one day Jean Valjean said to Cosette, 'My dearest child, we live in dangerous times. We must leave France and go to England.'

Cosette looked at him with frightened eyes. 'Must we go, Father?' she said.

Valjean watched her face. 'We must,' he said. 'Get ready to leave very soon.'

There was a change in Cosette. Valjean remembered the young man in the Luxembourg garden, and he looked at Cosette's beautiful young face. He was afraid – afraid of losing his dear daughter.
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That evening in the Rue Plumet garden, there were many unhappy tears.

'But you must follow us to England,' cried Cosette.

'How can I do that?' cried Marius. 'I have no money, no passport even! England to me is like the moon!'

They held hands in the moonlight.

'Listen. I have an idea,' Marius said slowly. 'Wait two days. Perhaps...'

'Two days?' cried Cosette. 'How can I live two days without you?'



please v. to make someone happy or satisfied 使高兴；使满意

idea n. someone's opinion or belief 想法，信念

political adj. relating to the government and politics of a country 政治的

government n. the group of people who govern a country 政府

across prep. from one side of something to the other 在……的另一边

bullet n. a small piece of metal fired from a gun 子弹

address n. the details of the place where someone lives 住址

kiss n. an act of touching someone lovingly with your mouth 亲吻

unhappy adj. not happy 不快乐的

passport n. a small official document needed to leave your country and enter other countries 护照


4

马吕斯

引言

九年过去了。冉阿让和珂赛特如今住在巴黎卜吕梅街一所带大花园的房子里。这是条僻静的街道，没有人到这儿来。这一点让冉阿让很满意，因为他仍然怕被沙威督察发现。

珂赛特现在已经是个大姑娘了。她个子高挑，一头金褐色的头发。她容貌美丽，不过这个世界上的漂亮脸蛋儿多得是，而珂赛特的脸庞吸引人的地方在于她的笑容——慢慢绽放、带着暖意的温柔笑容，就像雨后的阳光。

现在我们必须来介绍一下马吕斯和他年轻的朋友伽弗洛什。马吕斯是个学生，他是个很有想法的年轻人，可是却没有钱。巴黎到处都是这样的年轻人。马吕斯的祖父还在（他的父亲已经过世了），但他们不说话——他们的政治观点天差地别。17岁那年，他带着30法郎、自己的表和一小包衣服离开了家。现在，五年过去了，他和其他学生住在一起，他们彻夜畅谈书籍和信念、政治和政府、生和死。所有的学生都是这样。他们为信念而生，只在需要的时候，东家西家地打点零工。

伽弗洛什是个在巴黎街头流浪的孩子。他十一二岁，穿着一条男式长裤和一件女式衬衣（这些衣服是一位好心的妇人送给他的）。街头就是他的家，每一个人他都认识，每个地方他都去过，每天他都过得快快活活。是啊，为什么不呢？他没有过过其他的生活，他所知道的生活就是这样。
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马吕斯喜欢穿行于巴黎的街道和公园，他常常在卢森堡公园散步。有一天，在卢森堡公园里，他见到一个男人和一个年轻女孩。那个男人60岁上下，而那个女孩，马吕斯心想，大概17岁吧。他没有看到她的眼睛，但他看到了她金褐色的头发和慢慢绽放的温柔笑容。

有一次，他从他们身边走过，不过他没有回头。可是第二天，他又来到了卢森堡公园，再下一天也来了，接下来的五天都来了。那个男人和女孩总是在公园里。他无法把目光从女孩的身上挪开。他非常想再见到那个笑容。

到了第七天，女孩转过头看着马吕斯。她的目光从公园的另一端投来，就像从枪口射出的一颗子弹，射进了马吕斯的心房。他们彼此无言，但马吕斯和女孩同时意识到，这就是爱。

马吕斯的生活自此定格。他长时间地呆在卢森堡公园内，每一次见到她，太阳便破云而出，公园里的鸟儿也开始歌唱。

但是那个男人也开始注意到马吕斯，他脸上的表情并不友好。马吕斯有些怕他，于是他去找伽弗洛什。

“伽弗洛什，求求你，你一定要帮帮我。”

“为了什么呀？怎么回事，马吕斯先生？”

“我遇到了个女孩，伽弗洛什。她每天都在卢森堡公园散步。我想让你跟着她回家，再把她的地址告诉我。”

“你为什么不去跟呢？我忙着呢。”伽弗洛什说。

“我害怕。”马吕斯说，“她的父亲——还是祖父，我也说不准——在盯着我。他不喜欢我。”

“这有什么大不了的，马吕斯先生？”伽弗洛什说。他的脸上绽开了灿烂的笑容。

“因为我恋爱了。”马吕斯大声说道，“拜托，伽弗洛什，你就帮我这个忙吧！”

伽弗洛什笑着跑开了。两天后，他来到马吕斯的住处。

“在卜吕梅街。”他说，“街道尽头的房子。很难找。你得仔细找才行。”
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春天来了，珂赛特开始到卜吕梅街的花园里去。她通常都是一个人去。她的老仆人杜桑总是在厨房里忙活，爸爸（冉阿让）则在自己的房间里看书。

珂赛特闷闷不乐。她回想起卢森堡公园里的那个小伙子，可是爸爸不愿再到那里去了。但是，就在那天傍晚，在卜吕梅街的花园里，一件非常美妙的事情发生了。

她听到了一个声音，一个男人的声音。她四下张望，原来是他。

“真是非常抱歉。”他说，“请不要害怕。我只是想……你还记得卢森堡公园吗？我是在那里第一次见到你的……我忘不了你，日日夜夜都在想着你……千万别害怕……我想说，我爱你……爱情就这么发生在我身上了……我控制不住……别害怕……求求你。”

珂赛特耳听着他倾诉不绝的动人话语，然后向他伸出了自己的手。他抓住她的手，她又把他的手拉向自己，放在胸口上。

“那么说——你爱我？”他说。

“当然！你知道的。”

一个亲吻。没有话语。他们不需要话语。亲吻过后，他们才聊起来。他从小到大的生活，她从小到大的生活，无话不谈。对热恋中的情人来说，什么话题都有趣。

等到他们终于把要说的话都说完了，珂赛特把头靠在马吕斯的肩头，问道：

“你叫什么名字？”

“我叫马吕斯。你呢？”

“珂赛特。”
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每天傍晚，他们都在卜吕梅街的花园里秘密会面。一个亲吻，一声轻笑，呢喃的情话——这是两个年轻人生命中的春天和夏天。

可是，在他们周围，在他们的花园围墙之外，世界正在发生变化。民怨汹汹；军警进驻巴黎街头。一天，冉阿让对珂赛特说：“我最亲爱的孩子，我们生活在充满危险的时代。我们必须离开法国，到英格兰去。”

珂赛特看着他，眼睛里满是惊恐。“我们一定要走吗，爸爸？”她问。

冉阿让望着她的脸。“一定要走。”他说，“先收拾好东西，我们很快就出发。”

珂赛特变了。冉阿让记起了卢森堡公园里的那个小伙子，他看着珂赛特年轻美丽的面孔。他害怕——害怕失去自己亲爱的女儿。
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那天傍晚，在卜吕梅街的花园里，洒下了许多悲伤的眼泪。

“可你一定要跟我们到英格兰去。”珂赛特哭着说。

“我怎么去得了呢？”马吕斯呜咽道，“我没有钱，连护照都没有！对我来说，去英格兰就像登天一样难！”

他们在月光下手拉着手。

“听着，我有个主意。”马吕斯慢慢说道，“等两天。也许……”

“两天？”珂赛特哭了出来，“没有了你，我怎么挨过两天呢？”


5

Love and Rrebellion
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FOREWORD


So, what is Marius's idea? It is this... He wants to marry Cosette, but he has no money. His grandfather has money. He must ask his grandfather... But his grandfather is an old man, and old men's ideas do not change easily. He shouts at Marius, Marius shouts back, and that is the end of that. The next evening he goes as usual to the Rue Plumet. There is nobody in the garden, the house is dark, the windows are closed – Cosette and her father are gone.

Marius cannot live without Cosette. He wants to die, but Gavroche tells him that his friends need him. It is June 1832, and students and workers are running through the streets of Paris, bringing rebellion to the city, and everyone must fight the government. Marius is soon at the barricades, with a gun in his hand. He is happy. Death can come at any moment with a bullet from a soldier's gun.

These are dangerous times. Jean Valjean sees Inspector Javert in a street near the Rue Plumet. What is he doing there? Are the police watching his house? Valjean does not wait. The same night he and Cosette leave Rue Plumet. They move to 7 Rue de l'Homme-Armé, and begin to get ready for England.

How can love find a way in these troubled times?

[image: alt]



[image: alt]

When the soldiers attacked in front of the arsenal building, the people turned and ran, this way and that way, through the streets of the city. Marius and his friends came to the rue de la Chanvrerie and they built their barricade there. It was two metres high, made of wood and stone. Behind their barricade, the rebels waited for the soldiers. Night came, but nothing happened.

Enjolras was the leader of the students. He called Gavroche to him.

'You're small,' he said. 'Nobody sees you. Go and have a look round the city, and then bring us any news.'

Just after midnight, Gavroche was back. 'The soldiers aren't moving,' he said. 'But there are a lot of them.' He stopped Suddenly and whispered, 'Hey, who's that? That tall man, over there?'

Enjolras and Marius turned to look.

'I don't know him,' said Marius.

'People are coming and going all night,' said Enjolras. 'Why, Gavroche? Do you know him?'

'Yes,' whispered Gavroche. 'He's not one of us. He's a spy, a police spy. Name of Javert. He stopped me once, down by the river. Put me in prison all night.'

'Are you certain about this, Gavroche?' said Marius.

'I'm certain, all right,' said Gavroche. 'He's a spy!'

The rebels did not like spies. Four of Enjolras's men jumped on Javert, pulled him into the tavern behind the barricade, and tied him to the wall.

'Do we shoot him now?' asked one of the men.

'Later,' said Enjolras. 'He can wait.'

They went back outside to the barricade and listened for the sound of soldiers. Gavroche found Marius at the far end of the barricade.

'Marius,' he whispered, 'on my way back here I came past your rooms and went in.'

'Why?' whispered Marius.

'I was hungry,' said Gavroche. 'The woman in your house is nice – she always gives me something to eat. But she had a letter for you. She gave it to me. It came two days ago, she said.'

'A letter? a letter from whom?' Suddenly there was hope in Marius's heart. 'Quick – give it to me.'

The letter was from Cosette.

My dearest, Father says we must leave at once. We go tonight to 7 Rue de l'Homme-Armé, and soon to England. Oh my dear, how can I live without you? Cosette

Marius read this letter four times and then kissed it. She still loved him! He must write back to her and say his last goodbye. There was still no sound of soldiers in the street. He found some paper and a pencil.

Cosette, dearest. I came to the Rue Plumet, but you were gone already. We cannot marry. I went to my grandfather, and he said no. I have no money, and you have no money. I love you. I can never forget you. The fighting begins here very soon. When I am dead, don't be sad. Our love was beautiful. Marius

He called to Gavroche. 'I want you to take this letter to the rue de l'Homme-armé. Can you do that for me?'

'Yes, but not now!' said Gavroche. 'I'm staying here for the fighting. I can shoot too, you know!'

'Gavroche, you're just a boy! We don't want you to die in the fighting. Stay away from the shooting! And this letter is very important to me. It must go now. I want you to put it into Cosette's hands. Please, Gavroche.'
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'I want you to put this letter into Cosette's hands.'

'Oh, very well,' said Gavroche. He took the letter, put it inside his shirt, and ran off into the dark.
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When Valjean and Cosette left the house in Rue Plumet, Cosette was very sad. Valjean saw this, but he said nothing. In the rue de l'Homme-armé, Cosette stayed in her bedroom. Toussaint took her meals up to her.

In the night Valjean could not sleep. The city was quiet, but for how long? He went outside the house and stood in the street, listening. There were voices in the next street, and then he heard singing. A boy, singing.

Gavroche came up the street, looking at the house numbers. He saw Valjean and stopped.

'Well, young man, what's the news?' said Valjean.

'The news is that I'm hungry,' said Gavroche.

Valjean put his hand in his pocket and found a five-franc piece. Gavroche stared at it. He didn't see many five-franc pieces, and he was very pleased to see this one. He put it in his pocket.

'You're all right,' he said. 'Do you live in this street? Do you know number seven?'

'What do you want with number seven?' said Valjean.
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'What do you want with number seven?' said Valjean.

'Letter for someone,' said Gavroche. 'A woman.'

Valjean stared at him. He felt cold. A woman. Cosette? He remembered at once the young man in the Luxembourg. He tried to smile. 'Ah, that's the letter for Cosette,' he said. 'I'm waiting for it.'

'Yes, that's her. Well, here you are,' said Gavroche. 'It comes from the barricade in the rue de la Chanvrerie. I'm going back there now. Goodnight, Monsieur.'

Jean Valjean went back into the house with Marius's letter. He read it quickly... I love you. I can never forget you... So, Cosette, his dear, dear daughter, was in love. She was his world; without her, his life was nothing. He could not even think about it...  When I am dead, don't be sad... Those words gave him hope. So the young man was one of the rebels at the barricade.

'When the soldiers start shooting,' he thought, 'that's the end of all the rebels. I do nothing, I say nothing, I keep this letter, and poof! Nothing changes in our lives.'

But Valjean did not feel easy. He remembered all their happy years as father and daughter, and he saw again Cosette's sad eyes when they left the Rue Plumet. How could he take her away to England?

He turned and went out of the room. A little later, he left the house, wearing dark clothes and carrying a gun, and walked away down the street.



marry v. to become one's husband or wife 和……结婚

as usual in the way that happens or exists most of the time 像平常一样

at any moment something is likely to happen very soon 随时，马上

attack v. to use violence to hurt a person or damage a place 攻击

arsenal n. a building where weapons are stored 军火库

made of produced from 由……制成

spy n. someone whose job is to find out secret information 间谍；密探

jump on to attack someone Suddenly 突然袭击

tavern n. a pub where you can also stay the night （可住宿的）酒馆

tie v. to fasten things together using a piece of string etc 系，绑

shoot v. to kill or injure someone using a gun 射击；开枪

goodbye inter. used when you are leaving someone, or when they are leaving 再见

pocket n. a small bag in or on a coat, trousers etc 口袋

piece n. a coin of the value mentioned （特定面值的）硬币

easy adj. not feeling worried or anxious 安心的


5

爱情和起义

引言

那么，马吕斯的主意是什么呢？是这样的：他想和珂赛特结婚，可是他没有钱。他的祖父有钱，他得求他祖父……可是他祖父上了年纪，老人的想法不是那么容易改变的。他冲着马吕斯叫嚷，马吕斯还以颜色，事情就这样不了了之了。第二天傍晚，他像往常一样去了卜吕梅街。花园里没有人，屋子里黑着灯，窗户都关起来了——珂赛特和她的父亲已经走了。

马吕斯没有珂赛特就活不下去。他想到了死，可是伽弗洛什告诉他，他的朋友们需要他。这时是1832年6月，学生和工人在巴黎街头奔走，在城市里发动起义，每个人都必须和政府作斗争。马吕斯很快就来到了街垒，手里拿着一把枪。他感到高兴。士兵枪支射出的子弹，随时会把他带到死神面前。

这是充满危险的时代。冉阿让在卜吕梅街附近的一条街道上看见了沙威督察。他来这里干什么？警察在监视他的房子吗？冉阿让不能再等了。他和珂赛特当天晚上就离开了卜吕梅街。他们搬到了武人街7号，开始收拾东西准备动身前往英格兰。

在这动荡不安的时代，爱情如何能找到出路？
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当士兵在军火库前发起进攻时，人们掉头四散奔逃，穿过城市的大街小巷。马吕斯和他的朋友们来到了麻厂街，在这里筑起了街垒。街垒有两米高，是用木头和石块筑成的。义军藏身在街垒后面，等待士兵的进攻。夜幕降临，可是一丁点儿动静也没有。

安灼拉是学生的领袖。他把伽弗洛什叫到跟前。

“你的个子小。”他说，“没人会注意到你。你到城里转一圈，各处看看，然后给我们报个信。”

午夜刚过，伽弗洛什就回来了。“士兵们没有新的动向。”他说，“不过他们人数很多。”他突然停住话头低声道：“嘿，那个人是谁？那边那个高个子男人？”

安灼拉和马吕斯转头望去。

“我不认识他。”马吕斯说。

“整晚上都有人进进出出的。”安灼拉说，“怎么啦，伽弗洛什？你认识他？”

“是，”伽弗洛什压低声音说，“他不是我们的人。他是个密探，警局的密探。他叫沙威。有一次，他在河边把我拦了下来，把我关进牢里关了一整夜。”

“你确定吗，伽弗洛什？”马吕斯问道。

“我非常确定。”伽弗洛什答道，“他是个密探！”

义军不喜欢密探。安灼拉手下有四个人冲着沙威一拥而上，把他拖到了街垒后的酒馆里，绑在了墙上。

“我们现在就枪毙他吗？”其中一个人问道。

“等等再说。”安灼拉说，“先不着急杀他。”

他们走出酒馆，回到了街垒，留神听着士兵们的动静。伽弗洛什在街垒远远的一头找到了马吕斯。

“马吕斯，”他低声说，“我回来的路上经过你的住处，就走了进去。”

“你进去干什么？”马吕斯小声问道。

“我饿了。”伽弗洛什说，“你的房东太太人很好，她总是给我吃的。她有封信让我带给你。她把信给了我。她说，信是两天前收到的。”

“有封信？是谁写来的信？”马吕斯的心里突然闪现出一丝希望。“快——把信给我。”

信是珂赛特写来的。

我最亲爱的，爸爸说我们必须马上离开。我们今晚搬到武人街7号，然后很快就会前往英格兰。哦，亲爱的，没有你我可怎么活啊？——珂赛特

马吕斯把信读了四遍，然后又吻了一下。她还爱着他！他得马上给她回信，向她作最后的道别。街上仍然没有士兵的动静。他找了几张纸和一支铅笔。

我最亲爱的珂赛特，我赶到卜吕梅街时，你已经走了。我们结不成婚了。我去找过我的祖父，他不肯答应。我身无分文，你也是一样。我爱你。我永远也忘不了你。这里的战斗很快就要打响了。我死了以后，你不要难过。我们的爱是美好的。——马吕斯

他把伽弗洛什叫了过来。“我想请你把这封信送到武人街。你能帮我这个忙吗？”

“没问题，可是现在不行！”伽弗洛什说，“我要留在这儿战斗。你要知道，我也会开枪的！”

“伽弗洛什，你还是个孩子！我们可不希望你在战斗中牺牲。一旦开火你一定要躲开！这封信对我非常重要，一定要现在就送。请你务必把这封信交到珂赛特的手里。拜托你了，伽弗洛什。”

“哦，那好吧。”伽弗洛什说。他接过信，塞进衬衫里头，跑进了夜色之中。
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冉阿让和珂赛特离开卜吕梅街的住处时，珂赛特非常难过。冉阿让看在眼里，但他什么都没有说。在武人街的住处，珂赛特呆在自己的卧室里。杜桑把一日三餐给她送上楼去。

到了晚上，冉阿让无法合眼。整座城市静悄悄的，可是这安静能持续多久呢？他走出屋子，站在街上倾听。邻街传来几个人说话的声音，接着他听到了歌声。一个男孩在唱歌。

伽弗洛什从街头走来，挨个去看门牌号码。他看到冉阿让后停下了脚步。

“嗨，小伙子，有什么消息吗？”冉阿让问。

“消息就是我肚子饿了。”伽弗洛什说。

冉阿让把手伸进口袋，掏出了一枚五法郎硬币。伽弗洛什两眼直勾勾地看着硬币。他还没见过几回五法郎的硬币呢，看到这枚硬币真有点心花怒放。他把硬币放进了自己的口袋。

“你人不错。”他说，“你住在这条街上吗？你知道7号是哪一家吗？”

“你找7号那家干什么？”冉阿让问。

“送封信给人。”伽弗洛什说，“一个女人。”

冉阿让盯着他，心里凉了半截。一个女人。珂赛特？他一下子记起了卢森堡公园里的那个小伙子。他想要挤出点笑容。“啊，这是给珂赛特的信。”他说，“我正等着这封信呢。”

“对，就是给她的。喏，给你。”伽弗洛什说，“信是从麻厂街的街垒送来的。我现在要回那儿去了。晚安，先生。”

冉阿让拿着马吕斯的信回到了屋子里。他快速地把信读了一遍……我爱你。我永远也忘不了你……这么说，他最最亲爱的女儿珂赛特恋爱了。她就是他的整个世界；没有了她，他的生活便失去了意义。他连想都不敢去想……我死了以后，你不要难过……信上的这几句话又给了他希望。这么说来，这个小伙子是在街垒战斗的义军一员。

“士兵开火之后，”他想，“这些起义的人都会死掉。我什么都不做，什么都不说，只要把这封信藏起来，噗！我们的生活还将和原来一样。”

可冉阿让并没安下心来。他想起了这些年他们父女俩相依为命的快乐时光，之后他眼前又浮现出他们离开卜吕梅街时珂赛特悲伤的眼神。他怎么能把她带到英格兰去呢？

他转身走出房间，不一会儿便出门了。他穿着深色衣服，带了一支枪，沿着街道走去。


6

The Barricades
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FOREWORD


It is a long night at the barricade in the Rue de la Chanvrerie. The news is bad. More and more soldiers are arriving in the city, but the people stay in their homes. This time they don't want to fight the government. Only the students are still at the barricades, waiting for the soldiers' bullets – and death.

Then a new man arrives at the barricade, a big man in dark clothes. Marius stares. It is Cosette's father, he is certain. Is he a friend or an enemy? Who knows?

Inside the tavern, Javert too waits for death. Rebels shoot spies, he knows that. Does he think about his life, waiting there in the tavern? Is the law always right? Can a criminal change and be a good man? Does Javert ask these questions? Who knows?

Daylight comes, and the shooting begins. Ratatat-ratatat-ratatat on the barricade, noise and shouting, cries and screams. Valjean saves Enjolras's life. Two men die. Valjean carries the bodies into the tavern, sees Javert. And Javert sees him. Then the shooting stops.
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The rebels need more bullets, and Gavroche runs out to the front of the barricade. Come back, Gavroche! He doesn't listen, and starts singing. There are dead soldiers lying in the street. Gavroche takes the bullets from their bags and puts them into his bag. He is small and quick, and his bag is nearly full before the soldiers start shooting at him. Come back, Gavroche! He sings louder, but the fifth bullet hits him, and he falls down in the street. He moves once, then falls back. Gavroche is dead. A child of the Paris streets, his singing now stopped for ever, just another dead body in the rebellion.

Smoke from the guns is everywhere, it is hard to see anything. But Marius runs out into the street, picks Gavroche up, and runs back. He puts the small body on a table in the tavern, and cries.

It is going to be a long day.
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Behind the barricade Enjolras talked to the men. 'They're going to attack again soon – sixty soldiers to every one of us. Marius and I are your two leaders. Gavroche brought us bullets, so let's use them well, and fight to the end.'

'Let's kill the spy now,' said one of the men.

Then Valjean spoke. 'Give him to me. I can do that for you. I'd like to shoot him.'

Enjolras looked at him. 'You saved my life, friend. You can have the spy.'

Valjean took Javert out of the tavern to a little street behind. He took out a knife.

'Oh, a knife!' said Javert. 'Of course, a criminal's way to kill. So, kill me, and be quick.'

Valjean said nothing. He cut the ropes around Javert's arms and legs, then stood up, and said:

'You're free to go.'
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'You're free to go,' said Valjean.

Javert stared. He could not understand this.

'I live in the rue de l'Homme-armé,' Valjean said. 'The next time we meet, you can arrest me. Now, go!'

Javert turned and walked away. Valjean fired his gun into the air, then went back to the barricade. 'It's done,' he told Enjolras.

Now the second attack began. The government had more men, more guns, more bullets – and one by one, the students began to die. Marius was on top of the barricade. He was one of the last men still alive, but then one, two bullets hit him, and he fell. Two great hands at once picked him up. 'Cosette,' whispered Marius, and then he went into that dark night.
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Jean Valjean knew Paris well, knew its little back streets, its secret places. He used them now. With the dead or dying Marius in his arms, he ran through the back streets, watching at every corner. Night came, and the sky was full of the smoke from the guns. Valjean stopped to rest. In Marius's pocket he found a piece of paper.

Take my body to my grandfather's house in...

The address was in the marais, not far away. Valjean began to pick up Marius's body again – and a hand came down hard on his shoulder. Valjean turned.
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A hand came down hard on Valjean's shoulder.

Javert stood behind him. 'What are you doing here?' he said. 'Who is this man?'

Valjean stood up. 'Inspector Javert,' he said, 'I told you, I'm tired of running and hiding. You can arrest me, put me back in prison. I ask just one thing. Help me to take this young man home. That is all.'

'He's dead,' said Javert.

'No. Not yet. He lives in the marais with his grandfather. Look.' He showed Javert the piece of paper.

Javert read the address, then called to a carriage along the street. They put Marius's body on the back seat, and sat side by side on the front seat.

At the house of Marius's grandfather, a servant opened the door. She gave a little scream when she saw Marius in Valjean's arms. 'It's Monsieur Marius!'

'Take the boy in,' said Javert. 'I'm waiting for you here at the door.' His voice was different, uncertain.

Valjean looked at him, then carried Marius's body into the house. 'Call a doctor quickly,' he said to the servants. 'He was at the barricade and has two bullets still in him.' Then he came back downstairs and out into the street.

Javert was gone. Valjean looked up and down the street. Nothing. Nobody.
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Down by the river seine, near the Place du Châtelet, Javert stood on the bridge, looking down into the water.

'What must I do?' he thought, but for the first time in his life he had no answer. Valjean's words at the barricade went through his head again and again. You're free to go... free to go... free to go.

'I can do one of two things,' Javert said to the river. 'I can arrest him, or I can not arrest him and say "You are free to go." But the law is the law – so I must arrest him. But he gave me my life – so I must give him his life. But the law is the law...'

And a voice in Javert's head said, You worked for the law all your life, but Jean Valjean is a better man than you are.

For a long time Javert stared down at the river, but the river gave him no answer to his question. Then he took off his hat, and put it carefully on the ground. A moment later, he stood high on the bridge, then fell, down into the dark river.

There was a splash, and that was all.
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save v. to make someone safe from danger or harm 拯救

nearly adv. almost 几乎；差不多

smoke n. white, grey or black gas produced by burning （燃烧产生的）烟

pick up to lift someone up 抱起

rope n. very strong thick string 绳

secret adj. kept hidden from others 秘密的

bridge n. a structure built over a river 桥

splash n. the sound of something hitting water （水的）溅泼声


6

街垒

引言

对在麻厂街街垒的人们来说，这是一个漫漫长夜。他们听到的都是坏消息。越来越多的士兵进到城里，普通市民则呆在家里闭门不出——这一回他们不愿意和政府对抗。只有学生仍然留守在街垒，等待士兵的子弹——还有死亡。

这时候，一个新面孔来到了街垒，是个穿着深色衣服的大个子男人。马吕斯盯着他。他就是珂赛特的父亲，这一点他可以肯定。他到底是朋友还是敌人？只有老天知道。

在酒馆里，沙威也在等待死亡。义军对待密探都是一律枪毙，他是知道的。在酒馆里等待的时候，他是在回想自己的一生吗？法律总是正确的吗？一个罪犯能够改变，变成一个好人吗？沙威想到过这些问题吗？只有老天知道。

天亮了，枪声大作。嗒嗒嗒——嗒嗒嗒——嗒嗒嗒的枪声在街垒响起，伴随枪声的是喧哗和叫嚷，哭喊和尖叫。冉阿让救了安灼拉的命。有两名起义者死了。冉阿让把他们的尸体拖进酒馆时看到了沙威。沙威也看到了他。这时候，枪声停止了。

义军需要更多的子弹，伽弗洛什冲到了街垒前面。回来，伽弗洛什！他不理睬，反而开始唱起歌来。死去士兵的尸体躺在街道上。伽弗洛什从他们的包里拿出子弹，放进自己的包里。他个子小，动作快，还没等到士兵开始向他射击，他的包就已经差不多满了。回来，伽弗洛什！他的歌声更加嘹亮，可是第五颗子弹击中了他，他倒在了街道上。他动了一下，又倒了下去。伽弗洛什死了。一个在巴黎街头流浪的孩子，现在成了义军中的又一具尸体，他再也不会歌唱了。

到处都是枪管喷出的硝烟，什么都看不清楚。可是马吕斯跑到了街道上，抱起伽弗洛什，跑了回来。他把他瘦小的尸身放在酒馆的一张桌子上，哭了起来。

这将会是漫长的一天。
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在街垒后面，安灼拉对着义军喊话：“他们很快就会再次进攻——我们一个人要对付六十个士兵。马吕斯和我是你们的指挥。伽弗洛什为我们找来了子弹，我们一定要好好利用这些子弹，战斗到最后一刻。”

“我们现在就处决了那个密探吧。”一个起义者说。

这时冉阿让开了口：“把他交给我吧。我可以为你们办这件事。我想亲手打死他。”

安灼拉看了看他：“你救了我的命，朋友。这个密探就交给你了。”

冉阿让带着沙威出了酒馆，来到酒馆后面的一条小巷。他掏出一把刀。

“哦，一把刀！”沙威说，“当然啦，这就是罪犯杀人的方式。来，杀了我吧，快点！”

冉阿让什么都没有说。他割断了绑着沙威胳膊和腿的绳子，然后站起身来，说道：

“你可以走了。”

沙威久久地望着他。他不明白这是怎么回事。

“我住在武人街。”冉阿让说，“我们下回再碰面的时候，你可以逮捕我。好了，走吧！”

沙威转身走了。冉阿让朝天开了一枪，然后回到了街垒。“我已经把他处决了。”他告诉安灼拉。

这时，第二轮进攻开始了。政府有更多的人，更多的枪，更多的子弹——学生们开始一个接着一个地死去。马吕斯站在街垒上，他是最后几个幸存者之一。但就在这时，一颗子弹击中了他，接着又是一颗。他倒下了。两只大手立刻把他抱了起来。“珂赛特。”马吕斯呢喃了一句，接着眼前一黑，昏了过去。
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冉阿让对巴黎了如指掌，知道它的后街小巷，它的隐秘之地。这时，这些都派上了用场。他把马吕斯抱在怀里，也不知道他是死是活，只顾着穿街走巷，过每一个拐角都小心翼翼。夜幕降临，天空中弥漫着硝烟。冉阿让停下来喘口气。他在马吕斯的口袋里找到了一张纸。

把我的尸体带到我祖父家，他住在……

地址在玛莱区，离这儿不远。冉阿让再次把马吕斯抱了起来——这时，一只手用力按住了他的肩头。冉阿让回过头来。

站在他身后的是沙威。“你在这里干什么？”他说，“这个人是谁？”

冉阿让站起身来。“沙威督察，”他说，“我告诉过你，我已经厌倦了逃跑和躲藏。你可以逮捕我，把我送回监狱。我只有一个请求。帮我把这个年轻人送回家。就这一件事。”

“他死了。”沙威说。

“不，他还没死。他和祖父住在玛莱区。瞧。”他把那张纸给沙威看。

沙威看过地址后，叫住了街上一辆马车。他们把马吕斯放在后座上，然后并排坐在马车的前座上。

到了马吕斯祖父的家，一个仆人来开开门。她看到冉阿让怀里的马吕斯时，轻轻地惊呼了一声:“是马吕斯先生！”

“把这个孩子弄进屋去。”沙威说，“我在门口等你。”他的声音带着迟疑，与以往不同。

冉阿让看了他一眼，就抱着马吕斯进屋去了。“赶快去请一位大夫。”他对仆人们说，“他在街垒战斗，身上中了两颗子弹。”然后他下了楼，回到了街上。

沙威已经不在了。冉阿让往街上张望，什么都没瞧见。一个人都没有。
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沙威在塞纳河近沙特雷广场的一段。他站在桥上，低头望着水面。

“我到底该怎么做呢？”他在心里问自己，但这一次，也是人生中第一次，他想不出答案。他脑海里一遍又一遍地回想起冉阿让在街垒说的话。你可以走了……可以走了……可以走了。

“我有两个选择。”沙威对着河水说，“我可以逮捕他，我也可以不逮捕他，并对他说‘你可以走了。’可法律终归是法律——所以我必须逮捕他。但他救过我的命——所以我也必须救他一命。可法律终归是法律……”

一个声音在沙威的头脑中说道：“你一辈子都在为法律服务，可冉阿让是一个比你更加正直的人。”

沙威久久地盯着河水，可是河水没有告诉他答案。后来，他摘下帽子，小心翼翼地把它放在地上。不一会儿，他高高地站到了桥栏杆上，接着跳了下去，落入漆黑的河水中。

桥下传来扑通一声，随后就什么动静也没有了。


7

Love and Death
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FOREWORD


Marius lies for a long time between life and death, but months later, he is well again. Cosette visits him every day, and this of course helps him a lot. His grandfather is happy to have his grandson back, and is happy to have a new granddaughter in Cosette. The two young people marry, and live in the house of Marius's grandfather in the Marais.

There is a surprise for the young people. Cosette has money, a lot of money, Valjean tells them. She has six hundred thousand francs. This pleases Marius's grandfather very much, but the young people are only interested in love, not in money.

Where does it come from, this money? Years ago, when Valjean was Monsieur Madeleine with a factory, he was a rich man. Before he left Montreuil, he took his money and the bishop's candlesticks to a secret place. When he needs money, he goes back there.

Now this money is for Cosette, and the candlesticks stand in Valjean's house in the Rue de l'Homme-Armé. They look very fine, and Toussaint cleans them every day.

A new life begins for everybody, but there are still secrets from the past, and Valjean wants to tell them. He feels old and tired. Death is coming for him at last, he feels. He calls Cosette and Marius to his bedside.

'Listen, dearest Cosette, to the story of your mother,' he says. Cosette hears the story of Fantine's sad life. She learns that Valjean is not her real father, but in her life there is only one father, and that is Valjean, she tells him.

'Come closer, my children,' he says. 'I love you dearly, and I die happy. Come closer, and take my hands.'

Cosette and Marius are by his bed, holding his hands and crying. His great hands are still, and do not move again. He lies with his head turned up to the sky, and the light from the bishop's candlesticks falls upon his face.
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interested adj. giving a lot of attention 感兴趣的；关心的


7

爱与死

引言

马吕斯在生死线上挣扎了很长一段时间，不过几个月后，他终于康复了。珂赛特每天都来探望他，这当然对他的复原起了很大作用。看到孙子又回来了，马吕斯的祖父十分开心，而看到自己新添了珂赛特这样一位孙媳妇，老人更是高兴。两个年轻人结了婚，住在玛莱区马吕斯祖父的房子里。

这两个年轻人得知了一个意外的消息。冉阿让告诉他们，珂赛特有钱了，很大一笔钱。她拥有60万法郎。这让马吕斯的祖父十分高兴，不过这两个年轻人心里想的只有爱，并不在乎钱。

这笔钱是从哪儿来的呢？许多年前，在冉阿让还是开工厂的马德兰先生时，他是一个富有的人。离开蒙特勒伊之前，他把这笔钱和主教的烛台藏到了一个秘密的地方。他需要钱的时候，就到那里去取。

现在这笔钱是珂赛特的了，烛台则摆在武人街冉阿让的家里。它们看上去十分漂亮，杜桑每天都要把它们擦拭一番。

每个人都开始了新的生活，不过还有些过去的秘密，冉阿让想要告诉他们。他觉得自己老了，累了。他觉得死神终于要找上门来了。他把珂赛特和马吕斯叫到了自己的床边。

“听好了，最亲爱的珂赛特，这是你妈妈的故事。”他说。珂赛特听到了芳汀一生悲惨的遭遇。她知道了冉阿让不是他的亲生父亲，可她对冉阿让说，她这辈子只有一个父亲，那就是冉阿让。

“靠近点，我的孩子们。”他说，“我非常爱你们，我现在可以高兴地闭眼了。靠近点，抓住我的手。”

珂赛特和马吕斯偎依在他的床边，抓住他的手哭了起来。他的一双大手僵住了，再也不动了。他仰面躺在那里，主教的烛台上燃着的烛光照在他的脸上。


ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1 Read the back cover and the introduction of the book. How much do you know now about the story? Tick one box for each sentence. 

1) Jean Valjean was in prison for nineteen years.

YES □／NO □

2) Javert wants to help Valjean in his new life.

YES □／NO □

3) The poor people in France are unhappy.

YES □／NO □

4) Fantine has a son called Marius.

YES □／NO □

5) Life is easy for everyone in France in 1815.

YES □／NO □

6) Gavroche lives with his mother and father.

YES □／NO □

7) In the French Revolution there were barricades in the streets of Paris.

YES □／NO □

2 What is going to happen to the people in this story? Can you guess? Choose words to complete these sentences.

1) Jean Valjean marries / does not marry Fantine.

2) Inspector Javert sends / does not send Jean Valjean back to prison.

3) By the end of the story Jean Valjean is very rich / still poor.

4) Marius / Gavroche dies in the rebellion.

5) Fantine dies when she is very old / still young.

6) When she is a young woman, Cosette has a happy / sad life.


ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1 Who is who in this story? Choose a name to complete the first parts of the sentences. Then match the two parts of sentences together, and choose the best linking word.

Bishop of Digne / Cosette / Fantine / Gavroche / Javert /

Jean Valjean / Marius / Monsieur Madeleine / Thénardiers




First parts of sentences

1) _____ hated all criminals,...

2) _____ wanted to marry Cosette very much,...

3) _____ had a factory in Montreuil,...

4) The _____ often helped poor, hungry people,...

5) _____ never knew her mother...

6) _____ wanted to take care of Fantine's daughter,...

7) The _____ were not kind to little Cosette,...

8) _____ was a child, only eleven or twelve years old,...

9) _____ cut off her hair and sold it...




Second parts of sentences

10) so / because she lived with the Thénardier family.

11) when / before a soldier shot him and killed him.

12) but / so he went to his grandfather and asked for money.

13) and / but he gave Valjean dinner and a bed for the night.

14) but / and he wanted to put Valjean in prison again.

15) and / but they asked Fantine for more money all the time.

16) because / but she wanted her daughter to have a warm dress for winter.

17) because / so he took her away from the Thénardiers.

18) so / but people in that town knew nothing about him.

2 Here are three people from the story talking or writing to someone. Complete the passages with words from this list (one word for each gap). Then say who is speaking or writing, and to whom.

asking, cold, daughter, dress, family, five, francs, girl, grandfather, hands, know, letter, marry, No, nothing, took, warm




1) 'Why are you here? You only come to see your poor old_____ when you want something. And now you're _____ for money because you want to _____ someone. Who is this_____? Who's in her _____ ? You know _____ about her. Well, young man, the answer is "_____"!'

2) 'I don't want my _____ to be _____ in the winter, so I am sending you ten _____. Please buy Cosette a new _____ with this money – something nice and _____.'

3) 'Yes, I _____ the letter to number seven. No, I didn't put it into her _____, I gave it to a man. No, I don't _____ his name, but he knew all about it. He said, "ah, that's the_____ for Cosette." He was all right – he gave me _____ francs. That's a lot of money!'

3 Complete this crossword with words from the story, using the clues below to help you.
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1) Gavroche told Marius that Javert was a police _____.

2) A _____ cut off Fantine's hair and paid her ten francs.

3) The bishop's candlesticks were made of _____.

4) Jean Valjean stole some _____ from the bishop.

5) Marius fell in _____ with Cosette.

6) A _____ is when people fight against the government of a country.

7) The students built a _____ in the street.

8) The Thénardiers were very _____ to little Cosette.

9) The bishop gave the two _____ to Jean Valjean.

10) Javert knew Jean Valjean because he was a _____ at the prison in Toulon when Valjean was there.

4 There are two hidden words in the crossword above. What are they? Use them to make a sentence about Jean Valjean.

5 Here is the conversation between Marius and Cosette when Marius first opens his eyes in his grandfather's house. Put their conversation in the right order, and write in the speakers' names. Cosette speaks first (number 3).

1) _____ 'He doesn't hate you. He loves you very much. He likes me too! and he wants me to be his granddaughter!'

2) _____ 'That's the best news of my life! Kiss me, Cosette!'

3) Cosette 'Oh, Marius! How are you feeling, my dearest?'

4) _____ 'Granddaughter? You mean – we can get married?'

5) _____ 'You're in your grandfather's house.'

6) _____ 'I'm... I'm all right, I think. But where am i?'

7) _____ 'Of course not! You can have a kiss when you're better – and not before!'

8) _____ 'my grandfather! Why? How? He hates me!'

9) _____ 'Yes, Marius, we can. Isn't that wonderful?'

6 What did you think about the people in this story? Choose some names, and finish the sentences in your own words.

 Bishop of Digne / Cosette / Fantine / Gavroche / Javert / Jean Valjean / Marius / Monsieur Madeleine / the Thénardiers




1) I felt sorry for _____ because ________.

2) I liked _____ because ________.

3) I was angry with _____ when ________.

4) _____ was right to __________.

5) _____ was wrong to __________.
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内容简介

锡德里克·埃罗尔和妈妈一起住在纽约。妈妈是美国人。爸爸来自英国，但是几年前去世了。锡德里克对爸爸的家庭一无所知。一天，一位英国律师来到纽约。他是多林考特伯爵的律师哈维沙姆先生，他给锡德里克和他妈妈带来一个消息。伯爵是锡德里克的祖父，而锡德里克的父亲已经去世，所以锡德里克现在是多林考特财产和家族姓氏的继承人。他必须离开纽约，告别朋友——食品杂货店老板霍布斯先生和擦皮鞋的男孩迪克——前往英格兰。作为伯爵的孙子，他现在的名字是方特勒罗伊爵爷，他必须和富有的老祖父一起住在城堡里。




但是有钱人不一定是快乐的或好相处的。多林考特伯爵是一个易怒、自私、坏脾气的老头儿，而且他讨厌美国和美国人。每个人都怕他。但是对锡德里克来说，祖父是要去爱的人。同时，伯爵也会从他来自美国的孙子身上学到很多……




LITTLE LORD FAUNTLEROY

Cedric Errol lives with his American mother in New York. His father came from England, but he died some years ago, and Cedric knows nothing about his father's family. But one day an English lawyer comes to New York. He is Mr Havisham, lawyer to the Earl of Dorincourt, and he has news for Cedric and his mother. The Earl is Cedric's grandfather, and because Cedric's father is dead, Cedric is now the heir to the Dorincourt riches and family name. He must leave New York, say goodbye to his friends Mr Hobbs the grocery-man and Dick the boot-black, and go to England. As the Earl's grandson, his name is now Lord Fauntleroy, and he must live in a castle with his rich old grandfather.




But rich people are not always happy people, or nice people. The Earl of Dorincourt is an angry, selfish, bad-tempered old man, and he hates America and Americans. Everyone is afraid of him. But to Cedric, a grandfather is someone to love, and the Earl has a lot to learn from his American grandson...


PEOPLE IN THIS STORY

Cedric (Ceddie) Errol, Lord Fauntleroy, grandson of the Earl of Dorincourt

Mrs Errol (Dearest), Cedric's mother, and wife of the youngest son of the Earl of Dorincourt

Mr Errol, (now dead) Cedric's father, and the youngest son of the Earl




IN AMERICA

Mr Hobbs, a man with a grocery store in Cedric's street; a friend of Cedric's

Dick, a boot-black; a friend of Cedric's

Ben, Dick's brother, living in California

Minna, Ben's wife, address unknown

Bridget, a woman with twelve children; a friend of Cedric's




IN ENGLAND

The Earl of Dorincourt, Cedric's grandfather

[image: alt](now dead) the two older sons of the Earl

Mr Havisham, lawyer for the Earl of Dorincourt

Mr Newick, rent collector for the Earl of Dorincourt

Mr Dawson, vicar at Dorincourt

Mr Higgins, a farmer at Dorincourt

Servants at Dorincourt Castle

Villagers at Dorincourt


人物介绍

锡德里克（锡迪）·埃罗尔，方特勒罗伊爵爷，多林考特伯爵的孙子

埃罗尔太太（最最亲爱的），锡德里克的母亲，多林考特伯爵小儿子的妻子

埃罗尔先生（已故），锡德里克的父亲，伯爵的小儿子




美国

霍布斯先生，和锡德里克同住一条街的食品杂货店老板，锡德里克的朋友

迪克，擦鞋匠，锡德里克的朋友

本，迪克的哥哥，住在加利福尼亚

明娜，本的妻子，住址不详

布里奇特，十二个孩子的母亲，锡德里克的朋友




英格兰

多林考特伯爵，锡德里克的祖父

贝维斯和莫里斯（已故），伯爵的长子和次子

哈维沙姆先生，多林考特伯爵的律师

纽威克先生，替多林考特伯爵收租的人

道森先生，多林考特的牧师

希金斯先生，多林考特的一名农夫

多林考特城堡的仆人

多林考特的村民
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1

A big surprise

Cedric Errol and his mamma were very good friends. This was important because there were only two of them. Cedric's father was dead, and it was a sad day in the little house in New York when Mrs Errol told Cedric this news.

'Dear, dear Ceddie,' she said. 'Your papa was very ill last week and – and he – he's not coming home to us. He's never coming home again because...' And then she began to cry.

Cedric was only seven years old, but he was a very loving little boy. He went at once to his mamma and put his little arms around her and his face next to her face. They did not need any more words.
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So Cedric and his mother were alone in the world. Mrs Errol's mother and father were dead, and Mr Errol's family was in England. Mr Errol's father – Cedric's grandfather – was an important man. He was the Earl of Dorincourt, the head of one of the oldest and most famous families in England. He lived at Dorincourt Castle, and was very rich.

But he was not a nice person. He was an angry, bad-tempered old man – and he hated America and Americans. So when his youngest son, Cedric's father, married an American girl in New York, a girl without money or family, just a nobody, the Earl was very angry. He wrote this letter to his son:

Never come to Dorincourt Castle, and never write to me. I don't want to see you again. Don't ask me for help or money. You can live – or die; I don't want to know. You are no longer my son.

The Earl had two older sons, but they were bad, selfish men. They spent the Earl's money on horses and women, never said a kind word, or did a good thing in their lives. Nobody liked them, and their father hated them. They were a black page in the book of the Dorincourt family.

Cedric's father was very different from his brothers. He had a beautiful face, was tall and strong, and had the kindest heart in the world. Everybody loved him.

He was very sad when his father's angry letter arrived. He loved his home in England, and he even loved his bad-tempered old father. But he was young and happy with his sweet young wife.

Soon Cedric arrived, and there never was a happier child than little Ceddie. He slept well, he ate well, he smiled a lot, and never cried. And he had big brown eyes and beautiful golden-yellow hair.

When he was older, he still smiled a lot, and he was the happiest, friendliest little boy in the world. Everybody liked him. Everybody liked to talk to him when they met him in the street. He had some good friends. There was Mr Hobbs, the grocery-man in the store at the end of their street. There were the children along the street, and there was Dick, the boot-black boy. And there was Bridget. Bridget had twelve children, and her husband was a builder. But he was often ill and could not work, and then there was no money for the rent. Cedric felt very sorry for them all when life was difficult.
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The Earl of Dorincourt was an angry, bad-tempered old man.

Cedric's best friend was his mamma. Her eyes were sad, and she always wore a black dress, but she was young and pretty, and she loved her little boy very much.

So life went on for Cedric Errol and his friends. Then one day everything changed. Mrs Errol had a visitor from England. He was a tall old man, in dark clothes. His name was Mr Havisham, and he was the lawyer for the Earl of Dorincourt. He had some very surprising news for Cedric's mother.

'You know that the Earl had three sons, Mrs Errol,' he said. 'The two older sons, Bevis and Maurice, died two or three months ago – one in an accident, and the other from an illness. They were not married and they had no children. Your husband is dead too, and so his son is now the heir. Cedric Errol is now Lord Fauntleroy and the next Earl of Dorincourt after his grandfather dies.'

Mrs Errol's face went very white. 'Oh,' she said, 'is the Earl going to take Cedric away from me? We are so happy together. I try to be a good mother to him.'

Mr Havisham was not a family man. He was a lawyer, a cold man of business, but he saw that Mrs Errol was a loving mother. His next news was difficult to say.

'I must tell you, Mrs Errol,' he said, 'that the Earl is not very friendly to you. He does not like America or Americans, and he was very angry when his son married you. I am sorry to say this, but he does not want to see you. He wants Lord Fauntleroy to live with him at Dorincourt Castle, but he wants you to live in a different house. He is giving you a house called Court Lodge, and there Lord Fauntleroy can visit you every day.'

Mr Havisham watched Mrs Errol carefully. 'Is she going to cry?' he thought. He did not know the right words to say to a crying woman.

But Mrs Errol did not cry. She stood for a moment at the window, then turned and looked at the lawyer.

'My husband loved Dorincourt,' she said quietly. 'He loved England, and everything English. He was very sad to leave it all. So I think Ceddie must go back, and learn how to be an English earl.'

She looked at the lawyer with her sweet, sad eyes. 'I hope the Earl can learn to love Ceddie. He is only little, and he is a very loving child.'

Mr Havisham thought about the old Earl. He was a bad-tempered, selfish old man, and did not love anyone. But the lawyer did not say this.
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Cedric's best friend was his mamma.

'Mrs Errol,' he said, 'the Earl wants the best of everything for his grandson. He wants him to be happy. Your son is going to have a very good life at Dorincourt.'

A short time later Cedric came home from a visit to his friend Mr Hobbs, the grocery-man. He was very surprised to find a visitor in the sitting room. His mother ran to him and took his hands.

'Oh Ceddie,' she cried. 'Dear, dear Ceddie!'

Mr Havisham stood up and looked down at Cedric. 'And so this,' he said slowly, 'is little Lord Fauntleroy.'



surprise n. the feeling you have when something happens that you did not expect 惊奇，惊讶

sad adj. not happy 不愉快的，伤心的，难过的

dear/dearest n. words for someone that you love （用于称呼）亲爱的，最最亲爱的

alone adj. without any other person 单独的；孤独的

earl n. a British title for a man from an old, important family （英国的）伯爵

bad-tempered adj. often angry and impatient 脾气不好的

hate v. to have a very strong feeling of not liking somebody 讨厌，不喜欢

marry v. to take somebody as your husband or wife 结婚；娶；嫁

selfish adj. thinking too much about what you want, and not about what other people want 自私的

kind adj. friendly and good to other people 友善的；亲切的

heart n. the place inside you where your feelings are 内心，心灵

sweet adj. (of a person) pretty, kind 漂亮的；温柔的；友好的

grocery-man n. a man who has a grocery store (a food shop) 食品杂货店老板

store n. a shop 商店

boot-black n. somebody who cleans people's shoes in the street 以擦皮鞋为业的人

rent n. money you pay to live in another person's house （房屋等的）租金

pretty adj. nice to look at 漂亮的，好看的

lawyer n. a person who knows about the law 律师

surprising adj. making you feel surprised 令人惊奇的，出人意料的

heir n. somebody who gets money, buildings, land, etc. when another person, usually in the same family, dies （财产等的）继承人

lord n. a British title for a man (or a boy) from an important family （英国的贵族头衔）勋爵，爵爷

surprised adj. feeling or showing surprise 吃惊的，惊讶的
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大吃一惊

锡德里克·埃罗尔和他的妈妈是非常好的朋友。这很重要，因为只有他们俩相依为命。锡德里克的父亲过世了。那是个令人哀伤的日子，在纽约的小屋里，埃罗尔太太告诉了锡德里克这个消息。

“我最亲爱的锡迪，”她说，“你爸爸上周病得非常厉害，他——他不会回家，回到我们身边了。他永远都不会再回家了，因为……”然后她哭了起来。

锡德里克只有七岁，但他是个非常有爱心的小男孩。他立刻走到妈妈身边，用自己小小的胳膊拥抱她，把脸贴到妈妈脸上。他们不需要再多说什么了。
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就这样，锡德里克和妈妈在这世上无依无靠了。埃罗尔太太的父母已经去世，而埃罗尔先生家又在英格兰。埃罗尔先生的父亲——锡德里克的祖父——是个很有身份的人物。他是多林考特伯爵，多林考特是英格兰历史最悠久最负盛名的家族之一，而他就是这个家族的首领。他住在多林考特城堡里，非常富有。

但他并不是个和善的人。他是个易怒、坏脾气的老头儿——他讨厌美国和美国人。所以，当他的小儿子，也就是锡德里克的父亲，在纽约娶了一个没钱没家世、默默无闻的美国女孩时，伯爵非常生气。他写了这样一封信给他儿子：

永远别回多林考特城堡，永远别给我写信。我再也不想见到你。别要我帮忙，也别朝我要钱。你是生是死我都不想知道。你再也不是我儿子。

伯爵还有两个年纪稍长的儿子，但他们是又坏又自私的人。他们花伯爵的钱赌马、玩女人，一生中没说过一句好话，没做过一件好事。没人喜欢他们，连他们的父亲也厌恶他们。他们就是多林考特家族的污点。

锡德里克的父亲和他的哥哥们不一样。他相貌英俊，个子高大，身体健壮，还有一颗世上最善良的心。人人都爱他。

看到父亲怒气冲冲的来信，他非常难过。他爱他在英格兰的家，甚至爱他坏脾气的老父亲。但是他还年轻，对自己年轻可爱的妻子很是满意。

没多久，锡德里克降生了，世上再没有比小锡迪更快乐的孩子了。他睡得香，吃得香，经常笑，从来不哭。他有一双大大的棕色眼睛和美丽的金黄色头发。

他长大一些后，还是经常笑。他是这世上最开心、最友善的小男孩。人人都喜欢他。每个人在路上碰见他，都乐意跟他说话。他交了一些好朋友，有街道尽头那家食品杂货店的老板霍布斯先生，有街上的孩子们，有擦皮鞋的男孩迪克，还有布里奇特。布里奇特有十二个孩子。她丈夫是个建筑工人，可他常常生病，没法工作，所以就没钱付房租。他们每个人生活艰难时，锡德里克都感到十分难过。

锡德里克最好的朋友是他妈妈。她的眼里充满忧伤，永远穿着黑裙子。但是她年轻漂亮，并且深爱着她的孩子。

锡德里克·埃罗尔和朋友们的日子就这样一天天过去了。突然有一天，一切都改变了。有位从英格兰来的客人来拜访埃罗尔太太，他是个高个子老头儿，穿着深色的衣服。他是多林考特伯爵的律师哈维沙姆先生。他给锡德里克的母亲带来了非常令人吃惊的消息。

您知道伯爵有三个儿子，埃罗尔太太。”他说，“两个年纪稍长的，贝维斯和莫里斯，两三个月前都去世了——一个是出车祸，一个是生病。他们都没结婚，也没有孩子。您丈夫也去世了，所以他的儿子现在是继承人。锡德里克·埃罗尔现在是方特勒罗伊爵爷了，他祖父过世后，他就是下一任多林考特伯爵。”

埃罗尔太太脸色惨白。“噢，”她说，“伯爵要把锡德里克从我身边带走吗？我们在一起很快乐。我在努力当一个好妈妈。”

哈维沙姆先生对家庭没有概念。他是律师，一个办事冷冰冰的人，但他看得出埃罗尔太太是位慈爱的母亲。他很难开口说接下来的消息。

“我必须告诉您，埃罗尔太太，”他说，“伯爵对您不是很有好感。他不喜欢美国，也不喜欢美国人，而且他儿子娶您时他很生气。我很抱歉说出这话，但他不想见您。他要方特勒罗伊爵爷和他一起住在多林考特城堡，而要您住在别的地方。他会把一栋叫洛奇公寓的房子给您，方特勒罗伊爵爷可以每天去那儿看您。”

哈维沙姆先生小心翼翼地看着埃罗尔太太。“她会哭吗？”他想。他不知道对一个哭泣的女人说什么才好。

但埃罗尔太太没有哭。她在窗边站了一会儿，然后转身看着律师。

“我丈夫很爱多林考特。”她平静地说，“他爱英格兰，爱英国的一切。离开那一切他很难过。所以，我认为锡迪必须回去，去学习如何做一位英国伯爵。”

她用那双温柔、忧伤的眼睛望着律师。“我希望伯爵能学着去爱锡迪。他还小，而且是个很有爱心的孩子。”

哈维沙姆先生想了想老伯爵。他是个坏脾气、自私的老头儿，没爱过任何人。但是律师没说出口。

“埃罗尔太太，”他说，“伯爵希望他孙子得到的一切都是最好的。他希望他能快乐。您的儿子在多林考特会过得很好。”

过了一会儿，锡德里克从他的朋友，食品杂货店老板霍布斯先生那儿回到家。看到客厅里有客人，他很惊讶。母亲跑过去，握住他的手。

“哦，锡迪，”她哭着说，“我最亲爱的锡迪！”

哈维沙姆先生站起身，低头看着锡德里克。“那么这位，”他慢慢地说，“就是方特勒罗伊小爵爷了。”
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Saying goodbye to America

It was a lot of news for a seven-year-old boy – uncles dying, an English grandfather, a new home in England, a new name... He did not understand it all at first. And when he did, he was not very happy.

'Oh, dearest,' he said to his mother. (Cedric's father always called her 'dearest', and so the little boy used the name too.) 'I don't think I want to be an Earl. None of the boys in our street are Earls. Please can I not be one?'

'Your papa loved his home in England, Ceddie,' said his mother. 'I think he would like you to go there, and be an Earl one day.'

'I'm sorry to leave all my friends. Dick, and Bridget, and everyone,' said Cedric sadly. 'And Mr Hobbs isn't going to like the news. He says kings and lords are all bad people. America has a president, and Mr Hobbs says presidents are much better than kings.'

The next day Cedric went to see Mr Hobbs at his grocery store. He sat down in his usual place, but at first he could not find the words to tell Mr Hobbs his news. Then he said it all at once, very quickly.

Mr Hobbs stared at him. 'Well!' he said. 'Can this be true?'

'Yes, Mr Hobbs,' said Cedric. 'I'm sorry to say it's all true. Mr Havisham says I am Lord Fauntleroy now, and one day I'm going to be the Earl of Dorincourt, after my grandfather dies.'

'Well!' said Mr Hobbs. 'Well, well, well!'

They talked about it for a long time, and in the end Mr Hobbs was happier about lords and earls. He liked his young friend very much. He first knew Cedric when he was six weeks old, and he had a grandfatherly interest in the boy. But he did not like Cedric going to England.

'Can't you stay here and be an earl?' he asked.

'No, I can't,' said Cedric sadly. 'Dearest says we must go to England.'
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The Dorincourt name was an old and famous one, and the family was very rich, with great houses and castles in England. Mr Havisham, the family's lawyer for forty years, knew the Earl very well. He remembered the Earl's words to him before he left England.

I hate that American woman. She married my son because he was an earl's son, and she wanted to be rich. Her son is going to be just like her.

But after a week in New York Mr Havisham knew differently. 'Mrs Errol married the Earl's son because she loved him with all her heart,' he thought. 'She's not interested in money, she asks nothing for herself. She only wants her little boy to be happy. I think the Earl is wrong about her, and about her little boy.'
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'Well!' said Mr Hobbs. 'Well, well, well!'

Mr Havisham was surprised and pleased by the new Lord Fauntleroy. Cedric was a fine boy, tall and strong, with his mother's brown eyes and his father's golden hair. He spoke well, was not afraid of anything, and was friendly with everyone. He had a kind heart, too. Mr Havisham learnt that very soon.

One day he was with Cedric when his mother was out. Mr Havisham wanted to talk to him about his new life in England. But Cedric spoke first.

'Please, what is an earl?' he asked. 'I don't know anything about them. Please can you tell me?'

'An earl is – is a very important person,' Mr Havisham said. 'He usually comes from a very old family. The first Earl of Dorincourt lived four hundred years ago.'

'Well, well!' said Cedric. 'That was a long time ago. That's interesting. But what does an earl do?'

This was not an easy question to answer. 'An earl,' Mr Havisham began, 'um... an earl often helps the king. Perhaps he's a soldier for the king. Some earls were very brave men in the old days.'

'Oh,' said Cedric. 'My papa was a soldier, and he was a very brave man, you know. I'm pleased Earls are brave. It's a good thing to be brave, don't you think?'

'Yes,' Mr Havisham said. 'There is another good thing about Earls. Some of them have money – a lot of money.'

'That's a good thing to have,' said Cedric. 'I'd like a lot of money.'

'Would you?' said Mr Havisham. 'Why?'

'Well,' Cedric said, happily, 'a person can do so many things with money, you see. I can buy beautiful things for Dearest, like books and pretty dresses. I can buy a warm winter coat for Bridget – she lives in our street and has twelve children. And a present for Mr Hobbs at the grocery store. And then for Dick—'

'Who is Dick?' asked Mr Havisham.

'Dick is a boot-black,' said Lord Fauntleroy. 'He cleans people's boots in the street, you know. He's one of the nicest people in the world. When I was little, he was very kind to me once. And when someone is kind to you, you never forget it, do you?'

'And what would you like to do for Dick?' asked the lawyer. He smiled a little smile. A boot-black, a grocery-man, a poor woman with twelve children – strange friends for the grandson of an earl.

'Buy the business for him,' said the young lord happily. 'He works for Jake now, and Jake is no good, you see. Dick does all the work and Jake takes all the money. Dick gets so angry! Dick needs new brushes, and new clothes, and a sign, and then he can get somewhere!'

At that moment Mrs Errol came home. 'I am so sorry to be late,' she said. 'I was at the house of a friend. Her husband is ill, and she needs help, poor thing.'

'Oh,' cried the young lord. He jumped up from his chair. 'That's Bridget. I must visit her too.'
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'Dick is a boot-black. He cleans people's boots in the street.'

'One moment,' said the lawyer. He remembered the Earl's words. The boy can have anything. Tell him that. Put money in his pockets, and tell him it came from his grandfather. Mr Havisham told Mrs Errol and Cedric about the Earl's money, but he said it more kindly.

Then he asked, 'So, would Lord Fauntleroy like to help this poor woman?'

At first Cedric did not understand.

His mother put her arms around him. 'Ceddie dear,' she said, 'the Earl is your grandpapa, your papa's father. He's very kind, and he loves you and he wants you to love him. He wants you to be happy and to make other people happy. He's very rich, and he gave Mr Havisham some money for you. You can give some to Bridget now, to pay her rent and to buy food for her husband and her children. Isn't that fine, Ceddie? Isn't he good?'

Cedric's face was suddenly very excited. He looked from his mother to Mr Havisham.

'Can I have it now?' he cried. 'Can I run to her house and give it to her this minute?'

Mr Havisham gave Cedric twenty-five dollars, and Cedric was out of the house in seconds.

A short time later Cedric was back, with a big smile on his face. 'Bridget cried,' he said. 'She cried because she was so happy. I think I'm going to like being an earl.'

The old lawyer smiled his little smile again. 'What's the Earl going to think about that?' he thought. 'He gives his grandson money, and the boy gives it to a poor woman to pay her rent.'
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'You can give some money to Bridget now,' said his mother.
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The day for leaving New York came quickly. In the last days Lord Fauntleroy was very busy. With the Earl's money, Bridget's children all had new clothes, and Mr Hobbs had a very fine gold watch from his little friend.

'Look,' said Cedric. 'The watch has our names on the back. So you can't forget me!'

Mr Hobbs held the watch in his hand, and at first he could not speak. 'I'm not going to forget you, my boy,' he said at last. 'You never forget a good friend, do you?'

Dick, too, could not find words at first to thank his little friend. He now had new brushes, a big new sign, and the best boot-black business in New York. On the last day he came to the house to say goodbye.

'I'm sorry he's going away, I really am,' he said to Mr Havisham. 'I never had a friend like him.' Dick shook Cedric's hand for a long time. 'Goodbye,' he said. 'Write and tell me all about it, earls and everything.'
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That evening Cedric's mamma was very quiet.

Cedric held her hand. 'It's sad saying goodbye to all our friends and our little house, isn't it, Dearest?' he said.

'Yes, Ceddie dear, it is,' she said. 'Very, very sad.'



stare v. to look at somebody or something for a long time 盯着看，凝视

great adj. very big 非常大的

fine adj. good, nice, beautiful, etc. 优秀的；很好的；漂亮的

soldier n. a person in an army, who fights for their country 士兵，军人

brave adj. ready to do dangerous or difficult things and not be afraid 勇敢的

poor adj. (1) with very little money; (2) a word that you use when you feel sad for someone （1）贫穷的（2）可怜的

jump v. to move very quickly and suddenly 跳，跃

busy adj. with a lot of things to do 忙碌的，无空闲的
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告别美国

对于一个七岁的小男孩来说，这一连串消息太多了——伯父的辞世、英国的祖父、英格兰的新家、全新的名字……起初，他完全不明白是怎么回事。而当他明白以后，他不是很开心。

“哦，最最亲爱的，”他对母亲说（锡德里克的父亲总是称呼她为“最最亲爱的”，所以小男孩也这么叫），“我不想当一个伯爵。咱们这条街上没有一个男孩是伯爵。求求您，我能不当吗？”

“你爸爸很爱他在英格兰的家，锡迪。”他的母亲说，“我想他会希望你去的，也希望你有一天能成为伯爵。”

“离开朋友们我会很难过。迪克、布里奇特，还有大家伙儿。”锡德里克伤心地说，“而且霍布斯先生也不会喜欢这个消息的。他说国王和伯爵都是坏人。美国有总统，霍布斯先生说总统比国王好多了。”

第二天，锡德里克去食品杂货店找霍布斯先生。他在老地方坐下，一开始不知道怎么告诉霍布斯先生这个消息。过了一会儿，他飞快地一股脑儿全说了出来。

霍布斯先生盯着他。“噢！”他说，“这是真的？”

“是的，霍布斯先生。”锡德里克说，“很抱歉，这都是真的。哈维沙姆先生说，我现在是方特勒罗伊爵爷了，哪天爷爷过世后，我还会成为多林考特伯爵。”

“哎哟！”霍布斯先生说，“哎哟，哎哟，哎哟！”

他们就此聊了很长时间，最后，霍布斯先生对爵爷、伯爵什么的感觉好多了。他非常喜欢这位年轻的朋友。他第一次见到锡迪的时候，锡迪才六周大，他对这孩子有着祖父一般的关心。可他不想让锡德里克去英格兰。

“你不能呆在这儿当伯爵吗？”他问道。

“不，不行，”锡德里克伤心地说，“最最亲爱的说我们必须去英格兰。”
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多林考特是个古老而显赫的姓氏，这个家族非常富有，在英格兰拥有高大的房屋和城堡。哈维沙姆先生担任家族律师已经四十年了，对伯爵十分了解。他还记得离开英格兰前伯爵对他说的话。

我恨那个美国女人。她嫁给我儿子就是因为他是伯爵的儿子，她想变得富有。她儿子肯定也会跟她一样。

但是，在纽约呆了一周后，哈维沙姆先生有了不同的看法。“埃罗尔太太嫁给伯爵的儿子是因为她全心全意地爱着他，”他想，“她对钱没有兴趣，也没为自己要求过什么。她只希望自己的孩子能幸福。我觉得伯爵错怪了她和她的孩子。”

新的方特勒罗伊爵爷让哈维沙姆先生既惊讶又满意。锡德里克是个漂亮的男孩，长得又高又结实，有着和母亲一样的棕色眼睛，还有和父亲一样的金色头发。他说话得体，不惧怕任何事，对每个人都很友好。他还有颗善良的心。哈维沙姆先生很快就发现了这一点。

一天，他和锡德里克在一起，锡德里克的妈妈出去了。哈维沙姆先生想和他聊聊英格兰的新生活，可锡德里克先开了口。

“请问，伯爵是什么？”他问道，“我一点儿都不知道。请您告诉我好吗？”

“伯爵就是——是非常有地位的人，”哈维沙姆先生说，“他们通常来自非常古老的家族。多林考特家族的第一位伯爵生活在四百年前。”

“哎呀，哎呀！”锡德里克说，“那是很久以前了，真有意思。那么伯爵都做些什么呢？”

这个问题不好回答。“伯爵，”哈维沙姆先生开口说，“嗯……伯爵经常协助国王，算是国王的士兵吧。在过去，有些伯爵是非常英勇的人。”

“噢，”锡德里克说，“我爸爸原来也是士兵，而且非常勇敢，您知道的。我很高兴伯爵是勇敢的人。勇敢是件好事，您不觉得吗？”

“是的，”哈维沙姆先生说，“当伯爵还有一个好处。他们中的一些人有钱——很多的钱。”

“钱很好啊，”锡德里克说，“我想有好多的钱。”

“是吗？”哈维沙姆先生问道，“为什么？”

“嗯，”锡德里克开心地说，“您知道，一个人有钱可以做好多事。我可以给我最最亲爱的买些漂亮的东西，像书啊，好看的衣服啊。我可以给布里奇特买件暖和的冬衣——她住在我们这条街上，有十二个孩子。我还可以给食品杂货店的霍布斯先生买份礼物，还有给迪克——”

“迪克是谁？”哈维沙姆先生问道。

“迪克是擦皮鞋的，”方特勒罗伊小爵爷说，“您知道的，就是在街上给人擦鞋。他是这世上最好的人之一。我小的时候，他对我非常好。别人对您好，您永远不会忘记的，对吧？”

“那么你想为迪克做点什么呢？”律师问道。他露出一丝微笑。一个擦鞋匠，一个食品杂货店老板，一个带着十二个孩子的穷女人——这些就是伯爵孙子奇奇怪怪的朋友们。

“给他买个自己的鞋摊，”小爵爷开心地说，“他现在替杰克干活，您知道吗，杰克不是什么好人。活儿都是迪克在干，钱却都被杰克拿走了。迪克可生气了！迪克需要新刷子、新衣服和一块招牌，然后他一定会干得很好的！”

这时，埃罗尔太太回家了。“真抱歉我回来晚了，”她说，“我在一个朋友家，她丈夫病了，她需要帮助，可怜的人呐。”

“噢！”小爵爷大喊一声，他从椅子上跳起来。“是布里奇特。我也得去看她。”

“等一等，”律师说，他想起伯爵的话。告诉那孩子，他想要什么都可以。给他口袋里塞点钱，告诉他是他爷爷给的。哈维沙姆先生跟埃罗尔太太和锡德里克提起了伯爵的钱，不过是用更友善的口气说的。

然后他问：“那么，方特勒罗伊爵爷想要帮助这位可怜的女士吗？”

一开始锡德里克没明白他的意思。

他的母亲伸出双手搂过他。“亲爱的锡迪，”她说，“伯爵是你爷爷，你爸爸的父亲。他很善良。他爱你，也希望你爱他。他希望你快乐，也让别人快乐。他很富有，他给了哈维沙姆先生一些钱，是要给你的。你现在可以拿些给布里奇特去付房租，再给她丈夫和孩子买吃的。这是不是很棒，锡迪？爷爷是不是很好？”

锡德里克的表情马上变得很兴奋。他看看妈妈，又望望哈维沙姆先生。

“我能现在就要吗？”他大声问道，“我能马上跑去她家给她吗？”

哈维沙姆先生给了锡德里克25美元，锡德里克立刻跑了出去。

过了一会儿，锡德里克回来了，脸上挂着灿烂的笑容。“布里奇特哭了，”他说，“她哭是因为她特别高兴。我觉得我会喜欢当伯爵的。”

老律师又微微一笑。“伯爵对此会怎么想呢？”他想，“他把钱给了孙子，这孩子又把钱给了一个穷女人付房租。”
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离开纽约的日子很快到来了。在最后这些天里，方特勒罗伊爵爷非常忙碌。有了伯爵的钱，布里奇特的孩子们都有了新衣服。霍布斯先生也收到了他这位小朋友送的一块上好的金表。

“看，”锡德里克说，“这手表背面有我们俩的名字，这样你就不会忘记我了！”

霍布斯先生手里握着那块表，一时说不出话来。“我不会忘记你的，我的孩子，”最后他说，“你绝不会忘了好朋友的，对不对？”

迪克也一样，起初不知道说什么话来感谢他的小伙伴。他现在有了新刷子、一块崭新的大招牌和纽约最体面的擦鞋摊。锡迪离开前的一天，他来到锡迪家说再见。

“他要走了，我很难过，我真的很难过，”他对哈维沙姆先生说，“我从没有过像他这样的朋友。”迪克拉着锡德里克的手握了很长时间。“再见，”他说，“写信给我，跟我说说伯爵，还有那儿的一切。”
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那天晚上，锡德里克的妈妈没怎么说话。

锡德里克拉着她的手。“跟我们所有的朋友，还有我们的小屋说再见真令人伤心，是不是，最最亲爱的？”他说。

“是的，亲爱的锡迪，是的，”她说，“非常，非常伤心。”


3

A new life in England

The ship from New York to England took eleven days, and the young Lord Fauntleroy made a lot of friends in that time. Everybody liked him, and everybody was interested in the story of his family.

Cedric learnt a new piece of the story on the ship.

'We're going to have different homes, Ceddie,' his mother told him. 'You must live in the castle with your grandfather, and I have a little house called Court Lodge not far away. You can run in and see me every day.'

Cedric could not understand this, and was very unhappy about it. 'But why?' he asked again and again.

'When you are older,' his mother said sadly, 'I can tell you. But not now.'

To Mr Havisham she said this. 'The Earl hates me, and does not want to see me. I don't want Cedric to know that, because how could he understand it? He is a loving child, and I want him and his grandfather to be friends. It is better for the Earl that way.'

'I don't like it,' Cedric said later to Mr Havisham. 'But Dearest tells me I must live with my grandfather, because, you see, all his children are dead. You must be sorry for a man when all his children are dead.'
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'We're going to have different homes, Ceddie,' his mother said.

Mr Havisham smiled. He enjoyed his little talks with Cedric very much.

'Are you going to like the Earl?' he asked.

'Yes,' said Lord Fauntleroy. 'Of course a boy must like his grandfather. And he's very kind to me.'
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On his first night in England Cedric stayed with his mother in her little house near the castle. But Mr Havisham went up to the castle to see the Earl.

The Earl was in a big chair by the fire. He had a bad right foot, and it gave him a lot of pain. And when his foot was painful, the Earl was even more bad-tempered than usual.

'Well, Havisham,' he said. 'What's the news?'

Mr Havisham began to tell him about the ship, but the Earl did not want to hear about that.

'Yes, yes, yes,' he said angrily. 'But what about the boy? What kind of a boy is he? Is he stupid? What does he look like? Does he talk all the time, in that stupid noisy American way?'

Mr Havisham smiled his little lawyer's smile. 'He is different from most English children, I think. But one thing, my lord. The boy knows nothing about your feelings about his mother. She said nothing to him, because she wants you and him to be friends. So, he thinks you are the kindest grandfather in the world.'

'He does, eh?' said the Earl.

'So when you speak of his mother, please be careful.'
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'What kind of a boy is he? Is he stupid?' said the Earl.

'Huh!' said the Earl. 'The boy's only seven years old.'

'Those seven years were all at his mother's side,' said Mr Havisham. 'And she has all his love.'
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The next afternoon the Earl's carriage carried Lord Fauntleroy and Mr Havisham up to Dorincourt Castle. At the great front door all the servants of the house waited to see the new Lord Fauntleroy, the little boy from America. When Cedric got out of the carriage, everybody had something to say about him.

'Oh, look! He's just like his father, with the same hair, the same eyes. The dear little boy!'

'And he's got his father's happy smile too – look!'

'I'm sorry for him, living with that bad-tempered old man. Nobody ever gets a kind word out of the Earl!'

'And his poor young mother, living all alone at Court Lodge, without her little boy! I'm sorry for her, too.'

Cedric smiled and said hello to everybody, in his usual friendly way, and went into the house with Mr Havisham. One of the servants, a tall young man, took Cedric to the back of the house and opened a door.

'Lord Fauntleroy, my lord,' he said.

Cedric walked down a long room to a fire at the end. There was a big chair there, and an old man in it, with white hair and black eyes.

Cedric came close to the chair. 'Are you the Earl?' he said. 'I'm your grandson. Mr Havisham brought me.' He held out his hand. 'I'm very happy to see you.'
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 Cedric smiled and said hello to everybody, in his usual friendly way.

The Earl shook hands with him, very surprised. He stared at the strong, beautiful little boy in front of him, with his golden curly hair and his friendly open face.

'Happy to see me, are you?' he said.

'Yes,' said Lord Fauntleroy. 'Of course. Everybody loves their family, don't they? It's exciting to meet a new grandfather. And you are very kind!'

He sat down on a chair and looked at his grandfather with great interest. The old Earl looked back at him. He did not like anybody in his family. He was bad-tempered with them all, and they all hated him.

'Kind?' he said. 'How am I kind?'

'Because of the money,' Cedric said happily. 'For Bridget, and Dick. I wanted to thank you.'

'Bridget? Dick? Who are they?' said the Earl.

And so Lord Fauntleroy told his grandfather all about his friends in New York, about Bridget and her husband and her twelve children, about Dick and Jake and the boot-black business.

The Earl of Dorincourt did not like children, and children were usually afraid of him. But Cedric was not afraid, and he talked in his usual friendly way.

'He thinks I'm his friend,' thought the Earl. 'And he wants to please me.' This was a new feeling for the Earl. Cedric was only a little boy from America, but perhaps it was nice for the Earl to see a smiling face for once.

They talked all evening, through dinner, and after dinner. In the end Cedric went to sleep in front of the fire. The Earl called a servant.

'Carry Lord Fauntleroy up to his bedroom,' he said. 'Be careful with him. The boy's tired.'



unhappy adj. not happy 不快乐的

pain n. a feeling in your body when you are hurt or ill 疼痛

painful adj. giving pain 疼痛的；引起痛苦的

stupid adj. not intelligent, not clever 愚蠢的，傻的

my lord words you use when you speak to lords, Earls, etc. （用于称呼）老爷，主人

servant n. a person who works in another person's house 仆人，佣人

shake hands with sb. to hold someone's hand in your hand and move it up and down 握手

curly adj. (of hair) with lots of little round shapes （头发）卷曲的

please v. to make someone happy 使高兴

feeling n. something that you feel inside yourself, like happiness or sadness （快乐或伤心等的）感觉




3

英格兰的新生活

坐船从纽约到英格兰花了十一天，这段时间方特勒罗伊小爵爷交了很多朋友。大家都喜欢他，而且人人都对他家族的故事感兴趣。

锡德里克在船上得知了一个新消息。

“我们会住在不同的地方，锡迪。”他的母亲告诉他，“你得和你爷爷一起住在城堡里，我会住在离你们不远的一栋叫洛奇公寓的小房子里。你每天都能跑来看我。”

锡德里克对此无法理解，而且很不开心。“可这是为什么啊？”他一遍又一遍地问道。

“等你长大些，”他的母亲忧伤地说，“我会告诉你，但不是现在。”

对哈维沙姆先生她说了这样一番话：“伯爵讨厌我，不想见我。我不想让锡德里克知道这些，他怎么会懂呢？他是个善良的孩子，我希望他和他的祖父成为朋友。这样对伯爵也更好些。”

“我不喜欢这样，”之后锡德里克对哈维沙姆先生说，“但是最最亲爱的告诉我，我必须和祖父一起住，因为，您知道的，他所有的孩子都死了。当一个人所有的孩子都没了，你肯定会为他感到难过的。”

哈维沙姆先生笑了。他非常喜欢和锡德里克聊天。

“你会喜欢伯爵吗？”他问道。

“会的，”方特勒罗伊爵爷说，“孙子当然要喜欢爷爷啊，而且他对我这么好。”
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在英格兰的第一个晚上，锡德里克和他母亲一起住在城堡附近那所小房子里。哈维沙姆先生则去城堡见伯爵。

伯爵坐在壁炉旁的大椅子上。他的右脚不好，让他受了不少罪。每当脚痛的时候，伯爵就比平常脾气还差。

“我说，哈维沙姆，”他说，“有什么消息吗？”

哈维沙姆先生开始跟他说船上的事，但伯爵不想听那些。

“是啊，是啊，是啊，”他气呼呼地说，“但是那男孩怎么样？他是个什么样的孩子？他蠢吗？他长什么样？他是不是一直说个不停，就像又蠢又吵的美国人那样？”

哈维沙姆先生露出一丝律师的职业性微笑。“我认为他和大多数英国孩子不一样。不过有一点，老爷，这孩子对您对他母亲的看法毫不知情。他母亲什么都没跟他说，因为她希望您和他能成为朋友。所以，他觉得您是这世上最好的祖父。”

“他这么觉得，嗯？”伯爵说。

“所以您提到她母亲的时候，请注意一点。”

“哼！”伯爵说，“那孩子才七岁。”

“那七年可都是在他母亲身边，”哈维沙姆先生说，“她拥有他全部的爱。”

[image: alt]

第二天下午，伯爵的马车载着方特勒罗伊爵爷和哈维沙姆先生来到多林考特城堡。在气派的大门前，城堡里所有的仆人都等着见见新的方特勒罗伊爵爷，这位从美国来的小男孩。当锡德里克从车里出来时，每个人都谈论起他来。

“哦，看啊！他真像他父亲，一样的头发，一样的眼睛。可爱的小男孩！”

“而且他那开心的笑容也像他父亲——瞧啊！”

“我真为他难过，他要跟那坏脾气的老头儿住在一起。没人能从伯爵那儿得到一句好话！”

“还有他可怜的母亲，年纪轻轻，一个人孤零零地住在洛奇公寓，不能和她的孩子一起！我也为她感到难过。”

锡德里克像往常一样，友好地微笑着和大家打招呼，然后和哈维沙姆先生走进房子。仆人中一个高个子的年轻人把锡德里克引到内堂，推开了一扇门。

“方特勒罗伊爵爷来了，老爷。”他说。

锡德里克走过长长的房间，来到尽头的壁炉前。那儿有张大大的椅子，上面坐着一位白头发、黑眼睛的老人。

锡德里克走近椅子。“您是伯爵吗？”他说，“我是您的孙子。哈维沙姆先生带我来的。”他伸出手，“很高兴见到您。”

伯爵和他握了握手，感到非常惊讶。他盯着面前这个结实、漂亮的小男孩，他有着金色卷发和友好坦诚的脸庞。

“见到我很高兴，是吗？”他说。

“是的，”方特勒罗伊爵爷说，“当然高兴。每个人都爱自己的家人，不是吗？要见一位从未谋面的爷爷，真让人兴奋，而且您又那么好！”

他在一张椅子上坐下，充满好奇地望着祖父。老伯爵也望着他。家里的每个人他都不喜欢。他对他们都很凶，他们也都讨厌他。

“好？”他说，“我怎么个好法？”

“因为那些钱，”锡德里克开心地说，“给了布里奇特，还有迪克的那些钱。我想谢谢您。”

“布里奇特？迪克？他们是谁？”伯爵问道。

就这样，方特勒罗伊爵爷跟他祖父讲了纽约那些朋友所有的事，有布里奇特和她的丈夫还有十二个孩子，有迪克和杰克还有擦鞋摊。

多林考特伯爵不喜欢孩子，孩子通常也都怕他。可锡德里克不怕，他还像平常一样，说话很友好。

“他觉得我是他的朋友，”伯爵想，“而且他想讨我喜欢。”这是伯爵从未有过的感觉。锡德里克只是个从美国来的小男孩，但是也许对伯爵来说，能见到一次别人的笑脸还真不错。

他们聊了一整晚，晚饭时聊，吃了晚饭接着聊。最后，锡德里克在壁炉前睡着了。伯爵叫来仆人。

“抱方特勒罗伊爵爷去他的卧室。”他说，“轻着点儿，这孩子累坏了。”


4

The Earl and his grandson

The next morning there were more surprises for Cedric. He had a servant, Mary, and three rooms in the castle – a room to sleep in, a room to have breakfast in, and a room full of books and toys and games. Wonderful games! Later, when he went down to the Earl in the long room, he took one of the games with him.

'Thank you very much for all the wonderful things. You're so kind!' Cedric said happily. 'This game is really good! Would you like to play it with me?'

The Earl was in a bad temper and his foot was painful. He did not give money and toys to his grandson because he had a kind heart. He gave these things because he wanted the boy to forget his mother. He opened his mouth to say, No. I don't play children's games. But he did not say it. He said, 'Very well. You can teach me.'

When the tall young servant came in with a visitor, Mr Dawson the vicar, they heard excited cries and laughing.

'That's two out! Bad luck, grandfather!'

Mr Dawson usually hated his visits to the old Earl, but today was different, and surprising.

'Good morning, Dawson,' the Earl said. 'My grandson is keeping me busy.' He put his hand on Cedric's head and nearly smiled. 'What is it today, Dawson?'
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'Would you like to play this game with me?' said Cedric.

'It's Higgins of Edge Farm, my lord,' said Mr Dawson.'He can't pay his rent. He needs more time.'

Every house in the village and every farm for miles around Dorincourt all belonged to the Earl. The villagers and the farmers paid their rent to the Earl's man, Mr Newick. And Mr Newick was a hard man. Mr Dawson came to the Earl many times a year, with the same question. 'Can this family or that family have more time to pay their rent?' And the answer was always 'no'.

'Higgins?' said the Earl. 'He's a bad farmer, and he's always late with his rent, Newick tells me.'

'His wife is ill, and two of his children,' Mr Dawson said. 'And Newick wants to put them all out of the house into the street. Higgins came to me yesterday, to ask for help. Another month, he says, and he can find the rent.'

'Huh. They all say that,' said the Earl, looking angry.

Lord Fauntleroy listened to every word of this. He began to feel a great interest in Higgins and his family.

'It was the same for Bridget and her family,' he said.

The Earl jumped a little. 'I forgot you!' he said. 'I forgot we had a philanthropist in the room.' He stared at the boy for a minute. 'Come here,' he said.

Cedric went and stood next to him.

'What shall we do about Higgins, then?' said the Earl. 'Tell me.'

Mr Dawson began to feel worried. How could a seven-year-old child answer a question like that?
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'What shall we do about Higgins, then?' said the Earl.

Lord Fauntleroy put his hand on his grandfather's arm. 'Well, I'm just a little boy, so what can I do? But you can do anything,' he said. 'Who's Newick?'

'He works for me,' said the Earl. 'And some of my villagers don't like him very much.'

'Are you going to write to him now?' Cedric asked. 'Shall I bring you a pen and some paper?'

In Cedric's world, there was only one answer to the question about Higgins. Of course, he must have more time. Of course, Newick must leave the family alone.

The Earl looked at him. 'Can you write?' he asked.

'Yes,' said Cedric, 'but not very well.'

'Bring the pen and paper, and you write the letter.'

Lord Fauntleroy's face went red. 'But my spelling isn't very good,' he said.

The Earl smiled a little. 'Higgins isn't interested in your spelling. I'm not the philanthropist; you are.'

And so Cedric wrote a letter to Mr Newick. It was true, the spelling was not very good.

Dear mr Newik, pleas leve mr higins alone for now, he can pay wen he is redy. Yors, Fauntleroy

Mr Dawson went away and took the letter for Mr Newick with him. He took a happy heart with him too. There were changes at Dorincourt Castle.

After Mr Dawson's visit, Cedric looked at the clock.

'Can I go to Dearest now?' he said to his grandfather. 'She's waiting for me.'

'There is something for you to see first,' said the Earl.

'Thank you,' said Fauntleroy, his face red again. 'But I think I must see it tomorrow. Dearest is waiting.'

'Very well,' said the Earl. Then he said, 'it's a pony.'

'A pony!' cried Fauntleroy. 'Is it a pony for me? Like the things in my room upstairs?'

'Yes,' said his grandfather. 'Would you like to see it?'

'A pony!' Fauntleroy said again. He was very excited. 'How kind you are! You give me everything. I want to see it very much, but... but there isn't time now.'

'Perhaps you can go to see your mother another time,' said the Earl. 'Tomorrow, or the day after.'

'Oh no,' said the boy. 'She thinks about me all the time, and I think about her too. I must go now.'

They went down to Court Lodge in the Earl's carriage. Cedric talked all the time, very happily.

'You're a very kind man, grandfather. You're always doing good things, and thinking about other people.' He counted on his fingers. 'Do you know, twenty-seven people are happy because of you. Twenty-seven!'

The Earl said nothing. He thought about his life – a rich, selfish, bad-tempered life, without friends or loving family. When did I say a kind word, or do a good thing? Now this child is calling me kind, and good, and I know that is not true. These were new thoughts for the Earl, and he did not like them.
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'It's a pony.'

When they arrived at Court Lodge, Cedric was out of the carriage in a second, running to the front door. The Earl watched from the carriage. The door opened, and a young, pretty woman in black ran out. Cedric jumped into her arms, smiling and laughing. The Earl closed the window and his carriage drove away.
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The Earl watched from the carriage.



toy n. a thing for a child to play with 玩具

game n. something you play that has rules 游戏

vicar n. a priest in some Christian churches （基督教教会的）教区牧师

farm n. land and buildings where people keep animals and grow food 农场

belong v. if something is yours, it belongs to you 属于

hard adj. showing no friendly or gentle feelings 不友好的，冷酷的

philanthropist n. a rich person who helps the poor and those in need, often by giving money 慈善家

worried adj. unhappy because you think that something bad is going to happen 担心的，焦虑的

count v. to add things up in order to find how many there are 算（总数）
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伯爵和孙子

第二天早上，还有更多惊喜等着锡德里克。他有了仆人玛丽和城堡里的三个房间——一个房间睡觉，一个房间吃早饭，还有一个房间装满了书、玩具和游戏用具。都是些很好玩的游戏！过了一会儿他下楼去那长长的房间找伯爵，带上了其中的一副游戏棋。

“非常感谢您给了我这么多好东西。您真好！”锡德里克高兴地说，“这游戏棋特别好玩！您愿意跟我一起玩吗？”

伯爵正在气头上，而且脚很痛。他给孙子钱和玩具不是因为他心地善良。他给他这些东西是因为他希望这孩子忘记他母亲。他张口想说：不。我不玩小孩子的游戏。可他没有这样说。他说：“好啊，你可以教我。”

后来，那个高个子的年轻男仆带了位客人进来，是牧师道森先生，他们听见了兴奋的叫声和笑声。

“两个子儿出局！您真不走运，爷爷！”

道森先生通常很不愿意来拜访老伯爵，但今天有些不同，让人意外。

“早上好，道森，”伯爵说，“我孙子正让我手忙脚乱的。”他把手放到锡德里克头上，几乎露出了笑容。“今天有什么事，道森？”

“是埃奇农场的希金斯一家，老爷，”道森先生说，“他交不了租。他需要更多时间。”

村里的每处房子和多林考特方圆几英里内的所有农场都属于伯爵。村民和农夫都要向伯爵的手下纽威克先生交租。纽威克先生是个铁石心肠的人。每年道森先生都要来找伯爵很多次，每次都带着同样的问题：“这家人或那家人能不能晚点交租？”答案永远都是“不能”。

“希金斯？”伯爵说，“纽威克告诉我说，他是个糟糕的农夫，而且总是晚交租。”

“他妻子病了，有两个孩子也病了。”道森先生说，“纽威克想把他们全都从房子里赶到大街上去。希金斯昨天来找我帮忙。他说只要再宽限一个月，他就能凑到租金了。”

“哼，他们都那么说。”伯爵说着，一脸怒气。

方特勒罗伊爵爷仔细听着他们说的每一句话，他开始十分担心希金斯和他的家人。

“布里奇特和她的家人也一样。”他说。

伯爵惊了一下。“我把你给忘了！”他说，“我忘了这屋里有个慈善家。”他盯着小男孩看了一会儿。“过来。”他说。

锡德里克走过去，站在他身旁。

“那我们该拿希金斯怎么办呢？”伯爵说，“告诉我。”

道森先生担心起来。一个七岁的小孩会怎么回答这样的问题呢？

方特勒罗伊爵爷把手搭在祖父的胳膊上。“嗯，我只是个小孩儿，我能怎么办呢？可是您什么都办得到。”他说，“纽威克是谁？”

“他替我办事，”伯爵说，“我的一些村民很不喜欢他。”

“您要现在给他写封信吗？”锡德里克问道，“要我给您拿纸和笔吗？”

在锡德里克的世界里，希金斯的问题就只有一个答案。当然，必须多给他些时间。当然，纽威克必须放过这一家人。

伯爵看着他。“你会写字吗？”他问道。

“会的，”锡德里克说，“但写得不是很好。”

“拿纸和笔来，你来写这封信。”

方特勒罗伊爵爷脸红了。“可我的拼写不是很好。”他说。

伯爵微微一笑。“希金斯一家人对你的拼写不感兴趣。我不是慈善家，而你是。”

就这样，锡德里克给纽威克先生写了封信。的确，他的拼写不是很好。

亲爱的纽维可先生，晴暂时方过希全斯先生，等他淮备好他会付钱的。尔的，方特勒罗伊

道森先生离开了，带着给纽威克先生的信，也带着一份好心情。多林考特城堡发生了变化。

道森先生走了以后，锡德里克看了看钟。

我能去最最亲爱的那儿了吗？”他问祖父，“她在等我。”

“有件东西你要先看看。”伯爵说。

“谢谢您，”方特勒罗伊说，他的脸又红了。“可我想我得明天再看了。最最亲爱的在等我。”

“好吧。”伯爵说。接着他又说：“是一匹小马。”

“一匹小马！”方特勒罗伊喊了出来，“是给我的小马吗？就像楼上我房间里的那些东西一样？”

“是的，”他的祖父说，“你想看一看吗？”

“一匹小马！”方特勒罗伊又说了一遍，他非常兴奋。“您真是太好啦！您给了我一切。我很想去看看，但是……但是现在没时间了。”

“也许你可以找别的时间去看妈妈，”伯爵说，“明天，或者后天。”

“哦，不行，”这孩子说，“她一直在想我，我也想她。我现在必须去。”

他们坐着伯爵的马车来到洛奇公寓。锡德里克一路上都在讲话，非常开心。

“您真是个好人，爷爷。您总是做好事，又为他人着想。”他掰着指头算着，“您知道吗？二十七个人因为您而快乐。二十七个！”

伯爵一言未发。他在思考他的人生——富有、自私、易怒的人生，没有朋友，没有亲爱的家人。我何时说过一句好话，或做过一件好事？现在这孩子却说我善良、好心，可我知道那不是真的。这是伯爵从未有过的想法，而他并不愿意这么想。

他们一到洛奇公寓，锡德里克就迅速下车飞奔到门口。伯爵从马车向外望去。门开了，一位年轻、美丽、穿着黑裙的女子跑了出来。锡德里克蹦到她怀里，嘻嘻哈哈地笑着。伯爵关上窗，坐着马车离开了。


5

News from Mr Havisham

The news went round the village and the farms faster than a carriage with six horses.

'Did you hear? The vicar went up to the castle and spoke to the Earl about poor Mr Higgins...'

'And the boy was there, little Lord Fauntleroy...'

'Yes, and the Earl said to his grandson, "You write to Mr Newick, you tell him." And the boy did!'

'And the vicar took the letter to Mr Newick, and now Mr Newick can't put poor Higgins and his family out in the street.'

'Yes, and they've got another month to find the rent!'
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Days and weeks went past, and by now everybody knew about Lord Fauntleroy and his mother. They loved the boy, with his golden curly hair and his happy smile. They saw him every day on his new pony, and he always had a friendly word for everyone.

The village people loved Mrs Errol too, because of her kind heart and her sweet face. When somebody was ill in the village, Mrs Errol was always there to help.

But the Earl never saw her, never spoke to her, never went to her house. Cedric, of course, saw her every day, but his heart was sad because his 'best friend' did not live with him in the same house.

The Earl liked his little grandson more and more every week. He often forgot about his painful foot, and he began to smile more; sometimes he even laughed. He liked to please his grandson. When Lord Fauntleroy wanted new houses for some very poor villagers, the Earl built new houses. When the boy wanted to talk about his mother, the Earl listened. But he did not like it.

'Do you never forget about your mother?' he said to his grandson one day.

'No,' said Cedric. 'Never. And she never forgets about me. I don't forget about you, you know, when I'm away.'

The young lord did not forget his friends in America either. Letters went to and from New York, and Dick and Mr Hobbs heard all about Cedric's new life.

One day the Earl gave a great party, and all the important families for miles around came to it – to meet Lord Fauntleroy. Mr Havisham came from London too, but he was very quiet all evening, and looked worried.

At the end of the party, the Earl spoke to him.

'Well, Havisham, what's the matter?'

'I bring some bad news, my lord, about your heir.'

'My heir? Fauntleroy is my heir. What do you mean?'
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 Cedric was sad because his mother did not live with him.

'My lord,' said Mr Havisham. 'Cedric Errol is not your heir. He is not Lord Fauntleroy. The true Lord Fauntleroy is the son of your oldest son Bevis, and at the moment he is in London with his mother.'

The Earl's face was as white as his hair. 'Bevis?' he said.' This isn't true. Havisham, tell me this isn't true!'

'A woman came to my office this morning,' said Mr Havisham. 'Bevis married her six years ago in London. She has all the papers. He left her after a year, but she had a son. He's now five years old. The woman is American. She's beautiful, but... well, she can only just write her name. And she's only interested in the money.'

The Earl's face was now dark red. He jumped up from his chair and began to walk up and down the room.

'Bevis was always the worst!' he said angrily. 'I hated him, and he hated me. I must stop this! Cedric is very dear to me, Havisham, very dear. He's a fine boy, and he's going to be a better Earl of Dorincourt than me – or any child of Bevis's!'
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Far away in New York, two of Cedric's friends sat round a table in a grocery store. They ate a supper of bread and cold meat, and talked about Lord Fauntleroy.

Dick usually came round to the grocery store once a week. He and Mr Hobbs were now good friends, and they enjoyed reading the letters from England, and talking about them. When they wrote back to Cedric, Mr Hobbs helped Dick with his writing, because writing was difficult for Dick.
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The Earl began to walk up and down the room.

'I didn't get much time for school, see,' Dick told Mr Hobbs one day. 'Pa and Ma were dead, and there was no money. So me and my brother worked.'

'That was your brother Ben, was it?' Mr Hobbs said.

'Yeah, my older brother,' said Dick. 'He was good to me, Ben was. But then he married this girl, and oh dear, she was bad news! She was a good-looking girl – big black eyes, long black hair – but she was always angry about something or somebody, me or Ben or the baby. I remember, she broke a plate on Ben's head once. She hit the baby too. A nice mother she was!'

'Women!' said Mr Hobbs. 'Best to keep away from them, I say. I never married.'

'Well, she didn't stay long,' Dick said. 'She was angry with Ben because he didn't make money faster. So one day she left, with the baby. We never saw her again. She left New York, someone told us.'

'What happened to your brother?' Mr Hobbs asked.

'Ben's out in California now, working with horses on a big farm somewhere. He was sad about Minna and his baby son for a long time, poor old Ben.'

After supper, Mr Hobbs took out a letter. 'This came from our friend today,' he said. 'Let's read it together now.' He opened the letter and they began to read.
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Mr Hobbs opened the letter and they began to read.

My dear frend Mr Hobbs – i have some surprising news to tel you and Dick. I am not lord fauntleroy becaus my uncle Bevis (he is dead) had a litle boy but nobody knew about him. my uncle Bevis was the oldest son of the earl and so his son is lord fauntleroy and i am just Cedric Errol again. my papa was the youngest son and youngest sons don't have anything so i am not very rich and i am going to learn to work prhaps with horses because i like them a lot. my grandfarther is very angry about it and i never saw him angry before. with love from yor old frend Cedric Errol (not lord fauntleroy).

'Well!' said Mr Hobbs. 'Well, I don't know. Did you ever hear anything like that before?'

'No, I didn't,' said Dick. 'But I know one thing. Young Cedric needs his friends at a time like this. Let's write back to him, Mr Hobbs, and let's do it now!'




5

哈维沙姆先生带来的消息

消息在村子和农场里传开了，传得比六驾马车还快。

“你听说了吗？牧师去城堡跟伯爵说可怜的希金斯先生的事……”

“当时那孩子就在那儿，方特勒罗伊小爵爷……”

“是啊，伯爵跟他孙子说，‘你给纽威克先生写信，你告诉他。’那孩子就那么做了！”

“然后牧师把信拿给纽威克先生，现在纽威克先生不能把可怜的希金斯和他的家人赶到大街上去了。”

“是啊，他们还能有一个月的时间去凑租金呢！”
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日子就这么一天天，一周周地过去了。现在人人都知道了方特勒罗伊爵爷和他的母亲。他们喜爱这个有着金色卷发、灿烂笑容的孩子。他们每天都看见他骑着新得的小马，他也总是友好地和每个人说上几句话。

村里人也都喜爱埃罗尔太太，因为她心地善良，面容甜美。村里要是有人生病了，埃罗尔太太总是去帮忙。

可是伯爵从不见她，从不跟她讲话，也从不去她住的地方。锡德里克当然每天都去看她，但他心里很难过，因为他“最好的朋友”没有和他住在一起。

随着时间的推移，伯爵越来越喜欢他的小孙子。他经常忘记脚痛，也开始有更多的笑容，有时候甚至是大笑了。他喜欢逗他孙子开心。方特勒罗伊爵爷希望一些特别穷的村民能有新房子，伯爵就建新房子。这孩子想聊关于他母亲的事，伯爵就听着。但是他并不喜欢听这些事。

“你从来不会忘记你妈妈吗？”有一天他问孙子。

“不会，”锡德里克说，“永远不会。她也永远不会忘记我。您知道，我不在您身边的时候，我也不会忘记您。”

小爵爷也没有忘记他在美国的朋友。书信来往于多林考特和纽约之间，迪克和霍布斯先生知道了有关锡德里克新生活的一切。

一天，伯爵举办了一场盛大的宴会，方圆几英里内所有有声望的家族都来了——来见一见方特勒罗伊爵爷。哈维沙姆先生也从伦敦过来了，可他整晚一言不发，而且看上去十分焦虑。

宴会快结束的时候，伯爵对他说：

“对了，哈维沙姆，出了什么事吗？”

“我有个坏消息，老爷，是关于您的继承人的。”

“我的继承人？方特勒罗伊就是我的继承人。你什么意思？”

“老爷，”哈维沙姆先生说，“锡德里克·埃罗尔不是您的继承人。他不是方特勒罗伊爵爷。真正的方特勒罗伊爵爷是您长子贝维斯的儿子，此刻他正和母亲一起在伦敦。”

伯爵的脸色像他的头发一样白。“贝维斯？”他说，“这不是真的。哈维沙姆，告诉我这不是真的！”

“今天早上一位女士来到我办公室，”哈维沙姆先生说，“贝维斯六年前在伦敦娶了她。她有所有的证明文件。他一年后离开了她，但是她有个儿子，现在五岁。这位女士是美国人。她很美，不过……唉，她只会写自己的名字。而且她只对钱感兴趣。”

伯爵的脸色发紫。他从椅子上跳起来，开始在房间里走来走去。

“贝维斯一直是最没出息的！”他生气地说，“我讨厌他，他也讨厌我。我必须阻止这件事！锡德里克对我来说很珍贵，哈维沙姆，非常珍贵。他是个优秀的孩子，他将成为比我——或贝维斯的什么孩子——更好的多林考特伯爵！”
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远在纽约，锡德里克的两位朋友正坐在食品杂货店里的一张桌子前。他们晚餐吃了面包和冷肉，然后谈起了方特勒罗伊爵爷。

迪克通常一周来一次食品杂货店。他和霍布斯先生现在是很好的朋友，他们喜欢一起看从英格兰寄来的信，一起聊一聊信的内容。他们给锡德里克回信时，霍布斯先生会帮助迪克，因为写字对迪克来说有难度。

“看，我没什么时间上学，”一天，迪克告诉霍布斯先生说，“爸和妈都死了，家里也没有钱。所以我和我兄弟只能工作。”

“你的兄弟本，是吗？”霍布斯先生问道。

“对，他是我哥哥，”迪克说，“他对我很好，我是说本。但是后来他娶了这个姑娘，哦，天哪，她就是场噩梦！她是个俏姑娘——大大的黑眼睛，长长的黑头发——可她不是看什么不顺眼，就是冲人发火，冲我、本或宝宝。我记得有一次她拿盘子砸本的脑袋。她还打宝宝呢。她可真是个好妈啊！”

“女人啊！”霍布斯先生说，“叫我说，最好离得她们远远的。我就没结过婚。”

“嗯，她也没呆多久，”迪克说，“她总是跟本生气，因为他赚钱不够快。所以有一天她带着孩子走了。我们再没见过她。有人跟我们说，她离开了纽约。”

“那你哥哥怎么样了？”霍布斯先生问道。

“本也走了，现在在加利福尼亚，在一个什么地方的大农场干照料马的活儿。他为明娜和他的宝贝儿子难过了好长一段时间，可怜的本。”

晚饭后，霍布斯先生拿出一封信。“这是我们朋友的来信，今天到的，”他说，“咱们现在一起看吧。”他打开信，一起读了起来。

我亲爱的盆友霍布斯先生——我有个令人吃惊的消息要高诉你和迪克。我不是方特勒罗伊爵爷了，因为我伯伯贝维斯（他去世了）有个而子，但没人知道他。我伯伯贝维斯是伯爵的大儿子，所以他儿子才是方特勒罗伊爵爷，而我又是锡德里克·埃罗尔了。我爸爸是最小的儿子，最小的儿子什么也得不到，所以我没那么有钱了。我要开始学着工作了，也许是跟马打交道吧，因为我很喜欢它们。我爷爷对此很生气，我从没见过他生气。爱尔们的老盆友锡德里克·埃罗尔（不是方特勒罗伊爵爷）。

“哎哟！”霍布斯先生说，“哎哟，我不知道。你听说过这种事吗？”

“没，没听过。”迪克说，“不过我知道一点，就是这种时候，小锡德里克需要他的朋友。我们给他回信吧，霍布斯先生，现在就写！”


6

News from America

The story about the new Lord Fauntleroy was soon in all the newspapers in England. And in Dorincourt village, of course, nobody could stop talking about it.

'The Earl is so angry about it! He doesn't like the woman, and he doesn't want the boy!'

'Yes, and they say he's got twenty lawyers in London, all working on it, looking into things, asking questions.'

'Did you see the woman, Bevis's wife, when she came to the castle with her boy? She's a tall, black-eyed thing, with a hard face. Not a nice woman, and nothing like our sweet, kind Mrs Errol. And the boy's nothing, when you think about our dear little lord.'

'How's it all going to end?'

'Who knows?'
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When the Earl told Lord Fauntleroy the news, the boy listened carefully. Then he asked, with a worried look in his big brown eyes:

'Can they take Dearest's house away from her?'

'No!' the Earl said. 'They can take nothing from her.'

'Ah,' said Cedric. 'I'm so pleased about that.' He thought for a minute, then looked up at his grandfather.
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 In Dorincourt village nobody could stop talking about it.

'And... that other boy,' he said, a little shakily, 'he's going to be your boy now, and live with you, isn't he?'

'NO!' the Earl said again. 'No, he's not!'

Cedric was very surprised. He jumped up from his chair and began to smile. 'Can I still be your boy, then? I'm not going to be an Earl one day, but that doesn't matter, does it? I just want to be your boy, always.'

The Earl looked down at his little grandson. 'My boy!' he said, and – this is true – his voice was a little shaky too. And there was something in those old angry black eyes, something new, something different. 'Yes, you're my boy, my only boy, the best boy in my life.'

Cedric's face went red, and he looked very happy. 'That's all right, then. I was a little worried, but not now.'

The Earl put his hand on the boy's head. 'You are right for Dorincourt, and... well, who knows? But always remember, you are my boy, first and last.'

The Earl talked many times with Mr Havisham about Bevis's wife and son, and Mr Havisham talked with other lawyers in London. There were questions about the woman's story. When was her son born? Where was he born? She was Bevis's wife, because she had the marriage papers, but was all her story true?

Some days later a visitor came to Court Lodge. The servant, her eyes big with surprise, ran to find Mrs Errol.

'It's the Earl, Mrs Errol!' she said. 'The Earl's here!'

When Mrs Errol came into her sitting room, she found a tall old man with white hair. He stared at her.

'The boy is very like you,' he said.

'People say that, my lord,' Mrs Errol said.

'You don't want your son to be the Earl of Dorincourt, do you?' the Earl said.

'It's a fine thing to be an Earl,' said Mrs Errol quietly. 'But it's more important for my son to be a true, kind, brave man, like his father.'

'Not like his grandfather, you mean,' said the Earl.

'I don't know his grandfather.' Mrs Errol looked up into his face. 'But I know that Cedric loves you.'

The Earl began to walk up and down the room. 'Yes, and the boy is very dear to me,' he said. 'I'm an old man, tired of life, but then I found someone to live for. And now this other boy... Havisham told you about him.' He came back and stood in front of Mrs Errol.

'I am miserable,' he said. 'Miserable!'

Again, his voice was a little shaky. 'I hated you once. I don't know why. I came to see you because you are like the boy, and the boy loves you, and I love him. Be kind to me, because of the boy.'

Mrs Errol had a kind, loving heart. She put her hand on the Earl's arm. 'Why don't you sit down for a moment? You are tired, and unhappy.'

[image: alt]

'It's more important for my son to be a true, kind, brave man, like his father,' said Mrs Errol.

The Earl sat down, and they drank tea together, and talked. He watched her sweet face and listened to her quiet voice, and he began to feel a little better. Before he went away, he looked around the room.

'This is a happy room,' he said. 'Can I come again and talk to you?'

'Of course, my lord. Come when you like.'
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The English newspapers could not stop writing about the Lord Fauntleroy story. And soon American newspapers began to write about it too. Mr Hobbs read everything, and he and Dick talked about it every day.

Dick was a very good boot-black, and a lot of people came to him. One of them was a young lawyer, and one day he gave Dick his newspaper. 'Here's a paper for you, Dick,' he said. 'This one's got pictures in it – an English castle, and this English Earl, and his son's wife. Well, she says she's his son's wife, but the Earl says not. I don't – hey, Dick, what's the matter?'

Dick stared at the picture in the newspaper with his mouth open. He saw a good-looking young woman, with black eyes and a lot of long black hair.

'I know her!' he cried. 'I know her like the back of my hand. It's Minna! It's my brother Ben's wife.' He began to put away his brushes.

'Where are you going, Dick?' said the young lawyer.

'I'm off to my friend Mr Hobbs,' cried Dick. 'We've got business to do.'
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 Dick stared at the picture in the newspaper with his mouth open.

And away he ran through the streets of New York to Mr Hobbs's grocery store. At first, Mr Hobbs could not understand it. 'But why did Minna do it?' he asked.

'Money!' said Dick. 'She always wanted money. She married this Bevis, the Earl's son, for money. And now she wants to get our Cedric's money. Well, she's not going to! You and me, Mr Hobbs, are going to stop her!'

Then Mr Hobbs and Dick began to think carefully.

'Dick, you write to Ben, and I'm going to write to Cedric,' said Mr Hobbs. 'And that Mr Havisham too.'

'Right,' said Dick. 'But we need help here, Mr Hobbs. This is lawyers' work. Why don't I ask that young lawyer, him with the newspaper?'

Dick's friend the young lawyer was very surprised by the story, but very interested. He began to get busy too, and letters went to California, to London, and to Dorincourt.



shaky adj. shaking because you have strong feelings or are afraid 颤抖的

miserable adj. feeling very unhappy 痛苦的，十分难过的




6

美国传来的消息

新方特勒罗伊爵爷的消息很快出现在英格兰所有的报纸上。在多林考特村，自然无人不在谈论这件事。

“伯爵因为这事儿非常生气！他不喜欢那个女人，也不想要那个男孩！”

“是啊，他们说他在伦敦找了二十个律师，都在忙乎这事儿，到处查、到处问。”

“贝维斯的老婆带孩子来城堡的时候你看见那女人什么样了吗？是个高个子，眼睛是黑色的，板着个脸。不像个好女人，一点儿也比不上我们温柔善良的埃罗尔太太。比起我们亲爱的小爵爷，她那孩子也是一无是处。”

“这事儿最后会怎么样啊？”

“天知道！”
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伯爵把这消息告诉方特勒罗伊爵爷的时候，小男孩认真听着，棕色的大眼睛里充满担忧，然后他问：

“他们会把最最亲爱的房子拿走吗？”

“不会！”伯爵说，“他们什么都不能从她那儿拿走。”

“啊，”锡德里克说，“那样的话，我太高兴了。”他想了想，抬头望着他的祖父。

“那……那个男孩儿，”他声音有点发颤，“他现在要成为您的孙子，和您一起住，对吗？”

“不会！”伯爵又一次说道，“不，他不会！”

锡德里克十分惊讶。他从椅子上跳下来，露出笑脸。“那，我还能是您孙子吗？我以后不能当伯爵了，但是没关系，不是吗？我只想当您的孙子，永远。”

伯爵低头看着他的小孙子。“我的孩子！”他说，并且——千真万确——他的声音也有点颤抖了。那双苍老、易怒的黑色眼睛里有些什么东西，一些从未有过的、不一样的东西。“是的，你是我的孙子，我唯一的孙子，这辈子最好的孙子。”

锡德里克的脸红了，他看上去非常幸福。“那就好啦，我本来有些担心，但现在不了。”

伯爵把手放在孩子头上。“你才适合多林考特，而且……哎，谁知道呢？不过永远记住，你是我的孙子，是第一个，也是最后一个。”

伯爵多次和哈维沙姆先生讨论有关贝维斯的妻子和孩子的事，哈维沙姆先生再和伦敦的其他律师谈。这个女人的故事有不少疑点。她儿子是什么时候出生的？在哪里出生的？她是贝维斯的妻子，是因为她有结婚证明文件，可是她说的都是真的吗？

几天后，一位客人来到洛奇公寓。女仆惊讶地睁大了眼睛，跑去找埃罗尔太太。

“是伯爵，埃罗尔太太！”她说，“伯爵来了！”

埃罗尔太太走进客厅，看到一位高大的老人，满头白发。他盯着她看。

“那孩子很像你。”他说。

“大家都那么说，老爷。”埃罗尔太太说。

“你不希望你的孩子成为多林考特伯爵，是吗？”伯爵说。

“能成为伯爵是件好事，”埃罗尔太太平静地说，“但是更重要的是，我的儿子能成为一个真诚、善良、勇敢的人，像他爸爸一样。”

“你的意思是，不是像他爷爷一样。”伯爵说。

“我不了解他的爷爷。”埃罗尔太太抬头望着他的脸，“但我知道锡德里克爱您。”

伯爵在屋里来回走了起来。“是的，而且这孩子对我来说很珍贵。”他说，“我是个老头子，厌倦了生活，可后来我找到了一个人，我愿意为了他活着。但现在这另外一个孩子……哈维沙姆跟你说了吧。”他走回到埃罗尔太太面前停住。

“我很痛苦，”他说，“很痛苦！”

他的声音再一次颤抖。“我曾经恨过你。我不知道为什么。我来看你是因为你像那孩子，而且那孩子爱你，而我又爱他。看在孩子的份上，对我好一些。”

埃罗尔太太有一颗善良、慈爱的心。她把手放在伯爵的手臂上。“您坐一会儿吧？您累了，又不太开心。”

伯爵坐下来，他们一起喝茶聊天。他望着她甜美的脸庞，听着她轻柔的声音，开始感觉好了一些。走之前，他环顾四周。

“这是个令人愉快的屋子，”他说，“我还能来跟你聊天吗？”

“当然，老爷。您随时都可以来。”
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英国的报纸在不停地报道方特勒罗伊爵爷的消息。很快美国报纸也开始报道了。霍布斯先生看了所有的消息，他和迪克每天都讨论这件事。

迪克是个擦皮鞋的好手，很多人都来找他。其中有一位是名年轻的律师。这天他递给迪克一份报纸。“这是给你的报纸，迪克，”他说，“这上面有照片——这是英国城堡、那个英国伯爵和他的儿媳。呃，她说她是伯爵的儿媳，但伯爵说不是。我不——嘿，迪克，你怎么了？”

迪克盯着报纸上的照片，张大了嘴。他看见一个年轻漂亮的女人，黑色眼睛，一头茂密的黑色长发。

“我认得她！”他喊了起来，“我对她再清楚不过了。这是明娜！是我哥哥本的老婆。”他开始收拾刷子。

“你要去哪儿，迪克？”那位年轻律师问道。

“我要去我朋友霍布斯先生那儿，”迪克大声说，“我们有正事儿要做。”

于是他穿过纽约的街道，一路跑到霍布斯先生的食品杂货店。一开始，霍布斯先生不太理解。“可明娜为什么要这么做？”他问道。

“为了钱啊！”迪克说，“她一直想要钱。她嫁给这个伯爵的儿子贝维斯是为了他的钱，现在她又想要咱们锡德里克的钱。哼，她是不会得逞的！霍布斯先生，我俩一定要阻止她！”

随后霍布斯先生和迪克开始仔细考虑这件事。

“迪克，你给本写信，我来给锡德里克写，”霍布斯先生说，“还有那个哈维沙姆先生。”

“好，”迪克说，“不过我们需要帮助，霍布斯先生。这是律师的活儿。我要不去问问那个年轻的律师，给我看报纸的那个？”

迪克年轻的律师朋友听了整个故事，非常惊讶，但也很感兴趣。他也开始忙乎起来，于是信件寄去了加利福尼亚、伦敦和多林考特。


7

Changes at the castle

Wonderful things always happen quickly. Letters went to and from America and England, and soon Mr Hobbs, Dick, and Dick's brother Ben were on a ship to England.

Things happened quickly because Minna – and it was Minna – was a bad woman, and a stupid one too. When she married Bevis, the Earl's son, she was still Ben's wife, and you can't have two husbands. Her son Tom was eight years old, not five, so he was Ben's son, not Bevis's son.

She was in a sitting room in the Dorincourt Hotel when the end came. The door opened, and in came three people – Mr Havisham, a big young man, and the Earl of Dorincourt. Minna jumped to her feet with a cry.

'Do you know this woman?' Mr Havisham said to the big young man.

'Yes,' said Ben. 'I know her and she knows me.'

And that was the end of Minna. She left the hotel and nobody ever saw her again. Ben took his son Tom back to California with him, and with the Earl's help he bought a little farm there.

When the Earl left the hotel, he went at once to his carriage. 'To Court Lodge,' he said to his servant.

He came into the sitting room at Court Lodge and found Cedric with his mother. The Earl looked taller and younger, and there was a smile in his black eyes. He looked at his grandson.

'So here,' he said, 'is Lord Fauntleroy.'

Mrs Errol stood up. 'Oh, is he truly Lord Fauntleroy?' she asked. The Earl took her hand.

'Yes,' he answered, 'he is.' Then he put his other hand on Cedric's head.

'Fauntleroy,' he said, 'ask your mother this. When is she coming to us at the castle?'

Lord Fauntleroy put his arms round his mother. 'To live with us,' he cried. 'To live with us always!'

Mrs Errol looked at the Earl with her sweet, sad eyes.

'We need you,' the Earl said. 'We need you very much.'
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Dick and Mr Hobbs did not go back to America at once. The Earl had a talk with Dick, and Dick went back to school, in England this time. His writing got much better, and he began to study to be a lawyer.

Mr Hobbs liked England very much. In the end he opened a new shop in Dorincourt, and was an important person in the village. People at the castle, of course, always went to his shop, and Cedric was in and out every day, to see his old friend.

'Are you ever going back to America?' Dick asked Mr Hobbs when he visited one day.

'I don't think so,' Mr Hobbs said. 'I like to be near the boy, you see. He's a fine little lord, young Cedric.'
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'To live with us,' Cedric cried.'To live with us always!'




7

城堡中的变化

好事来得总是那么快。信件来往于美国和英格兰之间，很快霍布斯先生、迪克和迪克的哥哥本就搭上了前往英格兰的轮船。

事情进展迅速，因为明娜——就是那个明娜——是个坏女人，也是个蠢女人。她嫁给贝维斯，也就是伯爵儿子的时候，她还是本的妻子，可一个人是不能有两位丈夫的。她的儿子汤姆已经八岁大了，而不是五岁，所以他是本的儿子，而不是贝维斯的儿子。

结局到来的时候，明娜正坐在多林考特旅馆的客厅里。门被推开，进来三个人——哈维沙姆先生、一个大块头的年轻人和多林考特伯爵。明娜尖叫着跳了起来。

“你认识这个女人吗？”哈维沙姆先生问大块头的年轻人。

“是的，”本说，“我认得她，她也认得我。”

这便是明娜的结局。她离开旅馆，没人再见过她。本带儿子汤姆回了加利福尼亚，并且在伯爵的帮助下在那儿买了个小农场。

伯爵离开旅馆后，立刻走向马车。“去洛奇公寓。”他对仆人说。

他走进洛奇公寓的客厅，找到锡德里克和他的妈妈。伯爵看上去更高了，而且年轻了，黑色的眼睛里带着笑意。他看着他的孙子。

“那么这位，”他说，“就是方特勒罗伊爵爷。”

埃罗尔太太站起身来。“哦，他真的是方特勒罗伊爵爷吗？”她问道。伯爵握住她的手。

“是的，”他回答，“他是。”然后他把另一只手放到锡德里克头上。

“方特勒罗伊，”他说，“问问你妈妈，她什么时候到城堡来跟我们一起住？”

方特勒罗伊爵爷抱住妈妈。“跟我们一起住，”他喊道，“永远跟我们住在一起！”

埃罗尔太太用她温柔、忧伤的眼睛望着伯爵。

“我们需要你，”伯爵说，“我们非常需要你。”
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迪克和霍布斯先生没有立即回美国。伯爵和迪克谈了谈，于是迪克重返校园了，这次是在英国。他的写作水平好多了，并且开始学习，想成为一名律师。

霍布斯先生很喜欢英格兰。最后，他在多林考特开了家新店，而且成了村里的一位重要人物。城堡里的人当然总是光顾他的店，锡德里克更是每天进进出出，看望他的老朋友。

“你还打算回美国吗？”迪克有天来看霍布斯先生的时候问他。

“我想不会了。”霍布斯先生说，“我喜欢在那孩子身边，你懂的。小锡德里克是位优秀的小爵爷。”


ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1 Read the back cover and the story introduction of the book. How much do you know now about the story? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) Cedric and his mother are very rich.

YES □／NO □

2) Cedric's father is dead.

YES □／NO □

3) Everybody likes the Earl of Dorincourt.

YES □／NO □

4) Cedric's father was the Earl's son.

YES □／NO □

5) Cedric must go to live in England.

YES □／NO □

6) Dick and Mr Hobbs go with Cedric to England.

YES □／NO □

7) Cedric's new name is Lord Fauntleroy.

YES □／NO □

2 What is going to happen in this story? Can you guess? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) The Earl is very unkind to Cedric.

YES □／NO □

2) Cedric and his grandfather are soon good friends.

YES □／NO □

3) Cedric's mother lives alone in a different house.

YES □／NO □

4) The Earl loses all his money.

YES □／NO □

5) Cedric dies and everybody is unhappy.

YES □／NO □

6) Cedric and his mother go back to America.

YES □／NO □

7) The story has a happy ending.

YES □／NO □


ACTIVITIES



While Reading

1 Read chapters 1 to 3, and then complete these sentences with the right words.

afraid, bad-tempered, dead, friendly, sad, selfish, surprising

1) Mr Havisham brought some _____ news to New York.

2) Everybody liked Cedric because he was a _____ boy.

3) Mrs Errol was _____ because her husband was _____.

4) The Earl was a _____, _____ man and nobody liked him.

5) Cedric liked his grandfather and was not _____ of him.

2 Read Chapters 4 to 6. Who said this, and to whom?

1) 'What shall we do about Higgins, then? Tell me.'

2) 'You're always doing good things.'

3) 'I bring some bad news... about your heir.'

4) 'I hated you once. I don't know why.'

5) 'Money! She always wanted money.'

3 Before you read Chapter 7, think about the ending. What's going to happen? Can you guess? Choose some answers.

1) The real Lord Fauntleroy is...

a) Minna's son. 

b) Cedric.

2) Mrs Errol leaves her house and goes to live with...

a) the Earl and Cedric. 

b) a new husband.


ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1 Match the people with the sentences. Then use the sentences to write a description of each person. Use pronouns (he, she) and linking words (and, but, because, so) where possible.

 Mrs Errol / Cedric / the Earl / Mr Hobbs / Dick

Example: Cedric is a kind, friendly boy. He always wants to help his friends, so he...

1) _____ has a grocery store in New York.

2) Cedric is a kind, friendly boy.

3) _____ works as a boot-black in New York.

4) _____ does not want to live alone without her son.

5) _____ gives money to his grandson.

6) _____ sees a woman's picture in an American newspaper.

7) _____ wants Cedric to forget about his mother.

8) _____ wants Cedric to love his grandfather.

9) _____ and Dick are very sorry when Cedric goes away to England.

10) Cedric always wants to help his friends.

11) _____ does not tell him about the Earl's feelings of hate for her.

12) _____ is a much nicer person at the end of the story.

13) _____ gives the Earl's money to Bridget and her family.

14) _____ knows that the woman is his brother Ben's wife.

15) _____ likes Cedric's visits to his store.

2 Here is a new illustration for the story. Find the best place in the story to put the picture, and answer these questions.

The picture goes in Chapter _____.

1) Who are these three people?

2) Where are they going?

3) Why are they going there?




Now write a caption for the illustration.
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Caption: ___________________

3 Look at Cedric's letter at the end of Chapter 5. His spelling is not very good. How many words are not spelt correctly? Count them, and then write the correct spellings.

1) There are _____ words spelt incorrectly.

2) The correct spellings are: ___________________

4 At the end of Chapter 6 Mr Hobbs and Dick wrote letters to Cedric and Ben. Use these words to complete their letters (one word for each gap).

ago, called, first, friend, hands, help, knows, letter, married, marry, news, two, who, woman, write, writing

1) Dear Cedric – we have important _____. Who did your uncle Bevis _____? The picture in our newspaper here is of a _____ called Minna. Dick _____ her well, because she's the wife of his brother Ben and the mother of Ben's son. Minna left Ben many years _____. So _____ is the father of this new Lord Fauntleroy? Bevis or Ben? Dick is _____ to Ben now. Wait for our next _____!

Your good friend, Mr Hobbs

2) Dear Ben – Minna is in England. She _____ an Earl's son and had a son by him – she says. But she married you _____, and she can't have _____ husbands, can she? I think she wants to get her fat _____ on the Earl of Dorincourt's money. The Earl is the grandfather of a boy _____ Cedric, you see, and young Cedric is a good_____ of me and Mr Hobbs. He went to England and... Oh, it's a long story, Ben, I can't _____ it all down. Come to New York, quick! We need your _____! Your brother, Dick

5 Here is a puzzle. Look again at Activity 4, find the eight 'family' words in the letters, and fit them into this grid (all words go across). Now find the hidden word in the grid. Why is this word important in the story?
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6 What did you think about the people in this story? Choose some names, and finish these sentences in your own words.

Cedric / Mrs Errol / the Earl of Dorincourt / Mr Havisham / Mr Hobbs / Dick / Ben / Minna

1) I felt sorry for _____ because __________.

2) I liked _____ because __________.

3) I didn't like _____ because __________.

4) _____ was right to __________.

5) _____ was wrong to __________.
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内容简介

想象一下：你买彩票中了五百万英镑——你突然发财了！你会怎么花这笔钱？你可以买衣服、汽车、房子；你可以去纽约、伦敦、莫斯科、巴黎、马德里……




贾森·威廉斯现在很开心。这个年轻人手里有一张中奖的彩票和一张五百万英镑的支票。不过别人也想要他的钱，有他的母亲、父亲、妻子，还有他的律师。贾森和警察之间也有些麻烦。他需要律师的帮助，而请律师的费用很高。另外还有和埃玛·卡特之间的麻烦。




埃玛·卡特非常生气。她说那是她的彩票，是她中了大奖，而不是贾森·威廉斯。埃玛·卡特也找了个律师，因为她想要回她的五百万英镑，而且马上就要。




那么谁会得到这笔钱？贾森的中奖彩票是从哪儿来的？谁在说真话？谁又在撒谎？


THE LOTTERY WINNER

Just think. You win five million pounds in the lottery – suddenly you are rich! What are you going to do with all that money? You can buy clothes, cars, houses; you can go to New York, London, Moscow, Paris, Madrid...




Jason Williams is a very happy young man. He has a winning lottery ticket – and a cheque for five million pounds. But other people want his money too. His mother, his father, his wife, and his lawyer. Jason is in trouble with the police. He needs a lawyer's help, and lawyers are expensive. And then there's Emma Carter.




Emma Carter is very angry and unhappy. She says that it is her ticket, and that she won the lottery, not Jason Williams. Emma Carter has a lawyer too, because she wants her five million pounds, and she wants it now.




So who's going to get the money? Where did Jason get the winning lottery ticket from? Who is telling the truth – and who is telling lies?
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The bag-snatcher

One Saturday afternoon in a small town, Emma Carter came out of a shoe shop with some new shoes. They were cheap shoes, but Emma was very pleased with them. She was seventy-three years old and did not have much money. She began to walk home. 'A nice cup of tea,' she thought, 'and then I can go for a walk in my new shoes.'

It was a quiet town and there was nobody in the street. Suddenly, Emma heard something behind her. She did not have time to look, because just then somebody ran up behind her, hit her on the head, and snatched her bag out of her hands. Emma fell down on her back. Then she looked up, and saw a tall young man with long, dirty brown hair. He stood and looked down at her for a second; then he ran away with Emma's bag under his arm.

[image: alt]

He ran away with Emma's bag under his arm.

'Help! Help!' Emma cried.

But nobody came, and after two or three minutes Emma slowly got up and went to the nearest house. The people there were very kind. They gave Emma a cup of tea, and soon an ambulance came and took her to hospital.

At the hospital a doctor looked at Emma's head and back. 'You're going to be OK,' he said. 'Just take it easy for a day or two. Can your husband help you at home?'

'My husband died eight years ago,' said Emma. 'There's only me at home.'

'Well,' the doctor said, 'we don't want you to feel ill and fall downstairs at home. So I think you must stay in hospital for tonight, and perhaps tomorrow night, too.' Later, a policeman came to the hospital and Emma told him about the bag-snatcher.

[image: alt]

Emma made a picture of the young man's face.

'Did anybody see this young man?' he asked.

'I don't know,' said Emma. 'But there was nobody in the street when I called for help.'

'Oh dear,' the policeman said. 'What was in your bag?'

'A little money – and a lottery ticket,' said Emma. 'I buy a ticket every Saturday. Then on Saturday evening I watch the lottery on television. I always have the same numbers –5, 12, 23, 24, 38, 41. All those numbers are important to me. I was born on 5th December, 1923. I lived at number 24 Sandwich Road for 38 years...'

'Yes, yes,' said the policeman. 'I understand.' He wrote everything down in a little black book. 'Did you see the man's face?' he asked.

'Yes,' said Emma. 'I did. I fell on my back, and he looked down at me for a second. So I saw his face.'

The policeman opened a small bag. In it there were a lot of pictures of eyes and ears, hair and mouths. 'I need a picture of the man's face. Can you help me?' he said.

'Yes,' said Emma. 'He was tall and he had long, dirty brown hair. He wore blue trousers and a white shirt with a picture of a footballer. He had brown eyes...' Carefully she took the small pictures and made a big picture of the young man's face. She checked the picture carefully.

'What colour were his shoes?' asked the policeman.

Shoes! Suddenly Emma remembered her new shoes. Where were they? She told the policeman about her shoes, but then she began to cry and could not stop.

A nurse came up to Emma's bed. 'Please go now,' she said to the policeman. 'Mrs Carter needs to sleep.'

[image: alt]



snatch v. to take something away from someone with a quick, often violent, movement  夺去；抢走

fall v. to suddenly go down onto the ground 摔倒

ambulance n. a special vehicle used for taking people who are very sick or badly injured to the hospital 救护车

lottery n. a game of chance in which people buy tickets, in order to try to win a lot of money 彩票
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抢包的歹徒

一座小城的星期六下午，埃玛·卡特拿着双新鞋走出了鞋店。鞋子很便宜，不过埃玛很满意。她73岁了，没什么钱。她开始往家走。“喝杯好茶，”她想，“然后我可以穿着新鞋子散散步。”

这是座安静的小城，街上没有人。突然，埃玛听到身后有动静。她来不及看，因为就在此时有人飞速地从她身后跑来，照她头上一击，从她手里抢走了包。埃玛仰面摔倒在地。随后她抬眼望去，看到一个高个子的年轻人，顶着一头脏兮兮的棕色长发。他站着低头看了埃玛一眼，便用胳膊夹着她的包跑了。

“救命！救命！”埃玛喊道。

但是没人过来。两三分钟后，埃玛慢慢地站起来，向离得最近的人家走去。那家人很友善，他们给了埃玛一杯茶，很快救护车就来了，把她送到了医院。

在医院里，一位医生检查了埃玛的头和后背。“你会好起来的。”他说，“只需休息一两天。你丈夫能在家照顾你吗？”

“我丈夫八年前就死了。”埃玛说，“家里只有我一人。”

“好吧，”医生说，“我们可不想你在家生病或摔下楼梯。所以我认为你今晚必须呆在医院，或许明晚也是。”过了不久，一名警察来到医院，埃玛将抢包歹徒的情况告诉了他。

“有人看到这个年轻人吗？”他问。

“我不知道。”埃玛说，“不过我喊救命时，街上没人。”

“哎呀！”警察说，“你包里有什么？”

“有一点钱，还有一张彩票。”埃玛说，“我每周六都会买一张彩票，然后周六晚上看电视上的彩票开奖。我总是买同样的号码——5，12，23，24，38，41。这些数字对我来说都很重要。我的生日是1923年12月5日，我在桑威奇路24号住了38年……”

“好的，好的。”警察说，“我知道了。”他把这些都记在一个小黑本上。“你看到那个人的脸了吗？”他问。

“是的，”埃玛说，“我看到了。我仰面摔在地上，他低头看了我一眼，所以我看到了他的脸。”

警察打开了一个小袋子，里面有很多张眼睛、耳朵、头发和嘴的图片。“我需要那个人的脸部图片。你能帮我吗？”他说。

“可以。”埃玛说，“他个子高高的，有一头脏兮兮的棕色长发。他穿着蓝裤子和一件白色衬衫，衬衫上印有一个足球运动员的图像。他的眼睛是棕色的……”她认真地挑着小图片，拼出了那个年轻人的脸。她仔细地核对了拼图。

“他的鞋是什么颜色的？”警察问道。

鞋！突然，埃玛想起了她新买的鞋。它们在哪儿？她把鞋的事情告诉了警察，然后便哭了起来，难以自持。

一位护士来到埃玛的床前。“现在请离开吧。”她对警察说，“卡特太太需要休息。”
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The winning ticket.

Jason Williams came home and sat down on his bed. He was twenty-two years old. He lived with his father and mother in three small rooms at the top of a tall building. Every day he went out, but he did not go to work. Jason stole things. Sometimes he stole things from shops or cars; and sometimes he stole money from old people like Emma Carter. Today he was angry.

'I took that old woman's bag,' he thought. 'What did I get? Two pounds, seventy-four pence, and a lottery ticket! And it was an old, cheap bag too.'

[image: alt]

'Two pounds, seventy-four pence, and a lottery ticket!'

Jason knew about lottery tickets. He bought five tickets every weekend. He put Emma's lottery ticket in his pocket and forgot about it. Then he went out for a drink.
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At the hospital a nurse put Emma to bed in a room with five other women. There was a television in the room, and at eight o'clock everybody watched the lottery. For a minute Emma watched too, but she felt very tired and soon she closed her eyes and slept. So she did not hear the winning numbers for that week's lottery...

[image: alt]

On Sunday at twelve o'clock Jason got out of bed and made some tea. Then he opened his father's newspaper and found the winning lottery numbers: 5, 12, 23, 24, 38, 41. He checked his five lottery tickets. 'No good!' he said.

Then he remembered the old woman's ticket and checked those numbers too: 5, 12, 23, 24, 38, 41. He checked them three times. Six winning numbers!

'I'm a winner!' he said. He kissed the ticket. Then he ran into the living-room and kissed his mother.

'Here, what's the matter, Jason?' said Lily Williams. Jason sometimes hit her, but he did not usually kiss her. Her cigarette fell out of her mouth.

'The lottery! I'm this week's winner, Mum! Look – six winning numbers. I'm rich!'

[image: alt]

'I'm this week's winner, Mum! I'm rich!'

Jason's father came into the living-room. 'What's all this noise?' he said.

'Joe, Joe!' said Lily. 'Jason's got six winning numbers in the lottery. We're rich!'

'Wrong!' said Jason. 'I'm rich.'

His mother and father began to speak at the same time. But Jason did not listen. He went out to the telephone box in the street and made a very important telephone call.

[image: alt]

On Monday morning a policeman came to the hospital with Emma's new shoes.

'A little girl found them in the street and took them to the police station,' he said.

'How kind of her!' said Emma.

'We found your bag too,' said the policeman. 'But there's nothing in it, Mrs Carter. I'm sorry.'

'It doesn't matter,' said Emma. 'I'm very pleased to have the bag. My son gave it to me a long time ago. He lives in Australia, but he telephones me every week... And now I've got my new shoes too. Thank you very much.' Suddenly she felt happier.

[image: alt]

That evening an ambulance took Emma home. She made a cup of tea and sat down to watch the television news.

The newsreader smiled into Emma's living-room.




'And now for this week's lottery winner. The winning numbers were: 5, 12, 23, 24, 38, 41. And here is the man with the winning ticket – Jason Williams! Jason is twenty-two and now he's a rich man. He's got a cheque from Sunshine Lotteries for five million pounds. That's a lot of money! Well, Jason, how are you feeling tonight?'

'Wonderful!'

'And what are you going to do with your money?' 'Oh, I'm going to buy a house with fifty rooms, and a big expensive car. I'm going to go to New York, Miami...'

Emma looked at the young man on the television. Jason Williams had a big smile on his face, but he had long, dirty brown hair, brown eyes... Emma sat up quickly. 'That's the man!' she thought. 'I remember his face. He hit me and snatched my bag, and stole my lottery ticket – my winning ticket, with my winning numbers!'

She got up and went to the telephone. 'Hullo – police?' she said.
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kiss v. to touch someone with your lips as a greeting, to show them love 亲吻

newsreader n. someone who reads the news on television or radio 新闻播音员

cheque n. a printed piece of paper that you write an amount of money on, sign, and use instead of money to pay for things 支票

wonderful adj. making you admire someone or something very much 很棒的，了不起的
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中奖的彩票

贾森·威廉斯回到家，坐在床上。他22岁，和父母住在一栋高楼顶层的三间小屋里。他每天出门，但不是去工作，而是去行窃。有时他从商店或汽车里偷东西，有时从像埃玛·卡特这样的老人那里偷钱。今天他很生气。

“我抢了那个老女人的包，”他想，“我得到了什么？两英镑74便士，还有一张彩票！这个包还又旧又不值钱。”

贾森也玩彩票。他每周末都买五张彩票。他把埃玛的彩票放在口袋里，就不再去管它了。然后他出去想喝上一杯。
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医院里，一位护士将埃玛安置在一间病房的病床上，里头还有另外五个女病号。病房里有台电视，8点钟大家都在看彩票开奖。埃玛也看了一会儿，但是她觉得非常疲惫，很快就闭上眼睛睡着了，因此她没有听到那周中奖彩票号码的公告……

[image: alt]

星期天中午12点，贾森起床弄了点茶喝。然后他打开父亲买的报纸，看到了中奖彩票的号码：5，12，23，24，38，41。他核对了自己的五张彩票。“没中！”他说。

这时，他想起了那个老太太的彩票，也核对了一遍上面的号码：5，12，23，24，38，41。他核对了三遍。六个中奖号码！

“我中奖了！”他说。他亲了亲那张彩票。然后他冲进客厅，亲了亲他的母亲。

“啊，怎么了，贾森？”莉莉·威廉斯问。贾森有时会打她，但他通常不会亲她。她的烟从嘴里掉了下来。

“彩票！我是这周的大奖得主，妈妈！瞧——六个中奖号码。我发财了！”

贾森的父亲来到客厅。“吵什么呢？”他问。

“乔，乔！”莉莉说，“贾森的彩票中了六个号码，我们发财了！”

“不对！”贾森说。“是我发财了。”

他的父母同时开始说话，但是贾森没有听。他走到街上的电话亭里，打了个非常重要的电话。
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星期一早晨，一名警察拿着埃玛的新鞋来到医院。

“一个小女孩在街上发现了这双鞋，送到了警察局。”他说。

“她真好！”埃玛说。

“我们还找到了你的包。”警察说，“不过包已经给掏空了，卡特太太。很抱歉。”

“没关系。”埃玛说，“能找到包我就很高兴了。这是很久以前我儿子给我的。他住在澳大利亚，不过他每周都给我打电话……现在我还拿回了我的新鞋子。非常感谢。”她突然感到开心些了。
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那天晚上，一辆救护车把埃玛送回了家。她泡了杯茶，坐下来看电视新闻。

微笑的新闻播音员出现在埃玛的客厅。




“现在要揭晓本周的彩票大奖得主。中奖号码是：5，12，23，24，38，41。这位就是彩票中奖者——贾森·威廉斯！贾森22岁，现在他是个有钱人了。他得到了阳光彩票公司开出的五百万英镑的支票。这可是一大笔钱啊！对了，贾森，你今晚感觉怎样？”

“棒极了！”

“你打算怎么花这笔钱？”

“哦，我要买一座有50个房间的房子和一辆大豪车。我要去纽约、迈阿密……”




埃玛看着电视里的年轻人。贾森·威廉斯脸上带着灿烂的笑容，但他有脏兮兮的棕色长发、棕色眼睛……埃玛一下子坐直了身子。“这就是那个人！”她想，“我记得他的脸。他打了我，抢走了我的包，还偷了我的彩票——我的中奖彩票，上面有我的中奖号码！”

她站起来走到电话旁。“喂——警察吗？”她说。
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Jason in trouble

At ten o'clock on Monday night Jason was a very happy man. He was in a big room in a hotel with a lot of people in beautiful clothes. There were television cameras, reporters, people from Sunshine Lotteries... Everybody had a drink in their hands, and a girl went round the room with a bottle of champagne.

'Have some more champagne,' she said to Jason.

Jason's face went very red. He snatched the bottle and took a long drink. The champagne ran down his new blue shirt. He laughed. 'Kiss me,' he said to the girl.

Suddenly the door opened and two men came in.

'Hullo!' said Jason. 'Come in and have some champagne! It's OK – Sunshine Lotteries are paying for it!'

[image: alt]

'Hullo!' said Jason. 'Come in and have some champagne!'

But the two men were not interested in champagne. They were policemen. Everybody stopped talking and looked at them.

'Is Jason Williams here?' one of the policemen said. 'That's me,' said Jason. 'What do you want?'

'We'd like to ask you some questions, Mr Williams. At the police station. Come with us, please.'

[image: alt]

On Tuesday morning Jason was tired and unhappy. He was in a small room at the police station, and there were two policemen in the room with him. One policeman stood by the door, and watched and listened. The second policeman sat at a table and asked questions, questions, questions – the same questions, again and again.

'Now,' said the policeman. 'Tell me again. Where were you at four o'clock on Saturday afternoon?'

'At home,' said Jason. 'I'm telling you the truth. Ask my mother and father! I didn't steal anything!'

'I'm not interested in your mother and father,' said the policeman. 'I can talk to them later. At the moment I'm interested in you, and your answers to my questions. You were in town on Saturday afternoon. We know that, because a woman saw you.'

'No!' said Jason. 'That's a lie. I was at home all afternoon and evening. I watched football on television.'

'Tell me about the football, then. Who won?'

Jason said nothing. His hands and his face felt hot.

'When did the football finish? Five o'clock? Six o'clock?'

'Yes. No,' said Jason. 'I don't remember.'

The policeman smiled. 'How much money was there in the bag, Jason?'

'There wasn't—' Jason stopped. Careful, he thought. Be careful. 'There wasn't a bag,' he said. 'I told you. I didn't steal the old woman's bag!'

'Old woman? Who said anything about an old woman?'

Now Jason felt cold. 'You did,' he said.

'Oh no, I didn't,' said the policeman. 'I talked about a woman. So how did you know she was an old woman?'

He stood up. 'Jason Williams, on Saturday afternoon you hit Mrs Emma Carter on the head and snatched her bag. You stole her money and her lottery ticket. Her winning lottery ticket – so you stole five million pounds from Mrs Carter. You're in trouble, Williams. Big trouble.'
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'You're in trouble, Williams. Big trouble.'

'I want to see my lawyer,' said Jason suddenly. Jason did not know any lawyers. But people on television always said that.

[image: alt]

That afternoon a different policeman took Jason to court. The court was in a big grey building in the middle of the town. Jason and the policeman waited in a small room. The policeman did not look at Jason, and he did not say anything. Jason felt very unhappy.

Then a woman came into the room. She was young, with short brown hair and an interesting face. She wore a black skirt and a white shirt, and carried a big black bag.

'Mr Williams?' she said to Jason. 'I'm Sally Cash, and I'm your lawyer.'

The policeman left the room, and Sally Cash sat down and began to ask Jason questions.

Soon a man in a black coat came into the room. 'Are you ready to go into court, Miss Cash?' he asked.

'Nearly ready, John,' said the lawyer. She looked at Jason. 'I'm going to do all the talking in court. OK? I don't want you to say anything. Nothing important is going to happen today. They're going to send you to the Crown Court. That's a more important court.'

'When?' asked Jason.

'Soon.'

'Can I go home tonight?' asked Jason. 'Last night I slept in a cell at the police station. It wasn't very nice.'

'No, I'm sorry,' said Miss Cash. 'You can't go home. You see, you're a rich man now. You can buy a ticket to New York, Hong Kong – you can buy an aeroplane! The police want you to stay in this country.'

'But I want to go home!'

'I can ask the court,' said Sally Cash.

[image: alt]

Two men and a woman sat at the end of a long table and listened carefully to everyone's story.

Then the woman looked at Sally Cash. 'This case must go to the Crown Court,' she said. 'Jason Williams must stay at the police station and—'

'Excuse me,' said Sally Cash. 'Mr Williams slept in a police cell last night. He's very young and he was unhappy and afraid. He'd like to go home tonight – please.'

The woman talked quietly to the two men for a minute. Then she said, 'Mr Williams, you can go home tonight. But you must leave your lottery cheque here in court.'

'Why?' asked Jason.

'We don't want you to run away, Mr Williams. Now listen carefully. You must live at your parents' house. Don't leave the town. And every morning at ten o'clock you must go to the police station. Do you understand?'

'Yes,' said Jason.
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champagne n. a French white wine with a lot of bubbles, drunk on special occasions 香槟酒

lie n. something that you say or write that you know is untrue 谎言

lawyer n. someone whose job is to advise people about laws, write formal agreements, or represent people in court 律师

Crown Court n. a court of law in Britain that deals with serious criminal cases and is higher than a Magistrates' Court （英国的）刑事法庭

cell n. a small room in a prison or police station where prisoners are kept 小牢房


3

贾森惹麻烦

星期一晚上10点，贾森非常开心。他在一家酒店的一个大房间里，身边有许多衣着光鲜的人。那儿有电视摄像机、记者、阳光彩票公司的人……大家手里都端着饮料，一个女孩端着一瓶香槟酒，在房间里穿梭。

“再来点香槟吧。”她对贾森说。

贾森的脸已变得很红了。他抓起酒瓶，喝了好大一口。香槟顺着他新的蓝衬衣流淌下来。他大笑起来。“亲亲我。”他对女孩说。

突然，门开了，两个男人走了进来。

“喂！”贾森说，“进来喝点香槟！没关系的——阳光彩票公司请客！”

但那两个男人对香槟不感兴趣。他们是警察。大家都不再说话，看着他们。

“贾森·威廉斯在吗？”其中一个警察问。

“我就是。”贾森说，“你们想干什么？”

“我们想问你一些问题，威廉斯先生。在警察局问。跟我们走，请吧。”
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星期二早晨，贾森疲惫不堪，心情很坏。他呆在警察局的一个小房间里，里面还有两个警察。一个站在门口，边看边听。另一个警察坐在桌旁，提问，提问，再提问——同样的问题，问了一遍又一遍。

“嘿，”警察说，“再跟我说一遍。周六下午4点你在哪儿？”

“在家。”贾森说，“我说的是真的。问问我爸妈！我什么都没偷！”

“我对你爸妈没兴趣。”警察说，“我之后会跟他们谈话的。现在我感兴趣的只是你，还有你对我的问题的回答。周六下午你在城里。我们知道这事儿，因为一个女人看到你了。”

“不！”贾森说。“她撒谎。下午和晚上我一直都在家。我在看电视上的足球比赛。”

“那么，跟我说说那场球赛。谁赢了？”

贾森没说话。他感到手和脸发烫了。

“球赛什么时候结束的？5点？6点？”

“是的。不，”贾森说，“我不记得了。”

警察笑了：“包里有多少钱，贾森？”

“没有——”贾森突然停住了。小心，他想，要小心。“没有包。”他继续说，“我告诉过你，我没有偷那个老女人的包！”

“老女人？这里有谁提到过老女人吗？”

这时贾森感到身上发冷。“你提到过。”他说。

“哦不，我没有。”警察说，“我说过有个女人。可你怎么知道她是个老女人？”

他站了起来：“贾森·威廉斯，星期六下午你打了埃玛·卡特太太的头，抢了她的包。你偷了她的钱和她的彩票。她的中奖彩票——所以你偷了卡特太太的五百万英镑。你惹麻烦了，威廉斯。大麻烦。”

“我要见我的律师。”贾森突然说。贾森不认识任何律师。不过在电视里人们总是这么说。
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那天下午，另一名警察把贾森带到法庭。法庭位于市中心的一幢灰色大楼里。贾森和警察在一个小房间里等着。警察没有看贾森，他什么都没说。贾森觉得很不高兴。

然后一个女人走进房间。她很年轻，有一头棕色短发，长着一张有趣的脸。她穿着黑裙子和白衬衫，拿着一个大黑包。

“威廉斯先生？”她对贾森说，“我是萨莉·卡什，是你的律师。”

警察离开了房间，萨莉·卡什坐下来，开始问贾森问题。

不久，一个身着黑色外套的男人走进房间。“你准备好上法庭了吗，卡什小姐？”他问。

“差不多好了，约翰。”律师说。她把目光转向贾森：“法庭上所有的话都由我来说，好吗？我不想让你说什么话。今天不会有什么重要的事。他们会把你送到刑事法庭，那是个高一级的法庭。”

“什么时候？”贾森问。

“很快。”

“我今晚可以回家吗？”贾森问道，“昨天晚上我睡在警察局的小牢房里。那儿可不怎么样。”

“不行，很抱歉。”卡什小姐说，“你不能回家。你看，现在你是个有钱人了。你可以买票去纽约、香港——你连飞机也可以买！警察要你呆在本国。”

“但是我想回家！”

“我可以问问法庭。”萨莉·卡什说。
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两个男人和一个女人坐在一张长桌的一端，认真地听着每个人的陈述。

然后那个女人看着萨莉·卡什。“这件案子必须交由刑事法庭处理。”她说，“贾森·威廉斯必须呆在警察局，而且——”

“对不起，打扰一下。”萨莉·卡什说，“威廉斯先生昨晚睡在警察局的小牢房里。他很年轻，他很不高兴，而且还害怕。他今晚想回家——请准许。”

那个女人轻声地和那两个男人交谈了一会儿。然后她说：“威廉斯先生，今晚你可以回家，但你必须把彩票支票留在这里，留在法庭。”

“为什么？”贾森问。

“我们不想你逃跑，威廉斯先生。现在仔细听好：你必须住在你父母家，不得离开这个城市，每天上午10点必须去警察局报到。你明白了吗？”

“明白。”贾森说。


4

Everybody loves a winner

When Jason got home, his mother was very excited. 'We saw you on the news last night,' she said. 'With your cheque for five million pounds. You're rich and famous!'

'I'm in trouble, Mum,' said Jason. 'Please phone the police. Say, "My son was at home on Saturday afternoon. He watched the football on television." Please.'

'I can't say that,' said his mother. 'It isn't true.'

'Would you like ten thousand pounds?' asked Jason suddenly.

'No,' said Lily Williams. 'I always tell the truth.'

'Twenty thousand,' said Jason.

'Why do you want me to tell a lie to the police?' asked Lily. 'What did you do on Saturday afternoon?' She looked at Jason. 'You did something bad. Is that it? And now you want me to tell a lie for you. But I don't tell lies.'

'Thirty thousand!' said Jason. 'Please, Mum! Help me! I slept in a police cell last night, and I was in court this afternoon. Now they're going to send me to the Crown Court. Mum – thirty thousand pounds! Think about it.'

'OK, son,' said Lily Williams slowly. 'For thirty thousand pounds. I think I can tell a lie. But what did you do on Saturday afternoon? Tell me.'
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'For thirty thousand pounds, I think I can tell a lie,' said Lily.

'Nothing,' said Jason. 'I didn't do anything.'

'So why are they sending you to the Crown Court?'

Jason didn't answer, and his mother looked at him. 'And what about your Dad? He was at home on Saturday afternoon. You weren't, and he knows that. What do you want him to say to the police?'

'OK, OK,' said Jason. 'Dad can have thirty thousand pounds too. But not today. My lottery cheque is at the court, and I've only got ￡2 in my pocket!'

Jason did not sleep well that night. On Wednesday morning at ten o'clock he went to the police station.

'I'm here,' he said.

'You've got a visitor,' said the policeman. 'It's your wife. She wants to see you.'

Jason's mouth opened. 'My wife?' he said. 'But...'

The policeman opened a door and called, 'He's here, Mrs Williams!'

A young woman came into the room. 'Hullo, Jason.'

Fiona Williams was small and fat. She had long yellow hair and a big red mouth. She looked at Jason, but she talked to the policemen.

'Jason is my husband,' she said. 'Our son was born two years ago. His name's Jack. I loved Jason, but he wasn't very nice to me. Sometimes he hit me. One night he broke two of my teeth. Then the baby was ill and cried a lot. Jason hit him too. Jack was only two months old, and Jason hit him – a little baby!'
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'Jason hit him-a little baby!'

'That's a lie!' said Jason. 'I didn't—'

'Oh yes, you did!' Fiona said. She spoke to the policeman again. 'So I left him, and took the baby with me. Jason didn't look for us. He didn't want us, and he never gave me any money for our son. He went home to his mother and father, and he forgot about little Jack and me. I forgot about Jason too. Then I saw him on television, with a cheque from Sunshine Lotteries for five million pounds. Well, I'm his wife, Jack's his son – and we want half of his money!'

'Well, Mr Williams,' said the policeman. 'Is this woman your wife?'

'Don't ask him, ask me!' Fiona said. 'He's my husband, and I can prove it. I'm going to get a good lawyer, and I'm going to get that two and a half million pounds!'

'Everybody wants my money!' said Jason. 'I'm going to see my lawyer!'

So on Wednesday afternoon Jason went to Sally Cash's office. It was in a big building with 'Evans, Robinson, Dennis and Day' over the door.

'Why isn't your name there too?' asked Jason.

'Because I'm young and not very important,' said Sally with a smile. 'I work for Mr Dennis.'

Sally's office was very small. There were books on the table and on all the chairs. Sally moved the books off one chair, and Jason sat down.

'So, Jason,' Sally said, 'you have a wife and son.'

'How do you know that?' said Jason.

'Your wife's lawyer telephoned me this afternoon,' said Sally. 'Your wife wants some of your lottery money. And because she's your wife, and has a two-year-old son, she can get it easily.'

'I'm not going to give her anything,' Jason said. 'She left me. She went away with a new lover, and she took our baby with her. She never wrote or telephoned. I looked for her, but I couldn't find her. I cried every night...'

'Your wife tells a different story. She left you because you hit her, and the baby. Is that true?'

'I don't remember,' Jason said angrily. 'It was a long time ago. She just wants my money. Everybody wants my money! But it was my lottery ticket, so it's my money!'

'Mmm,' said Sally. 'Perhaps it was Mrs Emma Carter's lottery ticket. She remembered the numbers because they were important to her.'

'Huh,' said Jason. 'That old woman just wants my money because she saw me on television. She thought of a good story about the numbers, and now she says that it was her ticket. Did the ticket have her name on it?'

'No. There are no names on lottery tickets.'

'So she can't prove that it was her ticket,' said Jason. 'She can't take my money away from me.'

'Perhaps she can, and perhaps she can't. We don't know. But she's going to need a good lawyer. And lawyers are expensive. It isn't going to be easy for her.'

'So that old woman wants all the money. Fiona wants  half of it. My Mum wants thirty thousand pounds, my Dad wants thirty thousand pounds...'

'You're forgetting me,' said Sally.

'I don't understand,' Jason said.

'I told you. Lawyers are expensive. And I'm doing a lot of work for you. You can't pay me now, because your cheque is at the court. But I can wait.'

'Oh, thanks very much,' said Jason. 'Very kind of you.'

Sally smiled. 'Now, let's talk about the bag-snatching.'

'I didn't do it.'

Sally looked tired. 'Jason, I want to help you, but it's very difficult. Mrs Carter saw your face in the street, and then she saw you on television. She's going to stand up in the court and say, "That's the man! He stole my bag, my money, and my lottery ticket."'

'But it isn't true,' said Jason. 'I was at home. I watched the football on television. Ask my Mum!'

'How much money are you giving her, Jason?' Sally asked quietly. 'Thirty thousands pounds, was it?'

Jason's face went red. He wanted to hit Sally. She looked at his red, angry face, and waited. Then she said:
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Sally looked at his red, angry face, and waited.

'Jason, in the Crown Court a lot of people are going to look at you. They're going to think, "This is a nasty young man. He hits people – his wife, his baby, old women in the street. He steals things. He wins five million pounds in the lottery, but he doesn't want to give a penny to his wife and son. And he tells lies." They're not going to like you, Jason. And that's not going to help you. So, please, tell the truth. Say that you're sorry. You're young. You can begin again, stay out of trouble. But you must tell the truth to the court.'

Jason thought for a minute. Then he looked at Sally. 'OK,' he said slowly, 'perhaps I took the old woman's bag. But that lottery ticket wasn't in her bag. It's my ticket. I bought it, I paid for it, with my money. OK?'

Sally Cash did not answer. She looked at Jason for two or three long minutes. Then she said slowly, 'OK, Jason. You stole the bag, but it was your lottery ticket.'

[image: alt]



visitor n. someone who comes to visit a place or a person 访问者，探望者

prove v. to show that something is true by providing facts, information etc 证明

tired adj. bored with something, because it is no longer interesting, or has become annoying 厌烦的

difficult adj. hard to do, understand, or deal with 困难的

nasty adj. someone who is nasty behaves in an unkind and unpleasant way 龌龊的，令人讨厌的


4

人人爱赢家

贾森到家时，他的母亲非常激动。“我们在昨晚的新闻中看到你啦。”她说，“还有你那张五百万英镑的支票。你有钱有名了！”

“我惹麻烦了，妈妈。”贾森说，“求你打电话给警察，说‘星期六下午我儿子呆在家里，他在看电视里的足球赛。’求你了。”

“我不能那么说。”他的母亲说，“那不是真的。”

“你想要一万英镑吗？”贾森突然问。

“不要。”莉莉·威廉斯说，“我从来都说实话。”

“两万英镑。”贾森说。

“你为什么想让我对警察撒谎？”莉莉问。“星期六下午你做什么了？”她看着贾森，“你做坏事了，是不是？现在你想让我帮你撒谎。但我不说谎话。”

“三万英镑！”贾森说。“求你了，妈妈！帮帮我！昨晚我睡在警察局的小牢房里，今天下午我又上了法庭。现在他们要把我送往刑事法庭。妈妈——三万英镑！考虑一下。”

“好吧，儿子。”莉莉·威廉斯慢悠悠地说，“为了三万英镑，我想我可以撒个谎。不过星期六下午你干什么了？告诉我。”

“什么也没干。”贾森说，“我什么也没干。”

“那他们为什么要送你上刑事法庭？”

贾森没有回答，他的母亲看着他：“还有你爸怎么办？星期六下午他在家。你没在家，他是知道的。你想让他跟警察说什么？”

“好吧，好吧。”贾森说，“爸爸也会得到三万英镑，但不是今天。我的彩票支票在法庭，我现在兜里只有两英镑！”

那天晚上，贾森没睡好。星期三上午10点，他去了警察局。

“我来了。”他说。

“你有位访客。”警察说，“是你老婆。她想见你。”

贾森张大了嘴。“我老婆？”他说，“可是……”

警察打开门喊道：“他在这儿，威廉斯太太！”

一个年轻女人走进房间：“嘿，贾森。”

菲奥娜·威廉斯矮矮胖胖。她有一头黄色长发和一张红色的大嘴。她看了看贾森，却对警察说了起来。

“贾森是我老公。”她说，“我们的儿子两年前出生的。他叫杰克。我爱贾森，可他对我并不好。有时他还打我。有天晚上他打掉了我两颗牙。后来孩子病了，哭得很厉害。贾森也打他。杰克那时只有两个月大，贾森竟然打他——一个小婴儿！”

“撒谎！”贾森说，“我没有——”

“哦，你有！”菲奥娜说。她接着又对警察说：“因此我离开了他，带走了孩子。贾森没有找我们。他不想要我们，从没有为了我们的孩子给我任何钱。他回了他爸妈家，忘了小杰克和我。我也忘了贾森。后来我在电视上看到他，还有阳光彩票公司给的五百万英镑的支票。对了，我是他老婆，杰克是他儿子——他的钱我们想要一半！”

“嗯，威廉斯先生，”警察说，“这个女人是你老婆吗？”

“别问他，问我！”菲奥娜说，“他是我老公，我可以证明。我会找个好律师，我要得到那二百五十万英镑！”

“谁都想要我的钱！”贾森说，“我要见我的律师！”

于是星期三下午贾森去了萨莉·卡什的办公室。办公室在一座大楼里，门上写着“埃文斯、鲁宾逊、丹尼斯和戴”。

“门上怎么没有你的名字？”贾森问。

“因为我很年轻，又不是重要人物。”萨莉笑着说，“我在丹尼斯先生手下工作。”

萨莉的办公室很小。桌上和所有的椅子上都放着书。萨莉拿开一把椅子上的书，贾森坐了下来。

“这么说，贾森，”萨莉说，“你有妻子和儿子。”

“你怎么知道？”贾森说。

“今天下午你妻子的律师给我打电话了。”萨莉说，“你妻子想分一些你的彩票奖金。而且因为她是你的妻子，还带着一个两岁的儿子，她会轻松地拿到这笔钱。”

“我不会给她一分钱。”贾森说，“她离开了我。她跟一个新相好跑了，还带走了我们的孩子。她从没写过信，也没打过电话。我找过她，但是找不到。我每天晚上都会哭……”

“你的妻子可不是这么说的。她离开你是因为你打她和孩子。是真的吗？”

“我不记得了。”贾森生气地说，“那是很久以前的事了。她只是想要我的钱。谁都想要我的钱！但那是我的彩票，所以是我的钱！”

“[image: alt]，”萨莉说，“也许那是埃玛·卡特太太的彩票。她记得那些号码，因为它们对她很重要。”

“哼，”贾森说，“那个老女人只不过想要我的钱，因为她在电视上看到了我。她给那些号码编了个很妙的故事，于是就说那是她的彩票。彩票上有她的名字吗？”

“没有。彩票上没有名字。”

“所以她不能证明那是她的彩票。”贾森说，“她不能从我这儿把钱拿走。”

“也许她能，也许她不能，我们不知道。但她会需要一个好律师，而请律师是很费钱的。这对她来说可不容易。”

“所以那个老女人想要所有的钱。菲奥娜想要一半。我妈要三万英镑，我爸要三万英镑……”

“你忘记我了。”萨莉说。

“我不明白。”贾森说。

“我告诉过你，请律师很费钱。而我正在为你做很多事。你现在无法付我钱，因为你的支票在法庭。不过我可以等。”

“哦，非常感谢。”贾森说，“你真好。”

萨莉笑了：“现在，咱们来说说抢包的事吧。”

“我没干过。”

萨莉看起来有些厌烦：“贾森，我想帮你，但这很难。卡特太太在街上看见了你的脸，后来她又在电视上看到你。她会站在法庭上说，‘就是这个人！他偷了我的包、我的钱，还有我的彩票。’”

“可这不是真的。”贾森说，“当时我在家里。我在看电视上的足球赛。可以问我妈！”

“你打算给她多少钱，贾森？”萨莉轻声地问，“三万英镑，对吧？”

贾森的脸红了，他想打萨莉。萨莉看着他那张通红的、愤怒的脸，等了一会儿。然后她说：

“贾森，在刑事法庭上会有很多人看着你。他们会想，‘这是个龌龊的年轻人。他打人——他的妻子，他的孩子，街上的老太太。他偷东西。他中了五百万英镑彩票，可他一分钱都不给妻子和孩子。而且他还撒谎。’他们是不会喜欢你的，贾森。而这对你没有好处。所以，请说实话。说你很抱歉。你很年轻，你可以从头开始，远离麻烦。但你必须在法庭上说实话。”

贾森想了一会儿，然后他看着萨莉。“好吧。”他缓缓说道，“可能我拿了那个老女人的包，但那张彩票不在她的包里。那是我的彩票。我买的，我付的钱，用我的钱。行吗？”

萨莉·卡什没有回答。她看着贾森，看了足有两三分钟。然后她慢慢地说：“好吧，贾森。你偷了包，但彩票是你的。”


5

Emma gets a lawyer

On Wednesday evening Simon Carter telephoned his mother. He lived near Sydney with his wife and their two children, and he telephoned Emma every week. She told him the story of her lottery ticket. Simon listened carefully, and got angrier and angrier.

'Is your head OK now, Mum?'

'Yes, thank you, Simon. But I'm very, very angry. That young man stole my lottery ticket. Now he's got a cheque for five million pounds – and I've got nothing! I don't want to be rich, but I do want to come to Australia and visit you, and Mollie, and my grandchildren. It's not right, Simon! I had the winning ticket, I paid for it, and that man stole it!' She began to cry.

'Mum, listen,' said Simon. 'Go and see a lawyer.'

'I don't know any lawyers,' said Emma unhappily.

'Look in the telephone book,' said Simon. 'There are lawyers in every town.'

'But lawyers are expensive. I can't pay a lawyer.'

'I can pay a lawyer,' said Simon. 'I'm sending you some money today, through my bank. Don't cry, Mum. Put on your best dress and go and see a lawyer.'

'Simon, you're a wonderful son.'

'And you're a wonderful mother. Goodbye, Mum. And good luck!'
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'Well, Mrs Carter, how can I help you?'

It was Thursday morning and Emma was in Edwin Jones's office. Edwin Jones was a big man, with a red face and small blue eyes.

'It's about a lottery ticket,' Emma began.

'Ah, the lottery. Everybody wants to win the lottery!'

'But I did!' said Emma. 'It was my ticket – my numbers.'

'Tell me about it, Mrs Carter. From the beginning.'

So Emma told the lawyer everything, and he listened carefully. When Emma finished, he said:

'Those numbers on the ticket – tell them to me again.'
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Emma told the lawyer everything.

'5, 12, 23, 24, 38, 41.'

'And you always get a ticket with those numbers. Why, Mrs Carter?' asked the lawyer.

'All those numbers are important to me. I was born on 5th December, 1923. I lived at number 24 Sandwich Road for 38 years. And my son Simon is 41 years old.'

'I see. Well, Mrs Carter,' Mr Jones said. 'What do you want me to do?'

'Please talk to Sunshine Lotteries, Mr Jones. They've got my ticket.'

'But, Mrs Carter, what can they do? All lottery tickets look the same. People don't write their names on their tickets... Perhaps it is your ticket, but we can't prove it.'

'But we can! My ticket's different! Please listen! I always put a little kiss on my ticket... you know, an X.'

'Why do you do that?'

'My son lives in Australia with his family. I'd like to visit them, but aeroplane tickets are very expensive. So every week I get a lottery ticket and I think about Simon and his wife and my grandchildren, and I send them a kiss. Simon's a wonderful son. He telephones me every week. He never forgets...'

The lawyer smiled. 'Yes, yes, I understand,' he said. 'My mother lives in Wales, and I telephone her every week too. Please go home now, Mrs Carter. I'm going to make some telephone calls. Come and see me again tomorrow.'
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bank n. a business that keeps and lends money and provides other financial services 银行


5

埃玛找律师

星期三傍晚，西蒙·卡特给他的母亲埃玛打了电话。他和妻子以及两个孩子住在悉尼附近，他每周都给埃玛打电话。埃玛给他讲了彩票的事情。西蒙认真地听着，越听越生气。

“现在你的头好了吗，妈妈？”

“好了，谢谢你，西蒙。可我非常非常生气。那个年轻人偷了我的彩票。现在他得到了一张五百万英镑的支票，而我什么都没得到！我不想发财，但我确实想去澳大利亚看看你和莫莉，还有我的孙子们。这不对头，西蒙！我拥有那张中奖彩票，我掏钱买的它，而那个人偷了它！”她哭了起来。

“妈妈，听着，”西蒙说，“去找个律师。”

“我一个律师都不认识。”埃玛难过地说。

“在电话簿里找找。”西蒙说，“每个城市里都有律师。”

“但请律师要花很多钱。我请不起。”

“我可以付律师费。”西蒙说，“我今天就从银行给你汇些钱。别哭，妈妈。穿上你最好的衣服，去见个律师吧。”

“西蒙，你真是个很棒的儿子。”

“你也是个很棒的妈妈。再见，妈妈。祝你好运！”
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“哦，卡特太太，有什么可以帮你的吗？”

星期四早晨，埃玛来到埃德温·琼斯的办公室。埃德温·琼斯是个大块头男人，脸红彤彤的，有一双蓝色小眼睛。

“一张彩票的事儿。”埃玛开口道。

“啊，彩票。大家都想中彩票！”

“但我中了！”埃玛说，“那是我的彩票——我的号码。”

“跟我说说这事儿，卡特太太。从头说起。”

于是，埃玛把所有的事都告诉了律师，他听得很认真。埃玛说完后，他说：

“彩票上的号码——再跟我说一次。”

“5，12，23，24，38，41。”

“你买彩票总是选这些号码，那是为什么，卡特太太？”律师问。

“所有这些数字对我来说都很重要。我的生日是1923年12月5日。我在桑威奇路24号住了38年。我儿子西蒙41岁。”

“我明白了。那么，卡特太太，”琼斯说，“你想让我做什么？”

“请和阳光彩票公司谈谈，琼斯先生。他们拿着我的彩票。”

“但是，卡特太太，他们能做什么？所有的彩票看上去都一样。人们又不在彩票上写自己的名字……或许那是你的彩票，可我们无法证明这一点。”

“但我们可以！我的彩票和其他的不一样！请听我说！我总是在我的彩票上画一个小小的亲吻符号……你知道的，一个X。”

“你为什么这样做？”

“我儿子和他的家人住在澳大利亚。我想去探望他们，但机票很贵。所以每周我都买一张彩票，我挂念西蒙、他的妻子和我的孙子们，所以我送给他们一个吻。西蒙是个很棒的儿子。他每周都给我打电话。他从来不会忘记……”

律师笑了。“是的，是的，我理解。”他说，“我母亲住在威尔士，我每周也给她打电话。现在请回家吧，卡特太太。我要打几个电话。明天再来见我吧。”


6

The money and the ticket

Jason did not sleep on Wednesday night. On Thursday morning he got up very early, and made some tea.

'What am I going to do?' he thought. 'They're going to send me to prison because I stole that old woman's bag. But I'm going to say sorry – sorry to the court, sorry to the old woman, sorry to everybody. Then perhaps I can get out of prison after – what did my lawyer say? – only eighteen months. OK. So I go to prison... but I don't want to lose that five million pounds! I want the court to believe it was my ticket.'
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'So I go to prison...'

He drank his tea, and remembered his meeting with Sally Cash. They're not going to like you, Jason. They're going to think, 'This is a nasty young man.'

'OK,' Jason thought. 'I'm going to do something nice. What can I do? Yes, I know! Give some of the money away! I can give it to that charity, "Help the children". They send doctors and nurses to Africa and India. I saw them on television last Christmas. They always need money. Wonderful! People can't say I'm nasty after that!'

'Help the Children' had a charity shop in the middle of the town, and at nine o'clock Jason was outside the door. There were two women in the shop.

'Good morning,' said the older woman. 'Can we help you? Are you looking for some cheap clothes?'

'No,' said Jason. 'I want to give you some money.'

'That's nice of you,' said the younger woman.

'Yes,' Jason said. 'I want to give five hundred thousand pounds to "Help the Children".'

'Five hundred pounds?' said the older woman. 'That's wonderful!'

'No, no,' said Jason. 'Not five hundred pounds. Five hundred thousand pounds!'

The younger woman looked at him. 'Have you got five hundred thousand pounds?'

'Of course I have!' said Jason. 'Well, I haven't got the money now. It's at the court. But I want you to have it.'

The older woman looked at the younger woman, and then at Jason. 'You haven't got any money. Go away.'

'Yes, I have! I won the lottery!' said Jason. 'OK. Listen. Let's say a million pounds. How about that? One million pounds for "Help the Children"!'

The younger woman opened the door, and the older woman said, 'Go away! We don't want you here.'
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'Go away! We don't want you here,' she said.
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On Thursday afternoon, Edwin Jones was in the office of Sunshine Lotteries with Mr David Ray. He told Mr Ray the story of Emma Carter and her winning numbers.

'Look, Mr Jones,' said Mr Ray. 'Mr Williams had the winning ticket, so we gave him a cheque for the money. I'm sorry, but I can't help you, or Mrs Carter.'

'But it wasn't Williams's ticket. It was Mrs Carter's.'

'You can't prove that, Mr Jones. All lottery tickets look the same. They don't have names on them.'

'I can prove it,' said Edwin Jones. 'Listen. Mrs Carter's ticket is different. You see, she always gets the same numbers. And every week she puts an X on her ticket.'

He told Mr Ray about Mrs Carter's son in Australia. Then he took a lottery ticket out of his pocket. 'This is an old ticket. Look – Mrs Carter always puts an X, here ...Please go and look at the winning ticket. Now!'

Mr Ray went away and came back five minutes later. His face was unhappy.

'Well?' said Edwin Jones.

'I don't know,' Mr Ray said. 'All the tickets go through the computer many times, so it's difficult to see—'

'Mr Ray, is there an X on that ticket, or isn't there?'

Mr Ray looked angrily at Edwin Jones. 'Perhaps there is, and perhaps there isn't,' he said. 'But what does an X prove? Perhaps hundreds of people write an X on their lottery ticket. Perhaps it's Mrs Carter's X, but how do we know? Tell me that, Mr Jones.'

'I can't tell you, but the police can. Now, Mr Ray, please call your bank and stop that cheque. Next, give that lottery ticket to the police. They're going to want it.'

Mr Ray looked unhappy. 'Yes, all right,' he said.

'Then you need a lawyer,' said Mr Jones. 'Because Mrs Carter wants her money – and she wants it now!'
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On Thursday afternoon, Jason Williams went to Sally Cash's office and told her about 'Help the Children' and the women in the shop. Sally looked tired.

'Jason, Jason!' she said. 'What is all this? I don't want to listen to more lies.'

'I'm telling the truth! I went into the "Help the Children" shop, and they didn't believe me. They said, "You haven't got any money. Go away!" Please telephone them, Miss Cash. I want to give them one million pounds. Please tell them that.'

'But...' said Sally Cash. 'But your lottery cheque is at the court...'

'Yes, I know. But when I get the money, I want to give one million pounds to "Help the Children". I thought about it very carefully. I won all this money in the lottery, and I want to do something good with it. All those little children in Africa and India – I want to help them.'
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'All those little children in Africa and India –I want to help them.'

Sally looked at him for a minute.

'Please,' said Jason. 'Please help me. You wanted to help me. You told me that.'

'OK,' Sally said suddenly. 'I believe you. You want to give away a million pounds.' She thought for a second. 'Write a letter to "Help the Children". Write it here, now. Tell them about the million pounds, and put your name on the letter. I'm going to put my name on the letter too, and take the letter to the charity's office now. OK?'
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charity n. an organization that gives money, goods, or help to people who are poor, sick etc 慈善组织

charity shop n. a shop that sells used goods that are given to it, in order to collect money for a charity 慈善商店


6

奖金和彩票

星期三晚上，贾森一夜未眠。星期四早晨他很早就起了床，还泡了茶。

“我该怎么办？”他想，“他们会把我送进监狱，因为我偷了那个老太太的包。不过我会说对不起——对不起法庭，对不起那个老太太，对不起所有人。然后大概我可以出狱，在——我的律师怎么说来着？——仅仅18个月以后。好吧。那么我去坐牢……可我不想失去那五百万英镑！我要让法庭相信那是我的彩票。”

他喝了口茶，随后想起了和萨莉·卡什的会面。他们不会喜欢你的，贾森。他们会想，“这是个龌龊的年轻人。”

“好吧，”贾森想，“那我就去做些好事。我能做什么呢？对，我知道了！捐些钱出去！我可以把钱捐给那个慈善组织——‘儿童救助会’。他们派医生和护士去非洲和印度。去年圣诞节我在电视上看到过。他们总是需要钱。太棒了！这样做后人们就不会说我龌龊了！”

“儿童救助会”在市中心有家慈善商店，9点时贾森已经到了店门外。店里有两个女人。

“早上好。”年长的女人说，“需要我们帮忙吗？你是要找一些便宜的衣服吗？”

“不是。”贾森说，“我想给你们捐些钱。”

“你真好。”年轻的女人说。

“是这样，”贾森说，“我想把五十万英镑捐给‘儿童救助会’。”

“五百英镑？”年长的女人说，“那太好了！”

“不，不对。”贾森说，“不是五百英镑。是五十万英镑！”

年轻的女人看着他：“你有五十万英镑吗？”

“我当然有！”贾森说，“嗯，我现在还没拿到钱。钱在法庭。但我想让你们得到它。”

年长的女人看了看年轻的女人，又看了看贾森：“你根本就没钱。走开。”

“不，我有！我中了彩票！”贾森说，“好，听着。我捐一百万英镑。怎么样？捐一百万英镑给‘儿童救助会’！”

年轻的女人打开门，年长的女人说：“走开！这里不欢迎你。”
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星期四下午，埃德温·琼斯和戴维·雷先生在阳光彩票公司的办公室。琼斯把埃玛·卡特的事情以及她的中奖号码告诉了雷先生。

“是这样，琼斯先生，”雷先生说，“威廉斯先生持有中奖彩票，所以我们开给了他那笔钱的支票。对不起，我帮不了你，也帮不了卡特太太。”

“可那不是威廉斯的彩票，是卡特太太的。”

“你无法证明这一点，琼斯先生。所有的彩票看上去都一样。彩票上面没有名字。”

“我能证明。”埃德温·琼斯说，“听着，卡特太太的彩票是不一样的。你看，她总是买相同的号码，而且她每周都会在彩票上画个X。”

他向雷先生讲了卡特太太的儿子在澳大利亚一事。然后他从兜里掏出一张彩票：“这是张旧彩票。瞧——卡特太太总是画个X，这儿……请去看看那张中奖彩票，现在就去！”

雷先生走开了，五分钟后他回来了。他的脸色不太好。

“怎么样？”埃德温·琼斯问。

“我不知道。”雷先生说，“所有的彩票都进出电脑很多次，所以很难看到——”

“雷先生，彩票上是有个X还是没有？”

雷先生怒气冲冲地看着埃德温·琼斯。“或许有，或许没有。”他说，“但是一个X能够证明什么？没准有好几百人都在他们的彩票上画个X。那可能是卡特太太的X，但我们怎么知道？告诉我，琼斯先生。”

“我无法告诉你，但警察可以。现在，雷先生，请给你们的银行打电话，冻结那张支票。然后，把那张彩票交给警察。他们会需要的。”

雷先生看起来很不高兴。“噢，好吧。”他说。

“然后你们还需要一个律师。”琼斯先生说，“因为卡特太太想要她的钱——而且她马上就要！”
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星期四下午，贾森·威廉斯去了萨莉·卡什的办公室，把“儿童救助会”和慈善商店里女人的事情告诉了她。萨莉面露厌烦之色。

“贾森，贾森！”她说，“这都是些什么事？我不想再听谎话了。”

“我说的是真的！我去了‘儿童救助会’的商店，可她们不相信我。她们说，‘你根本就没钱。走开！’请给她们打个电话，卡什小姐。我想给她们一百万英镑。请将这事告诉她们。”

“但是……”萨莉·卡什说，“但是你的彩票支票在法庭……”

“对，我知道。不过拿到钱后，我想捐一百万英镑给‘儿童救助会’。这件事我很认真地想过了。我的钱都是中彩票得的，我想用它做点好事。那些非洲和印度的小孩子——我想帮助他们。”

萨莉看了他一会儿。

“求你了。”贾森说，“请帮帮我。你想要帮我的。你跟我说过的。”

“好吧。”萨莉突然说，“我相信你。你想捐一百万英镑。”她想了片刻。“给‘儿童救助会’写封信。在这儿写，就现在。告诉她们你要捐一百万英镑的事，再在信上写下你的名字。我也会把我的名字写在信上，然后马上把信送到这家慈善组织的办公室。好吗？”


7

So who's going to win?

On Thursday evening Sally Cash went home. When she arrived, her husband Colin was in the living-room. 'Hi,' Colin said. 'Did you have a good day?'

'Not bad,' Sally said. 'I'm working on a very interesting case. It's going to be on the news tonight, I think. Let's put the television on.'

After about ten minutes, the newsreader said:




'And now for some news about Sunshine Lotteries. The winner of last Saturday's lottery was Jason Williams. He had the winning ticket, and Sunshine Lotteries gave him a cheque for five million pounds. Now Mr Williams wants to give one million pounds to the charity "Help the Children".

But is it Mr Williams's money? Mrs Emma Carter says that it isn't. This is Mrs Carter's story. In the town last Saturday afternoon a young man hit her on the head and snatched her bag. And in that bag was a lottery ticket – the ticket with the winning numbers. Mrs Carter remembers the numbers very well, she says. So is it Jason Williams's ticket, or Mrs Carter's ticket? Who's going to get the money? We have a lawyer with us here, so let's ask him that question.'




The lawyer talked very interestingly.

'Who's that?' asked Colin.

'That's old Sam Green,' said Sally. 'He's a good lawyer. He's working for Sunshine Lotteries, I think.'

'And who are you working for, Sally?'

'Jason Williams.'

'And he snatched this woman's bag, yes?' said Colin. 'Is he going to go to prison, do you think?'

'Perhaps,' Sally said. 'But when he comes out, he's going to have five million pounds – or four million pounds.'

'But it's Emma Carter's money!' Colin said. 'It was her ticket, in her bag. Of course it was!'

'Well, she says it was,' said Sally. 'But how do we know? She's an old woman. Old people forget things easily. Perhaps she thought about her lottery numbers, but forgot to buy a ticket that day.'

'So the bag-snatcher wins, eh?' said Colin. He looked at Sally. 'He hits an old woman on the head, and wins five million pounds. Wonderful!'

'I know,' Sally said. 'It's difficult to like Jason Williams, it's true. He has a wife and child, but his wife left him because he hit her and the baby. But we must be careful. Perhaps he is telling the truth about the lottery ticket.'

'Never!' said Colin. 'When the case comes to court, they're going to believe Mrs Carter, not Jason Williams. He's nasty!'
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'When the case comes to court, they're going to believe Mrs Carter, not Jason Williams.'

'No, he isn't. He wants to give one million pounds to "Help the Children". People are going to like that. What a nice young man!'

Colin laughed. 'Lawyers!' he said. 'So who's going to win, Sally?' he asked.

'The lawyers, of course. Five million pounds is a lot of money, and we're going to have a wonderful time. There's a lot of us, you see. There's Mrs Carter's lawyer, Jason's wife's lawyer, the lawyer for "Help the Children", the lawyer for Sunshine Lotteries – and me, Jason's lawyer. We're going to talk about it in court for days and days. And lawyers are expensive. When we finish, a lot of that five million pounds is going to be our money!'

Sally smiled, happily. 'Colin, shall we get a new car? A Mercedes, perhaps?'
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7

谁会是赢家？

星期四傍晚，萨莉·卡什回了家。她到家时，丈夫科林在客厅里。

“嗨，”科林说，“今天过得好吗？”

“还不错。”萨莉说，“我正在处理一个非常有意思的案子。我想今晚会上电视新闻，咱们打开电视吧。”

大约10分钟后，新闻播音员说道：




现在播报和阳光彩票公司有关的新闻。上周六的彩票得主是贾森·威廉斯。他持有中奖彩票，因此阳光彩票公司给了他一张五百万英镑的支票。现在威廉斯先生想要捐出一百万英镑给慈善组织‘儿童救助会’。

不过，这是威廉斯先生的钱吗？埃玛·卡特太太说不是。下面是卡特太太的说法。上周六下午在城里，一个年轻人打了她的头，抢走了她的包。包里有一张彩票——有中奖号码的彩票。卡特太太说，她对那些号码记得很清楚，她说。那么，这是贾森·威廉斯的彩票，还是卡特太太的彩票？谁将得到那笔钱？我们这里请来了一位律师，让我们来问问他这个问题。”




律师说得很吸引人。

“那是谁？”科林问。

“那是老萨姆·格林。”萨莉说，“他是个好律师，是阳光彩票公司的律师，我想。”

“那你是谁的律师，萨莉？”

“贾森·威廉斯。”

“他抢了那个女人的包，对吗？”科林说，“他会进监狱吗，你觉得呢？”

“可能会吧。”萨莉说，“但是当他出狱后，他会拥有五百万英镑——或者四百万英镑。”

“但那是埃玛·卡特的钱！”科林说，“那是她的彩票，在她的包里。准是这么回事！”

“嗯，她说是这样的。”萨莉说，“但我们怎么知道？她是个老太太，老人容易忘事。或许她想着她的彩票号码，但那天却忘了买彩票。”

“所以抢包的歹徒赢了，嗯？”科林说。他看着萨莉：“他打了老太太的头，还中了五百万英镑。真了不起啊！”

“我知道。”萨莉说，“要想喜欢贾森·威廉斯很难，这不假。他有老婆和孩子，可他的老婆离开了他，因为他打她和孩子。但我们必须小心。没准彩票的事他说的是实话。”

“不可能！”科林说，“案子移交法庭后，大家会相信卡特太太，而不是贾森·威廉斯。他很龌龊！”

“不，他不龌龊。他想捐一百万英镑给‘儿童救助会’。人们会喜欢这件事。多好的年轻人啊！”

科林笑了。“律师啊！”他说，“那么谁会是赢家，萨莉？”他问。

“当然是律师啦。五百万英镑是很大一笔钱，而我们会过得很不错。案件中有很多律师，你瞧，有卡特太太的律师、贾森老婆的律师、‘儿童救助会’的律师、阳光彩票公司的律师——还有我，贾森的律师。我们将在法庭上成天地讨论下去，而律师费是很高的。我们结案时，那五百万英镑中的一大部分都会成为我们的钱！”

萨莉笑了，笑得很开心：“科林，我们要买辆新车吗？一辆梅赛德斯，怎么样？”


ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1 The title of the story is The Lottery Winner. Answer these questions.

1) Is there a lottery in your country?

2) Do you sometimes buy a lottery ticket?

3) Do you know a lottery winner?

4) Is a lottery winner usually a happy person?

2 Read the back cover of the book. How much do you know now about the story? Complete these sentences.

1) Emma Carter is...

　a) a young woman.

　b) an old woman.

　c) an old man.

2) Emma buys a lottery ticket...

　a) every week.

　b) every month.

　c) every day.

3) Emma has got...

　a) no money.

　b) only a little money.

　c) lots of money.

4) Jason Williams...

　a) helps old women.

　b) kills old women.

　c) steals money from old women.

3 Read the story introduction on the first page of the book, then answer these questions. Tick one box for each sentence.

1) Jason has got a winning lottery ticket.

YES □／NO □

2) Jason's mother and father want his money.

YES □／NO □

3) Jason is married.

YES □／NO □

4) Emma is in trouble with the police.

YES □／NO □

5) Emma is happy.

YES □／NO □

6) Emma has got a lawyer.

YES □／NO □

4 What is going to happen in the story? Can you guess? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) Jason is going to get five million pounds.

YES □／NO □

2) Emma is going to get five million pounds.

YES □／NO □

3) Jason is going to go to prison.

YES □／NO □

4) Emma is going to go to Australia.

YES □／NO □


ACTIVITIES



While Reading

Read Chapters 1 and 2, then answer these questions.

Who

1 ... bought some new shoes?

2 ... hit Emma and took her bag?

3 ... looked at Emma's head and back when she was in hospital?

4 ... bought a lottery ticket with the numbers 5, 12, 23, 24, 38, 41?

5 ... lived with his mother and father?

6 ... had a lottery ticket with six winning numbers?

7 ... lived in Australia?

8 ... brought Emma's shoes and bag to the hospital?

9 ... found Emma's shoes and bag in the street?

Read Chapter 3, then answer these questions.

Where was Jason...

1 at ten o'clock on Monday night?

2 on Tuesday morning?

3 on Tuesday afternoon?

4 on Tuesday night?

Read Chapter 4, then answer these questions.

Why

1 ... is Jason going to give his mother and father ￡30,000?

2 ... can't Jason give his parents the money now?

3 ... did Jason's wife leave him?

4 ... did Jason's wife come to the police station?

5 ... did Jason want to hit Sally Cash?

Read Chapters 5 and 6. Here are some untrue sentences about them. Change them into true sentences.

1 Emma telephoned her son in Australia.

2 Emma didn't go to see a lawyer.

3 Emma put her name on her lottery ticket.

4 The women in the charity shop believed Jason.

5 Mr Ray was happy when he heard Emma's story.

6 Sally Cash told Jason to telephone 'Help the Children'.

Before you read Chapter 7, think about the chapter title, So who's going to win? Who is going to win? Can you guess?

Read Chapter 7, then answer these questions.

1 How many lawyers are working on the lottery ticket case?

2 Why are they going to get a lot of money?


ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1 Why did Emma always choose the same numbers for her lottery ticket? Why were they important to her?

5, 12, 23 ________________

24, 38 _________________

41 __________________

2 What happens after the end of the story? You choose. Tick one box for each sentence. Then use some of the sentences to write a paragraph. Join your sentences with and, but or so where possible.

1) Emma gets a lot of money.

YES □／NO □

2) Emma goes to Austrilia to see her son.

YES □／NO □

3) Emma gives one million pounds to 'Help the Children'.

YES □／NO □

4) Jason gets a lot of money.

YES □／NO □

5) Jason's wife gets half of his money.

YES □／NO □

6) Jason gives one million pounds to 'Help the Children'.

YES □／NO □

7) Jason gives £30,000 each to his mother and father.

YES □／NO □

8) Jason goes to prison.

YES □／NO □

9) Sally and her husband buy a new car.

YES □／NO □

3 Here is a new illustration for the story. Find the best place in the story to put the picture, and answer these questions.

The picture goes in Chapter _______.

1) Who is on television? Why?

2) Who is watching television?

3) What is she going to do next? Why?

Now write a caption for the illustration.
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Caption:___________________________________________

4 When Emma saw Jason on television, she telephoned the police. Write out the conversation in the correct order and put in the speakers' names. Emma speaks first (5).

1)_______'Are you sure it's the same man?'

2)_______'Because of the numbers. I always choose the same numbers.'

3)_______'Can I help you, madam?'

4)_______'Because he's got this week's winning lottery ticket.'

5)_______'Hullo – police?'

6)_______'How do you know that it's your ticket?'

7)_______'I see. Well, I'm going to send a policeman to talk to you, Mrs Carter.'

8)_______'My name's Mrs Emma Carter. A young man stole my handbag on saturday. I can see him on television now.'

9)_______'Thank you very much.'

10)_______'Why is he on television, madam?'

11)_______'Yes, I'm sure. And he's got my lottery ticket.'

5 Imagine that you are Jason. Use these words to complete his letter to 'Help the Children'. (Use each word once.)

children, going, is, lawyer, letter, lottery, one, pounds, to, won, write

Dear sir/Madam

My name______Jason Williams. I______five million in the______. I want______help poor______, so I am to give you______million pounds. My______believes me, and she is going to______her name on this______too.

Yours faithfully

Jason Williams

6 Put these words into two groups.

nice, kind, nasty, happy, unhappy, angry, wonderful

good ____________

bad ____________

Now write sentences like this about these characters.

Jason Williams is nasty because he stole Emma Carter's bag.


	Jason Williams	Sally Cash

	Simon Carter	Lily Williams

	Fiona Williams	Emma Carter



7 Imagine that you win five million pounds in the lottery. What are you going to do with it? Write five sentences. Use some of these verbs.

 buy, give, go, stop, live
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THE MURDER OF MARY JONES

It is summer time in an English holiday town. A young girl lies dead on the beach. Who killed her? Was it Simon and Dan, the two young men who met her, and danced with her, at the disco that night? They sometimes steal cars, but are they guilty of murder?

What really happened that night at the disco? There are witnesses who say that there was a fight. Who followed Mary when she left? Was she alone? And what about Mary's boyfriend, Jim? Did he really love her? Perhaps he was a little jealous, and angry...

The court needs to find answers to all these questions, because murder is a very serious crime, and murderers are often sent to prison for life.
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The Murder of Mary Jones

INTRODUCTION

This is a court in England. The people in the court are trying to answer a question - did Simon Clark and Dan Smith kill Mary Jones, or not? It is a very important question, because in Britain, murderers usually go to prison for life. You can see a picture of the court here. Simon and Dan are there, with two policemen, the judge, the clerk of the court, two lawyers, and the twelve people in the jury. Witnesses come to the witness box, and the lawyers and the judge ask them questions. The jury do not say anything, but they listen carefully. At the end, they must answer the question - are Simon and Dan guilty of murder, or not guilty?

There are two possible endings to the play, Scene 4 (Alternative 1) and Scene 4 (Alternative 2). Read and discuss them, and decide which you like best.

PERFORMANCE NOTES

Scenes 1 to 4: The courtroom




At the back of the room is the judge's table and chair. In front of this there is a chair and table for the clerk of the court. On the left of the judge's table is a chair for the witnesses (the witness box). In front of the clerk's table is a table with two chairs for the lawyers. Behind this table there are four more chairs for Simon, Dan, and two policemen. On the judge's left there are twelve chairs for the jury. There are more chairs in the room for people to sit and watch.

CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY

The judge

The clerk of the court

Ms Helen Wills, the police lawyer

Simon Clark, a young man

Dan Smith, a young man, Simon's friend

Mr David Carter, Simon's and Dan's lawyer

Jim Wilson, Mary Jones's boyfriend

PC Norton, a policeman

Dr Seldon, a doctor

PC Moran, a policeman

WPC Gray, a policewoman

Mrs lucy Symes

Janet Nolan, a young woman

Mrs Jones, Mary's mother

The jury (twelve people)




SCENE 1
How did Mary die?

The jury, the lawyers, and the clerk of the court come in and sit down. Then Simon Clark and Dan Smith come in with the two policemen. The judge comes in and everyone stands up. The judge walks to his chair, looks at everybody slowly, and then sits down. The people and the lawyers sit down. Simon and Dan, the two policemen, and the clerk are standing up.




CLERK

Simon Clark, you are here because of the murder of Mary Jones. Did you kill her, or not?

SIMON

No, sir. I didn't.

CLERK

And you, Dan Smith? Did you kill Mary Jones?

DAN

No, sir. I didn't. I'm not guilty!

SIMON

We didn't kill her!

CLERK

All right. Sit down. (They sit.)

MS WILLS

(Standing up) My lord, I am Helen Wills, the lawyer for the police. David Carter is the lawyer for Simon Clark and Dan Smith.

JUDGE

Very good. Please begin, Ms Wills.

MS WILLS

Thank you, my lord. Members of the jury, look at the photo, please. There is a girl in the photo with a young man. She is Mary Jones, and he is Jim Wilson, Mary's boyfriend. (The jury look at the photo.)
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The courtroom.

JUDGE

Ms Wills, I haven't got that photo.

CLERK

Oh, I'm sorry, my lord. Here you are.

He gives the judge a photo.

JUDGE

Thank you. Please go on, Ms Wills.

MS WILLS

On 12 August, Mary was in a disco in Trenton with Jim. At midnight, she started to walk home along the road by the sea, and someone killed her. Now, please look at the second photo.

JUDGE

Excuse me, Ms Wills. (He holds up a photo.) This photo? The photo of a dead girl?

MS WILLS

Yes, my lord, that's right. I'm sorry, it isn't a very nice photo. But that is Mary Jones, too. There is blood on her head and face.

JUDGE

Yes, I see. Did someone find her there, that night?

MS WILLS

Yes, my lord. Jim Wilson found her body on the beach near the road at about half past twelve. He tried to help her, but he couldn't. Mary Jones was dead.

JUDGE

How did she die, Ms Wills?

MS WILLS

She died because someone hit her four times on the head with a spanner, my lord. Clerk, can I have the spanner, please?

CLERK

Yes, here you are. (He gives her a spanner.)

MS WILLS

Thank you. It was this spanner, members of the jury. Look at it carefully. This spanner has Mary's blood and hair on it. Can you see that?

 She shows the spanner to the jury.

JUDGE

Can I see that, please, Ms Wills?

MS WILLS

Yes, of course, my lord. (She gives it to him.)

JUDGE

Thank you. But who hit her with the spanner, Ms Wills? That's the important question, you know. Who killed her?

MS WILLS

Who killed her? It was Simon Clark and Dan Smith, I think.

JUDGE

Why do you think that? Tell the jury, please.

MS WILLS

Yes, my lord. They were in the disco that evening. They went there in a car, a white Ford Fiesta. It wasn't their car - they stole it. They often steal cars.

JUDGE

I see. And how long were they there?

MS WILLS

They were in the disco for two hours. At about ten o'clock, Dan danced with Mary Jones. After that, Simon Clark danced with her.

JUDGE

Excuse me, Ms Wills. Did Jim see this?
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'This spanner has Mary's blood and hair on it.'

MS WILLS

Yes, my lord, he did. He was very angry, and he hit Simon. Then he talked to Mary for half an hour, and after that Mary started to walk home alone.

JUDGE

And Jim stayed in the disco?

MS WILLS

Yes, my lord, he did. But Dan and Simon didn't. They went out, ten minutes after Mary. They drove away in the Fiesta.

JUDGE

Yes. But did anyone see them kill her? That's important.

MS WILLS

No, no one saw them kill her. But the police found the tyre marks of a Ford Fiesta near Mary's body. And later, they found Dan and Simon in a white Ford Fiesta in Bilsford.

JUDGE

Where is Bilsford, Ms Wills?

MS WILLS

Ten kilometres from Trenton, my lord. And in the car there was a spanner. This spanner, members of the jury! With Mary's blood and hair on it! (She shows the spanner to the jury.)

JUDGE

I see. That's very important. (He writes.)

MS WILLS

Yes, my lord. These two boys followed Mary from the disco in the white Fiesta. They stopped the car, hit her on the head with this spanner, and drove away.

DAN

(Standing up) It's not true! We didn't follow her! We didn't go down that road! It's not true!

JUDGE

Be quiet, young man! Sit down! You can talk later!

MS WILLS

I call my first witness, PC Norton.

PC Norton goes to the witness box.

CLERK

(Giving him a book) Take this book in your right hand and read what it says.

NORTON

I promise to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth.

MS WILLS

PC Norton, what happened on 12 August?

NORTON

Well, at 12.47 a.m. someone telephoned the police and I went to the road by the beach in Trenton. I found a young woman's body there, and a young man. His name was Jim Wilson.

MS WILLS

I see. Did Jim call the police?

NORTON

Yes, he did. He was Mary's boyfriend, I think. He tried to help her, but she was dead.

MS WILLS

Where was the body?

NORTON

It was on the beach near the road. There were some tyre marks in the sand near the body. A car stopped there, and then went back towards Trenton, I think.

MS WILLS

Thank you. Wait there, please, and answer Mr Carter's questions. (She sits.)

GARTER

(Standing up) PC Norton, tell me some more about this boyfriend, Jim Wilson. He tried to help the dead girl, you say. Did he have blood on his shirt and trousers?

NORTON

Yes, sir, he did. There was blood on his face and hands and on his shirt and trousers too.

GARTER

Did you ask him about this?

NORTON

Yes, sir. The blood was there because he tried to help her, he said. He sat in my car and started to cry. He loved her, he said.
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'He sat in my car and started to cry.'

GARTER

I see. But why was Jim on the beach?

NORTON

He went for a walk after the disco, he said.

GARTER

I see. Thank you very much.

(He sits down.)

JUDGE

PC Norton, one more question. Were there any cuts on Jim's face or hands?

NORTON

I don't know, sir. There was blood on his face and hands, but it was Mary Jones's blood, I think.

JUDGE

Thank you. That's all. The next witness is Dr Seldon, I think. (Dr Seldon comes in, and the clerk gives him the book.)

SELDON

I promise to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth.

MS WILLS

Dr Seldon, you looked at Mary Jones's body. What did you find?

SELDON

Mary Jones was a young woman of about 18. She died because somebody hit her four times on the head.

MS WILLS

Thank you. You looked at this spanner very carefully, too. Can you tell us about that, please?

SELDON

Yes. I looked at the spanner and I found blood and hair on it. The blood and hair were Mary Jones's.

MS WILLS

Are you sure about that?

SELDON

Yes. They were the same.

MS WILLS

So did somebody kill her with this spanner?

SELDON

Oh yes. I am sure about that.

MS WILLS

Thank you. Wait there, please.

Ms Wills sits down, and Carter gets up.

GARTER

Dr Seldon, I want to ask you about Mary Jones's hands. Was there any blood on them?

SELDON

Yes, sir, a lot of blood. I looked at it very carefully and it was her blood. Perhaps she put her hands on her head when the spanner hit her.

GARTER

But was there blood under her fingernails, too?
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A little blood under her fingernails.

SELDON

Yes, a little.

GARTER

Did you look carefully at that blood, too?

SELDON

No, I didn't. There was a lot of blood on her hands and it was all her blood. I am sure about that.

GARTER

Yes, but think carefully, doctor. What did Mary do when the man hit her? Did she try to hit him, too? Perhaps she cut his face with her fingernails. Do girls sometimes do that?

SELDON

Well, yes, sometimes.

GARTER

So perhaps the man's blood was under her fingernails. Did you look for that?

SELDON

There wasn't much blood under her fingernails.

GARTER

But did you look at it, doctor? Did you look carefully at the blood under her fingernails?

SELDON

No. I'm sorry, I didn't.

GARTER

I see. But there was some blood under her fingernails. You're sure about that?

SELDON

Yes, there was a little blood there. Not much.

Carter sits down. Seldon goes out. PC Moran comes in, and takes the book from the clerk.

MORAN

I promise to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth.

MS WILLS

PC Moran, you looked at the white Ford Fiesta, I think. What did you find?

MORAN

Well, first I put some paper under each tyre, and drove the car over it. The tyres made marks on the paper. Then I took the paper to the beach, and looked at the tyre marks in the sand.
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'I put some paper under each tyre, and drove the car over it.'

MS WILLS

Were they different?

MORAN

No, they weren't. The marks on the beach were from Pirelli ZX37 tyres, and the marks on the paper were from Pirelli ZX37 tyres, too.

MS WILLS

Did you find any more things in the car?

MORAN

Yes. There was a lot of sand from the beach.

MS WILLS

I see. That's very interesting. Thank you very much. Wait there, please. (She sits down.)

GARTER

(Standing up) PC Moran, do all Ford Fiestas have Pirelli ZX37 tyres?

MORAN

No. Ford Fiestas can have lots of different tyres.

GARTER

And what about Volkswagen Polos? Do they sometimes have Pirelli ZX37 tyres, too?

MORAN

Sometimes, yes, sir.

GARTER

I see. So there are lots of cars with these tyres. Some are Ford Fiestas, but some are Volkswagen Polos. Is that true?

MORAN

That's true, yes.

GARTER

So perhaps a Polo made these marks in the sand?

MORAN

Perhaps, yes.

GARTER

Thank you. Now, there was a lot of sand in the car. Was there any blood in the car too, or hair?

MORAN

No, there wasn't.

GARTER

What? No hair or blood? Did you look?

MORAN

Yes, sir, we did. But we didn't find anything.

GARTER

But Ms Wills said, 'These young men killed Mary Jones.' There was blood on Mary's head and face, blood on her dress, blood on her hands. But there was no blood in the car, you say?

MORAN

No, sir, no blood or hair in the car.

GARTER

I see. Thank you, PC Moran. That's very interesting.

(He sits down.)

Moran goes out, and WPC Gray comes in.

GRAY

(Taking the book) I promise to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth.

MS WILLS

WPC Gray, you found Simon Clark and Dan Smith in the white Ford Fiesta. What happened?

GRAY

Well, at ten o'clock that night, a woman called Mrs Symes telephoned the police. 'I can't find my car,' she said. It was a white Ford Fiesta, number M346 WXT.

MS WILLS

Did you look for the car?

GRAY

Yes. At two o'clock in the morning, we found it in Bilsford. Simon Clark and Dan Smith were in the car, so we asked them a lot of questions.
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'We asked them a lot of questions.'

MS WILLS

What did they say?

GRAY

They stole the car at eight o'clock, they said. Then they went to a disco in Trenton, and stayed there until about midnight.

MS WILLS

And what did you find in the car?

GRAY

A spanner, and a lot of sand. There was sand in the young men's shoes, too.

MS WILLS

What did they say about the spanner?

GRAY

Nothing. They said, 'Spanner? What spanner?'

MS WILLS

Why was there sand in their shoes? Did you ask them?

GRAY

Yes. They went for a walk on the beach, they said.

MS WILLS

Did you see any blood on these young men?

GRAY

Yes, I did. There was blood on Simon Clark's face. He had two small cuts under his left eye.

MS WILLS

Did you ask him about this?

GRAY

Yes. He said, 'A man in a disco hit me. His hand cut me.'

MS WILLS

I see. Thank you very much. Wait there, please.

(She sits down, and Carter stands up.)

GARTER

I have only two questions, WPC Gray. Did you find any blood on the young men's shoes?

GRAY

No, sir. There was a lot of sand, but no blood.

GARTER

Was there any blood on their shirts or trousers? Blood from these cuts on Simon's face, perhaps?

GRAY

No sir, there wasn't. They were very small cuts.

GARTER

Thank you. (He sits down.)



scene n. a part of a play during which there is no change in time or place （戏剧中的）一场

jury n. twelve people in court who decide if someone is guilty or not 陪审团

lawyer n. a person who knows a lot about the law 律师

clerk n. an official in charge of the records of a court, town council etc（法庭、地方政府等负责管理文书的）书记员

court n. a building or room where all the information concerning a crime is given so that it can be judged 法院；法庭

murder n. the crime of deliberately killing someone 谋杀

guilty adj. having done something that is a crime 犯了罪的，有罪的

boyfriend n. a special friend for a girl or boy 男朋友

disco n. a place to listen to music, meet people and dance 迪斯科舞厅

midnight n. 12 o'clock at night 子夜；午夜

spanner n. a metal tool that fits over a nut, used for turning the nut to make it tight or to undo it 扳手，扳子

show v. to help someone to see something 拿……给（某人）看；出示

steal v. to take things that belong to other people without their agreement 偷；窃取

dance v. to move your arms and legs when you listen to music 跳舞

alone adv. not with any other people 单独地，独自地

tyre n. a thick rubber ring that fits around the wheel of a car, bicycle etc 轮胎

mark n. a visible line or spot, left on a surface 痕迹

follow v. to go behind someone 跟着，跟随

PC n. a PC is a male police officer of the lowest rank. PC is an abbreviation for "police constable". 英国最低级别的男性警察

witness n. someone who sees something happen 目击者；证人

telephone v. to speak to someone by telephone （给……）打电话

beach n. a sandy place near the sea 海滩

I promise to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth what every witness must say in court, so that we know they are going to tell the truth （证人在法庭上的誓词）我保证如实供述，毫无隐瞒。

cut n. a break in the skin, where blood comes out 伤口

sure adj. feeling that you know something very well 肯定的，确定的

fingernail n. the hard flat part that covers the top end of your finger 手指甲

cut v. to break the skin with something sharp 划破，划伤




SCENE 2
Jim's story

Jim Wilson goes to the witness box.




CLERK

(Giving Jim the book) Take this book in your right hand and read from it.

JIM

I promise to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth.

MS WILLS

(Standing up) Jim, tell me about Mary. Did you know her well?

JIM

Very well. She was my girlfriend. Our families come to Trenton for a holiday at the same time every year.

MS WILLS

I see. Can you tell us about the night of Saturday 12 August, please?

JIM

Well, I went to the disco with Mary at half past eight. We sat at a table and talked to our friends. Then we danced - talked - danced - and then Mary went home.

MS WILLS

What time did she go home?

JIM

At about - midnight, I think. I don't remember.

MS WILLS

Did you see any new people at the disco?

JIM

Yes. Two young men. They danced with Mary.

MS WILLS

Can you see those two young men here now?

JIM

Yes. Those two there. They killed her! (He looks angrily at Simon Clark and Dan Smith.)

DAN

(Standing) We didn't kill her! That's not true!

JUDGE

Please, Mr Smith. Sit down!

Dan sits down slowly.

MS WILLS

I'm sorry about that. Now Jim, tell me, what did you do when Mary went out of the disco?

JIM

Well, I stayed for fifteen minutes, to talk to some friends. Then I went for a walk, and - I saw her. There was blood on her face. I tried to help her, but I couldn't.

MS WILLS

So what did you do then?

JIM

I ran to phone the police. But it was no good. She was dead - and they killed her!

He looks at Dan and Simon. Ms Wills sits down.
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'They killed her!'

GARTER

(Standing up) Jim, did you love Mary?

JIM

Yes, I think so - she was my girlfriend.

GARTER

Yes, she was your girlfriend. And you loved her - you think. Mary left the disco at midnight, you say. She walked along that dark road by the sea. You didn't go with her. Why?

JIM

Why? I don't know - she wanted to go alone.

GARTER

Why? Was she angry with you?

JIM

I don't know. A little angry, perhaps. It wasn't important.

GARTER

Were you angry with these young men? With Simon and Dan, because they danced with her?

JIM

A little angry, yes.

GARTER

A little angry, you say. Did you see them dance with her?

JIM

I saw Simon dance with her, but not Dan. I went out with some friends. They wanted to see my car.

GARTER

To see your car? Why? Is it very interesting?

JIM

It's a new car - a Volkswagen Polo. I like it very much. My friends wanted to look at it.

GARTER

I see. What happened when you went back in?

JIM

I saw Mary with that boy. (He looks at Simon.)

GARTER

And what did you do then?

JIM

I was angry. I asked him to stop dancing with her.

GARTER

You asked him, you say. Did you hit him, Jim?

JiM

Well, yes. I hit him once. But he hit me first!

SIMON

That's not true! I didn't hit you! You hit me!

JUDGE

Be quiet, Mr Clark! Please!

SIMON

But it's not true, my lord! I didn't hit him!

JUDGE

Perhaps not. But you can speak later. Do you understand?

SIMON

Yes, sir.

GARTER

What did Mary do when you hit Simon, Jim?

JIM

She laughed, I think. Then she sat at a table with me.

GARTER

Why did she laugh, Jim? Did she laugh at Simon, or you?

JIM

She laughed at Simon, because he was afraid of me!

GARTER

Is that true? Or did she laugh at you, Jim? Perhaps she liked Simon, not you!

JIM

Of course she didn't! She was my girl, and she was there with me, not them!

GARTER

But you were angry with Mary, Jim. Why was that? Did she like them more than you, perhaps?

JIM

NO! I wasn't angry with her, I was angry with Simon!
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I was angry, so I hit him.

GARTER

Are you sure?

JIM

Yes, of course! I was angry with him because he danced with my girlfriend, and because he killed her. Don't you understand? He killed her! Of course I'm angry - he killed her!

GARTER

How do you know that, Jim?

JIM

Everyone knows that! He followed her in his car along the road. Then he took that spanner from the car, and he hit her on the head - two, three times! Then she ran on to the beach, crying.
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'He hit her on the head.'

GARTER

What happened then, Jim?

JIM

He hit her again! And then she stopped moving, and there was blood everywhere! Lots of blood! And I tried to help her, but I couldn't, she was dead -

Jim is crying. Carter says nothing for a minute.

GARTER

So, Jim, she ran on to the beach, crying, and he hit her again, you say. How do you know that?

JIM

How? I don't remember. The police said that.

GARTER

No, Jim, they didn't say that. (He waits, but Jim says nothing.) Jim, there was no blood on Simon or Dan, but there was a lot of blood on you. And you were angry with Mary, because she didn't love you. Is that true, Jim?

JIM

No.

GARTER

Simon and Dan weren't on the beach, Jim. They didn't kill her. But you were there. You went out of the disco and followed her. Did you kill her?

JIM

NO! Of course I didn't! What are you saying? They killed her - their car was there, the spanner was in their car! I didn't kill her! She was my girlfriend - I loved her!

GARTER

You loved her, you say. But you didn't walk home with her on that dark night, Jim. Why not?

JIM

But I did! I went after her! And I found her on the beach! She was dead!

GARTER

Did you go in your car? Your new Polo?

JIM

No, I didn't. I walked. I wanted to think.

GARTER

What did you want to think about?

JIM

About me and Mary. I was sorry - I loved her, you know - And I wanted to talk to her, of course. But she was dead! They killed her, she was dead!

GARTER

But there was no blood on them, or in their car, Jim. The blood was on you! Perhaps you loved Mary, but you killed her too - because you were angry with her!

JIM

No! Of course I didn't! I didn't kill her. I loved her!

GARTER

One more question, Jim. Do you have Pirelli tyres on your Volkswagen Polo?

JIM

What? Er - no. No, I don't. I have Goodyear tyres.

GARTER

All right. I have no more questions. (He sits.) Jim goes out, and Ms Wills stands up.

MS WILLS

My lord, I have no more witnesses.

JUDGE

Thank you. Mr Carter, have you any witnesses?

GARTER

Yes, my lord. Mrs lucy Symes, please.

Lucy Symes comes into the witness box.

SYMES

(Taking the book) I promise to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth.

GARTER

Mrs Symes, do you have a white Ford Fiesta?

SYMES

Yes, sir.

GARTER

What is the car's number?

SYMES

M346 WXT.

GARTER

And what happened to that car on 12 August?

SYMES

Somebody stole it, sir. I telephoned the police, and they found it next day. There was a lot of sand in it.
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'I telephoned the police.'

GARTER

I see. Now, Mrs Symes, do you have a spanner in your car, like this spanner on the table?

SYMES

Well, I don't know, sir. You see, I did have a spanner like that in the car last year, but it wasn't very good. So now I have a better one than that.

GARTER

I see. And where is this new spanner now?

SYMES

In the back of my car, sir. It's always there.

GARTER

What about the old spanner? Where is that?

SYMES

Well, I don't know, sir. I didn't want it, you see.

GARTER

Was it in the car on 12 August?

SYMES

I don't know. Perhaps it was, but I'm not sure.

GARTER

Thank you, Mrs Symes. Please wait there.

He sits down, and Ms Wills stands up.

MS WILLS

Mrs Symes, was your old spanner in the car, or not?

SYMES

I'm not sure. I'm sorry, I don't know.

MS WILLS

Well, perhaps you put the spanner in the back of your car, and then you forgot about it.

SYMES

Yes, perhaps I did.

MS WILLS

Yes. (She takes the spanner from the table and gives it to Mrs Symes.) And is this spanner like your old car spanner?

SYMES

I think so, yes. Yes, it is.

MS WILLS

Thank you. (She sits down.)

Mrs Symes leaves. Janet Nolan comes to the witness box, and takes the book from the clerk.

JANET

I promise to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth.

GARTER

Miss Nolan, you were in the disco on the night of 12 August. Did you see Mary Jones?


JANET

Yes, I saw her with her boyfriend, Jim. And then later she danced with those two boys.

GARTER

Which two boys?

JANET

Those two. (She looks at Simon and Dan.)

GARTER

I see. Did she dance with them for a long time?

JANET

For about ten minutes, yes. She danced with Dan first and then Simon. Jim wasn't in the disco then. When Jim saw them, he was very angry.
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'She danced with Dan first and then Simon.'

GARTER

What did he do?

JANET

He hit Simon.

GARTER

And what did Simon do?

JANET

Nothing. He didn't hit Jim. He walked away.

GARTER

I see. And was Jim angry with Mary, too?

JANET

Yes. Mary laughed at Jim, so Jim was very angry.

GARTER

Mary laughed at Jim, you say? Not at Simon?

JANET

Yes, that's right.

GARTER

What happened then?

JANET

Well, Jim and Mary talked, then Mary went home.

GARTER

I see. And what did Jim do?

JANET

He sat there for five minutes. Then he went out.

GARTER

What about Simon and Dan? Where were they?

JANET

They stayed in the disco. One of them asked me to dance, but I said no. So after ten minutes he and his friend went out.

GARTER

Now I want to be sure about this. Jim went out first, you say, and these boys went out ten minutes after him. Is that right?

JANET

Er, ye-es, I think so. It's not easy to remember.

GARTER

Thank you.

He sits down and Ms Wills gets up.

MS WILLS

You're right, Miss Nolan. It isn't easy to remember things after six months, of course.

JANET

No, it isn't. But I can remember nearly everything.

MS WILLS

Did you watch Mary and Jim all the time in the disco?

JANET

No, of course not. But—

MS WILLS

No. So be careful, Miss Nolan. Perhaps you are wrong about this. It's a long time ago. Perhaps these boys went out before Jim? Not after him?

JANET

Perhaps. I don't know. I'm not sure.

MS WILLS

Thank you. That's all.

She sits down. Janet begins to go out of the witness box, then she stops.

JANET

No, I'm right! Jim did go out first - I'm sure!

JUDGE

Thank you, Miss Nolan. Thank you very much.



holiday n. a time of rest from work, school etc 假期

no good not useful 没有用处的

once adv. on one occasion only 一次，一回

afraid adj. frightened because you think that you may get hurt or that something bad may happen 害怕的，恐惧的

understand v. to know the meaning of what someone is telling you 懂；理解

nearly adv. almost, but not quite or not completely 几乎，差不多




SCENE 3
Simon and Dan tell their story

Simon Clark comes into the witness box.




SIMON

(Taking the book) I promise to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth.

GARTER

Now, Simon. This is very important. What happened on the night of 12 August? Tell me.

SIMON

All right. Well, I went out with Dan to look for a car. We often take cars, you see—
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'We often take cars.'

JUDGE

You steal them, do you?

SIMON

Not steal, no. We take them for the night, drive for an hour or two, and leave them somewhere.

JUDGE

I see. Do you do this often?

SIMON

Yeah, why not? We like it. That night we took this white Ford Fiesta, and went to the disco in Trenton. We got there about ten o'clock, I think.

GARTER

Did you meet anyone in the disco?

SIMON

Yes. We danced with some girls. But it wasn't very exciting, so at about midnight we went out and drove away. Two hours later a police car stopped us. That's it.

GARTER

Now I want you to look at this photo of Mary Jones. Did you see her in the disco?

SIMON

Yes. Dan danced with her first, and then I danced with her. Then her boyfriend hit me.

GARTER

Did you hit him first?

SIMON

No, I didn't.

GARTER

Did you hit him after he hit you?

SIMON

No. He was bigger than me. And I never hit people.

GARTER

All right. Did you follow this girl out of the disco?

SIMON

No, I didn't see her go out. Dan and I talked for ten minutes, then we drove away. We didn't see the girl.

GARTER

Did you kill her?

SIMON

No, sir, I didn't.

GARTER

All right. (He sits down. Ms Wills stands up.)

MS WILLS

When Jim hit you, you did nothing. Right?

SIMON

Yes. That's right.

MS WILLS

And what did Mary do? Did she laugh?

SIMON

I'm not sure. Perhaps she did.

MS WILLS

She did, I think. Mary was a beautiful girl, and she laughed because her boyfriend hit you.

SIMON

I wasn't angry. She wasn't important to me.

MS WILLS

Not important? But you danced with her.

SIMON

She was OK. She wasn't very beautiful or interesting.

Mary's mother stands up. She is very angry.

MRS JONES

Don't you say that about my daughter! She was beautiful, and she was a lot better than you! She didn't steal cars or kill people!
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'Don't you say that about my daughter!'

JUDGE

Please sit down, Mrs Jones. (She sits down.)

MS WILLS

You weren't angry, you say. That isn't true, Simon Clark. You were very angry with Mary!

SIMON

No, I wasn't. Why do you say that?

MS WILLS

You were angry with her because she laughed at you. So you and Dan followed her in the Fiesta. What happened then? You asked her to get in. Did she get in?

SIMON

No, she didn't.

MS WILLS

I see. She didn't get in the car, so you were angry again. Then you hit her with this spanner and killed her. Is that right?

SIMON

No. It's not true.

MS WILLS

Yes, it is. You murdered Mary Jones, Simon Clark! You killed her with this spanner!

SIMON

No, I didn't! I'm not guilty, I tell you!

MS WILLS

You are guilty, Simon. You killed Mary Jones.

She sits down. Simon goes out. Dan comes in.

DAN

(Taking the book) I promise to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth.
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'I promise to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth.'

GARTER

Dan, you listened to Simon. Did he tell the truth?

DAN

Yes, of course he did.

GARTER

Did you see Jim hit your friend in the disco?

DAN

Yes, I did.

GARTER

And after that, did you see Jim go out?

DAN

Yes. The girl, Mary, went out first. Jim went later. We stayed, and went out ten minutes after Jim.

GARTER

And when you went out, did you see Jim or Mary?

DAN

No. We got in the car and drove away.

GARTER

All right, thank you. Wait there.

He sits down, and Ms Wills stands up.

MS WILLS

When Jim hit Simon, did Mary laugh at him?

DAN

Well, yes.

MS WILLS

Mary laughed at Simon?

DAN

Yes.

MS WILLS

So then Simon was angry with Mary, but you were both afraid of Jim. Is that right?

DAN

 Well, perhaps, yes.

MS WILLS

Yes. So you waited in the disco. You were angry with Mary. She went out of the disco, and Jim wasn't with her. So you and Simon followed her in the car.

DAN

No, we didn't.

MS WILLS

Oh yes, you did. You stopped the car, and asked her to get in. But she didn't. Perhaps she laughed at you again. Then you were really angry.

DAN

NO! That's not true!

MS WILLS

Oh yes it is, Dan. How did Mary die? I know, and the jury know too. You killed her. But I'm not sure about one thing - who hit Mary first? Was it Simon?

DAN

No—

MS WILLS

It wasn't Simon, you say? Then it was you!

DAN

No, it wasn't! It wasn't me!

MS WILLS

So it was Simon?

DAN

No! It wasn't Simon or me! We didn't do it!

MS WILLS

Do you see this spanner, Dan? It has Mary's blood on it, and Mary's hair. And this spanner was in your car. Tell me, Dan - who put it there? You, or Simon?

DAN

I don't know. I didn't put it there. I didn't see it.

MS WILLS

That isn't true, Dan. The spanner was in your car because you murdered Mary Jones with it. That's true, and everybody knows it.

She sits down. Dan goes out of the witness box. Carter stands up.

GARTER

I have no more witnesses, my lord. (Sits down.)

JUDGE

Now, members of the jury, Ms Wills and Mr Carter are going to talk to you. Listen carefully.

MS WILLS

(Standing up) Members of the jury, the police found this spanner in the Fiesta. It had Mary's blood and hair on it. They found tyre marks near Mary's body. There was blood on Simon's face, and under Mary's fingernails, too.

SIMON

Jim hit me in the disco! He cut my face!

JUDGE

Be quiet! Ms Wills is talking now, not you!

MS WILLS

Look at these two young men. They're angry now. Think about them. They aren't very nice young men. What do they do in the evenings? They steal cars.

DAN

Yes, but we don't kill people!

MS WILLS

You did, this time. You followed Mary, and you killed her. Think about it carefully, members of the jury. Mary is dead, and these young men are guilty of her murder.

She sits down, and Carter stands up.
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'Members of the jury...'

MRS JONES

(Standing up) That's right. They killed my beautiful daughter!

JUDGE

Please, Mrs Jones. You must sit down. Mr Carter is going to talk now. (She sits down.)

GARTER

Members of the jury, Mary Jones is dead, we know that. But did these two boys murder her? Are you sure about that? There are a lot of questions to answer.

MRS JONES

What questions? They're guilty! We know that!

JUDGE

Mrs Jones, you must sit down, or go out!

She sits down.

GARTER

Think about Janet Nolan. She says, 'Jim went out of the disco first - not Simon.' Think about the spanner. Did it come from Mrs Symes's car? Perhaps, perhaps not.

JIM

What about the tyre marks? The Fiesta had Pirelli tyres!

GARTER

Hundreds of cars have Pirelli tyres, Jim. Volkswagen Polos have them. And you have a Polo, Jim.

JIM

But my car doesn't have Pirelli tyres!

GARTER

Perhaps your car doesn't have Pirelli tyres today, Jim. But in August? Did you have Pirelli tyres then?

JIM

No, of course I didn't.

GARTER

Well, you say that now. But I'm not sure. And here's another question - what about the blood? There was a lot of blood on your shirt and trousers, Jim.
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'There was a lot of blood on your shirt and trousers, Jim.'

JIM

Of course there was. I tried to help Mary!

GARTER

But was there any blood on Simon or Dan? No, members of the jury, there wasn't.

JIM

There was blood on Simon's face!

GARTER

Yes, but you hit him, Jim. There was no blood on Dan, or in the car. There was blood on you. And you're a big young man, Jim - you get angry very quickly. Mary was afraid of you.

JIM

That's not true! I loved her!

GARTER

Yes, Jim, but you were angry with her too. And you are angry now, we can see that.

JIM

I'm angry because Mary is dead, and they killed her!

GARTER

Did they, Jim? I'm not sure. Think carefully, members of the jury. Did Jim kill Mary? Perhaps - we don't know. But did Simon and Dan kill her? No. They are not guilty. (Carter sits down.)

JUDGE

Now, members of the jury, there is one big question for you, and you must answer it. Think very carefully. Did these two men kill Mary Jones? Are they guilty or not guilty of her murder?
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'Are they guilty or not guilty?'



exciting adj. making you feel excited 令人兴奋的

quickly adv. fast 快速地




SCENE 4
The Verdict (Alternative 1)

The judge, the lawyers, the clerk of the court, and Simon and Dan are all in their places. There are two policemen beside Simon and Dan. The jury come back into the room and sit down. The foreman of the jury stands up. The clerk stands up.




CLERK

Members of the jury, do you have a verdict?

FOREMAN

Yes, we have.

CLERK

And what is your verdict? Guilty, or not guilty?

FOREMAN

Guilty.

DAN

No! No, that's not true. We didn't do it!

CLERK

Be quiet! Simon Clark and Dan Smith, stand up, please!

They stand. Dan looks at Simon.

DAN

What did I tell you, Simon? Why did we go to that disco? Why did you want to follow that girl?

SIMON

I didn't! Be quiet!

JUDGE

Simon Clark and Dan Smith, you murdered Mary Jones - a young, beautiful girl. For this murder, there is only one punishment. You must go to prison for life.

DAN

But we didn't do it! Jim killed her, we didn't!

JIM

No, I didn't! I loved her! You murdered her!

SIMON

That's not true! You murdered her, we didn't!
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'You murdered her, we didn't!'

JUDGE

Be quiet. Take them away, please.

The police take Simon and Dan out. Mrs Jones stands up.

MRS JONES

Members of the jury, my lord judge, Ms Wills, thank you. Thank you very much.

JUDGE

That's all right, Mrs Jones. I'm very sorry about Mary, but those boys are going to prison now.

JIM

(Takes Mrs Jones's arm.) Yes. Come on, Mrs Jones. It's all right now. (They go out of the court.)



verdict n. what the Jury decides: guilty or not guilty 裁断；裁定

alternative n. something you can choose to do or use instead of something else 可供选择的事物

foreman n. the person who speaks for the jury 陪审团团长




SCENE 4
The Verdict (Alternative 2)

The judge, the lawyers, the clerk of the court, and Simon and Dan are all in their places. There are two policemen beside Simon and Dan. The jury come back into the room and sit down. The foreman of the jury stands up. The clerk stands up.

CLERK

Members of the jury, do you have a verdict?

FOREMAN

Yes, we have.

CLERK

And what is your verdict? Guilty, or not guilty?

FOREMAN

Not guilty.

DAN

Yes!

SIMON

That's right! That's right! We didn't do it!

CLERK

Simon Clark and Dan Smith, stand up, please.

Simon and Dan stand up. Dan looks at the jury.

DAN

(Happily) Thank you, jury! Thank you very much!

JUDGE

Simon Clark and Dan Smith, you are not guilty of the murder of Mary Jones. You are free to go.

MRS JONES

But they killed my daughter! They can't be free!

JUDGE

I'm sorry, Mrs Jones, but they are not guilty.

SIMON

What about Jim? What are you going to do about Jim? He killed her!

JIM

I'm going home now.

He walks to the door. PC Norton walks in front of him. He puts his hand on Jim's arm.

NORTON

Jim Wilson, come with me. I want to talk to you about your girlfriend, Mary Jones.
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'Jim Wilson, come with me.'

JIM

But she's dead. Those two boys killed her!

NORTON

No, they didn't. They're not guilty. Come with me, please. (Jim and the policeman go out.)

DAN

Come on, Simon. We're free! We're going home.

They go out. Mrs Jones looks at the judge.

MRS JONES

My lord, my daughter is dead. Who killed her?

JUDGE

I'm sorry, Mrs Jones. I don't know.

The judge looks at Ms Wills and Mr Carter. They say nothing. Slowly, Mrs Jones goes out.



punishment n. making people pay, or sending them to prison, for what they have done 惩罚手段；处罚


玛丽·琼斯谋杀案

内容简介

这是英格兰的法庭。法庭上的人都在试图回答一个问题——西蒙·克拉克和丹·史密斯是否杀害了玛丽·琼斯？这是个很重要的问题，因为在英国，杀人犯通常是要被终身监禁的。此处上可以看到法庭的图片。图上有西蒙、丹、两名警员、法官、法庭书记员、两名律师和陪审团的12名成员。证人坐在证人席上，律师和法官向他们提问。陪审团成员不说话，但是他们在仔细聆听。最后，他们必须要给出答案——西蒙和丹是否犯了谋杀罪？

剧本提供了两个可能的结局：第四场（版本1）和第四场（版本2）。阅读并讨论，然后选出你最喜欢的结局。

场景说明

第一至四场：法庭

房间最里面是法官的桌椅。法官的桌椅前面是法庭书记员的桌椅。法官桌子的左边是一把证人坐的椅子（证人席）。书记员的桌子前面是律师的桌子和两把椅子。这张桌子后面是给西蒙、丹和两名警员准备的四把椅子。法官左边摆放着供陪审团成员就座的12把椅子。法庭里还有一些椅子供人们就座旁听。

剧中人物

法官

法庭书记员

海伦·威尔斯女士——警方律师

西蒙·克拉克——一个年轻人

丹·史密斯——一个年轻人，西蒙的朋友

戴维·卡特先生——西蒙和丹的律师

吉姆·威尔逊——玛丽·琼斯的男朋友

诺顿警员——一名警察

塞尔登医生——一名医生

莫兰警员——一名警察

格雷女警员——一名女警察

露西·赛姆斯太太

珍妮特·诺兰——一个年轻女子

琼斯太太——玛丽的母亲

陪审团（12个人）




第一场
玛丽是怎么死的？

陪审团成员、律师们和法庭书记员走进来坐下。然后西蒙·克拉克和丹·史密斯在两名警员的戒护下走了进来。法官走进来，所有人起立。法官走向他的椅子，缓缓地看着每个人，然后坐下。众人和律师坐下。西蒙、丹、两名警员和法庭书记员仍然站着。




书记员：

西蒙·克拉克，你因玛丽·琼斯谋杀案而出庭。你有没有杀她？

西蒙：

没有，先生。我没有。

书记员：

那你呢，丹·史密斯？是你杀了玛丽·琼斯吗？

丹：

没有，先生。我没有。我是清白的！

西蒙：

我们没有杀她！

书记员：

好。坐下。（他们坐下来。）

威尔斯女士：

（站起来）法官大人，我是警方律师海伦·威尔斯。戴维·卡特是西蒙·克拉克和丹·史密斯的律师。

法官：

很好。请开始吧，威尔斯女士。

威尔斯女士：

谢谢您，法官大人。各位陪审团成员，请看这张照片。照片上是一个女孩儿和一个年轻男子。她是玛丽·琼斯，他是玛丽的男朋友吉姆·威尔逊。（陪审团成员看照片。）

法官：

威尔斯女士，我还没拿到那张照片。

书记员：

哦，抱歉，法官大人。给您。

他递给法官一张照片。

法官：

谢谢。请继续，威尔斯女士。

威尔斯女士：

8月12日，玛丽和吉姆在托伦顿的一家迪斯科舞厅里。午夜时，她沿着海边的那条路独自往家走，然后有人杀了她。现在，请看第二张照片。

法官：

打断一下，威尔斯女士。（他举起一张照片。）这张照片？一个死亡女孩儿的照片？

威尔斯女士：

是的，法官大人，没错。抱歉，这张照片不太好。但是这也是玛丽·琼斯。她的头上和脸上都有血。

法官：

是，我清楚了。那晚有人在那儿发现她吗？

威尔斯女士：

有，法官大人，吉姆·威尔逊在大概十二点半的时候在靠路边的沙滩上发现了她的尸体。他想要救她，但是他无能为力。玛丽·琼斯已经死了。

法官：

她是怎么死的，威尔斯女士？

威尔斯女士：

有人用扳手击打了她头部四次，法官大人。书记员，我可以拿一下那个扳手吗？

书记员：

可以，给你。（他递给她一个扳手。）

威尔斯女士：

谢谢。就是这个扳手，各位陪审团成员。请仔细看。这个扳手上沾有玛丽的血和头发。能看到吗？

她把扳手展示给陪审团看。

法官：

我能看看吗，威尔斯女士？

威尔斯女士：

当然可以，法官大人。（她把扳手递给他。）

法官：

谢谢。但是是谁用这个扳手打了她呢，威尔斯女士？这是关键问题，你知道。谁杀了她？

威尔斯女士：

谁杀了她？我认为是西蒙·克拉克和丹·史密斯。

法官：

你为什么这么认为？请给陪审团讲一讲。

威尔斯女士：

好的，法官大人。他们那晚在那家迪斯科舞厅。他们是开车去的，开了一辆白色的福特嘉年华。那不是他们的车——是他们偷来的。他们经常偷车。

法官：

我明白了。他们在那儿待了多久？

威尔斯女士：

他们在迪斯科舞厅待了两个小时。差不多十点的时候，丹和玛丽·琼斯跳了舞。之后，西蒙·克拉克又和她跳了舞。

法官：

打断一下，威尔斯女士。吉姆看到这些了吗？

威尔斯女士：

是的，法官大人，他看到了。他非常生气，还打了西蒙。然后他和玛丽谈了半个小时，之后玛丽就一个人往家走了。

法官：

那吉姆还留在迪斯科舞厅里？

威尔斯女士：

是的，法官大人，他留下来了。但是丹和西蒙没有。他们出去了，就在玛丽走后十分钟。他们开着那辆嘉年华走了。

法官：

好的。可是有人看见他们杀了她吗？这很重要。

威尔斯女士：

没有，没人看到他们杀了她。但是警察在玛丽尸体旁发现了一辆福特嘉年华车的轮胎印。并且后来他们在比尔斯福德发现了在白色嘉年华车里的丹和西蒙。

法官：

比尔斯福德在哪儿，威尔斯女士？

威尔斯女士：

离托伦顿有十公里，法官大人。并且车上有个扳手。就是这个扳手，陪审团的各位！上面沾着玛丽的血和头发！（她把扳手展示给陪审团看。）

法官：

我明白了。这非常重要。（他记录着。）

威尔斯女士：

是的，法官大人。这两个男孩儿从迪斯科舞厅出来后就开着白色嘉年华尾随玛丽。他们停下车，用这个扳手打她的头，然后开车离开。

丹：

（站起来）这不是真的！我们没有尾随她！我们没走那条路！这不是真的！

法官：

安静，年轻人！坐下！你可以稍后再说！

威尔斯女士：

我要请出我的第一位证人，诺顿警员。

诺顿警员走向证人席。

书记员：

（递给他一本书）右手拿书，读出上面的话。

诺顿：

我保证如实供述，毫无隐瞒。

威尔斯女士：

诺顿警员，8月12日发生了什么事？

诺顿：

嗯，午夜12点47分的时候有人打电话报了警，然后我赶到了托伦顿沙滩旁的那条路上。我发现沙滩那儿有一具年轻女子的尸体，还有一个小伙子。他叫吉姆·威尔逊。

威尔斯女士：

我明白了。是吉姆报的警吗？

诺顿：

是的，是他。我想他是玛丽的男朋友。他想要救她，但是她已经死了。

威尔斯女士：

尸体在哪儿？

诺顿：

在靠路边的沙滩上。尸体附近的沙子上有轮胎印。我想应该是有辆车在那儿停了一下，然后又开回托伦顿了。

威尔斯女士：

谢谢。请稍等一下，然后回答卡特先生的问题。（她坐下来。）

卡特：

（站起来）诺顿警员，再跟我说说玛丽的男朋友吉姆·威尔逊。你说他想救这个死去的女孩儿。那他的衬衫和裤子上沾上血了吗？

诺顿：

是的，先生，沾上了。他的脸上、手上沾上血了，衬衫和裤子上也沾到血了。

卡特：

你问他有关这些血的事了吗？

诺顿：

问了，先生。他说因为想要救她才沾上血的。他坐在我车里哭了起来。他说他爱她。

卡特：

我明白了。但是吉姆为什么在沙滩上呢？

诺顿：

他说他从迪斯科舞厅出来后去散步。

卡特：

我明白了。非常感谢。（他坐下来。）

法官：

诺顿警员，还有个问题。吉姆的脸上或手上有没有伤口？

诺顿：

我不知道，先生。他脸上和手上都有血，但是我想那是玛丽·琼斯的血。

法官：

谢谢。没有问题了。我想下一位证人是塞尔登医生吧。（塞尔登医生走进来，书记员把那本书递给他。）

塞尔登：

我保证如实供述，毫无隐瞒。

威尔斯女士：

塞尔登医生，你检查过玛丽·琼斯的尸体。你有什么发现吗？

塞尔登：

玛丽·琼斯是个大概18岁的年轻女子。有人击打她的头部四次导致她死亡。

威尔斯女士：

谢谢。你也非常仔细地检查过这个扳手。能给我们说一说吗？

塞尔登：

可以。我检查过扳手，发现上面有血和头发。血和头发都是玛丽·琼斯的。

威尔斯女士：

你确定吗？

塞尔登：

确定。是一样的。

威尔斯女士：

所以说有人用这个扳手杀了她？

塞尔登：

嗯，是的。我很确定。

威尔斯女士：

谢谢。请稍等。

威尔斯女士坐下来，卡特站起来。

卡特：

塞尔登医生，我想问问玛丽·琼斯的手。她的手上有血吗？

塞尔登：

有的，先生，有很多血。我检查得很仔细，是她的血。可能扳手打到她的时候她用手捂着头。

卡特：

但是她的指甲缝里也有血吗？

塞尔登：

是的，有一点儿。

卡特：

你也仔细检验了那儿的血吗？

塞尔登：

不，我没有。她手上有很多血，都是她的血。这点我敢肯定。

卡特：

好的，但是仔细想想，医生。那个人打她的时候，玛丽·琼斯做了什么？她也想要打他吗？或许她用指甲划破了他的脸？女孩儿有时会这么做吗？

塞尔登：

嗯，是的，有时会。

卡特：

所以她指甲缝里有可能留有凶手的血。你检查了吗？

塞尔登：

她的指甲缝里没多少血。

卡特：

但是你有没有检查，医生？你仔细检查她指甲缝里的血了吗？

塞尔登：

没有。抱歉，我没检查。

卡特：

我明白了。但是她指甲缝里是有血的。这点你能肯定吗？

塞尔登：

是的，有一点儿血。不多。

卡特坐下来。塞尔登走出去。莫兰警员走进来，从书记员手里接过那本书。

莫兰：

我保证如实供述，毫无隐瞒。

威尔斯女士：

莫兰警员，我想你检查过那辆白色福特嘉年华。你有什么发现？

莫兰：

嗯，我先是在每个轮胎下面放了些纸，然后开车碾过去。轮胎印就留在纸上了。然后我把纸拿到沙滩那儿，检查了沙滩上的轮胎印。

威尔斯女士：

它们有什么不同吗？

莫兰：

没有，是一样的。沙滩上的轮胎印是倍耐力ZX37轮胎留下的，纸上的轮胎印也是倍耐力ZX37轮胎的。

威尔斯女士：

你在车里发现其他什么东西了吗？

莫兰：

发现了。车里有很多沙滩上的沙子。

威尔斯女士：

我明白了。这很有意思。非常感谢。请稍等。（她坐下来。）

卡特：

（站起来）莫兰警员，所有的福特嘉年华配的都是倍耐力ZX37的轮胎吗？

莫兰：

不是。福特嘉年华可以配很多不同的轮胎。

卡特：

那大众保罗呢？有时也配倍耐力ZX37的轮胎吗？

莫兰：

有时也配，先生。

卡特：

我明白了。所以说很多车都配这种轮胎。有些是福特嘉年华，但是有些是大众保罗。是吧？

莫兰：

没错，是的。

卡特：

所以可能是一辆保罗在沙滩上留下了这些轮胎印？

莫兰：

有可能，是的。

卡特：

谢谢。好，车上有很多沙子。车上也有血或头发吗？

莫兰：

不，没有。

卡特：

什么？没有头发和血迹？你检查了吗？

莫兰：

是的，先生，我们检查过。但是我们什么也没发现。

卡特：

可威尔斯女士说：“这两个年轻人杀了玛丽·琼斯。”玛丽的头上和脸上有血，裙子上有血，手上有血。但是你说车上没有血？

莫兰：

没有，先生，车上没有血和头发。

卡特：

我明白了。谢谢，莫兰警员。这很有意思。（他坐下来。）

莫兰走出去，女警员格雷走进来。

格雷：

（拿着书）我保证如实供述，毫无隐瞒。

威尔斯女士：

格雷警员，你发现西蒙·克拉克和丹·史密斯在那辆白色福特嘉年华里。发生了什么事？

格雷：

嗯，那天晚上十点钟，有一位赛姆斯太太打电话报警。“我找不到我的车了。”她说。车是白色福特嘉年华，车牌号是M346 WXT。

威尔斯女士：

你找这辆车了吗？

格雷：

找了。凌晨两点钟的时候，我们在比尔斯福德找到了。西蒙·克拉克和丹·史密斯在车里，于是我们问了他们许多问题。

威尔斯女士：

他们怎么说？

格雷：

他们说是在八点偷的车。然后开到托伦顿的一家迪斯科舞厅，在那儿待到午夜前后。

威尔斯女士：

那你在车里发现了什么？

格雷：

一个扳手，还有很多沙子。那两个年轻人的鞋里也有沙子。

威尔斯女士：

那个扳手，他们怎么说？

格雷：

什么都没说。他们说：“扳手？什么扳手？”

威尔斯女士：

他们鞋里为什么会有沙子？你问他们了吗？

格雷：

问了。他们说在沙滩上散了会儿步。

威尔斯女士：

你看到这两个年轻人身上有血吗？

格雷：

有，我看到了。西蒙·克拉克脸上有血。他左眼下面有两道小划痕。

威尔斯女士：

你问他这是怎么回事了吗？

格雷：

问了。他说：“在迪斯科舞厅里有个男的打了我。他的手划到了我。”

威尔斯女士：

我明白了。非常感谢。请稍等。（她坐下来，卡特站起来。）

卡特：

我只有两个问题，格雷警员。你在这两个年轻人的鞋上发现血了吗？

格雷：

没有，先生。鞋上有很多沙子，但没有血。

卡特：

他们的衬衫或裤子上有血吗？或许是西蒙的脸被划伤流的血？

格雷：

没有，先生，没有血。那都是很小的划痕。

卡特：

谢谢。（他坐下来。）




第二场
吉姆的讲述

吉姆·威尔逊走向证人席。




书记员：

（把那本书递给他）右手拿书，读出上面的话。

吉姆：

我保证如实供述，毫无隐瞒。

威尔斯女士：

（站起来）吉姆，跟我说说玛丽。你很了解她吗？

吉姆：

非常了解。她是我的女朋友。我们两家每年的同一时间都会来托伦顿度假。

威尔斯女士：

我明白了。那能请你说说8月12日星期六那天晚上的事儿吗？

吉姆：

嗯，我和玛丽八点半的时候去了那家迪斯科舞厅。我们坐在桌旁和朋友聊天。然后我们跳舞，聊天，跳舞，之后玛丽就回家了。

威尔斯女士：

她什么时候回去的？

吉姆：

我想大概——午夜吧。我不记得了。

威尔斯女士：

你在迪斯科舞厅里见没见到不认识的人？

吉姆：

见到了。两个年轻男的。他们和玛丽跳了舞。

威尔斯女士：

你看那两个年轻男的现在在这里吗？

吉姆：

在。他们就在那儿。他们杀了她！（他愤怒地看着西蒙·克拉克和丹·史密斯。）

丹：

（站起来）我们没有杀她！不是这样的！

法官：

行了，史密斯先生。坐下！

丹慢慢坐下来。

威尔斯女士：

发生这样的事我也很难过。吉姆，那你告诉我，玛丽离开迪斯科舞厅之后你干什么了？

吉姆：

嗯，我又待了十五分钟，和一些朋友聊天。然后我出去散步——就看到她了。她脸上有血。我想要救她，可救不了。

威尔斯女士：

于是你做了什么？

吉姆：

我跑去打电话报警。但是没有用。她已经死了——是他们杀了她！

他看着丹和西蒙。威尔斯女士坐下来。

卡特：

（站起来）吉姆，你爱玛丽吗？

吉姆：

是的，我想是的——她是我女朋友。

卡特：

是的，他是你女朋友。你爱她——你想。你说玛丽在午夜离开了迪斯科舞厅。她独自沿着海边那条漆黑的路走。你没有跟她一起。为什么？

吉姆：

为什么？我不知道——她想一个人走。

卡特：

为什么？她在生你的气？

吉姆：

我不知道。有点儿生气，可能吧。那不重要。

卡特：

你生这两个年轻人的气吗？生西蒙和丹的气，因为他们和她跳了舞？

吉姆：

有一点儿生气，是的。

卡特：

你说有一点儿生气。你看到他们和她跳舞了吗？

吉姆：

我看到西蒙和她跳舞了，但是没看到丹。我跟一些朋友出去了。他们想看看我的车。

卡特：

看你的车？为什么？你的车很特别吗？

吉姆：

是辆新车——大众保罗。我很喜欢它。我的朋友们想去看看它。

卡特：

我明白了。你返回以后发生了什么？

吉姆：

我看到玛丽和那个小子在一起。（他看着西蒙。）

卡特：

接着你做了什么？

吉姆：

我很生气。我要求他不要和她跳舞。

卡特：

你说你要求他。你打他了吗，吉姆？

吉姆：

嗯，打了。打了一下。但是是他先打我的！

西蒙：

不是这样的！我没打你！是你打的我！

法官：

安静，克拉克先生！行了！

西蒙：

但是事实不是这样的，法官大人！我没打他！

法官：

可能没有。但是你稍后才能说话。明白了吗？

西蒙：

明白了，先生。

卡特：

你打西蒙的时候玛丽做了什么，吉姆？

吉姆：

她笑了，我想。然后她和我在桌旁坐下了。

卡特：

她为什么笑，吉姆？是笑西蒙，还是笑你？

吉姆：

她在笑西蒙，因为他害怕我！

卡特：

是这样吗？还是她是在笑你，吉姆？可能她喜欢的是西蒙，不是你！

吉姆：

当然不是！她是我的女朋友，她是和我在一起的，不是和他们！

卡特：

但是你生玛丽的气，吉姆。为什么？也许她喜欢他们比喜欢你更多一点？

吉姆：

不可能！我没有生她的气，我是生西蒙的气！

卡特：

你确定吗？

吉姆：

是的，当然！我生他的气是因为他和我女朋友跳舞，因为他杀了她。难道你不明白吗？他杀了她！我当然生气了——他杀了她！

卡特：

你怎么知道，吉姆？

吉姆：

所有人都知道！他开车在那条路上跟着她。然后从车里拿出扳手打她的头——两次，三次！然后她边哭边向沙滩跑。

卡特：

之后发生了什么，吉姆？

吉姆：

他又打她！然后她就不动了，到处都是血！很多血！我想要救她，但是救不了，她死了——

吉姆哭起来。卡特有一会儿没说话。

卡特：

好，吉姆，你说她哭着跑到沙滩上，他又打了她。你是怎么知道的？

吉姆：

怎么知道的？我不记得了。警察说的。

卡特：

不，吉姆，警察没这么说。（他等着，但是吉姆不说话。）吉姆，西蒙和丹的身上都没有血，而你身上却有很多血。而且你生玛丽的气，因为她不爱你。是这样吗，吉姆？

吉姆：

不是。

卡特：

西蒙和丹没在沙滩上，吉姆。他们没有杀她。而你在那儿。你从迪斯科舞厅出来跟着她。是你杀了她吗？

吉姆：

不是！我当然没有！你在说什么啊？他们杀了她——他们的车在那儿，扳手在他们的车里！我没有杀她！她是我的女朋友——我爱她！

卡特：

你说你爱她。但是那么漆黑的夜晚你却没有陪她走回家，吉姆。为什么没有呢？

吉姆：

可是我陪她了！我去追她了！我在沙滩上发现了她！她已经死了！

卡特：

你开车去的吗？你那辆新保罗？

吉姆：

不，我没有。我走着去的。我要想想。

卡特：

你要想什么？

吉姆：

想想我和玛丽。我很抱歉——我爱她，你知道——而且当然了，我想跟她说话。但是她死了！他们杀了她，她死了！

卡特：

但是他们身上没有血，车上也没有，吉姆。血在你身上！也许你爱玛丽，但也是你杀了她——因为你生她的气！

吉姆：

没有！我当然没有！我没有杀她。我爱她！

卡特：

还有个问题，吉姆。你的大众保罗配的是倍耐力轮胎吗？

吉姆：

什么？呃——不。不，我没配。我用固特异轮胎。

卡特：

好的。我没有问题了。（他坐下来。）

吉姆走出去，威尔斯女士站起来。

威尔斯女士：

法官大人，我方没有证人了。

法官：

谢谢。卡特先生，你有证人吗？

卡特：

有，法官大人。请露西·赛姆斯太太出庭。

露西·赛姆斯走上证人席。

赛姆斯：

（拿着书）我保证如实陈述，毫无隐瞒。

卡特：

赛姆斯太太，你有辆白色福特嘉年华吗？

赛姆斯：

是的，先生。

卡特：

车牌号是多少？

赛姆斯：

M346 WXT。

卡特：

8月12日那辆车怎么了？

赛姆斯：

被人偷了，先生。我打电话报了警，他们第二天找到了它。车里有很多沙子。

卡特：

我明白了。好，赛姆斯太太，你车里有扳手吗，像桌上这个扳手这样的？

赛姆斯：

嗯，我不知道，先生。你知道，去年我车里确实有个像这样的扳手，但是不好用。所以我现在换了个更好的。

卡特：

我明白了。这个新扳手现在在哪儿？

赛姆斯：

在我车后头，先生。它一直在那儿。

卡特：

旧扳手呢？它在哪儿？

赛姆斯：

嗯，我不知道，先生。我不想要那个了，你知道。

卡特：

8月12日那天旧扳手在车上吗？

赛姆斯：

我不知道。可能在，但我不确定。

卡特：

谢谢，赛姆斯太太。请稍等。

他坐下来，威尔斯女士站起来。

威尔斯女士：

赛姆斯太太，当时你的旧扳手在不在车上？

赛姆斯：

我不确定。抱歉，我不知道。

威尔斯女士：

那好，可能你把它放在车后面，然后忘了这回事。

赛姆斯：

是，有可能。

威尔斯女士：

好的。（她从桌上拿起扳手，递给赛姆斯太太。）这把扳手像你那个旧扳手吗？

赛姆斯：

我想是的。是，像。

威尔斯女士：

谢谢。（她坐下来。）

赛姆斯太太离开。珍妮特·诺兰走上证人席，从书记员手中接过书。

珍妮特：

我保证如实陈述，毫无隐瞒。

卡特：

诺兰小姐，8月12日那晚你在那家迪斯科舞厅。你看到玛丽·琼斯了吗？

珍妮特：

看到了，我看见她和她男朋友吉姆在一起。之后她和那两个男孩儿跳了舞。

卡特：

哪两个男孩儿？

珍妮特：

那两个。（她看着西蒙和丹。）

卡特：

我明白了。她和他们跳了很长时间吗？

珍妮特：

差不多十分钟，嗯。她先和丹跳，然后又和西蒙跳。吉姆那时不在迪斯科舞厅里。吉姆看到他们的时候很生气。

卡特：

他做了什么？

珍妮特：

他打了西蒙。

卡特：

那西蒙做了什么？

珍妮特：

什么都没做。他没打吉姆。他走开了。

卡特：

我明白了。吉姆也生玛丽的气吗？

珍妮特：

是的。玛丽嘲笑吉姆，所以吉姆很生气。

卡特：

你说玛丽嘲笑吉姆？而不是西蒙？

珍妮特：

是，是这样的。

卡特：

后来发生了什么？

珍妮特：

嗯，吉姆和玛丽说话，然后玛丽就回家了。

卡特：

我明白了。那吉姆又做了什么？

珍妮特：

他在那儿坐了五分钟。然后出去了。

卡特：

西蒙和丹呢？他们在哪儿？

珍妮特：

他们待在迪斯科舞厅里。他们其中一个人找我跳舞，但我拒绝了。于是十分钟之后，他和他朋友就出去了。

卡特：

现在我要确认一下。你说吉姆先出去，这两个男孩儿在他走了十分钟之后才出去。是这样吗？

珍妮特：

呃，是——是吧，我想是。记不太清了。

卡特：

谢谢。

他坐下来，威尔斯女士站起来。

威尔斯女士：

没错，诺兰小姐。六个月前的事情当然不容易记清楚。

珍妮特：

是的，不太容易。但是我几乎能记得所有的事。

威尔斯女士：

你在迪斯科舞厅的时候一直看着玛丽和吉姆吗？

珍妮特：

不，当然不是。但是——

威尔斯女士：

不是。那要小心，诺兰小姐。你可能记错了。时隔太久。有可能这两个男孩儿是在吉姆之前出去的？而不是之后？

珍妮特：

有可能。我不知道。我不确定。

威尔斯女士：

谢谢。没有问题了。

她坐下来。珍妮特迈步走出证人席，然后她停了下来。

珍妮特：

不，我是对的！吉姆是先走的——我肯定！

法官：

谢谢，诺兰小姐。非常感谢。




第三场
西蒙和丹的讲述

西蒙·克拉克走上证人席。




西蒙：

（拿着书）我保证如实陈述，毫无隐瞒。

卡特：

嘿，西蒙。这很重要。8月12日晚上发生了什么事？告诉我。

西蒙：

好的。嗯，我和丹出去物色车。我们经常弄些车来开，你知道——

法官：

你们偷车，是吗？

西蒙：

不是偷，不是。我们晚上弄来开开，开一两个小时，然后就把车扔在什么地方。

法官：

我明白了。你们经常这么干吗？

西蒙：

是的，为什么不？我们喜欢这么做。那天晚上我们弄了这辆白色福特嘉年华，去了托伦顿的那家迪斯科舞厅。我想我们是十点左右到的。

卡特：

你们在舞厅遇到什么人了吗？

西蒙：

遇到了。我们和几个女孩儿跳了舞。但是不是很好玩。所以十二点左右我们就出去开车走了。两个小时后，一辆警车把我们拦住了。就是这样。

卡特：

现在我想让你看看这张玛丽·琼斯的照片。你在迪斯科舞厅见过她吗？

西蒙：

见过。丹先和她跳的舞，接着我又和她跳了。然后她男朋友打了我。

卡特：

是你先打的他吗？

西蒙：

不是，我没有。

卡特：

他打你之后你还手了吗？

西蒙：

没有。他比我块儿头大。况且我从来不打人。

卡特：

好的。你是跟着这个女孩儿离开舞厅的吗？

西蒙：

不是，我没看见她出去。我和丹聊了十分钟，然后我们就开车走了。我们没见到这个女孩儿。

卡特：

是你杀了她吗？

西蒙：

不，先生，我没有。

卡特：

好的。（他坐下来。威尔斯女士站起来。）

威尔斯女士：

吉姆打你的时候，你什么都没做。是这样吗？

西蒙：

是。是这样。

威尔斯女士：

那玛丽做了什么？她笑了吗？

西蒙：

我不确定。她可能笑了。

威尔斯女士：

我想她笑了。玛丽是个漂亮女孩儿，她笑是因为她男朋友打了你。

西蒙：

我没生气。她对我来说并不重要。

威尔斯女士：

不重要？但是你和她跳了舞。

西蒙：

她就一般吧。她不是特别漂亮，也不是很好玩儿。

玛丽的妈妈站起来。她很生气。

琼斯太太：

不许你这么说我女儿！她是很漂亮的，她比你可好太多了！她没偷过车，也没杀过人！

法官：

请坐下，琼斯太太。（她坐下来。）

威尔斯女士：

你说你没生气。那不是实话，西蒙·克拉克。你对玛丽非常生气！

西蒙：

不，我没有。你为什么这么说？

威尔斯女士：

你生她的气是因为她嘲笑你。所以你和丹开着嘉年华尾随她。然后发生了什么？你让她上车。她究竟上车了吗？

西蒙：

不，她没有。

威尔斯女士：

我明白了。她没有上车，所以你又很生气。然后你就用这个扳手打她，杀了她。对吗？

西蒙：

不对。不是这样。

威尔斯女士：

没错，是这样的。你杀害了玛丽·琼斯，西蒙·克拉克！你用这个扳手杀了她！

西蒙：

不是，我没有！我没罪，我告诉你！

威尔斯女士：

你有罪，西蒙。你杀了玛丽·琼斯。

她坐下来。西蒙走出证人席。丹走上证人席。

丹：

（拿着书）我保证如实陈述，毫无隐瞒。

卡特：

丹，你听到西蒙的话了。他说的是实话吗？

丹：

是，他说的当然是实话。

卡特：

你在迪斯科舞厅看到吉姆打你的朋友了吗？

丹：

是的，我看到了。

卡特：

打完之后，你看到吉姆出去了吗？

丹：

看到了。那个女孩儿，玛丽，先出去的。吉姆过了一会儿才出去。我们还待在那儿，吉姆走了十分钟之后我们才走。

卡特：

那你们出去的时候，看到吉姆或者玛丽了吗？

丹：

没有。我们上了车就开走了。

卡特：

好的，谢谢。稍等。

他坐下来，威尔斯女士站起来。

威尔斯女士：

吉姆打西蒙的时候，玛丽嘲笑他了吗？

丹：

嗯，是的。

威尔斯女士：

玛丽嘲笑了西蒙？

丹：

是的。

威尔斯女士：

所以西蒙就生玛丽的气，但是你们俩都怕吉姆。对吗？

丹：

嗯，可能吧，是的。

威尔斯女士：

好。所以你们就在迪斯科舞厅里等着。你们生玛丽的气。她走出迪斯科舞厅，吉姆没跟她一起。于是你和西蒙就开车跟着她。

丹：

不是，我们没有。

威尔斯女士：

哦，没错，你们尾随了她。你们停下车，让她上车。但是她不愿意。有可能她又嘲笑了你们。然后你们特别生气。

丹：

不是！不是这样的！

威尔斯女士：

哦，没错，是这样的，丹。玛丽是怎么死的？我知道，陪审团也知道。你们杀了她。但是有一件事我不清楚——是谁先打的玛丽？是西蒙吗？

丹：

不——

威尔斯女士：

你说不是西蒙？那就是你了！

丹：

不，不是！不是我！

威尔斯女士：

那是西蒙了？

丹：

不是！不是西蒙，也不是我！我们没有杀她！

威尔斯女士：

你看到这个扳手了吗，丹？这上面有玛丽的血，还有玛丽的头发。而这个扳手在你们车里。告诉我，丹——是谁把它放进车里去的？你，还是西蒙？

丹：

我不知道。不是我放的。我没见过它。

威尔斯女士：

这不是实话，丹。这个扳手在你们车里，因为你们用它杀害了玛丽·琼斯。这是事实，所有人都知道。

她坐下来。丹走出证人席。卡特站起来。

卡特：

我方没有其他证人了，法官大人。（他坐下。）

法官：

现在，各位陪审团成员，威尔斯女士和卡特先生要向你们作陈述。仔细听着。

威尔斯女士：

（站起来）各位陪审团成员，警方在那辆嘉年华车上发现了这个扳手。扳手上面有玛丽的血和头发。他们在玛丽的尸体附近发现了轮胎印。西蒙的脸上有血迹，玛丽的指甲缝里也有。

西蒙：

吉姆在舞厅打了我！他划伤了我的脸！

法官：

安静！现在是威尔斯女士做陈述，不是你！

威尔斯女士：

看看这两个年轻人。他们现在很生气。想想他们。他们不是什么好小子。他们在晚上做什么？他们偷车。

丹：

是，但是我们不杀人！

威尔斯女士：

这次，你们杀人了。你们尾随玛丽，然后杀了她。仔细想想吧，各位陪审团成员。玛丽死了，这两个年轻人就是凶手。

她坐下来，卡特站起来。

琼斯太太：

（站起来）没错。他们杀了我的漂亮女儿。

法官：

拜托，琼斯太太。你必须坐下。现在卡特先生要做陈述了。（她坐下来。）

卡特：

各位陪审团成员，玛丽·琼斯死了，我们知道。但是是这两个男孩儿杀了她吗？你们确定吗？这其间有很多问题需要解答。

琼斯太太：

什么问题？他们有罪！我们知道！

法官：

琼斯太太，你要么坐下，要么出去！

她坐下来。

卡特：

想想珍妮特·诺兰。她说吉姆先离开了舞厅——而不是西蒙。想想这个扳手。这是赛姆斯太太车上的扳手吗？可能是，也可能不是。

吉姆：

那轮胎印呢？那辆嘉年华配的是倍耐力的轮胎！

卡特：

成百上千的车都配有倍耐力的轮胎，吉姆。大众保罗就用这种轮胎。而你刚好有辆保罗，吉姆。

吉姆：

但是我的车配的不是倍耐力的轮胎！

卡特：

可能你的车现在配的不是倍耐力的轮胎，吉姆。但是八月份的时候呢？你那时候配的是倍耐力的轮胎吗？

吉姆：

不是，当然不是。

卡特：

那好，你现在这么说，但是我可不确定。还有个问题——血迹怎么解释？你的衬衫和裤子上有很多血，吉姆。

吉姆：

当然有了。我想要救玛丽！

卡特：

但是西蒙或丹身上有血迹吗？没有，各位陪审团成员，他们身上没有。

吉姆：

西蒙的脸上有血！

卡特：

是，但是是你打了他，吉姆。丹身上没有血，车上也没有。你身上有血。你是个大块儿头的小伙子，吉姆——你很容易生气。玛丽害怕你。

吉姆：

不是这样的！我爱她！

卡特：

是的，吉姆，但是你也生她的气。你现在就生气了，我们能看出来。

吉姆：

我生气是因为玛丽死了，是他们杀了她！

卡特：

是他们吗，吉姆？我不确定。仔细想想吧，各位陪审团成员。是吉姆杀了玛丽吗？有可能——我们不知道。但是是西蒙和丹杀了她吗？不是。他们没有罪。（卡特坐下来。）

法官：

好了，各位陪审团成员，现在有个很重要的问题，你们必须给出答案。认认真真地考虑一下。是这两个年轻人杀害了玛丽·琼斯吗？他们是否犯有谋杀罪呢？




第四场
判决（版本1）

法官、律师、法庭书记员、西蒙和丹都在他们自己的座位上。西蒙和丹旁边有两名警察。陪审团成员回到法庭坐下。陪审团团长站起来。书记员站起来。




书记员：

各位陪审团成员，你们作出裁断了吗？

陪审团团长：

是的，我们有裁断了。

书记员：

那你们的裁断是什么呢？有罪，还是无罪？

陪审团团长：

有罪。

丹：

不！不，不是那样的。不是我们干的！

书记员：

安静！西蒙·克拉克和丹·史密斯，请起立！

他们站起来。丹看着西蒙。

丹：

我跟你说什么来着，西蒙？我们干吗要去那家迪斯科舞厅？你干吗要跟着那个女孩儿？

西蒙：

我没有！闭嘴！

法官：

西蒙·克拉克和丹·史密斯，你们杀害了玛丽·琼斯——一个漂亮的年轻女孩儿。针对这起谋杀只有一种惩罚。你们必须被终身监禁。

丹：

但是不是我们干的！吉姆杀了她，我们没有！

吉姆：

不，我没有！我爱她！你们杀了她！

西蒙：

不是这样的！你杀了她，我们没有！

法官：

安静。请把他们带走。

警察把西蒙和丹带出去。琼斯太太站起来。

琼斯太太：

各位陪审团成员，法官大人，威尔斯女士，谢谢你们。非常感谢。

法官：

别客气，琼斯太太。玛丽的事我感到很难过，不过现在那两个小子要进监狱了。

吉姆：

（挽着琼斯太太的胳膊。）是的。走吧，琼斯太太。一切都过去了。（他们走出法庭。）




第四场
判决（版本2）

法官、律师、法庭书记员、西蒙和丹都在他们自己的座位上。西蒙和丹旁边有两名警察。陪审团成员回到法庭坐下。陪审团团长站起来。书记员站起来。




书记员：

各位陪审团成员，你们作出裁断了吗？

陪审团团长：

是的，我们有裁断了。

书记员：

那你们的裁断是什么？有罪，还是无罪？

陪审团团长：

无罪。

丹：

太好了！

西蒙：

这就对了！这就对了！不是我们干的！

书记员：

西蒙·克拉克和丹·史密斯，请站起来。

西蒙和丹站起来。丹看着陪审团。

丹：

（高兴地）谢谢你们，陪审团！非常感谢！

法官：

西蒙·克拉克和丹·史密斯，你们与玛丽·琼斯的遇害案无关。你们可以走了。

琼斯太太：

但是他们杀了我女儿啊！他们不能走！

法官：

抱歉，琼斯太太，但是他们是无罪的。

西蒙：

那吉姆呢？你们要怎么处理他？他杀了她！

吉姆：

我现在要回家了。

他向门走去。诺顿警员走到他前面。他把手放在吉姆的胳膊上。

诺顿：

吉姆·威尔逊，跟我来。我要跟你谈谈你的女朋友玛丽·琼斯。

吉姆：

但是她已经死了。那两个小子杀了她！

诺顿：

不，他们没杀她。他们没有罪。请跟我来。（吉姆和警员走出去。）

丹：

走吧，西蒙。我们自由了！我们回家吧。

他们走出去。琼斯太太看着法官。

琼斯太太：

 法官大人，我女儿死了。谁杀了她？

法官：

抱歉，琼斯太太。我不知道。

法官看着威尔斯女士和卡特先生。他们都不说话。琼斯太太慢慢地走出去。


ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1　Read the story introduction and the back cover, then circle the correct words.

1) In a British murder trial, lawyers / the jury / the police ask most of the questions.

2) The trial happens in a prison / courtroom / police station.

3) In Britain, a person who is guilty of murder must die / pay a lot of money / go to prison.

2　Which of these people are usually in court?

ambulance driver, doctor, footballer, judge, jury, lawyer, police, student, taxi driver, teacher, witness

3　Read the back cover. How much do you know now about the people in the play? Match the people with the information.

Jim / Mary / Simon / Mrs Jones / Dan

1) _____ is dead.

2) _____ had blood on his face.

3) _____ was Mary's boyfriend.

4) _____ and _____ had the murder weapon in their car.

5) _____ wants to know who killed her daughter.


ACTIVITIES



 While Reading

1　Read Scene 1. Choose the best question-word for these questions, and then answer them.

What / Where / Who / Why

1) ... was Mary on 12 August in the evening?

2) ... went to the disco with Mary?

3) At the disco,  ... was Jim angry?

4) ... was Mary at midnight?

5) ... found Mary's body?

6) ... did someone use to kill Mary?

7) ... did the police see on the sand near the body?

8) ... stole Mrs Symes's car?

2　Read Scene 2. Who said these words in this scene?

1) 'I tried to help her, but I couldn't.'

2) 'And you loved her - you think.'

3) 'I didn't hit you! You hit me!'

4) 'I telephoned the police, and they found it next day.'

5) 'Mary laughed at Jim, so Jim was very angry.'

6) 'Perhaps you are wrong about this. It's a long time ago.'

3　Here are some untrue sentences about Scenes 1 and 2. Change them into true sentences.

1) Helen Wills is the lawyer for Simon and Dan.

2) Mary left the disco with Jim.

3) Somebody hit Mary once on the head.

4) Simon had two small cuts on his leg.

5) Jim's family goes to Brighton every year.

6) Jim's new car is a Fiesta.

4　Read Scene 3. Simon is talking about the night of the murder. Use these words to complete the sentences.

bigger, drove, exciting, friend, hit, midnight, never, often, stopped, took, Trenton, white

I went out with my _____ Dan. We _____ a car. We _____ take cars. It was a _____ Ford Fiesta. We _____ to a disco in _____. I danced with a girl, and her boyfriend _____ me. I didn't do anything - he was _____ than me. And I _____ hit people. The disco wasn't very _____, and we left at about _____. Later, the police _____ us.

5　What do you think now about the murder? Who was the killer? Do you think it was...

1) Jim?

2) Simon and Dan?

3) a different person?

6　Before you read Scene 4, can you remember what these words mean? Match the words with their meanings.
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7　Read Scene 4 (Alternative 1). Complete these sentences. (use as many words as you like.)

1) The _____ asks the jury for their _____.

2) The _____ finds Simon and Dan _____.

3) The judge sends Simon and Dan __________.

4) Dan is _____ with Simon.

5) Mrs Jones says thank you to __________.

8　Read Scene 4 (Alternative 2), then answer these questions.

1) The verdict is 'not guilty'. Why, do you think?

2) How do Simon and Dan feel when they hear the verdict?

3) How does Mrs Jones feel?

4) What is going to happen to Jim?

5) Why does the judge say 'sorry' to Mrs Jones?


ACTIVITIES



 After Reading

1　Match these people with the sentences. Then choose the best ending for each sentence, and complete it with the correct linking word.

Mary / Mrs Symes / Simon / Jim / Mrs Jones

1) _____ phoned the police...

2) _____ and his friend took a car...

3) _____ started to walk home from the disco...

4) _____ is angry with Simon and Dan...

5) _____'s spanner wasn't very good...

and / because / but / so / when

6) _____ drove it to Trenton.

7) _____ she thinks they killed her daughter.

8) _____ she bought a new one.

9) _____ he found Mary's body on the beach.

10) _____ she never arrived at her house.

2　What did Jim say to Mary before she left the disco (see SCENE 2)? Put their conversation in the right order, and write in the speakers' names. Jim speaks first (number 6).

1) _____ 'What? Are you going to hit me, just like you hit Simon? I've had enough of you. I'm going!'

2) _____ 'You know what I mean. I saw you dancing with those two boys!'

3) _____ 'Come here! Where are you going?'

4) _____ 'Haha! You always think about yourself, don't you!'

5) _____ 'What's wrong with that? I can dance with other boys if I want to!'

6) _____ 'You must never do that again! Do you understand?'

7) _____ 'No, you can't! You're my girl. You're with me, not them.'

8) _____ 'I'm going home. I want to be alone. I don't want to be with you any more!'

9) _____ 'What do you mean? I haven't done anything wrong!'

10) _____ 'Don't laugh at me! If you laugh at me again, I'm going to...'

3　Write a short review of the play. Use these words to help you.

I like / don't like this play because __________ .

It is a good play because __________ .

My favourite character is _____ because __________ .

I prefer ending 1 / 2 because __________ .

4　Find fifteen words from the play hidden in this word search, and draw lines through them. The words go from left to right, and from top to bottom.
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Put the words into these three groups:

Courtroom: judge, _____ _____ _____ _____

Cars: tyre, _____ _____ _____ _____

Parts of the body: face, _____ _____ _____ _____

5　Look at the word search again and write down all the letters that don't have a line through them. Begin with the first line and go across each line to the end. Can you find a sentence of eleven words?

1) What is the sentence?

2) Who said it?

3) Who is the speaker talking about?

6　A week after the trial, Mrs Symes is talking to a friend about the case. Fill in the gaps with these words from the play.

blood, court, drove, found, killed, morning, questions, remember , sand, sell, stole

'I was in _____ last week! Someone _____ my car - do you remember? Well, the police _____ it. Two boys took it and _____ it to Trenton. Later, at two o'clock in the _____, a police car stopped them. There was a lot of _____ in the car. My old spanner was in the car, too - and there was _____ on it! Somebody _____ poor Mary Jones with it! In court, they asked me a lot of _____ about the spanner, but I couldn't _____ very much. I don't want to use the car again. I'm going to _____ it and buy a new one!'

7　How did Mary Jones die? These are two possible explanations. Which one do you think is true? Why?

1) Simon and Dan left the disco and followed Mary in the Fiesta. They were angry with her. One of the boys took the spanner from the back of the car and hit her with it. Then they drove away.

2) While Simon and Dan were still in the disco, Jim went into the car park. He took the spanner from the Fiesta. He ran after Mary and killed her with it. Then he came back to the car park, put the spanner in the Fiesta, and drove to the beach in his Polo.
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内容简介

火车是一个封闭的世界。每个包厢都像一个小房间，有门有窗。不过火车行驶时，你不能出去。外面的世界很遥远，你可以不去想你的家庭、工作和朋友。在火车上，你和陌生人坐在一起。你对他们一无所知，但却要和他们在同一个小房间里，在他们旁边坐上几个小时，或许几天。你无法摆脱他们。




随着车轮滚滚向前，这些故事向我们展现了三个不同的人物。一个年轻漂亮的妻子——和她的新婚丈夫穿过英格兰的绿色山丘去度假。一个逍遥自在的年轻人——穿越南斯拉夫的山脉去找工作。一个明达事理的中年人——穿过芬兰的森林湖泊北上，期盼有个安静的旅程。




三段不同的旅行，三个不同的人物——都关在火车这个封闭的世界里——一个什么事情都可能发生的地方。


ONE-WAY TICKET

SHORT STORIES




A train is a closed world. Each carriage is like a small room, with windows and doors, but you can't get out when the train is moving. The world outside is far away, and you can forget your home, your work, your friends. On a train you sit with strangers. You don't know anything about them, but you sit next to them for hours, or perhaps days, in the same small room. You can't get away from them.




As the wheels of the train turn, these stories show us three different people. A beautiful young wife – going on holiday with her new husband, through the green hills of England. A carefree young man – travelling across the mountains of Yugoslavia, looking for work. A sensible middle-aged man – travelling north through the forests and lakes of Finland, hoping for a quiet journey.




Three different journeys, three different people – all locked in the closed world of the train... where anything can happen.
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'Of course,' the man in the brown hat said, 'there are good policemen and there are bad policemen, you know.'

'You're right,' the young man said. 'Yes. That's very true. Isn't it, Julie?' He looked at the young woman next to him.

Julie didn't answer and looked bored. She closed her eyes.

'Julie's my wife,' the young man told the man in the brown hat, 'she doesn't like trains. She always feels ill on trains.'

'Oh yes?' the man in the brown hat said. 'Now my wife – she doesn't like buses. She nearly had an accident on a bus once. It was last year... No, no, it wasn't. It was two years ago. I remember now. It was in Manchester.' He told a long, boring story about his wife and a bus in Manchester.

It was a hot day and the train was slow. There were seven people in the carriage. There was the man in the brown hat; the young man and his wife, Julie; a mother and two children; and a tall dark man in an expensive suit.
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The young man's name was Bill. He had short brown hair and a happy smile. His wife, Julie, had long red hair and very green eyes – the colour of sea water. They were very beautiful eyes.

The man in the brown hat talked and talked. He had a big red face and a loud voice. He talked to Bill because Bill liked to talk too. The man in the brown hat laughed a lot and when he laughed, Bill laughed too. Bill liked talking and laughing with people.

The two children were hot and bored. They didn't want to sit down. They wanted to be noisy and run up and down the train.

'Now sit down and be quiet,' their mother said. She was a small woman with a tired face and a tired voice.

'I don't want to sit down,' the little boy said, 'I'm thirsty.'

'Here. Have an orange,' his mother said. She took an orange out of her bag and gave it to him.

'I want an orange too,' the little girl said loudly.

'All right. Here you are,' said her mother. 'Eat it nicely, now.'

The children ate their oranges and were quiet for a minute.

Then the little boy said, 'I want a drink. I'm thirsty.'

The tall dark man took out his newspaper and began to read. Julie opened her eyes and looked at the back page of his newspaper. She read about the weather in Budapest and about the football in Liverpool. She wasn't interested in Budapest and she didn't like football, but she didn't want to listen to Bill and the man in the brown hat. 'Talk, talk, talk,' she thought. 'Bill never stops talking.'
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Julie opened her eyes and looked at the back page of the tall dark man's newspaper.

Then suddenly she saw the tall man's eyes over the top of his newspaper. She could not see his mouth, but there was a smile in his eyes. Quickly, she looked down at the newspaper and read about the weather in Budapest again.

The train stopped at Dawlish station and people got on and got off. There was a lot of noise.

'Is this our station?' the little girl asked. She went to the window and looked out.

'No, it isn't. Now sit down,' her mother said.

'We're going to Penzance,' the little girl told Bill. 'For our holidays.'

'Yes,' her mother said. 'My sister's got a little hotel by the sea. We're staying there. It's cheap, you see.'

'Yes,' the man in the brown hat said. 'It's a nice town. I know a man there. He's got a restaurant in King Street. A lot of holiday people go there. He makes a lot of money in the summer.' He laughed loudly. 'Yes,' he said again. 'You can have a nice holiday in Penzance.'

'We're going to St Austell,' Bill said. 'Me and Julie. It's our first holiday. Julie wanted to go to Spain, but I like St Austell. I always go there for my holidays. It's nice in August. You can have a good time there too.

Julie looked out of the window. 'Where is Budapest?' she thought. 'I want to go there. I want to go to Vienna, to Paris, to Rome, to Athens.' Her green eyes were bored and angry. Through the window she watched the little villages and hills of England.

The man in the brown hat looked at Julie. 'You're right,' he said to Bill. 'You can have a good time on holiday in England. We always go to Brighton, me and the wife. But the weather! We went one year, and it rained every day. Morning, afternoon, and night. It's true. It never stopped raining.' He laughed loudly. 'We nearly went home after the first week.'

Bill laughed too. 'What did you do all day, then?' he asked.

Julie read about the weather in Budapest for the third time. Then she looked at the tall man's hands. They were long, brown hands, very clean. 'Nice hands,' she thought. He wore a very expensive Japanese watch. 'Japan,' she thought. 'I'd like to go to Japan.' She looked up and saw the man's eyes again over the top of his newspaper. This time she did not look away. Green eyes looked into dark brown eyes for a long, slow minute.
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Green eyes looked into dark brown eyes for a long, slow minute.




After Newton Abbot station the guard came into the carriage to look at their tickets. 'Now then,' he said, 'where are we all going?'

'This train's late,' the man in the brown hat said. 'Twenty minutes late, by my watch.'

'Ten minutes,' the guard said. 'That's all.' He smiled at Julie.

The tall dark man put his newspaper down, found his ticket, and gave it to the guard. The guard looked at it.

'You're all right, sir,' he said. 'The boat doesn't leave Plymouth before six o'clock. You've got lots of time.'

The tall man smiled, put his ticket back in his pocket and opened his newspaper again.

Julie didn't look at him. 'A boat,' she thought. 'He's taking a boat from Plymouth. Where's he going?' She looked at him again with her long green eyes.

He read his newspaper and didn't look at her. But his eyes smiled.

The train stopped at Totnes station and more people got on and off.

'Everybody's going on holiday,' Bill said. He laughed. 'It's going to be wonderful. No work for two weeks. It's a nice, quiet town, St Austell. We can stay in bed in the mornings, and sit and talk in the afternoons, and have a drink or two in the evenings. Eh, Julie?' He looked at his wife. 'Are you all right, Julie?'

'Yes, Bill,' she said quietly. 'I'm OK.' She looked out of the window again. The train went more quickly now, and it began to rain. Bill and the man in the brown hat talked and talked. Bill told a long story about two men and a dog, and the man in the brown hat laughed very loudly.
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The man in the brown hat laughed very loudly.

'That's a good story,' he said. 'I like that. You tell it very well. Do you know the story about...' And he told Bill a story about a Frenchman and a bicycle.

'Why do people laugh at these stories?' Julie thought. 'They're so boring!'

But Bill liked it. Then he told a story about an old woman and a cat, and the man in the brown hat laughed again. 'That's good, too. I don't know. How do you remember them all?"

'Because,' Julie thought, 'he tells them every day.'

'I don't understand,' the little girl said suddenly. She looked at Bill. 'Why did the cat die?'

'Shhh. Be quiet,' her mother said. 'Come and eat your sandwiches now.'

'That's all right,' Bill said. 'I like children.'

The man in the brown hat looked at the children's sandwiches. 'Mmm, I'm hungry, too,' he said. 'You can get sandwiches in the restaurant on this train.' He looked at Bill. 'Let's go down to the restaurant, eh? I need a drink too.'

Bill laughed. 'You're right. It's thirsty work, telling stories.'

The two men stood up and left the carriage.

The little girl ate her sandwich and looked at Julie. 'But why did the cat die?' she asked.

'I don't know,' Julie said. 'Perhaps it wanted to die.'

The little girl came and sat next to Julie. 'I like your hair,' she said. 'It's beautiful.' Julie looked down at her and smiled.

For some minutes it was quiet in the carriage. Then the tall dark man opened his bag and took out a book. He put it on the seat next to him, and looked at Julie with a smile. Julie looked back at him, and then down at the book. Famous towns of Italy, she read. Venice, Florence, Rome, Naples. She looked away again, out of the window at the rain. 'Two weeks in St Austell,' she thought. 'With Bill. In the rain.'
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Famous towns of Italy, Julie read. Venice, Florence, Rome, Naples.

After half an hour the two men came back to the carriage.'There are a lot of people on this train,' Bill said. 'Do you want a sandwich, Julie?'

'No,' she said. 'I'm not hungry. You eat them.'

The train was nearly at Plymouth. Doors opened and people began to move. 'A lot of people get on here,' the man in the brown hat said.

The tall dark man stood up and put his book and his newspaper in his bag. Then he picked up his bag and left the carriage. The train stopped at the station. A lot of people got on the train, and two women and an old man came into the carriage. They had a lot of bags with them. Bill and the man in the brown hat stood up and helped them. One of the women had a big bag of apples. The bag broke and the apples went all over the carriage.

'Oh damn!' she said.

Everybody laughed, and helped her to find the apples. The train moved away from Plymouth station. After a minute or two everybody sat down and the woman gave some apples to the children.

'Where's Julie?' Bill said suddenly. 'She's not here.'

'Perhaps she went to the restaurant,' the man in the brown hat said.

'But she wasn't hungry,' Bill said. 'She told me.'

The little girl looked at Bill. 'She got off the train at Plymouth,' she said. 'With the tall dark man. I saw them.'
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'She got off the train at Plymouth. With the tall dark man.'

'Of course she didn't!' Bill said. 'She's on this train. She didn't get off.'

'Yes, she did,' the children's mother said suddenly. 'I saw her too. The tall man waited for her on the platform.'

'He waited for her?' Bill's mouth was open. 'But... But he read his newspaper all the time. He didn't talk to Julie. And she never talked to him. They didn't say a word.'

'People don't always need words, young man,' the children's mother said.

'But she's my wife!' Bill's face was red and angry. 'She can't do that!' he said loudly. He stood up. 'I'm going to stop the train.' Everybody looked at him and the two children laughed.

'No,' the man in the brown hat said, 'no, you don't want to do that. Sit down and eat your sandwiches, my friend.'

'But I don't understand. Why did she go? What am I going to do?' Bill's face was very unhappy. After a second or two he sat down again. 'What am I going to do?' he said again.

'Nothing,' the man in the brown hat said. He ate his sandwich slowly. 'Go and have your holiday in St Austell. You can have a good time there. Forget about Julie. Those green eyes, now.' He took out a second sandwich and began to eat it. 'I knew a woman once with green eyes. She gave me a very bad time. No, you want to forget about Julie.'



 bored adj. not interested 厌烦的

boring adj. not interesting 乏味的

carriage n. a 'room' on a train 车厢

loud adj. not quiet; with a lot of noise 大声的

voice n. you talk with your voice 嗓音

page n. one piece of paper in a book, newspaper 〔书、报纸的〕页

station n. trains stop at stations for people to get on or off 车站

holiday n. days and weeks when people do not go to work 假期

restaurant n. a place where you can buy a meal and eat it 餐馆

clean adj. not dirty 干净的

guard n. a man who works on a train 列车长

boat n. a small ship 小船

seat n. a 'chair' on the train 座位

pick up to take something in the hand 拿起

damn interjection a word to show that you are angry 〔用于表示极度生气〕该死

platform n. trains stop next to a platform in a station, and people got off the train onto the platform 站台


碧眼姑娘

“当然了，”戴棕色帽子的男人说道，“要知道，有好警察，也有坏警察。”

“没错。”年轻男人说道，“是的，确实如此。你说呢，朱莉？”他望着身旁的年轻女人。

朱莉没有回答，她感到无聊，闭上了眼睛。

“朱莉是我的妻子。”年轻男人跟戴棕色帽子的男人说道，“她不喜欢坐火车，她在车上总是感觉不舒服。”

“哦，是吗？”戴棕色帽子的男人回答。“嗳，我妻子——她不喜欢坐巴士。她有一次差点在一辆巴士上发生意外。就是去年……不，不，不是。是两年前。现在我想起来了，是在曼彻斯特。”他讲了一个关于他老婆在曼彻斯特坐巴士的又长又无聊的故事。

那天很热，火车又开得慢。包厢里有七个人——戴棕色帽子的男人，年轻男人和他的妻子朱莉，一个妈妈和两个孩子，还有一个身材高大、皮肤黝黑、穿着昂贵西装的男人。

年轻人名叫比尔。他留着棕色的短发，脸上带着幸福的笑容。他的妻子朱莉有一头红色的长发和碧绿的眼睛——像海水一样的颜色。那是一双非常美丽的眼睛。

戴棕色帽子的男人不停地说着。他有一张红色的大脸，大嗓门。他和比尔聊天，因为比尔也喜欢聊天。戴棕色帽子的男人常常大笑，他笑的时候，比尔也会跟着笑。比尔喜欢和人说说笑笑。

两个孩子又热又无聊。他们不想坐着，想在车厢里来回奔跑、吵吵闹闹。

“坐下来，消停一会儿。”孩子的妈妈说道。她身材娇小，神情和声音都显得疲惫。

“我不想坐着。”小男孩说道，“我渴了。”

“来，吃个橘子。”他妈妈说着从包里拿出一个橘子给他。

“我也想吃橘子。”小女孩大声说道。

“好吧，给你。”妈妈说道，“喏，乖乖地吃。”

两个孩子吃着橘子，安静了一会儿。

没一会儿小男孩说：“我要喝饮料，我口渴。”

那个黝黑的高个子男人拿出报纸看了起来。朱莉睁开眼睛，看着报纸背面的内容。她看了看布达佩斯的天气和利物浦的足球比赛情况。她对布达佩斯不感兴趣，也不喜欢足球，只是不想听比尔和那个戴棕色帽子男人的谈话。“说，说，说。”她心想，“比尔就不会停一下。”

突然，她从报纸的上方看到了高个子男人的眼睛。虽然看不到他的嘴，但是朱莉能感觉到他眼中的笑意。她迅速低头看向报纸，又看了看布达佩斯的天气情况。

火车停在道利什车站。旅客们上上下下，十分嘈杂。

“我们到站了吗？”小女孩问道。她来到窗边，向外望去。

“没有，坐好。”女孩的妈妈说道。

“我们要去彭赞斯，”小女孩告诉比尔，“去度假。”

“是的。”女孩的妈妈说道，“我妹妹在海边有一家小旅馆。我们住在那里会便宜些。”

“没错，”戴棕色帽子的男人说道，“那是个不错的小镇。我认识一个当地人，他在国王街有一家餐厅。很多度假的人都去那里吃饭，他夏天能赚很多钱。”他大声笑着，“没错。”他又说，“在彭赞斯可以度过一个愉快的假期。”

“我们要去圣奥斯特尔，”比尔说道，“我和朱莉。这是我们第一次度假，朱莉想去西班牙，可我喜欢圣奥斯特尔。我经常去那里度假。那里的八月很美。你们在圣奥斯特尔也会玩得愉快的。”

朱莉望着窗外。“布达佩斯到底在哪儿呀？”她心想，“我想去那里。我想去维也纳，想去巴黎，想去罗马，想去雅典。”她绿色的眼眸中透着厌倦和气恼。她透过窗户看着英格兰的小村庄和山丘。

戴棕色帽子的男人看着朱莉。“你说得对，”他对比尔说道，“在英格兰度假可以很愉快。我和太太就经常去布赖顿。不过那儿的天气啊！有一年我们去了，那里每天都在下雨。上午下，下午下，晚上还下。没骗你，雨从没停过。”他大声笑着，“我们去了一个礼拜就差点回家了。”

比尔也笑了起来。“那你们整天都干什么？”他问道。

朱莉第三次看报纸上布达佩斯的天气。后来，她看着高个子男人的手，那是一双修长、黝黑的手，十分干净。“漂亮的手。”她心想。他戴着一块昂贵的日本手表。“日本，”她想，“我想去日本。”她抬起头，再次从报纸上方看到了那个男人的眼睛。这次她没有躲开。绿色的眼睛凝视着深褐色的眼睛，看了足有漫长的一分钟。




过了牛顿阿伯特车站后，列车长来到包厢查票。“那么，”列车长说道，“大家都要去哪儿？”

“火车晚点了。”戴棕色帽子的男人说道，“从我的手表来看，晚了二十分钟。”

“十分钟。”列车长说道，“就晚了十分钟。”他冲着朱莉微笑道。

黝黑的高个子男人放下报纸，找出车票，递给了列车长。列车长看了一眼。

“您的好了，先生。”他说道，“船在六点钟以后才离开普利茅斯，您的时间很充裕。”

高个子男人笑了笑，把车票放回口袋，又翻开了报纸。

朱莉没有看他。“船，”她心里想着，“他到普利茅斯坐船要去哪里？”她那双细长的碧眼盯着他。

男人只管读着报纸，并没看朱莉。但是他的眼睛却含着笑意。

火车停在托特尼斯车站，上下车的人更多了。

“大家都要去度假。”比尔笑道，“真是太好了！两周都不用工作。圣奥斯特尔是一个安静怡人的小城。我们早上可以睡懒觉，下午坐着聊聊天，晚上小喝两杯。是吧，朱莉？”他看着妻子，“你没事吧，朱莉？”

“没事，比尔。”朱莉平静地说道，“我很好。”她又看着窗外。火车跑得更快了，外面下起雨来。比尔和戴棕色帽子的男人继续聊着。比尔讲了一个很长的故事，内容是关于两个男人和一只狗的，戴棕色帽子的男人哈哈大笑起来。

“这故事不错，”他说道，“我喜欢。你讲得很好。你知不知道那个关于……”他给比尔讲了一个法国男人和一辆自行车的故事。

“为什么还会有人觉得这种故事好笑？”朱莉心里想，“它们太无聊了！”

但是比尔喜欢。接着比尔讲了一个老太太和一只猫的故事。戴棕色帽子的男子又笑了起来。“这个故事也好，我很好奇，你是怎么记住这些故事的？”

“因为，”朱莉心想，“他每天都讲。”

“我不明白，”小女孩突然说，她看着比尔，“猫为什么死了呢？”

“嘘！别乱插嘴。”她妈妈说道，“过来吃三明治吧。”

“没关系。”比尔说道，“我喜欢孩子。”

戴棕色帽子的男人看着孩子们的三明治。“嗯，我也饿了。”他说，“餐车上可以买到三明治。”他看着比尔说：“我们一起去餐车，如何？我还想喝点东西。”

比尔笑着说：“你说的没错，讲故事容易嘴巴干。”

两个男人起身离开了包厢。

小女孩吃着三明治，看着朱莉。“可是猫为什么死了呢？”她问。

“我不知道，”朱莉说道，“也许它想死吧。”

小女孩来到朱莉身边坐下。“我喜欢你的头发，”她说道，“很漂亮。”朱莉低头看着她笑了。

有几分钟，包厢里静静的。那个黝黑的高个子男人打开包，拿出一本书。他把书放在身边的座位上，微笑地看着朱莉。朱莉也看着他，然后低头看那本书。意大利名城，她读着。威尼斯，佛罗伦萨，罗马，那不勒斯。她又转过头去看着车窗外面的雨。“在圣奥斯特尔待两周。”她心里想，“和比尔，还是雨天。”

半小时后，两个男人回到包厢。“火车上人好多。”比尔说道，“你要吃三明治吗，朱莉？”

“不用了。”朱莉说，“我不饿，你吃吧。”

火车马上要到普利茅斯了。包厢门打开后，人们走动了起来。“很多人在这一站上车。”戴棕色帽子的男人说道。

黝黑的高个子男人站起身，把书和报纸放进包里，然后拎起包离开了包厢。火车进站停下了。很多人上了车，两个女人和一个老先生走进包厢。他们大包小包拎了好多。比尔和戴棕色帽子的男人站起来帮他们。其中一个女人带了一大包苹果。包坏了，苹果掉了一地。

“唉，该死！”女人说道。

大家都笑着帮她捡苹果。火车离开了普利茅斯车站。一两分钟后，大家都坐了下来。那个女人给了孩子几个苹果。

“朱莉呢？”比尔突然说，“她不见了。”

“可能她去餐车那儿了。”戴着棕色帽子的男人说道。

“可她不饿呀。”比尔说道，“她跟我说的。”

“小女孩看着比尔。“她在普利茅斯下车了，”她说，“和那个黝黑的高个子男人一起下车的。我看见他们了。”

“不可能。”比尔说道，“她在火车上，她没有下车。”

“她确实下车了。”孩子的妈妈突然说道，“我也看见她了。高个子男人在站台上等着她。”

“他在等她？”比尔张大了嘴，“可是……可是他一直在看报纸，他没有和朱莉说过话，朱莉也没和他说话。他们一句话都没说过。”

“人有时不需要通过语言也能交流的，年轻人。”孩子的妈妈说道。

“可她是我的妻子。”比尔的脸气得通红。“她不能这么做。”他大声说着并站起身来。“我要让火车停下。”大家都看着他，两个孩子笑了起来。

“别。”戴棕色帽子的男人说道，“别，你不用这样。坐下来吃你的三明治，朋友。”

“可我不明白。她为什么要走？我怎么办？”比尔满脸沮丧。不一会儿他又坐下来。“我该怎么办？”他又嘟囔了一遍。

“什么也不做。”戴棕色帽子的男人说道，他慢悠悠地吃着三明治。“去圣奥斯特尔度假。你可以在那里过得很开心。行了，忘掉朱莉，忘掉那双碧眼吧。”他又拿出一个三明治吃了起来，“我曾经认识一个碧眼女人。她让我吃了很多苦头。不，你应该忘掉朱莉。”
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I never stay in one country for a long time. It gets boring. I like to move on, see new places, meet different people. It's a good life, most of the time. When I need money, I get a job. I can do most things – hotel and restaurant work, building work, picking fruit. In Europe you can pick fruit most of the year. You need to be in the right country at the right time, of course. It's not easy work, but the money's not bad.

I like to go south in the winter. Life is easier in the sun, and northern Europe can get very cold in the winter. Last year, 1989 it was, I was in Venice for October. I did some work in a hotel for three weeks, then I began slowly to move south. I always go by train when I can. I like trains. You can walk about on a train, and you meet a lot of people.

I left Venice and went on to Trieste. There I got a cheap ticket for the slow train to Sofia, in Bulgaria. This train goes all down through Yugoslavia, and takes a long time – a day and a half. But that didn't matter to me.

The train left Trieste at nine o'clock on a Thursday morning. There weren't many people on it at first, but at Zagreb more people got on. Two girls went along the corridor, past my carriage. They looked through the door, but they didn't come in. Then an old woman came in, sat down and went to sleep. The two girls came back along the corridor and looked into the carriage again. The train left Zagreb and I looked out of the window for about ten minutes, then I went to sleep too.
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After the train left Zagreb, I went to sleep.

When I opened my eyes again, the two girls were in the carriage, they looked friendly, so I said, 'Hullo.'

'Hi!' they said.

'You're American,' I said. 'Or Canadian. Right?'

'American,' the taller girl said. She smiled. 'And you're twenty-three, your name's Tom Walsh, you've got blue eyes, and your mum lives in Burnham-on-Sea, UK. Right?'

'How did you know all that?' I asked.

The second girl laughed. 'She looked at your passport. It's in your coat pocket.'

'Oh. Right.' My coat was on the seat next to me. I took my passport out of my pocket and put it back in my bag. 'Who are you, then?' I asked.

They told me. Melanie and Carol from Los Angeles, USA. They liked Europe, they said. They knew a lot of places – Britain, Holland, Denmark, Germany, France, Spain, Italy, Yugoslavia, Bulgaria, Greece...

'I'm going to Bulgaria now,' I said. 'For about a month. Then I'm going south for the winter. Cyprus, or perhaps North Africa.'

'Oh yes?' they said. 'We love Bulgaria. Sofia's a great town. Wonderful.'

'What do you do about money?' I asked.

'Well, you know,' Carol smiled. 'Sometimes we get a little job. This and that. But what about you?'

'Yeah, come on,' Melanie said. 'Tell us about you – Tom Walsh with the blue eyes and the mum in Burnham-on-Sea. What are you doing with your life, hey?'

So I told them. They were nice girls. They were older than me, perhaps twenty-seven or twenty-eight, but I liked them. We talked and laughed for hours. I told them a lot of stories about my life. Some of the stories were true, some weren't. But the girls laughed, and said I was a great guy. I asked them about Bulgaria, because I didn't know the country. They knew Sofia well, they said.
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We talked and laughed for hours.

'Hey, Carol,' Melanie said. 'We're staying in Bela Palanka for a day or two. But let's go over to Sofia this weekend and meet Tom there. We can meet him on Saturday night at the Hotel Marmara.'

'Yeah! It's a good hotel,' Carol told me. 'Cheap, but good. What do you think, Tom?'

'Great!' I said. 'Let's do that.'

The train was very slow. We got to Belgrade at six o'clock in the evening, and a lot of people got off. There were only me and the girls in the carriage then. The guard came and looked at our tickets, and went away again.

Carol looked at Melanie. 'Hey, Mel,' she said. 'Why don't you and Tom go along to the restaurant? I'm not hungry, and I want to sleep for an hour.'

'Er... Food's very expensive on the train,' I said. 'I haven't got much money just now. I'm going to get a job in Sofia.'

'Oh Tom!' Melanie said. 'Why didn't you tell us? Look, you're a nice guy, right? We're OK for money this week. We can buy you a meal.'

'Of course we can,' Carol said. 'And look, in Sofia, we can take you to the best restaurant in town. It's a great place. We love it.'

What could I say? I was hungry. They had money, I didn't. So Melanie and I went to the restaurant and had a meal. When we came back, Carol was still alone in the carriage. Melanie put her feet on the seat and went to sleep.

At Nis some more people got on the train, and two old men came into out carriage. They looked at Melanie's feet on the seat, and talked in loud voices. Carol laughed, and Melanie opened her eyes and sat up.

'Are we nearly there?' she asked Carol, and looked out of the window.

'Yeah. About half an hour, I think.'

'Why are you getting off at Bela Planka?' I asked. 'What are you going to do there?'

Melanie smiled. 'Find a cheap hotel, meet people, take a look at the town... you know.'

'Just for a day or two,' Carol said.

'But there's nothing there!'

'Oh well, you never know,' Melanie laughed. 'See you in Sofia, right? On Saturday night.'

'The Hotel Marmara, OK? Eight o'clock,' Carol said. 'Don't forget now!'

'Ok. Great,' I said. 'See you there.'

The train came into Bela Palanka and stopped. The two girls got off and stood on the platform. They smiled at me through the window. 'Saturday. Eight o'clock,' Melanie shouted.
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'Saturday. Eight o'clock,' Melanie shouted.

'OK,' I called. They couldn't hear me because of the noise in the station. They smiled again, picked up their bags and walked away. Nice girls. I'm going to have a great time in Sofia, I thought.




The train left Yugoslavia and crossed into Bulgaria at two o'clock in the morning. Then the train stopped at some village – I don't remember the name. I ate an apple and looked out of the window.

Suddenly there were a lot of policemen on the train. Everybody in the carriage sat up and began to talk.

'What's happening?' I said in Italian to the old man next to me.

'I don't know,' he said in bad Italian. 'Perhaps they're looking for somebody. Look. The police are taking some people off the train.'

Then two policemen came into our carriage, a tall thin one and a short fat one. They looked at everybody carefully... and then they looked at me again.

'Come with us, please,' the fat policeman said in English.

'What? Me?' I said. 'Why? What's the matter?'

'And bring your bag with you,' the tall policeman said.

I began to ask a question, but policemen never like questions from young men with long hair. So I stayed quiet, picked up my bag, and went with them.

In the station building there were a lot more policemen, and some people from the train. They were all young people, I saw. Some were afraid, some were bored. The police looked in everybody's bags, and then the people went back to the train.

My two policemen took me to a table. 'Your passport, please,' the fat policeman said, 'and open your bag.'

They looked at my passport and I opened my bag. There was a young policewoman with red hair at the next table. She had a nice face, so I smiled at her and she smiled back.

'Aaah!' the tall policeman said suddenly. All my dirty shirts and clothes were out on the table. The policeman picked up my bag and turned it over. On to the table, out of my bag, fell packet after packet of US American dollars. Nice, new dollars. Fifty-dollar notes in big packets. A lot of money.

[image: alt]

Nice, new dollars. Fifty-dollar notes in big packets. A lot of money.

My mouth opened and stayed open. I couldn't find my voice. I was suddenly a very interesting person, and a lot of police ran up to our table and stood behind me.

'50,000... 100,000... 150,000... There's 200,000 dollars here,' the tall policeman said. 'What an interesting bag, Mr Tom Walsh!'

I found my voice again quickly. 'But it's not my bag!' I shouted.

There was a big, happy smile on that policeman's face. 'Well,' he said, 'it's got your name on it. Look!'

So I looked, and of course there was my name, and yes of course, it was my bag. So how did 200,000 US dollars get into my bag?

'You cannot bring US dollars into this country,' the fat policeman said. He had very short grey hair and little black eyes. He didn't smile once.

'But I didn't bring them,' I said quickly. 'They're not my dollars. I never saw them before in my life, and—'

There was a lot of noise in the station. I looked out of the window and saw my train. Slowly, it began to move.

'Hey!' I shouted. 'That's my train—'
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'Hey!' I shouted. 'That's my train —'

The tall policeman laughed. It was a great day for him. 'Oh no,' he said. 'You're not getting back on that train. You're staying here with us, in our beautiful country.' He smiled, happily.

So I never got to Sofia on Saturday. I was very unhappy about that. I wanted to have a little talk with Melanie and Carol, ask them one or two questions, you know. You're a nice guy, Tom. See you in Sofia, OK? Take you to the best restaurant in town. Yeah. Great.

And I never got down to Cyprus or North Africa that winter. Oh well, I live and learn. It's not an easy life, in prison. But it's warm in winter, and the food's not bad. And I'm meeting some interesting people. There's a man from Georgia, USSR – Boris, his name is. He comes from a place by the Black Sea. He's a great guy. When we get out of here, he and I are going down to Australia... Brisbane perhaps, or Sydney. Get a job on a ship, start a new life. Yeah, next year's going to be OK.



life n. the time when you are alive, not dead 生活

job n. work that you do for money 工作

fruit n. the part of a plant, tree, or bush that contains seeds and is often eaten as food 水果

corridor n. the long narrow place on a train with doors to the carriage 走廊

great adj. very good 非常好

yeah adv. yes 是

guy n. a man, especially a young man 〔尤指青年〕男子

meal n. food that you eat at a certain time (e.g. breakfast, dinner) 餐，饭

shout v. to say something very loudly 大声说

 clothes n. the things that people wear to cover their bodies or to keep warm 衣服

unhappy adj. not happy 不快乐

prison n. a large building where people are kept as a punishment for a crime 监狱


去南方过冬

我从不会在一个国家待很长时间，因为日子久了会让人觉得无聊。我喜欢四处走，去看看新的地方，结识不同的人。这样的生活很不错，至少多数时候是这样的。我需要钱时，就找份工作。我会做很多工作——酒店和餐厅的工作，建筑工作，采摘水果。在欧洲，一年中大部分时间都能采摘水果。当然，你需要在对的时间去到对的国家。采摘水果这种活儿并不轻松，但报酬不错。

我喜欢去南方过冬。生活在阳光下更舒服，而北欧的冬天会特别冷。去年，也就是1989年，我十月份是在威尼斯度过的。我在一家酒店里干了三周的活儿，然后开始慢慢往南走。如果可以的话，我通常会坐火车。我喜欢火车。你可以在火车上四处走动，结识很多人。

我离开威尼斯去了的里雅斯特。在那里我买到一张去保加利亚索非亚的便宜慢车车票。火车一路南行穿越南斯拉夫，要花很长时间——一天半。但这对我来说无所谓。

火车在一个星期四的早晨九点钟离开了的里雅斯特。起初车上没有多少人，但是在萨格勒布有很多人上了车。两个女孩沿着过道往前走，路过我的包厢。她们往门里看了看，但没进来。接着一个老妇人走进来，坐下后就睡着了。那两个女孩沿着过道走了回来，再次朝包厢里看了看。火车离开了萨格勒布，我向窗外望了大约十分钟，后来也睡着了。

当我再睁开眼时，那两个女孩已经在包厢里了。她们看起来很友好，于是我说：“你们好。”

“你好！”她们说道。

“你们是美国人，”我说道，“或者是加拿大人，对吧？”

“美国人。”高个子女孩说道，她笑了笑，“你23岁，你的名字是汤姆·沃尔什，你有一双蓝眼睛，你妈妈住在英国的滨海伯纳姆，对吗？”

“这些你是怎么知道的？”我问道。

另一个女孩笑了起来：“她看了你的护照。你的护照在大衣口袋里。”

“哦，是的。”我的外套就放在身边的座位上。我把护照从口袋里拿出来，放回包里。

“那么，你们是谁呢？”我问道。

她们自称梅拉妮和卡萝尔，来自美国洛杉矶。她们说她们喜欢欧洲。她们去过很多地方——英国、荷兰、丹麦、德国、法国、西班牙、意大利、南斯拉夫、保加利亚、希腊……

“我要去保加利亚，”我说，“大概待上一个月，然后去南方过冬，到塞浦路斯，也可能是北非。”

“哦，真的吗？”她们说道，“我们喜欢保加利亚，索非亚是一个美丽的城市。很棒。”

“你们靠什么挣钱？”我问道。

“这个，”卡萝尔笑了笑，“有时我们会找个小活儿，各种活儿。那你呢？”

“是呀，快来说说。”梅拉妮说道，“跟我们说说你和你妈的事——蓝眼睛的汤姆·沃尔什和住在滨海伯纳姆的妈妈。你们是怎么生活的，啊？”

于是我告诉了她们。她们是很好的女孩。比我大些，可能二十七八岁，但我喜欢她们。我们有说有笑地聊了好几个小时。我给她们讲了许多我自己的事。有些是真的，有些不是。但是她们笑了，说我是个很棒的人。我问她们保加利亚的情况，因为我对这个国家并不了解。她们说她们对索非亚很熟悉。

“喂，卡萝尔。”梅拉妮说道，“我们要在贝拉帕兰卡待上一两天，不妨这周末我们去索非亚找汤姆。我们可以周六晚上和他在马尔马拉宾馆见面。”

“是啊！那是家不错的宾馆。”卡萝尔跟我说，“便宜，但很好。你觉得怎么样，汤姆？”

“太好了！”我说，“就这么办。”

火车开得十分缓慢。我们在晚上六点钟到了贝尔格莱德，很多人在那儿下车。包厢里就只剩下了我和那两个女孩。列车长过来查票，查完又走了。

卡萝尔看着梅拉妮。“嗨，梅尔。”卡萝尔说道，“为什么你不和汤姆一起去餐车呢？我不饿，想睡一个小时。”

“哦……火车上用餐很贵的。”我说，眼下我没有太多钱。我打算去索非亚找份工作。”

“啊，汤姆！”梅拉妮说道，“你怎么不告诉我们？听我说，你是一个好人，对吗？我们这周的钱足够了，可以请你吃一顿。”

“当然可以。”卡萝尔说道，“瞧，在索非亚我们可以带你去城里最好的餐馆。那是个很不错的地方，我们很喜欢那里。”

我能说什么呢？我饿了。她们有钱，我没有。于是我和梅拉妮去餐车吃了顿饭。我们回来后，卡萝尔依然一个人在包厢里。梅拉妮把脚放到座位上，睡着了。

在尼什，又有一些人上了车，有两个老先生来到了我们的包厢。他们看了看座位上梅拉妮的脚，便大声说起话来。卡萝尔笑了，梅拉妮睁开眼睛坐了起来。

“我们快到了吗？”她问卡萝尔，然后望着窗外。

“是的。大概还有半个小时，我觉得。”

“为什么你们要在贝拉帕兰卡下车？”我问道，“你们去那里干什么？”

梅拉妮笑了笑：“找一家便宜的宾馆，接触一些人，看一看这个城市……你懂的。”

“也就一两天。”卡萝尔说道。

“可那里什么都没有。”

“好吧，也说不定。”梅拉妮笑了起来，索非亚见，好吗？周六晚上。”

“马尔马拉宾馆，行吗？八点。”卡萝尔说道，“哎，别忘了！”

“好的，太棒了。”我说，“不见不散。”

火车驶入贝拉帕兰卡停下了。那两个女孩下了车，站在月台上。她们隔窗向我微笑着。“周六，八点。”梅拉妮大声说道。

“好的。”我喊道。因为车站里太吵，她们听不到我说的话。她们再次向我微笑，拎起背包，转身走了。多好的女孩。我想我将会在索非亚度过一段愉快的时光。




火车离开南斯拉夫，在凌晨两点钟驶入保加利亚。后来火车经停了某个小镇——我没记住名字。我吃了个苹果，看着窗外。

突然火车上出现了很多警察。包厢里的所有人都坐直身子，议论起来。

“发生什么事了？”我用意大利语问身旁的老先生。

“我不知道。”他的意大利语很差，“可能他们在找人。瞧，警察把一些人带下了火车。”

接着，有两个警察走进我们的包厢，他们俩一个又高又瘦，一个又矮又胖。他们仔细看着每一个人……后来又看向我。

“请跟我们来。”胖警察用英语说道。

“什么？我？”我问，“为什么？怎么了？”

“带上你的包。”高个子警察说道。

我开始问问题，但是警察一向讨厌长头发的年轻人提出的问题。因此我保持沉默，带上我的包和他们一起下了车。

在车站大楼里有更多的警察，还有一些从火车上下来的人。我看到他们都是年轻人。有些人看起来很害怕，有些人看着很无聊。警察查看了每个人的包，之后，人们回到火车上。

“那两个警察把我带到一张桌子前。请出示你的护照。”胖警察说道，“打开你的包。”

他们查看了我的护照，我打开包。邻桌有一个红头发的年轻女警察。她长得不错，所以我冲她笑了笑，她也冲我笑了笑。

“啊！”高个子警察突然说道。我所有的脏衬衫和衣服都倒在了桌子上。警察拿起我的包，把它翻了过来。从我包里掉出了成捆的美元，落到桌子上。崭新的美元。一大堆面值五十美元的钞票。好多钱。

我张大嘴，呆住了。我说不出话来。我突然间成了一个令人关注的人物，许多警察跑到我们这一桌来，站在我身后。

“五万……十万……十五万……一共有二十万美元。”高个子警察说道，“多耐人寻味的包呀，汤姆·沃尔什先生！”

很快我回过神来。“可是这不是我的包！”我大喊道。

警察脸上挂着灿烂愉快的笑容。“哎呀，”他说，“这上边有你的名字，瞧！”

于是我看了看，上边确实有我的名字，而那个真的是我的包。可是那二十万美元是怎么跑进我包里的呢？

“你不能携带美元来这个国家。”胖警察说道。他留着灰白的短发，长着小小的黑眼睛。他一次也没笑过。

“可这不是我带的。”我赶忙说道，“这不是我的美元。我从没见过，并且……”

车站很吵。我向窗外望去，看到了我坐的那趟火车。慢慢地，车开动了。

“嘿！”我喊道，“那是我的火车——”

高个子警察笑了。对他而言，今天是很重要的一天。“啊，不。”他说道，“你回不到那趟火车上了，你得和我们待在这里，待在我们这个美丽的国家。”他开心地笑了起来。

结果我没能在周六到达索非亚，为此我非常不开心。你知道，我想跟梅拉妮和卡萝尔谈一谈，问她们一两个问题。你是一个善良的人，汤姆。索非亚见，好吗？带你去城里最好的餐馆。是呀。我真是太好了。

那年冬天我也没有去成塞浦路斯或北非。好吧，吃一堑，长一智。监狱的日子并不好过。不过那里的冬天挺暖和，饭菜也不是很难吃。而且我也结交了一些有意思的人。有个男人来自苏联的格鲁吉亚，名字叫鲍里斯。他来自黑海边的一个地方，他是一个不错的人。我们出去以后，打算南下去澳大利亚……可能去布里斯班或者悉尼。在船上找份工作，开始新的生活。是的！明年会好起来的。
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Mr Harris liked trains. He was afraid of aeroplanes, and didn't like buses. But trains – they were big and noisy and exciting. When he was a boy of ten, he liked trains. Now he was a man of fifty, and he still liked trains.

So he was a happy man on the night of the 14th of September. He was on the night train from Helsinki to Oulu in Finland, and he had ten hours in front of him.

'I've got a book and my newspaper,' he thought. 'And there's a good restaurant on the train. And then I've got two weeks' holiday with my Finnish friends in Oulu.'

There weren't many people on the train, and nobody came into Mr Harris's carriage. He was happy about that. Most people on the train slept through the night, but Mr Harris liked to look out of the window, and to read and think.

After dinner in the restaurant Mr Harris came back to his carriage, and sat in his seat next to the window. For an hour or two he watched the trees and lakes of Finland out of the window. Then it began to get dark, so he opened his book and began to read.

At midnight the train stopped at the small station of Otava. Mr Harris looked out of the window, but he saw nobody. The train moved away from the station, into the black night again. Then the door of Mr Harris's carriage opened, and two people came in. A young man and a young woman.

The young woman was angry. She closed the door and shouted at the man: 'Carl! You can't do this to me!' The young man laughed loudly and sat down.
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The young man laughed loudly and sat down.

Mr Harris was a small, quiet man. He wore quiet clothes, and he had a quiet voice. He did not like noisy people and loud voices. So he was not pleased. 'Young people are always noisy,' he thought. 'Why can't they talk quietly?'

He put his book down and closed his eyes. But he could not sleep because the two young people didn't stop talking.

The young woman sat down and said in a quieter voice: 'Carl, you're my brother and I love you, but please listen to me. You can't take my diamond necklace. Give it back to me now. Please!'

Carl smiled. 'No, Elena,' he said. 'I'm going back to Russia soon, and I'm taking your diamonds with me.' He took off his hat and put it on the seat. 'Elena, listen. You have a rich husband, but I – I have no money. I have nothing! How can I live without money? You can't give me money, so I need your diamonds, little sister.'

Mr Harris looked at the young woman. She was small, with black hair and dark eyes. Her face was white and afraid. Mr Harris began to feel sorry for Elena. She and her brother didn't look at him once. 'Can't they see me?' he thought.

'Carl,' Elena said. Her voice was very quiet now, and Mr Harris listened carefully. 'You came to dinner at our house tonight, and you went to my room and took my diamond necklace. How could you do that to me? My husband gave the diamonds to me. They were his mother's diamonds before that. He's going to be very, very angry – and I'm afraid of him.'

Her brother laughed. He put his hand in his pocket, then took it out again and opened it slowly. The diamond necklace in his hand was very beautiful. Mr Harris stared at it. For a minute or two nobody moved and it was quiet in the carriage. There was only the noise of the train, and it went quickly on through the dark cold night.
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The diamond necklace in Carl's hand was very beautiful.




Mr Harris opened his book again, but he didn't read it. He watched Carl's face, with its hungry eyes and its cold smile.

'What beautiful, beautiful diamonds!' Carl said. 'I can get a lot of money for these.'

'Give them back to me, Carl,' Elena whispered. 'My husband's going to kill me. You're my brother... Please help me. Please!'

Carl laughed again, and Mr Harris wanted to hit him. 'Go home, little sister,' Carl said. 'I'm not going to give the diamonds back to you. Go home to your angry husband.'

Suddenly there was a knife in the young woman's hand. A long, bright knife. Mr Harris watched with his mouth open. He couldn't speak or move.

'Give the diamonds back to me!' Elena cried. 'Or I'm going to kill you!' Her hand on the knife was white.

Carl laughed and laughed. 'What a sister!' he said. 'What a kind, sweet sister! No, they're my diamonds now. Put your knife away, little sister.'

But the knife in the white hand moved quickly: up, then down. There was a long, terrible cry, and Carl's body fell slowly on to the seat. The colour of the seat began to change to red, and the diamond necklace fell from Carl's hand on to the floor.
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There was a long, terrible cry, and Carl's body fell slowly on to the seat.

Elena's face was white. 'Oh no!' she whispered. 'Carl! Come back... come back! I didn't want to kill you!' But Carl didn't answer, and the red blood ran slowly over the floor. Elena put her head in her hands, and again in the carriage there was a long, terrible cry.

Mr Harris's face was white too. He opened his mouth, but he couldn't speak. He stood up, and carefully moved to the door. The young woman was quiet now. She didn't move or look up at Mr Harris.

In the corridor, Mr Harris ran. The guard was at the back of the train and Mr Harris got there in half a minute.

'Quickly!' Mr Harris said. 'Come quickly! An accident... a young woman... oh dear! Her brother is... is dead!'

The guard ran with Mr Harris back to the carriage. Mr Harris opened the door and they went inside.
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The guard ran with Mr Harris back to the carriage.

There was no dead body of a young man. There was no young woman... no blood, no knife, no diamond necklace. Only Mr Harris's bags and his hat and coat.

The guard looked at Mr Harris, and Mr Harris looked at him.

'But... ' Mr Harris began. 'But they were here! I saw them! She... the young woman... She had a knife and she... she killed her brother.'

'A knife, you say?' the guard asked.

'Yes,' Mr Harris said quickly. 'A long knife, and her brother took her diamonds, so she—'

'Ah! Diamonds!' the guard said. 'Was the young woman's name Elena?' he asked.

'Yes, it was!' Mr Harris said. 'How do you know that? Do you... Do you know her?'

'Yes – and no,' the guard said slowly. He thought for a minute, then looked at Mr Harris. 'Elena di Saronelli,' he said. 'She had dark eyes and black hair. Very beautiful. She was half-Italian, half-Finnish. He brother was a half-brother. They had the same father, but his mother was Russian, I think.'

'Was? Had?' Mr Harris stared at the guard. 'But she... Elena... she's alive! And where is she?'

'Oh no,' said the guard. 'Elena di Saronelli died about eighty years ago. After she killed her brother with a knife, she jumped off the train, and died at once. It was near here, I think.' He looked out of the window, into the night.

Mr Harris's face was very white again. 'Eighty years ago!' he whispered. 'What are you saying? Were she and her brother... But I saw them!'

'Yes, that's right,' the guard said. 'You saw them, but they're not alive. They're ghosts. They often come on the night train at this time in September. I never see them, but somebody saw them last year. A man and his wife. They were very unhappy about it. But what can I do? I can't stop Elena and Carl coming on the train.'

The guard looked at Mr Harris's white face. 'You need a drink,' he said. 'Come and have a vodka with me.'

Mr Harris didn't usually drink vodka, but he felt afraid. When he closed his eyes, he could see again Elena's long knife and could hear her terrible cry. So he went with the guard to the back of the train.




After the vodka, Mr Harris felt better. He didn't want to sleep, and the guard was happy to talk. So Mr Harris stayed with the guard and didn't go back to his carriage.

'Yes,' the guard said, 'it's a famous story. I don't remember it all. It happened a long time ago, of course. Elena's father was a famous man here in Finland. He was very rich once, but he had three or four wives and about eight children. And he liked the good things of life. So there wasn't much money for the children. Carl, the oldest son, was a bad man, people say. He wanted an easy life, and money in his hand all the time.'
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'Yes,' the guard said, 'it's a famous story.'

The train hurried on to Oulu through the black night, and the guard drank some more vodka. 'Now, Elena,' he said.'She didn't have an easy life with those three difficult men – her father, her brother, her husband. One year she visited her mother's family in Italy, and there she met her husband, di Saronelli. He was rich, but he wasn't a kind man. They came back to Finland, and Carl often visited their house. He wanted money from his sister's rich husband. Elena loved her brother, and gave him some money. But di Saronelli didn't like Carl and was angry with Elena. He stopped giving her money, and after that... well, you know the story now.'

'Yes,' Mr Harris said. 'Poor, unhappy Elena.'




Mr Harris stayed with his friends in Oulu for two weeks. They were quiet weeks, and Mr Harris had a good holiday. But he took the bus back to Helsinki. The bus was slow, and there were a lot of people on it, but Mr Harris was very happy. He didn't want to take the night train across Finland again.



 lake n. a large area of water surrounded by land 湖

necklace n. a piece of jewelry that hangs around your neck 项链

stare v. to look at something or someone for a long time without moving your eyes 盯着看

whisper v. to speak very quietly 低语

bright adj. shining strongly or with plenty of light 光亮的

sweet adj. kind, gentle, and friendly 温柔的

terrible adj. making you feel afraid or shocked 可怕的

floor n. the flat surface on which you stand indoors 地板

blood n. the red liquid in a person's body 血

 jump v. to push yourself suddenly up in the air using your legs 跳

ghost n. the spirit of a dead person, that some people believe they can see or feel 幽灵

vodka n. a strong clear alcoholic drink from Russia or Poland 伏特加酒〔俄罗斯、波兰出产的一种烈酒〕

hurry v. to do something or go somewhere more quickly than usual, especially because there is not much time 匆忙

poor adj. used to show pity for someone because they are so unlucky, unhappy etc. 可怜的


哈里斯先生和夜车

*此故事属于非现实题材小说







哈里斯先生喜欢坐火车。他害怕坐飞机，也不喜欢坐巴士。但是火车——空间又大又喧闹，很令人兴奋。他十岁时就喜欢坐火车，现在他已经五十了，依旧喜欢坐火车。

所以，在九月十四日那天晚上，他很开心。他在芬兰乘坐由赫尔辛基去奥卢的夜车，要在车上待十个小时。

“我带了一本书和报纸。”他心里想，“火车上还有个不错的餐厅。接下来我要和芬兰的朋友在奥卢度过两周的假期。”

火车上人不太多，所以没人来到哈里斯先生的包厢，他为此很高兴。多数人晚上坐火车都会在车上睡觉，而哈里斯先生喜欢看着窗外、看书和思考。

在餐厅吃完晚饭后，哈里斯先生回到自己的包厢，坐在靠窗的座位上。大概有一两个小时，他一直望着窗外芬兰的树木和湖泊。后来，天色渐暗，他打开书，读了起来。

午夜时分，火车停在了一个叫奥塔瓦的小车站。哈里斯先生往窗外看去，但一个人也没有看到。火车驶离车站，再度进入了茫茫黑夜。后来，哈里斯先生包厢的门开了，进来了两个人——一个年轻的男人和一个年轻的女人。

年轻的女人很生气。她关上门冲着那个男人嚷道：“卡尔！你不能这么对我！”年轻的男人哈哈大笑着坐了下来。

哈里斯先生是一个身材矮小、安静的人。他衣着朴素，说话声音很小。他不喜欢吵闹的人和大嗓门，因此他不太高兴。“年轻人总是很吵。”他心里想，“为什么他们说话不能小点儿声？”

他放下书，闭上眼睛。但是他睡不着，因为那两个年轻人在不停地争吵。

年轻的女人坐了下来，稍微降低了声音说：“卡尔，你是我的哥哥，我爱你，但是请听我说。你不能拿走我的钻石项链。快还给我，求你了！”

卡尔笑了。“不，埃琳娜。”他说，“我很快要回俄罗斯了，我要带上你的钻石。”他摘下帽子，放在座位上。“埃琳娜，听着。你有一个有钱的丈夫，但是我——我没钱。我什么都没有！没有钱我怎么生活？你不能给我钱，所以我需要你的钻石，小妹。”

哈里斯先生看着这个年轻的女人。她身材娇小，长着乌黑的头发和深色的眼睛。她脸色苍白，充满恐惧。哈里斯先生开始为埃琳娜感到难过。埃琳娜和她哥哥一眼也没看哈里斯先生。“他们看不见我吗？”他心想。

“卡尔。”埃琳娜说道。此刻她的声音非常平静，哈里斯先生仔细听着。“你今晚来我家吃饭，并且到我的房间拿走了我的钻石项链。你怎么能这么对我？这些钻石是我丈夫给我的。以前这些钻石都是他妈妈的。他肯定会非常非常生气——我很怕他。”

她哥哥笑了。他把手放进自己的口袋里，然后又拿了出来并慢慢摊开手掌。他手里的钻石项链特别漂亮。哈里斯先生盯着项链。足有一两分钟大家都没动，车厢里很安静。只有火车奔跑的声音，火车在漆黑寒冷的夜晚急速行驶。




哈里斯先生又打开书，但是他并没有读。他看着卡尔的脸——饥渴的眼神和冷酷的笑容。

“多漂亮的钻石！漂亮啊！”卡尔说道，“卖掉它们，我就能有很多钱。”

“还给我，卡尔。”埃琳娜低声说，“我丈夫会杀了我的。你是我的哥哥……请帮帮我。求你了！”

卡尔又笑起来，哈里斯先生真想揍他。“回家吧，妹妹。”卡尔说道，“我不会把这些钻石还给你的。回家吧！回到你愤怒的丈夫身边去吧！”

突然，年轻的女人拿出一把刀，那把刀长长的，寒光闪闪。哈里斯先生看到这一幕，吓得张大嘴。他说不出话来，也动弹不了。

“把钻石还给我！”埃琳娜哭喊着，“要不我杀了你！”她持刀的手没有血色。

卡尔大笑不已。“瞧我的妹妹！”他说，多么善良、温柔的妹妹呀！不。钻石现在是我的了。把你的刀拿开，妹妹。”

但是那只苍白的手握着的刀先是上晃，再猛地捅了上去。伴随着一声长长的可怕的叫声，卡尔的身体慢慢倒在了座位上。座椅被染成了红色，那条钻石项链也从卡尔的手里滑落到了地板上。

埃琳娜脸色惨白。“啊，不！”她低声说，“卡尔！别死……别死！我本不想杀你。”但是卡尔没有反应，红色的鲜血慢慢地流淌到地板上。埃琳娜抱着头，车厢里再次响起一声长长的可怕的叫声。

哈里斯先生也吓得脸色惨白。他张着嘴，但是说不出话来。他站起身来，小心翼翼地挪动到门口。年轻的女人此刻静了下来。她没有动，也没有抬头看哈里斯先生。

哈里斯先生在过道里奔跑着。列车长在火车尾部，哈里斯先生只用了半分钟就跑了过去。

“快！”哈里斯先生说道，“快来！出事了……一个年轻的女人……天哪！她的哥哥死……死了。”

列车长和哈里斯先生一起跑回包厢。哈里斯先生打开门，他们走了进去。

没有年轻男人的尸体，也没有年轻女人的身影……没有鲜血，没有刀子，没有钻石项链。只有哈里斯先生的包以及他的帽子和外套。

列车长和哈里斯先生面面相觑。

“可是……”哈里斯先生开口道，“可是他们刚才在这儿！我看到他们了。她……那个年轻的女人……她拿着一把刀，她……她杀死了她的哥哥。”

“你说一把刀？”列车长问道。

“是的。”哈里斯先生赶忙说，“一把长长的刀，她的哥哥拿了她的钻石，所以她……”

“啊！钻石！”列车长询问道，“年轻的女人是不是叫埃琳娜？”

“是的！”哈里斯先生说道，“你是怎么知道的？你……你认识她？”

“认识——也不算认识。”列车长缓慢地说道。他想了一会儿，然后看着哈里斯先生。“埃琳娜·迪萨罗奈利，”他说道，“她很漂亮——深色的眼睛和黑色的头发。她有一半意大利血统，一半芬兰血统。她曾有个同父异母的哥哥。他们有同一个爸爸，但是我觉得她哥哥的妈妈是俄罗斯人。”

“过去？曾经？”哈里斯先生盯着列车长，“可是她……埃琳娜……她还活着！她在哪里？”

“啊，不！”列车长说道，“埃琳娜·迪萨罗奈利大约在八十年前死了。她用刀杀死哥哥之后，就跳下火车，当场死亡。我想就在这附近。”他看着窗外的茫茫黑夜。

哈里斯先生的脸再次变得惨白。“八十年前。”他嘀咕着，“你在说什么？难道她和她哥哥……但是我看到他们了！”

“是的，没错。”列车长说道，“你看到了他们，但是他们不是大活人，他们是鬼魂。他们经常在九月的这个时候到夜车上来。我从来没看见过他们，不过去年有人见过。一个男人和他的妻子，他们因此非常不满。但是我能做什么呢？我阻止不了埃琳娜和她哥哥上火车。”

列车长看着哈里斯先生惨白的脸。“你得喝杯酒，”他说道，“来跟我一起喝杯伏特加。”

哈里斯先生不常喝伏特加，但是他感到害怕。闭上眼睛的时候，他又能看到埃琳娜的长刀，能听到她可怕的叫声。于是，他跟随列车长一起返回火车的车尾。




喝完伏特加后，哈里斯先生感觉好了些。他不想睡觉，而列车长又很愿意和他聊天。所以哈里斯先生和列车长待在一起，没有回到他的包厢。

“是的，”列车长说道，“这是个很有名的故事，我都记不太全了。当然这故事发生在很久以前了。埃琳娜的爸爸在芬兰这儿是个名人。他曾经很富有，但是他有三四个老婆，大概八个孩子。而且他喜欢享受生活，所以没有多少钱给孩子们。大家都说卡尔这个大儿子是个混球儿，他贪图安逸，总希望手里有花不完的钱。”

火车在黑夜中急匆匆地开向奥卢，列车长又喝了点儿伏特加。“至于埃琳娜，”他说，“她没过过好日子，因为那三个难相处的男人——爸爸、哥哥和丈夫。有一年她去意大利探望娘家的人，在那里结识了她的丈夫——迪萨罗奈利。他人很富有，但没有一点儿同情心。他们回到芬兰，卡尔经常去他们家。他想从富有的妹夫那里要些钱。埃琳娜很爱她的哥哥，所以给了他一些钱。但是迪萨罗奈利不喜欢卡尔，他很生埃琳娜的气。他不再给埃琳娜钱，之后……哦，你现在知道故事的结局了。”

“是的。”哈里斯先生说道，“可怜又不幸的埃琳娜。”




哈里斯先生和他的朋友在奥卢待了两周。那是平静的两周，哈里斯先生假期过得很愉快。不过他选择坐巴士回赫尔辛基。巴士很慢，人又多，不过哈里斯先生很开心。他再也不想在芬兰坐夜班火车了。


ACTIVITIES

Before Reading




1 What is a one-way ticket? Do you know, or can you guess?

1) It's for a journey from A to B and B to A.

2) It's for a journey from A to B.

3) It's for a journey from A to B, B to C, and C to A.

2 Read the story introduction, and the back cover. What do you know or what can you guess about these stories? Tick one box for each sentence.

The Girl with Green Eyes

1) The beautiful young wife is the girl with green eyes.

YES □／NO □

2) She is going on holiday in Finland.

YES □／NO □

3) She loses something important on the train.

YES □／NO □

4) She gets angry with her new husband.

YES □／NO □

5) Her husband has an accident on the train.

YES □／NO □




South for the Winter

6) Tom Walsh is looking for work.

YES □／NO □

7) He is in a hurry.

YES □／NO □

8) He makes some new friends on the train.

YES □／NO □

9) Something bad happens to him.

YES □／NO □

10) He learns something about life.

YES □／NO □




Mr Harris and the Night Train

11) Mr Harris is a middle-aged man.

YES □／NO □

12) He is going to visit his mother.

YES □／NO □

13) He wants to meet people and talk to them on his journey.

YES □／NO □

14) He sleeps all through the night.

YES □／NO □

15) He sees something terrible on the train.

YES □／NO □

3 What is going to happen in these stories? Can you guess? Tick one box for each sentence.

Story 1: The Girl with Green Eyes

Story 2: South for the Winter

Story 3: Mr Harris and the Night Train


  
    	
    	1
    	2
    	3
  

  
    	1) Someone dies.
    	□
    	□
    	□
  

  
    	2) Someone falls in love.
    	□
    	□
    	□
  

  
    	3) Someone goes to prison.
    	□
    	□
    	□
  

  
    	4) Someone gets a lot of money.
    	□
    	□
    	□
  

  
    	5) Someone loses something.
    	□
    	□
    	□
  

  
    	6) Someone jumps off the train.
    	□
    	□
    	□
  




ACTIVITIES

While Reading




1 Read The Girl with Green Eyes. Who did what in this story? How many true sentences can you make?
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2 Here are some untrue sentences about the story. Change them into true sentences.

1) The man in the brown hat was an interesting man.

2) The tall dark man read the back page of Julie's newspaper.

3) Nobody got on the train at Plymouth.

4) Julie said goodbye to Bill when she got off the train.

5) Bill was very happy when Julie left.

6) The man in the brown hat wanted Bill to remember Julie.

3 Read South for the Winter. Then put these sentences into the right order, to make a short paragraph.

1) They took all his clothes out of the bag,

2) and so he went to the prison.

3) Tom didn't know anything about this money,

4) two policemen came into Tom's carriage.

5) but the dollars were in his bag,

6) A lot of US dollars fell out on to the table.

7) They told Tom to go with them into the station building.

8) and then picked it up and turned it over.

9) When the train stopped at a village,

10) and to bring his bag with him.

4 Read Mr Harris and the Night Train. Choose the best question-word for these questions, and then answer them.

Who / What / Why

1)... did Mr Harris do after dinner?

2)... came into Mr Harris's carriage after Otava?

3)... did Carl want Elena's diamond necklace?

4)... gave the diamonds to Elena?

5)... did Carl do when Elena took out a knife?

6)... was in the carriage when Mr Harris came back?

7)... never saw the ghost of Carl and Elena?

8)... did Mr Harris take the bus back to Helsinki?


ACTIVITIES

After Reading




1 Complete this crossword with words from the stories.

ACROSS

2) Elena di Saronelli was one of these. (5)

4) Bill's stories were not interesting; they were______. (6)

8) When you wait for a train, you stand on this. (8)

9) A 'room' on a train. (8)

10) You sit on this on a train. (4)

11) Tom went to this place for the winter. (6)

12) Julie was______with Bill. (5)

DOWN

1) You walk along this on a train. (8)

3) A train stops at this. (7)

5) This man works on a train. (5)

6) Elena killed Carl with this. (5)

7) Julie and the tall dark man talked with these. (4)
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2 In The Girl with Green Eyes, Julie and the tall dark man did not talk, but here is a 'conversation' between their eyes, in the wrong order. Write it out in the correct order and put in the speakers' names. The tall dark man speaks first (number 7).

1)______'Of course you can. Bill is more interested in his stories than in his beautiful wife. And you are beautiful, Julie. You have the most wonderful eyes.'

2)______'I can't do that! What about Bill?'

3)______'No buts. Come with me to Italy. You can be happy with me. Don't you want to be happy?'

4)______'How wonderful! I'd love to go to Italy. But I'm going to St Austell.'

5)______'Say nothing. That's the best way. Just get off the train at Plymouth after me.'

6)______'Yes, that's true. I am bored. But he's my husband, and I can't just leave him... can I?'

7)______'Do you see my book about Italy? I'm going to visit these four famous cities.'

8)______'All right. Wait for me on the platform!'

9)______'Well, what about him? You don't like him. You're bored with him.'

10)______'OK, I have wonderful eyes, but...'

11)______'St Austell's a boring town. Come with me to Italy.'

12)______'Yes. Yes, I do. But what do I say to Bill?'

3 Tom (in South for the Winter) writes a letter home to his mother, but he gets a lot of things wrong. Find his mistakes and correct them. And he forgets to say one important thing. What is it?

Dear Mum

I left Italy last autumn and came north by bus. I'm staying here in Cyprus for the summer. I've got a job in a hotel, and I've got lots of money. So life is easy. Next year, I'm going to America with an old friend – his name's Ivan.

We're going to start a new life in Los Angeles. Hope you're well. Give my love to Burnham-on-Sea!

Love from Tom

4 When Mr Harris arrived in Oulu, his friend met him at the station. Complete their conversation with these words. (Use one word for each gap.)

blood, bus, but, diamond, happened, journey, killed, knows, man, nothing, right, sister's, sleep, terrible, there, train, true, why




FRIEND: Mr Harris, how nice to see you! Did you have a good______?

MR HARRIS: Well, not very good. I didn't______all night.

FRIEND: Oh, that's bad. But______couldn't you sleep?

MR HARRIS: Because______were two ghosts in my carriage.

FRIEND: Ghosts? How exciting! What______?

MR HARRIS: It was a young______and his sister. He had a necklace, but it was his______necklace and she wanted it back. And in the end she______her brother with a knife. It was______! There was______everywhere – I saw it! I ran to get the guard, ______when we came back, there was______there.

FRIEND: Ah, wait a minute. It was Elena di Saronelli and her brother Carl, yes?

MR HARRIS: That's______, but how did you know?

FRIEND: Oh, everyone in Finland______that story.

MR HARRIS: But is it______?

FRIEND: Of course it is. You saw their ghosts, didn't you? Well, well, how exciting! And when you take the______back to Helsinki...

MR HARRIS: Oh no, I'm going back to Helsinki by______. No more ghosts for me, thank you!

5 What do you think about ghosts? Do you agree (A) or disagree(D) with these sentences?

1) There are ghosts.

2) There aren't ghosts.

3) Some people can see ghosts, but other people can't see them.

4)  Perhaps there are ghosts, and perhaps there aren't; we just don't know.

6 Here is a new illustration for one of the stories. Find the best place for it, and answer these questions.

The picture goes in the story ______.

1) Who is the girl in the picture?

2) What is she doing, and why is she doing it?

3) Where are the other two people in this story?




Now write a caption for the illustration.
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Caption: ________________________________________________

7 What did you think about the people in these stories? Were the men nicer people than the women? Did you feel sorry for anybody? Choose some names, and complete some of these sentences.

 Julie / Bill / the tall dark man / the man in the brown hat

 Tom / Melanie / Carol

 Mr Harris / Elena / Carl




1) I feel sorry for______because______.

2) I think______was a nice person but______.

3)______was right to______.

4)______was wrong to______.

5) I think______did a very bad thing.

6)______did the worst thing.

8 Here are some new titles for the three stories. Which titles go with which stories? Some are better titles than others. Can you say why?


  
    	Saturday Night in Sofia
    	Love Before Plymouth
  

  
    	A Man Called Bill
    	Happy Days in Finland
  

  
    	Murder in the Night
    	Green Eyes, Brown Eyes
  

  
    	A Loving Sister
    	Don't Talk to Strangers
  

  
    	A Holiday in St Austell
    	The Ghost Train
  

  
    	The American Girls
    	An Easy Winter
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SHERLOCK HOLMES AND THE RED-HEADED LEAGUE




It is the end of the nineteenth century, and Sherlock Holmes, the world-famous detective, lives at 221B Baker Street in London. The great capital is a rainy, foggy city, where the police often have difficulty in catching criminals. Luckily, Holmes is there to help them, but only if a case is interesting enough.




Holmes is extremely intelligent, and intelligent people are often impatient with their friends. 'Think, Watson!' he says sharply to the good doctor, who is not as clever or as quick as he is. But he sometimes needs Dr Watson's help, and is grateful for it, especially in a dangerous situation.
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The Red-Headed League

INTRODUCTION

A strange advertisement in a newspaper is the beginning of an even stranger adventure for Sherlock Holmes and Dr Watson.

CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY

Sherlock Holmes, the famous detective

Doctor Watson, his friend and assistant

Jabez Wilson, a red-haired shopkeeper

Vincent Spaulding, Mr Wilson's assistant

Duncan Ross, a man with red hair

Mr Jones, a detective from Scotland Yard

Mr Merryweather, a bank manager

(Jabez Wilson and Duncan Ross both have red hair)

PERFORMANCE NOTES

Scene 1: Inside Wilson's shop, a room with a table and two chairs.

Scene 2: An office, with a table and two chairs.

Scene 3: Sherlock Holmes's room, with two chairs.

Scene 4: Outside the shop in Saxe-Coburg Square.

Scene 5: Sherlock Holmes's room.

Scene 6: The strong-room at the bank, with boxes in it.

Scene 7: Sherlock Holmes's room.




You will need a pipe, a newspaper, a walking stick, coats, hats, pens, paper, a large book, a light to carry, and two guns.




SCENE 1



An interesting advertisement

The inside of Wilson's shop. It's a little shop, with a lot of clocks, pictures, watches, etc. Wilson is writing at a table. Vincent Spaulding is looking at The Morning Chronicle newspaper.




SPAULDING

This is interesting.

WILSON

What is?

SPAULDING

This advertisement. It is interesting for you, Mr Wilson, because you have red hair.

WILSON

(Look at Spaulding) Go on.

SPAULDING

The Red-Headed League want to find someone new. Do you know about them? Listen. (Reading from newspaper) 'To all red-headed men, twenty-one years old or more – the Red-Headed League can now take a new man. We pay four pounds a week to do easy work. Come to the League offices at 7, Pope's Court, Fleet Street, London on Monday at 11 o'clock.' (To Wilson) You can get two hundred pounds a year!

[image: alt]

'Do you know about them?'

WILSON

Really? Tell me more about it.

SPAULDING

A rich American with red hair began the League. When he died, he gave a lot of his money to the Red-Headed League, to give easy work to men with red hair. It's very good wages for only a little work. Why don't you go along to Pope's Court?

WILSON

But millions of red-headed men will go, and—

SPAULDING

Not millions. You need to live in London.

WILSON

I don't know...

SPAULDING

And you must have very red hair. You have very red hair, Mr Wilson.

WILSON

Monday... eleven o'clock...?

SPAULDING

It's Monday today. And it's nearly eleven o'clock! Come on!




SCENE 2



Some easy work for Wilson

The office at Pope's Court – a room with only a table and two chairs. Duncan Ross, a man with very red hair, is sitting behind the table. We can hear the noise of a lot of people out in the street.




ROSS

Next!

The door opens and Spaulding and Wilson come in. Ross looks at Wilson and gets excited.

SPAULDING

This is Mr Jabez Wilson, and he wants to be in the League. (Ross gets up and walks past the table to meet them.)

ROSS

And he has a good head of hair. I can't remember when I saw a better head! (He suddenly puts out a hand and pulls Wilson's hair.)

WILSON

Aaghh! Stop it!

ROSS

I'm sorry, but we must be careful. Of course it is your hair. I can see that now. Please sit down.

Ross sits in the chair behind the table again.

Wilson sits in the other chair. Spaulding stands behind him.

ROSS

My name is Duncan Ross. Have you got a wife, Mr Wilson? And children?

WILSON

No, I have no wife and no family.

ROSS

Oh dear! Some of the men in our League have lots of red-headed children. We like that.

WILSON

I'm sorry, but I—

ROSS

It's all right. You have that wonderful head of hair. When can you begin work here?

WILSON

It's not easy. I have a shop, and—

SPAULDING

I can stay in the shop, Mr Wilson.

WILSON

What hours must I work?

ROSS

Ten o'clock to two o'clock.

WILSON

And the wage?

ROSS

Four pounds a week.

WILSON

What must I do?

ROSS

You must work here, in the office, all the time. That is very important. You cannot go out between the hours of ten o'clock and two o'clock.

WILSON

And the work?

[image: alt]

Ross suddenly pulls Wilson's hair.

ROSS

You must copy from this large book, and you must bring paper and a pen. Can you begin tomorrow?

WILSON

Yes, I can.

ROSS

(Smiling) Then goodbye, Mr Jabez Wilson.

Wilson and Spaulding leave the office.




SCENE 3



Wilson tells his story

Sherlock Holmes's room. Holmes and Wilson are sitting in chairs. Holmes is smoking his pipe. Wilson has The Morning Chronicle in his hands.




HOLMES

Most interesting, Mr Wilson. Most interesting.

The door opens and Watson comes in.

WATSON

Holmes, I'm sorry! I didn't know—

HOLMES

Come in, my dear Watson! This is Mr Jabez Wilson. He is telling me a very strange story. (To Wilson) This is Doctor Watson. He's a good friend. Give him the advertisement to read.

Wilson gives the newspaper to Watson.

HOLMES

He does a lot of writing, Watson. Do you see?

WILSON

Oh! How did you know that, Mr Holmes?

HOLMES

The right arm of your coat is different from the left. Your arm is on the table when you write.

WILSON

(Laughing) Yes, that's right!

WATSON

(Finishes reading and looks at Holmes.) It's very strange, Holmes.

HOLMES

(Looking excited) It is strange, isn't it? Do you see the day and month of the newspaper?

WATSON

It's the Morning Chronicle of 27th April, 1890. Two months ago.

HOLMES

Now, Mr Wilson, tell us about your shop.

WILSON

It's in Saxe-Coburg Square, Mr Homes. It's a little shop, and it doesn't make much money.

HOLMES

Does somebody help you in the shop?

WILSON

Yes, a young man. Well, he's not very young, but he works for half-wages.

HOLMES

Does he! What's his name?

WILSON

Vincent Spaulding. He's very good at his work. He likes to take photographs when he's not working. And he makes the pictures in my dark cellar. But he works well when he's in the shop.

HOLMES

How did you first see the newspaper advertisement? Tell us that.

WILSON

Spaulding saw it, eight weeks ago, and we went to Pope's Court and saw Mr Duncan Ross. I told you about the visit a few minutes ago...
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'Most interesting, Mr Wilson.'
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'He makes the pictures in my dark cellar.'

HOLMES

Yes, yes. And I can tell Watson about it later. What happened next?

WILSON

Well, I was very pleased, Mr Holmes. I went home feeling very happy. But that evening I began to think again. 'Copying from a book is strange work for a man to do,' I thought.

WATSON

Very strange, yes.

WILSON

But the next morning I went to Pope's Court with my pen and some paper. Mr Ross was there, but he soon went away, and I began my work.

HOLMES

Well?

WILSON

I went in every morning at ten o'clock, and went home at two. And on Saturday, Ross was in the office again, and gave me my four pounds.

HOLMES

How long did you work there?

WILSON

Eight weeks. But today I went to the office at ten o'clock, and the door was locked. (He takes a paper from his coat and gives it to Holmes.) This was on the door.

HOLMES

(Reading) 'The Red-Headed League is finished. June 23rd, 1890.' Then what did you do?

WILSON

I went to the office in the next building, and I asked the man, 'What happened to the Red-Headed League?' 'Who are they?' he asked. 'Who is the man at number 7?' I asked. 'The man with the red hair?' he said. 'His name is William Morris. He moved out yesterday. He has new offices at 17 King Edward Street.' Well, I went to King Edward Street, Mr Holmes.
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HOLMES

You did not find a Mr William Morris or a Mr Duncan Ross. Am I right?

WILSON

You are!

HOLMES

What did you do then?

WILSON

I went home to Saxe-Coburg Square.

HOLMES

What does Spaulding say about all this?

WILSON

He says, 'Wait for a letter. You're going to hear something.'

HOLMES

What do you think?

WILSON

I need your help, I think.

HOLMES

You are right, Mr Wilson. I am happy to help you. But first I want to ask you one or two questions. Mr Spaulding was the first to see the advertisement. Yes?

WILSON

Yes.

HOLMES

When did he begin to work for you?

WILSON

About three months ago.

HOLMES

How did he come?

WILSON

He answered an advertisement in the newspaper.

HOLMES

Was he the only man to answer it?

WILSON

No, twelve people answered it.

HOLMES

Why did you take him?

WILSON

Because he was cheap.

HOLMES

He is happy to work for half the usual wages.

WILSON

Yes.

HOLMES

Tell me about him, this Vincent Spaulding.

WILSON

He's small, and a good, quick worker. He's about thirty years old, I think.

HOLMES

Where is he now?

WILSON

He's at the shop.

HOLMES

That is all, Mr Wilson. Today is Saturday. I am going to have an answer for you before Monday.

WILSON

Thank you, Mr Holmes.

Watson goes out with Wilson. Holmes walks up and down, thinking. A minute later, Watson comes back.

HOLMES

We must work quickly, Watson. Put on your hat. We're going to Saxe-Coburg Square.




SCENE 4



Holmes meets Spaulding

Outside the shop in Saxe-Coburg Square. Holmes is walking up and down. Now and then he hits the ground outside the shop with his walking stick. Then he hits the door of the shop. Spaulding opens the shop door and looks out. The legs of his trousers are dirty.




SPAULDING

Can I help you?

HOLMES

Yes. How can I get to the Strand?

SPAULDING

Third on the right, and fourth on the left.

He gets back into the shop and closes the door.

HOLMES

He's a clever young man, Watson.

WATSON

He is? Why did you ask about the Strand? You know London very well! You wanted to see him.
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Holmes hits the ground outside the shop with his walking stick.

HOLMES

Not him. His trousers.

WATSON

His trousers? I don't understand. And why did you hit the ground with your stick?

HOLMES

My dear Doctor, this is not the time for talking. I must go and look at the roads behind Saxe-Coburg Square. Are you going to your work?

WATSON

Yes, I must go to the hospital.

HOLMES

I have things to do too. But I want your help tonight. Come at 10 o'clock. And Watson—

WATSON

Yes, Holmes?

HOLMES

Bring your gun.




SCENE 5



To catch a thief

Sherlock Holmes's room. Holmes, Jones and Merryweather are talking quietly. Watson comes in.




HOLMES

Watson, you know Mr Jones of Scotland Yard. And this is Mr Merryweather. They're coming with us tonight.

JONES

Hello, Doctor. We meet again. I'm here because I want to catch John Clay. He's a killer and a thief, one of the worst men in London. It isn't going to be easy to catch him, because he's very clever.
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'He's a killer and a thief.'

HOLMES

It's after ten o'clock. We must go.

They all leave the room.




SCENE 6



Watching and waiting

Inside the bank strong-room. There are boxes on the floor. It is dark. The door opens and Holmes comes in, carrying a light. Watson, Jones and Merryweather come after him. Holmes looks carefully at the floor. Merryweather sits on a box and hits the floor with his foot.




MERRYWEATHER

How do you know—?

HOLMES

Please, no noise! Perhaps they can hear us!

JONES

How long before—?

HOLMES

An hour. They are going to wait for Mr Wilson to go to bed, then work quickly, I think. (To Watson) We're in the strong-room of the First Bank. Did you know that? Mr Merryweather works for the bank. Tell Watson, Mr Merryweather. What do the thieves want?

MERRYWEATHER

Our gold. It's in all these boxes. Lots and lots of it!

WATSON

Gold!

HOLMES

We must wait in the dark. Get behind the boxes, everyone. Things are going to happen in the next hour, I think. When I hear or see anything strange, I'm going to come out quickly with a light, and then you must help me. Be ready with your gun, Watson. Is everything ready upstairs, Mr Jones?

JONES

My men are waiting at the front door of the bank, Holmes. They can't get out there.

HOLMES

Good. Now we must be quiet and wait.

He puts out the light. The strong-room is dark, but we can see the men waiting behind the boxes. Nothing happens. Watson looks at his watch.

WATSON

(Quietly) It's 11.15, Holmes. When—?

HOLMES

Sahh!

They are all quiet for nearly a minute. Then we see a light coming through the floor. Suddenly the ground opens. First a hand with a gun comes out, and then Spaulding puts his other hand out. We watch him and Ross come out.

SPAULDING

(To Ross) Now, have you got—?

With his light, Holmes comes out from behind his box, and catches Spaulding.

SPAULDING

What—!

Ross quickly gets back into the tunnel. Jones wants to stop him, but he cannot. Holmes hits Spaulding's arm. Now the gun is on the ground.

HOLMES

You can't get away, John Clay!

SPAULDING

No. But my friend—

HOLMES

There are three men waiting for him at the front door of the bank.

SPAULDING

You think of everything, Mr Holmes. You're very clever.
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Holmes comes out from behind his box...

HOLMES

Your Red-Headed League was clever, too. But I am pleased to catch the famous John Clay!




SCENE 7



Holmes and Watson

Sherlock Holmes's room. Holmes and Watson are sitting in chairs. Holmes is smoking his pipe.




HOLMES

They needed the Red-Headed League to get Mr Wilson out of his shop. Do you understand that?

WATSON

Yes. I think – er – yes.

HOLMES

They wanted Wilson away from the shop for some hours every day. But how could they do it? Then Clay saw the colour of Ross's hair – and thought of a 'Red-Headed League'! When Wilson answered their newspaper advertisement, he went to work in their office every day. Then they had time to make their tunnel. Very clever!

WATSON

So Spaulding is John Clay, the famous thief. When did you first know that?

HOLMES

Spaulding was happy to work for half-wages. 'Why?' I thought. Spaulding often went down to the cellar. 'What's he doing down there?' I thought. Suddenly, I thought about tunnels! 'Is Spaulding making a tunnel?' I thought. 'To another building?' Watson, you saw me hitting the ground with my stick, outside the shop.
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... and catches Spaulding.

WATSON

Yes... now I understand. Was the cellar in front of the shop? You wanted to know that.

HOLMES

Yes, I did. And it wasn't. The cellar was behind the shop. Then I saw the man 'Spaulding'. Did you see his trousers?

WATSON

Er – yes, I saw them.

HOLMES

They were dirty, Watson! Why? Because making a tunnel is dirty work!

WATSON

Very clever, Holmes!

HOLMES

Then I went into the next street, at the back of the shop. And what did I see? The First Bank!

WATSON

The bank, yes! Of course.

HOLMES

'Why is that young man making a tunnel?' I thought. 'To get into the bank strong-room!'

WATSON

But why tonight? How did you know—?

HOLMES

Because they closed the offices of the Red-Headed League. 'The tunnel must be ready,' I thought. And Saturday is a good day. The bank does not open on Sunday. Two days for the thieves to get away.

WATSON

(Laughing) But they didn't get away, Holmes. You're very clever.

HOLMES

(Not laughing) That's very true, Watson.



advertisement n. a notice in a newspaper to tell you about something(e. g. a job) 广告

wages n. the money someone pays you for doing a job 工资，工钱

copy v. write or draw something to look like another thing 抄写

strange adj. surprising or not usual 奇怪的

lock v. (locked adj.) close something with a key 锁上

thief n. (thieves plural) someone who steals things from another person or place 小偷

strong-room n. an underground room in a bank where money and gold are kept safely 保险库

tunnel n. an underground way from one place to another 地道


红发会

内容简介

报上刊载的一则奇怪的广告，引发了福尔摩斯和华生医生一场比广告更为奇异的冒险。

剧中人物

歇洛克·福尔摩斯——知名侦探

华生医生——福尔摩斯的朋友兼助手

杰贝兹·威尔逊——一位红头发的店铺老板

文森特·斯波尔丁——威尔逊先生的店员

邓肯·罗斯——红发男子

琼斯先生——苏格兰场的探员

梅里韦瑟先生——银行经理

（杰贝兹·威尔逊和邓肯·罗斯都满头红发）

表演须知

第一场：威尔逊先生的店铺，房间里有一张桌子和两把椅子。

第二场：一间办公室，摆有一张桌子和两把椅子。

第三场：歇洛克·福尔摩斯的房间，摆有两把椅子。

第四场：萨克森-科堡广场的店铺外。

第五场：歇洛克·福尔摩斯的房间。

第六场：银行的保险库，里面有一些箱子。

第七场：歇洛克·福尔摩斯的房间。




需要的道具：一个烟斗、一份报纸、一根手杖、几件大衣、几顶礼帽、几支笔、纸、一本厚书、一盏提灯和两把手枪。




第一场



一则有趣的广告

威尔逊的店铺里。这是家小店铺，摆着钟表、绘画和手表之类的东西。威尔逊正坐在桌前写东西。文森特·斯波尔丁在看《纪事晨报》。




斯波尔丁：

这个有点儿意思。

威尔逊：

是什么？

斯波尔丁：

这则广告。威尔逊先生您应该会对广告感兴趣，因为您长着红头发。

威尔逊：

（看着斯波尔丁）说下去。

斯波尔丁：

红发会在征寻新会员。你听说过这家协会吗？听着啊。（念报纸）“致所有年满二十一岁的红发男性——红发会目前欲征觅新会员一人。周薪四镑，工作轻松。有意者请于周一上午十一点前往伦敦舰队街波普斯巷7号红发会办公室应征。”（对威尔逊说）你一年可以挣二百镑呢！

威尔逊：

真的吗？给我讲讲这家协会的事。

斯波尔丁：

美国一个红头发阔佬创建了这个协会。他去世时留了很多钱给红发会，用于向红头发的男人提供轻松的工作。给的钱很多，要做的事却很少。你干吗不去波普斯巷试试呢？

威尔逊：

可是肯定得有几百万红头发的男人去吧，而且——

斯波尔丁：

没有几百万那么多。应征者得住在伦敦。

威尔逊：

很难说……

斯波尔丁：

而且头发必须非常红才行。您的头发就非常红啊，威尔逊先生。

威尔逊：

星期一……十一点……？

斯波尔丁：

今天就是星期一啊，而且快到十一点了！走吧！




第二场



威尔逊的好差事

位于波普斯巷的办公室——房间里只摆着一张桌子和两把椅子。邓肯·罗斯，一位头发鲜红的男子，坐在桌子后面。观众可以听到外面街上人声鼎沸。




罗斯：

下一个！

门开了，斯波尔丁和威尔逊走了进来。罗斯看了威尔逊一眼，一下子兴奋起来。

斯波尔丁：

这位是杰贝兹·威尔逊先生，他想加入贵协会。（罗斯站起来，走过桌子迎接他们。）

罗斯：

他的头发可真不错。我还真没见过这么漂亮的红头发呢！（他突然伸出一只手揪住了威尔逊的头发。）

威尔逊：

啊——！住手！

罗斯：

很抱歉，但是我们必须得谨慎从事。这确实是您自己的头发，我现在可以确定了。请坐。

罗斯重新坐回桌子后面。

威尔逊坐在另一把椅子上，斯波尔丁站在他身后。

罗斯：

我叫邓肯·罗斯。你结婚了吗，威尔逊先生？有孩子吗？

威尔逊：

没有，我没有娶妻成家。

罗斯：

天哪！我们协会里有些人生了一大堆红头发的孩子。我们喜欢这样。

威尔逊：

很抱歉，可我——

罗斯：

没关系。你有一头漂亮的头发。你什么时候可以来这儿上班？

威尔逊：

这可不太好办。我自己有家店，而且——

斯波尔丁：

我可以留在店里照应，威尔逊先生。

威尔逊：

我的上班时间是怎样的呢？

罗斯：

早上十点到下午两点。

威尔逊：

薪酬呢？

罗斯：

一周四镑。

威尔逊：

做些什么呢？

罗斯：

你必须来这里上班，一直待在办公室里。这很重要。上午十点到下午两点之间你不可以溜号儿。

威尔逊：

工作内容呢？

罗斯：

你要照着这本厚厚的书抄写，还要自己带纸和笔来。你明天能开始上班吗？

威尔逊：

是的，可以。

罗斯：

（微笑着）那么再见吧，杰贝兹·威尔逊先生。

威尔逊和斯波尔丁离开了办公室。




第三场



威尔逊自述

歇洛克·福尔摩斯的房间。福尔摩斯和威尔逊坐在椅子上。福尔摩斯抽着烟斗，威尔逊手上拿着《纪事晨报》。




福尔摩斯：

非常有意思，威尔逊先生。非常有意思。

门开了，华生走了进来。

华生：

福尔摩斯，不好意思！我不知道——

福尔摩斯：

进来吧，亲爱的华生！这位是杰贝兹·威尔逊先生。他正跟我讲一个奇特的故事。（对威尔逊）这位是华生医生，我的好朋友。把那则广告给他看看。

威尔逊把报纸递给了华生。

福尔摩斯：

他做了不少抄写的工作，华生。你看出来了吗？

威尔逊：

啊！您怎么知道的，福尔摩斯先生？

福尔摩斯：

你大衣右边的袖子跟左边的不一样。你写字的时候胳膊是放在桌子上的呀。

威尔逊：

（大笑）是啊，正是这样！

华生：

（读完报纸，看着福尔摩斯）这非常奇怪啊，福尔摩斯。

福尔摩斯：

（看起来很兴奋）确实奇怪，是吧？你留意报纸的日期了吗？

华生：

这是1890年4月27日的《纪事晨报》。两个月以前的。

福尔摩斯：

那么，威尔逊先生，给我们讲讲你店里的情况吧。

威尔逊：

我的店在萨克森-科堡广场，福尔摩斯先生。店不大，也不怎么挣钱。

福尔摩斯：

店里有什么帮手吗？

威尔逊：

有，是一个小伙子。噢，他其实也不太年轻了，不过他只要一半的薪水。

福尔摩斯：

是吗！他叫什么名字？

威尔逊：

文森特·斯波尔丁。他活儿干得不错。不干活儿的时候他喜欢拍照片。他在我那黑咕隆咚的地窖里冲洗照片。不过，他在店里上班的时候表现都很好。

福尔摩斯：

你最先是怎么看到报上的广告的？跟我们说说。

威尔逊：

是斯波尔丁看到的，就在八个星期之前，后来我们就去波普斯巷见了邓肯·罗斯先生。刚才我跟您讲了见面的情况……

福尔摩斯：

是的，是的，我稍后告诉华生。后来又发生了什么？

威尔逊：

哦，我当时非常开心，福尔摩斯先生。我满心欢喜地回了家。可是那天晚上我回头重新琢磨了这件事。“对一个男人来说，抄书实在是一份古怪的工作。”我心想。

华生：

确实非常奇怪，没错。

威尔逊：

但是第二天我还是带着纸笔去了波普斯巷。罗斯先生在那儿，但他不久就离开了，我便开始干我的活儿。

福尔摩斯：

后来呢？

威尔逊：

我每天早上十点去，下午两点回家。到了周六，罗斯又回到办公室来，付给我四英镑。

福尔摩斯：

你在那里工作了多久？

威尔逊：

八个星期。但是今天上午十点我去办公室的时候，门上了锁。（他从大衣里掏出一张纸递给福尔摩斯。）这个贴在门上。

福尔摩斯：

（念）“红发会业已解散。1890年6月23日。”后来你做了什么呢？

威尔逊：

我去了隔壁大楼的办公室，问那里的人：“红发会出了什么事？”“谁是红发会？”“7号房间的那个人是谁？”我问。“那个红头发的男人吗？”他说，“他叫威廉·莫里斯，昨天搬走了。他在爱德华国王大街17号有新的办公室了。”于是，我就去了爱德华国王大街，福尔摩斯先生。

福尔摩斯：

你既没有找到威廉·莫里斯先生，也没有找到邓肯·罗斯先生。我说得对吗？

威尔逊：

说得没错！

福尔摩斯：

后来你又做了什么呢？

威尔逊：

我回到萨克森-科堡广场的家。

福尔摩斯：

斯波尔丁怎么评价这事？

威尔逊：

他说：“等等看有没有信来。您会听到消息的。”

福尔摩斯：

你怎么想呢？

威尔逊：

我觉得我需要您帮帮我。

福尔摩斯：

说得对，威尔逊先生。我很乐意帮你。但是我得先问你一两个问题。是斯波尔丁最先看到广告的，对吧？

威尔逊：

对。

福尔摩斯：

他是什么时候开始为你工作的呢？

威尔逊：

大概三个月前。

福尔摩斯：

他是怎么来的？

威尔逊：

他是看到我在报纸上登的广告后来应征的。

福尔摩斯：

只有他一个来应征吗？

威尔逊：

不是，有十二个人来。

福尔摩斯：

你为什么选他呢？

威尔逊：

因为他要价便宜。

福尔摩斯：

他乐意只拿一半的工资。

威尔逊：

是的。

福尔摩斯：

跟我说说这个文森特·斯波尔丁吧。

威尔逊：

他个子不大，干活不错，手脚麻利。我觉得他大概有三十岁上下。

福尔摩斯：

他现在在哪儿呢？

威尔逊：

在店里。

福尔摩斯：

我问完了，威尔逊先生。今天是周六，我周一之前应该能给你一个答复。

威尔逊：

谢谢您，福尔摩斯先生。

华生陪威尔逊走了出去。福尔摩斯踱来踱去，陷入深思。没一会儿，华生回来了。

福尔摩斯：

我们得赶快行动，华生。戴上帽子，我们去萨克森-科堡广场。




第四场



福尔摩斯见到了斯波尔丁

萨克森-科堡广场的店铺外，福尔摩斯走来走去，不时用手杖敲打店铺外的地面。之后他敲了敲店门。斯波尔丁打开门向外张望，他的裤腿脏了。




斯波尔丁：

有事吗？

福尔摩斯：

哦，请问到斯特兰德大街怎么走？

斯波尔丁：

第三个路口右转，然后第四个路口左转。

他回到店里关上了门。

福尔摩斯：

他是个聪明的年轻人，华生。

华生：

是吗？你为什么要问斯特兰德大街怎么走呢？你对伦敦很熟悉呀！你是想见见他吧。

福尔摩斯：

不是见他，是看看他的裤子。

华生：

裤子？我不明白。还有，你为什么要用手杖敲打地面呢？

福尔摩斯：

我亲爱的医生，现在不是聊天的时候。我得去看看萨克森-科堡广场后面的街道。你要去工作了吗？

华生：

是的，我得去医院了。

福尔摩斯：

我也有事要去忙了。不过今晚我需要你帮忙，十点来吧。对了，华生——

华生：

什么事，福尔摩斯？

福尔摩斯：

带上你的枪来。




第五场



抓贼

歇洛克·福尔摩斯的房间。福尔摩斯、琼斯和梅里韦瑟正小声交谈。华生进来了。




福尔摩斯：

华生，你认识苏格兰场的琼斯先生吧。这位是梅里韦瑟先生。他们今晚要跟我们一起行动。

琼斯：

你好，医生，又见面了。我今天来是为了抓约翰·克莱，他是杀人犯，又是窃贼，算得上伦敦最坏的人之一。要抓住他可不容易，这家伙很聪明。

福尔摩斯：

十点多了，我们得动手了。

他们一起离开了房间。




第六场



静观其变

银行的保险库里，地上堆着些箱子，光线昏暗。门开了，福尔摩斯提着一盏灯走进来，华生、琼斯和梅里韦瑟跟在身后。福尔摩斯仔细地察看地面，梅里韦瑟坐在一个箱子上用脚敲打着地面。




梅里韦瑟：

您怎么知道——

福尔摩斯：

请别出声！他们可能会听到我们说话！

琼斯：

还要多久才——

福尔摩斯：

一个小时。我想，他们得等到威尔逊先生上床睡觉以后才会迅速动手。（对华生）现在我们在第一银行的保险库里。你之前知道吗？梅里韦瑟先生在这家银行工作。告诉华生，梅里韦瑟先生，这些窃贼想偷什么？

梅里韦瑟：

我们的金子。所有的箱子里都是——大把大把的金子。

华生：

金子！

福尔摩斯：

我们必须在黑暗中等待。大家藏到那些箱子后面去，我估计一个小时内就会出现情况了。一旦我听到或者发现什么异常的状况，就会拿着灯迅速冲出去，接下来你们必须给我帮把手。把枪准备好，华生。楼上一切就绪了吗，琼斯先生？

琼斯：

我的手下在银行前门守着呢，福尔摩斯。他们不可能从那里逃出去。

福尔摩斯：

好。现在我们必须安静地等待。

福尔摩斯把灯熄灭。保险库里一片昏暗，但是箱子后面躲着的人依稀可见。什么动静也没有。华生看了看手表。

华生：

（小声地说）十一点一刻了，福尔摩斯。什么时候——

福尔摩斯：

嘘！

他们安静了不到一分钟，一道光就从地下透出来。突然，地板翻开了。先是伸出来一只拿枪的手，接着斯波尔丁把另外一只手也伸出来。他和罗斯爬了出来。

斯波尔丁：

（对罗斯）哎，你有——

福尔摩斯提着灯从藏身的箱子后面跳出来抓住了斯波尔丁。

斯波尔丁：

什么——！

罗斯飞快地逃回地道。琼斯试图阻拦他，却没能成功。福尔摩斯击打斯波尔丁的手臂，把枪打落到了地上。

福尔摩斯：

你跑不了的，约翰·克莱！

斯波尔丁：

我是跑不了，可我的朋友——

福尔摩斯：

银行前门有三个人等着他呢。

斯波尔丁：

你把一切都考虑到了，福尔摩斯先生。你非常有头脑。

福尔摩斯：

你那红发会的主意也很高明。不过，能抓住大名鼎鼎的约翰·克莱我很高兴！




第七场



福尔摩斯和华生

歇洛克·福尔摩斯的房间。福尔摩斯和华生坐在椅子上，福尔摩斯抽着烟斗。




福尔摩斯：

他们需要利用红发会让威尔逊先生离开店铺。你明白了吧？

华生：

是的，我想——哦——是的。

福尔摩斯：

他们希望威尔逊先生每天都能离开店铺几个小时，但是他们怎么才能做到呢？这时克莱注意到罗斯的发色——于是想出了“红发会”这个主意！威尔逊应征了他们在报上登的广告后，每天都去他们的办公室上班，这样他们就有时间挖地道了。真是聪明啊！

华生：

那么斯波尔丁就是大盗约翰·克莱啦。你最早什么时候知道这个的？

福尔摩斯：

斯波尔丁愿意拿一半的薪水干活儿。“为什么呢？”我想。斯波尔丁经常到地窖去。“他在那儿干什么呢？”我想。突然，我想到了地道！“斯波尔丁是不是在挖地道呢？”我想，“挖到另外一座建筑物里去？”华生，你看到我用手杖敲打店铺外面的地面来着。

华生：

是的……现在我明白了。地窖是在店铺的前面吗？你是想弄清楚这一点吧。

福尔摩斯：

是的。地窖并不在前面，而是在店铺后面。然后我见到了“斯波尔丁”其人。你注意到他的裤子了吗？

华生：

嗯——是的，我注意到了。

福尔摩斯：

裤子脏兮兮的，华生！为什么？因为挖地道就是个脏活儿啊！

华生：

真聪明啊，福尔摩斯！

福尔摩斯：

然后我去了店铺后面的那条街。我看到了什么呢？第一银行！

华生：

银行，是啊！那当然了。

福尔摩斯：

那个年轻人为什么要挖地道？”我想，“是为了进入银行的保险库！”

华生：

可为什么就在今晚呢？你怎么知道——？

福尔摩斯：

因为他们把红发会的办公室给关了。“地道一定是挖好了。”我想。而且周六是个好日子，银行周日不营业，有两天时间让这些贼逃跑。

华生：

（大笑）可他们没跑成啊，福尔摩斯。你真是聪明！

福尔摩斯：

（没有笑）这是句大实话，华生。


The Three Students

INTRODUCTION

Students at a college are going to take an examination very soon. But have any of them already seen the questions?

CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY

Sherlock Holmes

Doctor Watson

Hilton Soames, a teacher at St Luke's College

Bannister, a servant at the college

Gilchrist, a student

Daulat Ras, a student

Miles McLaren, a student

PERFORMANCE NOTES

Scene 1: A room with a table and chairs.

Scene 2: Soames's living room, with a writing table and chairs. There is a small table near the window. A door leads into his bedroom; a long curtain hangs near the bed.

Scene 3: Soames's living room.

Scene 4: Outside the door of Gilchrist's room.

Scene 5: Daulat Ras's room.

Scene 6: Outside the door of Miles McLaren's room.

Scene 7: The same room as Scene 1.

Scene 8: Soames's living room.




You will need a pipe, books, pens, papers, examination papers, three pieces of 'mud', pencil cuttings, and a letter.




SCENE 1



Hilton Soames's story

Sherlock Holmes is sitting at a table, writing. It is evening. Watson comes in with Hilton Soames.




HOLMES

(Not looking up) Who was at the door, Watson?

WATSON

This is Mr Hilton Soames, Holmes. He teaches at St Luke's College. (Holmes looks up.)

SOAMES

Can you give me some of your time, Mr Holmes? Today something happened at the college, and I was very worried. Then I thought, 'The famous detective, Sherlock Holmes, is visiting our town. Perhaps he can help!' And I—

HOLMES

I have a lot of work to do, Mr Soames. Perhaps the police—

SOAMES

No, no, I can't go to the police!

HOLMES

Well, tell me your story, Mr Soames.

Watson sits down, but Soames stays standing.

SOAMES

Tomorrow is the first day of an important examination, and I'm one of the examiners. Today, at three o'clock, the three exam papers arrived for me to read. Of course, every student would like to see these papers before the exam!

HOLMES

(Laughing) Of course!

SOAMES

We are always very careful with them. I began to read them, but at 4.30 p.m. I went out to have tea in a friend's rooms.

HOLMES

Where did you leave the papers?

SOAMES

They were on my writing table. I locked my door, and was away for an hour. When I arrived home, I saw a key in my door. 'Is it my key?' I thought.'No, that's in my pocket. Ah, it's Bannister's key.' Bannister is my servant.

WATSON

Why did he go to your room this afternoon?

SOAMES

He brings my tea in every afternoon.

HOLMES

But you were at your friend's rooms. Did he forget that?

SOAMES

Yes. And so his key was in my door. He is usually careful, but—

HOLMES

Tell me about the examination papers. Where were they when you went back to your room?

SOAMES

One was on a small table next to the window, one was on the floor, and one on my writing table.

HOLMES

(Suddenly looking interested) The first paper on the floor, the second in the window, and the third on the writing table.

SOAMES

(Opening his mouth suddenly) Yes! How did you know that?

HOLMES

(Smiling) Please, tell us more of your very interesting story, Mr Soames.

SOAMES

First, I thought, 'Did Bannister look at the papers?' So I asked him, but he said, 'No, I did not.' And he is an honest man, Mr Holmes.
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'When I arrived home, I saw a key in my door.'

HOLMES

What happened next?

SOAMES

Bannister suddenly began to feel ill when I told him about the papers. He sat down on a chair and I gave him a strong drink. Then I looked carefully at the table next to the window.

WATSON

What did you find?

SOAMES

Small pieces of pencil.

HOLMES

Did somebody break and sharpen a pencil?

SOAMES

Yes, perhaps. Yes, that was it.

HOLMES

Good! That helps us!

SOAMES

Two more things. I have a new writing table, but now there's a little cut on it. And there was a piece of black mud on the table.

HOLMES

Is that all?

SOAMES

Yes. Please, help me. Mr Holmes!

Holmes gets up and begins to put on his coat. Watson gets his coat and puts it on too.

HOLMES

It's an interesting story, Mr Soames. Tell me, did any student visit you in your room after the papers arrived this afternoon?

SOAMES

Yes, Daulat Ras, a student from India.

HOLMES

And the papers were on your writing table?

SOAMES

Yes, but he couldn't read them. He was two or three meters away.

HOLMES

But they were exam papers. Could he see that?

SOAMES

Perhaps.

HOLMES

The examination papers were in your room. Did anyone know that? Did Bannister know that?
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'There's a little cut on my new writing table.'

SOAMES

No, nobody.

HOLMES

Where is Bannister now?

SOAMES

When I ran out, to find you, Mr Holmes, he was on the chair in my room. He looked very ill.

HOLMES

Did you leave your door open?

SOAMES

Yes, but I locked the papers up first.

HOLMES

Come, then. We must go to your rooms.

The three men leave the room.




SCENE 2



Holmes visits the college

Soames, Holmes and Watson come into Soames's living room. Holmes walks to the window and looks out.




SOAMES

That window does not open, Mr Holmes. Nobody can enter the room through there.

Holmes smiles but says nothing for a minute.

HOLMES

Your servant isn't here now. Perhaps he's feeling better. Which chair did you leave him on?

SOAMES

The chair by the window.

HOLMES

Near this little table, yes? (He thinks for a minute.) Yes – yes, of course. The man comes in. He takes the three papers from the writing table to carry them across to the window, because... because then he can see you when you come across the garden to the front door, Soames!

SOAMES

But he didn't see me, because I walked in through the back door.

HOLMES

Ah, that helps! Can I see the three papers now?

Soames opens a box with a key and takes out the papers. Watson moves near Holmes to get a look.

HOLMES

(Looking at the first paper) He carries this first paper across to the table near the window and begins to copy it. It takes him – ten minutes?

WATSON

Fifteen, I think.

HOLMES

All right, fifteen. Then he puts it down on the floor, gets the next paper, and begins to copy that. Then he hears you coming in the back door, Mr Soames. He must be quick! He leaves the second paper on the table next to the window, and runs – where? Did you hear him running upstairs?

SOAMES

No, I didn't.

HOLMES

(Looking closely at the table) He's writing quickly, because he breaks his pencil and needs to sharpen it again. This is interesting. The pencil was long, and dark blue. Look at these pieces. And do you see the gold letter 'NN'? It's at the end of a word. Do you know Johann Faber pencils?

WATSON

I do, Holmes. I write with them.

Holmes walks across to the big writing table and takes the small piece of black mud from it.
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'Can I see the three papers now?'

HOLMES

This is the piece of black mud? (He looks closely

at the writing table.) I can see the cut. (He looks across at the door.) What is that door?

SOAMES

It opens into my bedroom.

HOLMES

Did you go into your bedroom before you ran out to find me?

SOAMES

No.

Holmes opens the bedroom door, and looks under the bed. Then he sees the curtain.

HOLMES

A man can hide behind this curtain.

He pulls the curtain back quickly. Behind it are Soames's coats and suits. Then Holmes sees something on the floor, under the curtain.

HOLMES

What's this? It's some mud again. Your visitor was in this room, Mr Soames.

SOAMES

But – why?

HOLMES

Think for a minute. He hears you coming. What can he do? He must hide! So he runs into your bedroom and hides behind this curtain.

SOAMES

Oh! Then he was in here when Bannister and I were in the next room!

HOLMES

Yes, that's right. Tell me, how many students live upstairs and go past your door?

SOAMES

Three, all taking this examination.

HOLMES

Who are they?

SOAMES

There is Gilchrist. He plays football, and likes running. His father was Sir Jabez Gilchrist. He was a rich man, but he gambled his money away. Young Gilchrist hadn't much money, but he works hard.
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'Do you see the gold letter "NN" ?'

HOLMES

And the Indian student?

SOAMES

Yes, Daulat Ras is a quiet young man, but he works well. Then there is Miles McLaren, a very clever young man. But he doesn't study much and he's worried about this examination.

HOLMES

So he would like to see the papers first.

SOAMES

Well... yes, perhaps.

HOLMES

Can we speak to Bannister, your servant?




SCENE 3



Some questions for Bannister

In Soames's living room. Holmes, Watson and Soames are sitting in chairs. Holmes is sitting at the writing table. Bannister is standing in front of him.




HOLMES

Your key was in the door of this room today, Bannister. Is that right?

BANNISTER

Yes, sir. I don't usually leave it there, but–

HOLMES

Tell me, when did you come into the room?

BANNISTER

About 4.30 p.m., sir. With Mr Soames's tea. But he wasn't here.

HOLMES

Did you look at the papers on the table?

BANNISTER

No, sir!
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'A man can hide behind this curtain.'

HOLMES

Why did you leave the key in the door?

BANNISTER

The tea things were in my hands. I thought, 'I can come back for the key.'

WATSON

Did you forget to come back?

BANNISTER

Yes, sir.

HOLMES

So the room was open all the time. And somebody in the room could get in or out?

BANNISTER

Yes – yes, sir.

HOLMES

When Mr Soames talked to you about the papers, you began to feel ill. So you sat down on the chair over there. Why did you go past the other chairs?

BANNISTER

I – I don't know, sir.

HOLMES

Did you stay here when Mr Soames ran out?

BANNISTER

Only for a minute or two. Then I locked the door and went to my room.

HOLMES

(To Soames) Mr Soames, I would like to visit the three young gentlemen. Is that all right?

SOAMES

Yes, of course. These rooms are very old, and very interesting. Visitors often go to look at them.
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Mr Soames's tea.




SCENE 4



Gilchrist

Holmes, Soames and Watson are outside the door of Gilchrist's room. They are looking at the doorway.




HOLMES

(Quietly) Remember, gentlemen, you do not have a pencil with you. (The door opens.)

GILCHRIST

What are you—? Oh, it's you, Mr Soames.

SOAMES

Gilchrist, this is Mr Holmes and his friend. They are looking at the building.

HOLMES

Have you got a pencil, Watson? This is a most interesting doorway, and I want to draw it.

He takes some paper from his coat pocket.

WATSON

Oh, no. I'm sorry, Holmes.

HOLMES

(To Gilchrist) Have you, Mr Gilchrist?

GILCHRIST

A pencil? Oh, yes. (He goes away and comes back with a pencil.) There you are, Mr Holmes. It is a beautiful building.

HOLMES

Ah, thank you. (He looks closely at the pencil, then draws on the paper for a minute or two.) Yes, Mr Gilchrist, a beautiful building.




SCENE 5



Daulat Ras

Holmes, Watson and Soames are in Daulat Ras's room. The Indian is walking up and down the room. He looks worried. Holmes is drawing on a piece of paper.




HOLMES

A very interesting room, Soames. (He gives thepencil to Daulat Ras.) Thank you, Mr Ras. (And after a pause) Are you... worried about something?

RAS

Sorry, what did you say? Worried? Oh, yes. It's the – the examination.

HOLMES

Is that all?

RAS

Yes, of course. What—?

HOLMES

Good evening, Mr Ras.

Holmes, Watson and Soames leave the room.




SCENE 6



Miles McLaren

Holmes, Watson and Soames are outside the door of Miles McLaren's room.




MCLAREN

(From inside the room) Go away! I'm busy! I can't see anybody. Go away at once!

SOAMES

McLaren! This is Mr—

MCLAREN

(From inside the room) Go away! It's the examination tomorrow. I must study!
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'Are you... worried about something?'

HOLMES

Come, my friends. It is not important.

SOAMES

I'm sorry. Mr Holmes. But—

HOLMES

(Walking away) Is he a tall young man?

SOAMES

Tall? No, McLaren isn't tall. Gilchrist is the tallest of the three.

HOLMES

Good. And now, Mr Soames, good night.

SOAMES

What! Are you going? But tomorrow is the examination! What can I do? How—?

HOLMES

I'm going to take the pieces of pencil and the mud with me. Don't worry. I'm going to come back tomorrow morning with the answer.




SCENE 7



Holmes is thinking

Holmes's room. He and Watson are sitting in chairs.




HOLMES

What do you think, Watson? Who began to copy the papers?

WATSON

McLaren. He said, 'Go away!' But did he want to hide something? Or perhaps... the student from India? Mr Ras? He looked very worried.

HOLMES

Many people are worried before an examination, Watson. It is nothing. And the pencil was no help to us. (He thinks for a minute.) What about Soames's servant?

WATSON

Bannister? He's an honest man, Soames says. That's true, I think.

HOLMES

Yes. So why did an honest man...? Oh dear, I must think. Where's my pipe, Watson?




SCENE 8



All the answers to all the questions

Soames's room. It is morning. A very worried Soames is bringing Holmes and Watson into the room.




SOAMES

Well, Mr Holmes? Can we have the examination later this morning, or must I stop it?

HOLMES

You can have the examination, Mr Soames.

SOAMES

But the young man—

HOLMES

He isn't going to take it.

SOAMES

You know him?

HOLMES

Yes, I do. Please call Bannister.

Soames leaves the room.

WATSON

You have the answer, Holmes?

HOLMES

Yes, my dear Watson. Look. (He opens his hand. In it are three pieces of black mud.)

WATSON

Three! There were only two pieces of mud yesterday. Where did the third piece come from?

Soames comes back into the room with Bannister.

HOLMES

Now Bannister, I want the true story. What happened yesterday?

BANNISTER

(Worried) I told you everything, sir.

HOLMES

You have nothing more to say? Then I must tell you. When Mr Soames called you into the room yesterday, you saw something on that chair, and you sat on it before Mr Soames could see it.

BANNISTER

No, sir!

HOLMES

Yes! And when Mr Soames went out, to find me, you opened the door and said, 'You can come out now,' to the man hiding behind the curtain.
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'I told you everything, sir.'

BANNISTER

(Looking afraid) There was no man, sir.

HOLMES

That isn't true. But please go and stand next to the bedroom door. (He looks at Soames.) Soames, please go and ask young Gilchrist to come down.

Soames leaves, and comes back with Gilchrist. Gilchrist looks worried when he sees Bannister.

HOLMES

Mr Gilchrist, there are only the five of us to hear your answer to my question. Why did you copy the examination papers yesterday?

Gilchrist looks at Bannister, afraid.

BANNISTER

No, Mr Gilchrist, sir! I never said anything!

HOLMES

No, but you are helping us now, Bannister. (To Gilchrist) Tell us, Mr Gilchrist.

Gilchrist suddenly begins to cry. Holmes goes across and puts a hand on the young man's arm.

HOLMES

You did something very wrong, Gilchrist, but you're sorry now, I can see that. I'm going to tell you the story, Soames. Mr Gilchrist first saw the papers through the window.

SOAMES

But nobody can get in through the window!

HOLMES

That's true, but a very tall man can look through it from the garden. (He looks at the writing table.) I could not understand this cut, but then I remembered. Gilchrist likes running!

WATSON

But... how does that help, Holmes?

HOLMES

Think, Watson! This young man went running yesterday afternoon. When he walked home, his running shoes were in his hands...

WATSON

And running shoes have spikes! Of course!

HOLMES

Yes. Gilchrist went past his window and looked in – he's a tall young man, you see? He saw the exam papers on the writing table. Then he went past Soames's door – and saw the key in it.

WATSON

And he went into the room and put his shoes on the writing table, and a spike cut into it.

HOLMES

Yes, Watson. (To Gilchrist) What did you put on that chair near the window?

GILCHRIST

My watch.

HOLMES

(To Soames) He puts his watch on the chair, then begins to copy one of the papers. 'I'm going to see Mr Soames when he comes back across the garden,' he thinks. But you walk in through the back door, Soames.
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'Gilchrist put his shoes on the writing table.'

SOAMES

Then what?

HOLMES

Gilchrist hears you coming, quickly takes his running shoes, and runs into your bedroom to hide. One shoe leaves some black mud behind the curtain. Is this all true, Mr Gilchrist? I found the same black mud on your shoes.

GILCHRIST

Yes, sir, it's true.

SOAMES

(Angrily) Have you nothing more to say?

GILCHRIST

I – I have a letter here, Mr Soames. Early this morning, I began to write to you... (He takes a letter from his pocket.) It says, 'I'm not going to take the examination. I'm going to South Africa to work for the police there.'

SOAMES

I see. You're not going to take the examination now. I'm pleased to hear that.

GILCHRIST

Mr Bannister talked to me. This is the right thing to do. I understand that now.

HOLMES

Gilchrist was in the bedroom, Bannister, and you didn't tell Mr Soames. When you saw Gilchrist's watch, you sat on it to hide it. Why?

BANNISTER

Well, sir, I was once a servant to Sir Jabez Gilchrist, this young gentleman's father.

HOLMES

Ah!

BANNISTER

When he gambled his money away, I moved to the college to be a servant, but I always remembered Sir Jabez. He was good to me. So I did everything to help his son here.

HOLMES

And yesterday...?

BANNISTER

When Mr Soames called me yesterday, I saw Mr Gilchrist's watch on the chair. 'He looked at the examination papers!' I thought, and I quickly sat down on the watch before Mr Soames saw it.

HOLMES

Then Mr Soames visited me.

BANNISTER

Yes, sir, and I called young Mr Gilchrist. 'You looked at the exam papers,' I said to him. 'Did you copy them?' 'Yes,' he said. 'I did.' 'Then you cannot take the exam,' I said. 'Think of your father! He was an honest man, and you must be honest too.' I wanted to stop him, Mr Holmes.

HOLMES

You were right, Bannister. Well, Soames, you have your answers now. (To Gilchrist) And you, young man, did wrong, but you're going to put things right. You can thank Bannister for that.

GILCHRIST

I do thank him, sir.

HOLMES

Come, Watson. Our work is finished here.

WATSON

Yes, Holmes.
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'Our work is finished here.'



examiner n. the person who checks the answers of an examination 考官

servant n. someone who works in another person's house, cooking or cleaning 仆人

piece n. not all of something, a small part of it 碎片

sharpen (a pencil) v. cut it, to make it easy to write with 削尖（铅笔）

hide v. get into a place where you cannot be seen 躲藏

gamble away　lose money by betting on horses or games 赌输掉


三个学生

内容简介

一所大学的学生们很快要考试了，可他们当中的某些人是不是已经看到考题了呢？

剧中人物

歇洛克·福尔摩斯

华生医生

希尔顿·索姆斯——圣路加学院的教师

班尼斯特——学院的仆人

吉尔克里斯特——学生

道拉特·拉斯——学生

迈尔斯·麦克拉伦——学生

表演须知

第一场：一个房间，摆有一张桌子和几把椅子

第二场：索姆斯的客厅，摆有一张书桌和几把椅子。窗口附近摆有一张小桌。一扇门通往卧室。床边挂着一道长长的帘子。

第三场：索姆斯的客厅。

第四场：吉尔克里斯特的房间门外。

第五场：道拉特·拉斯的房间。

第六场：迈尔斯·麦克拉伦的房间门外。

第七场：同第一场。

第八场：索姆斯的客厅。




需要的道具：一个烟斗、一些书、几支钢笔、纸张、几张考试卷、三个小泥团、铅笔屑和一封信。




第一场



希尔顿·索姆斯的故事

歇洛克·福尔摩斯坐在桌旁写东西。时近傍晚，华生与希尔顿·索姆斯一起走了进来。




福尔摩斯：

（头也不抬）谁在门口，华生？

华生：

这位是希尔顿·索姆斯先生，福尔摩斯，他在圣路加学院任教。（福尔摩斯抬起头来。）

索姆斯：

能占用您一点时间吗，福尔摩斯先生？今天学院里发生了一件事，我非常担心。于是我想：“大侦探福尔摩斯先生正造访我们镇。也许他能帮忙！”我就——

福尔摩斯：

我有很多事情要忙，索姆斯先生，也许警方——

索姆斯：

不，不，我不能报警！

福尔摩斯：

好吧，跟我说说是什么事，索姆斯先生。

华生坐下来，但索姆斯依旧站着。

索姆斯：

明天是一场重要考试的第一天，我是考官之一。今天三点的时候，三张考卷送到我这里审阅。当然，每个学生肯定都想在考试前看到这些卷子！

福尔摩斯：

（大笑）那是当然！

索姆斯：

我们一直都非常小心地保管试卷。我开始审读，但是下午四点半的时候，我去一个朋友家喝茶了。

福尔摩斯：

你把试卷放在哪儿了呢？

索姆斯：

放在我的书桌上。我锁上门，离开了大约一个小时。我回到家的时候，发现门上插着一把钥匙。“这是我的钥匙吗？”我想，“不是啊，我的在口袋里呢。啊，是班尼斯特的。”班尼斯特是我的仆人。

华生：

他为什么今天下午要去您的房间？

索姆斯：

他每天下午都给我送茶来。

福尔摩斯：

可你去朋友家了。他不记得这事吗？

索姆斯：

是的，所以他的钥匙在我的门上。他一向都很谨慎的，可——

福尔摩斯：

跟我说说试卷的情况。你回到房间的时候，卷子都在什么位置？

索姆斯：

一张在窗边的小桌上，一张在地上，还有一张在书桌上。

福尔摩斯：

（突然来了兴致的样子）第一张在地上，第二张在窗边，第三张在书桌上。

索姆斯：

（一下子张大了嘴）没错！您怎么知道的？

福尔摩斯：

（微笑着）请你接着给我们讲你有趣的经历，索姆斯先生。

索姆斯：

一开始，我想：“是不是班尼斯特看了卷子？”于是我就问了他，可他说：“没有，我没看。”他一向诚实，福尔摩斯先生。

福尔摩斯：

接着发生了什么？

索姆斯：

我跟班尼斯特说了试卷的事，他突然感觉不舒服。他坐到一把椅子上，我给他喝了杯烈酒。然后我仔细察看了靠窗的桌子。

华生：

您发现了什么？

索姆斯：

一些铅笔屑。

福尔摩斯：

有人折断了笔芯，所以削了铅笔？

索姆斯：

是的，也许吧。对，就是这样。

福尔摩斯：

好！这是有用的线索！

索姆斯：

还有两点。我的书桌是新的，可是现在桌面上却有了一道小划痕，另外，桌上还有一小块黑泥。

福尔摩斯：

就这些？

索姆斯：

是的。请您帮帮我，福尔摩斯先生！

福尔摩斯站起来，开始穿大衣。华生也拿起大衣穿上。

福尔摩斯：

这是个有趣的故事，索姆斯先生。告诉我，今天下午试卷送到以后，有没有哪个学生来过您的房间？

索姆斯：

有，道拉特·拉斯，一个印度学生。

福尔摩斯：

当时试卷就放在你的书桌上吗？

索姆斯：

是的，不过他没法看清楚。他离卷子有两三米远。

福尔摩斯：

可那些是试卷。他能看出这一点吗？

索姆斯：

有可能。

福尔摩斯：

试卷在你的房间里。有谁知道这事吗？班尼斯特知道吗？

索姆斯：

不，谁也不知道。

福尔摩斯：

班尼斯特现在在哪儿？

索姆斯：

我冲出来找您的时候，福尔摩斯先生，他还坐在我房间的椅子上。他看起来非常不舒服。

福尔摩斯：

你没有锁门吗？

索姆斯：

是的，但我先把试卷锁起来了。

福尔摩斯：

那么走吧，我们得去你家看看。

三人离开了房间。




第二场



福尔摩斯到访学院

索姆斯、福尔摩斯和华生走进索姆斯的客厅。福尔摩斯走到窗边向外张望。




索姆斯：

那扇窗户通常不开，福尔摩斯先生。没人能从那里进来。

福尔摩斯笑了，停顿了片刻才开口。

福尔摩斯：

你的仆人这会儿不在了，也许他觉得好些了。你出门时他坐在哪把椅子上？

索姆斯：

靠窗的那把。

福尔摩斯：

就在这张小桌边上，是吗？（他沉思片刻。）是了——是了，当然是这样。那个人进来，从书桌上拿了三张试卷走到窗边，因为……因为当你穿过花园来到前门的时候，他就能看到你，索姆斯！

索姆斯：

可是他没看到我，因为我是从后门进来的。

福尔摩斯：

啊，这一点很有用！现在我能看看那三张卷子吗？

索姆斯用钥匙打开一个盒子拿出了试卷。华生走到福尔摩斯身旁去看试卷。

福尔摩斯：

（看着第一张试卷）他把这张卷子拿到窗前的桌子上，然后开始抄写。这用了他——十分钟？

华生：

我觉得要一刻钟。

福尔摩斯：

好吧，那就十五分钟。然后他把这张试卷丢在地上，拿了下一张卷子开始抄。这时他听到你从后门进来，索姆斯先生。他得赶快撤！他把第二张试卷留在窗边的桌子上，跑了。——跑到哪儿了呢？你有没有听到他跑上楼去？

索姆斯：

没有。

福尔摩斯：

（仔细察看着桌子）他写得很快，因为他折断了笔芯，只得重新削铅笔。这很有意思。这支铅笔很长，深蓝色的。看看这些铅笔屑。你注意到金色的字母“NN”了吗？这是一个单词的末尾。你知道Johann Faber牌铅笔吗？

华生：

我知道，福尔摩斯。我就用这个牌子的铅笔。

福尔摩斯走到大书桌旁，从桌上拿起了那一小块黑泥。

福尔摩斯：

这就是那一小团黑泥吧？（他仔细地察看着书桌。）我能看到那道划痕。（他看向那扇门。）那是什么门？

索姆斯：

那扇门通往我的卧室。

福尔摩斯：

你跑出去找我之前有没有去卧室？

索姆斯：

没有。

福尔摩斯打开卧室的门，看了看床下。后来，他留意到了那道帘子。

福尔摩斯：

这帘子后面可以藏一个人呢。

他一把拉开了帘子，后面挂着索姆斯的大衣和衣服。这时，福尔摩斯在地上看到了什么东西，就在帘子后面。

福尔摩斯：

这是什么？又是一块泥。您的不速之客当时在这个房间里，索姆斯先生。

索姆斯：

可是——为什么呢？

福尔摩斯：

你稍微想一下。他听到你回来了，他能怎么办呢？他得藏起来！所以他冲进了你的卧室，躲在这道帘子后面。

索姆斯：

啊！那么说我和班尼斯特在隔壁房间的时候，他就在这儿！

福尔摩斯：

是的，说得没错。告诉我，住在你楼上而且得从你的门口经过的学生有几个。

索姆斯：

三个，而且都要参加这次考试。

福尔摩斯：

他们都是谁呢？

索姆斯：

有吉尔克里斯特。他踢足球，喜欢跑步。他父亲是杰贝兹·吉尔克里斯特爵士，曾经很富有，但是却把家产赌得一干二净。年轻的吉尔克里斯特没什么钱，但他学习用功。

福尔摩斯：

那个印度学生呢？

索姆斯：

嗯，道拉特·拉斯这个小伙子话不多，但他学习不错。还有迈尔斯·麦克拉伦，非常聪明的年轻人，可是他不怎么学习，也很担心这次考试。

福尔摩斯：

所以他会想要先看看试卷喽。

索姆斯：

这个……是的，有可能。

福尔摩斯：

我们能跟您的仆人班尼斯特谈谈吗？




第三场



盘问班尼斯特

索姆斯的客厅里，福尔摩斯、华生和索姆斯坐在椅子上。福尔摩斯坐在书桌旁，班尼斯特站在他面前。




福尔摩斯：

班尼斯特，今天你的钥匙插在这个房间的门上，是这样吗？

班尼斯特：

是的，先生。我通常都不会把钥匙忘在门上的，可是——

福尔摩斯：

告诉我，你是什么时间进来的呢？

班尼斯特：

大概四点半，先生。我端了索姆斯先生的茶来，可他没在这儿。

福尔摩斯：

你有没有看桌上的试卷？

班尼斯特：

没有，先生！

福尔摩斯：

你为什么会把钥匙留在门上呢？

班尼斯特：

我手上端着茶具，于是我想：“我可以回来再拿钥匙。”

华生：

你忘记回来了吗？

班尼斯特：

是的，先生。

福尔摩斯：

所以房门一直都是开着的，屋里的人就可以随意进出了吧？

班尼斯特：

是的——是的，先生。

福尔摩斯：

索姆斯先生跟你说试卷的事时，你开始觉得不舒服。于是你就坐到了那边的椅子上。你为什么要走过其他几把椅子去坐那儿呢？

班尼斯特：

我——我不知道，先生。

福尔摩斯：

索姆斯先生出去以后，你一直待在这儿吗？

班尼斯特：

只待了一两分钟，然后我就锁上门回自己房间去了。

福尔摩斯：

（对索姆斯）索姆斯先生，我想去见见那三位年轻人，可以吗？

索姆斯：

可以，当然可以。这些房间非常古老，也很有特色，经常会有人来参观。




第四场



吉尔克里斯特

福尔摩斯、索姆斯和华生在吉尔克里斯特的房门外。他们看着门道。




福尔摩斯：

（小声说）记住，先生们，你们身上都没有带铅笔。（门开了。）

吉尔克里斯特：

你们在——啊，是您啊，索姆斯先生。

索姆斯：

吉尔克里斯特，这位是福尔摩斯先生，这是他的朋友。他们来参观这座楼。

福尔摩斯：

你有铅笔吗，华生？这是个非常特别的门道，我想把它画下来。

他从大衣口袋里掏出几张纸。

华生：

啊，我没带笔，不好意思，福尔摩斯。

福尔摩斯：

（对吉尔克里斯特）你有吗，吉尔克里斯特先生？

吉尔克里斯特：

铅笔吗？啊，我有。（他走开拿回来一支铅笔。）给您，福尔摩斯先生。这确实是座美丽的建筑。

福尔摩斯：

啊，谢谢。（他仔细看了看铅笔，然后在纸上画了一两分钟。）是的，吉尔克里斯特先生，这楼很漂亮。




第五场



道拉特·拉斯

福尔摩斯、华生和索姆斯在道拉特·拉斯的房间里。这个印度人正在屋里走来走去，看上去十分焦虑。福尔摩斯正在一张纸上画着什么。




福尔摩斯：

这个房间非常特别，索姆斯。（他把铅笔递给道拉特·拉斯。）谢谢你，拉斯先生。（停顿了一下）你……是在担心什么吗？

拉斯：

不好意思，您刚才说什么？担心？啊，是的，是考——考试。

福尔摩斯：

就只是这件事？

拉斯：

是啊，当然了。有什么——？

福尔摩斯：

再会，拉斯先生。

福尔摩斯、华生和索姆斯离开了房间。




第六场



迈尔斯·麦克拉伦

福尔摩斯、华生和索姆斯站在迈尔斯·麦克拉伦的房门外。




麦克拉伦：

（从房间里传出声音）走开！我忙着呢！我谁也不见！快走开！

索姆斯：

麦克拉伦，这位是——

麦克拉伦：

（从房间里传出声音）走开，明天有考试，我得学习！

福尔摩斯：

算啦，朋友们。这没什么关系。

索姆斯：

很抱歉，福尔摩斯先生。可是——

福尔摩斯：

（往外走）小伙子是个高个子吗？

索姆斯：

高？不，麦克拉伦不怎么高。吉尔克里斯特是三个人当中最高的。

福尔摩斯：

好的。那么，索姆斯先生，晚安。

索姆斯：

什么？您要走了吗？可是明天就要考试了！我怎么办？怎——？

福尔摩斯：

我要把这些铅笔碎屑和泥团带走。别担心，明天早上我会带着答案回来的。




第七场



福尔摩斯思考案情

福尔摩斯的房间。他和华生坐在椅子上。




福尔摩斯：

你怎么看，华生？谁最像抄卷子的人？

华生：

麦克拉伦。他说：“走开！”这难道不是他想隐藏什么吗？或许也有可能……是那个印度来的学生？拉斯先生？他看起来忧心忡忡的。

福尔摩斯：

考试前很多人都会有些焦虑，华生。这没什么。而铅笔并没有帮上什么忙。（他想了一下。）你怎么看索姆斯的仆人？

华生：

班尼斯特？他是个老实人，索姆斯说的。我觉得这话属实。

福尔摩斯：

是的。可为什么一个老实人……？哎呀，我一定得好好想想。我的烟斗哪儿去了，华生？




第八场



真相大白

索姆斯的房间，时间是早上。满怀焦虑的索姆斯将福尔摩斯和华生领进房间。




索姆斯：

怎么样，福尔摩斯先生？今天上午晚些时候我们能举行考试吗？还是我必须取消考试？

福尔摩斯：

你们可以举行考试，索姆斯先生。

索姆斯：

可是那个年轻人——

福尔摩斯：

他不会参加考试了。

索姆斯：

您知道他是谁了？

福尔摩斯：

是的。请把班尼斯特叫来。

索姆斯离开了房间。

华生：

你有答案了，福尔摩斯？

福尔摩斯：

是的，我亲爱的华生。瞧。（他摊开手掌，手里有三块黑泥。）

华生：

三块！昨天只有两块啊。第三块是哪儿来的？

索姆斯带着班尼斯特回到了房间里。

福尔摩斯：

好吧，班尼斯特，我想听实话。昨天发生了什么事情？

班尼斯特：

（神情焦虑）我都跟您说过了，先生。

福尔摩斯：

你没有其他什么可以说的了吗？那我得跟你说说了。昨天索姆斯先生把你叫进房间的时候，你看到那张椅子上有东西，于是你在索姆斯先生看到之前坐了上去。

班尼斯特：

不是的，先生！

福尔摩斯：

就是这样的！索姆斯先生出去找我以后，你打开门，对藏在帘子后面的人说：“你现在可以出来了。”

班尼斯特：

（满脸惊恐）那儿没有人，先生。

福尔摩斯：

根本不是这样。不过，请你走过去站在卧室的门边。（他看着索姆斯。）索姆斯，请你去叫吉尔克里斯特那个小伙子下来。

索姆斯离开了，带着吉尔克里斯特回来。吉尔克里斯特看到班尼斯特后露出了焦虑的神色。

福尔摩斯：

吉尔克里斯特先生，现在只有我们五个人在场听你回答我的问题。昨天你为什么要抄试卷？

吉尔克里斯特惊恐地看着班尼斯特。

班尼斯特：

不，吉尔克里斯特先生，先生！我什么都没有说！

福尔摩斯：

你是没说，不过你现在可帮了我们的忙啦，班尼斯特。（对吉尔克里斯特）告诉我们吧，吉尔克里斯特先生。

吉尔克里斯特突然哭了起来。福尔摩斯走过去把手放在了这个年轻人的手臂上。

福尔摩斯：

你做了一件非常不应该的事情，吉尔克里斯特，不过你现在感到后悔了，我能看出来。我准备跟你讲讲事情的来龙去脉，索姆斯。吉尔克里斯特先生一开始是透过窗子看到了试卷。

索姆斯：

可是没人能从那扇窗户进来！

福尔摩斯：

确实如此，但是大高个可以从花园里透过窗户看进来。（他看了看书桌。）我当时想不通这道划痕是怎么来的，可是后来我想起来了。吉尔克里斯特喜欢跑步！

华生：

可……这有什么用呢，福尔摩斯？

福尔摩斯：

动动脑子，华生！这位年轻人昨天下午去跑步了。他往家走的时候，跑鞋就拎在手里……

华生：

而跑鞋上当然是有鞋钉的！

福尔摩斯：

是的。吉尔克里斯特经过这扇窗户，往里面看了看——小伙子是个高个儿，你明白了吧？他看见了书桌上的试卷。然后他路过索姆斯的门口，发现钥匙插在门上。

华生：

于是他进了屋，把鞋子放在了书桌上，鞋钉划伤了桌面。

福尔摩斯：

是的，华生。（对吉尔克里斯特）你把什么东西放在了靠窗的那把椅子上？

吉尔克里斯特：

我的手表。

福尔摩斯：

（对索姆斯）他把手表放在了那把椅子上，然后开始抄其中一张试卷。“索姆斯先生穿过花园回来的时候，我会看到他的。”他想。可是你是从后门进来的，索姆斯先生。

索姆斯：

然后怎么样了呢？

福尔摩斯：

吉尔克里斯特听到你来了，赶紧拿起跑鞋，冲进你的卧室藏了起来。一只鞋在帘子后面留下了一块黑泥。是这样吧，吉尔克里斯特先生？我在你的鞋上找到了同样的黑泥。

吉尔克里斯特：

是的，先生，是这样。

索姆斯：

（生气地）你还有什么要说的吗？

吉尔克里斯特：

我——我这儿有封信，索姆斯先生。今天一大早我就动笔给您写了这封信……（他从口袋里掏出一封信。）信是这么写的：“我不准备参加考试了，我要去南非为那里的警方工作。”

索姆斯：

我明白了，你现在不打算参加考试了。我很高兴听你这么说。

吉尔克里斯特：

班尼斯特先生跟我谈过，这才是正确的做法。现在我明白了。

福尔摩斯：

吉尔克里斯特当时在卧室里，班尼斯特，而你没有告诉索姆斯先生。你看到吉尔克里斯特的手表时，你坐在上面盖住了它。为什么呢？

班尼斯特：

哦，先生，我曾经是这位年轻人的父亲杰贝兹·吉尔克里斯特爵士的仆人。

福尔摩斯：

啊！

班尼斯特：

他赌光了所有的钱以后，我去了学院当仆人，可我一直都记挂着杰贝兹爵士。他对我很好，所以在这里我尽一切力量来帮助他的儿子。

福尔摩斯：

那么昨天……

班尼斯特：

昨天索姆斯先生叫我来的时候，我看到吉尔克里斯特先生的手表放在椅子上。“他偷看了试卷！”我想，于是趁着索姆斯先生还没发现，我赶紧坐在了那块表上。

福尔摩斯：

后来索姆斯先生就去找我了。

班尼斯特：

是的，先生。于是我就把小吉尔克里斯特先生叫出来。“你看了试卷，”我对他说，“你有没有抄呢？”“有，”他说，“我抄了。”“那你就不能参加考试了。”我说，“想想你父亲！他是个诚实的人，你也要诚实才对。”我希望能够阻止他，福尔摩斯先生。

福尔摩斯：

你做得没错，班尼斯特。那么，索姆斯先生，你现在得到答案了。（对吉尔克里斯特）而你呢，年轻人，做了错事，但你准备改正错误。你得谢谢班尼斯特。

吉尔克里斯特：

我确实很感谢他，先生。

福尔摩斯：

走吧，华生。我们的活儿干完了。

华生：

好的，福尔摩斯。


ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1 Read the back cover of the book, and the story introduction. How much do you know now about Sherlock Holmes? Choose words to complete these sentences.

1) He was born before / after 1900.

2) He lives in Bath / London.

3) He is a great doctor / detective and he knows it.

4) He always / sometimes helps the police.

5) He smokes a pipe / cigarette when he is thinking.

6) His friend / brother helps him to solve problems.

7) He is nice to everybody / a very clever man.

2 Which words do you think you will find in these plays? Put a tick next to them. Why won't you find all of them?


  
    	tunnel
    	college
    	computer
  

  
    	gold
    	dollar
    	careful
  

  
    	tea
    	advertisement
    	pencil
  

  
    	supermarket
    	airport
    	running shoes
  

  
    	bank
    	table
    	key
  

  
    	hair
    	television
    	mud
  



3 Use the clues below to complete this crossword with words from the back cover or the story introduction. Then find the hidden six-letter word in the crossword, and say what it means.

1) When the air is thick and wet; difficult to see anything.

2) A safe place to keep money.

3) Of someone who hates waiting.

4) All the people; all the countries.

5) Strange, different from normal.

6) To find the answer to a problem.

[image: alt]

The hidden word is _____. It means __________.

4 What is going to happen in the plays? Can you guess? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) Someone loses an examination paper.

YES □／NO □

2) Sherlock Holmes shoots someone.

YES □／NO □

3) Someone tries to rob a bank.

YES □／NO □

4) Sherlock Holmes solves a murder.

YES □／NO □

5) Dr Watson marries his girlfriend.

YES □／NO □


ACTIVITIES



While Reading

1 Read The Red-Headed League. Who says these words in the play? Who are they talking to? And who or what are they talking about?

1) 'Really? Tell me about it.'

2) 'I can't remember when I saw a better head!'

3) 'It is strange, isn't it?'

4) 'When did he begin to work for you?'

5) 'Why did you ask about the Strand?'

6) 'It's all in these boxes. Lots and lots of it!'

2 Match these halves of sentences, and put them together using the words below.

and　　because　　but　　when




1) John Clay used the name Vincent Spaulding

2) Spaulding made a tunnel to the First Bank,

3) Sherlock Holmes knew about the tunnel

4) Duncan Ross tried to get away,




5) ... Wilson was away from the shop.

6) ... the police were ready for him at the front door.

7) ... got a job in Jabez Wilson's shop.

8) ... Spaulding's trousers were dirty.

3 Read The Three Students. Choose the best question-words for these questions, and then answer them.

What / Who / Why




1) ... did Mr Soames ask for Sherlock Holmes's help?

2) ... brought Mr Soames's tea in every afternoon?

3) ... did Holmes ask Gilchrist for?

4) ... was the tallest of the three students?

5) ... was Daulat Ras worried?

6) ... did Gilchrist leave behind the curtain?

7) ... did Gilchrist's letter to Soames say?

8) ... did Bannister want to help Gilchrist?

4 Read Scene 8, and choose the best words to complete the passage.

A student called Gilchrist saw the papers on the table / floor, and came into Soames's room through the window / door.

He put his pen / watch on the chair / desk, and took away / copied the paper. Suddenly he heard / saw Soames come in, and ran into the bathroom / bedroom to hide. Later, when Soames went out / came in, a servant / policeman called Bannister said to Gilchrist, 'You can come out now.' Gilchrist went quickly / slowly back to his room, so Soames didn't catch / hurt him.

But Sherlock Holmes asked about / knew the true story. When Sherlock Holmes began to talk / laugh about it, Gilchrist said he was sorry / pleased.


ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1 Perhaps this is what three of the characters in the plays are thinking. Which characters are they, and in which play? What is happening in the play at the moment?

1) 'Oh dear! I left the key in the door! I must be more careful next time. But wait a minute – what's that over there? Quick – I must do something to stop Mr Soames seeing it!'




2) 'Ah, it's Bannister's key. Did Bannister look at the papers? The famous detective is visiting our town. I'm pleased to hear that.'




3) 'That was so easy! Of course he wants to work only four hours a day for ￡4 a week! What a clever idea of John's! Tomorrow we can start work in the cellar.'

2 All these words come from The Red-Headed League. Put them in three groups, under these headings.

PEOPLE　　　THINGS　　　PLACES




advertisement, an American, bank, book, cellar, detective,

doctor, friend, hospital, letter, newspaper, office,

photographs, red hair, shop, strong-room, thief, trousers

3 Use the words below, and some of the words from your three lists, to complete this newspaper story.

 floor, free, gave, locked, pleased, say, tunnel




Yesterday the police caught a dangerous _____ and killer, John Clay. Mr Jones, a Scotland Yard _____, told us: 'He wanted to rob the First _____, so he made a _____ from the_____ of a house nearby. But we knew about his plan, so we waited for him in the _____. When he came up through the_____, we caught him and his _____. We're very _____ to have John Clay safely _____ up. He isn't going to be _____ for a very long time! I want to _____ thank you to Sherlock Holmes – he _____ us a lot of help.'

4 Perhaps Dr Watson asked Sherlock Holmes some questions about solving the case of the three students. Match the answers to the questions and choose the right answer.

1) Who left the key in Soames's door?

2) Why did Bannister look ill when he was in Soames's room?

3) Why did the student copy the paper near the window?

4) Where did the third piece of mud come from?




5) He was worried about Gilchrist. / He felt ill.

6) Soames did. / Bannister did.

7) Gilchrist's running shoes. / Your trousers.

8) To see Soames coming home. / To read more easily.

5 Bannister had a talk with Gilchrist before Gilchrist wrote his letter to Soames (see SCENE 8). Write out their conversation in the correct order, and put in the speakers' names. Bannister speaks first (number 5).

1) _____ 'Yes. Did you copy the papers?'

2) _____ 'How do you know that?'

3) _____ 'Think of your father, sir! He was an honest man, and you must be honest too.'

4) _____ 'Do you? All right then, what is it?'

5) _____ 'I want to talk to you about something, sir.'

6) _____ 'Oh, I left it there, did I?'

7) _____ 'Sir, you can't take the exam now!'

8) _____ 'Yes, I must. All right. I'll write to Mr Soames.'

9) _____ 'You were in Mr Soames's room just now, sir.'

10) _____ 'Why not?'

11) _____ 'Well, I saw your watch on the chair, sir.'

12) _____ 'Yes, I did, Bannister.'

6 Here is Dr Watson, talking to a friend about Sherlock Holmes, but he says some untrue things. Can you correct them?

'Sherlock Holmes? Oh yes, he often wants me to solve crimes for him. I'm more intelligent than he is, of course. Sometimes he asks me to bring my dog with me, because there are some very dangerous animals in these cases. Come and visit us at our rooms in King Edward Street. I'm often at the office, but Holmes is usually at home.'

7 Here is a puzzle. The answer is a word from one of the plays, with seven letters. To find the word, choose the right letters (one from each sentence) and write them in the boxes.
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Jabez Wilson and Hilton Soames both feel like this at the beginning of each play. What is the word?

8 Which play did you like best? Can you explain why? Write a short review of one of the plays. Use these words to help you.

I liked / didn't like this play because...

... I liked the character of _____.

... there was a difficult problem to solve.

... nobody died.

... I like stories about this time in history.

... I like detective stories.

... it was exciting / nothing happened.

... it had a good ending.
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内容简介

在世界各地，你都可以找到像雪莉·霍姆斯这样的私人侦探。打开互联网，在谷歌搜索引擎上输入“私人侦探”，会出现680多万条搜索结果。

私人侦探会做各种各样的侦探工作。也许他们会寻找某个人的信息……那是他的真实姓名吗？他住在哪儿？之前住在哪里？有多大年纪？他真的在美国哈佛大学获得过学位？也许他们的工作是监视某个人……他去哪儿？他与谁见面？他们都谈些什么？也许某家公司在赔钱，但是没有人知道原因。私人侦探夜以继日地倾听和观察，最后找到答案。

那么立陶宛青年案是怎么回事呢？这是个人员失踪案。案中有个失踪的15岁女孩，叫卡丽·威廉斯。她有个新交的男朋友，来自立陶宛。案中还有一个哭泣的母亲，一个愤怒的父亲，还有一个伤心的弟弟。

五个星期前卡丽从伦敦的家中出走。她的母亲想让雪莉·霍姆斯找到她。雪莉对伦敦了如指掌，而且，她也能洞察人心……




SHIRLEY HOMES
AND THE
LITHUANIAN CASE

You can find private investigators like Shirley Homes anywhere in the world. Put the words 'private investigator' into a Google search on the Internet, and you get more than 6,800,000 hits.

Private investigators do all kinds of detective jobs. Perhaps they look for information about a person... Is that their real name? Where do they live? Where did they live before that? How old are they? Do they really have a university degree from Harvard, USA? Perhaps the job is watching somebody... Where do they go? Who do they meet? What do they talk about? Perhaps a business is losing money, but nobody understands why. A private investigator can listen and watch, day and night, and find an answer.

So what is the Lithuanian Case? It is a missing persons case. There is a missing daughter, Carrie Williams, aged fifteen. There is a new boyfriend, from Lithuania. There is a crying mother, there is an angry father, there is an unhappy little brother.

Carrie left her family home in London five weeks ago. Carrie's mother wants Shirley Homes to find her. Shirley knows London very well – but she also understands people...
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1

A missing daughter

Somebody is ringing my office doorbell. It's ten past nine on a Monday morning. That's early for a client to call. But perhaps this is going to be a good week. Last week business was not very good. I need some new clients.

I look at my computer. I want to see the person before I open the door. The little camera over the door shows me a woman in a raincoat. About forty, maybe. Not rich. The raincoat is a cheap one, from the street market. She's carrying a newspaper, the Putney Gazette.

I hit the 'open door' button on the wall. The door opens, and the woman comes in.

'Are you the private investigator? Shirley Homes?' she asks. She looks around the office, probably looking for someone older.

'I am.' I use my older person voice. 'Please sit down, Mrs... er...'

'Williams. Edith Williams,' she says. She sits down in my best chair, and looks around the office again, still looking for that older person.

'How can I help you, Mrs Williams?' I say. 'What's your problem?'

She looks at me then, and the trouble in her face is clear.

'Do you find people?' she says. 'Can you find my daughter? She left home five weeks ago. Just walked out. Took all her things, and walked out. And not a word from her. No phone calls. Not even a text. Nothing.'

[image: alt]

The little camera over the door shows me a woman in a raincoat.

Edith Williams is nearly crying now.

'Why?' I ask.

I'm careful. Family problems can be dangerous. You open a door, and all kinds of dark and horrible things come out. And when those dark and horrible things are out, you can never put them back in again.

Edith Williams is still trying not to cry.

'Why, Mrs Williams?' I say again. 'Why did your daughter leave home? Was there an argument?'

'Not with me, no. It's her father, he...' Now she really is crying. Five weeks of crying, all in two minutes in my office.

I get her a cup of coffee, and sit on a chair next to her.

'Tell me all about it, Mrs Williams. Take your time.'

The daughter, Carrie, is fifteen, I learn. She likes boys, has lots of boyfriends, doesn't listen to her parents. So what's new? Many fifteen-year-old girls are like that.

But the new boyfriend, Edith Williams says, is older, and he's not English. He's a foreigner, from Lithuania.

I remember my Ukrainian grandmother, my Greek mother. Foreigners.

'Is that a problem for you?' I ask. 'A foreigner?'
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'Tell me all about it, Mrs Williams. Take your time.'

'Not for me, but it is for my husband,' Edith Williams says. 'He doesn't like foreigners. They come here, he says, they take our jobs, they take our houses, they take our money. And they can't speak English. He gets very angry about it. He says some horrible things to Carrie. “I don't want this foreigner in my house,” he says, and Carrie goes crazy. She calls her father some horrible names, and he gets really angry. He's shouting, and Carrie's crying. They don't stop for hours.'

Edith Williams stops for a second. She can still hear the shouting and the crying, I think.

'And what happened next?' I ask quietly.

'The next day,' Mrs Williams says, 'Carrie left. Early in the morning, before we all got up. She left a letter.'

'Have you got the letter?' I ask.

'Yes, I have.' She gives the letter to me, and I read it quickly. An angry letter, from an angry fifteen-year-old. Nothing useful. I give the letter back to her.

'I asked all her friends,' Mrs Williams says. 'Everyone. They didn't know – or they didn't want to tell me. And she's stopped going to school.'

'What about the police?' I ask.

'I can't go to the police. My husband doesn't want to see her again. We can't even say her name at home.'

'We? Who's we?'

'Me and Darren. He's Carrie's little brother. He's ten. He's very unhappy about all this.'

[image: alt]

'Carrie calls her father some horrible names, and he gets really angry. He's shouting, and Carrie's crying.'

I must meet Darren. Ten-year-old boys can be very useful. They see and hear a lot.

Edith Williams looks at me with her red eyes. 'Can you find her for me? I just want to know she's all right. And this boyfriend, this Lithuanian... What's he like? How old is he? What does he do? Is he kind? Is he the right person for my little girl?'

I take the job. I ask for a photograph of Carrie, the names of friends, the school, mobile phone numbers.

'Can I talk to Darren?' I ask.

'Yes, we can meet him after school,' Edith Williams says. 'But please don't come to my house. Please. My husband...'

'I understand,' I say. 'I can text you when I have some news.'

She doesn't know the name of the Lithuanian boyfriend. That's really helpful. There are thousands of Lithuanians in London. Finding one young man without a name in thousands of people? How easy is that!



missing adj. lost, or not in the usual place 失踪的

doorbell n. a bell on a house door which you push to tell the people inside you are there 门铃

client n. a person who pays another person for help 客户；顾客

business n. 1.your work, your job 工作；业务　2.making and selling things 生意；商务

private investigator a detective who is not in the police, and who has private clients 私人侦探

problem n. something that is difficult, or that worries you 困难；疑难问题

trouble n. problems in your life which you are worried about 苦恼，烦恼

walk out to leave (one's family or partner) and go to live somewhere else 离家出走

text n. a written message on a mobile phone （手机）短信 v. to send such a message 发送短信

horrible adj. very unpleasant and often frightening or worrying 可怕的，吓人的

argument n. talking angrily with someone because you do not agree 争执；争吵；争论

really adv. 1. in fact, actually 事实上；真地 2. very or very much 非常

take one's time do something slowly or do not hurry 慢慢来；不着急

foreigner n. a person from another country 外国人

crazy adj. very angry 非常生气的




1

失踪的女儿

我办公室的门铃响了。现在是周一早上9点10分，客户来访的话时间尚早。不过，也许这周的生意会不错。上周的生意不是很好，我需要些新的客户。

我看着电脑。我想先看清楚门外是谁再开门。安在门上方的那个小摄像机显示有一个穿着雨衣的女人。她40岁左右，不是有钱人，那件雨衣是从街头集市买的廉价货。她手里拿着一份《普特尼公报》。

我按下墙上的“开门”按钮。门开了，那个女人走了进来。

“你就是那个私人侦探吗？叫雪莉·霍姆斯？”她问道。她环顾办公室，也许是在寻找一个年纪比我大的人。

“我就是。”我用我听起来比实际年龄大的嗓音说：“请坐，呃……太太。”

“威廉斯，伊迪丝·威廉斯。”她说。她在我最好的那把椅子上坐下来，然后环顾四周，仍然在寻找一个比我年纪大的人。

“有什么需要我帮忙吗，威廉斯太太？”我问道。“您有什么困难？”

这时她才看着我，她的苦恼清晰地写在脸上。

“你找人吗？”她问道，“你能替我找女儿吗？五个星期前她离开了家，就这样出走了。她拿走了自己所有的衣物，就再也没回来。至今都没有她的消息，也没打电话，甚至都没发一条短信。什么都没有。”

说到这儿，伊迪丝·威廉斯快要哭出来了。

“为什么？”我问道。

我很谨慎。家庭问题可能会比较棘手。你打开一扇门，各种隐秘的和可怕的事情就都被抖搂出来。一旦那些隐秘的、可怕的事情被抖搂出来，你就再也无法把它们封存回去了。

伊迪丝·威廉斯还在强忍着眼泪。

“为什么，威廉斯太太？”我再问一遍，“您女儿为什么离家出走？吵架了吗？”

“不是跟我，不是。是跟她父亲，他……”这回她真的哭出来了。五个星期的眼泪啊，来我办公室两分钟之后全都倾倒出来了。

我给她倒了杯咖啡，坐到她旁边的椅子上。

“把事情经过全告诉我吧，威廉斯太太。不着急，慢慢说。”

然后我得知，她失踪的女儿叫卡丽，15岁。她喜欢男孩子，有很多男朋友，不听父母的话。这有什么新鲜的呢？很多15岁的女孩都那样。

伊迪丝·威廉斯说，但是她新交的这个男朋友比她大，而且不是英国人。他来自立陶宛。

我想起我的祖母是乌克兰人，我母亲是希腊人。她们都是外国人。

“这对你来说是个问题吗？”我问，“外国人？”

“对我来说不是问题，但是对我丈夫来说是个问题。”伊迪丝·威廉斯说，“他不喜欢外国人。他说他们来这里，抢走了我们的工作，占领了我们的房子，拿走了我们的钱。而且他们不会说英语。他对此感到非常气愤。他对卡丽说了些难听的话。他说：‘我不要让这个外国人出现在我家里。’卡丽气疯了。她用很难听的话骂她父亲，他气坏了。他在大吼大叫，卡丽在哭。他们吵了好几个小时。”

伊迪丝·威廉斯沉默了一会儿。我想，她耳边仍然能听到吼叫声和哭泣声吧。

“后来发生什么呢？”我轻声问。

“第二天，”威廉斯太太接着说道，“卡丽走了。趁我们都还没起床，一大早就走了。她留下了一封信。”

“信您带来了吗？”我问。

“有，我带来了。”她把信递给我，我飞快扫了一眼信的内容。字里行间充满了愤怒，出自一个愤怒的15岁少女之手。没有什么有用的信息。我把信还给她。

“我问了她所有的朋友。”威廉斯太太说，“每个朋友都询问过了。她们都不知道，或者她们不想告诉我。她已经不去上学了。”

“警察那边有什么消息？”我问。

“我不能去警察局报警。我丈夫不想再见到她。我们在家里甚至不能提她的名字。”

“我们？‘我们’是谁？”

“我和达伦。他是卡丽的弟弟，今年10岁。现在发生的这一切让他非常伤心。”

我必须见见达伦。10岁的孩子也许可以帮上大忙。很多事情都逃不过他们的眼睛和耳朵。

伊迪丝·威廉斯用红肿的眼睛看着我。“您能帮我找到我女儿吗？我只是想知道她没事。还有，她的这个男朋友，这个立陶宛人……他长什么样？多大了？他是做什么工作的？他人好吗？他适合我女儿吗？”

我接下了这活儿，向她要了一张卡丽的照片、卡丽朋友们的名字、学校的名字和所有相关人员的手机号码。

“我能跟达伦谈谈吗？”我问道。

“可以，我们可以去接他放学。”伊迪丝·威廉斯说，“不过，请不要去我家。千万别去。我丈夫……”

“我明白，”我说，“有消息的话，我可以给你发短信。”

她不知道她女儿的那个立陶宛男朋友的名字。名字可是真正有用的线索。伦敦有成千上万的立陶宛人。从这成千上万人当中找到一个不知道名字的年轻人？谈何容易！


2

Help from friends

I begin with Carrie, of course. I have a name and a photograph, and a school. I meet Darren when he comes out of school, and we go to Carrie's school. We sit in my car and watch the students when they leave.

'That's Janice – look!' says Darren. 'The girl with long black hair. She's very friendly with Carrie. And that's Kim, next to her. I like Kim. She's funny, she makes me laugh. Ooh, and that's Ant. See – the one with very short hair and black clothes.'

'Ant? What name is that? Anthea?'

'Don't know,' says Darren. 'She's just Ant.'

I take a quick photo of the three girls, and then I take Darren for a pizza to say thank you.

'Can you find my sister?' he says. 'It's horribly quiet at home without her. Nobody ever laughs now. Mum cries all night. I hear her.'

I look at his small boy face. 'Yup. I can find her.'
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That evening I phone my friend in the police. He's a detective– Detective Sergeant Saheed Patel.

'Hi, Saheed, how are you?'
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We sit in my car and watch the students when they leave.
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'Can you find my sister?' Darren says.

'Fine. What's new with you?' Saheed says. 'Are you working on a case?'

'Yes, I've got a missing persons case – a missing girl. Her mother came to me today. The girl left home five weeks ago after an argument with her father about her boyfriend... a Lithuanian boyfriend.'

'How old is the girl?' Saheed asks.

'Fifteen.'

'Oh dear.' Saheed is not surprised. 'Every day we get missing persons reports – do you know how many?'

'No. Tell me. How many?'

'The police in Britain get about 1,000 reports every day,' Saheed says. 'And nearly one third of those are young people between the ages of fifteen and seventeen. When did the mother make the report to the police?'

'She didn't. The girl's father doesn't want to see her again,' I say. 'So, no police, no missing persons report, and no looking for her. That's what the mother told me.'

'OK. Be careful, Shirley. The girl's only fifteen. She can't get married before she's sixteen, and the law says—'

'I know all that, Saheed! I know the law!'

'Of course you do. Sorry.' There's a smile in Saheed's voice. 'So what do you want from me?'

'Can you help with the Lithuanian boyfriend?' I say. 'Where do I look for him? Can you give me some names? People to talk to.'
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There's a smile in Saheed's voice.

'Maybe. But there are about 200,000 Lithuanians in London. When do you want this? I have work to do, you know.'

'I'm going to try the girl's school friends first,' I say. 'Can you do it in a day or two? Text me when you have something.'

'OK. Bye now.'
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The next day at four o'clock, I'm outside Carrie's school. I have my photo of the three girls, and I soon see them. They're standing, all three of them, in the street, looking at their mobile phones and laughing. I walk over to them.

'Hi, guys,' I say. 'You're friends of Carrie Williams, right? I need your help.'

'Carrie Williams?' says the girl called Ant. 'Who's she?'

I watch the girls' faces. They know Carrie, all right. And they know she's missing. But how much do they know?

'Ah, come on,' I say. 'You're Carrie's best friends. I'm looking for her. I need to find her.'

'And who are you?' asks the girl called Janice.

I give them my card.
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The girl called Kim laughs. 'Shirley Homes? Are you the granddaughter of Sherlock Holmes or something?'

I smile. I get this all the time, again and again. And again. 'Great-great-granddaughter. He lived in the 1890s.'

'Wow! Really? That is awesome!' says Kim.

Janice and Ant laugh. 'Kim, you idiot! Sherlock Holmes wasn't a real person. He's just a detective in stories on television.'

'Er, and in books,' I say. 'The books were first.'

The girls look at me, and their faces are more friendly now.

'OK, Shirley Homes, great-great-granddaughter of Sherlock,' says Ant. 'How can we help you? Who are you looking for? What was her name again?'

Ant is going to be difficult, I can see that. She's a good friend of Carrie's, and she's not going to talk.

'Do you have mothers?' I say. 'All three of you?'

The girls stare at me. 'Of course we have mothers,' says Janice. 'What are you talking about?'

'Do you love your mothers? Do your mothers love you?' I say. 'Well, listen. Carrie's mother loves her daughter. And now Carrie's mother can't sleep at night. She doesn't eat. She cries about Carrie all the time. She wants to know that Carrie is all right. Can you understand that? She just wants to know.'

Kim looks at me with big eyes. 'Oh, poor Mrs Williams!' she says.

Ant gives her an angry look. 'We don't know Carrie Williams!' she says. 'Remember?'

Janice looks at me. 'Give us a minute,' she says. 'We need to talk.'

They move away, turn their backs to me, and talk quietly. I can't hear them. Then they come back to me.

'OK,' says Ant. 'What do you want?'

'You know Café Nero in Putney High Street?' I say. 'Tell Carrie this. I'm going to be in Café Nero at 18.30 tomorrow evening, and 18.30 the evening after that. I want to see her and talk to her. I want to know she's alive and well. That's all. Then I can tell her mother, and Mrs Williams can stop crying all night.'

'OK,' Ant says. 'We got it.'

'Thanks, guys,' I say. 'See you around.'

'See you,' they say.
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Ant gives Kim an angry look. 'We don't know Carrie Williams!'



funny adj. making you laugh or smile 风趣的；滑稽的

horribly adv. very 非常

detective n. a person whose job is to find out who did a crime 侦探

case n. an event or set of events that need to be dealt with by the police in order to find out if a crime has been committed and who committed it 案件，案子

surprised adj. feeling or showing surprised 惊讶的；吃惊的

report n. information (written or spoken) about something that has happened （书面或口头的）报告

law (the law) n. all the rules of a country 法律

guys n. (pl. inf.) used when speaking to a group of people （常用复数；非正式）伙计们；兄弟们；姐妹们

card (business card) n. a small piece of card with your name, address, phone number, etc. on it 名片

awesome adj. (inf.) very good, great, enjoyable （非正式）非常好的；棒极了的

idiot n. a stupid person 白痴；傻子；笨蛋

stare v. to look at somebody or something for a long time 盯着；凝视
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朋友们的帮助

不用说，我先从卡丽着手。我知道她的名字，有她的照片，知道她的学校。达伦一出校门，我便迎了上去，然后我们一起去了卡丽的学校。我们坐在我的车里，看着学生们从学校走出来。

“那是贾尼丝——看！”达伦说，“那个黑色长发的女孩。她跟卡丽的关系非常好。她旁边是金。我喜欢金，她很风趣，总是逗得我大笑。哦，那是安特。看见了吗？短头发，穿黑色衣服的那个。”

“安特？全名是什么？安西娅吗？”

“不知道，”达伦说，“我们都叫她安特。”

我迅速拍了张这三个姑娘的照片，然后带达伦去吃比萨饼，以示感谢。

“你能找到我姐姐吗？”达伦问，“她不在家，家里安静得可怕。现在家里看不到笑容。妈妈整夜地哭，我听见的。”

我看着这个小男孩的脸，说：“没问题，我能找到她。”
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当天晚上，我给警察局的一个朋友打了个电话。他是个侦缉警长———萨希德·帕特尔探长。

“嗨，萨希德，你好吗？”

“还行。你最近怎么样？”萨希德问，“在办案子吗？”

“是的，我接了一桩失踪案——一个失踪女孩的案子。她妈妈今天来找我。那个女孩五个星期前因为她的男朋友而跟她爸爸大吵了一架，然后离家出走了……她的男朋友是个立陶宛人。”

“那个女孩多大？”萨希德问。

“15岁。”

“哦。”萨希德并不吃惊。“我们每天都会接到有人失踪的报案——你知道有多少吗？”

“不知道。快告诉我吧，有多少？”

“英国的警察局每天大约接到1,000起人员失踪的报案，”萨希德说，“其中将近三分之一的失踪人员是年龄在15岁到17岁的年轻人。那个妈妈是什么时候向警察局报案的？”

“她没有报案。女孩的爸爸不想再见到自己的女儿。”我说，“所以，没有警察介入，没有人员失踪报案，也没有人去找她。这是那位妈妈告诉我的。”

“好吧。雪莉，你要小心点。那个女孩只有15岁。她要到16岁才能结婚，而且根据法律……”

“这些我都知道，萨希德。我懂法律的！”

“你当然知道了，抱歉。”萨希德笑着说，“那么，你想要我帮你做怎么？”

“你能在那个立陶宛男朋友方面帮我提供一点信息吗？”我问，“我该去哪儿找他？你能提供一些人名吗？那些可以见面谈谈的人。”

“也许可以。不过，伦敦大约有20万立陶宛人。你什么时候要？我手头还有工作，你知道的。”

“我打算先去试着见见那个女孩在学校里的朋友。”我说，“你能在一两天内搞定吗？如果你有什么消息，就给我发短信吧。”

“好的。那么，再见。”
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第二天下午4点，我等在卡丽的学校外边。我拿着那三个女孩的照片，很快就看到了她们。她们三个人站在街上，边看各自的手机边笑。我向她们走过去。

“嗨，姑娘们，”我说，“你们是卡丽·威廉斯的朋友，对吧？我需要你们的帮助。”

“卡丽·威廉斯？”那个叫安特的女孩说，“她是谁？”

我留神观察姑娘们的脸。她们肯定认识卡丽，而且她们知道她失踪了。但是，她们知道多少呢？

“哎，得了吧，”我说，“你们是卡丽最好的朋友。我正在找她。我必须找到她。”

“那么你是谁？”叫贾尼丝的女孩问道。

我把名片递给了她们。
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叫金的女孩笑了起来。“雪莉·霍姆斯？你是那个叫歇洛克·福尔摩斯①还是什么的人的孙女吗？”

我笑了。我总是碰到这样的问题，一次又一次。这次又是这样。“应该是曾曾孙女。他生活在19世纪90年代。”

“哇！真的吗？那可太棒了！”金说道。

贾尼丝和安特笑起来。“金，你这个傻瓜！世界上没有歇洛克·福尔摩斯。他只是电视剧里的一个侦探。”

“呃，也出现在书里，”我说，“先出版的是书。”

女孩们看着我，此时她们脸上的表情友善多了。

“好吧，雪莉·霍姆斯，歇洛克的曾曾孙女，”安特说，“我们能帮你做什么？你在找谁？你再说一遍，她叫什么来着？”

看得出来，安特是个很难对付的人。她是卡丽的好朋友，她不会说的。

“你们有妈妈吗？”我问，“你们三个？”三个女孩盯着我。“我们当然有妈妈了，”贾尼丝说，“你在说什么呢？”

“你们爱妈妈吗？你们的妈妈爱你们吗？”我说，“嗯，听着。卡丽的妈妈爱她的女儿。她现在夜不能寐，也不吃东西，一直为卡丽哭泣。她想知道卡丽是不是平安无事。你们能理解吗？她只是想知道女儿的近况。”

金瞪大眼睛看着我。“噢，可怜的威廉斯太太！”她说道。

安特生气地瞪了她一眼。“我们不认识卡丽·威廉斯！”她说，“记得吗？”

贾尼丝看着我。“等我们一会儿，”她说，“我们需要谈一谈。”

她们走到一旁，背对着我小声交谈。我听不见她们在说什么。过了一会儿，她们回到我面前。

“好吧，”安特说，“你想要知道什么？”

“你们知道普特尼大街上的尼罗咖啡馆吧？”我说，“告诉卡丽，我明天晚上6点30分会在尼罗咖啡馆，后天晚上6点30分也会在那里。我想见她，想跟她聊聊。我想知道她还活着，过得不错。如此而已。然后我就可以告诉她妈妈，让威廉斯太太不用再整晚整晚地哭泣了。”

“好的，”安特说，“我们明白了。”

“谢谢，姑娘们，”我说，“再见。”

“再见。”女孩们说。

注释

注①　“福尔摩斯”和“霍姆斯”是谐音。
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Talking to Carrie

Carrie doesn't come the first evening. I sit there for two hours, and drink a lot of coffee. Five big cups, black, no sugar. It's a good thing I like coffee.

But she comes the second evening. I'm sitting with my back to the wall, watching the door. Through the café window I see Ant in her black clothes. She's walking past, slowly, looking into the café. A minute or two later Carrie comes in, and walks over to my table. Red hair, green eyes, no smile. I stand up.

'Hi, Carrie. I'm Shirley Homes. Thanks for coming. Have a seat. Can I get you a coffee, or a tea?'

I'm using my head teacher voice. Right, girls, sit down. Open your books. Get to work. I don't want Carrie to have time to think.

She doesn't want coffee, or tea. She wants to have an argument.

'I'm not going home,' she says. 'So you can forget that. I don't need my family. I have a new life now.'

I watch her face, and she stares back at me with angry green eyes. I don't think Carrie is in trouble. Carrie knows what she wants, and Carrie gets what she wants. I think Carrie makes trouble. I begin to feel sorry for the boyfriend.

'Why are you here, Carrie?' I say. 'What did your friends say to you?'
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 A minute or two later Carrie comes in, and walks over to my table.

She doesn't answer, just looks at me.

'Did they tell you about your mum – crying all night because her little girl is living on the streets, because her little girl is taking drugs, because her little girl is in big, big trouble—'

Suddenly, Carrie has a lot to say. 'I'm NOT living on the streets!' she shouts at me. 'And I don't do drugs – I NEVER do drugs! Who told you all this? It's NOT TRUE!'

People in the café turn their heads to look at us. I smile around at everybody. A smile to say, Everything's fine here. Just a big sister, little sister argument. Happens all the time. Enjoy your coffee, have a nice day...

I look back at Carrie's angry face.

'But your mum doesn't know that,' I say quietly. 'At night, when she can't sleep, she thinks about those things. You're only fifteen, Carrie, and it's a big bad world out there. Of course your mum is afraid for you.'

Carrie looks down at the table. 'Yeah. Well...' She looks up. 'But I'm OK. I'm fine. You can tell her that.'

'Why don't you tell her?' I say. 'Call her. Text her.'

Carrie stares at me. 'Who sent you?' she says. 'Mum? Or was it my dad?'

'Your mum.'

'Look, I'm not texting mum, because I don't want my dad to know. I don't want to see him again, ever.'
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People in the café turn their heads to look at us.

'We're not talking about your dad,' I say quickly. 'I know all about your dad. We're talking about your mum. And your mum needs to know you're all right. But she needs to hear it from you, not me. She texts you every day, you know. And you never text back. Never.'

Carrie looks away. 'I got a new mobile, and changed my number. I never got her texts.'

I laugh. 'Very good, Carrie. You read detective stories, right? Always change your mobile when you don't want people to find you. Dangerous things, mobile phones.'

Carrie nearly smiles. 'Tomas says—' she begins, then stops.

'Is Tomas your boyfriend?' I say. 'The one from Lithuania? Are you still with him?'

'Of course I'm still with him!' Carrie is angry again. 'I love him and he loves me. We're in love!'

I try not to smile. How wonderful to be fifteen, and in love for the first time!

'That's great,' I say. 'I'm happy for you. But please, please text your mum. Tell her you're all right.'

'OK,' says Carrie. 'This evening.' She looks at her watch and stands up. 'I must go. I'm meeting someone.'

'Thanks for coming, Carrie. And remember that text.'

She walks out of the café, and fifteen seconds later I'm following her. She's walking down the High Street, maybe to the bus station. I've got a minute, but I must be quick.

A private investigator always needs to carry a big bag. I stop by a shop window, and open my bag. Three seconds later, I'm wearing a blue T-shirt over my red T-shirt. In another five seconds, I have a wig on, and my short black hair is now long blond hair. Now I'm walking away from the shop window, and I'm wearing glasses. My big brown bag is now inside a small black backpack. No time to change the shoes. Carrie is a long way down the street. I walk fast, nearly running, and watch her red head in front of me.

When I get to the bus station, I can't see her at first, and walk quickly past all the people waiting. She's there, waiting for the number 71 bus. I wait too, about twenty metres away, and I'm reading the evening newspaper with great interest. (A private investigator always has today's newspaper in their bag.) But Carrie doesn't look round.

When the bus comes, Carrie goes upstairs. This is good news for me because I can sit downstairs, at the back of the bus. I can see Carrie when she gets off, but she can't see me.

It's a short bus ride, only ten minutes. Carrie gets off the bus, and turns left into a small street. I'm thirty metres behind her. Carrie looks round, once, and sees someone with blond hair, in a blue T-shirt, and glasses. She doesn't know me.

Halfway down the street, she crosses the road and goes into a big old house. I walk past the house, not too fast, not too slow. I can't follow her into the house because there are no other people around. You can only hide easily when there are lots of people around.

[image: alt]

I'm reading the evening newspaper with great interest.

I take the next right, walk for ten minutes, then turn around and come back. This time I walk to the front door of the big house. There are six bells by the door with names next to them. It's a house with six different apartments. I look at the names, but there isn't a 'Williams' next to any bell. Well, of course not. She's living with her Lithuanian boyfriend. I look at the names again... John Ozumba, K. Brown, Lili Sardelli, R. varnaite, T. Grigas, M. M. Westerbrook.

Varnaite and Grigas... Lithuanian names, I think. Tomas Grigas, perhaps?

You can't stand in a quiet street and watch a house. Everybody looks at you and says, 'Who's that woman? What's she doing?' But you can watch a house from a car. People often sit in cars, waiting for somebody, having a sleep, checking their phone messages...

I go home, make some spaghetti for dinner, and text Edith Williams.

Saw C today. She's fine.

More tomorrow.
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There are six bells by the door with names next to them.



drug n. an illegal chemical substance that people take because it makes them happy or excited 毒品

be in trouble to have problems because you have done something wrong or silly 遇到麻烦

follow v. to go after somebody or something 跟踪；尾随

wig n. a "hat" of hair you wear on your head, either because you have no hair or want to cover your own hair 假发

blond adj. (of hair colour) a light gold colour （头发）浅黄色的

backpack n. a bag that you carry on your back 背包

apartment n. a group of rooms for living in, on one floor of a house or building <美>（通常指在同一楼层的）公寓套房

check v. to find out what is there 查看；检查
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与卡丽交谈

第一天晚上，卡丽没来。我在咖啡馆里坐了两个小时，喝了很多咖啡——五大杯没加糖的黑咖啡。还好，我喜欢咖啡。

不过第二天晚上她来了。我靠墙而坐，看着门。透过咖啡馆的窗户，我看到安特身着黑衣，慢慢地从咖啡馆走过，边走边往里头张望。过了一会儿，卡丽进来走到我的桌边。红色的头发，绿色的眼睛，紧绷着脸。我站了起来。

嗨，卡丽。我是雪莉·霍姆斯。谢谢你能来。请坐。要杯咖啡还是茶？”

我用学校校长的腔调说道。好的，姑娘们，坐下。翻开书。开始学习。我不想让卡丽有时间思考。

她不想喝咖啡，也不想喝茶。她想来吵一架。

“我不回家，”她说，“所以你别想让我回去。我不需要家人。我现在有了新的生活。”

我看着她的脸，她也瞪着我，绿色的眼睛里满含怒火。我觉得卡丽没事。她知道自己想要什么，而且得到了她想要的。我认为卡丽在制造麻烦。我开始同情她的男朋友。

“你为什么来这里，卡丽？”我问道，“你的朋友们跟你说什么了？”

她没有回答，只是看着我。

“她们跟你说你妈妈了吗——整夜哭泣，因为她的宝贝女儿露宿街头，因为她的宝贝女儿吸食毒品，因为她的宝贝女儿遇到了很大、很大的麻烦——”

突然，卡丽的话来了。“我没有露宿街头！”她冲我嚷道，“而且我也没有吸食毒品——我从来不碰毒品！谁告诉你这些的？都是没有的事！”

咖啡馆里的人纷纷扭头看我们。我环顾四周，冲众人微笑。那笑容是在说，我们没事。只是大姐姐和小妹妹在争执。这种情况随时都有可能发生。享用你们的咖啡，祝你们好心情……

我收回目光，看着满脸愤怒的卡丽。

“但是你说的这些情况，你妈妈并不知道。”我平静地说，“晚上，当她无法入睡时，她就会想到我说到的那些情形。你只有15岁，卡丽，外面的世界又大又乱。你妈妈当然会担心你。”

卡丽低头看着桌子。“是的。不过……”她抬起头，“不过，我没事，我很好。你可以这么告诉她。”

“为什么你不告诉她呢？”我说，“给她打个电话，或者给她发个短信。”

卡丽瞪着我。“谁让你来的？”她问，“我妈妈吗？或者是我爸爸？”

“你妈妈。”

“听着，我不会给妈妈发短信的，因为我不想让爸爸知道。我不想再见到他了，永远。”

“我们不是在谈你爸爸，”我马上说，“我知道你爸爸的情况。我们在谈你的妈妈。你妈妈需要知道你平安无事。但她需要你亲自告诉她，而不是我来说。她每天都给你发短信，你是知道的。而你却从来没有回复。一直没有。”

卡丽躲开我的目光。“我买了新手机，换了号码。我没收到过她的短信。”

我笑了。“很好，卡丽。你读过侦探小说，对不对？不想让人找到你的时候就换手机。手机，危险物品。”

卡丽差点笑了出来。“托马斯说……”她刚一开口，又顿住了。

“托马斯是你的男朋友吗？”我问，“那个立陶宛来的男孩？你还跟他在一起吗？”

“我当然还跟他在一起！”卡丽又气呼呼地说，“我爱他，他也爱我。我们在谈恋爱！”

我尽量不让自己笑出来。15岁是多么美好的年华，第一次谈恋爱是多么美妙！

“那好极了，”我说，“我为你高兴。不过，请一定、一定给你妈妈发短信，告诉她你一切安好。”

“好吧，”卡丽说，“我今天晚上发。”她看了看表，站了起来。“我得走了。我要见个人。”

“谢谢你来，卡丽。记住发短信。”

卡丽走出了咖啡馆。15秒钟之后，我跟上了她。她沿着大街走，也许是去汽车站。我有一分钟的时间，但我必须动作快。

私人侦探总是得拎着一个大包。我在一家商店的橱窗旁停下来，打开包。3秒钟后，我在红色T恤外边套了件蓝色T恤。又用5秒钟戴上了假发，我原来黑色短发现在变成了金色长发。然后我离开橱窗，戴上副眼镜。我把棕色的大包塞进一个黑色的双肩包里。没时间换鞋了。卡丽已经走出去很远了。我快步走着，几乎是一路小跑，紧盯着前边卡丽的红色头发。

到了公共汽车车站后，一开始我没看见她，于是飞快地走过所有等车的乘客。她在那儿，正在等71路公交车。我也在距离她20米开外等着车，并且非常专心地看晚报。（私人侦探的包里总有一份当天的报纸。）但是卡丽并没有四处张望。

公共汽车来了，卡丽上了汽车的上一层。这对我来说是件好事，因为我可以坐在汽车下层的后部。这样，卡丽下车时我可以看见她，但她却看不到我。

路程并不远，只有10分钟就到了。卡丽下了车，向左拐到了一条小街上。我跟在她后边，离她大约30米。卡丽回头看了一眼，看见一个金发披肩，穿蓝色T恤，戴眼镜的女子。她没认出我。

走到街道的一半时，她穿过马路，走进一座旧大楼。我从大楼前走过，步子不快不慢。我不能跟着她走进去，因为里边没有别人。只有周围有很多人时，你才容易藏身。

我走到街角向右拐，走了10分钟后，再转身走回来。这次，我走到那座大楼的前门。门边有六个门铃，每个门铃边都有名字。这座大楼有六套公寓。我看了看那些名字，可是没有哪个门铃旁边写有“威廉斯”。嗯，当然不会有了。她跟她的立陶宛男朋友住在一起。我又看了看这些名字……约翰·奥宗巴、K.布朗、莉莉·萨尔代利、R.瓦内特、T.格里加斯、M.M.韦斯特布鲁克。

瓦内特和格里加斯……立陶宛名字，我心想。也许是托马斯·格里加斯？

你不能在一条安静的街上，盯着一座楼房看。每个看到你的人都会想：“那个女人是谁？她在干什么？”但是，你可以在车上监视一座房子。人们经常坐在车里等人、睡觉、查看手机短信……

我回到家，做了点意大利面条当晚饭，然后给伊迪丝·威廉斯太太发了条短信：

今天看见C了。她很好。

明天再告诉你更多消息。
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The boyfriend

The next day I'm in the street in my car, opposite the house. I have a cup of coffee, a newspaper, and a lot of time. I want to see Tomas, and talk to him. Then I can make my report to Mrs Williams, and the job is finished.

At 17.45 Carrie walks down the street, and goes into the house. I'm watching carefully now. People are coming home from work... in cars, on bicycles, on foot. Lots to watch. Two people go into the house, a young woman and a short, older man with white hair.

At 18.25 a young man walks down the street. Tall, with dark hair. He walks to the front door, and in two seconds I'm out of the car, across the street, and standing behind him at the door.

He opens the door, and turns to look at me.

'Hi!' I say. 'OK to come in? I'm visiting Mike Westerbrook at number six.'

'Yes, that's OK,' the young man says. He holds the door open for me, and we walk up the stairs together.

'Nice and sunny today,' I say. 'But rain's coming in later, they say.'

'Mmm,' says the young man.

At the top of the stairs he turns to the door with number 4 on it, gets out his key, and opens the door. Suddenly, I run back to him.
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In two seconds I'm standing behind him at the door.

'Hey, excuse me! Is this yours? It was on the floor.' In my hand I'm holding a weekly bus ticket. It's more than two months old, but he can't see that because I've got my hand over the date.

He looks at the ticket, and I look through the open door of number 4... and see Carrie in the room. Then I'm through the door and inside the apartment.

'Hey!' the young man shouts at me. 'What are you doing? Who are you? Get out!'

I turn to Carrie. 'Hello, Carrie,' I say. 'Did you text your mum last night?'

The young man is next to me now. 'Who is this?' he says to Carrie. 'What's this about?' He stares at me angrily.

Carrie looks angry too. 'She's a private investigator,' she tells the young man. 'Mum sent her. I talked to her yesterday in the café. I told you, remember?'

'Ah!' The young man suddenly smiles. He has a very nice smile. 'How exciting! I never met a private investigator before. How do you do? I am Tomas Varnas, and I'm very pleased to meet you.'

He holds out his hand, and we shake hands. Wrong name, I think. Not the name on the door. But this is the Lithuanian boyfriend.

'Shirley Homes. Pleased to meet you too,' I say. 'I'm sorry about this. But I need to talk to you. Carrie's mother—'

'Of course,' says Tomas. 'I understand. Please – sit down. Can I get you some coffee?'
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'Hello, Carrie,' I say. 'Did you text your mum last night?'

He and Carrie make coffee, and we all sit down round a table. Tomas looks at me, smiling.

'So,' he says. 'You want to ask me questions, so you can tell Carrie's mother all about me. I am very happy about that. What do you want to know? Shall I begin?'

So I listen to the story of Tomas Varnas's life. He is nineteen years old, and comes from Vilnius in Lithuania. He came to London six months ago because he wants to start a business. His family make linen cloth in Vilnius, and Tomas wants to sell it in England. At the moment he's working Monday to Friday in a hospital because he needs the money. But he's selling linen in the street market on Saturdays. Business is good, and is getting better every week.

Carrie wants to tell me more about it. 'It's beautiful linen, you know. The best in the world. I'm learning all about it.' She's excited, I can see it in her green eyes.

Tomas is smiling. 'Carrie is very good with the colours of the linen,' he says. 'She wants to work with me. And she's good at business too – very good. Better than me.'

He puts the back of his hand against Carrie's face, just a touch, a very gentle touch, and smiles into her eyes. She looks up at him, and the love in her eyes is clear. For a second or two the world stops for them. These two young people are very much in love.

Carrie looks at me again. 'Everybody wants to wear clothes made of linen now, you see. So our business is going to get bigger.'
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 Tomas is selling linen in the street market on Saturdays.

'Lots of hard work,' says Tomas. 'But we're young, we can work hard, no problem about that. But we do have one problem.' He looks at Carrie. 'Your family.'

'Oh, that!' Carrie says. 'Not important. I don't need them. We're fine without them.'

'Not so,' Tomas says gently. 'Your mother is unhappy, your little brother is unhappy, and your father too.'

'No, he isn't! My father is a horrible man! We have arguments all the time. Every day he tells me, "do this, don't do that, do this." He's always right, and I'm always wrong! Always! He never listens to me. He doesn't understand me, he doesn't want to understand me. He's just horrible...'

'Shhh, shhh,' Tomas says. 'When people are angry, sometimes they say bad things. Maybe they don't really think that. You and your father have a lot of arguments, and you both get angry and say things.'

'Yes, but...' Carrie says.

I sit and listen. This is not their first argument, and it's not going to be their last one. It's interesting to listen to them. Tomas is very gentle with Carrie, but he's strong too. He's in love, but he still thinks clearly.

'Er, excuse me,' I say. 'I'm still here, you know.'

They look at me. Tomas laughs. 'Sorry!' he says. 'We talk about this often. In the end, Carrie must go back home. She knows that.'

'No, I don't!' says Carrie. 'I'm not going back home. No way!'

'But Carrie – you can't cut your family out of your life. Family is important. My family is important to me. And I want you to have your family too... to be friends with your mother, and your father. And your little brother!'

They're off again. I'm trying not to smile. This argument is going to run and run. I think Tomas is good for Carrie.

'Well, I'm done here,' I say. 'It was good to meet you, Tomas. I can tell Mrs Williams about you now. And, well... good luck to both of you.'

Carrie smiles. 'Thanks, Shirley. Can I call you Shirley? Ant and Janice said you were all right. I sent mum a text last night, you know.'

Tomas stands up too. 'I must get home now,' he says.

I stare at him, surprised. 'Home? You live here, in this apartment. Don't you?'

'No, no, no,' Tomas says. 'Of course not! Carrie is fifteen. We cannot marry before she is sixteen years old. It is against the law. So of course I don't live here. It is not correct.'

'But this is your apartment—?'

'No, no,' Tomas says again. 'It's my sister's apartment. Carrie lives here with my sister, Ruta Varnaite. She's working late tonight. I have a room with a friend near Putney Bridge.'

I'm very surprised. I sit down again and look at Carrie. 'Why didn't you tell me? Everybody thinks you're living with Tomas.'
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They're off again. I'm trying not to smile.

Carrie doesn't look pleased. 'Well, I didn't tell them that. But my dad always thinks the worst. And sometimes my mum too. But we can get married next year, when I'm sixteen.'

Tomas laughs. He pulls her hair, gently. 'Sixteen is still very young to get married. We can wait. I want to know your family first, and you want to know my family.'

'Yes, I really want to meet your family,' Carrie says. 'But you don't want to meet mine, you really don't.'

Tomas pulls her hair again, not so gently this time. 'Of course I do. I want to talk to your father, I want him to like me. We have all the time in the world, Carrie. Let's just take our time, eh?'

Carrie tries to look angry, then she laughs, and puts her arms around him.
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Tomas and I leave the house together. He walks with me to my car.

'I'm sorry about Mr Williams,' he says. 'I think he loves Carrie a lot. Maybe I can meet him and talk to him one day. But Mrs Williams doesn't need to be afraid for Carrie. Please tell her that.'

'Of course,' I say. I've got a lot to say to Mrs Williams. Tomas and I shake hands again, and say goodbye.

I drive back to my office, and check my messages. There's a message from Saheed. Call me about the Lithuanian boyfriend.

I send him a text.

Found the boyfriend, thanks.

And the girl. All well, no problems.

Easy case, nothing horrible.

But thanks for the help!

SH

A text comes back from Saheed at once.

Oh, thanks a lot! I made 12 phone calls for you, all for nothing! Next time, YOU can help ME!

SP

Oh dear! Saheed is not pleased. I often need his help so I must be nice to him. I send him another text.

Sorry! Really really sorry!

Can I buy you a beer tonight?

SH

A text comes back from him.

OK. The King's Arms, by the river.

9 o'clock this evening. See you.

SP



linen n. a kind of strong cloth made from flax 亚麻（布）

touch n. the action of putting your hand or finger on something or somebody 触摸；碰

gentle adj. quiet and kind 温和的；轻柔的

strong adj. not easily frightened or influenced; powerful 坚决的；坚定的；有力的




4

男朋友

第二天，我到了那条街，把车停在那座楼房对面，坐在车里。我有一杯咖啡、一份报纸，还有大把的时间。我想见托马斯，跟他谈谈。然后，我就可以向威廉斯太太汇报，我的工作也就完成了。

下午5点45分，卡丽从街的一头走过来，进了那座楼房。我开始仔细观察。人们下班回家……开车的、骑车的、步行的，我目不暇接。有两个人走进那座大楼，是一个年轻的女人和一个比她年长的白发矮个子男人。

6点25分，一个年轻小伙子从街那头走过来。高个子、深色头发。他走到那座大楼的前门，两秒钟后，我下了车，穿过街道，站在他的身后。

他开了门，扭头看着我。

“嗨！”我说，“我能进去吗？我要去六号的迈克·韦斯特布鲁克家。”

“行，进来吧，”那年轻人说。他替我撑住门，我们一起上楼梯。

“今天天气真好，阳光普照，”我说，“不过，他们说等一会儿会下雨。”

“嗯。”年轻人应道。

到了顶楼，他朝四号公寓走过去，掏出钥匙，开了门。我猛地转身向他跑过去。

“嘿，请问，这是你的吗？掉在地上了。”我手里攥着一张公共汽车周票。车票是两个多月前的，但是他看不到，因为我用手遮住了日期。

他看了眼车票，这时我从开着的四号公寓门朝里看，看到卡丽在屋里。于是我从门口进入公寓。

“哎！”那个年轻人冲我喊，“你干什么？你是谁？出去！”

我转身面对着卡丽。“你好，卡丽，”我说道，“你昨晚给你妈妈发短信了吗？”

这时，那个年轻人走到我旁边。“她到底是谁？”他问卡丽，“这是怎么回事？”他生气地瞪着我。

卡丽看起来也很生气。“她是个私人侦探。”她告诉那个年轻人说，“我妈妈叫她来的。我昨天在咖啡馆跟她聊过。我告诉过你的，记得吗？”

“噢！”那个年轻人一下子笑了起来。他的笑容很讨人喜欢。“多么令人兴奋！我从没见过私人侦探呢。你好！我叫托马斯·瓦纳斯，很高兴见到你。”

他伸出手来，我们握了握手。名字不对，我心想。不是门上的名字。不过，这的确是那个立陶宛男朋友。

“雪莉·霍姆斯。我也很高兴见到你。”我说道，“我很抱歉，不过，我得跟你谈谈。卡丽的妈妈……”

“当然可以。”托马斯说，“我理解。请——坐下。要给你来杯咖啡吗？”

他和卡丽冲了咖啡，我们围着桌子坐下来。托马斯看着我，面带笑容。

“那么，”他说，“你想问我一些问题，以便把我的一切情况转告卡丽的妈妈。我很乐意帮忙。你想知道些什么？我可以开始说了吗？”

于是，我听托马斯·瓦纳斯讲了他的故事。他今年19岁，来自立陶宛的维尔纽斯。他六个月前来到伦敦，想自己做生意。他的家人在维尔纽斯生产亚麻布，托马斯想在英国销售布料。目前，他周一到周五在一家医院上班，因为他需要这笔收入。但是他周六会在街头市场上卖亚麻布。生意还不错，而且一周比一周好。

卡丽想告诉我更多情况：“你要知道，是很漂亮的亚麻布。世界上最好的亚麻布。我正在全面了解这方面的知识。”她很兴奋，我从她绿色的眼睛里能看出来。

托马斯露出笑容。“卡丽对亚麻布的颜色感觉很敏锐，”他说道，“她想跟我一起干。而且她对做生意也很在行——非常在行，比我强。”

他的手背碰了碰卡丽的脸颊，只是轻轻一触，非常轻柔，含笑看着她的双眼。她抬头凝望着他，眼里充满爱意。有那么一两秒钟，世界为之静止。这两个年轻人彼此深爱着。

卡丽再次看着我。“你知道，现在人们都想穿亚麻布料的衣服，所以我们的生意会做得更大。”

“要付出很多的努力，”托马斯说道，“不过我们还年轻，我们可以勤奋工作，这一点毫无问题。不过，我们确实面临一个问题，”他看着卡丽，“你的家人。”

“噢，这个啊！”卡丽说道，“这个不重要。我不需要他们。没有他们我们也挺好的。”

“不是这样的，”托马斯温柔地说，“你妈妈不快乐，你弟弟不快乐，你爸爸也不快乐。”

“不，我爸爸不会！我爸爸是个讨厌的家伙！我们总是争吵。他每天都唠叨，‘做这个，别做那个，做这个。’他永远对，而我永远错！永远！他从不听我的想法。他不理解我，他不想理解我。他讨厌极了……”

“嘘，嘘，”托马斯说，“有时候，当人们生气时，他们说话会很难听。也许他们心里并不那么想。你和你爸爸吵过很多次，你们都在气头上，说了些气话。”

“是的，可是……，”卡丽说道。

我坐在那里倾听。这不是他们第一次争执，也不会是最后一次。听他们争执很有意思。托马斯对卡丽很温柔，但他也很坚决。虽然他在恋爱中，但他的头脑仍然清醒。

“呃，对不起，”我说道，“要知道，我还在这儿呢。”

他们都转向我。托马斯笑着说：“对不起。我们经常讨论这件事。卡丽最终必须回家，她知道这一点。”

“不，我不知道！”卡丽说，“我不会回家的。没门儿！”

“可是，卡丽，你不可能把家人排除在你生活之外。家人非常重要。我的家人对我很重要。我希望你也有家人……希望你跟你爸爸、你妈妈，还有你弟弟和睦相处。”

他们又开始争执起来。我努力克制，不让自己笑出来。这场争论会无休止地进行下去。我认为托马斯很适合卡丽。

“嗯，我的任务完成了。”我说，“托马斯，见到你很高兴。我现在可以跟威廉斯太太说说你的情况了。还有，呃……祝你们俩好运！”

卡丽笑了。“谢谢你，雪莉。我能叫你雪莉吗？安特和贾尼丝说你人不错。你知道，我昨天晚上给我妈妈发了条短信。”

托马斯也站了起来。“我得回家了，”他说道。

我惊讶地盯着他。“回家？你住这儿，就在这套公寓里，不是吗？”

“不，不，不，”托马斯连声说，“当然不是！卡丽今年15岁。她满16岁之前我们不能结婚，否则是违法的。所以，我当然不住这里。那样是不对的。”

“但这不是你的公寓——？”

“不，不是，”托马斯又连声否认，“这是我姐姐的公寓。卡丽跟我姐姐住在这儿，我姐姐叫鲁塔·瓦内特。她今晚会工作到很晚。我跟一个朋友合住，在帕特尼桥附近。”

我非常惊讶，又坐了下来，看着卡丽。“你为什么不告诉我？每个人都以为你跟托马斯住在一起了。”

卡丽看起来不太高兴。“哼，我又没有告诉他们我跟托马斯住在一起。可是我爸爸总是把事情往最坏的地方想。有时候我妈妈也这样。不过明年等我年满16岁我们就可以结婚了。”

托马斯笑了。他拽了一下卡丽的头发，非常轻柔。“16岁结婚还是太早了。我们可以等。我想先认识你的家人，你也想认识我的家人。”

“是的，我的确想见你的家人，”卡丽说，“但是，你不想见我的家人，你肯定不愿意。”

托马斯又拽了一下她的头发，这次没那么温柔了。“我当然想了。我想跟你爸爸聊天，我想让他喜欢上我。卡丽，我们有的是时间。我们慢慢来，好吗？”

卡丽使劲想绷起脸，但还是笑了。她抱住了托马斯。
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我和托马斯一起离开公寓楼。他陪着我走到我的车边。

“我为威廉斯先生感到难过，”他说，“我认为他很爱卡丽。也许有一天我可以跟他见面聊聊。但是，威廉斯太太大可不必为卡丽担心。请告诉她这一点。”

“我会转告她的。”我说。我有很多事要告诉威廉斯太太。托马斯和我再次握手，互相告别。

我开车回到办公室，查看电话留言。萨希德有留言：有关那个立陶宛男朋友的事，请给我回电话。

我给他发了条短信：




找到那个男朋友了，谢谢。

还找到了那个女孩。一切都好，没什么麻烦。

简单的案子，没什么麻烦。

但还是感谢你的帮助！

SH

萨希德很快回复了一条短信：




噢，非常感谢！我给你打了12个电话，都毫无音信！下次，你来帮我！

SP

惨了！萨希德不高兴了。我经常需要他帮忙，所以我得对他好点。我又给他发了条短信：




对不起！真的非常非常抱歉！

今晚能请你喝杯啤酒吗？

SH

他回复了一条：




好吧。“国王手臂”，河边那家。今晚9点。稍后见。

SP


5

A foot in the door

Saheed and I have a beer together, and I tell him all about the Lithuanian case.

'A father–daughter problem, eh?' says Saheed. 'Well, I know all about difficult fathers.'

Saheed is from an Indian family. He and his sister Leila have their problems with a difficult father too. But Saheed never talks about his problems. He just does his job. He's a good detective.

'So. You did a good job there. A happy ending,' says Saheed.

'Yes, and no,' I say. 'One more thing to do.'

We finish our beer and leave.

'Say hi to Leila for me,' I say. Leila is my best friend. She's a lawyer. Leila, Saheed, and I have a lot of arguments about the law, and the police, and private investigators. We have a good time. I'm always right, of course.
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The next day is Saturday. I do some work on my laptop in the office, and think about the Lithuanian case. How many young men are there like Tomas Varnas?

I think about it some more, then I leave, and walk to the Williams' house. It's not far from my office.

Mrs Williams opens the door, sees me, and tries to shut the door again. But my foot is in the door...
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But my foot is in the door...

'Can I come in, Mrs Williams?' I say. 'Just for a minute.'

'It's Saturday. My husband's at home,' Edith Williams says. 'Please speak quietly! Look, I've got your money ready– here it is. And thank you, thank you. Carrie is texting me every day now, so I know she's all right. Please go now, please don't—'

'Who's that at the door, Edith?' It's a man's voice, a big strong voice.

'Oh, nobody,' Mrs Williams says quickly, but I'm inside the door now, and looking at Mr Williams.

'Oh, hello,' he says. 'Who are you?'

'Shirley Homes, private investigator. How do you do? Your wife wanted me to find Carrie. And to talk to her boyfriend.'

'What!' Mr Williams turns to his wife. 'What did I say to you, Edith?' he shouts. 'We're finished with that girl! We don't speak to her, we don't talk about her, we—'

'And it's good news, Mr Williams!' I use my head teacher voice again. He's still shouting at his wife, so I shout too. And smile and smile.

'Yes, it's very good news, Mr Williams. Your daughter Carrie is alive and well and living in London. And she has a wonderful boyfriend!'

Mr Williams stops shouting and stares at me. Behind him I can just see Darren's head. He's looking round a door, with big eyes.

'Carrie's boyfriend is a very nice young man. His name is Tomas Varnas, he's nineteen years old, he's a hard worker, he's kind...'

'He's a foreigner,' Mr Williams says angrily.

'You have a problem with foreigners?' I say.

Mrs Williams closes her eyes. She's waiting for something... What? A lot of bad language about foreigners from her husband?

I look at Mr Williams again, but he isn't saying anything. He's just staring at me angrily. And suddenly, I understand. His problem isn't with foreigners, it's with his daughter. He wants to know that Carrie is all right, he wants to hear about her boyfriend, he wants to see her, to have her back home. But he can't find the words. He just can't say it.

I speak quickly. 'Tomas is a very nice young man.' I say it again, it's an important message. 'He works hard, he's doing two jobs, and he's going to make a good life for him and Carrie. He speaks very good English, and he's kind, and he's funny, but he's strong too. He thinks family is important, and he wants Carrie to come back home, to be friends with her mother, her father, her brother...'

All three of them are listening to me now. Darren has a big smile on his face.

'Oh, and Carrie is living with Tomas's sister, not with Tomas, you know. Carrie wants to get married when she's sixteen next year, but Tomas wants to wait. He wants to meet the family, and he wants Carrie to meet his family. So you see – Tomas Varnas is a good man, a really good man. He's a boyfriend to please any father in Britain, Mr Williams.'
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Mr Williams is just staring at me angrily.

Carrie's father opens his mouth, and closes it again. He still can't find the words.

'So now you know all about him, Mr Williams. Meet him. Talk to him. Ask him to Sunday lunch.'

I turn to Mrs Williams. 'Do you usually have Sunday lunch, you know, that wonderful British meal? All foreigners love it.'

'Er, yes,' she says. 'I... er... yes, I always do a nice Sunday lunch.'

'Well, there you are then,' I say. I smile around at everybody. 'Sunday lunch. That's a good way to meet your daughter's boyfriend.'

I take my money from Mrs Williams, give Darren a big smile and a wave, and walk to the front door. Nobody's shouting, nobody's crying. So far, so good.

'Have a nice day, everyone!' I say, and close the door behind me.



lawyer n. a person who knows the law and helps people in trouble 律师

laptop n. a small computer that you can carry 便携式电脑；笔记本电脑

shut v. to close something 关上




5

成功第一步

我和萨希德一起喝啤酒，我把这个立陶宛青年的案子原原本本地告诉了他。

“父女矛盾，对吧？”萨希德说道，“唔，我十分了解难相处的父亲。”

萨希德出生于一个印度家庭。他和姐姐莱拉跟难以取悦的父亲也有矛盾。但萨希德从不讲他这些事，只是工作。他是个优秀的侦探。

“看来，这个案子你办得不错。皆大欢喜的结局。”萨希德说。

“不完全是，”我说，“还有一件事要做。”

我们喝完啤酒，准备回家。

“替我向莱拉问好，”我说。莱拉是我最好的朋友，她是个律师。莱拉、萨希德和我有很多有关法律、警察和私人侦探的争论，争得不亦乐乎，而我当然总是对的。
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第二天是星期六。我在办公室用笔记本电脑工作，想起了这个立陶宛青年的案子。如今还有多少像托马斯·瓦纳斯这样的年轻人呢？

我再想了想案子，然后离开办公室，走路去威廉斯家。他们家离我的办公室并不远。

开门的是威廉斯太太，她一看见是我，就要关门。但是，我已经一脚跨进了大门……

“威廉斯太太，我能进来吗？”我说，“我呆一会儿就走。”

“今天是星期六，我丈夫在家。”伊迪丝·威廉斯说，“说话请小声点！看，我已经把给你的钱准备好了——就在这儿。谢谢你，谢谢。卡丽现在每天都给我发短信，所以我知道她没事。现在请你走吧，请不要——”

“伊迪丝，谁在门口？”是个男人的声音，嗓门很大。

“噢，没人，”威廉斯太太连忙回答说，但我已经进了门，看着威廉斯先生。

“哦，你好！”他说，“你是谁？”

“雪莉·霍姆斯，私人侦探。您好！您太太要我去寻找卡丽，并跟她的男朋友谈谈。”

“什么！”威廉斯先生转向他的妻子，“我怎么跟你说的，伊迪丝？”他咆哮着，“我们跟那个丫头一刀两断了！我们不跟她说话，我们不谈她，我们……”

“是好消息，威廉斯先生！”我又用校长的腔调说话。他还在冲他太太嚷嚷，所以我也提高了嗓门，连连微笑。

“一点没错，是个好消息，威廉斯先生。您的女儿卡丽还活着，一切都好，住在伦敦。而且她还有一个非常不错的男朋友。”

威廉斯先生停止吼叫，盯着我。在他身后，我正好看见达伦的脑袋。他从门边张望，瞪大了双眼。

“卡丽的男朋友是个非常棒的小伙子。他的名字叫托马斯·瓦纳斯，今年19岁。他工作非常努力，人也很好……”

“他是个外国人。”威廉斯先生气呼呼地说。

“你对外国人有看法？”我问道。

威廉斯太太闭上了眼睛。她在等待着什么……等待什么？等待她丈夫说出一大堆关于外国人的坏话？

我又看着威廉斯先生，但他一言不发。他只是怒气冲冲地盯着我。一刹那间，我明白了。他的问题不在于外国人，而在于他的女儿。他想知道卡丽没事，他想了解她男朋友的情况，他想见她，想让她回家。但是他不知道该怎么说。他根本无法开口。

我立刻说：“托马斯是个很不错的小伙子。”我又重复了一遍，这个信息很重要。“他工作很努力，同时干两份工作，他想让自己和卡丽过上好日子。他英语说得很好，而且心地善良、说话风趣，但是也非常坚定。他认为家庭很重要，所以希望卡丽能回家，跟母亲、父亲和弟弟和睦相处……”

此刻，一家三口都在听我说。达伦眉开眼笑。

“哦，还有，卡丽住在托马斯的姐姐那儿，你要知道，她没跟托马斯住在一起。卡丽想等她明年满了16岁以后就结婚，但是托马斯想再等等。他想见卡丽的家人，也想让卡丽与他的家人见面。所以，你看，托马斯·瓦纳斯是个好小伙，一个真正的好男人。威廉斯先生，他这样的男朋友，任何一个英国女孩的父亲都会喜欢。”

卡丽的父亲张了张嘴想说什么，又闭上了。他仍然找不到合适的话说。

“威廉斯先生，现在你已经了解他所有的情况了。见见他吧，跟他聊聊。邀请他星期天中午来吃饭。”

我转身跟威廉斯太太说：“你们有吃星期天午餐吗？就是那种美味的英式大餐？所有的外国人都喜欢吃。”

“呃，有，”她说，“我……呃……是的，我经常做丰盛的星期天午餐。”

“唔，那么就这样定了。”我说。我冲每个人笑了笑。“星期天午餐，这是认识你女儿男朋友的好方式。”

我从威廉斯太太那儿拿了钱，开心地冲着达伦笑了笑，挥了挥手，向前门走去。没有人吼叫，没有人哭泣。到目前为止，一切顺利。

“各位，祝你们愉快！”我说着，转身关上了门。


6

A surprise visitor

The next three weeks are busy. I have a new case to work on, and I'm out of the office nearly every day. I don't like the client very much, but the case is an interesting one.

On Saturday morning I'm in the office again. I have a lot of emails to write, so I'm not pleased when my doorbell rings.

The computer screen shows me a man at the door. Well, well, well, what a surprise! I hit the 'open door' button, and the man comes in.

'Mr Williams, good morning. How are you?' I say. What does he want?

'Morning, Ms Homes.' He's not friendly, he's not unfriendly. He looks around my little room.

'Nice office,' he says. 'Can you see the river from your window?' He walks to the window, looks out. What does he want? Does he just want to talk about my office? Maybe the weather's next...

'It's colder today,' he says. 'Autumn's coming.'

I wait.

He comes away from the window. 'Can I sit down? Just for a minute.'

'Of course. Please,' I say.

Now he looks at me. 'I just wanted to say... Well, you were right about Tomas Varnas. He's a fine young man. I like him a lot.'
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I hit the 'open door' button, and the man comes in.

'Well, that's great, Mr Williams. I'm very pleased. So, tell me. What happened?'

He smiles, and gets comfortable in my best chair. He wants to tell me all about it.

'We asked him to Sunday lunch. Like you said. And he and Carrie came to lunch, and stayed all day. Lots to talk about.' He laughs. 'Me and Carrie have an argument, of course, but we always do. Tom – I call him Tom now, you see – is very good for Carrie. He doesn't get excited, and angry, like Carrie does. And Carrie listens to him.' He laughs again. 'She never listens to me!'

I smile, and say something about the father–daughter thing.

'So Carrie's back home with us now. Tom comes round every evening, of course. And weekends. He's out with Darren now, playing football. Darren thinks he's wonderful!'

'Tomas is a big brother for Darren,' I say.

'That's right,' says Mr Williams. 'Oh, and Carrie's back at school too. She wants to do business studies, then she can help Tom with his linen business. She's got a good head for business, you know.' He laughs. 'My little Carrie – a businesswoman!'

He stands up. 'Well, you're busy, I can see that. I just wanted to tell you about Tom.'

'I like good news, Mr Williams,' I say. 'And it was good of you to come.' I walk with him to the door.
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'We asked Tomas to Sunday lunch.'

At the door, he says, 'You helped my family a lot. Maybe one day you need help. Just call me.' He gives me his business card. 'Anything. Who knows?'

Who knows? I'm going to remember those words...
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6

不速之客

接下来的三个星期我都很忙。我忙着处理一个新案子，几乎每天都在办公室外奔波。我不太喜欢那个客户，可是这个案子本身很吸引我。

一个星期六的早晨，我又回到了办公室。我要写一大堆邮件，所以当门铃响起时，我有些不快。

通过电脑屏幕，我看到一个男人站在门口。哇、哇、哇，真是太意外了！我敲了一下“开门”按钮，那个男人走了进来。

“威廉斯先生，早上好！你好吗？”我说。他想要干什么？

“早上好，霍姆斯小姐。”他看起来不是很可亲，但也不能说不友善。他四下打量着我的小办公室。

“办公室不错，”他开口说道，“从窗户这儿能看到河吗？”他走到窗边，望着窗外。他想干什么？难道他只是想谈谈我的办公室？也许接下来会聊聊天气……

“今天降温了，”他接着说道，“秋天到了。”

我等待着。

他离开窗户。“我能坐下吗？就一会儿。”

“当然可以，请坐。”我说。

这时，他直视着我。“我只是想说……嗯，你介绍的托马斯·瓦纳斯的情况没错。他是个优秀的青年。我非常喜欢他。”

“噢，好极了，威廉斯先生。我非常高兴。那么，告诉我，发生什么事了？”

他露出笑容，坐在我最好的椅子上，放松下来。他想把一切都告诉我。

“我们邀请他来吃星期天午餐，就像你说的那样。他和卡丽都来了，呆了一天。我们谈了很多。”他笑着说，“当然了，我和卡丽又争吵起来，不过我们一向如此。汤姆——你瞧，现在我叫他汤姆——很适合卡丽。他不像卡丽那样容易激动或生气，而且卡丽又听他的。”他又笑起来。“她从来不听我的！”

我笑了，跟他说了些父女关系的事。

“所以现在卡丽搬回家跟我们一起住了。汤姆自然每天晚上都会来。还有周末。他现在带着达伦出去了，在踢足球。达伦觉得他非常好。”

“托马斯对达伦来说是个大哥哥。”我说。

“的确如此。”威廉斯先生说，“对了，卡丽也回学校上学了。她想读商科，那样她就可以帮助汤姆经营亚麻布生意了。你知道，她很有经商的头脑。”他脸上露出笑容，“我的小卡丽——一个女商人！”

他站起来。“好了，我能看出来你很忙。我只是想跟你说说汤姆。”

“我喜欢好消息，威廉斯先生。”我说，“你能来告诉我这些真是太好了。”我陪他一起走到门边。

站在门口，他说：“你给我们家帮了大忙。说不定哪天你也需要帮助，那就只管给我打电话。”他递给我他的名片，“任何事都可以给我电话。谁知道呢？”

谁知道呢？我会记住这句话的……


ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1 Read the back cover of the book, and the story introduction. How much do you know now about the story? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) Shirley Homes is a detective.

YES □／NO □

2) Shirley Homes works for the police.

YES □／NO □

3) She has a university degree from Harvard, USA.

YES □／NO □

4) She is working on a missing persons case.

YES □／NO □

5) The missing person is a fifteen-year-old girl.

YES □／NO □

6) Shirley has a Lithuanian boyfriend.

YES □／NO □

7) Carrie Williams left home fifteen weeks ago.

YES □／NO □

2 What is going to happen in this story? Can you guess? Choose words to complete these sentences.

1) Shirley Homes finds / does not find Carrie Williams.

2) Carrie Williams is dead / alive.

3) Shirley looks for Carrie in Lithuania / London.

4) Carrie is living in Lithuania / London.

5) Carrie's boyfriend is a good / bad man.

6) Carrie is / is not living with her boyfriend.

7) At the end of the story, Carrie goes home to her family/ marries her boyfriend.

8) By the end of the story, the boyfriend is in prison / is a friend of Carrie's family.




ACTIVITIES



While Reading

1 Read chapters 1 and 2. Who is who? Complete the sentences with people from this list. One word is needed twice.

boyfriend / brother / detective / father / friends / mother

1 Carrie left home after an argument with her _____.

2 The argument was about Carrie's _____.

3 Carrie's _____ wants Shirley to find Carrie.

4 Carrie's _____ doesn't want to see Carrie again.

5 Carrie's little _____ is very unhappy about all this.

6 Shirley talks to some of Carrie's _____ from school.

7 Shirley asks her friend Saheed, a police _____, for help.

2 Before you read chapter 3, try to guess what happens. Choose one answer to this question.

Who comes to meet Shirley in the café?

a) Carrie and Ant 

b) Carrie and her boyfriend 

c) Carrie

d) Nobody

3 Read chapters 3 and 4. Who says or texts this? Who are they texting or speaking to?

1) 'I don't need my family. I have a new life now.'

2) 'Always change your mobile when you don't want people to find you.'

3) 'Saw C today. She's fine.'

4) 'When people are angry, sometimes they say bad things.'

5) 'I sent mum a text last night, you know.'

6) 'Of course I don't live here. It is not correct.'

7) 'We have all the time in the world.'

8) 'Easy case, nothing horrible. But thanks for the help!'

9) 'I made 12 phone calls for you, all for nothing!'

4 Before you read chapter 5, A foot in the door, try to guess what happens. Choose one answer to the question.

How does Shirley tell Mrs Williams about Carrie's boyfriend?

a) She sends her a text message.

b) She phones her.

c) She goes to her house.

d) She writes her a letter.

e) She sends her an email.

5 Before you read chapter 6, A surprise visitor, can you guess what happens? Choose answers to the questions.

1) Do the Williams family invite Tomas Varnas to Sunday lunch? YES / NO

2) Does Carrie go back to live at home? YES / NO

3) Who comes to Shirley's office to tell her all about it? Carrie / Mrs Williams / Mr Williams / Tomas / Darren / Ant / Janice / Kim




ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1 Match these parts of sentences together, and choose the best linking word to join them.

1) Mrs Williams wants Shirley to look for Carrie,...

2) Shirley takes Darren for a pizza...

3) Shirley doesn't want Carrie to see her on the bus,...

4) Carrie wants to get married...

5) Tomas wants to meet Carrie's family...

6) Shirley goes to the Williams' house...

7) Mr Williams really cares about his daughter,...

8) after / before he and Carrie get married.

9) because / so she changes her clothes, and puts on a wig.

10) and / but he can't find the words to say it.

11) but / because she doesn't want her husband to know.

12) before / when she is sixteen.

13) so / because she wants Mr Williams to hear about

Tomas.

14) because / so he helped her with Carrie's school friends.

2 After meeting Shirley, Ant sends Carrie a text. Complete her text with these words (one word for each gap).

alive, cries, investigator, meet, mum, name, OK, school, tell

Hey! We met this private _____ today in the street outside_____. Her _____ is Shirley Homes. She's _____; we liked her. She wants to _____ you tomorrow or the day after. Café Nero, 18.30. She says your _____ can't sleep and_____ all the time. Shirley just wants to know you're _____ and well. Then she can _____ your mum.

3 Use the clues to complete this crossword with words from the story. Then find the hidden eight-letter word in the crossword.
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1) Tomas wants to meet Carrie's _____.

2) Tomas is Carrie's _____.

3) When Shirley follows Carrie, she wears a blond _____.

4) Carrie is going to do _____ studies at school.

5) There are about 1,000 _____ persons reports every day.

6) Tomas is from Lithuania, so in London he's a _____.

7) Tomas's family make _____ cloth.

8) After Shirley talks to Carrie, Carrie sends her mother a_____.




What is the hidden word? _____ Does every family have these? What do you think?

4 Here is a new illustration for the story. Find the best place in the story to put the picture, and answer these questions.

The picture goes in Chapter _____.

1) Who is this?

2) What is she doing?

3) Why is she doing this?




Now write a caption for the illustration.
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Caption: ______________________________

5 Shirley talked to her friend Saheed a few weeks later. Put their conversation in the right order, and write in the speakers' names. Shirley speaks first (number 3).

1) _____ 'That's right, but that wasn't the end of the story.'

2) _____ [laughs] 'That great British meal! And did he?'

3) _____ 'You remember my Lithuanian case, Saheed?'

4) _____ 'And how did you hear about all this, Shirley?'

5) _____ 'Yes. Tomas went to lunch, and now everybody in the Williams family loves him! He plays football with the little brother, and the girl is back at school, studying hard. It's all wonderful, I hear!'

6) _____ 'Yes, I do. Last month, wasn't it? You found the missing girl, and the boyfriend was a nice guy.'

7) _____ 'The girl's father didn't like foreigners, but I told him to meet the boy, and ask him to Sunday lunch.'

8) _____ 'A happy dad, eh? That's nice. We don't get many happy endings like that in the police, I can tell you.'

9) _____ 'Mr Williams came to my office. He thinks Tomas is a fine young man, and he wanted to tell me that.'

10) _____ 'Oh? What happened after that, then?'

6 How did you feel about the people in this story? Put a name in the first gap, then finish the sentences in your own words.

1) I felt sorry for _____ because / when __________.

2) I did not feel sorry for _____ because / when __________.

3) I liked _____ because / when __________.

4) I did not like _____ because / when __________.
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内容简介

生活中有时候会有些奇怪的事情发生，没人能解释为什么。一扇门在夜里开了，却见不到人。一只冰冷的手掐住了你的脖子，你身边却没有人，天气也很暖和。你进了一间房子，里面都是人。你看不到他们，却能感受到他们的存在，他们在黑暗中等待。




罗达是农场里的工人。她高高的个子，有一双美丽的黑眼睛，每天工作很长时间，挣得却不多。格特鲁德不工作。她很漂亮，有一双小巧白皙的手，一副甜美的笑容，还有许多美丽的裙子。洛奇先生是农场主，拥有一栋很大的农舍，一座富庶的农场和很多良种奶牛。两个女人中哪个是洛奇农场主的妻子？农场主过去爱谁，现在爱谁，谁又是他儿子的母亲？




上面这些人里谁有一条萎缩的胳膊？一条可怜的、细细的、萎缩的胳膊，一条留有手指印迹的胳膊，一条一周周愈加纤瘦、枯槁的胳膊。胳膊上的印迹是从哪里来的？没人知道，也没人能解释。但人们都说，那是女巫留下的……




（本书属于哈代的非现实题材小说）




THE WITHERED ARM

Sometimes strange things happen, and nobody can explain why. A door opens in the night, but there is nobody there. A cold hand takes you by the neck, but you are alone, and it is a warm day. You go into a house, and it is full of people. You cannot see them, but you can feel them there, waiting in the dark.




Rhoda is a farm worker. She is tall, with beautiful dark eyes, and works long hours for not much money. Gertrude does not work. She is pretty, has small white hands, a sweet smile, and beautiful dresses. Mr Lodge is a farmer, with a big farmhouse, and many fine cows on his rich farm. Which of the two women is the wife of Farmer Lodge? Which woman did he love, which woman does he love, which woman is the mother of his son?




And which of these people has a withered arm? A poor, thin, withered arm, an arm with the marks of fingers on it, an arm that grows thinner and more withered, week by week. How did those marks get there? Nobody knows, nobody can explain them. But people say they are a witch's marks...
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The milkmaid and the wife

It was six o'clock on a warm April evening, milking time for Farmer Lodge's eighty cows. They stood quietly in the dairy, and the milkmaids were all at work.

'They say Farmer Lodge is coming home with his new wife tomorrow,' said one milkmaid.

'Yes. And she's young and pretty, I hear,' a second girl said.

She looked past her cow to the other end of the dairy. There was another milkmaid there, a thin, older woman, about thirty years old.

The first girl looked at the older woman too. 'I'm sorry for her,' she said quietly to her friend.
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'I'm sorry for her,' the milkmaid said to her friend.

'Oh no,' said the second girl. 'That was years and years ago. Farmer Lodge never speaks to Rhoda Brook these days.'

When the milking was finished, the milkmaids left the dairy and went home. The thin woman, Rhoda Brook, did not walk to the village with the other girls. She went up the hill behind the farm to a little house near the trees. It was a poor house, of only two rooms, and the roof did not keep the rain out.

At the door of the house the woman met her son, a boy of about twelve, and they went inside.

'I heard something at the dairy today,' the woman said. 'Your father is bringing his young wife home tomorrow. I want you to go and look at her.'

'Yes, mother,' said the boy. 'Is father married then?'

'Yes... You can go into town and do my shopping for me. And when you see her, there or on the road, look at her carefully.'

'Yes, mother.'

'What is she like? I want to know. Is she tall, is she short? Are her eyes blue or brown or green? Look at the colour of her hair, the colour of her dress. And look at her hands. Does she have small white hands, or the hands of a milkmaid, a worker's hands? You must look at all these things, and tell me.'

'Yes, mother,' the boy said again. He took a piece of bread from the table and began to eat it.

His mother said nothing more, but turned her thin, pale face to the open door. Her beautiful dark eyes stared out at the trees, seeing and not seeing.
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The next evening was warm and sunny. The road from the town to the farm went up and down a number of hills, and near the top of one big hill the boy saw a carriage behind him. It was Farmer Lodge with his new wife. She was a pretty young thing, much younger than her husband, with a sweet, innocent face.

The boy carried a heavy bag, and was happy to stop and stare for a minute. The carriage came slowly up the hill, and the boy took a good long look at the farmer's wife. His eyes never left her face.
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The boy took a good long look at the farmer's wife.

The farmer did not look at the boy once, and at the top of the hill the carriage went faster, leaving the boy behind.

'How that poor boy stared at me!' said the young wife.

'Yes, my love. I saw that,' the farmer said.

'Is he a boy from the village?'

'No. I think he lives with his mother on one of these hills.'

'He knows you, then.'

'Of course. And everyone is going to stare at you at first, my pretty Gertrude.'

'Yes, I know. But that poor boy had a very heavy bag. Perhaps he wanted us to help him with the bag.'

'Oh, these country boys can carry anything,' said her husband. 'They do it all the time.'

The carriage went quickly on. After a time the boy left the road and went up the hill to his mother's house.

She was home before him. She took the heavy bag from him and began to take the things out.

'Well, did you see her?'

'Yes. I had a good look at her on the road.'

'And what is she like?'

'She's nice.'

'Is she young?'

'Well, she's older than me.'

'Of course she is. But is she older than me?'

'No, she's younger.'

'Ah. What colour is her hair?'

'It's a brown colour, and her face is very pretty.'

'Are her eyes dark?'

'No, they're blue, and her mouth is very nice and red, and when she smiles, you can see white teeth.'

'Is she tall?' said the woman, a little angrily.

'I couldn't see. She was in the carriage.'

'Then tomorrow you must go to church. Go early, before she and Mr Lodge arrive, and watch her when she walks in. Then come home and tell me.'

'Very well, mother. But why don't you go and look at her?'

'Never! I don't want to see her. She was with Mr Lodge, of course. Did he look at you or speak to you?'

'No.'

The next day the boy went to church, and waited and watched. When Mr and Mrs Lodge arrived, everybody – not just the boy – stared at the new wife with interest.

When the boy reached home, his mother said, 'Well?'

'She's not tall. She's short,' the boy said.

'Ah!' said his mother, pleased.

'But she's very pretty – very. She had a beautiful white dress on, and it made a lot of noise when she moved. Mr Lodge looked very happy with her.'
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'Mr Lodge looked very happy with her,' the boy said.

'No more now,' said the woman. 'You can tell me more later.'

In the next days, Rhoda Brook heard more and more from her son about the new wife. The boy often saw Mrs Lodge around the farmhouse, but his mother never saw her, and never went near the farmhouse.

At the dairy the other milkmaids talked a lot about the new wife. They usually stopped when Rhoda was near, but she heard some of it. She remembered everything, and forgot nothing.

And slowly Rhoda Brook made a picture in her head of the young Mrs Lodge – a picture as good, as true as a photograph.



milkmaid n. a woman who works in a dairy, milking cows 挤奶女工

dairy n. a place where cows are milked, milk is kept, etc 奶牛场

thin adj. not fat 瘦的

village n. a very small town in the countryside 村庄，村子

poor adj. not good 破旧的

married adj. having a husband or a wife 结婚的，已婚的

pale adj. with no colour in the face（脸色）苍白的

stare v. to look at something for a long time 凝视，注视

carriage n. a kind of 'car' that is pulled by horses 马车

sweet adj. kind and gentle 甜美的，温柔善良的

innocent adj. not having much experience of the bad things in the world 无邪的

heavy adj. difficult to move or carry 沉重的

reach v. to arrive at a place 到达

move v. to change from one position to another 移动

farmhouse n. the main house on a farm, where the farmer lives 农舍
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挤奶女工和夫人

这是个温暖的四月傍晚，六点钟是给洛奇农场主的80头奶牛挤奶的时间。奶牛们静静地站在棚中，挤奶女工们都在忙活。

“听说洛奇场主明天要跟他的新夫人回家来了。”其中一个挤奶女工说。

“是的。而且我听说她又年轻又漂亮。”另一个女孩儿说。

她的目光越过眼前的奶牛，望向奶牛场的另一头。那边还有一个挤奶女工，瘦瘦的，年龄稍大，三十岁上下。

第一个说话的女孩儿也在望着那个年纪大些的女工。“我真替她难过。”她悄悄地跟自己的同伴说。

“嗐，算啦，”第二个女孩儿说，“那都是多少年前的事了。现在洛奇场主从来不跟罗达·布鲁克说话。”

挤奶工作结束后，女工们离开奶牛场回家了。那个瘦瘦的女人罗达·布鲁克没有跟其他女孩儿一起走回村子。她走上农场后面的小山，来到树旁的一幢小房子跟前。房子很破旧，只有两间屋，屋顶已经遮不了雨。

女人在门口碰到了她12岁上下的儿子，两人一起进了屋。

“我今天在奶牛场听说了件事情。”女人说，“你爸爸明天要带着他年轻的妻子回家来了。我想让你去看看她。”

“好的，妈妈。”男孩儿说，“这么说爸爸是结婚了？”

“是啊……你可以到镇子上去，替我买点儿东西。在镇子上或是路上碰到她时，仔细看看她。”

“好的，妈妈。”

“我想知道她长什么样儿。高还是矮？眼睛是蓝色的、棕色的，还是绿色的？看看她头发的颜色，裙子的颜色。再看看她的手，看她长了一双小巧白皙的手，还是一双挤奶女工的、劳动的手？这些都要看看，然后告诉我。”

“好的，妈妈。”男孩儿再次答应。他从桌上拿起一片面包，吃了起来。

他的母亲没再说别的，只是把她瘦削苍白的脸转向敞开着的门。她美丽的黑眼睛凝望着门外的树木，似乎在看，又似乎没在看。
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第二天傍晚，天气晴朗又暖和。从镇子到农场的路要上上下下翻过几座山。在快走到一个高高坡顶的时候，男孩儿看到他身后有一辆马车。车里坐的是洛奇农场主和他的新婚妻子。那女人很年轻，比她丈夫年轻得多，面容甜美无邪。

男孩儿背着沉重的包，很高兴能停下来看上一会儿。马车缓缓地爬上山来，让他有机会好好端详了一番农场主的妻子。他的眼睛一直盯着她的脸。

农场主看都没看男孩儿一眼。到了山顶以后，马车加快了速度，男孩儿被甩在了后面。

“那个可怜的男孩儿怎么那样盯着我！”年轻的妻子说。

“哦，亲爱的，我看到了。”农场主说。

“他是村子里面的孩子吗？”

“不是。我想他跟他妈妈一起住在这里的某座小山上。”

“那他认识你啦。”

“当然认识。谁第一次见到你都会盯着你看的，我美丽的格特鲁德。”

“是，这我知道。可是那可怜的孩子背着那么重的包，说不定他是想让我们帮他带一程呢。”

“放心吧，这些乡下的男孩子什么都扛得动。”她的丈夫说，“他们整天都在做这些活儿。”

马车继续向前疾驰。过了一会儿，男孩儿离开了大路，走上小山，回到了母亲的房子。

他母亲比他先到了家。她从孩子肩上取下沉重的包，开始把里面的东西往外拿。

“我说，你见到她了吗？”

“见到了。我在路上好好瞅了瞅她。”

“她长什么样儿？”

“挺好看的。”

“年轻吗？”

“哦，至少比我大。”

“她当然比你要大。我是问她比我大吗？”

“不，比你年轻。”

“哦。她的头发是什么颜色的？”

“是棕色的。她长得非常好看。”

“她的眼睛是黑色的吗？”

“不是，是蓝色的。她的嘴巴很漂亮，红红的，一笑起来就露出白白的牙齿。”

“她个子高吗？”女人问，语气有些气恼。

“我看不出来。她坐在马车里。”

“那你明天得去趟教堂。早早地去，抢在她和洛奇先生之前到那儿，等她走进来的时候看看她，然后回来告诉我。”

“完全可以，妈妈。可是为什么你不去看看她呢？”

“我不去！我不想见到她。她刚才肯定是跟洛奇先生在一起的。洛奇先生看你了吗？跟你说什么了吗？”

“没有。”

第二天，男孩儿去了教堂，边等边张望。当洛奇夫妇到达的时候，每个人——不仅仅是男孩儿——都饶有兴致地盯着那位新夫人。

等男孩儿回到家里，他母亲问：“怎么样？”

“她个子不高，挺矮的。”男孩儿说。

“哦！”他母亲开心了一点儿。

“可是她非常漂亮——非常。她穿了一条好看的白裙子，一动就窸窸窣窣地响。洛奇先生跟她在一起看起来非常幸福。”

“就说到这儿吧！”女人说，“你改天再跟我说其他的。”

接下来的几天里，罗达·布鲁克从儿子那里听到了越来越多关于那位新夫人的情况。男孩儿经常在农舍附近看到洛奇夫人，但他母亲从来没见过她，也从来不去农舍附近。

在奶牛场，其他的挤奶女工经常谈论这位新夫人。罗达在附近的时候，她们通常会停住不说，可罗达还是听到了些只言片语。她把听到的话都记在了脑子里，一句都没忘掉。

慢慢地，罗达·布鲁克在她的头脑中勾画出了一幅年轻的洛奇夫人的画像——一幅跟照片一样真实、生动的画像。


2

The dream

One night, two or three weeks later, when the boy was in bed, Rhoda Brook sat by the dying fire in her little house. She stared at the fire for a long time, but she saw only the picture in her head of the new wife. At last, tired from her day's work, she went to bed.

But the picture of Gertrude Lodge did not go away. When Rhoda slept, the young wife was still there in Rhoda's dreams. She sat on Rhoda's body in the bed, staring into Rhoda's face. Her blue eyes were cold, and with a cruel laugh, she put her left hand in front of Rhoda's eyes. There, on the third finger, was her wedding-ring. And the phantom of Gertrude Lodge laughed again.

Rhoda turned this way and that way, but the phantom was still there. It sat, heavier and heavier, on Rhoda's body, and now Rhoda could not move. Always in her ears was that cruel laugh, and always in front of her eyes was that left hand with its wedding-ring.
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 Always in her ears was that cruel laugh, and always in front of her eyes was that left hand with its wedding-ring.

At last, half-dead with terror, Rhoda suddenly put out her right hand, took hold of the phantom's left arm, and pulled it hard.

The phantom fell off the bed onto the floor, and Rhoda sat up.

'Dear God!' she cried. She felt cold, so cold. 'That was not a dream – she was here!'

She could still feel the young woman's arm under her hand – a warm, living arm. She looked on the floor for the woman's body, but there was nothing there.

Rhoda Brook slept no more that night, and at the dairy early the next morning, she looked pale and ill. She could not forget the feel of that arm under her hand.

When she came home for breakfast, her son asked her,'What was that noise in your room last night, mother? Did you fall off the bed?'

'Noise? What time did you hear it?'

'About two o'clock. But what was it, mother? Something fell, I heard it. Was it you?'

Rhoda did not answer, and after breakfast she began to do her work in the house. At about midday she heard something, and looked out of the window. At the bottom of the garden stood a woman – the woman from her dream. Rhoda stood still, and stared.

The boy came to look out of the window too.

'Oh, there's Mrs Lodge,' he said. 'She told me—'

'Told you?' said his mother. She looked angry. 'Why did you speak to her? I told you not to.'

'She spoke to me first. I met her in the road.'

'When was this?'

'Yesterday.'

'What did you tell her?'

'Nothing. She began to talk to me, and then she saw my old shoes. She said, "Do they keep the rain out?" And I said, "No, they don't, but mother and I have no money for new shoes." Then she said, "I can give you some better shoes." She's bringing them now, I think. Perhaps they're in her bag. She's very nice, mother – she gives things to lots of people.'

By now Mrs Lodge was at the door. Rhoda wanted to run away, but there was no back door in her little house. So she waited, and the boy ran to open the door.
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The boy ran to open the door.

'This is the right house then,' said Mrs Lodge, smiling at the boy. 'And this is your mother, is it?'

The face and body were the same as those of the phantom in Rhoda's dream, but there was nothing cruel in this face. The blue eyes were warm, and the smile was sweet and kind.

The young woman took the shoes out of her bag, and gave them to the boy. She smiled and talked in a warm and friendly way.

'How kind she is!' thought Rhoda. 'How young and sweet and innocent! Why did I have that bad dream about her? She's a friend, not an enemy.'
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Two days later Mrs Lodge came again, with a new shirt for the boy, and twelve days after that she visited Rhoda a third time. The boy was out that day.

'I like walking up here on the hill,' Mrs Lodge told Rhoda. 'And your house is the only one up here.'

They talked about the weather and the village, then Mrs Lodge got up to leave. 'Are you well, Rhoda?' she asked. 'You look pale.'

'Oh, I'm always pale,' said Rhoda. 'But what about you, Mrs Lodge? Are you well?'

'Yes, I am, but... there is something... It's nothing very bad, but I don't understand it.'
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'There is something... It's nothing very bad, but I don't understand it,' said Mrs Lodge.

She uncovered her left hand and arm. There were marks on the arm, yellowy-brown marks, like marks made by fingers. Rhoda stared at them.

'How did it happen?' she asked.

'I don't know,' said Mrs Lodge. 'One night, when I was in bed, I had a dream... and then suddenly, my arm hurt very badly. Perhaps I hit it on something in the daytime, but I don't remember it.' She laughed. 'My dear husband says it's nothing very much, and he's right, of course.'

'Yes... Which night was that?' said Rhoda.

Mrs Lodge thought for a moment. 'It was two weeks ago today. It was two o'clock in the night – I remember, because I heard the clock.'

It was the same night, the same hour, as Rhoda's dream of the phantom. Rhoda remembered the terror of it, and felt cold.

'How can this be?' she thought, when Mrs Lodge left. 'Did I do that? But why? She is innocent and kind – I don't want to hurt her. And how can a thing like that happen? Only witches can do things like that...'



dream n. a picture in your head when you are sleeping 梦

cruel adj. not kind; giving pain or unhappiness to other people 残忍的，残酷的

wedding-ring n. a ring on the third finger, to show you are married 婚戒

terror n. very great fear 恐惧

phantom n. a ghost; a 'person' who is not real 鬼魂，幻影

fall v. to go down quickly; to drop 跌倒，摔落

ill adj. not in good health 生病的；不适的

noise n. a sound of any kind, especially a disagreeable one 声音，响声；嘈杂声

midday n. the middle of the day 正午

bottom n. the lower side of anything 底部，尽头

run away　to leave a place, especially secrectly, in order to escape from someone or something 逃跑

kind adj. friendly and helpful 好心的，友善的

enemy n. a person who hates you; the opposite of 'friend' 敌人

uncover v. to remove the cover from something 露出




2

梦

两三周后的一天夜里，男孩儿睡下以后，罗达·布鲁克坐在她那小房子里即将熄灭的炉火旁。她朝炉火望了很长时间，脑子里却只有那位新夫人的影像。最后，累了一天的她终于上床入睡了。

可是格特鲁德·洛奇的影像却没有离去。罗达睡着之后，那位年轻夫人又出现在她的梦中。她来到床边，坐在罗达身上，死死盯着罗达的脸。她蓝色的眼睛冷冰冰的，残忍地笑着，并把左手伸到罗达眼前。那只手的无名指上，戴着她的结婚戒指。接着，格特鲁德·洛奇的幻影再一次笑了起来。

罗达辗转反侧，可幻影一直挥之不去。它坐在罗达身上，越来越重，现在罗达已经动弹不得了。她的耳朵里灌满了那残忍的笑声，眼前一直晃动着那只戴着结婚戒指的左手。

终于，吓得半死的罗达猛地伸出右手，抓住了幻影的左臂，用力一拉。

幻影从床上摔到地板上，罗达也坐了起来。

“天啊！”她叫道。她感到冷，特别冷。“这不是梦——她刚才就在这儿！”

她仍能感受到那年轻女人的胳膊握在她的手中——那是一只温热的、活生生的胳膊。她望向地板，寻找那女人的身体，但地上什么都没有。

那天夜里，罗达·布鲁克再也睡不着了。第二天一大早在奶牛场里，她看起来面色苍白，病恹恹的。她忘不了手中抓着那只胳膊的感觉。

回家吃早饭的时候，儿子问她：“妈妈，昨天夜里你屋子里的响动是怎么回事？是你从床上掉下来了吗？”

“响动？你什么时候听到的？”

“大概两点钟。到底是怎么回事，妈妈？什么东西掉下来了，我听到了。是你吗？”

罗达没有回答。吃过早饭，她开始做家务。大约正午时分，她听到有声音，就向窗外望了望。有个女人站在花园的尽头——正是她梦里的女人。罗达动也不动地站着，注视着她。

男孩儿也凑过来，向窗外望去。

“哦，那是洛奇夫人。”他说，“她跟我说——”

“她跟你说？”他母亲说。她看上去生气了。“你为什么跟她说话？我告诉过你不要跟她说话的。”

“是她先跟我说话的。我在路上碰到她来着。”

“什么时候？”

“昨天。”

“你跟她说什么了？”

“没说什么。她跟我聊起天来，后来看到我的旧鞋子，就问：‘这鞋能挡雨吗？’我说：‘不行，挡不了。可我和妈妈没钱买新鞋子。’然后她说：‘我可以给你双好点儿的鞋子。’我想她现在是把鞋子带来了，可能就在她的袋子里。她人很好，妈妈——她给很多人送过东西。”

这时候，洛奇夫人已来到了门前。罗达想跑掉，可她家的小房子没有后门，她只得等在那里。男孩儿跑去开门。

“看来就是这座房子啦。”洛奇夫人冲男孩儿微笑着说，“这是你妈妈，对吗？”

这面容，这身材，跟罗达梦里的幻影一模一样，只是她的脸上没有半点儿残忍的样子。她那蓝色的眼睛里流露着温暖，她的微笑甜美又善良。

年轻女人从包里拿出鞋子，递给了男孩儿。她微笑着，说话的语气温和而友善。

“多好的一个人啊！”罗达心想，“那么年轻，那么可爱，那么纯真！为什么我会做那个关于她的噩梦？她是朋友，不是敌人啊。”
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两天之后，洛奇夫人又给男孩儿送来一件新衬衫。十二天之后，她第三次造访了罗达的家。男孩儿那天没在家。

“我喜欢走到山坡上来。”洛奇夫人对罗达说，“而你家是这地方唯一的房子。”

她们聊了聊天气和村里的事，之后洛奇夫人起身告辞。“你身体好吗，罗达？”她问，“你的脸色看起来很苍白。”

“哦，我脸色总是苍白的。”罗达说，“您呢，洛奇夫人？您身体好吗？”

“我还好，只不过……有点儿……不是什么很严重的问题，可我不明白是怎么回事。”

她挽起衣袖，露出左手和左臂。她的胳膊上有一些黄褐色的印迹，像是被手指抓过似的。罗达盯着这些印迹。

“这是怎么回事？”她问。

“我不知道。”洛奇夫人说。“一天夜里，我睡觉的时候做了一个梦……接着，我的胳膊突然就疼得厉害。或许我白天撞到了什么东西，自己没察觉。”她笑着说，“我亲爱的丈夫说没什么大不了的，我肯定他说得对。”

“对，没事……这是哪天夜里的事？”罗达问。

洛奇夫人想了一会儿。“两周以前的今天。时间是夜里两点——我记得，因为我听到了钟声。”

这件事发生在罗达梦到幻影的同一天夜里，同一个时间。罗达记起了那可怕的梦，感到浑身发冷。

“怎么会这样？”洛奇夫人离开后，她想，“确实是我做的吗？可这是为什么？她那么纯真，那么善良——我不想伤害她。怎么会发生这样的事情？这种事只有女巫才可以做到啊……”
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The face in the glass

The days went past, and Rhoda Brook was afraid to meet Mrs Lodge again. She liked her, and did not want to remember the strange dream or the strange marks on the young wife's arm. But she could not stop thinking about them.

One day they met on the road from the village. They began to talk, and after a minute or two Rhoda said, 'How is your arm, Mrs Lodge? Is it better now?'

'No, it isn't. It's worse than before. Sometimes it hurts very badly.'

'What does the doctor say about it?' asked Rhoda.

'He doesn't understand it. He just says, "Put the arm in hot water for five minutes twice a day." Well, I do that, but it doesn't help.'

'Can I look at your arm?' asked Rhoda.

Once again, the younger woman uncovered her arm, and Rhoda stared at it.

The arm was thinner, and a little withered. And the marks looked more and more like marks made by fingers. Rhoda remembered her dream, and the feel of the arm under her hand – in just the same place.

'It looks like the marks of fingers,' Gertrude Lodge said. She tried to laugh. 'My husband says they are a witch's marks. A witch put her hand on my arm, he says, and it's killing the flesh.'

'No, no,' said Rhoda quickly. She felt cold and afraid. 'Don't listen to those old stories.'

The young wife's face was unhappy. 'No, but... you see, I think he begins to... to love me less, because of these marks on my arm. Men always like their wives to be pretty, don't they?'

'Some men do,' said Rhoda. 'But don't show him the arm. Cover it all the time, and then he can't see it.'

'Ah, but he knows the marks are there.' Gertrude looked away, but Rhoda could see the tears in her eyes.

'I hope your arm is better soon, Mrs Lodge,' she said quietly.

She said goodbye and began to walk home. She felt sorry for the poor, innocent young wife, and did not want to hurt her. But she did not feel sorry for the husband. She walked home, thinking about him. 'So, Farmer Lodge,' she thought.'You loved me once, but then you left me, and did nothing to help me. You wanted a new, younger and prettier woman for your wife. But she is not so pretty now, is she?'
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The next day Rhoda walked home from the dairy after evening milking at the usual time. She was nearly at her house when she saw Gertrude Lodge behind her. Rhoda went down the hill to meet her.

'Oh, Rhoda!' called Gertrude. 'I wanted to see you – to ask you...' Her face was pale and worried, and she held her left arm with her other hand. 'Somebody told me,' she said, 'about a man at Egdon Heath. They don't know his name, but they say he is a famous Wise Man, and can help people with... with things like this.'
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Rhoda could see the tears in her eyes.

She looked down at her left arm, and then looked at Rhoda, with hope in her eyes. 'They say you know about him, this Wise Man. Do you know his name?'

'Perhaps they mean Mr Trendle,' Rhoda said slowly. She felt ill. This man Trendle, people said, could do many strange things. He could understand dreams, he could drive phantoms out of houses, he could stop the work of witches... 'I am not a witch,' she thought. 'I am not! I do not believe in these things.'

Gertrude watched her. 'You know him,' she said. 'I can see it in your face. Of course, I don't believe in Wise Men. What can they do? But... well, I can just go and see him. Is it far to his house?'

'Yes – about five miles,' said Rhoda.

'Well, I must walk there. I cannot tell my husband about this. Can you come with me, Rhoda, to show me the way? Perhaps tomorrow afternoon?'

'Oh no, it's... I...' Rhoda began.

'Please!' said Gertrude.

And in the end Rhoda could not say no. Mrs Lodge was good and kind, and she needed a friend's help. But perhaps a Wise Man could see into people's dreams. Rhoda did not want to meet this man Trendle, and she was afraid...
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The next afternoon she met Gertrude by the trees near her house, and they began the long walk across the hills to Egdon Heath. It was a cold day, and the sky above the hills was dark and unfriendly.

They found Mr Trendle's house outside the village. He was at home when they arrived. He was an old man with grey hair, and he looked long and hard at Rhoda when he saw her. Mrs Lodge told him about her arm, and he looked at it carefully.

'No, doctors can't do anything for this,' he said. 'This is the work of an enemy.'

Rhoda moved away a little.

'An enemy? What enemy?' asked Mrs Lodge.

'I don't know,' said the Wise Man, looking at her. 'But perhaps you do. I can show the person to you. Do you want me to do that?'

'Yes,' said Gertrude. 'Yes, please show me.'

Mr Trendle took Gertrude into another room, but the door was open, and Rhoda could see into the room.

The Wise Man took an egg, and did something to it. Then he put a glass of water on the table, and carefully broke the egg open. The white of the egg went down into the water, changing to a milky white colour, and moving slowly round and round.

He put the glass in front of Gertrude. 'Look down into the water,' he said. 'Look for a face.'
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'Look down into the water. Look for a face.'

Gertrude stared down into the water.

'Do you see a face?' the Wise Man asked quietly.

Gertrude whispered something, but Rhoda could not hear. She turned away from the door.

When Mrs Lodge came out, her face was pale – paler than Rhoda's. Mr Trendle closed the door behind her, and the two women began to walk home. But things were not the same between them.

'Did he – did he ask for money?' Rhoda said quietly.

'Oh no, nothing. He did not want a penny,' said Gertrude.

'And what did you see?' asked Rhoda.

'Nothing... I – I don't want to speak about it.'

Gertrude did not look at Rhoda. Her pretty young face looked ten years older, and was now more like the face of the phantom in Rhoda's dream.

They did not speak for a long time, then Gertrude said suddenly, 'Did you want me to come here and see this Wise Man? How strange of you!'

'No, I didn't. But now, I am not sorry we came.'

For the first time since her dream Rhoda felt a little pleased. Life was cruel, she thought, and Gertrude Lodge must learn that lesson too.

On the long walk home they did not speak again about their visit to the Wise Man. But other people did, and whispered stories about it in all the farms and dairies. Mrs Lodge could no longer use her withered arm to do anything, and people began to put the word 'witch' in front of the name 'Rhoda Brook'.

Rhoda said nothing to anybody about the phantom of her dream, but her face got thinner and paler. And in the spring she and her boy left their house and went away into the hills in the west.
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They went away into the hills in the west.



worse adj. more unpleasant or severe 更坏的；更差的

badly adv. to a serious degree 严重地

flesh n. the soft part of your body between the skin and the bones 肉

tear n. a drop of salty water that comes from the eyes when you cry 眼泪

worried adj. afraid that something bad is going to happen 焦虑的

famous adj. well-known 出名的，有名的

wise adj. knowing and understanding many things 有智慧的，博学的

believe v. to think that something is true or real 相信

mile n. a unit for measuring distance, equal to 1760 yards or about 1609 metres 英里

unfriendly adj. not kind or pleasant 不友好的；令人不快的

break v. to make something separate into two or more pieces 打破，打碎

pleased adj. experiencing pleasure or joy 喜悦的，高兴的
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玻璃杯中的面孔

日子一天天过去，罗达·布鲁克害怕再次见到洛奇夫人。她喜欢洛奇夫人，不想回忆那个奇怪的梦，还有年轻夫人胳膊上奇怪的印迹。可是她没办法不去想。

有一天，她们在从村子过来的路上相遇了。两人交谈了一两分钟后，罗达问：“洛奇夫人，您的胳膊怎么样了？好些了吗？”

“没有。比以前更严重了。有时候疼得厉害。”

“大夫怎么说呢？”罗达问。

“大夫也说不清楚，只是说：'把胳膊放进热水里泡，每天两次，每次五分钟。'唉，我照做了，可是没什么用。”

“我能看看您的胳膊吗？”罗达问。

年轻的夫人再次挽起衣袖，露出胳膊，罗达仔细地看了看。

胳膊变细了，有些萎缩。那些印迹越来越像手指抓过的痕迹。罗达记得她的梦，记得手中抓着那只胳膊的感觉——就在同一个位置。

“看起来像手指印。”格特鲁德·洛奇说。她努力想笑一笑。“我丈夫说这是女巫留下的印迹。他说有个女巫用手碰过我的胳膊，所以上面的肉慢慢萎缩了。”

“不，不。”罗达急忙说。她感到又冷又怕。“不要听信那些老掉牙的传说。”

年轻夫人满脸愁苦：“我没有，可是……你知道吗，我想他开始……开始不那么爱我了，因为胳膊上的这些印迹。男人们都希望他们的妻子漂漂亮亮的，不是吗？”

“有些男人的确是这样。”罗达说，“不过别给他看您的胳膊呀。一直把胳膊盖着，他就看不到了。”

“嗯，但他知道那些印迹还在。”格特鲁德把目光移开，可罗达看得到她眼中的泪。

“希望您的胳膊早点儿好起来，洛奇夫人。”罗达低声说。

她跟洛奇夫人道了别，开始往家走。她为既可怜又无辜的年轻夫人感到难过，不想伤害她。但她一点儿也不为那位丈夫难过。她一边往家里走，一边想着这个男人。“好啊，洛奇场主，”罗达想，“你曾经爱过我，却离开了我，而且没给我一点儿帮助。你想娶一个更年轻、更漂亮的新妻子。可她现在也不那么漂亮了，不是吗？”
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第二天，罗达干完晚上挤奶的活儿后，从奶牛场往家走。快要到家的时候，她看见格特鲁德·洛奇跟在她后面。罗达走下山来，迎上了她。

“啊，罗达！”格特鲁德叫着，“我要见你——我想问你……”她苍白的脸上满是焦虑，右手托着她的左胳膊。“有人告诉我，”她说，“在埃格登荒原有个人，大家不知道他的名字，但都说他是位有名的'大师'，说他能帮人们解决……这种事。”

她低头看了看自己的左胳膊，又看了看罗达，目光中透着期待。“他们说你知道这个人，这位大师。你知道他的名字吗？”

“他们说的可能是特伦德尔先生。”罗达缓缓地说。她感到有些不舒服。这位特伦德尔先生，人们说他可以做到很多稀奇的事情。他能解梦，能将幻影从房子中驱逐出去，还能破解巫术……“我不是女巫！”她想，“我不是！我根本不信这些东西。”

格特鲁德望着她。“你认识他，”她说，“我从你的表情能看出来。其实，我也不相信什么'大师'。他们能做什么呢？可是……唉，我只能去找找他了。去他家的路远吗？”

“很远——大概五英里。”罗达说。

“唉，我只能走着过去。我不能跟我丈夫说这件事。罗达，你能跟我一起去，帮我带路吗？明天下午行不行？”

“哦，不……这……我……”罗达吞吞吐吐道。

“求你了！”格特鲁德说。

最终，罗达还是没能推辞。洛奇夫人为人善良，心肠又好，她需要朋友的帮助。可是，或许大师真的能够看透梦境。罗达不想去见这位特伦德尔先生，她害怕……
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第二天下午，罗达和格特鲁德在房子边的树旁会合，然后开始了长途跋涉，穿过群山，往埃格登荒原走去。那天天很冷，山顶上方的天空阴沉沉的，透着不祥的感觉。

在村子外面，两人找到了特伦德尔先生的房子。她们到的时候，他正巧在家。这是一位头发花白的老人。见到罗达，他死死地盯着她看了好长时间。洛奇夫人跟他讲起自己胳膊的事，他便仔细查看起那只胳膊来。

“没错，大夫拿这个没辙。”他说，“这是你的敌人搞出来的。”

罗达往后缩了缩。

“敌人？什么敌人？”洛奇夫人问。

“我不知道，”大师看着她说，“但你自己可能知道。我可以让你看到那个人。你想让我这么做吗？”

“嗯，”格特鲁德说，“我想，请让我看到吧！”

特伦德尔先生将格特鲁德带到另一间屋子，不过没把门关上，罗达可以看到屋子里面的情形。

大师拿出一只鸡蛋，施了些法术。然后，他在桌子上放了杯水，小心地把鸡蛋磕破。蛋清流进水中，变成了奶白色，缓缓地打着转。

他把玻璃杯放到格特鲁德面前。“低头看水里面，”他说，“找一张脸。”

格特鲁德低头向水里凝视。

“你见到一张脸了吗？”大师轻声问。

格特鲁德低声回答了什么，但是罗达听不到。她从门旁边走开了。

洛奇夫人从里面出来时，面色苍白——比罗达的脸色还要差。特伦德尔先生在她身后关上了门。两个女人开始往回走，可两人之间的关系已经跟来时不一样了。

“他——他跟您要钱了吗？”罗达小声地问。

“哦，没，没要。他一分钱都不要。”格特鲁德说。

“那您看见了什么？”罗达问。

“没什么……我——我不想说这个。”

格特鲁德没有看罗达。她年轻漂亮的脸仿佛一下子老了十岁，现在看起来更像罗达梦中的那个幻影了。

她们沉默了许久。之后，格特鲁德突然说：“你是故意想让我来这儿见这位大师的吗？你这么做太不可思议了！”

“不，我没想让您来。可是现在我也不后悔我们来了。”

自从上次的梦以后，罗达第一次感到有点儿高兴。她想，生活是残酷的，格特鲁德·洛奇必须学到这个教训。

在余下来长长的路程当中，两个人再没有提起造访大师的事。可是其他人却相反，所有农场和奶牛场的人们都在悄悄谈论着这件事。洛奇夫人已经不能用她萎缩的胳膊做任何事了，而罗达·布鲁克的名字前面也被人们加上了“女巫”两个字。

罗达没跟任何人提起过她梦中的幻影，可她的脸却愈发瘦削，愈发苍白。春天的时候，她和儿子搬离了原来的家，到西面的山里去了。
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The cure for a curse

Six years went past, and Mr and Mrs Lodge's married life was not happy. The farmer said little, and did not often smile. His wife had a withered arm, and there were no children to call him 'father', and to run laughing around the farmhouse. He thought of Rhoda Brook and her son. His son. But that was the past, and he could not change it now.

Gertrude Lodge was a different woman too. She was only twenty-five, but she looked older. Once a happy, smiling woman, she was now sad and worried all the time. She loved her husband, but he no longer loved her, and she knew it.'Six years of married life, and only a few months of love,' she sometimes whispered.

Her left arm was no better. She tried one thing after another, but nothing helped it. Some of the things were a little strange, and her husband did not like them.

'You think too much about your arm,' he said. 'You need somebody to talk to – somebody to be around the house. At one time there was a boy... I wanted him to come and live with us, but he is too old now. And he went away. I don't know where.'
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'You think too much about your arm,' Farmer Lodge said.

Gertrude knew about this boy now, and all of Rhoda Brook's story, but she and her husband never spoke about it. And she never said anything to him about her visit to the Wise Man of Egdon Heath, or about the face in the glass.

She wanted so much to find a cure for her arm. 'My husband cannot love me because of this arm,' she thought. 'So I must find a cure for it, I must. The Wise Man helped me before. Perhaps he can help me again.'

So one day she walked to Egdon Heath. She did not know the way, but at last she found the house.

'You can send away other things, I know,' she said to Trendle. 'Hair on women's faces, and things like that. Why can't you send this away?' She uncovered her poor, withered arm.

'No, I'm sorry, but I can't help you,' said Trendle. 'Your arm is withered because of a curse. It's not easy to find a cure for that.'

'Is there no cure, anywhere?' asked Gertrude sadly.
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'Is there no cure, anywhere?' asked Gertrude sadly.

'There is one thing...' Trendle began slowly. 'But it's not easy for a woman to do.'

'Oh, tell me!' said Gertrude. 'Please!'

'You must put the withered arm on the neck of a hanged man. You must do it before he's cold – just after they take his body down.'

Gertrude's face was pale. 'How can that do good?'

'It can turn the blood, and that changes many things in the body. You must go to the jail when they hang someone, and wait for the body when they bring it in. In the old days lots of people did it; these days, not so many do it. But it is still the best cure for a curse.'
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Back at home Gertrude thought about this for a long time. She tried to forget it, but she couldn't. She wanted to be pretty again, she wanted her husband to love her again. Yes, she must try this cure, she must.

'But how do I do it?' she thought. 'Where is the nearest jail? How can I get there? How often do they hang people? And when there is a hanging, how can I learn about it before it happens?'

So many questions. There was no one to help her, but slowly she began to find the answers. She asked careful questions in the village, because country people always know everything.

One old man was very helpful. 'The nearest jail is at Casterbridge, fifteen miles away,' he told Gertrude. 'They have trials there every three months, and there's usually a hanging after the trials. Some poor man or boy takes a cow or a sheep, or just some bread, and they hang him for it. Lots of people go to watch the hangings. I don't know why.'
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'There's usually a hanging after the trials.'

The next trials were in July, Gertrude learnt. She asked her husband about them, but Lodge said very little. He was colder to her than usual, and she did not ask him again. He was often away these days, so she did not see much of him.

July came, and Gertrude went to see the helpful old man in the village again. 'Just one hanging this time,' he told her. 'It's for arson, I think. They're going to hang him next Saturday.'

Gertrude walked slowly home. 'I cannot tell my husband about this... this cure,' she thought. 'And how can I be away from home for two nights? What can I say to him?'

But in the end it was easy. On the Thursday before the hanging, Lodge came to her. 'I'm going away for three nights,' he said. 'It's about farm work, so you can't come with me.'

'That's all right,' Gertrude said quietly. 'I'm happy to stay at home.'

They said nothing more, and on Thursday Lodge drove away in the carriage.



cure n. something to make an illness go away 疗法；药物

curse n. asking for something bad to happen to someone 诅咒；咒语

sad adj. not happy 悲哀的，悲伤的

never adv. not ever 从不，从未

hang v. to kill somebody by holding them above the ground by a rope around the neck 绞死

blood n. the red liquid inside the body 血，血液

jail n. a prison 监狱

trial n. a legal process in which a judge and often a jury in a court of law examine information to decide whether someone is guilty of a crime 审判

arson n. the crime of setting fire to a building 纵火（罪）
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解咒的灵方

六年过去了，洛奇先生和夫人的婚姻生活并不幸福。农场主几乎不怎么说话，也很少笑。他的妻子有一条胳膊萎缩了，他们也没有孩子，没有人在农舍里欢笑奔跑、叫他“爸爸”。他想到罗达·布鲁克和她的儿子。他的儿子。但一切都已成为过去，他现在无力改变了。

格特鲁德·洛奇也完全变了样。她才25岁，看起来却老得多。她曾经是个快乐、爱笑的女人，现在却变得整天郁郁寡欢，忧心忡忡。她爱她的丈夫，可丈夫却不再爱她，她清楚这一点。“六年的婚姻，只有几个月的爱。”她有时这样轻声自语。

她的左胳膊毫无起色。她试了一个又一个办法，却没有一个管用。有些办法有点儿怪异，她丈夫很不喜欢。

“你想你的胳膊想得太多了。”他说，“你需要跟人聊聊天——家里应该多个人。曾经有个男孩儿……我曾经想让他过来跟我们生活在一起，可现在他年纪已经太大了。他走了。我都不知道他在哪儿。”

格特鲁德此时已经知道这个男孩儿以及所有关于罗达的事，但她从来没跟丈夫提起过。她也从来没跟他说过去埃格登荒原拜访大师的事，更没说过在杯子中看到的面孔。

她非常想找到一个能治愈她胳膊的法子。“我丈夫是因为这只胳膊才不爱我的。”她想，“所以我必须找到治疗的方法，必须。大师曾经帮过我，或许他还能再帮我一次。”

于是有一天，她又步行去了埃格登荒原。她不认得路，但最终还是找到了那座房子。

“我知道您可以赶走很多东西，”她对特伦德尔说，“比如女人脸上的毛发什么的。为什么您不能把这个东西也赶走呢？”她露出她那可怜的、萎缩的胳膊。

“不能，对不起，我没办法帮你。”特伦德尔说，“你的胳膊是由于诅咒而萎缩的。要找到一个破解的方法很不容易。”

“真的没有办法？哪儿都没有？”格特鲁德伤心地问。

“办法倒是有一个……”特伦德尔欲言又止，“可是对于一个女人来说太难做到了。”

“啊，快告诉我！”格特鲁德说，“求您了！”

“你得把萎缩的胳膊放到一个被绞死的男人的脖子上。必须赶在他的尸体变冷之前——就在尸体刚被抬下来时。”

格特鲁德脸色煞白：“这样做能有什么用呢？”

“这样能流转血脉，也就能改变身体里的许多东西。你必须在监狱要执行绞刑的时候到那儿去，等着他们把尸体抬回来。过去好多人用过这个法子，现在没那么多人用了。但这仍然是解除诅咒的最好办法。”
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回到家以后，格特鲁德为这件事想了很久。她想忘掉，可怎么都忘不掉。她想变回漂亮的样子，想让丈夫重新爱上自己。是的，她必须试试这个办法，必须。

“可是我该怎么做？”她想，“最近的监狱在哪里？我怎么才能到那儿？他们多长时间执行一次绞刑？他们执行绞刑的时候，我怎么才能提前知道？”

问题太多了。没有人帮她，不过慢慢地，她还是找到了答案。她小心地向村子里的人们询问，因为乡下人总是什么都知道。

一个老人帮了她很大的忙。“离这儿最近的监狱在卡斯特桥，有十五英里远。”他告诉格特鲁德，“每三个月那里会进行一次审判，每次审判之后一般会有一次绞刑。哪个穷人或穷孩子偷了一头牛或一只羊，甚至只是些面包，就会被绞死。很多人会去观看绞刑，我也不明白为什么。”

格特鲁德得知下一次审判是在七月份。她向自己的丈夫询问审判的事，但洛奇说得很少。他对她比以往更加冷漠，她也就不再问他了。最近这段时间他总是出去，所以她也很少见到他。

七月到了，格特鲁德又去村子里见那位帮她忙的老人。“这次只绞死一个人。”他告诉她，“好像是因为纵火。他们要在下周六把他绞死。”

格特鲁德慢慢地走回了家。“我不能告诉丈夫这件事……这个解咒的办法。”她想，“而且我怎么才能离开两个晚上呢？该怎么跟他说呢？”

可到了最后，问题反倒很容易便解决了。绞刑前的那个周四，洛奇来到她跟前。“我要出去三个晚上，”他说，“是农活儿的事，所以你不能跟我一起去。”

“好的。”格特鲁德轻声说，“我乐意待在家里。”

他们没再说别的。周四那天，洛奇驾着马车离开了。




5

The hangman

The next morning Gertrude got ready to leave for Caster bridge. She did not want to go by road because she did not want to meet any of her husband's friends. So she took one of the heavy horses from the farm, and rode west across the hills.

She was afraid of riding with a half-dead arm, but the farm horse was quiet and slow, and easy to ride. He carried her uphill and downhill, past rivers and through trees, moving west all the time.

The sun slowly went down in the sky, and it was nearly eight o'clock when Gertrude stopped for a moment at the top of a hill. It was the last hill before the town, and she could see the roofs of Casterbridge below. There was a big building on a hill at the end of the town, with a white roof. She knew this was the jail, and she could see a lot of workmen on the roof.
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Gertrude could see the roofs of Casterbridge below.

'What are they doing?' she thought. 'They're building something up there on the roof... Oh!'

Suddenly, she understood, and quickly turned her eyes away. It was a warm summer evening, but she shivered with cold.

'Tomorrow they're going to hang a man on that roof,' she thought. 'And when he is dead...'

She shivered again, but then she remembered her husband's cold words and his unsmiling face, and she rode on down into the town.

She found a room to stay for the night, and then went out into the town.

'What do I do now?' she thought. 'How can I get into the jail tomorrow? Who must I talk to? The men at the jail, or the hangman?'

She was afraid to go to the jail, so she went to find the hangman. He had a house down by the river, a boy in the town told her.

When she found the house, she stood outside for some minutes, afraid to go to the door. Then the door opened and a man came out.

'Who are you?' he called out. 'What do you want?'
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'Who are you?' the man called out. 'What do you want?'

'I want to speak to you for a minute.'

He came nearer, and looked at her. 'Well, well, that's a pretty face,' he said. 'Come into the house.'

They went inside. Davies (that was his name) was a hangman on some days, but a gardener on other days.

'Is it about gardening work?' he asked Gertrude. 'I can't do any tomorrow, because I'm working at the jail.'

'Yes, yes, I know. That's why I'm here.'

'Ah! I thought so. Is the poor man one of your family then? Perhaps your young brother? No,' – Davies looked at Gertrude's dress – 'I don't think so. Was he one of your farm workers perhaps?'

'No. What time is the hanging?'

'The same as usual – twelve o'clock.'

'And it is... it is going to happen, yes?'

'Oh yes, nothing can stop the hanging now,' said Davies.'But I'm sorry for this young man, I truly am. He's only eighteen. They say it was arson, but I don't know. He was there when the fire began, but there were twenty other men there too. So how do they know? I think they just want to hang someone... anyone. But what can I do for you, my pretty?'

'I need a cure,' Gertrude said, 'a cure for a curse. And a Wise Man told me about the hanged man, and – and turning the blood...'

'Oh yes, miss! Now I understand. People sometimes come for that. But not pretty young things like you. Well, well. What's the cure for?'

'It's this.' Gertrude uncovered her left arm.

'Ah! It's all withered,' said the hangman, looking at it.

'Yes,' she said.

'Well, a hanged man's neck is the best cure for that,' he said. 'Your Wise Man was right.'

'So can you help me?' Gertrude whispered.

'Usually people go to the jail, and take their doctor with them, and give their name and address... But yes, I can help you – for a little money, perhaps.'

'Oh, thank you!' Gertrude said. 'It's better like this. I don't want people to know about it.'

'Don't want your lover to know, eh?'

'No – husband.'

'Aha! Very well. You can touch the body.'

'Where is it now?' she said, shivering.

'It? – He, you mean; he's still alive tonight. He's in the jail, a little room right at the top.'

'And what must I do tomorrow?' Gertrude said.

'There's a little door at the back of the jail. Be there at one o'clock, no later. I can open the door from inside, and can take you to the body when they bring him in. Goodnight. Don't be late. And you don't want people to see you, so cover your face. Goodnight, my pretty!'
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'There's a little door at the back of the jail.'

Gertrude went away, and walked up to the jail on the hill. She wanted to find the little door at the back, to know it for tomorrow. Then she went back down into the town and went to her room, and waited for the morning.



ride v. to sit on a horse's back when it moves 骑马

shiver v. to shake with cold, or fear 发抖，颤抖

gardener n. someone who takes care of a garden 园丁

as usual　in the way that happens or exists most of the time 像往常一样，照例

alive adj. possessing life 活着




5

刽子手

第二天一早，格特鲁德准备出发前往卡斯特桥。她不想走大路，因为不想碰到任何她丈夫的朋友。于是她牵了农场上一匹健壮的马，翻山越岭朝西而去。

拖着一条几乎残废的胳膊骑马赶路，她有点儿担心，好在这匹马温顺，走得也慢，不难驾驭。马儿驮着她跋山涉水，穿过树林，一直朝西走。

太阳慢慢地从天空落了下去，快到八点的时候，格特鲁德在一座山的山顶稍作停歇。这是到达镇子前的最后一个山头，她能看到山下卡斯特桥镇上房子的屋顶了。在镇子尽头的山上，有一座很大的建筑，屋顶是白色的。她知道这就是监狱。她还看到屋顶上有好多工人。

“他们在做什么？”她想，“在屋顶上把什么东西竖起来……啊！”

她突然明白过来，于是立刻把目光转向了别处。这是个温暖的夏夜，她却冷得发抖。

“明天他们就要在屋顶上绞死一个人。”她想，“他死了以后……”

她又打了个寒战。但转念想起丈夫冷漠的话语和没有笑容的面孔，她又继续骑着马朝镇上走去。

她先是找了间过夜的屋子，然后出门去了镇上。

“我现在该做什么？”她想，“我明天怎么才能进到监狱里面？我要去找谁说？是监狱里的人，还是执行绞刑的刽子手？”

她不敢去监狱，只好去找刽子手。镇子里的一个男孩告诉她，刽子手在河的下游有座房子。

找到房子之后，她在外面站了几分钟，不敢去敲门。这时，门开了，一个男人走了出来。

“你是谁？”他喊道，“你想干什么？”

“我想跟您谈几句话。”

男人来到她跟前，看着她。“唔，不错，好漂亮的脸蛋儿。”他说，“进来吧！”

他们进到屋内。戴维斯（这是男人的名字）有些日子做刽子手，其他时候则是个园丁。

“是园艺活儿吗？”他问格特鲁德，“我明天做不了，因为得给监狱干活儿。”

“是，是，我知道。这正是我来这儿的原因。”

“啊！我猜就是这样。那个可怜的家伙是你的家人？大概是你弟弟吧？不对，”戴维斯看着格特鲁德的裙子——“应该不是你弟弟。他是你农场上的工人吧？”

“不是。绞刑什么时候执行？”

“跟平常一样——十二点钟。”

“那……那是会执行了，对吗？”

“哦，是的。现在没有什么能阻止这次行刑了。”戴维斯说，“不过我倒是替那个年轻人难过，真心难过。他才十八岁。他们说他是纵火犯，我看倒是不见得。火着起来的时候他是在那儿，可还有另外二十个人也在那儿啊。他们怎么知道是谁放的火呢？我猜他们就是为了要绞死个人……管他是谁。对了，我能为你做点儿什么呢，美人儿？”

“我需要一个秘方，”格特鲁德说，“一个解除咒语的秘方。一位大师告诉我要找个刚绞死的人，这样——这样就能流转血脉……”

“哦，对啊，小姐！现在我明白了。有时是有些人会为这事而来。不过还没有像你这么漂亮的。好吧，好吧。这个秘方是要治什么？”

“治这个。”格特鲁德露出左胳膊。

“啊！萎缩成这样了。”刽子手看着胳膊说。

“是啊。”她说。

“没错，绞刑犯的脖子是治这个的最好办法。”他说，“你的大师说得对。”

“那您能帮我吗？”格特鲁德小声问。

“病人通常要到监狱去，还要带着他们的大夫，报上名字和地址……不过没关系，我能帮你——只要你给点儿钱。”

“哦，谢谢您！”格特鲁德说，“这样更好。我不想让别人知道这件事。”

“不想让你的情人知道，是吗？”

“不——是丈夫。”

“啊哈！好吧。可以让你摸那具尸体。”

“它现在在哪儿？”她颤抖着问。

“它？——你说的是他吧。他今儿晚上还活着，就在监狱顶层的一个小监房里面。”

“我明天要怎么做？”格特鲁德问。

“监狱后面有扇小门。一点钟的时候等在那里，别来晚了。我从里面把门打开，等他们把尸体抬回来，我就把你带过去。晚安。别来晚了。不想让别人看见你，就把脸遮上吧。晚安，我的美人儿！”

格特鲁德离开之后，走到小山上的监狱跟前。她想找到监狱后面那扇小门，好知道明天怎么走。随后，她下山回到了镇子里自己的房间，等待着早晨的到来。


6

The blood turns

At half past twelve on Saturday Gertrude Lodge walked up the hill to the jail. She went there by the small back streets, because there were so many people in the town. They were there for a holiday, to watch the hanging.

At one o'clock she was inside the jail. The hangman took her to a long dark room with a table. 'Wait there,' he told her.'Two or three minutes, no more.'

He went away, and Gertrude waited. She had a veil over her face, and her left arm was uncovered, ready. She stood still, with her eyes closed, listening, and shivering with terror.

Soon she heard noises, and could hear heavy feet on the stairs. The heavy feet came nearer, and four men came into the room with a long box. It was open, and in it was the body of a young man, with a cover over his face. The men put the box down on the table.
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Four men came into the room with a long box.

'Now!' said a voice in Gertrude's ear. 'Now!'

But the young woman was half-dead with terror, and at first she could not move. Then she opened her eyes and came up to the table. She could hear other noises outside the room. There were more people coming.

Davies the hangman was by her side. He uncovered the body's face, took Gertrude's hand, and put her arm across the dead man's neck.

Gertrude screamed.

And at once there was a second scream. A woman's scream, but not Gertrude's. Gertrude turned round.

Behind her stood Rhoda Brook, her face pale, and her eyes red with crying. Behind Rhoda stood Gertrude's husband. He looked old and sad, but there were no tears in his eyes.

'You! What in God's name are you doing here?' he whispered angrily.

'Oh, cruel, cruel woman!' cried Rhoda. 'Why do you come between us and our child now? This is the true meaning of my dream! You are like that cruel phantom at last!'

When Gertrude saw her husband with Rhoda, she knew at once that the dead young man was Rhoda's son. She stared at Rhoda, with terror in her eyes.

Then Rhoda ran to Gertrude, closed her hand round the younger woman's arm, and pulled her away from the table. When she let go of the arm, the young wife fell down, at her husband's feet.
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Rhoda ran to Gertrude, and pulled her away from the table.

She never opened her eyes again. They carried her out of the jail into the town, but she never got home alive. Perhaps it was the 'turning of the blood', perhaps it was her withered arm, perhaps it was her terror in the jail when she turned and saw Rhoda behind her. Doctors came and looked at her, but they could do nothing to help her, and three days later she died.
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In those days the unhappy parents of a hanged man came and took the body away after the hanging. That was why Farmer Lodge was at the jail with Rhoda that day. It was not his first visit to the jail. With Rhoda, he went many times to visit his son that summer, and that was why he was away from the farm so often.

But after his young wife died, nobody ever saw Farmer Lodge in Casterbridge again. He went home to his farm, but he did not stay there long. After a short time he sold the farm and the farmhouse, and all the cows and sheep and horses. Then he went away to live in a small town by the sea. He lived very quietly, without any friends or family near him.

When he died two years later, he left a lot of money. Most of it went to a home for poor boys, but there was money for Rhoda Brook too.

For some time nobody could find Rhoda. Then one day she came back to her old house near the dairy. But she never took a penny of Farmer Lodge's money. She went back to work in the dairy, and worked there for many long years, milking the cows in the morning, and again in the evening. Her dark hair turned white, and her sad pale face looked thin and old.

Most people knew Rhoda's story, and sometimes they watched her at milking time. What did she think about, all those long days, at morning and evening milking?

But nobody ever asked her, and nobody ever knew the answer.



holiday n. leisure time away from work 节日，假日

veil n. a piece of material that a woman puts over her head and face 面纱

scream v. to make a loud high cry when you are afraid or hurt 尖叫

die v. to lose life 死

sell v. to give something to someone in exchange for money 售卖，出售

answer n. the reply to a question 回答，答案
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血脉流转

周六十二点半，格特鲁德·洛奇走上山，来到了监狱。因为镇子上人太多，她是沿着隐蔽的小街来到这里的。人们都像过节似的赶来看绞刑。

一点钟的时候，她进到了监狱里面。刽子手把她带到一个黑洞洞的狭长房间，房间里有一张桌子。“在这儿等着，”他告诉她，“两三分钟，不会很久。”

刽子手走开了，格特鲁德等在那里。她的脸上遮着面纱，左胳膊露在外面，已经准备好。她一动不动地站着，双眼紧闭，侧耳倾听，怕得直发抖。

很快，她听到了嘈杂的声音，还有沉重的上楼梯声。沉重的脚步声越来越近，四个人抬着一只长条箱子走进了房间。箱子敞开着，里面是一个年轻人的尸体，脸上盖着块布。那几个人把箱子放在桌子上。

“快！”格特鲁德耳边传来一个声音，“快！”

可是这年轻的妇人已经吓得半死，一时间连动都不能动。过了一会儿，她才睁开眼睛来到桌子前。她听到房间外面还有声音，更多的人过来了。

刽子手戴维斯站在她旁边。他揭开了尸体脸上的布，抓着格特鲁德的手，把她的胳膊搭在那个死人的脖子上。

格特鲁德尖叫起来。

几乎在同时，又一声尖叫传来。也是一个女人的尖叫，但不是格特鲁德的声音。格特鲁德转过身来。

在她身后站着罗达·布鲁克，脸色惨白，眼睛哭得通红。罗达身后站着格特鲁德的丈夫。他看起来苍老而又悲伤，可是眼睛里却没有泪水。

“是你！你究竟来这儿干吗？”他愤怒地低声问道。

“啊，残忍啊，残忍的女人！”罗达哭喊着，“为什么现在来挡在我们和孩子之间？这才是我那个梦的真正含义！你到底变成了那个残忍的幻影！”

格特鲁德一看到她丈夫跟罗达在一起，立刻就明白了那个死去的年轻人是罗达的儿子。她注视着罗达，眼睛里充满了恐惧。

这时，罗达跑向格特鲁德，用手抓住年轻女人的胳膊，把她从桌子旁拉开。等到罗达把手松开，年轻夫人摔倒在丈夫的脚下。

她再也没有睁开眼睛。人们把她从监狱里抬到了镇上，而她却没能活着回家。或许是因为“血脉流转”，或许是因为萎缩的胳膊，又或许是因为在监狱中转身见到罗达时受到的惊吓。大夫来看过她，却无力回天，三天之后，她死了。
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在那个年代，不幸的父母会到监狱来把被绞死的孩子的尸体带走。正因为如此，洛奇农场主和罗达那天才会出现在监狱中。这并不是洛奇农场主第一次去监狱。那年夏天，他和罗达到监狱去了很多次，去探望他们的儿子，这也正是他经常离开农场的原因。

然而，自从洛奇农场主年轻的妻子死后，再没有人在卡斯特桥见到过他。他回了农场，但没待多长时间。没过多久，他就卖掉了农场、农舍，以及所有的牛、羊和马。后来，他搬到海边的一个小镇居住。他悄无声息地活着，身边没有朋友，也没有家人。

两年之后他死了，留下了一大笔钱。大部分钱给了一家穷苦孩子的收容所，也有一点儿钱留给了罗达·布鲁克。

有一段时间，没人能找到罗达。后来有一天，她回到了奶牛场附近的老房子。可她没拿洛奇农场主的一分钱。她回到奶牛场工作，并且在那里干了很多年，每天早上挤一次牛奶，晚上再挤一次。她的黑发变成了白发，苍白忧伤的脸看起来瘦削而苍老。

大多数人都知道罗达的故事，有时还会在她挤牛奶的时候望望她。在那些漫长的日子里，每天早晚挤牛奶的时候，她在想些什么呢？

没有人问过她，也没有人知道答案。


ACTIVITIES



 Before Reading

1 Read the story introduction of the book, and the back cover. What do you know now about the story? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) Farmer Lodge marries his first love.

YES □／NO □

2) Farmer Lodge is married.

YES □／NO □

3) Only one of the women works.

YES □／NO □

4) One of the women has a child.

YES □／NO □

5) The arm is withered because of an accident.

YES □／NO □

6) The withered arm gets worse and worse.

YES □／NO □

7) The withered arm has the marks of teeth on it.

YES □／NO □

2 What can you guess about the people in this story? Use this table to make some sentences.
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ACTIVITIES



 While Reading

1 Read Chapters 1 and 2, then circle the correct words in each sentence.

1) The farmer's new wife was Gertrude / Rhoda.

2) The boy lived with his mother / father.

3) The boy met Farmer Lodge and his wife at the farm /on the road / at his house.

4) Rhoda was younger / older and taller / shorter than Gertrude.

5) In her dream Rhoda saw a phantom of Farmer Lodge /Gertrude.

6) Rhoda met Gertrude before / after the dream.

7) To Rhoda, Gertrude looked like a friend / an enemy.

8) On Gertrude's right / left arm, there were marks made by teeth /fingers.

2 How do you feel about the people in the story? Put a circle round one answer for each person.

Do you feel sorry for...


  
    	1) Rhoda?
    	yes / a little / no
  

  
    	2) the boy?
    	yes / a little / no
  

  
    	3) Gertrude?
    	yes / a little / no
  

  
    	4) Mr Lodge?
    	yes / a little / no
  



3 Before you read Chapter 3, can you guess what happens? Choose some of these answers.

1) Gertrude's arm does not get better.

2) Farmer Lodge calls Rhoda a witch.

3) Farmer Lodge begins to love Gertrude less.

4) Farmer Lodge leaves his wife.

5) Gertrude asks Rhoda for help.

6) Gertrude sees the face of her enemy.

7) Rhoda tells Gertrude about her dream.

8) Rhoda's son goes to live with his father and Gertrude.

9) Rhoda and her son leave their house and go away.

4 Read Chapters 3 and 4, then put these sentences in the correct order for the story. Begin with number 5.

1) Gertrude asked the country people about hanging.

2) Things were different between Gertrude and Rhoda.

3) Gertrude went to see Mr Trendle again.

4) Farmer Lodge went away for three nights.

5) Rhoda and Gertrude went to see Mr Trendle.

6) People began to call Rhoda a witch.

7) Gertrude learnt about a hanging in July in Casterbridge.

8) Rhoda left her house and went away.

9) Gertrude saw a face in the glass.

10) Six years went by and Gertrude's arm was still withered.

11) Mr Trendle told Gertrude about the best cure for a curse.

5 Before you read Chapter 5, can you guess what happens? Choose one ending for each sentence.

1) Gertrude...

a) meets one of her husband's friends on the road.

b) meets Farmer Lodge in Casterbridge.

c) meets the hangman in Casterbridge.

2) Mr Lodge...

a) returns home the next day before Gertrude leaves.

b) goes away to meet Rhoda Brook somewhere.

c) stops Gertrude going to Casterbridge.

6 Read Chapter 5. You are Gertrude's friend. What do you say to her about tomorrow? Choose one idea.

1) 'Go to the jail.' 

2) 'Don't go to the jail.' 

3) 'Go home.'

4) 'Go to church.'

7 Before you read Chapter 6, look at these ideas. Can you guess how many are true? Choose as many as you like.

After Gertrude puts her arm on the hanged man's neck...

1)... the hangman asks her for a lot more money.

2)... she sees the hanged man's mother behind her.

3)... her withered arm gets better at once.

4)... her hair turns white.

5)... she dies three days later.

6)... she goes home and lives happily with her husband.


ACTIVITIES



 After Reading

1 Use the clues below to complete this crossword with words from the story. Then find the hidden seven-letter word in the crossword.
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1) Perhaps a _____ put her hand on Gertrude's arm.

2) Rhoda worked in a _____, milking the cows.

3) Rhoda thought, 'Gertrude is a friend, not an _____.'

4) Mr Trendle put water and the white of an egg in a _____.

5) When Rhoda saw Gertrude at the jail, she _____.

6) On Gertrude's arm there were some yellowy-brown _____.

7) In Rhoda's dream a _____ sat on her body.

8) Gertrude hoped to find a _____ for her arm at the jail.




The hidden word in the crossword is _____.

2 Farmer Lodge and Gertrude never talked about Rhoda and her son – but imagine that they did. Here are five questions for Gertrude to ask, and ten answers for Mr Lodge. Match two answers to each question.

1) Why didn't you marry Rhoda?

2) Why did you stop loving her?

3) Why did she stay when I came?

4) Why didn't you help your son?

5) Why didn't you tell me about her?




6) Because she did not have much money, and she had work and a house here.

7) Because she was only a milkmaid.

8) Because it was a long time ago, and it wasn't important.

9) Because I was young, and young love soon dies.

10) Because his mother didn't want my money.

11) Because I wanted my wife to be rich and from a good family.

12) Because I wanted you to be happy.

13) Because I wanted somebody new.

14) Because she was interested in my new wife.

15) Because he had food, and a place to live, so I didn't think about him.

Now look at the two answers for each question. Choose the best answer for Farmer Lodge, and explain why you think that answer is best.

3 Here is a new illustration for the story. Find the best place in the story to put the picture, and answer these questions.

The picture goes in Chapter _____.

1) Who are the two people in the picture?

2) What are they talking about?

3) What does the woman do the next day?

Now write a caption for the illustration.
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Caption:__________________

4 Here are two different endings for the story. Use these words to fill in the gaps.

better, die, dies, dream, fingers, happy, many, marries, phantom, sees, together

1) Gertrude does not _____ and her arm gets _____. She and Mr Lodge live _____ for many years and they have ____ children. Nobody ever _____ Rhoda again.

2) After Gertrude _____, Mr Lodge _____ Rhoda, but they are not _____. One night Rhoda has another _____ about a_____, and the next day Mr Lodge sees the marks of _____ on his arm...

Which ending do you like best – the ending of the story in the book, or one of the endings above? Why?

5 How did you feel about the people in this story? Use these names, and complete the sentences in your own words.

Rhoda / Gertrude / the boy / Mr Lodge

1) I felt most sorry for _____ because __________.

2) I did not feel sorry for _____ because __________.

3) I also felt sorry for _____ because __________.

6 Some people believe that there are things like phantoms and witches and wise men. Why is that, do you think? Do you believe in them?
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简　介

“你得知道，这儿人人都是疯子。”切舍猫说，“我是疯子，你也是疯子。”

“你怎么知道我疯了？”爱丽丝问。

“你当然是疯子，”切舍猫说，“到这儿来的人都疯了。”

这是爱丽丝在很早以前一个夏日里的梦。在这梦的奇境里，白兔戴着白手套，毛虫吸着烟斗……疯了的制帽人和三月兔总是在喝茶，而红桃王后要砍掉每一个人的头……这故事很奇怪，可是，在梦境里什么都会发生。




刘易斯·卡洛尔（他的真名叫查尔斯·道森）生于1832年，死于1898年。他在牛津大学教数学。《爱丽丝漫游奇境记》是写给一个名叫爱丽丝·利得尔的小女孩的。后来他又写了一本《透过镜子》，这两部爱丽丝的故事都是最著名的儿童读物。
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1
Down the rabbit-hole

Alice was beginning to get very bored. She and her sister were sitting under the trees. Her sister was reading, but Alice had nothing to do. Once or twice she looked into her sister's book, but it had no pictures or conversations in it.

'And what is the use of a book,' thought Alice, 'without pictures or conversations?'

She tried to think of something to do, but it was a hot day and she felt very sleepy and stupid. She was still sitting and thinking when suddenly a White Rabbit with pink eyes ran past her.

There was nothing really strange about seeing a rabbit. And Alice was not very surprised when the Rabbit said, 'Oh dear! Oh dear! I shall be late!' (Perhaps it was a little strange, Alice thought later, but at the time she was not surprised.)

But then the Rabbit took a watch out of its pocket, looked at it, and hurried on. At once Alice jumped to her feet.

'I've never before seen a rabbit with either a pocket, or a watch to take out of it,' she thought. And she ran quickly across the field after the Rabbit. She did not stop to think, and when the Rabbit ran down a large rabbit-hole, Alice followed it immediately.

After a little way the rabbit-hole suddenly went down, deep into the ground. Alice could not stop herself falling, and down she went, too.

It was a very strange hole. Alice was falling very slowly, and she had time to think and to look around her. She could see nothing below her because it was so dark. But when she looked at the sides of the hole, she could see cupboards and books and pictures on the walls. She had time to take things out of a cupboard, look at them, and then put them back in a cupboard lower down.

'Well!' thought Alice. 'After a fall like this, I can fall anywhere! I can fall downstairs at home, and I won't cry or say a word about it!'

Down, down, down. 'How far have I fallen now?' Alice said aloud to herself. 'Perhaps I'm near the centre of the earth. Let me think... That's four thousand miles down.' (Alice was very good at her school lessons and could remember a lot of things like this.)

Down, down, down. Would she ever stop falling? Alice was very nearly asleep when, suddenly, she was sitting on the ground. Quickly, she jumped to her feet and looked around. She could see the White Rabbit, who was hurrying away and still talking to himself. 'Oh my ears and whiskers!' he was saying. 'How late it's getting!'

Alice ran after him like the wind. She was getting very near him when he suddenly turned a corner. Alice ran round the corner too, and then stopped. She was now in a long, dark room with doors all round the walls, and she could not see the White Rabbit anywhere.

She tried to open the doors, but they were all locked. 'How will I ever get out again?' she thought sadly. Then she saw a little glass table with three legs, and on the top of it was a very small gold key. Alice quickly took the key and tried it in all the doors, but oh dear! Either the locks were too big, or the key was too small, but she could not open any of the doors.

Then she saw another door, a door that was only forty centimetres high. The little gold key unlocked this door easily, but of course Alice could not get through it — she was much too big. So she lay on the floor and looked through the open door, into a beautiful garden with green trees and bright flowers.

Poor Alice was very unhappy. 'What a wonderful garden!' she said to herself. 'I'd like to be out there — not in this dark room. Why can't I get smaller?' It was already a very strange day, and Alice was beginning to think that anything was possible.

After a while she locked the door again, got up and went back to the glass table. She put the key down and then she saw a little bottle on the table ('I'm sure it wasn't here before,' said Alice). Round the neck of the bottle was a piece of paper with the words DRINK ME in large letters.

But Alice was a careful girl. 'It can be dangerous to drink out of strange bottles,' she said. 'What will it do to me?' She drank a little bit very slowly. The taste was very nice, like chocolate and oranges and hot sweet coffee, and very soon Alice finished the bottle.

*　　*　　*

'What a strange feeling!' said Alice. 'I think I'm getting smaller and smaller every second.'

And she was. A few minutes later she was only twenty-five centimetres high. 'And now,' she said happily, 'I can get through the little door into that beautiful garden.'

She ran at once to the door. When she got there, she remembered that the little gold key was back on the glass table. She ran back to the table for it, but of course, she was now much too small! There was the key, high above her, on top of the table. She tried very hard to climb up the table leg, but she could not do it.

At last, tired and unhappy, Alice sat down on the floor and cried. But after a while she spoke to herself angrily.

'Come now,' she said. 'Stop crying at once. What's the use of crying?' She was a strange child, and often talked to herself like this.

Soon she saw a little glass box near her on the floor. She opened it, and found a very small cake with the words EAT ME on it.

Nothing could surprise Alice now. 'Well, I'll eat it,' she said. 'If I get taller, I can take the key off the table. And if I get smaller, I can get under the door. One way or another, I'll get into the garden. So it doesn't matter what happens!'

She ate a bit of the cake, and then put her hand on top of her head. 'Which way? Which way?' she asked herself, a little afraid. Nothing happened. This was not really surprising. People don't usually get taller or shorter when they eat cake. But a lot of strange things were happening to Alice today. 'It will be very boring,' she said, 'if nothing happens.'

So she went on eating, and very soon the cake was finished.



conversation n. talking between two or more people. 会话；谈话。

stupid adj. foolish with very slow thinking. 愚蠢的；蠢笨的。

strange adj. that you do not know; surprising because it does not often happen. 陌生的；奇怪的。

dark n. where there is no light. 黑暗；暗处。

cupboard n. piece of furniture, with shelves and doors, for keeping things in. 碗橱；小橱；柜子。

centre n. middle part or point. 中心；中央。

jumped to her feet move quickly off the ground. 她跳了起来。

whiskers n. the long hairs that grow near the mouth of (the rabbit).（兔子）胡须。

locked adj. a locked door. 锁着的门。

key n. piece of metal that opens a lock. 钥匙。

centimetre n. measure of length. 厘米。

garden n. piece of open land where flowers grow. 花园。

wonderful adj. that pleases and surprises you very much. 惊人的；奇妙的；精彩的。

drink v. take water, milk, coffee, etc. in through the mouth. 喝；饮。

dangerous adj. that will probably bring harm. 危险的。

second n. sixtieth part of a minute. 秒；1/60分。

remember v. keep something in your mind. 记住；想起。

top n. highest part. 顶端；最上部。

climb v. go up with the help of both hands and feet. 爬；攀登。

eat v. put food in your mouth and swallow it. 吃。

way n. road, route, how you go from one place to another. 路；路线；路途。

afraid adj. having fear. 害怕。

happen v. be, take place. 发生。

boring adj. dull, not interesting. 令人厌烦的；没有意思的。


1　掉进兔子洞
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爱丽丝开始觉得有点无聊了。她和姐姐正坐在树下。姐姐在看书，而爱丽丝无事可做。她不时看看姐姐的书，里面既没有图画，也没有对话。

“一本书没有图画和对话有什么用呢？”爱丽丝想。

她想找点什么事儿做做，可天气很热，她觉得又困又无聊。正坐在那儿想事，忽然，一只长着粉红眼睛的白兔跑过她身边。

看到一只兔子并没有什么可奇怪的。兔子说话时爱丽丝居然也不觉得太奇怪。兔子说：“噢，天哪！噢，天哪！我要迟到了！”（后来爱丽丝想起这事觉得是有点儿奇怪，但当时她并不觉得有什么奇怪。）

然后兔子从自己的口袋里掏出一块表，看了看，又开始赶路。爱丽丝立刻跳了起来。

“我从未见过有口袋的兔子，或者兔子掏出一块手表来。”她想。她跟在兔子后面很快跑过田野。当兔子跑进一个大兔子洞时，爱丽丝也没停下来想一想，立即跟了进去。

走了一小段，兔子洞突然向下转，直深入地下。爱丽丝不由自主地掉了下去。

这个兔子洞很奇怪。爱丽丝往下掉得很慢，来得及看看四周。下面很暗，她什么也看不清。但她看到洞壁上有小柜子、书和画儿。她有时间从柜子里拿点东西，看上一眼，再放到下面的柜子里。

“嗯，”爱丽丝想，“跌了这一下子，我到哪儿也不会怕跌倒了！以后在家里跌下楼梯，我不会哭也不会说什么。”

往下掉呀，掉呀，掉呀。爱丽丝自言自语：“现在我掉下来了多深？也许我快到地球中心了。让我想想……那是地下4000英里。”（爱丽丝功课不错，能记住好多这样的事。）

掉呀，掉呀，掉呀。什么时候才能停下来呢？爱丽丝都快睡着了，突然，她一下坐到了地上。她很快跳了起来，看了看周围。她看见白兔正急匆匆走开，还在自言自语：“噢，我的耳朵和胡子！现在太晚了！”

爱丽丝跟在他后面像风一样跑起来。她就快追上他了，兔子突然转了个弯。爱丽丝也转过弯，然后停了下来。这是一个狭长的房间，很暗，墙四周都是门。她看不清白兔在哪儿。

她试着推开门，可门都锁着。“我怎么才能再出去呢？”她想，伤心极了。接着她看见一张三条腿的小玻璃桌，上面放了一把很小的金钥匙。爱丽丝马上拿起钥匙，试了试所有的门，可是天哪！要不就是锁太大了，要不就是钥匙太小了，她一个门也打不开。

这时，她看见另有一个门，只有40厘米高。小金钥匙轻而易举就打开了门，可爱丽丝过不去——她太大了。她趴在地上看过去，门外是一个美丽的花园，里面长着绿树和鲜艳的花儿。

可怜的爱丽丝难过极了。“多漂亮的花园呀！”她想。“我要出去——不想待在这个黑屋子里。可我怎么才能变得小一点呢？”今天真是奇怪的一天，爱丽丝开始琢磨什么事都可能发生。

过了一会她锁上门，站起来回到玻璃桌那儿。她放下钥匙，然后看见桌上有个小瓶子（“我敢肯定刚才它不在这儿，”爱丽丝说）。瓶颈上有一张纸，上面写着大大的两个字“喝我”。

但爱丽丝是个细心谨慎的女孩。“喝奇怪的瓶子里的东西会很危险，”她说。“喝了我会怎么样呢？”她慢慢喝了一点点。味道不错，有点儿像巧克力、橘汁和热的甜咖啡。爱丽丝很快把一瓶都喝了。

*　*　*

“感觉真奇怪！”爱丽丝说，“我想每秒钟我都在越变越小。”

她是在变小。几分钟后她只有25厘米高了。“现在，”她高兴地说，“我能穿过那扇小门去花园里了。”

她立刻跑到门那儿。到了那儿她想起来那把小金钥匙还在那个玻璃桌上。她跑回去拿，可是，她现在太小了！钥匙放得很高，在桌子上呢。她想爬上桌子腿，但爬不上去。

最后，爱丽丝又累又伤心，坐在地板上哭了起来。哭了一会儿她生气地自言自语起来。

“噢，现在，”她说。“快别哭了。哭有什么用呢？”她是个挺怪的孩子，总是这样对自己说话。

很快，她看见自己身边的地板上有一个小盒子。她打开后发现里面有一小块蛋糕，上面写着“吃我”。

现在没什么能让爱丽丝奇怪的了。“好，吃就吃，”她说。“如果我长高了，就能从桌子上拿钥匙了。如果我变小点就能穿过门了。不管怎样，我得去花园里。发生什么都不要紧！”

她吃了点蛋糕，然后把手放在头顶。“是变大了还是变小了？”她问自己，心里有点害怕。什么也没发生。这一点也不奇怪。一般来说，人们吃点蛋糕并不见得就长高或变矮。但今天，爱丽丝身上发生了许多奇怪的事。“如果什么都没发生，”她说，“那太没意思了。”

于是她接着吃，一会儿蛋糕就吃完了。


2
The pool of tears

'Curiouser and curiouser!' said Alice. (She was very surprised, and for a minute she forgot how to speak good English.)

'I shall be as tall as a house in a minute,' she said. She tried to look down at her feet, and could only just see them. 'Goodbye, feet!' she called. 'Who will put on your shoes now? Oh dear! What nonsense I'm talking!'

Just then her head hit the ceiling of the room. She was now about three metres high. Quickly, she took the little gold key from the table and hurried to the garden door.

Poor Alice! She lay on the floor and looked into the garden with one eye. She could not even put her head through the door.

She began to cry again, and went on crying and crying. The tears ran down her face, and soon there was a large pool of water all around her on the floor. Suddenly she heard a voice, and she stopped crying to listen.

'Oh, the Duchess, the Duchess! She'll be so angry! I'm late, and she's waiting for me. Oh dear, oh dear!'

It was the White Rabbit again. He was hurrying down the long room, with some white gloves in one hand and a large fan in the other hand.

Alice was afraid, but she needed help. She spoke in a quiet vioce. 'Oh, please, Sir—'

The Rabbit jumped wildly, dropped the gloves and the fan, and hurried away as fast as he could.

Alice picked up the fan and the gloves. The room was very hot, so she began to fan herself while she talked. 'Oh dear! How strange everything is today! Did I change in the night? Am I a different person today? But if I'm a different person, then the next question is — who am I? Ah, that's the mystery.'

She began to feel very unhappy again, but then she looked down at her hand. She was wearing one of the Rabbit's white gloves. 'How did I get it on my hand?' she thought. 'Oh, I'm getting smaller again!' She looked round the room. 'I'm already less than a metre high. And getting smaller every second! How can I stop it?' She saw the fan in her other hand, and quickly dropped it.

She was now very, very small — and the little garden door was locked again, and the little gold key was lying on the glass table.

'Things are worse than ever,' thought poor Alice. She turned away from the door, and fell into salt water, right up to her neck. At first she thought it was the sea, but then she saw it was the pool of tears. Her tears. Crying makes a lot of tears when you are three metres tall.

'Oh, why did I cry so much?' said Alice. She swam around and looked for a way out, but the pool was very big. Just then she saw an animal in the water near her. It looked like a large animal to Alice, but it was only a mouse.

'Shall I speak to it?' thought Alice. 'Everything's very strange down here, so perhaps a mouse can talk.'

So she began: 'Oh Mouse, do you know the way out of this pool? I am very tired of swimming, oh Mouse!' (Alice did not know if this was the right way to speak to a mouse. But she wanted to be polite.)

The mouse looked at her with its little eyes, but it said nothing.

'Perhaps it doesn't understand English,' thought Alice. 'Perhaps it's a French mouse.' So she began again, and said in French：'Where is my cat?' (This was the first sentence in her French lesson-book.)

The mouse jumped half out of the water and looked at her angrily.

'Oh, I'm so sorry!' cried Alice quickly. 'Of course, you don't like cats, do you?'

'Like cats?' cried the mouse in a high, angry voice. 'Does any mouse like cats?'

'Well, perhaps not,' Alice began kindly.

But the mouse was now swimming quickly away, and soon Alice was alone again. At last she found her way out of the pool and sat down on the ground. She felt very lonely and unhappy. But after a while the White Rabbit came past again, looking for his white gloves and his fan.

'The Duchess! The Duchess! Oh my ears and whiskers! She'll cut my head off, I know she will! Oh, where did I drop my gloves?' Then he saw Alice. 'Why, Mary Ann, what are you doing here? Run home at once, and bring me some gloves and a fan. Quick, now!'

Alice hurried away. 'But where is his house?' she thought while she ran. Strangely, she was no longer in the long room with the little door, but outside in a wood. She ran and ran but could not see a house anywhere, so she sat down under a flower to rest.



pool n. hollow in the ground, where water lies. 水池；水坑。

nonsense n. silly ideas. 胡说；傻话；废话。

ceiling n. the part of the room over your head. 天花板。

poor adj. that makes you feel sad. 可怜的。

duchess n. noblewoman; wife of a duke. 公爵夫人；女公爵。

wildly adv. in an excited, violent way. 狂热地；疯狂地；胡乱地。

change v. become different. 变；改变；变化。

mystery n. strange happening or person that you cannot understand or explain. 难以理解的人或事；神秘；奥妙。

unhappy adj. not happy. 不高兴的。

animal n. a living creature, having senses and able to move itself when it wants to. 动物。

mouse n. mice, a small furry animal with a long tail that lives in houses and in fields. 老鼠，耗子。

polite adj. having or showing good manners, consideration for others, and /or correct social behavior. 有礼貌的，有教养的，关心别人的。

angrily adv. 发怒地，生气地。

wood n. (=woods) a place where trees grow, smaller than a forest. 小树林。

rest v. to take a rest. 得到休息。


2　泪水潭
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“越奇越怪！”爱丽丝说。（她很奇怪，一会儿她就忘了怎么正确表达了。）

“只需要一分钟我就会长得像一所房子那么高，”她说。她试着看看自己的脚，刚刚能看到脚。“再见吧，脚！”她叫了起来，“现在谁能穿上你的鞋？噢天哪！我在胡说些什么呀！”

正在这时，她的头碰到了天花板上。她现在大约有3米高。她赶快从桌上拿了小金钥匙，跑到通往花园的门那儿。

可怜的爱丽丝！她趴在地板上，用一只眼睛往花园里瞧。她连头都塞不进门里。

她又哭了起来，哭个不停。泪水从脸蛋儿滑落，很快在她周围的地板上积成一大潭水。突然，她听到一个声音，她止住哭声仔细听。

“噢，公爵夫人，公爵夫人！她要气坏了！我迟到了，她在等我呢。噢天哪，天哪！”

又是白兔，他正从长房间的另一边走过来，一只手上拿着白手套，另一只手上拿了把大扇子。

爱丽丝有点害怕，但她需要帮助。她轻声说：“嗯，先生，请——”

兔子猛地跳了起来，丢下手套和扇子，风一样地跑了。

爱丽丝拣起扇子和手套。房间里很热，于是她一边自言自语一边扇着扇子。“噢我的天！今天的每一件事都多么奇怪！晚上我是不是变了呢？今天我是另外一个人吗？但如果我变了个人，那下一个问题是——我到底是谁？啊，真是个谜。”

她又伤心起来，然后她看看自己的手。她正戴着兔子的一只手套。“我怎么戴上这手套的呢？”她想。“噢，我现在又变小了！”她四下看看。“我已经不到一米高。每秒钟都在变小！我怎么才能不变小了呢？”她看到另一只手里的扇子，赶快扔了。

她现在很小很小了——可通往花园的小门又锁上了，而小金钥匙还在玻璃桌上。

“没有比这些更糟糕的事了。”可怜的爱丽丝想。她从门边走开，又掉进了咸水里，水没到脖子。一开始，她以为是海，但马上明白了，这是泪水潭，她的眼泪。当你3米高的时候，哭一下会流很多眼泪的。

“噢，我为什么总哭？”爱丽丝说。她游了起来，想找一条路，但水潭很大。正在这时她看到附近的水里有个动物。爱丽丝看着觉得很大，其实它只是一只耗子。

“我要和它说说吗？”爱丽丝想。“这儿每件事都很奇怪，所以耗子也许会说话。”

于是她开口了：“喂，耗子，你知道出这水潭的路吗？我游得很累了，噢耗子！”（爱丽丝不知道这样和耗子说话对不对。但她想礼貌些。）

耗子用小眼睛瞅瞅她，什么也没说。

“也许它不懂英语，”爱丽丝想。“可能它是只法国耗子。”她又开口了，这次是用法语：“我的猫儿在哪？”（这是她的法语课本上的第一句话。）

耗子从水里一下蹦出来半个身子，愤怒地看着她。

“哎呀，对不起！”爱丽丝马上说，“当然，你不喜欢猫，是吗？”

“喜欢猫？”耗子愤怒地高声叫道，“有喜欢猫的耗子吗？”

“嗯，也许没有。”爱丽丝友好地说。

但耗子还是迅速游走了，又剩下爱丽丝一个人。她终于游出了水潭，坐在地上。她觉得又孤独又难过。过了一会儿，白兔又经过这儿，他正在找他的白手套和扇子。

“公爵夫人！公爵夫人！噢我的耳朵和胡子！她会砍了我的头，我知道她会的！噢，我到底把我的手套掉在哪儿了？”他看见了爱丽丝。“玛丽·安，你在这儿干什么？赶快回家，给我带把扇子和一些手套。快点，现在就去！”

爱丽丝赶快跑。“可他的房子在哪儿？”她一边跑一边想。奇怪的是，她不再是在那间有小门的狭长房间里了，而是在一片树林里。她跑呀，跑呀，可在哪儿也没看见有房子，所以她坐在一朵花儿下休息休息。


3
Conversation with a caterpillar

'Now,' Alice said to herself. 'First, I must get a little bigger, and second, I must find my way into that beautiful garden. I think that will be the best plan. But oh dear! How shall I get bigger? Perhaps I must eat or drink something, but the question is, what?'

Alice looked all around her at the flowers and the trees, but she could not see anything to eat. Then she saw a large mushroom near her. It was as tall as she was. She walked across to look at it, and there, on top of the mushroom, was a large caterpillar, smoking a pipe. After a while, the Caterpillar took the pipe out of its mouth and said to Alice in a slow, sleepy voice, 'Who are you?'

'I don't really know, sir,' said Alice. 'I know who I was when I got up this morning, but I have changed so often since then. I think I am a different person now.'

'What do you mean by that?' said the Caterpillar. 'Explain yourself!'

'I can't explain myself' sir,' said Alice, 'because I'm not myself, you know.'

'I don't know,' said the Caterpillar.

'It's difficult to describe,' Alice replied politely. 'One minute I'm very small, the next minute I'm as tall as a house, then I'm small again. Usually, I stay the same all day, and changing so often feels very strange to me.'

'You!' said the Caterpillar, in a very unfriendly voice. 'Who are you?'

They were now back at the beginning of their conversation, which was not very helpful. Alice felt a little cross and decided to walk away.

'Come back!' the Caterpillar called after her. 'I've something important to say.'

This sounded better, so Alice turned back.

'Never get angry,' said the Caterpillar.

'Is that all?' said Alice, trying not to be angry.

'No,' said the Caterpillar. For some minutes it smoked its pipe and did not speak, but at last it took the pipe out of its mouth, and said, 'So you've changed, have you? How tall do you want to be?'

'I would like to be a little larger, sir, please,' said Alice. 'Eight centimetres is really very small.'

For a while the Caterpillar smoked its pipe. Then it shook itself, got down off the mushroom, and moved slowly away into the grass. It did not look back at Alice, but said, 'One side will make you taller, and the other side will make you shorter.'

'One side of what?' thought Alice to herself.

She did not say this aloud, but the Caterpillar said, 'Of the mushroom.' Then it moved away into the wood.

Alice looked at the mushroom carefully, but it was round, and did not have sides. At last she broke off a piece in each hand from opposite sides of the mushroom. She ate some of the piece in her left hand, and waited to see what would happen.

A minute later her head was as high as the tallest tree in the wood, and she was looking at a sea of green leaves. Then a bird appeared and began to fly around her head, screaming, 'Egg thief! Egg thief! Go away!'

'I'm not an egg thief,' said Alice.

'Oh no?' said the bird angrily. 'But you eat eggs, don't you?'

'Well, yes, I do, but I don't steal them,' explained Alice quickly. 'We have them for breakfast, you know.'

'Then how do you get them, if you don't steal them?' screamed the bird.

This was a difficult question to answer, so Alice brought up her right hand through the leaves and ate a little from the other piece of mushroom. She began to get smaller at once and, very carefully, she ate first from one hand, then from the other, until she was about twenty-five centimetres high.

'That's better,' she said to herself. 'And now I must find that garden. ' She began to walk through the wood, and after a while she came to a little house.



caterpillar n. long creature, like a worm with hairs, that changes into a moth or butterfly. 毛毛虫（蝴蝶等的幼虫）。

mushroom n. plant with no leaves, which we can eat. 蘑菇，食用菌。

pipe n. thing for smoking tobacco, etc. 烟斗。

sounded v. （sound的过去时，过去分词）seem. 听起来。

shook v. past tense of shake, shake（摇，发抖）的过去时。

opposite adj. totally different. 相反的，相对的，对立的。

scream v. 尖叫，叫喊。

thief n. someone who steals. 小偷；盗贼。

steal v. secretly take something that is not yours. 偷；窃取。


3　和毛虫的谈话
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“现在，”爱丽丝想。“第一，我得变大一点，第二，我必须想办法进到那个美丽的花园里。我想，这是最好的计划。但天哪！我怎么才能变大呢？也许我得吃点什么或喝点什么，但问题是，什么呢？”

爱丽丝看看周围的花和树，但她看不见有什么东西可吃。这时，她看见附近有一个大蘑菇，和她一样高。她走过去看了看，在那儿，在蘑菇顶上有一只大毛虫，正在吸烟斗呢。过了一会儿，毛虫从嘴里取出烟斗，慢慢地、困倦地对爱丽丝开口了，“你是谁？”

“先生，我确实也不知道。”爱丽丝说，“今天早上我起床的时候还知道自己是谁，但那之后我变了那么多次。我想现在自己是个不同的人了。”

“你这么说是什么意思？”毛虫问，“解释一下！”

“我没法解释自己先生。”爱丽丝说，“因为你知道吗，我现在不是自己了。”

“我不懂。”毛虫说。

“这很难解释，”爱丽丝礼貌地回答。“这一分钟我还很小，下一分钟我就和房子一样高了，然后我又变小了。通常，我一整天都没什么变化，这样频繁地变来变去真让我觉得奇怪。”

“你！”毛虫很不友好地说。“你是谁？”

现在他们又回到谈话的开头了，这于事无补。爱丽丝有点生气了，决定走开。

“回来！”毛虫在她后面嚷嚷，“我有重要的事要说。”

这听起来还差不多，爱丽丝转了回来。

“任何时候都别生气。”毛虫说。

“就这些吗？”爱丽丝说，努力让自己别发火。

“不，”毛虫说。它吸着烟斗，好一会儿都没开口，最后把烟斗从嘴里抽出来，说道，“你已经变过了，对吗？你想长多高？”

“我很想长高一点先生，”爱丽丝说。“8厘米实在太矮了。”

毛虫吸了一会儿烟斗。然后它晃晃身子，从蘑菇上下来，慢慢地爬到草丛里。它没有回头看看爱丽丝，只是说，“一边可以让你长高，另一边可以让你变矮。”

“什么的一边？”爱丽丝心里想。

她并没说出声来，可毛虫说：“蘑菇的。”然后它进了森林。

爱丽丝仔细看了看蘑菇，蘑菇是圆的，没有两边。最后，她两手从蘑菇正相对的两边各掰下一片。她吃了点左手里的那片，然后等着看看会发生什么。

一分钟后，她的头和森林里最高的树一样高，她看着那一片绿叶的海洋。这时，有只小鸟出现了并绕着她的头飞，尖叫着：“偷蛋的贼，偷蛋的贼，滚开！”

“我不是偷蛋的贼，”爱丽丝说。

“不是？”小鸟生气地说，“但你吃蛋，对不对？”

“对，我吃蛋，但我不偷蛋，”爱丽丝赶忙解释。“你知道，我们早饭吃蛋。”

“那么，如果不是偷，你们怎么弄到蛋的？”小鸟尖叫着说。

这个问题很难回答，爱丽丝把右手从树叶间抽出来，吃了点那片蘑菇。她马上开始变小了，然后，她小心翼翼地吃点这片，吃点那片，直到她有25厘米那么高。

“这还差不多，”她对自己说，“现在我得找到那个花园。”她走进树林，过了一会儿到了一所小房子面前。


4
　The Cheshire Cat

There was a boy outside the door, with a large letter in his hand. (He was dressed like a boy, but his face was very like a fish, Alice thought.) The Fish-Boy knocked at the door, and a second later a large plate came flying out of an open window.

'A letter for the Duchess,' the Fish-Boy shouted. He pushed the letter under the door and went away.

Alice went up to the door and knocked, but there was a lot of noise inside and nobody answered. So she opened the door and walked in.

She found herself in a kitchen, which was full of smoke. There was a very angry cook by the fire, and in the middle of the room sat the Duchess, holding a screaming baby. Every few minutes a plate crashed to the floor. There was also a large cat, which was sitting on a chair and grinning from ear to ear.

'Please,' Alice said politely to the Duchess, 'why does your cat grin like that?'

'It's a Cheshire Cat,' said the Duchess. 'That's why.'

'I didn't know that cats could grin,' said Alice.

'Well, you don't know much,' said the Duchess. Another plate crashed to the floor and Alice jumped. 'Here!' the Duchess went on. 'You can hold the baby for a bit, if you like. The Queen has invited me to play croquet, and I must go and get ready.' She pushed the baby into Alice's arms and hurried out of the room.

'Oh, the poor little thing!' said Alice, looking at the baby, which had a very strange face. She took it outside into the wood and walked around under the trees. Then the baby began to make strange noises, and Alice looked into its face again. Its eyes were really very small for a baby, and its nose now looked very like the nose of a pig.

'Don't make noises like that, my dear,' said Alice. 'It's not polite. You're beginning to sound like a pig.'

But a few minutes later, there was no mistake. It was a pig. Alice put it carefully on the ground, and it ran quietly away on its four legs into the wood.

'I'm pleased about that,' Alice said to herself. 'It will be a good-looking pig, but it would be terrible to be a child with a face like that.'

She was thinking about pigs and children when she suddenly saw the Cheshire Cat in a tree. The Cat grinned at her, and she went nearer to it.

'Please,' she said, 'can you tell me which way to go from here?'

'But where do you want to get to?' said the Cat.

'It doesn't really matter —' began Alice.

'Then it doesn't matter which way you go,' said the Cat.

'But I would like to get somewhere,' Alice explained.

'If you just go on walking,' said the Cat, 'in the end you'll arrive somewhere.'

That was true, thought Alice, but not very helpful, so she tried another question. 'What kind of people live near here?'

'To the left,' the Cat said, 'lives a Hatter. And to the right, lives a March Hare. You can visit either of them. They're both mad.'

'But I don't want to visit mad people,' said Alice.

'We're all mad here, you know,' said the Cat. 'I'm mad. You're mad.'

'How do you know that I'm mad?' said Alice.

'Of course you're mad,' said the Cat. 'Only mad people come here.'

Alice was thinking about this, but the Cat went on, 'Are you playing croquet with the Queen today?'

'I would like to very much,' said Alice, 'but nobody has invited me yet.'

'You'll see me there, ' said the Cat, and vanished.

Alice was not really surprised at this, because so many strange things were happening today. She was still looking at the tree when, suddenly, the Cat appeared again.

'I forgot to ask,' said the Cat. 'What happened to the baby?'

'It turned into a pig,' Alice said.

'I'm not surprised,' said the Cat, and vanished again.

Alice began to walk on, and decided to visit the March Hare. 'It's the month of May now,' she said to herself, 'so perhaps the Hare won't be as mad as he was in March.'

Suddenly, there was the Cheshire Cat again, sitting in another tree. Alice jumped in surprise.

'Do you think,' she said politely, 'that you could come and go more slowly?'

'All right,' said the Cat. And this time it vanished very slowly. First its tail went, then its body, then its head, and last, the grin.

'Well! I've often seen a cat without a grin,' thought Alice, 'but never a grin without a cat!'

Soon she saw the house of the March Hare in front of her. It was a large house, so she ate a little piece of mushroom to get bigger, and walked on.



Cheshire Cat 切舍猫。

push v. move something strongly away from yourself. 推，推动。

cook n. someone who makes food ready to eat. 厨师；炊事员。

grin v. 咧着嘴笑。

croquet n. a game played on grass in which players knock bails through small metal arches with a hammer. 草地槌球游戏。

mistake n. something that you do or say wrongly. 错误；过失。

terrible adj. very bad. 极坏的；很糟的。

hatter n. a maker and/or seller of hats. 制帽子的人；帽商。

hare n. an animal rather like a rabbit , but usu. larger, with long ears, a sort tail, and long back legs which make it able to run fast. 野免。

mad adj. ill in the mind. 精神错乱的；疯的。

vanish v. to disappear. 消失，消散。

tail n. part of an animal, bird, or fish that sticks out at the back and can move. 尾巴。


4　切舍猫
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门外站着一个男孩，手里拿着好大的一封信。（他穿得像个男孩，爱丽丝觉得他的脸却很像一条鱼。）鱼孩敲了一下门，眨眼功夫一个大盘子从一扇打开的窗户飞了出来。

“有封给公爵夫人的信。”鱼孩大喊道。他把信从门下塞了进去，然后走开了。

爱丽丝走上前去敲了敲门，里面一片嘈杂声，却无人应门。于是她打开门，走了进去。

她发现自己在一个小厨房里，房里尽是烟。火边有一个厨师，气哼哼地；在房间中央坐着公爵夫人，抱着一个正尖声大叫的婴儿。每隔几分钟就有一个盘子摔到地上。椅子上坐着一只很大的猫，正咧着大嘴笑呢。

“请问，”爱丽丝客客气气地对公爵夫人说，“你的猫为什么那样咧着嘴笑？”

“这是一只切舍猫，”公爵夫人说，“这就是原因。”

“我不知道猫会咧着嘴笑。”爱丽丝说。

“你不知道的事多着呢，”公爵夫人说。又有一只盘子摔到地上，爱丽丝跳了起来。“来！”公爵夫人接着说，“要是你愿意，这个孩子给你抱一会儿吧。王后请我打槌球，现在我得去准备一下。”她把孩子塞到爱丽丝的怀里，急匆匆地走出去了。

“噢，可怜的小东西！”爱丽丝说。她看了看孩子的脸，真是张很奇怪的脸。她带着它出了门，在树林里转了转。它开始发出一种奇怪的声音，爱丽丝又看看它的脸。眼睛很小，不像婴孩的眼睛，鼻子看起来像猪鼻子。

“亲爱的，别那样出声，”爱丽丝说。“这很不礼貌，听起来会像头猪一样。”

但过了一会儿这就算不上一个错误了。它确实是只猪。爱丽丝小心地把它放在地上，它四条腿着地，静静地跑进森林里去了。

“我很高兴，”爱丽丝自言自语道。“它会是只漂亮的猪，可小孩要长这么一张脸就太可怕了。”

正当她想着猪和小孩时，突然看见切舍猫正坐在一棵树上。猫冲她咧嘴一笑，爱丽丝向它靠了靠。

她说：“请你告诉我，从这儿我该往哪条路走？”

“可你要上哪儿去呀？”猫问。

“去哪儿倒无所谓——”爱丽丝答道。

“那你走哪条路都行。”猫说。

“但我想去个什么地方。”爱丽丝解释道。

“如果你一直走，你总会到个什么地方的。”猫说。

这倒是真的，爱丽丝想，可毫无意义。所以她试着问点别的。“这附近都住着什么样的人？”

猫回答：“左边住着一个制帽人。右边住了一只三月兔。你可以去看看他们中的任何一位。他们都疯了。”

“我可不想去看疯子。”爱丽丝说。

“你得知道，这儿人人都是疯子。”切舍猫说：“我是疯子，你也是疯子。”

“你怎么知道我疯了？”爱丽丝问。

“你当然是疯子，”切舍猫说，“到这儿来的人都疯了。”

爱丽丝还在想着这个事，猫又接着问：“今天你去跟王后打槌球吗？”

“我很想去，”爱丽丝说，“可没人请我啊。”

“你在那儿会看到我的。”切舍猫说，然后—下子不见了。

爱丽丝也不觉得奇怪，因为今天发生了那么多奇怪的事。她还在那儿盯着树看，突然，切舍猫又出现了。

“我忘了问，”猫说：“那娃娃怎么啦？”

“变成了一头猪。”爱丽丝说。

“我一点也不觉得奇怪。”猫说，然后又不见了。

爱丽丝开步走了，决定去拜访三月兔。她想：“现在是五月，不是三月，也许这只兔不像在三月份那么疯了。”

突然，切舍猫又出现了。它坐在另一棵树上。爱丽丝吃惊地跳了起来。

“你说，”爱丽丝客气地说，“你可以慢一点出现，慢一点消失吗？”

“可以。”猫说。这次，它慢慢地隐没。先是尾巴没了，然后是身体、头，最后是咧着笑的嘴。

“我常看见不咧开嘴笑的猫，”爱丽丝想，“可还没见过有咧开的嘴而没有身子的猫。”

一会儿她看到三月兔的房子就在眼前。房子挺大，所以爱丽丝吃了一小片蘑菇以便长大一点，然后走上前去。


5
　A mad tea-party

There was a table under a tree outside the house, and the March Hare and the Hatter were having tea. A Dormouse was sitting between them, asleep. The three of them were all sitting together at one corner of the table, but the table was large and there were many other seats. Alice sat down in a big chair at one end.

'Have some coffee,' the March Hare said in a friendly voice.

Alice looked all round the table, but she could only see a teapot. 'I don't see any coffee,' she said.

'There isn't any,' said the March Hare.

'Then why did you ask me to have some?' said Alice crossly. 'It wasn't very polite of you.'

'It wasn't very polite of you to sit down. We haven't invited you to tea,' said the March Hare.

'But there are lots of seats,' said Alice.

'Your hair's too long,' said the Hatter, looking at Alice with interest.

'It's not polite to say things like that,' said Alice.

The Hatter looked surprised, but he said, 'Why is a bird like a desk?'

Alice was pleased. She enjoyed playing word games, so she said, 'That's an easy question.'

'Do you mean you know the answer?' said the March Hare.

'Yes,' said Alice.

'Then you must say what you mean,' the March Hare said.

'I do,' Alice said quickly. 'Well, I mean what I say. And that's the same thing, you know.'

'No, it isn't!' said the Hatter. 'Listen to this. I see what I eat means one thing, but I eat what I see means something very different.'

Alice did not know what to say to this. So she took some tea and some bread-and-butter while she thought about it. The Dormouse woke up for a minute and then went to sleep again. After a while the Hatter took out his watch, shook it, then looked at it sadly.

'Two days slow! I told you that butter wasn't good for watches!' he said angrily to the March Hare.

'It was the best butter,' said the March Hare sadly.

Alice was looking at the watch with interest. 'It's a strange watch,' she said. 'It shows the day of the week, but not the time.'

'But we know the time,' said the Hatter. 'It's always six o'clock here.'

Alice suddenly understood. 'Is that why there are all these cups and plates?' she said. 'It' s always tea-time here, and you go on moving round the table. Is that right? But what happens when you come to the beginning again?'

'Don't ask questions,' said the March Hare crossly. 'You must tell us a story now.'

'But I don't know any stories,' said Alice.

Then the March Hare and the Hatter turned to the Dormouse. 'Wake up, Dormouse!' they shouted loudly in its ears. 'Tell us a story.'

'Yes, please do,' said Alice.

The Dormouse woke up and quickly began to tell a story, but a few minutes later it was asleep again. The March Hare poured a little hot tea on its nose, and the Hatter began to look for a clean plate. Alice decided to leave and walked away into the wood. She looked back once, and the March Hare and the Hatter were trying to put the Dormouse into the teapot.

'Well, I won't go there again,' said Alice. 'What a stupid tea-party it was!' Just then she saw a door in one of the trees. 'How curious!' she thought. 'But everything is strange today. I think I'll go in.'

So she went in. And there she was, back in the long room with the little glass table. At once, she picked up the gold key from the table, unlocked the little door into the garden, and then began to eat a piece of mushroom. When she was down to about thirty centimetres high, she walked through the door, and then, at last, she was in the beautiful garden with its green trees and bright flowers.



dormouse n. 睡鼠。

teapot n. pot for holding tea. 茶壶。

interest n. wanting to know or learn about something or someone because it is important to you. 兴趣；关心。

wordgames n. 拼字游戏。

do you mean... 你是指……；你的意思是……

butter n. yellow fat made from milk, spread on bread, used in cooking, etc. 黄油。

crossly adv. 生气地。

bright adj. full of light; shining; giving out or throwing back light very strongly. 闪亮的；明亮的。


5　疯狂的茶会

[image: alt]

房子外的树下有一张桌子，三月兔和制帽人正在喝茶。有只睡鼠在他们中间，睡着了。他们三个坐在桌子的一角，可桌子实际上很大，还有很多座位。爱丽丝在一头的一把大椅子上坐下来。

“请喝点咖啡吧。”三月兔友好地说。

爱丽丝看看桌子周围，可只看到一个茶壶。“我没看见有咖啡。”她说。

“是没有咖啡。”三月兔说。

“那你为什么让我喝呢？”爱丽丝生气地说，“你没有礼貌。”

“你自己坐下来就很不礼貌。我们没邀请你喝茶。”三月兔说。

“但这儿有很多座位。”爱丽丝说。

“你的头发太长了。”制帽人说，他很感兴趣地看着爱丽丝。

“说这样的事才没礼貌呢。”爱丽丝说。

制帽人看起来很吃惊，但他接着说，“为什么鸟像桌子？”

爱丽丝高兴起来。她喜欢玩拼字游戏。所以她说，“这个问题很简单。”“你是说你知道答案？”三月兔说。

“是的。”爱丽丝说。

“那你得说你是怎么想的。”三月兔说。

“当然，”爱丽丝立刻说，“我说的就是我想的。你该知道，这是一样的。”

“不，不是！”制帽人说，“听着，我看见我吃的是一回事，而我吃我看见的是另一回事，这是很不同的。”

爱丽丝对这些不知该说什么好。她一边思考这事儿，一边喝了点茶，吃了点黄油面包。睡鼠醒了一会儿又睡过去了。过了一会儿，制帽人掏出自己的手表，摇晃了一下，很伤心地看了又看。

“慢了两天！我告诉过你，黄油对表没好处。”他气哼哼地对三月兔说。

“这是最好的黄油，”三月兔说，很是失望。

爱丽丝好奇地看了看表。“这表真奇怪，”她说，“它只报星期几，不报时间。”

“可我们知道时间，”制帽人说，“在这儿永远是六点钟。”

爱丽丝一下子明白了。“这就是为什么有杯子和盘子的原因吗？”她说，“这儿永远是喝茶的时间，你们就绕着桌子转。对不对？但你们回到开始后又会怎么样呢？”

“别问来问去，”三月兔生气了，“你现在得给我们讲个故事。”

“可是我什么故事也不知道。”爱丽丝说。

然后三月兔和制帽人转向睡鼠。“醒醒，睡鼠！”他们冲着它的耳朵喊起来，“给我们讲个故事。”

“对，请讲个故事吧。”爱丽丝说。

睡鼠醒了，马上开始讲故事。可过了几分钟，它又睡着了。三月兔把热茶倒在睡鼠的鼻子上，制帽人开始找一个干净的盘子。爱丽丝决定走，就进了小树林。她回头一看，三月兔和制帽人正想法子把睡鼠塞到茶壶里去呢。

“我再也不到那儿去了。”爱丽丝说。“这茶会真愚蠢！”这时，她看见一棵树上有一扇门。“真奇怪！”她想。“今天什么事都很奇怪。我想我该进去。”

于是她走了进去她又回到那个有张小玻璃桌的狭长的房间里。她马上从桌子上拿起那个小金钥匙，打开通往花园的门，再吃一片蘑菇。当自己缩小到差不多30厘米高时，她就穿过门，终于又到了那个美丽的花园，里面尽是绿树和亮丽的鲜花。


6
　The Queen's game of croquet

Near the door there was a rose-tree and three gardeners, who were looking at the roses in a very worried way.

'What's the matter?' Alice said to them.

'You see, Miss,' said the first gardener, 'these roses are white, but the Queen only likes red roses, and she —'

'The Queen!' said the second gardener suddenly, and at once, the three gardeners lay down flat on their faces. Alice turned round and saw a great crowd of people.

It was a pack of cards, walking through the garden. There were clubs (they were soldiers), and diamonds, and ten little children (they were hearts). Next came some Kings and Queens. Then Alice saw the White Rabbit, and behind him, the Knave of Hearts. And last of all, came THE KING AND QUEEN OF HEARTS.

When the crowd came near to Alice, they all stopped and looked at her, and the Queen said, ' Who are you?'

'My name is Alice, Your Majesty,' said Alice very politely. But she thought to herself, 'They're only a pack of cards. I don't need to be afraid of them!'

'And who are these?' said the Queen, looking at the three gardeners. Then she saw the white roses, and her face turned red and angry. 'Off with their heads!' she shouted, and soldiers hurried up to take the gardeners away. The Queen turned to Alice. 'Can you play croquet?' she shouted.

'Yes!' shouted Alice.

'Come on, then!' shouted the Queen. The crowd began to move on, and Alice went with them.

'It's — it's a very fine day,' said a worried voice in her ear. Alice saw that the White Rabbit was by her side.

'Very fine,' said Alice. 'Where's the Duchess?'

'Shhh!' said the Rabbit in a hurried voice. 'She's in prison, waiting for execution.'

'What for?' said Alice.

But just then the Queen shouted, 'Get to your places!', and the game began.

It was the strangest game of croquet in Alice's life! The balls were hedgehogs, and the mallets were flamingoes. And the hoops were made by soldiers, who turned over and stood on their hands and feet. Alice held her flamingo's body under her arm, but the flamingo turned its long neck first this way and then that way. At last, Alice was ready to hit the ball with the flamingo's head. But by then, the hedgehog was tired of waiting and was walking away across the croquet-ground. And when both the flamingo and the hedgehog were ready, there was no hoop! The soldiers too were always getting up and walking away. It really was a very difficult game, Alice thought.

The players all played at the same time, and they were always arguing and fighting for hedgehogs. Nobody could agree about anything. Very soon, the Queen was wildly angry, and went around shouting 'Off with his head!' or 'Off with her head!' about once a minute.

Alice began to feel worried. 'The Queen is sure to argue with me soon,' she thought. 'And what will happen to me then? They're cutting people's heads off all the time here. I'm surprised there is anyone left alive!'

Just then she saw something very strange. She watched carefully, and after a minute or two she saw that the thing was a grin. 'It's the Cheshire Cat,' she said to herself. 'Now I'll have somebody to talk to.'

'How are you getting on?' said the Cat, when its mouth appeared.

Alice waited. 'I can't talk to something without ears,' she thought. Slowly the Cat's eyes, then its ears, and then the rest of its head appeared. But it stopped at the neck, and its body did not appear.

Alice began to tell the Cat all about the game. 'It's very difficult to play,' she said. 'Everybody argues all the time, and the hoops and the hedgehogs walk away.'

'How do you like the Queen?' said the Cat quietly.

'I don't,' said Alice. 'She's very —' Just then she saw the Queen behind her, so she went on, '—clever. She's the best player here.'

The Queen smiled and walked past.

'Who are you talking to?' said the King. He came up behind Alice and looked at the Cat's head in surprise.

'It's a friend of mine — a Cheshire Cat,' said Alice.

'I'm not sure that I like it,' said the King. 'But it can touch my hand if it likes.'

'I prefer not to,' said the Cat.

'Well!' said the King angrily. He called out to the Queen, 'My dear! There's a cat here, and I don't like it.'

The Queen did not look round. 'Off with its head!' she shouted. 'Call for the executioner!'

Alice was a little worried for her friend, but when the executioner arrived, everybody began to argue.

'I can't cut off a head,' said the executioner, 'if there isn't a body to cut it off from.'

'You can cut the head off,' said the King, 'from anything that's got a head.'

'If somebody doesn't do something quickly,' said the Queen, 'I'll cut everybody's head off.'

Nobody liked that plan very much, so they all turned to Alice. 'And what do you say?' they cried.

'The Cat belongs to the Duchess,' said Alice carefully. 'Perhaps you could ask her about it.'

'She's in prison,' the Queen said to the executioner. 'Bring her here at once.'

But then the Cat's head slowly began to vanish, and when the executioner came back with the Duchess, there was nothing there. The King ran wildly up and down, looking for the Cat, and the Duchess put her arm round Alice. 'I'm so pleased to see you again, my dear!' she said.

'Let's get on with the game,' the Queen said angrily, and Alice followed her back to the croquet-ground.

The game went on, but all the time the Queen was arguing, and shouting 'Off with his head!' or 'Off with her head!' Soon there were no hoops left, because the soldiers (who were the hoops) were too busy taking everybody to prison. And at the end there were only three players left — the King, the Queen, and Alice.

The Queen stopped shouting and said to Alice, 'Have you seen the Mock Turtle yet?'

'No,' said Alice. 'I'm not sure what a Mock Turtle is.'

'Then come with me,' said the Queen.

They found the Mock Turtle down by the sea. Next to him was a Gryphon, asleep in the sun. Then the Queen hurried away, saying, 'I have to get on with some executions.'

The Gryphon woke up, and said sleepily to Alice, 'It's just talk, you know. They never execute anybody.'

Alice was pleased to hear this. She felt a little afraid of the Gryphon and the Mock Turtle, because they were so large. But they were very friendly, and sang songs and told her many stories about their lives. The Mock Turtle was in the middle of a very sad song when they all heard a shout a long way away: 'It's beginning!'

'Come on! We must hurry!' cried the Gryphon. It took Alice by the hand and began to run.



gardener n. 园丁，从事园艺的人。

lay down flat on their faces 脸贴在地面上。

lay v. 放；摘；置。

flat adv. completely. 完全地。

a pack of cards 一副（扑克）牌。

Knave n. Jack. 杰克。

Majesty n. a title for speaking to or of a king or Queen. 对国王或王后的称呼，陛下。Your～，（陛下）您。

prison n. a large building where criminals are kept looked up as a punishment. 监狱。

execution n. legal killing as a punishment. 处决；处死。

hedgehog n. a small insect-eating animal which has spines (sharp needle-like hairs) standing out from its back. 刺猬；豪猪。

mallet n. a wooden hammer. 木槌。

flamingo n. -gos or -goes a tall tropical water bird with tong thin legs and pink and red feathers. 火烈鸟。

hoop n. 弓形小球门。

argue v. -gued, -guing 争吵，争论。

clever adj. quick to understand and learn. 聪明的；伶俐的；学得快的。

player n. someone who plays a game. 运动员。

prefer v. like someone or something better. 更喜欢；宁愿。

up and down one way and then the other way. 上上下下；来回地。

mock turtle 充海龟（一种海龟）。

Gryphon n. = griffin.（希腊神话中的格里芬）鹰头狮身带有翅膀的怪兽。


6　王后的槌球游戏
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在门附近，有棵玫瑰树。旁边站了三个园丁，正焦虑地看着玫瑰花。

“怎么啦？”爱丽丝问他们。

“你看，小姐，”第一个园丁说，“这些玫瑰是白的，可王后只喜欢红玫瑰，而且她——”

“王后！”第二个园丁突然说。三个园丁马上趴下，脸贴在地面上爱丽丝转过身，看见一大群人。

这是一副牌，正在穿过花园。有梅花（他们是士兵），方块和十个小孩（他们是红桃）。随后是国王和王后们。这时，爱丽丝看见了白兔，他后面是红桃杰克，最后是红桃国王和王后。

这支队伍来到爱丽丝跟前，大家都停下来打量她，王后说：“你是谁？”

“我叫爱丽丝，陛下，”爱丽丝很有礼貌地说。她想，“他们不过是一副纸牌，我不怕他们！”

“这些人都是谁？”王后看着三个园丁问道。正在这时，她看见了白玫瑰，脸一下子气得通红。“砍掉他们的头！”她喊道，士兵们赶快把园丁们拉走。王后转向爱丽丝：“你会打槌球吗？”她喊着。

“会！”爱丽丝也喊着，

“那么来吧！”王后吆喝一声。大队人马接着走，爱丽丝跟着他们。

“这——这是个好天气。”她听见一个发愁的说话声。白兔就在她身边。

“很好，”爱丽丝说，“公爵夫人在哪儿？”

“嘘！”白兔很快说，“她在监狱里，等着受死。”

“为什么？”爱丽丝问。

正在这时，王后喊：“各就各位！”比赛开始了。

这是爱丽丝见过的最奇怪的槌球游戏！球是刺猬，木槌是红鹤。弓形小球门由士兵组成，他们转过身去，手脚着地站着。爱丽丝用胳膊抱着红鹤的身体，但红鹤把脖子一会儿转到这边，一会儿转到那边。最后，爱丽丝准备好用红鹤的头去击球。可正在这时，刺猬等烦了，穿过槌球场走开了。当红鹤和刺猬都准备好时，却没有球门！士兵们也总是站起来走开。这场球可是太难打了，爱丽丝想。

打球的人总是同时打，老是争吵，争刺猬。在任何一件事上大家意见都不一致。很快王后气坏了，她走来走去，大约隔一分钟就大喊“砍掉他的脑袋”或者“砍掉她的脑袋”。

爱丽丝开始有点担心了。她想：“王后也会很快和我吵起来的，那可怎么办？在这儿他们一直在砍头。可奇怪的是居然还有人活着！”

这时她看到一个很奇怪的东西。她仔细看，过了一会儿她看出来了，是一张咧着笑的嘴。“是切舍猫，”她心里想。“现在我可有人说话了。”

“你怎么样？”猫问，嘴完全显露出来了。

爱丽丝等了等。她想，“我没法跟一个没耳朵的东西说话。”慢慢地猫的眼睛，然后是耳朵，然后是头都出来了。但到颈部就停下来了，身子没出来。

爱丽丝就给猫讲球赛的情况。“这球赛太难打了，”她说，“每个人都在吵个不停，球门和刺猬还总是走开。”

“你觉得王后怎么样？”猫静静地问。

“我不喜欢她，”爱丽丝答道。“她很——”正在这时，她看见王后就在她后面，所以她接着说，“——聪明。在这儿她球打得最好。”

王后笑着走了过去。

“你到底在和谁说话？”国王问。他走到爱丽丝后面，看着猫的脑袋，觉得很奇怪。

“它是我的朋友——一只切舍猫。”爱丽丝说。

“我不知道我是否喜欢它，”国王说，但如果它喜欢可以摸摸我的手。”

“我宁愿不摸。”猫说。

“哼！”国王气坏了。他对王后喊到，“亲爱的！这儿有只猫，我不喜欢它。”

王后没回头。“砍掉它的脑袋！”她喊着，“把执行官叫来！”

爱丽丝有点替朋友担心，但等执行官来了，大家开始争执起来。

“我没法砍掉它的头，”执行官说，“如果没有身子，怎么砍头呢？”

“你能砍，”国王说，“只要有头你就能砍。”

“如果有人不赶快做事，”王后说，“我就把每个人的头都砍掉。”

没有人喜欢这个计划，他们都转向爱丽丝。“那么你说怎么办？”他们喊道。

“猫是公爵夫人的，”爱丽丝小心翼翼地说，“也许你们该问问她怎么办。”

“她在监狱里，”王后对执行官说，“把她立刻带到这儿来。”

但这时猫的头开始慢慢地消失，等执行官带着公爵夫人回来时，那儿已经什么都没有了。国王狂燥地跑来跑去找猫，公爵夫人抱着爱丽丝。“我真高兴又见到了你，亲爱的！”她说。

“我们接着打球。”王后气呼呼地说，于是爱丽丝跟着她走回槌球场。

球赛接着进行，可王后总是与别人争吵，大喊“砍掉他的脑袋！”或者“砍掉她的脑袋！”只一会儿就没有弓形球门了，因为士兵们（也就是球门）忙着把大家抓到监狱里去。最后只剩下三个人了——国王，王后和爱丽丝。

王后不喊了，对爱丽丝说：“你见到充海龟了吗？”

“没有，”爱丽丝说，“我不知道充海龟是什么。”

“那么跟我来。”王后说。

他们在海边发现了充海龟。充海龟旁边是鹰头翼狮，它正晒太阳睡觉呢。王后快步走开了，说：“我还得去执行那些死刑呢。”

鹰头翼狮醒来了，迷迷糊糊地对爱丽丝说，“只是说说而已，你该知道。他们从不真地砍谁的脑袋。”

爱丽丝听了这个很高兴。她有点害怕鹰头翼狮和充海龟，因为他们个子很大。但他们很友好，唱着歌，还给她讲他们生活中的故事。充甲鱼的一首十分悲伤的歌正唱到一半时，有个声音从远处传来：“开始！”

“快来！我们得快点！”鹰头翼狮喊到。它拽上爱丽丝就跑了起来。


7
　Who stole the tarts?

The King and Queen of Hearts were sitting on their thrones when Alice and the Gryphon arrived. There was a great crowd of birds and animals, and all the pack of cards.

Soldiers stood all around the Knave of Hearts, and near the King was the White Rabbit, with a trumpet in one hand.

In the middle of the room there was a table, with a large plate of tarts on it. 'They look good,' thought Alice, who was feeling a little hungry.

Then the White Rabbit called out loudly, 'Silence! The trial of the Knave of Hearts will now begin!' He took out a long piece of paper, and read:

The Queen of Hearts, she made some tarts, 

All on a summer day. 

The Knave of Hearts, he stole those tarts, 

And took them all away. 

'Very good,' said the King. 'Call the first witness.'

Alice looked at the jury, who were now writing everything down. It was a very strange jury. Some of the jurymen were animals, and the others were birds.

Then the White Rabbit blew his trumpet three times, and called out, 'First witness!'

The first witness was the Hatter. He came in with a teacup in one hand and a piece of bread-and-butter in the other hand. 'I'm very sorry, Your Majesty,' he said. 'I was in the middle of tea when the trial began.'

'Take off your hat,' the King said.

'It isn't mine,' said the Hatter.

'Stolen! Write that down,' the King said to the jury.

'I keep hats to sell,' explained the Hatter. 'I don't have a hat myself. I'm a Hatter.'

'Give your evidence,' said the King, 'or we'll cut your head off.'

The Hatter's face turned white. 'I'm a poor man, Your Majesty,' he began, in a shaking voice.

Just then Alice had a strange feeling. After a minute or two she understood what it was.

'Don't push like that,' said the Dormouse, who was sitting next to her. 'I'm nearly falling off my seat.'

'I'm very sorry,' Alice said politely. 'I'm getting bigger and taller, you see.'

'Well, you can't do that here,' said the Dormouse crossly, and he got up and moved to another seat.

The Hatter was still giving evidence, but nobody could understand a word of it. The King looked at the Queen, and the Queen looked at the executioner.

The unhappy Hatter saw this, and dropped his bread-and-butter. 'I'm a poor man, Your Majesty,' he said again.

'You're a very poor speaker,' said the King. He turned to the White Rabbit. 'Call the next witness,' he said.

The next witness was the Duchess's cook, who spoke very angrily and said that she would not give any evidence. The King looked worried and told the White Rabbit to call another witness. Alice watched while the White Rabbit looked at the names on his piece of paper. Then, to her great surprise, he called out loudly, 'Alice!'

'Here!' cried Alice, jumping to her feet.

'What do you know about these tarts?' said the King.

'Nothing,' said Alice.

The Queen was looking hard at Alice. Now she said, 'All people a mile high must leave the room.'

'I'm not a mile high,' said Alice. 'And I won't leave the room. I want to hear the evidence.'

'There is no more evidence,' said the King very quickly,

'and now the jury will —'

'Your Majesty!' said the White Rabbit, jumping up in a great hurry. 'We've just found this letter. There's no name on it, but I think the Knave wrote it.'

'No, I didn't!' said the Knave loudly.

'Read it to us,' said the King.

'Where shall I begin, Your Majesty?' asked the Rabbit.

'Begin at the beginning,' said the King, 'and go on until you get to the end, then stop.'

Everybody listened very carefully while the White Rabbit read these words.




They tell me you have been to her,

And talked of me to him.

She thought I was a gardener,

But said I could not swim.




He tells them that I have not gone,

(We know that this is true).

If she decides to hurry on,

What will they do to you?




I gave her one, they gave him two,

You gave us three or more.

They all returned from him to you,

But they were mine before.




'That's a very important piece of evidence,' said the King. He looked very pleased. 'Now the jury must —'

'If anybody in the jury can explain that letter,' said Alice (she was not afraid of anything now, because she was much bigger than everybody in the room), 'I'll give him sixpence. It's all nonsense! It doesn't mean anything.'

The jury busily wrote this down. 'She thinks it's all nonsense.'

'All nonsense, eh?' said the King. He read some of the words again. 'But said I could not swim. You can't swim, can you?' he said to the Knave.

The Knave's face was sad. 'Do I look like a swimmer?' he said. (And he didn't — because he was made of paper.)

The King smiled. 'I understand everything now,' he said. 'There are the tarts, and here is the Knave of Hearts. And now the jury must decide who the thief is.'

'No, no!' said the Queen. 'Off with his head! The jury can say what it thinks later.'

'What nonsense!' said Alice loudly. 'The jury must decide first. You can't —'

'Be quiet!' said the Queen, her face turning red.

'I won't!' said Alice.

'Off with her head!' screamed the Queen. Nobody moved.

'It doesn't matter what you say,' said Alice. 'You're only a pack of cards!'

Then the pack of cards flew up into the sky and began to fall on Alice's face. She gave a little scream... and woke up. She was lying next to her sister under the trees, and some leaves were falling on her face.

'Wake up, Alice dear,' said her sister. 'You've been asleep a long time.'

'Oh, I've had a very curious dream!' said Alice, and she told her sister all about the strange adventures in her wonderful dream.



tart n. piece of pastry with fruit or jam on it. 果馅饼（面上有水果或果酱）。

throne n. the ceremonial chair of a king, queen, etc. 御座；王位；宝座。

trumpet n. sort of musical instrument that you blow. 喇叭；小号。

trial n. examing someone in a law court to decide whether he has done a crime. 审问；审判。

jury n. 陪审团。

bread-and-butter 黄油面包。

evidence n. proof; something that shows what has happened and why it has happened. 证据；证明。

in a great hurry 马上；急急忙忙。

found v. past tense & participle of find. find 的过去时和过去分词。（find 发现；寻得；找出。）

sixpence 六个便士。（在英国，penny的复数pennies是指硬币本身，而复数pence or P是用来指金钱的数量。）

nonsense n. speech, writing, thinking, behavior, etc., that is stupid. 胡说八道；胡思乱想；愚蠢的举动。

woke v. past tense of wake. wake的过去时。（wake v. to cease to sleep. 醒；醒来；醒着。）woke up. 醒来；醒过来。

adventure n. a journey, activity, experience, etc., that is strange, exciting, and often dangerous. 冒险的经历；奇遇。

wonderful adj. unusually good. 惊人的；极好的；精彩的。


7　谁偷了果馅饼？
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当爱丽丝和鹰头翼狮赶到时，红桃国王和王后正坐在宝座上。那儿有一大群鸟儿和动物，还有所有的纸牌。

士兵们都站在红桃杰克周围，国王旁边站着白兔，手里拿着一个喇叭。

房子中间有一张桌子，上面摆了一大盘果馅饼。“看起来真不错！”爱丽丝心想，自己觉得有点饿了。

这时，白兔高声喊道：“肃静！对红桃杰克的审判现在开始！”他拿出一张长纸，念道：




在夏日里的一天，

红桃王后做了果馅饼。

红桃杰克，

偷走了所有的果馅饼。




“很好，”国王说，“传第一证人。”

爱丽丝看了看陪审团，他们正做着记录。这个陪审团奇怪极了，有些陪审员是动物，另外的一些是鸟儿。

白兔吹了三下喇叭，喊道：“传第一证人！”

第一证人是制帽人。他一手拿着茶杯，一手拿着一片黄油面包。“对不起，陛下，”他说，“审判开始时，我正在喝茶。”

“摘掉你的帽子。”国王说。

“帽子不是我的。”制帽人说。

“那就是偷的！记下来。”国王对陪审团说。

“我的帽子是要卖的。”制帽人解释着。“我自己一个帽子都没有。我是做帽子的。”

“把证据拿出来，”国王说，“要不然我们就砍了你的头。”

制帽人的脸都变白了。“我是个穷苦人，陛下。”他说道，声音都打颤了。

这时爱丽丝觉得很奇怪。过了一两分钟，她明白是怎么回事了。

“别推我，”睡鼠说，坐在爱丽丝旁边。“我都快从座位上掉下来了。”

“对不起，”爱丽丝礼貌地说，“你看，我变大了，也长高了。”

“好，可你在这儿这样可不行，”睡鼠生气了，他站起来，坐到别的座位上。

制帽人还在做证，但没人听懂他在说什么。国王看着王后，王后看着执行官。

可怜的制帽人看到这些，面包片都掉下来了。“我是个穷苦人，陛下。”他又说。

“你连话都说不清。”国王说。他转向白兔。“传下一个证人。”他说。

下一个证人是公爵夫人的厨子。她气呼呼地说不想做什么证。国王有点担心，于是让白兔传下一个证人。爱丽丝看着白免查看着那张纸。正在这时，让她大吃一惊的是，白兔大声喊道：“爱丽丝！”

“在这儿！”爱丽丝喊道，一下子跳了起来。

“你知道关于果馅饼的事吗？”国王问。

“一无所知。”爱丽丝说。

王后盯着爱丽丝。然后她说：“所有一英里高的人都得离开这个房间。”

“我没有一英里高，”爱丽丝说，“我也不离开这儿。我要听证词。”

“再也没有证词了，”国王马上说，“现在陪审团要——”

“陛下！”白兔马上跳了起来。“我们刚刚找到这封信。上面没有名字，我想是红桃杰克写的。”

“没有，我没写！”红桃杰克大声嚷道。

“念给我们听。”国王说。

“从哪儿开始，陛下？”白兔问。

“从头开始，”国王说，“念到结束停止。”

大家都仔细听白兔念。




他们告诉我你去过她那儿，

还向他提起了我。

她以为我是个园丁，

但说我不会游泳。




他告诉他们我还没有走，

（我们知道这是真的）。

如果她决定快点，

他们将把你怎么样？




我给她一个，他们给他两个，

你给我们三个以上。

他们都从他那儿回来去你那儿了，

但他们以前属于我。




“这证词非常重要，”国王说，他很高兴。“现在陪审团——”

“如果陪审团有谁能解释这封信，”爱丽丝说（她现在一点儿也不害怕，因为她现在比房间里任何一个人都大），“我就给他六个便士。纯粹是胡说八道！什么也说明不了。”

陪审团赶快把这也记下来。“她认为这是胡说八道！”

“胡说八道，嗯？”国王说。他又读了一段。“但说我不会游泳。你不会游泳，对吗？”他问红桃杰克。

红桃杰克脸上很悲伤。“我看起来像会游泳的吗？”他说。（他当然不会——他是纸做的。）

国王笑了起来。“我现在全懂了。”他说，“果馅饼在那儿，红桃杰克在这儿。现在陪审团必须决定谁是小偷。”

“不，不！”王后说，“砍掉他的头！陪审团以后再说它的决定。”

“胡说！”爱丽丝大声说，“陪审团必须先做出决定。你不能——”

“闭嘴！”王后说，脸都气红了。

“我不！”爱丽丝说。

“砍掉她的头！”王后尖叫着。没有人动。

“你说的话没什么用，”爱丽丝说，“你们不过是一副纸牌！”

这时，所有的纸牌飞向天空，然后掉在爱丽丝的脸上她尖叫了一声……然后醒来了。她躺在树下，在姐姐身边，脸上有几片掉下来的树叶。

“醒醒，爱丽丝，亲爱的，”姐姐说，“你睡了这么久。”

“哦，我做了一个非常奇怪的梦！”爱丽丝说，然后她给姐姐讲了自己在梦里的奇遇。


Exercises

A Checking your understanding

Chapters 1-2 How much can you remember? Check your answers.

1 What did the White Rabbit take out of its pocket?

2 How high was the door into the beautiful garden?

3 What happened when Alice drank from the little bottle?

4 What did the White Rabbit drop in the long room?

5 Which animal did Alice meet in the pool of tears?

Chapters 3-4 Who or what in these chapters...

1...was smoking a pipe on top of a mushroom?

2...told Alice that she was an egg thief?

3...invited the Duchess to play croquet?

4... turned into a pig?

5...didn't want to visit mad people?

6...vanished very slowly?

Chapters 5-6 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 There was a pot of coffee on the March Hare's tea-table.

2 The Hatter's watch was two hours fast.

3 The March Hare and the Hatter tried to put the Dormouse into the teapot.

4 The hoops were always walking away from the croquet players.

5 When the Cheshire Cat appeared, its tail appeared first.

6 At the end of the game there were only three players left.

Chapter 7 Write answers to these questions.

1 Who was the first witness at the trial of the Knave of Hearts?

2 What was happening to Alice during the trial?

3 What did the Queen want to do before the jury decided?

4 What happened when the pack of cards fell oil Alice's face?

B Working with language

1 Use these words to join the sentences together. 

because　so　but　when

1 Alice followed the White Rabbit. It ran down a large rabbit-hole.

2 Alice could not get through the door into the garden. She was too big.

3 Alice ran and ran through the wood. She could not find the Rabbit's house anywhere.

4 The March Hare's house was large. Alice ate a piece of mushroom to get bigger.

2 Complete these sentences with information from the story.

1 The Hatter's watch was strange because...

2 When Alice saw a door in one of the trees in the wood,...

3 The King didn't like the Cheshire Cat, so the Queen...

4 Alice was not afraid of anything at the trial because...

C Activities

1 Which person or animal did you like best in the story? Why? Write a few lines to describe him or her.

2 You are Alice. Write a letter to a friend and describe your strange dream.

3 Imagine that you have had a strange and wonderful dream. In your dream you are an animal, a bird, or a fish. Choose what you would like to be, and then write a diary for a day, describing your life.
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简　　介

1578年艾汶河畔的斯特拉福镇。有位男孩坐在书桌旁专心地学习，他认真听课、拼命看书。可他在想些什么呢？

1587年伦敦，一位年轻人首次到伦敦谋生。他听着闹市的喧嚣声，看看伦敦塔雄伟的大墙，望着泰晤士河的淙淙流水。“静谧的泰晤士河，潺潺地流淌，直到我唱完心中的歌。”

1601年伦敦。泰晤士河上的船夫对人群大声喊着：“快来，快来，快来呀！‘环球剧院’快挤满人啦！”2000多观众渡过河，前来观看莎士比亚的最新一部戏剧——《哈姆雷特》。

这本讲述莎士比亚生平故事的书是由托比叙述的。托比不是一个真实的人物——或许莎士比亚也曾有过这样一位朋友，不过，我们无法确知。但是书中的其他人物历史上确有其人。他们非常熟悉这位演员、诗人兼剧作家莎士比亚。他们称他“莎士比亚缙绅”，都认为他是英国最杰出的诗人。他的朋友本·琼生曾这样写道：

“他不属于一个时代，而是属于所有的时代。”




本书作者詹妮弗·芭斯特是位资历很深的教师和作家，她生活在英国西南的德文郡。
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1
Toby remembers

My name is Toby. I'm an old man, eighty-three this spring. My house is right in the middle of Stratford- upon-Avon, and I can watch the street market from my window. But I live very quietly now. I'm just an old man, sitting in a chair.

I once knew the greatest man in England. For thirty years I was his friend. I worked with him in the theatre, through the good times and the bad times. He was a good friend to me. He was also the best playwright, the best poet, that ever lived in England. Will Shakespeare was his name.

I saw all his plays in the theatre. People loved them. They shouted, laughed and cried, ate oranges, and called for more. All kinds of people. Kings, Queens, Princes, great lords and ladies, poor people, the boys who held the horses... everyone. Will Shakespeare could please them all.

He put me in a play once. Well, he used my name—Toby. Twelfth Night was the play, I remember. Sir Toby Belch. He was a big fat man, who liked drinking too much and having a good time. Queen Elizabeth the First watched that play—on Twelfth Night, the 6th of January, 1601. She liked it, too.

Will's dead now, of course. He's been dead more than thirty years, and no one sees his plays now. The Puritans have closed all the theatres. There's no singing, no dancing, no plays. It wasn't like that in my young days. We had a good time in London, Will and I...

I've no teeth now, and my hair has all fallen out, but I can still think—and remember. I remember when Will and I were young, just boys really...



right adj. most suitable. 恰好。

playwright n. a writer of plays. 剧作家。

lord n. a noble man of high rank. 贵族。

please v. to make amusing remark; giving satisfaction (to). 取悦；使满足。

Puritan n. (in England and New England in the 16th and 17th centuries) (a member) of a religious group that wished to make religion simpler and opposed the use of ceremony in church services. （英格兰及新英格兰在16及17世纪的）清教徒（主张宗教简朴，反对宗教仪式）。


1　托比的回忆
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我叫托比，一位年迈的老人，今年春天年过83岁。我的家在艾汶河畔斯特拉福镇中心，透过窗户，便可以望到街道的闹市。我的生活平和宁静，我只是一位坐在椅子上安度晚年的老头子罢了。

我曾认识英国的一位最伟大的人物。我与他相交30年，同在剧团工作，也共同度过人生中欢乐与艰辛的岁月。他是我的好友，也是英国最优秀的剧作家，最杰出的诗人。他就是威尔·莎士比亚。

我看过他所有上演的戏剧。人们热爱他。观众们叫着、笑着，一边吃着桔子，一边嚷嚷着要看更多的戏剧。形形色色的人，上自国王、王后、王子和豪富名女，下至贫苦百姓和牵马的脚夫……所有的人，威尔·莎士比亚都能令他们开心欢娱。

他曾将我写进剧本，剧中用了我的原名——托比。我记得剧名为《第十二夜》，剧中的托比·培尔契爵士又大又胖而且喜欢酗酒行乐。女王伊丽莎白一世于1601年1月6号观看了此剧——《第十二夜》，也很喜欢。

当然威尔现在已不在人世，他过世都30多年了，如今没有人看他的戏。自从清教徒关闭了所有的剧院，就不再有歌声、舞蹈和戏剧了。如今的情形同我年轻时与威尔在伦敦度过的快乐时光相比已经大不一样了。

虽然我现在没有牙齿，头发也掉光了，但我还能思考——还能回忆，我记得威尔和我年轻的时候，还是孩子的时候……


2
Stratford-upon-Avon

It was a sunny day in October 1579 when I first met Will, just outside Stratford, near a big field of apple trees. I saw a boy up in one of the trees. He had red hair and looked about two years older than me.

'What are you doing up there?' I called.

'Just getting a few apples,' he said, smiling.

'Those are Farmer Nash's apples,' I said, 'and he'll send his dogs after you if he sees you.'

'Mr Nash has gone to market,' the boy said. 'Come on! They're good apples.'

The next minute I was up the tree with him. But Will was wrong. Farmer Nash wasn't at the market, and a few minutes later we saw his angry red face above the wall on the far side of the field.

Will and I ran like the wind and only stopped when we reached the river. We sat down to eat our apples.

Will was fifteen, and lived in Henley Street, he told me. His father was John Shakespeare, and he had a sister, Joan, and two younger brothers, Gilbert and Richard. There was another sister who died, I learnt later. And the next year he had another brother, little Edmund—the baby of the family.

'Now, what about you?' he asked.

'There's only me and my sister,' I said. 'My parents are dead, and we live with my mother's brother. He's a shoe maker in Ely Street and I work for him. What do you do?'

'I go to Mr Jenkins' school in Church Street,' Will said. 'Every day, from seven o'clock until five o'clock. Not Sundays, of course.'

I was sorry for him. 'Isn't it boring?' I asked.

'Sometimes. Usually it's all right.' He lay back and put his hands behind his head. 'But we have to read and learn all these Latin writers. I want to read modern writers, and English writers, like Geoffrey Chaucer. Can you read?' he asked.

'Of course I can read!' I said. 'I went to school.'

Will sat up and began to eat another apple. 'I want to be a writer,' he said. 'A poet. I want that more than anything in the world.'

[image: alt]

We were friends from that day, until the day he died. We met nearly every day, and he taught me a lot about books and poetry and writers. He always had his nose in a book.

When Will left school, he worked for his father in Henley Street. John Shakespeare was a glove-maker, and he had other business too, like buying and selling sheep. But Will wasn't interested.

'What are we going to do, Toby?' he said to me one day. 'We can't spend all our lives making shoes and gloves!'

'Well,' I said, 'we could run away to sea and be sailors. Sail round the world, like Francis Drake.'

Drake sailed back to Plymouth in 1581, after his three-year journey round the world, but we were still in Stratford. We made lots of plans, but nothing ever came of them.

Will was still reading a lot and he was already writing poems himself. He sometimes showed them to me, and I said they were very good. I didn't really know anything about poetry then, but he was my friend.

Will was not happy with his writing. 'I've got so much to learn, Toby,' he said. 'So much to learn.'

Poor Will. He had a lot to learn about women, too. One day in October 1582 he came to my house with a long face.

'I'll never leave Stratford.' he said.

'Why not?' I asked. 'We'll get away one day. You'll see.'

'Perhaps you will,' he said, 'but I'm going to be married in a few weeks' time. To Anne Hathaway.'

My mouth fell open and stayed open. 'Married! To Anne Hathaway? Is that the Hathaways over at Shottery?'

'Yes,' Will said. I was working on some shoes on the table, and Will picked one up and looked at it.

'Well, er, she's a fine girl, of course,' I said uncomfortably. 'But... but, Will, she's twenty-six and you're only eighteen!'

'I know,' Will said. 'But I've got to marry her.'

'Oh no!' I said. 'You mean, she's...'

'That's right,' said Will. 'In about six months' time I'm going to be a father.'



sunny adj. having bright sunlight. 阳光充足的。

outside prep. 在外面；向……之外。

farmer n. a man who owns or plans the work on a farm. 农场主，农民。

market n. a building, square, or open place where people meet to buy and sell goods, esp. food, or sometimes animals. 市场，集市场所。

learn v. (learned or learnt) to become informed (of). 得知，获悉。

shoe-maker n. 鞋匠。

bore v. (boring) to make (someone) tired or uninterested, esp. by continual dull talk. （贬义）令人厌烦。

modern adj. of present time, or of the not far distant past; not ancient. 现代的；近代的。

nearly adv. almost; not quite or not yet completely. 几乎，近乎。

glove n. 手套。

interested adj. concerned; having or showing interest. 关切的，感兴趣的，表现出兴趣的。

sailor n. a person with a job on a ship, esp. one who is not a ship's officer. 船员，水手。

sail v. (of any ship) to travel on the water. （指任何船于水上）航行。

journey n. a trip of some distance. 旅行，旅程。

marry v. to take (a person) in marriage. 结婚。

uncomfortably adv. 不舒服地。

mean v. have in mind as or for a purpose. 意为。


2　艾汶河畔的斯特拉福镇
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我第一次遇见威尔是在1579年10月的一天。那天，阳光明媚，就在斯特拉福镇外一座大苹果园附近，我看见有棵苹果树上坐着一位小男孩，长着红色头发，看模样大概大我两岁。

“你在上边干什么？”我叫道。

“摘几个苹果。”他笑着答道。

“那可是纳什农场主的苹果，”我说，“如果他发现了，就要放狗咬你的。”

“纳什先生去集市了，”男孩说道，“来吧！苹果不错。”

一会儿我也上了树。但是威尔错了，纳什先生并没去集市，几分钟后我们看见果园那端墙头露出一张气得发红的脸。

威尔和我见势撒腿就跑，一口气跑到河边才坐下来吃苹果。

威尔告诉我，他15岁，住在亨里街。他的父亲是约翰·莎士比亚，他有一个妹妹琼和两个弟弟，吉尔伯特和理查。我后来听说他还有一位姐姐死了。第二年他又添了一个弟弟——全家的宝贝小埃德蒙。

“那么你呢？”他问道。

“家里只有我和姐姐，”我说，“父母死后我们住在舅舅家。他是埃利街的一个鞋匠，我为他打工。你现在干什么？”

“我在教堂街詹金斯先生的学校念书，”威尔说，“每天从上午7点到下午5点上学，当然不包括星期天。”

我真为他难过。“这难道不乏味吗？”我问道。

“偶尔有这种感觉，不过通常觉得不错。”他仰身躺下，头枕着双手，“在学校，我们不得不学习所有那些拉丁作家的作品。可我想阅读现代作家和英国作家的作品，比如杰弗利·乔叟。你会看书吗？”他问道。

“当然会啦！”我说，“我上过学。”

威尔坐起来又吃了一个苹果。“我想成为作家，”他继续说道，“诗人。世上再没有比这更令我神往的了。”
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自那天起我们就成了朋友，直到他过世。我们几乎每天见面，他教了我许多关于书本、诗歌和作家的知识。他总是埋头博览群书。

威尔离开学校后就在亨里街帮助父亲料理生意。约翰·莎士比亚是一位手套工匠，同时经营其他生意，如买卖羊只。但威尔对做生意却不感兴趣。

“托比，接下来你有何打算？”有一天他问我。“我们不能一辈子都做鞋和手套吧！”

“对呀，”我说，“我们跑到海上当水手去，像弗朗西斯·杜雷克一样环绕地球航行。”

杜雷克在完成历时三年的环绕地球航行后于1581年回到普利茅斯，可我们还是待在斯特拉福镇。尽管也制定了种种计划，但始终未付诸行动。

这段时间威尔依然博览群书并开始写诗，偶尔还给我看他写的诗。虽然嘴上我都说他的诗写得好，实际上我对诗歌是一窍不通。只不过他是我的好友我才这么说。

威尔对自己的诗歌并不满意。“托比，我要学的东西太多了。”他说，“实在太多了。”

可怜的威尔。他还得学会了解女人。1582年10月的一天他来到我的住处，神情忧郁。

“我永远不能离开斯特拉福镇了。”他说。

“为什么不能？”我问道，“总有一天我们会离开此地。你等着瞧。”

“或许你还行，”他说，“但过几个星期我就要结婚了。同安·哈瑟维结婚。”

一听此言我张着嘴愣了好久。“结婚。同安·哈瑟维结婚？你是说肖特雷邻乡哈瑟维家的女儿？”

“没错。”威尔说。当时我在做鞋，威尔拿起桌上一只鞋，看看。

“当然，嗯，她是个好姑娘，”我不自在地说道，“不过……不过，威尔，她已经26岁了，你才18岁呀！”

“我知道，”威尔说，“但是我非娶她不可。”

“哦，不！”我说，“你的意思是，她已经……”

“你猜对了，”威尔说道，“再过6个月我就要当爸爸了。”


3
The actors come to town

Will married Anne Hathaway in November, and she came to live in Henley Street. John Shakespeare was pleased that his oldest son was married, but I don't think Will's mother wanted him to marry so young. Families cost a lot of money, and John Shakespeare was having a lot of money troubles in those days. Times were hard in Henley Street.

Susanna was born the next May. All babies look the same to me, but Will was very pleased with her.

'Look, Toby, she's got my eyes,' he said happily. 'She's going to be as beautiful as the Queen of Egypt, and as clever as King Solomon.'

'Oh yes?' I said. 'All parents talk like that about their children. I don't believe a word of it.'

I didn't see much of Will's wife. I knew she didn't like me. To her, I was one of Will's wild friends, who got him into trouble. She came from a very serious, Puritan family. Lots of church-going, and no singing or dancing.

Soon there was another baby on the way, and one evening in February 1585 I hurried round to Henley Street to hear the news. Will's sister, Joan, opened the door, and then Will came running down the stairs.

'It's two of them!' he said. 'Twins! A girl and a boy. Isn't that wonderful!'

Will had some good friends, Hamnet and Judith Sadler, and he called the twins after them. John Shakespeare was very pleased to have his first grandson, and everyone was happy. For a while.

Will and I still went around together when we could. He was still reading, and writing, and soon I could see a change in him. He was twenty-three now, and he was not happy with his life.

'Stratford's too small, Toby,' he said. 'Too slow. Too quiet. Too boring. I've got to get away.'

'Yes, but how?' I asked. 'You've got a family—three young children, remember.'

He didn't answer.

In the summer months companies of players often came to small towns, and in 1587 five different companies came. Will and I always went to see the plays. Will loved to talk to the actors and to listen to all their stories of London.

The Queen's Men came to Stratford in June, and we went to see the play. I don't remember what it was. I know that I laughed a lot, and that Will said it was a stupid play, with not a word of poetry in it.

'Why don't you write a play yourself?' I told him.

'Write a play?' He laughed. 'Anne would never speak to me again.'

I didn't say anything, and Will looked at me and laughed again.

It happened a few months later. I walked into the Shakespeares' kitchen one evening, and there was Anne, with a red, angry face, shouting at the top of her voice.

'How can you do this to me? And what about the children?' Then she saw me and stopped.

Will was sitting at the table, and looked pleased to see me. 'I've told Anne,' he said quietly, 'that I'm going to live in London. I want to be an actor, and to write plays, if I can.'

'Plays!' screamed Anne. 'Acting! Actors are dirty, wicked people! They're all thieves and criminals! They drink all day and they never go to church—'

'Don't be stupid, Anne. You know that's not true. Listen. I'll come home when I can, but I must go to London. I can't do anything in Stratford.' He looked at me across the room. 'Are you coming with me, Toby?'

'How soon can we start?' I said.



actor n. a man who acts a part in a play. 演员。

trouble n. difficulty. 困难。

wild adj. 粗野的。

serious adj. (esp. of a person's manner or character) thoughtful; solemn not gay or cheerful. （尤指人之态度或性格）严肃的，严谨的。

twin n. either of 2 children born of the same mother at the same time. 双胞胎。

wonderful adj. 绝妙的。

grandson n. 孙子，外孙。

change n. the act or result of changing. 改变。

company n. a group of actors who work together. 伙伴，伴侣。

stupid adj. silly or foolish, either generally or in a action. 呆笨的，傻的。

poetry n. quality of beauty, grace, and deep feeling. 诗意，诗情。

at the top of one's voice 高声。

scream v. to make a loud noise of anger (complaint, demand, etc.). 高声表示愤怒（不平，要求等）。

wicked adj. very bad; evil. 坏透的，险恶的。

criminal n. a person who is guilty of crime. 罪犯。

across prep. to or on the opposite side (of). 到对面；在对面。


3　演员来到镇上

[image: alt]

11月威尔和安·哈瑟维结婚了，安住进了亨里街。约翰·莎士比亚见长子成家心里很高兴，可我觉得威尔的母亲并不想他这么早就结婚。结婚花了家里不少钱，再加上约翰·莎士比亚那段时间财运不济，日子过得有点艰难。

次年5月苏姗娜出世。对我来说，所有的孩子都没什么不一样，但威尔欣喜若狂。

“托比，你瞧，她的眼睛长得真像我，”他高兴地说着，“长大后，她会美丽如埃及艳后，聪明如所罗门国王。”

“是吗？”我说，“所有父母都是这么说自己的孩子。我一个字也不信。”

我不常见到威尔夫人，也清楚她不喜欢我。对她而言，我是威尔的一个粗野朋友，这种朋友只会让他出麻烦。她出生于一个虔诚的清教徒家庭，经常去教堂，从来不唱歌、跳舞。

不久，又一个孩子要出世了。1585年2月的一个夜晚我急匆匆地赶到亨里街去打听消息。威尔的妹妹琼为我开了门，接着就见威尔跑下楼梯。

“一胎两个呢！”他说道，“是双胞胎！一女一男。真是妙极了！”

威尔根据好友哈姆奈特和珠迪丝·塞德勒的名字给孪生子女起了名。约翰·莎士比亚见第一个孙子出世，由衷地高兴。有一段时间，每一个人都很快乐。

只要有机会威尔和我仍然经常来往，他依然读书写作，但是不久，我发现他变了。当时他23岁，但对生活不再知足。

“托比，斯特拉福镇实在太小了，”他说道，“发展缓慢，生活安静，日子又单调，我必须离开这里。”

“是啊，可怎么离开呢？”我问道，“别忘了，你已经成家——还有三个孩子。”

他没有答话。

夏天经常有剧团到小镇巡回演出，1587年分别来了五个剧团。威尔和我总是结伴去看戏。威尔爱找演员们交谈，听他们讲发生在伦敦的故事。

6月“女王剧团”来到斯特拉福镇，我们又去看戏。这出戏的内容我已记不清楚，只记得当时看了开怀大笑，但是威尔说这戏很糟糕，没有一句像样的诗歌。

“那你为什么不自己动手写剧本呢？”我告诉他。

“写剧本？”他大笑，“安会再也不理我的。”

我不再说什么，威尔看看我又笑了。

几个月后事情就发生了。一天晚上我走进莎士比亚家的厨房，只见安涨红着脸，气呼呼地，她高声嚷着：

“你怎么能这样对我？孩子怎么办？”这时她瞧见我就将话止住了。

威尔坐在桌旁，见我来很高兴。“我已经告诉安了。”他平静地说道，“我打算到伦敦去谋生。我想当一名演员，如果行的话，写写剧本。”

“写剧本！”安尖声叫起来，“去演戏！演员是肮脏卑劣的人。他们都是小偷和罪犯！整天只知道喝酒行乐，也从来不去教堂——”

“别犯傻了，安。你知道事实并不是这样。听着，一有机会我就回家探望，但我非去伦敦不可。待在斯特拉福镇我不会有作为的。”他看了看房间对面的我，“托比，你想一起去吗？”

“什么时候动身？”我说道。


4
A new life in London

It's two days' journey to London by horse, and Will talked all the way. His eyes were bright and excited. He was full of plans, and poems, and a love of life.

'I talked to one of the Queen's Men,' he told me. 'He said that he could find me work in the theatre. Acting, perhaps. Or helping to write some plays. I showed him some of my writing, and he was very interested.'

When we rode into London, I began to feel afraid. This was a big, big city, and we were just two unimportant young men from a small town. I'll never forget the noise, and the smells, and the crowds. There were 200,000 people living in the City of London—I never saw so many people before in my life.

We went down to the river Thames and saw the famous London Bridge, with all its shops and houses. Down the river was the Tower of London. Enemies of the Queen went into the Tower through the river gate, and mostly came out without their heads.

We found a small inn in Eastcheap, not too expensive, and had some bread, meat, and beer for our supper.

'Well, we're here!' Will said. 'At last!'

'Mmm,' I said. 'What do we do next?'

He laughed. 'Everything!'

The next day we began to look for work.
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Those early years were wonderful. We didn't have much money, of course, and we had to work very hard. A new actor only got six shillings a week, and there wasn't work every week. I decided not to be an actor.

'Why not?' said Will. 'It's a great life.'

We were working that month for the Queen's Men at the theatre called The Curtain up in Shoreditch. Will was acting four small parts in two different plays. He played a soldier and a murderer in one play, and in the other play he was a thief, and also an Italian lord in love with the Queen of the Night. And he loved it.

'I'm not clever like you,' I said. 'I can't remember all those words. I forget who I am! I say the soldier's words, when I'm an Italian lord. I come on stage too late, or too soon. I stand in all the wrong places...'

Will laughed. 'What are you going to do, then?'

'Costumes,' I said. 'And properties. I had a talk with John Heminges, and he said they need a new man to help with all the clothes and the other things.'

'Yes,' Will said slowly. 'You'll be good at that. Now, I've got a fight on stage tomorrow, and I have to die with lots of blood. How are you going to get me some blood?'

'I've already got it!' I smiled kindly at him. 'Sheep's blood. I got it down at Smithfield market this morning. You can have as much blood as you want. I'm keeping it warm for you!'

Will was good at acting. Not the best, but good. An actor had to do everything. He had to learn his words, of course— perhaps for six different plays at the same time. No theatre put on the same play every day. He had to dance, and sing, and play music. He had to jump, and fall, and fight. And the fights had to look real. The playgoers of London knew a real fight when they saw one.

John Heminges of the Queen's Men taught us both a lot. He was a good friend, then and for many years.

I had a lot to learn, too. I learnt how to make shoes out of brown paper. How to clean the actors' hats with a bit of bread. Then they looked like new again. I ran all over London to buy the best hair for the wigs. I learnt how to make fish, and fruit, and a piece of meat out of wood and coloured paper.

Will was busy day and night. I don't know when he slept. He was acting in plays, he was writing his own plays, he was reading books, he was meeting other writers, making friends... He was learning, learning, learning.

One day we were having a glass of beer with Richard Burbage at the Boar's Head in Eastcheap. Burbage was an actor with Lord Strange's Men. He was very friendly with Will.

'You've written four plays now, Will,' he said. 'They're good, and you're getting better all the time. And I'm getting better as an actor all the time. Come and work with Lord Strange's Men at the Rose theatre on Bankside. You can write for us.'

So we both went to the Rose. John Heminges came with us, and Augustine Phillips—he was a good actor, too.

We worked harder than ever at the Rose. Plays were always in the afternoon, because of the daylight. We had rehearsals in the morning, and by lunch-time people were already coming across the river to get their places for the play. And more and more people came. By 1592 London was hearing the name William Shakespeare again and again.



ride into 乘（马车）。

crowd n. a large number of people gathered together. 群聚。

Tower of London 伦敦塔。

enemy n. a person who hates or dislikes another person. 敌人。

mostly adv. in the greatest number of cases. 多半地。

inn n. a small hotel or place where one can stay and /or drink alcohol, eat meals etc. 小旅馆；客栈。

expensive adj. 贵的。

Shilling n. a coin in old English money (about 5p in new English money). 先令。

decide v. to make up one's mind. 决心。

soldier n. a member of an army. 士兵。

murderer n. 凶杀犯。

lord n. 勋爵。

costume n. the special clothes that an actor wears. 戏装。

property n. (in a theatre) the things which are needed on stage for a place eg. chairs, tables, boxes, bags, plates, a tree. 道具。

stage n. the part of a theatre where actors stand and move. 舞台。

blood n. 血。

jump v. 跳跃。

real adj. true, not false. 真的。

playgoer n. a person who goes to see plays, esp. regularly. 经常去看戏的人。

brown paper 牛皮纸。

wig n. hair which is not real 假发。

fruit n. 水果。

daylight n. 日光。

rehearsal n. when actors practise a play before they act in front of other people. 排练，预演。


4　伦敦的新生活
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坐了两天的马车之后我们抵达伦敦，一路上威尔谈笑风生，双眼熠熠生辉，此时他踌躇满志，对生活无限热爱。

“我和‘女王剧团’的一个演员聊过天，”他告诉我，“他说可以帮我在剧团找个活干，或许可以演戏，或者让我帮忙写剧本。我给他看过一些我的作品，他很感兴趣。”

我们驱车进入伦敦城时，我开始感到心慌。这是很大、很大的一座城市，而我们只是两个从小镇来的微不足道的小伙子。城市的拥挤、喧嚣掺和着种种气味令我至今记忆犹新。伦敦市内生活着20万居民——我以前从未见过这么多的人。

我们来到了泰晤士河，看到了著名的伦敦桥以及所有的商店和住宅。河下游便是伦敦塔，女王的敌人从河上的闸门进入这座塔，他们中的多数就在此掉了脑袋。

我们在东切普街找到一处不太贵的小客栈住下，晚饭吃了几块面包、肉，喝了点啤酒。

“哇，我们到这儿了！”威尔说道，“终于到了！”

“是啊，”我说，“接下来我们干什么呢？”

他笑道：“什么都干！”

第二天我们便出去找活干。
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在伦敦最初几年的情况很好。由于身边钱不多，我们不得不努力工作。因为新演员一星期只能拿到6先令的报酬，更何况并不是每个星期都能上台演出，最后我决定放弃做演员。

“为什么不干呢？”威尔说道，“这种生活不是很好吗。”

那个月我们工作的“女王剧团”正在滨渠街的“窗帘剧院”演出。威尔分别在两出不同的戏中扮演了四个小角色，在一出戏中扮演士兵和凶杀犯，在另一出戏中扮演小偷和一位爱上奈特王后的意大利勋爵。他很喜欢这份工作。

“我不像你那样聪明，”我说，“我总记不住全部的台词。上了台又忘记自己演的角色！当我演意大利勋爵时我竟背出演士兵的台词。上台不是太迟就是太快，还会站错位置。”

威尔笑道，“那你打算怎么办？”

“做戏装，”我说，“还有道具。我和约翰·海明谈过了，他说剧团也正需要添个人手帮着安排戏装和其他事情。”

“那好吧，”威尔慢慢地说道，“你会干好的。对了，明天上台我要参加决斗，并且最后要失血过多而死。你打算怎样弄到血呢？”

“我早准备好啦！”我温和地笑道，“是羊血。今天早上我跑了一趟史密斯菲尔德市场，你要多少血就有多少血。我会替你维持它的温度。”

威尔善于演戏。虽称不上最出色，但已算很好的了。演员事事都得干。最起码得学会背台词——有可能同时得背六出不同的戏的台词，因为戏院并非每天上演同一出戏。演员还得会演奏，得能歌善舞，还要跳跃，摔跤和决斗。决斗必须看起来像真的一样，否则伦敦的戏迷们一眼就可以看出真假。

“女王剧团”的约翰·海明成了我们多年的朋友，他教会我们俩许多东西。

当然我要学的东西很多。我学会了如何用牛皮纸做鞋，学会了用一点面包就能洗掉演员帽子上的污渍，使帽子焕然一新。我要跑遍伦敦买到最好的头发制成假发，还懂得如何用木头和彩色纸做成鱼、水果和肉片。

威尔夜以继日地忙碌，我都不知道他什么时候睡觉。他演戏，写他自己的剧本，看书，接触其他作家，结识新朋友……他一直在学习、学习、再学习。

一天我们在东切普街的公猪头酒吧同理查·白贝芝喝酒。白贝芝是“斯特林奇大臣剧团”的演员，对威尔很友好。

“威尔，你已经创作了四个剧本，”他说道，“剧本写得不错，而且你一直在进步，而我也越演越好。你就到‘斯特林奇大臣剧团’来，在河滨的‘玫瑰剧院’工作吧。你可以为我们写剧本。”

于是我们俩都进了“玫瑰剧院”。一起过来的还有约翰·海明和奥古斯丁·菲利普——他也是个好演员。

在“玫瑰剧院”，我们比以往更加努力工作。由于光线的缘故，演出总是被安排在下午。于是，我们在上午排练，到了吃午饭时，人们已经陆续过河来占位子等候看戏，而且每次来的观众有增无减。时至1592年，威廉·莎士比亚在伦敦已颇具名望。


5
The plague years

Will wrote his play Richard Ⅲ for Richard Burbage, and it was a great success. Richard the Third was a wicked king—a murderer—but he was wonderful on the stage, with Burbage's great voice and fine acting. Soon all London was saying King Richard's famous words when his horse is killed in war:

A horse! A horse! My kingdom for a horse!

All kinds of people came to see plays and Will was making a lot of new friends. One day, after the play, he was talking to a young man outside the Rose. He was a very beautiful young man, a bit like a girl, perhaps—but still very good-looking. Later, I asked Will who he was.

'The Earl of Southampton,' Will said. 'He's only eighteen, but he loves poetry and plays.'

'Isn't he a friend of the Earl of Essex?' I asked. Everybody knew the Earl of Essex. He was young and good looking —and some people said that Queen Elizabeth was in love with him.

I don't know about that. The Queen was fifty-nine years old, and a very, very clever woman. But it was true that she liked to have good-looking young men around her, and the Earl of Essex was her favourite. Then. It all changed later, of course.

'Yes, he is,' said Will. 'But I think Essex is a dangerous man. Henry needs better friends than him.'

'Henry, eh?' I said, surprised. 'My word! Do you really call him Henry? Not Lord Southampton?'

'Only when other people aren't there.' Will laughed. 'I'm still just an actor from Stratford, Toby. Not very important. Let's go and have a drink at the Boar's Head on our way home.'

Will was always like that. Quiet, never shouting about himself to the world.

In the Boar's Head we met some friends and started talking. The talk was all about the plague, which was coming back again into London.

'Have you heard the latest news?' said one man. 'They say that more than thirty people are dying every week now.'

'And the City Council,' said another man, 'wants to close all the theatres. They always do that when the plague comes to London. There'll be no work for any of us actors.'

'But the players can go on tour, surely?' said Will.

'Yes,' said the first man. 'But it's a hard life. A different town, a different inn, a different play, every night. I think I'll stay in London.'

The plague is terrible in any place, but it was worst in London. In those narrow streets, with houses so close together, and the dirty water running down the middle of the street, there was no escape. When the plague came, it ran like fire through the town. If someone in a house got the plague, then the doors were shut and locked, and a big red cross was put on the door. Nobody could leave the house. You had to stay inside and fight—or die. If you were rich, you left London as fast as you could.

In September 1592 the City Council closed the theatres.

'Are we going on tour, Will?' I said to him one day. 'Or back to Stratford? We can't stay in London.'

'You go back to Stratford, Toby,' he said slowly. 'I'm going to Lord Southampton's home in Hampshire for a while. He's asked me to go and stay with him. I can do some writing there, read his books, meet a few people.'

I looked at him. 'There's a woman in this somewhere, isn't there? You've had a strange look in your eyes for weeks.'

Will laughed, but didn't answer my question.
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The theatres in London didn't open again until June 1594. Will often visited Lord Southampton, but sometimes we went on tour with the company, or spent time at home in Stratford. Will began to spend more time in Stratford, because it was quiet there, and he could do his writing. I never heard what Anne thought about it all.

During those years Will wrote a lot of poetry. He wrote his beautiful long poem, Venus and Adonis, for his friend Lord Southampton, and he wrote many of his famous short poems, the Sonnets. But they didn't go in a book; they were only for his friends to read.

One day, when we were back in London, I was reading some of his latest sonnets. Will was out somewhere, and I was at home in our lodgings in Bishopsgate. A lot of the poems were about a woman, a terrible, black-haired, black-eyed woman. She was cold and cruel, then she was true and loving, and then she was cruel again.

For I have sworn thee fair, and thought the bright,

Who art as black as hell, as dark as night.

Was Will writing about himself here? I asked myself. And who was this woman, this Dark Lady?

I always like to know what's going on, so I listened, and watched, and looked at all his women friends.

Then one day I saw her. I was coming in the door at our lodgings, and she was coming downstairs. She had black hair and great stormy black eyes, and there was gold at her ears and round her neck. I stood back and she went past me like a ship sailing into war. She looked wild, and angry, and very, very beautiful.

'Whew!' I said to myself. 'If that's Will's Dark Lady, he'll never have a quiet, easy life!'

The woman looked Italian, so I went and asked John Florio about her. Florio was Lord Southampton's Italian teacher. We saw a lot of him in those days.

I described the woman, and he knew her at once.

'Emilia,' he said. 'Emilia Bassano. Now Emilia Lanier, wife to Alphonso Lanier. Before that, she lived with the old Lord Chamberlain. She was not his wife, you understand. But why do you want to know, my friend?'

'If she's a married lady, she doesn't have a lover now, then?'

Florio laughed loudly. 'Lovers! You don't know Emilia Lanier! She's a bad woman, my friend, a bad woman.' Now he spoke very quietly. 'For a time she was the friend of Lord Southampton. But not now. That is all finished.'

I didn't ask him about Will. Perhaps Emilia Lanier was Will's Dark Lady, or perhaps Will was just trying to help his friend Lord Southampton. Nobody will ever know now.



plague n. a quick-spreading quick-killing disease that produces high fever and swellings on the body 瘟疫。

wicked adj. very bad or wrong. 邪恶的，不道德的。

good-looking adj. attractive; beautiful. 美貌的；漂亮的。

Earl n. 伯爵

around prep. on all sides of; surrounding. 围绕。

favourite n. sth. or someone that is loved above all others. 最喜爱之物或人。

dangerous adj. able to or likely to cause danger. 危险的。

tour n. a journey from place to place as made by a company of actors in order to perform, by an important person to make official visits. 巡回演出（访问等）。

narrow adj. 狭窄的。

dirty water n. 污水。

escape v. (of a person) to avoid (a stated evil). 避免。

inside adv. to or in the house. 在户内。

City Council n. 市政参议会。

until prep. 直到。

Sonnet  a 14-line poem with any of several fixed formal patterns of line endings. 十四行诗

lodging n. a house where rooms are rented out. 公寓。

cruel adj. taking pleasure in the pain of another; unkind. 冷酷的。

swear v. (swore. sworn) to curse. 咒骂。

thee pron. (old use). you. （旧用法）汝。

hell n. 地狱。

stormy adj. showing noisy expressions of feeling. 激昂的。

whew 哎呀。

describe v. to give a picture in words. 描述。

lover n. one who lovers another, especially one who feels sexual love. 情人。


5　瘟疫流行时期
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威尔为理查·白贝芝编写了剧本《理查三世》，获得巨大成功。剧中的理查三世是个狡诈的暴君——一个凶手——但白贝芝雄浑的嗓音和精彩的表演使这一形象在舞台上活灵活现。不久全伦敦传遍了在战场上理查王的马被宰时，他的那句名言：

“一匹马！一匹马！我的国家换一匹马！”

形形色色的人慕名来看戏，威尔也因此结交了许多新朋友。一天，演出结束后，我看见在“玫瑰剧院”外他正和一个年轻人交谈。这人年少英俊，或许有点像女孩，不过依然相貌堂堂。后来，我向威尔问起这个人。

“他是索桑普敦伯爵，”威尔说道，“他年仅18岁，但热爱诗歌和戏剧。”

“他是不是爱塞克斯伯爵的朋友？”我问他。爱塞克斯伯爵无人不晓。他年轻英俊——有人说伊丽莎白女王也爱着他。

这件事我倒不清楚。女王年已59岁，是个非常非常聪明的女人。但是女王喜欢年轻的、面目俊俏的男人陪伴左右是千真万确的，而爱塞克斯伯爵最得宠。当然，后来一切都变了。

“是的，”威尔说道，“但我认为爱塞克斯是个危险的人物。亨利需要结交比他更好的朋友。”

“哦，亨利？”我诧异地说道，“真没想到！你真的叫他亨利吗？而不叫索桑普敦伯爵？”

“只有别人不在时才叫的，”威尔笑了起来，“托比，毕竟我还只是从斯特拉福镇来的一个演员而已，无足轻重。我们回去吧，顺便到公猪头酒吧喝一杯。”

威尔这人就是这样，处世稳重，从不对世人标榜自己。

在公猪头酒吧我们遇见几位朋友，便开始聊起天来。话题都是关于伦敦这次卷土重来的瘟疫。

“你是否听说了最新消息？”有人说道，“他们说，现在每星期都有30多人濒临死亡。”

“还听说市政参议会，”又有人说道，“准备关闭所有剧院。每回伦敦流行瘟疫他们都这么做。我们这些演员要失业了。”

“但是我们可以巡回演出，不是吗？”威尔建议道。

“可以，”第一个开口的人说道，“但那样生活很辛苦。我们每晚都要颠沛辗转，不同的村庄、不同的旅社、不同的剧目，我宁愿待在伦敦。”

其实，各地瘟疫都很严重，只不过伦敦尤其厉害。狭窄的街道、拥挤的房屋，街道中心污水横流，人们又怎能幸免。瘟疫如火，势不可挡，迅速传遍全城。一旦哪家有人染上了瘟疫，就被封闭房门，贴上红十字。谁都无法从里面出来，只得待在家里与病魔作斗争——或者等死。如果家境富裕，还是尽早搬离伦敦才为上策。

1592年9月市政参议会封闭了剧院。

“威尔，我们是去巡回演出呢？”有一天我问起他，“还是回斯特拉福镇？伦敦不能久留了。”

“托比，你回斯特拉福镇吧，”他缓缓地说道，“我暂时到汉普郡的索桑普敦勋爵家住一阵。他已经邀我和他同住。在那儿我可以搞搞创作，看看书，会会客人。”

我看着他说道：“此外也多少有点因为一个女人，是吧？几个星期来，你神情总有点怪怪的。”

威尔笑了起来，但没有回答我的问话。
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伦敦的剧院到1594年6月才重新开放。威尔常去拜访索桑普敦勋爵，有时我们也随剧团到各地巡回演出，或者待在斯特拉福镇家中。威尔开始花更多的时间待在斯特拉福镇，因为小镇的宁静，他可以安心搞创作。我从没听到安对此作何想法。

这些年间威尔创作了大量的诗歌。他写了绮丽的长诗《维纳斯与阿童尼》献给好友索桑普敦勋爵，而且也创作了许多著名的短诗，十四行诗。但这些诗歌并没有编辑成书，只供朋友赏读。

我们又回到伦敦后的一天，威尔出门去了，我一个人待在“毕晓普门街”的公寓里，翻阅着他最新创作的一些十四行诗。这组诗大都描写一个女人，一个黑头发、黑眼睛的可怕的女人。她性情乖张善变，一会儿冷若冰霜，冷酷无情，一会儿又热情洋溢，真诚多情。

“因为我曾赌咒说你美，说你璀粲，

你却是地狱一般黑，夜一般暗。”

威尔诗中写的是自己吗？我不禁纳闷。这女人是谁？这个黑女人会是谁呢？

我这人总喜欢将事情弄个水落石出。于是我仔细观察他的每位异性朋友。

于是有一天我碰见了她。那天我正走进公寓大门，正巧她下楼。她有一头乌黑的头发，一双烈性的黑眼睛，戴着金耳环，挂着金项链。我往后退几步为她让路，而她犹如一艘奔赴战场的战舰一般走过我身旁。看模样她狂妄不羁，一腔怒气，但确是一个尤物。

“哎呀！”我心里想，“如果这就是威尔诗中的那位黑女人，那他的生活就不得安宁了。”

这女人看上去像意大利人，我便去问约翰·佛罗里欧。佛罗里欧是索桑普敦勋爵的意大利语教师。那些日子我们时常见面。

我把这女子描述了一番，他立即想起来了。

“是埃米莉亚，”他说道，“埃米莉亚·巴塞诺。现在叫埃米莉亚·拉尼尔夫人，阿尔索·拉尼尔的妻子。这之前，她和那个老张伯伦爵士住在一起。你也清楚她不是他的夫人。但我的朋友，你怎么打听起她来了？”

“如果她是有夫之妇，那么现在她没有情人吧？”

佛罗里欧大笑起来。“情人！你还不了解埃米莉亚·拉尼尔的为人吧！我的朋友，她可是个坏女人，一个坏透了的女人。”这时他语气轻缓了下来，“曾有一段时间她是索桑普敦的朋友。不过不是现在，一切都结束了。”

我不再向他打听威尔的情况。或许埃米莉亚·拉尼尔就是威尔的黑女人，或许威尔只是想帮助他的好友索桑普敦勋爵。现在也无从确知了。


6
Death in the family

After the plague years, we were busy all the time. There were new companies of players and Will now belonged to the Lord Chamberlain's Men. The Lord Chamberlain was a very important man, close to the Queen, and we often put on plays for the Queen's court, and in the houses of the great lords of England. We had some very good actors. There was Will, and Richard Burbage, of course, and John Heminges. And there was Augustine Phillips, Henry Condell, and Thomas Pope. There were other actors, too, but those six were the real company. They worked together for more than twenty years. And made a lot of money, too.

I did the costumes and properties for the Chamberlain's. John Heminges said I was the best properties man in the city.

Will was special—because he wrote the plays. And what plays they were! He never wrote the same play twice, like some writers. He was always trying something new, something different. And he wrote fast, too.

John Heminges could never understand that. 'How can you write so fast, Will?' he asked him. 'And you never make a mistake or change a word.'

Will didn't really understand it himself. 'It's all in my head,' he said. 'I think about it, and then it just comes out on paper.'

He wrote a play about love in 1595. Young love. It was Romeo and Juliet. It was a very sad play, because the young lovers die at the end. But the playgoers loved it. They wanted to see it again and again.

Will played the part of old Capulet, Juliet's father. One of the boy actors played the part of Juliet. There were no women actors, so boys played all the women's parts. Of course, Will never put real love-making on stage. He did it all with words—clever, beautiful words, and you forgot that the women and girls were really boys in dresses. Some of the boy actors were very good, and went on to play men's parts when they were older.

We played Romeo and Juliet at Richmond Palace that year. We always played before the Queen at Christmas. She liked to see the new plays, and she paid us ￡ 10 a play. We often had to work through the night to get the stage ready in time, but it was exciting to be in one of the Queen's palaces at Christmas. There was a lot of singing and dancing, and eating and drinking. Some years Christmas began in November and didn't finish until February or March.

The year 1596 began well, but that summer the weather was really bad. Cold. Wet. It never stopped raining, and the plague began to come back into London. We were in Stratford for the summer, but I went down to Hampshire for a few weeks to do some business for Will about some sheep. Will didn't need me at home, because he was busy writing his new play, A Midsummer Night's Dream.

I came back to Stratford one wet August evening. The house in Henley Street was strangely quiet, and I went round the back and up to Will's room—his writing room, we called it. He was just sitting there... not doing anything, just sitting.

'What's the matter, Will?' I said. 'Where is everybody?'

'At church.' His face was grey, and his eyes looked empty, dead.

'What's happened?' I asked. 'What is it?'

He looked at me. 'Hamnet...' he began. 'Hamnet was ill last week, and... and he died, yesterday. He was only eleven, Toby, and he's dead. My boy. My only son. He's dead, Toby. Dead.' He put his face in his hands.

What can you say to a man when something like that happens to him? I sat down next to him and put my hand on his arm. We sat together, silently. I knew that Will loved that boy of his—red-haired, bright as a new penny, full of life. Just like his father.

After a while I said, 'You'll have other sons.'

'Anne's forty already.' Will's voice was tired. 'She's had no children since the twins.'

'Well, now, you've got two fine girls in Susanna and Judith. They'll marry before long, and then you'll have more grandsons than you can count. You'll see. There'll be boys running up and down stairs, shouting for their Granddad Will!'

He smiled sadly, but his eyes were not so empty now. Pleased, I went on quickly:

'And there are all your brothers—Gilbert, Richard, Edmund. They'll have sons too. The Shakespeare family will never die out. Think of the family, Will, the family!'

And he did. He was already a famous poet and playwright, but he was a family man, too. The next year, 1597, he bought a new house for his family. It was a big, grand house, called New Place, right in the middle of Stratford. It cost ￡60—a lot of money—and the townspeople began to say 'Mr Shakespeare', not 'Young Will the actor' or 'John Shakespeare's boy'. They were happy to do business with him, and to borrow money from him.

Anne was very pleased with the new house. The wife of Mr Shakespeare of New Place was an important person in Stratford. But she still didn't like Will's work.

'Actors are wild, dangerous people,' she often said to him. 'I'm not interested in plays or the theatre, and I don't want to know anything about your work.'

But she liked the money, and the new house, and the new dresses—and the six fields of apple trees and the big farm north of Stratford that came a few years later.
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Will never talked much about Hamnet. Life goes on and Will was busier than ever. But I know he thought about his son a lot; his grief was very deep inside him. A year or two later, I was talking to John Heminges about the costumes for Will's new play, King John. John Heminges was a family man—he had fourteen children in the end. The noise in his house! Shouting and laughing, coming and going...

John was looking at the playbook. 'You see this bit here, Toby,' he said. 'Will's writing about his son, isn't he?'

I read the words slowly, and remembered Will's empty eyes that day in August.

Grief fills the room up of my absent child,

Lies in his bed, walks up and down with me,

Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words ...

Richard Burbage said once that Will's writing changed after Hamnet's death. Will still laughed at people in his plays, but he also felt sorry for them—sorry for all the world, good and bad, rich and poor, young and old. And his people were real. No one was all good, or all bad.

There was a man called Shylock in his play The Merchant of Venice. This Shylock was a money-lender and a cruel man —everyone hated him. But in the end, when Shylock lost everything, you had to feel sorry for him. He was just a sad old man.

Perhaps Richard was right. And if anyone understood Will, it was Richard Burbage.



belong to be a member of (an organization). 成为（组织）之一员。

chambelain n. an important official appointed to direct the house-keeping affairs of a king or nobleman's court. 国王内侍；贵族管家。

court n. the officials, noblemen, servants, etc. who attend a king or queen. 朝臣。

special adj particularly great or fine. 特别好的。

twice adv. 2 times. 两次。

come out on paper.  跃然纸上。

Romeo and Juliet 罗密欧与朱丽叶。

love-making 渲染情爱。

in dresses 身着女装。

in time 及时。

midsummer n. the middle of summer. 仲夏。

dream n. 梦。

strangely adv. surprisingly. 出奇地。

silently adv. 沉默地。

penny n. 便士。

count v. to say or name the numbers in order. 数。

sadly adv. in a sad manner. 伤心地。

playwright n. a writer of plays. 剧作家。

grand adj. splendid in appearance. 宏伟的。

"New Place" “新地方”。

field n. a stretch of land on farm marked off in some way or surrounded by a fence or wall, and used for animals or crops. 田地。

grief n. the feeling when you are very, very sorry and unhappy about something. 悲伤，痛苦，不幸。

absent adj. not in existence. 不存在的。

merchant n. a person who buys and sells goods esp. in large amounts in foreign countries. 商人（尤指与外国人做大批生意者）。

Venice 威尼斯。

money-lender n. a person who lends money, and charges interest on it. 放贷者。


6　幼子夭折
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瘟疫流行过后的几年，我们一直忙个不停。市里又有了几家新剧团，如今威尔属于“宫内大臣剧团”。宫内大臣身居要职，与女王关系亲密。这样一来，我们经常有机会被召进女王的宫廷演戏，或者到英国达官显贵的府邸演戏。我们剧团不乏出色的演员。其中有威尔，理查·白贝芝，约翰·海明，奥古斯丁·菲利普斯，亨利·康德尔和托马斯·蒲伯。当然还有其他演员，只是这六个人是剧团的台柱。他们已经一起合作了20多年，也赚了不少的钱。

我仍为“宫内大臣剧团”做戏装和道具。约翰·海明说我是伦敦市里最出色的道具师。

威尔就不同凡响了——因为他会创作剧本。而且写出的剧本让人叫绝！他总能标新立异，与众不同，笔头又快，而且从不像有些作家那样创作雷同的剧本。

约翰·海明一直感到纳闷。“威尔，你怎会写得这么快？”他问道，“并且你从未出过差错，也从不修改。”

说实在的，威尔自己也说不清楚。“一切都已在我的头脑里。”他说，“我一想到，它们立刻就能跃然纸上。”

1595年他创作了一部爱情剧，讲述一对年轻的恋人，这就是《罗密欧与朱丽叶》。这是一出非常凄艳动人的悲剧，因为最终这对年轻的恋人双双殉情而死。该剧广受欢迎，观众百看不厌。

剧中威尔扮演朱丽叶的父亲老凯布。女主角朱丽叶由剧团一位少年扮演。因为当时没有女演员，所以剧中所有的女角色都由少年来扮演。当然，威尔在舞台上对情爱并没有多加渲染，都是通过台词——优美生动的台词使你置身于剧中而忘了台上女角色实际上是身着女装的少年。有些少年演员演技很好，年长后可继续上台扮演男角。

那年我们在里士满宫上演了《罗密欧与朱丽叶》。每逢圣诞节，我们常在女王御前演出。她爱看新剧，而且一出剧付我们10英镑。为了能将舞台及时搭好，我们经常得通宵达旦地工作，但圣诞节时能在女王宫廷内演出倒让人感觉是一件兴奋的事。宫廷内载歌载舞，大摆宴席，觥筹交错。有几年圣诞节11月便开始，一直热闹到次年二三月才结束。

1596年初风调雨顺，不料夏天天气很糟，潮湿阴冷，又遇连绵大雨，伦敦的瘟疫卷土重来，于是我们回到斯特拉福镇过夏天。威尔家中一时用不着我帮忙，当时他正忙于编写一部新剧本——《仲夏夜之梦》，于是我有几个星期去了汉普郡帮威尔料理羊毛生意。

八月的一个雨夜，我回到斯特拉福镇。亨里街的宅邸出奇地静，我便绕到后门径直到了威尔的房间——他的“写作室”，我们这样称呼。他正坐在那里，一动不动地只是呆坐着。

“出了什么事，威尔？”我问道，“其他人呢？”

“在教堂。”他脸色苍白，眼睛茫然呆滞。

“发生什么事了？”我问道，“到底怎么了？”

他望着我。“哈姆奈特……”，他开口说道，“上星期哈姆奈特病倒了，他……他昨天死了。他才11岁呀，托比，他死了。我的孩子。我唯一的儿子。托比，他死了，死了。”他双手掩面哭了。

发生这样的事你又能说什么来安慰他呢？我挨着他坐下，把手放在他的胳膊上，就这样并排静静地坐着。我知道威尔很疼爱这个儿子——他长着红色的头发，像一枚崭新的一便士硬币一样光彩夺目、生气勃勃，很像他父亲。

稍过片刻我说道：“你还会有儿子的。”

“安都40岁了，”威尔说这话时，声音充满倦怠，“自孪生子以后，她就没生孩子。”

“好啦，不用愁的，你还有两个可爱的女儿苏姗娜和珠迪丝。她们很快就会结婚的，然后，你就有数不清的外孙了。你瞧，到时，这些外孙们会在楼梯上跑上跑下围着你，亲热地叫他们的威尔外公。”

他戚戚地笑了一下，不过现在他的眼神不再那么茫然了。我心中一喜，顺势说道：

“你还有兄弟——吉尔伯特、理查和埃德蒙。他们也会有儿子的。莎士比亚家族绝不会无后的。想想整个家族吧，威尔，整个家族！”

他的确振作起来。尽管他已成为颇具名望的诗人和剧作家，但他也是一个关心家庭的人。翌年1597年，他为家庭购置了一座新住宅。这座叫作“新地方”的住宅就在斯特拉福镇中心，规模庞大且富丽堂皇，花了60英镑——一笔数目可观的钱——于是镇上的居民开始改口称他“莎士比亚先生”而不再叫“小威尔戏子”或“约翰·莎士比亚的儿子”，而且也乐意同他做生意，向他借钱。

安很高兴住进新房子。“新地方”莎士比亚先生的夫人，在斯特拉福镇自然算是一个体面人物，不过她依然不喜欢威尔从事的工作。

“演员都是些粗野、危险的人。”她常对他这么说，“对戏剧和戏院我毫无兴趣，对你干的事也懒得知道。”

她感兴趣的只是钱、新房子、新衣服——以及几年后买下的六座苹果园和斯特拉福镇北部的大农场。
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威尔不再多提哈姆奈特，日子照样周而复始，威尔比以往更忙碌。但我知道他很怀念儿子，只不过把悲痛深埋在心里。一两年后，有一次我与约翰·海明商谈威尔的新剧本——《约翰王》的服装。约翰·海明是个家庭型的男人——他共有14个孩子。孩子们在家又叫又笑，东奔西跑，家里热闹得不得了……

约翰正在翻阅剧本。“托比，你瞧这段话，”他说道，“威尔分明在写他的儿子，是吗？”

我细细地回味这段话，眼前又浮现出八月那天威尔一双失神的眼睛。

“悲哀填满了我那不在跟前的孩子的房间。

躺在他的床上，陪着我到东到西，

装扮出他美妙的神情，复述着他的言语……”

理查·白贝芝也曾讲过，哈姆奈特死后，威尔的创作风格迥然不同。威尔照样在剧本上讥讽世人，但也对人们寄予无限的同情——同情全世界的人，不论好与坏、贫与富、长与幼。他塑造的人物是真实的。没有十全十美的好人，也没有十恶不赦的坏人。

《威尼斯商人》一剧就是最好的例证。剧中的夏洛克是个冷酷无情的放高利贷的人——每个人都憎恨他，但故事最终，当夏洛克倾家荡产之后，你又不得不起恻隐之心。他毕竟只是个可悲的老头。

或许理查说得对。要说世上还有谁了解威尔，也就是理查·白贝芝了。


7
Queens, Kings, and Princes

Every year we took more and more plays to court at Christmas. In 1598 one of Will's plays was Henry Ⅳ. A lot of the play was about the King's son and his friend, Sir John Falstaff. Sir John was old, fat, lazy, drank too much, talked too much, laughed too much. But you had to love him. He was a great favourite with the London playgoers, and there were a lot of Falstaff jokes going round at the time.

After the play, the Queen wanted to speak to Will.

'Why? What have we done wrong?' John Heminges said to me in a very quiet voice.

'We'll find out in a minute,' I said.

We all watched while Will walked over to the Queen's chair. She was an old woman, she wore a red wig, and she had black teeth. But she was still a very great queen. And if the Queen was not pleased...

She had a good, strong voice—an actor's voice. We could hear her easily.

'Mr Shakespeare,' she began. Then she smiled, and suddenly you knew why all Englishmen loved the Queen. It was like the sun coming out on a spring morning.

'Mr Shakespeare, you are the best playwright in England. I enjoyed your play, and I thought that Sir John Falstaff was very funny. I have known many Englishmen like him. Will you write me another play? I would like to see Sir John in love.'

When Will came back to us, his eyes were bright, but he was already thinking about it.

'Don't talk to me,' he said. 'I've got a play to write.'

He wrote it in two weeks, and we took it down to Richmond Palace and played it before the Queen on February the 20th. She laughed and laughed at The Merry Wives of Windsor.

She didn't have much to laugh about in 1599. There was a lot of trouble in Ireland, and the Queen sent the Earl of Essex with 20,000 men to fight a war. Lord Southampton, Will's friend, went with him. All London came out on to the streets to watch when Essex and his men left for Ireland. Will wrote an exciting play about war that summer, and he put in a word or two about Ireland. That was Henry Ⅴ, about a very famous English King who fought a war in France.

But Essex was not Henry the Fifth. He didn't know how to fight a war, and he ran away back to England later that year. The Queen never spoke to him again.

In September we opened the Globe theatre. It was a grand, new building near the Rose. Will, Richard Burbage, and the others paid for it themselves. It was the best playhouse in London, and soon the most famous. The other companies had good theatres and some good actors, but we had the famous Richard Burbage—and the best plays.

We put on three new plays by Will in the next year, and some plays by other writers. One of the new playwrights was Ben Jonson. He was a clever man and he wrote clever plays, but people still liked Will's plays best. Ben couldn't understand it. He was always arguing with Will about how to write plays. He argued with everyone. He went to prison once because he killed a man in a fight. He was eight years younger than Will, but he and Will were very good friends.

Will's next play was Hamlet, Prince of Denmark. We all met one day in the Boar's Head to talk about it. There were six of us—me and Will, Richard Burbage, Henry Condell, John Heminges, and Augustine Phillips.

Will put his pile of papers on the table and sat down.

'Well,' he said. 'You've all read it. What do you think?'

'It's very good,' John Heminges began, 'but it's too long. It'll take about four hours in the theatre.'

'We don't have to use it all,' Will said. 'We can cut it down to three hours, perhaps two and a half.'

Henry Condell picked up one of the papers from the table. 'Look at this bit, when Ophelia is talking about Hamlet,' he said. 'Hamlet sounds like the Earl of Essex to me. Were you thinking of Essex when you wrote this?'

Will smiled. 'Perhaps,' he said. 'And perhaps not.'

'Richard will play Prince Hamlet, yes?' said Augustine.

'Of course!' Will said. 'I wrote the part for him. He's our star actor. I'll play the ghost of Hamlet's father.' He looked at me. 'Hamlet will wear black, Toby, and Ophelia will wear white.'

Henry finished his beer. 'It's a good story, Will, with good parts for us all. But will the playgoers like it? It moves very slowly, and they like a play to be fast and exciting. Prince Hamlet knows that his uncle Claudius murdered the king his father. But he doesn't do anything about it for a long time. He just talks about it. And in the end nearly everybody dies, one way or another.'

Augustine didn't agree with that. 'You haven't understood the play, Henry. It is exciting, very exciting. The play is inside Hamlet himself. He wants to kill his uncle, but he can't. Murder is wrong. But he must kill him, because of his father. We can all understand how he feels.'

All this time Richard Burbage was silent. He was reading bits of the play again. Now he put down the paper in his hand and looked up. His eyes were bright, excited.

'Have any of you really listened to the language of this play? This is your best play yet, Will—the best of them all. Just listen to the language, the poetry!' He stood up, and his great voice filled the room.

To be, or not to be—that is the question ...

We sat and listened, silently, while that wonderful voice brought the words to life. Will watched him, smiling. He knew that Richard, like him, was in love with words.

... To die, to sleep—

To sleep— perchance to dream. Ay, there's the rub.

For in that sleep of death what dreams may come

When we have shuffled off this mortal coil

Must give us pause.
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Richard Burbage was right, of course. The people loved the play, they loved Burbage as Hamlet, they cried for poor Ophelia's death, and they shouted for the murderer Claudius to die. I think it was Will's most famous play.



Sir n. (a title used before the name of a knight or Baronet). （冠于男爵或男爵姓名之前的尊称）爵士。

lazy adj. disliking and avoiding activity or work. 懒惰的。

in a minute 一会儿。

wear v. (wore, worn) to have (esp. clothes) an the body. 穿；戴。

funny adj. amusing; causing laughter. 有趣可笑的。

Ireland n. 爱尔兰。

fight a war 征战。

leave for 离开去（某地）。

argue v. to disagree in words; fight with words. 争论。

Denmark 丹麦。

pile n. (infml) a lot （非正式）一大堆。

cut it down 删减。

ghost n. (the spirit of) a dead person who appears again. 幽灵。

murder v. to kill someone on purpose. 谋害。

agree with 同意。

feel v. to (be able to) experience sensations. 感觉。

be in love with sth.  迷恋某事。

perchance adv. perhaps. 也许。

rub n. the difficulty or cause of trouble （in the phr. 用于There's the rub短语中）困难；障碍。

shuffle v. to walk by dragging slowly along. 曳（足）。

mortal adj. of human beings. 人生的。

coil n. 盘绕物。

pause n. a short but noticeable break (in activity). 停顿。


7　女王、国王和王子们
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每年圣诞节我们要安排愈来愈多的戏剧进宫演出。1598年上演了威尔的一部历史剧《亨利四世》。剧中大多描写亨利四世之子和他的朋友约翰·福斯泰夫爵士两人。约翰爵士已是垂暮之年，身体肥胖，游手好闲，只会酗酒聊天、寻欢作乐，但这个角色挺招人喜欢。他一度成为最受伦敦戏迷欢迎的人物，那时街头巷尾到处流传着关于福斯泰夫的种种笑料。

演完戏后，女王传令召见威尔。

“怎么啦？我们是否做错事啦？”约翰·海明轻声问我。

“我们一会儿就知道了。”我说道。

我们目不转睛地看着威尔走到女王的座椅前。女王年事已高，戴着红色假发，一口黑齿，但她仍旧是一个伟大的女王。如果女王一不高兴……

女王天生一副演员般的好嗓子，铿锵有力，我们可以很容易地听到她讲话。

“莎士比亚先生，”她开口说道，接着启齿一笑，这微笑犹如春天早晨的旭日，我恍然明白，为什么全英国人民如此爱戴女王。

“莎士比亚先生，你的确是英国最杰出的剧作家，我非常欣赏你这部戏剧。我觉得剧中的约翰·福斯泰夫非常滑稽诙谐，我认识不少这样的英国人。你能否为我另外写一部喜剧？我想看看福斯泰夫谈情说爱。”

威尔回到了我们身边，双眼闪闪发亮，看得出他已在构思了。

“暂且别来找我说话，”他说道，“我得着手写一部戏。”

两星期后他就把剧本赶写了出来。2月20日我们便到里士满宫为女王演出此剧《温莎的风流娘儿们》，逗得女王开怀大笑。

但1599年就没多少事能令她开心了。爱尔兰经常发生动乱，女王派遣爱塞克斯伯爵率兵2万去征战，随同出征的还有威尔的好友索桑普敦勋爵。当爱塞克斯率兵出征爱尔兰时，所有的伦敦市民都走上街头夹道欢送。那年夏天，威尔写了一部关于战争的鼓舞斗志的历史剧《亨利五世》，其中有一两处提到了爱尔兰的动乱。这部历史剧描绘了一位在法国征战的功名显赫的英国君主的形象。

爱塞克斯毕竟不是亨利五世，他压根儿不懂如何作战，不久就逃回英国，女王也从此不再理他。

9月我们开放“环球剧院”。这座富丽堂皇的新剧院紧邻“玫瑰剧院”，由威尔、理查·白贝芝和其他股东出资建成，是伦敦当时最好的一座剧院，不久就成为最负盛名的剧院。尽管其他剧团的剧院设备和演员配备都不错，但是我们有著名的理查·白贝芝和最好的剧本。

第二年我们上演了威尔的三部新剧本和其他剧作家创作的一些剧本。其中一位剧作家就是刚出道的本·琼生。这人机智聪明，剧本也写得好，但人们还是最推崇威尔的作品。本不能理解这一点，他时常和威尔就如何创作剧本而争论不休，不过这人就爱与别人辩论。有一次他因决斗杀了人，蹲了监狱。他比威尔小八岁，但两人是很好的朋友。

威尔的又一部剧是《丹麦王子哈姆雷特》。一天，我、威尔、理查·白贝芝、亨利·康德尔、约翰·海明和奥古斯丁·菲利普六个人一起聚在公猪头酒吧讨论剧本。

威尔将那堆手稿放在桌上，坐了下来。

“好吧，”他说，“剧本大家都看了，谈谈看法吧？”

“内容很好，”约翰·海明带头说道，“不过剧情太长，在剧院上演要演四个多小时。”

“我们并不需要全部剧情，”威尔说，“我们可以将剧本删减到三个小时，或者两个半小时也行。”

亨利·康德尔从桌上拿起一张手稿：“看这一段，奥菲莉亚谈论哈姆雷特，”他说道，“我感觉剧中的哈姆雷特酷似爱塞克斯伯爵。你在写这段时是否想到爱塞克斯呢？”

威尔笑了起来。“或许有，”他说道，“或许没有。”

“理查扮演哈姆雷特王子，对吧？”奥古斯丁说。

“那当然啦！”威尔说道，“这个角色专为他而写的。他是我们剧团的明星。我将扮演哈姆雷特父亲的幽灵。”他看看我，又说，“托比，哈姆雷特要穿黑衣服，而奥菲莉亚要穿白色的衣服。”

亨利喝干了啤酒。“这故事不错，威尔，对所有的人来说都不错。不过，剧情进展太慢，观众会喜欢吗？他们喜欢剧情进展快而令人振奋的戏剧。哈姆雷特王子明知道叔父克劳迪厄斯杀了他的父王，但他长时间只是用空话泄气，却没有采取任何行动，再说故事最终人物几乎都这样或那样地死去了。”

奥古斯丁并不同意这看法。“亨利，你还未真正理解这部戏，它会令人振奋不已的。这部戏就在于哈姆雷特的内心活动。他想杀死叔父，但却不能。谋杀是罪恶的，可他为了父王又必须杀死他。我们完全可以理解他的感受。”

理查·白贝芝一直一言不发。他重新看了看剧本的部分章节，然后放下手中的稿纸，抬起头，双眼奕奕放光、洋溢着兴奋之情。

“你们当中有谁真正领会剧中的语言呢？威尔，这是你写的最好的剧本了——所有戏剧中最好的一部。听听剧中的语言，剧中的诗歌吧！”他站起来，顿时整个房间回荡起他雄厚的嗓音。

“活着还是死亡，这是个问题……”

我们默默地坐着，倾听那绝妙的声音将纸上的文字赋予了生命。威尔望着他，会意地微笑着。他知道，只有理查能如他一样，深深地迷恋着语言的妙处。

“……死亡，就是睡眠——

睡眠——也许要做梦，这就麻烦了。

我们摆脱了尘世的牵缠，

在死的睡眠里，会做些什么梦呢？

一想到就不能不踌躇。”
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理查真的说对了。观众迷上了这部悲剧，他们迷上了白贝芝扮演的哈姆雷特，他们为可怜的奥菲莉亚的死而哭泣，他们怒吼着让凶手克劳迪厄斯死去。我认为这的确是威尔最负盛名的戏剧。


8
A Scottish King for England

Will's father died in September 1601. In his last years John Shakespeare was a happy man. His son was famous, and the Shakespeare family was important again in Stratford. But there weren't many children in the family. Will's sister Joan was married and had a little boy, but Will's brothers didn't have any children.

Susanna, Will's older daughter, was now eighteen, and Will said to her one day:

'We must find you a husband soon, Susanna.'

But Susanna shook her head. 'Oh, I don't want to be married, Father, thank you.'

We all smiled at that, because there was already a young man who was often a visitor at New Place. That was John Hall, a clever young doctor. Will liked him.

Back in London, the theatres were always full, and actors were now important people in the city. Will and I were now living in very fine lodgings in Silver Street, with the Mountjoy family. The Globe and the Lord Chamberlain's Men were doing very well, and the older actors in the company were making money, and buying houses and land. But some people still thought that actors were dangerous, wicked people.

Then Queen Elizabeth died, on the 24th of March 1603, at Richmond. I remember the day well. The theatres were closed —you can't have plays when a queen is dying—and we were all at Henry Condell's house. He and John Heminges lived very near our lodgings in Cripplegate.

We were all very worried. The new King of England was James the First. He was already King of Scotland, and he had a young wife, Queen Anne of Denmark, and three young children. But what was he like? Would he be a good king? And, most importantly, did he like plays?

'If King James doesn't like plays,' said Henry Condell, 'we're finished. There are already a lot of Puritans on the London City Council, and they'd love to close the theatres down.'

Henry always looked at the black side of everything.

'Well, he's written a lot of books himself,' said Will. 'Perhaps he'll be interested in plays, too. We'll just have to wait and see.'

We didn't have to wait long. On the 19th of May I was underneath the stage in the Globe. I was trying to mend a broken door in the floor of the stage. We used this door when a ghost came on or went off in a cloud of smoke. Suddenly, I heard feet running across the stage. I looked up through the hole, and saw Will and John Heminges and Richard Burbage. They were all very excited.

'Listen to this, Toby,' said Will. He was holding a piece of paper in his hand. 'It's a letter from King James! From today, we are the King's Men! We're working for the King himself, and he wants to see all the plays.'

'We're going to have new red coats to wear when we go to court,' Richard said.

'And,' John said, 'he's going to pay us ￡20 for every play at court. What do you think about that, Toby?'

We were all laughing and smiling now. 'Well, John,' I said. 'If we're so rich, can I have a new door? I can't mend this one again—it's too old.'
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That summer the plague came back. By July a thousand people were dying every week in London. One of them was the little son of Will's friend, Ben Jonson. By the end of the year there were 33,000 dead in England. The theatres closed, and the King's Men went on tour.

Will and I spent the summer at Stratford. When Christmas came, the King's Men put on a lot of plays at court. The King was at Hampton Court Palace that year, which was outside London, well away from the plague. I couldn't go because I fell off my horse one day and broke my leg. Stupid thing to do! I had to stay at home, but Will told me all about it when he came back.

'The new King and Queen like to enjoy themselves, Toby,' he said. 'They're a happy family. Prince Henry, who's nine, is very a nice little boy, and his sister Elizabeth is beautiful. Little Prince Charles is only two.' He was silent for a minute. Perhaps he was thinking about Hamnet. Then he went on, 'Queen Anne likes plays very much. She likes music and dancing, too—she showed her legs in one dance!'

'My word!' I said. 'Things like that never happened at court in Queen Elizabeth's days.'

'We live in different times, Toby. A lot of things are going to change.'

But change only comes slowly. The King's Men went from one success to another. At the King's court at Christmas 1604, there were twenty-two plays, and eight of them were Will's. In 1605 there were thirteen plays at court—and ten of them were Will's.

We always did the plays at the Globe first, before we took them to court. Will was writing more slowly now, but during these years he wrote some of his best plays: Othello, Macbeth, and King Lear. That was a sad, dark play. When King Lear carried his dead daughter Cordelia on to the stage... Well, every man, woman, and child in the Globe was crying. It's true. Richard Burbage played Lear, of course. What an actor he was!



Scottish adj. 苏格兰的。

shake one's head 摇头。

silver n. 银子。

Scotland n. 苏格兰。

the black side of everything 事物的阴暗面。

underneath prep. under (something). 在……下面。

mend v. to repair (a hole, break, etc.) in (something). 修补。

a cloud of smoke 一团烟雾

by the end of the year 到年底。

fall off v. （从……）跌落。

break one's leg 摔断了某人的腿。

My word!  (an expression of surprise). 我的天呀！（表惊讶）。

times n. a period in history 时代。

success n. a person or thing that succeeds or has succeeded. 成功之人或事物。

carry v. to bear (someone or something) in one's arms. 抱着。


8　苏格兰来的英国国王
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1601年9月威尔的父亲过世了。约翰·莎士比亚安然愉快地度过了生命的最后几年。他的儿子出了名，自然莎士比亚家族在斯特拉福镇又风光起来。只是这个家族子嗣不多，威尔的妹妹琼结婚后只生了一个小男孩，而威尔的几个兄弟都后继无人。

如今，威尔的大女儿，苏姗娜已是一个十八岁的大姑娘。一天，威尔问她：

“苏姗娜，我们很快该给你物色丈夫啦。”

苏姗娜摇摇头，“哦，我还不想结婚呢，爸爸，谢谢你。”

我们会意地笑了起来，其实有个青年早已成为“新地方”的常客。他叫约翰·霍尔，是个聪明的青年医生。威尔很喜欢他。

再回到伦敦，形势已明显好转，剧院经常爆满，演员在市里已成为新贵。威尔和我住进了银街的豪华居所，同住的是芒特乔伊家。“环球剧院”和“宫内大臣剧院”事业兴隆，剧团中老资格的演员赚了钱，开始买地置产。不过，还有少数人始终认为演员既危险又龌龊。

1603年3月24日，伊丽莎白女王死于里士满宫。我对这天记忆犹新，各家剧院关门息演——女王快要驾崩时，是不许演出的——于是大家都聚到亨利·康德尔家。他和约翰·海明就住在我们住地附近的“克里普勒门”大街。

大家都忧心忡忡。新继位的英国国王是詹姆士一世。他已经是苏格兰国王了，年轻的妻子是来自丹麦的安妮王后，膝下有三个孩子。不知这国王为人怎么样？他是不是位好国王呢？最重要的是，他是否爱看戏？

“万一詹姆士国王不爱看戏，”亨利·康德尔说道，“那我们全完了。伦敦市政参议会中有许多清教徒，他们巴不得关闭剧院呢。”

亨利总是想到事情的阴暗面。

“然而，国王他自己也曾写过许多书，”威尔说，“或许他也会对戏剧感兴趣的。我们只能等着瞧。”

我们并没等多久。5月19日，我正在“环球剧院”的舞台下面修理舞台场地的一扇破门，这扇门是演出时，让幽灵驾着一团烟雾进出用的。突然，我听到一阵脚步声跑过舞台，透过洞眼，向上一看，原来是威尔、约翰·海明和理查·白贝芝，他们欣喜若狂。

“听着，托比，”威尔手中攥着一张纸条说道，“这是詹姆士国王的亲笔信。从今天起，我们属于‘国王剧团’，要专为国王陛下服务，他想看我们所有的戏剧的演出。”

“进宫演出时，我们将穿上新的红色大衣。”理查说。

“还有，”约翰说，“宫里演出费每场20英磅。托比，你觉得这事怎么样？”

这回我们都开怀大笑。“嗨，约翰，”我说道，“要是我们有了钱，能给我买一扇新门吗？这扇破门再也不能修了——它太旧了。”

那年夏天，瘟疫卷土重来。到7月，伦敦每星期都有上千人濒临死亡。其中就有威尔好友本·琼生的小儿子。时至年底，英国有3万3千人死于瘟疫。剧院被封，“国王剧团”开始巡回演戏。
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那年夏天，威尔和我返回斯特拉福镇。到圣诞节来临时，“国王剧团”入宫演出了很多出戏。那年，国王到伦敦境外的汉普敦宫躲避瘟疫。由于我不幸落马摔断腿而不能入宫。真是倒霉！我只得待在家里，不过，威尔一回来就会告诉我入宫演出的情况：

“托比，新国王和王后真懂得生活，”他说道，“他们家庭幸福美满，亨利王子，9岁，是个招人喜爱的小男孩，女儿伊丽莎白公主长相姣好，还有一个才两岁的查尔斯小王子。”他沉默了片刻，或许又想起爱子哈姆奈特。然后他继续说道，“安妮王后非常爱看戏，还喜爱音乐和舞蹈——一次舞会中居然露出双腿呢！”

“真没想到！”我说，“伊丽莎白女王在位时，宫中从未发生过这种事呀！”

“我们已生活在不同的时代了，托比。许多事都将不断变化。”

但变化只是姗姗而来。“国王剧团”一次又一次取得成功。1604年圣诞节，室宫内共上演了22部戏剧，其中八部是威尔的剧本。1605年，宫中演出了13部戏剧——10都是威尔的剧本。

入宫演出前，我们通常先在“环球剧院”试演。尽管威尔创作速度已不如当年，但这些年间，他却创作了一些最为出色的剧本——《奥赛罗》、《麦克白》和《李尔王》。《李尔王》是一部格调低沉的悲剧。当李尔王抱着死去的女儿考迪莉亚走上舞台时，“环球剧院”内不论男女老少都失声痛哭。这可一点不假。当然，还是由理查·白贝芝扮演李尔王，他真是一个了不起的演员！


9
The Mermaid Tavern

During the next few years the plague was always with us. Some years it was bad, other years not so bad. When the theatres in London closed, we went on tour. Well, the King's Men did. Will and I were mostly at home in Stratford in the summers. Will was usually writing, and I did bits of business for him when I could.

Susanna married Dr John Hall in June, 1607, and Will's granddaughter Elizabeth was born in February the next year. We had a very cold winter that year. The river Thames in London froze right up to Westminster. People had parties and cooked sheep over fires on the ice.

Will's brother Edmund died that winter—he was only twenty-seven—and Will's mother died in September the next year.

Will was writing a different kind of play at this time. John Heminges said they were dark, cruel plays, and that Will was only looking at the black side of people. But that was the thing about Will. He was still changing, trying new kinds of poetry and stories in his plays all the time. And suddenly, there was a new kind of play, full of laughing and spring flowers and love: The Winter's Tale.

When we were in London, we often went in the evenings to the Mermaid Tavern in Cheapside. It was a very good inn, with good beer, and all the writers and poets in London went there.

We were there one evening in the winter of 1610, I think it was. A lot of Will's friends were there—actors, writers. Ben Jonson was there, of course. He was a great drinker all his life. He was writing a lot of plays now and was doing very well. But he never had any money—Will always paid for the beer.

At first, the talk was all about King James and his court. We didn't like the King so much now—he was more interested in horses than in plays. Then Ben remembered something about The Winter's Tale. He knew, really, that Will's plays were the best, but he always liked to find mistakes if he could.

'Now, why did you put Bohemia by the sea, Will?' he said. 'Bohemia's in the middle of Europe! There's no sea for a hundred miles, you stupid man!'

'Your plays are very clever, Ben,' Richard Burbage said, 'but they smell of the schoolbook, don't they, Will?'

Will laughed. 'How many people are going to worry about that, Ben? What does it matter? They liked the play at court. The Queen said it was a very sweet play, and the King —'

'The King!' Ben said loudly. His face was red and angry. King James sometimes fell asleep during Ben's plays. 'The King,' he went on excitedly, 'is a very stupid man! I told him, I said it to his face: "Sir, you don't understand poetry!" '

John Heminges laughed. 'Oh my word!' he said. 'What a terrible man you are, Ben! I don't know how you've lived so long!'

Will laughed too, but he said, 'Ben, you must be careful. You don't want the King to be your enemy. Don't forget that he pays twice as much as Queen Elizabeth did—and sees twice as many plays.'

'Money?' shouted Ben. He loved to argue about anything. 'We're poets and actors, not businessmen! What does money matter?'

'It puts bread and meat in your stomach, and a coat on your back,' said Will, drinking his beer. 'And you're the first to shout if you haven't got any money.'

Ben banged his beer glass on the table. 'Now listen, Mr William Shakespeare of Stratford, with your fine big house and your expensive horses, you wrote in your play King Lear that money was—'

'Oh, do stop it, you two!' John Heminges said. He turned to talk to me, but a few minutes later Ben was arguing about another of Will's plays.

'And what about Antony and Cleopatra? What kind of writing is that? You never know which place you're in! One minute you're in Egypt, the next minute you're in Rome, then you're at sea on a ship, then back in Egypt again—'

Richard Burbage didn't like that. 'You're wrong again, Ben. It's only you who can't follow the play. You think Londoners are stupid, but they understand more than you do! And another thing...'

I decided to go home to bed. Ben's a fine man, but he does talk so much. He goes on and on. When I left, he was calling for more beer. I knew they would be there in the Mermaid for most of the night.



mermaid n. (in stories) a young and usu. attractive woman with the bottom half of her body like a fish's tail. （故事中的）美人鱼。

tavern n. (old use) an inn. （旧用法）客栈。

freeze (froze, frozen) v. to be very cold (when water changes to ice). 冷冻，结冰。

tale n. a story of imaginary events. 故事。

Europe n. 欧洲。

sweet adj. gentle or attractive in manner. 甜蜜的。

fall asleep to go into a state of sleep. 入睡。

businessman n. a man engaged in business. 生意人，商人。

stomach n. a baglike organ in the body where food is digested after being eaten. 胃。

bang v. (to cause to) knock, often with a loud noise. （使）重击。

Rome 罗马。


9　美人鱼酒店
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随后的几年里，瘟疫流行不断，有些年份情况很糟，有些年份要好一些。只要伦敦市内剧院关门停业，我们就巡回演出。当然，国王剧团一直这么做。威尔和我夏天多半呆在斯特拉福镇的家中。威尔通常搞创作，而我则尽可能帮助他打理零碎的生意。

1607年6月，苏姗娜嫁给约翰·霍尔医生。翌年2月威尔的外孙女伊丽莎白出世。那年冬天，天寒地冻，泰晤士河伦敦河段到西敏斯特河段大面积结冰。人们就在冰上举行盛会，还生起篝火烤羊吃。

那年冬天，威尔的弟弟埃德蒙去世——年仅27岁——第二年9月，威尔的母亲又过世了。

这一时期，威尔创作风格大有变化。约翰·海明说威尔只看到人们丑陋的一面，使得戏剧带上沉郁、残暴的色彩。不过，威尔就是这样。他的创作风格一直在变，不断尝试在戏剧中运用新格调的诗歌和故事。突如其来地，他又创作出一部新剧本《冬天的故事》，这部戏剧充满欢笑、春天的鲜花和爱情。

在伦敦时，我们晚上经常到切普塞特街的美人鱼酒店。这家酒店环境舒适，备有好酒，是伦敦文人墨客聚会喝酒的好去处。

1610年冬天的一个晚上，我们来到这家酒店，我记得没错。威尔的许多朋友——演员和剧作家都在场，当然也少不了平生很能喝酒的本·琼生。虽然他创作了大量的剧本，也小有名气，但他还是身无分文——连喝啤酒的钱通常都要威尔掏腰包。

开始的时候，话题总是围绕着詹姆士国王和他的宫廷大臣。说实在的，我们现在不大喜欢这位国王了——他爱看赛马已胜过爱看戏。这时，本想起《冬天的故事》剧本中的一些情节。尽管他确实承认威尔的戏剧是最优秀的，不过，他就喜欢鸡蛋里挑骨头。

“嗨，威尔，你怎么把波希米亚这地方说成是在海边呢？”他说道，“波希米亚可是在欧洲中部呀！方圆一百英里以内根本就没有海，你真糊涂！”

“本，你创作的剧本确实不糊涂，”理查·白贝芝说，“不过太书卷气，威尔，你说呢？”

威尔笑道：“本，会有几个人去深究那些细节呢？这有什么关系呢？宫里的人们喜欢这部戏。王后说，这部戏剧很甜蜜，而国王——”

“国王！”本大嚷起来，脸气得发红。因为詹姆士国王看本的戏剧有时打瞌睡。“国王，”他仍然很激动，“简直笨得透顶！我曾告诉他，当面对他说过：‘陛下，你压根儿不懂诗歌！’”

约翰·海明听了此话大笑。“噢，真没想到！”他说，“本，你真是无可救药！我真不知道你怎么还能活这么长命！”

威尔也笑了起来，但他说道：“本，你可要小心呀。你不想与国王为敌吧！别忘了，国王付的报酬是伊丽莎白女王的两倍——看的戏也是她的两倍。”

“钱？”本大叫起来，他很爱争论事情。“我们是诗人，是演员，不是生意人！钱有什么用？”

“钱可以使你有面包和肉果腹，有衣穿，”威尔喝了一口啤酒，说道，“要是没钱的话，你会第一个破口大骂的！”

本把啤酒杯砰地放在桌上。“现在听着，斯特拉福镇的威尔·莎士比亚先生，你不就拥有堂皇的居宅，高价的马匹吗？你在《李尔王》一剧中不是写道钱是——”

“啾，你们两个都住嘴吧！”约翰·海明劝道，然后便转身和我谈话。不过几分钟后，本又在评论威尔的另一部戏剧。

“《安东尼与克娄巴佩特拉》这部剧怎么样？到底写些什么呀？你根本就不知道自己待在何处！一会儿在埃及，一会儿在罗马，接着坐船在海上，然后又回到埃及——”

理查·白贝芝渐生厌恶之情。“本，你又搞错了，只有你才不懂这部戏。你认为伦敦人都傻乎乎的，他们可比你清楚得多。还有……”

我还是决定回家睡觉。本是个好人，但是他的确话太多了。他讲得没完没了。在我离开时，他又要了一些啤酒。我知道他们肯定又会在酒店待上多半夜。


10
Back to Stratford

'You're losing your hair, Will,' I said to him one day.

'We're both getting old, Toby,' he said. 'There's no escape from it. Old and tired.'

'Don't talk like that,' I said. 'You're only forty-seven. There's still some life in you yet. And another twenty plays!'

'No,' he said slowly. 'No, I think the poetry is nearly finished. I'm getting tired, Toby. I need a rest. I think The Tem pest is going to be my last play. I'm saying goodbye to the stage. Times are changing, and people want a different kind of play now. There are lots of new, younger writers, who know how to please the playgoer. I'm not modern anymore.'

He never usually talked like this, and I didn't like it.

'There's only one Will Shakespeare,' I said, 'and he'll always be modern. Now, I must get on. I've got to go out and buy all the cloth for the new costumes in The Tempest. Why did you have to put it on an island? When the ship goes down, the actors all have to come on stage in wet clothes. It takes a day to dry the costumes, so that means two lots of clothes for everyone—wet and dry!'

That brought him back to life. 'Can't you read?' he said crossly. 'If you look at Gonzalo's words in Act 2, Toby, you'll see that it's a magic island—and their clothes stay dry all the time. So they'll only need one lot.'

I laughed, and then he laughed too.

But it was true, he was tired. I could see it, and others could see it too. But the company was always wanting new plays, and we had two theatres now. There was the Globe, and now we had the Blackfriars theatre. Plays in the Globe were in the open air and always had to be in daylight, but the Blackfriars was a building with a roof. We could put on plays in the evenings and in any weather. It also made more money, because every playgoer had a seat and paid a shilling for it. In the Globe they paid a penny to stand.

In February 1612 Will's brother Gilbert died in London, and just a year later his brother Richard died in Stratford. That was in February, too. Will was the oldest brother, and he was the only one still alive. We spent most of our time in Stratford these days. Will didn't act in plays now. He went to rehearsals for his new plays, of course, but he was always happy to hurry home again.

We were riding back to Stratford in the spring of 1613 and stopped for the night at the Crown Inn in Oxford. Will was very friendly with the landlord John Davenant and his wife Jane. The next morning, when we left, their little son, William, came running out to say goodbye to his good friend Mr Shakespeare. He was a bright boy, about seven years old, with much the same colour hair and eyes as Will. Will talked with him for a few minutes, then gave him a penny.

Later, when we were riding along the road, I said, 'The last time we were in Oxford, I heard some talk in the town. Someone said that you were the father of Jane Davenant's son.'

Will laughed. 'Well, well,' he said, 'People say that, do they? What will they say next?'

'Jane's a nice-looking woman.' I looked at him out of the corner of my eye. 'Isn't she?'

'Come on, Toby. You know that Jane is a good wife to John.' He was still smiling. 'You mustn't listen to stories like that.'

I never believed that story myself. But many years after Will died, William Davenant told a lot of people that he was Shakespeare's son. But how did he know? His mother wouldn't tell him!
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Will was happy to get home, to see his daughters and John Hall, and little Elizabeth, who was just five then. He was happy to see Anne, I think. He never said much to her, nor she to him. But after more than thirty years together, you've already said everything, haven't you?

I think Judith was Will's favourite daughter. Susanna was brighter and cleverer, but Judith was Hamnet's twin, and Will still remembered his son. He wanted a son, or a grandson, so much. Judith was twenty-eight now, and still no husband. But Will told her not to hurry. She must find the right man first.

Will worked hard all his life, and I think it was all for his family. I remember some lines from his play The Tempest, when Prospero is talking to his daughter Miranda.

I have done nothing but in care of thee,

Of thee, my dear one, thee my daughter ...



tempest n. a violent storm. （文语）暴风雨。

say goodbye to 向……告别。

go down 下沉。

crossly adv. angrily. 生气地。

magic adj. when strange and wonderful things happen. 有奇异魔力的。

in the open air.  露天。

roof n. the outside covering on top of a building. 屋顶。

shilling n. a coin in old English money (about 5p in new English money). 先令。

landlord n. a person, esp. a man, who runs a rooming house or an inn; an innkeeper. 房东，客栈店主。

penny n. (in Great Britain before 1971) a bronze coin, 12 of which made a Shilling. （1971年以前之大不列颠）便士（12便士等于1先令）。

look at sb. out of the corner of one's eye （某人）用眼角看（某人）。

right adj. most suitable. 合适的。


10　退居斯特拉福镇
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“威尔，你掉头发啦。”一天，我对他说道。

“我们俩都老了，托比，”他说，“谁也躲避不了衰老和疲惫。”

“别这么说，”我说，“你才47岁，日子还长着呢，还可以再写20部戏剧！”

“难啦，”他缓缓说道，“难啦，我发觉自己已是江郎才尽，我也感觉累了，托比。我需要休息。我想《暴风雨》将是我最后一部戏剧。我要和舞台告别啦。时代在变化，人们现在需要看些不同风格的戏剧。更何况纷纷涌现出一批年轻的新剧作家，他们懂得如何博得戏迷的欢心。我再也跟不上时代了。”

他从来不曾这样说过，我也不爱听。

“世上只有一位威廉·莎士比亚，”我说，“他永远跟得上时代。好啦，该干活了，我得出去购置《暴风雨》一剧新服装的布料。你为什么要让故事发生在一个荒岛上呢？轮船下沉后，演员们只能穿着湿漉漉的衣服回到舞台。衣服要花一天的时间才能晒干，这就意味着每人都得准备两套衣服——一件湿衣服和一件干衣服。”

这番话使他又恢复了生机。“你看不懂吗？”他忿忿地说，“托比，你若是看了第二幕贡柴罗那段话，你会知道那是一座魔岛——他们的衣服一直是干的，所以只需准备一套衣服。”

我笑了，接着他也笑了。

但事实的确这样，他累了。我看得出来，别人也看得出来。不过，剧团总需要新剧上演，况且我们现在有两个剧院：“环球剧院”和“黑修士剧院”。“环球剧院”是露天剧院，戏剧通常只能白天演。“黑修士剧院”是有屋顶的剧院，戏剧可以在晚上以及随便什么天气上演，钱也赚得更多，因为每个观众花一先令可以有一个座位，但在“环球剧院”，观众花一便士站着看。

1612年2月，威尔的弟弟吉尔伯特死于伦敦。一年后，也在2月份，他弟弟理查死于斯特拉福镇。威尔是家中的长子，而且是唯一一个还活在世上的。这些日子，我们多半待在斯特拉福镇。威尔不再上台演戏，不过他肯定赶去看新剧本的预演，然后，兴致勃勃地赶回家。

1613年春，我们骑马回斯特拉福镇，途中在牛津的“皇冠客栈”寄宿。威尔对客栈老板约翰·达文南特和他妻子简非常友善。第二天早要离开时，他们的小儿子威廉跑出来向他的好朋友莎士比亚先生告别。这小孩聪明伶俐，大约7岁，发色和眼睛酷似威尔。威尔和他聊了几分钟，然后送给他一便士作纪念。

当我们策马上路之后，我说道：“我们上次在牛津时，我在镇上听到一些闲话。有人说你是简·达文南特儿子的父亲。”

威尔大笑。“是吗，是吗，”他说，“人们这么说的，是吗？他们还会说什么呢？”

“简长得美丽动人，”我用眼角看看他，“不是吗？”

“好啦，托比。简是约翰的贤妻，你知道的。”他仍然微笑着。“你千万不能听信谣言。”

我才不会相信。但威尔死后的许多年后，威廉·达文南特却告诉许多人，他是莎士比亚的儿子。他又怎么知道的呢？他母亲绝不会告诉他。
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威尔很高兴回家看望女儿和女婿约翰·豪尔以及才5岁的小伊丽莎白。我想他也高兴见到安。他从没对她多说几句话，她也一样。但是30多年的相处，该说的早已说过，不是吗？

我觉得威尔最宠爱珠迪丝，尽管苏姗娜更聪明伶俐，但是珠迪丝是哈姆奈特的孪生妹妹，威尔仍在怀念爱子，他太想有个儿子或外孙了。珠迪丝现在28岁，尚未婚嫁，但威尔劝她不必急，首先得找到中意的人。

威尔一生勤奋工作，我想，这全都是为了这个家。我还记得在《暴风雨》一剧中，普洛斯彼罗对女儿米兰达讲的那几句话：

凡我所做的事，无非是为你打算，

为了你，我的宝贝，我的女儿……


11
The last years

Will did write another play, of course. That was Henry Ⅷ and he wrote it because the King's daughter, Princess Elizabeth, was getting married. The King's Men had to have a new play for a special day like that.

We were in London for rehearsals at the Globe, and the actors put on the new play for the first time on the 29th of June, 1613. I remember the date well.

It happened soon after the play began. Richard Burbage was on stage and he suddenly looked up and stopped in the middle of a word.

'Fire!' he shouted. 'The theatre's on fire!'

Wooden buildings burn fast, and Henry Condell shouted, 'Everybody out! Quickly!'

The crowd of playgoers began to hurry to the doors, and I ran round to open them. We could all see the smoke now, and John Heminges shouted to Will, 'The playbooks! We must get the playbooks out!'

Everybody got out and no one was hurt. One man's coat caught fire and his friend put the fire out with a bottle of beer. But the Globe burnt right down to the ground in an hour. Poor old John Heminges just stood there and cried.

But you can't kill a theatre that easily. A year later there was a new Globe in the same place. Bigger and better than the old one. People said it was the finest playhouse in England.

We didn't often go to London in those last years. Will was happy at home in Stratford with his family. He had time for his garden, time to talk to his Stratford friends, time to play with his granddaughter Elizabeth. He read his plays again, and he and I talked and laughed about the old days.

Judith got married at last in February 1616. She was thirty-one then, and married a man called Thomas Quiney, who was twenty-six. Will wasn't too happy about it.

'Judith loves him very much,' he said quietly to me. 'But I'm not sure about him. I think she's making a mistake.'

He was right, of course. Will was usually right about people. Thomas Quiney was lazy, drank too much, and went with other women.

But Will didn't live to find that out. In March he went to London for a party at the Mermaid Tavern. Ben Jonson was now the playwright for the court of King James. The King was paying him some money every year, and Ben wanted to give a party for his friends.

It was a good party, I heard. But Will caught a fever and then rode home through the cold spring rain. When he got back to New Place, he was not a well man.

He died on the 23rd of April, in the year 1616.

[image: alt]

They put his body in Holy Trinity Church, down by the river Avon. It was a bright, windy day, I remember. Ben Jonson came down from London, and cried in the church. He was a wild man, was Ben, always fighting and arguing about plays and poetry. But he loved his friend. He came up to me outside the church.

'Toby,' he said. 'Will was a good, true man, and I loved him. We'll never see another poet like him in England.'



wooden adj. made of wood. 木制的。

burn v. to be on fire. 燃烧。

drunk too much 纵酒。

well adj. in good health. （指身体）很好。

holy adj. of God and religion. 神圣的。

Trinity n. (in the christian religion) the union of the 3 forms of God (the Father, Son and Holy spirit) as one God. 三位一体（指基督教中，天父、耶稣、圣灵合成一体）。

windy adj. with a lot of wind. 有风的。


11　退隐的晚年
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威尔又写了一部戏剧《亨利八世》。此剧是为了庆祝国王之女伊丽莎白公主结婚大典而写的。像这样特殊的日子，“国王剧团”是一定要推出一部新剧本的。

1613年6月29日，在伦敦的“环球剧院”，我们首次登台预演这一新剧。这个日子我记得一清二楚。

演出开始不久，意外事故就发生了。理查·白贝芝正在台上演出。突然，他抬起头，台词说到一半就停住了。

“着火啦！”他大嚷起来，“剧院着火啦！”

木制的房子火势蔓延很快，于是亨利·康德尔大叫着：“大家赶快出去！快！”

看戏的人群开始拼命向门口挤，我赶紧打开所有大门疏散人群。这时我们都能看见烟雾弥漫，约翰·海明对威尔喊道，“那些剧本！我们必须把剧本抢出来！”

最后大家都安然无恙地脱险。有人衣服着了火，但他朋友用一瓶啤酒就给浇灭了。不过“环球剧院”一小时后全部烧毁，夷为平地。可怜的老约翰·海明只能站在那儿，顿足痛哭。

但是让剧院就此消失并不是轻而易举的事。一年后，在原地又盖起一座新的“环球剧院”，比原来的更大更气派。人们都说这是英国最好的一家剧院。

在威尔生前的最后几年中，我们不常去伦敦。在斯特拉福镇，他很高兴和家人待在一起。这样一来，他就有时间搞搞园艺，和斯特拉福镇的朋友聊天，和外孙女伊丽莎白玩耍。他还重读他的剧本，而且与我一回忆起过去的岁月就谈笑风生。

1616年2月，珠迪丝终于嫁给了一位名叫托马斯·奎尼的男人，当时她31岁，丈夫26岁。威尔为此闷闷不乐。

“珠迪丝非常爱他，”他平静地对我说，“但我觉得这青年不可靠，我想她犯了一个错误。”

他确实说准了。威尔对人的直觉通常没错。托马斯·奎尼游手好闲，纵酒，还和其他女人勾勾搭搭。

但是威尔生前未能知道真相。同年3月，他去伦敦美人鱼酒店参加一个聚会。本·琼生这时已成为詹姆士国王的宫廷剧作家，国王每年付给他一些薪水，于是本决定宴请朋友。

听说这次聚会很热闹，但威尔不幸感冒发烧，后来骑马回家又淋了一场冰冷的春雨。当他回到“新地方”家中，人就垮了。

他于1616年4月23日去世。
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人们将他安葬在艾汶河畔的“圣三一”教堂。我记得，那天天气晴朗，微风习习。本·琼生从伦敦赶来，在教堂内失声痛哭。他真是个粗犷的人，敢于攻击和评论戏剧与诗歌。但他爱他的朋友。在教堂外面，他走到我身边。

“托比，”他说道，“威尔是个真正了不起的男子汉，我喜欢他。英国再也不会有像他那样的诗人了。”


12
England will remember

Well, all that was thirty-three years ago. I'm an old man, and everyone is dying around me. Anne Shakespeare died in 1623, and John Hall went about twelve years later, fighting the plague. Susanna's still alive, and Judith. She had three sons, but they all died. So there's no boy in the family to keep poor Will's name alive. Susanna's girl Elizabeth has had no children, and she's forty-one already... Susanna still comes to visit me sometimes, and we talk about the old days.

We live in sad times now; the Puritans cut King Charles's head off last January. But one day we'll have a king again. Then there'll be singing and dancing and plays.

You'll see. Oh yes. People won't forget William Shakespeare. In 400 years' time, the theatres will still be full. People will still laugh, and cry, over his plays. He was the finest poet that ever wrote in the English language. I think he knew that himself. There's some lines in one of his sonnets, I remember...

Not marble, nor the gilded monuments

Of princes shall outlive this powerful rhyme...



marble n. a hard sort of stone used for building, sculpture, gravestones, etc. 大理石。

gild v. to cover with a thin coat of gold or gold point. 镀金。

outlive v. to live longer than (the memory of). 活得比…… 更久。

rhyme n. a short and not serious piece of writing. 押韵诗。


12　英国会永远记住
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可这都是33年前的事了。我已是一个垂暮之年的老人，周围的人纷纷离我而去。1623年，安·莎士比亚去世，大约12年后，约翰·霍尔死于瘟疫，只有苏珊娜和珠迪丝尚健在。珠迪丝生过三个儿子，不幸都夭折了。所以这个家族无人能将可怜的威尔的名字传下去。苏姗娜的女儿伊丽莎白已经41岁，依然没有一子半女。苏姗娜有时仍过来看我，和我谈谈过去的日子。

我们如今生活在动荡的年代。去年1月，清教徒把查理国王送上了断头台。但终有一天，我们又会有一位国王，到时又会歌舞升平，又可以看戏了。

你不久就可以看到的！哦，当然啦，人们不会忘记威廉·莎士比亚。400年后，剧院依然会爆满，观众依然会为他的戏剧欢笑或落泪。他是运用英语语言创作最杰出的诗人。我想这一点，他自己也清楚。我记得在他的十四行诗中有这样的诗句……

没有王公们的大理石或镀金的墓碑

能够和我这些有力的诗句比寿……




——完——


Exercises

A Checking your understanding

Chapters 1 - 3 How much can you remember? Check your answers.

1 Which play did Queen Elizabeth watch on 6th January, 1601?

2 What did Will's father do?

3 How old was Will when he got married?

4 What were the names of Will's three children?

Chapters 4-6 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 Will loved the life of an actor in London.

2 Richard Burbage was an actor with the Queen's Men.

3 Plays in the Rose theatre were always in the evening.

4 The City Council closed the theatres in 1592 because of the plague.

5 Will wrote his poem Venus and Adonis for Lord Southampton.

6 A girl played the part of Juliet in Romeo and Juliet.

7 Will's son Hamnet died when he was eleven years old.

8 Will bought a new house for his family right in the middle of London.

Chapters 7 - 9 Who, or what, in the.se chapters ...

1 ... wanted Will to write a play about Sir John Falstaff in love?

2 ... was the name of the new playhouse in London?

3 ... played the part of Prince Hamlet?

4 ... became the new King of England in 1603?

5 ... got married in June, 1607?

6 ... was the name of the inn where all the writers and poets went?

7 ... liked to find mistakes in Will's plays?

Chapters 10 - 12 Write answers to these questions

1 Why did the King's Men make more money in the Blackfriars theatre?

2 What happened to the Globe theatre in 1613?

3 Why did Will go to London in the spring of 1616?

4 How old was Will when he died?

B Working with language

1 Use these words to join the sentences together.

Because　when　but　and

1 Will worked for his father in Henley Street. He left school.

2 A new actor only got six shillings a week. There wasn't work every week.

3 Toby didn't want to be an actor. He couldn't remember his words.

4 Perhaps Emilia Lanier was Will's Dark Lady. Toby didn't really know.

2 Put together these beginnings and endings of sentences.

1 Romeo and Juliet is a very sad play,

2 Will's play Henry Ⅴ is about a famous English king.

3 Ben Jonson wrote clever plays,

4 The King's Men always did the plays at the Globe

5 who fought a war in France.

6 but the playgoers liked Will's plays better.

7 before they took them to the King's court.

8 because the young lovers die in the end.

C Activities

1 Imagine that when Will's father dies, Anne asks Will to leave London and come home to Stratford. She wants him to stop acting and writing plays, and to be a glove-maker again. Will, of course, does not want to do this. Write down their conversation and act it out in class.

2 Imagine that Shakespeare is alive today and you want him to write a play for you. Write him a letter and tell him, in a few sentences, what the play must be about. For example, will it be about war and fighting, or family life, or a murder mystery? What kind of people will be in it, and what costumes must they wear? Will the play have a happy or a sad ending?

3 Who is, or was, a famous writer in your own country? Find out something about his or her life and write a short the class chooses a different writer, you can put together a small dictionary of famous writers.
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简介

“胡萝卜！胡萝卜！”吉尔伯特·布莱思一边轻声叫着，一边从课桌后伸出手来拽安妮的红辫子梢。安妮从座位上跳起来叫道：“讨厌鬼！我恨你！”随后她用课本重重地打了他脑袋一下。

自从安妮·雪利住进卡斯伯特家以后，埃文利村的生活变得不再死气沉沉。他们本想收养一个男孩来帮忙料理格林-盖布尔斯的农活，可他们却得到了安妮——一个长有红发、雀斑且叽叽喳喳有说不完的话的女孩。她是个富于爱心的孩子，但她的麻烦却总是不断！先是林德太太的来访，然后是给教区牧师妻子的蛋糕，还有她的红头发……

经过在学校的争吵，她还会理睬吉尔伯特·布莱思吗？

露西·莫德·蒙哥马利1874年出生于加拿大，l942年去世。她幼时与祖父母居住在爱德华王子岛上一座破旧的农舍里。她的《格林-盖布尔斯的安妮》在全世界受到了欢迎，她还写了许多关于安妮·雪利的故事。
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1
A surprise for the Cuthberts

Matthew Cuthbert lived with his sister Marilla on their farm on Prince Edward Island in Canada. Their farmhouse, Green Gables, was just outside the little village of Avonlea. Matthew was nearly sixty and had a long brown beard. His sister was five years younger. They were both tall and thin, with dark hair. Everybody in Avonlea knew that the Cuthberts were quiet people who worked very hard on their farm.

One afternoon Matthew drove the horse and cart to the station. 'Has the five-thirty train arrived yet?' he asked the station-master.

'Yes,' the man replied. 'And there's a passenger who's waiting for you. A little girl.'

'A little girl?' asked Matthew. 'But I've come for a boy! The children's home is sending us one of their orphan boys. We're going to adopt him, you see, and he's going to help me with the farm work.'

'Well, perhaps the children's home didn't have any boys, so they sent you a girl,' answered the stationmaster carelessly. 'Here she is.'

Matthew turned shyly to speak to the child. She was about eleven, with long red hair in two plaits. Her face was small, white and thin, with a lot of freckles, and she had large grey-green eyes. She was wearing an old brown hat and a dress which was too small for her.

'Are you Mr Cuthbert of Green Gables?' she asked excitedly in a high, sweet voice. 'I'm very happy to come and live with you, and belong to you. I've never belonged to anyone, you see. The people at the children's home were very kind, but it's not very exciting to live in a place like that, is it?'

Matthew felt sorry for the child. How could he tell her that it was all a mistake? But he couldn't just leave her at the station. He decided to take her home with him. Marilla could explain the mistake to her.

He was surprised that he enjoyed the journey home. He was a quiet, shy man, and he didn't like talking himself. But today, he only had to listen, because the little girl talked and talked and talked. She told him all about herself while they drove along.

'My parents died when I was a baby, you know, and for the last three years I've had to work for my food. I've lived with three different families and looked after their children. So I've always been poor, and I haven't got any nice dresses! But I just imagine that I'm wearing the most beautiful blue dress, and a big hat with flowers on, and blue shoes, and then I'm happy! Do you imagine things sometimes.'

'Well, I... I... not often,' said Matthew.

They were now driving past some very old apple trees next to the road. The trees were full of sweet-smelling, snowy-white flowers. The little girl looked at them.

'Aren't the trees beautiful?' she said happily. 'But am I talking too much? Please tell me. I can stop if necessary, you know.'

Matthew smiled at her. 'You go on talking,' he answered. 'I like listening to you.'

When they arrived at Green Gables, Marilla came to the door to meet them. But when she saw the little girl, she cried in surprise, 'Matthew, who's that? Where's the boy?'

'The children's home has made a mistake,' he said unhappily, 'and sent a girl, not a boy.'

The child was listening carefully. Suddenly she put her head in her hands and began to cry.

'You—you don't want me!' she sobbed. 'Oh-oh! You don't want me because I'm not a boy!'

'Now, now, don't cry,' said Marilla kindly.

'Don't you understand? Oh! This is the worst thing that's happened to me in all my life!'

'Well, you can stay here, just for tonight,' said Marilla. 'Now, what's your name?'

The child stopped crying. 'Will you please call me Cordelia?' she asked.

'Call you Cordelia? Is that your name?'

'Well, no, it isn't, but it's a very beautiful name, isn't it? I like to imagine my name is Cordelia, because my real name is Anne Shirley—and that's not a very interesting name, is it?'

Marilla shook her head. 'The child has too much imagination,' she thought.

Later, when Anne was in bed, Marilla said to her brother, 'She must go back to the children's home tomorrow.'

'Marilla, don't you think...' began Matthew. 'she's a nice little thing, you know.'

'Matthew Cuthbert, are you telling me that you want to keep her?' asked Marilla crossly.

Matthew looked uncomfortable. 'Well, she's clever, and interesting, and—'

'But we don't need a girl!'

'But perhaps she needs us,' Matthew replied, surprisingly quickly for him. 'She's had a very unhappy life up to now, Marilla. She can help you in the house. I can get a boy from the village to help me on the farm. What do you think?'

Marilla thought for a long time. 'All right,' she said in the end, 'I agree. The poor child can stay.  I'll look after her.'

Matthew smiled happily. 'Be as good and kind to her as you can, Marilla. I think she needs a lot of love.'



adopt vt. take (sb.) into one's family as a relation, esp. as a son or daughter, with legal guardianship 收养（某人）为养子或养女。

plait vt. weave or twist (three or more lengths of hair, straw, etc) under and over one another into one rope—like length 编（头发）成辫，编（草）为绳。

belong v. belong to, be a member of, be connected with 为……之一员，已加入。

journey n. a trip from one place to another, esp. over a long distance. 旅行，旅程。

sob v. draw in the breath sharply and irregulary from sorrow or plain, esp while crying. 呜咽，啜泣。

mistake n. something that you do or say wrongly. 错误，过失。

shake v. move quickly, from side to side, up and down, etc. 摇。

crossly adv. easily or quickly showing anger. 脾气坏地，易怒地。


1　卡斯伯特兄妹俩大吃一惊
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马修·卡斯伯特和妹妹玛丽拉住在加拿大爱德华王子岛上他们的农场里。他们的农舍——格林-盖布尔斯，就在埃文利小村外。马修年近六旬，留着褐色的长胡子。妹妹玛丽拉比他小五岁。他俩身材瘦高，长着深色的头发。埃文利村的每一个人都知道，卡斯伯特兄妹是默默无闻、勤勤恳恳的庄户人。

一天下午，马修驾着马车来到火车站。“五点半的火车到了吗？”他向站长询问道。

“已经到了，”站长回答。“有一位乘客正在等您，是一个小姑娘。”

“小姑娘？”马修问道，“但我是来接一个小男孩！孤儿院给我们送来一个孤儿，我们准备收养他。你看，我还指望他帮忙干农活呢。”

“也许孤儿院没有男孩子，所以他们给你送来一个小姑娘，”站长漫不经心地答道，“她来了。”

马修讪讪地转过身去面对那孩子。女孩大约十一岁，梳着两条粗粗的红色发辫，长满雀斑的小脸又瘦又白，有一双灰绿色的大眼睛。她戴着一顶褐色的旧帽子，衣服已小得不合身了。

“您是格林-盖布尔斯的卡斯伯特先生吗？”她问道，嗓音清晰甜美。“我很高兴能来和你们生活在一起，成为您家的一员。您看，我还从来没有真正作过哪家的成员呢。孤儿院的人都很好，但住在那种地方一点也不好玩，不是吗？”

马修很同情这孩子。他怎么能告诉她这一切都搞错了？他总不能把女孩一个人留在火车站。他决定先把孩子带回家，让玛丽拉向小姑娘解释。

让马修感到吃惊的是，在回家的路上他感觉非常愉快。他是个沉默、腼腆、少言寡语的人。但今天，他只要听就足够了，因为这小姑娘不停地说呀，说呀，说呀。一路上她向马修讲述关于自己的一切。

“爸爸妈妈在我还很小的时候就去世了。您知道吗，过去这三年我不得不自己挣钱养活自己。我曾在三个家庭里照看过孩子。我总是很穷，一件漂亮衣服也没有。我总是想象自己正穿着最漂亮的蓝衣服，戴一顶插满花的大帽子，还有蓝色的鞋子，那时我多高兴啊！您也经常幻想吗？”

“这，我……我……偶尔。”马修答道。

这时马车经过路边的一排老苹果树。树上开满了雪白而芬芳的花朵。小女孩欣赏着。

“这些树多美呀！”她感叹道。“可我是不是说得太多了？如果是，请您告诉我。您知道，我会停止的。”

马修冲她笑笑答道：“你继续说吧，我喜欢听。”

当他们到格林-盖布尔斯的时候，玛丽拉到门口迎接他们。但当她看见小女孩时，她惊讶地叫道：“马修，她是谁？男孩在哪儿？”

“孤儿院弄错了，送来一个女孩，不是男孩。”他不高兴地说。

孩子先是仔细地听着，突然双手捂住脸哭了起来。

“你们——你们不要我！”她哭泣着。

“噢——噢！因为我不是男孩你们不要我了！”

“哦，别哭。”玛丽拉和蔼地说。

“您不理解吗？这是我一辈子遇到的最糟糕的事情！”

“那好吧，你可以待在这里，但只能一个晚上，”玛丽拉说。“你叫什么名字？”

孩子停止哭泣。“您能叫我科黛拉吗？”她问道。

“叫你科黛拉？那是你的名字吗？”

“不，不是的，但那名字很好听，不是吗？我喜欢幻想着我的名字叫科黛拉，因为我的真名叫安妮·雪利——那名字没什么意思，不是吗？”

玛丽拉摇摇头，“这孩子太爱幻想了。”她心里暗想。

稍晚些，等安妮睡着以后，玛丽拉对哥哥说：“明天这孩子必须回孤儿院去。”

“玛丽拉，你不认为……”马修说道，“这小家伙挺可爱的。”

“马修·卡斯伯特，你难道是想让她留下？”玛丽拉生气地说。

马修一副不知所措的样子。“可是，这小姑娘聪明、有趣，而且……”

“但我们不需要女孩！”

“但也许她需要我们，”马修的回答来得出奇地快。“玛丽拉，这孩子到现在为止生活一直很不幸。她可以帮助你干些家务活。我可以从镇上找一个男孩子帮我干农活。你觉得怎么样？”

玛丽拉想了很久。“好吧，”她终于说，“我同意。这可怜的孩子可以留下。我会照顾她的。”

马修高兴地笑了。“尽可能对她好些，玛丽拉。我想这孩子太需要人疼爱了。”


2
At Green Gables

And so the next morning Marilla said, 'Well, Anne, Matthew and I have decided to keep you, only if you're a good girl, of course. Why, child, what's the matter?'

'I'm crying,' sobbed Anne, 'because I'm very happy! It's beautiful here! People say I'm very bad,  but I'll try very hard to be good. Oh, thank you! Thank you!'

'Now stop crying, child,' said Marilla a little crossly, 'and listen. We're going to adopt you, and send you to school after the summer holidays.'

Anne stopped crying. 'Can I call you Aunt Marilla? I've never had any family at all, so I'd really like to have an aunt. We could imagine that you're my mother's sister.'

'I couldn't,' answered Marilla firmly.

'Don't you imagine things?' asked Anne, surprised.

'No, I don't,' Marilla replied. 'I do my housework, and look after Matthew, and go to church on Sunday. There's no time for imagining things in this house. Just remember that, Anne.'

Anne was silent for a few minutes. Then she said, 'Marilla, do you think I'll find a best friend in Avonlea? Someone who really understands me and knows all my secrets. I've always wanted a friend like that.'

'Our friends, the Barrys, have a daughter called Diana, who's eleven, like you. But if you want to play with her, you'll have to be very good. Mrs Barry is very careful about Diana's friends.'

'Diana! What a beautiful name!' said Anne excitedly. 'Her hair isn't red, is it? I hope it isn't.' She looked sadly at her red plaits. 'I hate my hair.'

'Diana has dark hair. She's a good, clever girl. Try to be like her, Anne.'

When the two girls met, they knew at once that they would be good friends. They often played together, in the fields, or by the river, or in the garden. In the morning Anne helped Marilla with the housework. Then in the afternoon she played with Diana, or talked happily to Matthew while he worked on the farm. She soon knew and loved every flower, tree, and animal at Green Gables.

The Cuthberts had another friend, Mrs Rachel Lynde. She liked to know everything that was happening in and around Avonlea. She was very interested in the Cuthberts' little orphan girl, so one day she visited Marilla.

'I was very surprised to hear about the child,' she told Marilla. 'So you and Matthew have adopted her!'

'I'm surprised myself,' answered Marilla with a smile. 'But she's a clever little thing, you know. And she's always dancing, or singing, or laughing.'

Mrs Lynde shook her head sadly. 'What a mistake, Marilla! You've never had any children yourself, so how can you look after her?'

Just then Anne ran in from the garden. She stopped suddenly when she saw a stranger in the kitchen. Mrs Lynde looked at the thin little girl in the short dress, with her freckled face and red hair.

'Isn't she thin, Marilla?' she said. 'Just look at those freckles! And hair as red as carrots!'

Anne's face went red. She ran up to Mrs Lynde.

'I hate you!' she shouted angrily. 'I hate you! You're a horrible, fat old woman!' And she ran upstairs.

'Oh dear, oh dear!' said Mrs Lynde. 'What a terrible child! You'll not have an easy time with her, Marilla.'

'You were rude to her, Rachel,' Marilla replied, before she could stop herself.

'Well!' said Mrs Lynde. She got up and walked to the door. 'I think this orphan is more important to you than I am. When I think how long we've been friends... You'll have trouble with her, I can tell you. Well, I'm sorry for you, that's all. Goodbye.'

Marilla went upstairs to Anne's room. The child was lying on her narrow bed, sobbing loudly.

'You mustn't get angry like that, Anne. Mrs Lynde is my friend, and you were very rude to her.'

'She was rude to me!' said Anne. 'She said I was thin and freckled and red-haired. It was very unkind!'

'I understand how you feel,' said Marilla. 'But you must go to her and tell her you re sorry.'

'I can never do that,' said Anne firmly.

'Then you must stay in your room and think about it. You can come out when you agree to say that you're sorry.'

Anne stayed in her room all the next day. Downstairs the house was very quiet without her. That evening, while Marilla was busy in the garden, Matthew went up to Anne's room. The child was sitting sadly by the window.

'Anne,' he said shyly, 'why don't you say you're sorry? Then you can come down, and we can all be happy.'

'I am sorry now,' said Anne. 'I was very angry yesterday! But do you really want me to...'

'Yes, do, please. It's lonely downstairs without you. But don't tell Marilla I've talked to you.'

Marilla was pleased to hear that Anne was sorry. Later that evening, when she and Anne were in Mrs Lynde's warm kitchen, Anne suddenly fell on her knees.

'Oh Mrs Lynde,' cried the little girl, 'I'm very sorry. I can't tell you how sorry I am, so you must just imagine it. I am a bad girl! But please say you will forgive me. I'll be sad all my life if you don't!'

'She's enjoying herself!' thought Marilla, watching Anne's face. 'She doesn't look sorry at all, but happy and excited!'

But Mrs Lynde said kindly, 'Of course I forgive you.' And later she said to Marilla, 'Perhaps you're right to keep her. She's a strange little thing, but I think I like her.'



silent adj. saying nothing, giving no answer. 不作声，不答腔。

secret n. something that you do not tell other people. 秘密，机密。

hate v. feel that someone or something is very bad. 嫌恶。

orphan n. child whose parents are dead. 孤儿。

freckle v. (cause to) become covered with small light—brown spots on the human skin. 长雀斑或斑点。

downstairs adv. to or on a lower floor of a building 在楼下；往楼下


2　在格林－盖布尔斯
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第二天早上，玛丽拉说：“好吧，安妮，马修和我已经决定将你留下，当然，你必须听话。怎么了，孩子，发生什么事了？”

“我在哭，”安妮抽泣着说道，“因为我非常高兴！这里很漂亮！大家说我很淘气，但我会尽力做一个好孩子。哦，太感谢你们了！谢谢！”

玛丽拉有些不快地说：“别哭了，孩子。听着，我们将收养你，暑假后还要把你送到学校去。”

安妮停止了哭泣。“我能叫您玛丽拉姨妈吗？我从来没有过家，所以我特别想有一个姨妈。我们可以将您想象成我的姨妈。”

“我无法那样想象。”玛丽拉坚定地说。

“您从来也不幻想吗？”安妮惊讶地问道。

“不，从来不。”玛丽拉回答，“我要做家务，照顾马修，周日还要去教堂。在这家里没有时间去幻想。记住这一点，安妮。”

安妮沉默了一会。然后说道：“玛丽拉，我在埃文利会找到一个好朋友吗？一个真正理解我，知道我所有秘密的朋友。我一直想要一个那样的朋友。”

“我们的朋友巴里家里有一个小姑娘叫戴安娜，她今年十一岁，与你同岁。但是如果你想和她一起玩，就必须非常乖。巴里太太对戴安娜交什么样的朋友要求很严。”

“戴安娜！多好听的名字！”安妮兴奋地说，“她的头发不是红色的吧？我希望不是。”她伤心地看着她的红发辫。“我恨我的头发。”

“戴安娜长着黑色的头发，她是个聪明乖巧的姑娘。多向她学吧，安妮。”

两个小姑娘初次见面，立刻就知道她们会成为好朋友。她们经常在田野、小河或花园边一起玩耍。早晨安妮帮助玛丽拉料理家务。下午和戴安娜一起玩，或者与在地里干活的马修高兴地聊天。很快她就认识并爱上了格林-盖布尔斯的每一种鲜花、树木和动物。

雷切尔·林德太太是卡斯伯特家的另一个朋友。她喜欢打听发生在埃文利村及其周围的一切事情。她对卡斯伯特家收养的小孤女很感兴趣，因此有一天她特意来拜访玛丽拉。

“听到小女孩的事我很吃惊，”她告诉玛丽拉，“那么你们已经收养她了！”

“我自己也很吃惊，”玛丽拉笑着答道，“但你知道，她是个小机灵鬼。总是唱啊、跳啊、笑啊。”

林德太太难过地摇摇头。“玛丽拉，你犯了一个大错误。你自己从没有过孩子，怎么能照顾她呢？”

这时安妮从花园里跑进来。当她看到厨房里的陌生人时突然停了下来。林德太太看着这个穿着短小衣服长着红色头发和一脸雀斑的瘦弱女孩。

“她多瘦啊。玛丽拉。”她说，“看她那些雀斑！还有像胡萝卜一样红的头发！”

安妮的脸红了。她跑向林德太太。

“我恨你！”她生气地喊道，“我恨你！你是个可怕的胖老太婆！”说完跑上楼去。

“天哪，天哪！”林德太太说道，“多可怕的孩子！你就甭想省心了，玛丽拉。”

“你对她太粗鲁了，雷切尔。”玛丽拉忍不住脱口而出。

“好吧！”林德太太说。她站起身走到门边。“我想这孤儿对你来说比我重要，虽然我们已是多年的朋友……这孩子会给你找麻烦的，我敢保证。好吧，我只想说我为你感到难过，再见吧。”

玛丽拉来到楼上安妮的房间里。孩子正躺在她窄小的床上，大声地哭泣。

“你没必要那么生气，安妮。林德太太是我的朋友，而且你对她太没礼貌了。”

“是她先对我失礼的！”安妮争辩道，“她说我瘦小枯干还长着雀斑和红头发。这也太刻薄了！”

“我理解你的感受，”玛丽拉说道，“但你必须到林德太太家向她道歉。”

“我不能那么做。”安妮斩钉截铁地回答。

“那么你只能待在你的房间里好好想一想。直到你同意去道歉才能出来。”

第二天，安妮整日待在自己的房间里。没有了安妮，楼下的房间里非常安静。那天晚上，玛丽拉在花园里忙碌着，马修来到楼上安妮的房间。孩子正神情忧郁地坐在窗前。

“安妮，”他有些难为情地说道，“你为什么不肯道歉呢？那样你就可以下楼去，我们大家都可以高高兴兴的了。”

“我现在感到后悔了，”安妮说，“昨天我太生气了！可您真想让我去……”

“是的，去道个歉吧。楼下没有你太冷清了。但别告诉玛丽拉我和你谈过。”

玛丽拉听到安妮愿意道歉非常高兴。那天晚上，当玛丽拉和安妮在林德太太温暖的厨房里时，安妮突然跪了下去。

“哦，林德太太，”小女孩抽泣着，“我非常对不起您。我说不出我有多后悔，所以只能请您想象一下。我是个坏女孩！但请您告诉我您已经原谅我了。如果您不原谅我，我一辈子都会很难过的！”

“这孩子好像还挺喜欢这样做的！”玛丽拉看着安妮的表情暗想，“她看上去一点也不难过，倒是有一点高兴和兴奋！”

但是林德太太和蔼地说道：“我当然原谅你。”后来她对玛丽拉说：“也许你让她留下是对的。这小家伙有些特别，但我想我挺喜欢她。”


3
At Avonlea school

When school started in September, Anne and Diana walked there and back together every day.

'What a beautiful day,' Anne said happily one morning, as the two little girls walked across the fields. 'I'm very lucky to have you as my best friend, Diana. You are my best friend, aren't you?'

'Of course, Anne,' replied Diana, taking Anne's hand. 'And just think, today you'll meet Gilbert Blythe. He's three years older than us, and very good-looking. He's just come back from holiday, and starts school today.'

'Oh, boys!' said Anne. 'I'm not interested in them.'

But she did look at Gilbert when they arrived at school. He was a tall boy, with curly brown hair and a friendly smile.

'He is good-looking,' Anne whispered to Diana, 'but why does he smile at me? He doesn't know me!'

Avonlea school was quiet that day. The teacher, Mr Phillips, was helping some of the older children at the back of the schoolroom. Anne was looking out of the window at the reds and yellows of the trees, and the silvery blue of the river. She was far away in the world of her imagination. But Gilbert wanted her to look at him. He whispered to her, but she did not move. He was surprised. Girls were usually very ready to look at him.

Suddenly he put his arm out, pulled her red plaits, and said in a loud whisper, 'Carrots! Carrots!'

Anne jumped up and looked angrily at Gilbert.

'You horrible boy!' she cried. 'I hate you!' And then she brought her heavy book down on Gilbert's head.

Mr Phillips heard the noise, and came slowly to the front of the schoolroom.

'Anne Shirley, why did you do that?' he asked. She stayed silent. Gilbert said, 'I'm sorry, Mr Phillips. I was rude to her. That's why she hit me.' But the teacher did not listen to Gilbert.

'I cannot have bad children in my school,' said Mr Phillips firmly. 'Aane, go and stand in front of the class.' And there Anne stood for the rest of the day, a lonely little girl with a small white angry face.

'I hate Mr Phillips!' she thought. 'And I'll never look at or speak to Gilbert Blythe again!'

The next day some of the school children were playing in a farmer's field in their lunch hour, so they were a little late for afternoon school. Anne ran into the classroom at the same time as the boys, just after the teacher.

'You're late, Anne,' said Mr Phillips. 'You won't sit with Diana today. I see that you enjoy being with the boys very much, so go and sit next to Gilbert this afternoon.'

Anne's face went white. 'He can't mean it!' she thought.

'Did you hear me, Anne?' asked Mr Phillips.

'Yes sir,' said Anne and moved slowly to Gilbert's desk. There she sat down and put her head on the desk, with her arms over it.

'This is the end,' she was thinking. 'I wasn't the only person who was late. And he's sent me to sit with a boy! And that boy is Gilbert Blythe!'

The rest of the day went very slowly for Anne. When it was time to leave, she went to her desk, next to Diana's, and took all her books, pens and pencils with her.

'What are you doing, Anne?' asked Diana.

'I'm not coming back to school,' replied Anne firmly.

'Oh! But Anne... we're reading a new book next week... and we're playing a new game on Monday, and... It'll be very exciting! And you'll miss it, Anne!'

But Anne was not interested. 'I'm sorry, Diana,' was her only answer.

That evening Marilla ran round to Rachel Lynde's house. 'Rachel, please help me! Anne says she won't go back to school. What am I going to say to her?'

Mrs Lynde already knew about Anne's troubles at school, and she was always very pleased when people asked her to help. She smiled and sat back comfortably.

'I've had ten children myself, so I know all about them,' she said. 'Anne can stay at home for a while. She'll want to go back to school again soon, I'm sure.'

So Anne stayed at home, and only saw Diana in the evenings. She was a child who felt very strongly. She hated Gilbert Blythe, but she really loved Diana.

One evening Marilla found Anne crying in the kitchen. 'What's the matter, child?' she asked in surprise.

'I love Diana very much,' sobbed Anne. 'I can't live without her, Marilla! But what will happen when she marries? I hate her husband already! I can imagine her in the church in her long white dress... and then she'll go away! And I'll never see her again!'

Marilla turned away to hide her smiling face. What a strange, funny child Anne was! Marilla tried not to laugh, but she couldn't stop herself.

'You and your imagination, Anne Shirley!' she cried, and she laughed and laughed.

Mrs Lynde was right, of course. After a few days Anne decided to go back to school. All the children were pleased to see her again, but she did not speak to Gilbert Blythe.



curly adj. having curls, arranged in curls. 有卷发的，卷曲的。

silvery adj. like silver. 似银的。

horrible adj. very bad 极讨厌的

firmly adv. showing that you will make people do what you want.坚决地。

hide v. be in a secret place, put something in a secret place. 隐藏，把…藏起来。


3　在埃文利学校
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九月，学校开学了，安妮和戴安娜每天一起步行上学放学。

一天清晨，当两个小姑娘穿过田野的时候，安妮感叹道：“多美的一天啊！戴安娜，我有你这样一位好朋友真幸运。你就是我最好的朋友，不是吗？”

“当然了，安妮。”戴安娜握住安妮的手回答道。“想想看，今天你就要见到吉尔伯特·布莱思了。他比我们大三岁，长得可帅了。今天他刚刚度完假回学校上学。”

“噢，男孩子！”安妮说道，“我对他们不感兴趣。”

但当她们到达学校的时候，安妮还是打量了吉尔伯特一下。他是个长着鬈曲的棕色头发的高个男孩，脸上挂着友善的微笑。

“他长得确实很帅，”安妮小声对戴安娜说，“但他为什么冲我笑？他根本不认识我！”

埃文利学校那天非常平静。学校的教师，菲利普斯先生在教室后面辅导一些大孩子。安妮欣赏着窗外红黄相间的树木和波光粼粼的蓝色小河。她已经被自己的幻想带到了遥远的地方。但吉尔伯特希望她注意自己。他对她低语，但她一动不动。他很惊讶。女孩们通常都很愿意注意他。

他忽然伸出手去，拽住她的红色发辫，一边轻声叫着，“胡萝卜！胡萝卜！”

安妮从座位上跳起来瞪着吉尔伯特。

“讨厌鬼！我恨你！”她一边叫，一边用重重的课本打了他脑袋一下。

菲利普先生听到了这边的动静，缓缓地从教室后面走了过来。

“安妮·雪利，你为什么那样做？”他问道。安妮一言不发。吉尔伯特答道：“我很抱歉，菲利普斯先生。是我对她无礼的，所以她打我。”但老师没有听吉尔伯特的解释。

“我不能允许学校里有坏孩子，”菲利普斯先生斩钉截铁地说，“安妮，去站在全班同学的面前。”那天安妮就一直孤零零地站在那儿，一张小脸气得煞白。

“我恨菲利普斯先生！”她想。“我再也不理吉尔伯特·布莱思了！”

第二天午饭的时候，一些学生在一个农夫的田里玩耍，因此下午上课时他们迟到了一会儿。安妮和男生们一起跟在老师的后面进了教室。

“你迟到了，安妮，”菲利普斯先生说，“今天你不能和戴安娜坐在一起，我发现你很喜欢和男孩子们一起，今天下午你去和吉尔伯特坐在一起吧．”

安妮的脸变白了。“他不会是认真的！”她想。

“你听见我说的话了吗，安妮？”菲利普斯先生问道。

“是的，先生。”安妮边回答边慢慢地挪到了吉尔伯特的书桌旁。她坐下来，头埋在手臂里趴在书桌上。

安妮想：“这下全完了。我不是唯一一个迟到的学生。可他竟然让我坐在一个男孩旁边！而这男孩竟是吉尔伯特·布莱思！”

对于安妮来说，那天过得很慢。等到了放学的时候，她回到了戴安娜旁边自己的座位上，从自己的课桌里取出了课本、钢笔和铅笔。

“你干什么，安妮？”戴安娜问道。

“我不会再回学校里来了。”安妮坚定地回答。

“噢！可是安妮……下周我们就要读一本新书……星期一我们还要玩一个新游戏，还有……在学校里会很有趣！你会错过这些的，安妮！”

但安妮对戴安娜所说的都不感兴趣。只是回答道：“对不起，戴安娜。”

那天晚上，玛丽拉来到了雷切尔·林德家里。“雷切尔，请帮帮我！安妮说她不肯再回学校了。我该怎么说服她？”

林德太太已经听说了安妮在学校的麻烦，她总是很高兴有人请她帮忙。她微笑着靠在舒适的椅背上。

“我自己有10个孩子，所以我对孩子很了解，”她说。“可以让安妮先在家里待一段时间。很快她就会想回到学校去的，我敢肯定。”

这样安妮就留在家里，每天晚上才能见到戴安娜。她是个爱憎分明的孩子。她恨吉尔伯特·布莱思，而又确实喜欢戴安娜，

一天晚上，玛丽拉发现安妮在厨房里哭泣。“怎么了，孩子？”她惊讶地问道。

“我非常喜欢戴安娜，”安妮抽泣着说。“我的生活中不能没有她，玛丽拉！但如果她结婚会怎么样？我已经开始恨她的丈夫了！我可以想象到戴安娜穿着长长的婚纱在教堂里……然后她就要走了！我就再也见不到她了！”

玛丽拉转过身去偷偷地笑了。安妮真是个既奇怪又有趣的孩子！玛丽拉尽力想止住笑，但还是忍不住。

“你和你的幻想，安妮·雪利。”她大声说，说完笑个不停。

当然，林德太太说的是对的，几天后，安妮决定回到学校去。看到她回来所有的孩子都很高兴，但安妮还是不理睬吉尔伯特·布莱思。


4
More trouble for Anne

'I think I'll ask the new vicar, Mr Allan, and his wife to tea on Wednesday,' said Marilla one day.

'Oh yes, please do!' cried Anne excitedly. 'Mrs Allan is young and beautiful, and has a very sweet smile! Can I make a cake for tea? Say yes, Marilla!'

Marilla agreed, and for the next few days Anne planned what she would put in her cake.

'I do hope it's going to be a good one,' she told Diana. 'Sometimes I forget to put in the right things.'

'You made a very good one last week,' said her friend. 'I'm sure it'll be all right.'

On Wednesday the tea party started very well.

'These are very good cakes, Miss Cuthbert,' Mrs Allan said to Marilla. 'You have been busy.'

'Anne made this one, specially for you, Mrs Allan,' replied Marilla.

'Oh well, I must try some,' laughed the vicar's wife. But after the first mouthful there was a very strange look on her face.

'Is anything wrong?' asked Marilla. She ate a piece of Anne's cake herself. 'Oh! Anne! What have you put in this cake?' she cried.

'Isn't it...isn't it all right?' asked Anne, her face red.

'All right? It's horrible! Don't try to eat any more, Mrs Allan. Anne, you've put my medicine in this cake!'

'Oh! I didn't know! It was white, and in a bottle! I thought it was milk!' sobbed Anne. She ran upstairs and fell on her bed, crying loudly.

But later that evening, when Mr and Mrs Allan went home, Marilla came to talk to her.

'Oh Marilla!' cried Anne. 'Everybody in Avonlea will laugh at me for putting medicine in a cake!'

Marilla smiled and touched Anne's hot face. 'No, they won't, Anne. Mrs Allan wasn't angry, you know. She said it was very kind of you to make her a cake, and she's asked you to tea at her house!'

'Oh, so she's forgiven me! She is nice, isn't she?' said Anne thankfully. 'Why do I get into trouble like this? Perhaps I won't make any mistakes tomorrow.'

Marilla shook her head, still smiling. 'You'll think of something, Anne. You're very good at making mistakes!'

*　　*　　*

Spring came, with its bright green leaves and early flowers. One April evening Marilla came home late after visiting friends. She found the kitchen empty, and no supper on the table.

'Where's Anne?' she thought crossly. 'I told her to get the supper ready.' She hurried upstairs to Anne's room, and found the girl sobbing on her bed.

'Don't look at me, Marilla!' Anne cried. 'I know I'm bad, I know I am!'

'What is the matter?' asked Marilla. 'Are you ill?'

'Oh Marilla, I just want to die! Look at my hair!'

And Marilla saw that Anne's long thick red hair was now a horrible dark green.

'Oh Anne!' she said, 'What have you done now?'

'I...I bought a bottle of something special from a man who came to the door. He said it would change my hair from red to black! Oh, I know it was stupid of me! But what shall I do?'

They washed Anne's hair again and again, but it was still green. Anne stayed at home for a week, saw nobody, and washed her hair every day. But at the end of the week, Marilla said, 'I'm sorry, Anne, we'll have to cut it all off. You can't go to school with green hair.'

Anne had to agree. 'Perhaps this will teach me not to think about being beautiful,' she said sadly.

Everybody was surprised to see Anne with very short hair, but no one learned the secret. And some weeks later, there were some new, darker red curls, which pleased Anne very much.

*　　*　　*

That summer Anne and her friends often played in an old boat on the river.

'Today, let's imagine that I'm a prisoner and I'm escaping from prison by boat,' said Anne. 'I'll hide in the boat and the river will carry it down to the bridge. You're my family, and you must meet me at the bridge.'

The other girls agreed, so Anne got into the boat and hid under some coats. Her friends pushed the boat off down the river and ran across the fields to get round to the bridge. For a few minutes the prisoner enjoyed the game, but then she suddenly felt wet and sat up. Water was coming in very fast through a hole in the bottom of the boat! Luckily, there were some trees by the river and Anne saw a low branch over the water. She jumped up and caught the branch. The boat went on without her and a few seconds later went down under the water.

Her friends on the bridge saw the boat, but they did not see Anne under the tree. 'Oh! Oh! Anne's dead! The boat's gone down and she's in the river!' they screamed, and ran back to the village for help.

Poor Anne could not move. She held on and held on, but her arms were getting tired and she knew that she would fall in a minute. Suddenly, there was Gilbert Blythe in his boat!

'Anne Shirley!' he cried. 'What are you doing there?' He did not wait for an answer, but quickly helped Anne into his boat. She didn't say a word. When they arrived at the bridge, she got out and turned away.

'Thank you for helping me,' she said coldly.

But Gilbert jumped out, and put a hand on her arm.

'Anne,' he said quickly,' I'm sorry I called you "carrots." It was a long time ago. I think your hair is really nice now. Can we forget it, and be friends?'

For a second Anne wanted to say yes. But then she remembered standing alone in front of the school children all afternoon, because of Gilbert. She would never forgive him for that! 'No,' she replied coldly, 'I shall never be your friend, Gilbert Blythe!'

'All right!' Gilbert jumped angrily back into his boat. 'I'll never ask you again, Anne Shirley!'

Anne walked home with her head held high, but she felt strangely sad, and wanted to cry.

'Why are you always in trouble, Anne?' asked Marilla, when she heard about Anne's adventure.

'Well, I think I'm learning, Marilla,' answered Anne. 'I learn from my mistakes, and after today, I won't use my imagination so much. I don't think Avonlea is the right place for imagination.'

'No, it isn't,' agreed Marilla a little crossly.

When she went out, Matthew, who was sitting quietly in his corner, whispered to Anne, 'Keep a little imagination, Anne, not too much, of course, just a little.'



vicar n. priest in the Church of England. 教区牧师。

mouthful n. as much as you can put into your mouth at one time. 一口，满口。

crossly adv. easily or quickly showing anger. 脾气坏地，易怒地。

horrible adj. very bad. 糟透的。

imagine v. have a picture of something in one's mind. 想象；设想。

branch n. arm-like division of a tree. 树枝。

turn away turn in a different direction so as not to face sb／sth. 转脸而不面对某人或某物。

adventure n. strange or unusual happening. 奇遇；冒险的经历。

whisper v. speak very softly. 低语。


4　安妮还有更多的麻烦
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一天，玛丽拉说：“星期三，我打算请新来的牧师阿伦先生和他的太太来喝茶。”

“那太好了，请他们来吧！”安妮兴奋地叫道，“阿伦太太年轻漂亮，笑起来可甜了！我能为他们做块茶点蛋糕吗？答应吧，玛丽拉！”

玛丽拉同意了。在以后的几天里，安妮盘算着在蛋糕里放些什么。

“我真希望蛋糕会好吃，”她对戴安娜说，“但有时我会忘了应该放些什么。”

“上星期你做的蛋糕很不错，”戴安娜回答道，“我想这次也不会有问题的。”

星期三到了，下午茶聚会开始得很顺利。

“蛋糕看上去很不错，卡斯伯特小姐，”阿伦太太对玛丽拉说，“把您忙坏了吧。”

“这蛋糕是安妮特意为您做的，阿伦太太。”玛丽拉回答道。

“噢，是吗，我一定要尝尝。”牧师太太笑道。但当她尝了一口之后，脸上出现了一种奇怪的表情。

“有什么不妥吗？”玛丽拉问。她自己也吃了一块安妮做的蛋糕。“噢！安妮！你在这蛋糕里放了些什么？”她叫道。

“难道……难道不好吃吗？”安妮红着脸问。

“好吃？简直是难以下咽！阿伦太太，别再硬往下压了。安妮，你把我的药放进蛋糕里了。”

“噢！我不知道！它是白色的，放在一个瓶子里！我以为是牛奶！”安妮边哭边说。她跑上楼，趴在床上大声哭了起来。

那天晚上，阿伦先生和太太回家以后，玛丽拉来劝安妮。

“唉，玛丽拉！”安妮抽泣着说，“埃文利村的每一个人都会嘲笑我把药放在蛋糕里！”

玛丽拉微笑着摸了摸安妮滚烫的小脸。“不，他们不会的，安妮。你知道吗？阿伦太太没有生气。她说很感激你为她做了一个蛋糕，她还邀请你去她家喝茶呢！”

“真的吗，那么说她原谅我了！她真好，不是吗？”安妮充满感激地说，“我怎么会遇到这样的麻烦？也许我明天不会再犯错误了。”

玛丽拉面带微笑，摇了摇头。“你还会想出其他点子的，安妮。你是个闯祸专家！”

*　　*　　*

春天来了，嫩绿的树叶和早开的花儿挂上了枝头。四月的一个黄昏，玛丽拉探望朋友很晚才回家。她发现厨房里一个人也没有，餐桌上也没有晚餐。

“安妮去哪儿了？”她想，心里感到很不高兴。“我让她准备晚餐的。”她很快赶到楼上安妮的房间，发现小姑娘正在床上哭泣。

“别看我，玛丽拉！”安妮叫道，“我知道我不好，我知道我不好！”

“发生什么事了？”玛丽拉问道。“你是不是病了？”

“噢，玛丽拉，我真想去死！看看我的头发！”

玛丽拉发现安妮红色的长发辫已经变成难看的深绿色。

“唉，安妮！”玛丽拉说，“这次你又干了些什么？”

“我……我从门外的一个男人那里买了一瓶特制的东西。他说那东西可以把我的红头发变成黑色！我知道自己真是太傻了！但我现在该怎么办？”

她们把安妮的头发洗了一遍又一遍，但它还是绿色的。安妮在家里待了一个星期，什么人也不见，每天洗头。但等到了周末，玛丽拉说：“我很抱歉，安妮，我们必须把你的头发都剪掉。你不能留着绿色的头发上学校去。”

安妮只得同意了。“也许这能使我明白别总想变漂亮。”她难过地说。

每个人见到留着短发的安妮都很惊讶，但谁也不知道这其中的秘密。几周后，安妮的头上长出了新的、深红色鬈发，这使安妮感到非常高兴。

*　　*　　*

那年夏天，安妮和她的朋友们经常在河上一条破旧的船上玩。

“今天，我假装是一个囚犯，刚刚坐船从监狱里逃出来，”安妮说。“我藏在船里，河水会把船推到下游的小桥那里去。你们是我的亲人，你们必须在桥那里接我。”

其他的女孩都表示赞同，安妮上了小船，藏在几件衣服下面。她的小伙伴们把船推入水中，然后穿过田野向小桥跑去。刚开始的几分钟，“囚犯”还玩得很开心，可随后她就觉得身上很湿，就坐了起来。河水从船底的一个洞中飞快地涌了进来！幸运的是，岸边有一些树木。安妮看到河上低垂着一条树枝。她跳起来抓住了树枝。空船顺流而下，几秒钟后沉入了水中。

在桥上，安妮的小伙伴们看到了船，但她们没有看到紧紧抓住树枝的安妮。“哎呀！哎呀！安妮死了！船沉了，她掉进河里了！”孩子们尖叫着跑回村里求救。

可怜的安妮只能一动不动。她努力坚持着抓牢树枝，但她的胳膊感到越来越累，安妮知道很快她就会掉进河里。就在这时，吉尔伯特·布莱思和他的船出现了。

“安妮·雪利！”他呼喊着，“你在那儿干什么？”他没等安妮回答，迅速地帮助安妮爬进他的船里。安妮什么也没有说。当他们到达桥边的时候，她下了船，转过身去。

“谢谢你帮助我。”她冷冷地说。

吉尔伯特跳下船，将手放在安妮的肩膀上。

“安妮，”他说，“我很后悔叫你‘胡萝卜’。那是很久以前的事了。我认为现在你的头发真的很漂亮。我们能不能忘掉以前的事，成为好朋友？”

安妮本想马上说可以。但是她想起就是因为吉尔伯特，她被罚整个下午独自站在学校的孩子们面前。她不能原谅他！“不，”她冷冷地回答，“我永远也不会做你的朋友，吉尔伯特·布莱思！”

“好吧！”吉尔伯特愤怒地跳回到他的船里。“我再也不会请求你了，安妮·雪利！”

安妮昂着头走回了家，但奇怪的是她感觉很难过，甚至想哭。

“为什么你总是有麻烦，安妮？”听完安妮历险的经历，玛丽拉问道。

“我想我正在学习，玛丽拉，”安妮回答。“我从我犯的错误中学习。从今以后，我不会总是幻想了。我觉得埃文利村不是个可以幻想的好地方。”

“对，这儿不是。”玛丽拉有些不快地赞同道。

马修一直静静地坐在角落里，等玛丽拉出去以后，他轻声对安妮说：“保留一点幻想，安妮，当然，别太多，保留一点。”


5
Queen's College

One day Marilla said, 'Anne, your new teacher, Miss Stacy, spoke to me yesterday. She says you must study for the examinations for Queen's College in two years' time. Then if you do well, you can study at Queen's in Charlottetown for a year, and after that you'll be a teacher!'

'Oh Marilla! I'd love to be a teacher! But won't it be very expensive?'

'That doesn't matter, Anne. When Matthew and I adopted you three years ago, we decided to look after you as well as we could. Of course we'll pay for you to study.'

So in the afternoons Anne and some of her friends stayed late at school, and Miss Stacy helped them with the special examination work. Diana didn't want to go to Queen's, so she went home early, but Gilbert stayed. He and Anne still never spoke and everybody knew that they were enemies, because they both wanted to be first in the examination. Secretly, Anne was sorry that she and Gilbert weren't friends, but it was too late now.

For two years Anne studied hard at school. She enjoyed learning, and Miss Stacy was pleased with her. But she didn't study all the time. In the evenings and at weekends she visited her friends, or walked through the fields with Diana, or sat talking to Matthew.

'Your Anne is a big girl now. She's taller than you,' Rachel Lynde told Marilla one day.

'You're right, Rachel!' said Marilla in surprise.

'And she's a very good girl now, isn't she? She doesn't get into trouble these days. I'm sure she helps you a lot with the housework, Marilla.'

'Yes, I don't know what I'd do without her,' said Marilla, smiling.

'And look at her! Those beautiful grey eyes, and that red-brown hair! You know, Marilla, I thought you and Matthew made a mistake when you adopted her. But now I see I was wrong. You've looked after her very well.'

'Well, thank you, Rachel,' replied Marilla, pleased.

That evening, when Matthew came into the kitchen, he saw that his sister was crying.

'What's the matter?' he asked, surprised. 'You haven't cried since... well, I can't remember when.'

'It's just... well, I was thinking about Anne,' said Marilla. 'I'll...I'll miss her when she goes away.'

'When she goes to Queen's, you mean? Yes, but she can come home at weekends, on the train.'

'I'll still miss her,' said Marilla sadly.

In June the Avonlea boys and girls had to go to Charlottetown to take their examinations.

'Oh, I do hope that I've done well,' Anne told Diana when she arrived back at Green Gables. 'The examinations were very difficult. And I've got to wait for three weeks before I know! Three weeks! I'll die!'

Anne wanted to do better than Gilbert. But she also wanted to do well for Matthew and Marilla. That was very important to her.

Diana was the first to hear the news. She ran into the kitchen at Green Gables and shouted, 'Look, Anne! It's in Father's newspaper! You're first... with Gilbert... out of all the students on the island! Oh, how wonderful!' Anne took the paper with shaking hands, and saw her name, at the top of the list of two hundred. She could not speak.

'Well, now, I knew it,' said Matthew with a warm smile.

'You've done well, I must say, Anne,' said Marilla, who was secretly very pleased.

For the next three weeks Anne and Marilla were very busy. Anne needed new dresses to take to Charlottetown.

The evening before she left, she put on one of her new dresses to show Matthew. Marilla watched the happy young face. She remembered the strange, thin little child, with her sad eyes, who arrived at Green Gables five years ago, and she started crying quietly.

'Marilla, why are you crying?' asked Anne.

'I was just thinking of you when you were a little girl,' said Marilla. 'And... you're going away now... and I'll be lonely without you.'

Anne took Marilla's face in her hands. 'Marilla, nothing will change. Perhaps I'm bigger and older now, but I'll always be your little Anne. And I'll love you and Matthew and Green Gables more every day of my life.'

Marilla could not say what she felt, like Anne, but she could show it. She put her arms round her girl and held her close to her heart.

And so for the next year Anne lived in Charlottetown, and went to college every day. She sometimes came home at weekends, but she had to study hard. Some of her Avonlea friends were at Queen's too, and also her enemy, Gilbert Blythe. Anne saw that he often walked and talked with other girls. She felt sure that she and Gilbert could have some interesting conversations. But she didn't want to be the first to speak to him, and he never looked at her.

There were examinations at the end of the college year, in May. Anne studied very hard for them.

'I'd love to get the first place,' she thought. 'Or perhaps I could get the Avery prize.' This was a prize for the student who was best at English writing, and Anne knew she was good at that. The Avery prize paid for a free place for four years at Redmond College, one of the best colleges in Canada.

When news of the examinations came, Anne waited for her friends to tell her. She heard shouting. 'It's Gilbert! He's the first!' She felt ill. But just then she heard another shout. 'Anne Shirley's got the Avery!' And then all the girls were round her, laughing and shouting.

'Matthew and Marilla will be pleased!' thought Anne. 'Now I can go on studying, and they won't have to pay!'



adopt v. take (sb.) into one's family as a relation. 收养

miss v. feel sad when someone has gone away. 想念，惦记；怀念。

lonely adj. sad because one's alone with no friends. 孤独的；寂寞的。

prize n. scholarship. 奖学金。

free adj. without payment; costing nothing. 免费的

pleased adj. glad; feeling or showing satisfaction. 欣喜的；愉快的；感到或表示满足的。


5　女王学院
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一天，玛丽拉说：“安妮，你的新老师，斯塔西小姐昨天跟我谈了谈。她说你必须好好准备参加两年后的女王学院入学考试。如果你考得好，可以在夏洛特镇的女王学院学习一年，然后成为一名教师。”

“哦，玛丽拉！我喜欢当老师！可那是不是太贵了？”

“那没关系，安妮。三年前马修和我收养你的时候，我们决定尽力照顾你。我们当然会花钱让你上学。”

这样，每天下午，安妮和她的一些伙伴在学校待到很晚，斯塔西小姐帮助她们准备考试。戴安娜不准备去女王学院上学，因此她很早就回家了，可吉尔伯特留了下来。他和安妮还是不说话，每个人都知道他们是敌人，因为他们都想在考试中获得第一名。安妮为她没有和吉尔伯特成为朋友暗暗感到后悔，但已经太晚了。

安妮在学校里刻苦学习了两年，她热爱学习，斯塔西小姐对她很满意，但她并不将所有的时间花在学习上。晚上或周末的时候，她去拜访朋友，或与戴安娜在田野里散步，或坐着与马修聊天。

一天，雷切尔·林德对玛丽拉说：“你们的安妮现在已经成了大孩子了。现在她比你还高了。”

“是啊，雷切尔！”玛丽拉有点惊讶地回答。

“她是个好姑娘了，不是吗？现在她不再惹麻烦。我想她帮你干很多的家务活，玛丽拉。”

“对，我不知道没有她我该怎么办。”玛丽拉笑着说。

“看看她现在！那双漂亮的灰色眼睛和红褐色头发！你知道，玛丽拉，你们刚刚收养她的时候，我觉得你们犯了一个错误。可现在我知道是我错了。你们把她照看得非常好。”

“哦，谢谢，雷切尔。”玛丽拉高兴地回答。

那天晚上，当马修走进厨房的时候，看见他的妹妹正在哭泣。

“发生什么事了？”他吃惊地问道，“你上一次掉眼泪还是在……唉，我已经想不起是什么时候了。”

“只是因为……我在想关于安妮的事，”玛丽拉说，“她走了以后我会……我会想念她的。”

“你的意思是当她去女王学院的时候？是的，但周末的时候她可以坐火车回来。”

“但我还是会想念她。”玛丽拉难过地说。

六月里，埃文利村的男孩子和女孩子们必须去夏洛特镇参加考试。

“噢，我真希望我考得很好，”安妮回到格林-盖布尔斯后对戴安娜说。“考试非常难。而且我还得等三周才能知道成绩！三周啊！我会着急死的！”

安妮希望超过吉尔伯特。但她也希望为马修和玛丽拉争气，这对她很重要。

戴安娜是最先听到消息的。她跑进格林-盖布尔斯的厨房高喊道：“看，安妮！登在我父亲的报纸上！你是第一名……还有吉尔伯特……超过了岛上所有的学生！哦，多棒啊！”安妮用颤抖的手接过了报纸，看到自己的名字在两百个学生的名单中排在首位。她激动得说不出话。

“好，现在，我终于听到这好消息了。”马修面带微笑地说。

“我必须说，你干得很出色，安妮。”玛丽拉说，她的心里暗暗高兴。

在随后的三周时间里，玛丽拉和安妮非常忙碌。安妮需要一些新衣服带到夏洛特镇去。

出发的前一天晚上，安妮穿上一件新衣服给马修看。玛丽拉端详着安妮年轻快乐的脸。她回忆起五年前到格林-盖布尔斯来的那个奇怪、瘦弱、眼神忧伤的女孩，玛丽拉轻声地哭了起来。

“玛丽拉，您怎么哭了？”安妮问。

“我只是想起了你小的时候，”玛丽拉回答。“而你……你现在就要走了……没有你我会感觉很孤单的。”

安妮双手捧着玛丽拉的面颊。“玛丽拉，一切还和从前一样。也许我长大一些了，但我永远是您的小安妮。这辈子我每天都会更爱您、马修和格林-盖布尔斯的。”

玛丽拉无法像安妮那样说出自己的感觉，但她可以显示出来。她伸出双臂将安妮紧紧地搂在胸前。

这样，第二年安妮住在夏洛特镇，每天去上学。有时她周末回家去，但她必须刻苦学习。女王学院有她在埃文利村的一些朋友，还有她的敌人——吉尔伯特·布莱思。安妮发现他经常与其他女孩交谈或散步。她觉得自己和吉尔伯特可以谈得很开心。但她不想主动和他讲话，而吉尔伯特从来也不看她一眼。

五月，学年末的考试就要来了，安妮刻苦地准备着。

“我想得第一名，”她想。“或许我能得到艾弗里奖学金。”这是为英语写作成绩出色的学生颁发的，而安妮知道这门功课是自己的强项。得到艾弗里奖学金的学生可以在加拿大最好的大学——雷德蒙德大学免费学习四年。

考试的成绩公布以后，安妮等待着朋友来告诉她消息。她听到喊声。“是吉尔伯特！他是第一名！”她感觉很难过。而就在这时她听到另外有人喊。“安妮·雪利得到了艾弗里奖学金！”所有的女孩子都围着安妮，笑着叫着。

“马修和玛丽拉会很高兴的！”安妮想。“现在我可以继续学习，而他们不必付学费了！”


6
Matthew and Marilla

But when she arrived back at Green Gables, Anne knew at once that something was wrong. Matthew looked much older than before.

'What's the matter with him?' Anne asked Marilla.

'He's had some heart trouble this year,' replied Marilla. 'He really isn't well. I'm worried about him.'

'And you're not looking well, Marilla,' said Anne. 'Now you must rest, while I do the housework.'

Marilla smiled tiredly at Anne. 'It's not the work, it's my head. It often hurts, behind my eyes. I must see the doctor about it soon. But another thing, Anne, have you heard anything about the Church Bank?'

'I heard it was having a difficult time.'

'All our money is in that bank. I know Matthew's worried about it.'

The next morning a letter came for Matthew. Marilla saw his grey face and cried, 'What's the matter, Matthew?'

Anne, who was bringing an armful of flowers into the kitchen, saw his face too. Suddenly, Matthew fell to the ground. Anne dropped her flowers and ran to help Marilla. Together they tried everything, but it was too late. Matthew was dead.

'It was his heart,' said the doctor, who arrived a little later. 'Did he have any bad news suddenly?'

'The letter!' cried Anne. 'Shall I see what's in it? Oh Marilla, look! The Church Bank has had to close down! Your money, and Matthew's, has all gone!'

Everybody in Avonlea was sorry to hear that Matthew was dead. For the first time in his life, Matthew Cuthbert was an important person.

At first Anne couldn't cry. But then she remembered Matthew's smiling face when she told him about the Avery prize. Suddenly she started crying and couldn't stop. Marilla held her in her arms and they sobbed together.

'Crying can't bring him back,' whispered Marilla. 'We'll have to learn to live without him, Anne.'

*　　*　　*

In the next few weeks Anne and Marilla worked hard together on the farm and in the house. Everybody in Avonlea was very kind to them, but it was a sad time.

One day Marilla said, 'I'll miss you when you go to Redmond College, Anne. What are the other Avonlea students going to do?'

'Some of them are going to teach, and some are going to stay at Queen's.'

'Gilbert's going to teach at Avonlea school, isn't he?' Anne didn't reply, so Marilla went on. 'He's very tall and good looking now, don't you think? Like his father, John, when he was younger. You know, John and I were very good friends, years ago.'

Anne looked up, interested. 'What happened? Why didn't you...?'

'Well, we had a fight about something. He asked me to be friends again, but I couldn't forgive him. Later I was sorry, but he didn't speak to me again. Perhaps we... Oh well, it was a long time ago.'

The next day Marilla went to see the doctor. When she came back, she looked very tired and ill.

'What did the doctor say?' asked Anne worriedly.

'He says I mustn't read or write, and I must wear glasses. Then my head won't hurt. But if I'm not very careful, I'll be blind in six months!'

For a minute Anne was silent. Then she said firmly, 'Then you must be careful, Marilla.'

'Think how terrible it is to be blind! But how lucky you've got a free place at Redmond College!  I can't give you any money, you see. All our money's gone, and I can't work now. I think I'll have to sell the farm, and go and live with Rachel Lynde!' and poor Marilla sobbed wildly.

That night Anne sat alone in her bedroom. She thought and thought for some time, and then she smiled. When she went to bed, she knew what she was going to do.

The next day she explained it all to Marilla.

'You can't sell Green Gables, it's our home! Just listen, I've planned everything. I'm not going to Redmond College, it's too far away. I'm going to teach, in one of the village schools near here. Then I can live there during the week and come home at weekends to look after you. Diana's father will use our fields and pay us for them, and so we'll have some money. You see?'

'Oh Anne! I'll be all right if you're here. But you must go to Redmond, if you want to study...'

'Redmond College doesn't matter,' laughed Anne. 'I' m going to study at home in the evenings. And I'm going to be a really good teacher! That's better than anything!'

Marilla shook her head and tried not to cry. 'You're a good girl, Anne. Now we can keep Green Gables!'

A few days later Rachel Lynde came to the farm.

'Do you know,' she said, 'that Gilbert isn't going to be the Avonlea teacher now?'

'Isn't he?' cried Anne. 'Why not?'

'When he heard that you wanted to be near Marilla, he decided to teach at a school in another village. So you can be the Avonlea teacher now.'

'Oh!' said Anne, surprised. 'That's... that's very kind of him.'

And that day, when she saw Gilbert by the river, she stopped him and held out her hand.

'Gilbert,' she said shyly, 'I... I want to thank you. It's very good of you. If I'm the Avonlea teacher, I can help Marilla much more at home.'

'I'm happy to help you, Anne,' said Gilbert. He smiled and held her hand firmly. 'Are we going to be friends now? Have you forgiven me for calling you "carrots"?'

Anne laughed. 'I forgave you a long time ago.'

'I'm sure we're going to be very good friends, Anne. Can I walk home with you?'

And when Anne came into the Green Gables kitchen, Marilla said, 'You look very happy, Anne. Was that Gilbert who was with you just now?'

'Yes,' replied Anne, her face red. 'Gilbert and I've decided to be friends. Oh Marilla, I think life is going to be good for all of us! We'll have to work hard, but we'll be happy. And we'll keep our dear old Green Gables! What could be better than that!'



hurt v. cause bodily injury or pain (to). （使）疼痛。

armful n. as much as one arm. or both arms, can hold. （两臂或一臂）一抱之量。

close down shut completely. 停业；倒闭。

lucky adj. having good luck. 好运气的；走运的。

shyly adv. not sure about oneself. 害羞；腼腆。

forgive v. say or show you are not angry with someone anymore. 原谅，宽恕。


6　马修和玛丽拉
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当她赶回格林-盖布尔斯的时候，安妮立刻有一种不祥的感觉。马修看上去比以前老了很多。

“马修怎么了？”安妮问玛丽拉。

“今年他的心脏病犯了几次，”玛丽拉回答，“他的情况确实不太好。我很为他担心。”

“您的气色也不太好，玛丽拉，”安妮说，“现在您必须休息，家务活由我来做。”

玛丽拉疲倦地笑了笑。“家务事倒没什么，主要是我经常头疼，就在眼睛后面。我得尽快看医生。还有一件事，安妮，你听到关于车茨银行的事了吗？”

“我听说它经营困难。”

“我们所有的钱都在那家银行里。我知道马修很担心。”

第二天马修接到一封信。玛丽拉看到马修的脸一下变灰了，连忙喊道：“发生什么事了，马修？”

安妮刚刚拿着一捧花走进厨房，她也看到了马修的脸。突然，马修倒在地上。安妮扔下花来帮助玛丽拉。她们想尽了一切办法拯救马修，可已经太晚了。马修死了。

晚些时候，大夫来了，他说：“是因为他的心脏，他有没有突然听到什么不好的消息？”

“是那封信！”安妮叫道，“我能不能看看里面写了些什么？哦，玛丽拉，您看！车茨银行已经倒闭了！您的钱，还有马修的，都没了！”

听到马修去世的消息，埃文利村的每一个人都很难过。马修·卡斯伯特这辈子第一次成了一个重要人物。

起初安妮哭不出来。但当她想起马修听到她获得艾弗里奖学金时脸上的笑容，就突然忍不住大哭起来。玛丽拉搂着安妮，两人一起哭泣。

“哭也没法让他回来了，”玛丽拉小声说道，“我们必须学会习惯没有马修的生活，安妮。”

*　　*　　*

在以后的几周里，安妮和玛丽拉在田地里和家中辛勤地劳作。埃文利村的每一个人都对她们很好，但这是一段伤心的日子。

一天，玛丽拉说：“你到雷德蒙德大学以后我会想念你的，安妮。埃文利村的其他孩子有何打算？”

“他们中的一些人会成为教师，还有一些留在女王学院。”

“吉尔伯特将留在埃文利学校当教师，是吗？”安妮没有回答，所以玛丽拉继续说下去。“他现在已经是个高个子的帅小伙了，你不这么认为吗？像他父亲约翰年轻时一样。你知道，许多年前，约翰和我曾经是很要好的朋友。”

安妮很感兴趣，抬起头问道：“发生什么事了？为什么您不……？”

“哎，我们为了一件事吵了起来。他请求我重新成为他的好朋友，但我不能原谅他。后来我很后悔，但他再也不和我讲话了。也许我们……哎，那已经是很久以前的事了。”

第二天，玛丽拉去看病。当她回来的时候，看上去非常疲倦，好像是生病了。

“医生说了些什么？”安妮焦急地问

“他说我不能再读书写字了，而且我必须戴上眼镜。那样我的头就不会疼了。如果我不小心的话，六个月以后我就会失明！”

安妮沉默了一会儿。随后她坚定地说：“您必须小心点儿，玛丽拉。”

“想想双目失明多可怕！但你能够在雷德蒙德大学免费学习真是幸运！你看，我已经没法给你钱了。我们所有的钱都没了，我现在又不能劳动。我想我必须卖掉农场，然后搬去和雷切尔·林德同住！”可怜的玛丽拉边说边哭了起来。

那天晚上安妮独自坐在她的卧室里。她思量了很长时间，然后她的脸上出现了笑容。当她上床休息的时候，她已经知道自己该如何去做。

第二天，安妮向玛丽拉解释了一切。

“您不能把农场卖掉，它是我们的家！您听我说，我已计划好一切。我不打算到雷德蒙德大学去，那里太遥远了。我将在附近村庄的一所学校教书。这样平常的时候我可以住在那里，周末的时候回来照顾您。戴安娜的父亲可以使用我们的土地，同时给我们地租，这样我们就有一些钱了。您看这样不好吗？”

“噢，安妮，你在这里我当然会很好。但如果你想学习，你必须去雷德蒙德……”

“去不去雷德蒙德大学没有关系。”安妮笑道。“晚上我可以在家自己学习。而且我会成为一名非常出色的教师！那比什么都好！”

玛丽拉摇摇头强忍住眼泪。“你是个好姑娘，安妮。现在我们可以留住农场了！”

几天后，雷切尔·林德来到了农场。

“你们知道吗，”她说，“吉尔伯特现在不想当埃文利村的教师了？”

“不当了？”安妮高声问道。“为什么？”

“他听说你希望离玛丽拉近一些，决定到另外一个村的学校教书。那样你就可以成为埃文利村的教师了。”

“噢！”安妮吃惊地说。“那……那他真是太好了。”

那天，当安妮在河边见到吉尔伯特的时候，她叫住了他，并向他伸出手去。

“吉尔伯特，”她腼腆地说，“我……我想谢谢你。你这样做真是太好了。如果我当埃文利村的教师，我就可以在家里更多地照顾玛丽拉了。”

“能帮助你我很高兴，安妮，”吉尔伯特说。他笑着紧紧抓住安妮的手。“我们现在可以成为朋友了吗？你现在原谅我曾叫你‘胡萝卜’了吗？”

安妮笑道：“我很久以前就已经原谅你了。”

“我肯定我们能成为非常好的朋友，安妮。我能送你回家吗？”

当安妮走进格林-盖布尔斯厨房时，玛丽拉说：“你看上去非常高兴，安妮。刚才和你在一起的是吉尔伯特吗？”

“是的，”安妮红着脸回答。“吉尔伯特和我决定成为朋友。哦，玛丽拉，我想我们都会有幸福的生活！我们的工作会很辛苦，但我们会很快乐。我们将留住我们心爱的老农场！还有什么比这更好呢！”


Exercises

A Checking your understanding

Chapters 1 - 2 Who said these words in the story?

1 'Well, perhaps the children's home didn't have any boys.'

2 'This is the worst thing that's happened to me in all my life!'

3 'She's a clever little thing, you know.'

4 'Just look at those freckles!'

5 'It's lonely downstairs without you.'

Chapters 3 - 4 Who in the story...

1 ...was Anne's best friend?

2 ...was Anne's first teacher at school?

3 ...called Anne 'carrots'?

4 ...ate Anne's cake, which had medicine in it?

5 ...wanted Anne to keep a little imagination?

Chapters 5 - 6 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 Diana, Anne, and Gilbert all studied for the Queen's College examinations.

2 Anne came home every weekend from college in Charlottetown.

3 Anne hoped to get the Avery prize.

4 Marilla had heart trouble.

5 Anne decided not to study at Redmond College.

B Working with language

1 Complete these sentences with in formation from the story.

1 Anne asked Marilla to call her Cordelia because...

2 Anne hated her red hair, so...

3 When Anne went to Queen's, Marilla...

4 Matthew was worried about the Church Bank because...

2 Put together these beginnings and endings of sentences. Check your answers in Chapter 4.

1 The other girls agreed to Anne's plan,

2 Her friends pushed the boat off down the river

3 When water began to come into the boat,

4 The boat went on without her

5 Her friends screamed, 'Oh! Oh! Anne's dead!'

6 and ran across the fields to get round to the bridge.

7 and a few seconds later went down under the water.

8 so Anne got into the boat and hid under some coats.

9 and ran back to the village for help.

10 Anne jumped up and caught a low branch on a tree.

C Activities

1 Write a letter to the author of the book and say what you like and what you don't like about it.

2 Write Anne's diary for the day when Mr and Mrs Allan came to tea.

3 What do you think happened after the end of the book? Write a conversation between Marilla and her friend Rachel Lynde, in five years' time. You could begin like this:

'Well, Marilla,' said Mrs Lynde, 'this is very exciting news about Anne, isn't it?'

'Yes, it is,' Marilla said slowly, 'but it's sad for me...'
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内容简介

1875年春，乔纳森·哈克因公出差去特兰西瓦尼亚，拜访德拉库拉伯爵。乔纳森其实并不想去，因为再有几个月他就要和他美丽的明娜结婚了，他现在不想离开她。

在德拉库拉城堡逗留期间，他坚持写日记，每天他都有越来越多可怕的事要写。为什么他只有在夜晚才能见到德拉库拉伯爵？为什么他在镜子里看不到伯爵？那三个有着血红的嘴唇和锋利的长牙，夜晚来到他屋里的美丽女人又是谁？

在英国的家里，明娜和她的朋友露西待在一个海边的小镇上。她期盼着乔纳森的来信，而他却音信全无，明娜有些害怕了。也许乔纳森病了，或是身处险境……

当然明娜并不担心自己或者她的朋友露西。住在一个安静的英国海边小镇上，什么样的危险能发生在这两个年轻姑娘的身上呢？




*本书题材虽为恐怖故事，但出版本书的目的在于为广大的英语学习者提供更为广泛的阅读素材。


DRACULA

In the spring of 1875, Jonathan Harker travels to Transylvania, on a business visit to the home of Count Dracula. Jonathan does not really want to go because in a few months' time he is getting married to his beautiful Mina, and he does not want to leave her.




While he is staying in Castle Dracula, he keeps a diary. And every day he has more and more terrible things to write. Why does he see Count Dracula only at night? Why can't he see the Count in the mirror? And who are the three beautiful women, with their red mouths and long sharp teeth, that come to his room at night?




At home in England, Mina is staying with her friend Lucy in a town by the sea. She waits for Jonathan's letters, but they do not come, and Mina is afraid. Perhaps Jonathan is ill, or in danger...




Mina is not afraid for herself, of course, or for her friend Lucy. What danger can there possibly be for two young women in a quiet English seaside town?


Contents
目　录

  内容简介

  JONATHAN HARKER'S DIARY
乔纳森·哈克的日记

    1. Count Dracula

    德拉库拉伯爵

    2. I am in danger

    我身处险境

  MINA'S STORY
明娜的故事

    3. Lucy in danger

    露西身处险境

  JACK SEWARD'S STORY

  杰克·苏厄德的故事

    4. Lucy's death

    露西之死

  JONATHAN HARKER'S DIARY
乔纳森·哈克的日记

    5. Mina in danger

    明娜身处险境

    6. Dracula must die

    德拉库拉必须死

    


  ACTIVITIES: Before Reading

  ACTIVITIES: While Reading

  ACTIVITIES: After Reading

  


  返回总目录

  


“书虫”免费增值服务上线！

第一时间获得习题答案、检验阅读水平、记录学习轨迹

更多精彩内容，登录http://2u4u.fltrp.com/reading


JONATHAN HARKER'S DIARY
乔纳森·哈克的日记

1
Count Dracula

My story begins about seven years ago, in 1875. My name is Jonathan Harker, and I live and work in London. My job is to buy and sell houses for other people. One day a letter arrived for me from a very rich man who lived in Transylvania. He wanted to buy a house in England and he needed my help. The man was Count Dracula, and I agreed to help him.

I found a house for him, and he asked me to take all the papers for it to Transylvania. I was not very pleased about this. I was planning to get married in the autumn, and I did not want to leave my beautiful Mina.

'But you must go, Jonathan,' she said. 'The Count is rich, and perhaps he will give you more work later.'

So I agreed to go. I did not know then of the terrible danger which waited for me in Transylvania.

And so, on 4th May I arrived at a little town called Bistritz. Transylvania was a strange and beautiful country. There were mountains, trees and rivers everywhere. And somewhere high in the mountains was the Count's home, Castle Dracula. I had six hours to wait before the coach came to take me there, so I went into a little hotel. Inside the hotel it was warm and friendly. The people there were all laughing and talking. 'Where are you going?' they asked me.

'To Castle Dracula,' I replied.

Suddenly the room was silent and everyone turned to look at me. I could not understand why they all looked afraid.

'Don't go there,' someone said.

'But I have to,' I answered. 'It's business.'

They began to talk again, but they were no longer laughing. Slowly, the hotel keeper's wife took the gold cross from her neck and put it into my hand. 'Take this,' she said. 'There is danger at Castle Dracula. Perhaps this will help you.'

When the coach arrived and I got into it, a crowd of people came to watch, and I heard the word 'vampire'.

The coach travelled up into the mountains. Higher and higher it went, faster and faster. The sun was bright, but above the trees there was snow on the mountain tops. Then suddenly. the sun went down behind the mountains and everywhere was dark. In the forest around us, the wolves were howling. It was a terrible sound.

Suddenly the coach stopped. A small carriage came down the narrow road on the right. Four black horses were pulling it, and the driver was dressed in black, with a black hat pulled down over his face.

'Where's the Englishman?' he called. 'I've come from Castle Dracula!'

He looked strange, standing there in the moonlight, and suddenly I was afraid. But it was too late. I could not go back now.

Soon we were on our way to Castle Dracula. The mountains were all around us and the moon was behind black clouds. I could see nothing—but I could still hear the wolves. The horses went faster and faster, and the driver laughed wildly.

Suddenly the carriage stopped. I opened the door and got out. At once the carriage drove away and I was alone in front of the dark, silent castle. I stood there, looking up at it, and slowly, the big wooden door opened. A tall man stood in front of me. His hair was white and he was dressed in black from head to foot.

'Come in, Mr Harker,' he said. 'I am Count Dracula.' He held out his hand and I took it. It was as cold as ice!

I went into the castle and the Count carefully locked the door behind me. He put the key into his pocket and turned to go upstairs. I followed him, and we came to a room where a wood fire burned brightly. In front of it there was a little table with food and drink on it. The Count asked me to sit down and eat, but he did not eat with me. Later, we sat and talked by the fire. His English was very good, and while we talked, I had time to look at him carefully. His face was very white, his ears were like the ears of a cat, and his teeth were strong like the teeth of an animal. There was hair on his hands and his fingers were very long. When he touched me, I was afraid.

It was nearly morning when I went to bed, and outside, the wolves were still howling.

The next morning I found my breakfast on the little table in front of the fire. Now that it was light, I could see that Castle Dracula was old and dirty. I saw no servants all that day.

The Count did not come to breakfast, but there was a letter from him on the table.

'Go anywhere in the castle,' it said, 'but some of the rooms are locked. Do not try to go into these rooms.'

When the Count came back in the evening, he wanted to know all about his new house in England.

'Well,' I began, 'it's a very big house, old and dark, with a high wall all round it. There are trees everywhere. That's why the house is dark. It has a little church too.' And I showed him some pictures of it.

He was pleased about the church. 'Ah,' he said, 'so I shall be near the dead.'

We talked for a long time and once I fell asleep. I woke up suddenly and found the Count's face near me. The smell which came from him was terrible. It was the smell of death.

'You're tired,' the Count said. 'Go to bed now.' And when he smiled, his face was the face of a wolf.




Our business was now finished. The Count had all the papers for his new house, and there was nothing to keep me in Transylvania or in Castle Dracula, but the Count did not want me to leave. I was alone with him in the castle, but I never saw him in the daytime. I only saw him at night when he came and sat with me. We always talked until the morning and he asked me many questions about England. 'I have plans to go there myself soon,' he said. 'Tell me about sending things to England by ship.' So we talked about ships and the sea, and I thought about Mina, and her friend Lucy. Lucy and her mother were staying by the sea, and Mina was planning to visit them there some time. Stupidly, I told the Count about them.

There was no mirror in my bedroom, but I had one with me, a present from Mina. One morning I was standing in front of it and I was shaving. Suddenly a hand touched me and a voice said, 'Good morning.' The Count was standing next to me. He was standing next to me, but I could not see him in the mirror!

My hand shook and I cut myself. Blood began to run down my face and I saw that Count Dracula was watching it hungrily. Suddenly he put out his hand. He had a wild look in his eyes, and I was afraid. But his hand touched the gold cross at my neck and his face changed. He took the mirror from me, went to the window, and a minute later the mirror was lying in a thousand pieces far below. He did not speak, but left the room quickly. And I stood there, and asked myself why I could not see this man in the mirror.

I went over to the window and looked out. I was high above the ground. Many of the doors in the castle were locked. Suddenly, I understood. I was a prisoner!



danger n. chance of suffering damage, loss, injury, etc. 危险．

castle n. large fortified building or group of buildings with thick walls, towers, battlements and sometimes a moat. 城堡。

coach n. large four-wheeled carriage pulled by horses and used (esp. formerly) for carrying passengers. 四轮大马车。

friendly adj. showing or expressing kindness and helpfulness. 亲切的，友好的。

no longer after a certain point in time. 不再。

cross n. the frame made of a long vertical piece of wood with a shorter horizontal piece joined to it near the top. 十字架。

crowd n. large number of people gathered together in the open. 人群。

howl v. long loud wailing cry of a dog, wolf, etc. （狗、狼等）尖利的长嚎。

carriage n. vehicle (usu. with four wheels), pulled by a horse or horses, for carrying people. （通常为四轮的载客的）马车。

moonlight n. light of the moon. 月光。

be dressed in wearing sth. 穿某物。

upstairs adv. up the stairs; to or on an upper floor. 向楼上，往楼上。

finger n. any of the five parts extending from each hand. 手指。

servant n. person who works in sb. else's household for wages, and often for food and lodging. 用人。

once adv. at some (indefinite) time in the past. 一度，曾经。

wake up stop sleeping. 醒来。

mirror n. polished surface, usu. of coated glass or of metal, that reflects images. 镜子。

shave v. cut (hair) off the face, etc. with a razor. （用剃刀）刮（胡须等）。

next to in the position after (sb. / sth.). 在（某人或物的）旁边。

shake v. tremble. 发抖，打颤。

prisoner n. person, animal, etc. that has been captured and is being kept in confinement. 囚犯。


1．德拉库拉伯爵

我的故事发生在大约七年前，也就是1875年。我叫乔纳森·哈克，在伦敦生活和工作，我的职业就是替别人买卖房屋。一天，我收到了一个住在特兰西瓦尼亚的富翁的来信。他想在英国买幢房子，需要我帮忙。这个人就是德拉库拉伯爵，我答应帮助他。

我帮他找到了一幢房子，他让我带着所有跟这幢房子有关的文件去特兰西瓦尼亚。对此我很不乐意，因为我计划秋天结婚，我不想离开我美丽的明娜。

“但你必须去，乔纳森，”明娜说，“伯爵非常有钱，或许以后他会给你更多的工作。”

因此我就答应去了。那时，我并没有意识到一种可怕的危险正在特兰西瓦尼亚等着我。

于是5月4日，我到达了一个叫毕斯特里兹的小镇。特兰西瓦尼亚是个奇怪而美丽的国家。到处山峦起伏，树木葱郁，河流纵横。山中有一处高高耸立的地方就是伯爵的家，德拉库拉城堡。我必须等六个小时才能有马车来接我去那里，所以我就进了一家小旅馆。里面一派温暖祥和的气氛，那里的人们又说又笑，好不热闹。“你要去哪儿？”他们问我。

“去德拉库拉城堡。”我回答说。

屋内顿时一片寂静，人们都转过身来看着我。我不明白为什么他们看起来如此害怕。

“别去那儿。”有人说道。

“但我不能不去，”我回答道，“是公事。”

他们又开始说话，但不再有人大笑了。旅店的老板娘慢慢地摘下脖子上的金十字架，把它放到我的手里。“拿着这个，”她说，“在德拉库拉城堡有危险，也许这个能对你有点儿帮助。”

马车终于来了，当我坐进去时，一群人出来观看，我听到有人说“吸血鬼”这个词。

马车径直朝山上驶去，越走越高，也越走越快。这里阳光明媚，但树木上方的山顶上却是白雪皑皑。然后突然太阳落山了，四周一片黑暗。周围的森林里，传来狼嚎的声音，非常可怕。

忽然马车停了下来。一辆小型四轮马车从右边狭窄的山路上驶下来。拉车的是四匹黑马，车夫也身着黑衣，一顶黑色的帽子拉下来遮住了他的脸。

“那个英国人在哪儿？”他喊道，“我是从德拉库拉城堡来的！”

他站在月光下，看起来很怪异，我突然感到一阵恐惧。但已经太晚了，我现在已无法返回。

很快我们就上路直奔德拉库拉城堡。四周全是山，月亮被乌云遮蔽。我什么也看不见——但我仍能听到狼嚎的声音。马跑得越来越快，车夫大声狂笑着。

车突然停了。我打开门下了车。马车立刻就离开了，我被独自留在这个漆黑死寂的城堡前。我站在那儿，抬头望着城堡，这时那扇巨大的木门慢慢打开了。一个身材高大的男人站在我的面前。他满头白发，却从头到脚一身黑衣。

“请进，哈克先生，”他说，“我就是德拉库拉伯爵。”他伸出手，我握了一下。他的手冰凉！

我一走进城堡，伯爵就在我身后小心地把门锁上了。他把钥匙放进口袋，转身上楼。我跟着他来到一间屋里，壁炉里一堆柴火烧得正旺。炉火前面的一张桌子上摆着食物和饮料。伯爵让我坐下来吃点儿东西，而他却不和我一块儿用餐。后来我们就坐在火边谈话。他英语说得非常好，我们说话时，我也有了时间仔细打量他。他脸色苍白，耳朵有点儿像猫，牙齿却如野兽般锋利。他的手毛茸茸的，手指非常长。他碰到我时，我有些害怕。

天快亮时，我才去睡觉，外面，狼依然在嚎叫着。

第二天早晨，我发现早餐已放在炉火前的小桌上了。这时天已大亮，可以看出德拉库拉城堡又旧又脏。我一整天也没看见一个用人。

伯爵没有来吃早点，但桌上放着他写的一封信。

“你可以在城堡四处走走，”信上说，“但有些屋子是锁着的，不要试图进去。”

伯爵晚上回来后，想了解一下他英国的新房子的一切情况。

“嗯，”我说，“那是幢又大又暗的老房子，四周有高墙。到处都是树木，这也正是房子暗的原因。院里还有一个小小的教堂。”我让他看了房子的一些照片。

他对那座小教堂很满意。“啊，”他说，“这样我就可以离死人近些了。”

我们聊了很长时间，有那么一会儿我还睡着了。我忽然醒来，发现伯爵的脸离我非常近。他身上的气味令人难以忍受，那是一种死亡的气息。

“你累了，”伯爵说，“现在睡觉去吧。”他笑的时候，脸特别像狼的脸。




此时我们的生意已经谈完了。伯爵拿到了有关新房子的所有文件，我没什么理由继续留在特兰西瓦尼亚或德拉库拉城堡了，但伯爵并不想让我离开。只有我一个人和他待在城堡里，但我从未在白天见过他。只有晚上他过来和我聊天时，我才能见到他。我们总是谈到天亮，他问了我好多关于英国的问题。“我打算最近就去那儿。”他说，“告诉我如何用船把东西运往英国。”因此我们谈到了船和大海，我想到了明娜和她的朋友露西。露西正和她母亲住在海边，明娜也正打算去那儿拜访她们，和她们一起待上一段时间。我真愚蠢，居然把这些都告诉了伯爵。

我的卧室里没有镜子，但我带着一面小镜子，那是明娜送给我的。一天清晨，我正在镜子前刮胡子，突然一只手拍了拍我，有个声音说，“早上好。”伯爵站在我旁边。他就站在我旁边，但我在镜子里却看不见他！

[image: alt]

我手一哆嗦，脸就划破了。鲜血顺着我的脸颊淌了下来，我注意到伯爵贪婪地盯着我的血。突然他伸出手来，眼中露出狰狞的目光，我害怕极了。但他的手碰到了我脖子上的金十字架，脸色一下子就变了。他从我手里夺过那面镜子，走到窗前，把它扔了出去，镜子一下子便远远地摔到地上成了碎片。他什么也没有说，便迅速离开了屋子。我站在那儿心里嘀咕，我为什么在镜子里看不到他。

我走到窗边向外望去。我待的地方离地面很高，城堡里的门有很多都是锁着的。忽然间，我意识到，自己现在已是个囚犯！




2
I am in danger

One evening the Count said, 'You must write to your London office and tell Mr Hawkin that you'll be here for another month.'

When I heard this, I went cold. Another month! But what could I do? I worked for Mr Hawkin, and the Count's business was important to him, so if the Count needed me, then I had to stay. I wrote my letter, but I knew that the Count planned to read it. I could not tell Mr Hawkin that I was a prisoner in Castle Dracula!

That evening the Count did not stay and talk with me, but before he left the room, he turned to me and said, 'My young friend, sleep only in this room or your bedroom. You must never fall asleep in any other room in the castle. You will be in danger if you do.'

When he left, I went to my room, but I could not rest and began to walk round the castle. Many of the doors were locked, but I found one which was open. I pushed back the door and saw that there was a window in the room. It was a beautiful night and the mountains looked wonderful in the soft yellow light of the moon. Suddenly, something moved below me. It was the Count. Slowly, he came out of the window—first those hands, like the hands of an animal, and then his head. He began to move down the wall, head first. With his black cloak around him, he looked like a horrible black bird—and my blood ran cold. What was Count Dracula?

I shivered, and sat down for a minute. The room was warm and friendly. I think that many years ago it was a room for the ladies of the castle, and I decided not to go back to my cold, dark room, but to sleep in this room. So I lay down and closed my eyes.

Suddenly I felt that I was not alone. In the moonlight from the window I saw three beautiful young women. They were watching me, and talking quietly. 'He is young and strong,' one of them said.

'Yes. There are kisses for all of us,' another answered.

I was excited and afraid. I knew that I wanted those soft red mouths to touch me.

One of the women came nearer. Her strong white teeth touched my neck. I closed my eyes and waited. 'Kiss me! Kiss me!' I thought.

Suddenly there was a cry of anger. It was the Count! He pulled the woman away from me, and her bright blue eyes turned red with a wild anger. I looked at the Count and his eyes were burning with all the fires of hell.

'Get off him!' he cried. 'He's not for you! Stay away from him.' A second later, the women were no longer there. They did not leave by the door, but they were no longer there!

I remember no more of that night. When I woke, I was in bed in my room. My gold cross lay on the table next to me, bright in the morning sun.

I knew then that those women were vampires, and that they wanted my blood.




Two nights later, the Count came to me. 'Write to Mina,' he said. 'Tell her that your work in Transylvania is finished and that you are coming home.'

How pleased I was when I heard this! But then the Count said, 'Say that you are at Bistritz, and put June 29th on the letter.'

I shivered when he said this. I knew then that the Count planned to kill me on that day. What could I do? There was nothing. I could only wait and try to escape. But the Count took away all my other clothes and my travel papers, and he locked the door of my room.

A week or two later, I heard noises in the castle, the sound of men working. 'Perhaps one of them will take a letter out of the castle for me,' I thought.

But it was too late! It was already June 29th, and that evening from my window I saw the Count leave the castle, with my letter to Mina in his hand. He was going to post it! I knew that I must do something before it was too late.

Vampires can only come out at night, so I knew that there was no danger during the day. The next morning I decided to visit the Count's room to see what I could find. To do this I had to get into it by the window. This was possible because his room was just below my bedroom, and there were little holes in the wall between the stones. I could put my feet in these, and I could use the heavy curtains from my window to hold onto. It was dangerous, but I had to try.

Slowly I moved down the wall. Once or twice I almost fell, but at last I found myself in the Count's bedroom.

The room was empty. The Count was not there. I looked for the castle keys, but I could not find them. Over in one corner of the room there was some gold, and on the other side of the room there was a big wooden door. It was open and I saw that there were some stairs going down. I went down them, and I came to another door. This was open too, and I found myself in a room with a stone floor. Slowly, I looked around me. There were about fifty wooden boxes in the room. They were coffins, and they were full of earth. In one of them lay the Count! I could not say if he was dead or asleep. His eyes were open and looked cold and stony, but his face did not look like the face of a dead man. His lips were still very red, but he did not move. Slowly I went nearer. I thought perhaps that he had the castle keys on him. But when I looked at those cold, stony eyes, my blood ran cold. Afraid, I turned and ran back to the window. I did not stop to think until I was back in my room.

That night the Count came to me again. 'Tomorrow you will return to England,' he said—and I knew that tomorrow was the day of my death.

I lay down on my bed, but I did not sleep very well. During the night I heard women's voices outside my door, and then the Count, saying, 'Wait. Your time has not yet come. Tomorrow night—you can have him then.' The women laughed, a low, sweet sound, and I shook with fear.

Morning came at last, and I was still alive. 'I must escape,' I thought. But first I had to get the keys.

Once again, I went down the wall and into the Count's room. I ran down the stairs, to the room with the coffins.

The Count was there, in his coffin, but he looked younger and his hair was no longer white. There was blood on his mouth, which ran down across his neck. My hands were shaking, but I had to touch him, to look for the keys. I felt all over his body, but they weren't there. Suddenly I wanted to kill Count Dracula. I took a workman's hammer, and began to bring it down hard on to that horrible, smiling face. But just then the head turned and the Count's burning eyes looked at me. His bloody mouth smiled more horribly than ever. I dropped the hammer and stood there, shaking. What could I do now?

Just then I heard the sound of voices. The workmen were coming back. I hurried back up the stairs to the Count's room. Below, I heard the noise of a key. The workmen were opening a door. So there was another door to the outside down there! I listened carefully, and heard the sound of hammers. They were getting the coffins ready for a journey—perhaps to England! I remembered the Count's words about his plans to visit my country.

I turned to run back downstairs, to find this open door. But I was too late. A cold wind ran through the castle and, with a crash, the door at the top of the stairs closed and locked itself. I could not get back down the stairs.

Soon I saw from the window the heavy carts full of coffins, and the workmen drove away. I was alone in the castle with those terrible vampire women.

While I was writing these words in my diary, I decided what to do. I must try to escape. I shall try to get down the wall outside. The window is high above the ground, but I have to try. I shall take some of the gold with me—if I escape, perhaps it will be helpful later.

If I die, it will be better than the death that waits for me here. Goodbye, Mina! Will I ever see you again?



write to write and send a letter to sb. 给某人写信。

plan v. intend. 计划，打算。

wonderful adj. be good and admirable. 极好的，奇妙的。

cloak n. sleeveless outer garment hanging loosely from the shoulders, usu. worn out of doors. 斗篷，披风。

shiver v. tremble, esp. from cold or fear. 颤抖，哆嗦。

excited adj. feeling or showing excitement 兴奋的，激动的。

hell n. place believed in some religions to be the home of devils and of wicked people after death. 地狱。

get off leave. 离开。

escape v. get free; getaway (from imprisonment or control). 逃脱，逃走。

decide v. make up one's mind. 决定。

curtain n. piece of material hung to cover a window, and usu. movable sideways. 窗帘。

hold onto keep grasping or gripping sb. / sth.; not let go of sb. / sth. 抓住某人或某物。

coffin n. box in which a dead body is buried or cremated. 棺材。

stony adj. hard, cold, and unsympathetic. 冷酷的。

not...until up to the time of (a specified event). 直到……才……

sweet adj. pleasing to hear, melodious. 悦耳的。

hammer n. tool with a heavy metal head at right angles to the handle, used for breaking things, driving nails in, etc. 锤子。

horrible adj. causing horror. 可怕的，令人恐惧的。

burning adj. intense; extreme. 强烈的，极端的。

get ready for 为……作好准备。

journey n. (distance covered in) travelling, usu. by land, from one place to another, often far away. 旅行。

through prep. from one side of (a surface or screen) to the other. 穿过。

crash n. (loud noise made by a) violent fall, blow or breakage. 坠落（声），撞击（声）。

cart n. vehicle with two or four wheels used for carrying loads and usu. pulled by a horse. （通常为马拉的两轮或四轮）马车。




2．我身处险境

一天晚上伯爵说：“你必须给你伦敦的办公室写信，告诉霍金先生你要在这儿再待上一个月。”

听到这句话，我感到浑身冰凉。再待一个月！可我又能怎么办呢？我是为霍金先生工作的，伯爵的生意对于他来说非常重要，所以如果伯爵需要我，那我就必须留下来。于是我写了封信，但我知道伯爵肯定会看。我不能告诉霍金先生我成了德拉库拉城堡中的囚徒！

那天晚上伯爵没有留下来跟我谈活，但他临走前转过身来对我说：“我年轻的朋友，你只能睡在这个房间或你的卧室里。你决不能在城堡的其他任何房间里睡觉，否则你会有危险的。”

他一离开，我就到我的房间里去了，但我却无法入睡，于是就在城堡里转来转去。许多门都上着锁，但我发现有一扇门是开着的。我推门而入，看见屋里有一扇窗户。这是个美好的夜晚，群山在柔黄色的月光下显得那么美妙。突然，有什么东西在我下方移动，原来是伯爵。他正慢慢地爬出窗外——先是那双像动物一样的手，然后是他的脑袋。他开始头朝下地顺着墙向下爬。黑色的斗篷罩在他身上，使他看起来像一只可怕的黑鸟——我吓得浑身发冷。德拉库拉伯爵到底是什么东西？

我颤抖着坐了一会儿。这间屋子既暖和又舒适。我想多年以前，它应该是城堡里贵妇人的房间，我决定不回我那间又冷又黑的屋子了，而在这间屋里睡觉。于是我躺下来闭上了眼睛。

忽然我感觉自己不是独自一人。在从窗户透进来的月光下，我看见三个漂亮的年轻女子。她们正观察着我，并悄悄地交谈着。“他既年轻又强壮。”其中一个说道。

“是的。我们都可以吻他。”另一个回答道。

我既兴奋又害怕。我知道我想让那些柔软的红唇吻我。

其中一个女子渐渐走近我。她坚硬而洁白的牙齿触到了我的脖颈。我闭上眼睛等待着。“吻我！吻我！”我在想。

突然传来一声怒吼。是伯爵！他把那女子从我身边拉开，她那明亮的蓝眼睛因狂怒而变得通红。我望着伯爵，他的眼睛里燃烧着地狱之火。

“离开他！”他喊道，“他不是你们的！不要靠近他。”刹那间，那些女子便不见了。她们不是从屋门走出去的，但她们确实已不在那儿了！
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那天晚上的其他事情我已记不起来了。当我醒来的时候，我已经躺在自己房间的床上了。我的金十字架放在旁边的桌上，在清晨的阳光下闪闪发光。

现在我知道那些女子是吸血鬼了，她们想吸我的血。




两天之后，伯爵来到我这里。“写信给明娜，”他说道，“告诉她你在特兰西瓦尼亚的工作已经完成了，准备回家。”

当我听到这句话时是多么高兴呀！但接着伯爵说道：“就说你在毕斯特里兹，信上注明6月29号。”

他说这句话的时候，我在发抖。我知道伯爵是打算在那天杀死我。可我又能怎么办呢？别无选择。我只能等待时机逃脱。可是伯爵拿走了我其他所有的衣服和旅行证件，并锁上了我的房门。

一两个星期以后，我听到城堡里有喧闹声，是人们干活的声音。“也许他们中有人能帮我把信带出城堡。”我想。

但是太晚了！已经是6月29号了，那天晚上透过窗户我看见伯爵离开了城堡，手里拿着我写给明娜的信。他准备把信寄走！我想我必须在一切还犹为未晚前做点什么。

吸血鬼只能在夜里出来，因此我知道白天不会有危险。第二天早晨我决定去窥探一下伯爵的房间，看看能找到什么。我只有通过窗户才能进到他的房间里去。这是可以做到的，因为他的屋子刚好在我的卧室下面，而且墙上的石头之间都有小洞，我可以把脚放在这些洞里，再抓着窗户上厚厚的窗帘。这很危险，但我必须试一试。

我慢慢地顺着墙向下移动。有那么一两次我差点掉下去，但最后我还是到了伯爵的卧室里。

屋子是空的，伯爵不在屋里。我找了找城堡的钥匙，但没找到。屋子的一个角落里有一些金子，另一边有一扇很大的木门。门是开着的，我看见有楼梯直通到下面。我下了楼梯来到另一扇门前。这扇门也是开着的，我发现自己已经进了一间石头铺地的屋子。我慢慢地环视了一下四周。屋里有大约50个木箱子。是棺材，里面装满了土，而伯爵就躺在其中一个棺材里！我看不出他是死了还是睡着了。他双目圆睁，看起来阴森森的，了无生气，但他的脸却并不像一个死人的脸。他的嘴唇依然是鲜红的，但他一动不动。我慢慢地靠近他。我想也许他身上有城堡的钥匙。但当我看着那双冷酷的眼睛时，我的血都凉了。我吓得转身跑回窗前。直到回到我的屋里，我才喘了口气想了想刚才的事情。
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那晚，伯爵又来到我的屋里。“明天你就回英国吧。”他说——但我知道明天就是我的死期。

我躺在床上，但并没有睡好。晚上我听到门外有女人的说话声，然后又听到伯爵说：“等一等，还没到时候呢。明天晚上——他就是你们的了。”女人们笑了起来，声音很低，也很悦耳，我却吓得浑身发抖。

天终于亮了，我仍然活着。“我必须逃跑。”我想。但首先我要拿到钥匙。

我又一次顺着墙爬到伯爵的屋内。我跑下楼梯，来到了放棺材的屋子。

伯爵就躺在他的棺材里，但他看起来年轻了，头发也不再是白的了。他嘴上有血，顺着脖子流下来。我的手开始发抖，但我必须要接触他才能找钥匙。我摸遍了他的全身，但并没有找到钥匙。突然我想杀死德托库拉伯爵。我拿起一把工人用的铁锤，开始向那张可怕的、微笑着的脸使劲砸去。正在这时伯爵的头转了过来，用一双愤怒的眼睛看着我。他血淋淋的嘴笑得比先前更恐怖了。我丢了铁锤站在那里，浑身颤抖。我该怎么办呢？

正在那时，我听到有说话的声音。工人们回来了。我赶紧上楼回到伯爵的房间。我听到了下面有钥匙的响声。工人们正在开门。那么下面还有另外一扇门通到外面的！我仔细听着，好像有锤子的声音。他们正准备把这些棺材运出去——可能是运到英国吧！我记得伯爵说过他打算去我的国家。

我转身朝楼下跑去，想找到这扇开着的门。但我来得太晚了。一股阴风刮过城堡，“嘭”的一声，楼梯上面的门自动关上，锁住了。我无法从楼梯上下去了。

很快我透过窗户看见一辆辆装满棺材的马车，由工人们赶着远去了。只剩下我和那些可怕的女吸血鬼留在城堡里。

当我在日记中写下这些话时，我已经决定怎么做了。我必须设法逃走。我要顺着外面的墙爬下去。窗户离地面很高，但我还是要试一下。我要带上一些金子——如果我能逃脱，或许这些金子以后会有用的。

如果我死了，那也比在这儿等死要好。再见了，明娜！我还能再见到你吗？


MINA'S STORY
明娜的故事

3
Lucy in danger

While Jonathan was away, I was very unhappy. He did not write to me often, and when he did, his letters were strange and very short. I knew that something was wrong. But what? Was Jonathan in danger? I thought about him all the time. Why didn't he come back to England and to me?

I felt better when, at last, I did get a letter from him. Jonathan said that he was coming home and was at Bistritz. But again it was a short, strange letter. 'Perhaps he's ill,' I thought.

My friend, Lucy, also wrote to me. 'I know that you will be happy for me,' she wrote. 'Arthur has asked me to marry him! Isn't it wonderful? I love him very much. He's away just now, and you know that Mother and I are staying at Whitby, by the sea. Please come and stay with us, and I can tell you all about it.'

Arthur Holmwood loved Lucy very much. I was really pleased to hear her news and I decided to go immediately. And it would help me not to think about Jonathan all the time.

Lucy met me at the station, and it was wonderful to see her again. She was full of life and talked happily of her plans. 'Oh, Mina,' she said to me. 'I am really happy. I love Arthur very much.'

But sometimes it was hard for me, because when Lucy talked of Arthur, I thought of Jonathan again.

The weather was good and Lucy and I walked a lot, sometimes by the sea, but we often went up to the old church on the hill.

At night, Lucy and I slept in one room, but sometimes she walked in her sleep. She began to sleep badly, and her mother and I decided to lock the bedroom door at night.

Then one day the weather changed. The sky was black and heavy, and that night there was a terrible storm. Lucy was very excited by it, and she sat by the window all night and watched the sea.

The next morning there was a ship on the beach.

'It's a Russian ship, from Varna on the Black Sea,' Lucy's servant told us. 'There are coffins on it, and they're full of earth. And a big black dog jumped off the ship and ran up the hill!'

'And is everyone on the ship alive?' Lucy asked.

'That's the strange thing about it,' the servant replied. 'There was no one on the ship, either dead or alive.'

Everybody in the town was very excited by this strange ship, but there were no answers to the mystery. And nobody saw the big black dog again.

That night I woke up and found that the bedroom door was open and Lucy was not there. I looked for her everywhere in the house, but I could not find her. 'I'm afraid for her, I don't know why,' I said to her mother.

I knew that Lucy sometimes liked to go and sit quietly in the churchyard, so I hurried out into the night to look for her. And I found her. She was sitting in the churchyard, white in the moonlight, and I thought I saw something dark behind her—something dark and horrible. Slowly, its head moved nearer to Lucy. Afraid, I called out, 'Lucy! Lucy!' A white face and burning red eyes looked up at me—and then, nothing! Lucy was alone, asleep in the moonlight. I woke her, and she gave a little cry. She put her hands to her neck, and I saw that there were two little drops of blood there.

After that night Lucy was worse. She left her bed every night and her lovely face was white. I was afraid for her and locked the door at night. And I still did not hear from Jonathan. I was unhappy and did not sleep well myself, so one night I went for a walk alone. 'Lucy will be all right,' I thought. 'The door is locked. She can't get out, and no one can get in.' But when I came back, I found Lucy by the open window. 'Lucy!' I cried. But she did not reply. She was asleep, and near her, just outside the open window, there was something black, like a big bird.

A day or two later, I had a letter. Jonathan was ill and in hospital in Budapest. 'Of course, I must go to him immediately,' I said to Lucy. I did not want to leave her, but Jonathan was everything to me. 'He needs me,' I said.

And when at last I arrived in Budapest and held Jonathan in my arms, I felt happy. Jonathan was very ill but he was getting better every day. He did not want to talk about his time in Castle Dracula, but he gave me his diary to read. And so I learnt about Count Dracula and Jonathan's terrible adventure in the castle. But he escaped! And when he fell ill in the mountains, some workmen found him and took him to the hospital. Poor Jonathan! His face was white and thin, and he was still very afraid, but now we were together again and everything was all right.

Jonathan and I were married on September 1st, and then we began our journey home. We arrived back in England on September 18th, and it was wonderful to be home again. Everyone looked happy on that warm autumn evening, when we drove through the streets of London. Jonathan smiled and said softly, 'Oh Mina, I love you.'

'I love you, too, Jonathan,' I replied. I was truly happy.

And then, suddenly, Jonathan's face went white, and he cried out. He was looking at a carriage, outside a shop. In it there was a pretty girl with dark hair. She was waiting for someone. And near the carriage, watching the pretty girl, there was a man—a tall, thin man, with long white teeth and a very red mouth. 'It's the Count!' Jonathan cried. 'Here in London!'

Jonathan put his head in his hands and said nothing for the rest of the journey. I was very afraid for him. Was it really true—that this horrible Count Dracula was here in London?

When we arrived home, there was a letter from Arthur Holmwood. Lucy was dead! My dearest Lucy, dead! It could not be true!

Later we read the letter again.

'Soon after you left,' Arthur wrote, 'Lucy began to get worse. I did not know what to do. I knew only that I must do something quickly, so I asked our old friend, Jack Seward, to come and see her. "He's a doctor," I thought. "Perhaps he can do something to help Lucy." He came at once, but in the end nobody could help poor Lucy, and she died yesterday.'



station n. similar place where buses and coaches top. 车站。

be full of having or containing much or many; crowded. 充足的，丰富的。

think of take sth. into account; consider sth. 考虑。

beach n. stretch of sand or pebbles along the edge of the sea or a lake; shore between high and low water mark. 海滩。

mystery n. thing of which the cause or origin is hidden or impossible to explain. 秘密。

churchyard n. enclosed area of land round a church, often used for burials. 教堂的庭院（常用做墓地）。

call out say loudly to attract sb.'s attention; shout; cry. 大喊。

hear from receive a letter, telephone call, etc. from sb. 接到某人的来信。

learn about become aware of (sth.) through information or observation; realize. 得知。

adventure n. unusual, exciting or dangerous experience or undertaking. 冒险。

hospital n. institution providing medical and surgical treatment and nursing care for ill or injured people. 医院。


3．露西身处险境

乔纳森离开的这段时间，我很难过。他总是不给我写信，即使写，也很短、很奇怪。我知道出事了。但出什么事了呢？乔纳森处境危险吗？我一直想着他。为什么他不同到英国、回到我身边呢？

最后，我终于收到了他的一封信，感觉好多了。乔纳森在信中说他就要回来了，正在毕斯特里兹。但这又是一封简短而奇怪的信。“他可能病了。”我想。

我的朋友露西也来信了。“我知道你会为我高兴的，”她写道，“阿瑟向我求婚了！太好了，对吧？我非常爱他。他刚刚离开，你知道我和母亲正住在海边的惠特比。来和我们住一段儿吧，我想把一切都告诉你。”

阿瑟·霍姆伍德深爱着露西。听到她的消息我非常高兴，决定马上就去那儿，这样我就不会老想着乔纳森了。

露西到车站去接我，又看到她真让人高兴。她精神焕发，兴高采烈地谈着她的计划。“噢，明娜，”她对我说，“我真的很兴奋。我太爱阿瑟了。”

但有时，我也很难过，因为当露西谈到阿瑟时，我就又想起了乔纳森。

天气很好，我常和露西出去散步，我们有时去海边，但很多时候都去山上的教堂。

晚上，露西和我同住一屋，但她有时梦游。她开始睡不好觉，我和她母亲决定晚上把卧室的门锁住。

后来有一天，天气突变。天空又阴又暗，那天晚上起了可怕的风暴。露西对此感到很兴奋，她整夜坐在窗前观看着大海。

第二天早上，海滩上出现了一艘船。

“那是艘俄国船，来自黑海的瓦尔纳，”露西的仆人告诉我们，“船上都是棺材，里面装满了土。一只大黑狗跳下船，跑到山上去了！”

“船上有人活着吗？”露西问。

“这事儿很奇怪，”仆人回答说，“船上没有人，死人活人都没有。”

镇上的人都对这艘奇怪的船很感兴趣，但没人能找到这起神秘事件的答案，也没有人再见过那只大黑狗。

那天夜里，我醒来发现卧室的门开着，露西不见了。我在家里四处找她，但没能找到。“不知为什么，我很为她担心。”我对她母亲说。

我知道露西有时喜欢去教堂的庭院中静静地坐着，于是我乘着夜色，匆匆地出去找她。我找到了她。她坐在教堂的庭院里，月光下她显得很苍白。而我好像看到她身后有个黑色的东西——一种黑色而可怕的东西。它的头正慢慢地靠近露西。我吓得大声叫喊：“露西！露西！”它抬起头来，脸色惨白，一双血红的眼睛死盯着我——突然间，一切又都没有了！露西一个人睡在月光下。我叫醒了她，她呻吟了一声。她用手去摸脖子，我看见她脖子上有两点血迹。

那一晚之后，露西的情况更糟了。她每晚都梦游，而且她可爱的脸也愈加苍白。我很为她担心，晚上就把门锁上了。仍然没有乔纳森的消息。我心情不佳，晚上也睡不好，于是一天晚上，我独自出去散步。“露西不会有事的，”我想，“门已经锁上了。她出不来，也没人能进得去。”但当我回来时，却发现露西站在敞开的窗户旁边。“露西！”我大叫。但她没有问答。她还睡着呢，而在她的旁边，就在敞开的窗户外面，有一个黑影，很像一只大鸟。

一两天以后，我收到了一封信。乔纳森病了，住在布达佩斯的一家医院里。“当然，我必须马上去看他。”我对露西说。我不想离开她，但乔纳森是我的一切。“他需要我。”我说。

当我终于到达布达佩斯，把乔纳森抱在怀里的时候，我感到非常高兴。乔纳森病得很重，但他正在一天天好起来。他不想谈他在德拉库拉城堡的那段日子，但他让我读了他的日记。我这才知道了德拉库拉伯爵以及乔纳森在城堡里的可怕经历。但他终于逃脱了！他在山里病倒后，一些工人发现了他，并把他送到了医院。可怜的乔纳森！他的脸苍白而消瘦，他仍然非常害怕，不过现在我们又在一起了，一切都很好。

我和乔纳森9月1日结婚，之后就启程回家。9月18日，我们回到了英国，回到家的感觉真好。在那个秋天温暖的黄昏，我们驾车在伦敦的大街上穿行着，人们看起来都很快乐。乔纳森微笑着轻声说：“哦，明娜，我爱你。”

“我也爱你，乔纳森。”我回答说。我真的幸福极了。

随后，突然间，乔纳森的脸变得煞白，大叫了一声。他正盯着一辆停在商店外面的马车看。马车里坐着一位黑头发的漂亮姑娘，她正在等人。马车附近，有个男人，正在注视着这个漂亮女孩——一个瘦高的男人，牙齿又长又白，嘴唇血红。“这就是伯爵！”乔纳森叫道，“他在伦敦！”
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乔纳森手抱着头，余下的路上一句话也没说。我很为他担心。那是真的吗——那个可怕的德拉库拉伯爵就在伦敦？

我们到家时，收到了阿瑟·霍姆伍德的来信。露西死了！我最亲爱的露西死了！这不可能！

后来，我们又把这封信读了一遍。

“你走后不久，”阿瑟写道，“露西的病情就开始恶化。我不知道该怎么做，只知道必须马上做点儿什么，因此我找了我的朋友杰克·苏厄德来看她。‘他是个医生，’我想，‘或许他能做些什么来帮助露西。’他立刻就来了，但最终没有人能帮上可怜的露西的忙，她在昨天永远地去了。”


JACK SEWARD'S STORY
杰克·苏厄德的故事

4
Lucy's death

When I heard from Arthur the terrible news of Lucy's strange illness, I went to her immediately. I could see that she was very ill. She lay in bed all day and did not move. She was as white as a ghost and she was very thin. When night came, she was afraid to sleep, and in the morning, on her neck there were two strange little wounds.

I did not know what was wrong with Lucy. She was losing blood. But how? Was it through these two little wounds in her neck?

I decided to send for my old teacher Professor Van Helsing from Holland. Perhaps he could help.

He came immediately, and when he saw how ill Lucy was, he said, 'We must give her blood at once.'

'She can have my blood!' cried Arthur. 'All of it—to the last drop!'

Van Helsing was right. With Arthur's blood in her, Lucy began to get better immediately. But before he left, Van Helsing did one more thing. He brought some flowers with a very strong smell, and he put a circle of them round Lucy's neck. 'My dear,' he said, 'these are garlic flowers. Do not take them from your neck tonight, and do not open your window.'

Van Helsing had to return to Holland for a few days and before he left, he told us: 'You must watch Lucy every night, and be sure that she wears the garlic flowers.'

Lucy's mother was ill herself—her heart was not strong—and Arthur had to go back home because his father was dying. So for a week I watched over Lucy myself at night, and sometimes, when I sat by her bed, I heard strange noises at the window. Perhaps it was a tree, or the wind, I thought.

I was working at my hospital during the day, and after a week I was very tired, so one night I did not go to Lucy's house. I needed to sleep, and I knew that Lucy's mother and the servants were there. Also, Van Helsing sent new garlic flowers every day, for Lucy to wear at night.

The next morning at the hospital I had a note from Van Helsing. 'Watch Lucy carefully tonight,' he wrote. 'I shall be with you tomorrow.' But that was now today! The note was too late!

I did not wait for breakfast, but hurried to the house immediately. I knocked on the door, but there was no answer. Just then Van Helsing arrived.

'What happened?' he cried. 'Did you not get my note? Quick! Perhaps we are already too late!'

We knocked again, but there was still no answer. We went round to the back of the house and Van Helsing broke the kitchen window and we went in.

It was dark in the kitchen, but we could see the bodies of the four servants on the floor. They were not dead, but asleep. 'Someone put something in their drinks,' said Van Helsing. 'Come! We must find Lucy. If we are not too late!'

We ran up to Lucy's room, and stopped outside it. With white faces and shaking hands, we opened the door softly and went into the room.

How can I describe what we saw? The bodies of two women—Lucy and her mother—lay on the bed. The faces of both women were white, and on the mother's face there was a look of terrible fear. In her hand she held the flowers from Lucy's neck, and on the floor there was glass from the broken window.

Van Helsing looked down at the two women. 'The poor mother is dead,' he said. 'But for Lucy it is not too late! Go and wake the servants!'

I ran downstairs to wake them. 'Put her in a hot bath,' Van Helsing said.

After a time, Lucy began to show some life, and they took her and put her in a warm bed. From time to time she slept, but she did not fight to stay alive. She could not eat anything, and she was very weak. We sent for Arthur, and when he came, he was very unhappy. His father was now dead, and he could see that Lucy was very, very ill. One of us sat with Lucy all the time, and that night Arthur and Van Helsing slept in the sitting-room, while I watched over Lucy.

When Van Helsing came back up to me at six o'clock, Arthur was still asleep downstairs. Van Helsing went over to Lucy and looked at her. 'The wounds on her neck have gone,' he said. 'She will soon be dead. Bring Arthur.'

When Arthur and I came back, Lucy opened her lovely eyes. 'Oh, Arthur,' she said softly. 'Kiss me, my love.'

He moved his head nearer to her, but Van Helsing pulled him back. 'No!' he cried. For a minute, Lucy's face was hard and angry. She opened her mouth, and her teeth looked very long and sharp. Then her eyes closed and she slept. Soon she woke again, took Van Helsing's hand and said softly, 'My true friend.' And then, quietly, Lucy died.

'She's gone,' said Van Helsing, and Arthur put his head in his hands and cried.

Later, I went back into Lucy's room, and Van Helsing and I looked down together at her beautiful face.

'Poor girl,' I said. 'It is the end.'

'No,' he replied. 'This is only the beginning.'




Some days later there were strange stories in the newspapers, stories about young children who went out at night and did not go home until the next morning. And when they did go home, they talked about a 'beautiful lady'. All these children had drops of blood and two little wounds on their necks.

Van Helsing read these stories, and he brought the paper round to me. 'What do you think of that?' he asked.

'I don't know,' I said. 'These two little wounds sound like poor Lucy's wounds, but how can that be?'

Then Van Helsing explained. At first I could not believe it, and we talked for a long time. At last I said, 'Are you saying that poor Lucy was killed by a vampire, and that now the vampire is taking blood from these children too?'

'No,' Van Helsing replied. 'You haven't understood. The vampire which is taking blood from these children is ... Lucy herself.'

I was very angry. 'That's not true!' I cried.

'Then come with me,' he said. 'And I will show you.'

So that night he took me to Lucy's tomb. He had the key and we went inside. I was very afraid. In the dark, with the dead flowers lying on Lucy's coffin, the tomb was a terrible place. Slowly, Van Helsing began to open the coffin. Then he turned to me, and said, 'Look.'

I came nearer and looked. The coffin was empty.

For me, it was a terrible surprise, but Van Helsing only shook his head. 'Now we must wait outside,' he said.

We waited all night. I was cold and afraid, and angry with myself and with Van Helsing. Then, suddenly, something white moved in the trees near the tomb. We went nearer, and we found a little child on the ground, by the tomb. Van Helsing held it out to me, and I looked at its neck. 'There are no wounds on the child's neck,' I said.

'No,' Van Helsing replied. 'We are just in time.'

The next day, Van Helsing and I went back into the tomb again and opened the lid of the coffin. This time Lucy's body lay there. She died more than a week ago—but she did not look dead. Her mouth was red and her face was more beautiful than ever. Then Van Helsing pulled back her mouth and showed me her long, sharp teeth.

'Now do you believe me?' he said. 'Lucy is now one of the Un-Dead, and with these teeth she will soon kill one of these poor little children. We must stop her before she does.' He stopped for a minute and thought. 'But we must send for Arthur. He, too, must see—and believe this.'

Arthur was very unhappy, and also angry. He could not believe that Lucy was now one of the Un-Dead, but in the end he agreed to come with us to the tomb.

It was just before midnight when we got to the churchyard. The night was dark, but now and then, a little moonlight came through the clouds. Van Helsing opened the door of the tomb and we all went in.

'Now, Jack,' he said to me, 'you were with me yesterday afternoon. Was Miss Lucy's body in that coffin then?'

'It was,' I replied.

Slowly, Van Helsing opened the coffin. Arthur's face was white when he moved nearer. We all looked down. The coffin was empty!

For a minute, no one spoke. Then Van Helsing said, 'Now we must go outside and wait.'

It was good to be outside again, away from the dark, smelly tomb. We stood and waited in silence. Then, through the trees, we saw something white. It was moving nearer to us. Its face was white, its mouth was red, and drops of blood fell from it. Suddenly it saw us and stopped. It gave us a Look of terrible anger, and Arthur gave a little cry. 'It's Lucy!'

She smiled. 'Oh, Arthur, come to me. Leave those others, and come to me, my love,' she said sweetly.

Arthur took his hands from his face and opened his arms to her. She was moving nearer to him when Van Helsing ran between them, and held out his little gold cross. Lucy stopped and stood back from it. Then, with a look of terrible anger on her face, she went to the tomb and through the door. The door was closed, but she went through it!

'Now, Arthur, my friend,' Van Helsing said, 'do you understand?'

Arthur put his face in his hands and cried, 'I do! Oh, I do!'

The next day, Arthur, Van Helsing, and I went back to the tomb. Van Helsing had a bag with him, and when we were in the tomb, he again opened Lucy's coffin. The body lay there, horribly beautiful. Arthur was white and he was shaking. 'Is this really Lucy?' he asked.

'It is, and it is not. But wait, and you will see the real Lucy again,' Van Helsing replied.

He took from his bag a long piece of wood and a hammer. Arthur and I stood silent and watched. Then Van Helsing said to Arthur, 'You loved Lucy. You must bring her back to us. You must take this piece of wood in your left hand, and the hammer in your right hand. Then you must drive the wood through Lucy's heart. It isn't easy for you, but it will soon be done. Can you do this for her?'

'I can,' Arthur replied strongly.

His face was very pale, but he held the piece of wood over Lucy's heart. and brought the hammer down hard.

The body turned from side to side and a horrible scream came from the open red mouth. Arthur did not stop. Harder and harder he hit the wood with the hammer, until, at last, the body stopped moving and lay quiet.

The hammer fell from Arthur's hand, and he stood there, white and shaking. Van Helsing went over to him. 'And now you may kiss her,' he said. 'See! The vampire is dead, and the real Lucy has come back.'

It was true. Lucy's face was pale and still, but it was now quiet and restful. Arthur kissed her softly on the mouth, and then Van Helsing closed the coffin again, this time, for ever.

'Now, my friends,' Van Helsing said, 'we have only just begun. We must find the vampire that killed Miss Lucy. It will be difficult and dangerous. Will you help me?'

'Yes,' we said. 'We will.'



ghost n. spirit of a dead person appearing to sb. who is still living. 鬼。

send for ask or order that sb. should come. 派人去请。

professor n. (title of a) university teacher of the highest grade who holds a chair in a subject. 教授。

circle n. the line enclosing a circle; ring. 环，圈。

garlic n. onion-like plant with strong taste and smell, used in cooking. 大蒜。

wear v. have sth. on one's body, esp. as clothing, or an ornament, etc. 戴，穿。

note n. short letter. 便条。

knock v. strike (sth.) with a sharp blow. 敲。

kitchen n. room or building in which meals are cooked or prepared. 厨房。

shake v. (of a person) tremble; quiver. （指人）发抖，打颤。

describe v. say what sb. / sth. is like; depict sth. in words. 描述。

from time to time now and then, occasionally. 不时，间或。

fight v. make (one's way) or achieve (sth.) by fighting or effort. （经奋斗或努力）获得（某事物）。

sitting-room n. room in a private house for general use during the daytime. 起居室。

go over move from one (usu. distant) place to another. 从一处（通常为远处）到另一处。

wound n. injury caused deliberately to part of the body by cutting, shooting. etc., esp. as the result of an attack. 伤。

minute n. very short time; moment. 瞬间，一会儿。

sound v. give a specific impression when heard. 听起来。

explain v. make sth. plain or clear. 解释。

show v. cause sb. / sth. to be seen. 给某人看。

tomb n. hole dug in the ground, etc. for a dead body, esp. one with a stone monument over it. 坟墓。

empty adj. having nothing inside. 空的。

hold out stretch out. 伸出，端出。

in time not late. 及时。

lid n. hinged or removable cover for a box, pot, etc. 盖子。

pull back retreat or cause sth. retreat. 把……向后拉。

now and then at regular intervals. 时而，偶尔。

smelly adj. having a bad smell. 有臭味儿的。

silence n. not speaking, answering sth. spoken or written, making comment. 沉默。

sweetly adv. in an attractive manner. 温柔地。

bring back return back. 把……带回来。

drive v. force (sth.) to go in a specified direction or into a specified position. 敲，戳。

still adj. (almost) without movement or sound. 死寂的。

restful adj. give a feeling of rest. 宁静的。


4．露西之死

[image: alt]

露西得了一种怪病，当我从阿瑟那里得知这个可怕的消息时，立刻去了她那儿。可以看出，她病得很重。她整天躺在床上，一动不动。她的脸像鬼一样惨白，而且很瘦弱。夜晚来临时，她害怕去睡觉，早晨，她的脖子上就会出现两个奇怪的小伤口。

我不知道露西到底怎么了。她一直在失血。但血是怎么失掉的呢？是通过她脖子上的那两个小伤口吗？

我决定派人去请我以前的老师，在荷兰的范赫尔辛教授。也许他能帮上忙。

他立刻就赶来了，当他看了露西的病情后，说：“我们必须马上给她输血。”

“她可以用我的血！”阿瑟大声说，“全部的血——直到最后一滴！”

范赫尔辛做得很对。有了阿瑟的血，露西马上开始好转了。但离开之前，范赫尔辛又做了一件事。他拿了一些味道很重的花，编成花环戴在露西的脖子上。“亲爱的，”他说，“这是大蒜花。今晚不要把它们从脖子上摘下来，也不要开窗户。”

范赫尔辛必须回荷兰几天，离开之前，他告诉我们：“你们必须每天晚上看着露西，确保她一直戴着大蒜花环。”

露西的母亲也病了——她心脏不好——阿瑟也不得不回家，因他父亲病危。所以有一周时间，晚上一直由我看护着露西，有时我坐在她床边，就会听到窗户那儿有奇怪的声响。我想也许是树，或者可能是风吧。

我白天在医院上班，一星期后，我已经很疲惫了，所以有一天晚上我没有去露西家，我需要睡一觉，而且我知道露西的母亲和仆人们都在那儿。而且范赫尔辛每天都会让人送来新的大蒜花，让露西在晚上戴着。

第二天早晨，我在医院收到了范赫尔辛的一张便条。“今晚要小心看护露西，”他写道，“明天我会到你那儿去的。”但现在已经是今天了！这张便条来得太晚了！

我没等吃早饭就立刻赶往露西家。我敲了敲门，但没人应。正在这时范赫尔辛也赶到了。

“出什么事了？”他大声说，“你没有收到我的便条吗？快点儿！也许我们已经太迟了！”

我们又敲门，但仍没有应答。我们就绕到屋子后面，范赫尔辛打破厨房的窗户，我们才爬了进去。

厨房里很暗，但我们可以看到地上四个仆人的躯体。他们没有死，只是睡着了。“有人在他们的饮料里放了东西。”范赫尔辛说，“快点儿！我们必须找到露西。希望还不是太晚！”

我们向楼上露西的房间跑去，在门外停了下来。我们脸色发白，双手发抖，轻轻地打开房门，走了进去。

我该怎么来描述眼前的情景？两个女人——露西和她妈妈——躺在床上。两人都面白如纸，而且母亲的脸上还有一种极度恐惧的表情。她的手里攥着从露西脖子上拿下来的花环，地上散落着窗户玻璃的碎片。

范赫尔辛俯身看了一下这两个女人。“可怜的妈妈已经死了，”他说，“但对于露西来说还不算太晚！去把那些仆人们叫醒！”

我跑下楼把他们唤醒。“把她放到有热水的浴盆里。”范赫尔辛说。

过了一会儿，露西开始有了一点生气，仆人们把她放在温暖的床上。她时醒时睡，但并不挣扎着求生。她什么也不能吃，非常虚弱。我们让人去找阿瑟，他来的时候非常伤心。他父亲已经去世了，他能看出露西病得非常非常严重。我们中总有一个人时刻和露西待在一起，晚上阿瑟和范赫尔辛睡在客厅，我看护着露西。

6点钟，范赫尔辛回到我这儿时，阿瑟仍在楼下睡觉。范赫尔辛走过去看了看露西。“她脖子上的伤口没有了，”他说，“她快要死了。把阿瑟叫来。”

我和阿瑟回来时，露西睁开了她迷人的眼睛。“哦，阿瑟，”她轻声说，“吻我，亲爱的。”

阿瑟把头靠近她，但范赫尔辛一把将他拉了回来。“别过去！”他大声说。有那么一瞬间，露西的脸变得又凶狠又愤怒。她张开了嘴，牙齿又长又尖。然后她闭上眼睛睡着了。很快她又醒了，拉住范赫尔辛的手，轻声说：“你是我真正的朋友。”然后露西就静静地死去了。

“她走了。”范赫尔辛说道，阿瑟用手抱住头痛哭起来。

过了一会儿，我回到露西的房间，和范赫尔辛一起看着她美丽的脸。

“可怜的姑娘，”我说，“一切都结束了。”

“不，”他回答说，“这仅仅是个开始。”




几天后报纸上报道了一些奇怪的事：一些小孩子夜里出去直到第二天早晨才回家。他们回到家时，总谈到一个“美丽的小姐”。他们的脖子上都有斑斑的血迹和两个小伤口。

范赫尔辛读了这些故事后，把报纸带到了我这儿。“你对此怎么想？”他问道。

“我不知道，”我说，“这两个小伤口听起来很像可怜的露西的伤口，但怎么可能呢？”

然后范赫尔辛做了解释。起初我不相信，我们谈了很久。最后我说：“你是说可怜的露西被一个吸血鬼害死了，而现在这个吸血鬼又从这些孩子身上吸血？”

“不，”范赫尔辛回答说，“你没弄明白。从这些孩子身上吸血的这个吸血鬼正是……露西本人。”

我很生气。“不可能！”我叫道。

“那么跟我来，”他说，“我要让你看看。”

于是那天晚上他把我带到了露西的墓地。他有钥匙，我们进到了里面。我非常害怕。四周一片黑暗，露西棺材上的花都已枯死，墓室显得非常恐怖。范赫尔辛慢慢地打开棺材，然后他转向我说：“看。”

我走近一看，棺材是空的。

对于我来说，这真是一件可怕的怪事，但范赫尔辛只是摇了摇头，“现在我们必须在外面等着。”他说。

我们在那里等了一夜。我又冷又怕，既恨自己，又怨范赫尔辛。突然，有一团白色的东西进了墓地附近的树林。我们走近一些，发现地上躺着一个小孩儿，就躺在墓穴旁边。范赫尔辛把孩子抱起来递给我，我看了一下孩子的脖子。“孩子的脖子上没有伤口。”我说。

“不，”范赫尔辛回答道，“我们来的正是时候。”

第二天我和范赫尔辛又来到了墓地，掀开棺材的盖子。这次露西的尸体躺在里面。她是一个多星期前死的——但她看起来根本不像死人。她的嘴红红的，脸前所未有地漂亮。然后范赫尔辛扒开她的嘴，让我看她那又长又尖的牙齿。

“这下你相信我了吗？”他说，“露西现在就是一个吸血鬼，她很快就会用这些牙齿害死其中一个可怜的小孩子。我们必须在她杀人之前制止她。”他停下来想了想，“但我们得让人去找阿瑟。他也必须看到——并且相信这件事。”

阿瑟很不高兴，也很愤怒。他不相信露西现在会是一个吸血鬼，但最后他还是答应和我们一块儿去墓地。

我们刚好在午夜之前到达了教堂墓地。夜色漆黑，但是云层间偶尔透出些月光。范赫尔辛打开墓室的门，我们走了进去。

“嘿，杰克，”他对我说，“昨天下午你和我一起来时，露西小姐的尸体在棺材里吗？”

“是的。”我回答说。

范赫尔辛慢慢地打开棺材。阿瑟走近时，脸变得煞白。我们都朝里望去。棺材是空的！

一时间，我们都默默无言。过了一会儿，范赫尔辛说：“我们必须去外面等着。”

离开这座阴暗难闻的墓室重新回到外面，感觉好多了。我们静静地站在那儿等着。就在那时，我们看到树林里有一个白影正向我们走来。它越走越近，脸色惨白，嘴唇血红，而鲜血又不时地从嘴里滴下来。突然它看见我们，停了下来，恼怒地盯着我们，神色可怕。阿瑟低声叫道：“是露西！”

她笑了。“哦，阿瑟，到我这儿来。亲爱的，离开那些人，到我这儿来。”她温柔地说。

阿瑟把捂着脸的手放了下来，他张开双臂，向她走去。她也慢慢地向他靠近，这时范赫尔辛跑到他们中间，拿出他的小金十字架。露西站住了，退回去想避开它。然后她带着一脸的愤怒，穿过门走进墓室。门是关着的，而她却穿了过去！

“现在，阿瑟，我的朋友，”范赫尔辛说，“你相信了吧？”

阿瑟抱着头哭道：“我相信了！哦，我相信了！”

第二天，阿瑟、范赫尔辛和我回到墓室。范赫尔辛拿着一个口袋，我们走进墓室，他又打开了露西的棺材。尸体躺在那儿，美得吓人。阿瑟脸色苍白，浑身发抖。“这真的是露西吗？”他问道。

“是的，但也不是。不过等一会儿你就会看到真正的露西了。”范赫尔辛回答道。

他从袋子里掏出一根长长的木条和一把锤子。我和阿瑟静静地站在那儿，看着他。范赫尔辛对阿瑟说：“你曾经爱过露西。你必须把她给我们带回来。你必须左手拿着这块木头，右手拿着锤子，然后把木头钉进露西的心脏。这对你来说很不容易，但很快就会做完的。你能为她做这件事吗？

“我能。”阿瑟坚定地回答。

他脸色苍白，但还是把木头放在露西的心脏上，用锤子猛地砸了下去。

尸体翻滚着，张着血红的嘴，发出凄厉的惨叫，但阿瑟没有停下来。他越来越猛烈地用铁锤敲击着木头，直到最后，尸体不动了，静静地躺在那里。

铁锤从阿瑟的手中滑落下来。他站在那儿，脸色苍白，浑身发抖。范赫尔辛走到他身边。“现在你可以吻她了，”他说，“看！吸血鬼死了，真正的露西回来了。”

确实如此。露西苍白而僵硬的脸，现在显得宁静而安祥。阿瑟在她的嘴上轻轻吻了一下，范赫尔辛重新盖上了棺材，这次是永远地盖上了。

“我的朋友们，”范赫尔辛说，“现在我们只是刚刚开始。我们必须找到害死露西小姐的那个吸血鬼。这既艰难又危险。你们愿意帮助我吗？”

“是的，”我们说，“我们愿意。”
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JONATHAN HARKER'S DIARY
乔纳森·哈克的日记

5
Mina in danger

Some days after Mina got the Letter from Arthur, with the news of Lucy's death, she had another letter. This was from Professor Van Helsing, a friend of Arthur's. In it he wrote, 'I know, from your letters to Lucy, that you were her dearest friend. I would very much like to meet you, to talk about the time when you were with Lucy at Whitby.'

So the Professor came to see us at our house, and we learnt the full story of poor Lucy's terrible death. Then Mina gave Van Helsing my diary to read, and he learnt about my time at Castle Dracula. He was very excited.

'Ah!' he cried. 'Now I begin to understand so many things! This Count Dracula—he was the vampire that killed poor Miss Lucy. Will you help us to find him?'

Of course, Mina and I agreed to help. When I saw Count Dracula in London, I was very afraid, but now I felt stronger because I had work to do.

We began at once. Mina went to stay with Jack Seward at his house, to tell him and Arthur all about the Count, and I went to Whitby. I wanted to find out about the coffins that were in the ship on the night of the storm—the ship that brought Count Dracula to England. After many questions, I learnt that the coffins were now in the Count's house in London.

I hurried back to London and to Jack Seward's house. When I told Van Helsing this news, he called us all together, and said, 'Now the danger begins. I have learnt much about vampires from old books, and I know that they can come out only at night. During the day they are like dead bodies and must have a place to hide. I think that Count Dracula uses his coffins for his daytime hiding places. If we can find him in a coffin. we can kill him. But let's go to his house tonight. We'll put holy bread in the coffins, and then the Count cannot get back into them. He'll then have no place to hide during the day, and he will be weaker, and easier to fight when we find him.'

So that night Van Helsing, Jack, Arthur, and I went out together to the Count's house. Mina, of course, did not come with us. I was afraid to leave her alone, but she said that there was more danger for us than for her.

Jack had some old keys with him, and with one of these we got into the house. It was old and dirty, and the smell of blood was everywhere. We walked through the cold, empty rooms and at last we found the coffins.

From his bag Van Helsing took some holy bread. 'We must put a piece of this in each coffin,' he said.

We worked hard. It took a long time to break open each coffin and put holy bread inside. We were just opening the last coffin when Van Helsing gave a cry. 'We are too late! The Count is coming!'

We looked up from our work and saw Count Dracula. He came through the dark room like a black cloud. His angry face was white and his eyes burned like red fires. Van Helsing held out his gold cross, and the Count stopped. Afraid for our lives, we ran from the house.

'Quick!' cried Van Helsing. 'We must get back! Now he has seen us, Mina may be in danger!'

My heart nearly stopped when I heard this. 'Oh, Mina!' I cried silently. 'I cannot lose Mina!'

But when we got back to Jack's house, everything was quiet. I ran upstairs. The bedroom door was locked. I called out to my friends. 'Help me! Oh, help me!'

Together we broke down the door—and then my blood ran cold. A tall dark man was standing in the moonlight, by the window. In his arms he held my wife, my Mina! Her white nightdress had blood on it, and her face lay against Count Dracula. Blood dropped from his mouth, and he was holding Mina to him while she drank his blood!

I ran to her and tried to pull him away from her. Van Helsing ran at the Count and held up his gold cross.

When he saw the cross, Count Dracula moved back and dropped Mina's body. She gave a terrible cry and fell across the bed. A cloud moved across the moon, and when the moon came from behind it, Count Dracula was not there.

'Oh, Mina, my love!' I cried. I took her in my arms. 'What has happened? Tell us!' I was wild with fear.

Mina shivered. 'Don't leave me!' she cried. 'Oh, please don't leave me!' Her face was pale, and we could see two little wounds on her neck. She put her head in her hands and gave a long, terrible scream. 'Stay with me!' she cried.

And I held her in my arms until the first light of day showed in the east.



understand v. perceive the explanation for or cause of. 了解。

find out learn by study or inquiry. （经研究或询问）获知。

hiding-place n. place where sb./ sth. is or can be hidden. 藏身处。

holy adj. regarded as sacred. 神圣的。

it takes sb. some time to do sth. 花某人一段时间干某事。

call out summon sb., esp. to an emergency. 召唤。

break down make sth. collapse by striking it hard. 猛击某物使之毁坏。

nightdress n. long loose garment worn by a woman or child in bed. 睡袍。


5．明娜身处险境

明娜收到阿瑟的信，得知露西去世的消息几天后，她又收到一封信。这是阿瑟的一个朋友，范赫尔辛教授写来的。他在信中写道：“我从你给露西的信中得知，你是她最亲密的朋友。我非常想见见你，谈一谈你和露西在惠特比时的情况。”

后来，教授到家中来看我们，我们也由此知道了可怜的露西去世的全部可怕的经过。明娜给范赫尔辛看了我的日记，他知道了我在德拉库拉城堡的经历。他很激动。

“啊！”他大声说道，“现在我开始弄明白很多事了！这个德拉库拉伯爵——他就是害死可怜的露西小姐的那个吸血鬼。你们愿意帮我们找到他吗？”

我和明娜当然同意帮忙。在伦敦见到德拉库拉伯爵时，我很害怕，但现在因为有正经事要做，我感觉坚强多了。

我们马上开始行动。明娜去住在杰克·苏厄德的家，告诉他和阿瑟关于伯爵的一切情况，而我去了惠特比。我想了解在暴风雨的那天晚上，船上那些棺材的去向——就是那艘把伯爵带到英国的船。经多方打听，我得知那些棺材就在伯爵在伦敦的家里。

我匆匆赶回伦敦，又去，杰克·苏厄德的家。当我把这个消息告诉范赫尔辛时，他把我们召集到一起说：“现在危险降临了。我从古书上了解到吸血鬼的不少情况，我知道他们只能在晚上出来，白天他们就像死尸一样，而且必须找个地方躲起来。我想德拉库拉伯爵就是把那些棺材当作了他白天的藏身之地。如果我们能在棺材里找到他，就可以杀死他。但今晚咱们到他的住所去一趟，在那些棺材里放上圣餐饼，这样伯爵就不能再回到那里面去了。他白天就没有了藏身之处，会变得越来越虚弱，那么我们在找到他时，打败他也会容易些。”

那天晚上，我、范赫尔辛、杰克·苏厄德和阿瑟一起去了伯爵的住宅。当然明娜没和我们一起去。把她独自留在那儿我很害怕，但她说我们要比她危险得多。

杰克·苏厄德带了几把旧钥匙，我们用其中一把打开门，进入那房子。那里又旧又脏，而且到处弥漫着血腥味儿。我们穿过很多阴森森的空屋子，终于找到了那些棺材。

范赫尔辛从他的袋子掏出一些圣餐饼。“我们必须在每具棺材里放一块。”他说。

我们的工作很费力。要用很长时间才能打开一副棺材，把圣餐饼放进去。当我们正要打开最后一个棺材时，范赫尔辛叫了一声：“我们太迟了！伯爵回来了！”

我们停下工作，抬起头来，看见了德拉库拉伯爵。他像一片乌云一样穿过黑暗的房间。他一脸怒容，面色惨白，眼睛像两团燃烧着的红色火焰。范赫尔辛举起了他的金十字架，伯爵停住了。我们害怕有生命危险，就迅速离开了那座房子。

“快点！”范赫尔辛喊道，“我们必须回去！现在他已经看见我们了，明娜可能有危险！”

听到这话，我的心脏几乎停止了跳动。“哦，明娜！”我心里喊着，“我不能失去明娜！”

但当我们回到杰克的家时，四处一片寂静。我跑上楼梯，卧室的门锁上了。我对着朋友们大喊：“帮帮我！哦，帮我一把！”

我们一起把门撞倒——然后我的血一下子变冷了。一个高大的黑衣男人站在窗前的月光下。他怀里抱着我的妻子，我的明娜！她白色的睡衣上有血迹，她的脸靠着德拉库拉伯爵。血从他的嘴里滴下来，他正把明娜拉向他，而她在喝他的血！

我奔向她，试图把他从她身边拖开。范赫尔辛跑到伯爵面前，举起了他的金十字架。

看到十字架时，德拉库拉伯爵丢下了明娜，向后退去。她发出了一声令人恐惧的尖叫，横倒在床上。一片乌云遮住了月光，当月亮从云中钻出来时，德拉库拉伯爵已经不见了。

“哦，明娜，我亲爱的！”我叫着，把她抱在怀里，“怎么了？告诉我们！”我害怕得要发疯了。

明娜颤栗着。“不要离开我！”她哭喊着，“哦，请不要离开我！”她脸色苍白，我们可以看见她脖子上有两个小伤口。她双手抱头，发出一声长长的恐怖的尖叫。“不要离开我！”她大叫着。

我一直把她抱在怀里，直到东方出现第一缕曙光。




6
Dracula must die

The next day Van Helsing, Jack Seward, Arthur, and I made our plans. Mina was there too. She was very pale, but she wanted to help us. We knew that we had to kill Dracula before Mina died.

'If we don't,' Van Helsing said, 'Mina will die and will be a vampire for ever. I have been back to the Count's house this morning, and the last coffin has gone. We must find it. Count Dracula will be in it during the day. If we can find him before dark, we can kill him.'

'But where is it now?' I asked wildly.

Of course, we did not know the answer. But then Mina spoke. 'I feel that I am half a vampire already, and sometimes strange thoughts come into my head. I think that these thoughts are Count Dracula's. Just now, when you were speaking, I thought that I could hear the sound of a ship moving through water.'

'Of course!' cried Van Helsing. 'Dracula has decided to leave England! He knows now that we are his enemies and that it is dangerous for him here. So he is going back to Transylvania—by ship! We must find out which ships left for the Black Sea last night.'

At the London shipping office we learnt that one ship sailed for Varna in the Black Sea the night before. We also learnt of a passenger who arrived at the last minute—a tall thin man in black. He had a pale face, burning eyes, and a very red mouth. And he had with him a long box!

'So,' said Van Helsing. 'The ship will take about three weeks to sail to Varna, but we will take the train across Europe and get there much faster. We leave tomorrow!'

We left London on a cold October day and four days later we were in Varna. We made our plans, and waited for the ship to arrive. Every day Mina told us that she could still hear the sound of water. But three weeks went by, and the ship did not arrive. Then, at last, we had news—the ship was not coming to Varna, and was already at Galatz!

We took the first train to Galatz, but we were too late. The box was no longer on the ship. 'Someone came and took it this morning,' one of the sailors told us.

We hurried back to our hotel to tell my dear Mina the news, but we saw that she knew it already, and her face was white with fear. 'He has gone,' she said quietly, 'and he is taking me with him. Oh my dear friends! Before I change into a vampire, you must kill me! Then you must do what you did to poor Lucy, to give me rest. Tell me that you will do this for me!'

I held her hands, but I could not speak. If that day ever comes, I don't know how I shall live through it.

Later, while Mina slept, we tried to make new plans.

'She is right,' said Van Helsing unhappily. 'Our poor Mina is in great danger. She is already beginning to change—her teeth are getting longer and sharper, and when the Count reads her thoughts, her eyes are hard and cold. We must find him and kill him—before it is too late!'

I can remember little of the next few days. I was wild with fear and anger. We learnt that the Count's coffin was travelling by boat up the river, and Jack Seward, Arthur, and I began to follow in another boat. Van Helsing took my Mina with him in a carriage, and they began to drive across the mountains to Castle Dracula. When I said goodbye to her, my heart was breaking. Perhaps I shall never see her again.

We followed the Count's boat for five days, but we could not catch it. Then we learnt from some villagers that he was now travelling by road, so we bought horses and rode like the wind through the night.

By late afternoon on the next day, we were getting near to Castle Dracula. 'We must ride faster!' I cried to the others. The sun was beginning to go down and then, suddenly, we saw on the road in front of us some men with a cart. And on the back of the cart was the coffin.

I had only one thought in my head—to kill the vampire, to finish him for ever. Arthur and Jack were right behind me when I got to the cart. I jumped from my horse onto the cart, and while Jack and Arthur fought the driver and the other men, I pushed the coffin to the ground. It fell and broke open. Count Dracula lay there, and the last light from the sun fell on his terrible face. His eyes burned red and they looked at me in hate. In a few seconds, when the sun went down, he would be free to move. I jumped down to the ground, held my knife high over his heart, and brought it down as hard as I could. It went straight through the vampire's heart. Count Dracula gave a horrible scream, and then lay quiet. In the same second the sun went down, and when we looked into the coffin again, it was empty...

Above us on the hill was Castle Dracula, and soon we saw Van Helsing. He hurried down the hill to us, and my dear Mina was with him. I ran to her and took her in my arms. Her lovely face was bright and happy again. 'It's all right, my love,' she said softly. 'We found the tombs of the three vampire women. They cannot hurt us now, and Dracula is dead at last! We can begin to live again.'



dangerous adj. likely to cause danger or be a danger. 有危险的。

shipping office 海运事务所。

learn of become aware of through information or observation. 得知。

passenger n. person traveling in a car, bus, train, plane, ship, etc., other than the driver, the pilot or a member of the crew. 乘客。

go by pass. （指时间）过去。

sailor n. member of a ship's crew, esp. one below the rank of officer. 水手，海员。

live through experience sth. and survive. 经历某事而幸存。

follow v. (cause sth. to) come, go or take place after (sb./ sth. else) (in space, time or order). 跟着。

go down (of the sun and moon) disappear beneath the horizon; set. （指日、月）落下。

ride v. sit on a horse. etc. and be carried along. 骑马。

second n. short time, moment. 片刻，一会儿。

straight adv. by a direct route. 径直。




6．德拉库拉必须死

第二天，我和范赫尔辛、杰克·苏厄德、阿瑟一起制定了计划。明娜也在。她非常苍白，但也想帮助我们。我们知道必须在明娜死去之前除掉德拉库拉。

“如果我们不杀掉他，”范赫尔辛说，“明娜就会死，而且将永远成为一个吸血鬼。我今天早晨又去了伯爵的家，最后一副棺材不见了。我们必须找到它。白天德拉库拉伯爵一定会待在里面。如果能在天黑之前找到他，我们就能杀死他。”

“但现在它在哪呢？”我近乎疯狂地问道。

我们当然不知道答案。但这时明娜说话了。“我感觉自己已经是半个吸血鬼了，有时一些奇怪的想法会侵入我的脑子。我想这些想法是来自德拉库拉伯爵的。刚才，你们说话时，我好像听到了船在水里行进的声音。”

“当然了，”范赫尔辛叫道，“德拉库拉已决定离开英国！他知道我们现在都与他为敌，他在这儿很不安全。所以他现在正返回特兰西瓦尼亚——肯定是乘船！我们必须弄清楚昨天晚上是哪一艘船离开此地开往黑海的。”

在伦敦海运事物所，我们得知前一天晚上有一艘船开往黑海的瓦尔纳。我们还听说有一位乘客在最后一刻才到——一个身穿黑色衣服，又高又瘦的男人。他脸色惨白，两眼通红，长着一张血红的嘴。他还带着一个很长的箱子！

“那么，”范赫尔辛说道，“这只船要用大约三个星期才能到瓦尔纳，但我们可以乘火车横跨欧洲大陆更快地到达那里。我们明天出发！”

在十月一个寒冷的日子，我们离开了伦敦，四天后到达了瓦尔纳。我们作了周密的安排，只等轮船到达。每天明娜都会告诉我们，她依然可以听到流水的声音。但三个星期过去了，船还是没到。最后，消息传来——船已到达加拉茨，不来瓦尔纳了！

我们坐第一班火车去了加拉茨，但还是太晚了。箱子已不在船上。“今天早晨有人来把它取走了。”一个水手告诉我们。

我们又匆忙赶回旅馆，把这个消息告诉了我亲爱的明娜，但显然她已经知道了。她的脸吓得发白。“他走了，”她平静地说，“也把我带走了。哦，我亲爱的朋友们！在我变成一个吸血鬼之前，你们一定要杀了我！你们一定要像对待可怜的露西那样来处置我，让我安息。答应我你们会为我那样做的！”

我握着她的手，一句话也说不出来。如果那一天真的来了，我不知道自己该怎样熬过去。

后来，明娜睡着了，我们又做了新的打算。

“她说对了，”范赫尔辛忧郁地说，“我们可怜的明娜情况十分危急。她已经开始变了——她的牙齿越来越长，越来越尖，当伯爵侵入她的思想时，她的眼神就变得僵直而冷酷。我们必须找到并杀掉他——趁一切还不算太晚！”

以后几天的事情我几乎什么都记不得了。我既害怕又愤怒，几乎要发疯了。当得知伯爵的棺材已用船运往河的上游后，我和杰克·苏厄德还有阿瑟开始乘另一艘船追去。范赫尔辛则带着我的明娜乘坐马车，要翻过山去德拉库拉城堡。和她告别时，我的心都碎了。也许我永远也不会再见到她了。

我们跟着伯爵的船走了五天，但还是没有赶上。后来一些村民告诉我们，他们现在走陆路，于是我们就买了马，像风一样在黑夜里狂奔。

第二天黄昏时，我们已接近德托库拉城堡了。“我们必须加快速度！”我对他们两人喊到。太阳已开始西沉，突然我看见前面路上有一些人赶着马车，而马车后面装的就是那副棺材。

我的脑子里只有一个念头——杀掉那个吸血鬼，让他永远消失。我追上马车时，杰克和阿瑟紧随着我。我从马上跳到了马车上，杰克和阿瑟则和车夫及其他人搏斗，我把棺材推到地上。棺材落下来，裂开了。德托库拉伯爵就躺在那儿，太阳的最后一束光线照在他可怕的脸上。他的眼睛里燃烧着仇恨的火焰，直直地盯着我。再过几秒钟，当太阳落山时，他就可以自由活动了。我跳到地上，高高地举起了手中的匕首，用尽全力刺向他的心脏。匕首直穿入那吸血鬼的心脏。德拉库拉伯爵发出一声凄厉的惨叫，然后就一动不动了。就在同时，太阳落了下去，我们再朝棺材里看时，里面已经空了……

山上就是德拉库拉城堡，我们很快就见到了范赫尔辛。他正匆匆地下山来找我们，我的明娜也和他在一起。我跑过去把她抱在了怀里。她可爱的脸上又充满了快乐和幸福。“好了，我亲爱的，”她轻轻地说，“我们找到了那三个女吸血鬼的墓地，她们现在已无法伤害我们了，德拉库拉也终于被除掉了！我们又可以开始新的生活了。”
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ACTIVITIES
Before Reading

1. Read the story introduction of the book. How much do you know now about this story? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) Count Dracula is a vampire.

YES □／NO □

2) He lives in a castle in England.

YES □／NO □

3) Jonathan Harker is going to marry Mina.

YES □／NO □

4) He is enjoying his stay in Castle Dracula.

YES □／NO □

5) He meets three beautiful women there.

YES □／NO □

6) Mina is also staying in Transylvania.

YES □／NO □

7) She gets lots of letters from Jonathan.

YES □／NO □

8) She is afraid that Dracula will hurt her.

YES □／NO □

2. Can you guess what happens in this story? Use this table to make some sentences about your guesses.
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ACTIVITIES
While Reading

1. Read Chapters 1 and 2, (Jonathan Harker's Diary), and then answer these questions.

Why

1) ...didn't Jonathan want to go to Transylvania?

2) ...was Count Dracula pleased that his new house in England had a little church?

3) ...was Jonathan afraid when he looked in the mirror?

4) ...did the three women want to kiss Jonathan?

5) ...couldn't Jonathan leave the castle?

6) ...didn't Jonathan kill the Count in his coffin?

7) ....did Jonathan decide to escape?

2. Read Chapter 3 (Mina's Story). What did Mina see, hear, or do? Complete these sentences with words from the chapter.

1) At Whitby she heard about ____ which jumped off the strange ship from Varna.

2) She saw ____ behind Lucy in the churchyard.

3) Then she saw ____ on Lucy's neck.

4) She went ____ because Jonathan was ill there.

5) In Jonathan's diary she read about his____.

6) She saw ____ in the streets of London.

7) In a letter from Arthur she heard that____.

3. Before you read Chapter 4, can you guess the answers to these questions?

1) Will Arthur Holmwood find out why Lucy died?

2) What will happen to Lucy after her death?

4. Read Chapter 4, (Jack Seward's Story), and then answer these questions.

1) Who was Jack Seward?

2) What did Jack see on Lucy's neck?

3) Who was Professor Van Helsing?

4) What did Van Helsing say they must do?

5) Why weren't Arthur, Van Helsing, or Jack with Lucy on the night that Dracula came?

6) Why did Lucy ask Arthur to kiss her?

7) What happened to Lucy after her death?

8) What did Arthur have to do to Lucy?

9) What did the three men decide to do after that?

5. Before you read Chapters 5 and 6, can you guess what happens? Choose Y (yes) or N (no) for each sentence.

1) Van Helsing asks Jonathan and Mina to help.　Y/N

2) The friends find Dracula in England and kill him.　Y/N

3) Dracula catches one of the friends and drinks their blood.　Y/N

4) One of them begins to change into a vampire.　Y/N

5) One of them dies and becomes a vampire.　Y/N

6) Dracula escapes and the friends never find him.　Y/N

7) Dracula kills two of the friends.　Y/N

8) In the end one of the friends kills Dracula.　Y/N

6. Read Chapters 5 and 6, (Jonathan Harker's Diary), and then join these halves of sentences.

1) Dracula's London house was full of coffins...

2) On the night when the four men went out to put holy bread in Dracula's coffins,...

3) Mina knew that Dracula was on a ship...

4) The friends went by train to Varna,...

5) Mina wanted her friends to kill her...

6) Jonathan, Arthur, and Jack caught Dracula's cart in the mountains,...

7) Jonathan pushed the coffin to the ground...

8) When they looked into the coffin again,...

9) before she changed into a vampire.

10) because she could hear his thoughts in her head.

11) it was empty.

12) Dracula found Mina alone in Jack Seward's house.

13) just before the sun went down.

14) but there they learnt that Dracula's ship was at Galatz.

15) and drove his knife deep into Dracula's heart.

16) because he used them as daytime hiding-places.


ACTIVITIES
After Reading

1. What is a vampire? Complete the passage with these words from the story. (Use each word once.)

become, bites, blood, bread, coffin, cross, day, dead, garlic, hammer, heart, ill, mirror, night, sharp, wood, wounds




A vampire is the body of a ____ person that drinks the ____ of living people. If you look at a vampire in a _____, you see nothing. During the ____ it lies quietly in its ____, but at ____ it comes out and tries to catch people. It has long ____ teeth, and it ____ into people's necks and leaves two small ____ there. After a time the person will get ____ and die, and then ____ a vampire too.

You can frighten a vampire away if you wear a circle of ____ flowers around your neck. Or you can hold a holy ____, or put holy ____ in its coffin. The best way to kill a vampire is to take a ____ and drive a long piece of ____ through the vampire's ____.

2. Now write a short description of Count Dracula. Use these notes to help you.

· tall, thin / clothes / hair / face / mouth / teeth

· good English / address Castle Dracula / very dangerous

3. Here are some sentences from eight different letters in the story. Who wrote them, and to whom? Choose the right people from the list below. Then put the letters in the order in which they were written.

Jonathan to Mr Hawkin / Arthur to Mina

Budapest Hospital to Mina / Arthur to Dr Jack Seward

Jack to Professor Van Helsing / Jonathan to Mina

Jack and Van Helsing to Arthur / Van Helsing to Jack

1) ... and we are sorry to tell you that she is very weak. It won't be long now. Come as soon as you can.

2) ... The Count has asked me to stay here for another month. I hope that you will not need me in the office.

3) We have a young Englishman here, who has given us your name. He is still very ill and would like to see you, if you can make the journey from England...

4) ... Don't forget—you must watch her all night! Don't leave her for a minute, or she'll be in great danger.

5) ... You helped me so much when I was your student. Now I need your help for a dear friend. Can you come?

6) ... I have some very sad news. You have lost a dear friend, and I have lost the girl I loved. It happened like this...

7) ... You're my oldest friend, and also a doctor, so perhaps you can help her and find out why she is so ill.

8) My work in Transylvania is finished and I am coming home. I'm at Bistritz already, and will see you soon...

4. Here is a new illustration for the story. Find the best place in the story to put the picture, and answer these questions.

The picture goes in Chapter ____.

1) Who are the four characters in the picture?

2) What has just happened?

3) What happens next?

Now write a caption for the illustration.

[image: alt]

Caption: ______________________

5. Van Helsing has to tell Arthur that Lucy is a vampire. Put their conversation in the right order and write in the speakers' names. Van Helsing speaks first (number 9).

1) ____ 'This is worse. Lucy was killed by a vampire, and she has now become a vampire herself.'

2) ____ 'Because Jack and I have seen her empty coffin. Come with us tonight, and we can show you.'

3) ____ 'How horrible! But it can't be Lucy! It can't be!'

4) ____ 'What could be worse than my Lucy's death?'

5) ____ 'I'm afraid it is possible. There is a vampire—a beautiful lady—who is catching small children at night. She bites their necks and drinks their blood.'

6) ____ 'It is her, Arthur. She leaves her tomb at night.'

7) ____ 'I can't believe this. I don't want to believe it. But I'll come with you and see for myself.'

8) ____ 'What! Lucy—a vampire? That's not possible!'

9) ____ 'Arthur, I have something terrible to tell you.'

10) ____ 'How do you know she leaves her tomb?'

6. What do you think about vampires? Do you agree (A) or disagree (D) with these ideas? Explain why.

1) Stories about vampires are fun to read.

2) Nobody believes in vampires today.

3) It is more frightening to see a film about Dracula than to read a book about him.
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简　介

它是个“赛米德”（即沙精）。有一天孩子们在砾石坑中挖沙时发现了它。它已经几千岁了。当然了，沙精们可以帮人们实现他们的愿望——愿望每天只能实现一个，而且当太阳落山时一切也就结束了。安西娅、西里尔、罗伯特和简觉得这棒极了。他们的小弟弟还太小，不会许愿，而且大部分时间都待在家里；可其他几个盘算着要些激动人心的东西。

可那又是什么呢？变得漂亮，富有，还是能像鸟儿一样飞翔？有时候想出真正的好愿望很困难，可是脱口说出“但愿……”却是很容易的，那时你就得到了并不真正想要的东西。这时沙精就不肯帮忙了。出了差错时它就生气地说：“为什么你不先想好了再说？”

而事情的确常出差错……




伊迪丝·内斯比特1858年生于伦敦，1924年逝世。她一生从事写作，为儿童写了很多书。其中著名的有《五个孩子和沙精》、《长生鸟与地毯》及《铁路上的孩子》等。
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1
Beautiful Children

The house was about four kilometres from the station, but after only a minute or two the children began to ask, 'Are we nearly there?' And every time they saw a house they said, 'Oh, is this it?' But it never was. Then they came to the top of a hill, and there was a white house with a green garden and lots of fruit trees. 'Here we are!' Mother said.

Everyone hurried to get out of the carriage — Robert, Anthea, Jane, Cyril, and Martha, the nursemaid, with the baby. But Mother did not hurry. The children ran round the house and all through the garden to see what there was. But Mother stood and watched the driver while he carried the boxes into the house.

The children loved the house. They knew immediately that they were going to be happy there. Mother did not like the house very much because it was old and there were no cupboards. But it was deep in the country and after two years in London the children thought that it was wonderful. If you live in London and your family is not rich, you get bored because you cannot go to shops and theatres, and people say, 'Don't do this' and 'Don't go there'. In the country you can go anywhere and do anything.

The white house was on the hill, with a wood behind it and a gravel-pit on one side. It was at the gravel-pit, a week later, that the children found a fairy. Well, that was what it called itself. But it was different from other fairies.

It happened when Mother had to go and stay with Grandmother, who was ill. Martha stayed with the children, of course. But the house was very quiet and empty. The children did not know what to do. Then Cyril said, 'Let's go to the gravel- pit.'

The gravel-pit was very large, with grass and wild flowers round the sides at the top. When they got there, the children decided that they would go down into the pit to play in the sand.

'Let's dig a deep hole — perhaps we can get all the way down to Australia,' said Robert.

The others agreed and they all began to dig hard in the sand. But it was a very hot day. Baby went to sleep and Robert, Cyril, and Jane sat down to rest, but Anthea went on working on the hole.

Suddenly she screamed. 'Cyril! Come here! Quick! There's something alive!' she cried.

They all jumped up and hurried over to see what it was.

'It's got feet,' Anthea said. 'And fur. Don't hurt it. I know this sounds stupid, but it said something.'

'What did it say?' asked Cyril.

'It said, “You leave me alone.”'

The others just laughed, but the two boys began to move away more of the sand. Soon they could see that there really was something moving in the hole.

Suddenly a hard little voice cried, 'Leave me alone!'

They all jumped back and no one spoke for a minute. Then Robert said, 'But we want to see you.'

'Yes, I wish you'd come out,' Anthea said.

'Oh, well, if that's your wish,' the voice said, and the sand began to fly about everywhere. Then something brown and furry and fat fell out into the hole. 'I think I was asleep,' it said.

The children stood and looked at it. It really was very strange. It could move its eyes in and out on stalks, it had big ears and its body was fat and round and furry. Its legs and arms had soft fur all over them too, and it had hands and feet.

'What is it?' asked Jane. 'Shall we take it home?'

The thing turned its long eyes to look at her. 'Does she always say stupid things?' it said.

'She doesn't mean it,' Anthea said. 'Don't be afraid. We won't hurt you.'

The little thing was angry. 'Hurt me!' it cried. 'I'm not afraid of you!'

'Oh, don't be angry,' said Anthea kindly. 'Tell us who you are. We really don't know.'

'You don't know?' it said. 'Don't you know a Psammead when you see one?'

'A Sammyadd? What's that?' Jane said.

'A sand-fairy, of course. Don't you know a sand-fairy when you see one?'

It looked very unhappy, and Jane said, 'Of course! I can see that you're a sand-fairy now.'

And Robert said, 'Well, I didn't know that you were a Psammead, but I can see that you are something very wonderful. Please talk some more to us.'

The Psammead looked a little happier when it heard that, and it said, 'Well, you can talk to me, if you want to. Perhaps I'll answer you and perhaps I won't. Now say something.'

At first the children could not think of anything to say, but then Robert asked, 'How long have you lived here?'

'Oh, thousands of years,' the Psammead answered.

The children waited, but the Psammead was silent.

'Please tell us more,' Robert said.

'Well, all right, then,' the Psammead said. 'There were lots of us then,' it went on. 'People sent their children out to look for Psammeads, and when they found us, we gave them a wish.'

'What happened to all the Psammeads, then?' Robert asked.

'Well, if they get wet, they get ill and they usually die, and that's what happened. Most of them got wet and died. And I'm not going to tell you another thing.'

'Oh, just one more question, please,' said Robert. 'Do you give wishes now?'

'You've had one,' said the Psammead. 'You wished to see me, and here I am.'

'Oh, please. Just one more,' Anthea cried.

'Well, all right, but be quick! I'm tired of you!'

It is very difficult to think of a really good wish, in just a second or two. Then Anthea remembered a wish of hers and Jane's. She knew that the boys wouldn't like it, but it was better than nothing.

'I wish we were all very, very beautiful,' she said.

The Psammead pushed out its long eyes and got bigger and fatter, and the children waited. Then it said, 'I'm sorry. I haven't done this for a long time. I'll try again, but I can only do one wish a day for you. Do you agree to that?'

'Yes, oh yes!' the children cried.

'But remember, the wish is only for a day,' said the Psammead. 'When the sun goes down, everything goes back to what it was.'

The Psammead slowly got bigger, then suddenly went small again. 'That's all right!' it said. At once it turned and went back into the sand at the bottom of the hole.

The children stood there for a second, and then Anthea turned to speak to the others. But they were not there! She was looking at three strangers — a girl with beautiful red hair and big blue eyes, and two very good-looking boys. Suddenly she understood. They had their wish. The strangers were Robert and Cyril and Jane — but now they were beautiful. Cyril's hair was golden now, and Robert's was black.

'I liked you better before!' Robert cried angrily to his brother and sisters. 'Jane's hair looks like carrots, and Cyril looks really stupid with long golden hair.'

They went to find Baby, but he was just the same as he was before.

'Perhaps it's because he's young. He can't have wishes. We'll have to remember that next time,' Anthea said, and she held out her arms to him. But Baby's mouth turned down at the corners and then he began to cry loudly. He did not know them!

It took an hour to stop him crying and then, very tired and cross, they took him home. Martha, Baby's nursemaid, was waiting at the front door. She took Baby from them quickly.

'Where are the others?' she asked. 'And who are you?'

'We're us , of course,' Robert said. 'You don't know us because we're beautiful.'

'And we're very hungry,' said Cyril, 'and we want our lunch, please.'

'Go away!' Martha screamed. 'Or I'll send for the police,' and she closed the door in their faces.

The children were very hungry by then, and they tried three times to get into the house — but Martha would not let them in. After a while they went and sat at the bottom of the garden to wait for the sun to go down. 'The wish will finish then, won't it?' Jane said.

But the others didn't answer because no one was really sure.

It was a terrible afternoon. They had no lunch, no tea, and they were tired, angry and afraid. It's true that they were all very beautiful, but that's not a lot of help when you're unhappy. In the end they fell asleep.

It was nearly dark when they woke up. Anthea was the first to wake up and she looked at the others. They were no longer very beautiful. Everything was all right again. Happily, they all went back to the house. Of course, Martha was angry. 'Where have you been all day?' she cried.

It is not easy to explain a Psammead to an angry nursemaid, so the children didn't try.

'We met some beautiful children and we couldn't get away from them until it was nearly dark,' Anthea said. 'They were terrible, and we never want to see them again.'

And they never have.



kilometre n. 1000 metres. 公里。

carriage n. car with four wheels, pulled by a horse or horses, for carrying people.（尤指一匹或数匹马拉的载人的）四轮马车。

nursemaid n. a woman servant who helps a mother with her baby. 保姆。

immediately adv. at once. 立刻；马上。

cupboard n. a separate piece of furniture used for dishes, clothes, etc. 柜子；碗橱；衣橱。

country n. 乡村（与城市相对）。

get bored get tired. 感到厌烦；厌倦。

fairy n. a person or thing which is not real, but in stories does wonderful, impossible things. 精灵；仙女。

(be) different from unlike; not of the same kind. 与……不一样；与……不同。

gravel-pit n. a big hole in the ground or the side of a hill，where people have taken away gravel (very small stone) and sand. 砾石坑。

scream v. give a loud，cry or cries of fear or pain. （指人、鸟、兽）发出（宛如）恐惧或痛苦的尖叫声。

alive adj. living. 活着的。

fur n. the soft hair on an animal's body.（动物身上的）毛。

leave sb. alone 不动、不碰或不干涉某人或某事物；听其自然。

alone adv. ＆ adj. without others. 独自地（的）。

furry adj. covered with fur. 似毛皮的；覆有毛皮的。

turn v. (cause to) move. （使）转动。

stalk n.（植物的）柄；梗；杆。

mean v.（指词、句等）表示……的意思；含……之意。

Psammead n. 作者创造的词：沙精（此词源于一个希腊词）。

at first at the beginning. 最初；当初。

silent adj. saying little or nothing. 沉默的。

go on continue. 继续（说）。

be tired of have had enough of. 对……感到厌烦；厌倦。

look like seem(to be). 看起来像。

carrot n. plant with yellow or orange-red root. 胡萝卜。

hold out one's arms 伸出手臂。

turn down at the corners draw back the corners of the mouth. 撇嘴。

send for the police ask the police to come. 叫警察来。

in one's face 公开地；当面地。

fall asleep drop asleep; go into the state of sleep. 睡着了。

wake up stop sleeping. 醒；不再睡。

no longer not any more. 不再。

get away to escape, 设法离开；逃脱。

nearly adv. almost. 几乎。


1　漂亮的孩子

他们的新家距车站大约四公里远，而每过一两分钟孩子们就开口问：“我们快到了吗？”而且他们每看到一幢房子都说：“哦，是这个吗？”可总不是。接着他们来到一个山顶，那儿有一幢带有绿色的花园和很多果树的白房子。“我们到了！”母亲说。

大家急忙下车——罗伯特、安西娅、简、西里尔，还有抱着婴孩的保姆马莎。可母亲不慌不忙。孩子们绕着房子跑，都穿过花园看看那里有什么。但是赶车人把箱子搬到房子里去时妈妈站着看着他。

孩子们喜欢这房子。他们马上就明白在那儿他们会很快活的。母亲不太喜欢这房子，因为它很旧，也没有柜子。可是这房子位于真正意义上的乡间；在伦敦住了两年之后，孩子们认为这一点太好了。要是住在伦敦可你的家庭又不富有，你就会觉得厌倦，因为你不能去商店和剧场，人们还会说“不许干这个”、“不许去那儿”的。在乡下你想去哪儿就去哪儿，想干什么就干什么。

这白房子位于小山上，后边有一片树林，在一边还有一个砾石坑。就是在这个砾石坑里孩子们一周之后发现了一个精灵。唔，它是这样称呼自己的，但是它和别的精灵可不一样。

事情发生在母亲去探望祖母的时候，祖母病了。当然马莎留下来和孩子们在一起。可房子里静悄悄的，空荡荡的。孩子们不知道做些什么好。过了一会儿，西里尔说：“咱们去砾石坑吧。”

砾石坑大极了，坑口四周长着青草和野花。孩子们到了那儿时，他们决定到坑里去玩沙子。

[image: alt]

“咱们挖个深深的洞——也许能一直挖到澳大利亚呢。”罗伯特说。

别的孩子同意了，他们就都起劲地挖起沙来。可天气很热。小弟弟睡觉去了，罗伯特、西里尔和简坐下来休息，可安西娅继续挖着洞。

突然她尖叫起来。“西里尔！到这儿来！快！有什么活的东西！”她叫道。

他们都跳起身来，急忙过去看是什么东西。

“它有脚，”安西娅说，“还有毛。别伤着它。我知道这话听起来有些蠢，可它说话了。”

“它说什么？”西里尔问。

“它说：‘别来打搅我。’”

别的孩子只是笑，可那两个男孩开始挖开更多的沙子。很快他们就能看见洞里真有个东西在动。

突然一个刺耳的、细小的声音喊道：“别打搅我！”

他们都向后退了几步，一时谁也没说话。过了一会儿罗伯特说：“可是我们想看看你。”

“是啊，我希望你出来。”安西娅说。

“哦，好吧，如果那是你们的愿望的话，”那个声音说；沙子开始到处乱飞。一会儿一个褐色的、长着毛的、胖乎乎的东西从沙里飞落到洞中。“我想我刚才睡着了。”它说。

孩子们站着看着它。它的确长得很奇怪。它有一双伸缩自如的柄眼、一对大耳朵，身体又胖又圆，还毛绒绒的。它的胳膊和腿上也覆盖着柔毛，而它还长着手和脚。

“是什么呀？”简问道，“要不要把它带回家？”

这东西转动它的柄眼看着她。“她老说蠢话吗？”它说。

“她不是那个意思。”安西娅说，“别怕，我们不会伤害你。”

这小东西生气了。“伤害我？！”它叫着，“我才不怕你们呢！”

“哦，别生气，”安西娅和蔼地说，“告诉我们你是谁。我们真不知道。”

“你们不知道？”它说，“你们看到一个赛米德时难道会不认识？”

“赛米德？那是什么啊？”筒说。

“当然是沙精了。你们见到沙精会不认识？”

它显得很不高兴，简就说：“当然！现在我知道你是个沙精了。”

罗伯特也说：“喔，我原来不知道你是赛米德，可现在我看得出你棒极了。请再跟我们说些话吧。”

听到那个这个赛米德显得稍微高兴些了，它说：“好吧，如果你们愿意，你们可以和我说说话。我也许回答你们的问题，也许不回答。现在说什么吧。”

开头孩子们想不出要说什么，然而不一会儿罗伯特就问：“你在这儿住多久了？”

“哦，几千年了吧。”赛米德回答说。

孩子们等赛米德往下说，但它不说话了。

“请多告诉我们一些情况，”罗伯特说。

“唔，行，那好，”赛米德说。“当初我们有许多人马呢，”它接着说。“人们打发孩子们去找赛米德，找到时我们就给他们实现一个愿望。”

“那后来赛米德都怎么样了？”罗伯特问。

“噢，要是它们弄湿了自己，就会生病，常常会死的，事情就是那样。大部分赛米德弄湿了，死了。我不再告诉你们别的事了。”

“哦，请再回答一个问题，”罗伯特说，“你现在还帮人们实现愿望吗？”

“你们已经实现一个了。”赛米德说，“你们希望看到我，我就来了。”

“噢，求求你了。就再来实现一个愿望吧。”安西娅叫道。

“唔，那好吧，可是快点！你们真烦人！”

一两秒内就想出一个好愿望真困难。接着安西娅记起了她和简的一个愿望。她知道男孩子们不会喜欢它，可总比没有强。

“我希望我们都非常非常漂亮，”她说。

赛米德将双眼从眼眶伸出去好远，并变大变胖了，孩子们等待着。一会儿，它说：“对不起。我很久没这样做了。我再试一次，但是一天只能为你们实现一个愿望。你们同意吗？”

“同意，同意！”孩子们喊道。

“但是记住，只能维持一个白天。”赛米德说，“太阳落下去时，一切就恢复原样了。”

赛米德慢慢地大起来，然后突然又变小了。“好了！”它说。它马上转过身回到洞底的沙中去了。

孩子们站了一下，然后安西娅转身去和其他的孩子说话。可他们不在了！她看见三个陌生人——一个长着漂亮的红头发和大大的蓝眼睛的女孩，还有两个很好看的男孩。她忽然明白了。他们的愿望实现了：陌生人就是罗伯特、西里尔和简——只是他们现在漂亮了。西里尔的头发现在是金色的了，罗伯特则是黑头发。

“我更喜欢你们原来的样子！”罗伯特生气地对他的姐弟们叫着，“简的头发像胡萝卜，西里尔长着金色长发的样子看起来真傻。”

他们去找小弟弟，可他还是原来的样子。

“也许是因为他太小了吧。他也不会希望要什么。下次我们得记住。”安西娅说着并向他伸出手臂。可小弟弟撇着嘴开始大哭起来。他不认识他们！

花了一个小时才哄他不哭了。他们又累又气，把他带回家。小弟弟的保姆马莎正在前门等候。她很快地把孩子接过去。

“别的孩子们在哪儿呢？”她问，“你们是谁？”

“我们就是我们，当然了。”罗伯特说，“你不认识我们是因为我们漂亮了。”

“我们还非常饿，”西里尔说，“我们想要午饭，求求了。”

“走开！”马莎叫道，“不然我要叫警察了。”她当着他们的面关上了门。

那时孩子们已经非常饿了，他们三次试图进门——但是马莎每次都不让他们进去。过了一会儿，他们去坐在花园尽头，等太阳落下去。“到那会儿愿望就结束了，不是吗？”简说。

其他人没有回答，因为谁也不敢肯定。

那个下午可真糟。他们没有午饭，没有茶点，还又累又气又害怕。他们确实都很漂亮，可人不高兴时漂亮也帮不了多大忙。最后他们睡着了。

他们醒来时天都快黑了。安西娅第一个醒来，她看看其他孩子。他们不再很漂亮了。一切都恢复原样了。他们都高高兴兴地回屋了。当然，马莎很生气。“你们一整天到哪里去了？”她喊道。

对一个发怒的保姆解释清楚赛米德是什么可不是件容易的事，所以孩子们没试着解释。

“我们遇到了些漂亮孩子，直到天快黑才脱身。”安西娅说，“他们太可怕了，我们不想再见到他们。”

他们实际上从来也没见过那几个孩子。


2
The Children Wish to Be Rich

The next morning Martha took Baby out with her and the children decided to go back to the gravel-pit to look for the Psammead again. At first they could not find it. 'Perhaps it wasn't really here,' Robert said. But they began to dig into the sand with their hands and suddenly they came to the brown furry body of the Psammead. It sat up and shook the sand out of its fur.

'How are you today?' Anthea asked.

'Well, I didn't sleep very well, but thank you for asking,' the Psammead answered.

'Can you give wishes today?' Robert said. 'Because we'd like to have two, if we can. But one is a very little wish.'

'Well, all right,' said the Psammead, looking at Robert with its long eyes. 'Let's have the little wish first.'

'Martha mustn't know about the wishes,' Robert said. 'I mean, she mustn't see anything different about us. And can you do that for every wish on every day?'

The Psammead went a little bigger and then went small again. 'I've done that,' it said. 'It was easy. What's the next wish?'

'We wish,' said Robert slowly, 'to be very rich.'

'How much money do you want?' asked the Psammead. 'It won't do you much good, of course,' it said quietly to itself. 'Well, how much — and do you want it in gold or notes?'

'Gold, please,' Robert said. 'Millions!'

'A full gravel-pit, all right?' said the Psammead, sounding bored. 'But get out before I begin, or you'll die underneath it.'

Its thin arms got very long and it began to move them about. The children were afraid, and ran as fast as they could up to the road. When they were there, they turned to look back. They had to close their eyes and open them again very slowly. The gravel-pit was full, right up to the top, with new, shining, gold coins!

The children stood with their mouths open, and no one said a word.

Then Robert took one of the coins in his hand and looked at it. 'It's different from English money,' he said.

'Well, it doesn't matter. It's gold,' said Cyril. 'Don't forget that it will all go when the sun goes down. Come on! Let's put as much as we can in our pockets and go and spend it.'

So they all put gold coins in their pockets and went off to the village. But the gold was heavy, and soon they were very tired and hot. They decided to get something to drink in the village and then go on to the town of Rochester.

Cyril went into the shop and the others waited outside. But when Cyril came back with a bottle of lemonade, he said, 'I had to pay with my real money. When they saw all the coins, they wouldn't change the gold.'

'Well, I'll try to get something with the gold,' Anthea said. 'We need a horse and cart. Come on.'

Anthea went to talk to a man who had a horse and cart, and the others waited. After a few minutes she came back, looking very pleased with herself. 'I wasn't stupid like Cyril,' she said. 'I only took out one coin, not all of them, and the man said he'll drive us to Rochester and wait for us.'

On the way to Rochester, they did not speak. They were making plans about how to spend their gold, and they did not want to talk in front of the driver.

But when they arrived in Rochester, with about twelve hundred gold coins in their pockets, they found that it was very difficult to spend them. Anthea tried to buy a very nice hat, but the woman in the shop looked very strangely, first at the gold coins, then at Anthea.

'I can't take that,' she said. 'It's not modern English money.'

They went from shop to shop, but no one wanted to take their gold. 'It's because our hands are dirty and we look untidy. People think we've stolen the gold,' Anthea said.

And it was worse when they tried to buy a horse and carriage. Cyril showed the man his gold, and the man called to his son, 'Send for the police!'

'It's our money,' said Cyril angrily. 'We're not thieves.'

'Where did you get it from then?' said the man.

'A sand-fairy gave it to us,' said Jane. 'He gives us a wish a day and they all come true.'

The man shook his head slowly. 'Oh dear, oh dear,' he said. 'Stealing, and then telling stories about it.'

Just then a policeman arrived and when he heard about the gold, he said to the four children, 'Come with me. I'm taking you to the police station!'

The children were angry and unhappy, but the policeman walked along the road behind them and they couldn't escape. They held their heads down because they did not want anyone to see them, and suddenly Robert ran into someone. 'Robert, what have you done now?' a voice cried. It was Martha and Baby!

The policeman explained everything to Martha, and Cyril had to take the gold out of his pocket and show it to her.

'I can't see anything — just two very dirty hands,' she said. 'There's no gold there. What are you talking about?'

And then the children remembered that Martha couldn't see the wishes.

It was getting dark when they arrived at the police station. The policeman explained about the gold and the Inspector said, 'Well, let's see it.'

Cyril put his hands into his pockets — but they were empty! The others put their hands into their pockets. They were empty, too! Of course, all the fairy gold went when the sun went down!

'How did they do that?' cried the policeman.

Martha was very angry with him. 'I told you that there wasn't any gold,' she shouted. ' You'll be in trouble for this. Saying that these poor little children are thieves!'

But she was very angry with the children too. 'What were you doing in town alone?' she said to them outside the police station.

And she took them home and sent them to bed early.



It won't do you much good ... 这对你们没什么好处……

full adj. holding or having plenty (of); completely filled. 满的；装满的。

coin n.（一枚）铸币；硬币。

lemonade n. 柠檬汽水。

cart n. two-wheeled vehicle pulled by a horse. 二轮单马车。

looking very pleased with oneself (too) satisfied with what one has done. （感到）高兴；满意；得意。

on the way (to a place) 在路上；在途中。

plan n. arrangement for doing or using something in future. 计划；方案。

untidy adj. (of a person) not neat; (of a room, desk, etc.) in disorder, （指人）邋遢的，不整洁的；（指房间、书桌等）零乱的，不整齐的。

call v. say sth. in a loud voice; cry, 大声说话；喊叫（以引起注意）。

come true (of a hope, dream) really happen. （指希望、梦想）实现；达到。

tell stories lie. 说谎。

police station （当地的）警察分局；派出所。

run into sb. meet sb. by chance. 偶遇某人。

inspector n. [英]（警察）巡官。

in trouble in difficulty. 处于困境中（如因做错某事）。


2　孩子们希望变得富有

第二天早晨，马莎带着小弟弟出去了，孩子们决定回砾石坑那儿再去找赛米德。开头他们没有找到。“也许它不一定真在这里。”罗伯特说。可他们还是开始用手挖沙子，忽然他们触到了赛米德褐色的、毛绒绒的身体。它坐起来抖掉毛上的沙子。
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“你好吗？”安西娅问。

“嗯，我没睡好，但谢谢你的问候。”赛米德回答。

“今天你能给人实现愿望吗？”罗伯特说，“因为如果可以的话我们想要实现两个愿望。不过有一个是非常小的愿望。”

“那么，好吧。”赛米德说，用它的柄眼看着罗伯特。“先来实现这个小愿望吧。”

“不能让马莎知道愿望的事。”罗伯特说，“我的意思是她不能看出我们有什么变化。你能每天对每个愿望都这样办吗？”

赛米德变大了一点儿，然后又变小了。“我把那个办好了。”它说，“这容易。下一个愿望是什么？”

“我们希望，”罗伯特慢慢地说，“变得非常有钱。”

“你们想要多少钱？”赛米德问道。“这当然对你们没什么好处，”它在心里默念着。“好吧，要多少——还有，想要金子还是钞票？”

“请给我们金子，”罗伯特说，“几百万！”

“满满一砾石坑，行了吧？”赛米德说，听起来它不耐烦了。“可在我开始之前先走开，不然你们会被压死的。”

它把细胳膊变得很长并挥动起来。孩子们害怕了，尽快地跑到上边路上去。在那儿时他们扭头看了看。他们不得不闭上眼睛，再慢慢睁开。砾石坑满满的，到顶上都是闪闪发光的、崭新的金币！

孩子们站着，嘴巴张着，谁也没说话。

然后罗伯特将一块金币放在手里看着。“和英国钱不一样。”他说。

“唔，那没关系。是金的。”西里尔说，“别忘了太阳落下去的时候它们就都没了。快点儿！尽量往兜里装，然后去把它们花掉。”

所以他们都往兜里装金币，然后朝村子走去。可金子很沉，一会儿他们就又累又热。他们决定在村里买点喝的，然后再继续赶往罗彻斯特城去。

西里尔走进商店，其他孩子在外边等着。可是当西里尔拿着一瓶柠檬汽水回来时，他说：“我得付我自己的真钱。他们看见所有这些金币时不肯找钱。”

“那我去试着用这金子买点东西。”安西娅说，“我们需要一辆马套二轮单马车。来吧。”

安西娅走过去和一个有马套二轮单马车的人谈起来，别的孩子等着。几分钟后她回来了，看起来很得意的样子。“我可不像西里尔那么傻。”她说，“我只拿出一块金币，而不拿出所有的金币，那个人说他把我们拉到罗彻斯特去并等着我们。”

在去罗彻斯特的路上他们没有讲话。他们计划着怎样花他们的金子，而且他们不想在赶车人面前谈论。

可是当他们兜里装着大约一千两百块金币到了罗彻斯特时，他们发现要花掉这些金币很困难。安西娅想买一顶很漂亮的帽子，可店里的那个女人很奇怪地先看看金币，再看看安西娅。

“我不要那个。”她说，“这不是现行的英国货币。”

他们去了一个又一个商店，可是没有人要他们的金子。“这是因为我们的手脏，我们自己看起来也不整洁。人们认为这金子是我们偷的。”安西娅说。

当他们试图买一辆马套四轮马车时，事情就更糟了。西里尔把他的金币给那人看，那人朝他的儿子喊：“叫警察来！”

“这是我们的钱，”西里尔气愤地说，“我们不是贼。”

“那你从什么地方搞到它的？”那人说。

“一个沙精给我们的。”简说，“他每天为我们实现一个愿望，而且都实现了。”

那人慢慢地摇摇头。“天啊，天啊，”他说，“偷东西，然后又编故事。”

这时警察来了，听了金币的事他对这四个孩子说：“跟我走。我带你们去警察局！”

孩子们很生气，很不快。可是警察沿路跟在他们后边，他们逃跑不了。他们低着头，因为不愿让别人看到。突然罗伯特撞到了人身上。“罗伯特，你们干什么去了？”一个声音喊道。原来是马莎和小弟弟！

警察对马莎解释了这一切。西里尔只得从兜里拿出金子给她看。

“我什么也没看见——只是两只脏手。”她说，“没有金子。你在说些什么呀？”

于是孩子们记起马莎是看不出这些许愿的事的。

到警察局时，天快黑了。警察解释了金子的事，巡长说：“好吧，让我们看看。”

西里尔把手伸进兜里——可兜里是空的！其他孩子把手伸进兜里，也都是空的！当然了，太阳一落下山去所有这些变出来的金币就没有了！

“他们是怎么搞的？”那警察叫起来。

马莎很生他的气。“我告诉过你没有什么金子。”她喊道，“你会为此触霉头的。竟然说这些可怜的小孩子是小偷！”

可她也很生孩子们的气。“你们自己在城里干什么呢？”在警察局外她对他们说。

她把孩子们带回家，早早地就叫他们睡觉了。


3
Wings

The next day was very wet. It rained all day and the children could not go to see the Psammead. They stayed at home and wrote letters to their mother. But none of them told her about the Psammead. And the day after that, their Uncle Richard came and took them out, so they did not see the Psammead for two days. But Anthea spent a lot of time thinking about what to wish for.

The next morning, while Martha was busy with Baby, the children left the house quietly and went to see the Psammead. On the way, Anthea said to the others, 'I know what we can ask for — wings !'

The others were silent for a minute, but then they all agreed that they too would like to have wings.

They found the Psammead easily. 'I wish we all had beautiful wings to fly with,' Anthea said.

The Psammead made itself very big and then went small again. The children felt strange for a minute and when they looked, they saw that they had beautiful soft wings of many colours. They moved them about and jumped up and down, and soon they could see the green fields and sunny woods below them and the blue sky above. They could fly! It was wonderful, and they flew over the woods and trees, the towns and villages, for a long time. But they began to get hungry.

Just then they saw below them some trees full of large red plums. 'We mustn't steal,' Cyril said.

'We've got wings,' Jane answered quickly, 'so we're birds. It's all right for birds to take things. Birds can't steal.'

So they flew down onto the trees, and they ate as many of the plums as they could.

They were finishing the plums when they saw a very angry little fat man, who was hurrying through the trees. They were his plums and the poor man thought that boys from the village were stealing them. But when he saw that the children had wings, his mouth fell open and his face went green. Anthea did not want to steal anything, of course, so she flew down and pushed some money into his pocket.

'Don't be afraid,' she said. 'We've had some of your plums. We thought that it wasn't stealing, but now I'm not so sure. So that was some money to pay for them.'

The little man sat there on the ground and looked up into the sky. 'Talking birds! Children with wings! This is a lesson for me. From now on, I'm going to live a better life,' he said. And he went into the house and was very kind to his wife.

Plums are very nice, of course, but you soon feel hungry again. So the children stopped first at one house, then another, to ask for something to eat. They didn't get anything because everyone was afraid of them and screamed and ran away when they saw them. By four o'clock they were getting very tired and hungry, so they flew down onto the roof of a church, to think what to do.

'We can't possibly fly all the way home without something to eat,' said Robert.

In the end they decided to take some food from the vicar's house next to the church.

'He's a good man. He'll understand. We'll leave some money for the food,' Cyril said, 'and a note saying that we're sorry.'

Cyril got in through the window and gave the food to the others, who were outside. There was some cold meat, half a cold chicken, some bread and a bottle of soda-water. Then they all flew back up onto the church roof to eat it. They were very hungry, so they really enjoyed it. But when you are very hungry, and then you eat a big meal and sit in the hot sun on a roof, it is very easy to fall asleep. And so they did — while the sun slowly went down in the west.

They slept for a long time. When they woke up it was dark — and, of course, they had no wings.

'We must get home,' Cyril said. 'There's a door over there. That's the way down.'

But when they tried the door, they found that it was locked from the other side. They were on top of the church and they had no wings! How were they going to get down?

Anthea put her arm round Jane, who was beginning to cry. 'It will only be for one night,' she said.

Then Cyril said, 'I know. Let's shout! The lights are on in the vicar's house. Someone will hear us and get us down.'

So they shouted and screamed as loudly as they could, and the people in the house heard them. The vicar ran out with his servant.

'Someone is murdering somebody in the church!' the vicar said, afraid. 'Perhaps it's the thief who stole the cold chicken and things.'

But they could not understand why the voices were coming from the sky. So the children shouted, 'We're up here — on top of the church!'

The two men were still afraid, but, slowly and carefully, they went up the stairs inside the church. When they came to the top, the vicar shouted through the closed door, 'How many of you are there? Have you got guns?'

'There are four of us, and, no, we haven't got guns,' Cyril answered.

Slowly, the vicar opened the door.

'Good Heavens!' he cried. 'They're children!'

'Oh, please take us down,' cried Jane.

So the vicar and his servant took them down and into the vicar's house. Of course, the vicar wanted to know why the children were on the church roof.

'We went up there because we wanted to see what it was like,' said Cyril. 'But then we couldn't get down again because the door was locked.' He didn't say anything about the wings, of course.

'But who locked the door?' the vicar asked.

'We don't know,' Jane answered. 'But we're not telling you everything.'

'Ah! There's a friend in it, then,' said the vicar's servant man, who was called Beale.

'Yes, but we can't tell you about him,' said Anthea, thinking of the Psammead. 'We really are very sorry, and please, can we go home now?'

The vicar still did not understand, but he was a kind man, so he sent the children home in a carriage with his servant. Martha, of course, was very angry with them, but Mr Beale explained everything very well. He was a good-looking young man with a nice smile, and after a while Martha forgot to be angry.

So the day ended happily after all.



wing n. the organ of a bird by which it flies. 翼；翅。

plum n. 李子。

pay for give money for. 为……付款。

in the end finally; at last. 最后；最终。

vicar n. 牧师。

next to in the closest place to. 紧挨着；在……旁。

note n. a short letter. 短信；便条。

eat a big meal have a good meal. 美餐一顿；大吃一顿。

in the hot sun 在骄阳下。

on adv. in use; lit. （灯）亮着。

servant n. somebody who works in another person's house. 仆人。

stair n. steps from one floor of a building to another. 楼梯。

through adv. from end to end or side to side of. 从一边到另一边。

Good Heavens! （表示吃惊）天哪！

after all at last. 毕竟；终于。


3　翅膀

第二天外面很湿。雨下了一天，孩子们不能去看赛米德。他们待在家里给母亲写信。可谁也没把赛米德的事告诉她。又过了一天，他们的理查德叔叔来了，并带他们出去了，所以他们两天没见赛米德。可安西娅花了很多时间想她该许些什么愿。

再一天的早上，马莎正忙着照顾小弟弟时，孩子们悄悄离开家去看赛米德。在路上安西娅对大家说：“我知道我们希望要什么了——翅膀！”

一时别人都没说话，可然后他们都赞成，他们也愿意长出翅膀。

他们没费劲就找到了赛米德。“我希望我们都有美丽的、可以用以飞翔的翅膀。”安西娅说。

赛米德把自己变得非常大，然后又变小。一时孩子们觉得有些异样，可当他们一看，他们看见自己已长出了五颜六色的、软软的、美丽的翅膀。他们拍着翅膀跳上跳下，很快看见他们下方绿色的田野和阳光照耀着的小树林以及上方蔚蓝色的天空。他们会飞了！这太棒了。他们飞过树林、城乡，飞了好久。可他们开始饿了。

正在这时他们看见下面有些树，树上满是又大又红的李子。“我们可不能偷啊。”西里尔说。

“我们长了翅膀，”简很快地答道，“所以我们就是鸟。鸟拿点东西没关系。鸟不会偷。”

所以他们飞下来落在树上，尽情地大吃李子。

他们正要吃完的时候，突然看见一个非常生气的小矮胖子。他正急急忙忙地在树间穿梭。那是他的李子，那可怜的人认为是村里的孩子们在偷他的李子。但是当他看见这几个孩子长着翅膀时，他张大了嘴巴，脸色苍白。安西娅当然不愿偷东西，所以她飞下来把一些钱塞在他兜里。
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“别怕，”她说，“我们吃了你的一些李子。我们起初觉得这不是偷，可现在我也不敢那么肯定。所以那是付给你的些李子钱。”

那个胖子坐在那儿地上，仰望着天空。“会说话的鸟！长翅膀的孩子！这对我可是一课。从今以后，我要过得好点儿。”他说。他进房里去，对他的妻子很和蔼。

李子当然很好吃，可很快你就又饿了，所以孩子们在一幢又一幢房子前停下来，想要些东西吃。他们什么也没得到，因为所有的人见到他们时都很害怕，尖叫着跑开了。到4点时他们变得又累又饿，于是就飞落在教堂的屋顶上，想想怎么办。

“我们要是没有东西吃，就不可能飞回家去。”罗伯特说。

最后他们决定从紧挨着教堂的牧师家里拿些食物。

“他是好人。他会理解的。我们留些食品钱，”西里尔说，“再留张便条说我们很抱歉。”

西里尔从窗子进去，把食物拿给在外边的其他孩子。有些冷肉、半只冷鸡、一些面包和一瓶汽水。然后他们全飞回到教堂房顶上吃起来。他们很饿，所以吃得很香。可是当你很饿的时候大吃了一顿、又在屋顶上晒着太阳时，那是很容易睡着的。他们就睡着了——这时太阳慢慢地从西边落下去。

他们睡了好长时间。他们醒来的时候天黑了——当然了，他们也没有翅膀了。

“我们得回家了。”西里尔说，“那儿有个门。那是下去的路。”

可他们试着开门时才发现门是从另一面锁上的。他们在教堂顶上，又没有了翅膀！他们怎么下去呢？

安西娅用单臂挽住简，简这时已开始哭起来了。“只不过待一夜，”她说。

接着西里尔说：“我知道了。我们喊吧！牧师的家里有灯光。会有人听见并帮我们下去的。”

所以他们用最大的声音喊叫起来，房子里的人听见了他们的叫声。牧师和他的仆人跑了出来。

“教堂里有人在杀人！”牧师害怕地说，“可能是偷了冷鸡和别的东西的小偷。”

可他们不明白为什么声音是从空中传来的。于是孩子们就嚷：“我们在这儿——在教堂顶上！”

这两个人还很害怕，可他们慢慢地、小心地从教堂内的楼梯走上来。当他们到了顶上时，牧师在锁着的门的另一边叫道：“你们几个人？有枪吗？”

“我们四个人；没有，我们没有枪。”西里尔回答。

牧师慢慢地打开门。

“天哪！”他叫道，“是些孩子！”

“哦，请带我们下去吧。”简哭着说。

牧师和他的仆人带他们下来，进了牧师屋里。当然喽，牧师想知道孩子们为什么在教堂顶上。

“我们上那儿去是因为我们想看看那是什么样子。”西里尔说，“可是我们下不来了，因为门被锁上了。”关于翅膀的事他当然什么都没说。

“可谁锁的门？”牧师问。

“不知道。”简说，“可我们不会把一切都告诉你的。”

“啊！那么是有个朋友参与其中吧。”牧师的男仆说。他叫比伊尔。

“是的，可我们不能告诉你他的事。”安西娅说，想起了赛米德。“我们真的非常抱歉；还有，请问，我们可以回家了吗？”

牧师仍然不明白，可是他是个好心的人，所以他让仆人用马车送孩子们回家。马莎当然十分生他们的气，可是比伊尔先生把事情解释得很好。他是个漂亮的、脸上带着愉快笑容的青年，不一会儿马莎就忘了生气了。

所以，这一天总算快乐地结束了。


4
Bigger than the Baker's Boy

The next morning Martha said that the children could not go out. 'You can stay in and be good,' she said.

'There's something that we all want,' said Robert. 'Can I just go out for half an hour to get it?' And Martha, who was really very kind, said that he could.

Of course, they all wanted the day's wish. So Robert hurried to the sand-pit.

The Psammead was waiting for him, but when Robert tried to think of a really good wish, he couldn't, and the others were not there to help him.

'Hurry up,' the Psammead said. 'I can't wait all day.'

'Oh dear,' Robert said. 'I wish that we didn't have to come here to get our wish ... Oh, don't!'

But it was too late. The Psammead was already making itself big.

'There!' it said. 'That wasn't easy, but I've done it. You don't need to come here to have your wish.'

Robert thanked the Psammead and then hurried back to tell the other children. 'We must wish for something really good tomorrow,' he said.

The next morning they thought and thought, but they couldn't think of a really good wish, so they decided to go to the gravel-pit. Suddenly they saw a baker's boy, who was coming along the road with his basket of bread, and they decided to play a game with him.

'Stop!' cried Cyril.

'Your money or your life!' shouted Robert.

And they stood on each side of the baker's boy.

The baker's boy, who was tall and large, was not very interested and he pushed them both away.

'Don't be stupid!' he said.

But Robert pushed him back and knocked him over. The bread fell out of the boy's basket and went all over the road. The baker's boy was very angry. He hit Robert and they began to fight. But the baker's boy was much bigger and stronger than Robert. He was also not a nice fighter — he pulled Robert's hair, kicked him in the leg, and hit him hard in the stomach. Then he picked up his bread, put it back in the basket, and went on his way.

Cyril wanted to help Robert, but the girls held his arms and stopped him. So Cyril was angry with the girls, and everybody was unhappy. They went along to the gravel-pit, and Robert began to kick the sand angrily. 'I'll teach that baker's boy a lesson one day,' he said. 'I wish I was bigger than him!'

Just then they saw that the Psammead was sitting behind them, and was watching them!

The next minute, Robert had his wish. He was bigger than the baker's boy! Much, much bigger! He was now more than three metres tall! He was not pleased because he looked very strange next to the others, who were still small.

The others felt sorry for him then, and asked the Psammead for another wish. But the Psammead was very cross and unhelpful. 'Why don't you think before you wish?' it said. 'He's a wild, noisy boy, and he can stay like that for the day. It will do him good. Now go away and leave me alone!'

The others turned back to their enormous brother. 'What are we going to do?' They asked.

'First,' said Robert, 'I'm going to get that baker's boy!' And because he had very long legs, he arrived at the bottom of the hill long before the baker's boy, who was stopping at the houses along the road to leave the bread.

Robert hid behind a haystack and waited for the boy. When he saw the baker's boy coming, he jumped out from behind the haystack and the boy's mouth fell open in surprise. Then Robert took hold of him and put him on top of the haystack.

'Now get down from there, if you can!' Robert said.

It was very late when the baker's boy got back to the shop, and the baker was very angry !

Then Robert and the others went home, and down to the bottom of the garden. Anthea asked Martha to bring their lunch out there. She knew that Robert was too big to get into the house. Of course, Martha could not see that Robert was much bigger than before, and she only gave him as much meat and potatoes as usual — and no more. Poor Robert was very hungry.

The others were feeling unhappy too because there was a fair in town and they wanted to go to it. 'We can't go anywhere now,' Cyril said. 'Not with Robert like this.'

Suddenly Jane cried, 'I know! Let's take Robert to the fair! Someone there will pay us to show him to people. We can make a lot of money.'

The others thought that this was a good plan, and they left at once. When they arrived, they asked to see the head man. His name was Bill, and when he saw Robert, he got very excited.

'How much do you want for him?' he asked.

'You can't buy me,' said Robert, 'but I'll come and show myself this afternoon, if you give me fifteen pounds — and some food!'

'Right!' Bill agreed.

So Bill took Robert inside one of the big fair tents and gave him something to eat. But while Robert was eating, Bill put men outside to stop him from escaping.

Then Bill stood outside the tent and began to shout to the crowds. 'Come and see the biggest man in the world!' he cried.

Very soon, people began to stop and listen. A young man and his girlfriend were the first to go and look at Robert. They paid their money to Bill and went in. The people outside heard a loud scream from the girl, and then they all wanted to go in too.

Soon Robert was the most exciting thing to see at the fair, and Bill was making a lot of money. 'Much more than fifteen pounds!' Cyril said to the girls.

Poor Robert got very bored. He had to shake hands with everybody and talk, to show that he was real. And how could he escape at the end of the day? 'They'll kill us when I go small again,' he said.

Cyril thought for a minute. Then he said, 'I've got a plan,' and he went outside the tent to talk to Bill. 'Look here,' he said, 'my brother must be alone when the sun goes down. He gets very strange and angry then. I don't know why, but you must leave him alone, or he'll hurt someone.'

Bill was not very happy about this, but he agreed, and when the sun went down, they left Robert alone. Robert quickly got out under the back wall of the tent, and no one knew who he was because he was just a small boy again.

The children ran all the way home — and we do not know what Bill said when he found that Robert was not there!



baker n. person who makes bread or sells bread. 面包师。

hurry up (cause to) be quick. 快点。

There! int. （语气词，用以暗示说话者是对的，或用以表示胜利、沮丧等，依上下文而定）好啦！你瞧！

play a game with sb. 捉弄某人。

both pron. the two，not only the one but also the other。（此处是同位语）二者；二者都。

knock sb. over hit sb. very hard and make him fall over. 击倒（某人）；打倒（某人）；推倒（某人）。

much adv.（修饰比较级时）更加……；……得多。

pull v. draw. 拉；拽；拖；扯。

kick v. hit someone or something with your foot. 踢。

pick up lift up. 捡起；拾起。

along adv. （与动词连用，表示向前移动，常与on同义）沿着。

teach sb. a lesson punish sb. for sth. he has done to make sure that he does not do it again. 教训某人一顿。

turn back (cause to) return. 回到；返回。

enormous adj. large; very great. 极大的；巨大的。

haystack n. a large pile of hay. 大干草堆。

too… to do sth. so... that one cannot do sth. 太……以致不能……。

fair n. kind of market, where you can buy things, play games, watch interesting things, etc. 集市。

make a lot of money 挣一大笔钱；赚一大笔钱。

head man person in charge. 负责人（此处译为“班主”）。

show oneself 展览自己；让人看。

pound n. British unit of money. （英国货币单位）英镑。

escape v. get free; get away. 逃脱；逃走。

crowd n. large number of people together. 人群。

Look here!（常用以引人注意）看这里！嘿！喂！


4　比面包师的儿子个子大
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第二天早上马莎说孩子们不可以出去。“你们可以待在家里，乖乖的。”她说。

“有个东西我们都想要。”罗伯特说，“我能出去半个小时把它取来吗？”马莎的确是非常好心的，就答应了他。

当然他们都希望实现那一天的愿望。所以罗伯特急忙向沙坑跑去。

赛米德在等着他，但是罗伯特想要想出一个真正好的愿望时却想不出来了，而其他孩子又不在那儿不能帮他。

“快点，”赛米德说，“我可不能等一整天。”

“天啊，”罗伯特说，“但愿我们不用跑到这儿来实现我们的愿望……噢，不！”

但是已经晚了。赛米德已经把自己变大了。

“好啦！”它说，“那可不容易呀，可我办好了。你们用不着来这儿实现愿望了。”

罗伯特谢过赛米德后急忙回去告诉别的孩子。“明天，我们得有个真正妙的愿望。”他说。

第二天早上，他们想呀想呀，可也想不出一个真正的好愿望，所以他们决定到砾石坑去。突然他们看见面包师的儿子，他正拿着一篮子面包走过来，于是他们决定和他开个玩笑。

“站住！”西里尔喊。

“拿钱或拿命来！”罗伯特喊。

他们分别站在面包师的儿子的两侧。

面包师的儿子又高又大，对此不感兴趣，把他俩都推开了。

“别犯傻了！”他说。

可是罗伯特把他推搡回来并把他打倒了。面包从篮子里掉出来，撒了一地。面包师的儿子非常生气。他打了罗伯特一下，俩人打起架来。可面包师的儿子比罗伯特大得多，也强壮得多。他也不是个有教养的斗士——他揪罗伯特的头发，踢他的腿，使劲打他的肚子。然后他拣起面包，把它放回篮子里，又上路了。

西里尔想帮助罗伯特，但女孩子们拉着他的胳膊阻止了他。所以西里尔生她们的气；大家都不高兴。他们一起向砾石坑走去；罗伯特开始生气地踢沙子。“早晚有一天我要教训教训面包师的儿子。”他说，“真希望我比他个子高！”

就在这时，他们看见赛米德正坐在他们后面注视着他们！

罗伯特的愿望马上实现了。他比面包师的儿子个子还高，高得多得多！他现在有三米多高！他不高兴，因为待在其他几个孩子身旁他看起来很古怪，他们还是那么小。

其他孩子于是为罗伯特感到遗憾，要赛米德再实现一个愿望。但赛米德很生气，不肯帮忙。“为什么你不事先想好？”它说，“他是个放肆的、吵吵闹闹的男孩子，就让他整个白天都这个样子吧。这对他有好处。现在走开吧，别打扰我了！”

这几个孩子转身回到他们的大个子兄弟那里。“我们怎么办呢？”他们问。

“首先，”罗伯特说，“我要去找面包师的儿子！”因为他的腿很长，所以他远比面包师的儿子早到山脚下；那时那男孩还在沿路一家家地送面包呢。

罗伯特藏在一个干草堆后，等着那男孩子。他看见那面包师的儿子走来时，就从草堆后边跳了出来，那男孩惊奇地张大嘴巴。罗伯特抓住他，把他放在草堆顶上。

“你能下来就从那儿下来吧！”罗伯特说。

面包师儿子回到店里时已很晚了，面包师很生气！

罗伯特和其他几个孩子回到家，一直走到花园尽头。安西娅要马莎把午饭拿到外边那里去。她知道罗伯特个子太高进不了屋子。当然了，马莎看不出罗伯特比原来高得多，她只给他与平时一样多的肉和土豆——一点儿也没多给。可怜的罗伯特非常饿。

其他孩子也不高兴，因为城里有集市而且他们想去。“我们现在哪儿也去不了，”西里尔说，“不能带着罗伯特这个样子去。”

突然简叫起来：“我知道了！带罗伯特去集市！那儿有人会为将罗伯特展出而付给我们钱的。我们能挣好多钱。”

其他人觉得这是个好计划，于是他们马上出发了。他们到了时就要见班主。他叫比尔。当他看见罗伯特时，他非常激动。

“你们想把他卖多少钱？”他问。

“你不可以买我。”罗伯特说，“今天下午我来展览自己，如果你给我15镑——和一些食物的话！”

“好吧！”比尔同意了。

于是比尔把罗伯特带到其中的一个大的集市帐篷里，给他东西吃。可罗伯特吃东西时，比尔在外边安排些人以防止他逃跑。

然后比尔站在帐篷外并开始对着人群叫喊。“来瞧瞧世界上个子最高的人！”他喊道。

很快，人们开始停下来听他说。一个青年和他的女朋友第一个去看罗伯特。他们把钱付给比尔就进去了。外边的人听到女孩一声尖叫，他们就也都想进去了。

不久罗伯特就成了集市上最让人看了感到激动的东西了，而且比尔赚了很多钱。“比15镑多得多！”西里尔对女孩们说。

可怜的罗伯特觉得很厌烦。他得和每一个人握手、讲话，以表示他是真人。还有，天黑时他怎么才能逃跑呢？“我又变小的时候他们会杀死我们的，”他说。

西里尔想了一下。然后他说：“我有一个办法。”他去帐篷外对比尔谈起来。“你听着，”他说，“太阳落下去时我哥哥必须独自一人在那儿。那个时候他既古怪又生气。我也不知道是怎么回事，但你决不可打扰他，不然他会伤着谁。”

对于这一点比尔不太高兴，可他同意了。太阳落下去时，他们将罗伯特一个人留在帐篷里。罗伯特很快地从帐篷后壁下面出来，谁也不认识他，因为他又是个小男孩了。

孩子们一路跑回家——我们不知道比尔发现罗伯特不见了时说了些什么！


5
The Last Wish

The next day there was a letter to say that the children's mother was coming home that afternoon. So they decided to wish for something for their mother. They were busy trying to think of something when Martha came into the room, very excited.

'There were thieves at Lady Chittenden's last night,' she said. 'They took all her jewels! She's got lots of beautiful diamonds — they cost thousands of pounds, I've heard.'

'When I'm older, I'm going to buy Mother jewels like that,' Robert said.

'I'd like Mother to have all Lady Chittenden's beautiful jewels now,' said Jane. 'I wish she could.'

'Oh Jane!' cried the others. 'What have you said?'

'Well, she will have them,' said Robert. 'You've wished! Everyone will think she stole them! We'II have to try to find the Psammead and ask it to take the wish back.'

They hurried down to the gravel-pit, but they could not find the Psammead. So they hurried home again and looked in their mother's room for the jewels, but they were not there yet.

'Well, we'll tell Mother about the Psammead, and she'll give back the jewels when they come,' Anthea said.

Cyril shook his head slowly. 'She isn't going to believe us. Can anyone believe about a Psammead if they haven't seen it? And adults never believe things like that. No, she'll think we are the thieves and we'll all go to prison, and everything will be terrible!'

And that afternoon, when Mother came home, the children ran to meet her, and put their arms round her — and tried to stop her from going upstairs to her room.

'But I must take my coat off, and wash my hands!' she cried, laughing. And she went up to her room.

The children went after her — and there, on the table, was a green box. Mother opened it.

'Oh, how beautiful!' she cried.

It was a ring. A beautiful diamond ring.

'Perhaps it's a surprise present from Father,' she said. 'But how did it get here?'

But then she found a diamond necklace — and brooches — and bracelets. There were jewels in every cupboard in her room. The children began to look unhappy, and Jane began to cry.

Mother was no longer smiling. 'Jane, what do you know about this?' she said slowly. 'The true story, please.'

'We met a sand-fairy, Mother,' Jane began.

'Don't be stupid, Jane,' Mother said angrily.

'Some thieves stole all Lady Chittenden's jewels from her house last night,' Cyril said quickly. 'Perhaps these are her jewels!'

Then Mother called for Martha. 'Have any strangers been in this room, Martha?' she asked.

'Yes, but it was just my young man,' Martha answered, afraid. 'He was moving a heavy cupboard for me.' (This, of course, was Mr Beale, the vicar's nice young servant, who was now very friendly with Martha. )

So, of course, Mother thought that he was one of the thieves. She would not listen to the children and decided to go at once into town to tell the police. The children could not stop her.

'This is terrible!' said Anthea. 'Poor Martha! And poor Mr Beale — he isn't a thief! What are we going to do?' Then she cried, 'Come on! We must find the Psammead!'

They all hurried down to the gravel-pit, and this time they found the Psammead, sitting on the sand and enjoying the evening sun. When it saw them, it tried to get away, but Anthea put her arms round it. 'Dear, kind Psammead ...' she began.

'Oh, you want something, don't you?' it said. 'Well, I can't give you any more wishes today.'

'Don't you like giving wishes?' Anthea asked.

'No, I don't,' he said. 'Go away and leave me alone!'

But Anthea went on. 'Listen,' she said. 'If you do what we want today, we'll never ask you for another wish.'

'I'll do anything for that,' it said. 'I really don't enjoy giving wishes. It's very hard work, you know, and I get so tired.'

'Well, first I wish that Lady Chittenden will find that she has never lost her jewels.'

The Psammead got bigger, and then went small again. 'Done!' it said.

'I wish that Mother won't get to the police.'

'Done!' the Psammead said again.

'And I wish,' said Jane suddenly, 'that Mother and Martha will forget all about the jewels.'

'Done!' the Psammead said, but its voice was tired. 'Now,' it went on, 'will you wish something for me?'

'Can't you give yourself wishes?' asked Cyril.

'Of course not,' the Psammead said. 'Wish that you will never tell anyone about me.'

'Why?' asked Robert.

'Well, you children always ask for stupid things. But adults aren't like that. If they get hold of me, they'll want to wish for real, important things — like free houses for poor people, and new schools for children everywhere in the country, and money to give to old people. Boring things like that. And they'll find a way to keep them after the sun goes down. And what will happen to the world if all those changes come at once? There'll be terrible trouble. So go on, wish it! Quick!'

Anthea said the Psammead's wish, and it got very, very big. When it was small again, it said, 'Now, I'm very tired. Do you want one last wish?'

'Thank you for everything,' said Jane. 'Have a good long sleep — and I wish that we'll see you again someday.'

Then, for the last time, the Psammead went big, then small again. It looked at them all once more with its long eyes, and then dug itself quickly into the sand.

And when they arrived home again, everything was all right. Mother came home and she and Martha remembered nothing, and Lady Chittenden found that her jewels were not lost .

'Will we ever see the Psammead again, do you think?' Jane said to the others, later in the garden.

And, of course, they did, but not in this story. It was in a very, very different place. It was in a ... But I must say no more.



think of consider. 考虑；思索。

jewel n. a very valuable, expensive stone, e. g. a diamond. 非常有价值、昂贵的珠宝（如钻石）。

diamond n. a very expensive, bright, white stone. 钻石。

cost v. 价值……钱；花……钱。

take off remove. 脱掉（衣服）。

necklace n. 项链。

brooch n. 胸针。

bracelet n. 手镯；臂镯。

(be) friendly with sb. like each other. 与某人关系亲密。

get hold of manage to get or find. 抓住；找到。

free adj. costing nothing. 免费的。

boring adj. dull and uninteresting. 无聊的；使人厌倦的。

once more again. 又一次；又一遍。

ever adv.（用于疑问句中以增强语势）究竟；到底。


4　最后一个愿望
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第二天来了一封信说孩子们的母亲当天下午要回来了。所以他们决定为妈妈要点什么东西。他们正忙着想要想出些什么的时候，马莎走进房间，很激动的样子。

“昨天夜里奇滕登夫人家里来了贼。”她说，“他们把她的珠宝首饰都拿走了！她有好多美丽的钻石——我听说它们值几千镑呢。”

“我长大了，我要给妈妈买那样的首饰。”罗伯特说。

“我想让妈妈现在就有奇滕登夫人的美丽的珠宝。”简说，“我希望她能有。”

“噢，简！”其他的孩子叫起来，“你说了些什么呀？”

“哦，她将会有的。”罗伯特说，“你已经许愿了！大家会认为是她偷的！我们得试着找到赛米德，让它把愿望收回去。”

他们急忙跑到砾石坑，可是找不到赛米德。所以他们又急忙回家，在母亲房里找珠宝，可珠宝还不在那里。

“嗯，我们告诉妈妈赛米德的事，他们来时她会把珠宝还给他们的。”安西娅说。

西里尔慢慢地摇头。“她不会相信我们的。没见过赛米德时人怎会相信呢？何况大人们从来不相信那类事情。不，她会认为我们是贼，我们都会进监狱，一切会糟得很！”

那天下午，母亲回家来了，孩子们跑着去迎接她，拥抱她——并且不想让她上楼回自己房间去。

“可我得脱掉外衣、洗洗手啊！”她笑着大声说。于是她上楼回自己的房间去了。

孩子们跟着她——在那里，桌子上有个绿盒子。母亲打开了它。

“哟，真漂亮！”她喊道。

那是只戒指。一只美丽的钻石戒指。

“可能是你父亲给我的意外礼物，”她说，“可它是怎么送到这儿来的？”

可后来她找到一条钻石项链——还有许多胸针——还有许多手镯。她房间的每个柜子里都有珠宝。孩子们开始愁眉苦脸的，简哭起来了。

母亲不再微笑了。“简，关于这些你知道什么？”她慢慢地讲道，“请讲真话。”

“我们遇到了一个沙精，妈妈。”简开始说。

“别说傻话，简。”母亲生气地说。

“昨天夜里一些贼从奇滕登夫人家里偷走了她所有的珠宝。”西里尔很快地说，“这些可能是她的珠宝！”

于是母亲叫来马莎。“有陌生人到这房间来过吗，马莎？”她问道。

“有，可只有我的男友。”马莎回答，她害怕了。“他为我搬一个很重的柜子。”（当然这是比伊尔先生了，那个牧师的年轻漂亮的仆人，他现在对马莎很好。）

所以，母亲当然认为他是小偷之一了。她不听孩子们的话，决定马上进城去报告警察。孩子们阻止不了她。

“这太糟了！”安西娅说，“可怜的马莎！还有可怜的比伊尔先生——他不是小偷！我们怎么办？”然后她喊道：“快！我们必须找到那个赛米德！”

他们都急忙朝砾石坑跑去，这次他们找到了赛米德，它正坐在那儿看夕阳。看见他们时它想走开，但安西娅搂住它。“亲爱的、好心的赛米德……”她开腔道。

“哦，你想要东西，是不是？”它说，“可我今天再不能实现你的愿望了。”

“你不喜欢帮人实现愿望吗？”安西娅问。

“对，不喜欢。”它说，“走开，别打扰我！”

可安西娅接着说了下去。“听着，”她说，“如果你实现了我们今天的愿望，我们就再也不要别的了。”

“那样的话我可以做任何事情。”它说，“我实在是不喜欢实现人们的愿望。这是件难事，你知道，我真是精疲力尽了。”

“唔，首先我希望奇滕登夫人发现她的珠宝从没丢。”

赛米德变大，又变小。“办好了！”它说。

“希望妈妈别到警察局去。”

“办好了！”赛米德又说。

“我还希望，”简突然说，“妈妈和马莎把珠宝的事全忘了。”

“办好了！”赛米德说，可它的声音显得很累。“现在你们能为我许愿吗？”

“你不能为自己实现愿望吗？”西里尔问。

“当然不能。”赛米德说，“希望你们别把我的事告诉任何人。”

“为什么？”罗伯特问。

“唉，你们孩子们老要愚蠢的东西。大人们可不那样。要是他们抓住我，他们就希望要真正的、重要的东西——比方给穷人免费住房啦，给全国各地的孩子建新学校啦，给老人们钱啦。就那种使人厌烦的事。而且他们会想办法在日落后留住它们。如果所有的那些变化立刻发生，世界会怎么样？那可就会有麻烦了。所以接着许愿！快点！”

安西娅说出了赛米德的愿望，它变得非常非常大。当它又变小了时，它说：“现在我很累了。你们想要最后一个愿望吗？”

“感谢你做的一切。”简说，“美美地睡一觉——我还希望有一天能再见到你。”

然后赛米德最后一次变大又变小。它用柄眼把他们全又看了一遍，然后很快地钻进沙子里去了。

当他们又到家里时，一切都是好好的。母亲回到家，她和马莎什么都忘了，而且奇滕登夫人发现她的珠宝没丢。

“你们认为我们究竟还能再见到赛米德吗？”晚些时候倚在花园里对其他孩子们说。

当然喽，他们又见到它了，可不是在这个故事里见到的。是在与这里很不一样的一个地方。那是在一个……可我不该再多说了。


Exercises

A Checking your understanding

Chapter 1 Who said these words?

1 'What is it? Shall we take it home?'

2 'Perhaps I'll answer you and perhaps I won't.'

3 'I wish we were all very, very beautiful.'

4 'Go away, or I'll send for the police.'

Chapter 2 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 The gravel-pit was full to the top with gold coins.

2 Cyril bought the bottle of lemonade with a gold coin.

3 Anthea bought a very nice hat with the gold.

4 The man sent for the police because he thought the children were thieves.

Chapter 3 Write answers to these questions.

1 Why did Jane think it was all right to take the plums?

2 What did they leave in the vicar's house?

3 Why couldn't they get down from the church roof?

4 How did the children get home?

Chapter 4 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 Robert did not win the fight with the baker's boy.

2 The Psammead felt sorry for Robert when he was three metres tall.

3 Robert went after the baker's boy and knocked him down.

4 People at the fair paid fifteen pounds to see Robert.

Chapter 5 Find answers to these questions.

1 What did Jane wish for?

2 Who did Mother think was one of the thieves?

3 Why did the Psammead agree to give them lots of wishes?

4 Did the children ever see the Psammead again?

B Working with language

1 Complete these sentences with information from the story.

1 When the children were very beautiful, Baby cried because ...

2 The children were hungry and wanted their lunch, but Martha ...

3 The woman in the hat shop wouldn't take the gold because ...

4 When the little fat man saw that the children had wings,...

5 The children couldn't fly home without something to eat so ...

6 The children slept on the church roof while ...

2 Put these sentences about Chapter 4 in the right order.

1 He ran to the bottom of the hill and hid behind a haystack.

2 He said he wished he was bigger than the baker's boy.

3 Then he put the baker's boy on top of the haystack.

4 Robert had a fight with the baker's boy, who was tall and large.

5 The next minute, Robert was more than three metres tall.

6 When Robert lost the fight, he was very angry.

7 When the baker's boy arrived, Robert jumped out.

8 The Psammead heard this and gave Robert his wish.

C Activities

1 The children had thirteen wishes in the story. What were they? Make a list and then decide which was the best one, and which was the worst one.

2 You are Anthea or Robert. Write a letter to your best friend and tell her or him about the Psammead and what happened.

3 The Psammead meets another Psammead and tells it about the children. Write down what they say.

4 You have found a Psammead, who agrees to give you one wish a day. Write down ten wishes. Remember that they will finish when the sun goes down.
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简　介

你曾长期独处过吗？你能够孤身一人在荒岛上生活多年吗？你能够给自己建造房屋，学会种植谷物并制作面包、学会用动物的皮为自己缝制衣服吗？

鲁宾孙·克鲁索厌倦了英国家里恬静的生活。他决意成为一名海员，周游世界。他有很多激动人心的冒险经历，并于1659年登上了一艘从巴西开往非洲的船。一天，来了一场可怕的风暴，轮船开始碎裂，克鲁索和他的朋友们立即为求生而与愤怒的大海抗争。所有的朋友都死了，唯有克鲁索活下来并到达了陆地。他发现自己在一个陌生、荒凉的国度——还活着，却孤独地在一个小岛上，没有食物，没有船只，无路可逃。

随后的27年他将在那儿生活……
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1
My first sea journey

Before I begin my story, I would like to tell you a little about myself.

I was born in the year 1632, in the city of York in the north of England. My father was German, but he came to live and work in England. Soon after that, he married my mother, who was English. Her family name was Robinson, so, when I was born, they called me Robinson, after her.

My father did well in his business and I went to a good school. He wanted me to get a good job and live a quiet, comfortable life. But I didn't want that. I wanted adventure and an exciting life.

'I want to be a sailor and go to sea,' I told my mother and father. They were very unhappy about this.

'Please don't go,' my father said. 'You won't be happy, you know. Sailors have a difficult and dangerous life.' And because I loved him, and he was unhappy, I tried to forget about the sea.

But I couldn't forget, and about a year later, I saw a friend in town. His father had a ship, and my friend said to me, 'We're sailing to London tomorrow. Why don't you come with us?'

And so, on September 1st, 1651, I went to Hull, and the next day we sailed for London.

But, a few days later, there was a strong wind. The sea was rough and dangerous, and the ship went up and down, up and down. I was very ill, and very afraid.

'Oh, I don't want to die!' I cried. 'I want to live! If I live, I'll go home and never go to sea again!'

The next day the wind dropped, and the sea was quiet and beautiful again.

'Well, Bob,' my friend laughed. 'How do you feel now? The wind wasn't too bad.'

'What!' I cried. 'It was a terrible storm.'

'Oh, that wasn't a storm,' my friend answered. 'Just a little wind. Forget it. Come and have a drink.'

After a few drinks with my friend, I felt better. I forgot about the danger and decided not to go home. I didn't want my friends and family to laugh at me!

I stayed in London for some time, but I still wanted to go to sea. So, when the captain of a ship asked me to go with him to Guinea in Africa, I agreed. And so I went to sea for the second time.

It was a good ship and everything went well at first, but I was very ill again. Then, when we were near the Canary Islands, a Turkish pirate ship came after us. They were famous thieves of the sea at that time. There was a long, hard fight, but when it finished, we and the ship were prisoners.

The Turkish captain and his men took us to Sallee in Morocco. They wanted to sell us as slaves in the markets there. But in the end the Turkish captain decided to keep me for himself, and took me home with him. This was a sudden and terrible change in my life. I was now a slave and this Turkish captain was my master.



adventure n. doing something exciting, dangerous, etc. 冒险；惊险活动。

journey n. going from one place to another. 旅行；旅 程。

sailor n. someone who helps to control a boat or ship. 船员；水手；水兵。

rough adj. not moving gently. 狂暴的。

drop v. become lower or weaker. 变弱；降低。

pirate n. someone who sails on the sea and robs other ship. 海盗。


1　我的第一次海上旅行
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开始我的故事之前，我想先向你谈一点我自己的情况。

我1632年出生在英国北部的约克市。我父亲是德国人，但他却来到英国居住和工作。此后不久，他与我母亲结了婚。我母亲是英国人，娘家姓鲁宾孙，因此，我出生后他们都称呼我鲁宾孙，沿用了我母亲的姓氏。

我父亲在生意上做得很出色，并且我也进了一所好学校。他希望我得到好的工作，过一种平静、舒适的生活。但是我不希望如此，我喜欢冒险和刺激的生活。

“我想成为一名水手去航行。”我告诉父母亲。他们对此很不高兴。

“不要去，”父亲说，“你知道你不会幸福的。水手过着艰苦而危险的生活。”因为我爱父亲，他不高兴，我只能尽力忘掉大海。

但我不可能忘掉，大约一年后，我在镇上遇到一个朋友。他父亲有一艘船，他对我说：“明天我们起航去伦敦。你为什么不和我们一起去呢？”

于是，1651年9月1日，我去了赫尔港，第二天我们驶向伦敦。

但是，几天后，刮起了狂风，狂暴的大海危机四伏，船不断颠簸。我晕船晕得厉害，非常害怕。

“哦，我不想死！”我哭喊起来，“我想活着！假如我活着，我就要回家，再也不出海了！”

第二天，风停了，大海又重新恢复了平静和美丽。

“好了，鲍伯，”我的朋友笑着说。“现在你感觉如何？这风并没那么厉害。”

“什么！”我大叫起来，“这可是一场可怕的风暴。”

“哦，这不算风暴，”我的朋友回答，“仅仅是小风而已。忘记它吧。来，喝一杯。”

和朋友喝了几杯之后，我感觉好多了。我忘记了危险，决定不回家了。我不愿意我的朋友和家人嘲笑我！

我在伦敦停留了一段时间，但仍然想去海上航行。所以，当一位船长要求我和他一起去非洲的几内亚时，我答应了。于是，我第二次出海了。

这是一艘很好的船，开始一切都很顺利，但是我又晕得厉害。此后，当我们接近加纳利群岛时，一艘土耳其海盗船跟上了我们。他们是当时有名的海盗。经过一场长时间的激烈交火，一切都结束时，我们连人带船都成了俘虏。

土耳其船长和他的部下把我们带到摩洛哥的萨利。他们想在那儿的市场上把我们当作奴隶卖掉。但最后土耳其船长决定把我留给他自己，带我回了他的家。

这是我人生中一次突然的可怕变故。现在我成了奴隶，这位土耳其船长成了我的主人。


2
Down the coast of Africa

For two long years I lived the life of a slave. I worked in the house and the garden, and every day I planned to escape, but it was never possible. I thought about it day and night. My master liked to go fishing in a little boat, and he always took me with him. A man called Moely, and a young boy also went with us.

One day my master said to us, 'Some of my friends want to go fishing tomorrow. Get the boat ready.'

So we put a lot of food and drink on the boat, and the next morning, we waited for my master and his friends. But when my master arrived, he was alone.

'My friends don't want to go fishing today,' he said to me. 'But you go with Moely and the boy, and catch some fish for our supper tonight.'

'Yes, master,' I answered quietly, but inside I was excited. 'Perhaps now I can escape,' I said to myself.

My master went back to his friends and we took the boat out to sea. For a time we fished quietly, and then I moved carefully behind Moely and knocked him into the water. 'Swim!' I cried. 'Swim to the shore!'

My master liked to shoot seabirds and so there were guns on the boat. Quickly, I took one of these guns. Moely was swimming after the boat and I shouted to him：

Go back to the shore! You can swim there—it's not too far. I won't hurt you, but if you come near the boat, I'll shoot you through the head!' So Moely turned, and swam back to the shore as quickly as he could.

Then I said to the boy, 'Xury, if you help me, I'll be a good friend to you. If you don't help me, I'll push you into the sea too.'

But Xury was happy to help me. 'I'll go all over the world with you,' he cried.

I wanted to sail to the Canary Islands, but I was afraid to go too far from the shore. It was only a small boat. And so we sailed on south for some days. We had very little water, and it was dangerous country here, with many wild animals. We were afraid, but we often had to go on shore to get more water. Once I used a gun to shoot a wild animal. I don't know what animal it was, but it made a good meal.

For about ten or twelve days we sailed on south, down the coast of Africa. Then one day we saw some people on the shore—strange, wild people, who did not look friendly. By now we had very little food, and We really needed help, we were afraid, but we had to go on shore.

At first, they were afraid of us, too. Perhaps white people never visited this coast. We did not speak their language, of course, so we used our hands and faces to show that we were hungry. They came with food for us, but then they moved away quickly. We carried the food to our boat, and they watched us. I tried to thank them, but I had nothing to give them.

Just then two big wild cats came down to the shore from the mountains. I think they were leopards. The people were afraid of these wild cats, and the women cried out. Quickly, I took a gun, and shot one of the animals. The second wild cat ran back up into the mountains.

Guns were new to these African people, and they were afraid of the loud noise and the smoke. But they were happy about the dead wild cat. I gave them the meat of the dead animal, and they gave us more food and water.

We now had a lot of food and water, and we sailed on. Eleven days later we came near the Cape Verde Islands. We could see them, but we couldn't get near because there was no wind. We waited.

Suddenly Xury called to me, 'Look, a ship!'

He was right! We called and shouted and sailed our little boat as fast as we could. But the ship did not see us. Then I remembered the guns which made a lot of smoke. A few minutes later the ship saw us and turned.

When we were on the ship, the Portuguese captain listened to my story. He was going to Brazil and agreed to help me, but he wanted nothing for his help. 'No,' he said, when I tried to pay him. 'Perhaps, one day, someone will help me when I need it.'

But he gave me money for my boat, and for Xury, too. At first, I did not want to sell Xury as a slave, after all our dangerous adventures together. But Xury was happy to go to the captain, and the captain was a good man. 'In ten years' time,' he said, 'Xury can go free.'

When we arrived in Brazil three weeks later, I said goodbye to the captain and Xury, left the ship, and went to begin a new life.



escape v. get free from something or someone. 逃跑；逃脱。

perhaps adv. maybe; possibly. 也许；可能。

shore n. ground next to the sea. 岸。

animal n. any living thing that is not an insect, plant, fish, or person. 动物。

coast n. land by the sea. 海岸；海滨（地区）。

leopards n. big, wild animal with yellow fur and dark spots. 豹。


2　南下非洲海岸
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漫长的两年时间里，我过着奴隶的生活。我在屋子里、花园里干活，每天都计划着逃跑，但一直没能成功。我日夜思考着逃跑的事。我的主人喜欢乘小船去钓鱼，而且总是带上我，一个名叫莫雷的男人及一个小男孩也总跟随着我们。

一天主人对我们说：“我有些朋友明天想去钓鱼，把船准备好。”

于是，我们把很多食物和饮料搬到了船上，在第二天早上，我们等候着主人和他的朋友，但主人来时却是他独自一人。

“我的朋友今天不想去钓鱼了，”他对我说，“但你和莫雷及这孩子去为我们今天的晚餐捕些鱼来。”

“是，主人。”我平静地回答，但我内心很激动，心想，“也许这回我可以逃脱了。”

主人回到他的朋友们那儿去了，我们坐船出了海。静静地钓了一阵鱼，然后我小心翼翼地移到莫雷的身后把他推到了海里。“游回去，”我大声喊着，“朝岸上游！”

我的主人喜欢打海鸟，所以有几只枪在船上。我迅速地抓过一支枪，莫雷正跟在船后面游，我朝他叫道：

“回到岸上去！你可以游到那儿，这儿离海岸不太远。我不会伤害你，但如果你靠近这只船，我就会打穿你的脑袋！”于是，莫雷转过身尽他最快的速度游回岸上去了。

然后，我对这小孩说：“苏里，如果你帮我，我会是你的好朋友，如果你不帮我，我同样会把你丢到海里去。”

但苏里很乐意帮助我。“我愿意跟着你走遍世界。”他大声说。

我想驶向加纳利岛，但是不敢远离海岸，这只是一只小船。因此我们向南航行了几天，我们只有很少的水，这儿是危险的国度，有许多野生动物。我们害怕，但是我们常常不得不上岸去取水，有一次我用枪射死了一只野兽，我不知道这是什么动物，但它成了一顿美餐。

沿着非洲海岸我们朝南航行了大约10天至12天，随后一天我们看到岸上有些人——怪模怪样的野人，他们看起来并不友善。那时我们的食物已经很少了，我们实在需要帮助，虽然害怕，但我们不得不上岸。

开始，他们也害怕我们，或许白人从没有访问过这海岸。当然，我们不会说他们的语言，我们只好用手势和面部表情来表明我们很饿。他们把食物给我们，随即迅速地离开。我们把食物搬上船，他们瞧着我们。我试图感谢他们，却又没有什么东西可以送给他们。

正在这时候，两只大野猫从山上窜到海边来，我想它们是豹子。那些人害怕这些野猫，妇女们尖叫起来。很快地，我拿起一枝枪，击中了其中一只野兽。另外一只跑回了山里。

枪对这些非洲居民来说很新奇，他们害怕这轰响的声音与烟雾。但他们对死的野猫很感兴趣。我送给他们这只死兽的肉，他们给了我们更多的食物和水。

现在我们有了很多的食物和水，我们继续航行。11天后我们接近佛得角群岛。我们可以看见它们，但由于没有风我们不能靠近。我们等候着。

突然，苏里对我叫着：“看哪，一只船！”

他是对的！我们叫喊着并且尽可能快地划着小船。但是那只船并没看到我们。这时我想起枪可以产生很多烟雾。几分钟后那只船看到了我们并且转了过来。

等我们上了他们的船，葡萄牙船长倾听了我的故事。他正要去巴西并且答应帮助我，但他对我的帮助不要任何报偿。当我试图付钱给他时，他说：“不，也许有一天，当我需要帮助时，有人也会帮助我。”

但是他却付钱买下我的船，也买下了苏里。起初，我不愿意把苏里卖作奴隶，毕竟我们一起经历了危险的旅程。但苏里很乐意跟随船长，这位船长是一个好人。“十年后，”他说，“苏里将会获得自由。”

三星期后我们抵达巴西，我告别了船长和苏里，离开了这艘轮船，继续开始一段新的生活。


3
The storm and the shipwreck

I stayed in Brazil and worked hard for some years. By then I was rich... but also bored. One day some friends came to me and said, 'We're going to Africa to do business. Why don't you come with us? We'll all be rich after this journey!'

How stupid I was! I had an easy, comfortable life in Brazil, but, of course, I agreed. And so, in 1659,I went to sea again.

At first, all went well, but then there was a terrible storm. For twelve days the wind and the rain didn't stop. We lost three men in the sea, and soon the ship had holes in its sides. 'We're all going to die this time,'I said to myself. Then one morning one of the sailors saw land, but the next minute our ship hit some sand just under the sea. The ship could not move and we were really in danger now. The sea was trying to break the ship into pieces, and we had very little time. Quickly, we put a boat into the sea and got off the ship. But the sea was very rough and our little boat could not live for long in that wild water.

Half an hour later the angry sea turned our boat over and we were all in the water. I looked round for my friends, but I could see nobody. I was alone.

That day I was lucky, and the sea carried me to the shore. I could not see the land, only mountains of water all around me. Then, suddenly, I felt the ground under my feet. Another mountain of water came, pushed me up the beach, and I fell on the wet sand.

At first I was very thankful to be alive. Slowly, I got to my feet and went higher up the shore. From there, I looked out to sea. I could see our ship, but it was wrecked and there was nobody near it. There was nobody in the water. All my friends were dead. I was alive, but in a strange wild country, with no food, no water, and no gun.

It was dark now and I was tired. I was afraid to sleep on the shore. Perhaps there were wild animals there. So I went up into a tree and I stayed there all night.



shipwreck n. accident when a ship breaks up in a storm or on the rocks. 船只失事。

stupid adj. foolish; with very slow thinking. 愚蠢的；愚笨的。

beach n. flat strip of sand or stones beside the sea. 海滩。

wreck v. to destroy. 毁坏；弄坏。


3　风暴与海难
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我留在巴西苦干了几年，不久我就有了一笔钱……但我又感到了厌倦。一天，一些朋友来看我并对我说：“我们将要去非洲做生意。为什么你不和我们一起去呢？这次航行后我们都会发财的！”

我当时是多么地傻啊！我在巴西已有了轻松、舒适的生活，然而我又同意了。于是，在1659年，我又一次出海了。

最初，一帆风顺，但不久就来了一场可怕的风暴。狂风暴雨持续了12天没有停息。我们在海上失去了三个同伴，而且没多久，船舷上就出现了漏洞。“这回我们都活不成了。”我自言自语。一天早上，一个水手看见了陆地，但紧接着我们的船就触到了海底的沙滩，船没法移动，我们此刻真正地陷入了危险之中。海浪似乎极力地想把船击成碎片，我们的时间不多了。我们迅速地把小艇放到海里，离开了船。但大海太粗暴了，我们的小船在这样的大浪中根本没法长时间航行。

半个小时后，愤怒的大海掀翻了我们的小船，我们全都落到了水里。我四处张望寻找我的伙伴，但却看不到一个人。只剩我一人了。

那天，我是幸运的，海水把我送到了岸边。我没法看见陆地，我的四周只有山一样高的巨浪。突然间我触到了脚下的陆地。又一排巨浪盖过来，把我推上了沙滩，我跌倒在湿湿的沙地上。

最初，我非常庆幸我还活着。慢慢地我站起来，走到高处的岸上。在那儿，我眺望大海，能看见我们的船，但它已倾覆了。船的附近没有一个人，水中也没有人。我的伙伴们都死了。我活着，但却在一个陌生、荒凉的国度，没有食物，没有水，没有枪。

此刻，天黑了，我很累，又不敢睡在岸上，也许这儿有野兽，于是我只好爬到一棵树上过了一夜。


4
A new life on an island

When day came, the sea was quiet again. I looked for our ship and, to my surprise, it was still there and still in one piece. I think I can swim to it, I said to myself. So I walked down to the sea and before long, I was at the ship and was swimming round it. But how could I get on to it? In the end, I got in through a hole in the side, but it wasn't easy.

There was a lot of water in the ship, but the sand under the sea was still holding the ship in one place. The back of the ship was high out of the water, and I was very thankful for this because all the ship's food was there. I was very hungry so I began to eat something at once. Then I decided to take some of it back to the shore with me. But how could I get it there?

I looked around the ship, and after a few minutes, I found some long pieces of wood. I tied them together with rope. Then I got the things that I wanted from the ship. There was a big box of food—rice, and salted meat, and hard ship's bread. I also took many strong knives and other tools, the ship's sails and ropes, paper, pens, books, and seven guns. Now I needed a little sail from the ship, and then I was ready. Slowly and carefully, I went back to the shore. It was difficult to stop my things from falling into the sea, but in the end I got everything on to the shore.

Now I needed somewhere to keep my things.

There were some hills around me, so I decided to build myself a little house on one of them. I walked to the top of the highest hill and looked down, I was very unhappy, because I saw then that I was on an island. There were two smaller islands a few miles away, and after that, only the sea. Just the sea, for mile after mile after mile.

After a time, I found a little cave in the side of a hill. In front of it, there was a good place to make a home. So, I used the ship's sails, rope, and pieces of wood, and after a lot of hard work I had a very fine tent. The cave at the back of my tent was a good place to keep my food, and so I called it my 'kitchen' . That night, I went to sleep in my new home.

The next day I thought about the possible dangers on the island .Were there wild animals, and perhaps wild people too, on my island? I didn't know, but I was very afraid. So I decided to build a very strong fence. I cut down young trees and put them in the ground, in a half circle around the front of my tent. I used many of the ship's ropes too, and in the end my fence was as strong as a stone wall. Nobody could get over it, through it, or round it.

Making tents and building fences is hard work. I needed many tools to help me. So I decided to go back to the ship again, and get some more things.

I went back twelve times, but soon after my twelfth visit there was another terrible storm. The next morning, when I looked out to sea, there was no ship.

When I saw that, I was very unhappy. 'Why am I alive, and why are all my friends dead?' I asked myself. 'What will happen to me now, alone on this island without friends? How can I ever escape from it?'

Then I told myself that I was lucky—lucky to be alive, lucky to have food and tools, lucky to be young and strong. But I knew that my island was somewhere off the coast of South America. Ships did not often come down this coast, and I said to myself, 'I'm going to be on this island for a long time.' So, on a long piece of wood, I cut these words:




I CAME HERE ON 30TH SEPTEMBER 1659




After that, I decided to make a cut for each day.



rope n. very thick, strong string. 绳；索。

salt v. to add salt to; put salt on. 加盐。

cave n. a deep natural hollow place either underground, or in the side of a hill. 洞；穴；岩洞。

tent n. a movable shelter made of cloth supported by poles and ropes. 帐篷。

fence n. a wall made of wood or wire, dividing two areas of land. 篱笆；栅栏。

cut n. the result of cutting. 刻痕。


4　孤岛上的新生活
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当白天到来时，大海又恢复了平静。我寻找我们的船，令我惊诧的是它依然在那儿并且没有破碎。“我想我能够游到那儿。”我自言自语。于是，我朝大海里走去，不一会儿，我就靠近了船绕着它游。只是，我怎样才可以上去呢？最后，我从船舷一侧的一个洞里钻了进去，但却很不容易。

船里积了很多水，但海底的沙使船固定在了一个地方。船的尾部翘出了水面，这让我非常庆幸，因为船上全部的食物都储在那儿。我已经很饿了，所以我马上吃起来。之后我决定带一些食物回到岸上。可是我又该怎么做呢？

我察看了这只船的四周，几分钟后，我找到了几块长条的木板。我用绳子把它们紧扎在一起，然后向上搬我想从船上带走的东西。那儿有一大箱食物——米、咸肉和硬面包。我还拿了很多坚固的刀及其他工具，船帆、绳子、纸、钢笔、书及7支枪。现在我需要在船上找一个小帆，不一会儿，我就准备好了。我慢慢地、小心翼翼地向岸边划，要使我的东西不掉到海里是挺困难的，但最终我把每一件东西都弄上了岸。

现在，我需要地方来存放我的东西。

在我的周围有些小山丘，于是我决定在其中的一个小山上给自己建一座小屋。我走到最高的小山的山顶往下看，非常沮丧，因为那时我才明白我是在一个孤岛上。几英里外有两个更小的岛，更远的地方，只剩下了大海，延绵数英里的大海。

过了不久，我在小山的一侧找到了一个小洞穴。在它前面，是一个安家的好地方。于是，我用那些船帆、绳子及木板，经过一番很艰苦的劳作后，为自己搭建了一个非常好的帐篷。帐篷后面的洞穴是存放食物的好地方，所以我称之为我的“厨房”。那天晚上，我便在我的新家度过了。

第二天，我仔细设想了岛上可能存在的危险。在我的岛上，会不会有野兽，也许还会存在野人？虽然我不知道，但却很害怕。于是我决定建一个坚固的栅栏。我砍倒了一些小树，插到地上，并在我的帐篷前围成个半圆。我还用上了很多船上的绳子，最后我的栅栏就像一堵坚固的石墙。没有人可以翻进来、钻进来或者绕过来。

制作帐篷和建造栅栏篱笆是一项艰苦的工作。我需要很多工具的帮助。所以，我打算再次回到船上，去拿更多的东西。

我回去了12次，但就在我第12次回来之后不久又来了一场暴风雨。第二天一早我向大海眺望时，船不见了。

目睹这一切，我非常悲伤。“为什么我活着，而我所有的朋友们却都死了？”我问自己，“现在对于我又会有什么事情发生呢？没有朋友，独自生活在岛上，我怎么才能逃离这儿呢？”

但随即我告诉自己我是幸运的——能幸运地活下来，幸运地获得食物、工具，幸运自己还年轻力壮。但我知道我的小岛在远离南美海岸的某个地方。船只不太经常沿着这个海岸航行，我对自己说：“我会在这个岛上待很长时间。”于是，在一长条木牌上，我刻下了这些话：

我于1659年9月30日来到此岛

以后，我决定每天都刻上一个记号。


5
Learning to live alone

I still needed a lot of things. 'Well,' I said, 'I'm going to have to make them.' So, every day, I worked.

First of all, I wanted to make my cave bigger. I carried out stone from the cave, and after many days' hard work I had a large cave in the side of the hill. Then I needed a table and a chair, and that was my next job. I had to work on them for a long time. I also wanted to make places to put all my food, and all my tools and guns. But every time I wanted a piece of wood, I had to cut down a tree. It was long, slow, difficult work, and during the next months I learnt to be very clever with my tools. There was no hurry. I had all the time in the world.

I also went out every day, and I always had my gun with me. Sometimes I killed a wild animal, and then I had meat to eat.

But when it got dark, I had to go to bed because I had no light. I couldn't read or write because I couldn't see. For a long time, I didn't know what to do. But in the end, I learnt how to use the fat of dead animals to make a light.

The weather on my island was usually very hot, and there were often storms and heavy rain. The next June, it rained all the time, and I couldn't go out very often. I was also ill for some weeks, but slowly, I got better. When I was stronger, I began to go out again. The first time I killed a wild animal, and the second time I caught a big turtle.

I was on the island for ten months before I visited other parts of it. During those months I worked hard on my cave and my house and my fence. Now I was ready to find out more about the rest of the island.

First, I walked along the side of a little river. There, I found open ground without trees. Later, I came to more trees with many different fruits. I decided to take a lot of the fruit, and to put it to dry in the sun for a time. Then I could keep it for many months.

That night I went to sleep in a tree for the second time, and the next day I went on with my journey. Soon I came to an opening in the hills. In front of me, everything was green, and there were flowers everywhere. There were also a lot of different birds and animals. I saw that my house was on the worst side of the island. But I didn't want to move from there. It was my home now. I stayed away for three days, and then I came home. But I often went back to the other, greener side of the island.

And so my life went on. Every month I learnt to do or to make something new. But I had troubles and accidents too. Once there was a terrible storm with very heavy rain. The roof of my cave fell in, and nearly killed me! I had to build it up again with many pieces of wood.

I had a lot of food now. I cooked it over a fire or dried it in the sun. So I always had meat during the rainy months when I could not go out with a gun. I learnt to make pots to keep my food in. But I wanted very much to make a harder, stronger pot—a pot that would not break in a fire. I tried many times, but I could not do it. Then one day I was lucky. I made some new pots and put them in a very hot fire. They changed colour, but did not break. I left them there for many hours, and when they were cold again, I found that they were hard and strong. That night I was very happy. I had hot water for the first time on the island.

By then, I also had my own bread. That was luck, too. One day I found a little bag. We used it on the ship, to keep the chickens' food in. There was still some of the food in the bag, and I dropped some of it onto the ground. A month later I saw something bright green there, and after six months I had a very small field of corn. I was very excited. Perhaps now I could make my own bread!

It was easy to say, but not so easy to do. It is a lot of work to make bread from corn. Many people eat bread, but how many people can take corn from a field and make bread out of it without help? I had to learn and to make many new things, and it was a year before I cooked and ate my first bread.

During all this time I never stopped thinking about escape. When I travelled across to the other side of the island, I could see the other islands, and I said to myself, 'Perhaps I can get there with a boat. Perhaps I can get back to England one day.'

So I decided to make myself a boat. I cut down a big tree, and then began to make a long hole in it. It was hard work, but about six months later, I had a very fine canoe. Next, I had to get it down to the sea. How stupid I was! Why didn't I think before I began work? Of course, the canoe was too heavy. I couldn't move it! I pulled and pushed and tried everything, but it didn't move. I was very unhappy for a long time after that.

That happened in my fourth year on the island. In my sixth year I did make myself a smaller canoe, but I did not try to escape in it. The boat was too small for a long journey, and I did not want to die at sea. The island was my home now, not my prison, and I was just happy to be alive. A year or two later, I made myself a second canoe on the other side of the island. I also built myself a second house there, and so I had two homes.

My life was still busy from morning to night. There were always things to do or to make. I learnt to make new clothes for myself from the skins of dead animals. They looked very strange, it is true, but they kept me dry in the rain.

I kept food and tools at both my houses, and also wild goats. There were many goats on the island, and I made fields with high fences to keep them in. They learnt to take food from me, and soon I had goat's milk to drink every day. I also worked hard in my cornfields. And so many years went by.




clever adj. quick, skillful. 熟练的。

fat n. the material under the skins of animals and human beings which helps to keep them warm.（动物与人体的）脂肪。

turtle n. an animal that lives esp. in water, with a soft body covered by a hard horny shell. 海龟；甲龟。

fruit n. the part of a tree or bush that contains seeds, esp. considered as food. 水果；果类。

rainy adj. having a lot of rain. 多雨的。

pot n. a round vessel of baked clay. 罐子。

corn n. any of various types of grain plants. 谷物。

canoe n. a long light narrow boat. 小划子；独木舟。

skin n. the natural outer covering of an animal or human body, from which hair may grow. 皮；皮肤。

goat n. a four-legged animal related to the sheep, which has horns. 山羊。


5　学会独自生活

[image: alt]

我仍需要很多东西。“好吧，”我说，“我以后不得不自己做了。”于是，我每天都工作着。

首先，我把我的山洞扩大。我从洞里运出石头，经过许多天的艰苦劳动，我在小山的一侧开了个大的山洞。然后，我需要一张桌子和一把椅子，这便是我接下来的工作。为此，我不得不长时间地干。我还想要一些地方存放我的食物，以及我全部的工具和枪支。每一次我需要一块木板时都不得不砍倒一棵树。这是一项漫长艰苦的工作，在随后的几个月里我学会熟练地使用工具了。无须焦急，我拥有整个世界的全部时间。

我依然每天出去，而且总是随身带枪。有时我杀死一只野兽，然后，就可以有肉吃了。

但每到天黑，因为没有灯，我就只好睡觉。由于看不见我不能读书也没法写字，好长一段时间我不知道该怎么做。但最终我学会了如何使用死兽的脂肪来点灯。

岛上的天气通常很热，经常有暴风雨。第二年的六月一直在下雨，我不能经常外出。我也病了几个星期，但慢慢地我好转了。当我强壮起来时，我又开始外出。第一次我杀了一只野兽，第二回我捕获了一只大海龟。

当我去参观岛的其他地方时，我在岛上已有10个月了，在这期间，我为我的洞穴、房子和篱笆忙活，现在我可以进一步了解该岛其他地方的情况了。

首先，我沿着一条小河岸前行。在那，我发现一片没有树木的开阔地。随后，我到达了一片结着各种水果的树林。我决定多摘些果子把它们在太阳下放一阵晒干，这样就可以保存很多个月了。

那个晚上，我第二次睡在了树上，第二天又继续我的旅行。不久，我到了这个小山的开阔地。在我面前，一片郁郁葱葱，鲜花遍野。还有很多各种各样的鸟类和动物。我明白了我的房子是在这个岛的最糟的一侧但我并不打算从那儿移走，那是我的家。我在外待了三天，然后回了家。但我经常回到岛上这边绿色的一侧。

我的生活继续着。每个月我都学会做点新的东西。但也有麻烦和灾祸。一次一场夹着大雨的风暴来临，我的山洞的顶层塌了下来，差点要了我的命！我不得不用很多木头把它重新建好。

现在，我有了很多食物。我把它们架在火上烤或搁在太阳下晒干。因此，即使在雨季我不能带枪外出时也总有肉吃了。我学会做陶罐存放我的食物。但我非常想要做一个更坚固的罐子——一个放在火里不会破裂的罐子。我试了很多次，可我没有成功。但有一天我的运气来了。我做了几个新的罐子把它们搁在旺火里。它们变了颜色但却没有碎裂。我把它们放在那儿好几个小时，当它们再次冷却下来时，我发现它们既坚硬又牢固。那个晚上，我非常高兴。在这岛上我第一次喝到了热水。

从那时起，我也有了自己的面包。这也是一件幸运的事。一天我找到一只小袋子。在船上时我们用它来存放小鸡的饲料。在那袋子里还一直放着些食物，我把它们全倒在了地上。一个月后，我看见一些亮绿的幼苗，六个月后我便有了一块非常小的庄稼地。我很激动。或许现在我可以做自己的面包了。

这些事说起来容易做起来却很困难。从谷物到面包需要很多工作。很多人吃面包，但又有多少人可以无须帮助从地里收割谷物又做成面包呢？我不得不学着去做而且去做很多新的东西，在我烧出并吃到我做的第一个面包时又一年过去了。

在这期间，我从来没有停止设法逃离小岛。当我探索小岛的另外一侧时，我能看到其他的小岛，我对自己说：“或许我用一只小船可以到达那儿。也许，有一天我便可以回到英格兰了。”

于是，我决定造自己的小船。我砍倒了一棵大树，然后开始掏成一个长条形洞。这是很苦的工作，但六个月后，我就有了一只很好的独木舟。接下去，我必须让它下水。我是多么地愚蠢啊！为什么开始工作前却没想到呢？毫无疑问，这只独木舟太重了。我移不动它！我又拉又推用尽一切方法，但它却纹丝不动。这以后很长一段日子我都不开心。

造船是发生在我到岛上之后的第四个年头。在我的第六年里我又造了一只更小的船，但我没有试图用它来逃离小岛。要想长途航行，这船太小了，我可不想死在海上。现在这岛便是我的家并非我的监狱，我很高兴我还活着。一年或两年后，我在岛的另一侧又造了一只独木舟。我还在那儿建了第二座房子，所以我有了两个家。

我的生活总是从早忙到晚，总是有很多事情要做。我学会用兽皮给自己做新衣服，虽然看起来挺古怪，这是事实。但在雨季它能使我不被淋湿。

我在我的两所房子里都储放了食物和工具，也都养了野山羊。在这个岛上有很多野山羊，我用高栅栏圈了块地把它们围在里面。它们学会了从我这儿找食物，于是不久，我就每天有羊奶喝了。我同时还在我的地里辛苦耕种。于是，很多年就这样过去了。


6
A footprint

Then, one year, something strange and terrible happened. I often walked along the shore, and one day I saw something in the sand. I went over to look at it more carefully, and stopped in sudden surprise.

It was a footprint—the footprint of a man!

Who could this be? Afraid, I looked around me. I listened. I waited. Nothing. I was more and more afraid. Perhaps this man was one of those wild people who killed and ate other men! I looked everywhere, but there was nobody, and no other footprint. I turned and hurried home. 'There's someone on my island, 'I said to myself. 'Perhaps he knows about me... Perhaps he's watching me now from behind a tree... Perhaps he wants to kill me.'

That night I couldn't sleep. The next day I got all my guns ready and I put more wood and young trees around my house. Nobody could see me now. But, after fifteen years alone on the island, I was afraid, and I did not leave my cave for three days.

In the end, I had to go out to milk my goats. But for two years I was afraid. I stayed near my home and I never used my guns because I didn't want to make a noise. I could not forget the footprint, but I saw and heard nothing more, and slowly I began to feel happier.

One day, a year later, I was over on the west side of the island. From there I could see the other islands, and I could also see a boat, far out to sea. 'If you have a boat,' I thought, 'it's easy to sail across to this island. Perhaps that explains the footprint—it was a visitor from one of the other islands.'

I began to move more freely around the island again, and built myself a third house. It was a very secret place in a cave. 'No wild man will ever find that,' I said to myself.

Then one year something happened which I can never forget. I was again on the west side of the island and was walking along the shore. Suddenly, I saw something which made me feel ill. There were heads, arms, feet, and other pieces of men's bodies everywhere. For a minute, I couldn't think, and then I understood. Sometimes there were fights between the wild men on the other islands. Then they came here to my island with their prisoners, to kill them, cook them, and eat them. Slowly, I went home, but I was very angry. How could men do this?

For many months I watched carefully for the smoke from fires, but I didn't see anything. Somehow the wild men came and went, and I never saw them. I was angry and afraid. I wanted to shoot them all, but there were many of them and only one of me. 'Perhaps I can shoot two or three,' I said to myself, 'but then they will kill and eat me.'

Then, one morning in my twenty-third year on the island, I was out in my fields and I saw the smoke from a fire. Quickly, I went up the hill to watch.

There were nine men around the fire, and they were cooking their terrible food. Then these wild men danced round the fire, singing and shouting. This went on for about two hours, and then they got into their boats and sailed away. I went down to the shore and saw the blood of the dead men on the sand. 'The next time they come, I'm going to kill them,' I said angrily.



foot print n. a foot-shaped mark made by pressing a foot onto a surface. 脚印。

explain v. show, tell, etc. what something means. 解释；说明。

secret adj. that other people do not know. 秘密的；暗藏的。


6　一个脚印
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有一年，发生了一件古怪而且可怕的事情。我经常沿着海岸走，一天我看见沙滩上有些东西。我跑过去想瞧个仔细，但却在震惊中停了下来。

那是一个脚印——一个人的脚印！

这是谁的呢？我害怕极了，环顾四周，我倾听着、等候着，却什么也没有，我越来越怕。也许，这是一个杀死并吃掉其他人的野人！我到处看，但一个人也没有，也没有别的脚印。我转过身匆忙赶回家。“岛上有人，”我自言自语，“也许他知道我……也许他现在正从树后面观察我……也许他想杀了我。”

那一夜我不能入睡。第二天我把所有的枪备好并在房子的周围堆上更多的木头和小树。现在没有人能够看见我。可是，岛上独自生活了十五年后，我还是害怕，以至于一连三天没离开过我的山洞。

最终，我还是不得不出去给我的山羊挤奶，但两年里我一直提心吊胆。我待在房子的附近，从来不使用我的枪因为我不想弄出声音。我忘不掉那个脚印，但由于再也没有听到其他什么，渐渐地，我的感觉开始好起来。

一年以后的一天，我来到小岛的西侧，从那儿我能看到其他岛和远处大海中的船。“如果有一只船，”我想，“穿过海面来到这个岛是挺容易，也许，这样可以解释这脚印——是一个来自其他岛的来访者。”

我又开始在岛上自由自在地走动并给自己建了第三所房子。它是在一个山洞里非常隐蔽的地方。“没有野人能够找到它。”我对自己说。

然而有一年，发生了一件事，令我永远不能忘记。我又一次在岛的西侧沿着海岸散步。突然，我瞧见令我作呕的东西，那儿到处是人头、手臂、脚和一些人体其他部位的碎块。那一刻，我简直无法思考，随即，我就明白了。有时其他岛上的野人之间会发生战争，然后他们带着他们的俘虏来到了我的岛上，杀了俘虏，接着烹了吃掉。慢慢地，我走回家中，可我很愤怒，人怎么能够做这样的事？

几个月来，我仔细观察火堆升起的烟，但我什么也没看见。究竟野人如何来来去去我却从来没有发现过。我又愤怒又害怕。我想把他们全都杀了，但他们人多而我就一个人。“也许，我可以杀死两、三个，”我自言自语，“可是，然后他们却会杀了我并把我吃掉。”

此后，正是我在岛上的第23个年头的一个早上，我正在我的地里劳作，看见一堆火上升起的烟，飞快地，我爬上山去观察。

有9个人围绕着火堆，正在烤着可怕的食物。接着那些野人围绕着火堆跳起了舞，唱着叫着。这样整整持续了两个小时，然后他们上了小船离开了。我走到海滩上，目睹了沙滩上死人的淋漓鲜血。“下次他们来，我一定会杀了他们，”我愤怒地说。


7
Man Friday

For two years I never went anywhere without my gun. I felt lonely and afraid, and had many sleepless nights. One night there was a very bad storm, and I thought I heard the sound of guns out at sea. The next morning I looked out, and saw a ship. It was lying on its side not far from the shore. Quickly, I put my little boat in the water and sailed out to it.

There were two dead men on the ship, but no one alive. The bodies of the other sailors were lost in the sea. I took some clothes and tools, and also a box of Spanish gold and silver money. I was a rich man now, but what use was money to me? I could not buy anything with it.

I wanted people, a friend, somebody to talk to ... somebody who could help me escape from my island. One morning I woke up and made a plan. 'I'll try to catch one of the prisoners of the wild men,' I said to myself. 'He'll be happy to be alive and perhaps he'll help me to escape.' I watched day and night, but for a year and a half there were no boats.

Then one day five boats came. There were about thirty men and they had two prisoners. They made their fire on the sand and danced round it. Then they killed one of the prisoners and began to cook their terrible meal. The second prisoner waited under the trees, with two men to watch him. Suddenly, the prisoner turned and ran. The two men ran after him, but the other wild men were busy round the fire and did not see what was happening.

The prisoner ran like a wild goat, and soon I saw that he was coming near the bottom of my hill. As fast as I could, I ran down the hill and jumped out of the trees between the prisoner and the two wild men. I hit the first man with the wooden end of my gun and he fell down, but I had to shoot the second man. The poor prisoner did not move. He was afraid of the noise of my gun.

I called to him and tried to show him that I was friendly. Slowly, he moved nearer to me, but just then the first wild man began to get up from the ground. Then the prisoner spoke and I understood that he wanted my sword. How happy I was to hear words again! I gave him my sword, and at once he cut off the head of his enemy.

Hurriedly, we hid the dead bodies under some leaves, and then left quickly. I took my prisoner to my secret cave on the other side of the island and gave him food and drink. After that, he went to sleep.

He was a fine young man, about twenty-five years old, tall and well-built, with a kind face and a nice smile. He had a brown skin, black hair, bright eyes and strong white teeth. I decided to give him the name of 'Man Friday', because I first saw him on a Friday.

When he woke up in the morning, he ran out to me. I was milking my goats in the field, and he got down on the ground and put his head near my foot. I understood that he was thanking me, and I tried to show him that I was his friend.

I began to teach him to speak English, and soon he could say his name, 'Master', and 'Yes' and 'No' . How good it was to hear a man, s voice again!

Later that day we went back to my first house. We went carefully along the beach, but there were no boats and no wild men. Just blood and bones all over the sand. I felt ill, but Friday wanted to eat the pieces of men's bodies which were still on the ground. I showed him that this was terrible for me, and he understood.

When we got to my house, I gave Man Friday some trousers, and I made him a coat and a hat. He liked his new clothes very much. Then I made him a little tent to sleep in, but for a few weeks I always took my gun to bed with me. Perhaps Friday was still a wild man and would try to kill me in the night. At first, Friday was very afraid of my gun. Sometimes he talked to it, and asked it not to kill him.

Friday was a quick learner and his English got better day by day. He helped me with the goats and with the work in the cornfields, and soon we were good friends. I enjoyed teaching him and, most of all, having a friend to talk to. This was the happiest of all my years on the island.

Friday and I lived together happily for three years. I told him the story of my adventures and about life in England, and he told me about his country and his people. One day we were at the top of the highest hill on the island, and we were looking out to sea. It was a very clear day and we could see a long way. Suddenly, Friday began to jump up and down, very excited.

'What's the matter?' I said.

'Look, Master, look!' Friday cried. 'I can see my country. Look over there!'

I looked, and there to the north-west, between the sea and the sky, was a long thin piece of land. I learnt later that it was the island of Trinidad, and that my island was in the mouth of the River Orinoco on the north coast of South America.

I began to think again about escape. Perhaps Friday wanted to go home too. Perhaps together we could get to his country. But what then? Would Friday still be my friend, or would his people kill me and eat me?

I took Friday to the other side of the island and showed him my big canoe. It still lay under the trees. It was very old now, and there were holes in the wood.

'Could a boat like this sail to your country, Friday?' I asked him.

'Oh yes,' he answered. 'A boat like this can carry a lot of food and drink.'

'Then we'll make another canoe like it, and you can go home in it,' I said.

But Friday looked very unhappy. 'Why are you angry with me?' he asked. 'What have I done? Why do you want to send me home?'

'But I thought you wanted to go home,' I said. 

'Yes. But you must come with me. Kill me if you want, but don't send me away from you!'

Then I saw that Friday was a true friend, and so I agreed to go with him. We began work on the canoe at once. Friday chose the tree himself—he understood wood better than I did—and we cut it down. We worked hard and in a month the boat was finished. Two weeks later it was in the sea, and we began to get ready for our long journey.



sleepless adj. not able to sleep. 不眠的。

hit v. knock someone or something hard. 打；打击。

sword n. very long，sharp knife for fighting. 剑；刀。

hide v. put something in asecret place. 隐藏；把……藏起来。

voice n. sound that you make when you speak or sing. 说话声；嗓子。

mouth n. end of a river, where it comes to the sea. 河口。

send v. make someone go somewhere. 打发 ；派遣。

true adj. fainthful; real. 忠诚的。


7　星期五
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两年来，我无论去哪都带着枪。我感到孤独和害怕，许多晚上无法入睡。一个晚上来了一场非常厉害的风暴。我想我听到了海上的枪声。第二天早晨我往外望去，看到一只轮船斜躺在离海岸不远的海面上。我迅速地把我的小船拖下水并朝大船驶去。

船上有两个死人，但没有人活着，其他水手的尸体都消失在海上。我带走一些衣服和工具，还有一箱西班牙金币和银币，现在我成了一个富翁，但这些钱对我有什么用呢？我用它们什么也买不到。

我渴望人类，一个朋友，一个可以谈话的人……可以帮助我逃离孤岛的人。有天早上我醒来做了个计划。“我要试着搭救一个野人的俘虏，”我自言自语，“他将因为活着而高兴，可能他会帮助我逃跑。”我日夜观望着，但一年半过去了，却再也没见到船只出现。

有一天，海上来了五只船，大约有30个人和两个俘虏。他们在沙滩上生火并围着火跳舞，然后他们杀了一个俘虏并开始烤可怕的食物。另一个俘虏在树下等候，留有两个人看守。突然，俘虏转身就跑，那两个人在后面追赶，但其余的野人围着火忙着，并没有看见发生的事。

那俘虏像一只野山羊在奔跑，不一会儿我看到他已跑到我的山脚下。我尽快地跑下山去，在俘虏和另两个野人之间的树丛里跳出来。我用木制的枪柄击倒第一个野人，但我却不得不开枪打死第二个。可怜的俘虏没有动，他被枪声吓呆了。

我大声招呼他，努力向他表明我是友好的。他慢慢地向我靠近，但这时第一个野人开始从地上爬起来。然后这俘虏说话了，我明白他需要我的刀。能够听到人的语言我是多么高兴啊！我给他我的刀，他立刻砍掉了敌人的脑袋。

我们急忙把尸体藏到落叶下面，然后迅速离开。我把俘虏带到岛的另一面我隐蔽的洞穴，并给他食物和水，不久，他睡着了。

他是一个可爱的年轻人，大约25岁，身材高大健壮，憨厚的脸上带着善意的微笑。他生着褐色皮肤、黑头发、明亮的眼睛和坚固的白牙齿。我决定叫他“仆人星期五”，因为我是在星期五第一次见到他的。

他早上醒来，跑到我的身边。我正在田里挤羊奶，他跪在地上把头贴在我的脚边。我明白他在感谢我，我努力向他表明我是他的朋友。

我开始教他说英语，不久，他能够说他的名字、“主人”及“是”与“不是”。重新听到人的声音是多么美妙啊！

那天傍晚，我们回到我第一次建造的房子，我们沿着海滨小心地走着，但那儿没有船和野人，只有血迹和尸骨散落在沙滩上，我感到恶心，但星期五想吃地上的尸体碎块，我向他表示这对我来说很可怕，他明白了。

当我们回到房子里，我给了星期五几条裤子，而且给他做了件外套和一顶帽子，他非常喜欢他的新衣服。然后我给他搭了一座小帐篷睡觉，但一连几个星期我总是带着枪睡觉，或许因为星期五还是一个野人，也许他会在夜里杀了我。开始，星期五害怕我的枪，有时他对枪说话，叫枪不要杀死他。

星期五学得很快，他的英语讲得一天比一天好。他帮我养山羊和在田地里干活，不久我们成了好朋友。我乐于教他，最重要的是有一个朋友可以谈话，这是我在岛上最快乐的一段时光。

我和星期五一起幸福地生活了三年，我告诉他我的冒险经历和在英国的生活，他告诉我有关他的国家及人民。一天，我们站在岛上最高的山顶眺望大海，天气十分晴朗，我们可以看得很远。突然，星期五跳上跳下，非常兴奋。

“发生了什么事？”我说。

“看，主人，看哪！”星期五叫起来。“我能看见我的国家。看，就在那儿。”

我看到从这儿往西北，在海天之间，有一片狭长的土地。我后来知道这是特立尼达岛，而我的岛在南美洲北部海岸的奥里诺科河的河口。

我又重新开始考虑逃离。也许星期五也想回家，或许我们能一起回到他的国家。但那会怎样呢？星期五仍会是我的朋友吗？他的伙伴会杀死并吃掉我吗？

我把星期五带到岛的另一边，向他展示我的庞大的独木舟。它仍躺在树下。现在它已经很旧了，木头上出现了一些洞。

“星期五，像这样的船能驶到你的国家吗？”我问他。

“哦，能，”他回答说。“像这样的船能装运许多食物和水。”

“那么我们将制造差不多的另一只独木舟，你就可以乘着它回家了。”我说。

但星期五看起来很不开心。“你为什么生我的气呢？”他问，“我做了什么？为什么你想送我回家？”

“但我以为你想回家。”我说道。

“是的。但你一定要和我一起去。假如你想杀我也可以，但不要把我送走！”

此后我发现星期五是一个真诚的朋友，因此我同意和他一起走。我们马上开始建造独木舟。星期五亲自挑选木头——他比我更懂得木材的好坏——我们砍倒树木，辛苦地工作，一个月就把船造好了。两个星期后船下水了，我们开始为长途旅行作准备。


8
Escape from the island

I was now in my twenty-seventh year on the island, and I did not want to be there for another year. We worked hard to get the corn in, and to make a lot of bread. We had dried fruit and salted meat, and big pots to keep water in. One evening Friday went out to look for a turtle for meat and eggs. But in less than an hour he was back, and he looked very afraid.

'Master! Master!' he cried. 'There's a great ship near the island, and men are coming to the shore in a boat!'

I jumped up and ran with him down to the shore. To my great surprise, I saw that it was an English ship! But why was it here? English ships never came this way. Perhaps they were pirates! 'Don't let them see you, Friday!' I called. 'We'll hide in the trees and watch.'

There were eleven men in the boat, but three of them were prisoners. Their arms were tied with rope, but their legs were free and they could walk. The other sailors pushed the three prisoners up the beach, laughing and shouting and hitting them. Then some of them sat down on the sand and began to drink. Others walked away to look at the island, and two men stayed to watch the boat. The three prisoners walked slowly along the beach and sat down under a tree, not far from us. They looked very unhappy.

Very quietly, I came up behind them through the trees, and called out to them in English.

'Don't be afraid,'I said. 'I'm an Englishman. Perhaps I can help you.'

The three men turned and looked at me. They did not answer at once; they were too surprised. Perhaps they thought I was a wild man myself, in my strange home—made clothes of animals' skins, and with my long hair and beard. Then the oldest man spoke.

'I am the captain of that ship,' he said, 'and these two men are my first and second officers. Last night there was a mutiny, and the seamen took the ship from me. Now they're going to leave the three of us here, to die on this island.'

'Do these mutineers have guns?'

'Only two,' he answered, 'and they've left those on the boat.'

'All right,' I said. 'We'll fight them, but if we get your ship back for you, you must take me back to England.'

The captain agreed immediately and thanked me very warmly for my help. Friday ran back to my house to get all the guns, and the captain and I made a plan.

The first part was easy because the seamen were not ready for a fight. We shot the two men at the boat, and the captain shot another man. This man, Tom Smith, was the worst of them all and he began the mutiny on the ship. Then the captain talked to the other five men, and they agreed to help him. They did not really want to be mutineers, but they were afraid of Tom Smith.

'Now,' I said to the captain, 'we must get back your ship. How many men are on it?'

'Twenty-six,' the captain replied, 'and they will fight hard because they won't want to go home. It is death for all mutineers in England. But not all the men are bad. I'm sure that some of them will help me.'

Just then we saw another boat, which was coming from the ship to the shore. There were ten men in it, and they all had guns. We ran into the trees and waited.

It was a long hard fight, but by now it was dark and this helped us very much. We ran here and there in the trees, calling and shouting. The seamen could not see us and did not know how many men they were fighting. In the end the first officer shouted to them:

'Put down your guns and stop fighting! The captain has fifty island people to help him. We can kill you all!'

So the seamen stopped fighting and we took their guns. Three of the men agreed to come back to the captain, and we put the others in my cave. Friday and I stayed to watch the prisoners, while the captain and his men went back to fight for the ship.

All night we listened to the sound of guns and shouting, but in the morning, when the sun came up, the captain was master of his ship again. I went down to the shore to meet him.

'My dear friend,' he cried, 'There's your ship! I'll take you to the ends of the world in it!'

I put my arms round him, and we laughed and cried together. How happy I was to leave the island!

My good friend Friday came with me, of course, but we left the mutineers on the island. We decided not to kill them ; they could begin a new life on the island. I showed them my three houses, my cornfields and my goats, and all my tools. Their life would be easy because of all my hard work for so many years.

And so, on the nineteenth of December 1686—after twenty-seven years, two months and nineteen days—I said goodbye to my island and sailed home to England.



shout v. cry words out loudly and strongly. 呼喊；叫喊。

mutiny n. time when soldies or sailors attack their own leaders and officers. 兵变。mutineer 反叛者；叛变者。

reply v. answer. 回答；答复。

decide v. come to an idea or plan after thinking. 决定。


8　逃离孤岛
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现在我在这岛上已经待了27年，我不愿再待下去了。我们勤劳地工作，收割谷物，制成许多面包。我们准备了干果、咸肉和装水的大罐子。一天傍晚，星期五为了寻找肉和蛋去抓海龟。但不到一个钟头他就回来了。他看起来非常害怕。

“主人！主人！”他叫喊着，“在岛的附近有一只大船，他们坐着一条小船上岸来了！”

我跳起来跟他一起下山朝岸边跑。令我非常惊奇的是，我看到那是一艘英国船！但为什么会在这儿？英国船只从不朝这个方向来。或许他们是海盗！“别让他们看见你，星期五！”我叫到。“我们躲到树后瞧着。”

船上有11个人，但其中3个是俘虏。他们的手臂用绳子捆着，但他们的脚是自由的，可以走路。其他水手把这3个俘虏押到海滩上，笑着，叫着并踢他们。一些人坐在沙滩上开始喝酒。其他人走开去观察小岛，留下两个人看守小船。3个俘虏沿着海滩走得很慢，在离我们不远的树下坐了下来。他们显得非常沮丧。

我悄悄地穿过树丛走到他们后面，用英语招呼他们。

“不要害怕，”我说。“我是英国人。或许我能帮助你们。”

这3个人转过身来看着我。他们没有马上回答；他们很惊讶。可能会认为我这个穿着用动物皮毛自制的古怪衣服，长长的头发和胡须的人是个野人。稍后，最年长的人说话了。

“我是船长，”他说，“这两个是我的大副和二副。昨晚发生了一场叛乱，水手夺走了我的船。现在他们将把我们3人丢在这儿，让我们死在岛上。”

“这些反叛者有枪吗？”

“只有两支枪，”他回答，“他们把枪留在小船上了。”

“好的，”我说，“我们来打他们，但是如果我们为你夺回了船，你们必须带我回英国去。”

船长立即同意并热情地感谢我的帮助。星期五跑回房子取来所有的枪，船长和我制定了一个计划。

第一步还是容易的，因为水手没有作战的准备。我们开枪打死了船上的两个人，船长击毙了另一个。这个叫汤姆·史密斯的，是其中最坏的一个。他发动了船上的这场叛乱。然后船长和其他五个人谈话，他们答应帮助船长。他们并非真的想成为反叛者，只是畏惧汤姆·史密斯。

“现在，”我对船长说，“我们必须回到你的船上。船上有多少人？”

“26个，”船长回答，“他们会顽强抵抗，因为他们不想回家。在英国所有的反叛者都会处以死刑。但并非所有的人都是坏人，我相信有一些人会帮助我的。”

这时我们看见另一只小船，正离开大船向岸边驶来。船上有10个人，他们都带了枪。我们跑进树丛等着。

这是一场艰苦的持久战，但此刻天已黑了，这对我们很有利。我们在树丛里到处跑，叫喊着。水手们着不见我们，也不知道和他们打仗的有多少人。最后，大副朝他们喊：

“放下武器。停止战斗！船长得到了50名岛上居民的帮助，我们能把你们全部消灭！”

因此水手们停止了作战，我们缴了他们的枪。其中3个人同意回到船长这边，我们把其余的人送进我的山洞里。我和星期五留下看守俘虏，而船长和他的手下回去为夺船而战斗。

整夜我们听见枪声及叫喊声，但到了早晨，当太阳升起时，船长又成了大船的主人。我下山到海岸边去迎接他。

“我亲爱的朋友，”他喊道。“那是你的船！我会用它把你载到世界的每个角落！”

我拥抱他，我们一起又笑又叫。离开这个小岛我是多么高兴啊！

我的好朋友星期五当然跟随着我，但我们把那些叛乱者留在了岛上。我们决定不杀他们；他们能够在岛上开始一种新的生活。我给他们看了我的三间房子，我的庄稼地和我的山羊以及所有的工具。由于我多年的艰苦劳动他们的生活会轻松得多。

于是，在1686年12月19日——经过了27年2个月19天——我告别了我的小岛乘船返回了英国。


9
Home in England

When I came back to England, I felt like a stranger in the country. Many things were different, and not many people remembered me. I went home to York, but my father and mother were dead, and also my two brothers. I did find the two sons of one of my brothers. They were happy to learn that I was alive, and I was pleased to find some family.

After some months I decided to go down to Lisbon in Portugal. I had friends there who could help me to sell my land in Brazil, and I needed the money. Friday came with me. He was always a good and true friend to me. In Lisbon I found the Portuguese captain, who took me in his ship to Brazil, all those years ago. It was good to see him again, and he helped me with my business. Soon I was ready to go home again—by land. No more adventures and dangers by sea for me!

It was a long, hard journey. We had to cross the mountains between Spain and France in winter, and the snow was deep. Poor Friday was very afraid of the snow. In his country it was always hot, and he did not like cold weather.

Back in England I found a house and began to live a quiet life. My two nephews came to live with me. The younger one wanted to be a sailor, and so I found him a place on a ship. After a while I married, and had three children, two sons and a daughter. Then my wife died, and my nephew, who was now the captain of a ship, came home to see me. He knew that I did not really like a quiet life.

'I have a fine ship, uncle,' he said. 'I'm going out to the East Indies—India, Malaya, the Philippines... Why don't you come with me?'

And so, in 1694，I went to sea again, and had many more adventures. Perhaps one day I'll write another book about them.



danger n. chance that something harmful will happen. 危险。

nephew n. son of your brother or sister. 侄子；外甥。

quiet adj. peaceful; with no trouble. 和平的；宁静的。


9　英国的家
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当我回到英格兰，我觉得自己好像是这个国家的一个陌生客人。许多东西都变了样，没有几个人能记得我。我回到约克市的家，我的父母亲及两个兄弟都已去世了。我找到了一个兄弟的两个儿子。知道我还活着他们非常高兴，我很高兴找到了一些家人。

过了几个月我决定去葡萄牙的里斯本。我有些朋友在那儿可以帮我卖掉在巴西的土地，我需要钱。星期五和我一起去，他一直是我忠实的好朋友。在里斯本我找到了多年前带我去巴西的葡萄牙船长。再次见到他真是太好了，他帮助我打理生意。不久我又准备回家——是经陆路。我再也不想经历充满危险的海上航行了！

这是一次长途跋涉。我们不得不在冬天穿越位于西班牙和法国之间的大山，积雪很深。可怜的星期五非常害怕雪。在他的国家天气总是很热，他不喜欢寒冷的天气。

回到英国我找了座房子，开始过平静的生活。我的两个侄子来和我住在一起。小的那个想做一名水手，于是我给他在船上找了个职位。过了不久我结婚了，生了三个孩子，两个儿子和一个女儿。后来我的妻子去世了，我的那个侄子回家看我，他现在已经当上了船长。他知道我并不真正喜欢平静的生活。

“我有一艘好船，叔叔，”他说，“我将去东印度——印度、马来西亚、菲律宾……为什么你不同我一起去呢？”

于是，1694年，我再次出海，有了更多冒险的经历，或许有一天我会另外写一本关于这些经历的书。


Exercises

A Checking your understanding

Chapters 1-2 Who said these words ?

1	'It was a terrible storm.'

2	'Some of my friends want to go fishing tomorrow.'

3	'I'll go all over the world with you.'

4	'In ten years'  time Xury can go free.'

Chapters 3-4 Where in these chapters ...

1	... was Crusoe's ship going?

2	... did the sea carry Crusoe?

3	... was Crusoe's 'kitchen'?

4	... did Crusoe get his food and tools from?

5	... was Crusoe's island?

Chapters 5-6 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F) ?

1	Crusoe had to cut down a lot of trees.

2	Crusoe couldn't read or write because he didn't know how to.

3	Crusoe never had meat to eat or milk to drink.

4	When Crusoe found the footprint, he was afraid.

5	Crusoe built himself four houses.

6	Crusoe wanted to kill the wild men.

Chapters 7-8 Find answers to these questions.

1	How many prisoners did the wild men have with them?

2	Where did Crusoe and the prisoner hide the dead bodies?

3	Why did Crusoe call the prisoner 'Man Friday'?

4	What was Friday doing when he saw the great ship?

5	Why was Crusoe surprised?

6	On what date did Crusoe leave the island?

Chapter 9 How much can you remember? Check your answers.

1	How many children did Crusoe and his wife have?

2	Who asked Crusoe to go back to sea?

3	Why did he go?

B Working with language

1 Complete these sentences with information from the story.

1	The Portuguese captain took Crusoe and Xury...

2	Crusoe could make bread because he...

3	When Friday came to live with him, Crusoe was happy because ...

4	The mutiniers were afraid to go back to England because...

5	When Crusoe got back to England, he learnt that his mother and father...

2	Use these words to join the sentences together.

because　　but　　and  then

1   Crusoe was a rich man. He could not buy anything.

2   Crusoe gave Friday some trousers. He made him a coat and hat.

3	Friday began to jump up and down. He was excited.

C Activities

1	You are Robinson Crusoe and you write a letter, put it in a bottle and throw it into the sea. Write Crusoe's letter for him. Perhaps it begins like this:

Dear Friend,

If you find this letter, please help me! I am alone on an island ...

2	Next week you are going to be shipwrecked on a lonely island a long way from land. There are no people and no houses on the island, but there are lots of trees and plants and wild animals. You will be alone, but you can take ten things with you. Make a list of your ten things and say why you have chosen them.
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内容简介

五百年后的世界会是什么样子呢？城市会越变越大吗？楼房、汽车、工厂会不会越来越多？噪音、烟雾、尘土会不会越来越多？那些任由动物自生自灭的绿色森林还会存在吗？




理查德的未来世界跟这些情况很不一样：那里只有自行车，没有汽车；只有村庄，没有城市。而世界上的森林只属于野生动物，那里一直是它们生活的家园。




理查德厌倦了乡村的平静生活，他已经12岁了。他想要一辆汽车，开着它风驰电掣。但是，世界上所有人都必须在12岁的时候履行“分享年”。到明天早晨，理查德就要去森林深处了。他会有一个新家庭——成员都是野生动物的家庭。他将和它们在一起生活一年，将会经受寒冷、饥饿和疲惫，但是他会学到很多——学会如何与其他动物分享这个世界。




学这一课并不简单，森林里有很多危险正等待着理查德……


THE YEAR OF SHARING

What will the world be like five hundred years from now? Will cities become bigger and bigger, with more buildings, more cars, more factories, more noise and smoke and dirt? Will there be any green forests left, where animals can live and die in freedom?




Richard's future world is very different from this. There are no cars, only bicycles. There are no cities, only villages. And the forests of the world are only for the wild animals that have always lived there.




Richard is bored with the quiet life of his village. And now he is twelve years old. He would like to have a motor-car and drive it...very fast. But, everyone in the world must do their Year of Sharing when they are twelve years old, and by tomorrow morning Richard will be somewhere deep in the forest. He will have a new family — a family of wild animals, and he will live with them for one year. He will be cold and hungry and tired, but he will learn — learn to share the world with other animals.




It is a hard lesson to learn, and there are many dangers waiting in the forest...
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1
A goodbye party

Is somebody listening to this? If there is, hello.

There's a party going on. There are four of us doing our Year of Sharing this year — four of us who are twelve years old. The party is for all their family and friends.

I keep touching my nose. That's where they put the recorder. I can't feel it in my nose, but it's there. It will record all my words when I speak, and any other sounds which are near me. The recorder will go on working for one year.

Can you hear the sounds of the party? Music, talking, laughing, dancing. Is everybody happy?

The answer is no. Everybody has their Year of Sharing when they're twelve, and half of them don't come back. They die. This is a goodbye party.

Perhaps you think I'm afraid. Well, I'm not. I'm the only person here who has no friends or family at the party. I didn't ask any friends to come. My mother's too busy (as usual). I specially asked my father not to come — he would cry. I don't want people to see him crying.

I'm going outside. I don't want to talk to anybody.

I can't count all the bicycles by the wall here — half the village is at this party! I didn't bring my bicycle because I'm not going home after the party.

I would really like a car, not a bicycle, because I love to go fast. I've seen cars in old films, but there are no cars in the world now — no cars, no roads, no factories, no big towns, just little villages like this one. In the old days, they say, the world was a bad and dirty place and animals were dying because of all those cars and factories. Was that really true? I don't know.

Now the world is very boring. We live quietly in our villages, we don't eat meat, and we make everything ourselves with our hands.

I'm sitting outside alone. I've always been alone and that's OK. I'm clever, fast and strong and I'm not going to die in this Year of Sharing. I've always been best at everything in the village school. Now I'm going to be best among the animals. Here's the doctor.

'Hello, Richard. Alone?'

'What do you want, doctor?'

'I want to look at your nose and make sure the recorder's OK. Look up. Look down. Good. After one year we will write down every word from your recorder and make a wonderful book for you. Richard's Year of Sharing.'

'Doctor, I don't want a stupid animal like a cow or a sheep. I want something big, strong and fast, an animal which is not afraid. A clever animal like me.'

'You'll get the animal which is best for you. Does your nose hurt when I touch it here?'

'No.'

'What can you smell when I open these bottles?'

'I can smell...leaves. Milk. Blood.'

'OK, your nose is fine. Richard...life is easy when you live with people, you know. You will find it harder with animals. I don't know if you're ready. Remember, it's life or death.'

The doctor's gone. The sky is beginning to get dark. When it's full night, they'll take us — the four of us — to four different animal families. Good. I don't belong in this village. I don't think I belong with people. Not people in today's world.

In the old days people were everywhere in the world. Millions of them. They were free to go where they wanted and to do what they wanted. Now there are walls round our villages and we can't go out, and only animals are free.

Oh no!

'Let me just shake hands and say goodbye, Richard.'

'Dad, you said you wouldn't come.'

'I'm sorry your mother couldn't come. She had to meet some very important people from all over the world to talk about animals in danger. It was very important business. She wanted to come and say goodbye to you but...'

'Don't try and explain. She's always the same. OK, shake hands and go.'

Dad's gone. It's dark. There's no moon tonight. The stars are very bright.

Soon a doctor will give us something to put us into a deep sleep. When we wake up, we will be with an animal family. The doctor will give me a special smell; I'll smell like a baby in that animal family.

Isn't that terrible? Perhaps the animal family don't want another baby...but they will smell me and they'll love me. Is love just a special smell, for animals? It's all wrong. I don't like doctors.

Everybody is crying now. Can you hear them? There's no laughing or dancing any more. Here's the doctor coming. In a few minutes I'll be asleep. Goodbye, village. When I see you again, I won't be a child any more. I can't wait!



recorder n. a machine which records words or music 录音机

specially adv. for one particular purpose and only for that purpose 特意地，专门地

make sure to do something because you want to be sure that something happens 确保

stupid adj. showing a lack of good sense or good judgement; silly 愚蠢的，傻的

remember v. to do something that you have to do, and not forget about it 记住

bright adj. emitting or reflecting much light; shining 发光的，明亮的

terrible adj. making you feel afraid or shocked 可怕的；令人震惊的


1．告别聚会

[image: alt]

有人在听吗？如果有，你好。

这里正在举办一个聚会。今年，我们当中有四个人要履行“分享年”——四个满12岁的人。聚会是为他们所有的家人和朋友举办的。

我不停地摸着自己的鼻子，录音机就被他们放置在鼻子里，我感觉不到它，但是它确实在那儿。它会记录下我说的所有话，以及我身边的任何声音。这个录音机会一直工作一年。

你能听到聚会的声音吗？音乐、交谈、笑声、舞蹈，每个人都快乐吗？

答案是否定的。每个人都要在12岁的时候履行自己的“分享年”。有一半的人再也不会回来，他们死了。这是个告别聚会。

也许你以为我害怕了，其实我没有。我是唯一一个没有家人和朋友出席聚会的人。我没有邀请任何朋友来。我的母亲太忙了（她一向如此）。我特别告诉父亲不要来——他会哭的。我不想让别人看到他哭。

我要到屋外去，因为我不想和任何人讲话。

数不清的自行车靠在墙边——村里一半的人都来参加聚会了！我没有骑车来，因为聚会结束后我就不打算回家了。

我真想有辆汽车，而不是自行车，因为我喜欢速度。我在老电影里见过汽车，但是现在的世界已经没有汽车了——没有汽车、没有公路、没有工厂、没有大城市，只有像这样的小村庄。人们说，过去的世界又脏又乱，汽车和工厂导致了动物的死亡。这是真的吗？我不知道。

现在的世界单调沉闷。我们平静地生活在村庄里。我们不吃肉，我们什么都自己动手做。

我一个人坐在外面。我总是一个人，这样挺好。我聪明、灵敏而又强壮，我不会在“分享年”中死去。我在村庄的学校里做什么都是最棒的。现在我也要成为动物中最棒的。这时医生走了过来。

“你好啊，理查德，一个人吗？”

“有事吗，医生？”

“我想看一下你的鼻子，确保录音机工作正常。抬头，低头，好了！一年以后，我们会把你的录音机里录的每一个字都写下来，为你做一本精彩的书，叫做《理查德的分享年》。”

“医生，我不想要像牛或羊这样愚蠢的动物。我想要大的、强壮的、敏捷的动物，无所畏惧，像我一样聪明的动物。”

“你会得到最适合你的动物。我摸你鼻子这里时，你觉得痛吗？”

“不痛。”

“我打开这些瓶子，你都能闻到什么？”

“我能闻到……叶子、牛奶、血。”

“好，你的鼻子没问题。理查德……你知道，和人在一起生活是容易的。你会发现和动物在一起就有些困难了。我不知道你是否准备好了。记住，不是生就是死。”

医生走了，天渐渐暗了下来。当天完全黑了以后，就会有人来把我们——我们四个人——带到四个不同的动物群里去。这挺好的，我不属于这个村庄，我觉得自己不属于人类——现在的人类。
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在过去，人们生活在世界的每个角落，数以百万计。他们想去哪儿就去哪儿，想干吗就干吗。现在村庄外都筑起了围墙，我们不能出去，只有动物是自由的。

噢，不！

“我只是来握握手说再见的，理查德。”

“爸爸，你说好不来的。”

“对不起，你母亲来不了了。她要和一些来自世界各地的大人物会面，讨论濒危动物的问题。这是很重要的事务。她想来和你告别，但是……”

“不要帮她解释了，她总是这样。好吧，握握手，你走吧。”

爸爸走了。天也黑了，今晚没有月亮，星星却非常明亮。

很快，医生就会给我们些药物，让我们熟睡过去。醒来之后，我们就会和某群动物在一起了。医生还会给我一种特别的体味，让我闻起来就像是那个动物家族的宝宝一样。

可怕吗？也许那个动物家族并不想再要一个新宝宝……但是他们闻到我的味道就会爱上我。对动物来说，爱就是一种特殊的体味吧？这真荒谬。我不喜欢医生。

现在每个人都在哭。你能听见吗？没人欢笑舞蹈了。医生来了，几分钟后我会进入梦乡。再见吧，村庄。当我再见到你的时候就不再是孩子了。我都等不及了！


2
Deer

Where am I? Where is everybody? Where's the village?

Oh!

I remember.

I've just woken up. I think it's early morning. It's still a little dark because there are trees all around me.

I don't want to sit up and look yet. When I sit up, I will see my animal family. I think I can smell them. I feel a little ill. People don't smell like that.

The trouble is, I've never been near an animal before. We don't have animals in the village, of course. We have to leave animals alone, so we always stay behind our village wall. In the old days people kept cats or dogs in the house; today you would go to prison for keeping an animal.

I'm going to sit up and look at my animal family now.

They're deer. I didn't want deer. I wanted a strong animal which can fight, not an animal which runs away like deer. Well, I'm not going to run away.

One of the deer is looking at me because I'm moving. I'm trying to stand up but it's difficult. My body is cold; I've never been so cold in my life. I was lying on the wet ground and of course they didn't give me any clothes to wear. I have to move very slowly until I get warm.

There are three deer — no, four. I didn't see the fourth at first because it's very small. I think it's a baby. It's lying beside the deer which is looking at me — I think that's its mother.

The mother is watching me carefully — she thinks I'm her baby too. Poor mother! I'm a strange baby for her to have. There's another deer which looks young — perhaps one year old. The last deer is the biggest — I think he's the father of the two young deer.

There's more light now. The deer are moving around, taking leaves from the trees and eating them. I'm hungry too. I want my breakfast.

What's for breakfast, mother? Don't answer that. I don't think I can eat your food. I know how to find fruit which is good for me and to look in the ground for roots to eat; I learnt all that in the village school. Everybody learns because everybody does the Year of Sharing.

I'll just take a walk and find some food.

Hey, get off! Stop that! What are you doing?

That was the big deer which is the father, I think. He didn't let me take a walk. He ran and pushed me back next to mother. This is terrible. Because of my smell, he thinks I'm a baby. Listen, father — I want to find something to eat!

Deer don't talk much, do they?

*　　*　　*

Sorry I haven't said anything for a long time. There's nothing to say. I'm very, very hungry. I've missed breakfast and I've missed lunch and soon I'm going to miss dinner. It's late afternoon. This deer family likes to move around a lot.

Mother and Baby and I stay together — Father makes sure of that. Brother — the other young deer — sometimes stays with us, but is often alone. Father doesn't like it if Brother follows him.

I've looked for roots in the ground but I haven't found anything. I saw a tree with good fruit on it. I tried to climb the tree but Father knocked me off with his antlers. He was angry. Deer don't climb trees!

So I am HUNGRY.

I'm not cold now. That's because we move around a lot. My arms and legs have a lot of little cuts on them. Well, I'm not wearing clothes and so I keep cutting myself on trees and other things. And my feet hurt.

I didn't think that life with animals would be like this. thought my new life would be fast, dangerous and exciting. It isn't. We just walk through the trees. The deer eat while I watch and feel hungry. Then we walk on a little more.

The deer don't talk, they don't make any sounds. Well, sometimes Mother makes a little noise to Baby (and to me because I'm a 'baby' too). And Baby answers with another little noise. But it's nothing special. Mother is saying, 'Where are you?' and Baby is answering, 'I'm here.' That's all.

When Mother asked me, 'Where are you?', I didn't answer at first. But she went on asking and asking and asking, and I felt sorry for her. I'm her baby, or she thinks I am. So then I answered, 'I'm here,' like Baby — I tried to make the same sound as Baby. I'm sure it's right because Mother asks only once now.

Father never talks to Mother. Brother sometimes makes the noise for, 'I'm here,' but nobody listens.

I like Baby. She's sweet. Yes, she's a girl deer. She's soft to touch, she's funny and she's always jumping up and down. She smells of milk.

Because I have nothing to do, I play with Baby. I try to catch her. We run round and round Mother. Then she goes under Mother and I follow, which is funny because I'm nearly as big as Mother. Mother stops moving because she doesn't want to put her foot down on one of us. When I catch Baby, she suddenly jumps out of my arms. She's like a ball—she uses her four legs to push hard and she jumps high up.

One day of this life is interesting. Not comfortable, but interesting. Two days will be a little boring, I think. After three days I'll want to scream. And I've got a year of this life...

*　　*　　*

It's evening now. It suddenly got dark. And cold. I haven't eaten a single thing all day. We swam across a river in the afternoon, so I drank a lot of water then.

These deer are really good at swimming. Baby can swim too — but Mother and Father helped Baby and me.

The deer family is going to spend the night here. All right. I would like to go and look for something to put over myself, to keep myself warm. I don't think Father will let me. Let's see.

I was right. Father didn't let me. I'll just have to be cold.

It's spring — the Year of Sharing usually begins in spring. I don't know what a winter night will be like. Perhaps I will learn to keep warm by then.

Brother is asleep. Baby is lying beside Mother. Father is walking in a slow circle around us. He's listening and smelling the wind. He'll make sure we're not in danger. I'm sitting on the ground, with my arms round my body, trying to keep warm, but I'm shaking with cold.

Baby is drinking Mother's milk.

For the first time today I feel lonely. I don't often feel lonely. I don't need people. I think it's the dark and the cold and being hungry and feeling sorry for myself and listening to Baby drinking Mother's warm milk and knowing that I can't do that.

Mother just said, 'Where are you?' to me.

I made the sound which means, 'I'm here.'

*　　*　　*

I'm falling asleep while I speak. I drank Mother's milk. I'm lying with Baby next to Mother and it's very warm. I don't feel lonely. Good night.



prison n. a place where people are kept as punishment for committing a crime 监狱

strange adj. not familiar or known to you 陌生的

root n. the part of a plant which grows under the ground 根

miss v. to fail to catch 错过

antler n. one of the two horns which grow on a male deer's head 鹿角

sweet adj. kind, gentle, and friendly 温柔的，友好的

scream v. to make a loud high cry because you are hurt, frightened, or excited 尖叫

single adj. only one 单个的，一个的

spend v. to stay somewhere or do something for a period of time 度过

mean v. to have a particular meaning 表示……的意思


2．鹿

[image: alt]

我在哪儿？大家都去哪儿了？村庄呢？

噢！

我记起来了。

我刚刚醒过来，我想现在是清晨。天看起来仍然有些昏暗，因为我的周围都是树。

我还不想坐起来张望。因为我坐起来后，就会看见我的那个动物家族。我想我闻到了它们的味道，我有一点儿不舒服。人的味道和这不一样。

问题是，我以前从来没有接近过动物。我们村子里当然没有动物。我们得让动物自由生活，所以只能待在围墙后面。过去，人们能够在家里养猫养狗，但是现在，豢养动物是要坐牢的。

我现在要坐起来，看看我的动物家族了。

它们是鹿。我不想和鹿在一起。我喜欢强壮擅斗的动物，不喜欢像鹿这样动不动就逃跑的动物。反正，我不会逃跑的。

有一只鹿正看着我，因为我在动。我试图站起来，但是非常困难。我的身体冰凉，一生中从没有这么冷过。我躺在湿漉漉的地上，他们当然没有给我衣服穿。在身体暖和起来之前，我只能慢慢地挪动。

一共有三只鹿——不，是四只。一开始我没有看到第四只，因为它太小了。我想那是只鹿崽。它躺在一只鹿的身旁，那只鹿正看着我，我想它是小鹿的妈妈。

鹿妈妈仔细地打量我——它以为我也是它的孩子。可怜的鹿妈妈！我是它陌生的孩子。另一只鹿看起来也不大——大概一岁的样子。最后一只鹿个子最大——我想它是两只小鹿的爸爸。

天亮了一些。群鹿四处走动，从树上采叶子吃。我也饿了，想吃早餐。

早上吃什么，妈妈？别回答，我想我吃不了你们的食物。我知道怎么找到对我有益的水果；我还知道怎么从地里挖树根来吃。我在村里的学校都学过。因为过“分享年”的缘故，每个人都必须学这些。

我要走一走，去找些食物。

嘿，走开！别这样！你在干吗？

是那只个子最大的鹿，我想那是鹿爸爸，它不让我走开。它跑过来把我拱回鹿妈妈身边。真可怕，因为我身上的味道，它以为我是一只鹿宝宝。听着，鹿爸爸——我想去找东西吃！

鹿不怎么讲话，是吧？

*　　*　　*

对不起，我很长时间没有讲过话了，没什么可讲的。我非常非常饿。我没有吃早餐，没有吃午餐，很快也要错过晚餐了。已经快到傍晚了。这群鹿非常喜欢四处走动。

鹿妈妈、鹿宝宝和我待在一起——鹿爸爸要确保这一点。鹿哥哥——另一只年纪不大的鹿——有时候和我们在一起，但是经常落单。鹿爸爸不喜欢鹿哥哥跟着它。

我在地里找树根，但是什么都找不到。我看到树上有新鲜的水果，我试图爬到树上，但是鹿爸爸用鹿角把我扯了下来。它生气了，因为鹿不爬树！

所以我就饿着肚子。

我现在不冷了，那是因为我们一直在走来走去。我的手臂和腿上伤痕累累。唉，我没有穿衣服，所以碰到树或其他什么东西就会弄伤自己。我的脚也痛。

我没有想到和动物一起生活会是这样。我以为我的新生活应该是迅捷、惊险、刺激的，但情况并非如此。我们只是在林间穿行。那几只鹿美餐时，我却饿着肚子眼巴巴看着。然后我们就继续漫步。

鹿不讲话，它们不发出任何的声音。然而，有时候鹿妈妈也会对着鹿宝宝发出一点儿声响（对我也是，因为我也是“鹿宝宝”）。鹿宝宝会用另一种细弱的声音回答，没什么特别的。妈妈说：“你在哪儿？”宝宝回答：“我在这儿。”就这么简单。
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当鹿妈妈问我“你在哪儿？”时，一开始我没回答。但是它一次接一次不停地问，我挺可怜它的。我是它的宝宝，至少它是这么想的。所以后来我回答了：“我在这儿。”就像小鹿一样——我试着发出和鹿宝宝一样的声音。我肯定这声音没错，因为鹿妈妈现在只问一次了。

鹿爸爸从不和鹿妈妈讲话。鹿哥哥有时会说：“我在这儿。”但是没人理它。

我喜欢鹿宝宝，它很乖。是的，它是只小母鹿。它摸起来很柔软，它也很有趣，总是跳上跳下的，闻起来有股奶味。

我无事可做，于是和鹿宝宝一起玩。我想捉住它。我们绕着鹿妈妈跑啊跑，然后它钻到鹿妈妈肚子下面，我也跟着。这很好笑，因为我的个头和鹿妈妈差不多大。鹿妈妈停了下来，因为它不想踩到我们俩。当我捉到小鹿后，它突然从我的怀抱里跳了出去。它像一个球——用四条腿用力后蹬，然后高高跃起。

这样过一天挺有意思，虽然并不舒服，但是有意思。第二天就会有点儿无聊了，我想；三天后我会想要尖叫。但我要这样过上一年……

*　　*　　*

现在是傍晚了，天突然全黑了，而且很冷。这一天里我什么都没吃。我们下午游过了一条河，我当时喝了很多水。

这些鹿很会游泳。小鹿也能游——但是鹿妈妈和鹿爸爸帮助小鹿和我来着。

群鹿一家准备在这里过夜了。好啊，我要去找一些东西遮在身上保暖。我想鹿爸爸不会让我去，我要试试。

不出意料，鹿爸爸不让我走开。我只能继续挨冻。

现在是春天——“分享年”都是从春天开始的。我难以想象冬天的晚上会是什么样，希望到时候我已经找到了保暖的办法。

鹿哥哥已经睡了。鹿宝宝睡在妈妈的身旁。鹿爸爸慢慢绕着我们转圈子。它在听风的声音和闻风的味道。它要确保我们没有危险。我坐在地上，用双臂搂住身体，尽量保持温暖，但还是冷得发抖。

小鹿在喝妈妈的奶。

今天我第一次觉得寂寞。我并不常常觉得寂寞。我不需要和人在一起。我想是因为天又黑又冷吧；我饿着肚子，为自己感到难过。我还听见小鹿在喝妈妈那温暖的鹿奶，我却不能。

鹿妈妈只是问我：“你在哪儿？”

我发出声响：“我在这儿。”

*　　*　　*

我说着说着就睡着了。我喝了鹿妈妈的奶，和小鹿一起挤在鹿妈妈的身边，非常温暖。我不觉得寂寞了。晚安。
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3
Wolves

I've just lived through the worst two weeks of my life. I feel a lot better now; that's why I'm speaking again. I didn't want to say anything when there wasn't anything good to say.

It rained most of the time. When it wasn't raining, the water was still falling off the leaves of the trees. I was wet, cold, tired and hungry all the time. I was ill. My head hurt, my stomach hurt, my feet and legs hurt and I was always getting little cuts on my body. Worst of all I missed home; I wanted to be back in the village.

That's still true. I don't want to be here. Deer are not people. I said I didn't need people, but I think I was wrong. It's hard to think when you can't talk to anybody.

I'm friends with Baby and Brother. I like both of them. Baby is sweet and Brother is afraid of nothing. The two older deer are afraid of everything — afraid of birds singing, birds not singing, a cloud going over the sun, a leaf falling. When they're afraid, they jump. They're always jumping!

When Mother thinks we're in danger, she pushes me and Baby with her nose. She takes us to dark places in the forest where the trees are crowded together. We move quickly and quietly, in and out of the trees. I'm beginning to feel afraid of everything now. It's stupid. I've not seen anything to be afraid of.

I'm getting thin because I don't eat very much. I find a few wild vegetables and a little fruit every day and I drink Mother's milk before I sleep. That's all.

These deer eat all the time. They like eating from some trees, not others. Mother has to help Baby to get leaves and fruit. She tries to help me too, but deer food is not my food. I can't eat it.

Mother is unhappy because I'm not eating well. Poor Mother! I'm angry with her all day, but I sleep with her like a baby at night. It's strange. My feelings for Mother are very strong — stronger than my feelings for my real mother — both good and bad feelings.

Father doesn't come near us very often. He keeps walking around, up and down. He stands tall and looks through the trees. He puts his nose high up and smells carefully. He gets the best things to eat and he pushes the rest of the family away if they try to eat near him.

I didn't wear clothes for the first week and that was terrible because we're in the forest all the time, and couldn't stop getting cuts. So I made some clothes out of leaves. They're not very good clothes and I have to keep making new ones, but they stop most of the cuts and also keep me warm — well, not very warm, but I'm not as cold as before.

So I'm feeling better. A little warmer, a little more food in my stomach and my body doesn't hurt now.

And I'm stronger and quicker and I can hear and see better too. If you can't talk to anybody, you look and listen and smell.

Brother and I are always trying to see who can jump higher. I lose — most of the time. But I'm getting better. We both enjoy it.

There's no rain this morning, which is really wonderful. Up above there's only blue sky between the trees. Down here it's not warm, but it's not cold and wet any more.

Ow!

Something happened! Father ran up and knocked me over with his antlers. He wants me to be quiet. Now I'm speaking very softly. All the deer have stopped eating. Only Father is moving now, walking very slowly, putting one foot down carefully before moving the next foot.

It's very, very quiet. Not a sound anywhere. Why is it so quiet'? Why are there no birds singing?

Oh! Now I can see it. It's an animal coming through the trees, not quickly, not slowly. It's a wolf !

There's only one wolf. Oops! Mother just pushed me because she wants me to move. Now she's pushing Baby. The family is moving away, going deeper into the forest. Brother doesn't want to run away, and he's looking at me. Will I run away?

No, I'm not going to run. It's stupid. There are four deer and me against just one wolf. We can fight and the wolf will run away.

I'm staying. I've got a big stick and some stones and I can fight this wolf alone if I have to.

Father has gone. Mother's coming back for me — no, she isn't. She's stopped, she can't leave Baby.

Brother's coming to stand with me. Mother and Baby have gone. There's only Brother, me and the wolf now. I'm not afraid. Let's see how the wolf likes getting a stone on its nose. Take that!

I missed him! I'm good at throwing stones, but the wolf jumped to one side very fast. Now I'm throwing each stone as hard as I can. The wolf's jumping all over the place, but he's not running away. Well, I've still got my stick. Brother can use his feet to fight with. We'll be all right.

Oh no!

Two more wolves are coming, and they're coming fast. Brother, go! Get out of here! That's right.

Now I'm alone. There's only one thing to do.

*　　*　　*

I nearly died. I made a very big mistake when I decided to stand and fight. That's what a person does, not a deer. I'm a deer. I smell like a deer and so wolves think I'm a deer too.

I feel bad. I feel small, and unimportant. I'm not a person. I'm just an animal. If another animal is stronger than me, it can kill me. I didn't understand that before.

I saved Brother; I'm happy about that. The first wolf ran at me, very fast; I suddenly jumped right over him. I'm wonderful at jumping. After two weeks with deer, anybody would be wonderful.

The wolf didn't turn very quickly. I looked around for the other two wolves and saw that they weren't coming for me, they were following Brother. This was bad.

I screamed, because I wanted the wolves to think I was afraid; then they would follow me, not Brother. But when I screamed, I knew I really was afraid, and the wolves knew it too. That was terrible. All three wolves stopped and ran straight at me.

Yes, I was afraid! I dropped the stick and ran like a ...like a deer. There was a big tree in front of me and in seconds I was at the top of it.

And here I am. The wolves sat under my tree for hours with a hungry look in their eyes. They left not long ago, just before it got dark.

And this is where I'm staying. I can't find the deer in the dark. I can't lie down with Mother and drink her milk. I don't think I can sleep in a tree...but I'll try. And I'm sorry Brother nearly died because of me.

Will I see my deer family again'?



stomach n. the internal organ in which the first part of digestion occurs 胃

crowd v. (many things) to fill (the space) almost completely 挤,挨靠

vegetable n. a plant or a part of a plant used as food 蔬菜

oops int. used when a small mistake or slight accident has happened 哎哟

stick n. a thin piece of wood that has fallen or been cut off a tree 木棍

throw v. to use your hand to send something quickly through the air 扔

mistake n. incorrect thing 错误，过失

save v. to keep somebody from danger, or to stop somebody dying 搭救

straight adv. directly and immediately 直接地，径直


3．狼
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我终于挺过了一生中最困难的两周。我现在觉得好多了，所以我又开口说话了。没有值得一提的事情时，我什么都不想说。

大部分时候都在下雨。不下雨的时候，还是有水顺着树叶流下来。我身上总是湿的，饥寒交迫，累得不行。我病了，头痛、胃痛、腿脚也痛，身上总是会有伤口。最糟的是我想家了，我想回到村庄里。

这是真的。我不想待在这里。鹿不是人。我说过我不需要和人在一起，但是我想我错了。找不到人说话的日子真是难以想象。

我是鹿宝宝和鹿哥哥的朋友，我喜欢它们俩。宝宝很乖，哥哥什么都不怕。那两只年长的鹿什么都怕——怕鸟叫，怕鸟不叫，怕云遮住了太阳，怕树叶掉下来。它们在害怕的时候，就会跳起来。它们总是在跳。

当鹿妈妈觉得有危险时，它会用鼻子来拱我和鹿宝宝，把我们带到枝叶繁密的树林深处。我们在树林里钻进钻出，悄悄地迅速移动。我现在也开始什么都怕。这挺傻的。我没看到有什么值得害怕的。

因为吃得不多，我瘦了。我每天找一些野菜和水果充饥，睡前喝一些鹿奶。这就是全部。

这些鹿总在不停地吃。它们喜欢吃某些树的叶子，不吃别的。鹿妈妈要帮助小鹿取到树叶和水果。它也想要帮我，但是我是不吃鹿食的，我不能吃这些。

因为我不好好吃东西，鹿妈妈不高兴了。可怜的鹿妈妈！我整天都生它的气，但是晚上却像婴儿一样挨着它睡觉。真奇怪。我对鹿妈妈的感情很强烈——超过我对自己妈妈的感情——好的坏的都有。

鹿爸爸不经常靠近我们。它不停地四处走动。它个子高，可以望穿树丛。它高高地昂着鼻子，仔细地嗅着。它总霸占最好的食物，如果家里其他成员在它附近吃东西的话，会被它赶走。

我第一周身无寸缕，非常不好过，因为整天待在森林里，总是会弄伤自己，于是我用树叶做了衣服。衣服不太结实，我得不停地做新的。但是树叶衣服却有效地防止了受伤，同时还能保暖——虽然不是特别暖和，但是我觉得没有以前那么冷了。

所以我感觉好些了，也暖和一些了，胃里多了一些食物，身上也不疼了。

我更强壮、更敏捷了。听觉和视觉更为敏锐。如果不能跟任何人说话，你就会多看、多听、多闻。

鹿哥哥和我总是比赛谁跳得更高，大部分时间都是我输。但是我在进步，我们两个都喜欢这样的比赛。

今天早上没有下雨，真是很棒，头顶的绿树蓝天相映成趣，脚下虽不暖和，但也不再寒冷潮湿了。

哎哟！

有事发生！鹿爸爸跑过来用角把我顶翻，它是要让我安静。现在我说话非常轻。所有的鹿都停止了进食。只有鹿爸爸还在走动，走得很慢，小心翼翼地放下一只蹄子，然后才提起另一只。

现在非常非常安静，一点儿声音都没有。为什么这么安静？为什么小鸟都不叫了？

噢！现在我看见了，有一只野兽正不紧不慢地穿过树林。那是一只狼！
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只有一只狼。哎哟！鹿妈妈在拱我，要我跑开。现在它又在拱鹿宝宝。鹿群跑开了，进入了树林深处。鹿哥哥不想逃跑，它正看着我。我要逃吗？

不，我不会逃。这样很蠢。我们四只鹿和一个人，对付区区一只狼。我们并肩作战，狼会落荒而逃的。

我不走了。我准备好一根粗木棍和一些石块。要是不得不独自对付这只狼，我也能行。

鹿爸爸走了。鹿妈妈回来找我——不，它没有，它停下了，它不能丢下小鹿。

鹿哥哥来和我站到一起。鹿妈妈和小鹿离开了。现在只剩我、鹿哥哥，还有这只恶狼了。我不害怕。看看石块击中狼鼻子它会有什么反应。看招！
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没有打中！我扔石块很准，但是狼敏捷地跳到一边。现在我用尽全力扔出每一块石头。狼四下里跳来跳去，但是它没有逃走。没关系，我还有棍子；鹿哥哥可以用蹄子去对付它。我们会没事的。

天哪，不！

又来了两只狼。它们动作飞快。鹿哥哥，走！离开这儿！这就对了。

现在只剩我一个人了，只有一件事可做。

*　　*　　*

我差点儿死了。我决定留下来对付狼时，犯了个很大的错误。人才会这样做，鹿不会。我是一头鹿。我闻起来像是一头鹿，所以狼也觉得我是鹿。

我感觉很糟，觉得自己很弱小，微不足道。我不是人，只是动物。如果另一只动物比我强壮，它就能杀死我。我之前还不明白这个道理。

我很高兴我救了鹿哥哥。第一只狼迅速向我冲过来，我突然从它身上跳过去。我擅长跳跃。和鹿在一起待了两周后，谁都会跳得非常好。

这只狼没有立刻转过身来。我向另外两只狼望去，它们没有朝我追过来，它们正在追逐鹿哥哥。情况不妙。
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我尖叫起来，因为我想让狼以为我害怕，然后它们就会追我，而不去追鹿哥哥。但是我尖叫的时候，我知道自己是真的害怕了，狼也知道。太可怕了，三只狼都停了下来，径直向我冲过来。

是，我害怕了！我扔下木棍就跑……就像一只鹿。我前面有棵大树，我几秒钟就爬到了树顶。

我待在这儿。这三只狼在树下守了我几个小时，眼里充满了饥饿的神情。它们刚刚离开，天就黑了。

我只能待在这儿了。在黑暗里我不可能找到鹿群。我不能靠着鹿妈妈睡觉，喝不了它的奶。我想在树上也不可能睡得着……但是我会试试。我很难过，鹿哥哥因为我差一点儿死掉。

我还会再见到那群鹿吗？


4
Killing a wolf

It's morning and I'm still up in the tree. I didn't sleep all night. I'm hungry, tired, cold and angry. I'm going to climb down the tree and look for some food.

*　　*　　*

That's better. I can't think when I'm hungry.

When I remember how I ran away from those wolves, I feel angry and my face gets hot. Why did I run away? I wasn't afraid!

I screamed and ran away to save Brother, of course. That's why. I don't want to go back to the deer family. If I'm not living with deer, I don't have to run away from anything. I can live alone for my Year of Sharing. I can find food, water, places to sleep and leaves to make clothes with. I don't need the deer; life is more difficult with them.

I have decided not to follow the deer and I feel happier now. I won't get lonely or bored; I'm better alone.

If a wolf comes, I'll kill it. I can fight wolves if I have sticks and stones. When I find the dead body of an animal, I will cut it up and use it to make something for killing wolves — a catapult which will shoot stones.

I feel much better.

*　　*　　*

Things have changed again. I'm back with the deer.

I was sitting on the ground, cutting a stick with a stone, when I heard Mother calling. She was far away. I only heard her because it was very quiet all around.

She was calling, 'Where are you? Where are you?' and I knew she was calling me.

It was terrible. I began crying. She's only a deer. I smell like a baby deer to her, but I'm not really.

I answered, 'I'm here!'

Mother heard me and ran to me. She was calling all the time. She came through the trees with Baby behind her and I stood up, still crying, and I...

I don't want to talk about it any more. Sometimes I don't understand myself. I never put my arms round my real mother like that, and Mother is only a deer.

What could I do? I walked with Mother and Baby through the forest for a long time until we found Father and Brother. Father stopped eating and hit Mother with his antlers. He was angry; he wanted her to be near him all the time.

When Father came up to me, I thought he would hit me too, but he didn't. He smelt me carefully, then touched me softly with his head. To him, I'm just a baby.

Brother jumped straight up and down; he was so happy to see me again. I was surprised how happy I was to see him too.

In the last few days we have walked and walked. When the others want to stop and eat, Father keeps us moving. We have swum across rivers, pushed through trees, run across open ground and moved back into trees again. I know why — we all know.

There's a wolf, or wolves, following us. It calls — a long, hungry howling, often at night. It's following our smell. That's why Father tries to go through water as often as possible — smells are lost in water.

I'm busy with my special answer to this danger — I'm making weapons. I break up stones into little pieces. Some pieces of stone are really sharp and will cut like a knife. I've put them on long sticks to make spears.

I found a dead animal and cut off its skin, then I cut the skin into long, thin pieces. Now I have a good catapult; I can kill wolves.

Brother's teaching Baby to jump as high as she can. That's his job. Mother teaches Baby about eating and smelling things and cleaning herself. Father doesn't have time to teach Baby. He's always walking round. He's smelling, listening, watching the trees, waiting for something bad to happen. He always knows the best place to go next, because he never stops thinking about it.

Brother, Baby and I often jump together, moving in sudden, high jumps across the ground. I'm beginning to understand why deer jump so much. A jump catches the eye of a wolf. When a wolf runs after a deer, another deer will jump and the wolf will turn to look at it. Then a third deer will jump. The wolf turns again. Each jump takes the deer away from the wolf and the wolf can't decide which deer to follow. It's clever.

Yesterday something bad happened. Baby did a good, high jump but when she came down, she gave a little scream. She tried to walk and screamed again, a little, high scream. Mother ran to her and Father stood not far away and watched.

I couldn't see what was wrong at first; Mother didn't want anyone to come near. In the end I lay down next to Baby and saw what it was — a stick from a tree was deep inside Baby's leg and Mother's teeth couldn't pull it out. Mother didn't let me touch it.

Baby could only walk on three legs and she got tired very quickly. Father tried to move on again, away from the wolf, but Mother wanted to stay with Baby. Father pushed Mother and she followed him...but then went back to Baby. Father went back and pushed Mother again.

In the end Father took Baby to a dark place where she could hide under leaves. It was near a river and the ground was wet. That would hide Baby's smell from the wolf.

Then Father pushed us all away. But when we left, we could hear Baby calling after us. She didn't understand. Her calls said, 'I'm here! I'm here!'

Father didn't let Mother go back. We walked on. The howl of a wolf came through the trees from far away. I thought of a wolf finding Baby.

I just couldn't leave her.

I stopped. Mother called me but Father was pushing her to go on. I stayed still and they went into the trees and I couldn't see them any more. There are no goodbyes with deer.

I ran back to Baby and she stopped calling. She was happy.

I put my weapons on the ground — my catapult and spears. When I touched Baby's leg, she didn't like it; it hurt a lot. She didn't let me touch it again.

So I lay down heavily on top of her. I held the stick in her leg and moved it slowly and carefully. I pulled and turned it until it came out, all of it. Then I went and carried water in my hands from the river to wash the wound on her leg. That was all I could do.

I brought leaves for Baby to eat, and water for her to drink. When it got dark, I lay down with her and we slept, keeping warm together.

I've just looked at her leg and I think it's getting better. But she can't walk on it yet. We have to stay here for a few days. Then we will follow the deer family. I think I can find them. I can smell where they have been, I can see where they have walked and I understand how Father thinks.

With luck I can find them.

*　　*　　*

The wolves found us two days later. It was evening, just before dark. Two wolves walked out of the trees and saw me carrying food to Baby. They were thin and hungry wolves. I don't think they have eaten for a long time.

My weapons were under the leaves with Baby. I dropped the food and ran and quickly got a catapult and a few stones. Of course, the wolves thought I was running away and they came to get me.

I turned, holding the catapult, and looked at them, and they stopped in surprise. Why wasn't I running away?

I felt cold inside, but not afraid. 'Which one of you shall I kill?' I asked them. 'Which one of you will die first?'

The wolves heard my cold voice. They knew I was dangerous, but they were hungry. They came slowly and they didn't make a sound. I shot a stone from the catapult and it hit one wolf on the eye. The wolf screamed. I followed that with more stones until a very big one cut its head open. The wolf fell over on its side and didn't move.

The other wolf jumped, turned and ran back into the trees. I looked at the dead wolf on the ground and felt sorry.

From the trees came a long, lonely howl.

I waited until it was dark and then Baby and I began walking. Baby walked for a while and then rested. I couldn't follow the deer family in the dark because I couldn't see anything and the smells were cold. But I thought I knew where Father would go.

There was a moon. I decided we had to walk all night because the other wolf was still out there somewhere.

Baby's leg was doing well; I was happy about that. An hour later, we were far from the dark hiding place under the leaves. The wolf wouldn't find us now.

There was a howl in the night. Then another howl, and another. Three, four, five, six howls — from different sides. The wolves were far away, but there were lots of them. Too many.

And so I learnt something new. Wolves have families too — big families. If you kill one wolf, the family wants to find the killer. We were in trouble.



catapult n. a stick like the letter 'Y', with a piece of elastic, which you can use for shooting stones 弹弓

understand v. to know how or why something happens, or what effect or influence something has 理解，明白

howl v. to make a long loud sound 嚎叫

weapon n. something which can hurt or kill people 武器

spear n. a weapon made from a long stick with a sharp point at the end 矛

skin n. the outside covering of the body of a person or animal 皮（肤）

hide v. to put something in a place so that no one can find or see it 隐藏

drop v. to fall or allow to fall; to let go（使）掉下

luck n. an in fluence that seems to make things, especially good things, happen to people for no particular reason 好运

killer n. someone who kills another person 凶手


4．反击

早晨了，我还在树上。我彻夜未眠，饥寒交迫，又累又气。我要爬下树去找些吃的。

*　　*　　*

这样好些，我饿的时候没法思考。

每当我想起自己怎样从狼口下狼狈逃生，就禁不住生自己的气，面红耳赤。我为什么要逃？我不害怕啊！

我尖叫逃跑是为了救鹿哥哥，当然这就是原因。我不想回去找鹿群。如果我不和它们在一起的话，我就不会逃避任何事。我可以独自一个人生活，度过我的“分享年”。我可以找到食物、水、睡觉的地方和用来做衣服的树叶。我不需要和鹿群在一起，和它们一起生活更麻烦。

决定不跟着鹿群之后，我感觉宽慰了些。我不会觉得孤独和无聊，一个人更好。

如果狼来了，我就杀死它。我可以用木棍和石块对付狼。如果找到动物的尸体，我会把它剖开，用它做成杀狼的武器——能够弹射石块的弹弓。

我觉得好多了。

*　　*　　*

事情又有了变化，我回到了鹿群。

我坐在地上，用石块削一根木棍，这时我听到了鹿妈妈的召唤。它在很远的地方。因为四周非常安静，我才听到了它的声音。
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它在叫：“你在哪儿？你在哪儿？”我知道它是在呼唤我。

真糟糕，我居然哭起来。它只是一头鹿而已。对它来说，我闻上去像鹿宝宝，但其实我不是。

我回应：“我在这儿！”

鹿妈妈听到了我的回答，向我跑来，它一直在叫，鹿宝宝跟在它身后一起穿过树林。我站了起来，仍然在哭，我……

我不想再提它了，有时我也不明白自己。我从来没有像这样伸出双臂拥抱我真正的妈妈，而这个妈妈只不过是一头鹿。

我能怎么办？我跟着鹿妈妈和鹿宝宝穿过森林走了，很久才找到鹿爸爸和鹿哥哥。鹿爸爸停止吃东西，用鹿角撞鹿妈妈。它生气了，它要鹿妈妈随时跟在它身边。

鹿爸爸又走到我跟前，我以为它也要打我了，但是它没有。它仔细地闻我的味道，然后用头轻轻地碰碰我。对它来讲，我只是个鹿宝宝。

鹿哥哥跳上跳下，它非常高兴再见到我。我吃惊地发现，见到它我也很高兴。

在过去的几天里，我们东奔西走。当有成员想停下来吃东西时，鹿爸爸却让我们继续赶路。我们游过河流，穿过树林，奔过旷野，然后又回到树林。我知道这样赶路的原因——我们都知道。

我们的后面跟着一只狼，或者是一群狼。它常常在夜晚嚎叫——那是饥饿的长嚎。它追随着我们的气味。所以鹿爸爸尽量领我们走水路——因为在水里闻不到我们的气味。

我自己也在忙着为应对这个危险做特殊的准备——我在制作武器。我把石头砸成小碎块，有些小石块十分锋利，能像小刀一样切割。我把石块固定在长棍子上做成矛。

我找到了一具动物的尸体，把它的皮扒了下来，然后割成细长条。现在我有弹弓了，我可以杀死狼。

鹿哥哥在教鹿宝宝怎么跳得更高，那是它的工作。鹿妈妈教它吃东西、闻东西和保持清洁。鹿爸爸没有时间来教鹿宝宝。它总在四下走动，一边闻，一边听，观察树的动静，时刻警惕着危险的发生。它总是知道接下来到哪里最安全，因为它不停地思考着这个问题。

鹿哥哥、鹿宝宝和我经常一起跳跃，突然跑动、高高跳起、跃过地面。我开始了解为什么鹿总是在跳跃，跳跃能够吸引狼的注意。当狼紧追一只鹿时，另一只鹿跳起来，狼会转身去看。然后第三只鹿又跃起，狼又转过去看。每一跳都使另外的鹿离开狼更远，让狼不知道去追哪只鹿。这很聪明。

昨天出了点儿问题。鹿宝宝高高跃起，落到地上时轻轻尖叫了一声。它试着走步，然后又叫了一声，这一次叫声有些高。鹿妈妈跑到它跟前，鹿爸爸站在不远处观察。
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一开始我不知道怎么了。鹿妈妈不让任何人接近。最后我躺在鹿宝宝的身边，才看清怎么回事——一根树枝深深地插进了鹿宝宝的腿，鹿妈妈无法用牙齿把它拔出来。鹿妈妈不准我碰树枝。

现在鹿宝宝只能靠三条腿走路，很快就累了。鹿爸爸想要继续赶路，把狼甩掉。但是鹿妈妈想留下来照顾鹿宝宝。鹿爸爸拱着鹿妈妈走，它跟上来……然后又回到鹿宝宝身边。鹿爸爸又回来拱鹿妈妈。

最后鹿爸爸把鹿宝宝带到了暗处，鹿宝宝可以用树叶挡住自己。这里离河很近，地面潮湿。这样狼就闻不到小鹿的味道。

然后鹿爸爸把我们都赶走了。但是离开的时候，我们听到鹿宝宝在后面叫。它不明白怎么了，它叫着：“我在这儿！我在这儿！”

鹿爸爸不让鹿妈妈回去。我们继续前进。从树林深处远远传来狼嚎。我想狼发现了鹿宝宝。

我不能丢下它。

我停下来。鹿妈妈叫我走，但是鹿爸爸催它继续走。我待住不动，它们走进了树林，再也看不见了。鹿不会说再见。

我跑回到小鹿身边，它停止了呼喊，充满了喜悦。

我把武器放在地上——我的弹弓和矛。我碰了碰鹿宝宝的腿，它不乐意了，因为那很痛。它不让我再碰。

所以我死死地压在小鹿身上，握住它腿上的树枝，慢慢地小心移动着它。我边拔树枝边转动它，直到完全拔出。然后我去河边用手捧些水来清洗它腿上的伤口。我只能做这些。

我拿树叶来给小鹿吃，又找来水给它喝。天黑后，我和它依偎着入睡，互相取暖。

我查看了小鹿的伤腿，我想它正在好转。但是小鹿仍然不能用那条腿走路。我们还要在这里待上几天，然后就可以去追上鹿群。我想我能找到它们，我能闻出它们到过的地方，能看出它们曾经经过哪里，而且我知道鹿爸爸的想法。

要是运气好，我能找到它们。

*　　*　　*

两天后，狼群找到了我们。那是在傍晚，天快要黑的时候。两只狼走出树林，看见我给小鹿拿吃的东西。这两只狼又瘦又饿。我想它们很长时间没有吃过东西了。

我的武器放在鹿宝宝那儿的树叶下面，我扔掉吃的就跑，飞快地拿起一个弹弓和几块石头。当然，这两只狼以为我要逃走，都朝我跑来。
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我转过身，举起弹弓，盯着它们。它们愣住了。为什么我不逃呢？

我体内发凉，但毫不畏惧。“我杀你们中的哪一个？”我问它们，“谁想先死？”

那两只狼听到了我冰冷的声音。它们知道我不容易对付，但是它们饥肠辘辘。它们悄无声息地慢慢逼近。我用弹弓射出一个石块，打中了一只狼的眼睛，那狼尖叫起来。我继续射出石块，直到一块大石头把它的脑袋砸开了花。这只狼翻身倒下，再也不动了。

另一只狼跳起来，转过身，跑回了树林里。看着地上的死狼，我觉得难过。

树林中传来了孤独的长嚎。

等到天黑，鹿宝宝和我就动身了。小鹿走一阵，歇一阵。在夜里我没法跟踪鹿群，因为我什么也看不见，气味也淡了。但是我想自己知道鹿爸爸要去哪里。

今夜有月亮。我决定整夜行进，因为另一只狼还在附近。

鹿宝宝的腿好了许多，我很高兴。一个小时后，我们已经远远离开了那个树叶下的藏身之处。现在那只狼已经找不到我们了。

晚上，一声狼嚎传来，然后有一声回应，然后又是一声，三声、四声、五声、六声——从各个方向传来。狼群离得还远，但是有很多很多只狼，太多了。

所以我又学到了新东西。狼也有家族——大家族。如果杀死了其中一只，狼群就要找出凶手。我们有麻烦了。


5
The wolves are coming

I don't like danger, but if you live through it, you feel good.

Just now we're resting on the other side of a large lake. The wolves sound very far away and I think we're OK. I've done everything possible to make sure they can't follow us.

When I heard all those wolves howling in the dark, I touched Baby and said, 'Stand very quietly and listen.'

Of course Baby didn't understand, but she stopped and didn't move. I was listening for water — a river or anything. I couldn't hear water, just the wind in the trees and a wolf singing to the moon.

So I tried smelling for water. My nose is wonderful at smelling now and, yes, I could smell something wet. When I turned round, I knew where the wet smell was coming from.

'We'll be fine, Baby,' I said. I put my hand on her head. 'But we can't stop any more until we get to the water. Can you run with that leg?'

Baby's leg was hurting, but she ran when I ran. She was afraid of losing me. I was all she had.

The wolves howled, not all the time but sometimes. I didn't know how near they were. Each howl went on for nearly a minute. Sometimes I didn't know if they were behind or in front of us.

I saw light through the trees. I hurried and Baby came after me. Soon we came to open ground, and there it was — moonlight on water! Not a river, but a big lake.

'It's a long swim, Baby,' I told her, 'but if we stay here, we'll die.'

Baby wasn't afraid of water. She followed me in and swam easily beside me. It was easier for her to swim than run with her bad leg.

How far was it to the other side? I don't know, but it took us a long, long time. It was more difficult for me than Baby in the end. I'm a walking, climbing animal; deer are running, jumping, swimming animals. My arms and legs hurt, my body felt heavy and I swam more and more slowly. But Baby was always there beside me, touching me all the time, her legs moving quickly in the water. She was warm, while I was cold, and that helped me.

The moon went behind clouds and we swam in the dark. I was happy about that because I was afraid the wolves would see us. When my feet hit stones underneath me, I knew the water wasn't deep any more. I stood up. A minute later Baby was walking too. We walked out of the water. My legs couldn't hold me up. I half fell and lay on the ground and felt very happy. Baby lay beside me, wet but warm. I slept for a little while.

I've just woken up. We have to begin moving soon. It's still night, but we must be far away from here by morning. Some of the ground is soft. Soft ground is dangerous because the wolves can see where we have gone. We must go on the hard, stony places.

*　　*　　*

It's wonderful! We're back with Mother, Father and Brother. I wasn't really sure that I could find them.

When the deer family left us three days ago, I saw some hills to the north. Father always hides in the trees when there's danger, and up there on the hills there are a lot of big, dark trees. Just right for Father.

I had good luck. When we got to the hills, we didn't have to look very far. I could hear the deer eating before I smelt them.

Baby went in a funny, jumping run up to Mother. She kept one foot off the ground; it was still hurting. Mother and Baby touched heads and made noises. Father came and smelt me while Brother watched. Father doesn't usually get too near anyone in the family, but he stood nearly touching me. I think he was saying thank you, and my eyes were wet.

I spoke to Father. 'We must go deeper into the trees. There are wolves behind us trying to follow us.'

Father didn't like me talking. He moved away and began eating again. Then Brother came. He wanted to play.

'I'm too tired,' I explained. 'I want to get deeper into the trees, then I want to sleep.'

Nobody did what I wanted. They didn't understand about the wolves, and the leaves were sweet. Baby drank Mother's milk and Brother and Father went on eating.

So I slept where I was.

It's afternoon now. We're still here. It's warm and bright and there's a blue sky. I'm not afraid any more. I was just tired. The wolves have lost us and we're OK.

*　　*　　*

I was wrong. The wolves followed us. I could hear many wolves howling. They were far away, but coming.

I was angry with myself. How did the wolves find us? Baby and I tried so hard — we ran, we swam across water, and we stayed away from soft ground, but it didn't help.

Then I saw something which explained it. There were flies walking around a drop of blood on the ground. The cut on Baby's leg was open again, and the wolves were following the strong smell of blood.

It was too late to go deep into the trees now. The wolves would find us. I looked at the four deer — my family — and I knew I couldn't let them die. There was an answer. It was dangerous, but I had to do it.

First I cleaned Baby's cut again and put leaves on it to stop the blood. Then I cut myself — a small cut on the leg, with a sharp stone.

'You go up there,' I said to Father, 'up into the trees and I'll go along open ground, over there. The wolves will follow my blood. If the wolves don't catch me, I'll wait for a few days and then I'll find you again. Do you understand?'

Of course he didn't, but he understood the danger that was coming. Brother wanted to come with me. This time Father got angry with him and pushed him up the hill. No goodbyes, of course.

I began running down the hill where there were no trees. I looked back and I couldn't see the deer.

I was stronger after my sleep and I ran fast. I knew where I was going. There was a high, rocky hill about two miles away — I could climb it, but wolves couldn't. But could I get there before the wolves found me?

I ran and didn't look back. After ten minutes I wanted to stop and rest, but then I heard the howls. I looked back and the wolves were running behind me.

So I didn't rest. I ran and they ran. I was afraid, really afraid. I couldn't feel my legs. 'Don't fall, keep going,' I said to myself.

I ran to save my life. When I came to the rocks, I didn't stop; I climbed up faster than a wild cat. One wolf hit another wolf just below me and fell over. Their angry howls rang in my ears. I went up and up until I came to a place where I could rest. I sat with my back to the rock and looked down. Wolves everywhere...

I'm here and they can't get me now. When I've rested, I'll climb up to the top and I'll be OK.

No, wait — perhaps I'll stay here until morning. I need to sleep. I'll feel better after a good sleep. I don't feel very well. I can't remember the last time I ate something. Listen to those wolves! They're hungry too, of course. I'm an animal just like them.

RICHARD'S FATHER SPEAKS:

What happened? We don't know.

When Richard's Year of Sharing finished, I went to bring him home. I followed the radio call of his recorder. I found the recorder at the bottom of the hill where he tried to escape from the wolves. The recorder was there, but not Richard.

Did he fall while he was sleeping? Did the accident happen next morning while he was climbing to the top? I don't know.

I am very unhappy. The village says we can now have another child. But I don't want one. I cannot say more.

RICHARD'S MOTHER SPEAKS:

Richard was a difficult boy. He was angry and he wanted to bring back the old world, the world where people took everything and animals had nothing. But in the end he learnt to share. He learnt that people are animals too, and that the world belongs not just to people, but to all animals. It is a hard lesson to learn, but we must all learn it. Now my son is dead. But the people of this village, and their children, and their children's children, will never forget him.



possible adj. that can be done 可能的

underneath prep. Below 在……下面

hold up support, sustain 支撑，维持

stony adj. full of stones 多石头的

funny adj. amusing, comical 有趣的，滑稽的

explain v. to tell someone something in a way that helps them understand it better 解释

rocky adj. full of rocks 多岩石的

escape v. to get away from a place where you are in danger 逃走，逃脱


5．狼群来了

我不喜欢危险，但如果能够绝处逢生，感觉会很棒。

我们在一个大湖的另一边休息。狼的嚎叫声听起来很远，我想我们是安全的。我已经竭尽所能来确保狼群追不到我们。

当在黑暗中听着此起彼伏的狼嚎时，我碰了碰鹿宝宝说：“安安静静地待着，仔细听。”

鹿宝宝当然听不懂我的话，但是它停住不动了。我想听到水声——一条河或是其他什么。我没有听见，只听到风穿过树丛和狼对月嚎叫的声音。

我又试着嗅水的味道。现在我鼻子的嗅觉很灵。是的，我闻到了潮湿的味道。当我一转身，我知道了那味道是从哪儿来的。

“我们会没事的，宝宝。”我把手放在它的头上。“但是找到水之前我们不能停下来。你能用那条腿跑吗？”

鹿宝宝的腿还在疼，但是我在跑的时候，它也跑起来。它怕失去我，我是它唯一的依靠。
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群狼还在时不时地嚎叫着。我不能确定它们离得有多近。每一声嚎叫都持续将近一分钟之久。有时我分不清狼群是在后面还是在前面。

我看到有光线穿透树林。我加快速度，鹿宝宝紧紧地跟着。很快我们到了空地，就是这儿——月光倒映在水面上！不是河，而是一个大湖。

“要游很长距离呢，宝宝。”我对它说，“但如果待在这里，我们会没命的。”

鹿宝宝不怕水。它跟着我走进湖水，在我身边轻松地游着。对它来讲，用伤腿游泳比跑路容易。

到对岸有多远？我不知道，但这花了我们很长很长时间。最后我反而比鹿宝宝更觉困难。我是擅长行走和攀缘的动物，而鹿则擅长奔跑、跳跃和游泳。我的胳膊和腿脚很疼，身体发沉，游得越来越慢。但是鹿宝宝一直在我旁边，不停地碰碰我，它的腿在水里飞快划动。我有些冷，但是鹿宝宝的身体很暖和，让我好受了许多。

月亮隐入云朵背后，我们在黑暗中继续往前游。这让我觉得欣慰，因为我怕狼群会看到我们。我的脚碰到了身下的石头时，我知道水已经没那么深了。我站了起来。很快鹿宝宝也走起来了。我们走出湖面。我的双腿已经撑不住了。我倒下躺在地上，心里非常快慰。潮湿而温暖的鹿宝宝靠着我卧下，我睡了一小会儿。

我刚醒过来，我们马上又要开始赶路。夜晚还没有过去，但是在早上之前，我们必须要远离这里。这儿有的地面很软，松软的地面很危险，因为狼群会看到我们曾从哪儿经过。我们得在坚硬的石头地上行进。

*　　*　　*

真是太好了！我们又回到了鹿妈妈、鹿爸爸和鹿哥哥的身边。我原来并不敢确定能不能找到它们。
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三天前，当鹿群离开我们的时候，我看到北面有一些小山。有危险时鹿爸爸总是躲进树林；而那边山上有很多高高大大、黑黝黝的树木，对鹿爸爸正合适。

我运气不错。我们到了山上没有找太远。在闻到气味之前，我就听到了鹿群吃东西的声音。

鹿宝宝滑稽地跳到鹿妈妈身边，一只脚没有着地，那儿还疼呢。鹿妈妈和鹿宝宝碰碰头，发出声响。鹿爸爸走过来闻闻我，鹿哥哥在一边看着。鹿爸爸一般不和家里人走得太近，但是它这时挨着我站着。我想它是在说谢谢，我的眼睛湿润了。

我对鹿爸爸说：“我们必须走进树林深处，后面还有狼在追我们。”

鹿爸爸不喜欢我讲话。它走开了，又开始吃东西。鹿哥哥走过来，想和我玩。
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“我太累了。”我解释道，“我想到林子里去，然后睡觉。”

没有谁按我想的去做。它们都不懂得狼的习性，而树叶是如此美味。鹿宝宝在喝妈妈的奶，鹿哥哥和鹿爸爸还在吃。

所以我就地睡下了。

现在已经是下午。我们还在这儿。天气温暖、睛朗，天色湛蓝。我不再害怕了，我只是累了。狼群没有找到我们，我们安全了。

*　　*　　*

我错了，狼群跟了上来。我可以听见很多的狼在嚎叫。它们还在远处，但正在逼近。

我生自己的气。狼群怎么会找到我们呢？小鹿和我已经尽全力了——我们逃跑，游过湖水，绕过松软的土地，却都没用。

然后我找到了原因。一群苍蝇围着地上的一滴血乱转。鹿宝宝腿上的伤口又裂开了。狼群沿着强烈的血腥味在追踪我们。

现在想要进入树林深处已经太迟了。狼群会找到我们。我看着四只鹿——那是我的家人——我知道我不能让它们死。有一个办法，很危险，但我不得不去做。

我先清洗了鹿宝宝的伤口，把树叶敷在上面止住血。然后我割伤了自己——用锋利的石块在腿上划了一个小口子。

“你到那儿去。”我对鹿爸爸说，“到树林里去，我去另一边的空地。狼群会跟着我的血来找我。如果狼群没有追到我，我会等上几天，然后再来找你们。明白吗？”

它当然不明白，但是它明白正在逼近的危险。鹿哥哥想和我一起走。但这次鹿爸爸对它发了脾气，把它赶上了山。当然了，没有道别。

我开始跑下山，到了没有树的地方。我回头看去，已经看不到鹿群了。

睡过之后，我更有劲儿了，我跑得很快。我知道要去哪儿。两英里外有一座高耸的石头山——我可以爬上去，但是狼不行。但在狼群找到我之前，我能到达那里吗？

我头也不回地跑。十分钟后，我想停下来歇一歇，可这时我听到了狼嚎。我转过头一看，群狼在我的身后追来。

于是我没有休息。我跑，它们也跑。我很害怕，真的害怕。我已经感觉不到我的双腿了。“不要倒下，继续跑。”我告诉自己。

我要逃命，当跑到石头山时，我没有停下；我爬了上去，比野猫还快。就在我的下面，一只狼撞到了另外一只身上，摔了下去。它们愤怒的嚎叫响彻我的耳际，我越爬越高，直到一个可以休息的地方。我坐下来背靠岩石住下看。群狼遍地……
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我在这里，它们现在捉不到我。等我休息好了，我就会继续爬到山顶，那样我就安全了。

不，等等——也许我要在这里一直待到早上。我需要睡觉。酣睡之后，我会觉得更有力气。我觉得不太舒服。我记不起上一次吃东西是什么时候。听听这些狼嚎！它们当然也饿了。我和他们一样，也是动物。

理查德爸爸的话：

到底发生了什么？我们不知道。

当理查德的“分享年”结束后，我去接他回家。我跟着他的录音机的无线电信号去找。我在山脚下发现了录音机，在那儿他曾试图摆脱狼群。录音机还在，但理查德不在了。

他是睡着的时候跌下山的吗，还是第二天早上爬向山顶时出的意外？我不知道。

我非常难过。村里人说我们可以再生一个孩子，但是我不想，我讲不下去了。

理查德妈妈的话：

理查德是个倔强的孩子。他心中充满愤怒，想找回过去的世界。在过去的世界里，人类拥有一切，而动物一无所有。但是最后，他学会了如何“分享”，懂得了人也是动物的一分子，而世界不仅仅属于人类，也属于所有的动物。学习这一课并不容易，但却是我们所有人的必修课。现在我的儿子死了，而村里所有的人，还有他们的孩子们，他们孩子的孩子们，将永远铭记他。


ACTIVITIES
Before Reading

1．Read the story introduction on the first page of the book. How much do you know now about the story? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) Richard lives in the 1990s.

YES □／NO □

2) Richard lives in a big city.

YES □／NO □

3) Richard wants a fast car.

YES □／NO □

4) Richard is twelve years old.

YES □／NO □

5) Richard is going to live with animals.

YES □／NO □

6) Only a few children go and live with animals.

YES □／NO □

2．What will Richard's life be like in the forest? Can you guess? Make sentences, using some of these words.

food, clothes, sleep, friends, mother and father, bicycle

3．What is going to happen in the story? Can you guess? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) Richard will live with a family of cats.

YES □／NO □

2) Richard will come home after a few weeks.

YES □／NO □

3) Richard will kill an animal.

YES □／NO □

4) Richard will die.

YES □／NO □


ACTIVITIES
While Reading

1．Read Chapter 1. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)? Rewrite the false ones with the correct information.

1) Richard and three more children are going to do their Year of Sharing.

2) Richard has got a recorder in his ear.

3) Richard's friends are at the party with him.

4) Richard wants to live with a family of sheep.

5) Richard's mother came to say goodbye to him.

6) Richard is going to go to sleep and wake up with an animal family.

2．Read Chapter 2, and then answer these questions.

1) Which animal family did Richard wake up with?

2) Why was Richard cold?

3) What food did Richard see?

4) Why didn't he eat it?

5) What do the deer noises mean?

6) Who did Richard play with?

7) What did the family do in the afternoon?

8) Where did Richard fall asleep?

9) What did he do before he fell asleep?

3．Read Chapter 3. Here are some untrue sentences about it. Change them into true sentences.

1) Richard didn't want to be back in the village.

2) Richard didn't like Baby and Brother.

3) Richard ate a lot of fruit and vegetables every day.

4) Mother knocked Richard over with her antlers.

5) Richard saw a cat coming through the trees.

6) Richard threw stones at Baby.

7) Two wolves were following Richard.

8) The three wolves ran away from Richard.

9) Brother climbed a tree.

4．Read Chapter 4, and then answer these questions.

Why

1)...did Richard scream and run away?

2)...did Richard go back to the deer family?

3)...did Father hit Mother with his antlers?

4)...did Brother jump up and down?

5)...did Father go through water as often as possible?

6)...did Richard break up stones into little pieces?

7)....did Richard make a catapult?

8)...did Baby scream?

9)...did Father leave Baby near a river?

10)...did Richard run back to Baby?

11)...were the wolves surprised?

5．Before you read Chapter 5, can you guess what happens? The title of the chapter is The wolves are coming. Tick one box for each sentence.

1) Richard and Baby find the deer family again.

YES□／NO□

2) The wolves kill Baby.

YES□／NO□

3) The wolves kill Richard.

YES□／NO□

4) Richard kills a lot of wolves.

YES□／NO□

5) The deer run away from the wolves.

YES□／NO□

6．Read Chapter 5, then put these sentences in the right order.

1) He knew they were following the smell of blood.

2) Then he ran very fast to a hill two miles away.

3) It was a big lake and he and Baby swam across it.

4) So he cut himself on the leg because he wanted the wolves to follow him, not his deer family.

5) The next day, he and Baby found their deer family on the hills.

6) So he used his nose to find water.

7) He climbed up the rocks just in time.

8) Richard wanted to make sure that the wolves couldn't follow him.

9) But the wolves were waiting for him at the bottom.

10) When they got to the other side, Richard fell asleep.

11) Later, Richard heard the wolves howling again.


ACTIVITIES
After Reading

1．Here is a possible ending to the story. Match these parts of sentences and put them in the correct order to make a paragraph of five sentences. Use these linking words.

and /and/because/because/so/when

1)...he was frightened.

2) he suddenly fell all the way to the bottom of the rocks

3)...he was near the top,

4) Richard fell asleep

5)...tried to climb to the top of the rocks.

6) He also felt ill and hungry

7)...the wolves jumped on him.

8)...he didn't have any breakfast.

9) The next morning, he woke up early

10)...he was very tired.

11) The wolves were still watching him,

2．Which is your favourite animal? Choose from this list, or use a dictionary. Would you like to live with your favourite animal? Explain why, or why not.

bird, cat, cow, deer, fish, horse, sheep, wolf

3．Here is a new illustration for the story. Find the best place in the story to put the picture, and answer these questions.

The picture goes in Chapter ______.

1) Why was Richard in the tree?

2) What did the wolves do?

3) What did Richard do after that?




Now write a caption for the illustration.
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Caption: ______________________________.

4．How did Richard live in the forest? Make sentences like this from the chart.

Example: He ate roots from the ground.
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5．Match the sentences with the deer. Then use the sentences to write a short description of each deer. Join them with and where possible and use pronouns ( he, she, his, her).

Baby, Brother, Father, Mother

1) ______ makes a noise that means 'Where are you?'

2) ______ is soft to touch.

3) ______ is afraid of nothing.

4) ______ gets the best things to eat.

5) ______ is funny.

6) ______ never talks to Mother.

7) ______ helps Baby to get leaves and fruit.

8) ______ is always jumping up and down.

9) ______ smells of milk.

10) ______ teaches Baby to jump as high as she can.

11) ______ is always walking around.

12) ______ teaches Baby about eating and smelling.

6．Do you agree (A) or disagree (D) with these sentences? Explain why.

1) Richard's mother and father didn't love him.

2) Richard was right to be angry and bored with his life in the village.

3) The deer family was a better family for Richard than his real family.

4) Richard was wrong to try and save the deer family.

5) In today's world, people have everything and animals have nothing.

7．Choose one of these sentences and complete it with your own ideas.

1) The Year of Sharing is a stupid and dangerous idea because ______.

2) The Year of Sharing is a good idea because ______.

8．Richard's world is different from our world today. Write five sentences about the differences. Use some of these words.

cars, bicycles, meat, villages, cities, people, animals, factories, cats and dogs, houses, children

9．How do you imagine the world of the future? Will it be like Richard's world? Write five sentences about 'your' future.
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内容简介

世界书林中不乏著名的侦探——洛杉矶的菲利普·马洛、芝加哥的维克·沃肖斯基、牛津的莫尔斯巡官，当然，还有来自伦敦的神奇的舍洛克·福尔摩斯。然而出现在所有这些名探之前的是巴黎的奥古斯特·杜邦先生。

他并非警官，也不是一个真正的侦探。他是一个性格温和酷爱书籍和阅读的年轻人。但是他聪明至极，理解能力高人一等。他对莫尔格街发生的可怕的凶杀案产生了浓厚的兴趣，因为它是一个未解之谜。是谁杀害了老太太和她的女儿？这场凶杀案为何如此粗暴凶残？凶手又是如何逃出房子的？有众多谜团——却没有谜底。

“诀窍，”奥古斯特·杜邦说，“在于问恰当的问题。然后就可以找到谜底……”


THE MURDERS
IN THE RUE MORGUE

There are many famous detectives in the world of books—Philip Marlowe in Los Angeles, Vic Warshawski in Chicago, Inspector Morse in Oxford, and of course, the great Sherlock Holmes in London. But before any of these, there was Monsieur Auguste Dupin in Paris.




He was not a policeman, and not really a detective either. He was a quiet young man, who loved books and reading. But he was clever, and he could understand many things that other people did not. He took a close interest in the horrible murders in the Rue Morgue, because there were no answers to the mystery. Who murdered the old lady and her daughter? Why were the murders so brutal? How did the murderer get out of the house? So many questions—and no answers.




'The secret,' said Auguste Dupin, 'is to ask the right questions. Then you will find the answers...'
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1
My friend Auguste Dupin

I met Monsieur Auguste Dupin while I was living in Paris during the spring and summer of 1839. This young Frenchman was from an old and famous family, but the family was now very poor and Dupin only had a little money to live on. He ate and drank very little, bought no clothes, and lived very quietly. Books were the love of his life, and in Paris it is easy to get books.

Our first meeting was in a small bookshop in the Rue Montmartre. We were looking for the same old book, and that is how our conversation began. We met again and again, and were soon very friendly.

He knew much more about books than I did. Conversation with a man like him was very helpful for my studies, and after a time we agreed to find a house and live there together for the time of my stay in Paris.

We found a house in a quiet street in the Faubourg St. Germain. It was a very old house, and was neither beautiful nor comfortable. But it was right for us, and our strange way of life.

We saw no visitors, had no friends, and lived only for the night. When morning came, we closed all the shutters on our windows, and in this half-light we spent the day reading, writing, or talking, until the true darkness came. Then we went out into the streets, and walked for hours among the wild lights and shadows of the crowded city.

During these night walks I learnt how clever my friend was. He could think so clearly and understood so much! He could read other people's thoughts as easily as writing on a wall. He often said, with a laugh, that people had windows in their faces and that he could see through them. Sometimes he read my thoughts in ways that surprised me very much.

One night we were walking down a long street near the Jardin du Luxembourg. We were both thinking, and for fifteen minutes we did not say a word. Then, suddenly, Dupin said:

'He cannot write tragedy, that's true. He's much better at writing his funny pieces for the newspaper.'

'Oh yes, I agree with that. He—' Then I stopped, astonished. 'Dupin,' I said, 'I do not understand. How could you possibly know that I was thinking about—?' Again, I stopped. Did Dupin really know who I was thinking about?

'About Chantilly,' Dupin said. 'You were saying to yourself that he was a good writer, but he cannot write tragedy.'

'Yes, that's true,' I said. 'I was thinking that. But tell me, please! How did you know?'

This Chantilly wrote for one of the Paris newspapers. He wrote about Paris and Parisians in a way that was both clever and very funny. But then he wrote a book, a long story about the ancient Greeks, and Phaedra, the wife of King Theseus. It was, everybody in Paris agreed, a very bad book.

'It was the apple-seller,' replied my friend. 'The apple-seller began the thoughts that took you to Chantilly and his book.'

'The apple-seller!' I said, astonished. 'But I don't know any apple-sellers.'

My friend was happy to explain. 'Some minutes ago we passed an apple-seller, who was carrying a big box of apples on his head, taking them to the fruit market. He didn't see you, and you had to jump out of his way. There were holes in the street, and you turned your foot in one of these holes and nearly fell.'

I remembered this now, but how did the apple-seller take us to Chantilly?

'You looked around.' my friend went on, 'and saw all the other holes and broken stones in the street, and then you looked up, a little angrily, to see the name of the street. You were thinking, I am sure, that it was a dangerous street to walk down in the dark, when you could not easily see the holes.

'Then we turned a corner into the Rue Racine. Here, the stones were new and unbroken, and you looked up, pleased, to find the name of this street. This name began a new thought. You smiled a little and shook your head. The famous Racine, who wrote a play about Phaedra in 1677, was a better writer than Chantilly will ever be. And you remembered that when Chantilly's book first came out, the bookshops called Chantilly "the new Racine". Everybody in Paris laughed at poor Chantilly because of that. I was sure that you were thinking of that when you smiled. And when you shook your head, I knew you were thinking of poor Chantilly's book.'



conversation n. informal talk. 交谈，谈天。

again and again repeatedly. 反复地，屡次地；一再地，再三地。

friendly adj. acting like a friend. 朋友般的；友爱的。

shutter n. movable panel or screen that can be closed over a window to keep out light or thieves. 活动的窗板或窗帘，百叶窗，遮板。

wild adj. out of control; undisciplined. 失去控制的；不守规矩的。

astonished adj. very surprised. 感到惊讶的；吃惊的。

look around to search. 到处寻找。

broken adj. (of land) having an uneven surface; rough.（指地面）凹凸不平的，多岩石的地面。

laugh at mock or ridicule sb./sth. 取笑或讥笑某人或某物。


1．我的朋友奥古斯特·杜邦
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我是1839年的春天和夏天住在巴黎时认识奥古斯特·杜邦先生的。这个法国年轻人出身于一个古老的名门望族，可是如今家道已经衰落，杜邦只能依靠着一点点钱勉强维持生计。他吃的喝的都很少，也不买衣服，过着非常平静的生活。书籍是他的生活所爱，而且在巴黎是很容易得到书的。

我们第一次相遇是在蒙马特尔大街的一家小书店里。我们都在找同一本旧书，于是便开始攀谈起来。后来我们又见过很多次面，很快成为了朋友。

他读过的书要比我读过的多得多。和这样的人交谈对我的学习大有裨益，后来我们决定找一所房子，在我待在巴黎的这段时间里合住在一起。

我们在圣日尔曼区一条僻静的街道上找到了一所房子，非常古老，既不漂亮也不舒适，但是却很适合我们，适合我们独特的生活方式。

我们不见客人，也没有什么朋友，只为夜晚而活着。白天我们关上所有窗户上的窗板，就在这半明半暗的屋子里读书、写作，或者聊天，直到真正的黑暗来临。然后我们就会到街上去，在拥挤的城市、纷乱的灯光和阴影中散步几个小时。

就是在夜晚散步的这些时间里，我发现了我的朋友是多么聪明。他的思路是如此清晰，理解是如此深刻！他能轻而易举地读懂别人的心思，就像在墙上写字一样容易。他经常笑着说人们脸上都有窗户，他可以透过这些窗户看见人们的内心世界。有时候他洞穿我的心思的方法会让我大吃一惊。

一天晚上我们正沿着卢森堡公园附近一条长长的街道散步。我们各自想着心事，15分钟内谁也没有言语。突然，杜邦说道：

“的确，他写不了悲剧。他更擅长给报纸写那些幽默搞笑的东西。”

“哦，对，我同意。他——”我没说下去，惊讶万分。“杜邦，”我说，“我不明白。你怎么能知道我在想什么——？”我又一次打住了。杜邦真的知道我在想谁吗？

“在想尚蒂伊，”杜邦说，“你在心里说他是个好作家，但是他写不了悲剧。”

“对，是的，”我说，“我的确是在想这些。但是请告诉我！你是如何知道的？”

这个尚蒂伊为巴黎的一份报纸撰写文章。他以一种睿智而又极其幽默的笔触描写巴黎和巴黎人。但后来他写了一本书，一个关于古希腊人和国王铁修斯的妻子费德拉的长篇故事。巴黎人都觉得这本书实在是糟糕至极。
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“是因为那个卖苹果的商贩，”我的朋友回答道，“是卖苹果的商贩让你逐步想到了尚蒂伊和他的书。”

“卖苹果的商贩！”我吃惊地说，“可是卖苹果的商贩我一个都不认识啊。”

我的朋友很乐意解释。“几分钟前我们和一个卖苹果的商贩擦身而过，他头上顶着一大箱苹果要运往果市。他没看见你，所以你只得跳开给他让路。街道上坑坑洼洼，你的脚正好踩在了一个坑里，险些跌倒。”

现在我想起来了，可是这个卖苹果的商贩又怎么会让我们想到尚蒂伊呢？

“你四处看了看，”我的朋友接着说，“看见了其他坑洼和街上的碎石，然后有些生气地抬起头，去看街道的名字。”你肯定在想，摸黑走这条街实在不安全，因为不容易看清地上的坑。

“然后我们拐了一个弯到了拉辛大街。这儿的石路是刚铺的，没有什么坑洼，你欣慰地抬起头，去看这条街道的名字。这个名字让你想到了别的什么。你笑了一下，摇了摇头。德高望重的拉辛在1677年也曾写过一部关于费德拉的戏剧，他的成就是尚蒂伊永远难以企及的。你想到了在尚蒂伊的书首次面世的时候，书店都把他称为‘小拉辛’。所有的巴黎人都为此讥笑可怜的尚蒂伊。你刚才肯定是想到了这个才笑了起来。而当你摇头的时候，我就知道你一定是想起了可怜的尚蒂伊的书。”


2
The murders

Not long after that night, we were looking through the Gazette, an evening newspaper, when we saw this:

TERRIBLE MURDERS

At about three o'clock this morning people living in the St. Roch Quarter were woken from sleep by a number of terrible screams. The screams came from the fourth floor of a house in the Rue Morgue, which belongs to a Madame L'Espanaye, and her daughter, Mademoiselle Camille L'Espanaye.

Eight or ten of the neighbours, and two policemen, ran to the house. There was no answer to their knocking, so they broke down the door. When they got into the house, the screams stopped, but while they were running up the stairs, they could hear two angry voices at the top of the house. When they arrived at the second floor, the voices stopped and everything was silent. The neighbours hurried from room to room but found nothing until they came to a large room at the back of the house on the fourth floor. This room was locked, with the key on the inside. They broke the door open and saw in the room something which was both horrible and astonishing.

Chairs and tables were broken and lay in pieces everywhere. There was one bed, and the mattress from it was now on the floor in the middle of the room. In front of the fireplace on the floor was a razor, with blood on it, and some long grey hair, with blood on the end. Also on the floor were three large silver spoons, and two bags, which contained nearly four thousand francs in gold. A small strong-box was found under the mattress. It was open, with the key in the lock, and contained only a few old letters.

At first they thought there was nobody in the room, but when they looked up the chimney, they found (horrible to describe!) the dead body of the daughter, head downwards. It was difficult to pull the body out because the chimney was so narrow. The body was still warm. There were deep cuts on the face, and around the neck there were dark bruises and the marks of fingers.

The neighbours looked in all the other rooms, then went down into the small yard at the back of the house. There they found the dead body of Madame L'Espanaye. Her neck was very deeply cut, and when they tried to lift her, the head fell off. There were terrible bruises all over the body.

At the moment, the police say, there are no answers to this horrible mystery.



look through sth. examine or read sth. quickly. 快速检查某事物，快速阅读某物。

scream n. loud shrill piercing cry or noise. 高而尖的声音。

break (sth.) down make sth. collapse by striking it hard. 猛击某物使之毁坏，破门而入。

at the back of... 在……的后部。

mattress n. fabric case filled with soft or springy material (e.g. wool, hair, feathers, foam rubber, etc.) and used for sleeping on. 床垫。

fireplace n. open space for a fire in a room, usu. made of brick or stone and set into a wall. 壁炉。

razor n. instrument with a sharp blade, used for shaving hair from the shin. 剃刀，刮脸刀。

strong-box n. sturdy box for keeping valuable things in. 保险箱，保险柜。

bruise n. injury caused by a blow to the body or to a fruit, discoloring the skin but not breaking it. 挫伤，瘀伤。


2．凶杀案
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那天晚上之后不久，我们阅读一份叫《新闻传播》的晚报时看到了这样一则新闻：

恐怖的凶杀案

今早，大约凌晨3点钟时，居住在圣·罗奇地区的人们被一阵凄厉的尖叫声惊醒了。尖叫声是从位于莫尔格街的一所房子的五楼传来的，这所房子的主人是一位名叫埃斯巴耐的夫人以及她的女儿，卡米耶·埃斯巴耐小姐。

八个或是十个邻居和两名警察立即赶到了那所房子。他们敲门，却没人应答，于是他们把门强行撞开。在他们进入房子时，尖叫声停止了，可是就在他们跑上楼的时候，他们听见了房顶上传来的两个愤怒的声音。跑到三楼时，声音消失了，一切都安静了下来。邻居们从一个房间冲向另一个房间，却一无所获，直到来到五楼房子后部的一个大房间。房门被锁住了，并且是从里面反锁着。撞开门后，他们看到了房间里令人震惊而可怕的一幕。

桌椅全部被弄坏了，并且七零八落散得满地都是。房间里有一张床，床垫被扔到了屋中间的地板上。壁炉前的地板上有一把带血的剃刀，还有几撮发根带血的灰色长发。另外，地板上还有三把大银勺，两只装有价值将近4,000法郎黄金的袋子。在床垫底下还发现了一个小小的保险箱。箱子敞开着，钥匙插在锁孔里，里面只有一些已经读过的信。

起初他们还以为房间里没有人，可是当他们从烟囱里向上瞧时，竟然发现了（简直是惨不忍睹！）老太太女儿的尸体，尸体头朝下。由于烟囱过于窄小，尸体好不容易才被拽了出来。尸体尚带余温，脸上有很深的伤口，颈部有黑紫色淤青和手指的掐痕。

在查看了其他所有房间后，邻居们来到房子后面的一个小院子。在那里他们发现了埃斯巴耐夫人的尸体。她的脖子几乎被切断，在被抬走时，尸体的头掉了下来，而且尸体全身满是可怕的伤痕。

警方说目前还无法破解这桩令人发指的迷案。


3
What the witnesses said

Dupin said nothing about these horrible murders that evening, but I knew he was interested, because the next day he opened the morning newspaper at once. There was a lot more about the mystery.

THE TRAGEDY IN THE RUE MORGUE

The police have talked to many people about this terrible tragedy. This is what witnesses have said, but nothing so far can explain the mystery in any way.




Pauline Dubourg, washerwoman

'I've known Madame and her daughter for three years. I do their washing for them and they pay very well. People say that the old lady was rich, but I don't know about that. I never saw anybody in the house when I went to get the washing or to take it back. I think they lived only on the fourth floor of the house.'




Pierre Moreau, shopkeeper

'I have lived all my life in this quarter. The house in the Rue Morgue belongs to Madame L'Espanaye, and she and her daughter have lived there for six years. Madame sometimes came into my shop, but I didn't see the daughter very often. The two of them lived very quietly. In six years I never saw anybody go into their house except the postman and the doctor.'




Many other neighbours said the same thing. There were no visitors to the house, either friends or family. The shutters of the windows, front and back, were nearly always closed, except for the large back room on the fourth floor.




Isodore Muset, policeman

'I was called to the house in the Rue Morgue at about three o'clock in the morning, and found twenty or thirty people at the front door. The screams from a person or people inside the house were very loud, but they stopped suddenly when we broke the front door down. I was the first up the stairs and when I reached the first floor, I could hear two angry voices, arguing loudly. One was a deep voice, the other high and shrill—a very strange voice. The deep voice was that of a Frenchman. I'm sure it wasn't a woman s voice. I could hear the words "diable" and "Mon Dieu". The shrill voice was a foreigner, perhaps a man or perhaps a woman. I couldn't hear any words, but the language was Spanish, I think.'




Henri Duval, a neighbour

'I agree with what Isodore Muset has said, except about the voices. The shrill voice was speaking in Italian—I'm sure it wasn't French. No, I don't know Italian myself, but I'm sure it sounded like Italian words. I knew Madame L. and her daughter, and it certainly wasn't either of their voices.'




Jan Odenheimer, kitchen worker

'I was walking past the house when I heard those long, terrible screams, and I was one of the people who went into the building and heard the voices on the stairs. I am from Holland and don't speak French, but I'm sure the shrill voice was a man's voice—a Frenchman. I couldn't hear the words but the voice sounded angry and afraid. The deep voice said the word "diable" many times.'




Jules Mignaud, banker, Mignaud & Son

'Madame L'Espanaye opened an account at my bank eight years ago. She did not often take money out of her account, but three days before her death she took out four thousand francs. This money was paid in gold, and a clerk took it to her house in the Rue Morgue.'




Adolphe Le Bon, bank clerk at Mignaud & Son

'On Monday, at about 12 o'clock, I went with Madame L'Espanaye to her home, carrying the four thousand francs in two bags. When Mademoiselle L'Espanaye opened the front door, she took one of the bags, and then Madame took the other bag. I said goodbye and left. There was nobody in the street at that time.




William Bird, musician

'I'm an Englishman and I've lived in Paris for two years. I went into the house with the others and heard the voices on the stairs. The deep voice was that of a Frenchman—I remember hearing the words "Mon Dieu". I also heard a sound like people fighting. The shrill voice was very loud—louder than the deep one. It wasn't an Englishman's voice. I think it was a German, possibly a woman. No, I don't understand German.'




Several witnesses said that the door of the room on the fourth floor was locked, with the key on the inside. Everything was silent when they got up there, and when they broke the door open, they saw nobody in the room. The two windows were closed and fastened on the inside. The police have looked through the house very carefully—every room, every chimney, every corner—but they have found nothing. The witnesses do not agree about the time between hearing the voices and breaking open the door—some say it was three minutes, others say five minutes.




Alfonzo Garcia, cook

'I live in the Rue Morgue, but I come from Spain. I was too afraid to go upstairs, but I heard the voices arguing. The deep voice spoke in French, and the shrill voice was that of an Englishman. Yes, I'm sure. No, I can't speak English, but I know what it sounds like.'




Alberto Montani, fruit-seller

'I was one of the first up the stairs, and heard the voices—a Frenchman with a deep voice, saying something angry, and a shrill voice, which spoke quickly and unclearly. I think it was the voice of a Russian. Yes, I'm Italian. I've never spoken to a Russian person.'




Paul Dumas, doctor

'I was called to see the bodies at daybreak. Both of them were then lying in the room on the fourth floor. The young lady's body was bruised and cut all over when it was pushed up the chimney. The face was blue-black, the eyes were half out, and the neck was badly bruised, with deep red marks made by very strong fingers. These marks show how she died. The mother's body was also horribly bruised, and all the bones of the right leg and arm were broken. How was this done? I don't know—perhaps by a heavy piece of wood like a table leg. A razor was used to cut the neck, and the head was no longer joined to the body. All this was done by a very strong person—a man, and a very strong one.'




There has never been a crime in Paris as mysterious as this one. How did the murderer or murderers escape from the house? The door to the room was locked, the windows were fastened. All the chimneys in the house are too narrow for a person to get through, there are no back stairs, and the door to the roof is very old and impossible to open. Whose voices did the witnesses hear? Why was the money left in the room? The police have no answers to these questions.



witness n. person who gives evidence in a lawcourt after swearing to tell the truth.（在法庭上经宣誓的）证人。

quarter n. district; part of a town. 地区；城镇的一部分。

deep adj. (of sounds) low in pitch, not shrill.（指声音）低沉的，不尖锐的。

shrill adj. (of sounds, voices, etc.) high-pitched; piercing; sharp.（指声响、嗓音等）高声调的，尖锐的，刺耳的。

diable（法）魔鬼，恶棍，坏蛋。

Mon Dieu（法）天啊，上帝啊。

account n. arrangement made with a bank, firm, etc. allowing credit for financial or commercial transactions. 账户，户头。

open an account 开户。

franc n. unit of currency in e.g. France, Belgium and Switzerland. 法郎（如法国、比利时和瑞士的货币单位）。

fasten vt. secure or fix sth. firmly. 使某物牢固，固定某物。

too...to... 太……以至于不能……。

daybreak n. dawn. 破晓，黎明。

horribly adv. causing horror. 可怕地，令人恐惧地。


3．证人的证词

那晚杜邦对这桩可怕的案子没有发表任何评论，可我知道他很感兴趣，因为第二天他立马打开早报看起来。报纸上对这桩迷案的报道更多了。

莫尔格街上的悲剧

警方已经就这场惨剧询问过很多人了。以下就是证人们的证词，但是到目前为止这桩案子仍旧是个未解之谜。

波利娜·迪堡，洗衣女工

“我认识这位夫人和她的女儿已经三年了。我给她们洗衣服，她们付的工钱很高。人们都说这位老夫人非常有钱，可我不清楚。我取送衣服时从没在房子里看见过别人，我想她们只住在房子的五楼上。”

皮埃尔·莫罗，店主

“我一直居住在这个区。莫尔格街那所房子的主人是埃斯巴耐夫人，她和她的女儿已经在那里住了六年了。这位夫人偶尔来我的店里，可不常见她的女儿。她们俩过着非常平静的生活。六年里，除了邮递员和医生，我从未见过其他人走进她们的房子。”




很多邻居都这么说。这所房子从未有过客人，无论是朋友还是亲戚。除了五楼那个大房间的窗板，这所房子前后窗的窗板几乎是长年累月地关着。

伊桑多尔·穆塞特，警察

“大概凌晨3点的时候我被叫到了莫尔格街的那所房子，已经有20到30个人聚集在房子的门前了。房子里传来一个人或是几个人很大的尖叫声，可当我们把前门撞开后尖叫声突然停止了。我是第一个上楼的人，上到二楼时，我听见了两个愤怒的声音在激烈地争吵。一个声音很低沉，另外一个声调很高，尖利刺耳——一种很奇怪的声音。那个低沉的声音是一个法国男人的。我确信那不是一个女人的声音。我听见了两个词，‘魔鬼’，还有‘天啊’。那个尖利的声音是一个外国人的，可能是男的，也可能是女的。我一个字也没听清，可我想那应该是西班牙语。”
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亨利·杜瓦尔，邻居

“我同意伊桑多尔·穆塞特说的，除了关于声音的问题。那个尖利的声音说的是意大利语——我敢肯定那不是法语。不，我不懂意大利语，可我敢肯定那听起来像是意大利语。我认识埃斯巴耐夫人和她的女儿，那声音绝不是她们其中任何一个的。”

简·奥登海默，帮厨

“我路过那所房子时刚好听见一阵长长的、凄厉的尖叫声，我随其他人冲进了房子，上楼时听见了那两个声音。我是荷兰人，不懂法语，可我肯定那个尖利的声音是一个男人的——一个法国男人。我听不清说的是什么，可那声音听起来非常愤怒，并充满恐惧。那个低沉的声音说了很多遍‘魔鬼’”。

朱尔斯·米纽，银行家，米尼奥桑银行

“八年前埃斯巴耐夫人在我的银行开了一个账户。她很少从账户里取钱，可是就在她被害三天前她取走了4,000法郎。这笔钱是用黄金支付的，由一个职员带到她位于莫尔格街的房子。”

阿道夫·勒邦，米尼奥桑银行职员

“星期一大概中午12点的时候，我带着装有4,000法郎的两个袋子随埃斯巴耐夫人回家。埃斯巴耐小姐开了前门，拿走了一个袋子，然后夫人接过了另一只。道别后我便离开了。当时街上没人。”
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威廉·波德，音乐家

“我是一个英国人，在巴黎已经住了两年了。我和其他人一起进入了房子，上楼时听见了那两个声音。那个低沉的声音是一个法国男人的——我记得听见他说‘天啊’。我还听到了像是打斗的声音。那个尖利的声音特别大——比那个低沉的声音大得多。那声音不是英国人的。我觉得是德国人的，可能还是个女人。不，我不懂德语。”




几名证人说五楼那个房间的门是锁着的，并且是从里面上的锁。他们赶到楼上时周围静悄悄的，撞开房门后发现房间里空无一人。两扇窗户紧闭，并且都是从里面扣住的。警方仔细地搜查了房子——每一个房间、烟囱和角落——却一无所获。证人们在听见说话声和撞开房门之间相隔多久这个问题上也说法不一——有人说是三分钟，有人则说是五分钟。

阿方索·加西亚，厨师

“我住在莫尔格街，不过我是西班牙人。因为太害怕我没敢上楼，可我听见了争吵的声音。那个低沉的声音说的是法语，而那个尖利的声音是一个英国人的。是的，我敢肯定。不，我不会说英语，可我知道英语听起来是什么样子。”

阿尔贝托·蒙塔尼，水果商贩

“我也是最先上楼的一个，听见了说话声——一个声音低沉的法国人生气地说着什么，还有一个尖利的声音，语速很快，含糊不清。我觉得是一个俄国人的声音。是，我是意大利人。我从未和俄国人说过话。”

保罗·迪马，医生

“黎明时分我被叫去验尸。两具尸体当时都放在五楼的房间里。那位年轻小姐的尸体由于被塞进烟囱而青一块紫一块，伤痕累累。她脸色铁青，眼球外凸，颈部有很严重的淤青，还有强有力的手指留下的深红色指痕。从这些指痕可以看出她是如何被害的。母亲的尸体也是严重挫伤，并且右腿和右胳膊全部骨折。这是怎么回事呢？我不清楚——可能是被一根像桌腿一样沉重的木头打的。脖子是被剃刀切断的，头已经与身体分离。这都是一个非常强壮的人干的——一个男人，而且非常强壮。”




在巴黎从未发生过如此神秘的案子。这个或这些凶手是如何逃出房子的呢？房间的门窗都锁着。房子所有的烟囱都极其窄小，人根本无法钻出去，没有后楼梯，通向屋顶的天窗也已经破旧得难以打开了。证人们听见的声音是谁的？房间里的钱为何没有被拿走？警方找不到这些问题的答案。


4
Auguste Dupin visits the Rue Morgue

Dupin read all this with great interest, and was the first to open the evening newspaper when it arrived.

He read silently, and then said, 'There is nothing new about the murders, but the police have arrested Adolphe Le Bon. Why, I don't know.' He looked at me. 'Well, my friend, what do you think about these murders?'

'It's a great mystery,' I said. 'It will be impossible, surely, ever to find this murderer.'

'We must not say "impossible" just because the police have done nothing,' said Dupin. 'The Parisian police do find the answers sometimes, but that is usually because of hard work, not because they are clever. Very often, you see, they don't think clearly. They look very hard at one or two things, but they don't see everything. You remember the saying, "They can't see the wood for the trees"? Well, sometimes it's important to stand back and look at the whole wood, and forget about the trees. Now, why don't we do a little detective work ourselves, and go round to the Rue Morgue? Adolphe Le Bon was once very helpful to me, and I would like to help him if I can. I know the police inspector, and I'm sure he will say that we can look round the house. So, shall we go?'

We went that same afternoon. We found the house easily because there were still people in the street looking up at the closed shutters. It was the usual kind of Parisian house, with nothing surprising about it. Before we went in, we walked up the street, turned down a narrow side street, and turned again to walk past the back of the building. Dupin looked at everything—the ground, the walls, the windows, the shutters—but I did not know what he was looking for.

Then we went inside, and a policeman took us up to the fourth floor. The two dead bodies still lay there, with the broken chairs and tables all around them. Again, Dupin looked at everything—the room and the bodies—very carefully. Then we went down into the yard at the back. It was dark when we left the Rue Morgue, and on our way home Dupin went in for a moment to the office of one of the daily newspapers.

That evening my friend would not answer any of my questions. But the next day he suddenly asked me, 'Did you see anything peculiar in that house in the Rue Morgue?'

I don't know why, but his question made me afraid. 'No, nothing peculiar,' I said. 'Well, nothing more peculiar than what we both knew from the Gazette.'

'Neither the Gazette nor the police,' said Dupin, 'understand much about these murders. The police are puzzled by all the questions which they cannot answer. What was the motive for the murders? Why were the murders so brutal? Whose were the voices? How could these people get out of the house when the neighbours were running up the stairs? Why was everything broken in the room? Why was the girl's body up the chimney? Why did the old lady have so many broken bones?

'I'm afraid the police are making the mistake that many people make. They think that because the crime is so unusual, they can never explain it. But they are wrong. It is more helpful to have an unusual crime, because that will make us think harder, and ask the right questions, and in the end find the answer. We must not ask the question, "What has happened?"; we must ask, "What has happened that has never happened before?" The answer to this mystery is not really difficult at all—I think I know it already.'

I looked at him, astonished, and could not say a word.

'I am now waiting,' he went on, 'for a person who is probably not the murderer himself, but who certainly knows something about the murders. He will arrive here—in this room—at any moment. I hope, and think, he will. And if he does come, it will be necessary to stop him leaving. Here are four guns, two for you and two for me. We both know how to use them if we have to.'



saying n. well-known phrase, proverb, etc.; remark often made. 谚语，格言，俗话。

not see the wood for the trees not see or understand the main point, subject, etc. because one is paying too much attention to details. 见树不见林。

side-street n. minor street branching off a major street. 小巷。

peculiar adj. odd or strange. 奇怪的，奇异的。

puzzled adj. unable to understand；confused. 无法了解的，困惑的，茫然的。

motive n. that which causes sb. to act in a particular way; reason. 动机，原因。

right adj. best in view of the circumstances; most suitable. 最切合实际的，最适宜的，最恰当的。


4．奥古斯特·杜邦造访莫尔格街
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杜邦对这些新闻很感兴趣，晚报一到他就抢先打开看起来。

他静静地看了一会儿。然后说道：“这桩凶杀案没什么新进展，可是警方已经逮捕了阿道夫·勒邦。不知道是什么原因。”他看了看我，“哎，我的朋友，你怎么看待这桩凶杀案？”

“一个难解之谜，”我说，“凶手肯定永远不可能找到了。”

“我们不能因为警方无所作为就说‘不可能’，”杜邦说，“巴黎警方有时确实能够揭开谜底，可那通常是靠他们的努力而并非智慧。你知道很多时候他们并没有清晰的思路。他们只盯着一两件东西，而看不到全部。‘见树不见林’，你记得这句谚语吧？嗯，有时候站得远一点，看到整个树林而忽略单个的树是很重要的。现在我们何不亲自干点侦探的活儿，去莫尔格街转转呢？阿道夫·勒邦曾经给过我很多帮助，我也要尽可能地帮助他。我认识那里的巡官，他肯定会让我们看看那所房子的。那么，我们出发吧？”

当天下午我们就去了。我们很容易便找到了那所房子，因为街上仍有人在仰着头看那些紧闭的窗板。这房子是在巴黎街头最常见的一种，并无新奇之处。我们没进房子之前，先是沿着街道向前走去，拐进一条狭窄的小巷，而后又转弯走到了房子的后面。杜邦仔细地查看了每件东西——地面、墙壁、窗户、窗板——可我不明白他在找什么。

后来我们进入了房子里，一个警察把我们带到五楼。两具尸体仍然放在那里，周围全是残桌破椅。杜邦还是查看了这里的一切——房间、尸体——看得很仔细。然后我们又去了后院。离开莫尔格街时天已经黑了，回去的路上杜邦去一家日报社待了一会儿。
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那晚我的朋友不愿意回答我的任何问题。可第二天他突然问我，“你注意到莫尔格街那所房子有什么异常了吗？”

他的问题使我莫名地害怕起来。“没有，没有什么异常啊，”我说，“唉，什么都比不上我们从《新闻传播》上看到的异常。”

“《新闻传播》和警方，”杜邦说，“都不十分清楚这桩凶杀案是怎么回事。警方被那些谜团搞得晕头转向。凶杀案的动机是什么？为什么作案手段如此凶残？是谁在说话？这些人又如何在邻居们飞奔上楼时逃出房子？房间里为什么会一片狼藉？女孩的尸体为什么被竖着塞进烟囱里？老太太又为何有如此多处的骨折呢？”

“恐怕警方犯了和许多人一样的错误。在他们看来，这桩案子如此离奇，他们永远都侦破不了。可他们错了。一桩奇案对我们是大有帮助的，它会让我们多动脑子，问最恰当的问题，并最终揭开谜底。我们不该问这样的问题：‘发生什么事了？’；我们必须问：‘有什么前所未有的事发生了？’这个迷案的谜底其实一点儿也不复杂——我想我已经知道了。”

我吃惊地看着他，一句话也说不出来。

“我在等，”他继续说道，“等一个人，他很可能不是凶手，却肯定知道些凶杀案的情况。他会到这来——到这间屋子里——随时都可能来。我希望他能来，也觉得他会来。如果他真的来了，就必须留住他不让他走。这里有四把手枪，你我各拿两把。我们都清楚万不得已的时候该怎么用它。”
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5
The mysteries of the voice and the window

I took the guns, but I didn't really understand why, or who we were waiting for. So I was pleased when Dupin began to explain his thoughts to me.

'Now, let's think,' he said, 'about those angry voices heard by the neighbours running up the stairs. Think about the newspaper reports of what the witnesses said. Do you remember anything peculiar in what they said?'

'Well,' I replied, 'all the witnesses agreed that the deep voice was that of a Frenchman. But none of them agreed about the other voice, the shrill one—they all thought something different.'

'Yes, that was what they said, but you haven't understood what's peculiar about it,' said Dupin. 'The peculiar thing is—not that they disagreed—but that they all thought it was the voice of a foreigner. Each witness thought the voice spoke a language that they didn't know. Look at this list.' He showed me a piece of paper.

· One Frenchman thought the voice spoke in Spanish, but he didn't hear any words.

· A second Frenchman thought the voice spoke in Italian, because of the sound of the words, but he didn't know Italian himself.

· A Dutchman thought the voice spoke in French, but he himself didn't speak French.

· An Englishman thought the voice spoke in German, but he didn't understand German.

· A Spaniard thought the voice spoke in English—he couldn't speak English but he knew what it sounded like.

· And last, an Italian thought the voice spoke in Russian, but this man has never spoken to a Russian person.

'So! What a strangely unusual voice this was!' said Dupin. 'Speakers of five European languages did not hear one word—not one word—that they knew. It was also a strangely shrill voice, and was it a man's voice or a woman's? No one could tell.'

'But perhaps the voice was speaking an African language,' I said. 'Or an Asian one.'

'That is always possible,' Dupin agreed, 'but do you begin to see what question we must ask next?'

Puzzled, I shook my head.

'Well, we will come back to the voice later,' said Dupin. 'But for me, my thoughts about the voice already told me what to ask next. So, let us close our eyes and remember that room on the fourth floor of the house in the Rue Morgue. What do we want to find out first? The way the murderer got out of the room. Let's think about all the possible ways. First, the door to the passage was locked, with the key on the inside. We cannot argue with a key in a locked door. There were no secret doors—the police have looked at every centimetre of the floor, the ceiling, and the walls. And I also looked very carefully. So, no secret doors. What about the chimney? It is wide enough for a body for three metres, but higher up it is much narrower. Not even a cat could climb through it to the top. So what is left?'

'The two windows,' I said. 'But they were fastened on the inside, weren't they?'

'Yes, and no,' said Dupin. 'Let me explain. We can see all of the window on the left, you remember, but only the top half of the window on the right, because the head of the bed is pushed up next to the window. The police tried to open the window on the left, but found a very strong nail in the wood, which stopped the window opening. Another big nail was found in the other window. And the police stopped there. No one could get out of these windows, they thought, because of the nails and because both windows were fastened on the inside. So they did not try to take out the nails and open the windows.

'But I went on thinking. The windows were the only possible way, so the murderer did escape from one of these windows. But they were fastened on the inside, and how did the murderer fasten the window again—from the outside? There was only one answer. The window could fasten itself. I took out the nail from the window on the left, but the window still would not open. So I was sure there was a hidden spring somewhere, and after a while I found it. I pressed it, arid then I could open the window.

'I put the nail back into its hole, and thought some more. The murderer gets out through the window, then the window drops down again behind him, and fastens itself by its hidden spring. But the nail—how could anybody put back the nail from the outside? I went to the other window and stood on the bed, looking down behind the bed head at the bottom half of the window. The nail in this window looked the same, but ... There must be something wrong with this nail, I said to myself. I touched it—and the head of the nail came off in my fingers. The rest of the nail stayed in the wood. I carefully put back the broken nail head, pressed the hidden spring, and lifted the window a few centimetres. The nail head went up and came down with the window, but still looked like a real nail.'

'So,' I said, 'we know it was possible to escape throught the window behind the bed head. But the room was on the fourth floor ...'

'Ah,' said Dupin, 'that was the next question. You remember, don't you, how we walked around the building? And you saw, didn't you, the lightning-rod that went up the back wall of the building? And the unusual shutters on the windows on the fourth floor?'

'Yes,' I said, 'they were like doors, but the top half was latticed, which is unusual in Paris.'

'Yes,' Dupin said, 'and very easy for a hand to get hold of. Now, let me describe a possible picture to you. The lightning-rod on the wall is less than two metres from the window by the head of the bed. The latticed shutter is more than a metre wide, and when it is open and against the wall, it is only about half a metre away from the lightning-rod. It is possible to climb up the lightning-rod to the fourth floor. Then, a strong and agile—very agile—person could take hold of the latticed shutter with both hands, push his feet against the wall, and swing himself and the shutter across the window. And if the window is open and this person is very agile indeed, he could swing himself into the room.'

Dupin saw the surprise in my face. 'Remember,' he said, 'that I am talking about somebody who is very strong and agile—agile in a very unusual way, perhaps. Remember also the voice, that peculiar, shrill voice, which spoke in a language that nobody knew.'

At these words I felt I almost understood what Dupin was saying. But I wasn't sure, so I said nothing and waited for him to go on explaining.



disagree v. have a different opinion; not agree. 持不同观点；不同意。

foreigner n. person from a country other than one's own. 外国人。

thoughts n. idea or opinion produced by thinking. 看法；想法；意见。

shake one's head turn one's head from side to side as a way of indicating 'no', or to express doubt, sorrow, disapproval, etc. 摇头（表示否定、怀疑、悲伤、不赞成等）。

passage n. narrow way through sth., esp. with walls on both side; corridor. 通道；（尤指）走廊。

centimetre n. one 100th part of a metre. 厘米。

nail n. small thin piece of metal with a sharp point at one end and a flat head at the other, hammered into articles to hold them together, or into a wall. etc. for use as a peg to hang things on. 钉子。

escape vi. get free; get away. 逃脱，逃走。

spring n. device of twisted, bent or coiled metal or wire that can be pushed, pulled or pressed but tends to return to its original shape or position when released. 弹簧，发条。

come off become detached or separated from sth. 从某物上脱落或分离。

lightning-rod n. metal rod or wire fixed to an exposed part of a building, etc. to prevent damage by lightning. 避雷针。

lattice vt. to construct or furnish with a lattice or latticework. 用格状结构组成或装饰。

agile adj. able to move quickly and easily; active; nimble. 敏捷的；灵活的；活泼的；机敏的。

swing v. move to and fro while hanging or supported.（吊着或支着）摇动，摇摆。


5．声音和窗户之谜

我拿了手枪，却实在不明白为什么要这样做，还有我们到底在等谁。所以我很高兴听到杜邦向我解释他的想法。

“现在让我们想想，”他说，“关于那些正往楼上跑的邻居们听见的愤怒声音。想想报纸对证人证词的报道。你记得他们提到有什么异常的事情吗？”

“嗯，”我答道，“所有证人都认为那个低沉的声音是一个法国男人的。但他们对另外一个声音，就是那个尖利的声音，说法不一——他们的想法各不相同。”

“是的，报道中确实是这么说的，但你还没看出这里面的异常，”杜邦说，“异常的事情——并非是他们意见相左——而是他们都认为那是一个外国人的声音。每个证人都认为这个声音说的是一种他们不懂的语言。看看这张单子。”他递给我一张纸。

*　一个法国人认为那声音说的是西班牙语，可他一个字也没听清。

*　另外一个法国人因为字词的发音而认为那声音说的是意大利语，但他并不懂意大利语。

*　一个荷兰人认为那声音说的是法语，可他并不会讲法语。

*　一个英国人认为那声音说的是德语，可他不懂德语。

*　一个西班牙人认为那声音说的是英语——虽不懂英语，可他知道英语听起来是什么样子的。

*　最后，一个意大利人认为那声音说的是俄语，可这个人从未与俄国人说过话。

“看！这声音多么超乎寻常啊！”杜邦说，“这些人说五门欧洲语言，却连一个字也没听懂——一个他们知道的字也没听出来。这个声音异常尖利，是男人的还是女人的呢？没人说得清。”

“或许那声音说的是一种非洲语言啊，”我说，“或是一种亚洲语言。”

“不能排除这种可能，”杜邦表示赞同，“你知道我们下一步该问什么问题了吧？”

我疑惑地摇了摇头。

“好，我们待会儿再说那声音，”杜邦说，“但是对于我来说，在我琢磨那个声音时我已经知道下一步要问的问题了。那么，让我们闭上眼睛，想想莫尔格街那所房子五楼的房间吧。我们最想知道什么呢？凶手是如何逃出房间的。想想所有可能的路径。首先，通往走廊的门是从里面锁住的。这就没什么好争论的了。警方已经把地板、天花板和墙壁都搜过了——没发现暗门。我也仔细瞧过了。的确没有暗门。那烟囱呢？三米之内人还可以钻过去，可再往高处去就越来越窄了。连只猫都钻不到头。还有什么呢？”
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“那两扇窗户，”我说道，“但它们从里面锁住了，不是吗？”

“是，也不是，”杜邦说，“听我解释。我们可以看到左边的整扇窗户，记得吧，可因为有床头挡着，只能看见右边窗户的上半部分。警方试图把左边的窗户打开，却发现一枚很硬的钉子楔在窗户里，使得窗户无法打开。另一扇窗户上也有一枚大钉子。警方就此停住了。在他们看来，有这些钉子，并且窗户均由内上锁，没有人可以从窗户逃出去。因此他们也就没有想着拔出钉子打开窗户看看。

“可是我想到了。窗户是惟一可能的逃脱路径，凶手一定是从其中的一扇窗户逃走的。但是窗户又是从里面上锁的，凶手怎么可能把它重新锁住——从外面把它锁上呢？答案只有一个，窗户可以自动关闭。我拔下了左边窗户上的钉子，但窗户依旧打不开。所以我确信什么地方一定有一个隐秘的弹簧，不一会儿我就找到了它。我按了一下，窗户就可以打开了。”

[image: alt]

“我把钉子重新放回去，又想了一下。凶手从这扇窗户逃出去，之后窗户又在他身后关上了，靠着隐秘的弹簧自动锁住。但是这枚钉子——谁能够从外面把钉子放回去呢？”我走到另一扇窗户前，站在床上向下看被床头挡住的下半部分窗户。窗户上的钉子似乎是一样的，但是……我对自己说，这枚钉子一定有问题。我碰了碰它——钉子帽儿竟然掉到了手里。余下的那截钉子仍然嵌在木头里。我小心翼翼地把掉下来的钉子帽儿重新安上去，按了一下隐秘的弹簧，窗户就可以向上推几厘米。钉子帽儿随窗户上下活动，但看起来和一个真正的钉子没什么区别。”

“这样，”我说，“我们就知道从床头后的窗户逃走是可能的。可是那个房间在五楼……”

“哦，”杜邦说，“这就是下一个该问的问题。你一定还记得我们怎样绕着房子走吧？你一定也看到了竖立在房子后墙上的避雷针？还有五楼窗户上与众不同的窗板？”
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“对，”我答道，“它们很像门，但是上半部分却做成格状，这在巴黎倒不常见。”

“是的，”杜邦说，“并且很容易被手扒住。现在，让我给你描述一个可能的画面。墙上的避雷针距离床头边的窗户不到两米远。格状的窗板有一米多宽，当窗板打开并紧贴墙壁时，它离避雷针就只有大约半米远。顺着避雷针爬到五楼是有可能的。这样，一个身强力壮并且动作敏捷——极其敏捷——的人就可以用双手抓住格状的窗板，双脚一蹬墙，身体就可以随窗板荡到窗户跟前。如果窗户恰巧是开着的而且这个人又确实身手敏捷，他就可以荡进房间里。”

杜邦注意到了我脸上惊讶的表情。“记住，”他说，“我说的是一个身体非常强壮、动作极为敏捷的人——他可能敏捷得超乎寻常。还要记住那个声音，那个古怪尖利的声音，说着一种无人知晓的语言。”

听到这些我感觉差不多已经明白了杜邦在说什么。但我还不敢肯定，于是默不作声，等着他继续解释。


6
A madman has done this

'You will see,' my friend went on, 'that I have tried to answer another question. Not just "How did the murderer get out of the room?", but also "How did he get into it?" He used the same window both ways, I think.'

'But now, let's look again at the room. You remember that on the floor there were two bags of gold, which Adolphe Le Bon carried to the house three days before.' The police are so excited by this! Nearly four thousand francs in gold! Here, they say, is the motive for the murder. Well, four thousand francs in gold is a lot of money, and is certainly a possible motive for murder. But remember, my friend, the gold was not taken—it was still there, on the floor. So what kind of thief is that? A very, very stupid one, a thief who murders two women and then when he leaves, forgets to take the gold with him! No, no, we must forget the gold. It was not the motive for these murders.

'So far, then, the picture is like this. We have a murderer with a peculiar voice, and who is unusually agile. We have a murder without motive, a murder that is brutal and horrible even for the worst kind of criminal. How many murderers kill with their own hands, and then push the body, head downwards, up a chimney? And how strong our murderer is! He pushed the body up alone, but it took three or four people to pull it down. And think of those handfuls of long grey hair on the floor. Have you ever tried to pull hair out of someone's head? You need to be very strong to do that. You also need to be strong to cut right through someone's neck—with just a razor. And why did the old lady have so many broken bones? Because the murderer pushed her body through the open window, and it fell down onto the stones of the yard below.

'One more thing to finish the picture. Remember what the room looked like-broken chairs and tables everywhere, the mattress on the floor, nothing in its place. Now, surely, our picture is finished. What kind of murderer is so unusually strong, so unusually agile, has so peculiar a voice, kills in so brutal and horrible a way, without motive? Tell me, what is the answer?'

I felt a little ill when Dupin asked me this question. I shook my head. 'A madman,' I said, 'has done this—a wild and horrible madman, who has escaped from some hospital somewhere.'

'That is a possible answer, certainly,' Dupin replied. 'But even madmen do not have as peculiar a voice as the one heard on the stairs. Madmen speak a language of some kind. Perhaps they say strange things, but at least they speak in words. Now, there is one more thing ...'

Dupin put his hand in his pocket and took something out. He put it on his hand and held it out to me. It was some short, orangey-brown hair.

'I took this from between the fingers of Madame L'Espanaye's hand,' he said. 'What do you make of it?'

'Dupin!' I said, astonished and afraid. 'This hair is most unusual. It is not human hair!'

'Did I say it was?' Dupin said. He put the hair back into his pocket, and then showed me a piece of paper. 'You remember the marks on the neck of Mademoiselle L'Espanaye—marks made by the fingers that killed her? Here is a drawing of those marks, just as they were on the neck. Now, please put your hand on the paper, with all your fingers in the same places as the marks.'

I tried to do this, but could not. I don't have small hands, but my fingers were much shorter and my hand much narrower than the marks on the drawing.

'These marks,' I said, 'were not made by a human hand.'

Dupin stood up and went to get a book from the table behind him. He brought the book to me.

'I want you to read this page,' he said.

The page described an animal that is found in the East Indian Islands—the orang-outang. It is a very large animal, bigger than a man, and is strong, agile, clever, and very, very dangerous. At once I understood just how horrible these murders were.

'Your drawing of the marks made by the fingers,' I said, 'is just as the book describes the orang-outang's hand. Also, the book describes its orangey-brown hair, which sounds just like the hair you showed me. But I still can't understand this terrible mystery. People heard two voices arguing—and the other voice was the voice of a Frenchman. Everybody agreed about that.'

'True,' said Dupin. 'And you will remember two of the words they heard—Mon Dieu. When do we say this? When we are angry, afraid, surprised, unhappy ... I have thought about these words and made a little picture of this Frenchman, which will answer all the questions in this mystery. This is my picture. A Frenchman brings home an orang-outang from the East Indian Islands, but one night the animal escapes from him. Our Frenchman follows it through the city, trying to catch it. When the orang-outang gets into the house in the Rue Morgue, the Frenchman sees what happens, but cannot catch the animal or stop it killing the two women.

'Is this picture a true one? Of course, I don't know. But if I am right, the Frenchman himself is innocent of these murders. And if he is innocent, perhaps he will answer my advertisement. I left it at the office of Le Monde newspaper on our way home last night.'

Dupin gave me a piece of paper, and I read this:

CAUGHT IN THE BOIS DE BOULOGNE, early in the morning of the 4th of June, a large orang-outang, probably from the East Indian Islands. The owner, who is a sailor on a Maltese ship, can have the animal back if he comes to the following address in the Faubourg St. Germain...

Once again, I was astonished by what Dupin knew. 'How could you possibly know,' I asked, 'that the man was a sailor, and that he belonged to a Maltese ship?'

'I do not know it,' said Dupin. 'I am not sure of it. But I found this small piece of ribbon on the ground at the bottom of the lightning-rod. Look.'

He gave me the ribbon to look at. It was a dark-red colour, and old and dirty.

'Sailors always use ribbons like these,' Dupin said, 'to tie back their long hair. And this colour is a favourite of Maltese sailors. You see, if I am right about this, it will make the man think carefully.'

'But will he answer the advertisement?' I said. 'He saw the terrible things that his orang-outang did. Won't he be afraid to say he is its owner?'

'Yes, he will he a little afraid,' said Dupin. 'But I hope that he will think like this, and will say to himself: I am innocent. I am poor. I can sell my orang-outang for a lot of money, and I don't want to lose that money. What danger am I in? They found the animal in the Bois de Boulogne—a long way from that house in the Rue Morgue. Who will ever know that the orang-outang did those murders? Or that I saw what happened? The police know nothing. But this advertiser knows something about me. If he wants to, he can find me easily. If I don't answer the advertisement, perhaps he will think that I have something to hide. He will start asking questions, about the animal, or about me, perhaps. No, it's better for me to answer the advertisement, get the orang-outang back, and keep the animal hidden away for a time.'

At the very moment when Dupin stopped speaking, we heard the sound of feet on the stairs.



stupid adj. foolish. 愚蠢的，笨的。

criminal n. person who commits a crime or crimes. 犯人，罪犯。

handful n. as much or as many as can be held in one hand. 一把，一撮。

madman n. person who is insane. 疯子，狂人。

make sth. of sth. understand the meaning or nature of sth. to be sth. 理解某物的意义或性质。

orang-outang n. large ape with long arms found in Borneo and Sumatra. 猩猩（产于婆罗洲和苏门答腊）。

dangerous adj. likely to cause danger or be a danger. 有危险的，危险的。

stop sb. (from) doing sth. prevent sb. from doing sth. 阻止某人做某事。

innocent adj. not guilty. 无辜的，无罪的，清白的。

advertisement n. public notice offering or asking for goods, services, etc. 广告（推销或征求货物、服务等）。

sailor n. member of a ship's crew, esp. one below the rank of officer; seaman. 海员；水手。

Maltese adj. of Malta. 马耳他的。

ribbon n. silk, nylon, etc. woven in a narrow strip and used for tying sth. or for ornament.（丝、尼龙等的）捆扎带，装饰带。

advertiser n. person who advertises. 登广告的人。


6．这是疯子所为

“你会发现，”我的朋友继续说，“我还一直想回答另外一个问题。”不光是‘凶手如何逃出房间？’，还有‘他是如何进来的？’我认为他出入都是靠着这扇窗户和同样的方法。

“但是现在，让我们再回到房间里。你记得吧，地上有阿道夫·勒邦三天前带到那儿的两袋子黄金。警方看到这些很是激动！将近4,000法郎的黄金啊！他们说这就是凶手的作案动机所在。的确，4,000法郎的黄金是很大一笔钱，当然可能是凶手的一个作案动机。但记住，我的朋友，金子并没被拿走——它仍旧在那儿，放在地板上。这到底是怎样一种窃贼啊？他愚蠢至极，杀害了两个女人，走时却忘了带上金子！不，不，我们必须忘掉黄金。这不是这桩凶杀案的动机。”

“那么到目前为止，这幅画面是这样的。这个凶手声音古怪、动作异常敏捷。这个凶手没有作案动机，这个凶手的恐怖凶残甚至令最凶恶的罪犯也望尘莫及。有多少凶手会用手掐死被害人，然后把尸体头朝下地塞进烟囱呢？而且这个凶手会是多么强壮啊！他一个人就把尸体塞了进去，可是要三四个人一起才能把尸体拽出来。想想地板上那几撮灰色的长发。你有没有试过拔掉别人的头发？你必须非常强壮才行。你也必须非常强壮，才能够扎穿人的脖子——只用一把剃刀扎穿人的脖子。老太太为什么有如此多处的骨折呢？因为凶手把她的尸体从开着的窗户推了出去，尸体摔在了后院的石地上。”
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“给这幅画面加上最后一笔。还记得那个房间什么样子吧——残桌破椅到处都是，床垫甩在地板上，一切都面目全非。好，现在我们的这幅图画完成了。是什么样的凶手，如此异常的强壮而又异常的敏捷，声音如此古怪，作案如此粗暴凶残，而又没有作案动机？告诉我，答案是什么？”

杜邦的问题让我有点难受。我摇了摇头。“是一个疯子，”我说，“是一个疯子干的——一个从某个医院逃出来的粗野恐怖的疯子。”

“当然那也是一种可能，”杜邦答道，“但是就算是疯子也不会发出在楼梯上听到的那种古怪的声音。疯子总归要说某一种语言的。他们可能会说一些奇奇怪怪的东西，但至少他们说的是字词。哦，还有一件东西……”

杜邦把手伸进口袋掏出了点什么。他把它放在手里伸给我看。是一撮棕黄色的短发。

“这是我从埃斯巴耐夫人的手指缝里找到的。”他说，“你怎么看？”

“杜邦！”我既惊讶又害怕，“这毛发很不一般。它不是人的毛发！”

“我说过它是人的毛发吗？”杜邦说道。他把那些毛发放回口袋，然后拿给我一张纸。“还记得埃斯巴耐小姐脖子上的指痕吗——杀害她的凶手留下的指痕？这是按照脖子上的指痕描下来的指痕图。现在，请把你的手放在纸上，每根手指都要放在和指痕一模一样的位置上。”

我试了一下，却做不到。我的手并不算小，可是和图上的指痕比起来，我的手指短很多，手掌也窄很多。

“这些指痕，”我说，“不是人的手留下的。”
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杜邦站起来从他后面的桌子上拿了一本书。他把书递给我。

“我想让你看看这页。”他说。

这页书讲的是在东印度群岛发现的一种动物——猩猩。它非常高大，比人的块头要大得多，强壮、敏捷、聪明，并且极其危险。我一下子明白这桩凶杀案有多么恐怖了。

“你画的指痕，”我说，“和这本书上描述的猩猩的手掌一模一样。还有，书上有关于它棕黄色皮毛的描述，听起来就和你给我看的那撮一样。可是我仍然想不通这桩可怕的迷案。人们听到了两个争吵的声音——其中一个是一个法国男人的。这一点人们达成了共识。”

“对，”杜邦说，“你一定记得他们听到的那个词——‘天啊’。什么情况下我们才会说这个呢？生气、害怕、惊讶、郁闷……我仔细地想了想这些话，对这个法国人有了一个大致的描绘，有了这个，迷案中的所有问题就可以迎刃而解。这就是我的描绘。一个法国男人从东印度群岛带回了一只猩猩，但一天晚上猩猩从他那里逃跑了。这个法国人为了抓住它就跟着它在城里跑来跑去。后来猩猩闯进了莫尔格街的房子，这个法国人目睹了发生的一切，却无法抓住那动物或阻止它杀害那两个女人。”

“这个描绘的真实性如何呢？我当然不知道。但如果我是正确的，那这桩凶杀案就不是这个法国人本人干的。而如果他是清白的，他就有可能回应我的启事。昨晚在我们回家的路上我把这个给了《世界报》报社。”

杜邦递给我一张纸，上面写着：

6月4日清晨，在布洛涅的树林里抓到了一只可能来自东印度群岛的大猩猩。它的主人，一个在马耳他船上工作的水手，可以到圣日尔曼区领回这只动物，地址如下……
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我又一次被杜邦所知道的东西吓了一跳。“你怎么会知道，”我问道，“那个人是一名水手，并且又在一条马耳他船上工作呢？”

“我不知道，”杜邦说。“我也不能肯定。但是我在避雷针底下的地面上发现了这条细丝带。你看。”

他把丝带递给我看。丝带是深红色的，又旧又脏。

“水手们经常用这样的丝带，”杜邦说，“把长发扎在后面。这个颜色是马耳他水手们很喜欢的一种。你看，如果我的这些推断是正确的，这个人可得好好盘算一下了。”

“但是他会回应那则启事吗？”我说道，“他目睹了他的猩猩的胡作非为，他难道不害怕承认自己是猩猩的主人吗？”

“对，他一定会有些害怕，”杜邦说，“不过我希望他会这么想，这样告诉他自己：我是清白的。我很穷。我的猩猩可以卖好大一笔钱，我可不想白白丢了这笔钱。我是不是正身处险境呢？他们是在布洛涅树林里找到那只动物的——那里离莫尔格街那所房子可很远呢。谁会想到那桩谋杀案是那只猩猩干的呢？谁会知道我目睹了那一切呢？警方一无所知。但是刊登启事的人知道我的一些情况。如果他想找到我，是很容易的。如果我不回应那则启事的话，他就可能认为我要隐瞒什么。他就会开始问很多问题，关于那只动物的，可能还有关于我的。不，我最好还是去回应那则启事吧，把猩猩领回来，把它藏匿一段时间。”

就在杜邦说完的那一刹那，我们听到了楼梯上传来的脚步声。


7
A visitor for Auguste Dupin

'Be ready with your guns,' said Dupin. 'But don't use them or show them until I say.'

The front door of the house was open, and the visitor was already half way up the stairs. The feet stopped for a moment, then began again, and a few seconds later there was a knock on the door of our room.

'Come in,' called Dupin, in a friendly way.

The door opened and a man came in. He was a sailor, clearly—a tall, strong man, with a sunburnt face. He was carrying a heavy stick, but no gun. He looked first at me, then at Dupin, and did not smile.

'Good evening,' he said.

'Sit down, my friend,' said Dupin. 'You've come about the orang-outang, yes? My word, what a fine animal that is! You're lucky to own him. Do you know how old he is?'

The sailor sat down and the worried look left his face. 'No, I don't know,' he said. 'But he's probably not more than four or five years old. Have you got him here?'

'Oh, no. We couldn't keep him in this house,' Dupin said. 'He's at a place in the Rue Dubourg, just round the corner. You can get him in the morning. Of course, you must show me that you are the real owner.'

'Yes, sir, of course,' the sailor said.

'I shall be sorry to lose the animal,' said Dupin.

'I'm very happy to pay something,' the man said. 'I know it's expensive, keeping an animal like that.'

'Well,' said my friend, 'that's good of you. What shall I ask? Let me think ... Ah yes! This is what I want. You must tell me everything—everything—about these murders in the Rue Morgue.'

Dupin said these last words very quietly. Just as quietly, he walked to the door, locked it, and put the key in his pocket. He then took a gun from his coat pocket and put it, slowly and quietly, on the table in front of him.

The sailor's face turned a deep red. He jumped to his feet and took up his heavy stick. But a minute later he fell back into his chair, and sat there, shaking, with a face now as white as death itself. He said not a word. I felt deeply sorry for him.

'My friend,' said Dupin, in a kind voice, 'there's no need to be afraid—really no need. You are not in any danger from us. I know very well that you yourself are innocent of these terrible murders in the Rue Morgue. But you do know something about them. You are not a murderer, or a thief, and you have nothing to hide. But you must tell me the true story. The police have arrested an innocent man for these murders. And if you don't speak, this man will go to prison, perhaps lose his life.'

The sailor was silent for a while. Then he said, 'God help me. I will tell you what I know. You will think it's a very strange story, but it's true. I am innocent, and I must help this other man if I can.'

This was the sailor's story.




I have just come back from the East Indies. While I was there, I visited the island of Borneo. There I found and caught this orang-outang. It is a wild and dangerous animal, and I had a difficult journey home. But at last, we arrived back in France, and I took the animal to my house in Paris. I kept it hidden because of the neighbours, and I was planning to sell it as soon as possible for a lot of money.

On the night of the 3rd of June I was out late with some friends. When I got back home, I found the orang-outang in my bedroom, with my razor in its hand. The door to its own room was broken to pieces. I just didn't know what to do. The animal is dangerous at the best of times, but with a razor in its hands...! On the ship home I always used a whip to keep the animal quiet, so I went to find my whip now. But the minute the orang-outang saw the whip, it ran out of the room, down the stairs, and jumped through an open window into the street.

I was really afraid now. How could I catch it? The animal ran, and I followed. Sometimes it stopped and looked at me, the razor still in its hand. But when I got near, it ran on again. And so we went on. Luckily, the streets were very quiet because it was nearly three o'clock in the morning.

Then, when we were going down a narrow street at the back of the Rue Morgue, the animal saw a light in a window on the fourth floor. Before I could do anything, the animal saw the lightning-rod, quickly climbed up it, took hold of the latticed shutter, and swung itself through the open window. All this took less than a minute. The shutter then swung open again, back against the wall.

At last, I thought, I can catch the animal now. But at the same time, I felt very worried. What was the animal doing in that room up there? I decided to follow it up the lightning-rod at once. When I got to the fourth floor, I found it was impossible for me to get across to the window. I could just look into the room—and at that moment a most terrible screaming began. God help me, I will never, ever forget the horrible things that I saw that night.

The orang-outang took hold of Madame L'Espanaye by the hair, with the razor still in its other hand. The daughter fainted at once, and lay still and white on the floor. The old lady tried to get away, but the animal pulled out handfuls of her hair. She fought and screamed, and this probably made it very angry. Then, with the razor, it nearly cut her head off her body. So much blood! And the blood made the animal even angrier. It ran to the girl's body and fastened its horrible hands around her neck. When she was dead, it looked up—and saw my face through the window. I was shouting at it, and it made noises back at me. Perhaps then it remembered my whip, and perhaps that's why it tried to hide the dead bodies. If you can't see anything, then nothing has happened. I don't know. First, it ran around the room, breaking all the chairs and tables, pulling the mattress off the bed. Then, it took the girl's body and pushed it up the chimney. And last, it took the old lady's body, carried it to the window, and pushed it through.

I could not watch any more. I almost fell down the lightning-rod, and ran home. I just wanted to get away from the horror of it.

□　　□　　□

So that was the story behind the murders in the Rue Morgue. Just before the neighbours broke down the door of the room, the orang-outang went out through the window, which dropped down behind it.

In the end the sailor caught the orang-outang and sold it for a lot of money. We went to talk to the police inspector, and the same afternoon Adolphe Le Bon walked out of prison, a free man. The inspector was not too happy about it all. He talked a lot about people who tried to do the job of the police but who didn't understand police work.

'We won't argue with him,' Dupin said to me when we walked home together. 'Let him talk. He's a good man, in his way. I found the answer to this mystery, and he didn't. That's all there is to say, really.'



sunburnt adj. sun-tanned. 晒黑的。

my word exclamation nexpressing surprise or consternation. 用作表示惊奇或惊恐的叹词。

just round the corner nvery near. 很近。

jump to one's feet stand up quickly and suddenly. 立刻站起来。

go to prison imprisonment. 入狱，坐牢。

at the best of times even when circumstances are most favourable. 即使在最好的情况下。

whip n. length of cord or strip of leather fastened to a handle, used for urging on an animal or for striking a person or an animal as a punishment. 鞭子。

take hold of... take... in the hands. 抓住，拿住，握住……

faint vi. lose consciousness (because of heat, shock, loss of blood, etc. ). （因受热、受惊、失血等）失去知觉；昏倒。

get away from... escape from... 逃离或摆脱开。


7．奥古斯特·杜邦的访客

“准备好手枪，”杜邦说，“如果我不说话就不要开枪，也不要把枪拿出来。”

房子的前门是开着的，来访者已经上了一半楼梯。脚步声停了一会儿，然后又继续响起来，几秒钟以后我们听到了敲门声。

“请进。”杜邦友好地喊道。

门开了，一个男人走了进来。一看便知他是个水手——身材高大、体格健硕，脸被晒得黝黑。他带着一根粗重的棍子，但没有手枪。他先是看了看我，然后又看了看杜邦，脸上没有一丝笑容。

“晚上好。”他说。

“请坐，我的朋友，”杜邦说，“您是为那只猩猩而来，对吗？呀，多棒的动物啊！能做他的主人您真幸运。您知道他几岁了吗？”

那个水手坐下，脸上的顾虑消失了。“不，我不知道，”他说，“他可能不超过四五岁。您把他带到这儿来了吗？”

“哦，没有。我们可不能把他养在这个房子里，”杜邦说，“他在迪布尔街的某个地方，不远。您上午就可以领走他。当然，您必须向我证明您是真正的主人。”

“好的，先生，那是自然。”水手说道。

“没有了这只动物我会很伤心的。”杜邦说。

“我很乐意补偿您，”那人说，“我知道养活那样一只动物是很昂贵的。”

“啊，”我的朋友说，“您真是通情达理。我该要些什么呢？让我想想……啊，对了！这就是我想知道的。您必须告诉我关于莫尔格街凶杀案的一切——一切。”

杜邦说最后几个字时声音非常小。他同样轻轻地走到门口，锁住门，把钥匙放进口袋。然后他从外衣口袋里掏出了一把枪，慢慢地，悄无声息地放在面前的桌子上。

水手的脸涨得通红。他一下子站了起来，手里攥住那根粗重的棍子。但很快他又跌坐在了椅子上，浑身战栗，脸色变得死一样的苍白。他沉默不语。我很为他难过。

“我的朋友，”杜邦说，声音很是亲切，“没必要害怕——真的没必要。我们不会对你构成一丝危险。我很清楚莫尔格街那桩凶杀案不是你干的。可你是知情的。你既不是凶手也不是窃贼，没什么好隐瞒的。但是你必须把实情告诉我。警方已经误抓了一个无辜的人。如果你不把实情说出来，这个人就会坐牢，可能还会丢掉性命。”

水手沉默了一会儿。然后他说：“老天爷作证。我会把我知道的都告诉你。你会觉得这个故事很离奇，可这是真的。我是无辜的，我必须尽可能地帮助另一个无辜的人。”

水手的故事是这样的。
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我刚从东印度群岛回来。在那里逗留期间我去了婆罗洲岛。在岛上我发现并抓住了这只猩猩。它非常的粗野危险，所以回国的途中我费尽周折。不过总算回到了法国，我把它带到我在巴黎的房子里。因为怕邻居知道，我只好把它藏起来，打算尽快把它卖掉赚上一大笔钱。

6月3号晚上我外出和朋友聚会，很晚才回家。到家后，发现那只猩猩竟然站在我的卧室里，手里还拿着我的剃刀。通往它房间的门被砸成了碎片。我一下子手足无措起来。这种动物在赤手空拳的时候都很危险，何况它现在还拿着剃刀……！在乘船返回的路上我总是用一根鞭子让它保持安静，于是我就去找那根鞭子。但是这只猩猩一看到鞭子，就跑出房间，跑下楼梯，从一扇开着的窗户跳到了街上。

我害怕极了。怎么才能抓到它呢？它在前面跑，我就在后面追。有时候它停住脚，看看我，手里依然拿着那把剃刀。可我一靠近，它就又跑起来。我们就这样你追我赶地跑着。幸好当时街上寂静无人，因为那时已经是将近凌晨3点了。
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后来，我们跑到了莫尔格街后面的一条狭窄的小巷，那家伙看到了五楼一扇窗户透出来的灯光。我还没来得及阻止，它就看见了那根避雷针，飞快地爬了上去，抓住格状的窗板，从开着的窗户荡进了房间。干完这一切它只用了不到一分钟。窗板随后又被弹了回来，紧贴着墙壁。

我想我终于可以抓到它了。可当时我也非常担心。这家伙在上面的房间里干什么呢？我决定立刻跟着它顺避雷针爬上去。爬到五楼后，我发现自己不可能从窗户进去。我只能从这儿往屋里瞧了——就在这个时候，传来一声非常凄厉的尖叫。老天爷作证，我今生今世都忘不了那晚看到的可怕的一幕。

那只猩猩一只手抓住了埃斯巴耐夫人的头发，另一只手里依旧拿着那把剃刀。老夫人的女儿立刻就昏倒了，一动不动地躺在地板上，脸色苍白。老太太努力想挣脱，却被那猩猩拽掉了几撮头发。她边挣扎边尖叫，或许这激怒了猩猩。于是猩猩就用那把剃刀把她的头几乎割了下来了。鲜血四溅！血让那家伙更加愤怒了。它跑到那女孩儿的身边，用它那双可怕的手紧紧地卡住了她的脖子。把她掐死后，那家伙抬起头——透过窗户看到了我的脸。我冲它嚷，它也大叫着回敬我。后来它可能记起了我的鞭子，或许这就是它为什么想把尸体藏起来的原因。见则有，不见则无吧。我不知道。它先是在房间里跑来跑去，弄坏了全部桌椅，把床垫也拽了下来。然后它抓起女孩的尸体竖着塞进了烟囱。最后，它又抓起老太太的尸体拖到窗口，扔了下去。

这真是惨不忍睹。我几乎是从避雷针上掉下来的，赶紧跑回家了。我只想摆脱那份恐惧。

□　　□　　□

这就是发生在莫尔格街凶杀案背后的故事。就在邻居们撞开房门之前，那只猩猩从窗户逃了出去，窗户随之关上了。

后来水手抓住了那只猩猩，卖了一大笔钱。我们把这一切告诉了那个巡官，当天下午阿道夫·勒邦走出了监狱，是个自由人了。巡官对这一切并不是很满意。他滔滔不绝地讲了很多，什么有些人总想当警察，却从不了解这份工作啦什么的。

“我们不和他争论，”一起回家的路上杜邦对我说，“让他说去吧。他就是那样，不过人还是不错的。我发现了谜底，他却没有。其实就是这些。”


ACTIVITIES
Before Reading

1．Read the introduction of the book. How much do you know now about the story? Correct the mistakes in this passage.

The old lady and her son were murdered on the second floor of a house in the Rue Morgue in London. The door was open, with the key on the outside of the door, and the windows were shut but not fastened. Two laughing voices were heard by friends when they ran up the stairs.

2．Can you guess what happens in this story? Choose endings for these sentences.

1) The murderer escaped...

(a) from the roof.

(b) through a window.

(c) through the door.

(d) down a secret stair.

2) People thought the two angry voices spoke in...

(a) French.

(b) Russian.

(c) English.

(d) French and another language.

3) The police arrested...

(a) a Russian sailor.

(b) one of the neighbours.

(c) a bank clerk.

(d) the daughter's lover.

4) The police arrested...

(a) the right person.

(b) the wrong person.


ACTIVITIES
While Reading

1．Read Chapter 1. How did Auguste Dupin work out what his friend was thinking? Put these notes in the right order (from 1 to 8), to show how his thinking went.

□ thinking of Racine's play

□ Chantilly 'the new Racine'

□ nearly falling over

□ jumping out of the way

□ meeting the apple-seller

□ turning into the Rue Racine

□ looking at the street name

□ hole in the street

2．Read Chapters 2 and 3. How much do we know now about the mystery? Which of these things are we sure about, and which are only guesses? Explain why you think this.

1) Madame L'Espanaye and her daughter lived very quietly.

2) They had no friends, and no enemies.

3) The razor was used to kill the mother.

4) The neighbours heard two voices, arguing loudly.

5) The deep voice was a man's voice, and spoke in French.

6) The shrill voice was the voice of a woman.

7) The shrill voice spoke in Italian.

8) The shrill voice spoke in Russian.

9) The murderer was very strong.

10) The murderer forgot to take the gold when he left.

11) The murderer was not interested in the gold.

3．Before you read Chapter 4, can you guess what Auguste Dupin will do next? Choose some of these ideas.

Auguste Dupin will...

1) talk to all the witnesses again.

2) ask some clever questions.

3) visit all the neighbours' houses.

4) look for a heavy piece of wood.

5) visit the Rue Morgue and look carefully at the room.

6) tell the police the murderer's name.

4．Read Chapters 4 and 5, and join these halves of sentences.

1) The police arrested Adolphe Le Bon...

2) Dupin was waiting for a visitor...

3) The witnesses agreed about the deep voice, ...

4) The witnesses all thought that the shrill voice was the voice of a foreigner, ...

5) The windows were fastened with nails on the in side, ...

6) An agile person could climb up the lightning-rod...

7) but they did not agree which language it spoke.

8) which they said was the voice of a Frenchman.

9) probably because they thought he wanted to steal the four thousand francs.

10) and swing into the room through the open window.

11) who knew something about the murders.

12) but the nail in the right window was broken.

5．Before you read Chapter 6, how much can you guess about the mystery? Think about these questions.

1) Is Dupin right about the window and the lightning-rod?

Is there another way of escaping from the room?

2) The narrator isn't sure that he understands. What is Dupin trying to tell him?

6．Read Chapter 6. How did these things help Dupin to find the answer? Explain what he was thinking for each thing.

1) the four thousand francs in gold

2) the handfuls of long grey hair

3) the peculiar voice

4) the short, orangey-brown hair

5) the old, dirty dark-red ribbon

6) the Bois de Boulogne

7．Before you read Chapter 7, can you guess how the story ends? Choose as many answers as you like.

1) The sailor ...

(a) tries to run away.

(b) tells Dupin the true story.

(c) is sent to prison.

(d) is the real murderer.

2) The orang-outang ...

(a) is never found.

(b) kills two more people.

(c) is shot and killed.

(d) is sold for a lot of money.


ACTIVITIES
After Reading

1．What did Dupin say to the police inspector at the end? Put their conversation in the right order, and write in the speakers' names. Dupin speaks first (number 3).

1) ______ 'But I know how to think. I know what questions to ask. And you'll find my answer is right.'

2) ______ 'A WHAT?'

3) ______ 'I have come to tell you, Inspector, the answer to the Rue Morgue mystery.'

4) ______ 'Oh, will I? What makes you so sure?'

5) ______ 'An orang-outang. It escaped from its owner's house with a razor, and climbed into the room through the window.'

6) ______ 'But we already know the answer, Dupin. The bank clerk murdered the women for the money.'

7) ______ 'Because I have a witness—who was outside the window on the lightning-rod, and who saw it all.'

8) ______ 'An orang-outang with a razor? Listen, Dupin, don't try to do my job for me. You don't know anything about police work.'

9) ______ 'No, he didn't. Adolphe Le Bon is an innocent man. The killer was an orang-outang from Borneo.'

2．Here is a new illustration for the story. Find the best place in the story to put the picture, and answer these questions.

The picture goes on in Chapter ______.

1) Where is the sailor?

2) Why is he shouting?

3) What does he do next, and why?




Now write a caption for the illustration.
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Caption: _____________________________

3．Here are some more newspaper stories from the Gazette. Use the words below to complete the stories. (Use each word once.)

agile, arrested, bank, belongs, caught,dropped, escaped, feel, free, hands, horrible, how, hurt, into, motive, out of, outside, same, sell, shutter, thousand, through, up, which, who




STORY ONE

Adolphe Le Bon, ______ works for Mignaud & Son as a ______ clerk, today left prison, a ______ man. The police ______ him because they thought that the ______ for the murders was the four______ francs in gold, ______ Le Bon carried to the house for Madame L'Espanaye. 'But it was all a ______ mistake,' said a friend of Le Bon's. 'Adolphe couldn't ______ a fly.'




STORY TWO

The police now know ______ the murderer got ______ and ______ the room in the house in the Rue Morgue. He climbed ______ the lightning-rod on the wall ______, and took hold of the open ______ with both ______. Then he pushed his ______ against the wall and swung himself into the room ______ the open window. He went out the ______ way, and the window ______ down behind him.




STORY THREE

Early this morning an orang-outang was ______ in the Bois de Boulogne. The animal, which comes from Borneo, ______ to a sailor and ______ from his house four days ago. It is a large animal, and is strong, ______, and very dangerous. The sailor is planning to ______ it as soon as he can.

4．Now write a fourth story for the newspaper, saying what really happened. You could begin like this:

At last we have the answer to the brutal Rue Morgue murders. The two women were killed by ...

5．Here are some headlines for the newspaper stories. Choose the best headline for each of the four stories.

ASTONISHING ANSWER TO RUE MORGUE TRAGEDY

POLICE ARRESTED INNOCENT MAN

WILD ANIMAL FOUND IN CITY PARK

KEEP YOUR SHUTTERS CLOSED AT NIGHT!

6．After the fourth story, some people wrote letters to the newspapers. Do you agree with any of them? Explain why.

1) 'Why is this animal still alive? It killed two innocent women. Someone must shoot it at once!'

2) 'The sailor must go to prison. The animal belonged to him and he let it escape. He must not make any money from selling it.'

3) 'It is wrong to bring a wild animal to a city. The orang-outang's home is in Borneo and it must go back there.'
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内容简介

音乐是从哪儿来的？是可以学会的吗？还是说，它仅仅是被赐予的才能，没有人知道它来自哪里？

这个故事里的小男孩在学校成绩不好，无论是语文还是数学他都不擅长。他喜欢和其他孩子一起唱歌，但是唱得并不出色。他第一次找工作就碰了壁。他是个好孩子，但没有什么特殊的才能。

然而有一天，他发现了一架钢琴。他还发现自己会弹钢琴。所以，或许我们可以说，不是他发现了音乐，而是音乐找到了他。


THE PIANO

Where does music come from? Is it something that you learn? Or is it simply given to you — and nobody knows where it comes from?

The young boy in this story is not good at school. He is not good at learning words or numbers. He likes to sing with the other boys and girls; but he is not good at singing. He does not get the first job that he tries to get. He is a nice boy, but he is not good at anything special.

And then he finds a piano. He also finds that he can play the piano. So, perhaps we can say that he does not find music, but that music finds him.
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1
In the Dressing-room

SIR ANTHONY EVANS PLAYS LISZT. The words above the door of the theatre were a metre high. On the wall there was a big picture of Sir Anthony at the piano. Hundreds of people were waiting outside the ticket office. It was Sir Anthony's eightieth birthday concert and everybody wanted a ticket. I had a special ticket, because I was a newspaper reporter. I wanted to talk to the famous pianist before his concert. I showed my ticket to the doorman and went into the theatre. Then I walked upstairs to the dressing-rooms.
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On my way upstairs I thought about the famous pianist. I was a little afraid. My mouth was dry and my hands were shaking.

I arrived outside the dressing-room.

There was a big gold star on the door.

I knocked, and a tall man opened it. He was very old, but his eyes were blue and bright. He was wearing black trousers and a beautiful white shirt. He had a lot of straight, silvery hair. He looked just like his picture on the wall of the theatre.

'My name's Sally Hill,' I began. 'I...'

The old man saw my notebook and smiled at me.

'Don't tell me. You're a reporter. Which newspaper do you work for?'

'The Sunday Times, sir.'

'A very good newspaper. Come in and sit down. Ask your questions. We were young once, weren't we, Linda? But of course that was a long time ago.'

He turned to a tall woman, who was standing in the corner. She smiled at me with friendly brown eyes. 'So this is Lady Evans,' I thought. 'What a nice face she has! She looks like a farmer's wife.'

I was not afraid any more. I sat down and opened my notebook.

'Tell me about yourself, please, Sir Anthony. Did you come from a musical family? Did you start to learn the piano when you were three, like Mozart?'

The famous pianist smiled. 'No, no, my dear. I am the first musician in my family. And I was fourteen years old before I touched a piano for the first time.' He saw the surprise on my face. 'We have a little time before my concert. I'll tell you my story. It's a strange story, but every word of it is true. You see, I left school when I was thirteen. Everybody called me Tony in those days. I worked on a farm...' It was an exciting story and he told it well. At first I tried to write everything down in my notebook. Then the pen fell from my hand and I just listened. I was lost in Sir Anthony's wonderful story. He told me about an old school behind a high wall in a dirty street. There was broken glass on top of the wall. The school yard was very small. As he spoke, pictures came into my mind. I saw a little boy called Tony Evans, playing football with an old tin...



pianist n. a person who plays the piano 钢琴家，钢琴演奏者

shake v. to move forcibly or quickly up and down or to and fro 发抖，颤抖

Lady n. used as the title of the wife of a knight 夫人，太太（用作对爵士妻子的尊称）

surprise n. the feeling you have when something unexpected or astonishing happens 惊奇，诧异

exciting adj. arousing great interest or enthusiasm 刺激的，令人兴奋的

yard n. a piece of enclosed ground esp. attached to a building or used for a particular purpose 天井，庭院

tin n. a metal container used for preserving food （存放食物的）金属盒


1．化妆间里

安东尼·埃文斯爵士演奏会。曲目：李斯特。横幅张挂在剧院门口，每个字都高达一米。墙上挂着一幅安东尼爵士弹奏钢琴的巨幅肖像画。售票处门外排着几百人的长队。这是安东尼爵士的八十寿辰音乐会，每个人都想要张票。由于我是报社记者，所以得到了一张记者专用票。我想在音乐会开始之前采访这位著名的钢琴家。我把票出示给看门人，然后走进了剧院，朝楼上的化妆间走去。

我一边上楼，一边想着这位著名的钢琴家。我有点害怕，我的嘴巴发干，手也在抖。

我来到化妆间门外。

门上有一颗很大的金色的星星。

我敲了敲门，一位高个子男士开了门。他的年纪很大了，可是眼睛湛蓝湛蓝的，眼神明亮。他穿着黑色的长裤和漂亮的白衬衫，满头笔直的银发。他看上去跟剧院墙上的那幅画里一模一样。

“我叫萨莉·希尔，”我开口道，“我……”

老人看见我的笔记本，对我露出了微笑。

“啊，不用说，你是记者。你是哪一家报社的？”

“《星期日时报》，先生。”

“那是家很好的报纸。进来，坐吧。有什么问题就问吧。我们也曾经年轻过，对不对，琳达？不过，那当然是很久很久以前的事情了。”

他转向角落里站着的一位高个子女士。她那双褐色的眼睛含着友好的笑意看着我。“那么，这一位一定是埃文斯夫人了，”我心想，“她的脸庞真慈祥！她看上去就像农夫的妻子。”

我不再感到害怕了。我坐下来，摊开笔记本。

“请告诉我一些关于您自己的事情，安东尼爵士。您出身于音乐世家吗？您是不是像莫扎特那样，三岁就开始学习弹钢琴了？”

这位著名的钢琴演奏家笑道：“不，亲爱的孩子，不是这样。我是我们家出的头一个音乐家。一直到14岁，我才第一次接触钢琴。”他看到我脸上讶异的神色，接着说：“音乐会开始之前，我们能有一小会儿时间，让我把我的故事讲给你听吧。这是一个不可思议的故事，但字字句句都是真的。是这样的，我13岁就离开了学校。那会儿他们都叫我托尼。我在一个农场里干活儿……”

他娓娓道出了一个令人激动的故事。起初，我试图把他说的每一句话都记在笔记本上。然而，听着听着，笔从我手中滑落，我只是投入地听他讲述。我沉浸在安东尼爵士那个奇妙的故事当中。他向我讲到一条肮脏的小巷里高墙内的一所旧学校，墙头插着碎玻璃，学校的院子很窄小。他讲着讲着，我脑海里渐渐浮现出这样一幅画面：一个名叫托尼·埃文斯的小男孩，把一个旧罐头盒当足球踢着……


2
A Poor Boy

The teacher's name was Mr Grey. He was grey, like his name: he was old and grey and tired. Everything about him was grey: grey suit, grey shirt, grey hair and a long, thin, grey face. When he smiled the children saw his long, grey teeth. But he did not often smile. Mr Grey did not enjoy his job. He did not like children.

'Why does he work here?' one of the children asked one day. 'He doesn't like us. '

'But he likes the long school holidays!' said Tony. The other children laughed. They thought that was a very clever answer.

But Tony was not a clever boy. He was big and slow and silent. He did not enjoy his lessons. Usually he just sat at his desk and waited quietly for four o'clock to come, when he could go home.

But Tuesday mornings were different, because Tuesday was music day. Every Tuesday morning an old lady called Mrs Lark came to the school. Mrs Lark played the piano and the children sang. She was not a very good pianist, but she liked children and she enjoyed her work. She knew a lot of songs too. Every Tuesday her fat little fingers flew like birds up and down the keys of the piano. The children sang like birds, too. Then twelve o'clock came. Mrs Lark said 'goodbye' and locked up the piano for another week.
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Tony did not often hear music. His family was poor, and poor people did not often hear music. There was no TV or radio in those days. There were concerts in the town, of course, but poor people did not go to concerts. Sometimes an Italian street musician came to town. He had a little piano on wheels, and a poor thin monkey which sat on top of it. The people came out of their houses to listen to his music. Then the monkey went round with a little tin cup. 'Give us a penny!' sang the musician. But when the monkey came back, the tin cup was always empty. The musician shook his head and pushed his little piano away.
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There were six children in the Evans family, and Tony was the oldest. They lived in a very small house at the end of a long, grey street. The toilet was outside, in the yard. There was no bathroom. Everybody washed in the kitchen. On Saturday evenings everybody in the family had a bath one after another in an old tin bath in front of the fire. It took all evening. Every Monday Mrs Evans washed all the family's clothes in the tin bath. But the Evans were clean and they had enough to eat. Tony did not feel poor, because all his friends were poor too.

In those days, poor children usually left school when they were thirteen. Most of Tony's friends found jobs in shops or factories in the town. Tony did not want to work in a shop or a factory. But he needed a job because his family needed the money.

A few days after his thirteenth birthday, Tony left school too. He began to look for a job. But he was unlucky. The factory did not want him. The shops did not want him. Then his mother thought, 'What about farming?'

One hot summer afternoon she decided to take her son to a farm outside the town.

'I worked on Mr Wood's farm when I was young,' she told Tony. 'Then I met your father and we moved to the town. But I enjoyed farm work, and I think you'll like it too... I wrote to Mr Wood last week and asked him to give you a job on the farm. That will be better than the factory.'



grey adj. between black and white in colour; gloomy; pale 灰色的；阴郁的；面色苍白的

tin n. a soft white metal 锡

because conj. for the reason that; since 因为


2．一个穷孩子

这里的老师是格雷先生。他的人和他的名字一样陈腐老套。他年岁大了，头发灰白，看上去疲惫不堪。他身上的每一样东西都是灰色的。他的外套是灰色的，衬衫是灰色的，头发是花白的，一张脸也瘦长而苍白。他咧嘴一笑，孩子们就能看到他那长长的、灰白的牙齿。但他不常笑。格雷先生对他的工作一点也不热心，他不喜欢孩子们。

“他干吗干这份工作？”一天，有个孩子问道，“他又不喜欢我们。”

“可他喜欢学校长长的假期！”托尼说。其他孩子纷纷笑了起来，觉得他的回答很聪明。

不过，托尼可不是个聪明的孩子。他个子高大，慢吞吞的，话也很少。他不喜欢听讲，平常他总是坐在自己的座位上静静地等着，等到4点钟，他就可以回家了。

但是，星期二的早晨却不一样，因为这一天是唱歌的日子。每个星期二早晨，一位被大家称作拉克夫人的老太太都会到学校来，她弹钢琴，孩子们唱歌。她的琴弹得不太好，可她喜欢孩子们，也喜欢这份工作。她会弹的曲子真不少。每个星期二，她胖胖的、短小的手指头都会像小鸟一样在琴键上灵活地上下跳跃，孩子们唱得也像小鸟一样动听。一转眼，12点就到了。拉克夫人说声“再见”，把钢琴锁上，再想唱歌就要等下个星期了。

托尼难得听到音乐。他家境贫寒，而穷苦人家总是没什么音乐可听的。那个时候既没有电视，也没有收音机，城里当然也举行音乐会，但穷人是去不起的。城里偶尔也会来一个意大利流浪琴师。他有架带轮子的小钢琴，琴上还坐着一只可怜的小瘦猴。人们纷纷走出门来听他演奏。接着，小猴就拿着一只小小的锡杯在人群里转一圈。“施舍点吧！”琴师喝道。可是小猴回来的时候，杯子总是空的。琴师只有摇摇头，推着小小的钢琴走了。

埃文斯家有六个孩子，托尼是老大。他们一家住在一条阴暗的长巷子尽头一幢很小很小的房子里。马桶在外面的院子里。家里没地方洗漱，全家人只得在厨房里将就。每到周六晚上，一家人就一个接一个在炉火前用一个旧的锡澡盆洗澡，要一整晚才能全部洗完。每个星期一，埃文斯太太都要把一家人的衣服泡在锡澡盆里洗干净。但是埃文斯一家衣着干净，也能吃得饱饭。托尼不觉得自己家穷，因为他的朋友们也都很穷。

那时候，穷人家的孩子往往到了13岁就辍学了。托尼的朋友们大多在城里的商店或是工厂里找了活儿干。而托尼既不愿意去商店，也不愿意进工厂。可他需要一份活计，因为家里需要这点钱。

13岁生日过完没几天，托尼也离开了学校，他开始找工作。可是他的运气不好。工厂不要他，商店也不要他。然后他的母亲想到：“种田怎么样？”

一个炎热的夏日午后，她决定把儿子带到郊外的一个农场去。

“年轻时，我曾在伍德先生的农场里干过活儿，”她对托尼说，“然后我遇见了你父亲，我们搬到了城里。可是我喜欢干农活，我觉着你也会喜欢的……我上个星期给伍德先生写了封信，让他给你在农场里找份活儿干，总比在工厂里强。”


3
A Farmer's Boy

Tony and his mother got on a bus in the middle of the town. At first they drove through streets of small, grey houses. Then the bus left the town and drove along a country road.

The bus stopped in every village. Tony saw green fields and small, quiet villages. Every house had a garden. The smell of the flowers came in through the open windows of the bus.

At last the bus stopped. Tony could see a river and an old bridge. A small road ran across the bridge, through the fields and over a hill. 'Come on, Tony,' said his mother. They got out of the bus and walked two kilometres in the hot sun. There were white and yellow flowers at the side of the road. Tony did not know their names. He wanted to know more about them. He wanted to know more about the trees too. There were no flowers or trees in his street.

He looked at the cows in the fields.

'I've never seen a real cow,' he said to himself. He watched them moving very slowly through the long, green grass. They looked big and quiet.
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Tony and his mother arrived at the farmhouse and walked through the farmyard. Chickens were looking for food. A fat white cat sat on a wall and watched them with sleepy eyes.

Mr Wood came to the door and spoke to Tony's mother. 'Hullo, Betty. It's nice to see you again. Thank you for your letter. How are you?' They talked together like old friends.

Tony stood at the door. He felt lost and uncomfortable. But the farmer smiled at him.

'Is this your son, Betty?' he asked.

'Yes. This is Anthony — but we call him Tony at home. He left school two weeks ago. He's a good boy, and he's very strong. Please give him a job, Mr Wood. We need the money. We've got six children, you know.'

The farmer looked at Tony. 'How old are you, boy?' he asked.

'Thirteen, sir.'

'Do you like the country?'

'Yes, sir,' said Tony.

'Would you like to work for me, Tony?' asked Mr Wood. 'Would you like to be a farm boy?'

Tony thought about the factory and the shops. The shops were bad, but the factory was worse. When people came out of the factory in the evening their faces looked white and ill. 'Nothing can be worse than that,' he thought. He looked into the farmer's smiling red face. 'Yes, sir,' he said. 'Yes, please.'




His mother was right. Tony was a good, strong boy and he worked very hard for Mr Wood. The old farmer did not pay him much money. Tony ate his meals in the kitchen and he slept in a little room at the top of the farmhouse. But the farmer was kind to him and taught him a lot. Mr Wood had no sons. He had one daughter. Her name was Linda, and she was a year younger than Tony. Mr Wood loved Linda dearly, but he wanted a son very much. He was like a father to Tony.

Tony was happy. At the end of every day his back was tired and his legs hurt, but he slept like a baby. He ate Mrs Wood's good country food. He drank a lot of milk. Soon he needed new clothes. He sent his old clothes home for his brothers. He sent his family money, too.
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Sometimes Tony visited his family. He enjoyed those visits, but he was always happy to leave again. 'I'm a country boy now,' he thought.

In the school holidays Pip and his brother John came to the farm. Pip was seventeen and John was sixteen, but they were both still at school. Their father had a large shoe shop in the town. He wanted them to go to college and learn to be businessmen. But the boys spent all their holidays on Mr Wood's farm.

'I want to be a farmer,' said Pip.

'That's right,' said John. 'Farming is the best job in the world!'

'But you just come here in the summer!' said Tony. 'It isn't always summer, you know. The sun doesn't always shine. Farmers work hard in the winter too. It's a hard, dirty job.'

'But you like it!' said John, and he was right. Tony liked his job very much.



bridge n. a structure carrying a road, path, railway, etc., across a stream, road, railway, etc. 桥

uncomfortable adj. not comfortable; uneasy 不舒服的，不自在的

shine v. to emit or reflect light; glow 照耀，发光


3．乡下少年

托尼和母亲在镇中心上了一辆公共汽车。起初，他们穿过一排排矮小的灰色房子，然后，汽车开出城外，开上了一条乡间小路。

公共汽车每到一个村子都会停下来。托尼看到绿色的田野和僻静的小村落。每座房子都带有花园，花香从开着的车窗透了进来。

最后车停了下来。托尼看到一条小河和一座老旧的桥。一条小路越过小桥，穿过田野，延伸至一座小山丘的另一边。“来吧，托尼。”他的母亲说道。他们下了车，在热辣的阳光下走了两公里路。路边开着白色和黄色的花，托尼不知道它们的名字，他想更多地了解这些花，也想多了解了解那些树。在他住的那条街上，既没有花，也没有树。

他看着田野里的奶牛。

“我还从没见过真正的奶牛。”他自言自语道。他看着奶牛在高高的绿草中缓缓地穿行。它们看起来既高大又安静。




托尼和母亲来到农场里的房子那儿，穿过房子前的庭院。小鸡正在四处觅食。一只胖胖的白猫坐在墙上，睡眼蒙胧地看着他们。

伍德先生来到门口，对托尼的母亲说道：“你好啊，贝蒂，真高兴又见到你了。谢谢你的来信。你还好吗？”他们像老朋友一样交谈起来。

托尼站在门口，他有点不知所措，觉得不大自在。可农场主对他笑了。

“这就是你的儿子吧，贝蒂？”他问道。

“是的。这就是安东尼——可是我们在家里都叫他托尼。他是在两个星期前离开学校的。他是个好孩子，身体也很壮实。请您给他找点活干吧，伍德先生。我们需要钱，要知道，我们家里有六个孩子呢。”

农场主看着托尼。“你多大了，孩子？”他问道。

“13岁，先生。”

“你喜欢乡下吗？”

“喜欢，先生。”托尼答道。

“你愿意替我干活吗，托尼？”伍德先生问道，“愿意做个在农场干活的乡下孩子吗？”

托尼想了想工厂，又想了想商店。商店的情况不怎么样，可是工厂就更糟。人们晚上走出厂门的时候，一个个面色苍白，一脸病容。“没什么会比那更糟了。”他想道。他注视着农场主那张红红的笑脸，说：“是的，我愿意，先生，我愿意替您干活。”




他母亲说得没错。托尼是个壮实的好孩子，他替伍德先生干活很卖力。老农场主给他的报酬不多。托尼在厨房里吃饭，睡在农场楼房顶层的小阁楼里。但是农场主待他很好，而且还教给他很多东西。伍德先生没有儿子，只有一个女儿，名叫琳达，比托尼小一岁。伍德先生非常宠爱琳达，但他很想要个儿子。他待托尼如同自己的亲生孩子。

托尼很开心。每天干完活他都会觉得背酸腿痛，但是他晚上睡得很好。他吃的是伍德太太做的可口的农家饭菜，还喝很多牛奶。旧衣服很快就穿不下了，他把旧衣服寄回家给弟弟们穿，还给家里寄钱。

托尼有时候也回家看看。他喜欢回家逗留一阵子，但离开的时候也总是很高兴。“现在我是个乡下孩子了。”他这样想道。

学校放假的时候，皮普和他的弟弟约翰会到农场来。皮普17岁，约翰16岁，但兄弟俩仍旧在上学。他们的父亲在城里开了一家很大的鞋店，希望这兄弟俩能上大学，学习如何经商。但是两个男孩一到假期就来伍德先生的农场。

“我想做个农场主。”皮普说道。

“对呀，”约翰答道，“农活儿是天底下最棒的活计！”

“可是你们只有夏天才来！”托尼说道，“要知道，这里不会永远是夏天，也不会永远阳光灿烂。农夫们冬天也得辛苦劳作。这是份又累又脏的活计。”

“但是你喜欢干农活儿啊！”约翰说道。他说得对极了，托尼的确非常喜欢自己的工作。


4
An Old Piano

One hot summer afternoon Tony, John and Pip were cutting the long grass. The sun was hot and they were tired. Mr Wood came into the field.

'Now, boys,' he said, 'I have a job for you.'

'He always has a job for us!' said Pip very quietly. The other boys smiled. The farmer liked to keep them busy. They walked with him to an old wooden building near the farmhouse.
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'Now,' said Mr Wood. 'My new car will arrive here next week. I want this building for a garage. Get the rubbish out of the building. Then clean it really well. I want to keep the car in it.'

'What shall we do with the rubbish, Mr Wood?' asked Pip.

'Get rid of it, of course!' answered the farmer. 'Now stop asking questions, young Pip. I'm a busy man.' He walked away.

The three boys opened the doors of the building. They looked at the rubbish, then they looked at each other.

'This is going to take a long time,' said Tony.

He went to the back of the building. He saw something behind a lot of old boxes. It was very big.

'What's this?' asked Tony.

'Is it a cupboard?' asked Pip.

John came and moved some of the boxes. 'It isn't a cupboard,' he said in surprise. 'It's an old piano.'

The piano was made of beautiful, dark brown wood. Tony took off his shirt and cleaned the wood with it. He saw brightly-coloured birds, flowers and leaves. They shone like stars in the dark, dirty building. Tony opened the piano. He looked at the keys.

'We can't get rid of this,' he said. 'We really can't.' He found an old, broken chair and sat down at the piano. His fingers touched the keys. He closed his eyes. Half-forgotten music danced through his mind. His fingers began to move. They moved up and down the keys. He began to play an old song. He was suddenly very happy.
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'I can play the piano,' he thought. 'Nobody taught me, but my mind tells my fingers what to do, and I can make music. '

His friends listened.

'That's beautiful,' said John. 'What is it?'

'I don't know,' said Tony.

They heard a noise behind them. Linda Wood was standing at the door. She was a tall, thin girl with long, soft brown hair. She was not beautiful, but she had big, kind brown eyes and a sweet smile. She was smiling now, and she was singing very quietly.

Tony heard her and stopped playing. He stood up. His face was red and he felt hot and uncomfortable.
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'Don't stop, Tony,' said Linda.

'I've finished,' said Tony shortly. He closed the piano.

Linda came into the building. 'Look,' she said, 'Mother has sent you some cakes and milk. She asked me to bring them.'

Mrs Wood was a very good cook. The cakes were still warm... They all ate and drank.

Linda looked at the piano. 'Who taught you to play the piano, Tony?' she asked.

Tony looked down at his dirty old shoes. 'I can't play the piano,' he said.

'Yes, you can!' said Linda. 'I heard you. I have piano lessons at school, but I can't play like you. I like that song. It's called Green Fields. I've got the music at school, but I can't play it. It's too difficult for me. Do you want to borrow it?'

'I can't read music,' said Tony. 'We didn't have music lessons at my school.' He looked unhappy and thoughtful. 'Music!' thought Tony. He remembered the street musician with his little monkey. Then he thought about Mrs Lark. He remembered those wonderful Tuesday mornings, and he smiled. 'We sang a little on Tuesday mornings, that's all,' he said.

He stood and looked at the piano. 'I must have it,' he said to himself. 'I'll ask Mr Wood.'

At seven o'clock Tony washed in cold water and put on his clean shirt. Then he went to the kitchen with Pip and John. They sat down at the big kitchen table and Mrs Wood put the food on three hot plates. Then she went to have supper with Mr Wood and Linda.

Tony ate his meat and potatoes and drank two cups of strong, sweet tea. Then he had three small cakes and an apple. He was always hungry. He washed his plate and his cup and put them away.

'Now!' he thought. He got up and went to the door.

'Where are you going?' asked John.

'I want to ask Mr Wood about that piano,' said Tony. 'Pianos cost a lot of money. We must tell him about this one. Then he can decide what to do with it.'

He knocked at the door of the sitting-room.

'Come in!' said the farmer. He was reading his Farmer's Weekly. Mrs Wood was mending a hole in Linda's school dress. Linda herself was doing her homework at the table in the corner.

'Please, Mr Wood,' began Tony, 'there's an old piano in that building...'

'I don't want to know, boy!' said Mr Wood.

'You don't want to know?' said Tony. 'But a piano isn't rubbish, sir...'

'It is rubbish, boy. Take it away. Get rid of it. I want that building for my new car. Now go away. I'm tired. I've had a busy day and I want to read my newspaper.'
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'But...' began Tony again.

'I don't want to know!' said Mr Wood. 'Go away!' He shook his newspaper angrily.

'Yes, Mr Wood,' said Tony. He went out and closed the door behind him. He came back into the kitchen.

'Listen — can you help me?' he said to Pip and John. 'Mr Wood doesn't want that old piano. He says I can have it. He wants the building for his new car. I can have the piano if I want it. And oh, yes — I want it very much. But where can I put it?'

'That's easy,' said Pip. 'We can put it on Mr Wood's lorry. We can take the piano to your house. Your family will love it!'

'You've never seen our house,' said Tony. 'It's very small, and there are seven people living in it. We can't take the piano there.'

'Sell it, then,' said John. 'Buy something nice with the money.'

'I don't want money,' said Tony. 'I want the piano.'

'How can I tell them?' he thought. 'How can I tell them how I feel about it?' He looked at his hands. He wanted to feel the black and white keys under his fingers again. He wanted to hear the music in his mind... 'What's happening to me?' he thought.

Pip looked at the clock. 'It's late,' he said. 'And I'm tired. I'm going to go to bed. We can think about your piano tomorrow.'



garage n. a building or indoor space in which to park or keep a motor vehicle 车库

rubbish n. something that is useless or of no value 垃圾，废物

cupboard n. a piece of furniture with a door and (usu.) shelves, in which things are stored 食橱，橱柜

nobody pron. no person 没有人，无人

noise n. a sound, esp. a loud or unpleasant one 声音，噪声

shortly adv. in a short time; soon 立刻，马上

music n. a set of written marks representing music 乐谱，曲谱

thoughtful adj. engaged in or given to meditation 沉思的，思考的

remember v. to keep in the memory; not forget 记得

lorry n. a large heavy motor vehicle for transporting goods, etc. 货车，卡车


4．一架旧钢琴

一个炎热的夏日午后，托尼、约翰和皮普在割着那些高高的草。太阳很毒，他们都累坏了。伍德先生突然来到田里。

“喂，孩子们，”他说，“我给你们找了点活儿干。”

“他总是有活儿给我们干！”皮普小声说，另外两个孩子都笑了。农场主喜欢让他们忙个不停。他们随他一起走到农场不远处的一幢破旧的木屋那儿。

“是这样的，”伍德先生说道，“我的新车下个星期就要到了，我想把这幢房子变成车库。你们把屋里的垃圾都弄出去，然后把屋子彻底收拾干净。我想把汽车放在这里面。”

“那么垃圾怎么处理呢，伍德先生？”皮普问道。

“当然是把它们都扔掉！”农场主答道，“别问那么多了，小皮普，我忙着呢。”他说完便走了。

三个孩子打开屋门，他们看看那些没用的东西，又互相瞧瞧。

“这得花上好一会儿呢。”托尼说。

他走到屋子后面，瞧见在一大堆旧盒子后头有样东西。是个大家伙。

“这是什么？”托尼问道。

“是不是个橱柜？”皮普问道。

约翰走过来，把一些盒子挪开。“这哪儿是什么橱柜，”他吃了一惊，“这是一架旧钢琴。”

钢琴是用美丽的黑褐色木头做成的。托尼脱掉衬衫，用它擦了擦木头。他看到上面印有色彩鲜亮的飞鸟、繁花和树叶，在这座又暗又脏的房子里，它们像星星一样闪闪发亮。托尼打开钢琴，看了看琴键。

“我们不能把它扔掉，”他说，“绝对不行。”他找来一把破旧的椅子，坐在钢琴前，手指抚过琴键。他闭上眼睛，忘得差不多的音乐在脑海中跳跃。他开始移动手指，在琴键上流畅地敲击。他开始弹奏一首古老的曲子，忽然之间感到非常幸福。

“我能弹钢琴，”他心想，“从来没人教过我，可是我的大脑自动指挥手指怎么弹，而且我还能弹奏出曲子。”

他的伙伴们侧耳倾听。

“真美，”约翰说道，“这是哪一首曲子？”

“我也不知道。”托尼回答。

他们听到身后有声响。琳达·伍德正站在门口。她是位个子高高的苗条姑娘，有一头柔软的褐色长发。她长得并不好看，可是褐色的眼睛又大又温柔，笑起来甜甜的。她这会儿就在微笑着，还轻轻地哼唱着曲子。

托尼听到她的声音，止住了琴声。他红着脸站起身来，感到自己浑身发热，很不自在。

“接着弹呀，托尼。”琳达鼓励道。

“我弹完了。”托尼迅速答道。他合上了琴盖。

琳达走进屋来。“瞧，”她说道，“妈妈给你们准备了些蛋糕和牛奶。她让我带过来的。”

伍德太太的手艺很棒。蛋糕还是热乎乎的……他们都开始又吃又喝起来。

琳达瞅着钢琴。“是谁教你弹钢琴的，托尼？”她问道。

托尼低下脑袋，盯着自己又脏又旧的鞋子。“我不会弹琴。”他答道。

“不，你会弹！”琳达说，“我听见你弹来着。我在学校里学弹钢琴，可我弹得没你好。我喜欢那首曲子，那是《绿色的田野》。我在学校里看过谱子，可我弹不了，它对我来说太难了。你想不想借我的谱子看看？”

“我不识乐谱，”托尼答道，“我们学校里不开音乐课。”他变得忧郁起来，一副若有所思的样子。“音乐！”托尼在心里念着。他想起了那个带着小猴子的流浪琴师，然后他又想到了拉克夫人。他回忆起那些美妙的星期二的早晨，微微笑了起来。“我们只在每个星期二的早晨唱一会儿歌，仅此而已。”他说。

他站起身看着那架旧钢琴。“我一定要拥有它，”他对自己说道，“我要去问问伍德先生可不可以。”

晚上7点，托尼用冷水冲了澡，换上一件干净的衬衫，然后就跟皮普和约翰一起进了厨房。他们围着厨房宽大的桌子坐下，伍德太太将饭菜盛在三个热腾腾的盘子里端了上来，然后她便去跟伍德先生和琳达一起用晚餐了。

托尼吃完了他的那份肉和土豆，喝了两杯又浓又香的茶，接着他又吃了三块小蛋糕和一个苹果。他的胃口总是那么好。他洗了自己的盘子和杯子，把它们放好。

“我这就去！”他心里想着，并站起身来，走到门口。

“你要上哪儿去？”约翰问道。

“我想问问伍德先生那台钢琴的事，”托尼答道，“钢琴是贵重的东西。我们必须告诉他，然后由他来决定怎么办。”

他敲了敲起居室的门。

“进来！”农场主说。他正在看《农人周报》，伍德太太在给琳达补校服上的破洞，琳达自己则坐在角落里的桌旁写作业。

“伍德先生，请听我说，”托尼开口说，“那幢房子里有一架旧钢琴……”

“孩子，我不想知道这些事！”伍德先生说道。

“您不想知道吗？”托尼诧异道，“可是，先生，钢琴不是垃圾……”

“孩子，它就是垃圾，把它搬走，扔了它。我需要那间屋子来存放我的新车。现在出去吧。我累坏了。我这一天忙得不可开交，现在只想看看报纸。”

“可是……”托尼再一次开口道。

“我不想听！”伍德先生嚷道，“走吧！”他生气地挥着手里的报纸。

“好的，伍德先生。”托尼说。他退出房间，随手关上了门，回到厨房里。

“听我说——你们俩能帮帮我吗？”他对皮普和约翰说，“伍德先生不想要那架旧钢琴了，他说可以给我。他只想腾出那间房子放他的新车。如果我想要，那架钢琴就是我的了。嗯，是的——我确实很想拥有它。可是，我能把钢琴放在哪儿呢？”

“这很简单，”皮普说道，“我们可以把它载上伍德先生的卡车，运到你家去。你家里人一定会很喜欢的！”

“你们从来没见过我们家的房子，”托尼说道，“我家的房子很小，住了七个人。我们不能把钢琴放到那儿去。”

“那就把钢琴卖了吧，”约翰提议。“用换来的钱买些好东西。”

“可我不想要钱，”托尼说道，“我要的是那台钢琴。”

“怎么跟他们说呢？”托尼心想，“怎么才能向他们表达清楚我的感受呢？”他看着自己的双手。他想要再一次用手指触摸那些黑白相间的琴键，他渴望再一次听到音乐在心头涌动……“我这是怎么了？”他不明所以。

皮普看了看钟。“时候不早了，”他说道，“我也累了，我要睡了。明天再考虑你的钢琴问题吧。”


5
The Village School

The next morning the boys got up at six o'clock. They took some sandwiches and a bottle of cold tea, and they began to cut the long grass in Mr Wood's biggest field.

The field was near a quiet road. At the side of the road was a small school. It stood in a garden. There were flowers and vegetables and a few fruit trees. But no children were there. The school was empty. It was summer and the children were on holiday.

The sun shone down angrily. The boys were hot and thirsty. At eleven o'clock Tony went for a drink, but the bottle was empty.

'I want a drink of water,' he said to Pip and John. He took the empty bottle and went into the school garden. There was a tap there and he turned it. No water came out. He went to the door of the school. He pushed — and it opened.

There was a little kitchen. Tony turned on the tap. He took a long drink and filled his bottle. Then he decided to look around the little school. It did not take him long. There was one classroom. The desks and chairs were very small, because it was a school for young children. Tony went back into the kitchen. 'It's July,' he thought. 'Everyone is on holiday. School doesn't start again until September. I can put the piano here. No one will come here. I've got six weeks. And in six weeks perhaps I can find a home for my piano.'

He went back to the field.
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'You were away a long time,' said Pip. 'Did you have a drink, or a holiday?' They all laughed. 'Listen,' said Tony. 'The school door is open. The school's empty. I'm going to put my piano in the classroom.'

'Don't be stupid!' said John. 'What will the teacher say?'

'He won't say anything! He's on holiday,' said Tony. 'You're on holiday too, aren't you? When do you go back to school?'

'September the ninth,' said John.

'That's right!' said Tony. 'Listen - the door's open. The key's in the door. I'm not going to steal anything. I'm just going to keep the piano in the classroom for a week or two... Can you help me? We'll put the piano on the lorry, and we'll take it to the school.'
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'When?' asked Pip.

'Tonight,' said Tony.

The three boys worked very hard. They cleaned out the building. They cleaned the windows too. Then they put the piano on Mr Wood's lorry.

'What time are we going?' asked Pip.

'Eight o'clock,' answered Tony.

Linda gave the boys their supper that night. Mrs Wood was at a meeting in the village.

'Boys,' said Linda, 'Father says you are borrowing the lorry tonight.'

'Yes, that's right,' said Pip. 'I'm driving.'

'Please, can you take me to the village? Catherine is ill.' Catherine was Linda's best friend. 'I want to visit her.'

'But...' began Tony. He looked into her kind brown eyes and he told her his story. He told her about his old school. He told her about Mrs Lark. He talked about the village school, and the open door, and the quiet, empty classroom. Linda listened. John and Pip listened too. Then Linda smiled.

'Thank you, Tony. Now I understand. And I want to help you.'

The boys drove Linda to Catherine's house.

'Please come back at half past nine,' she said to Pip. She spoke loudly because Catherine's mother was listening. Then she said, very quietly, 'Good luck, Tony — and be careful!'

The boys drove the lorry to the little school. Then they moved the piano. It was very heavy, but they were young and strong. They pushed it into the classroom and stood it against a wall.

'It looks beautiful here,' said Pip. He touched the keys. They made a loud, unmusical noise.

'Listen to that!' said his brother. 'You had piano lessons for three years, but you didn't learn anything. Play something for us, Tony.'

Tony sat down and began to play one of Mrs Lark's songs. The music sang in his mind. It travelled along his arms. His fingers danced over the keys. He did not look at his hands. He did not look at the keys. His eyes were closed. He was in another world.

His friends listened. Tony was not clever. He was big and quiet and slow. But there was music in his big, strong hands.




That summer was a happy time for Tony. Every evening after supper he borrowed Linda's bicycle. He cycled to the school, and he played the piano. When it was dark he cycled back to the farm again. He was afraid to turn on a light in the school. He did not want anybody to see him.

'I think Tony has a girlfriend,' said Mrs Wood to Linda. Linda just smiled.

Tony learned to read music. Linda brought him a book of easy songs. She showed him the music. He looked at the little black notes and the five thin black lines on the pages of the book.
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'This is easy,' he said to Linda. 'It's like writing. The notes tell your fingers what to do.'

'That's right,' said Linda. She showed him the long notes and the short notes. She taught him to read the words at the top of the page.

'Look!' she said. 'That's Italian. Lento — slow.'

But Tony was not slow. He learned very fast. Linda was a good teacher. Both of them enjoyed her lessons.



thirsty adj. feeling thirst 渴的，口干的

tap n. a device by which a flow of liquid or gas from a pipe can be controlled 龙头，阀门

steal v. to take (property etc.) without right or permission, esp. in secret with the intention of not returning it 偷盗，窃取

careful adj. cautious 小心的，谨慎的

note n. a written sign representing the pitch and duration of a musical sound 音符

Italian n. the language used in Italy and parts of Switzerland 意大利语

lento adv. slow [音]缓慢地


5．乡村学校

第二天一早，小伙子们6点钟就起床了。他们带了一些三明治和一瓶凉茶，然后就开始割草。在伍德先生那片最宽阔的田地里，草已经长得很高了。

这片田地旁边有一条僻静的大路，路边有一所很小的学校，周围有一片花圃。花圃里种了花草、蔬菜和几棵果树。但学校里空荡荡的，一个孩子也没有。时值夏日，孩子们都放假了。

阳光毒辣辣地照射下来，男孩子们晒得又热又渴。到11点钟的时候，托尼去喝茶，但是瓶子已经空了。

“我想要喝水。”他对皮普和约翰说。他拿上空瓶子，来到学校的花圃，那儿有个水龙头。他拧开水龙头，但没有水。他走到学校门口，推了推门，门开了。

学校里有一间狭小的厨房。托尼打开水龙头，可劲儿灌了一气，又把瓶子装满。然后他决定在这所小学校里转转。没一会儿他就转完了一圈。这里只有一间教室，而且因为这是所小孩子的学校，所以桌子和椅子都很矮小。托尼回到厨房，“这会儿是7月份，”他琢磨着，“所有人都放假了，学校要到9月份才会开学。我可以把钢琴放在这儿，没有人会来。我有六个星期的时间，在这段时间里，我或许可以给我的钢琴找好地方。”

他回到田地里。

“你去了好一会儿啊，”皮普说道，“你是去喝水了，还是放假玩儿去了？”他们都笑了起来。

“听我说，”托尼说道，“学校的门开着，里面一个人也没有。我决定把我的钢琴放在教室里。”

“别傻了！”约翰说道，“老师会说什么呀？”

“他什么也不会说的！他放假回家了。”托尼回答道，“你也放假了，对不对？你什么时候回学校上课？”

“9月9号。”约翰答道。

“这就对了！”托尼说道，“听我说——门是开的，钥匙就插在门上。我不会偷任何东西，我只是想把我的钢琴放在那儿，只不过一两周的时间……你们能帮我吗？我们可以把钢琴放在卡车上，然后开车把它运到学校来。”

“什么时候呢？”皮普问道。

“今天晚上。”托尼答道。

三个男孩干得很起劲。他们把房子清理干净，把窗户也擦了。然后，他们将钢琴搬到伍德先生的卡车上。

“我们几点出发？”皮普问道。

“8点。”托尼答道。

那天晚上是琳达给他们盛的晚餐。伍德太太去村子里参加集会了。

“嗨，”琳达说，“爸爸说你们借了卡车，今晚要用。”

“对，是这样，”皮普答道，“由我开车。”

“哦，你们能把我捎到村里去吗？凯瑟琳生病了。”凯瑟琳是琳达最好的朋友。“我想去看看她。”

“可是……”托尼开口说道。他注视着她那双温柔的褐色的眼睛，把事情的始末告诉了她。他跟她说了自己原来的学校，说到拉克夫人，还讲了村子里的学校、那扇敞开的校门和那间安安静静、空荡荡的教室。琳达听着，约翰和皮普也听着。然后，琳达笑了。

“谢谢你告诉我，托尼，这下子我明白了。我也想帮助你。”

小伙子们开着车，把琳达送到凯瑟琳家。

“请你们9点半过来！”她对皮普嚷道。她有意提高嗓门，因为凯瑟琳的母亲就在一旁听着。然后，她又轻轻地说：“祝你好运！托尼——小心点！”

孩子们开着卡车来到那间小学校，然后把钢琴搬下车。钢琴很重，但他们既年轻又有力气。他们把钢琴推到教室里，靠着墙放好。

“它放在这儿真漂亮。”皮普评论道。他按了几下琴键，钢琴发出不成旋律的嘈杂响声。

“听听！”他的弟弟说道，“你上了三年钢琴课，可是什么也没有学会。给我们弹点儿什么吧，托尼。”

托尼坐下来，开始弹奏拉克夫人教他们的一首曲子。乐曲回旋在他的脑海里，通过双臂传递到他的手上。他的手指在琴键上跳跃着。他既没有看自己的双手，也没有看琴键。他闭着眼睛，进入了另外一个世界。

他的朋友们静静地听着。托尼并不聪明，他个子大，话也不多，行动起来慢吞吞的。可是，他那双粗壮的大手却奏出了优美的乐曲。




那个夏天，托尼过得很开心。每天晚上吃过晚餐，他都借琳达的自行车一直骑到学校，然后就开始弹琴。他会一直弹到天黑，然后再骑车回到农场。他不敢在学校里开灯，因为他不想被别人看到。

“我想托尼是交女朋友了。”伍德太太对琳达说道。琳达只是微笑。

托尼开始学着识谱。琳达给他带来一本简单的乐谱，教他看谱子。他注视着书页上小小的黑色音符和那五条细细的黑线。

“这挺简单的，”他对琳达说道，“就像文字一样，音符告诉你手指该怎么动。”

“说对了。”琳达说道。她教他辨别长短音符，也教他如何阅读乐谱上方的注释。

“瞧！”她说道，“这是意大利文，lento的意思是‘缓慢地’。”

但托尼可不是个反应迟缓的学生，他学得很快。琳达是个好老师。他们俩一个教，一个学，都很开心。


6
Mr Gordon Finds a Musician

Mr Gordon was the teacher at the little village school. He was a kind old man and the children liked him. They enjoyed his lessons and he enjoyed teaching them. There was no piano at the school. This sometimes made him a little unhappy, because he loved music very much. But he sang with the children. He filled their young minds with songs and stories. It was a happy school.

One night during the summer holidays Mr Gordon wanted a book. He looked everywhere.

'I know!' he said suddenly. 'I left it at school. I'll go there at once. It isn't far away.'

He walked through the school garden. The door of the school was open! He felt in his pocket for the key — it was not there!

'Oh dear!' thought Mr Gordon. 'I forgot to lock the door. Now somebody is in the school. Perhaps it's a thief! What can I do?' Then he heard the music...
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Tony played the same line of music again and again. It was not easy.

'Prestissimo,' said the words at the top of the page. 'Very fast.' His fingers flew over the keys.

Mr Gordon stood and listened. There was a happy smile on his face. Then Tony stopped playing.

'That wasn't right,' he said to himself. He looked carefully at the little black notes on their thin black lines. 'The left hand goes like this.'

Mr Gordon spoke. 'And the right hand goes like this...'

Tony turned round. His face was white. 'Don't tell the police,' he said. 'Please. I haven't stolen anything. I haven't done anything wrong.'

'No, no, of course not,' said the teacher. 'But who are you? What are you doing in my classroom? And how did this piano get here?'




Mr Gordon visited the farm and talked to Mr and Mrs Wood.

'Tony is very special,' said Mr Gordon. 'I have been a teacher for forty years, but I have never met a boy like Tony. He must have music lessons at once. Then he must go to the College of Music in London. He needs to work with other musical boys and girls.'
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'But his mother and father are poor,' said Mrs Wood. 'They can't pay for music lessons. They can't send him to college. They have five small children at home. Tony sends them money every month.'

'I can give Tony his first lessons,' said Mr Gordon. 'I don't want any money — I'll be very happy to teach this wonderful boy. I feel — oh, how can I explain to you? ... This is a very exciting time for me. Last night I came to school to look for a book, and I found a musician! ... But Tony learns very quickly. Soon he will need a really good teacher. Then we'll have to think about money. Perhaps Tony can go to the College of Music in the daytime and work in a restaurant in the evenings. ...'

'No, he can't!' said Mr Wood. Suddenly his face was red and angry. 'Tony is a good boy. He's like a son to us. His father is poor, but we are not.'

'That's right!' said his wife. She was usually a quiet woman, but her eyes were bright and excited. 'We will send Tony to the College of Music,' she said.

Tony knew nothing about their conversation. He was cleaning Mr Wood's new car when Mr Gordon visited the farm. But that visit changed his life. Mr Wood had a quiet talk with him later.

'Mr Gordon wants to give you piano lessons,' he told Tony.

Tony's eyes shone like stars. Then he shook his head. 'I haven't any money, sir,' he said.

'Mr Gordon doesn't want any money. I've had a talk with him. You are going to go to the school at four o'clock every afternoon. You will have your lesson, and you will practise on the piano for two hours. Then you'll come back to the farm and have your supper.'

'But my work...' began Tony.

'I can find another farm boy,' said Mr Wood, 'but good musicians are special people. Give me three tickets for your first concert, and I'll be happy.'



suddenly adv. occurring or done unexpectedly or without warning 突然地，意外地

prestissimo adv. in a very quick tempo [音]最急板地

wonderful adj. remarkable or admirable 令人惊叹的

restaurant n. a place where meals are served to the public 餐馆

conversation n. the informal exchange of ideas, information, etc. by spoken words 交谈，谈话

practise v. to do repeatedly as an exercise to improve a skill 练习


6．戈登先生发现了音乐家

戈登先生是那所乡间小学校的老师。他是一位和蔼的老人，孩子们都喜欢他。他们喜欢听他的课，而他也喜欢教他们。可是学校里没有钢琴，这让他有时觉得有点遗憾，因为他非常热爱音乐。但是，他可以和孩子们一起唱歌。他用歌声和故事充实着他们幼小的心灵。这是一所充满欢乐的学校。

暑假里的一个晚上，戈登先生想找一本书，他找遍了所有的地方也没找到。

“我想起来了！”他突然说道，“我把它落在学校了。学校不远，我这就去。”

他穿过学校的花圃，学校的门居然开着！他摸了摸口袋，钥匙不在那儿！

“哎呀！”戈登先生心想，“我忘记锁门了。这会儿有人就在学校里，也许是个小偷！我该怎么办？”就在这时，他忽然听到了音乐声……

托尼把同一段曲调弹了一遍又一遍。这一段曲子不太容易。

“最急板，”谱子上方的注释写道，“意思是‘非常快’。”他的手指飞快地掠过琴键。

戈登先生站住了，静静地听着。他的脸上浮现出开心的笑容。这时，托尼忽然停了下来。

“这里有点不对头，”他自言自语道。他仔细地研究着细细的黑色线条上挂着的一个个黑色小音符。“左手应该这样弹。”

戈登先生接口道：“而右手应该这样弹……”

托尼转过身，脸色变得煞白。“别去告诉警察，”他说道，“求求您，我什么也没有偷，我也没有做任何坏事。”

“哦，没有，当然没有，”这位老师说道，“可你究竟是谁？你在我的教室里做什么呢？这架钢琴又是从哪儿来的？”




戈登先生来到农场，同伍德夫妇作了一番长谈。

“托尼很特别，”戈登先生说道，“我教了四十年书，还从来没有遇到过像托尼这样的孩子。他一定得立即开始学习音乐课程，然后他应该去伦敦音乐学院上学。他必须和其他学音乐的孩子们一起学习。”

“可是他的父母很穷，”伍德太太说道，“他们负担不起音乐课程，更没有办法送他上大学。他们家里还有五个很小的孩子，托尼每个月都要给家里寄钱。”

“我可以先给托尼上启蒙课，”戈登先生说，“我不要钱——能教这个出色的孩子我觉得非常高兴。我觉得——噢，该怎么说呢？……这对我来说是非常令人激动的时刻。昨晚我到学校去找书，结果却发现了一个音乐家！……可是托尼学得很快，要不了多久，他就会需要一个真正出色的老师了。那时我们就必须考虑钱的问题了。或许托尼可以白天上音乐学院的课，晚上在餐馆里打工……”

“不，那样不行！”伍德先生嚷道。他忽然之间激动起来，脸色变得通红。“托尼是个好孩子，他就像我们的儿子一样。他的父亲很穷，可是我们有钱。”

“对，没错！”伍德太太同意道。她平时不大说话，可是这会儿她的眼神却变得明亮而激动。“我们来送托尼上音乐学院！”她说。

对于这番谈话，托尼一无所知。戈登先生来到农场时，他正在清洗伍德先生的新车。然而，这次来访改变了他的一生。之后，伍德先生跟他平静地谈了一次话。

“戈登先生想给你上钢琴课。”他告诉托尼。

托尼的双眼顿时绽放出星光般的神采，接着又摇了摇头，说：“先生，我没有钱。”

“戈登先生不要钱。我跟他谈过了，每天下午4点你到学校去上课，练两个小时的琴，然后回到农场来吃晚饭。”

“可是，我的活儿……”托尼开口道。

“我可以再找一个男孩来干农活，”伍德先生答道，“但不是任何人都能成为出色的音乐家的。你开首场音乐会的时候如果能给我三张票，我就很高兴了。”


7
The Music Competition

Tony worked and worked. He got up at six every morning. He worked on the farm until four o'clock in the afternoon. But every minute of the day, music filled his mind.

At four o'clock he cycled to his piano lesson with Mr Gordon. He practised until seven o'clock, then he cycled back to the farm for supper. After supper he read Mr Gordon's music books. Often he fell asleep at the kitchen table.

At night, while he slept, his mind was still full of music. Small black notes danced in front of his eyes. When he woke up the music was still there. Tony lived in a world of music.

The leaves fell from the trees. Winter came. It was dark when Tony got up in the mornings. It was dark when he cycled to his piano lesson, and it was dark when he cycled back to the farm again. Sometimes it snowed. Then he had to walk to and from the school. But he never missed a lesson.

'How's the boy getting on?' the farmer asked Mr Gordon one day.

'Very well,' said the teacher. 'But he's too quick for me. Soon he'll need a real teacher.'

Spring came, and the trees were green again.

'There's a music competition in the town on June 12th,' said Mr Gordon one evening.

'Can I go and listen?' asked Tony.

'No,' said his teacher. 'I will go and listen. You are going to play in the competition.'

'But I can't do that! I need to practise more. I'm not ready!' said Tony.

'You will be ready,' said his teacher quietly.

Mr Gordon was a kind old man. But he made Tony practise for four hours every day. Another boy helped Mr Wood on the farm while Tony practised for the competition.
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'Two weeks to go before the competition,' said Mr Gordon one evening. 'Look, this is the programme.'

The programme was big and beautiful and expensive. Tony looked for his name. He found it. 'Anthony Evans, aged 15. Piano.'

'Nobody calls me Anthony,' he said. 'Why can't they call me Tony?'

'Tony is a boy's name,' said Mr Gordon. 'Anthony is a man's name. Tony Evans was a farm boy. Anthony Evans is a musician. One day, Anthony Evans will be famous all over the world. And from today I'm going to call you Anthony.'

On the morning of the competition Mr and Mrs Wood and Anthony went into town in the car. While Mr Wood had a drink with some friends, Mrs Wood took Anthony shopping. She bought him a new brown suit and a new white shirt. Then she took him into a shoe shop — and Pip's father sold her some new shoes for Anthony.

They were beautiful shoes. They shone like glass and Mrs Wood liked them very much. The shoes were too small and they hurt Anthony's feet. But he did not say anything — what could he say?

Mrs Wood paid for the shoes, and Pip's father put them in a box.

'I hear you're playing in the music competition tonight,' he said to Anthony. 'I saw your name in the programme. Anthony Evans — it sounds wonderful. Good luck!'

In the evening the Wood family and Anthony drove to Mr Gordon's house. Mr Gordon came out. He was wearing his best suit.

'You look wonderful, Mr Gordon!' laughed Mrs Wood. 'Are you getting married?'

The old man got into the car and they all drove to the competition. The Woods went to their seats, but Mr Gordon took Anthony through the stage door. He took him to a room behind the stage. A lot of musicians were waiting there. The women were wearing long dresses. The men were wearing evening suits. Nobody spoke to Anthony.

'Goodbye, my boy,' said Mr Gordon, 'and good luck.'

Anthony sat in the waiting room for a long time. His feet hurt. They burned like fire. His hands felt cold. They were shaking. From a long way away he heard the sound of a piano. Every few minutes a man came in and called 
someone's name. After a long time the man came in and said, 'Mr Evans, please.' Anthony did not move. Nobody usually called him Mr Evans!

'Mr Anthony Evans, please!' said the man again. 'Come along — we haven't got all night!'

Anthony got up. 'Oh, my feet hurt!' he thought. He followed the man up some stairs. 'I'm walking like Charlie Chaplin,' he thought. 'Everybody will laugh at me.'

He walked on to the stage and sat down at the big piano. The dark wood shone like glass. He could see his face in it. He turned round and looked at the sea of faces. He could not see the Wood family. He could not see Mr Gordon. But suddenly Anthony felt their love and their kindness. His feet stopped hurting, his hands stopped shaking. He touched the piano. It was much bigger than the old piano in the classroom. The keys looked very clean and new. He wanted to touch them.
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'Well,' he said to himself, 'of course I want to touch them. That's why I'm here!' And he began to play. He forgot about himself. He forgot about all the strange people in the theatre, and he just played for his friends. He played for Mr and Mrs Wood. He played for Linda. He played for Mr Gordon. And he played for old Mrs Lark.

'Where are you now, Mrs Lark?' he thought. 'Do you remember Tony Evans? You gave us a lot of happiness, Mrs Lark. Thank you. Thank you.' His hands flew over the piano keys. Beautiful sounds filled the theatre.

'He's going to win the competition,' Mr Gordon said to himself. 'And this is the happiest day of my life.'

And Anthony won the competition. He knew that he was the winner because he saw his photograph in the newspaper the next day. But he could not remember anything about it. All he remembered was his feet.

When he got out of the car, he could not walk. His new shoes hurt him too much. Mr Wood helped him into the kitchen while Mrs Wood filled an old tin bath with warm water. Linda took Anthony's shoes off. His feet were very hot and red. He put them in the warm water.

'This is wonderful,' he said.

'You've won!' shouted Mrs Wood. 'Forget about your feet, boy — you've won the competition! This is the most important night in your life!'

But Anthony was too tired to answer. They helped him up to bed, and he slept until nine o'clock the next morning.

Linda brought him breakfast in bed. He felt very strange and uncomfortable. 'I've never had breakfast in bed before,' he told her.



miss v. to fail to experience, see, or attend (an occurrence or event) 缺勤，缺课

programme n. a usu. printed list of a series of events, performers, etc. at a public function, etc. 节目单

expensive adj. costing much 昂贵的

luck n. chance regarded as the bringer of good or bad fortune 运气，命运

stage door the side or back door in a theatre, used by actors and theatre workers （供演员及工作人员使用的）剧院侧门或后门


7．音乐比赛

托尼勤勤恳恳地干着活儿。他每天早晨6点起床，在农场里一直工作到下午4点。然而，日间的每一分钟，他的脑海里都充满着音乐之声。

他每天下午4点骑车到学校，上戈登先生的音乐课。他练琴一直练到7点，然后再骑车回农场吃晚餐。晚餐过后，他就阅读戈登先生给他的音乐书籍。他常常一直看到趴在厨房的桌子上睡着。

哪怕晚上睡觉的时候，他的脑子里面仍旧装满了音乐。小小的黑色音符在他眼前跳跃。等他醒来的时候，音乐也还在那儿缭绕不绝。托尼生活在一个音乐的世界里。

树木落叶了，冬天来了。托尼每天早晨起床时，天还没亮；他骑车去上钢琴课时，天已经黑了；他骑车回农场时也仍旧伴着夜色。有时候天会下雪，他便不得不走去走回。但是他从没有落过一次课。

“小家伙学得怎么样了？”一天，农场主问戈登先生。

“学得很好，”老师答道，“可是他学得太快了，我教不了他了。用不了多久，他就会需要一位真正的老师了。”

春天来了，树叶又发出了绿芽。

“6月12日，城里有一场音乐比赛。”一天晚上戈登先生说道。

“我能去听听吗？”托尼问道。

“不，”他的老师说道，“我去听，而你要去参加比赛。”

“可是我不行！我需要更多地练习，我还没有准备好！”托尼嚷道。

“你会作好准备的。”他的老师平静地说。

戈登先生是一位和蔼的老人，但他要求托尼每天练习四个小时。托尼准备比赛的时候，另有一个孩子帮着伍德先生干农活。

“距离比赛只有两个星期了，”一天晚上，戈登先生说道，“看看节目单吧。”

节目单很大，漂亮而且华贵。托尼寻找着自己的名字，它就在那儿。“安东尼·埃文斯，15岁。比赛项目：钢琴。”

“没有人叫我安东尼，”他诧异道，“他们为什么不能叫我托尼？”

“托尼是用来称呼孩子的，”戈登先生答道，“安东尼是大人的名字，过去的托尼·埃文斯是个乡下孩子，现在的安东尼·埃文斯是一位音乐家。有朝一日，安东尼·埃文斯将会举世闻名。从今天开始，我要叫你安东尼。”

比赛那天的早晨，伍德夫妇和安东尼一起坐着汽车进了城。伍德先生和一些朋友去喝酒，伍德太太则带着安东尼去买衣服。她给安东尼买了一件崭新的褐色外套和一件白色的新衬衫，然后她又带着安东尼进了一家鞋店——皮普的父亲帮她给安东尼挑了双新皮鞋。

皮鞋很漂亮，鞋面光可鉴人，伍德太太很喜欢。可是鞋太小了，把安东尼的脚挤得生疼。但他什么也没说——他能说什么呢？

伍德太太付了鞋钱，皮普的父亲把皮鞋放到盒子里。

“我听说你要参加今晚的音乐比赛，”他对安东尼说道，“我在节目单上看到了你的名字。安东尼·埃文斯一一听起来真帅。祝你好运！”

晚上，伍德一家和安东尼开车到了戈登先生的住处。戈登先生一身盛装地走出门来。

“你看起来可真精神，戈登先生！”伍德太太笑着说道，“是要当新郎官吗？”

老人坐进汽车，他们一起驱车去比赛的地方。伍德一家找到他们的座位，戈登先生则领着安东尼穿过剧院后门来到后台的一个房间。不少音乐家都等在那里，女士们身着长裙，男士们则穿着晚礼服。没有人搭理安东尼。

“再会，我的孩子，”戈登先生说道，“祝你好运。”

安东尼坐在房间里等了好久，他的脚生疼，感觉火辣辣的。他的手冷冰冰的，瑟瑟发抖。他听见从很远的地方有琴声传来。有个人每隔几分钟就进来报个名字。过了好久，这个人进来叫道：“埃文斯先生，请上场。”安东尼没有动。平常可从没有人叫他埃文斯先生！

“安东尼·埃文斯先生，请上场！”那人重复道，“快点，我们可等不了你一晚上！”

安东尼站起身来。“天哪，我的脚可真疼！”他心想。他跟着那人上了几级楼梯。“我走路的样子简直就像查理·卓别林，”他想，“所有人都会笑话我的。”

他走上舞台，坐在那架巨大的钢琴前。深色的木头亮得像镜面一样，能照出他的脸。他转过身来，看着台下的人山人海。他看不到伍德一家坐在哪儿，也找不着戈登先生。但他忽然间感觉到了他们的爱与心意。他的脚不疼了，手也不抖了。他碰了碰钢琴，这台钢琴比乡下教室里那台旧的可大多了，琴键看上去很干净，是崭新的。他很想去触摸那些琴键。

“是的，”他心想，“我当然想触摸它们，我就是为此而来的！”于是，他开始演奏，他完全忘记了自己的存在，忘记了剧院里的陌生人群，他只为自己的朋友们演奏。他为伍德先生和伍德太太演奏，为琳达演奏，为戈登先生演奏，也为年迈的拉克夫人演奏。

“这会儿您在哪儿呢，拉克夫人？”他心想，“您还记得那个叫托尼·埃文斯的孩子吗？您给我们带来了那么多的欢乐，拉克夫人，谢谢您，谢谢您。”他的双手在琴键上飞舞，美妙的乐声充满了整个剧院。

“他会赢得这场比赛的，”戈登先生对自己说道，“这是我一生中最高兴的一天。”

安东尼确实赢得了这场比赛。他是第二天在报纸上看到了自己的照片才知道自己赢了的。但他什么也不记得了，只记得自己的脚痛。

当他迈出车子的时候，他一步也走不动了，新鞋子实在太挤脚了。伍德先生扶着他走进厨房，伍德太太则用一只旧锡盆盛满热水。琳达帮安东尼把鞋子脱下来，他的脚红肿发烫。他把脚放到热水里。

“真舒服。”他说道。

“你赢了！”伍德太太嚷道，“孩子，忘掉你的脚痛吧，你赢了这场比赛啊！这是你一生当中最重要的一个晚上！”

但是安东尼已经疲倦得说不出话来。他们扶着他上了床，他一直睡到第二天早上9点。

琳达将早餐给他送到床上。他感觉怪怪的，很不自在。“我以前从来没有在床上吃过早餐。”他对她说。


8
The End of the Story

Sir Anthony Evans turned to me. 'That competition was the start of wonderful things for me,' he said. 'I went to the College of Music for three years. Of course, I worked hard, but I enjoyed every minute. I always went back to the farm for my holidays. And one summer, when I was twenty, I asked Miss Linda Wood a very important question. "I can't give you much, Linda," I told her. "But one day I shall be rich and famous. Then I'll come back again, and I'll ask you to marry me." She gave me a long, loving look. Then she laughed. "Oh, Anthony," she said. "Don't wait until you're rich and famous. Ask me now!" So I did — and here we are!'
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'We've been married for sixty years. Five years ago, the Queen invited us to Buckingham Palace. I was Mr Anthony Evans when I went into the Palace. I was Sir Anthony Evans when I came out... and,' — he took his wife's hand — 'my dear Linda was Lady Evans.'

There was a knock at the door of the dressing-room. 'Two minutes, Sir Anthony!' said a voice.

The famous musician stood up. 'I'm ready,' he said. He turned to me.

'How many concerts have I given? Two thousand? Three thousand? For me, every concert is new and exciting. Now go, my dear, and write your story. Tell the readers of your newspaper that I am a very lucky man.'


8．故事的结局

安东尼·埃文斯爵士朝我转过身来。“对我而言，那场比赛是所有美好的一切的开端，”他说道，“我去音乐学院上了三年学。当然我学得很刻苦，但是每一刻我都乐在其中。每逢假期，我总是回到农场。在我20岁的那个暑假里，我问了琳达·伍德小姐一个重要的问题。‘琳达，我现在给不了你太多，’我告诉她，‘但有朝一日我会功成名就的。那时，我会回到这里，请求你嫁给我。’她深情地、久久地看着我，然后笑了。‘哦，安东尼，’她说，‘不要等到你功成名就的时候，现在就好！’于是我就向她求婚了——就是这样！”

“我们结婚已经60年了。五年前，女王陛下邀请我们去白金汉宫。进去的时候我是‘安东尼·埃文斯先生’，出来的时候，我就成了‘安东尼·埃文斯爵士’……”他握住了妻子的手，“而我亲爱的妻子则成了‘埃文斯夫人’。”

化妆间外有人敲门。“还有两分钟，安东尼爵士！”有人说道。

这位著名的音乐家站起身来。“我准备好了。”他说着，朝我转过身来。

“你问我开过多少场音乐会？两千场？三千场？对于我来说，每一场音乐会都是全新的，都是令人激动的。现在去吧，我的孩子，写出你的稿子，告诉你的读者们，我是一个多么幸运的人。”


ACTIVITIES
Before Reading

1．Read the story introduction on the first page of the book. How much do you know now about the story? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) The boy works for a farmer.

YES □／NO □

2) Everything in the old building is rubbish.

YES □／NO □

3) The boy has had piano lessons for many years.

YES □／NO □

4) The boy has never had lessons, but he can play the piano.

YES □／NO □

5) The boy is clever and does well at school.

YES □／NO □

6) Music changes the boy's life.

YES □／NO □

2．What is going to happen in the story? Can you guess? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) The farmer throws the piano away.

YES □／NO □

2) The farmer gives the piano to the boy.

YES □／NO □

3) The farmer sells the piano.

YES □／NO □

4) The boy keeps the piano and learns to play it.

YES □／NO □

5) The boy loses his job because of the piano.

YES □／NO □

6) The boy decides to be a music teacher.

YES □／NO □

7) The story has a happy ending.

YES □／NO □


ACTIVITIES
While Reading

1．Read Chapter 1 and answer these questions.

1) How did Sally Hill feel before she met Sir Anthony?

2) Who looked like a farmer's wife?

3) How old was Sir Anthony when he first touched a piano?

4) When did Sir Anthony leave school?

5) Where did he work after he left school?

6) What was Sir Anthony's school like?

2．Read Chapters 2 and 3. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)? Change the false sentences into true ones.

1) Mr Grey didn't enjoy teaching children.

2) Tony was a slow, quiet boy.

3) Tuesday was reading day at Tony's school.

4) Tony often went to concerts.

5) There were six children in Tony's family.

6) Most children got jobs in offices when they left school.

7) Tony was interested in the flowers and trees in the country.

8) Mr Wood had a daughter who was older than Tony.

9) On the farm Tony worked hard and slept badly.

10) Pip, John and Tony all liked working on the farm.

3．Read Chapter 4. Who said these words, and to whom?

1) 'It isn't a cupboard. It's an old piano.'

2) 'We can't get rid of this. We really can't.'

3) 'I have piano lessons at school hut I can't play like you.'

4) 'It is rubbish, boy. Take it away.'

5) 'I don't want money. I want the piano.'

4．Before you read Chapter 5, can you guess the answer to this question?

Tony wants to keep the piano. Will he...

1) hide it on the farm?

2) ask Pip and John to keep it in their house?

3) find another place to keep it?

4) ask Mrs Lark to keep it for him?

5) ask Mrs Wood and Linda to help him?

5．Read Chapter 5. Choose the best question-word for these questions, and then answer them.

Who/Where/Why

1) ...did Tony go into the school?

2) ...was the school empty?

3) ...helped Tony to move the piano?

4) ...did Tony go every evening that summer?

5) ...taught Tony to read music?

6．Read Chapter 6, then circle the correct words in each sentence.

1) Mr Gordon went to the school to get a key/a book.

2) Mr Gordon smiled/cried when he heard the piano.

3) Tony's first music lessons were free/cheap.

4) Mr Gordon/Mr and Mrs Wood decided to pay for Tony to go to the College of Music.

5) Mr Wood thought that good musicians/farm boys were special people.

7．Read Chapters 7 and 8. Then put these sentences into the right order, to make a short paragraph.

1) Tony practised for the competition for four hours every day.

2) But he always went back to the farm for his holidays.

3) The new shoes hurt his feet, but Tony still played well.

4) For a year, Tony had lessons from Mr Gordon.

5) He married Linda when he was twenty.

6) He won the competition, and the next day his photograph was in the newspaper.

7) Mrs Wood bought him new clothes and shoes.

8) Now he is famous and has given thousands of concerts.

9) Then he went to the College of Music for three years.

10) One day Mr Gordon told him about a music competition in the town.


ACTIVITIES
After Reading

1．This is the beginning of Sally Hill's story about Sir Anthony Evans. Can you find and correct the fourteen mistakes in it?

Yesterday was Sir Anthony Evans' seventieth birthday concert. He played music for the guitar by Mozart, and millions of people came to listen to this very famous guitarist. After the concert, I went to see him and his sister, Lady Linda Evans, in the theatre dressing-room, and Sir Anthony told me his story.

He came second in a music competition when he was sixteen, but the story really began before that. One day in an old factory building a boy called Tony found a new piano. He was fourteen at the time. He came from a musical family and he knew a lot about music, and when he touched the keys of the piano...

2．Put these words into two lists. Then think of a name for each list and write them in the boxes.
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animal, chicken, college, concert, country, cow, field, grass, keys, lorry, note, piano, play, practise, song, sound, yard

3．Sally Hill also talked to Lady Linda Evans about Sir Anthony. Put their conversation into the correct order and write in the speakers' names. Sally speaks first (No. 3).

1) ______ 'When he played the piano that first time, I knew that he was a real musician — much more than me. And I wanted to help him.'

2) ______ 'How did you feel when he won the competition?'

3) ______ 'What was Sir Anthony like when you first met him?'

4) ______ 'It was wonderful! I was so happy for him. He went away after that, of course — but he always came back.'

5) ______ 'Why did you want to teach him?'

6) ______ 'I didn't want to tell anybody. It was our secret. Tony liked learning about music — and I liked being with Tony.'

7) ______ 'He was a big, strong boy. He didn't say very much, but he was very nice.'

8) ______ 'Why didn't you tell your parents about the lessons?'

9) ______ 'Oh yes! He learnt very quickly, and he remembered everything.'

10) ______ 'So you taught him to read music. Was he a good student?'

4．Here is a new illustration for the story. Find the best place in the story to put the picture, and answer these questions.

The picture goes in Chapter ______.

1) Where are these people?

2) Who are they helping, and why?

3) What happened earlier that evening?

Now write a caption for the illustration.

[image: alt]

Caption: __________________________________

5．Write in the names which go best with these descriptions.

Mr and Mrs Wood/Mr Gordon/Mrs Lark/Linda Wood/Pip and John/Tony's mother

1) ______ helped Tony to move the piano.

2) ______ gave Tony time for his piano lessons, and paid for his lessons at the College of Music.

3) ______ gave Tony his first piano lessons free.

4) ______ got a job for him on Mr Wood's farm.

5) ______ taught Tony to read music.

6) ______ taught Tony to enjoy singing.

Whose help do you think was most important to Tony? Put the names of the characters in order, with the most important one first.

6．Do you agree (A) or disagree (D) with these sentences? Explain why.

1) If you have a special feeling for music (or football, or writing), you don't have to work hard or practise every day.

2) If you want to be really good at something, it must be the most important thing in your life.

3) Luck is more important than hard work if you want to do well.

4) If you want to do well, the most important thing is to belong to a rich family.
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内容简介

1607年，英国人来到北美洲的弗吉尼亚，他们想在这片新大陆上开始崭新的生活，并在这里安家落户。他们建造了一座城镇，取名为“詹姆斯敦”，它是以英格兰国王詹姆斯一世的名字命名的。

在这些英国人看来，弗吉尼亚是一个全新的世界，而对于北美洲的印第安人来说，就没什么新鲜的了。印第安人生活在这里，他们的祖祖辈辈们很久前就居住在这里了。这里是他们的国度，是他们的家园。印第安人可不喜欢这些来自大洋彼岸的白人们。

在这些英国人当中，有一个叫约翰·史密斯的人乘着一艘小船逆流而上，印第安人发现了他，并把他带到首领波瓦坦酋长那里。印第安人本想杀了他，但波瓦坦有一个漂亮的女儿，名叫波卡洪塔斯。从她凝望着约翰·史密斯那双蓝蓝的眼睛的那一刻起……一段有关两个国家、两个人以及一段不了情的广为人知的故事就这样拉开了序幕。


POCAHONTAS

In 1607 the English come to Virginia, in North America. They want to begin a new life, and to make their home in the New World. They build a town and call it Jamestown, after King James of England.




Virginia is a new world for the English, but it is not new for the Indian people of North America. They live there; their fathers and their grandfathers lived there before them. It is their country, their home. And they do not like these white men from across the sea.




One of the Englishmen, John Smith, goes up the river in a boat, but the Indians find him and take him to the great King, Powhatan. The Indians want to kill him, but Powhatan has a daughter — the beautiful Pocahontas. She looks into John Smith's, blue, blue eyes...and so begins a famous story of two countries, two people, and a love without end.
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1
The English in Virginia

In January 1607 three ships left England and sailed to America. There were a hundred and fifty men on the ships, and they wanted to find a new world in the west — a home in a new and exciting country.

The ships were at sea for four months, and they arrived in Virginia on the 26th April, 1607. After four long months at sea the men were tired, ill, and hungry. But Virginia was beautiful. The sky was blue, and they could see rivers, and flowers, and forests of tall trees. The Englishmen were very happy.

But the Algonquin Indians of Virginia were not happy. They were afraid of the Englishmen and their ships. 'This is our home,' they said. 'We don't want these white men here. We must fight them.'

But some Indians said: 'No, wait. These men are interesting. Let's make friends with them, and learn about them.' So the Indians tried to talk to the Englishmen, and gave them food to eat. The Englishmen gave things to the Indians, too — little knives and pictures and beads.

The Englishmen began to build a little town. They called it Jamestown, because the King of England was called James. They called the river James River, too.

The leaders of the Englishmen were Christopher Newport, Edward Wingfield, and John Smith. They wanted to learn more about Virginia, so Smith and Newport took twenty men and went up the river in a small boat.

The other men stayed in Jamestown with Wingfield. They began to build houses, and to make gardens and fields outside the town.

'The fields are more important than the houses,' said Wingfield. 'And we must work quickly, because it's nearly summer now. We must have corn and vegetables for the winter. '

But it was not easy. The weather was hot, and the men were tired after four months at sea. Some men worked hard, but many sat in the sun, and did nothing. The Indians watched, and waited.

Smith and Newport went a hundred kilometres up the river. They visited Indian villages and talked to a lot of Indians. Some of the Indians were friendly, and some were not. When Smith and Newport came back to Jamestown, Wingfield was very pleased to see them.

'I was afraid for you,' he said. 'But you're not dead!'

'No, of course not,' said Smith. 'What's the matter? '

'It's the Indians,' Wingfield said. 'They're trying to kill us. Yesterday, they nearly killed me!'

'Well, what did you do?' Smith asked. 'Our men have guns, and the Indians are very afraid of guns.'

'But there were hundreds of Indians,' said Wingfield, 'and...we weren't ready. Our guns were on the ships. '

'Why?' asked Smith angrily. 'The men must always be ready; they must carry their guns with them. The Indians tried to kill you because they weren't afraid of you.'

'Yes, but—we must be nice to them,' said Wingfield.

'We can be friendly, but we must be careful first,' said Smith. 'We must build good walls round the town, and put the big guns from the ships on them. Then the Indians can't kill us. '

For a month everyone worked hard. They built walls round the town, and moved the big guns from the ships. But the men were afraid to work in the fields, because of the Indians. And the sun got hotter, and hotter.

In June Newport went back to England with two of the ships. A hundred and five men stayed in Jamestown. They had very little food. The corn from England was now bad, and the new corn in the fields was not ready. The river water was bad too, and soon many of the men were ill with a fever. Forty-six men died that summer.

Some of the men tried to leave Jamestown and go home in the ship, but Smith stopped them. 'We're here to work, and to build a new town,' he said. 'But first, we must find food. There are birds in the sky, fish in the river, animals in the forest — we must kill them and eat them. And we must get corn from the Indians, too. I can do that.'

Smith wasn't afraid of the Indians, but he was always very careful. He carried his gun all the time. Most of the Indians were afraid of Smith, but they liked him too. He was friendly, and he loved their beautiful country. And he learned their language, because he wanted to talk to them and understand them. Often, he gave the Indians little things from England, and they gave him food.

But when winter came, there were only fifty men alive in Jamestown. They had some food, but they needed more. The Virginian winter is long and cold, and fifty men need a lot of food.

In December Smith went up the river in a boat with nine men. Two of the friendly Indians went with them. It was very cold, and the Englishmen were hungry. But Smith was happy and excited.

'I'm going to find food for Christmas,' he said to the men in Jamestown. 'Wait for me here, and work hard! This is a beautiful country, and we're going to stay here! '



sail v. to travel across an area of water in a boat or ship（乘船）航行

be afraid of fearful 害怕

learn about to gain knowledge of sth. 了解

bead n. round pieces of glass. wood, plastic etc. 珠子

outside prep. situated or moving beyond the boundaries of 在……的外面

visit v. go to see and spend some time with (someone) socially or as a guest 拜访

pleased adj. feeling or showing pleasure and satisfaction 高兴的

try v. make an attempt an effort to do something 试图

nice adj. kind 友好的

bad adj.(of food)decayed;（食物）腐烂的；腐败的

alive adj. living, not dead 活着的


1．弗吉尼亚的英国人
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1607年1月，三艘船驶离英国，一路航行来到了美洲。这些船上共有一百五十人，他们想在西半球找到一块新大陆——在一个令人兴奋的全新国度安家落户。

在大海上飘泊了四个月后，船队终于在1607年4月26日抵达弗吉尼亚。在海上颠簸了漫长的四个月后，人们疲惫不堪、饥病交加。而弗吉尼亚是如此美丽迷人，湛蓝的天空下，到处都可以看到河流、鲜花，还有长满高大树木的森林。这些英国人高兴极了。

然而弗吉尼亚的阿尔冈昆印第安人可高兴不起来。他们害怕英国人和他们的船只。“这是我们的家园，”他们说，“我们可不想让这些白人待在这儿。我们必须与他们战斗。”

但也有一些印第安人却说：“不，等一下。这些人蛮有趣的。我们来跟他们交朋友，了解一下他们。”于是印第安人试着去跟英国人交谈，还给他们食物吃。英国人也给印第安人一些诸如小刀、图画和珠子之类的东西作为回报。

英国人开始建造一座小镇。他们称之为“詹姆斯敦”，因为当时英格兰的国王就叫詹姆斯。他们把河也命名为“詹姆斯河”。
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这群英国人的领导者是克里斯托弗·纽波特、爱德华·温菲尔德和约翰·史密斯。他们想更多地了解弗吉尼亚，于是史密斯和纽波特便率二十个人乘一艘小船逆流而上。

温菲尔德带着其他人留在詹姆斯敦。他们开始建造房屋，在小镇外修建花园，开垦田地。

“田地比房屋更重要，”温菲尔德说，“我们必须加快工作速度，因为现在都快到夏季了，我们必须为过冬准备谷物和蔬菜。”

但这并非易事。天气炎热，而且经历了海上四个月的颠簸后，人们都疲惫不堪。其中一些人干活儿很卖力，但还有很多人却坐在太阳底下，无所事事。印第安人在旁边观望着，等待着。

史密斯和纽波特沿河逆流而上行驶了一百公里。他们拜访了印第安人的村落，与很多印第安人交谈。有些印第安人对他们很友好，但也有一些人则不是这样。当史密斯和纽波特回到詹姆斯敦时，温菲尔德非常高兴。

“我很为你们担心，”他说，“你们竟然没死！”

“没有，当然没有了，”史密斯说，“出什么事了？”

“是印第安人，”温菲尔德说，“他们想要杀死我们。就在昨天，他们差点儿杀了我！”

“是吗？那你当时做什么了吗？”史密斯问道，“我们的人有枪，而印第安人是很害怕枪的。”
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“可是有好几百个印第安人，”温菲尔德说，“再说……我们还没准备好。我们的枪还在船上呢。”

“为什么？”史密斯生气地问道，“我们的人必须时刻准备着，必须随身带枪。印第安人要杀你们是因为他们一点儿都不怕你们。”

“是呀，可是——我们必须要对他们友好。”温菲尔德说道。

“我们可以很友好，但我们首先得小心谨慎，”史密斯说，“我们必须围绕小镇建造坚固的城墙，把船上的大炮架在墙上。这样印第安人就别想杀我们了。”

在接下来的一个月里，每个人都很努力地干活。他们在小镇四周建起了围墙，并把大炮从船上运了过来。但是由于害怕印第安人，人们不敢在田地里劳作。而且天气也越来越炎热了。

6月，纽波特跟随两艘船回了英国。有一百零五人留在了詹姆斯敦。他们的食物极度匮乏。从英国带来的谷物现在已经变质，而田里的新谷物还未长成。河水的水质也很差，很快，许多人都发起了高烧。那年夏天死了四十六个人。

有些人想离开詹姆斯敦，坐船回家，但史密斯制止了他们。“我们来这儿为的是努力工作，建设一座新的城镇，”他说，“可是首先，我们必须找到食物。天上有鸟，河里有鱼，森林中有动物——我们要捕食它们。我们还要从印第安人那里拿到谷物。我能办到。”

[image: alt]

史密斯并不害怕印第安人，但他一直都很小心，随时带着枪。大多数印第安人很怕史密斯，但也很喜欢他。史密斯十分友好，也非常热爱印第安人美丽的土地。史密斯还学习印第安人的语言，因为他想和印第安人交谈并了解他们。他经常会送给印第安人一些从英国带来的小礼物，印第安人也会送给他食物。

然而当冬天来临之际，詹姆斯敦只有五十个人还活着。他们倒是存有一些食物，但还远远不够。弗吉尼亚的冬天漫长而寒冷，五十个人需要很多的食物。

12月，史密斯带着九个人乘船沿着河逆流而上。两个友好的印第安人与他们同行。天气非常寒冷，英国人饥肠辘辘。但史密斯却开心而兴奋。

“我要为圣诞节寻找食物，”他对詹姆斯敦的人说，“在这儿等着我吧，你们要努力干活！这是一个非常美丽的地区，我们就准备留在这里了！”


2
John Smith and Pocahontas

There were a lot of Indian villages in Virginia, and every village had its Chief. But there was only one King. That was Powhatan, and he was the King of all the Algonquin Indians.

'Tell me about these white men,' Powhatan said to his brother, Opekankanu. 'They are living in my country, and killing my people. I want to see one of them.'

Powhatan's daughter, Pocahontas, heard this. She was thirteen years old. 'What are white men, father?' she asked. 'Are they white because they are ill?'

Powhatan smiled. 'No, little Pocahontas, they aren't ill,' he said. 'They are a new people from over the sea. Perhaps we can see and talk to a white man soon. My brother is going to find one for us.'

The next day Opekankanu went into the forest with two hundred men. They found John Smith's nine men next to their boat by the river. Smith's men were afraid and got out their guns. But Opekankanu's men killed two of them, and the other seven ran away.

John Smith was in the forest with the two Indians. When they heard the noise, they ran back to the boat — and saw two hundred men, with bows and arrows. Then an arrow hit Smith's leg. He quickly took out his gun, and put a friendly Indian in front of his body.

'What do you want?' he asked. 'Don't come near me!'

'King Powhatan wants to see you,' said Opekankanu. 'Give me your gun.'

'No,' Smith said at first. But there were two hundred Indians, and he was one man. So he gave them his gun, and went with Opekankanu to Werowocomoco, the village of King Powhatan.

In the village, everyone came out to see the Englishman. Pocahontas looked at Smith carefully. He was very interesting. He was not very tall, and he had hair on his face. Indian men had no hair on their faces. And his eyes — his eyes were blue! All the men in her village had brown eyes. She looked at Smith's blue eyes for a long time. They were beautiful, the colour of the sky.

Smith smiled at the little girl, and closed one of his eyes for a second. Pocahontas laughed, and then she smiled back at him.

'Why are you in my country, white man?' Powhatan asked. 'Where do you come from? Who is your King?'

Smith told him about England, and King James, and Jamestown. It wasn't easy, because he didn't understand Powhatan's language very well, and Powhatan didn't always understand him. 'We want to live here, and be your friends, Powhatan,' he said. 'But this winter the people of Jamestown are hungry, so we need food.'

Opekankanu was angry. 'These Englishmen cannot live here,' he said to his brother. 'They are taking our land and killing our people with their guns. They want King James of England to be king here, too. They call their town King James's town, and they call our beautiful river King James's river! But what about us? This is our country! We live here, and our fathers and grandfathers lived here before us. We don't want the English, or their King James. We must kill them all now!'

'Perhaps,' Powhatan said. 'But let's think first. The English have guns, so we need guns too. I must think carefully about this. Pocahontas, come with me.'

They walked into the forest, and Powhatan asked his daughter, 'What do you think about this Englishman, little Pocahontas?'

'Oh, father, I like him. He has wonderful blue eyes — the colour of the sky.'

'My brother wants to kill him, but I want to know more about these Englishmen first — and you can help me. I'm going to give him to you, little Pocahontas.'

'Give him to me, father?'

'Yes. Listen carefully, now. You must do this...'

They went back to the village. 'Are we going to kill this white man now, Powhatan?' Opekankanu asked.

'Yes,' Powhatan said. 'Bring him here.'

They put John Smith's head on a stone, in front of Powhatan's feet. Then Opekankanu took a big stick, and walked to the stone. Pocahontas looked at her father. He moved his head a little, but did not look at her. Now Opekankanu was next to the stone. John Smith closed his eyes, and waited to die.

Suddenly, he felt warm arms on his face and head. He opened his eyes and saw the face of the young girl, with her beautiful dark eyes.

'No, Opekankanu!' she cried. 'No! I am the King's daughter, and I say no!' She looked at her father. 'Father — don't kill this man — please! Give him to me!'

At first Powhatan said nothing. Then, slowly, he smiled. ' Very well, Pocahontas,' he said. 'You are only thirteen years old, but this white man is not very big. He is a boy with hair on his face. You can have him.'

Angrily, Opekankanu put his stick down.

Pocahontas smiled. 'Come with me, white man,' she said to him. 'You are my Englishman now. Come!'



chief n. a leader or ruler of a people 酋长；族长

king n. the male ruler of an independent region（印第安人部落等的）首领

bow n. a weapon used for shooting arrows 弓

arrow n. a weapon like a thin straight stick with a point at one end 箭

hit v. direct a blow at with one's hand or a tool or weapon 击中

take v. capture or gain possession of by force or military means 夺取

wonderful adj. extremely good, pleasant, or remarkable 奇妙的

stick n. a long, thin object or piece of something 棍；棒

move v. change or cause to change position 动


2．约翰·史密斯与波卡洪塔斯
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弗吉尼亚有很多印第安人的村落，每一座村子都有自己的酋长。但弗吉尼亚的印第安人只有一位首领，他就是波瓦坦，他是所有阿尔冈昆印第安人的首领。

“给我讲讲这些白人吧，”波瓦坦对自己的兄弟奥皮坎卡努说，“他们现在居住在我的领地里，残害着我的人民。我想见见他们中的一员。”

波瓦坦的女儿波卡洪塔斯听到了他们的话。她当时十三岁。“白人是什么，父亲？”她问道，“他们是因为生病所以皮肤是白的吗？”

波瓦坦笑了。“不是的，小波卡洪塔斯，他们并没有生病，”他说，“他们是来自海外的一个新的民族。或许咱们很快就能见到一个白人，并和他交谈了。我的兄弟会给咱们找到这样一个人。”

第二天，奥皮坎卡努带着两百个人潜入森林。他们发现了河边小船旁约翰·史密斯的那九个手下。史密斯的手下都大惊失色，纷纷掏出了枪。不过奥皮坎卡努的手下还是杀死了他们中的两个人，剩下的七个人四散逃跑。

约翰·史密斯和随行的两个印第安人当时正在森林里。当他们听到响动后，马上跑回船边，看到两百个手持弓箭的人。紧接着，一支箭射中了史密斯的腿。他立刻掏出自己的枪，并把随行的一名印第安友人挟持在身前。

[image: alt]

“你们想干什么？”他问，“别靠近我！”

“波瓦坦首领想见见你，”奥皮坎卡努说，“把你的枪给我。”

“不。”史密斯起初拒绝了。但是对方有两百名印第安人，而他只有一个人。于是，他把自己的枪交给对方，并跟奥皮坎卡努一起来到了威尔沃科莫科村——波瓦坦首领所在的村子。

村子里，人人都出来争相观看这个英国人。波卡洪塔斯仔细地端详着史密斯。他长得真有趣！他个子不算高，脸上还长着毛发。印第安男人的脸上是没有毛发的。还有就是史密斯的眼睛，他的双眼竟然是蓝色的！村子里的所有男人都长着棕色的眼睛。她久久地凝望着史密斯那双蓝蓝的眼睛。他的双眸很美，是天空的颜色。

史密斯冲着这个小女孩儿笑了笑，一只眼睛很快地眨了一眨。波卡洪塔斯笑了起来，然后笑咪咪地看着史密斯。

“你为什么会在我的领土，白人？”波瓦坦问道，“你来自何方？谁是你的首领？”

史密斯告诉他有关英国的事情，还有詹姆斯国王和詹姆斯敦。这可并非易事，因为他不太懂波瓦坦的语言，而且波瓦坦也不是总能听懂史密斯在说些什么。“我们想生活在这里，并且成为你们的朋友，波瓦坦，”他说，“可是今年冬天，住在詹姆斯敦的人非常饥饿，所以我们需要食物。”
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奥皮坎卡努很生气。“这些英国人不能住在这儿，”他对自己的兄弟说，“他们抢走了我们的土地，枪杀了我们的人民。他们想让英国的詹姆斯国王也成为这里的国王。他们管自己待的城镇叫詹姆斯国王的城镇，而且还把我们美丽的河流叫詹姆斯国王的河！那我们算什么？这可是我们的领土！我们生活在这里，而且我们的祖祖辈辈很久前就居住在这里了。我们不要什么英国人，也不要什么詹姆斯国王。我们必须现在就把他们全部都杀死！”

“或许吧，”波瓦坦说，“但我们得先仔细想想。英国人有枪，我们也需要枪。我必须好好想想这件事。波卡洪塔斯，跟我来。”

他们走进了森林，波瓦坦问自己的女儿：“你觉得这个英国人怎么样，小波卡洪塔斯？”

“噢，父亲，我喜欢他。他有一双奇妙的蓝眼睛——那是天空的颜色。”

“我的兄弟想杀了他，但我想先多了解一下这些英国人的事情——你能够帮助我。我会把他交给你，小波卡洪塔斯。”

“把他交给我，父亲？”

“是的。现在仔细听好。你必须这么这么做……”

他们回到村子里。“我们打算杀死这个白人吗，波瓦坦？”奥皮坎卡努问道。

“是的，”波瓦坦回答说，“把他带到这儿来。”
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他们把约翰·史密斯的头按在波瓦坦脚前的一块石头上。接着奥皮坎卡努拿起一根大棒，走向那块石头。波卡洪塔斯望着父亲。父亲微微点了一下头，但没有看她。此时此刻奥皮坎卡努已经站在石头旁。约翰·史密斯闭上眼睛，等待死亡的来临。

突然，他感到有一双温暖的手臂护住了自己的脸和头。他睁开眼睛，看到了那位年轻女孩儿的面孔，还有她那双美丽的黑眼睛。

“不要，奥皮坎卡努！”她喊道，“不要！我是首领的女儿，我说不行！”她看着父亲。“父亲，不要杀这个人，求求你了！把他赐给我吧！”

起初波瓦坦什么都没说。然后，他慢慢地笑了。“很好，波卡洪塔斯，”他说，“你只有十三岁，不过这个白人个头也不大。他不过是个脸上长着毛发的男孩儿。你可以得到他。”

奥皮坎卡努生气地放下了手里的大棒。

波卡洪塔斯微笑着。“跟我来，白人，”她对他说道，“你现在是我的英国人了。来呀！”


3
A friend for the English

John Smith stayed with Pocahontas for some days. She learnt some English, and he learnt more of her language. Soon they were good friends.

But Powhatan's men watched Smith carefully, and he could not leave the village. Then one day Powhatan said, 'You can go home to Jamestown, John Smith. But you must give me two of your big guns.'

John Smith did not like this, but he could not say no. So he went back to Jamestown, and Pocahontas, Opekankanu, and some Indians went with him.

In Jamestown Wingfield was not happy. 'We can't give our big guns to the Indians!' he said. 'Then they can kill us, with our guns!'

'It's all right,' said Smith. 'Wait.'

He took Opekankanu and his men to the guns on the town walls. 'Now watch,' he said. He put some gunpowder and some stones in the gun. 'Put your hands over your ears,' he said, 'and look at that tree.'

BANG! Pocahontas closed her eyes. Then she opened them, and looked at the tree. It wasn't there!

'What happened?' she asked. 'Where's the tree? '

'I killed it with this gun,' Smith said. He looked at Opekankanu. 'This gun can kill ten men, Opekankanu. Remember that. So, take your two guns.

But the guns were very big, and of course, the Indians could not move them.

'Look,' said Smith. 'You can't carry these guns through the forest. But I can give you some gunpowder for Powhatan. Here, take it. Be very careful with it.'

'Thank you,' Opekankanu said. 'But one day, we want these big guns too. They are very important for us.'

'Perhaps,' said Smith. 'But we want to be your friends, and friends are better than guns.'

*　　*　　*

That winter, Pocahontas came to Jamestown every week with food for the Englishmen. She learnt many interesting things in Jamestown.

'Look at this, Pocahontas,' John Smith said one day. He had a compass in his hand.

'What is it?' Pocahontas asked. She tried to put her finger on the arrow in the compass, but she couldn't.

'It's a compass. The arrow always points to the north,' Smith said. 'Where is the north? Do you know?'

'Of course I know. All my people know that. '

'Well, look — the arrow in the compass knows it too!'

'Why can't I put my finger on it?'

Smith smiled. 'Because of the glass. You can see through glass, but you can't put your finger through it.'

'Yes,' she said slowly. 'But — what is a compass for?'

'It helps us in our ships when we can't see the sky,' he said. 'Which way do we go? Where is the north? The compass tells us all that.'

Pocahontas was interested in everything. She loved to talk to John Smith, and she learnt many things about England and the English.

*　　*　　*

In March and April 1608, two more ships came to Jamestown. Powhatan asked Pocahontas about them.

'How many Englishmen are there now?' he asked.

'There were thirty-eight before the ships came, father. But now there are about a hundred and fifty.'

'It's spring now. They must sow corn and vegetables in their fields. Are they doing that?'

'Yes, father. But they aren't very good at it. This is a new country for them. They don't understand it.'

'But they must have corn!' Powhatan was angry. 'They need food for the winter. We can't give them our corn every year! And we kill animals, birds, and fish for our food — the English must learn to do that too!'

'They are learning, father,' Pocahontas said. 'But most of these men come from towns in England. They don't know about these things.'

'Well, they live here now, so they must learn, 'said Powhatan. 'Or they must give me guns. We have a lot of food in our village, but we need guns. I can give the Englishmen food, but they must give me guns first. Tell that to your English friends, Pocahontas!'



leave v. go away from 离开

gunpowder n. an explosive substance in the form of powder 火药

compass n. an instrument that shows directions 指南针

point v. direct or aim something 指向


3．英国人的朋友
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约翰·史密斯与波卡洪塔斯在一起待了一些日子。她学会了一些英语，而他也学会了更多的印第安语。他们很快就成了好朋友。

但是波瓦坦的手下把史密斯看得很紧，他无法离开村子。一天，波瓦坦说：“约翰·史密斯，你可以回到詹姆斯敦。但你必须送给我两门你们的大炮。”

约翰·史密斯并不愿意这样做，但他别无选择。于是波卡洪塔斯、奥皮坎卡努和一些印第安人跟他一同回到了詹姆斯敦。

到了詹姆斯敦后，温菲尔德十分不悦。“我们不能把大炮送给印第安人！”他说，“那样的话，他们就能用我们的枪炮杀我们了！”

“不会有事的，”史密斯说，“等着瞧吧。”

他带着奥皮坎卡努和随同的印第安人来到了架在城墙上的大炮前。“现在看好了，”他说。他把一些火药和石头塞进了大炮，然后说：“用手掩住耳朵，看着那棵树。”

砰！波卡洪塔斯闭上了眼睛。然后她睁开双眼，看那棵树。树却不见了！

“发生什么事了？”她问道，“树到哪儿去了？”

“我用这门大炮把它给消灭了，”史密斯说。他望着奥皮坎卡努。“这门大炮能杀死十个人，奥皮坎卡努。请记好。好吧，带走你的两门大炮吧。”
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但是大炮太大了，印第安人当然没办法挪动它们。

“看，”史密斯说，“你们没法带着这些大炮穿越森林。但我可以让你们带给波瓦坦一些火药。在这儿，拿去吧。可要千万小心这个东西。”

“谢谢，”奥皮坎卡努说，“但总有一天，我们也会需要这些大炮。它们对我们来说非常重要。”

“或许吧，”史密斯说，“但我们希望成为你们的朋友，朋友要比枪炮好多了。”

*　　*　　*

那年冬天，波卡洪塔斯每星期都来詹姆斯敦，给英国人带来食物。她在詹姆斯敦了解到很多有趣的事物。

一天，约翰·史密斯说：“瞧瞧这个，波卡洪塔斯。”他的手里拿着一个指南针。

“这是什么？”波卡洪塔斯问道。她想把手指放到指南针的箭头上，却放不上去。

“这是指南针。它的箭头总是指向北方，”史密斯说，“哪里是北方？你认得出吗？”

“我当然认得出了。我们这儿所有的人都认得出。”

“好吧，看——指南针里的箭头也认得出北方！”

“为什么我不能把手指放到箭头上面？”
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史密斯笑了。“因为有玻璃。你可以透过玻璃看到里面，但你的手指却不能透过玻璃触摸到里面。”

“的确是这样，”她慢慢地说道，“不过——指南针是用来做什么的？”

“当我们在船上看不清天空的时候，它就起作用了，”他说，“我们应该走哪一条路？哪儿是北方？指南针会告诉我们这一切。”

波卡洪塔斯对一切都充满了兴趣。她很喜欢与约翰·史密斯交谈，她还了解到很多跟英国和英国人有关的事情。

*　　*　　*

1608年的3月和4月，又有两艘船来到了詹姆斯敦。波瓦坦向波卡洪塔斯问起此事。

“现在有多少个英国人了？”他问道。

“在这些船到来之前有三十八个人，父亲。但目前大约已有一百五十人了。”

“现在是春天。他们一定得在地里种上谷物和蔬菜。他们在种地吗？”

“是的，父亲。但他们不太会种。对他们来说，这是一个新的地区。他们还不太了解这里怎么种地。”

“可他们必须得有谷物呀！”波瓦坦很生气。“他们需要过冬的食物。我们总不能每年都把自己的谷物送给他们吧！我们还靠打猎、射鸟、捕鱼来获取食物——英国人也必须要学会这些才行！”

“他们是在学习，父亲，”波卡洪塔斯说，“但他们中的大多数人都来自英国的城镇，对这些事还一窍不通呢。”

“可是，现在他们生活在这里，因此他们必须要学会，”波瓦坦说，“否则他们就得送给我枪炮。我们的村子里有很多食物，但我们需要枪炮。我可以送给英国人食物，但他们必须先给我枪炮才行。去把这些都告诉你的英国朋友，波卡洪塔斯！”


4
A wife for John Smith

But the English didn't want to give Powhatan any guns. 'Oh no, Pocahontas,' John Smith said.' Your father has thousands of men, but we have only a hundred and fifty. We can't give him guns.'

Later, some of Powhatan's men tried to take guns from the English. Smith was very angry. He locked the men in a little room in Jamestown for a week. Then he talked to Pocahontas about them.

'I'm very angry with these men, Pocahontas,' he said. 'But I'm not going to kill them, because your father didn't kill me in Werowocomoco. I'm going to give them to you. Take them home, Pocahontas.'

Pocahontas liked the English, and she often visited Jamestown. John Smith liked to teach her new things.

'The sun, Pocahontas,' he said one evening, 'is a red ball in the sky. This world is a big round ball, too. Thirty years ago, an Englishman called Francis Drake sailed round the world in a ship.'

Pocahontas laughed. 'But that's not true! Of course the world isn't a ball! Why does the sea stay on it, then?'

Smith smiled. 'Oh, I can tell you. Listen...'

He talked well, so it was easy to understand him. Pocahontas listened, and watched his beautiful blue eyes. She was fourteen years old, and for her, John Smith was the most exciting man in the world.

'Do you have a wife, John Smith?' she asked one day.

'No,' he said slowly. 'Why do you ask?'

'Oh, because one day I must have a husband, and...' She did not finish, but John Smith understood.

'Pocahontas,' he said carefully, 'you are only fourteen years old, and I'm twenty-eight. And the daughter of the King must marry somebody important.'

'You are an important man in Jamestown,' she said quickly. 'And my people and your people must learn to be friends. A husband and wife can...'

'Stop.' He put his finger on her mouth. 'Pocahontas, I like you very much, but I'm not the right husband for you, and...I don't know a lot about women.'

'I can teach you about that!' she said.

He looked at her in surprise, and laughed. She was angry when he laughed.

'I'm nearly fifteen. In my village a girl can have a husband when she is fifteen! Why are you laughing?'

'I'm sorry,' he said. 'You are a beautiful, interesting girl, Pocahontas. But you are only a child!'

'I'm not a child! You're afraid of me, because I'm a King's daughter, and I want you for my husband.'

Pocahontas was angry and unhappy. She went away, back to her father's village, and she didn't visit John Smith again for two months. But she thought about him every day. There was only one man in the world for Pocahontas, and that was John Smith.

And in Jamestown, perhaps John Smith thought about Pocahontas, too.



lock v. fasten or be fastened with a lock 把……锁起来；锁上

think about use one's mind to consider (something) 想；思念


4．萌生爱意
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但英国人并不愿意把枪炮送给波瓦坦。“哦，不，波卡洪塔斯，”约翰·史密斯说，“你父亲手下有好几千人，而我们只有一百五十个人。我们不能把枪炮给他。”

随后，波瓦坦手下的一些人企图从英国人手里把枪炮夺过来。史密斯非常生气。他把这些印第安人锁在詹姆斯敦的一个小屋里，关了一星期。之后他跟波卡洪塔斯谈起了这件事。

“这些人令我很生气，波卡洪塔斯，”他说，“但我并不打算杀他们，因为在威尔沃科莫科村的时候，你的父亲没有杀我。我准备把这些人交给你。带他们回家吧，波卡洪塔斯。”

波卡洪塔斯很喜欢英国人，她经常来詹姆斯敦。约翰·史密斯也很喜欢教给她新的东西。

“波卡洪塔斯，”一天晚上史密斯对她说，“太阳是天空中一个火红的球。这个世界也是一个大圆球。三十年前，一位名叫弗朗西斯·德雷克的英国人乘着一艘船环游了世界。”

波卡洪塔斯笑着说：“可这并不是真的吧！世界肯定不是一个圆球！要真是这样，大海为什么还能待在地上面？”
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史密斯微笑道：“噢，我来告诉你。听着……”

他讲解得非常好，所以很容易听懂。波卡洪塔斯一边听着一边望着他那双美丽的蓝眼睛。她十四岁了，对她来说，约翰·史密斯是世上最令人兴奋的男人。

“你有妻子吗，约翰·史密斯？”一天，她问道。

“没有，”他慢慢地说，“你为什么问这个？”

“噢，因为总有一天我得有个丈夫，而且……”她没有说完，但约翰·史密斯已经明白了。

“波卡洪塔斯，”他小心翼翼地说道，“你只有十四岁，而我已经二十八岁了。再说首领的女儿一定得嫁给重要人物。”

“你在詹姆斯敦就是位重要人物，”她马上答道，“而且我的人民和你的人民都必须学会成为朋友。一对夫妻能够……”

“不要再往下说了，”他把手指放在她的嘴上，“波卡洪塔斯，我非常喜欢你，但我并不适合做你的丈夫，而且……我对女人的了解也不多。”

“我可以教你去了解呀！”她说。

他吃惊地望着她，笑了起来。波卡洪塔斯看到他笑很生气。

“我都快十五岁了。在我的村子里，女孩子十五岁的时候就可以有丈夫了！你为什么要笑呢？”
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“对不起，”他说道，“你是个美丽而有趣的姑娘，波卡洪塔斯。但你还只是个孩子！”

“我不是孩子了！你害怕我，因为我是首领的女儿，而且我想让你做我的丈夫。”

波卡洪塔斯又气又恼。她走了，回到了父亲的村子，有两个月都没再去找约翰·史密斯。但她每天都思念着他。在这个世界上，波卡洪塔斯心里只有一个男人，他就是约翰·史密斯。

而在詹姆斯敦，也许约翰·史密斯也正在想着波卡洪塔斯呢。


5
Where is John Smith?

In the winter of 1608 the English in Jamestown were hungry again. So John Smith went to Werowocomoco and asked Powhatan for corn. He took many beautiful glass beads with him, because the Indians loved these things. But Powhatan wanted more than beads.

'You can have corn,' he said, 'but you must build one of your big English houses for me — with windows of glass. And you must give me some guns.'

'A house — yes,' said Smith. 'Tomorrow my men can bring things from Jamestown and begin to build a house for you. But guns — no. Friends do not need guns.'

Powhatan smiled, but he was angry, very angry. 'Yes, we are friends,' he said. 'Tonight you must stay here and eat with us. Tomorrow you can have your corn.'

That night Pocahontas came to John Smith. She was afraid. 'My father is angry,' she said. 'He wants to kill you, and all your men. You must be careful!'

John Smith took her hands. 'What a good friend you are, Pocahontas!' he said. 'How can I thank you?'

Pocahontas looked into his blue eyes. 'You are my King,' she said quietly. 'My King — now, and always.'

So Smith and his men carried their guns all the time and they watched very carefully. The next morning Opekankanu and his women came with the corn.

'There is your corn,' Opekankanu said. 'Now, give us your guns!' He smiled. 'Look behind you!'

Smith looked. And seven hundred Indians came out of the forest, with bows and arrows.

How can ten men fight seven hundred? In a second, John Smith had his hand in Opekankanu's hair, and his gun in Opekankanu's face.

'My gun can kill you,' he said angrily, 'before an arrow can get to me.' He looked at Opekankanu's men. 'Do you want Opekankanu to die?' he called.

The Indians were afraid of John Smith. To them, he was a King, and it is not easy to kill a King. They put down their bows and arrows, and went away into the forest. Opekankanu, too, was afraid. His women put the corn in Smith's boat, and Smith and his men went back down the river to Jamestown.

Powhatan and Opekankanu were angry. 'We don't want these Englishmen in our country,' Powhatan said. 'We must kill them — kill them all!'

'No, father!' said Pocahontas. 'We must learn to be friends with the English. John Smith says—'

'Be quiet!' Powhatan said. 'John Smith is our enemy. Stay away from him! Do you understand?'

'But you gave him to me, father. Do you remember? I loved his blue eyes then, and I love them now. I cannot stay away from him.'

Pocahontas did visit John Smith after that, but not very often. It wasn't easy for her. There was often fighting between the English and the Indians now, and dead men do not make friends.

More ships and more men came from England — and more guns. Jamestown was now a town of five hundred people — five hundred hungry people. The English wanted the Indians' corn, and the Indians wanted the Englishmen's guns.

One day, in October 1609, Pocahontas went to Jamestown, but she could not find John Smith.

'Where is he?' she asked some Englishmen.

'Smith? He left Jamestown a month ago,' one man said. 'He had a bad accident with some gunpowder. He was very ill. So he went home to England.'

'Ill?' Pocahontas said. 'John Smith is ill?'

'Yes,' the man said. 'It was a very bad accident. And six weeks on a ship... perhaps he's dead now.'

'Did — did he leave a letter for me?' Pocahontas asked.

The man laughed. 'A letter for you, little girl? But you can't read! Why? Is it important?'

'No,' she said. 'It's not important.' But of course it was.

She went away into the forest and cried for a long time. Where was John Smith, her Englishman with blue eyes, the colour of the sky?



all the time very frequently or regularly 始终

watch v. to be very careful 留意；当心

enemy n. a person who is actively opposed or hostile to someone or something 敌人

accident n. an unfortunate incident that happens unexpectedly and unintentionally 意外事件；事故


5．约翰·史密斯失踪了？

1608年的冬天，詹姆斯敦的英国人又遭遇了饥荒。于是约翰·史密斯来到威尔沃科莫科村，向波瓦坦要谷物。他带了很多漂亮的玻璃珠子，因为印第安人喜欢这些东西。但波瓦坦想要的不仅于此。

“你可以拿走谷物，”他说，“但你必须为我建造一座你们英国人那样的大房子——有玻璃窗户的那种。你还必须得给我一些枪炮。”

“一幢房子——好吧，”史密斯说道，“明天我的人会从詹姆斯敦带东西过来，开始为你建造一栋房子。但至于枪炮——那不行。朋友之间是不需要什么枪炮的。”

波瓦坦笑了一下，但实际上他生气了，非常非常生气。“是啊，我们是朋友，”他说，“你今晚必须待在这里，和我们一同用餐。明天就可以拿到谷物了。”

那天晚上，波卡洪塔斯来找约翰·史密斯。她非常害怕。“我父亲生气了。”她说，“他想杀了你，以及你手下所有的人。你千万要小心啊！”

约翰·史密斯握住了她的手。“你是一个多么好的朋友啊，波卡洪塔斯！”他说，“我该如何感谢你呢？”

波卡洪塔斯凝望着他那双蓝眼睛。“你就是我的首领，”她低声说道，“我的首领——现在是，永远都是。”
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于是史密斯和他的手下始终枪不离身，非常小心地戒备着。第二天早上，奥皮坎卡努和他的女人们带来了谷物。

“这是你们的谷物，”奥皮坎卡努说。“现在，把你们的枪交给我们！”他笑着说，“看看你们的背后！”

史密斯看了一下。有大约七百名印第安人从森林里冒了出来，手里都拿着弓箭。

十个人怎么打得过七百个人？突然，约翰·史密斯用手抓住了奥皮坎卡努的头发，同时把枪顶在奥皮坎卡努的脸上。

“我的枪能杀死你，”他愤怒地说道，“在箭射中我之前。”他看着奥皮坎卡努的手下。“你们想让奥皮坎卡努死吗？”他喊道。

印第安人很害怕约翰·史密斯。对他们来说，他就像是首领，而杀死首领并非易事。他们放下弓箭，撤回了森林。奥皮坎卡努也很害怕。他的女人们把谷物放进了史密斯的船里，史密斯和他的手下顺河而下回到了詹姆斯敦。

波瓦坦和奥皮坎卡努都暴跳如雷。“我们不想再让这些英国人待在我们的领土上，”波瓦坦说，“我们必须杀了他们——把他们全都杀了！”

“不，父亲！”波卡洪塔斯说道，“我们必须学会和英国人做朋友。约翰·史密斯说——”

“住嘴！”波瓦坦说，“约翰·史密斯是我们的敌人。离他远点儿！你明白吗？”

“但你把他交给了我，父亲。你还记得吗？我那时很喜欢他的那双蓝眼睛，现在我也喜欢它们。我不能离开他。”

此后波卡洪塔斯的确去看过约翰·史密斯，但并不是很频繁。因为这对她来说并不容易。现在英国人和印第安人之间经常发生冲突，发生伤亡后双方就没法再做朋友了。

从英国来了更多的船和人，还有更多的枪炮。詹姆斯敦现在是一个拥有五百个人——五百个饥饿的人——的城镇。英国人想得到印第安人的谷物，而印第安人则想要英国人的枪炮。

1609年l0月的一天，波卡洪塔斯来到了詹姆斯敦，但却找不到约翰·史密斯。

“他在哪儿？”她问一些英国人。

“史密斯吗？一个月前他就离开詹姆斯敦了，”一个人说道，“火药走火让他伤得不轻。他病得很厉害，所以回英国老家去了。”

“病了？”波卡洪塔斯问道，“约翰·史密斯病了？”

“是的，”那个人说道，“那是一次很严重的事故。而且他还要在船上待六个星期……也许他现在已经死了。”

“那——那他有没有留给我一封信？”波卡洪塔斯问道。

那个人笑了：“留给你信，小姑娘？可你不识字啊！为什么问这个？很重要吗？”
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“不，”她说，“并不重要。”但这当然很重要。

她走进森林，哭了很久。约翰·史密斯在哪儿？她那有着一双天蓝色眼睛的英国人在哪儿呢？


6
A husband for Pocahontas

For four years after that, things were very bad. Sometimes Pocahontas tried to help the English. But to Powhatan and Opekankanu, the English were enemies, and they wanted to kill them all.

Powhatan gave the English no more corn. His men came at night to Jamestown, and took guns and other things. When they found Englishmen in the forest or by the river, they killed them and took their guns. And so Powhatan now had many guns in Werowocomoco.

The new leaders of Jamestown were very unhappy about this. 'How can we stop Powhatan?' they said. 'We must get those guns back from him.'

'We need to take a hostage,' said a man called Samuel Argall. 'One of the Chiefs, or somebody important from Powhatan's family. Then we can talk to Powhatan. We can give him back the hostage when he gives us the guns — but not before.'

'Powhatan has a daughter, Pocahontas,' said an older man. 'He loves her very much, they say...'

*　　*　　*

In 1613 Pocahontas was nineteen. She lived now with her father's friend, Iapassus, and his wife. Iapassus was friendly with the English, and so it was easy for Samuel Argall. He came to Iapassus' village in his ship.

'I have many beautiful things from England in my ship,' he told Iapassus. 'They are all for you — but first, you must give me something. You must bring Pocahontas onto my ship, and leave her here.'

So Iapassus took Pocahontas onto the ship, and Argall locked her in a room. Pocahontas was very angry.

'I'm sorry,' Argall said to her, 'but you must come with me to Jamestown. Your father must stop fighting us, and he must give us back our guns. Then you can go home.'

So Pocahontas went to Jamestown, and stayed there. At first, Powhatan was angry. He wanted his daughter. But then he looked at his guns, and he wanted them more than his daughter.

'We can kill the English with these guns,' he said to Opekankanu. 'Pocahontas likes the English. She can stay in Jamestown — and the guns can stay here.'

*　　*　　*

There were many women in Jamestown now, and Pocahontas soon made new friends. The Englishwomen liked her very much. She stayed in their houses, played with their children, and spoke English all the time.

After some months, one of her new friends asked her: 'Are you happy here with us, Pocahontas? Would you like to go home to your pepole?'

'The English are my people now,' said Pocahontas.

'But perhaps one day your father —' said her friend.

'My father,' said Pocahontas, 'likes his guns better than his daughter. They are more important to him. This is my home now, and I am very happy here.'

One of her new friends was a man called John Rolfe. Pocahontas liked him. Rolfe was a tall man, with brown eyes. He liked Pocahontas, too, and visited her nearly every day. He smiled a lot, and often laughed happily.

One day he said: 'Pocahontas, I have something important to say to you. We are good friends, I think, and... well, we can be more than friends. I need a wife, Pocahontas, and — you are the most beautiful woman in Jamestown. And the most interesting woman, too! I love you, Pocahontas, and I want to marry you.'

At first Pocahontas didn't say anything. John Rolfe was a nice man, but a long time ago, she remembered, she wanted to be the wife of a different John. 'But I'm never going to see John Smith again,' she thought. 'He's dead. I must forget about him.'

She smiled at John Rolfe. 'Yes, John,' she said. 'I would very much like to be your wife.'

And so, on the 5th April, 1614, an Indian girl married an Englishman in the church in Jamestown. Pocahontas' father did not come, but Opekankanu was there, with many of her people.

'Your father is happy for you,' Opckankanu told her.

Pocahontas was happy, too. John Rolfe was a good husband, and a year later, they had a little son, Thomas. Pocahontas loved him very much.



hostage n. a person seized or held as security for the fulfillment of a condition 人质

forget v. fail to remember 忘记


6．波卡洪塔斯之夫
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此后的四年里，情况很糟糕。波卡洪塔斯有时会设法帮助英国人。但对波瓦坦和奥皮坎卡努来说，英国人就是敌人，他们要把英国人全都杀死。

波瓦坦没再给过英国人谷物。他的手下趁夜色潜入詹姆斯敦，拿走枪和其他物品。一旦在森林中或是河边发现英国人，他们就会杀掉对方并抢走他们的枪。所以，现在波瓦坦在威尔沃科莫科村有了很多枪。

詹姆斯敦的新领袖们对此非常恼火。“我们怎么才能阻止波瓦坦？”他们说，“我们必须把枪从他那里夺回来。”

“我们需要一名人质，”一个叫塞缪尔·阿高尔的人说，“这个人可以是一名印第安酋长，或是波瓦坦家族的某位重要人物。然后我们就可以跟波瓦坦谈判。如果他把枪还给我们，我们就可以把人质交还给他——但在还枪以前，是不可能还给他们人质的。”

“波瓦坦有一个女儿，叫波卡洪塔斯，”一位年长的人说道，“他非常疼爱她，他们说……”

*　　*　　*

1613年，波卡洪塔斯十九岁。她现在和父亲的朋友伊阿帕索斯夫妇住在一起。伊阿帕索斯对英国人很友好，因此塞缪尔·阿高尔很容易施行自己的计划。他乘船来到伊阿帕索斯的村子。
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“我的船上有很多从英国带来的漂亮玩意儿，”他对伊阿帕索斯说，“这些都是送给你的——但首先，你得给我一样东西。你必须把波卡洪塔斯带到我的船上来，并把她留在这儿。”

于是伊阿帕索斯把波卡洪塔斯带到船上，接着阿高尔把她锁进了一间屋子里。波卡洪塔斯非常生气。

“很抱歉，”阿高尔对她说，“但你必须得跟我回詹姆斯敦。你父亲必须停止同我们争战，并把枪还给我们。然后你才可以回家。”

于是波卡洪塔斯去了詹姆斯敦，并待在那里。波瓦坦非常生气，他想要回自己的女儿。但当他看到自己的枪时，他觉得比起自己的女儿，他更想要这些枪。

“我们可以用这些枪杀死英国人，”他对奥皮坎卡努说，“波卡洪塔斯既然喜欢英国人，那她可以待在詹姆斯敦——而枪就放在我们这儿吧。”

*　　*　　*

现在已经有很多女人住在詹姆斯敦了，波卡洪塔斯很快就交上了新朋友。英国女人们都很喜欢她。波卡洪塔斯待在她们的家里，和她们的孩子一起玩儿，而且一直在讲英语。

几个月后，她的一位新朋友问她：

“你和我们待在这里快乐吗，波卡洪塔斯？你愿意回家，回到你的人民那里去吗？”

“现在英国人就是我的人民。”波卡洪塔斯说道。

“但或许有一天你的父亲——”她的朋友说。

“我的父亲，”波卡洪塔斯说，“喜欢他的枪胜过于喜欢他的女儿。那些枪对他来说更重要。现在这里是我的家，我在这儿非常开心。”

她的新朋友中有一个叫约翰·罗尔夫的人，波卡洪塔斯很喜欢他。罗尔夫个子高高的，有一双棕色的眼睛。他也喜欢波卡洪塔斯，几乎每天都去看她。他总是面带微笑，而且经常发出开心的笑声。

一天，他说：“波卡洪塔斯，我有重要的事要告诉你。我们是好朋友，我想，那个……呃，我们的关系可以不止是朋友。我需要一个妻子，波卡洪塔斯，而且——你是詹姆斯敦最美丽的女人，也是最富情趣的女人！我爱你，波卡洪塔斯，我想娶你为妻。”

起初，波卡洪塔斯没有说话。约翰·罗尔夫是个好人，但她记起在很久以前，自己曾经想要成为另一个约翰的妻子。“但我将再也见不到约翰·史密斯了，”她想，“他死了。我必须忘了他。”

于是她冲约翰·罗尔夫笑了笑。“好的，约翰，”她说，“我很愿意成为你的妻子。”
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于是，1614年4月5日，在詹姆斯敦的教堂里，一个印第安女孩嫁给了一个英国人。波卡洪塔斯的父亲没有出席，但奥皮坎卡努来了，还有她的很多印第安同胞。

“你父亲为你感到高兴。”奥皮坎卡努告诉她。

波卡洪塔斯也非常高兴。约翰·罗尔夫是个好丈夫，一年后，他们有了一个可爱的儿子，名叫托马斯。波卡洪塔斯非常爱他。


7
England

In 1616, Pocahontas, John Rolfe, and their son went to England. Ten of her people came too. After seven weeks on the ship, they arrived in London.

'How big London is!' Pocahontas said. 'There are hundreds of houses here — and thousands of people!'

London was very noisy and exciting. Pocahontas was interested in everything. She went into the shops, and looked at the food and the dresses and the books. She went up and down the River Thames in a boat, and saw the big houses of rich people. Every day, she saw something new and wonderful.

But London was very dirty, too, because there were so many people. The river was dirty, and the water was bad. Two of Pocahontas' people were ill, and died.

But Pocahontas was happy, and excited. Every day she visited big houses and talked to rich and important people. Everybody in London wanted to meet her, to talk to her, to be her friend.

The King and Queen of England heard about John Rolfe's wife, the Indian girl from Virginia, and they wanted to meet her, too. So one day Pocahontas went to visit King James and Queen Anne. They asked her about her father, Powhatan.

'My father is the King of the Algonquin people,' she said. 'He has many men and villages. But our country is quieter than England. Our people understand the forest and the animals and the rivers. You can learn from us, and we can learn from you, too. We must be friends.'

'Of course we must,' King James said. 'Jamestown has my name, so I'm very interested in it.'

They talked for some time, and then his wife, Queen Anne, said: 'I have a letter about you, Pocahontas. It's from a man called John Smith. He was your friend, he says, when you were a little girl. Is that true?'

For a second or two Pocahontas could not speak. Then she said, 'A letter from John Smith? But he's dead!'

Queen Anne smiled. 'Dead? No, he's here in England. Look, here is the letter.' The Queen looked at Pocahontas. 'What's the matter, my dear? Are you ill?'

'No, no, I'm all right. I'm very happy.'

But that night, Pocahontas could not sleep. She was very excited. John Smith was not dead. He was alive, and in England! But where?

Two days later, John Smith came to see her.

He was older, of course. But she remembered him. A little man, not tall, but interesting, exciting, alive. He smiled at her, with those beautiful blue eyes. 'Hello, Pocahontas,' he said. 'Do you remember me?'

How could she forget him'? She looked at him, but said nothing. John Rolfe watched them. 'It's John Smith, my dear,' he said. 'Are you happy to see him?'

But Pocahontas was not happy. 'No,' she said. 'I'm sorry. No.' She looked out of the window, at nothing. She couldn't look at John Smith.

John Rolfe went out, and Smith waited. After a minute he said: 'You are a wife now, and a mother.'

'Yes,' Pocahontas looked at him and tried to smile.

'Do I look different?' he asked. 'I'm older, I know.'

'No, you don't look different,' she said. 'But — why did you go away from Virginia?'

'I had an accident,' he said. 'I was very ill. So I came back to England, and after two years I got better.'

'In Jamestown they told me you were dead.'

'Dead? No, not me.'

'But you didn't tell me! You didn't write me a letter—not one letter in eight years, John Smith!'

'But you were a child, Pocahontas. You couldn't read!'

'Well, I can read now!' she said angrily. 'Perhaps I was a child, John Smith, but my father gave you to me — that day in my father's village long ago. Do you remember? That day was the beginning of my love for you.'

He looked at her sadly with those beautiful blue eyes, and she was a child again. She remembered everything.

'You didn't love me,' she said. 'You never loved me.'

'I...don't know about love,' he said slowly. 'You are the daughter of a King, Pocahontas, and I'm not rich, or important. I never had a wife; perhaps I don't understand women. And you were a child, Pocahontas.'

'I was a child — but I loved you, and you went away,' she said. 'For eight years I heard nothing from you.'

For a long time he said nothing. Then he said. 'I'm sorry, Pocahontas. I was wrong.'

'I loved you so much,' she said sadly. Then the door opened and her little son, Thomas, came in. 'But now I have a son and a husband,' she said. 'And they love me. You and I cannot be friends. Goodbye, John Smith.'

'Goodbye, Pocahontas.' He looked at her for a minute, and then walked out of the door. She never saw him again.

Six months later, John Rolfe said: 'We must go back to Virginia, my dear. My work is waiting for me there. And you need the warm sun of Virginia, too.'

It was true. Pocahontas was now ill, and the cold rain of the English winter was not good for her. But she said nothing, and got ready to leave. The ship went down the river from London to a town called Gravesend, near the sea. But when they got there, Pocahontas was very ill and she could not move. John Rolfe sat by his wife's bed, and watched her face sadly.

She smiled at him. 'Goodbye, John. I am going home—home to the forests and rivers of my country,'

*　　*　　*

Pocahontas died in Gravesend in March 1617.

She is famous for two things. She was the first American woman to marry an Englishman and come to England. And she was a good friend to the English when they first went to Virginia.

Her husband, John Rolfe, went back to Virginia and married an Englishwoman there. He died in Virginia in 1622. Pocahontas' son, Thomas, lived with the Rolfe family in England when he was a child, but in 1635 he went to live in Virginia.

John Smith did not leave England again. He wrote many interesting books about America, and he wrote about Pocahontas in those books. He lived until 1631, but he never had a wife. Perhaps he could not forget the sad, dark eyes of Pocahontas, when she said goodbye to him for the last time.



noisy adj. full of or marking a lot of noise 喧闹的

hear from receive a letter from 接到……的信


7．英国啊，英国
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1616年，波卡洪塔斯和约翰·罗尔夫带着儿子来到了英国。随行的还有十个印第安人。经过了七周的航行，他们抵达了伦敦。

“伦敦可真大啊！”波卡洪塔斯说道，“这里有成百上千栋房子和成千上万的人！”

伦敦是个喧闹而令人兴奋的地方。波卡洪塔斯对一切都充满了兴趣。她走进各家商店，看那里摆放着的食品、衣服和书籍。她乘船沿泰晤士河来来回回地游览，看到很多富人的大房子。每天，她都会看到精彩的新奇事物。

然而伦敦也很脏，因为这里人太多了。河水不干净，水质很差。波卡洪塔斯的两位印第安同胞生病死了。

但波卡洪塔斯还是既快乐又兴奋。每天她都去拜访豪门望族，与一些富人和权贵交谈。伦敦的每个人都想见见她，同她聊天，并想成为她的朋友。

英国国王和王后听说了有关约翰·罗尔夫的妻子——这个来自弗吉尼亚的印第安姑娘——的事情，他们也想见见她。于是一天，波卡洪塔斯去拜见了詹姆斯国王和安妮王后。他们问起了她的父亲波瓦坦。
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“我父亲是阿尔冈昆印第安人的国王，”她说，“他统领着众多臣民和很多村落。但我们的领土比英国安静多了。我们的人民了解森林、动物与河流。你们可以向我们学习，我们也可以向你们学习。我们要成为朋友。”

“我们当然要成为朋友了，”詹姆斯国王说，“‘詹姆斯敦’这个地方就是以我的名字命名的，所以我对它非常感兴趣。”

他们谈了一会儿之后，国王的妻子安妮王后说：“我有一封关于你的信，波卡洪塔斯。信是一个叫约翰·史密斯的人写的。他说在你还是个小姑娘的时候，他就是你的朋友了。是这样吗？”

有那么一会儿，波卡洪塔斯说不出话来。然后她说道：“约翰·史密斯的信？可他已经死了！”

安妮王后笑了。“死了？不，他就在英国。看，这就是那封信。”王后看着波卡洪塔斯问道，“怎么了，亲爱的？你不舒服吗？”

“不，不，我很好。我非常高兴。”

但那天晚上，波卡洪塔斯无法入睡。她非常兴奋。约翰·史密斯还没有死。他还活着，而且就在英国！可他在哪儿呢？

两天后，约翰·史密斯来见她了。

当然，他苍老了一些。然而她还记得他。他个头不高，但很有趣，令人兴奋而充满活力。他用那双好看的蓝眼睛冲她微笑着。“嗨，波卡洪塔斯，”他说，“你还记得我吗？”

她怎么会忘记他呢？她望着他，但什么也没说。约翰·罗尔夫看着他们。“这就是约翰·史密斯，亲爱的，”他说，“见到他你高兴吗？”

但波卡洪塔斯并不高兴。“不，”她说，“很抱歉。我一点也不高兴。”她茫然地望着窗外。她无法直视约翰·史密斯。

约翰·罗尔夫走了出去，史密斯在旁边等着。过了一会儿，他说：“你现在已为人妻，而且也是一位母亲了。”

“是的。”波卡洪塔斯看着他，努力想挤出笑容。

“我看上去有什么不同吗？”他问，“我知道自己变老了。”

“不，你没有什么变化，”她说，“但是——你为什么要离开弗吉尼亚？”

“我出了事故，”他说，“我当时病得很厉害。于是回到了英国，两年后我才慢慢好起来。”

“在詹姆斯敦，他们都告诉我说你已经死了。”

“死了？不，那不是我。”

“可你并没有告诉我啊！你连一封信也没有给我写——这八年里一封信也没有，约翰·史密斯！”

“可你当时还是个孩子啊，波卡洪塔斯。你那时还不识字呢！”

“好吧，可我现在识字了！”她生气地说道，“也许我当时是个孩子，约翰·史密斯，但我父亲把你交给了我——就在很久前的那天，在我父亲的村子里。你不记得吗？从那天起，我就开始爱上了你。”
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他用那双好看的蓝眼睛忧伤地望着她，他眼中的她此刻又变成了一个孩子。她记起了所有的往事。

“你并不爱我，”她说，“你从来就没爱过我。”

“我……不懂爱情，”他缓缓地说道，“你是首领的女儿，波卡洪塔斯，而我既不富有，也不是权贵。我至今未娶；或许我不了解女人吧。而且你当时还是个孩子，波卡洪塔斯。”

“我那时是个孩子——可我爱你，而你却走了，”她说，“八年来我没有你的任何音信。”

他很长时间都没说话。然后他开口了：“很抱歉，波卡洪塔斯。我错了。”

“我是那么的爱你，”她忧伤地说。这时门开了，她的小儿子托马斯走了进来。“可我现在有了儿子和丈夫，”她说，“而且他们爱我。你和我不能再成为朋友了。再见，约翰·史密斯。”

“再见，波卡洪塔斯。”他看了她一会儿，然后走出门外。她从此以后再也没见过他。

六个月后，约翰·罗尔夫说：“我们必须回弗吉尼亚了，亲爱的。那里还有工作在等着我。而且你也需要弗吉尼亚温暖的阳光。”

没错，波卡洪塔斯现在病了，而且英国冬季寒冷的降雨对她也没有好处。她什么也没说，准备动身。船从伦敦顺流而下，来到一座名为格雷夫森德的海边小镇。但当他们到达那里时，波卡洪塔斯病情加重，卧床不起。约翰·罗尔夫坐在妻子的床边，忧伤地望着她的脸。
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她微笑着对他说：“再见了，约翰。我要回家了——回到那片有着森林与河流的土地。”

*　　*　　*

波卡洪塔斯于1617年3月死于格雷夫森德。

有两件事使她闻名于世：她是第一个嫁给英国人并且来到了英国的美洲女性。她也是第一批去弗吉尼亚的英国人的好朋友。

她的丈夫约翰·罗尔夫回到了弗吉尼亚，在那里娶了一个英国女人。他于1622年在弗吉尼亚去世。波卡洪塔斯的儿子托马斯小的时候跟罗尔夫的家人生活在英国，但在1635年搬到弗吉尼亚生活。

约翰·史密斯没有再离开英国。他写了很多有关美洲的有趣的书，在那些书里他写到了波卡洪塔斯。他一直活到1631年，终身未娶。也许他无法忘记波卡洪塔斯最后一次跟他道别时的那双忧伤的黑眼睛。


ACTIVITIES
Before Reading

1．Read the stroy introduction of the book. Are these sentences true? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) Pocahontas has blue eyes.

YES □／NO □

2) Pocahontas is the daughter of a King.

YES □／NO □

3) The English came to Virginia for a holiday.

YES □／NO □

4) The English call their town after their king.

YES □／NO □

5) The Indians lived in North America for a long time before 1607.

YES □／NO □

6) The Indians wanted the English to go home.

YES □／NO □

7) Pocahontas meets John Smith in Jamestown.

YES □／NO □

2．What happens in this story? Can you guess? Choose words to complete these sentences.

1) Pocahontas marries John Smith / another Englishman.

2) The Indians kill / don't kill John Smith.

3) The English and the Indians are enemies / good friends.

4) John Smith stays in Virginia / goes back to England.

5) Pocahontas stays in Virginia / visits England.

6) Pocahontas / John Smith dies when. she / he is still young.

7) The story has a happy / an unhappy ending.


ACTIVITIES
While Reading

1．Read Chapter 1. How many true sentences can you make from this table?
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2．Read Chapters 2 and 3. Who said these words, and to whom?

1) 'They are a new people from over the sea.'

2) 'We want to live here, and be your friends.'

3) 'We don't want the English, or their King James.'

4) 'He has wonderful blue eyes — the colour of the sky.'

5) 'I am the King's daughter, and I say no!'

6) 'One day, we want these big guns too.'

7) '...friends are better than guns.'

8) 'We can't give them our corn every year!'

3．Before you read Chapter 4, can you guess what happens?

1) Do the Englishmen give any guns to Powhatan?

2) What happens between Pocahontas and John Smith?

4．Read Chapter 4. Here are some untrue sentences about it. Change them into true sentences.

1) The Englishmen had thousands of men.

2) Pocahontas never visited Jamestown.

3) Pocahontas taught John Smith many new things.

4) To Pocahontas, John Smith was the richest man in the world.

5) Pocahontas wanted John Smith for her friend.

6) Pocahontas didn't think about John Smith for two months.

5．Read Chapter 5, and answer these questions.

1) What did Powhatan want from John Smith?

2) How did Powhatan feel about John Smith's answer?

3) Where did the seven hundred Indians come from?

4) Why did the Indians put down their bows and arrows?

5) Why was it difficult for Pocahontas to visit John Smith?

6) What did the Englishmen and the Indians want?

7) How many people now lived in Jamestown?

8) Why did John Smith go home to England?

9) What did Pocahontas do when she left Jamestown?

6．Before you read Chapter 6, can you guess what happens? Choose one of these answers.

Pocahontas marries...

1) John Smith.

2) another Englishman.

3) an Indian.

7．Read Chapter 6. Choose the best question word for these questions, and then answer them.

Why / Who / What

1) ...did the Indians do to the Englishmen?

2) ...did the English take a hostage?

3) ...did Powhatan want more — his guns or his daughter?

4) ...did Pocahontas make friends with?

5) ...wanted to marry Pocahontas?

6) ...did he want to marry her?

8．Read Chapter 7. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)? Change the false sentences into true ones.

1) Pocahontas was interested in everything in London.

2) Nobody in London wanted to be Pocahontas' friend.

3) Queen Anne told Pocahontas that John Smith was dead.

4) Pocahontas was a child when John Smith went away.

5) She was happy when John Smith came to see her.

6) The cold weather in England was bad for Pocahontas.

7) Pocahontas died when she was an old woman.

8) John Smith never went to North America again.


ACTIVITIES
After Reading

1．What did Powhatan say to Pocahontas in the forest? Put their conversation in the right order, and write in the speakers' names. Powhatan speaks first (number 3).

1) ______ 'Run to John Smith and put your arms over his head, before Opekankanu's stick comes down.'

2) ______ 'Yes, I can. But why must I do this, father? You are the King. You can say "no" to Opekankanu.'

3) ______ 'Listen, Pocahontas. When the men bring the Englishman in front of me and put his head on the stone, you must watch Opekankanu.'

4) ______ 'And then do I take John Smith away?'

5) ______ 'Of course I can say “no”. But I want John Smith to learn something.'

6) ______ 'Run? Run where, father?'

7) ______ 'He must learn that I am the King in this country. And a King can give life, or he can take it away.'

8) ______ 'Do I speak to Opekankanu?'

9) ______ 'No, first you must ask for his life. Say, “Father don't kill this man! ”Can you do this for me?'

10) ______ 'Learn what, father?'

11) ______ 'No, say nothing. Just watch him. But when he walks to the stone with his stick, get ready to run.'

2．Find these words in the word search below, and draw a line through them. The words go from left to right, and from top to bottom.

arrow, bead, bird, bow, chief, church, compass, corn, field, finger, fish, glass, gun, queen, stone, vegetables, walls, world
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Now write down all the letters without a line through them. Begin with the first line, and go across each line to the end. There are 41 letters, and they make a sentence of 9 words.

1) What is the sentence?

2) Who said it in the story?

3) Where was the speaker at the time?

4) How was the speaker's life different now?

3．Here is a new illustration for the story. Find the best place in the story to put the picture, and answer these questions.

The picture goes in Chapter ______.

1) Who are the people in the picture?

2) Where are they — in which city and which country?

3) Why is the woman sad?

Now write a caption for the illustration.
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Caption: ________________________________.

4．Here is John Smith's letter to King James and Queen Anne. Circle the correct words.

Dear King James and Queen Anne

My friends tell / say me that Pocahontas is in / at London. I do / would like to see him / her very much. We were / are friends in Virginia. Her brother's father / father's brother wanted to kill / die me, but Pocahontas stopped / made him. She usually / often came to Jamestown, and she helped the English a lot / a little in those early days. She was a big / little girl then. Does she remember / forget me now? Perhaps I can / must see her in London. Please tell her about us / me, and say goodbye / hello to her from me.

John Smith

5．What did you think about the people in this story? Did you like them? Did you feel sorry for anybody? Choose some names, and complete some of these sentences.

Pocahontas / John Smith / Powhatan / John Rolfe / Opekankanu / Samuel Argall

1) I liked ______ because ______.

2) I didn't like ______ because ______.

3) I felt sorry for ______ when ______.

4) ______ was right to ______.

5) ______ was wrong to ______.

6) I was angry with ______ when ______.
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内容简介

大海有很多面。有时它平静温和——如同游泳池般安宁。有时它狂野、暴躁而危险。我们筑堤抵挡大海，大海却把它们冲走。我们造船在海上航行，大海却把它们劈成两截，如同孩子折断玩具。当大海露出其狰狞的一面时，它就像一头野兽，一心只想着杀戮。

当然，你并不害怕大海。你在陆地上很安全，温暖而干燥。但若你是在怒海中的一条小船上，脸上是飞溅而来的海水，耳畔是咆哮不停的海风，那情况就不一样了。对我们来说，要做到不害怕很容易；这只是一本书而已。但对于格雷丝·达林，这不是故事。这是非常真实、寒冷而狂野的夜晚，那一夜她和大海抗争，毫无畏惧。


GRACE DARLING

The sea has many faces. Sometimes it is calm and gentle — as quiet as a swimming-pool. Sometimes it is wild, and angry, and dangerous. We build walls against the sea, and the sea washes them away. We build ships to sail on the sea, and the sea breaks them in two, like a child breaking a toy. When the sea wears its angry face, it is like a wild animal — that wants only to kill.




You, of course, are not afraid of the sea. You are safe on land, you are warm and dry. But it is different when you are on a small boat in an angry sea, with salt water flying into your face and the wind screaming in your ears. For us it is easy not to be afraid; this is only a book. But for Grace Darling it was no story. It was a very real, cold, wild night when she fought with the sea, and was not afraid.
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The Times　　London, 19th September 1838



On the afternoon of 6th September, the steamship For farshire began its journey from Hull to Dundee, in Scotland. There were 60 people on the For farshire, which was a big, comfortable, modern ship. There was a strong, north-east wind that afternoon, but at first no one was afraid...



1
The For farshire

Daniel Donovan was a passenger on the For farshire. He stood on the deck of the ship, and looked at the sea. It was difficult to stand on the deck, because the wind was so strong. The ship was moving up and down uncomfortably and Daniel felt ill. Then a big wave hit the side of the ship, and salt water flew into his face.

'The wind is getting stronger,' said a passenger beside him. He was a tall, dark man with a black coat — Mr Robb, a churchman. 'And it's getting darker, too.'

'Yes,' said Daniel. 'I can't see the land now.' He looked to the west, but he could see no land, no lights. Only water — big grey waves with white tops, which went up and down, up and down.

'But the For farshire is a good modern ship,' said Mr Robb. 'Nothing can happen to a new ship like this. Listen to those fine strong engines!'

Daniel looked down at the big paddle wheel on the side of the ship. It went round and round, down under the white water, and up again... under the water, and up. Then he looked up at the black smoke which came from the For farshire's funnel.

'Yes,' he said. 'They're good, strong engines.' But he was not really sure. He was an engineer, so he knew about engines. Sometimes the For farshire's engines made strange noises, and the paddle wheels went round slowly. Then there was a crash, and they went quickly again. Daniel was not happy.

A sea-bird flew low across the white tops of the big, grey waves. Daniel watched it, and felt wind and rain on his face. Then a door opened behind him, and a woman screamed.

'Simon, come back! Come back at once!'

Daniel looked behind him, and saw a small boy. He was running across the deck. He was only three or four years old, and the wind was much too strong for him. He fell over on the deck and began to cry. Then another big wave hit the side of the ship. The white water came over the side and carried the boy along the deck.

'Help!' the woman screamed. 'Save my child!'

Daniel put out a hand and caught the boy's coat. Then he carried him quickly back to his mother.

'Quick! Get back in, out of the wind, woman!' he shouted. He hurried through the door and closed it with a crash. 'It's too dangerous for children out there!'

'Yes, I know,' the woman said. 'Come here, Simon!' She sat down and held the boy with one arm. She had another child in her other arm — a little girl, about one or two years old. 'Thank you, sir,' she said.

The ship moved up and down very quickly, and Daniel sat down beside the woman. She smiled at him, but she looked very white and ill.

'I'm Daniel Donovan,' he said, 'What's your name?'

'Mary Dawson,' she said. 'This is my son Simon, and my daughter Sarah.'

'Isn't your husband with you?'

'No,' she said. 'He's in Scotland. We're going home to see him. It's good we're in a strong, modern ship.'

'Yes,' said Daniel. Then for a few seconds he said nothing. It was quiet in this room. Much quieter than outside.

'Mr Donovan,' said Mrs Dawson suddenly. 'What's happened to the engines? I can't hear them now. Can you?'

Daniel listened. 'My God,' he thought. 'She's right! The engines have stopped!' He could hear the noise of the wind and the sea, but not the engines. 'You're right, Mrs Dawson,' he said. He stood up, and ran to the door. 'Excuse me. I...' But then he opened the door, and his words were lost in the wind.

Outside, he looked up at the ship's funnel. There was no smoke above it. He looked over the side of the ship, at the big paddle wheels. He watched them for two minutes, but they did not move. And all the time the big grey waves lifted the For farshire up and down, and white water blew over the deck.

'What's happening?' screamed Mr Robb. 'Why aren't we moving?'

'The engines have broken down!' shouted Donovan. 'This isn't a sailing ship — it can't move without its engines!'

A big wave hit the side of the paddle wheel and sent white water over their heads. Some sailors were trying to put up a small sail, but the wind belw it out of their hands, away across the sea into the night.

'There are women and children on this ship,' shouted Mr Robb. 'It's nearly dark, and the weather is getting worse. What can we do?'

Daniel looked at him. 'I don't know, my friend,' he shouted back. 'I can't do anything. Why not ask God — you're a churchman! Perhaps He'll send an angel to save us!'



steamship n. non-military ship driven by steam power 汽船，轮船 

passenger n. a person, not the driver, traveling in a public or private vehicle 乘客，旅客

deck n. a floor built across a ship over all or part of its length 甲板，舱面

engine n. a machine that changes energy into mechanical force or motion 发动机，引擎

paddle wheel a wheel with boards or paddles affixed around its circumference, usually driven by steam to propel a ship 明轮，桨轮

funnel n. a metal chimney for letting out smoke from a steam engine or steamship （机车或轮船的）烟囱

crash n. a sudden loud noise made e.g. by a violent blow, break, etc. 碰撞声

hurry v. to move or act with speed or haste 快速地移动或行动

lift v. to direct or carry from a lower to a higher position 举起，升高 

sail n. a piece of strong cloth fixed in position on a ship to move it through the water by the force of the wind 帆，篷 

angel n. a messenger from God 天使



《泰晤士报》　　伦敦，1838年9月19日



9月6日下午，福法尔郡号轮船开始了从赫尔到苏格兰敦提的航行。福法尔郡号是一艘豪华舒适的新式大船，船上载有60人。那天下午刮着强劲的东北风，但是一开始并没有人感到害怕……



1．福法尔郡号

丹尼尔·多诺万是福法尔郡号上的一名乘客。他站在船甲板上望着大海。由于风势强劲，人很难在甲板上站稳。船上下颠簸得很厉害，丹尼尔觉得很不舒服。接着一个大浪打在船侧，海水飞溅到他脸上。

“风力越来越强了，”他身边的一名乘客说。这位高大黝黑的黑衣男士是罗布先生，一位牧师，“而且天也越来越黑了。”

“是的，”丹尼尔说，“现在我已经看不见陆地了。”他向西望去，但是看不见陆地，也看不见任何亮光。他只看见海水——顶着白色浪尖的灰色巨浪不断地起伏汹涌。
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“但是福法尔郡号是一艘优良的新式海船，”罗布先生说，“这样一艘新船是不会出事的。听听那些精良有力的引擎发出的声音。”

丹尼尔低头看船侧的巨大桨轮，它们不停转动，时而深入白色的水下，时而钻出水面……周而复始。接着他抬起头来，看着福法尔郡号烟囱里冒出的黑烟。

“是的，”他说，“它们是强有力的引擎。”但他其实并不肯定。他是一名机械师，熟悉引擎。福法尔郡号的引擎时不时会发出异常的噪音，桨轮也转得缓慢。接着会发出撞击声，桨轮又恢复快速转动。丹尼尔忧心忡忡。

一只海鸟低空飞过灰色巨浪的白色浪尖。丹尼尔盯着它，感觉风雨打在自己脸上。突然他身后的一扇门打开了，一个女人在尖叫：

“西蒙，回来！马上回来！”

丹尼尔往身后一瞧，看到一个小男孩。他正从甲板那边跑过来。他只有三四岁，这风对他来说是太大了。他摔倒在甲板上，哭了起来。正在这时又一个巨浪击中船侧，白色的海浪冲过船舷，把小男孩沿着甲板冲出了一段距离。

“救命啊！”那女人尖叫道，“救救我的孩子！”
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丹尼尔伸出一只手抓住了男孩的外套，然后飞快地把男孩抱还给他的母亲。

“快！回里面去，别待在风里，女士！”他喊道。他迅速走进舱门，使劲把门砰地关上。“孩子在外面太危险了！”

“是的，我知道，”女人说，“过来，西蒙！”她坐下来，用一只胳臂搂着男孩。她的另一只胳臂里还抱着一个孩子——一个一两岁大的小女孩。“谢谢您，先生。”她说道。

船颠簸得厉害，丹尼尔在这个女人身边坐下来。她冲他笑了笑，但她看起来苍白而虚弱。
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“我叫丹尼尔·多诺万，”他说，“您叫什么名字？”

“玛丽·道森，”她回答说，“这是我的儿子西蒙和女儿萨拉。”

“您丈夫没和您一起吗？”

“没有，”她说，“他在苏格兰呢，我们现在就是回去看他。幸好我们坐的是一艘坚固的新式轮船。”

“是啊。”丹尼尔说。接着他沉默了几秒钟。客舱里很安静，比外面安静多了。

“多诺万先生，”道森夫人突然说，“引擎怎么了？我听不见响了，您能听见吗？”

丹尼尔听了听。“天哪，”他想，“她说得对！引擎已经停了！”他能听到狂风和大海的喧嚣声，但听不到引擎的声音。“您说得对，道森夫人。”说着他站了起来，向门口跑去。“失陪一下，我……”但接着他打开门，话音随之消散在风里。

到了外面，他抬头看轮船的烟囱——上面没有冒烟。他从船侧探头察看巨大的桨轮，看了两分钟，但它们一动不动。而灰色的大浪一直载着福法尔郡号不断上下颠簸，白色的水花飞溅到甲板上。

“出什么事了？”罗布先生尖叫道，“为什么我们原地不动了？”

“引擎出毛病了！”多诺万大叫着说，“这不是帆船，没有引擎它就动不了！”

一个巨浪击中桨轮，激起的浪花飞过他们头顶。一些水手试图升起一面小帆，但大风将它从水手们手里刮了出去，飘向大海远处，最后消失于夜色中。

“船上还有妇女和孩子，”罗布先生喊道，“天快黑了，天气越来越糟。我们该怎么办？”

丹尼尔看着他。“我不知道，我的朋友，”他回喊道，“我无能为力。干吗不问问上帝——您可是一位牧师！也许上帝会派一位天使来救我们！”


2
The Lighthouse

When the engines stopped, the For farshire was about five kilometres east of St Abbs Head, in Scotland. The ship was travelling north, from Hull to Dundee. But the wind came from the north, so the For farshire, without her engines, began to go south again, back to England. It was dark, and the wind was very strong.

About thirty kilometres south-east of St Abbs Head is a group of small rocky islands not far from the mainland. These are the Farne Islands. On one of them, Longstone Island, there is a lighthouse. There were three people in the lighthouse that night — William Darling, his wife Thomasin, and their daughter Grace. Grace's brothers were usually there too, but that night they were in Bamburgh, on the mainland.

At seven o'clock that night, William Darling went up the long stairs of the lighthouse to light the big oil lantern. Grace went with him. William Darling was a thin, strong man about fifty years old. He moved quickly and quietly. He had a candle in his hand. Sometimes he turned to talk to Grace, and the candlelight lit up the big brown eyes in his kind, old face.

Grace was a young woman about twenty-two years old. She was not very tall or strong. She had big brown eyes like her father, and soft brown hair. She carried an oil can in one hand, and held the side of her long skirts with the other hand. She smiled at her father while they talked.

At the top of the lighthouse Grace and her father came into a small room. This room had no walls — just big windows all around. The noise of the wind and rain was terrible here, and they had to shout to hear each other.

Grace put oil in the big lantern in the middle of the room, and William lit it. When the lantern was burning, the big silver mirrors began to move slowly around it. William Darling and his daughter stood and watched them. The rain crashed against the windows, and the wind screamed like an animal in the night.

'God help the poor sailors to see this light,' shouted William. 'It's as dark as death out there. No moon, no stars — nothing but wind and rain and wild white water.'

'Let us pray there are no ships near the rocks,' shouted Grace. 'The storm will wreck any ship that comes near them tonight.'

'That's true, lass,' said William. 'But we can do no more now. Let's go down to supper.'

The father and daughter went slowly down the dark, narrow stairs to the kitchen. Grace's mother, Thomasin, was putting the supper on the table. She was a whitehaired woman of sixty-five.

'Did you see anything?' she asked. 

'No, my love, nothing,' William answered. 'Only the rain on the windows.'

'Thank God,' she said. 'You couldn't help anyone tonight, William. If there is a shipwreck, you can do nothing. The boys aren't here.'

'But, mother,' Grace said. 'Father has to try to save people. It's his job. He can't leave them to die.'

'Grace, no man could row a boat by himself in this wild sea,' said Thomasin. 'So let us thank God that there are no poor ships near us, on this terrible night.'

'Yes, Grace, let us thank God for that,' said William. And so the three people sat quietly around their table in the warm kitchen, and put their hands together to pray. In the black night outside, the wind screamed, and the big waves crashed against the rocks, again and again and again.



lighthouse n. a tall structure with a powerful light that guides ships or warns them of dangerous rocks 灯塔 

lantern n. a lamp consisting of a metal or glass container surrounding a flame or light 灯笼，提灯

can n. a usually round metal container 金属制的圆柱形容器

wreck v. to undergo ruin or disaster 使毁灭，使遇难

shipwreck n. the destruction of a ship, as by storm or collision 船只失事，海难

row v. to propel (a boat) with or as if with oars （用桨或桨状物）划船


2．灯塔

当引擎停下来时，福法尔郡号正位于苏格兰圣阿布斯海角以东约五公里处。轮船由赫尔向北航行去往敦提。但是风从北面来，于是，失去了引擎的福法尔郡号开始往南漂移，那是回英格兰的方向。天黑了，风非常大。

在圣阿布斯海角东南面大约三十公里处靠近陆地的地方，有一片岩石小岛，是法恩群岛。在其中的长石岛上有一座灯塔。当晚，灯塔里有三个人：威廉·达林，他的妻子托马辛，还有他们的女儿格雷丝。平时格雷丝的哥哥们也在那儿，但是那天晚上他们去了陆上的班堡。

晚上七点钟，威廉·达林爬上灯塔长长的楼梯去点燃巨大的油灯。格雷丝和他同行。威廉·达林五十上下，瘦小精干，行动迅速而安静。他手里拿着一根蜡烛，不时转过头来和格雷丝说话，烛光照亮了他苍老和蔼的脸上那双棕色的大眼。
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格雷丝很年轻，约二十二岁，长得不高也不强壮。她有一双和父亲一样的棕色大眼睛，以及柔软的棕色头发。她一只手拎着一个油罐，另一只手提着长裙的裙摆。她一边说着话，一边冲着父亲微笑。

到了灯塔顶上，格雷丝和父亲走进一个小房间。这个房间没有墙壁，四周都是大窗户。这里的风雨声大得吓人，他们必须大声喊才能听见对方在说什么。

格雷丝将油倒进屋子中央的大灯里，威廉把它点燃。当灯燃烧起来，银光闪闪的大镜子开始围着它缓慢转动。威廉·达林和女儿站在一边看着。雨水撞击着窗户，狂风如同黑夜中的野兽一般咆哮着。

“愿上帝帮助可怜的水手们看到这亮光，”威廉喊道，“外面死黑死黑的，没有月亮，没有星星——除了风雨和汹涌的海浪，什么也没有。”

“让我们祈祷暗礁附近没有船只吧。”格雷丝喊道，“今晚所有靠近暗礁的船只都会被风暴摧毁。”

“没错，女儿，”威廉说，“但除了祈祷我们也无能为力。我们下去吃晚饭吧。”

父女俩缓缓走下黑暗狭窄的楼梯，来到厨房。格雷丝的母亲托马辛正把晚饭端上桌子。她是一位六十五岁的白发妇人。

“你们看到什么了吗？”她问。

“没有，亲爱的，什么也没有，”威廉回答说，“只有窗户上的雨水。”

“感谢上帝，”她说，“今晚你谁也帮不了，威廉。如果有船只失事，你无能为力。儿子们都不在。”

“但是妈妈，”格雷丝说，“爸爸必须尽力救人，这是他的工作，他不能见死不救。”

“格雷丝，今天大海这么凶猛，没人能独自划船出海，”托马辛说，“就让我们感谢上帝，保佑在这样可怕的夜晚我们附近没有可怜的船只。”

“是的，格雷丝，我们求上帝保佑吧。”威廉说完，三个人安静地围坐在温暖的厨房的桌旁，合起手来祈祷。屋外的黑夜中，大风呼啸，巨浪撞击着礁石，一遍，一遍，又一遍。


3
In the Engine Room

'Mr Donovan!'

'Yes.'

'The captain wants to see you. You're an engineer, aren't you? Come this way, please.' The sailor opened a door and Daniel went quickly inside. They went down some stairs. He opened another door, and a great cloud of steam came out. Daniel followed the young sailor into the room. It was very hot in here, and there were clouds of steam everywhere. A tall, red-faced man came up to him.

'Mr Donovan? My name's Humble, Captain Humble. We need you, sir. You're an engineer, I understand. One of these engines has already stopped, and the other is working very badly. There's too much steam in this room, sir, and not...'

A big wave hit the ship with a terrible crash and Daniel, Captain Humble and the young sailor held onto the wall. Daniel saw a big man in a blue coat, and shouted to him.

'Are you the ship's engineer?'

'Yes!' The man looked angry, tired, and frightened.

'What's the matter? Why has this engine stopped?'

'Why? Because it's too old, of course! Look here! See this? And this...' For five minutes the two engineers moved around in the steam and smoke, and looked at the big engines.

'See? It's broken here, and here! How can I mend it now, in the middle of a storm? Can you do that, sir?'

Daniel shook his head. He was angry and frightened. 'No, of course I can't! The ship must go back to land!'

The man agreed quickly. 'That's right, that's what I say! But you tell Captain Humble that! He says this is a new, modern ship, so it can go anywhere, in any weather! Our rich passengers want to go to Scotland, so that's where we're going, he says! But it's too dangerous and...'

The man stopped when Captain Humble came near. 'Well, Mr Donovan? Can you help us? Do you know more about engines than this stupid engineer here? He says he can do nothing, and we must go back to Hull, because of a small storm! But I'm sure...'

'He's right, Captain Humble!' shouted Daniel. 'I can do nothing for these engines here, in this storm! They're too old, and this one is broken in three places! We must go back to land, Captain, or we will all drown! I cannot help you!'

'Gaaaaaargh!' The captain pushed Daniel angrily away from him. 'Then get out of my way, Mr Donovan — you're no good to me! Get back to the women and children!'

Daniel went quickly to the door, and up the stairs to the wind and rain outside. But he was a badly frightened man. His hands were shaking, and it was hard for him to stand in the terrible screaming wind. Above his head, two sailors were putting up a small sail. 'That's no good,' he thought. 'It's too small for a big ship like this. Without engines, we can do nothing.'

He stared out to sea, but he could see nothing — only the white tops of the great black waves, and the black clouds above. No stars, no moon. But — far away to the south-west — there was a little light flashing. On... off... on... off. It went behind a wave, and then came back again, like a star in the night sky, far away.

But it was coming nearer. Nearer all the time.



captain n. the person in command of a ship 船长

mend v. to make repairs to 修理

frightened adj. scared 受惊的

drown v. to die by being under water and unable to breathe 溺死，淹死

flash v. to shine suddenly and brightly for a short time 闪光，闪烁


3．机舱里

“多诺万先生！”

“哎。”

“船长要见您。您是机械师，对吧？这边请。”水手打开一扇门，丹尼尔迅速走进去，他们下了几级台阶。他又打开一扇门，一大团蒸汽扑面而来。丹尼尔跟随年轻的水手走进房间，里面很热，到处都是一团团的蒸汽。一个高大的红脸男人向他走过来。

“多诺万先生是吗？我是亨布尔，亨布尔船长。我们需要您，先生。我知道您是机械师。两个引擎有一个已经停了，另一个现在运行得也很糟糕。这屋子里蒸汽太多了，先生，而且不……”

随着一声巨响，一个大浪击中轮船，丹尼尔、亨布尔船长和那名年轻的水手紧紧抓住墙壁。丹尼尔看到一个身穿蓝色外套的大个子，就向他喊道：“你是这艘船的机械师吗？”

“是的！”这个男人看上去很生气，很疲倦，而且很恐惧。

“出什么问题了？引擎为什么停了？”

“为什么？当然是因为它太旧了！看看这儿！看到了吗？还有这里……”这两名机械师在蒸汽和烟幕里绕着巨大的引擎查看了五分钟。
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“看到了吗？这里坏了，还有这里！这会儿在暴风雨里，我怎么修理？您能吗，先生？”

丹尼尔摇摇头，他又怒又怕：“不，我肯定不能！这艘船得立刻回到岸边去！”

这个男人马上表示同意：“对，我也是这么说的！但是你得跟亨布尔船长说！他说这是一艘新式的新船，所以它哪儿都能去，什么天气也不怕！我们船上有钱的乘客们想去苏格兰，所以那里才是我们的目的地，他这么说的！但这太危险了，而且……”

亨布尔船长走了过来，他便住了口。“怎么样，多诺万先生？您能够帮助我们吗？您是不是比这个愚蠢的机械师更懂引擎呢？他说他无能为力，因为这么一场小小的风暴我们就必须回赫尔去！但是我相信……”

“他是对的，亨布尔船长！”丹尼尔喊道，“在这样的暴风雨里，我对这些引擎也无能为力！它们太旧了，光这一个就有三个地方坏了！我们必须回岸边去，船长，否则我们都会淹死的！我帮不了您！”

“啊——见鬼！”船长恼怒地把丹尼尔从身边推开，“那就别挡我的道儿，多诺万先生——你对我没用处了！回到女人和孩子中间去吧！”

丹尼尔疾步走到门口，上了台阶来到风雨交加的外面。但是他着实被吓到了。他的双手在颤抖，而且他很难在呼啸的狂风中站稳。在他上方，有两个水手在升一面小帆。“没用的，”他想，“对这么大一艘船来说，那帆太小了。没有引擎，我们什么也干不了。”

他向海上望去，却什么也看不到——只有漆黑巨浪的白色浪尖和天上的乌云，没有星星，没有月亮。但是——在西南方向远远的地方——有一点微弱的亮光，忽明忽暗，闪烁不定。它一会儿被大浪挡住，一会儿又重新跃出来，就像夜空中的一颗星，那么遥远。

但它正在靠近，越来越近。


4
Nothing to See

It was half past two in the morning. In the lighthouse, Grace was asleep in her room. It was a small, tidy room, with white walls. Her dress was on the back of the door, and her other clothes were on a chair by the bed. There were some books on a desk, and some sea-birds' eggs on a table.

Someone knocked at the door. 'Grace!' her father's voice called. 'Wake up, lass. I need you to help me.'

'What is it, father?' She got up quickly, and opened the door. William Darling stood there with a candle in his hand. He was wearing his big black coat and heavy boots, and his hat was pulled down over his ears. His face was tired, and wet with rain.

'The storm is worse. The wind is coming from the north now, and it's stronger. We shall have to go outside and tie the boat down, or we shall lose it!'

'All right. I'll be down in a minute.' Quickly, Grace closed the door and put her clothes on. She often got up in the night. There was always work on a lighthouse, and the sea did not wait for morning. A minute later, she ran downstairs to the kitchen, put a coat over her thin dress, tied her hair under her hat, and followed her father out into the night.

The wind nearly lifted her off her feet. It was strong, black, hard, and wet. She opened her mouth to call to her father, but the words blew away into the night. Her coat and dress blew out behind her like paper, and the rain hit her face, like small stones.

She walked slowly after her father, to the boathouse. Her father was carrying a small lantern, and in its light Grace saw a great wave of white water. It broke against the rock in front of the boathouse, and white water crashed against the boathouse doors. William shouted something to Grace but she could not hear him — the sounds of the wind and the sea were too loud, too terrible.

In the boathouse, she helped her father tie the boat down to the rock. They tied down the oars, too, so that nothing could move them. Then they ran outside and carried everything into the kitchen — their chickens, their fishing things. Nothing could stay outside on a night like this.

Before they went back in, Grace stared out into the night. The light from the top of the lighthouse flashed out over the water, and for thirty seconds she could see very well. One after another, the big, black waves came out of the darkness — waves ten, twenty metres high! When they hit the rock there was a huge crash, and white water flew everywhere, thirty, forty metres up over the Longstone rock.

Grace stared out, over the waves, past the rocks and islands. But — thank God! — she could see no lights, no ships. No ship could live in that sea tonight.

'Grace! Come on in, lass!' Her father held the door open behind her. She went in quickly, and he closed the door behind them. Her mother had warm drinks ready for them.

'Go to bed now, father,' Grace said. 'You've had no sleep yet tonight. I'll watch the light now, and mother can come up at five.'

'All right, lass,' he said. William was very tired. He went upstairs with his wife, and in two minutes they were asleep.

Grace finished her drink quickly, and changed out of her wet clothes. Then she went up alone to the room with the big windows at the top of the lighthouse. The wild wind screamed and shook the glass.

It was half past three in the morning.



tidy adj. orderly and neat in appearance or habits 整齐的，整洁的

boot n. a covering of leather or rubber for the foot and part or all of the leg 长靴

boathouse n. a building at the water's edge in which boats are kept 船库，船屋

watch v. to pay attention to; to take care of 看守，看护


4．什么都看不见

凌晨两点半。灯塔里，格雷丝在自己的房间里睡觉。这是一个整洁的小房间，墙壁雪白。她的裙子挂在门后，其他衣服放在床边的椅子上。书桌上有一些书，桌子上有一些海鸟蛋。

有人敲门。“格雷丝！”是她父亲的声音，“醒醒，女儿。我需要你的帮助。”

“怎么了，爸爸？”她飞快地下床，打开房门。威廉·达林手握蜡烛站在那里。他身着黑色大外套，脚穿一双厚重的靴子，帽子拉低盖住了耳朵。他满脸倦容，被雨水淋得湿漉漉的。

“暴风雨变大了。现在风从北方刮来，越来越猛。我们必须出去把船拴好，否则我们可能会失去它！”

“好的，我马上下去。”格雷丝迅速关上门穿好衣服。她经常半夜起来。在灯塔总有活儿可干，而且大海从不会等天亮再发作。一分钟后，她跑到楼下的厨房，在单薄的裙子外面罩上一件外套，把头发束到帽子里，然后跟着父亲出门，走进夜色里。
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大风几乎将她吹起来了。黑夜里，狂风夹着雨水，凶猛而潮湿。她张开嘴要喊父亲，但声音被风声淹没，消散在黑夜里。她的外套和裙子如同纸片一般被风吹到身后乱舞着，雨水像小石子一样打到她脸上。

她尾随父亲缓步来到船屋。父亲拎着一个小提灯，借着灯光，格雷丝看到一个巨大的白浪打在船屋门前的礁石上飞溅开来，浪花飞到船屋的门上。威廉向格雷丝喊着什么，但她听不见——风声和海浪声太大，太猛烈了。

在船屋里，她帮助父亲把船绑到礁石上；他们还绑好了船桨，这样它们就不会被冲走。然后他们跑出来，把所有东西——包括他们养的鸡和渔具——都带回厨房。没有什么能经得住今晚外面的风雨。

进屋前，格雷丝向茫茫夜色中眺望。灯塔顶上发出的光洒到水面上，有三十秒钟她能看得很清楚。黑色的巨浪接二连三地从黑暗中扑出来——海浪足有一二十米高！它们撞击到礁石就会迸发出巨大的声响，水花四溅，飞到长石岛上空三四十米高的地方。

格雷丝放眼眺望大海远处，越过海浪望向礁石和岛屿的前方。但是——谢天谢地！——没有亮光，没有船只。今晚没有船能从海上生还。

“格雷丝！快进去，女儿！”父亲在她身后撑着门。她迅速进屋，他随手带上门。她的母亲为他们准备好了热饮。

“去睡吧，爸爸，”格雷丝说，“您今晚还一会儿都没睡过呢。现在我来照看灯，妈妈可以五点上来。”

“好吧，女儿。”他说。威廉非常疲惫。他和妻子一起上楼，没两分钟就睡着了。

格雷丝很快喝完东西，换下湿衣服，然后一个人来到灯塔顶上有大玻璃窗的房间。狂风呼啸，摇撼着窗玻璃。

此刻是凌晨三点半。


5
The Shipwreck

In the passengers' sitting room on the For farshire Mrs Dawson looked unhappily at Daniel, Mr Robb, and two other men — Thomas Buchanan and James Kelly. Her two children were crying in her arms. 'I'm so frightened. Do you think we're going to die? What can we do, Mr Donovan, without the engines?'

'Not much, Mrs Dawson,' said Daniel slowly. 'But there are some islands, south of here, called the Farne Islands. They are very near. I've seen the lighthouse flashing on them. I think the captain is trying to go into the quieter water between the islands and the mainland. I... I'll go outside again, to see how near the lighthouse is. I'll come back and tell you.'

Daniel got up and went out into the night. It was raining hard now, and the wind was screaming from the back of the ship. He stared into the dark. He could see nothing in the west. Where was the light? He walked carefully across the ship, to the other side. Suddenly he fell on the wet deck, and he caught the side of the ship with his hands. Then he looked up, and a light flashed into his eyes. There it was — the lighthouse, only three hundred metres away, to the north!

'But this is wrong!' he thought. 'We're too close! Much too close! I must tell the captain!'

He stood up and began to run along the deck. But there in front of him, a great mountain of white water flew into the sky... ten... twenty metres above the ship.

'Rocks!' screamed Daniel. 'Rocks! There are rocks in front of us, rocks all around! Captain! CAPTAIN!'

The captain was already shouting at the sailors, and the ship was turning, turning to the west, away from the light. But it was too late. There was a great crash, and Daniel and all the sailors fell to the deck. Then another crash... and another. The waves lifted the For farshire and threw it onto the rock, like a child playing with a toy.

Daniel held onto a rope, and stared into the dark. The light flashed again from the lighthouse. Then he looked back along the ship. People were running out onto the deck, and screaming.

Then another very big wave hit the ship. White water flew everywhere, and fell on Daniel like stones. He heard a terrible crash, and more water fell on him. He opened his eyes, and looked back along the ship.

But there was nothing there.

Nothing but black water, and more waves. The ship was broken in two, and the back of the ship, with the captain and all the rich passengers, was not there.

A voice shouted into the wind. 'God help us! Save us from the sea, oh God!' The door of the passengers' room was broken. But there were still some people inside the room — Mr Robb, Mrs Dawson and her two children, Mr Buchanan, and James Kelly. Mr Robb was praying loudly.

Daniel went carefully back along the deck to the broken door. He put out his hand to touch it, and then a wall of white water hit the ship, and he could see nothing.



toy n. an object for children to play with 玩具

rope n. a flexible, heavy cord of tightly intertwined cotton or other fibre 绳，绳索


5．海难

在福法尔郡号的乘客起居室里，道森夫人忧心忡忡地看着丹尼尔、罗布先生和另外两个男人——托马斯·布坎南和詹姆斯·凯利。两个孩子在她怀中哭泣。“我吓坏了。您觉得我们会死吗？没有了引擎我们该怎么办，多诺万先生？”

“没多少办法，道森夫人，”丹尼尔缓缓地说，“但是这里有一些岛屿，就在南边，叫法恩群岛。它们离这儿很近。我看到岛上灯塔的闪光了。我想船长正在试图驶入群岛和大陆之间平缓的水域。我……我再出去一趟，看看灯塔有多近。我会回来告诉您的。”

丹尼尔站起来，走入外面的夜色中。此刻雨下得很大，风从船尾呼啸而来。他向黑暗中望去，西边什么都没有。刚才的亮光在哪边来着？他小心翼翼地走到船的另一边。突然他滑倒在湿漉漉的甲板上，他用双手抓住船侧，然后抬头一看，一道亮光闪入他的眼帘。就在那里——那座灯塔，就在三百米以外，就在北边！

“可这样不对！”他想，“我们靠得太近了！实在太近了！我得告诉船长！”

他站起来，沿着甲板跑。但就在他面前，排山倒海般的巨浪冲上天空……高出船十米……二十米。

“暗礁！”丹尼尔喊道，“暗礁！我们前面有暗礁，周围都是！船长！船——长——”

此刻船长已经在冲着水手们大喊了。船在转向，朝西转，偏离了亮光的方向，但为时已晚。随着一次剧烈的撞击，丹尼尔和所有水手都摔倒在甲板上。接着又一次撞击……再一次。巨浪将福法尔郡号抛起来，又摔到暗礁上，就像一个孩子扔着玩具。

丹尼尔抓住一根绳子，向黑暗中凝视——灯塔的亮光又闪烁了一下。接着他回头看看船上，人们尖叫着，纷纷跑到甲板上。
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就在此时，又一个巨浪击中轮船。四溅的水花像石头般砸在丹尼尔身上。他听到一声可怕的撞击声，更多海水落到他身上。他睁开眼，回头看船上。

但那里什么也没有。

空无一物，只剩深沉的海水和接踵而来的浪涛。船断成两截，船的后半部分，还有上面的船长和所有有钱的乘客，都不见了。

一个声音在风中呼喊：“上帝救救我们吧！把我们从海里救出去，噢，上帝！”客舱的门被冲坏了，但舱里还有一些人——罗布先生、道森夫人和她的两个孩子、布坎南先生和詹姆斯·凯利。罗布先生正在大声祈祷。

丹尼尔小心翼翼地沿着甲板回到损坏的门那儿。他伸出手去摸门，此时一排幕墙似的海浪击中船身，他什么都看不见了。


6
Out of the Window

At twenty to five that morning, Grace felt a hand on her face. It was her mother. Grace was nearly asleep. The wind was screaming and shaking the big windows, and Thomasin Darling had to shout.

'Go to bed, Grace! It's nearly morning. I'll look after the lantern now.'

'All right, mother.' Grace got up slowly and went downstairs to her bedroom. It was much quieter in her room because of the strong stone walls. She looked at the birds' eggs on her table, the books on the desk near the bed. The bed looked warm and comfortable. She smiled, and began to get undressed.

A little grey light was coming in through the window. 'It's nearly morning,' she thought. 'I'll look at the sea, before I go to sleep.'

She walked to the window and looked out. But she could see nothing, because of the salt and rain on the glass. 'It doesn't matter,' she thought. 'I'm too tired. I'll go to bed.'

But before she went to bed, she prayed. And when she prayed, she heard a voice in her head. 'Go to the window, Grace,' it said. 'Go and look out.'

So she got up, went to the window, and opened it. The wind blew strongly into the room. It blew her hair across her face, and some books fell on the floor. In the grey morning light, Grace looked out across the sea.

Most of the rocks and small islands were under water. Big white waves were breaking over them. The sea was wild, frightening, terrible. Grace looked, and felt cold. She could not remember a storm as bad as this. She thought of her warm bed, and began to close the window.

Then she saw the ship.

It was a big ship, on Harker's Rock, about three hundred metres away to the south-west. A very big ship, but it was broken in two, with white water breaking all over it. Grace could not see it very well, because of the rain and the sea.

'Father! Father! Come quick!' She ran out of the room, down the stairs to her parents' bedroom. 'Come quick! There's a ship on Harker's Rock! A big one — a passenger ship! It's broken in two!'

William Darling was out of bed in a second. He put on his boots and coat and followed Grace up the stairs. 'Did you see any people?'

'No, father. But it's difficult to see anything in this wild sea.'

Her father took a telescope from his pocket and stared out of Grace's window at the wreck of the For farshire. He looked for a long time, then said, 'I can see no one, but my eyes are old. You look, lass.'

Grace stared carefully through the telescope. White water crashed over the wreck. Sometimes the ship moved on the rock, and sometimes pieces of wood fell off into the sea. But she saw no people.

'No, father. I think they have all drowned.'

'Poor, poor people.'

'Yes, but it's a good thing too, William.' Grace's mother was in the room now, and she was looking out of the window with her husband and daughter.

'Why is that, Thomasin?' William asked her.

'Why? Because the boys aren't here, William. You couldn't take a boat out in that wild sea alone. No one could. If there are people alive on that ship now, you cannot save them, William.'

'I could go with him, mother,' said Grace quietly.

'Not in a sea like that, Grace,' her mother said.

Her father said nothing.

'We mustn't stop looking,' said Grace. 'If there is someone alive, we can't just leave them to die.'

And so, for the next two hours, Grace and her parents watched the wreck of the For farshire through the telescope. Slowly, daylight came. But they saw no people... only rain, and waves, and a broken ship in the wild angry sea.



look after to take care of 照顾，照看

undress v. take off one's clothes 脱衣服

telescope n. a tubelike scientific instrument that makes distant objects look nearer and larger 望远镜

daylight n. the light of day; sunlight 日光，阳光


6．窗外

凌晨四点四十分，格雷丝感觉有一只手在抚摸她的脸。是她的母亲。格雷丝都快睡着了。狂风呼啸，摇撼着大窗，托马辛·达林不得不大声喊。

“去睡觉吧，格雷丝！天快亮了。现在我来看着灯。”

“好的，妈妈。”格雷丝缓缓站起来，下楼回到自己的卧室。因为有结实的石墙，她的房间里安静多了。她看了看桌上的鸟蛋和床头书桌上的书。床看起来温暖舒适。她笑了，开始脱衣服。
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一丝灰暗的光透过窗户照到房间里来。“天快亮了，”她想，“我要先看看海，再睡觉。”

她走到窗前向外望去，但因为窗玻璃上有盐渍和雨水，她什么也看不清。“没关系，”她想，“我太累了，我要睡觉了。”

但是在上床睡觉之前，她做了祷告。就在祷告时，她听见头脑里有个声音。“到窗户那里去，格雷丝，”那个声音说，“去看看外面。”

于是她站起来，走到窗前，打开窗户。风猛烈地刮进房间，把她的头发吹到脸上，一些书掉到地板上。趁着灰蒙蒙的晨光，格雷丝向海上眺望。

大多数暗礁和小岛都在水下。海水撞击着它们，迸发巨大的白浪。大海疯狂可怕，令人生畏。格雷丝看着看着，感到一阵寒意。她记忆中从没有过像这么恶劣的暴风雨。她想念自己温暖的被窝，于是开始关窗户。

就在这时她看到了那艘船。

这是一艘大船，就在哈克礁上，西南方向大约三百米远的地方。它的确是艘巨大的轮船，但已经折成两截，白色的浪花在船周四溅。由于雨水和海水交杂，格雷丝无法看清。

“爸爸！爸爸！快来！”她奔出房间，来到楼下她父母的卧室，“快来！哈克礁上有一艘船！一艘大客船！它已经断成两截了！”

威廉·达林立刻跳下床，穿上靴子和外套，跟着格雷丝上楼。“你看到有人吗？”

“没看到，父亲。但是海上狂风巨浪，很难看清什么。”

她父亲从口袋里拿出一架望远镜，透过格雷丝的窗户眺望福法尔郡号的残骸。他看了很久，然后说：“我没看到人，但我的视力不行，你来看看，女儿。”
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格雷丝透过望远镜聚精会神地看着。白色的海浪不断冲刷着船的残骸。船时而在礁石上动一下，时而有几块木头掉进海里。但是她一个人也没看到。

“没有人，爸爸。我猜他们全淹死了。”

“可怜，可怜的人们。”

“是啊，但这也是件好事，威廉。”格雷丝的母亲进了房间，和丈夫、女儿一起向窗外眺望。

“为什么，托马辛？”威廉问她。

“为什么？因为儿子们不在，威廉。你不能独自一人驾船到狂风暴雨的海上去。没人办得到。就算那艘船上现在还有人幸存，你也救不了他们，威廉。”

“我可以和爸爸一起去，妈妈。”格雷丝平静地说。

“这样的海上不能去，格雷丝。”她母亲说。

她父亲没说话。

“我们不能停止搜寻，”格雷丝说，“如果还有人幸存，我们不能置之不理，眼看着他们死去。”

于是，在接下来的两个小时里，格雷丝和父母一起用望远镜关注着福法尔郡号的残骸。慢慢地，天亮了。但他们一个人也没看到……只有大雨、波涛和怒海中的一艘破船。


7
On Harker's Rock

There were twelve people on Harker's Rock. Daniel Donovan was with Mrs Dawson and her children, and there were eight other people near them. The wreck of the For farshire was behind them, between them and the lighthouse.

They were nearly dead with wet and cold. Every two minutes, white water fell on them. Daniel had lost his coat, and the wind cut through his thin shirt like a knife. His hands and legs were red with blood. Mrs Dawson was crying and sat with her arms around her two small children. Mr Robb prayed in a loud voice without stopping. Thomas Buchanan and the other men sat together, too cold to move. One man had a broken leg.

The waves got bigger, and the people on the rock moved closer together. After half an hour Mr Robb, the churchman, stopped praying. Daniel looked at him. He was lying on the rock, his face white and cold. His eyes were open, but he did not see Daniel's hand in front of his face. He was dead.

'We'll all be dead soon,' shouted Thomas Buchanan angrily. 'No man can live long here, in this wind.'

'Why don't they come from the lighthouse to save us?' shouted James Kelly.

The lighthouse! Daniel remembered it suddenly. 'We must wave to it!' he shouted. 'They can't see us here! Come up onto the top of the rock! Wave to them!'

Daniel and James Kelly climbed to the top of the rock, but at first the others did not move — they were too cold, too tired, too frightened. Thomas Buchanan had to hit them and push them to the top of the rock.

The wind was very strong there, so it was difficult to stand. They held onto the rock and shouted and waved at the lighthouse as hard as they could.

No one answered. Behind the wild sea and the rain, the lighthouse stood still and quiet. A few minutes later, the light stopped flashing. But they saw nobody. One by one, the men came down from the top of the rock, and sat with their arms around each other, out of the wind. Only Daniel and Thomas Buchanan stayed on top of the rock. They waved and shouted and cried, but they saw no one. Their faces were as cold as death, and salty and wet from the sea.



cut v. to penetrate with a sharp edge 穿透

lie v. to place oneself at rest in a flat position 躺

wave v. to make a signal with an up-and-down or back-and-forth movement of the hand or an object held in the hand 挥手，招手


7．哈克礁上

哈克礁上有十二个人。丹尼尔·多诺万陪在道森夫人和她的孩子们身边，他们附近还有八个人。福法尔郡号的残骸就在他们身后，在他们和灯塔之间。

他们浑身湿透，快冻死了。海浪每隔两分钟就劈头盖脸地浇他们一通。丹尼尔的外套丟了，寒风像刀子一样刺透他单薄的衬衣。他的手上和腿上全是血。道森夫人坐在地上哭泣，臂弯里搂着她的两个孩子。罗布先生一刻不停地大声祷告。托马斯·布坎南和其他人坐在一起，冷得无力动弹。其中一人还折了腿。

海浪越来越大，礁石上的人靠得越来越紧。半小时后，牧师罗布先生停止了祷告。丹尼尔看着他。他躺在礁石上，脸苍白而冰冷。他双眼圆睁，但看不到丹尼尔的手在他面前挥动。他死了。

“很快我们全都会死的，”托马斯·布坎南怒吼道，“在这儿，在这样的大风里，没人能活得久。”

“灯塔的人怎么不来救我们？”詹姆斯·凯利喊道。

灯塔！丹尼尔突然记起它来。“我们得向它挥手！”他喊道，“他们看不见我们在这儿！上到礁石顶上来！向他们挥手！”

丹尼尔和詹姆斯·凯利爬到礁石顶上，但一开始其他人都没有动——他们太冷，太累，太害怕了。托马斯·布坎南不得不动手打人，把他们推到礁石顶上。
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那里的风非常大，因此很难站稳。他们抓紧礁石，用尽全力一边呼喊一边向灯塔挥手。

没人回应。灯塔在怒海和暴雨的另一边安静地伫立着。几分钟后，灯光停止了闪烁。但他们没看到人。这些人一个接一个地从礁石顶上下来，相拥而坐，为彼此挡风。只有丹尼尔和托马斯·布坎南留在礁石顶上。他们挥手喊叫，但是他们没看到人。他们的脸被咸咸的海水浇湿，冰冷如铁。


8
The Worst Sea This Year

Grace saw them first. Her mother was cooking breakfast in the kitchen, and her father was turning off the lantern. Grace was still looking out of her window through the telescope. For a second she saw a man on top of the rock, then she could not see him behind the waves. But a minute later she saw him again — and there were two men this time. They stood together and waved wildly. Then the rain came, and she could see nothing. But perhaps there were four, or five? She put down the telescope and called her father.

'Father, come quick! There are men on the rock! They are still alive!'

William Darling ran into the room. He saw them. He put down the telescope and looked at his daughter.

'We must go, lass,' he said quietly. 'You and I. We must take the boat and save them. Will you come?'

'Of course, father,' she said. 'If we don't save them, who will?'

'That's right, lass.' William Darling looked out of the window, unhappily. 'I've not seen a worse sea this year. No boat could come from the mainland in this wind.'

Grace's mother came into the room, and heard him. 'You can't go, William!' she said. 'Grace is only a girl. Look at that sea! You'll both drown!'

'We have to try, mother!' said Grace angrily. 'Think of those poor people, alone on that rock. We live on a lighthouse — it's our job!'

'It's a job for your father and brothers, Grace, not you! You'll drown! How will that help those men?' 

'How will it help them if we do nothing?'

Thomasin Darling looked out of the window again, at the wild, angry sea. She shook her head. 'Perhaps you'll get to the rock, Grace,' she said. 'With God's help and the wind behind you. But you'll never get back against the wind. Not one man and a girl in a storm like this. Never.'

William Darling took his wife's hands in his. 'Listen to me, Thomasin,' he said. 'There are three or four seamen on that rock. Strong men. They'll help row us back, if we save them.'

'If you save them,' said Thomasin. 'And if you don't... ?'

At first William Darling did not answer. He looked into his wife's eyes. 'We're going, Thomasin,' he said quietly. 'We have to go. Come down now and help us with the boat.'

Outside, in the terrible wind and the rain, it took them fifteen minutes to get the boat ready. Three times the waves nearly broke the boat on the rock. William got in first, and sat at the front. Grace and her mother held the boat away from the rocks. William got two oars ready, and waited for the next wave.

'All right, Grace! Get in now!' he shouted.

Grace jumped into the boat, and William pulled hard with the oars. One... two... three pulls, and then a wave lifted the boat and the oars were pulling at air. But they were away from the rocks. The boat came down between two waves, and Grace quickly got her oars out. They both pulled hard together, but carefully too. They did not want to lose an oar in the wild water. Grace was cold and her dress and hat were wet. She was afraid, but happy and excited too. 'This is what God wants me to do,' she thought. At the top of a wave she could easily see across the Longstone rock to the other side. Then the boat went down between the waves and she could see only mountains of wild water everywhere.

'Pull left! Left!' William shouted. 'We must keep the rocks between us and the worst waves!'

Grace pulled hard at her oars, and watched the waves. 'God will help us save them!' she thought happily. 'I know He will.'

Outside the lighthouse, Thomasin Darling watched the little boat. She saw it for a second, then it went behind a wave, and came up again. 'It's not possible,' she thought. 'No boat can live in a sea like that! Oh God, please — save my husband and daughter!'

She watched and prayed, and the little boat got smaller and smaller on the wild, grey sea.



cook v. to prepare (food) for eating by applying heat 烹调

seaman n. a mariner or sailor 水手，海员

pull v. to operate (an oar) in rowing 摇桨，划桨

excited adj. being in a state of excitement; emotionally aroused 兴奋的


8．今年最糟的海况

格雷丝最先看到了他们。她的母亲在厨房做早餐，父亲熄灯去了。格雷丝还在透过望远镜向窗外远望。有一会儿她看见礁石顶上有一个人，接着海浪挡住，她就看不见他了。但是片刻之后，她又看见他了——而且这次是两个人。他们站在一起，发疯似的挥着手。接着下起雨来，她就什么都看不到了。但也许那里有四个人，或者五个？她放下望远镜，呼叫父亲。

“爸爸，快来！礁石上有人！他们还活着！”

威廉·达林冲进房间。他看到了他们。他放下望远镜，看着女儿。

“我们必须去，女儿，”他平静地说，“你和我。我们必须划船去救他们。你愿意吗？”

“当然了，爸爸，”她说，“如果我们不救他们，还有谁救他们？”

“不错，女儿。”威廉·达林看着窗外，忧心忡忡，“我今年还没见过比这更糟的海况。这样的风势下，陆地的船不可能来这里。”

格雷丝的母亲进房来，听到了他的话。“你们不能去，威廉！”她说，“格雷丝只是个姑娘家。看看那海！你们俩都会淹死的！”

“我们必须试试，妈妈！”格雷丝生气地说，“想想那些可怜的人，孤零零地在礁石上。我们以守灯塔为生——这是我们的工作！”

“这是你父亲和哥哥们的工作，格雷丝，不是你的！你会淹死的！这样能帮助那些人吗？”

“难道我们坐视不管就能帮他们吗？”

托马辛·达林又看了一眼窗外狂野汹涌的大海。她摇摇头。“也许你们到得了那块礁石，格雷丝，”她说，“在上帝的帮助和风力的推动下到达那里。但是顶着风，你们永远都回不来了。一个男人加一个姑娘，在这样的暴风骤雨中是绝对办不到的。绝对不行。”

威廉·达林握住妻子的手。“听我说，托马辛，”他说，“礁石上有三四个海员，都是壮汉。如果我们救了他们，他们就可以帮助我们把船划回来。”

“如果你们救了他们，”托马辛说，“那如果你们救不了呢？”

威廉·达林一开始没有回答。他盯着妻子的眼睛。“我们要去，托马辛，”他平静地说，“我们必须去。现在下楼来帮我们备船。”

他们顶着外面的狂风暴雨，花了十五分钟才将船备好。有三次大浪几乎将船撞毁在礁石上。威廉先上了船，坐在船头。格雷丝和她母亲拉着船不让它撞到礁石。威廉准备好两只桨，等待着下一浪的来临。

“好了，格雷丝！上船，现在！”他喊道。

格雷丝跳上船，威廉用力划桨。一下……两下……三下，突然一个巨浪将船身托起，船桨划在了空气中。但他们离开了礁石。船下落到两股波涛之间，格雷丝迅速将她的桨拿出来划。他俩一同奋力地划着桨，不过也很小心翼翼，因为他们可不愿意在这样的巨浪里丢失船桨。格雷丝很冷，她的衣服和帽子全湿了。她很害怕，但同时也快乐和兴奋。“这是上帝要我做的事情。”她心想。在浪尖上时，她可以轻易地看到长石岛另一边的礁石。接着船落到两股海浪之间，她就只能看到四周山一样的巨浪。

“往左划！左边！”威廉喊道，“我们必须让礁石处在我们和最凶猛的海浪之间！”

格雷丝用力划桨，同时注意着海浪。“上帝会帮助我们救他们！”她高兴地想，“我知道他一定会！”

托马辛·达林在灯塔外盯着这艘小船。它一会儿看得见，一会儿被海浪挡住，一会儿又重新冒出来。“这是不可能的，”她想，“没有船能在这样的海里生还！上帝呀，求求您——救救我的丈夫和女儿！”

她一边注视着一边祈祷，小船在汹涌阴沉的海上越来越小。


9
Angel in the Storm

'Help me, Mr Donovan! Please help!'

'How can I help you, woman?' Daniel shouted at Mrs Dawson. 'How can anyone help?' He was too cold, too frightened, too tired. He couldn't think now.

'Please help my children!' cried Mrs Dawson. 'Keep them warm for me — they're so cold!'

Daniel put his arms around the woman and her children. It was true. The children were cold — very cold. Their eyes were open, but they were not moving. He tried to warm them with his hands. He shook them, but they did not move.

'It's no good, woman!' he said. 'No one can...' 

'They're not dead yet!' screamed Mrs Dawson. 'I know they're not dead!' She looked into her children's faces. 'Wake up, Simon! Sarah! God will save us soon. Please don't die!'

Daniel was tired and angry. 'Don't be stupid, woman!' he shouted at her. 'We're all going to die, don't you understand? No one knows we're here!'

Mrs Dawson stared at him. Her face was wet with rain, and her hair was blowing in her eyes.

'God will send someone!' she said. 'He must! I know He will!'

'Who's He going to send? An angel?' Daniel laughed angrily, and looked at the wild, empty sea.

But Mrs Dawson was still screaming. 'Someone must come!' she shouted. 'We can't die here! Go to the top of the rock and look again! Tell them about my children!'

'Your children are... ' But he was afraid to say it. He turned away, angry with himself, and climbed to the top of the rock. The wind screamed in his ears. He looked across to the lighthouse and saw nothing — only waves, and more waves. 'I hate the sea!' he thought. 'It's like a great grey animal with a hundred white teeth. I hate it! It wants to kill us all!'

And then he saw the boat.

He saw it only for a second. It was on top of a white wave. It went down behind the wave, but then it came up again. Down, and up again. And it was coming nearer! A little boat with two people in it. He held the rock and stared at it. The boat came nearer, and nearer still. Then a great mountain of a wave came, with white angry teeth, and the little boat went down behind it.

'No!' Daniel cried. 'No, please God! No!'

The boat came up on top of the wave, with white water all around it. The oars were up, out of the water. For a second the boat began to turn on its side, then the oars went down into the water and the boat came down the side of the wave. Daniel could see the two people in the boat now. One was a man. One was a young woman.

He got up and ran down the rock. He was crying and laughing at the same time. 'It's all right, Mrs Dawson!' he shouted. 'It's all right! Look there! Look! Your angel is coming!'



hate v. to feel intense dislike toward 憎恨，厌恶


9．暴风雨中的天使

“帮帮我，多诺万先生！请帮帮我！”

“我怎么帮您，女士？”丹尼尔朝道森夫人喊道，“谁能帮您？”他太冷了，太害怕了，也太疲惫了。他现在已经无法思考。

“请救救我的孩子！”道森夫人哭喊道，“帮我暖暖他们——他们太冷了！”

丹尼尔搂住这个女人和她的孩子。没错，孩子们很冷——特别冷。他们的眼睛睁着，却不动。他试着用双手温暖这两个孩子。他摇晃他们，但他们一动不动。

“没用了，女士！”他说，“没人能……”

“他们还没死！”道森夫人尖叫起来，“我知道他们没死！”她盯着孩子们的脸，说：“醒醒，西蒙！萨拉！上帝马上就会来救我们了。求求你们不要死！”

丹尼尔又累又气。“别傻了，女士！”他向她喊道，“我们都会死，你还不明白吗？没人知道我们在这里！”

道森夫人盯着他。她的脸被雨水打湿了，头发被吹到了眼睛里。

“上帝会派人来的！”她说，“他一定会的！我知道他一定会的！”

“他派谁来？天使吗？”丹尼尔恼怒地笑起来，眼睛望着狂暴而空旷的大海。

但道森夫人还在尖叫。“肯定有人会来！”她喊道，“我们不能死在这儿！再去礁石顶上看一遍！告诉他们我的孩子们在这儿！”

“您的孩子们已经……”但他不敢说出来。他很生自己的气，转过身爬到礁石顶上。狂风在他耳边呼啸。他远眺灯塔，但什么也没看见，只有一波未平一波又起的海浪。“我恨这大海！”他想，“它就像一只长着一百颗白牙的灰色巨兽！我恨它！它想杀光我们所有人！”

就在这时，他看见了那只小船。

[image: alt]

他看见了它，就那么一秒钟。小船在一个白浪的浪尖上。它一会儿被波浪挡住，一会儿又再次出现。再消失，再出现。而且它正在靠近！那艘小船上有两个人！他抓住礁石，目不转睛地看着。小船近了，又近了。突然一个大山般的巨浪卷过来，龇着白牙，来势汹汹，小船隐没在它的身后。

“不！”丹尼尔喊起来，“不，求求你，上帝！不要！”

小船又出现在浪尖上，四周被浪花包围着。船桨朝上举起，不在水里。有那么一刻小船开始往一侧倾斜，这时船桨没入水里，小船便顺着波浪降下来。现在丹尼尔可以看清船里的两个人了，一个男人和一个年轻的姑娘。

他站起来跑下礁石，又哭又笑。“这下好了，道森夫人！”他喊道，“没事了！往那儿看！看！您的天使来了！”


10
Too Many People

Grace looked quickly behind her, and saw the people on the rock. They were waving, shouting, laughing. But there were eight, nine, perhaps ten of them! Too many for this small boat.

She looked back at the waves and pulled hard and carefully with her oars. It was more than a kilometre around the islands from the lighthouse to the ship, and every wave, every rock was different and dangerous. She was tired now, but the job was not finished. The wrecked ship on Harker's Rock was still fifty metres away.

'How many can you see, Grace?' her father shouted.

She looked again. 'Ten... twelve perhaps,' she said. 'It's too many, father. We'll all drown, if they try to get in.'

'Yes. Put me on the rock, lass, and then take the boat out again,' shouted William. 'I'll talk to them. We can't take more than five, the first time.'

It was very dangerous near the rock. In the best place, the waves went up and down two or three metres every minute. 'If we make one mistake,' Grace thought, 'the boat will break into fifty small pieces, and we'll be on the rock with the others.'

Carefully, slowly, Grace and her father tried to get the boat near the rock, but three times they had to pull away at the last minute. Then, the fourth time, William Darling jumped. The passengers pulled him onto the rock.

Grace quickly rowed the boat out to sea again. She was alone in the boat now, and the boat moved differently. She was tired, and her arms and back were hurting. But she knew about boats. 'Watch the sea all the time.' she told herself. 'The waves must meet the front of the boat first, or the boat will turn over. Forget the cold, and the rain, and the wet. God will help me.'

On the rock, William Darling spoke quickly. 'I'm going to take the woman back with me,' he said. 'And that man there, with the broken leg. Then I need three strong men, to help me row the boat.' He looked at Daniel Donovan, and two others. 'You, man, and you, and you. The others must wait here. We'll come back for you later.' 

'No, by God! Why me?' shouted James Kelly. 'I want to come now!'

'You're going to stay here, sir!' shouted William angrily. 'Don't you understand? If you get in the boat, we'll all drown!'

'And my children,' cried Mrs Dawson, 'don't forget my children!'

William looked at her unhappily. He held out his arms. 'Give the children to me, mother,' he said.

Carefully, he took the boy and the girl from her, and put the little bodies on the rock, near the sea. They were dead and cold. 'They are in God's hands, mother,' he said. Then he spoke quickly and quietly to Daniel Donovan. 'When the boat comes, help me get the woman in. We can't take her children.'

Daniel agreed. William put his arm around Mrs Dawson, and waved to Grace.

Carefully, slowly, she rowed the boat in to the rock. It was harder without her father. The wind and the waves moved the boat more quickly, and Grace was very tired now. One mistake meant death for them all. She came closer — twenty metres, ten, seven, five... A big wave lifted the boat, then a smaller one behind it. She pulled hard on the oars, and threw a rope to a man on the rock. Then her father got into the boat, with a woman in his arms. She was screaming.

'My children! Bring the children, please!'

'No, mother.' William Darling took the oars. 'Help her, Grace.'

Grace went to the back of the boat with the woman, and held her. Daniel Donovan and two other men got in. They were carrying the man with the broken leg. The front of the boat was very near the rock now—too near. Grace looked behind her, and saw a big wave.

'Pull, father!' she shouted. 'Pull hard!' She stood up, and pushed against the rock with an oar. The boat was very heavy now, with all these people in it.

William pulled hard with his oars. The big wave came in, and broke into white water all around them. But the boat did not hit the rock. William pulled again, and shouted. 'You men help me! Take the oars. One each!'

The little boat was very full. The sides were only just above the water, and often the water came in. Grace threw it out with her hat. The wind and waves were against them now, and the four men had to row hard. But slowly, very slowly, the lighthouse came nearer. At last, from the top of the waves, they could see Thomasin Darling. She was standing in front of the lighthouse, and waving to them.

They were very tired when they got to the lighthouse. William and Daniel carried the man with the broken leg into the kitchen, and Grace and her mother helped Mrs Dawson.

Inside the kitchen, William smiled at his daughter. 'You did a good job, lass,' he said. 'Thank you.'

'I'll come back again with you, father,' she said.

'No,' he said. 'You're too tired. I'll take two of these.' He looked at Daniel and the other two men. 'Which are the strongest?' he asked.

Daniel was very tired. There was a fire in the kitchen — a warm, beautiful fire. He wanted to lie down in front of the fire and go to sleep for a long, long time. But William Darling's quiet brown eyes were looking at him.

'I'll come with you,' Daniel said.

'I'll come too,' said Thomas Buchanan. 

William Darling smiled. 'Good men,' he said. 'Can you two men row as well as my daughter?'

Daniel looked at Grace, who was busy helping Mrs Dawson. She looked very small, here, in the kitchen — like any young woman. 'I'll try,' he said. 

'Right,' said William. 'Come on then.'

So Daniel and Thomas Buchanan followed the old lighthouseman away from the warm kitchen fire, out into the rain and wind again. Daniel looked at the angry sea with its terrible waves, and he felt cold and frightened. He remembered the small young woman alone in the boat by Harker's Rock. 'Great God,' he thought. 'You made that girl strong, like an angel. Make me strong, too, like her.'
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Mr Darling and his young daughter saved nine people from the wreck of the For farshire. The storm lasted for three days, and they stayed all that time with the Darlings in the lighthouse.

Queen Victoria thinks that Grace Darling is one of the finest young women in this country, and she is writing to thank her. One hundred years from now, people will remember this day.





different adj. unlike in form, quality, amount, or nature 不同的

hurt v. to have or produce a feeling of physical pain or discomfort （使）疼痛，引起疼痛

stay v. to continue to be in a place or condition 留下，保持

mean v. to have as a consequence; bring about 造成，导致

at last after a consider-able length of time; finally 终于，最终

last v. to continue in time; go on 持续，延续

fine adj. of high quality 很好的，优秀的


10．人太多了

格雷丝回头迅速扫了一眼，看到了礁石上的人。他们挥着手，呼喊着，大笑着。但一共有八个、九个，可能十个人！对于这艘小船来说，人太多了。

她回头看着海浪，用力而小心地划着桨。从灯塔到沉船，绕着群岛一路过来有一公里多路程，而且每股海浪、每处暗礁都不一样且各藏凶险。她现在很累了，但任务还没完成。哈克礁上的轮船残骸还在五十米之外。

“你看到有多少人，格雷丝？”她的父亲喊道。

她又看了一遍。“十个……也许是十二个，”她说，“人太多了，爸爸。如果他们都要上来，我们全都会淹死的。”

“是的。把我放到礁石上，女儿，然后再把船划出去，”威廉喊道，“我跟他们谈谈。我们第一次最多只能带五个人。”

礁石附近非常危险。即使在情况最好的地方，波浪每分钟也要起伏两三米。“一旦出错，”格雷丝想，“船就会撞得粉碎，我们就得和其他人一起待在礁石上。”

格雷丝和父亲试图将船小心地、缓缓地靠近礁石，但是试了三次，每次都不得不在最后一刻把船划开。终于在第四次，威廉·达林跳了出去。乘客们把他拉上礁石。
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格雷丝迅速将小船划回海里。现在她一个人在船上，船的行进与之前也不一样。她很累，胳臂和背都很疼。但是她知道该怎么划船。“要一直注意海，”她告诉自己，“海浪必须先碰到船头，否则就会翻船。忘记寒冷，忘记雨水，忘记浑身的潮湿。上帝会帮助我的。”

礁石上，威廉·达林飞快地说着话：“我要带上这位女士，”他说，“还有那边那位先生，腿骨折的那位。我还需要三位强壮的先生，来帮我划船。”他看着丹尼尔·多诺万和另外两人，“你，先生，还有你，还有你。其他人在这里等着，我们一会儿回来接你们。”

“不，老天作证！为什么是我？”詹姆斯·凯利喊道，“我想现在就去！”

“你得留在这里，先生！”威廉怒吼道，“你不懂吗？如果你上了船，我们都会淹死！”

“还有我的孩子，”道森夫人哭喊着，“别忘了我的孩子们！”

威廉不快地看着她。他伸出手，说：“把他们给我，孩子妈妈。”

他小心地把男孩和女孩接过来，把两个小小的身体放在靠近海的礁石上。他们已经死了，身体冰冷。“他们已经在上帝手里了，妈妈。”说完，他迅速而平静地对丹尼尔·多诺万说：“船一来，帮我把这位女士弄上去。我们不能带着她的孩子。”

丹尼尔同意了。威廉搂着道森夫人，向格雷丝挥手。

她谨慎而缓慢地划着船靠近礁石。父亲不在，划船变得更加艰难。风浪对小船的冲击更快了，而且格雷丝现在非常疲惫。一个错误就会导致所有人丧生。她靠近了——二十米，十米，七米，五米……一个巨浪将小船托起，接着又一个小浪。她努力地划着桨，向礁石上的一个人扔出了一条绳子。片刻后，她的父亲上了船，胳臂里搂着一个女人，女人在尖叫。

“我的孩子！带上孩子们，求求你了！”

“不行，孩子妈妈。”威廉·达林接过桨。“你来照顾她，格雷丝。”

格雷丝和女人一起走到船尾并扶住她。丹尼尔·多诺万和另外两个男人也上来了。他们抬着断了腿的男人。船头现在很靠近礁石——太近了。格雷丝一回头，看到一个巨浪。

“快划，爸爸！”她喊道，“用力划！”她站起来，用一只桨在礁石上使劲一撑。小船承载着这么多人，现在变得非常沉。
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威廉奋力划桨。大浪卷过来，在他们四周溅起白色的浪花。但是船没有撞到礁石。威廉接着划，喊道：“男人们动手帮我！拿起桨，一人一只！”

小船满载，船舷刚刚高出水面，不时有水灌进来。格雷丝用帽子将水泼出去。现在他们逆着风浪前进，四个男人必须使劲划。但是慢慢地，十分缓慢地，灯塔近了。最后，他们在浪尖上时，可以看得见托马辛·达林了。她站在灯塔前，向他们招手。

到达灯塔时，他们都累极了。威廉和丹尼尔将断腿的男人抬进厨房，格雷丝和母亲扶着道森夫人。

在厨房里，威廉冲着女儿笑了。“你干得很好，女儿，”他说，“谢谢你。”

“我再和您去一趟，爸爸。”她说。

“不，”他说，“你太累了。我从他们中找两人带去。”他看着丹尼尔和另外两个男人，问：“哪两个最强壮？”

丹尼尔非常累。厨房里有炉火——温暖而美丽的炉火。他想躺在炉火前，长长久久地睡上一觉。但是威廉·达林棕色的双眼正平静地看着他。
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“我跟您去。”丹尼尔说。

“我也去。”托马斯·布坎南说。

威廉·达林笑了。“好样儿的，”他说，“你们两个男人能划得和我女儿一样好吗？”

丹尼尔看着格雷丝，她正忙着照顾道森夫人。在这儿，在这个厨房里，她看起来很瘦小——和一般的年轻姑娘没什么两样。“我会尽力。”他说。

“好，”威廉说，“那么来吧。”

于是丹尼尔和托马斯·布坎南尾随着这位年老的灯塔守望人离开温暖的厨房炉火，再次回到风雨中。丹尼尔看着怒海狂涛，感觉又冷又怕。他回想起哈克礁旁那个瘦小的姑娘独自划船的景象。“伟大的上帝！”他想，“是您让那个姑娘充满力量，就像天使一样。让我也充满力量吧，就像她一样。”





《泰晤士报》　　伦敦，1838年9月19日



达林先生和他年轻的女儿从福法尔郡号残骸中救出了九个人。暴风雨持续了三天，他们一直和达林一家一起待在灯塔里。

维多利亚女王认为格雷丝·达林是本国最杰出的年轻女性之一，并写信向她致谢。一百年后，人们仍会记住这一天。




ACTIVITIES
Before Reading

1．Read the story introduction on the first page of the book. How much do you know now about the story? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) The story is true.

YES □／NO □

2) Grace Darling was a young man.

YES □／NO □

3) The story happened in 1838.

YES □／NO □

4) The For farshire was a ship.

YES □／NO □

5) The story happened off the northeast coast of Scotland.

YES □／NO □

6) It was a hot, dry night.

YES □／NO □

7) There was a wooden boat and an iron ship.

YES □／NO □

8) Some people were dying of cold on a rock.

YES □／NO □

9) Grace Darling was very frightened.

YES □／NO □

10) Grace Darling became famous.

YES □／NO □

2．Which of these things can mean danger for a ship at sea? Explain why or why not.



	strong wind	fish	islands

	blue skies	snow	very deep water


	rocks	big waves	other big ships


	sea birds	very hot sun	small sailing boats


	heavy rain	storms	the dark




ACTIVITIES
While Reading

1．Read Chapter 1. On the ship Daniel Donovan starts to feel very afraid. Use these words from the story to complete the text. (Use each word once.)

angel, broken, dark, engines, frightened, happen, Land, ship, stopped, waves, wind, worse

I feel very ______. The ship's ______ have ______ down and the big paddle wheels have ______.

The weather is getting ______ and it's nearly ______ now. We can't see the ______ any more. There is a very strong ______ and big ______ are hitting the side of the ______.

Everybody on the For farshire is afraid. We don't know what is going to ______. We need an ______ to save us!

2．Read Chapter 2, and then answer these questions.

1) Who was in the lighthouse that night?

2) Where were Grace's brothers?

3) How old were Grace, William and Thomasin?

4) What did William and Grace do to the lantern?

5) What was the lantern for?

6) If there was a shipwreck, what did William have to do?

3．Read Chapters 3 and 4. Here are some untrue sentences about them. Change them into true sentences.

1) The ship's engines were new.

2) The ship's engineer could mend the engines.

3) Daniel Donovan wanted the ship to stay at sea.

4) Grace never got up in the night to help her father.

5) They carried the oars into the kitchen.

6) William watched the light, and Grace went to bed.

4．Read Chapters 5 and 6. Who said this?

1) 'I'm so frightened. Do you think we're going to die?'

2) 'Rocks! There are rocks in front of us, rocks all around!'

3) 'There's a ship on Harker's Rock.'

4) 'I can see no one, but my eyes are old.'

5) 'If there are people alive on that ship now, you cannot save them, William.'

6) 'If there is someone alive, we can't just leave them to die.'

5．Read Chapters 7, 8 and 9. Choose the best question-word for these questions, and then answer them.

Why/Who/What

1) ... prayed on the rock in a loud voice?

2) ... did Daniel want everybody to do?

3) ... was it difficult to stand at the top of the rock?

4) ... first saw the people on the rock?

5) ... was Grace angry?

6) ... was the matter with Mrs Dawson's children?

7) ... first saw the boat?

6．Before you read Chapter 10 (the title is "Too Many People"), can you guess what happens? Tick one box each time.

1) Grace gets very tired and cannot row any more.

YES □／NO □

2) Grace falls into the sea and William pulls her back into the boat.

YES □／NO □

3) Mrs Dawson falls into the sea and drowns.

YES □／NO □

4) William and Grace can only take five people in the boat.

YES □／NO □

5) They leave Mrs Dawson's dead children on the rock.

YES □／NO □

6) The rest of the people on the rock die.

YES □／NO □

7) William takes the boat back a second time and saves more people.

YES □／NO □

7．Read Chapter 10, then answer these questions.

1) What did William and Grace do when they arrived at the rock?

2) Why did William need two strong men?

3) What did Grace use her hat for?

4) Who went back in the boat the second time?

5) How many people did William and Grace save?


ACTIVITIES
After Reading

1．Thomasin Darling wrote a letter to her son William, telling him about the stormy night. Can you find and correct the twelve mistakes in it?

The Lighthouse, Longstone Island

Dear William,

I have so much to tell you! We have had a terrible storm here. It lasted for forty-eight hours, and the waves were more than two metres high!

A ship called the Scotland was wrecked on the beach. It was a small ship and it broke into four pieces. All of the passengers climbed onto Harker's Rock.

I was the first person to see the shipwreck and the passengers waving on the rock. Your father and Grace then got the boat out and rowed to the rock, but only four people could get in our little boat. The passengers did not help to row the boat back, and then your father and one other man went to the rock a second time and saved four more passengers.

Your sister Grace is now a famous heroine, and the King is writing to thank her — it's in all the newspapers! 

Come home soon. 

Love from Mother

2．Find the answers to this crossword in the story.

　ACROSS

1 Grace watched the ship through a _______. (9)

4 The ship was going _______, from Hull to Dundee. (5)

6 The name of the ship. (11)

9 You row a boat with two of these. (4)

12 Daniel Donovan's job. (8)

13 Land which is not an island. (8)

14 To move a boat with oars. (3)

15 The ship was _______ in 1838. (7)

　DOWN

2 The Darling family lived in this. (10)

3 Grace put _______ in the big lantern. (3)

5 Grace Darling was a famous _______. (7)

7 Daniel Donovan called Grace Darling an '_______'. (5)

8 A man who works on a ship. (6)

10 The floor on a ship. (4)

11 Longstone Island was one of the _______ Islands. (5)
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3．A reporter asked Daniel Donovan about the second journey to Harker's Rock. Complete their conversation. (Use as many words as you like.)

Reporter: What happened when you arrived at the lighthouse?

Daniel: William Darling asked _______.

Reporter: How did you feel about that?

Daniel: I wanted _______ but _______.

Reporter: So the two of you rowed back to Harker's Rock.

Daniel: No, there _______.

Reporter: Was the storm still bad?

Daniel: Yes, the waves _______.

Reporter: Were you afraid?

Daniel: Very. But Grace Darling _______.

Reporter: And what do you think of Grace Darling? 

Daniel: She's _______.

4．William Darling took the woman and the man with the broken leg first. Imagine that you are saving people from a shipwreck, but your boat is small and you can only take four people. Which of these people do you save and why?

1) A mother and her young child

2) A doctor (older woman)

3) A nurse (young man)

4) A bus-driver (older man)

5) A schoolboy (16 years old)

6) A famous film star (young woman)

7) A teacher (older woman)

8) A businessman (older man)

5．Do you agree (A) or disagree (D) with these sentences? Explain why.

1) The Captain of the For farshire was only doing his job. He wanted to take his ship and passengers to Scotland, and he was right not to go back to land.

2) Thomasin Darling didn't want Grace and William to go to the rock. She was right because it was a very stupid and dangerous thing to do.

3) Grace Darling was a famous heroine only because she was a young woman. William Darling, Daniel Donovan, and Thomas Buchanan were also heroes.

4) Grace Darling is not a special story. Grace and William Darling were only doing their jobs. People like firemen and policemen save people every day.

6．Here are some different titles for the story. Which ones are good (G) and which are not good (NG)? Can you say why?



	Grace and William	Darling Heroine


	The Angel from the Lighthouse	Shipwreck


	The Captain Who Didn't Go Back	A Stormy Night


	The End of the For farshire	Harker's Rock
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内容简介

过去，人们很少到别的地方去。他们往往会在一个村子里住一辈子。村里的人都彼此熟识，连别人家里的父母、孩子，甚至祖辈都一清二楚——这样的地方恐怕没有什么秘密可言。

所以，当约翰·拉克兰的儿子旅居美国30年后重返长池村的时候，他知道许多人家肯定还住在那里。他在城里搭上去长池的马车，一路上向同行的乘客打听村里的新闻。

乘客们很乐意跟他说说村里的事情。托尼·凯茨和他那几位姑娘的故事很有趣——哦，没错，拉克兰先生一定得听听这个。另外，安德鲁和简，还有牧师和狐狸又是怎么回事？邮局女局长给拉克兰先生说了这段故事，接着学校的老师又给他讲了为什么教堂的乐队从20年前就不拉小提琴了。而且，拉克兰先生还记得妮蒂·萨金特吗？还记得啊，于是一位农夫的老婆波尔太太又说起了妮蒂是怎么把她叔叔的房子弄到手的……


TALES FROM LONGPUDDLE

In the old days, people did not move around so much. They often lived in the same village all their lives. Everybody knew everybody, knew their parents, their children, their grandparents, and probably knew all their secrets too.

So when John Lackland's son returns to the village of Longpuddle after thirty years in America, he knows he will find many of the same families there. In the town he catches the Longpuddle wagon, and on the way to the village he asks the other passengers for news.

The passengers are very happy to tell him stories. There's a good story about Tony Kytes and all his young women — oh yes, Mr Lackland must hear that one. And what about Andrew and Jane, and the parson and the fox? The postmistress tells Mr Lackland that story, and then the schoolteacher tells him why the church band stopped playing their fiddles in the church twenty years ago. And does Mr Lackland remember Netty Sargent? He does, and so Mrs Pawle, a farmer's wife, tells him what Netty had to do to get her uncle's house...
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The Wagon to Longpuddle


It is a Saturday afternoon in autumn, in the High Street of a well-known town. A large carrier's wagon stands outside the Town Hall, and the horses wait quietly, eating from their nose-bags. On the side of the wagon, in large yellow letters, are the words, 'BURTHEN, CARRIER TO LONGPUDDLE.'

It is now half-past three by the clock on the Town Hall, and the wagon will leave at four. Slowly, people begin to arrive and take their seats. First, two women climb up, and then a third, who is the postmistress at Longpuddle. At five minutes to four, more people arrive. There is Mr Profitt, the schoolteacher, and Christopher Twink, the builder, with his old father. Then come a farmer and his wife, and last of all, Mr Flaxton, the church clerk.

By now Burthen, the carrier, is getting the horses ready, and soon he climbs up to the driving seat.

'Is everybody here?' he asks the passengers.

 The people who are not there do not reply, of course, and a minute or two later the wagon begins to move along the High Street. When it comes to the bridge over the river at the bottom end of the town, the postmistress suddenly calls out to the carrier.

'Mr Burthen,' she says. 'There's a man calling you, over there by the corner. I think he wants you to stop for him.'

Burthen stops the wagon, and waits while the man comes towards them. 'Now who's that, then?' he says. 'That's not a Longpuddle man.'

'I've never seen him before,' says the schoolteacher.

Then the stranger arrives. 'Can you take another passenger for Longpuddle?' he asks.

'We can take one more,' says the carrier. 'Where are you from, sir? You're not from round here, are you?'

'I am,' says the stranger. 'I was born at Longpuddle, and my father and grandfather before me.'

The postmistress is watching him with interest. 'Oh!' she says suddenly. 'I know who you are! You're John Lackland's son — he who went to America thirty years ago with his wife and family.'

'That's right,' says the stranger, smiling. 'John Lackland was my father. And now I've come home to have a look at the old village, and find some old friends. Are the same families still living there?'

'Many of them are,' says the church clerk. 'Which names do you remember?'

'There was a boy called Tony Kytes, I remember.'

'Oh yes,' says the clerk. 'Tony Kytes is a married man now. Lives over at Mellstock, I think.'

'And he nearly got married to three women,' laughs the carrier. 'There's a good story about Tony and all his young women.'

'Tell me about it,' says John Lackland's son.

And this is the carrier's story.





town hall a public building used for a town's local government 镇公所

clerk n. a lay officer of a church 教堂执事

stranger n. a person who is unfamiliar 陌生人

married adj. having a husband or wife 已婚的


去长池村的马车


这是秋天一个周六的下午，一个众所周知的小镇上，一辆运客的马车正停在大路上，就在镇公所门口，拉车的几匹马安静地等在那里，就着马粮袋吃东西。马车的一侧用黄色的大字写着“伯森，去往长池村的马车”。

这会儿，镇公所的大钟指到了3点半，马车准备4点出发。渐渐地，开始有人来搭车，各自找了座位安顿下来。最先上来的是两位妇人，接着上来的是长池村邮局的女局长。差5分4点的时候，又来了几位乘客，有学校教师普罗菲特先生，建筑工克里斯托弗·特温克和他的老爹。接着又来了一个农夫和他的老婆，最后来的是教堂执事弗拉克斯顿先生。

这个时候，车夫伯森正在给马做准备，不一会儿他自己也登上了车夫的座位。

“都到齐了吗？”他问乘客们。

当然，没到的人也没办法回答他，于是一两分钟之后马车开始沿着大路出发了。马车走到镇子尽头的小河，正在过桥的时候，邮局女局长突然叫住了车夫。

“伯森先生，”她说，“那边的拐角上有个人在叫你。我想他可能想让你等他一下。”
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伯森停下马车，等那人赶过来。“那人是谁？”他说，“他不是长池村的人。”

“我以前从没见过他。”学校教师说。

陌生人赶到马车跟前，问：“你们能再搭一个人去长池村吗？”

“我们可以再搭一个人，”车夫说，“你是从哪儿来的，先生？你不是这附近的人，对吧？”

“我是这儿的人，”陌生人说，“我就生在长池村，我的父亲和祖父也都生在那里。”

邮局女局长饶有兴趣地打量着他。“哦！”她突然说，“我知道你是谁了！你是约翰·拉克兰的儿子，他30年前带着老婆孩子去了美国。”

“没错，”陌生人笑着说，“约翰·拉克兰是我父亲。现在我回家来看看老村子，拜访几位老朋友。过去的那些人家还住在那儿吧？”

“许多人家都还在，”教堂执事说，“你都记得哪些名字？”

“我记得过去有个男孩叫托尼·凯茨。”

“哦，是的，”教堂执事说，“托尼·凯茨现在已经结了婚。我想他搬到麦尔斯托克去了。”

“而且他差点儿娶了三个老婆，”车夫哈哈大笑起来，“托尼和他那几个姑娘可有一段儿不错的故事。”

“跟我说说。”约翰·拉克兰的儿子说。

于是，车夫讲起了这个故事。




Tony Kytes Finds a Wife

I shall never forget Tony's face. It was a little, round face, with bright black eyes. He never smiled very much, but he was a great favourite with the women. And he liked them, oh yes! One week you saw him walking along with one girl, the next week you saw him with another girl.

But in the end he decided that Milly Richards was the girl for him. She was a nice, sweet little thing, and people soon said they were engaged to be married.

One Saturday Tony went to market, to do some business for his father, and he drove the wagon home in the afternoon. When he got to the hill just outside the town, he saw Unity Sallet by the side of the road. He knew Unity very well. Once, he nearly asked her to marry him — but then he got together with Milly.

When Tony came up to her in the wagon, Unity said, 'My dear Tony, can I ride home with you?'

'Of course you can, my love,' said Tony. 'I couldn't say no to you, could I?'

So Unity smiled, jumped up into the wagon and Tony drove on up the hill.

'Tony,' she said, in a soft little voice, 'why did you leave me for that other girl? How is she better than I am? I'll be a fine wife, and a loving one, too. And you've known me for a long time, haven't you, Tony?'

'Yes, I have,' said Tony. 'Yes, that's very true.'

'And — can you say I'm not pretty, Tony?'

He looked at her for a long while. 'I really can't,' said he. 'No, I think you're the prettiest girl in the world.'

'So I'm prettier than she is, am I?'

Luckily, before Tony could answer, he saw a girl's hat over the hedge round a turning in the road. He knew the hat very well — it was Milly's hat.

'Unity,' said Tony quickly, 'here's Milly coming now. I'll be in terrible trouble if she sees you with me. Now, dearest Unity, we don't want any fighting or anything, do we? So will you lie down in the back of the wagon, under the tarpaulin? Just until Milly has passed? And I'll think about what you said, and perhaps I'll put a loving question to you, and not Milly. Nothing is decided yet between her and me, you know.'

So Unity lay down under the tarpaulin in the back of the wagon, and Tony drove on to meet Milly.

'My dear Tony!' Milly said crossly, when he came near. 'How late you are!'

'Late?' said Tony. 'Were you waiting for me?'

'Of course I was!' said Milly. 'You asked me to meet you, to ride home with you. Don't you remember?'

'Oh dear!' said Tony. 'Yes, yes, I did. I remember now. Oh dear — I mean, jump in then, Milly dear!'

So Milly climbed into the wagon and Tony drove on. They talked about this and that, and looked at the trees and the birds. Then they came to a house by the road, and looking out of an upstairs window was Hannah Jolliver. Now Hannah was a tall, good-looking girl, with long red hair. And Tony was in love with her for a long time — before Milly, and before Unity.

'My dear Milly,' he said, in a whisper, because he didn't want Unity to hear, 'there's a young woman looking out of that window, who wanted to marry me. I'm afraid she's going to be angry, because she's found out that I'm going to marry you. And you're a prettier girl than she is. So, Milly, will you help me?'

'Of course, dearest Tony,' said Milly.

'Then will you hide under the empty sacks just here in the front of the wagon, behind the seat? She hasn't seen us yet, and then there won't be any angry words.'

'Well, all right, if it helps you, Tony,' said Milly. She didn't really want to, but she got down behind the seat and hid under the sacks. So there was Milly hiding in the front of the wagon, and Unity hiding in the back.

Tony drove on past the house, which was Hannah's uncle's house, and Hannah looked down from the window and called out to him. 'Aren't you going to ask me to ride home with you?'

'Oh — yes, of course!' said Tony, who didn't know what to say. 'But aren't you staying at your uncle's?'

'No, I'm not,' said Hannah. 'Can't you see I've got my hat and coat on? How can you be so stupid, Tony?'

'Um, yes, um, then you must ride home with me, of course,' said Tony, who was beginning to feel hot and uncomfortable. So he stopped the wagon, while Hannah ran downstairs and got in beside him.

Tony drove on again, and then Hannah looked at him out of the corner of her eye. 'This is nice, isn't it, Tony?' she said. 'I like riding with you.'

Tony looked back into her eyes. 'And I like riding with you,' he said after a while. Then he looked into her eyes again — a good, long, slow look. He began to like her more and more. And then he couldn't remember why he ever wanted to marry Milly or Unity. He moved nearer to Hannah on the seat, and they talked in soft little whispers. And after a time Tony said, 'Ah, my sweet Hannah!' and took hold of her hand.

'I'm sorry that you're going to marry Milly,' Hannah said, 'because I do like you very much, Tony dear.'

Tony gave a quick look behind him. 'I haven't asked her the question yet,' he whispered, 'and I'm not sure I will. I'm thinking about asking you.

'Ooooh! Leave Milly, and marry me!' cried Hannah loudly. 'Oh, how wonderful!'

At this, there was a sudden little angry scream from behind the seat, and the tarpaulin at the back moved.

Hannah looked round. 'Something's there, Tony! There's an animal in the back of the wagon!'

'No, no,' said Tony. 'It's just empty sacks, and it's the wheels that make that little screaming sound.'

But he knew that he was in trouble, and he didn't know what to do next. Then the wagon came round a corner in the road and Tony saw his father in a field. His father held up his hand, and Tony saw his escape.

'Oh, Hannah,' he said, 'can you hold the horse for a minute, while I go and find out what father wants?'

Hannah agreed, and Tony hurried into the field.

'What are you playing at, Tony?' said old Mr Kytes.

'What do you mean, father?'

'Well, if you're going to marry Milly Richards, do it. But don't go driving around the country with Jolliver's daughter. People will talk. You mustn't do it, boy.'

'Milly's there, too, father.'

'Milly? Where?'

'Under the sacks! Yes, and Unity Sallet is in there too, father, at the other end, under the tarpaulin. All three of them are in that wagon, and I don't know what to do! Which one shall I marry, father?'

'Which one of them did not ask to ride with you?'

'That was Milly, because I asked her.'

'Then marry Milly, she's the best — Hey, look!'

Tony looked round, and saw his wagon moving. He began to run across the field as fast as he could.

What was happening in the wagon? Milly, under the sacks, was the one who screamed. She began to move about, and then saw another woman's foot. So she moved along under the tarpaulin until she found Unity.

'And what are you doing here?' she asked angrily.

'I can ask you the same question,' said Unity.

'I'm engaged to be married to him, and I can —'

'Oh no, you're not,' said Unity. 'He's going to have Hannah, not you. He said it just now — we heard him.'

When Hannah heard voices under the tarpaulin, she forgot the horse and turned round. The horse decided to go home, and moved off much too quickly. The wheels of the wagon went up on the side of the field, the wagon turned over, and all three girls fell out into the road. The horse looked round and stood still.

Nobody was hurt, but when Tony ran up, the three girls were all shouting and crying and screaming.

'Oh, don't be angry, my dears! Please don't!' said Tony. They did not stop crying and screaming, so he spoke more loudly. 'I must do what's right,' he said. 'I've asked Hannah to marry me, and she's agreed —'

'Oh no, I haven't!' said Hannah, really angry now. 'You must think I'm soft in the head! I'm not marrying a man who keeps girls in the back of his wagon!'

Tony looked surprised. 'So you won't marry me, Hannah?' he said.

'Never!' said Hannah, and she walked away. Perhaps she did still want him, but she didn't want to say so in front of the other girls.

Tony didn't know what to say next. Milly was crying her eyes out, and Tony's father thought that she was the best wife for him. But you never do what your father tells you to, do you? So Tony turned to Unity.

'Well, will you marry me, Unity dear?' he said.

'Marry something that Hannah Jolliver doesn't want? Not I!' said Unity. And she walked away too.

So then it was just Milly and Tony. Milly was still crying, and Tony stood there and looked at her.

'Well, here we are,' he said at last. 'Just the two of us. We'll get married then, shall we, Milly?'

'If you like, Tony. You didn't really mean what you said to them?'

'Not a word of it!' said Tony. And then he kissed her, put the wagon back on the road, and they drove home. They went to see the parson the very next Sunday, and were married two Sundays later.

*　*　*


At the end of his story the carrier turns to the postmistress. 'They had a fine wedding, Mrs Weedle, didn't they? You were there, weren't you?'

'Oh yes,' says the postmistress. 'Best wedding party for years. And I've been to a lot of them. We've had some strange weddings too. Do you remember Andrew Satchel and Jane Vallens a few years ago?'

'But they got married in a different village,' says the church clerk quickly. 'Not in Longpuddle church.'

The carrier laughs. 'It's all right, Mr Flaxton. We know it wasn't you. Go on, Mrs Weedle, tell our visitor about Andrew and Jane.'

'Yes, I remember the Satchel family,' I says John Lackland's son. 'I'd like to hear that story.'

And this is the postmistress's story.





favourite n. someone who is liked and treated better than others 宠儿

engaged adj. having agreed to get married 已订婚的

loving adj. behaving in a way that shows you love someone 钟爱的

hedge n. a row of small bushes or trees growing close together, usually divide one field from another 树篱

tarpaulin n. (a sheet or cover of) heavy cloth specially treated so that water will not pass through it 防水油布

crossly adv. angrily 生气地

whisper n. soft speech produced without full voice 轻声说话

sack n. a large bag of strong, coarse material for holding objects in bulk 麻袋

uncomfortable adj. ill at ease; uneasy 不安的

scream n. a long, loud, piercing cry or sound 尖叫

escape n. avoiding (something dangerous or unpleasant) 逃避

still adv. without movement; motionlessly 不动地

soft in the head very stupid 很愚蠢的

cry one's eyes out be extremely sad and cry a lot 伤心痛哭

wedding n. the ceremony or celebration of a marriage 婚礼


托尼·凯茨讨老婆

我永远也忘不了托尼那张小圆脸，还有那双亮亮的黑眼睛。他不太爱笑，但很讨女人的喜欢。而且他也喜欢她们，哦，是的！这个星期你还见他跟这个姑娘走在一起，下个星期你又会看到他跟另一个姑娘好上了。

不过，最后他认为米利·理查兹最合适。她是个漂亮可人的小东西，人们很快就传言说他们已经订婚了。

一个星期六，托尼到集市去替他老爹办事，下午赶着马车往回走。刚到镇外的小山下，他就看到尤妮蒂·萨勒特在路边。他跟尤妮蒂很熟。以前他差点儿就向她求婚了——不过他后来又跟米利凑到了一起。

看托尼赶着马车过来，尤妮蒂说：“亲爱的托尼，我能搭你的马车回家吗？”

“当然可以，亲爱的，”托尼说，“我可没法儿拒绝你，不是吗？”

于是，尤妮蒂笑着跳上了马车，托尼赶车上了小山。

“托尼，”她轻声细气地说，“你为什么要离开我去找别的姑娘？她哪里比我好了？我会成为一个很好的妻子，还会非常爱你。而且你我已经认识很久了，不是吗，托尼？”
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“是啊，”托尼说，“是啊，你说得一点儿不错。”

“而且——你能说我不漂亮吗，托尼？”

他望着她好一会儿。“我实在不能那么说，”他说，“不，我觉得你是世上最漂亮的姑娘。”

“就是说我比她漂亮，对吧？”

幸运的是，托尼没等回答，就看见路拐弯处的树篱后面露出一个姑娘的帽子。他看着那帽子很眼熟——那是米利的帽子。

“尤妮蒂，”托尼急忙说，“米利往这边来了。如果她看见你跟我在一起，那我的麻烦就大了。最亲爱的尤妮蒂，我们不想大吵一架或是发生别的什么事情，对吧？所以，你躲到车后面的防水油布底下，好不好？只要等到米利走过去就行了。我会考虑你说的事情，或许还会向你求婚，而不是米利。你知道，我和她的事儿还没定呢。”

于是，尤妮蒂躲到了马车后面的油布底下，而托尼则赶着车迎向米利。

“亲爱的托尼！”等他走近，米利生气地说，“你怎么这么晚才来！”

“晚？”托尼说，“你在等我吗？”

“我当然在等你！”米利说，“你让我来跟你会合，一起坐车回家的。你不记得了？”

“哦，天呐！”托尼说，“是的，是的，我是说过。我现在想起来了。哦，天呐——我是说，上车吧，亲爱的米利！”
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于是米利上了马车，托尼继续赶路。他们东拉西扯地聊天，看着一路上的树和小鸟。这时，他们经过路旁的一座房子，汉娜·乔利沃正从楼上的窗子里望出来。汉娜是个漂亮的高个子姑娘，有一头红色的长发。而且托尼过去跟她好过很长一段时间——在米利和尤妮蒂之前。

“亲爱的米利，”他小声说，因为他不想让尤妮蒂听见，“那个从窗子望出来的姑娘以前想和我结婚。我担心她会大发脾气，因为她知道我要跟你结婚，而且你又比她漂亮。米利，你愿意帮我个忙吗？”

“当然，我最亲爱的托尼。”米利说。

“那你能藏到车前面的空袋子底下吗？就在这儿，座位后面。她现在还没看到我们，你藏起来，我们就不用跟她撕破脸了。”

“好吧，如果这能帮你的话，托尼。”米利说。她其实并不想这么做，但还是藏到了座位后面的袋子底下。这样一来，马车前面藏着米利，马车后面躲着尤妮蒂。

托尼赶着车经过那座房子，那是汉娜叔叔的家。这时，汉娜从窗子望下来，向他大声喊道：“你不打算邀请我跟你一起坐车回家吗？”

“哦——是的，当然！”托尼不知道说什么才好，“你不打算住在你叔叔家吗？”

“不，”汉娜说，“你没见我已经穿好外衣，戴好帽子了吗？你怎么这么蠢，托尼？”

“嗯，是啊，嗯，那你当然得跟我一起坐车回家。”托尼说着，开始有点儿紧张和不自在了。他停下马车，等汉娜下楼，上车坐到他旁边。

托尼又赶车上路，汉娜从眼角瞅了瞅他。“这真不错，对吧，托尼？”她说，“我喜欢和你一起坐马车。”

托尼回头望着她的眼睛。过了一会儿，他说：“我也喜欢和你一起坐马车。”接着，他又看着她的眼睛——这是一段长久而深情的注视。他开始越来越喜欢她。到后来，他已经不记得自己当初怎么会想跟米利或尤妮蒂结婚了。他朝汉娜身边靠了靠，两个人轻声耳语起来。过了一会儿，托尼说：“啊，我可爱的汉娜！”说着握住了她的手。

“你要跟米利结婚了，我很难过，”汉娜说，“因为我真的很喜欢你，亲爱的托尼。”

托尼很快地看了一眼身后。“我还没向她求婚呢，”他小声说，“而且我也不确定我会那么做。我现在想向你求婚。”

“哦！离开米利吧，和我结婚！”汉娜大声说，“哦，这真太好了！”

这话刚一出口，座位后面就传出了生气的叫声，车后面的防水油布也动了动。

汉娜回头瞧了瞧。“那儿有东西，托尼！车后面有只什么动物！”

“不，没有，”托尼说，“只有几只空袋子，那声音是轮子发出来的。”

不过他心里清楚自己的麻烦来了，却不知道该如何是好。这时，马车在路上拐了个弯，托尼看到他老爹正在田里。老爹朝他抬了抬手，托尼终于找到了开溜的机会。

“哦，汉娜，”他说，“你能帮我拿一会儿缰绳吗？我去看看老爹有什么事。”

汉娜答应了，于是托尼急忙跑进了田里。
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“你在玩什么把戏，托尼？”老凯茨先生问。

“您这是什么意思，爸爸？”

“哦，如果你要娶米利·理查兹，那就快跟她结婚。但是别跟乔利沃的女儿坐着马车到处晃。人们会说闲话的。你可不能这么做，孩子。”

“米利也在那儿，爸爸。”

“米利？在哪儿？”

“在袋子下面！是的，还有尤妮蒂·萨勒特，爸爸，她在马车另一头的防水油布底下。她们三个都在马车上，我不知道怎么办才好！我该跟谁结婚呢，爸爸？”

“她们中哪一个没有要求搭你的车？”

“米利没有，因为是我邀请她的。”

“那就跟米利结婚，她是最好的一个——嘿，瞧！”

托尼回头，看见他的马车在走。他赶快穿过田地飞快地朝马车跑去。

马车上是怎么回事？是袋子下面的米利惊叫了一声。她开始四处挪动，看到了另一个女人的脚，于是顺着防水油布发现了尤妮蒂。

“你在这儿干吗？”她生气地问。

“我还要问你呢。”尤妮蒂说。

“我和他订了婚，而且我可以——”

“哦，不，你没有，”尤妮蒂说，“他要娶的是汉娜，不是你。他刚才说的——我们都听见了。”

这时，汉娜听到了防水油布下面有人说话，于是忘了看马，回头来看是怎么回事。那匹马决定自己回家，突然快跑起来。马车的轮子驶上了田地的斜坡，车子翻了，三个姑娘都跌到了路上。那匹马四下看了看，站住不动了。

虽然没有人受伤，可是等托尼跑过来的时候，三个姑娘已经又哭又叫地闹成了一团。
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“哦，别发火，亲爱的姑娘们！请别这样！”托尼说。她们还是不停地又哭又叫，所以他只好提高了声音。“我得说话算话，”他说，“我向汉娜求婚，而她也答应了——”

“哦，不，我没答应！”汉娜说，她现在真的气坏了，“你以为我是傻瓜！我才不会跟在马车后面藏姑娘的男人结婚呢！”

托尼看起来很惊讶。“那你不想跟我结婚了，汉娜？”他说。

“决不！”汉娜说完，头也不回地走了。可能她确实还想跟他结婚，但她不想在另外两个姑娘面前向他低头。

托尼不知道接下去该说什么。米利一个劲儿地哭，而托尼的老爹认为她是最适合他的一个。但你怎么会乖乖听老爹的话呢？所以，托尼转向了尤妮蒂。

“好吧，你愿意和我结婚吗，亲爱的尤妮蒂？”他问。

“和一个汉娜·乔利沃不想要的人结婚？我才不呢！”尤妮蒂说完，也走了。

现在就剩下了米利和托尼。米利还在哭，托尼站在那里看着她。

“好了，事情就是这样了，”他最后说，“现在就剩了我们两个。我们结婚吧，好不好，米利？”

“如果你愿意，托尼。你跟她们说那些话不是认真的吧？”

“当然不是！”托尼说。他吻了吻她，又把马车弄回到大路上，一起坐车回家了。他们下个星期日去见了牧师，两个星期后就结婚了。

*　*　*


故事讲完了，车夫扭头跟邮局女局长说：“他们的婚礼很不错，是不是，维德尔太太？你也去参加了吧？”

“哦，是的，”邮局女局长说，“好多年没有过那么棒的婚礼了。我以前可参加过不少婚礼。我们这儿也有几次奇怪的婚礼。你还记得几年前安德鲁·撒切尔和简·瓦伦斯的婚礼吗？”

“可他们是在别的村子举行的婚礼，”教堂执事急忙说，“不是在长池村的教堂。”

车夫笑起来。“没关系的，弗拉克斯顿先生。我们知道那不关你的事。继续，维德尔太太，给我们的客人说说安德鲁和简的事儿吧。”

“是啊，我记得撒切尔一家，”约翰·拉克兰的儿子说，“我想听听这个故事。”

于是邮局女局长开始讲起来。




Andrew, Jane, the Parson, and the Fox

It all happened because Andrew Satchel liked his drink too much. Jane Vallens, his bride, was some years older than him, and was in a great hurry to get married. Andrew agreed to marry her because of the baby, but he didn't really want to get married, and Jane, poor thing, was afraid of losing him. She was very anxious to get him to church as soon as possible.

So she was very happy, early on a fine November morning, when she and Andrew walked to the church just outside her village. Andrew's brother and sister went with them, to be their witnesses. After the wedding Andrew and Jane planned to go down to Port Bredy and spend the day there, as a little holiday.

When Andrew left Longpuddle that morning, to walk to his bride's village, people said that he was walking all over the road, first one side, then the other. The night before, you see, he was at his neighbour's house, for a party to welcome a new baby. It was a good party, and Andrew had no sleep, and a lot of strong drink.

He got to the church with Jane, they walked inside, and the parson looked at Andrew very hard.

'What's this? You're drunk, my man! And so early in the morning, too! That's disgraceful!'

'Well, that's true, sir,' said Andrew. 'But I can stand, and I can walk. Better than a lot of people. You couldn't stand and walk after a party at Tom Forrest's house, could you, Parson? No, you couldn't!'

This answer didn't please Parson Billy Toogood a bit. He was strong on church business inside the church, but he was very different outside the church, I can tell you.

'I cannot marry you when you are drunk, and I will not!' he said. 'Go home and get sober!'

Then the bride began to cry. 'Oh Parson, please marry us, please!'

'No, I won't,' said Mr Toogood. 'I won't marry you to a man who is drunk. It's not right. I'm sorry for you, young woman, because I can see that you need to get married, but you must go home. How could you bring him here drunk like this?'

'But if he doesn't come drunk, he won't come at all, sir!' said Jane, still crying hard.

But Parson Toogood still said no.

'Well, sir,' said Jane, 'please will you go home and leave us here for two hours? When you come back, Andrew will be sober. But I want to stay here, because if Andrew goes out of this church unmarried, wild horses won't get him back here again!'

'Very well,' said Parson Toogood. 'I'll give you two hours, and then I'll come back.'

Andrew's brother and sister didn't want to wait all that time, so the church clerk sent them home. 'We'll find some other people to be witnesses,' he said.

 Then the bride whispered in the parson's ear. 'Please, sir, will you lock the door — and not tell anyone we are here? And perhaps it will be better if you put us in the church tower. If we stay here in the church, people can look in the windows and see us and talk about it. And perhaps Andrew will try to get out and leave me!'

'All right,' said the parson. 'We'll lock you in.'

Then he and the church clerk went home, the parson into his house, and the clerk into the garden. The clerk worked for the parson, you see — in the garden, taking care of his horses, and that kind of thing. And both of them, parson and clerk, dearly loved following the hunt.

Well, on that day the hunt was meeting near the parson's village, and soon both the parson and the clerk could hear the noise of the horses, and the dogs, and everything. The clerk hurried into the house.

'Sir,' he said. 'The hunt's here, and your horses need a run very badly, sir. They haven't been out for days!'

'You're right,' said Parson Toogood. 'Yes, the horses must go out. Go and get them ready! We'll take them out, just for an hour, and then come back.'

So the clerk got the horses ready, and he and the parson rode off to find the hunt. When they got there, the parson found a lot of friends, and soon they were all talking and laughing together. Then the dogs found a fox, and away they all went — the huntsmen in their red coats, the squire from the big house with his friends, the farmers and their sons, and the parson and the clerk.

He was a great hunting man, was Parson Toogood. He forgot all about the unmarried man and woman locked in his church tower, and so did the clerk.

 Across the fields they rode, over the hedges, through the rivers, in and out of woods, up and down the hills. It was a fine, exciting run that day, and the parson and the clerk enjoyed themselves very much. At one time the fox turned back, and ran right under the nose of Parson Toogood's horse.

'Halloo! Halloo!' shouted the parson. 'There he goes!' and away they all went again.

At last, late in the day, the hunt came to an end. The parson and the clerk were a long way from home, and their horses were tired. They rode home very slowly.

'Oh dear, my back does hurt!' said Parson Toogood.

'I can't keep my eyes open,' said the clerk. 'I'm so tired!'

It was dark when they got home. They made the horses comfortable, ate something, and fell into bed themselves.

The next morning, when Parson Toogood was having breakfast, the clerk came running in through the door.

'Oh sir!' he cried. 'Those two in the church tower — we forgot all about them! They'll still be there!'

Parson Toogood jumped up from his chair. 'Oh dear!' he said. 'Oh dear, oh dear! This is disgraceful!'

'It is, sir; very. And that poor woman...'

'Don't say it, clerk! If she's had the baby, and no doctor or nurse with her...Come on!'

So they both ran round to the church, looked up at the tower, and saw a little white face looking down at them. It was the bride.

'They're still there,' said the parson. He turned his face away. 'Oh dear, oh dear! What am I going to say to them? Is she all right, clerk? Can you see?'

'I don't know, sir. I can't see lower than her neck.'

'Well, how does her face look?'

'White, sir. Very, very white.'

'Well, we must go in and see them. Oh dear, oh dear! And my back still hurts from that ride yesterday!'

They went into the church and unlocked the tower door, and at once poor Jane and Andrew jumped out like hungry cats from a cupboard. Andrew was very sober now, and his bride was white in the face, but all right in other ways.

'Thank God for that!' said Parson Toogood. 'But why didn't you try to escape? Why didn't you shout from the top of the tower, to get help?'

'She didn't want me to,' said Andrew.

Jane began to cry again. 'It was the disgrace of it,' she said. 'We thought people would talk about it and laugh at us all our lives. So we waited and waited and waited — but you never came back, parson!'

'Yes, I'm sorry about that,' said Parson Toogood. 'Very sorry. But now, let's get on with the wedding.'

'I'd like something to eat first,' said Andrew. 'Just a piece of bread. I'm so hungry — I could eat a horse!'

'Oh, let's get married first,' said the bride anxiously, 'while the parson's still here. It won't take a minute.'

'Oh, all right,' said Andrew.

 The clerk was one witness, and he called in a second witness (telling him not to talk about it). Very soon Andrew and Jane were husband and wife.

'Now,' said Parson Toogood, 'you two must come back to my house and eat a good meal.'

So they went back with the parson, and ate nearly every bit of food in his house.

They kept the secret for a while, but then the story got out, and everybody knew about their night in the church tower. Even Andrew and Jane laugh about it now. Andrew isn't much of a husband, it's true, but Jane got a ring on her finger and a name for her baby.

*　*　*


The carrier laughs loudly at the end of the postmistress's story. 'Did you know Andrew's uncle?' he asks John Lackland's son. 'He played in the church band.'

'The church band!' says Mr Lackland. 'Are they still playing their fiddles in the church every Sunday?'

'No,' I says Mr Profitt, the schoolteacher. 'They haven't played for twenty years or more. There's an organ in the church now. The young man who plays it is very good, but most people liked the fiddles better. Yes, everybody in Longpuddle was sorry when the church band stopped playing.'

'But why did they stop,' says John Lackland's son, 'if everybody liked them?'

And this is what the schoolteacher tells him.





anxious adj. uneasy and apprehensive about an uncertain event or matter; worried 焦虑的，担心的

witness n. one who can give a firsthand account of something seen, heard, or experienced 见证人

strong drink a drink containing a considerable percentage of alcohol 烈酒

drunk adj. intoxicated with alcoholic liquor to the point of impairment of physical and mental faculties 醉的

disgraceful adj. bringing or warranting disgrace; shameful 可耻的

sober adj. not drunk 清醒的

hunt n. a hunting expedition or outing, usually with horses and hounds 狩猎旅行

squire n. an English country gentleman, especially the chief landowner in a district 英国乡绅

hurt v. to have or produce a feeling of physical pain or discomfort 疼痛，不适

cupboard n. a closet or cabinet, usually with shelves for storing food, crockery, and utensils 碗橱

meal n. an amount of food eaten at one time, usu. consisting of two or more dishes 一餐

fiddle n. a violin 小提琴

organ n. an instrument consisting of a number of pipes that sound tones when supplied with air and a keyboard that operates a mechanism controlling the flow of air to the pipes 风琴


安德鲁、简、牧师和狐狸

这一切都是因为安德鲁·撒切尔太好酒。他的新娘简·瓦伦斯比他大几岁，急着结婚。安德鲁是因为没出生的孩子，才不得不答应结婚的，其实他根本不想讨老婆，而可怜的简很害怕失去他。她一心想着赶快把他弄进教堂。

所以，在一个天气很好的11月的早上，当她和安德鲁一起走向村外的教堂时，她非常开心。安德鲁的哥哥和姐姐跟他们一起去，为他们当见证人。婚礼之后，安德鲁和简打算去布莱迪港待上一天，算是次小小的度假。

那天早上，安德鲁离开长池村往新娘的村子走的时候，人们说他在路上晃晃悠悠的，一会儿走在路这边，一会儿又晃到路那边。你知道，前一天晚上，他在邻居家里参加了一个新生儿的庆祝会。那真是个不错的聚会，安德鲁一夜没睡，而且灌了不少烈酒。

他和简一起来到教堂，走了进去，被牧师狠狠地瞪了一眼。

“怎么回事？你喝醉了，伙计！而且是在一大早！这真丢人！”

“哦，没错，先生，”安德鲁说，“但我还能好好地站着，也能走路。我比好多人都强多了。你从汤姆·弗罗斯特家的聚会里出来肯定既站不住也走不了，你能吗，牧师？不，你不能！”
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比利·图古德牧师可一点儿也不喜欢这回答。他觉得在教堂里就应该有在教堂的样子，不过我可以告诉你，他在别的地方可根本不管那套。

“我不能在你醉醺醺的时候给你们举行婚礼，我绝不会那样做！”他说，“回家去清醒一下吧！”

这时，新娘哭了起来：“哦，牧师，请给我们举行婚礼吧，求你了！”

“不，我不会那样做，”图古德先生说，“我不会主持婚礼让你嫁个醉鬼。那是不对的。我为你感到难过，姑娘，我看得出你很需要这场婚礼，但你们必须回家去。他醉成这样，你怎么能把他带到这儿来？”

“可是如果他没喝醉的话，他根本就不会来的，先生！”简说着，哭得更厉害了。

可是图古德牧师还是不肯点头。

“好吧，先生，”简说，“你能先回家去，把我们留在这儿待两个小时吗？等你回来，安德鲁就清醒了。我想待在这里，因为如果安德鲁出了教堂却没结婚的话，就算九匹马也没法把他再拉回来了！”

“好吧，”图古德牧师说，“我就给你们两个小时，到时候我再回来。”

安德鲁的哥哥和姐姐不想等那么久，于是教堂执事就让他们回家了。“我们会找些别的人来当见证人的。”他说。

这时，新娘凑到牧师耳边小声说：“先生，你能把门锁上——而且别告诉任何人我们在这儿吗？或许你把我们锁在教堂塔楼上更好。如果我们就这么待在教堂里，人们会从窗子看到我们，然后说闲话的。而且安德鲁也可能会想溜出去，把我抛下！”
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“好吧，”牧师说，“我们就把你们锁在塔楼上好了。”

一切办好之后，他和教堂执事就回家了。牧师回到自己的房子，教堂执事则进了花园。你知道，教堂执事是给牧师干活儿的——帮他照顾花园和马匹，还有类似的活计。而且牧师和教堂执事都特别喜欢跟狩猎旅行的队伍凑热闹。

哎呀，那天正好有一群参加狩猎旅行的人在牧师的村子旁边会合，不一会儿牧师和教堂执事就听到马蹄声和猎狗的叫声，还有熙熙攘攘的人声。教堂执事赶忙冲进了屋子。

“先生，”他说，“参加狩猎旅行的人到这里了，你的马也实在该好好遛一下了，先生。它们已经几天没出门了！”

“你说得对，”图古德先生说，“没错，马是得出去遛遛了。去准备好马！我们带它们出去，就一个小时，然后就回来。”

于是教堂执事把马备好，和牧师一起骑马去寻找狩猎旅行的队伍。他们到了那里，牧师见到了不少朋友，大家立刻热热闹闹地说笑起来。这时，猎狗发现了一只狐狸，所有人都赶了过去——穿红上衣的猎人，大宅里的乡绅和他的朋友们，农夫们和他们的儿子，还有牧师和教堂执事。

图古德牧师是个相当不错的猎人。他和教堂执事很快就把锁在教堂塔楼上还没完成婚礼的那对男女忘得一干二净。

他们骑马穿过田野，越过树篱，趟过小河，经过了一片片树林，翻过了一座座山丘。这一趟跑下来真是开怀又尽兴，牧师和教堂执事都玩得非常愉快。有一次，那只狐狸突然转头往回跑，就从图古德牧师的马前窜了过去。
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“喂！喂！”牧师喊起来，“它往那儿跑了！”于是一群人调头又追过去。

天色将晚，狩猎旅行终于结束了。牧师和教堂执事这时已经离家很远了，而且马也筋疲力尽了。他们只好慢慢地骑马往回走。

“哦，天呐，我的背真疼！”图古德牧师说。

“我的眼睛都快睁不开了，”教堂执事说，“我好累啊！”

他们天黑才到家，把马匹安顿好，吃了点儿东西以后；就倒在床上睡了。

第二天早上，图古德牧师正在吃早饭，教堂执事慌慌张张地从门口跑进来。

“哦，先生！”他叫道，“教堂塔楼里那两个人——我们把他们全都忘了！他们肯定还在那儿呢！”

图古德牧师一下子从椅子上跳了起来。“哦，天呐！”他说，“哦，天呐！哦，天呐！这太丢人了！”

“没错，先生，太丢人了。而且那可怜的女人……”

“别说了，执事！如果她把孩子生了下来，而且又没有医生和护士在旁边……快来！”

他们匆匆忙忙地跑到教堂，朝塔楼上望去，看到一张苍白的小脸正向下看着他们，是那个新娘。
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“他们还在那儿，”牧师说着把脸转到了一边，“哦，天呐！哦，天呐！我要怎么跟他们说啊？她还好吧，执事？你能看见吗？”

“我不知道，先生。我只能看见她脖子以上的部分。”

“那她的脸看起来怎么样？”

“很白，先生，苍白极了。”

“好吧，我们必须进去看看他们。哦，天呐！哦，天呐！昨天骑马弄得我的背到现在还疼着呢！”

他们进了教堂，打开了塔楼的门锁。门一开，可怜的简和安德鲁就跳了出来，就像两只被关在碗橱里饿坏了的猫。安德鲁现在已经完全清醒了，而他的新娘除了脸色苍白，其他一切还好。

“感谢上帝！”图古德牧师说，“可你们为什么不想办法出来呢？你们干吗不在塔顶上喊人来帮忙？”

“她不想让我喊人来。”安德鲁说。

简又开始哭了起来。“那样太丢人了，”她说，“我们觉得别人会说闲话，拿这当笑柄笑话我们一辈子，所以我们就一直等啊等——可你却没来，牧师！”

“是的，我为这件事感到抱歉，”图古德牧师说，“非常抱歉。不过，现在让我们继续举行婚礼吧。”

“我想先吃点儿东西，”安德鲁说，“一块面包也好。我都饿扁了——饿得能吞下一匹马！”

“哦，让我们先结婚吧，”新娘担心地说，“趁牧师还在这里。用不了多久的。”

“哦，好吧。”安德鲁说。

教堂执事算是一位见证人，他又叫来了另一个见证人（还嘱咐那人别把这件事说出去）。很快，安德鲁和简就成了合法夫妻。

“好了，”图古德牧师说，“现在你们两位一定得到我家去好好吃上一顿。”

于是，他们跟牧师回去，把他家里能吃的东西几乎一扫而空。

他们的秘密保守了一段时间，但最后还是传了出去，现在人人都知道他们被关在教堂塔楼上过了一夜的事。如今，安德鲁和简也把这件事当成了笑话讲。安德鲁算不上一个好丈夫，但是简毕竟为自己弄到了一枚戒指，为她的孩子弄到了一个姓氏。

*　*　*


邮局女局长的故事讲完了，车夫大声笑起来。“你认识安德鲁的叔叔吗？”他问约翰·拉克兰的儿子。，“他在教堂的乐队里拉琴。”

“教堂的乐队！”拉克兰先生说，“他们每个星期天还在教堂里拉小提琴吗？”

“不，”学校教师普罗菲特先生说，“他们有二十多年没在教堂里拉琴了。现在教堂里有一架风琴。弹风琴的年轻人很不错，不过大多数人还是更喜欢以前的小提琴。是的，教堂的乐队不再拉琴以后，整个长池村的人都觉得很遗憾。”

“可如果大家都喜欢他们，他们为什么不拉琴了呢？”约翰·拉克兰的儿子问。

于是学校教师给他讲了这段故事。




The Church Band

It was on the Sunday after Christmas. That was the last time the band played in Longpuddle church, but they didn't know it at the time, of course.

They were a very good band, the best of all the villages around. There was Nicholas Puddingcome, who played the first fiddle. There was Timothy Thomas and John Biles on the other fiddles; and Dan Hornhead and Robert Dowdle played the oboes.

They didn't just play church music; they could play all kinds of dance music too. They often went out to play at dancing parties in people's homes or in the village inn. So one night they were in the squire's big house, playing nice Christmas songs, and drinking tea with all the squire's fine friends. And the next night they were down at the Dog and Fox, playing noisy dance music for twenty dancers, and drinking hot brandy-and-water.

 Well, that Christmas week was a busy time for them. They were out at dance parties every night, and got very little sleep. Then came the Sunday after Christmas. It was cold that winter — oh my word, it was cold! And upstairs in the church gallery, it was even colder.

So when the band was playing on that Sunday morning, Nicholas Puddingcome said to the others:

'I can't feel my fingers, it's so cold. How can a man play the fiddle when he can't feel his fingers? This afternoon we'll have something to make us warm.'

So he brought a big jar of hot brandy-and-water to church in the afternoon. They put the jar inside Timothy Thomas's fiddle bag, which kept it nice and warm. And during that long afternoon in church, they all had a little glass now and then, so when the parson began his sermon, they were all feeling comfortable and warm. Unluckily for them, the sermon that day was a long one, and the parson went on and on and on. And every man in the band fell asleep, and they slept like babies all through the sermon.

It was a very dark afternoon, and by the end of the sermon you couldn't see very much inside the church. When the parson finished, he called for the last piece of music. But the band did not start playing, and people began to turn round and look up at the gallery. Then Levi Limpet, a boy who sat in the gallery, whispered to Nicholas, 'Begin! Begin!'

'Hey? What?' said Nicholas, and nearly fell out of his chair.

Then, because the church was dark and he was still half-asleep, he thought that he was at a party. The night before, you see, the band was playing all night at a party at the Dog and Fox, and Nicholas thought he was still there! So he took his fiddle and immediately began to play The Laughing Sailor — that was the favourite dance tune in our village that winter.

The rest of the band woke up suddenly, and hearing The Laughing Sailor, of course they just followed Nicholas. And away they all went, fiddles and oboes, as loudly as they could. They played that dance tune until the church walls shook with the sound.

Then Nicholas saw that nobody was moving. If people didn't know the dances, he often called out the moves to help them. And so he did that now.

'Up to the top, change hands, then back down the other side!' he shouted. 'Then turn around, once, twice, take hands, and back to the top again!'

The boy Levi was very frightened. He ran down the gallery stairs and out of the church as fast as his little legs could carry him. The parson's hair stood on end when he heard that wicked dance tune in his church. He held up his hand and cried, 'Stop, stop, stop! Stop, stop!'

But the band didn't hear him because of the noise of the music. The parson went on calling 'Stop, stop!' and the band went on playing.

Then people in the church began to stand up and talk. 'What's happening? Why are they playing this wicked music? Is it the Devil himself up there in the gallery?'

And the squire, too, stood up. He was there with all his fine friends, and he was very angry. He went and stood in front of the gallery, and shouted at the band.

'Stop this wicked noise! At once! D'you hear?'

The squire had a good, loud voice, and at last the band heard him, and stopped playing.

'Playing the Devil's music in church — in God's house!' said the squire. 'I have never heard anything so disgraceful in all my life — never!' Oh, he was so angry!

The parson came down and stood beside the squire. 'Never!' he said. 'Never!'

'The Devil is in you men!' said the squire. (He was a wicked man himself, the squire was, but that day he was all on God's side, of course.) 'And you will never,' the squire went on, 'never, never play your fiddles in this church again! You have done a wicked thing today, and it must never happen again.'

By now the unhappy players knew that they were in church, and not in the Dog and Fox. They put their fiddles and their oboes under their arms, and very quietly they went down the gallery stairs and out of the back door of the church.

The parson was a kind man, and when he heard the true story later, he wasn't angry any more. He knew that Nicholas, Timothy and the rest weren't wicked men. But the squire — that was a different matter. He was a hard man, and when he said 'no more fiddles', he meant 'no more fiddles'. He sent away for an organ, and the next week, there it was in the church. He found a young man from a good family to play it, and the old band played no more in Longpuddle church.

*　*　*


After this story John Lackland's son asks about the young women of the village.  'Or those who were young when I left, all those years ago,' he says. 'They're all married now, I'm sure.'

'Let's see,' says the carrier. 'Do you remember Netty Sargent, sir?'

'Netty Sargent...Yes, I do. When I left, she was living with her uncle, wasn't she?'

'That's right. She was a bright young thing, Netty was. Nothing bad about her, you understand, just a little bit clever. She was very clever about the leasehold of her house, I remember.' The carrier looks round at his passengers. 'Who'll tell Mr Lackland that story, then?'

'My wife knew Netty when they were girls,' says the farmer, Mr Pawle. 'She can tell you.'

Nancy Pawle is a big, comfortable-looking woman. She laughs, and says, 'Oh yes, I can tell you all about Netty Sargent.'





oboe n. a musical instrument of the woodwind family, with a double reed, played by blowing 双簧管

inn n. a small pub or hotel, especially one in the countryside 小旅馆

gallery n. an upper level in a building such as a church 教堂里的楼上

sermon n. a religious discourse delivered as part of a church service 布道

frightened adj. full of fear 恐惧的

wicked adj. evil by nature and in practice 邪恶的

leasehold n. the fact or condition of holding property by lease 租借




教堂乐队

那是圣诞节之后的第一个星期天，也是那个乐队在长池村教堂的最后一次演奏。当然，那时候他们没料到事情会变成这样。

他们是个非常不错的乐队，在周围的几个村子里是最好的。尼古拉斯·帕丁康姆是第一小提琴，蒂莫西·托马斯和约翰·拜尔斯也拉小提琴，丹·霍恩海德和罗伯特·多德尔吹双簧管。

他们不光演奏教堂音乐，还会演奏各种各样的舞曲。他们常常到人们家里或村里的旅馆为舞会伴奏。头一天晚上，他们可能在乡绅的大宅子里演奏优美的圣诞乐曲，跟乡绅的贵客们一起喝茶。第二天晚上，他们可能又会在“猎狗和狐狸”旅馆演奏闹哄哄的舞曲，为20个跳舞的人伴奏，喝热的加水白兰地。

唉，圣诞节那个星期可真够他们忙活的，天天晚上有舞会，根本睡不了多少觉，就这样到了圣诞节后的那个星期天。那年冬天特别冷——老天，真是冷极了！而且教堂楼上乐队待的地方就更冷了。

所以，那个星期天早上乐队在教堂演奏的时候，尼古拉斯·帕丁康姆跟其他人说道：

“天太冷了，我的手指都被冻麻了。手麻了还怎么拉琴？今天下午我们得喝点儿东西，让身上暖和起来。”

于是，他下午带了一大罐热的加水白兰地去教堂。他们把罐子藏在蒂莫西·托马斯的琴袋里，好让酒一直暖着。那个漫长的下午，他们在教堂里待着，不时喝上一小杯，所以当牧师开始布道的时候，他们各个都觉得身上又暖和又舒服。不幸的是，那天的布道格外长，牧师一讲起来就没完没了。乐队的几个人全都睡着了，一直到布道结束还没醒。
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那天下午天色很暗，布道结束的时候，教堂里已经看不太清楚了。牧师讲完了，宣布唱最后一首赞美诗，可乐队却没有动静，人们纷纷回头往楼上看。这时，一个坐在楼上的男孩，利瓦伊·林皮特悄悄对尼古拉斯说：“开始了！开始了！”

“啊？什么？”尼古拉斯差点儿从椅子上摔下来。

接着，因为教堂里很暗，半睡半醒之间，他以为自己是在舞会上。你知道，前一天晚上他们在“猎狗和狐狸”旅馆演奏了一整夜，而尼古拉斯以为自己还在那里！于是他拿起小提琴，立刻拉起了《大笑的水手》——这是那年冬天我们村里最受欢迎的舞曲。

乐队的其他人也突然醒过来，听到《大笑的水手》，自然也都跟着尼古拉斯演奏起来。他们就这么又吹又拉，而且还鼓足了劲儿，要多响有多响。热闹的舞曲把教堂的墙都震得直晃。

后来尼古拉斯才发现没有人动。如果人们对一种舞不太熟，他常常帮他们喊动作，现在他就这么做了。
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“走到尽头，换手，再走到另一边！”他大声喊着，“然后转圈，一圈，两圈，拉手，再回到尽头！”

那个男孩利瓦伊吓坏了。他跑下楼梯，冲出教堂，一溜烟地不见了。牧师气得头发都竖起来了，他居然在自己的教堂里听到了这首邪恶的舞曲。他举起手来大喊：“停下，停下，停下！停下，停下！”

可是音乐的声音太大，乐队根本没听见他说话。牧师不停地喊“停下，停下！”，而乐队一刻也没停。

教堂里的人开始站起来议论纷纷：“出了什么事？他们为什么演奏这首邪恶的曲子？难道魔鬼本人就在楼上?”

乡绅也站了起来，他的贵客们也全在场，这让他非常生气。他冲到乐队对面，向楼上大声喊起来：

“停下这邪恶的噪音！马上停下！你们听见了吗？”

乡绅的嗓门很大，乐队这次总算听见了，停止了演奏。

“竟然在教堂里——在上帝的房子里演奏魔鬼的曲子！”乡绅说，“我这辈子还没听过这么丢人的曲子呢——从来没有！”哦，他气得直冒烟！
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牧师也走下讲坛，站在乡绅旁边。“从来没听过，”他附和着，“从来没有！”

“你们被魔鬼附身了！”乡绅说。（乡绅其实不是个好东西，但那天他当然是站在上帝一边的。）“你们永远，”乡绅继续说道，“永远，永远都别想再在这个教堂拉琴了！你们今天做了一件邪恶的事，这种事再也不能发生了。”

到这会儿，可怜的乐队才明白自己原来是在教堂，而不是“猎狗和狐狸”旅馆。他们夹着提琴和双簧管悄悄地下楼，从教堂后门溜走了。

牧师是个好人，后来听说了这件事的实情就不再生气了。他知道尼古拉斯、蒂莫西和另外几个人都不是坏人，但这在乡绅眼里就不是那么回事了。他是个冷酷又固执的人，只要说了“不准拉琴”，那就是“不准拉琴”，根本没商量。他派人买来了风琴，下一个星期就送到了教堂。他还找了个出身很好的年轻人来弹琴，原来的乐队再也没有在长池村的教堂里演奏过。

*　*　*


听完这个故事，约翰·拉克兰的儿子又问起了村里的年轻姑娘们。“或者说那些在我多年前离家时还年轻的姑娘们，”他说，“她们现在肯定都结婚了。”

“让我想想，”车夫说，“你还记得妮蒂·萨金特吗，先生？”

“妮蒂·萨金特……是的，我记得。我离开时，她和她叔叔住在一起，是吧？”

“没错。妮蒂是个聪明的小东西。你明白的，她不坏，就是有点儿小聪明。我记得她在房子租约那件事上做得就很聪明。”车夫扫视了一下他的乘客们，“谁来给拉克兰先生讲讲那件事？”

“我太太年轻的时候跟妮蒂很熟，”农夫波尔先生说，“她可以告诉你。”

南希·波尔是个高大、富态的女人。她笑着说：“哦，是的，我可以告诉你妮蒂·萨金特的一切。”




Netty Sargent and the House

Netty Sargent lived with her uncle in that lonely house just outside the grounds of the squire's big house. She was a tall young woman, with black hair and dancing eyes. And she had a little laughing smile that sent all the young men wild.

All the young men of that time were after her, but in the end she decided that Jasper Cliff was her favourite. He was good-looking, but he only ever thought about himself, not other people. But Netty wanted Jasper, and none of the others. Jasper liked Netty too, but he was more interested in her uncle's house.

The house was built by Netty's great-great-grandfather, and had a garden and a little field next to it. But it was a leasehold house, because the ground belonged to the squire.

'And what happens,' Jasper asked Netty one day, 'when your uncle dies?'

'The house, garden and field will go back to the squire,' said Netty. 'But if Uncle pays a few pounds, he can renew the leasehold and put another name on it. Then the squire can't get the house back until that person dies.'

'And what is your uncle going to do?' asked Jasper.

'Oh, he's going to renew the leasehold, and put my name on it. He told me that months ago.'

Netty's uncle knew that it was important to renew the leasehold, because the squire was very anxious to get the house back. The squire didn't like all those little leaseholds on his ground, and he wanted to pull the house down and make it all nice and tidy.

Netty's uncle knew this very well — but he still didn't renew the leasehold. He didn't like Jasper Cliff, so perhaps he didn't like to think of Jasper marrying Netty and living in the house when he was dead.

Every week Jasper asked Netty about the leasehold, and Netty asked her uncle, and her uncle said, 'I'll go and see the squire's agent next week.' But still nothing happened.

At last old Mr Sargent fell ill, and Jasper got tired of waiting. 'Why doesn't your uncle do it?' he asked Netty. 'I tell you, if you lose the house and ground, I won't marry you. And there's an end of it.'

Poor Nerty hurried indoors to talk to her uncle.

'Please do something, Uncle!' she said. 'If I don't get the house, I won't get a husband!'

'And you must have Jasper, must you, my dear?'

'Yes, Uncle, I must!'

Old Sargent didn't want to make Netty unhappy, so he asked for a meeting with the squire's agent. The squire was very cross when he heard this. He was hoping that old Sargent would die and the leasehold would come to an end. But he had to agree to renew the leasehold if Sargent paid the money. So the squire's agent got the new papers ready for old Sargent to sign.

By now Netty's uncle was really ill, and couldn't leave the house. The agent agreed to visit him. 'I'll come at five o'clock on Monday,' he told Netty, 'and Mr Sargent can pay the money and sign the papers then.'

At three o'clock on that Monday Netty brought her uncle a cup of tea. When she came in the room, her uncle gave a little cry and fell forward in his chair. Netty ran to him, but he could not speak or move. And in a few minutes, she saw that his face and hands were cold and white. He was dead, stone-cold dead.

Netty was very unhappy. 'Why didn't he live two more hours?' she thought. 'Now I've lost everything — house, garden, field, and a home for myself and my lover. What am I going to do now?'

Then, suddenly, she knew what she had to do. It was a dark December afternoon, which was very helpful for her. First, she locked the front door. Then she moved her uncle's table in front of the fire. Her uncle's body was still in his chair, which was a big old chair on wheels. So she pushed the chair, with her uncle in it, to the table, putting the chair with its back half-turned to the window.

On the table she put the large family Bible open in front of him, and put his finger on the page. Then she opened his eyes a little, and put his glasses on his nose. When it got dark, she lit a candle and put it on the table beside the Bible. Then she unlocked the door, and sat down to wait.

When she heard the agent's knock at five o'clock, she hurried to the door.

'I'm sorry, sir,' she whipered, 'Uncle's so ill tonight. I'm afraid he can't see you.'

The agent was not very pleased. 'So I've come out all this way for nothing, have I?'

'Oh, no, sir, I hope not,' said Netty. 'We can do the business about the leasehold, can't we?'

'Of course not. He must pay the money, and sign the leasehold papers in front of me. I have to be a witness.'

Netty looked worried. 'Uncle is so afraid of business things like this. His hands were shaking when I told him that you were coming today.'

'Poor old man — I'm sorry for him,' said the agent. 'But he must sign the papers, and I must be a witness.'

'Yes, I understand that, sir,' said Netty. She thought for a minute. 'You have to see him. But can you still be a witness, sir, if he doesn't see you?'

'How do you mean, girl?' said the agent.

'Come with me a minute,' she said.

She took him into the garden and round to the window. Inside, the agent could see, at the other end of the room, the back and side of the old man's head, and his arm. He could see the glasses on his nose, and the book and the candle on the table.

'He's reading his Bible, sir,' said Netty, in her softest, sweetest voice.

'Yes, I see that,' said the agent. 'But nobody ever sees him in church, do they?'

'No, but he loves his Bible,' said Netty. 'I think he's sleeping a little at the moment, but that's not surprising in an old man, who's so unwell. Now, sir, can you stand here at the window and watch him sign the papers? Then he won't see you, and he won't be worried and unhappy about it all. Can you do that for him, sir?'

'Very well,' said the agent. He took out a cigar, lit it, and began to smoke. 'Have you got the money ready?'

'Yes,' said Netty. 'I'll bring it out.' She hurried inside, and brought out the money. The agent counted it, then gave Netty the leasehold papers.

'Uncle's hand is very shaky now,' she said. 'And he's so sleepy. I don't think he signs his name very well.'

'He doesn't have to have beautiful writing. He just has to sign,' said the agent.

'Can I hold his hand, to help him?'

'Yes, hold his hand, girl — that'll be all right.'

Netty went into the house, and the agent went on smoking his cigar outside the window. He saw Netty put the pen and the papers in front of her uncle, and touch his arm, and speak to him. She showed him where to write his name on the papers, and put the pen in his hand. Then she stood behind him, and held his hand. But the agent could still see a bit of his head, and he saw the old man's hand write his name on the papers.

 Then Netty came out and gave the papers to the agent, and the agent signed his name as witness. He gave her the paper signed by the squire, and left.

And the next morning Netty told the neighbours that her uncle was dead in his bed.

So that's how Netty Sargent lost her house and field, and got them back again — with a husband. But Jasper was a mistake as a husband. After a few years he started hitting Netty — not very hard, but it made her angry. Then she told a neighbour about the leasehold business, and the story got around. By then the old squire was dead, and the squire's son got to hear the story. But Netty was a pretty young woman, and the squire's son never did anything about it.

*　*　*


Soon the carrier's wagon came down the hill into Longpuddle, and everybody got out and went home. John Lackland's son went to find a room at the Dog and Fox. He stayed in Longpuddle for a few days, walking around, looking at things, and talking to people. Then he left, and no one saw him again.

'Where did he go?' the schoolteacher asked Mrs Weedle in the post office one day.

'I don't know,' said Mrs Weedle. 'He didn't tell anyone. He just went.'

'Why did he come back to Longpuddle, do you think?'

'He said he just wanted to see the place where he was a child. But perhaps he came back to get a wife, and couldn't find one. Who knows?'





lonely adj. without companions; lone 单独的

dancing adj. flashing or twinkling 闪亮的

renew v. to arrange to extend the loan of 续租

tidy adj. orderly and neat in appearance 整洁的

agent n. one empowered to act for or represent another 代理人

sign v. to write (one's name) on (a written paper), esp. for official purposes, to show one's agreement 签字

unwell adj. being in poor health; sick 不舒服的，生病的

cigar n. a compact roll of tobacco leaves prepared for smoking 雪茄

shaky adj. trembling or quivering; tremulous 颤抖的


妮蒂·萨金特和房子

妮蒂·萨金特和叔叔一起住在一座孤零零的房子里，紧挨着乡绅大宅的土地。她是个高挑的姑娘，有着一头黑发和一双闪亮的眼睛。她咯咯笑起来的时候能让所有小伙子发疯。

当时所有的小伙子都在追求她，可她最后却看中了贾斯珀·克利夫。他长得不错，但老是只想着他自己，从不顾其他人。可是妮蒂就想要贾斯珀，别人都不行。贾斯珀也挺喜欢妮蒂，不过他对她叔叔的房子更感兴趣。

那房子是妮蒂的爷爷的爷爷建的，旁边还有一个花园和一小块田地，但建房的地是从乡绅那里租来的。

“你叔叔死后那房子会怎样？”有一天贾斯珀问妮蒂。

“房子、花园和田地都会被乡绅收回，”妮蒂说，“不过叔叔只要付几英镑，就可以续租，而且还能把租约转到另一个人名下。这样，在那个人死前，乡绅都不能把房子收回去。”

“那你叔叔打算怎么办？”贾斯珀问。

“哦，他打算续约，在上面换上我的名字。他几个月前就跟我说了。”

妮蒂的叔叔知道续约这件事非常重要，因为乡绅很想把房子收回。他不喜欢自己的地盘上有零碎的小块地被租出去，而且他想把这个房子拆掉，让这周围看起来整齐漂亮。

妮蒂的叔叔非常清楚乡绅的想法——但他还没有续约。他不喜欢贾斯珀·克利夫这个人，所以他大概也不希望自己死后，贾斯珀跟妮蒂结婚一起住到这个房子里。

每个星期贾斯珀都会问妮蒂租约的事，而妮蒂又会去问她叔叔，她叔叔总是说：“我下个星期就去见乡绅的代理人。”可是，一切都还是老样子，什么进展也没有。

最后，老萨金特先生病倒了，而贾斯珀也等得不耐烦了。“你叔叔干吗不去续约？”他问妮蒂，“我告诉你，你如果失去了那房子和田地，我是不会和你结婚的。我们俩的事就这么算了。”
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可怜的妮蒂赶紧回到家找她叔叔商量。

“求你做点儿什么吧，叔叔！”她说，“如果我不能得到这房子，就没法结婚了！”

“而你非得跟贾斯珀结婚，是吗，亲爱的孩子？”

“是的，叔叔，我一定要跟他结婚！”

老萨金特不想让妮蒂伤心，于是向乡绅的代理人提出约个时间见面。乡绅听说了这件事非常生气。他原本期望老萨金特就这么死了，好让租约自动解除。但是，如果老萨金特现在付钱，那他就不得不跟他续约。于是，乡绅的代理人拟好了新的租约文件，准备拿给老萨金特签字。

妮蒂的叔叔这个时候已经病得很厉害了，根本没办法出门。代理人同意来见他。“我星期一下午5点过来，”他告诉妮蒂，“到时候萨金特先生可以交钱并且在文件上签字。”

星期一下午3点，妮蒂给她叔叔送茶。她刚进门，她叔叔就发出一声呻吟，垂下头瘫倒在椅子里。妮蒂赶忙跑过去，可他既说不出话，也动不了了。没几分钟，她就发现他的脸和手已经变得苍白冰冷。他死了，一丁点儿活气儿也没有了。

妮蒂难过极了。“他为什么不再多活两小时呢？”她想，“现在我什么都没了——房子、花园、田地，还有我和爱人的家。这下我究竟该怎么办才好？”

突然，她知道自己该怎么办了。那是一个12月的午后，天色很暗，这帮了她的大忙。首先，她锁上了前门。然后，她把她叔叔的桌子挪到了壁炉前。她叔叔还在那把老旧的大轮椅上，于是她把轮椅和她叔叔一起推到了桌子前，让轮椅的背面斜对着窗子。

她把家里又大又厚的《圣经》放在桌子上，又把她叔叔的手指放在打开的书页上，然后把他的眼皮弄开一点儿，把眼镜架到他的鼻子上。天黑下来以后，她点了一根蜡烛，放在那本《圣经》旁边。最后，她把门锁打开，坐下来等。

5点，她听到代理人敲门，赶快来到门口。

“我很抱歉，先生，”她小声说，“我叔叔今晚很不舒服，恐怕不能见你。”

代理人不太高兴，“那我不是白折腾了这一趟？”

“哦，不，先生，我希望你没有白跑一趟，”妮蒂说，“租约的事情由我们来处理，这样可以吗？”

“当然不行，他必须交钱，然后当着我的面在租约上签字，我得当见证人。”

妮蒂看起来很担心，“我叔叔很怕这种生意上的事情。我跟他说你今天要来的时候，他的手都在发抖。”

“可怜的老人——我为他难过，”代理人说，“可他必须在文件上签字，而我也必须在一旁作证。”

“是的，我明白，先生，”妮蒂说着，想了想，“你必须看得到他。可如果他看不到你，你也可以当见证人吧，先生？”

“你这话是什么意思，姑娘？”代理人问。

“跟我来一下。”妮蒂说。

她带他走进花园，绕到窗子外面。代理人能看见房间另一头老人的后背和头、他的一只胳膊、他鼻子上的眼镜，还有桌上的书和蜡烛。

[image: alt]

“他在读他的《圣经》，先生，”妮蒂用她最甜美轻柔的声音说。

“是的，我看得出来，”代理人说，“可没人见他去过教堂，不是吗？”

“确实是这样，但他很喜欢他的《圣经》，”妮蒂说，“我想他这会儿在打盹儿，不过上了年纪的病人这样也不稀奇。先生，你可不可以站在这里看着他在文件上签字？这样他就不会看见你，也不会觉得难受了。你能帮他这个忙吗，先生？”

“好吧，”代理人说着，掏出一支雪茄点上，抽了起来，“你把钱准备好了吗？”

“是的，”妮蒂说，“我这就拿出来。”她很快进屋拿来了钱。代理人清点了数目，把租约递给了妮蒂。

“我叔叔的手现在抖得厉害，”她说，“而且他困得迷糊了。我想他可能会签得不太好。”

“他用不着把字写得很漂亮，只要签上名字就行了。”代理人说。

“我能扶着他的手，帮他一下吗？”

“可以，帮他扶着手，姑娘——这没问题。”

妮蒂走进房子，代理人继续在窗外抽着雪茄。他看见妮蒂把笔和文件放在她叔叔跟前，碰了碰他的胳膊，跟他说了些什么，并把文件上要签名的地方指给他看，又把笔放到他手里。然后，她站到他身后，扶住了他的手。不过，代理人还是能看到一点儿老人的头，也看到老人的手在文件上签了字。
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之后，妮蒂出来把文件交给代理人，代理人作为见证人也在上面签了字。最后，他把乡绅签好字的文件递给她，就离开了。第二天早上，妮蒂告诉邻居们她叔叔夜里睡觉的时候去世了。

这就是妮蒂·萨金特失而复得房子和田地的经过——当然，她还得到了一个丈夫。不过，嫁给贾斯珀是个错误。几年以后，他开始打妮蒂——打得不厉害，但却把她惹火了。后来，她跟一个邻居说了租约的事，这件事就传开了。那个时候，老乡绅已经死了，事情传到了他儿子那里。不过，妮蒂漂亮又年轻，乡绅的儿子从没理会过这件事。

*　*　*


很快，马车下了小山，进了长池村，乘客们纷纷下车回家了。约翰·拉克兰的儿子在“猎狗和狐狸”旅馆开了个房间，住了几天，到处走走看看，跟人们聊聊天，然后就离开了，从此再没有人见过他。

“他去了哪里？”学校教师一天在邮局问维德尔太太。

“我不知道，”维德尔太太说，“他没跟任何人打招呼，就这么走了。”

“你觉得他为什么回长池村来？”

“他说就是想看看小时候待过的地方。不过他也许是回来找老婆的，却没找到。谁知道呢？”




ACTIVITIES
Before Reading

1．Read the story introduction of the book. How much do you know now about the stories? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) John Lackland's son was born in Longpuddle.

YES □／NO □

2) He has lived in Longpuddle all his life.

YES □／NO □

3) The passengers on the wagon tell him stories about Longpuddle families.

YES □／NO □

4) Tony Kytes is a clever young man.

YES □／NO □

5) Tony Kytes is married.

YES □／NO □

6) All the girls like Tony Kytes.

YES □／NO □

7) The church band still play their fiddles in church.

YES □／NO □

8) Netty Sargent wanted her uncle's house.

YES □／NO □

9) One of the stories has an animal in it.

YES □／NO □

2．What is going to happen in these stories? Can you guess? Choose answers to complete these sentences. (You can choose more than one answer if you like.)

1) Tony Kytes...
a) asks more than one girl to marry him.
b) decides not to marry any of his girlfriends.
c) is in big trouble with all his girlfriends.
d) leaves home and goes to America.

2) In the story about Andrew and Jane...
a) a fox comes into the church during their wedding.
b) a fox eats their chickens while they are at church.
c) Andrew shoots a fox in the parson's garden.
d) the parson goes fox-hunting on their wedding day.

3) The church band stop playing their fiddles in church...
a) because nobody likes their music.
b) because they play the wrong music one day.
c) because they play very badly.
d) because it's too cold in the church.

4) To get her uncle's house, Netty Sargent...
a) had to marry an old man.
b) didn't tell the truth.
c) used a dead body to help her.
d) was very unkind to her brothers and sisters.

3．You will find some of these things or people in the stories. Can you guess which ones? Tick some boxes.


	□ cars	□ guitars	□ a parson 	□ a footballer

	□ wagons	□ fiddles	□ a doctor	□ a murderer

	□ trains	□ pianos	□ a teacher	□ a farmer

	□ horses	□ factories	□ a nurse	□ a bride

	□ oboes	□ bicycles	□ a detective	□ telephones




ACTIVITIES
While Reading

1．Read The Wagon to Longpuddle and Tony Kytes Finds a Wife. Then complete this passage with the right names.

When ______ was driving home from market, he gave ______ a ride in his wagon. Then he saw ______ in the road, and so he asked ______ to hide in the back of the wagon. _______ got into the wagon, but very soon ______ saw _______ looking out of a window. He told ______ that ______ wanted to marry him, and he asked ______ to hide under the sacks in the front of the wagon. When ______ got in, ______ had three girls in his wagon. He went to ask his father what to do, and left ______ holding the horse. But ______ saw ______'s foot under the tarpaulin and spoke to her. ______ heard voices, and then the horse moved off and turned the wagon over. In the end ______ asked all three girls to marry him — first ______, then _______, then _______, but only _______ said yes.

2．Read Andrew, Jane, the Parson, and the Fox to the bottom of page 30. Can you guess how the story ends? Choose answers to these questions.

1) When does the parson remember Andrew and Jane?
a) That evening.
b) In the night.
c) The next day.
d) Two days later.

2) What do Andrew and Jane do during the day?
a) Call for help.
b) Climb out and go home.
c) Have a fight.
d) Just wait

3) When do Andrew and Jane get married?
a) That evening.
b) The next day.
c) The next week.
d) Never.

3．Read The Church Band, and then put these halves of sentences together.

1) The band drank hot brandy-and-water...

2) They didn't hear when the sermon finished...

3) When they woke up, they began to play dance music...

4) The squire bought an organ for the church...

5) because they thought they were still in the Dog and Fox.

6) because they were all sleeping like babies.

7) because he didn't want those wicked men to play their fiddles in church ever again.

8) because it was so cold in the church.

4．Read Netty Sargent and the House. Who said these words, and who were they talking to?

1) 'The house, garden and field will go back to the squire.'

2) 'If you lose the house and ground, I won't marry you.'

3) 'And you must have Jasper, must you, my dear?'

4) 'Can you still be a witness, ...if he doesn't see you?'

5) 'Yes, hold his hand, ... — that'll be all right.'


ACTIVITIES
After Reading

1．Here are some Longpuddle villagers talking. Who are they talking about? Complete the passages with the words below (one word for each gap).

agent, bride, clever, dead, held, hunt, husband, leasehold, like, locked, married, remember, same, signed, three, uncle, until, when, window, witness

1) '... So she asked the ______, who had to be the _______, to stand outside the ______. Then she took the ______ papers into the room, put them in front of her ______, spoke to him, and ______ his hand while he ______ his name. And all the time the old man was ______!'

2) 'No, he hasn't been out with the ______ for a long time. And I know why! He still feels bad about that time ______ he left a young man and his ______ in the church all night. They were ______ in the tower, and he didn't ______ them ______ the next day.'

3) 'Yes, they're getting ______ next Sunday. I don't know if he'll be a good ______ or not. All the girls ______ him, but he's not very ______. Somebody told me that he once asked ______ girls to marry him on the ______ day!'

2．Here is a new illustration for one of the stories. Find the best place for it, and answer these questions.

The picture goes in the story ______.

1) Who are these two people?

2) What is the man near the door saying?

3) Why are they both very worried?

Now write a caption for the illustration.
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Caption: ____________________________________

3．What did Nicholas say to the parson about the music, later that day? Put their conversation in the right order, and write in the speakers' names. Nicholas speaks first (number 3).

1) ______ 'Yes, it was. We weren't doing anything wicked.'

2) ______ 'We're going to have an organ. The squire has already sent away for it, and it'll be here by Friday.'

3) ______ 'It was like this, Parson. When we woke up, it —'

4) ______ 'But you were in church, not in the Dog and Fox!'

5) ______ 'Thank you, Parson! So can we play next Sunday?'

6) ______ 'And was that why you played dance music?'

7) ______ 'It was only a little sleep. We were tired, you see, because of playing last night in the Dog and Fox.'

8) ______ 'I'm afraid not. The squire said no more fiddles.'

9) ______ 'Yes, I know, but it was dark, we were half asleep, and we thought we were still at the dance!'

10) ______ 'Woke up? You were asleep during my sermon?'

11) ______ 'But who will play the music in church then?'

12) ______ 'I know you're not a wicked man, Nicholas. Nor are the others. All right, we'll say no more about it.'

Which part of the story did Nicholas not tell the parson?

4．What did Andrew and Jane say in the church tower? Finish Jane's words for her. (Use as many words as you like.)

ANDREW: It's nearly dark. What are we going to do, Jane?

JANE: We're going to ______.

ANDREW: But I'm hungry. We can't wait for him all night!

JANE: I'm sure ______.

ANDREW: Well, I think he's forgotten us. I'll go up and shout from the top of the tower, to get help.

JANE: _______.

ANDREW: Why not?

JANE: Because of the disgrace. Everybody ______.

ANDREW: Oh. Yes, they will, won't they? We'll just have to sit and wait then.

5．Here are some new titles for the stories. Which titles go with which stories? Which titles do you like best? Why?


	A Night in the Tower	Dreaming of the Dog and Fox

	A Wagon Full of Girls	Witness at the Window

	The Leasehold Wedding	When the Fiddles Had to Stop

	A Dead Man's Hand	Engaged Three Times

	Milly Gets Her Man	A Dance Tune for the Squire

	An Anxious Bride	The Call of the Hunt



6．What did you think about these stories? Choose some of the characters and complete these sentences.

1) I felt sorry for ______ because ______.

2) I thought ______ was clever/stupid when ______.

3) I thought ______ did a good/bad thing when ______.

4) I thought ______ was right/wrong to ______.

5) I liked it when ______.
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简　介

一个人有了隐私又不想让别人知道时，我们就可以说他“衣橱里有具骷髅”。大部分人都做过一些不光彩的事，卡罗尔·桑德斯也不例外。她有具“衣橱里的骷髅”，不管走到哪儿都摆脱不了。这使她越来越沮丧。当然，这件不光彩的事正在慢慢地毁坏着她的生活。

后来她遇到一位更有隐私的人。他的隐私需要整个一个岛来遮掩。也许最有可能由卡罗尔发现他的隐私。但是如果她想探明他的隐私，他会怎么样呢？他会乐意把他的隐私告诉她吗？或者他会生气，非常生气吗？这全取决于他藏在锁着的房间中的那具“衣橱里的骷髅”究竟是什么——而卡罗尔要打开那扇锁着的门。




本书作者约翰·埃斯科特是一位经验丰富的作家，现在英格兰南部的博恩默思生活和工作。
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1
Coming to England

My name is Carol Sanders.

I live in England now, but when I was younger, I lived in Hong Kong. My father was a businessman there and my mother worked as a secretary. We lived in Hong Kong for seven years.

I was happy at school, with lots of friends, and we had a good time. I liked pop music—the Rolling Stones, David Bowie and Jake Rosso were my favourites.

Jake Rosso was my favourite singer. He died in a car accident the year I left school, but I listened to his pop records all the time. I had hundreds of pictures and photos of him on my bedroom wall.

Then one day in winter when I was seventeen, things began to go wrong for me.

My father went to Australia on business. I loved him very much and didn't like him going away.

'Come home quickly,' I always said to him.

He was in Australia for two weeks. Then, on the day of his journey home, an aeroplane from Sydney crashed into the sea just south of Hong Kong. Everybody on the plane died.

I heard about the plane crash on television. At first, I did not think about my father. Then I remembered he was flying back from Sydney on that day.
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'Oh, no!' I cried.

I telephoned the airport but they did not know the names of all the passengers then.

'Perhaps my father didn't get that plane,' I thought. 'Oh, please! Please!'

My mother was at work and I called her on the telephone. She came home quickly and we went to the airport and waited for news.

Later, we learned my father was on the plane.

'It's not true!' I shouted.

But it was true, and I began to cry.

I cried for weeks and weeks. I spent many days alone in my room. I was lonely and sad and I wanted to die, too.

I stopped going out with my friends. I didn't want to see other people. I stopped listening to Jake Rosso's records, and took his pictures off my bedroom wall. I didn't listen to music or watch television. Nothing mattered any more.

Then I stopped crying. I stopped feeling sad and began to feel angry.

'Why did it happen to him?' I asked my mother. 'Why do the best people die? Jake Rosso. My father.'

'I... I don't know, Carol,' my mother said. She was unhappy, too.

At the time of the plane crash, I was a student at college. I enjoyed the work and college life very much, but after my father's death I stopped doing my work at the college. I began to go out with some new friends. They were different from my other friends, and my mother didn't like them.

'They're bad people, Carol,' she told me. 'They do dangerous things.'

'They're exciting,' I said. 'And I like them.'

I knew she was angry but I didn't care. But then I learned my new friends took drugs, and I began to take drugs, too. It was wrong and stupid, I know that now, but I was unhappy and angry.

The police came to the college to arrest some of the students. They didn't arrest me, but I had to leave the college. It was a bad time.

My mother was very unhappy with me. 'What am I going to do with you, Carol?' she said.

'I'm sorry,' I told her.

'We'll go back to England,' she said. 'You can find a college there. Perhaps you can be happier in England.'

'All right,' I said. 'I want to forget what's happened. I want to forget what I've done and begin a new life, be a new person.'




A month later, we came back to England. We lived in London, in a hotel. It was strange, at first, with all the red buses and everybody speaking English. It was the beginning of the summer, three months before college began in the autumn. London was full of tourists.

We looked at all the famous buildings — Buckingham Palace, the Tower of London. And we went to restaurants and theatres in the evenings. It was interesting and exciting and I began to forget the bad times in Hong Kong.

'I'm pleased we came to London,' I told my mother.

But after a few weeks, she said, 'You need to find a college, Carol. You must go on studying. And I need a job.'

That evening, we looked in the newspapers.

'What about this?' I said. I showed my mother a job in the newspaper.


SECRETARY

for the summer months

on a small private island in Scotland.

Live with the family in a big house.

Interesting work and good pay

for the right person.




Phone Greta Ross. Telephone number 071...



'Well, that sounds interesting,' said my mother. 'I'd like to work as a secretary on an island in Scotland. It's a beautiful country, Carol, and you can go to a college there in the autumn.'

'And it's a place to live for the summer,' I said. 'Hotels are expensive.'

My mother telephoned Greta Ross.

'Come and see me tomorrow,' Greta Ross told her. 'Come to Savoy Hotel at eleven o'clock.'




I went to Savoy Hotel with my mother. It was big and expensive, bigger than our hotel, and in the centre of London.

'Mum needs this job,' I thought. 'And a private island in Scotland is a nice place to live. Perhaps I can forget what's happened if I go there.'

'Room twenty-two,' said the woman at the hotel desk. 'Go on up. Mrs Ross will see you now.'

Greta Ross was waiting for us. She was about thirty years old and very beautiful. She wore an expensive red dress and her hair was very long and dark.

'This is my daughter, Carol,' said my mother.

'Hallo, Carol,' said Greta Ross.

'Hallo,' I said.

'Carol is eighteen years old,' said my mother. 'Can she come with me, if I get the job? Perhaps she can help in the house or in the gardens. She likes gardening. She's studying farming at college.'

'Perhaps,' said Greta Ross. 'There's a small farm on the island.'

'I'd like to work on the farm,' I said.

Greta Ross looked at my mother. 'How long did you live in Hong Kong, Mrs Sanders?'

'Seven years,' answered my mother. 'My husband died in a plane crash last year, so we've come back to live in England.'

'where did you live before Hong Kong?'

'We lived in India for three years.'

Then Greta Ross took my mother into a room and asked her more questions. I waited outside.

'Greta Ross is nice,' I thought. 'I hope my mother gets the job.'

Soon after, the door opened and my mother came out. She was smiling.

Greta Ross said, 'Please wait here for a minute, Mrs Sanders. I want to make a phone call.' She went back into the room, and closed the door.

I was sitting on a chair near the door, and I could just hear Greta Ross's voice speaking on the phone.

'I think I've found someone,' she was saying. 'She has a daughter, but the girl can work in the garden or on the farm... Don't worry, they've been away from England for ten years... It'll be all right, I tell you... Don't worry.'

After a few minutes, Greta Ross put down the phone and came out of the room.

'You've got the job,' she told my mother.

My mother was pleased. 'Thank you,' she replied.

I was pleased, too, but now I was worried about that phone call. I didn't understand it.



pop music 流行音乐。

favourite n. 最喜爱的人或物。

accident n. something, esp. something unpleasant that happens by chance. 事故；横祸；灾难。

record n. 唱片。

crash v. (cause to) have a sudden and noisy accident. 使（飞机）坠毁；（汽车）碰撞；n. a voilent accident.（飞机的）坠毁；（汽车的）碰撞。

passenger n. a person travelling in a bus, boat or plane. 乘客；旅客。

(be) at work (be) doing something, esp. working. 在工作；在上班。

alone adv. & adj. without others. 独自；单独地（的）。

lonely adj. alone; without people. 寂寞的；孤独的。

different from unlike; not of the same kind. 与……不一样；与……不同。

care v. feel interest, anxiety or sorrow. 在乎；（为……）操心或忧虑。

drug n. 毒品。

arrest v. (the police) catch someone and take him to prison. 逮捕。

full of having plenty (of). 充满……（的）。

tourist n. a person visiting places for pleasure. 游客。

Buckingham Palace 白金汉宫[英国王宫]。

the Tower of London 伦敦塔。

private adj. for one person or a small number of people only. 私人的。

dark adj. (of the skin, etc.) not fair, nearer black than white. （肤色等）深色的；黑色的。

worry v. be anxious, uneasy. troubled. 焦虑；不安；烦恼；担心。


1　来到英格兰

我叫卡罗尔·桑德斯。

我现在住在英格兰，但我年轻时住在香港。我父亲在那儿经商而我母亲是个秘书。我们在香港住了七年。

我在学校很快乐，有许多朋友；我们玩得很愉快。我喜欢流行音乐——滚石乐队、戴维·鲍伊和杰克·罗索是我的至爱。

杰克·罗索是我最喜欢的歌手。我离校那年他死于一次车祸，但我一直在听他的流行歌曲唱片。我在我卧室的墙上贴了成百上千张有关他的画片和照片。

接着在我17岁那年冬季的一天，事情对我来说开始变糟了。

我父亲去澳大利亚出差。我非常爱他，不愿意让他离家在外。

“快点回家来，”我总是对他说。

他在澳大利亚待了两周。接着，在他要回程的那天，一架从悉尼起飞的飞机坠入香港正南部的海域。机上人员全部遇难。

我从电视上听到飞机失事的消息。起初，我并没有想到我父亲。后来，我想起来那天他正从悉尼乘机返回。

“啊，不！”我叫了起来。

我给机场打电话，但他们那时还不知道所有乘客的名字。

“或许我父亲没乘那架飞机。”我想，“啊，千万别乘！千万别乘那架飞机！”

我母亲当时正在上班，于是我给她打了电话。她很快回家；我们去机场并等待消息。

后来，我们得知我父亲正在那架飞机上。

“这不是真的！”我喊道。

但这是真的，我哭了起来。

我哭了好几个星期。好多天我独自一人待在房间里。我既孤独又伤心，我也想过去死。

我不再和朋友们出去玩了。我不想见别人。我不再听杰克·罗索的唱片了，还把他的图片从我卧室的墙上取了下来。我不听音乐了，也不看电视了。一切对我都不再要紧了。

后来我不哭了。我不再伤心了，而开始感到愤怒了。

“为什么这事让他碰上了呢？”我问妈妈，“为什么总是最好的人死呢？杰克·罗索。我爸爸。”

“我……我不知道，卡罗尔。”我妈妈说。她也不愉快。

飞机失事的时候，我正是个大学生。我当时很喜欢大学的学习和生活，但我父亲去世后我在大学不学习了。我开始和一些新结识的朋友出去玩。他们和我的其他朋友不一样，而且我妈妈不喜欢他们。

“他们不是正经人，卡罗尔。”她告诉我，“他们在干一些危险的事情。”

“他们令人感到兴奋。”我说，“而且我喜欢他们。”

我知道她生气了，可我不在乎。后来我得知我新结识的朋友们在吸毒，我也开始吸毒了。我现在知道那样做既错又蠢，可那时候我心情郁闷。

警察来大学抓了一些学生。他们没抓我，可我不得不离开那个大学。那段日子可真糟糕。

我妈妈对我很不高兴。“我拿你可怎么办呢，卡罗尔？”她说。

“对不起，”我告诉她说。

“我们回英格兰吧。”她说，“在那儿你可以找所大学上。在英格兰也许你会高兴些。”

“好吧。”我说，“我想把过去发生的事忘掉。我想把我所干的事忘掉，开始新生活，成为一个新人。”




一个月后，我们回到了英格兰。我们住在伦敦，待在一家饭店里。起初，一切都很新奇：公共汽车是红色的，人人都说英语。时值初夏，离秋季开学还有三个月。伦敦到处都是观光客。

我们参观了所有著名的建筑物——白金汉宫、伦敦塔。而且晚上我们去餐馆和剧院。这令人感兴趣、令人激动，我开始忘掉在香港的那些令人难受的时光。

“我真为我们来到了伦敦而高兴，”我对妈妈说。

但是过了几周之后，她说：“你得找所大学上，卡罗尔。你必须继续你的学业。我也需要个工作。”

那天傍晚，我们翻看了一下报纸。

“这工作怎么样？”我说。我给妈妈看了看报上登的一条招工消息。


招聘秘书启事

苏格兰一私人小岛上

夏季招聘秘书一名。

可与主人一家共享宽裕住所。

工作有趣，薪金丰厚，

诚聘合适人选。

有意者请与格里塔·罗斯联系。电话：071……



“嗯，听起来挺有意思的。”我妈妈说，“我愿意在苏格兰的一个岛上干秘书工作。那是个很美丽的地方，卡罗尔，而且你秋季可以在那儿上大学。”

“夏季也可以在那儿过。”我说，“饭店很费钱。”

我妈妈打电话给格里塔·罗斯。

“明天来见我吧。”格里塔·罗斯告诉她，“11点请到萨沃伊饭店来。”




我和妈妈一起去了萨沃伊饭店。这个饭店既大又贵，比我们住的饭店大，并位于伦敦的中心。

“妈妈需要这个工作。”我想，“而且苏格兰的一座私人岛屿还是个生活的好地方。我如果去那儿，也许就可以把过去发生的事情忘掉。”

“22号房间。”饭店服务台的女士说，“上楼去吧。罗斯夫人现在就可以接见您。”

格里塔·罗斯正等着我们。她大约30岁，很漂亮。她穿着一件很贵的红色连衣裙，头发很长很黑。

“这是我女儿卡罗尔，”我妈妈说。

“你好，卡罗尔。”格里塔·罗斯说。

“您好，”我说。

“卡罗尔18岁了。”我妈妈说，“如果我能得到这份工作，她可以跟着我吗？也许她能帮助做些家务活或干些园子里的活。她喜欢园艺。她正在大学学农业。”

“也许行吧。”格里塔·罗斯说，“岛上有个小农场。”

“我喜欢在农场里干活，”我说。

格里塔·罗斯看了看我母亲。“你们在香港住了多久，桑德斯夫人？”

“七年。”我妈妈说，“我丈夫去年因飞机失事去世了，所以我们回英格兰来住了。”

“住在香港之前你们待在哪儿？”

“我们在印度住了三年。”

然后格里塔·罗斯带我妈妈进了一个房间，又问了她一些问题。我在外边等着。

“格里塔·罗斯挺好的。”我想，“我希望妈妈能得到这份工作。”

过了不一会儿门开了，我妈妈出来了。她微笑着。

格里塔·罗斯说：“请在这儿等一会儿，桑德斯夫人。我想去打个电话。”她返回房间，并关上了门。

我坐在门旁的一把椅子上，正好能听到格里塔·罗斯打电话的声音。

“我想我已经找到了一个人。”她正在说，“她有个女儿，但这个女孩可以在园子或在农场干些活儿……别担心，她们离开英格兰已有10年了……不会出事的，我告诉你……别担心。”

过了一会儿，格里塔·罗斯挂上了电话并从屋里出来了。

“你得到了这份工作，”她告诉我妈妈说。

我妈妈很高兴。“谢谢您，”她说。

我也很高兴，可现在我对那个电话感到忧虑不安。我不明白它的意思。


2
The Island

We went to Scotland the next day, first by plane, then by train. Greta Ross travelled with us.

I looked out of the train window and saw fields and villages and mountains. 'Mum is right,' I thought. 'Scotland is a very beautiful place.'

'You're going to be my husband's secretary,' Greta Ross told my mother. 'He's a businessman, but he never leaves the island. He does all his work by telephone and letter and computer. He invests money in companies, all over the world.'

'Do many people live on the island?' I asked.

'Not many,' said Greta Ross. 'You'll meet them soon.'

'Greta Ross is young,' I thought. 'Is her husband young, too? How can a young man buy an island? Is he very rich?'

After the train, we went on Mr Ross's boat, which took us out to the island. The boatman was a young man. He had dark hair and was brown from the sun.

'This is Tony,' said Greta Ross. 'He works for Mr Ross.'

'Hi,' said Tony.

Soon we were near the island. I could see the beaches and the cliffs. The boat slowed down.

'There are dangerous rocks around the island,' explained Tony. 'A lot of them are under the water and you can't see them. I have to be careful. But the rocks keep other boats away, and that pleases Mr Ross.'
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'Why?' I asked.

Tony looked at Greta Ross but she wasn't listening. 'Mr Ross doesn't like visitors to the island,' Tony said in a quiet voice.

Then Greta Ross looked at us and Tony said no more.

'Why doesn't Mr Ross like visitors?' I thought. 'Has he something to hide?'




When we arrived on the island, my mother and I followed Greta up to the house. It was very big and there were trees all around it.

A woman was waiting inside the house.

'This is Mrs Duncan, Tony's mother,' said Greta. 'She's the housekeeper and her husband is the gardener. Mrs Duncan will take you up to your rooms. I'm going to tell Mr Ross you've arrived.'

The housekeeper was a little woman with short hair. She went up the stairs, and my mother and I went after her.

My room was next to my mother's. I looked out of the window and saw the garden at the back of the house. A man was working in the garden, near some trees. 'Is that Mr Duncan?' I thought. I looked between the trees and saw the sea. 'It's a beautiful house and a beautiful island.'

That evening, we had dinner with Mr and Mrs Duncan and Tony. We ate in the big kitchen.

'What happened to Mr Ross's last secretary?' asked my mother.

'She's in hospital,' replied Mrs Duncan. 'She's going to be away all summer.'

'Isn't Mrs Ross lonely here?' I said.

'No,' said Mrs Duncan. 'She likes painting a lot. She has a room upstairs and goes there to paint. She's very good. Sometimes she goes to different places on the island to paint pictures.'

We finished eating our meal. Soon after, Greta Ross came into the kitchen.

'Mr Ross wants to see you and your daughter now, Mrs Sanders,' she said. 'Follow me, please.'

We followed her through the house and into a big room. This was Mr Ross's office and he was sitting behind a desk.

I was surprised. He was a young man, about thirty. He had a moustache, short dark hair, and he wore glasses.

Mr Ross was speaking into the telephone. 'Who does he look like?' I thought. 'Is it Tony Duncan?'

'Mr Ross is talking to a business friend in New York,' said Greta. 'Please, sit down.'

While we waited, I looked around the office. There were three telephones, a computer, and lots of books and papers.

There was another door and I could see a smaller room, next to the office. There was a smaller desk and another computer in there.

Mr Ross finished speaking on the phone, then looked carefully at my mother and me. For a few seconds he didn't speak, and just watched us. Then he said, 'I'm pleased to meet you, Mrs Sanders. I need some help with my work. My secretary is in hospital, and there's a lot of work to do. Sometimes you'll have to work late at night, because of time differences in New York and Tokyo. Is that all right?'

'Yes, that's all right,' said my mother.

'Can you use a computer?'

'Yes.'

'Good.' He looked at me. 'Is this your daughter?'

'Yes, this is Carol,' said my mother.

'Hallo,' I said.

'Greta says you like gardening. There's a big garden here, so you can help Mr Duncan. And there's a farm. Dan and Stella Parks live in the farmhouse and work on the farm. You can help them, too. We have some animals. Some sheep, a few cows and chickens. And there's a horse called Smoke. He's grey, like his name. Can you ride?'

'Yes,' I said. 'I can ride a horse.'

'You can ride Smoke around the island, if you like.'

'I'd like that,' I said. 'Thank you.'

'And we grow vegetables and fruit,' he said. 'I work on the farm sometimes. I enjoy it.'

I smiled at him but he didn't smile back.

'Carol will enjoy working on the farm,' said my mother. 'Won't you, Carol?'

'Yes,' I said.

'Mr Ross looks sad,' I thought. 'But how did he get all his money? And why does he hideaway on an island?'



computer n. 电脑；计算机。

invest v. put money into a business and get more money back later. 投资。

beach n. seashore. 海滩。

cliff n. the high, sharp side of a hill. 峭壁。

rock n. very big piece of stone. 岩石。

you pron. (impersonal) one, anyone. （口语中可为无人称代词）一个人；任何人。

keep… away prevent ... from reaching. 使……不能靠近。

housekeeper n. person who looks after a house. 管家。

paint v. make a picture with colours. 画。

moustache n. the hair on a man's top lip. （上唇上的）胡子。

glasses n. round pieces of glass that you wear over the eyes to see better. 眼镜。

next to in the closest place to. 紧挨着。

Tokyo n. 东京[日本首都]。


2　岛屿

第二天我们就去了苏格兰，先乘飞机，后乘火车。格里塔·罗斯与我们同行。

我从火车车厢的窗子向外望去，看到了田野、村庄和群山。“妈妈说得对，”我想，“苏格兰是个非常漂亮的地方。”

“你就要当我丈夫的秘书了。”格里塔·罗斯告诉我妈妈说，“他是个商人，但他从来不离开这个岛。他通过电话、信函和电脑来干他所有的工作。他向遍布世界各地的公司投资。”

“许多人住在岛上吗？”我问。

“不多。”格里塔·罗斯说，“不一会儿你就能见到他们了。”

“格里塔·罗斯年轻。”我想，“她丈夫也年轻吗？一个年轻人怎么能买得起一座岛屿呢？他很有钱吗？”

下了火车，我们上了罗斯先生的船，那船带着我们出海向岛驶去。船夫是个年轻人。他长着一头黑发，皮肤晒成了棕色。

“这是托尼。”格里塔·罗斯说，“他为罗斯先生工作。”

“你好，”托尼说。

不久我们就离这个岛近了。我能看到海滩和峭壁了。船慢了下来。

“岛的四周都是危险的礁石。”托尼解释道，“许多礁石在水下，人看不见。我得很小心。但这些礁石使别的船不能靠近这个岛，那使罗斯先生感到很高兴。”

“为什么？”我问道。

托尼看了一下格里塔·罗斯，但她没在听我们说些什么。“罗斯先生不喜欢客人到岛上来，”托尼轻声说。

接着，格里塔·罗斯看了看我们，托尼便没再说什么。

“为什么罗斯先生不喜欢客人呢？”我寻思着。“难道他有什么事要遮遮掩掩吗？”




我们到了岛上之后，我和我妈妈随格里塔来到了那幢房子。它很大，四周都是树。

一个女人正在房子里等着我们。

“这是邓肯太太，托尼的母亲。”格里塔说，“她是女管家，她丈夫是园丁。邓肯太太将带你们上楼去你们住的房间。我去告诉罗斯先生你们已经到了。”

管家是个留着短发的小妇人。她上了楼，我和我妈妈随后跟着她。

我的房间就在我妈妈房间的隔壁。从窗子向外望去，我看到了房后的园子。有个人正在园子里干活，那儿旁边有些树。“那就是邓肯先生吧？”我想。我透过树林，看到了大海。“这房子漂亮，这岛也漂亮。”

那天傍晚，我们与邓肯夫妇和托尼一起进餐。我们在大厨房吃饭。

“罗斯先生的上任秘书发生了什么事？”我妈妈问道。

“她住院了。”邓肯太太回答说，“整个夏季她都将不在。”

“罗斯夫人在这儿不寂寞吗？”我说道。

“不寂寞。”邓肯太太说，“她非常喜欢画画。她楼上有个房间，她常去那儿画画。她这个人很好。有时她去岛上不同的地方画画。”

我们吃完了饭。不久之后格里塔·罗斯来到了厨房。

“罗斯先生现在想见见你和你的女儿，桑德斯夫人。”她说，“请跟我来。”

我们跟着她穿过房子来到一个大房间里。这是罗斯先生的办公室，他正坐在办公桌的后面。

我很惊讶。他是个年轻人，大约30岁。他留着胡子，长着黑色短发，并戴着眼镜。

罗斯先生正在打电话。“他看上去像谁呢？”我想。“像托尼·邓肯？”

“罗斯先生正在与纽约的一位商界朋友通话。”格里塔说，“请坐下吧。”

我们等着的时候，我打量了一下这间办公室。屋里有三部电话、一台电脑以及许多书本和文件。

办公室还有一个门，所以我可以看到紧挨着办公室的一个小一些的房间。那里面有一张小一些的办公桌，另有一台电脑。

罗斯先生打完了电话，然后仔细地看了看我妈妈和我。有那么片刻他默默不语，只是在打量我们。然后他说：“见到你们很高兴，桑德斯夫人。我需要人帮助处理我的工作。我的秘书正在住院，有许多事情要处理。由于纽约和东京都有时差问题，有时候你得在深夜工作。你看行吗？”

“行，那没什么。”我妈妈说。

“你会用电脑吗？”

“会用。”

“那很好。”他看了看我。“这是你女儿吗？”

“是，这是卡罗尔。”我妈妈说。

“您好，”我说。

“格里塔说你喜欢园艺。这里有个大园子，所以你可以给邓肯先生帮帮忙。这里还有个农场。丹·帕克斯和斯特拉·帕克斯住在农舍里并在农场干活。你也可以给他们帮帮忙。我们养了些动物。一些羊、几头牛和数只小母鸡。还有一匹叫'烟'的马。这匹公马是灰色的，跟它的名字一样。你会骑马吗？”

“会骑，”我说，“我会骑马。”

“如果你喜欢，你可以骑着'烟'在岛上转转。”

“那太好了。”我说，“谢谢您。”

“我们还种了蔬菜和水果。”他说，“我有时在农场里干些活。我喜欢干农活。”

我朝他笑了笑，可他没回敬我的笑。

“卡罗尔会喜欢在农场干活的。”我妈妈说，“是不是，卡罗尔？”

“是的，”我说。

“罗斯先生显得有些忧伤。”我想，“但是他怎么会有那么多钱呢？而且为什么他要隐匿在一个岛上呢？”


3
The Photograph

I worked in the garden for the first two days. The weather was hot and sunny. I liked working with Mr Duncan, and he was pleased with my work.

'You're a good gardener,' he said.

'I've always liked gardening,' I said. 'But I'm studying at college to be a farmer.'

Sometimes I saw Greta Ross.

'She likes to be alone,' I thought. Once or twice I saw Greta go out with her painting things. She went up on the hills or down to the beach.

Mr Duncan took me to the farm and I met Dan and Stella Parks. They were very friendly.

'You can work on the farm for the next three days,' said Dan Parks. 'Mr Duncan says you're a good gardener. Are you a good farmer, too?'

I smiled at him. 'I am,' I said.

He smiled back.

So I worked on the farm with Mr and Mrs Parks. They were nice people. I helped with the cows and the chickens, and went up on the hills with Mr Parks and his dog to look after the sheep.

One afternoon I went out riding. Smoke was a big, lazy, friendly horse. I enjoyed riding and Smoke knew his way around the island very well. I learned new places to go to.
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I rode along the cliff top and then in between some trees. When we came out of the trees, I saw the house from the other side. I tried to find the window of my room. Which one was it?

Suddenly, I saw a face at one of the windows. The face was looking at me. It was there for just a second or two, then it moved away quickly.

'Who was that?' I thought. 'Was it Mr Ross? And which room was it?'




I didn't see my mother very much that first week. She worked all day and in the evenings. She wrote letters to South America, Japan, Canada and Australia. Sometimes, she worked after I was in bed.

'Mr Ross works hard,' she told me. 'He invests money in many companies and countries. But it's not his money.'

'It's not?' I was surprised by this.

'No, it's his wife's money. And she bought the island. It's her island, her house, her farm. Everything belongs to her.'

'How strange! But why does Mr Ross always look sad? And why does he never leave the island?' I asked.

'I don't know,' said my mohter. 'He says he likes it here and likes working on his farm. It's strange, I know.'

Sometimes, when I finished work, I walked along the beaches or the cliffs. Or I went swimming in the sea. I liked swimming. Greta Ross often came to the beach to swim, but Mr Ross never came.

'Stay away from the rocks, Carol,' Greta Ross told me. 'They're very dangerous.'

'I will,' I said.

Sometimes I took my camera to the beach and took photographs of some of the boats that went by. I took photographs of the birds on the cliffs.

There were other small islands near our island, and boats with tourists stopped at them. But no boats stopped at our island. They kept away from the dangerous rocks. Tony was right. The island did not have visitors.

One day, I was walking back to the house, and had my camera with me. I stopped and looked at the big house. Mr Duncan was working in the garden in front of it. At first, he didn't see me.

'I'm going to take a photograph of the house,' I thought. 'The sun is in just the right place, and it will make a good picture.'

I looked at the building through my camera, and took the photograph. Mr Ross was coming out of a door. He was in my picture, too, and he looked angry.

'That's all right,' I thought. 'It's still a good photograph.'

But Mr Duncan was running across the grass. He came quickly up to me and said, 'Give me your camera.' He looked very worried.

'What's wrong?' I asked in surprise. I gave him the camera.

'Never take photographs of Mr Ross,' he said. And then he opened the back of my camera and took out the film.

'Hey! What are you doing?' I said. 'You'll spoil my film!'

But he didn't stop. 'Sorry,' he said, and he put the film into his pocket. 'But no pictures of Mr Ross. He doesn't like people to take pictures of him.'

Mr Ross was watching us. He saw the camera and he saw Mr Duncan take out the film, but he said nothing. Then he turned and went back into the house.

Later, I told my mother about Mr Duncan and the camera. 'He spoiled my film,' I said.

'I don't understand,' she said. 'Why did he do that?'

'I don't. know,' I said, 'but there's something strange about Mr Ross.'




About a week later, I finished work early one day and came back to the house. My mother was working in her small room, next to Mr Ross's office. Mrs Duncan was in the kitchen. Greta Ross was painting in her room upstairs.

I went to my room and began reading a book. I was sitting beside the window. After half an hour, I got tired of reading. I looked out at the rain, and the grey sea and rocks between the trees.

'My book isn't very interesting,' I thought.

I got up and went out of my room. I walked along the passage and turned a corner. Then I saw the door at the end of the passage. There was a large plant in a plant pot outside the door.

'Where does that door go?' I thought. 'I haven't seen it before.' I remembered the face at the window in my first week on the island. 'Perhaps it's the door to that room,' I thought.

I walked along to the door and turned the handle. The door didn't move. It was locked.

'What are you doing?' said a voice behind me.

I turned round quickly and saw Greta Ross. She looked angry.

'That room is private,' she said.

'I'm sorry,' I said. 'I didn't—'

'Stay away from there,' she told me.




I told my mother about the locked door.

'What's behind it?' I said. 'Is it a secret?'

'I don't know,' said my mother. 'It doesn't matter. Mr Ross can have locked rooms if he wants them.'

'I think he does have secrets,' I said. 'There's something strange about him. There's something strange about this island. Somebody isn't telling us something. Something important.'

My mother laughed. 'Stop playing detective, Carol,' she said.



lazy adj. moving slowly, unwilling to work. 悠闲的；懒散的。

it pron. 它；性别不明或无关紧要的人（动）物。

camera n. machine used to take pictures. 照相机。

take photographs use a camera to take pictures. 照相；摄影。

film n. 胶卷。

spoil v. hurt or damage something so that it is useless or not good. 弄坏；毁坏。

get tired of be bored with. 对……感到厌烦。

passage n. narrow way in a building by which one goes to other rooms. 走廊。

plant n. anything (e.g. flower, tree) that is growing. 植物。

pot n. round container to put things in. 锅；盆。

handle n. the part of a door that you hold to open it. 门把手。

do v. 用以加重语气的助动词（需重读）。

detective n. person whose special job is to find out information that will make bad men be taken into prison. 侦探。

play detective（在游戏中） 模仿侦探调查案件。


3　照片

头两天我在园子里干活。天气晴朗而炎热。我很喜欢与邓肯先生一块儿干活，他对我干的活也很满意。

“你是个好园丁。”他说。

“我一向喜欢园艺。”我说，“但我现在正上大学，以便当个农夫。”

我有时见到格里塔·罗斯。

“她喜欢一个人独处。”我想。有一两次我看见格里塔带着画具出去了。她到山上或到海滩去。

邓肯先生带我到农场去，我见到了丹·帕克斯和斯特拉·帕克斯。他们非常友好。

“接下来的这三天你可以在农场干活。”丹·帕克斯说，“邓肯先生说你是个好园丁。你也是个好农夫吗？”

我朝他笑了笑。“是的。”我说。

他回笑了笑。

这样我就和帕克斯夫妇一起在农场干活了。他们是好人。我帮着照看奶牛和小母鸡，还和帕克斯先生及他的狗一起上山去照看羊群。

一天下午，我骑马出去。“烟”是一匹懒散而友善的大马。我喜欢骑马，“烟”对岛上的路很熟。我知道了些新的去处。

我骑马沿着峭壁顶部走，然后在树林中间穿行。当我们从树林中出来时，我看到了那幢房子的另一面。我想找出我房间的窗子。是哪一扇呢？

突然我看见一扇窗子旁有一张脸。那人正看着我。那人只在那儿待了一瞬间，接着很快就离开了。

“那是谁？”我想，“是罗斯先生吗？又是哪个房间呢？”




第一个星期我没怎么见到妈妈。她整个白天还有晚上都在工作。她给南美、日本、加拿大和澳大利亚写信。有时我睡了之后她还在工作。

“罗斯先生工作很努力。”她告诉我，“他给很多公司和国家投资。可那不是他的钱。”

“不是他的钱？”对此我很惊讶。

“不是他的，是他妻子的钱。并且是她买了这个岛。这是她的岛屿，她的房子，她的农场。所有的东西都属于她。”

“多奇怪呀！可为什么罗斯先生总显得那么忧郁呢？为什么他从不离开这个岛呢？”我问道。

“我不知道。”妈妈说，“他说他喜欢这儿，喜欢在他的农场里干活。我知道，这的确有点儿怪。”

有时干完活以后，我就沿着海滩或峭壁散步，或者去海里游泳。我喜欢游泳。格里塔·罗斯常到海边去游泳，但罗斯先生从来不去。

“离礁石远些，卡罗尔。”格里塔·罗斯告诉我，“它们很危险。”

“好吧。”我说。

有时我将照相机带到海边，照照过往的船只，照照峭壁上的鸟儿。

我们这个岛附近还有些其他的小岛，载着旅客的游船停靠在那里。但没有船在我们这个岛边停靠。船只都远离那些危险的礁石。托尼说的对，这个岛上没有客人来。

有一天，我正朝房子走回去，随身带着照相机。我停下来，看着这幢大房子。邓肯先生正在房子前面的园子里干活。起初，他没看见我。

“我来给这幢房子拍一个照吧。”我想，“太阳正在合适的位置，拍出来会挺不错的。”

我把镜头对准了房子，拍了一张。罗斯先生正好从门里出来。他也被拍了进来，他看上去一副生气的样子。

“那也没什么。”我想，“仍然是张好照片。”

但邓肯先生从草地上跑过来。他很快跑到我跟前说：“把相机给我。”他看起来很着急。

“怎么了？”我惊奇地问道。我把相机交给了他。

“决不许给罗斯先生拍照，”他说。然后他打开相机后盖，把胶卷取出来。

“嘿！你干什么呀？”我说，“你会毁了我的胶卷的！”

可他不停手。“对不起，”他说，并把胶卷装进了他自己的衣袋里。“可不许给罗斯先生拍照。他不喜欢别人给他照相。”

罗斯先生正看着我们。他看见了照相机，也看见了邓肯先生把胶卷取出来的过程，可是他什么也没说。然后他转过身就回到房子里去了。

过后，我把邓肯先生和照相机的事情告诉了妈妈。“他毁了我的胶卷。”我说。

“我不明白。”她说，“他为什么要那样做呢？”

“我不知道。”我说，“可罗斯先生这个人真有点儿古怪。”




大约一周之后，有一天我很早就干完活儿，回房子里去了。我母亲正在罗斯先生办公室旁边的她那个小房间里工作。邓肯太太在厨房。格里塔·罗斯在楼上她的房间里画画。

我去了自己的房间，开始读书。我坐在窗子旁。半个小时后，我读腻了。我向外望去，看外面的雨，看隐蔽在树木之间的灰蒙蒙的大海和岩石。

“我的书不很有趣。”我想。

我站起来走出房间。我顺着走廊走，拐了一个弯。然后我看见走廊尽头有一扇门。门外的花盆里有一株很大的植物。

“这门通哪儿呢？”我想。“我先前没见过它。”我记起了我到岛上的第一周看到的、那扇窗子旁的那张脸。“可能这就是通向那个房间的那扇门，”我想。

我一直走到房门前，转了转门把手。门没动，是锁着的。

“你在干什么？”身后有人问我。

我赶紧转过脸，看到了格里塔·罗斯。她显得生气了。

“那是私人专用房间。”她说。

“对不起。”我说，“我不——”

“离那儿远点。”她对我说。




我把那扇锁着的门的事情告诉了我妈妈。

“那扇门后有什么？”我说，“是秘密吗？”

“我不知道。”我妈妈说，“那没什么关系。罗斯先生要是想的话，当然可以有锁起来的房间。”

“我想他一定有秘密。”我说，“他这个人有些古怪。这座岛有些奇怪。有人有什么事情瞒着咱们。是重要的事情。”

我妈妈笑了。“别玩侦探游戏了，卡罗尔。”她说。


4
The Locked Room

Two days later there was a storm in the middle of the night.

I was hot and I couldn't sleep. I got out of bed, went across to the window and looked out at the night. Black clouds hurried across the sky, and the trees moved wildly in the wind. The rain made a loud noise on the window.

I opened my window and put my head out into the wind and the rain. I looked at the other windows in the house. Most of them were dark. But one window had a light in it. 'Somebody isn't sleeping,' I thought. 'Which room is that?'

There were six windows between my window and the room with the light.

'And there are six doors between my room and the locked door!' I thought. 'That light is in the locked room. Somebody's in there!'

I put on my dressing-gown and went out of my room. The house was dark, and at first I couldn't see very well. I walked along the passage and turned the corner.

There it was, the locked room. And there was a light under the door !

I went nearer and heard noises.

'Somebody's moving about in the locked room,' I thought. 'Who is it?'
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Then the light went off and the door opened.

I was afraid to move.

Somebody came out of the room, and into the dark passage. Lightning suddenly lit up the house, and I saw who it was.

'It's Mr Ross!' I thought. 'What was he doing in that room in the middle of the night?'

I didn't move and he didn't see me. He locked the door of the room carefully. He didn't put the key in his pocket, but hid it in the plant pot next to the door.

'He's coming along here,' I thought. 'I must get back to my room.'

And I ran back along the passage.

Mr Ross heard me. 'Who's that?' he called.

I didn't answer, but ran into my room and closed the door.

He came along the passage and stopped outside my door. Then he walked past and went on down the stairs.

I took off my dressing-gown and went back to bed. I was shaking because I was afraid.

'Now I know how to get into the locked room,' I thought. 'But what's in there?'




There was no storm in the morning, but it was still raining. I got up early and worked on the farm. There were eggs from the chickens and I put them in boxes. I helped to milk the cows and then took them out to the field.

Later, I went back into the house for breakfast. 'Did you sleep all right last night?' asked Mrs Duncan. 'Or did the storm wake you up?'

'I... slept all right,' I said. I didn't want to tell her about the light in the locked room, or about Mr Ross.

After breakfast, I went back upstairs. Mr Ross was talking on the telephone in his office. My mother was working at her desk. I knew that Mrs Duncan was in the kitchen and that Mr Duncan was working in the garden.

'Where's Mrs Ross?' I thought.

Then I looked out of the window and saw her with Tony Duncan. They were walking to the boat.

'He's taking her out in the boat,' I thought. 'Perhaps she's going to Edinburgh.'

The boat moved away from the island and I waited until it was out at sea. Then I opened the door of my room.

There was nobody in the passage and I ran along to the locked room. The key was still in the plant pot and I took it out. My hand was shaking.

Then I unlocked the door.



put on wear or place (something) on the body. 穿上。

dressing-gown n. long, loose garment over night clothes. 晨衣。

go off (of light) stop shining. 关（灯）；熄（灯）。

lightning n. sudden, very bright light in the sky during a storm. 闪电。

light up make or become bright. 照亮。

take off remove (a garment). 脱下；脱去。

get into enter. 进入。

milk v. take juice from (a cow). 挤牛奶。

wake up (cause to) cease to sleep. 吵醒。

Edinburgh n. 爱丁堡[苏格兰首府]。

unlock v. unfasten the lock of. 打开门锁。


4　锁着的房间

两天后半夜里来了一场暴风雨。

我很热，睡不着。我下了床，走到窗边，望着窗外的夜色。乌云在天空中匆匆飘过，树在狂风中猛烈地摇摆。雨打在窗子上弄出了很大的响声。

我打开窗子，把头伸在风雨中。我看了看这幢房子的其他窗子。绝大部分窗子是黑的。但有一扇窗子里有灯光。“有人没睡。”我想，“那是哪个房间呢？”

我的窗子和那个亮着灯的房间之间隔六个窗子。

“而且我这个房间和锁着门的那个房间之间也隔六扇门！”我琢磨着。“那个亮着的灯就在那个锁着的房间里。那里面有人！”

我穿上晨衣，从我屋里走了出来。这座房子里很暗，起初我看得不怎么清楚。我顺着走廊走，拐了一个弯。

那儿就是那个锁着的房间。而且门下面露出了灯光！

我走近了些，听到了动静。

“有人在这个锁着的房间里走动。”我想。“是谁呢？”

接着灯熄了，门开了。

我没敢动。

一个人从屋里走出来，到了黑暗的走廊里。忽然一道闪电照亮了这幢房子，我看清了这个人是谁。

“是罗斯先生！”我想。“他半夜在那个房间里干什么呢？”

我没动，他也没看见我。他小心地锁上了门。他没把钥匙放入他的衣袋里，却把它藏在门旁的花盆里。

“他正往这儿来了。”我想，“我必须回我的房间去。”

于是我就顺着走廊往回跑。

罗斯先生听见我了。“谁？”他喊到。

我没回答，却跑进自己的房间，关上了门。

他顺着走廊过来了，在我的门外停了下来。然后他就走过去了，往前下了楼。

我脱下晨衣，回到了床上。我因害怕而直发抖。

“现在我知道怎么进入那锁着的房间了。”我想，“但那里有什么呢？”




早晨风暴停了，但雨还在下。我很早就起了床，在农场里干活。那儿有小母鸡下的一些蛋，我把蛋放在箱子里。我帮着给奶牛挤奶，然后把它们带到了外面的田野。

后来我回房子里去吃早饭。“昨天晚上睡得好吗？”邓肯太太问道。“还是暴风雨把你吵醒了？”

“我……睡得很好，”我说。我不想把锁着的那个房间里亮着灯的事或罗斯先生的事告诉她。

早饭后，我回到楼上。罗斯先生正在他的办公室里打电话。我妈妈正坐在她办公桌旁工作。我知道邓肯太太在厨房里而邓肯先生在园子里干活。

“罗斯夫人在哪儿呢？”我想。

接着我从窗子向外望去，看见她和托尼·邓肯在一起。他们正向一条船走去。

“他要用船送她出岛。”我想，“她可能去爱丁堡。”

船离开了这座岛；我一直等着，直到它出了海。然后我打开了我房间的门。

走廊里没有人，我跑到了那个锁着的房间前。钥匙还在花盆里，我把它拿了出来。我的手在颤抖。

然后我打开了门。


5
A Dead Man

I went into the room... and I was very surprised.

The room was full of strange things. Coloured shirts and suits. Three guitars. And there were posters and photographs on the walls.

I looked at the posters.

Jake Rosso's face looked down at me.

I looked at the dead Jake Rosso's pictures, and I remembered all the photographs on the walls of my room in Hong Kong. I could never forget that face — the face of my favourite singer.

Then, while I looked at his face, something strange happened. I began to see another face in the posters. An older face, and with a moustache, but the same face.

I saw the face of Mr Ross.

'No!' I said. 'It's not true!'

But it was, I knew it was.

'Mr Ross is... Jake Rosso!'

'No!' said a voice behind me.

I turned round and saw Mr Ross. He was standing in the doorway. He looked... afraid.

'I don't believe you!' I said.

'You have to believe me!'

I looked at the posters. 'Who is that, if it's not you?'
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'It's Jake Rosso. He was... my brother.'

'That's not true!' I shouted. 'I don't believe you. Listen, Jake Rosso was my favourite singer — I had hundreds of photos of him. I still have all his records. I loved him, do you understand? Thousands of people loved him.'

'He's dead,' Mr Ross said quietly.

'No!' I shouted. 'You're Jake Rosso! You look different now, yes. You've got short hair, you've got a moustache now, and you wear glasses. But you're ... Jake... Rosso. You were my favourite pop star, so I know.'

Mr Ross said nothing, and watched my face.

'He doesn't know what to do,' I thought. 'He knows I don't believe him, and he's afraid.'

Then he said, 'It was you in the passage last night, wasn't it?'

'Yes,' I answered.

He looked angry. 'I was wrong to give your mother a job,' he said. 'I thought it was OK because you came from Hong Kong. And I needed help with my work. I needed a good secretary.'

'Does your other secretary know who you are?' I asked. 'Do the other people on the island know?'

Mr Ross didn't answer, but walked across to the window. He was thinking.

'What's he going to do?' I thought.

Then he turned round. 'OK, you're right. I... I am Jake Rosso.'

'I knew it!'

He looked worried and unhappy. 'Can you keep a secret? A very important secret?'

I thought for a minute, then I said, 'Yes, I can keep a secret.'

Then he told me:

'The other people on this island are my family.'

'Your family?' I said.

'Yes. My real name is James Duncan, and Mr and Mrs Duncan are my father and mother. Tony is my younger brother, and his wife, Lisa, is my secretary. It's she who's in hospital.'

'And Stella and Dan Parks?' I asked.

'My mother's sister and her husband,' he said.

'But what are you doing here on this island? I don't understand.'

'I'll tell you,' he said. He sat down on a chair and took a guitar in his hands, but he didn't play it. 'You were right. I was a famous pop star. I was very rich, and I had a beautiful wife. But things went wrong.'

'How?'

'I took drugs,' he said. 'I drank a lot of alcohol. I got drunk and crashed cars. I did stupid, terrible things. I knew it was wrong but I couldn't stop doing it. I was... crazy, for a time.'

'I can understand that,' I told him. 'I've taken drugs, too.'

He looked surprised. 'You have?'

'Yes,' I said. 'After my father died, I was very unhappy and things went wrong for me too. But go on with your story.'

He went on. 'One night, I was driving my car. I was drunk and — and I hit somebody. A young girl. She...  died. I killed her.'

'Oh, no!'

'Yes,' he said. 'She was fifteen years old. I wanted to die, too. The money didn't matter anymore. Nothing mattered anymore.'

'What did you do after the accident?' I asked.

'I drove on in the car. I didn't stop, and I didn't tell the police. I had killed someone and I was afraid.' He looked afraid now. He put the guitar down and went on with his story. 'So I made a plan. Jake Rosso had to die, too. It was the best thing to do. And so... I "killed" him.'

'But you're still alive.'

'My family know I'm alive, but no other people know.' He looked at me. 'But now you know.'

'How did you do it?' I asked.

'I told my family about my plan and I told Greta, my wife. At first they didn't like it. But after a long time, they said OK. Then I faked the car crash.'

'Faked it?'

'Yes,' he said. 'I put some of my things in the car. A guitar, and some clothes. Then I pushed my car over a cliff and burned it. The police found the burned car and thought I was dead. Everybody thought I was killed in the car crash.'

'But you faked the crash,' I said.

'Yes.'

'What did you do then?'

'My family hid me away for months. I tried to change into a different person — with shorter hair, a moustache, quiet suits. All my money went to Greta and she changed her name to Ross. I told her to buy this island. Now I invest her money, the money that was mine. And now I'm "James Ross".'

'What about "Jake Rosso"?' I asked.

'Jake Rosso took drugs,' he said. 'Jake Rosso got drunk and crashed cars. He killed a young girl, so he had to "die". I can never forget the girl. I think about her every day.'

'And that's why you always look so sad,' I thought.

I looked around the room. 'Why do you keep a room like this? Why do you keep the guitars, the posters and photographs?'

James Ross did not speak for a minute. Then he said, 'I need to remember my old life, and what Jake Rosso was like. I'm never going to sing again and I'm never going to take drugs. But I need this room, to remember.'

I looked at the posters and the photographs. And I looked at his sad face. 'I'm not going to say anything. I won't tell my mother, I won't tell anybody.'

James Ross looked at me. 'I think you understand,' he said.

'I do,' I said. 'I've done bad things. I want to forget them, too. I needed to get away, to hide, too. That's why we came to England, to begin a new life. Yes, I understand.'

He took my hand, and we walked out of the room and closed the door.




I never went into the room again, and I didn't tell anybody.

My mother and I left the island at the end of the summer. Soon after, I went to college.

My life is better now. I work on a farm in England and my mother works in an office. My mother doesn't worry about me, because I'm happier now.

I haven't been back to the island.

But I know there's a 'dead man' living there.



doorway n. opening into a building or room. 门口；出入口。

keep a secret not tell a secret. 保密。

family n. 家人。

alcohol n. drinks like beer, wine, whisky, etc. 酒精；酒。

drunk adj. feeling the effect after drinking too much alcohol. 喝醉的。

crazy adj. suffering from mental disorder; foolish. 癫狂的；糊涂的。

fake v. try to cheat by making something seem true. 伪造。

change into turn into. 变为。

at the end of in the farthest or last part of. 在……的最后。


5　亡灵

我进了房间……感到很惊讶。

屋里满是奇怪的东西：花衬衫和花衣服，三把吉他。墙上还有一些海报和照片。

我看着海报。

杰克·罗索的脸俯视着我。

我望着已故的杰克·罗索的图片，想起了在香港时我房间墙壁上的那些照片。我永远也不会忘记那张脸——我最喜爱的歌手的那张脸。

接着，正当我盯着他那张脸看时，奇怪的事情发生了。我开始在海报上看出另一张脸。这张脸显得年龄大了一些，留着胡子，但又是一模一样的。

我看到了罗斯先生的脸。

“不！”我说，“这不是真的！”

但这是真的，我知道这是真的。

“罗斯先生就是……杰克·罗索！”

“不是！”我身后有个人说。

我转过脸，看见了罗斯先生。他正站在门口。他看上去……害怕的样子。

“我不相信你的话！”我说。

“你必须相信我的话！”

我望着海报。“如果那个人不是你，那是谁？”

“是杰克·罗索。他是……我兄弟。”

“那不是真的！”我大声喊道，“我不相信你的话。听着，杰克·罗索是我最喜爱的歌手——我存有他几百张照片。我现在还保存着他所有的唱片。我喜爱过他，你懂吗？成千上万的人喜爱过他。”

“他死了。”罗斯先生平静地说。

“没有！”我喊叫着，“你就是杰克·罗索！你现在看上去不一样了，是的。留着短发，蓄着胡子，戴着眼镜。但是你就是……杰克……罗索。你曾是我最喜爱的那位流行歌手，所以我知道。”

罗斯先生没说什么，他看着我的脸。

“他不知道该怎么办了。”我想，“他知道我不相信他的话，他害怕了。”

然后他说：“昨天晚上是你在走廊里，对吗？”

“是我。”我回答说。

他看上去生气了。“我给你妈妈工作给错了，”他说，“我原以为不会有事，因为你们从香港来。而且我那时需要人帮我工作。我当时需要一个好秘书。”

“你另外的秘书知道你是谁吗？”我问道，“岛上其他的人知道吗？”

罗斯先生没有回答，但走到了窗户旁。他在思量着。

“他要干什么？”我想。

然后他转过身来。“好吧，你说对了。我……我是杰克·罗索。”

“我早就知道这点！”

他显得有些不安和不快。“你能保密吗？一个非常重要的秘密？”

我想了一下，然后说：“能，我能保密。”

然后他把秘密告诉了我：

“岛上其他的人是我家里人。

“你家里人？”我说。

“是的。我的真名叫詹姆斯·邓肯，而邓肯先生和夫人是我的父母。托尼是我的弟弟，他的妻子莉萨是我的秘书。现在住院的就是她。”

“而斯特拉·帕克斯和丹·帕克斯呢？”我问道。

“是我姨妈和姨夫。”他说。

“但是你在这儿的这个岛上干什么呀？我不明白。”

“我会告诉你的，”他说。他在椅子上坐了下来，拿起了一把吉他，可他没弹。“你说对了。我过去是个有名的歌星，那时我很有钱，还有个漂亮的妻子。可后来出事了。”

“怎么了？”

“我吸毒，”他说，“我酗酒。我喝醉了并撞了车。我干了些既愚蠢而又可怕的事情。我知道这不对，可我不能罢手。有一段时间，我简直是……发疯了。”

“我可以理解。”我告诉他，“我也吸过毒。”

他看上去很惊讶。“你吸过毒？”

“吸过。”我说，“我父亲去世后，我很不快乐，我也出事了。可接着讲你的事吧。”

他接着讲了。“一天晚上，我开着车。我喝醉了，还——还撞了人。是个年轻姑娘，她……死了。我撞死了她。”

“啊，不！”

“真的。”他说，“她15岁。我也想去死。钱对我来说已不再有意义了。一切都不再有意义了。”

“出事之后你怎么办了？”我问道。

“我接着开车。我没停下来，也没告诉警察。我撞死了人，我真害怕。”他现在看上去还很害怕。他放下吉他继续讲他的故事。“所以我订了一个计划。杰克·罗索也得死。这是最好的办法。所以……我'杀'了他。”

“可你还活着。”

“我家人知道我还活着，但别人不知道。”他看了看我。“但现在你知道了。”

“你是怎么做的？”我问道。

“我把我的计划告诉了我家里的人，还告诉了我的妻子格里塔。起初，他们不喜欢这个主意。可过了很长一段时间后，他们说'行'。后来我伪造了那场车祸。”

“伪造车祸？”

“是的。”他说，“我在车里放了些我的东西。一把吉他，还有一些衣服。然后我把车从峭壁上推下去并且把车烧了。警察发现了烧毁的车，认为我死了。大家都认为我在车祸中丧生了。”

“可是车祸是你伪造的呀。”我说。

“是的。”

“后来你干了什么？”

“我的家里人把我隐匿了几个月。我尽力想变成一个完全不同的人——剪短头发，留起胡子，穿着不显眼的衣服。我所有的钱都归了格里塔，她把姓改为罗斯。我叫她买下这个岛。现在我用她的钱投资，这钱原来是我的。现在我是'詹姆斯·罗斯'。”

“那'杰克·罗索'呢？”我问。

“杰克·罗索吸毒。”他说，“杰克·罗索喝醉了酒，撞了车。他撞死了一个年轻姑娘，所以他不得不'死'。我永远也忘不了那个女孩。我天天想着她的事。”

“而那便是你为何总是显得那么忧郁的原因。”我想。

我环视了一下这个房间。“你为什么把房间保持这个样子？你为什么保留这些吉他、海报和照片？”

詹姆斯·罗斯沉默了片刻。然后他说：“我需要记住原来的生活，记住杰克·罗索曾是什么样子。我决不会再唱歌，也决不会吸毒了。可是我需要这个房间，来回忆过去。”

我望着海报和照片。我还望着他那张忧郁的脸。“我什么也不会说的。我不会告诉我妈妈的，我谁也不会告诉的。”

詹姆斯·罗斯看着我。“我想你理解。”他说。

“我理解。”我说，“我做过错事。我也想把它们忘掉。我也想出走，隐藏起来。那就是为什么我们来到了英格兰，来开始一种新生活的原因。是的，我理解。”

他拉着我的手，我们走出了这个房间并关上了门。




我再也没进过这个房间，也没把这件事告诉过任何人。

夏末，我和我妈妈离开了那座岛。不久之后，我上了大学。

现在我的生活好多了。我在英格兰的一个农场工作，我妈妈在办公室工作。她不为我担心了，因为我现在快乐多了。

我再也没有回岛上去过。

但是我知道那儿住着一位“亡灵”。


Exercises

A Checking your understanding




Chapter 1 Write answers to these questions.

1 How did Carol's father die?

2 How old was Carol when her father died?

3 Why did Carol stop working at college?

4 What did Carol begin to do with her new friends?

5 Why did Carol want to come back to England?

6 Where did Carol and her mother meet Greta Ross?




Chapter 2 Who said or thought these words?

1 'How can a young man buy an island?'

2 'Mr Ross doesn't like visitors to the island.'

3 'Mr Ross is talking to a business friend in New York.'

4 'My secretary is in hospital and there's a lot of work to do.'

5 'Carol will enjoy working on the farm.'




Chapter 3 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 Dan and Stella Parks were not very friendly to Carol.

2 Smoke knew his way around the island.

3 The island belonged to Mr Ross.

4 Carol took a photograph of Mr Ross.

5 Mr Ross took the film out of the camera.




Chapter 4 Who in this chapter...

1 ...was hot and couldn't sleep?

2 ...was in the locked room?

3 ...went out in the boat?




Chapter 5 Find answers to these questions.

1 What was Mr Ross's real name?

2 Who were Mr and Mrs Duncan?

3 How old was the girl who was killed in Jake Rosso's car accident?

4 How did Jake Rosso fake his death?

5 When did Carol leave the island?




B Working with language




1 Complete these sentences with information from the story.

1 Carol was very unhappy after...

2 The police didn't arrest Carol but she...

3 Carol's mother needed a job so...

4 Mr Ross needed a new secretary because...

5 When Carol took her photo of the house, Mr Ross...

6 Mr Duncan took the film out of the camera because...

7 Mr Ross locked the door of the room carefully and...

8 When Mr Ross called 'Who's that?', Carol...




2 Put these sentences in the right order. Check your order with Chapter 5.

1 He didn't tell the police about the accident because he was afraid.

2 When the police found the burned car, they thought Jake Rosso was dead.

3 When Jake Rosso was driving his car one night, he had an accident.

4 After some months Greta changed her name to Ross and bought the island with Jake's money.

5 He hit a young girl and she died.

6 So he put a guitar and some clothes in his car.

7 Now Mr Ross lives very quietly but he can never forget the young girl who died.

8 At the same time Jake Rosso changed into Mr James Ross, a businessman.

9 Then he pushed the car over a cliff and burned it.

10 He decided that Jake Rosso had to die, too.




C Activities




1 You are Carol in the story. Write a letter to a friend and explain why you think there is something strange about Mr Ross.

2 You are a newspaper reporter. Write a report about Jake Rosso's death in a car crash.

3 Jake Rosso has just come home after the accident when he killed a young girl. He tells his wife, Greta, about the accident and about his plan to fake his own death. Write down their conversation.

4 Write a letter to the author of the book and say what you like and don't like about it.
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简　介

“我从来没有一个家，”哈克写道，“或像其他所有的男孩子那样去上学。我睡在街上或林子里，只要我想，我就能做我想做的事情。这真是一种美好的生活。”

所以，当哈克去和道格拉斯寡妇住在一起时，他根本不喜欢这样。他不得不保持干净、整洁，始终都要听话，还得去上学。然后，他爸爸来了，把他带走住在了林子里。起初，哈克挺高兴，但是，他爸爸总是打他，所以，哈克决定逃走。

他遇到了吉姆，一个逃跑的奴隶，他们决定结伴乘木筏沿密西西比河顺流而下。当然他们遇到各种各样的麻烦和危险，但是，哈克感到很愉快。河上的生活是如此地自由、轻松、舒适……




马克·吐温于1835年出生于佛罗里达州，1910年去世。他的真名是塞缪尔·克莱门斯，美国内战开始前，他是密西西比河船上的一名领航员。他也是一个报纸撰稿人和作家，他的小说《汤姆·索亚历险记》和《哈克贝利·费恩历险记》非常著名。


CONTENTS
目　录

  简介

  1　Huck in trouble

  哈克遇到麻烦

  2　Huck escapes and finds a friend

  哈克出逃并找到一个朋友

  3　Huck and Jim travel south

  哈克和吉姆向南旅行

  4　The Duke and the King

  公爵和国王

  5　The plan to free Jim

  使吉姆获得自由的计划

          


  Exercises

        


返回总目录

  


“书虫”免费增值服务上线！

第一时间获得习题答案、检验阅读水平、记录学习轨迹

更多精彩内容，登录http://2u4u.fltrp.com/reading


1
Huck in trouble

You don't know about me if you haven't read a book called The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. Mr Mark Twain wrote the book and most of it is true. In that book robbers stole some money and hid it in a very secret place in the woods. But Tom Sawyer and I found it, and after that we were rich. We got six thousand dollars each—all gold.

In those days I never had a home or went to school like Tom and all the other boys in St Petersburg. Pop was always drunk, and he moved around a lot, so he wasn't a very good father. But it didn't matter to me. I slept in the streets or in the woods, and I could do what I wanted, when I wanted. It was a fine life.

When we got all that money, Tom and I were famous for a while. Judge Thatcher, who was an important man in our town, kept my money in the bank for me. And the Widow Douglas took me to live in her house and said I could be her son. She was very nice and kind, but it was a hard life because I had to wear new clothes and be good all the time.

In the end, I put on my old clothes and ran away. But Tom came after me and said that I had to go back, but that I could be in his gang of robbers. So, I went back, and the widow cried and I had to put on those new clothes again. I didn't like it at all. Her sister, Miss Watson, lived there too. She was always saying, 'Don't put your feet there, Huckleberry,' and 'Don't do that, Huckleberry.' It was terrible.

When I went up to bed that night, I sat down in a chair by the window. I sat there a good long time, and I was really unhappy. But just after midnight I heard 'mee-yow! mee-yow!' outside. Very softly,   I answered, 'mee-yow! mee-yow!' Quietly, I put out the light and got out through the window. In the trees, Tom Sawyer was waiting for me.

We went through the trees to the end of the widow's garden. Soon we were on top of a hill on the other side of the house. Below us we could see the river and the town. One or two lights were still on, but everything was quiet. We went down the hill and found Joe Harper, Ben Rogers and two or three more of the boys. Then Tom took us down the river by boat to his secret place, which was a cave deep in the side of a hill. When we got there, Tom told us all his plan.

'Now, we'll have this gang of robbers,' he said, 'and we'll call it Tom Sawyer's Gang. If somebody hurts one of us, the others will kill him and his family. And if a boy from the gang tells other people our secrets, we'll kill him and his family, too.'

We all thought this was wonderful, and we wrote our names in blood from our fingers. Then Ben Rogers said, 'Now, what's the gang going to do?'

'Nothing,' replied Tom. 'Just rob and kill. We stop people on the road, and we kill them, and take their money and things. But we can keep a few of the people, and then their friends can pay money to get them back. That's what they do in the stories in books.'

But Ben wasn't happy. 'What about women?' he asked. 'Do we kill them, too?'

'Oh, no,' Tom answered. 'We're very nice to them, and they all love us, and they don't want to go home.'

'Then the cave will be full of women, and people waiting, and we'll have to watch them all night...'

'We'll all go home now,' Tom said, 'and we'll meet next week, and we'll kill somebody and rob somebody.'

Ben wanted to begin on Sunday, but the others said no. It was bad to kill and rob on a Sunday.

My clothes were very dirty and I was very tired when I got back. Of course, the next morning Miss Watson was angry with me because of my dirty clothes, but the widow just looked unhappy. Soon after that we stopped playing robbers because we never robbed people and we never killed them.

*　　*　　*

Time went on and winter came. I went to school most of the time and I was learning to read and write a little. It wasn't too bad, and the widow was pleased with me. Miss Watson had a slave, an old man called Jim, and he and I were good friends. I often sat talking to Jim, but I still didn't like living in a house and sleeping in a bed.

Then, one morning, there was some new snow on the ground and outside the back garden I could see footprints in the snow. I went out to look at them more carefully. They were Pop's footprints!

A minute later, I was running down the hill to Judge Thatcher's house. When he opened the door, I cried, 'Sir, I want you to take all my money. I want to give it to you.'

He looked surprised. 'Why, what's the matter?'

'Please, sir, take it! Don't ask me why!'

In the end he said, 'Well, you can sell it to me, then.' And he gave me a dollar and I wrote my name on a piece of paper for him.

That night when I went up to my room, Pop was sitting there, waiting for me! I saw that the window was open, so that was how he got in.

He was almost fifty and he looked old. His hair was long and dirty and his face was a terrible white colour. His clothes were old and dirty, too, and two of his toes were coming through his shoe.  He looked at me all over for a long time, and then he said, 'Well, just look at those clean, tidy clothes! And they say you can read and write now. Who said you could go to school?'

'The widow...' I began.

'Oh, she did, did she? Well, you can forget about school. I can't read and your mother couldn't read; no one in our family could read before they died, so who do you think you are? Go on, take that book and read to me!'

I began to read, but he hit the book and it flew out of my hand, across the room. Then he shouted, 'They say you're rich—how's that'?'

'It isn't true!'

'You give me that money! I want it. Get it for me tomorrow!'

'I haven't got any money. Ask Judge Thatcher. He'll tell you. I haven't got any money.

'Well, give me what you've got in your pocket now. Come on, give it to me!'

'I've only got a dollar, and I want that to...'

'Give it to me, do you hear?'

He took it, and then he said he was going out to get a drink. When he was outside the window, he put his head back in and shouted, 'And stop going to that school, or you know what you'll get!'

The next day he was drunk, and he went to Judge Thatcher to get my money. The judge wouldn't give it to him. But Pop didn't stop trying and every few days I got two or three dollars from the judge to stop Pop from hitting me. But when Pop had money, he got drunk again and made trouble in town. He was always coming to the widow's house, and she got angry and told him to stay away. Then Pop got really angry and one day he caught me and took me a long way up the river in a boat. I had to stay with him in a hut in the woods and I couldn't go out by myself. He watched me all the time. The widow sent a man to find me and bring me home, but Pop went after him with a gun, and the man ran away.



robber n. person who steals. 强盗；贼。

matter v. be of importance. 关系重要。

famous adj. known widely. 著名的。

run away escape. 逃走。

widow n. a woman whose husband is dead. 寡妇。

terrible adj. extremely bad. 极坏的。

wait for stay where one is. 等待。

hill n. smaller than a mountain. 小山。

cave n. hole. 洞穴。

hurt v. damage. 伤害。

pay v. give money to somebody. 付款。

footprint n. a footshaped mark. 足迹；脚印。

almost adv. very nearly. 几乎；差不多。

judge n. someone who decides if a person is a criminal or not. 法官。

in the end finally. 最后；终于。

hit v. strike. 击；打。

shout v. cry. 大叫；大喊。

drink n. alcoholic liquor. 酒。

get drunk 喝醉。

make trouble bring unhappiness. 带来麻烦。

hut n. small wooden house. 小木屋。

by oneself alone. 独自地。

watch v. keep the eyes on. 监视。


1　哈克遇到麻烦
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如果你没有看过《汤姆·索亚历险记》那本书，你就不知道我。该书是马克·吐温写的，大部分是真实的。在那本书中，强盗们偷了钱，并把钱藏在了树林中一个很秘密的地方。但我和汤姆·索亚找到了这笔钱，在这之后，我们发财了。我们每个人得到了6000美元——全是金币。

在那些日子里，我从来没有一个家，或是像汤姆和圣彼得斯堡其他所有的男孩那样去上学。爸爸总是喝得醉醺醺的，经常转来转去，所以，他不是一个很好的父亲。但是，这对我来说无所谓。我睡在街上或林子里，只要我想，我就能做我想做的事情。这真是一种美好的生活。

当我和汤姆得到所有那些钱时，我们出了一阵子名。撒切尔法官是我们镇子上的一个重要人物，他替我将钱存在了银行。道格拉斯寡妇领我到她家去住，并说我可以做她的儿子。她非常和蔼，但这是一种令人难以忍受的生活，因为我不得不穿新衣服，而且始终都要听话。

最后，我穿上我的旧衣服跑掉了。可汤姆追上了我，说我得回去，但我仍可以加入他的强盗团伙。所以，我回去了，寡妇叫着，我不得不又穿上那些新衣服。我根本不喜欢这一切。她的姐姐沃森小姐也住在那儿。她总是说：“别把你的脚放在那儿，哈克贝利，”还有“别干那个，哈克贝利。”真是糟透了。

那天晚上，上床睡觉的时候，我坐在窗边的椅子上。我坐了很久，真是很难受。但是，午夜刚过，我听到外面“喵！喵！”的声音。我很轻地回答着“喵！喵！”。我轻轻地吹灭蜡烛，从窗户钻了出去。汤姆·索亚正在树丛中等我。

我们穿过树丛来到寡妇的花园的尽头。不一会儿，我们就到了房子另一头的一个小山顶上。我们能看到山下的小河和镇子。一两处烛光仍亮着，但是，万物都是静悄悄的。我们下了山，找到了乔·哈珀，本·罗杰斯，还有两三个其他的男孩。然后，汤姆用船把我们带到了那个秘密的地方，这个秘密的地方是山坡深处的一个岩洞。当我们到那时，汤姆把他的全部计划告诉了我们。

“现在，我们就来组织这个强盗团伙，”他说，“我们就叫它汤姆·索亚团伙吧。如果有人伤害我们中的某个人，其他的人就要杀了他和他的全家。如果这个团伙的哪个男孩把我们的秘密告诉了其他人，我们也要把他和他的全家都给杀喽。”

我们都觉得棒极了，我们用手指上的血写上了我们的名字。然后，本·罗杰斯说：“这团伙到底要干些什么呢？”

“什么都不干，”汤姆回答道，“只是抢劫和杀人，我们在路上拦截人，杀了他们，拿走他们的钱和东西。但是，我们可以留下几个人，这样，他们的朋友可以交钱把他们赎回去。这就是人们在书中故事里所做的。”

但是，本不高兴了。“女人怎么办？”他问道，“我们也杀她们吗？”

“噢，不，”汤姆回答。“我们待她们很友好，她们都爱我们，她们不想回家。”

“那么，岩洞里全都是女人，人们等待着，我们将不得不整夜监视她们……”

“我们现在都回家吧，”汤姆说，“我们下周碰头，杀个什么人，抢劫个什么人。”

本想星期天开始，但是，其他的人不同意。星期天杀人抢劫是不好的。

我回来时，衣服很脏，我也很疲倦。第二天早晨，当然是因为我的脏衣服，沃森小姐很生我的气，可寡妇只是看上去不高兴。之后不久，我们就不玩强盗的游戏了，因为，我们从来没抢劫过人，也从来没杀过人。

*　　*　　*

时间流逝，冬天来到了。大部分时间我去学校上学，我学认字，也学着写一点。不太糟，寡妇对我挺满意。沃森小姐有一个奴隶，是个叫吉姆的老头，我和他是好朋友。我经常坐着和他聊天，但我仍然不喜欢住在房子里和睡在床上。

后来，一天早晨，地上覆盖了一层新雪，我能够看见后花园外边雪中的脚印。我出去更加仔细地察看，是爸爸的脚印！

片刻之后，我跑下山来到了撒切尔法官家。他打开门时，我叫喊着：“先生，我要你把我的钱都拿去。我想把钱送给你。”

他看上去很惊讶。“嗨，怎么回事？”

“先生，请收下！不要问我为什么！”

最后，他说：“好吧，你可以卖给我。”他给了我一个美元，我在一张纸上为他写上了我的名字。

那天晚上，当我走进我的房间时，爸爸坐在那儿，正在等我！我看见窗户是开着的，所以，他是从窗户进来的。

他差不多50岁了，显得很老。他的头发又长又脏，脸色白得可怕。他的衣服也又旧又脏，两个脚指头从鞋里露了出来。他久久地上下打量着我，然后说道：“噢，就看看这些干净、整齐的衣服吧！他们说你现在能认字、写字了。谁说你可以上学了？”

“寡妇……”我开始说。

“噢，她说的，是吗？好吧，你可以不提学校。我不认字，你妈不认字；咱们家人一直到死，都没有人认字，所以，你觉得你挺不错吧，拿起那本书，给我念念！”

我开始念，但是，他把书从我的手里打飞，穿过房间。然后，他喊道：“他们说你发财了——那是怎么回事？”

“那不是真的！”

“你把钱给我！我要钱。明天给我把钱拿来！”

“我没有钱。问问撒切尔法官，他会告诉你。我没有钱。”

“好吧，把你口袋里的钱给我。快点，把钱给我！”

“我只有一美元，我想用它去买……”

“把钱给我，你听见没有？”

他拿了钱，然后他说他要去喝一杯。到了窗外时，他把头伸了回来，叫喊道：“别再去那个学校了，否则你清楚你会得到什么！”

第二天，他喝醉了，他去了撒切尔法官家去要我的钱，法官没给他。但是，爸爸不停地去要钱。每隔几天，我就从法官那儿拿两三美元给爸爸，免得他打我。但是，爸爸有钱时，就喝醉酒，在镇上惹麻烦。他总是到寡妇的家里来，寡妇很气愤，让他走开。爸爸真生气了。一天，他抓住了我，用一只船带我往河上游走了很长一段路。我不得不和他待在树林中的一个小木屋里，我不能独自外出。他一直监视着我。寡妇派了个人找我，要把我带回家，可是爸爸拿了支枪跟在后面，那个人被吓跑了。


2
Huck escapes and finds a friend

Mostly it was a lazy, comfortable kind of life, but after about two months Pop began to hit me too much with his stick. He often went away into town too, and then he always locked me in the hut. Once he was away for three days and I thought I was never going to get out again.

When he came back that time, he was drunk and angry. He wanted my money, but Judge Thatcher wouldn't give it to him. The judge wanted to send me to live with the widow again, Pop told me. I wasn't very pleased about that. I didn't want to go back there.

So I decided to escape and go down the river and live in the woods somewhere. When Pop was out, I began to cut a hole in the wooden wall of the hut. In a few days, when the hole was bigger, I could take the wood out, escape through the hole, and put the wood back.

One morning Pop sent me down to the river to catch some fish for breakfast. To my surprise, there was a canoe in the water and there was no one in it. Immediately, I jumped into the river and brought the canoe to the side. It was lucky that Pop didn't see me, and I decided to hide the canoe under some trees and use it when I escaped.

That afternoon, Pop locked me in and went off to town. 'He won't be back tonight,' I thought, so I began to work hard at my hole. Soon I could get out through it, and I carried food and drink and Pop's gun down to the canoe. Then I put back the wood to hide the hole, took the gun and went into the woods. There I shot a wild pig and took it back to the hut with me. Next, I broke down the door with an axe. I carried the pig into the hut and put some of its blood on the ground. Then I put some big stones in a sack and pulled it along behind me to the river. Last of all, I put some blood and some of my hair on the axe. I left the axe in a corner of the hut and I took the pig down to the river.

'They won't know it's only a pig in the river,' I said to myself. 'They'll think it's me.'

Then I took the canoe and went down the river to Jackson's Island. By then it was nearly dark, so I hid the canoe under some trees and went to sleep.

It was after eight o'clock when I woke up the next day and the sun was high in the sky. I was warm and comfortable and I didn't want to get up. Suddenly, I heard a noise up the river. Carefully, I looked through the trees, and I saw a boat full of people. There was Pop, Judge Thatcher, Tom Sawyer and his Aunt Polly and his brother Sid, and lots of others. They were looking for my body in the river. I watched them, but they didn't see me, and in the end they went away. I knew that nobody was going to come and look for me again. I found a good place under the trees to sleep and to put my things. Then I caught a fish and cooked it over a fire.

I lived like that for three days, and then I decided to have a look round the island. So I went into the woods. 'This is my island,' I thought. 'I'm the only person on it.'

Suddenly, just in front of me, I saw a fire, and it was still smoking. There was somebody on my island! I didn't wait. I turned and went straight back. But I couldn't sleep. After a time, I said to myself, 'I can't live like this. I must find out who it is.'

Silently, I moved along the river in my canoe, under the darkness of the trees. And then I stopped. Through the trees I could see the light of a fire. Afraid, I left my canoe and went nearer. There was a man lying by the fire. Suddenly, he sat up and I saw that it was Jim, Miss Watson's slave! I was really happy to see him! 'Hello, Jim,' I cried, and I jumped out from behind the tree.

Jim fell to his knees. 'Please don't hurt me!' he cried. 'I've always been good to dead people!'

'It's all right, Jim. I'm not dead,' I said. 'But why are you here on the island?' I asked.

'Well, Huck,' he began. 'Old Miss Watson wanted to sell me. A man came into town and told Miss Watson that he'd buy me for eight hundred dollars. She couldn't say no, so I ran away. I ran down to the river to hide, but everybody in the town was there. They said you were dead, Huck. I had to wait all day to get away. When it was dark, I got on to a big boat and hid. When we came near this island, I jumped into the water and swam here.'

Jim finished his story and then we both carried all our things into a cave and hid the canoe under some trees. We were just in time because then the rains came. It rained for days, and the river got higher and higher. All kinds of things came down the river and one night there was a little wooden house, lying half on its side. We got the canoe out and went to take a look. Through the window we could see a bed, two old chairs and some old clothes. There was something lying in the corner and we thought it looked like a man. Jim went in to see, but he said, 'He's dead. Someone shot him in the back. Don't look at his face, Huck. It's terrible!'

I didn't want to see the dead man's face, so I didn't look. We just took the old clothes and a few other things, and went back to our cave on the island.

Another night, when we were out looking for things on the river, we found a raft. It was made of good, strong wood, and was about four metres by five metres. 'This could be useful,' I said to Jim, so we pulled it back to the island behind the canoe, and tied it up under the trees.



lock v. fasten with a lock. 锁。

canoe n. 独木舟。

immediately adv. suddenly. 突然地。

go off leave. 离去。

go into enter. 走进。

work at sth. giving time to sth. 致力于。

carry v. take out. 取出；拿。

break down get down. 将（门、墙）捣毁。

catch v. get hold of.  捕捉；抓住。

cook v. prepare by heating. 烹调。

find out discover. 探知。

lie v. be at rest. 躺；卧。(p.t. lay, p.p. lain, pres. part. lying)

slave n. a person who belongs to someone and has to work, but gets no money. 奴隶。

hide v. prevent from being seen. 藏起来 (p.t. hid, p.p. hidden)。

in time not late. 及时。

raft n. 筏。

tie v. fasten or bind. 捆；扎。


2　哈克出逃并找到一个朋友

[image: alt]

生活基本上是懒散、舒适的，但是，大约两个月后，爸爸开始更加狠命地用棍子打我。他也经常离开小木屋到镇上去，然后，他总是把我锁在小木屋内。有一次，他走了三天，我想我永远也出不去了。

那次他回来时，醉醺醺的，而且还很生气。他想要我的钱，但撒切尔法官不给他。爸爸告诉我，法官想把我送去再和寡妇住在一起。我对此不太高兴。我不想回那儿去。

所以，我决定逃走，顺流而下，住在森林里的什么地方。爸爸出去的时候，我开始在小木屋的木墙上挖洞。过不了几天，洞大些的时候，我就可以把木头拿开，从洞里逃走，然后把木头放回去。

一天早晨，爸爸打发我到河里去抓鱼当早餐。令我吃惊的是河里有一只独木舟，里面没有人。我立即跳进河里，把独木舟拉到了岸边。幸运的是爸爸没看见我，我决定把独木舟藏在树下，等我逃跑时好用。

那天下午，爸爸把我锁在屋里到镇上去了。我想：“他今晚不会回来了。”所以，我开始拼命挖洞。不久，我就能钻出去了。我带上吃的、喝的和爸爸的枪上了独木舟。然后，我把那块木头放回去把洞掩盖起来，拿上枪，进了林子。在森林里，我打了一只野猪，把它带回了小木屋。接着，我用斧子把门劈开，拖着猪进了小木屋，在地上弄了些猪血。然后，我在袋子里放了些大石头，拽着袋子一直到了河边。最后，我在斧子上弄了些血和我的头发。我把斧子丢在小木屋的一个墙角，把猪扔到了河里。

“他们不会知道河里的东西只是一头猪，”我自言自语道。“他们会以为那是我。”

然后，我解下独木舟，顺流而下来到杰克逊岛。那时候，天快黑了，所以，我把独木舟藏在树下，然后睡觉了。

第二天当我醒来时，已是8点多了，太阳已高高地挂在天上了。我感觉暖融融的，很舒服，我不想起来。突然，我听到河上游一阵喧闹声，我透过树丛仔细观看，看见一艘挤满人的船。船上有爸爸、撒切尔法官、汤姆·索亚和他的菠莉姨妈，还有汤姆的弟弟锡德以及许多其他的人。他们在河里寻找我的尸体。我看着他们，可他们没看见我。最后，他们走了。我知道不会有人再来找我了。我在树下找了个睡觉、放东西的好地方。然后，我抓到了一条鱼，在火上烤了。

我在岛上就这样生活了三天。然后，我决定到岛上转一转。我进了森林。“这是我的岛，”我想，“我是这岛上唯一的一个人。”

突然，就在我面前，我看见了一堆火，仍然冒着烟。我的岛上还有别人！我一刻没停，转过身来，径直回到原地。但我睡不着觉。过了一段时间，我自言自语道：“我不能这样的生活下去，我必须弄清楚他是谁。”

我坐在独木舟里，借着树影的黑暗，轻轻地顺流而下。然后，我停了下来。透过树丛，能看见一处火光。我胆战心惊地离开了独木舟，靠近火堆。有个人躺在火边。突然，他坐了起来，我看见那人是吉姆，沃森小姐的奴隶！看见他，我真高兴！“你好，吉姆！”我喊道，从树后跳了出来。

吉姆跪了下来。“请别伤害我！”他叫道。“对死去的人，我一直总是友好的！”

“没事儿，吉姆。我没死，”我说，“可你为什么在这个岛上呢？”我问。

“唉，哈克，”他开始道，“老沃森小姐想要卖我。一个男人来到镇上告诉沃森小姐，他要花800美元买我。她答应了，所以，我就逃了。我跑到河边藏了起来，可镇上所有的人都在那儿。他们说你死了，哈克。我不得不等上一整天再逃走。天黑时，我上了一条大船，藏在那儿，当我们靠近这个岛时，我跳进水里，游到了这儿。”

吉姆讲完了他的经历，然后，我们俩把我们所有的东西都搬到了一个岩洞里，把独木舟藏在树下。我们刚干完，就下起了雨。雨接连下了数日，河水越涨越高。各种各样的东西从河上游漂了下来。一天夜里，有一座小木房子斜着浮在水面上。我们把独木舟弄出来，划过去看了看。透过窗户，我们能看到一张床，两把旧椅子，还有一些旧衣服。屋角那儿躺着什么东西，看起来像个人。吉姆进去看了看，可他说：“他死了。有人在他背后开了枪。别看他的脸，哈克。太可怕了！”

我根本不想看死人的脸，所以我没看。我们拿了些旧衣服和一些别的东西，便回到了岛上的岩洞里。

又一天夜里，当我们出去寻找河上的东西时，我们发现了一个木筏子。它是由很好、很结实的木头做成的，大约5米长，4米宽。“可能会有用的，”我对吉姆说。所以，我们把它拖在小木舟后带了回来，并把它栓在了树下。


3
Huck and Jim travel south

For some days everything went along quietly, but we were getting bored. We wanted to know what was happening in town and so I decided to go and find out. Jim said, 'Why don't you wear the old dress and the hat that we found in the house? People won't know you, then. They'll think you're a girl.' And so I did.

Just after it was dark, I got into the canoe and went up the river to the bottom of the town. There, I left the canoe and went on foot. Before long, I came to a little house which was always empty. Now there was a light on, and when I looked through the window, I saw a woman of about forty. She was a stranger and that was good because she didn't know me. So I knocked on the door. 'I must remember that I'm a girl,' I said to myself.

The woman opened the door. 'Come in,' she said. She looked at me with her little bright eyes.  'What's your name?' she asked.

'Sarah Williams,' I replied. 'I'm going to see my uncle, on the other side of town. My mother's ill, you see, and she needs help.'

'Well, you can't go there by yourself now. It's too dark. My husband will be home in about an hour. Wait for him and he'll walk with you.'

And then she began to tell me about all her troubles. I was getting bored with all this until she said something about Pop and my murder.

'Who did it?' I asked.

'Well,' she replied, 'some people say old Finn did it himself; other people think it was a slave who ran away that night. His name was Jim. They'll give three hundred dollars to anybody who finds him—and they'll give two hundred dollars for old Finn. He got drunk and left town with two strangers. A lot of people think he killed his boy and he's going to come back one day, and get all Huck Finn's money.'

'And what about the slave?' I asked.

'Oh, they'll soon catch him. People want the three hundred dollars. I think he's on Jackson's Island, you know. I've seen smoke there. My husband's gone to get two of his friends and they're going over there with a gun later tonight.'

When I heard this, my hands began to shake. The woman looked at me strangely, but then she smiled and said kindly, 'What did you say your name was?'

'M-Mary Williams.'

'Oh,' she said, 'I thought it was Sarah.'

'Er... well, yes, it is. Sarah Mary Williams. Some people call me Sarah and some people call me Mary, you see.'

'Oh, do they?' She smiled again. 'Come on, now—what's your real name? Bill? Bob? I know you're not really a girl.'

So then I had to tell her another story, with a different name, and I said I was running away. She said she wouldn't tell anybody, and gave me some food before I left. I hurried back to the island and Jim.

'Quick, Jim!' I cried, waking him up. 'They're coming to get us!'

We got out the raft as fast as we could, put all our things on it, tied the canoe on behind, and moved off down the river. When it began to get light, we hid. When it was dark again, we travelled on. On the fifth night we passed St Louis, and we decided to go on down to Cairo in Illinois, sell the raft there and get a boat to Ohio. There are no slaves in Ohio.

We slept for most of that day and we began our journey again when it was dark. After some time, we saw lights on the Illinois side of the river and Jim got very excited. He thought it was Cairo. Jim got the canoe ready and I went off in it to take a look al those lights. But it wasn't Cairo.

After that, we went on down the river. Ii was very dark that night and it wasn't easy to see where we were going. Suddenly, a big steamboat came at us very fast, and the next minute it was right over us. Jim and I jumped off the raft into the water. The boat hit the raft and went on up the river.

When I came up out of the water, I couldn't see Jim anywhere. I called out his name again and again, but there was no answer. 'He's dead!' I thought. Slowly, I swam to the side of the river and got out. I saw that I was near a big old wooden house. Suddenly a lot of very angry dogs jumped out at me. They made a terrible noise and someone called from the house, 'Who's there?'

'George Jackson,' I answered quickly. 'I've fallen off a river boat.'

Well, the people who lived in that house were very kind, and they took me in and gave me some new clothes and a good meal. I told them that my family were all dead, so they said I could stay with them as long as I wanted. It was a beautiful house and the food was good there, so I stayed.

A few days later one of the slaves in the house came to me and said, 'Come with me!' Together, we went down to some trees by the river. 'In there!' he said and went away.

On the ground, I found a man, asleep. It was Jim! I was really pleased to see him. When the steamboat hit the raft, Jim told me, the raft didn't break up. Jim swam after it and caught it. Then he began to look for me.

We decided to leave at once. It's all right living in a house for a little while, but you feel more free and easy and comfortable on a raft.



go along proceed. 进行。

get bored be tired of. 厌烦。

on foot walking. 步行。

before long soon. 不久。

trouble n. worry; unhappiness; difficulty. 不幸，困难。

murder n. unlawful killing of a person. 谋杀。

hurry v. move quickly. 匆忙；赶快。

canoe n. light boat moved by one or more paddles. 独木舟。

travel v. going to a place. 旅程；路程。

steamboat n. vessel propelled by steam. 汽船。

noise n. loud and unpleasant sound. 噪音；闹声。

fall v. go down. 落下；跌下。

as long as provided that. 只要；如果。


3　哈克和吉姆向南旅行
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几天来，一切都很顺利。但是，我们有点烦了。我们想知道镇上发生了什么事情，于是，我决定去查清楚。吉姆说：“你为什么不穿上我们在那木房子里找到的旧衣服，戴上那帽子呢？那样，人们就不会认出你。他们会以为你是一个女孩呢。”于是，我照着他说的做了。

天刚黑，我上了独木舟，往上游划去来到镇边。我把独木舟留在那儿，步行前往。不久，我来到了一座小房子前。这座小房子以前一直是空的，但现在里面有亮光，当我透过窗户往里望时，我看到了一位大约40岁的女人。是个陌生人，这不错，因为她不认识我。所以，我敲了敲门，“我必须记住我是一个女孩儿，”我自言自语道。

那女人开了门。“进来吧，”她说道。她用她那小小的、亮亮的眼睛打量着我。“你叫什么名字？”她问道。

“萨拉·威廉斯，”我回答道。“我打算去见我的舅舅，他住在镇子的另一头。你瞧，我妈妈病了，她需要帮助。”

“噢，你现在不能自己去那儿，天太黑了。我丈夫大约l小时后会回来。等等他，他会跟你一起去的。”

然后，她开始对我讲起她的烦恼。对她所讲的这一切我变得厌烦了，直到她谈起爸爸和我的那件凶杀案。

“是谁干的？”我问道。

“嗯，”她回答道，“有人说是老费恩自己干的，其他的人认为是一个那天夜里逃走的奴隶干的。他的名字叫吉姆。他们出价300美元悬赏捉拿吉姆——并且他们出价200美元悬赏捉拿老费恩。他喝得醉醺醺的，和两个陌生人离开了镇子。许多人认为是他杀了他的儿子，有朝一日，他会回来，并且会得到哈克·费恩所有的钱。”

“那奴隶怎么样了？”我问道。

“噢，他们不久就会抓住他的。人们想要那300美元。我想，他在杰克逊岛上，我看到了那里有烟。我丈夫去找他的两个朋友，今夜晚些时候，他们带着枪要到那儿去。”

当我听到这消息时，我的手开始颤抖起来。那女人奇怪地看着我，然后，她笑了，和蔼地说道：“你说你叫什么名字？”

“玛——玛丽·威廉斯。”

“噢”，她说道，“我原以为是萨拉。”

“[image: alt]……噢，是的，是萨拉·玛丽·威廉斯。听我说，有的人叫我萨拉，有的人叫我玛丽。”

“噢，是吗？”她又笑道，“得啦，现在把你的真实名字告诉我？比尔？鲍勃？我知道你的确不是一个女孩儿。”

然后，我不得不又编了一个谎话告诉她，谎话中我又换了一个名字。我说道，我正在离家出走。她说她不会告诉任何人，并给了我些吃的，然后，我走了。我急忙回到了岛上，回到了吉姆那儿。

“快点，吉姆！”我喊着把他叫醒。“他们来抓我们了！”

我们尽快地把木筏拉出来，把我们所有的东西放在上面，把独木舟栓在木筏后面，顺流而下。天快亮时，我们藏起来，天再黑时，我们继续走。第五天夜里，我们经过了圣路易斯，我们决定继续顺流而下到伊利诺伊州的开罗去，在那儿卖掉木筏，弄条船到俄亥俄州去。俄亥俄州没有奴隶。

那天的大部分时间我们在睡觉，天黑时，我们又开始了我们的旅行。一段时间后，我们看到了河岸边伊利诺伊州的灯光，吉姆兴奋极了，他以为是开罗。吉姆把独木舟准备好，我乘着独木舟前去看看那些灯光，可那不是开罗。

之后，我们继续顺流而下。那天夜里，天很黑，不太容易看清我们在往哪儿走。突然，一只汽船速度很快地冲着我们开过来了，紧接着，它朝我们头顶上压过来。我和吉姆从木筏上跳进水里。汽船撞到了木筏，继续往上游开去。

当我露出水面时，我哪儿也看不到吉姆。我一遍又一遍地大声喊着他的名字，可是没有回答。我想，“他死了！”慢慢地，我游向河边上了岸。就在附近，我看到了一座宽大的老式木房子。突然，许多发怒的狗扑向我。他们发出可怕的吠声，有人在屋里喊道，“谁在哪儿？”

“乔治·杰克逊，”我很快地回答，“我从船上掉到河里了。”

住在那房子里的人很和蔼，他们领我进屋，给了我些新衣服和一顿丰盛的饭。我告诉他们我的家人都死了，于是，他们说我想住多久就能住多久。这是一座漂亮的房子，吃得也不错，于是，我住了下来。

几天后，那家的一个奴隶来找我说：“跟我来！”我们一起来到下游方向河边的小树林。“在那儿！”他说着走开了。

我发现一个人睡在地上，是吉姆！看见他，我真是高兴极了。吉姆告诉我，汽船撞着木筏时，木筏并没有散开。吉姆游着追上那木筏并抓住了。然后，他开始寻找我。

我们决定立即离开。在房子里小住一阵还行，但在木筏上，你感到更自由、更轻松、更舒服。


4
The Duke and the King

Two or three days and nights went by and nothing much happened. We travelled at night when it was dark and everybody was asleep. We didn't want anyone to see Jim and ask questions about him.

Then, one morning, just after it was light, I found a little canoe, so I got into it and went over to the side of the river. I was looking round, when, suddenly, two men ran through the trees.

'Help!' they cried. 'There are men and dogs trying to catch us. But we've done nothing wrong!'

One of the men was about seventy years old; the other was about thirty, and they both had very old, dirty clothes. I said they could come with me, and we ran quickly back to the canoe.

Back on the raft we talked for a time and then the young man said, 'My friends, I think I can tell you my secret now. I'm really a duke. My grandfather was the son of the Duke of Bridgewater, but he left England and came to America. When the old Duke died, my grandfather's younger brother stole everything and made himself the Duke of Bridgewater.'

Well, of course, we were all very unhappy for our friend the Duke, but he said, 'I'll be happier if you do things for me. Bring me my dinner!'

So we did things for him, and he liked it. But the old man spoke very little and he looked unhappy, too. After a time he said, 'You know, Bridgewater, I, too, have a secret.' And he began to cry.

'What do you mean?' the Duke asked. 'What's your secret?'

And then the old man told us that he was really the first son of the King of France. He asked us all to go down on one knee when we spoke to him. We could call him 'Your Majesty', too. So that was what we did, and they were both happy. Of course, I knew that they weren't really a duke and a king, but I didn't tell Jim. It's best if everybody is happy when you're living together on a raft.

The King and the Duke were very interested in Jim. 'Is he a slave?' they wanted to know. 'Is he running away?'

I had to tell them something, so I said that Jim belonged to my uncle and was taking me to my family in New Orleans.

'Well, we'll travel down river with you, then,' said the King. 'We'll have a fine time together.'

So the four of us went on down the river, but Jim and I didn't like those two men. They were always getting drunk and making plans to get money out of people in every town. It's all right to take a chicken or something if you're hungry, but these men were really bad! Jim and I decided to get away from them as soon as we could. It wasn't easy because they wanted to be with us all the time.

Then one morning the King went off into a town and told us to wait for him. We waited all morning and he didn't come back, so the Duke and I went into town to look for him. We looked all afternoon and in the end we found him in a bar, drunk, and then he and the Duke began to fight about some money.

'Now we can get away from them,' I thought. I turned and ran back to the river. 'Quick, Jim!' I shouted. 'It's time to go!' But there was no answer. Jim wasn't there!

I ran into the woods, crying and shouting Jim's name. But there was still no answer.

Just then a boy came along. 'Have you seen a slave?' I asked him, and I described Jim.

'Why, yes,' the boy replied. 'He's a runaway slave. I heard all about it in town. A family called the Phelpses have got him now. An old man in a bar told Mr Phelps that there was a runaway slave on a raft down by the river. He said he hadn't got time to take the slave back himself. So Mr Phelps gave him forty dollars and they went down and caught the slave this afternoon. The Phelpses are going to take him back to his owner, and they'll get three hundred dollars for him!'

I knew those two men were bad! I asked the boy where the Phelpses lived and he said it was a big white house a little way down the river.

I began to make plans to get Jim back. First, I took the raft and went down to a little island. I hid the raft under the trees and lay down to sleep. Before it was light, I went off down the river in the canoe.  When I thought I was near the Phelpses' place, I stopped, got out of the canoe and went up to the house. Suddenly, a lot of dogs ran out. They came from everywhere and they made a terrible noise.

A woman about fifty years old ran out of the house, with some little children behind her. She was smiling all over her face and she took me by the hands and cried, 'It's you, at last, isn't it?'

I didn't stop to think. 'Yes, ma'am,' I said.

'Well, what took you so long? We thought you were coming two days ago. Your Uncle Silas goes to town every day to meet you. He's there now, but he'll be back soon.' She didn't stop talking and I couldn't tell her that she was making a mistake. 'Tell us all about them,' she cried. 'Tell me everything.'

I knew then that I had to tell her ... but just then she cried, 'Here he is! Quick, hide!' and she pushed me inside the house and behind the front door. Then her husband came in and she asked him, 'Has he come?'

'No,' her husband replied.

'Look!' she shouted, and then she pulled me out from behind the door.

'Why, who's that?' Mr Phelps cried, surprised.

'It's Tom Sawyer!' she laughed.



go by pass. 经过。

happen v. take place. 发生。

cry v. make sounds that express feelings. 喊叫；号叫。

both pron. the two. 两者。

duke n. a man who is the head of a very important family. 公爵。

secret n. sth. hidden. 秘密。

mean v. signify. 含……之意。

king n. the most important man in a country. 国王。

be interested in be concerned with. 感兴趣的。

belong to be the property of. 属于。

fine adj. enjoyable. 美好的。

hungry adj. causing hunger. 饥饿的。

all the time first and last. 始终；一直。

bar n. 酒吧。

fight v. use physical force. 打架。

get away manage to leave. 设法离开；逃脱。

turn v. move so as to face in a different direction. 转身；转动。

come along appear, arrive. 出现；到达。

describe v. give a picture of in words. 描述。

reply v. give an answer. 回答。

smile v. show pleasure. 微笑。

take sb. by the hands 拉住某人的手。

ma'am n. madam. 夫人。

mistake n. wrong opinion, idea. 错误。

push v. cause forward movement. 推（某人或某物）（与pull相对）。


4　公爵和国王
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二三个昼夜过去了，没发生什么事。我们在夜里旅行，那时天黑，别人都在睡觉。我们不想让任何人看见吉姆，问起有关他的问题。

一天早晨，天刚刚亮，我发现了一只小独木舟，于是，我上了独木舟来到了河边。我正在环视着，突然，两个男人跑着穿过树林。

“救命！”他们喊道，“有人想要抓我们，还带着狗。可我们没做错事！”

其中一个人大约70岁，另外一个人大约30岁，他们俩都穿着很旧很脏的衣服。我跟他们说可以跟我来，我们很快跑回到了独木舟那儿。

回到木筏上，我们说了一会儿话。然后，年轻人说道：“我的朋友们，我想，现在我能告诉你们我的秘密了。其实我是个公爵。我祖父是布里奇沃特公爵的儿子，可他离开了英国，来到了美国。老公爵死时，我祖父年轻的兄弟偷走了一切，变成了布里奇沃特公爵。”

当然了，我们为我们的公爵朋友感到很难过，但他说：“如果你们为我做事，我会更高兴，把我的饭拿来！”

所以，我们为他做事，他喜欢这样。可那个老人话说得很少，看上去也不高兴。过了一会，他说：“你要知道，布里奇沃特，我也有秘密。”他开始哭起来。

“你是什么意思？”公爵问道，“你有什么秘密？”

然后，那老人告诉我们，他的确是法国国王的长子。他要求我们跟他讲话时要单腿跪下。我们也可以称他为“陛下”。所以，这就是我们所做的一切，他们俩都很高兴。当然，我知道他们根本不是什么公爵和国王，可我没告诉吉姆。当你们共同生活在一只木筏上时，如果每一个人都快乐，那是最好不过了。

国王和公爵对吉姆很感兴趣。“他是一个奴隶吗？”他们想知道，“他正在逃跑吗？”

我得对他们说些什么，于是我说吉姆归我叔叔所有，他正把我送到新奥尔良的家去。

“噢，那么，我们和你们一起旅行，”国王说道，“我们在一起会度过愉快的时光。”

于是，我们四人顺流而下，可我和吉姆不喜欢那两个人。他们总是喝得醉醺醺的，并计划在每一个镇上从人们那里搞到钱。如果你饿了，拿只鸡或什么的还可以，可这俩人坏透了。我和吉姆决定尽快地摆脱他们。这不容易，因为他们总要跟着我们。

有一天，国王到一个镇上去了，让我们等他。我们等了他一上午，他没回来。于是，我和公爵到镇上去找他。我们找了一下午，最后，在一个酒吧里找到了他，他醉醺醺的。然后，他和公爵为钱开始打起来。

“现在，我们能摆脱他们了，”我想。我转身跑回河边。“快点，吉姆！”我大声喊着，“是走的时候了！”可没人答应。吉姆不在那儿！

我跑进树林，喊着叫着吉姆的名字。可是，仍然没有回答。

正在那儿时，一个男孩过来了。“你看见一个奴隶了吗？”我问他，并描述了一下吉姆。

“看见了，”那男孩回答道，“他是一个逃跑的奴隶。我是在镇上听到这些的。斐尔普斯一家人抓到了他。酒吧里的一个老头告诉斐尔普斯先生，在河下游方向河边的木筏上有一个逃跑的奴隶。他说，他自己没有时间亲自把那奴隶抓来。于是，斐尔普斯先生给了他40美元，今天下午到那去抓住了那个奴隶。斐尔普斯打算把他送回到他的主人那儿去。为了这个奴隶，他们会得到300美元！”

我知道那俩人坏透了！我问那男孩儿斐尔普斯家住哪儿？他说是河下游不太远的一座大白房子。

我开始制定救吉姆的计划。首先，我乘木筏顺流而下来到一个小岛。我把木筏藏在树下，躺下睡着了。天亮之前，我乘着独木舟顺流而下。当我觉得我已靠近斐尔普斯住处时，我停了下来，从独木舟上下来，朝那座房子走去。突然，有许多狗跑出来。他们朝我围过来，发出可怕的叫声。

一位大约50岁的女人跑出屋来，身后跟着几个小孩子。她满脸笑容，拉住我的手叫道：“你终于来了，是吧！”

我连想都没想，就说：“是的，夫人。”

“是什么使你耽搁了这么久？我们以为你两天前就到哪。你的姨夫赛拉斯每天都到镇上去接你。他现在就在那儿，不过，他很快就会回来。”她不停地说着，我无法告诉她，是她弄错了。“把他们的事都告诉我，”她大声说道，“把一切都告诉我。”

那时我明白了，我不得不告诉她……可就在那时，她喊道：“他来了！快点，藏起来！”她把我推到屋里，藏在前门后。然后，她丈夫走了进来，她问他，“他来了吗？”

“没有，”她丈夫回答道。

“看看！”她大声说道，然后，她把我从门后拉出来。

“咦，这是谁？”斐尔普斯先生惊奇地大声说道。

“这是汤姆·索亚！”她笑道。


5
The plan to free Jim

When I heard that, I nearly fell through the floor, but it was a big piece of luck. It was easy for me to be Tom Sawyer because Tom was my best friend. He and his brother Sid lived with their Aunt Polly up in St Petersburg, and I knew all about them. Now I learnt that Aunt Polly had a sister, who was Mrs Phelps. She and her husband were Tom's Aunt Sally and Uncle Silas. And Tom was coming down south by boat to stay with them for a bit.

We all sat there talking and I could answer all their questions about the Sawyer family. I was feeling really happy about this when suddenly I heard a boat on the river. 'Tom could be on that boat,'  I thought, 'and he's going to walk in here and call out my name before I can stop him. I've got to go and meet him.'

So I told the Phelpses that I would go into town to get my bags, which were at the boat station. I hurried up the road and before I was halfway to town, there was Tom Sawyer coming along.

When he saw me, his mouth fell open and he looked a bit white in the face. 'Aren't you dead?'  he said. 'Everybody said that you were murdered!'

'I'm not dead yet,' I said, 'but listen ...' I told him about my adventures, and Tom loved all that. Then I told him about the Phelpses and that they thought I was Tom Sawyer. 'What shall we do?' I asked him.

Tom thought for a bit, and then he said, 'I know. You take my bags and say they're yours. I'll come to the house in about half an hour.'

'All right,' I said, 'but there's another thing. You know old Miss Watson's slave Jim, who ran away? Well, he's a prisoner here, and I'm going to help him escape.'

'Jim?' Tom said. 'But he's—' Then he stopped and thought. 'Right. I'll help, too, I'll make a really good plan.' He looked very excited.

So I went back to the house with the bags, and Tom came along half an hour later. He knocked on the door and when his Aunt Sally opened it, he said he was Sid, Tom's brother. He wanted his visit to be a surprise for his dear old Aunt Sally, he said.

Well, Aunt Sally was very pleased to see Tom and Sid. She thought it was wonderful. She and Uncle Silas were really nice people.

When we were alone later, Tom and I talked about Jim's escape. I said I had a plan, and Tom listened to it.

'It's a good plan,' he said when I finished. 'But it's too easy! It's got to be a real escape, like a real adventure in a story-book. So we want something difficult and dangerous. Now, listen to this...'

So he told me his plan. I knew it would be a good one because Tom's plans are always crazy and exciting.

And we sure had a lot of fun with that plan! We knew that Jim was locked up in a hut outside the house. Every night we got out through our bedroom window and dug a hole right under the wall of the hut. It took us a week, and it was hard work. We talked to Jim secretly and told him about the plan, and he was really pleased.

We also wrote secret letters to everybody. Tom said that people always do this in books. We wrote that there was a gang of slave-thieves coming up from the south. They wanted to steal Jim and get the three hundred dollars from his owner. Well, the Phelpses and their friends got very excited, and on the night of the escape I went into the sitting-room, and there was a crowd of men in there—all with guns!

I ran and told Tom, and he said that this was really good. 'It's a real adventure now, all right,' he said, very excited. 'Perhaps they'll come after us, and shoot, and we'll all get killed!'

Well, there wasn't time to think about it because it all happened so quickly. We got Jim out through the hole under the wall, and began to run down to the river. But the men heard us and came after us. They began to shoot, and so we ran as fast as we could to the canoe. We got in it and went over to Spanish Island. My raft was there, and our plan was to escape on that and go on down river.

'Now, Jim,' I cried, 'you're a free man!' We were all very happy, but Tom was the happiest of all, because he had a bullet in his leg.

When Jim and I heard that, we weren't so happy. Tom wanted the adventure to go on, but Jim and I said that a doctor must look at Tom's leg. Tom was getting angry about this, but Jim said:

'You listen to me, Tom Sawyer. You say I'm a free man now, and perhaps I am. But old Jim is not going to run away and leave one of his friends with a bullet in his leg! So I'm staying right here until a doctor comes.'

I knew Jim would say that. He was a good, true friend, and you can't say that about many people.

Well, that was the end of the adventure, really. I went and found a doctor in the town. He was a kind old man, and he said he would go over to the island. But Tom's leg got very bad, and the next day the doctor and some other men carried Tom home to the Phelpses' house. They brought Jim too, and they locked him up in the hut again. But the doctor said, 'Be kind to him, because he didn't run away and he stayed to help me with the boy.'

They took Tom up to bed because his leg was really bad, and Aunt Sally sat with him while he slept. I didn't want to answer any questions so I kept out of everybody's way.

When Tom woke up the next day, he felt better. I was in the room and he said to me, 'Jim's all right, isn't he?'

I didn't know what to say because Aunt Sally was listening, and before I could stop him, Tom went on:

'We did it, Aunt Sally. Me and Tom here. We helped Jim escape.' He told her all about the digging and everything, and Aunt Sally's mouth was opening and closing like a fish. Then she got really angry with Tom.

'That slave is locked up again and he's going to stay there. And if I catch you again—'

Tom suddenly sat up in bed. 'You can't do that!' he cried. 'Jim was old Miss Watson's slave, but she died two months ago. Before she died, she wrote that she wanted Jim to be free, and not a slave any more. Jim's a free man, not a slave!'

Well, that was a surprise to me and Aunt Sally! She thought Tom was crazy. 'But Sid, why did you help him to escape, if he was free already?' she said.

'I wanted the adventure, of course!' said Tom. 'We made a really exciting plan and ... Oh my! . . . AUNT POLLY!'

We turned round, and there was Tom's Aunt Polly in the doorway! That was the second big surprise. Aunt Sally was really pleased to see her sister, and jumped up to put her arms round her. I got under the bed as fast as I could. There was trouble corning for me and Tom, that was for sure.

Then Aunt Polly said to Tom, 'You always were a terrible boy, Tom Sawyer, and I want to know—'

'But Polly dear,' said Aunt Sally, 'this isn't Tom. It's Sid. Tom was here a minute ago. Where is he?'

'Where's Huck Finn, you mean,' replied Aunt Polly. 'Come out from under that bed, Huck Finn.'

So Tom and I had to explain everything. Aunt Polly said that Aunt Sally wrote and told her that Tom and Sid were there. She knew that it wasn't true, so she decided to come and find out what was happening. But she said that it was true about Miss Watson and that Jim was a free man now.

We got Jim out of the hut and Aunt Sally and Uncle Silas were really nice to him. Later, Tom, Jim and I had a long talk by ourselves. Tom talked and talked, and then he said, 'Let's all three of us run away one night, and go and have ad ventures in the wild country down south.'

It sounded like a good plan to me. 'The only thing is,' I said, 'I haven't got any money to buy the right clothes and things. All my money back in St Petersburg will be in Pop's pockets by now.'

'No,' said Tom. 'Your money's all there. Your Pop never came back.'

'No, and he won't come back, Huck,' Jim said. 'You remember that dead man on the river, when I said “Don't look at his face”? Well, that was your Pop. You can get your money when you want.'

Tom's leg is almost better now, and I haven't got any more to write about. I'm really pleased about that because it was very difficult to write a book and I won't do it again. But I think I'm going to have to run away before the others, because Aunt Sally wants me to live with her. I'll have to sleep in a bed and wear clean clothes and learn to be good, and I can't do that again. I've done it once already.

The End　　　　

Yours Truly　　

Huck Finn
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learn v. be told. 获悉；听说。

stay v. remain in a place. 停留；逗留。

for a bit for a short time. 短期。

bag n. container. 袋子；提包。

halfway adj. equal distance from two places. 中途的。

adventure n. unusual happening. 冒险的经历；冒险。

prisoner n. person kept in jail for crime. 囚犯。

dangerous adj. likely to cause danger. 危险的。

crazy adj. not knowing what you are doing. 疯狂的。

gang n. a group of people who sometimes do bad things together. 帮（尤指有犯罪企图者）。

owner n. the person something or someone belongs to. 主人。

shoot v. fire with a gun. 打（枪）。

bullet n. you fire this from a gun. 子弹。

free adj. not a slave. 自由的。

lock v. fasten a door. 锁。

dig v. make a hole by using a spade. 挖（洞）。

die v. come to the end of life. 死亡。

not... any more 不再。

already adv. by this time. 已经。

for sure certainly. 确实地。

explain v. make plain or clear. 解释。

sound v. give an impression. 听起来。

pocket n. small bag sewn into a clothing. 衣袋。

remember v. keep in the memory. 忆及；记得。


5　使吉姆获得自由的计划
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当我听到这话时，我差点儿没掉进地板缝里去，不过，这可是太幸运了。冒充汤姆·索亚对我来说是件容易事，因为，汤姆是我最好的朋友。他和他的弟弟锡德和他们的菠莉姨妈一起住在圣彼得斯堡，他们的事我都知道，现在，我知道了菠莉姨妈有一个妹妹，她是斐尔普斯太太。她和她的丈夫是汤姆的萨莉姨妈和赛拉斯姨夫。汤姆要乘船南下和他们小住一阵。

我们都坐在那儿聊着天，我可以回答所有的有关索亚家的问题。对此我感到很高兴。突然，我听到河上的船声。“汤姆可能在那条船上，”我想着，“他会走进这屋里来，我还来不及阻止他，他就会大声喊出我的名字。我得去迎他。”

于是，我告诉斐尔普斯一家，我要到镇子上的船站去取我的包。我急忙上路，还没走出一半路远，汤姆·索亚就沿路走来了。

他看见我时，嘴张着，脸色略微发白，“难道你没死？”他说道，“大家都说，你被杀死了！”

“我还没死呢，”我说道，“可你听着……”我对他讲了我的冒险，汤姆非常喜爱这一切。然后，我跟他讲了斐尔普斯一家的事，并告诉他，他们以为我是汤姆·索亚。“我们该怎么办呢？”我问他。

汤姆略加思索，然后说道：“我知道怎么办。你把我的包拿去，就说是你的。我大约半小时后到。”

“好吧，”我说，“可还有一件事。你知道老沃森小姐的奴隶吉姆吗？他逃走了。唉，他现在成了这儿的一个囚犯，我打算帮助他逃走。”

“吉姆？”汤姆说道，“可他是——”然后，他停下来思考了一下。“好吧，我也帮忙。我要制定一个很好的计划。”他看起来很兴奋。

于是，我拿着包回去了，汤姆半小时后来了。他敲了敲门，萨莉姨妈开门时，他说，他是锡德，汤姆的弟弟。他想使他的来访给他那亲爱的萨莉姨妈一个惊喜，他说道。

嘿，萨莉姨妈看见汤姆和锡德真是高兴极了。她觉得这真是好极了。她和赛拉斯姨夫的确是很好的人。

我们俩单独在一起时，我和汤姆谈起了吉姆逃跑的事。我说，我有一个计划，汤姆听着我的计划。

“这是一个好计划，”我讲完后他说道，“可太容易了！得像个真正的逃跑，像故事书中的真正的冒险。所以，我们要让这冒险困难点，危险点。听听这个……”

于是，他告诉了我他的计划。我明白，这会是一个出色的计划，因为，汤姆的计划总是既疯狂又兴奋。

执行那计划肯定会给我们带来许多的乐趣！我们知道，吉姆被锁在屋外的一个小屋里。每天夜里，我们都从卧室的窗户钻出去，就在小屋墙下挖洞。挖洞花费了我们一星期的时间，这是一件苦差事。我们秘密地同吉姆交谈，并告诉他我们的计划，他高兴极了。

我们也给大家写密信。汤姆说，书中人们总是这样做。我们写道，有一群盗奴贼从南方来。他们想偷走吉姆，从他的主人那儿得到300美元。斐尔普斯一家和他们的朋友很兴奋，逃跑的那天夜里，我走进起居室，那儿有一大群男人——都拿着枪！

我跑去告诉了汤姆，他说，这真不错。“好吧，这是一次真正的冒险，”他说道，很兴奋，“或许他们会追我们，开枪，我们都会被打死！”

没有时间考虑了，因为，这一切发生得太快了。我们把吉姆从墙下的洞里弄出来，开始往河边跑去。但是，那些人听到了我们的声音，追了过来，他们开始开枪，我们尽快地往独木舟那儿跑去。我们上了独木舟，前往西班牙岛，我的木筏停在那儿，我们的计划就是逃到那岛上，然后继续顺流而下。

“嗨，吉姆，”我喊道，“你是一个自由之人了！”我们都很高兴，可汤姆是最高兴的一个，因为，他腿上中了一枪。

我和吉姆听到这话时，可不那么高兴了。汤姆想让这冒险继续下去，可我和吉姆说，一定要找个医生看看汤姆的腿。汤姆对此生气了，可吉姆说道：

“你听我说，汤姆·索亚。你说的，我现在是一个自由人了，或许我是。可老吉姆不会逃跑，而丢下一个腿里有颗子弹的朋友！所以，我就待在这儿，一直到医生来。”

我知道，吉姆会这样说的。他是一个真正的好朋友，对许多其他的人，你是不会这样说的。

说真的，这就是冒险的结束。我去到镇上找了个医生。他是个和蔼的老人，他说他会到岛上去。可汤姆腿的伤势很重，第二天，医生和其他的一些人把汤姆抬到斐尔普斯家。他们也带回了吉姆，他们又把他锁在木屋里。可医生说：“对他好点儿，因为他没逃跑，他留在那儿帮我照顾这个男孩。”

他们把汤姆放在床上，因为，他腿的伤势很重。他睡觉时，萨莉姨妈坐在他的身边。我不想回答任何问题，所以，我远远地躲开大家。

第二天，汤姆醒来时，他感觉好多了。我在他房间里，他对我说：“吉姆没事儿，是吧？”

我不知道说什么好，因为萨莉姨妈在听着，我还来不及阻止他，汤姆继续说道：

“这件事是我们干的，萨莉姨妈。是我和汤姆。我们帮助吉姆逃跑的。”他把挖洞和所有的一切都告诉了她，萨莉姨妈的嘴像条鱼一样一张一闭。然后，她真的生汤姆的气了。

“那个奴隶又被锁了起来，他要待在那儿。如果我再抓到你——”

汤姆突然在床上坐起来。“你不能那样做！”他喊道，“吉姆是老沃森小姐的奴隶，可她两个月前去世了。死前她写道，她要让吉姆自由，不再是一个奴隶了。吉姆是一个自由人，不再是一个奴隶！”

我和萨莉姨妈都感到很惊讶！她觉得汤姆疯了。“可是，锡德，如果他已经自由了，那你为什么还帮他逃跑呢？”她说道。

“当然，我想冒险！”汤姆说。“我们制定了一个很令人兴奋的计划，并且……呀，天哪！……菠莉姨妈！”

我们转过身来，汤姆的菠莉姨妈站在门那儿！这是第二个令人大吃一惊的事。萨莉姨妈见到她的姐姐的确很高兴，跳起来搂住了她。我赶快爬到床底下。我和汤姆要有麻烦了，这是肯定无疑的。

然后，菠莉姨妈对汤姆说道：“你总是捣乱，汤姆·索亚，我想知道——”

“可是，亲爱的菠莉，”萨莉姨妈说道，“这不是汤姆，是锡德。汤姆刚才还在这哪。他哪儿去了？’

“你是指哈克·费恩哪儿去了？”菠莉姨妈回答道，“从床底下出来，哈克·费恩。”

所以，我和汤姆不得不解释所有这一切。菠莉姨妈说，萨莉姨妈写信告诉她，汤姆和锡德在那儿。她知道这不是真的，于是，她决定来弄清楚到底是怎么回事。可她说，沃森小姐的事倒是真的，吉姆现在是一个自由人了。

我们把吉姆从小屋里放出来，萨莉姨妈和赛拉斯姨夫待他很友好。后来，汤姆、吉姆和我，就我们三个人，聊了很长时间。汤姆不停地说着，然后他说道：“有那么一天夜里，我们三个人逃走，到南方荒野的地方去冒险。”

听起来倒是一个不错的计划。“唯一的事情是，”我说道，“我没有钱买合适的衣服和物品。我所有的在圣彼得斯堡的钱这时应该在爸爸的兜里了。”

“不会的，”汤姆说道，“你的钱都在那儿。你爸爸从来没回来。”

“对了，他不会回来了，哈克，”吉姆说道，“你记得河上那个死人吗？我说别看他的脸，那就是你爸爸。你想拿到钱时，你就能拿到。”

汤姆的腿现在差不多好了，我没有什么要写的了。对此我很高兴，因为，写一本书很难，我不会再写了。可我想，在其他人逃跑之前，我得准备先逃走，因为萨莉姨妈想让我和她住在一起。我将不得不睡在床上，穿干净衣服，学着有教养，我不能再那样了。我已经尝试过一次了。

——完——　　　　

你的忠实的　　

哈克·费恩
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Exercises

A Checking your understanding

Chapter 1 Who said these words?　

1 'Don't put your feet there, Huckleberry.'

2 'That's what they do in the stories in books.'

3 'Well, you can sell it to me, then.'

4 'You give me that money!'

Chapter 2 Where in this chapter ...　

1 ... did Huck's father lock him?

2 ... did Huck hide the canoe?

3 ... did Huck go to hide from everyone?

4 ... did Huck and Jim put all their things?

5 ... did they find the old clothes?

Chapter 3 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?　

1 The woman in the house knew about Huck's murder.

2 She said that old Finn now had all Huck's money.

3 When the steamboat hit the raft, it killed Jim.

4 Huck liked living on the raft better than living in a house.

Chapter 4 Write answers to these questions.　

1 Who was the old man?

2 Why didn't Huck and Jim like the two men?

3 How did Mr Phelps learn about Jim?

4 Who will get three hundred dollars and why?

5 Who did the Phelpses think Huck was?

Chapter 5 How much can you remember? Check your answers.　

1 How long did it take to dig the hole under the wall of the hut?

2 Where did Huck, Tom and Jim go to hide?

3 Why was Tom the happiest of them all?

4 Why did Tom help Jim to escape?

5 Why didn't Huck's father come back?

6 Why did Huck want to run away again?

B Working with language

1 Complete these sentences with in formation from the story.　

1 Huck ran away from the widow because...

2 He escaped from the hut when...

3 Miss Watson wanted to sell Jim so...

4 Huck put on girl's clothes because...

5 Before the steamboat hit the raft, Huck and Jim...

6 Mrs Phelps was happy to see Huck because...

2 Use these words to join the sentences together.　

but　because　when　and　then　so

1 Widow Douglas was kind. Huck ran away.

2 Huck found the canoe one morning. He went to catch some fish for breakfast.

3 There were no slaves in Ohio. Huck and Jim decided to go there.

4 The woman knew that Huck was there. The dogs made a noise.

5 Huck and Tom got Jim out of the hut. They ran down to the river.

C Activities

1 Which person did you like best in the story? Why? Write a few lines to describe that person.

2 You are Tom. Write a letter to your brother Sid in St Petersburg and tell him what happened after you met Huck near the Phelpses' house.

3 What do you think happens after the end of the story? Does Huck stay and live with Aunt Sally? Does he run away by himself, or with Tom and Jim? Does he buy a boat with his six thousand dollars and live on the river? Write another paragraph to describe what Huck does during the next year.
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内容简介

我们一想起侦探，第一个想到的就是夏洛克·福尔摩斯。甚至在距离关于他的第一个故事已一百多年的今天，他仍然是我们心中最伟大的侦探。游客们仍然会到伦敦的贝克街去看他的公寓。有很多关于他的电影和图片——我们都知道他的样子，知道他穿什么衣服。

但是他从来就没存在过。他的故事仅仅是故事而已，那么我们为什么记住他了呢？

因为他喜欢抓罪犯。夏洛克·福尔摩斯追踪罪犯就像猎人追踪狐狸一样。他像猎犬和警犬一样，鼻子贴在地上——追踪罪犯到世界的尽头。罪犯可能试图藏匿——但只要夏洛克·福尔摩斯开始追踪，我们就知道他终会成功。


SHERLOCK HOLMES SHORT STORIES

When we think of a detective, we think first of Sherlock Holmes. Even now, more than a hundred years after the first story about him, he is still the greatest detective of all. Tourists still go to Baker Street, in London, to see the place where he had his flat. There are films about him, pictures of him — we all know what he looked like, we all know what kind of clothes he wore.




And yet he never existed. The stories about him are just stories. So, why do we remember him?




It is because he loves catching criminals. Sherlock Holmes chases the criminal as a hunter chases a fox. He is a bloodhound, a police dog, with his nose to the ground following the criminal to the end of the world. The criminal may try to hide — but when Sherlock Holmes has started the chase, we know that he will finish it with a 'kill'.
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Sherlock Holmes
Short Stories

福尔摩斯探案故事


The Speckled Band

有斑点的带子

1
Helen's Story

At the time of this story, I was still living at my friend Sherlock Holmes's flat in Baker Street in London. Very early one morning, a young woman, dressed in black, came to see us. She looked tired and unhappy, and her face was very white. 'I'm afraid! Afraid of death, Mr Holmes!' she cried. 'Please help me! I'm not thirty yet and look at my grey hair! I'm so afraid!'

'Just sit down and tell us your story,' said Holmes kindly.

'My name is Helen Stoner,' she began, 'and I live with my stepfather, Dr Grimesby Roylott, near a village in the country. His family was once very rich, but they had no money when my stepfather was born. So he studied to be a doctor, and went out to India. He met and married my mother there, when my sister Julia and I were very young. Our father was dead, you see.'

'Your mother had some money, perhaps?' asked Sherlock Holmes.

'Oh yes, mother had a lot of money, so my stepfather wasn't poor any more.'

'Tell me more about him, Miss Stoner,' said Holmes.

'Well, he's a violent man. In India he once got angry with his Indian servant and killed him! He had to go to prison because of that, and then we all came back to England. Mother died in an accident eight years ago. So my stepfather got all her money, but if Julia or I marry, he must pay us ￡250 every year.'

'And now you live with him in the country,' said Holmes.

'Yes, but he stays at home and never sees anybody, Mr Holmes!' answered Helen Stoner. 'He's more and more violent now, and sometimes has fights with the people from the village. Everybody's afraid of him now, and they run away when they see him. And they're also afraid of his Indian wild animals which run freely around the garden. A friend sends them to him from India. And the animals are not the only wild things in the garden; there are also gipsies. My stepfather likes these wild people, and they can come and go where they like. Poor Julia and I had very unhappy lives. We had no servants. They always left because they were afraid of my stepfather, and we had to do all the work in the house. Julia was only thirty when she died, and her hair was already grey, like my hair now.'

'When did she die?' asked Sherlock Holmes.

'She died two years ago, and that's why I'm here. We never met anybody in the country, but sometimes we visited some of my family who live near London. There Julia met a young man who asked to marry her. My stepfather agreed, but soon after this she died.' Miss Stoner put her hand over her eyes and cried for a minute.

Sherlock Holmes was listening with his eyes closed, but now he opened them and looked at Helen Stoner.

'Tell me everything about her death,' he said.

'I can remember it all very well. It was a terrible time!' she answered. 'Our three bedrooms are all downstairs. First there is my stepfather's room. Julia's room is next to his, and my room is next to Julia's. The rooms all have windows on the garden side of the house, and doors which open into the corridor. One evening our stepfather was smoking his strong Indian cigarettes in his room. Julia couldn't sleep because she could smell them in her room, so she came into my room to talk to me. Before she went back to bed, she said to me, "Helen, have you ever heard a whistle in the middle of the night?"

'I was surprised. "No," I said.

'"It's strange," she said. "Sometimes I hear a whistle, but I don't know where it comes from. Why don't you hear it?"

'I laughed and said, "I sleep better than you do." So Julia went to her room, and locked the door after her.'

'Why did you lock your doors?' asked Sherlock Holmes.

'We were afraid of the wild animals, and the gipsies,' she answered.

'Please go on,' said Holmes.

'I couldn't sleep that night. It was a very stormy night, with a lot of wind and rain. Suddenly I heard a woman's scream. It was my sister's voice. I ran into the corridor, and just then I heard a whistle, and a minute later the sound of falling metal. I didn't know what it was. I ran to my sister's door. She opened it and fell to the ground. Her face was white and afraid, and she was crying, "Help me, help me, Helen, I'm ill, I'm dying!" I put my arms around her, and she cried out in a terrible voice: "Helen! Oh my God, Helen! It was the band! The speckled band!" She wanted to say more, but she couldn't. I called my stepfather, who tried to help her, but we could do nothing. And so my dear, dear sister died.'

'Are you sure about the whistle and the sound of falling metal?' asked Holmes.

'I think so,' answered Helen. 'But it was a very wild, stormy night. Perhaps I made a mistake. The police couldn't understand why my sister died. Her door was locked and nobody could get into her room. They didn't find any poison in her body. And what was "the speckled band"? Gipsies wear something like that round their necks. I think she died because she was so afraid, but I don't know what she was afraid of. Perhaps it was the gipsies. What do you think, Mr Holmes?'

Holmes thought for a minute. 'Hmm,' he said. 'That is a difficult question. But please go on.'

'That was two years ago,' Helen Stoner said. 'I have been very lonely without my sister, but a month ago a dear friend asked me to marry him. My stepfather has agreed, and so we're going to marry soon. But two days ago I had to move to my sister's old bedroom, because some men are mending my bedroom wall, and last night I heard that whistle again! I ran out of the house immediately and came to London to ask for your help. Please help me, Mr Holmes! I don't want to die like Julia!'

'We must move fast,' said Holmes. 'If we go to your house today, can we look at these rooms? But your stepfather must not know.'

'He's in London today, so he won't see you. Oh thank you, Mr Holmes, I feel better already.'



grey adj. of a colour intermediate between black and white 灰白的

stepfather n. a man who is married to one's mother after the divorce of one's parents or the death of one's father 继父

violent adj. likely to attack, hurt, or kill other people 狂暴的

servant n. a person employed to perform duties for others, especially in a house on domestic duties or as a personal attendant 仆人

gipsy n. a member of travelling people with dark skin and hair, speaking a language related to Hindi, and traditionally living by itinerant trade and fortune telling 吉普赛人

terrible adj. extremely bad, serious, or unpleasant 可怕的

corridor n. a long passage from which doors lead into rooms 走廊

whistle n. a clear, high-pitched sound made by forcing breath through a small hole between partly closed lips, or between one's teeth 口哨

lock v. to fasten with a lock 锁,锁上

stormy adj. affected or disturbed by a storm 有暴风雨的

suddenly adv. quickly or unexpectedly 突然

scream n. a screaming cry or sound 尖叫声

poison n. a substance which causes death or harm when introduced into or absorbed by a living organism 毒药

mend v. to restore to a sound condition 修理，修补




1．海伦的故事

[image: alt]

故事发生的时候，我还住在我的朋友夏洛克·福尔摩斯在伦敦贝克街的公寓里。一天大清早，一位穿黑衣的年轻女人来见我们。她看起来疲惫而忧郁，脸色苍白。“我害怕！害怕死，福尔摩斯先生！”她哭道，“请帮帮我！我还不到30岁，但是看看我灰白的头发！我太害怕了！”

“先坐下，给我们讲讲你的事。”福尔摩斯温和地说。

“我叫海伦·斯托纳，”她开始说道，“我和继父格里姆斯比·罗伊洛特医生住在乡下，在一个村子附近。他家原来很富有，但是我继父出生的时候他们已经没有钱了。所以他学医并且去了印度。他在那里遇到了我母亲并和她结了婚，那时候我姐姐朱莉娅和我还很小。你知道，我们的父亲死了。”

“你母亲大概有些钱吧？”夏洛克·福尔摩斯问道。

“噢，是的，我母亲有很多钱，所以继父从此摆脱了穷困。”

“再多给我讲些他的情况，斯托纳小姐。”福尔摩斯说。

“哦，他是个粗暴的人。在印度的时候，他曾经跟他的印度仆人生气，竟然把那个人杀了！他为此坐了牢，后来我们都回到了英国。妈妈八年前死于一次事故。所以继父得到了她所有的钱，但是如果朱莉娅或者我结婚的话，他必须每年付给我们250英镑。”

“现在你们和他住在乡下。”福尔摩斯说。

“是的，但是他总待在家里，从来不见任何人，福尔摩斯先生！”海伦·斯托纳回答，“他现在越来越粗暴了，有时还和村里的人打架。现在所有的人都害怕他，见到他就跑开。他们也害怕他养的那些印度野兽，那些野兽在花园里乱跑，那是他的一个朋友从印度送来的。花园里不光有野兽，还有吉普赛人。继父喜欢这些野蛮人，他们可以在那儿自由来去。可怜的朱莉娅和我过得非常不开心。我们没有仆人。他们总是因为害怕我继父而离开，我们只好自己做家务。朱莉娅死的时候才30岁，她的头发已经灰白了，就像我现在的头发一样。”

“她什么时候死的？”夏洛克·福尔摩斯问。

“她是两年前死的，我就是为这件事来的。我们从来不和村里的人交往，但是有时候我们会去拜访住在伦敦附近的一些亲戚。在那里朱莉娅遇到了一个年轻人，他想娶她。我继父同意了，但是不久之后她就死了。”斯托纳小姐捂着眼睛哭了一会儿。

夏洛克·福尔摩斯一直闭着眼睛听，但是现在他睁开眼睛看着海伦·斯托纳。

“告诉我跟她的死有关的所有事情。”他说。

“所有的事情我都记得很清楚。那个时候真可怕！”她回答，“我们的三个卧室都在楼下。第一间是我继父的房间。他的隔壁就是朱莉娅的房间，我的房间在朱莉娅的隔壁。三个房间的窗户都在朝着花园的那边，而门在走廊的那一侧。一天晚上，继父在他的房间里抽印度雪茄，味道很呛人。朱莉娅睡不着，因为她在房间里能闻到烟味，所以她来到我的房间和我聊天。她回去睡觉之前跟我说：‘海伦，你半夜里听到过口哨声吗？’”

“我很吃惊。‘没听到过。’”我说。

“‘很奇怪，’她说，‘有时候我会听到口哨声，但是我不知道是从哪儿传来的。你为什么听不到呢？’”

“我笑了，说：‘我比你睡得好呗。’朱莉娅回她的房间去了，并且锁上了门。”

“你们为什么要锁门呢？”夏洛克·福尔摩斯问道。

“因为我们害怕那些野生动物，还有那些吉普赛人。”她回答。

“请接着说。”福尔摩斯说。

“那天晚上我无法入睡。那是个暴风雨之夜，外面风雨交加。突然，我听到一个女人的尖叫。那是我姐姐的声音。我冲进走廊，就在那时我听到了口哨声，一分钟后又听到了金属落地的声音。我不知道那是什么东西发出的。我跑到姐姐的房间门口，她打开门后就倒在地上。她的脸煞白，充满了恐惧，还哭喊着：‘救救我，救救我，海伦，我难受，我要死了！’我抱着她，她用可怕的声音哭喊：‘海伦！噢，我的上帝，海伦！是那条带子！那条有斑点的带子！’她想再说点儿什么，却什么也说不出来了。我叫了继父，他试图救她，但是我们什么也做不了。我最亲爱的姐姐就这么死了。”

“你确定听到了口哨声和金属落地的声音？”福尔摩斯问道。

“我想是的，”海伦回答，“但那天晚上有很大的暴风雨。或许我弄错了。警察没有弄清我姐姐的死因。她的门锁着，没人能进入她的房间。他们也没在她身上发现中毒的迹象。而且‘有斑点的带子’是什么呢？吉普赛人脖子上戴着一种类似的东西。我想她是凶恐惧而死，但是我不知道她害怕的是什么。可能是那些吉普赛人。你怎么看呢，福尔摩斯先生？”

福尔摩斯想了一会儿。“唔，”他说，“那可是个难题。不过请继续说下去。”

“那是两年之前的事了，”海伦·斯托纳说，“没有了姐姐，我一直过得很孤独，但是一个月之前，一位亲爱的朋友向我求婚。我继父也同意了，所以我们很快就要结婚了。但是两天前我不得不搬到我姐姐原来的卧室里，因为一些人正在修补我卧室的墙，而昨晚我又听到了那个口哨声！我立刻跑出了那座房子，来伦敦寻求你的帮助。请你帮帮我，福尔摩斯先生！我不想和朱莉娅一样死去！”

“我们必须赶快行动，”福尔摩斯说，“如果我们今天去你家，我们可以看看那些房间吗？但是不能让你继父知道。”

“他今天在伦敦，所以他不会见到你们的。噢，谢谢你，福尔摩斯先生，我已经感觉好些了。”




2
Holmes and Watson Visit the House

Holmes went out for the morning, but he came back at lunch-time. We then went by train into the country, and took a taxi to Dr Roylott's house. 'You see,' said Holmes to me, 'our dangerous friend Roylott needs the girls' money, because he only has ￡750 a year from his dead wife. I found that out this morning. But the gypsies, the whistle, the band — they are more difficult to understand, but I think I have an answer.'

When we arrived, Helen Stoner showed us the three bedrooms. We saw her room first.

'Why are they mending your bedroom wall?' asked Holmes. 'There's nothing wrong with it.'

'You're right,' she said. 'I think it was a plan to move me into my sister's room.'

'Yes,' said Holmes. We went into Julia's room, and Holmes looked at the windows carefully.

'Nobody could come in from outside,' he said. Then he looked round the room. 'Why is that bell-rope there, just over the bed?'

'My stepfather put it there two years ago. It's for calling a servant, but Julia and I never used it because we didn't have any servants. He also put in that air-vent on the wall between his room and this one.'

Holmes pulled the rope. 'But it doesn't work,' he said. 'How strange! And it's just over the air-vent. That also is interesting. Why have an air-vent on an inside wall? Air-vents are usually on outside walls.'

Then we went into Dr Roylott's room. Holmes saw a large metal box near the wall.

'My stepfather keeps business papers in there,' said Helen.

'Does he keep a cat in there too?' asked Holmes. 'Look!' There was some milk on a plate on top of the box. 'Now, Miss Stoner,' he said, 'I think your life is in danger. Tonight my friend Watson and I must spend the night in your sister's room, where you are sleeping at the moment.'

Helen Stoner and I looked at him in surprise.

'Yes, we must,' he went on. 'We'll take a room in a hotel in the village. When your stepfather goes to bed, put a light in your sister's bedroom window and leave it open. Then go into your old room and we'll get into your sister's room through the window. We'll wait for the sound of the whistle and the falling metal.'

'How did my sister die, Mr Holmes? Do you know? Please tell me!' said Helen. She put her hand on Sherlock Holmes's arm.

'I must find out more before I tell you, Miss Stoner. Now goodbye, and don't be afraid,' replied Sherlock Holmes.

We walked to the village, and Holmes said to me, 'Tonight will be dangerous, Watson. Roylott is a very violent man.'

'But if I can help, Holmes, I shall come with you,' I said.

'Thank you, Watson. I'll need your help. Did you see the bell-rope, and the air-vent? I knew about the air-vent before we came. Of course there is a hole between the two rooms. That explains why Helen's sister could smell Dr Roylott's cigarette.'

'My dear Holmes! How clever of you!' I cried.

'And did you see the bed? It's fixed to the floor. She can't move it. It must stay under the rope, which is near the air-vent.'

'Holmes!' I cried. 'I begin to understand! What a terrible crime!'

'Yes, this doctor is a very clever man. But we can stop him, I think, Watson.'



dangerous adj. able or likely to cause harm or injury 危险的

bell-rope n. a long piece of thin rope, fixed to a wall; you pull it to ring a bell 拉铃绳

air-vent n. a hole, usually on an outside wall, to bring air into a room 通风口

at the moment right now 现在，此刻

fixed adj. if something is fixed, it is not possible to move it 固定的




2．福尔摩斯和华生来访

福尔摩斯出去了一个上午，但在午饭的时候回来了。然后我们乘火车到乡下，坐出租马车到了罗伊洛特医生的家。“你看，”福尔摩斯对我说，“我们危险的朋友罗伊洛特需要姑娘们的钱，因为他每年只能从他死去的妻子那里得到750英镑。这是我今天上午发现的。但是吉普赛人、口哨声、带子——这些比较难以理解，但我想我有答案了。”

我们到达之后，海伦·斯托纳领我们看了三个卧室。我们先看了她的卧室。

“他们为什么要修补你卧室的墙？”福尔摩斯问，“墙没有什么问题啊。”

“你说的对，”她说，“我想这是为了让我搬到我姐姐的房间。”

“是的，”福尔摩斯说。我们走进朱莉娅的房间，福尔摩斯仔细查看了窗户。

“没人能从外面进来，”他说。然后他环顾了一下房间。“那个拉铃的绳子为什么安在床的上方？”

“两年前我继父把它安到那儿的，说是用来叫仆人，但朱莉娅和我从来都没用过，因为我们根本没有仆人。他还在他的房间和这个房间相接的墙上开了那个通风口。”

福尔摩斯拉了拉绳子。“可是这不管用啊，”他说，“真奇怪！而且它正好挂在通风口那儿。那通风口也很有意思。为什么在内墙上开通风口呢？通风口通常是开在外墙上的。”

之后我们又进了罗伊洛特医生的房间。福尔摩斯看到墙边有个大金属箱子。

“我继父在那里面放文件。”海伦说。

“他还在那里面养了一只猫吗？”福尔摩斯问，“看！”箱子上面有个盛着牛奶的盘子。“现在，斯托纳小姐，”他说，“我想你的生命处在危险中。今晚我的朋友华生和我必须在你姐姐的房间里过夜，就是你现在睡觉的地方。”

海伦·斯托纳和我惊奇地看着他。

“是的，我们必须这么做，”他继续说，“我们会在村里的旅馆找一个房间。你继父上床睡觉之后，请你在你姐姐房间的窗口放一盏灯，把窗户开着。然后你到原来的房间睡觉，我们会从窗户进入你姐姐的房间，等着口哨声和金属落地的声音。”

“我姐姐是怎么死的？福尔摩斯先生，你知道吗？请告诉我！”海伦说着，抓住了夏洛克·福尔摩斯的胳膊。

“我必须了解更多的情况才能告诉你，斯托纳小姐。现在再见，不要害怕。”夏洛克·福尔摩斯回答。

我们向村子走去，福尔摩斯对我说：“今晚将会很危险，华生。罗伊洛特是个很凶残的人。”

“但是如果我可以帮你，福尔摩斯，我想和你一起去。”我说。

“谢谢你，华生。我需要你的帮助。刚才你看到那个拉铃绳和通风口了吗？我们来之前我就知道通风口的事了。两个房间之间肯定有个洞。这就解释了海伦的姐姐为什么能够闻到罗伊洛特医生的雪茄烟味。”

“我亲爱的福尔摩斯！你真聪明！”我叫道。

“你看到那床了吗？它是固定在地板上的，她不能移动它。床只能在绳子下面，那里接近通风口。”

“福尔摩斯！”我叫道，“我开始懂了！多可怕的罪行！”

“是的，那医生是个很聪明的人。但我想我们可以阻止他，华生。”




3
Death in the Night

That night we went back to the house. When we saw Helen Stoner's light, Holmes and I got in quietly through the window. Then we waited silently in the middle bedroom in the dark. We waited for three hours and did not move. Suddenly we saw a light and heard a sound from Dr Roylott's room. But nothing happened, and again we waited in the dark. Then there was another sound, a very quiet sound...Immediately Holmes jumped up and hit the bell-rope hard.

'Can you see it, Watson?' he shouted. But I saw nothing. There was a quiet whistle. We both looked up at the air-vent, and suddenly we heard a terrible cry in the next room. Then the house was silent again.

'What does it mean?' I asked. My voice was shaking.

'It's finished,' answered Holmes. 'Let's go and see.'

We went into Dr Roylott's room. The metal box was open. Roylott was sitting on a chair, and his eyes were fixed on the air-vent. Round his head was a strange, yellow speckled band. He was dead.

'The band! The speckled band!' said Holmes very quietly. The band moved and began to turn its head. 'Be careful, Watson! It's a snake, an Indian snake — and its poison can kill very quickly,' Holmes cried. 'Roylott died immediately. We must put the snake back in its box.' Very, very carefully, Holmes took the snake and threw it into the metal box.

'But how did you know about the snake, Holmes?' I asked.

'At first, Watson, I thought that it was the gipsies. But then I understood. I thought that perhaps something came through the air-vent, down the bell-rope and on to the bed. Then there was the milk — and of course, snakes drink milk. It was easy for the Doctor to get Indian animals. And because he was a doctor, he knew that this snake's poison is difficult to find in a dead body. So every night he put the snake through the air-vent, and it went down the bell-rope onto the bed. Of course, nobody must see the snake, so every night he whistled to call it back. The sound of metal falling was the door of the metal box, which was the snake's home. Perhaps the snake came through the air-vent many times before it killed Julia. But in the end it killed her. And Helen, too, nearly died because of this snake.

'But tonight, when I hit the snake on the rope, it was angry and went back through the air-vent. And so it killed the Doctor. I'm not sorry about that.'

Soon after this Helen Stoner married her young man and tried to forget the terrible deaths of her sister and stepfather. But she never really forgot the speckled band.




3．深夜之死
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当天晚上我们回到那所房子。看到海伦·斯托纳的灯亮起，福尔摩斯和我悄悄地从窗户进去。然后我们在中间的房间里静静地摸黑等着。我们等了3个小时，一动也没动。突然，我们看到一些亮光，听到罗伊洛特医生的房间里传来一点儿动静。但是什么事也没发生，我们继续在黑暗中等待。然后又有一个声音响起来，一个非常轻的声音……福尔摩斯立即跳起来，使劲抽打拉铃绳。

“你能看见吗，华生？”他喊道。但是我什么也没看见。这时响起一个轻轻的口哨声。我们都抬头看向通风口，突然听到隔壁房间传来一声惨叫。然后房子又归于寂静了。

“这意味着什么？”我问。我的声音在颤抖。

“结束了，”福尔摩斯回答，“我们去看看。”

我们走进罗伊洛特医生的房间。金属箱子敞开着。罗伊洛特正坐在一把椅子上，眼睛盯着通风口。他的头上缠着一根奇怪的、有黄色斑点的带子。他死了。

“带子！有斑点的带子！”福尔摩斯轻声说道。带子动了，开始转动它的头。“小心，华生！这是一条蛇，一条印度的蛇——它的毒可以让人倾刻毙命，”福尔摩斯喊道，“罗伊洛特被攻击后立刻就死了。我们必须把蛇放回箱子里。”福尔摩斯非常小心地拿起蛇，把它扔回金属箱子里。

“但你是怎么知道有这条蛇的呢，福尔摩斯？”我问。

“一开始，华生，我以为是吉普赛人干的。但是后来我明白了。我想可能是什么东西从通风口进来，顺着拉铃绳一直到床上。然后我们看到了牛奶——当然蛇喝牛奶。这位医生很容易弄到印度的动物。而且因为他是医生，他知道这种蛇毒很难在死尸上被发现。所以每天晚上他把蛇放到通风口那里，让它顺着拉铃绳爬到床上。当然不能有人看到这条蛇，所以每天晚上他吹口哨把它叫回去。金属落下的声音是金属箱子的盖被关上时发出的，蛇一直被关在那里。在杀死朱莉娅之前，它可能已经从通风口下来过很多次了。但是最后它终于杀死了她。海伦也差点儿死于这条蛇之口。

“但是今晚，我抽打绳子上的蛇，把它激怒了，它又从排气孔回去，杀死了医生。我并不为此感到抱歉。”

之后，海伦·斯托纳很快和向她求婚的年轻人结了婚，她尽力想忘掉姐姐和继父的惨死，但是她永远也没有真正忘记那条有斑点的带子。


A Scandal in Bohemia

波希米亚丑闻

1
The King's Mistake

For Sherlock Holmes, there was only one woman in the world. He did not love her, because he never loved women. But after their meeting he never forgot her. Her name was Irene Adler.

One night in March I visited my old friend at his home in Baker Street. I was married by now, so I did not often see him.

'Come in, Watson,' he said. 'Sit down. I'm happy to see you, because I've got something to show you. What do you think of this? It arrived in the last post.' It was a letter, with no date, name or address. It said:

'Tonight someone will visit you, to talk about some very secret business. You have helped other important people, and you can, we hope, help us. Be in your room at 7.45 p.m. '

'The paper — what do you think about the paper?' asked Holmes.

I tried to think like Holmes. 'It's expensive, so this person is rich. It's strange paper.'

'Yes, it's not English. If you look at it in the light, you can see that it was made in Bohemia. And a German, I think, wrote the letter. Ah, here comes our man now.' We could hear the horses in the street.

'Shall I leave, Holmes?' I asked.

'No, no, I need your help. This will be interesting,' my friend answered. There was a knock at the door.

'Come in!' called Holmes.

A tall, strong man came into the room. He was wearing expensive clothes, and a mask over his face.

'You can call me Count von Kramm. I come from Bohemia,' he said. 'My business is most important. Before I tell you about it, do you agree to keep it a secret?'

'I do,' we said together.

'A very important person, who belongs to a royal family, has sent me to ask for your help,' he went on. 'I wear a mask because nobody must know who that person is. I must explain how important this business is. If you cannot help, there will be difficulty and trouble for one of the most important families in Europe — and perhaps a very big scandal. I am talking about the famous House of Ormstein, Kings of Bohemia.'

'I know, Your Majesty,' said Holmes. He quietly smoked his cigarette.

The man jumped up from his chair. 'What!' he cried. 'How do you know who I am?' Then he pulled the mask off his face and threw it on the ground. 'You are right. Why do I hide it? I am the King. I am Wilhelm von Ormstein, King of Bohemia. I came to see you myself because I could not ask another person to tell my story. It must be a secret. You understand?'

'Very well. Go on,' said Holmes. He closed his eyes and listened.

'Five years ago I met a woman called Irene Adler. We...'

'Ah,' said Holmes, 'Irene Adler, born in 1850, singer, lives in London, a very beautiful woman, I hear ...' He looked at the King. 'You and she...You loved her, for a while, and then left her. But before you left her, you wrote her some letters perhaps. And now you want to get these letters back.'

'That's right.'

'Did you marry her?'

'No.'

'If she asks you for money and shows you the letters, you can say that you didn't write them.'

'But Mr Holmes, she also has my photograph.'

'You can say that you didn't give her a photograph.'

'We were both in the photograph.'

'Oh dear. That was a mistake, Your Majesty.'

'I know. I was stupid...but I was very young!'

'You must get the photograph back. Can you steal it from her house?'

'I have tried five times but my men couldn't find it. What can I do?'

Holmes laughed. 'This is very interesting. What does she plan to do with the photograph?'

'Soon I am going to marry Clotilde Lothman von Saxe-Meningen, daughter of the King of Scandinavia. You know, of course, that we are two of the most important royal families in Europe. Clotilde will never marry me if she learns that I have been a...friend of Irene Adler. You do not know Irene Adler. She's a beautiful woman, but she can be as hard as a man. She was angry when I left her, and so she doesn't want me to marry another woman. I know that she will send this photograph to the Saxe-Meningen family, and then there will be a terrible scandal. We must find the photograph before she sends it!'

'I am sure that we will find it,' said Holmes. 'You are, of course, staying in London? I will write to you to tell you what happens. And, the money...?'

The King put a large heavy bag on the table. 'I must have that photograph,' he said. 'There is one thousand pounds here. lf you need more, you must ask at once. The money is not important.'

'And the young woman's address?' asked Holmes.

'Briony Lodge, Serpentine Avenue, St John's Wood, London.'

'Good night, Your Majesty,' said Holmes. 'I hope to have some good news for you soon.' The King left, and Holmes turned to me. 'And good night, Watson. Please come back tomorrow at three o'clock in the afternoon.'



by now until now 到如今

expensive adj. costing a lot of money 昂贵的

mask n. a covering for all or part of the face, worn as a disguise, for protection or for theatrical effect 面具

royal adj. relating to or having the status of a king or queen or a member of their family 王室的，皇家的

Your Majesty words that you say when you speak to a king or queen 陛下

for a while for a short period of time 一段时间

photograph n. a picture made with a camera, in which an image is focused onto film and then made visible and permanent by chemical treatment 照片




1．国王的错误

对于夏洛克·福尔摩斯来说，世界上只有一个女人。他不爱她，因为他从没爱过任何女人。但在那次交锋之后他从未忘记她。她叫艾琳·阿德勒。

3月的一个晚上，我来到这位老朋友在贝克街的家拜访他，如今我已经结婚，所以不经常见到他。

“快进来，华生，”他说，“请坐。很高兴见到你，因为我有东西要给你看。你对这个怎么看？这是跟上一次邮件送来的。”那是一封信，没有日期、名字和地址。信里说：

“今晚有人会上门拜访，讨论一些非常机密的事情。你帮助过其他重要人物，希望你也能帮助我们。晚上7点45分请在房间等。”

“这种纸——你觉得这种纸怎么样？”福尔摩斯问。

我尽量像福尔摩斯一样思考。“它很贵，所以这个人很有钱。这是种奇怪的纸。”

“对，这不是英国的纸。如果对着光，你会看出它是波希米亚产的。而且，我想写这封信的人是个德国人。啊，找我们的人来了。”我们听见街上传来车马的声音。

“我该离开吗，福尔摩斯？”我问。
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“不，不，我需要你的帮助。这会很有趣的。”我的朋友回答。这时响起敲门声。

“进来！”福尔摩斯大声说。

一个高大强壮的男人走进房间。他衣饰华贵，脸上戴了一个面具。

“你可以叫我冯·克拉姆伯爵。我从波希米亚来，”他说，“我的事情非常重要。在我告诉你们之前，你们能不能答应保守秘密？”

“我会的。”我们同时说道。

“一位皇家要人派我来寻求你的帮助，”他接着说，“我戴着面具是因为不能让任何人知道那个人是谁。我必须解释一下这件事有多么重要。如果你不能帮忙，欧洲最重要的家族之一将会遇到困难和麻烦——甚至可能是一桩很大的丑闻。我说的是著名的奥姆斯坦家族，波希米亚皇室。”

“我知道，陛下。”福尔摩斯说完，安静地抽着烟。

那个人从椅子上跳起来。“什么！”他叫道，“你怎么知道我是谁？”然后他把面具从脸上扯下来，扔到地上。“你说对了。我为什么要遮遮掩掩呢？我就是国王本人。我是威廉·冯·奥姆斯坦，波希米亚的国王。我亲自来找你是因为我不能让别人来讲这件事。这必须保密。你明白吗？”

“非常明白。接着说。”福尔摩斯说。他闭上眼睛听着。

“五年前我遇到一个叫艾琳·阿德勒的女人。我们……”

“啊，”福尔摩斯说，“艾琳·阿德勒，生于1850年，歌唱家，住在伦敦，一个非常漂亮的女人，我听说……”他看了看国王。“你和她……你有一段时间很爱她，后来离开了她。但是在你离开之前，你可能给她写了些信。现在你想要回这些信。”

“是这样的。”

“你和她结婚了吗？”

“没有。”

“如果她拿那些信向你要钱，你可以说那不是你写的。”

“但是福尔摩斯先生，她还有我的照片。”

“你可以说你没有给过她照片。”

“我们俩都在照片里。”

“噢，天呐。那是个错误，陛下。”

“我知道。我很愚蠢……但是那时候我太年轻！”

“你必须把照片拿回来。你不能从她的房子里偷出来吗？”

“我已经试了五次，但是我的手下找不到照片。我该怎么办呢？”

福尔摩斯笑了。“这可太有趣了。她想怎么处理那照片？”

“我很快就要和斯堪的纳维亚国王的女儿克洛蒂尔德·洛思曼·冯·萨克斯-门宁根结婚了。你当然知道我们是欧洲最重要的两个皇室。如果克洛蒂尔德知道我曾经是艾琳·阿德勒的……朋友，她绝不会嫁给我。你不了解艾琳·阿德勒。她是个漂亮的女人，但是她能和男人一样冷酷无情。我离开的时候她很生气，所以她不想让我娶另一个女人。我知道她想把照片寄给萨克斯-门宁根家族，然后就会有可怕的丑闻。我们必须在她寄出那张照片之前找到它！”

“我相信我们肯定会找到的，”福尔摩斯说，“你现在一定住在伦敦吧？我会写信告诉你事情的进展。另外，钱……？”

国王把一个沉重的大袋子放到桌子上。“我必须拿到那张照片，”他说，“这是1000英镑。如果你还需要更多，一定马上跟我说。钱不重要。”

“还有那个年轻女人的地址？”福尔摩斯问。

“伦敦圣约翰伍德，瑟芬泰恩大街布里奥尼公寓。”

“晚安，陛下，”福尔摩斯说，“我希望很快会有好消息给你。”国王走了，福尔摩斯转过身对我说：“晚安，华生。请明天下午3点再回来。”




2
A Servant Finds Out

When I arrived the next day, Holmes was not there, so I waited in his room. At four o'clock the door opened, and a very strange servant came in. He wore old, dirty clothes, and I had to look very hard before I saw that it was my old friend.

'Holmes!' I cried. 'Where have you been?'

'I've had a very good day,' he replied with a smile. 'I've been outside Miss Irene Adler's house. Servants are always happy to talk, and so I have heard a lot about the young woman. For example, she has a good-looking man friend called Godfrey Norton, a lawyer, who often visits her. Now why? If he's her lawyer, perhaps she's already given him the photograph. But if he loves her, she won't show him the photograph.'

'Most interesting, Holmes!' I said.

'While I was there, Mr Norton himself suddenly arrived. I watched them through the windows. When he left, he jumped into a taxi. "To the church of St Monica, as fast as you can!" he shouted. Two minutes later Miss Adler ran out of her house, jumped into another taxi and called, "To the church of St Monica, quickly!" I couldn't miss this, Watson, so I jumped into a third taxi. When I arrived, I went into the church. Godfrey Norton looked round and saw me. "Thank God!" he shouted. "Come here quickly!" "Why?" I asked. "Come on, man, we need you!" And so I helped Godfrey Norton to marry Irene Adler. They needed a witness, and a servant from the street was better than nobody.'

'So she's married him! What shall we do now?' I asked.

'Well, tonight, my dear Watson, I need your help. Will you do what I ask? Without questions?'

'Of course, Holmes, if you think that it's important,' I answered.

'Later, we'll go to Briony Lodge. Irene Adler, or Irene Norton, will arrive home at seven o'clock, and she will ask me to go into the house. You must wait outside near the sitting-room window, and when it opens, watch me inside. When I hold up my hand, throw this thing into the room and shout "Fire!"'

I took the small thing out of his hand. 'What is it, Holmes?' I asked.

'It's a smoke-stick. The room will very quickly be full of smoke. After that, wait for me at the corner of the street.'

'Right, I'll do what you want,' I said.



witness n. a person who sees an event take place 证人

smoke-stick n. a stick that emits dense smoke as it explodes 烟雾棒




2．仆人的发现

我第二天去的时候，福尔摩斯不在，于是我在他房间里等。4点钟，门开了，一个奇怪的仆人走进来。他穿着又旧又脏的衣服，我很费劲才认出那是我的老朋友。

“福尔摩斯！”我喊道，“你去哪儿了？”

“我这一天过得不错，”他微笑着回答，“我去了艾琳·阿德勒小姐家外面。仆人们总是喜欢聊天，所以我听到了很多关于那个年轻女人的事情。比如，她有个英俊的男性朋友叫戈弗雷·诺顿，是个律师，他经常拜访她。这说明什么呢？如果他是她的律师，她可能已经把照片给他了，但是如果他爱她，她是不会给他看照片的。”

“非常有趣，福尔摩斯！”我说。

“我在那儿的时候，诺顿先生本人突然来了。我透过窗户看到他们。他离开的时候跳进了一辆出租马车。‘去圣莫妮卡教堂，越快越好！’他大声说。两分钟之后，阿德勒小姐跑出来，跳进另一辆出租马车，喊道：‘去圣莫妮卡教堂，快点儿！’我可不能错过这个机会，华生，于是我也跳进一辆出租马车。到了之后，我走进教堂。戈弗雷·诺顿先生环顾四周，看到了我。‘感谢上帝！’他大声说，‘快到这里来！’‘做什么？’我问。‘快来，伙计，我们需要你！’就这样我帮助戈弗雷·诺顿和艾琳·阿德勒完成了婚礼。他们需要一个见证人，从街上拉个仆人总比没有见证人好。”

“那么她嫁给他了！我们现在该做什么？”我问。

“哦，今晚，我亲爱的华生，我需要你的帮助。你能不问问题，只按照我说的做吗？”

“当然了，福尔摩斯，如果你认为那很重要。”我回答。

“稍晚一点儿，我们会到布里奥尼公寓去。艾琳·阿德勒，或者说艾琳·诺顿会在7点钟到家，然后她会让我到她家里去。你必须在外面等着，就在客厅的窗户附近，当窗户打开的时候，要留意看着里面的我。我一举起手，你就把这个扔进屋子并且喊：‘着火了！’”

我从他手里接过一个小东西。“这是什么，福尔摩斯？”我问。

“是烟雾棒。屋子里很快会充满烟雾。然后你在街角等着我。”

“好的，我会照你说的做。”我说。




3
Fire!

That evening Holmes again wore different clothes, and a large, black hat. But it was not just the clothes that were different. He changed his face, his hair — everything. He was a different man.

We walked together to Serpentine Avenue. Outside the house there were a lot of people who were smoking, laughing and talking. Holmes and I walked up and down in front of the house.

'You see,' said Holmes to me, 'I think she doesn't want her new husband to see the photograph. But where is it? At her bank? No. Women like to keep important things themselves. I'm sure it's in her house.'

'But the King's men tried to find it!' I said.

'Yes, but they didn't know where to look!' said Holmes.

'But how will you know?' I asked.

'I won't look. She'll show me. She'll have to.'

Just then a taxi arrived. One of the men in the street ran to open the door, then another man pushed him. Other men were also pushing and shouting, and a fight began. Irene Norton was in the middle of it, but Sherlock Holmes ran to help her. Then suddenly he fell to the ground, with blood running down his face. Irene Norton hurried to her front door, but she looked back. 'How kind of him to help me! Is the poor man hurt?' she called.

'He's dead,' cried some voices.

'No, he's only hurt,' cried others.

'Bring him into the sitting-room,' she said.

Some people carried Holmes into the house. I waited outside the window and watched. I saw how beautiful Irene Norton was. Then Holmes put up his hand, and I threw the smoke-stick into the room. Immediately the people in the street and in the house all began to shout 'Fire!' very loudly. The house was full of smoke. I walked away, and ten minutes later Holmes came to meet me.

'Well done, Watson,' he said.

'Have you got the photograph?' I asked.

'I know where it is. She showed me,' he answered.

'But why did she show you?'

'It's easy,' he said, and laughed. 'You saw all those people in the street? I paid them to help us. It wasn't a real fight and the blood wasn't real. When people shout "Fire!", a woman runs to the most important thing in her house, her baby, her gold, or...a photograph. Mrs Norton ran to find her photograph, which is in a cupboard in the sitting-room. 1 saw it. But I did not take it. Tomorrow we will go to her house with the King. We'll go very early, before she gets up. The King himself can take the photograph from the cupboard. And then we'll go.'

While Holmes was talking, we were walking home to Baker Street. When we arrived at my friend's house, a young man hurried past us, and said: 'Good night, Mr Sherlock Holmes.'

'I've heard that voice before,' said Holmes to me. He looked down the street. 'But who was it?'



up and down backwards and forwards 来来回回，往返

cupboard n. a piece of furniture or small recess with a door and usually shelves, used for storage 壁橱




3．着火了！

那天晚上福尔摩斯换了不同的衣服，戴了一顶黑色的大帽子。但不一样的不仅仅是衣服，他还改变了面容、头发一所有的东西。他变成了一个完全不同的人。

我们一起走到瑟芬泰恩街。那房子外面有很多人在抽烟、说笑。福尔摩斯和我在房子前面走来走去。

“你知道，”福尔摩斯对我说，“我觉得她不想让她丈夫看到那张照片。但是它在哪儿呢？在她的银行？不。女人都喜欢自己保管重要的东西。我敢肯定那东西就在她家里。”

“但是国王的手下已经试图找过了！”我说。

“没错，但是他们不知道去哪儿找！”福尔摩斯说。

“但你又怎么能知道呢？”我问。

“我不用找。她会指给我看的。她不得不指给我看。”

就在那时，一辆出租马车到了。街上的一个人跑过去开车门，而另一个人推了他一下。其他人也在又推又叫，开始一场混战。艾琳·诺顿被困在中间，夏洛克·福尔摩斯跑过去帮她解围。突然，他摔倒在地上，血从脸上流下来。艾琳·诺顿快步跑到她家门口，又回头看了看。“他是个好人，帮了我！这个可怜的人受伤了吗？”她喊道。
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“他死了。”有些人喊。

“不，他只是受伤了。”另外一些人喊。

“把他抬到客厅里来。”她说。

一些人把福尔摩斯抬进了房间。我在窗户外面等着，看着。我看见了艾琳·诺顿，她果然很漂亮。然后我看到福尔摩斯举起了手，于是马上把烟雾棒扔进了屋里。立刻，街上和屋里的人都开始大喊：“着火了！”房子里充满了烟雾。我走开了，10分钟之后福尔摩斯就来跟我汇合了。

“做得很好，华生。”他说。

“你拿到照片了吗？”我问。

“我知道它在哪儿了。她告诉我的。”他回答。

“可她为什么要告诉你呢？”

“这很简单，”他说着，笑了起来，“你看到街上的那些人了吧？我付钱给他们，让他们帮我们。那不是真的打架，血也不是真的。当人们喊‘着火了！’的时候，女人会跑去拿家里最重要的东西，她的孩子、她的金子、或者……一张照片。诺顿夫人跑去拿她的照片，就在客厅的一个壁橱里，我看到了。但我没有拿。明天我们和国王一起去她家。我们要去得非常早，在她起床之前就去。国王可以自己去壁橱里拿照片。然后我们就走。”

福尔摩斯说话的时候，我们正向贝克街的家走去。快到我朋友家时，一位年轻人很快地经过我们，并且说：“晚安，福尔摩斯先生。”

“我以前听过那个声音，”福尔摩斯对我说。他沿街看去。“但那是谁呢？”




4
A Photograph

The next day we went to Irene Norton's house, with the King. An old servant opened the door. 'Mr Sherlock Holmes?' she asked, and smiled.

'Yes,' said my friend. He looked very surprised.

'Mrs Irene Norton and her husband left England this morning. They will never come back to this country.'

'What?' cried Holmes, his face white and angry.

'And what about the photograph?' cried the King.

We all hurried into the sitting-room. Holmes ran to the cupboard and opened it. Inside was a photograph, not of Irene Adler and the King, but of the beautiful Irene alone. There was also a letter for Sherlock Holmes. We all read it together.

My dear Mr Sherlock Holmes,

You did it very well. I thought that it was a real fire, and that you were just a kind old man. But after I opened the cupboard, I began to think. I knew about the famous Sherlock Holmes. I knew your address, and I knew that the King asked you to find the photograph. So I quickly dressed as a young man and followed you home to Baker Street. I wanted to find out if you really were Sherlock Holmes. I said 'good night' to you outside your door!

　My husband and I have decided to leave England. Please tell the King that I shall not show the photograph to anybody. I love my husband and he loves me. And he is a better man than the King. But here is a different photograph. And the King can keep this photograph, if he likes.

Irene Norton

'What a woman!' cried the King. 'Why didn't I marry her? What a woman!'

'A very, very clever woman,' said Sherlock Holmes coldly. 'I am sorry, Your Majesty, that this business has not finished well.'

'No, no,' said the King. 'She writes that she will never show the photograph to anybody. I need nothing more than her word. There is no danger for me now. How can I thank you, dear Mr Holmes?'

'I would like just one thing, Your Majesty.'

'Tell me at once what it is,' said the King.

'This photograph.'

The King looked at him in surprise. 'Irene's photograph?' he cried. 'But of course. It is yours.'

And so there was no terrible scandal in the royal families of Europe. And Sherlock Holmes still has the photograph of the woman who was cleverer than he was.



coldly adv. unemotionally 冷淡地




4．一张照片

第二天我们和国王一起去了艾琳·诺顿的家。一个老仆人开了门。“夏洛克·福尔摩斯先生？”她问，笑了笑。

“是的。”我的朋友说。他看起来很吃惊。

“艾琳·诺顿夫人和她的丈夫今天早上离开了英国。他们再也不会回这个国家了。”

“什么？”福尔摩斯喊道，他的脸气得发白。

“那么照片呢？”国王大叫起来。

我们全都冲进客厅。福尔摩斯奔向壁橱，拉开门。里面有一张照片。不是艾琳·阿德勒和国王的合影，而是美丽的艾琳的独照。还有一封给夏洛克·福尔摩斯的信。我们一起读了这封信。




亲爱的夏洛克·福尔摩斯先生：

你做得很好。我还以为那是场真的火灾，而你只是位好心的老人。但是我打开壁橱之后开始思考。我知道大名鼎鼎的夏洛克·福尔摩斯。我知道你的地址，而且我也知道国王让你寻找照片。所以我很快化装成一个年轻人，跟踪你回到贝克街。我想知道你究竟是不是夏洛克·福尔摩斯。我在你家门外跟你说了“晚安”！

我丈夫和我决定离开英国。请告诉国王我不会将照片给任何人看。我爱我的丈夫，他也爱我。他是个比国王更好的男人。不过这里有另外一张照片。如果国王愿意，他可以保留这张照片。

艾琳·诺顿




“多厉害的女人啊！”国王大声感叹，“我为什么没娶她呢？多厉害的女人啊！”

“一个非常聪明的女人，”夏洛克·福尔摩斯冷淡地说，“很抱歉，陛下，这件事没有办好。”

“不，不，”国王说，“她说她不会给任何人看照片的。我只要有她这句话就够了。现在我没有要担心的事了。我该怎么感谢你呢，亲爱的福尔摩斯先生？”

“我只想要一件东西，陛下。”

“马上告诉我你要什么。”国王说。

“这张照片。”

国王吃惊地看着他。“艾琳的照片？”他叫道，“当然可以。这是你的了。”

就这样，欧洲皇室没有出现可怕的丑闻。而夏洛克·福尔摩斯仍然保存着这个比他还聪明的女人的照片。


The Five Orange Pips

五个桔核

1
The Story of Uncle Elias

In September 1887 my wife was visiting some of her family, so I was staying with my old friend Sherlock Holmes in Baker Street. It was a windy, stormy evening, and the rain was falling heavily outside. Suddenly there was a knock at the door.

I looked at my friend in surprise. 'Who can this be?' I asked.

'If he comes on business in this weather, it's important,' said Sherlock Holmes. 'Come in!' he called.

A young man came in. He looked wet, tired and worried. 'I've come to ask for help,' he said. 'I've heard of you, Mr Holmes. People say you know everything. I don't know what to do.'

'Well, sit down,' said Holmes, 'and tell me about yourself.'

The young man sat down, and put his wet feet near the fire. 'My name is John Openshaw. My father, Joseph, had a brother, my uncle Elias, who went to live in America when he was young. He made a lot of money there. He didn't like the black Americans, so during the Civil War he fought against the men from the North, and with those from the South. But when the South lost the war, and there was equality for black people, Uncle Elias left America. So in 1890 he came back to England and went to live in a large house in the country. He was a strange, unhappy man.

'He did not want any friends,' John Openshaw went on, 'and he often drank a lot. But he liked me, and when I was twelve, I moved to Uncle Elias's house. He was very kind to me. I could go anywhere in the house. But there was one small room at the top of the house which was always locked. Nobody could go into this room.

'One day Uncle Elias got a letter from Pondicherry in India. "I don't know anyone in Pondicherry!" he said, but when he opened the envelope, five little orange pips fell on to his plate. I began to laugh but stopped when I saw my uncle's white face.

'"K. K. K. !" he cried. "Oh my God, my God, they've found me!"

'"What do you mean, uncle?" I asked.

'"Death!" he cried, and ran upstairs.

'I looked at the envelope, which had three Ks on the back. There was no letter. Who sent it? And why was my uncle so afraid?

'Uncle Elias went immediately to the secret room and took out a box which also had three Ks on it. He burnt all the papers in the box, and said to me, "John, I know that I'm going to die soon. My brother, your father, will have all my money and my house after my death, and you will have it all when he dies. I hope you can enjoy it, but if not, give it to your worst enemy. I'm afraid that my money brings death with it."

'I didn't understand what he meant, and nothing happened for a few weeks, so I did not feel so worried. But my uncle was very afraid. He stayed in his room most of the time, and drank more than before. He always locked all the doors carefully. Then one night he drank very heavily and ran wildly out of the house, and in the morning we found him dead in a river. The police said he killed himself, but I knew he was afraid to die, so I didn't think that was true.'

Holmes stopped the young man for a minute. 'Tell me,' he said. 'When did your uncle get the letter from India, and when did he die?'

'The letter arrived on 10th March 1883, and he died seven weeks later,' answered John Openshaw.

'Thank you. Please go on,' said Holmes.

'After my uncle's death, my father moved into the house. Of course I asked him to look carefully at the locked room, but we didn't find anything important.'



equality n. the state of being equal 平等

envelope n. a flat paper container with a sealable flap. used to enclose a letter or document 信封




1．伊莱亚斯叔叔的故事

1887年9月，我妻子去拜访亲戚，所以我到贝克街和我的老朋友夏洛克·福尔摩斯住在一起。那是一个暴风雨之夜，外面雨下得很大。突然传来敲门声。

我吃惊地看了看我的朋友。“这会是谁呢？”我问。

“如果他在这种天气出来办事，那肯定是有很重要的事儿，”福尔摩斯说，“请进！”他大声说。

一个年轻人走了进来。他看起来浑身都湿了，疲惫不堪，而且愁容满面。“我是来寻求帮助的，”他说，“我听说过你，福尔摩斯先生。人们说你无所不知。我不知道该怎么办。”

“好了，坐下吧，”福尔摩斯说，“跟我说说你的情况。”

年轻人坐下，把他湿湿的双脚放到火旁。“我叫约翰·奥彭肖。我父亲约瑟夫有一个弟弟，我叔叔伊莱亚斯，他年轻时就去了美国。他在那里赚了很多钱。他不喜欢美国黑人，所以内战期间他和南方人一起跟北方人打仗。但是南方打败了，黑人获得了平等权利，伊莱亚斯叔叔就离开了美国。1890年，他回到英国，住在乡下的一所大房子里。他是一个奇怪的人，总是不开心。

“他不想要任何朋友，”约翰·奥彭肖继续说，“他还经常酗酒。但是他很喜欢我，我12岁的时候搬到了伊莱亚斯叔叔家里。他对我非常好。我可以到房子的任何地方去。但是房子顶部有一个小房间总是锁着，谁都不可以进去。

“一天，伊莱亚斯叔叔收到一封来自印度本地治里的信。‘我在本地治里没有认识的人！’他说。但是当他打开信封，五个桔核掉到他的盘子上。我笑起来，但是看到叔叔苍白的脸色就笑不出来了。

“‘K. K. K. ！’他叫道，‘噢，我的上帝啊，我的上帝，他们找到我了！’

“‘你是什么意思，叔叔？’”我问。

“‘死亡！’他大叫，然后跑上了楼。

“我看了看信封，信封背面有三个K，里面却没有信。谁寄来的呢？我叔叔为什么这么害怕呢？

“伊莱亚斯叔叔立刻到那个秘密房间里拿出一个盒子，上面也有三个K。他烧掉了盒子里的所有文件，对我说：‘约翰，我知道我就要死了。我的哥哥，你的父亲，会在我死后得到我所有的钱财和房子，他死后你将得到这所有的一切。我希望你能够享用它，但是如果不能，就把它送给你最坏的敌人。我担心我的钱会带来死亡。’

“我不懂他的意思，后来的几个星期什么也没发生，所以我也不那么担心了。但是我叔叔非常害怕。他大部分时间都待在他的房间里，喝酒比以前更凶了。他总是仔细锁好所有的门。后来，有一天晚上他喝得烂醉，疯狂地跑出房子，到早上，我们发现他死在河里。警察说他是自杀，但我知道他害怕死，所以我觉得那不是真的。”

福尔摩斯打断了年轻人。“告诉我，”他说，“你叔叔什么时候收到印度的来信的？他又是什么时候死的？”

“信是1883年3月10日到的，他是七个星期之后死的。”约翰·奥彭肖回答。

“谢谢。请继续说吧。”福尔摩斯说。

“我叔叔死后，我父亲搬到了这库房子里。当然，我让他仔细查看了锁着的房间，但是我们没找到任何重要的东西。”




2
More Pips

'Everything went well until a year later,' said John Openshaw. 'But one morning my father opened a letter to find five orange pips inside it. "What does this mean, John?" he asked. His face was white.

'"Look!" I said. "There's K. K. K. on the envelope. Those letters were on Uncle Elias's envelope too!" We were both shaking and afraid.

'"Yes, and this time it says 'Put the papers in the garden'."

'"Which papers? The papers in Uncle Elias's box? He burnt them!" I said.

'"And where has this letter come from?" my father said. He looked at the envelope. "Dundee, Scotland. Well, I don't know anything about pips or papers. I'm not going to do anything."

'"Father, you must tell the police," I said.

'I remembered my uncle's letter from India, and I was very worried.

'"No, they'll laugh at me. Let's just forget about it," he replied.

'Three days later my poor father went to visit an old friend who lived some miles away. But he never came back. The police said that he was walking home in the dark when he fell down a hill. He was badly hurt, and he died soon after. They decided it was an accident, but I didn't agree. I thought it was murder, and I could not forget the five orange pips and the strange letters to my uncle and my father.

'But I've tried to forget, and I've lived alone in that house for nearly three years now. Then yesterday I got this.'

The young man showed us an envelope with K. K. K. on the back, and five small orange pips. 'You see?' he said. 'It comes from East London, and it says "Put the papers in the garden". Those are the words that were in the letter to my father.'

'So what did you do next?' asked Holmes.

'Nothing,' answered Openshaw. He put his head in his hands. 'I don't know what to do. I'm afraid.'

'Nothing?' cried Holmes. 'Young man, you must do something fast. You're in danger!'

'Well, I've talked to the police,' said Openshaw unhappily. 'But they laughed at me. They think that there's nothing to worry about.'

'How stupid they are!' cried Holmes. 'And why didn't you come to me immediately? Your enemies have had almost two days to make a plan. Haven't you found anything which will help us?'

'Well, I found this in the locked room,' said John Openshaw. He showed us a small, half-burnt piece of paper. 'It was with my uncle's papers. It's his writing. Look, it says:




March 7th 1869 Sent the pips to three people, Brown,

Robinson and Williams.

March 9th Brown left.

March 10th Williams left.

March 12th Visited Robinson and finished business with him.




'Thank you,' said Sherlock Holmes. 'And now you must hurry home. Put this paper into your uncle's box, put in a letter which says that your uncle burnt all the other papers, and put the box outside in the garden. I hope your enemies will be happy with that, and then you won't be in danger any more. How are you going home?'

'By train from Waterloo station,' replied Openshaw.

'There'll be a lot of people in the streets, so I think that you'll be all right. But be careful.'

'Thank you, Mr Holmes,' said Openshaw. 'I'll do everything you say.' He went out into the dark night, the wind and the rain.



laugh at ridicule, scorn 嘲笑

accident n. an unfortunate incident that happens unexpectedly and unintentionally 事故




2．更多的桔核

[image: alt]

“从那之后的一年里一切都很好，”约翰·奥彭肖说，“但是一天早上，我父亲打开一封信，发现里面有五个桔核。‘这是什么意思，约翰？’他问我。他的脸色苍白。

“‘看！’我说，‘信封上有三个K。伊莱亚斯叔叔的信封上也有那几个字母！’我们都害怕得发抖。

“‘是的，这一次信里说“把文件放到花园里”。’

“‘什么文件？伊莱亚斯叔叔盒子里的文件？他把它们都烧了！’我说。

“‘这封信是从哪儿寄来的？’我父亲说。他看了看信封。‘苏格兰的敦提。好吧，我不知道什么桔核或文件。我什么也不打算做。’

“‘父亲，你必须通知警察。’我说。

“我记起叔叔那封来自印度的信，我非常担心。

“‘不，他们会笑话我的。让我们忘了它吧，’他回答。

“三天之后我可怜的父亲去看望一位住在几英里之外的老朋友。但他再也没有回来。警察说他步行赶夜路回家，失足跌下了山。他受了很严重的伤，不久就死了。他们判定这是个事故，但是我不同意。我认为是谋杀，我不能忘记那五个桔核和给我叔叔和父亲的怪信。

“但是我尽量忘记，到现在我独自住在那个房子里快三年了。而昨天我收到了这个。”

年轻人拿出一个的背面有三个K信封，又拿出五个小桔核。“你们明白了吗？”他说，“这是从伦敦东区寄来的，上面说‘把文件放到花园里’，就是给我父亲的信里的话。”

“那你接着做了什么？”福尔摩斯问。

“什么也没做。”奥彭肖回答。他用手抱着头。“我不知道该做什么。我害怕。”

“什么也没做？”福尔摩斯大叫，“年轻人，你必须尽快做点儿什么。你正处在危险当中！”

“哦，我已经跟警察谈过了，”奥彭肖闷闷不乐地说，“但是他们笑话我。他们认为没有什么可担心的。”

“他们真蠢！”福尔摩斯大声说，“你为什么不立刻来找我呢？你的敌人已经筹划了差不多两天了。你没找到什么可以帮我们的东西吗？”

“唔，我在锁着的房间里找到了这个，”约翰·奥彭肖说。他给我们看了一小张烧了一半的纸。“这是和我叔叔的文件在一起的。这是他的笔迹。看，上面说：




1869年3月7日把桔核寄给了三个人，

布朗、鲁宾逊和威廉。

3月9日布朗离开了。

3月10日威廉离开了。

3月12日拜访了鲁宾逊并跟他做了了结。




“谢谢你。”夏洛克·福尔摩斯说，“现在你必须马上回家去。把这张纸放到你叔叔的盒子里，再附一封信说你叔叔烧掉了所有其他的文件，然后把盒子放到外面的花园里。我希望你的敌人能对这个交待满意，那么你就不会再有危险了。你要怎么回家？”

“在滑铁卢车站坐火车。”奥彭肖回答。

“街上有很多人，所以我认为你会没事的，但是要小心。”

“谢谢你，福尔摩斯先生，”奥彭肖说，“我会照你说的做。”他出门走进风雨交加的黑夜里。




3
K. K. K.

Sherlock Holmes sat silently, and watched the fire. Then he said to me, 'John Openshaw is in real danger. Why did his Uncle Elias have to leave America? Because he had enemies. When he came back to England he was afraid. That's why he lived a lonely life and locked all his doors so carefully. Now where did those letters come from? Did you see?'

'The first from Pondicherry in India, the second from Dundee in Scotland and the third from East London,' I answered.

'Does that tell you anything?' asked Holmes.

'They're all sea ports. The writer was on a ship when he wrote the letters,' I replied. I was pleased with my answer.

'Very good, Watson,' said Holmes. 'Somebody sent some pips from India, and arrived seven weeks later to kill Uncle Elias. Then he sent some pips from Scotland and arrived three days later to kill John's father. Do you see why I'm worried now? He has sent pips to John from London! John's enemy is in London already!'

'Good God, Holmes!' I cried. 'Who is this man?'

'More than one man, I think. They belong to the Ku Klux Klan. That explains the "K. K. K. ". Haven't you ever heard of it? It's a very secret group of Americans from the South. They wanted to stop equality for black people and to kill anyone who didn't agree with them. The police couldn't stop them. But in 1869 Uncle Elias, who belonged to this secret group, suddenly left America with all their papers, and so the group could not go on. Of course the group wanted to get the papers back. You remember the half-burnt paper? That was Uncle Elias's American diary. While he was working for the K. K. K. , he sent the pips to frighten those three men. Two left the country, but one didn't, so the K. K. K. "finished business with him", or killed him. The K. K. K. always worked like that.'

'Well, I hope they won't kill young Openshaw,' I said.



port n. a town or city with a harbour or access to navigable water where ships load or unload 港口

belong v. to be a member of a group 属于




3．三K党

夏洛克·福尔摩斯安静地坐着，看着炉火。然后他对我说：“约翰·奥彭肖真的有危险。他叔叔为什么被迫离开美国？因为他有敌人。他回到英国以后很害怕。所以他会过着孤独的生活，还那么仔细地把所有的门都锁好。那么那些信是从哪儿来的呢？你看到了吗？”

“第一封寄自印度的本地治里，第二封寄自苏格兰的敦提，第三封寄自伦敦东区。”我回答。

“那告诉了你什么呢？”福尔摩斯问。

“它们都是海港。信是在船上写的。”我叫答说。我对自己的回答很满意。

“非常好，华生，”福尔摩斯说，“有人从印度寄出桔核，七个星期之后到达并杀了伊莱亚斯叔叔。后来他又从苏格兰寄出桔核，三天之后到达并杀了约翰的父亲。现在你明白我为什么这么担心了吧？他从伦敦给约翰寄出桔核！约翰的敌人已经在伦敦了！”

“上帝啊，福尔摩斯！”我叫起来，“这个人是谁？”

“我认为不止一个人。他们都是三K党的人。这就解释了‘K. K. K. ’。你没有听说过他们吗？这是美国南方的一个秘密组织。他们想阻止黑人得到平等权利，还杀死所有与他们意见不同的人。警察也不能阻止他们。但是1869年，属于这个秘密组织的伊莱亚斯叔叔突然带着他们的文件离开了美国，所以这个组织不能继续了。他们当然想把文件找回来。你还记得烧了一半的纸吗？那是伊莱亚斯叔叔在美国的日记。他为三K党工作的时候，给那三个人寄桔核恐吓他们。有两个离开了美国，但是有一个没有，所以三K党‘跟他做了了结’，或者说杀了他。三K党都是这么做的。”

“哦，我希望他们不会杀死年轻的奥彭肖。”我说。




4
The Last Deaths

But they did. The next morning we read in the newspaper that John Openshaw was dead. A policeman found him in the river near Waterloo station. The police said it was an accident, but Holmes was very angry about it.

'He came to me for help and those men murdered him! I'm going to find them, if it's the last thing I do!' he said to me, and he hurried out of the house.

In the evening, when he came back to Baker Street, he was tired, but pleased. 'Watson!' he said, 'I know the names of Openshaw's enemies! And now I'm going to send them a surprise! This will frighten them!' He took five pips from an orange and put them in an envelope. On it he wrote 'S. H. for J. C. '

'I'm sending the pips, not from the K. K. K, but from me, Sherlock Holmes, to Captain James Calhoun. His ship is called the Star. He and his men are sailing back to Georgia, USA, now.'

'How did you find him, Holmes?' I asked.

'Ship's papers,' he said. 'I've looked at hundreds of them today. Only one ship, the Star, was in the three ports at the right times, and this morning the Star left London to sail back to Georgia. I found out that the captain and two of his men, all Americans, weren't on the ship last night, so I'm sure they killed poor John Openshaw. When they arrive in America, they'll get the pips and then the police will catch them!'

Sherlock Holmes is a very clever detective, but he can do nothing about the weather. The winter storms at sea that year were worse than ever, and so the Star never arrived in Georgia, and nobody saw the captain or his men again. The murderers of John Openshaw did not get the pips, but, in the end, death came to them.



murder v. the unlawful killing of one human being by another 谋杀

sail v. to move across the surface of water, especially by means of a sailing vessel 航行

frighten v. cause to be afraid 使惊吓

captain n. the person in command of a ship 船长




4．最后的死亡

但他们还是那么做了。第二天早上我们从报纸上得知约翰·奥彭肖死了。一个警察在滑铁卢车站附近的河里发现了他。警方说那是事故，但是福尔摩斯对此非常气愤。

“他来找我求助，那些人竟然谋杀了他！我要找出他们，哪怕这是我做的最后一件事！”他对我说，然后就匆匆出门了。

晚上，他回到贝克街，看上去很疲惫，但是很高兴。“华生！”他说，“我知道奥彭肖的敌人的名字了！现在我要吓他们一跳！这会震住他们的！”他从一个桔子里取出五个核，把它们放进一个信封里。他在上面写道：“S. H. 给J. C. ”。

“寄桔核给詹姆斯·卡尔霍恩船长的不是三K党，而是我，夏洛克·福尔摩斯。他的船叫‘繁星号’。他和他的手下现在正返航回美国佐治亚州。”

“你是怎么找到他的，福尔摩斯？”我问。

“轮船的文件，”他说，“我今天看了几百份。只有一艘船，‘繁星号’，在正确的时间停留在那三个港口，今天上午，‘繁星号’离开伦敦返回佐治亚州。我发现三个美国人，船长和他的两个手下昨晚不在船上，所以我敢肯定是他们杀死了可怜的约翰·奥彭肖。到达美国的时候，他们会收到桔核，警察也会抓住他们的！”

夏洛克·福尔摩斯是个非常聪明的侦探，但是他对天气无能为力。那年冬天，海上的风暴比以往任何时候都厉害，而“繁星号”没能到达佐治亚，也没有人再看到过船长和他的手下。杀害约翰·奥彭肖的凶手没有收到桔核，但是最后也没有逃脱死亡的惩罚。


ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1．How much do you know about detective stories? Think about these questions.

1) Have you read any stories about famous detectives? What are their names? Are they always policemen or policewomen?

2) Have you seen any films or television programmes about detectives? Which ones? Which film or TV detective do you like best, and why?

3) In books or films, does the detective usually catch the criminal? Is the detective always 'good' and the criminal always 'bad'?

2．Read the story introduction of this book. What do you know now, or what can you guess, about Sherlock Holmes?

Tick one of the boxes.

1) He was a real person.

YES □／NO □／PERHAPS □

2) He often worked with a friend.

YES □／NO □／PERHAPS □

3) He always carried a gun.

YES □／NO □／PERHAPS □

4) His flat was in Baker Street.

YES □／NO □／PERHAPS □

5) He worked in an office every day.

YES □／NO □／PERHAPS □

6) He looked at people and things very carefully.

YES □／NO □／PERHAPS □


ACTIVITIES



While Reading

The Speckled Band

1．Read Chapter 1, then answer these questions.

Who

1)...killed a servant?

2)...died in an accident eight years ago?

3)...died two years ago?

4)...was afraid of the wild animals and the gipsies?

2．Read Chapter 2. Here are some untrue sentences. Change them into true sentences.

1) Dr Roylott did not need the girl's money.

2) Something was wrong with Helen's bedroom wall.

3) Helen and Julia often used the bell-rope.

4) The air-vent was outside the two bedrooms.

3．Before you read Chapter 3 (Death in the Night), can you guess what is going to happen?

Tick one box each time.

1) Dr Roylott kills Helen.

YES □／NO □

2) Watson kills a cat.

YES □／NO □

3) Dr Roylott dies.

YES □／NO □

4) Holmes finds the killer.

YES □／NO □

5) The gipsies kill Dr Roylott.

YES □／NO □

A Scandal in Bohemia

1．Read Chapters 1 and 2. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1) Sherlock Holmes loved Irene Adler.

2) Watson and Holmes agreed to keep a secret.

3) Irene Adler had a photo of herself and the King.

4) Irene was happy to hear that the King was going to marry Clotilde.

5) The King gave Holmes two thousand pounds.

6) Holmes found out a lot from Irene Adler's servants.

7) Four taxis drove to the church of St Monica.

8) Holmes helped Irene to marry Godfrey Norton.

2．Read Chapters 3 and 4. Choose the best question-word for these questions, and then answer them.

Who / Where / Why / What

1)...fell, with blood running down his face?

2)...did Irene bring Holmes into her house?

3)...did Watson throw the smoke-stick into the room?

4)...happened next?

5)...did Irene hide the photo?

6)...said, 'Good night, Mr Sherlock Holmes'?

7)...was the King happy in the end?

8)...did Holmes ask the King to give him?

The Five Orange Pips

1. Read Chapters 1 and 2. Who said or wrote this?

1) 'I've come to ask for help.'

2) 'I don't know anyone in Pondicherry!'

3) 'He killed himself.'

4) 'Put the papers in the garden.'

5) 'Let's just forget about it.'

6) 'You must do something fast.'

7) 'Sent the pips to three people.'

8) 'I'll do everything you say.

2. Before you read Chapter 3 (K. K. K. ) and Chapter 4 (The Last Deaths), can you guess the answers to these questions?

1) Are the K. K. K. Americans?

2) Where are the K. K. K. now?

3) Will they come to John Openshaw's house?

4) Will they kill John Openshaw?

5) Will Sherlock Holmes find the killers?

6) Will Sherlock Holmes need Dr Watson's help?

7) How many people are going to die?

8) Will it be the end of the K. K. K?


ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1．Look at these possible new titles for the three stories. Match all the titles with the stories. Which one do you like best for each story? Explain why.

The Speckled Band

A Scandal in Bohemia

The Five Orange Pips

1) The King's Photograph

2) Death in an Envelope

3) Money Isn't Everything

4) A Dangerous Room

5) Finished Business

6) All for Love

7) Death in the Country

8) A Clever Woman

9) An Unexpected Death

10) A Dark Secret from the Past

11) Money Matters

12) In the Wrong Hands

2．In The Speckled Band, perhaps the police asked one of the gipsies what he saw and heard on the night of Dr Roylott's death. Use these words from the story to complete the conversation. (Use each word once.)

anyone, bedroom, box, dead, friends, garden, happened, head, help, hours, light, listened, night, ran, saw, speckled, terrible, through, what, where, whistle, wife

POLICE:

Tell me, where were you at midnight last ______?

GIPSY:

I was outside in the ______, sitting round a small fire with my ______ and child, and some of our ______.

POLICE:

Did you see ______ moving around in the garden?

GIPSY:

Yes, I ______ two men. They crossed the garden and got into the house ______ Miss Stoner's window.

POLICE:

It was dark then. Were they carrying a ______?

GIPSY:

No, but there was a light in the room, so they could see ______ to go.

POLICE:

And what ______ next?

GIPSY:

Nothing happened for about three ______. I waited near the house and ______. Then I heard a quiet ______, and after that a ______ cry from Dr Roylott's room.

POLICE:

Did you see ______ was happening in his room?

GIPSY:

Yes, I ______ to his window and looked in. The two men were there. They were looking at a metal ______. And I saw Dr Roylott sitting in a chair, with a yellow ______ band round his ______. Then I ran away.

POLICE:

Thank you for your ______. You can go now.

3．Here is a conversation between the King of Bohemia and Irene Adler (see A Scandal in Bohemia). The conversation is in the wrong order. Write it out in the correct order and put in the speakers' names. The King speaks first (number 3).

1) ______ 'Irene, please! You know that I cannot marry you. I must marry a woman of royal blood.'

2) ______ 'I think that I want to keep it. Perhaps I'll look at it every day, and remember our love.'

3) ______ 'Irene, I've come to ask you for that photograph.'

4) ______ 'Don't talk about money! I'm not interested in that at all! Leave me alone! Leave this room at once!'

5) ______ 'Think of my name and my family, Irene! There must be no scandal. I loved you, yes, I did, but that's finished now—'

6) ______ 'Well, if I am not good enough for Your Majesty, no other woman will be. I'll send the photograph to Clotilde!'

7) ______ 'But I must have it, Irene! If Clotilde von Saxe-Meningen ever sees that photograph—'

8) ______ 'Finished? So, I'm like an old coat that you don't want to wear any more! What a fine friend you are!'

9) ______ 'No! Irene, how much do you want for the photograph?'

10) ______ 'Ah! If she sees it, perhaps she will not marry you! And there will be a scandal!'

4．In The Five Orange Pips perhaps Elias Openshaw kept a diary. Here is what he wrote at the end of 10th March 1883. Use the linking words below to complete his diary for that day. (Use each word once.)

then / but /so / because / and / if / when / while /which / immediately / who

It's night-time now, and I feel afraid, ______ I've locked all the doors very carefully. Today I received the five orange pips from the K. K. K. ! I've been safe from them for the last fourteen years, ______ now I know that it's the end.

This morning I was at the breakfast table with young John ______ the servant brought in the post. There was a letter ______ came from Pondicherry in India. At first, I was surprised, ______ I don't know anyone ______ lives there. ______ I realized that it meant death! The five orange pips were in the envelope, ______ they fell on to my plate.

______, I hurried upstairs to fetch the K. K. K. box from the locked room. ______ John was watching, I burnt all the papers in the box. But it's no good, I know that they will find me and kill me! And ______ poor John gets my money one day, he will die too!

5．What do you think about Sherlock Holmes and Dr Watson? Think about these questions.

1) Do you think Sherlock Holmes is a clever detective? What is he specially good at?

2) Why do people ask Holmes for help? Does he always keep them out of danger?

3) What do you think about Dr Watson? Is he as clever as Holmes? Does Holmes really need him?

4) Is Holmes ready to kill someone who has killed another person (like Dr Roylott)? Is Holmes himself a killer?

5) Does Holmes always find the answer? Is he always cleverer than the other people in the stories?

6．Which story did you like best, and which did you like least? Can you explain why? Write a short review of one of the stories. Use these words to help you.

I liked / didn't like this story because...

...nobody died

...could / couldn't guess the answer

... the murderer (s) was (were) killed

... a good person was murdered

... somebody was cleverer than Sherlock Holmes

... happy / unhappy ending
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内容简介

1647年，贝弗利家的四个孩子——爱德华、汉弗莱、艾丽斯和小伊迪丝——正藏在新森林里。这时，英国国王被关在狱中，全国各地都在打仗——克伦威尔的人和国王的人打仗。而如果你是支持国王的，你可就极度危险了。

孩子们的父亲为国王作战时牺牲了，他们的母亲也死了，克伦威尔的士兵烧了他们的家，他们没有钱，没有食物，什么都没有了。但是他们有个真正的朋友——老雅各布·阿米蒂奇。所以现在，在雅各布的帮助下，他们必须学会靠土地生活——学习在森林里猎食，学习种菜，学习喂猪养鸡。

但是到处都是克伦威尔的人，孩子们必须学会永远不能说出他们是姓贝弗利……


THE CHILDREN OF THE
NEW FOREST

It is 1647 and the four Beverley children — Edward, Humphrey, Alice and little Edith — are in hiding in the New Forest. The King of England is in prison, and there is fighting everywhere in the country — Cromwell's men against the King's men. And if you are a friend of the King, you are in great danger.




The children's father died while fighting for the King, their mother is dead, Cromwell's soldiers have burnt their home, and they have no money, no food, nothing. But they have one true friend — old Jacob Armitage. So now, with Jacob to help them, they must learn to live off the land — to hunt for meat in the forest, to plant vegetables, to look after the pigs and chickens.

But Cromwell's men are everywhere, and the children must learn never to say that their name is Beverley...
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1
Escape!

One day in November 1647, Jacob Armitage hurried through the New Forest to the house of Arnwood.

'You must leave this house immediately,' he said to Edward Beverley. 'Come with me to pack your things. You must come to my home and stay there.'

'But why, Jacob?' Edward asked the old man. 'Why?'

'The King has escaped from his prison at Hampton Court,' Jacob explained. 'He's riding south through the forest, and Cromwell's soldiers are searching for him. And I've just heard a group of soldiers in the forest — they were talking about Arnwood. They know that your father was the King's friend, and they're planning to burn Arnwood tonight, because they think the King is hiding here.'

'Burn Arnwood! They can't do that! It's my house, and I'm staying here!' Edward said angrily. He was fourteen years old, the oldest of the four Beverley children.

The Beverley children lived alone at Arnwood, with an old woman who did the cooking and all the work of the house. Their father, Colonel Beverley, was killed while fighting for King Charles I at Naseby in 1645. Before he left home, he asked Jacob, a poor forester who lived near Arnwood, to look after his family. Jacob knew the family well and was happy to do this. And when the children's mother died a few months later, Jacob came every day to visit the children and to help them.

'My dear boy,' Jacob said, 'remember your sisters and brother. The soldiers will shoot them, or burn them in the house. No, no, you must all come with me.'

In the end, Edward agreed. He and his brother Humphrey, who was twelve, packed their things. Then they put them on Jacob's horse, White Billy, who was waiting outside.

Jacob told Alice, who was eleven, and Edith, who was eight, that they were going to visit his home in the forest. He did not tell them about the soldiers.

'Edward, here is my key,' said Jacob quietly. 'Lock the door of the house, and take my gun from the wall. Don't leave your brother and sisters. I'll help the cook to pack her things, and then I'll follow you.'

The four children left the big house and went into the forest with White Billy. It was five o'clcok in the afternoon, and already dark. Jacob helped the cook, who hurried away to her family in Lymington, and then he hid in the trees near the house, and waited.

After a while he heard horses, and the Parliamentary soldiers arrived. Soon they were in the gardens and all round the house. A few minutes later Jacob saw black smoke going up into the sky; then he saw flames at the windows. Arnwood was burning!

'It is done,' thought Jacob, and he hurried away into the forest. In half an hour he arrived at his cottage. He looked back and saw the flames of Arnwood shooting higher and higher above the trees.

When he knocked on his door, Edward opened it and came out with Smoker, Jacob's big dog.

'My sisters are asleep in bed,' Edward told Jacob. Then Edward saw the flames of Arnwood and the angry red light between the trees, and he was silent.

'I told you,' Jacob said. 'The soldiers didn't look for you in the house before they burnt it.'

'Arnwood is my house!' said Edward angrily. 'And when I'm a man, I'll fight Cromwell's soldiers for this!'

'Perhaps you will,' Jacob said quietly. 'But let's go inside now. It's a cold night.'

Edward slowly followed Jacob into the cottage. He hated Cromwell and the Parliamentary soldiers. First they killed his father, and now they burnt his house. He lay down on the bed, but he did not sleep.

*　*　*

Jacob lived alone because his wife was dead, and he had no children. His cottage had one large room for living and cooking, and three small bedrooms behind. Outside there were a few chickens and pigs in one field and some old fruit trees in another field.

The next morning Jacob began to teach the children how to cook and to clean the cottage. It was all new work to them, because rich children like the Beverleys never cooked or worked in the house.

'You must stay inside today,' Jacob told them, 'because the soldiers are still searching the forest. Let's get some dinner ready. We can all help. Edward, will you go and get some water from the river?'

The children enjoyed cooking their first meal. They washed some potatoes and cut some meat and vegetables into pieces. Then they put them with some water in a pot on the fire. Little Edith put plates and knives on the table.

While the dinner was cooking, Edward stood outside the cottage, watching out for soldiers, and the other three made the cottage tidy. But just before dinner was ready, Edward ran back inside.

'I can see soldiers, and they're riding this way!'

Jacob was silent for a minute. 'My dear children, those soldiers will search the cottage, and I don't want them to see your rich clothes. You must go to bed and pretend to be ill. Edward, you can put on one of my old shirts.'

The younger children got into bed and hid their rich clothes. Edward put on Jacob's old shirt and sat next to the bed with a cup of water for his sisters. Quickly, Jacob put away the plates and knives. Soon there was a knock on the door.

'Come in,' said Jacob.

'Who are you, my firend?' asked one of the soldiers.

'A poor forester, sir,' replied Jacob, 'in great trouble. My grandchildren are all in bed, very ill.'

'We must search your cottage for the King.'

'Very well — but please don't frighten the children.'

The men began to search the cottage. Edith screamed when she saw them, but Edward told her not to be afraid.

'There's nothing here,' one of the soldiers said. 'Let's go. I'm tired and hungry.'

'There's something here that smells good,' said another soldier. 'What is it?' he asked, looking into the pot.

'My dinner for a week,' explained Jacob. 'I can't light a fire every day, so I cook once a week.'

'Well, it looks good, so we'll try some,' the soldiers said. And they put the pot on the table, sat down, and ate everything. Then they thanked Jacob and rode away.

Jacob called the children and told them to get up. 'The soldiers have gone,' he said.

'And our dinners have gone too,' said Humphrey, looking at the dirty plates and the empty pot.

'Bad men ate our dinner,' said Edith.

'We can cook another,' said Jacob. 'We're all hungry, but if everyone helps, the dinner will soon be ready.'

After dinner, Jacob told the children that their lives must change. 'The King's enemies think that you are dead, burned in Arnwood. But you are still in danger, and so you must stay here with me and pretend to be my grandchildren. You are children of the New Forest now.'



escape v. to break free from confinement or control 逃跑

hurry v. move or act with speed or haste 快速地移动

pack v. to fill (a suitcase or bag ) with clothes and other items needed for travel 捆扎，打包

forester n. a person in charge of a forest or skilled in forestry 护林人

flame n. red or yellow burning gas that is generated by something on fire 火焰，火苗

cottage n. a small simple house, typically one in the country 农舍，村舍

hate v. to have a very strong dislike of 憎恨

clean v. to make free of mess 打扫，清扫

vegetable n. a plant or part of a plant used as food 蔬菜

pot n. a round container made of metal, clay, etc., used for storage or cooking 锅

tidy adj. arranged neatly and in order 整齐的，整洁的

scream v. to utter a long, loud, piercing cry, as from pain or fear 尖叫


1．快逃！

[image: alt]

1647年11月的一天，雅各布·阿米蒂奇匆忙穿过新森林赶到安伍德大宅。

“你们必须马上离开这所房子，”他对爱德华·贝弗利说，“跟我来收拾你们的东西。你们必须到我家去，待在那里。”

“可为什么啊，雅各布？”爱德华问老人，“为什么？”

“国王从汉普顿宫的监狱中逃出来了，”雅各布解释道，“他正骑马穿越森林向南逃，克伦威尔的士兵正在搜寻他。而且我刚才听到森林里一群士兵的谈话——他们在谈论安伍德。他们知道你父亲是国王的朋友，他们正打算今晚烧掉安伍德，因为他们认为国王正藏在这儿。”

“烧掉安伍德！他们不能那样做！这是我的房子，我要留在这儿！”爱德华愤怒地说。他14岁了，是贝弗利家四个孩子中的老大。

贝弗利家的四个孩子自己住在安伍德，有个老妇人给他们做饭并负责所有的家务活儿。他们的父亲贝弗利上校1645年在内斯比为国王查理一世作战时牺牲了。他离家之前请求雅各布——一个住在安伍德附近的穷困的护林人——照顾他的家人。雅各布和这家人很熟，很乐意做这件事。几个月后孩子们的母亲去世了，雅各布便每天都来看孩子们，帮助他们。
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“我亲爱的孩子，”雅各布说，“想想你的妹妹们和弟弟。士兵们会开枪打他们的，或者把他们烧死在房子里。不，不，你们必须全部跟我来。”

最后，爱德华同意了。他和12岁的弟弟汉弗莱收拾好东西，然后把它们放到雅各布的马上。这匹马叫白比利，正在外面等着。

雅各布告诉11岁的艾丽斯和8岁的伊迪丝，说他们要去他在森林里的家里住几天。他没告诉她们有关士兵的事。

“爱德华，这是我的钥匙，”雅各布轻轻地说，“把房门锁上，把我的枪从墙上拿下来，不要离开你的弟弟妹妹们。我帮厨娘收拾她的东西，然后就会跟上你们。”

四个孩子离开了大房子，和白比利一起走进了森林里。那时是下午5点钟，天已经黑了。雅各布帮厨娘收拾好，她便匆忙赶往她在利明顿的家了，然后雅各布藏在房子附近的树林中等待着。

过了一会儿，他听到了马蹄声，议会的士兵到了。很快他们就散布到花园里和房子四周。几分钟后，雅各布看到黑烟升上天空，然后他看到了窗口冒出来的火苗。安伍德着火了！

“完了。”雅各布想。他急忙离开走进了森林，半个小时后到了自己的农舍。他回头看了看，看到安伍德的火越烧越旺，火苗在树顶上越升越高。

他敲了敲门，爱德华打开门，和雅各布的大狗斯莫克尔一起走出来。

“我的妹妹们上床睡觉了。”爱德华告诉雅各布。这时爱德华看见了安伍德的大火和树林中透出的愤怒的红色火光，他沉默了。

“我告诉过你的，”雅各布说，“那些士兵烧房子之前都没有进去找你们。”

“安伍德是我的房子！”爱德华愤怒地说，“等我长大了，我会跟克伦威尔的士兵算这笔账的！”

“或许你会的，”雅各布平静地说，“但是现在我们进屋去吧。今天夜里很冷。”

爱德华跟着雅各布慢慢地走进农舍里。他恨克伦威尔和议会的那些士兵。他们先是杀了他父亲，现在又烧了他的房子。他躺在床上，却无法入睡。

*　*　*
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雅各布是一个人生活，因为他妻子去世了，而且他没有孩子。他的农舍里有一个起居和做饭用的大房间，后面有三间小卧室。屋子外面的一块地里养了几只鸡和几头猪，另外一块地里长着几棵老果树。

第二天早晨，雅各布开始教孩子们做饭和打扫屋子。这些对他们来说都是新鲜的工作，因为像贝弗利家这种富人家的孩子们在家从来不做饭，也不用干活。
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“你们今天必须待在屋里，”雅各布告诉他们，“因为士兵们还在搜查森林。我们来做点儿晚餐吧，大家都可以帮忙。爱德华，你能不能去河里打些水来？”

孩子们第一次做饭都很开心。他们洗了一些土豆，把肉和蔬菜切成块，然后加水一起放进炉火上的锅里。小伊迪丝把盘子和餐刀摆到桌子上。

晚饭在火上煮着时，爱德华站在农舍外面放哨，其他三个孩子把农舍打扫整洁。但正当晚饭要做好的时候，爱德华跑回屋里来。

“我能看到士兵，他们正骑着马往这边来！”

雅各布沉默了片刻。“我亲爱的孩子们，那些士兵会搜查农舍的，我不想让他们看到你们华丽的衣服。你们必须躺到床上装病。爱德华，你可以穿上我的一件旧衬衫。”

年幼的孩子们爬上床，藏起他们华丽的衣服。爱德华穿上雅各布的旧衬衫，给妹妹们端了一杯水坐在床边。雅各布迅速把盘子和餐刀收起来。很快传来了敲门声。

“进来。”雅各布说。

“你是谁，我的朋友？”其中一个士兵问道。
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“一个贫穷的护林人，先生，”雅各布回答，“处境非常困难。我的孙子孙女们都在床上，病得很厉害。”

“我们必须搜查你的农舍寻找国王。”

“好的——但是请别吓着孩子们。”

那些人开始搜查农舍。伊迪丝看到他们的时候尖叫起来，但是爱德华告诉她不要害怕。

“这里没有，”其中一个士兵说，“我们走吧，我又累又饿。”

“这里有什么东西闻起来很不错。”另一个士兵说。“这是什么？”他看着锅里问道。

“我一个星期的晚餐，”雅各布解释说，“我不能每天都生火，所以每星期做一次饭。”

“哦，看起来不错，我们要尝尝。”士兵们说。然后他们把锅端到桌子上，坐下吃光了所有的东西。他们谢过雅各布便骑马离开了。

雅各布把孩子们叫起来。“士兵们已经走了。”他说。

“我们的晚餐也没了。”汉弗莱看着那些脏盘子和空空的锅说道。

“坏人们吃了我们的晚餐。”伊迪丝说。

“我们可以再做一顿，”雅各布说，“我们都饿了，但是如果每个人都帮忙，晚餐很快就会做好的。”

晚饭之后，雅各布告诉孩子们，他们的生活必须改变了。“国王的敌人以为你们死了，在安伍德被烧死了。但是你们还处在危险中，所以你们必须和我待在这里，装作是我的孙子孙女。你们现在是新森林的孩子了。”


2
Life in the Forest

The next morning Jacob rode to the town of Lymington. There he heard that the King was in prison again and that Cromwell's soldiers were going back to London. Jacob bought cottage clothes for the children and a few things for the house. Then he put everything on his horse and walked back home through the forest.

While he walked, he thought about the children. They were so young, and alone in a dangerous world — he was their only friend. But he was an old man, and perhaps would not live long. He knew he must teach them how to find food and do everything for themselves.

After dinner, he called the children round him. 'Now, remember, you are my grandchildren and your name is Armitage, not Beverley. I've bought you some cottage clothes to wear, and you must all learn to work and live like a forester's children. Edward is the oldest and he must come out with me into the forest and learn how to hunt. Then we'll have meat to eat every day. Humphrey, you must look after the horse and the pigs, and bring water from the river every day. Alice dear, you must light the fire, clean the house and wash the clothes, and you and Humphrey will both learn how to cook. And little Edith will look after the chickens and look for the eggs every morning — will you, Edith?'

'Yes,' said Edith. 'I liked the chickens at Arnwood.'

There was no more meat in the cottage and so the next morning Jacob and Edward, with the dog Smoker, went out into the forest. They walked quietly and did not speak. The red deer of the forest could see, hear and smell very well, and it was hard to get near them.

After more than a mile, Jacob dropped down to the ground, and through the trees Edward saw three deer. Jacob moved silently forward on his hands and knees, and Edward and Smoker followed him. Slowly they got nearer, but then suddenly the deer, who were quietly eating grass, put up their heads and walked away.

Jacob turned. 'You see, Edward, hunting is slow work. Now we must go through the woods around the other side of the deer and try again.'

'What frightened them, do you think?' asked Edward.

'When you were following me, I think you put your knee on a piece of stick and it broke.'

'Yes, but that made only a little noise.'

'Only a little noise will frighten a red deer,' said Jacob kindly. 'But these mistakes can happen to anyone, and you will learn. Now — not a word, and not a sound!'

In half an hour they found the deer again, and again Jacob dropped down to the ground and moved forward without a sound. At last, he lifted his gun and shot one of the deer behind the shoulder. The deer dropped to its knees and fell dead, and the other deer ran away.

'This is a fine deer and the meat will be good,' said Jacob. 'We're about five miles from the cottage, Edward, but Smoker will take you home, and you can come back with White Billy. He must carry the meat home for us.'

It was a good beginning to their new life, and the next day Jacob rode to Lymington to sell some of the meat. With the money he bought things for the vegetable garden, a big bag of oatmeal for the winter, and a gun for Edward.

*　*　*

That winter was long and cold, and they stayed in the cottage most of the time. Alice learned how to cook and to mend clothes. Edith learned to read and write, and to make oatmeal bread and cook it on the stones by the fire. Humphrey was clever with his hands, and learned how to make things out of wood. Edward learned how to shoot and to look after his gun. They were all busy and happy, but Edward sometimes felt angry. He kept his father's sword by his bed and often cleaned it. He hated Cromwell and his soldiers, and he wanted to fight for the King.

In the month of May, the leaves came out and the forest began to look green again. 'And now, Edward,' said Jacob one day, 'we need more meat, both to eat and to sell. So let's get our guns and go out. You can shoot first.'

They walked four or five miles before they saw a deer. 'Stay here, while I go through the trees with Smoker,' said Jacob quietly. 'Then I'll stand up, and the deer will run towards you. Remember, shoot it behind the shoulder.'

Edward waited quietly, and after a time the deer ran out of the trees in front of him. He lifted his gun, shot the deer behind the shoulder, and it fell to the ground.

'Well done!' said Jacob, when he came back. 'You killed your first deer! And it's a fine one, too. Soon I shall leave the hunting to you, and put my gun up on the wall!'

The spring was a busy time for everyone at the cottage. In the field they planted potatoes and lots of different vegetables. Little Edith was busy with her chickens, and Humphrey built a chicken-house, and a house for the pigs. Jacob sold some of the deer meat and bought a little cart. White Billy was not very happy about this at first, but he soon learned to pull the cart behind him, and it was a great help with all the farm work.

Humphrey loved the work on the farm. He was always making plans to do new things, and he was now very clever at building things out of wood. It was hard work. First he had to cut down a tree, and then cut the wood into pieces for building. One day he began to build a cow-house.

'We need a cow to give us milk,' he said to the others. 'I'm going to catch one of the forest cows.'

Edward laughed, but Jacob said, 'The forest cows are very wild, and can be dangerous. You must be careful.'

June arrived, and they began to cut the long grass, to keep for food for the animals in winter. The girls helped too, and White Billy was busy every day, pulling home the new cart full of summer grass.

Humphrey did not forget about his cow. He finished building the cow-house and began to spend an hour or more every day out in the forest. He was watching the wild cows. Early one morning he came running home.

'Jacob, Edward, come with me! Bring Smoker, too.'

'Why, what's the matter?'

'I've found a cow! She's left the other cows because of her new-born calf. So she's alone, and we can catch her.'

'But how?' asked Edward.

'I'll tell you later. I must get White Billy and the cart.' Jacob and Edward followed him, and soon they were driving the cart through the forest.

'Smoker will jump up at the cow,' explained Humphrey, 'and keep her away from us while we put the calf in the cart. When we drive away, the cow will follow her baby.'

The cow was lying near her calf, but when she saw them, she got up and shook her head angrily from side to side.

'Go, Smoker, go!' Jacob called to his dog, and Smoker jumped at the cow, driving her back into the trees away from her calf. Edward and Humphrey quickly lifted the calf into the cart, and got in themselves.

Then Jacob hurried back and got in too. 'Drive off, Humphrey,' he said. 'I'll call Smoker now, and the cow will follow us. Here, Smoker, here!'

Smoker came running out of the trees at once. The cow followed and ran wildly after the cart, calling loudly to her calf. Before long they were back at the cottage.

'There's Alice and Edith running out!' cried Jacob. 'Go back inside, Alice! The cow is dangerous!'

Humphrey drove the cart into the field. Smoker kept the cow away while they carried the calf into the cow-house. Then they left, and the cow followed its calf inside.

'There!' said Humphrey. 'Let's leave her with the calf. Tomorrow I'll cut some grass for her.'

Every day for a fortnight Humphrey brought grass to the cow, and every day she was a little quieter. After a month, Humphrey began to take milk from the cow.

'I have learned how to shoot deer,' said Edward. 'But Humphrey has caught a cow and given us milk. You are cleverer than I am, brother!'



deer n. a hoofed grasseating animal, of which the males usually have wide branching horns 鹿

silently adv. not making or accompanied by any sound 静静地

shoulder n. the joint between the upper arm or forelimb and the main part of the body 肩部

oatmeal n. crushed oats used for making cakes and porridge 燕麦片

mend v. to restore to a sound condition 修补

potato n. a starchy plant tuber which is one of the most important food crops, cooked and eaten as a vegetable 土豆

cart n. a vehicle with two or four wheels that is pulled by a horse and used for carrying heavy things 马车

wild adj. (of animals or plants) living or growing in the natural environment; not domesticated or cultivated （动植物）野生的，野蛮的

calf n. the baby of a cow 小牛

shake v. to tremble or vibrate or cause to do so 摇晃，摇动

fortnight n. a period of two weeks 两星期


2．森林里的生活

第二天早上雅各布骑马去了利明顿镇。他在那里听说国王又入狱了，克伦威尔的士兵们要返回伦敦了。雅各布给孩子们买了农家衣物，还买了一些家用品。然后他把所有的东西放到他的马上，穿过森林走回家。

他一边走一边想着孩子们。他们年纪这么小，又独自处在这个危险的世界上——他是他们唯一的朋友。但是他已经是个老人了，可能活不了多久了。他知道自己必须教会他们如何寻找食物，如何自己处理一切事情。

晚饭之后，他把孩子们叫到身边。“现在要记住，你们是我的孙子和孙女，你们姓阿米蒂奇，不姓贝弗利。我给你们买了些农家衣服穿，你们全都必须学会像个护林人的孩子一样干活和过日子。爱德华是老大，他必须和我一起去森林里学习打猎，这样我们就每天都有肉吃了。汉弗莱，你必须照看好马和猪，并且每天从河里打水回来。亲爱的艾丽斯，你必须生炉火、打扫屋子和洗衣服，你和汉弗莱都要学做饭。小伊迪丝要喂鸡，每天早上找鸡蛋——你愿意做吗，伊迪丝？”

“愿意，”伊迪丝说，“我在安伍德的时候就喜欢小鸡。”

农舍里没有肉了，所以第二天早上雅各布和爱德华就带着大狗斯莫克尔去了森林里。他们悄悄地走着，没有说话。森林里的红鹿的视觉、听觉和嗅觉都非常灵敏，很难接近它们。

走出一英里开外之后，雅各布突然趴到地上，爱德华透过树丛看到了三只鹿。雅各布手和膝盖着地，悄无声息地向前挪动，爱德华和斯莫克尔跟在他后面。他们慢慢靠近了，但是突然间，刚才还在安静地吃草的鹿抬起头来走开了。

雅各布转过身。“你看，爱德华，打猎是个慢活。现在我们必须穿过树林，从鹿群的另一侧再试试看。”

“你觉得是什么吓着它们了？”爱德华问。

“你刚才跟着我的时候，我想你的膝盖压到了一根树枝，把它弄断了。”

“没错，但那只是很小的声音。”

“很小的声音也会把一只红鹿吓跑，”雅各布温和地说，“但是任何人都可能犯这种错误，你会学会的，现在——一句话也别说了，一点儿声音也别出！”
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半个小时之后他们又发现了鹿，雅各布又趴到地上，静悄悄地向前挪动。最后，他举起枪朝其中一只鹿的后背开了一枪。那只鹿跪倒在地上死了，其他的鹿纷纷逃散。

“这是只很好的鹿，它的肉应该不错，”雅各布说，“爱德华，我们现在离农舍大概有5英里，但是斯莫克尔会带你回家的，然后你可以和白比利一起回来。他必须帮我们把肉运回家去。”

这是他们新生活的一个好的开始。第二天，雅各布骑马去利明顿卖了一些肉，他用那些钱买了菜园里需要的东西，一大袋冬天吃的燕麦片和一支给爱德华的枪。

*　*　*

那个冬天又长又冷，他们大部分时间都待在农舍里。艾丽斯学会了做饭和补衣服。伊迪丝学会了看书和写字，还学会了做燕麦面包和在炉火旁的石头上烤面包。汉弗莱的手很巧，他学会了用木头制作东西。爱德华学会了射击和照看他的枪。他们都很忙碌，也很快乐，但是爱德华有时候会感到愤怒。他把父亲的剑放在床边，经常擦拭。他恨克伦威尔和他的士兵，他想为国王作战。
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到了5月，树叶长出来了，森林又重新披上绿色。“现在，爱德华，”有一天雅各布说，“我们需要更多的肉，用来吃和卖钱。所以我们带上枪出去打猎吧。你可以先开枪。”

他们走了四五英里后看到了一只鹿。“你待在这里，我和斯莫克尔从树丛中穿过去，”雅各布轻轻地说，“然后我会站起来，鹿就会朝你跑过来。记住，要打它的后背。”

爱德华静静地等着，过了一会儿，那只鹿从他前面的树丛跑了出来。他举起枪，朝鹿的后背开了枪，那只鹿就倒在了地上。

“干得好！”雅各布回来说，“这是你打的第一只鹿！而且这也是一只很好的鹿。很快我就可以把打猎的事交给你，把我的枪挂到墙上了！”

春天对于农舍里的每个人来说都是个繁忙的季节。他们在地里种了土豆和许多各种各样的蔬菜。小伊迪丝忙着照看她的鸡，汉弗莱造了一个鸡舍和一个猪圈。雅各布卖了一些鹿肉，买了一辆小马车。白比利一开始对此不太高兴，但是他很快就学会了把这辆车拉在身后，这给所有的农活都帮了大忙。
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汉弗莱喜欢干农场上的活儿。他总是在计划着做新的东西，现在他非常精通用木头做东西了。这是件苦差事。首先他必须砍倒一棵树，然后把木头砍成几块用来建造。有一天，他开始动工造一个牛棚。

“我们需要一头牛挤奶喝，”他对其他人说，“我打算去逮一头森林里的牛。”

爱德华大笑，雅各布却说：“森林里的牛非常野蛮，可能会有危险。你一定要小心。”

6月到了，他们开始割长草，用作牲畜们冬天的食物，女孩子们也帮忙，白比利则每天都忙着把装满夏草的新马车拉回家。

汉弗莱没有忘记他的牛。他盖完了牛棚，就开始每天花一个小时或更多的时间待在森林里。他在观察野牛。一天清晨，他跑回家来。

“雅各布，爱德华，跟我来！把斯莫克尔也带上。”

“为什么，出什么事了？”

“我找到了一头牛！她为了刚出生的小牛离开了其他的牛，所以落单了，我们可以逮住她。”

“可是怎么逮呢？”爱德华问。

“过一会儿我会告诉你的。我必须准备好白比利和马车。”雅各布和爱德华跟着他，很快他们就驾着马车穿行在森林里了。

“斯莫克尔会跳起来扑向母牛，”汉弗莱解释道，“在我们把小牛放到车上的时候把母牛与我们隔开来。我们驾车离开的时候，母牛就会跟着她的孩子。”

母牛正躺在她的小牛旁边，但一看到他们，她就站了起来，愤怒地左右摇摆着脑袋。

“上，斯莫克尔，上！”雅各布冲着他的狗喊道，斯莫克尔扑向母牛，把她赶回到树丛里，离开了她的小牛。爱德华和汉弗莱飞快地抬起小牛放进车里，他们自己也上了车。
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然后雅各布快速回来也上了车。“赶车，汉弗莱，”他说，“我现在要叫回斯莫克尔，母牛会跟着我们的。这里，斯莫克尔，这里！”

斯莫克尔立刻跑出树丛。母牛在后面疯狂地跟着马车跑，向她的小牛大声叫着。没多久他们就回到了农舍。

“艾丽斯和伊迪丝正往外跑呢！”雅各布喊道，“回屋里去，艾丽斯！母牛很危险！”

汉弗莱把马车赶到空地里。斯莫克尔把母牛拦住，他们便趁机把小牛抱进牛棚。然后他们一走开，母牛就跟着她的小牛进去了。

“进去了！”汉弗莱说，“我们让她和小牛待在一起吧。明天我会给她割些草来。”

接下来的两周里，汉弗莱每天都给母牛送草，母牛一天比一天安静下来。一个月之后，汉弗莱开始从母牛身上挤奶了。

“我学会了怎么打鹿，”爱德华说，“但是汉弗莱逮住了一头奶牛，让我们有牛奶喝。你比我聪明，弟弟！”


3
Edward Goes Visiting

And so the summer went by, and every day was busier than the one before. Humphrey caught two more calves, and they now had more pigs and chickens. Jacob took some of the new young chickens to Lymington to sell, and bought salt and oatmeal, pots for the kitchen, and a gun for Humphrey.

King Charles was still in prison, and Cromwell's men went on killing their enemies and stealing the houses and land of the King's friends. Edward could not forget that he was a Beverley of Arnwood, and was often angry.

'I want to be a soldier like our father,' he told Humphrey. 'I want to fight for the King, and tell the world that my name is Beverley!'

'If you do that, Cromwell's men will put you in prison,' Humphrey said. 'I know how you feel, Edward, but for now. you must stay here with us. What will happen to our sisters if you leave? I can't do all the work, and poor Jacob is getting old and tired.'

It was true. Jacob was nearly seventy-six years old and no longer strong. That winter he was often ill and could not leave the cottage. Edward did most of the hunting. He was now very good at it, and knew the forest well.

Early in 1649 Humphrey told Jacob that he needed another dog. 'Smoker is a hunting dog,' he said. 'I need a dog to help me with all the farm animals.'

'A puppy will learn most easily,' said Jacob. 'Oswald Partridge, a forester who lives on the other side of the forest, always has puppies, and he will give us one. But Edward, you must go. I cannot ride that far. Tell Oswald that you are my grandson. He'll be a good friend to you. But remember, your name is Armitage!'

The next morning Edward rode White Billy across the forest. He was happy to go out into the world again, but he knew he must be careful. After two hours he arrived at some cottages and knocked on the first door. A girl aged about fourteen opened the door, and told him that Oswald Partridge was out in the forest.

'I must wait for him, then,' said Edward. 'I've come to ask him for a puppy for my grandfather, Jacob Armitage.'

'Wait a minute,' the girl said. She went inside, and then came back. 'You must come and speak to my father.'

Edward followed the girl inside. The man sitting at a table was dressed like one of Cromwell's men. His tall hat lay on a chair with his sword underneath it. The girl sat down by the fire, and the man went on reading a letter. He did not look at Edward for two or three minutes.

Edward felt angry. But he was just a poor, unimportant forester, he remembered. So he said nothing, and waited.

'What's your business, young man?' the man said at last.

'I came, sir, to see Oswald Partridge about a puppy for my grandfather, Jacob Armitage.'

'Armitage!' The man looked at some papers on the table. 'Yes, one of the foresters. Why hasn't he visited me?'

'Why must he see you, sir?'

'Because Cromwell has given the New Forest to me, to look after for Parliament. My name is Hetherstone, and all the foresters now work for me.'

'My grandfather has not heard this, sir,' said Edward. 'The New Forest belongs to the King, and my grandfather is one of the King's foresters. But he has a cottage and a farm which belong to him, and not the King.'

'Yes, I know about Jacob Armitage. And I know that he was Colonel Beverley's friend. The Colonel was a brave man, it's true, but he fought for the King and so was an enemy of Parliament. Tell me, were you a friend of the Beverley family?'

'When I was a child, I lived at Arnwood with the Beverley children.'

'And where were you when the soldiers burned Arnwood?'

'I was at my grandfather's cottage,' replied Edward, his eyes wild with anger.

'I can understand why you feel angry about that.' Mr Hetherstone shook his head slowly. 'Those soldiers did a terrible, terrible thing, 'he said quietly. Then he looked up at Edward again. 'But you must understand, young man, that your grandfather can no longer work as a forester. I cannot give work to people who are friends of the King. The forest deer now belong to Cromwell, and if you shoot any deer, you will go to prison for it.'

'Sir,' Edward said quietly, 'the King himself is in prison and so he cannot pay his foresters. If they kill the deer, it is because they must have food to eat. I am sure the King will understand that his people must live.'

'Well, well, those are brave words. But you will still go to prison if we catch you. Now, you can go to the kitchen and wait for Oswald.' Mr Hetherstone turned to his daughter. 'Patience, give Armitage something to eat.'

Edward went out and took White Billy to the stables behind the cottage, then followed Patience to the kitchen. 'I came here for a puppy,' he thought, 'and I have found a Roundhead — who sends a Beverley of Arnwood to eat in the kitchen! But he is sorry about the burning of Arnwood, so I don't hate him.'

Patience put food on the table. Edward thanked her and sat down to eat. Patience smiled, and Edward saw that she was a beautiful girl.

Later, he met Oswald Partridge and saw his dogs. Oswald was very surprised to see him. 'I never knew Jacob had a grandson,' he said. 'I never knew he had a son! Are you on the King's side, like Jacob?'

'To the death, ' replied Edward, 'when the time comes.'

'Ah, then you can have one of my puppies,' Oswald said. He told Edward a bit about Mr Hetherstone. 'He's one of Cromwell's good friends, they say, but he's not a bad man. There are some much worse than him. I've kept my job, but many haven't. We must all be careful these days.'

It was now late, so Edward stayed the night in a room above the stables. There was no bed and no door, and Edward could not sleep because he was so cold. Soon he got up and began to walk around outside, to get warm.

There was a light upstairs at one of the windows of the Hetherstones, cottage, which was strangely bright. Edward watched it. He saw someone moving in the room, and suddenly he saw flames. The room was burning!

'Fire! Fire!' he shouted. He ran back to the stables and found a ladder. Then he quickly climbed up it to the window, broke the glass, and got into the room. There was smoke everywhere, and he fell over a body on the floor. Quickly, he lifted the body and moved back to the window. The flames were now running along the floor, getting higher and higher. With the body in his arms, he got out onto the ladder, but the flames caught his shirt, burning his arm. He climbed down and carried the body into the stables. There he saw that it was Patience Hetherstone.

Edward ran outside again, and saw that other people were coming with buckets of water. There was a lot of shouting, and Edward was soon up the ladder again while others carried buckets of water up to him.

In the crowd below, Mr Hetherstone was trying to get near the ladder. 'Save her!' he cried. 'My daughter's up there! She'll burn to death!'

At the top of the ladder, Edward did not hear his cries, but a voice came from the crowd：'There were four burned at Arnwood.'

Mr Hetherstone fell down, his face white, and some men carried him into another cottage.

At last the fire was put out, and Edward came down the ladder. He called Oswald and they went to the stables. Patience was still lying on the floor, but her eyes were now open. She was alive!

They gave her some water and carried her to Oswald's cottage. Then Edward said quietly to Oswald, 'I shall ride home now at once. Come and visit Jacob soon if you can. He's not been well all this winter.'

'But Mr Hetherstone will want to thank you for saving his daughter's life,' said Oswald.

'I don't want Mr Hetherstone's thanks. I want nothing from the King's enemy,' said Edward. He rode home with Humphrey's puppy inside his coat. His arm was badly burned, and it was a long time before it was better.



steal v. to take something without permission or legal right and without intending to return it 偷窃

puppy n. a young dog 小狗

dress v. to put clothes on 给……穿衣

underneath prep. directly below 在……的下面

brave adj. showing courage 勇敢的

stable n. a building for housing horses 马厩

Roundhead n. a supporter of the Parliament against the King in the English Civil War （英国内战时支持议会反对国王的）圆颅党人

like prep. similar to 像，如同

bright adj. giving out much light, or filled with light 明亮的

ladder n. a structure consisting of a series of bars or steps between two upright lengths of wood or metal, used for climbing up or down 梯子

bucket n. a cylindrical open container with a handle, used to carry liquids 桶


3．爱德华外出拜访

夏天就这样过去了，一天比一天更忙碌。汉弗莱又逮了两头小牛，而且他们现在有了更多的猪和鸡。雅各布把一些新出生的小鸡拿到利明顿去卖，买回来盐和燕麦片，买了厨房用的锅，还给汉弗莱买了一支枪。

国王查理仍然在狱中，克伦威尔的人继续杀害他们的敌人，并窃取国王支持者的房子和土地。爱德华无法忘记他是安伍德贝弗利家的一员，时常气愤不已。

“我想像我们的父亲一样成为一名士兵，”他对汉弗莱说，“我想为国王而战，告诉全世界我的姓氏是贝弗利！”

“如果你那样做，克伦威尔的人会把你抓进监狱的，”汉弗莱说，“我明白你的感受，爱德华，但是目前你必须和我们待在这儿。如果你离开了，我们的妹妹们怎么办？我干不了所有的活儿，可怜的雅各布年纪越来越老，越来越累了。”

这是事实。雅各布将近76岁了，已经不再强壮了。那个冬天他经常生病，都无法离开农舍了。大部分打猎的活儿都是爱德华包了。他现在很擅长打猎，对森林也很熟悉。

1649年初，汉弗莱告诉雅各布他还需要一只狗。“斯莫克尔是只猎犬，”他说，“我需要一只狗来帮我照看农场里的所有动物。”
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“小狗学得最快了，”雅各布说，“奥斯瓦尔德·帕特里奇是住在森林另一边的护林人，他那儿总是有小狗，他会给我们一只的。但是爱德华，你得去一趟。我不能骑马走那么远。告诉奥斯瓦尔德你是我的孙子，他会对你很友好的。但是记住，你是姓阿米蒂奇！”

第二天早上，爱德华骑着白比利穿过森林。他很高兴又重新走进了外面的世界，但是他知道自己必须要小心。两个小时之后，他来到了一片农舍外，敲了敲第一户人家的门。一个14岁左右的女孩开了门，她告诉他奥斯瓦尔德·帕特里奇到森林里去了。

“那么我得等他了，”爱德华说，“我来是为了替我爷爷雅各布·阿米蒂奇向他要一只小狗。”

“等一会儿。”那个女孩说。她走进屋去又走回来。“你得来跟我父亲说。”

爱德华跟着女孩走进去。坐在桌旁的男人穿得像是克伦威尔的人。他的高帽子放在一把椅子上，帽子下面放着他的剑。女孩在炉火旁坐下，那个男人继续看一封信，有两三分钟都没看爱德华一眼。

爱德华感到气愤。但是他只是一个毫不重要的穷护林人，他记得这一点。所以他什么也没说，只是等着。
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“你有什么事情，年轻人？”那个男人终于开口了。

“先生，我是来找奥斯瓦尔德·帕特里奇的，为我爷爷雅各布·阿米蒂奇向他要只小狗。”

“阿米蒂奇！”男人看了看桌上的一些文件。“哦，一个护林人。他为什么没来见我？”

“为什么他必须来见您，先生？”

“因为克伦威尔把新森林给了我，让我替议会照管。我叫赫瑟斯顿，现在所有的护林人都为我工作。”

“我爷爷没有听说此事，先生，”爱德华说，“新森林属于国王，我爷爷是国王的护林人。但是他有一个属于他自己的农舍和农场，这些不是属于国王的。”

“是的，我知道雅各布·阿米蒂奇。而且我还知道他是贝弗利上校的朋友。上校是个勇敢的人，没错，但是他为国王而战，所以就是议会的敌人。告诉我，你是贝弗利家的朋友吗？”

“我小时候和贝弗利家的孩子一起住在安伍德。”

“那么士兵们烧安伍德的时候，你在哪儿呢？”

“我在爷爷的农舍里。”爱德华回答，他的眼神由于愤怒而疯狂。

“我可以理解你为什么为此感到愤怒。”赫瑟斯顿先生缓缓地摇了摇头。“那些士兵做了件非常非常可怕的事情。”他平静地说。然后他又抬头看着爱德华说道：“但是你必须明白，年轻人，你爷爷不能再当护林人了。我不能把工作交给国王的支持者做。森林里的鹿现在也归克伦威尔了，如果你捕杀了任何一只，你就会因此而入狱。”

“先生，”爱德华平静地说，“国王自己也在狱中，所以他不能付钱给他的护林人。如果他们杀死了鹿，那是因为他们必须有食物吃。我敢肯定国王会理解的，他的人民必须活下去。”

“好，好，这些话很勇敢。但是如果我们抓到你这么做的话，你仍然会进监狱的。现在，你可以去厨房等奥斯瓦尔德了。”赫瑟斯顿先生转过头对他的女儿说：“佩兴斯，给阿米蒂奇一些吃的。”

爱德华走出来，把白比利牵到农舍后面的马厩里，然后跟着佩兴斯到了厨房。“我来这里是为了要小狗，”他想，“却发现了一个圆颅党人——他把安伍德贝弗利家的一员打发到厨房里吃饭！但是他为安伍德被烧感到抱歉，所以我不恨他。”
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佩兴斯把食物放到桌上。爱德华谢过她，坐下吃起来。佩兴斯笑了，爱德华发现她是个漂亮的姑娘。

稍晚些时，他见到了奥斯瓦尔德·帕特里奇，看到了他养的狗。奥斯瓦尔德看到他非常吃惊。“我从来不知道雅各布有个孙子，”他说，“我从来都不知道他有儿子！你是国王一边的吗，像雅各布一样？”

“至死效忠国王，”爱德华回答道，“只等时机到来。”

“啊，那么你可以得到我的一只小狗。”奥斯瓦尔德说。他告诉了爱德华关于赫瑟斯顿的一些事情。“人们说他是克伦威尔的亲信之一，但他不是个坏人。有些人比他坏多了。我保住了我的工作，但是很多人没有。如今我们都必须小心。”

这时天色已晚，于是爱德华就留在马厩上面的房间里过夜。房里没有床，也没有门，爱德华无法入睡，因为他太冷了。没一会儿他就起来，开始在外面走动，好让自己暖和点。

赫瑟斯顿家农舍的楼上有一个窗口发出光亮，那光亮异常地耀眼。爱德华注视着窗口。他看到有人在屋里走动，突然他看到了火苗。那个房间着火了！

“着火了！着火了！”他大喊。他跑回马厩找了架梯子，然后他快速顺着梯子爬到窗口，打碎玻璃，进了房间。屋里到处都是烟，他绊倒在地板上的一个人身上，他迅速抱起那个人回到窗口。现在火焰正沿着地板燃烧，越烧越高。他抱着那个人出来上了梯子，但是火烧着了他的衬衫，烧到了他的胳膊。他爬下来，把那个人抱到马厩里。在那里他发现这人原来是佩兴斯·赫瑟斯顿。
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爱德华又跑出来，看到其他人正提着一桶一桶的水赶来，到处都是喊叫声。爱德华很快又爬到梯子上，而其他人则把水桶递上去给他。

在下面的人群里，赫瑟斯顿先生正试图接近梯子。“救救她！”他喊道，“我女儿在那上面！她会被烧死的！”

爱德华在梯子上面，没听到他的叫喊，但是有个声音从人群中传来：“在安伍德烧死了四个。”

赫瑟斯顿先生跌倒在地，脸色苍白，一些人把他扶进了另一间农舍里。

最后火被扑灭了，爱德华从梯子上下来。他叫上奥斯瓦尔德一起去了马厩。佩兴斯还躺在地上，但是她的眼睛现在睁开了。她还活着！

他们给她喝了些水，把她抬到了奥斯瓦尔德的农舍里。然后爱德华平静地对奥斯瓦尔德说：“我现在要马上骑马回家。如果可以的话，你早点儿来看看雅各布吧。他整个冬天都不太好。”

“但是赫瑟斯顿先生会想谢谢你救了他的女儿的。”奥斯瓦尔德说。

“我不想要赫瑟斯顿先生的感谢，我不想要国王的敌人的任何东西。”爱德华说。他把汉弗莱的小狗揣在外套里，骑马回家了。他的胳膊严重烧伤，很长时间之后才有所恢复。


4
Secretary to Mr Hetherstone

When Edward arrived back at the cottage, Humphrey came out to meet him, and his face was unhappy.

'Oh Edward, Jacob is very ill. The girls are with him now. We think he's dying.'

Edward hurried inside, and the four children stayed by Jacob's bedside all that day. In the evening Jacob spoke to them all very lovingly, one by one. Those were his last words, and a little later, he died.

The children cried for a long time because they dearly loved the good old man. The next morning they buried him under an oak tree behind the cottage, and they planted wild flowers above his body.

'We have lost a good friend,' said Edward. 'He saved us from the flames of Arnwood and he has looked after us since then, in his cottage. We must now look after ourselves, and try to be happy together.'

Six weeks went by, and then Oswald Partridge came to visit them. 'How is the old man?' was his first question.

'We buried him six weeks ago,' replied Edward.

'I'm sorry to hear it, ' said the forester. 'He was a good man. And how is your arm?'

'Nearly well,' said Edward. 'Now, sit down, Oswald. Tell me, why didn't you visit us sooner?'

'In a word — murder. These terrible Roundheads have killed the King. A few days after the fire, Mr Hetherstone went to London. He told me to stay near his cottage to look after his daughter. In London he tried to stop the murder, but Cromwell and his men didn't listen to him. He came home yesterday, and told us all about it.'

'The King murdered !' cried Edward. 'How can they murder a King? Well, the time will come. If I cannot fight for the King, one day I shall fight against his murderers.'

Oswald stayed to eat dinner at the cottage, and was very friendly with them all. He stayed the night and the next day Edward decided to tell him their secret.

'Colonel Beverley's children?' said Oswald. 'Well, this is happy news! And it's true, Edward, that you don't look like a forester's son. Mr Hetherstone thinks that too. He has asked me lots of questions about you, and he says that he will visit you himself to thank you for saving his daughter's life. But I'll keep your secret, and I shall be happy to help the Colonel's children.'

'Then can you tell me how much to pay for oatmeal and salt?' said Edward. 'And who will buy deer meat and pay well for it? You see,' he went on, 'now that Jacob is dead, I must go to Lymington myself to do these things.'

Oswald told him the names of men who would buy deer meat — and ask no questions. 'But be careful, Edward. Mr Hetherstone would like to help you because you saved his daughter's life, but he cannot save you from the soldiers if they catch you killing the forest deer.'

During that summer Edward and Humphrey went hunting together when they needed meat. They kept a careful watch for strangers, but they knew the forest well now and could move as silently and as cleverly as the deer. Humphrey's farm was getting bigger all the time. With the vegetable gardens, and the chickens and cows and pigs, it was hard work for them all, but the children never went hungry — thanks to Jacob Armitage's teaching.

One day Humphrey was out in the forest, getting food for the pigs, and he found a Spanish gipsy boy lying on the ground. The boy was nearly dead from hunger and thirst, and Humphrey carried him back to the cottage. Alice and Edith looked after him, and when he was well again, they asked him to stay and work on the farm.

The boy's name was Pablo and he was about fifteen years old. His English was not very good, and he had no friends, no family. He was happy to stay at the cottage.

'Lost in the forest. No food, no water. Nearly dead,' he explained. 'You save my life. Happy to work for you. Happy to have food and bed. Happy to have new friends.'

*　*　*

It was nearly winter when Mr Hetherstone, with his daughter Patience, came to the cottage. At first Alice and Edith were afraid when they saw his tall hat, but he spoke kindly to them all. And Patience took Edward's hand and thanked him again and again for saving her life.

Then Mr Hetherstone spoke to Edward. 'You saved my only child from the fire, Edward Armitage, and I thank you.'

'Mr Hetherstone, I cannot understand you,' Edward said. 'You are a good man — but you are a friend of Cromwell, who has murdered the King!'

'Edward, you are young and you can't remember the troubles in England because of King Charles. He never listened to Parliament, he did only what he wanted, and the people were very angry. They fought because they wanted to be free. But now Cromwell and his friends will listen to nobody. They have murdered the King, and they are worse than he ever was. One day the people of England will be free again. But for now we can't speak of these things openly — it's too dangerous.'

'Thank you, sir,' said Edward quietly. 'I understand you better now. I'll try to be careful, because I want to fight against Cromwell when the time is right.'

Mr Hetherstone looked kindly at Edward. 'Now, I want to help you. You know that you were born for better things than a forester's life. I would like you to be my secretary and live at my house. I will pay you and you can help your family. Don't answer me now. Talk to your brother about it first.'

Alice and Edith made dinner, and they all ate together. Patience enjoyed the farm very much, and she liked Alice and Edith. 'We shall all be firends,' she said when they said goodbye. And she smiled her beautiful smile.

Later, Edward talked to Humphrey. 'What shall I do? I want to be a soldier, not a secretary,' he said.

'You're too young,' said Humphrey. 'I like working on the farm, and now I have Pablo to help me. I know that you want to get out into the world, but for now you must take this job. Mr Hetherstone will be a good friend to us all.'

So Edward bought a black suit and a tall hat, kissed his sisters goodbye, and went to live in Mr Hetherstone's cottage. Every morning he wrote letters for Mr Hetherstone, and every afternoon he spent time with his daughter. He began to like Patience very much. Every week he rode across the forest to see his family. Sometimes Patience went with him, to visit Alice and Edith.

And so a year and more went by. The next winter there was a lot of snow and travelling was difficult. But in the world outside, things were happening, and news came to Mr Hetherstone in the spring.

'The King's son has arrived in Scotland and is now King Charles Ⅱ,' he told Edward. 'He's coming south with his army to England, and I think the time is right for you to ride north and meet him. I'll give you letters to some friends who will help you.'

And so the next morning Edward said goodbye to Patience and kissed her hand. She cried to see him go. Then, with his father's sword by his side, Edward rode away on Mr Hetherstone's black horse, to fight for the King at last.



lovingly adv. in a way that expresses love 钟爱地，亲切地

dearly adv. very much 深深地

bury v. to put or hide underground 埋葬

oak n. a large tree which bears acorns and typically has lobed leaves and hard durable wood 橡树

murder n. the crime of deliberately killing someone 谋杀

gipsy n. a member of a travelling people with dark skin and hair, speaking a language related to Hindi, and traditionally living by itinerant trade and fortune telling 吉普赛人

trouble n. problems that make something difficult 麻烦，问题

suit n. a set of outer clothes made of the same fabric and designed to be worn together, typically consisting of a jacket and trousers or skirt 一套衣服，套装


4．赫瑟斯顿先生的秘书
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当爱德华回到农舍时，汉弗莱出来迎接他，他一脸忧伤。

“唉，爱德华，雅各布病得很厉害。女孩们现在正陪着他。我们觉得他快要死了。”

爱德华匆忙走进屋里，四个孩子那天一整天都陪在雅各布的床边。晚上，雅各布对他们每个人都疼爱地一一作了嘱咐。那些是他最后的话，没过多久，他就死了。

孩子们哭了很长时间，因为他们深深地爱着这位好心的老人。第二天早上，他们把雅各布埋到了农舍后面的一棵橡树下面，并且在他的坟上种上了野花。

“我们失去了一位好朋友，”爱德华说，“他使我们免遭安伍德那场大火，从那以后他让我们住在他的农舍里，一直照顾我们。现在我们必须自己照顾自己了，而且要尽量高兴地在一起。”

六个星期过去了，这时奥斯瓦尔德·帕特里奇来拜访他们了。“那位老伙计怎么样了？”他一来就问道。

“我们六个星期前埋葬了他。”爱德华回答。

“这让我很难过，”这个护林人说，“他是个好人。那你的胳膊怎么样了？”
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“差不多好了，”爱德华说，“现在，坐下吧，奥斯瓦尔德。告诉我，你为什么没有更早一点儿来看我们？”

“一句话——谋杀。这些可怕的圆颅党人杀害了国王。大火之后过了几天，赫瑟斯顿先生去了伦敦。他要我待在他的农舍附近，照顾他女儿。在伦敦，他试图阻止谋杀，但是克伦威尔和他的手下不听他的。他昨天回到家给我们讲了这一切。”

“国王被杀害了！”爱德华大叫，“他们怎么能谋杀一个国王呢？好吧，时机会到来的。如果我不能为国王而战，总有一天我会找那些谋杀国王的凶手算账的。”

奥斯瓦尔德留在农舍里吃了晚餐，他对他们全都非常友好。他在那儿过了夜，第二天爱德华决定把他们的秘密告诉他。

“贝弗利上校的孩子？”奥斯瓦尔德说，“啊，这是个好消息！而且，爱德华，你看起来确实不像一个护林人的儿子，赫瑟斯顿先生也这么认为。他问了我很多关于你的问题，他还说他会亲自来拜访你，感谢你救了他女儿。但是我会为你们保守秘密的，我很高兴能帮助上校的孩子们。”

“那你能告诉我买燕麦片和盐需要多少钱吗？”爱德华问。“另外，有谁会买鹿肉，而且能出个好价钱呢？你知道，”他继续道，“现在雅各布去世了，我必须自己去利明顿做这些事情。”

奥斯瓦尔德告诉了他几个会买鹿肉的人的名字——什么问题都没问。“但是要小心，爱德华。赫瑟斯顿先生会愿意帮助你的，因为你救了他女儿，但是如果你杀森林里的鹿被士兵们抓住，他就救不了你了。”

那个夏天，当他们需要肉的时候，爱德华和汉弗莱就一起去打猎。他们很警惕陌生人，但是他们现在对森林很熟悉了，行动起来能像鹿一样悄无声息而且灵敏。汉弗莱的农场一直在扩大。他们要照看菜园、鸡、牛和猪，这对于他们所有人来说都是很辛苦的工作，可孩子们从来没挨过饿——多亏了雅各布·阿米蒂奇的教导。
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有一天，汉弗莱在森林里找猪食时，发现一个西班牙吉普赛男孩躺在地上。男孩又饿又渴，快要死了，汉弗莱把他带回了农舍。艾丽斯和伊迪丝照顾他，当他身体恢复后，他们要他留下来，在农场上干活。

男孩叫帕布洛，大概15岁了。他的英语不太好，没有朋友，也没有家人。他很高兴能留在农舍。

“在森林里迷了路。没有食物，没有水。就快死了，”他解释说，“你们救了我的命。很高兴为你们工作。很高兴有食物和床。很高兴有新朋友。”

[image: alt]

*　*　*

赫瑟斯顿先生和他女儿佩兴斯来农舍的时候已经快到冬天了。一开始，艾丽斯和伊迪丝看到他的高帽子时还有些害怕，但是他对他们所有人说话都很和善。佩兴斯拉着爱德华的手，一遍又一遍地感谢他救了自己。

然后赫瑟斯顿先生对爱德华说：“你从火中救了我唯一的孩子，爱德华·阿米蒂奇，我感谢你。”

“赫瑟斯顿先生，我不理解您，”爱德华说，“您是个好人——但您却是克伦威尔一边的，是他杀害了国王！”

“爱德华，你年纪小，不记得国王查理给英国造成的问题。他从来不听议会的意见，只做自己想做的事，人民都很愤怒。人们作战是因为他们想要自由。但是现在克伦威尔和支持他的那帮人谁的话也不听，他们杀害了国王，他们比国王以前还坏。总有一天英国人民会再次自由的。但是现在我们不能公开说这些事——这太危险了。”

“谢谢您，先生，”爱德华轻轻地说，“现在我能理解您多一点儿了。我会尽量小心的，因为我想等时机适当的时候反击克伦威尔。”

赫瑟斯顿先生亲切地看着爱德华。“现在，我想帮助你。你知道，你生来就该拥有比护林人更好的生活。我希望你可以做我的秘书，住在我家。我会付给你酬劳，你可以帮助你的家人。现在别答复我，先和你弟弟商量一下。”

艾丽斯和伊迪丝做了晚饭，他们都在一起吃了饭。佩兴斯非常喜欢农场，也喜欢艾丽斯和伊迪丝。“我们大家都会成为朋友的。”他们道别时她说道，并且露出甜美的微笑。

随后，爱德华和汉弗莱谈了这件事。“我该怎么办呢？我想成为一名士兵，而不是秘书。”他说。

“你太年轻了，”汉弗莱说，“我喜欢在农场干活，而且现在我有帕布洛帮忙。我知道你想到外面的世界去，但是目前你必须接受这份工作。赫瑟斯顿先生会和我们都成为好朋友的。”

于是爱德华买了一套黑色礼服和一顶高帽子，与他的妹妹们吻别后，就搬到赫瑟斯顿先生家里去了。每天早上他替赫瑟斯顿先生草拟信件，下午就和他女儿待在一起。他开始非常喜欢佩兴斯了。他每周都骑马穿过森林回去看望他的家人，有时候佩兴斯和他一起去看望艾丽斯和伊迪丝。

就这样一年多过去了。第二年冬天经常下雪，出行很困难。但是在外面的世界，发生了一些事情，消息是在春天传到赫瑟斯顿先生这里的。

“国王的儿子已经到了苏格兰，现在是国王查理二世，”他告诉爱德华，“他正和他的军队往南向英格兰这边来，我想这是你骑马北上与他会合的适当时机了。我会为你写几封信给一些朋友，他们会帮你的。”

于是，第二天早上爱德华向佩兴斯告别，吻了她的手。她哭着目送他离开。就这样，爱德华把他父亲的剑带在身边，骑着赫瑟斯顿先生的黑马出发了，他终于能够去为国王而战了。


5
Soldier of the King

Edward had many adventures. He made new friends, and the King was very pleased to learn that the children of Colonel Beverley were alive and well. But the time was not yet right for King Charles II. Cromwell's army was still very strong, and by autumn 1651 the King's soldiers were either dead, or running away, back to Scotland. The King himself escaped alone — no one knew where.

Edward returned secretly to the New Forest, wearing the uniform of a dead Roundhead soldier. He arrived at the cottage late at night and frightened his family and Pablo very much. Then they heard his voice, and in a minute Edward was in the arms of his brother and sisters.

Early the next morning Edward rode across the forest to see Mr Hetherstone, who was very pleased to see him. He listened to Edward's news, then said:

'So,we must wait a while longer before we see a new King, and we must still pretend to be Cromwell's friends. We'll say that you went to fight for Cromwell. It was clever of you to come back in a Roundhead's uniform — that will help to keep both of us out of danger.'

For some days Cromwell's men searched the forest for the King. Then came news that the King was now in France, and at last the soldiers left the forest.

Edward returned to his job of secretary to Mr Hetherstone. Patience was very pleased to see him again, but Edward felt uncomfortable. He now wanted to tell Patience that he loved her, and he wanted to tell her father the secret of his name. But he was still a young man, and he did not know how to do either of these things.

One evening he found himself alone in the garden with Patience. For a while they talked of his adventures with the King, then Edward said:

'While I was away, I was always thinking of you. And now I have seen you again, I know that I must speak. I love you, Patience, and want to be with you always.'

Patience looked away. 'You saved my life, and I can never forget that, Edward,' she said quietly. 'I know that you're my friend, and I thank you for your kind words. But I'm young and I must talk to my father.'

Edward did not understand her answer. What did she mean? Did she love him, or didn't she?

'Do you think that your father will say no because I'm only a poor forester?' he began.

Just then Mr Hetherstone came out into the garden and called to them. 'Edward, I was looking for you. A letter has just arrived from Parliament. Look.'

The letter said that Parliament was giving Arnwood and its land to Mr Hetherstone. Edward's face turned white and for a minute he could not speak.

'We'll ride across tomorrow and look at Arnwood. I want to rebuild the house,' said Mr Hetherstone.

'But Arnwood belongs to the Beverley family,' Edward said carefully. 'Perhaps not all the children died in the fire. And if some of them are still alive...'

'I'll give Arnwood back, of course. But for now Arnwood belongs to me, and when Patience marries, it will belong to her husband.'

Edward was silent. He could not tell Mr Hetherstone his secret now, or that he wanted to marry his daughter.

That night he went to bed early, but could not sleep. 'Patience is rich now,' he thought, 'and many men will want to marry her. And I don't think that she loves me. And if I say I am Edward Beverley, I'm sure that Parliament will take Arnwood back, and I'll still be a poor forester. I can't stay here any more. I shall leave England, and go to the King in France.'

Very early the next morning, while everyone else was still asleep, Edward left the house and rode across the forest to the cottage. There he made plans with Humphrey and his sisters. They were very sorry to see him so unhappy.

'It's time for Alice and Edith to leave the forest too,' Edward told Humphrey. 'While I was in the north with the King, I met the Conynghame family, who knew our father very well. They will be happy to take the girls and look after them. Our sisters will have a better life there. And you, Humphrey — why don't you come with me?'

'No,' said Humphrey. 'It will be good for the girls to get away, but it's better that I stay here. Pablo and I can look after the farm together. Also, I can watch and see what happens to Arnwood. One day you'll come back, and who knows what will happen then?'

Edward left that night, and Alice and Edith cried very much. It was an unhappy time for them all — the end of their life together in the forest. Edward left a letter for Mr Hetherstone. 'You have been very kind to me, and I thank you,' he wrote. But he wrote nothing to Patience.

When Mr Hetherstone got Edward's letter, he rode over at once to see Humphrey. He, too, was very unhappy.

'All my plans have gone wrong,' he told Humphrey. 'Edward has gone, and my daughter is very unhappy. I've known for a long time that you were the Beverley children. I wanted Patience to marry Edward. She loves him, but she wanted to talk to me first, because she thought that Edward was a poor man. And I asked Parliament for Arnwood because I wanted to rebuild the house and then give it to Edward. Will you help me, Humphrey, to rebuild the house? One day the King will come back to England, and Edward will come back too. I want Arnwood to be ready for him.'

*　*　*

Edward was away for nearly nine years, fighting with the French army in France and Holland and Spain. But in May 1660, after Cromwell died, Charles Ⅱ came back to be King of England, and Edward Beverley was with him when he rode into London.

Those were happy times in London. But the happiest day of all was the day when the Beverley childern of the New Forest were together again at last.

'The farm at our cottage is now very large,' Humphrey told Edward. 'Mr Hetherstone rebuilt Arnwood and says that it belongs to you. He'll be happy to see you again.'

'And what about Patience?' Alice asked. 'Do you still love her, Edward? She's here in London, you know.'

'Yes, I saw her one day in the crowds at the King's house,' said Edward. 'She's more beautiful than ever. I still love her, but I'm sure that she has forgotten me.'

'You were very unkind to her,' Edith said. 'She was very unhappy when you went away. But she hasn't married anyone in these nine years, and lots of men have asked her. So I think that she still loves you.'

Edith was right, and about a year later Edward married Patience and they lived happily together at Arnwood. Oswald Partridge came to work for Edward there. Humphrey married the daughter of a friend, bought a bigger farm, and gave Jacob Armitage's cottage to Pablo. And Alice and Edith, now beautiful young women, married soldiers of the King. And there we will say goodbye to the Beverleys.



adventure n. an unusual, exciting and daring experience 冒险

uniform n. the distinctive clothing worn by members of the same organization such as the police, the army, etc. 军服，制服

uncomfortable adj. ill at ease, uneasy 不自在，不安的

rebuild v. to build again 重建


5．国王的士兵
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爱德华经历了很多冒险，结交了新朋友，国王很高兴得知贝弗利上校的孩子们都还活着，而且过得都很好。但是时机对于国王查理二世来说还不恰当。克伦威尔的军队仍然很强大，到1651年秋天，国王的士兵不是死了，就是逃回苏格兰了。国王独自逃走了——没人知道去了哪儿。

爱德华穿着一个死去的圆颅党士兵的军服，秘密回到了新森林。他深夜到达农舍，把他的家人和帕布洛都吓坏了。然后他们听到了他的声音，立刻爱德华就被包围在弟弟和妹妹们的怀抱中了。

第二天一大早，爱德华骑马穿过森林去见赫瑟斯顿先生。他很高兴见到爱德华，听了爱德华带来的消息，他说道：

“所以，我们必须再多等一段时间，才能看到新的国王，而且我们必须仍然装作是支持克伦威尔的。我们会说你是去为克伦威尔而战的。你很聪明，知道穿着圆颅党士兵的军服回来——这会帮我们俩远离危险。”

有好几天的时间，克伦威尔的人都在森林里搜查国王。然后传来消息说国王现在在法国，于是最后士兵们都离开了森林。

爱德华重新当起了赫瑟斯顿先生的秘书。佩兴斯非常高兴又见到他，但是爱德华却感到不自在。现在他想告诉佩兴斯他爱她，还想告诉她父亲自己的姓氏的秘密。但是他还年轻，这两件事中哪一件他都不知道该怎么处理。

一天晚上，他单独和佩兴斯待在花园里。他们聊了一会儿他和国王一起的冒险经历，接着爱德华说：

“我离开的这段日子总是想起你。现在我又见到你了，我知道我必须说出来。我爱你，佩兴斯，我想永远和你在一起。”

佩兴斯转过脸去。“你救了我的命，我永远也不会忘记，爱德华，”她轻轻地说，“我知道你是我的朋友，我谢谢你这些好心的话。但是现在我还年轻，我必须跟我父亲说。”

爱德华不明白她的回答。她是什么意思？她到底是爱他，还是不爱他？

“你觉得你父亲会因为我只是个穷护林人而反对吗？”他开口问道。
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就在这时，赫瑟斯顿先生来到花园叫他们。“爱德华，我正在找你呢。议会刚刚寄来一封信，看。”

信中说议会要把安伍德及其附属的土地分给赫瑟斯顿先生。爱德华的脸变得苍白，一时间说不出话来。

“我们明天骑马过去看看安伍德，我想重建那座房子。”赫瑟斯顿先生说。

“但是安伍德属于贝弗利家，”爱德华小心地说，“或许不是所有的孩子都在火中丧生了，如果他们中有些还活着……”

“那我当然会把安伍德还给他们。但是目前安伍德属于我，佩兴斯嫁人以后，它就属于她丈夫了。”

爱德华沉默了。他现在不能告诉赫瑟斯顿先生他的秘密了，也不能说他想娶他的女儿了。

那天夜里他很早就上床了，但却睡不着。“佩兴斯现在有钱了，”他想，“很多男人都会想娶她。而且我认为她不爱我。如果我说我是爱德华·贝弗利，我敢肯定议会会收回安伍德，而我将仍旧是一个穷护林人。我不能再待在这儿了，我要离开英国，去法国找国王。”
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第二天清早，当其他所有人都还在睡觉的时候，爱德华离开了那所房子，骑马穿过森林回到了农舍。在那里他和汉弗莱还有妹妹们一起商量今后的计划。他们看到他这么不开心都很难过。

“现在也是艾丽斯和伊迪丝离开森林的时候了，”爱德华对汉弗莱说，“我和国王在北方的时候遇到了科宁厄姆一家，他们和爸爸很熟。他们会很乐意收留妹妹们并照顾她们的，她们在那里会过得好一些。而你，汉弗莱——不如和我一起走吧？”

“不，”汉弗莱说，“女孩们离开这儿会好一些，但是我留下来更好。帕布洛和我可以一起照看农场，而且，我也可以关注着安伍德发生的一切。总有一天你会回来的，谁知道那时候会发生什么呢？”

爱德华那天晚上就离开了，艾丽斯和伊迪丝哭得很伤心。那对他们每一个人来说都是个悲伤的时刻——是他们一起在森林中生活的结束。爱德华留给赫瑟斯顿先生一封信。“您对我一直很好，我很感谢您。”他写道。但是他没给佩兴斯留下只言片语。

赫瑟斯顿先生收到爱德华的信后，立刻骑马过来找汉弗莱，他也很难过。

“我所有的计划都出错了，”他告诉汉弗莱，“爱德华走了，我女儿很不开心。我知道你们是贝弗利家的孩子已经很久了。我想把佩兴斯嫁给爱德华。她爱他，但是她想先和我谈谈，因为她以为爱德华是个穷人。而我向议会要安伍德是因为我想重建那座房子，然后把它交给爱德华。你愿意帮我重建那座房子吗，汉弗莱？总有一天国王会回到英国，爱德华也会回来的。我想把安伍德给他准备好。”

*　*　*

爱德华离开了将近九年，在法国、荷兰和西班牙与法国军队一起作战。但是克伦威尔死后，1660年5月，查理二世回来成了英国的国王，当他骑马进入伦敦的时候，爱德华·贝弗利便随侍在他身边。
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在伦敦城里的时光是快乐的。但是最高兴的时刻是新森林里的贝弗利家的孩子们终于又重新团聚了。

“我们农舍的农场现在很大了，”汉弗莱告诉爱德华，“赫瑟斯顿先生重建了安伍德，他说它是属于你的。他会很高兴再次见到你的。”

“那佩兴斯怎么样了？”艾丽斯问，“你还爱她吗，爱德华？你知道，她现在就在伦敦。”

“是的，有一天我在国王家的人群中看到她了，”爱德华说，“她比以前更漂亮了。我仍然爱她，但是我肯定她已经忘记我了。”

“你对她太不好了，”伊迪丝说，“你离开的时候她很不开心。但是她在这九年里谁也没嫁，很多男人都向她求过婚。所以我认为她还爱你。”

伊迪丝是对的。大约一年以后爱德华娶了佩兴斯，他们一起幸福地生活在安伍德。奥斯瓦尔德·帕特里奇去安伍德为爱德华工作。汉弗莱娶了一位朋友的女儿，买了一个更大的农场，把雅各布·阿米蒂奇的农舍给了帕布洛。艾丽斯和伊迪丝现在已经是漂亮姑娘了，她们嫁给了国王的士兵。到这里，我们就要和贝弗利一家说再见了。


ACTIVITIES
Before Reading

1．Read the story introduction on the first page of the book. How much do you know now about the story? Complete the sentences with the right names.

Cromwell / the children / Jacob / the King

1) ______ is in prison.

2) ______'s men have burnt______'s home.

3) ______ escaped and are hiding in the New Forest.

4) ______'s father fought for ______ and was killed.

5) In 1647 it was dangerous to be a friend of ______.

6) ______ is ______'s one true friend.

7) With ______'s help, ______ learn to live off the land.

2．What is going to happen in the story? Can you guess? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) King Charles is killed.

YES □／NO □

2) Cromwell's men find the Beverley children.

YES □／NO □

3) The Beverley children are always hungry.

YES □／NO □

4) Jacob Armitage dies.

YES □／NO □

5) Edward Beverley saves somebody's life.

YES □／NO □

6) Edward Beverley goes to fight for Cromwell.

YES □／NO □


ACTIVITIES
While Reading

1．Read Chapter 1, and answer these questions.

Why

1) ... were the soldiers planning to burn Arnwood?

2) ... did Jacob visit the children every day?

3) ... did Edward agree to leave Arnwood?

4) ...did Edward want to fight Cromwell's soldiers?

5) ... was cooking and cleaning new work to the children?

6) ...did the soldiers search Jacob's cottage?

7) ...did Jacob tell the children to pretend to be ill?

8) ...did Jacob and the children have to cook two dinners?

2．Read Chapter 2, then complete these sentences with the right names.

1) ______ bought cottage clothes for the children to wear.

2) ______ learned to read and write.

3) ______ learned how to mend clothes.

4) ______ shot his first deer in May.

5) ______ sold some deer meat and bought a little cart.

6) ______ had to learn how to pull the cart behind him.

7) ______ loved the work on the farm.

8) ______ drove the cow away from her calf.

3．Read Chapter 3. Here are some untrue sentences about it. Change them into true sentences.

1) Alice was ill that winter and could not leave the cottage.

2) Humphrey needed a dog to help with the hunting.

3) Edward told Mr Hetherstone his name was Beverley.

4) Mr Hetherstone was one of the King's good friends.

5) Mr Hetherstone thought the burning of Arnwood was a good thing.

6) Oswald Partridge did not give Edward one of his puppies.

7) Mr Hetherstone saved Patience from the fire.

8) Edward wanted Mr Hetherstone's thanks.

4．Read Chapter 4. Who said this,and to whom? Who or what were they talking about?

1) 'We think he's dying.'

2) 'In London he tried to stop the murder.'

3) 'One day I shall fight against his murderers.'

4) 'Well, this is happy news!'

5) 'He cannot save you from the soldiers if they catch you killing the forest deer.'

6) 'He never listened to Parliament.'

7) 'I will pay you and you can help your family.'

8) 'We shall all be friends.'

9) 'I think the time is right for you to ride north and meet him.'

5．Before you read Chapter 5, can you guess what happens? Choose the best ending for these sentences.

1) Edward goes to fight for the King...

a) and is killed.

b) and comes home safely.

2) Patience loves Edward...

a) and she marries him.

b) but she doesn't marry him.

3) Mr Hetherstone knows that Edward is a Beverley...

a) but he tells no one.

b) and he tells Cromwell's men.

4) The Beverley children go to live in different places...

a) and never meet again.

b) and meet again in London.

5) King Charles Ⅱ rides into London...

a) many years later.

b) soon after Edward meets him.

6．Read Chapter 5, and join these halves of sentences.

1) Many of the King's soldiers were killed, ...

2) Edward told Patience that he loved her, ...

3) Parliament gave Arnwood to Mr Hetherstone, ...

4) Edward couldn't ask Patience to marry him, ...

5) Humphrey stayed at the farm with Pablo, ...

6) Patience had to wait for nine years...

7) but he did not understand her answer.

8) so he left England and went away to France.

9) before Edward came home and married her.

10) and Edward had to return secretly to the New Forest.

11) but his sisters went to live with friends in the north.

12) who planned to rebuild it and give it back to Edward.


ACTIVITIES
After Reading

1．Find these 15 words in the word search, and draw lines through them. The words go from left to right, and from top to bottom.

bucket, burn, climb, cottage, farm, flames, forest, Ladder, land, pot, pretend, save, search, smoke, stables
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Now write down all the letters that don't have a line through them. Begin with the first line and go across each line to the end. You will have 29 letters, which will make a sentence of 5 words.

1) What is the sentence, who said it, and to whom?

2) Was it true?

3) Why did the person say it?

2．All these words come from the story. Put them into three groups, under these headings.
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    	army
    	cow
    	gun
    	pig
    	soldier
  

  
    	bread
    	deer
    	horse
    	potatoes
    	sword
  

  
    	calf
    	eggs
    	meat
    	puppy
    	uniform
  

  
    	chickens
    	enemy
    	milk
    	salt
    	vegetables
  



3．Use the words below, and some of the words from your three lists above, to complete this passage.

making, caught, cleaned, cook, cooked, fight, fighting, hunt, planted, rode, worked

The children all ______ hard. Every spring they ______ lots of different ______ in the fields. Alice ______ the house and learned how to ______, and Edith made oatmeal______and ______ it on the stones by the fire. She also looked after the ______ and went to get the ______ every morning.

Humphrey was clever at ______ things out of wood. One day he ______ a wild ______ and her new-born ______ in the forest, so then they had ______ to drink.

Edward learned to ______ the red ______ of the forest, but he always wanted to be a ______. One day he ______ away, with his father's ______ by his side, to ______ for the King. He came home wearing a dead Roundhead's______. After that he was away for years, ______ with the French ______.

4．Here is a new illustration for the story. Find the best place in the story to put the picture, and answer these questions.

The picture goes in Chapter _________.

1) Who are the people in this picture?

2) What has just happened in the story?

3) What happens next?

Now write a caption for the illustration.
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Caption: ________________________

5．What did Mr Hetherstone say to Patience when he got Edward's letter? Put their conversation in the right order and write in the speakers' names. Mr Hetherstone speaks first (number 3).

1) ______ 'I hope we will, child. I hope he'll be your husband one day. You love him, don't you?'

2) ______ 'Beverley? You mean the Beverleys of Arnwood?'

3) ______ 'Patience, I've just had a letter from Edward.'

4) ______ 'Oh Father, why didn't you tell him that? Now he's gone to France, and it's too late...'

5) ______ 'He's gone to fight for the King in France.'

6) ______ 'Yes,I do, Father. But are you happy for me to marry a poor forester?'

7) ______ 'Yes. But all my plans have gone wrong. I wanted to rebuild Arnwood and give it back to him.'

8) ______ 'From Edward? Why? Where has he gone?'

9) ______ 'He isn't a forester. His name's Edward Beverley.'

10) ______ 'Oh no! Oh, Father, we'll never see him again.'

6．What did you think about this story? Complete these sentences (you can use as many words as you want).

1) I liked/didn't like ______ because ______.

2) ______ was/were lucky because ______.

3) I felt sorry for ______ when ______.

4) I felt angry with ______ when ______.
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内容简介

你有兄弟或姐妹吗？他们有时会给你的生活带来很多烦心事。要是他们比你年纪小的话，他们就总是会惹麻烦，要你来帮忙。

如果你知道了一个人的缺点，便会难以忘掉。俗话说：“一日为贼，终生为贼。”但真的是这样吗？一次错误会使一个人永远是一个坏人吗？人们就不能有所改变吗？

珍妮弗·沃尔顿是一名护士，她是个文静、细心而又通情达理的人，却有一个既不细心也不通情达理的弟弟，名叫理查德。他总是向人借钱，干任何工作都没有长性，并且和警方扯上了麻烦。珍妮弗对他非常担心。一天，当警察前来询问有关他的情况时，珍妮弗想到了最坏的可能。


EAR-RINGS FROM FRANKFURT

Do you have any brothers or sisters? They can sometimes make your life very difficult. If they are younger than you, then they are always getting into trouble and needing your help.

And if you know something bad about a person, it is difficult to forget it. 'Once a thief, always a thief,' people say. But is that true? Does one mistake make a person bad for ever? Can't people change?

Jennifer Walton is a nurse. She is quiet and careful and sensible, but she has a young brother, Richard. Richard is not careful or sensible. He is always borrowing money, he never keeps a job for long, he's been in trouble with the police. Jennifer worries about him a lot. And when one day the police come asking questions about him, Jennifer fears the worst.
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1
A night out at Maxim's

Jennifer looked at the clock on the waiting-room wall. Nearly half-past eight. The light was still on in Doctor Gibson's room. I'm going to be late, she said to herself, why doesn't he hurry up? The evening surgery was always busy on Thursdays but tonight was worse than usual.

She quickly put the newspapers in a cupboard. Then she took off her white coat and locked it in the cupboard too. She was turning off the lights when someone rang the front doorbell. Oh no, not another patient, not at this hour. She ran to the door and opened it. Outside it was dark but she could see a man, his hands deep in his pockets. He moved his head and the light fell on his face.

'Richard!' she cried in surprise. 'What are you doing here?'

'Can I come in for a minute?'

He did not wait for an answer but pushed past her and went inside. Jennifer turned to him. She was usually pleased when Richard called, but this was the wrong time. 'I'm sorry, but you can't stay. I must hurry. I'm meeting my friend Claire for dinner and...' She stopped. It was Richard's eyes—they looked tired and worried.

'What's the matter?' she asked.

Just then Dr Gibson called from his room. 'Did I hear the doorbell, Nurse? Was it another patient?'

'No, it's only my brother Richard,' she called back.

She turned back to Richard. 'Is something wrong?' she asked again.

He shook his head. 'I'm fine,' he said. 'It's just... well, I had some trouble at work.'

'Trouble?'

'It was nothing, really. I said something to my boss and he didn't like it. He got angry with me and... and in the end he told me to go. So I've lost my job.'

'Oh Richard, not again! Why do you do these things?' Jennifer was beginning to feel cross with him. 'And now you have no money, is that it?'

'Take it easy, Jenny. I don't need very much. Only twenty pounds. I'll pay you back next week—really I will.' He put his hand on her arm. 'You can do that for me, can't you? Just twenty pounds. It's for a present.'

'Yes, I know, I know. A present for a very special girl—like the last one. And the one before.' Jennifer knew her young brother well and she was often angry with him, but she could never say no to him. She opened her bag, took out some money and gave it to him. 'But remember, I want it back next week.'

Richard smiled and put his arm around his sister. 'Thanks, Jenny. This is different. Really! She's very, very special. But you're in a hurry so I'll go now.'

'Don't forget,' she called after him. 'Next week. Twenty pounds.'

Maxim's restaurant was busy—young men and women from offices, several older people, a group of students, and a few theatre people. Jennifer looked around for her friend. Claire usually sat near the window but tonight she was not there. Somebody was having a party and all the tables on that side were full. Then Jennifer heard Claire's voice behind her. 'Did you get lost? I've been here for hours.'

'I know I'm late,' Jennifer said, 'and I am sorry. Today has been really busy. The last patient didn't leave until eight-thirty. And then I had a visit from Richard. He wanted to borrow some money. He always wants to borrow money.'

They went to an empty table. A waiter came up to them and took their orders. At that moment there was a cheer from the party beside the window. An older man in a light grey suit was standing up. He spoke for a few minutes and then held up his glass. All the others stood up, and looked at a young girl with large gold ear-rings, who was sitting in the chair next to him. Everyone was laughing, and then they began to sing 'Happy birthday to you'. They were all looking at the girl, but she herself just sat there without a smile on her face. The song came to an end, and there was another loud cheer and more laughing and shouting. Someone called out 'Twenty-one today, twenty-one today... ', and this time everyone in the restaurant sang too.

Suddenly there was a loud crash. Then someone screamed and a voice shouted, 'Bring a towel—quickly.' The man in the grey suit was lying across the table. He was holding his face, which was red with blood. On the table there was broken glass.

Someone said in a loud voice, 'What happened—did he fall?' Several people were speaking at the same time. 'It's his heart, you know ...' 'Joe's been in and out of hospital for years...' '...his head hit those glasses'.

The man was still lying across the table. Jennifer jumped up, and both she and Claire ran over to him.

'We're nurses,' said Jennifer. 'Can we help?'

There was a cut on the side of the man's face. It was deep and he was losing a lot of blood. A waiter ran up with a towel. Jennifer took it and held it to the cut. The man's mouth was open and he was making strange noises.

'He needs a doctor. We'll have to get him to hospital,' Jennifer said. She turned to Claire. 'You came here in your car, didn't you?'

'Yes, come on—we'll take him,' Claire replied.

They helped the man outside and put him in Claire's car. Jennifer jumped in beside him and they drove off. She was still holding the towel to the man's face. The blood was not coming so fast now and he was beginning to feel a little better.

'Where... where are we going?' he asked. 'Are you taking me home?'

'Just stay there and don't speak,' Jennifer told him. 'You fell and hurt yourself. You'll be all right, but you must see a doctor. We'll be at the hospital in a few minutes.'

At the word 'hospital' the man immediately tried to sit up. 'No, no,' he said angrily, 'I don't need to go to hospital. I'm feeling better now. Just take me home. And who are you?'

'I'm a nurse,' Jennifer told him. 'And you need to see a doctor. We're nearly there now. Just sit still—and stop talking.'

But the man was feeling stronger now and he would not be quiet. He pulled at Jennifer's arm and said loudly, 'I don't need a doctor. It's just a small cut on my face. I'm all right now. Take me home!' When Jennifer did not answer him, he said in a quieter voice. 'Come on now—listen to me. I'm feeling fine, really I am. There's no need to take me to hospital. They'll want to keep me there—they always do, because of my bad heart. You see, I have to meet some business people the day after tomorrow—it's very important. So just stop the car and I can get a taxi home.'

By now the car was at the door of the hospital. A nurse came to meet them and while Claire told her about the accident, Jennifer helped the man out of the car. He said something angrily to the nurse, but after a few seconds he went with her into the hospital. Jennifer and Claire drove away.

'What a difficult man!' said Claire crossly. 'No "Thank you for your help" or "You're very kind".'

'Some people never say thank you,' Jennifer said. 'Don't worry about it.'

When they got back to Maxim's, a police car was standing outside, with its blue light on. There was a small group of people around the door. Jennifer pushed through them, Claire behind her. They tried to go inside. A policeman moved forward and put up his arm. 'You'll have to wait here,' he told them.

'But we ordered dinner... and we haven't eaten yet,' said Claire.

But the policeman was not listening to them. He was looking through the glass door. Something was happening inside and people were moving about. Then one of Maxim's waiters opened the door and two policemen came out. They were holding a young girl between them. It was the girl from the birthday party, the girl with the unhappy face and the expensive gold ear-rings. The police pushed her into the back of their car and drove away quickly.

Jennifer and Claire looked at each other. What an evening! They waited two or three minutes, but the restaurant door was closed now and the policeman was standing in front of it again.

Neither of them felt hungry any more. They walked slowly towards the car. Claire was the first to speak. 'Come on, Jenny, let's enjoy ourselves—we're having a night out.' Jennifer did not speak.

Claire went on, 'Do you remember Maxim's little song on TV?' She began to sing:

Come where the music's wonderful,

Come where the food is fine.

Let's all meet at Maxim's,

We'll have a wonderful time.

She stopped. Jennifer was not pleased. 'All this is not really my idea of a wonderful time,' she said. 'I'm tired and I wanted a nice quiet evening, a good meal, and an early night.'

'Come on,' Claire replied. 'Let's go to another restaurant.'

'No, let's leave it till next week. I'll just walk home now.'

They said goodbye. Claire got into her car and called, 'See you next week, then.'

Jennifer walked slowly home. She felt unhappy and worried—worried about her young brother, Richard. She remembered his visit to the surgery earlier that evening. He was always in and out of jobs, and never had any money. A year ago he had a little trouble with the police, but Richard did not worry about it. He never worried about anything! He just laughed, and came to Jennifer to ask for more money. Both their parents were dead, and there were no other brothers or sisters. So Jennifer, fifteen years older than Richard, worried about her brother a lot.

She went past a jewellery shop with its lights on, and stopped to look in the window for a minute. She saw some ear-rings and then remembered the gold ear-rings on the girl at Maxim's. They were large and looked very expensive—and they looked all wrong next to that small unhappy face. Where did she get them? Jennifer smiled to herself. Perhaps the police were asking that question now.



surgery n. a place where a doctor or dentist gives treatment 诊所；牙医诊所；门诊（时间）

patient n. a person receiving or registered to receive medical treatment 病人

tired a. bored with something because it is no longer interesting, or has become annoying 厌倦的；厌烦的

shake v. move forcefully or quickly up and down or to and fro 摇；（猛力）摇动

cross adj. especially angry or annoyed 生气的；恼怒的

lost adj. become unable to find 迷失的；迷路的

cheer n. a shout of happiness, praise, approval, or encouragement 欢呼；喝彩；赞美声

come to an end be completed or finished 完结；终了；结束

crash n. a sudden loud noise made by something falling, breaking etc. 突然发出的巨响；（掉落、断裂等时发出的）碰撞声

scream v. to make a loud high noise with your voice because you are hurt, frightened, excited etc. （因疼痛、惊恐、兴奋等）尖声大叫

towel n. a piece of cloth that you use for drying your skin or for drying things such as dishes 毛巾；抹布

cut n. a wound that is caused when something sharp cuts your skin 切口；伤口；裂口

still adj. without moving 静止的；不动的

forward adv. towards a place or position that is in front of you 向前

move about go or pass from place to place 走来走去

be out of a job not have a job 失业

jewellery n. (also jewelry) small things that you wear for decoration, such as rings or necklaces ［总称］珠宝；首饰


1．马克西姆餐厅之夜

珍妮弗看了看候诊室墙上的钟。快8点半了，吉布森大夫房间里的灯依然亮着。我要迟到了，她自言自语道，为什么他不能快点儿呢？虽然星期四的夜间门诊总是很忙碌，但今晚的情况比通常更糟。

她迅速将报纸放进柜橱，随后脱下白大褂，也锁了进去。她正准备关灯，前门门铃响了起来。噢，不，别再有病人了，别在这个时候。她跑过去，打开了门。外面漆黑一片，但她依稀能分辨出是一个男人，两手深深地插在口袋里。他的头动了一下，灯光映照在他的脸上。
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“理查德！”她惊呼道，“你跑到这儿来做什么？”

“我能进去待一会儿吗？”

不等回答，他便从她身旁挤了进去。珍妮弗转向他。每当理查德来访，她都会很高兴，但这次他却来得不是时候。“很抱歉你不能待在这儿。我必须立即动身，和好朋友克莱尔共进晚餐，然后……”她停了下来，因为理查德的眼神看上去既疲惫又焦虑。

“出什么事儿了？”她问道。

就在这时，吉布森大夫从房间里喊道：“护士小姐，我是不是听到门铃响了？是又来病人了吗？”

“不是，只是我弟弟理查德。”她回应道。

她又回身问理查德，“出什么事儿了？”

他摇了摇头说：“我很好，只是……唉，我在工作上遇到了点儿麻烦。”

“麻烦？”

“也没什么，真的。我对老板说了些他不爱听的话，他因此对我大发脾气，最后叫我走人。就这样，我丢了工作。”

“噢，理查德，你以后别再这样了。你为什么要这么做？”珍妮弗开始对他感到生气，“你现在又没钱了，对吧？”

“别紧张，珍妮。我不要太多。20镑就够了，下周我就还你，说到做到。”他把一只手搭在她的胳膊上说，“你可以帮我这个忙的，对吧？只要20镑，我要买件礼物。”

“是的，我知道，我知道。要给一个特别的女孩儿买件礼物，就像上次和上上次一样。”珍妮弗很了解她的弟弟，也经常生他的气，但从未拒绝过他。她打开包，拿出钱递给了理查德。“但记住，下周就要还我。”
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理查德笑着，搂着他的姐姐说：“谢谢，珍妮。这次真的不同！她是个非同一般的女孩儿。不过，既然你着急出门，我现在就走。”

“别忘了，”她在他身后喊道，“下星期，20英镑。”

马克西姆餐厅里异常热闹，有一些在办公室里工作的青年男女、一些年纪较大的人、一群学生和几个剧团的人。珍妮弗环视了一下四周，想找到她的朋友。克莱尔通常坐在靠近窗户的座位上，但是今晚她并不在那儿。有人正举办宴会，那一侧的餐桌已是座无虚席。这时珍妮弗听到背后传来克莱尔的声音，“迷路了吗？我已经到这儿好半天了。”

“我知道我来晚了，”珍妮弗说，“我很抱歉。今天确实很忙。最后一个病人直到8点半才离开，之后理查德又跑来找我，他是来借钱的。他总想向我借钱。”

她们走到一张空桌子旁，一名服务员走了过来，为她们点菜。正在这时，窗户旁聚会的人群中响起一片欢呼声，一位身穿浅灰色西装的年长男士站了起来。几分钟的简短致词后，他举起了酒杯。其他人也都站起身，向一位佩戴着大大的金耳环的年轻女孩儿看过去，她就坐在这位男士身边的椅子上。所有人都笑着唱起了“祝你生日快乐”。他们都看着她，而她却独自坐在那儿，脸上没有一丝笑容。唱完生日歌，大家又兴高采烈地欢呼起来。有人大声喊道：“今天21啦，今天21……”这一次餐厅里的每个人都跟着唱了起来。
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忽然，轰隆一声巨响，有人尖叫起来，一个声音大喊道：“拿毛巾来，快！”身穿灰色西服的男士倒在了桌子上，他用手捂住已经被血染红了的脸。桌子上到处都是打碎的玻璃杯。
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有人大声喊道：“出什么事儿了？他摔倒了吗？”与此同时，另一些人在一旁议论纷纷，“要知道，他的心脏……”“乔这些年已经变成医院的常客了……”“……他的头撞在了那些杯子上。”

那位男士仍然躺在桌子上。珍妮弗匆忙站起身，和克莱尔一起朝他跑了过去。

“我们是护士，”珍妮弗说，“能帮上忙吗？”

那位男士的脸有侧被划伤了，伤口很深，他失血很多。一位服务员手拿毛巾跑过来，珍妮弗接过毛巾，按住伤口。那位男士张着嘴，发出了奇怪的声音。

“他需要看大夫，我们必须把他送到医院去，”珍妮弗说。她转向克莱尔：“你开车来的，对吗？”

“没错。来吧，我们送他去医院。”克莱尔回答道。

她们把这位男士扶到了屋外克莱尔的汽车上，珍妮弗跳上车，坐在他的旁边，然后就出发了。珍妮弗仍旧用毛巾捂着他的脸，这时血已经流得不那么猛了，他开始觉得稍好一些。
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“这是哪里……我们这是去哪里？”他问道，“你们是要送我回家吗？”

“待在那儿了，别说话，”珍妮弗对他说，“你摔倒后伤到了自己。你很快就会没事的，不过你必须去看医生。再过一会儿我们就到医院了。”

一听到“医院”这个词，这位男士立刻就要起身。“不，不，”他生气地说，“我不需要去医院。我现在感觉好多了。请把我送回家。另外，你是谁？”

“我是护士，”珍妮弗告诉他，“你必须去看医生。我们马上就到了。静静地坐着，别说话。”

然而此时这位男士感觉恢复了一些，便不肯安静下来。他拽着珍妮弗的胳膊大喊道：“我不需要什么医生。我脸上不过是划了个小口子，现在已经没事了。送我回家！”见珍妮弗对他置之不理，他便轻声说：“拜托，听我说。我感觉很好，真的。根本没必要送我去医院。医生们会把我留下来的。因为我心脏不好，他们总想让我住院治疗。你要知道，后天我还要去见一些客户，而且事关重大。请把车停下来，我可以打车回家。”

此时车已经开到了医院门口。一名护士走出来接待他们，克莱尔将这场事故的情况告诉了她，珍妮弗则帮忙把他扶出了汽车。他怒气冲冲地对护士说了些什么，但几秒钟之后便跟她走进了医院。随后珍妮弗和克莱尔便驱车离开了。

“真是个麻烦的人！”克莱尔没好气地说，“连句‘谢谢你的帮助’或‘你真是个好人’这样的话都没有。”

“有些人从来不会说谢谢，”珍妮弗说道，“别为这事心烦了。”

当她们返回到马克西姆餐厅时，一辆亮着蓝灯的警车正停在外面。一小群人围在大门旁。珍妮弗从人群中挤了过去，克莱尔紧跟其后。她们想进到餐厅里面。一位警察走上前来，抬起手拦住了她们。“你们必须在此等候。”他告诉她们说。

“但是我们已经点好了晚餐……，而且还什么都没吃呢，”克莱尔说道。

然而这名警察根本没留意她们在说些什么。他正透过玻璃门向屋里张望。只见屋里的人们来回走动着，似乎发生了什么事情。接着马克西姆餐厅的一位服务员推开了门，两名警察押着一个年轻的女孩儿走了出来。她正是生日宴会上那位戴着昂贵金耳环、郁郁寡欢的女孩儿。警察把她推进警车的后排座位上，迅速开走了。
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珍妮弗和克莱尔对视了一下。多么不寻常的一个晚上啊！她俩又等了两三分钟，但此时餐厅的门已被关上了，那位警察再一次站到了餐厅门前。

此时两个人谁也不觉得饿了。她们慢悠悠地朝汽车走去。克莱尔先开了口：“别不高兴了，珍妮。咱们来尽情地享受吧，今晚是出来散心的。”珍妮弗一声不吭。

克莱尔继续说道：“你还记得电视上播放的马克西姆餐厅那首小曲吗？”她开始唱道：

快来这音乐的圣地，

快来这美食的天堂，

齐聚马克西姆，

共享欢乐时光。

她停了下来。珍妮弗看起来不太开心。“这一切并不是我所想象的欢乐时光，”她说道，“我累了，本想安安静静好好过一晚，享受一下美味佳肴，然后早点休息的。”

“好了，”克莱尔回答说，“咱们换一家餐馆吧。”

“算了，还是改在下个星期吧。我现在只想回家。”

于是她们互相道了别。“那么，下周再见吧。”克莱尔上车后说道。

珍妮弗步履缓慢地往家走。她闷闷不乐，并为她的弟弟理查德感到忧心忡忡。她又想起了晚上早些时候理查德跑到她诊所找她时的情景。他总是不断找到新工作又不断地失业，且从来都是身无分文。一年前他还和警方扯上了麻烦，但理查德对此却毫不在乎。他从不把任何事情放在心上！他只是一笑而过，然后去向珍妮弗要更多的钱。他俩的父母双双过世，再无其他兄弟姐妹。因此比理查德大15岁的珍妮弗总是对她的弟弟放心不下。

她路过了一家珠宝店，店内仍开着灯，于是她停下脚步，向橱窗里看了一会儿。她看见了一些耳环，不禁想起了马克西姆餐厅里那个女孩儿所佩戴的金耳环。那对耳环很大，似乎价值不菲，看起来与那张娇小而愁眉不展的脸庞格格不入。她从哪儿得到的这对耳环？珍妮弗微微一笑。或许现在警察正在问这个问题呢。


2
A visit from the police

Jennifer did not sleep well that night. She woke up feeling tired and unhappy. When she arrived at Dr Gibson's surgery, she looked into the waiting-room. It was nearly full. Another busy morning, she said to herself. Just then she heard the doctor's car outside. He hurried in and went into his room.

Three hours later he finished with his last patient. Jennifer brought a cup of coffee and put it on Dr Gibson's desk. He said thanks and she turned to go.

'Er—just a minute,' he called after her, 'I want a word with you.' He sounded a little cross. 'There was a phone call for you this morning—about an hour ago. You were busy at the time so I answered it.'

'Oh, who was it?'

'Let me see—I wrote it down somewhere.' He began to move the papers on his desk. 'She said that she was a friend of your brother's.'

'My brother? But why did she want me?'

'Ah, here it is.' He gave Jennifer a piece of paper. On it was a name—Wendy. 'She didn't leave a number. She'll call you again at home.'

Jennifer looked at the name. Wendy?... Wendy who? she asked herself.

'Thank you, Dr Gibson,' she said.

'And tell her, please, no phone calls during surgery hours.'

'I'm sorry. It won't happen again.' Jennifer wanted to explain that she did not know this Wendy but decided not to. A few minutes later Dr Gibson shouted goodbye to her and Jennifer was alone. She knew a few of Richard's friends but nobody called Wendy. But Richard changed his girl friends as often as his shirts! Jennifer did not try to remember all their names.

*　　*　　*

At the end of the day Jennifer arrived at her flat and was going up the stairs when she heard voices above. Two men were standing outside her door. One of them came up to her. 'Miss Walton?' he asked. 'My name's Detective Barrett. I'd like to ask you a few questions, please. Can we come in?'

She turned the key in the lock and pushed open the door, and all three of them went inside and sat down.

'It's about Mr Richard Walton. He's your brother, I think,' Barrett began. He spoke softly but he had a hard voice, cold and unfriendly, and his light blue eyes never left Jennifer's face. 'When did you last see him?'

Jennifer told him.

'And before that?'

'I'm not sure—about three or four weeks ago.'

Those light blue eyes were still on her. She was beginning to feel uncomfortable.

'You didn't see him last weekend, then?'

'No.'

'Try to remember—did he come here last Saturday? In the evening?'

'No.'

'You're sure?'

'Yes, of course I'm sure.'

Barrett's voice became a little louder. 'You didn't meet him in some other place? At the airport perhaps?'

'No, I didn't. I haven't seen him for nearly a month, I tell you. Until last night, I mean.'

'Last night...' Barrett said after her. 'Tell us more about last night. You took a man to hospital...from Maxim's restaurant.'

'Yes.'

'A friend of yours?'

'I never saw him in my life before. He fell and hurt himself. They said that he had a bad heart so I went to the hospital with him. That's all.'

'You never saw him before? You surprise me, Miss Walton.' Barrett was watching her carefully. 'You didn't know that he was Mr Joe Kelly, your brother's boss?'

'No, I didn't.'

'Really? You didn't know him? Very strange, don't you think?'

All these questions—she was feeling angry now. She stood up and went across to Barrett. 'Look, Detective Barrett, I'm getting tired of this. What's it all about? You want me to answer your questions and you don't tell me why. What's the matter—I want to know. Is Richard in trouble?'

Barrett held up his hands. 'All right, take it easy.' He gave a little smile but his eyes were cold and he was still looking hard at Jennifer. The other detective said something quietly to Barrett. Then Barrett went on, 'Your brother—what do you know about his girl friend?'

'His girl friend?'

'Yes, Wendy. He works with her at Joe Kelly's.'

Wendy! The mystery telephone call at the surgery that morning! Jennifer tried to hide her surprise. She looked first at Barrett, then at the other man. Then she said coldly, 'Richard doesn't talk to me about his girl friends.'

'He's told you about Wendy, I'm sure. They're very friendly, the two of them. They went to Germany together.' He turned to the other man. 'Last weekend, wasn't it?'

The second detective moved a little nearer and spoke quietly to Barrett. 'She doesn't know anything about this. You'll have to explain it to her.'

Barrett turned to Jennifer again. 'We're looking for some stolen jewellery, from Germany. And we believe that your brother knows something about it. You won't like this, Miss Walton, but your brother works for a criminal, a thief, and one of these days he's going to find himself in trouble.'

'But my brother lost his job yesterday. He told me last night. So he doesn't work for this man any more.'

Barrett smiled. 'Perhaps he doesn't...or perhaps he wants people to think that he doesn't work for Kelly.' He went on. 'If you don't want to see your brother in prison, tell him to keep away from Kelly. And from beautiful young girls like Wendy.'

Jennifer looked at him and said nothing.

Barrett stood up. He looked at the other man and they both moved to the door. Jennifer followed and opened it for them.

'Good night, Miss Walton. Thanks for your help.'

They walked to the top of the stairs. Jennifer waited for a few seconds, then went inside and closed the door.

Oh Richard, she thought. What is happening? What are you doing? Why can't you stay out of trouble?

She telephoned Richard's flat, but there was no answer. So she went to bed, and worried half the night about her young brother.

*　　*　　*

The next day, Saturday, she worked only in the morning. When Dr Gibson's surgery finished, she went home to have lunch. Then she planned to go round to Richard's flat and talk to him. But when she got into her flat, the telephone was ringing. She ran across the room and answered it.

'Hello, is that Jennifer Walton?' someone asked. It was a girl's voice.

'Yes, Jennifer here. Who's speaking?'

The caller was silent for a second or two, then said, 'You don't know me, but I'm a friend of your brother's. Are you free just now? I need to see you. It's important.' She went on quickly. 'I'm just round the corner from your flat. Can I come up? I'll be there in three minutes.' And she put the phone down.

Jennifer was waiting at the door when her visitor arrived. She looked at her in surprise. She knew that face. It was the young girl from Maxim's, but without the gold ear-rings today.

The girl was also surprised. 'I saw you at Maxim's on Thursday night,' she said. 'You took Joe Kelly to hospital. Are you Jennifer, Richard's sister?'

'Yes,' said Jennifer. She looked at her visitor, and began to put two and two together. 'And you must be Wendy.'

'Yes,' the girl said.

Jennifer stood back, and the girl went inside. They sat down and Jennifer looked at the girl coldly. So this was Richard's girl friend... who worked for the criminal, Joe Kelly. She had a beautiful little face and looked very unhappy, but Jennifer did not want to like her.

'What do you want to see me about?' she asked.

'It's difficult to explain,' the girl began. She looked unhappily at Jennifer's unfriendly face. 'You see, Richard has told me about you. He says that you're very kind... you always help him. He gave me your phone numbers and said...' She stopped, and Jennifer waited. 'He said that I could ask you for help.'

Jennifer smiled to herself. Always the kind big sister, she thought. She looked at the girl's small, worried face.

'Well, go on, then,' she said more kindly. 'Tell me all about it. I hope that Richard's not in trouble.'

'You see, I work for Joe Kelly,' Wendy began. She talked for a long time, and Jennifer listened carefully.

This was Wendy's story.



stair n. (usu. in pl.) a set of steps built for going from one level of a building to another （楼层之间的）楼梯

detective n. a police officer whose job is to discover information that will result in criminals being caught 侦探；警探

softly adv. in a soft, gentle, or quiet manner （声音）轻地；轻柔地

uncomfortable adj. uneasy; causing or feeling disquiet 不安的；不自在的

boss n. a person in charge; an employer, manager, or over seer 老板；上司

in trouble a situation in which someone in authority is angry with you or is likely to punish you 有了麻烦；受到牵连

mystery n. something that is impossible to understand or explain or about which little is known 神秘（性）

hide v. to not show your feelings to people 隐藏；掩盖（自己的感情）

criminal n. a person who has committed a crime or crimes 罪犯

prison n. a large building where people are kept as a punishment for a crime, or while waiting to go to court for their trial 监狱；看守所

keep away prevent from being near （使）不靠近，（使）远离

caller n. a person who pays a visit or makes a telephone call 来访者；打电话者

silent adj. not saying anything 不作声的

visitor n. a person who visits a person or place 访问者；来客

put two and two together to guess the meaning of something you have heard or seen 根据现有的事实推断；综合起来判断


2．警察来访

珍妮弗整晚都没睡好，醒来时依然觉得疲惫，心情很糟。到达吉布森大夫的诊所后，她朝候诊室里瞧了瞧，里面几乎坐满了人。她暗想，又是一个繁忙的早晨。这时她听到了屋外吉布森大夫的汽车声。他匆匆忙忙地走进了自己的房间。

三个小时之后，他看完了最后一个病人。珍妮弗端来了一杯咖啡，放在了吉布森大夫的桌上。他说了声谢谢，珍妮弗随即转身要走。

他叫住她说：“嗯——稍等，我有几句话想跟你说。”听他的语气似乎有些生气。“今天早上，大概一个小时前，有个电话找你。当时你忙得脱不开身，所以我接了。”

“哦，是谁打来的？”

“让我看看，我把它写在什么地方了。”他翻弄着桌上的文件。“她说她是你弟弟的一个朋友。”

“我弟弟？但她打电话找我干什么？”

“噢，在这儿呢。”他递给珍妮弗一张纸。上面写着一个人的名字——温迪。“她没有留下电话号码。她会再给你家里打电话的。”

珍妮弗看着上面的名字。温迪？……哪个温迪？她问自己道。

“谢谢你，吉布森大夫。”她说。

“麻烦你告诉她，就诊时间不要打电话来。”

“我很抱歉。不会再有下次了。”珍妮弗本想向他解释她根本不认识这个叫温迪的人，但她又打消了这个念头。几分钟后吉布森大夫大声说了句“再见”便离开了，屋里只剩下了珍妮弗一人。理查德的朋友她倒认识一些，可却没有一个叫温迪。但是理查德换女朋友就像换衬衫一样频繁！珍妮弗无法把她们的名字全都记下来。

*　　*　　*

一天结束后，珍妮弗回到了寓所。上楼的时候，她听到楼上有说话声。两名男子正站在她家门口，其中一位向她走来。“您是沃尔顿小姐吗？”他问道，“我是警探巴雷特。请允许我问你几个问题。我们可以进屋吗？”
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她用钥匙开了锁，然后将门推开，三个人进屋坐了下来。

“是关于理查德·沃尔顿先生的事情。我想他是你弟弟。”巴雷特开始说道。他说话声音很轻，但却强硬、冷淡，让人感到不友好，他那双淡蓝色的眼睛一直目不转睛地盯着珍妮弗的脸。“你最后一次见到他是什么时候？”

珍妮弗告诉了他。

“那么之前一次呢？”

“我不是很确定，大概是三四个星期之前吧。”

这双淡蓝色的眼睛依然注视着她。这让她开始感到很不自在。
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“这么说来上个周末你没有见到他喽？”

“没有。”

“试着好好想想。上周六他来过这儿没有？晚上的时候？

“没有。”

“你肯定吗？”

“是的，我当然可以肯定。”

巴雷特稍稍提高了嗓门。“你没在其他地方见过他吗？比如说在机场？”

“是的，我没见过他。告诉你我差不多已经一个月没见过他了。我的意思是直到昨天晚上。”

“昨晚……”巴雷特接过她的话。“请告诉我们更多关于昨晚的情况。你从马克西姆餐厅……送一位男士去了医院？”

“是的。”

“他是你的朋友？”

“我以前从没见过他。他摔倒后伤着了自己。他的同伴们说他心脏不好，所以我就送他去了医院。就这样。”

“难道你以前从没有见过他吗？沃尔顿小姐，你真让我感到吃惊。”巴雷特仔细观察着她的表情。“难道你不知道他就是乔·凯利先生，你弟弟的老板吗？”

“是的，我不知道。”

“真的吗？你不认识他？你不觉得这太奇怪了吗？”

这一连串的问题开始让她感到恼怒。她站起身，走向巴雷特，“听着，巴雷特警探，我简直烦透了。这一切是怎么了？你想让我回答你的问题，却不告诉我是为了什么。我想知道出了什么事。是理查德遇到了什么麻烦吗？”

巴雷特抬起了手。“没什么，别紧张。”他挤出一丝微笑，但那双冷漠的眼睛仍死死盯住珍妮弗。另一位警探悄悄地对巴雷特说了些什么，然后巴雷特继续说道，“你弟弟——你认识他的女朋友吗？”

“他的女朋友？”

“是的，温迪。理查德和她同在乔·凯利的公司做事。”

温迪！早上在诊所接到的神秘电话！珍妮弗试图掩饰内心的惊奇。她先看了看巴雷特，又看了看另一位警探。然后冷冷地说：“理查德没跟我提起过他的女朋友。”

“我敢肯定他跟你提起过温迪。他们彼此相处得非常融洽，还一起去了德国。”他扭头对另一个警探说，“是上周末，对吧？”

另一个警探稍稍凑近了一些，轻声对巴雷特说：“她对此毫不知情。你得向她解释解释。”

巴雷特又回过头对珍妮弗说：“我们正在寻找一批从德国偷来的珠宝。我们相信你弟弟了解一些情况。沃尔顿小姐，这话你恐怕不爱听，但你弟弟是在为一个罪犯、一个小偷效劳，很快他就会发现自己惹上麻烦了。”

“但我弟弟昨天丢了工作。他昨晚告诉我的，所以他以后不会再为这个人干活了。”

巴雷特笑了。“他有可能不再为凯利工作了，也有可能只是想让别人这么认为。”他接着说道，“如果你不想看到你弟弟坐牢的话，就让他离凯利远点儿，还有离像温迪这样年轻漂亮的女孩远点儿。”

珍妮弗看着他，一言不发。

巴雷特站起身，瞅了另一位警探一眼，便和他一起朝大门走去。珍妮弗跟在他们身后，为他们打开了门。

“晚安，沃尔顿小姐。感谢你的帮助。”

他们走到了楼梯口。等了几秒钟之后，珍妮弗走进屋，关上了门。

噢，理查德，她心里想道。出什么事儿了？你在做什么呢？为什么你就不能不惹是生非呢？

她给理查德的住所打了电话，但无人接听。于是她上床躺了下来，并且整整半宿都在为她这个弟弟担忧。

*　　*　　*

翌日是星期六，她只有一个上午的班。在吉布森大夫的诊所里忙完后，她就回家吃午饭，然后打算绕道去理查德的公寓跟他谈谈。然而她刚进家门电话铃就响了，她穿过屋子，跑过去接起了电话。
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“你好，是珍妮弗·沃尔顿小姐吗？”对方问道。这是个女孩儿的声音。

“是的，我是珍妮弗。您是哪位？”

打电话的人沉默了片刻，然后说道：“你不认识我。我是你弟弟的一个朋友。你现在有时间吗？我想跟你见一面，这件事非常重要。”她又立即接着说，“我就在你公寓附近的拐角处。我能上去吗？3分钟就到。”她随即放下了电话。

当这位来访者到达时，珍妮弗正等在门口。眼前的女孩让珍妮弗大吃一惊，她认得这张面孔。她正是马克西姆餐厅里的那位年轻女孩，不过今天她没有戴那对金耳环。

那个女孩也同样感到很吃惊，“星期四的晚上我在马克西姆餐厅里见过你。”她说道，“你带乔·凯利去了医院。你真的是理查德的姐姐珍妮弗吗？”

“是的。”珍妮弗回答道。她上下打量了一下来访者，心里不由得开始推测。“那你一定是温迪了。”

“没错。”女孩儿说。

珍妮弗退后一步，让女孩儿进了屋。两人坐了下来，珍妮弗冷冷地看着这个女孩儿。这么看来她就是理查德的女朋友了……她为乔·凯利这个罪犯做事。她有一张娇小美丽的脸，满面愁容。不过珍妮弗并不希望自己喜欢上这个女孩儿。

“你想见我是为了什么事？”她问道。

“这事解释起来有些困难，”女孩儿开口说道。她郁郁地看着珍妮弗，而珍妮弗也显出了一脸的不友善。“你知道，理查德跟我谈起过你。他说你为人善良，……还总是帮着他。他把你的电话号码给了我，并且说……”她停了一下，珍妮弗等着她继续把话说完。“他说我可以找你帮忙。”
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珍妮弗暗自微微一笑，看着女孩儿那张娇小但却显得心事重重的脸，心想：“我一向都是慈爱的大姐姐。”

“那么，请接着讲吧，”她用更为温和的语气说道。“告诉我发生的一切。我希望理查德没有遇上什么麻烦。”

“要知道，我为乔·凯利做事，”温迪开始说道。她滔滔不绝地讲了好长时间，珍妮弗聚精会神地听着。

这便是温迪的故事。


3
Wendy's story


Kelly is not a nice man, and I've never liked him. I've worked for him for a year now. My father got the job for me—he told me to work hard and not to ask questions. Kelly often gets angry, and when he's angry, he shouts at everyone and his face goes very red. I'm afraid of him, but I don't want to lose my job. I need the money and it's not easy to find another job.

Richard started work at Kelly's about a month ago. We're good friends, but we don't talk much about our jobs. Nobody at Kelly's talks about the work. We don't really know what his business is. He has two garages in the town and he buys and sells old cars. But he also buys and sells a lot of other things, too—furniture, old pictures, jewellery. I think that some of these things are stolen, but I don't ask questions.

Ten days ago Kelly called me into his office. I stood there and waited. He began to say something to me, but he stopped and looked down at his papers. Then he took out his diary and opened it.

'Wendy, what are you doing next weekend?'

'I'm not sure, Mr Kelly.'

'How would you like to go on a little business trip? I'll pay you for it, of course.'

This surprised me, and I did not reply immediately. Then I said, 'A business trip, Mr Kelly?'

'Yes, to Germany... just for the day. It isn't a difficult job but it's important. What do you say?'

I did not know much about Mr Kelly's business, but I did know that there was something strange about these journeys to other countries. They happened every two or three months, and after them there were secret meetings in the office, often late in the evening. I decided that I did not want to go.

'But... but I've never been to Germany. Don't you think... well, perhaps you can ask one of the others.'

'I'm asking you, Wendy. I said that it was important and I want you to do it.' I began to say something but he was still speaking. 'I have friends in Frankfurt and they want to send me some things. They'll give you three small boxes, like egg boxes, and you'll bring them back here. There's nothing difficult about that, is there?'

I didn't say anything.

'Are you listening to me, Wendy?' he asked. 'I need you to do this job for me.' His voice was getting louder now.

I looked him in the face. 'I'm... I'm sorry, Mr Kelly. I've just remembered. I'm busy next weekend. I can't do it.'

He jumped up and his chair fell back. 'Now, just you listen to me, young woman. You work for me, remember that. I'm the person who pays you.' He caught my arm and shook me. 'This time I'm telling you, not asking you. You'll go to Frankfurt or there'll be trouble. You will leave on the first plane on Saturday morning and come back the same evening. With the three boxes. And don't say a word to anyone, do you understand?'

Then he walked out.

I didn't sleep much that night. Or the next. I wanted to tell Richard but he was out of town on another of Kelly's jobs. What could I do? I was afraid, and Kelly knew that I was afraid. He did not speak about it again but on Friday he called me into his office and gave me my plane ticket and some money. There was no escape.

Saturday morning came, and I went to the airport. While I was waiting there, I heard my name. I knew that voice immediately. I turned round. 'Richard!' I cried. 'Oh Richard, I'm so pleased to see you. But what are you doing here?' 'I'm coming with you. To Frankfurt. Kelly told me to. Look, here's my ticket.'

'You mean... Wait a minute. What did Kelly tell you?'

Richard was smiling. 'He told me to come with you, that's all. To stay with you... you know, on the plane... and in Frankfurt.'

I began to understand. 'He told you to watch me, you mean.'

When we were on the plane, Richard asked me about my work at Kelly's. He knew very little about Kelly's business and he knew very little about our trip to Frankfurt. I told him about the 'egg' boxes and why I was afraid. 'The boxes are small, Kelly said, so I think it's jewellery,' I told Richard. 'And I think...I think it's stolen jewellery.'

Then Richard got very angry, and said, 'Kelly can't send you on a job like this. Why doesn't he go himself?'

'But that's it, Richard. It's easier for a girl—Kelly knows that. He's clever, you know. But he thinks I'm afraid. So he's sent you to watch me.'

For a time Richard just sat there, and thought. After a while he turned to me. 'You're not going to do it—you're not going to carry stolen jewellery for that man. Leave it to me. I'll think of something, of some plan.' Then he was silent again.

When we arrived in Frankfurt, we went to a hotel for breakfast. Then Richard went off to buy a newspaper, and after that we sat around for about half an hour.

We had to meet Kelly's friends outside the hotel. When we walked out of the door, two men were waiting for us in a white Mercedes. We drove through the busy streets of the city and then into the country. Some time later we stopped at an old house with trees all around it. We all went inside and the men took us into a dark room at the back and left us there. It was cold and Richard gave me his coat. He was smiling quietly to himself.

We waited there in silence. In another room people were talking. We could hear their voices. Then the driver of the Mercedes came and took us upstairs. A short man in a dark green shirt was sitting at a desk. In front of him on the desk were three boxes. He was playing with a pen and watching us carefully. Richard spoke to him in German. I did not understand, but I heard Kelly's name and the man in the green shirt began to say something.

All at once there were noises outside, the sound of cars and voices and people running. The man jumped up from his desk and pulled a gun out of his pocket. He tried to get to the window but at that minute the door opened and three or four policemen ran in and jumped on him. There was a fight, but the police got his gun from him and held him on the floor. An older man arrived, a police inspector with grey hair, and began to give orders to the policemen. He called across the room to Richard and me in very good English, 'Are you all right? They didn't hurt you, did they?'

He gave some more orders and then he came across to Richard and held out his hand. 'Well done, young man. I must thank you for your help.' He turned to me. 'And thank you too. You've done very well, both of you. It's been a good day's work for all of us.'

I looked at Richard and he gave me a little smile. 'What does he mean?' I asked, but Richard did not answer.

The inspector then explained to me. 'Your friend phoned us this morning from your hotel. After that it was easy. We just waited near the hotel for the white Mercedes and then followed it here.'

The inspector took us back into Frankfurt in his car and when we arrived there, we went at once to his office. He ordered coffee for us and while we were waiting for it, he said, 'You've helped us a lot already but we need your help with one more thing. There's still Mr Kelly...and his friends. We have a plan for them.' Oh yes, he knew all about Joe Kelly.

He brought out the three boxes and put them on the table in front of us. Then he said, 'We would like you to take these back to England with you.'

Richard and I looked at him in surprise.

The inspector waited for a minute and then went on, 'You don't need to be afraid. Perhaps you're thinking about the British police, is that it? Everything will be all right. I will speak to Chief Superintendent Edwards in London, and there'll be no trouble for you. Now listen carefully.' He went on. 'Just give the jewellery to Kelly. He won't know about the "accident" to his German friends, and you must not tell anybody about it, or about our conversation today. That's very important. The British police will watch Kelly and wait. Do you understand?'

This plan sounded dangerous to me but Richard said, 'Yes, of course we'll do it, won't we, Wendy?' Richard is not afraid of Kelly, you see.

So we brought the boxes back with us on the Saturday evening plane from Frankfurt. We did not get back until nearly midnight but we took the boxes at once to Kelly's house. He told us to wait and then went into another room. When he came back, he was very happy. He put his hand in his pocket and took out some gold ear-rings. 'These are for you, Wendy—for your birthday next Thursday.'

'No, Mr Kelly, no, you mustn't. I can't take them, really I can't.'

'Of course you can,' Kelly laughed. 'You've worked hard for them. And we must have a party for you. Let's get some people together on Thursday night. Where would you like to go? To the Ritz? Or perhaps a disco? No, I know...', and he began to sing:

Let's all meet at Maxim's,

We'll have a wonderful time.

I told him three times that I didn't want a party but he didn't want to listen. He was too pleased with himself. 'Oh, yes, Wendy. We must have a party. And you must wear the ear-rings. Then I'll know you're my good little girl.' His mouth was smiling but his eyes were cold.

Richard said quietly in my ear, 'Just agree with him, Wendy. And take his ear-rings—you can give them back later. We don't want anything to go wrong now.'

The next few days passed very slowly. On Monday and Tuesday everything was quiet in the office. Kelly did not speak to me again about the visit to Frankfurt. He stayed in his office most of the time and was always on the telephone. No police came to the office, and nothing happened. I began to feel afraid.

Early on Wednesday morning Richard called in to see me. 'Is he in yet?' he asked. He looked at Kelly's door.

'Not yet. Why?'

'I want the keys to his office. just for a minute.'

'But Richard...'

'Come on, Wendy, he'll never know.'

'You can't go in there, Richard. He'll be here in a minute—it's too dangerous.'

'Please, Wendy. It won't take long. I'll be out again immediately.'

'But why... what do you want?'

'Don't ask questions. Just give me the keys—quickly.'

Of course in the end I gave him the keys. He opened Kelly's door and went inside. Some minutes passed and then he gave a shout. 'I think I've got something!'

I went in and saw that Richard was standing in front of Kelly's desk with a letter in his hand. He held it up for me. 'This', he said, 'is going to help us.'

'What do you mean?' I did not understand.

'Listen.' He read from the letter... the eggs arrived last weekend and they are now in my house, Be there on 18th April, 11 a.m.

'The 18th,' said. 'That's next Saturday.'

Just then I heard a car outside. 'That's him,' I cried. 'Quick, put that letter back. You must get out of here at once.'

I ran through to my office with Richard behind me. 'Out there—quick.' I pushed him into the kitchen and at the same time the door opened and Kelly walked in.

'Good morning, Wendy.' He did not stop but went into his office and closed the door behind him.

Richard then quickly left the office and I did not see him again that day. He phoned me the next afternoon, which was Thursday. I knew at once that he was unhappy about something.

'What's happened, Richard?' I asked.

'I'm not working for Kelly any more,' he told me. 'This morning Kelly told me to do another of his little jobs for him, and I said no. So he started shouting at me, and then he told me to go. So that's it—I'm looking for another job.' He gave a little laugh. 'And worse than that, he hasn't paid me, and now I can't buy you a birthday present.'

'Oh Richard, that's not important,' I said. 'But are you coming to Kelly's party for me at Maxim's tonight? I won't go without you. You must come.'

'I can't, Wendy. I'd like to be there, you know that. But we mustn't meet until after Saturday.'

'Why not? What's happening on Saturday? And what's happening about the...the egg boxes? What are the police doing? Kelly says I must wear my new gold ear-rings at the party, but I don't want to. They came from Frankfurt in one of those egg boxes, and they're stolen! Oh Richard, I'm afraid! What am I going to do?'

'Everything's going to be all right, Wendy. Really. I've got a plan. Just go to the party, and don't worry. I'll see you soon.'

Richard put the phone down, and I have not seen or heard from him since then.





garage n. a place that repairs or sells cars 汽车修理厂

furniture n. the movable equipment of a house, room, etc., e.g. tables, chairs, and beds ［总称］家具

journey n. an act of going from one place to another, esp. at a long distance （多指陆路长途的）旅行；行程

secret adj. kept or meant to be kept private, unknown, or hidden from all or all but a few 保密的	

escape n. the act of getting away from a place 逃脱

watch v. to be careful with or pay attention to 注意；当心

sit around to spend a lot of time sitting and doing nothing very useful 闲坐；无所事事

in silence without speech or other sound 安静地；沉默地；无声地

all at once without warning; suddenly 突然；忽然

fight n. an act of fighting in which two people or groups hit, push etc. each other 搏斗

police inspector a police officer below a superintendent and above a sergeant in rank （警察）巡官；警察分局局长

chief superintendent a senior police officer above the rank of inspector 总警司

call in pay a brief visit 到某人的家（或办公处等）访问

kitchen n. the room or area where food is prepared and cooked 厨房

hear from to receive news from someone 收到……的信（或电报等）


3．温迪的故事


凯利并不是个正派的人，我压根儿就不喜欢他。我为他做事已经有一年了。这份工作是我父亲帮我找的——他嘱咐我要勤勤恳恳地工作，不要问东问西。凯利经常发脾气，每当这时，他就会面红耳赤，对所有人大吼大叫。我很怕他，但又不想失去这份工作。我需要钱，而要找到其他工作又不那么容易。

理查德大约是在一个月前开始为凯利做事的。我们是很好的朋友，但却很少谈论工作上的事。为凯利做事的人都不会去谈论工作。我们并不知道他究竟做的是什么样的生意。他在城里拥有两家汽车修理厂，从事旧车买卖。不过他也买卖其他各色商品，如家具、古画、珠宝等。我想其中一些东西应该是偷来的，但我从不过问。

十天前，凯利把我叫进他的办公室。我站在屋里，等着他发话。他开始跟我说了些事，却又止住了，他低头看了看文件，然后拿出他的日记本打开来。

“温迪，下个周末你打算干些什么？”

“我还不太清楚呢，凯利先生。”

“出个小差你觉得如何？当然，我会给你酬劳的。”

他的话让我很是意外，我没有立即回答，问道：“凯利先生，您要我出趟差？”

“是的，去德国……当天去当天回。这份差事并不难，但极为重要。你觉得如何？”

对于凯利先生所从事的买卖我知之甚少，但我却觉得这些去其他国家的出差有些蹊跷。类似的情况每两三个月就会发生一次，而且之后总会在办公室秘密召开一次会议，时间通常都在深夜。我决定不去德国出差。

“可是……可是我从来都没去过德国。所以，您不觉得……哦，您或许可以让其他人去。”

“温迪，我是要你去。我说过这个任务很重要，我希望由你来完成。”我本想说些什么，但他却一直不停地说了下去：“我在法兰克福的朋友想送我些东西，他们会给你三个小盒，像鸡蛋盒一样，你把它们带回来就行了。这没什么难的，对吗？”

我什么也没说。

“温迪，你在听我说话吗？”他问，“我需要你替我完成这件事。”他的声音开始大起来。

我看着他的脸。“我……我很抱歉，凯利先生。我刚想起来，下个周末我很忙，恐怕我没法出差。”

他猛地跳起来，椅子倒在了后面。“现在，请你给我听着，年轻人。你要记住，你是在给我工作。是我给你支付薪水。”他一把抓住我的胳膊，把我晃来晃去。“这次我是在命令你，不是在请求你。你必须去法兰克福，否则就会有麻烦。你坐星期六早上的头班飞机离开，当天晚上带着那三盒东西回来。不要跟任何人说，明白吗？”
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说完他便走了出去。

那天晚上，也许是之后的那个晚上，我辗转难眠。我想告诉理查德，但他却出城处理凯利交代的另一件事情去了。我该怎么办呢？我惴惴不安，凯利也看出来了。他没再对此说些什么，直到星期五那天他把我叫进了办公室，把机票和一些钱给了我。这回真的逃不掉了。

到了星期六早上，我去了机场。当我正在候机时，听见有人叫我的名字。我立刻听出了那个声音。我转过身，“理查德！”我喊道。“噢，理查德，见到你太高兴了。可你在这儿做什么？”
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“我是来陪你的，去法兰克福。凯利让我来的。看，这是我的机票。”

“你是说……等等。凯利都跟你说了些什么？”

理查德笑了。“他让我陪你一起去，仅此而已。就是说，在飞机上陪着你……在法兰克福也是。”

我开始明白了。“你是说，他让你看着我。”

坐上飞机以后，理查德问起我在凯利公司的工作情况。对于凯利的生意他几乎一无所知，对于我们这次法兰克福之行他也知之甚少。我告诉了他那几个“鸡蛋”盒子的事以及我害怕的原因。“凯利说那些盒子很小，所以我认为那些应该是珠宝。”我告诉理查德，“而且我认为……我认为那些是偷来的珠宝。”

听到这儿，理查德愤愤不平地说道：“像这样的事凯利就不该叫你去做。为什么他不自己去？”

“但这就是问题所在，理查德。这件事由一个女孩儿来办会更轻而易举，凯利对此也心知肚明。要知道，他很精明。但是他认为我很害怕，所以派你来监视我。”

理查德坐在那里冥思苦想了一阵子。过了一会儿他转过身来对我说：“你不要去办这事了——你不要为他运送偷来的珠宝了。把这件事留给我处理。我会好好考虑，想出一个主意的。”说完他又沉默不语了。

到达法兰克福以后，我们走进了一家饭店吃早餐。吃完饭理查德出门买了份报纸，之后我们便无所事事地坐着待了半个小时。

我们要在饭店外面和凯利的朋友见面。当我们走出饭店大门时，两个男人正坐在一辆白色的奔驰车上等着我们。我们驱车驶过市区一条条川流不息的街道，开进了郊区，不久后在一栋绿树环抱的老房子前停了下来。我们都走了进去，那两个人把我们带进了后面一间昏暗的屋子，并把我们留在了那儿。屋里冷飕飕的，理查德便把他的外衣给了我。他暗自笑了笑。

我们静静地等在那里。此时另一个房间里有人正在交谈，说话声不绝于耳。接着奔驰车的司机走进来，把我们领到了楼上。一个身穿墨绿色衬衫的矮个子男人正坐在一张桌子旁，他面前的桌子上放着三个盒子。他一边手里玩着钢笔，一边仔细地打量着我们。理查德用德语与他交谈。我听不懂，但我听到了凯利的名字，之后这位穿绿衬衫的男子也开口说了些什么。

突然间屋外一阵嘈杂，有汽车声、说话声以及人们奔跑的脚步声。这名男子猛地从桌子边跳了起来，从口袋里掏出了一把枪。他试图走到窗前，但就在此刻门开了，三四名警察冲进来，扑到了他身上。经过一番搏斗，警察夺走了他的手枪，并把他按在了地上。一位年长的男子赶到了这里并开始对警察们下达指令，那是位头发花白的警察分局局长。他在屋子的另一边用流利的英语朝理查德和我喊道：“你们都还好吧？他们没有伤到你们吧？”
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他又做了进一步的指示，然后走到理查德身边，伸出手来。“干得好，年轻人。我要对你的帮助表示感谢。”他又转向我说：“也谢谢你。你表现得很出色，你们两个都是。今天的任务我们所有人都完成得很好。”

我看着理查德，他冲我微微一笑。“他说的是什么意思？”我问道，但理查德并没有回答。

接着，局长向我解释道：“你的朋友今早从饭店给我打来电话。而后的事情就很简单了。我们只是在饭店附近等那辆白色的奔驰车，然后尾随而来。”

局长用他的汽车把我们送回了法兰克福，等我们抵达那里后便立即前往了他的办公室。他为我们点了咖啡。等咖啡的时候，他说：“你们已经帮了我们很大的忙，但还有一件事需要你们的协助。凯利先生……以及他的一些同伙还没有落网。我们已经为他们设下了一个圈套。”噢，是的，他知道所有关于凯利的事。

他拿出那三个盒子，摆到我们面前的桌子上，然后说：“我们希望你们能把这些东西带回英国。”
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理查德和我诧异地看着他。

局长停顿了一下，然后接着说道：“不必担心。你们可能会担心英国警方那边，对吗？一切都会安然无恙的。我会告诉伦敦的总警司爱德华，你们不会遇上麻烦的。现在请仔细听好。”他继续说道，“把珠宝交给凯利就可以了。对于他这些德国朋友的“意外”他是不会知道的，你们绝对不可以向任何人提及此事以及我们今天的谈话。这一点至关重要。英国警方会监视凯利并等待时机。你们明白了吗？”

对我来说这个计划听起来危险重重，但理查德回答说：“是的，我们当然会这么做。对吗，温迪？”显然，理查德根本不怕凯利。

于是我们坐星期六晚上的航班从法兰克福将那几个盒子带了回来。直到将近午夜我们才回来，但我们立即赶往了凯利的住所。他让我们等一会儿，然后就进了另一个房间。他回来的时候满心欢喜，将手伸进口袋里，并掏出了一对金耳环。“这是给你的，温迪，是为你下周四的生日准备的。”
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“不，凯利先生，不，您不必送我东西。我不能收，我真的不能收。”

“你当然可以收下它们，”凯利笑着说，“你为此干得很卖力。我们一定要给你开个生日聚会。星期四晚上咱们找些人聚聚。你想去哪里？去里兹大饭店？或者可以去迪斯科舞厅？不，我知道了……，”他唱了起来：

齐聚马克西姆，

共享欢乐时光。

我再三跟他说我不想开生日聚会，但他根本听不进去，只顾着自我陶醉了。“哦，是的，温迪。我们一定要开个生日聚会，而且你必须戴上这金耳环。那么我会觉得你是个听话的小姑娘。”他的嘴在笑，然而眼神却是冰冷的。

理查德在我耳边悄声说道：“就答应他吧，温迪。收下他的耳环，你可以以后再交还。我们现在一点儿差错也不能有。”

之后的几天漫长难熬。星期一和星期二办公室里一切都是那么平静。凯利没再跟我说起这次法兰克福之行。他大部分时间都待在自己的办公室里，不停地打电话。没有警察来，什么事也没发生。我开始感到不安。

星期三一大早理查德跑来找我。“他在里面吗？”他问道，眼睛瞅着凯利的房门。

“他还没到呢。问这个干什么？”

“把他办公室的钥匙给我。就一会儿。”

“但是理查德……”

“快点儿，温迪。他不会知道的。”

“你不能进去，理查德。他马上就会到的。这太危险了。”

“求你了，温迪。用不了太长时间。我很快就会出来。”

“但是为什么……你想要什么？”

“别问这么多。把钥匙给我，快。”

当然，最后我还是把钥匙交给了他。他打开凯利的房门，走了进去。几分钟过去了，只听他大叫一声。“我想我找到了。”

我走进去，只见理查德站在凯利的桌子前，手里拿着一封信。他朝我举起信。“这个，”他说，“会帮得上我们。”
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“什么意思？”我没明白。

“听着。”他开始读手中的信……鸡蛋上周末已经拿到手了，现在就在我家里。4月18号上午11点见。

“18号，”我说。“是下个星期六。”

就在这时我听到了屋外的汽车声。“是他，”我惊呼道，“快，把信放回去。你必须立刻出去。”

我赶紧跑回办公室，理查德跟在我身后。“从那儿出去，快。”我把他推进了厨房，就在那一刻门开了，凯利走了进来。

“早上好，温迪。”他没有停下脚步，而是直接走进办公室并关上了门。

然后理查德便赶忙离开了，那天我没再看见他。第二天下午，也就是星期四，他给我打了电话。我一下就听出他有些不开心。

“出什么事了，理查德？”我问。

“我不再为凯利做事了，”他告诉我说，“今天早晨他又让我为他干点小活儿，我一口回绝了他。于是他便对我大喊大叫，并叫我走人。事情就是这样。我要再找份工作。”他轻轻笑了一声。“比这更糟的是，他没有付给我工资，所以我现在没钱给你买生日礼物。”

“噢，理查德，那不重要，”我说，“但是你会参加今晚凯利为我在马克西姆餐厅举办的生日聚会吗？没有你我是不会去的。你一定要来。”

“我来不了，温迪。我很想去，你是知道的。但是得到星期六之后我们才可以见面。”

“为什么不能见面？星期六会发生什么？还有那些……那些鸡蛋盒子又会怎样？警察正在干什么呢？凯利说我必须在生日聚会上戴上这对崭新的金耳环，可我不想戴。它们是从法兰克福带回的那几个鸡蛋盒子中的东西，它们是被盗的赃物！噢，理查德，我害怕极了！我该怎么办？”

“一切都会迎刃而解的，温迪。真的。我想到了一个计划。尽管去参加你的生日聚会吧，用不着担心。不久后我就会见到你的。”

理查德挂断了电话。自此之后我没再见到他，也没收到过他的信。




4
Another birthday present

Jennifer felt very sorry for Wendy. The girl's hands were shaking, and she was trying not to cry. Jennifer went and sat next to her, and put her arm round her.

'So what happened after the party on Thursday night, when the police took you away?' she asked quietly.

'Oh, it was terrible!' Wendy said. 'They took the ear-rings from me, of course, and they asked a lot of questions. I told them that the ear-rings were a present from Kelly, and I told them all about the police in Germany, but they didn't believe me. They told me to go to the office on Friday, and not to say anything to anybody. And they wanted to talk to Richard.'

Wendy turned to Jennifer. 'What am I going to do?' she asked. 'Why didn't the police believe me? Haven't the German police talked to them? And where's Richard? I can't find him.' She began to cry quietly.

Jennifer stood up. 'We must phone the police in Germany,' she said. 'I'll talk to that policeman, Barrett, who came to see me last night, and...'

Just then there was a knock on the door. Jennifer went to the door and called out, 'Who is it?'

'It's me! Richard! ' came Richard's excited voice.

Jennifer opened the door quickly. Beside Richard there were two policemen—Barrett and another taller man.

'Everything's OK,' Richard said happily. He turned to the two policemen and smiled. 'And you're not going to lock me up, are you?'

'I'm very pleased to hear that!' said Jennifer. 'But what's going on? Can somebody please explain?'

They all went into the sitting-room, and Wendy jumped up. She looked at the policemen and her face went white. Everybody began talking at once, and Richard put his arms round Wendy.

The tall policeman laughed and turned to Jennifer. 'My name is Edwards,' he said. 'I'm sorry about Barrett's visit to you last night, but we didn't know about Richard and Wendy then. I talked to the Frankfurt police an hour ago. We already knew about the stolen jewellery in Germany, of course, and we were watching Kelly. But they didn't tell us that they caught the German thieves last weekend, or about their little plan with Richard and Wendy. They wanted to keep it very secret. They were afraid that Kelly would hear about it. But we know now, and everything's all right.'

'But what about Kelly?' cried Wendy. 'And the egg boxes...?'

Barrett smiled. 'You'll have to find a new boss. Kelly is going to be in prison for a long time. We got him this morning. But it's Richard's story. He's been very helpful to us. He can tell you all about it.'

The two policemen left, and Jennifer turned to her young brother. He was sitting with his arm round Wendy, and her face was now bright and happy.

'Well!' Jennifer said. 'Start talking, Richard!'

'I've told Jennifer all about last week,' Wendy explained. 'And she was in Maxim's on Thursday night. But what happened this morning?'

Richard laughed. 'When I looked in Kelly's office last Wednesday, I found that letter about the "eggs". You remember, Wendy? Well, the German policeman told us to do nothing, but I wanted the British police to catch Kelly. Perhaps they were watching Kelly carefully, but I wanted to be sure. So early this morning I went to the police station and told them about the letter. They were not very friendly and they kept me in the police station. But they went to Kelly's house at eleven o'clock. They found Kelly there and two other men, who were buying the stolen jewellery from Kelly. So they brought Kelly and the two other men into the police station...and the egg boxes, of course. Kelly was very angry, and told the police that Wendy and I were the thieves! I told Barrett and Edwards about the German policeman's plan again and again, and in the end they telephoned Germany and talked to the inspector in Frankfurt. He explained everything. So here we are!'

Richard laughed again, happily. He put his hands in his pockets. 'And here's twenty pounds for my big sister, and a little birthday present for my favourite girl.'

Jennifer looked at him. She suddenly felt very happy about her brother. ' You can keep the money,' she said. 'It's not important. But I only gave it to you on Thursday night,' she said. 'How...?'

'I've got a new job,' said Richard. 'Started yesterday. And this time I'm not working for a jewellery thief!'

Wendy opened her present, and laughed for the first time that day. 'Oh look!' she said. 'It's some gold ear-rings! They're lovely.'

Richard laughed too. 'They're only small ear-rings, Wendy, but I can tell you this—they did not come from Frankfurt in an egg box!'



feel sorry for have pity or sympathy for (a person) 对……感到可惜

lock vt. to put someone in prison 把（某人）关进监狱

again and again repeatedly 再三地

favourite adj. preferred to all others 特别受喜爱的

lovely adj. beautiful or attractive 美丽的；可爱的


4．又一个生日礼物

珍妮弗对温迪深感同情。这个女孩儿的手在发抖，她试图压抑住自己不哭。珍妮弗走过去坐到她身旁，搂住了她。
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“那么星期四晚上的生日聚会上警察将你带走后又发生了什么？”她轻声问道。

“噢，简直糟糕透了！”温迪说，“不用说，他们从我这里拿走了耳环，接着他们又问了很多问题。我告诉他们耳环是凯利送我的礼物，并将德国警方的事情原原本本地全告诉了他们，但他们却不相信我。他们让我星期五去办公室，而且对任何人都要守口如瓶。另外，他们还想跟理查德谈一谈。”

温迪转向珍妮弗。“我该怎么办呢？”她问，“警察为什么不相信我？难道德国警方还没有跟他们进行沟通吗？还有，理查德在哪里？我找不到他。”她开始小声地哭了起来。

珍妮弗站起身。“我们必须给德国警方打电话，”她说，“我要跟那个警察，巴雷特，谈一谈。他昨晚找过我，还……”

这时门响了。珍妮弗走到门前，大声问道，“是谁啊？”

“是我！理查德！”门外传来了理查德激动的声音。

珍妮弗马上打开了门，只见在理查德身边站着两名警察——巴雷特和另外一位个头较高的男子。

[image: alt]

“一切顺利，”理查德高兴地说。他朝两个警察笑了笑，“你们不会把我关起来了，对吗？”

“听到这个我真是太高兴了！”珍妮弗说，“但发生了什么事？有谁能给我解释一下吗？”

当他们全都走进客厅时，温迪一下子站了起来。她看着警察，脸色顿时煞白。很快大家开始交谈起来，理查德搂住了温迪。

高个子警察笑着转向珍妮弗。“我叫爱德华，”他说。“对于昨晚巴雷特的来访我深表歉意，不过那时我们还不知道理查德和温迪的事。一个小时以前我才跟法兰克福警方通了话。我们已经知道了德国珠宝被盗一事，当然，我们一直在监视着凯利。但他们并没有告诉我们他们已于上周末抓获了德国的小偷，也没有说他们和理查德以及温迪之间的小计划。他们怕凯利会有所耳闻，想将此事保密。不过我们现在已经知道了，而且一切都顺利完成了。”

“但是凯利呢？”温迪喊道，“还有那几个鸡蛋盒子……？”

巴雷特笑了。“你得去找个新老板了。凯利将在牢里待很久。今天早晨我们抓到了他。不过，那就要听听理查德讲故事了。他帮了我们的大忙。他会将事情的始末全都告诉你。”

两名警察离去了，珍妮弗转向她的弟弟。他正搂着温迪坐在那里。此时温迪已是神采奕奕，一脸阳光。

“好啦！”珍妮弗说，“开始讲吧，理查德。”

“上周的事情我已全都讲给珍妮弗听了，”温迪解释道。“而且星期四晚上她恰好也在马克西姆餐厅。但是今天早晨又发生了什么？”

理查德笑了。“上个星期三当我进凯利的房间查看时，我发现了那封有关‘鸡蛋’的信。你还记得吧，温迪？唉，德国警方让我们别轻举妄动，但我希望英国警方能抓到凯利。或许他们正严密地监视着凯利的一举一动，但我想得到确认。所以今天早上我去了警察局，将信上所说的内容告诉了他们。他们表现得不太友好，并将我扣留在了那里。不过11点的时候他们还是去了凯利家，在那儿发现了凯利和另外两名男子，这两个人正要从凯利那里购买偷来的珠宝。于是他们将凯利及那两名男子带回了警察局……当然，还有那几个鸡蛋盒子。凯利大发雷霆，告诉警察温迪和我是偷窃珠宝的小偷。我将德国警方的计策跟巴雷特和爱德华重复了一遍又一遍，最后他们给德国打了电话，并和法兰克福的警察分局局长通了话。局长将事情全盘解释了一遍。所以我们都来了这儿！”

理查德又开心地笑了。他把手伸进了口袋里。“这20英镑是还给姐姐的，这件小生日礼物则送给我最心爱的女孩儿。”
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珍妮弗看了看他，她忽然间为这个弟弟感到无比开心。“这些钱你自己留着吧，”她说。“这并不重要。但这是星期四晚上我刚刚给你的，”她说，“怎么……？”

“我已经找到了一份新工作，”理查德说。“昨天开始上班的。这次我不会再为一个珠宝大盗做事了！”温迪打开了礼物，这是她一天里第一次笑。“哦，看呐！”她说，“是对金耳环！真漂亮。”

理查德也笑了。“只是对小耳环，温迪，但我可以向你保证——它们与法兰克福的鸡蛋盒子毫不相干。”


ACTIVITIES

Before Reading

1．Read the story introduction. What do you know now about the story? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) Richard is always borrowing money.

YES □／NO □

2) Richard has a good job.

YES □／NO □

3) Jennifer worries about her brother.

YES □／NO □

4) The police are looking for Richard.

YES □／NO □

5) The police are looking for Jennifer.

YES □／NO □

6) Richard went to Frankfurt by plane.

YES □／NO □

7) Jennifer has some expensive gold ear-rings.

YES □／NO □

2．What will you find out in this story? Can you guess? Choose some names to answer these questions.

Richard/Jennifer/Richard's girl friend/Another person

1) Who stole the ear-rings?

2) Who gave the ear-rings to Richard's girl friend?

3) Who brought the ear-rings from Frankfurt to England?

4) Who gets into trouble with the police?

5) Who asks Jennifer for help?

6) Who helps the police to catch a thief?


ACTIVITIES

While Reading

1．Read Chapter 1. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)? Change the false sentences into true ones.

1) Richard wanted to borrow twenty pounds.

2) Jennifer was cross so she didn't give Richard the money.

3) Jennifer went to Maxim's restaurant alone.

4) The girl who was having a birthday party looked happy.

5) A man called Joe fell and cut his face on some glass.

6) Jennifer and Claire took the man to hospital.

7) The girl with expensive gold ear-rings was taken away by the police.

8) Jennifer worried about her brother.

9) Jennifer knew that Richard worried about everything.

2．Read Chapter 2, and then answer these questions.

Who

1) ... phoned to speak to Jennifer?

2) ... was waiting for Jennifer outside her flat?

3) ... was Mr Joe Kelly?

4) ... was Wendy?

5) ... went to Germany last weekend?

6) ... was a criminal?

7) ... came to see Jennifer the next day?

3．Before you read Chapter 3, can you guess why Wendy wants to talk to Jennifer? Choose some of these answers.

1) Because she is afraid and doesn't know what to do.

2) Because she wants to borrow money.

3) Because she is angry with Richard.

4) Because she is worried about Richard.

4．Read Chapter 3. Choose the best question-word for these questions, and then answer them.

What/Where/Why

1) ... did Wendy want to keep her job?

2) ... was Kelly's business?

3) ... did Kelly want Wendy to go at the weekend?

4) ... did Kelly want Wendy to bring back?

5) ... did Richard go with Wendy on the business trip?

6) ... did Richard do after breakfast in Frankfurt?

7) ... did Kelly's friends drive Richard and Wendy?

8) ... did the German police come to the house?

9) ... was in the egg boxes?

10) ... did the police ask Richard and Wendy to do?

11) ... did Kelly give Wendy for her birthday?

12) ... did Richard find a letter about the 'eggs'?

13) ... was Richard looking for another job?

14) ... didn't Wendy want to wear the ear-rings at her party?

5．Before you read Chapter 4, can you guess what happens? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) Jennifer takes Wendy to the police.

YES □／NO □

2) The stolen jewellery is never found.

YES □／NO □

3) The police catch Kelly with Richard's help.

YES □／NO □

4) Richard borrows more money from Jennifer.

YES □／NO □

5) Richard gives Wendy some gold ear-rings.

YES □／NO □

6．Read Chapter 4. Then join these halves of sentences.

1) When Richard arrived at Jennifer's flat, ...

2) At first Jennifer and Wendy were afraid, ...

3) Richard wanted the British police to catch Kelly, ...

4) The police went to Kelly's house at eleven o'clock...

5) At the police station Kelly said that Wendy and Richard were the thieves, ...

6) Jennifer felt very happy about Richard...

7) Richard also gave Wendy a birthday present, ...

8) but then the police and Richard explained everything.

9) because he wanted to give the twenty pounds back to her.

10) there were two policemen with him.

11) which made Wendy laugh for the first time that day.

12) and found Kelly, two other men, and the egg boxes.

13) but the police phoned the inspector in Frankfurt and learnt the true story.

14) so he told them about the 'eggs' letter.


ACTIVITIES

After Reading

1．Match the people with the sentences. Then use the sentences to write about each person. Use pronouns (he, she, him, her, his) and linking words (and, but, so).

Jennifer/Richard/Wendy/Kelly

Example: Jennifer is a quiet, sensible person, and she...

1) ________ is a criminal.

2) ________ is Jennifer's brother.

3) Jennifer is a quiet, sensible person.

4) ________ is fifteen years younger than Jennifer.

5) ________ is Richard's girl friend.

6) ________ is a kind sister.

7) ________ uses other people for criminal business.

8) ________ couldn't find Richard after her birthday party.

9) ________ is sometimes cross with Richard.

10) ________ has had a lot of girl friends.

11) ________ was Richard's and Wendy's boss.

12) ________ can never say 'no' to Richard.

13) ________ went to Richard's sister to ask for help.

14) ________ thinks Wendy is very, very special.

15) ________ is in prison now.

2．What did Richard say to Kelly about Kelly's 'little job' (see here)? Complete Richard's part of the conversation. (Use as many words as you like.)

KELLY: Sit down, Richard. I have a little job for you on Friday night.

RICHARD: What ________?

KELLY: It's not a difficult job, but it's important. I want you to drive a car to Liverpool, and come back by train.

RICHARD: I don't think ________.

KELLY: I'm not interested in what you want. I'm TELLING you to do this. I'm the person who pays you.

RICHARD: Yes, but I won't ________.

KELLY: Criminal? It's just driving a car to Liverpool.

RICHARD: Well, I'm not ________.

KELLY: Right. You've just lost your job—and you can go now.

RICHARD: What about ________?

KELLY: I'm paying you nothing. GET OUT!

3．Here are new titles for the four chapters. Put the titles in two groups (one about people, one about things). Then put the titles in each group in the best order for the story.


  
    	Richard explains
    	The stolen ear-rings
  

  
    	The birthday party ear-rings
    	Richard in Frankfurt
  

  
    	Richard borrows money
    	The egg-box ear-rings
  

  
    	The last ear-rings
    	Richard in trouble
  



4．Put these 15 words into two groups, under these headings.

PEOPLE　PLACES

airport, boss, criminal, detective, flat, garage, hospital, hotel, inspector, nurse, office, patient, surgery, thief, waiter

Now find the fifteen words in the word search, and draw lines through them. The words go from left to right, and from top to bottom.
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Now write down all the letters that don't have a line through them (begin with the first line and go across each line to the end). You will have 37 letters, which will make a sentence of 10 words.

1) What is the sentence?

2) Who said it, and to whom?

3) What was the person talking about?

5．On Saturday Richard went to the police about the 'eggs' letter. Put their conversation in the right order, and write in the speakers' names. Richard speaks first (number 3).

1) ________ 'Yes, we did, but the German police asked us to bring it back. They had a plan—'

2) ________ 'How do you know it's in Kelly's house?'

3) ________ 'I have something to tell you about Joe Kelly.'

4) ________ 'Eleven o'clock? Right. You wait here, Mr Walton. We'll talk to you later.'

5) ________ 'He's got some stolen jewellery an—'

6) ________ 'Plan? We don't know anything about a plan, but we want this jewellery. Where is it, Mr Walton?'

7) ________ 'Because I saw a letter in his office. And he's metting some people at his house at eleven o'clock.'

8) ________ 'Joe Kelly? Go on, Mr Walton, we're listening.'

9) ________ 'It's in Kelly's house, in three egg boxes, and—'

10) ________ 'And you and your girl friend went to Frankfurt to get the jewellery for him, didn't you, Mr Walton?'

6．What did you think about the people in this story? Choose some names and complete some of these sentences.

Jennifer/Richard/Wendy/Joe Kelly

1) I liked/didn't like ________ because________.

2) I felt sorry for ________ when/because________.

3) I felt angry with ________ when/because________.
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内容简介

她5岁零3个月，穿着白色的长睡裙，有一头金发，大大的眼睛像意大利夏日的天空一样湛蓝，声音温柔而甜美。她想要阿德里安带她去找远方的妈妈。

阿德里安放假了，正与父母一同在意大利旅行。一天晚上，他们来到亨德森庄园，决定在此过夜。深夜醒来，阿德里安发现房间里有一个小女孩，她叫阿利格拉，长着蓝色的大眼睛，小手冰凉。阿德里安先是大吃一惊，然后他记起来女主人基娅拉·亨德森说过自己有一个小女儿。可阿利格拉为什么说她妈妈在很远的地方呢？而且阿德里安卧室的门是锁着的，阿利格拉是怎么进来的呢？

阿德里安疑惑不解，决定第二天一早去向阿利格拉的母亲问个究竟，可是，等待他的却是更大的谜团……


THE MYSTERY OF ALLEGRA

She is five years and three months old. She wears a long white nightdress and she has blond hair and big eyes, as blue as an Italian sky in summer. Her voice is soft and sweet, and she wants Adrian to take her to her Mamà, who is a long way away.




Adrian is on holiday, travelling in Italy with his parents. Late one evening they find the Villa Henderson and decide to take rooms there for the night. But Adrian wakes in the middle of the night to find Allegra in his room, with her big blue eyes and cold little hands. At first Adrian is very surprised, then he remembers that Chiara Henderson said she had a little daughter. But why does Allegra say that her mother is a long way away? And Adrian's bedroom door is locked, so how did Allegra get into his room?




Adrian does not understand. He decides to ask Allegra's mother in the morning. But in the morning he has a very big surprise...
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1
Allegra One

I met Allegra one night in April twelve years ago. I was sixteen years old and she was only five.

I remember that it rained a lot that night and we arrived late at the house. We were driving along a dark road when my mother saw a sign, which said in big letters: Villa Henderson—Bed and Breakfast.

'It's in English!' my mother said. She was surprised because we were on holiday in Italy.

My father turned right and drove along an old road. When we arrived, we saw a big villa with tall black trees around it. There was a light in one of the windows, and on the wall above the door were the words Villa Henderson.

My father knocked at the door and a small woman opened it. She was about sixty and wore strange clothes.

'Are you English?' my father asked.

'Yes, I am,' she answered in a quiet voice.

'We're looking for rooms for the night. Can we stay here?'

'Please come in.'

We went into a long, comfortable room. There was a bright fire in the old fireplace, which gave a beautiful, warm light.

'The weather is very bad,' said the woman. 'It's cold for April. I'll make some tea for you.'

When she went out, we looked around the room. There were lots of English tables and chairs in dark wood, and the walls and floor were of stone. There were two big armchairs in front of the fire and a large black dog was sleeping in one of them.

'I like this room,' said my mother. 'It looks comfortable, but it's beautiful too.'

Just then the woman returned with the tea. Behind her came a woman in a long black dress.

'My name is Margaret Henderson,' said the old woman, 'and this is my daughter Chiara. She has a daughter too, so I'm a grandmother.'

'My daughter is in bed,' smiled Chiara.

She was a tall woman, with long, fair hair and blue eyes. She was perhaps about thirty-five.

'Have you come far today?' she asked.

'Yes,' my father replied. 'We're very tired.'

'Your rooms are ready for you. I'll take you up when you've had your tea.'

So, after tea, we went up some stairs and followed Chiara along a corridor. She stopped at a door and told my parents that it was their room. Then she looked at me.

'Your room is round the corner. Come this way, please.'

We turned right and walked along another corridor. My room was at the end.

'Good night and sleep well,' said Chiara with a smile.

But I didn't sleep well.

I locked the door and after five minutes I was in bed. The house was silent, but I could hear the rain on the window and the strong wind in the trees outside. I slept a little, woke up, then slept again. And then I woke up suddenly. The window shutters were making a loud noise against the wall. I could see that the window was open because the long white curtains were moving in the wind. I got up and closed both the shutters and the window. Now the room was very dark, so I walked with my hands out in front of me, to try and find the light on the table by the bed. My left hand touched the table — and then something took hold of my right arm.

It was a cold little hand. The hair on my neck stood up and my legs began to shake.

'Who is it?' I cried.

At the same time I found the light on the table and turned it on. A little girl in a long white nightdress stood in front of me near the bed. She was looking at me with big eyes, as blue as an Italian sky in summer. Her blond hair was as bright as sunlight round her pale face.

'What a beautiful child!' I thought.

'Hallo. My name's Allegra,' she said.

Her voice was soft and sweet and she spoke English beautifully. But she couldn't say the letter 'r'.

'Did you come in through the window?' I asked.

But she answered me with a question. 'What's your name?'

'Adrian.'

'I'm five years and three months old,' she said. 'How old are you?'

'Sixteen. How did you get in here?'

'Don't be angry with me, Adrian,' she said.

'I'm not angry with you. Don't cry. Tell me your name again.'

'Allegra. It means happy in Italian.'

'What are you doing here, Allegra? What do you want?'

'Will you take me to my Mamà?' she asked suddenly.

I looked at her in surprise. 'But you know where your mother is,' I said.

'Yes, but she's a long way from here.'

'No, she isn't, Allegra. She's in this house.'

'I want to see Mamà. Will you take me, please?'

'No, Allegra. She'll be angry with you because you aren't in bed.'

'Oh no, Mamà was never angry with me,' she said with a little smile. 'But sometimes Papà was angry and I was afraid of him.'

For a while I didn't speak, and I just looked at her. Why did she say 'was' and not 'is' when she spoke about her parents? She was a very strange little girl.

'You must go back to bed now, Allegra,' I said. 'I'm not going to take you to your mother.'

She looked at me, and now her blue eyes were sad.

'Will you take me to Mamà tomorrow then?'

'Yes.'

'Oh, thank you!' she cried happily.

'Now, where is your room?'

'It's next to this one.'

'Okay, let's go.'

And I took her hand, her cold little hand. Just then the window opened again and the wind and rain came in. I went to the window to close it but the curtains flew up in my face and I couldn't see anything. I closed the window. And when I turned round, Allegra wasn't there.

For a minute I just stood still. Then I unlocked my door and went along the corridor. There was a door on the left. I opened it slowly. The room was dark but I could see that it was a child's room. Somebody was sleeping in a bed near the window.

'Good!' I thought. 'She's in bed now.' And I closed the door.




Next morning, after breakfast, we went into the garden. There were beautiful hills and woods around it. I walked round to the back of the house because I wanted to look at the windows of my room and Allegra's room. There was a big tree between them near the wall of the house.

'Perhaps she got out of her window on to the tree, and then got in through my window,' I thought. But it looked a difficult and dangerous thing to do. Possible for an adult perhaps, but not for a girl of five.

When I went back to the front garden, Allegra's mother was there. She was talking to my parents.

'Did your shutters open last night?' she asked. 'I heard a noise.'

'No,' replied my mother. 'But we heard a noise too.'

'It was the shutters in my room,' I said.

'Oh, I'm sorry,' said Chiara. 'Those shutters are very old. But I hope you slept well after you closed them.'

'Shall I tell her?' I thought. Then I said with a smile, 'Yes, I slept well, thank you — but only after your daughter's visit.'

'Allegra?' Chiara was very surprised.

'Yes, she came to my room in the middle of the night.'

'Did she? Well, I know she sometimes walks in her sleep.'

'But...' I began. And I stopped. Again I thought: 'Shall I tell her?'

But I decided not to say that the door was locked. I knew they wouldn't believe me, and I thought that they would laugh at me. So I just said that Allegra was a beautiful child.

'Yes, she is,' Chiara answered. 'But she isn't a very happy girl.'

'Doesn't her name mean happy in Italian?'

'Yes, but I've never met an Italian child called Allegra.'

'Why did you call her Allegra?' my mother asked.

'I don't know. The name came to me suddenly. Perhaps I wanted a happy child.' And Chiara smiled sadly.

Then she turned to the house and called her daughter.

'Allegra! Come downstairs, please!'

'I'm coming!' came a shout from the house.

We heard Allegra on the stairs; then she came out. I looked at her. I looked and looked. But I couldn't believe my eyes.



villa n. a big country house with large gardens 别墅

bed and breakfast (a private house or small hotel that provides) a place to sleep for the night and breakfast the next morning 提供住宿和次日早餐（的私人住家）

fireplace n. the opening in the wall of a room, used for a wood or coal fire to heat the room 壁炉

armchair n. a comfortable chair with sides that you can rest your arms on 扶手椅

tired adj. feeling that you want to deep or rest 疲倦的

corridor n. a long, narrow passage between two rows of rooms in a building 通道；走廊

shutter n. [usu. pl.] one of a pair of wood or metal covers that can be unfolded in front of the outside of a window to block the view or keep out the light 百叶窗

curtain n. a piece of hanging cloth that can be pulled across to cover a window or door 窗帘

touch v. to put your hand or another part of your body on something or someone so that you can feel them 触到，摸到

nightdress n. a piece of clothing, like a thin dress, that women wear in bed 女睡裙

pale adj. (of a person's face or skin) having less than the usual amount of colour （人的脸色或皮肤）苍白的

sweet adj. (of sound) pleasant to listen to 悦耳的，甜美的

unlock v. to unfasten the lock on a door, box etc. 开……的锁

dangerous adj. able or likely to cause danger 危险的

possible adj. able to be done or likely to happen or exist 可能的

adult n. a fully-grown person 成年人


1．　阿利格拉一

初遇阿利格拉是12年前4月的一个晚上，那时我16岁，她只有5岁。

记得那天晚上下着大雨，我们很晚才到达住宿的地方。我们的车沿着漆黑的路行驶，妈妈看见一块标牌，上面写着大大的字：亨德森庄园——住宿加早餐。

“是英语！”妈妈惊喜地说。要知道那时我们可是在意大利度假啊。

爸爸开车右转，将车开到了一条旧路上。到了门前，我们看到一座很大的乡村别墅，四周环绕着高大阴森的树木。有一个窗口还亮着灯，正门上方的墙上刻着“亨德森庄园”。

爸爸敲了敲门，开门的是一位瘦小的妇人，60岁上下，穿着怪异。

“您是英国人吗？”爸爸问道。

“是的。”她平静地回答道。

“我们正在找住宿的地方。今晚我们能在这儿过夜吗？”

“请进吧。”

我们走进一间长长的、舒适的房间。古旧的壁炉里火烧得很旺，发出美丽、温暖的光。

“天气太糟了，”老妇人说，“4月份可不该这么冷。我这就去给你们沏些茶。”

她离开后，我们开始打量这房间。房间里摆放了许多深色的英式木制桌椅，墙壁和地面都是石头的。壁炉前有两张大扶手椅，其中一张椅子上睡着一条黑色的大狗。

“我喜欢这房间，”妈妈说，“看上去既舒适又漂亮。”

这时老妇人端着茶回来了，后面还跟着一位身着黑色长裙的女士。
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“我叫玛格丽特·亨德森，”老妇人说，“这是我的女儿基娅拉，她也有个女儿，所以我已经做外婆了。”

“我女儿已经睡了。”基娅拉微笑着说。基娅拉身材高挑，有一头金色的长发和一双蓝色的眼睛，大概35岁上下。

“你们今天走了很远的路吧？”她问道。

“是啊，”爸爸回答说，“我们现在都精疲力尽了。”

“你们的房间已经准备好了。喝过茶后我就带你们上去。”

我们喝完了茶，便跟随基娅拉上楼，来到走廊里。她在一扇门前停下来，告诉我的父母那是他们的房间。然后，她看着我说道：“你的房间在拐角处，请这边走。”

我们向右拐进另一条走廊。我的房间在走廊的尽头。

基娅拉微笑着说：“晚安，睡个好觉。”

可是那一夜我却无法安睡……

我锁好了房门，5分钟后便上床休息了。房子里很安静，但是我能听到打在窗上的雨声和窗外树木在风中摇曳的声音。我睡了一小会儿，醒了，然后又睡着了。突然，我被惊醒了。百叶窗正撞击着墙面，发出很大的声响。我看见窗户开了，长长的白色窗帘被风吹得舞动起来。我起身关上了窗户和百叶窗。此时，屋子里一片漆黑，我只能伸出双手试探着移动，想要找到床边桌上的台灯。我的左手摸到了桌子——可就在这一刻我的右臂被什么东西抓住了。

那是一只冰冷的小手。我吓得毛骨悚然，双腿战栗。

“是谁？”我叫出声来。

这时我摸到了桌上的台灯，立刻打开了灯。在床边，一个穿着长长的白色睡裙的小女孩正站在我面前。她看着我，大大的眼睛像意大利夏日的天空一样湛蓝，金色的头发披散在苍白的面孔旁，如阳光般灿烂。

“多漂亮的孩子啊！”我暗自感叹。

“你好，我叫阿利格拉。”她说。

她的声音甜美、轻柔，英语说得很好听。但是她不会发字母“r”的音。

“你是从窗户进来的吗？”我问道。
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她没有回答，而是反问我：“你叫什么名字？”

“阿德里安。”

“我5岁零3个月，”她说，“你多大？”

“16岁。你是怎么进来的？”

“不要生我的气，阿德里安。”她说。

“我没有生你的气，别哭。再告诉我一遍你的名字好吗？”

“阿利格拉，在意大利语中是‘快乐’的意思。”

“阿利格拉，你为什么到这儿来？你想要干什么呢？”

“你能带我去找妈妈吗？”她突然问道。

我惊讶地看着她说：“可是你知道你妈妈在哪儿呀。”

“是的，但是她在很远的地方。”

“不对，阿利格拉，她就在这座房子里。”

“我想见妈妈。求求你，带我去行吗。”

“不行，阿利格拉。如果你不回到床上睡觉，她会生气的。”

“噢，不会的，妈妈以前从不生我的气，”她说，脸上露出了一丝笑容，“可爸爸有时会生气，那时我很怕他。”

那一刻我没有说话，只是不解地看着她。为什么她讲到父母的时候要说“以前”，而不是“现在”？真是个奇怪的小女孩。

“阿利格拉，现在你该回去睡觉了，”我说，“我不能带你去找妈妈。”

她望着我，蓝色的眼睛里流露出忧伤的神色。

“那你明天带我去好吗？”

“好的。”

“啊，谢谢你！”她高兴地叫起来。

“现在告诉我，你的房间在哪儿？”

“就在隔壁。”

“好，我们走吧。”

我牵起她冰冷的小手。就在这时，窗户又被吹开了，瞬时间大风夹着雨点刮了进来。我走过去关窗，可是窗帘被风吹起来罩在我的脸上，遮住了视线。当我把窗子关好后，转过身来，发现阿利格拉已经不见了。

我呆呆地站了一会，然后打开房门，来到走廊里。左侧有一扇门，我慢慢地将它打开。房间里很黑，但看得出那是一间儿童房。在窗子旁边的床上睡着一个人。

“太好了！”我心想，“她已经睡了。”我关上了门。




第二天早晨，吃过早餐，我们来到花园里。花园被青山碧树环绕着，景色优美我绕到房子的后面，想去察看我的房间和阿利格拉房间的窗户。我发现，在两扇窗之间靠墙的地方有一棵大树。
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“也许她从自己房间的窗口爬到树上，又从窗户进了我的房间。”我暗自猜测。不过这么做既困难又危险，成人也许做得到，而对一个5岁的小女孩来说则有些不可思议。

我回到前面的花园时，阿利格拉的妈妈也在那儿，正和我父母聊天。

“昨晚你们房间的百叶窗开了吗？”她问，“我听到了声响。”

“没有，”我妈妈答道，“不过我们也听到了声音。”

“是我房间的百叶窗开了。”我说。

“哦，真抱歉，”基娅拉说，“那些百叶窗太旧了。但愿你在关上窗子以后睡了个安稳觉。”

“该告诉她吗？”我寻思着。然后我笑着说：“是啊，谢谢您，我睡得很好——不过是在您的女儿去过之后。”

“阿利格拉？”基娅拉非常诧异。

“是的，她昨天半夜来过我的房间。”

“是吗？嗯，我知道她有时会梦游。”

“只是……”我欲言又止，再次思量起来：“该告诉她吗？”

最终我决定隐瞒我的疑虑——昨夜门是锁着的。我知道他们不会相信我，恐怕还会嘲笑我。所以我只称赞阿利格拉是个美丽的女孩。

“是啊，”基娅拉应道，“但她却不是个快乐的孩子。”

“她的名字在意大利语中不正是‘快乐’的意思吗？”

“不错，可我从没见过其他名叫阿利格拉的意大利孩子。”

“那你为什么给她起了阿利格拉这个名字？”我妈妈问。

“不知道，只是突然就想到了，也许是想有个快乐的孩子吧。”说到这儿，基娅拉露出了苦涩的笑容。

然后她转身朝房子的方向呼喊女儿：“阿利格拉，下楼来，好吗？”

“来了！”从房子里传来喊声。

我们听见了阿利格拉下楼的声音，然后她出现了。我目不转睛地盯着她，不敢相信自己的眼睛。


2
Allegra Two

She was pale and beautiful, like the girl in my room. But this was a different girl. This Allegra had long black hair and her eyes were brown.

'Hallo,' she said.

Was it the same voice? It was soft and sweet but — I wasn't sure!

'This is Adrian,' said Chiara. 'He says that you went into his room last night, Allegra.'

The girl looked at me in surprise.

'No, Mummy, I wasn't in his room.' She spoke English beautifully, but she couldn't say the letter 'r'!

'You see, she doesn't remember,' Chiara said to me. 'I think that she was walking in her sleep again.'

When I went to bed that night, I couldn't sleep. I was waiting for the girl and I was afraid. But after about an hour my eyes closed and I slept. I woke up suddenly when a cold little hand touched my face. The girl's voice spoke softly in my ear.

'Wake up, Adrian, wake up...'

I turned on the light. She was there; but was she real? Her skin was like milk, her blond hair was like sunlight in the room. She was wearing the long, white nightdress.

'Is she real or is this a dream?' I thought.

And I touched her face. It was cold, very cold. But it was real.

'Will you take me to Mamà now?' she asked.

I looked at the window. It was closed. Then I went to the door. It was locked. I began to feel very afraid.

'How did you get in here?' I asked.

'You weren't here so I waited for you. I was sleeping behind that curtain.'

She showed me a curtain in a corner of the room. There was another, smaller bed for a child behind it. So she was in the room before I came! But where did she come from, and who was her mother?

'Okay, I'll take you to your mother,' I said. 'Where is she?'

Suddenly the girl began to speak in Italian. 'She's at Bagno a Ripoli, near Florence.'

'But we can't go to Florence tonight!' I said. I could understand Italian, but I spoke in English.

'You must take me!' Allegra said angrily, speaking in English again. 'I want to see my Mamà tonight. I want to see her before I die.' Then she began to cry.

Die! What did she mean?

'Why do you say that?' I said in surprise. 'You're not going to die.'

'Yes, I am. I know, I know! Papà didn't like Mamà and he took me away from her. I didn't see her for a long time. I wanted to see her and she wanted to see me too. Oh, I must see her before I die!'

Again I couldn't understand why she spoke in the past. I really couldn't understand anything! Was this all a little girl's fantasy? I decided to ask her some questions.

'Who is your mother? What is her name?'

'Claire.'

Claire was the English for Chiara. I thought for a second.

'Come with me, Allegra,' I said. 'We'll go downstairs.'

I wanted to show this little girl to Chiara. Then she would know that her daughter wasn't walking in her sleep — and I would know that I wasn't dreaming! I took the girl's cold little hand but she wouldn't come.

'No, no!' she cried in Italian again. 'My dear Mamà is at Bagno a Ripoli near Florence. I want to go there.'

I said, 'Wait here, Allegra. I'll go downstairs and bring my friend. She wants to see you. Wait here.'

I found Chiara in the long room. She was reading a book in an armchair by the fire. I told her that there was a girl in my room again. She looked surprised and followed me upstairs. We went along the corridor. My door was open and we went into the room. The child wasn't there.

We looked everywhere but found nothing. The only child in the house was Chiara's daughter.

'She's sleeping in her bed,' Chiara told me. 'Perhaps you had a dream, Adrian.'

'No, it wasn't a dream! There was a girl in my room a few minutes ago. I saw her and talked to her.'

Then I told Chiara everything about the girl. When I finished, she said:

'Well, it's very strange. Who is this girl? She isn't my daughter. My Allegra has got black hair and brown eyes. And my husband didn't take her away from me. I know that he wants to take her away, but he can't. Allegra lives with me. You see, I don't love my husband any more, and so he doesn't live here with us. He's in England. But Allegra likes him a lot and I know that she wants to see him.' She was silent for a minute, then said, 'So the child in your room wants to see her mother, and Allegra wants to see her father. It's strange, isn't it? I don't understand it.'

Next day I went for a walk with Allegra Henderson. The big black dog came with us. We walked down a hill and came to a little river with a bridge. We stood on the bridge while Allegra dropped stones into the water and the dog tried to find them.

'Do you speak Italian, Allegra?' I asked.

'Oh yes! Listen.' And she spoke fast in Italian.

'Did you learn it at school?'

'Yes. It's a convent school and the teachers are Italian nuns. Look, Nero has got a stone in his mouth! Isn't he clever? Come here, Nero!'

'Allegra, do you know a place called Bagno a Ripoli?'

'No, I don't. Oh, don't shake the water over us, Nero — you bad boy!'

'Do you know anybody called Claire?'

'Yes, of course! That's Mummy's name in English.'

Allegra laughed. But she didn't laugh when I asked:

'Where's your Daddy, Allegra?'

She didn't answer me.

'You're a bad boy, Nero!' she said angrily. 'Give me that stone!'

I asked her the question again. This time she answered.

'Mummy says he's in England.'

Was she sad or angry? I didn't know.

'Do you want to see him?'

'Yes,' she said. And I saw that she was unhappy. She didn't want to talk about it.

'Why can't you see him?' I asked.

'Because Mummy says that he wants to take me away from her.'

'Would you like to go away with your Daddy?'

She looked at me for a second; then suddenly she began to cry.

'I want to see my Daddy!' she cried, sad and angry at the same time. 'I want to see him before I die! Why doesn't he come?'

And then she ran away. She ran fast up the hill and Nero ran behind her.

My parents liked the villa so we stayed there for a week. But I wanted to go. I was afraid. Every night the blond Allegra came to my room in her long white nightdress, and asked me to take her to her Mamà. When I said no, she was always very angry with me.

And every day I talked and played with the dark-haired Allegra, Chiara's daughter. I liked her a lot and she liked me. We were good friends. But she was like two different people. Sometimes she spoke to me angrily, like the other Allegra in the night. At other times she was a happy, sweet little girl of five again. I often asked her why she thought that she was going to die. She always answered with the same words: 'I know, I know.'

During that week's holiday I began to feel love for Allegra Henderson. But there was the other Allegra who came at night. Who was she? I didn't believe in ghosts, but I was beginning to think that she was a ghost.

The day before we left, I wrote some notes:




ALLEGRA HENDERSON

— 5 years old. Tall, black hair, brown eyes, pale.

— Speaks English and Italian,but can't say 'r'.

— Mother's name Chiara. Calls her 'Mummy'.

— Wants to see her father, who lives in England.

— Thinks she is going to die.




ALLEGRA THE GHOST

— 5 years old. Tall, blond hair, blue eyes, pale.

— Speaks English and Italian, but can't say 'r'.

— Mother's name Claire and lives at Bagno a Ripoli near Florence. Calls her 'Mamà'.

— Wants to see her mother, but her father says no.

— Thinks she is going to die.




I read these notes lots of times, but they didn't help me. Then I saw that I didn't know anything about the ghost Allegra's father. So I decided to ask her that night, which was our last night at the villa. I didn't sleep much that night; I waited and waited. But she didn't come. No, she didn't come and I was angry! I felt sure that her father was important.

Next morning we said goodbye to the Hendersons. When I said goodbye to Allegra, I felt sad. She was sad too, and she gave me a kiss.

'I hope that one day you will see your Daddy,' I said to her. 'Then you'll be happy.'

'Oh no,' she answered in a strange voice. 'Papà is dead now. He was a famous lord and he took me away from my Mamà. But he's dead now.'

We were all very surprised.

'What are you saying, Allegra?' Chiara said. 'Your father isn't a lord and he isn't dead! What a strange fantasy!'

But Allegra only smiled; a sad smile. And that was the last time I saw her.



real adj. actually existing and not just imagined 实际存在的

dream n. a series of thoughts, images, and feelings that you experience when you are asleep 梦

die v. (of people) to stop living （人）死亡

fantasy n. an idea or belief that is based only on imagination, not on real facts 幻想

husband n. the man that a woman is married to 丈夫

drop v. to fall or let fall （使）落下

convent school a school for girls that is run by Roman Catholic nuns 女修道院学校

ghost n. the spirit of a dead person that some people think they can feel or see in a place 鬼，幽灵

note n. something that is written down to remind you of something you need to do, say, or remember 笔记，记录

important adj. which matters a lot 重要的

famous adj. known about and talked about by many people in many places 出名的

lord n. a man who has a rank in the aristocracy, especially in Britain, or his title （尤指英国的）贵族（头衔）


2．　阿利格拉二
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她很漂亮，肤色有些苍白，很像去我房间的女孩，但却不是同一个人。眼前的这个阿利格拉长着黑色的长发，眼睛是棕色的。

“你们好。”她问候道。

这是一样的声音吗？同样的轻柔、甜美，可是——我无法确定！

“这是阿德里安，”基娅拉说，“阿利格拉，他说你昨晚去过他的房间。”

小女孩吃惊地看着我。

“没有，妈妈，我没去过他的房间。”她英语说得很好听，但不会说字母“r”！

“瞧，她不记得了，”基娅拉对我说，“我想她一定是又梦游了。”

那天晚上上床以后，我无法入睡，在恐惧之中等待着那个女孩的出现。可是过了一个小时左右，我便支撑不住，睡着了。突然，一只冰冷的小手摸到了我的脸，我惊醒了。耳边响起小女孩轻声的呼唤。

“醒醒，阿德里安，醒醒……”

我打开灯，她就站在那儿，可这是真的吗？她的皮肤看上去像牛奶般光滑、白皙，金发如同射入房间里的一道阳光。她依然穿着长长的白色睡裙。

“这一切是真的？还是做梦？”我思忖着。

我用手摸她的脸，冰冷冰冷的，但却是真切的。

“现在你带我去找妈妈好吗？”她问道。我看了看窗户，是关着的。然后我去检查房门，是锁着的。我开始感到害怕了。

“你是怎么进来的？”我问她。

“你不在房间里，我只好在这儿等你，我就睡在那个帘子后面。”

她指给我看房间角落里的一道帘子，那后面放着一张孩子的小床。原来我进来之前她就在房间里！可是她从哪儿来？她的妈妈又是谁呢？

“好吧，我带你去找妈妈，”我说，“她在哪儿？”

这时她忽然改用意大利语说：“她在佛罗伦萨附近的巴尼奥阿里波。”

“今晚我们可没法去佛罗伦萨！”我说。我能听懂意大利语，但还是用英语回答她。

“你一定要带我去！”阿利格拉用英语气呼呼地说，“今晚我就要见到妈妈。我要在死之前见到她。”说完，她哭了起来。

死！她是什么意思？

“你为什么这么说？”我吃惊地问，“你不会死的。”

“不，我会死，我知道，我知道的！爸爸从前不喜欢妈妈，还把我从妈妈身边带走。很长时间我都见不到妈妈。那时我想见妈妈，妈妈也想见我。哦，我一定要在死以前见到她！”

我又产生了疑虑，为什么她总是谈论“从前”呢？我真是一点儿都不明白。这些会不会只是一个小女孩的幻想呢？我决定向她问问清楚。

“你妈妈是谁？她叫什么名字？”

“克莱尔。”

克莱尔正是基娅拉的英文说法。我想了一下。

“跟我来，阿利格拉，”我说，“我们下楼去。”

我想带这个小女孩去见基娅拉，那样她就会知道她的女儿不是在梦游，而我也可以证明自己不是在做梦了！我拉起女孩冰冷的小手，可是她不愿意去。

“不，不要！”她又用意大利语喊道，“我妈妈是在佛罗伦萨附近的巴尼奥阿里波，我要去那儿。”

我说：“在这儿等我，阿利格拉。我去楼下找我的朋友，她想见你。等着我。”

在那间长长的屋子里我找到了基娅拉。她正坐在壁炉旁的椅子上看书。我告诉她有个女孩又去了我的房间。她很惊讶，便跟我一起上楼来。我们穿过走廊，我的房门开着，我们走进房间，那女孩已经不在了。

我们四处察看，但都没有找到那个女孩。这座房子里唯一的孩子就是基娅拉的女儿。

“她正在自己的床上睡觉，”基娅拉对我说，“阿德里安，也许你做了个梦。”
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“不，不是梦！就在几分钟前有个女孩在我房间里。我看到她了，还和她说话了。”

然后，我把那女孩的事都告诉了基娅拉。听完以后，她说：

“啊，这的确令人费解。那个女孩是谁呢？她不是我女儿。我的女儿阿利格拉是黑色头发、棕色眼睛，我丈夫也没有把她从我身边带走。我知道他想那么做，但是他不能。阿利格拉和我一起生活。你瞧，我丈夫和我不再相爱，所以他不和我们住在一起，他在英国。但是阿利格拉很爱他，我知道她希望见到他。”她沉默了一会儿，然后接着说：“来你房间的女孩想见妈妈，而阿利格拉想见爸爸。很奇怪，不是吗？我想不明白。”

第二天，我同阿利格拉·亨德森一起去散步，身后跟着那只大黑狗。我们走下一座小山，来到一条小河旁，河上有一座桥。站在桥上，阿利格拉向水中丢石子，让她的狗去找。

[image: alt]

“阿利格拉，你会说意大利语吗？”我问。

“会啊，你听。”接着她就快速地讲起意大利语来。

“你是在学校学的吗？”

“是的，是一所女修道院学校，老师都是意大利修女。瞧，尼罗嘴里叼着块石头！它很聪明吧？过来，尼罗！”

“阿利格拉，你知道一个叫巴尼奥阿里波的地方吗？”

“不知道。哦，别把水甩到我们身上，尼罗，你这个坏家伙！”

“你认识叫克莱尔的人吗？”

“当然啦！那是妈妈的英文名字。”

阿利格拉笑起来，但是当听到下一个问题时她的笑容消失了。

“你爸爸在哪儿，阿利格拉？”

她没有回答。

“你是个坏家伙，尼罗！”她生气地说，“给我那块石头！”

我又问了一遍，这次她回答了。

“妈妈说他在英国。”

她感到忧伤还是生气？我猜不出来。

“你想见他吗？”

“是的。”她说。我看得出她很不开心，不愿意谈这个。

“你为什么不能见他呢？”我问。

“因为妈妈说他想把我从妈妈身边带走。”

“你愿意跟爸爸走吗？”

她盯着我，然后突然哭了起来。

“我想见爸爸！”她喊道，既悲伤又愤怒。“我想在我死之前见到他！他为什么不来呢？”

说完她就跑开了。她飞快地向山上跑去，尼罗紧跟在她后面。

我的父母很喜欢这座乡间别墅，所以我们在那儿住了一周。但是我盼着离开，因为我害怕。每天夜里那个金发的阿利格拉都会出现在我房里，依旧穿着她的白色长睡裙，央求我带她去找妈妈。当我拒绝时，她就会变得很生气。
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而在白天，我总是和黑发的阿利格拉——基娅拉的女儿——一同聊天、玩耍。我很喜欢她，她也喜欢我。我们成了好朋友。但是，阿利格拉表现得就像两个截然不同的人一样。有时她会带着怒气跟我说话，就像在夜里现身的那个阿利格拉；有时她又重新成为一个快乐可爱的5岁女孩。我常常问她为什么认为自己会死，她每次的回答都是相同的：“我知道，我就是知道。”

在那一周的时间里，我同阿利格拉·亨德森的感情愈来愈深，同时也为另外那个在夜里出现的阿利格拉所困扰。她到底是谁呢？我不相信有幽灵，却禁不住开始觉得她就是个幽灵。

在离开的前一天，我做了些记录：




阿利格拉·亨德森：

·5岁，高个儿，黑发，棕色的眼睛，皮肤苍白。

·会说英语和意大利语，但是不会发字母“r”的音。

·妈妈的名字是基娅拉，称妈妈为“Mummy”。

·爸爸住在英国，想要见爸爸。

·认为自己要死了。




幽灵阿利格拉：

·5岁，高个儿，金发，蓝色的眼睛，皮肤苍白。

·会说英语和意大利语，但是不会发字母“r”的音。

·妈妈的名字是克莱尔，住在佛罗伦萨附近的巴尼奥阿里波，称妈妈为“Mamà”。

·想要见妈妈，但爸爸不允许。

·认为自己要死了。

我反复地看这些笔记，却无法从中理出头绪。不过，我发现自己对幽灵阿利格拉的爸爸一无所知，于是决定当晚问问她。这是我们在别墅的最后一夜，我几乎没怎么合眼，一直等着她。但是她没有来。是的，她没有出现，这让我非常恼火。我确信她的爸爸是个关键人物。

第二天上午，我们向亨德森一家辞行。同阿利格拉告别时，我有些难过，她也很伤心，还亲了我一下。

“希望有一天你能见到爸爸，”我对她说，“那样你就会开心了。”

“哦，不，”她说，声音很奇怪，“爸爸已经死了。过去他是很有名的勋爵，他把我从妈妈身边带走。但现在他已经死了。”

我们都惊呆了。

“你在说什么啊，阿利格拉？”基娅拉说，“你爸爸不是勋爵，他也没有死！真是胡言乱语！”

但是，阿利格拉没作声，只是笑了，是忧伤的笑。那是我最后一次见到她。


3
Allegra Three

In England I went back to school and my studies, but I didn't forget Allegra. I wrote letters to her and sent some small presents. She didn't answer my letters but I said to myself, 'Well, she's only five. Perhaps she can't write letters yet.'

Then a year after our holiday in Italy a letter arrived from Margaret Henderson. First she thanked me for my letters and presents. Then she wrote:




I'm sorry that we didn't write to you, but it has been a very bad year for us. It is difficult for me to write now, but today is April 21st and I want to tell you that something terrible happened on the same day last year. Chiara and I are still very sad, and Chiara has been ill. She doesn't eat much and she doesn't want to speak to anybody. Now I'll tell you why. A week after your holiday our little Allegra got a fever. A few days later the fever was worse and we called the doctor. He said that he wasn't sure what the fever was. 'Perhaps she drank some bad water or ate food that was bad,' he told us. He gave her some medicine and she was better. But then the fever returned very quickly. We couldn't find the doctor and when he arrived, it was too late. Our dear little Allegra died on April 21st a year ago. Oh, it's like a terrible dream! Our darling child was only five years and three months old. Now she has gone and she will never come back to us!




When I read this, I was shocked. Allegra dead! I felt very sad and I began to cry. For a long time I just couldn't believe it. I remembered her face, her voice, and her child's talk. I remembered our games and our conversations. Allegra came back to me like a ghost and I was very unhappy.

When I was eighteen, I went to university to study Italian, but I often remembered Allegra and that strange week at the Villa Henderson. How could I forget it? And I often thought about Allegra's strange words: 'I want to see my Daddy before I die.' How did she know that she was going to die? And then there was the ghost Allegra in my room, saying, 'I want to see my Mamà before I die.' What did it all mean? I wanted to find the answer to this mystery. But how?

In spring I went to Italy for my studies and I stayed in Florence with an Italian family. They had a little daughter. When they told me her name, I couldn't believe my ears.

'We wanted a different name,' the mother told me, 'a name that you don't often find in Italy. Allegra came to me suddenly. It's a beautiful name and we hoped that she would be a happy child. But she isn't happy. She's a strange girl.'

I looked at the child. She was tall; her face was pale and beautiful. She had long brown hair and brown eyes.

'How old is she?' I asked.

'She's five.'

'Five? Are you sure — I mean, is she?' I said, stupidly.

'Yes, five.' The mother looked at me strangely.

'Can I ask you when she was five? I mean, when is her birthday?'

The mother looked surprised. 'In January. Why?'

'But please tell me the exact day. You see, I'd like to buy her a present next year.'

Now the mother was smiling. 'She was born on January 21st.'

When I went to my room that night, I was afraid and I didn't go to bed. I was thinking about Allegra Henderson. She died on April 21st when she was five years and three months old. So she was born on January 21st too! Was it possible that this Italian Allegra had the same name, the same birthday, the same age? I couldn't sleep so I tried to read a book about some English poets in Italy. But I couldn't. I was waiting, waiting...

She came at midnight. I looked at my watch and then she was there in a dark corner of the room. A beautiful, blond child, her skin like milk, her eyes like the blue of an Italian sky. She wore a long white nightdress. Allegra.

'Will you take me to my Mamà?' she asked in her beautiful English. 'She's at Bagno a Ripoli. It isn't far from here.'

I was very afraid now and I shouted, 'Go away! Go away!'

But she came and stood by my armchair.

'I want to see Mamà before I die. Take me!' she said angrily.

I ran out of that room very fast.

Next morning I decided to go to Bagno a Ripoli. I drove there in my small Fiat 500. There were only a few houses, and a small church called Santa Maria dell'Antella. I went into the church but there was nothing special about it. Then I walked around the small cemetery behind it. But I didn't see anything different so I decided to go back to Florence. When I was going out of the cemetery, I saw a tombstone with some English words on it. I stopped and read:




Here lies Claire Clairmont

Died in Florence

March 19th 1879

Aged 81




The name Claire again! The name of the ghost Allegra's mother! I was very surprised but I still didn't understand anything.

In Florence that afternoon I decided to go to a bar and read the book about the English poets. And while I was reading about Byron and Shelley, I began to understand the mystery of Allegra.



terrible adj. making you feel afraid or shocked 可怕的，骇人的

fever n. an illness or a medical condition in which you have a very high temperature 发烧

medicine n. a substance used for treating illness, especially a liquid you drink 药

shocked adj. feeling surprised and upset by something very unexpected and unpleasant 震惊的

mystery n. something that is impossible to understand or explain or about which little is known 神秘的事物

exact adj. correct in every detail 确切的

church n. a building where Christians go to worship 教堂

special adj. not ordinary or usual 特别的

cemetery n. a piece of land，usually not belonging to a church，in which dead people are buried （不属于教会的）公墓

tombstone n. a stone that is put on a grave and shows the dead person's name, dates of birth and death etc. 墓碑

bar n. a place where alcoholic drinks are served 酒吧


3．　阿利格拉三

回到英国，我继续上学读书，但却没有忘记阿利格拉。我给她写信，还寄去一些小礼物。她没有回过信，不过我想：她才只有5岁，也许还不会写信呢。

当我们的意大利之行结束一年以后，我收到了玛格丽特·亨德森的来信。她先在信中对我寄去的信和礼物表示感谢，然后写道：

很抱歉一直没有给你写信，因为过去的一年对我们来说真是痛苦不堪。到现在我还是难以动笔，但今天是4月21日，我想告诉你去年的今天发生了可怕的事情。基娅拉和我现在仍然很伤心，而且基娅拉一直病着。她吃不下东西，也不愿和任何人讲话。现在我就把原因告诉你。你们走后才一周，小阿利格拉就发烧了。没几天，她的病加重了，我们找来了医生。医生也不能确定病因，他告诉我们：“也许她喝了不干净的水，或是吃了变质的食物。”他给阿利格拉开了些药，而后她的病情有了好转。可是很快阿利格拉就又发烧了。我们找不到医生，当他赶到时，已经太晚了。我们深爱的小阿利格拉就在一年前的4月21日去世了。这真像是一场噩梦啊！我们亲爱的孩子只有5岁零3个月，可是她走了，再也不会回到我们身边了！

读了这封信，我震惊不已。阿利格拉死了！我伤心地哭了。很长时间我都无法相信这是真的。我还记得她的面孔、声音和充满孩子气的讲话，记得我们在一起的游戏和交谈。对阿利格拉的记忆不断涌现，像幽灵一般挥之不去，让我陷入了悲伤。

18岁那年，我上了大学，学习意大利语。我依旧时常想起阿利格拉和在亨德森庄园度过的那不寻常的一周。我无法忘记那一切！阿利格拉那些难以捉摸的话经常浮现在我的脑海里：“我想在死之前见到爸爸。”她怎么知道自己要死呢？还有那个出现在我房间里的幽灵阿利格拉，她总是说：“我要在死之前见到妈妈。”这些到底都意味着什么呢？我希望解开这个谜团，可是我该怎么做呢？

春季学期我去意大利学习，住在佛罗伦萨的一个意大利家庭里。他们有一个小女儿，当他们告诉我她的名字时，我简直不敢相信自己的耳朵。

“当时我们想起个与众不同的名字，”她妈妈告诉我，“一个在意大利不常见的名字。然后我突然想到了阿利格拉。这名字很美，我们希望女儿会是个快乐的孩子。但是她并不快乐，她是个很怪的孩子。”
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我看着那女孩：高个儿；面孔苍白，但很漂亮；长发和眼睛都是棕色的。

“她几岁了？”我问。

“5岁。”

“5岁？你确定吗？——我是说，真的吗？”我傻傻地问道。

“没错，是5岁。”这位妈妈不解地看着我。

“能告诉我她什么时候满5周岁吗？我是说，她的生日是什么时候？”

妈妈感到很惊讶。“是1月，怎么了？”

“请告诉我确切的日期。因为……明年我想为她买生日礼物。”

这时，女孩的妈妈露出了笑容。“她是1月21日出生的。”

那天晚上回到房间后，我没有睡觉，心中忐忑不安。我想到了阿利格拉·亨德森。她是4月21日去世的，那时她5岁零3个月。那么她的生日也是1月21日！难道这个叫阿利格拉的意大利女孩跟她同名、同岁、同一天出生吗？我无法入睡，于是翻看起一本有关在意大利的英国诗人的书。但是我看不进去。我其实是在等待着……

她在午夜时分出现了。我看了看手表，而她忽然出现在房间黑暗的角落里。一个美丽的金发女孩，皮肤如牛奶般润白，眼睛像意大利的天空一样湛蓝，穿着长长的白色睡裙。是阿利格拉。

“你能带我去妈妈那儿吗？”她用美丽的英语问道，“她在巴尼奥阿里波，离这儿不远。”

此时我害怕极了，朝她喊道：“走开！快走开！”

但是她走了过来，站在我的扶手椅旁。

“我要在死之前见到妈妈。带我去吧！”她生气地说。

我拔腿逃离了那个房间。
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第二天上午，我决定开着自己那辆小菲亚特500去巴尼奥阿里波。那里只有寥寥几座房屋和一座叫圣玛丽亚德尔安蒂拉的小教堂。我进了教堂，但是没有发现任何特别之处。然后我绕到了教堂后面一块不大的墓地，仍旧一无所获。于是，我决定返回佛罗伦萨。就在即将走出墓地时，我看到了一块刻着英文的墓碑。我停了下来，墓碑上写着：




克莱尔·克莱尔蒙特长眠于此

1879年3月19日

卒于佛罗伦萨

享年81岁




又是克莱尔！幽灵阿利格拉妈妈的名字！我感到很吃惊，却仍然不明真相。

回到佛罗伦萨的那个下午，我决定去酒吧，在那里读读那本关于英国诗人的书。当我读到拜伦和雪莱时，渐渐明白了阿利格拉的秘密。


4
Lord Byron's Daughter

This is what I read:

On January 21st 1817 Claire Clairmont, nineteen years old, had a baby daughter in a town called Bath in England. The baby's father was the poet Lord Byron, but he was not Claire's husband. They were lovers for a while but then Byron went to Italy. He did not love Claire and he did not want to be with her. So Claire lived with Byron's friends — the poet Shelley, his wife Mary, and their two children. Claire and Mary were half-sisters; they had the same father but different mothers. Shelley liked children very much and he felt a strong love for Claire's baby. He hoped that his friend Byron would help Claire and her daughter. From Bath he wrote to him:




Claire has a very beautiful girl. Her hair is fair and her eyes are blue... Claire calls her Alba.




Byron wanted to see his baby daughter and he asked Shelley to bring her to Italy. Shelley wanted to live in Italy too, so he and his family, and Claire and her baby, all travelled there. The baby was a year old and now she was called Allegra because Byron liked the name.

In Italy Claire decided to give Allegra to Byron because she thought that the daughter of an English lord would have a good future. Shelley said to her: 'No, don't do it, Claire, or you will never see your daughter again.' But Byron was rich and Claire thought that Allegra would have a better life with him. Of course, she did not want to give Allegra to Byron, and when she sent the child to him in Venice, she was very unhappy. In a letter to a friend she wrote:




In the spring of 1818 I sent my little darling to her father. She was the only thing that I loved in the world.




It was a terrible mistake. Allegra lived with her father in a big house called the Palazzo Mocenigo. It was full of strange animals, and even stranger people. After a while Lord Byron understood that it was not a good home for a child. So he gave Allegra to an English family in Venice, and in August Claire saw her there. Then Byron said that Claire and her baby and Shelley's family could stay at his villa near a town called Este. For two months Claire was happy there with Allegra. But Byron also said that she must bring Allegra to him in Venice in the autumn. So in October Allegra went back to her father, and Claire never saw her again.

Allegra stayed in Venice for eight months with different families. Then Byron took her to the city of Bologna. He wrote to Shelley:




She is like me. She has white skin. Her voice is soft and she can't say the letter 'r'.




For many months he sent no news to Claire about her daughter. Then she heard that Allegra was with her father in a town called Ravenna. She wrote to him, 'I want to see my daughter — please!' But he said no. Claire wrote a lot of letters like this to Byron, but he did not answer them. She was very unhappy.

When Allegra was four years old, Byron sent her to a convent school near Ravenna. The nuns were kind and loved her very much. But the convent was strange to her. The walls were white and cold, the rooms were empty, and sometimes she was cold because there was no fire. Every day she did the same things at the same time. This quiet life was very different from her life with Byron.

Claire was now very angry. She did not like convent schools, and she was sure that Allegra was always cold and lonely. She wrote an angry letter to Byron: 'My child must be with one of her parents,' she said. He did not answer the letter. He thought that the convent was good for Allegra, and he told the nuns that Claire must never visit the child. They must lock the doors to stop her. But he said that Shelley could see Allegra because he was his friend. So one day Shelley went to visit Allegra at the convent. He wrote in his diary:




She is tall and pale. But her eyes are very blue, and she has a lot of blond hair. She is beautiful and very different from the other children. I ran and played with her in the garden. She is very light and fast. I gave her some sweets and I asked her, 'What shall I say to your Mamà?' She answered in Italian, 'Tell her to send me a kiss and a beautiful dress.' Then I asked her, 'What shall I say to your Papà?' And she answered, 'Tell him to visit me and to bring Mamà with him.'




But Papà did not visit her and Mamà did not come.

On June 6th 1821 Claire dreamt that Allegra was ill. She thought that her daughter was going to die and she would never see her again. 'Take her away from the convent,' she wrote to Byron. But he said no. Of course, Claire wanted to go to the convent and take Allegra away, but this was very difficult. Byron was a rich and famous lord and the people in the convent did what he wanted. They locked the doors.

And then Allegra got a fever. The doctor came and gave her some medicine. For a while she was better and the nuns hoped that she would live. But she died on April 21st 1822. She was five years and three months old.

Shelley was afraid to tell Claire that Allegra was dead. He thought that she would try to kill herself. But one evening Shelley, Mary, and some friends were talking about Allegra when Claire came into the room. At once everybody stopped talking, and she knew.

'Allegra's dead, isn't she?' she said.

So Shelley told her the sad story. She was very unhappy and wanted to die. Shelley was also unhappy. He loved Allegra like a daughter and he could not forget her. Two weeks after Allegra died, he was with one of his friends on the balcony of a house by the sea. Suddenly he saw a child with long, fair hair and very blue eyes. She was coming out of the sea and she was smiling at him. In the moonlight he saw that she wanted to come to him.

'Look, there it is!' he said to his friend. 'Can you see her? Look — there!'

But his friend saw nothing. It was Allegra's ghost. And fifty years after Allegra died, Claire wrote to a friend:




I can never forget my darling child. But did she really die? Byron and Shelley said that she died, but I have heard that she is alive. Some people say that they have seen her. I am sure that she is alive.




Claire died in 1879 when she was eighty-one years old. Her tombstone is in the cemetery of Santa Maria dell'Antella at Bagno a Ripoli.



half-sister n. a sister who is the daughter of only one of your parents  同父异母姐妹

fair adj. (having hair that is) light in colour （头发）金色的

future n. the time after the present 未来

mistake n. something unwise or stupid that someone does, which they regret doing afterwards 错误

empty adj. containing nothing 空的

lonely adj. unhappy because you are alone and feel that you do not have anyone to talk to 孤独的，寂寞的

diary n. a book in which you write down the things that happen to you each day 日记

sweet n. a small piece of sweet food made of sugar or chocolate 糖果

balcony n. a raised flat surface which is built out from the upstairs wall of a building 阳台

alive adj. still living and not dead 活（着）的


4．　拜伦勋爵的女儿

以下是我所读到的：

1817年1月21日，19岁的克莱尔·克莱尔蒙特在英格兰巴斯市生下一个女孩。诗人拜伦勋爵是孩子的父亲，但他们并没有结婚，只是做过一段时间的情人，后来拜伦去了意大利。他不爱克莱尔，也不想和她生活在一起。克莱尔只好找到拜伦的朋友，诗人雪莱，与雪莱夫妇和他们的两个孩子住在一起。雪莱的夫人玛丽与克莱尔是同父异母的姐妹。雪莱喜欢孩子，对克莱尔的女儿尤其喜爱，他希望拜伦能够帮助克莱尔母女，于是就从巴斯给拜伦写信：

克莱尔生了个女儿，金发碧眼，非常漂亮，……克莱尔给她起名叫阿尔巴。

拜伦想见自己的女儿，就请雪莱带她来意大利。雪莱也想到意大利生活，便带着家人和克莱尔母女一同前往。这时小女孩1岁，并改名为阿利格拉，因为拜伦喜欢这个名字。

在意大利，克莱尔决定将阿利格拉交给拜伦抚养，因为她觉得作为英国勋爵的女儿会有更好的前途。雪莱对她说：“不要那么做，克莱尔，不然你就再也见不到自己的女儿了。”但是拜伦很富有，克莱尔觉得阿利格拉和他在一起会生活得更好。当然，克莱尔并非真的想这样做，在威尼斯把孩子交给拜伦时，她非常伤心。在给朋友的信中，她写道：

1818年春天，我把宝贝女儿交给了她的父亲。她是这世上我唯一爱的人。
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克莱尔做了个极其错误的决定。阿利格拉同父亲住在一座叫莫契尼格宫的豪宅里。那儿总是聚集着稀奇古怪的人和动物。过了一段时间，拜伦勋爵发现这个居所并不适合孩子，于是将阿利格拉送到威尼斯的一户英国人家里。8月份，克莱尔在那里见到了女儿。后来拜伦允许克莱尔母女和雪莱一家住在他在埃斯特镇附近的别墅里。在那儿，克莱尔和女儿阿利格拉度过了愉快的两个月。但是拜伦说克莱尔必须在秋天把女儿带回威尼斯，交给他。所以，到了10月份，阿利格拉又回到了父亲身边，而克莱尔从此再也没有见过她。

在威尼斯，阿利格拉生活了8个月，先后被寄养在好几个家庭里。而后，拜伦带她去了波洛尼亚。在给雪莱的信中，他写道：

她很像我，皮肤白皙，声音轻柔，但是不会发字母“r”的音。
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接下来的数月里，拜伦没有告诉克莱尔任何有关女儿的消息。后来，克莱尔听说阿利格拉和父亲在一个叫拉文纳的城里，于是写信求拜伦：“请让我见见女儿！”但是被拒绝了。克莱尔给拜伦写了很多类似的信，但他都没有回复。这让她很伤心。

在阿利格拉4岁时，拜伦把她送到了拉文纳附近的一所修道院学校。修女们很和善，也很喜欢阿利格拉，但修道院对她来说是个陌生的地方。墙壁是白色的，冷漠而生硬，房间里空空荡荡，没有壁炉，有时她会觉得冷。每天，阿利格拉都要在同样的时间做同样的事，这种安静的生活和她跟拜伦在一起时截然不同。

克莱尔对此非常不满。她不喜欢修道院学校，而且深信阿利格拉在那里会感到孤独、寒冷。她气愤地给拜伦写信，说：“我的女儿必须跟我们之中的一人生活在一起。”拜伦没有回信。他认为修道院学校对阿利格拉有好处，还告诉那儿的修女绝对不能允许克莱尔去看望女儿，要将其拒之门外。但是他说雪莱可以见阿利格拉，因为他们是朋友。于是，有一天雪莱去修道院看望了阿利格拉。他在日记中写道：

她个子很高，面色苍白，长着蓝色的眼睛和一头浓密的金发，是个漂亮而又与众不同的孩子。我陪她在花园里追逐玩耍，她跑起来轻快敏捷。我送给她一些糖果，又问她：“你想要我跟你妈妈说什么？”她用意大利语回答：“告诉她送给我一个吻和一条漂亮的裙子。”然后我问：“你想跟爸爸说什么？”她说：“让他带着妈妈来看我。”
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但是爸爸和妈妈都没有去看她。

1821年6月6日，克莱尔梦到阿利格拉病了。她猜想女儿快死了，自己将再也见不到她了。“带孩子离开修道院，”她写信央求拜伦，但被拒绝了。克莱尔当然希望自己能去修道院把女儿接走，可是这么做很困难。拜伦是位富有且声名显赫的勋爵，修道院的人顺从他的意愿，锁住大门。

在那之后阿利格拉发烧了。医生来看过，并开了药。曾有一段时间她的病情有所好转，修女们以为她会活下来。但是1822年4月21日，她去世了，那一天刚好5岁零3个月。

雪莱不敢把阿利格拉去世的消息告诉克莱尔，担心她会轻生。但是，一天晚上，正在雪莱、玛丽和几个朋友谈论阿利格拉时，克莱尔走进了房间，大家突然止住了谈话，克莱尔意识到了。
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“阿利格拉不在了，是不是？”她问。

雪莱只得把这个不幸的消息告诉她。克莱尔非常伤心，甚至想要结束生命。雪莱也很难过，他像父亲一样疼爱阿利格拉，无法忘记她。阿利格拉去世两周后的一天，雪莱和一个朋友在一处海边住所的阳台上，突然他看见个金发碧眼的女孩从大海里走出来，向他微笑着。借着月光雪莱看见她正要朝自己走来。

“快看那边！”他对朋友说，“看见她了吗？就在那儿！”

但是他的朋友什么都没看见。那是阿利格拉的幽灵。

在阿利格拉死去50年以后，克莱尔在寄给朋友的信中写道：

我永远都无法忘记我亲爱的女儿。可是她真的死了吗？拜伦和雪莱说她死了，但我听说她还活着。有人说见过她。我相信她还活着。

1879年，克莱尔在81岁时去世了，墓碑安放在巴尼奥阿里波的圣玛丽亚德尔安蒂拉墓地。


5
Bagno a Ripoli

After I read this strange, sad story, I understood the mystery of Allegra. Was she still alive? No. But her ghost was still in the world. The little girl in my room was the ghost of Claire Clairmont's Allegra. She was unhappy and she couldn't rest because she wanted to be with her mother. But she couldn't find her. She knew that her mother was at Bagno a Ripoli, but she didn't know how to get there. So her unhappy ghost lived and waited in the body of Allegra Henderson, Chiara's daughter. At night it left Allegra's body and came to my room for help. Then poor Allegra died of fever, just like Claire's Allegra. But the ghost couldn't rest; it had to find another child's body.

'Who is the child?' I asked myself.

'Who is the next Allegra — Allegra Three?'

But I already knew the answer. My Italian family in Florence had a little daughter. Her name was Allegra, and she would be five years and three months on April 21st.

It was now the evening of April 20th.

I left the bar quickly and ran back to my family's house. When I arrived, the mother was crying.

'Allegra is in hospital,' she told me. 'She's got a bad fever and the doctors aren't sure what it is. Oh, I hope it isn't dangerous! I hope she'll get better soon!'

'She'll be all right,' I said. 'She'll get better.'

But that night in my room I said to myself, 'Oh, please — no, no!'

I walked round and round the room and I thought of my dear friend Allegra Henderson. I was afraid that Allegra Three was going to die the next day. But what could I do about it?

'No! This Allegra must not die!' I said angrily.

Then, suddenly, I knew what to do. I waited. Ten o'clock, eleven o'clock, midnight. 'Please, please, come!' I said.

I looked at my watch. Twelve fifteen.

'Will she come, will she come?' I said again and again.

And then she was there: the ghost of Lord Byron's daughter! Pale, beautiful, with big blue eyes and hair like gold. She was smiling at me.

'Are you going to take me to Mamà?'

'Yes, Allegra. We're going to Bagno a Ripoli. But we must hurry. Come on, let's go!'

She laughed happily. 'Oh, thank you! You're so kind!'

I took her cold little hand. We went out of the house and got into my car. I drove very fast through the night.

'Oh, I'm going to see my dear Mamà!' Allegra said. 'I'll be with her after all these years. We'll be so happy! I loved her and she loved me. But Papà took me away from her and he sent me to a convent school. I didn't like it there. It was so cold and quiet! Mamà didn't come and Papà didn't come. Why didn't they come?'

But then she laughed and began to sing an Italian song.

When we arrived at Bagno a Ripoli, she jumped out of the car and looked around.

'Where is Mamà?' she cried.

'Follow me,' I said.

We went into the cemetery and I took her to Claire Clairmont's tombstone.

'She's here,' I said. 'Your Mamà is here.'

Allegra read the name on the tombstone.

'Mamà?' she called. 'Are you here? It's me, Allegra. I'm here, your Allegra is here.' She was crying with happiness.

I was happy too, but I was also afraid. The cemetery was dark and silent, there was a soft wind in the trees, and in front of my eyes was this little child's ghost in a white nightdress, calling for its dead mother.

'Yes, I hear you, Mamà!' Allegra cried. 'I'm coming, I'm coming...'

And very slowly the ghost of Allegra began to disappear. And her voice was slowly going away.

'Wait for me, Mamà! I'm coming...I'm coming...'

And then the ghost wasn't there. Allegra was with her mother at last.



jump v. to move quickly or suddenly in a particular direction 快速（突然）移动

disappear v.to become impossible to see or find 消失；失踪


5．　巴尼奥阿里波
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这则离奇又伤感的故事帮我解开了围绕阿利格拉的谜团。她还活着吗？不。但是她的灵魂还在世上，没有散去。出现在我房间里的小女孩就是克莱尔·克莱尔蒙特的女儿阿利格拉的幽灵。因为想跟妈妈在一起，她不开心，也无法安息，但是她无法找到妈妈。她知道妈妈在巴尼奥阿里波，却不知道该怎么去那儿。所以她忧伤的灵魂留在了世上，并且附在基娅拉的女儿阿利格拉·亨德森的身体上。到了夜里，她就离开阿利格拉的身体，去我的房间里求助。然后可怜的阿利格拉与克莱尔的女儿阿利格拉一样，死于发热。可是幽灵阿利格拉依然无法安息，仍要找到一个可以附体的孩子。

“那个小孩会是谁呢？”我问自己，“谁会是下一个阿利格拉——阿利格拉三？”

其实我已经知道答案了。在佛罗伦萨我所寄宿的意大利家庭里的小女儿，名字就叫阿利格拉，到4月21日她就正好5岁零3个月。

而现在是4月20日的傍晚。

我立刻离开了酒吧，往那户人家里跑去。我到达时，女孩的妈妈正在哭。

“阿利格拉住院了，”她告诉我，“她烧得很厉害，医生也不知道为什么。天哪！但愿她没有危险，能很快好起来。”
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“她不会有事的，”我说，“她会好的。”

可是，晚上回到房间里，我禁不住暗自祈祷：“千万不要，不要这样！”

我在房间里来回走着，又想起了我的朋友阿利格拉·亨德森。我害怕这第三个阿利格拉会在第二天死去。可是我能为此做什么呢？

“不行！一定不能让这个阿利格拉死去！”我懊恼地说道。

这时，我突然想到该怎么做了。我等待着。时间在不停地流逝，10点，11点，午夜。“来吧，一定要来呀！”我念叨着。

我看了看表，已经12点一刻了。

“她会来吗？会出现吗？”我焦急地一遍遍问自己。

就在那一刻，她现身了：拜伦勋爵女儿的幽灵！那个面色苍白，金发碧眼的漂亮女孩。她对我露出了笑容。

“你要带我去找妈妈吗？”

“是的，阿利格拉。我们要去巴尼奥阿里波，不过我们得抓紧。快，咱们走吧！”她开心地笑了。“啊，谢谢你，你真是太好了！”

我拉着她冰冷的小手，走出房间，上了我的车。在夜色中，我的车开得飞快。

“哦，我就要见到亲爱的妈妈了！”阿利格拉说，“过了这么多年，我终于能和妈妈在一起了，我们该有多幸福啊！我爱妈妈，妈妈也爱我。可是爸爸把我从她身边带走，送我去了修道院学校。我不喜欢那儿，在那儿又冷又孤单。妈妈和爸爸都没有来看我，他们为什么不来呢？”

讲到这儿，她却又笑了，还唱起一首意大利歌曲。

我们到达巴尼奥阿里波时，阿利格拉从车上跳下来，四处张望。

“妈妈在哪儿？”她嚷道。

“跟我来。”我对她说。

我带她走进墓地，来到克莱尔·克莱尔蒙特的墓碑前。

“她在这儿，”我说，“你的妈妈就在这儿。”

阿利格拉读着墓碑上的名字。

“妈妈？”她呼喊着，“你在吗？是我，阿利格拉。我来了，你的女儿阿利格拉来了。”她欣喜地呼唤着。

我也很高兴，却又感到害怕。墓地里漆黑一片，寂静无声，四周只有轻风搅动树叶的声音，而这小女孩的幽灵就站在我的眼前，穿着白色睡裙，呼唤着她死去的妈妈。

“是的，我听到你了，妈妈！”阿利格拉大声说，“我来了，我来了……”

说着，阿利格拉的幽灵开始慢慢消散，声音也渐渐飘向了远方。

“等着我，妈妈！我来了……我来了……”

然后幽灵消失了。阿利格拉终于和妈妈团聚了。


6
Allegra Four

At eight o'clock the next morning Allegra's mother came to my room and woke me up. She had a big smile on her face.

'My Allegra is much better!' she said. 'The doctor telephoned early this morning. He says that the fever has gone. It went suddenly last night. She's going to get well. Oh, I'm so happy! I'm going to the hospital to bring her home. Would you like to come with me?'

So we went to the hospital and I saw Allegra. She looked a little tired but she was well. Perhaps you can understand how I felt. Allegra Henderson was dead — but I felt that she was alive again!

That was on April 21st, eight years ago.

And now? Well, six years ago I met an Italian girl and we fell in love. We got married and a year later my wife had a baby girl. She's got long black hair and green eyes. Her face is pale but beautiful. She is tall for her years. She speaks English and Italian very well, but she can't say 'r'. Yes, she's like my little friend Allegra who died twelve years ago. But she's a happy child.

Today I've asked her lots of times, 'How are you? Do you feel well?'

'Yes, Daddy, of course I feel well,' she says. And she laughs.

'Are you sure?'

'Yes! I feel fine. Why?'

But I don't want to tell her why. You see, today is April 20th and tomorrow my daughter will be five years and three months old.

Oh! I forgot to tell you her name! But you know it already — don't you?



get married to take (a person) in marriage （与……）结婚


6．　阿利格拉四
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第二天早晨8点，阿利格拉的妈妈到我的房间叫醒了我。她的脸上挂着灿烂的笑容。

“我的阿利格拉好多了！”她说，“医生一早打来电话，说她的烧已经退了，是昨天夜里突然好的。她正在恢复，这让我太高兴了！我要去医院接她回家，你愿意跟我去吗？”

而后我们一起去了医院。我见到了阿利格拉，她看起来有些疲倦，但是很健康。你也许能猜出我当时的感受吧：已经去世的阿利格拉·亨德森似乎又复活了！

那一天是8年前的4月21日。

现在如何？6年前我结识了一个意大利女孩，我们相爱、结婚，婚后一年我们的小女儿诞生了。她长着黑色的长发，绿色的眼睛，面色苍白，但是很漂亮。她在同龄的孩子中是高个子，会说流利的英语和意大利语，但却不会发字母“r”的音。没错，她很像我的朋友，12年前去世的阿利格拉，不过她是个快乐的孩子。

今天我不停地追问女儿：“怎么样？你感觉好吗？”

“很好，爸爸，当然很好。”她笑着回答。

“你确定？”

“是的！我好极了。您为什么问这个？”

我可不想把原因告诉她。知道吗，今天是4月20日，而明天我的女儿就5岁零3个月了。

哦！我忘记告诉你她的名字了！不过你已经知道了，对吗？


ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1．Read the story introduction of the book. How much do you know now about The Mystery of Allegra? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) There are two girls called Allegra.

YES □／NO □

2) The name 'Allegra' means 'happy'.

YES □／NO □

3) The first Allegra is ten years old.

YES □／NO □

4) She is never unhappy.

YES □／NO □

5) She has a friend called Adrian.

YES □／NO □

6) The second Allegra is there every morning.

YES □／NO □

7) She has cold hands and a cold face.

YES □／NO □

2．What is going to happen in the story? Can you guess? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) A girl called Allegra will die.

YES □／NO □

2) Adrian will be in danger.

YES □／NO □

3) Adrian will help a girl called Allegra.

YES □／NO □

4) A girl called Allegra will kill somebody.

YES □／NO □

5) Adrian will find out that the second Allegra is not a real person.

YES □／NO □

6) There will be four girls called Allegra in this story.

YES □／NO □


ACTIVITIES



While Reading

1．Read Chapter 1. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)? Rewrite the false ones with the correct information.

1) Adrian met Allegra twelve years ago.

2) Adrian and his parents were on holiday in France.

3) Margaret Henderson was Italian.

4) Margaret had a daughter and a granddaughter.

5) Adrian didn't wake up in the night.

6) A little girl came into Adrian's room in the night.

7) Allegra said that her mother was in the house.

8) Adrian didn't see how Allegra left his room.

9) Adrian didn't see anybody in the next bedroom.

10) Chiara said that Allegra sometimes walked in her sleep.

2．Read Chapter 2. Choose the best question-word for these questions and then answer them.

Who/Where

1) ... had long black hair and brown eyes?

2) ... couldn't go to sleep at first because he was afraid?

3) ... did Allegra want to go?

4) ... did Chiara's husband live?

5) ... wanted to see her father?

6) ... wanted to see her mother?

3．Read Chapter 3, then answer these questions.

1) Why didn't Allegra answer Adrian's letters?

2) How old was Allegra when she died?

3) Why did Adrian go to Florence?

4) Who had the same name and birthday as Allegra Henderson?

5) Who came to Adrian's room at midnight?

6) Where did Adrian go the next morning?

7) When and where did Claire Clairmont die?

4．Before you read Chapter 4，what can you guess about the mystery of Allegra? Choose Y(Yes) or N(No) for each sentence.

1) Claire Clairmont had a daughter called Allegra. Y/N

2) Claire Clairmont's daughter died when she was five. Y/N

3) The first Allegra's father was an English poet. Y/N

4) Claire Clairmont didn't love her daughter. Y/N

5) Allegra was living with her father when she died. Y/N

6) Adrian was the only person who ever saw the ghost of Allegra. Y/N

5．Read Chapter 4 and check your guesses. Then answer these questions.

1) What was Allegra's father's name?

2) Who chose the name Allegra?

3) Why did Claire give Allegra to her father?

4) Where did Byron send Allegra when she was four?

5) Who went to visit Allegra?

6．Read Chapter 5. Who said this, and to whom?

1) 'Allegra is in hospital.'

2) 'She'll get better.'

3) 'We're going to Bagno a Ripoli.'

4) 'Where is Mamà?'

5) 'I'm here, your Allegra is here.'

7．Read Chapter 6. Here are some untrue sentences. Rewrite them with the correct information.

1) The doctor said that the third Allegra was going to die.

2) Adrian married an English girl.

3) Adrian and his wife had a baby boy.

4) Adrian's child doesn't speak English.

5) Adrian's daughter is an unhappy child.

8．Now answer these questions.

1) What is Adrian's daughter's name?

2) When is her birthday?

3) Is she going to die on April 21st?


ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1．Match these halves of sentences to explain the mystery of Allegra. Use these words to join your sentences.

and /and/because/but/but/but/when

1) Claire Clairmont's daughter, Allegra, died in 1822, ______

2) She was unhappy ______

3) She wanted to go to Bagno a Ripoli ______

4) So she came to Adrian's room at night ______

5) ______ Allegra Henderson died,

6) Then the third Allegra became ill too, ______

7) He took the ghost Allegra to Bagno a Ripoli ______

8) she wanted to be with her mother.

9) she found her mother there.

10) asked him for help.

11) the ghost went to live in the body of the Italian family's Allegra.

12) her ghost lived in the body of Allegra Henderson.

13) Adrian knew how to help her.

14) she couldn't get there alone.

2．Read this description of Allegra One. Then write similar descriptions of Allegra Two, Allegra Three, and Allegra Four. Make any changes that are necessary.

Claire Clairmont's daughter was called Allegra, but she was often sad. She was tall and pale and she had big blue eyes and long blond hair. She could speak English and Italian but she couldn't say the letter 'r'. She was born on January 21st and she died on April 21st, when she was five years old.

3．Imagine that in June 1821 Claire went to see Byron and asked to see Allegra. Complete their conversation. Use as many words as you like.

CLAIRE:

You must let me see Allegra. Why did you send her to that terrible convent school?

BYRON:

Because ______.

CLAIRE:

No, it isn't. I'm sure that ______. I'm going to take her away.

BYRON:

Well, you can't. I've told the nuns ______.

CLAIRE:

You're so unkind. I'm Allegra's mother. And I know that she's ill.

BYRON:

How ______?

CLAIRE:

I ______. I think that she's going to die.

BYRON:

Of course she ______.

CLAIRE:

You don't love her. You don't want her with you, so why ______?

BYRON:

Because she must ______.

4．Here is a new illustration for the story. Find the best place in the story to put the picture, and answer these questions.

The picture goes in Chapter ______.

1) Who are the two people in the picture?

2) Where are they going?

3) Why?

Now write a caption for the illustration.
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Caption: ___________________________________

5．Do you agree (A) or disagree (D) with these sentences? Explain why.

1) Claire Clairmont was wrong to give Allegra to Byron.

2) Byron was a very bad father.

3) Chiara Henderson was wrong to take her daughter to Italy when her husband still lived in England.

4) It was dangerous for Adrian to call his daughter Allegra.

5) Allegra One wasn't a ghost; she was just Adrian's dream.

6．Fill in the gaps in this text about ghosts. Use these words.

afraid, cold, dead, locked, night, rest, room, see, unhappy, wear

They say that ghosts are ______ people who cannot ______. They are usually ______. Ghosts come at ______; they often ______ white clothes, and they are ______ when you touch them. They can come into a ______ when the door and windows are ______. When they leave, you don't ______ where they go. People are often ______ of ghosts.

7．Now discuss your answers to these questions.

1) Do you believe in ghosts?

2) Have you or any of your friends ever seen a ghost?

3) Have you seen any films or TV programmes about ghosts?

4) Would you like to see a ghost? Why or why not?
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简　介

你想当国王、想拥有荣华富贵、名闻天下吗？你希望无论走到哪里都成为众人的中心吗？你希望自己每时每刻、每一天都是人们关注的对象吗？

国王永远不会独自一人。每时每刻总有人注视着他——有时是他的保镖，有时是街上成千的民众。他永远不会独自一人；每个人都认识他的面孔。他做事必须检点，因为他的所做所为是无法保密的。

国王今天说了什么，明天全世界的人都会知道。他说话得谨慎；因为总有人在听。

这可不像一般的工作那样，5点钟就可以下班。国王没有假期。国王永远是国王——每时每刻都是国王。

国王永远不会独自一人，但他总是感到孤独。谁会是国王的朋友呢？谁会与他共同分担那份孤独呢？




作者彼德·戴恩蒂从事英语教学多年，目前在伦敦工作。
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A Family Tree
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家族世系图
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The Duke and Duchess of Windsor

1894

Edward is born in Richmond, England.

1896

Wallis is born in Baltimore, USA.

1911

Edward becomes Prince of Wales.

1912

Edward enters Oxford University.

1914

The First World War begins. Edward sees fighting on the front line in Belgium.

1916

Wallis marries Winfield Spencer.

1920

Edward begins a five-year journey round the world. He visits 45 countries and travels 240000 kilometres.

1927

Wallis divorces Winfield Spencer.

1928

Wallis marries Ernest Simpson.

1930

Edward meets Wallis at a weekend house party.

1936

January King George Ⅴ dies. Edward is now King.

June Edward tells his mother that he wants to marry Wallis.

December Edward gives the crown to his brother and leaves England.

1937

Edward and Wallis marry in France. They take the name Duke and Duchess of Windsor. None of the Royal Family come to the wedding. For the next thirty years the Duke and Duchess live outside England.

1966

Queen Elizabeth Ⅱ meets the Duke and Duchess at a small party in London. 'It's time to forget the past,' she says.

1972

Edward dies in Paris. His body is buried in England at Windsor Castle.

1986

Wallis dies in Paris and is buried next to Edward at Windsor.



Duke n. 公爵。

Duchess n. 公爵夫人。

front line a line on which fighting takes place in time of war. 前线，战地。

journey n. a trip of some distance. 旅行。

crown n. the rank of king or queen 王位。

royal adj. for, belonging to, or Connected with a king or queen 王室的，皇家的。

castle n. 城堡。


温莎公爵和夫人

1894

爱德华出生在英国的里士满。

1896

沃利斯出生在美国巴尔的摩。

1911

爱德华成为威尔士亲王。

1912

爱德华进入牛津大学。

1914

第一次世界大战爆发。爱德华在比利时前线督战。

1916

沃利斯与温菲尔德·斯潘塞结婚。

1920

爱德华开始了为期5年的环球旅行。他访问了45个国家，行程达24万公里。

1927

沃利斯与温菲尔德·斯潘塞离婚。

1928

沃利斯与欧内斯特·辛普森结婚。

1930

爱德华在一个周末家庭招待会上与沃利斯相识。

1936

1月：国王乔治五世逝世。爱德华登基。

6月：爱德华告诉母亲，他要与沃利斯结婚。

12月：爱德华将王位让给弟弟，然后离开英国。

1937

爱德华和沃利斯在法国结婚。他们被封为温莎公爵和夫人。皇族中没有人去参加他们的婚礼。在以后的30年里，公爵和夫人一直在英国以外的国家居住。

1966

女王伊丽莎白二世在伦敦的一个小型聚会上与温莎公爵和夫人相遇。她说：“现在是忘记过去的时候了。”

1972

爱德华在巴黎逝世。他的遗体埋葬在英国的温莎城堡。

1986

沃利斯在巴黎去世，葬在温莎城堡爱德华的墓旁。




IN APRIL 1987, THREE HUNDRED PEOPLE CAME TO A SMALL room in Geneva, Switzerland. There were Presidents and Kings, film stars and millionaires. They came from the four corners of the world, east and west, north and south, and they spoke many languages.

But they all wanted one thing — to buy some jewellery. It was the jewellery that a man called Edward gave a woman called Wallis.




One woman, Mrs Namiki from Japan, paid $105000 for a gold ring.

'Why did you pay all that money?' a friend asked. 'You can buy a gold ring in Tokyo for half that money.'

'Because Wallis and Edward were special to me,' Mrs Namiki replied. 'I never met them but I'll keep that ring all my life.'




In the next few hours, in that small room in Geneva, the jewellery was sold for $50000000. But who was Wallis? And who was Edward? And why was their love story so special?




Let's begin at the beginning...



Geneva 日内瓦。

Switzerland 瑞士

film star 电影明星。

millionaire n. a very rich man. 大富豪；百万富翁。

the four corners of the world 世界各地。

jewellery n. 珠宝。

special adj. not common or usual. 特别的；特殊的。




1987年4月，300人来到瑞士日内瓦的一间小屋子。他们当中有总统和国王，影星和百万富翁。他们来自世界各地，天南地北，操着各种语言。

但他们来的目的只有一个——买珠宝。这些珠宝是一位名叫爱德华的男人送给一位名叫沃利斯的女士的。




有一位从日本来的并木夫人，出价105000美元买了一枚金戒。

“你为什么花那么多钱？”一位朋友问，“在东京，有这一半的钱就能买一枚金戒。”

并木夫人答道：“因为沃利斯和爱德华对我有特殊的意义，我从未结识过他们，但这枚戒指我将终生珍藏。”




在随后的几个小时内，这些珠宝在日内瓦的那间小屋子里被拍卖，总额为5000万美元。但是，沃利斯是谁？爱德华又是谁呢？他们的爱情故事为什么那么特别？




让我们从头说起……


1
A Lonely Child

Prince Edward was born in 1894. His father, King George Ⅴ, was a tall, cold man who did not like children. 'Why does Edward talk all the time?' he once said. 'He's a very noisy child!'

His mother, Queen Mary, agreed. 'It doesn't matter if Edward is happy or unhappy,' she said. 'A child must be silent and strong.'

The family lived in Buckingham Palace, which had 600 rooms. There were 8 kitchens, 19 bathrooms, 24 toilets, 11 dining rooms, 17 bedrooms and 21 sitting rooms.

Edward once told a story about the house:




Buckingham Palace was very big, and people sometimes got lost. One night my mother, my father and I were sitting in the dining room. We were waiting for our dinner. We waited and we waited, but the food did not come. After twenty minutes my father was very angry. He stood up and went to the kitchen. 'Where is the cook?' he shouted, 'and where is my food?'

'But, Sir, 'the cook replied, 'your dinner left the kitchen fifteen minutes ago. Hasn't it arrived yet?'

'No, it hasn't,' my father shouted, 'and I'm hungry.'

The King left the kitchen and began to look for the food. Ten minutes later he saw a woman who was carrying three plates of meal and potatoes. 'What happened to you?' my father said. 'Why didn't you bring us our dinner?'

'I'm sorry, Sir,' the woman replied. 'There are a lot of dining rooms. I couldn't remember where to go. But if you return to the table, Sir, this time I can follow you to the right room.'




Edward did not go to school with other children. He stayed in Buckingham Palace where he had a special classroom just for him.

This is how Edward described his lessons:




My teacher, Mr Hansell, was a thin man. He never smiled and his nose was very red. We had lots of books but they were all very boring. They were full of words and they didn't have any pictures.

Sometimes I stopped reading and looked out of the window. Mr Hansell got very angry. He took a stick and hit me on the arm. 'Don't look out of the window, little boy,' he shouted. 'Look at the book.' He hit me many times and, my arm was red.

Every Friday the teacher took me to my father's room. 'And what has my son learnt this week, Mr Hansell?' the King asked.

And the answer was always: 'Not very much I'm afraid, Sir. Edward doesn't like his lessons. He never listens to what I say.'

When Mr Hansell left the room, my father was angry with me. 'What's wrong with you, child?' he said. 'Are you stupid? Why can't you learn anything?'

'But the lessons are so boring, Sir,' I replied. 'And Mr Hansell hits me.'

'I don't understand you, Edward. You're a baby. You're so weak. You'll never be a good King. A King must be strong. Go to your room and stay there until the morning.'




'I spent many days alone in my room,' Edward wrote later. 'I never played with other children and I didn't have any friends. I lived in the most beautiful house in England but I was always lonely and sad. I saw my mother once a day at dinner time and I saw my father three or four times a week, but they never gave me any love. I was afraid of them and everything I did was wrong.'



agree v. have the same opinion. 同意，答应。

kitchen n. a room in which meals are cooked. 厨房。

bathroom n. a room with a bathtub. 浴室。

toilet n. 洗手间，厕所。

sitting room 起居室。

lost adj. unable to find the way. 迷路的。

cook n. a person who prepares food. 厨师。

follow v. come or go after. 跟着。

just adv. only 仅，只。

describe v. give a picture in words. 描述。

boring adj. being dull. 令人厌烦的，无聊的。

be full of 充满。

stick n. 棍，棒。

hit sb. on the arm 打某人的胳膊。

be angry with sb. 生某人的气。

understand v. know the meaning of (sth). 懂，了解，知道。

baby n. a person who behaves like a very young child. 有孩子气的人。

weak adj. 懦弱的。

until prep. 直到。

alone adj. without others. 单独，独自。

lonely adj. unhappy because of being alone or without friends. 寂寞的。

once a day 每天一次。


1　一个孤独的孩子
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爱德华王子出生于1894年。他的父亲乔治五世国王身材高大，性情冷漠。他不喜欢孩子。“爱德华为什么总是说个不停？”有一次，他说，“这孩子真闹人！”

他的母亲玛丽王后也这么想。“爱德华高兴与否并不重要，”她说，“小孩子一定要沉静而坚强。”

他们一家住在白金汉宫。这座宫殿有600个房间，其中有8个厨房，19间浴室，24个卫生间，11个餐厅，17间卧室和21间起居室。

有一次，爱德华讲了一个关于这座房子的故事：




白金汉宫非常大，人们有时会迷路。一天晚上，我和我的父母亲坐在餐厅里等着吃晚饭。我们等呀等呀，但饭菜迟迟没有送上来。等了20分钟，我父亲火了。他起身去厨房。“厨师呢？”他喊道，“我的晚餐在哪儿？”

“可是，陛下，”厨师说，“您的晚餐15分钟之前就送走了。难道还没有送到吗？”

“没有，”我父亲高声叫道，“我饿坏了。”

国王离开厨房，开始去找晚餐。10分钟后，他看见一个女佣正端着3盘子肉和土豆。“你是怎么回事？”我父亲问，“你为什么不把晚餐给我们端来？”

“对不起，陛下，”女佣回答道，“这儿有很多餐厅。我记不起应该进哪一间，但要是您能回到餐桌旁去，陛下，这次我会跟着您找到该去的餐厅。”




爱德华没有和其他孩子一起去学校上学。他待在白金汉宫，那儿有他的专用教室。

爱德华这样形容他的课程：




我的老师汉塞尔先生人很瘦、他从来不笑，鼻子红红的．我们有很多书，但都枯燥乏味。书里全是字，一幅画儿也没有。

有时读着读着我会停下来，往窗外看。汉塞尔先生非常生气。他拿起一根小棒儿打我的胳膊。“别往窗外看，小男孩，”他叫道，“看书．”他一下又一下地打我，打得我胳膊都红了。

每到星期五，老师都把我带到父亲的房间里。

“汉塞尔先生，这个星期我的儿子学了些什么？”国王问。

回答总是这样的：“恐怕没学多少，陛下。爱德华不喜欢上课。我讲什么他从来不听。”

汉塞尔退出房间后，我父亲便对我发火。“孩子，你怎么了？”他说，“你是不是脑子笨？你为什么学不会任何东西？”

“可是那些课程太没意思了，陛下，”我回答，“汉塞尔先生还打我。”

“我弄不懂你，爱德华。你真是长不大。你是个软骨头。你永远当不了一个出色的国王。国王必须坚强。回你的房间去，明天早晨以前不许出来。”




“许多个日子我都是独自一人在自己房间里度过的，”爱德华后来写道，“我从未和其他孩子一起玩过，我也没有朋友。我住在英国最漂亮的房子里，却总是感到寂寞、悲伤。我每天只是在吃饭的时候才见我母亲一面，父亲每星期见三四面，但他们从不给我爱。我害怕他们，在他们看来，我做的每件事都不对。”


2
The Prince of Wales

In the spring of 1911 King George called Edward into his room and said:

'Next month I'll make you Prince of Wales and these are your clothes for the ceremony.'

The King opened a small cupboard and Edward started to cry. 'But father,' he said, 'I'm sixteen years old now. I can't wear soft shoes and a skirt. I'll look like a girl. Why can't I dress like other people?'

'Because you're different and special,' his father replied, 'and one day you'll be King.'

Edward cried for the next two days, but there was nothing he could do.

And so, on 10th June 1911, the family drove to Caernarvon Castle in North Wales and the ceremony began.

The King put a small gold crown on Edward's head. There was music and dancing and the crowd began to shout.

The new Prince of Wales closed his eyes. 'I feel terrible,' he said. 'Can we go home now?'

'Not yet,' the King replied. 'The people want to see you.'

Edward walked to the front of the castle and looked down at the crowd. He was shaking and his face was red.

'Smile, Edward,' the King said. 'You are happy!'

A few hours later the family were driving back to Windsor. 'Wasn't that a lovely day!' Queen Mary said.

Edward took off his shoes and looked out of the window. 'Never again,' he thought. 'Never again!'



ceremony n. 仪式。

cupboard n. 柜子，橱柜。

dress v. put clothes on (oneself or sb. else). 穿衣服。

crown n. 王冠。

crowd n. a large number of people gathered together. 群众，人群。

shake v. move quickly up and down and to and fro. 抖动。

lovely adj. very pleasant 愉快的。

take off 脱掉。

never adv. not at any time. 决不。


2　威尔士亲王
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1911年春天，乔治国王把爱德华叫到自己的房间，说：

“下个月我要封你为威尔士亲王，这是你要在典礼上穿的衣服。”

国王打开一个小柜子，爱德华哭了起来。“可是父亲，”他说，“我现在已经16岁了。我不能穿软鞋和裙子。那会使我看上去像个女孩子。为什么我不能穿得像其他人一样？”

“因为你和他们不一样，你是特别的，”他的父亲回答，“有朝一日你会成为国王，”

接下来的两天，爱德华哭个不停，但他没有办法。

就这样，1911年6月10日，王室成员驱车前往北威尔士的卡那封城堡，典礼开始了。

国王把一顶小号的金冠戴在爱德华的头上。现场有音乐和舞蹈，人群欢呼起来。

而新封的威尔士亲王却闭上了眼睛。“我觉得很难受，”他说，“现在我们可以回家了吗？”

“还不能，”国王回答，“人们想看看你。”

爱德华走到城堡前部，俯视人群。他浑身颤抖，脸涨得通红。

“笑一笑，爱德华，”国王说，“你应该高兴！”

几小时后，全家人驱车回到温莎。“多么愉快的一天呀！”玛丽王后说。

爱德华脱下鞋子，向窗外望去。“我再也不要这样了，”他想，“永远不！”


3
The Royal Star

After a year at Oxford University, Edward went to fight in the First World War. He wrote:




I lived in a house with twenty-five other soldiers. At night we talked about our lives and our families. It was very interesting.

I could speak freely to different people—rich and poor, young and old. But I also saw the blood and noise of war.

One day in 1916 my driver took me to the town of Loos in Belgium. I got out of the car and walked to the top of the hill. Down below me there was heavy fighting and I felt very sad.

An hour later I returned to my car. I'll never forget what I saw. My driver was dead. While I was away, somebody shot him in the neck.




When the war finished in 1918, Edward returned to Buckingham Palace. One night he was talking to his father in the dining room.

'I don't understand why countries fight,' the Prince said. 'The war has finished, but nothing has changed. There are still millions of poor and hungry people. It's not right. Somebody must do something!'

'Well,' King George replied, 'you can't change the world if you sit by the fire. You must travel. Meet people. Talk to them. Listen to what they say. And then, when you are King, you can make the world a better place.'

And so, in 1920, Edward left England again. During the next five years he travelled 240000 kilometres and visited 45 different countries.

He saw India, Argentina, Nigeria, Mexico, New Zealand, Germany, and Japan. When he came to Toronto, in Canada, there were 500000 people in the streets to meet him. Everywhere thousands of people waited to see him — there were crowds of 190000 in Cape Town, 300000 in Paris, 500000 in New York, and 750000 in Melbourne.

'Edward is the first royal star,' one newspaper wrote, 'and he is now the most famous man in the world. In the old days princes were cold and bored. But Edward is different. He gets out of his car and walks down the street. Every two or three minutes he stops and speaks with the crowd. He laughs. He smiles. He shakes a thousand hands. He is a man of the people with a heart of gold.'



Oxford University 牛津大学。

interesting adj. holding the attention 有意思的，令人发生兴趣的。

freely adv. openly. 坦诚地，率直地。

heavy adj. 激烈的。

away adv. from this or that place. 离开。

shoot sb. in the neck 打中某人的脖子。

millions of 许许多多，无数。

travel v. go from place to place. 旅行，游历。

India 印度。

Argentina 阿根廷。

Nigeria 尼日利亚。

Mexico 墨西哥。

New Zealand 新西兰。

bored adj. tired or uninterested. 厌烦的。


3　皇族明星
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在牛津大学学习了一年之后，爱德华参加了第一次世界大战。他写道：




我和其他25名士兵住在一间房子里。晚上，我们就谈各自的生活和家庭。谈话十分有趣。

我可以和各种各样的人随意交谈——无论是富人还是穷人，年轻人还是老年人。但我也领略了战争的血腥和喧嚣。

1916年的一天，我的司机送我去比利时的卢斯镇。我下了车，往山顶走去。山下正进行着激烈的战斗，我心里十分难过。

一小时后，我回到汽车上。我永远也忘不了我看到的那一幕。我的司机死了。我离开的时候，有人射中了他的颈部。




1918年战争结束后，爱德华回到白金汉宫。一天晚上，他在餐厅里同父亲交谈。

“我不明白国家之间为什么要打仗，”王子说，“战争已经结束了，但一切依旧。还是有许许多多的人生活在贫困中，忍饥挨饿。这不公平。总得有人做些什么！”

“嗯，”乔治国王答道，“光坐在壁炉旁是不能改变世界的。你得出去走走。去和人们结识一下，与他们谈一谈，听听他们说些什么。这样，当你成为国王的时候，就可以把世界变得更美好。”

于是，1920年，爱德华再次离开英国。在随后的5年里，他行程达24万公里，访问了45个国家。

他访问了印度、阿根廷、尼日利亚、墨西哥、新西兰、德国和日本。当他到达加拿大多伦多时，受到50万人的夹道欢迎。每到一处，都有成千上万的人盼着一睹他的风采——在开普敦有19万人，在巴黎有30万人，在纽约有50万人，在墨尔本有75万人。

“爱德华是第一位皇族明星，”一家报纸这样写道，“他是目前全世界最有名的人。以前的王子都态度冷漠而厌烦。但爱德华不同。他从汽车里出来，在街上走。每隔两三分钟，他就停下来和人们交谈。他有时开怀大笑，有时面带微笑。他和上千人握手。他平易近人，有颗金子般的心。”


4
The Meeting

In the autumn of 1930 Edward went to stay with his friends Lord and Lady Furness. This is how he described that weekend in a book called A King's Story:




On Saturday the weather was cold and windy. It was raining heavily so we could not ride our horses. We decided to stay in the house and have an early lunch with some of Lady Furness' friends.

At one o'clock Wallis arrived with her husband. She was beautifully dressed and she smiled all the time. She spoke with Lord Furness for a few minutes, and then Lady Furness brought her over to see me.

'Sir, I would like you to meet one of my dearest and sweetest American friends, Mrs Wallis Simpson.'

'How do you do, Mrs Simpson,' I said. 'Please come and sit down.'

Lady Furness left us and we began to talk.

I could see that Wallis was not feeling very well. She had a bad cold and her eyes were red. 'I'm afraid that our English houses aren't very warm,' I said. 'We don't have American central heating here.'

There was a long silence. Mrs Simpson turned her face and looked out of the window. Then she said: 'You have disappointed me, Sir.'

'And why is that?' I asked.

'Because everybody asks me about American central heating. I thought that the Prince of Wales would talk about something more interesting.'

I began to laugh.

'What's the matter, Sir?' Wallis asked. 'Have I said something wrong?'

'No,' I replied. 'I'm laughing because you didn't lie to me. You told me the truth.'

'But why is that funny? Doesn't everybody do that?'

'One day I'll be King of England,' I replied. 'And people are afraid of me. If I say that the sky is yellow, they say, "Yes, Sir, you are right". If I say that Wednesday is the first day of the week, they say, "Yes, Sir, you are right". And if I say that Scotland is bigger than Canada, they say, "Yes, Sir, you are right". But you told me that I was boring! You told me the truth. I like that!'

There was another silence and then Wallis began to laugh. 'Can I say one more thing, Sir?'

'Yes, Mrs Simpson, what is it?'

'It's your trousers, Sir.'

'My trousers?'

'Yes, Sir. They are black and your shoes are brown.' These two colours don't look right together.

I stood up and looked in the mirror. 'Yes, Mrs Simpson, you're right. I look very strange. The next time we meet, I will be better dressed.'

When lunch was ready, we walked through into the dining room. I sat at one end of the table and Wallis sat at the other end. I was watching her very carefully. I thought how beautiful her hands were. She began talking to Lady Furness and then, a few minutes later, she turned and smiled at me. I fell very happy.

After lunch Wallis came over to say goodbye. 'My husband and I have to leave now, Sir. We're going to another Party in London.'

I wanted to speak to her but I could not find the right words. I don't know why. We shook hands and Wallis walked away.

I went into the next room and sat down near Lady Furness. 'Tell me about Mrs Simpson,' I said.

'What would you like to know?' she asked.

'Everything!' I said.

'Then perhaps, Sir, you would like to walk in the garden. We can talk more freely there.'

We stood up and left the house by the back door. We walked slowly through the trees, and Lady Furness told me about Wallis...



weekend n. the end of a week. 周末。

windy adj. 风大的。

all the time 一直，始终。

sweet adj. lovable. 可爱的，迷人的。

have a bad cold 患了严重的感冒。

central heating 中央供暖系统。

silence n. the state of not speaking or making a noise. 缄默，无言。

disappoint v. fail to fulfill the hopes of (a person). 使……失望。

laugh v. 笑。

lie v. say sth. that one knows to be untrue 撒谎。

truth n. the true facts 实话，事实。

funny adj. causing laughter. 有趣的，可笑的。

Scotland 苏格兰。

Canada 加拿大

right adj. 适当的，恰到好处的。

mirror n. 镜子。

strange adj. 奇怪的。

carefully adv. 专注地，用心地。

say goodbye 告别。

shake hands 握手。

by prep. through. 经，由。

through prep. 穿过。


4　相识
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1930年的秋天，爱德华去他的朋友弗内斯勋爵夫妇那里小住。在《一个国王的故事》一书中，他是这样描述那个周末的：




星期六，天气很冷，刮着风。雨下得很大，所以我们无法出去骑马。我们决定待在屋里，早点开午饭。与我们共进午餐的是弗内斯勋爵夫人的一些朋友。

1点钟，沃利斯和她的丈夫来了。她穿得很漂亮，始终面带微笑。她与弗内斯勋爵谈了几分钟，然后弗内斯勋爵夫人把她带到我面前。

“殿下，我想介绍您认识我的一位最可爱、最甜美的美国朋友，沃利斯·辛普森夫人。”

“您好，辛普森夫人，”我说，“请过来坐坐。”

弗内斯勋爵夫人走开了，我们交谈起来。

我看得出，沃利斯不太舒服。她得了重感冒，眼睛红红的。“恐怕我们英国的房子不够暖和，”我说，“我们这儿没有美国的中央供暖系统。”

接着是长长的一段沉默。辛普森夫人转头向窗外望去。然后她说：“您让我感到失望，殿下。”

“为什么？”我问。

“因为每个人都问我美国中央供暖的事儿。我想，威尔士亲王准会谈些比较有趣的事。”

我大笑起来。

“怎么了，殿下？”沃利斯问，“我说错什么了吗？”

“没有，”我回答，“我笑是因为你没对我说谎。你讲了真话。”

“可这有什么可笑的？难道大家不都这样吗？”

“有朝一日我会成为英国的国王，”我答道，“所以人们都怕我。如果我说天是黄的，他们会说，‘对，殿下，您说得对。’如果我说星期三是一周里的第一天，他们会说，‘对，殿下，您说得对。’如果我说苏格兰比加拿大还要大，他们会说，‘对，殿下，你说得对。’可是，您却告诉我，我令人乏味！您讲了真心话。我喜欢这样！”

又是一阵沉默，然后沃利斯笑了起来。“我能再说一件事吗，殿下？”

“可以，辛普森夫人，什么事？”

“是您的裤子，殿下。”

“我的裤子？”

“是的，殿下。您的裤子是黑色的，鞋却是棕色的。这两种颜色配在一起有点儿不协调。”

我站起身，照了照镜子。“不错，辛普森夫人，您说得对。我看上去真奇怪，等我们下次见面时，我会穿得更得体些。”

午餐准备好了，我们走进餐厅。我坐在桌子一头，沃利斯坐在另一头。我仔细地打量她。我想，她的手多美呀！她开始和弗内斯勋爵夫人谈话，几分钟后，她转过头来向我微笑。我觉得很高兴。

午餐后，沃利斯过来向我道别。“我和我丈夫现在得走了，殿下。我们要去伦敦参加另一个聚会。”

我想对她说点什么，可一时找不到合适的话。我不懂为什么会这样。我们握了握手，沃利斯走了。

我走到隔壁房间里，坐在弗内斯勋爵夫人身旁。“给我讲讲辛普森夫人的事。”我说。

“您想知道什么？”她问。

“她的一切！”我说。

“那样的话，殿下，也许您会愿意去花园里走走。我们在那儿谈起来会比较自由些。”

我们起身从后门走出去。我们漫步在树丛中，弗内斯勋爵夫人给我讲起了沃利斯的事……


5
Wallis

This is how Lady Furness described Mrs Simpson's early life to Edward:




Wallis was born in Baltimore. She never knew her father. He died when she was five months old. But her mother was a strong and loving woman, and Wallis was a happy child.

When she was twenty, she married a man called Winfield Spencer. For the first few years they were happy together. But one day Winfield lost some money in the street. He was very angry. When he came home, he took a bottle of whisky from a cupboard and began to drink.

That night he hit Wallis in the mouth. She screamed and he hit her again. There was blood on her face and she was shaking like a leaf. 'Please, Winfield,' she said. 'No more.'

But Winfield took her arm and pulled her up the stairs. 'You're my prisoner,' he shouted at her, 'and you're not going to leave.' Then he pushed her into the bathroom and locked the door.

The next morning Wallis went back to her family. 'I can't stay with him,' she said. 'I want a divorce.' 




'Poor Wallis,' Edward said. 'But what happened next, Lady Furness?'

'Well,' said Lady Furness, 'a few months later she met a fine man called Ernest Simpson. He's quiet, but interesting. They got married and they now live in a beautiful flat in the centre of London.'

'And are they happy?' asked Edward.

Lady Furness looked at the Prince and smiled. 'I don't know, Sir,' she said. 'I don't know.'




During the next two years the Prince saw Wallis once or twice a week. They had the same friends, and they often met at parties.

'Mrs Simpson knew a lot about life,' Edward once said. 'She loved books, food, people, and travel. She was very beautiful and her eyes were full of fire. She was friendly and easy to talk to and, after a while, I opened up my heart. We had no secrets. I told her everything. And that's how it all began.'

'His eyes were always sad,' Wallis said about Edward. 'And sometimes he looked like a child — so young, so quiet, so weak. He had no real friends. Perhaps people were a little afraid of him. But he was a warm and kind man. When he talked to me, I felt my heart jump. I wanted to be alone with him, but I knew that wasn't possible. Did the Prince love me in those early days? No, I don't think so. But each time we met, we just felt closer and closer.'

In June 1933 Edward gave a birthday party for Wallis, and during the next few months he visited the Simpson's flat in London almost every day.

One evening, the Prince asked Wallis and Ernest to go skiing in Austria. 'I'm sorry, Sir,' Mr Simpson replied. 'I have to go to America on business. But perhaps Wallis and her aunt can come with you.'

'We went to Kitzbühl as friends,' Wallis wrote later, 'but when we came home, we were in love. And a few months later the Prince asked me to marry him. It was just like a dream!'



Baltimore 巴尔的摩（美国马里兰州港市）。

loving adj. showing or expressing love. 钟爱的，充满爱的。

bottle n. 瓶子。

whisky n. 威士忌酒。

scream v. give a sharp cry because of pain or fear. 尖叫。

leaf n. 叶子。

prisoner n. 囚徒。

lock v. fasten with a lock. 锁住。

flat n. 公寓。

once n. one time. 一次。

twice n. two times. 两次。

secret n. sth. kept hidden or known only to a few. 秘密。

look like 看上去像。

possible adj. that can be done, exist or happen 可能存在或发生的。

during prep. 在……期间。

ski v. 滑雪。

go skiing 去滑雪。

go to some place on business 去某处出差。


5　沃利斯

[image: alt]

下面就是弗内斯勋爵夫人给爱德华讲述的辛普森夫人早年的生活：




沃利斯出生在巴尔的摩。她从不认识自己的父亲。她才5个月大，父亲就去世了。她母亲是个坚强而充满爱心的女人，沃利斯童年很幸福。

她20岁时与一位名叫温菲尔德·斯潘塞的人结了婚。在婚后的最初几年里，他们在一起很幸福。可有一天，温菲尔德在街上丢了钱。他很恼怒。回到家，他从柜子里拿出一瓶威士忌，喝了起来。

那天晚上，他扇了沃利斯一记耳光。她尖叫起来，他又打她。她脸上都是血，身体像一片叶子一样颤抖着。“求求你，温菲尔德，”她说，“别打了。”

但温菲尔德拽起她的一只胳膊，一直把她拖到楼上。“你是我的囚犯，”他对她吼道，“你别想走。”然后他把她推进浴室，锁上了门。

第二天早晨，沃利斯回到娘家。“我不能和他在一起生活了，”她说，“我要离婚。”




“可怜的沃利斯，”爱德华说，“可是后来呢，弗内斯勋爵夫人？”

“后来，”弗内斯勋爵夫人说，“几个月后她认识了一位叫欧内斯特·辛普森的好人。他很少说话，但很风趣。他们结了婚，现在住在伦敦市中心一套漂亮的公寓里。”

“那他们在一起快乐吗？”爱德华问。

弗内斯勋爵夫人看着王子笑了。“我不知道，殿下，”她说，“我不知道。”

在后来的两年里，王子每星期都能见到沃利斯一两次。他们有共同的朋友，所以经常能在聚会上碰面。

“辛普森夫人生活阅历丰富，”爱德华有一次说，“她爱看书，喜爱美食，关爱他人，也喜欢旅行。她非常漂亮，眼里总是充满热情。她待人友善，同她谈话很轻松，没多久我就敞开了心扉。我们之间没有秘密。我对她无所不谈。一切就是这样开始的。”

“他的眼神总是那么忧伤，”沃利斯这样描述爱德华，“有时他看起来像个孩子——那么年轻，那么温文尔雅，那么脆弱。他没有真正的朋友。也许人们有点儿怕他。但他是一个热心而善良的人，当他对我说话时，我能感觉到自己的心在跳。我想和他单独在一起，但我知道那是不可能的。王子在与我初识的那些日子里爱我吗？不，我想他不爱。但每次我们相见，都感到彼此更接近了。”

1933年6月，爱德华为沃利斯举办了一个生日聚会，在那以后的几个月中，他几乎天天都去辛普森夫妇在伦敦的公寓拜访。

一天晚上，王子邀请沃利斯和欧内斯特一起去奥地利滑雪。“对不起，殿下，”辛普森先生回答，“我得去美国出差。不过，也许沃利斯和她姨妈能和您一同去。”

“我们去基特普尔时是朋友，”沃利斯后来写道，“但返回时已经相爱了。几个月后王子便向我求婚，这真像是一场梦！”


6
The King is Dead! Long Live the King!

In January 1936 Edward went to Windsor for a few weeks. He was tired of town life and he wanted to work in his garden and ride his horses.

But then, one afternoon, there was a phone call from Queen Mary. 'Edward,' she said, 'you must come back immediately. Your father is very ill and I think he's going to die.'

When Edward arrived, he went straight to his father's room. He walked to the side of the bed and kissed his father's white face. The King opened his eyes and smiled. Then he took his son's hand and said: 'Be a good King, Edward. And be good to your mother.'

'Yes, father, I will.'

The King closed his eyes and did not speak again. Just after midnight he died.

Then Queen Mary took Edward's hand and kissed it. 'My child, you are now King,' she said softly. 'God be with you.'

His three brothers came to him, one by one, and they each kissed his hand. 'The King is dead. Long live the King.' they said.

At one o'clock Edward left the room to telephone Wallis. 'My father is dead,' he said.

'I'm so sorry, Sir.'

'I must stay here for a while,' Edward went on. 'But I'll phone you at the weekend. Nothing will change between you and me. I love you more than ever, and you will be my Queen.'

'Let's not talk about that now,' Wallis replied. 'You must go back to your family.'

'But you are my family, Wallis. You are everything to me. Goodnight. Sleep well.'

When Wallis put the phone down that night, she suddenly felt afraid. 'Edward is now King,' she thought, 'but what will happen to me?'



be tired of no longer interested. 对……感到厌倦。

but then 然而。

a phone call 电话。

immediately adv. at once. 立刻。

straight adv. directly. 径直地。

kiss v. 吻。

midnight n. 12 o'clock at night. 午夜，子夜。

long live ... ……万岁。

go on continue without stopping. 继续。

change v. to become different. 改变，变换。

ever adv. at any time (before). 以前。

everything n. the most important thing or person. 最重要者，至宝。

suddenly adv. unexpectedly and quickly. 突然。

afraid adj. full of fear. 害怕的，畏惧的。


6　国王逝世！国王万岁！
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1936年1月，爱德华去温莎小住几个星期。他厌倦了城市生活，只想侍弄侍弄自己的花园，骑骑马。

然而，一天下午，王后玛丽打来电话。“爱德华，”她说，“你必须马上赶回来。你父亲病得很厉害，我想他快不行了。”

爱德华一赶到，便径直去了父亲的房间。他走到床边，吻了吻父亲苍白的脸。国王睁开眼睛，微微一笑。他拉住儿子的手，说：“做个出色的国王，爱德华。要好好待你的母亲。”

“是，父亲，我会的。”

国王闭上眼睛，再没说什么。午夜刚过，他就去世了。

玛丽王后握住爱德华的手，吻了吻。“我的孩子，现在你是国王了。”她温柔地说，“愿上帝与你同在。”

他的3个弟弟先后走过来，吻了他的手。“国王逝世了，国王万岁！”他们说。

1点钟，爱德华离开父亲的房间，去给沃利斯打电话。“我父亲去世了。”他说。

“我很难过，殿下。”

“我必须在这儿待一段时间，”爱德华接着说，“但周末我会给你打电话的。什么也不能改变你我之间的事。我比任何时候都更爱你，你将成为我的王后。”

“现在我们还是不要谈这些，”沃利斯回答，“你必须回到你的家庭里。”

“可你就是我的家庭啊，沃利斯。对我而言，你就是一切。晚安。睡个好觉。”

那天晚上，沃利斯放下电话时，突然觉得很害怕。“爱德华现在是国王了，”她想，“但我会怎样呢？”


7
The Church

In the spring of 1936, Mrs Simpson wrote a Letter to her husband.

'Dear Ernest,' she wrote. 'You have been very kind to me. You are a good and strong man. But I must tell you that our marriage is finished. I am in love with the King and I want a divorce. Don't be angry. There is nothing you can do. I'll never forget you, but I have to be free.'

Ernest replied immediately: 'Your letter arrived this morning. I will do what you ask, but I'll never stop loving you. And if you need me, I'll always be here.'

That night the King and Wallis met at a small restaurant in Piccadilly. Edward read Ernest's letter again and again. 'That's wonderful news,' he said. 'Nothing can stop us now!'

The next day, when Edward came down to breakfast, Gordon Lang, the Archbishop of Canterbury, was waiting for him.

'Good morning, Gordon,' the King said. 'How nice to see you again. And what can I do for you?'

For a minute the Archbishop said nothing. Then he opened a small black bag and took out three newspapers. 'I have come to see you about Mrs Wallis Simpson,' he began. 'The newspapers say that you want to marry her. Are these stories true, Sir?'

'Yes, Gordon, Wallis is going to be my wife.'

'But that's not possible,' the Archbishop replied. 'You know what the Church thinks about marriage and divorce. Divorce is wrong in the eyes of God!'

Edward smiled and then said: 'Can I ask you some questions about God, Mr Lang?'

'Yes, of course, Sir.'

'Is God happy when two people fall in love?'

'Yes, Sir, but...'

'And is God happy when two people fall in love and get married?'

'Yes, Sir, but...'

'And is God happy when two people fall in love, get married, and live happily together?'

'Yes, Sir, but...'

'Then, Archbishop, Wallis and I will make God very happy. We are in love, we'll get married, and we'll live together happily!'

'But you don't understand, Sir,' Mr Lang replied. 'The Church says that divorce is wrong. Mrs Simpson cannot leave Mr Simpson and then marry you. You must forget about her and find another woman. Please, Sir, I must ask you to think again.'

'That is not possible,' Edward said softly. 'When Wallis is free, I shall marry her.'

There was a long silence. The Archbishop looked down at the floor and shook his head. 'You're making a big mistake, Sir,' he said. 'The Church is very strong, and we will not have this woman as our Queen!'

Suddenly Edward stood up, his face red and angry. 'Thank you for coming,' he said. 'But I have nothing more to say. And I want to be alone.'

The Archbishop stood up to go, but then turned and touched the King's arm. 'Please, Sir, think again. The Church will be against you.'

'I don't care,' Edward replied. 'I have God on my side, and that is all I need. Goodbye, Mr Lang.'



church n. 教会。

finished adj. ended. 结束的。

wonderful adj. unusually good 特别好的，极好的。

breakfast n. 早饭。

Archbishop 大主教。

Canterbury 坎特伯雷。

in the eyes of sb. 在某人看来，以某人的观点。

fall in love 爱上。

get married 结婚。

forget about stop thinking about sth. or sb. 忘掉，忘却。

softly adv. not loudly, gently. 温和地。

mistake n. a wrong thought or act. 错误。

have sb. as... 允许某人成为……。

against prep. in opposition to. 反对。

be on one's side （在吵架、争执、斗争等中）站在某人一方。


7　教会
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1936年春天，辛普森夫人给她丈夫写了一封信。

“亲爱的欧内斯特，”她写道，“你一直待我很好。你心地善良，性格坚强。但我不得不告诉你，我们的婚姻结束了。我爱上了国王，我想和你离婚。请不要生气。你无能为力了。我永远不会忘记你，但我必须得到自由。”

欧内斯特立刻回了信：“你的信是今早到的。我答应你的要求，但我永远不会停止对你的爱。如果你需要我，我随时都会帮忙。”

那天晚上，国王和沃利斯在皮卡迪里的一家小餐馆见了面。爱德华一遍又一遍地读欧内斯特的信。“这消息太好了，”他说，“现在没有什么能够阻碍我们了。”

第二天，爱德华下楼吃早饭的时候，发现坎特伯雷大主教戈登·朗正在等他。

“早上好，戈登，”国王说，“又见到您真好。我能为您做些什么？”

大主教沉默了片刻，然后打开一个小黑包，取出3份报纸。“我来见您是为了沃利斯·辛普森夫人的事，”他开口说，“报上说您要娶她为妻。这是真的吗，陛下？”

“是的，戈登，沃利斯将成为我的妻子。”

“但那是不可能的，”大主教说，“您知道教会对婚姻和离婚的看法。在上帝眼里，离婚是错误的！”

爱德华笑了，然后说：“我能问您一些有关上帝的问题吗，朗先生？”

“当然可以，陛下。”

“当两个人相爱时，上帝高兴吗？”

“高兴，陛下，但是……”

“两个人相爱并结婚，上帝高兴吗？”

“高兴，陛下，但是……”

“两个人相爱、结婚、在一起幸福地生活，上帝高兴吗？”

“高兴，陛下，但是……”

“那么，大主教，沃利斯和我会让上帝十分高兴的。我们相爱，我们要结婚，我们在一起生活会很幸福！”

“但您不明白，陛下，”朗先生说，“教会认为离婚是错误的。辛普森夫人不能离开辛普森先生，然后和您结婚。您必须忘记她，去找另一个女子。陛下，我请求您三思。”

“这是不可能的，”爱德华轻轻地说，“沃利斯一离婚，我就娶她。”

沉默了许久，大主教低头看着地板，摇了摇头。“您正在犯一个很大的错误，陛下，”他说，“教会是强有力的，我们不会让这个女人做我们的王后！”

爱德华刷地站起身，脸色通红，怒容满面。“谢谢您的来访，”他说，“但我没什么可说的了。我想一个人待着。”

大主教站起身要走，但又回过头来，拍拍国王的手臂。“陛下，请您再想想。教会会反对您的。”

“我不在乎，”爱德华回答，“上帝会站在我这边，除此之外我不需要别的。再见，朗先生。”


8
The Storm

In July and August Wallis and the King sailed the Mediterranean. They met Prime Minister Metaxas in Greece, Kemal Ataturk in Turkey, and King Boris in Bulgaria. But that summer is famous for Edward's clothes. On the journey from Athens to Istanbul, the King took off his shirt to get brown in the sun. It was hot, and ten minutes later he was asleep. So he did not see the young photographer who was now taking pictures of the King...




When Edward returned from the Mediterranean, there was a letter waiting for him.

It was from Mr Albert Thompson of Birmingham, who wrote: 'I saw a picture of you in the newspaper this morning and I felt very angry. I have never seen a King dressed as badly as you were! No shirt! And no tie, no socks, no hat... and in short trousers! How could you, Sir?'

Edward showed this letter to Stanley Baldwin, the Prime Minister. 'What do you think of this?' the King asked.

'Mr Thompson is right, Sir,' the Prime Minister replied. 'You want to be modern, but the people don't like it.'

Edward put the letter on the fire. 'And do you think that divorce is "modern", Mr Baldwin?'

The Prime Minister sat down. 'Yes, Sir,' he began, 'I've read about this Mrs Simpson. She has two husbands still alive. And you must understand what that means, Sir. She cannot marry a King.'

'But I cannot live without her,' Edward said.

'Then, Sir,' the Prime Minister replied, 'I can see there's a storm coming. I have talked to your family and to Archbishop Lang, and we will not have this woman as our Queen.'

That night the Prime Minister and the King spoke for many hours. There were hundreds of questions, but only one answer. And so, in the early hours of the next morning, Edward said:

'You tell me that Wallis cannot marry a King. So there is only one thing that I can do. I will give the crown to my brother, and leave England. I must follow my heart. You tell me that it's a crime to fall in love. You tell me that it's wrong to be happy. How strange this country is!'




An hour later Edward telephoned Wallis. 'The Prime Minister says that a storm is coming,' Edward said. 'So I want you to go away.'

Wallis packed her bags and left for France. Then Edward went to see his mother.

It was a sad, strange, and angry meeting. 'Do you know what you are doing?' the Queen asked. 'Look out of that window. Outside this palace there are 400000000 people who call you King. They need you. And you will leave all this for Mrs Simpson?'

'Yes, mother, I will. I'm in love.'

'Love?' Queen Mary shouted. 'You're a King! You must love your country first!'

'But I'm also a man,' Edward said softly, 'and there's nothing that I can do.'




That afternoon the King telephoned Winston Churchill, one of his closest friends.

'I have some sad news,' Edward began. 'Last night Mr Baldwin came to see me. I have decided to go away next week.'

'Do you mean on holiday, Sir?'

'No, Winston, I'm leaving England. I'm never coming back. George will be King.'

'But that's not right, Sir. You're a free man. You must stand and fight.'

'No,' the King said. 'I have seen war and it's a terrible thing. I don't want to fight again.'

'But the people love you. And they want Wallis to be Queen.'

'Perhaps they do,' Edward replied. 'But she cannot be Queen. My enemies are stronger than I am. I am just a sailor. And when the winds change, the sea moves and it takes my boat away.'



storm n. a rough weather with wind, rain, and often lightening. 风暴。

the Mediterranean 地中海。

Prime Minister 首相

Greece 希腊。

Turkey 土耳其。

Bulgaria 保加利亚

tie n. 领带。

socks n. 袜子。

read about 阅悉，读到。

alive adj. being living. 活着的。

mean v. represent (a meaning). 表示（意义）。

crime n. a bad immoral act. 不道德的行为。

pack v. put things into a bag, box, etc. for travelling or storing. 把……打包，装箱。

leave for some place 动身去某地。

close friend 密友。

decide v. make up one's mind. 决定，下决心。

holiday n. a period of rest from work. 假期。

be on holiday 度假。

terrible adj. causing great fear or terror. 可怕的，令人恐惧的。

sailor n. 海员，航海者。

take away 移去，带走。


8　风暴
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7月和8月，沃利斯和国王游历了地中海。他们在希腊会见了梅塔克萨斯首相，在土耳其会见了卡迈勒·阿塔蒂尔克，在保加利亚会见了博里什国王。但那个夏天最著名的事情莫过于爱德华的着装风波了。在从雅典前往伊斯坦布尔的旅途中，国王脱去衬衫做日光浴。天气很热，十分钟后他就睡着了。所以他没有注意到，一名年轻的摄影师正在给国王拍照……




爱德华从地中海回国后，有一封信正等着他。

信是伯明翰的阿尔伯特·汤普逊先生写来的，他写道：“今天早上，我在报上看到一张您的照片，我很生气。我从未看到一个国王穿得如此糟糕！居然没穿衬衫！没打领带，没穿鞋，没戴帽子……还穿着短裤！陛下，您怎么能这样？”

爱德华把信交给首相斯坦利·鲍德温看。“您觉得这封信怎么样？”国王问。

“汤普逊先生是对的，陛下，”首相回答，“您想赶时髦，可人民不喜欢这样。”

爱德华把信烧掉。“那么，鲍德温先生，您觉得离婚‘时髦’吗？”

首相坐了下来。“是的，陛下，”他开口说，“我读了关于这位辛普森夫人的事。她有两个丈夫，他们还活着。陛下，您必须明白这意味着什么。她不能嫁给一个国王。”

“但没有她我无法生活。”爱德华说。

“那么，陛下，”首相回答，“看得出一场风暴就要来了。我已经与您的家庭成员及朗大主教谈过，我们不会让这个女人做我们的王后。”

那天晚上，首相与国王谈了好几个小时。涉及的问题很多，但答案却只有一个。于是，第二天凌晨时分，爱德华说：

“您告诉我沃利斯不能嫁给国王。那么，我能做的只有一件事。我将把王位让给我的弟弟，然后离开英国。我必须依从自己的心。你告诉我与人相爱是罪恶。你告诉我幸福是错误的。这个国家多么奇怪啊！”




一小时后，爱德华打电话给沃利斯。“首相说，一场风暴就要来了，”爱德华说，“所以我想让你离开这儿。”

沃利斯收拾了行装，启程去法国．然后爱德华去见母亲。

这次会面伤感、奇特，而又充满火药味。“你知道自己在做什么吗？”王太后问，“向窗外看看吧。宫殿外有4亿人叫你国王。他们需要你。而你却要为了辛普森夫人抛弃这一切？”

“是的，母亲。我爱她。”

“爱？”玛丽王太后喊道，“你是国王！你首先要爱自己的国家！”

“但我首先是一个男人，”爱德华轻轻地说，“我无能为力。”




当天下午，国王给自己的一位密友温斯顿·邱吉尔打电话。

“我有坏消息要告诉你，”爱德华说，“昨晚，鲍德温先生来见我。我决定下周离开这儿。”

“您是说去度假吗，陛下？”

“不是，温斯顿，我要离开英国。永远也不再回来。乔治将成为国王。”

“但这样不行，陛下。你是一个自由人。你必须坚决同他们战斗。”

“不，”国王说，“我见过战争，那太可怕了。我不想再同谁打仗，”

“但是人民热爱你。而且他们希望沃利斯做王后。”

“也许是这样，”爱德华说，“但她不能当王后。我的敌人比我强大。我只是一名水手。风向一转，海水就会把我的船卷走。”


9
The Woman I Love

A few days later Mr Churchill came to sec Edward at Buckingham Palace. At first the King was quiet. Then he said: 'This is my last night in England, Winston. I love this country. I wanted to be a modern, kind King. I wanted to change the world, but they stopped me. And now I have to leave.'

It was ten o'clock. Edward stood up and walked over to the window. In the dark streets below there were hundreds of people. They were singing and calling his name: 'Edward, Edward, we Love Edward!' they shouted. 'Long live the King! Long live love!'

Suddenly the King turned to Mr Churchill. 'Why is this happening to me, Winston?' he cried. 'What have I done wrong?'

He sat down and put his head in his hands. There was a silence in the room, but through the open window came the shouting from the street. 'Long live Edward! Long live love! Long live Edward! Long live love!'

Mr Churchill came over and put his hand on the King's arm. Edward looked up. 'Thank you, Winston,' he said. 'You were a good friend to me.'

'Thank you, Sir. And you were a good King.'

At ten o'clock the next morning the telephone rang in Edward's bedroom.

'They're ready for you now, Sir,' a voice said.

The King walked slowly down the stairs. In front of him there was an open door. The family were waiting for him. His mother sat near the window, dressed in black. His brothers stood beside her. 'How close they are!' the King thought.

On a small table in the centre of the room there was a piece of paper. Edward sat down and read these words:




I, Edward the Eighth, King of Great Britain, King of India, King of Australia, King of New Zealand, King of Canada, King of Kenya, King of Nigeria, King of Burma, King of Malaya, King of Singapore, and King of thirty-two other countries, have today given the crown to my brother George.

God be with him and all his people.

10th December 1936.




Edward took a pen and wrote his name at the bottom of the page. Then he stood up and kissed his brother's hand.

'I never wanted this to happen,' George said. 'This is the worst day of my life.'

Edward walked over to his mother. 'Before I kiss you,' she said, 'there are some things that I want to say. I have never understood you, child. This morning you were a King. But tonight, you'll run from England like a thief. Alone. Angry. Afraid. You think that you're free. But you're not. You cannot be free.

'Everyone needs their family. Everyone needs their home. And tonight you have lost both those things.

'I love you. I am your mother and nothing can change that. But if you marry that woman, you will break my heart. Go now. It is all very sad.'

Edward kissed Queen Mary's hand. Then he turned and walked away.




The next day Edward returned to Windsor Castle. He went into a small, cold room at the top of the building. From there, he spoke on BBC radio to Britain and the world.

This is what he said:




Tonight, for the first time, I can say a few words to you. Earlier today I gave the crown to my brother George. He is now your King. I will soon leave this country and travel to France. My heart is with Wallis and I cannot live without the woman I love.

I don't know what will happen to me. Perhaps I will never see England again. But think of me tonight when I sail across the sea.

God be with you. Long live King George!




Edward left Windsor Castle and got into a large black car. It was now midnight and it was just beginning to rain.

'Take me away as quickly as you can,' he said. The car moved off into the darkness and the rain.

'What a night!' said the driver. 'I think the sky is crying, Sir.'

At 1.30 a.m. they arrived at Portsmouth. Edward got out of the car and a voice said: 'The King is here!'

Edward stopped and looked out across the open sea. There was a thin, cold smile on his face. 'King?' he said. 'No, I am not the King. I am just a man in love.'

Then he turned and walked onto the ship and into the night.



modern adj. 新式的，新派的。

stop v. prevent. 阻止，妨碍。

walk over 走过去，走过来。

long live love 爱情万岁。

come over （从远处）过来。

centre n. a middle part or point. 中心。

Kenya 肯尼亚。

Burma 缅甸。

Malaya 马来亚。

Singapore 新加坡。

bottom n. the lowest part. 底，底部。

thief n. a person who steals. 小偷。

break one's heart 使某人伤心。

return v. come on go back. 回来，归去。

top n. the highest part or point. 顶，上端，上部。

BBC 英国广播公司。

word n. a short speech or conversation. 话。

perhaps adv. possibly; maybe. 也许；可能。

across prep. from one side to the other side (of). 横过，从……的一边到另一边。

move off 离去，出发。

darkness n. the state of being dark. 黑暗。

open sea 公海，外海。

thin adj. 淡淡的。


9　我爱的女人
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几天后，邱吉尔先生来白金汉宫拜访爱德华。开始，国王沉默不语。然后他说：“温斯顿，这是我在英国的最后一个晚上了。我爱这个国家。我想做一个跟得上时代的、仁慈的国王。我想改变这个世界，但他们阻止了我。现在，我不得不离开。”

10点了。爱德华站起身，走到窗前。夜幕中，下面街道上站了好几百人。他们唱着歌，叫着他的名字：“爱德华，爱德华，我们爱爱德华！”他们喊着，“国王万岁！爱情万岁！”

国王突然转向邱吉尔先生。“温斯顿，为什么这会发生在我身上？”他喊道，“我做错了什么？”

他坐下来，双手抱着头。屋里一片寂静，但街上的叫喊声从打开的窗户传进来。“爱德华万岁！爱情万岁！爱德华万岁！爱情万岁！”

邱吉尔先生走上前，把手放在国王的胳膊上。爱德华抬起头。“谢谢你，温斯顿，”他说，“你是我的好朋友。”

“谢谢您，陛下。您是位出色的国王。”

第二天上午10点，爱德华卧室里的电话响了。

“他们准备好了，正在等您，陛下。”一个声音说。

国王缓缓走下楼梯。在他面前，有一扇敞开的门。全家人都在等他。他的母亲坐在窗户旁，身穿黑衣。他的弟弟们站在她身旁。“他们之间是多么亲密呀！”国王想。

屋子中央有一张小桌子。上面放了一张纸。爱德华坐下来，读到下面的话：




我，爱德华八世，英国国王、印度国王、澳大利亚国王、新西兰国王、加拿大国王、肯尼亚国王、尼日利亚国王、缅甸国王、马来亚国王、新加坡国王，以及其他32个国家的国王，今天把王位交给我的弟弟乔治。

愿上帝与他同在，与他的臣民同在。

1936年12月10日。




爱德华取出一支笔，在这页纸的下部签了自己的名字。然后站起来，吻了吻弟弟的手。

“我从未期望过这种事发生，”乔治说，“这是我一生中最糟糕的一天。”

爱德华走到母亲身边。“在我吻你之前，”她说，“有些话我想说。孩子，我一直都不理解你。今天早晨你还是国王。但今晚，你就要像小偷一样逃离英国，孤零零一个人，愤愤不平，忐忑不安。你以为自己自由了，但你没有。你永远也不会自由。”

“每个人都需要自己的家庭。每个人都需要自己的家园。但今晚，这两样你都失去了。

“我爱你。我是你的母亲，这是什么都改变不了的。但如果你娶了那个女人，就会伤透我的心。现在走吧。这太让人伤心了。”

爱德华吻了王太后玛丽的手。然后他转身走了。

第二天，爱德华回到了温莎城堡。他走进城堡顶部一间狭小阴冷的房间。在那里，他通过BBC的广播向英国和全世界讲了话。

下面就是他所说的：




今晚，我第一次有机会向你们讲几句话。今天早些时候，我把王位让给了我的弟弟乔治。现在，他是你们的国王了。我不久将离开这个国家去法国。我的心和沃利斯在一起，没有我爱的女人，我无法生活。

我不知道我将来会怎么样。也许我再也看不到英国了。但是，今晚我跨越海峡时，请大家想着我。

愿上帝与你们同在。乔治国王万岁！




爱德华离开温莎城堡，坐进一辆黑色大轿车。时值午夜，天下起了雨。

“带我离开这儿，越快越好。”他说。汽车驶入黑夜和雨幕中。

“这是怎样的一个晚上啊！”司机说，“我想天空都在哭泣了，陛下。”

凌晨1点30分，他们到达朴茨茅斯。爱德华走下汽车，只听一个声音叫道：“国王来了！”

爱德华停下脚步，向大海那边望去。他的脸上挂着淡淡的、冷漠的微笑。“国王？”他说，“不，我不是国王。我只是一个恋爱中的男人。”

然后，他转身走上船，消失在夜色里。


10
The Wedding

The next morning Edward telephoned Wallis from Boulogne.

'Did you listen to me on the radio?' he asked.

'Yes, of course,' she said.

'And how did you feel?'

'I was sitting in my room alone,' Wallis said. 'And when I listened to your words, I felt so sad. I put my hands over my eyes and I just cried. I couldn't stop myself. You have left everything for me. But I love you so much, Edward, and with me, you'll be the happiest man in the world.'

'I am that already,' he replied. 'You are all that matters in my life.'

Edward married Wallis Simpson six months later, on 3rd June 1937. None of the Royal Family came to the wedding. Edward was forty-three. Wallis was forty-one. And they now took a new. name — the Duke and Duchess of Windsor.

A few weeks later Edward wrote to his brother King George. 'I was surprised that you didn't come to the wedding,' he wrote. 'But Wallis is now my wife and nothing can change that. As you know, we have a house in Paris. But France is not my home, and I want to live again at Windsor with Wallis by my side.'

'I'm sorry, Edward,' King George wrote back. 'But you know how I feel about that woman. I do not like her. I will never like her. You can live here, but Wallis cannot.'




'My brother', Edward said later, 'pushed me away like a dog. I will never forget what he did. And after that I decided that I didn't want my family. They didn't want Wallis, and so I didn't want them.'



wedding n. a marriage ceremony. 婚礼。

Boulogne 布伦（法国北部港市）

that 指“the happiest man in the world.”

matter v. be important. 有重要性。

by one's side 在……身边。

later adv. 后来。

want v. need. 需要。


10　婚礼
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第二天早晨，爱德华从布伦打电话给沃利斯。

“你听到广播上我的讲话了吗？”他问。

“当然听了。”她说。

“你觉得怎么样？”

“当时我正一个人在自己房间里，”沃利斯说，“我听到你的讲话，觉得难过极了。我捂着眼睛哭了。我忍不住要哭。你为了我放弃了一切。爱德华，我是那么地爱你。和我在一起，你将成为世界上最幸福的男人。”

“现在我已经是了，”他答道，“你是我生命中的一切。”

6个月后，也就是1937年6月3日，爱德华和沃利斯·辛普森结了婚。皇室没有人出席婚礼。爱德华时年43岁。沃利斯41岁。他们现在有了一个新的称号——温莎公爵和夫人。

几个星期后，爱德华写信给他的弟弟乔治国王。“你没有出席婚礼，我觉得很惊讶。”他写道，“但现在，沃利斯是我的妻子了，什么也改变不了这一点。你知道，我们在巴黎有一所房子。但法国不是我的家，我想和沃利斯一起回温莎去住。”

“对不起，爱德华，”乔治国王回信说，“但你知道我对那个女人的看法。我不喜欢她。我永远不会对她有好感。你可以住在这儿，但沃利斯不行。”




爱德华后来说：“我的弟弟把我像狗一样推开了。我永远也不会忘记他的所做所为。从那以后，我确信我不需要我的家人了。他们不接受沃利斯，所以我也不接受他们。”


11
Paris

For the next thirty years the Duke and Duchess lived in Paris. They gave parties and travelled round the world, but they never went back to Buckingham Palace.

When King George died in 1952 and Queen Mary died in 1961, Edward returned to Windsor for a few days. But Wallis stayed in France. 'It's your family,' she said. 'Not mine.'

But then, in 1966, the Duke and Duchess met Queen Elizabeth (the daughter of King George) at a small party in London. After thirty long years it was time to forget the past. Elizabeth kissed the Duchess and touched her arm. Then she turned to the Duke and said: 'Wallis is so beautiful, uncle. I think you're a lucky man.'

'That day Elizabeth was very kind to us,' Edward wrote later. 'But why couldn't my mother or my brother say those words to me?'




On BBC television in 1969 the Duke and Duchess spoke about their life together.

'Do you argue?' someone asked them.

'No, not really,' the Duchess replied. 'But there's one thing about my husband that I really don't like. He is always late. It doesn't matter if he's meeting a queen, a president, or a film star. He can never arrive on time. I don't know why. I have tried to change him, but it's just not possible.'

The Duke smiled and touched her hand. 'I know that I'm often late,' he said. 'But on our wedding day, I arrived at the church twenty minutes before you. I was early and you were late.'

'Yes, that's true,' the Duchess said. And they both laughed.

'You could see real love in their eyes,' one newspaper wrote. 'They were on television, but they forgot about the cameras and the millions of people who were watching. They were just two people in love.'

The Duchess was famous for her jewellery. 'After my husband,' she once said, 'I love jewellery more than anything else in the world.' And after thirty-five years with the Duke she had hundreds of pieces, which came from all over the world.

'I have never met a more beautiful woman than Wallis,' Edward wrote, 'and I love giving her presents. She has given me so much happiness. I buy her jewels to say "thank you".'




In May 1972 the Duke became ill. When the doctor arrived, he listened to Edward's heart and then said: 'How many cigarettes do you have a day, Sir?'

'About forty or fifty,' the Duke replied. 'But please don't ask me to stop. I've smoked for sixty years and I cannot change now.'

That night Edward called Wallis into the room. 'I feel very tired,' he said. 'And I'm afraid. I love you. I have been very happy with you, and you have been a wonderful wife. When I die, I want you to take my body back to Windsor. Will you do that for me?'

'Yes, of course,' she said. And they both began to cry.

The Duke of Windsor died one hour later with Wallis by his side.

Three days later. a blue aeroplane arrived in Paris. Wallis went back to England with the Duke's body and, for the first time in her life, she entered Buckingham Palace.

A week later the Duchess returned to France, and for the next fourteen years she lived alone in Paris. The big house was dark. The doors were locked and she did not go out.

In the afternoons she sat in the dining room with Edward's love letters. 'They were so beautiful,' she said. 'I read them again and again.'

But then, in 1986, Wallis became ill. She went to a small hospital near the house, and a few days later she died. 'Without Edward,' she once wrote, 'my life was empty.'

She was buried in England next to her husband at Windsor. 'It's a strange thing,' one newspaper wrote. 'When they were alive, the Duke and Duchess could never live in Britain. It was only in death that they could be there together.'



give a party 举行聚会。

daughter n. one's female child. 女儿。

past n. what happened in time before the present. 往事。

touch v. press with slight force. 轻摸，碰。

lucky adj. having good luck. 有好运的。

argue v. disagree with words, fight with words. 争吵。

president n. head of the government in many modern states that do not have a king or queen. 总统。

real adj. true. 真正的。

camera n. an apparatus for taking moving pictures. 摄影机。

famous adj. very well known. 著名的，驰名的。

piece n. a single thing. （一）件。

all over everywhere. 到处，处处。

present n. a gift. 礼物。

cigarette n. 香烟。

tired adj. 累的，疲倦的。

aeroplane n. 飞机

body n. 尸体。

love letter 情书。

empty adj. without purpose, meaning. 空虚的，无意义的。

bury v. place in a grave. 埋葬。


11　巴黎
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在以后的30年里，公爵和夫人住在巴黎。他们举行各种聚会，周游世界，但从未回过白金汉宫。

爱德华分别在1952年乔治国王去世时，以及1961年王太后玛丽去世时，回温莎待过几天。沃利斯则留在法国。“那是你的家庭，”她说，“不是我的。”

但是，1966年公爵和夫人在伦敦的一个小型聚会上见到了伊丽莎白女王（乔治国王的女儿）。事隔30年，该忘记过去了。伊丽莎白吻了公爵夫人，碰了碰她的胳膊。然后她转向公爵，说：“沃利斯真美，伯父。我觉得您真幸运。”

“那天，伊丽莎白对我们很和气，”爱德华后来写道，“但为什么我的母亲和弟弟就不能对我说这些话呢？”




1969年，在BBC电视节目里，公爵和夫人谈起他们的婚姻生活。

“你们吵架吗？”有人这样问他们。

“不，不真吵，”公爵夫人回答，“但我丈夫有一点我确实不喜欢。他总是迟到。无论是要会见女王、总统，还是电影明星，他从不准时赴约。我不知道为什么。我曾试图改变他，但就是不行。”

公爵微笑着拍拍她的手。“我知道自己常常迟到，”他说，“可我们举行婚礼那天，我比你早20分钟赶到教堂。我早到了，而你却迟到了。”

“对，这倒是真的。”公爵夫人说，他俩都笑了。

“在他们的眼中，你可以看到真正的爱，”一家报纸如此写道，“他们在接受电视采访，但他们忘记了摄像机，忘记了几百万观众在注视着他们。他们只是两个相爱中的人。”

公爵夫人因她的珠宝而出名。“除了我丈夫，”她有一次说，“这世界上我最爱的莫过于珠宝了。”与公爵一起生活35年后，她拥有了来自世界各地的几百件珠宝。

“我从未见过比沃利斯更美的女人，”爱德华写道，“我喜欢送礼物给她。她给了我那么多快乐。我给她买珠宝，以表达谢意。”




1972年5月，公爵病倒了、医生赶来后，听了听爱德华的心脏，问道：“您一天吸几支烟，先生？”

“大约四五十支，”公爵回答，“但请别让我戒烟。我已经吸了60年烟，现在已经改不了了。”

那天晚上，爱德华把沃利斯叫进房间。“我觉得很累，”他说，“也很害怕。我爱你，和你在一起我很快乐，你是个出色的妻子。我死后，你要把我的遗体送回温莎。你会为我做这件事吗？”

“会，当然会。”她说。然后两个人都哭了。

1小时后，温莎公爵溘然长逝，沃利斯一直陪伴在他身旁。

3天后，一架蓝色飞机到达巴黎。沃利斯护送公爵的遗体回到了英国，这是她平生第一次踏进白金汉宫。

1周后，公爵夫人回到法国。在这以后的14年里，她独自一人住在巴黎，把自己锁在那所幽暗的大房子里，足不出户。

每天下午，她就坐在餐厅里，读爱德华写的情书。“它们是那么美，”她说，“我读了一遍又一遍。”

然而，1986年，沃利斯病倒了。她住进离家不远的一家小医院，几天后便去世了。“没有爱德华，”她曾写到，“我的生活一片空虚。”

她被葬在英国温莎她丈夫的墓旁。“这真是件奇怪的事，”一家报纸写道，“公爵和夫人活着的时候不能住在英国。只有死后，他们才得以一起住在那儿。”


12
Long Live Love!

In 1970, two years before his death, Edward said:




There are some people who think that I was wrong to give away my crown. But they don't understand true love.

When I was young, I lived in Buckingham Palace. I could have anything that I wanted. But I wasn't happy because my heart was empty.

Then I met Wallis and everything changed. For half of my life I have lived here with the most beautiful woman in the world. And she is everything to me.

When I sit in my garden with the Duchess by my side, I sometimes think about my early life. I remember the days alone in my bedroom. I remember the teacher who hit me with a stick. I remember the war and my travels around the world. And then I remember the crowds of people below my window, who shouted: 'Long live love!'

On my last night in London I spoke with Winston Churchill. In the middle of our conversation he said: 'I think, Sir, that the best things in life are free.' I have never forgotten those words. And now, many years later, I understand what they mean. You cannot buy happiness. And you cannot buy love.

To be happy deep inside your heart is the most wonderful thing in the world. I have been a lucky man. And so I say:

'Thank God for Wallis, and LONG LIVE LOVE!'



give away 失掉，丧失。

remember v. call back into the mind. 记起，忆及。

conversation n. a talk. 谈话，交谈。

free a. without payment of any kind. 免费的。

deep adv. far down or in. 深地。

inside prep. within. 在内。

thank sb. for sb. (or sth.) 因……而感谢……


12　爱情万岁！
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1970年，即爱德华去世前两年，他曾说过：




有些人认为我放弃王位是错误的。但他们不懂得真正的爱情。

我年轻的时候住在白金汉宫。我想要的东西都能得到。但我并不快乐，因为我的内心是空虚的。

后来我遇到了沃利斯，一切都变了。我的后半生都和这位世界上最美丽的女人在这里一起度过。她就是我的一切。

我和公爵夫人一起坐在花园里时，有时会想起自己早年的生活。我想起自己孤零零待在卧室里的那些日子。我想起那个用棍子打我的老师。我想起战争和周游世界的旅行。我想起那些聚集在我窗下的人群，他们高呼着：“爱情万岁！”

我离开伦敦前的最后一个晚上和温斯顿·邱吉尔做过一次长谈。谈话中，他说：“陛下，我认为生活中最好的事情是无偿的。”我从未忘记这句话。现在，许多年之后，我才理解了它的涵义。幸福是买不到的。爱情也是买不到的。

内心深处的幸福是世界上最美妙的。我是一个幸运的人。所以，我要说：

“感谢上帝给了我沃利斯，爱情万岁！”


Exercises

A Checking your understanding

Chapters 1 and 2 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 Edward was born in 1894.

2 He was a very happy child.

3 He was afraid of his father.

4 He went to school with other children.

5 Edward became Prince of Wales in 1912.




Chapters 3 and 4 Write answers to these questions.

1 What did Edward do during the First World War?

2 How was Edward different from other princes?

3 Why was Wallis disappointed when Edward began to talk to her?

4 Why did most people lie to the Prince of Wales?




Chapters 5 and 6 Find answers to these questions.

1 Where was Wallis born?

2 Who locked her in a bathroom?

3 How many brothers did Edward have?

4 Why was Wallis afraid when Edward became King?




Chapters 7 and 8 Who said these words in the story?

1 'I am in love with the King and I want a divorce.'

2 'If you need me, I'll always be here.'

3 'Divorce is wrong in the eyes of God.'

4 'I have God on my side, and that is all I need.'

5 'You want to be modern, but the people don't like it.'

6 'You must love your country first.'




Chapters 9 and 10 Who in the story...

1 ... came to see Edward on his last night as King?

2 ... spoke on BBC radio from Windsor Castle?

3 ... became King after Edward?

4 ... cried when she heard Edward's voice on the radio?




Chapters 11 and 12 Find answers to these questions.

1 Where did the Duke and Duchess live after they got married?

2 Who was late at their wedding?

3 How long did the Duchess live after Edward died?

4 What did Edward call 'the most wonderful thing in the world'?

B Working with language

1 Complete these sentences with information from the story.

1 In April 1987, three hundred people....

2 Mrs Namiki bought a gold ring because....

3 Prince Edward lived in the most beautiful house in England but....

4 After a year at Oxford University, Prince Edward went ....

5 On the journey from Athens to Istanbul....

6 Mr Albert Thompson was angry because....

7 When Queen Elizabeth Ⅱ met Wallis in 1966, ....

8 After Edward died, Wallis....

2 Put these sentences in the right order. Check your order with chapter 5.

In 1933 Wallis and her aunt went skiing in Austria with Edward.

One night Winfield hit her and locked her in the bathroom.

And then she married Ernest Simpson.

A few months later Edward asked Wallis to marry him.

Wallis was born in Baltimore.

So she divorced him.

She married Winfield Spencer when she was twenty.

C Activities

1 Write a letter to the author of the book and say what you like and what you don't like about it.

2 'The best things in life are free.' Do you agree? Write a short essay and say why you agree or don't agree.

3 How much do you know about the British Royal Family? Work with a partner and ask and answer questions about Queen Elizabeth Ⅱ, Prince Charles, and Princess Diana.
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STORIES FROM THE FIVE TOWNS

Bursley, Hanbridge, Knype, Longshaw, Turnhill — these are the Five Towns of Arnold Bennett's stories, set in the English Midlands in the early 1900s. Today the Five Towns are the city of Stoke-on-Trent, but the place is still famous for its pottery... and for the people in Arnold Bennett's stories.

They are not famous or important people. They work in shops and factories; they fall in, and out of, love; they argue and they quarrel. Sometimes they are clever and successful, and sometimes they do very stupid things. Philip has some important news to tell his mother, but he is also going to get a big surprise... Sir Jee hates his portrait, but what can he do about it? It was a present from the people of the Five Towns... At Knype station, Toby Hall suddenly decides to take the train to Turnhill, but why? Then there are John and Robert. They are brothers, they live in the same house, they eat meals together — and neither has said a single word to the other for ten years...
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News of the Engagement

My mother never came to meet me at Bursley station when I arrived in the Five Towns from London. She always had other things to do; she was getting ready for me. So I always walked alone up Trafalgar Road, between the factories and past the football field. And so tonight, I had time to think. I had some very important news for my mother, and I didn't know how to tell her.

I wrote to my mother every week, to tell her what I was doing. She knew the names of all my friends. I often wrote about Agnes and her family. But it's difficult to write in a letter: 'I think Agnes likes me,' 'I'm in love with her,' 'I'm sure she likes me,' 'I think she loves me,' 'I'm going to ask her to marry me.' You can't do that. Well, I couldn't do it. And on the 20th December I asked Agnes to marry me, and Agnes said yes. But my mother didn't know anything about it. And now, on the 22nd December, I was coming to spend Christmas with my mother.

My mother was a widow. I was her only son — and now I was engaged and she didn't know. I was afraid she was going to be a little unhappy, and I was ready for a difficult evening.

I walked up to the front door, but before I put my hand up to ring, the door opened and there was my mother. She put her arms around me.

'Well, Philip! How are you?'

And I said, 'Oh! I'm all right, mother. How are you?'

She smiled at me. She looked excited and younger than her forty-five years. There was something strange in her smile. I thought: 'She knows I'm going to get married. How does she know?'

But I said nothing. You have to be careful with mothers.

'I'll tell her at supper,' I decided.

I went upstairs to my bedroom. When I came down, my mother was busy in the kitchen. I went into the dining room, and here I had a surprise. There were three chairs around the table, and three plates and three glasses.

So Agnes was coming! I didn't know how my mother knew, but she did know. She and my wonderful Agnes were planning a surprise for me. Agnes was coming to Bursley for Christmas!

There was a ring at the door. 'It's Agnes!' I thought, and running to the door, I opened it.

It was Mr Nixon.

Mr Nixon was an old friend of the family. He was a large, strong man of about forty-nine or fifty. He was very helpful to my mother after my father's death.

'Good evening, young man,' he said. 'It's good to see you back in Bursley.'

'Mr Nixon has come for supper, Philip,' said my mother.

Mr Nixon often came to supper during my visits to Bursley, but never on the first night. I liked him, but I wasn't very happy to see him tonight because I wanted to talk to my mother. I couldn't talk to her about Agnes with Mr Nixon sitting at the table.

We started our supper. We talked about this and that, but nobody ate very much. I was thinking about what to say to my mother when Mr Nixon went home. At the end of the meal I told my mother that I must go to the post office. I had an important letter to post.

'Can't it wait until tomorrow, my pet?' my mother asked.

'It can't,' I said.

My letter, of course, was to Agnes. A letter to Agnes could not wait until tomorrow! I walked over to the dining room door.

'A letter to a lady?' asked Mr Nixon, laughing.

'Yes,' I replied.

I walked to the post office and posted my letter. When I got back home, I was sorry to see that Mr Nixon was still there. He was alone in the sitting-room, smoking.

'Where's mother?' I asked.

'She's just gone out of the room,' he said. 'Come and sit down. Have a cigarette. I'd like to talk to you, Philip.'

I took a cigarette and sat down. I hoped the talk was not going to be a long one.

'Well, my boy,' he said. 'Would you like me as a stepfather?'

For a second I could not move or speak.

'What?' I said. 'You mean... you and my mother...?'

'Yes, my boy, I do. I asked her yesterday, and she said yes. I've wanted to ask her for a long time — I think she knew that. Did she tell you in her letters? No? It's difficult to write in a letter, of course. She couldn't really write, "My dear Philip, an old friend, Mr Nixon, is falling in love with me and I think I'm falling in love with him. I think he'll ask me to marry him soon." I don't think your mother could write that, could she?'

I laughed.

'Shake hands,' I said. 'This is wonderful news.'

After a moment my mother came in, a little red in the face.

'The boy's very happy, Sarah,' said Mr Nixon.

I said nothing about my own plans that evening. It was something new to me that my mother could fall in love, and that a man could fall in love with her. It was something new to me that she was lonely in our old house and that perhaps she wanted a new life. Perhaps, like all sons, I thought only about myself and my life. So I decided to say nothing about my news, and that evening my mother came first for me. I could tell her about Agnes tomorrow. We live and learn.



widow n. a woman who has lost her husband by death and has not married again 寡妇

upstairs adv. to an upper floor 往楼上

pet n. a darling, a favourite 宠儿；宝贝

stepfather n. a male stepparent 继父

shake hands to move someone's hand up and down with your own hand as a greeting or as a sign you have agreed something 握手

fall in love develop a great love 爱上

live and learn to learn by experience ［用以对刚知道的事表示惊异］真是活一天学一天


订婚消息

每次我从伦敦回五镇，母亲都不会来伯斯利车站接我。她总有别的事要做：她是在为我回家做准备。因此我总是沿着特拉法尔加大街，经过工厂和足球场，一个人走回家。所以，今晚我有时间好好想想。我要告诉母亲一条重大消息，却不知该如何开口。
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我每周都给母亲写信，告诉她我在忙些什么。她知道我所有朋友的名字。我经常提到阿格尼丝和她的家人。但在信中写不出这样的话：“我觉得阿格尼丝喜欢我”，“我爱上她了”，“我肯定她喜欢我”，“我觉得她爱我”，“我要向她求婚”。你没法这么写。反正，我是写不出来。12月20日我向阿格尼丝求婚，她答应了。但我母亲对此还一无所知。而今天，12月22日，我回来和母亲共度圣诞。

我的母亲是个寡妇。我是她的独子——而现在我已经订婚可她还不知道。我担心她会不大高兴，我准备好要过个难捱的晚上。

我走到家门口，还没按铃，门就开了，母亲站在那儿。她拥抱了我。

“哦，菲利普！你好吗？”

我说：“哦！我很好，母亲。你怎么样？”

她冲我笑了。她有些激动，看起来不像已经45岁的人。她笑得有点儿奇怪。我想：“她知道我要结婚了。她怎么知道的？”

但我什么也没说。和母亲们打交道要小心才是。

“吃晚饭的时候我再告诉她。”我打定主意。

我上楼进了自己的卧室，下来的时候，母亲正在厨房忙碌。我走进餐厅，不由得吃了一惊。桌旁摆了三把椅子，桌上是三副杯盘。

这么说阿格尼丝真的要来！我不知道母亲是如何得知的，但她肯定已经知道了。母亲和我可爱的阿格尼丝想给我惊喜。阿格尼丝要来伯斯利过圣诞！

门铃响了。“是阿格尼丝！”我这样想着，跑到门口打开了门。

来客是尼克松先生。

尼克松先生是我家的老朋友。他魁梧健壮，大概49岁或50岁的样子。父亲死后他对母亲很是照顾。

“晚上好，年轻人，”他说“很高兴看见你回到伯斯利。”

“尼克松先生来吃晚饭，菲利普。”母亲说。

我以前回伯斯利的时候，尼克松先生也经常来吃晚饭，但从没在我回来的第一个晚上来过。我挺喜欢他，但今晚见到他不是很开心，因为我本打算和母亲谈谈，而如果尼克松先生也在的话，我就不能和母亲谈阿格尼丝的事了。

我们开始吃晚饭。我们东聊西扯，但大家都吃得不多。我一直在想尼克松先生回家以后，我该如何对母亲说。吃完饭后，我告诉母亲我必须去趟邮局，我有一封重要的信要寄。

“宝贝儿，不能等明天再寄吗？”母亲问道。

“不行。”我回答。

我的信当然是寄给阿格尼丝的。给阿格尼丝的信可不能等到明天！我向餐厅门口走去。

“给一位小姐的信？”尼克松先生笑着问我。

“是的。”我回答。

我到邮局寄了信。回到家，我不安地发现尼克松先生还没走，他自己待在客厅里抽烟。

“母亲在哪儿？”我问。

“她刚出去。”他说，“过来坐下吧，抽支烟。我想和你谈谈，菲利普。”

我接过烟，坐了下来。我希望不会谈太久。

“哦，孩子，”他说，“你愿意让我做你的继父吗？”

有那么一会儿，我愣住了。

“什么？”我说，“你的意思是……你和我母亲……？”

“是的，孩子，是这个意思。昨天我向她求婚，她答应了。我很早就想向她求婚了——我想她也明白。她在信里跟你提过吗？没有？在信里写这个当然挺难的。她写不出这样的话：'我亲爱的菲利普，一个老朋友，尼克松先生爱上了我，而我也爱上了他。我想他很快会向我求婚。'我觉得你母亲写不出这种话，对吗？”

我笑了。

“握个手吧，”我说，“这是个特大的好消息。”

过了一会儿，母亲进来了，脸颊微微发红。

“孩子很开心，萨拉。”尼克松先生说。
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那天晚上我没提自己的事。我以前从未想过母亲也会恋爱，没想过会有一个男人爱上她。她在老屋里很孤独，或许想开始新生活，这也是我没想到过的。大概和所有当儿子的一样，我只想着自己和自己的生活，所以我决定不说自己的事，在那个晚上母亲是最重要的。我可以明天再告诉她阿格尼丝的事。我们活一天就多明白一些事情。


The Burglary

Lady Dain said: 'Jee, if that portrait stays there much longer, I shall go mad. I can't eat any more with it up there!' She looked up at the big portrait on the wall opposite the breakfast table.

Sir Jehoshaphat said nothing.

Lady Dain did not like the portrait. Nobody in the Five Towns liked the portrait. But the portrait was by Cressage, the finest portrait painter in England, and a portrait by Cressage cost a thousand pounds or more.

Sir Jehoshaphat Dain was perhaps the cleverest and most successful businessman in the Five Towns. His business, called Dain Brothers, had one of the biggest pottery factories in England, and their cups and plates went all over the world. Sir Jehoshaphat was rich, because he sold his pottery very cheaply, and paid his workers very little. But Sir Jee liked to be important, so he used some of his money to pay for schools and hospitals for the people of the Five Towns.

The people of the Five Towns often laughed at Sir Jee, but they also wanted to say thank you for the schools and hospitals. They decided to give him a portrait for a present. So Cressage painted the portrait and many people in London thought it was very good. 'A wonderfully clever portrait of a successful businessman from a small town; a little man who has made a lot of money and who thinks he is very important,' said one newspaper.

It was not a kind portrait and many of the people of the Five Towns laughed when they saw it. But Sir Jehoshaphat had to take his present, and to say thank you for it. Now it was on his wall in his home, Sneyd Castle, and after sixteen months Lady Dain was tired of looking at it.

'Don't be stupid, wife,' said Sir Jee. 'I'm not taking that portrait down, or selling it — not even for ten thousand pounds. I want to keep it.'

But that wasn't true. Sir Jee hated the portrait more than his wife did. And he was thinking of a secret plan to get rid of it.

'Are you going into town this morning?' asked his wife.

'Yes,' he answered. 'I'm in court today.'

He was one of the town magistrates. While he travelled into town, he thought about his plan for the portrait. It was a wild and dangerous plan, but he thought it was just possible.

*　　　*　　　*

That morning, the police were very angry with Sir Jee. A man was in court, and the police said he was a burglar. They wanted him to go to prison for five years or more. But Sir Jee did not agree. He said there was no proof that William Smith was a burglar. The other magistrate was very surprised at this and the police were very cross, but William Smith left the court a free man. Before he left, Sir Jee asked to see him in his office.

'Smith,' said Sir Jee, looking at him carefully, 'you were a lucky man this morning, you know.'

Smith was a small, thin man, with untidy hair and dirty clothes.

'Yes, I was lucky,' he answered. 'And what do you want from me?'

'I hope I can help you,' said Sir Jee.

'I don't know if I want help, but I never say no to money.'

'Sit down,' said Sir Jee.

William Smith sat down at Sir Jee's desk. 'Well?' he asked.

'I want you to steal something from my house. But it won't be a crime.'

'What?' Smith was very surprised.

'In my house, Sneyd Castle, there is a portrait of myself. I want someone to steal it.'

'Steal it?'

'Yes.'

'How much will you pay me for doing it?'

'Pay you?' said Sir Jee. 'It's a Cressage! You'll get two thousand pounds for it in America.'

And Sir Jee told Smith the story of the portrait and why he wanted to get rid of it. Smith thought for a minute and then said:

'All right, I'll do it, just to help you.'

'When can you do it? Tonight?'

'No,' said Smith. 'I'm busy tonight.'

'Well, tomorrow night.'

'I'm busy tomorrow, too.'

'You're a busy man,' said Sir Jee.

'Well, business is business, you know,' said Smith. 'I can do it the day after tomorrow.'

'But that's Christmas Eve.'

'Well, it's either that or Christmas Day. I'm busy again after that.'

'Not in the Five Towns, I hope,' said Sir Jee.

'No. There's nothing left in the Five Towns.'

So they agreed on Christmas Eve.

'Now,' said Sir Jee, 'I'll describe the rooms in Sneyd Castle to you. Then you'll know where —'

William Smith looked at him and laughed loudly. 'Describe the rooms to me? Do you think I'm stupid? I'm a businessman — I know Sneyd Castle better than you do.'

*　　　*　　　*

On the afternoon of 24th December, when Sir Jehoshaphat came home to Sneyd Castle, his wife was packing suitcases. The Dains were going to their son's house for Christmas. Their son John had a new wife and a new baby, and he wanted to spend Christmas in his new home with all the family.

Sir Jee said nothing to his wife immediately. He watched her for a while and then later, during tea, he said suddenly: 'I can't come to John's house this afternoon.'

'Oh, Jee!' she cried. 'You are difficult. Why didn't you tell me before?'

He didn't answer the question. 'I'll come over tomorrow morning — perhaps in time for church.'

'There's no food in the house. And the servants are all going away on holiday. There's nobody to cook for you. I'll stay with you if you like.'

'No, I'll be all right.'

Lady Dain went to her son's, leaving some cold food for Sir Jee.

Sir Jee had a cold, silent meal, in front of his portrait. He was alone in the castle and that was a good thing, he decided. There were no servants to wake up and hear William Smith at work. Sir Jee was a little afraid; perhaps it was dangerous to bring a burglar into the house. He looked again at the portrait in its big gold frame. 'Will he take the frame?' he asked himself. 'I hope he doesn't. It's very heavy. I don't think one man could carry that.' But perhaps Smith had someone to help him.

'Goodbye!' he said to his portrait, opened one of the windows for William Smith, and went to bed.

He did not sleep. He listened. At about two o'clock there were a few noises. They stopped, then started again. Smith was at work. Sir Jee got out of bed quietly, went to the window and looked out carefully. Two men were carrying something large and square across the garden. So Smith had a friend, and he was taking the portrait and the frame.

Sir Jee went back to bed. He slept for a few hours and then went downstairs.

The portrait was on the floor with some writing across it in big white letters: 'This is no good to me.' It was the big gold frame that was missing.

And that wasn't all. Plates, knives, forks, spoons, cups — everything made of silver was also missing. There was not a single silver spoon left in the castle.



portrait n. a painting, drawing, or photograph of a person 肖像；人像

stupid adj. unintelligent, slow-witted, foolish 愚蠢的

get rid of be freed or relieved of (something unwanted) 处理掉；丢弃

magistrate n. someone, not usually a lawyer, who works as a judge in a local court of law, dealing with less serious crimes 地方法官

steal v. take (another person's property) illegally 偷盗；窃取

crime n. a serious offence punishable by law 罪行

pack v. fill (a suitcase, bag, etc.) with clothes and other items 把东西装进（箱子、盒子等）

suitcase n．a large case with a handle, used for carry clothes and possessions when you travel 衣箱

frame n. a structure made of wood, metal, etc. that surrounds something such as a picture or window, and holds it in place 画框

no good to no advantage 没用

downstairs adv. down a flight of stairs 往楼下

spoon n. a utensil consisting of an oval or round bowl and a handle for conveying food to the mouth, for stirring, etc. 勺子


夜盗

戴恩夫人说：“杰，如果那画像继续挂在那儿，我会发疯的。它在那儿，我就再也吃不下去了。”她抬起头看了一眼餐桌对面墙上的大幅画像。
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杰霍沙法特先生没说话。

戴恩夫人不喜欢这幅画像。五镇上没人喜欢。但这是克雷塞奇的画，他是英格兰最好的肖像画家。一幅克雷塞奇的肖像画至少值1000英镑。

杰霍沙法特·戴恩先生也许是五镇最精明、最成功的商人了，他的企业——戴恩兄弟公司，拥有英格兰最大的陶瓷工厂之一，生产的杯盘行销世界。杰霍沙法特很富有，因为他的陶瓷价格低廉，而且他付给工人的工资很少。然而杰先生喜欢出风头，于是他拿出一部分钱资助五镇的学校和医院。

五镇人经常嘲笑杰先生，但他们也想为那些学校和医院而感谢他。五镇人决定送给他一幅肖像作礼物，于是克雷塞奇画了这幅肖像。许多伦敦人觉得这幅画很不错。“对来自小镇的成功商人的绝妙刻画；一个自以为是的暴发户。”一家报纸如此评论。

画里的人一副奸诈嘴脸，许多五镇的人看到画的时候都笑了出来。然而杰霍沙法特先生必须接受这个礼物，还不得不表示感谢。现在这幅画挂在他的家——斯尼德城堡的墙上，16个月以后，戴恩夫人实在是看够了这幅画。

“别傻了，夫人，”杰先生说，“我不会把这幅画取下来或者卖掉的——给我一万英镑我也不卖。我想留着它。”

但事实并非如此。杰先生比他的妻子更讨厌这幅画。他在策划一个秘密计划来摆脱它。

“今早你要去镇上吗？”他的妻子问道。

“是的，”他回答，“我今天要上庭。”

他是镇上的地方法官之一。在去镇上的途中，他思索着关于肖像的计划。这个计划疯狂而危险，不过他认为行得通。

*　　　*　　　*

那天早上，警察对杰先生很是恼火。一个男人在接受审判，警察认定他是个夜贼，想把他送进监狱，判五年甚至更多，但杰先生不同意，他说没有证据表明威廉·史密斯是个夜贼。另一位法官很是惊讶，警察也很生气，但是威廉·史密斯被无罪释放了。他离开前，杰先生要他到自己的办公室来。
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“史密斯，”杰先生边说边认真地打量着他，“今早你很走运，知道吗？”

史密斯又矮又瘦，头发凌乱，衣着邋遢。

“是，我很走运，”他答道，“你想让我做什么？”

“我希望能帮助你。”杰先生说。

“我不知道我是否需要帮助，不过我对钱从不拒绝。”

“坐下吧。”杰先生说。

威廉·史密斯在杰先生的桌子旁坐下来。“什么事？”他问道。

“我想让你从我家偷点儿东西，但这不会成为一项罪行。”

“什么？”史密斯很是惊讶。

“在我的家里，就是斯尼德城堡里，有一幅我的画像。我想让人把它偷走。”

“把它偷走？”

“没错。”

“你打算付我多少钱？”

“付钱？”杰先生说，“那是克雷塞奇的画！在美国能卖2000英镑。”

杰先生告诉史密斯那幅肖像的事以及为什么想摆脱它。史密斯想了想，然后说：

“好吧，我会去，为了帮你。”

“你什么时候动手？今晚？”

“不行，”史密斯说，“我今晚很忙。”

“那就明晚。”

“我明天也忙。”

“你还真是个忙人啊。”杰先生说。

“哦，生意就是生意，你知道。”史密斯说，“我后天来。”

“可那天是圣诞前夜。”

“哦，要么是那天，要么就是圣诞节那天。我之后又要忙了。”

“不是在五镇忙吧，我希望。”杰先生说。

“不是，五镇没剩什么可偷的了。”

于是他们商定在圣诞前夜动手。

“现在，”杰先生说，“我来告诉你斯尼德城堡的房间布局。这样你就知道哪里——”

威廉·史密斯看着他大笑起来。“告诉我房间布局？你觉得我是傻子吗？我是个生意人——我比你更了解斯尼德城堡。”

*　　　*　　　*

12月24日下午，杰霍沙法特先生回到斯尼德城堡的时候，他的妻子正在收拾行李。戴恩夫妇要去他们儿子的家里过圣诞节。他们的儿子约翰刚刚结婚生子，所以想在新家和家人共度圣诞。
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杰先生没有马上对妻子说什么。他看了妻子一会儿，到了喝茶的时候，他突然说：“我下午不能去约翰家了。”

“哦，杰！”她喊道，“你真让人扫兴。为什么不早点儿告诉我？”

他没回答这个问题。“我明天早上过去——或许赶得上去教堂。”

“家里没吃的了，佣人们也都放假了，家里没人给你做饭。如果你愿意，我留下来陪你吧。”

“不必了，我能行。”

戴恩夫人去了儿子家，给杰先生留了些冷的饭菜。

杰先生对着他的肖像吃了一顿寂寞的冷餐。城堡里只有他自己，他觉得这很好。佣人们不会醒来听到威廉·史密斯偷东西的声音。杰先生有点儿害怕：引贼入室也许还是有危险的。他又看了看嵌在巨大金画框里的画像。“他会拿走画框吗？”他问自己，“希望他不会，这很沉。一个人恐怕拿不了。”但也许史密斯有帮手。

“再见！”他对自己的画像说。他为威廉·史密斯打开一扇窗户，然后就去睡了。

他没有睡着，而是一直在听。两点左右有些动静，停了一会儿，又继续响起来。史密斯在干活儿了。杰先生悄悄起床，走到窗前，小心地朝窗外看去。有两个人正搬着件又大又方的东西穿过花园。原来史密斯还带了个同伙，而且他把画和画框一起偷走了。
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杰先生躺回床上。他又睡了几个小时，然后下了楼。

画像放在地板上，上面写着几个白色大字：“这个对我没用。”而那个大大的金画框不见了。

丢的还不只这个，盘子、刀叉、勺子、杯子——所有的银器都不见了，城堡里连一把银勺子也没剩下。


Beginning the New Year

We are slow, silent people, we of the Five Towns. Perhaps it is because we make pottery, which is slow, silent work. There are many stories about us and how slow and silent we are. These stories often surprise the rest of the world very much, but we just laugh at them. Here is an example.

Toby Hall was born in Turnhill, the smallest of the Five Towns. Last New Year's Eve he was travelling by train from Crewe to Derby, which was now his home town. He got out of the train at Knype, in the centre of the Five Towns, for a quick drink. The station was busy and he had to wait for his drink. When he returned to the train, it was already moving. Toby was not a young man; he couldn't jump on the train, so he missed it.

He went to speak to the man in the station office. 'Young man,' he asked. 'When's the next train to Derby?'

'There isn't one before tomorrow.'

Toby went and had another drink.

'I'll go to Turnhill,' he said to himself slowly, and he paid for his drink.

This was his first visit to the Five Towns for twenty-three years, but Knype station was still the same, and so were the times of the trains to Turnhill. The train was the same, too.

In twenty minutes he was leaving Turnhill station and walking into the town. He walked past a number of fine new buildings. In the town centre almost everything was different.

He walked on, into smaller streets, and at last came to Child Row. The old houses here were the same as always, and he looked at one small house very carefully. The light was on, so there was somebody at home.

He crossed the street to the house. It was a special house for him (Number 11 it was—and is) because twenty-four years ago it was his home.

*　　　*　　　*

Twenty-four years ago, Toby Hall married Miss Priscilla Bratt, a quiet woman of twenty-three. The house belonged to her. The two young people were perhaps not really in love, but they liked one another. Their only problem was the house. Priscilla often said that the house belonged to her. Toby knew that. Everybody in Turnhill knew that. She didn't have to say it so often. Toby asked her not to, but she didn't stop. He was happy to live in his wife's house, but he didn't want to hear about it every day. And after a year it was too much. One day he put some things in a bag, put on his hat, and went to the door.

'Where are you going?' asked Priscilla.

He stopped for a minute, then answered, 'America.'

And he went. It was not difficult for Priscilla. She did not think that Toby was a very good husband. She could live without him; she had her house and some money.

Toby went to the bank and got all his money, and sailed off to New York on the Adriatic. From New York he went to Trenton, New Jersey, which was the Five Towns of America. Toby was a good potter, and he found work easily. After a year, he asked a friend to write to Priscilla, and tell her that he was dead. He wanted to be a free man, and it was only fair for her to be a free woman.

After a few years he returned to England. He changed his name from Hall, and started work as a potter in Derby. He did well — the money was good, and he didn't have much to spend it on. He lived quietly, working all week and going fishing at the weekends.

And now, because of a visit to Crewe, a train, and a drink, he was in Child Row, and crossing the street to Number 11. He knocked on the door.

*　　　*　　　*

Many doors in the Five Towns open slowly and carefully — and so did this one. It opened a few centimetres, and a woman looked out at Toby.

'Is this Mrs Hall's?' he asked.

'No. It's not Mrs Hall's. It's Mrs Tansley's.'

'I thought...'

The door opened a little more.

'Is that you, Toby?'

'It is,' answered Toby, smiling a little.

'Well, well!' said the woman. 'Well, well!' The door opened a little more. 'Are you coming in, Toby?'

'Yes,' said Toby.

And he went in.

'Sit down,' said his wife. 'I thought you were dead. Someone wrote to me.'

'Yes!' said Toby. 'But I'm not dead.'

He sat down in a comfortable chair by the fire. He knew the chair, and he knew the fire. He put his hat on the table. Priscilla locked the door again and sat down herself. Her dress was black and, like Toby, she was getting a little fat.

'Well, well,' she said. 'So you've come back.'

'Yes.'

They were both silent for a minute.

'The weather's cold, isn't it?' he said.

'Yes. It's been a cold winter.'

Another silence. What were they thinking and feeling? Perhaps they weren't thinking anything very much.

'And what's the news?' he asked.

'News? Oh, nothing special.'

There was a picture above the fire. It was a picture of Priscilla when she was young. It surprised Toby.

'I don't remember that picture,' he said.

'What?'

'That!' He looked up at the picture.

'Oh! That! That's my daughter.'

'Oh!' Now Toby was surprised.

'I married Job Tansley,' said Priscilla. 'He died four years ago. She's married,' she said, looking up at her daughter's photograph. 'She married young Gibson last September.'

'Well, well!'

They were silent again.

'That's a good fire,' said Toby, looking at it.

'Yes, it is.'

'Good coal.'

'Seventy pence a tonne.'

Again they were silent.

'Is Ned Walklate still at the pub?' Toby asked.

'I think so,' said Priscilla.

'I think I'll go round and have a drink,' said Toby, standing up.

He was unlocking the door when Priscilla said:

'You've forgotten your hat, Toby.'

'No,' he answered. 'I haven't forgotten it. I'm coming back.'

They looked at one another, speaking without words.

'That'll be all right,' she said. 'Well, well!'

'Yes!'

And he walked round to the pub.



miss v. fail to catch (a bus, train, etc.) 未赶上

sail v. travel on water by the use of sails or engine power （船）航行

fair adj. just, unbiased 公正的；公平的

centimetre n. a metric unit of length, equal to one-hundredth of a metre 厘米

pence n. pl. of penny, a British bronze coin and monetary unit equal to one-hundredth of a pound penny 的复数，便士

tonne n. metric ton 公吨

pub n. a public house 酒馆；酒吧

unlock v. release the lock of (a door, box, etc.) 开（锁）


新年伊始

我们是一群慢吞吞而且不爱说话的人，我是说我们五镇的人。也许这是因为我们制陶的缘故，这是个安静的慢活儿。关于我们以及我们到底有多慢、多不爱说话的故事有很多，这些故事经常会让其他地方的人感到不可思议，而我们只是一笑置之。下面就有这样一个例子。

托比·霍尔出生在特恩希尔，这是五镇中最小的一个镇子。去年的新年前夜，他从克鲁坐火车到德比，那儿是他现在的家乡。他在位于五镇中心的克尼普下了车，想喝上一杯。火车站人很多，他不得不排队买喝的。他回去的时候，火车已经开动了。托比不年轻了，他没法跳上火车，只能错过了。
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他去问火车站办公室的人。“年轻人，”他问，“下一班去德比的车是几点？”

“明天才有车呢。”

托比又去喝了一杯。

“我要去特恩希尔看看。”他慢慢地自言自语着，付了钱。

这是他23年来第一次回五镇，不过克尼普车站一点儿都没变，开往特恩希尔的列车时刻表也没变，连火车也和原来的一样。

20分钟后，他走出特恩希尔站，来到了镇上。他路过好几座漂亮的新房子。镇中心的一切都变了模样。

他继续往前走，穿过几条窄街，最后拐到儿童路。这里的老房子和从前一样，他细细地打量着一座小房子。灯亮着，一定有人在家。

他过了马路，走到房子跟前。这座房子对他来讲很特别（过去是11号——现在也是），因为24年前这里是他的家。
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*　　　*　　　*

24年前，托比·霍尔和23岁的普丽西拉·布拉特小姐，一个文静的姑娘结了婚。房子是她的。两个年轻人也许并非倾心相爱，不过他们喜欢着对方。他们之间唯一的问题就是房子。普丽西拉经常唠叨房子是她的，托比明白这一点，特恩希尔的人也都知道，她没必要天天把这事挂在嘴边。托比让她不要再说了，但她不听。他很高兴住在妻子的房子里，但他不想天天听妻子唠叨这事。这样的日子在一年之后变得难以忍受了。一天，他收拾好行囊，戴上帽子，走到门口。

“你去哪儿？”普丽西拉问道。

他顿了一下，然后回答说：“美国。”

他就这样走了。这对普丽西拉来说没什么大不了的，她觉得托比不是个特别好的丈夫，没有托比，她照样能生活：她有自己的房子，还有些钱。

托比到银行取出他所有的钱，搭“亚得里亚蒂克”号船去了纽约。从纽约他又去了新泽西州的塔伦顿，那儿是美国的五镇。托比是个好陶匠，找起工作来很容易。一年之后，他请一个朋友写信告诉普丽西拉他死了。托比想要成为自由人，所以只有让普丽西拉也得到自由才算公平。

几年之后，托比回到了英格兰。他把霍尔这个名字也改了，开始在德比当陶匠。他做得很出色——薪水也不错，而且他没有太多需要花钱的地方。他的生活很安宁，每天工作，周末就去钓鱼。

现在，因为去克鲁，一趟列车，还有喝了一杯的缘故，他来到了儿童路，穿过街道站在11号的门前。他敲了敲门。

*　　　*　　　*

在五镇，许多人家开门时都慢吞吞的，而且很小心——这家也不例外。门打开了一道缝，一个女人从里面瞧着托比。

“是霍尔太太的家吗？”他问道。

“不，这不是霍尔太太的家，是坦斯利太太的家。”

“我以为……”

门又打开了些。

“是你吗，托比？”

“是啊。”托比答道，笑了一下。

“哎呀，哎呀！”妇人叹道，“哎呀，哎呀！”门又打开些，“进来坐坐吗，托比？”

“好啊。”托比回答。

于是他进了屋。

“坐吧，”他的妻子说道，“我以为你已经死了，因为有人写信这么告诉我。”

“没错！”托比说，“不过我还活着。”

托比在壁炉旁一把舒服的椅子上坐了下来。他熟悉这把椅子，也熟悉这壁炉。他把帽子放在桌上。普丽西拉锁好门，也坐了下来。她穿着黑衣服，而且和托比一样，有点儿发胖了。
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“哎呀，哎呀，”她说道，“这么说你已经回来了。”

“是的。”

他们沉默了一阵。

“天气真冷啊，是吧？”他说。

“是啊，今年冬天真冷。”

又是一阵沉默。他们在想着什么，又是怎样的感觉呢？也许他们什么也没有多想。

“有什么新闻吗？”他问。

“新闻？哦，没什么特别的。”

壁炉上方挂着一张照片，是年轻时的普丽西拉。这让托比很惊讶。

“我不记得那张照片。”他说。

“什么？”

“那个！”他抬起头看着那幅照片。

“哦！那个！那是我的女儿。”

“哦！”托比吃了一惊。

“我嫁给了乔布·坦斯利，”普丽西拉说，“他四年前过世了。我女儿已经结婚了，”她边说边抬头看着女儿的照片，“她去年9月嫁给了小吉布森。”

“哎呀，哎呀！”

他们又陷入沉默。

“这火烧得真旺。”托比望着炉火说道。

“是啊。”

“好煤。”

“70便士一吨。”

他们又沉默下来。

“内德·沃克拉特还在酒馆吗？”托比问。

“我想是的。”普丽西拉说。

“我想出去走走，去喝一杯。”托比说着站起身来。
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托比开门的时候，普丽西拉说道：

“你忘记拿帽子了，托比。”

“不，”他回答，“我没忘。我还要回来。”

他们看着对方，无声地交流着。

“好吧，”她回答，“哎呀，哎呀！”

“好的！”

于是托比向酒馆走去。


The Silent Brothers

John and Robert Hessian, brothers and bachelors, sat together after supper in their house in Oldcastle Street, Bursley. Both brothers were wearing black, because of the death of their older sister three months ago.

Maggie, the servant, came in to take the supper things off the table.

'Leave the coffee, Maggie,' said John, the elder brother, 'Mr Liversage is coming to visit.'

'Yes, Mr John,' said Maggie.

'Slate, Maggie,' said Robert.

'Yes, Mr Robert,' said Maggie.

The slate was on a table near the fire. Maggie gave it, and its pencil, to Robert.

Robert wrote: Why is Liversage coming?

And he pushed the slate across the table to John.

John wrote on the slate: I don't know. He telephoned. He said he wanted to see us tonight.

And he pushed the slate back to Robert.

John was forty-two years old, and Robert thirty-nine. They were tall, dark men, and both were well and strong. And there was nothing wrong with their hearing.

Ten years before, the brothers had a quarrel. The quarrel was a stupid one, like many quarrels. The morning after, Robert did not answer when John said something to him. 'Well,' said John to himself. 'If he doesn't speak, I won't speak.' And then Robert thought the same thing.

Maggie was the first to see that the brothers were not speaking. Then it was their best friend, Mr Liversage, the solicitor, and some of their other friends. But nobody said anything to them. The people of Bursley thought it was funny, and wanted to know which brother would win the quarrel. So Bursley watched the two men carefully, waiting for one of them to speak. But for ten years the brothers went on living together in the same house, and neither man spoke a single word to the other.

Life without words was very difficult for the brothers, but it was also difficult for their servant. Maggie gave them the slate, because it was easier for her when the brothers wrote things down. It was difficult for their friends too. They began to be a little bored when, at parties, each Hessian talked to everybody in the room — but not to his brother.

There was just one thing wrong with this beautiful quarrel. The brothers worked together in the same pottery factory, and sometimes they needed to speak on business. But they spoke very coldly, and only inside the factory walls. And every evening Bursley watched the two brothers while they walked home, one man five metres behind the other. How stupid it was! But Bursley said nothing.

The conversation by slate that evening was just finishing, when there was a knock at the door, and Mr Powell Liversage came in. He was an old friend of the two from their schooldays. He was also a bachelor, so his evenings were free. He came to see the Hessians every Saturday night, and usually John or Robert went to see him on Wednesdays. But today was Thursday.

'How are you?' asked John, lighting a cigarette.

'Well,' replied Liversage.

'How are you, Powell?' asked Robert.

'Not too bad. And you?'

He sat down and Robert gave him a cup of coffee.

'Well,' said Liversage, after a minute. He sounded a little uncomfortable. 'We've found your sister's will at last.'

'You haven't! When?' asked John.

'This afternoon. It was with some old papers in the bank. Did you know that she had more than twelve thousand pounds?'

'No!' said Robert.

The brothers knew that their sister, Mrs Mary Bott, was rich. They knew that she had no children, and they knew, of course, that they were her only brothers. When she died three months ago, nobody could find her will. And now here it was! Twelve thousand pounds between two people was a lot of money for each of them. But what did the will say?

The two men wanted to know very much, but did they ask the question? Oh no! Neither man wanted to be the first to speak. And so they sat in silence.

'Do you want me to read the will to you?' asked Liversage at last.

'Yes,' they both answered.

Liversage took the will out of his pocket. 'Now, I didn't make this will,' he said, 'so please don't get angry with me.' This is what he read.




You are both very stupid, John and Robert, and I've often said so. Nobody understands why you quarrelled like that about Annie Emery. Your life is difficult, but you've also been very unkind to Annie. She's waited ten years already. So, John, if you marry Annie Emery, I shall give all my money to you. And Robert, if you marry her, I shall give it all to you. And you must be married in twelve months' time. And if neither of you marry her, then I give all my money to Miss Annie Emery, businesswoman, of Duck Bank, Bursley.

Mary Ann Bott, widow




'There. That's all,' Liversage finished.

'Let me see,' said John. Liversage gave him the will and he looked at it carefully.

Robert walked around the table and looked at the paper in his brother's hand.

All three men were silent for a few minutes. Each was afraid to speak, and even afraid to look at the others.

'Well, I must go,' said Liversage, standing up.

'I say,' said Robert. 'You won't say anything about this to Annie, will you?'

'I will say nothing,' agreed Liversage. (But it was wrong of him to say this, because Annie already knew.)

The two brothers sat and thought for a long time. Ten years before, when Annie was a woman of twenty-three, without family, she started a business for herself, which was a bookshop. John was in love with her, but so was Robert. And the two men quarrelled. They said very unkind, very unbrotherly things, and they were both very angry. Because of this (and because they were stupid), they each decided not to marry Annie. Each man wanted to show the other that he was the better, kinder, nicer brother. And so they did not speak for ten years. And poor Annie Emery, who wanted to marry one of the two (but could not decide which), did not marry anyone.

At two o'clock in the morning, John took a penny out of his pocket.

'Who shall go first?' he asked.

Robert felt very strange. His elder brother was speaking to him for the first time for ten years. For a minute he couldn't speak. John tossed the penny and put his hand over it.

'Heads or tails?' he asked.

'Tails,' said Robert.

But it was heads.

On Friday evening John knocked on the side door of Annie Emery's shop. While he stood there, he began to feel afraid. He still wanted to marry Annie, that was true. But how could he explain the last ten years? He began to hope that Annie was not there.

But the door opened, and there she was.

'Mr Hessian!' she cried, with a bright smile.

'I was just walking down Duck Bank,' he said. 'And I thought...'

And in fifteen seconds he was inside the house, sitting down.

'But you're in the middle of eating your supper,' he said. He could see the food ready on the table.

'I haven't started,' she replied. 'Have you had your supper?'

'No,' he said.

'It will be nice of you to help me eat my supper, then,' said she.

'Oh! No...'

But she got plates and glasses out of the cupboard — and there he was, sitting at her table! He could not say no. It was wonderful.

'I'm doing well,' he thought. 'Poor Robert!'

He watched her while she moved about the room. He still did not know how to explain the ten silent years, but perhaps he didn't have to say anything. She was friendly, smiling, and pleased to see him, wasn't she? And she was still a beautiful woman — and also a good businesswoman.

He stayed, and they talked. He decided to ask her to marry him in a few days. Fifteen minutes later he thought about asking her the next day. And in another five minutes he was asking her to marry him, then and there.

She moved away from him quickly.

'It's very sudden. I must think about it,' she answered.

How happy he was! Her answer would soon be yes, he was sure.

'Will you be at church on Sunday?' she asked.

'Yes.'

'If my answer is yes, I shall wear white flowers in my hat. I prefer to give you my answer like that, without words. And if I am not at church next week, I will be the week after.'

'I understand,' he said. 'And if I do see those flowers, perhaps I can come to tea?'

'Yes. But you mustn't speak to me when I come out of church.'

He walked home down Oldcastle Street. He was a happy man — and he felt much younger than his forty-two years.

*　　　*　　　*

She was not at church on Sunday. Robert was away on business most of the week, and John was alone in the house. For many hours he sat at home, thinking about the next Sunday. Robert returned home on Friday.

On Sunday morning, John was up early. He put on his new shirt, which came from the best shop in Hanbridge. Robert was also out of bed early, and he was wearing a new shirt and a new suit. They had a silent breakfast.

'I'm going to church this morning, Maggie,' said Robert, finishing his breakfast. 'Where are my new shoes?'

This was a surprise. Robert did not usually go to church.

They walked to church, with John fifty metres in front of his brother. When he came into the church, Miss Emery was not there. The service was beginning when she walked in. She was wearing white flowers on her hat! There were about a hundred and fifty-five white flowers—her hat was like a garden.

How excited John was! He had Annie, and he had his sister's money. He felt very happy, and he decided to give five thousand pounds to Robert. Perhaps even a little more.

After the service John did not speak to Annie, but hurried home. Robert also went home, and then the two had their lunch. They didn't speak, of course; they read their newspapers.

After lunch they went out for a walk; not together, of course. John walked because he had to do something until his tea with Annie at half past four. And at half past four he turned the corner into Duck Bank — and saw Robert, who was coming round the corner at the other end of Duck Bank. They met outside Annie's door.

'What are you doing here?' asked Robert angrily.

'I'm coming to see Annie,' replied John, also very angry.

'So am I!'

'Well, you're too late,' said John. 'I've asked her to marry me. And she has said yes.'

'Don't be stupid,' replied Robert. 'She's marrying me!'

'When did you ask her?' asked John.

'On Friday.'

'And did she say yes?'

'Not on Friday. But her answer was to wear white flowers at church this morning.'

'That was for me!' said John.

The quarrel went on for some time.

'Come on,' said John. 'Let's go home. We can't talk in the street. Annie will see us from her window.'

They walked home quickly. And the quarrel went on at home all afternoon. It got noisier and angrier, and at six o'clock Maggie came into the room. She told the brothers that they must stop fighting at once. She then told them that she was leaving their house for ever.

*　　　*　　　*

'Why did you do it, my pet?' asked Powell Liversage.

He and Annie Emery were sitting in the garden of his house in Trafalgar Road.

'Why did I do it?' asked Annie. 'Oh, they were so stupid, Powell. I know they're your friends, but really! For ten years they said nothing to me, and then, because of their sister's money, they come to see me. And Powell, they were so stupid. They really thought that I liked them. I wanted them to meet at my house because I wanted to tell them what I thought of them. But I was watching from my bedroom window when they met in the street. They started to quarrel again, and then they went away.'

'They'll be angry with me, I'm afraid,' said Powell. 'When they find out that we're going to get married. They'll say I want to marry you for the...'

'I don't want the money, dear,' said Annie. 'They can keep their twelve thousand pounds.'

Powell was a little sorry to hear this, but he said, 'Yes, of course, dearest,' and took Annie's hand.

Just then Powell's mother, who lived with him, came down the garden.

'Powell,' she said. 'John Hessian's here. He wants to see you.'

'I must go,' said Annie. 'I'll go across the fields. Good night, Mrs Liversage. Good night, Powell.'

Liversage went into the house and found John.

'Powell,' he said. 'I've quarrelled with Robert. I can't stay at home. Can I sleep in your spare room?'

'Of course, John, of course.'

'I think I'll go to bed now, if that's all right.'

An hour later there was another knock at the door, and Liversage opened the door to Robert Hessian.

'Hallo, Powell,' said Robert. 'Can I sleep here tonight? I've had a terrible quarrel with John, and Maggie's gone, and I can't stay in the same house as John.'

'But what —'

'Look, I can't talk. I'll go up to your spare room.'

'All right,' said Liversage.

He took Robert up the stairs, opened the door to the spare room, pushed him in, and closed the door.

What a night!



bachelor n. an unmarried man 单身汉

slate n. a small blackboard or a flat piece of slate in a wooden frame used for writing on （书写用的）石板

hearing n. the faculty of perceiving sounds 听力；听觉

quarrel n. a violent contention or altercation between individuals or with others 争吵

solicitor n. a member of the legal profession qualified to deal with conveyancing, draw up wills, etc. advise clients and instruct barristers, and represent clients in the lower courts 初级律师；诉状律师

light v. set burning, ignite 点燃

there int. expressing confirmation, triumph, dismay, etc. 好啦！

I say an exclamation expressing surprise, drawing attention, etc. 我说；听着

unbrotherly adj. not brotherly, not friendly 不友爱的

heads n. the side of a coin bearing the image of a head （铸有头像的）硬币正面

tails n. the reverse of a coin as a choice when tossing 硬币反面

side door a door in or at the side of a building 侧门

then and there immediately and on the spot 在当时当地；立即

suit n. a set of outer clothes of matching material for men （一套）衣服

service n. a ceremony of worship according to prescribed forms 宗教仪式；礼拜式

spare adj. reserved for emergency or occasional use 备用的


互不说话的兄弟
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约翰·赫斯和罗伯特·赫斯两兄弟都是单身汉。他们晚餐后一起坐在伯斯利古堡大街的房子里。兄弟俩都穿着黑衣，因为他们的姐姐三个月前刚刚去世。

女佣玛吉进来收拾餐桌。

“把咖啡留下，玛吉，”哥哥约翰说道，“利弗西奇先生要来。”

“是，约翰先生。”玛吉说道。

“把写字板拿过来，玛吉。”罗伯特说。

“是，罗伯特先生。”玛吉说道。

写字板放在壁炉旁的一张桌子上。玛吉把写字板和附带的铅笔递给罗伯特。

罗伯特写道：利弗西奇为什么要来？

他把写字板推到约翰面前。

约翰在上面写：我不知道。他打电话说今晚想见我们。

他把写字板又推回到罗伯特面前。

约翰42岁，罗伯特39岁。他们身材高大，有着深色的皮肤，身强体壮，听力也没有问题。

十年前，两兄弟有过一场争吵。这场争吵像许多争吵一样愚蠢可笑。第二天早上，当约翰对罗伯特说话的时候，罗伯特没有回答。“好吧，”约翰自言自语说，“如果他不跟我说话，我也不理他。”后来罗伯特也这样想了。

玛吉是第一个发现兄弟俩不说话的人。接着是他们最好的朋友，律师利弗西奇先生，还有其他一些朋友。但是没人劝过他们。伯斯利镇的人觉得这很好笑，想知道兄弟俩谁能赢得这场争吵，所以镇上的人静观其变，等着他们中的一个先开口。但是十年来虽然兄弟俩仍然住在同一屋檐下，但谁都没和对方说过一个字。

这样的生活对兄弟俩来讲可不好过，对他们的佣人来讲也是如此。玛吉给了他们一个写字板，因为如果兄弟俩把事情写下来，她做起事来就容易些。对朋友们来讲，这种生活也挺麻烦的。在聚会上，赫斯兄弟和房间里的每个人都说话——唯独不理会自己的兄弟，这个时候朋友们开始有点儿厌烦了。

这场完美的争吵只有一个缺憾。兄弟俩在同一家陶瓷厂上班，有时他们需要谈公事。不过他们交谈时非常冷漠，而且仅仅是在工厂里。每天晚上，伯斯利镇的人都目送兄弟俩回家，一个在前，一个在后，相距有5米远。这多蠢啊！但是伯斯利镇的人什么也没说。
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写字板上的对话刚刚结束就传来了敲门声，鲍威尔·利弗西奇先生走了进来。他和兄弟俩是从学生时代就认识的老朋友了。他也是个单身汉，因此晚上有空闲时间。利弗西奇每星期六晚上来赫斯兄弟家串门，而罗伯特或约翰通常在星期三去看他。可今天是星期四啊。

“你好吗？”约翰点了一根香烟问道。

“不错。”利弗西奇回答道。

“你好吗，鲍威尔？”罗伯特问道。

“还可以，你呢？”

利弗西奇坐了下来，罗伯特递给他一杯咖啡。

“唔，”过了一会儿，利弗西奇说道，他听起来有点儿不自在，“我们终于找到了你们姐姐的遗嘱。”

“真的！什么时候？”约翰问。

“今天下午。遗嘱和其他一些旧文件存在银行里。你们知道她的财产超过12,000英镑吗？”

“不知道！”罗伯特回答。

兄弟俩知道他们的姐姐，玛丽·博特太太十分富有；他们知道她没有子女；他们当然也知道自己是她唯一的亲人。她三个月前去世的时候，谁也找不到她的遗嘱。现在找到了！两个人分12,000英镑，这对他们俩来说都是一大笔钱。但遗嘱究竟写了些什么？

两人都非常想知道，但是他们问了吗？哦，没有！他们都不愿意第一个说。于是他们沉默地坐在那里。
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“想让我读遗嘱给你们听吗？”利弗西奇最后问道。

“是的。”他俩一同答道。

利弗西奇从口袋里拿出了遗嘱。“现在我想说，我并不是写遗嘱的人，”他说，“所以请别生我的气。”下面是他宣读的内容。




约翰和罗伯特，你们两个都很愚蠢，我从前也经常这么说。真不明白你们为什么要为安妮·埃默里吵成现在这个样子。不单你们的生活不好过，你们也深深地伤害了安妮。她已经等了十年。所以，约翰，如果你和安妮·埃默里结婚，我会把财产全部给你；罗伯特，如果你和她结婚，我就把财产都给你。你们必须在一年之内结婚。如果你们两个都没和她结婚，那么我将把财产留给伯斯利鸭子岸的商人安妮·埃默里小姐。

寡妇玛丽·安·博特




“好了，就是这些。”利弗西奇念完了遗嘱。

“让我看看。”约翰说。利弗西奇把遗嘱递给了他，约翰仔细地看着。

罗伯特绕过桌子，也去看约翰手中的遗嘱。

三个人沉默了几分钟。谁都不愿说话，甚至不愿看别人一眼。

“好了，我必须走了。”利弗西奇说着站了起来。

“我说，”罗伯特说，“你不会对安妮说这件事，对吧？”

“我不会。”利弗西奇说。（但他根本不该这么回答，因为安妮已经知道了。）

兄弟俩坐在那里考虑了很久。十年之前，安妮还是个23岁的姑娘，没有成家。她自己开了一家书店。约翰爱上了她，罗伯特也爱上了她，所以这两个人吵了起来。他们都说了一些非常恶毒的、有悖兄弟之情的话，两人都很生气。因为这个（还因为他们都很愚蠢），他们都决定不和安妮结婚。两人都想让对方觉得自己是兄弟俩中更好、更善良、更和气的一个。于是他们十年没有说话。可怜的安妮·埃默里本来打算嫁给两兄弟中的一个（但是无法决定是哪个），却谁也没有嫁。

深夜两点钟的时候，约翰从口袋里掏出了一枚一便士的硬币。

“谁先去？”他问。

罗伯特感觉怪怪的。哥哥十年来第一次和他说话。他一时不知如何回答。约翰抛出硬币，然后用手盖住了它。
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“正面还是背面？”他问。

“背面。”罗伯特回答。

但结果是正面。

星期五晚上，约翰敲响了安妮·埃默里书店的侧门。他站在那里的时候，开始觉得有些胆怯。他仍然想娶安妮，这一点毫无疑问，但是他如何解释过去十年的事呢？他开始希望安妮不在书店了。

然而门开了，安妮就站在他眼前。
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“赫斯先生！”她大声说道，露出了灿烂的笑容。

“我正好经过鸭子岸，”他说，“我想……”

15秒钟后，他已经在屋子里面坐了下来。

“可你正在吃晚餐呢。”约翰说，他看到食物已经摆上了餐桌。

“我还没开始吃呢，”她回答，“你吃晚饭了吗？”

“没有。”他说。

“那么如果你能帮我吃掉这顿晚餐就太好了。”她说。

“哦！不……”

但她已经从橱柜里拿出了盘子和杯子——而他就坐在这里，坐在她的餐桌旁！他无法拒绝，这感觉棒极了。

“进展顺利，”他暗自想，“可怜的罗伯特！”

他看着她在屋子里走动。他仍然不知道该如何解释过去那沉默的十年，也许他什么也不必解释。安妮很友好，笑盈盈的，而且很高兴见到他，不是吗？她仍然是个漂亮女人——还是个出色的女商人。

他留下来和安妮一起吃了晚餐，他们攀谈起来。他决定几天之后向安妮求婚。15分钟后，他想明天就向她求婚。而又过了5分钟，他已经向她求婚了。

她很快从他面前退开。

“这太突然了。我必须考虑一下。”她答道。

约翰是多么开心啊！安妮很快就会答应他，这一点他确信无疑。

“星期天你会去教堂吗？”安妮问道。

“会的。”

“如果我答应你的话，就会在帽子上戴白色的花。与其用言语，我更愿意这样回答你。如果我下星期没去教堂，那我下下星期会去的。”

“我明白，”他说，“那么如果看到了那些花，我是不是可以来喝茶？”

“可以。不过我从教堂出来的时候，你不要和我说话。”

他顺着古堡大街走回家。他很高兴——他感觉自己年轻了不少，不像42岁。

*　　　*　　　*

她星期日没有来教堂。罗伯特这周的大部分时间都在外出差，只有约翰自己在家。他一连几个小时地坐在家里，想着下个星期天的事情。星期五罗伯特回来了。

星期日一大早，约翰就起床了。他穿上了新衬衫，这是从汉桥最好的店买来的。罗伯特起得也很早，也穿上了新的衬衫和西装。两人在早餐时没有说话。

“我今天早上要去教堂，玛吉，”罗伯特吃完了早餐，说道，“我的新鞋子在哪儿？”

这可异乎寻常，罗伯特不常去教堂。

他们向教堂走去，约翰走在前面，离弟弟有50米远。他到教堂的时候，埃默里小姐还没来。她来时，礼拜已经开始了。她的帽子上戴着白色的花！大约有155朵白花——她的帽子就像个花园。
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约翰是多么激动啊！他得到了安妮，也得到了姐姐的遗产。他非常开心，决定分给罗伯特5000英镑，也许还会更多。

礼拜过后，约翰没和安妮说话，而是匆忙回家了。罗伯特也回了家，两人一起吃了午餐。当然，他们并没有说话，他们在各自看报纸。

午餐过后，他们出去散步，当然不是一起。约翰散步是因为在4点半和安妮喝茶之前他必须做点儿什么。4点半的时候，他转过街角来到了鸭子岸——看到罗伯特从鸭子岸的另一头转过来。他们在安妮家的门口碰面了。

“你来这里做什么？”罗伯特生气地问。

“我来看安妮。”约翰也气哼哼地答道。

“我也是！”

“哦，你来晚了，”约翰说，“我已经向她求婚了，而且她答应了我。”

“别傻了，”罗伯特说，“她要嫁的人是我！”

“你什么时候向她求婚的？”约翰问道。

“星期五。”

“她答应了？”

“周五没有答应。不过今早她在教堂戴着白色的花，那就是答应我了。”

“那是为我戴的！”约翰说。

争吵持续了一段时间。

“好了，”约翰说，“我们回家吧。我们不能在街上说。安妮会从窗户里看到我们的。”

他们很快走回了家，又在家吵了整整一个下午。争吵声越来越大，越来越激烈。6点钟的时候，玛吉走进了房间。她告诉兄弟俩他们必须马上停止争吵，然后说她要永远地离开这里。

*　　　*　　　*

“你为什么这么做，我的宝贝？”鲍威尔·利弗西奇问道。

他和安妮·埃默里坐在特拉法尔加路自家的花园里。
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“我为什么这么做？”安妮反问，“哦，他们都是傻瓜，鲍威尔。我知道他们是你的朋友，但事实如此！十年来，他们对我不闻不问，而现在为了他们姐姐的遗产，他们都来找我了。鲍威尔，他们真傻。他们真的以为我喜欢他们。我让他们在我家碰面，是想告诉他们我对他们的看法。但是我从卧室的窗子里看见他们在街上碰到，而且又吵了起来，然后就走了。”

“恐怕他们要生我的气了，”鲍威尔说，“他们如果知道我们要结婚，会说我娶你是为了……”

“我不想要那笔钱，亲爱的，”安妮说，“他们可以留着那12,000英镑。”

鲍威尔听了这话有些许遗憾，不过他还是说：“好吧，当然，最亲爱的。”然后拉起了安妮的手。

这时鲍威尔的母亲来到了花园，她和鲍威尔住在一起。

“鲍威尔，”她说，“约翰·赫斯来了，他要见你。”

“我得走了，”安妮说，“我从田野穿过去。晚安，利弗西奇夫人。晚安，鲍威尔。”

利弗西奇进屋见到了约翰。

“鲍威尔，”他说，“我和罗伯特吵架了，我不能待在家里了。我能在这儿的客房里睡一晚吗？”

“当然，约翰，当然。”

“我想我现在要睡了，如果可以的话。”

一个小时以后，又有人敲门，利弗西奇打开门发现是罗伯特·赫斯。
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“你好，鲍威尔，”罗伯特说，“今晚能在你这儿睡吗？我和约翰大吵了一架，玛吉也走了。我不能和约翰待在一个房子里了。”

“但什么——”

“看，我不能多说了。我上楼去你的客房。”

“好吧。”利弗西奇说。

他把罗伯特带上楼，打开客房的门，把他推了进去，然后关上门。

这是个怎样的夜晚啊！


ACTIVITIES
Before Reading

1．Read the introduction of the book. What can you guess about the stories? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) The Five Towns are in England.

YES □／NO □

2) The stories happen in the early 1900s.

YES □／NO □

3) The people in the stories are all happy.

YES □／NO □

4) The people in the stories are all poor.

YES □／NO □

5) The Five Towns are very dangerous.

YES □／NO □

2．Read the introduction of the book. How much do you know now about the stories? Match the people with information.

Sir Jee/Philip/Toby Hall/John and Robert Hessian

1) ... are brothers.

2) ... has a picture of himself.

3) ... makes a journey by train.

4) ... is rich.

5) ... is going to tell his mother something important.

6) ... don't talk to each other.

7) ... is going to visit a house in Child Row.

8) ... have a problem about money.


ACTIVITIES
While Reading

1．Read News of the Engagement. Here are some untrue sentences about the story. Change them into true sentences.

1) Philip asked Agnes to marry him and she said no.

2) In his letters, Philip told his mother he was going to marry Agnes.

3) When Philip opened the door, Agnes was there.

4) Philip didn't like Mr Nixon.

5) When Philip came home from the post office, his mother was alone in the sitting-room.

6) Mr Nixon wanted to marry Agnes.

7) Philip was unhappy about his mother's news.

8) Philip told his mother about Agnes that evening.

2．Read The Burglary. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)? Rewrite the false ones with the correct information.

1) Sir Jee liked his portrait.

2) The people of the Five Towns gave the portrait to Sir Jee.

3) The police said that William Smith was a burglar.

4) William Smith went to prison for five years.

5) Sir Jee asked William Smith to steal the portrait.

6) Sir Jee opened one of the doors for William Smith.

7) William Smith took the portrait and left the frame.

3．Read Beginning the New Year. Choose the best question word for these questions, and then answer them.

Why/What/Where/When/Who

1) ... did Toby Hall miss his train?

2) ... was Number 11 Child Row a special house for Toby?

3) ... did Toby marry Priscilla?

4) ... did the house belong to?

5) ... did Toby go when he left Priscilla?

6) ... wrote to Priscilla and told her that Toby was dead?

7) ... did Toby do when he came back to England?

8) ... did Priscilla marry when she heard that Toby was dead?

9) ... was in the picture above the fire?

10) ... did Toby leave in the house when he went to the pub?

4．Read The Silent Brothers. Who said these words in the story, and to whom?

1) 'We've found your sister's will at last.'

2) 'I will say nothing.'

3) 'Who shall go first?'

4) 'It's very sudden. I must think about it.'

5) 'I'm going to church this morning.'

6) 'I don't want the money, dear.'


ACTIVITIES
After Reading

News of the Engagement

1．Philip wrote to Agnes on 23rd December and told her his mother's news. Match these parts of sentences and use the linking words to make a paragraph of five sentences. Then add two sentences, one at the beginning and one at the end of the letter, and the opening and closing words.

and/because/but/that/when/when

1) ______ posted a letter to you.

2) ______ I wasn't pleased to see him

3) He told me

4) After supper, I went to the post office

5) ______ I arrived home last night,

6) Mr Nixon was still there.

7) ______ I wanted to tell mother about our engagement.

8) my mother looked excited.

9) Our old friend Mr Nixon came to supper,

10) ______ he wanted to marry my mother!

11) ______ I came home again,




The Burglary

2．A policeman asked Sir Jee some questions about the burglary, but Sir Jee didn't tell the truth about everything. Complete the conversation. Use as many words as you like.

POLICEMAN: Who was in the house last night?

SIR JEE: I ______.

POLICEMAN: HOW did the burglar get into the castle?

SIR JEE: Through ______.

POLICEMAN: Did you hear anything in the night?

SIR JEE: No, ______.

POLICEMAN: Did you see anything?

SIR JEE: No, ______.

POLICEMAN: What did the burglar take?

SIR JEE: ______.

POLICEMAN: What happened to the portrait?

SIR JEE: ______.

The policeman thought that Sir Jee's story was very strange. He made some notes about other questions to ask. Use these words to make four more questions. Then write a fifth question of your own.

Why

1) you/alone/castle/Christmas Eve?

2) window open/cold night/December?

3) burglar/make noise/heavy portrait frame?

4) burglar/write/portrait?






Beginning the New Year

3．Priscilla wrote to her daughter to tell her about Toby Hall. Complete her letter with these words. (Use one word in each gap.)

America, daughter, dead, die, father, happier, happy, house, left, letter, liked, live, lonely, married, marry, news, potter, tell, unhappy, years

My Dear Daughter,

I have to ______ you some surprising ______. Before I married your father, I ______ a man called Toby Hall. That was twenty-four ______ ago. Toby wasn't ______ because he had to live in my house, so one day he ______ me and went to ______. I wasn't too ______, because I still had my ______ and my money. A year later I got a ______ which said that Toby was ______. So when your father asked me to ______ him, I said yes. We were very happy together, and we had you, our dear ______. But now your ______ is dead and Toby has come back. He didn't ______ in America; he came back to England and worked in Derby as a ______. He wants to ______ here with me again. I think we can be ______ this time. I am ______ without you, and I have always ______ Toby.

With love from

Your mother

4．Here is a new illustration for one of the stories. Find the best place to put the picture, and answer these questions.

The picture goes in the story ______.

1) Who are the two men in the picture?

2) Who is the woman looking out of the window?

3) Why are the two men angry?




Now write a caption for the illustration.
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The Silent Brothers

5．Imagine that Powell Liversage didn't take Robert up to his spare room. Write out their conversation in the correct order and put in the speakers' names. Powell speaks first (number 5).

1) ______ 'He said that he couldn't stay in the same house as you. What's happened?'

2) ______ 'Why not?'

3) ______ 'Of course I can. She loves me and I love her.'

4) ______ 'Oh, no, you don't. You just want the twelve thousand pounds.'

5) ______ 'You can't stay here, Robert.'

6) ______ 'You! Powell, you can't marry Annie.'

7) ______ 'That's not true. Annie says you and John can have the money. She doesn't want it.'

9) ______ 'Well, I'm afraid she isn't going to marry you, and she isn't going to marry John. She's going to marry me.'

10) ______ 'Why is John in your spare room?'

11) ______ 'Annie said she was going to marry me, but John says she's going to marry him, so we quarrelled.'

6．Here are some new titles for the stories. Which titles go with which stories? Which titles do you prefer? Why?

1 News of the Engagement

2 The Burglary

3 Beginning the New Year

4 The Silent Brothers

Return from the Dead

A Clever Businesswoman

Two Husbands

Like Mother, Like Son

Unhappy Christmas

A New Father

An Unlucky Portrait

Twelve Thousand Pounds

The Missed Train

Mrs Bott's Will

A Dangerous Plan

Happy Christmas

7．What did you think about the people in these stories? Were they nice or nasty, clever or stupid? Did you feel sorry for anyboby? Choose some names, and complete some of these sentences.

Philip/Philip's mother/Mr Nixon

Sir Jee/William Smith/Lady Dain

Toby Hall/Priscilla

John Hessian/Robert Hessian/Annie Emery/

Powell Liversage/Maggie

1) I feel sorry for ______ because ______.

2) I think ______ was right/wrong to ______.

3) I think ______ did a very bad/nice thing.

4) I think ______ did a very clever/stupid thing.

5) I think ______ was stupider/nicer/nastier than ______.
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内容简介

英格兰国王亨利八世因为很多事情而出名，但他也因有六个妻子而闻名于世。他不是个好丈夫。人们说，当他挑选新妻子时，父亲们都会小心地带着女儿远离王宫。他们都不愿意让国王选中他们的女儿当下一任王后，因为他的几位王后都很短命，而且都很不幸。

为什么亨利国王会和两位妻子离婚，又杀死了另两个呢？他的王后们到底是什么样子呢？

他的第六位妻子凯瑟琳·帕尔在国王去世后依然健在。一天她回到了白厅的王宫，发现了一个装着旧信的盒子，这些信都是写给国王的——他的前五位妻子每人一封。她坐下来把信念给自己年轻的侍女玛格丽特听。第一封信来自西班牙国王的女儿，阿拉贡的凯瑟琳，她和亨利做了24年的夫妻。她孤独地郁郁而终，没有一个朋友……


HENRY Ⅷ
AND HIS SIX WIVES

King Henry the Eighth of England was famous for many things, but he was also famous because he had six wives. He was not a kind husband. People say that when he was looking for a new wife, careful fathers took their daughters away from the palace. They did not want the King to choose their daughter to be the next Queen, because some of his Queens had very short and unhappy lives.




Why did King Henry divorce two wives, and kill two others? What were his queens really like?




Catherine Parr, the sixth wife, lived on after the King's death. One day she goes back to the palace of Whitehall and finds a box of old letters written to the King—one from each of the first five wives. She sits down to read them to her young maid, Margaret. The first letter is from the daughter of the King of Spain, Katherine of Aragon, who was Henry's wife for twenty-four years. She died alone and sad and friendless...
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1
King Henry is dead

My name is Catherine Parr. A month ago I was the Queen of England, the wife of King Henry the Eighth. Henry died and we buried him last week in St George's Church, Windsor. Two days ago, on 16th February 1547, I went back to the palace of Whitehall, which was once my home. I wanted to take my letters and books and bring them back to my house.

Margaret, my new maid, came to the palace with me. She's very young and doesn't know a lot about the world. She has only just come up to London from her home in Somerset. Perhaps I was like her when I was twelve. I, too, was always asking questions and wanting answers immediately.

When we arrived at the palace, it was cold and dark. We walked into Henry's room. I sat down in one of Henry's large chairs in front of his wooden writing desk and looked at the pictures around the room. Next to me there was a big picture of Henry, when he was young. He was very handsome then, not like the fat old man he was later. I thought his blue eyes were watching me. I turned to Margaret and said:

'You see that picture of the King? That's what he was like when he was young—tall and strong and handsome. People say that he never got tired. He could go out riding all day, changing his horses nine or ten times, and then he could dance all night. He was clever, too; he could speak five languages. Will people remember him like that, or will they only remember him because he had six wives?'

'Did he really have so many wives?' said Margaret.

'Yes, of course. I thought that everyone knew that.'

Margaret looked away and said, 'We didn't get much news from London at home, and my family's house is a long way from the nearest village.'

'It doesn't matter,' I said, smiling. 'One day, I'll tell you the story of my husband Henry's life.'

On the desk in front of me there was a wooden box with a large gold H on the top. I opened it slowly and took out some old letters. Each letter was in different writing and some of them were old and yellow. One letter had a picture of a large bird on it. It was from Henry's second wife, Anne Boleyn.

'Margaret!' I said. 'I've found some letters from Henry's other wives. There's also a beautiful gold necklace and a small piece of hair.' I looked at another letter. 'Here's one old letter from his first wife, Katherine of Aragon. She was married to him for a very long time.'

'She only had one child, didn't she?' said Margaret.

'Yes, only Princess Mary is still alive. There were five other children, but they were all born too early and died.'

Again I looked at the letter with the picture of the bird on it. 'Have you heard of Anne Boleyn, Margaret?'

'Yes, my mother talked about her. She said she was a very bad woman.'

'Well, that's what some people say. Anne was the mother of Henry's second daughter, Princess Elizabeth. Look,' I said. 'This one is from Katherine Howard, Henry's fifth wife. Both Anne and Katherine were beheaded in that terrible prison, the Tower of London.'

'Why did the King send them to their deaths?' asked Margaret. She looked afraid.

'They had many enemies, who told the King that they had lovers. Perhaps the stories were true, I don't know. But the King believed them.'

I looked at another letter. 'This one is from Jane Seymour. She was the third wife and the mother of Henry's only living son. He is now our King, Edward the Sixth.'

'Was Jane Seymour beheaded too?' asked Margaret.

'No, poor Queen Jane died soon after Edward was born.'

I looked at the last, short letter. 'Look, a letter from Anne of Cleves, Henry's fourth wife.'

'Did she have any children?' asked Margaret.

'No,' I laughed. 'Henry thought that Anne was very ugly and he didn't want her to be the mother of his children.'

Margaret was silent. Then she said, 'King Henry sounds like a terrible husband.'

'He wasn't all bad, Margaret. There were good times, too. He was clever at so many things—horse-riding and tennis, writing and playing music. He wrote many beautiful songs, and he had a wonderful singing voice. But it's true that he wasn't very kind to his wives.'

Margaret looked at the box. 'So why did he keep these letters from them?' she asked.

'Oh, you ask so many questions, Margaret! I don't know. Perhaps each letter says something important.'

I looked up and saw that it was nearly dark. It was time to go home to Chelsea Manor. I put the letters back inside the box.

'Come, Margaret, we must go now.'

'But can't we read the letters?' she asked.

'We'll take them with us and read them tomorrow.'



come up to come to one place from another. 从一地来到另一地。

immediately adv. at once, without delay. 立刻，马上；当即，毫不耽搁。

handsome adj. (of man) goodlooking. （指男子）漂亮的，英俊的。

matter v. (used esp. in negative sentences and questions; in sentences containing what, who, where, if, etc., usu. with it as the subject) be important. （尤用于否定句和疑问句；句中含what, who, where, if 等词，通常以it作主语）关系重大，要紧。

different adj. not the same (as sb. or sth.). 不同的。

necklace n. ornament of pearls, beads, etc. worn round the neck. 项链。

hear of be told about or have knowledge of sb./ sth. 听到或知道某人/某事物的情况。

behead v. cut off the head of (sb.), esp. as a punishment. 砍（某人）的头（尤指刑罚）。

terrible adj. causing great fear or distress. 可怕的。

the Tower of London 伦敦塔，伦敦著名古迹，位于塔桥附近，南临泰晤士河，建于11世纪末。这座古老的宫殿曾做过王宫、堡垒、档案馆和监狱。

sound v. give a specific impression when heard. 听起来，似乎。

wonderful adj. very good or admirable. 极好的。

it is time to (do sth.) 是……的时候了，该做……了。


1．亨利国王去世

我叫凯瑟琳·帕尔。一个月前我还是英格兰的王后，国王亨利八世的妻子。亨利去世了，我们上周在温莎的圣乔治教堂埋葬了他。两天前，也就是1547年2月l6日，我回到了白厅的王宫，这儿曾经是我的家。我想拿走我的信件和书籍，把它们带回我的家。
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我的新侍女玛格丽特和我一起来到王宫。她非常年轻，不谙世事。她刚从她的家乡萨默塞特来到伦敦。我12岁时可能也和她一样，总爱问问题并总想马上知道答案。

到达王宫时，那里又冷又暗。我们走进了亨利的房间。我在他那木制写字台前的一把大椅子上坐了下来，环视着屋里的画。我旁边是一张亨利年轻时的大幅画像。那时他非常英俊，不像后来那样又老又胖。我觉得，他的蓝眼睛正注视着我。我转向玛格丽特说：

“你看到国王的那幅画像了吧？那是他年轻时的样子——高大，强壮，而且英俊。人们说他永远不会疲倦。他能整天在外骑马，换九到十次马，然后还能整夜跳舞。他也非常聪明，会说五种语言。但人们会因为他是这样一个人而记住他，还是仅仅因为他有过六个妻子而记住他呢？”
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“他真有那么多妻子吗？”玛格丽特说。

“是的，当然。我想大家都知道。”

玛格丽特望着远处说道：“我们在家时对伦敦的消息知道得并不多，我家离最近的村子也有很长一段路。”

“不要紧，”我笑着说，“有一天我会把我丈夫亨利一生的故事全告诉你的。”

我面前的桌子上有一个木盒子，上面有一个巨大的金字“H”。我慢慢地打开它，取出了几封旧信。每封信的字迹都不相同，有些已经旧得发黄了。其中一封信上画着一只大鸟，那是亨利的第二任妻子安妮·博伦写来的。

“玛格丽特！”我说，“我发现了亨利其他妻子们写的一些信件，还有一条美丽的金项链和一绺头发。”我看了看另外一封信，“这儿有他的第一任妻子阿拉贡的凯瑟琳写的一封信。他们的婚姻维持了很长一段时间。”

“她只有一个孩子，是吧？”玛格丽特说道。

“是的，只有玛丽公主还活着。她还生过五个孩子，但都是早产，全都夭折了。”

我又看了看那封画着鸟的信。“你听说过安妮·博伦吗，玛格丽特？”

“是的，我妈妈说起过她，说她是个很坏的女人。”

“啊，有些人是那么说的。安妮是亨利的第二个女儿伊丽莎白公主的母亲。看，”我说，“这一封信是凯瑟琳·霍华德，也就是亨利的第五任妻子写的。安妮和凯瑟琳都是在伦敦塔那个可怕的监狱里被砍头的。”

“国王为什么要处死她们呢？”玛格丽特问道。她看起来很害怕。

“她们有很多敌人，这些人跟国王说她们有情人。那些故事也许是真的，我不知道。但是国王相信他们的话。”

我看了看另一封信。“这封是简·西摩写的。她是亨利的第三任妻子，也是亨利唯一尚在人世的儿子的母亲。他现在是我们的国王，爱德华六世。”

“简·西摩也是被砍头的吗？”玛格丽特问。

“不，可怜的王后简在爱德华出生后不久就去世了。”

我看到最后一封短信。“看，这封信是克利夫斯的安妮写来的，她是亨利的第四任妻子。”

“她有孩子吗？”玛格丽特问道。

“没有，”我大笑，“亨利认为安妮太丑了，不想让她做他孩子的母亲。”

玛格丽特沉默了。然后她说：“亨利国王听起来像是个很可怕的丈夫。”

“他并非一无是处，玛格丽特。他也有好的时候。他擅长的东西很多——比如骑马、打网球、写作以及演奏音乐。他写过很多优美的歌曲，还有一副动人的歌喉。不过他的确对妻子们不太好。”

玛格丽特看着盒子。“那他为什么还保留着她们的信呢？”她问。

“哦，你问的问题太多了，玛格丽特！我不知道。也许每封信都写了些重要的事情吧。”

我抬头看了看，天差不多黑了。我的家在切尔西庄园，现在该回去了。我把信放回盒子里。

“来，玛格丽特，我们现在得走了。”

“但是我们不能读这些信吗？”她问。

“我们要把它们带回去，明天再读。”


2
Katherine of Aragon

We got up early the next morning and went to my favourite room. It has a wonderful view of the large gardens and the River Thames at the bottom.

'Did you sleep well, Margaret?' I asked.

'No. I dreamed that King Henry came back to life and sent me to the Tower of London.'

'Why did he do that?'

'Because in my dream I read the letters and he was angry with me. Perhaps it will be bad luck if we read them,' said Margaret, worried.

'Don't worry,' I said. 'It was only a dream. He can't do anything now. He's dead.'

I went over to the wooden box and opened it. 'We'll read the letter from Katherine of Aragon first,' I said.

'She was Spanish, wasn't she?' said Margaret.

'Yes, she first came over to England to marry Henry's brother Arthur, but he died. She then married Henry and was his wife and queen for twenty-four years.'

'What a long time! What happened to her? Did she go to the Tower of London too?'

'No, Henry divorced Katherine because he wanted a son, and she only gave him a daughter, Princess Mary. Years before, Katherine did have a son—Henry, Prince of Wales, but he died when he was only seven weeks old. The King wanted a son very much. He was in love with Anne Boleyn, but he also wanted a new wife—a younger woman to give him sons.'

'Poor Katherine! Divorced after twenty-four years for a younger woman!' Margaret looked at the letter in my hand. 'Can we read the letter now, my lady?'

'Yes, let's sit down by the window and read it together.'

'But I can't read,' said Margaret, looking at the floor.

'That's all right, I'll read it for you.'

We sat down and I began to read it slowly...




Windsor

28th July 1531

Dear Henry

When you left Windsor last week, you didn't say goodbye. I feel lonely and unhappy without you. When will I see you again? Please come back soon.

You know that I am your true wife. We have been married for more than twenty years in the eyes of God. I have given you a daughter, Princess Mary. God took from us our other children. I wanted so much to give you a son, but God's plan for us was different, and we cannot change that.

I pray for you every day and ask for you to come back to me. I have never been untrue to you, Henry, and have always been a good wife, and a good mother to our daughter.

I am still your Queen. There is only one Queen of England, and that is me. I know that you are with Anne Boleyn, but you will never be happy with her. I am the daughter of a King, and she is not. You must not divorce me. The Pope and the Catholic Church will never agree to this. I am sending you a necklace with a gold cross. Henry, when you look at it, remember me and remember the Catholic Church.

　Your Queen

　Katherine of Aragon




'So what happened to Katherine?' asked Margaret. 'Did she ever see the King again?'

'No, never. He divorced her. She lived a lonely life with only a few friends, and died a broken and unhappy woman about ten years ago.'

'What about the Catholic Church? Did the Pope agree to the divorce?'

'No, he didn't. So Henry broke with the Pope and the Catholic Church, and that's how the Church of England began. The King became Head of the Church, and the Pope and the Catholics were very angry. It made a lot of trouble both in England and Europe.'

'And all because of Anne Boleyn?' said Margaret.

'Not only that. You see, it was very important for the King to have a son, to be King after him. There has only ever been one Queen in England, and that was a terrible time, with a lot of fighting and killing. Henry didn't want that to happen again after his death. So he knew that he must have a son, not just daughters. And that's really why he divorced Katherine and married again.'

'And was he sad when Katherine died?'

'Sad? Oh no! He dressed in yellow and danced all night with his new Queen.'

Margaret looked inside the box and found the gold necklace. She held it to her neck. 'Poor Katherine,' she said softly. 'King Henry was a terrible husband to her.'



favourite adj. best liked. 最喜欢的。

view n. state of seeing or being seen from a particular place; field of vision. 视野。

luck n. chance, esp. thought of as force that brings good or bad fortune. 运气，造化。

divorce v. legally end one's marriage to (sb.). 与（某人）离婚。

that's all right it doesn't matter. 没关系。

pray for offer thanks, make requests. 祈祷，祷告。

untrue (to sb.) adj. not loyal. 不忠实的。

agree (to sth.) say 'yes'; consent (to sth.). 同意，答应。

break with (sb.) end a relationship with (sb.). 与（某人）绝交。

dress in (sth.) wearing sth. 穿某物。


2．阿拉贡的凯瑟琳

第二天早晨，我们起得很早，来到我最喜欢的房间。这间房子外面的风景很美，有几座很大的花园，远处是泰晤士河。
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“你睡得好吗，玛格丽特？”我问道。

“不好。我梦到亨利国王复活了，把我送进了伦敦塔。”

“他为什么会那样做呢？”

“因为我梦到我看了那些信，他很生气。可能我们读了那些信会倒霉的。”玛格丽特忧心忡忡地说。

“别担心”，我说，“那只是个梦。他现在什么也做不了，他已经死了。”

我走到木盒子前，把它打开。“我们还是从阿拉贡的凯瑟琳的信读起吧。”我说。

“她是个西班牙人，对吧？”玛格丽特问。

“是的，她刚来英格兰时嫁的是亨利的哥哥亚瑟，但是他死了。她随后又嫁给了亨利，给他做了24年的妻子和王后。”

“时间真长啊！她后来怎么样了？她也被关进伦敦塔了吗？”

“没有，亨利和凯瑟琳离婚了，因为他想要个儿子，而她只给他生了个女儿，就是玛丽公主。多年前，凯瑟琳的确生了一个儿子——就是亨利，威尔士王子，但他生下来刚七个星期就夭折了。国王非常想要个儿子。他爱上了安妮·博伦，但他也想要个新妻子——一个更年轻的女人给他生儿子。”

“可怜的凯瑟琳！因为一个比她年轻的女人，居然在结婚24年后被抛弃！”玛格丽特看着我手中的信，“我们现在可以读这封信吗，夫人？”

“可以，我们坐到窗边一起读吧。”

“但是我不识字。”玛格丽特看着地板说。

“好吧，我来给你读。”

我们坐了下来，我开始慢慢读信……

温莎宫

1531年7月28日




亲爱的亨利：

你上周离开温莎时，没有向我道别。没有你，我感到既孤独又伤心。我何时才能再见到你呢？请快回来吧。

你知道我是你忠实的妻子。我们结婚已经20多年了，有上帝做见证。我为你生了一个女儿，玛丽公主。上帝带走了我们其他的孩子。我多么想再给你生个儿子啊，但是上帝给我们的安排是不同的，而且我们无法改变。

我每天为你祈祷，盼望你能回到我的身边。我从未背叛过你，亨利。我一直是个好妻子，我们女儿的好母亲。

我仍然是你的王后。英格兰只有一个王后，那就是我。我知道你和安妮·博伦在一起，但是你和她在一起是绝不会幸福的。我是一位国王的女儿，而她不是。你不能和我离婚，教皇和天主教会永远都不会同意这件事的。我送给你这条带有金十字架的项链。亨利，当你看着它时，就请记住我，记住天主教会。

你的王后

阿拉贡的凯瑟琳




“那么凯瑟琳怎么样了？”玛格丽特问，“她后来又见到过国王吗？”

“没有，再也没有。他和她离婚了。她一直孤独地生活着，身边仅有几个朋友。大约十年前，她身心俱焚，郁郁而终。”

“那么天主教会呢？教皇同意他们离婚吗？”

“不，他不同意。所以亨利与教皇和天主教会决裂了，英格兰国教就是这样创建的。国王成了教会的领袖，教皇和天主教会非常愤怒。这在英格兰乃至整个欧洲都引起了轩然大波。”

“这都是因为安妮·博伦吗？”玛格丽特问。

“不仅仅因为她。你知道，对于国王来说，有个儿子非常重要，儿子可以继承他的王位。在英格兰只有过一位女王，那是个可怕的年代，到处是争斗和杀戮。亨利不想在他死后再发生这样的事情。所以，他知道他一定得有个儿子，而不能只有女儿。那才是他和凯瑟琳离婚并再娶的真正原因。”

“凯瑟琳去世的时候他伤心吗？”

“伤心？哦不！他穿着黄色的衣服和新王后整夜跳舞。”
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玛格丽特朝盒子里看了看，发现了那条金项链。她拿着项链在自己的脖子上比试着。“可怜的凯瑟琳，”她轻声说，“亨利国王对她来说真是个可怕的丈夫。”


3
Anne Boleyn

Margaret carefully put the necklace back into the box, then looked at me.

'So then the King married Anne Boleyn,' she said. 'Was Anne very special? Was she really very beautiful?'

'Some people say that she was, and others say that she wasn't. But she had beautiful long black hair, and the most wonderful black eyes. When men looked into her eyes, they fell in love with her.'

'Tell me more about her,' said Margaret.

'Well, Henry was in love with her for about seven years before they married.'

'Seven years!'

'Yes, it took a long time to divorce Katherine, and Anne wanted to marry the King and be his Queen. She didn't want to be just his mistress, like the other girls.'

'Did the King have a lot of mistresses?' asked Margaret. Her eyes were round with interest.

'Oh yes,' I said, smiling. 'Kings can do what they like, you know. But people say that Anne was very clever. She said no to the King, again and again, and so he had to marry her to get what he wanted.'

'And how long were they married?'

'Less than three and a half years.'

'Is that all?' said Margaret. 'King Henry broke with the Pope to marry Anne, and they were only married for three and a half years!'

'Yes, Henry soon became tired of her. He wanted a son, but she only gave him a daughter, Princess Elizabeth. She nearly had another baby, but she had a miscarriage after only a few months. They could see that it was a boy. Henry was very, very angry, and three months later Anne was in the Tower of London. Henry was already interested in Jane Seymour, you see.'

'So poor Anne went to the Tower because she didn't give the King a son?'

'Well, there were other things. Anne was a strong and sometimes difficult woman. She talked a lot. She liked to tell Henry what to do. In the end Henry became bored of this. Remember, he was the King of England.'

'Did she really have lovers?'

'Well, some people say—'

Just then there was a noise outside. I looked out of the window and saw a man on a horse. He had grey hair and was wearing fine clothes. It was my Uncle William. A minute later he came into the room.

'Hello,' I said, kissing him. 'I'm so pleased to see you.'

'Dear Catherine,' he said. 'It's wonderful to see you, too. And who is this?' he said, turning to Margaret.

'I'm Margaret, my lady's new maid.'

'I'm very pleased to meet you,' he said, smiling. 'So,' he went on, 'what's the news?'

'Oh, we were just talking about Anne Boleyn,' I said.

'That black-eyed witch!' said Uncle William.

'Was she really a witch?' asked Margaret.

'Well, she was a strange woman,' said Uncle William. 'She had six fingers on one hand. I saw them myself. Witches always have six fingers. Anne Boleyn was a wild and dangerous woman—but men liked her.'

'So she did have lovers, then?' said Margaret.

'Of course she did!' said Uncle William. 'There were five of them—all wild young men. They were all beheaded before the witch, and a good thing too!'

'Oh, Uncle,' I said, 'how can we be sure that they were all her lovers? One of them was her brother!'

'Well, perhaps he wasn't her lover,' said Uncle William. 'But I remember all those wild parties in the Queen's rooms. There was dancing and laughing all night sometimes. She was a bad woman, I'm sure of it.'

'I think that Henry believed the stories about Anne because he wanted another wife,' I said. 'A wife to give him a son.'

Little Margaret was listening to us with great interest. 'So nobody was sorry when Anne died?' she said.

'No, many people were pleased,' said Uncle William. 'She had a lot of enemies.' then he looked at both of us. 'But why are you talking about Anne Boleyn? That's very old news.'

'I found this old box of Henry's at Whitehall Palace,' I said. 'Inside there were letters from each of Henry's wives, and Margaret wanted to know all about them.'

'Where's the one from Anne Boleyn?' said Uncle William. He opened the box on the table. 'I want to read what she wrote to her dear husband. Ah, here it is. 18th May 1536—that's the day before she was beheaded.'

He began to read the letter aloud...




Tower of London

18th May 1536

Dear Henry

This is my last letter to you. Tomorrow I am going to die. When you open this letter and read it, I will be dead and buried.

During the last few weeks my life has been very hard. I have been very afraid and very lonely. I have walked around my room, thinking of you. I wanted you to take me away from this terrible prison. But now I know that I am going to die, I feel calm.

They tell me that you have spoken angry words about me. You say I have had a hundred lovers, not just the five poor men who have died because of me.

But I did not have lovers, Henry. Not one, and you know it. I was a true wife to you, but you listened to my enemies, and that is why I am here.

I ask one last thing. Please be kind to our daughter Elizabeth. Do not be angry with her, because of me. She is so very young, not yet three years old. I am sending a gold necklace to give to her. It will help her to remember me.

I have only a little neck, so it will not be difficult for the French sword to cut through it tomorrow.

Tonight I will pray for God to forgive you.

　Your wife

　Anne Boleyn




'And was Anne beheaded the next day?' asked Margaret.

'Yes,' I said. 'With a sword. That's how they do it in France.'

'How terrible!' said Margaret, holding her neck.

'Well, I know that Henry did the right thing,' said Uncle William. 'Anne Boleyn was no good. She wasn't a real Queen. Not like Katherine of Aragon.' He stood up. 'I must go,' he said. 'This is all very interesting, but I came here to talk to your brother. I'll go and find him. Goodbye for now, ladies.' He smiled and left the room.

'Where's the necklace?' asked Margaret.

'I can't find it,' I said, looking in the box. 'Perhaps Henry gave it to Princess Elizabeth. Perhaps she looks at it sometimes and thinks of her mother.'



special adj. of a particular or certain type; not common, usual or general. 特殊的，特别的。

mistress n. woman having an illicit but regular sexual relationship, esp. with a married man. 情妇。

again and again repeatedly. 一再地，再三地。

become tired of be impatient or bored with sb. 对某人感到厌倦。

miscarriage n. spontaneous, premature loss of a foetus from the womb. 流产，小产。

become bored of feel tired and uninterested (by being dull and tedious). （因单调或乏味而）对……感到厌烦。

turn to change position or direction so as to face or start moving in the specified direction. 转向。

witch n. woman thought to have evil magic power (often portrayed in fairy stories wearing a black cloak and pointed hat and flying on a broomstick). 女巫（在童话里常被描述成身着黑色的斗篷和尖帽乘扫帚飞行者）。

wild adj. out of control; undisciplined. 不守规矩的。

be sure of be certain of. 对……确定。

interest n. state of wanting to learn or know (about sb. / sth.). 兴趣。

bury v. place (a dead body) in a grave or in the sea. 埋葬。

lonely adj. sad because one lacks friends or companions. 孤寂的，寂寞的。

enemy n. person who strongly dislikes or wants to injure or attack sb. / sth. 仇人，敌人，仇敌。

sword n. weapon with a long thin metal blade and a protected handle. 剑，刀。

forgive v. stop being angry or bitter towards sb. or about sth.; stop blaming or wanting to punish sb. 原谅，宽恕。


3．安妮·博伦

玛格丽特小心翼翼地把项链放回到盒子里，然后看着我。

“那么后来国王就娶了安妮·博伦喽，”她说，“安妮很特别吗？她真的非常漂亮吗？”

“有些人说她很美，也有人不这么认为。但她有一头乌黑漂亮的长发，一双最动人的黑眼睛。男人凝视她的眼睛时，就会爱上她。”
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“多说点儿关于她的事情吧。”玛格丽特说。

“嗯，在他们结婚之前，亨利和她相爱已经有七年了。”

“七年！”

“是的，亨利和凯瑟琳离婚花了好长时间，而且安妮想嫁给国王成为王后。她不想像别的女子一样仅仅做他的情妇。”

“国王有很多情妇吗？”玛格丽特问道。她瞪大的眼睛里充满了好奇。

“哦，是的，”我微笑着说，“国王可以随心所欲地做他们想做的事情，你知道。但据说安妮非常聪明，她一再地拒绝国王，所以他要想得到她就不得不和她结婚。”

“他们结婚多长时间？”

“不到三年半。”

“就那么长？”玛格丽特叫道，“亨利国王为娶安妮而和教皇决裂，可他们的婚姻只维持了三年半！”

“是的，亨利很快就厌倦了她。他想要个儿子，而她只给他生了个女儿，就是伊丽莎白公主。她差点就有了另一个孩子，但怀孕仅仅几个月就流产了。可以看出，那是个男孩儿。亨利非常非常生气，三个月后，安妮就被送进了伦敦塔。那时亨利已经迷上了简·西摩，你知道。”

“那么可怜的安妮就因为没有给国王生儿子而被关进了塔里吗？”

“嗯，还有别的事儿。安妮是一个个性强，有时又很执拗的女人。她爱多嘴，爱对亨利指手画脚。最后，亨利对此烦透了。别忘了，他可是英格兰国王。”

“她真的有情人吗？”

“嗯，有人说——”

就在这时，外面传来一阵响声。我朝窗外望去，只见一个男人骑在马上。他头发灰白，衣着考究。那是我的叔叔威廉。不一会儿他就走了进来。

“你好，”我说着，吻了吻他，“见到你非常高兴。”

“亲爱的凯瑟琳，”他说，“我也很高兴见到你。这是谁？”他转向玛格丽特问道。

“我是玛格丽特，夫人的新侍女。”

“很高兴见到你，”他笑着说，“那么，”他继续问道，“有什么新闻吗？”

“哦，我们正在谈论安妮·博伦。”我说。

“那是个黑眼睛的女巫！”威廉叔叔说。

“她真是个女巫吗？”玛格丽特问。

“嗯，她是个非常怪异的女人，”威廉叔叔说，“她的一只手上长着六根手指，我亲眼见到的。女巫都有六根手指。安妮·博伦是个放荡而又危险的女人——但男人们喜欢她。”

“那么说，她真的有情人啦？”玛格丽特问。

“当然有啦！”威廉叔叔说，“有五个呢——都是放荡不羁的年轻人。他们都先于这个女巫被处决了，那也是件大快人心的事！”
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“哦，叔叔，”我说，“我们怎么能确定他们都是她的情人呢？其中一个是她哥哥呀！”

“嗯，可能他不是她的情人，”威廉叔叔说，“但我记得他们在王后房间里举行的所有那些疯狂的聚会。有时他们彻夜狂欢，又跳又笑。她是个坏女人，这一点我很确定。”

“我认为亨利相信关于安妮的这些事，是因为他想另外娶个妻子，”我说，“一个可以给他生个儿子的妻子。”

小玛格丽特怀着极大的兴趣听着我们的对话。“那么安妮死时，没有人伤心了？”她说。

“没有，很多人都很高兴呢，”威廉叔叔说，“她有很多仇敌。”然后他看着我们两个说，“但是你们为什么谈起了安妮·博伦呢？那已是很久以前的事了。”

“我在白厅发现了亨利的这个旧盒子，”我说，“里面有亨利每个妻子的来信，而且玛格丽特想了解她们的一切。”

“哪一封是安妮·博伦写的？”威廉叔叔问。他打开桌上的盒子，“我想读一下她给她亲爱的丈夫写的东西。啊，在这儿呢。1536年5月18日——这是她被处决的前一天！”

他开始大声地读这封信……

伦敦塔

1536年5月18日




亲爱的亨利：

这是我写给你的最后一封信。明天，我就要死了。当你打开这封信读它的时候，我已死去，并被埋葬了。

在过去的几周里，我的生活非常艰难。我很害怕，也十分孤独。我在屋里来回走动时，想着你。我希望你会带我离开这个可怕的监狱。但现在我知道自己要死了，反而觉得平静了。

他们告诉我，你曾说了我很多气话，说我有过上百个情人，而不仅仅是那五个因我而死的可怜人。

但是亨利，我没有情人，一个也没有，这你是知道的。我是你忠实的妻子，但你却听信我仇敌的话，把我送到这里。

我求你最后一件事。请善待我们的女儿伊丽莎白，不要因我而迁怒于她。她太小了，还不到三岁。我把这条金项链送给她，这将帮她记住我。

我的脖颈很细，所以，明天用锋利的法国刀砍断它不会是什么难事。

今晚，我将祈求上帝宽恕你。

你的妻子

安妮·博伦




“安妮第二天就被砍头了吗？”玛格丽特问。

“是的，”我说，“用一把刀砍的。在法国都是这么做的。”

“多么可怕呀！”玛格丽特叫着，握住了自己的脖子。

“嗯，我认为亨利做得对，”威廉叔叔说，“安妮·博伦一无是处，她不是个真正的王后，不像阿拉贡的凯瑟琳。”他站起来，“我得走了，”他说，“这事儿非常有趣，但我来这儿是要和你哥哥谈话的。我要去找他了。女士们，再见。”他笑着离开了屋子。

“那条项链在哪儿？”玛格丽特问。

“我找不到，”我边说边在盒子里找着，“也许亨利把它给伊丽莎白公主了，这样她偶尔看见它时，或许会想起自己的母亲。”


4
Jane Seymour

'People say that Princess Elizabeth is very clever,' said Margaret. 'Is that true, my lady?'

'Yes, it is. She's only thirteen years old, but she can read and write in four languages already.'

Margaret's face was sad. 'I only know one language,' she said. 'And I can't read or write it.'

'But you have a mother and father who are alive,' I said quickly. 'You don't have enemies who watch you all the time, or who want to send you far away to marry a stranger—perhaps an old man who drinks too much, and keeps a mistress!'

'Will that happen to Princess Elizabeth?' margaret asked, her eyes round.

'Perhaps. Who knows? A princess doesn't always have an easy life, you know.' I laughed. 'But Elizabeth is clever. I think she'll get what she wants in life. Now, let's go outside, while the sun is shining. We'll take the next letter with us.'

We walked down through the garden to the river. There we sat on a seat and watched the boats.

'So Jane Seymour was the third wife,' said Margaret. 'When did the King marry her?'

'Just ten days after Anne's death.'

'That was very quick!'

'Yes, Henry always knew what he wanted. And he usually wanted things immediately.'

'And was Jane the same as Anne Boleyn?'

'No, Jane was very different. She was quiet and careful. Before she married the King, she was never alone with him. Her brother Edward was always with her when the King came to visit. And Henry was pleased to see that. He didn't want another wild and dangerous wife like Anne.'

'How do you know so much about the King and his other wives?' asked Margaret.

'I have lived for many years in palaces, Margaret,' I said, smiling. 'And palaces are full of people, coming and going, talking in corners, telling secrets. If you listen, it's not difficult to learn things.'

'So was Jane a nicer person than Anne?'

'I think she was. She was very kind to Henry's daughters, Princess Mary and Princess Elizabeth. She was like a mother to both of them. Jane was clever too, and she quickly learnt to listen to Henry. She didn't try to tell him what to do. And with her brown hair and white face, she also looked very different to Anne Boleyn.'

'And what about the King at this time? Was he still handsome?'

'Oh no, he was beginning to get fat and his face was just like a big potato! Not like the picture in Whitehall Palace.'

'But was he happy?' asked Margaret.

'Yes, I think he really loved Jane. And of course, she also gave him a baby boy, who is now our King Edward.'

'A son at last for the King! But what happened to Jane? Did he get tired of her too, or was she the one who died?'

'Yes, she died soon after Edward was born.'

'How sad! She gave the King a son and then she died.'

'Let's read the letter now.' I opened it and a piece of brown hair fell out. I showed it to Margaret.

'What soft hair,' she said, touching it. 'Is it Jane's?'

'Yes, I think so.' I began to read...




Hampton Court Palace

22nd October 1537

Dear Henry

The doctors and my women tell me that I shall feel better tomorrow, but I can see in their faces that it is not true. I cannot sleep or eat, and a fire burns in my body day and night. I know that I shall soon be dead.

But I have given you a son, Henry, and I can die happy, knowing that Edward will be King after you. I will never see the day when he becomes King, but I pray that God will give him a long and happy life.

Please look after dear Edward and tell him all about me. Here is a piece of my hair—a small present from a dying mother to her baby son.

I am too ill to write more and must say goodbye.

　Your loving wife and queen

　Jane




I put the letter away, and looked at Margaret. 'She had a very difficult time when the baby was born, you see. It took three days and two nights before the baby arrived. Poor Jane was very tired and ill. She died twelve days later, very soon after this letter.'

'How terrible,' said Margaret. She touched the piece of Jane's hair again. 'And was the King sad?'

'Oh yes. He was very unhappy. He shut himself away in the palace for weeks. All England was sad, and every church in the country said prayers for poor Queen Jane. She was buried at Windsor, and Henry is now buried next to her.'

Just then Uncle William came up behind us.

'Ah, Uncle,' I said. 'Let's go in and have some lunch.'



stranger n. person that one does not know. 陌生人。

shine v. give out or reflect light; be bright. 发光，照耀。

alone adj. without any companions. 独自的，孤单的。

be pleased feeling or showing satisfaction or pleasure. 满意的，高兴的。

potato n. plant grown for its rounded starchy tubers which are eaten cooked as a vegetable. 马铃薯，土豆。

brown adj. having the colour of toasted bread, or coffee mixed with milk. 棕色的。

soft adj. not hard or firm to the touch. 软的，柔软的。

touch v. be or come together with (sth. else) so that there is no space between. 接触。

look after make sure that sb. is safe and well. 照顾，照料。

present n. thing given or received as a gift. 礼物。

too...to 太……而不能。

put away put sth. in a box, drawer, etc. because one has finished using it. （使用完毕）把某物收起或放入箱子、抽屉等中。

prayer n. solemn request to God or to an object of worship. 祈祷，祷告。

come up appear above the soil, arise. 长出地面；出现。


4．简·西摩

“据说伊丽莎白公主非常聪明，”玛格丽特说，“是真的吗，夫人？”

“是的，是真的，她只有13岁，但已经会用四种语言读书写字了。”
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玛格丽特一脸沮丧。“我只懂一种语言，”她说，“而且既不会读也不会写。”

“但你的父母都还健在，”我急忙说，“你没有敌人时刻监视你，或者想把你远嫁给他乡的陌生人——或许会把你嫁给酗酒养情妇的老头儿！”

“伊丽莎白公主会那样吗？”玛格丽特瞪大了眼睛问道。

“可能吧。谁知道呢？一个公主并不总是能过上安逸的生活，你知道，”我笑道，“但伊丽莎白很聪明，我想她会从生活中得到她想要的东西的。现在趁着阳光明媚，咱们出去吧。带上下一封信。”

我们穿过花园来到河边，坐在一张凳子上，注视着过往的船只。

“那么简·西摩是第三任妻子，”玛格丽特说，“国王什么时候和她结婚的？”

“安妮去世后仅十天。”

“真够快的！”

“是的，亨利总是知道自己想要什么，而且他总是要立刻就得到。”

“简和安妮·博伦一样吗？”

“不，简与她很不一样。她性格文静，处世小心。嫁给国王之前，她从没和他单独在一起待过。国王来访时，她的弟弟爱德华总是跟随在她左右。亨利看到这些很高兴，他不想再娶一个像安妮那样既放荡又危险的妻子了。”

“你怎么会对国王和他那些妻子的事知道得这么多？”玛格丽特问道。

“我在王宫里生活了很多年，玛格丽特，”我笑着说，“王宫里到处都是人，来来往往，秘密交谈，窃窃私语。如果你留心听，了解这些并非难事。”

“那么简这个人比安妮好些吧？”

“我想是的。她对亨利的女儿玛丽公主和伊丽莎白公主都很好，就像她们两个的母亲。简也非常聪明，她很快就学会了听从亨利。她从不对亨利指手画脚，她棕色的头发，白皙的面庞，都使她看起来和安妮·博伦截然不同。”

“国王这时候是什么样子？他依然很英俊吗？”

“噢，不，他已开始发福，脸就像个大土豆！可不像白厅里的画像那样英俊。”

“但他高兴吗？”玛格丽特问。

“是的，我想他真的爱上了简。当然，她也给他生了个男孩，就是我们现在的爱德华国王。”

“国王终于有儿子了！但是简怎么样了？国王也厌倦她了，要不就是她死了？”

“是的，她在爱德华出生后不久就去世了。”

“多么可怜！她给国王生了个儿子，然后自己却死了。”

“咱们现在读信吧。”我打开信，一绺棕色的头发掉了出来。我把它递给玛格丽特。

“好柔软的头发，”她抚摸着头发说，“是简的吗？”

“是的，我想是的。”我开始读信……

汉普顿宫

1537年10月22日




亲爱的亨利：

医生和我的侍女告诉我，我明天会感觉好些的，但从他们的脸上可以看出，这不是真的。我既睡不着也吃不下，有团火日夜在我体内燃烧。我知道，我将不久于人世了。

但我已给你生了个儿子，亨利，我可以含笑而去了，我知道爱德华会继承你的王位。我永远也看不到他成为国王的那一天了，但我将向上帝祈祷让他长命百岁，一生幸福。

请照看好亲爱的爱德华，告诉他关于我的一切。这是我的一绺头发——算是一位弥留之际的母亲留给她儿子的小小礼物吧。

我病情太重，再也写不下去了，不得不向你说再见了。

爱你的妻子和王后

简




我把信收好，看着玛格丽特。“婴儿出生时，她很痛苦，你知道。整整折腾了三天两夜，孩子才降生。可怜的简被折磨得疲惫不堪，终于病倒了。她在写完这封信12天后就去世了。”

“多可怕呀，”玛格丽特说。她又抚摸着简的那绺头发，“国王很伤心吗？”

“哦，是的。他非常难过。他把自己关在王宫里，好几个星期都没出来。整个英格兰都沉浸在悲痛之中，国内的每个教堂都在为可怜的王后简祈祷。她被葬在温莎宫，亨利现在就葬在她的旁边。”

这时，威廉叔叔从我们身后走过来。

“啊，叔叔，”我说，“我们一起进去用午餐吧。”


5
Anne of Cleves

After lunch we sat and talked for a while. Uncle William was very interested in the letters.

'So which letter are you going to read next?' he asked.

'The one from Anne of Cleves,' I replied.

'Oh yes, Henry's ugly wife. When I first saw her, I thought she looked just like a horse! And the King thought that too!'

'A horse?' said Margaret. 'So how did she become the King's wife?'

'It's a long story. Do you want to hear it?'

'Yes, please,' said Margaret, smiling.

'Well, after poor Queen Jane died, Henry was very sad and lonely. He wanted a new wife, and he wanted a second son. Children can die at any time, and Edward wasn't strong. So everybody looked for a beautiful young woman to be the new Queen. Then someone told Henry about Anne of Cleves, a German Princess. They said that she was beautiful, young, and clever. And at that time the King wanted to please the Germans, because he was angry with the French. That all changed later, of course.

'Henry couldn't go and see Anne for himself, so he sent his artist Holbein to paint a picture of her. Holbein painted a fine picture of Anne and sent it back to Henry. Henry immediately fell in love with the beautiful woman in the picture and decided to marry her. So Anne sailed to England, and on her way to London she stopped for the night at a small town called Rochester. Henry couldn't wait for Anne to arrive in London so he travelled secretly to Rochester to meet her. She knew nothing about this.

'When Henry arrived at her house, he wasn't wearing his fine clothes and he didn't look like a king. He knocked on the door and went into her room. Oh dear! Poor Henry was very surprised. This wasn't the beautiful woman in the picture. She had a sad face and a long nose, and she wasn't very interested in this strange man. He didn't tell her his name, and she didn't understand that this was her new husband. What a terrible mistake!

'Poor Henry went away to put on his fine clothes, and came back looking like a real king. Anne now saw that this strange man was her new husband. Henry kissed Anne and said his name. Poor Anne smiled at him, but she couldn't speak any English so she stayed silent. After a few minutes Henry left. He was really unhappy. His new wife wasn't beautiful, and she couldn't say a word to him!'

'Oh dear,' said Margaret. She was enjoying this story very much. 'What happened next?'

'Well, Henry decided that he really didn't want to marry Anne. Where was the beautiful young woman in the picture? He wanted her! But he couldn't change things. He had to marry ugly Anne.'

'And did the King learn to love her?' asked Margaret.

'No, he didn't. He wanted to divorce her.'

'And did he?'

'Yes, after six months.'

'How did he do that?'

'Well, he learned that in her country Anne was engaged at one time to marry another man.'

'And so he divorced her?'

'Yes, poor Anne was only Queen for six months.'

'And they didn't have any children, did they?'

'No, Henry didn't sleep with Anne.'

'But what happened to her? Is she still alive?'

'Oh yes. But let's read her letter and see what she says.'

'Perhaps it's a love letter,' said Margaret.

'If it is, I'm sure that she never got a reply!' said Uncle William, laughing. He opened the letter and began to read.




Palace of Richmond

20th July 1540

Dear Henry

You are a very good brother to me! Thank you for giving me five hundred pounds a year and the Palace of Richmond. I spend hours walking round the gardens here—the trees and flowers are wonderful.

I have decided that I shall not go back to my country. I have thought about it carefully, and I know now that England is my real home. I feel so happy here. How can I leave all my dear English friends and my beautiful garden?

Come and visit me soon, dear brother.

　Your loving sister

　Anne




'She sounds really happy,' said Margaret, surprised.

'I think she is,' said Uncle William. 'She didn't make trouble for the King about her divorce, so he was pleased with her. And then, of course, he was free to marry his next wife.'

'The fifth one,' said Margaret. 'And who was she?'

'Catherine will tell you all about her. I must leave you now, ladies.' He stood up, and came to kiss me goodbye.

'Goodbye, Uncle,' I said. 'Come again soon.'

'Oh, I will, I'd like to read the rest of those letters.' He looked at Margaret. 'Be good, young lady.' He smiled at us both and left the room.



reply v. say or make an answer. 回答。

ugly adj. unpleasant to look at or to hear. 丑陋的。

at any time 随时。

paint v. make (a picture) using paints; portray. 画像。

sail v. travel on water in a ship, yacht, etc. using sails or engine power. （乘船或游艇等）作水上旅游。

on one's way to in the process of going to. 在去……的路上。

secretly adv. kept or intended to be kept from the knowledge or view of others; not known by others. 秘密地。

wear v. have (sth.) on one's body, esp. as clothing, as an ornament, etc. 穿戴，佩带。

put on clothe oneself with (a garment). 穿上（衣服）。

be engaged in (of a person or two people) having agreed to marry. （指一人或两人）已订婚。

at one time at some period in the past. 一度。

spend doing/ on sth. use (time, etc.) for a purpose. 在某事上花时间。

surprised adj. experiencing or showing a feeling of surprise. 惊讶的，诧异的。

be good 好好的，别淘气。


5．克利夫斯的安妮

午饭后，我们坐下来闲谈了一会儿。威廉叔叔对那些信很感兴趣。

“下面要读哪一封信了？”他问道。

“克利夫斯的安妮写的那封。”我答道。

“噢，是的，亨利丑陋的妻子。我第一次见到她时，觉得她长得就像匹马！国王也那么认为！”
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“像匹马？”玛格丽特说，“那她怎么成了国王的妻子呢？”

“说来话长。你想听吗？”

“是的，请讲一下吧。”玛格丽特笑着说。

“嗯，可怜的王后简去世后，亨利非常难过，也特别孤独。他想要个新的妻子，还想再要个儿子。孩子随时都可能夭折，而且爱德华的身体并不壮。所以每个人都期盼着能有一个年轻漂亮的女人成为新王后。这时，有人对亨利提到了克利夫斯的安妮，她是一位德国公主。他们说她既年轻漂亮，又聪明伶俐。那时国王正想取悦德国，因为当时他和法国的关系很不友好。当然后来一切都改变了。

“亨利不能亲自去看安妮，就派了他的画家霍尔拜因去给她画一幅像。霍尔拜因给安妮画了幅很漂亮的画像，送给了亨利。亨利立刻爱上了画中这位美貌的女人并决定娶她为妻。所以安妮乘船去了英格兰，在前往伦敦的途中，她在一个叫罗切斯特的小镇上停了一夜。亨利已迫不急待了，他不等安妮到达伦敦，就秘密地去罗切斯特见她，而她对此却一无所知。

“亨利到达她的住所时，他穿着朴素，看起来并不像个国王。他敲门走进了她的屋子。哦天啊！可怜的亨利惊呆了。这并不是画上那个美丽的女人。她一脸苦相，鼻子很长，而且她对这个陌生男人并不感兴趣。他没有告诉她自己的名字，她也不知道这就是自己未来的丈夫。多么可怕的错误啊！

“可怜的亨利穿戴整齐又回来了，这次他看起来才真正像个国王。安妮现在才明白这个陌生人就是她未来的丈夫。亨利吻了安妮，说出了自己的名字。窘迫不已的安妮朝他微笑着，但她一句英文也不会说，只能沉默不语。几分钟后亨利就离开了。他非常不悦。他的新妻子非但不漂亮，而且一句话都不能跟他说！”

“哦天呐，”玛格丽特说，她非常喜欢这个故事，“后来呢？”

“嗯，亨利很不愿意娶安妮为妻。画中那个美貌的女人哪儿去了？他想要她！但他无法改变现实。他不得不和丑陋的安妮结婚。”

“国王有没有试着去爱她呢？”玛格丽特问。

“不，他没有。他总想着和她离婚。”

“离了吗？”

“离了，六个月后。”

“他怎么离的婚？”

“嗯，他得知安妮在德国时曾一度和另外一个人订了婚。”

“所以他就和她离婚了？”

“是的，可怜的安妮只当了六个月的王后。”

“他们没有孩子，是吧？”

“没有，亨利从未和她同床共枕。”

“但她怎么样了呢？仍然健在吗？”

“哦，是的。咱们读一下她的信，看她说些什么。”

“可能这是封情书。”玛格丽特说。

“如果是的话，我肯定她从未得到过回音！”威廉叔叔大笑着说。他打开信开始读了起来。

里士满宫

1540年7月20日




亲爱的亨利：

对我来说，你真是个好哥哥！谢谢你每年给我500英镑，并让我住在里士满官。我每天花很多时间在花园里散步——这儿的树和花漂亮极了。

我已决定不回德国了。我仔细考虑过，知道现在英格兰才是我真正的家。我在这儿很快乐。我怎么舍得离开我亲爱的英格兰朋友们和这美丽的花园呢？

亲爱的哥哥，快来看看我吧。

爱你的妹妹

安妮




“听起来她真的很快乐。”玛格丽特惊讶地说。

“我想是的，”威廉叔叔说，“国王和她离婚，她没有找任何麻烦，所以他对她很满意。随后，当然，他就可以自由地去娶下一位妻子了。”

“第五个妻子，”玛格丽特说，“她是谁呢？”

“凯瑟琳会把她的一切都告诉你的。我现在必须走了，女士们。”他站起身来，过来和我吻别。

“再见，叔叔，”我说，“希望很快又能再见到你。”

“哦，我会来的，我很想读一下其余的信。”他看着玛格丽特，“别淘气，年轻的女士。”他朝我们两个人笑了笑，就离开了房间。


6
Katherine Howard

I took the last letter out of the box and held it in my hand while I answered Margaret's questions. She wanted to know everything.

'And who was the King's fifth wife?' she asked.

'Katherine Howard.'

'Why did the King want to marry again?'

'He still wanted to have another son, you see. A brother for Prince Edward.'

'And how did he meet Katherine?' asked Margaret.

'She was one of the ladies at Queen Anne's palace, so Henry knew her already. She was only eighteen. Henry fell in love with her immediately. He called her "his beautiful flower" and sent her many expensive presents—gold and jewels and fine dresses.'

'But did she want to marry him?'

I smiled. 'If the King of England wants to marry you, how do you say no? Henry was very much in love and he wanted to marry her immediately. The Howard family is an old and famous one, and they were very happy for Katherine to marry the King.'

'Was he happy with his new Queen?'

'Yes,' I said. 'At first. She was young, beautiful, and exciting. Very different from Anne of Cleves.'

'And did she learn to love the King?'

'Who can say? But I don't think so. Henry was forty-nine, thirty years older than her. He was very, very fat and heavy. His face was more like a potato than ever, and his eyes were always half-closed. He had a very bad leg and often couldn't walk—and he was always angry when his leg hurt.'

Margaret looked at the letter in my hand. 'I don't think that I would like to marry a fat old man with a bad leg who couldn't walk!' she said.

I laughed. 'But the King's wife, remember, was also the Queen of England, the first lady in the country.'

'Yes, that's true,' said Margaret. 'And did they have a son?'

'No, they didn't. They weren't married for very long. Before Katherine married Henry, she had lovers. Henry didn't know this. He thought that he was Katherine's first lover. And about six months after Katherine married Henry, she began to see another man called Thomas Culpeper. He was tall and handsome. Katherine wrote love letters to him, and they met secretly at night.'

'What a dangerous thing to do!' said Margaret. 'Katherine wasn't very clever, I'm afraid.'

'And people saw her and began to talk about it, and somebody told the King... One of his friends wrote it all down in a letter, and put the letter into Henry's hand when he was in church.'

'Oh dear,' said Margaret. 'So then...' Already she knew what happened next.

'Yes,' I said. 'Henry was wildly angry. He talked, people say, about taking a sword and cutting off her head himself. But he sent Thomas Culpeper to prison, and soon after he sent Katherine to the Tower.'

'Like Anne Boleyn, years before,' said Margaret.

'Let's see what her letter says,' I said, opening it. 'The writing is very untidy—I think she wrote this in a hurry.'




Tower of London

11th February 1541

Dear Henry

Please forgive me! I didn't want to make you unhappy and angry. Believe me!

It's true that when I was a young girl, I was friendly with different young men. I was so young and stupid. I also spent a lot of time with Thomas Culpeper when I was your wife. But believe me, Henry, I didn't know what I was doing. Remember, I am only twenty years old now. You are so much older than me, and you understand much more about the world.

Please, Henry, please, please help me! Don't send me to my death! I am so afraid here in the Tower—I pray day and night that you will come and take me away. How can you kill your beautiful flower? They tell me that in two days' time they will cut off my head... Henry, I don't want to die! Please let me live a little longer... please! Just a few weeks... a few days... Please, Henry, please...

　Your unhappy wife

　Katherine Howard




When I finished reading the letter, Margaret was silent. Perhaps she could hear Katherine Howard's cries and see her white face.

I put the letter away, and Margaret looked at me.

'There aren't any more letters, are there?' she said.

'No,' I said. 'That was the last letter.'



expensive adj. costing a lot (of money). 昂贵的。

jewel n. ornament with precious stones set in it. 镶有宝石的装饰品。

exciting adj. causing great interest or enthusiasm. 令人激动的。

hurt v. feel or cause pain. 感到或引起疼痛。

write down put sth. down in words on paper. 将某事写在纸上。

cut off remove sth. (from sth. larger) by cutting. 砍下，割下。

untidy adj. not neat or orderly. 不整齐的，凌乱的。

in a hurry quickly, hastily. 匆忙地。

stupid adj. showing lack of good judgement; foolish. 愚蠢的，傻的。


6．凯瑟琳·霍华德

我回答玛格丽特的问题时，把最后一封信从盒子里拿出来，握在手里。她什么都想知道。

“谁是国王的第五任妻子？”她问道。

“凯瑟琳·霍华德。”
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“国王为什么又想结婚呢？”

“他还想再要个儿子，你知道。给爱德华王子作弟弟。”

“他是怎么遇到凯瑟琳的？”玛格丽特问。

“她是安妮王后宫里的一位贵族小姐，所以亨利早就认识她了。她那时只有18岁，亨利立刻就爱上了她。他把她称作是‘他美丽的花朵’，并送给她很多贵重的礼物——金银珠宝和漂亮的衣服。”

“但是她愿意嫁给他吗？”

我笑了。“如果英格兰国王想要娶你，你又怎么能拒绝呢？亨利深深地爱着她并想马上和她结婚。霍华德家族是个名门望族，而且他们很愿意凯瑟琳嫁给国王。”

“他对他的新王后满意吗？”

“是的，”我说，“一开始是这样的。当初她年轻美貌，惹人喜爱，与克利夫斯的安妮截然不同。”

“那她试着去爱国王了吗？”

“谁知道呢？但我想没有。亨利那时已经49岁了，比她大30岁。他极其肥胖，而且很笨重。他的脸比以前更像土豆，眼睛也总是半闭着。他有一条腿不太灵便，经常无法行走——腿痛发作时他总是暴跳如雷。”

玛格丽特看着我手中的信。“我想我不会愿意嫁给一个又肥又老，且有一条腿行动不便的男人的！”她说。

我笑道：“别忘了，国王的妻子就是英格兰的王后，也就是国家的第一夫人。”

“是的，确实是这样，”玛格丽特说，“他们有儿子吗？”

“不，他们没有。他们结婚的时间并不长。凯瑟琳嫁给亨利之前，已经有了几个情人。亨利并不知道这个，他以为他是凯瑟琳的初恋情人。凯瑟琳嫁给亨利大约六个月后，她就开始和另一个叫托马斯·卡尔佩珀的男人约会。他高大而英俊，凯瑟琳给他写情书，而且他们在夜里私会。”
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“做这事儿可太危险了！”玛格丽特说，“恐怕凯瑟琳不太明智。”

“人们看见了她，并开始议论起来，后来有人把此事告诉了国王……他的一个朋友把这一切都写在了信上，趁亨利在教堂时，把信塞到了他的手里。”

“哦天呐，”玛格丽特叫道，“那么后来……”她已猜到后面发生的事了。

“是的，”我说，“亨利勃然大怒。据说，他扬言要用刀亲自把她的头砍下来。但后来他把托马斯·卡尔佩珀打入监牢，随后不久又把凯瑟琳送进了伦敦塔。”

“和几年前安妮·博伦一样。”玛格丽特说。

“咱们看看她信上说些什么，”我打开信说道，“信写得非常潦草——我想她写的时候一定很匆忙。”

伦敦塔

1541年2月11日




亲爱的亨利：

请原谅我！我没想让你不悦并惹你生气。相信我！

当我还是个少女时，的确和各种各样的年轻男子交往密切。我当时太小了，什么都不懂。和你结婚后，我也确实和托马斯·卡尔佩珀度过了很多时光。但是相信我，亨利，我不知道自己在做什么。想想看，我现在只有20岁。你比我年长很多，比我更了解世事。

求求你，亨利，求你了，求你救救我！不要让我去死！我在塔里很害怕——我整日祈祷，希望你能来把我带走，你怎么可以杀死你美丽的花朵呢？他们告诉我，会在两天内把我处死……亨利，我不想死！请让我再多活一段时间吧……求求你了！哪怕仅有几星期……几天……求求你，亨利，求求你……

你不幸的妻子

凯瑟琳·霍华德




我读完这封信时，玛格丽特沉默了。她好像听到了凯瑟琳的哭喊，看到了她苍白的脸。

我把信收了起来，玛格丽特看着我。

“没有信了，是吗？”她说。

“没有了，”我说，“那是最后一封。”


7
Catherine Parr

We sat silently for a while. Outside it was beginning to get dark. Margaret looked at the floor, then at her hands, then at the floor again. I waited. I knew what she was thinking. Then suddenly she looked at me, and the questions came all at once.

'How could you do it, my lady? How could you marry that terrible man? Weren't you afraid? Why didn't you hide... or... or run away?'

I smiled at her. 'Listen to the full story, and then perhaps you'll understand. I was very different to Henry's other wives. I was thirty-one years old and Henry was my third husband. My first two husbands were old men too. They both died and I didn't have any children with them. But Herny didn't really want a wife, Margaret. He wanted a friend, and a nurse, and a mother for his three children.'

'Oh, I see,' said Margaret slowly. 'He wanted someone to look after him. So how did it all happen, then?'

'It began at a party at Hampton Court Palace. I remember it very well. While I was dancing with my friend Thomas Seymour, I turned round and saw Henry. His blue eyes were watching me. He was too ill to dance, but later that evening he asked to talk with me. I was a little afraid. I knew so many different stories about him. He was one of the most famous kings in Europe, and he was also famous for killing people who made him angry—Anne Boleyn, Katherine Howard, and many, many others. And of course, he was also very fat and ugly!

'After that evening he began to send me presents, and he asked me to visit him at Hampton Court Palace.

'At this time I was friendly with Thomas Seymour. He was a fine young man and I was in love with him. We talked about getting married. Then I got a letter from King Henry. He wanted to marry me. What could I do? I loved Thomas, but my family wanted me to be the Queen of England. And in the end, I had to marry Henry.'

'But were you happy?' asked Margaret.

'Well, sometimes I was. I loved being Queen. I had beautiful clothes and expensive jewels. But it was also very difficult at times. Henry was often ill with his bad leg, and when his leg hurt, he became angry and shouted at me. Once he nearly sent me to the Tower. I said something about the Church of England, and he didn't agree with me and got very, very angry. He didn't say anything then, but a few days later his soldiers came to take me away.'

'Oh no!' said Margaret. 'What did you do?'

'I cried and cried. I told him that I agreed with his every word, and that he was my teacher and I was only a stupid woman. And then I cried some more, and said I didn't understand anything about the church. I only talked to help him forget his bad leg.'

'And was that true?' asked Margaret.

'Of course not! But I had to say something, and after that we were friends again.'

'So you didn't love him.'

'No, I didn't, but I learned to like him some of the time. He was a clever and interesting man—and he was the King of England!'

'And what about his three children?'

'I felt sorry for them. They had a difficult and lonely life. I tried to be a good mother to them all. I was friendly with Princess Mary, played games with Elizabeth and young Edward, and helped them with their studies in different languages. Of course, Henry and I didn't have any children together.'

Suddenly there was a knock at the door. 'Come in!' I called. A young man walked into the room. He was holding some beautiful red and gold flowers.

'These are for Catherine Parr,' he said.

'For me?' I said. 'Who are they from?'

'There's a note here.' He gave me a piece of paper, smiled, and left the room.

I read the note quickly.

Dear Catherine, you are my true love. You are my flower. I think of you every hour. I wait for you. Tom.

'What does it say?' asked Margaret.

'I can't tell you,' I laughed.

'But who are the flowers from?'

'Thomas Seymour.'

'Oh, the young man who wanted to marry you before. Does he still love you? Are you going to marry him?'

'I don't know, Margaret. Henry only died three weeks ago.' I was silent for a minute. and then I said, 'It's true, I still like Thomas. I often think about him. Some people say he's only interested in two things: women and money. But I don't believe them. He has enemies, you see, because he comes from a famous family. Jane Seymour was his sister, so Thomas is one of King Edward's uncles.'

'Will Edward be a good king, do you think?' asked Margaret.

'Yes, I think so. He's a very clever child. He often writes me letters in different languages, and he's only nine years old. But I'm worried about him because he's often ill. England needs a strong king. Henry was a bad husband, but he was a strong King of England. If Edward dies, who knows what will happen?'

It was dark outside now. I looked at Margaret and said, 'So, now you have heard all about King Henry and his six wives, and one day you can tell the story to your children and your grandchildren.'

'I think that people will always remember King Henry because of his six wives,' said Margaret. She opened the box and took out the letters. She looked at them, putting them back one by one into the box.

'Divorced—beheaded—died—divorced—beheaded.' she closed the box and looked at me. 'And still alive!'

We both laughed.

'What are you going to do with the letters, my lady?'

'Nothing, Margaret. It will he our secret.'

♣　　♣　　♣

Catherine Parr married Thomas Seymour in May 1547, a few months after Henry's death. They were married for fifteen months. Catherine had a baby girl called Mary, but six days after the baby was born, Catherine died. After her death, Thomas Seymour tried to become Princess Elizabeth's lover. He was beheaded because of this.

King Edward was often ill, and he died just before his sixteenth birthday. Then Mary, Katherine of Aragon's daughter, became Queen. She was Queen for five years. She married Philip of Spain, but did not have any children. Mary was a strong Catholic and she killed many people who were not Catholics.

Next, Elizabeth, Anne Boleyn's daughter, became Queen. She was Queen of England for forty-five years. This was the time of Shakespeare and Sir Walter Raleigh. Elizabeth was a very great Queen, but she never married, and had no children, Henry married six times because he wanted a son—and he wanted his son and his son's sons to be Kings of England after him. But when Queen Elizabeth died, King Henry's family came to an end, and a Scottish King became King of England.



all at once suddenly. 突然。

turn round (cause sb./ sth. to) face in a different direction. （使某人或某物）面向另一个方向。

friendly adj. of a relationship in which people treat each other as friends. 融洽的。

at times sometimes. 有时，间或。

agree with be in harmony (with sb.); have or form a similar opinion (as sb.). 赞成，（与某人）意见一致。

note n. short letter. 便条，短信。

think about recall sb. or sth. 想起某人某事。

come to an end finish. 结束。


7．凯瑟琳·帕尔

我们默默地坐了片刻。外面，天渐渐地暗了下来。玛格丽特的目光一会儿盯着地板，一会儿看着她的手，一会儿又回到了地板上。我等待着。我知道她在想什么。突然她看着我，问题一下子全都涌了出来。
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“你怎么会那么做呢，夫人？你怎么能嫁给那个可怕的男人呢？难道你不害怕吗？你为什么不躲起来……或者……或者跑掉呢？”

我朝她笑了笑。“听我把故事讲完，也许你就会明白的。我和亨利的其他妻子很不一样。我31岁了，亨利是我的第三任丈夫。我的前两位丈夫年龄也很大。他们都去世了，我也不曾跟他们有过孩子。但亨利并不真想要一个妻子，玛格丽特。他想要的是一个朋友，一个护士，一个可以做他三个孩子的母亲的女人。”

“噢，我明白了，”玛格丽特慢慢地说，“他想找个人来照顾他。那么，这一切又是怎么发生的呢？”

“那开始于汉普顿王宫的一次聚会上。我记得非常清楚。我和我的朋友托马斯·西摩跳舞时，一转身，看见了亨利。他的一双蓝眼睛正注视着我。他已经病得不能跳舞了，但后来，就在那天晚上，他邀请我谈话。我有点儿害怕。我听说过他许多不同的故事。他是欧洲最有名的国王之一，他也以处决惹他生气的人而闻名——安妮·博伦，凯瑟琳·霍华德，还有其他许许多多的人。当然，他还又丑又胖！
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“自那晚之后，他就开始给我送礼物，他还请我去汉普顿王宫看他。

“这时我正和托马斯·西摩交往密切。他是个优秀的年轻人，我和他相爱了。我们已开始谈婚论嫁。这时我收到亨利国王的来信，他说他想娶我。我能怎么办呢？我爱托马斯，但我的家人想让我成为英格兰王后。最后，我不得不嫁给亨利。”

“但你高兴吗？”玛格丽特问。

“唔，有时我很快乐。我喜欢做王后。我有漂亮的衣服，珍贵的珠宝。但有时又感觉非常不易。亨利的病腿经常犯病，腿疼时，他就变得很暴躁，对我大喊大叫。有一次，他差点儿把我也送进伦敦塔。我说起一些关于英格兰国教的事情，他不同意我的看法，而且非常非常生气。当时他并没有说什么，但几天后他的卫兵就要把我带走。”

“哦，不！”玛格丽特大声叫道，“那你怎么办了？”

“我不停地哭喊着。我告诉他我赞成他的每一句话，他是我的老师，而我只是一个愚蠢的女人。然后我又哭诉着，说我对宗教一无所知，我只是想说些什么以帮他忘记自己腿部的疼痛。”

“那是真的吗？”玛格丽特问道。

“当然不是！但我必须说些什么，那以后我们又和好了。”

“那么说你并不爱他了。”

“是的，我不爱他，但有时我试着去喜欢他。他是个聪明而又有趣的人——还有，他是英格兰的国王！”

“他的三个孩子呢？”

“我很同情他们，他们都过着艰难而孤独的生活，我尽力去做他们的好母亲。我对玛丽公主很好，也和伊丽莎白和小爱德华做游戏，并帮助他们学习各国语言。当然，亨利和我并没有我们自己的孩子。”

突然传来了敲门声。“请进！”我大声应道。一个年轻人走了进来，手里拿着一束漂亮的红色和金黄色的花。

“这是给凯瑟琳·帕尔的。”他说。

“给我的？”我说，“谁送的？”

“这儿有张便条。”他递给我一张纸，笑着离开了。

我很快地看了一下便条。

亲爱的凯瑟琳，你是我的真爱，你是我的花朵，我时刻都在想念着你。我等你。汤姆。

“便条上写了些什么？”玛格丽特问。

“我不能告诉你。”我笑道。

“可这些花是谁送的呢？”

“托马斯·西摩。”

“噢，那个以前想娶你的年轻人。他依然爱你吗？你打算嫁给他吗？”

“我不知道，玛格丽特。亨利三个星期前才去世。”我沉默了片刻，然后说道，“真的，我仍然喜欢托马斯。我经常想起他。有人说他只对两样东西感兴趣：女人和金钱，但我不相信。他有敌人，你知道，因为他出身名门。简·西摩是他姐姐，所以托马斯是爱德华国王的一个舅舅。”

“你认为爱德华会成为一个好国王吗？”玛格丽特问。

“是的，我想他会的。他是个非常聪明的孩子，经常用不同的语言给我写信，而且他只有九岁。但我为他担心，因为他经常生病。英格兰需要一个身体强壮的国王。亨利不是一个好丈夫，但他是英格兰一个很有魄力的国王。如果爱德华死了，谁知道会发生什么事呢？”

现在外面已经全黑了。我看着玛格丽特说：“现在你已听完了亨利国王和他六个妻子的全部故事，将来你可以把这个故事告诉给你的子孙们。”

“我想人们会永远因为亨利国王有六个妻子而记住他的。”玛格丽特说。她打开盒子，把所有的信都拿了出来。她看了看它们，又一封一封地放回到盒子里。

“离婚的——砍头的——去世的——离婚的——砍头的，”她盖上盒子看着我，“依然活着的！”

我们都笑了起来。

“夫人，你打算把这些信怎么办呢？”

“什么也不干，玛格丽特。这将是我们的秘密。”

♣　　♣　　♣

1547年5月，也就是亨利去世几个月后，凯瑟琳·帕尔嫁给了托马斯·西摩。他们的婚姻维持了15个月。凯瑟琳生了个女儿，取名玛丽，但孩子出生六天后，凯瑟琳就去世了。她死后，托马斯·西摩竭力想成为伊丽莎白公主的情人，他因此被处死了。

爱德华国王经常生病，在他16岁生日前夕不幸夭折。后来玛丽，也就是阿拉贡的凯瑟琳的女儿，做了女王。她在位五年。她嫁给了西班牙的菲利浦，但他们从未生育。玛丽是个狂热的天主教徒，她杀死了很多非天主教徒。

再后来，伊丽莎白，即安妮·博伦的女儿，做了女王。她统治英格兰达45年之久。这正是莎士比亚和沃尔特·雷利爵士的时代。伊丽莎白是位非常伟大的女王，但她终生未嫁，也未生育。亨利结了六次婚，就是想要个儿子——他希望他的子孙后代都能继他之后成为英格兰国王。但当伊丽莎白女王去世后，亨利国王的家族也走到了尽头，一位苏格兰国王统治了英格兰。


ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1．Read the story introduction of the book. How much do you know now about the story? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) Henry Ⅷ died in 1547.

YES □／NO □

2) Henry was a good husband.

YES □／NO □

3) Henry's wives were all happy.

YES □／NO □

4) Many fathers didn't want their daughters to marry Henry.

YES □／NO □

5) Two of Henry's wives were called Anne.

YES □／NO □

6) Three of Henry's wives were beheaded.

YES □／NO □

7) Katherine of Aragon was Henry's wife for a long time.

YES □／NO □

8) Katherine of Aragon died at home with her friends and family.

YES □／NO □

9) Catherine Parr died before Henry.

YES □／NO □

10) In the Palace of Whitehall, there was a box of old letters from Henry's first five wives.

YES □／NO □

2．What happened to the first five Queens? Can you guess?

[image: alt]

3．Which words do you think you will find in this story? Put a tick next to them. Why won't you find all of them?


  
    	princess
    	England
    	letter
    	photograph
  

  
    	president
    	horse
    	telephone
    	London
  

  
    	queen
    	car
    	gun
    	New York
  

  
    	pop star
    	tennis
    	sword
    	apartment
  

  
    	Italy
    	cycling
    	painting
    	palace
  



4．This story about Henry VIII happens in England in the 1500s. How do you think life was different then?

1) Could the King always do what he wanted?

YES □／NO □／PERHAPS □

2) Was it important for the King to have a lot of children?

YES □／NO □／PERHAPS □

3) Was it important for the King to have a son?

YES □／NO □／PERHAPS □

4) Could women do the same things as men?

YES □／NO □／PERHAPS □

5) Could the King kill his enemies?

YES □／NO □／PERHAPS □


ACTIVITIES



While Reading

1．Read Chapter 1. One of Margaret's friends has helped her to write a letter to her mother. Use these words from the story to complete the letter. (Use each word once.)

handsome, necklace, letters, tomorrow, young, box, wives, tennis, old, yesterday, fat, hair

Dear Mother

______ I went to Whitehall Palace with my lady Catherine Parr. We found a ______ with a large gold H on the top. Inside, there were ______ from Henry's first five ______. There was also a beautiful gold ______ and a piece of ______.

Catherine Parr told me all about King Henry. When he was ______, he was very ______ and he liked horse riding and playing ______. But when he was ______, he became very ______.

We're going to read all the letters ______. I can't wait! I'll write again soon and tell you all about them.

Your loving daughter

Margaret

2．Read Chapters 2 and 3. Which words or phrases from the story go best with each wife? The first one is done for you.

wonderful black eyes, divorced, beheaded, wild and dangerous, twenty-four years, three and a half years, Princess Elizabeth, Princess Mary, Spain, a witch. Henry's brother Arthur, six. fingers, Tower of London, a sword, a gold cross
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3．Read Chapters 4 and 5. Then answer these questions.

Who

1) ...could read and write in four languages when she was thirteen?

2) ...was quiet and careful?

3) ...was fat with a face like a big potato?

4) ...died soon after her son was born?

5) ...looked like a horse?

6) ...painted a picture for Henry?

7) ...couldn't speak English?

8) ...gave Anne of Cleves the palace of Richmond?

4．Read Chapter 6. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1) Henry was eighteen years older than Katherine Howard.

2) Henry gave Katherine Howard expensive clothes and jewels.

3) Henry married Katherine because he wanted another daughter.

4) Henry was now very fat and ugly.

5) Katherine Howard had lovers before she married Henry.

6) Anne of Cleves told Henry about Katherine Howard and Thomas Culpeper.

7) Katherine Howard was a clever woman.

5．Before you read Chapter 7, can you guess the answers to these questions?

1) Catherine Parr was Henry's last wife. Why did she marry him?

2) Was Catherine Parr happy when she was married to Henry?

3) What was the King like at this time?

4) Was Catherine Parr kind to Henry's children, Mary, Elizabeth and Edward?

5) After Henry died, did Catherine Parr marry again?

6) Who was the next King or Queen of England after Edward Ⅵ?


ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1．Find the answers to this crossword in the story.

ACROSS

1) Katherine Howard was much ______ than Henry. (7)

3) Anne Boleyn felt like this the day before she died. (4)

5) Anne Boleyn and Katherine Howard died here. (5, 2, 6)

7) Anne Boleyn was beheaded with this. (5)

9) Holbein's job. (6)

10) Anne Boleyn sent Henry a ______ for Elizabeth. (8)

DOWN

1) Henry wore ______ when Katherine of Aragon died. (6)

2) Catherine Parr found these in a box. (7)

3) Henry broke with the ______ Church in Rome. (8)

4) Henry married six times because he wanted a ______. (3)

6) Thomas Culpeper was Katherine Howard's ______. (5)

8) Margaret's job. (4)
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2．Do you agree (A) or disagree (D) with these sentences about Henry and his wives?

1) The King was right to divorce Katherine of Aragon. She couldn't have any more children and he needed a son. A king must think of his country first, before his family.

2) Anne Boleyn is the most interesting of Henry's wives. She wasn't a witch; she was just born at a time when women had to be quiet and do what men said. Today, she would be a very good wife for a king or president.

3) Henry only loved Jane Seymour because she gave him a son.

4) Anne of Cleves was the luckiest of Henry's wives.

5) Katherine Howard was too young to marry the King. It was terrible that she was beheaded at the age of twenty.

6) Catherine Parr was stupid to marry the King when he was fat, ugly, and ill.

7) It was more important for England to have a strong king than for Henry's wives to have a good husband.

3．Imagine that Mary, Elizabeth, and Edward are talking about their mothers. Who is speaking, and about which mother?

1) 'I can just remember my mother's long hair.'

2) 'I only know my mother from pictures of her.'

3) 'When my mother was dying, I wanted to be with her, but the King said no.'

4．Read this text about the life of Henry VIII. Can you find and correct the ten mistakes in it?

Henry Ⅷ, King of France, was a tall and ugly young man, who liked horse riding, football and playing music. He wrote many beautiful songs and had a wonderful singing voice.

When he was older. he became very thin. He had a very bad leg, and often couldn't walk. And when his leg hurt, he was always angry.

He married seven times because he wanted a daughter to be Queen after him. His one son, Edward VI, died just before he was thirty.

Henry VIII is famous in England's history because he broke with the Pope and the Catholic Church, and started the Church of America.

In 1587 he became very ill and died. His three children, Edward, Mary and Elizabeth, all became King and Queen after him. None of them had any children so Henry's family came to an end.

5．Write a short text about a famous person (a king, queen, president, etc.) from your own country. Use some of these words to help you.

was born in / lived in / When he / she was young / old liked / married... / had...children is famous because / died in / After his / her death
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内容简介

很多人都喜欢读神秘的谋杀案，因为它们都是些难解之谜。侦探在书末才会把凶手的名字公布于众，而在此之前我们能否猜出凶手的名字呢？摔坏的椅子只是一次意外，还是一条重要线索呢？凶手是如何进入房子的呢？他或她难道有钥匙吗？桌子上为何有三个咖啡杯？

阿加莎·克里斯蒂写的神秘谋杀案世界闻名。她一共写过70多本书，销售量达千万册。她的小说还被拍成了多部电视剧和电影。她笔下的侦探，赫尔克里·波洛和马普尔小姐，也都大名鼎鼎——一个是身材矮胖，留着黑色胡子的比利时人，一个是身材矮小却非常可爱的老太太，她会看见、听到并且记住一切。

这本书写的就是阿加莎·克里斯蒂的生活。她是怎样的一个人？我们对她的了解有多深？她富有，赫赫有名，有过两次婚姻。而在她的生活中也有一个未解之谜……


AGATHA CHRISTIE,
WOMAN OF MYSTERY

Many people enjoy reading murder mysteries, because they are puzzles. Can we guess the murderer's name before the detective tells us at the end of the book? Was the broken chair an accident, or is it an important clue? How did the murderer get into the house? Did he (or she) have a key? Why were there three coffee cups on the table?




Agatha Christie's murder mysteries are famous all over the world. She wrote more than seventy books and they have sold millions of copies. There have been many television plays and films of her stories. Her detectives, Hercule Poirot and Miss Marple, are famous too—a short round Belgian with a black moustache, and a dear little old lady, who sees, hears, and remembers everything.




This is a story about Agatha Christie's life. What kind of person was she? How much do we know about her? She was rich, famous, and twice married. And there was a mystery in her life, too...
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1
'Why don't you write a story?'

Agatha Mary Clarissa Miller was bored. It was a winter morning in 1908, and she was in bed because she was ill.

'I'm feeling much better today,' she said to her mother, Clara. 'I think I'll get up.'

'You're still ill,' said Clara. 'The doctor told you to stay in bed and keep warm. And that's what you're going to do!'

Agatha was eighteen years old at this time, but in those days daughters had to do what their mothers told them.

'But I'm bored!'

'Well, do something, then,' said her mother. 'Read a book. Or write a story. Yes, why don't you write a story?'

'Write a story?' said Agatha, surprised.

'Yes,' her mother said. 'Like Madge.'

Madge was Agatha's sister. She was eleven years older than Agatha, and sometimes wrote short stories for magazines like Vanity Fair.

'I don't think that I can write stories,' said Agatha.

'How do you know?' said her mother. 'You've never tried.' And she went to find a pencil and paper.

Soon after, Agatha sat up in bed and began to write a story. It was called House of Beauty, a strange story about dreams.

It wasn't a very good story. She typed it on Madge's old typewriter, and sent it off to a magazine. But they sent it back with a letter: Thank you for sending us your story. We are afraid we cannot publish it...

'You must try again,' said her mother. Clara was always sure that her daughters could do anything.

So Agatha went on writing stories, and sending them out to magazines—but they all came back. She was a little disappointed.

'I'll try writing a novel,' she decided.

An idea came to her. She remembered seeing a beautiful young girl in a hotel in Cairo when she was visiting Egypt with Clara. The girl was always with two men, one on each side of her. One day, Agatha heard someone say, 'That girl will have to decide between them some time.'

It was all that Agatha needed for an idea, and she began writing. It was not a detective novel. It was the story of a young girl who lived in Cairo, and it was called Snow Upon the Desert. It was really two long stories put together to make a book. When it was finished, Agatha sent it to three or four publishers, but they all sent it back.

'Oh dear,' said Agatha. 'What shall I do now?'

'Why don't you show it to Eden Phillpotts?' said Clara.

Eden Phillpotts was a writer who lived near the Millers. During his life, he wrote more than a hundred popular novels, and many plays for the theatre. Agatha was a little afraid of sending her novel to this famous man, but she agreed to do it and sent it off.

Mr Phillpotts was a good writer, and also a kind man. He read Agatha's novel carefully and wrote her a letter.

 Some o f your writing is very good, so I am sending you a letter to take to my agent, Hughes Massie...

Agatha—still only eighteen years old—went to London on the train. It was a long journey—more than 200 miles from her home in Torquay in Devon, and the trains were not so fast in those days.

She was very shy, and Hughes Massie was a big, frightening man. Agatha gave him the letter from Eden Phillpotts. Massie read it, talked with Agatha for a while, then kept her book to read.

Agatha went home to wait.

Some months later, Massie returned  Snow Upon the Desert to her. I do not think that I can find a publisher for it, he wrote to her.  The best thing is to stop thinking about it any more and to write another book.

Agatha was disappointed. She did write another book, but some other important things happened in her life first.



bore vt. make (sb.) feel tired and uninterested by being dull or tedious.（因单调或乏味）使（某人）感到厌烦。

magazine n. paper covered periodical, usu. weekly or monthly, with articles, stories, etc. by various writers. 杂志；期刊。

typewriter n. machine for producing characters similar to those of print by pressing keys which cause raised metal letters, etc. to strike the paper, usu. through inked ribbon. 打字机。

send...off send sth. by post; dispatch. 寄出或发出某物。

disappointed adj. sad or dissatisfied because sb. has failed, some desired event has not happened, etc. 失望的；失意的；受挫的。

detective n. person, esp. a police officer, whose job is to investigate and solve crimes. 侦探。

detective story story in which the main interest is a puzzling crime and the process of solving. 侦探小说。

publisher n. person or firm that publishes books, newspapers, etc. 出版者；出版商；出版社。

agent n. person who acts for, or manages the affairs of, other people in business, politics, etc. （商业、政治等方向的）代理人，经纪人。

frightening adj. causing fear. 引起恐惧的；惊恐的；可怕的。


1．“为什么不写个故事呢？”

阿加莎·玛丽·克拉丽莎·米勒感觉甚是无聊。这是1908年冬天的一个上午，她生病躺在床上。

“今天我感觉好多了，”她对母亲克拉拉说，“我想起床。”

“你的病还没好呢，”克拉拉说，“医生让你在床上躺着，并注意保暖。你必须这样做！”

阿加莎那时候已经18岁了，可在当时女儿必须顺从母亲。

“可是我很无聊啊！”

“嗯，那就找点事情做吧。”母亲说，“读读书，或者写写故事。对了，为什么不写个故事呢？”

“写故事？”阿加莎吃惊地说道。

“对，”母亲说，“就像玛奇一样。”

玛奇是阿加莎的姐姐。她比阿加莎大11岁，偶尔给《名利场》这样的杂志写些短篇故事。

“我想我是写不了故事的。”阿加莎说。

“你怎么知道呢？”母亲说，“你从来没试过。”她找来了纸笔。

不一会儿，阿加莎便在床上坐起来，开始写故事了。故事取名《美丽之屋》，是一个关于梦的神奇故事。
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这个故事并不很吸引人。她在玛奇那台旧打字机上完成后，寄给了一家杂志。可是稿子被退了回来，还附带有一封信：感谢您能寄来您的故事，但恐怕我们不能将它出版……

“你一定要再努力一次。”母亲说。克拉拉始终坚信她的女儿们无所不能。

于是阿加莎继续写着，并将这些故事寄给各个杂志——但是它们全都被退了回来。她有一点点失望。

“我要试着写一部小说。”她下定决心。

她有了个构想。她记得和克拉拉在埃及旅行时曾在开罗一家旅馆见到过一个年轻漂亮的女孩，身边总是有两个男人一左一右地陪着她。一天，阿加莎听见有人说：“总有一天这个女孩要在他们两个之间选择一个。”
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这就是阿加莎所需要的全部灵感。她开始动手写了起来。这不是一部侦探小说，而是关于住在开罗的一个年轻女孩的故事，故事的名字叫做《沙漠之雪》。它其实是由两个很长的故事拼起来的一本书。写完后，阿加莎把它寄给了三四家出版社，可稿子全部被退了回来。

“啊，天哪！”阿加莎说，“我现在该怎么办呢？”

“为什么不把它拿给伊登·菲尔波茨看看呢？”克拉拉说。

伊登·菲尔波茨是一个住在米勒家附近的作家。他一生中共写过100多部很受欢迎的小说，还有多部剧本。阿加莎有点害怕把她的小说送到这么一位名人手里。但后来她还是同意了，把小说寄了出去。

菲尔波茨先生是个优秀的作家，也是个很和善的人。他仔细读了阿加莎的小说后给她去了一封信。

有些地方你写得还是很不错的，你可以拿着我给你的信去找我的经纪人，休斯·马西……

年仅18岁的阿加莎乘火车去了伦敦。路途很遥远——离她在德文郡托基的家有200多英里，而且当时的火车车速还不是很快。
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她非常害羞，而休斯·马西则是个身材魁梧让人心生恐惧的人。阿加莎把伊登·菲尔波茨的信拿给他。马西看后和阿加莎谈了一会儿，然后留下了她的书。

于是阿加莎回家等消息。

几个月后，马西把《沙漠之雪》退还给了她。我找不到一家能够出版这本书的出版社，他写道，最好还是不要想它了，开始另写一本吧。

阿加莎失望至极。她后来的确又写了一本书，但在此之前她的生活中发生了其他一些重要的事情。


2
A shy young man

Agatha's father, Frederick, died in 1901, when Agatha was eleven years old. He was an American, and was ten years older than Clara. After he died, Clara began to travel a lot, and often took Agatha with her.

In 1911, when Agatha was twenty-one, Clara was ill.

'You need to go somewhere warm and sunny to get better,' Clara's doctor told her.

So Clara decided to go to Egypt again, and she took Agatha with her. They stayed in a hotel in Cairo. There were some English soldiers staying near the hotel, and they often came to the hotel dances.

Agatha was a shy young woman, but she loved to dance. During her stay in Cairo, she went to fifty dances. She met a lot of exciting young men and had a wonderful time.

When she came back to England, she was soon getting invitations to garden parties, tennis parties, dances, and to country houses for the weekend.

Then a young army officer called Reggie Lucy came home from Hong Kong. Agatha was a friend of Reggie's three sisters, and often played tennis with them. But she did not know Reggie. He was a very shy young man who did not go out very much. He liked to play golf but did not like parties or dances.

'I like to play golf, but I'm not very good at it,' Agatha said when she met him.

'I—I could help you,' said Reggie, shyly. He had dark hair and brown eyes. Agatha liked him.

So, while Reggie was in England, he and Agatha played golf nearly every day.

One very warm day they played golf for a little while, then Agatha said, 'I'm hot, Reggie! Shall we have a rest?'

They sat under a tree, out of the sun, and talked. Then, suddenly, Reggie said, 'I want to marry you, Agatha. Did you know that? Perhaps you did. But you are still very young, and—'

'No, I'm not!' said Agatha. 'Not very young.'

'Of course, a pretty girl like you could marry anybody,' said Reggie.

'I don't think I want to marry anybody,' Agatha said. 'I—yes, I think I'd like to marry you!'

'I have to go back to Hong Kong in ten clays' time,' said Reggie. 'And I'll be there for two years.  But when I come back, if there isn't anybody...'

'There won't be anybody,' said Agatha.

So Reggie went back to Hong Kong.

Agatha wrote letters to him, and he wrote to her. It was all agreed. When Reggie came home again, they would get married.



dance n. social gathering at which people dance. 舞会。

invitation n. request to go or come somewhere, or do sth. 邀请某人去或来某处或做某事。

golf n. outdoor game in which the player tries to hit a small hard ball into a series of 9 or 18 holes using as few strokes as possible. 高尔夫球运动。

marry v. take (sb.) as a husband or wife. 与（某人）结婚；嫁或娶（某人）。


2．腼腆的年轻人

阿加莎的父亲弗雷德里克于1901年去世，当时阿加莎只有11岁。他是一个美国人，比克拉拉年长10岁。他去世以后，克拉拉开始到处旅行，并且经常把阿加莎带在身边。

1911年，阿加莎21岁的时候，克拉拉病了。

“您需要去一个气候温暖、阳光充足的地方才能够康复。”克拉拉的医生告诉她。

于是克拉拉决定带着阿加莎重返埃及。她们住在开罗的一家旅馆里。旅馆附近住着一些英国士兵，他们经常来旅馆参加舞会。

尽管阿加莎是个害羞的年轻女子，可她非常热衷于参加舞会。在开罗逗留期间，她参加了50场舞会，遇见了很多让人心动的年轻男子，度过了一段很美好的时光。

回到英国后，很快她便接到了很多邀请，请她去参加游园会、网球聚会、舞会，或是去乡下别墅度周末。

当时，一个名叫雷吉·卢西的年轻军官刚从香港回来。阿加莎与雷吉的三个妹妹是朋友，经常在一起打网球，但是她并不认识雷吉。这个年轻人非常腼腆，不爱外出。他喜欢打高尔夫球，却讨厌参加那些聚会或是舞会。

“我喜欢打高尔夫球，可打得不好。”阿加莎见到他时说。

“我——我可以教你。”雷吉害羞地说。他有着黑色的头发和棕色的眼睛。阿加莎喜欢上了他。

于是，雷吉在英国期间几乎每天都和阿加莎在一起打高尔夫球。
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一天，天气非常暖和，打了一会儿高尔夫球之后，阿加莎说道：“雷吉，我觉得很热！我们休息会儿好吗？”

他们坐在一棵能遮住太阳的树下，开始聊天。突然，雷吉说：“我想和你结婚，阿加莎。你知道吗？或许知道吧。可是你还很小，并且——”

“不，我不是！”阿加莎说，“不是很小了。”

“当然了，像你这样的漂亮女孩儿可以嫁给任何人。”雷吉说。

“我不是任何人都想嫁，”阿加莎说，“我——是的，我想嫁给你！”

“十天后我就必须返回香港了，”雷吉说，“我要在那儿待两年。如果我回来的时候仍然没有其他人……”

“不会有其他人了。”阿加莎说。

于是雷吉返回香港了。

他们的信件你来我往。一切都已经安排好。雷吉再回来时，他们就结婚。


3
Tea at the railway station

On October the 12th, 1912, when Agatha was twenty-two, she went to a dance at the home of Lord and Lady Clifford. They lived near Chudleigh, twelve miles from Torquay, and there were many young people there for Agatha to talk to.

During the evening a young army officer came up to her.

'Will you dance with me?' he asked Agatha.

'Me?' said Agatha. 'Oh, yes, all right.'

He was tall and good-looking, with friendly blue eyes, and his name was Archibald Christie. Agatha liked him immediately. They danced together many times that evening, and Archie told her his plans.

'I want to fly,' he said, 'and I'm trying to get into the Royal Flying Corps.'

'How exciting!' said Agatha.

A week later, she was having tea with some friends at a house opposite Ashfield, her home, when there was a telephone call for her. It was her mother.

'Come home, will you, Agatha?' said Clara. 'There's a young man here. He's just arrived and I'm giving him tea. I don't know him, and I think he wants to see you.'

Agatha had to leave her friends and hurry home, so she was not very pleased. But when she got home, she found Archie Christie waiting for her.

'Hello,' he said. 'I was in Torquay and—and I thought that perhaps it would be nice to see you.' His face was red and he looked at his shoes.

Agatha smiled.

Archie stayed for the rest of the afternoon, and for supper that evening. When it was time for him to leave, he said, 'Will you come to a concert in Exeter with me, Agatha? We can go to the Redcliffe Hotel for tea after the concert.'

'I'd love to,' said Agatha, then looked at Clara. 'Can I, mother?'

'A concert, yes, Agatha,' said Clara. 'But tea at a hotel? No, I don't think so. Not a hotel.'

'Perhaps I could take Agatha to tea in—in the restaurant at Exeter railway station!' said Archie.

Agatha tried not to smile, but her mother agreed. So Agatha and Archie went to the concert—and then had tea at Exeter railway station!

'There's a New Year's dance in Torquay on the second of January,' said Agatha, when Archie took her home later. 'Will you come?'

He smiled. 'Of course,' he said. 'I want to see you as often as I can.'

But when Archie came to the New Year's dance he was very quiet and did not seem happy. He seemed to be worried about something, but Agatha said nothing. Two days later, on the 4th of January, 1913, they went to another concert together. Archie was still very quiet, and after the concert Agatha asked, 'What's wrong, Archie?'

'The Royal Flying Corps have said "yes" to me,' said Archie. 'I have to leave Exeter in two days' time. I have to go to Salisbury.' He looked at her. 'Agatha, you've  got to marry me! There will never be anyone for me, only you! I've known that since our first evening together, at the Cliffords' dance.'

Agatha was very surprised. 'But—but I can't marry you. I've already told Reggie that I'll marry him.' And then she told him about Reggie Lucy.

'You didn't marry him before he went away,' said Archie. 'Why not? It's because you don't really love him!'

'We thought it was better to wait—' began Agatha.

'I won't wait,' said Archie. 'I want to marry you next month, or the month after.'

'We can't!' said Agatha. 'We haven't got any money. How will we live?'

But she did want to marry Archie.

'Archie has asked me to marry him, and I want to. I want to very much!' she told her mother.

Clara was very surprised. 'You must wait,' she told them both. 'I like you, Archie, but you are only twenty-three years old, and neither of you has any money.'

So Archie went to Salisbury, and he and Agatha waited. Agatha wrote to Reggie Lucy. It was a difficult letter to write, but Reggie wrote a very kind letter back to her. 'Don't worry about it,' he told her. 'I understand.'

*　　*　　*

In August 1914, England was suddenly at war with Germany. Archie went to France with the Royal Flying Corps, and Agatha went to work as a volunteer nurse at the Torbay Hospital in Torquay.

Archie came back to England for five days in December, and Agatha went up to London to meet him. Then the two of them went down to Bristol, where Archie's mother lived. They could not wait any longer. They wanted to get married.

Archie's mother was not happy about this, but Clara thought differently. 'Yes, get married now,' she said. 'There's a war on. Who knows what will happen? Be happy while you can.'

So Agatha and Archie were married at last on the 24th of December, 1914. Two days later, Archie went back to the war, and Agatha did not see him again for six months.

*　　*　　*

During the summer of 1915, Agatha was ill and could not do any nursing work at the hospital for three or four weeks. Then, when she returned, she went to work in the hospital dispensary. And here she learned something which was very useful for a writer of detective stories. She learned about poisons.



immediately adv. at once; without delay. 立刻；马上；当即；毫不耽搁。

opposite prep. facing. 面对。

hurry v. do sth. or move quickly or too quickly; rush. 迅速的或仓促的做某事或移动；赶紧。

concert n. musical entertainment given in public by one or more per formers. 音乐会。

restaurant n. public place where meals can be bought and eaten. 餐馆；饭店。

go away leave a place. 走开；离开。

worry about be anxious about. 担忧；担心；发愁。

be at war be in a state of war. 处于交战状态。

volunteer n. person who offers to do sth. without being compelled or paid. 自愿或无偿地效劳的人；志愿者。

dispensary n. place in a hospital, school, etc. where medicines are given out. （医院、学校等的）药房。


3．车站茗谈

1912年10月12日，阿加莎22岁了，她去参加在克利福德勋爵夫妇家里举办的一场舞会。他们住在离托基12英里的查德利附近，在那儿阿加莎可以和许多年轻人聊天。
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晚上的时候一位年轻军官走到她面前。

“我可以请您跳舞吗？”他问阿加莎。

“我吗？”阿加莎问，“哦，好，当然可以。”

他高大英俊，蓝色的眼睛透着和善，他的名字叫阿奇博尔德·克里斯蒂。阿加莎立刻就喜欢上了他。那晚他们跳了一支又一支舞，而且阿奇给她讲了自己的计划。

“我想做一名飞行员，”他说，“我正努力进入皇家航空队。”

“多棒啊！”阿加莎说。

一星期后，她正和几个朋友在她的家——阿什菲尔德——对面的房子里喝茶，突然接到一个电话，是她母亲打来的。

“阿加莎，回家来好吗？”克拉拉说，“有一个年轻人正等着你。他刚到，我正给他沏茶。我不认识他，我想他是想见你。”

阿加莎只得告别朋友赶快回家，心里不太高兴，但是到家后，她发现等着她的那个人是阿奇·克里斯蒂。
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“您好。”他说，“我路过托基，所以——所以我想最好能见见您。”他的脸变得通红，低头看着自己的鞋。

阿加莎笑了。

阿奇待了一个下午，还留下来吃了晚饭。临走时，他说：“阿加莎，能和我一起参加埃克塞特的音乐会吗？听完音乐会后我们还可以到雷德克利夫旅馆喝茶。”

“好的。”阿加莎说，然后看看母亲，“妈妈，我可以去吗？”

“阿加莎，你可以去听音乐会，”克拉拉说，“但是在旅馆喝茶？不行，我想不可以。旅馆可不行。”

“或许我可以带阿加莎去——去埃克塞特车站的一家餐馆喝茶！”阿奇说。

阿加莎强忍住笑，她母亲最终还是同意了。于是阿加莎就和阿奇一起去听了音乐会——然后在埃克塞特车站喝茶！

“1月2日托基有一场新年舞会。”在阿奇送她回家的路上阿加莎说，“你能来吗？”

他笑了笑。“当然可以，”他说，“我想尽可能多地见到你。”

可是阿奇来参加新年舞会的时候却非常沉默，看起来很不开心，心事重重。阿加莎什么也没问。两天后，也就是1913年1月4日，他们一起去参加另一场音乐会，阿奇依然很沉默。音乐会后阿加莎问他：“阿奇，你怎么了？”

“皇家航空队已经同意接收我了。”阿奇说，“两天后我就必须离开埃克塞特，去索尔兹伯里。”他望着她，“阿加莎，你必须嫁给我！除了你，我不会娶任何人！从我们在克利福德家的舞会上共度的第一晚我就知道了。”

阿加莎惊讶万分。“可是——可是我不能嫁给你。我已经告诉雷吉要和他结婚的。”接着她向阿奇讲了雷吉·卢西的事情。

“在他走之前你没有嫁给他，”阿奇说，“为什么没有呢？因为你并不真正爱他！”

“我们想着最好是等——”阿加莎开始解释。

“我不要等，”阿奇说，“我想下个月就和你结婚，或是下下个月。”

“不行！”阿加莎说，“我们一点钱也没有，怎么生活呢？”

但她确实想和阿奇结婚。

“阿奇已经向我求婚了，我想嫁给他。我真的很想嫁给他！”她告诉母亲。

克拉拉大吃一惊。“你们必须再等些时候，”她告诉他们两个，“我很欣赏你，阿奇，可是你只有23岁，并且你们两个都没有钱。”

于是阿奇去了索尔兹伯里，他和阿加莎都等待着。阿加莎给雷吉·卢西写了一封信，这封信写起来异常艰难，不过雷吉的回信却非常善解人意。“不要担心，”他告诉她，“我能理解。”
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*　　*　　*

1914年8月，英国突然与德国开战。阿奇随皇家航空队开赴法国，而阿加莎则在托基的托贝医院做了一名志愿护士。

12月，阿奇回到了伦敦，可只能停留五天，于是阿加莎北上伦敦与他相会。然后两人又南下去了阿奇母亲居住的布里斯托尔。他们再也不能等待下去了。他们要结婚。

阿奇的母亲并不是很赞成，不过克拉拉却有不同想法。“好，现在就结婚吧，”她说，“战争正在进行。谁能预知明天呢？及时行乐吧。”

于是1914年12月24日，阿加莎和阿奇终于结婚了。两天后，阿奇返回了战场，这一分离便是六个月。

*　　*　　*

1915年夏天，阿加莎病倒了，有三四个星期不能做任何护理工作。病好后，她转到了医院药房工作。在这里她学到了一些对成为一个侦探小说家大有益处的东西。她认识了毒药。


4
A detective story

One day, some time before the war, Agatha was talking with her sister, Madge, about detective stories. They both enjoyed reading this kind of book very much.

'I'd like to try and write a detective story myself,' said Agatha.

'You couldn't do it,' said Madge. 'They're very difficult to do. I've thought about it.'

'Well, one day I'm going to try,' said Agatha.

The idea stayed in Agatha's head, and she wanted to show Madge that she could do it. And when, years later, she went to work in the hospital dispensary, she again began to think about writing a detective story.

'There must be a murder in it, of course,' she thought. The questions ran busily around inside her head. 'But what kind of murder? A death by poisoning? Who will die? Who will the murderer be? When? How? Why? Where? And what about a detective?'

There were some Belgian people living in Torquay, who were there because of the war in Belgium. Clara, like everyone in the town, was very kind and helpful to them when they arrived. She gave them chairs and beds for their homes, and tried to make them feel happy and comfortable. Now, Agatha suddenly remembered them.

'What about a Belgian detective?' she thought, and began to build the character in her head. 'He'll be a very clever, very tidy little man. But what shall I call him? I know, I'll call him Hercules!' She smiled. 'It's a good name for a small man. And his second name? Poirot. Hercules—no, Hercule Poirot! Yes, that's it.'

Agatha thought about her detective story during every quiet minute in the dispensary. She knew a lot about poisons now. She knew which poisons worked quickly, and which worked slowly. She knew how much to give, and what different poisons smelt and tasted like. She knew how people died from poisons—did their faces turn blue? Did they die in their sleep, or die screaming in pain? A good detective—and a good writer of detective stories—must know these things. She began to write her story at home, and used Madge's old typewriter again.

'What are you doing?' Clara asked her one day.

'I'm writing a detective novel,' said Agatha, 'I want to finish it, but it's very difficult.'

'Why don't you finish it during your holiday?' said Clara. 'Go away somewhere nice and quiet, and take it with you. Where do you want to go? Dartmoor?'

'Yes!' said Agatha. 'Dartmoor!'

Dartmoor was a beautiful, lonely moor in Devon. Agatha took Madge's typewriter with her and stayed at the Moorland Hotel at Hay Tor. It was a large hotel with a lot of rooms, but not many people were staying there. For two weeks she wrote in her room every morning, then went for long walks alone on the moor in the afternoons. Everything went well. The characters seemed to come alive inside her head, and during her walks she planned her writing for the next day.

She finished the last half of the book during her holiday, and soon after she sent it to a publisher. They returned it, but Agatha was not surprised. She sent it out again, but it came back once more. She sent it to a third publisher, but they returned it, too. Then she sent it to The Bodley Head publishing company—and forgot all about it.

Two years went by. Archie came back to work in London, the war ended, and Agatha had a baby—Rosalind. The three of them were living in a flat in London when a letter arrived one morning in 1919.

It was from The Bodley Head. Agatha quickly opened the letter, and saw the words:

...Will you call at our offices? ...we would like to talk about your book...

'It's about my book—The Mysterious Affair at Styles,' she told Archie. 'I think they want to publish it!'

'Then you must go and see them at once!' said Archie.

Agatha went to the publishers' office. She met John Lane, a small man with white hair.

'Do sit down,' he said. He had a kind voice, and blue eyes that looked carefully at Agatha. 'Some of my readers think that we could publish your book. But you will need to change the last chapter. And there are a few other small things...'

Agatha was too excited to listen. She was happy to do anything.  The Mysterious Affair at Styles was her first detective story, and she wanted to see it in the bookshops. So she wrote a different ending for it and changed one or two more small things, and at last John Lane was pleased with it.



poison v. kill or harm sb./ sth. with poison. 用毒药毒死或害死某人（某物）。

comfortable adj. allowing, producing or having pleasant bodily relaxation. 舒适的；安逸的；使人舒服的。

character n. person in a novel, play, etc. （小说、戏剧中的）人物。

scream vi. give a long piercing cry of fear, pain or excitement; cry in this way. （因恐惧、痛苦或兴奋）尖声喊叫；喊出。

moor n. open uncultivated high area of land, esp. one covered with heather. 漠泽，高沼，荒野，旷野（尤指石南丛生者）。

alive adj. living. 活着。

soon after a short time after. 之后不久。

go by (of time) pass. （指时间）过去。

mysterious adj. full of mystery; hard to understand or explain. 神秘的；不可思议的；难解的。

chapter n. division of a book. （书中的）章，篇，回。

bookshop n. shop which sells many books. 书店。

ending n. end, esp. of a story, film, play or word. 结尾，结局（尤指故事、电影、戏剧或词语）。


4．一部侦探小说

战前的某一天，阿加莎正和姐姐玛奇讨论侦探小说。两人都十分喜爱这类小说。

“我想试着自己写一部侦探小说。”阿加莎说。

“你写不了的，”玛奇说，“这类小说很不好写。我也已经考虑过了。”

“嗯，总有一天我要尝试一下。”阿加莎说。

这种念头在阿加莎的脑海中挥之不去，她要向玛奇证明她能做到。几年过去了，当她到医院药房工作时，又有了一种写侦探小说的冲动。

“小说里面肯定要有一桩谋杀案。”她想。她的脑子里萦绕着各种各样的问题，“但是什么样的谋杀案呢？施毒致死吗？谁会死呢？谁又会是凶手？时间？手段？动机？地点？再有一个侦探如何？”
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在托基住着一些因比利时发生战争逃到此地来的比利时人。和小镇上的其他人一样，克拉拉在这些比利时人到来的时候给予了他们热心的帮助。她给他们的家里送来椅子和床，尽量让他们感到开心和舒适。现在，阿加莎突然记起了他们。

“一个比利时侦探如何呢？”她想，并开始在那脑子里勾勒这个人物的形象，“他是一个聪明至极、穿着非常整洁的矮小男人。可是我该叫他什么好呢？知道了，我要叫他赫尔克里士！”她笑了笑，“给一个身材矮小的男人起这样的名字刚好。他的姓呢？波洛。赫尔克里士——不，赫尔克里·波洛！对，就是它了。”

药房里只要一安静下来，阿加莎就构思她的侦探小说。现在她对毒药的药性已经了如指掌。她清楚哪些毒药发作很快，哪些又很慢，该用多少剂量，各种毒药的气味和味道又是怎样的。她知道人是怎样中毒身亡的——他们会不会脸色发青？他们会在睡梦中死去，还是在痛苦的尖叫声中死去呢？一名出色的侦探——以及一名出色的侦探小说家——必须熟知这些东西。她开始在家动手写故事了，用的依然是玛奇的旧打字机。

“你在干什么？”有一天克拉拉问她。

“我在写一部侦探小说，”阿加莎回答，“我想写完，可这真的不容易。”

“为什么不去休个假完成它呢？”克拉拉说，“带着稿子去一个既美丽又安静的地方。想去哪里呢？达特穆尔？”

“对！”阿加莎说，“达特穆尔！”

达特穆尔是德文郡一片美丽却人迹罕至的荒野。阿加莎带着玛奇的打字机住在了海伊托尔的穆尔兰旅馆。这是个很大的旅馆，房间很多，却没有多少客人入住。在这儿的两个星期里，她每天上午都在房间里写作，下午则在荒野里独自散步很长时间。一切进展顺利。在她的脑子里，小说中的人物似乎都活了起来，她边散步边构思第二天的写作。
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在假期里她完成了小说后半部分的创作，并很快把它寄到一家出版社。他们把稿子退了回来，但阿加莎对退稿一点也不感到惊讶。她又把它寄了出去，但又被退了回来。她又把小说寄给另一家出版社，但也遭到了同样的厄运。后来她把小说寄给了博德利·黑德出版公司——便把这件事情抛在脑后了。

两年过去了。战争结束了，阿奇回到伦敦工作，阿加莎也有了一个孩子——罗莎琳德，一家三口住在伦敦的一间公寓里。1919年的一天早晨，来了一封信。

是博德利·黑德公司寄来的。阿加莎赶快把信拆开，信上写着：

……您能来我们的办公室吗？……我们想和您商讨一下关于您的书的问题……

“是关于我的《斯泰尔斯的神秘案件》的，”她告诉阿奇，“我想他们要出版它了！”

“那你就马上动身去见他们吧！”阿奇说。

阿加莎来到了出版社办公室，见到了约翰·莱恩，一个白头发的矮小男人。

“请坐，”他说。他的声音很亲切，蓝色的眼睛仔细地打量着阿加莎。“有些读者认为我们应该出版您的书。但是您需要修改一下最后一章。另外还有一些小问题……”

阿加莎兴奋得几乎听不下去了。她愿意做任何事情。《斯泰尔斯的神秘案件》是她的首部侦探小说，她想在书店里看到自己写的书。于是她重写了故事的结局，并改动了其他一两个微不足道的地方，最后约翰·莱恩满意地接受了。


5
A good detective-story writer

Agatha's first book,  The Mysterious Affair at Styles, was published in 1920. But before this, she began writing another book.

It was Archie's idea.

'Mother is finding it difficult to pay all the bills at Ashfield,' Agatha told him.

'Why doesn't she sell Ashfield?' Archie said to Agatha. 'The house is too big for just one person. Then she can buy something smaller.'

'Sell Ashfield?' said Agatha. 'Oh, no! She can't! I love it—and it's our family home.'

'Then why don't you do something about it?' said Archie.

'Do something? What do you mean?'

'Why don't you write another book?' said Archie. 'Perhaps it will make a lot of money.'

Agatha thought about it. Ashfield was her family home, and it must stay in the family. Could she do anything to help?

'Perhaps I  could write another book,' she thought. 'But what can it be about?'

The answer came one day when she was having tea in a tea-shop. Two people were talking at a table near her. Agatha heard a name—and began to listen. They were talking about somebody called Jane Fish.

'What a strange name,' thought Agatha. 'But what a good beginning for a story! Somebody hears a strange name in a tea-shop.  And then...? Wait, perhaps "Jane Finn" will be better. Yes! Now, let me think...'

And before Agatha left the tea-shop, an idea for a story was running around inside her head. She went home and began it immediately.

She called it The Secret Adversary, and the book was published in 1922.

The story did not have the Belgian detective Hercule Poirot in it, but her next book,  Murder on the Links , did. Readers loved Poirot. He was a very short, tidy little man, with green eyes, black hair, and a beautiful black moustache. And, like another famous detective, Sherlock Holmes, he was very, very clever. He was not shy about this, and was always telling other characters in the story just how clever he was.

Other books followed, some with Poirot, some without—The Man in the Brown Suit,  Poirot Investigates, and The Secret of Chimneys.

Hughes Massie, the agent, was helping Agatha now. 'You need another publisher,' he told her. 'A publisher who will pay you more than The Bodley Head. You're a good detective-story writer, Agatha, and your books are beginning to sell well.'

So Massie sent Agatha's next book — The Murder of Roger Ackroyd — to William Collins' publishers. It was an important book for Agatha.

 The Murder of Roger Ackroyd came out in the spring of 1926—and people began to talk about it immediately. What did they talk about? The big surprise at the end of the book!

'That's cheating!' some people said, when they got to the end and found out the name of the murderer.

'No, it's not,' said other readers. 'It's a very clever story.'

'What's the matter with everybody?' Agatha said to Archie. 'I didn't cheat. It's wrong to say that. People must read the story carefully.'

And she was right. All the clues  were there in the story, and a very clever reader  could guess the name of the murderer. But most people couldn't.

(So what was the surprise at the end, and who was the murderer? The only way to find out is to read the book!)

After  The Murder of Roger Ackroyd was published, more and more people began to buy Agatha's books, and Agatha had more money to spend.

The Christies bought a house at Sunningdale, about thirty miles from London.

'What shall we call it?' said Agatha.

'Styles,' said Archie, 'after your first book.'

And they put a picture of the front cover of the book,  The Mysterious Affair at Styles, on the wall.

But not long after they moved to Sunningdale, something happened that put Agatha's name on the front pages of every newspaper in England.

She disappeared.

People think that it happened because she was very unhappy at this time. First, her mother died. And then Agatha found out that Archie was in love with a young woman called Nancy Neele.



bill n. written statement of money owed for goods or services supplied. 账单。

tea-shop n. (usu. small) restaurant where tea and light meals are served. 茶馆。

moustache n. hair allowed to grow on the upper lip. 髭，（嘴唇上面的）胡子。

pay vt. give money. 付钱。

cheat vi. act dishonestly or unfairly in order to win an advantage or profit. 欺骗。

clue n. fact or piece of evidence that helps to solve a problem or reveal the truth in an investigation. 线索；端倪。

after prep. in the style of; in imitation of. 依照；仿照。

front page 头版。

disappear vi. no longer be visible; vanish. 消失；失踪。


5．出色的侦探小说家

1920年，阿加莎的第一本书《斯泰尔斯的神秘案件》出版了。但在此之前，她已经着手写另一本书了。

这是阿奇的主意。

“妈妈觉得越来越难对付阿什菲尔德的一大堆账单了。”阿加莎对他说。

“她为什么不把阿什菲尔德卖掉呢？”阿奇对阿加莎说，“那所房子只住一个人未免显得太空荡了些。她可以买一所小点的房子。”

“卖掉阿什菲尔德？”阿加莎说，“哦，不行！她可不能那么做！我爱它——那是我们家族的房子。”

“那你为什么不为它做点什么呢？”阿奇说。

“做点什么？你指的是什么？”

“你为什么不再写一本书呢？”阿奇说，“这可能会赚一大笔钱。”

阿加莎考虑了一下。阿什菲尔德是她家族的房子，必须留下来。她能帮上什么忙呢？

“或许我可以再写一本书。”她想，“但写什么好呢？”

一天在茶馆喝茶时她突然有了灵感。有两个人坐在邻桌聊天。阿加莎无意中听见了一个名字——便开始听了下去。他们在聊一个叫做简·菲什的人。

“好奇怪的名字啊，”阿加莎想，“但作为故事的开端多好！某个人在茶馆无意间听到一个很奇怪的名字。然后……？等等，可能‘简·芬恩’更好一些。对！现在让我想想……”

在阿加莎离开茶馆之前，关于故事的构思已经在她的头脑中迅速地成形了。她回到家立刻动手写了起来。

她把它叫做《神秘对手》，这本书于1922年出版。

这个故事里没有比利时侦探赫尔克里·波洛，可他在她的下一本书《高尔夫球场命案》中又出现了。读者们喜欢波洛。他身材矮小，穿着整洁，有着绿色的眼睛，黑色的头发和漂亮的黑胡子，并且就像另外一个著名侦探舍洛克·福尔摩斯一样，他聪明至极。对这一点他并没有感到不好意思，反而总是告诉故事里其他的人物他有多么聪明。
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更多的书陆续出版了，有些里面有波洛，有些则没有——像《棕衣男子》、《波洛出击》和《烟囱里的秘密》。

休斯·马西现在是阿加莎的经纪人。“你需要重新找一家出版社，”他告诉她，“一家比博德利·黑德付酬更高的出版社。阿加莎，你是一名出色的侦探小说家，你的书开始变得很畅销了。”

于是马西把阿加莎的另一本书——《罗杰·阿克罗伊德命案》——送到了威廉·柯林斯出版社。这本书对阿加莎来说至关重要。

《罗杰·阿克罗伊德命案》于1926年春天出版——书一出版，立刻便成为人们争论的对象。他们在争论什么呢？书中出乎意料的结局！

“这是欺骗！”一些人读到书末发现凶手是谁后如是说。

“不，这不是欺骗，”另外一些读者说，“这个故事写得极其高明。”

“大家这是怎么了？”阿加莎对阿奇说，“我没有欺骗，这样说是不对的。大家必须仔细读故事才行。”

她是正确的。所有的线索都在故事中，一个极其聪明的读者是能够猜出凶手的名字的。可惜大多数人都没能做到。

（所以这出人意料的故事结局是怎样的？凶手到底是谁？只有读了这本书才能知道！）

《罗杰·阿克罗伊德命案》出版后，越来越多的人开始买阿加莎的书了，她的手头变得宽绰起来。

克里斯蒂一家在离伦敦30英里的森尼达尔买了一所房子。

“我们叫它什么好呢？”阿加莎说。

“斯泰尔斯，”阿奇说，“以你的第一本书来命名。”

他们把一幅《斯泰尔斯的神秘案件》封面的照片挂在了墙上。

然而就在他们移居森尼达尔不久，一件事情发生了，阿加莎的名字随之出现在英国大大小小的报纸的头版。

她失踪了。

人们认为她的失踪源于她这段时间的不快。先是她母亲的去世。然后是阿加莎发现阿奇竟然爱着一个叫南希·内莱的年轻女人。


6
Agatha disappears

On the morning of Friday, the 3rd of December, 1926, Archie left Styles and went to stay with some friends for the weekend. Nancy Neele was also staying at this house for the weekend. Perhaps Agatha knew this, perhaps she didn't—we can't be sure.

Nobody knows what Agatha was thinking, late that dark winter evening. Rosalind, now seven years old, was in bed. The Christies' two housemaids were in the kitchen. But we know this. At about eleven o'clock that evening, Agatha went out and drove away in her car.

She did not return home that night.

*　　*　　*

On Saturday morning, a woman arrived by taxi at the Hydro Hotel in Harrogate, Yorkshire. The Hydro was one of Harrogate's biggest and best hotels, near the centre of the town.

'Can I have a room, please?' the woman asked. She was carrying a small suitcase, and she looked very tired.

'Yes, of course,' said the man behind the hotel desk. 'There's a nice room on the first floor—room number five. It has hot and cold water, and the cost is seven pounds for a week.'

'Thank you, that will be all right,' said the woman.

'What name, please?' asked the man.

'Mrs Teresa Neele,' said the woman with the suitcase.

*　　*　　*

Also on that cold Saturday morning in December, a fifteen-year-old boy was walking beside a lake called the Silent Pool. This was at a place called Newlands Corner, about fourteen miles from Sunningdale. The boy's name was George Best.

Suddenly, George saw a car. It was off the road, down by the lake, but the lights were on.

'That's strange,' he thought. 'Why is that car down there, and why are the lights on?' And he went to have a better look.

The car was empty, but the driver's door was open. George looked inside. He saw a coat, and an open suitcase. Half-out of the suitcase were three dresses, some shoes—and some papers with the name 'Mrs Agatha Christie' on them.

George quickly went to find a policeman.

*　　*　　*

The newspapers were soon full of the story, and Agatha's picture was on the front pages. Where was the detective-story writer? Was she dead? Was she murdered? Did she kill herself?

 The Daily News wanted answers to these questions, and said, on December the 7th, that it would give ￡100 to the first person with the answers. By the next weekend, hundreds of policemen and thousands of people were looking for her.

'Did your wife ever talk about disappearing?' a  Daily Mail reporter asked Archie.

'Yes,' said Archie. 'She once told her sister, "I could disappear any time I wanted to. I would plan it carefully, and nobody would find me." Perhaps this happened. Or perhaps she's ill and can't remember who she is.'

The police asked Archie lots of questions, watched his house, and followed him to his office.

'They think I've murdered Agatha,' he told a friend.

*　　*　　*

The woman at the Hydro Hotel had breakfast in her room each morning, and sat quietly reading in the hotel sitting-room in the afternoons. She said 'Good morning' and 'Good afternoon' to other people in the hotel, and seemed worried because there were no letters for her.

But one of the chambermaids went to see Mrs Taylor, the wife of the hotel manager.

'Mrs Neele looks like the woman in the Daily Mail picture,' said the chambermaid. 'You know the one—Agatha Christie!'

Mrs Taylor spoke to her husband about it, but they decided to say nothing. They did not want any trouble at the hotel.

But two more people at the Hydro Hotel were also looking carefully at 'Mrs Teresa Neele'.

Bob Tappin and Bob Leeming played music in the hotel each evening, and both of them watched the quiet woman in the corner of the room—and began to think.

'I'm sure that Neele woman is Agatha Christie,' Bob Tappin said to his friend one evening.

'I think you're right,' Bob Leeming agreed. 'What shall we do about it?'

And the next day they went to the police.

The police immediately told Agatha's husband, and Archie Christie arrived at the Hydro Hotel at 6.45pm on Tuesday, the 14th of December. When his wife walked out of the sitting-room, Archie saw her and went up to her.

'Hello, Agatha,' he said.

She looked at him carefully, but did not seem sure who he was. 'Hello,' she said.

*　　*　　*

The hotel was soon full of newspaper reporters.

Archie told them later, 'I don't think that my wife knows who she is. She doesn't know me, and she doesn't know where she is.'

He and Agatha left the hotel the next day. There were reporters everywhere. They followed the Christies to the railway station, trying to get pictures of the frightened Agatha, who was hiding her face behind her hands. She looked thin and her face was white.

And in London, hundreds of people were waiting at King's Cross Station for the train from Harrogate. Everyone wanted to see the 'woman of mystery' and her husband. Their lives now seemed to be like something out of one of her detective stories.

Archie helped the silent, frightened Agatha through the crowd. Reporters shouted questions at them and took pictures, but neither Archie nor Agatha said a word.

And for the rest of her life, Agatha never again spoke about Harrogate, the Hydro Hotel, or 'Teresa Neele'. But what  really happened that night after she left Styles? Why did she leave her car? How did she get to Harrogate? It was always a mystery.

It still is.



housemaid n. woman servant in a house, esp. one who cleans rooms, etc. （尤指清扫房间等的）女仆，女佣人。

suitcase n. case with flat sides, used for carrying clothes, etc. when travelling. 手提衣箱；小提箱。

be full of be filled with. 满的，充满……的。

look for search for or try to find sb./sth. 寻找或寻求某人（某物）。

reporter n. person who reports news for the media. 记者；新闻通讯员。

chambermaid n. woman whose job is cleaning and tidying bedrooms, usu. in a hotel. 以打扫和整理卧室为工作的妇女（通常指旅馆中的）；女服务员；女侍。

in the corner of the room 在屋角。

crowd n. huge number of people gathered together in the open. 人群。


6．阿加莎失踪了

1926年12月3日，星期五，阿奇在上午离开了斯泰尔斯，去和一些朋友过周末。南希·内莱也在那里。阿加莎或许知道这些，或许不知道——我们不得而知。

没人知道在那个漆黑的冬夜阿加莎在想些什么。七岁的罗莎琳德已经睡了。克里斯蒂家的两个女佣在厨房里。但我们所知道的是，那天晚上大概11点钟，阿加莎走出房门，驾车离去。

那晚她没有回家。

*　　*　　*

星期六早晨，一个女人乘坐出租车来到位于约克郡哈罗盖特的海卓旅馆。海卓是哈罗盖特最大、最好的旅馆，在镇中心附近。

“请给我开个房间好吗？”那个女人说。她带着一个小小的衣箱，看上去非常疲惫。

“好，当然可以，”宾馆前台后面的服务员说，“二楼有一个很好的房间——五号房。冷热水都有，每星期七英镑。”

“谢谢你，这就可以了。”那女人说。

“请问您的名字？”服务员问。

“特里萨·内莱夫人。”带着衣箱的女人答道。

*　　*　　*

同样是在那个12月寒气袭人的星期六早晨，一个15岁的男孩儿正沿着一个叫静塘的湖走着。这个地方名叫纽兰兹·科纳，离森尼达尔14英里。男孩儿名叫乔治·贝斯特。

突然，乔治看见了一辆汽车。它停在路边，车头倾向湖边，但车灯依然亮着。

“真奇怪，”他想，“这辆车为什么停在那儿，车灯怎么还亮着呢？”他走过去想看个仔细。

车里没人，驾驶员那边的车门敞开着。乔治向里瞧了瞧，看见一件大衣和一个打开了的衣箱。箱子内外散落着三件连衣裙，几只鞋——还有几张写着“阿加莎·克里斯蒂夫人”的纸。
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乔治飞快地跑去叫警察。

*　　*　　*

很快报纸上满篇都是这件事的报道，头版上还有阿加莎的照片。这个侦探小说家在哪里？她死了吗？被谋杀了吗？还是自杀了？

《每日新闻》想找到这些问题的答案，12月7日，它声称谁先找到答案谁就可以赢得100英镑。到了下一个周末的时候，成百上千的警察和成千上万的人都在寻找她。

“你的妻子有没有提起过失踪？”《每日邮报》的记者问阿奇。

“提起过，”阿奇说，“她曾经对她姐姐说：'我什么时候想失踪就会失踪。我会有很周密的计划，没人找得到我。'可能这真的发生了。或者她可能是病了，记不得自己是谁了。”

警方问了阿奇很多问题，监视他的房子，并跟踪他到办公室。

“他们认为是我谋杀了阿加莎。”他对一个朋友说。

*　　*　　*

住在海卓旅馆的那个女人每天在她的房间里用早餐，下午坐在旅馆大厅里静静地看书。她对旅馆里的其他人都说“早上好”和“下午好”，因为没有收到来信而显得有些焦虑。

旅馆的一个女服务员找到旅馆经理的妻子泰勒夫人。

“内莱夫人看起来很像是《每日邮报》照片上的那个女人，”这个女服务员说，“您知道的——阿加莎·克里斯蒂！”
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泰勒夫人和丈夫说了这件事，为了不给旅馆带来麻烦，他们决定暂不声张。

但是在海卓旅馆里还有两个人在仔细打量着这位“特里萨·内莱夫人”。

鲍勃·塔平和鲍勃·利明每晚都在旅馆里演奏音乐，他们都看见了那个安安静静坐在屋子角落里的女人——并开始琢磨。

“我肯定那个叫内莱的女人是阿加莎·克里斯蒂，”一天晚上鲍勃·塔平对他的伙伴说。

“我想你是对的，”鲍勃·利明表示赞同，“我们该怎么办呢？”

第二天他们去了警察局。

警方立即通知了阿加莎的丈夫，阿奇·克里斯蒂在12月14日星期二的下午6:45赶到了海卓旅馆。当他的妻子走出大厅时，阿奇看到了她并迎上前去。

“你好，阿加莎。”他说。

她认真地打量着他，却不敢肯定这是谁。“你好。”她说。

*　　*　　*

旅馆里很快就挤满了报社记者。

后来阿奇对他们说：“我想我妻子不知道自己是谁。她不认得我，也不知道自己身在何处。”

第二天他和阿加莎离开了旅馆。到处都是记者，他们跟随克里斯蒂夫妇到了火车站，想拍下阿加莎受惊吓的照片，阿加莎只好用手捂住自己的脸。她看上去很消瘦，脸色苍白。
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在伦敦，有成百上千个人在金斯克罗斯火车站等待从哈罗盖特开来的火车。大家都想目睹一下这位“神秘女人”和她丈夫的风采。他们的生活现在看起来就像她的侦探小说里的某些情节。

阿奇保护着沉默惊恐的阿加莎穿过人群。记者们边冲他们大声地提问边拍摄照片，阿奇和阿加莎均保持缄默。

阿加莎有生之年再也没有谈起过哈罗盖特、海卓旅馆或是特里萨·内莱。在她离开斯泰尔斯的那天晚上究竟发生了什么事？她为什么丢下了汽车？她又是如何到的哈罗盖特？这些都将永远成为不解之谜。

至今如此。


7
A young archaeologist

During the first weeks of 1927, Agatha went to stay with Madge and her husband in Cheadle, near Manchester. Archie stayed at Styles, but he wanted to marry Nancy Neele, and he asked Agatha for a divorce. At first she would not agree, but at last she said yes, and they were divorced in April 1928. Rosalind lived with Agatha.

'I don't want to use the name "Christie" again,' Agatha told her publishers. 'I will think of another name to use.'

'But you can't change it now,' they said. 'Your readers know "Agatha Christie"—that's why they buy your books. If you change your name, nobody will know who you are!'

In the end, Agatha agreed to keep the name Christie, but she was not happy about it. But William Collins was right. Thousands of people in England (and America) were reading Agatha's books now.

Then, in the autumn of 1928, Agatha decided to visit the West Indies. Rosalind was at school, and Agatha wanted a holiday in the sun, so she got tickets for a ship to Jamaica.

Two days before she left England, Agatha went to dinner with some friends. During the evening, she talked to some people who were just back from Baghdad, in Iraq. Their names were Commander and Mrs Howe.

'People always say that Baghdad is a terrible place,' said Mrs Howe. 'But we loved it.'

She went on talking about the city, and Agatha listened with great interest. She soon decided that she wanted to see Baghdad for herself.

'How do you get there?' she said. 'By sea?'

'You can go by train,' said Mrs Howe. 'On the Orient Express.'

'The Orient Express!' said Agatha. 'I've always wanted to ride on that famous train. I'll go to Baghdad, not the West Indies!'

The Howes were very helpful and wrote down the names of interesting places for Agatha to visit. 'And you must go to Ur,' Commander Howe said.

Next day, Agatha changed her tickets for the West Indies for tickets to Istanbul by the Orient Express, and then on across the desert to Baghdad.

It was an exciting journey for her, travelling alone for the first time. And later it gave her the idea for another of her most famous books—Murder on the Orient Express.

While she was staying in Baghdad, she remembered Commander Howe's words, 'You must go to Ur.'

Archaeology was something that interested Agatha very much, and Leonard Woolley, the archaeologist, and his wife were working at Ur.

Katherine Woolley was very happy to meet Agatha.

'I love your books!' she told Agatha. 'I've just finished reading The Murder of Roger Ackroyd. It was wonderful!'

Agatha became the Woolleys' special visitor. She loved Ur, and she loved watching the archaeologists. It was slow, tiring work, and they had to dig very carefully. Sometimes they found nothing for hours, and sometimes they found old pots or knives. It was always exciting when one of the workers found something that was thousands of years old.

'You must come back again another year,' Katherine Woolley said.

So Agatha did. She went out in March 1930, the week before the Woolleys planned to come back to England. The plan was that Agatha could travel back with them through Syria and Greece.

A young archaeologist called Max Mallowan was working with the Woolleys. He was twenty-five years old, and a quiet young man.

'I've told Max to show you Nejef and Kerbala,' Katherine Woolley told Agatha. 'Nejef is the holy city of the dead, and Kerbala has a wonderful mosque. When we leave here and go to Baghdad, he'll take you there. You can see Nippur on the way.'

'Oh, but doesn't Max want to go to Baghdad with you?' said Agatha. 'He will have friends to see there before he goes home to England.'

'Oh no,' said Katherine. 'Max will be pleased to take you.'

The young archaeologist  was pleased to take Agatha. He liked her immediately, and Agatha liked him. They talked and laughed and enjoyed every minute of their time together.

They met the Woolleys in Baghdad, and the four of them travelled to Greece together. But when they got to their hotel in Athens, there were seven telegrams waiting for Agatha. They all said the same thing. Rosalind was ill. Agatha must come home quickly.

'I'll go with you, Agatha,' said Max.

'Oh, thank you, Max,' said Agatha. 'But haven't you got plans to—?'

'I've changed my plans,' said Max, quietly. 'I'm coming with you, Agatha.'

So they travelled home together. When they arrived, they found that Rosalind was much better, so that was one happy ending. Soon, there was another.

Agatha was fourteen years older than Max, but during the journey home Max decided to ask her an important question. And when they were back in England, he asked Agatha to marry him.

They were married on the 11th of September, 1930, in Edinburgh, in Scotland.

*　　*　　*

1930 was also the year when Agatha's other famous detective first appeared — in The Murder at the Vicarage. Her name was Miss Jane Marple—a little old woman who lived in the quiet English village of St Mary Mead. Miss Marple looked like somebody's grandmother, a nice kind woman who enjoyed cooking and gardening. But she also had very good eyes and ears. She saw, heard, and remembered everything—names, faces, the times of trains and buses, the colour of a shirt, the sound of a door shutting. And she always found out the name of the murderer before the police did.

Readers loved the Miss Marple stories, and she was soon as popular as Hercule Poirot. But was she a real person? Where did the idea for the character come from?

'Where? I can never remember,' Agatha always said.



archaeologist n. expert in the study of ancient civilizations by scientific analysis of physical remains found in the ground. 考古学家。

divorce n. legal ending of a marriage. 离婚；离异。

commander n. person who commands. 指挥官；司令；队长。

orient n. countries of the East (e.g. Japan, China). 东方国家（如日本、中国）。

express n. fast train that stops at few stations. 快车。

across prep. from one side to the other side of (sth.). 从（某物）的一边到另一边；横过（某物）。

pot n. round vessel made of earthenware, metal, etc. for cooking things in. （烹任用的）锅。

holy adj. regarded as sacred; consecrated. 视为神圣的；神圣化的。

mosque n. building in which Muslims worship. 清真寺。

telegram n. message sent by telegraph and then delivered in written or printed form. 电报。

gardening n. cultivating of gardens. 园艺。


7．年轻的考古学家

1927年最初的几个星期，阿加莎和马奇以及她的丈夫一起住在曼彻斯特附近的奇德尔，阿奇则住在斯泰尔斯，但他想和南希·内莱结婚，并向阿加莎提出离婚。起初她并不同意，不过后来还是同意了，于是1928年4月他们离婚了。罗莎琳德与阿加莎住在一起。

“我不想再用'克里斯蒂'这个名字了。”阿加莎告诉她的出版商们，“我要另换一个。”

“但是现在你不能改，”他们说，“你的读者们知道'阿加莎·克里斯蒂'，所以才会买你的书。如果你改了名字，没人会知道你是谁！”

阿加莎最终同意继续使用克里斯蒂这个名字，但是她很不高兴。不过威廉·柯林斯公司是对的，因为此时英国（和美国）有成千上万的人在读阿加莎的书。

1928年秋天，阿加莎决定去西印度群岛旅行。罗莎琳德住在学校，并且阿加莎想要度一个阳光绚烂的假期，于是她买了去牙买加的船票。

还有两天就要离开伦敦的时候，阿加莎和一些朋友吃晚饭。整个晚上她都在和两个刚刚从伊拉克的巴格达归来的人聊天，他们是豪司令及夫人。

“人们总是说巴格达是个恐怖的地方。”豪夫人说，“可我们很喜欢那儿。”

她继续聊着那座城市，阿加莎饶有兴致地听着。很快她便决定要去亲眼看一看巴格达。

“您怎么到那儿去呢？”她问，“乘船吗？”

“您可以坐火车去，”豪夫人回答，“坐东方快车。”
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“东方快车！”阿加莎说，“我一直想乘一次那列有名的火车。我要去巴格达，不去西印度群岛了！”

豪夫妇很热心地给阿加莎写下了那些要参观的名胜古迹的名字。“您一定要去乌尔。”豪司令说。

第二天，阿加莎把去西印度群岛的船票换成了乘东方快车去伊斯坦布尔的车票，然后从那里穿越沙漠到达巴格达。

对她而言，这是一次很让人兴奋的旅行，因为这是她首次独自出行。后来这次旅行赋予了她写出她另外一部名作的灵感——《东方快车谋杀案》。

在巴格达逗留期间，她想起了豪司令说过的话：“您一定要去乌尔。”

阿加莎对考古学极其感兴趣，而且当时考古学家伦纳德·伍利和他的妻子正在乌尔工作。

凯瑟琳·伍利非常高兴能见到阿加莎。

“我很喜欢您的书！”她告诉阿加莎。“我刚刚读完《罗杰·阿克罗伊德命案》，写得棒极了！”

阿加莎成了伍利夫妇的贵宾。她喜欢乌尔，也喜欢看考古学家们工作。这种工作缓慢而辛苦，并且他们挖掘时必须非常小心。有时候一连几个小时他们一无所获，有时候他们则可以发现一些旧锅或刀子。而某个考古工作者发现了有几千年历史的东西的时候，总是很让人兴奋的时刻。

“以后你一定要再来。”凯瑟琳·伍利说。

阿加莎做到了。她于1930年3月出发，也就是伍利夫妇准备回英国前的一个星期。之所以这样安排，为的是阿加莎能够和他们一同途经叙利亚和希腊返回。

和伍利夫妇一起工作的有一个名叫马克斯·马洛温的年轻考古学家。他25岁，是个性格温和的年轻人。

“我已经告诉马克斯让他带你去奈寨和克尔巴拉，”凯瑟琳·伍利对阿加莎说，“奈寨是亡灵的圣地，而在克尔巴拉有一个很漂亮的清真寺。他会在我们动身去巴格达的时候带你去那儿。路上你还可以顺便去尼普尔。”

“哦，可是难道马克斯不想和你们一起去巴格达吗？”阿加莎问道，“回英国之前他肯定要去那儿看望朋友。”

“哦，不，”凯瑟琳说，“马克斯会很高兴带你去的。”

那个年轻的考古学家的确很高兴带阿加莎去玩。他立刻喜欢上了她，而且阿加莎也喜欢他。他们又说又笑，在一起的每分每秒都很快乐。
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他们与伍利夫妇在巴格达会合，然后四个人一起去了希腊。然而当他们到达在雅典的旅馆时，已经有七封电报等着阿加莎了。电报都是同样的内容——罗莎琳德病了，阿加莎必须尽快赶回去。

“阿加莎，我陪你回去。”马克斯说。

“哦，谢谢你，马克斯，”阿加莎说，“可是你不是计划去——？”

“我已经改变了我的计划，”马克斯平静地说，“阿加莎，我要和你一起回去。”

于是他们一起回了家。赶到家时，发现罗莎琳德已经好多了，那是一个圆满结局。很快，又有了另外一个。

阿加莎比马克斯大14岁，但在回英国的途中马克斯决定问她一个很重要的问题。回到英国后，他便向阿加莎求婚了。

1930年9月11日，他们在苏格兰的爱丁堡结婚了。

*　　*　　*

也是在1930年，阿加莎的另一位名探在《牧师家的谋杀案》中首次登场了。她就是简·马普尔小姐——一位住在宁静的英国乡村圣·玛丽米德的小个子老太太。马普尔小姐看上去就像是谁的祖母，一个和蔼可亲、喜欢烹饪和园艺的老太太。可是她有着非常锐利的眼睛和极其灵敏的听觉。她能够看见、听到并且记住一切——姓名、面孔、火车和汽车的时间、衬衣的颜色、关门的声音。她总是能在警方之前找出凶手。
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读者们非常喜欢马普尔小姐的故事，很快她便变得和赫尔克里·波洛一样受欢迎了。可她是不是一个真实的人呢？这个人物的灵感又是从哪里得来的呢？

“哪里？我记不得了。”阿加莎总是这么说。


8
Dame Agatha

For the next twenty-five years, Agatha went with Max on all his archaeological journeys. She loved travelling, and those were the happiest years of her life. It was a good time for writing, too.

'It's nice and quiet,' Agatha always said. 'There's no telephone!'

And visiting these interesting places gave her ideas for some of her best books—Death on the Nile,  Appointment with Death,  Murder in Mesopotamia,  They Came to Baghdad.She was now one of the most popular detective-story writers in the world.

One of the many people who enjoyed her books was Queen Mary, the mother of the King of England. One day, in 1946, Agatha had a letter from the British Broadcasting Corporation in London.

'They want me to write a play for Queen Mary's 80th birthday!' she told Max. 'A play for the radio.'

'Then you must do it,' said Max.

Agatha's play for radio was called Three Blind Mice. Later, she wrote the play again, for a London theatre. This time it was much longer, and she gave it a new name: The Mousetrap.

It is a very famous play. It opened in 1952, and has been in one or other of the London theatres ever since then. In 1997, 45 years later, people were still going to see the play.

Why? It's a very good murder mystery, of course, but there is another story about The Mousetrap, too. Every night, at the end of the play, one of the actors talks to the people in the theatre, and says, 'Please don't tell your friends who did the murder in this play. They must come to the theatre and see the play themselves!'

And everybody keeps the secret of the murderer's name—and so more and more people go to see the play.

*　　*　　*

In 1971, Queen Elizabeth made Agatha a Dame of the British Empire—a very high honour for a woman in Britain.

But why was Agatha Christie so famous? Perhaps it is because she was a wonderful story-teller. She planned her murder mysteries very carefully, putting a clue here, a clue there. And they are clever clues, so it is not easy to guess the name of the murderer. Who did it? We want to know, and by the end of the book, everything falls tidily into place—and we have the answer. And of course the stories are not really about murder and death—they are puzzles, with comfortable endings, because it is pleasing to read that the detective always catches the criminal. For an hour or two, we can escape from real life, which is often neither tidy nor comfortable.

Agatha Christie died on the 12th of January, 1976. During her life, she wrote sixty-seven detective novels, ten books of short stories, thirteen plays, six novels that were not about crime (using the name 'Mary Westmacott'), and two books about her life. Many films were made from her books; the most famous one is Murder on the Orient Express, made in 1974.

Today, millions of her books, in more than forty different languages, are still sold in every country of the world, from China to Nicaragua. Agatha Christie was, perhaps, the greatest detective-story writer of all time—a woman of mystery, both in books and in life.



broadcasting n. sending out programmes on radio or television. （无线电或电视节目）广播。

corporation n. business company. 公司。

mousetrap n. trap for catching mice. 捕鼠器。

honour n. reputation for greatness, good behaviour, truth fulness, etc. 荣誉；名誉；信誉。

tidily adv. arranged neatly and in order. 安排或排列整齐地。

fall into place (of a set of facts or series of events) begin to make sense in relationship to each other. （指一系列事实或事件）开始有头绪。

puzzle n. question that is difficult to understand or answer; mystery. 难题；谜一般的事物。

criminal n. person who commits a crime or crimes. 犯人；罪犯。


8．阿加莎女爵士

后来的25年里，马克斯每次的考古之旅都有阿加莎陪伴。她喜欢旅行，那些年是她一生中最快乐的时光，同样也是写作的一段黄金时间。

“多么美好宁静啊，”阿加莎总是这样说，“没有电话！”

游览那些名胜古迹赋予她的灵感促成了她最优秀的几本书的创作——《尼罗河上的惨案》、《死亡约会》、《美索不达米亚谋杀案》和《他们来到巴格达》。她成为世界上最受欢迎的侦探小说家之一。

她众多的忠实读者之一便是英国国王的母亲，玛丽王后。1946年的一天，阿加莎接到了伦敦英国广播公司的一封信。

“他们想让我为玛丽王后的80岁生日写一个剧本！”她告诉马克斯，“一个广播剧。”

“那你必须写了。”马克斯说。

阿加莎的广播剧名叫《三只盲鼠》。后来她又为伦敦一家剧院改写了这个剧本，把它的时间加长了很多，并且取了一个新名字：《老鼠夹》。
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这个剧本非常有名。它于1952年开演，从那以后总有一家或几家伦敦剧院里在上演这部剧。1997年，在它首演45年后，人们依然去看这部剧。

为什么呢？当然这是一个写得很好的神秘谋杀案，可是关于《老鼠夹》这部剧还有另外一个故事。每晚，在剧末都会有一个演员对剧场里的观众说：“请不要告诉您的朋友们剧中的凶手是谁。他们必须亲自来剧院观看！”

大家都保守住了凶手是谁的秘密，于是就有越来越多的人来观看这部剧了。

*　　*　　*

1971年，伊丽莎白女王册封阿加莎为英国女爵士——一个对英国女人来说非常高的荣誉。
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但是阿加莎·克里斯蒂的名气为什么这么大呢？可能因为她是一名很棒的小说家。她总是这一条线索、那一条线索地非常巧妙地布置这些神秘的谋杀案，并且这些线索都极其隐秘，所以不易猜出凶手是谁。我们想知道是谁干的，却一直要到书末，一切都水落石出的时候，才能找到答案。当然这些故事不只是关于谋杀和死亡——它们是一些谜团，有着令人满意的结局，因为人们总是很高兴看到侦探能抓获罪犯。就在那么一两个小时里，我们可以暂时逃离既不井井有条又不让人满意的现实生活。

阿加莎·克里斯蒂于1976年1月12日去世。她一生中写过67部侦探小说，10本短篇小说集，13个剧本，6部非犯罪题材的小说（以“玛丽·韦斯特马科特”这个名字出版的），还有两部自传。她的书被拍成多部电影，最著名的是1974年拍摄的《东方快车谋杀案》。

如今，她的书被译成40多种不同的文字，从中国到尼加拉瓜，在世界上每一个国家都可以买得到，销售量达千百万册。阿加莎·克里斯蒂或许将永远是一位侦探小说巨匠——一个在书中、生活中同样神秘的女人。


ACTIVITIES
Before Reading

1．Read the introduction on the book. How much do you know now about Agatha Christie and her books?

Tick one box for each sentence.

1) Agatha Christie's books are love stories.

YES □／NO □

2) Her books are read all over the world.

YES □／NO □

3) One of her famous detectives is a woman.

YES □／NO □

4) Hercule Poirot is a Frenchman.

YES □／NO □

5) Agatha Christie had four husbands.

YES □／NO □

6) There are many films of her stories.

YES □／NO □

2．What is the mystery in Agatha Christie's life? Can you guess? Choose one of these ideas.

1) For years she lives alone in a big house and never sees or talks to anybody.

2) She helps to find a real murderer, but nobody knows how she did it.

3) She disappears for some weeks and nobody ever finds out what happened to her.

4) Somebody tries to murder her, but she never tells anybody about it.


ACTIVITIES
While Reading

1．Read Chapters 1 and 2, and answer these questions.

1) Why did Agatha's mother tell Agatha to write a story?

2) What happened to Agatha's first story?

3) Why did Agatha go to London when she was eighteen?

4) What did Agatha do in Cairo?

5) How did Agatha get to know Reggie Lucy?

6) Why did Agatha and Reggie have to wait before they got married?

2．Before you read Chapter 3, can you guess the answer to this question?

When Reggie comes home again, will Agatha marry him?

3．Read Chapters 3 and 4. Who said, thought, or wrote these words? Who or what were the words about?

1) 'No, I don't think so. Not a hotel.'

2) 'I've already told Reggie that I'll marry him.'

3) 'Don't worry about it. I understand.'

4) 'There's a war on. Who knows what will happen? Be happy while you can.'

5) 'You couldn't do it. They're very difficult to do.'

6) 'He'll be a very clever, very tidy little man.'

7) 'Go away somewhere nice and quiet, and take it with you.'

8) 'But you will need to change the last chapter.'

4．Read Chapters 5 and 6. Choose the best question-word for these questions, and then answer them.

 What/Why

1) ...did Agatha begin writing another book?

2) ...was the detective Hercule Poirot like?

3) ...did people talk about The Murder of Roger Ackroyd?

4) ...did people think that Agatha disappeared?

5) ...happened at eleven o'clock on 3rd December,1926?

6) ...did George Best find in a car at Newlands Corner?

7) ...were people at the Hydro Hotel in Harrogate so interested in Mrs Teresa Neele?

8) ...really happened on the night that Agatha Christie left Styles?

5．Before you read Chapters 7 and 8, can you guess which of these sentences are true?

1) Agatha and Archie decide to stay married.

2) Archie is murdered.

3) Agatha meets and marries another man.

4) Agatha spends a lot of her time travelling.

5) Agatha is famous, but unhappy, for the rest of her life.


ACTIVITIES
After Reading

1．Here is a passage about Agatha Christie, but it is full of mistakes. Can you find and correct them?

Agatha Christie was a famous writer of ghost stories. She was born in 1890, was married three times, and had two sons. She met her third husband, Max Mallowan, in Scotland. He was a well-known photographer, who spent a lot of time travelling, but Agatha always stayed at home.

Agatha Christie wrote nearly two hundred books. The famous detectives in her plays are called Mr Hercule Marple and Miss Jane Poirot. Two of her best-known titles are the play The Murder of Archie Ackroyd, and the novel The Mousetrap, which you can still hear on the radio today.

2．You are a reporter in 1926, and Agatha Christie has agreed to answer five questions about her disappearance. Which questions will you ask? Choose five from the list below.

1) Why did you go away without telling anybody?

2) Were you feeling ill before you went away?

3) Did you know who you were?

4) Why did you leave your car at Newlands Corner?

5) How did you get to Harrogate?

6) Why did you choose the Hydro Hotel?

7) Why did you call yourself 'Mrs Teresa Neele'?

8) Are you in love with another man, and did you go away to meet him secretly?

9) The police thought you were dead, and your husband was the murderer. What do you say about that?

10) Your name is in every newspaper, and now more people will buy your books. Is that why you disappeared?

How did Agatha answer your five questions? Think of possible answers and write a report for the newspaper.

3．The police ask Archie a lot of questions after Agatha disappears. Complete their conversation (use as many words as you like).

POLICE:

Were ______?

ARCHIE:

NO, I wasn't. I was away, staying with friends.

POLICE:

And why ______?

ARCHIE:

She didn't want to. She didn't know these friends.

POLICE:

So did ______?

ARCHIE:

She didn't say she had any plans.

POLICE:

Mr Christie, where do you think ______?

ARCHIE:

I don't know. I just don't know.

POLICE:

Mm. Are ______?

ARCHIE:

Yes. Well, er...we're as happy as most husbands and wives.

POLICE:

I see. Tell me, Mr Christie, do ______?

ARCHIE:

Yes, of course I want her to come home!

4．Find the eighteen words hidden in this word search, and draw lines through them. Words go from left to right, and from top to bottom. All the words are four letters or more, and many letters are used more than once.
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Now write down all the letters that don't have lines through them (begin at the top and go across each line to the end). You will have twenty-four letters, which will make five words.

1) What are the five words?

2) What two things are these five words used for?

3) How is a short fat Belgian with a moustache connected with these words?

4) How did the last three of the five words begin to change Agatha Christie's life?

5．Here are titles of five Agatha Christie books. Can you match each title with one of the story descriptions below?

 The Moving Finger/Death on the Nile/Murder is Easy/At Bertram's Hotel/Murder on the Orient Express

1) There have been several murders in Miss Pinkerton's village. Luke tells Miss Pinkerton that it's hard to kill a lot of people. 'The police always find out,' he says. 'Oh no,' says Miss Pinkerton, 'it's not difficult at all...'

2) A famous train is stopped in the snow somewhere in Europe, and a man is found murdered in his bed. One of the passengers is the murderer—but which one?

3) Hercule Poirot is on holiday in Egypt, on a boat on one of the world's most famous rivers. But one of the other passengers, Linnet Ridgeway, tells him, 'I'm afraid...'

4) Someone is writing unkind letters to people living in the little town of Lymstock. Who is it? But the letters are only the beginning of the mystery. Soon someone dies.

5) A train is robbed... someone disappears... someone is shot. What is going on at Miss Marple's favourite hotel?

6．What do you think about detective stories, in books or in films? Complete these sentences with your own ideas.

1) I enjoy detective stories because ______.

2) I prefer detective stories which ______.

3) I like detectives who ______.
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内容简介

是什么使一座城市异于另一座城市呢？是建筑、气候还是人？城市是由人塑造成的，要想了解一个城市，就必须要了解那个城市的人，了解他们的喜与悲以及他们日常生活的点点滴滴。

20世纪初期，在纽约生活的是怎样一群人呢？现在的纽约人和一百年前有没有不同？岁月流逝，城市越来越大，新的建筑拔地而起，旧的建筑倒下，大大小小的汽车取代了马车，时尚也在变化，但人没有变。这些故事里的纽约人各不相同，但不论是流浪者还是律师，他们的希望同样重要；不论是女招待还是女演员，她们的爱情也同样动人。而且我们可以看到，尽管时光飞逝，人们的希望、担忧和梦想并没有改变。


O. Henry's Short Stories

What makes one city different from another city? Is it the buildings, the weather, the people? It is the people who make a city, and to know a city, you must know its people. You must know what makes them laugh and cry, know the small details of their everyday lives.




What kind of people lived in New York at the beginning of the twentieth century? Are New Yorkers different now from a hundred years ago? Cities grow bigger with the years, new buildings are put up and old buildings are pulled down, horses are replaced by cars and buses, fashions change. But people do not change. The New Yorkers in these stories are very different from each other, but the hopes of a tramp are as important as the hopes of a lawyer; the love of a waitress is as exciting as the love of an actress. And we see that people's hopes and fears and dreams do not change with the years.
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1
The Christmas Presents

One dollar and eighty-seven cents. That was all. Every day, when she went to the shops, she spent very little money. She bought the cheapest meat, the cheapest vegetables. And when she was tired, she still walked round and round the shops to find the cheapest food. She saved every cent possible.

Della counted the money again. There was no mistake. One dollar and eighty-seven cents. That was all. And the next day was Christmas.

She couldn't do anything about it. She could only sit down and cry. So she sat there, in the poor little room, and she cried.

Della lived in this poor little room, in New York, with her husband, James Dillingham Young. They also had a bedroom, and a kitchen and a bathroom — all poor little rooms. James Dillingham Young was lucky, because he had a job, but it was not a good job. These rooms took most of his money. Della tried to find work, but times were bad, and there was no work for her. But when Mr James Dillingham Young came home to his rooms, Mrs James Dillingham Young called him 'Jim' and put her arms round him. And that was good.

Della stopped crying and she washed her face. She stood by the window, and looked out at a grey cat on a grey wall in the grey road. Tomorrow was Christmas Day, and she had only one dollar and eighty-seven cents to buy Jim a Christmas present. Her Jim. She wanted very much to buy him something really fine, something to show how much she loved him.
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Suddenly, Della turned round and ran over to look in the glass on the wall. Her eyes were bright.

Now, the James Dillingham Youngs had two very special things. One was Jim's gold watch. It once belonged to his father, and, before that, to his grandfather. The other special thing was Della's hair.

Quickly, Della let down her beautiful, long hair. It fell down her back, and it was almost like a coat around her. Then she put her hair up again, quickly. For a second or two she stood still, and cried a little.

Then she put on her old brown coat, and her old brown hat, turned, and left the room. She went downstairs and out into the road, and her eyes were bright.

She walked along by the shops, and stopped when she came to a door with 'Madame Eloise — Hair' on it. Inside there was a fat woman. She did not look like an 'Eloise'.

'Will you buy my hair?' Della asked.

'I buy hair,' Madame replied. 'Take your hat off, then, and show me your hair.'

The beautiful brown hair fell down.
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'Twenty dollars,' Madame said, and she touched the hair with her hand.

'Quick! Cut it off! Give me the money!' Della said. The next two hours went quickly. Della was happy because she was looking round the shops for Jim's present.

At last she found it. It was a gold chain for The Watch. Jim loved his watch, but it had no chain. When Della saw this gold chain, she knew immediately that it was right for Jim. She must have it.

The shop took twenty-one dollars from her for it, and she hurried home with the eighty-seven cents.

When she arrived there, she looked at her very short hair in the glass. 'What can I do with it?' she thought. For the next half an hour she was very busy.

Then she looked again in the glass. Her hair was now in very small curls all over her head. 'Oh, dear. I look like a schoolgirl!' she said to herself. 'What's Jim going to say when he sees me?'

At seven o'clock the dinner was nearly ready and Della was waiting. 'Oh, I hope he thinks that I'm still beautiful!' she thought.

The door opened and Jim came in and closed it. He looked very thin and he needed a new coat. His eyes were on Della. She could not understand the look on his face, and she was afraid. He was not angry or surprised. He just watched her, with that strange look on his face.
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Della ran to him.

'Jim,' she cried. 'Don't look at me like that. I sold my hair because I wanted to give you a present. It will soon be long again. I had to do it, Jim. Say "Happy Christmas", please. I have a wonderful present for you!'

'You've cut off your hair?' asked Jim.

'Yes. I cut it off and sold it,' Della said. 'But don't you love me any more, Jim? I'm still me.'

Jim looked round the room.

'You say your hair has gone?' he said, almost stupidly.

'Yes. I told you. Because I love you! Shall I get the dinner now, Jim?'

Suddenly Jim put his arms round his Della. Then he took something from his pocket and put it on the table.

'I love you, Della,' he said. 'It doesn't matter if your hair is short or long. But if you open that, you'll see why I was unhappy at first.'

Excited, Della pulled off the paper. Then she gave a little scream of happiness. But a second later there were cries of unhappiness.

Because there were The Combs — the combs for her beautiful hair. When she first saw these combs in the shop window, she wanted them. They were beautiful combs, expensive combs, and now they were her combs. But she no longer had her hair!

Della picked them up and held them. Her eyes were full of love.

'But my hair will soon be long again, Jim.'

And then Della remembered. She jumped up and cried, 'Oh! Oh!' She ran to get Jim's beautiful present, and she held it out to him.

'Isn't it lovely, Jim? I looked everywhere for it. Now you'll want to look at your watch a hundred times a day. Give it to me! Give me your watch, Jim! Let's see it with its new chain.'

But Jim did not do this. He sat down, put his hands behind his head, and he smiled.

'Della,' he said. 'Let's keep our presents for a time. They're so nice. You see, I sold the watch to get the money to buy your combs. And now, let's have dinner.'

And this was the story of two young people who were very much in love.



cheap adj. low in price and good value for money 廉价的，便宜的

save v. to keep something for future use, not to spend 节省，储存

possible adj. that can exist, happen, or to be done 可能的

times n. a period of time 时期

special adj. not common, usual or general 特殊的，特别的

belong to to be the properly of somebody 属于

touch v. to press lightly with the hand 轻触，轻碰

chain n. a lot of very small metal rings joined together 链子

curl n. a little ring of hair 发卷

look n. the way of looking 表情

stupidly adv. foolishly 愚蠢地，傻乎乎地

scream n. a loud cry or noise 尖叫

comb n. a piece of metal or wood with long teeth which women use to put up their long hair 发梳

pick up to take something in the hand 拿起，拣起

lovely adj. very nice, beautiful 可爱的，漂亮的


1．圣诞礼物

1块8毛7分钱。就这么多。她每天去商店都尽量少花钱，买最便宜的肉、最便宜的蔬菜。即便是累了，她还是在商店里一圈又一圈地转悠，寻找最便宜的食品。已经是能省一分就省一分了。

德拉又把钱数了一遍。没错，就是1块8毛7分钱。就这些。可明天就是圣诞节了。

她无计可施，只有坐下来哭了。于是她坐了下来，在这破破烂烂的小屋子里哭了起来。

德拉和丈夫詹姆斯·迪林厄姆·扬住在纽约这所破烂的小屋子里。他们还有一间卧室、一间厨房和一个卫生间——都是又小又差的房间。詹姆斯·迪林厄姆·扬很幸运，因为他有一份工作，不过不是什么好工作。他挣的大部分钱都花在这所小屋子的租金上了。德拉努力地找过工作，但世道太糟，她没找到工作。不过每当詹姆斯·迪林厄姆·扬先生回家时，詹姆斯·迪林厄姆·扬太太都会叫他“吉姆”，并拥抱他。这还是幸福的。

德拉不哭了，洗了洗脸。她站在窗口望出去，灰色的路上有一堵灰色的墙，墙上有只灰色的猫。明天就是圣诞节了，可她只有1块8毛7分钱给吉姆买圣诞礼物。她的吉姆！她非常想给他买件不错的礼物，一件能代表她有多爱他的礼物。

突然，德拉转身跑到墙上的镜子前。她的眼前一亮。

詹姆斯·迪林厄姆·扬夫妇有两样非同寻常的东西。一样是吉姆的金表。那表过去属于他父亲，再之前是他祖父的。另一样就是德拉的头发。

德拉飞快地放下她那美丽的长发。长发滑落到背上，几乎像一件上衣一样裹着她。然后她又迅速地把头发挽起来。有那么一会儿，她愣愣地站在那儿。轻轻地哭泣。

然后她穿上了那件旧的棕色大衣，戴上了棕色的旧帽子，转身出了家门。她跑下楼去，来到街上，眼中闪着光。

她沿着商店一路走着，在一家门上写着“埃洛伊丝夫人——买卖头发”的店铺前停了下来。门里面有一个胖女人，看上去不像是“埃洛伊丝”。

“您买我的头发吗？”德拉问道。

“我买头发，”那位夫人回答道，“把帽子摘下来，让我看看你的头发。”

美丽的褐色长发垂落下来。

“20块钱。”夫人说，她摸了摸德拉的头发。

“快点！剪吧！把钱给我！”德拉说。接下来的两个小时过得太快了。德拉快乐地在商店里逛来逛去，给吉姆选礼物。

她终于找到了中意的礼物，那是一条金表链，正好配“那块表”。吉姆非常喜欢那块表，可是那表没有表链。德拉一看到这条金表链就觉得它配吉姆的表再合适不过了。她一定得把它买下来。

商店收了她21块钱，她带着剩下的8毛7分钱匆匆地回家了。

回家以后，她从镜子里打量着自己的短头发。“我该怎么打理一下呢？”她想。接下来的半个小时里，她忙成了一团。

然后她又照了照镜子。现在她满头都是小卷卷儿。“哦，天哪！我看上去像个小女生！”她自言自语道，“吉姆看到我会怎么说呢？”

7点钟，晚餐就快做好了，德拉等着吉姆回来。“哦，我希望他觉得我还是美丽的。”她想。

门开了，吉姆进来后，把门关上。他看上去非常瘦，而且需要一件新大衣。他的目光落在德拉身上。她弄不懂他的表情，有点怕了。他没生气，也不是吃惊，只是望着她，一脸古怪的神情。

德拉向他跑去。

“吉姆，”她大声说，“别这样看着我。我卖掉了头发，因为我想给你买件礼物。头发很快会再长起来的。我不得不这么做，吉姆。说‘圣诞快乐’吧，求你了。我给你准备了一样好得不得了的礼物！”

“你把头发剪啦？”吉姆问道。

“对，我把它剪了，卖了，”德拉说，“难道你不再爱我了吗，吉姆？我还是我呀。”

吉姆环视了一下屋子。

“你是说你的长头发没了？”他傻乎乎地说。

“是，我是这么说的。因为我爱你！现在我把晚饭端上来好吗，吉姆？”

突然间吉姆伸出手臂搂住了德拉。然后，他从口袋里掏出一样东西放在桌上。

“我爱你，德拉，”他说，“你的头发是长是短都没关系。可是你打开这个，就会明白我开始为什么不高兴了。”

德拉兴奋地拆开纸包。然后她快活地尖叫了一声，不过随后就难过地哭起来了。

因为纸包里是“那套梳子”——正好配她美丽长发的那套梳子。她在商店橱窗里第一次看到的时候就想要。那真是一套漂亮的梳子，贵重的梳子，现在是她的了。可她的长发已经没了！

德拉把梳子拿起来，捧在手里。她眼睛里满是柔情。

“可是我的头发很快会再长起来的，吉姆。”

然后德拉想起自己的礼物。她跳了起来，叫道：“哦，哦！”她跑去把给吉姆的漂亮礼物拿过来，递给他。

“好看吗，吉姆？我找遍了大街小巷才找到的。现在你一定想一天看一百次表了。给我，把你的表给我，吉姆！我们看看它配上新链子怎么样。”

但是吉姆没有给她。他坐下来，把手放在脑后，笑了起来。

“德拉，”他说，“我们把礼物搁一段时间吧。它们太珍贵了。你看，我卖了表，好拿钱给你买梳子。现在，我们吃饭吧。”

这就是两个彼此相爱的年轻人的故事。


2
Soapy's Choice

Soapy sat on a seat in Madison Square, New York, and looked up at the sky. A dead leaf fell onto his arm. Winter was coming, and Soapy know that he must make his plans. He moved unhappily on his seat.

He wanted three months in a nice, warm prison, with food and good friends. This was how he usually spent his winters. And now it was time, because, at night on his seat in the square, three newspapers did not keep out the cold.

So Soapy decided to go to prison, and at once began to try his first plan. It was usually easy. He ate dinner in an expensive restaurant. Then he told them he had no money and they called a policeman. Nice and easy, with no trouble.

So Soapy left his seat, and walked slowly along the street. Soon he came to a bright restaurant on Broadway. Ah! This was all right. He just had to get to a table in the restaurant and sit down. That was all, because, when he sat down, people could only see his coat and his shirt, which were not very old. Nobody could see his trousers. He thought about the meal—not too expensive, but good.

But when Soapy went into the restaurant, the waiter saw Soapy's dirty old trousers and terrible shoes.

Strong hands turned him round and helped him out into the street again.
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So now he had to think of something different. Soapy walked away from Broadway and soon he found himself on Sixth Avenue. He stopped in front of a shop window and looked at it. It was nice and bright, and everybody in the street could see him. Slowly and carefully he picked up a stone and threw it at the window. The glass broke with a loud noise. People ran round the corner and Soapy was happy, because the man in front was a policeman. Soapy did not move. He stood there with his hands in his pockets, and he smiled. 'I'll soon be in prison now,' he thought.

The policeman came up to Soapy, 'Who did that?' he asked.

'Perhaps I did,' Soapy replied.

But the policeman knew that people who break windows do not stop to talk to policemen. They run away. And just then the policeman saw another man, who was running to catch a bus. So the policeman ran after him. Soapy watched for a minute. Then he walked away. No luck again! He began to feel cross.

But on the opposite side of the road he saw a little restaurant. 'Ah, that'll be all right,' he thought, and he went in. This time nobody looked at his trousers and his shoes. He enjoyed his meal, and then he looked up at the waiter, smiled and said, 'I haven't got any money, you know. Now, call the police. And do it quickly, I'm tired!'

'No police for you!' the waiter answered. 'Hey! Jo!'

Another waiter came, and together they threw Soapy out into the cold street. Soapy lay there, very angry. With difficulty, he stood up. His nice warm prison was still far away, and Soapy was very unhappy. He felt worse because a policeman, who was standing near, laughed and walked away.

Soapy moved on, but he walked for a long time before he tried again. This time it looked easy.

A nice young woman was standing in front of a shop window. Not very far away there was also a policeman. Soapy moved nearer to the young woman. He saw that the policeman was watching him. Then he said to the young woman, with a smile, 'Why don't you come with me, my dear? I can give you a good time.'

The young woman moved away a little and looked more carefully into the shop window. Soapy looked at the policeman. Yes, he was still watching. Then he spoke to the young woman again. In a minute she would call the policeman. Soapy could almost see the prison doors. Suddenly, the young woman took hold of his arm.

'OK,' She said happily. 'If you buy me a drink. Let's go before that policeman sees us.'

And poor Soapy walked away with the young woman, who still held on to his arm. He was very unhappy.
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At the next corner he ran away from the woman. Suddenly he was afraid. 'I'm never going to get to prison,' he thought.

Slowly, he walked on and came to a street with a lot of theatres. There were a lot of people there, rich people in their best clothes. Soapy had to do something to get to prison. He did not want to spend another night on his seat in Madison Square. What could he do? Then he saw a policeman near him, so he began to sing and shout and make a lot of noise. This time they must send him to prison. But the policeman turned his back to Soapy and said to a man who was standing near, 'He's had too much to drink, but he's not dangerous. We'll leave him alone tonight.'

What was the matter with the police? Soapy was really unhappy now, but he stopped making a noise. How could he get to prison? The wind was cold, and he pulled his thin coat around him.

But, just then, inside a shop, he saw a man with an expensive umbrella. The man put his umbrella down near the door, and took out a cigarette. Soapy went into the shop, picked up the umbrella, and, slowly, he began to walk away. The man came quickly after him. 'That's my umbrella,' he said.

'Oh, is it?' Soapy replied. 'Then why don't you call a policeman? I took it, and you say it's your umbrella. Go on, then. Call a policeman! Look! There's one on the corner.'

The umbrella man looked unhappy. 'Well, you know, perhaps I've made a mistake. I took it from a restaurant this morning. If it's yours, well, I'm very sorry...'

'Of course it's my umbrella,' Soapy said.

The policeman looked at them—and the umbrella man walked away. The policeman went to help a beautiful young girl to cross the road.

Soapy was really angry now. He threw the umbrella away and said many bad things about policemen. Just because he wanted to go to prison, they did not want to send him there. He could do nothing wrong!

He began to walk back to Madison Square and home— his seat.

But on a quiet corner, Soapy suddenly stopped. Here, in the middle of the city, was a beautiful old church. Through one purple window he could see a soft light, and sweet music was coming from inside the church. The moon was high in the sky and everything was quiet. For a few seconds it was like a country church and Soapy remembered other, happier days. He thought of the days when he had a mother, and friends, and beautiful things in his life.
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Then he thought about his life now—the empty days, the dead plans. And then a wonderful thing happened. Soapy decided to change his life and be a new man. 'Tomorrow,' he said to himself, 'I'll go into town and find work. My life will be good again. I'll be somebody important. Everything will be different. I'll...'

Soapy felt a hand on his arm. He jumped and looked round quickly—into the face of a policeman!

'What are you doing here?' asked the policeman.

'Nothing,' Soapy answered.

'Then come with me,' the policeman said.

'Three months in prison,' they told Soapy the next day.



prison n. a place where people are kept locked up as a punishment 监狱

keep out not to expose somebody to something 挡住

waiter n. a man who works in a restaurant and brings food to the table 服务员

avenue n. a wide street lined with trees or tall buildings 大街，大道

throw v. to move your arm quickly to send something through the air 扔，抛

cross adj. rather angry 恼怒的

difficulty n. trouble or effort 困难，难度

almost adv. nearly 几乎，差不多

take hold of to take somebody or something in the hands 抓住，握住

run away from to escape from somebody or place 从某人处／某处逃走

dangerous adj. likely to cause danger 危险的

umbrella n. a cover on a stick that you hold over you to keep the rain off 伞

cigarette n. a roll of tobacco enclosed in thin paper for smoking 香烟

soft adj. restful and pleasant to the senses, esp. the eyes （感觉，尤指视觉上） 柔和的

empty adj. lacking emotion, interest, or purpose 空虚的

dead adj. no longer considered likely to be successful 失败的


2．索比的选择

索比坐在纽约麦迪逊广场的长椅上，望着天空。一片枯叶落在他手臂上。冬天来了，索比知道一定得早作打算了。他满腹不快地在长椅上辗转反侧。

他想找一个温暖宜人的监狱，有食物、有朋友的，去那儿过上三个月。他通常都是这么过冬的。现在又到时候了，因为入夜之后，他躺在广场的椅子上，三张报纸都已经抵挡不住寒意了。

因此索比决定进监狱，并且马上开始尝试第一套方案。通常都是很简单的。他去一家昂贵的餐馆吃上一顿，然后告诉人家自己一个钱都没有，他们就会叫警察来。妙极了，很简单，毫无问题。

于是，索比离开了长椅，慢慢地沿街走着。他很快到了百老汇大街上一家明亮的餐馆外。啊！这家还不错。他只要走进餐馆，找个桌子坐下，就好了。因为他一旦坐下，人家就只能看到他的外套和衬衫，这两样都不太旧。谁也看不到他的长裤。他想着美餐——不要太贵，可是要吃好。

可是索比走进餐馆时，服务员看见了他又脏又旧的长裤，还有破破烂烂的鞋子。

几只有力的大手把索比转了个圈儿，把他赶到了街上。

所以他还得想个别的招儿。索比走过百老汇大街，很快到了第六大道。他在一家商店外停下，看着橱窗。这儿明亮、整齐，而且街上人人都看得到他。他慢慢地、小心翼翼地捡起一块石头，照着橱窗砸去。一声巨响，玻璃碎了。人们绕过街角朝这边跑来，索比很高兴，因为跑在前面的就是一位警察。索比没有动。他站在那儿，手插在兜里，微笑着。“很快我就可以进监狱了。”他想。

警察走到索比面前问道：“谁干的？”

“也许是我。”索比回答说。

但是警察知道，砸了玻璃的人是不会等在那儿跟警察说话的。他们早跑了。就在这时，警察看到另一个人正跑着，想赶上一辆公共汽车。于是，警察就去追那个人了。索比看了一会儿，然后走开了。又不走运！他开始有点恼怒了。

不过，他在路对面看到了一家小餐馆。“啊，正好。”他想着便走了进去。这次没人看他的长裤和鞋子。他享用了晚餐，然后抬头看看服务员，微笑着说：“我一个钱也没有。明白吗？现在叫警察吧。快点儿，我累了！”

“不用叫警察！”服务员回答，“嘿！乔！”

又过来一个服务员，他们俩一起把索比扔了出去，丢在冰冷的街上。索比躺在那儿，气极了。他艰难地站了起来。他所期盼的那温暖宜人的监狱仍然遥不可及，索比沮丧极了。一个警察就站在近旁，可是他却大笑着走开了，这叫索比更为懊恼。

索比继续往前走去，但这一次他走了很久才去做再一次的尝试。这一次似乎很容易。

一位漂亮的年轻女人站在一家商店的橱窗前。离那儿不远的地方就有一个警察。索比朝那位年轻女人走近了一些。他看到警察在看着他。然后他笑咪咪地对那女人说：“跟我来吧，宝贝儿？我会叫你快活的。”

那年轻女人走开了一点儿，更认真地看着橱窗里面。索比瞧了瞧警察。没错，他还在往这边儿看。于是，他又去跟那年轻女人搭话。不消一分钟，她就会叫警察。索比几乎都看见监狱的大门了。突然，那年轻女人抱住了他的手臂。

“好啊，”她快活地说，“只要你给我买一杯喝的。我们走吧，别叫那警察看见。”

可怜的索比只好跟这个年轻女人走开了，她还抱着他的手臂不放。他感到难过极了。

到了下一个街角，他从那女人身边逃开了。刹那间，他害怕了。“我永远也进不了监狱了。”他想。

他慢慢地走着，来到一条有许多家剧院的街上。那儿有好多人，有钱人都穿着最好的衣服。索比一定得干点儿什么，好进监狱。他可不想在麦迪逊广场的长椅上再过一夜了。他能干点儿什么呢？他看到一个警察就在身边，所以开始大唱大叫，弄出许多声响来。这一次他们总得送他进监狱了吧。但是，警察背过身去，向站在近旁的一个男人说：“他喝多了，但不会有什么危险。今天晚上我们就不管他了。”

警察到底是怎么啦？索比现在真是沮丧透了。不过他不再闹腾了。怎么才能进监狱啊？风很冷，他裹紧了薄薄的外套。

但是，就在这时，他看到一家商店里有个男人拿着把昂贵的伞。那人把伞放在门口，取出一支香烟来。索比走进店里，拿起那把伞，而且，慢吞吞地，要走开了。那男人迅速跟过来。“那是我的伞。”他说。

“哦，是吗？”索比回答说，“那干吗不叫警察呢？我拿了这把伞，而且你说这是你的伞。那么去吧，叫警察来！看！街角那儿就有一个。”

伞的主人似乎很不安。“好吧，你知道，也许是我弄错了。我是今天早上从一家餐馆拿的这把伞。如果是你的，那么，我很抱歉……”

“这当然是我的伞。”索比说。

警察看着他们——伞的主人走开了。警察去帮助一位漂亮姑娘过马路去了。

索比现在恼怒至极。他把伞扔到一边，把警察骂了个够。就因为他想进监狱，而他们偏不想送他进去。他怎么都干不成坏事儿！

他开始走回麦迪逊广场——他的家——那把长椅。

但是在一个僻静的角落，索比突然停住了脚步。那儿，在城市的中心，有一座美丽的老教堂。透过一扇紫色的窗子，他看到一点柔和的光亮，教堂里传出悦耳的音乐。月亮高高地挂在天空，周遭一片宁静。有那么片刻的时间，这儿感觉很像一个乡村教堂，索比记起了从前的快乐时光。他想到过去那些日子，那时他有母亲，有朋友，还拥有生命里许多美好的东西。

然后他想到现在的生活——空虚的日子、失败的计划。于是，一件奇妙的事情发生了。索比决定改变生活，重新做人。“明天，”他对自己说，“我要进城找工作。我的生活会重新好起来的。我会成为大人物。一切都会不同。我要……”

索比感觉到一只手搭在他臂上。他跳了起来，迅速回头看去——看到了一张警察的脸！

“你在这儿干什么？”警察问道。

“什么也没干。”索比回答。

“那么跟我走吧。”警察说。

“监禁三个月。”第二天，他们对索比说。


3
A Walk in Amnesia

That morning my wife and I said our usual goodbyes. She left her second cup of tea, and she followed me to the front door. She did this every day. She took from my coat a hair which was not there, and she told me to be careful. She always did this. I closed the door, and she went back to her tea.

I am a lawyer and I work very hard. My friend, Doctor Volney, told me not to work so hard. 'You'll be ill,' he said. 'A lot of people who work too hard get very tired, and suddenly they forget who they are. They can't remember anything. It's called amnesia. You need a change and a rest.'

'But I do rest,' I replied. 'On Thursday nights my wife and I play a game of cards, and on Sundays she reads me her weekly letter from her mother.'

That morning, when I was walking to work, I thought about Doctor Volney's words. I was feeling very well, and pleased with life.




When I woke up, I was on a train and feeling very uncomfortable after a long sleep. I sat back in my seat and I tried to think. After a long time, I said to myself, 'I must have a name!' I looked in my pockets. No letter. No papers. Nothing with my name on. But I found three thousand dollars. 'I must be someone,' I thought.
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The train was crowded with men who were all very friendly. One of them came and sat next to me. 'Hi! My name's R. P. Bolder — Bolder and Son, from Missouri. You're going to the meeting in New York, of course? What's your name?'

I had to reply to him, so I said quickly, 'Edward Pinkhammer from Cornopolis, Kansas.'

He was reading a newspaper, but every few minutes he looked up from it, to talk to me. I understood from his conversation that he was a druggist, and he thought that I was a druggist, too.

'Are all these men druggists?' I asked.

'Yes, they are,' he answered. 'Like us, they're all going to the yearly meeting in New York.'

After a time, he held out his newspaper to me. 'Look at that,' he said. 'Here's another of those men who run away and then say that they have forgotten who they are. A man gets tired of his business and his family, and he wants to have a good time. He goes away somewhere and when they find him, he says that he doesn't know who he is, and that he can't remember anything.'

I took the paper and read this:

Denver, June 12th

Elwyn C. Bellford, an important lawyer in the town, left home three days ago and has not come back. Just before he left, he took out a lot of money from his bank. Nobody has seen him since that day. He is a quiet man who enjoys his work and is happily married. But Mr Bellford works very hard, and it is possible that he has amnesia.
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'But sometimes people do forget who they are, Mr Bolder,' I said.

'Oh, come on!' Mr Bolder answered. 'It's not true, you know! These men just want something more exciting in their lives—another woman, perhaps. Something different.'

We arrived in New York at about ten o'clock at night. I took a taxi to a hotel, and I wrote the name, 'Edward Pinkhammer', in the hotel book. Suddenly I felt wild and happy—I was free. A man without a name can do anything.

The young man behind the desk at the hotel looked at me a little strangely. I had no suitcase.

'I'm here for the Druggists' Meeting,' I said. 'My suitcase is lost.' I took out some money and gave it to him.

The next day I bought a suitcase and some clothes and I began to live the life of Edward Pinkhammer. I didn't try to remember who or what I was.

The next few days in Manhattan were wonderful—the theatres, the gardens, the music, the restaurants, the night life, the beautiful girls. And during this time I learned something very important—if you want to be happy, you must be free.

Sometimes I went to quiet, expensive restaurants with soft music. Sometimes I went on the river in boats full of noisy young men and their girlfriends. And then there was Broadway, with its theatres and bright lights.

One afternoon I was going back into my hotel when a fat man came and stood in front of me.

'Hello, Bellford!' he cried loudly. 'What are you doing in New York? Is Mrs B. with you?'

'I'm sorry, but you're making a mistake, sir,' I said coldly. 'My name is Pinkhammer. Please excuse me.'

The man moved away, in surprise, and I walked over to the desk. Behind me, the man said something about a telephone.

'Give me my bill,' I said to the man behind the desk, 'and bring down my suitcase in half an hour.'

That afternoon I moved to a quiet little hotel on Fifth Avenue.

One afternoon, in one of my favourite restaurants on Broadway, I was going to my table when somebody pulled my arm.

'Mr Bellford,' a sweet voice cried.

I turned quickly and saw a woman who was sitting alone. She was about thirty and she had very beautiful eyes.

'How can you walk past me like that?' she said. 'Didn't you know me?'

I sat down at her table. Her hair was a beautiful redgold colour.

[image: alt]

'Are you sure you know me?' I asked.

'No.' She smiled. 'I never really knew you.'

'Well, my name is Edward Pinkhammer,' I said, 'and I'm from Kansas.'

'So, you haven't brought Mrs Bellford with you, then,' she said, and she laughed. 'You haven't changed much in fifteen years, Elwyn.'

Her wonderful eyes looked carefully at my face.

'No,' she said quietly, 'you haven't forgotten. I told you that you could never forget.'

'I'm sorry,' I answered, 'but that's the trouble. I have forgotten. I've forgotten everything.'

She laughed. 'Did you know that I married six months after you did? It was in all the newspapers.' She was silent for a minute. Then she looked up at me again. 'Tell me one thing, Elwyn,' she said softly. 'Since that night fifteen years ago, can you touch, smell, or look at white roses—and not think of me?'

'I can only say that I don't remember any of this,' I said carefully. 'I'm very sorry.' I tried to look away from her.

She smiled and stood up to leave. Then she held out her hand to me, and I took it for a second. 'Oh yes, you remember,' she said, with a sweet, unhappy smile.
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'Goodbye, Elwyn Bellford.'

That night I went to the theatre and when I returned to my hotel, a quiet man in dark clothes was waiting for me.

'Mr Pinkhammer,' he said, 'can I speak with you for a minute? There's a room here.'

I followed him into a small room. A man and a woman were there. The woman was still beautiful, but her face was unhappy and tired. I liked everything about her. The man, who was about forty, came to meet me.

'Bellford,' he said, 'I'm happy to see you again. I told you that you were working too hard. Now you can come home with us. You'll soon be all right.'

'My name', I said, 'is Edward Pinkhammer. I've never seen you before in my life.'

The woman cried out, 'Oh, Elwyn! Elwyn! I'm your wife!' She put her arms round me, but I pushed them away.

'Oh, Doctor Volney! What is the matter with him?' the woman cried.

'Go to your room,' the doctor said to her. 'He'll soon be well again.'

The woman left, and so did the man in the dark clothes. The man who was a doctor turned to me and said quietly, 'Listen. Your name is not Edward Pinkhammer.'

'I know that,' I replied, 'but a man must have a name. Why not Pinkhammer?'

'Your name', the doctor said, 'is Elwyn Bellford. You are one of the best lawyers in Denver—and that woman is your wife.'

'She's a very fine woman,' I said, after a minute. 'I love the colour of her hair.'

'She's a very good wife,' the doctor replied. 'When you left two weeks ago, she was very unhappy. Then we had a telephone call from a man who saw you in a hotel here.'

'I think I remember him,' I said. 'He called me "Bellford". Excuse me, but who are you?'

'I'm Bobby Volney. I've been your friend for twenty years, and your doctor for fifteen years. Elwyn, try to remember.'

'You say you're a doctor,' I said. 'How can I get better? Does amnesia go slowly or suddenly?'

'Sometimes slowly. Sometimes suddenly.'

'Will you help me, Doctor Volney?' I asked.

'Old friend,' he said, 'I'll do everything possible.'

'Very well. And if you're my doctor, you can't tell anybody what I say.'

'Of course not,' Doctor Volney answered.

I stood up. There were some white roses on the table. I went over to the table, picked up the roses and threw them far out of the window. Then I sat down again.

'I think it will be best, Bobby,' I said, 'to get better suddenly. I'm a little tired of it all now. Go and bring my wife Marian in now. But, oh, Doctor,' I said with a happy smile. 'Oh, my good old friend—it was wonderful!'



lawyer n. a person whose business is to advise people about laws and to represent them in court 律师

cards n. a set of 52 cards used to play games 扑克，纸牌

sit back to rest one's back in a comfortable chair 向后靠着坐

crowded adj. completely full 拥挤的

druggist n. a person who makes and sells medicines 药剂师

get tired of to have had enough of 对……感到厌烦

exciting adj. causing great interest 令人激动的，令人兴奋的

wild adj. full of strong feelings 兴奋的

alone adv. without any company 孤单地，独自地

soon adv. quickly 很快地

cry out to call out loudly in words 喊叫，呼喊


3．失忆症之旅

那天早上我太太和我照常说了再见。她丢下第二杯茶，随我到了大门口。她天天如此。她从我大衣上摘下一根头发——其实那儿并没头发——而且叮嘱我当心点儿。她老是这样。我关上门，她就回去喝她的茶了。

我是律师，工作非常勤奋。我的朋友沃尔尼医生告诉过我别那么卖命。“你会生病的，”他说，“好多人工作过于勤奋，都累坏了，突然之间就忘了自己是谁。他们什么都记不起来了。这叫失忆症。你需要点儿变化，休息一下。”

“可我是休息了呀，”我回答道，“每礼拜四晚上我太太和我打扑克牌，每个礼拜天她还给我读她妈妈每周写来的家信。”

那天早上，我走在上班的路上，想起了沃尔尼医生的话。我感觉良好，对生活很满意。




我醒来的时候，是在一列火车上，感觉睡了很久，非常不舒服。我靠坐在座位上，努力地思索着。想了很久，我对自己说：“我一定有名字的！”我看看口袋里，没有信，没有文件，没有任何写着我名字的东西。但我发现了3,000块钱。“我一定是什么人。”我想。

火车里挤满了人，都很友好。其中一个人挨着我坐下了：“嗨！我叫R.P.博尔德，博尔德父子公司的，从密苏里来。您是去纽约开那个会的，是吧？您叫什么名字？”

我不得不回答他，所以迅速地说道：“爱德华·平客哈默，从堪萨斯州的科诺伯利斯来。”

他在看报，不过每隔几分钟就抬头跟我说几句话。我从他的言谈中了解到，他是药剂师，并且认为我也是。

“这些人都是药剂师吗？”我问。

“对，都是，”他答道，“像我们一样．都是去纽约开那个年会的。”

过了一会儿，他把报纸递给我。“看看这个，”他说，“又有一个出走的人，说不记得自己是谁了。男人厌倦了工作和家庭，想过得快活点儿。他跑到某个地方去，人们找到他时，他说不知道自己是谁，什么都记不起来了。”

我接过报纸，读到了这一段：

丹佛，6月12日

埃尔温·C.贝尔福德，本城重要律师，三日前离家，至今未归。离家之前刚从银行提取大量现金。自当日起，无人再见过他。他生性安静，热爱工作，婚姻幸福。但是，贝尔福德先生工作过于勤奋，有可能患了失忆症。

“不过，有时候人是会忘掉自己是谁的，博尔德先生。”我说。

“啊，算了吧！”博尔德先生答道，“您要知道，不是这样的！这些男人不过是想给生活添点儿刺激——找别的女人什么的。找点儿不一样的东西。”

我们大约是晚上10点钟到了纽约。我乘出租车到了一家酒店，在登记簿上写下姓名“爱德华·平客哈默”。突然之间，我觉得激动又快活——我自由了。一个人连名字都没有，想干什么都成啊。

酒店前台的年轻人有点儿奇怪地看着我。我没有行李。

“我是来开‘药剂师大会’的，”我说，“我的行李丢了。”我拿出一些钱来交给他。

第二天，我买了个行李箱，还有一些衣物，开始以爱德华·平客哈默的名义生活。我并没有想法子去回忆自己到底是谁，是干什么的。

接下来在曼哈顿的一段日子真是妙极了——剧院、花园、音乐、餐馆、夜生活，还有漂亮姑娘。而且在这段时间里，我悟到了很重要的一点——要想快活，就得自由才行。

有时候我会去安静而豪华的餐馆，听听轻音乐。有时候我乘船在河上游玩，船上满是闹哄哄的带着女朋友的年轻人。再有就是会去百老汇，那里剧院众多，灯火通明。

一天下午，我刚回到酒店，一个胖胖的男人跑过来，在我面前站住了。

“您好，贝尔福德！”他大声叫道，“您在纽约干什么？贝尔福德太太跟您一起来了吗？”

“抱歉，您弄错了，先生，”我冷冷地说，“我叫平客哈默。请原谅。”

那人走开了，惊讶不已。我走到前台，那个人在我背后讲了些关于电话的事情。

“给我账单，”我对前台的人说，“半小时之内把我的行李取下来。”

那天下午我搬到了一家安静的小酒店，在第五大道上。

一天下午，在百老汇我最钟爱的一家餐馆里，当我往桌子那儿走的时候，有人拉住了我的手臂。

“贝尔福德先生。”一个甜美的声音叫道。

我迅速转过身来，看到一个女人独自坐着。她大约三十岁，长着一双美丽的眼睛。

“你怎么能就这么从我身边走过了呢？”她说，“不认识我了么？”

我在她的桌旁坐下。她的头发是美丽的红金色。

“您确信您认识我？”我问。

“不，”她微微一笑，“我从来不曾真的认识过你。”

“好吧，我叫爱德华·平客哈默，”我说，“我是堪萨斯人。”

“那么说，您没带贝尔福德太太一起来喽，”她说着笑了起来，“十五年了，你没怎么变呢，埃尔温。”

她那动人的眼睛仔细端详着我的脸。

“不，”她轻轻地说，“你没有忘。我跟你说过，你永远都忘不了的。”

“抱歉，”我答道，“不过问题在于，我已经忘了。我什么都忘掉了。”

她笑起来。“你知道吗？你结婚六个月之后我也结婚了。报上都登了。”她沉默了一分钟，然后又抬头看着我。“告诉我一件事，埃尔温，”她柔声说，“从十五年前的那个晚上之后，你能在触摸、闻到，或是看到白玫瑰时而不想到我吗？”

“我只能说我什么都记不得了，”我谨慎地说，“非常抱歉。”我努力不去看她。

她微笑着起身要走，然后伸出一只手给我，我握了一秒钟。“哦，是的，你想起来了。”她说，笑容甜美，殊无欢意。

“再见，埃尔温·贝尔福德。”

那天晚上我去看戏，回到酒店的时候，一位温和的黑衣男人在等我。

“平客哈默先生，”他说，“我能跟您谈一分钟吗？这边有个房间。”

我随他进了一个小房间。那儿有一男一女。女的依然很美，可是愁容满面，一脸疲惫。她周身上下我都喜欢。那位男的约有四十许，起来迎接我。

“贝尔福德，”他说，“我很高兴再次见到你。我跟你说过，你勤奋得过了头。现在你可以跟我们回家了。你很快会好起来的。”

“我的名字是爱德华·平客哈默。我有生以来从没见过你。”我说道。

那位女士喊道：“哦，埃尔温！埃尔温！我是你的妻子！”她伸出双臂搂住我，但我把她的手推开了。

“哦，沃尔尼医生！他这是怎么啦？”那女士叫道。

“您回房间去吧，”医生对她说，“他很快会好起来的。”

那位女士走了，黑衣男人也走了。那位医生转过身冲着我平静地说：“听着，你的名字不是爱德华·平客哈默。”

“我知道，”我回答说，“但是人总得有个名字。为什么不能叫平客哈默？”

“你的名字，”那医生说，“是埃尔温·贝尔福德。你是丹佛最好的律师之一——而那位女士是你的妻子。”

“她是个漂亮女人，”我停了一分钟说，“我喜欢她头发的颜色。”

“她是个好妻子，”医生回答说，“你两个礼拜前离开，她难过极了。后来我们接到一个电话，是一个男人打来的，说在此地的一家酒店看到了你。”

“我想我记得他，”我说，“他叫我‘贝尔福德’。请原谅，可你是谁？”

“我是博比·沃尔尼。我是你二十年的老朋友，给你当了十五年的医生。埃尔温，试着回忆一下吧。”

“你说你是医生，”我说，“我怎么才能好起来呢？失忆症是慢慢康复，还是突然好转的？”

“有时很慢，有时突然就好了。”

“沃尔尼医生，你会帮助我吗？”我问。

“老朋友，”他说。“我会竭尽全力的。”

“很好。而且如果你是我的医生，你不能把我的话告诉任何人。”

“当然不会。”沃尔尼医生答道。

我站了起来。桌上有些白玫瑰。我走到桌前，抄起玫瑰，从窗口远远地扔出去。然后我重新坐下来。

“我想最好是，博比，”我说，“突然好起来吧。现在我对这一切有点厌倦了。现在去叫我妻子玛丽安进来吧。不过，哦，医生，”我开心地笑着说，“啊，我的老朋友，这真是太妙了！”


4
Tildy's Moment
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Bogle's Family Restaurant on Eighth Avenue is not a famous place, but if you need a large cheap meal, then Bogle's is the place for you. There are twelve tables in the room, six on each side. Bogle himself sits at the desk by the door and takes the money. There are also two waitresses and a Voice. The Voice comes from the kitchen.

At the time of my story, one of the waitresses was called Aileen. She was tall, beautiful and full of life. The name of the other waitress was Tildy. She was small, fat and was not beautiful.

Most of the people who came to eat at Bogle's were men, and they loved the beautiful Aileen. They were happy to wait a long time for their meals because they could look at her. Aileen knew how to hold a conversation with twelve people and work hard at the same time. And all the men wanted to take Aileen dancing or give her presents. One gave her a gold ring and one gave her a little dog.

And poor Tildy?

In the busy, noisy restaurant men's eyes did not follow Tildy. Nobody laughed and talked with her. Nobody asked her to go dancing, and nobody gave her presents. She was a good waitress, but when she stood by the tables, the men looked round her to see Aileen.

But Tildy was happy to work with no thanks, she was happy to see the men with Aileen, she was happy to know that the men loved Aileen. She was Aileen's friend. But deep inside, she, too, wanted a man to love her.

Tildy listened to all Aileen's stories. One day Aileen came in with a black eye. A man hit her because she did not want to kiss him. 'How wonderful to have a black eye for love!' Tildy thought.

One of the men who came to Bogle's was a young man called Mr Seeders. He was a small, thin man, and he worked in an office. He knew that Aileen was not interested in him, so he sat at one of Tildy's tables, said nothing, and ate his fish.

One day when Mr Seeders came in for his meal, he drank too much beer. He finished his fish, got up, put his arm round Tildy, kissed her loudly, and walked out of the restaurant.
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For a few seconds Tildy just stood there. Then Aileen said to her, 'Why, Tildy! You bad girl! I must watch you. I don't want to lose my men to you!'

Suddenly Tildy's world changed. She understood now that men could like her and want her as much as Aileen. She, Tildy, could have a love-life, too. Her eyes were bright, and her face was pink. She wanted to tell everybody her secret. When the restaurant was quiet, she went and stood by Bogle's desk.

'Do you know what a man in the restaurant did to me today?' she said. 'He put his arm round me and he kissed me!'

'Really!' Bogle answered. This was good for business. 'Next week you'll get a dollar a week more.'

And when, in the evening. the restaurant was busy again, Tildy put down the food on the tables and said quietly, 'Do you know what a man in the restaurant did to me today? He put his arm round me and kissed me!'

Some of the men in the restaurant were surprised; some of them said, 'Well done!' Men began to smile and say nice things to her. Tildy was very happy. Love was now possible in her grey life.

For two days Mr Seeders did not come again, and in that time Tildy was a different woman. She wore bright clothes, did her hair differently, and she looked taller and thinner. Now she was a real woman because someone loved her. She felt excited, and a little afraid. What would Mr Seeders do the next time he came in?

At four o'clock in the afternoon of the third day, Mr Seeders came in. There were no people at the tables, and Aileen and Tildy were working at the back of the restaurant. Mr Seeders walked up to them.

Tildy looked at him, and she could not speak. Mr Seeders' face was very red, and he looked uncomfortable.

'Miss Tildy,' he said, 'I want to say that I'm sorry for what I did to you a few days ago. It was the drink, you see. I didn't know what I was doing. I'm very sorry.'
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And Mr Seeders left.

But Tildy ran into the kitchen, and she began to cry. She could not stop crying. She was no longer beautiful. No man loved her. No man wanted her. The kiss meant nothing to Mr Seeders. Tildy did not like him very much, but the kiss was important to her — and now there was nothing.

But she still had her friend, and Aileen put her arm round Tildy. Aileen did not really understand, but she said, 'Don't be unhappy, Tildy. That little Seeders has got a face like a dead potato! He's nothing. A real man never says sorry!'



waitress n. a woman who works in a restaurant and brings food to the table 女服务员

hit v. to strike with a blow 打

watch v. to look at, be careful about 看着，注意

secret n. fact that is not known by others 秘密

business n. buying and selling 买卖，生意

wear v. to have something on one's body 穿着

mean n. to represent or express (a meaning)  意味着


4．提尔蒂的一时风光

第八大道上的博格尔家庭餐馆不是什么有名的地方，不过如果您需要一顿份量十足的便宜饭菜，来这里就对了。店里有十二张桌子，一边六张。博格尔自己坐在门口的桌子那儿收钱。还有两个女服务员，一个“广播”，声音是从厨房传来的。

我这个故事发生的时候，那两个服务员有一个叫艾琳。她身材高挑，很漂亮，充满活力。另一个叫提尔蒂，矮个儿，胖乎乎的，不漂亮。

来博格尔餐馆吃饭的大多是男人，他们都爱漂亮的艾琳。虽然要等很久饭菜才上桌，可他们还是高高兴兴的，因为这样可以看艾琳。艾琳知道如何应付跟十二个人聊天儿，同时还能努力工作。所有的男人都想带艾琳去跳舞，或是送她礼物。有人送了她一枚金戒指，还有人送给她一只小狗。

不过可怜的提尔蒂呢？

在忙乱嘈杂的餐馆里，男人的眼睛可没跟着提尔蒂。没人冲她笑、跟她搭话。没人请她跳舞，也没人送她礼物。她做服务员是把好手，可是她站在男人桌边的时候，人家的眼睛总是绕过她去看艾琳。

不过提尔蒂听不到“谢谢”也干得挺高兴的。看到男人们和艾琳在一起，知道他们爱艾琳，她都挺高兴的。她是艾琳的朋友。不过在内心深处，她也渴望着有人来爱她。

提尔蒂听艾琳讲过所有的故事。一天，艾琳来上班的时候，有一边眼圈发黑。有个男人打了她，因为她不愿意吻他。“因为爱而挂上个黑眼圈，这多美妙啊！”提尔蒂想。

有个年轻人也常来博格尔餐馆，他叫席德斯。他个儿不高，瘦瘦的，在一家公司上班。他知道艾琳对他没意思，所以坐在了提尔蒂负责的桌子上，什么也不说，吃他的鱼。

一天，席德斯先生来吃饭的时候啤酒喝得太多了。他吃完那份鱼，站了起来，伸手搂住提尔蒂，响亮地吻了她一下，就走出了餐馆。

有那么几秒钟的时间，提尔蒂愣在那儿。然后艾琳对她说：“哎呀，提尔蒂！你这坏丫头！我该看着你的。我可不想让你抢了我的人！”

提尔蒂的世界突然间变了。她现在知道，也有男人喜欢她、想要她，就像对艾琳一样。她，提尔蒂，也会有爱情生活了。她眼睛发亮，脸颊红扑扑的。她想把自己的秘密告诉所有人。餐馆安静下来以后，她去站在了博格尔先生的桌前。

“您知道今天店里有个男人对我干了什么吗？”她说，“他搂住我，亲了我一下儿！”

“真的？”博格尔应道。这可对生意有好处。“下礼拜开始，你每个礼拜的工资加一块钱。”

到了晚上，餐馆又忙了起来。提尔蒂把饭菜送到桌上，总会悄悄地说：“您知道今天店里有个男人对我干了什么吗？他搂住我，亲了我一下儿！”

有些客人很惊讶；还有人说：“干得好！”男人们开始冲着她笑了，跟她说些甜言蜜语。提尔蒂快活极了。现在她灰色的生活里也有爱情了。

两天了，席德斯先生没有再来。不过这段时间里，提尔蒂完全换了个人。她穿上了鲜艳的衣服，换了发型，看上去也高了点儿、瘦了点儿。现在她成了真正的女人，因为有人爱她。她激动不已，还有点儿怕。席德斯先生下次来的时候，会干点儿什么呢？

第三天的下午4点钟，席德斯先生走了进来。还没人来吃饭，艾琳和提尔蒂都在餐馆后边儿干活儿。席德斯先生走到她们面前。

提尔蒂看看他，说不出话来。席德斯先生的脸红得厉害，似乎很不自在。

“提尔蒂小姐，”他说，“我想为几天前的事儿道个歉。您知道，那都是因为喝多了。我都不知道自己在干什么。很抱歉。”

然后，席德斯先生走了。

可是提尔蒂跑到厨房，哭了起来，哭得止不住。她不再漂亮了。没有男人爱她。没人想要她。那个吻对席德斯先生来说什么也不算。提尔蒂并不是那么喜欢他，但那个吻对她很重要——但现在什么都没了。

好在她还有朋友。艾琳搂着提尔蒂。艾琳不太明白究竟是怎么回事儿，可还是说：“别难过了，提尔蒂。席德斯那么矮，脸还像个干土豆！他算什么啊。真正的男人可从不说抱歉！”


5
The Memento
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The window of Miss D'Armande's room looked out onto Broadway and its theatres. But Lynette D'Armande turned her chair round and sat with her back to Broadway. She was an actress, and needed the Broadway theatres, but Broadway did not need her.

She was staying in the Hotel Thalia. Actors go there to rest for the summer and then try to get work for the autumn when the little theatres open again. Miss D'Armande's room in this hotel was a small one, but in it there were many mementoes of her days in the theatre, and there were also pictures of some of her best friends. She looked at one of these pictures now, and smiled at it.

'I'd like to know where Lee is now,' she said to herself.

She was looking at a picture of Miss Rosalie Ray, a very beautiful young woman. In the picture, Miss Ray was wearing a very short skirt and she was sitting on a swing. Every night in the theatre she went high in the air on her swing, over the heads of all the people. When she did this, all the men in the theatre got very excited and stood up. This was because, when her long beautiful legs were high in the air, her yellow garter flew off and fell down to the men below. She did this every evening, and every evening a hundred hands went up to catch the garter. She did other things. She sang, she danced, but when she got onto her swing, all the men stood up. Miss Ray did not have to try very hard to find work in the theatre.

After two years of this, Miss D'Armande remembered, Miss Ray suddenly left the theatre and went to live in the country.

And seventeen minutes after Miss D'Armande said, 'I'd like to know where Lee is now', somebody knocked on the door.

It was, of course, Rosalie Ray.

'Come in,' Miss D'Armandc called, and Miss Ray came in. Yes, it was Rosalie. She took off her hat, and Miss D'Armande could see that she looked very tired and unhappy.

'I've got the room above you,' Rosalie said. 'They told me at the desk downstairs that you were here.'

'I've been here since the end of April,' Lynnette replied. 'I begin work again next week, out in a small town. But you left the theatre three months ago, Lee. Why are you here?'

'I'll tell you, Lynn, but give me a drink first.' Miss D'Armande passed a bottle to her friend.

'Ah, that's good!' said Rosalie. 'My first drink for three months.' Yes, Lynn, I left the theatre because I was tired of the life, and because I was tired of men—well, the men who come to the theatre. You know we have to fight them off all the time. They're animals! They ask you to go out with them, they buy you a drink or two—and then they think that they can do what they want! It's terrible! And we work hard, we get very little money for it, we wait to get to the top—and it never happens. But most of all, I left because of the men.
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'Well, I saved two hundred dollars and when summer came, I left the theatre and went to a little village by the sea on Long Island. I planned to stay there for the summer, and then learn how to be a better actress.'

'But there was another person who was staying in the same house—the Reverend Arthur Lyle. Yes, Lynn, a man of the church! When I saw him for the first time, I fell in love with him at once. He was a fine man and he had a wonderful voice!

'Well, it's only a short story, Lynn. A month later we decided to marry. We planned to live in a little house near the church, with lots of flowers and animals.

'No, I didn't tell him that I was an actress. I wanted to forget it and to put that life behind me.

'Oh, I was happy! I went to church, I helped the women in the village. Arthur and I went for long walks— and that little village was the best place in the world. I wanted to live there for ever...
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'But one morning, the old woman who worked in the house began to talk about Arthur. She thought that he was wonderful, too. But then she told me that Arthur was in love once before, and that it ended unhappily. She said that, in his desk, he kept a memento — something which belonged to the girl. Sometimes he took it out and looked at it. But she didn't know what it was — and his desk was locked.

'That afternoon I asked him about it.'

'"Ida," he said, (of course, I used my real name there) "it was before I knew you, and I never met her. It was different from my love for you."'

'"Was she beautiful?" I asked.

'"She was very beautiful," replied Arthur.

'"Did you see her often?"

'"About ten times," he said.

'"And this memento—did she send it to you?"

'"It came to me from her," he said.

'"Why did you never meet her?" I asked.

'"She was far above me," he answered. "But, Ida, it's finished. You're not angry, are you?"

'"Why, no. I love you ten times more than before." And I did, Lynn. Can you understand that? What a beautiful love that was! He never met her, never spoke to her, but he loved her, and wanted nothing from her. He was different from other men, I thought — a really good man!

'About four o'clock that afternoon, Arthur had to go out. The door of his room was open, his desk was unlocked, and I decided to look at this memento. I opened the desk and slowly I took out the box and opened it.'

'I took one look at that memento, and then I went to my room and packed my suitcase. My wonderful Arthur, this really good man, was no different from all the other men!'

'But, Lee, what was in the box?' Miss D'Armande asked.

'It was one of my yellow garters!' cried Miss Ray.



actress n. a woman who works in a theatre, and acts, sings or dances 女演员

swing n. a seat on the end of two long ropes, which moves backwards and forwards through the air 秋千

garter n. something worn by women round the top of the leg (not usually seen because it is under the skirt)  吊袜带

flow off to fall loosely and freely 松掉，滑下

country n. land away from town and cities 乡下，农村

knock n. to make a noise by striking something 敲

Reverend n. a name given to a man of the church 牧师（尊称）

fall in love with to begin to love somebody very much 爱上……

above prep. higher in position, importance, etc.  高于……

pack v. to put something into a suitcase 收拾（行李）


5．纪念品

从达曼德小姐的房间望出去，就是百老汇和那里的众多剧院。可是琳内特·达曼德把椅子转过来，背朝百老汇坐着。她是演员，需要百老汇剧院这个舞台，可是百老汇不需要她。

她暂住在塔利亚酒店里。演员们都上这儿来歇夏，然后等秋季到了，小剧院重新开张，再去设法找工作。达曼德小姐在这儿住的房间不大，可有很多她在剧院时的纪念品，还有一些好朋友的照片。她现在正微笑地看着其中的一张照片。

“真想知道现在莉在哪儿。”她自言自语道。

她看的是罗莎莉·雷小姐的照片，她是个非常漂亮的年轻女人。照片里的雷小姐穿着一条极短的裙子，坐在秋千上。在剧院里时，她每天晚上都把秋千荡得高高的，飞过所有人的头顶。她荡秋千的时候，剧院里所有的男人都兴奋不已，站起身来。这是因为她漂亮的长腿会在空中飞得高高的，黄色的吊袜带也会松掉，落在底下的男人身上。她每天晚上都这么干，每天晚上都有上百双手举着去抓那吊袜带。她还干别的，唱歌、跳舞，但是她一上秋千，所有的男人就都站起来了。雷小姐不用太费力，就能在剧院找到工作。

达曼德小姐记得，这么干了两年，雷小姐突然离开剧院，到乡下过日子去了。

就在达曼德小姐对自己说完“真想知道现在莉在哪儿”十七分钟后，有人敲门。

当然，来的正是罗莎莉·雷。

“进来。”达曼德小姐招呼着，雷小姐进来了。对，就是罗莎莉。她摘下帽子，达曼德小姐看得出，她疲惫不堪，闷闷不乐。

“我就住你楼上，”罗莎莉说，“楼下前台的人告诉我你在这儿。”

“我从四月底就在这儿，”琳内特答道，“我下礼拜开始工作，去一个小镇上。可你不是三个月前离开了么，莉？怎么又回来了？”

“我会告诉你的，琳恩，先让我喝一杯再说。”达曼德小姐递给朋友一瓶酒。

“啊，好极了！”罗莎莉说，“这是我三个月来头一次喝酒。”确实，琳恩，我是离开了剧院，因为我厌倦了这种生活，厌倦了男人——哼，那些到剧院来的男人。你知道，我们一天到晚得想法子甩开他们。他们全是禽兽！他们请你出去，给你买上一两杯酒，然后就以为可以想干嘛干嘛了！真讨厌透了！我们辛辛苦苫，挣不了几个钱．一心巴望着爬上去——哪有那回事儿！不过说到底，我离开还是因为男人。

“噢，我存了两百块，等到夏天，我就离开了剧院，到了长岛海边上的一个小村子里。我打算在那儿过完夏天，然后学学怎么做个更好的演员。”

“可是那儿还有个人，跟我住同一家旅馆——阿瑟·莱尔牧师。”是的，琳恩，他是在教堂工作的！我第一次见他，就立刻爱上了他。他很帅，声音也很动听！

“哎，这个故事不长，琳恩。一个月之后，我们决定结婚。我们打算找个小房子住，就在教堂边上，多种花，多养点儿动物。”

“不，我没告诉他我曾是演员。我希望忘掉这些，把这段生活全抛开。”

“哦，我开心极了！我去教堂，去帮助村里的女人。”阿瑟和我一起长时间地散步，那小村子是世界上最好的地方。我想在那儿一直过到老……

“可是有一天早上，在家里帮工的老太太谈起了阿瑟。她也觉得他很好，可她后来告诉我，阿瑟原来恋爱过一次，结局不好。”她说，他桌子里存着一样纪念品，是原来那姑娘的。有时候他还会拿出来看看。但她不知道那到底是什么，而且他的桌子是锁着的。

“那天下午我问起他这事。”

“‘艾达，’他说，（当然，我在那里用的是真名）‘那是我认识你之前的事儿，而且我从没跟她认识过。那和我对你的爱是不一样的。’

“‘她漂亮吗？’我问。

“‘她非常漂亮。’阿瑟回答说。

“‘你常常见她吗？’

“‘大概见过十次吧。’他说。

“‘那么这个纪念品，是她送你的么’

“‘我是从她那儿得来的。’他说。

“‘那你为什么从来没跟她认识过呢？’我问。

“‘她高高在上啊。’”他答道，‘可是，艾达，这都过去了。你没生气吧？’

“‘噢，没有。我更爱你了，是以前的十倍。’我确实是这样做的，琳恩。你明白么？那是一段多美的爱情啊！他从不认识她，从没跟她说过话，但他爱她，不图回报地爱着她。他和别的男人不一样，我觉得他是个真正的好男人！

“那天下午4点钟，阿瑟得出门办事。他房间的门开着，桌子没锁。我决定看看那个纪念品。我打开桌子的抽屉，慢慢地取出盒子，打开。

“我瞧了一眼那纪念品，就跑回我自己的房间，收拾了行李。我的好阿瑟，这个真正的好男人，和其他的男人毫无分别！”

“可是，莉，那盒子里是什么？”达曼德小姐问道。

“那是我的一条黄色吊袜带！”雷小姐哭喊着说。


ACTIVITIES
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Before Reading

1．Read the introduction of the book. Are these sentences true? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) These stories are about famous people.

YES □／NO □

2) These stories are about people in New York.

YES □／NO □

3) New York today is very different from the New York in these stories.

YES □／NO □

4) The people in these stories have unusual jobs and strange lives.

YES □／NO □

2．Here are the five story titles, with a character from each story. Which of the five things below belongs to each story? Can you guess?

a secret in a desk / too much drink / a gold watch / a prison / a train ride


  
    	The Christmas Presents
    	a housewife
    	__________
  

  
    	Soapy's Choice
    	a tramp
    	__________
  

  
    	A Walk in Amnesia
    	a lawyer
    	__________
  

  
    	Tildy's Moment
    	a waitress
    	__________
  

  
    	The Memento
    	an actress
    	__________
  




ACTIVITIES
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While Reading

1．Read The Christmas Presents. Choose the best question-word for each question, and then answer them.

Why/What

1) ... did Della cry?

2) ... two special things did Jim and Della have'?

3) ... did Della sell to Madame Eloise?

4) ... did Jim buy for Della'?

5) ... couldn't Jim use his present'?

6) ... couldn't Della use her present'?

2．Read Soapy's Choice. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)? Rewrite the false ones with the correct information.

1) Soapy went into an expensive restaurant, but he didn't get a meal.

2) When Soapy broke a window, the policeman ran after him.

3) In the second restaurant, Soapy had a good meal.

4) The young woman called a policeman when Soapy spoke to her.

5) Soapy took a man's umbrella, and then gave it back.

6) In the church, Soapy decided to change his life.

7) The next day, Soapy got a job for three months.

3．Read A Walk in Amnesia. Who said this—Elwyn Bellford or Edward Pinkhammer—and who was he talking to?

1) 'But I do rest.'

2) 'Sometimes people do forget who they are.'

3) 'Are you sure you know me?'

4) 'I've never seen you before in my life.'

5) 'How can I get better?'

6) 'I'm a little tired of it all now.'

7) 'It was wonderful!'

4．Read Tildy's Moment, and then answer the questions.

1) What was Tildy like?

2) Why did all the men in Bogle's like to watch Aileen?

3) Why did Mr Seeders kiss Tildy?

4) How was Tildy different after the kiss?

5) What did Mr Seeders do the next time he came in?

6) Why did Tildy begin to cry?

5．Read The Memento. Here are some untrue sentences about this story. Change them into true sentences.

1) Miss Ray left the theatre because she was afraid of men.

2) Arthur knew that Ida was the actress Rosalie Ray.

3) Arthur kept a letter from his first love in his desk.

4) Arthur never saw Miss Ray in the theatre.

5) Miss Ray left Arthur because he was not like other men.


ACTIVITIES

[image: alt]

After Reading

1．In The Christmas Presents, perhaps Jim thought about his present for Della on his way home from work. Complete the text with these words. (Use one word in each gap.)

beautiful, because, belonged, chain, combs, do, door, face, feeling, fine, grey, home, important, long, love, must, no, opens, present, sell, use, when, without

Well, it's cold, ______ night again, but I'm ______ great. I'm going ______ to Della, and I've got a wonderful Christmas ______ for her. I didn't want to ______ my gold watch, ______ it was so special to me. I was only eighteen ______ my father gave it to me, and before that it ______ to my grandfather. But what could I ______? I had ______ money, and Della ______ have a present — Christmas ______ presents is terrible! I couldn't ______ the watch very often because I don't have a ______ for it. And Della is more ______ than a gold watch—I wanted to buy her something really ______, something to show how much I ______ her. I know she wants these ______, and they'll look ______ in her ______ brown hair. I can't wait to see her ______ when she ______ my present. Ah, here's my front ______ now...

2．At the end of Soapy's Choice, the policeman asks Soapy questions in the police station. Put their conversation in the correct order and write in the speakers' names. The policeman speaks first (number 6).

1) ______ 'It's a nice story, Soapy, but I don't believe it. Now go and sit over there.'

2) ______ 'Nothing! I was thinking, that's all.'

3) ______ 'Your mother! I don't think so, Soapy. I think you wanted to go into the church and look for money.'

4) ______ 'So what was your plan, Soapy? Drinking and fighting? Taking somebody's coat and selling it?'

5) ______ 'Huh! Policemen! When you're bad, they leave you alone, and when you're good, they take you away!'

6) ______ 'OK, Soapy, what were you doing outside that church?'

7) ______ 'Thinking about what?'

8) ______ 'Look, I know I've done some bad things in the past, but today I've decided to change my life and be a new man. I'm going to find some work and...'

9) ______ 'No, that's not true! That wasn't my plan.'

10) ______ 'Well, I heard the music inside the church, and I started to think about my mother, and my friends, and all the happy times...'

3．In A Walk in Amnesia, Elwyn Bellford returned to Denver, and a few days later had a talk with Dr Volney. Complete their conversation. (Use as many words as you like.)

DR VOLNEY:

Now, Elwyn, tell me why you ran away.

ELWYN:

Well, suddenly I ______.

DR VOLNEY:

But I thought you enjoyed your work?

ELWYN:

Yes, I do, but ______.

DR VOLNEY:

And tired of Marian too?

ELWYN:

NO, I still love her, but ______.

DR VOLNEY:

So what did you do in New York?

ELWYN:

I ______.

DR VOLNEY:

And are you planning to be Edward Pinkhammer again some time?

ELWYN:

No, I don't think so—but ______!

4．Mr Seeders wrote to a friend about his moment with Tildy. Complete his letter with these linking words. (You will need to use some of them more than once.)

and / because / but / so / then / when / who

Dear Jack,

I did a terrible thing today. I go to Bogle's for lunch, ______ the food is cheap ______ I love watching Aileen, ______ is one of the waitresses. She's tall and beautiful, ______ she's not interested in me, ______ I always sit at Tildy's table. Tildy's a good waitress, ______ she's small and fat.

I don't usually drink at lunch time, ______ today I had two beers. Suddenly I felt strong, and tall, and clever, ______ I went up to Tildy, put my arm round her, ______ gave her a big kiss.______ I went back to work.

Now I've got a headache, ______ I feel very stupid. What shall I say to Tildy ______ I see her again, Jack? Please help.

Yours truly,

William Seeders

5．In The Memento, perhaps Arthur Lyle wrote to Ida after she left, and Ida wrote back to him. Which sentences belong to which letter? Put the pieces of each letter together, and in the right order.

1) My dear Ida, why did you go away so suddenly?

2) Dear Mr Lyle, that 'old yellow garter' was mine.

3) which came from an actress on Broadway.

4) So I won't marry you, and don t write to me again. Ida.

5) but when I saw my garter in your desk,

6) I love you so much—please come back. Arthur.

7) and I was that actress on Broadway!

8) It's only an old yellow garter,

9) I knew that you were just like other men.

10) Was it because of that memento?

11) I thought that you were a really good man,

12) She's not important to me, but you are!

6．Here is a new illustration for one of the stories. Find the best place for it, and answer these questions.

The picture goes in the story ______.

1) Who is the woman in the picture?

2) What has she just found?

3) How does she feel at this moment, and why?




Now write a caption for the illustration.
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Caption: ______________________________

7．Here are some new titles for the five stories. Which titles go with which stories? Some are better titles than others. Can you say why?


  
    	Rosalie and the Reverend
    	Take Me to Prison!
  

  
    	A Present of Love
    	Elwyn Runs Away
  

  
    	Escape to New York
    	Little Kiss, Big Mistake
  

  
    	How to Go to Prison
    	Men are All the Same
  

  
    	The Unhappy Waitress
    	A Moment of Change
  

  
    	A Poor Christmas
    	Remembering White Roses
  

  
    	A Secret in a Box
    	Kissing the Wrong Girl
  

  
    	Nothing to Give But Love
    	
  



8．Here is a new ending for each story. Which do you prefer—the ending in the book or the ending here? Explain why, or write a new ending yourself.

1) Jim finds $ 20 in the street and buys his watch back. Della sells the combs and buys a new hat.

2) The policeman feels sorry for Soapy, and gives him an easy job at the police station.

3) Two months after Elwyn goes back to Denver, his wife takes all his money and runs away to Paris.

4) Now Tildy knows that men like her, she gets a job as an actress. Soon she is very famous.

5) Rosalie and Arthur forget their past lives and marry.
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内容简介

大多数古老的宅子里都会有些幽灵。有时会是个安静、善良的幽灵；有时候则是个闹哄哄的家伙，总是不停地摔门，咯啷咯啷地晃着锁链。

坎特维尔古堡的幽灵就属于闹哄哄的那种，吵得一家大小全都睡不好觉。于是坎特维尔勋爵把房子卖给了奥蒂斯先生。这位可是美国人，一点儿也不怕什么幽灵。实际上，奥蒂斯夫妇和他们的孩子们——华盛顿、漂亮的弗吉尼娅、加上那对淘气的双胞胎兄弟——非常乐意住在一所有幽灵的宅子里。

但是幽灵可不乐意。他的职责就是吓唬人，而奥蒂斯一家对他那些拿手的把戏一点儿也不害怕。他们的头发没有被吓白，他们没有被吓得逃跑，他们也没有被吓晕——甚至连叫也不叫一声。还有，奥蒂斯家的那对双胞胎知道的把戏，竟比可怜的幽灵还多……


THE CANTERVILLE GHOST

Most grand old houses have a family ghost of some kind. Sometimes it is a quiet and kindly ghost, and sometimes it is a noisy one, always banging doors and crashing about in chains.

The ghost at Canterville Chase is one of the noisy kind, and the family can't get any sleep at night. So Lord Canterville sells the house to Mr Hiram B. Otis, who is an American and not at all worried about ghosts. In fact, Mr and Mrs Otis and their children Washington, pretty Virginia, and the twins, two noisy little boys are very happy to live in a house with a ghost.

But the ghost is not happy. His job is to frighten people, and the Otis family aren't frightened by any of his best tricks. Their hair doesn't turn white, they don't run away in terror, they don't faint — they don't even scream! And the Otis twins know more tricks than the poor ghost will ever know...
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1
THE OTIS FAMILY COMES TO CANTERVILLE

When Hiram B. Otis, the American businessman, bought the house called Canterville Chase, people told him that he was doing a very dangerous thing. Everybody knew that there was a ghost in the house. Lord Canterville himself told Mr Otis all about it.

'We don't like to live in the house ourselves,' he said. 'Too many of my family have seen the ghost. My wife's grandmother, the Duchess of Bolton, is one of them. One night, while she was dressing for dinner, two skeleton hands were put on her shoulders. She has been ill for years because of that. And my wife never got any sleep there, because of all the noises at night.'

'Lord Canterville,' answered Mr Otis, 'I will buy both the house and the ghost. I come from a modern country, and we can buy nearly everything in America — but not ghosts. So, if there really is a ghost in the house, we can send it home to America, and people will pay to go and see it.'

'I'm afraid that the house really does have a ghost,' said Lord Canterville, smiling. 'Perhaps there are no ghosts in your country, but our ghost has been in the house for three hundred years, and it always appears before the death of one of the family.'

'Well, so does the family doctor, Lord Canterville. But there are no ghosts, sir, in any country — not even in famous old British families.'

'Very well,' said Lord Canterville. 'If you're happy to have a ghost in the house, that's all right. But please remember that I did tell you about it.'

*　*　*

And so Mr Hiram B. Otis bought the house, and a few weeks later he and his family went down to Canterville Chase on the train.

Mrs Otis was a very beautiful woman, and looked just as English as an Englishwoman. American people are really no different from English people — but they do, of course, speak a different language. Her eldest son, Washington, was a good-looking young man with a wonderful smile, who was famous at all the London parties for his fine dancing. Miss Virginia E. Otis was a sweet little girl of fifteen with big blue eyes. She loved to ride horses and could ride-faster than a lot of men. One day the young Duke of Cheshire saw her on horseback, and immediately asked her to marry him — but his family sent him back to school the next day. After Virginia came the twins — two happy, noisy little boys, who were always laughing and playing tricks.

It was a lovely July evening when the family got off the train. The fields and trees looked beautiful in the golden sunshine. The birds were singing sweetly, and the sky was a bright blue. But when they arrived at Canterville Chase, storm clouds suddenly appeared in the sky. Then ten or twelve large black birds flew down over their heads, and big drops of rain began to fall.

An old woman in a black dress was standing in the doorway of the house, waiting to meet them. This was Mrs Umney, the housekeeper.

'Welcome to Canterville Chase,' she said.

They followed her into the library — a long, dark room with a high window at one end. Here, tea was ready for them, so they took off their coats and sat down.

Suddenly Mrs Otis saw a dark red stain on the floor, near the fireplace.

'Is that a stain on the floor there?' she asked.

'Yes, Mrs Otis,' said Mrs Umney quietly. 'It's a bloodstain.'

'Oh, that's terrible!' cried Mrs Otis. 'I can't have bloodstains on my floors. It must go.'

The old woman smiled, and again answered in a quiet voice. 'It is the blood of Lady Eleanore de Canterville,' she said. 'Her husband, Sir Simon de Canterville, murdered her in 1575, while she was standing just there, in that place. He lived for another nine years after her death, but then he disappeared, very strangely and suddenly. Nobody ever found his body, but his ghost is still in the house, and will not rest. The bloodstain is famous — visitors come here specially to see it. People have tried to clean it, but it will not go away.'

'Of course it will!' cried Washington Otis. 'Pinkerton's Famous Stain Cleaner will clean it up in a second.'

And before the housekeeper could stop him, he was cleaning the floor with a small black stick.

A minute later, the bloodstain was gone!

'There you are!' he said, smiling at the others. 'Pinkerton can clean anything!'

But at these words the storm outside suddenly began. A terrible flash of lightning lit up the room, and a second later came a great crash of thunder. Everyone jumped up at the sound of the thunder...and Mrs Umney fainted.

'What terrible weather this country has!' said Mr Otis. He sat down again and lit a cigarette.

Mrs Umney lay on the floor, with her eyes closed. Mrs Otis looked at her. 'My dear Hiram,' she cried. 'What can we do with a woman who faints?'

'Tell her she has to pay some money,' said Mr Otis. 'If she breaks a cup or something, she has to pay for it. So tell her to pay if she faints. She won't faint after that.'

At this Mrs Umney immediately sat up, but she looked very unhappy. 'Be careful! Trouble is coming to this house!' she said, her voice shaking. 'I have seen things here which are too terrible to describe. For night after night, I have not closed my eyes in sleep.'

Mr Otis gave her a warm smile. 'My wife and I are not afraid of ghosts, Mrs Umney.'

The old housekeeper got shakily to her feet. 'You Americans are so strong!' she said. 'And so kind! You know, I have worked here for many, many years at the same pay, and...'

'OK, Mrs Umney. We'll pay you more money,' said Mr Otis, still smiling.

'Oh, thank you, dear Mr Otis. And dear Mrs Otis. Thank you very much.'



lord n. a man of noble rank, esp. in Britain （尤指英国的）贵族（此处指勋爵）

duchess n. the wife of a duke 公爵夫人

skeleton n. the structure consisting of all the bones in a human or animal body 骨骼；骸骨

shoulder n. the part of the body at which the arm is attached 肩膀

appear v. to become able to be seen 出现

remember v. keep in the memory; not forget 牢记；记住

wonderful adj. unusually good 极好的

duke n. a nobleman of the highest rank outside the royal family 公爵

immediately adv. without delay; at once 马上；立即

trick n. a troublesome but playful act 恶作剧

fireplace n. the opening for a coal, fire in the wall of a room 壁炉

stain n. a mark left accidentally on surfaces 污迹

murder v. kill (a human being) unlawfully, esp. wickedly or inhumanly 谋杀；凶杀

disappear v. to go out of sight 消失；不见

specially adv. for a particular purpose 专门地；特地

crash n. a sudden loud noise made 突然发出的巨响

faint v. lose consciousness unexpectdly 昏厥；晕倒

shake v. to move up and down or from side to side with quick short movements 发抖；颤抖

describe v. to say what something is like; to give a picture of in words 形容；描述


1．奥蒂斯一家来古堡
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当美国商人海勒姆·B. 奥蒂斯买下那座叫坎特维尔古堡的宅邸时，人们对他说，他正在做一件非常危险的事情。每个人都知道，那座宅子里有一个幽灵。坎特维尔勋爵还亲自对奥蒂斯先生讲了有关它的一切。

“我们自己都不愿意在那房子住，”他说，“我家里有很多人都见过这个幽灵。我妻子的祖母，博尔顿公爵夫人，就是其中一位。有天晚上，当她正在穿衣服准备去赴宴，有两只骷髅手放在了她的肩膀上。她因此一病不起，有好多年了。我妻子从没在那儿睡着过觉，因为晚上总有各种稀奇古怪的声音。”

“坎特维尔勋爵，”奥蒂斯先生答道，“我要把房子，还有幽灵都买下来。我来自现代化的国家，在美国我们几乎能买到一切——可买不到幽灵。所以，如果宅子里真有幽灵，我们就把它送回美国去，人们会花钱来参观的。”

“恐怕房子里真有幽灵，”坎特维尔勋爵笑道，“或许在你们的国家没有幽灵，但我们家的幽灵住在房子里有300年了，而且，在家里有人去世之前，它总会现身。”

“是啊，家庭医生那会儿也会现身的，坎特维尔勋爵。但幽灵是不存在的，先生，不管是哪个国家——哪怕在鼎鼎大名的传统英国家庭。”

“那好吧，”坎特维尔勋爵说，“如果你乐意家里有个幽灵的话，那没问题。但请记住我是警告过你的。”

*　*　*

于是，海勒姆·B. 奥蒂斯先生买下了那栋宅子，几周之后，他们一家人便乘火车来到了坎特维尔古堡。

奥蒂斯太太是位非常漂亮的女人，看上去就跟英国女人一样。其实美国人和英国人没什么两样——但他们讲的话确实不同。奥蒂斯太太的大儿子叫华盛顿，是个英俊的年轻人，笑起来非常好看，他的优美舞姿在伦敦各大舞会上都颇有名气。弗吉尼娅·E. 奥蒂斯小姐是位可爱的小姑娘，15岁了，有一双蓝色的大眼睛。她喜欢骑马，而且比许多男人骑得还要快。一天，年轻的柴郡公爵看见她骑马的样子，便立即向她求婚——可惜第二天公爵的家人就把他送回了学校。在弗吉尼娅之后还有一对双胞胎——两个快活、吵闹的小男孩。他们总是笑个不停，爱搞恶作剧。

7月一个醉人的傍晚，这一家人下了火车。在金色的夕阳下，田野和树木看上去美极了，鸟儿欢快地唱着歌，天空一片蔚蓝。可就在他们到达坎特维尔古堡的时候，天空中出现了乌云，十来只巨大的黑鸟盘旋在他们的头顶上，接着豆大的雨点便开始落下来。

一位穿黑裙子的老妇人正站在门口等候他们，她是乌玛尼夫人，宅子的管家。
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“欢迎来坎特维尔古堡。”她说。

一家人跟着她来到书房——一间又长又暗的屋子，屋子的一头是高高的窗户。茶水已经为他们准备好了，于是他们脱下外衣，坐了下来。

突然，奥蒂斯太太看到地板上有一块暗红色的污迹，就在壁炉旁边。

“地板那儿是有块污迹吧？”她问。

“是的，奥蒂斯太太，”乌玛尼夫人平静地说，“那是血迹。”

“啊，太恶心啦！”奥蒂斯太太叫道，“我家的地板上可不能有血迹，一定要弄干净。”

那老妇人微笑着，依然用平静的声音回答，“那是埃莉诺·德·坎特维尔夫人的血迹，”她说，“她的丈夫，西蒙·德·坎特维尔爵士，于1575年将她谋害，当时她就站在那儿，就那个地方。她死之后，西蒙老爷又活了9年，可那以后他就突然失踪了，很是离奇。没有人找到过他的尸首，但他的鬼魂一直徘徊在宅子里，永不安宁。这块血迹非常有名——观光者都特地来参观。人们试过要把它擦干净，可就是去不掉。”
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“肯定去得掉！”华盛顿·奥蒂斯大声说道，“平克顿牌的著名去污剂一下子就能把它去掉。”

管家还没来得及阻止他，他就已经在用一根黑色的小棒棒清洁地板了。

一分钟之后，血迹不见了！

“看吧！”他对其他人笑着说，“用平克顿什么都能去掉！”

话一出口，外面忽然下起了暴风雨，可怕的闪电照亮了整个房间。片刻之后，传来一声巨雷，吓得大家跳了起来……而乌玛尼夫人晕了过去。

“这个国家的天气糟糕透了！”奥蒂斯先生说道。他重新坐好，点了一支烟。

乌玛尼夫人倒在地上，双目紧闭。奥蒂斯太太看着她。“亲爱的海勒姆，”她喊道，“有女士昏过去了，我们该怎么办？”

“跟她说她得赔钱。”奥蒂斯先生说，“要是她打碎了杯子啥的，她就得赔。所以告诉她要是晕倒了就得赔钱，那样她就晕不了啦。”

听到这儿乌玛尼夫人立马就坐了起来，可她看上去不大高兴。“小心吧！这房子里的麻烦开始啦！”她说，声音颤抖不已。“我见过这儿发生的事情，可怕得都难以形容。我一宿一宿地睡觉都不敢合眼。”

奥蒂斯先生热情地对她笑笑。“我太太和我都不怕鬼，乌玛尼夫人。”

老管家颤颤巍巍地站了起来。“你们美国人可真是天不怕地不怕啊！”她说，“人也真好！知道吧，我在这儿干了好多好多年啦，薪水都没涨，还有……”

“好啦，乌玛尼夫人。我们会付你更多的钱的。”奥蒂斯先生仍然笑着说。

“啊，谢谢您，亲爱的奥蒂斯先生，还有亲爱的奥蒂斯太太。非常感谢你们。”


2
SIR SIMON MEETS THE OTIS FAMILY

The storm went on all night, and the next morning, when the family came down to breakfast, the bloodstain was on the library floor again.

'That's strange,' said Washington. 'Pinkerton's Famous Stain Cleaner usually cleans anything. It must be the ghost.'

He cleaned the floor again with the little black stick, but the next morning the stain appeared once more. That night, Mr Otis closed the windows and locked the library door. But in the morning the bloodstain was there again.

The family found this most interesting.

'Is there a ghost, or isn't there?' they said to themselves. They could not decide.

But that night, they had the answer to their question.

After the family was in bed and asleep, a strange noise woke Mr Otis. It sounded like something metal moving slowly along the passage, and it was coming nearer to his bedroom door. He got out of bed and listened carefully. The strange noise went on, and he also heard the sound of footsteps. Then he put on his shoes, took a small bottle from his cupboard, and opened the door of his room.

There, in the moonlight, was an old man with eyes as red as fire. His grey hair was long and dirty, his clothes were old and full of holes, and there were heavy metal chains round his arms and legs.

'My dear man,' said Mr Otis, 'you really must put some oil on those noisy chains! I've brought you a bottle of Tammany's Sun Oil, which is very good. Everybody in America uses it. I'll leave it here for you, and I'll be happy to give you some more when you need it.'

He put the bottle down on a small table, then went back inside his room and got into bed.

For a second or two the Canterville ghost stood still. He was so angry! Then he knocked the bottle of oil on to the floor and hurried away. A strange green light came from his body, and he gave a long and terrible cry that rang through the house. But when he got to the top of the stairs, a door opened, two little people appeared, and a large pillow went flying past his head!

This was too much for the ghost, so he quickly disappeared through the wall, and soon the house was quiet again.

When he got to his secret room, the Canterville ghost sat down in the moonlight and tried to think. He was both angry and unhappy.

'For three hundred years,' he said to himself, 'I have been the best and the most famous ghost in the country! Everybody — everybody — has been afraid of me. There was the Duchess of Bolton not long ago. I put my skeleton hands on her shoulders, and she nearly died of terror. She has been ill ever since. Before that, there were three — no, four — housekeepers, who ran away from the house, screaming. Then there was that wonderful night in 1752 when Lord Augustus shot himself in the library, because he saw a skeleton in the armchair by the fire. And there was the beautiful Lady Stutfield, who never spoke again after my cold fingers held her long white neck while she sat at dinner.'

The ghost sat there, remembering all those happy times in the past. But he was not happy now. 'After all this,' he said, 'these terrible modern Americans come to the house and give me Tammany's Sun Oil for my chains, and throw pillows at my head! It's too bad! They'll be sorry for this — oh, yes, they will!'

All night long, the ghost sat, and thought hard.



interesting adj. causing curiosity; holding the attention 有趣的；引起兴趣的

metal n. any usu. solid shiny mineral substance which can be shaped by pressure and used for passing an electric current 金属

passage n. a narrow way for passing along, esp. with walls on either side; a corridor 走廊；通道

cupboard n. a recess or piece of furniture with a door and (usu.) shelves, in which things are stored （放衣服、食品等的）小橱

pillow n. a cloth bag, usu. longer than it is wide, filled with a soft substance and used for supporting the head in bed 枕头

secret adj. (of a place) hidden, completely secluded 隐蔽的；暗藏的

terror n. extreme fear 恐怖；惊骇

scream v. a sudden loud cry expressing anger, pain, fear, etc. （因恐惧、痛苦等而）尖声喊叫


2．西蒙爵士现身

暴见雨下了一整夜。第二天早上，当一家人下楼吃早饭时，血迹又出现在书房的地板上了。

“真奇怪，”华盛顿说，“通常平克顿去污剂什么都能除掉。一定是幽灵在捣鬼。”

他又用黑色小棒清洁了地板，可第二天早晨血迹又出现了。当天晚上，奥蒂斯先生关好窗户，锁紧了书房的门，可到了早上血迹又在那里了。

一家人觉得这真是挺有趣的。

“到底有没有幽灵啊？”他们暗自琢磨，可下不了定论。

但是当天晚上，他们就得到了答案。

在一家人都上床睡着之后，一个奇怪的声音惊醒了奥蒂斯先生。好像有金属的东西慢慢在走廊里拖动，离他的卧室门口越来越近。他起身下床，细听动静，奇怪的声音还在继续，他还听到有脚步声。于是他穿上鞋，从橱柜里拿出个小瓶子，打开了卧室的门。

就在月光下，有个老家伙，他的眼睛火红火红的，灰色的头发又长又脏，衣服破旧不堪，满是窟窿；他的腿和胳膊上都拴着沉重的铁链。
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“亲爱的先生，”奥蒂斯先生说，“你真该给这些叮叮当当的链子擦点儿油了！我给你拿了一瓶坦马尼太阳油，效果好着呢，美国人都用它。我把它留给你，如果你还有需要，我非常乐意再为你提供。”

他把瓶子放在一张小桌上，接着就回卧室上床睡觉了。

有那么一两秒钟，这位坎特维尔的幽灵僵在那里，气得七窍生烟！然后他一下子把油瓶碰倒在地板上，急匆匆地走了。他身体上发出奇怪的绿色光芒，接着他发出一声长长的、可怕的怪叫，响彻了整个宅邸。但就在他上到楼梯顶上的时候，有扇门打开了，出现了两个小人影，一个硕大的枕头从他头上“呼”地飞了过去！

这样对待幽灵太过分啦，因此他迅速穿过墙壁，消失了。片刻之间，整个宅子又安静下来。

幽灵回到自己的秘室，坐在月光下试图集中思想。他既忿忿不平，又满腹委屈。

“300年来，”他暗自思忖，“我都是全国最出色、最有名望的幽灵！每个人——每个人哪——都对我惧怕不已。不久之前就有博尔顿公爵夫人中了招儿，我把骷髅手放在她的肩膀上，几乎把她吓死，从那以后她就一病不起。在她之前，有三个——不，是四个——管家婆，都是一边尖叫一边跑出这座宅子的。还有在1752年，那个美好的夜晚，奥古斯塔斯勋爵在书房里开枪自杀，因为他在火炉旁的扶手椅上看到了一副骷髅架子。再有就是那位楚楚动人的斯图菲尔德小姐，在她用晚餐的时候，我用冰凉的手指握住了她那颀长雪白的脖子，从那以后她就再没有说过话。”
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幽灵坐在那里，回忆着过去所有的美妙时光。可他现在一点儿也不觉得美妙。“在所有这些之后，”他说道，“这些可恶的、新潮的美国佬搬进这栋宅子，还给我坦马尼太阳油来擦链子，扔大枕头砸我的脑袋！真是太可恶啦！他们会为此后悔的——哼，对，会后悔的！”

幽灵就坐在那儿，冥思苦想了整整一夜。


3
A SECOND GHOST APPEARS AT CANTERVILLE

The next morning, when the Otis family met at breakfast, they talked about the ghost for some time. Mr Otis was a little cross to find the bottle of Tammany's Sun Oil lying on the floor of the passage.

'I don't want,' he said, 'to hurt the ghost in any way.' Here he looked at the boys. 'We must remember that he has lived in this house for a very long time, so I don't think it's very nice to throw pillows at him — no, don't laugh, boys, it's not funny. But if the ghost won't use the oil, we will have to take his chains away from him. We can't possibly sleep with that noise going on outside our bedrooms every night.'

But for the rest of the week all was quiet. The only interesting thing was the bloodstain. Every day Washington cleaned the floor with Pinkerton's Stain Cleaner, and every night Mr Otis carefully locked the windows and the library door. But the bloodstain was always there again the next morning.

It also changed colour a few times. On some days it was red, on other days it was purple, and once it was bright green. Most of the family thought these colour changes were very funny and they hurried downstairs each morning to find out the new colour. The only person who did not laugh was little Virginia, but she would not explain why. And on the morning the bloodstain was bright green, she nearly cried.

On Sunday night, soon after the family went to bed, the ghost made his next move. There was a three-hundred-year-old suit of armour downstairs. 'Now, a ghost in armour will surely frighten even modern Americans,' he thought. He began to put on the suit of armour, but it was too heavy for him, and he and the armour fell to the floor with a loud CRASH.

All the men in the Otis family jumped out of bed and hurried downstairs at once. They found the unhappy ghost sitting there, holding his head and crying softly with pain. The twins had their pea-shooters with them and immediately began to shoot little balls of paper at him. Mr Otis brought out his handgun and, like the good Californian he was, called out to the ghost:

'Hold up your hands!'

At this, the ghost jumped up with a wild and angry scream and flew through them. Washington Otis's candle went out, and suddenly everything was dark. At the top of the stairs, the ghost turned to give his terrible ghostly laugh — the famous laugh which once turned Lord Raker's hair white in a single night. It went on and on until the house was full of the sound.

A bedroom door opened and Mrs Otis appeared with a bottle in her hand. 'I'm afraid you're not feeling very well,' she said to the ghost. 'I've brought you some of Dr Dobell's special stomach medicine. If you're having trouble with your stomach, this will soon help you to feel better.'

The ghost looked at her angrily, and began to turn himself into a big black dog (one of his most famous tricks). But the sound of young footsteps coming up the stairs stopped him, and he quickly disappeared with a ghostly 'Oooooooh!' before the twins arrived at the top.

For some days after this he was very ill, and only went out to make the bloodstain again each night. But when he began to feel better, he decided to try for the third time to frighten Hiram B. Otis and his family.

He spent most of Friday, the 17th of August, trying to decide what to wear. At last he decided on a dead man's shroud, a large black hat with a red feather in it, and a long knife.

That night the wind shook all the doors and windows, and the rain crashed down onto the roof of the house. The ghost made his plans carefully.

'I'll go first to Washington Otis's room,' he said to himself. 'He cleans away the famous Canterville bloodstain each morning, so I want to be sure that he'll be really frightened. I'll make ghostly noises to wake him up, then I'll push my knife into my neck three times, to the sound of slow music.'

'Then I'll go to Mr Hiram B. Otis's room. I'll make a terrible noise in his ear, and at the same time put my cold hand on Mrs Otis's face. Now, what about Virginia? She's never played any tricks on me, and she's sweet and pretty. Perhaps I'll just make a soft 'Ooooh!' in her ear ... or move her bed sheets a little with my skeleton's fingers.'

'And then on to the twins! Those horrible boys are going to learn a lesson tonight! I'll stand between their beds, looking like a dead body — cold and green and smelling of death. They'll be too frightened to move. Then I'll throw off my shroud and do my famous skeleton dance all round the room.'

He heard the family go to bed at half past ten. For some time he listened to the laughs and shouts of the twins, but by a quarter past eleven all was quiet.

At the sound of midnight, the ghost left his room. He came out of the wall with the knife in his hand and a smile on his face. It was not a nice smile, and when the moon saw it through a window, she hid behind a cloud.

Slowly and silently the ghost moved through the house, while the Otis family went on happily sleeping. At the corner of the passage which went along to Washington's room, the ghost stopped for a minute. A little wind came from nowhere, pulling his long white shroud this way and that, and showing the skeleton arms and neck of the walking dead. He heard the clock sound a quarter past midnight, gave a little laugh, and turned the corner...

...And stopped — in terror! There, in front of him, was standing the most horrible ghost. It had a large head with no hair on it, and a fat round face with a deathly smile across its open mouth. A red light burned like fire inside its mouth and behind both of its eyes. Its great body was hidden under a long shroud, and it carried a large piece of paper with strange writing on it.

The Canterville ghost did not wait to read it. He was too frightened. When you see your first ghost, you don't stop to talk, you turn and run — so the Canterville ghost turned and ran. His long shroud got caught around his feet and he nearly fell over, but he ran as fast as he could, away from the horrible thing that was watching him with fire in its eyes. He turned the corner, dropped his knife into one of Hiram B. Otis's shoes, which were outside his bedroom door (Mr Otis found it there the next morning) ,  and ran on to his room.

He threw himself onto his bed, and hid his head under his pillow. It was some time before he began to feel better. Then he told himself that he was a Canterville, and that Cantervilles were fighters to the end.

'When it gets light,' he thought, 'I'll go and speak to this other ghost. Perhaps we can be friends. After all, two ghosts are better than one, and if the two of us work together, perhaps we can frighten those terrible twins at last.'

Very early the next morning, while the family was still sleeping, he went back to the passage. The other ghost was still there, but now there was something wrong with it. There was no fire in its eyes, and it was resting against the wall like a sick man. The Canterville ghost moved forward quickly and put his arms round the other ghost and its head fell off! Then the body fell to the floor, and the Canterville ghost saw that he was holding a white bed sheet. And there was a brush, and a turnip with holes in it, lying at his feet.

'What's happened?' he thought. 'Where has the ghost gone?'

Then he saw the piece of paper on the front of the sheet, and there, in the grey morning light, he read these terrible words:

The Otis Ghost

The only true and real ghost,

All others are false.

At once he understood everything. It was a trick — another horrible trick! He stood there, too angry to move, and tried to think of a plan to finish these terrible Americans once and for all. But he couldn't think of any plan, so after a while he went to find a quiet dark place to lie down in.



cross adj. angry; bad tempered 脾气坏的；易怒的

funny adj. causing laughter; amusing 有趣的；滑稽的

change v. make or become different 改变

armour n. a defensive covering, usu. of metal, formerly worn to protect the body in fighting 盔甲

pea-shooter n. a small tube used by children for blowing. small objects at people or things 射豆枪

candle n. a usu. round stick of wax containing a length of string which gives light when it burns 蜡烛

stomach n. a baglike organ in the body where food is broken down for use by the body after being eaten. 胃

shroud n. a cloth for covering a dead body for burial 裹尸布

horrible adj. very unkind or unpleasant 极讨厌的

quarter n. 15 minutes before or after the hour 一刻钟

after all in spite of everything 毕竟；终究

sick adj. ill, affected by illness 有病的；不舒服的

turnip n. a large round yellowish or white root which is used as a vegetable 芜菁

once and for all in a final or conclusive manner, esp. so as to end hesitation or uncertainly 彻底地


3．又一个幽灵现身古堡

第二天早晨，奥蒂斯一家一起吃早餐时，谈论了一会儿幽灵的事。奥蒂斯先生对于坦马尼太阳油倒在走廊的地板上有些气恼。

“我不希望，”他说，“以任何方式伤害到幽灵。”说到这儿，他看了眼男孩子们。“我们要记得，他在这所宅子里已经住了相当长时间，所以我认为朝他扔枕头可不太好——不，别笑，小伙子们，这不好笑。但是如果幽灵不想擦油，我们就得把铁链从他身上卸下来。每天晚上卧室外面要全是噪音，那我们就别想睡安稳觉啦。”

可是这一周的剩下几天平安无事。唯一有趣的事情是那块血迹。每天华盛顿都用平克顿去污剂清理地板，每天晚上奥蒂斯先生都仔细地锁好窗户和书房门。但第二天早晨血迹总是再度出现。

有几次它还变换了颜色。有些天它是红色的，有些天又是紫色的，还有一次变成鲜绿色。家里多数人都觉得这些颜色变换十分好玩儿，每天早上都迫不及待地跑下楼来，查看新换的颜色。唯一一个不觉得好笑的是小弗吉尼娅，可她却不愿说出为什么。在血迹变成鲜绿色的那个早晨，她差一点儿哭了出来。

星期天晚上，一家人刚刚就寝，幽灵就采取了下一步的行动。在楼下有一副300年历史的盔甲。“好啦，就算是时髦的美国人肯定也会害怕穿甲胄的幽灵吧。”他暗想。他开始穿戴盔甲，可它太重了，只听“哐当”一声，他连人带盔甲都摔到了地上。
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奥蒂斯家的所有男子汉都从床上蹦了起来，马上冲到楼下。他们发现倒霉的幽灵坐在原地，双手抱头，疼得在小声哭泣。双胞胎兄弟带着射豆枪，立即用小纸球向他射击。奥蒂斯先生掏出了手枪，像加利福尼亚的好汉一样对幽灵大喝道：

“把手举起来！”

见此情景，幽灵怒喝一声，跳了起来，从他们当中飞了过去。华盛顿·奥蒂斯手中的蜡烛熄灭了，突然间一片黑暗。在楼梯的顶端，幽灵发出了可怕的笑声——这笑声因为曾经让雷克斯勋爵一夜之间变白了头发而闻名天下。笑声持续不断，直到充斥整栋宅邸。

一间卧室的门打开，奥蒂斯夫人出现了，手中拿着一个瓶子。“我担心你是感觉不舒服了，”她对幽灵说，“我给你拿了点儿多贝尔医生治胃病的特效药。如果你胃有毛病，这个能让你马上感觉好起来。”

幽灵气愤地看着她，摇身变成一条巨大的黑犬（这是他著名的把戏之一）。但是蹦蹦跳跳跑上楼梯的脚步声令他停了下来，“呼——”的一声，他就迅速消失了，那对双胞胎还没来得及跑上楼来呢。

在这之后的很长时间，幽灵都病得十分厉害，每天晚上他仅仅是去把那块血迹变出来。但当他稍稍恢复以后，他决心第三次再去吓唬海勒姆·B. 奥蒂斯一家。

8月17日星期五，差不多一整天他都在考虑应该怎么打扮自己。他最终决定：身穿裹尸布，头戴大黑帽，帽插红羽毛，手持长刀。
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当天晚上，狂风摇曳着所有的门窗，雨滴砸在屋顶之上。幽灵在小心翼翼地计划着：

“我要先去华盛顿·奥蒂斯的房间，”他自言自语道，“他每天都来清洗坎特维尔著名的血迹，所以我要好好地吓他一跳。我先一阵鬼叫把他吵醒，然后合着缓慢的音乐节拍，用刀子戳进我的脖子三次。”

“然后我要去海勒姆·B. 奥蒂斯先生的房间。我要冲着他的耳朵鬼叫，同时把我冰凉的手放在奥蒂斯夫人的脸上。那弗吉尼娅怎么办？她倒从来没对我耍过什么花样，也挺漂亮可爱。要不我只在她耳朵边上轻轻“嗷”一声吧……或者用我的骷髅手指拽一下她的床单。”

“接着就轮到那对双胞胎了！今天晚上，要好好教训一下这两个坏小子！我要站在他们俩的床中间，看上去就像具死尸——冰冷、铁青，发出死亡的臭味。他们会被吓得动也不敢动。然后我就扯掉我的尸袍，在屋子里跳起我那著名的骷髅舞。”

10点半，他听到一家人都上床了。有一段时间他还听到那对双胞胎在又笑又叫，但11点一刻之后，一切都安静下来。

午夜的钟声响了，幽灵离开自己的房间。他穿墙而出，手中拿着刀，脸上带着窃笑。这笑容不怀好意，就连月亮透过窗户看到它时，也躲到了云丛中。

幽灵蹑手蹑脚地穿过宅邸，这时奥蒂斯一家还在酣美地睡着。在通向华盛顿房间的走廊拐角处，幽灵停了一会儿。不知哪儿来了一股微风，吹得他身上长长的白色尸袍摇曳起来，露出了骷髅胳膊和脖子。他听到钟声响过零点一刻后，就干笑一声，转过拐角……

……停在那儿了——太可怕了！就在他面前，矗立着一个最最可怕的幽灵。它的头硕大无比，没长头发，肥胖的圆脸上咧着张嘴，露出死一般的微笑。嘴和双眼燃烧着火一般的红光。庞大的身躯隐藏在长长的裹尸布下，还带着一大张纸，上面写着奇形怪状的文字。
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坎特维尔幽灵都没等停下来读一读，他给吓坏了。当你头一遭碰到幽灵时，你不会停下来搭讪吧，你肯定转身便逃——所以坎特维尔幽灵转身就跑。长长的尸袍缠着脚，害得他差点儿摔了一跤，但是他以最快的速度跑着，逃离这个眼中冒火还死盯着他的可怕家伙。他转过墙角，把刀子掉在了海勒姆·B. 奥蒂斯的一只鞋里——他的鞋是放在卧室门外的（奥蒂斯先生第二天早上在鞋里发现了那把刀）——逃回了自己的房间。

他一头扎在床上，把头埋进枕头。过了好一阵子，他才稍稍缓过劲儿来。他告诫自己，他是坎特维尔人，而坎特维尔人都会战斗到底。

“等天亮了，”他思忖着，“我就去找那个幽灵聊聊。或许我们还能做朋友哩。毕竟，二鬼强似一鬼，如果我们两个联合起来，说不定最终能够吓坏那对可恶的双胞胎。”

第二天一大早，当奥蒂斯一家还在熟睡的时候，幽灵就又回到走廊里。那个幽灵仍然在那儿，但现在好像有点儿不大对劲儿。它的眼中没有了火焰，而且还病歪歪地靠在墙上。坎特维尔幽灵赶快跑过去，搂住了那个幽灵——可它的脑袋居然掉了下来。接着身体也倒在地板上，坎特维尔幽灵发现自己拿着的是一张白床单。他的脚下躺着一把刷子和一个上面有洞的芜菁。

“怎么回事？”他想，“那个幽灵去哪儿啦？”

这时他看到床单上的那张纸。在灰色的晨光中，他读到了这些可怕的字：

奥蒂斯幽灵，

唯一真正的幽灵，

余者皆为冒充。
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他马上就明白了一切。这是个骗局——又一个可恶的骗局！他站在那儿，气得连动也不能动啦。他绞尽脑汁，要彻底干掉这些美国佬。可是他一个主意也想不出来，所以过了一会儿，他去找了个又黑又静的地方，躺下了。


4
ENEMIES EVERYWHERE!

For the next five days the ghost stayed in his room. He was very tired, and he didn't feel well. He decided to stop putting the bloodstain on the library floor.

'The Otis family don't want it,' he thought, 'so they're not going to have it!'

Ghostly appearances were different, of course. It was his job to appear in the passage once a week, and to 'Oooooh!' and 'Aaaaagh!' from the great window on the stairs on the first and third Wednesday in every month.

So for the next three Saturdays, as usual, he walked along the passages between midnight and three o'clock. But he didn't want anybody to see or hear him. He took off his shoes and walked as quietly as he could. He wore a large black coat, and was careful to use Tammany's Sun Oil on his chains. At first he didn't want to, but one evening, while the family was at dinner, he went into Mr Otis's bedroom and took the bottle. After a time, he saw that the oil was really very useful.

But the twins still went on with their tricks. They put things in his way in dark corners, and he fell over them. They put butter on the top stair, and one night his feet went from under him and he went crashing down the stairs to the bottom. This made him very angry, and he decided to visit the boys the next night, as the famous 'Duke with No Head', and frighten them half to death.

He spent three hours getting ready, and was very pleased with how he looked. At a quarter past one he walked through the wall and moved silently through the passages to the twins' bedroom.

The door was open a little way. Pushing it hard, the ghost walked into the room — and a heavy jug of water fell right down on him. At the same time, he heard the twins laughing in their beds.

The ghost — wet from top to bottom — turned and ran from the room. He did not stop until he was back in his room. The next day he was ill with a bad cold.

After this, the ghost stopped trying to frighten the American family. He walked silently round the passages in soft shoes, carrying an old gun, and tried to stay away from everyone.

The last of the tricks happened on the 19th of September. That night the ghost was wearing one of his favourite shrouds, and he decided to walk down to the library. He wanted to see what was left of the bloodstain. He was on his way there when two shapes jumped out of a dark corner of the passage and shouted 'BOO!' in his ear.

The ghost was very frightened, of course, and ran to the stairs. But Washington Otis was waiting for him there, with a big garden-syringe. There were enemies on all sides! 'Aaaagh!' the ghost cried, then turned quickly and disappeared into the fireplace, which, luckily for him, was not lit. When at last he got back to his room, he was terribly dirty, with black all over his favourite shroud, and very unhappy.

After this, nobody saw him again at night. The twins waited to play tricks on him three or four times. They put nutshells all along the passages, which made walking around difficult for everyone in the house, but the ghost did not appear.

'Oh dear, he's too unhappy to come out,' they said.

Mr Otis began work again on his book. Mrs Otis gave a number of big 'American parties' for the English people who lived near them. The boys played in the house and garden, and Virginia went horse-riding with the young Duke of Cheshire. He was staying at Canterville Chase for the last week of his holidays.

Mr Otis wrote a letter to Lord Canterville and said: 'We think that the ghost has gone away.'

And Lord Canterville wrote back: 'I am happy to hear it!'

But Mr Otis was wrong. The ghost was still in the house. It is true that he was ill, but he was not yet ready to stop his ghostly work. The young Duke of Cheshire was staying in the house, and the ghost knew the Duke's family well. He once appeared before the brother of the Duke's grandfather as the Horseman of Death. The poor man's hair turned white in one night, and for the rest of his life he could only say the words, 'Turn out the light, turn out the light.' Now the ghost wanted to do the Horseman of Death for the young Duke too.

He got everything ready, but in the end he never left his room. He was too frightened of the twins to go out, and the young Duke slept happily in his bed, thinking of pretty Virginia.



appearance n. an outward form as perceived 外表；外貌

butter n. fairly solid yellow fat made from milk or cream and spread on bread, used in cooking 黄油

favourite adj. preferred to all others 最受喜爱的

shape n. something that you cannot see well because it is far away or there is not enough light 模糊的人影；幻象

garden-syringe n. a machine for putting liquid onto plants 浇花器

nutshell n. the hard outer covering of a nut 坚果壳


4．四面受敌

接下来的五天幽灵都待在自己的房间里。他疲惫极了，感觉也不好。他决定不再去书房的地板上染血迹。

“奥蒂斯一家不想要它，”他想，“所以他们不会拥有它！”

幽灵的外形是可以变化的，这是肯定的。每周，他都要出现在走廊里一次，每个月的第一和第三个星期三，他还要在楼梯旁的大窗户那儿“啾”、“啊”地鬼叫一番。
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在接下来的三个星斯六，他会跟往常一样，从午夜到凌晨3点，一直在走廊里游走。但他却不想让任何人看到或听到。他脱下鞋子，尽可能轻手轻脚地走着，身穿一件大黑袍，还小心翼翼地在锁链上涂上坦马尼太阳油。最开始他不愿意这么做，但是有天晚上，在一家人吃晚饭时，幽灵跑进奥蒂斯先生的卧室，拿走了瓶子。经过一段时间之后，他发现这润滑油真是非常有用。

可是那对双胞胎仍在不断地搞花样。他们在黑暗的角落里摆上东西挡他的路，结果他被绊倒了。他们还在楼梯顶端抹上黄油，有天晚上幽灵脚一滑，从楼梯顶上一直滚到最底下。这令他恼羞成怒，决心变成著名的“无头公爵”，在第二天晚上去找这兄弟俩，要把他们吓个半死。

他花了三个小时准备，对自己的扮相十分满意。1点1刻，他穿过墙壁，静悄悄地走过走廊，来到那对双胞胎的卧室。

卧室门虚掩着。幽灵用力推开门，走进房间——一大壶水正好浇在他身上，同时，他听到那对双胞胎在床上大笑。

幽灵从头到脚全都湿透了，他转身就跑出了卧室，直到回到自己的房间，才停了下来。第二天，他患上了重感冒。

在这之后，幽灵再不想吓唬这家美国佬了。他穿着柔软的鞋子，悄悄地漫游于走廊上，还拿着一把老枪，试图躲开任何人。

最后一个恶作剧发生在9月19日。那天晚上，幽灵穿着他最喜欢的一件尸袍，决定到书房去，看看那块血迹怎么样了。他正走到半路，突然，在走廊的一个黑暗角落里，有两个人影跳了出来，冲着他大叫一声：“嘘！”

幽灵被吓坏了，连忙向楼梯跑去。可是华盛顿·奥蒂斯正在那儿恭候着，手中拿着浇花用的巨大喷水器。真是四面受敌啊！幽灵大叫一声：“啊！”接着迅速转身，消失在壁炉里——好在壁炉没有点火。当他最终回到自己的屋里时，幽灵邋遢得一塌糊涂，最心爱的裹尸袍全被染黑了，他委屈极了。
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这之后，再也没有人在晚上见过他。有三四次那对双胞胎都在等着捉弄他。他们在走廊里全部撒上果壳，这下倒让屋里的人走起路来都别别扭扭的，可幽灵还是没有出现。

“哎呀，他都不乐意出来了。”双胞胎说。

奥蒂斯先生又重新钻研起书籍来。而奥蒂斯夫人为附近的英国邻居们举行了一系列的“美国社交会”。男孩子们在房子和花园里玩耍，弗吉尼娅和年轻的柴郡公爵一起去骑马。公爵要在坎特维尔古堡度过他假期的最后一个星期。

奥蒂斯先生给坎特维尔勋爵去了一封信说：“我们觉得那个幽灵已经离开了。”

坎特维尔勋爵回信说：“我真高兴听到这消息！”

可是奥蒂斯先生错了。幽灵仍然在宅子里。虽然他确实是生病了，可他不打算停止作怪。年轻的柴郡公爵正待在古堡里，而幽灵非常熟悉公爵一家。曾经有一次，他变成死神骑士出现在公爵的一个叔爷面前。那个可怜人一夜之间便白了头发，而且在余生当中只会说几个字：“熄掉灯，熄掉灯。”现在幽灵打算给公爵也来这么一下。

他一切就绪，但最终还是没离开自己的房间。他太害怕那对双胞胎了，都不敢出门。年轻的公爵在床上美美地睡着，思念着可爱的弗吉尼娅。


5
POOR, POOR GHOST!

A few days after this, Virginia and the young Duke went out horse-riding. They were riding through some woods when one of the trees caught Virginia's skirt and made a big hole in it. Later, when she got home, she went up the back stairs to her room. She wanted to change her skirt before anyone saw it.

On the way to her bedroom she went past a room which was not often used. The door was half open, and she stopped. 'Is someone in there?' she thought. She went to the door and looked in.

To her surprise, Virginia saw the Canterville ghost. He was sitting near the window, watching the first leaves of autumn dancing in the wind. His head was on his hand, and he looked very unhappy. At first, little Virginia wanted to run away and lock herself in her room, but then she began to feel sorry for him.

She went quietly into the room, but he did not see her until she spoke. 'I am so sorry for you,' she said. 'But my brothers are going back to school tomorrow, and then nobody will hurt you if you don't try to frighten us.'

The ghost was also surprised to see Virginia. 'But I am a ghost,' he answered. 'I must walk about at night, shake my chains, and go "Oooooh!" and "Aaaaagh!" through keyholes. That's my job. It's why I'm here.'

'It's not why at all,' said Virginia. 'And you have been very bad. Mrs Umney told us that you killed your wife.'

'Well, that's true,' said the ghost.

'It is very wrong to kill anyone,' Virginia told him.

'Oh, that's very easy to say!' said the ghost. 'My wife was not beautiful like you. And she was a bad housekeeper, and knew nothing about cooking. Well, it doesn't matter now. It's all finished. But I don't think it was very nice of her brothers to kill me.'

'They killed you?' said Virginia.

'Well, they locked me in a room without food or water until I died,' said the ghost.

'No food? Oh, Mr Ghost, I mean, Sir Simon, are you hungry? I have a sandwich — would you like it?'

'No, thank you,' said the Canterville ghost. 'I never eat anything now. But it's very kind of you. You are much nicer than the rest of your horrible family.'

'Stop!' cried Virginia, angrily. 'It is you who are horrible. You took the paints out of my paint box to make that stupid bloodstain in the library. You took my best reds, so I can't make any more pictures of the sun going down in the evenings. Then you took the green and the yellow. What's left? Dark blue and white! What pictures can I make with those? Only moonlight pictures, which are not easy to do. I never said a word about it to the others, but I was very angry. And it was all very stupid. Green blood! I've never seen green blood.'

'Well, what could I do?' said the ghost. 'It's very difficult to get real blood these days. And your brother started it all with his Pinkerton's Famous Stain Cleaner, so I used your paint. What's wrong with that? You Americans don't understand anything.'

'You know nothing about Americans or America,' said Virginia. 'Why don't you go there? Father will be very happy to pay for your ticket. There are people in America who are ready to pay a hundred thousand dollars to get a family ghost.'

'No, thank you,' said the ghost. 'I don't think I would like America.'

'Why? Because it doesn't have any old buildings that are falling down? Because everything is new and modern? Or because the people don't speak nicely? 'Virginia was angry.' Excuse me, but I must go and ask my father to give the twins another week's holiday!'

'Please don't go, Miss Virginia,' cried the ghost. 'I am so lonely and so unhappy, and I don't know what to do. I want to go to sleep, but I cannot.'

'That's stupid! You just go to bed and put out your candle. It's very easy to sleep. Even babies can do it, and they're not very clever.'

'I have not slept for three hundred years,' he said unhappily, and Virginia's beautiful blue eyes got bigger and bigger with surprise. 'Three hundred years!' he said again. 'And I'm so tired.'

She began to feel sorry for him once more. Her little mouth trembled like the leaves of a flower, and she looked at him kindly. 'Poor, poor ghost,' she said quietly, and moved nearer to him. 'Isn't there anywhere that you can sleep?'

'On the other side of the woods there is a garden,' he answered, with a far-away look in his eyes.  'The grass is long and deep, there are beautiful white flowers, and a bird sings sweetly all night long. The moon looks down, and the big old tree puts out its arms over the sleepers. '

'You — you mean the "Garden of Death",' Virginia said softly.

'Yes, Death. Death could be so beautiful. To lie quietly under the ground, with the grass above moving slowly in the wind, and everything silent ... To have no yesterday, and no tomorrow. To forget time, to have peace, and to be still for ever. ' He looked at her. 'You can open the door to Death for me, for Love is always with you, and Love is stronger than Death is.'

Virginia suddenly felt cold, and she began to tremble.

Then the ghost spoke again, and his voice was like a soft wind through the trees. 'Have you ever read the old words on the library window?' he asked.

'Oh, yes, often,' cried the little girl. 'I know them well. They are painted in strange black letters, and are difficult to read. There are only four lines:

When a golden girl has prayed for you,

And a little child has cried for you,

The house will then be quiet and still,

And peace will come to Cantervitle.

But I don't know what they mean.'

'They mean this,' said the ghost. 'You can pray for me, because I am bad and cannot pray. You can cry for me, and for all the bad things I have done, because I cannot cry. And if you have been sweet and good and kind, Death will be kind to me. Horrible shapes will come to frighten you in the darkness, and you'll hear terrible voices in your ear, but they cannot hurt you. They cannot win the fight against the goodness of a little child.'

Virginia did not answer, and the ghost watched her unhappily. Suddenly she stood up. Her face was very white, and there was a strange light in her eyes. 'I'm not afraid,' she said. 'I'll pray for you to die, and for you to have peace.'

With a small but happy cry, the ghost stood up, took her hand, and kissed it. His fingers were as cold as snow, and his lips burned like fire. Virginia went with him across the dark room. Suddenly the wall opened and there was a great black hole in front of her. A cold wind came out of the darkness, and she could feel something pulling at her dress.

'Come quickly, quickly!' cried the ghost. 'Or it will be too late.'

And in a second the wall closed behind them, and the room was empty.



skirt n. a wornan's outer garment hanging from the waist 裙子

keyhole n. a hole by which a key is put into a lock 锁眼；钥匙孔

kill v. to cause death 杀死

stupid adj. unintelligent, foolish 愚蠢的

lonely adj. unhappy because of being alone or without friends 孤独的；寂寞的

tremble v. shake involuntarily from fear, excitement, weakness, etc. 颤抖；哆嗦

peace n. a freedom from anxiety or troubling thoughts 安心；平静

pray v. to speak, often silently, to God or a god , privately or with others, to show love, give thanks, or ask for (something) 祈祷

empty adj. containing nothing 空的


5．可怜的幽灵

几天之后，弗吉尼娅和年轻的公爵一起去骑马。他们穿过一片树林时，有一棵树挂住了弗吉尼娅的裙子，破了个大洞。后来她回到家，从后面的楼梯来到自己的房间，想在别人瞧见之前把裙子换掉。

在去卧室的路上，她经过一个房间。这个房间不经常用，这时门却半开着，她停了下来。“难道里面有人？”她想。她走到门口向里看去。

令她大吃一惊的是，她看到了坎特维尔幽灵。他正坐在窗边，凝视初秋的落叶在风中飞舞。他双手托着头，看上去很不开心。开始小弗吉尼娅想逃开，把自己反锁在房间里，但后来她为幽灵难过起来。

她悄悄地走进房间，直到她开口说话，幽灵才看到她。“我真为你难过，”她说，“可明天我的兄弟们就要回学校去了，如果你不吓唬我们，就没人会伤害你。”

看到弗吉尼娅，幽灵也挺意外。“可我是个幽灵，”他回答说，“我必须在晚上游来荡去，摇晃着我的铁链，冲着钥匙孔‘啾’、‘啊’乱叫。这就是我干的活儿，所以我才在这儿。”
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“才不是这个原因呢！”弗吉尼娅说，“你坏透了。乌玛尼夫人说你杀死了自己的妻子。”

“唉，这倒是真的。”幽灵说。

“不管杀谁都是不对的。”弗吉尼娅告诉他。

“嘿，说起来倒容易！”幽灵说，“我老婆可没你那么漂亮，把家管得也不怎么样，对做饭也一窍不通。唉，现在这都不重要了，都结束了。可我觉得她的兄弟们把我杀了，这是不对的。”

“他们杀害了你？”弗吉尼娅问。

“嗯，他们把我锁在房间里，没有水，没有吃的，一直到死。”幽灵说。

“没有吃的？哎呀，幽灵先生，我是说，西蒙爵士，你还饿吗？我有三明治——你要吃吗？”

“不用了，谢谢。”坎特维尔幽灵说，“现在我什么都不吃了，你真好。你比你们家的其他那些讨厌的人强多了。”

“住嘴！”弗吉尼娅生气地喊道，“令人讨厌的是你。你从我的颜料盒里拿走了颜料，去书房里涂那块愚蠢的血迹。你拿了我最好的红色，我再也不能画傍晚太阳下山时的画了。后来你又拿走了绿色和黄色。还有什么剩下的？深蓝色和白色！我用这些还能画什么？只有不好画的月色。我从没对别人说过一个字，但我很生气。而且这一切都太蠢了。绿色的血！我从来没见过绿色的血。”

“啊，那我能怎么办？”幽灵说，“这年头不容易弄到真正的血了。你哥哥用平克顿去污剂把它弄了个精光，我只好用你的颜料了。这又怎么了？你们美国人真是啥也不懂。”

“你对美国人和美国一点儿都不了解，”弗吉尼娅说，“你为什么不去看看？爸爸会很乐意为你买票的。在美国会有人出十万块买一个家养幽灵的。”

“得了，谢谢你吧，”幽灵说，“我想我不会喜欢美国的。”

“为什么？因为那儿没有摇摇欲坠的老房子吗？因为一切都新鲜现代吗？还是因为人们的谈吐不雅？”弗吉尼娅生气了。“对不起了，我得去让爸爸给那对双胞胎再放一周假！”

“请不要走，弗吉尼娅小姐。”幽灵叫道，“我非常孤独，非常难过，可我不知道怎么办。我想睡觉，可是睡不着。”

“真愚蠢！你只要去床上，吹熄蜡烛。睡觉很容易，连婴儿也会，他们还都不怎么聪明呢。”

“我已经有300年没睡觉了。”他难过地说。弗吉尼娅那双美丽的眼睛由于吃惊睁得越来越大。“300年了！”幽灵又说，“我真累极了。”

她又一次为幽灵感到难过了。她的小嘴抖得像花儿的叶子，她温柔地看着他。“可怜的幽灵，”她柔声道，向他靠近了些。“那有没有你能睡着的地方？”

“在树林的另一边有一座花园，”他回答，眼神悠悠地飘向远方，“在那儿，草儿繁茂葱郁，花儿洁白美丽，还有鸟儿彻夜轻快地歌唱。月光下，巨大的古树伸出枝叶，覆盖着沉睡的人。”
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“你——你是说‘死亡花园’。”弗吉尼娅轻轻地说。

“对，死亡。死亡是那么美。静静地躺在地下，上面的草儿随风摇曳，一切归于沉寂……没有昨天，也没有明天；遗忘了时间，拥有了宁静，永远地静止下去。”幽灵看着她，“你能为我打开死亡的大门，因为你一直拥有爱，爱比死亡更强大。”

弗吉尼娅一下子觉得全身冰冷，开始颤抖起来。

接着幽灵又说话了，他的声音像吹过树丛的轻风。“你看过书房窗户上那些过去留下来的话吗？”他问道。

“是的，经常看到。”小姑娘叫了出来，“我熟悉得很。那是用奇怪的黑花体字写成的，很难辨认。只有四行：




当金子般的姑娘为你祈祷，

当有个孩子为你哭泣，

宅邸终将归于沉寂，

宁静降临坎特维尔。




可我不懂那是什么意思。”

“它是这个意思，”幽灵说，“你能为我祈祷，因为我是坏蛋，不能祈祷。你可以为我哭，为我做的那么多坏事哭，因为我不能哭。如果你心地善良又温柔仁慈，死亡会对我网开一面。可怕的怪物会在黑暗中恐吓你，你会听到可怕的声音，但是他们伤害不了你。他们战胜不了一个孩子的善良。”

弗吉尼娅没有回答，幽灵郁闷地看着她。突然，她站了起来，脸色苍白，眼中闪着一种奇异的光芒。“我不害怕。”她说，“我为你祈祷，让你去死，让你拥有平静。”

幽灵开心地轻声叫起来，起身抓住她的手，吻了一吻。他的手指冷得像雪一样，而嘴唇却灼热如火。弗吉尼娅跟着他穿过黑暗的房间。突然，墙面打开了，她身前出现了一个巨大的黑洞。一股冷风从黑暗处刮了出来，她感到仿佛有东西在拽着她的裙子。
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“快来，快啊！”幽灵叫道，“要不然就太迟了。”

刹那间，墙壁在他们身后合上了，屋子里又变得空荡荡的。


6
A SKELETON FINDS REST AT LAST

Ten minutes later, it was time for tea, but Virginia did not come down for it. At first, Mrs Otis did not worry. She knew that Virginia liked to go out into the garden every evening to get flowers for the dinner-table. But at six o'clock she sent the boys out to look for their sister, while she and Mr Otis looked in every room of the house.

At half-past six the boys came back. They could not find Virginia. Then Mr Otis, Washington, and the Duke of Cheshire got their horses and rode out into the woods and fields around Canterville Chase. They looked everywhere, and asked everybody, 'Have you seen Virginia?' But nobody could help them.

Just before midnight, they went back to the house. They were very worried, but Mr Otis told everybody to get some sleep. 'We'll begin again in the morning,' he said, 'and I'll send for some detectives from London.'

They were all standing at the bottom of the stairs when the clock sounded midnight. Suddenly there was a crash, followed by a loud and terrible cry. Thunder shook the house, and the sound of ghostly music came to their ears. Then a secret door opened in the wall at the top of the stairs — and out walked Virginia! She was very white, and she had a little box in her hands.

Everyone ran up the stairs. Mrs Otis threw her arms round her, the Duke of Cheshire kissed her again and again, and the twins laughed and danced around her.

'Where have you been?' said Mr Otis. 'We've looked everywhere for you, and your mother has been so frightened for you. You must never play these tricks again.'

'Only on the ghost!' shouted the twins, laughing.

'You must never leave my side again, my dearest Virginia,' said Mrs Otis, and she kissed the trembling child.

'Father,' said Virginia, 'I have been with the ghost. He is dead, and you must come and see him. He was a bad man, but he was really sorry for everything that he did. And look, he gave me this box of beautiful jewels before he died.'

All the family looked at her and the box, and they were too surprised to say a word. Virginia then took them through the secret door in the wall, and down a narrow passage, lit by a candle that Washington was carrying. At last they came to a heavy wooden door. When Virginia touched it, it opened slowly.

They found themselves in a little room with one small window in it. A skeleton lay on the floor, chained to the wall. A plate and a water jug were also on the floor, but they were too far away for the skeleton's fingers to get hold of them.

Virginia put her hands together and began to pray silently. The others looked down at the skeleton of Sir Simon de Canterville. Now they knew the terrible secret of his death.

'He is peaceful now,' said Virginia. 'I prayed to God to give him peace.'

And suddenly the others were sure that they could see a beautiful light around Virginia's face.

'You are wonderful!' cried the young Duke, and he put his arm round her neck, and kissed her.

*　*　*

Four days later, at about eleven o'clock at night, they took Sir Simon de Canterville to the 'Garden of Death', where he wanted to be. Lord Canterville came specially from Wales to be there with the Otis family.

They put Sir Simon into the ground, and Virginia put a cross made of beautiful white flowers on the ground next to him. When she did this, the moon came out from behind a cloud, and the little night bird began to sing its sweet, high song.

Virginia was very quiet during the drive home.

The next morning, before Lord Canterville left, Mr Otis spoke to him about the box of jewels.

'My lord,' he said, 'these jewels belong to you, or to your family. Virginia asks for only one thing — the box. Can she keep it?'

'My dear sir,' replied Lord Canterville, 'your daughter has been a wonderful friend to one of my family. We shall always thank her for that. And remember, you bought the house and everything in it — the ghost, too! Anything that belonged to him is now yours. No, Mr Otis, your daughter must keep the jewels. When she is a woman, she will be happy to have pretty things to wear.'

So Virginia kept the jewels. And she wore them in the spring of 1890, when she married the young Duke of Cheshire; and everyone said, 'How beautiful!'

Some time later, she and her husband went down to Canterville Chase. One afternoon, they walked through the woods to the Garden of Death, and to the old tree.

'Virginia,' said the Duke. 'Tell me something. What happened when you were locked up with the ghost?'

'Please don't ask me, Cecil, I cannot tell you,' she said. 'Poor Sir Simon! I have much to thank him for. Yes, don't laugh, Cecil, I do. He helped me to understand about Life and Death, and that Love is stronger than both.'

The Duke kissed his wife lovingly. 'My dear, you can keep your secret. The only thing I want is your love,' he said.

'You have always had that, Cecil,' she said.

'And you will tell our children some day?'

Virginia did not answer, but her face went prettily red.



detective n. a person, esp. a member of a police force, employed to investigate crimes 侦探

jewel n. a decoration that contains one or more of diamonds and is worn on clothes or on the body 宝石饰物；首饰

touch v. bring the hand etc. into contact with 触摸；碰到

cross n. an upright post with a bar crossing it near the top; this shape as the sign of the Christian faith. 十字架

belong to to be the property of 属于


6．终得安息

十分钟后，到了吃茶点的时间，可弗吉尼娅并没有下楼来。一开始奥蒂斯夫人并不担心。她知道，弗吉尼娅喜欢每天傍晚到花园里去采些花装饰餐桌。可在6点钟的时候，她把男孩子们全都派出去找女儿，自己和奥蒂斯先生则搜遍了每一个房间。

6点半，男孩子们都回来了，他们找不到弗吉尼娅。接着奥蒂斯先生、华盛顿和柴郡公爵骑马找遍了树林和坎特维尔古堡的所有领地。他们四处寻找，逢人便问：“你见到弗吉尼娅了吗？”但没有人能帮上忙。

快到午夜时，他们回到家，都担心极了。奥蒂斯先生叫大家都去睡觉。“我们明天一早再找。”他说，“我再去伦敦叫几个侦探来。”

他们当时都站在楼梯下面，这时午夜的钟声敲响了。突然间“咔嚓”一声，紧接着传来一声可怕的大叫。雷声震动了整个宅子，他们听到一种鬼气森森的音乐。这时，楼梯顶上一道暗门打开了——弗吉尼娅走了出来！她脸色惨白，手里还捧着一个小盒子。
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大家都跑上楼梯。奥蒂斯夫人张开双臂抱住她，柴郡公爵一遍又一遍地吻着她，双胞胎兄弟围着她又笑又跳。

“你去哪儿了？”奥蒂斯先生问，“我们到处找你，你妈妈为你担心得不行。你可不能再这么耍我们了。”

“只能耍幽灵！”双胞胎笑着叫道。

“你再也不能离开我身边了，我最亲爱的弗吉尼娅。”奥蒂斯夫人说。她亲吻着颤抖的女儿。

“爸爸，”弗吉尼娅说，“我一直和幽灵在一起。他死了，你一定得来看看他。他是个坏蛋，但他为所做的一切感到后悔。瞧，他死前还给了我这个装满珠宝的盒子。”

全家人看着她和珠宝盒子，惊讶地说不出话来。弗吉尼娅带他们穿过那道墙的暗门，走过一段窄窄的通道。华盛顿用蜡烛照着亮。最后他们来到一扇厚重的木门前。弗吉尼娅一碰它，门就缓缓地打开了。

他们发现自己身处一个小房间里，只有一扇小窗。一具骷髅倒在地板上，被铁链拴在墙上。地上还有一个盘子和一壶水，但是搁得太远了，骷髅的手指尖根本就够不到。

弗吉尼娅合起双手，默默地祈祷起来。其他人都低头看着这具骸骨——西蒙·德·坎特维尔爵士。现在他们都知道他死亡的可怕秘密了。

“现在他安息了，”弗吉尼娅说，“我向上帝祷告令他安息。”

突然之间，其他每个人都确定自己看到有一道圣洁的光芒环绕着弗吉尼娅的脸庞。

“你真棒啊！”年轻的公爵叫道。他用手臂搂住她的脖子，亲吻着她。

*　*　*

4天之后，大约晚上11点的时候，他们将西蒙·德·坎特维尔爵士的遗体带到了“死亡花园”，这里是他希望安息的地方。坎特维尔勋爵特意从威尔士赶来，加入奥蒂斯一家。
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他们把西蒙爵士放入土中，在他旁边的地上，弗吉尼娅放了一个由白色鲜花做成的十字架。正在这时，月亮从云朵背后露出脸来，小夜莺开始轻快地高声歌唱。

在回家的路上，弗吉尼娅非常安静。

第二天上午，在坎特维尔勋爵离去之前，奥蒂斯先生跟他说了那一盒珠宝的事。

“勋爵，”他说，“这些珠宝属于您或您的家族。弗吉尼娅只要一件东西——这个盒子。能给她吗？”

“亲爱的先生，”坎特维尔勋爵答道，“您女儿是我们家族中一位成员的好朋友。为此我们会永远感激她。请记住，您买下了这座房子和这里的一切——还包括幽灵！曾经属于他的任何东西现在都是您的了。不，奥蒂斯先生，您女儿务必要留下这些珠宝。当她长大以后，有这些漂亮的东西打扮，她会很高兴的。”

于是弗吉尼娅留下了珠宝。1890年的春天，在她嫁给年轻的柴郡公爵时，她戴上了它们；而且每个人都赞叹道：“多漂亮啊！”

过了一阵子，夫妇两人回到坎特维尔古堡。一天下午，他们穿过树林，来到“死亡花园”，来到那棵老树下。

“弗吉尼娅，”公爵问，“告诉我，在你和幽灵在一起的时候，发生了什么事？”

“请别问我，塞西尔，我不能告诉你。”她说，“可怜的西蒙爵士！我真要好好感谢他。对，别笑，塞西尔，我是要感谢。他让我懂得了生与死，还有，爱比这两者都要强大。”

公爵充满爱意地吻了一下他的妻子。“亲爱的，你可以保守这秘密。我唯一要的就是你的爱。”他说。

“你一直拥有它，塞西尔。”她说。

“有一天你会讲给孩子们听吗？”

弗吉尼娅没有回答，可她的脸变得红彤彤的。


ACTIVITIES
Before Reading

1．Read the introduction of the book. How much do you know now about the story? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) Canterville Chase is more than 300 years old.

YES □／NO □

2) Lord Canterville's family believes in ghosts.

YES □／NO □

3) The Otis family believes in ghosts.

YES □／NO □

4) The ghost plans to be nice to the Otis family.

YES □／NO □

5) The Otis twins know a lot of tricks.

YES □／NO □

6) Lord Canterville pays Mr Otis to take the ghost away from Canterville Chase.

YES □／NO □

2．What is going to happen in the story? Can you guess? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) The Otis family try to help the ghost.

YES □／NO □

2) The Otis family take the ghost to America.

YES □／NO □

3) The ghost leaves Canterville Chase because he can't frighten anyone.

YES □／NO □

4) One of the Otis children helps the ghost to rest at last.

YES □／NO □

5) The ghost takes one of the children away from Canterville Chase.

YES □／NO □


ACTIVITIES
While Reading

1．Read Chapter 1. Then answer these questions.

What

1) ... did the Duchess of Bolton feel on her shoulders?

2) ... couldn't Mr Otis buy in America?

3) ... did the Duke of Cheshire ask Virginia?

4) ... did Sir Simon de Canterville do in 1575?

5) ... did Washington clean off the library floor?

6) ... did Mrs Umney want Mr and Mrs Otis to do?

2．Before you read Chapter 2, can you guess what happens? Choose answers to these questions.

1) What will the Otis family find next morning?

(a) The ghost has killed Mrs Umney.

(b) The bloodstain is back on the library floor again.

(c) All the books in the library are on the floor.

(d) The ghost has broken the little black stick into pieces.

2) What will Mr Otis do when he meets the ghost?

(a) Tell him to leave.

(b) Sit down and talk to him.

(c) Give him a bottle of oil.

(d) Shoot him.

3．Read Chapters 2 and 3. Then put these sentences into the right order, to make a short paragraph.

1) At midnight he began to walk silently along the passage.

2) Then the ghost read the piece of paper, and understood that it was a trick.

3) He was very frightened, and ran back to his room.

4) On August 17th the ghost put on a shroud and a hat.

5) But when he touched the other ghost, its head fell off.

6) He felt very angry, but he couldn't think of a plan.

7) Early next morning he went to see the other ghost again, hoping to be its friend.

8) Suddenly he saw in front of him a horrible ghost, with eyes as red as fire.

4．Read Chapter 4. Then match these halves of sentences.

1) The ghost used oil on his chains...

2) One night the twins put butter on the top stair, ...

3) When the ghost went into the twins' room, ...

4) The ghost went down just to look at the bloodstain, ...

5) The ghost planned to do the Horseman of Death,...

6) a jug of water fell down on him and he got very wet.

7) because he didn't want anyone to hear him.

8) but in the end he was too frightened to leave his room.

9) which made the ghost fall down the stairs to the bottom.

10) but the twins and Washington were waiting for him.

5．Read Chapter 5. Choose the best question-word for these questions, and then answer them.

What/Where/Who/Why

1) ... did Virginia go up the back stairs?

2) ... was the ghost doing when Virginia saw him?

3) ... locked Sir Simon in a room without food or water?

4) ... was Virginia so angry about the bloodstain?

5) ... didn't want to go to America?

6) ... couldn't the ghost do?

7) ... did the ghost want to go?

8) ... two things could Virginia do for the ghost?

9) ... did the ghost go with Virginia?

6．Before you read Chapter 6, can you guess how the story ends? Choose as many of these ideas as you like.

1) Nobody ever sees Virginia again.

2) Nobody ever sees the ghost again.

3) Virginia comes back, but her hair is white.

4) The ghost is still in the house, but only Virginia can see him.

5) The ghost gives Virginia a box of beautiful jewels.

6) Virginia shows her family the skeleton of Sir Simon.

7) The Otis family go back to America with the ghost.

8) The Otis family take Sir Simon to the 'Garden of Death'.

9) Virginia marries the Duke of Cheshire.


ACTIVITIES
After Reading

1．Perhaps this is what the ghost was thinking when all those terrible things happened to him. Find the right word to complete each passage, and then describe what is happening in the story at this moment.

1) 'Oh! Ouch! ! Ow! I hurt everywhere. There was ______ on that top stair — I'm sure of it. Oh, those boys are going to be sorry that they did this — very, very sorry.'

2) 'Where is it? It's gone — somebody's cleaned it! I'll have to make it again, but what with? Ah, what's this? I can use some of this red ______, with a bit of purple in it.'

3) 'I just don't understand these people. Lord Raker's hair turned white when he heard my famous laugh, but this woman just tries to give me ______ for my stomach!'

4) 'Who does this man think I am! It's my job to make a noise with these chains — and he tells me to put ______ on them! Oh, I haven't been so angry in years.'

5) 'It's another trick! Oh, I hate them all! I had an awful night, worrying about that horrible thing, and it was just a brush under a sheet, with a ______ for a head!'

2．Find these words in the word search below, and draw lines through them. The words go from left to right, and from top to bottom.

disappear, faint, false, feather, fireplace, frighten, ghost, horrible, jewels, jug, kiss, medicine, passage, pray, skeleton, trick
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Now write down all the letters that do not have lines through them, beginning with the first line and going across each Jine to the end. You will have 33 letters, which will make a sentence of 8 words.

1) What is the sentence?

2) Who said it, and to whom?

3) Who did something to change this, and what did they do?

3．Here is a new illustration for the story. Find the best place in the story to put the picture, and answer these questions.

The picture goes in Chapter ______.

1) Which room of the house is this?

2) What is going to happen in a moment?

3) How will the ghost feel after that?

Now write a caption for the illustration.
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Caption: __________________________.

4．Put these sentences in the right order to tell the story of Sir Simon de Canterville.

1) When the Otis family arrived, the ghost had a difficult time.

2) His wife's brothers locked him in a room without food or water, and he died there.

3) Then Virginia met the ghost, and prayed for him to die.

4) For 300 years he was the best ghost in the country.

5) Sir Simon murdered his wife in the library in 1575.

6) After that, Sir Simon's ghost never appeared again.

7) After that, his ghost began to appear in Canterville Chase.

8) The family found Sir Simon's skeleton, and put it in the ground in the 'Garden of Death'.

9) Then, in 1584, he suddenly disappeared.

5．These are some of the ways that Sir Simon liked to appear. Which is the most frightening and which is the least frightening, do you think? Put them in order.

·as a big black dog

· as a skeleton

·wearing heavy chains

· with no head

·in a shroud, smelling of death

What is the most frightening kind of ghost that you can think of? Complete this sentence.

I think the most frightening ghost in one that ______.
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内容简介

在印度南部的群山之中，一个人类的婴儿躺在山洞里，又温暖又安全。他挤在小狼崽们中间，旁边卧着狼妈妈，可是他一点儿也不害怕。洞穴外，食人虎希尔汗正愤怒地咆哮着，想要杀死那个婴儿。“没门儿！”狼妈妈说道，“这个人崽儿是我的，他会活下去，和狼群一起奔跑，并且成为我的儿子。我要叫他莫格利。”

许多年过去了，那个人崽儿莫格利和小狼们一起成长起来。在他的老师老棕熊巴鲁和黑豹巴格拉的教导下，他懂得了“森林法则”。在森林中他屡入险境，可也交到了不少动物朋友。

当然他还有个敌人。食人虎希尔汗对他耿耿于怀。老虎在等待机会，期待着有一天能够抓住这个人崽儿，然后杀死他。


THE JUNGLE BOOK

In the hills of Southern India a baby lies warm and safe in a cave. He lies among wolf-cubs, next to Mother Wolf's side, and he is not afraid. Outside the cave Shere Khan, the man-eating tiger, roars angrily, wanting to kill. 'No!' says Mother Wolf. 'The man's cub belongs to me. He will live, to run with the other wolves, to be my son. And I will call him Mowgli.'




The years pass, and Mowgli the man's cub grows up with the wolves. He learns the Law of the Jungle from his teachers, Baloo the old brown bear and Bagheera the black panther. He has many adventures, and many friends among the animals of the jungle.




But he still has an enemy. Shere Khan the tiger has not forgotten. He waits for the day when he can catch the man's cub — and kill him.
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1
Mowgli's brothers

One very warm evening in the Seeonee hills in Southern India, Father Wolf woke up from his day's rest. Next to him lay Mother Wolf, with their four cubs beside her.

'It's time to look for food,' said Father Wolf, and he stood up to leave the cave.

'Good luck,' said a voice. It was the jackal, Tabaqui, who eats everything and anything, even pieces of old clothes from the villages. The wolves of India do not like him, because he runs around making trouble and telling bad stories about them.

'Shere Khan, the tiger, is coming to look for food here,' said Tabaqui.

'He can't,' cried Father Wolf. 'By the Law of the Jungle he must tell us first, before he comes here to hunt.'

'Shere Khan has a bad leg, so he can kill only cows. In the village near him the people are angry. That is why he is coming here — to start hunting in a new place. Listen, you can hear him now,' said Tabaqui.

'He is a stupid animal,' said Father Wolf, and he listened to the angry noise of a tiger who has not eaten. 'No one will find anything to eat in the jungle now.'

'But Shere Khan is hunting man, not animal, tonight,' said Tabaqui.

The Law of the Jungle says that animals must not hunt man, because man-killing brings men with guns. Then everybody in the jungle is in danger.

Father and Mother Wolf listened to Shere Khan in the jungle not far away. Then, suddenly, they heard a noise much nearer to them.

'It's a man. A man's cub. Look!' said Father Wolf.

And there in front of them stood a baby who could just walk. He looked up at Father Wolf and laughed.

'Is that a man's cub?' asked Mother Wolf. 'I have never seen one. Bring it here.'

The baby, small and with no clothes, pushed its way between the cubs to get near to Mother Wolf. 'Look,' she said, 'he is taking his meal with the others.'

'I have heard that this has happened before,' said Father Wolf, 'but I have never seen it until now. Look at him. He is not afraid.'

Suddenly, it was dark, and Shere Khan was pushing his great head in through the mouth of the cave.

'We are pleased that you visit us, Shere Khan,' said Father Wolf, but his eyes were angry. 'What do you need?'

'I am hunting a man's cub,' said Shere Khan. 'Its father and mother have run away. Give it to me.'

Father Wolf knew that Shere Khan could not get inside the cave because he was too big.

'The man's cub belongs to us,' he said. 'The Pack — the other wolves and I — will decide. If we want to kill him, we will kill him, not you.'

'The man's cub belongs to me! It is I, Shere Khan, who speaks!' And Shere Khan's roar filled the cave with noise.

'No!' came the angry voice of Mother Wolf. 'The man's cub belongs to me! We will not kill him. He will live, to run with the other wolves, to be my son. Now go away, fish-killer, eater of cubs! Go!'

Shere Khan went. He knew that he could not fight Mother Wolf in the cave. 'But I will have this man-cub one day, you thieves!' he shouted from the jungle.

'Do you really want to keep him, Mother?' said Father Wolf.

'Keep him?' said Mother Wolf. 'Yes. He came here by night, alone and hungry, but he was not afraid. Yes, I will keep him. And I will call him Mowgli, the frog.'

'But what will the other wolves of the Pack say?'

By the Law of the Jungle all wolf-cubs must come to the Pack when they can walk. The wolves look at the cubs carefully. Then the cubs are free to run anywhere because all the adult wolves know them and will not attack them.

*　　*　　*

When the four wolf-cubs could run a little, Father Wolf took them and Mowgli and Mother Wolf to the Meeting Rock. Here, the hundred wolves of the Wolf-Pack met every month when the moon was full.

The leader of the Pack was Akela, a great grey wolf. Each new wolf-cub came to stand in front of him and Akela said, 'Look well, O Wolves. Look well!'

At the end, Father Wolf pushed Mowgli into the circle of wolves. Then from the trees outside the circle they heard the voice of Shere Khan.

'The man-cub belongs to me. Give him to me!'

Akela did not move but said only, 'Look well! Who speaks for this man-cub? Two voices, who are not his father and mother, must speak for him.'

There is only one other animal who can come to these wolf-meetings — Baloo, the sleepy brown bear. His job is to teach the Law of the Jungle to the wolf-cubs.

'I speak for the man-cub,' came Baloo's deep voice. 'Let him run with the Pack. I myself will teach him.'

'We need another voice to speak for him,' said Akela.

Silently, another animal jumped down into the circle. It was Bagheera the panther, black as the night, clever, strong, and dangerous.

'O Akela, will you let me speak?' said Bagheera softly. 'The Law of the Jungle says it is possible to buy the life of a cub. It is bad to kill a man-cub. He cannot hurt you. Let him live with you, and I will give you a fat cow, newly killed, which lies in the jungle not far away.'

The voices of the wolves replied, 'Let him live.' They were always hungry and they wanted to get the dead cow. Soon they went away, and there were only Akela, Bagheera, Baloo, and Mowgli's wolf family left. They could hear the angry roars of Shere Khan in the night.

'It is good,' said Akela. 'Men are clever. Perhaps this man-cub will help us when he is older. Take him away,' he said to Father Wolf, 'and teach him well.'

And so, because of Baloo's good word and the present of a cow, Mowgli now belonged to the Seeonee Wolf-Pack.

*　　*　　*

The story of Mowgli's life among the wolves fills many books, but we must jump ten or eleven years now. Father Wolf, Baloo, and Bagheera taught Mowgli well, and he learnt everything about the jungle. He knew the meaning of every sound in the trees, of every song of the birds, of every splash in the water. He learnt to climb trees like a monkey, to swim in the rivers like a fish, and to hunt for his food as cleverly as any animal in the jungle.



cub n. a young lion, bear etc. 幼兽

jackal n. a wild animal like a dog that lives in Asia and Africa and eats the remaining parts of dead animals（亚洲和非洲的）豺；胡狼

pack n. a group of wild animals that hunt together（野兽的）一群

speak for to speak in support of someone 替……说话

panther n. a black leopard 黑豹

splash n. the sound of a liquid hitting something or being moved around quickly（液体的）溅泼声；洒落声


1．莫格利的兄弟们
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温暖的夜色笼罩着印度南部的西奥尼群山。休憩了一天的狼爸爸醒了过来。他的身边躺着狼妈妈，还有四只小狼崽。

“该出去找点儿吃的了。”狼爸爸说道。他站起身，准备离开洞穴。

“祝你好运。”一个声音说道。是豺狼塔巴奎，一个什么都吃的家伙，连从村子里找到的旧衣裳碎片也不放过。印度的狼群都不喜欢他，因为他到处乱窜，制造麻烦，还老是讲他们的坏话。

“老虎希尔汗就要到这里来觅食了。”塔巴奎说道。

“岂有此理，”狼爸爸叫道，“按照‘森林法则’，他在来这里捕猎之前，必须提前通知我们。”

“希尔汗的一条腿不好使，只能抓牛来吃。附近的村民气坏了。所以他就到这里来了——换个新地方开始捕猎。听，他来了。”塔巴奎说道。

“这个愚蠢的家伙，”听着饥饿的老虎愤怒的吼叫声，狼爸爸说道，“这下子再也没有谁能在森林里找到吃的了。”

“可是希尔汗今晚是来吃人的，不是吃动物。”塔巴奎说道。

根据“森林法则”，动物是不可以猎杀人的，因为一旦有人被杀，人们就会带着枪来到这里。这样一来，森林里所有的动物都会陷入危险之中。

狼爸爸和狼妈妈听着不远处的丛林中希尔汗的动静。突然，他们听到从更近的地方传来一个声音。

“是人，一个人崽儿。看！”狼爸爸叫道。
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他们面前站着一个刚学会走路的婴儿。他抬起头，看着狼爸爸，然后笑了。

“那就是人崽儿吗？”狼妈妈说道，“我还从来没见过呢，快把他带过来。”

孩子个头很小，身上也没有穿衣服。他在狼崽们之间挤出一条路来，想走到狼妈妈的身边。“看，”她说，“他和其他孩子一样来吃奶了。”

“我听说以前曾发生过这样的事，”狼爸爸说道，“但是我直到今天才亲眼看到。你瞧，他一点儿都不害怕。”

突然，洞里暗了下来，原来是希尔汗的大脑袋从洞口挤了进来。

“欢迎来访，希尔汗，”狼爸爸嘴上说道，眼中却透出一股怒气，“有何贵干？”

“我正在抓一个人崽儿。”希尔汗回答道，“他的父母已经逃走了。把他给我。”

狼爸爸知道希尔汗没法钻进洞来，因为他的个头太大。

“这个人崽儿是我们的，”他说，“怎么处置他，我和其他狼自有主张。如果我们想杀死他，我们就会杀了他，而不是由你来决定。”

“这个人崽儿是我的！应该由我希尔汗说了算！”整个山洞都回荡着希尔汗的怒吼声。

“没门儿！”狼妈妈发出了愤怒的叫声，“这个人崽儿是我的。我们不会杀死他。他会活下去，和狼群一起奔跑，并且成为我的儿子。滚开，你这个只敢抓鱼和小孩吃的家伙，滚！”

希尔汗离开了，自知自己无法在洞穴里和母狼争斗。“总有一天我会抓到这个人崽儿的，你们这些小偷！”森林中传来了他的吼声。

“你真的想留下他吗，孩子他妈？”狼爸爸问道。
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“留下他？”狼妈妈回答道，“当然。他晚上一个人来到这里，还饿着肚子，可是他一点儿都不害怕。是的，我要留下他。我还要给他取个名字，就用那只青蛙的名字，叫莫格利。”

“但是狼族里的其他狼会怎么说？”

根据“森林法则”，狼崽们学会走路以后，他们都必须来到狼族里所有狼的面前。群狼会仔细端详这些狼崽。然后，狼崽们就可以四处奔跑了，因为所有的成年狼已经认识了他们，不会再攻击他们了。

*　　*　　*
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四只狼崽会跑以后，狼爸爸带着他们和莫格利跟狼妈妈一起来到了聚会石边。每逢月圆，狼族数以百计的狼都会在这里举行一次聚会。

狼族的首领是一只名叫阿克拉的大灰狼。一只只新露面的幼狼纷纷走到了他的面前，阿拉克说着：“大家看仔细！看仔细点！”

最后，狼爸爸将莫格利推到了狼群中间。就在这时，狼群围成的圈子外面的树林里传来了希尔汗的声音。

“这个人类的孩子是我的，把他还给我！”

阿克拉没有动，只是说道：“看仔细点！谁愿意为这个人类的婴儿说情？必须有他父母之外的两个人为他说情。”

狼群的聚会只允许除了狼之外的一个动物参加，那就是每天都昏昏欲睡的棕熊巴鲁。他的任务就是教幼狼们学会“森林法则”。

“我来替这个人类的孩子说说情，”巴鲁用他那低沉的声音说道，“让他和狼族待在一起吧，我来负责教导他。”

“我们还需要一个人来替他说情。”阿克拉说道。

另一只动物无声无息地跃到了狼群中间，原来是黑豹巴格拉。他全身漆黑，聪明、强壮而危险。

“噢，阿克拉，你愿意让我说上两句吗？”巴格拉轻声说道，“‘森林法则’说可以交换下一个小崽儿的性命。杀掉人崽儿没什么好果子吃。他伤害不了你们，所以让他和你们一起生活吧。我愿意给你们一头刚刚杀死的肥牛，就在不远处的林子里。”

狼群回答道：“让他留下来吧。”他们总是饥肠辘辘，所以对那头死牛很感兴趣。很快他们便四下散去，只剩下阿克拉、巴格拉、巴鲁以及莫格利一家。夜色中能听到希尔汗发出阵阵怒吼。

“很好，”阿克拉说道，“人类很聪明，说不定这个孩子长大以后还可以帮助我们。把他带走吧，”他对狼爸爸说，“好好教导他。”

就这样，由于巴鲁的美言加上牛的功劳，莫格利成为了西奥尼山上狼族的一员。

*　　*　　*

有关莫格利在狼群中的故事能够写上好几本书，但是现在我们必须跳过十来年。狼爸爸、巴鲁和巴格拉悉心教导莫格利，让他学会了有关森林的一切事情。对于林间的每一种声音，鸟儿的每一支歌以及水中的每一次水花飞溅，他都知道其中的含义。他学会了像猴子一样爬树，像鱼儿一样在河里游泳，以及像任何动物一样在林中敏捷地捕猎。


2
The Monkey-People

Baloo, the old brown bear, loved teaching Mowgli. He taught him how to speak to the different Jungle-People, and he taught him the important Master-Words. But Mowgli sometimes got bored with all the lessons. One day, when he was not listening, Baloo hit him, very softly, on the head, and Mowgli ran away angrily.

Bagheera, the black panther, was not happy about this. 'Remember how small he is,' he said to Baloo. 'How can his little head hold all your long words?'

'These words will keep him safe from the birds, from the Snake-People, and all the animals that hunt,' said Baloo. 'It is true that he is only small. But no one will hurt him, if he remembers all the Master-Words. Come, Mowgli!' he called into the trees. 'Come and say the words again.'

Mowgli climbed down from a tree and came to sit next to them. 'I will say the words to Bagheera, not you, fat old Baloo!' he said crossly.

'Very well,' said Baloo sadly. 'Say the words for the Hunting-People.'

'We are of one blood, you and I,' said Mowgli.

'Good. Now for the birds.'

Mowgli said the same words but with the sound of a bird.

'Now for the Snake-People,' said Baloo.

Mowgli then made the long 'ssss' sound, which was like no other noise, only the noise of a snake.

'Good,' said Baloo gently. 'One day you will thank me for my lessons. Now you will be safe in the jungle, because no snake, no bird, no animal will hurt you. You do not need to be afraid of anyone.'

'And I shall have my people and go with them high up in the trees,' shouted Mowgli.

'What did you say, Mowgli?' asked Baloo, surprised. 'Have you been with the Bandar-log, the Monkey-People?'

Mowgli could hear that Baloo was angry, and he saw too that Bagheera's green eyes were cold and hard.

'When Baloo hurt my head,' said Mowgli, 'I went away, and the grey monkeys came down from the trees and talked to me. They were kind to me and gave me nice things to eat. Then they took me up into the trees. They said that I was their brother, and they wanted me to be their leader one day. Why have you never told me about the Monkey-People? Bad old Baloo! They play all day and don't do lessons, and I will play with them again.'

'Listen, man-cub,' said Baloo angrily. 'I have taught you the Law for all the Jungle-People, but not for the Monkey-People. They have no law. Their ways are not our ways. They are noisy and dirty, and they think that they are a great people, but then they forget everything. The rest of the Jungle-People do not talk to them, or even think about them. Remember what I tell you.'

Mowgli listened, and was sorry. But all this time the Bandar-log were above them in the trees, listening and watching. They followed Mowgli and his friends through the jungle until it was time for the midday rest. Mowgli lay between his friends and went to sleep, saying, 'I will never talk to or play with the Monkey-People again.'

When he woke up, he was high in a tree and there were hands holding his legs and arms — hard, strong, little hands. Down below Baloo was shouting angrily, and Bagheera was trying to climb up the tree, but he was too heavy for the thin branches. The monkeys, shouting and laughing, carried Mowgli between them and began their journey along the monkey roads, which are high in the trees.

It was a wild, exciting journey. The monkeys jumped from treetop to treetop, crashing through the leaves and branches. At first Mowgli was afraid of falling, but then he began to think. He must tell Baloo and Bagheera where he was. High up in the blue sky he saw Chil the kite. The big bird saw that the monkeys were carrying a man-cub. He flew down to look, and was surprised to hear the birdcall of the kites: 'We are of one blood, you and I!'

'Who are you?' called Chil.

'Mowgli, the man-cub!' came the reply. 'Watch where they take me, and tell Baloo and Bagheera.'

'I will,' called Chil, and he flew high above the trees and watched with his far-seeing eyes.

Monkeys can travel fast when they want to, and by now Baloo and Bagheera were a long way behind.

'We cannot follow the Bandar-log through the trees,' said Baloo, 'and we will never catch them. But they are afraid of Kaa, the big python. He can climb as easily as the monkeys, and he eats them. Perhaps he will help us.' And so Baloo and Bagheera went to look for Kaa the python.

They found him, lying in the sun — ten metres of brown-and-yellow snake, beautiful and dangerous.

'What news?' called Kaa when he saw them.

'We are looking for food,' said Baloo. He knew that you must not hurry Kaa. He is too big.

'Let me come with you,' said Kaa hungrily. 'I have not eaten for days.'

'We are following the Bandar-log,' said Baloo. 'Those noisy, dirty thieves have stolen our man-cub. And we love our man-cub very much, Kaa!'

'The Bandar-log,' said Bagheera cleverly, 'are very much afraid of you, Kaa. But they say bad things about you, and call you "old yellow fish", I hear.'

'Tss! Tss!' said Kaa. 'I will teach them not to call me bad names. Where did they take your man-cub? They will be tired of him quickly, and that is bad for him. '

'Up! Up! Look up, Baloo!'

Baloo looked up and saw Chil the kite, high in the sky.

'What is it?' called Baloo.

'I have seen Mowgli the man-cub with the Bandar-log. He knew the Master-Word. They have taken him to the monkey-city, the Lost City.'

Baloo and Bagheera knew of the monkey-city. Men lived there once, but they left hundreds of years ago. Nobody went there now, only the Bandar-log.

'We must leave at once,' said Bagheera. 'It is a long way.'

'I will come as fast as I can,' said Baloo, 'but you and Kaa can go faster. I will follow you.'

*　　*　　*

The Lost City was very old. There were many beautiful buildings, but the walls were broken and full of holes, and there were tall trees in houses that were now open to the sky. The Monkey-People called the place their city, and ran around everywhere, in and out of the empty houses, up and down the fruit trees in the old gardens.

Now Mowgli was in their city, and the Monkey-People were very pleased with themselves. 'This boy can help us,' they said. 'He can teach us how to make things, because men are clever with their hands.' But monkeys make many plans, and always forget them five minutes later.

When Mowgli arrived in the city, he was tired and hungry. 'Bring me food,' he said, and twenty or thirty monkeys ran to bring him fruit. But they started fighting and forgot to take any fruit back to Mowgli.

Mowgli knew that he was in a bad place. 'Baloo was right,' he thought. 'The Bandar-log have no Law and their ways are not our ways. I must try to get away. Baloo will surely be angry with me, but that is better than life with the Bandar-log.'

But when Mowgli went to the walls of the city, the monkeys pulled him back. 'You are very happy here with us. We are great. We are wonderful. We all say so, and so it is true,' they shouted.

'Don't they ever sleep?' thought Mowgli. He looked up at the sky. 'There's a cloud coming over the moon. Perhaps I can run away when it's dark. But I am tired.'



bored adj. tired and impatient because you do not think something. is interesting 厌烦的；不感兴趣的

crossly adv. angrily or being annoyed 生气地；恼怒地

leader n. the person who directs or controls a team, organization, country etc. 领导者；领袖

midday n. the middle of the day, twelve o'clock 中午；正午

kite n. a type of hawk 鸢

crash v. to hit something or someone extremely hard while you are moving causing a lot of damage, or making a lot of noise（哗啦啦地）猛撞；猛击

far-seeing adj. able to see what happens in the distance 视力极好的；远视的

python n. a large tropical snake that kills animals for food by winding itself around them and crushing them（热带地区的）大蟒

wonderful adj. making you admire someone or something very much（某人、某物）令人惊叹的；奇妙的


2．猴群
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老棕熊巴鲁喜欢教导莫格利。他教莫格利如何与森林里不同的动物交谈，还教给他非常重要的口令。但是莫格利有时候会对这些课程感到厌倦。有一天，他没有认真听讲，巴鲁在他的头上轻轻敲了一下，莫格利生气地跑开了。

黑豹巴格拉对这件事感到很不高兴。“别忘了他的个头那么小，”他对巴鲁说道，“他那颗小脑袋怎么可能装得下你所有的长篇大论？”

“这些话可以让他免遭鸟儿、蛇以及所有捕猎动物的袭击，”巴鲁回答道，“他的确还小，可是如果他能记住所有的口令，就没有谁能伤害他了。快回来，莫格利！”他朝着树林里喊道，“快回来把那些话再说一遍。”

莫格利从一棵树上爬下来，坐到了他们的身旁。“我会把那些话背给巴格拉听，而不是你，又胖又老的巴鲁！”他生气地说道。

“好吧，”巴鲁伤心地说，“看到狩猎的人该怎么说？”

“你和我血脉相通。”莫格利回答道。

“很好。现在说说看到鸟儿该怎么说？”

莫格利把刚才的话重复了一遍，不过这次用的是鸟儿的声音。

“现在说说看到蛇族该怎么说？”

莫格利发出一阵长长的“嘶嘶”声，和蛇的声音一模一样。

“很好，”巴鲁温和地说道，“总有一天你会感谢我教给你这些课程的。现在你在森林里安全了，因为没有蛇、鸟儿或是任何动物会伤害你了。你不用再害怕任何动物。”

“那么我将拥有我的兄弟，还会和他们一块儿爬到高高的树上。”莫格利叫道。

“你说什么，莫格利？”巴鲁吃惊地问道，“你曾经和班达洛，就是那群猴子待在一起吗？”

莫格利听得出巴鲁很生气，他还发现巴格拉绿色的眼睛中闪烁出冷酷的光芒。

“巴鲁敲了我的脑袋，”莫格利说道，“所以我就逃走了。那群灰猴子跳下树来，和我说话。他们对我很好，还给我好吃的东西。接着他们把我带到树上。他们说我是他们的兄弟，希望将来我能成为他们的头领。为什么你从没告诉过我有关猴群的事，你这个又老又坏的巴鲁？他们整天玩耍，也不用上课，我还要和他们去玩。”

“听着，你这个人类的小家伙，”巴鲁生气地说，“我教给了你对付所有森林动物的法则，但是没有教你怎么对付猴群。对于他们毫无法则可言。他们和我们的方式不同。他们总是叽叽喳喳，而且很脏。他们自以为很了不起，但很快又把一切抛到脑后。森林里的其他动物都不和他们说话，甚至都不会想到他们。记住我对你说的话。”

莫格利听着，觉得有些愧疚。然而那群猴子此时正藏在他们头顶上的树丛里，偷听他们谈话，偷偷观察着他们。他们尾随着莫格利和他的朋友们在森林里穿行，直至中午休息时分。莫格利躺在他的朋友中间沉沉睡去，在梦中，他喃喃自语：“我再也不和那群猴子说话，再也不跟他们玩了。”
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当他醒来的时候，他已在高高的树上，许多只手托着他的腿和胳膊——那是一些强劲有力的小手。巴鲁在树下愤怒地吼叫着，巴格拉想要爬树，但是他太沉了，那些细枝无法承受他的重量。猴子们又笑又叫。他们抬着莫格利，沿着猴子们常走的路线，在高高的树上开始了他们的旅程。

这次旅行疯狂而又刺激。猴子们在树梢上跳来跳去，压得树叶和树枝噼啪作响。起初莫格利还有些担心自己会掉下去，但不一会儿他就开始想办法。他觉得必须告诉巴鲁和巴格拉自己在哪儿。他看到那只名叫奇尔的鸢正在高高的蓝天上飞翔。这只大鸟看到猴子们抬着一个人类的小孩。他飞了下来，想看个究竟。突然，一阵鸢的叫声传入他的耳朵：“你和我血脉相通！”他不禁吃了一惊。

[image: alt]

“你是谁？”奇尔喊道。

“莫格利，就是那个人类的小孩！”莫格利回答道，“看看他们把我带到哪儿了，然后告诉巴鲁和巴格拉。”

“我会的。”奇尔叫道，接着他飞到森林上空，用那双犀利的眼睛观察着动静。

因为猴子们可以随心所欲地快速前进，现在巴鲁和巴格拉已经被他们远远地抛在了后面。

“那些班达洛在树上钻来钻去，我们跟不上，”巴鲁说道，“我们永远也追不上他们。不过他们害怕大蟒蛇卡阿。他爬树的本领和猴子们不相上下，而且他还吃猴子。也许他会帮助我们。”于是，巴鲁和巴格拉去找蟒蛇卡阿了。

他们找到卡阿的时候，他正躺着晒太阳。卡阿是一条身长十米、棕黄相间的大蛇，既美丽又危险。

“有事吗？”卡阿看到他们问道。

“我们正在觅食。”巴鲁说。他知道不能催促卡阿，他实在是太大了。

“让我一起去吧，”卡阿饥肠碌碌地说，“我已经好些天没有吃过东西了。”

“我们正在追踪班达洛，”巴鲁说，“那群又闹腾又肮脏的小偷把我们那个人类的小孩偷走了。我们非常爱那孩子，卡阿！”

“班达洛非常害怕您，卡阿！”巴格拉机灵地接着说道，“但是他们经常说您的坏话，我听到他们说您是‘老黄鱼’。”
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“嘶！嘶！”卡阿说道，“我要给他们点颜色看看，看他们还敢不敢骂我。他们把你们的小孩带到哪里去了？他们很快就会对他失去兴趣，这样一来他的情况就会很不妙。”

“上面！上面！快看上面，巴鲁！”

巴鲁抬起头，看见那只名叫奇尔的鸢正在高空中盘旋。

“发生了什么？”巴鲁叫道。

“我看见那个名叫莫格利的人类的孩子了，他和班达洛在一起。他知道口令。他们已经把他带到猴城，也就是‘失落之城’去了。”

巴鲁和巴格拉听说过猴城。人类曾经在那里居住过，但是他们在几百年前就离开了。现在除了班达洛已经没有谁去那里了。

“我们必须马上出发，”巴格拉说道，“要走好长一段路呢。”

“我会尽快赶来，”巴鲁说，“但是你和卡阿可以走快些，我会跟着你们。”

*　　*　　*

“失落之城”非常古老。城里有很多美丽的建筑，不过墙壁都已经破败不堪，千疮百孔。房子里长着参天的树木，屋顶都没了。猴群称这里为他们的城市，在里面跑来跑去。他们在空屋子里窜进窜出，在那些古老的花园里的果树上跳上跳下。
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莫格利现在就在这座城里，猴子们个个沾沾自喜：“这孩子可以帮助我们，”他们说道，“他可以教我们怎么制作东西，因为人类的双手很灵巧。”不过猴子们虽然有很多计划，可总是在五分钟后就忘个精光。

莫格利到达猴城的时候又累又饿。“给我拿点吃的。”他说道。二三十只猴子跑去给他拿水果，但是他们很快就开始打打闹闹，忘记带水果给莫格利了。

莫格利知道自己的处境很糟。“巴鲁是对的。”他想，“班达洛毫无法则可言。他们和我们的方式不同。我必须试着逃走。巴鲁肯定对我很生气，但是那总比和班达洛一起生活要好。”

然而当莫格利走到城墙边时，猴子们把他拉了回去。“和我们待在一起，你在这里会过得很开心的。我们是很了不起、很出色的。我们都这么说，所以这就是真理。”他们叫嚷着。

“难道他们从不睡觉吗？”莫格利想着。他抬头望着天空：“有一片云彩就要遮住月亮了。也许我能趁着黑暗跑掉，可是我觉得好累。”


3
Kaa's hunting

Bagheera and Kaa were also watching that cloud. They were now outside the city walls, but they knew they had to be careful. There were only two of them, and there were hundreds of monkeys.

'They are over there by that house, talking about the boy,' said Bagheera. 'When the cloud hides the moon, I will attack them.'

'I will go to the higher ground at the west wall,' Kaa said, 'and come down the hill very fast. Good hunting!'

The black panther ran quickly to the crowds of monkeys and started hitting, right and left, as hard as he could. The monkeys screamed angrily, but then one of them shouted, 'There is only one here! Kill him! Kill!' And a crowd of monkeys jumped on Bagheera, biting and pulling. Another group pulled Mowgli up a wall and pushed him over. He fell down into a dark room which had no doors or windows, and he could not get out. 'Stay there,' shouted the monkeys, 'until we have killed your friend. And then we will play with you, if the snakes leave you alive.'

Mowgli heard hissing sounds in the darkness around him. 'We are of one blood, you and I,' he said, quickly giving the Snakes' Call.

'Sssss,' the snakes replied. 'We will not bite you, but stand still, Little Brother, because your feet can hurt us.'

Mowgli stood very still and listened to the fight around Bagheera. For the first time ever, the big panther was fighting for his life. Then Mowgli remembered something. There was a big tank of water near one of the buildings.

'Go to the tank, Bagheera! Get to the water!'

Bagheera heard and he knew that Mowgli was safe. Suddenly he felt stronger and he pulled himself slowly to the tank, fighting against the crowds of monkeys.

Then Baloo came running in from the jungle, shouting, 'Bagheera, I am here!' At once the monkeys jumped on him, and the bear started to hit them with his great strong arms. Mowgli heard a splash when Bagheera jumped into the tank. The monkeys were afraid of water and could not follow him there. But they stood all round the sides, ready to jump on him if he tried to get out and help Baloo.

And where was Kaa all this time? It was a hard climb up to the west wall, and Kaa moved carefully over the stones. Now he came down the hill very quickly, hungry and wanting to kill. Kaa was ten metres long, heavy and strong. He went silently into the crowd of monkeys around Baloo, and he did not need to hit twice.

When they are very young, monkeys are told about Kaa, the silent thief who can kill the strongest monkey. All monkeys are afraid of Kaa. Now they ran, with shouts of 'It's Kaa! Run! Run!'

Then Kaa opened his mouth for the first time and spoke one long hissing word. The monkeys were suddenly silent and still, and nothing moved in the city.

Bagheera pulled himself out of the tank. 'Get the man-cub out and let us go,' he said. 'I can't fight any more. And the monkeys will attack us again.'

'They will not move until I tell them to move,' said Kaa.

'We must thank you, Kaa. We could not do it without you,' said Baloo.

'I am happy to help. Where is the man-cub?' said Kaa.

'Here! In this room, but I cannot get out.'

'Take him away,' called the snakes around Mowgli. 'He dances around too much and he will stand on us.'

'Stand back, man-cub,' said Kaa. 'I will break the wall.'

With two metres of his heavy body off the ground, Kaa hit the wall very hard, five or six times. A hole opened, and Mowgli jumped quickly through it. He ran and put his arms around Baloo and Bagheera.

'Are you hurt?' asked Baloo.

'Not much,' said Mowgli, 'but the Bandar-log have hurt you badly, my friends.'

'It is nothing,' said Baloo. 'But you must thank Kaa. He has done much for you tonight.'

Mowgli turned and saw the head of the great python.

'So this is the man-cub,' said Kaa. 'He is like the Bandar-log, but not the same. Be careful, man-cub, that I do not make a mistake when I am hunting monkeys.'

'We are of one blood, you and I,' Mowgli answered. 'You have given me my life tonight. When I kill, it will be for you if you are hungry.'

'Well spoken,' said Baloo.

'You are brave, young man,' said Kaa, 'and you speak well. Now go with your friends. The moon is going down. You must not see what will happen here next.'

Slowly, never hurrying, Kaa went softly out in front of the lines of sitting monkeys and began to dance. His head moved from right to left, and his long body turned this way and that way, making circles that changed every second.

Baloo and Bagheera stood and could not move. Mowgli watched, and did not understand.

'Bandar-log,' said the deep voice of Kaa at last. 'Can you move?'

'Without a word from you, Kaa, we cannot move.'

'Come nearer to me,' said Kaa.

The lines of monkeys came nearer, and Baloo and Bagheera walked forward, too.

'Nearer,' hissed Kaa, and they all moved forward again.

Mowgli put his hands on Baloo and Bagheera to get them away, and the two animals woke up.

'Keep your hand on me, Mowgli,' whispered Bagheera, 'or I will go back to Kaa, and walk into his mouth.'

'It's only old Kaa dancing,' said Mowgli. 'Let us go.' And the three of them went away into the jungle.

'A python's dance is dangerous to watch,' said Baloo, 'even for us. Kaa will have good hunting tonight.'

'And now, Mowgli,' said Bagheera angrily. 'Baloo and I have fought hard for you. The monkeys have bitten us and pulled us and hit us. And all this, man-cub, was because you played with the Bandar-log.'

'It is true,' said Mowgli sadly. 'I am a bad man-cub.'

'The Law of the Jungle says we must punish you,' said Bagheera. Baloo was happy that Mowgli was safe and with them again, but he could not speak against the Law.

'It is right to punish me,' said Mowgli. 'I did wrong.'

Bagheera hit him, very softly for a panther, but very heavily for a little boy. Mowgli did not cry.

'Now,' said Bagheera, 'jump on my back, Little Brother, and we will go home.'

One of the good things about Jungle Law is that, after you are punished, the matter is finished.



hide v. to keep or put something in a place where it cannot easily be seen or found 藏起来；隐藏

still adj. not moving 静止的；不动的

tank n. a large container for storing liquid or gas（盛放液体或气体的）大容器

whisper v. to speak or say something very quietly, using your breath rather than your voice 低语；耳语

punish v. to make someone suffer because they have done something wrong or broken the law 处罚；惩罚

matter n. a subject or situation that you have to think about or deal with 事情；情况


3．卡阿打猎

此时的巴格拉和卡阿也正看着那片云彩。他们现在就在城墙外，但是他们知道自己得小心行事。他们只有两个人，而猴子却有好几百只。

“他们就在那所房子那边，正谈论着那孩子，”巴格拉说道，“等到云彩遮住月亮，我就开始进攻。”

“我到西墙边的那块高地上去，”卡阿说道，“然后迅速从山上下来，祝我们好运！”

只见黑豹飞快地冲到猴群中，开始拼命地左右厮打。猴群中响起了愤怒的尖叫声。突然一只猴子叫道：“只有他一个！杀死他！杀！”于是一群猴子跳到巴格拉的身上，开始对他又拽又咬。另一群猴子则把莫格利拉到一堵墙上，然后把他推了下去。他掉进了一间没有门窗的黑屋子里，没法出去。“好好待着，”猴子们叫道，“直到我们宰了你的朋友。如果蛇能够放你一条生路，我们就来和你玩。”

黑暗中，莫格利听到四周传来阵阵嘶嘶声。“你和我血脉相通。”他说着，迅速发出蛇的叫声。

“嘶嘶，”蛇群回答道，“我们不会咬你，但是你得站着别动，小兄弟，因为你的脚会伤到我们。”

莫格利站在那里纹丝不动，耳朵却听着巴格拉在外面的战斗。对于这只大黑豹来说，他还是平生第一次为活命而战。突然莫格利想起了些什么。有一座房子附近有一个大水箱。

“到水箱那边去，巴格拉！那儿有水！”

巴格拉听到了这番话，知道莫格利还安然无恙。霎时间，他觉得自己强壮了起来，于是他一边和猴群战斗，一边慢慢朝水箱挪去。
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正在这时，巴鲁从森林赶到了这里。他叫道：“巴格拉，我来了！”猴子们立即扑向他，棕熊开始挥舞着强壮的手臂和猴子打了起来。莫格利听到水花溅起的声音，原来是巴格拉跳进了水箱里。猴子们怕水，所以不敢跟着他跳下去。但他们把水箱团团围住，准备巴格拉一出来帮助巴鲁，就扑向他。

那么卡阿这段时间在哪里呢？要爬上西边的城墙可不太容易，卡阿得在石头间小心地穿行。现在饥肠辘辘的他从山上迅速冲下来，准备大开杀戒。卡阿足有十米长，身强力壮。他悄悄地滑进包围巴鲁的猴群中，对于他来说是每击必中。

从小时候起，猴子们就听说了卡阿的故事。据说这条蛇是个悄无声息的贼，能够杀死最强壮的猴子。所有的猴子都害怕卡阿。只见他们顿时四处逃散，嘴里还不停地喊着：“是卡阿！快跑！快跑！”
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卡阿第一次张开嘴，发出了一阵长长的嘶嘶声。猴群突然安静了下来，一动不动。整个城市如一潭死水。

巴格拉挣扎着从水箱里爬了出来。“把那个孩子放出来，然后让我们走，”他说道，“我打不动了，猴子们会再次攻击我们的。”

“我不让他们动，他们是不会动的。”卡阿说道。

“我们真的很感谢你，卡阿。没有你，我们肯定不行。”巴鲁说道。

“很高兴能帮上忙。那孩子在哪儿？”卡阿问道。

“在这儿！就在这间屋子里，但是我出不去。”

“把他带走，”莫格利周围的蛇叫道，“他老是转来转去，他会踩着我们的。”

“往后退，孩子，”卡阿说道，“我来打破这堵墙。”

卡阿将自己沉重的身子抬起两米高，然后狠狠地拍打着墙面。五六次之后，墙上出现了一个洞，莫格利迅速从里面跳了出来。他跑向巴鲁和巴格拉，一把抱住了他们。

“你伤着了吗？”巴鲁问道。

“还行，”莫格利说，“但是班达洛把你们伤得不轻，我的朋友们。”

“这没什么，”巴鲁说道，“但你得好好谢谢卡阿。为了救你，他今晚可出了不少力呢。”

莫格利转过身，看见了大蟒的脑袋。

“看来这位就是人类的孩子了，”卡阿说道，“他和班达洛有些像，但又不一样。你要小心啊，孩子，等会儿我捕杀猴子时不要误伤了你。”

“你和我血脉相通，”莫格利回答道，“今晚你救了我，所以以后你要是饿的话，我捕获的东西就归你。”

“说得好。”巴鲁说道。

“你很勇敢，年轻人，”卡阿说道，“而且你说得不错。现在和你的朋友一起走吧。月亮马上就要落山了，不能让你看见接下来的事情。”

卡阿轻轻地滑到端坐成排的猴子面前，开始从容不迫地跳起舞来。他的脑袋左右摇晃，长长的身躯也随之摇摆，在他们眼前转着圈，每秒钟都姿态各异。

巴鲁和巴格拉呆在那里动弹不得，莫格利则不解地看着这一切。

“班达洛，”终于，卡阿用低沉的声音问道，“你们能动吗？”

“您不发话，卡阿，我们无法动弹。”

“靠我近一些。”卡阿说。

一排排的猴子走近卡阿，巴鲁和巴格拉也向前走了几步。
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“再近点。”卡阿发出一阵嘶嘶声。他们又一起向前移动了几步。

莫格利把他的手放到巴鲁和巴格拉的身上，想把他们拉开。他们两个顿时清醒过来。

“把手放在我身上，莫格利，”巴格拉轻声说道，“否则我就会走回卡阿身边，一直走进他的嘴里。”

“老卡阿不过是跳跳舞而已，”莫格利说，“我们走吧。”说着他们三个便转身走进了森林。

“看蟒蛇跳舞是件危险的事儿，”巴鲁说道，“即便对我们来说也是这样。卡阿今晚可以饱餐一顿了。”

“好了，莫格利，”巴格拉生气地说，“巴鲁和我为了救你拼命战斗。猴子们则对我们又咬又扯又打。这一切都是因为你——这个人类的孩子——和班达洛一起玩耍。”

“的确如此，”莫格利伤心地说道，“我是个坏孩子。”

“根据‘森林法则’。我们必须对你进行惩罚。”巴格拉说道。看到莫格利平安归来，巴鲁就已经很高兴了，但他也不能违反“森林法则”。

“我应该受罚，”莫格利说，“我做错了。”

巴格拉打了他一下。对于一只黑豹来说这一下算是很轻的，可对于一个小孩子来说这一下很重。莫格利没有哭。

“好了，”巴格拉说，“跳到我的背上来，小兄弟，我们回家了。”

“森林法则”的好处之一就是，一旦你受到了惩罚，事情就算完结了。


4
The fight at the rock

Mowgli always went to the meetings of the Wolf-Pack, and there he learnt something new one day. If he looked hard at any wolf, the wolf could not meet his eyes and looked away. Mowgli thought this was funny; he did not understand that he was different from the wolves.

All the Jungle-People were his friends — but not Shere Khan, of course. Mother Wolf told him that the tiger wanted to kill him. 'One day you must kill Shere Khan. If you don't kill him, he will kill you.' But Mowgli forgot. He was only a boy, not a wolf.

Shere Khan still came often to that part of the jungle. Akela was older now and not so strong, and Shere Khan made friends with some of the younger wolves. Akela could not stop them, and Shere Khan began to make trouble for Mowgli. 'I hear you can't look into the man-cub's eyes,' he said, laughing, to the young wolves. And the young wolves began to get angry.

Bagheera, who had eyes and ears everywhere, knew something of this and told Mowgli. Mowgli laughed, but Bagheera went on, 'Open your eyes, Little Brother. Remember that Akela is old and he will not always be the leader of the Pack. Shere Khan has taught the younger wolves that a man-cub has no place with them. And soon you will be a man, not a man-cub.'

'But the wolves are my brothers. Why will they want to send me away?'

'Look at me,' said Bagheera, and Mowgli looked at him hard between the eyes. The big black cat turned his head away quickly. 'That is why,' he said. 'Not even I can look in your eyes. That is why they want to kill you. You are clever. You are a man.'

'I did not know these things,' said Mowgli quietly.

'Now listen. The day will soon come when Akela cannot kill his deer in the hunt. Then at the next meeting of the Pack the younger wolves will be against Akela and against you. When that time comes, go to the men's houses in the village and take some of their Red Flower. That will be a stronger friend to you than I or Baloo.'

The Red Flower was fire. All animals are afraid of it and do not call it by its name. 'I will get some,' said Mowgli. 'I will go and get it now, and keep it ready,' and he ran through the jungle to the village.

On his way he heard the sounds of the Wolf-Pack hunting a big deer. 'Show us that you are strong, Akela,' came the voices of the young wolves. 'Kill it!'

Mowgli stopped and listened, and he could hear that Akela did not kill the deer. 'So the time has come already,' he thought, and hurried to the village. He watched and waited, and soon he saw a child who was carrying a fire-pot. Mowgli jumped up, took the pot from him, and quickly ran away, back to the jungle. All that day he kept his fire alive with leaves and pieces of wood.

In the evening Tabaqui came and told him that the wolves wanted him at the meeting. Mowgli laughed, and went. When he arrived, he saw that Akela was not in his special place, on top of the rock, but beside it. That meant that another wolf could try to take Akela's place. Shere Khan was there, too, with all the younger wolves around him. Mowgli sat down, with the fire-pot between his legs. Bagheera lay beside him.

Shere Khan began to speak and Mowgli jumped up.

'Free People, is Shere Khan your leader? Does a tiger belong in the Wolf-Pack?'

'There is no wolf on the rock,' began Shere Khan, but the other wolves said, 'Let Akela speak.'

Akela looked up, old and tired. 'Free People, I have been your leader for many years. In all that time no wolf has died in the hunt. But this time I did not kill my deer. The Law of the Jungle says that you can kill me now, but the Law also says that you must come one by one.'

No one spoke. Akela was old, but nobody wanted to fight Akela alone.

Then Shere Khan spoke. 'Bah! This old wolf is not important. He will die soon. It is the man-cub who has lived too long. Give him to me.'

'A man! A man!' cried most of the younger wolves angrily. 'A man does not belong in the Wolf-Pack.'

'Mowgli is our brother,' said Akela. 'He has eaten our food. He has slept with us. He has done nothing wrong. Let him go to his own place.'

'He is a man,' cried Shere Khan and most of the wolves.

Mowgli stood up, the fire-pot in his hands. He was very angry, and very sad.

'You have said many times that I am a man. I was your brother, but I will not call you my brothers again. I will decide on my life or my death, not you. I am a man, and to show you, I have brought the Red Flower with me.'

He dropped the fire-pot on the ground and some of the fire fell out. The wolves were very afraid and moved back. Mowgli held a long piece of wood in the fire and the end began to burn brightly.

'You are the leader now,' said Bagheera softly. 'Help Akela. He was always your friend.'

'Good,' said Mowgli. He looked at the frightened wolves. 'I go from you to my people — the world of men. But first...' and Mowgli went to Shere Khan. 'This killer of cows wanted to kill me. This is what men do to killers of cows,' and he hit Shere Khan on the head with the burning stick. The tiger was very frightened.

'Go now,' said Mowgli to Shere Khan. 'The next time I come to this rock, it will be with your dead body. I tell you this also, my brothers, you will not kill Akela — because I do not want that. Akela is free to live.'

And Mowgli jumped at the young wolves with his burning stick and they all ran away. In the end there were only Akela, Bagheera, and a few older wolves left. Then something began to hurt Mowgli inside him and, for the first time in his life, tears ran down his face.

'What is it? What is it? Am I dying, Bagheera?'

'No, Little Brother. You are a man, and these are men's tears. But you must go — the jungle is closed to you now.'

'Yes,' said Mowgli. 'I will go to men. But first I must say goodbye to my mother.' And he went to the cave and cried on Mother Wolf's coat.

'You will not forget me?' Mowgli said to his wolf-family.

'Never,' said his wolf-brothers. 'Come to the foot of the hill when you are a man, and we will talk with you.'

'Come soon, little frog,' said Father Wolf, 'because your Mother and I are getting old.'

'I will surely come,' said Mowgli, 'and I will bring the coat of Shere Khan and put it on the Meeting Rock.'

And in the morning Mowgli went down the hill alone to meet those strange things that are called men.



deer n. a large grasseating wild animal that can run very fast and has wide branching horns 鹿

fire-pot  n. a container for fire 火罐

belong v. to be in the right place or situation 应被放置在；应处在

one by one if people do something one by one, first one person does it, then the next, then the next etc. 一个一个地；依次地

bah int. to show disapproval of something 呸！（表示不赞同）

drop v. to stop holding or carrying something so that it falls 让（某物）落下

brightly adv. shining strongly or with plenty of light 光亮地；发光地

frightened adj. feeling afraid 受惊的；害怕的

coat n. the fur, wool, or hair that covers an animal's body（动物的）皮毛


4．岩石上的战斗

莫格利每次都去参加狼族的聚会。有一天，他在那儿发现了一件新鲜事。如果他使劲盯着某只狼看，那只狼就会不敢正视自己，转而把目光移开。莫格利觉得这很有趣，他并不明白自己和狼群是不同的。

所有的森林居民都是他的朋友，当然不包括希尔汗。狼妈妈曾告诉他这只老虎想要杀死他。“将来你必须杀了希尔汗。如果你不杀掉他，他就会杀死你。”但是莫格利已经忘记母狼的话了。他毕竟只是个小孩子，而不是狼。

希尔汗还是经常来那片森林转转。现在的阿克拉已经老了许多，也不如以往强壮了。希尔汗和一些年轻的狼交上了朋友。阿克拉没法阻止他们，于是希尔汗便开始给莫格利制造麻烦。“我听说你们无法和那个人崽儿对视。”他边笑边对着年轻的狼群说。这些年轻的狼被激怒了。

巴格拉到处都有自己的耳目。当他听说了这件事后，便告诉了莫格利。莫格利笑了，巴格拉却继续说道：“放警惕些，小兄弟。你要记住，阿克拉老了，他不会永远领导狼族。希尔汗告诉年轻的狼们说人类的孩子在狼群中是没有地位的。而且很快你就会长成一个大人，而不再是个孩子了。”

“可是狼都是我的兄弟啊。为什么他们想要把我送走呢？”

“看着我。”巴格拉说道，于是莫格利紧紧盯住了他的双眼，这只黑色的大豹子很快将自己的脑袋转向一旁。“这就是原因，”他说，“连我都无法直视你的眼睛。这就是为什么他们想要杀死你。你很聪明，因为你是一个人。”

“我以前都不知道这些事情。”莫格利轻声说道。

“那么听着，一旦阿克拉连鹿也无法杀死，这一天很快就会来到。到那个时候，年轻的狼们就会在狼族的下一次聚会中反对阿克拉，还有你。到了那时，你就到人类居住的村子里去，然后从那里拿一些红花来。对你来说，那将是比我或是巴鲁都要强大的朋友。”

所谓的红花就是火。所有的动物都怕火，所以不愿意直呼其名。“我会的，”莫格利说道，“我现在就去拿一些来，做好准备。”说着，他穿过森林，朝村子奔去。

途中他听到狼族正在围攻一头巨大的鹿。“让我们看看你有多强壮，阿克拉，”年轻的狼群喊道，“杀掉它！”

莫格利停下脚步，侧耳倾听，他能听出来阿克拉并没有杀死那头鹿。“看来时候已到。”他一边想，一边匆匆赶到村子里。经过一番观察和等待，他很快便看到一个孩子手中拿着一个火罐。莫格利跳了起来，从他的手中夺过火罐，转身向森林的方向飞奔而去。那天，他用树叶和碎木头让火保持不灭。
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到了晚上，塔巴奎来了，告诉他狼群希望他参加聚会。莫格利大笑了一阵，向那儿走去。刚到聚会的地方，他就看到阿克拉没有坐在岩石顶上那个属于他的特别位置上，而是站在一旁。这意味着别的狼能够试着取代阿克拉了。希尔汗也在那里，年轻的狼们围在他的身旁。莫格利坐了下来，火罐就在他的双腿之间。巴格拉卧在他的身旁。

希尔汗开始说话，莫格利跳了起来。

“自由的人们，希尔汗是你们的领袖吗？一只老虎应该在狼族里吗？”

“现在岩石上没有狼。”希尔汗开口道，但是其他狼则说道：“让阿克拉讲话。”

阿克拉抬起头，显得苍老而疲惫。“自由的人们，我领导你们有好多年了。这些年中，没有一只狼在捕猎中死掉。但是这次我没有杀死本该由我杀死的鹿。根据‘森林法则’，你们现在可以杀死我了，但是你们得一个一个来，这也是法则规定的。”

没有人说话。阿克拉虽然老了，可还是没有人愿意和他单打独斗。

正在这时，希尔汗说话了。“呸！这只老狼无关紧要。他很快就要上西天了。倒是那个人类的小崽子，他活得太久了。把他给我。”
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“人！人！”大部分年轻的狼生气地叫道，“人不属于狼族。”

“莫格利是我们的兄弟，”阿克拉说道，“他和我们同吃同住。他没有做什么错事。让他有自己的一席之地吧。”

“他是一个人。”希尔汗和大部分狼叫嚣着。

莫格利站了起来，手里拿着火罐。他怒火中烧而又满腹委屈。

“你们总说我是一个人。我曾是你们的兄弟，可是现在我将不再把你们当作兄弟。我将决定自己的生死，而不是由你们决定。我是人，为了证明这一点，我带来了红花。”

他将火罐摔在地上，一些火苗溅了出来。狼群非常害怕，往后退去。莫格利将一块长长的木头伸进火里，木头的一端顿时燃烧起来，发出明亮的光芒。

“现在你是领袖了，”巴格拉温和地说道，“帮帮阿克拉。他永远是你的朋友。”

“好的。”莫格利说道。他看着被吓呆了的狼群：“我将离开你们，回到我的同类那里，回到人类的世界。但是首先……”莫格利一边说，一边走向希尔汗，“这个只能杀牛的家伙想要杀死我。我要让你们看看人类是怎么对付杀牛贼的。”说着，他用正在燃烧的木棒朝希尔汗的脑袋上打去。老虎害怕极了。

“滚，”莫格利对希尔汗说道，“等下次我再到岩石这儿，我就会带着你的尸体一块儿来。还有你们，我的兄弟们，你们不能杀死阿克拉——因为我不希望这样。阿克拉可以自由地活下去。”
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莫格利拿着正在燃烧的木棒冲进年轻的狼群，他们都四下逃散。最后只剩下阿克拉、巴格拉以及一些年长的狼。莫格利感到心里一阵剧痛，眼泪从脸上滑落下来，这还是他生平第一次落泪。

“这是什么东西？这是什么东西？我要死了吗，巴格拉？”

“不是的，小兄弟。你是一个人，这些是人类的眼泪。但是你必须走了——森林现在已经不属于你了。”

“我知道，”莫格利说道，“我将到人类那里去。但是我得先和我的妈妈道别。”他来到洞穴里，趴在狼妈妈的身上放声大哭。

“你们不会忘记我吧？”莫格利对他的狼家庭说道。

“永远不会，”他的那些狼兄弟们说，“等你成人后，你就来到山脚下，我们会和你说话。”

“尽早回来，小青蛙，”狼爸爸说道，“你妈妈和我已经老了。”

“我一定会回来，”莫格利说道，“我还要带来希尔汗的皮，然后把它放在聚会石上。”

第二天清晨，莫格利便独自一人下山，去见那些被称作人类的奇怪东西。


5
Tiger-Tiger

Mowgli knew that he had enemies now and he went far away. He ran until he came to a village in a place with many rocks and narrow valleys. Everywhere Mowgli could see cows and buffaloes. Some little boys were looking after the cows, but when they saw Mowgli, they shouted and ran away. Mowgli walked on until he came to the village.

He sat down by the gate. When a man came out of the village, Mowgli opened his mouth to show that he wanted food. The man ran back into the village and came back with a hundred other people. They all looked at Mowgli and saw the bite-marks on his arms and legs.

'Look,' said a man, 'those are the bite-marks of wolves. He is a wolf-child who has run away from the jungle.'

'He is a good-looking boy,' said one of the women. 'Messua, he looks like your little boy that was taken by the tiger.'

'Let me look,' said Messua. 'Yes, he is thin, but he looks like my son.'

'Take him to your house, Messua,' the villagers said. 'The jungle took your boy, and the jungle has given you this one back.'

The woman called Messua took Mowgli to her house and gave him milk and bread. This was Mowgli's first time in a house, and he did not like it. It felt like a prison.

'But I am a man now,' he thought, 'and I must do what men do. I must also learn to speak like men.' He knew all the many languages of the jungle, and so it was easy for him to learn the sounds of men. That first evening he learnt many words from Messua.

But that night he did not want to sleep inside the house. So he climbed out of the window, and went to sleep in a field near the village. Before he went to sleep, a soft grey nose touched his face. It was Grey Brother, the eldest of Mother Wolf's cubs.

'Wake, Little Brother,' he said. 'I bring news. Shere Khan has gone away. You burnt his coat with the Red Flower. But he says that, when he comes back, he will kill you.'

'I remember also what I said about Shere Khan,' said Mowgli. 'But it is good to have news. Will you always bring me news, Grey Brother?'

'Yes, Little Brother. But you will not forget that you are a wolf? You will not forget us when you are with men?'

'Never,' replied Mowgli. 'I will always remember that I love you all.'

*　　*　　*

For three months Mowgli learnt how to be like a man. He had to wear clothes, learn how to use money, and how to work in the fields. In the evenings he sat with the villagers under a great tree, while the men told stories about the jungle and the animals. Once, when Buldeo, the village hunter, told a story about a tiger, Mowgli had to hide his face because he was laughing. At the end he said, 'Buldeo's stories are stupid. He knows nothing about the jungle.'

The villagers did not like this, and after that they sent Mowgli out every day with the other boys, to look after the herds of cows and buffaloes while they ate. Mowgli enjoyed this work, and usually went on alone, with a big group of cows and buffaloes.

One day he saw Grey Brother under a tree near the jungle. 'Shere Khan has come back, but he is hiding for a while. Then he is coming to kill you,' said Grey Brother.

'Very good,' said Mowgli. 'Tell me when he comes. Meet me at the river, by the big dhak-tree with golden flowers. I will watch for you there every day.'

Day after day Mowgli went out with the herds, but there was nobody at the dhak-tree. Then at last the day came when Grey Brother was waiting for him.

'Shere Khan has waited for a month, and is hoping that you have now forgotten about him,' said the wolf. 'He's going to wait for you at the village gate this evening. But now he is hiding in the big dry ravine of the Waingunga. I met Tabaqui this morning —' here Grey Brother showed his teeth a little '— and before I broke his back, he told me all about Shere Khan's plan.'

'Has Shere Khan eaten today, or does he hunt empty?' The answer was life or death for Mowgli.

'He killed and ate this morning. And he has drunk, too.'

'How stupid he is!' said Mowgli. 'Does he think that I shall wait until he has slept?' He stood and thought for a while. 'The ravine of Waingunga! I can take the buffaloes round to the top end and chase Shere Khan down the ravine. After a meal, he cannot fight or climb easily. But I need a big group of cows at the bottom end of the ravine, to stop him escaping. Then we will catch him between the buffaloes and the cows. Can you help me, Grey Brother?'

'Not I alone,' said Grey Brother, 'but I have someone who will help me.' And the big grey head of Akela came out from the trees.

'Akela! Akela!' said Mowgli. 'I knew you would not forget me.' The two wolves ran here and there among the herd, and soon the cows and buffaloes were in two groups. Already, they were getting excited and dangerous. The other herd-boys, who were watching a long way away, ran back to the village with the news.

'Keep the cows together, Grey Brother,' called Mowgli. 'Drive them into the bottom end of the ravine and keep them there until we come down. Akela, you and I will take the buffaloes round to the top.'

They drove the buffaloes round in a big circle uphill. It took a long time because they did not want Shere Khan to hear them. At last Mowgli was ready. He stopped and shouted down the ravine.

'Shere Khan! It is I, Mowgli. It is time for our meeting!'

Mowgli rode on the back of Rama, the biggest of the buffaloes, and Akela chased the herd from behind. The buffaloes began to run down the ravine, faster and faster, and the ground shook under their heavy feet.

Shere Khan heard the noise and woke up. He knew what it was, and he began to run down the ravine. No tiger can hope to stand against a herd of buffaloes when they are moving fast. He looked for a way to escape, but the ravine was narrow, with high rocky walls. He had to go on, heavy with his dinner and his drink. Then he saw the cows at the bottom of the ravine, and turned. But it was too late. He fell under the feet of the buffaloes, and they ran over him like a river running down a mountain.

The buffaloes did not stop until they crashed into the herd of cows. Mowgli jumped off Rama's back and shouted to Akela and Grey Brother.

'It is done! Shere Khan is dead! He died the death of a dog, not a fighting tiger.'

Mowgli took his knife and started to cut the coat from Shere Khan's body. It was hard work. After an hour Mowgli was still working when suddenly he felt a hand on his back. It was Buldeo, the village hunter.

'Go and look after your buffaloes,' he cried angrily. 'I will take this tiger's coat. I can sell it for a hundred rupees, and you can have one rupee for yourself.'

'No,' said Mowgli. 'I need this coat.'

'Listen, boy!' shouted Buldeo. 'I am the village hunter, and I will take the coat, and keep all the money.'

Then Mowgli spoke to Akela in the wolf-language, and suddenly Buldeo was lying on his back on the ground with a big grey wolf standing over him.

'Buldeo,' said Mowgli, 'for a long time this tiger has wanted to kill me. But I have killed him.'

Buldeo was very afraid. Who was this boy, who could talk to wolves and kill tigers? 'Great King,' he said to Mowgli, 'I am an old man. I thought you were just a herd-boy. Let me go now, and I will go away.'

'Go, and peace go with you,' replied Mowgli, and he went on with his work.

It was nearly dark when at last he and the wolves pulled the great coat away from the tiger's body.

'Now we must hide this and take the cows and the buffaloes back to the village,' said Mowgli.

But when Mowgli came near the village, there was a crowd of people waiting for him at the gate. 'Go away, wolf-child!' they shouted. 'Go away, or we will kill you!'

Mowgli did not understand. Shere Khan — the tiger who killed cows and stole children — was dead, but people were angry with him. He turned away and looked up at the stars in the sky. 'No more sleeping in houses for me, Akela. Let us get Shere Khan's coat and go away.'

The moon climbed high in the sky, and the frightened villagers watched while Mowgli began to run across the fields, with the two grey wolves running at his side.

*　　*　　*

The moon was going down when Mowgli and the two wolves came to Mother Wolf's cave. 'The men do not want me, Mother,' called Mowgli. 'I have come home, and I have brought the coat of Shere Khan.'

Mother Wolf came out of the cave, very happy to see Mowgli again, and to know that Shere Khan was dead.

From the jungle came the deep voice of Bagheera. 'Little Brother, we are pleased to see you.'

Then Mowgli took the coat of Shere Khan and put it on the great rock at the wolves' meeting place. Akela lay on it and called, 'Look well, O Wolves!' And the Wolf-Pack came and looked, and saw that Shere Khan was dead.

'Now,' said Mowgli, 'I do not belong to the Wolf-Pack, or to the Man-Pack. I will hunt alone in the jungle.'

'And we will hunt with you,' said Grey Brother and the rest of Mother Wolf's cubs.

And Mowgli went away into the jungle and lived and hunted with his brothers, the wolves.



valley n. an area of land between two lines of hills or mountains, usually with a river flowing through it 谷；山谷

buffalo n. an African animal similar to a large cow with long curved horns 水牛

good-looking adj. having an attractive appearance 标致的；漂亮的

prison n. a large building where people are kept as a punishment for a crime 监狱

soft adj. not hard or firm, but easy to press（柔）软的

touch v. to put your hand or another part of your body on something or someone so that you can feel them（手或身体其他部位）触到；摸到

herd n. a group of animals of one kind that lives and feeds together（同一种类并一同栖息的）兽群

ravine n. a deep narrow valley with steep sides 深谷；峡谷

chase v. to quickly follow someone or something in order to catch them 追逐；追赶

escape v. to get away from a place when someone is trying to catch you or stop you leaving 逃走；逃离（某地）

herd-boy n. a boy who looks after a herd of animals 牧童

rupee n. the standard unit of money in India, Pakistan, and other countries 卢比（印度、巴基斯坦等国家的标准货币单位）

pleased adj. happy or satisfied 快乐的；高兴的


5．最后的决斗
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莫格利知道自己现在有了很多敌人，于是他决定远走他乡。他跑到一个村子前，这里遍布岩石和狭窄的山谷。放眼望去，到处是奶牛和水牛。一些小男孩正在放牛，但是当看到莫格利时，他们全都惊叫着跑开了。莫格利接着往前走到了村边。

他在村口坐了下来。正在这时，有个人从村子里走了出来，莫格利张开嘴巴表示他想要些吃的。那个人转身跑回到村子里，带着上百个人返回莫格利的身边。他们看着莫格利，发现他的胳膊和腿上有一些咬痕。

“看，”一个人说道，“那些伤痕是被狼咬的。他是一个从森林里跑出来的狼孩。”

“他长得挺漂亮，”一个女人说道，“梅苏阿，他看上去像你那个被老虎抢走的小男孩。”

“让我看看，”梅苏阿说道，“是啊，他虽然瘦，但是看上去挺像我儿子的。”

“把他带回你家吧，梅苏阿，”村民们说道，“森林带走了你的儿子，却又把这个孩子还给了你。”

那个叫梅苏阿的女人把莫格利带回了家，给了他一些牛奶和面包。莫格利是第一次待在屋子里，他不喜欢屋子，觉得像个监狱。

“可是我现在是人，”他想道，“人们做什么，我就必须做什么。我还必须学着像人一样说话。”他懂得森林里的所有语言，所以学会人类的发音对他来说一点儿也不难。第一晚，他就从梅苏阿那里学到了不少词语。

但是那天晚上他不愿意睡在屋里。于是他从窗户爬了出去，睡在村子附近的田野里。就在他刚要睡着的时候，一只柔软的灰色鼻子碰了碰他的脸。那是格雷哥哥的鼻子，他是狼妈妈最大的孩子。

“快醒醒，小兄弟，”他说道，“我给你带来了一些消息。希尔汗走了。你用红花烧坏了他的皮毛。但他说等他回来就会杀了你。”

“我也记得我说的那些有关希尔汗的话，”莫格利说道，“不管怎样，能听到一些消息总归不错。你会经常给我带些消息吗，格雷哥哥？”

“当然，我的小兄弟。但是你不会忘了自己是只狼吧？你和人在一起的时候，不会忘了我们吧？”

“永远不会，”莫格利回答道，“我爱你们，我一辈子都不会忘记。”

*　　*　　*
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三个月里，莫格利一直在学习怎么做一个人。他不得不穿上衣服，学着使用钱币，以及如何干农活。到了晚上，他就和村民们一起坐在一棵大树下，听人们讲述有关森林和各种动物的故事。有一次，村里的猎手布尔迪欧讲了一个老虎的故事。莫格利不得不把自己的脸挡起来，因为他一直在笑。最后他说：“布尔迪欧在胡说，他对森林一点儿都不了解。”

听到这话，村民们很不高兴。从那以后，他们打发莫格利每天和其他男孩们一起，到村外去照顾奶牛和水牛吃草。莫格利倒是对这份工作自得其乐，经常独自一人赶着一大群牛。

有一天，他看见格雷哥哥站在森林附近的一棵树下。“希尔汗回来了，不过他现在躲了一阵子了。不久他就会来杀你。”格雷哥哥说道。

“很好，”莫格利说道，“他来的时候你告诉我一声，我们在河边那棵开满金黄花的达卡树下见面。我会每天都去看一下你。”

日子一天天过去了，莫格利每天赶着牛群出去，但是达卡树下始终空空如也。最后，格雷哥哥终于来到了树下。

“希尔汗等了一个月，认为你现在应该已经忘记他了，”格雷说道，“今晚他会在村口那里等着你。不过现在他就藏在瓦英乌加的一个已经干涸的峡谷里。今天早上我碰到了塔巴奎——”说到这里，格雷哥哥微微呲了呲牙齿，“——在我咬断他的脊梁之前，他告诉了我希尔汗的计划。”

“希尔汗今天吃过东西了吗？他是空腹上阵吗？”答案事关莫格利的生死。

“他早上抓到了一些东西，所以已经吃过了。他还喝了很多水。”

“这个蠢家伙！”莫格利说道，“他以为我会等到他睡够了才会行动吗？”他站在那里，想了一会儿，“瓦英乌加的峡谷！我可以赶着水牛群绕到山顶，然后把希尔汗赶到峡谷里。饱餐之后，他肯定无力战斗，也无力爬山。不过我还需要一大群奶牛守在谷底，好让他无法脱身。这样一来，我们就能用水牛和奶牛把他夹在中间。你愿意帮助我吗，格雷哥哥？”
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“就我一个可不行，”格雷哥哥说道，“但是有人可以帮我。”正说着，阿克拉那颗巨大的灰色脑袋从树林里探了出来。

“阿克拉！阿克拉！”莫格利说道，“我就知道你不会忘记我的。”两只狼在牛群中来回奔跑，很快奶牛和水牛就被分成了两群。牛群已经变得异常兴奋、一触即发了。其他的牧童远远地看到这一切，全都跑回村子里报告消息去了。

“别让奶牛跑了，格雷哥哥，”莫格利叫道，“把它们赶到峡谷的底部，让它们一直待在那里，直到我们下来。阿克拉，你和我一道把水牛赶到山顶。”

他们赶着水牛群，绕了一个大圈，爬到山顶。这花了很长时间，因为他们不想让希尔汗听到动静。终于，莫格利准备就绪。他停下来朝峡谷里大声喊起来。

“希尔汗！是我，莫格利！该是我们见面的时候了！”

莫格利骑在拉玛的背上——拉玛是牛群中最大的那头水牛。阿克拉则从后面驱赶着牛群。水牛开始向谷底冲去，越跑越快，沉重的脚步震得地面直抖。

希尔汗听到响声，醒了过来。弄明白是怎么一回事后，他开始朝着谷底跑去。水牛群一旦开始狂奔，任何老虎都休想抵挡得住。他想找条路逃走，但是峡谷很窄，而且两边都是高高的岩石。他不得不继续往前跑，肚子里的食物和水让他的脚步沉重。就在这时，他看到山谷里到处是奶牛。他想调转方向，可是已经太迟了。他倒在了一双双牛蹄下，牛群就像河水从山上冲下一样从他身上踏过。

直到水牛冲进奶牛群后，它们才停了下来。莫格利从拉玛的背上跳下来，对着阿克拉和格雷哥哥喊叫着。

“成功了！希尔汗死了！他死的时候就像是一条狗，而不是一头好战的老虎。”

莫格利拿出刀，开始剥希尔汗的皮。这项工作很费事。一个小时过去了，他还在忙着剥皮。正在这时，他突然感到有一只手搭在了自己的背上，原来是村里的猎手布尔迪欧。

“快去放牛，”他生气地叫嚷着，“这块虎皮归我了，这虎皮能卖到上百卢比，我可以给你一个卢比。”

“不，”莫格利说，“我需要这块虎皮。”

“听着，小子！”布尔迪欧叫道，“我是这村里的猎手，这块虎皮归我，卖的钱也全都归我。”

莫格利用狼的语言和阿克拉说了几句话，布尔迪欧便突然倒在地上，被一只巨大的灰狼踩在了脚下。

“布尔迪欧，”莫格利说，“这只老虎一直想杀死我。不过最终我杀死了他。”

布尔迪欧感到非常害怕。这个男孩究竟是谁？他为什么能够和狼对话，还能够杀死老虎呢？“伟大的王啊，”他对莫格利说道，“我是个老头了。我以为你不过是个牧童。放我走吧，我马上就滚。”

“走吧，愿你平安。”莫格利回答道，说着他便继续手头的活儿。

天快黑的时候，他和两只狼终于把巨大的虎皮从希尔汗的身上剥了下来。

“现在我们必须把这个先藏起来，然后把牛群赶回村子去。”莫格利说。

但是快要到村子的时候，莫格利发现村口有一群人正在等着他。“快滚，你这个狼孩！”他们叫道，“快滚，否则我们就杀了你！”

莫格利有些糊涂了。杀牛偷孩子的老虎希尔汗死了，可是人们却怒火中烧。他转过身去，仰望着星空。“我不会再回到屋子里睡觉了，阿克拉。我们带上希尔汗的皮离开这里吧。”

月亮高高地挂在天空，惊恐的人们看着莫格利跑过田野，旁边跟着两只灰狼。

*　　*　　*

等到莫格利和两只狼来到狼妈妈的洞穴时，月亮已经下山了。“人们不欢迎我，妈妈，”莫格利说道，“我回来了，还带来了希尔汗的虎皮。”

狼妈妈走出洞穴，看到莫格利回来了，又看到希尔汗已经死了，感到非常高兴。

森林里传来巴格拉低沉的声音：“小兄弟，看见你真高兴。”
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莫格利把希尔汗的虎皮放在狼群聚会处的大石头上。阿克拉卧在上面说：“大家看仔细！”狼族走上前来，看到希尔汗已经一命呜呼了。

“现在，”莫格利说道，“我既不属于狼族，也不属于人类。我将独自一人在森林打猎。”

“我们会和你一起打猎。”格雷哥哥和狼妈妈的其他孩子一块儿说道。

于是，莫格利和他的狼兄弟走进森林。从此以后他们便一起生活，一起打猎。


ACTIVITIES
Before Reading

1．What do you know about jungles? Choose the best answers to these questions.

1) What is the weather like in a jungle?

a It rains a lot.

b It never rains.

c It snows in winter.

d It is very cold.

e It is very hot.

f It is warm, but not hot.

2) Which of these countries have jungles?

a Italy

b Brazil

c Canada

d Spain

e India

f Japan

2．Which of these things do you find in jungles? Underline the most usual things.


  
    	beaches
    	elephants
    	rivers
  

  
    	birds
    	flowers
    	sheep
  

  
    	buses
    	fruit
    	shops
  

  
    	chickens
    	gardens
    	snakes
  

  
    	cinemas
    	hills
    	tigers
  

  
    	cows
    	monkeys
    	trees
  



3．Read the story introduction on the first page of the book, and the back cover. How much do you know now about the story?

Tick one of the boxes for each sentence.

1) The jungle is in Southern India.

YES □／NO □

2) Mowgli is a wolf-cub.

YES □／NO □

3) Mother Wolf wants to keep the baby.

YES □／NO □

4) The baby is afraid of Mother Wolf.

YES □／NO □

5) Mowgli dies while he is still a baby.

YES □／NO □

6) A bear and a panther are his teachers.

YES □／NO □

7) Shere Khan the tiger is Mowgli's friend.

YES □／NO □

8) Mowgli grows up with his wolf family.

YES □／NO □

4．What will happen in this story? Can you guess? Tick one of the boxes for each sentence.

1) When Mowgli grows up, some of the wolves want to kill him.

YES □／NO □

2) Mowgli leaves the jungle and goes to live in a village.

YES □／NO □

3) He goes to school and learns to read and write.

YES □／NO □

4) Shere Khan the tiger goes away and forgets about Mowgli.

YES □／NO □

5) Mowgli kills Shere Khan.

YES □／NO □

6) Shere Khan kills Mowgli.

YES □／NO □


ACTIVITIES
While Reading

1．Read Chapter 1. Who said these words in the chapter?

1) 'The man's cub belongs to us.'

2) 'I will have this man-cub one day, you thieves!'

3) 'I will call him Mowgli, the frog.'

4) 'Let him run with the Pack. I myself will teach him.'

5) 'It is bad to kill a man-cub.'

6) 'Take him away, and teach him well.'

2．Read Chapter 2. Here are some untrue sentences about it. Change them into true sentences.

1) Mowgli always loved his lessons with Baloo.

2) The Monkey-People were quiet and clean.

3) The monkeys carried Mowgli away to a cave.

4) Baloo and Bagheera asked Chil the kite for help.

5) Bagheera called Kaa the python an 'old yellow fish'.

6) Mowgli wanted to stay with the Monkey-People.

3．Read Chapter 3. Choose the best question-word for these questions, and then answer them.

Who/What/Where/Why

1) ... attacked the monkeys first?

2) ... did Kaa the python go?

3) ... did Mowgli hear in the dark room?

4) ... did Mowgli tell Bagheera to get into the water?

5) ... made a hole in the wall?

6) ... did Kaa do in front of the monkeys?

7) ... was Bagheera angry with Mowgli?

4．Read Chapter 4, and then complete these sentences with the best word.

1) The animals could not look into Mowgli's ______.

2) One day Akela could not kill his ______ in the hunt.

3) The wolves said that a man did not ______ in the Wolf-Pack.

4) Mowgli hit Shere Khan with a ______ stick.

5) Mowgli knew he had to go to the world of ______.

5．Before you read Chapter 5, can you guess what will happen? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) Mowgli forgets all about his wolf-family.

YES □／NO □

2) He learns the language of men.

YES □／NO □

3) He makes friends with other boys.

YES □／NO □

4) He stays in the village for the rest of his life.

YES □／NO □

5) Shere Khan makes a plan to kill Mowgli.

YES □／NO □

6) The people of the village help Mowgli to kill Shere Khan.

YES □／NO □


ACTIVITIES
After Reading

1．Match the names with the animals in this story.


  
    	Tabaqui
    	monkeys
  

  
    	Shere Khan
    	the leader of the Wolf-Pack
  

  
    	Baloo
    	a python
  

  
    	Bagheera
    	a kite
  

  
    	Akela
    	a jackal
  

  
    	Bandar-log
    	a wolf
  

  
    	Chil
    	a tiger
  

  
    	Kaa
    	a bear
  

  
    	Grey Brother
    	a panther
  



2．Who do these sentences describe? Fill in the names.

1) ______ teaches the Law of the Jungle to the wolf-cubs.

2) ______ is brown and yellow, and ten metres long. His dance is dangerous to watch.

3) ______ are noisy and dirty. They make many plans and forget them five minutes later.

4) ______ has green eyes and is as black as the night. He is clever, strong, and dangerous.

5) ______ kills cows and steals children. He is afraid of fire.

6) ______ eats anything, and makes a lot of trouble.

3．How did Mowgli kill Shere Khan the tiger? Put these parts of sentences in the right order to make a paragraph of four sentences.

1) They put the cows and the buffaloes into two groups

2) he made a plan

3) while Mowgli and Akela took the buffaloes to the top of the ravine.

4) One day Grey Brother came to tell Mowgli that

5) and Grey Brother drove the cows into the bottom end of the ravine.

6) Shere Khan was hiding in the ravine of the Waingunga.

7) and asked Grey Brother and Akela to help him.

8) He kept the cows there

9) When Mowgli heard this,

4．Now finish the story of the death of Shere Khan. Use the words below to complete the passage.

because /so / so / when / and / and / but

______ the buffaloes began to run down the ravine, Shere Khan heard the noise ______ woke up. He too began to run ______ he could not run fast ______ he was heavy with his dinner and his drink. The ravine was high and narrow ______ he could not climb out of it, ______ he could not get past the cows at the bottom. There was no way for him to escape, ______ he died under the feet of the buffaloes.

5．Here is a new illustration for the story. Find the best place in the story to put the picture, and answer these questions.

The picture goes in Chapter ______.




1) Who are the characters in the picture?

2) What did the man want to do?

3) Why is he frightened?




Now write a caption for the illustration.
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Caption: _______________________.

6．In each of these groups of words from the story, one word does not belong. Which word is it, and can you explain why?

1) run, climb, swim, jump, think

2) cow, deer, kite, buffalo, jackal

3) sun, cloud, moon, cave, star

4) bite, hiss, whisper, roar, shout

5) hill, ravine, mountain, valley, garden

6) brother, hunter, father, sister, mother

7) angry, frightened, tired, tall, hungry

7．Many people have written stories about animals who can talk. Look at these ideas. Do you agree (A) or disagree (D) with them?

1) Animals can't talk.

2) Perhaps animals can talk, but humans don't understand their language.

3) Perhaps wolves can talk to wolves and monkeys to monkeys, but wolves can't talk to monkeys.

4) Animals can't speak like humans, but they use a language of things like sounds and smells.

5) Some animals are cleverer than humans.

8．Which animal did you like best in The Jungle Book? And which animal do you like best in real life? Explain why.


[image: alt]


[image: alt]


[image: alt]


[image: alt]


京权图字：01-2013-7824

Published by arrangement with Oxford University Press for sale in the People's Republic of China only and not for export therefrom. This edition is for sale in the mainland of China only, excluding Hong Kong SAR, Macao SAR and Taiwan.

© Oxford University Press 2012

Oxford is a registered trademark of Oxford University Press

图书在版编目（CIP）数据

山怪的故事：英汉对照／（英）沃克（Walker, S.）著；（英）约翰逊（Johnson, P. F.）绘；周晶译．—北京：外语教学与研究出版社，2014.2

（书虫·牛津英汉双语读物）

书名原文：Troll and other stories

ISBN 978-7-5135-4070-4




Ⅰ．①山…　Ⅱ．①沃…　②约…　③周…　Ⅲ．①英语－汉语－对照读物②中篇小说－英国－现代　Ⅳ．①H319.4：I




中国版本图书馆CIP数据核字（2014）第029031号







出版人　　蔡剑峰

责任编辑　徐　宁

封面设计　蔡　颖

出版发行　外语教学与研究出版社

社　　址　北京市西三环北路19号（100089）

网　　址　http://www.fltrp.com

版　　次　2014年3月第1版

书　　号　ISBN 978-7-5135-4070-4




凡侵权、盗版书籍线索，请联系我社法律事务部

举报电话：（010）88817519　电子邮箱：banquan@fltrp.com

法律顾问：立方律师事务所　刘旭东律师

中咨律师事务所　殷　斌律师


内容简介

有人说他们不相信世上有幽灵或怪物，也不相信任何神秘事件。他们会哈哈大笑，说这些不过是哄小孩子的故事。在大白天周围人群环绕的时候，将这些故事付之一笑很容易。但是为什么世界上每个国家都有鬼怪的故事呢？为什么总是有人在讲鬼怪的故事呢？科学能解释一切事物吗？




阿卜杜勒是个新派的年轻人，生活在阿曼，他带着给弟弟奥马尔的礼物——一个电脑游戏——回家过周末，他一辈子都不会忘记那趟旅程。亚洲的一场漫长战争结束后，一名士兵回家去见他的母亲，但事情却有些不太对劲……




不过，我们的故事是从瑞典的索尼娅开始的。在瑞典，人人都听过山怪的故事，但索尼娅却知道这些故事是真的，因为她的爷爷……
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TROLL AND OTHER STORIES

Some people say that they don't believe in ghosts, or monsters, or mysterious happenings of any kind. They laugh, and say that these are just stories for children. It is easy to laugh in daylight, with people around you. But why are there stories about ghosts in every country of the world? Why do people go on telling ghost stories? Can science explain everything that happens?

Abdul is a modern young man in Oman, going home for the weekend, with a present of a computer game for his little brother Omar. He will never forget that journey for the rest of his life. And a soldier in Asia returns home to his mother after a long war, but there is something not quite right...

But we begin with Sonja in Sweden. Everybody has heard stories about the monsters called trolls in Sweden, but Sonja knows the stories are true, because of her grandfather...
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Troll

A story from Sweden
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In Norway, Sweden, Denmark, Finland, and Iceland, people tell many different stories about trolls. Trolls are big, ugly creatures, who live in the mountains... Or they are small and horrible, and make trouble around the house. Some stories say you can see them, some say you can only feel that a troll is near.

This story comes from a Swedish woman called Sonja. It is a true story, she says, and it really happened to her.




When I was a little girl, many years ago, I lived with my mother and father and grandfather in my grandfather's house. It was an old house with a big garden, which had a lot of fruit trees in it.

My mother and my father both worked all day, so my grandfather took care of me. I loved my grandfather and I followed him everywhere. When he was working, I liked to watch, and I always tried to help.

One sunny morning after breakfast my grandfather went out into the garden and I went with him. He looked at one of the old apple trees, shook his head, then went back into the house. I followed him. He went to his tool cupboard and began to look through his tools.

At the back of the cupboard was a metal saw, for cutting wood. But now the saw was old and broken.

'Are you going to cut some wood, Grandpa?' I said. 'Can I help you?'

'No, little Sonja,' Grandpa said. 'This old saw is broken now. But it can still do a job, and you can help. I'll need a hammer and some nails too. Please carry the nails for me. I'll carry the hammer because it's heavy.'

Grandpa carried the broken saw and the hammer into the garden. I followed him with the nails. I said to myself, 'I'm helping Grandpa!'

In the garden, Grandpa went to one of the old apple trees. He put the broken saw into the tree, high up. First he made a little cut in the tree, and then pushed the saw hard into the cut. Then he took three nails from me, and hammered them into the tree, around the old saw.

[image: alt]

Grandpa put the broken saw into the tree, high up.

It was a very old tree, and I saw that there were lots of old nails in it.

Grandpa finished. 'There,' he said. 'That's good. The saw won't fall out of the tree now.'

I was only six years old, and I did not understand.

'Grandpa,' I asked. 'Why did you do that?'

'Because of trolls,' Grandpa said.

I knew that a troll was a kind of monster. People said they were ugly and frightening and dangerous, and that they did bad things. But I did not know what things.

'Trolls don't like metal,' said Grandpa. 'If you put something metal in a tree, like that old saw, then the trolls will stay away. They will not come into your garden or into your house while the metal is there.'

He touched the tree, with the old nails in it.

'My father put metal in these trees,' he said, 'and my grandfather did it before him, and his father before that. And I do the same. Young people today don't follow these ways, but I'm teaching you, little Sonja, so you'll know. And that's why we put that old saw in this tree.'

'What will happen if you don't put something metal in a tree?' I asked.

'If you don't do it, then perhaps a troll will come,' said Grandpa. 'If you are lucky, it will not stay. It will just pass through the garden, maybe. But if you are unlucky – very unlucky – the troll will come into your house. If you are really unlucky, the troll will stay. It will sit in your kitchen. You won't see it, but you will know it is there.'

'If a troll comes and sits in the kitchen, what will it do?' I asked.

Grandpa looked very serious.

'A troll does not need to do anything,' he said. 'Just a troll sitting in your house, in your kitchen! Nothing can be right in a house if a troll is there! Nothing can go right in the family! All the good luck, all the happiness goes out of the house when a troll sits in your kitchen. That is terrible enough!'
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After a few years, my mother and father and I left my grandfather's house, and moved into a modern house with a little garden of our own. I forgot about trolls. My mother and father never talked about trolls, and nobody put metal in the trees in our garden.

There were two young trees in the garden and between them there was a washing line. On sunny days we put our wet clothes out on the washing line to get dry.

On my grandfather's first visit, he sat in the kitchen with my mother and father, drinking coffee and talking, and looking out of the window at our garden.
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My grandfather sat in the kitchen, drinking coffee and talking.

It was a beautiful sunny day. There were wet clothes on the washing line, but they did not move because there was no wind. Everything was still in the garden that day.

I sat in the kitchen and listened to my grandfather and my parents for a while. But the garden looked so beautiful! I decided to go out and play, and I went to the garden door to go out.

Suddenly my grandfather said, 'Sonja, stop!'

I stopped, with my hand on the door.

Grandpa was looking through the window at the garden outside.

'Troll!' he said. His face was white.

In the garden, the sun was shining. There was no wind. No leaves moved on the trees, everything was still.

But the wet clothes on the washing line were moving, all by themselves. They were turning, and turning – this way, and that way...

They were tying themselves into knots.
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ugly adj. not pleasant to look at; the opposite of beautiful 丑陋的

tool n. a thing you hold in your hand and use to do a special job 工具

saw n. a metal tool for cutting wood 锯子

hammer n. a tool with a heavy metal head, used for hitting nails 锤子

nail n. a small thin piece of metal with a sharp end, used to fix things together 钉子

serious adj. not funny, not joking or playing 严肃的

washing line a long piece of plastic or rope, for hanging wet clothes 晾衣绳

tie v. to make a knot in something 打结

knot n. a place where two ends of cloth or string are tied together 结


山怪

瑞典故事
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在挪威、瑞典、丹麦、芬兰和冰岛流传着各种各样关于山怪的故事。有的故事说山怪是一种巨大而丑陋的怪物，住在大山里；有的故事则说它们矮小而可怕，会搅得家宅不宁。有的故事说你能看见它们，也有的故事说你只能感觉到它们在附近。

以下这个故事是一个叫索尼娅的瑞典女人讲述的。她说这是一个真实的故事，是她的亲身经历。




许多年前，当我还是个小女孩的时候，我跟父母和爷爷一起住在爷爷家里。那是一座老房子，有个很大的花园，里面种了好多果树。

我父母整天都要工作，所以是爷爷照顾我。我很爱爷爷，他走到哪里我都跟着。他干活儿的时候，我喜欢在一旁看着，而且总想帮忙。

一天早上，阳光很好，早饭后我跟着爷爷来到花园里。他看了看其中一株老苹果树，摇了摇头，又回到了屋子里。我跟在爷爷后面，只见他走到工具柜前，开始翻找起自己的工具来。

柜子最里面有把金属锯子，是锯木头用的，不过现在已经又旧又破了。

“你要锯木头吗，爷爷？”我说，“我能帮你吗？”

“不，小索尼娅。”爷爷说，“这把旧锯子已经坏了。不过它还有个用处，你也能帮上忙。我还需要一个锤子和一些钉子。就请你帮我拿着钉子吧。锤子太重，我来拿。”

爷爷把破锯子和锤子拿到花园里。我拿着钉子跟在后面，心想：“我在给爷爷帮忙呢！”

走进花园，爷爷来到其中一株老苹果树跟前。他把破锯子高高地插到树上。他先在树上锯出一条小口子，然后用力把锯子插进这条口子里。接着，他从我手里拿了三颗钉子，用锤子钉到树上，就钉在旧锯子周围。

那是一株很老的树，我看到树上有很多旧钉子。

爷爷钉好了钉子。“好了，”他说，“这样就行了。现在锯子不会从树上掉下来了。”

那时我只有六岁，不明白这是怎么回事。

“爷爷，”我问，“你为什么要这样做？”

“为了防山怪。”爷爷说。

我知道山怪是一种怪物，据说它们又难看又可怕又危险，而且还做坏事。不过我不知道是怎样的坏事。

“山怪不喜欢金属。”爷爷说，“如果你把金属的东西放在树上，就像那把旧锯子，山怪就会避开。只要有金属的东西在，它们就不会进你的花园，也不会进你的房子。”

他摸了摸钉满旧钉子的树。

“我父亲在这些树上放置过金属物件，”他说，“在他之前，我爷爷也这么做，再往前我爷爷的父亲也这么做。我也这么做。如今的年轻人不再遵循这些传统啦，但是我现在把这个教给你，小索尼娅，好让你知道。这就是我们把旧锯子放到树上的原因。”

“如果你不在树上放金属的东西会怎么样？”我问。

“如果你不这么做，那山怪就可能会来。”爷爷说，“要是你走运，它不会久留，可能只是从花园经过。但是如果你不走运——非常不走运——那山怪就会进入你的房子。如果你倒霉透顶，那山怪就会留下来。它会坐在你的厨房里。你看不见它，但是你能感觉到它在那儿。”

“如果有山怪来了，坐到了厨房里，它又会做什么呢？”我问。

爷爷看起来非常严肃。

“山怪不需要做任何事。”他说，“只要你的房子里有只山怪，还坐在你的厨房里，这就够糟了！家里有山怪，就会家宅不宁，诸事不顺！当你的厨房里坐着一只山怪的时候，所有的好运和快乐都会从家中消失。那就够可怕的了！”
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几年后，我随父母离开爷爷家，搬进了一座现代的房子里，有了一个我们自己的小花园。我忘记了关于山怪的事。我的父母从没有说起过山怪，也没人在我们花园里的树上放置金属物件。

花园里有两棵小树，中间拴了条晾衣绳。太阳好的时候，我们把湿衣服挂出去，在晾衣绳上晒干。

爷爷第一次来做客的时候，跟我父母一起坐在厨房里一边喝着咖啡聊天，一边望着窗外的花园。

那天天气晴朗，太阳高照。晾衣绳上挂着湿衣服，但是因为没有风，所以衣服一动不动。那天花园里的一切都是静止的。

我坐在厨房里听爷爷和我父母聊了一会儿。但花园看起来那么漂亮！我决定到外面去玩，于是走向通往花园的门。

突然，爷爷说：“索尼娅，别动！”

我停住脚步，手已经搭在门上了。

爷爷正透过窗子看向花园。

“山怪！”他说。他的脸色发白。

花园里阳光灿烂，一丝风都没有，树上的叶子一动不动，一切都是静止的。

但是晾衣绳上的湿衣服却自己动了起来。它们转来转去——一下朝这边，一下又朝那边……

它们把自己打成了结。


A Gift for Omar

A story from Oman
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 All over the world there are stories about meeting strange travellers in lonely places. Who are they? Where have they come from? Where are they going?

This is one of those stories. It happens in Oman, on Route 21, the long road that runs across the lonely hills behind the great Al Hajar mountains.




Oman is a big country, and the roads in Oman are very long. 'Long and empty,' thought Abdul.

He was standing next to his car, by the side of Route 21, the long road that runs from Buraimi to Nizwa. He was waiting for a car to pass by, but the road was empty. There were no houses and no traffic.

Abdul was angry with his car, because it did not go any more. He was angry with himself, because he did not check the car before he left Buraimi. And he was angry with his mobile phone too, because there was no signal. He couldn't use it to phone for help.

Every Wednesday evening, Abdul drove from his office in Buraimi to his family home in Nizwa. He liked to spend the weekend, which in Oman is Thursday and Friday, at home with his family.

He put his hand in his pocket and touched a hard, flat box. It was a computer game – a gift, a present for his youngest brother, Omar. Omar was eight years old and loved computer games. This was a new game, the very newest game. Only one of the computer shops in Buraimi had it, and Abdul was the first person to buy it.

'Omar will be so excited!' he thought. 'He'll have this game before any of his friends have it.'

He bought the game, left Buraimi, and started driving to Nizwa. He wanted to get home before Omar was asleep. So he did not wait to check his car before he left Buraimi, which was a mistake. A big mistake.

Now he was standing by the side of the road, with a dead car, in the middle of nowhere.

'How long will I have to wait before another car comes along?' he thought. 'It's getting dark.'

He looked up at the sky. The sun was down behind the mountains, and the stars were beginning to come out. A hot dry wind was blowing. There was no moon.

At that moment he saw car lights.

'It's my lucky night after all,' he thought. The car was coming very fast over the hills. Its lights looked unusual – very yellow, like the eyes of a cat … or a tiger.

'That's strange,' thought Abdul. Then he saw that the car would be past him in a second. He moved into the road, put both his arms above his head, and waved.

The car made a noise like a scream and stopped right in front of him. It was a long, black car. Abdul did not know what kind of car it was, but it looked fast.

The door opened and the driver looked out at Abdul. He was wearing dark glasses and had a big smile – a very big smile. Abdul started to say something about his car, about going to Nizwa. The driver did not say anything, but he waved his hand at the seat next to him. Abdul got in and closed the door. The car screamed again and drove quickly away.
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The driver was wearing dark glasses and had a big smile.

Inside the car it was dark and quiet. The only light was a kind of red or orange.

'Where's that light coming from?' thought Abdul. He spoke to the driver, telling him again that he was going to Nizwa.

The driver did not answer. He just smiled his big smile and looked at the road. His glasses were very dark.

'I can't see his eyes behind those glasses, but I think he's looking at the road,' thought Abdul. 'I hope he is. He's driving so fast!'

The driver was wearing a traditional long robe, which hid his legs and feet.

Abdul looked out of the window. The car was moving very fast.

'That's good,' Abdul told himself. 'Fast is good. I'll get home to Nizwa quickly, driving like this. I'll see my family and give Omar his gift, his computer game. This driver's a bit strange – I really don't like that smile! – but it doesn't matter. The important thing is to get home.'

It was night now. The dark road, passing quickly, looked different from usual.

'Where are we?' thought Abdul, looking out of the window again. 'I know this road very well – I drive along it twice a week. Why does it look different tonight?'

Inside the car, the red and orange light looked a little brighter.

'Where's that light coming from?' thought Abdul. 'What is it? It's moving all the time. It looks like... it looks like fire. But it can't be. There can't be a fire in here, inside this car.'

He looked at the driver and quickly looked away again. The smile was even bigger than before.

'That smile is horrible,' he thought. 'I don't want to look at it. I'm sure he knows I'm looking at him. But how can he see through those dark glasses? Don't think about it! The important thing is to get home.'

Abdul thought about the big family house in Nizwa, with its big wooden front door. It was safe there.

The thought of home made him feel better. 'Everything will be fine when I get home. I'll open the door and walk in. It will be late, and everyone will be asleep, but I'll see them all in the morning, and I'll give Omar his gift then.'

He put his hand into his pocket and touched the hard flat box of the computer game, the gift for his little brother.

'There it is,' he thought. 'Omar's gift. I hope he likes it.'

'Yes,' said the driver. 'He will enjoy your gift.'

Abdul was very surprised – and afraid. 'What's happening?' he thought. 'I didn't speak! I was thinking, not speaking, but the driver answered my thought. He knows what I'm thinking! He can hear my thoughts.'

He looked at the driver. The driver was looking at the road in front of him, and he was still smiling that big, horrible smile. The light in the car was brighter, more red and orange.

And then Abdul understood. The strange light was coming from the driver – from behind his dark glasses.

'His eyes!' Abdul thought. 'His eyes are made of fire!'

It was only a thought. But Abdul knew now that the driver could hear him. He felt cold with fear. He tried to stop thinking about eyes of fire, about the road which looked different, and about the car which screamed like an animal. He thought about his family, about rain falling on the trees in Nizwa, about playing football with Omar.

The driver's smile got bigger. He turned to look at Abdul, and put his hand up to his dark glasses.

'Oh no!' thought Abdul. 'He's going to take his glasses off!'

Abdul forgot about getting home. He forgot about seeing his family. He even forgot about his little brother Omar, and the gift for him in his pocket. He thought about only one thing.

He did not want to see the driver's eyes!

Abdul put his hand on the car door next to him.

The driver took off his dark glasses. Abdul looked down, away from the driver's face. The light inside the car suddenly got brighter. It was a moving light, red and orange, like fire. By the strange light, Abdul saw the driver's foot under his long robe.
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By the strange light, Abdul saw the driver's foot under his long robe.

It was the foot of an animal.

The car door opened suddenly. Abdul fell out.
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When Abdul opened his eyes, he was lying on stones.

He got up carefully. Nothing was broken, but he hurt all over. His face felt dirty and there were little stones in his hair. He looked around quickly. He could not see the long black car, but he still felt afraid.

'Perhaps the driver will come back and find me,' he thought. 'If he comes back... What do I do then?'

He looked around again, and for the first time that night, he knew the road. He was near a place called Tanuf, which was not far from Nizwa. He could call a taxi out from Nizwa to take him home.

Home! Abdul stopped feeling afraid. He would soon be home. He put his hand into his pocket and found his mobile phone. There was a good signal, and he called a number in Nizwa and asked for a taxi to take him home. It was late, after midnight.

'They'll all be asleep now,' he thought. 'I won't wake them up. I'll just go in quietly, and see them all in the morning.'

Abdul put his hand in his pocket again. It was empty. The computer game, his gift for Omar, was not there.

Abdul looked for the computer game, walking up and down the road. He moved stones and looked underneath them, but he could not find it anywhere. He was still looking for Omar's gift when the taxi arrived.
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Abdul looked for the computer game, walking up and down the road.

In the taxi, Abdul started to feel better. He did not want to think about the driver, with his horrible smile and his eyes of fire. He thought about being safe.

'The good thing,' he thought, 'is that he... it... that driver, did not take me all the way home. He knows that I live in Nizwa, but that's all. He doesn't know which street, and he doesn't know my name. He can't find me, or my family. So I don't need to worry.'

Abdul felt sorry about his brother's present. But Omar was safe. His family was safe. He didn't have a gift for Omar now, but it was not important.

'I can buy another computer game next week,' he thought. 'This weekend I haven't got a gift for him, but it doesn't matter. We'll have a good time. Maybe we'll play football tomorrow. And that thing... that creature, with those eyes... he can't hurt us. He can't find us.'

It was a long time after midnight when the taxi stopped outside Abdul's home in Nizwa. Abdul paid the driver and walked to the door of his house. Then he stopped.

Outside the door lay a flat, thin box. Abdul knew what it was.

It was the computer game, his gift for Omar.

[image: alt]



check v. to look at something to see that it is right, good, or safe 检查

signal n. the radio waves that make mobile phones work （手机）信号

game n. an activity that you do to have fun 游戏

tiger n. a large wild cat, with yellow fur and black stripes 老虎

wave v. to move your hand from side to side in the air 挥舞

traditional adj. of something that people in a certain place have done for a long time 传统的

robe n. a long loose piece of clothing 长袍

horrible adj. bad or unpleasant 可怕的，吓人的

thought n. thinking; an idea 想法；念头

fear n. the feeling that you have when you are afraid 恐惧

underneath prep. directly under another object 在……下面

safe adj. free from danger 安全的

creature n. any living thing that is not a plant （非植物的）生物


给奥马尔的礼物

阿曼故事
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世界各地都流传着在荒凉的地方遇到奇怪旅行者的故事。他们是谁？他们从哪里来？又要到哪里去？

以下就是这样一个故事。它发生在阿曼的21号公路上，这条绵长的公路在高耸的哈杰尔山脉背后穿越荒凉的丘陵。




阿曼是一个很大的国家，那里的公路很长。“又长又空荡。”阿卜杜勒想。

他此刻正站在自己的车子旁，在连接布赖米和奈兹瓦的绵长的21号公路边。他正等着有车经过，但路上空空荡荡。这里既没有人家，也没有车流。

阿卜杜勒生自己车子的气，因为车子抛锚了。他也生自己的气，因为他在离开布赖米前没有检查一下车子。另外他还生他手机的气，因为这里没有信号，他没法打电话求援。

每个星期三的晚上，阿卜杜勒都要从位于布赖米的办公室开车回奈兹瓦的家。他喜欢在家跟家人一起过周末——阿曼的周末是星期四和星期五。

他把手伸进口袋，碰到了一个扁平的硬盒子。那是一个电脑游戏——是给他最小的弟弟奥马尔的礼物。奥马尔八岁，非常喜欢电脑游戏。这是款新游戏，而且是最新的。布赖米只有一家电脑商店出售这款游戏，而阿卜杜勒是第一个买到游戏的人。

“奥马尔肯定要激动坏了！”他想，“他会比他任何一个朋友都更早得到这款游戏。”

他买了游戏，离开布赖米，开车朝奈兹瓦驶去。他想在奥马尔睡觉前赶回家，所以离开布赖米前，他没花点时间检查车子。显然这是个错误，一个很大的错误。

现在他站在公路边，守着一辆抛了锚的车，前不着村，后不着店。

“我得等多久才能有车来呢？”他想，“天快黑了。”

他抬头看了看天。太阳已经落到了山后面，星星开始钻出来。四下里刮着干热的风。今晚没有月亮。

这时，他看到了车灯。

“今天晚上我还是走运的。”他想。那辆车很快地翻过山丘驶来，车灯看起来不同寻常——很黄，就像是猫眼……或者老虎的眼睛。

“真奇怪。”阿卜杜勒想。这时，他看到那辆车马上就要从他身边经过了。他跑到路上，高举双臂挥舞起来。

那车尖叫似的嘎吱一声，停在了他跟前。那是一辆黑色的长轿车。阿卜杜勒不知道是什么牌子的车，不过它看起来速度很快。

车门开了，司机从车里看向阿卜杜勒。他戴着墨镜，咧嘴露出笑容——嘴咧得很夸张。阿卜杜勒开始解释说，他要去奈兹瓦，但是车抛锚了。那司机没说话，只是伸手朝身旁的座位比划了一下。阿卜杜勒上了车，关上车门。车子又尖叫一声，飞快地开走了。

车子里昏暗又安静，只有一点说不清楚是红色还是橙色的光。

“那光是从哪里来的？”阿卜杜勒想。他再次对司机说，他要去奈兹瓦。

司机没有回答，只是咧着嘴笑，眼睛看着路。他的墨镜非常黑。

“我看不见他墨镜后的眼睛，不过我想他是在看路。”阿卜杜勒想，“我希望他是在看路。他开车可真够快的！”

司机穿着一件传统的长袍，遮住了腿和脚。

阿卜杜勒望向窗外。车子开得飞快。

“挺好，”阿卜杜勒心想，“开得快好。按这种车速，我很快就能回到奈兹瓦的家里。我可以见到家人，给奥马尔他的礼物，那个电脑游戏。这个司机有点古怪——我真不喜欢他的那种笑容！不过没关系，要紧的是回家。”

夜幕降临。飞速后退的漆黑公路看起来跟平常不大一样。

“我们到哪里了？”阿卜杜勒想着，又望了望窗外，“我对这条路很熟——每星期都要开个来回。为什么公路今晚看起来不大一样呢？”

车里面红中带橙的光看起来亮了一些。

“那光是从哪里来的？”阿卜杜勒想，“是什么光？它一直在动，看起来就像……就像是火。但那不可能。车里不可能有火。”

他瞟了司机一眼，又飞快地移开了视线。那笑容比之前更夸张了。

“他的笑容真吓人。”他想，“我不想看他的笑容。我敢肯定，他知道我在看他。不过他戴着那副墨镜，怎么看东西啊？别想了！要紧的是回家。”

阿卜杜勒想着自己家在奈兹瓦的大房子，房子有一扇巨大的木头前门。那里很安全。

想到家让他感觉好了一些。“回到家一切就都好了。我会开门进去。到时候已经很晚了，大家都睡了，不过等到早上我就能见到他们，那时我再把奥马尔的礼物给他。”

他把手伸进口袋，摸了摸装电脑游戏的扁平硬盒子，那是给他弟弟的礼物。

“在这儿呢，”他想，“给奥马尔的礼物。我希望他会喜欢。”

“会的，”司机说，“他会喜欢你的礼物。”

阿卜杜勒大吃一惊——而且吓坏了。“怎么回事？”他想，“我没开口说话啊！我只是在想，没说出来，但司机居然回答了我想的事情。他知道我在想什么！他能读心。”

他看向司机。司机正看着前面的路，仍然咧着嘴，露出那夸张、可怕的笑容。车里的光更亮了，红中带橙的颜色也更深了。

这时阿卜杜勒明白过来。那奇怪的光来自司机——来自他的墨镜后面。

“他的眼睛！”阿卜杜勒想，“他的眼睛是火！”

他只是在心里这样想。但阿卜杜勒知道司机能读他的心。他吓得浑身发冷。他试图不去想那火样的眼睛、看起来异常的道路，还有像动物一样尖叫的车子。他想着自己的家人，想着雨水落在奈兹瓦的树上，想着跟奥马尔一起踢足球。

司机的笑容更夸张了。他扭头看向阿卜杜勒，抬手要取下墨镜。

“哦，不！”阿卜杜勒想，“他要摘掉墨镜！”

阿卜杜勒忘了回家，也忘了要见家人。他甚至忘了他的弟弟奥马尔，还有口袋里要给他的礼物。他只想着一件事。

他不想看到司机的眼睛！

阿卜杜勒抓住了身旁的车门。

司机摘掉了墨镜。阿卜杜勒低下眼睛，避开司机的脸。车里的光突然更亮了。那光在动，红中带橙，像火一样。借着那奇怪的光，阿卜杜勒看到了司机长袍下的脚。

那是一只动物的脚。

车门突然开了。阿卜杜勒摔了出去。
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阿卜杜勒睁开眼睛的时候，发现自己躺在石头地上。

他小心地站起身。没有哪里骨折，但是他全身都疼。他感觉脸上很脏，头发里还有小石子。他很快地四下看了看，那辆黑色长轿车不见踪影，但他还是感到害怕。

“或许那司机会回来找到我。”他想，“要是他回来……我该怎么办呢？”

他又四下看了看，今天晚上第一次认出了路。他在一个叫泰努夫的地方附近，离奈兹瓦已经不远了。他可以从奈兹瓦叫一辆出租车来接他回家。

家！阿卜杜勒不害怕了。他很快就能回到家里。他把手伸进口袋找出了手机。这里信号良好，他拨了一个奈兹瓦的号码，叫了一辆出租车来接他回家。这时已过了午夜，夜已深。

“他们现在应该都睡着了。”他想，“我还是别叫醒他们了。我要悄悄进门，到早上再见他们。”

阿卜杜勒又把手伸进口袋里，里面是空的。他要送给奥马尔的那个电脑游戏不见了。

阿卜杜勒在路上走来走去找那个电脑游戏。他连石头底下都翻开看了，可还是到处都找不到。出租车到的时候他还在找给奥马尔的礼物。

坐在出租车里，阿卜杜勒开始感觉好些了。他不愿再想那个有着可怕笑容、火样眼睛的司机。他只想着自己现在安全了。

“幸好，”他想，“他……它……那个司机，没把我直接送到家。他知道我住在奈兹瓦，但仅此而已。他不知道我住哪条街，也不知道我的名字。他找不到我和我的家人，所以我不用担心。”

阿卜杜勒很遗憾弄丢了给弟弟的礼物。但奥马尔是安全的。他的家人是安全的。他现在虽然没有礼物送给奥马尔，但那并不重要。

“我可以下周再买一个电脑游戏。”他想，“这个周末我不能给他礼物了，不过没关系。我们在一起会过得很愉快。或许我们明天可以去踢足球。那个东西……那个有火样眼睛的生物……他不会伤害到我们。他找不到我们。”

出租车停在奈兹瓦阿卜杜勒家的门口时，午夜已经过了很久。阿卜杜勒付了司机车费，走向他家的大门。突然，他停住了。

门外放着一个扁平的盒子。阿卜杜勒知道那是什么。

是那个电脑游戏，他要送给奥马尔的礼物。


The Road Home

A story from East Asia
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 There have been so many wars, in every country of the world. When the wars finish, the soldiers have to return home. But they are different men, and they return to a different world. War changes people.

This story is about a soldier from East Asia. War has changed him greatly. It is a sad story, but in a strange way, also a happy one.




The long war was over, and the soldier was going home. His road home was long and hard.

In the beginning, the soldier was not alone on the road. Many other soldiers were going home too, and for a long time they walked together, not speaking, just thinking about their homes at the end of the long road.

They walked across rice fields, past banana farms, along empty roads, through silent villages. No lights showed in the windows of the dark houses. Nothing moved, only the soldiers and the wind in the trees.

After a while, each man took his own road home. One turned right and went up into the mountains. Another turned left, down to the sea and the fishing boats. Some soldiers followed the road to far cities; others followed the small roads into the hills. One by one, they went their different ways.
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One by one, they went their different ways.

The soldier walked on alone, taking his own road home. He did not think about the other soldiers, or about the war. He thought only about the long road back to his home.

'Home,' thought the soldier. 'I know my home is at the end of this road. I just need to go on walking.'

The road felt hard under his boots, and the only sound was the noise of his boots on the road – tramp, tramp, tramp. He was tired and thirsty, and his mouth was dry as dust.

'There's no water,' he thought. 'Just dust. Dust in my mouth. Dust everywhere.'

Tramp, tramp, tramp went his boots.

'Don't stop walking,' he told himself. 'I can't stop. I mustn't stop. I'll rest when I get home. Mother will make tea, and then I can rest.'

He tried to walk faster, but he felt so tired, so tired. His feet felt heavier and heavier, and he walked more and more slowly. He wanted to lie down by the side of the road, in the dark, and stay there.

'If I lie down,' he thought, 'I'll never get up again.'

So he went on walking, one foot in front of the other, tramp, tramp, tramp.

'The war is finished,' he told himself. 'Forget the war. Just think about home. I must get home. I promised.'

The road began to go up into the hills. There were trees on each side, and their dark leaves in the night made the road dark too. The road climbed up and up into the hills. He knew his home was somewhere on the other side of the hills.

'I can see it now,' he thought. 'Our little house, so small, but always clean and quiet. I can see the lamp on the table... I can see Mother, with her long black hair. She's sitting in her chair, singing my little sister to sleep. My little sister... She was just a baby when I left. How old is she now? Three? Four? Can she talk yet?'

He felt sad, because he could not remember his little sister's face.

'But I remember Mother at the door when I went away to the war,' he thought. 'I remember her words, every one of them. Go safely, and be sure to come back to me. And I promised her. I will come home. Those were my words, and I must keep my promise to her.'

Now the road began to turn downhill, and the land beside the road fell away into fields and woods.

'I know those fields down there,' he thought. 'I know these woods. I can't remember their names, but I know my village is down in this valley. Mother's waiting, down there, at home.'

The soldier walked on, along the dark road under the trees. He was so tired. His feet felt so heavy and his mouth was so dry. He wanted to lie down in the dark and never move again. But his boots went on hitting the road –tramp, tramp, tramp.
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The soldier walked on, along the dark road under the trees.

'If I stop now,' he told himself, 'I'll never see Mother again. And I promised her, so I must go on walking. Rest. When I get home, I can rest. Mother will make tea. We'll sit in her quiet room and drink tea together, and then my mouth will not be so dry.'

The soldier's village looked different in the dark. There were fewer trees and gardens. There were more houses, and they looked bigger than he remembered. But the soldier knew that this was his village at last, at the end of his road. He was nearly home, and home is home.

The soldier went through his village like the wind. In no time at all, he stood outside his mother's little house. It was the smallest house in the village, and the only one that still looked the same. But the soldier did not care about the other houses.

He stood outside his mother's door. He touched the door with his hand, and it opened. Inside he saw the little clean room, the table, the lamp... Across the room his mother was lying in her bed.

'Of course,' he thought, 'It's the middle of the night. She's sleeping, of course. She works so hard. She needs to rest, like me.'

Then, for a second, the soldier thought he was in the wrong house, because the body lying in the bed was an old, old woman with white hair.

But at that moment, the body moved. His mother's eyes opened, and she looked at him and smiled. She got up and came across the room to the open door, and took his hand. Something was still lying in the bed behind her, but the soldier looked only at his mother. Still young, with her long dark hair falling around her face.

'I knew you would come back,' she said, 'I waited for you.'

'I came as fast as I could,' said the soldier, 'but it was a long road home.'

'Yes,' said his mother, 'I've waited a long time. But you are home now, at last. Sit down and rest. I will make tea.'

The soldier sat down. His mother lit the lamp and made tea, moving quietly around the room. The soldier forgot about the war, and the long road home. He felt quiet and peaceful. His mother put the tea on the table, and they both drank.

The soldier finished his tea. He said, 'I'm sorry it took so long to come home.'

'The important thing is that you have come,' said his mother. 'I've waited a long time for you. So long! But I knew you would come back in the end.'

'I promised you that I would come home,' he said.

'Yes,' said his mother. 'I knew you would keep your promise, and so I waited for you. Now you have come, we can leave together.'

They stood up. The soldier did not feel tired any more. He felt light, like a bird, like a drop of rain. He looked around his mother's room for the last time, then took his mother's hand. Behind them, on the other side of the room, there was something lying in the bed. It was the body of an old, old woman, lying very still. But the soldier did not look at it. He saw only the kind and loving face of his mother, with her long dark hair falling around her face.
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She came across the room to the open door, and took his hand.

The soldier and his mother moved quickly to the door, holding hands. They went outside into the bright starlight, and were gone.
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The soldier's little sister visited her mother every day. The sister was now a woman of sixty-eight years, with three adult children of her own, and five grandchildren. Her oldest granddaughter, who was fifteen, was with her today.

The sister lived in a new, modern house just outside the city. She wanted her old mother to come and live with her, in her comfortable modern house, but the mother always said no, she would not leave her little old house. She wanted to stay in her own home.

'Why won't she come and live with us, Grandma?' asked the sister's granddaughter.

'It's because of my brother,' said the sister. 'Years ago, when I was only a baby, there was a war. My brother was a soldier. He went away to the war, and he never came home again.'

'What happened to him?' asked the granddaughter. 'Did he die?'

'I don't know,' said the sister. 'My mother never heard what happened to him. I can't remember him at all, but my mother has never forgotten him. I don't think that a day goes past when she doesn't think about him.'

So many young men went away to that war. So many did not come back. The ones who did come back were now old men, but the soldier's mother went on waiting. She would not move to a new house. Even now, when she was so old herself, she would not leave.

For the last few years, she could not get out of bed. She was not ill, but she was very tired, and she could not walk. So the sister came every day to visit her mother and to sit with her in the little house. A nurse came every day too, because the mother was so old.

Today, the sister was taking her granddaughter with her. 'It'll be good for you,' she told her granddaughter, 'to spend some time with my mother.'

'What will we have to do for her, Grandma?' asked the granddaughter.

'We'll help her sit up in bed,' said the sister. 'We'll wash her face and tidy her hair. And we'll make tea for her. When the nurse comes, we can leave.'

They were driving to the mother's house along the new road. This was a fast road that went from the city around the hills to the villages in the valley on the other side. The old road went over the hills.

'You never use the old road, do you, Grandma?' the granddaughter said.

'No, it takes too long that way,' said the sister.

'Good,' said the granddaughter. 'I don't like that road. There are lots of trees along it, and they make the road very dark. Girls at school say that if you walk there at night, you can hear a ghost.'
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'They say that if you walk there at night, you can hear a ghost.'

The sister laughed. 'A ghost!' she said.

'It's true, Grandma!' said the granddaughter. 'That's what they say. No one's ever seen the ghost, but people have heard it. It's someone in heavy boots walking along the road – tramp, tramp, tramp.'

'Ah yes, I remember now,' said the sister. 'There is a story about the road over the hills. When I was a girl at school, years ago, people were telling the same story even then. Some ghost stories go on for ever, don't they?'

When they arrived in the village, the sister stopped the car outside her mother's little house. She opened the front door and looked inside. She was not surprised by what she saw.

'Wait outside,' she told her granddaughter quickly. 'Use your mobile phone to call an ambulance. Then wait in the car.' She did not say that a doctor was no longer necessary.

The sister shut the door and sat down next to her mother's bed. She held her mother's cold hand. Her mother looked peaceful, the sister thought. She looked happy.

There was only one thing that the sister did not understand. On the little table, on the other side of the room, there were two empty tea cups.
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war n. fighting between countries or between groups of people 战争

sad adj. unhappy 悲伤的

tramp n. the sound of heavy walking 沉重的脚步声

thirsty adj. feeling that you want or need a drink 口渴的

dust n. dry dirt that is like powder 尘土；灰尘

valley n. the low land between mountains 山谷

peaceful adj. calm and quiet 平静的

comfortable adj. making you feel physically relaxed and satisfied 舒适的

ambulance n. a special vehicle that is used to take ill or injured people to hospital 救护车


回家的路

东亚故事

世界上每个国家都发生过许多场战争。战争结束后，士兵们得回家。但他们跟原来不同了，而他们要回去的也是一个不同的世界。战争会改变人。

以下这个故事讲的是一个来自东亚的士兵。战争极大地改变了他。这是个悲伤的故事，但从某种奇怪的角度来看，也是个快乐的故事。




长年的战争结束了，士兵要回家去。他回家的路既漫长又艰辛。

开始的时候，士兵在路上并不孤单。许多其他士兵也走在回家的路上，他们一起走了很长时间，没有人说话，只是各自想着长路尽头的家。

他们走过稻田，经过香蕉园，行过空无一人的道路，穿过寂静的村庄。房子漆黑一片，窗户里没有灯光。除了士兵和林中的风，一切都静止不动。

过了一阵子，每个人都走上了各自回家的路。一个人向右转，朝大山走去。另一个人向左转，朝大海和渔船走去。有些士兵沿着大路朝远方的城市走去，另一些则沿着小路朝丘陵走去。一个又一个，他们走上了各自不同的路。

士兵独自走在自己回家的路上。他没有去想其他士兵，也没有去想这场战争。他一心只想着回家的漫漫长路。

“家。”士兵想，“我知道家就在这条路的尽头，我只管走下去就行了。”

脚底下的路很硬，靴子踩在路上的声音是唯一的声响——咔，咔，咔。他又累又渴，嘴里像尘土一样干。

“没有水，”他想，“只有土。我的嘴里是土，到处都是土。”

他的靴子咔、咔、咔地踩在路上。

“别停下，”他对自己说，“我不能停下。我一定不能停下。到了家我再休息。妈妈会泡好茶，那时我就能休息了。”

他试图走快一点儿，但他太累，太累了。他感觉脚越来越沉，走得也越来越慢。他想在黑暗里躺倒在路边，躺下再也不动。

“要是我躺下，”他想，“我就再也起不来了。”

于是他继续走，一步又一步，咔，咔，咔。

“战争结束了，”他告诉自己，“忘记战争。只想着家。我必须回家去。我答应过的。”

路开始上坡，进入丘陵。路两边有了树；在夜里，树上暗色的叶子让路变得更加黑黢黢的。路上坡又上坡，一直进到丘陵深处。他知道自己的家就在丘陵后面的某个地方。

“我现在能看见它了，”他想，“我们的小房子，那么小，但总是又整洁又安静。我能看到桌上的灯……我能看到妈妈，她的头发又黑又长。她坐在椅子上，唱着歌哄我的妹妹睡觉。我的妹妹……我离开的时候她还是个婴儿。她现在多大了？三岁？四岁？她会说话了吗？”

他心里感到难过，因为他记不起妹妹的脸了。

“但我记得离家去参战时，妈妈在门口送别的情景。”他想，“我记得她说的话，每个字都记得。‘去吧，好好保重，一定要回到我身边来。’我答应了她，‘我会回家的。’我这么说了，就得遵守对她的许诺。”

现在路开始下坡，路旁的山地向下延伸到田野和树林。

“我认得下面那些田野。”他想，“我认得这些树林。我记不起它们的名字，但是我知道家乡的村子就在下面这条山谷里。妈妈就在山下的家里等着我。”

士兵沿着树林遮蔽下黑黢黢的道路继续往前走。他太累了，双脚那么沉，嘴里那么干。他想在黑暗里躺下，再也不挪动一下。但是他的靴子继续踏在路上——咔，咔，咔。

“如果我现在停下来，”他告诉自己，“我就再也见不到妈妈了。我答应过她的，所以我必须继续走下去。休息——等我到家，就能休息了。妈妈会泡好茶。我们会坐在她安静的房间里一起喝茶，那时我的嘴就不会这么干了。”

士兵家乡的村子在黑夜里看起来跟原来不大一样。树木和菜园比原来少了。房子变多了，而且看起来比他记忆中的要大。但是士兵知道终于到了自己的村子，就在路的尽头。他就要到家了，家就是家。

士兵像风一样穿过村子。转眼间，他就站在了母亲的小屋外。这是村里最小的房子，也是唯一一座没有变样的房子。不过士兵并不关心别的房子怎样。

他站在母亲房子的门口。他伸手碰了一下门，门开了。他看到里面整洁的小房间，看到桌子，还看到灯……在房间的另一头，母亲正躺在床上。

“当然，”他想，“现在是半夜，她当然在睡觉。她干活儿那么累，需要休息，就和我一样。”

接着，有那么一瞬间，士兵以为自己走错了房子，因为床上躺的是个白发苍苍、年纪老迈的妇人。

可就在这时，床上的人动了动。他母亲睁开眼睛看到他，露出了微笑。她从床上起来，走过房间，来到打开的门前，握住了他的手。她身后的床上还有什么东西躺着，但士兵只是看着自己的母亲。她还是那么年轻，长长的黑发从脸侧垂下来。

“我知道你会回来的。”她说，“我在等你。”

“我已经尽快往回赶了，”士兵说，“但回家的路太长了。”

“是啊，”他母亲说，“我等了好久。但是你现在终于回来了。坐下歇歇吧，我去泡茶。”

士兵坐下来。他母亲点上灯，泡了壶茶，在房间里悄无声息地走来走去。士兵忘记了那场战争，忘记了回家的漫漫长路。他觉得平静安宁。他母亲把茶放在桌上，两人一起喝茶。

士兵喝完了他的茶。他说：“我很抱歉用了这么久才回到家。”

“重要的是你回来了。”他母亲说，“我等了你很久。那么久！但是我知道你最后会回来的。”

“我答应了您要回家的。”他说。

“是啊。”他母亲说，“我知道你会遵守诺言，所以我一直等你。现在你回来了，我们可以一起离开了。”

他们站起来。士兵不再疲倦。他觉得身子轻盈，像鸟儿，也像雨滴。他最后一次环视母亲的房间，然后拉住了母亲的手。在他们身后，房间的另一头，有什么东西躺在床上。那是一个年纪老迈的妇人，躺在那里一动不动。但是士兵没有朝那里看。他的眼里只有母亲慈爱的脸和垂在她脸侧的黑色长发。

士兵和母亲手拉着手快步走到门口，跨进门外璀璨的星光，然后不见了。
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士兵的妹妹每天都来看望母亲。妹妹如今已经是位68岁的老人了，有三个已长大成人的孩子和五个孙辈。她的大孙女今年15岁，今天跟她一起来了。

妹妹住在市郊一座现代化的新房子里。她想让老母亲搬来跟她一起住在舒适的现代化房子里，但母亲总是不答应。她不肯离开自己老旧的小房子，她想要住在自己的家里。

“她为什么不来跟我们一起住呢，奶奶？”妹妹的孙女问。

“因为我的哥哥。”妹妹说，“很多年前，我还是个婴儿的时候，发生过一场战争。我哥哥是个士兵。他上了战场，再也没有回来。”

“他发生了什么事？”孙女问，“他阵亡了吗？”

“我不知道。”妹妹说，“我妈妈再也没有听到他的消息。我完全不记得他了，但是我妈妈却一直忘不了他。我相信她没有一天不想起他。”

那么多年轻人去参加了那场战争。那么多人没有回来。那些回来的人如今也都老了，但是士兵的母亲一直在等他。她不愿搬到新房子去住。即便到了现在，她自己已经老迈不堪，她也不愿离开。

近几年，她已经下不了床。她没有生病，但是非常疲惫，也走不了路。于是妹妹每天都来看望母亲，陪着她坐在小屋里。还有一位护士每天也会来，因为母亲年纪实在太大了。

今天，妹妹带着孙女一起来了。“你来陪陪我妈妈是一件好事。”她对孙女说。

“我们要为她做些什么呢，奶奶？”孙女问。

“我们要扶她在床上坐起来。”妹妹说，“我们要帮她洗脸，梳头。我们还要为她泡茶。等护士来了，我们再离开。”

她们沿着新修的路开车去母亲家。这是一条高速公路，从城市绕过丘陵到达另一侧山谷里的几个村落。原来的路是翻山过去的。

“您从不走原来那条路，是吧，奶奶？”孙女说。

“是啊，走那条路花的时间太长。”妹妹说。

“这样挺好，”孙女说，“我不喜欢那条路。两边的树太多，把路遮得黑黢黢的。学校里的女生们说，如果你晚上走那条路，可以听见一个幽灵。”

妹妹笑了起来。“一个幽灵！”她说。

“是真的，奶奶！”孙女说，“她们就是这么说的。没人见过那个幽灵，但是有人听到过他发出的声音。他穿着重重的靴子走在路上——咔，咔，咔。”

“啊，是的，我现在想起来了。”妹妹说，“翻山的那条路有个故事。很多年前，我还在上学的时候，人们也在讲同样的故事。有些鬼故事会一直流传，不是吗？”

她们到了村子，妹妹把车停在了母亲的小屋外。她打开屋门，朝里面看去。屋里的情形并没有让她吃惊。

“你等在外面。”她很快地吩咐孙女，“用你的手机叫辆救护车来，然后在车里等着。”她没说叫医生来已经没有用了。

妹妹关上门，在母亲的床前坐下。她握住母亲冰凉的手。母亲看起来很安详，妹妹想。她看起来很开心。

只有一件事妹妹不太明白。房间另一头的小桌上放着两只空茶杯。


ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1 Read the introduction of the book, and the back cover. How much do you know now about the stories? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) There is a ghost or monster in every story.

YES □／NO □

2) In one story a soldier goes away to war.

YES □／NO □

3) All the stories come from different countries.

YES □／NO □

4) Sonja's grandfather was a troll.

YES □／NO □

5) Some people believe in ghosts.

YES □／NO □

6) Science can explain everything that happens.

YES □／NO □

2 What can you guess about these stories? Read these sentences, and put a circle round the words that you like best.

1) Sonja's grandfather hates / likes trolls.

2) Sonja sees / does not see a troll in her garden.

3) Abdul has a frightening / wonderful ride with a stranger.

4) Abdul loses / forgets the computer game for his little brother Omar.

5) The soldier finds / does not find his mother at home.


ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1 Here are the thoughts of three characters (one from each story). Who is thinking, and in which story? Who are they thinking about, and what is happening in the story?

1) 'Why can't I stay up a bit later? I'm not at all sleepy! I did want to see him – why hasn't he come? He always brings me a gift, and there's that new computer game that all my friends are talking about. Perhaps he's bringing it...'

2) 'It's a long time to wait, a very long time. One day soon I'll go to sleep, and never wake up. But I know he'll come back – he promised. He'll come through the door, and I'll make tea for him, the way I always did. That's why I must stay here, in this house, ready for his return...'

3) 'Well, that's a good job done – it'll keep them away. And it's good that my granddaughter helped me. She needs to learn about life's dangers. My son and his wife just laugh, and say they don't believe in these things, but they haven't seen what I've seen...'

2 Use the clues to complete this crossword with words from the stories. All the words go across.
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1) The soldier was _____, but there was no water to drink.

2) Sonja's parents don't believe in _____.

3) The wet clothes on the washing line were _____ themselves into knots.

4) The driver of the black car was wearing a _____ robe.

5) The old woman's family called an _____ to the house.

6) Abdul bought a computer _____ for his little brother.

3 Match these parts of sentences about the people in the stories. There are three parts to each sentence. Then choose the best linking words to join the parts together.

First parts of the sentence

1) Sonja's grandfather puts something metal in a tree,...

2) The soldier wants to see his mother,...

3) Abdul doesn't check his car...

Second parts of the sentence

4) while / before he leaves Buraimi,...

5) why / because he doesn't want a troll in his garden,...

6) which / who will make tea for him,...

Third parts of the sentence

7) after / before he gets home.

8) but / what Sonja's parents don't do that.

9) when / so he has to get in the stranger's car.

4 A Gift for Omar. What do you think happens next in this story? Answer these questions. Then, using your answers and your own ideas, write a new paragraph to end the story.

1) What does Abdul do with the computer game? He...

a) throws it away.

b) takes it back to the shop.

c) gives it to Omar.

d) burns it.

2) What happens with the driver of the black car?

a) Nobody ever sees him again.

b) He drives behind Abdul all the way back to Buraimi.

c) He appears on the screen in the computer game.

d) He waits in his car outside Abdul's family's house.

5 Troll. When Sonja was much older, she talked to her friend Karin about the troll in her garden. Their conversation is in the wrong order. Put it in the right order and add the speakers' names. Karin speaks first (number 5).

1) _____ 'Of course there was a wind!'

2) _____ 'Well, I didn't actually see one, but the clothes blew about on the washing line!'

3) _____ 'Come on, Sonja! No one believes that kind of thing any more!'

4) _____ 'But there wasn't any wind at all that day!'

5) _____ 'You say you saw a troll in the garden?'

6) _____ 'No, really, there wasn't. The troll was doing it – he was tying the clothes into knots!'

7) _____ 'That's what clothes do when it's windy!'

6 The Road Home. Here is a page from the granddaughter's diary some months after the old woman's death. Choose one suitable word to fill each gap.

Today I went back to Great-Grandma's _____. The people there told me something _____. They don't hear the ghostly boots _____ along the road any more. Even _____, they all agree the ghostly sounds _____ suddenly, the day after my poor _____ death! None of us can really _____ it.

7 Look at these possible new titles for the four stories. Match all the titles with the stories. Which one do you like best for each story? Explain why.


  
    	Keeping a Promise
    	The Man in Dark Glasses
  

  
    	Route 21
    	The Washing Line
  

  
    	The Saw in the Tree
    	Two Cups of Tea
  



8 What did you think of the stories? Use the table below to make sentences about them. Use as many words as you like to finish the sentences.
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内容简介

当高高的草浸透了夏日的阳光，散发出芬芳的时候，就可以收割，晾成干草了。在整个寒冷且食物匮乏的冬天里，干草将一直保存夏日的甜美。但干这个活儿必须抢时间，才能让新晾的干草免受风吹雨打。所有的农场主都知道这一点。

杰弗里和莫里斯也知道。他们是农场主的儿子，堆草垛时他们总是很卖力。他们在夏日骄阳下劳作的时候，各自怀着怎样的心思？他们都在想一个姑娘，一个叫葆拉的德国姑娘，她穿着一条黄裙子，长着一双闪亮的眼睛，说起话来轻快有趣。他们这会儿就能看见她，就在山坡上毗邻草场的人家的花园里。莫里斯吻过她，但是杰弗里却没有，他对弟弟满心愤恨。他嘴很笨，觉得不会有女人爱上他，因为他不懂如何甜言蜜语讨她们欢心。

但是爱情不一定需要言语，谁知道什么时候会发生什么事呢？那天来草场的年轻女人，可不只葆拉一个……




LOVE AMONG THE HAYSTACKS

When the grass is tall and sweet and full of summer sunshine, it is time to cut it down and make hay – hay that will hold that summer sweetness all through the cold, hungry winter months. But the work must be done quickly, to keep the new hay safe from wind and rain. Every farmer knows this.

Geoffrey and Maurice know it too. They are farmer's sons, and work hard, building the haystack. But what do these young men think about, while they work under the hot summer sun? They think about a girl, a German girl called Paula, a girl in a yellow dress, a girl with bright eyes and a funny, quick way of talking. They can see her now, up the hill, in the garden of a house next to the hayfield. Maurice has kissed her, but Geoffrey has not, and Geoffrey burns with hate for his brother. He finds words difficult. No woman will ever love him, he thinks, because he cannot find the words to win her love.

But love does not always need words, and who knows what the day or the night will bring? Paula is not the only young woman to visit the hayfield that day...
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1

Two brothers

The two large fields lay on a hillside that looked south. Most of the hay was already cut, and in the bright sunlight the fields were now golden green.

Across the hill, half-way up, was a high hedge, and they were building the haystack just above this hedge. It was a tall haystack, a great untidy thing standing high above the hedge, but the hay itself was light and silvery in colour, and looked as soft as a cloud. Not far away was another, finished haystack.

The empty wagon was going downhill, and in the far corner of the bottom field, where the hay was still uncut, the full wagon was just beginning its slow journey up the hill to the haystack. The hay-makers worked on, cutting the tall hay, while the wagon climbed the hill.

The two brothers on top of the haystack were having a moment's rest, waiting for the full wagon to arrive. They stood up to their knees in the soft hay, while above them the golden sun burned down, and all around them was the hot sweet smell of the silvery hay. The only two things in the world were hay and sun.

Maurice, the younger brother, was a good-looking young man of twenty-one. He was strong, full of life, with a quick bright eye and a ready smile.

'You thought,' he said to his brother, 'you were very clever last night, didn't you?' He pushed his fork into the hay, and stared at his brother, with a smile on his face.

'No. No, I didn't,' replied Geoffrey. He turned away, frowning. He was a tall, heavy young man, a year older than Maurice. He was full of strong feelings, but they burned silently inside him. He could never find words to say; he could never look anybody in the eye. He always thought the world was looking at him, and laughing.

'Oh, you did, I know you did.' Maurice laughed. 'It was your turn to sleep in the hayfield last night, but you went and hid yourself, so I had to go in your place.'

'I didn't hide myself,' said Geoffrey angrily. 'Father sent me to get some wood—'

'Oh yes, oh yes,' laughed Maurice. 'But you don't know, do you? You don't know what happened last night, up here in the hayfield.'

He laughed again, and threw himself down on his back in the hay. He put his arms across his face and lay there, smiling and remembering the night before.

Geoffrey leant on his fork and stared out over the fields. Far away was the city of Nottingham, and between, the country lay under the burning sun, with here and there the smoke from a factory going up into the sky. Geoffrey looked down again into the hayfield, at the wagon slowly climbing the hill to the haystack. 'Hurry up,' he thought. 'Hurry up.'
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Geoffrey leant on his fork and stared out over the fields.

'You didn't think, did you?' said Maurice. 'You didn't think that she would be here with me, did you?'

Geoffrey stared at him, full of hate. Suddenly, he wanted to put his foot down hard on that smiling, good-looking face below him.

'Can you sing in German?' asked Maurice. 'Do you know how to kiss a German girl? Do you know how soft her neck is?' He laughed excitedly, remembering every moment of the night before.

Geoffrey burned with hate. He wanted to walk away, but he couldn't. The haystack, high above the field, was a prison holding him and his brother together.

Both brothers were shy of women. Neither of them had a girlfriend; neither of them knew what to say to a woman, or how to win her love. And now Maurice was first in the game, and the older brother did not like it.

The German girl was the governess from the house beside the top field. Geoffrey was working one day in the field when a baby pushed through a hole in the hedge from the garden of the house. Seconds later the German girl came through the hedge too, looking for the baby. Geoffrey helped her to catch the little boy, and then they stood talking for a while. Geoffrey liked her bright eyes, and her funny, quick way of talking.

'But now it's Maurice she likes best, not me,' he thought. 'She sits with him in the hayfield by moonlight, and he kisses her.'

Unhappily, he looked up the hill to the house beside the top field. From the top of the haystack he could see right into the garden, and there, suddenly, he saw the girl, in a yellow dress. He held up his arm and waved to her. She waved back, lazily. Geoffrey could see that she was not interested in him, and was waiting for Maurice.

Then Maurice stood up, and saw the girl himself. He laughed, and waved both arms at her.

'What's going on?' called a voice from below.

The full wagon was now standing at the foot of the haystack. Maurice's face turned deep red.

'Nothing!' he called.

There was the sound of laughing below, and soon a big, red-faced man climbed to the top of the hay in the wagon. He turned, stared up the hillside, and saw the yellow dress in the garden.

'Oh, it's a girl, is it?' he laughed. He was the father of Geoffrey and Maurice. 'Yes, I thought it was a girl.'

They began working again, throwing the hay from the wagon up to the top of the haystack. There the brothers had to place the hay carefully, building a stack with four strong walls which would not fall over. It was hard work. The father threw up great forkfuls of hay, Geoffrey then passed them along to Maurice, who built up the haystack's walls.

But Geoffrey was full of angry feelings. Usually he threw the hay into the places where Maurice wanted it. Now, he threw it into the middle of the stack, and Maurice had to work twice as hard, carrying it out to the walls. Once, a great forkful of hay from Geoffrey hit Maurice on the back.

'Be careful!' called Maurice angrily. 'And why are you throwing it in the middle, you stupid man?'

'I'll throw it where I like,' answered Geoffrey.

They worked on, both brothers angry now. They got hotter and tireder, and still the hay came up from the wagon below.

'There, that's the end,' the father called at last from the wagon. Geoffrey threw the last forkful into the middle of the stack, then stood still, watching Maurice.

'This side wall isn't very strong,' came the father's voice from below. 'You must build it up more.'

'No, it's fine,' called Maurice crossly.

Geoffrey moved across to the side wall, and pushed his fork down into the hay. He pushed harder, and the top of the haystack began to move just a little.

'What are you doing, you fool?' cried Maurice.

'Don't you call me a fool,' said Geoffrey, and he pushed again on his fork. Maurice jumped across to him, and pulled him away from the wall. It was not easy to stand in the soft bed of hay, and Geoffrey fell over.
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Maurice pulled Geoffrey away from the wall.

Maurice called down to his father below. 'This wall is fine. It's not going to fall down.'

'All right,' came the father's voice. 'We'll be off now to bring the next wagon up here.'

Geoffrey got to his feet. 'Don't call me a fool again, do you hear?' he said heavily.

'Not until next time,' said his brother.

Maurice went on working, moving round the stack and building up the walls. Geoffrey stood still, hand on his fork, looking out over the fields. He did not move even when Maurice needed to get past him.

'Move, will you?' said Maurice.

There was no reply. Maurice put out his arm and tried to push his brother out of his way.

'Who are you pushing?' said Geoffrey angrily.

'You,' replied Maurice, and at once the two brothers began to fight. Each pushed against the other as hard as he could, but Geoffrey was the heavier of the two men, and slowly he began to win.

Maurice had to move back, but his feet caught in the hay, and he fell over the side of the stack, all the way down to the ground.



hay n. grass which is cut and dried, and used as food for animals 干草

hedge n. a line of small trees that makes a kind of wall round a field 树篱

stare v. to look at someone or something for a long time 注视

frown v. to move your eyebrows together to make lines on your forehead (you frown when you are worried or angry) 皱眉

shy adj. not able to talk easily to people that you do not know 害羞的

governess n. a woman employed to teach the children of a rich family in their home 女家庭教师

wave v. to move your hand from side to side, to say hello or goodbye 挥手

twice adv. two times 两次；两倍

crossly adv. angrily 生气地




1

两兄弟

朝南的山坡上有两大片草场。大多数干草已经收割了，现在的草场在明亮的阳光下呈现一片金绿色。

半山坡上，有一道高高的树篱，人们正在这道树篱外面堆干草垛。草垛很高，乱糟糟的一大堆，高出树篱好大一截。不过干草本身很轻，泛着银色，看起来像云一样柔软。不远处是一个已经堆好的草垛。

空马车正在下山，在下面那片草场最远处的角落，还有尚未收割的干草。满载的马车就从那里出发，慢吞吞地朝着山坡上的草垛行进。马车上山的时候，收干草的工人继续干活儿，割着高高的干草。

草垛上的两兄弟这会儿得了空当儿，等着满载干草的马车上来。他们站在没膝的柔软干草里，头顶上金色的太阳炙烤着大地，周围热烘烘地弥漫着银色干草的芬芳。天地间只剩干草和阳光。

弟弟莫里斯21岁，是个英俊的小伙子。他很强壮，充满活力，眼睛明亮有神，脸上常常挂着微笑。

“你觉得，”他对哥哥说，“自己昨晚做得很精明，是不是？”他把草杈插到干草里，笑吟吟地看着他哥哥。

“不。不，我没有。”杰弗里回答。他皱着眉转过了头。他是个又高又壮的年轻人，比莫里斯大一岁。他有着热烈的情感，但都藏在心里，无声地沸腾。他总是不知该如何用语言表达；也不敢与人对视。他老觉得所有人都在看着他，笑话他。

“哦，你有，我知道你有。”莫里斯笑道，“昨天轮到你在干草场过夜，但是你却跑掉藏了起来，我只好替你值夜。”

“我没藏起来。”杰弗里生气地说，“爸爸叫我去弄些木头……”

“哦，好吧，好吧。”莫里斯笑了起来，“但你不知道，是不是？你不知道昨天晚上草场这儿发生了什么。”

他又笑了起来，仰面倒在干草上。他躺在那儿，用手臂挡住脸，笑吟吟地回忆起前一天晚上发生的事。

杰弗里倚在草杈上，望向田野。远处是诺丁汉城，中间则是太阳炙烤下的乡村，从工厂升起来的烟飘散在天空中。杰弗里又望向下方的草场，看着马车慢悠悠地爬坡，朝着草垛而来。“快点儿。”他想，“快点儿。”

“你没想到吧，是不是？”莫里斯说，“你没想到她会来这儿陪我，是不是？”

杰弗里恨恨地瞪着他。突然，他想把那张微笑的俊脸用力踩在脚下。

“你会用德语唱歌吗？”莫里斯问，“你知道怎么跟德国姑娘接吻吗？你知道她的脖子有多柔软吗？”他回味着头天夜里的每一刻，兴高采烈地笑了起来。

杰弗里心中燃烧着恨意。他想走开，但却不能。矗立在田野上的草垛，像牢房一样把他和弟弟关在一起。

两兄弟在女人面前都很害羞。他们俩都没有女朋友，也都不知道怎样跟女人说话和赢得她们的芳心。可现在莫里斯抢了先，做哥哥的可不高兴。

那个德国姑娘是山上草场旁那户人家的家庭教师。杰弗里有天在地里干活儿的时候，一个小孩儿从那户人家花园树篱上的一个洞口钻了出来。没过几秒，那个德国姑娘也从树篱那儿钻过来找孩子。杰弗里帮她抓住了那个小男孩儿，然后他们站着说了会儿话。杰弗里喜欢她明亮的眼睛，还有她那轻快有趣的说法方式。

“可现在她最喜欢的是莫里斯，而不是我。”他想，“她跟他一起坐在月光下的干草场上，他还吻了她。”

他郁闷地朝山坡高处那片草场旁的那户人家望去。站在草垛上，他能一直望到花园里，突然就看到了那个姑娘，她穿着一条黄裙子。他举起胳膊，朝她挥了挥。她也慵懒地向他招了招手。杰弗里看得出她对他并不感兴趣，而是在等莫里斯。

这时莫里斯站起来，也看见了那姑娘。他大笑起来，朝她挥舞双臂。

“怎么回事儿？”一个声音从下方传来。

满载干草的马车这会儿到了草垛跟前。莫里斯的脸一下子涨得通红。

“没什么！”他大声说。

下面传来笑声，很快一个魁梧的红脸汉子爬到了一车干草的顶上。他扭头朝山坡上张望，看到了花园里穿黄裙子的身影。

“哦，是因为姑娘，是吧？”他笑道。他是杰弗里和莫里斯的父亲。“没错，我就知道是因为姑娘。”

他们又开始干起活儿来，把马车上的干草抛到草垛上。两兄弟就在草垛顶上把这些干草小心地码放好，让草垛四壁牢固不倒。这活儿很辛苦。父亲大杈大杈地把干草扔上来，然后杰弗里把它们传给莫里斯，再由莫里斯堆放到草垛的四周。

但是杰弗里正一肚子火。平时他会把干草扔到莫里斯希望的地方，现在却都扔到了草垛中央。这下莫里斯还得把草拢到边上，费了双倍的力气。有一次，杰弗里扔过来的一大杈干草干脆砸到了莫里斯的背上。

“小心点儿！”莫里斯生气地喊着，“干吗把草扔到中间，你这笨蛋？”

“我想扔到哪儿就扔到哪儿。”杰弗里回答。

他们继续干活儿，现在两兄弟都憋了一肚子火。他们越来越热，越来越累，可干草还是不停地从下面抛上来。

“好啦，完事儿了。”马车上的父亲终于喊道。杰弗里把最后一杈干草扔到草垛中间，然后静静地站在那儿看着莫里斯。

“草垛这一面不是很牢靠。”下面传来父亲的声音，“你得把这边加固一下。”

“没事儿，不用。”莫里斯气恼地叫道。

杰弗里走到那边，把草杈插了进去。他又用力向下插了插，草垛顶部轻微地动了动。

“你在干吗，你这白痴？”莫里斯大叫。

“别叫我白痴。”杰弗里说完，又压了压草杈。莫里斯扑过去，把他从草垛边缘拽开。柔软的干草上不易站稳，杰弗里摔倒了。

莫里斯朝下面的父亲喊道：“这边没问题，不会倒的。”

“好吧。”父亲的声音传来，“我们这就再去拉一车草上来。”

杰弗里爬了起来。“别再叫我白痴，听见了吗？”他粗声粗气地说。

“下次之前不会了。”他弟弟说道。

莫里斯继续干活儿，沿着草垛四周堆放干草。杰弗里手扶草杈静静地站着，望向远处的原野。莫里斯要从他身边过去的时候，他也一动不动。

“让开点儿，行吗？”莫里斯说。

杰弗里没有回答。莫里斯伸手想把哥哥推到一边。

“你推谁呢？”杰弗里生气地说。

“你。”莫里斯话音刚落，两兄弟就扭打了起来。两人都使出全力推搡对方，不过杰弗里比较重，慢慢占了上风。

莫里斯不得不后退，可脚下被干草绊住了，一下子从草垛上掉了下来，摔在了地上。
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The German girl

Geoffrey's face turned white. He heard the fall. He stood still, listening. He could hear no sound from below; he could hear no sound at all, anywhere. Then he was filled with sudden terror.

'Father!' he shouted, in his great deep voice. 'Father! FATHER!'

The cry rang across the fields. Men came running from the bottom field, and a girl ran down across the upper field. Geoffrey heard her strange, wild voice.

'Ah-h!' she cried out. 'Ah-h! Are you dead?'

On the top of the stack Geoffrey did not move or speak. He was too afraid to go down, too afraid even to hide in the hay. He listened to the voices below.

First to arrive was his older brother, Henry. Then came his father, and Bill, one of the farm workers.

'What's the matter? What's happened? Oh no!'

That was his father's voice. They were all silent for a few seconds, then came Henry's voice.

'He's not dead – look, he's opening his eyes.'

Geoffrey heard, but he was not pleased. Half of him wanted Maurice to be dead. 'If Maurice is not dead and only hurt, what will he say about me?' he thought. 'And what will mother say? I can never look anybody in the face again.' He felt lonely, and afraid.

Down below on the ground the German girl was crying and laughing at the same time. 'No, he's not dead, no, he's not dead, no-o.'
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The German girl was crying and laughing at the same time.

'He can't speak. He needs some water,' said Henry.

'Yes, somebody must run and get some,' said the father. 'Bill, you go. The vicar's house is nearest.'

Bill ran up to the vicar's house beside the top field, where the German governess worked. Soon he came back, followed by the vicar. Maurice drank a little water, and began to make noises, trying to speak.

'What happened to him?' asked the vicar.

Everybody spoke at once, but the German girl's voice was the loudest.

'It was the brother – the other brother,' she cried. 'He knocked him over. I saw him, I was watching.'

'I don't think so,' said the father to the vicar. Then he got down next to Maurice, who was still making little noises. 'Where does it hurt, boy, eh?' he asked, worried.

'Wait a bit,' said Henry. 'Wait until he can speak.'

'Has he broken anything?' asked the vicar.

'He was lucky,' said the farm worker, Bill, 'lucky to fall on this bit of hay, and not the hard ground.'

Maurice could speak a little now, and the father asked him, 'What were you doing, boy? Were you playing around with our Geoffrey? Yes, and where is he?'

On top of the stack Geoffrey stood like a stone.

'I'll have a look on the stack,' said Henry.

Geoffrey did not want his big brother to come up on the stack, so he climbed down, and at the bottom of the ladder stood like a criminal, looking at the ground.

'What were you doing?' asked Henry's cold voice.

'I don't know. Nothing,' Geoffrey said.

'But I saw him!' cried the governess. She was sitting on the ground, holding Maurice in her arms. 'He knocked him over the side – bouf! like that!'

Henry looked from one brother to the other.

'No, girl,' whispered Maurice, smiling up at her. 'He wasn't near me. I just fell – fell over the side.'

'Oh!' cried the girl, not understanding.

'You just made a mistake,' said the father. 'That's all.'

'Oh no,' she cried. 'I saw him.'

Her name was Paula Jablonowsky, and her family came from Poland. She was twenty years old, quick and light as a wild-cat, with a strange, wild way of laughing. She had bright blue eyes and short golden hair. Everybody could see that the vicar hated her.

Maurice's face was still white, but he lay, smiling happily in the girl's arms. She smiled down at him, with her quick, bright smile. Her English was not very good, but there are stronger things than words.
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Maurice lay, smiling happily in the girl's arms.

'You say what you like,' she laughed, 'about your brother, about anything.'

'Perhaps you need to go back to the children now,' the vicar said to her, frowning a little.

'I will go soon,' the girl said. She smiled at Maurice again. 'You want to get up now?' she asked softly.

'I'm not in a hurry,' Maurice said, smiling happily.

'She's leaving us soon,' the vicar whispered to the father. 'My wife really doesn't like her.'

'Why, is she—?'

'Like a wild thing – she won't do what we tell her.'

Maurice decided to get up, and the girl helped him, with her strong arms. 'You are well,' she cried happily.

'Yes, I'm all right,' he said. 'The fall knocked the breath out of me, that's all.' After a moment he walked a few steps. 'See, father,' he laughed. 'I'm fine now.'

'Fine, fine!' the girl said, her eyes shining.

Maurice laughed, and touched her face gently.

'Don't worry. She's going at the end of three weeks,' the vicar said quietly in the farmer's ear.



terror n. the feeling when you are very, very afraid 恐惧

vicar n. a priest in the Church of England （英格兰圣公会的）代牧，教区牧师

criminal n. someone who is involved in illegal activities or has been proved guilty of a crime 罪犯

whisper v. to speak or say something very quietly, using your breath rather than your voice 低语

gently adv. kindly and carefully 轻柔地
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德国姑娘

杰弗里的脸一下子白了。他听到了弟弟落地的声音。他站着一动不动，仔细听着。下面没有动静，到处都没有声响。他忽然满心恐惧。

“爸爸！”他粗着嗓门儿大叫起来，“爸爸！爸爸！”

叫声传遍了四野。在下面草场干活儿的人纷纷朝这里跑过来，还有一个姑娘从上面穿过草场跑下来。杰弗里听到了她奇特而焦急的声音。

“啊——！”她叫着，“啊——！你死了吗？”

草垛顶上的杰弗里没动，也没有说话。他吓坏了，不敢下来，甚至连藏到干草里也不敢。他听着下面的人声。

第一个到的是他的哥哥亨利，接着是他父亲，还有一个叫比尔的农场工人。

“怎么了？出了什么事？哦，不！”

那是他父亲的声音。大家沉默了几秒钟，接着传来亨利的声音。

“他没有死——看，他睁眼了。”

杰弗里听到了，但他并不觉得高兴。他私心里有一半是希望莫里斯死掉的。“如果莫里斯没死，只是受了伤，他会怎么说我呢？”他想，“妈妈会怎么说呢？我永远都没脸见人了。”他觉得又孤独又害怕。

草垛下面的地上，那个德国姑娘正在又哭又笑。“对，他没死，对，他没死，没有——”

“他说不出话。他需要些水。”亨利说。

“对，得有人赶快去弄些水来。”父亲说，“比尔，你去。牧师家离这儿最近。”

比尔朝上面草场旁的牧师家跑去，那也是德国女家庭教师工作的地方。他很快就回来了，身后还跟着牧师。莫里斯喝了一点儿水，开始发出声音，试图说话。

“他怎么了？”牧师问。

大家七嘴八舌地同时开口，不过那个德国姑娘的声音最大。

“是那个哥哥，另一个哥哥。”她大叫，“他把他撞下来的。我看见了，我一直看着呢。”

“我觉着不是。”父亲对牧师说。接着，他在莫里斯身旁蹲下来，莫里斯还在发出细碎的声音。“哪里疼，孩子，呃？”他担心地问。

“等会儿吧，”亨利说，“等他能开口说话再问。”

“他有哪儿骨折了吗？”牧师问。

“他很走运，”农场工人比尔说，“幸好掉在这点儿干草上，而不是摔在硬邦邦的地上。”

莫里斯现在能说一点儿话了，于是父亲问他：“你刚才在干吗，孩子？是在跟我们的杰弗里打闹吗？对了，他人呢？”

草垛顶上，杰弗里直挺挺地站着，就像块石头。

“我去草垛上看看。”亨利说。

杰弗里不想让哥哥爬到草垛上来，就自己爬了下来，像个罪犯似的站在梯子旁，垂头望着地面。

“你们刚才在干吗？”亨利冷冷地问道。

“我不知道。没干什么。”杰弗里说。

“可我看见他了！”女家庭教师叫道。她正坐在地上，把莫里斯抱在怀里。“他把他撞下来的——砰！就像这样！”

亨利看了看两个弟弟。

“不是的，姑娘。”莫里斯小声说，对她笑了笑，“他刚才没在我旁边。我就是摔下来的——从边上摔下来的。”

“哦！”那姑娘不解地叫了一声。

“你只是看错了。”父亲说，“就是这样。”

“哦，不是的。”她大叫，“我看见他了。”

她叫葆拉·亚布洛诺斯基，她一家来自波兰。她20岁年纪，像野猫一样敏捷轻巧，笑起来的样子很奇特，有种野性的味道。她长着明亮的蓝眼睛和一头金色的短发。人人都看得出牧师很不喜欢她。

莫里斯的脸色还很苍白，不过他靠在姑娘的怀里笑得很开心。她也低头给了他一个灿烂的微笑。她的英语不太好，但是言语并不是最有力的东西。

“你说怎样就怎样吧，”她笑道，“不管是关于你的兄弟，还是别的任何事情。”

“我看你该回去照顾孩子们了。”牧师对她说着，微微皱起了眉。

“我马上就去。”姑娘说。她又对莫里斯笑了笑。“你现在想站起来吗？”她柔声问道。

“我不着急。”莫里斯开心地笑着说。

“她很快就要离开了。”牧师对父亲悄声说，“我妻子很不喜欢她。”

“为什么，她——？”

“太野了——她根本不听我们的使唤。”

莫里斯打算站起来了，姑娘扶了他一把，她的胳膊很有力。“你没事了。”她开心地大叫。

“对，我没事了。”他说，“那一下把我摔背过气了，没别的。”过了一会儿，他走了几步。“瞧，爸爸，”他笑道，“我现在没事了。”

“太好了，太好了！”姑娘说着，眼睛闪闪发亮。

莫里斯笑了起来，轻轻地碰了碰她的脸颊。

“别担心。她再待三个星期就走。”牧师低声冲农场主耳语道。
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The tramp and the woman

'We're not going to finish that last bit of hay today,' Henry said crossly.

The father still looked worried about Maurice. 'Are you sure you're all right?' he asked.

'Yes, I'm all right. I've told you.'

'Then sit down and rest for a bit. In a while you can get the dinner out for us.'

The men went back to work, and the governess ran back to the vicar's house, to her job with the children. Maurice sat down under a tree. 'I'll marry her,' he thought. 'Yes, I will. I've got fifty pounds, and mother will help me.' For a long time he sat there, thinking about married life. Then he got up and went to get the dinner from the big wagon by the road.

The two fields belonged to the Wookey family, but they were four miles from the home farm. So the father had to bring dinner and tea to the fields every day, and the workers ate there. Cutting the hay usually took about two weeks, and somebody had to sleep in the field at night, to watch the tools. Either Maurice or Geoffrey usually did this.

Mrs Wookey always sent a good dinner, and today was no different. There were two big meat pies, cold potatoes, bread, and a great piece of cheese. Maurice put the food out in the shade of a big tree. Everybody sat down in a circle, and ate their meal.
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Everybody sat down in a circle, and ate their meal.

It was good to be out of the burning sun, under the shade of the tree. The men ate and drank silently, the father reading a newspaper, the others eating busily.

Then, 'She's here again!' said Bill. Everybody looked up. Paula was coming across the field, carrying a plate.

'She's bringing something for you, Maurice,' said Henry, laughing at him. Maurice was halfway through a great piece of meat pie and some cold potatoes.

The father laughed too. 'Put that away, Maurice. She'll want you to eat what she's brought for you.'
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The father laughed. 'Put that away, Maurice.'

'Give it here,' said Bill. 'I'll eat it for you.'

Then Paula arrived. 'I bring him some chicken – him!'

She gave Maurice a bright smile. Maurice's face turned deep red, and everybody laughed aloud.

The father felt sorry for his shy son. 'Come and sit here by me,' he said to Paula.

'Thank you,' said Paula happily. She sat down next to the father and smiled at him.

'My name,' she said, 'is Paula Jablonowsky.'

'Paula, what?' said the father. The other men laughed. 'Paula, eh? Strange kind of name. My son's name is—'

'Maurice – I know.' She said the name sweetly, and Maurice's face turned an even deeper red.

'Tell me about yourself,' the father said to the girl.

'I come from Hanover, in Germany,' she said. 'My father is a shop-keeper, and I ran away from home because I didn't like him. I went to Paris and I worked in a girls' school there.'

'Did you like it?'

'Oh no – it was so boring! Nothing to do.'

'And do you like life in England?' said the father.

'No – ah, no. The vicar and his wife... no, no, no.'

'And what will you do?' the father asked.

'I will go to London, or to Paris. Or get married!' She laughed into the father's eyes.

The father laughed too. 'Get married, eh? Who to?'

'I don't know. I am going away.'

'Do you think you'd like making butter and cheese?'

'Oh yes!' She smiled her quick bright smile, and her eyes shone.

'I think she'd like anything different from her life now,' said Henry. He heard a noise and looked round. 'Hallo, who's this?' he said.

A tramp was crossing the field towards them. He was small, thin, and dirty, with mean little eyes.

'Have you got a bit of work for me?' he called out.

'A bit of work?' said the father. 'Can't you see that we've nearly finished these fields?'

'And you don't know anything about hay-making,' said Henry, coldly.

'I'm a hard worker,' said the tramp. His small eyes looked from father to son, and back again.

'Well, we've got no work for you,' said the father. 'But you can have a bit of something to eat, if you like.'

'Yes, I would,' said the man.

They gave him the last piece of meat pie. He ate it quickly, hungrily. 'That was good,' he said. He did not go away, so they gave him a piece of bread and cheese. Then he asked for a drink of water. He sat down to drink it, but the other men did not talk to him. They did not like him, and had nothing to say to him.

While he sat there, a young woman came into the field and walked down beside the hedge. She was small and finely made. Her clothes were neat and tidy, and her hair was pulled back under a sailor hat. She had a pretty face, but there was a hard, cold look in her eyes.

'Have you got some work?' she asked her man.
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'Have you got some work?' the young woman asked.

'No, they haven't got any work for me. They just gave me a drink of water.'

He was a mean, hateful little man.

'And do I have to wait for you in the road all day?'

'You don't have to if you don't want to. You can go on. But if you wait a bit, perhaps you'll get something.'

The woman looked for the first time at the men, staring at them, unsmiling.

'Have you had your dinner?' asked the father. 'He's had a lot to eat. You can have some, if you want it.'

'What have you had?' she asked the man angrily.

'A great piece of meat pie, and a great piece of bread and cheese,' said Geoffrey.

The young woman looked at Geoffrey, and he at her. There was a kind of understanding between them. Both of them felt alone in the world. Geoffrey smiled a little, but she was too angry to smile.

'There's some cold potatoes,' Maurice said to the woman. 'You can have some of them.'

She frowned and did not answer. Again she looked at Geoffrey, and again there was a silent understanding between them. Then she turned and walked away.

'We must get back to work,' said Henry. He stood up and stared coldly at the tramp. 'Time to go.'

The tramp stood up too. 'Aren't you going to give me something for her? She's had nothing to eat all day.'

They gave him some bread and cheese. He pushed it into his pocket, and walked away.



tramp n. a person with no home or job, who goes from place to place 流浪汉

belong to to be the property of 属于

boring adj. not interesting in any way 无趣的，乏味的

mean adj. not kind 恶意的
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流浪汉和女人

“最后一点儿干草我们今天弄不完了。”亨利不高兴地说。

父亲愁容满面，还在担心莫里斯。“你确定自己没事了？”他问。

“是的，我挺好的。我都说过了。”

“那就坐下休息一会儿。过会儿你去把我们的午饭拿出来。”

男人们回去继续干活儿，女家庭教师也跑回了牧师家照顾孩子们。莫里斯坐在一棵树下。“我要娶她。”他想，“是的，我会的。我已经存了50英镑，妈妈也会帮我的。”他在那儿坐了很长时间，脑子里想着婚后的生活。然后，他起身到路边的大马车上去取午饭。

这两片草场是伍基家的，离主农场有四英里的距离。所以父亲只好每天都把午饭和下午茶带到地里来，让干活儿的人就地吃。收割干草大约需要两个星期，晚上得留人在田里值夜，看守农具。这通常是莫里斯或杰弗里的活儿。

伍基太太给他们准备的午饭总是很丰盛，今天也不例外。有两个很大的肉馅饼、一些凉土豆、面包和一大块奶酪。莫里斯把食物摆放在一棵大树下的树荫里。大家围坐在一起吃饭。

树荫遮挡了炙热的太阳，让人感觉舒服多了。男人们安静地吃喝，父亲看着一份报纸，其他人都忙着吃东西。

这时，比尔说：“她又来了！”大家纷纷抬头看。葆拉正端着一个盘子穿过田野往这儿走来。

“她给你送吃的来了，莫里斯。”亨利笑着揶揄他。莫里斯正在吃一大块肉馅饼和一些凉土豆。

父亲也笑了起来。“把那个放下吧，莫里斯。她肯定希望你吃她给你带来的东西。”

“给我吧，”比尔说，“我帮你吃。”

这时葆拉走到了近前。“我给他带了些鸡肉——他！”

她冲莫里斯露出灿烂的微笑。莫里斯的脸顿时涨得通红，大伙儿全都大笑起来。

父亲有些同情他那害羞的儿子。“过来坐在我旁边吧。”他对葆拉说。

“谢谢。”葆拉高兴地说。她在父亲身边坐下，对他笑了笑。

“我叫葆拉·亚布洛诺斯基。”她说。

“葆拉，什么？”父亲问。其他人都笑了起来。“葆拉，呃？挺怪的名字。我儿子叫——”

“莫里斯——我知道。”她甜甜地说出这个名字，莫里斯的脸更红了。

“说说你自己吧。”父亲对姑娘说。

“我从德国的汉诺威来。”她说，“我父亲开了一家店铺。我是从家里跑出来的，因为我不喜欢他。我去了巴黎，在那儿的一所女校工作。”

“你喜欢那儿吗？”

“哦，不——太无聊了！没什么事情可做。”

“那你喜欢英国的生活吗？”父亲问。

“不——啊，不喜欢。牧师和他的妻子……不，不，不。”

“那你有什么打算？”父亲问。

“我想去伦敦，或是巴黎。或者结婚！”她望着父亲的眼睛笑道。

父亲也笑了起来。“结婚，呃？跟谁呢？”

“我不知道。我就快离开了。”

“你觉得你会喜欢做黄油和奶酪吗？”

“哦，是的！”她露出了明亮爽朗的笑容，眼睛闪闪发亮。

“我觉得只要跟她现在的生活不一样，她都会喜欢的。”亨利说。他听到了什么动静，扭头望去。“你好，你是谁？”他问。

一个流浪汉正穿过田野朝他们走来。他身材瘦小，邋里邋遢，一双小眼睛不怀好意。

“你们这儿有我干的活儿吗？”他大声问。

“活儿？”父亲说，“你没看见我们已经快把这些地收割完了吗？”

“而且你也不会晾晒干草。”亨利冷淡地说。

“我干活儿很卖力。”流浪汉说。他那双小眼睛先看了看父亲，又看了看儿子，最后回到父亲身上。

“嗯，我们没有活儿给你干。”父亲说，“但是如果你想吃东西的话，可以吃点儿。”

“我想吃。”那人说。

他们把最后一块肉馅饼给了他。他狼吞虎咽地吃完了。“味道真不错。”他说。他并没有离开，于是他们又给了他一片面包和奶酪。接着，他又要水喝。他坐下来喝水，但是其他人都不跟他搭话。他们不喜欢他，跟他也没什么可说。

他坐在那儿的时候，一个年轻女人来到了草场上，沿着树篱走下山坡。她身材娇小匀称，衣服干净整齐，头发向后梳，戴着一顶水手帽。她脸盘长得很漂亮，但眼中却流露出冷峻的神色。

“你找到活儿了吗？”她问自己的男人。

“没有，他们没有活儿给我干。他们只给我喝了口水。”

他是个卑鄙又讨厌的小个子。

“那我就得在大路上等你一整天吗？”

“你不想等就别等。你可以继续走。但是如果你等一会儿，说不定能得到点儿什么。”

女人第一次把目光转向了在场的其他人，板着脸瞅着他们。

“你吃午饭了吗？”父亲问，“他刚才吃了很多东西。如果你需要，可以吃一些。”

“你都吃了什么？”她生气地问那男人。

“一大块肉馅饼，还有一大片面包和奶酪。”杰弗里说。

年轻女人看向杰弗里，他也在看她。这两人之间存在着某种默契。他们都觉得自己在这世界上很孤单。杰弗里淡淡地笑了一下，但是她太生气，根本笑不出来。

“还有些凉土豆。”莫里斯对女人说，“你可以吃一些。”

她皱了皱眉，没有回答。她又看了看杰弗里，他们之间那无声的默契还在。接着，她转身走开了。

“我们得回去干活儿了。”亨利说。他站起来，冷冷地看着流浪汉，“该走了。”

流浪汉也站了起来。“你们不给我点儿吃的好带给她吗？她一整天没吃东西了。”

他们给了他一些面包和奶酪。他把食物塞进口袋，走了。
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At night in the hayfield

Geoffrey worked hard all afternoon, cutting the hay, while Maurice worked on the wagon. The brothers did not speak, but the feeling between them was warm and friendly. Geoffrey understood that their little fight would stay a secret – Maurice would not tell.

The sun got hotter and hotter. There was not a breath of wind, and everybody began to feel tired.

'There's another day's work here,' said the father at teatime, while they sat under the tree.

'Somebody will have to stay the night here then,' said Geoffrey. 'I'll do it.'

'No, I'll do it,' said Maurice.

'You did it last night,' said the father. 'You must get some rest tonight.'

'No, I'm staying,' said Maurice.

'He wants to meet his girl again,' explained Henry.

The father thought about this. 'I don't know...'

But in the end Maurice stayed. At eight o'clock, after sundown, the men got on their bicycles, the father got the wagon ready, and everybody left.

Slowly, the evening sky turned dark. The young man stood alone in the field, listening to the sounds of the night. It was still hot, and from the hedges came the rich, sweet smell of wild flowers. Then the moon came out, catching the flowers in its light, and they shone like white ghostly faces against the dark of the hedge.

Higher on the hill, the farm horses, free for the night, were moving around the field. Maurice had an hour to wait before Paula came, and he decided to take a bath in the little river at the bottom of the fields.

He washed himself in the cold water, and it felt good on his warm body. Above him the tall trees by the river whispered in a little wind. 'How beautiful the night is!' he thought. Laughing, he took a handful of white flowers from the hedge, and threw them over himself.

At nine o'clock he was waiting under the tree by the haystacks. He felt both excited, and afraid. She was late. At a quarter past nine she came, running across the field, as light and as quick as a bird.

'Oh, their little girl would not go to sleep tonight,' she cried. 'I sat in that bedroom for an hour.' She looked up at the sky and took a deep breath. 'Ah, the night smells so good!' She smiled.

She was full of life, quick and strong at the same time.

'I want' – she could not find the English words – 'I would like – to run – now!'

Maurice laughed. 'Let's run, then,' he said.

And in a second she was gone. Maurice ran after her, but he could not catch her easily. At last he caught her by the arm, and they stood together, laughing.
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Maurice ran after her, but he could not catch her easily.

'I can run faster,' she cried happily. 'Yes?'

'No,' he replied, with his deep little laugh. 'No, you can't.' They walked on across the field, and then suddenly saw the three farm horses in front of them.

'We ride a horse?' she said.

'Now?' said Maurice. 'In the dark?'

'Yes, yes,' she cried, 'in the dark!'

Maurice caught one of the horses, put the girl on the horse's back, then climbed up in front of her. She put her arms round his waist.

The horse walked uphill and at the top they stopped and looked round. Clouds were moving across the sky, hiding the moon and the stars. The night lay across the fields and hills like a great dark carpet, with here and there the little lights of a house or a farm.

Maurice could feel the girl's warm arms around his waist. 'Do you want to go back now?' he asked.
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Maurice could feel the girl's warm arms around his waist.

'I stay with you,' she answered softly.

Maurice gave a little laugh. He wanted to kiss her, but he was afraid to. The horse moved under them.

'Let the horse go fast,' said Paula. 'Fast!'

'All right then,' Maurice said. He hit the horse's neck. 'Come on, boy, let's go!' he cried.

And away they went down the hill, faster and faster. It was a wild, dangerous, exciting ride. Maurice held on to the horse with hands and knees; Paula held on to Maurice, her arms around his waist, and her face against his strong, warm back.

At last the horse came to a stop. Paula half fell off its back, and Maurice quickly jumped down beside her. They were both laughing, and excited by their wild ride. And suddenly, he had her in his arms, and was kissing her. They did not move for some time. Then, silently, arm in arm, they walked to the haystacks.

The sky was now dark and heavy with cloud. Maurice looked up, and felt a drop of rain on his face.

'It's going to rain,' he said. 'I'll have to put the cover on the new stack.'

He left Paula, and went to the shed in the corner of the field. He pulled out the big heavy cover and pulled it across the ground to the stack.

'What are you going to do?' asked Paula.

'Put it over the top of the stack, to keep the rain out.'

'Ah!' she cried. 'Up there!'

Rain began to fall. It was very dark between the two great buildings of hay. Maurice put the long ladder up the side of the stack, and Paula stared up at the black wall of hay above her.

'You carry the cover up there?' she asked.

'Yes,' said Maurice.

'I must help you,' she said.

And she did. Maurice went first up the ladder, carrying one end of the cover, and Paula climbed up behind him, carrying the other end.

While they were climbing up the ladder, a light stopped on the road by the top field. It was Geoffrey on his bicycle, coming to help his brother with the cover for the haystack. Silently, he pushed his bicycle across the field to the shed. He was afraid to call out. If his brother was with the German girl, he did not want to surprise them together in the dark.

There was no one in the shed. He walked across to the stacks and was nearly there when he heard a noise. The ladder was slowly falling down the side of the stack. It hit the ground with a bang.
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The ladder was slowly falling down the side of the stack.

'What was that?' he heard Maurice's voice, from the top of the stack.

'Something fell,' came the voice of the German girl.

Maurice lay down and looked over the side of the stack. 'It was the ladder!' he said. 'We knocked it down, when we were pulling the cover up.'

'We're in prison up here?' the girl said, excited.

'Yes. But if I shout, they'll hear at the vicar's house.'

'Oh no,' she said quickly.

'I don't want to,' he replied, with a short laugh.

He began to pull the cover across the top of the stack. Down below, Geoffrey moved quietly round the corner of the second haystack. He did not want them to see him. He heard Maurice's voice again.

'One good thing, we won't get wet. We can sit under the cover.'

'Maurice!' said the girl. She sounded worried.

'What is it?' he said gently. 'You'll be all right. Look, the cover's on now. We can sit under this corner.'

'Will I be all right, Maurice?'

'Of course you will. But do you want to go back to the vicar's house? Shall I shout for somebody?'

'No. No, I don't want to go back.'

'Are you sure?' he asked.

'Yes, yes, I am sure.' She laughed.

Geoffrey turned away at the last words, and walked back to the shed. The rain was now falling heavily. He felt miserable, and lonely.

In the shed he took the lamp off his bicycle and shone it round the walls. All the tools lay in one corner, and there was a big wooden box, and a deep bed of hay.

He put the lamp out and threw himself down on the hay. 'I'll put the ladder up for them later,' he thought. He lay there, thinking about his brother's luck, and the German girl, with her strange ways and her quick, bright laugh. 'Why does she like Maurice? Why doesn't she like me? No woman will ever love me,' he thought miserably. 'I'm too slow, I don't have the words.'



ghostly adj. like a ghost, not real 幽灵般的

waist n. the part around the middle of your body 腰

shed n. a small building for keeping tools, animals, etc 棚子

bang n. a sudden very loud noise 砰的一声

miserable adj. very sad or unhappy 难过的
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草场之夜

杰弗里一下午都在卖力地收割干草，莫里斯则在马车上干活儿。兄弟俩没说话，但是两人之间的气氛融洽而友好。杰弗里明白他们的小争执不会有人知道——莫里斯不会说出去。

太阳越来越烈。一丝风也没有，大家都开始感觉累了。

“这儿的活儿还得再干一天。”他们围坐在树下喝下午茶的时候父亲说。

“那晚上这里还得有人守夜。”杰弗里说，“我来吧。”

“不，我来。”莫里斯说。

“你昨天晚上守夜了。”父亲说，“今晚你得休息一下。”

“不，我要留下。”莫里斯说。

“他想再见见他的姑娘。”亨利解释说。

父亲想了想。“我不知道……”

不过最后还是莫里斯留下了。晚上八点，太阳落山后，干活儿的人纷纷骑上自行车，父亲也套好了马车，大家都离开了。

慢慢地，傍晚的天空暗了下来。年轻人独自站在田野上，聆听着夜晚的各种声音。天还是很热，树篱那边传来野花浓郁的甜香。接着，月亮出来了，那些花儿沐浴在月亮的清辉里，在黑黢黢的树篱的映衬下，仿佛幽灵的面庞般泛着白光。

山坡高处，散放着过夜的农场马匹在田野上走来走去。莫里斯还得再等一个小时葆拉才会来，他决定先去田野下方的小河里洗个澡。

他在冷水里洗着，凉水浇在热烘烘的身上感觉很舒服。头顶上，河边高大的树木在微风中窃窃私语。“多美的夜晚！”他想。他从树篱上扯了一把白色的花，笑着撒在了自己身上。

九点钟，他在草垛旁的树下等候着，感觉又兴奋又害怕。她迟到了。九点过一刻她才穿过田野跑来，就像一只轻快的小鸟。

“哎，他们的小女儿今晚就是不肯睡。”她大声说，“我在那个卧室里坐了一个小时。”她仰望天空，深深吸了一口气。“啊，夜晚的味道真好闻！”她露出了微笑。

她充满活力，敏捷而又强壮。

“我想”——她找不到合适的英文词汇——“我想要——奔跑——就现在！”

莫里斯笑了起来。“那我们就奔跑吧。”他说。

一转眼她就跑开了。莫里斯跑着去追，却没那么容易捉住她。最后，他抓住了她的胳膊，两人一起站住，笑了起来。

“我跑得比你快。”她快乐地大声说，“对吧？”

“不，”他低沉地轻笑着回答，“不，你没我快。”他们继续走在田野上，突然看到前面有三匹农场里的马。

“我们骑马吧？”她说。

“现在？”莫里斯说，“摸着黑？”

“对啊，对啊，”她大声说，“摸着黑！”

莫里斯拉住了其中一匹马，把姑娘扶上马背，然后上马坐在了她前面。她伸手抱住了他的腰。

马朝山坡上走去，他们在山坡顶上停了下来，放眼四望。天上乌云滚滚，遮蔽了月亮和星光。夜色像一块巨大的黑毯覆盖了田野和山丘，四处是房舍或农场里闪着微弱的灯光。

莫里斯能感觉到姑娘温热的手臂环绕在他的腰上。“你想现在回去吗？”他问。

“我留下陪你。”她柔声回答。

莫里斯轻声笑了起来。他想吻她，却不敢。身下的马儿慢步走着。

“让马跑起来。”葆拉说，“快快地跑！”

“那好吧。”莫里斯说罢，拍了拍马脖子。“好啦，伙计，我们走！”他叫道。

他们冲下山坡，越来越快。真是一趟疯狂、危险又刺激的旅程。莫里斯双手抓紧缰绳，膝盖夹紧马身；葆拉紧紧地抱住莫里斯，双臂搂紧他的腰，脸贴着他强壮而温暖的后背。

最后马终于停了下来。葆拉几乎是半掉下马背的，莫里斯赶紧跳下来在她身边站定。两人都在大笑，为这次狂野的骑马经历兴奋不已。然后他忽然抱住了她，开始亲吻她。他们静静地待了片刻，然后默默地手挽着手朝草垛走去。

此刻天空黑沉沉的，乌云密布。莫里斯抬头看了看，感觉脸上落了一滴雨。

“要下雨了。”他说，“我得把新堆的草垛盖好。”

他丢下葆拉，走向草场一角的小棚子。他拖出又大又重的盖布，穿过田野朝草垛走去。

“你要怎么做？”葆拉问。

“把它盖在草垛顶上，可以防雨。”

“啊！”她叫起来，“要到上面去！”

雨开始落了下来。两个大草垛之间非常暗。莫里斯把长梯靠在草垛旁，葆拉看着上方黑色的草垛侧壁。

“你要把盖布弄上去？”她问。

“对。”莫里斯说。

“我得帮你。”她说。

她说干就干。莫里斯先拖着盖布的一头爬上梯子，葆拉抓着另一头跟着爬了上去。

就在他们爬上梯子的时候，一点灯光停在了山上草场旁的路上。那是杰弗里的。他骑着自行车来帮弟弟盖草垛。他静静地推着车穿过田野，朝棚子走去。他没敢大声招呼。如果他弟弟正跟那个德国姑娘在一起，他不想在黑暗里吓到他们。

棚子里没有人。他朝草垛走去，快走到的时候，突然听到了什么动静。梯子正顺着草垛侧壁慢慢地倒下去，砰的一声砸到了地上。

“那是什么声音？”他听到莫里斯的声音从草垛上传来。

“有东西倒了。”德国姑娘的声音传来。

莫里斯趴下，从草垛边缘望下去。“是梯子！”他说，“我们拖盖布的时候把它碰倒了。”

“我们被困在上面了？”姑娘说，显得挺兴奋。

“是的。不过如果我大声喊，牧师家里的人会听到的。”

“哦，别喊。”她赶紧说。

“我也不想喊。”他回道，笑了一声。

他开始用盖布把草垛顶部盖好。草垛下，杰弗里悄悄地转过了另一个草垛。他不想让他们看到他。他又听到了莫里斯的声音。

“好在我们不会被淋湿。我们可以坐在盖布底下。”

“莫里斯！”姑娘说。她听起来有点儿担心。

“怎么了？”他柔声问，“你不会有事的。”

“瞧，盖布现在已经盖好了。我们可以坐在这个角下面。”

“我不会有事的吧，莫里斯？”

“当然。不过，你是不是想回牧师家？我要不要叫人来？”

“不，不要。我不想回去。”

“你确定？”他问。

“是的，是的，我确定。”她笑了起来。

听到最后那句话，杰弗里转身走回了棚子。雨现在下大了。他感觉既难过又孤单。

在棚子里，他把灯从自行车上取下来，照了照四壁。所有的工具都堆在一角，棚子里还有一个大木箱和厚厚的一个草铺。

他熄了灯，躺倒在干草铺上。“我晚点儿再帮他们把梯子摆好。”他想。他躺在那儿，想着弟弟的好运，还有那个德国姑娘与众不同的举止和爽朗的笑声。“她为什么会喜欢莫里斯呢？她为什么不喜欢我呢？没有女人会爱上我。”他难过地想，“我太迟钝，也不会说话。”


5

A meeting in the dark

While Geoffrey lay there, thinking about his life, he suddenly heard a sound that was not the rain. Something was in the shed, moving towards him. For a second, terror filled him, then he jumped up, and caught the thing with his great hands.

It did not fight, just gave a small, unhappy cry.

'Let me go,' said a woman's voice.

'What do you want?' he asked, angrily.

'I thought he was here.' She began to weep, quietly.

'Who? Who did you think was here?' he said.

'My husband. He was here at dinner-time. You saw him.' She tried to pull away from his hands. 'Let me go.'

'It's you!' said Geoffrey, in surprise. 'Are you looking for that dirty little tramp that was here at dinner?' He still held her with both hands, but more gently now. 'Where did he leave you?'

'I left him – here,' she said. 'I've seen nothing of him since.'

Geoffrey gave a short laugh. 'That's a good thing, isn't it? Why would you want to see him again?'

'He's my husband – and he's not going to run away if I can stop him.'

Geoffrey was silent, not knowing what to say.

'Your clothes are wet,' he said at last.

'That's not surprising, is it, in this rain? But he's not here, so I'll go.'

'You're cold, aren't you?' said Geoffrey. 'I can feel it. You're shaking with cold.'

She did not answer. He did not know what to say.

'Wait a minute.' He found his bicycle lamp, lit it, and shone the light on her. He saw a white, tired face. Her old sailor hat and her brown coat were black with rain. Drops of water fell from her wet skirt onto her shoes.
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Geoffrey shone the light on her.

He looked worried. 'You're wet right through,' he said. 'Why don't you stay in here until the rain stops?'

No answer.

'You can take your wet things off, and put a blanket round you. There's a horse-blanket in the box here.'

He waited, but there was still no answer.

He put the lamp down, opened the wooden box, and took out a big grey blanket. 'Come on,' he said, kindly. 'Take your hat and coat off, and put this round you.'

Slowly, she took off her hat and coat and put the blanket round her. She was shaking all over with cold.

'Is something the matter with you?' he said, worried.

'I've walked to Bulwell and back,' she said tiredly, 'looking for him. I've eaten nothing since this morning.' She did not weep – she was too tired, too miserable.

'You've had nothing to eat?' he said. He went back to the box. There was food in there – bread and cheese. He cut some bread and put a big piece of cheese on it.

She sat down on the end of the bed of hay, and slowly began to eat. Then he gave her a drink of water, and saw that she was still shaking.

'Can't you get warm?' he asked.

'I will in a minute. Don't you worry. I'll go soon. I'm taking your seat – are you staying here all night?'

'Yes. But you must stay, and get warm. I've got to go and see that the haystacks are all right. Take your wet things off, and get warm with that blanket round you.'

'I'll go in ten minutes. This is your place, and I'm not going to push you out. It's not right.'

'You're not pushing me out,' he said. 'I'll come back when I've looked at the stacks.'

He went. A minute later, she put the lamp out. He stood between the stacks, listening. There was only the soft rain and the dark night all around him. Everything was still, silent, black – like death, he thought.

He found his way back to the shed and went in. 'Are you all right?' he said. He lit the lamp again. Her small face looked up at him, out of the grey blanket.

'You don't need a lamp,' she said. 'Lie down and get your night's rest. I can sit at this end, out of your way.'
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'I can sit at this end, out of your way,' she said.

He put the lamp out, and sat down on the hay, at the other end. Then he asked, 'Is he really your husband?'

'He is!' she answered, in a hard little voice.

'Do you follow him because you like him?' He was afraid to ask, but he wanted to know.

'I don't – I wish he was dead.' Her voice was coldly angry. Then, 'But he's my husband.'

He gave a short laugh. 'Not much of one,' he said. 'Have you been married long?'

'Four years. Since I was eighteen.'

'And do you just move about, all the time?' he asked.

'He says he's looking for a job. But he doesn't like work. He was a wagon-driver when I married him. He left that job when the baby was only two months old, and I've not had a kind word or a day's rest since then.'

'And where's the baby?'

'It died when it was ten months old.'

After that they were silent. At last Geoffrey said slowly, 'You've had a hard life.' He looked at her, but saw nothing in the dark. 'What will you do now?'

'I'll find him. He's not going to get away.'

'But why don't you leave him?'

'Because he's not going to win.'

He listened to her hard voice, and felt miserable for her. He could not see her; they were just two voices in the black night.

'Are you warm now?' he asked, half afraid.

'A bit warmer – but my feet are still terribly cold.'

'I can warm them with my hands. Shall I?'

'No, thank you,' she said, coldly. Then she felt sorry. He was kind, he was trying to help. 'But they do hurt.'

'Put them in my hands, then.'

His large, strong hands closed round her icy feet and held them. She felt his warm breath on her toes.

'Do they feel any better yet?' he asked, after a while.

She did not answer. She put out her hand and touched his hair. His hand came up to find hers, but found her face, which was wet with tears. Gently, his fingers followed the tears down her cheeks.

'What's the matter?' he said, in his slow, deep voice.

She put out both her arms and pulled his head to her. Four lonely, miserable years were suddenly behind her; she was no longer old before her time. Suddenly, it was possible to hope again, to be young, to be happy. She wept long and silently, holding Geoffrey's head close to her, with her wild tears falling on his hair.
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She wept long and silently, holding Geoffrey's head close to her, with her wild tears falling on his hair.

Geoffrey sat still, full of wonder, full of love. When at last she stopped weeping, he put his arms around her, gently. And in a while, they kissed, his first love kiss.



weep v. to cry 哭

blanket n. a cover that you sleep under, to keep you warm 毯子

icy adj. like ice; very, very cold 冰凉的

wonder n. a feeling you have when you see something very strange or beautiful or surprising 惊奇
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夜晚相会

杰弗里正躺着思考自己的人生，忽然听到了什么动静，不是雨声。有什么东西在棚子里，正朝他过来。一开始他害怕极了，然后他跳了起来，用他那双大手抓住了那个东西。

那个东西没有挣扎，只是发出一记不满的轻叫声。

“放开我。”一个女人的声音说。

“你想干吗？”他生气地问。

“我以为他在这里。”她开始小声地哭了起来。

“谁？你以为谁在这里？”他说。

“我丈夫。他午饭的时候来过这儿的。你看见他了。”她试图挣脱他的手，“放开我。”

“是你！”杰弗里惊叫，“你是在找午饭时来过这儿的那个肮脏的小个子流浪汉？”他双手仍然钳制着她，但不那么用力了。“他是在哪儿撇下你的？”

“是我先撇下了他，就在这儿。”她说，“那以后我就再没见过他。”

杰弗里笑了一声。“那倒是件好事，不是吗？你为什么还想见他？”

“他是我丈夫，而且只要我能阻止，就不会让他跑掉。”

杰弗里没搭话，他不知道该说什么。

“你的衣服都湿了。”他最后说。

“下这么大的雨，没什么可惊讶的，不是吗？既然他不在这儿，那我走了。”

“你很冷，是吧？”杰弗里说，“我能感觉到，你冷得直发抖。”

她没有回答。他也不知道说什么好。

“等一下。”他找到了自行车灯，点亮后照向她。他看到一张苍白而疲惫的脸。她的旧水手帽和棕色外套被雨淋得透湿，变成了黑色。水从她的湿裙子上滴滴答答地落到鞋上。

他看起来有些担心。“你全身湿透了。”他说，“干吗不在这儿等到雨停呢？”

没有回答。

“你可以把湿衣服脱下来，围一条毯子。这儿的箱子里有一条遮马的毯子。”

他等了一会儿，但还是没有回答。

他把灯放下，打开木箱，取出了一条灰色的大毯子。“来吧，”他和气地说，“把你的帽子和外衣脱掉，围上这条毯子。”

她缓缓地摘掉帽子，脱下外衣，围上了毯子。但她还是冷得全身发抖。

“你有哪里不舒服吗？”他担心地问。

“我走着去了布尔韦尔，又走回来，”她疲惫地说，“一路上都在找他。我从今天早上就没吃过东西。”她没有哭——她太累，太难过了。

“你什么都没吃？”他说着，又走到了木箱跟前。箱子里有吃的，是面包和奶酪。他切了点面包，又在上面放了一大片奶酪。

她在干草铺的一角坐下，开始慢慢地吃起来。然后，他给她倒了些水喝，见她还在发抖。

“你暖和不起来吗？”他问。

“我很快就好了。别担心，我一会儿就离开。我占了你的地方——你要整夜待在这儿吗？”

“是的。不过你得留下，暖和起来。我得去看看草垛有没有问题。把你的湿衣服脱下来，围着毯子暖和一下吧。”

“我过十分钟就走。这是你的地方，我不能赶你出去。这样不对。”

“你没有把我赶出去。”他说，“我看过了草垛就回来。”

他出去了。过了片刻，她熄了灯。他站在两个草垛中间凝神细听。周围只有轻柔的雨声和黑暗的夜。天地万物静止幽暗——就像死亡，他想。

他摸索着返回棚子，走了进去。“你还好吧？”他说着，又点亮了灯。她抬头看他，小小的脸从灰色的毯子里露出来。

“你不需要点灯。”她说，“躺下休息吧。我可以坐在这头，不会妨碍你。”

他熄了灯，在干草铺的另一头坐下。接着，他问：“他真的是你丈夫？”

“他是！”她冷冷地低声回答。

“你跟着他流浪是因为喜欢他吗？”他不太敢问，但是很想知道答案。

“我不喜欢他——我巴不得他死了。”她的声音里有冷冷的怒意。接着，她又说：“但他是我丈夫。”

他笑了一声。“可不是什么好丈夫。”他说，“你们结婚很久了吗？”

“四年。我十八岁嫁给他的。”

“你们一直就这么居无定所？”他问。

“他说他在找工作，但他不喜欢工作。我嫁给他的时候，他是个赶车的。孩子刚两个月大的时候，他就不干了。从那以后我就没听过一句好话，也没有一天安宁。”

“那孩子在哪儿？”

“十个月大的时候死了。”

之后他们沉默了一阵。最后杰弗里慢慢地说：“你过得不容易。”他望向她，可是在黑暗中什么也看不见。“你现在有什么打算？”

“我要找到他。他跑不掉。”

“但你为什么不离开他呢？”

“因为我不能让他赢。”

他听着她冷硬的声音，替她感到难过。他看不见她，他们只是黑夜中的两个声音。

“你现在暖和了吗？”他有点儿担心地问。

“暖和点儿了，但我的脚还是冰凉的。”

“我用手帮你暖一暖，可以吗？”

“不用了，谢谢你。”她冷淡地说。说完，她又觉得抱歉。他是好意，想要帮忙。“但我的脚确实很疼。”

“那把脚放到我手里吧。”

他有力的大手包上她冰凉的脚，握住。她感觉到他在对她的脚趾哈气，暖暖的。

“现在感觉好点儿了吗？”过了一会儿，他问。

她没有回答，而是伸出手，摸了摸他的头发。他抬手寻找她的手，却碰到了她的脸，上面湿漉漉的，满是泪水。他的手指轻柔地顺着泪痕抚过她的脸颊。

“怎么了？”他问，声音低沉舒缓。

她伸出双手揽过了他的头。孤独而痛苦的四年忽然间就被抛到了脑后，她不再是那个未老先衰的自己。突然之间，她又有了希望，有了年轻和幸福的可能。她紧紧地抱着杰弗里的头，安静地哭泣了很久，汹涌的眼泪滚落在他的发间。

杰弗里静静地坐着，心中充满了惊奇和爱恋。最后，她终于停止了哭泣。他温柔地把她抱在怀里。过了一会儿，他们接吻了，那是他的初吻。
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Breakfast in the hayfield

When Geoffrey woke, a cold morning light was coming into the shed. Outside, a heavy mist lay across the field, hiding the trees and the hedges.

The woman was sleeping in his arms, and he held her gently, staring out into the mist, still full of wonder and love. He would never be afraid or lonely again, with her beside him.

Then he looked down at her, and saw that she was open-eyed, watching him. She had golden-brown eyes, that immediately smiled into his. He also smiled, and softly kissed her.

After a time, he asked shyly, 'What's your name?'

'Lydia,' she said.

'Lydia,' he said slowly, liking the sound of it. 'My name's Geoffrey. Geoffrey Wookey.'

She smiled at him, and for a while they were silent.

'We couldn't get married, could we?' he asked.

'No.'

He thought deeply about this for some time.

'Would you go to Canada with me?'

'Perhaps you'll think differently in two months' time,' she replied quietly.

'I'll think the same. I won't change,' he said, hurt.

She watched him. She would not push him, would not hurry him. She would stay with him, but he must decide, he must do what he wanted.

'Haven't you got any family?' he asked.

'A married sister at Crick. I can go there, if you want me to. I'll get a job on a farm perhaps.'

'And then, in the spring, we'll go to Canada. You will come with me, won't you?' he said, hopefully.

'When the time comes.'

She did not trust him yet, and he understood why.

'I'll give you some money before you go to Crick,' he said. 'You'll go past our farm on your way.'

'I don't need it. I've got some money.'

Her answer worried him. Perhaps she didn't need him or his help. He began to feel afraid. 'Can I write to you? What name shall I use?'

'Mrs Bredon.'

'Your married name!' he said, with a short, hard laugh. 'I'll never see you again, will I?'

She put her arms round him and held him. There were tears in her eyes, but he was still worried, unsure.

Outside the mist was getting thinner. He remembered Maurice then, and told her about him.

'Oh,' she said. 'You must go and put the ladder up for them, you must!'

'All right. But wait here, and see Maurice. Then I can tell him about us.'

She agreed to wait, and he went out to the haystack. There was no sound from above, and he could see nothing. He put the ladder back up in the same place, and then went along the hedge, looking for firewood.

Then he heard Maurice's voice. 'Well, look at that!'
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'Well, look at that!' said Maurice.

'Look at what?' That was the girl. 'The ladder – oh! You said it fell down!'

'It did,' said Maurice. 'Well, I heard a bang, and I couldn't see the ladder, or feel it.'

'You said it fell down – and it wasn't true!'

'It was true—' he began.

'Not true, not true!' she cried. 'You are bad, a mean person – mean, mean, mean!' She was wildly angry.

'All right then!' Maurice was also angry now. 'Are you coming down?'

'No! I will not come with you. You are mean – you tell me untrue things. I don't want you!'

Geoffrey, looking through the hedge, saw Maurice on the ladder. He climbed down, then stood at the bottom. 'Come on, I'll hold the ladder for you,' he called.

'No!' she cried, like a wild cat.

He waited for a while, but she did not come. 'Then stay there till you're ready,' he said quietly, and walked away. On the other side of the stack he met Geoffrey.

'What are you doing here?' he said.

'I've been here all night,' Geoffrey replied. 'I came to help you with the cover, but the cover was on, the ladder was down, and I couldn't find you.'

'Did you put the ladder up?'

'Yes, I did it just now.'

Maurice stood still, thinking. Geoffrey tried to find the words to tell him about Lydia. He began, stopped, began again, and at last told the story of his night.

'Oh!' said Maurice. He began to smile.

'The man is nothing, just a tramp, but she's different,' said Geoffrey. He wanted Maurice to understand.

'You please yourself, what you do,' said Maurice. He was quiet, worried, not like himself.

'What's the matter?' asked the older brother. It was strange to see Maurice like this, and for once Maurice was not laughing at him.

'Nothing,' said Maurice.

They went together to the shed. The woman was putting the blanket away in the box. She was washed, and tidy, and looked very neat and pretty.

'Hello,' said Maurice. He smiled, shyly. 'It was good you found somewhere to get out of the rain last night.'

'Yes,' she replied.

'Can you get more firewood?' Geoffrey asked him. It was a new thing for Geoffrey to ask Maurice to do something. Maurice agreed, and went out into the field. He did not go near the stack, afraid of meeting Paula.

At the shed Geoffrey was making a fire, while Lydia got out coffee and bread from the box. Breakfast was nearly ready when Paula arrived. She had no hat on, there were bits of hay in her hair, and she was white-faced. She did not look her best.

'Ah – you!' she cried, seeing Geoffrey.

'Hello!' he answered. 'You're out early.'

'Where's Maurice?'

'I don't know, he'll be back soon.'

Paula was silent. 'When did you come?' she asked.

'Last night, but I didn't see anybody. I got up just now, and put the ladder up, ready to take the cover off.'

Paula understood, and was silent. When Maurice returned with some wood, she was warming her hands at the fire. She looked up at him, but he would not look at her. Geoffrey met Lydia's eyes, and smiled. Maurice held out his hands to the fire.
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When Maurice returned, Paula was warming her hands at the fire.

'You are cold?' asked Paula, softly.

'A bit,' he answered, friendly but not too friendly.

The four of them sat round the fire, drinking their smoky coffee, eating their bread and cheese. All the time Paula watched Maurice's face hopefully, and he watched the fire. He was gentle, but he would not look at her. And Geoffrey smiled and smiled at Lydia, who watched him with her golden-brown eyes, and did not look away.

♡　♡　♡

The German girl got back into the vicar's house that morning, and her night out in the hayfield stayed a secret. A week later, she was engaged to Maurice, and when her last three weeks with the vicar's family were finished, she came to live at the Wookey farm.

Geoffrey and Lydia stayed true, one to the other.

♥　♥　♥



mist n. thin cloud near the ground that is difficult to see through 雾

engaged adj. if two people are engaged, they have agreed to marry 已订婚的
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草场早餐

杰弗里醒来的时候，一道冷冷的晨光照进了棚子。棚外，浓雾笼罩着田野，遮蔽了树木和篱笆。

女人正在他怀中睡着，他轻轻地抱着她，望着外面的雾气，心中仍然充满了惊奇和爱恋。有她在身边，他再不会感觉害怕或孤独了。

接着，他低头看她，见她睁着眼正在看自己。她的眼睛是金棕色的，一见他看过来就盈满了笑意。他也笑了，轻轻地吻了吻她。

过了一会儿，他羞涩地问：“你叫什么名字？”

“莉迪亚。”她说。

“莉迪亚。”他慢慢重复这个名字，很喜欢它的发音，“我叫杰弗里，杰弗里·伍基。”

她对他笑了笑，两人沉默了一会儿。

“我们不能结婚，是吧？”他问。

“不能。”

他仔细想了想这个问题。

“你愿意跟我去加拿大吗？”

“或许两个月以后你就不这么想了。”她轻声回答。

“我不会改变想法的。我不会变。”他说，感觉有些受伤。

她看着他。她不想逼迫他，也不想催他做决定。她会跟他在一起，但他必须做决定，他必须按照自己的心意行事。

“你有亲人吗？”他问。

“在克里克有个已经结婚的姐姐。如果你想让我去那里，我可以去。我或许可以在哪个农场找份工作。”

“等到春天，我们就去加拿大。你会跟我一起去的，是吧？”他期待地问。

“到时候再说。”

她还不信任他，他明白为什么。

“你去克里克之前，我会给你些钱。”他说，“你会路过我们的农场。”

“不用了。我有一点儿钱。”

她的回答让他担心。或许她并不需要他或是他的帮助。他开始感到害怕。“我能写信给你吗？我应该用什么称呼？”

“布雷登太太。”

“你丈夫的姓！”他说着，嗤笑了一声，“我不会再见到你了，是吗？”

她伸出手臂抱住他。泪水涌上了她的眼睛，可他还是担心，感觉不确定。

外面的雾散了一些。这会儿他想起了莫里斯，跟她说起了他的事。

“哦，”她说，“你得去帮他们把梯子摆好，快去吧！”

“好吧。你在这儿等会儿，见见莫里斯。然后我就能跟他说我们的事啦。”

她答应等，于是他出门朝草垛走去。上面没有声音，他也看不到什么。把梯子放回原位后，他就沿着树篱寻找柴火。

这时，他听到了莫里斯的声音：“哦，看这个！”

“看什么？”是那个姑娘的声音，“梯子——哦！你还说它倒了！”

“它是倒了。”莫里斯说，“好吧，当时我听到砰的一声，又看不见也摸不到梯子。”

“你说它倒了，但那不是真的！”

“当时是真的——”他开口道。

“不是真的，不是真的！”她叫道，“你很坏，是个坏人。很坏，很坏，很坏！”她气得不行。

“那好吧！”莫里斯现在也生气了，“你要下来吗？”

“不！我不跟你一起。你很坏，你对我说假话。我不想理你！”

杰弗里透过树篱看到莫里斯正在梯子上。莫里斯爬了下来，然后站在梯子旁。“下来吧，我帮你扶着梯子。”他叫道。

“不要！”她像野猫一样大叫。

他等了一会儿，但她没有下来。“那就等你想下来时再说吧。”他低声说着，走开了。在草垛的另一边，他遇到了杰弗里。

“你在这儿干吗？”他说。

“我在这儿待了一晚上了。”杰弗里回答，“我来帮你盖草垛，但是草垛已经盖好了。梯子倒了，我又找不到你。”

“你把梯子扶起来了？”

“对，我刚才扶起来的。”

莫里斯站着没动，想了想。杰弗里在想怎么开口告诉他莉迪亚的事。他几番开口又停下，最后还是讲了他昨夜遇到的事。

“哦！”莫里斯说着，笑了一下。

“那男人没什么，就是个流浪汉，但她不一样。”杰弗里说。他希望莫里斯能明白。

“随你便，喜欢怎么做就怎么做吧。”莫里斯说。他不愿多说话，一副忧心忡忡的样子，不像平时的他了。

“你怎么了？”做哥哥的问。他不习惯莫里斯的这副样子，莫里斯这回居然没有嘲笑他。

“没什么。”莫里斯说。

他们一起朝棚子走去。女人正把毯子放回木箱。她洗了脸，收拾得很整齐，看起来整洁又漂亮。

“你好。”莫里斯说。他羞涩地笑了笑，“昨晚你能找到避雨的地方真是太好了。”

“是啊。”她答道。

“你能再找些柴火来吗？”杰弗里问莫里斯。杰弗里支使莫里斯做事还是头一次。莫里斯应下，出门朝田野走去。他没有去草垛附近，害怕遇到葆拉。

杰弗里在棚子里生了一堆火，莉迪亚从箱子里拿出咖啡和面包。葆拉到的时候，早饭已经差不多准备好了。她没戴帽子，头发里夹杂着干草屑，脸色苍白。她看起来没有平常漂亮。

“啊——是你！”她见到杰弗里，叫了起来。

“你好！”他回答，“你出门真早。”

“莫里斯呢？”

“我不知道，他很快就回来。”

葆拉没吭声。“你什么时候来的？”她问。

“昨天晚上，但是我没见这里有人。我刚刚才起来，把梯子放好，准备把盖布取下来。”

葆拉明白了他的话，没说什么。莫里斯抱着柴火回来的时候，她正在火堆前暖手。她抬头看他，但是他避开了她的目光。杰弗里与莉迪亚相视一笑。莫里斯也伸出手烤火。

“你冷吗？”葆拉轻声问。

“有点儿。”他的回答和气却不亲近。

四人围坐在火旁喝着热气腾腾的咖啡，吃着面包和奶酪。葆拉一直期待地望着莫里斯的脸，而他却看着火堆。他很和气，但就是不看她。杰弗里不断地冲莉迪亚微笑，她那双金棕色的眼睛也望着他，视线没离开过杰弗里。

♡　♡　♡

那天早上，德国姑娘回到了牧师家，没有人知道她在草场里过了一夜。一个星期后，她跟莫里斯订了婚，等她在牧师家最后三个星期的工作结束，她就住到了伍基农场。

杰弗里和莉迪亚一直相爱，忠贞不渝。

♥　♥　♥


ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1 Read the story introduction and the back cover. What do you know now about the story? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) The story takes place on a cold winter's day.

YES □／NO □

2) Maurice and Geoffrey are cutting the hay.

YES □／NO □

3) The two brothers like the same woman.

YES □／NO □

4) Geoffrey is pleased about Maurice and Paula.

YES □／NO □

5) Wind and rain are bad for new hay.

YES □／NO □

6) Maurice is luckier in love than Geoffrey.

YES □／NO □

7) Geoffrey finds it easy to talk about his feelings.

YES □／NO □




2 What happens to the people in this story? Can you guess? Choose words to complete this passage.

Maurice meets Paula / another woman in the hayfield that night / the next day. Geoffrey meets Paula / another woman in the hayfield that night / the next day. She is very angry / unhappy, and when Geoffrey is kind / unkind to her, she laughs / cries. Geoffrey kisses / does not kiss her.

By the next day, everybody / nobody is miserable / in love, and the story ends happily / unhappily.


ACTIVITIES



While Reading

1 Read Chapter 1, then match these people with the sentences. (You can use the names more than once.)

 Geoffrey / Maurice / the German girl

1) _____ slept in the hayfield last night.

2) _____ has never kissed a girl.

3) _____ works at the house near the hayfield.

4) _____ is interested in _____, not _____.

5) _____ pushes _____ off the haystack.




2 Before you read Chapter 2, what do you think happens? Choose one answer for each sentence.

1) Maurice...

a) breaks a leg.

b) is all right.

c) breaks his neck.

2) The German girl...

a) cries.

b) kisses Maurice.

c) hits Geoffrey.

3) Geoffrey...

a) feels pleased.

b) feels angry.

c) feels afraid.




3 Read Chapters 2 and 3. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)? Rewrite the false ones with the correct information.

1) Maurice was badly hurt by his fall.

2) Paula said that Geoffrey knocked Maurice over the side of the haystack.

3) Maurice told his father about the fight with Geoffrey.

4) Geoffrey did not say anything about the fight.

5) Paula worked for the vicar, but the vicar did not like her.

6) At dinner Maurice asked Paula lots of questions.

7) A tramp came into the field and asked for food.

8) The father gave the tramp something to eat.

9) The tramp's young woman had something to eat.

10) Geoffrey understood how the young woman felt.




4 Before you read Chapter 4, can you guess who will stay at the hayfield when the men stop work?

1) Geoffrey.

2) Maurice.

3) Henry.




5 Read Chapter 4, then put these sentences in the right order for the chapter.

1) Paula helped Maurice carry the cover up the ladder.

2) After the others left, Maurice washed himself in the river.

3) Geoffrey went to the shed and lay down on the hay bed.

4) The ladder fell down and Geoffrey left it there.

5) Paula came, and rode with Maurice across the hayfield.

6) Paula and Maurice stayed on top of the haystack.

7) Geoffrey arrived and walked across to the stacks.

8) It began to rain.




6 Before you read Chapter 5, A meeting in the dark, which of these people do you think meet in this chapter? Choose some names from this list.



	Maurice
	the father
	the vicar's wife



	Geoffrey
	Paula
	the tramp



	Henry
	the vicar
	the tramp's woman







7 Read Chapter 5. Who said these words? Who or what were they talking about?

1) 'He's not going to run away if I can stop him.'

2) 'This is your place, and I m not going to push you out.'

3) 'Do you follow him because you like him?'

4) 'I can sit at this end, out of your way.'

5) 'It died when it was ten months old.'

6) 'I can warm them with my hands. Shall I?'




8 How does the story end? Before you read Chapter 6, can you guess which of these sentences are true? Choose as many as you like.

1) Geoffrey forgets about the ladder and goes home.

2) The four young people have breakfast together.

3) Maurice asks Paula to marry him.

4) Paula goes to London and later Maurice follows her.

5) The tramp's wife goes back to her husband.

6) Geoffrey asks the tramp's wife to go away with him.


ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1 Here is Farmer Wookey telling his wife about the day. Put their conversation in the correct order and write in the speakers' names. Farmer Wookey speaks first (number 4).

1) _____ 'No, it was the wife of a tramp who was looking for work. But I felt sorry for the poor girl.'

2) _____ 'That's the girl who's working for the vicar, isn't it? Do you know her name?'

3) _____ 'Strange? Why, what happened?'

4) _____ 'It's been a strange day today.'

5) _____ 'Why? What was the matter with her?'

6) _____ 'Paula – something. I think Maurice likes her.'

7) _____ 'Well, in the morning Maurice and Geoffrey were up on the haystack, and Maurice fell off.'

8) _____ 'Who was the other? Was it Bill's daughter?'

9) _____ 'She looked so unhappy. Her husband was a mean little man. She can't have much of a life.'

10) _____ 'Oh, no! Is he all right? Did he hurt himself?'

11) _____ 'Well, I think he has. She's a bright little thing. But not the only pretty woman in the field today.'

12) _____ 'No, he's all right. That little German girl saw him fall and came running down to see him.'

13) _____ 'Does he now! I'd like him to find a nice girl.'




2 Here is a new illustration for the story. Find the best place in the story to put the picture, and answer these questions.

The picture goes in Chapter _____.

1) Who is Maurice calling to on top of the haystack?

2) Where has the ladder been all night?

3) Who put the ladder up?




Now write a caption for the illustration.
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Caption: ______________________________




3 Use the clues to complete this crossword with words from the story (all the words go across). Then find two hidden words (four letters or more) in the crossword.

[image: alt]

1) You sleep under this on a bed to keep warm.

2) Very, very cold.

3) To speak in a very soft, quiet voice.

4) Water that comes from the eyes when you cry.

5) Nice to look at.

6) Very sad or unhappy.

7) The feeling when you are very, very afraid.

8) You use this to climb to a high place.

9) They put this over the haystack, to keep the rain off.

10) A farm tool which is used to pick hay up.




The hidden words are _____ and _____.




4 Here are the two women in the story talking about their plans. Complete each passage with words from this list. Then say who is speaking, and who they are talking to.

baby, Canada, cheese, engaged, farm, Germany, hate, kind, leave, marry, miserable, sorry, spring, stay, true, trust, wants

1) 'We're _____ now, Maurice and I. So I'm not going back to _____ when I _____ here. I'm going to live at the Wookey _____ and learn to make _____. I won't be_____ to leave here. You and your wife _____ me. Isn't that _____?

2) He's a good, _____ man, and I think I can _____ him. I can't _____ him, but I've had a _____ life since the _____ died. So if he still _____ me to, I'll go to _____ with him in the _____. Can I _____ with you until then?




5 What do you think is important when you choose someone to spend your life with? Add two more ideas of your own to this list, then choose the five most important ideas and number them 1 to 5 (with 1 for the most important).

The right person is somebody who...



	· has a good job.
	· is kind.



	· is the same age as you.
	· is clever.



	· comes from a good family.
	· works hard.



	· laughs at the same things as you.
	· is happy.



	· thinks about other people.
	· is loving.
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内容简介

理查德·罗克韦尔的父亲是纽约最富有的人之一。他认为钱可以买到你想要的一切。钱的确是能买到大多数东西，但是，它能让年轻的理查德买到爱情吗？




博比·吉利恩遇到的是另外一个问题。他的叔叔在遗嘱里留给他一千美金，而他不知道该怎么花这笔钱。人们认为他只对姑娘、香槟酒和赌马感兴趣，但是也许对他来说还有更重要的东西。




对于托尔斯·钱德勒和玛莎小姐来说，金钱不如爱情重要。但是，他们都发现了一个悲哀的真理——说错话、做错事真是太容易了，他们也因此错失了获得爱情的良机。




ONE THOUSAND DOLLARS AND OTHER PLAYS

Richard Rockwell's father is one of the richest men in New York. He thinks that money can buy anything you want. It certainly helps with most things, but can it buy love for young Richard?




Bobby Gillian has a different problem. His uncle left him a thousand dollars in his will, and Bobby doesn't know what to spend it on. People think that he is only interested in girls, champagne, and betting on horses, but perhaps there is more to him than that.




For Towers Chandler and Miss Martha, money is less important than love. But they both discover the sad truth that it is only too easy to say or do the wrong thing, and lose their chance of love.


All That Money Can Buy

INTRODUCTION

A young man is in love with a beautiful girl. But can his rich father's money help him to marry her?




CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY

Anthony Rockwell, a rich man

Richard Rockwell, his son

Aunt Ellen, Anthony's sister and Richard's aunt

Miss Lantry, a beautiful young woman

Taxi driver

Kelly, a man who works for Anthony Rockwell




PERFORMANCE NOTES

Scene 1: A room at Anthony Rockwell's home, with a desk and two or three chairs

Scene 2: As Scene 1

Scene 3: As Scene 1

Scene 4: The inside of a taxi, with one long seat at the back, and a single seat at the front for the driver

Scene 5: In Anthony Rockwell's bedroom, a room with a bed, a cupboard and two chairs

Scene 6: As Scene 1




You will need a book, a cup, a glass, a ring, and a packet of sheets of paper (to look like money).




SCENE 1

A fine boy




A room at Anthony Rockwell's house in New York. He is sitting at his desk reading. His son, Richard, comes in.




RICHARD

You wanted to see me, father?

ANTHONY

Richard, what do you pay for your suits?

RICHARD

(Surprised) About sixty dollars, I think, Dad.

ANTHONY

You're a fine boy. Some young men pay more than a hundred dollars. You have more money than most of them, but you're careful.

RICHARD

(Sadly) Yes, Dad.

ANTHONY

Yes, you're a fine boy, and you can thank money for that. Money will do it every time.

Richard sits down in a chair. He looks sad.

RICHARD

There are some things that money can't do.

ANTHONY

Now don't say that. You can buy anything.

RICHARD

Your money can't buy me a way into older and better families than ours.

ANTHONY

(Angrily) Can't it? (Looking closely at Richard) There's something wrong. What is it?

RICHARD

Well, Dad...

ANTHONY

Tell me. I can get ten million dollars in twenty-four hours. I can have a boat ready to take you to the Bahamas in two days. Why aren't you happy?
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'Why aren't you happy?'

RICHARD

Well... there's a girl...

ANTHONY

(Interested) What's her name? You've got money, and you're a nice young man. Take her for a walk, or a ride. Walk home with her from church.

RICHARD

You don't know her family. Every hour of her time is planned days before. I love her, but how can I tell her? I can't write down all the things that I want to say.

ANTHONY

Are you telling me that you can't get an hour or two of the girl's time? And with all the money I've got!

RICHARD

It's too late now. In two days she's going to Europe for two years. I'm going to see her alone tomorrow evening for seven or eight minutes.

ANTHONY

Seven or eight minutes!

RICHARD

She's staying in the country at her aunt's.

ANTHONY

Go and see her there!

RICHARD

I can't. But I'm meeting her at the station with a taxi tomorrow evening at 8.30. We'll drive to Wallack's Theatre. She's meeting her mother and some of her friends there.

ANTHONY

(Looking thoughtful) It won't take long to drive down Broadway to the theatre.

RICHARD

I know. Will I get time to tell her everything that I want to tell her? No. No, father, your money can't help me. It can't buy me one minute of time.

ANTHONY

All right, Richard, my boy. Go out with your friends now. You say that money can't buy time? Well, money can buy most things.




SCENE 2

True love is everything!
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'True love is everything!'




The same room, that evening. Anthony Rockwell is talking to his sister, Ellen. They are sitting in chairs. Ellen has a cup of coffee. Anthony has a glass of something stronger.




ANTHONY

He says that ten million dollars can't buy a way into older and better families than ours, Ellen.

ELLEN

Anthony, you're always thinking about money. But money is nothing. True love is everything! Why didn't Richard speak to the girl earlier?

ANTHONY

I don't know.

ELLEN

How could a girl say no to a fine boy like him? And now there's no time. When does she go to Europe?

ANTHONY

The day after tomorrow.

ELLEN

Poor Richard! All your money cannot make him happy. Oh dear! Oh dear!




SCENE 3

The ring




The same room, the next evening. Richard is dressed to go out. Ellen is with him. She is giving him a ring.




ELLEN

Wear this ring tonight. Your mother gave it to me. She said that it brought good luck in love. 'Give it to Richard when he falls in love with a girl,' she told me.

Richard tries to put it on his smallest finger, but the ring is too small. He puts it in his coat pocket.

RICHARD

It's too small to wear, but I'll keep it safe.

ELLEN

Good luck, Richard.

RICHARD

Thank you, aunt.




SCENE 4

A lot of traffic




Richard and Miss Lantry are in the back of a taxi. The taxi driver is sitting in front.




MISS LANTRY

We must hurry. Mother doesn't like waiting.

RICHARD

(To the taxi driver) To Wallack's Theatre. As quickly as you can, driver!

TAXI DRIVER

Yes, sir. (He starts driving.)

RICHARD

I want to tell you –

MISS LANTRY

(Looking out of the taxi) Where are we?

RICHARD

What? Oh, we're turning from Forty-Second Street into Broadway. But I wanted to tell you –

MISS LANTRY

How long will it take to get to the theatre?

RICHARD

Seven or eight minutes. (He takes the ring from his pocket.) I want to show you – oh! (He drops the ring and it falls out of the taxi.) Driver, stop! Stop!

MISS LANTRY

What is it?

RICHARD

I've dropped a ring. It was my mother's. I must look for it. I don't want to lose it. It won't take a minute.

Richard gets out of the taxi and looks on the ground. Miss Lantry looks worriedly at her watch. The taxi driver is looking round him in surprise. Traffic noises are heard. After a minute, Richard comes back.

RICHARD

I've got it! On you go, driver.
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'I've got it!'

TAXI DRIVER

Sorry, sir. But I can't.

MISS LANTRY

Why don't you drive on? We'll be late.

RICHARD

(Standing up in the taxi and looking round) has all the traffic in New York stopped around us? Where did it all come from?

TAXI DRIVER

I don't know, sir.

MISS LANTRY

Where are the police? Can't they help?

RICHARD

I'm very sorry. We can't go on, and it'll take an hour to move all this traffic away!

MISS LANTRY

Show me the ring. We can't help this. (Smiling) and I don't like theatres very much.




SCENE 5

True love




Anthony Rockwell's bedroom. He is sitting up in bed reading. There is a knock at the door.




ANTHONY

Who is it?

ELLEN

It's me.

ANTHONY

Come in, Ellen.

Ellen comes into the room. She looks excited.

ELLEN

She is going to marry our Richard!

Anthony smiles. He does not look surprised.

ANTHONY

Oh? Is that right?

Ellen sits down on a chair near the bed.

ELLEN

They had to stop on the way to the theatre. And what stopped them? Not your money! It was a little ring!

ANTHONY

(Still smiling) What happened? Tell me.

ELLEN

Richard dropped the ring in the street. He got out to find it, and suddenly there was traffic everywhere!

ANTHONY

How strange!

ELLEN

Yes! It was two hours before the taxi could move again! So he had time to tell her that he loved her.

ANTHONY

And they're going to marry, are they? Well, I'm happy to hear it.

ELLEN

Don't ever say 'Money can buy anything!' to me again, Anthony. Not after tonight. It isn't true. Money is nothing when you have true love.




SCENE 6

A good day's work




Next morning. Anthony is in his study. With him is Kelly.




ANTHONY

Thank you, Kelly. That was a good day's work. Now, what did I give you? Five thousand dollars?

KELLY

Yes, Mr Rockwell, and I paid out three hundred dollars of my own money. I got the taxis for five dollars, but the other drivers wanted ten dollars. But the police were the worst.

ANTHONY

Were they?

KELLY

Yes. They wanted fifty dollars. But everything went beautifully, Mr Rockwell. Everybody arrived at the right time. It was two hours before anybody moved!

Rockwell gives Kelly a packet, with money inside it.

ANTHONY

Here you are, Kelly. One thousand for your work, and your three hundred back. OK?

KELLY

Thank you.

ANTHONY

(Laughing) Thank you, Kelly. Money talks, right?



careful adj. not spending more money than you need to 花钱谨慎的

thoughtful adj. quiet and serious because you are thinking a lot 沉思的

dress v. to put on clothes 穿衣服

hurry v. to go somewhere more quickly than usual because there is not much time 匆忙而行，赶紧

sir n. a polite way to speak to a man who is more important than you 先生




钱能买到的一切

内容简介

一个年轻人爱上了一个美丽的姑娘，但是他那个富爸爸的钱能帮他娶到这个姑娘吗？




剧中人物

安东尼·罗克韦尔，一位有钱人

理查德·罗克韦尔，安东尼的儿子

埃伦姑姑，安东尼的姐姐与理查德的姑姑

兰特里小姐，一个美丽的年轻女人

出租车司机

凯利，为安东尼·罗克韦尔工作的男人




场景说明

第一场：安东尼·罗克韦尔家中的一个房间，内有一张桌子和两三把椅子

第二场：同第一场

第三场：同第一场

第四场：一辆出租车内，车后座是一个长椅，前座是司机的单人座椅

第五场：安东尼·罗克韦尔的卧室，内有一张床、一个橱柜和两把椅子

第六场：同第一场




需要准备一本书、一个茶杯、一个玻璃杯、一枚戒指和一包纸（当作钱）。




第一场



一个优秀的男孩




在安东尼·罗克韦尔纽约家中的一个房间内，安东尼正坐在书桌前看书。他的儿子理查德进来了。




理查德：

父亲，你要见我？

安东尼：

理查德，你为你的西服花了多少钱？

理查德：

（惊讶地）我想大概六十美金吧，爸爸。

安东尼：

你是一个优秀的男孩。一些年轻人会花上百美金。你比他们大多数都要有钱，但你却很谨慎。

理查德：

（忧愁地）是的，爸爸。

安东尼：

确实，你是一个优秀的男孩，这你得感谢钱。钱每次都能把事儿办成。

理查德坐在椅子上，看上去很忧愁。

理查德：

有些事情是钱办不成的。

安东尼：

你别这样说。任何东西你都能买到。

理查德：

你的钱没法儿给我买条路，让我进到历史比咱们家更悠久，家世比咱们家更好的人家里。

安东尼：

（生气地）不能？（察看着理查德）事情有些不对劲，怎么了？

理查德：

哦，爸爸……

安东尼：

说吧。我能在二十四小时内弄到一千万美金。我在两天内就能安排一条船，送你到巴哈马群岛。你为何不开心？

理查德：

哦……有一个女孩……

安东尼：

（感兴趣地）她叫什么名字？你有钱，又是个讨人喜欢的年轻人。带她散散步或兜兜风，或从教堂出来后陪她走回家。

理查德：

你不了解她的家庭。她每个小时要做什么都是几天前就安排好的。我爱她，但是我怎样才能告诉她呢？我不能将所有要说的话都写下来。

安东尼：

你是在告诉我，那姑娘的时间你连一两个小时也得不到？即使花上我所有的钱！

理查德：

现在一切都太晚了。两天后，她就要去欧洲待上两年。明天晚上我会去见她，我们有七八分钟的时间独处。

安东尼：

就七八分钟！

理查德：

她现在待在乡下姑姑家里。

安东尼：

那就去那儿见她！

理查德：

我不行。但我明晚八点半会乘出租车去车站见她。我们会一起坐车去沃勒克剧院，她约了她妈妈和几个朋友在那儿碰面。

安东尼：

（若有所思地）开车沿百老汇大道很快就到那家剧院了。

理查德：

我知道。我会有时间告诉她所有我想说的话吗？没有。不，父亲，你的钱帮不了我。我没法儿用钱买到一分钟时间。

安东尼：

好了，理查德，我的孩子。现在和你的朋友一起出去走走。你说钱不能买到时间？哼，钱能买到几乎所有东西。




第二场



真爱才是一切！




当天晚上，同一房间内。安东尼·罗克韦尔正在和他的姐姐埃伦交谈。他们坐在椅子上，埃伦在喝咖啡，安东尼在喝酒。




安东尼：

埃伦，他说一千万美金不能买条路，让他进入历史比咱们家还长，家世比咱们家还好的人家里。

埃伦：

安东尼，你总是想着钱。但钱算不上什么。真爱才是一切！为什么理查德不早点儿跟那个女孩表白呢？

安东尼：

我不知道。

埃伦：

怎么会有女孩拒绝像他那样优秀的男孩呢？现在为时已晚。那个女孩什么时候去欧洲？

安东尼：

后天。

埃伦：

可怜的理查德！你所有的钱都没法儿给他带来快乐。哦，天啊！哦，天啊！




第三场



戒指




第二天晚上，同一房间内。理查德穿好衣服准备出去。埃伦和他在一起，她将一枚戒指递给他。




埃伦：

今晚戴上这枚戒指。这是你母亲给我的，她说这枚戒指会给爱情带来好运，她告诉我：“当理查德爱上一个女孩时，就把戒指给他。”

理查德试着将戒指戴到小拇指上，不过戒指太小了，他把它放在外衣口袋里。

理查德：

它太小了，戴不上，但是我会好好保存的。

埃伦：

理查德，祝你好运。

理查德：

谢谢你，姑姑。




第四场



交通拥堵




理查德和兰特里小姐坐在出租车后排座椅上，司机坐在前面。




兰特里小姐：

我们得快点儿，我母亲不喜欢等。

理查德：

（对出租车司机说）去沃勒克剧院。越快越好，司机！

出租车司机：

好的，先生。（他开车出发。）

理查德：

我想告诉你——

兰特里小姐：

（朝出租车外看）我们到哪儿了？

理查德：

什么？哦，我们现在正从第四十二街拐到百老汇大道。但是我刚才想跟你说——

兰特里小姐：

到剧院还要多久？

理查德：

七八分钟吧。（他从口袋里取出戒指。）我想给你看——啊！（他一失手，戒指掉到出租车外去了。）司机，停车！停车！

兰特里小姐：

怎么了？

理查德：

我掉了一枚戒指。那是我母亲的遗物，我得找到它，我不想把它弄丢。耽误不了一分钟的。

理查德下了出租车，在地上寻找起来。兰特里小姐焦急地看着手表。出租车司机惊讶地四处张望，四周传来车流的喧嚣声。一分钟后，理查德回来了。

理查德：

我找到了！继续开车吧，司机。

出租车司机：

抱歉，先生。但是我开不了了。

兰特里小姐：

你为什么不继续开？我们要迟到了。

理查德：

（从座位上站起来四处张望）是纽约所有的车都停在我们周围了吗？这些车都是从哪儿来的？

出租车司机：

我不知道，先生。

兰特里小姐：

警察在哪儿？他们不能帮忙吗？

理查德：

我很抱歉。我们不能继续往前开了。这样的交通状况得花上一小时才能恢复正常！

兰特里小姐：

把戒指给我看看吧，这种情况我们也无能为力。（微笑）而且我也不是很喜欢剧院。




第五场



真爱




安东尼·罗克韦尔的卧室。他正坐在床上看书。有人敲门。




安东尼：

谁？

埃伦：

是我。

安东尼：

进来吧，埃伦。

埃伦走进房间。她看上去很兴奋。

埃伦：

她要嫁给我们的理查德了！

安东尼面露微笑，他看上去并不惊讶。

安东尼：

哦？是吗？

埃伦坐到床边的一张椅子上。

埃伦：

在去剧院的路上他们被迫停下了。你猜是什么让他们停下来的？不是你的钱！是一枚小小的戒指！

安东尼：

（仍在微笑）发生什么事了？说来听听。

埃伦：

理查德把戒指掉在街上了。他下车找戒指，突然就堵车了！

安东尼：

多奇怪啊！

埃伦：

确实！两个小时后，出租车才能再次前进！所以他有时间对她表达了爱意。

安东尼：

他们要结婚了，是吧？嗯，我很高兴听到这个消息。

埃伦：

别再对我说什么“钱能买到一切！”了，安东尼。今晚以后别再说了，因为这话不对。有了真爱，钱就不算什么了。




第六场



干得真棒




第二天早上。安东尼在书房里，凯利和他在一起。




安东尼：

谢谢你，凯利。那活儿干得真棒。好了，我给了你多少？五千美金？

凯利：

是的，罗克韦尔先生。而且我自己还垫付了三百美金。我付给每个出租车司机五美金，但是其他车辆的司机就要十美金。不过，要的最多的是警察。

安东尼：

是吗？

凯利：

没错，他们要五十美金。但是一切都进行得漂漂亮亮的，罗克韦尔先生。所有人都准时赶到了。两个小时，谁都动不了！

罗克韦尔给了凯利一个小包，里面装着钱。

安东尼：

给你，凯利。一千美金的酬劳，再加上你垫付的三百美金。怎样？

凯利：

谢谢您。

安东尼：

（笑）谢谢你，凯利。金钱是万能的，不是吗？


One Thousand Dollars

INTRODUCTION

A young man's uncle leaves him one thousand dollars in his will. What can the young man do with it?




CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY

Bobby Gillian, a young man

Mr Tolman, a lawyer

Mr Sharp, a lawyer

Miss Hayden, a pretty young woman

Miss Lotta Lauriere, a dancer

Bryson, a man of forty

Man at the theatre




PERFORMANCE NOTES

Scene 1: A lawyers' office, with a desk and two chairs

Scene 2: A restaurant, with tables and chairs

Scene 3: Theatre dressing room, with a dressing table, a clothes cupboard and a mirror

Scene 4: As Scene 1

Scene 5: The living room in Bobby's uncle's house, with a table and chair

Scene 6: As Scene 1




You will need a piece of paper that looks like a will, another piece of paper with writing on it, some writing paper, a pen, a packet of money, a book, and a cup.




SCENE 1

The will




In Tolman and Sharp's office. Mr Tolman is sitting behind his desk. He has just finished reading a will. Bobby Gillian is sitting the other side of the desk.
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TOLMAN

Well, there you are. your uncle wrote his will a month or two before he died, and now I've read it to you. What do you think?

BOBBY

(Laughing) It's not going to be easy to spend a thousand dollars. Fifty dollars or fifty thousand would be easier. I'll have to ask a friend how to spend it.

TOLMAN

Did you listen carefully when I was reading the will? After spending the thousand dollars, you must tell me, in writing, how you spent it. Will you do that?

BOBBY

Yes, I'll do it, Mr Tolman.

TOLMAN

(Giving Bobby a packet) Then here's the money. One thousand dollars.




SCENE 2

A lot or very little




At a restaurant. Bryson is sitting at a table, drinking coffee and reading a book. Bobby sits down opposite him.

BOBBY

Hello there, Bryson! Put down your book, I've got a funny story to tell you!

BRYSON

Tell it to somebody at one of the other tables. You know I don't like your stories.

BOBBY

It's a good story. I've just come from my uncle Septimus's lawyers. He's died and left me one thousand dollars! What can I do with it?

BRYSON

I thought old man Gillian had half a million.

BOBBY

He did. He left most of it to the hospital that killed him! Isn't that funny? His secretary gets ten dollars, and I get a thousand.

BRYSON

You've always got plenty of money to spend.

BOBBY

Lots. Uncle Septimus was like Father Christmas to me.

BRYSON

Did he have any other family?

BOBBY

None. There is a Miss Hayden who lives in his house. She's a quiet little thing. The daughter of one of my uncle's friends. I forgot to say that she got ten dollars, too.

BRYSON

Did she?

BOBBY

Why didn't he leave me just ten dollars? Then I could spend it on two bottles of champagne and forget uncle Septimus and his money.

BRYSON

(Smiling) A thousand dollars can be a lot or very little. One man could buy a happy home with it and laugh at America's richest man.

BOBBY

That's true.

BRYSON

A thousand dollars could buy milk for one hundred babies this summer, and save fifty of their lives. It could send a clever boy to college.

BOBBY

Listen, Bryson. I asked you to tell me what I could do with a thousand dollars.

BRYSON

(Laughing) Go and buy a gold necklace for your favourite dancer, Lotta Lauriere. Then go and work on a farm. Work with sheep. I've never liked sheep.

BOBBY

The beautiful Lotta! Yes, you're right. I want to spend all the money on one thing. You see, I've got to write and say what I spent it on, and I don't like writing. Thanks, Bryson!




SCENE 3

A necklace for Lotta




Lotta Lauriere's dressing room at the theatre. She is getting ready. There is a knock at the door.




LOTTA

Who is it?
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'Who is it?'

BOBBY

It's me. Bobby Gillian.

LOTTA

Come in, Bobby. (He comes in.) What is it, Bobby? I have to go and dance in two minutes.

BOBBY

Listen, Lotta. Would you like a pretty necklace? I can spend a thousand. What do you say to that?

LOTTA

(Laughing) Oh, you sweet man! It's true that I love pretty things. But...

BOBBY

Yes?

LOTTA

(Putting on a hat) Did you see the necklace that Della Stacey was wearing the other night? It cost more than two thousand dollars at Tiffany's.

BOBBY

Oh, did it?

There is a knock on the door. A man comes in.

MAN

Miss Lauriere, it's time!

LOTTA

Oh! I must go, Bobby!

Lotta leaves. The man waits for Bobby to leave.

BOBBY

What would you do with a thousand dollars?

MAN

Open a bar. I know a place that could make a lot of money. Are you thinking of putting some money into – ?

BOBBY

Oh, no. I only wanted to know.

MAN

Listen, this could make us both a lot of money.

BOBBY

Excuse me. I must go.

Bobby leaves the room.

MAN

And I thought it was my lucky day.




SCENE 4

Bobby asks a question




In Tolman and Sharp's office. Tolman is sitting at his desk. Bobby is standing the other side of Tolman's desk. The lawyer does not look pleased to see him.




TOLMAN

What do you want now, Mr Gillian?

BOBBY

Can I ask you a question? Did my uncle leave Miss Hayden more than the ten dollars?

TOLMAN

No, he didn't.

BOBBY

Thank you very much, sir.

TOLMAN

Is that all?

BOBBY

Yes, thank you. That's all I wanted to know.




SCENE 5

News for Miss Hayden




In Septimus Gillian's living room. Miss Hayden is sitting at a table, writing letters. She looks up when Bobby comes in.




BOBBY

I've just come from old Tolman's. They found a – what's the word? – a codicil to the will.

MISS HAYDEN

They did?

BOBBY

Dear old uncle left you some more money. A thousand dollars. Tolman asked me to bring it to you. here it is. (He puts the packet of money on the table.)

MISS HAYDEN

Oh! Oh!

BOBBY

I love you, Miss Hayden. Did you know that?

MISS HAYDEN

Oh! no. I am sorry.

BOBBY

Is there no hope for me?
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'Is there no hope for me?'

MISS HAYDEN

I – no, I am sorry.

BOBBY

(Smiling) Can I write a note?

MISS HAYDEN

Of course. (She gives him a pen and some paper.) I – please, excuse me.

She leaves. Bobby writes a short note, then reads it.

BOBBY

(Reading) 'Paid to the best and dearest woman in the world, one thousand dollars. For all the happiness she brings to people.'




SCENE 6

Another fifty thousand!




In Tolman and Sharp's office. Tolman is sitting behind his desk when Bobby comes into the room.

BOBBY

I've spent the thousand dollars. and I've got a note to tell you what I spent it on.

He puts the note on Tolman's desk. Tolman gets up and goes to the door. He opens it.

TOLMAN

(Calling) Sharp! Come in here, please.

Sharp

(Coming into the room) Yes? (He looks at Bobby, then looks down at the note.) Oh. I understand.

He goes out of the room again. Tolman and Bobby wait silently. Sharp comes back with a piece of paper. The two lawyers read it and look at each other.

TOLMAN

Mr Gillian, there was a codicil to your uncle's will.

BOBBY

A codicil?

TOLMAN

We were told not to read it until you told us, in writing, how you spent the thousand dollars. You have now done this, so I will tell you what the codicil says.

BOBBY

Please do.

TOLMAN

Your uncle tells us in the codicil that we can give you another fifty thousand dollars –

BOBBY

(Very surprised) What!

TOLMAN

(Continuing) – If you have used the money to do some good for others. But...

BOBBY

But?

TOLMAN

If you have spent it carelessly or given it away to the wrong people –

BOBBY

(Laughing) As I usually do!

TOLMAN

Then the fifty thousand dollars must be paid to Miss Miriam Hayden. Now, Mr Gillian. Mr Sharp and I will read your note and find out –

Bobby quickly takes the note from the desk.

BOBBY

(Smiling) It's all right. There's no need to read it. I lost the thousand dollars betting on a horse at the races. Goodbye, Mr Tolman, Mr Sharp.

He leaves the office, happily singing a song.

TOLMAN

(Laughing) Are you surprised, Mr Sharp?
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'Are you surprised, Mr Sharp?'

SHARP

(Shaking his head and smiling) No, Mr Tolman. Not surprised at all!



will n. a piece of paper that says who will have your money, house and other things when you die 遗嘱

lawyer n. someone whose job is to help people with the law 律师

champagne n. an expensive French wine with bubbles in it 香槟酒

necklace n. something pretty (and often expensive) that you wear around your neck 项链

pretty adj. beautiful, nice to look at 漂亮的，好看的

bar n. a place where you can buy and drink alcohol 酒吧

codicil n. something written after a will is already made, which gives more instructions about the money 遗嘱附书

bet v. If you bet on the result of a horse race, you pay money, saying which horse will win a race. If your horse wins, you win; if it loses, you lose. 打赌；下注

race n. a competition to see which horse can run the fastest 赛马




一千美金

内容简介

一个年轻人的叔叔在遗嘱里给他留下一千美金，这个年轻人能用这笔钱干什么呢？

剧中人物

博比·吉利恩，一个年轻人

托尔曼先生，一名律师

夏普先生，一名律师

海登小姐，一个漂亮的年轻女人

洛塔·洛里埃小姐，一名舞蹈演员

布赖森，一个四十岁的男人

剧院里的人




场景说明

第一场：律师事务所，有一张桌子和两把椅子

第二场：餐馆，有若干桌子和椅子

第三场：剧院化妆间，有一张化妆台、一个衣橱和一面镜子

第四场：同第一场

第五场：博比叔叔家的客厅，有一套桌椅

第六场：同第一场




需要一张纸当作遗嘱，另一张写了字的纸，一些书写纸、一支笔、一包钱、一本书和一个杯子。




第一场



遗嘱




在托尔曼和夏普的事务所。托尔曼先生坐在书桌后，他刚刚宣读完一份遗嘱。博比·吉利恩坐在书桌的另一边。




托尔曼：

嗯，就是这样。你叔叔在去世前一两个月写下了遗嘱，现在我已经向你宣读完了。你有什么想法？

博比：

（笑）花掉一千美金可不是件容易的事儿。五十美金或五万美金倒还容易些。我得问问朋友怎么花掉这笔钱。

托尔曼：

我刚刚念遗嘱时，你仔细听了吗？在花完这一千美金后，你必须书面告知我你是如何花的。可以吗？

博比：

好的，我会的，托尔曼先生。

托尔曼：

（给博比一个小包）那就拿上这笔钱吧，一千美金。




第二场



可多可少




在一家餐馆里。布赖森坐在桌前，边喝咖啡边看书。博比在他对面坐下。




博比：

你好哇，布赖森！放下你的书，我要告诉你一件有意思的事儿！

布赖森：

去告诉其他桌的什么人吧，你知道我不喜欢你的那些故事。

博比：

这可是个很棒的故事。我刚从我叔叔塞普蒂默斯的律师那儿回来。我叔叔死了，留给我一千美金！我能用这笔钱干什么呢？

布赖森：

我原以为吉利恩这个老头子有五十万美金呢。

博比：

他是有。他把大部分的钱留给弄死他的那家医院了！是不是很可笑？他的秘书得到了十美金，我得到了一千。

布赖森：

你总是有很多钱花的。

博比：

很多很多。塞普蒂默斯叔叔对我来说就像圣诞老人一样。

布赖森：

他还有其他家人吗？

博比：

没有了。只有一个住在他家里的海登小姐，一个安静的小姑娘。她是我叔叔一个朋友的女儿。我忘了说，她也得到了十美金。

布赖森：

是吗？

博比：

他怎么不给我只留十美金呢？那样我就可以用这钱买两瓶香槟酒，然后把塞普蒂默斯叔叔和他的钱给忘了。

布赖森：

（微笑）一千美金可多可少。一个人可以用这钱买一个幸福的家，然后嘲笑美国最有钱的人。

博比：

这话不假。

布赖森：

一千美金可以在这个夏天给一百个婴儿买牛奶，拯救其中五十人的性命。这钱还可以把一个聪明的男孩送进大学。

博比：

听着，布赖森。我是叫你告诉我，我可以用一千美金做什么。

布赖森：

（笑）去买一条金项链给你最喜欢的舞蹈演员洛塔·洛里埃吧。然后去农场工作，去照看羊。我从来没喜欢过羊。

博比：

美丽的洛塔！对，你说得对。我想把所有的钱都花在一件事上。你看，我得写下我是怎么花这笔钱的，而我又不喜欢写东西。谢谢，布赖森！




第三场



给洛塔的项链




洛塔·洛里埃在剧院里的化妆间。她就要准备上场了。有人敲门。




洛塔：

是谁？

博比：

是我，博比·吉利恩。

洛塔：

进来，博比。（他走进来。）怎么了，博比？我还有两分钟就要去跳舞了。

博比：

听着，洛塔。你想要一条漂亮的项链吗？我手头有一千美金可以花，你觉得怎样？

洛塔：

（笑）哦，你真好！我确实喜欢漂亮的东西。不过……

博比：

怎么？

洛塔：

（戴上帽子）你看到德拉·斯泰茜前几天晚上戴的项链了吗？那是在蒂芙尼买的，花了两千多美金呢。

博比：

哦，是吗？

有人敲门。一名男子走进来。

男子：

洛里埃小姐，时间到了！

洛塔：

哦！我得走了，博比！

洛塔离开了。男子等博比离开。

博比：

你会用一千美金干什么？

男子：

开一家酒吧。我知道有个地方可以赚很多钱。你是不是正在考虑投些钱进——

博比：

哦，不。我只是想了解一下。

男子：

听着，这可以让咱们俩都赚大钱。

博比：

对不起，我得走了。

博比离开了房间。

男子：

我还以为今天走运了呢。




第四场



博比提了一个问题




在托尔曼和夏普的事务所。托尔曼坐在桌旁，博比站在托尔曼桌子的另一边，律师看上去不太乐意见到他。




托尔曼：

有什么事，吉利恩先生？

博比：

我能问你一个问题吗？我叔叔留给海登小姐的是不是不只那十美金？

托尔曼：

不，他没留别的。

博比：

非常感谢您，先生。

托尔曼：

问完了？

博比：

是的，谢谢。我想知道的就这么多。




第五场



给海登小姐的消息




在塞普蒂默斯·吉利恩的客厅。海登小姐坐在桌旁写信。博比走进来，她抬起头。




博比：

我刚从老托尔曼那儿过来。他们找到一份——那个叫什么来着？——一份遗嘱附书。

海登小姐：

是吗？

博比：

亲爱的叔叔给你留了一些额外的钱，一千美金。托尔曼叫我把这钱带给你，拿着。（他把那包钱放在桌子上。）

海登小姐：

啊！啊！

博比：

我爱你，海登小姐。你知道吗？

海登小姐：

噢！不。我很抱歉。

博比：

我就没一点儿希望吗？

海登小姐：

我——不，我很抱歉。

博比：

（微笑）我能写个便条吗？

海登小姐：

当然。（她给他一支笔和几张纸。）我——请原谅我。

她离开了。博比写了一个简短的便条，然后读了一遍。

博比：

（读）“付给世界上最好、最亲爱的女人一千美金，以回报她带给人们的快乐。”




第六场



另外的五万




在托尔曼和夏普的事务所。托尔曼坐在桌子后面，博比走进房间。




博比：

我把一千美金花完了。我写了一张便条，告诉你我是怎么花的。

他将便条放在托尔曼的桌子上。托尔曼站起来走到门前，他打开门。

托尔曼：

（叫）夏普！请过来一下。

夏普：

（走进房间）怎么了？（他看看博比，然后低头看看便条。）哦，我明白了。

他又走出房间。托尔曼和博比静静地等待着。夏普拿着一张纸回来了。两名律师看了看纸上写的内容，对视了一眼。

托尔曼：

吉利恩先生，你叔叔的遗嘱有一份附书。

博比：

附书？

托尔曼：

他跟我们说，在你向我们书面汇报如何花掉那一千美金之前，不得宣读这份附书。现在你已经做到了，所以我要告诉你这份附书的内容。

博比：

请吧。

托尔曼：

你叔叔在附书中说，我们可以再给你五万美金——

博比：

（非常惊讶）什么！

托尔曼：

（继续）——如果你把那笔钱用来为别人做好事。但是……

博比：

但是？

托尔曼：

如果你随便将钱花掉了，或者把它给了错误的人——

博比：

（笑）就像我经常干的那样！

托尔曼：

那么这五万美金就必须付给米丽娅姆·海登小姐了。现在，吉利恩先生，夏普先生和我将看看你的便条，弄清楚——

博比迅速从桌子上拿走了便条。

博比：

（微笑）好了，没必要看了。我把一千美金用来赌马输掉了。再见，托尔曼先生，夏普先生。

他离开了事务所，愉快地哼起了歌。

托尔曼：

（笑）你觉得意外吗，夏普先生？

夏普：

（摇头微笑）不，托尔曼先生。一点儿也不意外！


A Night Out

INTRODUCTION

Once every ten weeks, office worker Towers Chandler dresses like a man with a million dollars, goes to one of the best restaurants in New York, and eats the most expensive food. One evening, he meets a girl...




CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY

Towers Chandler, an office worker

Marian, a pretty young girl

Sissie, Marian's sister

Marie, a servant

Jeff White, an office worker

Mrs Black, whose house Chandler and White live in Waiter

Four other people in the restaurant




PERFORMANCE NOTES

Scene 1: The doorway of a house

Scene 2: A street corner in New York

Scene 3: A restaurant, with three tables and six chairs, two chairs at each table

Scene 4: Marian's bedroom, with a bed, and other bedroom furniture




You will need coffee, cups, plates, some food and some wine for the other people in the restaurant.




SCENE 1

One dollar a week




The doorway of the house where Chandler has a room. He is dressed in his best clothes, ready for his evening out. He is going out as his friend, Jeff White, comes in.




WHITE

What are you doing this evening, Towers?

CHANDLER

(Smiling) Tonight I'm going to live like a man with a million dollars!

WHITE

What are you talking about? You haven't got a million dollars!

CHANDLER

How much money are you and I paid each week, Jeff?

WHITE

Eighteen dollars. Why?

CHANDLER

And how much of that eighteen dollars do you spend each week?

WHITE

All of it, of course.

CHANDLER

Well, I don't. Each week I save one dollar out of my eighteen. Then, every ten weeks, I can buy myself an evening to remember.

WHITE

What do you do?

CHANDLER

I put on my finest clothes, go to one of the best restaurants in New York, eat the most expensive food on the menu, drink the best wine, then take a taxi home!

WHITE

(Very surprised) Why?

CHANDLER

Why? Because it makes me feel wonderful to sit with some of the richest people in America, and to make them think that I'm rich, too.

WHITE

You're crazy!

CHANDLER

(Laughing) Perhaps I am!

Mrs Black comes in.

MRS BLACK

Ah, Mr Chandler. I wanted to see you.

CHANDLER

Good evening, Mrs Black. What a lovely evening.

MRS BLACK

Lovely evening perhaps, but you haven't paid me for your room this month. When am I going to get the money?

CHANDLER

Soon, Mrs Black. Very soon.

Mrs Black looks at Chandler's clothes.

MRS BLACK

You can spend money on expensive clothes, but you can't pay for your room. Is that right?

CHANDLER

(Hurrying away) Goodnight, Mrs Black!




SCENE 2

A pretty girl




A street in New York. Chandler is walking along the street when a girl, Marian, comes round the corner. She is wearing an old hat and a cheap-looking coat. She is moving quickly, walks into Chandler, and falls down.




MARIAN

Oh!

CHANDLER

Oh, dear!

Chandler helps her to get up. She has hurt her foot.

MARIAN

My foot! I've hurt my foot.

CHANDLER

Can you walk?
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'Can you walk?'

MARIAN

I – I think I can.

She tries to walk, but her foot hurts too much.

MARIAN

Oh! Perhaps –

CHANDLER

I'll call a taxi to take you home.

MARIAN

No, please. I'll be all right in a minute.

Chandler looks at her carefully for the first time, and likes what he sees.

CHANDLER

Your foot needs a longer rest, I think.

MARIAN

Perhaps you're right.

CHANDLER

I was on my way to eat by myself. Why don't you come with me? We'll have dinner together, and by then your foot will carry you home very nicely.

MARIAN

But we don't know each other...

CHANDLER

I'm Towers Chandler. Now that you know my name, come and have dinner. Then I'll say goodbye, or take you home if you prefer.

MARIAN

But my clothes! They aren't –

CHANDLER

I'm sure that you look prettier in them than anyone we shall see in the most expensive restaurant.

MARIAN

Well... my foot does hurt. all right, Mr Chandler, I'll come. You can call me... Miss Marian.




SCENE 3

Chandler tells a story




Chandler and Marian are sitting at a restaurant table. A waiter is giving them coffee. There are two other tables near them. The people sitting at them are dressed expensively and are talking quietly while eating.




MARIAN

That was a very good dinner. Thank you, Mr Chandler. Tell me, what do you do?

CHANDLER

(Laughing) Do? I ride my horses, go dancing, travel to Europe. And then there's my boat.

MARIAN

Haven't you got any work to do? Something more – well, interesting?

CHANDLER

My dear Miss Marian, there's no time for work! Think of dressing every day for dinner, and of calling at the houses of six or seven friends every afternoon or evening.

MARIAN

Yes – well –

CHANDLER

Oh yes, we 'do-nothings' are the hardest workers in the country!

MARIAN

(Sadly) I see. Well, thank you for a nice time. I must go home now. My foot is much better. I can walk home. There's no need for you to come with me.

CHANDLER

Oh. Well, goodbye, Miss Marian.

She gets up from the table and walks away. Chandler watches her, sadly.

CHANDLER

(Talking to himself) What a wonderful girl! A shop girl, perhaps? Why didn't I tell her the true story of my life? Perhaps then... well, it's too late now. Oh, how stupid I am!




SCENE 4

The right man for Marian




In Marian's bedroom. She is with her sister, Sissie. Both girls are sitting on the bed, talking excitedly.




SISSIE

It's two hours since you ran out in that old coat and hat. Mother has been very worried. She sent Louis in the car to find you. you are a bad girl!

Marie comes into the room.

SISSIE

Ah, there you are, Marie. Tell mother that Miss Marian is home again.

MARIE

Yes, miss. (She leaves the room.)

MARIAN

I only ran down to my dressmaker's to tell her to use blue on my new dress instead of red. Marie's old hat and coat were just what I needed.

SISSIE

You're crazy!

MARIAN

(Laughing) Everyone thought that I was a shop girl! It was wonderful!

SISSIE

Dinner is finished. You're very late.

MARIAN

I know. I fell and hurt my foot. I couldn't walk, so I went to a restaurant and sat there until I was better. (She gets up from the bed and walks to the window. She looks down into the street below.) We'll have to marry one day, Sissie.

SISSIE

Yes, that's true.

MARIAN

We're rich, and mother and father will want us to marry somebody who is as rich as we are. But can I love a man like that?

SISSIE

Who could you love?

MARIAN

I could love a man with kind blue eyes, who doesn't try to make love to every girl he sees. But I could only love him if he has some important work to do in the world. Then it doesn't matter how poor he is.
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'I could love a man with kind blue eyes.'

SISSIE

You are crazy!

MARIAN

Perhaps. But, sister dear, we only meet men who ride their horses and go dancing. I couldn't love a man like that, even if his eyes are blue and he's kind to poor girls who meet him in the street.



wine n. a strong drink made of grapes 葡萄酒

crazy adj. mad, stupid 疯狂的；不明智的

waiter n. somebody who brings your food or drink in a restaurant（餐厅）男服务员，男侍应生




外出的一晚

内容简介

每隔十周，办公室职员托尔斯·钱德勒就会打扮成一名百万富翁的样子，去纽约最好的餐厅之一，吃最昂贵的食物。有一天晚上，他遇见了一个姑娘……




剧中人物

托尔斯·钱德勒，一个办公室职员

玛丽安，一个漂亮的年轻女孩

茜茜，玛丽安的姐姐

玛丽，一名仆人

杰夫·怀特，一个办公室职员

布莱克太太，钱德勒和怀特的房东

服务员

餐厅里的其他四个人




场景说明

第一场：一所房子的门厅

第二场：纽约街头一角

第三场：一家餐厅，有三张桌子和六把椅子，每张桌子配两把椅子

第四场：玛丽安的卧室，有一张床和其他卧室家具




需要咖啡、杯子、盘子、一些食物和一些酒提供给餐厅里的其他人。




第一场



一周一美金




房子的门厅。钱德勒住在这所房子中的一个房间里。他穿着自己最体面的衣服，准备晚上外出。他正要出去，他的朋友杰夫·怀特进来了。




怀特：

你今晚要干什么去，托尔斯？

钱德勒：

（微笑）今晚我打算过过百万富翁的生活！

怀特：

你在说什么呢？你又没有一百万美金！

钱德勒：

咱们每周赚多少钱，杰夫？

怀特：

十八美金。怎么了？

钱德勒：

那每周你花掉那当中的多少？

怀特：

当然是全部花光了。

钱德勒：

哦，我可没有。我每周会从我那十八美金里省出一美金来。然后，每十个星期，我就能给自己买一个难忘的夜晚。

怀特：

你都做些什么呢？

钱德勒：

我穿上自己最好的衣服，去纽约最好的餐厅之一，点菜单上最贵的食物，喝那儿最好的葡萄酒，然后坐出租车回家！

怀特：

（非常吃惊）为什么？

钱德勒：

为什么？因为跟纽约最有钱的人坐在一起，让他们认为我也很富有，这感觉太棒了。

怀特：

你疯了！

钱德勒：

（笑）也许是吧！

布莱克太太进来了。

布莱克太太：

哦，钱德勒先生，我正好想见你。

钱德勒：

晚上好，布莱克太太。多么美好的夜晚啊。

布莱克太太：

这夜晚也许很美好，但是你还没给我这个月的房租呢。我什么时候能拿到钱？

钱德勒：

快了，布莱克太太，很快。

布莱克太太看着钱德勒的衣服。

布莱克太太：

你有钱买昂贵的衣服，但是没钱付房租，是这样吗？

钱德勒：

（快速跑远）晚安，布莱克太太！




第二场



一个漂亮姑娘




纽约的一条街。钱德勒正沿着街道走，这时，一个叫玛丽安的女孩从街角走来。她戴着一顶旧帽子，穿着一件看上去很廉价的外套。她走得很快，撞到了钱德勒，摔倒在地。




玛丽安：

啊！

钱德勒：

哦，天呐！

钱德勒扶她站起来。她伤到了脚。

玛丽安：

我的脚！我伤到脚了。

钱德勒：

你能走吗？

玛丽安：

我——我想可以。

她试着走，但她的脚疼得太厉害了。

玛丽安：

啊！也许——

钱德勒：

我叫辆出租车送你回家吧。

玛丽安：

不用麻烦了，我马上就好。

钱德勒第一次仔细打量她，并对自己的所见颇感欣喜。

钱德勒：

我觉得你的脚需要再休息会儿。

玛丽安：

也许你说得对。

钱德勒：

我正准备一个人去吃饭，你干吗不和我一起去呢？我们一起用晚餐，之后你的脚应该能轻松带你回家了。

玛丽安：

但是我们素不相识……

钱德勒：

我叫托尔斯·钱德勒。现在你知道我的名字了，就与我共进晚餐吧。然后我会跟你道别，或送你回家——随你的意愿。

玛丽安：

可是我这一身衣服！太不——

钱德勒：

我肯定你穿着这身衣服比最高级的餐厅里的任何人都要漂亮。

玛丽安：

嗯……我的脚确实很痛。好吧，钱德勒先生，我跟你去吧。你可以叫我……玛丽安小姐。




第三场



钱德勒讲了一个故事




钱德勒和玛丽安坐在餐厅的桌子旁，一名服务生正给他们上咖啡。他们旁边另有两张桌子。坐在那两桌的人衣着华贵，边吃饭边轻声交谈着。




玛丽安：

晚餐很棒。谢谢你，钱德勒先生。跟我说说吧，你是做什么工作的？

钱德勒：

（笑）工作？我骑马、跳舞、去欧洲旅行，我还有一条船。

玛丽安：

你没有工作吗？一些更——嗯，有意思的事情？

钱德勒：

我亲爱的玛丽安小姐，我没时间工作！想想吧，每天穿戴好了去用餐，每天下午或晚上还要去六七个朋友家里拜访。

玛丽安：

是啊——哦——

钱德勒：

就是啊，我们这些“无所事事的人”是这个国家最辛苦的人呢！

玛丽安：

（忧伤地）我明白了。嗯，谢谢你，和你吃饭聊天很开心。我现在要回家了，我的脚好多了，可以走回家，你不用送我。

钱德勒：

哦，好吧。再见，玛丽安小姐。

她从桌边站起身，走开了。钱德勒忧伤地注视着她。

钱德勒：

（自言自语）多么好的姑娘！也许是个商店店员？我为什么不告诉她我的真实情况呢？也许那样……唉，现在太迟了。啊，我真是太蠢了！




第四场



玛丽安的真命天子




在玛丽安的卧室。玛丽安和姐姐茜茜在一起。两个姑娘坐在床上，兴奋地交谈着。




茜茜：

你穿着那身旧衣帽出去了两个小时。母亲很担心，她派路易斯开车找你去了。你真是个坏女孩！

玛丽走进房间。

茜茜：

哦，你来了，玛丽。告诉母亲，玛丽安小姐已经回来了。

玛丽：

好的，小姐。（她离开了房间。）

玛丽安：

我只不过是跑到裁缝那里去告诉她，我的新裙子上要用蓝色而不是红色。玛丽的旧帽子和旧外套正符合我的需要。

茜茜：

你真傻！

玛丽安：

（笑）所有人都以为我是个女店员！太棒了！

茜茜：

晚饭已经吃完了，你回来得太晚了。

玛丽安：

我知道。我摔倒了，伤了脚。我走不了路，就到一家餐厅里坐了会儿，直到我觉得好了些。（她从床上起来，走到窗户旁边，看着下面的街道。）我们总有一天得嫁人，茜茜。

茜茜：

是的，不错。

玛丽安：

我们很有钱，而母亲和父亲会想让我们嫁给跟我们一样富有的人。但是我能够爱上一个那样的人吗？

茜茜：

那你会爱上什么样的人？

玛丽安：

我会爱上一个有着和善的蓝眼睛的人，他不会试图追求他见到的每一个女孩。但是他一定要有一份实实在在并真正重要的工作，我才会爱上他。那样的话，我不在乎他有多穷。

茜茜：

你的确太傻了！

玛丽安：

也许吧。但是，亲爱的姐姐，我们只会遇见成天骑马、跳舞的男人。我没法爱上那样的男人，即便他的双眼是蓝色的，而且对在街上遇到的穷女孩很和善。


Two Loaves of Bread

INTRODUCTION

Who is the man who comes into Miss Martha's shop? Why does he buy two loaves of stale bread each time he comes? Miss Martha is very interested in him.




CHARACTERS IN THE PLAY

Miss Martha, a woman who sells bread and cakes in her shop

Blumberger, a man who comes into the shop for bread

Kelton, a man who works with Blumberger

Mrs Annie Green, Miss Martha's friend

Mrs Green's friend, a woman

A man in the shop

A woman in the shop




PERFORMANCE NOTES

Each of the four scenes happens in the shop. you will need four loaves of bread, some cakes, two packets of butter, a knife to cut bread, a painting, and some paper bags.




SCENE 1

The man who buys stale bread




Inside the baker's shop. Miss Martha is standing behind the counter, talking to her friend, Mrs Annie Green.




MISS MARTHA

He comes in two or three times a week, and he always buys two loaves of stale bread.

MRS GREEN

Stale bread?

MISS MARTHA

Always stale bread, never fresh bread. Of course, fresh bread is five cents a loaf, stale bread is five cents for two loaves.

MRS GREEN

And you think he's poor?

MISS MARTHA

Oh, yes, he is, Annie, I'm sure. One day I saw some red and brown paint on his fingers. 'He's a painter,' I said to myself.

MRS GREEN

Well, we all know that painters are very often poor. But can you be sure that he's a painter? Just because he has paint on his fingers...

Miss Martha takes a painting out from under the counter.

MISS MARTHA

I'm going to put this on my wall. If he's a painter, he'll see it and say something about it.

MRS GREEN

(Laughing) Very clever, Martha. But tell me, are you a little in love with this man?

MISS MARTHA

Annie! (Laughing) Well, perhaps a little.




SCENE 2

The painting on the wall




In the shop, the next day. The painting is now on the wall behind the counter. Miss Martha is putting some bread and some cakes into a man's bag. He gives her some money, then goes out of the shop. Mr Blumberger comes into the shop. His clothes are poor but tidy.




BLUMBERGER

Good morning. Two loaves of stale bread, please.

MISS MARTHA

(Smiling) Good morning.

She puts two loaves of bread into paper bags. While she is doing this, Blumberger is looking at the picture on the wall.

BLUMBERGER

That is a fine picture.

MISS MARTHA

Is it? I do love... paintings. Is this a good picture, do you think?

BLUMBERGER

The colour's good but the lines are not right. Good morning.

He takes the bread and leaves the shop. As he leaves, Mrs Green enters with a friend.

MRS GREEN

(Excited) Is that him?

MISS MARTHA

Yes!

MRS GREEN

(To her friend) That's the man! you know, I was telling you about him. (To Miss Martha) did he see the painting?

MISS MARTHA

Yes! He knew at once that it was a good painting. Oh, what kind eyes he's got!

FRIEND

And he only eats stale bread?

MISS MARTHA

Yes. He must be very poor. And he looks so thin. Oh, I do want to help him.

MRS GREEN

(Laughing) You want to marry him!

FRIEND

Where does he live?

MISS MARTHA

I don't know. Some poor room somewhere. But if we marry...
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'But if we marry...'

MRS GREEN

He can come and live here, with you, over the shop! Stop dreaming, Martha!

FRIEND

What's wrong with dreaming? Sometimes dreams come true.

MISS MARTHA

That's right! They do!




SCENE 3

Miss Martha tries to help




Two days later. A man and a woman are in the shop. The woman is looking at the cakes, trying to decide what to have. Miss Martha is putting some butter into a bag for the man. She is now wearing her best clothes, and her hair looks different.




WOMAN

Now, what shall I have?

MAN

(To Miss Martha) Thank you. Good morning.

He leaves the shop with the bag.

MISS MARTHA

(To the woman) have you decided?

WOMAN

No, I –

She stops speaking as Blumberger comes into the shop.

MISS MARTHA

(To Blumberger) Good morning.

BLUMBERGER

Good morning. Two stale loaves, please.

MISS MARTHA

(Smiling) How are you today?

BLUMBERGER

I'm very well –

We hear an ambulance going past outside. Blumberger and the woman both go to the shop door to look out. Miss Martha quickly cuts into each of the stale loaves, and puts some butter in them. She puts the loaves into paper bags. Blumberger and the woman come back to the counter. Blumberger pays Miss Martha. The woman goes back to look at the cakes.

BLUMBERGER

Thank you. Goodbye.

MISS MARTHA

Goodbye.

WOMAN

Now, what cakes shall I buy?




SCENE 4

A terrible mistake




Later that day. Miss Martha is in the shop with Mrs Green..




MRS GREEN

So what did you do?

MISS MARTHA

I put some butter in the bread! He didn't see me, of course. He was busy watching the ambulance. I had to be very quick.
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MRS GREEN

How kind you are, Martha.

MISS MARTHA

I can't let him eat only stale bread, Annie. He needs some good food, poor man.

MRS GREEN

What will he say when he sees the butter? He'll know it was you who put it there.

MISS MARTHA

(Smiling) Yes, he will. (She suddenly looks worried.) Do you think that he'll be angry?.

MRS GREEN

No, of course not. Not if he's hungry. But I must go. I'll see you tomorrow, Martha.

MISS MARTHA

Goodbye, Annie.

Mrs Green leaves the shop. Martha begins moving one or two things, making the shop tidy. Then she sits down behind the counter and starts to read a book. Suddenly the door opens, and Blumberger and Kelton come in.

Blumberger is angry, but Kelton is trying to hold him back.

BLUMBERGER

(Shouting at Martha) You stupid woman!

KELTON

Wait! Blumberger!

BLUMBERGER

You stupid, stupid woman! Do you know what you've done? You've ruined my work!
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'You've ruined my work!'

KELTON

Come on! You've said enough! It was an accident, I'm sure.

Kelton pulls Blumberger out of the shop. After a minute, Kelton comes back again.
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MISS MARTHA

What's wrong with him?

KELTON

That's Blumberger. He's an architect. We work together, in the same office.

MISS MARTHA

But what did I do wrong?

KELTON

He's worked hard for three months now, on a plan for the new city hospital. It was a competition, and Blumberger was sure that he was going to win it.

MISS MARTHA

But... why – ?

KELTON

I'm telling you, miss. You see, he finished putting in the ink lines yesterday. When it's finished, he always rubs out the pencil lines with stale bread.

MISS MARTHA

So that's why he wanted the stale bread!

KELTON

Well, today – well, you know, that butter got right into the bread and when he tried to rub out the pencil lines – well, Blumberger's plan is ruined now, miss.

Kelton turns and leaves the shop. Miss Martha puts her head into her hands and starts to cry.



stale adj. old and dry, not fresh 陈旧的；不新鲜的

counter n. a kind of narrow table in a shop where you go to pay for something you buy （商店的）柜台

loaf n. a big piece of bread （一）条（面包）

fresh adj. (of food) recently made and good to eat （食物）新鲜的

paint n. coloured liquid used to make pictures （绘画用的）颜料

painting n. a picture 画作

line n. a long thin mark on a piece of paper, the ground, or another surface 线条

dream v. to hope for something good in the future 做梦；梦想

butter n. soft yellow food that is made from milk 黄油

ruin v. to spoil or damage something so that it is no longer any good 毁坏，破坏，摧毁

architect n. someone whose job is to plan new buildings 建筑师

competition n. a test in which people try to do better than each other 竞赛，比赛

ink n. coloured liquid used for writing, and sometimes for making pictures or plans 墨水

rub out to take off something that is written on paper 把（字迹、图等）擦掉




两条面包

内容简介

那个进入玛莎小姐的商店的男人是谁？为什么他每次来都会买两条陈面包？玛莎小姐对他很感兴趣。




剧中人物

玛莎小姐，一个开店卖面包和蛋糕的女人

布卢姆贝格尔，一个来商店买面包的男人

凯尔顿，与布卢姆贝格尔一起工作的男人

安妮·格林太太，玛莎小姐的朋友

格林太太的朋友，一个女人

商店里的一个男人

商店里的一个女人




场景说明

以下四场均发生在一家商店里。需要四条面包、一些蛋糕、两包黄油、一把切面包的刀、一幅画和几个纸袋子。




第一场



买陈面包的男人




面包店里。玛莎小姐正站在柜台后面，和她的朋友安妮·格林太太交谈。




玛莎小姐：

他每周来两三次，每次都是买两条陈面包。

格林太太：

陈面包？

玛莎小姐：

总是陈面包，从来没买过新鲜的。当然，新鲜面包是五分钱一条，陈面包是五分钱两条。

格林太太：

那你认为他很穷？

玛莎小姐：

哦，是的，他很穷。安妮，这我能肯定。有一天，我看到他手指上有些红色和棕色的颜料。“他是个画家。”我对自己说。

格林太太：

嗯，我们都明白画家一般都是很穷的。但是你能肯定他就是个画家吗？就因为他手指上有些颜料……

玛莎小姐从柜台下取出一幅画。

玛莎小姐：

我打算把这幅画挂在墙上。如果他是个画家，他会注意到，然后说些什么的。

格林太太：

（笑）很聪明嘛，玛莎。但是告诉我，你是不是有点儿爱上这个男人啦？

玛莎太太：

安妮！（笑）嗯，也许有点儿吧。




第二场



墙上的画




第二天，面包店里。现在那幅画挂在了柜台后面的墙上。玛莎小姐正在将一些面包和蛋糕装进一名男子的袋子里。男子给了她一些钱，然后走出了商店。布卢姆贝格尔先生走进面包店。他的衣服质地很差，但是很整洁。




布卢姆贝格尔：

早上好，请给我两条陈面包。

玛莎小姐：

（微笑）早上好。

她将两条面包装进纸袋里。在她做这些的时候，布卢姆贝格尔看着墙上的画。

布卢姆贝格尔：

那幅画不错。

玛莎小姐：

是吗？我确实喜欢……画。你认为这是一幅好画吗？

布卢姆贝格尔：

色彩很好，但是线条不对。再见。

他拿上面包，离开了商店。他走时，格林太太和一个朋友走了进来。

格林太太：

（兴奋地）那就是他吗？

玛莎小姐：

是的！

格林太太：

（对她的朋友）就是那个男人！你知道的，我跟你说过他的事。（对玛莎小姐）他看到这幅画了吗？

玛莎小姐：

看到了！他立刻就看出来这是一幅好画。哦，他的目光多么和善啊！

朋友：

那他只吃陈面包？

玛莎小姐：

是的。他肯定是很穷，他看上去这么瘦。哦，我真的想帮帮他。

格林太太：

（笑）你想嫁给他吧！

朋友：

他住在哪里？

玛莎小姐：

我不知道，哪里的贫民屋吧。但是如果我们结婚了……

格林太太：

他就能搬过来住在这里，和你一起住在面包店的上面！别做梦了，玛莎！

朋友：

做梦有什么不对？有时美梦会成真的。

玛莎小姐：

没错！会成真的！




第三场



玛莎小姐试图帮忙




两天后。一男一女在面包店里。女人在看蛋糕，琢磨着买哪种。玛莎小姐正将一些黄油装进袋子里给这个男人。她现在穿着自己最好的衣服，发型看起来也不一样。




女人：

好了，我应该挑哪种呢？

男人：

（对玛莎小姐）谢谢你。再见。

他拿着袋子离开了。

玛莎小姐：

（对女人）您决定了吗？

女人：

不，我——

布卢姆贝格尔走进商店，女人不再说话。

玛莎小姐：

（对布卢姆贝格尔）早上好。

布卢姆贝格尔：

早上好。请给我两条陈面包。

玛莎小姐：

（微笑）你今天好吗？

布卢姆贝格尔：

我很好——

传来救护车经过的声音。布卢姆贝格尔和那个女人都走到门口向外张望。玛莎小姐迅速把两条陈面包切开，各放进一些黄油，然后她将面包放进纸袋。布卢姆贝格尔和那个女人回到柜台。布卢姆贝格尔付钱给玛莎小姐。那个女人回去继续选蛋糕。

布卢姆贝格尔：

谢谢你，再见。

玛莎小姐：

再见。

女人：

好了，我应该买什么蛋糕呢？




第四场



一个可怕的错误




同日的晚些时候。玛莎小姐和格林太太一起在店里。




格林太太：

那么你干了什么呢？

玛莎小姐：

我在面包里放了些黄油！当然了，他没看见。他当时正忙着看救护车呢。我得迅速行动。

格林太太：

你心肠真好，玛莎。

玛莎小姐：

我不能让他光吃陈面包，安妮。他需要吃些好东西，可怜的人。

格林太太：

他看见黄油的时候会说些什么呢？他会知道是你放进去的。

玛莎小姐：

（微笑）是的，他会的。（她突然看上去很担心。）你觉得他会生气吗？

格林太太：

不，当然不会了，如果他饿的话就不会。不过我得走了。明天见，玛莎。

玛莎小姐：

再见，安妮。

格林太太离开了面包店。玛莎开始挪动一两样东西，收拾店铺。接着她在柜台后面坐下来，开始看书。突然门开了，布卢姆贝格尔和凯尔顿走进来。布卢姆贝格尔怒气冲冲，而凯尔顿在奋力拉住他。

布卢姆贝格尔：

（冲玛莎喊）你这个蠢女人！

凯尔顿：

等等！布卢姆贝格尔！

布卢姆贝格尔：

你这个蠢得要命的女人！你知道自己干了什么吗？你毁了我的作品！

凯尔顿：

好了！不要再说了！我肯定这是个意外。

凯尔顿将布卢姆贝格尔拉出了面包店。过了一会儿，凯尔顿回到店里。

玛莎小姐：

他怎么了？

凯尔顿：

那是布卢姆贝格尔。他是个建筑师。我们在同一个办公室一起工作。

玛莎小姐：

可是我做错了什么？

凯尔顿：

他为了新的市立医院的设计图已经努力工作了三个月。这是一场竞赛，布卢姆贝格尔确信自己能赢。

玛莎小姐：

可是……为什么——？

凯尔顿：

我来告诉你吧，小姐。他昨天描完了墨线。而每次描完墨线，他总是用陈面包将铅笔线条擦去。

玛莎小姐：

原来那就是他要买陈面包的原因！

凯尔顿：

嗯，今天——嗯，你知道，黄油正好在面包里，当他想去擦掉铅笔线条时——唉，布卢姆贝格尔的设计图现在是毁了，小姐。

凯尔顿转身离开了面包店。玛莎小姐双手抱头，开始哭起来。




ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1 Read the back cover of the book, and the story introduction. What do you know now about the people in these plays? Tick one box for each sentence.

1）Richard Rockwell's father is very poor.

YES □／NO □

2）Bobby Gillian's uncle is alive.

YES □／NO □

3）Bobby usually enjoys spending money.

YES □／NO □

4）Miss Martha wants someone to love.

YES □／NO □

5）Towers Chandler is very interested in money.

YES □／NO □

2 Here are the four play titles. Which of the things, people or places below belongs to each play? Can you guess?



	All That Money Can Buy
	A Night Out



	One Thousand Dollars
	Two Loaves of Bread






	a will
	a necklace
	Europe



	a taxi driver
	butter
	a servant



	a restaurant
	a lawyer
	a dancer



	a painter
	Broadway
	a ring



	blue eyes
	an old hat
	an architect




3 What can you guess about these plays? Tick answers for these questions (you can tick more than one).

1）What happens to Richard Rockwell in the play? He...

a）learns to dance.

b）loses his father's money.

c）moves to another town.

d）travels round Europe.

e）marries the girl he loves.

f）asks his father for help.

2）What happens to Richard's father in the play? He...

a）loses all his money.

b）helps Richard to marry.

c）falls in love.

d）dies.

e）gives Richard a job.

f）stops Richard's wedding.

3）What happens to Bobby Gillian in the play? He...

a）drinks a lot of champagne.

b）loses the woman he loves.

c）gives $1000 to one person.

d）asks a friend for help.

e）finds a job.

f）spends his money slowly.

4）What happens to Towers Chandler in the play? He...

a）goes on holiday.

b）meets a pretty girl.

c）becomes rich and famous.

d）breaks his leg.

e）makes a stupid mistake.

f）makes some new friends.

5）What happens to Miss Martha in the play? She...

a）stops dreaming of love.

b）ruins someone's work.

c）starts a new business.

d）feels sorry for someone.

e）marries a kind man.

f）loses all her friends.




ACTIVITIES



While Reading

1 Read All That Money Can Buy. Who said these words? Who were they talking to? And who or what were they talking about?

1）'Some young men pay more than a hundred dollars.'

2）'I love her, but how can I tell her?'

3）'All your money cannot make him happy.'

4）'I don't want to lose it.'

5）'Sorry, sir. But I can't.'

6）'That was a good day's work.'

2 Read One Thousand Dollars. Can you find and correct the mistakes in this passage?

Bobby's father, Septimus's Gillian, wrote his will six months before he died. The will gave Bobby one thousand pounds to spend. At first Bobby wanted to buy a ring for his favourite singer, Lotta, but she asked for one which cost three thousand. So he decided to show the money to Miss Hayden, the sister of one of Septimus's friends. Bobby hated her, but she didn't love him, because she thought he only liked football, drank tea and rode horses. Bobby was unhappy when the doctors explained that she would get the rest of Septimus's money.

3 Read A Night Out. Choose the best question-words for these questions, and then answer them.

How/Where/Why

1）... much does Chandler save each week?

2）... often does Chandler go out to an expensive restaurant?

3）... can't Marian walk home?

4）... does Chandler take Marian?

5）... doesn't Chandler tell Marian the truth?

6）... is Marian when she is talking to Sissie?

7）... couldn't Marian love a man like Chandler?

4 Read Two Loaves of Bread. Match these halves of sentences and put them together using the words below.

because　but　so　which　while

1）Blumberger always bought stale bread,

2）Miss Martha saw some paint on his fingers,

3）... he only bought stale bread,

4）... he wasn't looking,

5）She hoped that he would be pleased,




6）She thought that he was very poor.

7）... she thought that he was a painter.

8）... in fact he was very angry with her.

9）She put some butter in his bread.

10）... was cheaper than fresh bread.




ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1 Anthony Rockwell has just finished talking to Richard (see page 8), and now he is talking to Kelly. Complete Kelly's part of the conversation. (Use as many words as you like.)




Rockwell: Ah, Kelly. I've got a little job for you.

Kelly: Good afternoon, Mr Rockwell. What _____?

Rockwell: I want you to stop all the traffic on Broadway.

Kelly: But how _____?

Rockwell:Easy – just pay a lot of people to drive there!

Kelly: But what about _____?

Rockwell: You'll have to pay them too. Then they won't do anything to help.

Kelly: But it's going to _____!

Rockwell: Don't worry. I'll give you $5000 to start with.

Kelly: So when _____?

Rockwell: Tomorrow at 8.30 in the evening.

Kelly: Well, how much _____?

Rockwell: I'll give you a thousand for yourself.

Kelly: All right, _____.

Rockwell: That's wonderful, Kelly. Here's the money.

2 Here is a different ending for A Night Out – a new Scene 4. Complete the passage, using one word in each gap.




Scene 4

Marian comes back into the _____.

Chandler:(Standing up) Oh, Miss Marian!

Marian: I wanted to ask you _____. Is it really _____ that you don't have a _____?

Chandler: No, I'm _____, I don't _____ why I told you that.

Marian: Oh, good! I couldn't possibly _____ a man who has no _____ to do in the _____.

Chandler: Does that mean, Miss Marian, that perhaps you could _____ me? But I must _____ you, I haven't got much _____.

Marian: That doesn't _____, because my _____ are very rich.

Chandler: I _____ you, Miss Marian! Will you _____ me?

Marian: Mr Chandler, my answer is _____!




which do you prefer, the ending in the book or the ending here? Explain why, or write a new ending yourself.




3 Do you agree (A) or disagree (D) with these sentences from the plays? Explain why.




1）'Money talks, right?'

2）'Sometimes dreams come true.'

3）'We all know that painters are very often poor.'

4）'A thousand dollars can be a lot or very little.'

5）'Money is nothing when you have true love.'




4 Perhaps this is what some of the characters in the plays are thinking. Which characters are they, and in which play? And what is happening in the play at this moment?




1）'He didn't see what I was doing! He's taken them! Oh, I am pleased! That'll fatten him up a bit.'




2）'But where can she be? She's been out for two hours! And she's wearing that old coat and hat! I hope she's all right.'




3）'Oh, he's so sweet! He buys me so many presents! I'd love a necklace like Della's. It'll look so much better on me than her!'




4）'I knew that ring would bring him luck. The dear boy! True love at last! I'm going to tell his father the good news at once.'




5）'So he thinks that giving money to the poor is a crazy idea? He only ever thinks of himself, that young man. Why did he ask me, anyway? Oh well, back to my book.'




5 Here are some new titles for the four plays. Which titles go with which plays? Which titles do you prefer, and why?



	Money Talks
	The Rich Man and the Shop Girl



	An Architect's Plan
	Traffic on Broadway



	Dinner for Two
	The Quiet Woman



	Butter for Blumberger
	Lawyers Know Best




6 Put these words from the plays into four groups, under these headings.






	FOOD
	NUMBERS
	JOBS
	FAMILY




aunt, bread, butter, cake, daughter, dressmaker, fifty, hundred, lawyer, million, painter, servant, sister, taxi driver, thousand, uncle




Now find all the sixteen words in this word search, and draw lines through them. The words go from left to right, and from top to bottom.

[image: alt]

7 Look at the word search again and write down all the letters that don't have a line through them. Begin with the first line and go across each line to the end. You will have thirty-five letters, which will make a phrase of eight words.




1）What are the words, who said them, and about whom?

2）How does it make you feel about the speaker, and why?
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一个人躺在托莱多的狱中。他心里害怕——不，不止害怕，他充满了恐惧，因为他知道宗教法庭的狱中有五花八门的“惊喜”。很快，他就会看到下方的陷坑……




这个人并不是书中唯一一个满怀恐惧的人。当福尔图纳托正高高兴兴地要去参加狂欢节聚会时，他遇到了老朋友蒙特雷索。蒙特雷索想要聊聊阿蒙提拉多酒的事情，于是福尔图纳托发现自己身处蒙特雷索家房子下面阴冷潮湿的地窖之中。恐惧很快随之袭来……




一个害怕被活埋的人永远无法摆脱恐惧；一对年轻恋人的密会使很多人陷入恐惧之中；画家年轻貌美的妻子端坐在那里，一直微笑着——然而她心中充满了恐惧。




死亡和恐惧，恐惧和死亡，两者在这些故事中总是牵手相伴。请你在白天，选一个洒满阳光的房间，并在朋友的陪伴下阅读这些故事吧！


THE PIT AND THE PENDULUM

and Other Stories




A man is lying in a prison in Toledo. He is afraid – no, he is more than afraid, he is full of terror, because he knows that the Inquisition has many surprises in its prisons. Very soon he will look down into the pit...




And he is not the only person in these stories to be full of terror. When Fortunato meets his old friend Montresor, he is a happy man, on his way to a carnival party. But Montresor wants to talk about some Amontillado, and Fortunato finds himself in the cold damp vaults below Montresor's house. Terror soon follows...




The man who fears burial alive is never free from terror; a meeting of young lovers brings terror to many people; and the beautiful young wife of a painter sits smiling, smiling, smiling – but with terror in her heart.




Death and Terror, Terror and Death, walk hand in hand through these stories. Read them by daylight, in a bright sunny room, with friends around you!
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The Pit and the Pendulum

I will not open my eyes. Not yet. I lie on my back, very still, and remember...

The black clothes of the judges... their voices, their words. You must die... I watched the judges' mouths – mouths speaking my name, ordering my death. You must die... Cold hands of terror closed round my heart. Then came a sweet thought – what wonderful rest there will be in the grave! After that, I fainted, and saw and heard nothing for a long while.

But I knew when they took me away from that room. They were tall men, moving silently. Down... down they carried me, down into darkness and terror.

I have not opened my eyes yet. I lie on my back, and put out my hand. It falls heavily on something wet and hard. Where am I? Am I still in the prisons at Toledo? Why am I still alive? The Spanish Inquisition kills by fire. Why have they not burnt me to death?

And now I remember other stories of the prisons at Toledo, stories of other kinds of death...

I am afraid to open my eyes. Not afraid of seeing something terrible, but afraid that there is nothing to see. And when at last I do open them, I am right. The blackness of the blackest night is around me. Am I already dead? No! A terrible thought comes to me. I am in a tomb – they have buried me alive in a tomb!

[image: alt]

A terrible thought comes to me. I am in a tomb...

I jump up, moving my arms around me. I can feel and see nothing. This place is too big to be a tomb.

I walk on, slowly, until my fingers touch a wall. It is wet and cold. I begin to follow it round, but then stop. How big is my prison? I must know. I tear off a small piece of my long prison shirt and put it on the floor, next to the wall. I move on again, counting my steps.

Walking is not easy. My feet often slip on the wet floor, and suddenly I fall down. I lie there, with my eyes closed. I want to get up, but I am tired... so tired...

I sleep for some time. When I wake up, I put out my arm and find bread and a bottle of water next to me. I eat hungrily and drink from the bottle. After a time, I get up and follow the wall again, counting my steps.

When I find the piece of my shirt on the floor, I stop and think. My prison is about fifty steps around – so about thirty metres. Does it help me to know this? Perhaps not, but now I want to know more.

I start to move across the room, away from the wall. After six or seven steps, my feet slip on the wet floor again, and I fall heavily on my face.

And yet... there is nothing under my head. My body lies on the floor, but under my head there is... nothing. And I can feel on my face a little soft wind, bringing with it a smell, a warm wet smell – the smell of things that have been dead for a long time.

I put out my arm, and find that I am on the edge of a pit. How deep is it? I feel around the floor with my fingers and find a small stone. I drop it into the pit, and listen. After a long time, it falls into water.

At the same moment, a door opens and closes high above me. For a second there is light in my prison, and then it is gone again. But in that second I see I was just one step away from death in that terrible pit.

Shaking, I move slowly back to the wall. I have heard stories about the prison pits of the Inquisition, and they do not give you a quick, clean death.

Dear God, I am going to die in this prison – a slow and terrible death. Every second of every hour of every day I will wait for it, and the waiting will be as terrible as the death itself.

My fear keeps me from sleep for many long hours, but at last my eyes close. When I wake up, there is bread and water beside me again. So... they are watching me all the time, and come in while I am asleep.

I am very thirsty and I drink the water quickly. They have put something in it because at once I feel very sleepy, and I fall into a long, deep sleep. For how long, I do not know. But when I wake up, it is not so dark. A yellow light is coming from somewhere, and I can see my prison at last.

The room is square, and the walls are not made of stone but of metal. There are pictures on them, pictures of faces with wild-looking eyes – the eyes of devils. In the centre of the stone floor is the pit.

I cannot stand up! Why?

Now I see. I am lying on my back, and am tied to a low wooden bed, with many ropes around my body. I can move my head a little, and my right arm, and I can just get a hand to the plate of food on the floor next to me. But there is no bottle of water... and I am so thirsty. The food this time is meat, dry salty meat, which makes me even thirstier than I was before.

I look up at the metal ceiling above me. On one square of it there is a picture of old Father Time. He is holding a pendulum... No, wait! The pendulum is real – it is moving from side to side.

I watch it for a while, a little afraid. Then I hear a noise. Nine or ten large rats have come up from the pit. They can smell the meat, and are running to it across the floor. I make them go away again, but it is hard work.

Because of the rats it is about an hour before I look up at the ceiling again. The pendulum is still moving from side to side, but more strongly now, and... yes! It is getting lower! Then I go cold with terror. I see that the bottom of the pendulum is made of a great piece of metal, bright and sharp – sharper than the blade of any knife. It is right above my heart, and when it moves from side to side through the air, the blade makes a terrible hissing noise.

And with each move, it comes nearer and nearer.

I escaped death in the pit, but now I am staring at another death. I can do nothing, only watch in terror, and wait until that bright blade cuts into my body.

[image: alt]

With each move of the pendulum, that bright blade comes nearer and nearer.
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Hours, perhaps days, go past. I do not know how many, but the terror does not stop.

I have counted the moves of the pendulum... watched the blade come lower and lower... heard the hissing get louder and louder. Already I can smell the metal of the sharp blade, and I push my body up to it.

'Come! Cut me! Be quick, give me death!'

I sleep, wake, and sleep again. And still the pendulum moves from side to side above me, and the blade comes nearer and nearer. When it reaches me, it will cut across my body, into my heart.

I cannot stop watching it now. I cry out, I laugh, I scream, and still the blade comes nearer. So many long hours of terror. When will they end?

I am hungry, and put out my hand to take the last piece of meat from the plate on the floor. Wait!

A thought comes into my head.

Could I...?

It is only a small hope, but...

The rats are still with me, waiting around my bed, watching me with their red, hungry eyes. 'What food', I think, 'do they eat in that terrible pit?'

They can smell the piece of meat in my hand. I can see their eyes, watching. The meat is full of fat, and if I put the fat on the ropes around my body...

I do this. Then I lie still.

Yes! Some of the biggest rats have jumped up on me. Now there are more, coming from the pit. Suddenly there are hundreds of them running over me, over my body, over my face, touching my eyes, my mouth with their cold mouths. Aaagh!

In seconds the blade will begin to cut into me. I must lie still, I must lie still...

And yes! The rats are eating into the ropes – I can feel it! The blade of the pendulum begins to cut my shirt, and now my body, but the rats have done their work and the ropes fall away from me.

I push the rats off, move away from the pendulum, off the bed, onto the floor. There! I am free!

Free – but still a prisoner of the Inquisition.

The pendulum has stopped moving. It is going back up through the ceiling. So, they are still watching me. What new terror will they send me now?

I look around my metal prison. Already, something is different, something has changed. What is it? And this yellow light, where is it coming from? I look again at the metal walls – and now I can see the narrow gap along the bottom. The yellow light comes from there. I get down to look, but cannot see through the gap.

When I stand up again, I see at once what is different. Those faces on the walls... the colours are brighter, and those wild, devilish eyes burn with – with fire. Yes, real fire! The walls and ceiling are burning, and the smell of hot metal fills the prison. Already it is hard to breathe.

I move away from the wall to the pit in the centre of the room. The burning ceiling sends light deep into the pit, and looking down, I see...
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Looking down into the pit, I see...

No, no, I cannot – I cannot speak of it! Not this! No, no, not this! Oh, any terror, but not this!

I run from the edge and hide my face in my hands.

It is getting hotter, much hotter. Shaking, I take my hands away from my face and look up. What's this? The walls are moving. The room is changing, it is longer and narrower, the walls are closing in on me. So this is the new death – death by burning. Then come, Death! Any death is better than the pit!

But the burning walls push me nearer and nearer to the centre of the room – and the pit. Of course! That is what they want! The walls will push me until I fall into the pit! There will be no escape from this death.

So hot now, and getting hotter... the burning walls closing in... nowhere to stand... my back and arms are burnt... my feet are on the edge of the pit... I cannot hold... I give one last, long scream—

Voices! I can hear voices! Yes, and the sound of running feet, doors opening, men shouting. Now the burning walls are moving back. A hand catches my arm as I begin to fall, fainting, into the pit.

It is General Lasalle. The French army has arrived in the city of Toledo, and the Spanish Inquisition is at last in the hands of its enemies.



pit n. a large deep hole in the ground 陷坑

pendulum n. the part of a machine that swings from side to side 钟摆

terror n. very great fear 恐惧

grave n. a place where a dead person is buried 墓穴

faint v. to fall down suddenly because you are ill or afraid 晕厥

Inquisition n. a group of Roman Catholic churchmen from around the 12th through 18th centuries who punished people who did not agree with them 宗教法庭，异端裁判所

tomb n. a small stone building for a dead person 坟墓

step n. one movement of your feet when you walk （一）步

slip v. to almost fall 滑，滑跤

edge n. the part along the end or side of something 边缘

fear n. what you feel when you are afraid 恐惧，害怕

thirsty adj. needing to drink or feeling that you want a drink 口渴的

ceiling n. the part of a room that is over your head 屋顶，天花板

blade n. the part of a knife that cuts 刀锋，刀刃

hissing n. something sounds like "ssss" 咝咝声

fat n. an oily substance contained in certain foods 脂肪

gap n. a space between two things 缝隙

devilish adj. very bad, difficult or unpleasant 极坏的，恶毒的


陷坑与钟摆

我不想睁开眼睛。现在还不是时候。我仰面躺着，一动不动，回想着……

裁判官们黑色的袍服……他们的声音，他们的话语。你必须死……我看着裁判官们的嘴——那些嘴说出我的名字，宣判我的死刑。你必须死……冰冷的恐惧之手攥住了我的心。随即我的脑海里冒出了一个愉快的念头——长眠于坟墓里是多么惬意呀！之后，我便昏迷了过去，好长一段时间什么也看不到，什么也听不到。

可是当他们把我从那个房间拖走时，我是知道的。他们个子高大，轻手轻脚。向下……他们拖着我向下，向下进入到黑暗和恐惧之中。

我还没有睁开眼睛。我仰面躺着，伸出一只手。手重重地落在又湿又硬的东西上面。我在哪儿？我还在托莱多的监狱里吗？为什么我还活着？西班牙的宗教法庭通常采用火刑。他们为什么还没有烧死我？

此刻我记起了关于托莱多监狱的其他传闻，传闻中的其他死法……

我害怕睁开眼睛。不是害怕看到什么可怕的东西，而是害怕什么也看不到。而当我最终睁开眼时，我猜对了。无尽的黑暗包围着我。我已经死了吗？不！一个可怕的念头出现在我的脑海里。我在一个坟墓里——他们把我活埋在一个坟墓里了！

我跳了起来，伸出手臂四处摸索。我什么也摸不着，什么也看不到。这个地方太大，不可能是一个坟墓。

我慢慢地往前走，直到手指碰到了一面墙。墙壁又湿又冷。我开始顺着墙走，但很快就停了下来。我的牢房有多大？我必须知道。我从自己长长的牢服上撕下了一小条布，把它放在墙根处的地面上。我继续往前走，数着我的脚步。

走路并非易事。我的脚常常在潮湿的地面上打滑。突然，我摔倒了。我躺在地上，闭着眼睛。我想要站起来，可是我累了……已经筋疲力尽……

我睡了一段时间。醒来后，我伸出手臂，在身边摸到了面包和一瓶水。我狼吞虎咽地吃着面包，喝着瓶里的水。过了一会儿，我起身继续顺着墙壁走，边走边数我的脚步。

当我碰到地板上放着的那块牢服上撕下的布条时，我停下来思索。我的牢房绕一圈约五十步——这么说，大约是三十米。这个发现对我有用吗？或许没有，但是现在我想知道更多情况。

我开始横穿牢房，从墙边向中央走去。六七步之后，我的脚又在潮湿的地面上滑了一下，我脸朝下重重地摔倒了。

然而……我的头下面竟然什么都没有。我的身体趴在地面上，但我的头下面则是……空无一物。我的脸能感觉到一阵微风，随之飘来一种味道，一种温暖潮湿的味道——是什么东西死了很久之后散发出的味道。

我伸出手臂，发现自己趴在一个坑的边缘。这个坑有多深？我用手指在地面上四处摸索，找到了一块小石头。我把它扔进坑里，侧耳倾听。过了很久，它掉进了水里。

与此同时，上方远远的某处，一扇门打开后又关上了。有那么一瞬间，我的牢房里有了亮光，然后亮光又消失了。可就在那一瞬间，我看到我只差一步就要掉进那个可怕的坑里丧命。

我浑身颤抖，慢慢挪回到了墙边。我听说过关于宗教法庭监狱里的陷坑的传闻，而那绝不是一种干脆、痛快的死法。

天啊，我要死在这个监狱里了——缓慢而痛苦地死去。每天每时每刻，我都在等着死亡的降临，而等待过程之可怕绝不亚于死亡本身。

我的恐惧使我久久不能入睡，不过最终我的眼睛还是合上了。等我醒来的时候，我的身边又放着面包和水。这么说……他们一直在监视我，等我睡着时才进来。

我非常渴，于是迅速地喝着水。他们在水里放了什么东西，因为我马上就感觉到非常困倦，然后就陷入了长时间的沉睡之中。睡了多久，我不知道。可等我醒来时，四周已经不那么漆黑了。不知从哪里射来了黄色的光线，我终于能看清我的牢房了。

牢房是方形的，墙壁不是石头的，而是金属的。墙壁上有一些画，画的是一张张脸，脸上长着狰狞的眼睛——魔鬼的眼睛。石头地面的中央是那个陷坑。

我无法站起身来！为什么呢？

现在我知道了。我仰面躺着，被绑在一张低矮的木床上，身上缠了很多条绳索。我能稍稍动一下头，还能动我的右臂，只能伸出手够到我旁边地面上的餐盘。可是没有水……我渴极了。这次的食物是肉，又干又咸的肉，这令我比吃之前还要口渴。

我抬头看着我上方的金属天花板。有一块方形嵌板上是时间老人的画像。他拿着一个钟摆……不，等等！那个钟摆是真的——它正来回摆动呢。

我盯着它看了一会儿，有一点儿害怕。接着我听到一些动静。九或十只大老鼠从陷坑里爬了上来。它们闻到肉味，跑了过来。我把它们赶走了，但这可不是件易事。

因为要赶老鼠的缘故，大约一个小时之后我才又抬头看了看天花板。钟摆还在来回摆动，可是现在摆得更加有力了，而且……是的！它正在下降！我随即吓得浑身发冷。我看到钟摆的下端是由一大块金属制成的，明亮而锋利——比任何刀刃都要锋利。它就在我心脏的正上方，每当它在空中从一边摆到另一边，那利刃就发出可怕的咝咝声。

而且随着每一次的摆动，它离我越来越近。

我躲过了命丧陷坑，可现在却眼睁睁地看着死亡再次降临。我什么都做不了，只能满怀恐惧地看着，等待着，直到那个明晃晃的利刃劈入我的身体。
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几个小时，也可能是几天过去了。虽然，我不知道过了多久，可是恐惧一刻都不曾停止。

我数着钟摆摆动的次数……看着那利刃越来越低……听着那咝咝声越来越响。我已经能闻到那利刃的金属味了，于是我挺起身迎向它。

“来啊！劈了我！快一点儿，让我死吧！”

我睡了醒，醒了又睡。钟摆依然在我上方摆来摆去，利刃越来越近。等它够到我，就会劈开我的身体，劈入我的心脏。

现在，我无法不去看它。我大喊，大笑，大叫，然而利刃依然逐渐逼近。那绵延无尽的恐惧，到底何时才会停止？

我饿了，伸出手去拿地上盘中的最后一块肉。等等！

我想到了一个主意。

我能不能……？

虽然希望渺茫，可是……

那些老鼠还待在我身边，围在我的床边等着，它们用饥饿的红眼睛瞪着我。我想，“它们在那个可怕的陷坑里吃什么？”

它们能闻到我手里那块肉的味道。我能看到它们的眼睛正盯着肉看。那肉肥得流油，如果我把油脂抹在捆绑我的绳子上面……

我那么做了。然后我静静地躺着。

太棒了！那些体型最大的老鼠中有一些跳到了我身上。现在有更多的老鼠从陷坑里爬了出来。顷刻之间，有数百只老鼠跑到了我的身上、脸上，用它们冰冷的嘴触碰着我的眼睛、我的嘴。啊！

再过几秒钟，那利刃就将劈入我的身体。我必须一动不动地躺着，我必须一动不动地躺着……

太棒了！老鼠们正在咬绳子——我能感觉到！钟摆的利刃开始切割我的牢服，现在已经要切到我的身体了，好在老鼠们已经完成了它们的工作，绳索从我身上掉了下去。

我驱开群鼠，逃离了钟摆，翻身下地。就这样！我自由了！

自由了——但还是宗教法庭的囚徒。

钟摆停止了摆动。它升回到天花板上。这么说，他们还在监视我。现在他们还要给我制造什么新的恐惧？

我环视这间金属牢房。有什么东西已经不一样了，某些东西发生了变化。是什么？这黄色的光线来自何处？我再次朝金属墙壁看去——现在我能看到墙根处狭窄的缝隙了。黄色的光线就是从那里照进来的。我蹲下查看，可是看不到缝隙的外面是什么。

等我再次站起来后，我马上看出了有什么不同。墙上的那些面孔……那些色彩更加明亮，那些狰狞、恶鬼般的眼中燃烧着——火焰。是的，真正的火焰！墙壁和天花板正在燃烧，炙热的金属散发出的味道充满了整个牢房。这里已经令人难以呼吸。

我从墙壁旁走到牢房中央的陷坑边上。燃烧的天花板发出的光芒照亮了陷坑的深处，我低头看去，看到了……

不，不，我不能——我说不出来！不要是这个！不，不，不要是这个！啊，随便什么可怕的东西都行，但不要是这个！

我从坑边跑开，用手捂住了脸。

牢房里越来越热，热得厉害。我颤抖着把手从脸上拿开，向上看去。这是怎么回事？墙壁正在移动。牢房正在发生变化，它变得更长更窄，墙壁正朝我逼近。原来这就是新的死法——被火烧死。那么来吧，死亡！任何死法都比死在陷坑里强！

可是燃烧的墙壁将我一步步推向牢房中央——还有那个陷坑。当然！那就是他们想要的！墙壁会一直逼迫我，直到我掉进陷坑为止！这种死法是无论如何也逃脱不了了。

现在这么炙热，而且越来越热……燃烧的墙壁逼迫过来……站立的地方都没有……我的后背和胳膊都烧伤了……我的脚就在陷坑的边缘……我坚持不住了……我发出了最后一声长长的尖叫——

声音！我能听到声音！是的，还有跑步的声音，开门的声音和人们的喊声。现在燃烧的墙壁正在往回移动。就在我要晕倒跌入陷坑之时，一只手抓住了我的胳膊。

是拉萨尔将军。法国军队攻入了托莱多城，而西班牙宗教法庭最终落入了它的敌人之手。


The Cask of Amontillado

Fortunato did and said a thousand things to hurt me. But when he insulted me, I knew that it was time to punish him. 'But I must do it cleverly and secretly,' I thought. 'Only Fortunato himself must know that I am punishing him.'

I was as friendly to Fortunato as before, of course. I went on smiling at him, and he did not know that I was smiling at the thought of his death.

Both he and I liked and bought fine wine. Fortunato knew very little about other things, but he did know about wine and sherry wine. And so did I.

One evening, during the city's carnival, I met my friend in the street. He was dressed in carnival clothes and smelled strongly of wine.

'My dear Fortunato!' I said. 'What luck to meet you! I have bought a cask of Amontillado – but now, well, I'm not so sure that it is Amontillado.'

'Amontillado?' said Fortunato. 'No, no! Nobody sells the best sherry in the middle of carnival. No, no, no!'

'I was stupid,' I said. 'I paid the full Amontillado price, and did not ask you to try it first. But I couldn't find you, and I was afraid of losing it to another buyer. So, the cask is already in my vaults.'

'Amontillado!' he said.

'Perhaps,' I said. 'But I must be sure. I can see that you are on your way to a carnival party. I'll go and see Luchresi. He will tell me—'
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'I can see you are on your way to a carnival party.'

'Luchresi does not know the difference between Amontillado and any other sherry wine,' he said.

'Really? But some people say that he knows wine as well as you do.'

'Come, let's go,' he said.

'Where to?'

'To your vaults,' he said.

'My friend, no,' I said. 'I can hear that you have a bad cough, and my vaults are terribly cold and wet.'

'My cough is nothing,' Fortunato said. 'Let's go. Amontillado! Never! Your wine-seller is stealing your money. And as for Luchresi – what does he know about Amontillado?'

He took my arm, and we walked quickly to my house.

There was no one at home because my servants were out enjoying themselves at the carnival. I took Fortunato through the building and down the stairs into the vaults. Here were the tombs of the Montresors – my family.

'The Amontillado?' Fortunato said. He began to cough in the cold, damp air.

'It's further on,' I said. 'How long have you had that cough?'

He went on coughing for some time before he could answer me. 'It is nothing,' he said, at last.

My friend was full of wine, and found walking difficult. The little bells on his carnival suit made ringing noises when he moved. He began to cough again.

'We'll go back,' I said. 'You must not get ill. You have family, friends, you are loved, needed – you must take care of yourself. We'll go back. I can go to Luchresi—'

'Stop!' he said. 'The cough is nothing. It will not kill me. I shall not die from a cough.'

'That's true,' I said. 'But you must be careful. Take a drink from this bottle of Medoc. It is a good wine and will warm you. Here you are, drink this!'

I opened the bottle and gave it to him. 'I drink,' he said, 'to all the dead Montresors sleeping around us.' And he drank.

'And I drink to your long life,' I said.

Again he took my arm and we walked on.

'These vaults are very large,' he said.

'The Montresor family is a very old one. There have been a great many of us.'

I was warmed by the Medoc, and the wine was making Fortunato's eyes bright. We walked on, past casks and bottles of wine, deep into the vaults. I stopped again and held his arm.
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We walked on, deep into the vaults.

'We are under the river now,' I said. 'See how wet the walls are here. Come, we will go back before it is too late. Your cough—'

'It is nothing,' he said. 'Let's go on. But first, another drink to keep us warm.'

I took another bottle of wine and gave it to him. He drank it all without stopping. His eyes were even brighter, and he laughed.

'Now, let's go on to the Amontillado,' he said.

We went on, and down, and came into the deepest vault. Around three walls, from floor to ceiling, were the bones of the dead. Many more bones lay on the floor. Cut into the fourth wall was a smaller vault.

Fortunato held up his torch and looked into the blackness, but could see nothing.

'Go in,' I told him. 'You will find the Amontillado in there.'

He went inside and I followed him. In three steps he was at the back wall of the vault, and he stood there, looking stupid. On the wall were two metal rings and a chain with a lock. Before he could do anything, I put the chain around him and locked it to the rings.

'Put your hand on the wall, Fortunato,' I said. 'How wet it is! How very wet! Once more I ask, why don't you go back? No? Then I must leave you. But first I must try to make you comfortable.'

'The – the Amontillado!' my friend said. He did not understand.

'True,' I said. 'The Amontillado.'

Hidden under some of the bones on the floor were stones and other things for building a wall. I took them across to the small vault and began to work quickly.

Before the wall was half a metre high, Fortunato began to make soft crying noises. Then he was silent for some time. I worked on busily, building the wall higher and higher. Then I heard him again. He was pulling the chain and shaking it, but I knew the lock was strong.

The wall was now as high as my neck. I held my torch higher, to see his face. He began to scream, long high screams, filled with terror. I listened, worrying. No, we were too deep under the ground. No sounds would escape from this vault. I screamed back at Fortunato, longer and louder. Then he stopped.
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I held my torch higher, to see his face.

By midnight the wall was nearly finished. There was one last heavy stone. I had it almost in place when I heard a soft but terrible laugh.

Then Fortunato's sad voice said, 'Ha! Ha! Ha! A very good joke. We will laugh about it often when we are drinking our wine.'

'The Amontillado!' I said.

'Ha! Ha! Yes, the Amontillado. But it is getting late. My wife and friends are waiting for me. Let's go now, Montresor.'

'Yes,' I said. 'Let's go.'

'For the love of God, Montresor!'

'Yes,' I said. 'For the love of God.'

I waited for an answer. None came.

'Fortunato!' I called.

No answer. I called again.

'Fortunato!'

Still no answer. I pushed my torch through the gap in the wall and let it fall. Still nothing. I put the last stone in place, and then in front of the new wall I put the bones of the dead.

For fifty years, nobody has moved them.



Amontillado n. a kind of sherry wine 阿蒙提拉多酒（是雪利酒的一个知名品种）

insult v. to say something bad about somebody 侮辱

punish v. to make someone suffer because they have done something wrong 惩罚

sherry n. a pale or dark brown strong wine, originally from Spain 雪利酒（原产于西班牙的一种白色或深褐色的烈性酒）

carnival n. a party for everybody in the streets, with music, singing, and dancing 狂欢节

vault n. an underground room used to store things, such as wine or vegetables for the winter 地窖，地下室

damp adj. a little bit wet 潮湿的

suit n. a set of clothes used for a certain purpose （特定场合穿的）一套衣服

torch n. a long stick with burning material at one end that produces light 火把，火炬

escape v. if gas, liquid, light, heat etc escapes from somewhere, it comes out, especially when you do not want it to （气体、液体、光、热等）泄漏，逸出


一桶阿蒙提拉多酒

福尔图纳托用他的言行伤害过我千百次。但当他侮辱我的时候，我知道是时候惩罚他了。“不过我必须干得既巧妙又隐秘。”我想，“要只有福尔图纳托自己知道我在惩罚他。”

当然了，我对福尔图纳托像以前一样友好。我照旧向他微笑，而他并不知道我是想到了他的死才笑的。

他和我一样，既爱喝也爱买上好的葡萄酒。福尔图纳托对其他的事情知之甚少，但他确实了解葡萄酒和雪利酒。我也如此。

一天傍晚，适逢城里的狂欢节，我在街上遇到了我这位朋友。他穿着狂欢节的衣服，浑身都是浓烈的酒味。

“我亲爱的福尔图纳托！”我说，“这么巧遇到你！我买了一桶阿蒙提拉多酒——不过现在，呃，我有点拿不准它是不是阿蒙提拉多酒。”

“阿蒙提拉多酒？”福尔图纳托说，“不，不会的！没有人会在狂欢节的时候卖最好的雪利酒。不，不，不会的！”

“我真傻。”我说，“我按阿蒙提拉多酒的价格付了钱，却没有事先让你替我尝尝。可我找不到你，而且我怕被别的买家买走了。所以，那桶酒已经在我的地窖里了。”

“阿蒙提拉多酒！”他说。

“或许是。”我说，“不过我必须确认一下。我看得出来你正要去参加狂欢节聚会呢。我去找卢奇雷西吧。他会告诉我——”

“卢奇雷西不知道阿蒙提拉多酒与其他雪利酒的区别。”他说。

“是吗？可是有些人说他对葡萄酒的了解跟你一样深。”

“走，我们去吧。”他说。

“去哪儿？”

“去你的地窖。”他说。

“我的朋友，不行。”我说，“我听得出来，你咳嗽得很厉害，而我的地窖里非常阴冷潮湿。”

“我的咳嗽不算什么。”福尔图纳托说，“我们走吧。阿蒙提拉多酒！不可能！酒商是在骗你的钱。至于卢奇雷西——他对阿蒙提拉多酒知道个啥？”

他拽着我的手臂，快步向我家走去。

家里没人，因为我的仆人们都去狂欢节找乐子去了。我带着福尔图纳托穿过房屋，走下台阶，进了地窖。这里是蒙特雷索家族——我们家族——的墓穴。

“阿蒙提拉多酒呢？”福尔图纳托问。阴冷潮湿的空气使他开始咳嗽起来。

“还要往里走。”我说，“你咳嗽多久了？”

他又咳嗽了好一阵才能回答我。“没关系。”他终于能开口说话了。

我的朋友喝了很多酒，感到走路有些困难。他一动，那身狂欢节装束上的小铃铛就发出丁零丁零的响声。他又咳嗽了起来。

“我们回去吧。”我说，“可别把你弄病了。你有家人、有朋友，他们爱你、需要你——你必须照顾好自己。我们回去吧。我可以去找卢克雷西——”

“打住！”他说，“咳嗽不算什么，要不了我的命。我不会因为咳嗽而死掉。”

“那倒是。”我说，“可你一定要小心。喝一点这瓶梅多克葡萄酒吧。这可是好酒，会让你暖和起来。给，喝吧！”

我打开酒瓶，递给了他。“为，”他说，“我们周围所有长眠的蒙特雷索家的人而举杯。”然后他喝了下去。

“祝你长命百岁。”我说。

他又拉起我的手臂，我们继续往前走。

“这些窖室可真大。”他说。

“蒙特雷索是一个非常古老的家族。我们家族有很多人。”

喝完梅多克葡萄酒，我暖和了起来，这酒也让福尔图纳托的眼神明亮起来。我们继续走着，经过了一个个酒桶和一瓶瓶葡萄酒，进入了地窖的深处。我又停了下来，抓住他的手臂。

“我们现在在河的下面。”我说，“看看这儿的墙壁有多湿呀。算了，我们回去吧，不然就太迟了。你的咳嗽——”

“没关系。”他说，“我们继续走吧。不过先再喝一点儿酒取暖吧。”

我又拿了一瓶葡萄酒，递给了他。他一口气都喝了下去。他的眼神更加明亮了，然后他笑了起来。

“好了，我们去找阿蒙提拉多酒吧。”他说。

我们继续向前走，又向下走，进入了最深的一间窖室。房间的三面墙上架满了死人的骸骨，从地板直抵天花板。地上堆放着更多的骸骨。而在第四面墙后挖开了一间小一点的窖室。

福尔图纳托举起火把，向黑暗中看去，可是什么也没看见。

“进去吧。”我对他说，“你进去就能看到阿蒙提拉多酒了。”

他走了进去，我尾随而入。他只走了三步，就到了窖室尽头。他站在那里，露出一副呆滞的表情。墙上有两个金属圆环，还有一条带锁的链子。他还没反应过来，我就用链条捆住了他，把链条锁在了圆环上。

“把你的手放到墙上，福尔图纳托。”我说，“墙多潮湿呀！潮湿极了！我再问一遍，你为什么不回去？真不回去？那么我要离开你了。不过我必须先把你弄得舒舒服服的。”

“那——那桶阿蒙提拉多酒！”我的朋友说。他不明白这是怎么回事。

“是的。”我说，“阿蒙提拉多酒。”

堆在地上的骸骨下藏着砌墙用的石头和一些其他东西。我把它们搬到小窖室这边，麻利地干起活来。

墙快要砌到半米高的时候，福尔图纳托开始发出轻轻的哭声。然后他又安静了一会儿。我继续忙活着，把墙砌得越来越高。随后我又听到了他的动静。他拽着链条使劲扯，但我知道那把锁非常结实。

墙现在跟我的脖子一般高了。我把火把举高了一些，好看到他的脸。他开始尖叫，长时间的高声尖叫，充满了恐惧。我听着，有些惴惴不安。不，我们在地下很深的地方。没有声音能从这个窖室传出去。我也朝着福尔图纳托大叫起来，叫声比他还长还响亮。然后他便不作声了。

到了半夜，墙快要砌好了。还剩最后一块沉重的石头。就在我快要把它放好的时候，我听到了一阵轻微但却可怕的笑声。

接着，福尔图纳托悲怆的声音响了起来：“哈！哈！哈！真是个好玩笑。我们以后喝酒的时候会常拿这事来笑一笑。”

“阿蒙提拉多酒！”我说。

“哈！哈！是的，阿蒙提拉多酒。可是现在太晚了。我的妻子和朋友们都在等我呢。我们走吧，蒙特雷索。”

“好的。”我说，“我们走吧。”

“发发慈悲，蒙特雷索！”

“是的。”我说，“发慈悲。”

我等着他答话。可是没声音了。

“福尔图纳托！”我大声喊。

没有回音。我又喊了一声。

“福尔图纳托！”

还是没有回音。我把火把塞到墙缝中，让它从墙的另一头掉下去。还是没动静。我把最后一块石头砌好，然后在这面新墙前摆放好死人的骸骨。

五十年来都没有人动过这些骸骨。


The Premature Burial

What is the most horrible thing that can happen to a person? It is not death, but premature burial – burial before death, burial while you are still alive. It is everyone's worst fear.

Life and Death. When does one end, and the other begin? With some illnesses, we cannot be sure. The body is cold and still, the heart has stopped, breathing has stopped... but this is not always the end of a life.

So it is not difficult to understand why premature burials sometimes happen. People still remember the story of a Baltimore woman, not long ago. She went to her bed with a sudden illness, and died soon after.

Or so her husband and her doctors thought.

Her heart was silent, her face grey, her eyes unseeing, her body as cold as the grave. She lay like this for three days, and then they buried her in the family vault.

Three years later, they opened the vault again for another coffin. When her husband pulled back the doors, something fell noisily into his arms.

It was his wife's skeleton, in her white burial clothes.

Doctors thought that the woman 'came alive' again about two days after her burial. She fought wildly to get out of her coffin, they said, until it fell and broke open. She then used a piece of the broken coffin to hit the metal doors of the vault. But nobody heard her, or her screams for help. Then perhaps she fainted, or even died of terror. Her burial dress caught on some metalwork, which stopped her falling. And so she stayed, standing dead at the door, for three years.
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And so she stayed, standing dead at the door, for three years.

How often are people buried alive? Perhaps more often than we know. Think of the terror of it – the smell of the cold damp ground... the blackness of the night inside the narrow coffin... the long, long silence.

There are many true stories about premature burials. This is the one that happened to me.

For some years I had an illness called catalepsy. People who have catalepsy lie still and do not move for hours, or even days. They are still warm, and there is still some colour in their faces, but you have to listen hard to hear their heart or their breathing. Sometimes they can stay like this for weeks or months. And then it is difficult to find life in them.

When a cataleptic fit started, I always felt cold and ill, and then I fainted. After this, everything was black and silent. I always woke up very slowly – and I could never remember anything about the fit.

My body itself was well and strong, but I began to worry more and more. I talked all the time about coffins and graves. Day and night my thoughts were about premature burial. I was afraid of sleeping – and afraid of waking up in a grave. And when at last I did fall asleep, my dreams were about the terrors of death.

Once I dreamed that I was in a long cataleptic fit. A cold hand touched my face, and a voice in my ear said softly, 'Get up!'

I sat up. Everything was dark and I could not see the speaker. Where was I? The cold hand started to shake my arm, and the voice said, 'Get up! I said, get up!'

'Who are you?' I asked.

'I have no name in the place where I live,' said the voice. 'I was alive, but now I am dead, and a thing of darkness. I cannot sleep, cannot rest. How can you sleep so quietly? Get up! Come with me into the night, and I will show you the graves of the dead.'

And in my dream I looked into the open graves of every dead person in the world. I saw them, sleeping the long sleep of death in their burial clothes. But more terrible than the dead were the not-dead – those who were not sleeping, those who were fighting to get out of their coffins, those who died trying to escape.

While I stared, the voice spoke to me again. 'It is a most terrible thing to see, a most terrible thing...'

I remembered these dreams for a long time. I began to be afraid to leave my house. I did not want to be away from people who knew about my cataleptic fits. My friends, I thought, will never bury me alive by mistake. But then I began to worry about my friends...

So I made many changes in my family vault. Usually the doors opened from outside; now I could open them from inside. I made holes for air and light to come in, and places for food and water near the coffin. I bought a new coffin that was warm and comfortable. The top of the coffin was like a door, and I could open it from the inside. And on the ceiling of the vault I put a big bell, with a rope that came down to the coffin, and through a hole in the top, next to my hand.
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I made many changes in my family vault.

But I was still afraid...

And I was right to be afraid. One day I woke up slowly, eyes still closed, feeling strangely tired. Then a sudden terror hit me. I tried to think, to remember... and then I felt that I was waking up not from sleep, but from a cataleptic fit. And cold fear filled me at once, fear that never leaves me, day or night.

For some minutes I lay still, but at last I opened my eyes. It was dark – all dark – the darkness of a night that would never end. I felt that I lay on hard wood, and when I moved my arms, they hit wood on both sides of me, and above my face.

I was lying in a coffin.

Then hope came. I pushed hard to open the top of my special coffin; it would not move. I tried to find the bell-rope; it was not there. And now hope left me. This was a hard wooden coffin, not my soft, comfortable one. And there was a smell of wetness, a smell of cold damp ground! I was not in my vault...

'Oh, dear God!' I thought. 'I have had a cataleptic fit, and I'm away from my home and with people who don't know me. They think that I'm dead, and they have buried me like a dog, in a cheap wooden coffin. Deep, deep in a grave with no name on it! No, no!'

I screamed – a long, wild, terrible scream.

'Hello? Hello?' a man's voice answered.

'What's the matter?' said a second man's voice.

'What's going on?' said a third man's voice. 'Why are you screaming like that?'

Then the men began to shake me. They did not wake me, because I was already awake, but the shaking helped me, and at once I remembered everything.

I was near Richmond, in Virginia, on a walk with a friend beside the James River. When night came, there was a sudden storm. We saw an old sailing boat at the side of the river, and hurried along to it.

'We must get out of this storm,' I said to my friend. 'The boat is very small, but it will keep us dry.'

So we slept there that night. The beds were very narrow, and were not much better than long wooden boxes in the side of the boat. They were only half a metre across, and half a metre from top to bottom. It was difficult to get into a bed that was so small, but I slept well... and dreamt.

In my dream – and of course it was a dream – my narrow wooden bed became my coffin. The damp smell came from the river and the wet ground after the rain. And the men who shook me to wake me up were the workmen on the boat.
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In my dream my narrow wooden bed became my coffin.

It was a dream, yes. But the terror was real, and terror can make people ill, or even kill them. But something good came from this terrible adventure. After that day I stopped thinking about death and burial. I went walking and riding, and breathed the free air. My fears went away, and my catalepsy went with them.

It is easy to understand the terror of a living burial, the terror of waking inside a closed coffin. But we must put away thoughts like these, and close the door on them, or fear and worry will send us to an early grave.



premature adj. happening earlier than expected 过早的，提前的

burial n. the act of burying a dead body 埋葬

unseeing adj. not noticing anything even though your eyes are open 视而不见的

coffin n. a long box in which a dead person is buried 棺材

skeleton n. the bones inside a person's body 骨骼

metalwork n. objects made by shaping metal 金属制品

catalepsy n. an illness where people stay asleep and do not move 强直性昏厥症

fit n. a time when you cannot control your behaviour 一阵发作


未亡先葬

一个人最怕的是什么事情？不是死亡，而是未亡先葬——死亡之前的葬礼，也就是在你还活着的时候就将你埋葬。这是所有人最害怕的事情。

生与死。一个何时结束，另一个又何时开始？在患有某些疾病的情况下，我们无法确知。身体冰冷僵硬，心脏停止跳动，呼吸也停止了……然而这并不总是意味着生命的结束。

所以，偶尔会出现未亡先葬的情况也就不难理解了。人们还记得，不久前那个巴尔的摩妇女的故事。她身染急病，卧床不起，很快就去世了。

至少她丈夫和医生们是这么认为的。

她的心脏静止了，脸色灰暗，眼神涣散，身体像坟墓一样冰冷。她像这样躺了三天，然后他们就把她埋进了家族的墓室中。

三年之后，他们打开墓室，准备放入另一具棺材。当她的丈夫拉开大门时，有什么东西哗啦啦地倒入他的怀中。

那是他妻子的骸骨，上面还套着白色的葬服。

医生们认为，那个妇女大约是在葬礼两天之后又“复活”的。他们说，她奋力挣扎想要从棺材里出来，直到棺材倒地摔了开来。然后她用一块棺木碎片敲打墓室的金属大门。可是，没有人听到她的敲打声或求救的尖叫声。后来，或许她晕了过去，甚至死于恐惧。她的葬服钩到了某个金属物品上，使她没有跌倒。于是，她就待在那里，保持着站姿死在了门口，整整三年。

人们被活埋的几率有多少？或许比我们知道的几率还要大些。想想那样有多么恐怖吧——阴冷潮湿的地面散发的味道……在狭窄的棺木中不见天日的黑暗……无比漫长的死寂。

关于未亡先葬的真实故事有很多。下面就是发生在我身上的故事。

多年来，我患有一种叫做强直性昏厥症的疾病。强直性昏厥症患者会静静地躺着，好几个小时甚至好几天一动不动。他们还有体温，脸上也依然有血色，但是你得特别努力听，才能听到他们的心跳和呼吸。有时候，他们会数周甚至数月保持这样的状态。这样一来，要发现他们还活着实在并非易事。

当强直性昏厥症刚开始发作时，我总是会感到浑身发冷，特别难受，然后我就晕倒了。在这之后，一切都变得黑暗和寂静。我总是苏醒得特别缓慢——我从来也不记得发作时到底发生了什么。

我原本体格强健，可我开始越来越担心。我的谈话总是离不开棺材和坟墓。我日日夜夜想着未亡先葬的事。我害怕睡觉——害怕在坟墓中醒来。而当最后我终于睡着时，我的梦中充斥着对死亡的恐惧。

一次，我梦见自己的强直性昏厥症发作了很长时间。一只冰冷的手摸着我的脸，一个声音在我耳边轻声说：“起来呀！”

我坐了起来。周围黑漆漆的，我看不到说话的人。我在哪里？那只冰冷的手开始摇晃我的胳膊，那个声音说：“起来呀！我说，起来呀！”

“你是谁？”我问。

“在我的世界里，我没有名字。”那个声音说，“我以前活着，而现在我已经死了，变成了一个黑暗的东西。我不能睡觉，也不能安歇。你怎么能这么安静地睡觉？起来呀！跟我一起进入黑夜，我将向你展示那些死人的坟墓。”

在梦中，我看到了世界上所有死人的坟墓打开时的样子。我看到他们穿着葬服，长眠于死亡之中。可是比死人更可怕的是还没死的人——那些没有长眠的人，那些正奋力挣扎想要爬出棺材的人，那些在试图逃生时死去的人。

正当我凝神细看时，那个声音又对我说：“最可怕的事莫过于看见这些，最可怕的事……”

我久久不能忘却这些梦境。我开始害怕离开我的房子。我不想离开那些知道我患有强直性昏厥症的人。我想，我的朋友们永远不会误将我活埋。可接下来，我又开始担心我的朋友们……

于是，我对我家族的墓室进行了多项改建。通常墓室的门是从外面打开的；现在我可以从里面把门打开。我凿了一些洞，好让空气和光亮能进来，还在棺材附近布置了一些放食物和水的地方。我买了一副既温暖又舒适的新棺材。棺材盖就像门一样，我能从里面把它打开。我在墓室的顶部安了一个大钟，钟上挂着一条绳子垂到棺材上，然后那绳子穿过棺材盖上的一个洞，刚好到我的手边。

可我还是害怕……

我害怕是有道理的。一天，我慢慢醒来，双眼还闭着，我感到异常疲倦。然后一阵突如其来的恐惧向我袭来。我试图思索、回忆……然后我感到我不是从睡梦中苏醒，而是在强直性昏厥症发作之后醒来的。我心中一下子充满了冰冷的恐惧感，这一恐惧从未离开过我，无论是白天还是黑夜。

我静静地躺了几分钟，不过最终我睁开了双眼。四周黑乎乎的——一片漆黑——绵延无尽的夜晚的黑暗。我感到自己躺在坚硬的木头上面，我一挪动双臂，便碰到了身体两侧和脸上方的木头。

我躺在一副棺材里。

然后希望降临了。我用力想要推开我那副特制棺材的盖子，可是推不动。我试着寻找那条连着大钟的绳索，可它不在那儿。现在希望离我而去。这是一副坚硬的木头棺材，不是我那副柔软舒适的棺材。而且这里有一种潮湿的味道，一种阴冷潮湿的泥土味！我不在我的墓室里……

“啊，天啊！”我想，“我的强直性昏厥症发作了，我不在家里，和一些不认识我的人在一起。他们以为我死了，于是把我像一条狗一样埋了，埋在一副廉价的木头棺材里，深深地埋在坟墓里，上面连名字都没有！啊，不！”

我尖叫起来——一声长长的、歇斯底里的、可怕的尖叫。

“喂？喂？”一个男人的声音回应。

“发生什么事了？”又一个男人的声音响了起来。

“怎么回事？”另一个男人说，“你为什么喊成这样？”

然后那些男人开始动手摇晃我。他们没有把我摇醒，因为我本来就已经醒了，可是那摇晃也帮了我的忙，我一下子想起了发生的所有事情。

我在弗吉尼亚州的里士满附近，和一个朋友在詹姆斯河边散步。夜幕降临时，突降暴雨。我们在河边看到一艘旧帆船，急忙沿着河岸跑了过去。

“我们得避避雨。”我对朋友说，“这艘船很小，不过它能让我们不被淋湿。”

于是当晚我们就睡在那里。床铺很狭窄，不比放在船侧的那些长长的木头箱子好多少。床铺仅有半米宽、半米长。要想钻进这样狭窄的一张床铺不是件易事，但我睡得很香……而且还做梦了。

在我的梦里——那当然是一个梦——狭窄的木床变成了我的棺材。那潮湿的味道其实是靠近河水和雨后潮湿的土地所带来的。而把我摇醒的男人其实是船上的工人。

那是一个梦，是的。然而那种恐惧却是真实的，恐惧能让人生病，甚至能置人于死地。然而这次恐怖的经历却有好的结局。那天之后，我不再想死亡和葬礼了。我出去散步、骑马，呼吸自由的空气。我的恐惧消失了，随之而去的还有我的强直性昏厥症。

不难理解为什么人们会恐惧被活埋以及在密闭的棺材中醒来。但我们必须把这些想法抛开，并将它们拒之门外，否则恐惧和担忧就会把我们早早送入坟墓。


The Meeting

How well I remember that meeting! I was in Venice, that city of dark secrets and silent waters. It was midnight, and the midsummer air was hot and still, the canals silent and empty.

I was coming home in a gondola along the Grand Canal when I heard a sudden scream – a woman's scream. I jumped up, and the boatman turned my gondola to go under the Bridge of Sighs and past the great house of the Mentoni family. Lights were on in all the windows, and people were running down the steps to the water. The canal was suddenly as light as day.

'What has happened?' I called out.

'A child fell from its mother's arms,' came the answer. 'From a high window of the house.'

I stopped to watch, full of fear for the child. Already people were swimming in the water, calling, shouting, looking everywhere.

At the doorway to the palace stood the child's young mother, the Marchesa di Mentoni, the loveliest woman in all of Venice.

She stood alone. But she was not looking into the water for her lost child. She was staring across the canal at the building opposite. Why? I asked myself. What could she see there, in the dark corners of that old building? Or was she afraid to look into the canal, afraid to see the dead body of her child in the dark waters?

On the steps behind the Marchesa, higher up, stood her old husband, Mentoni himself, the head of the rich and famous Mentoni family. He gave orders to the servants who were looking for his child, but he looked bored, bored to death.

Then, from one of the dark corners outside the building opposite, a man stepped into the light and immediately jumped into the canal.

A minute later, he stood next to the Marchesa with the living, breathing child in his arms. The light from the windows fell on his face, and everyone could see him.
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The young man stood next to the Marchesa with the child in his arms.

He was a very famous young man – as beautiful as a Greek god, with his black eyes, and his wild black hair. We were not close friends, but I knew him a little, from my time in Venice.

He did not speak. And to my great surprise the Marchesa did not take her child in her arms and hold him close. Other hands took the child and carried him away, into the house. And the Marchesa? Her eyes were wet with tears, and her hands were shaking.

Then old Mentoni turned and went into the house. The Marchesa took the young man's hand in both of hers, and stared into his face. Her eyes were dark with terror, and her face as white as the moonlight that danced on the waters of the canal.

She spoke softly, hurriedly, the tears running down that wild, white face. Below the steps, in my gondola, I heard every word.

'You have won,' she said, 'you have won... and you are right... there is only one answer... we cannot go on... we agreed the way, and now the time has come... we shall meet... one hour after sunrise...'
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Everyone went away, lights went out, and my young friend now stood alone on the steps. He was white-faced and shaking. He looked around and saw me, and remembered me at once.

There were no other boats on the canal at that time, so I took him home in my gondola. We talked of unimportant things, and then he asked me to visit him the next morning.

'Come at sunrise,' he said. 'Yes, at sunrise! Not a minute later. Please!'

I thought his words were a little strange, but they were not the first strange words on that strange night.

I agreed to go, and arrived at sunrise. His apartment was in one of those very old buildings which look down on the Grand Canal, near the Rialto Bridge. The rooms were large, and full of beautiful things from Italy, Greece, Egypt... There were pictures, furniture, carpets, things made of black stone, and red stone, of glass, of gold, of silver... Soft music was playing somewhere, and the early morning sunlight danced in through the windows.

There was too much to look at, too much light, too many colours, too many beautiful things. I stared around in silent surprise, and my young friend laughed.

'Oh, I am sorry for laughing,' he said. 'But you look so surprised! And sometimes a man must laugh or die. How wonderful to die laughing, don't you agree?'

He half-fell into a low chair, still laughing in that strange way.

'I have other apartments,' he went on, 'but none like this one. You are one of the very few people who have seen it. Come – I have some famous pictures here. You must see them.'

He wanted to show me everything. He was tired, but also excited. And perhaps afraid too. I could not be sure. But something was worrying him. Sometimes he stopped speaking in the middle of a sentence and listened. To what? The sound of another visitor on the stairs? To words inside his head?

During one of these silent moments, I turned away and saw a book of Italian songs on a small table. The open page was wet with new tears. And on the opposite, empty page, written in English and in my young friend's handwriting, were these lines:




You were my sun, my moon, my stars,

My life I gave to you.

We danced by day, we sang by night,

A love so sweet and true.

Now all my days I spend in darkness,

The fire of life is cold,

I see no more your quick bright smile,

Your hand I cannot hold.

They took you from our English clouds

To a blue Italian sky,

To marry an old man, rich in gold,

And now my heart will die.




Under these lines were written a place and date. The place was London. This surprised me, because when I first met him in Venice, I asked him, 'When you were living in London, did you ever meet the Marchesa di Mentoni? She lived in that city for some years before she married.'

To this he replied, 'I have never been to London.'

For a rich young Englishman I thought this was strange, but I thought little of it at the time.

He did not see me with this book, and now turned to me again.

'One more picture to see,' he said. 'Come.'

He took me to a small room. There was just one picture in it – a portrait of the Marchesa di Mentoni.

She stood, smiling down at us, as beautiful as ever, her dark eyes full of life.

My young friend stood, staring at the portrait for a long time. Then, at last, he said, 'Come, let's drink!'
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My young friend stood, staring at the portrait for a long time.

He went away to find wine, and I turned back to the book of Italian songs on the little table. Perhaps there were answers to these mysteries about my friend in this book. I turned the pages, and found, hidden at the back of the book, part of a letter. It was in a woman's handwriting.




... You say that you love me, more than the world, more than life itself. But how much is that? How can I be sure? Will you do this for me? Will you save from death my child –my child, by him?

If you do this, then I will know that your words are true. And I will take your hand for one last time... We shall go together through that last door...




I heard a sound, and closed the book hurriedly. My friend came back into the room, carrying two large silver goblets, full to the top with wine. He gave one to me.

'It is early, but let's drink,' he said again. At that moment a clock sounded the hour. 'One hour after sunrise,' he said softly. 'Yes, it is early. But what does it matter? Let us drink to the sun, yes, the sun!'

He drank his goblet of wine very quickly.

'To dreams,' he said. 'All my life I have dreamed. I have made myself a home of dreams, here in the heart of Venice. Where could be better?' He put his empty goblet down on the table. 'And now I am ready for the land of real dreams. Soon, I shall be there...'
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'All my life I have dreamed...'

He stopped and listened – but to what, I did not know. Then he lifted his head and said:




Wait for me there! I will be sure

　To meet you at that last dark door.




On the last word he fell into a chair, and his eyes closed.

At the same moment there were feet on the stairs, and a loud knocking at the door. A young servant from the Mentoni house ran into the room.

'The Marchesa! I come from the Marchesa!' the boy cried.'Poison! She has taken poison! She is dead!'

I ran to the chair and tried to wake my young friend, to tell him this strange and terrible news.

But he did not move. His hand was cold to my touch, and his face white and still.

He, too, was dead.

I fell back against the table in terror, and my hand touched my friend's wine goblet, which stood there. It was now blackened inside, and from it came a sweet, sickly smell – the smell of poison.

And in a second I understood everything.



canal n. a river made by people for boats to travel on 运河

gondola n. a long narrow boat with a flat bottom and high points at each end, used on the canals in Venice in Italy （意大利威尼斯运河中的）凤尾船

doorway n. the space where a door opens into a room or building 出入口，门道

opposite adj. on the other side of the same area, often directly across from it 对面的

bored adj. tired and impatient because you do not think something is interesting, or because you have nothing to do 厌烦的，不感兴趣的

apartment n. a group of rooms in a building where you can live 一套住房，公寓套间

furniture n. tables, beds, chairs etc 家具

goblet n. a cup without handles for drinking wine 高脚酒杯

poison n. something that can kill you if you eat or drink it 毒药


密会

那次密会的情景仍然历历在目！我当时在威尼斯，一座充满黑暗秘密的城市，一座寂静河流密布的城市。那是个仲夏的午夜，天气闷热无风，运河中十分安静，没有任何船只。

我乘着一艘凤尾船回家，正沿着大运河航行时，突然听到一声尖叫——一个女人的尖叫。我跳了起来，船夫掉转船头从叹息桥下穿过，经过了门托尼家族的大房子。所有窗户里的灯都亮着，人们跑下台阶，来到水边。运河突然亮如白昼。

“发生了什么事？”我大声喊。

“一个孩子从他母亲的手中掉下去了。”有人回答，“是从房子高处的一扇窗户那里掉下去的。”

我停下来观望，心中满是对那个孩子的担忧。已经有人下水了。他们不断呼喊并四处寻找他。

在那座豪宅的门口站着那个孩子年轻的母亲，门托尼侯爵夫人。她是威尼斯最可爱的女人。

她独自一人站在那里。可她没有看着水面寻找她丢失的孩子。她的眼睛盯着运河对岸的建筑。为什么？我问自己。她能在那儿看到什么，在那古老建筑的黑暗角落里？还是她不敢看河道，害怕看到漆黑的河流里自己孩子的死尸？

侯爵夫人身后的台阶高处站着她年迈的丈夫门托尼——门托尼这个豪门望族的族长。他给寻找孩子的仆人们下达着命令，然而他看起来很厌烦，一副烦得要命的表情。

接着，一个男人从对岸建筑外的黑暗角落里走到了灯光下，然后迅速跳进了运河。

一分钟后，他抱着活生生的、还在喘气的孩子站在了侯爵夫人的身边。窗户里的灯光照到他的脸上，每个人都能看见他。

他是一个很出名的年轻人——他像希腊神一样英俊，有一双黑色的眼睛和一头桀骜不驯的黑发。虽然我们不是密友，但我在威尼斯期间对他略有了解。

他没有说话。让我十分吃惊的是，侯爵夫人没有把孩子抱入怀中紧紧搂住。其他人接过了孩子，把他抱进了房子里。而侯爵夫人呢？她眼眶湿润，双手颤抖。

然后老门托尼转身走进了房子里。侯爵夫人双手抓住了那个年轻男子的手，盯着他的脸庞。她幽暗的眼神充满了恐惧，她的脸苍白如同运河水上舞动的月光。

她匆忙地小声说着什么，泪珠从她那急切而苍白的脸上滚落下来。在台阶下面，在我的凤尾船里，我听得一字不落。

“你赢了，”她说，“你赢了……你是对的……只有一个答案……我们不能继续下去了……我们同意那个办法，现在时机到了……日出一小时后……我们再见……”
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人们都离开了，灯也都熄灭了，只剩下我那位年轻的朋友独自站在台阶上。他脸色苍白，浑身颤抖。他四下张望，看到我，并立刻认出了我。

这会儿运河上已经没有别的船了，于是我让他坐我的凤尾船回家。我们聊着无关紧要的事情，而后他邀请我第二天早晨去拜访他。

“请日出的时候过来。”他说，“是的，日出的时候！一分钟也别晚。求你了！”

我觉得他的话有些奇怪，但在那个奇怪的晚上，那不是我听到的第一句奇怪的话。

我答应他，并在日出的时候到了他家。他的公寓位处里亚尔托桥附近的古老建筑楼群之中，那里俯瞰着大运河。房间很宽敞，摆满了意大利、希腊和埃及等地产的精美物品……有画作、家具、地毯，还有由黑色石头、红色石头、玻璃、黄金和白银制成的东西……不知哪儿演奏着轻柔的音乐，清晨的阳光透过窗户涌了进来。

这里让人目不睱接，太多的亮光，太多的色彩，太多美丽的事物了。我四下里细细观看，默默惊叹着，我年轻的朋友则哈哈大笑。

“呀，抱歉，我不该笑的。”他说，“可你看上去那么惊讶！有时候人必须笑，不然就得死掉。笑着死去是多美妙的事情啊，你不这么认为吗？”

他半跌入一把矮椅上，而他的笑容依旧那么诡异。

“我还有其他住房。”他接着说，“但是没有哪一套像这里一样。只有为数不多的人见过这里，你是其中之一。来——我这里有些名画。你一定得瞧瞧。”

他想向我展示这里的一切。他既疲惫又兴奋，或许还有些害怕。我说不准。然而一定有什么让他忧心的事。有时候他话说了一半就停了下来，侧耳倾听。听什么呢？楼梯上其他访者的脚步声？还是听他自己头脑里的话语？

在一次这样的静默时刻，我转身看到一张小桌子上摆着一本意大利歌曲书。翻开的书页不久前刚被泪水打湿过。在旁边的空白的书页上，有我这位年轻朋友的笔迹，他用英语写了几行诗句：




你是我的太阳，我的月亮，我的星辰，

我愿把我的生命献给你。

我们白天跳舞，我们夜晚歌唱，

爱情如此甜蜜而真实。

如今我的日子坠入黑暗，

生命之火冷却下来，

我再也见不到你常挂在脸上的灿烂笑容，

再也握不到你的手。

他们把你从我们英格兰的云朵下

带到了意大利蓝色的天空下。

让你嫁给一个金银满屋的老人，

而如今，我心将死。




在这些诗行下面写着地点和日期。地点是伦敦。这让我有些吃惊，因为我第一次在威尼斯遇见他时，我曾问他：“你住在伦敦时见过门托尼侯爵夫人吗？她出嫁前曾在那里住过几年。”

对这个问题，他回答：“我从没去过伦敦。”

他是个富有的年轻英国人，没去过伦敦让我觉得有些奇怪，但我当时没有多想。

他没注意到我在看这本书，这会儿又转向了我。

“再看一幅画。”他说，“来吧。”

他把我带进了一个小房间。房间里只有一幅画——门托尼侯爵夫人的肖像。

她站着，微笑着俯视我们，美丽一如往昔，她那黑色的双眸充满生机。

我那年轻的朋友站在那里，对着那幅肖像凝视了好长一段时间。最后，他终于开口说：“来，我们喝点酒！”

他离开去找葡萄酒，而我转身去看小桌子上那本意大利歌曲书。或许这本书中有我朋友一切秘密的答案。我翻着书，发现在书的后面藏着一封不完整的信。是一个女人的笔迹。




……你说你爱我，胜过爱这个世界，胜过生命本身。可那是有多爱呢？我怎么能确信呢？你会为我做这件事吗？你会从死神手中救出我的孩子吗——我和他的孩子？

如果你能做到这件事，那么我就知道你的话是真的。我将最后一次握住你的手……我们将一起跨过那最后一扇门……




我听到声响，赶忙把书合上。我的朋友返回了房间，端着两个银质的大高脚酒杯，里面盛满了葡萄酒。他递给了我一杯。

“时间还早，不过我们还是喝一杯吧。”他又说了一遍。就在那时，整点的钟声响了起来。“日出之后的一个小时。”他轻声说，“是的，时间还早。可那又有什么关系？让我们为太阳而干杯，是的，为太阳！”

他迅速地喝完了高脚杯里的酒。

“为梦想。”他说，“我这一生都在做梦。我为自己建造了一个梦的家园，在这里，威尼斯的中心。还有哪里能比这里更好呢？”他把空酒杯放在了桌上。“现在我准备好踏上真正的梦乡了。很快，我就要到那儿去了……”

他停下来，侧耳倾听——但我不知道他到底在听什么。然后他抬起头说：




“在那儿等我！我一定会

在最后的那扇黑暗之门与你相聚。”




说完最后一个词，他跌坐在一把椅子上，闭上了眼睛。

与此同时，台阶上传来脚步声，有人重重地敲响了门。门托尼家一个年轻的仆人跑进了房间里。

“侯爵夫人！我是侯爵夫人派来的！”那男孩叫着，“毒药！她喝了毒药！她死了！”

我跑到椅子旁边，想要把我年轻的朋友叫醒，告诉他这一不寻常而又可怕的消息。

可他一动不动。我感觉到他的手冰冷，看到他的脸色苍白，毫无表情。

他也死了。

我吓得往后退，撞到了桌子上，我的手碰到了朋友放在桌上的酒杯。现在酒杯里面已经变黑了，传出一股甜腻恶心的味道——毒药的味道。

我一下子明白了一切。


The Oval Portrait

I was in the Italian mountains when I fell from my horse and hurt myself. I needed to rest but in that wild, lonely place there was only one house. It was a fine old building, very big, but dark and empty. My servant, Pedro, broke the lock on a door and helped me inside.

I looked around at the furniture, the carpets, the paintings.'The people who lived here,' I thought, 'left only a short time ago.'

We used one of the smaller rooms in a far corner of the building. There were a great many modern paintings on the walls, and more in the dark corners of the room. It was getting dark and Pedro lit the tall candles on the table by my bed. There was a book on the table, and I began reading it. It described and told the story of each of the pictures on the walls.

Midnight came and went, and I moved the candles closer to me, to give a better light for reading. But the light also fell on one of the darker corners of the room – and there I saw for the first time an oval portrait of a beautiful young woman, just her head and shoulders. It was a very fine painting, but there was also something different about it, something strange, something... I did not know what it was, but I could not take my eyes away from that portrait. For about an hour I sat in the bed, staring at it.

[image: alt]

It was a very fine painting, but there was also something strange about it.

And at last I found its secret. It was in her face, in her eyes.'She could easily be... alive,' I thought. 'She looks alive. Those eyes...'

Suddenly I felt cold, and a great fear filled me. My hands began to shake, and I had to look away.

Carefully, I moved the candles again until the light no longer fell in that corner, and the portrait went back into darkness. I found the place in the book which told the story of the oval portrait, and began to read.
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She was a young woman of great beauty, and even more beautiful when she was smiling and laughing.

It was a dark day when she saw, and loved, and married the painter. He was already famous for his art, and was always studying and working. The great love of his life was his work, his painting.

His beautiful young wife was playful, full of life and light and smiles, as happy and as loving as a child. But she learned to fear and then to hate everything about painting. Her husband's work was her enemy, because it kept him away from her, hour after hour.

So it was a terrible thing for her when he said he wanted to paint her portrait. But she agreed because she loved him and wanted to please him.

For many weeks she sat in a dark high room where the light from above fell onto the painting and onto her. Day after day, she sat still and silent, not moving, not speaking. But she went on smiling and smiling because she saw that the painter loved his work so much.

He painted hour after hour, not speaking a word, thinking only of his work. Those who saw the portrait looked and said softly, 'It is your finest work. Oh, you do love her dearly! We can see this in the portrait.'

And it was true. But he did not look at her now. He went on working, more and more wildly, thinking and dreaming only of the portrait and never of his wife. Day by day she looked more and more unhappy, but he did not see it. Her face and body were now thin, but he did not see it. He took the warm colour from her face, and painted it into the face in his portrait – but he could not, he would not see it.
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He painted hour after hour, not speaking a word, thinking only of his work.

After many weeks, he finished. One last touch of paint on the mouth, a last touch to the eye...

The painter stood back and looked at the portrait of his wife. How wonderful it was! But while he stared, he began to shake and his face went white. Then he cried out with a loud voice, 'This is LIFE itself! She LIVES in this portrait!' and he turned suddenly to look at the woman he loved. She was dead!



playful adj. very active, happy, and wanting to have fun 活泼的

touch n. a small detail that improves or completes something （画笔等的）轻触，一笔


椭圆形的画像

我身处意大利的群山之中，却从马上掉下来，受了伤。我需要休息，可是在那人迹罕至的蛮荒之地只有一座房子。那是一座颇为精美的老房子，房子很大，但是阴暗且空荡荡的。我的仆人佩德罗把门锁撬开，扶我走了进去。

我打量着四周的家具、地毯和画作。“住在这里的人，”我想，“是不久前才离开的。”

我们占用了房子偏远角落的一个小房间。墙上挂着很多现代画作，房间黑暗的角落里还有更多的画。天色渐暗，佩德罗点亮了我床边桌子上高高的蜡烛。桌上摆着一本书，我开始读了起来。书里描述的都是墙上一幅幅画作的故事。

午夜来而复去，我把蜡烛向自己这边挪了挪，好让光线更亮一些，便于读书。而烛光也落在了房间一个比较黑暗的角落里——在那儿，我初次看见了一幅年轻美人的椭圆形画像，画像上只有她的头部和肩膀。那幅画笔触精细，但与此同时也让人感觉有些不一样，有些奇怪，有些……我不知道是哪里不对劲，但我无法把目光从画像上移开。我坐在床上盯着画像，看了大概有一个小时。

最后我终于发现了它的秘密。秘密就在她的脸上，在她的眼睛里。“她简直就像……活的一样。”我想，“她看上去栩栩如生。那双眼睛……”

突然我感到浑身发冷，心里充满了巨大的恐惧。我的双手开始发抖，我赶紧把目光移开。

小心翼翼地，我再次挪动蜡烛，直到烛光再也照不到那个角落，那幅肖像又回到黑暗之中。我在书中翻到了讲述这幅椭圆形画像的故事之处，便开始读了起来。
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她是位美若天仙的年轻女子，她一笑，那种美丽就更增添几分。

一个黑暗的日子里，她与一位画家相遇、相爱，并结为了夫妻。这位画家当时已因画作闻名，他总是在学习和作画。他生命中的至爱就是他的工作，他的画。

他年轻美丽的妻子天性活泼，充满朝气，开朗爱笑，像孩子一样快乐，对一切都充满了爱。可是她学会了害怕，学会了憎恨一切跟画画有关的事。她丈夫的工作是她的敌人，因为工作使他连续好几个小时不能与她在一起。

所以，那个提议——他说他想给她画幅肖像——对她来说实在是件可怕的事。但是她同意了，因为她爱他，想要让他高兴。

长达好几周的时间里，她坐在一个高顶的暗室里，灯光从顶上照射到画作和她的身上。日复一日，她静静地坐着，一动不动，一声不吭。但她一直微笑着，因为她看到画家是如此热爱他的工作。

他连续几个小时画着画，一句话也不说，心里想的只有他的画。那些看到肖像的人都边观赏边轻声说：“这是你最好的作品。噢，你是那么爱她！我们能从肖像上看出来。”

的确如此。可现在他不再看她了。他继续画着，越来越痴狂，心里想的、晚上梦的只有那幅肖像，没有他的妻子。日复一日，她看上去越来越不开心，可是他没有看出来。她的脸庞和身体变得瘦削，可是他没有看出来。他从她脸上取走了温暖的色彩，把它画到了肖像里的那张脸庞上——可是他没有看出来，也不想看出来。

数周之后，他完成了画作。最后给嘴唇点上一抹颜色，给眼睛涂上一抹颜色……

画家后退几步，看着他妻子的肖像。它是多么美妙呀！可就在他凝视肖像时，他开始浑身发抖，脸色也变得苍白。然后，他大声喊了起来：“这就是生命！她活在这幅肖像里！”然后，他突然转身去看他爱的那个女人。她已经死了！


ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1 Read the story introduction and the back cover. How much do you know now about the stories? Tick one box for each sentence.

1) These stories will make you smile.

YES □／NO □

2) The man in Toledo is in prison.

YES □／NO □

3) Montresor wants to go to a carnival party.

YES □／NO □

4) Fortunato finds terror under the ground.

YES □／NO □

5) One man is afraid that they will bury him before he is dead.

YES □／NO □

6) When the two lovers meet, it is a happy day.

YES □／NO □

7) The painter's wife is a happy person.

YES □／NO □

2 Here are the titles of the five stories. Which of the things in the list below belong to each story (two for each story)? Can you guess?

a book about paintings / a broken coffin / a chain / an empty house / a letter / an old sailing boat / a sharp blade /some bottles of wine / some rats / Venice




The Pit and the Pendulum __________ __________

The Cask of Amontillado __________ __________

The Premature Burial __________ __________

The Meeting __________ __________

The Oval Portrait __________ __________

3 Can you guess what will happen in the stories? Choose endings for each of these sentences.

1) The man in the prison...

a) will fall into the pit.

b) will die of terror.

c) will leave the prison alive.

2) After Fortunato and Montresor go to the vaults...

a) only Fortunato will leave alive.

b) only Montresor will leave alive.

c) nobody will leave alive.

3) The man who is afraid of burial alive...

a) will lose his fear.

b) will die of terror.

c) will go mad.

4) The two young lovers...

a) will both die.

b) will run away together.

c) will kill someone.

5) When the painter finishes his work...

a) he will die.

b) his wife will die.

c) he and his wife will die.


ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1 Perhaps this is what some of the characters in the stories are thinking. Complete each passage with the words from the list. Which characters are they, and what has just happened in the story?

black / cannot / child / enough / have / lose / must / or / will

1) 'There! I _____ done it! My _____ – my dearest son – is in the water, and I _____ turn back now. But _____ he come? Does he truly love me _____? The night is so _____, and the water is so cold. He _____ come soon – _____ I will _____ my child, my love, my hope...'

This is _____, and ________

behind / death / door / feel / him / moving / once / pit / rats / somebody

2) 'Are there any more prisoners here? What's _____ these walls? They _____ hot – and, yes, they're _____! Is that the_____? Quickly – we must open it at _____! Ugh! There are _____ everywhere, big and fat. And that smell – it's the smell of _____. But look – there's _____ in the middle, near the _____. Can I get to _____ in time?'

This is _____, and ________

anywhere / chain / doing / hand / here / perhaps / wet / understand

3) 'Why has he put this _____ around me? I don't _____. _____ it's a game. Ha ha! He's telling me to put my_____ on the wall – yes, it's very _____. But where's that Amontillado? He said the cask was in _____, but I can't see it _____. And what's he _____ now?'

This is _____, and ________

because / does / front / great / minute / nearer / soon / work / worse

4) 'Can't he see? It is happening in _____ of his eyes. Every day I feel _____ – I am getting _____ to death every _____. He looks at me all the time, but he _____ not see me. Now I know that his _____ love is not me – it is his _____. And _____ he loves his work more than me, I will _____ die...'

This is _____, and ________

boat / coffin / hands / remember / shaking / terrible / thank / wonderful

5) 'What's happening? Why are you _____ me? Take your_____ off me! Am I – no, I'm alive! _____ God! They haven't buried me. Now I _____ – we came onto this _____ yesterday. This is a wooden bed, not a _____. Oh, _____ day! Perhaps now this _____ fear will leave me...'

This is _____ who ________, and ________

2 What did the young Englishman say to the Marchesa before the story begins? Put their conversation in the right order, and write in the speakers' names. The Englishman speaks first (number 4).

1) _____ 'I will do anything in the world to show you how much I love you. Ask me anything – anything at all.'

2) _____ 'Yes. Then I will meet you at that last dark door.'

3) _____ 'I can never do that. If I leave him, my father will kill me.'

4) _____ 'Must you leave? Stay with me a little longer!'

5) _____ 'Ah yes, nothing can come between us then. But –how can I be sure of your love?'

6) _____ 'And then, when I have done what you ask, will you agree?'

7) _____ 'Then there is no hope for us. But if we cannot be together in life... there is another answer.'

8) _____ 'Very well, I will think of something. I will write to you – wait for my letter.'

9) _____ 'I love you more than life itself. And in death we will always be together.'

10) _____ 'No, I must go. You know that I want to be with you, but my husband...'

11) _____ 'Another answer? You mean... together in death? Do you really mean that? You love me so much?'

12) _____ 'Ah, your husband. Dearest, we cannot go on like this. Leave your husband! Come away with me!'

3 Use the clues to complete this crossword with words from the story (all the words go across). Then find two hidden words (four letters or more) in the crossword.
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1) A little bit wet.

2) An alcoholic drink made from grapes.

3) A lot of metal rings joined together.

4) Water that comes from the eyes when you cry.

5) To take in air through your nose and mouth.

6) The part of a knife that cuts.

7) A party in the streets with music, singing, and dancing.

8) A place where a dead person is buried.

9) Like the shape of an egg.

10) The part of the body that pushes the blood around.




The hidden words are __________ and __________.

4 Here is a new illustration for one of the stories. Find the best place to put it, and answer these questions.

The picture goes in the story ________.

1) Where has the young boy come from?

2) What news does he bring?

3) What has the narrator just realised?




Now write a caption for the illustration.
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Caption:___________________________

5 Here are some new titles for the stories. Which titles go with which stories? Which titles do you prefer, and why? Now make up a title of your own for each story.



	Love and Death in Venice
	The Bed and the Blade



	Montresor's Joke
	A Picture of Life



	Fire and Fear
	The Last Wall



	Painted to Death
	Together in Death



	The Only Answer
	The Not-Dead



	To the Edge of Death
	Beautiful Dead Eyes



	Everyone's Worst Fear
	Carnival Terror



	A Dream of Coffins
	




6 Which story did you find most frightening? Why? For you, which story was the most interesting, and which was the saddest? Why?

7 Look at the list below and imagine that you have to invite one of these characters to a party. Which one will you invite, and why?



	The prisoner in Toledo
	Montresor



	The man who is afraid of burial alive
	Fortunato



	The young Englishman
	The Marchesa



	The Painter
	The Painter's Wife
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1
A new start

'Mr Duncan? Come in please. Mr Wilson will see you now.'

'Thank you.' John Duncan stood up and walked nervously towards the door. He was a tall, thin man, about forty-five years old, in an old grey suit. It was his best suit, but it was ten years old now. He had grey hair and glasses. His face looked sad and tired.

Inside the room, a man stood up to welcome him. 'Mr Duncan? Pleased to meet you. My name's David Wilson. This is one of our chemists, Mary Carter.'

John Duncan shook hands with both of them, and sat down. It was a big office, with a thick carpet on the floor and beautiful pictures on the walls. David Wilson was a young man, in an expensive black suit. He had a big gold ring on one finger. He smiled at John.

'I asked Miss Carter to come because she's one of our best chemists. She discovered our wonderful new paint, in fact. When... I mean, if you come to work here, you will work with her.'

'Oh, I see.' John looked at Mary. She was older than Wilson — about thirty-five, perhaps — with short brown hair, and a pretty, friendly face. She was wearing a white coat with a lot of pens in the top pocket. She smiled at him kindly, but John felt miserable.

I'll never get this job, he thought. I'm too old! Employers want younger people these days.

David Wilson was looking at some papers. 'Now, Mr Duncan,' he said, 'I see that you are a very good biologist. You worked at a university... and then for two very famous companies. But... you stopped working as a biologist nine years ago. Why was that?'

'I've always had two interests in my life,' John said, 'biology and boats. My wife was a famous sailor... Rachel Horsley... Perhaps you remember her. She sailed around the world alone in a small boat.'

'Yes,' said David Wilson, 'I remember her.'

'So we started a business,' said John. 'We made small boats together, and sold them.'

'And did the business go well?' asked Wilson.

'Very well at first. Then we wanted to build bigger, better boats. We borrowed too much money. And then my wife...' John stopped speaking.

'Yes, the Sevens Race. I remember now,' said David Wilson.

Both men were silent for a moment. Wilson remembered the newspaper reports of the storm and the lives lost at sea. He looked at the man who sat sadly in front of him.

'So, after my wife died,' continued John, 'I closed the business. That was five years ago.'

'I see,' said David Wilson. 'It's a hard world, the world of business.' He looked at John's old grey suit. 'So now you want a job as a biologist. Well, this is a chemical company, Mr Duncan. We make paint. But we need a biologist to make sure that everything in this factory is safe. We want someone to tell the government that it's safe to work here, and that it's safe to have a paint factory near the town. That's important to us.'

'And if something's not safe, then of course we'll change it,' Mary Carter said. David Wilson looked at her, but he didn't say anything.

'Yes, I see,' John began nervously. 'Well, I think I could do that. I mean, when I worked for Harper Chemicals in London I...' He talked for two or three minutes about his work. David Wilson listened, but he didn't say anything. Then he smiled. It was a cold, hard smile, and it made John feel uncomfortable. He remembered his old suit and grey hair, and he wished he hadn't come.

'You really need this job, don't you, Mr Duncan?' David Wilson said. 'You need it a lot.'

'Yes, I do,' he said quietly. But he thought: I hate you, Wilson. You're enjoying this. You like making people feel small. I hate people like you.

Wilson's smile grew bigger. He stood up, and held out his hand. 'OK,' he said. 'When can you start?'

'What?' John was very surprised. 'What did you say?'

'I said, "When can you start?", Mr Duncan. We need you in our factory as soon as possible. Will Monday be OK?'

'You mean I've got the job?'

'Of course. Congratulations!' Wilson shook John's hand. 'My secretary will tell you about your pay. You'll have your own office, and a company car, of course. I'd like you to start work with Mary on Monday. Is that OK?'

'I... Yes, yes, of course. That's fine. Thank you, thank you very much.'



chemist n. a scientist who studies chemistry. 化学家。

paint n. a colored liquid used to change the color of other things. 油漆。

employer n. a person who gives you work to do. 雇主。

biologist n. a scientist who studies animals and plants. 生物学家。

chemical ① adj. of chemistry. 化学的。② n. something solid or liquid used in chemistry. 化学制品（常用复数）。

government n. the group of people who control a country. 政府。

congratulations n. a word said to someone who has been lucky or done well. 对某人幸运或成功时所说的祝贺之词。


1　崭新的开始

“邓肯先生吗？请进。威尔逊先生现在要见你。”

“谢谢。”约翰·邓肯起身胆怯地往门口走。他瘦高个子，大约45岁，身着一套灰色旧西服。尽管这套西服已穿了10年，但仍是他最好的西服。他头发灰白，戴一副眼镜，面带忧郁和倦容。

屋内，一个男人站起来欢迎他。“邓肯先生吗？很高兴见到你。我叫大卫·威尔逊。这是玛丽·卡特，我们其中的一位化学家。”

约翰·邓肯与他俩握手后坐下。这是一间宽大的办公室，地上铺着厚地毯，墙上悬挂着美丽的画。大卫·威尔逊很年轻，身着一套昂贵的黑色西服，手指上戴着一枚硕大的金戒指。他对着约翰微笑。

“我让卡特小姐来是因为她是我们最好的化学家之一。事实上是她发现了我们最美妙的新油漆……我是说，如果你来这里工作，你将与她一起工作。”

“噢，我明白了。”约翰望着玛丽。她比威尔逊岁数大——也许大约35岁，留着棕色短发，长着一副漂亮友善的面孔。她身穿一件白外套，上方的口袋里插着许多钢笔。她友善地对约翰微笑，但约翰却感到痛苦。

他想：我永远也不会得到这份工作。我太老了！雇主们现在想聘更年轻的人。

大卫·威尔逊正在看一些文件。“我说，邓肯先生，我知道你是一个非常出色的生物学家。”他说道，“你曾在大学工作过，然后又在两家著名的公司干过。但是，你作为一个生物学家9年前停止了工作，这是为什么？”

“在我一生中我永远有两种兴趣，”约翰答道，“生物学和划船。我太太是一位有名的水手……雷切尔·霍斯利……也许你记得她。她曾独自乘小船环绕世界。”

“是的，我记得她。”大卫·威尔逊说道。

“所以我们开始做生意，”约翰说，“我们共同制造小船，然后出售。”

“生意进展得好吗？”威尔逊问道。

“一开始很好，然后我们就想造更大更好的船。我们借了太多钱。其后我的太太……”约翰停住了讲话。

“是的，赛文斯比赛，我现在想起来了。”大卫·威尔逊说道。

俩人都陷入片刻沉默。威尔逊记起报纸上报道的那场风暴和海上死亡事件。他望着忧伤地坐在他面前的这个人。

“所以，我太太去世后，”约翰继续说，“我停止了生意，那是5年前的事了。”

“我明白了，”大卫·威尔逊说，“生意场是很艰难的。”他望着约翰那灰色的旧西服，“这么说你想得到一份生物学家的工作。这是一家化学公司，邓肯先生。我们制造油漆。我们需要一名生物学家以保证工厂的一切都安全。我们需要有人告诉政府在这里工作是安全的，并且告诉他们城市附近有油漆厂也是安全的。这对我们很重要。”

“如果有什么不安全的，我们当然要改变它。”玛丽·卡特说。大卫·威尔逊看着她，但没有说任何话。

“是的，我知道。”约翰紧张地说，“我想我能够做。我的意思是，当我在伦敦为哈波化学公司工作时，我……”他谈了两三分钟关于他的工作的事。大卫·威尔逊听着，但没插话，然后他微笑着。那是一种冰冷、严酷的笑，它使约翰感到很不舒服。他想起他的旧西服和灰头发，他后悔来这里。

“你真的很需要这份工作，是吧，邓肯先生？”大卫·威尔逊说，“你非常迫切地需要它。”

“是的。”他轻声地回答。但是他想：我恨你，威尔逊。你喜欢看着我的这副样子。你喜欢使人感到渺小，我恨你这样的人。

威尔逊的笑容变得更灿烂。他站起身，伸出手说：“好吧，你什么时候能开始？”

“什么？”约翰很惊讶，“你说什么？”

“我说‘你什么时候能开始？’邓肯先生。我们需要你尽快到我们工厂，星期一行吗？”

“你是说我已得到这份工作了？”

“当然，祝贺你！”威尔逊握着约翰的手，“我的秘书将告诉你有关你的工资的事，你当然还有自己的办公室和公司配给你的车。我想让你星期一就开始与玛丽一起工作，那样行吗？”

“我……行，当然可以。这很好，谢谢你，非常感谢。”
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2
At home

'Hi, Dad. Your supper's in the kitchen.'

John's sixteen-year-old daughter, Christine, was sitting at the table doing her homework. His son Andrew, who was thirteen, was watching television.

'Thanks, Christine,' John said. 'I'm sorry I'm late. Is everything OK?'

'Fine, thanks.' Christine gave him a quick smile, then continued with her work. John got his food from the kitchen. Fried fish and chips. The food was dry and didn't taste very good. But he didn't say anything about that. John was not a good cook himself and his children were no better. His wife had been a good cook, he remembered.

John tried to eat the terrible supper and looked around the small, miserable flat. The furniture was twenty years old, the wallpaper and carpets were cheap and dirty. The rooms were all small, and he could see no trees or gardens from the windows — just the lights from hundreds of other flats. And there were books, clothes, and newspapers on the floor.

Once, when his wife had been alive, he had had a fine house. A beautiful big house in the country, with a large garden. They had had lots of new furniture, two cars, expensive holidays — everything they needed. He had had a good job; they hadn't needed to think about money. And then he had started the boat-building company, and his luck had ended.

When Rachel had died, John had been terribly unhappy — much too unhappy to think about business. A few months later his company had closed, and he had lost all his money. John had had to sell his beautiful house in the country, and move to this miserable flat.

And for the last two years, he hadn't had a job at all. He was a poor man, and an unlucky one, too. He had tried for lots of jobs, and got none of them. There were too many bright young biologists. But now that was all going to change. He looked at his daughter and smiled.

'Did you have a good day at school, Christine?' he asked her.

'Oh, all right, I suppose,' she said. She didn't look very happy. 'I've got a letter for you.'

She pushed the letter across the table, and he opened it. It was from her school. One of the teachers was taking the children on a skiing holiday to the mountains in Switzerland. It cost ￡400 for ten days. Parents who wanted their children to go had to send the money to the school before February 25th.

John's smile grew bigger. 'Do you want to go on this holiday, Christine?' he asked.

She looked at him strangely. 'Of course I do, Dad,' she said. 'But I can't, can I? We haven't got ￡400.'

'No, I suppose not.' He looked at her carefully through his thick glasses. She was a clever, strong girl — good at her schoolwork, good at sports. But she had never been skiing; John hadn't had enough money.

'Are your friends going?' he asked her.

'Some of them, yes. Miranda, Jane, Nigel — the rich ones, you know. But they often go skiing; it's easy for them. I know I can't go, Dad. Throw the letter away.'

John looked at her, and felt his heart beating quickly. 'No, don't do that, Christine,' he said. 'Perhaps you can go, if you want to. Why not?'

Christine laughed. 'What's happened, Dad? Have you robbed a bank or something?'

John stood up. He went into the kitchen and got himself a drink. 'No,' he said, when he came back. 'But something interesting happened today. Put your homework away, Christine — and turn that TV off, Andrew. I've got something to tell you.'

'Oh, not now, Dad!' said Andrew. 'This is an exciting story.'

John smiled. 'I've got an exciting story, too, Andrew. Come and listen.'

John Duncan's children lived in an old, untidy flat, they had no money, and they often ate awful food. But they could still talk to their father. So Andrew turned off the TV, and sat down in a big armchair beside his father and Christine.

The story didn't sound very exciting at first. 'I went to a factory today,' John said. 'That paint factory by the river. No, wait, Andrew. Paint factories can be very exciting. They gave me a job there. I'm going to have my own office, a big car, lots of money — in fact, we're going to be rich...!'



continue v. to go on doing. 继续。

chip n. a long thin piece of potato cooked in deep fat. 薯条。

bright adj. clever. 聪明的。

skiing n. a sport when people move over snow on skis. 滑雪运动。

throw v. to move your arm quickly to send something through the air. 扔。

rob v. to take sth. by force. 抢劫。

untidy adj. not clean. 不整洁。

lots of 许多，大量。


2　在家中

“喂，爸爸。你的晚餐在厨房里。”

约翰16岁的女儿克里斯汀正坐在桌旁做功课。他13岁的儿子安德鲁正在看电视。

“谢谢你，克里斯汀，”约翰说，“很抱歉，我回来晚了，一切都好吗？”

“好，谢谢。”克里斯汀朝他匆匆一笑，又继续做作业。约翰从厨房端出食物——炸鱼和薯条。食物很干，不怎么好吃，但是他什么也没说。约翰自己不善于烹饪，他的孩子们更不行。他回想起他的太太曾是很好的厨师。

约翰努力吃下这难咽的晚餐，环视着这又小又简陋的公寓。家具是20年前买的，壁纸和地毯既廉价又脏。所有的房间都很小，从窗口往外看去见不到树林或花园，只有从数百家别的公寓里透出的灯光。地上到处扔着书、衣服和报纸。

以前他太太活着的时候，他有一座很好的房子，一座坐落在乡村，有很大花园的漂亮大房子。他们曾有很多崭新的家具、两部汽车、奢侈的假期——应有尽有。他有一份满意的工作，他们不用考虑钱。然后他创办了造船公司，接着他的好运气结束了。

雷切尔死后，约翰一直很忧郁，太忧郁以至于无心考虑生意。几个月以后他的公司关闭了，他失去了所有的钱。约翰不得不卖掉乡村的房子，搬进这简陋的公寓。

在过去的两年中，他根本没有工作。他是一个贫穷的人，也是一个倒霉的人，他曾找过许多工作，但没有得到一份工作。智慧、年轻的生物学家太多了。但是现在这一切都将发生变化。他微笑着望着他女儿。

“今天你在学校过得愉快吗，克里斯汀？”他问她。

“噢，我想还行，”她说，她看上去并不很高兴，“我有一封给你的信。”

她把信从桌上推过来，他打开信。信来自她的学校。有个老师要带学生们到瑞士的山上去滑雪度假。10天的费用是400英镑。想让自己的孩子去的家长得在2月25日前把钱交到学校。

约翰的笑容更加灿烂了。“克里斯汀，你想参加这次度假吗？”他问。

她奇怪地望着他。“我当然想，爸爸。”她说，“但是我不能去，对吧？我们没有400英镑。”

“是的，我估计不能。”他透过厚厚的眼镜小心地看着她。她是一个聪明坚强的女孩，她功课、体育都很好，但是她从来没有滑过雪，因为约翰没有足够的钱。
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“你的朋友们去吗？”他问她。

“有些人去，那些较富的同学，如米兰达、珍妮、奈杰尔。他们经常去滑雪，这对他们来说很容易。我知道我不能去，爸爸。把信扔掉吧。”

约翰望着她，感到心跳加快。“不，别这样做，克里斯汀，”他说，“也许你能够去，如果你想去。为什么不能呢？”

克里斯汀笑了，“发生什么事了，爸爸？难道你抢了银行或什么？”

约翰站起身，走进厨房为自己倒了一杯饮料。“没有，”他回来时说，“但是，今天发生了件有趣的事。克里斯汀，先把你的作业放一下，安德鲁，把那电视关上，我有事要告诉你们。”

“哦，等一下关，爸爸！”安德鲁说，“这是一个精彩的故事。”

约翰笑着说：“我也有一个精彩的故事，安德鲁，过来听听。”

约翰·邓肯的孩子们住在一间旧式杂乱的公寓里，他们没有钱，经常吃糟糕的食品。但是他们仍愿跟他们的父亲交谈。所以安德鲁关掉电视，坐在父亲和克里斯汀旁边的一张大沙发里。

故事一开始听起来并不很精彩。约翰说：“今天我去了一个工厂。河边的那家油漆厂。不，等一下，安德鲁。油漆厂可以是令人振奋的。他们给了我一份工作。我将有自己的办公室、一辆大轿车、很多钱。真的，我们要有钱了。”


3
Rich man

John Duncan started work on Monday, and Mary Carter showed him round the factory. The most important thing that the company produced was a new paint for cars. It was a very strong, hard paint, which nothing could damage. Mary and her chemists had developed it, and they had tested it all over the world. Neither acid nor salt water could damage it, and cars came back from both the Arctic and the Sahara looking like new.

The company was beginning to make a lot of money from this paint, and it had brought four hundred new jobs to the town.

One day, when he was working with the paint, John spilt some of the waste products on his leg. He cleaned it off quickly, but it left a red, painful place on his skin, which would not go away. It kept him awake at night. He told his doctor what he had spilt on it, and the doctor looked at him strangely.

'So these chemicals had something to do with the new paint, did they?' the doctor asked carefully.

'Yes, I told you. It was a bottle of the waste products. I was looking at them in my office.'

'I see.' The doctor looked out of the window thoughtfully. His fingers moved quietly on his desk. 'And your company is producing a lot of these waste products now, I suppose.'

'Yes, of course.' John was in a hurry. He had to meet someone important in ten minutes. 'Look, can you give me something to put on it, or not?'

'Oh yes.' The doctor began to write something on a piece of paper. 'Put this on night and morning, and the pain will go in a day or two. But I'm afraid the skin there will stay red for a year or two. They're nasty chemicals, Mr Duncan, you know.'

'Yes, I know.' John smiled at him. 'But don't worry, Doctor, we're very careful with them in the factory. No one can go near them without special safe clothing. you can come and see if you like.'

'I'm very pleased to hear it,' said the doctor. He gave the piece of paper to John.

'Thank you,' said John. He went towards the door.

'Mr Duncan?'

'Yes?' John looked back, surprised.

'Where do these waste products go, when the factory has finished with them? Into the river?'

'Well, yes, of course,' said John. 'But it's all right, you know,' he added quickly. 'It's very carefully checked, all the time. It's a big river, and we only produce a few hundred litres of the waste products a day. And we're only two kilometres from the sea, after all.'

'Good,' said the doctor. 'I wouldn't want anyone to drink those waste products, that's all.'

'They won't, doctor,' said John. 'All the drinking water comes out of the river five kilometres upstream, you know that. Who's going to drink salt water from the river mouth, for heaven's sake? Chemists from London have checked it, too, you know, and our company lawyers know all about it. So it's not dangerous and we're not doing anything wrong. Don't worry about it.'

He went out of the door, and after half an hour he had forgotten the conversation.

He was a very busy man now. All day he had to test different types of paints, and make sure they were safe. He was also busy buying a big, comfortable house for his family, with a large field beside it, where Christine could keep a horse. The house was half a kilometre from the sea, and its gardens went down to the river. There was an empty boathouse there.

'Can we have a boat, Dad?' Andrew asked. 'I mean, not now, of course, but one day — when you've finished paying for the house, perhaps?'

John laughed. His children had been poor for so long. But now he could buy them anything they wanted.

'You can have a boat now, if you want, my son,' he said happily. 'If I can afford a big house like this, I can certainly afford a small boat. We'll go fishing every week, shall we? And I'll teach you both to sail in the evenings. I've always wanted to do that, you know.'

He could not believe how lucky he was. He had a good job at last, a fine home, and his children had everything they wanted. He only wished his wife, Rachel, was alive to enjoy it with him. There was only one thing that he could not give his children now. He could not give them back their mother.



produce v. to make something. 制造，生产。

develop v. to change something and make it bigger or better. （逐步）发展，产生。

test v. to look at something carefully to find out how good it is. 检验，化验，测验。

acid n. a chemical liquid that burns. 酸，酸性物质。

spill v. to make a liquid run or fall out of a container by mistake. 使溅出，洒。

waste products something that is made (but which is useless and not needed) during the making of something else. （在制造过程中生产出的没用的）废料。

nasty adj. bad, not nice. 坏的，不好的。

litre n. unit of capacity. 公升（容量单位）。

upstream adv. up the river away from the sea (the opposite of downstream). 上游。

for heaven's sake words people say to show they are angry or surprised. 看在上帝的份上；天啊。

lawyer n. someone whose job is helping people with the law. 律师。

conversation n. talk. 谈话。

afford v. to have enough money for something. 有足够的钱支付。

alive adj. living. 活着的。


3　富人

约翰·邓肯星期一开始工作，玛丽·卡特带他参观了工厂。公司最重要的产品是一种新的汽车油漆，它是一种附着力很强的坚固油漆，任何东西都不易损坏它。玛丽和她的化学家们研制出它，并在全世界测试。它抗含酸或含盐的水，上过这种油漆的汽车从北极和撒哈拉沙漠回来如同新车一样。

公司开始从这种油漆上赚很多钱，同时也给小镇带来400个新的就业机会。

一天，当约翰正在使用油漆时，一些油漆废料溅在他腿上。他很快把它擦拭掉，但漆料在他皮肤上留下了一块红色、发疼的地方，总不消退。这使他晚上睡不了觉。他告诉他的医生他洒在腿上的是什么，医生很奇怪地看着他。
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医生小心地问：“这么说，这些化学制品与新研制的油漆有关，对吧？”

“是的，我说过，那是一瓶产品废料。当时我在办公室正观察它们。”

“我明白了。”医生望着窗外沉思着，他的手指轻轻地在桌上移动着，“我想，你们公司现在正在生产大量的这种废料。”

“是的，当然。”约翰有急事，他要在10分钟后见一个重要人物，“我说，你能否给我一些涂抹的药？”

“噢，可以。”医生开始在一张纸上写着什么，“早晚上药，疼痛一两天就会消失。但是那块皮肤上的红块恐怕要持续一两年。它们是讨厌的化学制品，你要知道，邓肯先生。”

“是的，我知道。”约翰对他笑笑，“别担心，医生，我们在工厂里会非常小心地处理它们。不穿特制的安全服，任何人也不能靠近它们。如果你愿意，可以来看看。”

医生说：“你这么说我非常高兴。”他把纸递给约翰。

“谢谢。”约翰说道。他向门口走去。

“邓肯先生？”

“啊？”约翰吃惊地回头望去。

“工厂用完这些废料，往哪里倾倒？是往河里倒吗？”

“那当然，”约翰说，“但没关系，你知道，”他很快接着说，“废料随时都经过认真检验。河大得很，而我们每天只生产出几百公升废料。再说，我们毕竟离大海只有两公里。”

“这就好，我只不过不想让任何人喝带有废料的水。”医生说。

“他们不会的，医生，”约翰说，“所有饮用水来自5公里以外的上游，这你是知道的。天啊，谁又会去喝河口处的咸水？伦敦的化学家们也检测过水质，你知道，我们公司的律师知道这一切。所以这并不危险，我们也没做什么错事，你不用为此担心。”

他走出门，半小时后他忘却了这段谈话。

他现在是一个大忙人，整天都要测试不同类型的油漆，以确保它们的安全性。他还正忙着为他的家庭购置一所宽敞舒适的房子，在它旁边有一片宽阔的田野，在那里克里斯汀可以养一匹马。房子距离大海半公里远，它的花园延伸至小河。那里有一间空船屋。

“爸爸，我们能有一艘小船吗？”安德鲁问，“我的意思当然不是指现在，而是将来某一天——也许是你支付完购买房子的钱后？”

约翰笑了。他的孩子们受了这么长时间的穷。但是现在孩子们要什么他都可以满足他们了。

“如果你想要，现在就可以买一艘，儿子，”他高兴地说，“我既然能买得起这么大一所房子，当然也买得起一艘小船。我们每星期都会去钓鱼，怎么样？晚上我教你们俩驾船。你们知道我一直都想这样做。”

他简直不敢相信他有多么幸运。他终于有了一份好工作，一个像样的家，他的孩子想要什么就有什么。他真希望他的妻子雷切尔还活着与他共享这一切。现在只有一样他给不了他的孩子们。他不能把他们的母亲还给他们。


4
The seals

A few months later, John invited Mary to a meal in the new house. It was a difficult evening. He had never invited anyone to their old flat, and the children's friends never came for meals. The new house was very untidy, and John was nervous about the food. He and Christine cooked a chicken because they thought it was easy. But the chicken was tasteless and the rice was too soft.

Mary smiled, and pretended not to notice. But the evening went badly. Christine was angry with her because she tidied up the kitchen, and Andrew was angry with her because she didn't want to watch TV. Both the children went to bed early, and thought about their mother.

But Mary came again, on a Sunday, and John took them all out in their new boat. That was much better. Mary didn't know how to sail, so the children had to tell her what to do. She did what she was told, and seemed to be happy. John sat at the back of the boat, and watched his children quietly. He felt proud of them, and he thought they were proud of him too. The first time Mary and the children laughed together, John felt a big smile come onto his face.

It was a beautiful, sunny day in the middle of May. There was a good wind, and the sailing was fun. The boat sailed fast, over small, white-topped waves. The sky was blue and clear. They sailed down to the mouth of the river, where there were lots of small islands and sandbanks.

'Look, Dad, quick! Over there! What are they?'

Andrew pointed excitedly to one of the long, low sandbanks.

'Seals,' said John. 'Haven't you seen them before?'

'No,' said Andrew. 'Only in films. Not in real life.' His face was shining, excited, happy. 'Do they really live here?'

'Yes. It's a group of seal families. The mothers come here every year to have their babies.'

They sailed closer to the sandbank, until they were only about twenty metres away from the seals. Wet, shiny seal mothers lifted their heads and looked at them with their blue eyes. The baby seals were drinking milk from their mothers, climbing over them, and playing in the shallow water. Then a big father seal lifted his head and stared angrily at them.

'I think they're beautiful,' said Mary. 'I never knew they lived here, so close to the town. It makes me feel really happy, just to see them.'

'Yes, it does, doesn't it,' said Christine. 'I think nothing can be really wrong with the world, if they can live here, all by themselves, with no one looking after them.'

'Yes,' said Mary. 'And they're really beautiful, too. Look! Did you see that little one, playing on his mother's back? I wish I could do that!'

John smiled, as he watched Mary and his children laughing and talking together. He thought the world was a good place, too.



invite v. to ask sb. to come. 邀请。

tasteless adj. no flavor. 无味的。

tidy up to put in order. 整理。

thought v. past tense of think. 动词think（想、认为）的过去式。

proud adj. feeling pleased about something you have or did. 自豪的，得意的。

wave n. a movement of water in the sea or a river. 波浪。

sandbank n. a large area of sand in a river or the sea. 沙滩，沙洲。

point v. to show with your finger or hand where something is. 指出，指向。

seal n. an animal that lives both in the sea and on land. 海豹。

stare v. to look at something or someone very hard for a long line. 盯着。

look after to watch closely. 关心，照料。


4　海豹

几个月以后，约翰邀请玛丽到他的新居共进晚餐。这是一个不顺利的夜晚。他从没邀请过任何人到他们的旧寓所，孩子们的朋友也从未来聚过餐。新房子里非常凌乱，约翰对食物感到很担心。他和克里斯汀认为做鸡容易，于是就烧了鸡。但是鸡做得没有味道，米饭也太软了。

玛丽微笑着，假装没注意到。但是晚上过得很糟糕。克里斯汀生她的气，因为玛丽收拾了厨房，安德鲁生她的气是因为她不愿看电视。两个孩子很早就上床睡觉，并且思念着他们的母亲。

然而玛丽在一个星期天又来了，约翰带着所有的人乘着他们的新船出游。这次好多了。玛丽不知如何驾船，所以孩子们不得不告诉她如何去做。她按照指令操作，显得很快活。约翰坐在船尾，静静地注视着孩子们。他为他们感到骄傲，他想他们也为他感到骄傲。玛丽和孩子们第一次在一起欢笑，约翰觉得他自己脸上也绽开了笑容。

那是5月中旬阳光明媚的一天，风速很好，乘船游览很有趣。小船在泛泛微波上行驶得很快。天空蔚蓝无云。他们行驶到河口，那里有很多小岛和沙滩。

“快看，爸爸！在那儿！它们是什么？”安德鲁兴奋地指着其中一个长长的低沙滩。

“海豹，”约翰答道，“你以前从没见过海豹吗？”

“没有，”安德鲁说，“只在电影上见过。我没有在现实生活中见过。”他的脸闪着光、兴奋和喜悦，“它们真的住在这里吗？”

“是的。那是一群海豹家族。雌海豹每年到这里来产下它们的幼崽。”

他们驶近沙滩，一直到离海豹只有约20米远。湿润光滑的海豹妈妈们抬起它们的头，用它们的蓝眼睛注视着他们。幼海豹正在吸吮它们妈妈的奶，爬过它们妈妈的背，在浅水中戏耍。这时一只大雄性海豹抬起它的头愤怒地盯着他们。
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“我觉得它们很漂亮，”玛丽说，“我从来不知道它们住在这里，离镇这么近，仅仅是望着它们就足以使我感到非常快活了。”

“真是这样，难道不是吗？”克里斯汀说道，“我想这个世界真美好，它们能够在此生存，完全靠自己，没有任何人照顾它们。”

“是的，”玛丽说，“并且它们也确实很漂亮。看那儿！你看到那个在妈妈背上玩耍的小不点了吗？我希望我也能那样做！”

约翰一边看着玛丽和他的孩子们在一起欢声笑语，一边微笑着。他也认为这个世界是一个好地方。


5
The new experiment

A few days later, John asked Mary to look at another experiment. He took her into a long, quiet room at the back of the factory. The room was full of the noises of small animals.

'I've been testing the waste products,' he said. 'Here, look at this.' He gave her a sheet of paper. 'Some of these rats have had the waste products in their food and drinking water. There's no real problem yet. One or two have become ill, but not many. There's nothing very serious.'

Mary read the results carefully. She didn't like this kind of experiment, but she knew it was necessary. And John was right; no rats had died, and not very many were ill.

'So what do you want to show me?' she asked.

'This,' he said. He opened a box by the window. 'These ten rats have had the waste products in their drinking water for two weeks now. I gave them a lot — five parts per million. They're going to have babies today. If the babies are OK, We've got nothing to worry about.'

'Oh, John,' she said. 'What an awful thing to do!'

'I know, I know,' he said. But he wasn't listening. 'Look,' he said excitedly. 'Some of them have been born already!'

He lifted some of the baby rats out of the box and looked at them through a magnifying glass.

'Oh dear,' he said at last, sadly. 'Perhaps there is a problem. Look!'

Mary looked through the magnifying glass. She began to feel ill. There was a long silence.

'There certainly is a problem!' Mary's voice sounded loud and high in the quiet room. She stared at the small animals under the magnifying glass. 'Baby rats with no eyes, no ears, six legs! Oh John! John! What have you done?'

He looked at her strangely. 'It's awful, isn't it? But I had to know. And remember, Mary — their mothers have had five parts per million of these chemicals in their drinking water for two weeks. That's a lot — much, much more than we're putting in the river.'

Mary looked away from the rats. She remembered the beautiful afternoon that they had spent with John's children, sailing on the clear blue water. 'John, these waste products are dangerous!' she said. 'We've got to stop putting them in the river!'

'Of course, of course.' John put his hand on her arm, to comfort her. But it was the same hand — the hand that had held the rats. 'Of course we'll stop it, if we need to, Mary. The company can build machines to clean the waste products. I'll start my report for David Wilson next week.'

'But...' She turned round to face him. His hand fell from her arm. 'Don't you think we should stop making the paint now, John? Perhaps it'll take years to build those machines, and we're putting the chemicals into the river right now!'

A shadow crossed his face. His eyes looked at hers, then away, out of the window.

'I... don't think we need to do that now, Mary. We're putting very little into the river at the moment. And the company will build those machines, won't they?'

She remembered her long years of work, the hundreds of unsuccessful experiments. She touched his hand, and smiled. 'I hope so, John,' she said. 'I really hope so.'

She turned, and went quickly out of the room.



experiment n. a test on something to find out what happens and to learn something new. 实验。

rat n. a small grey or brown animal with a long tail. 老鼠。

result n. what happens because of something (e.g. an experiment). 结果（如实验结果）。

five parts per million how much something is diluted by... 稀释的比例：每百万分之五。

magnifying glass n. a special glass that makes small things look bigger. 放大镜。

comfort v. to try to make someone feel happier. 安慰。

shadow n. dark shape. 阴影。


5　新实验

几天以后，约翰让玛丽去观看另一个实验。他将她带进工厂后面一个僻静的长屋子里。屋子里充满小动物的叫声。

“我一直在测试这些废料，”他说，“看这东西。”他递给她一张纸，“这其中一些老鼠已经食用了搀有废料的食物和饮用水。还没有出现真正的问题。有一两只已经病了，但不多。情况不是很严重。”

玛丽仔细地读着实验结果。她不喜欢这种实验，但是她知道这有必要。而且约翰是对的，还没有老鼠死亡，生病的也不多。

“那么你想证明什么？”她问。

“这一点，”他说着，打开了靠近窗户的一个箱子，“这10只老鼠喝了搀有废料的水到现在已经有两个星期了。我给了它们许多——一百万分之五。它们今天要下小崽儿了。如果它们的小崽儿没问题，我们就不用担心了。”

“哦，约翰，”她说，“做这样的事真可怕！”

“我知道，我知道，”他说，但他并没有在听，“看呀，”他兴奋地说，“有些已经生下了。”

他从箱子里提出几只鼠崽儿，用放大镜观看它们。
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“哦，我的天啊，”他最后懊丧地说，“也许有问题。你瞧！”

玛丽透过放大镜观看。她开始感到不好受，沉默了很长一段时间。

“绝对有问题。”玛丽的声音在寂静的屋子里显得又响又亮。她盯着放大镜下面的小动物。鼠崽儿没有眼睛，没有耳朵，6条腿！“哎！约翰呀约翰！你都干了些什么？”

他奇怪地望着她，“很糟糕，是吧？但我必须知道。要记住，玛丽——它们的母亲是喝了两个星期的掺有百万分之五的这些化学物质的水。那是很大量的，远远超过我们放入河中的。”

玛丽的视线离开老鼠。她想起了和约翰的孩子们共度的美好下午，航行在清澈碧蓝的河水里。“约翰，这些废料有危险！”她说，“我们必须停止向河中倾倒！”

“当然，当然。”约翰将手放在她的臂上，安慰着她，然而就是这同一只手曾拿过老鼠，“如果需要，我们当然会停止这样做，玛丽。公司会制造出机器去清理废料。下星期我给大卫·威尔逊起草一个报告。”

“但是……”她转过身面对着他，他的手从她的臂上落下来，“约翰，你不认为我们应该现在就停止制造这种油漆吗？也许要花几年时间去制造那些机器，而我们现在正在往河里倾倒化学物品！”

一个阴影从他脸上掠过。他双眼注视着她的双眼，然后移开，向窗外望去。

“我……不认为我们现在就需要这样做，玛丽。目前我们只是放入河里一点点。再说公司会制造出那些机器的，对吗？”

她回忆起多年的工作，上百次失败的实验。她触摸着他的手笑了。她说：“我希望如此。我真的希望如此。”

她转身飞快地走出屋子。


6
The report

John's report took longer than he had thought. It was nearly six weeks later when he went to discuss the results with David Wilson.

Mr Wilson wasn't a scientist. He was a businessman. He knew how to run a business, how to make money.

'Thanks for coming, John.' David Wilson came out from behind his desk and shook hands with John. They sat in two big, comfortable armchairs by the window.

David Wilson's office was large, with a thick carpet and beautiful pictures on the walls. From the window, John could see the river, and the woods and fields on the other side. He felt comfortable, happy, safe.

'I've read your report,' Wilson began. Then he stopped, and lit a cigarette. 'Not very good, is it?'

'What?' John stared at him in surprise.

Wilson smiled, and moved his hand through the clouds of smoke. 'No, no, don't worry — I don't mean the report is bad, of course not. You've worked very hard, and done your job well. What I mean is, I don't like the ideas at the end of the report.'

'What's wrong with them?'

'They're too expensive.' The two men stared at each other for a moment, and John felt cold and sick in his stomach. Wilson smiled, but it wasn't the kind of smile that John liked.

'Look, John,' he said. 'Your report says that we should build some new machines to clean up the waste products before they go into the river, right? And those machines will cost two million pounds! Where do you think we can find all that? Money doesn't grow on trees, you know!'

'No, of course not.' John's mouth was dry. He took a drink of water, and felt his hand shaking. 'But we're selling a lot of the new paint. We're making millions of pounds every month from that, aren't we?'

'We're doing very well, yes,' said Wilson. 'But if we spend two million pounds to build these new machines, the paint will have to cost more, and we won't sell so much.'

'But — we've got to do it,' said John. 'These waste products are much more dangerous than I'd thought. Didn't you read that in my report? When I put the chemicals in rats' drinking water, some of the baby rats were born without eyes and ears. One didn't have any legs, and one had six.' He shivered. 'And some were born without legs when they drank only two parts per million. We can't put those chemicals in the river.'

'Of course I read that, John. I read your report very carefully indeed. And your report also says that on most days we put less than two parts per million into the river. No, wait, listen to me for a minute! We both know that no drinking water comes out of this part of the river, don't we? And in two kilometres the river goes out into the sea. So why is it dangerous? Nobody is ever going to drink it, John! We don't need to build these new machines!'

John thought of his children, sailing on the river in their boat. He thought of the seals, and people fishing, and little children playing on the beach and swimming. 'We've got to build them!' he said.

David Wilson looked at him carefully. His voice, when he spoke, was very quiet and hard. 'Listen to me, John. You're a very good scientist, and we're lucky to have you in this company. But you're not a businessman, and I am. Look at this.' He picked up a sheet of paper, and held it across the table for John to see. It showed how much money the company had. 'We borrowed ten million pounds last year, and we employed four hundred more people. Think how much that means to a small town like this!'

'I know,' said John. 'But...'

'Just a minute. Listen to me. If we build these cleaning machines of yours, people will lose their jobs — a lot of people! This company can't afford to borrow any more money, John. We just can't do it!'

John stood up. 'And what happens if people get ill because of this? Have you thought of that? What will the newspapers say then?'

'No one will get ill, because no one drinks that water, John. The newspapers will never know about it.'

'They will if I tell them.'

There was a long silence. Then David Wilson stood up. He walked past John Duncan, without looking at him, and sat down behind his desk. When he looked up, his eyes were cold and grey, like stones from the beach.

'If you do that, John, I shall say you're a liar. You'll lose your job. You'll have to sell your house, and go back to living in a nasty little flat. You'll never get another job, and you'll never have a house or any money again. You'll just be an old man, walking the streets without friends or money. Is that what you want?'

John didn't answer. He stood for a long time, and stared at David Wilson, and didn't say a word. After nearly two minutes, Wilson smiled — a thin quiet smile.

'But if you stay with us, you will be paid twice as much next year. And no one will ever be hurt, because no one will ever drink that water.'

He got up from his desk, came round to the front, and held out his hand. John stood still for a long moment. Then he shook hands.

'Think about it, John,' said David Wilson.

John Duncan turned, and walked slowly towards the door.



shake hands with 与……握手。

woods n. an area with a lot of trees. 树林。

shiver v. to shake because you are cold or frightened. 颤抖，哆嗦。

because of 因为……，由于……。

liar n. a person who says things that are not true. 说谎者。


6　报告

约翰的报告花的时间比他想像的要长。将近六个星期以后他才去找大卫·威尔逊讨论实验的结果。

威尔逊先生不是一个科学家，他是一个商人，他懂得怎样管理生意，怎样赚钱。

“谢谢你的到来，约翰。”大卫·威尔逊从他的桌子后面走出来与约翰握手。他们坐在靠窗户的两张非常舒适的大沙发里。

大卫·威尔逊的办公室很大，铺着厚厚的地毯，墙上有许多漂亮的画。从窗户望去，约翰可以看见河以及河对面的树林和田野。他感到舒适、愉快、安全。
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“我已经读了你的报告，”威尔逊开口道，然后他止住，点燃一支雪茄，“不太好，是吧？”

“什么？”约翰吃惊地盯着他。

威尔逊笑着，在烟雾中挥动着他的手，“不，不，别担心——我不是说报告不好，当然不是。你工作很努力，而且工作表现很好。我的意思是我不喜欢报告结尾的那些意见。”

“它们有什么不妥？”

“它们太费钱了。”两个人相互凝视了一会儿，约翰感到胃部又凉又难受。威尔逊笑了笑，但那不是约翰喜欢的那种笑。

“你瞧，约翰，”他说，“你的报告说我们应该制造一些新机器，在将废料倒到河里以前将它们净化，对吧？而那些机器将花费两百万英镑！你想我们能从哪儿搞到所有这些钱？你知道钱不会从天上掉下来！”

“对，当然不会。”约翰的嘴开始发干。他喝了一口水，他感觉他的手在颤抖，“但是我们正在卖大量的新油漆，我们每月都从中挣上几百万英镑，不是吗？”

“是的，我们干得非常好，”威尔逊说，“但是如果我们花两百万英镑去造这些新机器，油漆价格就会贵些，我们就卖不了那么多。”

“但是——我们必须这样做，”约翰说，“这些废料比我以前想象的还要危险。你难道没在我的报告里读到吗？我在老鼠的饮用水里放入化学品，生出来的一些幼鼠没有眼睛和耳朵。有一只没有腿，还有一只有6条腿。”他战栗着，“有些只喝了百万分之二，生出来就没有腿。我们不能将那些化学品放入河里。”

“我当然读到，约翰。我的确很认真地读了你的报告。你的报告也说到大部分日子里我们放入河里的是少于百万分之二。不，请等一下，听我说一会儿！我们俩都知道饮用水不是来自河的这一方，不是吗？再流两公里，河水就进入大海。所以怎么会有危险呢？从没有人会去喝它，约翰！我们不需要制造新机器！”

约翰想到他的孩子们乘他们的船行驶在这条河上。他想到海豹，想到人们钓鱼，想到小孩们在河滩上玩耍，在河里游泳。他说：“我们不得不造机器！”

大卫·威尔逊仔细地看着他。他说话时的声音非常平静而且坚定，“听我说，约翰。你是一个很出色的科学家，我们有幸雇你在这个公司干活儿。但是你不是一个商人，而我是。你瞧。”他拿起一张纸，从桌子对面递过来给约翰看，它显示出公司有多少钱，“去年我们借了1000万英镑，并且又雇用了400人。想想对这样一个小镇来说这意味着多少？”

“我知道，”约翰说，“但是……”

“等等。听我说。如果我们建造你的这些净化机器，人们将会失去他们的工作——很多人！这个公司借不起更多的钱，约翰。我们真是不能那样做！”

约翰站了起来，“那么如果人们因此而得病怎么办？你想过没有？到那时报纸会怎么说？”

“没人会得病，因为没人喝那种水，约翰。报纸永远不会知道此事。”

“如果我告诉他们，他们就会知道。”

长时间的沉默后，大卫·威尔逊站了起来，他从约翰·邓肯身旁走过，没看他，在他的桌子后面坐下。当他抬头时，他的目光冷酷而暗淡，如同沙滩上的石头。

“如果你那样做，约翰，我会说你是一个骗子。你将失去你的工作。你将不得不卖掉你的房子，回去住那龌龊的小公寓。你将永远找不到另一份工作，你再也不会有房子和任何钱了。你将只是一个走在街上没有朋友没有钱的老头，这难道是你所想要的吗？”

约翰没有回答。他站了许久，盯着大卫·威尔逊，没有说任何话。大约两分钟过后，威尔逊露出微笑——非常勉强的轻轻一笑。

“但是如果你跟我们站在一边，明年你的收入将增加一倍，并且没人会受到伤害，因为没人会去喝那水。”

他从桌子旁站起来，绕到前面，伸出他的手。约翰一动不动地站了很长时间，然后他与威尔逊握了手。

“考虑考虑，约翰。”大卫·威尔逊说。

约翰·邓肯转身慢慢地向门口走去。


7
Christine and Simon

Mary talked to Mr Wilson too, but it was no good. She came out looking tired and very sad.

For many months she argued with David Wilson about the danger of the waste products, but he would not listen to her. And so, eighteen months after John's report, Mary decided to move to another company. she was pleased, because it was a more important job, but that wasn't the reason she was going. She knew that the cleaning machines would never be built.

John was sad to see her go. He had enjoyed working with her, and she had come to his house several times over the last year and a half. His children liked her now. They had never been so friendly with any woman, since their mother had died.

On her last day, Mary and John had lunch in the factory restaurant together.

'You don't have to go, you know, Mary,' John said. 'This company is very successful, and it's growing all the time. Your new paint has meant four hundred new jobs — all because of your discovery! This isn't a poor town any more — it's becoming successful, rich! People will want to move here from other places.'

He talked about the new sports centre at Andrew's school, which was built with money from the paint company. There were two big, new shops in the town as well, and a new theatre, and a lot of new houses. 'And it's all because of you,' he said. 'It's wonderful, Mary, don't you think?' He smiled at her across the table, and took her hand in his.

She looked at him quietly. He had changed a lot since he had first started working at the factory. For the first six months after he had got the job, he had been really happy and lively. She had always known where he was in the factory, because he was always laughing, or singing to himself.

But for the last eighteen months he had been much quieter. He was always busy, but he didn't sing or laugh, and he didn't often look Mary in the eyes. And when he was alone, he looked tired and sad.

She took her hand away from his, gently. 'You know why I'm going, John,' she said. 'I know what's going into the river, and I don't like to think about it. You should leave, too, and get a job in another company.'

'I'm too old.' John stared at her angrily. 'It isn't easy for me to get a new job. And Mary, the company has been making the paint for more than two years now, and no one's been hurt, have they?'

Mary didn't answer for a moment. Then she said, 'Only you.'

'What do you mean, only me?'

She looked at him sadly. His head was bald now, and he was beginning to look like an old man. Once, she had wanted to marry him. Now, she was pleased that he hadn't asked her.

'Oh, I just meant your leg, of course.' John still had a painful red place on his leg, and sometimes he walked badly because of it. But that wasn't what Mary meant.

John smiled. 'My leg's nearly better. I'd almost forgotten about it. But Mary, before you go... I wonder if you could help me. It's a family matter.'

'I see. Well, how can I help? I don't know your children very well, you know.'

'No, of course not. But you're a woman, and... well, it's sometimes difficult for me, as a father on my own. Christine's a young woman now, and she hasn't got a mother to discuss things with. I don't always know what to say.'

'No.' Mary looked at him sadly. She often wondered why he didn't ask her to his house more often. She liked him and his children, and she thought he liked her. 'How old is Christine now?'

'Eighteen. And she wants to get married.'

'Already? She's rather young, isn't she?'

John looked unhappy. 'Well, that's what I say. But she gets so angry with me, Mary, really angry.'

'Who's the young man?'

'He's called Simon MacDonald. He's a journalist — he works for the local newspaper. He's a nice young man, I suppose. But every time I speak to him, we argue. And then Christine always agrees with him, and I get angry with her, too. I don't want to, Mary, but I do. I feel I'm losing her, you see.'

'What do you argue about?'

'Oh, I don't know. Stupid things, really. He belongs to one of these environmental groups — Greenworld, I think — and he's always talking about it. He thinks only young people are right, and everyone over twenty-five is always wrong!'

Mary looked at John thoughtfully.

'Well, what do you want me to do, John? I'm not a mother and I've never been married.'

'No, but... you could talk to Christine, perhaps? If you came to our house for Sunday lunch...?'

So Mary went to John's house. Simon was there too. They had a meal and talked about horses and sailing. Everyone was polite, and there were no arguments. Later, Mary went with Christine to look at her horse, and Simon stayed with John. In the field, Mary began to talk about Simon.

'He's fine young man, Christine. He's very clever and kind. He makes me think of your father.'

'My father! He's nothing like my father! And Dad hates him!'

'I'm sure he doesn't.'

'He does! He says he's too old for me, and I mustn't see him! He thinks I'm still a little girl, Mary! But I'm eighteen! I want to get married!'

'Tell me more about Simon...'

And so for a long time Mary stood in the quiet, lonely field. She helped Christine give food to her horse, and listened to her talk about Simon. Simon, Christine said, was kind, intelligent, very hard-working. He liked sailing and riding, and he wanted to make the world a cleaner, better place. He made her feel important, like an adult, not a child any more. She had met his parents, and they liked her a lot. It was only her father...

'So what should I do, Mary?' Christine asked.

Mary put her hand on the horse's neck. 'I'm not sure,' she said. 'I think you should marry him, but you don't want to make your father angry, do you? That's not the best way to start your life with Simon.'

'No, but I will if I have to!'

'Would you like me to talk to him? Perhaps he'll listen to me. It's difficult for him — you're his only daughter, and he's probably very worried about it.'

'Oh, would you, Mary? Please. I want Dad to like Simon, really, but he's always nasty to him.'

'I'll do my best, my dear, but I don't know if it'll work.'

Mary did try, very hard, before she moved to Scotland for her new job. She spoke to John on the phone, and sometimes they had a cup of coffee together in town. She was surprised how carefully John listened to her, and how grateful he seemed for her help. He's really a very lonely man, she thought. It must be hard for him with two children and no wife. He used to talk to his children a lot, but he doesn't now.

At last John agreed to the marriage. Mary was invited to a special supper because of the good news. Christine was very happy. She kissed Mary when she arrived, and gave her a small, secret present to thank her. It was a pair of pretty earrings. At the meal, John seemed a little nervous, but happy too. He tried hard to smile, and thanked Mary, although he didn't think of giving her a present. He watched Christine all through the meal. He seemed to be afraid that he would never see her again, and he was very happy when she smiled at him.

Then Simon stood up to say something.

'Mr Duncan,' he said. 'I'll always remember this night. I know how much you love your daughter, and believe me, sir, I love her too. You've been worried about me because you want her to have the best husband possible, and I — well, I can't promise anything, but I'm going to try to be that man. You're a rich man, Mr Duncan, and of course, Christine and I won't have a lot of money at first, but I hope we'll manage.' He smiled at Christine. 'And yesterday, Mr Duncan, I spoke to my employer, and he's going to pay me a little more than before!'

John looked surprised. 'Oh really? Why is that?'

'Well, because he's given me a new job. He's asked me to write about the environment for our newspaper. I have to write a full-page article every week on the environment. And this is the first one. Look here!'

He pulled a page of newspaper out of his pocket, and held it up in front of them. There were pictures of water, sandbanks, and some seals. The headline read:

SEALS AT RIVER MOUTH

HAVE STRANGE DISEASE

Four baby seals found dead



argue v. express different views. 争辩，辩论。

bald adj. having no hair. 秃的。

journalist n. a person who writes for newspapers, television or radio. 新闻记者。

local adj. belonging to one place or area. 地方的。

environmental adj. of the environment. 环境的。

intelligent adj. wise. 智慧的，聪明的。

promise v. to undertake to do. 许诺。

environment n. all the natural things around us (land, air, water, plants, etc.). 环境。

headline n. the heading printed in large letters above a story in a newspaper. 大字标题。


7　克里斯汀和西蒙

玛丽也跟威尔逊先生谈了，但是没有用。她走出来，看上去疲惫忧伤。

她跟大卫·威尔逊争论废料的危险性好几个月，但他就是不听她的。所以，在约翰提出报告一年半后，玛丽决定调到其他公司。她很高兴，因为那是一份更重要的工作，但这并不是她走的原因。她知道净化机器永远不会被建造。

约翰看到她走很忧伤。他喜欢跟她一起工作，在过去的一年半中她多次去过他家。他的孩子们现在喜欢她。他们自从母亲死后，还没跟任何女人这么友好过。

在她走的前一天，玛丽和约翰在工厂的餐厅共进午餐。

约翰说：“玛丽，你知道你不是非走不可。这家公司非常成功，它在不断扩大。你的新油漆已经意味着400份新工作——全是由于你的发现！这里不再是贫穷的小镇——它正变得成功、富有！人们将愿意从别处迁到这里。”

他谈到安德鲁学校里新的体育中心，那是用油漆公司的钱修建的。镇上还有两座新的大商店、一座新的剧院和许多新房子。“这一切都得归功于你，”他说，“太棒了，玛丽，你不这样认为吗？”他朝着桌子对面的她微笑着，将她的手放在他的手中。

她静静地看着他。他自从开始在工厂工作变了许多。刚得到工作的头半年，他确实很愉快而且有生气。她总是知道他在厂里的哪个地方，因为他总是笑或者自己唱歌。

但是在后来的一年半里，他沉默了许多。他总是忙碌，不再唱歌，不再大笑，也不常正视玛丽的眼睛。当他独自待着时，他看上去疲倦又忧郁。

她轻轻地将手抽回去。“你知道我为什么走，约翰，”她说，“我知道河里倒入了什么，我不愿去想它。你也应该离开，到另一家公司找工作。”

“我太老了。”约翰气愤地瞪着她，“我另找工作不容易。玛丽，公司制造这种油漆到现在已经两年多了，还没有一个人遭到伤害，不是吗？”玛丽沉默了一会儿，然后她说：“只有你。”

“你这是什么意思，只有我？”

她忧虑地望着他。他的头现在已经秃了，他开始看上去像个老头。她曾经想跟他结婚，现在她庆幸他没有向自己提过。

“哦，我当然是指你的腿。”约翰腿上仍有一块疼痛红肿的地方，有时他走路都困难。但这不是玛丽所指的。

约翰笑了笑，“我的腿差不多有好转了，我都快忘了。但是，玛丽，你走以前……我不知道你是否能够帮助我。这是一件家事。”

“我明白。那么，我怎么帮你？我不十分了解你的孩子们，这你知道。”

“是的，你当然不太了解。但你是个女人，并且……唉，有时候作为一个父亲，单靠我是困难的。克里斯汀现在已经长大了，她有事没有母亲可以商量。我总是不知道该怎么说。”

“是的。”玛丽悲伤地看着他。她经常想为什么他没更常请她去他家。她喜欢他和他的孩子们，并且她想他也喜欢她。“克里斯汀现在多大了？”

“18岁，而且她打算结婚。”

“已经想结婚啦？她还很年轻啊？”

约翰看上去不高兴的样子，“是呀，我也这么说。但她很生我的气，玛丽，真的很生气。”

“那男孩是谁？”

“他叫西蒙·麦克唐纳，是一个记者——他替当地报纸工作。我想，他是一个好青年，但是每次我跟他交谈，我们都争论。克里斯汀总是赞同他，于是我也生她的气。我不想如此，玛丽，但我真生气。你瞧，我感到我正在失去她。”

“你们争论些什么？”

“哦，我不知道。都是一些无聊的事情，真的。他属于那些环境组织之中的一个——我想叫绿色世界——他经常谈论它。他认为只有年轻人是对的，每个过了25岁的人总是错的！”

玛丽带着思考的神情望着他。

“那你想让我做什么，约翰？我不是一个母亲，也从没结过婚。”

“是的，但是……你也许可以跟克里斯汀谈谈？如果你星期日可以来我家吃午饭……？”

就这样，玛丽去了约翰的家。西蒙也在那儿。他们吃了饭并且谈论了马匹和划船。每个人都很客气，没有争论。随后，玛丽跟克里斯汀去看她的马，而西蒙则跟约翰待在一起。在田野里玛丽开始谈论西蒙。

“他是一个好青年，克里斯汀，他非常聪明善良。他使我想起你的父亲。”

“我父亲！他一点儿也不像我父亲！并且爸爸恨他。”

“我相信你爸爸不恨他。”

“他恨！他说西蒙年龄比我大得多，我不应该再见他！他认为我还是个小女孩，玛丽！但我已18岁了！我想要结婚！”

“跟我多谈谈西蒙……”

就这样，玛丽在寂静空旷的田野里站了很久。她帮助克里斯汀喂马，听她讲西蒙。克里斯汀说西蒙善良、聪慧，非常刻苦。他喜欢划船和骑马，并且他想使世界变成一个更清洁更美好的地方。他使她感到重要，如同成人，不再是孩子。她已见过他的父母，他们非常喜欢她。只有她的父亲……

“所以，我该怎么办，玛丽？”克里斯汀问道。

玛丽把手放在马脖子上。“我也不太清楚，”她说，“我想你应该嫁给他，但你不想使你父亲生气，是吧？那不是你与西蒙开始生活的最好方法。”
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“对，但如果不得已，我也许会的。”

“你想让我跟他谈谈吗？也许他会听我的。这对他来讲很困难——你是他唯一的女儿，他也许对此非常焦虑。”

“哦，你肯帮我吗，玛丽？求你了。我想让爸爸喜欢西蒙，真的，但他总是对他发火。”

“亲爱的，我一定尽力，但我不知道是否有效。”

玛丽在去苏格兰就任新工作之前确实努力试过。她给约翰打电话，有时他们在镇上一起喝咖啡。她惊奇地发现约翰非常细心地听她讲，并且好像十分感激她的帮助。她想他的确是一个非常孤独的人，带着两个孩子，没有妻子，生活对他来说一定很艰难。他曾经经常跟他的孩子们交谈，但是现在不是这样了。

最后约翰同意了婚事。由于这个好消息，玛丽被邀请参加了一个特殊的晚餐。克里斯汀非常高兴。当玛丽到达时，她亲吻了玛丽，并给了她一件小巧秘密的礼物以表示感谢。那是一对漂亮的耳环。用餐时，约翰有点儿不自然，但也很高兴。他努力使自己笑出来，并感谢玛丽，虽然他没想到送她一件礼物。整个晚餐他都在观察克里斯汀。他好像害怕他再也见不到她了，当她冲他笑时，他感到很幸福。

然后西蒙站起来讲话。

“邓肯先生，”他说，“我将永远记住这个夜晚。我知道你是多么爱你女儿，请相信我，先生，我也爱她。你一直担心我，是因为你想让她尽可能嫁一个最好的丈夫，而我——当然我无法许诺什么，但我将努力去成为那样一个人。你是一个富有的人，邓肯先生。当然克里斯汀和我一开始不会有很多钱，但我希望我们能应付。”他对克里斯汀笑了笑，“邓肯先生，昨天，我跟我的老板谈了，他将付给我比以前多一点儿的工资！”

约翰看上去很惊讶，“噢，真的吗？为什么？”

“因为他给了我一项新任务。他让我替我们的报纸写关于环境的文章。每周我得写一整版关于环境的文章。这是第一篇，请看！”

他从口袋里抽出一页报纸，举在他们面前，上面有江河、沙滩和一些海豹的图片，标题是：

河口的海豹

已染上怪病

发现4只幼豹死亡


8
The wedding day

The disease among the seals got worse. Three more baby seals died, and one was born without a tail. Scientists came from London to look at them, and there were long articles in the newspapers, but no one was sure what the reasons were. Some people said that it was a disease that was always in the water; some people said the seals were eating diseased fish; and some people said that it was the paint factory near the river.

There was a sewage works near the river too. The sewage from another small town came to it. One day, in the factory, John Duncan found two young chemists testing samples of water from the river. The water came from two kilometres upstream, near the sewage works.

'Why are you doing that?' he asked, surprised.

'It's a special experiment,' one of them answered. 'David Wilson asked us to do it himself. Didn't he tell you, sir?'

John didn't answer. He watched them quietly for several minutes. 'What are the results?' he asked.

'They're bad, sir,' said the young man. But he didn't look worried; he looked pleased, proud of himself. 'That sewage works is putting a lot of nasty things into the river, you know. I think the newspapers will be very interested.'

'The newspapers?' John asked. The young man smiled.




'Yes, Mr Duncan, of course. Our company cares about the environment, doesn't it? That's why we're doing this. We want to help those poor seals, if we can.'

As John walked away, he listened for the sound of quiet laughter behind him. But he heard nothing. Perhaps the young man really believed what he said.




Christine and Simon were married on a fine day in June. When they came back from the church, they had a party in the garden at John's house. Everyone seemed very happy. John liked Simon's parents, and talked to them a lot.

'You're very lucky, Mr Duncan,' Simon's father said. 'You have a beautiful house with a lovely river at the end of the garden.'

'I haven't always been lucky,' John answered. 'People used to say I was a very unlucky man.' He stood still, thinking. He remembered how unhappy he had been in the little flat in the middle of the town. He had been unemployed then, with no money to buy good things for his children. But he had always been able to talk to them. Now he was a rich man, a success, and his children didn't want to talk to him.

He smiled at Mr and Mrs MacDonald. 'Yes,' he said. 'I'm a very lucky man. I have Simon for my son-in-law. I'm very pleased for my daughter.'

Mrs MacDonald was pleased. 'We're very pleased to have Christine for our daughter-in-law, too,' she said. 'And I'm sure Simon will help you with this river, Mr Duncan. I understand there's a disease in it, which is making the seals ill. Simon told me he's going to work very hard to find the reason for that, and clean up the river. I'm sure you're pleased about that, Mr Duncan.'

'Yes, of course.' John had seen Simon's article in the newspaper last night, about the diseases that came from the sewage works. David Wilson had shown it to him. John didn't want to talk about it.

He saw his daughter laughing with Simon, Andrew and some friends. He had never seen her look so happy. He remembered his own wedding, and the hopes he and Rachel had had.

'Let me get you another drink, Mrs MacDonald,' he said. 'We must drink to our children's future, and wish them luck.'

At the bar in the house he met Mary. She came back to the town sometimes, and twice he had visited her in Scotland.

'This day's been a great success, John,' she said. 'You must be a happy man.'

He touched her arm thoughtfully. 'I'd like to be, Mary,' he said. 'I've tried, you know. I've done my best. But it's their world now. They must do what they can with it.'



sewage works n. a place where sewage (human waste) is cleaned before it goes into the sea or a river. 污水处理厂。

sample n. a small piece of something, which is an example of the test. 样品。

care about 关心，担心。

son-in-law n. the husband of one's daughter. 女婿。

clean up （把）……打扫干净。

future n. time ahead. 未来，前途。


8　婚礼

海豹的疾病日趋严重。又有3只幼豹死亡，有一只生出来就没有尾巴。从伦敦来的科学家们察看了它们，报纸上也登载了长篇文章，但是没有人能确定是什么原因。有些人说水中本来就有这种疾病；有些人说海豹是吃了有病的鱼；还有些人说是河附近的油漆厂。

河附近还有一个污水处理厂。污水来自另一个小镇。一天，在工厂里，约翰·邓肯发现两名年轻的化学师在测试从河里提取的水样。水来自两公里以外的上游，靠近污水处理厂。

“你们为什么这么做？”他惊奇地问。

“这是一项特殊实验。”其中一个人答道，“是大卫·威尔逊亲自让我们做的。他没告诉你吗，先生？”

约翰没有回答。他静静地望着他们有几分钟。“结果怎样？”他问。

“非常糟糕，先生。”年青人说，但他看上去并不担忧，他显得很高兴，很自豪。

“那个污水处理厂正在往河里排放一些脏东西，你知道。我想报纸对此会非常感兴趣的。”

“报纸？”约翰问。年轻人笑了。

“是的，邓肯先生，当然。我们公司关心环境，是吧？这就是我们为什么要做实验。如果能够的话，我们想帮助那些可怜的海豹。”

当约翰走开时，他等着听背后轻轻的笑声。但是他什么也没听到，也许年轻人真的相信他所说的。




克里斯汀和西蒙在6月一个明媚的日子里结了婚。当他们从教堂回来后，在约翰家的花园里举行了宴会。每个人好像都很快乐。约翰喜欢西蒙的父母，跟他们聊了很多。
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“你很幸运，邓肯先生，”西蒙的父亲说，“你有一座漂亮的房子，花园尽头是可爱的河。”

“我不总是幸运，”约翰回答道，“人们曾经说我是一个很不幸的人。”他站在那儿不动，思忖着。他记得他曾多么不幸福，住在小镇中部的一所小公寓里。然后他失业了，没钱给他的孩子们买好东西。但是他总能够跟他们交谈。现在他是一个富人、一个成功者，可他的孩子不愿跟他交谈。

他冲着麦克唐纳夫妇笑着说：“是的，我是一个非常幸运的人，我有西蒙做我的女婿。我为我女儿感到非常高兴。”

麦克唐纳太太很满意。“能有克里斯汀做我们的儿媳，我们也非常高兴，”她说，“我相信西蒙会帮助你解决这条河的问题，邓肯先生。我知道河里有病菌使海豹得病。西蒙告诉我他将努力去查找原因，清理河流。我相信你会对此满意的，邓肯先生。”

“这当然。”约翰昨晚已经看到报纸上西蒙写的关于疾病来自污水处理厂的文章，是大卫·威尔逊拿给他看的。约翰不想说什么。

他看到他女儿与西蒙、安德鲁和一些朋友在一起欢笑。他从没看到过她有这么高兴。他想起了自己的婚礼，以及他和雷切尔曾有过的愿望。

“我再给你斟一杯，麦克唐纳太太，”他说，“我们要为我们孩子的将来干杯，祝他们好运。”

在屋中的酒吧前他遇见了玛丽。她有时回到镇上，他也曾两次去苏格兰拜访她。

“这一天很成功，约翰，”她说，“你一定是个幸福的人。”

他若有所思地摸着她的胳臂。“我很想成为一个幸福的人，玛丽，”他说，“我努力过，你知道，我尽力了。但现在是他们的世界，他们应该为之努力。”


9
I don't believe you

'It's not true, Christine. Simon's information is wrong.'

'I don't believe you, Father.'

John and Christine stared at each other angrily. It was a miserable, frightening moment for them both. It was a night three months after the wedding, and Christine had come with some happy news. She had come to tell her father that she was going to have a baby — his first grandchild! For a while they had talked about that, but then Christine had begun to talk about Simon's new job. Simon had found some information about the waste products from the paint factory. His information was dangerous for the company. Simon had written an article in the newspaper, saying that waste products from the paint factory could be killing the baby seals. David Wilson had written to the newspaper immediately, saying that Simon's article was completely untrue.

And so instead of talking happily about the baby, Christine and her father had argued all evening. John had known for a long time that they would have this argument. And next week in the town there would be a Public Enquiry, when government officials would try to discover the truth. Scientists and lawyers would speak on both sides of the argument. Everyone in the town was talking about the Enquiry — and about Simon's newspaper article.

'Why did David Wilson write to the paper, Father?' Christine asked. 'He's not a scientist, he's just a businessman. Why didn't you write to the paper?'

'I have  written to the paper,' said John, sadly. 'You'll probably read my letter tomorrow.'

'Oh. What did you say?' Christine asked.

John felt sad. He hadn't wanted to write the letter. He and David Wilson had had a big argument about it. But in the end he had agreed. He had agreed to hide many bad things before, so one more didn't make any difference.

'I said that our waste products don't make the river water dangerous. We've tested them very carefully for many years, and if they are diluted in water, they are not dangerous at all. There are usually only one and a half parts per million in the river water, that's all. And the seals aren't in the river. They're out at sea. I wrote that in my letter, and I'll say the same thing at the Enquiry next week.'

Christine was watching him carefully as he spoke. She saw how tired and sad his face was. He was looking at his hands most of the time, not at her.

'Father, I want to believe you. But I can't,' she said softly.

He looked up. 'Don't then!' he said angrily. 'You believe Simon, if you want to! He's a journalist, after all — I'm only a biologist, and your father. Why should you believe me?' He stood up angrily, walked to the door, and opened it. 'I'm sorry, Christine. I've had a hard day, I'm tired, and I don't want to sit here listening to my daughter telling me I'm a liar. Go home to Simon. I'm going to bed!'

She got up slowly. 'It's important, Father,' she said slowly. 'It's important for everyone.'

'I know it is, Christine. But the paint factory's important too. It's given a lot to you, and me, and to the people of this town. Try to remember that, and forget about the seals for a while, can't you?'

'There are more important things than money, Father.'

'Are there? You tell that to all the people who work in the company, and live in this town. What are they going to live on, when the factory's closed because of Simon's stupid articles? Can they give their children photographs of baby seals to eat?'

Christine looked at him for a long moment before she went out of the door. 'And what about children who play by the river, Father? What if they drink the river water? What then?'

'Nobody drinks water from that part of the river,' he said. 'And I've told you — it isn't dangerous to children.'

Christine closed the door quietly behind her.



grandchild n. the child of one's child. 孙子，孙女。

argument n. disagreement. 争论。

Public Enquiry a special meeting when people can ask questions or argue about the plans or actions of a company, the government, etc. 公众听证会。

dilute v. to make a liquid thinner or not so strong by adding water.（用水）冲淡，稀释。

live on 靠……生活。


9　我不相信你

“这不是真的，克里斯汀，西蒙的消息是错误的。”

“我不相信你，爸爸。”

约翰和克里斯汀互相怒视着。这对他们俩来说是一个痛苦恐怖的时刻。这事发生在婚礼3个月后的一个夜晚，克里斯汀带回一些令人高兴的消息，她回来告诉她父亲她将要有小宝宝——他的第一个外孙或外孙女！他们就此谈论了一会儿，但是过后克里斯汀开始谈论西蒙的新工作。西蒙发现一些有关油漆厂废料的消息。他的消息对公司有威胁。西蒙在报纸上写了一篇文章，说来自油漆厂的废料可能正在杀死幼豹。大卫·威尔逊马上写信给报纸，说西蒙的文章完全是不真实的。
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所以，克里斯汀和父亲并没有高兴地谈论孩子，而是争论了整个晚上。约翰早就知道他们会有这场争论。下星期镇上将举行一个公众听证会，那时政府官员将努力发现事实真相。科学家和律师们将为双方的争议辩护。镇上所有的人都在谈论这次听证会——也谈论西蒙的报刊文章。

“为什么大卫·威尔逊给报纸写信，爸爸？”克里斯汀问道，“他不是一个科学家，他只是一个商人。为什么你不给报纸写信？”

“我已经给报纸写过了，”约翰痛心地说，“你明天也许会读到我的信。”

“哦。你是怎么说的？”克里斯汀问。

约翰感到痛苦。他原不想写这封信。他和大卫·威尔逊为此大吵了一场。但最后他还是同意了。他以前曾同意隐瞒许多坏事，所以再多一次也无妨。

“我说我们的废料没有对河水造成危害。我们已经谨慎地测试了许多年。如果它们被水稀释，它们根本没有危险。在河水中废料通常仅占一百万分之一点五，仅此而已。而海豹不在河里，他们远在海里。我在信中写了这些，在下周的听证会上我会说同样的话。”

在他讲话时克里斯汀认真地望着他。她看到他的脸是那样疲倦和悲伤。他大部分时间一直看着自己的手，而没有看着她。

“爸爸，我想相信你，但我不能。”她轻声地说。

他抬起头。“那就别相信，”他气愤地说，“如果你愿意，你就相信西蒙好了！他毕竟是一个记者——我只是一个生物学家和你的父亲。你为什么要相信我呢？”他气愤地站起来，朝房门走去，打开门说：“对不起，克里斯汀，我这一天太艰难了，我累了。我不想坐在这儿听我女儿说我撒谎。回家找西蒙去吧，我要睡了。”

她慢慢站起来。“这很重要，爸爸，”她缓慢地说，“这对每个人都重要。”

“我知道它重要，克里斯汀。但是油漆厂也重要。它给了你很多，也给了我和这个城镇的居民很多。难道你就不能试着记住这点，而暂时忘却海豹吗？”

“有比钱更重要的东西，爸爸。”

“有吗？你把这话告诉所有在公司工作、住在镇上的人。当工厂由于西蒙那些愚蠢的文章而关闭时，他们将靠什么生存？他们能给孩子们幼豹的照片充饥吗？”

克里斯汀望着他许久以后才走出门，“那么在河边玩儿的孩子们怎么办，爸爸？他们如果喝了河水怎么办？那时该怎么办？”

“没人会喝那个地方的河水，”他说，“并且我已经告诉过你，那对孩子们没有危险。”

克里斯汀轻轻地将门在身后关上。


10
Greenworld

Two days later Christine and Simon arrived at John's house. It was very early — five o'clock in the morning — and they didn't knock at the door, or try to wake anyone up. In fact John wasn't there; Christine knew he had gone to Scotland to see Mary. He was coming back on the morning of the Enquiry.

Christine and Simon walked quietly down to the boathouse by the river. Without talking, they put the boat in the water, and sailed away across the river.

On the other side of the river they met two friends, Peter and Susan. Their friends were wearing white clothes, with Greenworld written on them. Simon and Christine also put on white clothes. Then they all got into the boat and sailed upstream, towards the paint factory.

It was a windy morning, and the waves on the river were quite big. But Christine was a good sailor, and in about half an hour, they reached the factory. Two photographers stood by the river, taking photos of them.

'OK, Simon, where is it?' shouted Christine.

'Over there, look — in front of that post!' he said. Christine sailed the boat towards the post. When they were near it, they could see under the water. It was the pipe that took the waste products out of the factory.

'OK, here!' shouted Simon. Christine turned the boat towards the wind, and Susan caught hold of the post. Then Simon and Peter climbed out of the boat into the water.

The water was moving fast here, and they had to hold onto the pipe and the boat. Peter then took several strong paper bags out of the boat. The bags were small but very heavy, because they were filled with building cement. Peter passed the bags one at a time to Simon, and Simon went down under the water and pushed each bag into the pipe. A few minutes later the mouth of the pipe was full of bags of cement.

Simon came up out of the water for the last time. 'It's OK!' he shouted. 'We've done it! The cement is wet already, and in a few hours it'll be as hard as a rock. Nothing can come out of that pipe now!' The two men climbed back into the boat and smiled at the photographers. Then Simon stood up in the boat with Christine, and held up a long white sheet. On the sheet was written:

GREENWORLD

This pipe kills seals!

At that moment two things happened. A man ran out of the factory, shouting angrily. And the wind suddenly became stronger. It caught the sail and sent it quickly from one side of the boat to the other. The back of the sail hit Christine hard on the back of the head. She fell into the water, like a bag of potatoes. Then the wind caught the sail again and threw it back across the boat. This time the boat fell over on its side and lay with its sail under the water.

Simon was under the sail. The sail and the sheet were all around him, and for several seconds he could see nothing. Then he came up, into the air. He saw a foot kicking hard in the water beside him. Someone was moving under the sail. Quickly, he went down under the water again, and tried to help Peter. But Peter caught hold of Simon, and pulled him under water too. There was a quick, frightening fight, and then Simon managed to pull them both up, into the air again. They held onto the side of the boat together, breathing deeply.

Simon saw Susan holding onto the back of the boat. Then he heard someone shouting. He looked behind him and saw the man from the factory. He was shouting and pointing downstream. But Simon had water in his ears, and at first he couldn't hear the words very well. Then he understood.

'Look!' the man said. 'The girl! She's drowning!'

Simon looked downstream, where the man was pointing. He saw something white, floating, far away. It was not doing anything, just floating round and round, like a bag of old clothes on the water. Christine! The river was taking her quickly downstream, towards the sea.

Hurriedly, Simon began to swim after her. He was a good swimmer, but the white clothes slowed him down. He swam as fast as he could, but he seemed to go slowly, so slowly. The water seemed heavy, and held him back. For the rest of his life he would dream about that long, slow swim, towards a white body that floated quickly away in front of him.

At last he reached Christine. She was floating with her face down, unconscious. He tried to turn her over, but it was so difficult. She was heavy, and her arms fell back in the water when he dropped them. He got her face out of the water but her head fell backwards, lifeless, and she was not breathing. He caught hold of her face then, put his mouth over hers, and blew into it. He rested, and then blew into her mouth again, and again. Nothing happened.

He looked around him. They were in the middle of the river, moving quickly downstream. Here, it was about twenty-five metres to the bank, but about two hundred metres downstream a second river came in from the left. The bank was further away there, and the water moved faster. Simon was tired, and afraid. It had rained last night, and there was a lot of water moving downstream to the sea. The strong wind blew little waves into his face.

He began to swim on his back, pulling Christine towards the trees on the bank. He swam for half a minute, then stopped, and blew four times into her mouth. Once, he thought he saw her breathe, but he couldn't be sure. Her face was very white, and he had no idea if her heart was beating. The river was taking them quickly to the sea.

He swam harder, kicking strongly with his legs. Nearer — only five metres to go now. But the bank was moving past very quickly. There was a tree near the bank. Its branches were low over the water. Simon kicked hard, caught the branch, and held onto it. The water tried to pull him away. He took a deep breath, and blew strongly into Christine's mouth again. And this time, he was sure, she took a breath by herself, afterwards.

It took him nearly five minutes to pull her on to the bank. When they got there, he put her on the ground, breathed into her mouth again, and then felt for her heart. At first he couldn't find it — his hands were too cold. Then — yes! — it was beating.

For another five minutes he helped her breathe, until he was sure she could do it by herself. Then he began to shiver. The wind made his wet clothes cold on his body. He wondered what to do. Then he looked down, and saw that Christine's eyes were open.

'Chris,' he said. 'Are you all right?'

She said something, but very quietly and he could not hear it. He lay down, and put his arms around her, to keep her warm. He could feel her heart beating, and her body breathing under him. Simon began to cry.



photographer n. a person who takes pictures of people or things as a profession. 摄影师

pipe n. tube. 管道，排水管。

cement n. grey powder that becomes hard like rock when mixed with water. 水泥。

drown v. to die in water because you cannot breathe. 淹没，溺水。

float v. to stay on the top of water. 漂浮。

unconscious adj. not able to see or hear, because the person is ill or hurt. 失去知觉的，昏迷的。

take a deep breath 深深地吸一口气。


10　绿色世界

两天过后，克里斯汀和西蒙到达约翰的家。时间很早——早晨5点——他们没有敲门，也不想吵醒任何人。事实上约翰不在。克里斯汀知道他去苏格兰看玛丽了。他将在听证会那天早晨回来。

克里斯汀和西蒙悄悄地走向河边的船屋。没有交谈，他们将船放入水中，向河对岸划去。

在河的另一边他们与两个朋友——彼得和苏珊——会面了。他们的朋友身穿白色衣服，上面写着绿色世界。西蒙和克里斯汀也穿上白衣服。然后他们全部上船，向上游油漆厂的方向驶去。

[image: alt]

这天早晨风很大，河中波涛滚滚，但是克里斯汀是一个优秀的水手，大约半小时，他们就到达了工厂。两名摄影师站在河边拍下了他们。

“好啦，西蒙，它在哪？”克里斯汀喊道。

“在那儿，看啊——在柱子前面！”他说道。克里斯汀将船向柱子划去。当他们靠近时，他们可以看见水下，那是从工厂排放出废料的管子。

“好啦，在这里！”西蒙喊道。克里斯汀把船转向顺风，苏珊抓住柱子。然后西蒙和彼得爬出船跳入水中。

这里的水流很急，他们不得不抓住管子和船。彼得这时从船中拿出一些结实的纸袋。这些袋子很小但很沉，因为它们充满了建筑水泥。彼得把袋子一个个地递给西蒙，而西蒙钻到水下，把每个袋子推进管子。几分钟后，管子口已塞满了水泥袋。

西蒙最后一次从水中出来。“行啦，”他喊道，“我们干完啦！水泥已经浸透，过几个小时它将跟岩石一样硬。现在管子里再也排不出任何东西了。”两个人爬回到船上，对着摄影师笑了。然后，西蒙和克里斯汀在船上站起来，举起一长幅白纸，上面写着：

绿色世界

这条管道残杀海豹！

在那一时刻发生了两件事情：一个人跑出工厂愤怒地叫喊；风突然刮得更猛，扯倒了帆，并迅速把它从船的一边刮到另一边，帆的尾部沉重地打在克里斯汀头的后部，她像一袋土豆一样栽入水中，然后风又把帆掀起抛到船的另一边，这次船侧翻与帆一同沉入水底。

西蒙在帆下面。帆和纸缠住了他，有几秒钟他什么也看不见。然后他摆脱出来，浮到水面。他看见在他身旁有只脚用力在水中踢着。有人在帆下动。他迅速再次钻入水中，试图帮助彼得。但是彼得抓住西蒙，把他也拽入水中。经过一番迅速而可怕的拼搏，西蒙设法使两人都重新露出水面，他们一起抓住船帮，深深地吸气。

西蒙看到苏珊抓住船尾，然后听到有人呼喊。他往身后看，看见那个从工厂来的人。那人一边喊，一边指向下游。但是西蒙耳朵里有水，一开始他听不太清楚，随后他明白了。

“看啊！”那人说，“那女孩！她要淹死了！”

西蒙顺着那人所指的方向往下游望去。他看见远处有一个白色物体漂浮着。它一动不动，只是漂呀漂，像一袋旧衣服在水上漂。克里斯汀！河水正把她迅速地带向下游，通往大海。

西蒙马上跟着她游去。他是一个游泳健将，但是白衣服减慢了他的速度。他尽力游快，但他好像很慢，太慢了。河水好像很凶猛并且阻挡他前进。这辈子他都会常梦见这一漫长而缓慢的游泳，他紧随眼前迅速漂走的白色躯体。

终于，他追上了克里斯汀。她脸朝下漂浮着，已失去知觉。他设法把她翻过身来，但很困难。她很沉，而且当他一松手，她的两臂又落入水中。他把她的脸托出水面，但她的头向后垂，没有生命，没有呼吸。他托住她的脸，把他的嘴贴在她嘴上，往里吹气。他歇一下，又往她嘴里吹，一次又一次，没有变化。

他环视一下四围。他们在河中心，正迅速冲向下游。这里离岸边约25米，但大约两百米的下游从左边又有另一条河汇入。那儿的岸边更远，水流更急。西蒙又累又怕。昨夜下过雨，有大量雨水流向下游进入大海。强风在他脸上溅起小浪花。

他开始仰游，拖着克里斯汀向岸边的树游去。他游半分钟，停一下，向她嘴里吹4次气。有一次，他以为他看见她呼吸了，但他不敢肯定。她的脸色苍白，他不知道她的心脏是否还跳动，河水带着他们迅速流向大海。

他奋力地游，双腿用力蹬水。近了——现在只有5米远了。但是河岸飞快地移动。靠近岸边有一棵树，它的枝头低低地伸向水面。西蒙使劲一蹬，抓住树枝，并握住它。河水要把他拖走。他深深地吸口气，再次用力吹进克里斯汀的嘴里。这一次，他确定，她自己紧接着吸了一口气。

他大约花了5分钟把她拖上岸。当他们上岸后，他把她放在地上，再次往她嘴里吹气，然后摸她的心口。一开始他感觉不到，因为他的手太凉了。然后，他感觉到了，她的心在跳动。

随后的5分钟他帮助她呼吸，直到他确信她能够自己呼吸。接着他开始发抖，风吹得他身上的湿衣服冰凉地贴在身上。他考虑该怎么办。这时他往下看，看到克里斯汀睁开了眼睛。

“克里斯汀，”他说，“你好吗？”

她说了些什么，但非常轻，他听不到。他躺下身子，双臂搂住她，温暖她。他可以感觉到她的心在跳，她的身体在他下面喘气，西蒙开始哭了。


11
The Public Enquiry

Two days later, the Enquiry beagn. Scientists came from London to ask questions about the disease that was killing the seals. Before he had gone to Scotland, John had been to see David Wilson about the Enquiry. David Wilson had asked John to speak for the company.

'You're our chief biologist, John,' he said. 'You're an important man. They'll believe you.'

John said nothing. He didn't want to speak at the Enquiry, but he knew he had to. David Wilson smiled. Or at least, his mouth smiled. But his eyes watched John carefully, all the time, like the cold eyes of a fish.

'Think carefully about what you say, John. If you say the wrong thing next week, hundreds of people will lose their jobs. And the first person to lose his job will be you, John. I promise you that.'




The Enquiry room was crowded. There were a lot of journalists and photographers there, and a lot of people from the town and the factory too. John's train was late, and he caught a taxi from the station. When he came into the room, he saw Simon, sitting with the journalists. Christine was near him, with Andrew and some young people from Greenworld. John smiled at her, but she didn't smile back. She looks very white and ill, he thought. It's probably the baby. He remembered how ill his wife Rachel had been in the mornings, before Christine was born, and he smiled sadly to himself.

'Mr John Duncan, please!'

He walked to the front of the room. As he sat down, he saw David Wilson's cold, grey eyes watching him from the other side of the room. That man should be up here instead, he thought. He should tell his own lies.

A lawyer began to ask him questions. At first it was easy. John explained how long he had worked for the company, and how much paint the factory produced. Then the lawyer asked about the waste products.

'These are very dangerous chemicals, aren't they?' the lawyer said.

'Well yes, of course,' John answered. 'Most chemicals are dangerous if people aren't careful with them. But we're very careful with them in our factory. Everyone wears special clothing. We haven't had a single serious accident in three years.'

'I'm pleased to hear it,' said the lawyer. 'But what happens outside the factory? Do you really put these very dangerous chemicals into the river?'

'Yes, we do,' said John. There was a noise in the room. Someone near Christine shouted something angrily, and a policewoman told him to be quiet. John went on. 'Of course we put these chemicals in the river, but we don't put a lot in. Only two or three hundred litres every day. That's not much. And we check the river all the time — three times every day. There are usually only two parts per million, or less, in the water near the factory, and there is much less downstream. That's not dangerous.'

'Not dangerous, Mr Duncan?' said the lawyer slowly. 'Are you sure?'

'Yes, I am,' John said. He looked up, at the hundreds of eyes watching him. David Wilson's eyes, Christine's eyes, Simon's.

'I understand,' the lawyer said slowly, 'that there has been an experiment with some rats. Some mother rats were given these chemicals in their drinking water, and some of their babies were born without legs. Is that right, Mr Duncan?'

John looked at the lawyer for the first time. He was a small, uninteresting-looking man in grey clothes, with grey hair and a thin face. He looks like a rat himself, John thought. The man's eyes were small and bright, and for some strange reason he had a newspaper in his hand. John began to feel afraid of him.

'Yes,' he said. 'That's right. But rats are much smaller than people, and they were given nearly five parts per million in their drinking water for ten days. That's very different. No one drinks the river water. It goes straight out to sea.'

He looked at the lawyer, and waited for the question about the seals. But it didn't come. Instead, the lawyer said: 'So you won't be worried, Mr Duncan, if someone falls into the river by accident, and drinks a lot of river water. Your own daughter, for example. There's no danger in an accident like that — is that right?'

John looked at Christine across the room. How big her eyes look in that white face, he thought. It must be because of the baby.

'No,' he said. 'There's no danger at all.'

There was the sound of voices in the room. The lawyer smiled a small, rat-like smile. He held his newspaper out towards John.

'You've been away in Scotland, Mr Duncan,' he said. 'Have you seen this?'

As John read the newspaper, his hands began to shake, and he had to hold the side of the table. There was a picture of Christine, standing up in a boat near the factory, and another picture of her lying in an ambulance, with Simon beside her. The headline said:

BIOLOGIST'S DAUGHTER NEARLY

DROWNS IN RIVER

There was a long silence. He tried to read the newspaper carefully, but there was something wrong with his eyes. And his head was full of pictures of Christine in the river, drowning. And his wife, Rachel, drowning in the storm, long ago.

He shook his head quickly from side to side, then took his glasses off and cleaned them.

'No,' he said in a quiet voice. 'I haven't read this before.'

'It's all right, Mr Duncan,' said the lawyer softly. 'Your daughter is safe. Her husband saved her, and she hasn't lost her baby. But she did drink a lot of river water. It was near the factory, too. You're not worried about that, are you?'

The lawyer's bright eyes were staring at him, like a rat that has just seen its food. Behind him, David Wilson suddenly stood up.

'That is a terrible question!' he shouted into the silence. 'You can't ask a man questions like that! Of course he's worried about his daughter! You must stop this Enquiry at once!'

'Just a minute, Mr Wilson,' said the lawyer. 'Mr Duncan can go in a minute. He just has to answer one question. Are you worried, because your daughter has drunk so much river water, Mr Duncan? Are you worried about her baby?'

John Duncan stared at the lawyer with fear in his eyes. Suddenly he hated him. He picked up the newspaper and threw it into the little man's rat-like face. 'Yes!' he shouted wildly. 'Yes! Yes! Yes! Of course I'm worried about the baby! Of course it's dangerous! Now let me go!'

He ran down the room, out of the door, into the street. A hundred staring eyes watched him go.



chief adj. highest in rank. 首席的，主任的。

special adj. not ordinary, regular, or usual. 特殊的，特别的。

for some strange reason 由于某些奇怪的原因。

by accident 偶然地，意外地。

ambulance n. vehicle for carrying sick people in emergency. 急救车。

be worried about 为……担忧。


11　公众听证会

两天后，听证会开始。来自伦敦的科学家就海豹死亡的病因提了问题。约翰在去苏格兰之前曾为听证会见了大卫·威尔逊。大卫·威尔逊要约翰为公司说话。

“你是我们的主管生物学家，约翰，”他说，“你是一个重要人物，他们会相信你。”

约翰什么也没说。他不想在听证会上讲话，但他知道他必须讲。大卫·威尔逊笑了，至少他的嘴是在笑，但他的眼睛像冰冷的鱼眼，自始至终小心地望着约翰。

“仔细想想你要说的，约翰。如果下周你说错了，几百人将失去工作，而第一个失业的将是你，约翰，我敢向你保证这一点。”




听证会大厅挤满了人，有很多记者和摄影师，还有许多从镇上和工厂来的人。约翰的火车误点了，他从车站搭了一辆出租车。当他进屋时，看见西蒙与记者们坐在一起。克里斯汀在他附近，还有安德鲁及绿色世界的一些年轻人。约翰冲她微笑，但她没有理他。她看上去非常苍白虚弱，他这样想。也许是因为孩子。他记得他的妻子雷切尔在生克里斯汀前的那些早晨也很虚弱，他自己苦笑着。

“约翰·邓肯先生，请！”

他走到大厅前面。当他要坐下时，他看到大卫·威尔逊那双冷酷、灰暗的眼睛正从屋子的另一边望着他。那个人本应在此，他想，他应该讲述他自己的谎言。

一个律师开始向他提问。一开始很容易，约翰解释了他在公司工作多久，工厂生产多少油漆。然后律师问到废料。

“这是非常危险的化学物质，是吗？”律师问道。

“是的，当然，”约翰答道，“如果人们不小心谨慎，大部分化学制品都有危险。但是在我们工厂，我们对它们非常谨慎。每个人都穿特制的服装，3年里我们没发生一件重大事故。”

“听你这么说我非常满意，”律师说，但是在工厂外发生了什么？你们真的往河里倒了这些非常危险的化学制品吗？”

“是的。”约翰说。屋里传出嘈杂声。克里斯汀的附近有人气愤地喊着什么，一个女警察让他安静。约翰继续说：“当然我们把它们倒入水中，但不多，每天仅仅两三百公升，那不算多。而且我们一日三次一直检测河水。工厂附近的水中通常只含有百万分之二或更少的成分，下游就更少了。那不危险。”

“不危险吗，邓肯先生？”律师慢慢地说，“你敢肯定吗？”

“是的，我敢肯定。”约翰说。他抬起头，望着几百双正在注视着他的眼睛。大卫·威尔逊的眼睛，克里斯汀的眼睛，西蒙的眼睛。

“我知道，”律师缓慢地说，“曾经有一个用老鼠做的实验。一些母鼠喝了带有这些化学物品的水，它们的一些幼崽儿生出来没有腿，这是真的吗，邓肯先生？”

约翰第一次看了一下律师。他个头矮小，貌不惊人，穿着灰色衣服，灰色头发，瘦长的脸。约翰觉得他看上去就像一只老鼠。那人的眼睛很小，但很亮，出于某种奇怪的原因，他手里拿着一份报纸。约翰开始对他产生畏惧。

“是的，”他说，“你说得对。但老鼠比人小得多，而且它们10天中一直喝含有将近百万分之五成分的水。这是绝对不同的。没人喝河水，河水直接流出去，进入大海。”

他望着律师，等着他问关于海豹的问题，但是律师没有问，而是说：“所以你就不担心，邓肯先生，假如有人意外地坠入河中并喝了许多河水，比如你自己的女儿。难道这样的意外没有危险吗？”

约翰望着屋子另一边的克里斯汀。他在想，她那苍白脸上的眼睛显得那么大，这一定是由于怀孕。

“没有，”他说，“根本就没有危险。”

屋里开始有说话的声音，律师露出细微的老鼠般的笑容。他向约翰举出他的报纸。
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他说：“你去了苏格兰，邓肯先生，你看过这报道吗？”

当约翰读报纸时，他的手开始颤抖，他不得不抓住桌子的一边。上面有一张克里斯汀的照片，她站在工厂附近的一只船上，另一张照片是她躺在救护车里，西蒙在她身旁。标题是：

生物家的女儿险遭溺死

很长一段时间的寂静。他试图仔细地阅读报纸，但他的眼前一片模糊，他满脑子都是克里斯汀在河中被淹的情景以及很久以前他妻子雷切尔在暴风雨中被淹的情景。

他很快地摇动着脑袋，然后摘掉眼镜，擦拭起来。

“没有，”他轻声地回答，“我以前没有看过。”

“这没关系，邓肯先生，”律师温和地说，“你的女儿很安全。她丈夫救了她，她没有失去她的孩子。但是她确实喝了不少河水，而且是工厂附近的河水，你难道不担心吗？”

律师明亮的眼睛紧盯着他，像老鼠刚看见它的食物一样。在他的后面大卫·威尔逊突然站起来。

“那是一个糟糕的提问！”他的叫喊打破了沉默，“你不能对一个人这样提问！他当然担心他的女儿！你必须立即停止听证会！”

“等一等，威尔逊先生，”律师说，“邓肯先生一会儿就可以走，他只需回答一个问题。你为你女儿喝了那么多河水而担忧吗，邓肯先生？你为她的孩子担忧吗？”

约翰·邓肯盯着律师，眼里充满恐惧。突然间，他憎恨他。他拾起报纸朝着那个矮人的鼠脸上扔去。“是的！”他疯狂地叫喊，“是的！是的！是的！我当然担心孩子！那当然危险！现在让我走！”

他跑下会场，出了大门，来到街上。100双凝视着的眼睛望着他离去。


12
The future

Six months later, John Duncan was living in a small flat near the sea. He had lost his job, and had had to sell his expensive house. He couldn't afford the payments on it.

From a window in his flat, he could look at the sea. He sat and looked at the cold, grey sea for hours, every day.

Christine would have her baby soon. He had bought lots of baby clothes to give her. His bedroom was full of baby clothes — little pink coats and trousers for a girl, blue ones for a boy. There were little soft toys too — teddy bears and small animals with blue, empty eyes.

But he hadn't given any of these things to her, because she wouldn't talk to him. When he went to see her, she closed the door in his face; when he rang, she put the phone down; when he wrote, she sent the letters back unopened.

There were a lot of books and magazines in his bedroom, too. But he kept them under his bed. He read them sometimes at night, but he didn't like to see them during the day. They were about babies, and the diseases that babies could get, before they were born. There were some terrible things in the books, terrible pictures. He didn't like to think about them, but he couldn't stop. He thought about them all day, all the time.

Today, as he sat staring out of the window at the sea, he could not stop his hands shaking. Every morning he rang the hospital, to ask if his daughter Christine MacDonald was there. He had rung this morning, and a nurse had said yes, Christine was there, and the baby was coming. That had been four hours ago. For two hours John had sat by the telephone, afraid to ring the hospital again. Three times he had picked it up, and three times he had put it down again.

He picked it up again, and rang the number. Seven... five... eight... three... it was no good. He put the phone down again. He could not hear the news from the cold voice of a nurse over the telephone. He had to see the baby for himself.

He got up, put on his coat, and went downstairs. There was a cold wind outside, blowing from the sea. The sea and the sky were grey and miserable. He went into a shop and bought some flowers. He chose them carefully — bright red and yellow colours — and the shopkeeper put paper around them to keep them safe. John took them and walked quickly, nervously, along the windy road by the sea, towards the hospital.

It was raining out at sea. Already the rain was falling on the sandbanks where the seals used to live. Soon it would be falling on the town. John Duncan shivered, and turned his coat collar up. Then, with his bright flowers in his hand, he walked on, into the winter wind.



teddy bear n. a soft toy bear. 玩具熊。

collar n. the piece of a shirt or coat that goes round the neck. 领子。


12　前途

6个月以后，约翰住在一所靠海的小公寓里。他已经失去了工作，并且不得不卖掉昂贵的房子，他担负不起房费。

从他公寓的窗口可以望见大海。他每天坐在窗口几小时望着那冰冷阴沉的大海。

克里斯汀马上就要生小孩儿了。他买了好多婴儿的衣服想送给她。他的卧室里堆满了婴儿衣物——女孩穿的粉红色的小外衣、裤子，男孩穿的蓝色衣服。还有柔软的小玩具——玩具熊和嵌有蓝色毫无生气眼睛的小动物。

但是他没有把任何这些东西给她，因为她不理他。当他去看望她时，她当面把门关上；当他打电话时，她挂上电话；当他写信给她时，她原封退回。

他的卧室里还有很多书和杂志，但他把它们藏在床下。他有时晚上读它们，但是他不喜欢白天见到它们。它们是关于婴儿和婴儿在出生前可能得的疾病的书。书中有一些可怕的情景，可怕的图片。他不愿去想它们，但他止不住。他整天在想它们，无时无刻地在想。

今天，当他坐在窗口凝视着窗外的大海时，他的手禁不住地颤抖。每天早晨他都打电话到医院问她的女儿克里斯汀·麦克唐纳是否在那儿。今早他又打电话了，一个护士说是的，克里斯汀在那儿，婴儿就要降生了。那已是4小时以前的事了。他已经坐在电话机旁两小时，害怕再给医院打电话。他3次拿起电话，又3次放下电话。
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他再次拿起电话，拨了号码。7—5—8—3，没有用。他再次放下电话。他不能在电话里护士冷淡的声音中听到这个消息，他一定要亲自去看孩子。

他起身穿上外衣，走下楼梯。外面从海上刮来一阵冷风。海面和天空一片阴暗凄凉。他走进一家商店买了一些花。他细心地挑选——鲜红和黄色——店主把它们用纸包扎好以防损坏。约翰拿起它们在风中飞快地忐忑不安地走在海边通往医院的路上。

海上下起了雨。已经看到雨正落在海豹曾栖身过的沙滩上。很快小镇上也会下起雨。约翰·邓肯身上发抖，他把衣领竖起来，然后手里拿着他鲜艳的花，顶着冬天的寒风继续走去。


Exercises

A Checking your understanding

Chapters 1-2 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 John Duncan did not think he would get the job at the chemical company.

2 His wife Rachel had died in a car crash.

3 John had a fine house before his wife died.

4 It was easy for John to find jobs.




Chapters 3-4 Write answers to these questions.

1 What was special about the new paint?

2 Why did John go to see the doctor?

3 What did Christine and Andrew think of Mary on her first visit?

4 Why was Andrew excited when they went sailing down to the river mouth?




Chapters 5-6 How much can you remember? Check your answers.

1 How long had the rats had the waste products in their drinking water?

2 How many parts per million were there in their drinking water?

3 How much would the new cleaning machines cost?

4 How many more people had the paint factory employed?

5 How much did David Wilson promise to pay John next year?




Chapters 7-8 Find answers to these questions in the text.

1 Why did Mary leave the paint factory?

2 Why was Christine angry with her father?

3 What was Simon's new job?

4 What were the two young chemists in the factory doing?




Chapters 9-10 Who in the story...

1 ... wrote an article in the newspaper about the seals' deaths?

2 ... wrote letters to the newspaper, saying the article was untrue?

3 ... told John Duncan that he was a liar?

4 ... put the cement in the factory's pipe in the river?




Chapters 11-12 Write answers to these questions.

1 Why didn't John know about Christine's accident?

2 What did John do when the lawyer told him about the accident?

3 Why hadn't John given the toys and baby clothes to Christine?

4 Why was he afraid to phone the hospital?

B Working with language

1 Put these sentences in the right order. Check the order with chapter 10.

1 After a while Christine started breathing again.

2 He quickly swam after her and pulled her head out of the water.

3 They filled the factory pipe with bags of cement.

4 At last Simon managed to reach the bank and pull Christine out of the water.

5 Simon blew air into her mouth and began to swim towards the bank.

6 The four friends sailed down the river to the factory.

7 When he came up, he saw Christine floating away downstream, unconscious.

8 Then the wind blew the boat over on its side.

9 Her face was very white and she was not breathing.

10 For a few seconds Simon was under the water.




2 Complete these sentences with information from chapter 11.

1 Although John didn't want to speak at the Public Enquiry, he...

2 'Most chemicals are dangerous if...'

3 'We put these waste products in the river, but...'

4 John's hands began to shake when...

5 The lawyer asked: 'Are you worried, because...'

C Activities

1 Write a newspaper report about one of these stories:

a) Simon's story about the dead seals

b) the story about Christine nearly drowning

c) what happened at the Public Enquiry.

2 What do you think happened when John Duncan got to the hospital? Write the next chapter of the story. lf you like, write it as a play and act it out.

3 Write a short description of one person from the story that you like, or don't like, or feel sorry for.

4 'Jobs for people are more important than seals dying.' Do you agree? Write a paragraph to say why you agree or don't agree.

5 How clean is the water in your local river? Find out, and tell the class about it.
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简　介

埃比尼泽·斯克罗吉是一位脾气暴躁、可怜、吝啬的老头儿。当他的外甥在圣诞前夜去看望他并祝他圣诞快乐时，斯克罗吉一点儿也不高兴。“呸！骗人的东西！”他说。“圣诞节是骗人的东西！所有到处游逛说‘圣诞快乐’的人的舌头都应被割掉。是的，就该这样！”

噢！对了，斯克罗吉是一个刻薄、吝啬的人。他的雇员鲍勃·克拉奇蒂每周只能挣得15先令，而且只能在一间又冷又小的办公室上班，办公室里生的火小得连脚指头都暖和不过来。

但是那年的圣诞前夜，斯克罗吉已故多年的合伙人雅各布·马利的鬼魂拜访了他，其后又有另外三个鬼魂来访……那一夜格外漫长和恐怖，当圣诞节最终来临的时候，斯克罗吉的确已判若两人了。




查尔斯·狄更斯是英国最著名的作家之一，1812年生于朴次茅斯，于1870年去世。他家境贫寒，在不幸的童年之后，他很快变得富有并一举成名。他的著名作品包括《雾都孤儿》、《双城记》和《圣诞欢歌》等。
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1
Marley's ghost

It is important to remember that Jacob Marley was dead. Did Scrooge know that? Of course he did. Scrooge and Marley had been partners in London for many years, and excellent men of business they were, too. When Marley died, Scrooge continued with the business alone. Both names still stood above the office door: Scrooge and Marley. Sometimes people who were new to the business called Scrooge Scrooge, and sometimes Marley, but he answered to both names. He did not care what name they called him. The only thing that mattered to him was the business, and making money.

Oh! He was a hard, clever, mean old man, Scrooge was! There was nothing warm or open about him. He lived a secretive, lonely life, and took no interest in other people at all. The cold inside him made his eyes red, and his thin lips blue, and his voice high and cross. It put white frost on his old head, his eyebrows and his chin. The frost in his heart made the air around him cold, too. In the hottest days of summer his office was as cold as ice, and it was just as cold in winter.

Nobody ever stopped him in the street to say, with a happy smile, 'My dear Scrooge, how are you? When will you come to see me?' No poor man asked him for money, no children asked him the time, no man or woman ever, in all his life, asked him the way. Animals as well as people were afraid of him. Dogs used to hide in doorways when they saw him coming. But what did Scrooge care! It was just what he wanted. He liked being on the edge of people's busy lives, while warning everyone to keep away from him.

One Christmas Eve, old Scrooge was working busily in his office. It was cold, frosty, foggy weather. Outside it was already dark, although it was only three o'clock in the afternoon, and there were candles in all the office windows. The fog covered everything, like a thick grey blanket.

Scrooge kept his office door open, in order to check that his clerk, Bob Cratchit, was working. Bob spent his days in a dark little room, a kind of cupboard, next to his employer's office. Scrooge had a very small fire, but Bob's fire was much smaller. It was very cold in the cupboard, and Bob had to wear his long white scarf to try to keep warm.

'Merry Christmas, uncle! God bless you!' cried a happy voice. Scrooge's nephew had arrived.

'Bah!' said Scrooge crossly. 'Humbug!'
 
'Christmas is humbug! Surely you don't mean that, uncle?' said his nephew.

'I do,' said Scrooge. 'Why do you call it "merry" Christmas? You're too poor to be merry.'

'Well,' replied the nephew, smiling, 'why are you so cross? You're too rich to be unhappy.'

'Of course I'm cross,' answered the uncle, 'when I live in a world full of stupid people like you! You say "Merry Christmas"! But what is Christmas? Just a time when you spend too much, when you find yourself a year older and not an hour richer, when you have to pay your bills. Everyone who goes around saying "Merry Christmas" should have his tongue cut out. Yes, he should!'

'Uncle! Please don't say that!' said the nephew. 'I've always thought of Christmas as a time to be helpful and kind to other People. It's the only time of the year when men and women open their hearts freely to each other. And so, uncle, although I've never made any money from it, I think Christmas has been and will be a good time for me! And I say, God bless Christmas!'

Bob, in the cupboard, agreed loudly, without thinking. He immediately realized his mistake, and went quickly back to his work, but Scrooge had heard him.

'If I hear another sound from you,' said Scrooge, 'you'll lose you job!'

'Don't be angry with him, uncle,' said the nephew. 'Come and have dinner with us tomorrow.'

'Dinner with you? I'll see you dead first!'

'But why won't you come? Why?'

'Because Christmas is humbug! Good afternoon!'

'I want nothing from you. I ask nothing of you. Why can't we be friends?'

'Good afternoon!' said Scrooge.

'I am sorry, with all my heart, to find you like this. I have never wanted to argue with you. But I came to see you and invite you because it's Christmas, and so I'll say, a merry Christmas, uncle!'

'Good afternoon,' said Scrooge.

'And a happy new year!'

'Good afternoon!' said Scrooge.

His nephew left the room, without an angry word, stopping only to wish Bob Cratchit a merry Christmas.

Then two other gentlemen came in. They were large, round, comfortable-looking men, with books and papers in their hands.

'This is Scrooge and Marley's, I think,' said one of them, looking at the papers that he was carrying. 'Am I speaking to Mr Scrooge or Mr Marley?'

'Mr Marley is dead,' Scrooge replied. 'He died seven years ago today, on Christmas Eve.'

'I'm sure that you are just as kind to the poor as your partner,' said the gentleman, smiling.

What was true was that Scrooge was just as mean as Marley, and Marley had been just as mean as Scrooge.

'At this happy time of year, Mr Scrooge,' the gentleman went on, taking up his pen, 'we should help poor people who have no food or clothes or homes.'

'Are there no prisons?' asked Scrooge coldly.

'Plenty of prisons,' said the gentleman.

'And the workhouses, where poor people can live and work? Are they still open?'

'Yes, they are, I'm sorry to say.'

'I'm happy to hear it,' said Scrooge. 'I thought, from what you said at first, that perhaps these useful places were closed, for some reason.'

'But some of us feel,' replied the gentleman, 'that these places don't offer enough to poor people. We're hoping to give some meat and drink, and wood for a fire, to people who need all these things. This is a time when we should all be able to enjoy ourselves. How much will you give, sir?'

'Nothing!' Scrooge replied. 'I don't have a merry Christmas myself, and I won't pay for other people to be merry. We all have to pay for prisons and workhouses—they cost enough. The poor will have to go there.'

'Many can't go there, and many prefer to die.'

'If they prefer to die, why don't they die, then? There are too many people in the world, so it's a good thing if some of them die. All this is none of my business! It's enough for a man to understand his own business, and not to think about other people's. I'm a very busy man. Good afternoon, gentlemen!'

The gentlemen shook their heads a little sadly, and left the office. Scrooge went back to his work, feeling pleased with himself.

Now the fog was at its thickest outside, and the cold was biting. Lights shone brightly from the shop windows. People were hurrying here and there—rich and poor alike — to buy what they needed for tomorrow's Christmas dinner.

At last it was time to close the office. Scrooge got up slowly from his desk. Bob was waiting for this moment, and he immediately put on his hat.

'You'll want a holiday all day tomorrow, I suppose?' said Scrooge.

'If you don't mind, sir.'

'I do mind. It's not fair. I have to pay you for a day's work when you don't do any work.'

'It's only once a year, sir,' said Bob politely.

'That's no reason for robbing me every twenty-fifth of December!' said Scrooge, putting on his coat. 'But I suppose you must have it. Be here early next morning.'

'Yes, sir, I will, I promise,' Bob said happily. Scrooge walked out, without another word. When Bob had closed the office, he ran home to his family in Camden Town as quickly as possible.

Scrooge always used to eat his dinner alone, in the same miserable little eating-house. Tonight was no different from other nights. He read the newspapers, looked at his bank books, and went home to bed. He lived in rooms which had once belonged to his dead partner. They were in an old, dark building in a lonely side street, where no one except Scrooge lived.

In the blackness of the night, through the fog and the frost, Scrooge had to feel his way along the street with his hands. He finally reached his front door and put the key in the lock. Suddenly, to his great surprise, he saw that the knocker was not a knocker any more, but had become the face of Jacob Marley!

He had not thought of his partner for seven years, until that afternoon, when he spoke Marley's name to his visitors. But there in front of him was Marley's face, white and ghostly, with terrible staring eyes.

As Scrooge looked, it became a knocker again. He was afraid, but he did not show his fear. He turned the key, opened the door and walked in. He did look around before he shut the door, and he did look behind the door, to see if anyone was hiding there. But there was nothing there. He shut the door with a bang, to show that he was not afraid.

With his one candle he went slowly up the stairs. It was impossible to see into all the dark corners. Darkness was cheap, and Scrooge liked it. But he remembered the face, so he walked through all his rooms, checking that everything was all right. Nobody under the table or the bed, nobody behind the door! On the small fire in the bedroom there was a pot of soup, and Scrooge's bowl was ready on the table. Nobody in any of the rooms! Sure that he was safe now, Scrooge shut and locked his bedroom door behind him. He sat down by the fire to eat his soup.

The fireplace was an old one, with hundreds of pictures on the tiles around the fire. But Scrooge could only see Marley's face on every tile.

'Humbug!' said Scrooge to the tiles, and walked across the room. When he sat down again, he noticed a bell on the other side of the room. As he looked, he saw, with great surprise and fear, that the bell was slowly beginning to move from side to side. Soon it was ringing loudly, and so was every bell in the house.

Suddenly they all stopped ringing at the same moment, and then came a strange noise from down below. It sounded like someone pulling heavy chains across the floor. Scrooge remembered hearing that ghosts in old houses sometimes pulled chains behind them. Then a door below opened with a crash, and the noise started coming up the stairs. It was coming towards his door.

'It's humbug still!' cried Scrooge. But the colour left his face when, without stopping, it came straight through the heavy, locked door, and appeared in front of him. It was Marley's ghost!

Scrooge could see right through its body. Around its middle was a long chain, which had money-boxes, keys, bank books, and heavy purses on it. The ghost's death-cold eyes stared fixedly at Scrooge.

'Well!' said Scrooge, trying to pretend that nothing strange was happening. 'What do you want? And who are you?'

'In life I was your partner, Jacob Marley.'

'It's humbug, I tell you!' said Scrooge. 'There are no ghosts!' But when he said this, the ghost gave a terrible cry, and shook its chain in a very frightening way. At once Scrooge fell on the ground in great fear, crying, 'Yes! Yes! You are real! I see that now! Why have you come? Why do ghosts come back from the dead? Tell me, Jacob!'

'The spirit of every man who does not help other people in life has to travel endlessly through the world after his death. We have to carry the chains that we made for ourselves in our lifetime. Do you, Ebenezer Scrooge, recognize my chain? It is very like the one that you wear!'

Scrooge looked around him, but could see no chain. 'Jacob,' he said, 'please tell me more!'

'I cannot help you much, Ebenezer! I cannot rest, I cannot stay anywhere for long. I have been dead for seven years and all that time I have been travelling on the wings of the wind! No peace, no rest for me in death, because I was never good or kind in life!'

'But you were always a good man of business, Jacob,' said Scrooge, who was now beginning to worry about his own life.

'Business!' cried the ghost miserably. 'Why didn't I think of people as my business? I thought only about making money, not about being kind and helpful to other people. Listen to me, Ebenezer! I am here tonight to warn you. You still have a chance to save yourself from what has happened to me. Three spirtis will come to visit you: the first tomorrow at one o'clock, the second at the same time the next night, and the third at midnight the following night. You will not see me any more, and for your own peace after death, remember what I have told you!'

The spirit walked slowly backwards to the window, which began to open. When the ghost reached the window, it held up its hand, and Scrooge listened. He could hear a noise of sad crying in the air. The spirit began to cry, too, and it moved out into the frosty, dark night to join the others. Scrooge ran to the window. Outside, the air was full of spirits, all wearing chains like Marley's ghost, all crying miserably as they realized, too late, the terrible mistakes that they had made in their lives.

Little by little, the spirits and their voices disappeared into the fog and the darkness, and the night was silent again. Scrooge closed the window, and checked his bedroom door. It was still locked. He started to say, 'Humbug!' but stopped suddenly. Perhaps because he was very tired, or because it was late, he went straight to bed, without taking off his clothes, and fell asleep immediately.



partner n. with or in a person who shares (in the same activity). 合伙人。

continue with go on with 继续。

matter v. be important. 重要；有关系。

take no interest in show no interest in. 对……不感兴趣。

frosty adj. stringingly cold; cold with frost. 霜冻的，结霜的，严寒的。

foggy adj. not clear because of fog. 有雾的。

humbug n. nonsense. 胡说。

cross adj. angry; bad-tempered. 发怒的，生气的。

gentleman n. a man who behaves well towards others. 绅士。

mean adj. ungenerous; unwilling to share or help. 刻薄的，吝啬的。

workhouse n. BrE. (in former times) a place for the poor to live when they had no employment, esp. when old. 收容院。

prefer to to choose (one thing or action) rather than another; like better. （两者相比）更喜欢做……。

suppose v. to take as likely; consider as true. 假定、假设，认为。

miserable adj. very poor in quality. 寒酸的。

stare v. to look fixedly with wide-open eyes, as in fear or deep thought. 盯着看。

tile n. a thin shaped piece of baked clay used for covering roofs, walls, floors, etc. 瓦片，瓷砖。

notice v. to pay attention to with the eyes or other senses. 注意到。

pull v. move (something) along behind one while moving. 拖；拉。

chain n. (a length of) usu. metal rings, connected to or fitted into one another. 链子。

take off to remove. 脱下；摘掉。

fall asleep go into a state of sleep. 入睡。


1．马利的鬼魂

[image: alt]

要记住雅各布·马利已经死了，这可是件重要的事儿。斯克罗吉知道这个吗？他当然知道。斯克罗吉和马利在伦敦曾是多年的合作伙伴，并且他们还都是精明的生意人。当马利死的时候，斯克罗吉一个人继续操持着生意。办公室门口的上方悬挂的依旧是两个人的名字：斯克罗吉和马利。有时初次来这儿打交道的人们喊斯克罗吉斯克罗吉，有时喊马利，但两个名字他都应答。他不在乎别人叫他什么名字。对他来说唯一重要的事情是他的生意和赚钱。

噢！他是一个刻薄、精明、吝啬的老头儿，斯克罗吉的确是这样的！他没有丝毫热情，也从来不敞开心扉。他过着神秘、孤独的生活，对别人丝毫不感兴趣。他内心的冷漠使他的眼睛呈红色，他的薄唇呈蓝色，他的嗓音既高又暴躁。他的冷漠使他的老脑壳、眉毛和下巴罩上了白色的冰霜。他内心的冰霜使得他周围的空气都变得寒冷。在最炎热的夏日里他的办公室也很冰冷，在冬天也一样寒冷。

走在街上没有人截住他，微笑地向他说，“我亲爱的斯克罗吉，你好吗？你什么时候来我这里坐坐？”穷人没有向他讨过钱，孩子们没有向他问过时间。在他一生中，从没有任何人，无论男女，向他问过路。人和动物都怕他。狗见到他来了就藏到门廊下。但斯克罗吉在乎什么呢！这正是他梦寐以求的。他喜欢处在人们繁忙生活的边缘，他警告所有的人都离他远点儿。

在一个圣诞前夜，老斯克罗吉正在办公室忙碌着。天气寒冷，还有霜冻，雾蒙蒙的。虽然才下午3点，但外面天已经黑了，办公室窗子里都亮起了蜡烛。雾就像一条厚厚的灰毯子笼罩了一切。

斯克罗吉办公室的门总是敞开着，目的是监督他的雇员，鲍勃·克拉奇蒂，有没有怠工。鲍勃整天待在老板隔壁的一间小黑屋里，它实际是一个壁橱。斯克罗吉房间的火很小，鲍勃的火更小。壁橱里冷极了，鲍勃不得不戴着他那条白色的长围巾取暖。

“舅舅，圣诞快乐！上帝保佑你！”一个声音高兴地说。斯克罗吉的外甥已经到了。

“呸！”斯克罗吉恼怒地说，“骗人的东西！”

“圣诞节是骗人的东西！舅舅，当然你不是这个意思？”他外甥说。

“我就是这个意思，”斯克罗吉说，“你为什么说圣诞‘快乐’？你太穷了，根本快乐不起来。”

“哎，”外甥笑着回答说，“你为什么这么生气？你很有钱，不该不高兴啊。”

“我当然生气，”舅舅回答说，“我生活在一个满是像你这种蠢人的世界里！你说‘圣诞快乐’！但圣诞节是什么？不过是一个让你大把大把花钱的日子，这时你会发现你老了一岁可财富却没有增加半点，而且你还得付所有的账单。所有到处游逛说‘圣诞快乐’的人的舌头都应被割掉。是的，就该这样！”

“舅舅，请不要这么说！”外甥说，“我一直把圣诞看作是一个帮助别人、善待别人的日子。一年中只有这么一天男男女女可以彼此自由地敞开心扉。所以舅舅，尽管我从未发过圣诞的财，我认为对我来说圣诞节一直就是而且也将是美好的时刻！愿上帝保佑！”

坐在壁橱里的鲍勃未加思索大声表示赞同。但他立刻意识到自己所犯的错误，便又立即埋头工作，但斯克罗吉已经听见了他的话。

“如果我再听到你发出一点声音的话，”斯克罗吉说，“你就会丢掉这份工作！”

“舅舅，别生他的气，”外甥说，“明天来和我们一起吃晚饭吧。”

“和你们吃晚饭？门儿也没有！”

“那你为什么不来呢？为什么？”

“因为圣诞节是个骗人的把戏！再见！”

“我什么也不要你送给我，我什么都不问你要。我们为什么不能成为朋友呢？”

“再见！”斯克罗吉说。

“看到你这样，我真感到难过，我从来就没想过要与你争吵，但我来是为了看看你并邀请你，因为是圣诞节，所以我要说一声，舅舅，圣诞快乐！”

“再见。”斯克罗吉说。

“新年快乐！”

“再见！”斯克罗吉说。

他外甥离开了房间，没有一句愠怒之言。他停下来祝鲍勃·克拉奇蒂圣诞快乐。

然后进来了另外两位绅士，他们身材魁梧，胖胖的，仪表堂堂，手里拿着书和文件。

“我想，这是斯克罗吉和马利的办公室吧，”其中一位看着手中的文件问到，“你是斯克罗吉先生还是马利先生？”

“马利先生死了，”斯克罗吉回答说，“他是七年前的今天死的，死在圣诞前夜。”

“我肯定对穷人你同你合伙人的态度一样好。”绅士微笑着说。

事实是斯克罗吉同马利一样的吝啬，马利在世时也曾和斯克罗吉一样吝啬。

“在一年中这个幸福的日子里，斯克罗吉先生，”绅士拿起笔继续说，“我们应该帮助那些没有衣食和无家可归的穷人。”

“没有看守所吗？”斯克罗吉冷冷地问。

“有很多看守所。”绅士说。

“还有可供穷人生活和工作的济贫院呢？它们还开着吗？”

“是的，它们开着，很抱歉。”

“我很高兴听到这个，”斯克罗吉说，“听你最开始说的，我还以为这些能够提供帮助的地方由于某种原因都关掉了呢。”

“但是我们有些人感到，”绅士回答说，“这些地方无法为穷人提供足够的东西。我们希望为那些需要帮助的人提供一些肉，饮料和柴火。这个时候我们都应该能够过得开心。你能给多少，先生？”

“什么都不给！”斯克罗吉回答说，“我自己圣诞节都不快乐，所以我也不会花钱去让其他人快乐。我们都要付钱给看守所和济贫院——这笔开销够大的了。没钱的人应该去那儿。”

“很多人不能去，还有很多人宁愿死也不想去那儿。”

“如果他们宁愿死的话，他们为什么不去死呢？世界上的人太多了，所以如果有些人死了的话这倒是件好事。这些都与我无关！一个人能清楚他自己该做什么就够了，用不着去考虑别人的事。我很忙，再见，先生们！”

两位绅士难过地摇摇头，离开了办公室。斯克罗吉又重新开始工作，心中很得意。

现在外面的雾大得不能再大了，天气寒冷刺骨。商店的窗户闪烁出耀眼的光。人们匆忙地穿梭着——有钱人和穷人都一样——去采购他们明天圣诞晚餐所需要的东西。

最后终于到了关门的时间了。斯克罗吉慢慢地从桌子后站起身。鲍勃等的就是这一刻，所以他立即戴上了帽子。

“我猜测你想明天一天都放假，是吗？”斯克罗吉问。

“先生，如果你不介意的话。”

“我确实介意，这不公平。你不做任何工作，我还得付你工钱。”

“先生，一年就这么一次。”鲍勃礼貌地说。

“这也并不能成为每年的12月25日你抢夺我钱财的理由！”斯克罗吉边说边穿上了大衣。“但我想这个节你必须得过。第二天早晨早点到。”

“是的，先生，我会的，我保证。”鲍勃高兴地说。斯克罗吉再没说一句话走了出去。鲍勃关上办公室的门后，以最快的速度朝卡姆登镇的家赶去。

斯克罗吉总是独自一人在同一家寒酸的小饮食店里吃晚饭，今晚也同往常一样。他读了报纸，看了银行的存单，然后回家去睡觉。他住在他合伙人曾住过的房子里，在一幢临街的孤零零的又旧又黑的楼里。只有斯克罗吉一人住在这里。

夜幕下，要穿过雾和霜，斯克罗吉不得不用手摸索着在街上前行。最后终于来到了他的门前，把钥匙插进锁里。突然，他吃惊地看到门环已不再是门环了，它变成了雅各布·马利的脸。

直到今天下午他对来访者说起马利的名字时，他已经有七年没有想过他的合伙人了。但呈现在他面前的就是马利的脸，惨白似鬼一般，还有一双圆睁的恐怖的眼睛。

斯克罗吉看着看着，它又变成了门环，但他没有表现出他的惧怕。他转动钥匙，打开门走了进去。在关上房门以前，他的确环顾了四周，也的确往门后看了看，看看是否有人藏在那里，但门后没有人。他“砰”地一声把门关上以示他并不惧怕。

他举起唯一的一根蜡烛慢慢地上了楼，他无法看见所有黑暗的角落。黑暗便宜得很，所以斯克罗吉喜欢它。但他记起了那张脸，所以他到所有的房间都走了一遍看看是否一切都安然无恙。桌子底下和床底下都没人，门后也没人！卧室微小的炉火上炖着一锅汤，斯克罗吉的碗已经摆在了桌子上。所有房间里都没有人！确信此刻安全无误之后，斯克罗吉随手关上并锁上了卧室的门。他坐在火旁开始喝汤。

这是一个旧壁炉，火周围是数以百计的印有图案的瓷砖，但斯克罗吉在每张瓷砖上所看到的都是马利的脸。

“骗人的东西！”斯克罗吉对着瓷砖说，并在屋里踱着步。当他坐下之后，他发现房间的另一面墙上挂着一个铃铛。他看着看着，惊奇而又恐惧地发现铃铛慢慢地开始左右摆动起来，不一会儿，它响了起来，声音很大，紧接着屋里所有的铃铛都响了起来。

突然它们在同一时间都不响了，紧接着从下面传来了一个奇怪的声音，听上去像是有人拖着沉重的链子从地板上走过。斯克罗吉记起曾听说过有时旧房子里的鬼魂身后拖着链子。然后楼下的一间房门当啷一声开了，声音开始朝楼上走来，朝他的房门走来。

“又是骗人的鬼把戏！”斯克罗吉大声说道，但当那东西径直地穿过厚厚的被锁着的房门出现在他面前时，他面无血色。那是马利的鬼魂！

斯克罗吉能够看穿它的躯体。一条长长的锁链缠在腰间，上面挂着钱盒子、钥匙、存折和沉甸甸的钱包。鬼魂死一般冷漠的眼睛盯着斯克罗吉看。

“哎！”斯克罗吉说，极力装出什么怪事也没发生的样子。“你想要什么？你是谁？”

“活着的时候我是你的合伙人，雅各布·马利。”

“我告诉你，这是骗人的！”斯克罗吉说，“没有鬼魂！”但当他说此话时，鬼魂发出了可怕的叫声，疯狂地摇动着身上的链子。斯克罗吉吓得立刻趴倒在地板上，大声说，“是的！是的！你是真的！我现在明白了！你来干什么？为什么人死后鬼魂要回来？告诉我，雅各布！”

“那些在世时不帮助他人的人，其灵魂死后都要在这个世界上永无休止地游荡。我们不得不戴着我们活着时为自己制造的锁链。埃比尼泽·斯克罗吉，你认出我的锁链了吗？它和你戴的锁链很相似！”

斯克罗吉向他四周看了看，但没看到锁链。“雅各布，”他说，“请你再多告诉我一些！”

“我帮不上你太大的忙，埃比尼泽！我不能停下来，我不能在一个地方久留。我已经死了七年了，在这七年中，我一直借着风的翅膀飘游着！没有安宁，死了也不得休息，因为我活着的时候从来没有行善积德！”

“但你是一个精明的商人，雅各布。”斯克罗吉说，他现在开始担忧起自己的命运来。

“生意！”鬼魂悲惨地说，“我为什么不把人看作是我的生意？我一心想的就是赚钱，但没有想过善待别人或是帮助别人。听我说，埃比尼泽！我今晚来这儿是要警告你，你还有机会拯救你自己避免重蹈我的覆辙。有三个幽灵将来看你：第一个于明天一点钟来，第二个于次日的同一时间来，第三个于大后天的午夜来。你不会再见到我了，为了你自己死后能太平，务必记住我对你说的话！”

幽灵慢慢地退到窗前，窗户开始打开。当鬼魂到了窗前时，它举起一只手，斯克罗吉听着。他听见空中传来凄惨的叫声。幽灵也开始大叫，它来到了雾蒙蒙、黑漆漆的夜色里，加入到其他幽灵的行列。外面的空中到处都是幽灵，它们都戴着和马利鬼魂一样的锁链，它们都在悲惨地叫着，因为它们直到死后才认识到活着的时候所犯下的可怕错误。

渐渐地，幽灵们和它们的吵闹声消失在雾霭和夜色中，夜晚又恢复了平静。斯克罗吉关上窗户，检查了卧室的门。门依然锁着。他开始说，“骗人的东西！”但突然停住了。也许是因为他太累了，或是太晚了，他连衣服也没脱就上床睡觉，而且立刻就睡着了。


2
The first of the three spirits

When Scrooge woke up, it was very dark in the room. He heard the church clock start striking, and listened to see what the time was. To his great surprise, the heavy bell went on striking up to twelve, then stopped. Twelve o'clock! It was past two in the morning when he had gone to bed. The clock must be wrong! He looked at his watch. It said twelve o'clock too!

'Have I slept all day? Is it the next night already?' Scrooge asked himself. 'Or has something happened to the sun? Perhaps it's midday, not midnight! But that's impossible!'

He climbed out of bed, and felt his way to the window. But there was nobody outside in the dark, foggy streets, and he realized it must be night-time. He went back to bed again, but could not sleep. He was worried, because he could not understand what was happening. 'Was Marley's ghost a dream?' he wondered. 'But it seemed very real...'

He lay awake until he heard the clock striking a quarter to the hour. Suddenly he remembered. The ghost had warned him that a spirit would visit him at one o'clock. He decided to stay awake until one o'clock had passed. The quarter of an hour passed very slowly, but at last he heard the clock striking the four quarters.

'It's one o'clock!' cried Scrooge delightedly, 'and nothing has happened!' But he spoke before the hour bell had sounded. The clock now struck a deep, sad ONE, and immediately light shone into Scrooge's bedroom. The curtains round his bed were pulled open. Scrooge sat up in bed, and stared at his ghostly visitor.

A strange figure, half like a child, half like an old man, looked back at him. It had long, white hair, but its skin was soft and young. It wore a short, white robe, covered with both summer and winter flowers. But the strangest thing about it was that from the top of its head shone a bright, clear light. Perhaps this light was sometimes too bright, because under one arm it carried a hat, which looked like a large extinguisher.

'Who and what are you, sir?' asked Scrooge.

'I am the ghost of Christmas Past,' replied the spirit, in a soft, gentle voice.

'Do you mean long ago in the past?' asked Scrooge.

'No. Your past.'

'Spirit, please tell me why you are here.'

'I am here for your own good,' answered the ghost.

'Thank you,' replied Scrooge politely. But secretly he thought, 'Bah! A night of unbroken sleep is a more useful thing to have!'

The spirit seemed to hear him thinking, and said at once, 'I am here to help you change your life! Watch and listen!' It put out a strong hand, and held Scrooge by the arm. 'Get up, and come with me!'

It was dark and cold outside. Scrooge did not want to go anywhere, and for a moment he thought about pretending to be too ill to go out. But he did not like to refuse, so he said nothing, and got out of bed. Together they passed through the wall of the house out into the darkness.

Suddenly Scrooge realized they were standing on an open country road, with fields on each side. London, the fog, and the darkness had all disappeared, and it was a clear, cold, winter day, with snow on the ground.

'Good Heavens!' cried Scrooge. 'I was born near here! I remember it well!'

The spirit looked kindly at the old man. 'How strange that you've forgotten it for so many years! What is that on your face? Are you crying?'

Scrooge put a hand over his eyes. 'It's nothing—I've got a cold, that's all. Take me where you want, spirit!'

Scrooge recognized every field, post, and tree, as they walked along the road towards a little market town. All around them were young schoolboys on horses and in farmers' carts, laughing and wishing each other a merry Christmas, as they travelled to their homes for the Christmas holiday.

'They are only shadows from the past,' said the spirit. 'They cannot see us.'

Scrooge knew and named all of them. Why was he so delighted to see them? Why did his cold heart beat faster when they went past, shouting 'Merry Christmas!'? What was 'merry Christmas' to Scrooge? What good had it ever done to him?

'Not everyone has left the school,' said the ghost. 'There is one lonely child there still, one child whose friends have all gone.'

'I know!' said Scrooge. And now he was crying openly.

They turned into a smaller road, and soon came to the school. Inside, in the long, cold, silent classroom, a lonely boy sat reading near a small fire. When he saw his poor forgotten past self, Scrooge sat down at one of the desks, put his head in his hands and cried.

'Poor boy! I wish—but it's too late now.'

'What's the matter?' asked the spirit.

'There was a boy singing Christmas carols at my door yesterday. I'm sorry I didn't give him anything, that's all.'

The ghost smiled, and lifted its hand, saying, 'Let's see another past Christmas!'

The schoolroom became darker and dirtier. There was the young Scrooge again, a little older and bigger than before. He was not reading this time, but was walking up and down, looking very unhappy. The door opened, and a little girl, much younger than him, came running in. Putting her arms round his neck, she said lovingly to him, 'I've come to bring you home, dear brother! Father is so much kinder than he used to be! The other day I asked him if you could come home, and he said yes! And we're going to spend Christmas together, and have the merriest time!' She was laughing delightedly as she began to pull him towards the door. They went out happily together, hand in hand.

'What a warm heart she had!' said the ghost.

'You're right,' said Scrooge. 'I agree with you, spirit!'

'She married, I understand,' continued the ghost, 'and had children, I think, before she died.'

'One child,' answered Scrooge.

'True,' said the ghost. 'Your nephew!'

Scrooge did not answer at once. 'Yes,' he said at last.

Now the school had disappeared, and they were in the middle of a busy town, with shadowy crowds and carts all around them. Here it was Christmas time again, but it was evening, and there were lights in the shops and streets.

The ghost stopped at an office door. 'Do you know this place, Scrooge?' he asked.

'Know it!' cried Scrooge. 'Why, I was a clerk here!'

They went in, and when they saw a large, kind-looking old gentleman sitting at a high desk, Scrooge cried excitedly, 'Good Heavens, it's old Fezziwig! God bless him! It's Fezziwig alive again!'

Old Fezziwig put down his pen, and looked at the clock. Fastening his coat buttons over his fat stomach, he started laughing as he called out in a rich, deep, happy voice, 'Ebenezer! Dick! Seven o'clock! No more work tonight! It's Christmas Eve, remember!'

The young Scrooge hurried in, with another clerk.

'That's Dick Wilkins!' said Scrooge quietly to the ghost. 'He always liked me. Oh dear! poor Dick!'

Together the two young clerks put away all the pens and papers, and, following Fezziwig's orders, cleared all the furniture away from the centre of the room. In came a fiddler. In came Mrs Fezziwig, fat and smiling. In came the three Fezziwig daughters, sweet and pretty. In came the six young men who were in love with them. In came the cook, with her young man, the milkman. In came the boy from next door, with the girl from the house opposite. In they came, some quietly, some noisily, but all happy because it was Christmas Eve. The fiddler started playing, and away they all went in the dance, twenty pairs at the same time, round and round, down the middle and up again. When they were all tired, old Fezziwig cried out, 'Well done! Now, have something to eat and drink!' There was cake and hot meat and bread and cold meat and fruit, and all kinds of drinks, on a long table near the door. And after they had eaten, they danced again.

When the clock struck eleven, the dancing ended. Mr and Mrs Fezziwig stood by the door, shaking hands with each person as he or she went out, and wishing him or her a merry Christmas.

During this time Scrooge had thought of nothing except what was happening in front of his eyes. He remembered and enjoyed it all with the greatest delight. But when the dancing came to an end, he realized that the ghost was looking at him. The light on the spirit's head was burning very clearly.

'It seems easy enough to amuse these childish people,' said the ghost. 'It was nothing much that Fezziwig did, was it? After all, he only spent a few pounds, on food and drink and paying the fiddler.'

'It isn't a question of money,' replied Scrooge warmly. He was speaking like the young man he used to be, not the old man he was now. 'No, spirit, you see, our employer can make us happy or sad. His words, his looks, all these things are so important! The happiness that he gives is just as valuable as money!'

He suddenly stopped speaking, when he felt the spirit watching him closely.

'What's the matter?' asked the ghost.

'Er—nothing,' said Scrooge. 'Just that — I'd like to be able to say a word or two to my clerk now.'

Now Scrooge could see himself again. He was older now, and it was clear that he was beginning to show an unhealthy interest in money. His eyes were restless, and his mouth looked thin and mean. He was not alone, but was sitting beside a lovely young girl. The light that shone brightly from the ghost of Christmas Past showed that she was crying.

'I know it doesn't matter very much to you,' she said softly. 'You care about gold more than you care about me. Perhaps I shouldn't be sad. Money will give you the happiness that I wanted to give you.'

'But I haven't changed towards you, have I?'

'You have changed. We promised to marry a long time ago, when we were both poor, and happy to be poor. I have stayed the same, but you have different hopes and dreams now. I loved the man that you used to be, but I know that you do not wish to marry me any more. So I've come to tell you that you're free. Be happy in the life that you've chosen!' And she left him.

'Spirit!' cried Scrooge. 'Show me no more! Take me home! This is too painful!'

'One shadow more!' said the ghost.

'No more!' cried Scrooge. 'I don't wish to see any more!' But the spirit held his arms, and he could not escape.

Now they were in another place, in a room which was not very large, but comfortable. Near the fire sat a beautiful young girl. Scrooge thought she was the girl that he had just seen, until he saw her, now a good-looking married lady, sitting opposite her daughter. The room was full of children, and noise, and shouting, and laughing. Just then the door opened, and the father entered, carrying a great pile of Christmas presents. The noise became twice as loud, as the children received their presents with delight, and kissed their father gratefully. Finally, the younger ones went upstairs to bed, and Scrooge watched more sadly than ever, as the father sat down with his loving daughter and her mother by the fire.

'Belle,' said the husband, turning to his wife with a smile, 'I saw an old friend of yours this afternoon. Guess who? Mr Scrooge! He was sitting alone in his office. His partner is dying, and I don't think he has any other friends.'

'Spirit!' said Scrooge in a broken voice. 'Take me away from this place.'

'These are shadows of the things that happened in the past,' said the ghost. 'You chose the life that you preferred, so why cry now?'

'I can't watch any more! It's too awful! Leave me alone, spirit!' And Scrooge, noticing that the ghostly light was burning high and bright, suddenly took the extinguisher, and pushed it down hard on the spirit's head. But although it covered the ghost's head and body, Scrooge could not hide the light, which continued to shine out strongly from underneath.

Now Scrooge found himself back in his own bedroom again. Feeling very tired, he climbed into bed and at once fell into a deep, heavy sleep.



wake up to cease to sleep. 醒来。

be covered with to be spread over 被……覆盖着。

extinguisher n. any of several types of instrument for putting out small fires by shooting liquid chemicals at them. 灭火器；熄灭蜡烛的用具。

delighted adj. very pleased and happy. 高兴的。

lonely adj. without company. 孤独的。

carol n. a special song which people sing at Christmas. 颂歌。

lift v. to raise. 举起。

shadowy adj. hard to see or know about clearly; not distinct. 幽暗的，朦胧的。

fasten v. to tie. 系；拴。

fiddler n. somebody who plays the fiddle. 小提琴手。

opposite adj. facing. 对面的。

come to an end to stop; to finish. 结束。

amuse v. to please; make happy. 使娱乐；使高兴。

painful adj. causing pain. 痛苦的。

escape v. to reach freedom. 逃跑。

grateful adj. feeling or showing thanks to another person. 感激的。

awful adj. (infml.) very bad. 糟糕的，极坏的。


2．三幽灵中的第一位

当斯克罗吉醒来的时候，房间里黑极了。他听见教堂的钟声响了，他听着想知道是几点了。令他大吃一惊的是，沉重的钟声一直敲了12下，然后停了。12点了！他上床睡觉的时候已经是凌晨2点了。一定是钟出了问题！他看了看他的手表，也是12点。

“我睡了一整天吗？难道已经是第二天夜里了吗？”斯克罗吉问自己。“或者是太阳出了问题？也许现在是正午而不是午夜！但那不可能。”

他下了床，摸黑来到窗前，但外面漆黑的、雾蒙蒙的街上一个人也没有，他知道一定是晚上。他又上了床，但是却睡不着。他忧心忡忡，因为他不明白正在发生的一切。“马利的鬼魂是梦吗？”他想知道。“但它似乎是真的。”

他睁着眼睛躺着，直到听见钟敲45分。突然他记起了。鬼魂曾警告过他，1点钟时有个幽灵要来见他。他决定睁眼等到1点钟过去。15分钟过得极慢，但最后他终于听到钟敲了4刻。

“1点了！”斯克罗吉高兴地大叫道，“而且什么也没发生！”但他是在整点的钟响之前说这番话的。现在钟敲了沉闷悲伤的1点，立刻就有亮光照进了斯克罗吉的卧室。他床周围的帘子被扯开了。斯克罗吉从床上坐起，注视着鬼魂般的来访者。

[image: alt]

一个奇怪的影子，一半像孩子，一半像老头儿，回头看着他。它的头发又长又白，但它的皮肤柔软而富有弹性。它穿着白色的短袍子，上面满是夏季和冬季的花儿。但最奇怪的是它的头顶上闪耀出明亮的光。也许这光有时太亮了，因为它的一只胳膊下夹着一顶帽子，看上去像是一个很大的灭火工具。

“你是谁，是干什么的，先生？”斯克罗吉问。

“我是昔日圣诞鬼魂。”幽灵用柔弱、温柔的声音回答说。

“你是指过去很久以前吗？”斯克罗吉问。

“不。是你的过去。”

“幽灵，请告诉我你为什么来这儿。”

“我来这儿纯粹是为了你好。”鬼魂说。

“谢谢你，”斯克罗吉礼貌地回答说，但他心里想，“呸！睡个一晚上没人打扰的觉比什么都强。”

幽灵似乎懂得了他在想什么，便立刻说，“我来这儿是帮助你改变你的生活的！看好了，听清楚！”它伸出一只强有力的手，抓住斯克罗吉的胳膊。“起来跟我走！”

外面又黑又冷。斯克罗吉哪儿也不想去，所以一时间他想装成病入膏肓的样子无法出去，但他又不愿拒绝，所以他什么也没说就下了床。他们一起穿过房子的墙壁来到了夜色中。

忽然斯克罗吉发觉他们来到了一条空旷的乡间大路上，两边都是田野。伦敦、浓雾和黑暗都已消失，现在是一个晴朗、寒冷的冬日，地上覆盖着积雪。

“天哪！”斯克罗吉喊道，“我出生在这儿附近，我记得很清楚！”

幽灵友善地看着这位老人。“奇怪得很，这么多年你都把这忘记了！你脸上是什么？你哭了吗？”

斯克罗吉用一只手捂住他的眼。“没事儿——只是我得了感冒。幽灵，带我去你想去的地方吧！”

在他们去往一个小集镇的路上，斯克罗吉认出了每一片田野，每一处驿站和每一棵树木。他们周围到处都是学校的男孩子们，他们有的骑在马上，有的坐在农夫的马车里，在他们赶回家过圣诞节的路上，他们笑着彼此祝愿圣诞快乐。

“他们只不过是过去的影子，”幽灵说，“他们看不见我们。”

斯克罗吉全都认识他们，并能叫出他们的名字。为什么他看见他们这么高兴？为什么当他们走过，高喊着“圣诞快乐”时，他冷酷的心跳得快了？“圣诞快乐”对斯克罗吉意味着什么？它给他带来过什么好处？

“不是所有的孩子们都离开了学校，”鬼魂说。“那儿还有一个孤独的孩子，他的朋友们全都走了。”

“我知道！”斯克罗吉说。现在他毫不掩饰地哭了。

他们拐到了一条更窄的路上，不一会儿就来到了学校。在那间狭长、寒冷、寂静的教室里，一个孤独的孩子正坐在微弱的火旁看书。当他看见那寒酸的、已被忘却的过去的自己时，斯克罗吉坐在一张课桌旁，双手抱头哭了。

“可怜的孩子啊！我希望——但现在太晚了。”

“什么事？”幽灵问。

“昨天有一个男孩子在我的门口唱圣诞颂歌，我很后悔什么也没给他，就是这事儿。”

鬼魂笑了，举起一只手说，“咱们再去看看另外一个昔日圣诞节。”

教室变得更暗更脏了，又出现了年轻的斯克罗吉，比以前稍微长大了一些而且个头高了一些。这次他没在看书，而是来回踱着步，看上去很不高兴。门开了，跑进来一个比他小得多的女孩儿。她双手搂着他的脖子亲昵地对他说，“我是来带你回家的，亲爱的哥哥！父亲比从前慈爱多了。不久前的一天，我问他你可不可以回家，他答应了！我们可以一起过圣诞节了，而且会过得比以前都快活！”她开心地笑着拉起他朝门口走去。他们手拉着手，一起高兴地出去了。

“她真是热心肠！”鬼魂说。

“你说得对，”斯克罗吉说，“我同意。”

“她结婚了，我知道，”鬼魂继续说，“而且我想，在她死之前有了孩子。”

“有一个孩子，”斯克罗吉回答说。

“对，”鬼魂说。“你的外甥！”

斯克罗吉没有马上回答。“是的。”他最后说。

现在学校不见了，他们来到了一座繁忙的镇子中心，周围都是模糊的人群和马车。这里也是圣诞节的日子，但已是夜晚，商店和大街上都亮起了灯。

鬼魂在一个办公室的门前停下。“你认识这个地方吗，斯克罗吉？”它问。

“认识！”斯克罗吉大声说，“啊，我曾是这儿的一名雇员啊！”

他们走了进去，当他们看见一位身材魁梧、慈眉善目的老绅士坐在一张高高的桌子旁时，斯克罗吉兴奋地喊道，“天哪，他是老费泽威格！上帝保佑他！费泽威格又活了！”

老费泽威格放下笔，看了看表。系好胖肚子上的外衣扣子，他一边用圆润、低沉、幸福的声音大声说，“埃比尼泽！迪克！7点了！今晚就干到这儿了。记得吗，今天是圣诞前夜！”一边开始笑了起来。

年轻的斯克罗吉带着另一个雇员匆匆地进来了。

“这是迪克·威尔金斯！”斯克罗吉悄悄地告诉鬼魂，“他一直都挺喜欢我。噢，亲爱的。可怜的迪克！”

两个年轻的雇员一起把所有的笔和文件都收拾好放到了一边，并按照费泽威格的吩咐把所有的家具都从屋子中央挪开。一个小提琴手走了进来；费泽威格太太走了进来，胖胖的，面带笑容；费泽威格的三个女儿走了进来，她们长得甜甜的而且很漂亮；六个爱着这三位姑娘的年轻人走了进来；厨师和她年轻的丈夫，送奶工走了进来；隔壁家的男孩，带着对面房子里的女孩走了进来。他们都进来了，有的静悄悄的，有的吵吵嚷嚷的，但都兴高采烈，因为今天是圣诞节。小提琴手开始演奏，他们全都加入到跳舞者的行列，同时有20对儿，来回地转着圈跳着。当他们都跳累了的时候，老费泽威格大声说，“跳得好极了！现在吃点东西或喝点什么吧！”在门口的一张长桌子上摆着蛋糕、烧好的热乎乎的肉、面包、冷肉、水果和各种喝的。他们吃过之后又重新跳舞。

当钟敲11点的时候，舞会结束了。费泽威格先生和太太站在门口，他们和每个离开的人一一握手并祝愿他或她圣诞快乐。

在这斯间斯克罗吉想的只是他眼前所发生的一切。他记起了过去发生的一切并且觉得一切都很开心。但当舞会结束的时候，他觉察到鬼魂正看着他。幽灵头上的光明亮地闪烁着。

“好像轻而易举就能给这些天真的人们带来娱乐，”鬼魂说，“费泽威格并没做多少事情，不是吗？他充其量不过是花了几个英镑买了些吃的、喝的和付了小提琴手的报酬。”

“这不是钱的问题，”斯克罗吉热情地回答说。他说话的样子和他年轻时一样，可不是现在年迈的那副神情。“不，幽灵，要知道，我们的雇主能够令我们高兴或悲伤。他的话语、他的表情，所有这些都很重要！他给我们带来的幸福同金钱一样有价值！”

当他感到幽灵正密切地注视着他的时候，他不再说下去了。

“怎么了？”鬼魂问。

“哦——没什么，”斯克罗吉说，“只是——我想现在和我的雇员说一两句话。”

斯克罗吉现在又能看见他本人了。他现在比以前又长了几岁了，很显然他对钱已经显示出一种不良的兴趣。他目光焦虑，嘴看上去刻薄且吝啬。他不是独自一人，他身边坐着一个可爱的姑娘。借着“昔日圣诞”鬼魂身上发出的明亮的光可以看出她在哭。

“我知道这对你来说算不了什么，”她轻柔地说，“你把金子看得比我还重。也许我不该难过，金钱会给你带来我想带给你的幸福的。”

“但对你我并没变心，不是吗？”

“你已经变了。在很久以前当我们都还很穷但又穷得快乐的时候，我们就许诺过要结婚。我一直没改变想法，但你现在有了不同的希望和理想。我爱的是过去的你，但我知道你不再想娶我了，所以我来是想告诉你，你自由了。祝你在你自己选择的道路上幸福生活！”她离开了他。

“幽灵！”斯克罗吉大声说，“别再让我看下去了！带我回家吧！这太痛苦了！”

“还有一个！”鬼魂说。

“一个也不要再看了！”斯克罗吉高声喊道，“我不想再看了！”但幽灵抓住他的胳膊，所以他无法逃脱。

现在他们来到了另一个地方，一个不是很大但非常舒适的房间里。火边坐着一位漂亮的年轻姑娘。斯克罗吉以为这位就是刚才看到过的女孩，直到他看见了她，现在已是一位漂亮的已婚妇人了，就坐在女儿的对面。房间里都是孩子，满屋子吵闹声、喊叫声和笑声。这时门开了，父亲抱着一大摞圣诞礼物走了进来。当孩子们高兴地拿到礼物时，吵闹声比刚才高了一倍，他们充满感激地吻了父亲。最后，小点儿的孩子们上楼睡觉去了。父亲同他可爱的女儿及妻子在火炉旁坐下，这时，斯克罗吉比往常更加伤心地看着。

“贝尔，”丈夫说着把脸转向妻子，面带微笑。“我今天下午看见了你的一位老朋友，你猜他是谁？斯克罗吉先生！他正独自一人坐在他的办公室里。他的合伙人快要死了，我认为他再没有别的朋友了。”

“幽灵！”斯克罗吉用颤抖的声音说。“带我离开这个地方吧。”

“这都是过去所发生的事情的影子，”鬼魂说，“你选择了你喜欢的生活，现在干嘛要哭呢？”

“我不能再看下去了！太可怕了！幽灵，让我一个人待着吧！”当斯克罗吉看到鬼火高高地明晃晃地照着时，他突然夺下灭火器，重重地放在了幽灵的头上。但尽管它盖住了鬼魂的头和身体，斯克罗吉还是盖不住它身上的光，那光依旧从下面强烈地放射出来。

现在斯克罗吉发现他又回到了自己的卧室。感觉非常疲劳，他爬上床立刻就进入了沉沉的梦乡。



3
The second of the three spirits

When Scrooge woke up, he realized immediately that the church clock was just going to strike one. He felt sure that the second spirit would soon visit him. This time he wanted to be ready, so he pulled back all the curtains round his bed himself, and lay there, waiting. At one o'clock, instead of a spirit, a strong light shone down on Scrooge's bed. He felt very frightened. After a few minutes he thought that perhaps the light was coming from the next room, so he got up and went to the door. When he touched it, a strange voice called his name, and asked him to enter. He obeyed.

Although he recognized it as his own room, it looked very different now. The walls were covered with bright green leaves, and there was a good fire burning in the fireplace. On the floor were big piles of the best Christmas food—wonderful rich dark cakes, warm soft bread, colourful apples and oranges, plates of yellow butter, cooked chickens, boxes of chocolates and sugared sweets. Sitting beside all this was a large, smiling spirit, who called out cheerfully to Scrooge, 'Come in! Come in, man! I am the ghost of Christmas Present! Look at me!'

Since the first ghost's visit, Scrooge was no longer very sure of himself. So although the spirit's eyes were clear and kind, Scrooge was afraid to look straight into its face. But he could see that its body was dressed in a long green robe, its long brown hair fell freely down its back, and its face wore a warm and friendly smile. Light shone from the torch which it was holding in its strong right hand.

'Spirit,' said Scrooge quietly, 'take me where you want. Last night I learned a lesson which is working now. If you have anything to teach me tonight, let me learn from you.'

'Touch my robe!' said the spirit, and Scrooge obeyed.

The food, the room, the fire all disappeared, and they were standing outside in the cold, snowy streets on Christmas morning. Althought the sky was grey and the streets were dirty, the people looked surprisingly cheerful, as they hurried to the bakers' shops with their Christmas dinners, all ready for cooking. The spirit seemed specially interested in poor people. He stood with Scrooge in a baker's doorway and held his torch over the dinners as they were carried past him. Sometimes, when he saw people pushing each other or getting angry, he lifted his torch over their heads, and immediately they became kinder, or stopped arguing, 'because it's Christmas,' they told each other.

'What does your torch do, spirit?' asked Scrooge.

'It gives a special taste to people's dinners on this day,' answered the spirit.

'Why do you use it most on poor people?' said Scrooge.

'Because poor people need it most,' was the reply.

They went on through London, and came to the small house where Scrooge's clerk lived. Here the spirit smiled, and held his torch high over the door. Inside, Bob Cratchit's wife and second daughter, Belinda, in their everyday dresses, but looking clean and pretty, were putting plates on the table for their Christmas dinner. Bob's son Peter was helping to cook the potatoes, and two smaller Cratchits, a boy and a girl, were running round excitedly. Just then the eldest daughter, Martha, arrived home from work.

'Here's Martha, mother!' cried the two young Cratchits happily. 'We're having a really big chicken for dinner, Martha!' In fact it was only a small chicken, but it seemed large to the excited children.

'My dear, how late you are!' said Mrs Cratchit, kissing her daughter several times.

'We were so busy yesterday, mother!' replied the girl. 'That's why we didn't finish until this morning!'

'Well! Never mind, now that you're here. God bless you! Sit down by the fire, my dear!'

'No, no! Father's coming!' cried the two young Cratchits. 'Hide, Martha, hide!'

So Martha hid herself, and in came Bob in his thin coat and long white scarf, with his son Tiny Tim in his arms. Poor Tiny Tim! He had not walked since he was born, and although he could pull himself and his thin little legs along with the help of a wooden crutch, he was not strong enough to travel far alone.

'Why, where's Martha?' cried Bob, looking round.

'Not coming,' said Mrs Cratchit.

'Not coming!' repeated Bob, his cheerful smile disappearing. 'Not coming on Christmas Day!'

But Martha didn't like to worry her father for a minute, so she ran out from behind the door and kissed him, while the two young Cratchits showed Tiny Tim the chicken, now ready to eat.

Scrooge and the spirit watched as the family sat down to eat. It was a poor enough meal, but to them it seemed wonderful, and they ate every bit of it.

'It's the best chicken I've ever tasted,' said Bob, smiling round at his family, who, with their mouths full, all agreed.

And then, the most exciting moment of the day! Belinda put a clean plate in front of each person, and they all turned to look at Mrs Cratchit as she came in from the kitchen. Her face was hot from her morning's work, but she was smiling happily as she carried in — the Christmas pudding, in its little circle of blue fire!

Oh, it was a wonderful pudding! They were all delighted with it.

'It's your greatest success in all the years that we've been married, my dear!' said Bob.

'Well, I did wonder how much fruit to put in it,' said his wife, 'but, yes, it's a good one!' And she laughed just like a young girl.

Nobody said that it was a very small pudding for a large family. Nobody even thought it. No Cratchit ever said or thought things like that.

At last, when they had finished their meal, the children cleared the table and washed the plates. Then they all sat round the fire, eating apples and oranges. There was a large bowl of fruit and sugar and hot water and something a little stronger, but only three people could drink at the same time, because the family only owned two glasses and a cup. But this did not worry the Cratchits at all. Now Bob lifted his glass and said, 'A merry Christmas to us all, my dears! God bless us!'

The family repeated his wish, and Tiny Tim said, last of all, 'God bless us every one!' He sat very close to his father, on a small chair. Bob held his son's thin little hand in this own. The boy had a special place in his father's heart.

'Spirit,' said Scrooge, with an interest that he had never felt before, 'tell me if Tiny Tim will live.'

'In the future I see an empty chair by the fire, with a crutch beside it. If these shadows do not change, the child will die.'

'No, no!' said Scrooge. 'Oh no, kind spirit! Say that he will live!'

'If his life does not change soon, he will die before next Christmas. What does that matter? There are too many people in the world, so it's a good thing if some of them die.'

Scrooge was ashamed and sad to hear his own words spoken by the spirit. But he lifted his head when he heard his name.

'Mr Scrooge!' said Bob. 'Let's drink to Mr Scrooge, whose money has paid for this meal!'

'His money!' said Mrs Cratchit angrily. 'What can we buy with his fifteen shillings a week? Why should we drink to the health of a hateful, hard, unfeeling, mean old man like Scrooge?'

'My dear,' said Bob gently, 'remember it's Christmas.'

'Well, Bob, I'll drink to his health only because of you and because it's Christmas. Long life to Mr Scrooge! A merry Christmas and a happy new year to him! He'll be very merry and very happy, I'm sure!'

When the children heard Scrooge's name, a dark shadow came over their happiness for a while, and they were quiet and a little sad. But five minutes later they were talking, and laughing, and telling stories, ten times merrier than before. They were not a good-looking or a well-dressed family, but they were happy and grateful and loved each other. As they disappeared in the light of the spirit's torch, Scrooge could not take his eyes off them, especially Tiny Tim.

By this time it was getting dark, and snowing heavily. The spirit took Scrooge into many houses, where fires were burning cheerfully, and food was cooking, and people were merrily welcoming their friends and families into their homes. The ghost was delighted to see all this excitement, and made sure that he lifted his torch over every poor family, to give them more fun, and better food, and greater happiness.

Then the spirit took Scrooge away from the busy capital, to a wild, lonely place in the country, where no trees grew. Here they visited a small stone house, a long way from any town or village, where an old man and woman were singing Christmas carols, with their children and grandchildren. The spirit did not stay long here, but told Scrooge to hold his robe again.

'Where are we going? Not up in the air, surely!' And Scrooge, terribly frightened, looked down as they flew over the land and then over the sea. It was stormy, windy weather, and the waves crashed violently underneath them. The spirit took Scrooge to a lighthouse built on a lonely rock, several miles from land. A light was kept burning at the top, in order to warn sailors to keep away from the dangerous rocks. Two men lived here in this cold, unfriendly place, far away from their families, but the spirit smiled to see them shake hands, wish each other a merry Christmas, and sing a carol together in front of their fire.

Again the spirit and Scrooge flew on, and together they landed on a ship in the middle of the sea. Here every man, although many miles from home, had a kind word for his friend, or thought warmly of his family, because it was Christmas.

It was a great surprise to Scrooge, while listening to the noise of the wind and waves, to hear a happy laugh. He recognized it as his nephew's, and found himself, with the smiling spirit beside him, in his nephew's bright, warm sitting-room.

When Scrooge's nephew laughed, everybody who was with him wanted to laugh too. He had that kind of laugh. And at the moment, his very pretty wife and several of his friends were laughing with him.

'He said that Christmas was humbug! Ha ha ha!' cried Scrooge's nephew.

'That's very bad of him, Fred!' said his wife.

'He's a strange old man,' said Scrooge's nephew, 'but I'm sorry for him. His money is no use to him, you see. He isn't at all happy or comfortable, although he's rich. It's sad to think of him sitting alone in his cold room. And so I'm going to invite him every Christmas. He can be cross and miserable if he likes, but I'll go on inviting him and one day perhaps he'll think better of Christmas!'

After tea, the cheerful little group sang songs, and played music. Scrooge recognized the song that his little sister used to sing, and remembered sadly what the ghost of Christmas Past had shown him. Later the friends played guessing games, and Scrooge joined in the games with delight. Nobody except the spirit could hear him, but he often guessed the right answer.

'It's time to go now,' said the ghost, smiling at the old man's childish excitement.

'No, spirit, please, let me stay a little longer. Look, they're playing a new game!'

It was a game called Yes and No, in which Scrooge's nephew had to think of something, and the others had to ask questions to discover what it was. The only possible answers were Yes or No. Scrooge heard that Fred was thinking of a living animal, a wild animal, sometimes an angry animal, which lived in London and walked in the streets. Every time he answered a question, Fred could not stop himself laughing. At last, his wife's dark, pretty sister started laughing too.

'I know what it is, Fred! I know!' she cried out. 'It's your uncle Scro-o-o-o-oge!'

Everyone laughed until they cried. What a wonderful game! What a clever idea of Fred's! But at last Fred dried his eyes, and said, 'We've been very merry because of him, so I think we should drink to his health. Here's to Uncle Scrooge! A merry Christmas and a happy new year to the old man! Uncle Scrooge!'

'To Uncle Scrooge!' they all cried, cheerfully lifting their glasses.

Uncle Scrooge wanted to thank them, but the spirit hurried him away. The ghost seemed much older now: his brown hair had become grey.

'Are spirits' lives so short?' asked Scrooge.

'My life in this world ends at midnight tonight. Listen! It's a quarter ro midnight now!'

The church clock was striking the three quarters.

'Excuse me for asking, spirit,' said Scrooge, 'but what are those strange things near your foot?'

'Oh man, look here!' said the spirit sadly, and brought out from under his robe two ghostly figures, a boy and a girl. They were thin and poorly dressed, with cold, mean eyes and dry, yellow skin, and their faces showed only a frightening and murderous hate. Scrooge had never seen anything so terrible or so sad.

'These miserable children are Man's,' said the spirit. 'The boy is Crime. The girl is Need. They will destroy Man if nothing is done about them.'

'Can't anyone help them?' cried Scrooge.

'Are there no prisons?' said the spirit, turning on Scrooge for the last time with his own words. 'Are there no workhouses?'

The clock struck twelve. Scrooge looked, but could no longer see the ghost or the children. He was alone again.



frighten v. to fear. 吓唬。

obey v. to do (what one is asked to do) by. 服从。

fireplace n. the opening for a fire in the wall of a room, with a chimney above it and often an ornamental area around it. 壁炉。

cheerful adj. happy. 兴高采烈的。

kiss v. to touch with the lips as a sign of love or as a greeting. 吻。

God bless you! people used to say this when they liked someone or were grateful to them. 愿上帝保佑你！

pull v. to draw. 拉；拖。

pudding n. the sweet dish in a meal, served after meat or fish and before cheese. 布丁。

crutch n. a stick with a piece that fits under the arm, for supporting a person who has difficulty in walking. 拐杖。

repeat v. to say again. 重复。

ashamed adj. feeling shame. 可耻的。

shilling n. a coin in old British money (equal to five pence today). 先令。

stormy adj. having one or more storms. 有暴风雨的，多风暴的。

lighthouse n. a tower or other building with a powerful flashing light that guides ships or warns them of dangerous rocks. 灯塔。

unfriendly adj. not acting or ready to act as a friend. 不友好的。

comfortable adj. giving comfort, esp. to the body. 舒适的。

nephew n. the son of one's brother or sister. 侄子，外甥。

merry adj. cheerful, esp laughing. 欢快的。

strike v. to hit. 敲；打。

murderous adj. likely to cause death. 杀人的，行凶的。


3．三幽灵中的第二位

当斯克罗吉醒来的时候，他立刻发现教堂的钟就要敲响1点钟了。他肯定第二个幽灵不久就要来了。这次他想做好准备，所以他自己把他床周围的帘子都拉开了，躺在那儿等着。1点钟时，幽灵没有来，但一束强光从上面照在了斯克罗吉的床上。他害怕极了。几分钟之后，他以为光是从隔壁的房间照过来的，所以他起身下床来到了门口。当他的手摸到门时，一个奇怪的声音叫他的名字并让他进去，他听从了。

[image: alt]

尽管他认出这是他自己的房间，但它现在看上去已完全不同。墙壁被鲜亮的绿叶所覆盖，壁炉里燃烧着熊熊的火焰。地板上摆着大堆的上好的圣诞食品——味道浓郁的巧克力蛋糕、热乎乎松软的面包、鲜艳的苹果和桔子、一盘盘的黄油、炖好的鸡、一盒盒的巧克力和糖果。坐在这些东西旁边的是一个身材高大、面带笑容的幽灵，它高兴地对斯克罗吉高声喊，“请进！请进，伙计！我是今日圣诞鬼魂！看着我！”

自从第一个鬼魂的来访，斯克罗吉对自己就没了把握。所以尽管幽灵的眼睛明亮且充满善意，但斯克罗吉还是不敢正视它的脸，但他能看见幽灵身穿一件绿色长袍，它长长的棕色头发随意地散落在背上，它面带热情友好的笑容。光是从他强有力的右手握着的火把里发出的。

“幽灵，”斯克罗吉轻柔地说，“你想带我去哪儿就去哪儿。昨天晚上我接受了教训，而且这教训现在正在生效。如果今晚你也有什么要告诉我的话，请让我向你领教。”

“拽着我的长袍！”幽灵说，斯克罗吉从命了。

食品、房间、炉火都消失了。是圣诞早晨，他们正站在冰天雪地的大街上。虽然天空灰蒙蒙的，街上也很脏，但当人们拿着他们的圣诞晚餐匆匆赶往面包房准备烤制的时候，他们看上去都出奇的欢喜。幽灵似乎对穷人特别感兴趣。它和斯克罗吉一同站在面包房的门口，当晚餐从它面前经过时它把火把照在上面。有时当他看见人们相互拥挤或发脾气时，他把火把举在他们的头上，他们立刻就会变得和气或停止争吵，“因为今天是圣诞节，”他们彼此告诫着。

“你的火把是做什么用的，幽灵？”斯克罗吉问。

“它能给人们今天的晚餐带来特殊的味道。”幽灵回答说。

“你为什么大多把它用在穷人身上？”斯克罗吉问。

“因为穷人最需要它。”幽灵回答说。

他们继续前行，穿过伦敦，来到了斯克罗吉的雇员的狭小住处。在这儿幽灵笑了，把他的火把高高地举过房门。屋里，鲍勃·克拉奇蒂的妻子和二女儿贝琳达身穿她们平日的服装，但看起来干净漂亮，她们正往桌子上摆圣诞晚餐用的盘子。鲍勃的儿子彼得正帮着烧土豆，两个再小点的孩子，一男一女，正高兴地来回跑着。这时大女儿玛莎下班回来了。

“玛莎回来了，妈妈！”两个孩子高兴地喊着。“晚饭我们能吃到一只真的很大的鸡，玛莎！”实际上它不过是一只很小的鸡，但对这些兴奋的孩子们来说它似乎很大。

“我亲爱的，你这么晚才回来！”克拉奇蒂太太边说边吻了女儿好几下。

“我们昨天非常忙，妈妈！”女孩回答说，“所以我们直到今天早晨才干完！”

“哎！既然你回来了就没关系了。愿上帝保佑你！亲爱的，来坐到火边来！”

“不，不！爸爸回来了！”两个小孩子嚷道，“藏起来，玛莎，藏起来！”

于是玛莎藏了起来，鲍勃身穿他的薄大衣戴着白色的长围巾走了进来，怀里抱着小蒂姆。可怜的小蒂姆啊！自从他降生就没正常行走过。尽管他借助于一个木拐杖能够拖着身躯和他那瘦骨嶙峋的腿往前挪，但他毕竟太弱了，一个人走不了多远。

“怎么了，玛莎呢？”鲍勃高声喊道，并朝四周看了看。

“不回来了。”克拉奇蒂太太说。

“不回来了！”鲍勃重复了一遍，他欢快的笑容不见了。“圣诞节也不回来！”

但是玛莎不想让父亲为她多担心一分钟，所以她从门后跑出来，吻了父亲，这时两个最小的孩子在给小蒂姆看那只已经烧熟了的鸡。

斯克罗吉和幽灵看着一家人坐下吃饭。这是一顿粗茶淡饭，但对他们来说它似乎是很丰盛的，他们把它吃了个精光。

“这是我曾经吃到过的最好吃的鸡。”鲍勃说，并对全家人都笑了笑，每个人的嘴里都塞满了吃的，他们都表示同意。

接着是这一天最激动人心的时刻！贝琳达在每个人面前放了一个干净盘子，当克拉奇蒂太太从厨房出来时，大家都转过身看着她。由于从一大早就开始忙，她的脸发热，但当她把带着蓝火圈的圣诞布丁拿进来时，她幸福地笑了。

噢，多好的布丁啊！他们看到它都很高兴。

“亲爱的，这是我们结婚这么多年来你做的最成功的一件事！”鲍勃说。

“哎，我的确不知道里面该放多少水果，”他妻子说，“不过，是的，它很不错！”她像一个小姑娘似地乐了。

没有人说这布丁太小，尤其对这么个大家庭来说。没有人这么想过。克拉奇蒂家的人从不会说那样的话，也不会那样想。

最后，当他们吃完饭后，孩子们收拾好桌子并把碗洗干净了，他们团团围坐在炉火旁吃着苹果和桔子。有一大碗水果、糖、热水和略含酒精的东西，但只有三个人可以同时喝，因为他们家只有两个玻璃杯和一个茶杯，但克拉奇蒂一家并没因此而犯愁。鲍勃现在举起杯子说，“祝我们大家圣诞快乐，亲爱的们！上帝保佑我们！”

全家人重复着他的祝愿，最后，小蒂姆说，“愿上帝保佑我们每一个人！”他紧靠着爸爸坐在一把小椅子上。鲍勃手握着儿子瘦小的手，这个男孩在父亲的心目中占据着特殊的位置。

“幽灵，”斯克罗吉以他以前从未有过的热情问，“告诉我小蒂姆是否能活下去。”

“将来我会看到火旁边有一把空椅子，边上有一根拐杖。如果这些影子不变的话，他就会死去。”

“不，不！”斯克罗吉说，“噢，善良的幽灵！说他会活下去的。”

“如果他的生活近期内不能改变的话，他在明年的圣诞前就会死去。这又有什么关系呢？世界上的人太多了，所以若有一部分死了的话，岂不是件好事吗？”

斯克罗吉听到幽灵重复着自己曾说过的话，感到羞愧悲伤。但听见自己名字的时候，他抬起了头。

“斯克罗吉先生！”鲍勃说，“让我们为斯克罗吉先生干杯，是他付的钱使我们才能吃上今天的这顿饭。”

“他的钱？”克拉奇蒂太太生气地说。“他一星期给的15先令够我们买什么的？我们干嘛要祝一个像斯克罗吉那样可恨、刻薄、没有感情、吝啬的老头健康？”

“我亲爱的，”鲍勃温柔地说，“记住今天是圣诞节。”

“好吧，鲍勃，我祝他健康，只看在你的面子上，况且今天还是圣诞节。祝斯克罗吉先生长寿。祝他圣诞、新年快乐！我肯定他会很快乐和幸福的！”

当孩子们听到斯克罗吉的名字时，不悦笼罩了他们原本高兴的笑脸，他们都不出声了，并且有些沮丧。但10分钟后他们又开始有说有笑，讲故事，比先前要高兴十倍。他们一家人长相平平，穿着一般，但他们幸福，对彼此充满感激之情并且互相亲爱。当他们在幽灵的火把的光下消失的时候，斯克罗吉的目光无法从他们的身上移开，尤其是小蒂姆。

这时天渐渐黑了，雪下得很大。幽灵带着斯克罗吉去了很多家，每家都燃烧着欢乐的火焰，烧着吃的，人们都兴高采烈地欢迎着他们的朋友和家人的到来。鬼魂看见这兴奋的场面很是高兴，凡是在穷人家它都把火把高高举起，目的是给他们带来更多的欢乐、更好的食品和更多的幸福。

然后幽灵带着斯克罗吉离开了繁忙的都市，来到了乡下一个荒凉、偏僻的地方，这里连一棵树都不长。在这里他们去了一所石头房子，它离所有的小镇和村庄都很远。房子里一个老头和一个老太太同他们的孩子们一起正唱着圣诞颂歌。幽灵没有在这久留，它让斯克罗吉再一次地抓住它的袍子。

“我们要去哪儿？当然不会是去天上吧！”斯克罗吉吓得要命，当他们飞过田野然后又飞过海洋的时候，他朝下看着。风雨交加，海浪在他们下面咆哮。幽灵带着斯克罗吉来到了一座建在一块孤零零的礁石上的灯塔，礁石距陆地有数英里之遥。灯塔顶上有一盏灯一直亮着，为的是提醒水手们远离那些危险的岩石。在这个冰冷荒凉的地方住着两个男人，他们远离自己的家人，但当幽灵看见他们握手，彼此祝福圣诞快乐并一起在炉火前唱着颂歌时，它笑了。

幽灵和斯克罗吉继续向前飞，他们又都同时落在了大海中央的一条船上。在这儿，虽然离家甚远，但每个人都向朋友说了一句祝福的话，或者向自己的家人给以温馨的祝福，因为今天是圣诞节。

当斯克罗吉正听着风的吼叫和浪涛的汹涌时，他很吃惊地听到了笑声。他听出这是他外甥的笑声，他发现他和面带微笑的幽灵一起来到了他外甥明亮温暖的起居室。

斯克罗吉的外甥笑着，和他在一起的人也都想笑，他的笑就具备这样的感染力。此刻，他漂亮的妻子和他的几个朋友和他一起在笑。

“他说圣诞节是骗人的！哈哈哈！”斯克罗吉的外甥大声说。

“他真是太坏了，弗雷德！”他妻子说。

“他是一个怪老头，”斯克罗吉的外甥说，“但我很是为他感到难过。你知道，他的钱没有给他带来什么，他既不幸福也不舒服，虽然他有钱。想到他独自一人坐在他那冷飕飕的屋子里我心里就不是滋味，所以每个圣诞节我都将去邀请他。他爱发脾气，那就发好了，但我会继续邀请他，也许终究有一天他对圣诞节的感觉会好起来的。”

喝过茶后，这几个欢快的人唱歌并演奏音乐。斯克罗吉听出了他小妹妹过去常唱的那支歌，记起了“昔日圣诞”幽灵给他看过的东西。后来朋友们进行了猜谜游戏，斯克罗吉高兴地同他们一起猜。只有幽灵能听见他说什么，但他猜的答案大都正确。

“现在该走了。”鬼魂说，这个老头孩子般的兴奋劲儿使他觉得好笑。

“不，幽灵，请让我再多待一小会儿。看，他们又要做一个新游戏！”

这个游戏的名字叫“是或否”，在这个游戏中斯克罗吉的外甥要想点什么事情，其余的人便可以问问题以便知道他想的是什么。唯一可能的答案就是“是或否”。斯克罗吉听见弗雷德在想一只活着的动物，一只野兽，有时是一只暴怒的动物，它生活在伦敦，走在大街上。他每回答一个问题，弗雷德就情不自禁地大笑。最后他那长得黑黑的漂亮妻妹也开始笑了起来。

“弗雷德，我知道它是什么！我知道！”她大声喊道，“它是你舅舅斯克罗——吉！”

大家都笑得流出了眼泪。多么精彩的游戏啊！弗雷德的主意多妙啊！但最后弗雷德擦干了眼睛说道，“我们刚才很快活是因为他，所以我想我们应该为他的健康干杯。这一杯是祝斯克罗吉舅舅的！祝他老人家圣诞快乐、新年幸福！斯克罗吉舅舅！”

“祝福斯克罗吉舅舅！”他们异口同声地喊道，高兴地举起了酒杯。

斯克罗吉舅舅想感谢他们，但幽灵催他立刻离开。鬼魂现在看上去老了许多：它棕色的头发变成了灰白色。

“幽灵的生命如此短暂吗？”斯克罗吉问。

“我的生命在今天午夜时结束。听着，现在离午夜只差一刻钟了！”

教堂的钟正在敲响三刻的时辰。

“幽灵，请问，”斯克罗吉说，“你脚边是什么东西？”

“噢！伙计，看这个！”幽灵悲伤地说，并从他的长袍下掏出两个鬼魂似的东西，一个男孩和一个女孩。他们骨瘦如柴，破衣烂衫，目光冷漠犀利，皮肤干燥发黄，他们的脸上充满了可怕的、凶狠的仇恨表情。斯克罗吉从未见到过如此可怕、糟糕的场面。

“这些悲惨的孩子属于人类，”幽灵说。“男孩叫‘罪恶’，女孩叫‘需要’。如果不为他们做点什么的话，他们将毁掉人类。”

“难道就没有人能帮助他们吗？”斯克罗吉高声问道。

“难道没有看守所吗？”幽灵最后一次说着斯克罗吉自己曾说过的话，“难道没有济贫院吗？”

钟敲响了12点。斯克罗吉看着，但他再也看不到幽灵和孩子们了。又剩下他一人了。


4
The last of the spirits

'The third spirit will come at midnight.' Scrooge suddenly remembered the words of Jacob Marley's ghost, and, lifting his eyes, saw a spirit, all in black, coming slowly towards him. It was a tall, silent figure, wearing a long black robe which hid its head and body. When it came close to him, it stopped and pointed onwards with one hand. Scrooge was more afraid of this spirit than he had been of the others, and his voice was shaking as he asked, 'Are you the spirit of Christmas Yet to Come?' The ghost neither spoke nor moved, but still pointed onwards.

'Are you going to show me shadows of the things which haven't happened yet, but will happen in the future?' Scrooge asked.

There was no answer.

'Ghost of the future!' he continued. 'You frighten me very much, but I think you can help me to change my life. I'll be very grateful to you if you show me the future. Won't you speak to me?'

Again, no reply.

'Well, show me the way, spirit!' said Scrooge finally. 'The night is passing, and time is valuable to me, I know.'

The ghost moved away, with Scrooge following in its shadow. Suddenly they were in the heart of the capital, among the businessmen and moneylenders. The ghost pointed to one small group of men, so Scrooge went closer to listen to their conversation.

'No, I don't know much about it,' said one fat man. 'I only know he's dead.'

'When did he die?' asked another man.

'Last night, I think.'

'Why, what was the matter with him?' asked a third.

'I've no idea,' replied the fat man, looking bored. 'who cares?'

'What's he done with his money?' asked a red-faced gentleman.

'I haven't heard,' said the fat man. 'He hasn't left it to me, that's all I know.'

They all laughed at this. Scrooge knew the men, and looked towards the spirit, hoping it would explain what the conversation meant. But the ghost moved on, pointing at two more men. Scrooge listened again. He knew these men well. They were rich and important, and he had often done business with them.

'How are you?' said one.

'How are you?' replied the other.

'Well!' said the first. 'The old man has died at last, has he?'

'So they tell me,' replied the second. 'Cold, isn't it?'

'Nice and frosty for Christmas. Good morning!'

Not another word. That was the end of their meeting.

Scrooge wondered why the spirit wanted him to hear these conversations. What could they mean? The dead man could not be his partner Jacob, because he was already dead. Scrooge watched carefully, trying to understand. He looked round for his own shadow, but could not see himself anywhere. 'Perhaps that's not surprising,' he thought, 'because if I change my life, and I'm planning to do that, I won't be the same person in the future!' Just then he noticed the spirit, standing quiet and dark beside him, with its pointing hand. He felt the unseen eyes staring fixedly at him behind the black robe. Scrooge's body shook, and he felt cold.

They left the busy offices and banks, and went to another part of the capital, where Scrooge had never been before. The streets were narrow and dirty, the houses miserably poor, the people unwashed and half-dressed. Down one street there was a small shop, where an old man was sitting waiting for customers. His business was buying old furniture or clothes, and selling them again, to the poorest people in London. As Scrooge and the spirit watched, three women arrived at the shop door at the same time, each carrying a large bundle. They looked very surprised and a little ashamed to see each other. Suddenly they all started laughing.

'Ladies, you couldn't find a better place to meet,' said Joe, the old man, getting up. 'Now come inside, and show me what you've got to sell.'

Inside, the first woman put her bundle on the table and said, 'I don't care if everybody knows where this comes from! We all have to take care of ourselves! He always did!'

'That's right,' agreed the second woman.

'Very true,' agreed the third.

'Does a dead man need these things?' continued the first woman. 'And why was he so mean while he was alive? We all worked for him, didn't we? Cleaned his house, washed his clothes, cooked his soup? And what did we get? Three shillings a week! It's no surprise that he died alone, with no friends around him!'

'You never spoke a truer word,' said the second.

'He was a bad man, we all know that,' said the third.

'Now what have we here?' said old Joe, opening the women's bundles. 'Buttons, pencils, boots, silver spoons, some excellent bed-curtains, blankets and—a very good shirt,' he added, feeling the fine cotton.

'Yes, it was his best,' said the first woman. 'They put it on him after he died. But he doesn't need it now that he's dead! And the blankets and bed-curtains! He doesn't need them either!'

'You took the shirt off a dead body, and the blankets and curtains off his bed, while he was lying there! Well, well!' said Joe, shaking his head. 'Here's your money.' And he counted out several shillings into the women's hands.

'Ha ha ha!' laughed the first woman. 'He frightened everyone away when he was alive, and we've made money out of him now that he's dead! Ha ha ha!'

Scrooge felt sick and angry at the same time. 'Spirit,' he said, 'I see now. I could be that unhappy man. Good Heavens, what's this?'

Joe and the women had disappeared, and Scrooge was standing in a dark room. Opposite him was a bed, with no blankets or curtains. A light shone down from above, on to the body of a dead man, covered with a sheet.

'How sad,' thought Scrooge, 'to die with no friends or family around him! To lie in an empty room, with no candles or flowers, and robbed of his clothes! To know that nobody loves him, because he loved nobody in his life! Money can't buy a happy life, or a peaceful death!' He looked at the spirit, whose hand was pointing at the man's covered head. It would be easy to lift the sheet, and see who the man was. But for some reason Scrooge could not do it.

'Spirit,' he said, 'this is a terrible place. Let's go!'

Still the ghost's unmoving finger pointed at the man's head.

'I understand you, but I can't look at him, spirit, I can't!' said Scrooge wildly. 'If there's anyone in this town who feels anything at this man's death, show that person to me, spirit, please!'

For a moment the spirit lifted its dark robe like a wing, and showed Scrooge a room, where a mother and her children were sitting. The young woman kept looking at the clock, and when her husband arrived, she hurried to meet him.

'What—what is the news?' she asked him worriedly. 'Is it good... or... or bad?'

'There is still hope, Caroline,' he replied.

'How can there be hope? If that hard, mean old man wants us to pay back the money now, they'll send us to prison! We haven't got enough to pay him!'

'He is dead, Caroline,' answered her husband.

'Thank God for that!' cried the young woman from her heart. The next moment she realized what she had said. 'Oh, I didn't mean that. I'm sorry if anyone dies.'

'Perhaps the person who inherits his business will give us more time to pay the money back. And we'll have the money by then. Tonight we can sleep well, Caroline!'

'So, spirit,' said Scrooge in a broken voice, 'you can show me only happiness at this man's death. It frightens me, spirit. Show me, please, that there can be sadness at a death.'

The ghost took him silently through the streets, to poor Bob Cratchit's house. The room seemed strangely quiet. The mother and her daughters were making a small white cotton shirt together, while the usually noisy young Cratchits sat silently in a corner, and Peter was reading a book. Mrs Cratchit put her work down on the table, and covered her face with her hand.

'The colour hurts my eyes,' she said. The colour? Ah, poor Tiny Tim!

'They're a little better now,' she went on. 'It's difficult to work by candlelight. And I don't want to show red eyes to your father when he comes home.'

'He's a bit late,' said Peter, 'but I think he's walked more slowly these last few days, mother.'

They were very quiet again. At last she said bravely, 'I've known him walk with—with Tiny Tim in his arms, very fast indeed.'

'So have I,' cried Peter. 'Often!'

'But he was very light to carry, and your father loved him so much! And there's your father at the door now!' She got up quickly to kiss Bob as he came in. He looked tired and thin, and needed his long scarf, poor man! Martha took his boots and scarf off, and Belinda brought him his tea, and the little Cratchits sat close to him. He was very cheerful with all of them, and was pleased with the little shirt that his wife and daughters were making.

'It'll be ready long before Sunday, won't it?' he said.

'Sunday! You went there today, then, Bob?' asked his wife.

'Yes, my dear. You'd love to see it. It's a beautiful green place. But you'll see it often. I promised him that we would go there every Sunday. My little, little child!' cried Bob, hiding his face in his hands. He had loved the boy very much.

He went upstairs to the quiet bedroom, where the child lay. Poor Bob sat down beside him, and when he felt calmer, he kissed the little face, and went downstairs again, almost happy.

'My dears,' he said to his children, 'one of these days some of you will marry and leave home. In a few years' time perhaps all of you will. But I'm sure none of us will ever forget Tiny Tim, will we?'

'Never, father!' they all cried.

'And I know,' said Bob, 'that when we remember how patient and gentle he was, although he was only a little child, we won't argue among ourselves. We'll remember poor Tiny Tim, and love each other!'

'We will, father!' they all cried again.

'I am very happy,' said Bob. 'I am very happy!' Mrs Cratchit kissed him, his daughters kissed him, the two young Cratchits kissed him, and he and Peter shook hands. Tiny Tim, your goodness lives on in your family!

'Spirit,' said Scrooge, 'I know that you will leave me soon. Tell me who that dead man on the bed was!'

No answer came in words, but the ghost of Christmas Yet to Come took Scrooge through the streets of London again.

'Wait a moment,' said Scrooge. 'We're passing my office. Let me see how I shall look in the future!'

The spirit stopped. Its hand was pointing away from the office. But Scrooge hurried up to the window and looked in. It was an office still, but not his. The furniture was not the same, and the figure in the chair was not himself. The ghost continued to point onwards, and Scrooge followed. They reached a church, and entered the churchyard. Here, among the untidy graves and the uncut grass, lay the miserable man whose name Scrooge would soon learn. It was a lonely place, most suitable for a man so unloved.

The spirit stood and pointed down at one of the graves. Scrooge was strangely afraid.

'Before I look more closely at that gravestone,' he said, 'answer me one question. Are these the shadows of the things that will be, or are they only shadows of the things that may be?'

Without replying, the ghost pointed silently down at the grave. Scrooge moved slowly towards it, and following the finger, read on the stone his own name, EBENEZER SCROOGE.

'Am I that man who was lying on the bed?' he cried.

The spirit pointed from the grave to him, and back again.

'No, spirit! Oh, no, no!'

The finger was still there.

Scrooge fell to the ground in front of the ghost, holding its long dark robe. 'Spirit! Listen! I am a changed man! I have learnt my lesson from you spirits! Why show me this terrible end, if there is no hope for me!'

For the first time the hand appeared to shake.

'Good spirit, tell me that my future will change, if I change my life now!'

The kind hand shook again.

'I will remember the past, and think of the future. I will be good to other people. I will keep Christmas in my heart, and will try to be kind, and cheerful, and merry, every day. Oh, tell me I can clean away the writing on this stone!'

Wildly, he caught the ghostly hand and held it for a moment. But the spirit was stronger than him, and pulled its hand away. Just then Scrooge noticed that something strange was happening to the spirit. It was getting smaller and smaller, and suddenly it became—a bedpost.



figure n. (the shape of) a whole human body as shown in art or seen in reality. 人体。

moneylender n. a person who lends money, and charges interest on it. 放债者。

conversation n. (an) informal talk in which people exchange news, feelings, and thoughts. （非正式的）交谈。

bored adj. tired or uninterested. 乏味的，无兴趣的。

bundle n. a number of articles tied, fastened or held together, usu. across the middle. 包袱，包裹。

spoon n. a tool for mixing, serving, and eating food, consisting of a small bowl with a handle. 勺子。

count v. to say or name the numbers in order, one by one or by groups. 点，数，从一数到……。

disappear v. to go out of sight. 消失。

rob v. to take the property of (a person or organization) unlawfully, with or without violence or threats. 抢劫。

inherit v. to receive (property, a title, etc) left by somebody who has died. 继承。

candlelight n. the light produced by candles. 烛光。

scarf n. a piece of cloth, usu. (for men) long and narrow or (for women) square, for wearing around the neck, head, or shoulders for protection or ornament. 围巾。

patient adj. having or showing patience. 耐心的。

churchyard n. an open space around and belonging to a church, in which dead members of that church can usu. be buried. 教堂院子；（教堂的）墓地。

untidy adj. not clean. 不整洁的。

bedpost n. one of the main supports at the four corners of an old-fashioned bed. 床柱子。


4．最后一位幽灵
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“第三位幽灵将在午夜的时候到来。”斯克罗吉突然记起雅各布·马利幽灵的话，他抬起眼睛，看见了一个幽灵，身着黑衣服，慢慢地朝他走来。它个头很高，一声不响，一件长长的黑袍蒙住了他的头和身体。当它走近的时候，它停住了，并用一只手朝前指着。斯克罗吉对这个幽灵的恐惧胜过前面所有的，他用颤抖的声音问道，“你是来日圣诞幽灵吗？”幽灵既不讲话也不走开，但还是朝前指着。

“你是不是要给我看那些尚未发生的但将来会发生的事情的幻影？”斯克罗吉问。

仍然没有应答。

“未来的鬼魂！”他继续说，“你把我吓坏了，但我想你能帮我改变我的生活。如果你能为我指明未来的话，我会很感激你的。你难道不跟我讲话吗？”

还是没有回答。

“那好吧，幽灵，就给我指出我的出路吧。”斯克罗吉最后说，“夜晚马上就要结束，时间对我来说很珍贵，我知道。”

鬼魂走开了，斯克罗吉跟着它的影子。突然他们来到了市中心，周围都是商人和放债人。鬼魂指了指一小群人，斯克罗吉便走上前听着他们的谈话。

“不，这件事我知道的不多。”一个胖子说，“我只知道他死了。”

“他什么时候死的？”另一个人问。

“昨天晚上，我想。”

“怎么了，他出了什么事？”第三个人问道。

“我不知道，”胖子回答说，看上去很不耐烦。“管他呢？”

“他的钱怎么处理了？”一位红脸先生问。

“我没听说，”胖子说，“我只知道他没把钱留给我。”

听了这话他们都笑了。斯克罗吉认识这些人，他看着幽灵，希望它能解释解释他们的谈话是什么意思。但鬼魂继续朝前走，又指着另外两个人。斯克罗吉又听了他们在说什么。他很熟悉这些人。他们有钱又都是要人，他经常和他们做生意。

“你好？”一个人说。

“你好？”另一个回答道。

“哎！”第一个人说。“这老头儿终于死了，不是吗？”

“别人是这么告诉我的，”第二个人回答说，“好冷啊，不是吗？”

“对圣诞节来说很不错而且还有霜。早上好。”

再没有回答，他们的会面到此结束。

斯克罗吉不知道为什么幽灵想让他听这些谈话。他们是什么意思呢？那个死人不可能是他的合伙人雅各布，因为他已经死了。斯克罗吉认真地看着试图搞个明白。他朝四周看了看，找他自己的影子，但哪儿也找不到。“也许这不足为奇，”他想，“因为如果我改变我的生活，当然我正打算这样做，将来我就会成为另一个人了！”这时他看到了幽灵，静静地、幽暗地站在他身边，手指着什么地方。他感到那双他看不见的眼睛正从黑袍子后目不转睛地盯着他。斯克罗吉浑身颤抖，他觉得冷。

他们离开了繁忙的办公室和银行来到了都市的另一边，斯克罗吉以前从没有来过这里。街道又窄又脏，房子破烂不堪，人们连脸都没有洗而且衣不蔽体。街边有一个小商店，里面坐着一个老头等待着顾客的光临。他的生意是收购旧家具和衣服然后再卖给伦敦最穷的人。当斯克罗吉和幽灵看着的时候，有三个妇女同时来到了商店门口，每个人都拿着一个大包袱。她们相见后感到很吃惊又有些难为情。突然她们开始大笑。

“女士们，这是你们会面的最好的地方，”老头乔说着，站了起来。“进来，给我看看你们要卖什么。”

在屋里第一个妇女把她的包袱放在桌子上说，“我不在乎是不是大家都知道这是从什么地方弄来的！我们都得关心我们自己！他总是这样做的！”

“你说得对。”第二个女人表示赞同。

“太正确了。”第三个也表示赞同。

“死人需要这些东西吗？”第一个女人继续说，“为什么他活着的时候那么吝啬？我们都给他干活儿，是不是？打扫他的房子，给他洗衣服、炖汤？我们又得到什么了呢？一周三个先令！他孤单单地死了，身边一个朋友也没有，这也就没什么可奇怪的了！”

“你从没有说过比这更千真万确的话。”第二个妇女说。

“他是一个坏蛋，这点我们都知道。”第三个妇女说。

“现在让我看看你们都拿来了些什么？”老乔说着打开了三位的包。“钮扣、铅笔、靴子、银匙、一些很不错的床围子、毯子还有——一件很好的衬衣。”他补充道，手摸着那质地精良的棉布。

“是的，这是他最好的衣服。”第一个女人说，“他死后他们给他穿上了，但既然他已经死了，所以他现在不需要它了！这些毯子和床罩！他也不需要它们了！”

“你从死尸上脱下了这件衬衣，从他躺的床上拿了这些毯子和床围子！哎，哎！”乔边说边摇头，“这是给你的钱。”他数出几个先令塞到这几个妇女的手中。

“哈哈哈！”第一个妇女笑了，“他活着的时候把大家都吓跑了，现在他死了我们还能从他身上挣到钱！哈哈哈！”

斯克罗吉既感到懊丧又感到气愤。“幽灵，”他说，“现在我明白了，那个不幸的人可能就是我。天哪，这是什么？”

乔和女人们消失了，斯克罗吉站在一间黑屋子里。他对面有一张床，上面没有毯子和床围子。一束光从上面照下来，照在死尸上，死尸用单子盖着。

斯克罗吉想，“死时身边没有朋友和家人，被剥光了衣服躺在空屋子里，没有蜡烛和鲜花，知道自己不被人爱是因为他在世时不曾爱过别人，这是多么悲哀的事情啊！金钱买不到幸福的生活和安宁的死亡。”他看幽灵手指着那个男人被盖住的脸。要想揭开单子看看那个男人是谁是件轻而易举的事，但由于某种原因斯克罗吉不能这样做。

“幽灵，”他说，“这个地方太可怕了。咱们走吧。”

鬼魂一动不动的指头依旧指着男人的头。

“我理解你，但我不能看他，幽灵，不能！”斯克罗吉发疯似地说，“如果这个镇上有谁对这个人的死有任何感触的话，请你带我去看他，幽灵。”

幽灵把黑袍子掀起了一会儿，像个翅膀，带斯克罗吉看了一个屋子，里面坐着一位母亲和她的孩子们。年轻的母亲一直看着钟表，当她的丈夫回来时，她赶快上前去迎他。

“有什么消息吗？”她焦虑地问，“是好消息还是坏消息？”

“还有希望，卡罗琳。”他回答说。

“怎么还有希望呢？如果那个刻薄吝啬的老头想让我们现在立刻还钱的话，他们就会把我们送到拘留所！我们没有那么多钱还他。”

“他死了，卡罗琳。”她丈夫回答说。

“感谢上帝！”少妇发自内心地高声说。立刻她意识到她说的话不对。“噢，我不是这个意思，谁死了我都会难过的。”

“也许他生意的继承人会多给我们一些时间还钱的，到那时我们就能有这笔钱了。今天晚上我们能睡个好觉了，卡罗琳！”

“这么说，幽灵，”斯克罗吉断断续续地说，“你只能让我看到这个人的死所带来的幸福。幽灵，这让我感到害怕，请让我看看死亡也能带来悲伤。”

鬼魂静静地带他穿过大街来到鲍勃·克拉奇蒂的房子。房子静得出奇，妈妈和女儿们正在一起缝制一件小白衬衫，两个最小的孩子一向吵吵闹闹的，现在却静静地坐在一个角落里，彼得正在看书。克拉奇蒂夫人把手头的活放在桌子上，用手捂住脸。

“这颜色刺得我的眼睛都疼了，”她说。这颜色？啊，可怜的小蒂姆！

“现在眼睛好点了，”她继续说，“在烛光下干活真费劲，我不想让你父亲回来时看到我的眼睛红红的。”

“他稍晚了点，”彼得说，“但我觉得最近这几天他走得更慢了，妈妈。”

他们又都沉默了，最后她勇敢地说，“我知道他是怀里抱着——抱着小蒂姆走路时，实际上很快。”

“我也知道，”彼得大声说，“经常是这样！”

“但他很轻，抱着方便，你爸爸很喜欢他！现在爸爸到门口了！”她立刻起身，当鲍勃进屋的时候她吻了他。他看上去疲惫消瘦，而且需要他的长围巾，好可怜的人啊！玛莎为他脱下靴子，摘下围巾，贝琳达给他端来茶，两个最小的孩子紧挨着他坐下。和他们在一起他开心极了，他妻子和女儿们缝制的小衬衫使他很高兴。

“星期日之前能做好，不是吗？”他问道。

“星期日！那么你今天去那儿了，鲍勃？”他妻子问。

“是的，亲爱的。你会喜欢的，那地方绿绿的，很漂亮，但你会经常看到它的。我答应他我们每个星期日都去那儿。我的小宝贝啊！”鲍勃哭了，双手捂住了脸。他过去一直深爱着这个男孩。

他上楼来到了那孩子躺着的静静的卧室。可怜的鲍勃坐在他身边，稍平静了些以后，他吻了他的小脸蛋然后下了楼，这时他似乎高兴了。

“我亲爱的孩子们，”他对他们说，“总有一天你们中有人要结婚离开家，几年之内你们都会这样的，但我认为我们谁也不会忘记小蒂姆，是吗？”

“永远不会的，爸爸！”他们都哭了。

“我知道，”鲍勃说，“当我们记起他是何等的有耐心何等的彬彬有礼时，尽管他还是个小孩子，我们就不会相互争吵。我们将会记住小蒂姆，并互爱。”

“我们会的，爸爸！”他们又都哭了。

“我很高兴，”鲍勃说，“我很高兴！”克拉奇蒂太太吻了他，他的女儿们吻了他，两个最小的孩子吻了他，他和彼得握了手。小蒂姆，你的美德会永驻于你的家庭中的！

“幽灵，”斯克罗吉说，“我知道一会儿你就要离开我了。告诉我床上的死人是谁！”

没有回答的声音，但来日圣诞鬼魂带着斯克罗吉再一次地穿越了伦敦的大街。

“等一会儿，”斯克罗吉说，“我们正在经过我的办公室，让我看看我将来是什么样子！”

幽灵停了下来。它的手并没有指着办公室但斯克罗吉匆忙走到窗前往里看了看，还是间办公室，但已不属于他了。家具变了，椅子里坐着的也不是他自己了。鬼魂继续朝前指，斯克罗吉跟着。他们来到一座教堂前，进了教堂的院落。在这里不整齐的坟墓和未修剪的杂草中躺着一个可怜的人，一会儿斯克罗吉就会知道他是谁。这是一个冷清的地方，对一个如此不受爱戴的人来说再合适不过了。

幽灵站在那儿，朝下指着其中的一个坟墓。斯克罗吉感到莫名的恐惧。

“在我更仔细地看墓碑前，”他说，“回答我一个问题。这些影子是将来会实现的事情还是可能会实现的事情？”

鬼魂没有回答，它默默地朝下指着坟墓。斯克罗吉慢慢地向它走去，顺着幽灵手指头的方向，他看见墓碑上写着他自己的名字：埃比尼泽·斯克罗吉。

“我就是那个躺在床上的人吗？”他大声问。

幽灵从坟墓指向他，然后又指向坟墓。

“不，幽灵！噢，不，不！”

手指依然还是指着坟墓。

斯克罗吉倒在鬼魂前面的地上，抓住它长长的黑袍子。“幽灵！听着！我是一个改过自新的人了！我从你们这些幽灵身上吸取了教训！如果我没有希望的话，为什么要让我看如此可怕的结局！”

幽灵的手第一次摆了摆。

“我的好幽灵，告诉我如果我现在改变我的生活，我的未来也会改变的！”

幽灵又善良地摆了摆手。

“我将记住过去，并且会为未来考虑的。我会对他人行善的，我会把圣诞记在心中并尽可能的善良、高兴、快乐，每天都这样。噢，对我说我能够把这石头上的名字弄掉！”

他死命地抓住鬼魂的手并攥了一会儿。但幽灵比他要强壮，它把手挣脱开。这时斯克罗吉看到奇怪的事情在幽灵的身上发生了。它变得越来越小，突然变成了——一根床柱子。



5
The end of the story

Yes! and the bedpost was his own. The bed was his own, the room was his own. Best and happiest of all, the future was his own, to change his life in!

'I will remember the past, and think of the future,' repeated Scrooge, as he jumped out of bed. 'God bless you, Jacob Marley! And God bless Christmas!'

In his excitement he found it difficult to speak. His face was still wet from crying. 'Here are my bed-curtains!' he cried delightedly. 'They aren't stolen! And I'm alive! Those were only shadows of things that may be! The future will be different! I know it will!'

All this time his hands were busy, hurriedly putting on his clothes. He put his left foot in his right shoe, couldn't find the buttons on his shirt, and forgot to brush his hair.

'I don't know what I'm doing!' said Scrooge, laughing and crying at the same time. 'A merry Christmas to everybody! A happy new year to all the world! Hurrah! There's the door which Jacob's ghost came through! There's the corner where the ghost of Christmas Present sat! There's the window where I saw the travelling ghosts! It's all true, it all happened! Ha ha ha!'

Really, for a man who hadn't laughed for so many years, it was an excellent laugh. The father of a long line of excellent laughs!

'I don't know what day of the month it is!' said Scrooge. 'I don't know how long I've been with the spirits! I don't know anything. I'm just like a baby. Never mind! I prefer being a baby! Hurrah!'

Just then he heard the church bells ring out louder than he had ever heard before. Running to the window, he opened it and looked out. No fog at all, a clear, bright, cold day, golden sunlight, blue sky, sweet clean air, merry bells. Oh, wonderful! wonderful!

'What's today?' he cried, calling down to a boy in the street.

'Today?' replied the boy, in great surprise. 'Why, it's Christmas Day!'

'So I haven't missed it!' thought Scrooge. 'The spirits have done it all in one night!' He called down to the boy again, 'Hallo, young man! Do you know the meat shop at the corner of the next street?'

'Of course I do,' replied the boy.

'What an intelligent boy!' said Scrooge. 'Do you know if they've sold the big turkey that was in the shop window yesterday?'

'What, the one as big as me?' asked the boy.

'What a delightful boy!' said Scrooge. 'It's wonderful talking to him. Yes, that's the one!'

'It's still there in the window,' said the boy.

'Is it?' said Scrooge. 'Well, go and buy it.'

'You don't mean it!' cried the boy.

'I do, I do. I'm serious. Go and buy it, and tell the man to bring it back here. Come back with the man and I'll give you a shilling. Come back in less than five minutes and I'll give you three shillings!'

The boy went off like a bullet from a gun.

'I'll send the turkey to Bob Cratchit's!' laughed Scrooge. 'He'll never know who's sent it! It's twice as big as Tiny Tim! Ha ha ha!'

He went on laughing as he wrote Bob's address, gave it to the man with the turkey. and paid for a taxi, because the turkey was much too heavy to carry all the way to Camden Town.

Now he finished dressing, and went out into the streets, wearing his best clothes. The town was full of happy, busy people, and Scrooge smiled at all of them. Three or four men said cheerfully to him, 'Good morning, sir! And a merry Christmas to you!' Scrooge thought these were the best sounds that he had ever heard.

As he was walking, he suddenly noticed one of the comfortable-looking gentlemen who had come to his office to ask for money for the poor. Scrooge went straight up to him, took the old gentleman by both hands, and said, 'My dear sir, how are you? A merry Christmas to you, sir!'

'Mr Scrooge?' asked the gentleman, surprised.

'Yes, that's my name. I'm very sorry for what I said to you when you visited me yesterday. Will you please—' and he spoke very quietly in the gentleman's ear.

'Good Heavens!' cried the gentleman. 'My dear Mr Scrooge, are you serious?'

'I am. Not a shilling less. I must tell you, I haven't given anything to anyone for years.'

'My dear sir!' said the gentleman, shaking hands with him. 'I don't know how to thank you for—'

'Don't say anything, please,' replied Scrooge. 'Will you come and see me tomorrow about it?'

'I will!' cried the old gentleman happily.

'Thank you, and God bless you!' said Scrooge.

He went to church, and watched the people, and gave children money for sweets, and discovered that he had never been so happy in his life. In the afternoon he went to his nephew's house. He passed the door several times before he was brave enough to knock. But at last he did it, and was taken into the sitting-room, where Fred and his pretty wife were waiting for their friends to arrive for dinner.

'Fred!' said Scrooge. 'It's your uncle Scrooge. I've come to dinner. Will you let me stay, Fred?'

Let him stay! Fred almost shook his uncle's arm off. Scrooge felt at home in five minutes. Nothing could be merrier. And what a wonderful dinner they had! Wonderful party, wonderful games, wonderful happiness!

But he was early at the office next morning. Oh, he was there early. He wanted to catch Bob Cratchit arriving late. And he did! The clock struck nine. No Bob. A quarter past. No Bob. He was eighteen and a half minutes late when he finally hurried in. Scrooge was sitting with his office door open.

'Hallo!' said Scrooge in his old, hard voice. 'What do you mean by coming here so late?'

'I'm very sorry, sir,' said Bob. 'I am late. It's only once a year. We were rather merry yesterday, sir.'

'Now I'll tell you what, my friend,' said Scrooge, 'I'm not going to have this any longer. And so,' he continued, jumping off his chair and shaking Bob's hand, 'I'm going to pay you twice as much!'

Bob's face went white. For a second or two he thought that Scrooge had gone crazy.

'A merry Christmas, Bob!' said Scrooge, and it was clear that he meant it. 'A merrier Christmas, Bob, than I've given you for a long time. I'm going to pay you well, and help you with your family, and we'll discuss it all this afternoon over a Christmas drink, Bob! Put more wood on the fire at once, Bob Cratchit, and let's be comfortable!'

Scrooge did everything that he had promised, and more. To Tiny Tim, who did NOT die, he became a second father. He became as good a friend, employer and man, as anyone in London or in the world. Some people laughed to see the change in him, but he did not care. His own heart laughed inside him, and that was good enough for him. He never had any more conversations with spirits, but kept Christmas cheerfully, and lived a happy life. That is what all of us want, and so, as Tiny Tim said, 'God bless us, every one!'



bed-curtain n. curtain hung from a bed canopy. 床围子。

ring v. to make or be a ring sound. （钟，铃）响，鸣。

intelligent adj. having or showing powers of reasoning or understanding. 明智的，智慧的。

turkey n. a type of large bird bred and kept on farms for its meat which is highly regarded as food, esp. for Christmas. 火鸡。

discover v. to find (something existing but not known before, often a place or a scientific fact) 发现。

crazy adj. (infml.) mad; ill in the mind. 发疯的，发狂的。

employer n. a person who employs others. 雇主。

tiny adj. very small. 小的，很小的。


5．故事的结尾
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是的！床柱子是他自己的，床是他自己的，房间是他自己的，最好最幸福的是，能够改变他未来的生活也是他自己。

“我将记住过去，并要为将来考虑，”斯克罗吉重复着并跳下了床。“上帝保佑你，雅各布·马利！上帝保佑圣诞节！”

他兴奋之中发现说话有些吃力。他的脸上依旧是泪迹斑斑。“这是我的床围子！”他高兴地说。“它们没被偷走！我还活着！那些不过是可能发生的事情的影子！未来会全然不同的！我知道会的！”

他的手一直没闲着，他匆匆穿好衣服。他把左脚穿进了右脚的鞋子里，找不到衬衣上的钮扣，忘记了梳头。

“我不知道我在做什么！”斯克罗吉笑着大声说，“祝所有的人圣诞快乐！祝整个世界新年快乐！好哇！雅各布就是从这个门进来的！今日圣诞鬼魂就是坐在这个角落里！我就是从这扇窗户看见了游荡的鬼魂们！这全是真的，这全都发生过！哈哈哈！”

的确，对一个若干年没有笑过的人来说，这笑太开怀了。这是一长串开怀大笑的开始！

“我不知道今天是几号了！”斯克罗吉说，“我不知道我和幽灵们待了多久！我什么都不知道，我就像个婴儿！别介意！我宁愿当个婴儿！好哇！”

这时他听见教堂的钟声敲得比以往要响。他跑到窗前，打开窗户朝外望去。根本没有雾，天气晴朗、明亮、寒冷，金色的日光，湛蓝的天空，清新的空气，快乐的钟声。噢，太美妙了！太美妙了！

“今天是什么日子？”他叫住街上的一个男孩大声地问。

“今天？”孩子大为吃惊地回答说，“怎么啦，今天是圣诞节！”

“这么说我没错过它！”斯克罗吉想，“幽灵们在一夜之间做完了这些事情！”他又叫那个男孩停下，“喂，小孩！你认识下一条街角的那家肉店吗？”

“当然认识。”男孩回答说。

“多聪明的孩子啊！”斯克罗吉说，“你知道他们昨天有没有把橱窗里最大的火鸡卖掉？”

“什么，那只像我这么大的火鸡？”男孩问。

“多么可爱的孩子啊！”斯克罗吉说，“同他说话真是太好了。是的，就是那只！”

“它还在橱窗里摆着呢。”男孩说。

“是吗？”斯克罗吉说，“那好，你去把它买下来。”

“你不是说真的吧！”男孩大声说。

“我是说真的，我是说真的。我没开玩笑。去把它买下来，并让店主送到这儿来。你和店主一起回来，我就给你一先令。如果在5分钟之内回来我就给你三个先令！”

男孩像出了枪膛的子弹一样很快消失了。

“我要把这只火鸡送给鲍勃·克拉奇蒂一家！”斯克罗吉笑了，“他永远也不会知道是谁送去的！它比小蒂姆还大一倍！哈哈哈！”

他一边写鲍勃的地址一边笑着，他把地址递给了那个抱着火鸡的人，并叫了一辆出租车付了费，因为那只火鸡太沉了，无法一路抱到卡姆登镇。

现在他穿好了衣服，他穿着他最好的衣服出去来到了街上。镇子上到处都是幸福、忙碌的人们，斯克罗吉对每个人都微笑着。有三四个人高兴地对他说：“早上好，先生！祝你圣诞快乐！”斯克罗吉觉得这是他曾经听到过的最美妙的声音。

他走着走着忽然发现了曾经到他办公室为穷人要钱，长相富态的一位绅士。斯克罗吉径直朝他走去，握住那位老先生的双手说，“我亲爱的先生，你好吗？祝你圣诞快乐，先生！”

“斯克罗吉先生吗？”绅士惊奇地问。

“是的，我是斯克罗吉。我为我昨天所说的话感到抱歉。你可以——”他悄悄地对着绅士的耳朵说。

“我的天哪！”绅士大声说道，“我亲爱的斯克罗吉先生，你是当真吗？”

“我说话算数。一先令也不会少。我必须告诉你，若干年来，我从未给过任何人任何东西。”

“我亲爱的先生！”绅士说着并同他握手，“这——我不知道该如何感激您。”

“请什么也不要说，”斯克罗吉回答说，“你明天能就此事来见我吗？”

“我会的。”老绅士高兴地大声说。

“谢谢你，愿上帝保佑你！”斯克罗吉说。

他去做了礼拜，看着教堂里的人们，给孩子们钱去买糖果，他发现他一生中从未这样幸福过。下午他去了他外甥家。他在门前走了好几趟，因为他没有勇气敲门。但最后他还是敲了，他被带进了起居室，弗雷德和他漂亮的妻子正在这儿等着他们的朋友来吃晚饭。

“弗雷德！”斯克罗吉说，“我是你舅舅斯克罗吉，我是来吃晚饭的。你会让我留下吗，弗雷德？”

让他留下。弗雷德都快把他舅舅的胳膊摇掉了。5分钟后斯克罗吉就不再拘束了。没有什么比这更快乐了。他们的晚餐真是棒极了！绝妙的晚会，绝妙的游戏，无与伦比的幸福！

但第二天早晨他早早地赶到了办公室。噢，他到的很早，他想抓住鲍勃来晚了，他确实抓到了！钟敲了9点，鲍勃没来。过了一刻钟，鲍勃还是没来。当他匆忙进来的时候，他迟到了18分半。斯克罗吉坐在那儿，他办公室的门敞开着．

“喂！”斯克罗吉用他年迈、刻薄的声音说，“你这么晚才来是什么意思？”

“先生，很抱歉，”鲍勃说。“我确实是晚了。一年中不就这么一次吗。先生，我们昨天过得太快活了。”

“现在我要告诉你，我的朋友，”斯克罗吉说，“我再也不能这样了，所以，”他从椅子上跳起来握着鲍勃的手继续说道，“我要付给你双倍的工资！”

鲍勃的脸变白了。一时间他想斯克罗吉可能是疯了。

“圣诞快乐，鲍勃！”斯克罗吉说，很显然他是真心说这番话的。“鲍勃，祝你有一个比我以前给你的更为快乐的圣诞。我要给你加薪，而且要帮助你们全家，今天下午我们边喝圣诞酒边商量这件事，鲍勃！马上给火里多加些木柴，鲍勃·拉克奇蒂，咱们也舒服点！”

斯克罗吉兑现了他所有的承诺，甚至更多。小蒂姆根本没有死，斯吉罗吉成了他的第二个父亲。斯吉罗吉同伦敦或是全世界上的任何一个朋友、雇主和普通人一样好。有人发现了他的变化就笑，但他不在乎。他从心里笑，这对他来说就够不错的了。他再也没有同幽灵们说过话，但圣诞节他一直过得都很快活，并且生活得很幸福。这也是我们大家共同的心愿，正如小蒂姆所说：“愿上帝保佑我们每个人！”


Exercises

A Checking your understanding

Chapter 1 Who said these words in the story, to whom?

1 'You're too rich to be unhappy.'

2 'I'll see you dead first!'

3 'It's only once a year, sir.'

4 'I am here tonight to warn you.'

Chapter 2 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 Nothing happened when the clock struck one.

2 Scrooge's eyes were wet because he had a cold.

3 Like old Fezziwig, Scrooge was a good, kind employer.

4 The girl who used to love Scrooge married another man.

Chapter 3 Who in the story...

1 ... held his torch over people's Christmas dinners?

2 ... arrived home late from work on Christmas Day?

3 ... had not walked since he was born?

4 ... earned fifteen shillings a week?

5 ... played a game called Yes and No?

Chapter 4 Write answers to these questions.

1 What did Scrooge learn from the businessmen's conversations?

2 Why did the three women take things from their dead employer?

3 Why were the Cratchit family so sad?

4 What was the name on the gravestone in the lonely churchyard?

Chapter 5 How much can you remember? Check your answers.

1 What did Scrooge send to Bob Cratchit on Christmas morning?

2 Where did Scrooge eat Christmas dinner?

3 What time did Bob Cratchit arrive for work the next morning?

4 How much did Scrooge say he would pay Bob Cratchit in future?

B Working with language

1 Put together these beginnings and endings of sentences. Check your answers in Chapter 1.

1 It is important to remember

2 Dogs used to hide in doorways

3 Scrooge had a very small fire,

4 Christmas is just a time

5 Darkness was cheap,

6 The fog covered everything,

7 when they saw him coming.

8 like a thick grey blanket.

9 and Scrooge liked it.

10 that Jacob Marley was dead.

11 when you spend too much.

12 but Bob's fire was much smaller.

2 Complete these sentences with information from Chapter 3.

1 Although the Cratchits' Christmas dinner was very poor, ...

2 The Cratchit family only owned two glasses and a cup so...

3 Tiny Tim will die before next Christmas if...

4 When Scrooge heard his own unkind words spoken by the spirit, ...

5 Fred thought that his uncle was a strange old man, but...

6 Fred planned to invite Scrooge every Christmas because...

C Activities

1 Describe the three spirits as well as you can. What did they look like, and what were their characters like? Which spirit do you think helped Scrooge to change the most, and why?

2 You are Scrooge's nephew, Fred. Write a letter to a friend, describing the Christmas Day when Uncle Scrooge came to dinner for the first time.

3 You are a newspaper reporter. Write a report describing Scrooge's surprising change of character: his new kindness to poor people and his earlier meanness. You could begin like this:

What has happened to Mr Ebenezer Scrooge? Last Christmas he didn't give a penny to the poor, but this year...




Glossary

carol

a special song which people sing at Christmas

cheerful

looking or sounding happy

Christmas Eve

24th December, the day before Christmas Day

clerk

someone who works in an office, writing letters, etc.

delight

a pleased and happy feeling

delighted

very pleased and happy

extinguisher

a thing shaped like a tall hat, which you put on a candle to stop it burning

fog

a thick mist that stops you seeing clearly

foggy

very misty

frost

a thin white cover of ice on the ground in very cold weather; (on page 2, Scrooge's white hair and cold heart)

gentleman

a man of good family, usually rich

God bless you!

people used to say this when they liked someone or were grateful to them

humbug

nonsense, silly ideas, dishonest or untrue words

kiss

to touch someone lovingly with your lips

merry

happy, cheerful

partner

someone who owns a business with another person

point

to show with your finger or arm where something is

present

the time now (not past, or future)

shilling

a coin in old British money (equal to five pence today)

spirit

the ghost of a dead person, or a kind of 'person' without a living body

stare

to look hard at something or someone for a long time

strike

(of a clock)to tell the hour, half hour, or quarter hour by sounding a bell

tiny

very small
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简　介

或许以这个悲伤而恐怖的故事拍成的电影要比世界上由任何其他故事拍成的电影都要多。为什么有这么多的人喜欢它？因为当我们第一次读到它时，它就好像是出自我们梦中的记忆一样。

这是一个古老的故事，也是一个新的故事。说它“古老”是因为它创作于一百五十多年以前，那时的科学发展才刚刚起步；说它“新”是因为弗兰肯斯坦的问题也就是我们今天所面临的问题。科学给予我们力量去改造世界，但这种力量也可能与我们作对并毁灭我们。弗兰肯斯坦创造了一个新的人，他比任何其他人都要巨大和强壮——然而弗兰肯斯坦控制不了他，这个怪物毁灭了弗兰肯斯坦所爱的一切。今天的科学家正在创造着巨大的机器、电脑和武器，他们声称这些东西对我们有益——但我们能够驾驭它们吗？




玛丽·雪莱（1797—1851）是维多利亚时代的一位重要作家。她的丈夫是英格兰最著名的诗人之一——珀西·比希·雪莱。
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Chapter 1

'Captain! Something is moving on the ice. Look over there!'

The sailor stood at the top of the mast, high above the Captain. His hand pointed away from the ship, across the miles of ice that covered the sea.

The Captain looked to the north, where the sailor was pointing. He saw something coming fast towards the ship across the ice. He put his telescope to his eye, and through it he could see the shapes of ten dogs pulling a sledge over the ice. He could also see the driver of the sledge—a huge figure, much bigger than a man.

The sledge came nearer and nearer to the sea. Soon it was only a quarter of a mile from the ship. No one needed a telescope now to see the huge figure of the driver.

Suddenly the sledge went behind a mountain of ice and disappeared. At that moment another sledge appeared. It, too, was moving fast, and was clearly chasing the first sledge. This driver was a smaller figure, more like an ordinary man. Faster and faster the dogs ran; then the second sledge also disappeared behind the mountain of ice.

Two hours passed. The sledges did not appear again. Nothing moved on the ice. Soon night came, and in the night there was a storm. In the morning, the sailors saw that great pieces of ice were floating round the ship. Suddenly the sailor on the mast shouted again:

'Captain, I can see a man on the ice.'

The sailor was pointing to a piece of ice that was floating near the ship. A man was sitting on the ice, and near him was a broken sledge. The man was nearly dead from cold and could not walk. The sailors carried him carefully onto the ship, and took him to the Captain, who said:

'Welcome to my ship. I am the Captain and my name is Robert Walton.'

'Thank you, Captain Walton,' the man said. 'My name is Frankenstein, Victor Frankenstein.'

Then he fainted and said no more.




Two days passed before the man was strong enough to talk and then the Captain asked him to tell his story.

'I am trying to catch someone,' said Frankenstein. 'That is why I have come so far north on the ice.'

'We saw you following someone,' the Captain said. 'He was huge, much bigger than a man. We saw his sledge just in front of you on the night before the storm.'

'I am pleased you all saw that huge figure,' Frankenstein said. 'Perhaps that will help you to believe my story.'

During the days, while the Captain worked on the ship, Frankenstein wrote down his story, and each evening he read what he had written to the Captain.

Here is Victor Frankenstein's story.



mast n. tall pole. 船桅，长杆。

telescope n. 望远镜。

sledge n. 雪橇。

disappear v. go out of sight, be seen no more. 消失。

appear v. come into view. 出现。

chase v. run after. 追赶。

float v. stay on the top of water. 浮起，漂流。

nearly adv. almost. 几乎。

welcome v. & n. 欢迎；adj. 受欢迎的。

during prep. in the period of... 在……期间。
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“船长，有东西在冰面上移动！瞧那儿！”

那个船员高高地站在船长头顶的桅杆顶上。他的手指着离船数英里以外覆盖着大海的冰面。

船长朝那个船员指示的北方望去。他看见有个东西正穿过冰面、快速地朝船靠近。他把单筒望远镜凑近眼前并透过它看见有十只狗在冰面上拉着一只雪橇。他还看到驾驶雪橇的那个人——那是一个巨大的身躯，比常人要大得多。

雪橇离水面越来越近，很快它便离船只有1/4英里之遥。现在已不需借助望远镜便可看见那个乘雪橇的人的庞大身躯了。

突然那个雪橇驶到一个冰山的后面消失了。就在那时，另一辆雪橇出现在眼前。它也在急驰着，并且显然是在追逐那第一辆雪橇。驾驶这辆雪橇的人身形小些，更像个普通人。狗跑得越来越快，接着第二辆雪橇也消失在了冰山的后面。

两小时过去了，雪橇再也没有出现过。再没有东西在冰上移动。不久夜晚降临了，晚上起了一场风暴。早上，船员们看到轮船的周围都漂浮着巨大的冰块。突然，桅杆上的船员又喊了起来：

“船长，我看见冰上有一个人。”

那个船员正指着漂近轮船的一块浮冰。有个人正坐在冰上，他的身旁有一辆坏了的雪橇。那个人快要冻死了并且走不了路。船员们小心地把他扶上了船，并把他带到船长跟前。船长说道：

“欢迎您到我的船上来。我是船长，叫罗伯特·沃尔顿。”

“谢谢您，沃尔顿船长。”那个人说道，“我的名字叫弗兰肯斯坦，维克多·弗兰肯斯坦。”

然后他就昏过去，不再说什么了。




两天后，这个男人方才恢复过来能够谈话了，这时船长让他讲讲自己的故事。

“我要尽力抓一个人，”弗兰肯斯坦说道，“这就是我为什么要到这么远的北方的冰面上来的原因。”

“我们看见了你在追赶什么人。”船长说道，“他很大，比常人要大很多。我们在风暴的前夜看见他的雪橇就在你的前面。”

“我很高兴你们都见到了那个庞然大物，”弗兰肯斯坦说道，“那也许能帮助你们相信我的故事。”

白天，船长在船上工作时，弗兰肯斯坦写起了他的故事；晚上他便把写的东西念给船长听。

下面就是弗兰肯斯坦的故事。


Victor Frankenstein's Story Begins
维克多的故事开始了

Chapter 2

I was born in Switzerland, in the town of Geneva. My parents loved each other very much, and I learnt from the example of their love. I learnt that to love and to be patient are the most important things in the world.

My mother hoped to have a daughter after I was born, but for five years I was the only child. And then my mother found a sister for me. She was helping a family in which there were five children. They were very poor, and the children were thin and hungry. One of the children was a little girl, with golden hair and blue eyes. Her name was Elizabeth. My mother took the little girl into our family, and Elizabeth became the daughter that my mother had always wanted. As I grew older, my love for Elizabeth became stronger all the time.

Later my mother had two other sons, Ernest and William. A young woman called Justine came to live in the house to help my mother with the children. We loved her as much as she loved us.

The years passed happily, and we had everything that we needed. At school I met another very fine person. His name was Henry Clerval, and he was very clever. My family also liked him very much, so he was a welcome visitor to our house.

I studied very hard at school. I wanted to know the secrets of life, and, most of all, I wanted to know how to make living things. I read all the books that I could find. One day, something happened that added a new idea to the ideas that I already had. I was fifteen at the time, and we were on holiday in the mountains. There was a wild storm, and with it came the most frightening thunder and lightning that I had ever seen in my life. About twenty metres in front of our house was a great tree. Suddenly a huge fork of lightning hit the tree. After a few seconds, there was nothing left of it except a black piece of wood two metres high. The lightning had destroyed it.

I saw how strong electricity was. I began to read all the books that I could find about electricity and its terrible power.



Switzerland n. 瑞士（国名）。

Geneva n. 日内瓦，瑞士城市。

example n. 例子。

patient adj. showing patience. 有耐心的。

as... as 与……一样……。

secret n. sth. kept from others' knowing. 秘密；adj. 秘密的。

add v. 加。

frightening adj. causing fear. 吓人的。

thunder n. a very loud noise in the sky when there is a storm. 雷。

lightning n. 闪电。

fork n. 叉。

electricity n. 电。
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我出生在瑞士的日内瓦城。我父母彼此相爱至深，而且我以他们的爱心为榜样。我懂得了去爱他人和富有耐心是世界上最重要的事情。

在生下我后，我母亲希望再生一个女儿，但在五年之中我都是唯一的孩子。后来我母亲给我找了一个妹妹。她那时在一个有五个孩子的家庭里帮忙。他们非常穷，孩子们都又瘦又饿。其中一个孩子是一个头发金黄、有一对蓝色眼睛的小女孩。她名叫伊丽莎白。我母亲把那个小女孩带到了我家，于是伊丽莎白便成了我母亲盼望已久的女儿。随着年龄的增长，我对伊丽莎白的爱与日俱增。

后来我母亲又生了两个儿子：欧内斯特和威廉。有个名叫贾斯汀的年轻女子来我家帮我母亲照看孩子们。我们像她爱我们一样地爱她。

岁月快乐地流逝着，我们拥有所需要的一切。在学校里我遇见了另外一个非常好的人，他的名字叫亨利·克勒沃，人非常聪明。我的家人也非常喜欢他，所以他是我们家受欢迎的客人。

我在学校学习很刻苦。我想要知道生命的奥秘，而且我最想知道的便是如何制造有生命的东西。我阅读了我能找到的一切书籍。有一天发生了一件事情，它给了我新的启发。我那时15岁，我们正在山中度假。那天有一场暴风雨，夹杂其间的是我平生见过的最为吓人的雷霆和闪电。在我们的房子前面约二十米处有一棵大树。突然间一个叉状闪电击中了大树。几秒钟之后，那棵大树便只剩下两米高的一块黑木头。闪电摧毁了它。

我看到了电的力量有多么大。我开始阅读我能找到的有关电及其可怕力量的一切书籍。


Chapter 3

For seventeen years my life was very happy. Then the first sad thing happened. My mother became very ill, and soon she knew that she was dying. Just before she died, she asked Elizabeth and me to go to her room. She held our hands and said:

'My children, I am very happy because you love each other, and because one day you will get married. Everyone in the family loves you, Elizabeth. Will you take my place in the family, my dear? I can die happy if you will look after them when I have gone.'

My mother died, and we were very sad, because we loved her dearly. Elizabeth was brave and helped us; her sweet smile gave us some happiness in the unhappy days after my mother's death.

The time came for me to go to university. I did not want to leave my sad family, but we all knew that I should go. It was hard to leave, too, because the parents of my good friend Henry Clerval would not let him go to university with me. And so I had to go alone.

On my first day at the university I met my teacher, Professor Waldman, who was one of the greatest scientists in the world. He gave a wonderful talk to all the students who were starting at the university. He ended his talk by saying: 'Some of you will become the great scientists of tomorrow. You must study hard and discover everything that you can. That is why God made you intelligent—to help other people.'

After the professor's talk, I thought very carefully. I remembered the storm when I was fifteen. I remembered how the lightning had destroyed the tree. I wanted to use electricity to help people, and I wanted to discover the secrets of life. I decided to work on these two things. I did not know then that my work would destroy me and the people that I loved.

I started work the next day. I worked very hard and soon Professor Waldman and I realized that I could learn to be a very good scientist.

The professor helped me very much, and other important scientists who were his friends helped me, too. I was interested in my work and I did not take one day's holiday during the next two years. I did not go home, and my letters to my family were very short.

After two years I had discovered many things and I built a scientific machine that was better than anything in the university. My machine would help me answer the most important question of all. How does life begin? Is it possible to put life into dead things? To answer these questions about life I had to learn first about death. I had to watch bodies from the moment when they died and the warm life left them. In the hospital and in the university, I watched the dying and the dead. Day after day, month after month, I followed death. It was a dark and terrible time.

Then one day, the answer came to me. Suddenly I was sure that I knew the secret of life. I knew that I could put life into a body that was not alive.

I worked harder and harder now. I slept for only a short time each night, and I did not eat much food. I wrote to my family less often. But they loved me and did not stop writing to me. They said they understood how busy I was. They did not want me to stop work to write or to see them. They would wait until I had more time. They hoped to see me very soon.

The professors realized that I was doing very important work, and so they gave me my own laboratory. There was a small flat above the laboratory, where I lived, and sometimes I stayed inside the building for a week and did not go out.

Above the laboratory I built a very tall mast. It was 150 metres high, and higher than the tallest building in the city. The mast could catch lightning and could send the electricity down to my machine in the laboratory. I had never forgotten the lightning that had destroyed the tree. There had been so much power in the electricity of that lightning. I believed I could use that electricity to give life to things that were dead.

I will say no more than that. The secret of my machine must die with me. I was a very clever scientist, but I did not realize then what a terrible mistake I was making.



die v. not live 死。

dying adj. 垂死的。

dearly adv. very much. 非常。

happy adj. glad. 高兴的。

unhappy adj. 不高兴的。

happiness n. 高兴。

university n. 大学。

go to university 上大学学习。

professor n. 教授。

intelligent adj. clever. 聪明的。

carefully adv. thinking of what one does, says, etc. 仔细地，认真地。

hospital n. place where people are nursed through their illness. 医院。

come to 使某人想到。

alive adj. not dead. 活着的。

laboratory n. the building where scientists work and study. 实验室，简写为lab。

flat n. 公寓套房。

power n. something strong that makes other things work. 力量。

mistake n. something not right. 错误。

make a mistake 犯错误。


第三章
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在17年的生命历程中我都很幸福。后来第一件悲伤的事发生了。我母亲病得很厉害，不久她便知道自己将不久于人世。就在她去世之前，她把伊丽莎白和我叫到她的房间。她抓住我们的手说道：

“孩子们，你们彼此相爱并且将会结婚，我因此非常高兴。家里的每个人都很爱你，伊丽莎白。你愿意取代我在家中的位置吗，亲爱的？如果你在我走后能照顾他们，我将会走得很幸福。”

我母亲死了，我们都非常伤心，因为我们非常爱她。伊丽莎白很勇敢并帮着我们；她那甜美的微笑在母亲死后的那些不快的日子里给我们带来了一些快乐。

到了我该上大学的时候了。我不想离开我那悲伤的家，可我们都知道我应该去。离别也是很难的，因为我的好朋友克勒沃的父母不让他和我一起去上大学。这样我只能独自一人去了。

大学的第一天我遇到了我的老师沃得曼教授，他是世界上最伟大的科学家之一。他给我们所有开始大学生活的学生做了一次精彩的演讲。他在结束讲话时说：“你们中的一些人将成为明天的科学家。你们必须努力学习并且去揭示你们所能揭示的事物。这就是上帝为什么给了你们智慧——去帮助他人。”

教授演讲过后，我进行了非常认真的思考。我想起了我15岁时的那场暴风雨。我记得那次的闪电是如何摧毁了那棵树的。我想利用电去帮助人们，我还想去揭示生命的奥秘。我决心去从事这两项工作。我当时没有想到我的工作会毁了我还有我所爱的人们。

第二天我就开始了工作。我工作非常努力，我和沃得曼教授不久便意识到我可以通过学习成为一名出色的科学家。

教授帮了我很多的忙，那些是教授的朋友的、重要的科学家们也帮助过我。我对我的工作很感兴趣，在接下来的两年里我没有休过一天假。我没有回过家，给家里写的信也非常短。

两年后我发现了很多的事物并建造了一台比大学里的任何机器都好的科学机器。我的机器能帮助我回答最重要的问题。生命是如何开始的？可以把生命注入无生命的东西中去吗？要回答有关生命的这些问题我首先得了解死亡。我得从他们刚死、滚热的生命离开人体的那一刹那起进行观察。在医院里和大学里，我观察着垂死的人和已死的人。日复一日、月复一月，我都在跟踪死亡。那是黑暗和恐怖的日子。

后来有一天我得到了答案。我突然间确信自己懂得了生命的奥秘。我知道我能将生命注入一个无生命的身体中去。

现在我工作越来越努力。每天晚上我只睡很短的时间，吃的东西也很少。我给家里写的信更加少了。但是家里的人爱我，他们没有停止给我写信。他们说他们理解我有多忙。他们不想让我停止工作而去给他们写信或是去看望他们。他们愿意等到我有时间的时候再说。他们希望很快见到我。

教授们意识到我在从事一项重要的工作，因而给了我一间实验室。实验室的上面有一个小的套房，我就住在里面；有时候我一个星期都待在那座建筑物里不出去。

我在实验室的上方建起了一个很高的杆子。它有150米高，比全城最高的建筑物都要高。那个杆子能够“捕获”闪电并把电送到我实验室的机器上。我从未忘记摧毁那棵树的闪电。那次闪电中的电曾有那么大的力量。我相信我可以利用电给无生命的东西注以生命。

我不想再多说什么了。我的机器的秘密必须随我一起消亡。我是个很聪明的科学家，可我那时没有意识到我在犯多么可怕的错误。


Chapter 4

In my laboratory I made a body. I bought or stole all the pieces of human body that I needed, and slowly and carefully, I put them all together.

I did not let anybody enter my laboratory or my flat while I was doing this awful work. I was afraid to tell anybody my terrible secret.

I had wanted to make a beautiful man, but the face of the creature was horrible. Its skin was thin and yellow, and its eyes were as yellow as its skin. Its long black hair and white teeth were almost beautiful, but the rest of the face was very ugly.

Its legs and arms were the right shape, but they were huge. I had to use big pieces because it was too difficult to join small pieces together. My creature was two and a half metres tall.

For a year I had worked to make this creature, but now it looked terrible and frightening. I almost decided to destroy it. But I could not. I had to know if I could put life into it.

I joined the body to the wires from my machine. More wires joined the machine to the mast. I was sure that my machine could use electricity from lightning to give life to the body. I watched and waited. Two days later I saw dark clouds in the sky, and I knew that a storm was coming. At about one o'clock in the morning the lightning came. My mast began to do its work immediately, and the electricity from the lightning travelled down the mast to my machine. Would the machine work?

At first nothing happened. But after a few minutes I saw the creature's body begin to move. Slowly, terribly, the body came alive. Its arms and legs began to move, and slowly it sat up.

The dead body had been an ugly thing, but alive, it was much more horrible. Suddenly I wanted to escape from it. I ran out of the laboratory, and locked the door. I was filled with fear at what I had done.

For hours I walked up and down in my flat. At last I lay down on my bed, and fell asleep. But my sleep was full of terrible dreams, and I woke up suddenly. The horrible thing that I had created was standing by my bed. Its yellow eyes were looking at me; its mouth opened and it made strange sounds at me. On its yellow face there was an awful smile. One of its huge hands reached towards me...

Before it could touch me, I jumped off the bed and ran downstairs into the garden. I stayed there all night, but I could not think clearly. I was afraid. And when morning came, I went out into the town and began to walk about.

I did not notice where I was walking, but soon I came to the station. A train from Geneva had just arrived, and the passengers were leaving the station. One of them ran towards me when he saw me. It was my dear friend Henry Clerval.

He was very pleased to see me. He took my hand and shook it warmly.

'My dear Victor!' he said. 'What a lucky chance that you are here at the station. Your father, and Elizabeth and the others, are very worried about you, because you have not visited them for a long time. They ask me to make sure that you are well. And I have very good news. My father has agreed to let me study at the university, so we shall be able to spend a lot of time together.'

I was very happy to hear this news, and for a moment I forgot my fears. I took Henry back to my flat and asked him to wait outside while I went in to look. I was afraid that the creature was still there. But it had disappeared. At that time I did not think of other people, and what the creature could do to them. I took Henry into the flat and cooked a meal for us. But Henry noticed how thin I was, and that I was laughing too much and could not sit still.

Suddenly he said: 'My dear Victor, what is the matter with you? Are you ill? Has something awful happened?'

'Don't ask me that,' I cried. I put my hands over my eyes. I thought I could see the horrible creature there in front of me. I pointed wildly across the room, and shouted: 'He can tell you. Save me! Save me!' I tried to fight the creature, but there was nothing there. Then I fainted and fell to the floor.

Poor Henry! I do not know what he thought. He called a doctor and they put me to bed. I was very ill for two months, and Henry stayed and looked after me. His loving care saved me from death.

I wanted to go home and see my family as soon as possible. When I was well enough, I packed my clothes and books. All my luggage was ready, and I was feeling very happy when the postman arrived with some letters. One of the letters ended my short time of happiness.



steal (stole, stolen) v. take somebody else's things secretly. 偷。

skin n. 皮肤。

huge adj. very, very big 巨大的。

creature n. a living animal or person. 生物。

wire n. a long thin piece of metal; electricity travels through wires. 电线。

immediately adv. at once. 马上。

asleep adv. 睡着了。

fall asleep 睡着。

suddenly adv. at once. 突然。

awful adj. terrible. 可怕的。

passenger n. 乘客。

lucky adj. having good luck. 幸运的。

too much 太多，过分。

wildly adv. too excitedly. 狂野地，过分激动地，发疯地。

save... from...把……从……处挽救出来。

pack v. put things into a bag, box, etc. 包装，整理行装。

luggage n. 行李。


第四章
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我在我的实验室中造了一个人体。我所需要的人体各部分均是我买来或偷来的，然后我缓慢而细心地把它们拼凑到了一起。

在干这项可怕的工作时，我没有让任何人进入我的实验室和我的住处。我不敢告诉任何人我那可怕的秘密。

我曾想造一个漂亮的男人，但这个家伙的脸非常可怕：皮肤又薄又黄，眼睛同皮肤一样黄。黑长的头发和白色的牙齿倒也漂亮，脸上的其余部分却很丑陋。

它的腿和胳膊的形状是对的，但它们太大了。因为拼接小块的人体太困难了，我只得用大块的去拼接。我创造的这个东西有2.5米高。

我曾为制造这个东西工作了一年时间，现在它却看上去恐怖吓人。我几乎要决定毁了它。但我做不到。我必须知道我是否能将生命植入其中。

我把那个身体同我机器上的那些电线连接起来。更多的电线再把机器和杆子连接起来。我确信我的机器可以用闪电给那个身体生命。我观察着、等待着。两天后我看到天上有了乌云，知道将有一场暴风雨来临。大约在凌晨1点钟闪电闪了一下。我的杆子立即开始工作，闪电通过杆子传到了我的机器上。机器会管用吗？

起先没有发生什么。但是几分钟过后我看见那个东西的躯体在动。那具躯体缓慢而怕人地变活了。他的胳膊和腿开始移动，而且他慢慢地坐了起来。

那个无生命的躯体本来就可怕，而现在变成活的就更加恐怖了。突然间我想逃开。我跑出实验室并且锁上了门。我对我所做的一切充满了恐惧。

有好几个小时我都在我的房间里走来走去。最后我躺倒在床上并睡着了。可是恶梦萦绕着我，我便猛然醒了过来。我所创造的那个可怕的东西正站在我的床边。他的黄色的眼睛正看着我。他的嘴张着并对我发出奇怪的声音。他的黄色的脸庞上露出可怕的笑容。他的一只大手伸向了我……

没等他碰到我，我便跳下床冲到了楼下的花园里。我整个晚上都待在那儿，只是思维已不清楚了。我很害怕。等到早上，我便走出花园到城里去并开始四处逛悠。

我没注意我在什么地方走，但不久便到了火车站。刚好从日内瓦来了一趟火车，乘客正走出车站。其中一位见到我后便朝我跑了过来。原来是我的好朋友亨利·克勒沃。

他见到我很高兴。他抓住我的手热情地握了起来。

“我亲爱的维克多！”他说道，“你在车站这儿真是巧极了。你父亲、伊丽莎白还有其他人都非常为你担心，因为你很久没有探望他们了。他们让我来看看你的身体是否还好。另外我还有个好消息。我父亲已同意让我上大学学习，这样我们就能有好多时间待在一起了。”

我听了这个消息后很高兴，并且有一阵儿都忘记了我的恐惧感。我把亨利带回我的公寓并让他在外面等着以便我能进去看一看。我害怕那个家伙还在那儿。但是他已经不见了。那时我没有想到过其他人以及那个家伙会对他们怎么样。我把亨利领进屋里并给我们做了顿吃的。然而亨利注意到了我有多么瘦削，我还笑得太多，也不能安静地坐着。

他突然说道：“我亲爱的维克多，你怎么啦？你生病了吗？发生了什么可怕的事情了吗？”

“别问我这个，”我喊道。我用手捂住眼睛。当时我想我能看见那个可怕的家伙正在我的面前。我发疯似地指向屋子，并且喊道：“他能告诉你。救救我！救救我！”我想去同那个家伙搏斗，但那儿什么也没有。然后我就晕过去，倒在了地板上。

可怜的亨利！我不知道他当时是怎么想的。他叫了个医生并且一起把我扶到了床上。我大病了两个月，亨利一直留下来照顾我。他那充满爱意的护理把我从死亡那儿救了回来。

我想尽快回家去见我的家人。在我恢复得足够强壮后，我便收拾起衣服和书籍。我的行李都已准备好了，但是正当我无比高兴时邮递员给我送来了几封信。其中的一封结束了我短暂的快乐时光。


Chapter 5

The letter was from my father in Geneva, and this is what he wrote:

My dear Victor,

I want you to know before you arrive home that an awful thing has happened. Your dear youngest brother, William, is dead. He was murdered. It happened last Thursday evening when Elizabeth and I and your two brothers, Ernest and William, went for a walk outside the city. William and Ernest were playing. William had hidden from Ernest, and Ernest asked Elizabeth and me to help find William. We all began to search for him, but we couldn' t find him. We searched all night. At five in the morning I found him. He was lying on the grass, white and still. I could see the marks of fingers on his neck—the murderer had strangled him.

Elizabeth had let him wear a gold chain of hers round his neck. On the chain was a very small picture of your mother. We all think that someone murdered William to steal the gold chain. Poor Elizabeth is terribly unhappy at William's death. She thinks he died because she let him wear the chain. Hurry home, my dear Victor. You are the only one who can help Elizabeth, and we all need you.




With all our love,

Your Father




Henry helped me to catch the train. The journey seemed very long, and it was late at night before the train reached Geneva. I decided to spend the night in a village outside the town and go home early in the morning. I wanted to see the place where William had died.

As I started my walk, a storm broke and lightning lit the sky. The police had put posts round the place where the murderer had strangled William, so I found it easily. I cried sadly as I stood there. My poor brother had been a kind and happy boy, and we had all loved him.

Again the lightning lit the sky, and I saw a huge figure standing in the rain. When I saw it, I knew at once what it was. It was the creature that I had made.

What was it doing there? But although I asked myself the question, I knew the answer. He had murdered my brother. I was sure that I was right.

I decided to try and catch him. But as I moved, he ran towards the mountains. He ran much faster than any man. He climbed the mountain easily, reached the top, and disappeared.

I stood there in the dark and the rain, and knew that I had created a monster. And he had murdered my brother.



murder v. kill. 谋杀，杀害。

murderer n. 凶手。

lie (lying; lay, lain) v. be at rest. 躺。

still adj. quiet, without movement or sound. 不动的，静止的。

strangle v. to kill someone by holding him very hard round the neck. 勒死。

catch the train 赶火车，上火车。

post n. upright piece of wood, metal, etc. to support or mark something. 柱，杆，竿。

create v. make something new. 创造。

monster n. a very large person or animal with a strange, frightening shape. 庞然大物，怪物。


第五章

信是我父亲从日内瓦写来的，下面就是他写的内容：

我亲爱的维克多：

在你到家之前我想让你知道所发生的一件可怕的事情。你亲爱的小弟弟威廉死了。他是被谋杀的。这件事发生在上个礼拜四，那时我和伊丽莎白以及你的两个弟弟欧内斯特和威廉正在城外散步。威廉同欧内斯特当时正玩耍。威廉藏了起来，不让欧内斯特找到，于是欧内斯特要我和伊丽莎白帮着找威廉。我们都找了起来，但没能找到他。我们找了一整夜。早晨5点钟时我找到他。他躺倒在草地上，脸色苍白，身子一动也不动我能看出他脖子上的手指印——是凶手勒死了他。

伊丽莎白曾让他把她的一根金链子戴在脖子上。链子上有一张非常小的、你妈妈的照片。我们都认为是有人为了偷取那条金链子而杀死了威廉。可怜的伊丽莎白对威廉的死非常伤心。她认为他的死是因为她让他戴了那条链子。赶快回家吧，我亲爱的维克多。只有你能帮助伊丽莎白，并且我们都需要你。

我们都爱你！

你的父亲




亨利帮我上了火车。旅途似乎非常漫长；火车到达日内瓦之前已经是深夜了。我决定在城外的一个村子里过夜，然后清晨再回家。我想看看威廉死去的地方。

在我开始步行时，暴发了一场暴风雨，闪电划亮了天空。警察已在威廉被凶手勒死的地方围上了木桩，这样我很容易地找到了那儿。我站在那儿伤心地哭泣着。我可怜的弟弟一向是个善良而快乐的孩子，并且我们都很爱他。

闪电又一次照亮了天空，我看见雨中站着一个巨大的人。当我看见时，我立马就知道那是谁了。那是我创造的那个家伙。
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他在那儿干什么？尽管我在问自己这个问题，却已知道了答案。是他杀死了我的弟弟。我敢肯定我是对的。

我决心要抓住他。但在我走动时，他朝山上跑去了。他比任何人都跑得快。他轻松地爬着山，到了山顶并且消失不见了。

我在黑暗中站着并淋着雨，知道自己创造了一个怪物。是他杀死了我的弟弟。


Chapter 6

At first I decided to tell the police my story. But would they believe me? I had been very ill. When the police learnt about my illness, they would think the monster was just one of my bad dreams. I decided that I could not tell anybody.

I went home to my family and they were very pleased to see me. Then they told me that the police had found the murderer. Perhaps you will think that this was good news, but I have not told you who the police had arrested.

As I went into the house, I noticed that one person did not come to meet me. It was Justine, the young woman who looked after the children and who was like a sister to us. And it was Justine that the police had arrested.

A few days after the murder, the police had searched the house and had found the gold chain in Justine's coat pocket. Everyone in the family knew that Justine had not murdered William. I knew who the murderer was, but I could not tell anyone. We were sure that Justine would be free after the trial, because nobody could believe that she was a murderer. But we were wrong.

The trial did not go well for Justine. There were a number of strange facts that were difficult to explain, and the judge decided that she was the murderer. The punishment for murder was death. We argued and cried. We said she could not murder anyone. But nothing could change the judge's order.

So I got up early and went to the judge's house and told him about the monster. He did not believe me. He thought I was lying in order to save Justine's life.

In the prison Justine waited quietly for death. We spent many hours with her, and she spoke calmly and kindly to us. She was happy because we believed that she had not killed William. And she was almost looking forward to death, because then she would be with William and our dear mother in a place of peace.

Her love and gentleness added to my great unhappiness. I knew she was going to die because of me. I knew my brother had died because of me. I had brought nothing but sadness and misery to my family.

I took a boat and went out on Lake Geneva. Why didn't I end my life then? Two things stopped me. My father was old and another death would probably kill him. And I had to stay alive—to keep my family safe from the monster.

Fear for my family and hate for my monster were with me day and night. I became ill again, and Elizabeth's love could not help me. I needed to escape for a while—to leave my unhappiness behind me. So I went to walk alone in the Alps. I hoped the wild beauty of the mountains would help me.

Slowly I became calmer among the beautiful mountains. I learnt to sleep again, and for days I did not see anybody. Then one morning I saw a figure coming towards me faster than any man could go. It jumped easily over the rocks and I saw with horror the monster that I had created. On his face was a look of deep sadness, but also of evil. At first I could not speak because I hated him so much. But at last I said:

'You are an evil creature. I shall kill you if I can, because you have killed two people that I love.'

The monster's yellow eyes looked at me. 'I am the unhappiest creature in the world, but I shall fight for my life,' he said. 'I am bigger and stronger than you, but I will not start the fight. I shall always be gentle to you because you are my king and creator. You made me, and you should love me and be kind to me, like a father. William and Justine died because you did not love me. Why did you create me if you were not ready to love me?'

'We are enemies,' I said. 'Leave me now, or let us fight until one of us is dead. You are a murderer. How can I be kind to you?'

'You say  I am a murderer,' the monster said, 'but you  want to kill your own creature. Isn't that wrong, too? I ask you to do one thing for me—listen. Come with me to a warmer place, and listen to my story. Then you can decide.'

I thought carefully about what he had said. It was true that I had given him life but I had not given him love. I decided to go with him and listen to his story.

He took me to a mountain hut where he lit a fire. We sat down by the fire and he began to tell me his story.



learn about 获悉。

arrest v. seize by the police. 逮捕。

free adj. not be held as a prisoner any longer. 自由的。

trial n. 审判。

punishment n. suffering for wrongdoing. 惩罚。

argue v. quarrel. 争论。

lie v. not tell the truth. 撒谎；n. 谎。

look forward to waiting for something eagerly. 期待。

peace n. 和平，安宁。

misery n. suffering. 痛苦。

keep sb. safe from 使某人免遭……的危害。

the Alps 阿尔卑斯山脉（山名）。

evil n. 罪恶；adj. 罪恶的。

gentle adj. mild, not rough. 温和的。

creator n. 创造者，造物主。


第六章

起先我打算把我的故事告诉警察，但他们会相信我吗？我一直都生着病。如果警察了解到我的病情，他们会认为那个怪物只是我的一个恶梦而已。我决定不去告诉任何人。

我回到家里，家人都为见到我而高兴。接着他们告诉我说警察已找到了凶手。你也许会认为这是个好消息，但是我还没有告诉你警察抓的是谁。

在我进屋时，我注意到有个人没有来见我。那就是贾斯汀，就是曾照看孩子们并像姐妹一样对待我们的那个年轻女孩。而警察逮捕的就是贾斯汀。

在谋杀案发生了几天之后，警察搜查了房子并在贾斯汀的外衣口袋里找到了那条金链。家里人都知道贾斯汀没有杀害过威廉。我清楚凶手是谁，但是我不能告诉任何人。我们确信审判过后贾斯汀将会被释放的，因为没有人相信她是凶手。但是我们错了。

审判对贾斯汀不利。有许多难以解释的奇怪现象，但法官认定她就是凶手。谋杀的处罚乃是死刑。我们一边申辩一边哭喊着。我们说她不可能谋杀任何人。但没什么能改变法官的判决。

于是我一大早便起床到法官的家中并告诉他有关那个怪物的事情。他不相信我。他认为我是为了救贾斯汀而在撒谎。

贾斯汀在监狱里安静地等着死去。我们同她待了好几个小时，她从容而温和地同我们说话。她为我们相信不是她杀害了威廉而高兴。她几乎在期盼着死去，因为那样她就可以在一个安宁的地方同威廉和我们亲爱的妈妈在一起了。

她的爱心和温柔加重了我那巨大的痛苦。我知道她将因我而死去。我知道我弟弟已经因我而死。我给我家里带来的只有悲伤和苦难。

我乘船去了日内瓦湖。我那时为什么没有结束自己的生命呢？那是因为两件事情。我父亲已经年迈，再有人死很可能会要了他的命。并且我必须活着——以便我的家人免遭怪物的伤害。

对家人的担忧和对怪物的痛恨日夜牵扯着我。我再一次病倒了，连伊丽莎白的爱也帮不了我。我需要逃避一阵子——去将伤心抛诸脑后。因此我便独自一人去阿尔卑斯山散步。我希望群山的旷野之美能够帮助我。

在美丽的山峦中我慢慢地平静了些。我又学会了安心去睡，并且有好几天我都没有见任何人。后来的一天早晨我看见有个人朝我走来，比任何人走得都要快。在其轻松地跳过岩石之时，我便恐惧地看见了我所创造的那个怪物。他的脸上露出深深的悲伤，但也带着邪恶。起先我说不出话来，因为我太恨他了。但是最后我说道：

“你是个邪恶的东西。如果我做得到的话，我便会杀了你的，因为你已害死了我爱的两个人了。”

[image: alt]

怪物的黄色的眼睛看着我。“我是世界上最不幸的人了，但是我得为我的生命而战斗。”他说道，“虽然我比你大，又比你强壮，但我不会挑起战斗的。我将永远温柔地对待你，因为你是我的国王和我的创造者。你既然造了我，那就应该爱我并善待我，就像一个父亲那样。威廉和贾斯汀的死是因为你不爱我。既然你没有打算爱我那又为什么要创造我呢？”

“我们是敌人。”我说，“马上给我离开，否则就让我们搏斗到我们中的一个死去为止。你是个杀人凶手，我怎么会待你好呢？”

“你说我是一个杀人凶手，”怪物说道，“然而你却要杀死你自己创造的生物。这不也是错误的吗？我请你为我做一件事——听着。跟我到一个暖和些的地方去并且听听我的故事。然后你就可以做出决定了。”

我认真地考虑了他所说的话。我给了他生命却没有给他爱，这是事实。我决定跟他走并听听他的故事。

他带我到了一间他已生了火的山间茅屋。我们围着火坐下后，他便开始讲起了他的故事。


The Monster's Story
怪物的故事

Chapter 7

After I had left the laboratory, I escaped into the country outside the town. I soon felt hungry and thirsty, and my first food was fruit which I found on some trees near a river. I drank from the river and then lay down and went to sleep.

At first my eyes and ears did not work very well, but after a while I began to see and hear clearly.

One day, snow began to fall. Of course, I had never walked in snow before, and I found that it made my feet very cold. I realized that I needed food and a place to get warm. Soon I saw a small hut where an old man was cooking his breakfast over a fire. When the old man saw me, he shouted loudly and ran away as fast as he could. I did not understand what the man was doing, but I wanted to be near the fire. So I sat down in the warm, and ate the man's breakfast. Then I walked across empty fields for some hours until I reached a village. I went into one of the houses, but there were children inside. They began to scream when they saw me, and their mother fainted. The whole village came to see what was the trouble. Some of the people ran away when they saw me, but the others shouted and threw stones at me. They wanted to kill me. I was badly hurt, but I escaped and ran into the open country.

Later, I found an empty hut, which was built against the wall of a small house. I was afraid to go into the house after what had happened in the village, so I hid in the hut. There I was safe, and could escape from the cold, and hide from people who wished to hurt me.

And then I found that there was a small hole in the wall between the hut and the house. Through this hole I could see in to the room next to the hut. Three people lived in the house a beautiful girl, an old man, and a young man.

Day after day I watched the three people. I saw how kind they were to each other. I wanted so much to go into the house and be with them, but I knew I must stay in the hut. I could not forget how the village people had hurt me when I tried to go into the house there.

Each night, after the people in the house had gone to bed, I stole some of their food for myself. But soon I realized that the old man was blind. And I realized too that often the three of them did not have enough to eat. I saw the two young people put extra food on the blind man's plate, although they were hungry themselves.

When I saw that, I stopped stealing their food. Their life was already hard enough, so I went back to the wild fruit in the woods. I tried to help them in other ways, too. During the night I cut firewood for them, and added it secretly to the wood which the young man had cut during the day. I was very happy to see how much this pleased the young man.

After a while I began to understand some of the noises that the people made to each other. The first words that I under stood were words like 'fire', and 'bread'. I also learnt that the three people called each other by names. The girl was Agatha, the young man was Felix, and the old man was called Father. I tried to make the noises that they made, and slowly I began to speak.

The two young people were very beautiful. One day I saw my own face in the water of the river. It was a terrible face. I understood why people were frightened, why they shouted and threw stones. I knew then that I could not let these beautiful people see me. They would be frightened by my horrible face and body.

Summer was coming, and I continued to watch and learn. I also continued to help the two people and their father, and did many jobs for them in the night. They were always surprised in the morning when they saw what I had done. I heard them talk about the 'good creature' who did these 'wonderful' things.

But the family were often sad, and I wished I could make them happy. I looked forward to the time when I could speak well enough to talk to them. And I was happy because I was sure I would soon have three good friends.



thirsty adj. in need of some water. 干渴的。

fruit n. 水果。

hut n. small, roughly made house. 小屋。

faint v. fall down suddenly. 晕倒。

badly adv. by much. 大大地。

open adj. out of doors. 户外的，空旷的。

against prep. 与动词连用，表示接触。

escape from run away from. 躲开。

next to 邻近。

day after day 日复一日。

extra adj. additional. 额外的。

hard adj. not easy. 艰苦的。

firewood n. 柴火。

please v. make... happy. 取悦，使……高兴。

call... by name 叫某人的名字。

look oneself in the water. 在水中照镜子。


第七章
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我离开实验室后，便逃到了城外的乡间。不久我便感到又饥又渴；我的第一顿食物是我在河边的树上找到的果子。我喝了河里的水，然后躺倒睡着了。

开始时我的眼睛和耳朵不大灵便，但过了一会儿我就能看清楚、听明白了。

有一天，天下起了雪。当然，我以前从未在雪中走过，我发现它让我的双脚感觉非常冷。我意识到我需要食物和住处取暖。我很快便看到了一个小茅舍，里面有个老人正在火上做早饭。当那个老人看到我时，他大声喊叫了起来并以自己最快的速度跑开了。我不明白这个老人在干什么，但是我想靠近火堆。于是我暖暖和和地坐下并吃了这个人做的早餐。然后我在空旷的田野中走了好几个小时，直到到了一个村庄。我走进了其中的一家房子，可是里面有几个孩子。他们见到我后便尖叫起来，他们的母亲也晕倒了。全村的人都来看发生了什么事情。有些人见到我后便跑开了，但另外一些人则喊叫起来并朝我扔石头。他们想要杀死我。我伤得很重，可还是逃脱了并跑进了旷野之中。

后来，我找到了一个空茅屋。它是靠着一个小屋子的一堵墙而建起来的。在那个村子里发生了那桩事之后，我不敢进屋，因而便藏在茅屋中。我在那儿是安全的，并且可以避寒，还可以逃避那些想要伤害我的人。

接着我发现在茅屋和那房屋之间的墙之间有一个洞。通过这个洞我可以看见茅屋隔壁的房间。有三个人住在那个屋子里——一个漂亮的女孩，一个老人，还有一个年轻人。

我一天天地观察着这三个人。我看到他们之间是多么亲密。我非常想进屋去加入他们的行列，但我清楚我必须待在茅屋里。我想走进那个屋子时总忘不了村民们是怎么伤害我的。

每天晚上，在屋子里的那三个人睡下之后，我便把他们的食物偷来给自己吃。然而不久我就意识到那个老人是个瞎子。并且我还意识到那三个人常常食不裹腹。我见到那两个年轻人常给那个老盲人的盘子里多放些食物，尽管他们自己在挨饿。

看到这些后，我就不再偷他们的食物了。他们的生活已经够艰苦的了，于是我便重新靠树林里的野果为生。我还尽力想一些其他办法帮助他们。晚上我为他们砍柴火，还暗中把它们添在那个年轻小伙子白天砍的柴火中。我很高兴看到这能如此取悦于那个年轻人。

不久我开始懂得了那些人彼此之间发出的一些声音了。我最初理解的单词是像“火”还有“面包”这样的词。我还了解到那三个人彼此之间称呼的名字。那个女孩叫“阿加莎”，那个小伙子叫“菲力克斯”，而那老人则叫“父亲”。我努力去发他们发出的声音，于是慢慢地开始说话了。

那两个年轻人很漂亮。有一天我从河中看见我自己的脸。那是张可怕的脸。我明白了人们为什么会害怕、为什么会喊叫并扔石头的原因。那时我才知道我不能让这些漂亮的人们看见我，他们会因为我那可怕的脸和身体而惊恐的。

夏天临近了，我在继续观察和学习。我也在继续帮助那两个人和他们的父亲，并且在晚上给他们干很多活儿。他们早上看到我所做的事情后总是感到很惊奇。我听到他们谈论那个做了这些“好”事的“好人”。

可是这家人经常闷闷不乐。我希望我能让他们高兴。我期盼着我能学会说话而同他们交谈的那一时刻。我也很高兴，因为我确信不久我便会有三个好朋友了。


Chapter 8

One day in summer a lady on horseback rode up to the house and knocked on the door. She had dark hair, and was very beautiful. The family were all very pleased to see her. I soon learnt that her name was Sophie.

She could not speak the family's language, and each evening Felix taught her some words. This was a very great help to me, because I was able to learn the meaning of many words that I had not been able to understand before. Felix taught Sophie from books about what had happened in the world in the past. So I learnt about the Greeks and Romans, and about Christ, and about the first white men in America and the sad story of the Indians. I could not understand why men who knew all about good and evil could hate and kill each other.

I learnt other things too. I learnt that people think it is very important to have money and to come from a good family. I learnt of the love between mother and father and child. And I realized that I had no family. The more I learnt, the more I thought, and the more unhappy I became.

Soon I discovered who Sophie was. The two families had met in France after Sophie and her father arrived there from Turkey, their own country. Sophie's father was put in prison by the French, but Felix and his father helped him to escape and leave France. When the French discovered this, Felix and his family lost all their lands and money, and had to leave France for ever. Now I knew why they were so sad, and why they were poor.

But that was not all. Sophie and Felix loved each other, and Sophie's father had promised that they could marry. Then, when he learnt that Felix had lost all his money, he broke his promise. But Sophie loved Felix very much, so she took some money and escaped from her father to search for Felix.

I had learnt to love these good people and I could not wait another day to introduce myself. I decided to speak first to the father, because he was blind, and would not be frightened by my terrible face and body.

One day the three young people went for a walk while the old man rested. When they had gone, I went to the door of the house and knocked on it.

The old man told me to enter, and to sit down.

'Thank you,' I said. 'I am a traveller, and I'm tired and sad. I have no family or friends. The people that I want to have as my friends have never seen me. If they don't take me into their home, I shall be alone in the world.'

'Don't be so sad,' the old man said. 'You will find that the hearts of men are full of love. If these friends are good people, they will welcome you.'

'They are kind, and the best people in the world,' I said. 'But when they meet me, they may not see a kind creature who has helped them. Instead they may see a monster, and they will hate me.'

'That mustn't happen,' the old man said. 'My family and I have had our difficult times, and we'll help you.'

'You are a very good man,' I said, 'and if you help me, I shall be able to live with my friends and enjoy their love.'

At that moment I heard the young people returning from their walk. I caught the old man's hand, and cried, 'Now is the time! Save me and help me! You and your family are the friends that I am talking about.'

Then the door opened, and in came Felix, Sophie, and Agatha. Their faces were filled with horror and fear when they saw me. Agatha fainted, and Sophie ran out of the house. Felix ran forward and pulled me away from his father. He threw me to the ground and hit me again and again with his heavy stick. I did not lift a hand against him. I did not want to hurt him—or any of them. My heart was heavy, and all hope left me. I ran out of the house and later returned silently to my hut. Nobody saw me.



ride v. sit on the horse back, bicycle, etc. 骑。

Greek n. 希腊人；adj. 希腊的。

Roman n. 罗马人；adj. 罗马的。

Christ n.（基督教）救世主，基督。

Turkey n. 土耳其（国名）。

lands n. 土地，地产。

break one's promise 不信守诺言。

introduce oneself 做自我介绍。

time n. 大好时机。

stick n. 棍，棒。

lift a hand against sb. 举手打某人。


第八章

夏季的一天，一位女士骑马跑到了那所房子并敲了敲门。她有一头黑发，人很漂亮。那家人见到她都很高兴。我不久了解到她的名字叫苏菲。

她不会说那个家庭的语言，菲力克斯每个晚上都要教她几个单词。这对我大有帮助，因为我可以知道以前我不懂的许多单词的意思。菲力克斯照着课本教给苏菲这个世界上过去发生的事情。于是我了解到了希腊人和罗马人，还有基督，还有关于美洲的第一批白人及印第安人的悲惨故事。我不能明白那些明白善恶的人们为什么要互相仇恨和残杀。

我也了解到了别的事情。我了解到人们认为有钱和好的家庭出身是非常重要的。我了解到了父母及孩子之间的爱。并且我意识到我是没有家庭的。我了解得越多便想得越多，从而也越伤心。

不久我便知道了苏菲是什么人。在苏菲和她父亲当初从他们的祖国土耳其到达法国后，他们两家便相识了。苏菲的父亲被法国人投进了监狱，但菲力克斯和他父亲帮他逃离了法国。法国人发现了这件事情之后，菲力克斯和他家便失去了所有的土地和钱财，还得永久地离开法国。现在我明白了他们为什么那样悲伤以及他们为什么贫穷。

但是这还不是全部真相。苏菲和菲力克斯彼此相爱，苏菲的父亲也曾答应他们可以结婚的。后来，在他了解到菲力克斯已失去了所有的钱财后便背弃了自己的诺言。然而苏菲非常爱菲力克斯，于是她便拿了些钱从父亲那儿逃开来找菲力克斯。

我已经学会去爱这些好人并再也忍不住要去介绍我自己了。我决定先和那个父亲谈谈，因为他是瞎子，不会被我那恐怖的面容和身体吓倒。

一天，那三个年轻人出去散步而老人（在家）休息。他们走后，我便走到房屋的门前并敲响了它。

老人让我进去并坐下。

“谢谢您，”我说道。“我是个旅行者，我又疲惫又伤心。我没有家庭或朋友。我想和他们交朋友的那些人从未见过我。如果他们不接受我、把我纳为其家庭的一员的话，我就会孤独于世的。”

“不要这样悲伤。”那个老人说道，“你会发现人们的心中都充满了爱。如果这些朋友是好人，他们就会欢迎你的。”

“他们很善良，是世界上最好的人，”我说道，“可是当他们遇见我时，他们就看不出我是一个曾帮助过他们的善良的人了。相反，他们会看到一个怪物，并且他们会恨我。”

“不会这样的。”老人说道，“我和我的家人曾度过艰苦的日子，我们会帮助你的。”

“你真是个好人。”我说道，“如果你肯帮助我，那么我就能够同我的朋友们生活在一起并享受他们的爱了。”

就在那时，我听到那些年轻人散步归来。我抓住老人的手并哭喊道：“现在正是时候！救救我，帮帮我！你和你的家人就是我所谈论的朋友们。”
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接着门开了，菲力克斯、苏菲还有阿加莎走了进来。他们看到我时脸上都充满了恐惧的神色。阿加莎晕了过去，苏菲还跑出了屋子。菲力克斯跑上前来，把我从他父亲手中拽开。他把我摔倒在地并用沉重的棍棒不停地打我。我没有还手。我不想伤着他——或者他们中的任何人。我的心情很沉重，所有的希望都破灭了。我跑出了屋子并在晚些时候悄悄地返回到我的茅屋中。没人看到我。


Chapter 9

I sat in my dark hut, and felt both angry and sad. One half of me wanted to hurt the people who had hurt me. The other half of me still loved them. In the end I decided to try to speak to the old man again. I fell into an unhappy sleep, but when I woke in the morning, the family had gone. They had left the house during the night.

I knew the name of only one other person. Although I had seen you, Frankenstein, for only a few moments, I knew that I belonged to you. When I had left your house, I had picked up a small bag. There was a book in the bag, and I could now read it. From it I learnt my creator's name and address. You had made me, but why had you not looked after me, and saved me from this pain and unhappiness? I decided to go to Geneva, to find you.

One day as I was travelling, I saw a young girl running along the side of a river. Suddenly she fell into the water. I jumped into the river, fought against the fast-moving water, and brought her back to land. While I was doing this, the girl's father, who was looking for her, reached us. He was carrying a gun, and when he saw me, he fired. The bullet hit my arm and broke it. I fell to the ground in great pain, and the man and the girl ran into the woods as fast as they could, and left me.

The bullet was deep in my arm, and I lost a lot of blood. After some days my arm began to get better, but I became sadder and angrier than before. I had saved the girl's life, and how did they thank me? With a bullet in the arm! I began to realize that there was no happiness for me in life. Hate grew stronger in me every day. Hate for you, my creator, who had made me.

Two months later, I reached Geneva. That evening I hid among some trees outside the town, and went to sleep. But I woke when a little boy ran into my hiding place. I thought I would catch the child and make him my friend before he was old enough to be frightened of my terrible face. I caught the little boy, but when the child saw me, he covered his eyes with his hands and screamed loudly.

'Let me go, you monster,' the child shouted. 'Let me go, or I will tell my father, Mr Frankenstein. He will call the police, and they'll punish you.'

'Frankenstein!' I shouted. 'You belong to my enemy, the man that I want to hurt.'

The child fought and screamed, and I put my hand round his neck to stop him shouting. In a moment, the child lay dead at my feet. I looked down at his body, and was pleased with what I had done. I knew that the death of this child would hurt you, Victor Frankenstein, my creator.

Then I saw something bright round the child's neck. It was a gold chain, and on the end of it was a picture of a very beautiful woman. I knew that a beautiful woman would never smile at me, and I wanted to run into Geneva and kill as many people as I could. But I stopped myself, and went to look for another hiding place. Soon I found a hut, which seemed to be empty, but when I entered I saw a pretty young woman asleep on the floor. I hated her because she was pretty. So I put the gold chain into one of her pockets, and then, before she could wake up, I ran away. I knew the police would think that she had killed the little boy.



still adv. even to this time. 尚，还，依旧。

in the end at last, finally. 最后。

address n. where a person may be found and where letters, etc. may be sent to 地址。

land n. 陆地，岸；v. 着陆。

bullet n. piece of metal (to be) fired from a gun. 子弹。

be frightened of be afraid of. 害怕。

punish v. cause sb. to suffer for his wrongdoing. 惩罚。

look down at sth./sb. 俯视某物／某人。

be pleased with be glad at. 为……高兴。

bright adj. shining. 明亮的。

chain n. 链子。

as many as sb. can 尽量多地。

wake up not sleep any more, be awake. 醒来。


第九章
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我坐在黑暗的小茅屋里，感到既愤怒又悲伤。我一方面想去伤害那些伤害过我的人，另一方面却又仍然爱着他们。最后我决定再去试着同那个老人谈一谈。我躺倒后伤心地睡着了，在早上醒来时却发现那家人已经走了。他们是在夜里离开的。

我当时只知道另外一个人的名字。弗兰肯斯坦，尽管当时我只见到你一会儿工夫，但我知道我是属于你的。在我离开你的房子时，我曾捡起过一个小包。包里有一本书，现在我能读懂它了。我从中了解到创造我的人的姓名和地址。你造了我，但为什么你没有照料我并把我从这样的痛苦和伤心之中拯救出来呢？我决心去日内瓦找你。

一天，在旅行时，我看见有个小女孩正沿着河边跑。她突然掉到了水里。我跳到水里同激流搏斗，把她带到了岸上。在我做这件事时，女孩的父亲来到了我们身边，他正在寻找她。他带着一把枪，在看到我后便开了枪。子弹打中了我的胳膊并打断了它。我带着巨大的疼痛倒在了地上，而那个男人和那个女孩则以最快的速度跑进了树林，把我撇在了一边。

子弹在我的胳膊中打得很深，我失了很多血。几天后我的胳膊开始好起来，但我比以前更伤心、更愤怒了。我救了那个女孩的命，他们是怎么感谢我的呢？用一颗子弹射进我的胳膊里！我开始认识到我的生命中没有幸福可言。我心中的仇恨一天比一天强烈。这仇恨是针对你、我的创造者的。

两个月后，我到了日内瓦。那天晚上我躲到城外的几棵树中间并且睡着了。但是在我醒来时有个小孩跑到了我躲藏的地方。我想我可以抓住那个小孩以便在他长大到害怕我那令人恐怖的脸之前同他交个朋友。我抓住了那个小男孩，但当那个孩子看到我时，他用双手捂住了脸并大声尖叫了起来。

“放开我，你这个怪物。”那个孩子嚷道，“放开我，不然我就要告诉我父亲弗兰肯斯坦先生了。他会叫警察来，而且他们会惩罚你的。”

“弗兰肯斯坦！”我大喊道，“你属于我的敌人，我想要伤害的那个男人。”

那个小孩一边搏斗一边叫喊，我于是用手卡住他的脖子以阻止他叫喊。过了一会儿，那个孩子便倒在我的脚下死了。我俯视着他的尸体，对我所做的事感到高兴。我知道这个孩子的死会伤害你，维克多·弗兰肯斯坦，我的创造者。

后来我看见孩子的脖子上有个亮闪闪的东西。那是一条金链，它的末端有一张非常漂亮的女人的照片。我知道漂亮女人是绝不会朝我微笑的，于是便想跑到日内瓦去尽量多杀死几个人。然而我阻止了自己的行动，并去找别的躲藏之处。不久我发现了一个茅屋，它似乎是空的；但当我进去后便见到一个年轻漂亮的女人在地板上熟睡。我恨她就因为她漂亮。于是我把那条金链放到了她的一个口袋中，然后在她醒来之前跑开了。我知道警察会认为是她杀死了那个小男孩的。


Victor Frankenstein Continues His Story
维克多·弗兰肯斯坦继续讲他的故事

Chapter 10

The monster finished telling me his story, and then he said:

'I am alone and miserable. Only someone as ugly as I am could love me. You must make another creature like me, a woman monster to be my wife.'

'I shall never make another creature like you,' I shouted. 'You have done enough evil on your own.'

'If you don' t help me, I shall make you more miserable than you have ever been in your life. You will wish you were dead,' the monster said. 'But if you make another monster to be my friend, we won't hurt anyone. Be kind to me now, and I will learn to love and be kind.'

I thought long and hard about the monster's words. I felt sorry for him. He was so miserable. Perhaps I should help him.

'I shall do what you ask,' I told him. 'But you must promise to live somewhere in the world where nobody lives. You must promise to stay away from other people.'

'I promise! I promise!' he cried. 'Please start your work. I shall watch you, and when you are ready, you can be sure I will come back.' He turned and left me, and ran down the mountain.

I went back to Geneva immediately. My family were very worried when they saw me. I was pale and my eyes were wild. I could not forget my promise to the monster, and the awful work that waited for me. But I had to do it. It was the only way to keep my family safe... safe from his murdering hands around their necks.

I needed to study for several months to make a woman monster successfully. I heard that an English scientist had done some useful work, so I decided to go to England.

Before I went, my father asked me: 'Are you going to marry Elizabeth, or do you love another woman? Is this why you are so unhappy?'

'No, father,' I replied. 'I have always loved Elizabeth, and I want to marry her. But I must do one more piece of scientific work before we can marry. I must go to England to do the work and I want to marry Elizabeth when I return.'

My father and Elizabeth did not want me to go to England alone, because I had been so ill. They spoke to my old friend Henry Clerval, and he was very happy to travel with me. I was pleased that he could come, although I did not want him to discover anything about my horrible work.

Henry and I reached London in early October and stayed there for a few months. I met and talked with English scientists, and learnt many useful things from them. Then Henry was invited to visit some friends in Scotland. I planned to travel with him, but I told him that I wanted to go walking in the mountains alone. Henry was not happy with my plan, but in the end he agreed.

I bought all that I needed for a laboratory, and sent everything to Scotland. Henry and I travelled to Edinburgh together, and then I went further north, to find a good place for my laboratory. At last I found the right place on an island off the north coast. It was a wild and lonely place. Only five people lived on the island, so I could work alone, and nobody would discover my awful secret.

There was a large, empty hut on the island, and I brought builders from Scotland to make the hut into a laboratory for me. I showed them how to build my mast, and soon everything was ready for me to start work on the woman monster.



miserable adj. very unhappy. 不幸的，悲惨的，愁苦的。

on one's own by oneself. 独自一人。

ugly adj. not beautiful at all, not nice to look at. 丑陋的。

watch v. keep the eyes on to see that all is well. 注意，监视，守望。

pale adj. (of a person's face) having little colour, bloodless. 苍白的，脸上没有血色的。

wild adj. mad. 发狂的。

although conj. though, even if. 虽然，即使。

October n. 10月。

Scotland n. 苏格兰（地名）。

Edinburgh n. 爱丁堡（城市名），苏格兰首府。

right adj. fit, suitable. 正好的，恰当的，合适的。

build v. put up. 建筑。

builder n. 建筑工人，建造者。

building n. 建筑物。


第十章
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怪物讲完了他的故事，然后说道：

“我孤独而凄惨。只有某个像我一样丑的人才会爱我的。你必须另外造一个像我这样的女怪物来当我的妻子。”

“我决不会再造一个像你一样的人的，”我喊道，“你自己已经干够了邪恶的事情了。”

“如果你不帮我，那么我就会让你过得比你以往任何时候都要凄惨。你会求死不得的，”怪物说，“但是如果你另外造一个怪物当我的朋友，那么我们就不会伤害任何人。现在善待我吧，我也会学着去爱人并变得善良的。”

怪物的话让我费力地考虑了很久。我感到对不起他，他是如此痛苦。或许我应该帮助他。

“我会照你说的去做，”我对他说道，“但你得答应要待在没人生活的地方。”

“我答应！我答应！”他喊道，“请你开始工作吧。我会监视你的；在你准备好了以后，我肯定会回来的。”他转身离开了我，并跑下了山。

我立即返回日内瓦。我家人见到我时都非常为我担忧。我脸色苍白，眼睛发狂。我忘不了我对怪物的允诺，还有那等着我的可怕的工作。但我必须去做。那是保证我家庭平安的唯一出路……使他们不致被怪物的手扼死。

为了成功地造一个女怪物我需要几个月的时间进行研究。我了解到有个英国科学家已进行了一些有价值的工作，于是决定去英国。

在我去之前，我父亲问我：“你是打算娶伊丽莎白，还是爱上了另外一个女人？你是不是因为这个而如此不高兴？”

“不是，爸爸。”我回答道，“我一直都爱伊丽莎白，并且我要娶她。但是在我们结婚之前我必须再进行一项科学工作。我必须去英国做那项工作而在回来后便同伊丽莎白结婚。”

我父亲和伊丽莎白不想让我单独去英国，因为我一直生着病。他们对我的老朋友亨利·克勒沃讲了，而他非常高兴同我一起去。他能去我很高兴，尽管我不想让他知道有关我那可怕的工作的任何事情。

亨利和我于10月初到达伦敦并在那儿待了几个月。我同几个英国科学家见了面并谈了话，并从他们那儿了解到许多有用的东西。后来亨利被邀请去拜访几位苏格兰朋友。我计划同他一起去，但告诉他说我想独自一人在山中散步。亨利对我的计划不满，但最终还是同意了。

我买了实验室所需的一切东西，并把所有的东西都送到了苏格兰。亨利同我一起到了爱丁堡，然后我继续朝北走，以便为我的实验室找到合适的地点。最后我在远离北部海岸的一个岛上找到了合适的地点。那是个荒凉偏僻的地方。岛上只有五个人居住，因而我可以独自工作，没有人会发现我那可怕的秘密。

岛上有一个大的空茅屋；我从苏格兰带去了建筑工人以便把茅屋改造成我的实验室。我指示他们如何建杆子，不久所有为我造女怪物的准备工作均已就绪。


Chapter 11

One evening two months later I was sitting in my laboratory. Most of my work was done, and I could finish the woman monster that night. But I wondered if I should finish the work.

Was I making a monster more evil than the first creature? Perhaps a thousand times more evil. How could I know? Perhaps the woman monster would be another murderer. She had not promised to stay away from other people. Perhaps the two monsters would hate each other... and would kill, and murder, and destroy... without end.

As I thought these things, I looked up at the window. Suddenly, in the moonlight, I saw the monster's awful face looking at me. And in his yellow eyes I could see only hate and evil. I knew he would not keep his promise.

I went over to the laboratory table where the new creature was lying. I pulled off the wires that joined her to my machine. I took a sharp knife and cut through the body that I had joined together so carefully. Through the window the monster saw me destroy his woman. With a loud and miserable scream of sadness and lost hope, he ran into the laboratory.

'You have destroyed all my hopes of happiness,' he cried. 'You have left me with one feeling—hate... and with one wish—to destroy your happiness. You will be sorry that you were ever born. Remember this: I shall be with you on your wedding night.'

He ran quickly out of the laboratory, and I watched him as he left the island in his boat and sailed away across the sea.

I sat and cried as I thought of the danger to Elizabeth. But I knew that the monster would not visit us until our wedding night. I would not die easily, and I would try to kill him before he could kill me.

The next morning I received a letter from Henry. He told me that he was waiting for me to return. I decided to clear the laboratory and to leave the island on the following day. So I returned to the laboratory, where the pieces of the woman monster's body still lay on the floor. I put them all in a large bag with some heavy stones. Then I took the bag to my boat and sailed out to sea. I threw the bag into deep water, and watched it disappear.

I was happier that I had felt for months. I knew I had done the right thing, and now there would be no second monster to follow the first.

I was very tired, and I went to sleep in the boat. I do not know how long I slept, but when I woke up, I was in the middle of a storm. The wind was driving me further out to sea and my boat began to fill with water. I knew I was in great danger. After some hours the storm passed, and I saw land to the south. Soon I could see the beach... and a crowd of people standing and watching me. Their faces were cold and unfriendly.

As I landed, four of the men came towards me and took me by the arms.

'We are taking you to Mr Kerwin, the judge. He wants to ask you some questions about the murder of a man here last night,' one of the men told me.

I was sad to hear of the murder, but I did not worry about it. I had been far away at the time, and knew nothing about any murder. It would be easy to explain that. So I went with the men to the large house where Judge Kerwin lived.



most of the greater part of. 大部分。

wonder v. feel curious, ask oneself. 觉得好奇，想要知道。

look up at sb./sth. 仰望某人／某物。

wedding n. 婚礼仪式，婚礼。

clear v. get rid of. 清除。

in danger not safe. 身处险境，不安全。

follow v. 追随，学习。

beach n. coast. 海滩。

crowd n. large number of people together. 人群。

take sb. by the arms 抓住某人的胳膊。

judge n. public officer of the law. 法官。
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两个月后的一天晚上，我坐在了我的实验室里。我的大部分工作均已完成，那天晚上我就可以完成女怪物的制作工作了。但是我不知道是否应该完成这项工作。

我是否在造一个比第一个家伙更加邪恶的怪物呢？也许要邪恶一千倍。我怎么知道呢？也许这个女怪物会成为另一个杀人凶手。她可没有答应要待在远离旁人的地方。或许那两个怪物会相互仇恨……并且会没完没了地凶杀、谋害和毁灭……

我想这些事时抬头望了望窗户。突然，在月光下我看见那个怪物的恐怖的脸正看着我。并且在他那黄色的眼中我只看到了仇恨和邪恶。我知道他是不会遵守诺言的。

我走到那个新的家伙躺着的实验室桌子的旁边。我扯开了连接她和我的机器的电线。我拿起一把锋利的刀切碎了精心拼揍起来的那个身体。怪物从窗户里看见我毁了他的女人。于是，随着一声悲伤和失望的、凄惨的吼声，他跑进了实验室。

“你已经毁灭了我所有的有关幸福的期望，”他哭喊道，“你只给我留下了一种感情——仇恨……和一种愿望——毁掉你的幸福。你会为你来到这个世界上而后悔的。记住这一点：在你的新婚之夜我会去找你的。”

他快速跑出实验室，我看着他划船离开海岛向大海驶去。

当我想到对伊丽莎白构成的危险时坐下来哭了起来。但是我知道在我们的新婚之夜之前怪物是不会“造访”我们的。我不会轻易地死去，而且要在他杀死我之前设法杀死他。

第二天早上我收到了亨利的一封信。他告诉我说他在等着我回去。我决定清理一下实验室并在第二天离开海岛。于是我返回实验室，女怪物的那具身体还躺在地上。我把它们和一些重的石头一起装进一个大袋子。然后我把袋子扛到船上并驶向大海。我把袋子投入深水中，看着它消失了。

我现在比好几个月以来感觉要好些了。我知道自己做对了一件事，现在不会有第二个怪物步那第一个的后尘了。

我非常疲劳，在船上睡着了。我不清楚睡了多长时间，只知道我醒来时正处在一场暴风雨之中。风把我吹向离海岸更远的地方，我的船还开始进水了。我明白自己正处于极大的危险之中。几个小时后暴风雨过去了，我看见往南有陆地。很快我就看见了海滩……一群人正站在那儿看着我。他们的表情既冷酷又不友好。

在我登陆时，四个男人走向我并抓住了我的胳膊。

“我们要把你带到法官克文先生那儿去。他要审问你这儿昨晚发生的一桩谋杀案的事，”其中的一个人告诉我。

听了那桩谋杀案我很伤心，但我没有为此担心。我那时正在远处，根本不知道什么谋杀的事。将会容易地解释清这一点。这样我便随那些人去了克文法官住的大屋子。


Chapter 12

The judge was an old, kind man, but his face was very serious as he looked at me. He asked a number of men to tell me what they had seen and found the night before.

The first man told his story. He and his son were coming home from a long day's fishing. It was a dark night, and on the beach they had fallen over the dead body of a man. They had carried the body to the nearest house, and found that it was a good-looking young man about twenty-five years old. There were the marks of fingers round his neck. When they spoke of the marks of fingers, I remembered the murder of my brother and I felt a terrible fear.

The son then told his story. He had seen a boat with a man in it, not far from the beach. He thought it was my boat. A woman had also seen a man in a boat sailing away from the beach. She thought I was the man.

Then I was taken to the room where the dead body lay. How can I tell you what I felt when I saw the body? I put my arms round it and cried: 'What have I done? My friend! My dear friend!' The body was Henry Clerval's, and so now I had destroyed another person.

This third death was too much for me. I fell down in a kind of madness, and they had to carry me from the room. For two months I was very ill and wished only to die. But slowly my madness left me, and my health began to return. At last I was able to speak to Judge Kerwin, and I asked for news of my family.

'There is someone here who can answer your question better than I can,' he said. 'Your father arrived a few minutes ago, and is waiting to see you.'

For the first time since Henry's death I felt some happiness. I held up my hands to my father as he came into the room, and he took me in his arms. He gave me the good news that Elizabeth and Ernest were safe and well.

I was really too ill to travel, but I asked my father to take me home immediately. The police had found somebody who had seen me on my island at the time of the murder, and so the judge let me go free.

My father looked after me on the long journey home, and sat with me for every minute. Night after night while I was asleep, I shouted that I was the murderer of William, Justine, and Henry. My father asked me why I said these awful things. I wanted to answer his question, but I could not tell him my terrible secret. He thought that I was still a little mad.

We stayed for a few days in Paris on the way home, and Elizabeth wrote to me at our hotel. This is what her letter said:




My dearest Victor,

I am so happy to know that you will soon be home. But I am afraid that Henry's death is not the only reason for your sadness. Do you still want to marry me, or do you love another woman? You must tell me.

I love you, Victor, and I dream of the day when I shall be your wife. But I do not want you to marry me just because your parents wanted it. I can only be happy if you are happy.

Do not answer this letter. Wait until you arrive before you give me your answer. But if you are well, and if I can make you smile, I need nothing more to make me happy.




With all my love,

Elizabeth




I replied immediately. I told her that I loved her very much and wanted to marry her.

I remembered the monster's promise to be with me on the night of my wedding. Let him come. We would fight to the death on that night. And after that fight, I would either be dead and at peace, or alive and free... free to be happy with Elizabeth.

We arrived in Geneva soon after my letter had reached Elizabeth. It was wonderful to see her again. She ran into my arms and I held her close. She cried when she saw how thin and old I looked. She, too, was thinner because she had worried about me so much. But her gentleness and her love made her as beautiful as ever.

We agreed that the wedding would be in ten days' time. As the day came nearer, I became more and more afraid. I tried to hide my fear, and laughed and smiled as often as I could. Elizabeth knew that I was unhappy, but she was sure she could give me happiness. She looked forward to our wedding.

I began to carry a gun and a knife with me everywhere I went.



speak of tell about. 说起，谈论到。

health n. condition of the body or the mind. 身体或精神状况。

take sb. in the arms 将某人搂在怀里。

too... to do sth. 太……以致于不能做某事。

look after take care of, nurse. 护理，照料。

Paris n. 巴黎（城市名），法国首都。

on the way home 在回家的路上。

hotel n. building where meals and rooms are prepared for travellers. 旅馆，饭店。

journey n. trip. 旅途。

dream of 梦想，设想。

at peace 平安无事。

as... as ever 依旧，一样。

in ten days' time 十天之后（用于将来时态中）。

more and more 越来越……。

carry sth. with sb. 随身携带某物。


第十二章
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法官是个善良的老人，但他在看着我时表情非常严峻。他叫了好几个人来告诉我他们在前一天晚上都看到了并发现了什么。

第一个人讲了他的故事。他和他的儿子钓了一天的鱼后正往家里走。那是个黑暗的夜晚，他们在海滩上被一具男尸绊倒了。他们把尸体扛到最近的一所房子，发现那是一个二十五岁左右的、面貌英俊的男人。他的脖子上有指痕。当他们说起指痕时，我想起了杀害我弟弟的凶手，于是便不寒而栗。

之后，那个儿子讲起了他的故事。他曾在离海岸不远的地方看到过上边有一个男人的一只船。他认为那是我的船。一个女人也曾看到有个男人驾着一只船朝海里划去。她认为我就是那个人。

然后我被带到尸体停放的那个房间。我该怎么形容我看到那具尸体时的感觉呢？我抱住尸体哭道：“我都干了什么啦？我的朋友！我亲爱的朋友！”那是亨利·克勒沃的尸体，这样我又毁了另一个人的生命。

这第三起死亡事件对我打击太大了。我近乎疯狂地倒在了地上，他们不得不把我从房间里抬走。我大病了两个月的时间，一心只想去死。但渐渐地我不再疯狂，身体也开始恢复了。最后我可以同克文法官谈话并问起我家人的情况。

“这儿有更好的人来回答你的问题。”他说道，“你父亲几分钟前来了，正等着看你呢。”

自从亨利死后，我首次感到了些许的快乐。我父亲走进屋时我朝他伸出了双手，他把我搂进了怀里。他告诉我一个好消息说伊丽莎白和欧内斯特均健康平安。

我病得实在是太重，路也走不动了，但我要我父亲立刻把我带回家去。警察已查到在谋杀发生时有人看见过我正在岛上，这样法官便释放了我。

我父亲在回家的漫长旅途中一直照顾着我，每时每刻都坐在我的身边。一个个晚上，我在熟睡时都大声说我是杀害威廉、贾斯汀和亨利的凶手。我父亲问我为什么说出这些可怕的话。我想要回答他的问题，但又不能告诉他我那可怕的秘密。他认为我的大脑仍有些不正常。

回家途中我们在巴黎逗留了几天，伊丽莎白给我写了封信寄到了旅店。信是这样写的：




我最亲爱的维克多：

知道你很快就要回家了我非常高兴。

可是我担心亨利的死并不是你伤心的唯一原因。你是仍然想要娶我，还是爱上了另外一个女人？你必须告诉我。

我爱你，维克多；我梦想着成为你的妻子的那一天。但是我不希望你只是因为你父母的意愿而娶我。只有在你幸福时我才会幸福。

不要回信。等你回来再给我答复。但是如果你身体健康或者我能让你微笑的话，那么我就再高兴不过了。

爱你的，

伊丽莎白




我立刻回了信。我告诉她我非常爱她并想和她结婚。

我想起了怪物许过的要在我的新婚之夜来找我的诺言。就让他来吧，我们可以在那天晚上拼死搏斗。搏斗之后，我要么安祥地死去，要么自由地活着……自由而幸福地同伊丽莎白在一起。

伊丽莎白收到我的信后不久我们便到了日内瓦。再见到她真是太美好了。她扑到我的怀里，我紧紧地搂住了她。当她看到我又瘦削又显老时哭了。她因为一直非常牵挂我也瘦了。但是她的温柔和爱意使她永远美丽。

我们商定十天后举行婚礼。这一天越是临近，我越是害怕。我竭力隐藏我的恐惧，尽量露出欢声笑语。伊丽莎白知道我不高兴，但她确信她可以给我幸福。她期盼着我们的婚礼。

我开始随身携带着一把枪和一把刀子。


Chapter 13

After the wedding a large number of our friends came to a party at our house. When the party had started, Elizabeth and I said goodbye and left for our honeymoon. We travelled first by boat, and planned to spend the night at a hotel on the other side of the lake. The mountains and the lake were calm and beautiful, and at last Elizabeth and I were together. For the first time for months, and for the last time ever, I enjoyed the feeling of happiness.

In the evening the wind became stronger and soon a great storm broke above us. Every noise frightened me, and I kept my hand on my gun under my coat. I saw the monster in every shadow. Suddenly I realized how terrible the fight would be for Elizabeth. I asked her to go to bed and I decided to search for the monster. I planned to join her when I was sure he was not in or around the hotel.

Elizabeth left me and I searched every corner of the hotel—every dark doorway and staircase. I could not find him, and I began to hope that he had not followed us to the hotel. But suddenly, I heard a loud and terrible scream.

It came from our room.

Then—too late—I understood. The monster had promised to be with me on my wedding night, but he had not planned to kill  me.

The scream came again, and I ran to our room. Why did I not die there and then?

On the bed, Elizabeth lay still, in the cold sleep of death. I took her in my arms... and saw the marks of the murderer's fingers on her neck.

Other people in the hotel had heard the screams and came into our room. I sent one of them to call the police. The others left me alone with my misery. I held Elizabeth close, and as I held her, I saw the monster watching me through the open window of the room. There was an evil laugh on his face. I pulled my gun from my coat and fired at him. I missed, and he ran from the window and jumped into the lake. The other people heard the noise of the shot and came back into the room. I showed them the place where the monster had jumped into the lake. We searched the edge of the lake, but we could not find him. I returned to our room and lay on the bed next to my dear wife.

Suddenly I had another terrible thought. At this very moment perhaps my father was fighting the monster, with Ernest dead at his feet.

I left the hotel and returned to Geneva as fast as I could. My father and Ernest were safe, but the awful news of Elizabeth's death killed my father. He had loved Elizabeth dearly. He became ill, and after a few days he died in my arms. So the evil monster had brought unhappiness and death to a dear old man who had never hurt anybody.

I do not know what happened next. I think I left the real world, and entered a dangerous world of dreams and madness. Later I found that they had put me in prison because of my madness.

After many months they let me free. I had only one wish—to find and kill the monster.



party n. 派对，聚会。

honeymoon n. a holiday for a new husband and wife after their wedding. 蜜月假期。

by boat 乘船。

break v. start. 爆发。

doorway n. 门口，门厅。

staircase n. 楼梯（指室内的，常有扶栏）。

leave sb. alone with sth. 让某人独自承受某事。

edge n. border. 边。

miss v. fail to hit, catch, etc. 错过。

put sb. in prison 将某人投进监狱。


第十三章

婚礼之后我们的大批朋友都来我们家聚会。聚会开始后，我和伊丽莎白向他们道了别并离开度蜜月去了。我们首先乘船旅行，并计划晚上在湖对岸的一家旅馆过夜。群山和湖泊宁静而美丽，我和伊丽莎白终于结合在了一起。我几个月来第一次、也是最后一次享受到了幸福的感觉。

傍晚风刮得更猛了，不久还来了一场大的暴风雨。每一个声响都让我恐惧，我一直把手放在外套下面的枪上。我在每个阴暗处都看到了那个怪物。突然间我意识到这场搏斗对于伊丽莎白来说将会是多么恐怖。我让她上床睡觉而我则决定去寻找那个怪物。我打算在确信怪物不在旅馆及其附近后再回到伊丽莎白身边。

伊丽莎白离开了我，我搜寻了旅馆里的每一个角落——每一个黑暗的门厅和楼梯。我没能找到他，于是便开始希望他并没有随我们到旅馆来。但是突然间我听到了一声可怕的尖叫。

那是从我们的房间里传出来的。

于是我明白过来了——但已经太晚了。怪物曾许诺要在我的新婚之夜跟着我的，但他并未打算要杀了我。

尖叫声又一次传来，我于是跑到了我们的房间。我为什么没有在当时当地便死去呢？
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床上，伊丽莎白静静地躺着，在冰冷中长眠。我把她抱在怀中……并看见了凶手在她脖子上留下的指痕。

旅馆里的其他人听到了尖叫声，他们走进了我们的房间。我让其中的一人去报警。其他人走后，留下我一个人在痛苦中煎熬。我紧紧地搂着伊丽莎白，而我抱着她时看见怪物正透过开着的窗户看着我。他的脸上挂着邪恶的笑容。我从外套中拔出枪朝他开了火。我没有打中，他从窗户处跑开并跳到了湖里。其他人听到了枪声便又来到了那个房间。我将怪物跳湖之处指给他们看。我们在湖边搜寻，但没能找到他。我回到房间里躺到我亲爱的妻子身旁。

突然间我有了另外一个可怕的想法：也许我父亲这时正在同那个怪物打斗并且欧内斯特已死在他的脚边。

我离开旅馆并以最快的速度赶回了日内瓦。我父亲和欧内斯特都平安无事，但伊丽莎白死去的噩耗夺去了我父亲的生命。他曾深深地爱着伊丽莎白。他病倒了，几天之后便死在了我的怀里。这样那个邪恶的怪物将不幸和死亡带给了从未伤害过任何人的我那亲爱的老人。

我不知道接下去会发生什么。我想我当时离开了现实的世界而进入了梦幻和疯狂的危险境界。后来我才知道他们当时因为我的疯狂而把我送进了监狱。

好几个月之后他们释放了我。我只有一个愿望——找到并杀死那个怪物。


Chapter 14

I decided to leave Geneva for ever. I took all the money that I needed, and left the town. Before I left, I went to visit the place where William, Elizabeth, and my father lay at rest. I stood there and promised them that I would stay alive until I had killed the monster.

A loud, evil laugh rang out through the silent night. Then I heard the monster's voice: 'It pleases me that you have decided to live, because that is just what I want.'

I ran towards the voice, but I could not catch the monster. I saw him running away, but he ran faster than any man could go—too fast for me to catch. But I followed him, and I have been following him since that day. I shall stay alive until I can catch him. He wants me to live as long as possible. He wants me to feel, day after day, the pain and misery that he has given me. He leaves messages to tell me where he is. He knows that I shall follow him.

I am only happy when I am asleep. I dream that I am with my family, and Elizabeth and Henry. When I am awake, I look forward to my death, to the day when I shall be with them.

In his last message the monster told me that he was going north. He wanted to take me where the cold would hurt me and make me more miserable. I followed him to the cold lands of the north, and bought dogs and a sledge. Until now, he has always left me further and further behind when I chase him. But the dogs were very fast and I was getting closer and closer to him. Soon he was only one day's journey in front of me. He was going towards the sea, and I hoped to catch him before he reached it. The chase over the ice continued for about three weeks. The pain from the cold was very great, and I began to lose hope. I thought I would never catch him. My dogs could not run much further, and one of them died. Then I saw something on the ice in front of me. It was the monster and his sledge. Suddenly I was full of hope again, and I gave a great shout of happiness.

I got closer and closer to him. Then a great storm started. The ice began to break, and the sea carried him away from me. My sledge was broken, and I lost my dogs. I was left on a piece of ice that was becoming smaller all the time. Many hours went by, and then I saw your ship. The rest you know.

I ask you, Captain Walton, to chase the monster and kill him. Do not listen to what he says. He knows how to argue, and perhaps you will feel sorry for him. But remember that he is evil. Remember the deaths of William, Justine, Henry Clerval, Elizabeth, my father... and remember me, Victor Frankenstein.

There is no more for me to say, except to thank you, Captain Walton, for your help and kindness. Thank you also for listening to my story. I want you to tell the world that the monster is a danger to everyone.

I know that I have only a few hours left to live, but I can feel my loved ones near me, and I welcome death.

Goodbye. This is the end of Victor Frankenstein's story.



ring v. give out a clear sound. 鸣，响。

just adv. exactly. 正好，恰好。

as... as possible 尽量。

message n. a piece of news sent to sb. 消息，讯息，口信。

continue v. go on. 继续，持续。

go by pass. 时光流逝。

feel sorry for sb. 为某人感到难过，抱歉。


第十四章
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我决定永远离开日内瓦。我带上了我所需要的一切费用便离开了那个城市。走之前，我去了威廉、伊丽莎白还有我父亲的安息之处。我站在那儿向他们发誓我要活到杀死那个怪物之时。

一声响亮而邪恶的笑声响彻了静静的夜空。接着我听到怪物的声音：“你决定活下去我很高兴，因为这正是我想要的。”

我朝声音的方向跑去，但没有抓到他。我看着他跑开了，只是他跑得比任何人都快——太快了，我没法赶上他。但我跟踪着他，打那天起我一直在跟踪他。我要活到抓住他的那一天。他希望我尽可能活得长一些，以便我日复一日地感受到他带给我的痛苦和悲伤。他给我留下口信告诉我他在什么地方。他知道我会跟踪他的。

只有在熟睡时我才感到快乐。我梦见我同我的家人们、伊丽莎白和亨利在一起。我醒来时便盼望着死去，盼望着和他们在一起的那一天。

在怪物留下的最后的一个口信中，他告诉我说他要去北方。他是想把我带到寒冷的地方受煎熬，以便让我更加痛苦。我跟踪他来到北方寒冷的地方，并且买了狗和雪橇。直到现在，自打我追赶他的那个时候起，他就一直把我远远地甩到后面。可是狗跑得很快，这让我离他越来越近。不久他便离我只剩下一天的行程了。他在朝大海的方向跑去，而我希望在他到达大海之前抓住他。冰上的追逐持续了三个星期。严寒给我带来了巨大的痛苦，我开始失去信心了。我想我永远也别想追上他了。我的狗再也跑不动了，其中还死了一只。后来我看到在我前面的冰上有个什么东西。那是怪物和他的雪橇。突然间我又充满了希望，于是欢快地大喊了起来。

我离他越来越近。后来刮起了一场大风暴。冰开始破裂，海水载着他离我而去。我的雪橇毁了，狗也都丢了。我被困在一块不断消融的冰上。好几个小时之后，我看见了你们的轮船。接下来的事你都知道了。

我请求你，沃尔顿船长，请你去追上并杀死那个怪物。不要听他说什么。他知道怎样辩解，你可能还会同情他的。但你要记住他是邪恶的，要想到威廉、贾斯汀、亨利·克勒沃、伊丽莎白、我父亲这些人的死……还有我，维克多·弗兰肯斯坦。

我没有更多要说的了；只是我得谢谢你，沃尔顿船长，谢谢你的帮助和善心，也感谢你倾听了我的故事。我想让你叫全世界的人都知道那个怪物对所有的人来说都是个危险。

我知道我只能再活几个小时了，但我能够感觉到我所爱的人们离我近了，因而我欢迎死亡的到来。

再见。这就是维克多·弗兰肯斯坦的故事的结尾。


Captain Walton's Note
沃尔顿船长的记录

Chapter 15

I, Captain Robert Walton, have added this final note to the story. When you have read it, you will know that Victor Frankenstein's story was true.

Victor Frankenstein died a few hours after he had written his last word. I was sad to see him die, because he had become a good friend. But he will not be unhappy or in pain any more, and I am happy for him.

We laid his body in a cabin near my own. Later I heard a voice coming from the cabin. I went into the cabin and saw a huge shape standing over the dead body. I knew that the horrible creature which was standing there was Frankenstein's monster.

'So I have killed you, too,' the monster said to Frankenstein's body. 'Oh, Frankenstein, forgive me. How I wish you, could answer me.'

I went towards him, and said: 'It is too late for Frankenstein to forgive you. He is dead. His pain is ended.'

'You do not know how much pain and unhappiness I have felt,' said the monster. 'I knew that I was doing evil things, but I could not stop myself. Do you think I enjoyed killing people? My heart was made for love, like a man's heart. After I killed Henry Clerval, I hated myself. But I could not stop myself from more murder. Frankenstein would not give me a wife, but he hoped to find happiness with a wife of his own. He was not fair to me. But now it is ended. Frankenstein is the last person I shall kill.

'I have done all those evil things, but am I the only person who has done wrong? I wanted love and friendship. Think about Felix and his family, who hated me after I had given them love. Think about the man who shot me after I had saved his little girl from the river. But I know that I have done evil, and I hate myself more than you hate me. My own death is near. I shall leave this ship and go north, across the ice. I shall build a great fire, and lie down on it to die. I shall welcome the pain of the fire, because it will help me to forget the pain in my heart. I have felt more pain than Frankenstein. And when the fire has died down, I shall be at peace.'

The monster jumped from the cabin window as he said this. He got into the small boat in which he had reached the ship. The sea soon carried him away, and he was lost in the darkness.



note n. short record to help the memory. 笔记。

cabin n. a room on a ship. 船舱。

fair adj. acting in an honest manner. 公平的。


第十五章

我，罗伯特·沃尔顿船长已给该故事加了如下记录。读过后，你就会知道维克多·弗兰肯斯坦的故事是真实的。

维克多·弗兰肯斯坦在写完他最后一个字几小时后便死去了。看到他死去我很伤心，因为他已经成了我的好朋友。然而，他将不再会有伤心和痛苦了，因此我为他而高兴。
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我们把他的尸体放在了我旁边的船舱里。后来我听到了从船舱里发出的响声。我走进那个船舱，看见尸体旁站着一个巨大的身躯。我知道站在那儿的那个恐怖的家伙就是弗兰肯斯坦的那个怪物。

“这样一来我把你也杀了。”怪物对着弗兰肯斯坦的尸体说道，“噢，弗兰肯斯坦，请原谅我。我多么希望你能回答我。”

我走近他说道：“让弗兰肯斯坦原谅你已经太晚了。他已经死了，痛苦已经结束了。”

“你不知道我感受到了多少痛苦和悲伤。”怪物说，“我知道我做的事情是邪恶的，可是我阻止不了我自己。你认为我喜欢杀人吗？我的心是为爱而造的，如同一般人的一样。在我杀死亨利·克勒沃后，我恨我自己，但是我阻止不了自己去杀更多的人。弗兰肯斯坦不肯给我一个妻子，他却想着给自己找个妻子并从那儿找到幸福。他对我不公平。但现在这件事情已经结束了。弗兰肯斯坦将是我杀死的最后一个人。

“我已经做了那么多邪恶的事情，但难道只是我一个人的错吗？我需要爱和友谊。想一想菲力克斯和他的家人：我给了他们爱而他们却恨我。想一想那个男人：我从河里救了他女儿而他却朝我开枪。然而我知道我做了邪恶的事，我因而比你们还要恨我自己。我的死期已经不远了。我将离开轮船越过冰面往北去。我要生一堆大火，然后躺在上面死去。我将欢迎烈火所带来的痛苦，因为它会帮我忘记内心的痛苦。我已经比弗兰肯斯坦忍受了更多的痛苦。在烈火熄灭之时，我也会安宁了。”

怪物边说这些话边从船舱的窗户跳了出去。他上了他曾用来爬上轮船的那只小船。海水很快把他带走，他消失在了黑暗之中。


Exercises

A Checking your understanding

Chapters 1-3 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 The Captain and the sailors all saw the driver of the first sledge.

2 Mrs Frankenstein was Elizabeth's real mother.

3 Mrs Frankenstein hoped that Victor would marry Justine.

4 Frankenstein wanted to use electricity to help people.

5 Frankenstein wanted everyone to know the secret of his machine.

Chapters 4-6 Write answers to these questions.

1 How did Frankenstein get electricity for his machine?

2 What did the monster look like?

3 Why was Elizabeth terribly unhappy at William's death?

4 Why was Justine not there when Victor reached home?

5 'I shall always be gentle to you.' Why did the monster say this?

6 Why did Victor decide to listen to the monster's story?

Chapters 7-9 How much can you remember? Check your answers.

1 How did the monster help Felix's family?

2 Why did the monster hide from the family?

3 How did the monster learn to speak and read?

4 What did the monster want Felix's father to do?

5 Who shot the monster, and why?

6 Where did the monster find the gold chain? What did he do with it?

Chapters 10-12 Who in the story...

1 ... said: 'I will learn to love and be kind'?

2 ... said: 'You must promise to stay away from other people'?

3 ... said: 'I shall be with you on your wedding night'?

4 ... did the monster murder in Scotland?

5 ... took Frankenstein home to Geneva?

6 ... wrote: 'I can only be happy if you are happy'?

Chapters 13-15 Write answers to these questions.

1 Why did Frankenstein hurry back to Geneva after Elizabeth's death?

2 Why did Frankenstein want to stay alive after Elizabeth's death?

3 Why did the monster want Frankenstein to live as long as possible?

4 What did Frankenstein ask Captain Walton to do after his death?

5 How did the monster die?

B Working with language

1 Use these words to join the two sentences together.

although　　while　　when　　because　　so

1 The sailors woke up in the morning. The ice was floating around the ship.

2 Frankenstein could not walk. The sailors carried him onto the ship.

3 Frankenstein studied death. He wanted to learn the secret of life.

4 Frankenstein wrote to his family less often. They did not stop writing to him.

2 Put these sentences in the right order. Check your order with Chapter 13.

The monster watched Frankenstein and Elizabeth through the open window.

Frankenstein searched every corner of the hotel for the monster.

Frankenstein fired at the monster.

Frankenstein ran back to the room.

Elizabeth screamed.

Frankenstein went with the other people to search for the monster.

The monster found Elizabeth alone in the room.

The monster jumped into the lake.

The monster murdered Elizabeth.

C Activities

1 Imagine the conversation between Felix and his blind father after the monster's visit to their house. The old man did not want to run away, but Felix did. Write down their conversation.

2 You are a newspaper reporter. Interview someone who was staying in the hotel on the night of Elizabeth's murder. Write the report of your interview.

3  Frankenstein is one of the first and most famous 'horror' stories. Does it have a message for readers today? Do modern 'horror' stories contain the same ideas? Write a short essay and give your opinions.
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简　介

在加利福尼亚的家里，巴克过着安逸舒适的生活。他是那儿最高大强壮的狗，地位举足轻重。他和孩子们一同散步，在水中嬉戏，冬天的时候他就坐在主人的炉火边取暖。

但是在1897年，人们在育空河发现了金矿，他们需要像巴克这样的狗。于是巴克被从家乡偷运到北方。他在那里学会了拉雪橇，在冰天雪地中日复一日地跋涉。他学会了偷食以慰饥肠，破冰取水解渴，还学会了反击来对付那些欺负他的狗。而且他学得很快。

不久巴克成为了北方所有著名的拉雪橇的狗之一。但是北部是狼群出没的森林，在那里他们对着明月长嗥。野性的呼唤在巴克的梦中回响，越来越响亮……




杰克·伦敦1876年生于旧金山，死于1916年。他出身穷苦，在短暂的一生中有着丰富的经历——海员、工人、育空河的淘金人、旅行家、记者和作家。他写了很多书，其中以《野性的呼唤》和另一本写狗的书《白芳》，最广为流传。	
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1
To the north

Buck did not read the newspapers. He did not know that trouble was coming for every big dog in California. Men had found gold in the Yukon, and these men wanted big, strong dogs to work in the cold and snow of the north.

Buck lived in Mr Miller's big house in the sunny Santa Clara valley. There were large gardens and fields of fruit trees around the house, and a river nearby. In a big place like this, of course, there were many dogs. There were house dogs and farm dogs, but they were not important. Buck was chief dog; he was born here, and this was his place. He was four years old and weighed sixty kilos. He went swimming with Mr Miller's sons, and walking with his daughters. He carried the grandchildren on his back, and he sat at Mr Miller's feet in front of the fire in winter.

But this was 1897, and Buck did not know that men and dogs were hurrying to north-west Canada to look for gold. And he did not know that Manuel, one of Mr Miller's gardeners, needed money for his large family. One day, when Mr Miller was out, Manuel and Buck left the garden together. It was just an evening walk, Buck thought. No one saw them go, and only one man saw them arrive at the railway station. This man talked to Manuel, and gave him some money. Then he tied a piece of rope around Buck's neck.

Buck growled, and was surprised when the rope was pulled hard around his neck. He jumped at the man. The man caught him and suddenly Buck was on his back with his tongue out of his mouth. For a few moments he was unable to move, and it was easy for the two men to put him into the train.

When Buck woke up, the train was still moving. The man was sitting and watching him, but Buck was too quick for him and he bit the man's hand hard. Then the rope was pulled again and Buck had to let go.

That evening, the man took Buck to the back room of a bar in San Francisco. The barman looked at the man's hand and trousers covered in blood.

'How much are they paying you for this?' he asked.

'I only get fifty dollars.'

'And the man who stole him—how much did he get?' asked the barman.

'A hundred. He wouldn't take less.'

'That makes a hundred and fifty. It's a good price for a dog like him. Here, help me to get him into this.'

They took off Buck's rope and pushed him into a wooden box. He spent the night in the box in the back room of the bar. His neck still ached with pain from the rope, and he could not understand what it all meant. What did they want with him, these strange men? And where was Mr Miller?

The next day Buck was carried in the box to the railway station and put on a train to the north. For two days and nights the train travelled north, and for two days and nights Buck neither ate nor drank. Men on the train laughed at him and pushed sticks at him through the holes in the box. For two days and nights Buck got angrier and hungrier and thirstier. His eyes grew red and he bit anything that moved.

In Seattle four men took Buck to a small, high-walled back garden, where a fat man in an old red coat was waiting. Buck was now very angry indeed and he jumped and bit at the sides of his box. The fat man smiled and went to get an axe and a club.

'Are you going to take him out now?' asked one of the men.

'Of course,' answered the fat man, and he began to break the box with his axe.

Immediately the four other men climbed up onto the wall to watch from a safe place.

As the fat man hit the box with his axe, Buck jumped at the sides, growling and biting, pulling with his teeth at the pieces of broken wood. After a few minutes there was a hole big enough for Buck to get out.

'Now, come here, red eyes,' said the fat man, dropping his axe and taking the club in his right hand.

Buck jumped at the man, sixty kilos of anger, his mouth wide open ready to bite the man's neck. Just before his teeth touched the skin, the man hit him with the club. Buck fell to the ground. It was the first time anyone had hit him with a club and he did not understand. He stood up, and jumped again. Again the club hit him and he crashed to the ground. Ten times he jumped at the man, and ten times the club hit him. Slowly he got to his feet, now only just able to stand. There was blood on his nose and mouth and ears. Then the fat man walked up and hit him again, very hard, on the nose. The pain was terrible. Again, Buck jumped at the man and again he was hit to the ground. A last time he jumped, and this time, when the man knocked him down, Buck did not move.

'He knows how to teach a dog a lesson,' said one of the men on the wall. Then the four men jumped down and went back to the station.

'His name is Buck,' said the fat man to himself, reading the letter that had come with the box. 'Well, Buck, my boy,' he said in a friendly voice, 'we've argued a little, and I think the best thing to do now is to stop. Be a good dog and we'll be friends. But if you're a bad dog, I'll have to use my club again. Understand?'

As he spoke, he touched Buck's head, and although Buck was angry inside, he did not move. When the man brought him water and meat, Buck drank and then ate the meat, piece by piece, from the man's hand.

Buck was beaten (he knew that) but he was not broken. He had learnt that a man with a club was stronger than him. Every day he saw more dogs arrive, and each dog was beaten by the fat man. Buck understood that a man with a club must be obeyed, although he did not have to be a friend.

Men came to see the fat man and to look at the dogs. Sometimes they paid money and left with one or more of the dogs. One day a short, dark man came and looked at Buck.

'That's a good dog!' he cried. 'How much do you want for him?'

'Three hundred dollars. It's a good price, Perrault,' said the fat man.

Perrault smiled and agreed that it was a good price. He knew dogs, and he knew that Buck was an excellent dog. 'One in ten thousand,' Perrault said to himself.

Buck saw money put into the fat man's hand, and he was not surprised when he and another dog called Curly were taken away by Perrault. He took them to a ship, and later that day Buck and Curly stood and watched the coast get further and further away. They had seen the warm south for the last time.

Perrault took Buck and Curly down to the bottom of the ship. There they met another man, Francois. Perrault was a French-Canadian, but Francois was half-Indian, tall and dark. Buck learnt quickly that Perrault and Francois were fair men, calm and honest. And they knew everything about dogs.

There were two other dogs on the ship. One was a big dog called Spitz, as white as snow. He was friendly to Buck at first, always smiling. He was smiling when he tried to steal Buck's food at the first meal. Francois was quick and hit Spitz before Buck had time to move. Buck decided that this was fair, and began to like Francois a little.

Dave, the other dog, was not friendly. He wanted to be alone all the time. He ate and slept and was interested in nothing.

One day was very like another, but Buck noticed that the weather was getting colder. One morning, the ship's engines stopped, and there was a feeling of excitement in the ship. Francois leashed the dogs and took them outside. At the first step Buck's feet went into something soft and white. He jumped back in surprise. The soft, white thing was also falling through the air, and it fell onto him. He tried to smell it, and then caught some on his tongue. It bit like fire, and then disappeared. He tried again and the same thing happened. People were watching him and laughing, and Buck felt ashamed, although he did not know why. It was his first snow.



Yukon a river in North America. 育空河。

chief adj. most important; main. 主要的；首要的。

weigh v. show a certain measure when put on scales. 测出重量。

fire n. burning fuel in a furnate for cooking food or heating room. 炉火；取暖装置。

railway station a place where trains stop on a railway line. 火车站。

growl v. (of animal or thunder) make a low threatening sound. 指（动物或雷）作低沉的怒吼声。

jump at sb. 扑向某人。

be unable to do not have the ability, opportunty or authority to do sth.. 无法做某事。

wake up stop sleeping. 醒来。

ache v. suffer from a continuous dull pain 持续地隐隐作痛。

neither... nor... not... and not. 既不……也不……。

laugh at ridicule sb./sth. 取笑；讥笑某人／某事。

bite at sth. try to bite sth., snap at sth.. 去咬某物；突然猛咬某物。

axe n. tool with a handle and a heavy metal blade used for chopping wood. 斧子。

club n. heavy stick with one end thicker than the other, usde as weapon. （一端粗一端细的沉重的）棍棒（可用作武器）。

hit v. strike sb./sth. with a blow. 打、击中某人或某物。

stand up rise to one's feet 起立；站起来。

crash v. fall or strike suddenly and noisily. 突然倒下；撞击（某物）。

walk up approach sb./sth.. 走近某人／某物。

knock down strike sb. to the ground or the floor. 将某人击倒或撞倒在地上。

argue v. express an opposite opinion, exchange angry words, quarrel. 争辩；争吵。

obey v. do what one is told to do 服从；顺从。

agree v. say that one is willing. 同意；愿意。

surprise v. cause (sb.) to shock 使（某人）吃惊。

fair adj. in a fair manner. 公平的；正直的。

friendly adj. showing or expressing, kindness and helpfulness. 亲切的；友好的。

get colder become colder. 变得越来越冷。

leash v. put a leash on 用皮带系住。

surprise n. feeling caused by sth. happening suddenly or unexpectedly. 惊奇；惊讶。

disappear v. no longer be visible. 消失；失踪。


1　北部之旅

巴克不曾读过报纸，他不知道灾难将降临在加州的每一条大狗身上。人们在育空河里发现了金子，他们需要能在北方严寒的冰雪环境中工作的高大强壮的狗。

在阳光明媚的圣克拉拉山谷中，巴克的家就在米勒先生的大房子里。房子的周围是开阔的庄园和种满了果树的田野。一条小河从附近流过。这样一个辽阔的地方，有许许多多狗。诸如看门狗和牧羊犬，但他们是无足轻重的。真正的狗的首领是巴克；他生于斯长于斯。他4岁，体重60公斤。他同米勒先生的儿子一起游泳，也陪着他的女儿们一起去散步，有时还会给米勒先生的孙儿们当马骑。冬天到了，他就偎着炉火蹲坐在米勒先生的脚边。

然而到了1897年，巴克不知道这一年人们都带着狗蜂涌到加拿大西北部寻找金矿。他更不知道，米勒先生的一个园丁曼纽尔需要钱养活他的一大家子。有一天，米勒先生出去了，曼纽尔带着巴克离开了庄园。对于巴克来说，他还以为这只是一次傍晚的散步。没有人看到他们离开，只有一个人看见他们到了火车站。这个人同曼纽尔说了些什么，然后塞给他一些钱，随后就将一条绳子系到巴克的脖子上。
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巴克咆哮起来，却吃惊地发现脖子上的绳索勒得紧紧的。他跳起来直扑向那个人。那人一把抓住了巴克，突然间巴克已仰面朝天摔在地上，舌头都耷拉出来了。过了好一会儿他都动弹不得，于是两个人轻而易举地把他送上了火车。

当巴克醒过来的时候，火车仍然在行进着。那人坐在那儿注视着他，然而巴克却更加迅疾，狠狠地咬住了那人的手。但脖子上的绳索又一次勒住了他，巴克不得不松了口。

那天晚上，那个人把巴克带到旧金山一间酒吧的后屋里。酒吧老板看了看那人血迹斑斑的手和长裤。

“他们付你多少钱？”他问。

“我只挣50美元。”

“那么那个偷狗的人——他赚多少？”酒吧老板问道。

“100美元。少一个子儿他都不干。”

“也就是说150美元。对于这样一条狗可真是个好价钱。这边来，帮我把他弄到这里去。”

他们解开巴克的绳索，把他推进一只木箱里。他在酒吧后屋的那个木箱中过了一夜。他的脖子仍然因为绳子勒过而疼痛不已，而且所有的一切都令他如坠雾里云中。这些陌生人，他们想让他做什么呢？米勒先生又在哪里呢？

第二天巴克被关在木箱里运到火车站，送上了北去的列车。火车向北开了两天两夜。这两天两夜，巴克滴水未进。火车上的人们嘲笑他，把木棍从箱子上的洞口伸进去捅他。这两天两夜，巴克越来越怒火中烧，也越来越饥渴难忍。他红着眼睛，撕咬所有移动的东西。

在西雅图，四个人把巴克抬进一座小小的但却有高高院墙的庄园里。一个身着旧红外套的肥胖男人正等在那里。这当口儿巴克已经愤怒到了极点。他跳着，咬着木箱的边缘。那胖子微微一笑，拿来一把斧子和一根木棍。

“你打算现在就把他放出来吗？”其中一人问道。

“当然。”胖子说。他开始用斧子劈开木箱。

立刻，另外4个人都爬上院墙，从安全的地方观望着。

当那个胖子用斧头劈木箱时，巴克在里面四处跳着、咆哮着、撕咬着，用牙齿扯着碎木片。一会儿，就有了一个大洞，巴克可以钻出来了。

“现在，过来，你这急红了眼的。”那胖子说着扔下斧头，右手抄起木棍。

巴克60公斤的愤怒之躯扑向那人，他大张着嘴准备一口咬住那人的脖子。就在他的牙齿快要碰到皮肤的时候，那人用棍子给了他一下，巴克摔倒在地。这还是头一次有人用棍子打他，他不知所措。他站起来，再次猛扑过去，木棍再次击中了他使他瘫倒在地。他扑了10次，木棍打了他10次。他慢慢地站起来，现在他仅能勉强站住。鲜血从他的口鼻和耳朵中涌出来。然后那人走上前又打他，狠狠地击中了他的鼻子。剧痛袭来，巴克再一次扑向那人，但他又被打倒在地。最后一次他扑上去，而这一次，当那人把他打倒时，巴克再也没有动弹一下。

“他可知道如何把狗制得服服帖帖的。”墙上的一个人说。然后这4个人跳下来，回车站去了。

“他的名字叫巴克。”那胖子自言自语道，读着写在木箱上的字母。“咳，巴克，我的孩子，”他用友好的语气说道，“我们有场小小的争斗，现在我想我们最好停战。做一只好狗，我们会成为朋友的。但是你要是使坏，我就不得不再用棍子对付你，明白吗？”

他一边说，一边抚摸着巴克的头。虽然巴克愤恨难平，他却没有再反抗。当那人给他拿来水和肉时，巴克喝了水，又从那人的手上一片又一片地吃肉。

巴克挨了打（他现在知道怎么回事了），但他并未就此垮掉。他知道拿棍子的人比他强大。每一天他都看见许多狗被送进来。每条狗都被那胖子痛打。巴克明白了他必须听从拿棍子的人，虽然那人不一定是朋友。

人们来找胖子看狗。有时他们付钱后牵走一只或更多的狗。一天，一个又矮又黑的人来了，他看见了巴克。

“那可是条好狗！”他叫道，“你卖多少钱？”

“300美元。这是个好价钱，佩罗。”那胖子说。

佩罗笑了，他知道这价钱合适。他是选狗的行家里手，清楚巴克是一条优秀的狗。“万里挑一。”佩罗心里说。

巴克看见那胖子收了钱，并且当他和另一条叫科莉的狗被佩罗带走时，他对此已经不以为奇了。他把他们带上船，那天巴克和科莉站在船上看着越来越远的海岸，这是他们最后一次看见温暖的南方了。

佩罗把巴克和科莉带到船尾，在那里他们见到另一个人，弗朗索瓦斯。佩罗是法国与加拿大的混血儿，弗朗索瓦斯则有一半印第安人的血统，长得又黑又高。巴克很快就了解到佩罗和费朗索瓦斯为人不错，沉稳可靠。他们对于狗的习性可谓了如指掌。

船上还有两只别的狗。其中一只大狗叫斯皮兹，浑身雪白。他起初对巴克倒挺友好，时时冲他微笑致意。但吃第一顿饭时，他就企图偷吃巴克的食物，而脸上居然还微笑着。在巴克还来不及采取任何行动之前，弗朗索瓦斯就迅速给了斯皮兹一下。巴克觉得这事处理得挺公道，他对弗朗索瓦斯有了一点儿好感。

另一只狗戴夫并不友善。他喜欢独自待着。他除了吃就是睡，对一切都漠不关心。

日子在平静中一天天地过去，但巴克留意到天气在渐渐地变冷。一个早晨，船的马达终于停止了，船上有一种令人兴奋的气氛。弗朗索瓦斯用绳子拴住狗，把他们带出船舱。巴克一迈脚就陷进一种轻软洁白的东西里，他惊恐地跳了回去。那轻软洁白的东西也正从空中飘下来，落在他的身上。他尝试着嗅嗅它，然后又用舌头舔舔它，那东西嚼起来像火一样灼烧，但转瞬就无影无踪了。他又试了试，还是同样的结果。人们看着他笑了起来。虽然巴克不知道为什么，但他害了羞。这毕竟是他第一次接触到雪。


2
The law of club and tooth

Buck's first day at Dyea Beach was terrible. Every hour there was some new, frightening surprise. There was no peace, no rest—only continual noise and movement. And every minute there was danger, because these dogs and men were not town dogs and men. They knew only the law of club and tooth.

Buck had never seen dogs fight like these dogs; they were like wolves. In a few minutes he learnt this from watching Curly. She tried to make friends with a dog, a big one, although not as big as she was. There was no warning. The dog jumped on Curly, his teeth closed together, then he jumped away, and Curly's face was torn open from eye to mouth.

Wolves fight like this, biting and jumping away, but the fight did not finish then. Thirty or forty more dogs ran up and made a circle around the fight, watching silently. Curly tried to attack the dog who had bitten her; he bit her a second time, and jumped away. When she attacked him again, he knocked her backwards, and she fell on the ground. She never stood up again, because this was what the other dogs were waiting for. They moved in, and in a moment she was under a crowd of dogs.

It was all very sudden. Buck saw Spitz run out from the crowd with his tongue out of his mouth, laughing. Then he saw Francois with an axe, and two or three other men with clubs jump in among the dogs. Two minutes later the last of the dogs was chased away. But Curly lay dead in the snow, her body torn almost to pieces. Curly's death often came back to Buck in his dreams. He understood that once a dog was down on the ground, he was dead. He also remembered Spitz laughing, and from that moment he hated him.

Then Buck had another surprise. Francois put a harness on him. Buck had seen harnesses on horses, and now he was made to work like a horse, pulling Francois on a sledge into the forest and returning with wood for the fire. Buck worked with Spitz and Dave. The two other dogs had worked in a harness before, and Buck learnt by watching them. He also learnt to stop and turn when Francois shouted.

'Those three are very good dogs,' Francois told Perrault. 'That Buck pulls very well, and he's learning quickly.'

Perrault had important letters and official papers to take to Dawson City, so that afternoon he bought two more dogs, two brothers called Billee and Joe. Billee was very friendly, but Joe was the opposite. In the evening Perrault bought one more dog, an old dog with one eye. His name was Solleks, which means The Angry One. Like Dave, he made no friends; all he wanted was to be alone.

That night Buck discovered another problem. Where was he going to sleep? Francois and Perrault were in their tent, but when he went in, they shouted angrily and threw things at him. Outside it was very cold and windy. He lay down in the snow, but he was too cold to sleep.

He walked around the tents trying to find the other dogs. But, to his surprise, they had disappeared. He walked around Perrault's tent, very, very cold, wondering what to do. Suddenly, the snow under his feet fell in, and he felt something move. He jumped back, waiting for the attack, but heard only a friendly bark. There, in a warm hole under the snow, was Billee.

So that was what you had to do. Buck chose a place, dug himself a hole and in a minute he was warm and asleep. He slept well, although his dreams were bad.

When he woke up, at first he did not know where he was. It had snowed in the night and the snow now lay thick and heavy above him. Suddenly he was afraid—the fear of a wild animal when it is caught and cannot escape. Growling, he threw himself at the snow, and a moment later, he had jumped upwards into the daylight. He saw the tents and remembered everything, from the time he had gone for a walk with Manuel to the moment he had dug the hole the night before.

'What did I say?' shouted Francois to Perrault, when he saw Buck come up out of the snow. 'That Buck learns quickly.'

Perrault smiled slowly. He was carrying important papers, and he needed good dogs. He was very pleased to have Buck.

They bought three more dogs that morning, and a quarter of an hour later all nine dogs were in harness and on their way up the Dyea Canyon. Buck was not sorry to be moving, and although it was hard work, he almost enjoyed it. He was also surprised to see that Dave and Sol-leks no longer looked bored and miserable. Pulling in a harness was their job, and they were happy to do it.

Dave was sledge-dog, the dog nearest to the sledge. In front of him was Buck, then came Sol-leks. In front of them were the six other dogs, with Spitz as leader at the front. Francois had put Buck between Dave and Sol-leks because they could teach him the work. Buck learnt well, and they were good teachers. When Buck pulled the wrong way, Dave always bit his leg, but only lightly. Once, when they stopped, Buck got tied up in his harness, and it took ten minutes to get started again. Both Dave and Sol-leks gave him a good beating for that mistake. Buck understood, and was more careful after that.

It was a hard day's journey, up the Dyea Canyon and into the mountains. They camped that night at Lake Bennett. Here there were thousands of gold miners. They were building boats to sail up the lake when the ice melted in the spring. Buck made his hole in the snow and slept well, but was woken up very early and harnessed to the sledge. The first day they had travelled on snow that had been hardened by many sledges and they covered sixty kilometres. But the next day, and for days afterwards, they were on new snow. The work was harder and they went slowly. Usually, Perrault went in front, on snowshoes, flattening the snow a little for the dogs. Francois stayed by the sledge. Sometimes the two men changed places, but there were many small lakes and rivers, and Perrault understood ice better. He always knew when the ice across a river was very thin.

Day after day Buck pulled in his harness. They started in the morning before it was light, and they stopped in the evening after dark, ate a piece of fish, and went to sleep in their holes under the snow. Buck was always hungry. Francois gave him 750 grams of dried fish a day, and it was never enough. The other dogs were given only 500 grams; they were smaller and could stay alive on less food.

Buck learnt to eat quickly; if he was too slow, the other dogs stole his food. He saw Pike, one of the new dogs, steal some meat from the sledge when Perrault wasn't looking. The next day Buck stole some and got away unseen. Perrault was very angry, but he thought another dog, Dub, had taken it and so punished him instead of Buck.

Buck was learning how to live in the north. In the south he had never stolen, but there he had never been so hungry. He stole cleverly and secretly, remembering the beatings from the man with the club. Buck was learning the law of club and tooth.

He learnt to eat any food—anything that he could get his teeth into. He learnt to break the ice on water holes with his feet when he wanted to drink. He was stronger, harder, and could see and smell better than ever before. In a way, he was remembering back to the days when wild dogs travelled in packs through the forest, killing for meat as they went. It was easy for him to learn to fight like a wolf, because it was in his blood. In the evenings, when he pointed his nose at the moon and howled long and loud, he was remembering the dogs and wolves that had come before him.



frightening adj. causing fear; alarming. 引起恐惧的。

continual adj. repeatedly. 一再重复的。

wolf n. 狼（复数wolves）。

make friends with become a friend of sb.. 成为某人的朋友。

wait for stay where one is. 等待；等候。

harness n. 马具；挽具；v. 给……上挽具，套上（马等）。

sledge n. 雪橇；雪车。

turn v. change position or direction so as to face in the specified direction. 转向；转弯。

official papers 正式文件；官方文件。

opposite n. one that is entirely different from or contrary, to another. 完全不同；相反。

windy adj. with much wind 多风的。

too... to... so... that one cannot do sth. 太……以至于不能……。

to one's surprise surprisingly. 令某人吃惊的是。

bark n. sharp harsh sound made by dogs and foxes. 犬吠声；狐狸的嗥叫声。

daylight n. light during daytime. 日光；白天。

dig v. make a hole 挖（洞）。

on the/one's way in the process of going or coming. 在路上。

bore v. make sb. feel tired and uninterested by being dull. （因单调）使人感到厌烦。

get tied up being bound with rope, so that he cannot move or escape. 被捆绑住。

harden v. become hard, strong. 变硬；变坚强。

flatten v. become or make (sth.) flat. 使（某物）变平。

hungry adj. starving 挨饿的；饥饿的。

steal v. take (one's property) secretly without permission or legal right. 偷（他人财物）。

instead of a replacement to sb./sth.. 作为某人／某物的替换。

in the south 在南方，南部。

smell v. notice sth./sb. by using the nose. 闻出；嗅出某人／某物的气味。

pack n. group of wild animals that hunt together. （野兽的）一群。

point... at.. aim or direct sth.. 瞄准；对准。


2　暴力原则

巴克在戴依海岸的第一天糟透了。每时每刻都会有令他惊恐而又新奇的东西。这里没有和平，也没有休憩——只有无休止的喧嚣和来来往往。在这里每一分钟都会有危险，因为这些人和狗都不是来自城镇，他们只认得大棒和牙齿。

巴克从未见过像这群狗一样争斗的狗，他们像狼一样凶狠。不过几分钟，他便从科莉的遭遇中悟出了这个道理。她试图同一只狗做朋友，一只大狗，虽然他不及科莉块头大；但连警告都没有，这只狗猛地扑向科莉，犬牙交错。然后他跳到一边，而科莉的脸从眼睛到嘴都被撕开了。

狼才这样攻击，撕咬后就跳开，但是战斗并未结束。三四十条狗跑过来，围着战场站成一圈，静静地观望着。科莉想反击那条咬她的狗；他又一次咬住了她，然后跳开。当她再度进攻时，他把她向后撞倒在地。她再也没有站起来，因为这正是其它的狗等待的。他们冲了进来，瞬间，她就身处在群狗的撕扯践踏之下了。

这一切都发生得那么突然。巴克看见斯皮兹从狗群中跑出来，耷拉着舌头，脸上还挂着微笑。然后他看见弗朗索瓦斯手拿斧头和另外两三个拿着木棍的人跳进狗群。两分钟之后，最后一只狗也被赶开了。但是科莉已经躺在雪地上，死了，她几乎被撕成了碎片。科莉之死后来常常出现在巴克的梦中。他明白一旦一条狗倒在地上，就意味着死亡。他还记得斯皮兹的笑容，从那时起，他对他生出一种仇恨来。

这之后，巴克又遇到一件新奇的事。弗朗索瓦斯把挽具套到他的身上。巴克以前只看见马被套上马具，而现在他不得不像马一样工作了，把弗朗索瓦斯用雪橇拉进森林，然后再装满木头拉回来生火用。巴克和斯皮兹还有戴夫一起工作。这两条狗以前拉过雪橇，于是巴克就通过模仿他们来学习。他还学会了听从弗朗索瓦斯的指示停步和转弯。

“这三条狗可真不赖，”弗朗索瓦斯告诉佩罗，“那个巴克拉得非常好，他一学就会。”

佩罗要把一些重要的信件和官方文件带到道桑镇去，所以那天下午他又买了两只狗。这两个是同胞兄弟，分别叫贝利和乔。贝利性情很随和，乔则正相反。一天晚上，佩罗又买了一只独眼老狗，他叫索拉克斯，意思是“愤怒者”，同戴夫一样，他喜欢独来独往，没有朋友。

那天晚上巴克遇到另一个难题。他该去哪儿睡觉呢？弗朗索瓦斯和佩罗睡在帐篷里，可是当他走进去时，他们生气地冲他叫嚷着，扔东西撵他。外面是酷冷和狂风的世界。他躺在雪地上，但是冻得睡不着。

他围着帐篷打转儿，想找到自己的同伴。但是，让他吃惊的是，所有的狗都不见了踪影。他围着佩罗的帐篷走着，那是何等的寒冷啊，可是他却不知所措。突然，他脚下的雪地塌陷了下去，他踩在一个活物上。他向后跳开，等着一场恶斗。但是他却听见一声友好的低吠。原来是贝利躺在雪地下一个温暖的洞穴里。

[image: alt]

这就是不得已而为之的事情。巴克选了一个地方，挖了一个洞，不一会儿他就暖暖和和地睡着了。他睡得很香，尽管做了很多噩梦。

当他醒过来的时候，起初不知自己身在何处。雪下了一整夜，积雪又厚又重地压在身上。蓦地，他感到了恐惧——一种野兽被抓住而无从脱身的恐惧。咆哮着，他用身体撞着积雪。一会儿，他就跳了上来，外面已经是白昼了。他看见帐篷，记起了发生的每一件事，从他和曼纽尔散步的那一刻起直到前一夜他挖洞睡觉的时候。

“我说什么来着，”弗朗索瓦斯看见巴克从雪里跳出来时嚷道，“那个巴克一学就会！”

佩罗慢慢地绽开了笑容。他随身带着重要的文件，需要优秀的狗。有巴克在着实令他高兴。

那个早晨，他们又买了3条狗。一刻钟之后，9条狗都套上了挽具，直奔泰依峡谷而去。巴克并不觉得奔跑是一件坏事情，虽然这活儿不轻，他却几乎着了迷。让他更惊奇的是他看到戴夫和索拉克斯不再萎靡不振，无精打采。套上挽具拉雪橇是他们的工作，他们是乐此不疲的。

戴夫最靠近雪橇，也就是所谓的雪橇狗。他前面是巴克，然后是索拉克斯。他们的前面是另外6条狗，斯皮兹跑在最前头，他是领队。弗朗索瓦斯把巴克放到戴夫和索拉克斯之间，因为他们能教他如何工作。巴克学得很好，而他俩也是好老师。当巴克拉错的时候，戴夫就咬他的腿，但只是轻轻的。有一次，当他们停下来时，巴克在挽具里扭了结，他们花了10分钟才重新起程。戴夫和索拉克斯为此狠狠揍了他一顿，但巴克自知罪责难逃，从此更加倍小心。

这一天旅途异常辛劳，翻过泰依峡谷进入山区。那晚他们在贝耐湖湖边宿营。这儿有成千上万的淘金者。他们正在建造小船准备着春天冰雪消融时过河。巴克挖了一个雪洞，美美地睡了一觉，但他很早就被叫起来套上挽具拉雪橇。第一天，他们在雪地里奔波，雪已经被数百个雪橇碾过，压得结结实实的，他们赶了60公里路。但是第二天和以后的日子里，他们在新雪上奔跑。这工作非常辛苦，他们进程缓慢。通常是由佩罗穿着雪地靴走在前面，为狗把雪地踏得平实一些。弗朗索瓦斯待在雪橇上，有时他们调换一下。但佩罗对付冰比较在行，而路上有许多小湖泊和河流。他总是知道什么时候河上的冰层最薄。

巴克日复一日地拉着雪橇。他们天不亮就起程，直走到日落西山才停下来，吃一点鱼，然后钻到雪洞里睡觉。巴克总是吃不饱。弗朗索瓦斯一天喂给他750克干鱼，但他仍然不够吃。其余的狗每天只能得到500克鱼吃；他们体型较小，进食少一些仍可以生存。

巴克学会了快速进食；因为如果他吃得慢了，别的狗就会偷他的食物吃。他见到新来的狗中一只叫派克的趁佩罗没看着时从雪橇上偷肉吃。第二天巴克也偷了嘴，但没有被发觉。佩罗非常生气，但他以为是另一条叫达布的狗干的，他教训了它一顿，而巴克得以幸免。

巴克适应了北方的生存方式。在南方他从未干过偷窃的行当，但在那儿他也从来不用饿肚子。他偷得巧妙又隐蔽，牢牢记着那个拿大棒的男人给他的痛打。巴克正在学会如何对付大棒和牙齿。

他学会了吃各种食物——只要他咬得动的任何东西。他学会了用脚破冰取水来解渴。他变得更加强壮、威猛，嗅觉和视觉也比以前更发达了。从某种意义上说，他在逐渐地回忆起以前的野狗穿梭在丛林中捕食的日子。对他来说，学会像狼一样厮杀易如反掌，因为这是与他血脉相通的本性。晚上，当他仰首望月，凄厉地长嗥时，他记起来他的祖先。


3
The wild animal

The wild animal was strong in Buck, and as he travelled across the snow, it grew stronger and stronger. And as Buck grew stronger, he hated Spitz more and more, although he was careful never to start a fight.

But Spitz was always showing his teeth to Buck, trying to start a fight. And Buck knew that if he and Spitz fought, one of them would die.

The fight almost happened one night when they stopped by Lake Laberge. There was heavy snow and it was very cold. The lake was frozen and Francois, Perrault, and the dogs had to spend the night on the ice, under a big rock. Buck had made a warm hole in the snow and was sorry to leave it to get his piece of fish. But when he had eaten, and returned to his hole, he found Spitz in it. Buck had tried not to fight Spitz before, but this was too much. He attacked him angrily. Spitz was surprised. He knew Buck was big, but he didn't know he was so wild. Francois was surprised too, and guessed why Buck was angry.

'Go on Buck!' he shouted. 'Fight him, the dirty thief!'

Spitz was also ready to fight, and the two dogs circled one another, looking for the chance to jump in. But suddenly there was a shout from Perrault, and they saw eighty or a hundred dogs around the sledge. The dogs came from an Indian village, and they were searching for the food that they could smell on the sledge. Perrault and Francois tried to fight them off with their clubs, but the dogs, made crazy by the smell of the food, showed their teeth and fought back.

Buck had never seen dogs like these. They were all skin and bone, but hunger made them fight like wild things. Three of them attacked Buck and in seconds his head and legs were badly bitten. Dave and Sol-leks stood side by side, covered in blood, fighting bravely. Joe and Pike jumped on one dog, and Pike broke its neck with one bite. Buck caught another dog by the neck and tasted blood. He threw himself on the next one, and then felt teeth in his own neck. It was Spitz, attacking him from the side.

Perrault and Francois came to help with clubs, but then they had to run back to save the food. It was safer for the nine sledge-dogs to run away across the lake. Several of them were badly hurt, and they spent an unhappy night hiding among the trees.

At first light they returned to the sledge and found Perrault and Francois tired and angry. Half their food was gone. The Indian dogs had even eaten one of Perrault's shoes. Francois looked at his dogs unhappily.

'Ah, my friends,' he said softly, 'Perhaps those bites will make you ill. What do you think, Perrault?'

Perrault said nothing. They still had six hundred kilometres to travel, and he hoped very much that his sledge-dogs had not caught rabies from the Indian dogs.

The harness was torn and damaged and it was two hours before they were moving, travelling slowly and painfully over the most difficult country that they had been in.

The Thirty Mile River was not frozen. It ran too fast to freeze. They spent six days trying to find a place to cross, and every step was dangerous for dogs and men. Twelve times they found ice bridges across the river, and Perrault walked carefully onto them, holding a long piece of wood. And twelve times he fell through a bridge and was saved by the piece of wood, which caught on the sides of the hole. But the temperature was 45° below zero. and each time Perrault fell into the water, he had to light a fire to dry and warm himself. Once, the sledge fell through the ice, with Dave and Buck, and they were covered in ice by the time Perrault and Francois pulled them out of the river. Again, a fire was needed to save them. Another time, Spitz and the dogs in front fell through the ice—Buck and Dave and Francois at the sledge had to pull backwards. That day they travelled only four hundred metres.

When they got to the Hootalinqua and good ice, Buck and the other dogs were very, very tired. But they were late, so Perrault made them run faster. In three days they went a hundred and eighty kilometres and reached the Five Fingers.

The other dogs had hard feet from years of pulling sledges, but Buck's feet were still soft from his easy life down south. All day he ran painfully, and when they camped for the night, he lay down like a dead dog. He was hungry, but he was too tired to walk to the fish, so Francois brought it to him. One day Francois made four little shoes for him, and this made Buck much more comfortable. Francois forgot the shoes one morning, and Buck refused to move. He lay on his back with his feet in the air, until Francois put the shoes on. Later his feet grew harder and the shoes were not needed.

One morning, at the Pelly River, a dog called Dolly went suddenly mad. She howled long and loud like a wolf and then jumped at Buck. Buck ran, with Dolly one step behind him. She could not catch him, but he could not escape from her. They ran half a kilometre, and then Buck heard Francois call to him. He turned and ran towards the man sure that Francois would save him. Francois stood, holding his axe, and as Buck passed, the axe crashed down on Dolly's head.

Buck fell down by the sledge, too tired to move. Immediately, Spitz attacked him and bit his helpless enemy twice, as hard as he could. But Francois saw this, and gave Spitz a terrible beating for it.

'He's a wild dog, that Spitz,' said Perrault. 'One day he'll kill Buck.'

'Buck is wilder,' replied Francois. 'I've been watching him. One day he'll get very angry and he'll fight Spitz; and he'll win.'

Francois was right. Buck wanted to be lead-dog. Spitz knew this and hated him. Buck started to help the other dogs when Spitz punished them for being lazy. One morning, Pike refused to get up, and Spitz looked for him everywhere. When he found him, he jumped at him. But suddenly, Buck attacked Spitz. The other dogs saw this, and it became more and more difficult for Spitz to lead them. But the days passed without a chance for a fight, and soon they were pulling into Dawson City on a cold grey afternoon.

They stayed in Dawson for seven days. When they left, Perrault was carrying some more very important papers, and he wanted to travel back as fast as possible.

They travelled eighty kilometres the first day, and the same the second. But it was difficult work for Francois. Buck and Spitz hated each other, and the other dogs were not afraid of Spitz any more. One night Pike stole half a fish from Spitz, and ate it standing next to Buck. And every time Buck went near Spitz, he growled and the hair on his back stood up angrily. The other dogs fought in their harnesses and Francois often had to stop the sledge. He knew that Buck was the problem, but Buck was too clever for him and Francois never saw him actually starting a fight.

One night in camp, the dogs saw a snow rabbit and in a second they were all chasing it, with Spitz in front. Nearby was another camp, with fifty dogs, who also joined the chase. The rabbit was running fast on top of the snow, but the snow was soft, and it was more difficult for the dogs. When Spitz caught the rabbit, throwing it in the air with his teeth. Buck was just behind. Spitz stopped, and Buck hit him, very hard. The two dogs fell in the snow. Spitz bit Buck very quickly, twice, and then jumped away, watching carefully.

The time had come, and Buck knew that either he or Spitz must die. They watched one another, circling slowly. The moon was shining brightly on the snow, and in the cold still air not a leaf moved on the trees. The other dogs finished eating the rabbit and then turned to watch.

Spitz was a good fighter. He was full of hate and anger, but he was also intelligent. Every time Buck tried to bite his throat, he met Spitz's own teeth. Then, each time Buck attacked, Spitz moved and bit him on the side as he passed. After a few minutes, Buck was covered in blood. He attacked again, but this time turned at the last minute and went under Spitz, biting his left front leg. The bone broke, and Spitz was standing on three legs. Buck tried to knock Spitz down, and then repeated his earlier attack and broke Spitz's right front leg.

There was no hope for Spitz now. Buck got ready for his final attack, while the circle of sixty dogs watched, and crowded nearer and nearer, waiting for the end. At last Buck jumped, in and out, and Spitz went down in the snow. A second later the waiting pack was on top of him, and Spitz had disappeared. Buck stood and watched. The wild animal had made its kill.



careful adj. take care. 小心；当心；警惕。

attack v. to hurt sb./sth.. 攻击；进攻。

angrily adv. filled with anger. 生气地；愤怒地；发怒地。

guess v. to form (a judgment) without knowing all the facts. 猜想；推测。

circle v. move in or form a circle around sb./sth.. 围绕某人／某物。n. 圆；圈；环。

search v. exam（a thing or place) carefully in order to find sb./sth.. 搜查；搜索。

in seconds in a short time. 一会儿；片刻。

side by side close together, facing in the same direction. 肩并肩地。

difficult adj. not easy 不易的；困难的。

freeze v. (of water) change or be changed from liquid to solid by extreme cold. 结冰；凝固。

camp v. put up a tent or tents. 宿营。

lie down to be in a flat resting position. 躺下。

comfortable adj. having pleasant bodily relaxation. 使人舒服的。

save v. make sb. safe. 拯救；援救。

terrible adj. hard to bear. 难以忍受的。

punish sb. for fine sb. for wrong doing. 因……而处罚某人。

carry v. take from one place to another. 携带。

rabbit n. 兔子。

chase v. follow in order to capture or kill; hunt. 追捕；捕猎。

either... or... used to show a choice of two alternatives. 或……或……。

finish doing bring sth. to an end 结束；完成（某事）。

intelligent adj. showing the power of learning, understanding and reasoning. 有才智的；有头脑的；聪明的。

throat n. front part of the neck. 咽喉；喉头。


3　野性

巴克身上有着强烈的野性。当他在雪野上奔跑时，这野性也就越来越强烈。在他日益强壮的同时，虽然他加倍小心不挑起争端，但他对斯皮兹的仇恨也与日俱增。

但是斯皮兹却常常对着巴克龇牙咧嘴，试图找碴儿打架。巴克心中很清楚，两犬相争，必有一死。

一天晚上，当他们停驻在雷伯格湖畔的时候，一场恶战一触即发。那里天寒地冻，积雪深厚。湖面冻住了，弗朗索瓦斯、佩罗和狗们不得不在冰上的一个巨岩下过夜。巴克在雪下为自己做了一个暖和的洞穴，这使他很不情愿起身去吃掉自己的那份鱼。但当他吃完回到洞里时，发现斯皮兹已经占据了那里。以前，巴克总是避免同斯皮兹冲突。但这一次却忍无可忍，他愤怒地进攻了。斯皮兹吃了一惊。他知道巴克个头高大，却未料到他这样凶猛。弗朗索瓦斯也吃惊不小，他猜到了巴克为什么生气。

“上，巴克！”他喊道，“教训教训他，这下流坯。”

斯皮兹做好了迎战的准备。两条狗一个接一个地兜着圈子，寻找出击的机会。但是突然，佩罗叫了起来。然后他们看见有80到100多条狗围上了雪橇。这些狗来自一个印第安村落，他们在找食物时嗅到了雪橇。佩罗和弗朗索瓦斯试图用木棍吓退他们，但是那些狗被食物的气味刺激地发了疯，他们露出牙齿进行反击。

巴克从未看见过这样的狗。他们瘦骨嶙峋，但是饥饿使他们如野兽一样凶猛。其中3条狗进攻巴克。不过几秒钟，他的头和腿就受了重伤。戴夫和索拉克斯并肩作战，浴血奋斗。乔和派克扑倒了一条狗。派克一口咬断了他的脖子，巴克咬住了另一条狗的脖子，尝到了鲜血的滋味。他又扑向另一条狗，却感到自己的脖子被咬住了，那是斯皮兹从边上偷袭他。

佩罗和弗朗索瓦斯手拿木棍来帮忙。但他们不得不跑回去抢救食物。对于这9条拉雪橇的狗来说，从湖上逃开更安全些。因为其中几个已受了重伤。他们在树林中藏身，度过了一个不快的夜晚。

在黎明第一道曙光中，他们回到了雪橇处，发现佩罗和弗朗索瓦斯疲惫不堪，怒火中烧，他们的一半食物都没有了。那群印第安狗甚至吃掉了佩罗的一只鞋子。弗朗索瓦斯悲伤地看着他的狗。

“唉，我的朋友们，”他轻声说道，“这些伤口可能会让你们生病的。你说呢，佩罗？”

佩罗一言不发。他们还有600公里路，他不希望自己的狗从印第安狗那里染上狂犬病。

挽具已被扯得七零八落。他们花了两个小时才起程赶路。在他们旅途中最艰难的地段中缓慢而艰难地跋涉。

“30里河”没有结冰，因为它的流速太快了。他们花了6天工夫企图找到一处过河的地方——每一步对于人和狗来说都险象环生。12次他们都发现了河上的冰桥，佩罗小心翼翼地走上去，手持一块木板，12次他都跌了下去，幸而有木板的边缘撑住冰洞，佩罗才得以生还。但是由于气温只有零下45℃，所以佩罗每次落水，都不得不生火烤干自己。一次，雪橇连带着戴夫、巴克一同掉到冰层下。当佩罗和弗朗索瓦斯把他们救上来时，他们从头到脚都结了冰。他们不得不再次生火取暖。又一次，斯皮兹和前面的狗跌入了冰里——巴克、戴夫和雪橇上的弗朗索瓦斯不得不费力把他们拽回来，那天他们只走了400米。

当他们到达呼塔林格时，冰层很厚，巴克和其余的狗已经筋疲力竭了。可是由于他们已经耽误了，所以佩罗驱赶他们跑得更快一些。3天时间里，他们赶了180公里路，抵达一个叫“五指”的地方。

别的狗由于长年拉雪橇，脚上已经磨出了茧子。但巴克的脚却由于在南方舒适的生活而非常娇嫩；一整天他都忍着痛苦奔跑，但当他们晚上安营休息时，他像死狗一样瘫在地上。他饿极了，但极度的疲惫让他连起身吃鱼的力气都没有了。于是，弗朗索瓦斯把鱼拿过去喂给他吃。一天，弗朗索瓦斯做了4只小鞋给他。这使巴克比以前好受多了。一天早晨，弗朗索瓦斯忘记给他穿鞋子，巴克就四脚朝天地躺在地上，直到弗朗索瓦斯把鞋子给他穿上。后来他的脚比以前厚实多了，鞋子就不需要了。

[image: alt]

一天早晨，在佩利河，一条叫多利的狗突然发了疯。她像狼一样凄厉地长嗥着，向巴克扑去。巴克拔脚就逃，而多利紧追不舍。她无法抓住他，但他同样不能摆脱她。他们追跑了半公里，巴克听见弗朗索瓦斯在叫他。他掉头向他跑去。他知道弗朗索瓦斯肯定是要救他。弗朗索瓦斯站在那里，拿着斧头，当巴克跑过去之后，他用斧子一下子劈碎了多利的脑壳。

巴克扑倒在雪橇边，疲惫地再也动弹不得。立刻，斯皮兹偷袭了他，用尽全身的力气，狠狠地咬了他已经无力反抗的敌人两次。但弗朗索瓦斯看到了这一幕，他狠狠揍了斯皮兹一顿。

“那个斯皮兹简直是条野狗。”佩罗说，“总有一天他会杀了巴克的。”

“巴克更野。”弗朗索瓦斯说道，“我一直在观察他，有一天他气极了就会和斯皮兹决一雌雄的，我包他会赢。”

弗朗索瓦斯说对了，巴克想做一名头狗。斯皮兹知道这一点并因此而憎恨他。当别的狗由于偷懒而受到斯皮兹的惩罚时，巴克却纵容他们。有个早晨，派克不愿起来，斯皮兹到处找他。当他发现派克后，就向他扑了过去；但突然，巴克袭击了斯皮兹，其它的狗都看出了他们的对立，对斯皮兹来说领导他们越来越难了。但是，时间一天天地过去，他们没有机会打架。不久，在一个灰冷的下午，他们到达了道桑镇。

他们在道桑逗留了7天。离开的时候，佩罗带了更多极其重要的文件，他希望能够尽早赶回去。

第一天，他们赶了80公里路，第二天如是。但对于弗朗索瓦斯来说却是件苦差。巴克和斯皮兹彼此仇恨。而斯皮兹对其余的狗来说也失去了他的权威性。一天晚上，派克从斯皮兹那里偷了半条鱼，公然站在巴克旁边吃起来。每一次巴克接近斯皮兹的时候，他就会咆哮起来，背上的毛发因愤怒而倒竖起来。其余的狗也套着挽具打架。弗朗索瓦斯不得不经常停下雪橇，他知道问题出在巴克身上，但是巴克非常聪明，弗朗索瓦斯从未抓住他挑起事端的时候。

一天晚上在营地，狗群发现了一只雪兔。立刻他们就开始追逐，斯皮兹打头。附近还有另一个营地，那儿的50条狗也加入了追逐的行列。兔子在雪地上迅速地飞掠而过，但松软的雪却不利于狗的奔跑，当斯皮兹擒住雪兔时，他用牙齿叨住它又把它扔到了空中，巴克随后也赶到了。斯皮兹停住脚，巴克凶猛地扑了过来。两只狗在雪地上翻滚。斯皮兹迅速地咬了巴克两次，然后跳开，仔细地观察着。

机会终于来了。巴克知道他和斯皮兹中有一个必死无疑，他们观察着对方，慢慢地兜着圈子。明亮的月光映着雪野，空气冰冷静止，甚至连树上的叶子也纹丝不动。其余的狗吃完了雪兔都转过身来观阵。

斯皮兹是一个打架的好手。他尽管满腹怒火和仇恨，却同时非常机智。每次巴克试图咬他的咽喉时，他就会撞上斯皮兹的牙齿。然后，每一次巴克袭击时，斯皮兹让过他，然后在他擦身而过时在另一边咬他。不消几分钟，巴克就浑身是血。他再次出击，但在最后关头他突然掉头扑向斯皮兹的下身，咬住了他的左前腿。骨头被咬碎了，斯皮兹3条腿站在那里。巴克试图把斯皮兹撞倒，然后像前一次出击一样，咬碎了斯皮兹的右前腿。

现在斯皮兹已回天乏术。巴克业已做好最后一击的准备。而另外60条狗围成一圈观望着，圈子越来越小，等着战斗的结束。最后巴克跳起来，一进一退之时，斯皮兹已倒在雪地上，不过一秒钟光景他就葬身在狗群之下了，斯皮兹从此渺无踪影。巴克站在那里冷眼旁观。这野性的动物终于完成了他的杀戮。


4
The new lead-dog

'Well, what did I say? Buck's a real fighter, all right,' said Francois the next morning when he discovered that Spitz had disappeared and that Buck was covered in blood.

'Spitz fought like a wolf,' said Perrault, as he looked at the bites all over Buck.

'And Buck fought like ten wolves,' answered Francois. 'And we'll travel faster now. No more Spitz, no more trouble.'

Francois started to harness the dogs. He needed a new lead-dog, and decided that Sol-leks was the best dog that he had. But Buck jumped at Sol-leks and took his place.

'Look at Buck!' said Francois, laughing. 'He's killed Spitz, and now he wants to be lead-dog. Go away, Buck!'

He pulled Buck away and tried to harness Sol-leks again. Sol-leks was unhappy too. He was frightened of Buck, and when Francois turned his back, Buck took Sol-leks' place again. Now Francois was angry.

'I'll show you!' he cried, and went to get a heavy club from the sledge.

Buck remembered the man in the red coat, and moved away. This time, when Sol-leks was harnessed as lead-dog, Buck did not try to move in. He kept a few metres away and circled around Francois carefully. But when Francois called him to his old place in front of Dave, Buck refused. He had won his fight with Spitz and he wanted to be lead-dog.

For an hour the two men tried to harness him. Buck did not run away, but he did not let them catch him. Finally, Francois sat down, and Perrault looked at his watch. It was getting late. The two men looked at one another and smiled. Francois walked up to Sol-leks, took off his harness, led him back and harnessed him in his old place. Then he called Buck. All the other dogs were harnessed and the only empty place was now the one at the front. But Buck did not move.

'Put down the club,' said Perrault.

Francois dropped the club, and immediately Buck came up to the front of the team. Francois harnessed him, and in a minute the sledge was moving.

Buck was an excellent leader. He moved and thought quickly and led the other dogs well. A new leader made no difference to Dave and Sol-leks; they continued to pull hard. But the other dogs had had an easy life when Spitz was leading. They were surprised when Buck made them work hard and punished them for their mistakes. Pike, the second dog, was usually lazy; but by the end of the first day he was pulling harder than he had ever pulled in his life. The first night in camp Buck fought Joe, another difficult dog, and after that there were no more problems with him. The team started to pull together, and to move faster and faster.

'I've never seen a dog like Buck!' cried Francois, 'Never! He's worth a thousand dollars. What do you think, Perrault?'

Perrault agreed. They were moving quickly, and covering more ground every day. The snow was good and hard, and no new snow fell. The temperature dropped to 45° below zero, and didn't change.

This time there was more ice on the Thirty Mile River, and they crossed in a day. Some days they ran a hundred kilometres, or even more. They reached Skagway in fourteen days; the fastest time ever.

For three days the dogs rested in Skagway. Then Francois put his arms around Buck's neck and said goodbye to him. And that was the last of Francois and Perrault. Like other men, they passed out of Buck's life for ever.

Two new men took Buck and his team back north on the long journey to Dawson, travelling with several other dog-teams. It was heavy work; the sledge was loaded with letters for the gold miners of Dawson. Buck did not like it, but he worked hard, and made the other dogs work hard, too. Each day was the same. They started early, before it was light, and at night they stopped and camped and the dogs ate. For the dogs this was the best part of the day, first eating, then resting by the fire.

Buck liked to lie by the fire, looking at the burning wood. Sometimes he thought about Mr Miller's house in California. More often he remembered the man in the red coat and his club, the death of Curly, the fight with Spitz, and the good things that he had eaten. But sometimes he remembered other things. These were things that he remembered through his parents, and his parents' parents, and all the dogs which had lived before him.

Sometimes as he lay there, he seemed to see, in a waking dream, a different fire. And he saw next to him, not the Indian cook, but another man, a man with shorter legs, and longer arms. This man had long hair and deep eyes, and made strange noises in his throat. He was very frightened of the dark, and looked around him all the time, holding a heavy stone in his hand. He wore the skin of an animal on his back, and Buck could see thick hair all over his body.

Buck sat by the fire with this hairy man, and in the circling darkness beyond the fire he could see many eyes—the eyes of hungry animals waiting to attack. And he growled softly in his dream until the Indian cook shouted, 'Hey, Buck, wake up!' Then the strange world disappeared and Buck's eyes saw the real fire again.

When they reached Dawson, the dogs were tired, and needed a week's rest. But in two days they were moving south again, with another heavy load of letters. Both dogs and men were unhappy. It snowed every day as well, and on soft new snow it was harder work pulling the sledges.

The men took good care of their dogs. In the evenings, the dogs ate first, the men second, and they always checked the dogs' feet before they slept. But every day the dogs became weaker. Buck had pulled sledges for three thousand kilometres that winter, and he was as tired as the others.

But Dave was not only tired; he was ill. Every evening he lay down the minute after the sledge stopped, and did not stand up until morning. The men looked at him, but they could find no broken bones. Something was wrong inside.

One day he started to fall down while in his harness. The sledge stopped, and the driver took him out of his harness. He wanted to give him a rest, and let him run free behind the sledge. But Dave did not want to stop working. He hated to see another dog doing his work, so he ran along beside the sledge, trying to push Sol-leks out of his place. When the sledge made its next stop, Dave bit through Sol-leks' harness and pushed him away. Then he stood there, in his old place in front of the sledge, waiting for his harness and the order to start pulling.

The driver decided it was kinder to let him work. Dave pulled all day, but the next morning he was too weak to move. The driver harnessed up without Dave, and drove a few hundred metres. Then he stopped, took his gun, and walked back. The dogs heard a shot, and then the man came quickly back. The sledge started to move again; but Buck knew, and every dog knew, what had happened.



bite n. wound made by a bite. 咬伤。

lead-dog n. 头犬；领头的狗。

show v. point out, indicate. 指出，告知。

in front of in position further forward than but close to sb./sth.. 在……前方。

take off remove sth. from. 把某物拿掉。

put down set down sth.. 放下某物。

excellent adj. of very high quality. 优秀的；杰出的。

worth adj. having a certain value. 有某种价值的。

temperature n. degree of heat or cold. 温度。

load v. put a load in 装载；负荷。

by the fire 在火炉旁；在火旁。

parents n. father and mother. 父母亲。

Indian n. American Indian. 印第安人。

be frightened of be afraid of. 对……感到害怕。

all the time continuously. 一直；向来；一向。

take good care of look after. 细心照看。

check (up) v. make sure of sth. by examining. 印证；核对；检查。

as... as conj. in or to the same degree in which. 与……等同，达到与……相同的程度。

not only 不仅。

fall down to come down from a standing position. 摔跤。

push away 推开。


4　新的头犬

“喏，我说什么来着？巴克是员真正的战将，棒极了。”第二天当弗朗索瓦斯发现不见了斯皮兹，而巴克遍身是血时说道。

“斯皮兹打起架来真像狼一样狠。”佩罗说，一边察看着巴克身上的伤痕。

“巴克抵得上10匹狼。”弗朗索瓦斯回答说，“我们可以走得快些了。斯皮兹不在了，麻烦也没有了。”

弗朗索瓦斯开始给狗套挽具。他需要一条新的头犬，并觉得索拉克斯最合适不过了。但是巴克却扑向索拉克斯，抢了他的位子。

“瞧巴克！”弗朗索瓦斯说，笑了起来。“他杀了斯皮兹，现在他又想成为头犬了。一边去，巴克！”

他拉开巴克，想再次套上索拉克斯。索拉克斯也不高兴，因为他害怕巴克，所以弗朗索瓦斯刚一转身，巴克又站到了索拉克斯的位置上。这下子弗朗索瓦斯可动了气。

“我得教训教训你！”他嚷着，从雪橇上取了一根沉重的木棍。

巴克记起了那个穿红外套的男人，躲开了。这一次，当索拉克斯被套在头犬的位置时，巴克没有动。他保持着几米远的距离，小心地绕着弗朗索瓦斯打转。而当弗朗索瓦斯叫他站到戴夫前的老位子时，巴克拒绝了。他已经战胜了斯皮兹，他想成为头犬。

两个人忙乎了一个小时试图套住他，但巴克虽不逃跑却不让他们抓住他。最后，弗朗索瓦斯坐下来，佩罗看了看表，天色已经晚了，两个人互相瞅着，笑了。弗朗索瓦斯解下索拉克斯身上的挽具，把他牵回去套在原来的位置上。然后他招呼巴克。所有的狗都套好了，只有前面有一个空位子，但巴克还是不动。

“放下棍子。”佩罗说。

弗朗索瓦斯扔掉了棍子，立刻巴克就蹿到了队伍前面。弗朗索瓦斯套好他，不一会儿，雪橇就前进了。

巴克是个优秀的领队，他拉得很快而且反应敏捷，把别的狗也领导得很好。对戴夫和索拉克斯来说，新的领队对他们来说没有什么不同，他们仍然很卖力地拉着。但其余的狗在斯皮兹做领队时不卖力气，现在却惊奇地发现巴克迫使他们卖力工作，而一旦犯错就会受到惩罚。跑在第二位的狗派克总是偷懒。当第一天的工作结束时，他感觉在他整整一生里都没这么卖力气地拉过雪橇。宿营的第一个晚上，巴克对付了另一条总惹事的狗——乔。自此，他再也没找过麻烦。整个狗队齐心合力拉雪橇，越跑越快。
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“我可真的从来没见过巴克这样的狗！”弗朗索瓦斯叫道，“从来没有！他能值1000美元。你说呢，佩罗？”

佩罗也同意这一说法。他们行进得很快，每天走的路程都比预期的多。雪地又平又结实，没有新雪落下来。气温恒定在零下45°。

“30里河”上的冰层结得更厚了，他们只花了一天时间就过去了。有一阵他们一天跑100公里，甚至更多。最后只用了14天就到了斯开格威；这是最快的速度了。

狗在斯开格威休整了3天。然后弗朗索瓦斯搂着巴克的脖子和他说再见。这是巴克最后见到佩罗和弗朗索瓦斯了。像别人一样，他们从巴克的生活中永远地消失了。

另外两个人接手了巴克和他的队伍，同别的狗队一起再度奔赴北去道桑的漫长旅途。任重而道远，雪橇上载满了给在道桑寻找金矿的人的信件。巴克并不喜欢这份差事，但他非常努力地工作，带着别的狗一起卖力。日复一日，他们披星戴月，起早贪黑。对于狗来说，晚上停下来安营喂饱肚子是一天中最美好的时光，先吃饭，再靠到火边休息。

巴克喜欢躺在火边，注视着燃烧的木柴。有时他会想起米勒先生在加利福尼亚的屋子，但他回忆中更多的是那个穿红外套的男人和他手里的棍子、科莉的惨死、同斯皮兹的恶战以及他所品尝过的美味；但有时他会记起别的事情，这些则来自他的父母，他父母的父母，以及他所有的祖先。

有时候他躺在那儿，在清醒的遐想中似乎看到了另一堆火焰。他看见身边并不是那个印第安厨子而是另一个人。那个人腿短而臂长，深目长发，喉咙中发出古怪的声音。他非常惧怕黑暗，手里握着一块沉重的石头，左顾右盼。他的背上裹着兽皮，巴克可以看到他周身浓密的毛发。

巴克同这个毛人坐在火边，在火周围的光晕里他看到许多双眼睛，那是饥饿的动物伺机捕食的眼睛。他在梦中低低地咆哮着，直到那印第安厨子喊道：“嘿，巴克，起来！”然后奇异的世界消失了，他目之所及的还是真实的火焰。

他们到达道桑时，狗已经疲惫不堪了，需要一周的休整。但是两天后，他们又拉上沉重的邮包奔赴南方了。狗和人都不痛快。雪没日没夜地下着，在轻软的新雪上拉雪橇非常辛苦。

人们精心照看着他们的狗。晚上，狗先吃饭而人在其次。睡觉前他们总是查看狗的脚。但是每一天，狗群都越来越虚弱。那个冬天，巴克拉着雪橇赶了3000公里路。他同别的狗一样，疲惫到了极点。

戴夫不但疲惫而且生了病。每天晚上，雪橇一停下来，他就瘫倒在地，直到第二天早上才站起来。人们检查了他的身体，没有发现骨折的迹象。它受了内伤。

一天，当他开始在挽具里跌倒时，雪橇停了下来，驾雪橇的人解下他的挽具想让他休息一下，让他空身跑在雪橇后面。但戴夫不愿意停止工作，看到别的狗做他的工作他恨极了。所以他在雪橇一侧跟着奔跑，试图把索拉克斯从他的位子上推开。当雪橇再度停下来时，戴夫咬住索拉克斯身上的挽具把他推开，然后他就站在那儿，在雪橇前面他的老位子上，等着套上挽具和拉车的命令。

驾雪橇的人觉得最好还是让他工作。戴夫拉了一天的车。但第二天早上他虚弱得无法动弹。撇下戴夫，驾雪橇的人套上雪橇走了几百米。然后他停了下来，拿起枪走了回去。狗们听见一声枪响，然后那人很快折了回来，雪橇又前进了。但是巴克知道，每条狗都知道发生了什么事情。


5
More hard work

Thirty days after leaving Dawson City, the team arrived back in Skagway. They were very, very tired. Buck now weighed only fifty kilograms, and the other dogs were also very thin.

They were not ill; they just needed a long, long rest. But at Skagway there were mountains of letters waiting to go north, so the men had to buy new, strong dogs. The old ones, now useless for work, were sold.

Two American men, called Hal and Charles, bought Buck and his team, together with the harness. Charles was forty years old, with light hair and watery blue eyes. Hal was a young man of twenty with a big shiny gun and a big knife in his belt. These things, more than anything, showed how young he was. Both men were clearly new to the north, and its hard and dangerous life.

They took the dogs back to their untidy camp, where a woman was waiting. This was Mercedes—Charles's wife and Hal's sister.

Buck watched the men take down the tent and load all their luggage on the sledge. They didn't know how to do it sensibly, and every time they put something on the sledge, Mercedes moved it. Often they had to take things off the sledge and start again.

Three men came up and watched, laughing.

'You've got a heavy load on that sledge,' said one of them. 'Why don't you leave the tent here in Skagway?'

'How could we live without a tent?' asked Mercedes, throwing up her hands in the air.

'It's spring now. You won't have any more cold weather.'

'I must have a tent,' she answered, and helped Charles and Hal with the last few boxes.

'Do you think that load will stay on?' asked another man.

'Why shouldn't it?' asked Charles.

'Well, it's a bit heavy on top. Do you think your dogs will be able to pull that?'

'Of course they will,' said Hal. The sledge was now ready to go. 'Come on, dogs, pull!' he shouted.

The dogs pulled as hard as they could, but the sledge did not move.

'The lazy animals!' shouted Hal, picking up his whip.

But Mercedes stopped him. 'Oh, Hal, you mustn't,' she cried, pulling the whip away from him. 'The poor dogs. You must promise to be nice to them or I'm staying here!'

'You know nothing about dogs,' answered Hal. 'Leave me alone. Dogs are lazy, and you have to whip them. Everybody knows that. Ask those men if you don't believe me.'

Mercedes turned and looked at the watching men.

'They're tired, if you really want to know,' said one of them. 'They've been working very hard and they need a rest?'

'Rest?' laughed Hal. 'These stupid dogs are just lazy.'

Now Mercedes decided that her brother was right. 'Don't listen to that man,' she said. 'You're driving our dogs and you do what you think is best.'

Now Hal used his whip on the dogs. They pulled and pulled, but the sledge stayed where it was. Hal was still using his whip when Mercedes stopped him again and put her arms around Buck.

'You poor, poor dears,' she said. 'Why don't you pull hard? —then nobody will whip you.'

One of the men watching now spoke again. 'I don't care what happens to you,' he said, 'but I'm sorry for the dogs. The sledge is frozen to the snow, and you'll have to break it out. Push it from one side to the other to break the ice.'

Hal tried again, but this time he broke the ice under the sledge. The heavy sledge started to move slowly, Buck and his team pulling hard under the whip. After a hundred metres they had to turn into another street. It was a difficult turn with a top-heavy load, and Hal was not a good driver. As they turned, the sledge went over onto its side, throwing boxes and packets into the street. The dogs didn't stop. The sledge was not so heavy now and they pulled it easily on its side. The whip had made them angry and they started to run. Hal cried. 'Stop!' but the dogs continued through Skagway, and the rest of the luggage fell off as they ran.

People helped to catch the dogs and to pick up all the things from the street. They also told the men that if they wanted to reach Dawson, they needed twice as many dogs and half as much luggage. Hal and Charles went back to the camp and started to look at the luggage and throw things away. Tent, blankets and plates were taken out. Mercedes cried when most of her clothes went. When they had finished, Mercedes was still crying, there was a lot of luggage on the road, and there was still a lot to go on the sledge.

Then Charles and Hal went out and bought six more dogs, so they now had fourteen. But the new dogs were not real sledge-dogs and they knew nothing about the work. Charles and Hal put them into harness, but Buck could not teach them how to pull a sledge. So now there were six dogs who couldn't pull at all, and eight who were tired after pulling for four thousand kilometres. But Charles and Hal were happy. They had more dogs than any sledge that they had seen at Skagway. They didn't know that no sledge could carry enough food for fourteen dogs.

The next morning Buck led the team up the street. They moved slowly, because they were tired before they started. Buck had pulled to Dawson and back twice, and he didn't want to do it again. He had watched Hal and Charles and Mercedes and he saw that they didn't know how to do anything. And, as the days passed, he saw that they could not learn. It took them half the evening to get everything ready for the night; and it took them half the morning to get ready to leave. And when they did start, they often had to stop because something had fallen off the sledge. On some days they travelled twenty kilometres and on some days only ten.

They didn't have enough dog food when they started, and they used what they had much too quickly. Hal gave the dogs extra food because he wanted them to pull harder. Mercedes gave them extra food because she was sorry for them. But it was not food that they wanted, but rest.

Soon Hal saw that they had travelled only a quarter of the way to Dawson, but had eaten half their food. He had to give the dogs less food. It was easy to give them less food, but it was impossible to make them travel faster.

Dub had pulled hard and well all the way from Skagway, but he had hurt his leg. It got worse and worse until finally Hal had to shoot him. The six new dogs, now weak and ill from hunger and hard work, died next.

Hal, Charles, and Mercedes had started the journey happily; but now they were tired, cross and miserable. Charles and Hal argued about everything, because each thought that he was working harder than the other. And Mercedes was unhappy because she thought that she shouldn't have to work. She was tired, so she rode on the sledge, making the work even harder for the dogs. She rode for days, until the dogs could not move the sledge. The men asked her to walk, but she would not leave the sledge. One day they lifted her off. She sat in the snow and did not move. They went off with the sledge and travelled five kilometres. Then they turned, went back, and lifted her on again.

Buck and the other dogs were now just skin and bone. They pulled when they could, and when they couldn't they lay down in the snow. When they were whipped, they stood up and tried to pull again.

One day Billee fell and could not stand up. Hal killed him and threw him into the snow. Buck and the other dogs knew that soon they were going to die, too. On the next day Koona died, and there were only five dogs left: Joe, Pike, Sol-leks the one-eyed, Teek, and Buck.

It was beautiful spring weather. The snow and ice were melting, the plants were growing, and the forest animals were waking from their winter sleep. It was a lovely morning when the two men, and the five dogs pulling Mercedes on the sledge, came into John Thornton's camp at White River. They stopped, and the dogs dropped down immediately to rest.

John Thornton was mending an axe, and he went on working as he talked to Hal.

'Is it safe to cross the river here?' asked Hal.

'No, the ice is too thin. It's much too dangerous,' answered Thornton.

'People have told us that before,' laughed Hal, 'but we got here with no problems.'

'Only somebody very stupid would cross the White River here,' said Thornton.

'That's what you think,' said Hal. 'But we've got to get to Dawson.' He picked up his whip. 'Come on, Buck! Get up now! Let's go!'

Thornton went on working. He had warned them, but he knew he couldn't stop these stupid men from going on.

But Buck didn't get up. Sol-leks stood up slowly, then Teek and Joe, and finally Pike. But Buck stayed where he was. The whip came down on him again and again. Thornton started to speak, then stopped, and began to walk up and down.

Hal now put down his whip and started to hit Buck with a club. But Buck had decided not to get up. He had felt thin ice under his feet all day and he saw thin ice in front of him. The club hit him again and again, but Buck felt almost nothing.

Then suddenly, with a wild cry, John Thornton jumped on Hal, throwing him backwards. Mercedes screamed.

'If you hit that dog again, I'll kill you,' Thornton shouted.

'He's my dog,' Hal replied. There was blood on his face. 'Get out of my way, or I'll hit you, too. I'm going to Dawson.'

Thornton stood between Hal and Buck and did not move. Hal took out his long knife, but Thornton knocked it out of his hand. Mercedes screamed again. Then Thornton picked up Hal's knife and cut Buck out of the harness.

Hal didn't want to fight, and Buck was not worth fighting for; he was nearly dead. Hal started the sledge and went down towards the river. Buck lifted his head and watched the sledge move away. Pike was leading, and Joe, Teek and Sol-leks were behind him. Hal was walking in front of the sledge and Mercedes was riding on it; Charles was walking behind.

As Buck watched, Thornton felt his body with gentle hands, searching for broken bones. Buck was very thin, very tired and very weak, but Thornton didn't think he was going to die. Then both dog and man watched the sledge as it went slowly out on to the ice in the middle of the river. Suddenly the back of the sledge went down and the front went up into the air. Mercedes screamed, and Charles turned and took one step back. Then a big piece of ice broke off, and dogs, sledge and people disappeared; there was only a big hole in the ice. John Thornton and Buck looked at one another.

'You poor thing,' said John Thornton, and Buck licked his hand.



thin adj. not having much flesh. 肉少的，瘦的。

together with as well as; along with 同……一起；连同。

dangerous adj. able to or likely to cause danger. 有危险的；危险的。

sensibly adv. in a sensible way 有识别力地；合情理地。

spring n. 春天。

stay on remain in position on top of sth.. 留在某物上面。

pick up lift sth.. 举起或抬起（某物）。

lazy adj. unwilling to work 不愿工作的；懒惰的。

tired adj. like to sleep or rest. 困倦的；疲倦的。

listen to (sb.) allow oneself to be persuaded by sth.. 听从，听信。

be sorry for full of shame and regret. 惭愧；表示歉意。

break v. to separate into parts suddenly. 打碎。

turn n. corner in a road （道路）转弯处。

luggage n. bags and suitcase, etc. 行李。

blanket n. a thick woolen covering. 毛毯。

get... ready prepare. 做好准备。

extra adj. more than what is usual, expected; additional. 额外的；附加的。

be impossible to do cannot be done. 不可能做到。

move v. change position. 改变位置。

melt v. become liquid through heating. （使某物）融化。

mend v. repair. 修理；修补（某物）。

cross the river go across the river. 横穿。

get up stand after sitting. 站起；起来。

go on doing sth. continue without changing. 继续下去而无变化。

warn v. give sb. notice of sth.. 提醒某人；警告。

stop... from... prevent sb. from doing sth.. 阻止某人做某事。

backwards adv. towards the back 向后。

scream v. give a long cry of fear, pain or excitement. 尖声喊叫；喊叫；喊出。

be worth doing likly to give a rewarding return for. 值得（做某事）。

ride on sit on 骑着。

search for exam carefully in order to find. 搜查；细查。

in the middle of the central part of. 在……当中。


5　更艰苦的工作

离开道桑镇30天后，队伍回到了斯开格威。他们筋疲力尽。巴克瘦得只剩下50公斤，别的狗也是瘦骨伶仃。

他们并没有生病，只是需要一次长长的休息。但是在斯开格威还有堆积如山的信件等着运到北方。所以人们买了更强壮的狗，以前的狗因为对工作没有用，被卖掉了。

两个美国人，哈尔和查尔斯，连同挽具买下了巴克和他的队伍。查尔斯大约40岁左右，浅色的头发，有一双水汪汪的蓝眼睛。哈尔20岁上下，皮带上别着一把闪光的大枪和一把大刀。这两样东西比任何东西都能显示他的幼稚。这两个人显然对北方和它艰苦危险的生活茫然无知。

他们把狗带回凌乱的帐篷，有一个女人正等在那里。她是查尔斯的妻子，哈尔的姐姐，叫玛尔赛蒂。

巴克冷眼瞧着他们拆掉帐篷，把所有的东西都放到雪橇上。他们不懂得如何把东西有条理地安置好。而且更糟的是，每一次他们刚把东西放到雪橇上，玛尔赛蒂就动手移开它。所以他们常常不得不把东西搬下来重新开始。

三个男人走上前看到这情景，笑了起来。

[image: alt]

“你们放在雪橇上的东西太沉了，”其中一个人说道，“你们干嘛不把帐篷留在斯开格威？”

“没有帐篷我们怎么安顿呢？”玛尔赛蒂问道，向空中伸出双手。

“春天来了，天气不会再冷啦。”

“我可不能没有帐篷。”她答道，并帮着查尔斯和哈尔搬着最后几只箱子。

“你那些东西装的不太稳当吧？”另一个人问。

“怎么不稳当啦？”查尔斯问。

“哦，顶头太重了。你想你的狗拉这么多东西吃得消吗？”

“他们当然拉得动。”哈尔说。雪橇已经准备起程。“来，狗，拉车！”他喊道。

狗使出全身的力气拉，但雪橇纹丝未动。

“懒东西！”哈尔叫着，抡起了鞭子。

然尔玛尔赛蒂制止了他，“哦，哈尔，别这样！”她喊叫道，夺过鞭子。“可怜的狗。你必须发誓会善待他们，不然我就待在这儿不走了。”

“你懂什么，”哈尔回答，“别管我。狗都是犯懒的，你必须鞭打它们。这道理人人皆知，不信你问问那些人。”

玛尔赛蒂转身去看围观的人。

“他们太累了，如果你真想知道答案的话，”一个人说，“他们干得太辛苦了，着实需要休息一下。”

“休息？”哈尔笑道，“这些蠢狗只是犯懒。”

现在玛尔赛蒂认为她弟弟是对的。“别听那人的，”她说，“你驾驭我们的狗，你觉得怎么好就怎么办。”

于是哈尔对狗抡起了鞭子。他们拉呀拉呀，但是雪橇仍然原地不动。正当哈尔抽打狗的时候，玛尔赛蒂又制止了他，然后她用双臂搂住巴克。

“你这可怜的，可怜的宝贝，”她说，“你为什么不使劲拉呢——这样没有人会打你了。”

其中一个观望的人又说话了，“我可不愿管你们，”他说，“但我觉得这些狗太可怜了。雪橇冻到雪地上了，你们必须先破冰，从一边向另一边推雪橇可以破冰。”

哈尔又试了一次，这一次他终于把雪橇下的冰弄破了，沉重的雪橇慢慢地开始移动。巴克和他的队伍艰难地在鞭打下拉着雪橇，100米之后他们不得不拐到另一条街上去。拉着头重脚轻的雪橇是很难转弯的，何况哈尔又不是个赶雪橇的好手。转弯时，雪橇向一边倾斜，把一些包裹和箱子扔到了街上，但狗并未停住脚。雪橇此时不再那么沉重，他们拉起来容易多了。鞭笞激怒了他们，他们开始奔跑。哈尔叫着“停下”，但狗却继续在斯开格威跑着，其余的行李也随着他们的奔跑纷纷掉下来。

人们帮着拉住狗，捡起街上掉落的行李。他们还告诉这些人如果他们想到达道桑，他们需要多一倍的狗，而行李必须减半。哈尔和查尔斯返回营地，开始检查行李，扔掉多余的东西。帐篷、毯子和碟子被拿了下来。玛尔赛蒂哭喊起来，她大部分衣服也被扔掉了。最后他们结束时，玛尔赛蒂仍然在哭泣。路上扔着许多行李，而雪橇上的东西仍然太多。

然后查尔斯和哈尔又去买了6条狗，现在他们有14条狗了。但是这些新狗并不是真正的拉雪橇的狗，他们不知道如何工作。查尔斯和哈尔给他们套上挽具，但巴克却无法教他们如何拉雪橇。于是有了6条根本不会拉雪橇的狗，和8条在跋涉了4000公里之后筋疲力尽的狗。但查尔斯和哈尔很高兴，他们的狗比斯开格威任何一架雪橇上的狗都多。他们根本不知道没有一架雪橇可以负载14条狗的食物。

第二天早上，巴克带领狗队沿街出发了。他们走得很慢，因为在旅途开始前他们就很疲惫了。巴克已经从道桑来回往返了两次，他不想再跑了。他观察了查尔斯、哈尔和玛尔赛蒂，他看出他们对所有的事情都手足无措。而且，随着时间一天天过去，他发现他们什么也学不会。他们花掉半个夜晚准备晚上的休息；然后又花半个上午的时间才准备停当起程。而真正起程后，他们经常不得不停下来，因为有些东西从雪橇上滑落下来，有一阵子他们每天只走20公里，有时只走10公里。

他们起程时就没有足够的狗食。现在他们的给养用得太快了。哈尔给狗加餐因为他想让他们更加卖力地拉雪橇。玛尔赛蒂也总是多给狗食物，因为她可怜他们。但是他们需要的不是食物，而是休息。

很快，哈尔发现他们只走了去道桑的四分之一的路，却吃掉了一半的食物，他不得不减少给狗的食物。少给狗食物容易办到，但是却无法让他们跑快。

达布在离开斯开格威的一路上都拉得很卖力，但是他的腿受了伤。他的腿伤越来越厉害，直到最后哈尔不得不杀了他。那6条新狗，由于饥饿和辛苦而病弱不堪，很快就死掉了。

哈尔、查尔斯和玛尔赛蒂开始旅行时高高兴兴，但现在他们疲惫、暴躁又沮丧。查尔斯和哈尔为每件事都争吵不休，每个人都自以为比别人干的活儿多。玛尔赛蒂也不高兴，因为她觉得她不应该工作。她很累，所以就坐到雪橇上，这使狗的工作更加艰难。她一直坐着直到狗拉不动雪橇了。男人们请求她走路，但她不肯离开雪橇。一天，他们把她抬了下来，她坐到雪地上不肯起来，他们扔下她走了五公里，然后又返回去捎上了她。

巴克和其余的狗都已瘦得皮包骨头了。他们能拉雪橇时就拉，拉不动时就倒在雪地上，当鞭子抽打下来时，就再站起来吃力地拉雪橇。

一天，贝利倒下去再也没有站起来。哈尔杀了他之后把他抛在了雪地上。巴克和别的狗都意识到他们很快也要死去。第二天，科娜也死了，现在只剩下五条狗：乔、派克、独眼索拉克斯、蒂克还有巴克。

美丽的春天终于来了，冰雪消融，万物复苏。在一个可爱的早晨，两个人和五条狗拉着雪橇上的玛尔赛蒂，抵达了白河河畔，约翰·桑顿的营地。他们刚停下来，狗立刻瘫倒在地休息。

约翰·桑顿正在修理一把斧子，他一边同哈尔聊天一边干活儿。

“现在过河安全吗？”哈尔问道。

“不行，冰太薄了，非常危险。”桑顿回答。

“人们老早就告诉过我们这个，”哈尔笑道，“但是我们平安到了这里。”

“只有愚蠢的人才会从这儿过白河。”桑顿说。

“也就你这么想吧，”哈尔说，“但我们无论如何是要到道桑去的。”他拾起鞭子。“来，巴克！现在起来！我们走！”

桑顿继续他的工作。他已经警告过他们，但是他知道他无法阻止这些愚蠢的人。

但是巴克却没有起来，索拉克斯慢腾腾地爬起来，然后是蒂克和乔，最后是派克。只有巴克没挪身子，鞭子一次又一次抽到他的身上。桑顿想说什么，又忍住了，然后他开始走来走去。

哈尔放下鞭子开始用木棍打巴克。但是巴克铁了心不再站起来。整整一天他感到脚下都是稀薄的冰，现在他看到那不堪重负的冰层就在面前。木棍劈头盖脸砸下来，而巴克却几乎全无知觉。

突然，伴着一声狂吼，约翰·桑顿扑向哈尔，把他向后撞去。玛尔赛蒂尖叫起来。

“如果你再动那狗一下，我就宰了你。”桑顿怒喊着。

“他是我的狗。”哈尔回答说，他的脸上沾着鲜血。“别碍我的事儿，否则我连你一块揍，我要去道桑。”

桑顿站在哈尔和巴克中间一动未动。哈尔抽出了他的长刀，但是桑顿把它打落了。玛尔赛蒂又尖叫起来，然后桑顿拾起哈尔的长刀，劈开巴克身上的挽具。

哈尔并不想打架，何况为巴克也不值得去打架，他已经奄奄一息了。哈尔驾着雪橇向河驶去。巴克抬起头望着移动的雪橇。派克打头，乔、蒂克和索拉克斯跟在他后面。哈尔走在雪橇前面，玛尔赛蒂坐在雪橇上，查尔斯随后。

巴克看着他们，桑顿则用手轻轻抚摸着他的身体，寻找着破碎的骨头。巴克虽然瘦骨嶙峋，疲惫不堪，但桑顿觉得他并不会死去。人和狗一起注视着雪橇缓缓地行到河中央。突然雪橇的后部陷了下去，前部向空中翘起。玛尔赛蒂尖叫起来，查尔斯转身刚后退了一步，一大块冰破裂了，雪橇、狗还有人一起没了踪影，冰面上只留下了一个大洞。

约翰·桑顿和巴克互相对视着。

“你这可怜的家伙，”约翰·桑顿说，巴克舔着他的手。


6
For the love of a man

John Thornton had been ill in December, and his two friends had had to leave him at White River and go on to Dawson. They left him in the camp with plenty of food, and with his two dogs, Skeet and Blackie. Now the spring had come, and he was almost well. He lay in the sun by the river with Buck, watching the water and listening to the birds, slowly getting stronger and stronger.

A rest is very welcome after running five thousand kilomeres, and Buck slowly got fatter and stronger. It was a peaceful, lazy time for both man and dogs while they waited for Thornton's friends to return from Dawson.

Skeet made friends with Buck immediately, and while Buck was still very ill, every morning she washed his cuts carefully with her tongue. Blackie, too, was friendly, and as Buck grew stronger, the three dogs often played games together. Sometimes Thornton joined the games too.

The days passed very happily, and for the first time, Buck learned to love. He had never loved a man before. He and Mr Miller in the Santa Clara valley had been very good friends, but Buck had not loved him. John Thornton had saved his life, but he was also a man who was naturally kind to animals. He took very good care of his dogs, not because it was sensible to do that, but because he felt they were his children. He was always talking to Buck, holding his head and shaking it lovingly. In answer, Buck liked to take Thornton's hand gently in his mouth.

Buck was happy to lie on the ground all day and watch Thornton. And when Thornton spoke to him or touched him, Buck went wild with happiness. At first, he was afraid that Thornton was going to disappear, like Perrault and Francois, and at night he sometimes woke up and went to the tent to make sure that he was still there.

But something was changing in Buck. He had lived in the north a long time now, and he was almost a wild dog. He was happy to sit by Thornton's fire, but he sat as a wild animal, and his dreams were filled with other animals—dogs, half-wolves, and wild wolves. They seemed to call him into the forest, and sometimes Buck wanted to leave the fire and answer the call. But every time he went into the trees, his love for Thornton brought him back.

It was only Thornton who stopped him going into the forest. Other men did not interest him. Visitors to the camp tried to make friends with him, but Buck stayed cold. When Thornton's two friends, Hans and Pete, arrived from Dawson, Buck refused to notice them at first. Then he saw that they were friends of Thornton's and after that he accepted them; but they were not his friends. They were, like Thornton, kind men, and they understood that Buck loved Thornton, and him alone.

Thornton, too, understood Buck. One day, Buck and the three men were sitting on some high rocks, a hundred metres above the river. Thornton wondered if Buck would obey any order, even a crazy one. 'Jump, Buck!' he shouted, pointing down to the river. A second later the three men were holding Buck back as he tried to jump.

'That was very strange,' said Pete, when they had sat down again.

'Not strange; wonderful,' said Thornton. 'Terrible, too. Sometimes it frightens me.'

'Yes. I feel sorry for any man who hits you when Buck's near,' said Pete.

'So do I,' said Hans.

It happened in the autumn in Circle City. A man called Burton was starting a fight with another man in a bar. Thornton stepped between them to try to stop them. Buck was, as usual, lying in the corner watching. Burton hit Thornton and he nearly fell, just catching a table. Buck flew through the air at Burton's throat. Burton saved his life by putting up his arm, and was thrown on to the ground, with Buck on top of him. Buck took his teeth out of the man's arm and this time bit into his throat. Then a crowd of people pulled Buck off, and a doctor was called. Everyone agreed that Buck had only attacked because he saw Thornton in danger, and from that day Buck's name became famous all over the north.

Later that year, Buck saved Thornton in a different way. The three men were taking a boat down a fast and rocky river. Thornton was in the boat, while Hans and Pete moved along the river bank, holding the boat with a rope. Buck followed them, keeping a worried eye on Thornton.

They came to a more dangerous part of the river, and the boat started to go too quickly. Hans pulled on the rope to stop it, and pulled too hard. The boat turned over, and Thornton was thrown into the water and carried down river towards rocks where no swimmer could live.

Buck jumped in immediately and swam three hundred metres until he reached Thornton. Then he turned, and with Thornton holding his tail, Buck swam towards the river bank. But they moved slowly, and all the time the river was carrying them towards the place where the water crashed twenty metres down onto rocks. Thornton knew that they would not get to the bank quickly enough, so he let go of Buck, held on to a rock in the middle of the water, and shouted, 'Go, Buck, go!'

Buck swam as hard as he could to the bank, and Pete and Hans pulled him out.

It was hard for Thornton to hold on to his rock in that wild water, and his friends knew they had only a few minutes to save him. They tied their rope round Buck, who at once jumped into the river and tried to swim to Thornton. The first time, the water took him past the rock, and Pete and Hans had to pull him back. The second time, he swam higher up the river, and the water brought him down to Thornton. Thornton held on to Buck, and Hans and Pete pulled the rope as hard as they could. Man and dog disappeared under the water, banging into rocks, turning over and over, sometimes with Buck on top, sometimes Thornton. When Hans and Pete finally pulled them out, both seemed more dead than alive. But after a while their eyes opened and life returned.

That winter, at Dawson, Buck did something that made him even more famous in the north. It was also very helpful to the three men. They wanted to make a journey to look for gold in the east, and they needed money. They were in a bar one day when some of the men started to talk about dogs. One man said that he had a dog who was strong enough to pull a sledge with two hundred kilos on it. Another said his dog could pull two hundred and fifty. A third man, called Matthewson, said his dog could pull three hundred kilos.

'That's nothing,' said Thornton. 'Buck can pull three hundred and fifty.'

'Can he break the sledge out when it's frozen to the ice and then start it moving? And pull it a hundred metres?' asked Matthewson.

'He can break it out, and start it, and pull it a hundred metres,' said Thornton.

'Well,' said Matthewson, speaking slowly and loudly. 'I've got a thousand dollars here, and I say he can't.' As he spoke, he took a bag of gold and put it down on the table.

Suddenly Thornton was worried. He knew Buck was strong, but was he strong enough? Now ten men were watching him and waiting. He didn't have a thousand dollars, and neither did Hans or Pete.

'I've got a sledge outside with three hundred and fifty kilos on it,' said Matthewson. 'So it's easy if you want to try.'

Thornton didn't know what to say. He looked at the other men in the bar. One of them was an old friend, Jim O'Brien.

'Can you lend me a thousand dollars, Jim?' he asked softly.

'Sure,' said O'Brien, putting another bag of gold next to Matthewson's. 'But I don't think the dog can do it, John.'

Everybody went out into the street. There were two or three hundred men around Matthewson's sledge. The sledge had been outside the bar for two hours, and it was frozen to the ice, in a temperature of 50° below zero. Most of the men thought that Buck was not strong enough, and Matthewson smiled happily.

'Shall we make it two thousand dollars?' he asked.

Thornton, Hans and Pete talked for a minute. They had only four hundred dollars, but they added this to O' Brien's thousand. Matthewson, very sure of winning, also put down another four hundred dollars.

Matthewson's ten dogs were taken away, and Buck, who could feel the excitement in the air, was harnessed to the sledge. Buck was, without question, a very fine animal─bright-eyed, intelligent, his thick coat shining with health. And he looked as strong as a horse.

One man went up to Thornton. 'I'll buy him now,' he said. 'I'll give you eight hundred dollars for him.'

Thornton shook his head and sat down on the snow next to Buck. He held Buck's head in his hands and spoke softly into his ear. 'If you love me, Buck, If you love me.'

Buck took Thornton's hand between his teeth, then let go, and Thornton stood up and stepped back.

'Ready, Buck,' he said.

Buck pulled on the harness a little, getting ready.

'Right!' cried Thornton.

Buck pulled to the right, hard, stopped suddenly, and the ice under the sledge began to break.

'Now, left!' called Thornton, and Buck pulled to the left, breaking more of the ice.

'Now, pull!'

Buck threw himself against his harness, and pulled. He held his body low to the ground, his head down and forward, and his feet dug into the hard snow. Harder and harder he pulled. Suddenly, the sledge moved a centimetre... two... three... and, little by little, it started to go forward across the snow. With each second it went a little faster, and Thornton ran behind, calling to Buck as he pulled the sledge towards the end of the hundred metres. The watching men were shouting and throwing their hats in the air; Buck had won.

Then Thornton was on the snow next to Buck again, talking to him, and Buck had Thornton's hand in his teeth.



plenty (of) pron. number or amount that is more than sb. needs. 充裕；大量。

lie in the sun 躺在太阳底下。

be welcome receive sb. hospitably. 使某人感到受欢迎；款待某人。

peaceful adj. quiet, calm. 安静的；安宁的；宁静的。

sensible adj. reasonable. 合情理的。

gently adv. in a gentle manner. 温和地；文雅地；轻轻地。

touch v. strike lightly. 轻触；轻碰。

wild adj. exciting and enjoyable 必奋的，非常激动的。

fill v. block. 填塞。

interest v. cause sb. to be concerned about sth.. 使某人关心或感兴趣。

above adv. overhead. 在较高处，在头顶上方。

famous adj. known to many people. 出名的；著名的。

save v. keep sb./sth. safe. 拯救；保全。

turn sth. over turn to face in another direction. 翻身；翻转。

immediately adv. at once. 立刻；毫不耽搁。

alive adj. not dead. 活着的；活的。

after a while after a periold of time. 一段时间后。

kilo n. 公斤；千克。

loudly adv. 大声地。

lend v. give or allow the use of sth. on the understanding that it will be returned. 将某物借与（某人）。

for a minute 一小会儿。

pull on (sth.) to draw with force. 拉某物。

little by little gradually. 一点儿一点儿地。


6　为了一个人的爱

约翰·桑顿在12月份时生了病，他的两个朋友不得不把他独自留在白河然后去了道桑。他们把他留在营地，备下大量食物和两条狗，斯开特和布莱吉。如今春天来了，他几乎康复了。他和巴克一同躺在河边晒太阳，看着流水潺潺，聆听着鸟声啾啾，慢慢地强壮了起来。

对巴克来说，在奔波了5000公里之后，休息是最快意的事情了，他逐渐恢复了强壮，长胖了许多。在等待桑顿的朋友从道桑回来的日子，对人和狗来说，是一段宁静慵懒的时光。

斯开特立刻同巴克成了朋友。当巴克仍然非常虚弱的时候，每天早晨她都用舌头舔净他的伤口。布莱吉也很友好。在巴克越来越健壮之后，三条狗常在一起嬉戏。有时桑顿也加入其中。

时间愉快地飞逝，而平生头一次，巴克学会了爱。从前他从未爱过别人。他和米勒先生从前在桑塔·克拉拉山谷时只是极好的朋友，但是巴克从来没爱过他。约翰·桑顿救了他的命，但他还是一个天性善待动物的人。他细致地照看着他的狗，并不是出于什么意识，而是因为他觉得他们是他的孩子。他总是和巴克说话儿，捧着他的头怜爱地摇晃着。作为回答，巴克喜欢轻轻地把桑顿的手噙在嘴里。

巴克也很高兴整天躺在地上看着桑顿。每当桑顿同他说话或抚摸他时，巴克就会高兴得发狂。起初，他很害怕桑顿也会像佩罗和弗朗索瓦斯一样消失，于是他常常会在夜里醒来溜到帐篷里去看看他是否还在那儿。

但是巴克的本性发生了变化。如今他已经在北方待了很久，他几乎变成了一条野狗。他喜欢蹲坐在桑顿的火边，但他蹲坐的姿势像野兽，而他的梦中则充满了野兽的影子——狗，狼狗，还有野狼。他们似乎在丛林里向他呼唤，有时巴克想离开火堆回应那呼唤。但是每当他跃入丛林时，对桑顿的爱又将他拉了回来。

只有桑顿才是阻挡他回到森林中去的人。他对别的人漠不关心。到营地来的人试图同他交朋友，但他却毫无兴趣。当桑顿的两个朋友，汉斯和皮特从道桑回来时，巴克起初连正眼都不瞧他们。直到后来他看出来他们是桑顿的朋友才开始接受他们；但他们并不是他的朋友。他们和桑顿一样善良，知道巴克深爱着而且只爱桑顿一个人。

桑顿也明白巴克的心意。有一天，巴克和3个男人一同坐在高高的岩石上，距河水有100米的距离。桑顿想知道巴克是否会遵从任何命令，甚至是一个疯狂的命令。“跳下去，巴克！”他喊着，指着河水。一秒钟之后那3个男人使劲把要往下跳的巴克拽了回来。

“这可真奇了。”皮特说，他们重新坐了下来。

“不奇怪，真是棒极了，”桑顿说，“也可怕，有时我真有点害怕。”

“没错，如果有人揍了你，只要巴克在跟前，我可就真替那人难过啦。”皮特说。

“我有同感。”汉斯接道。

秋天，在圈城发生了一件事。在酒吧里，一个叫伯顿的人同另一个人动手打了起来。桑顿夹在他们中间试图阻止他们。巴克像平常一样躺在角落里关注着，伯顿打了桑顿，如果不是抓住一张桌子，他几乎倒在了地上。巴克凌空扑向伯顿的咽喉。伯顿情急之下伸出胳膊才救了自己一命，但他还是被掀倒在地，巴克扑在他身上，巴克松开咬住胳膊的牙齿这一次咬住了他的咽喉。之后一群人把巴克拉开了，医生也被叫了过来。每个人都认定巴克只有确认桑顿在危险中时才会攻击别人。从那天起，巴克就名扬北方了。

那年不久，巴克又用另一种方式救了桑顿一命。3个人那时正把一只小船推到一条水流湍急而且多礁石的河里去。桑顿在船上，而汉斯和皮特则沿着河岸走，用一根绳索拉住小船。巴克跟着他们，担忧地盯着桑顿。

当他们走到一处比较危险的河段时，小船开始极快地滑行。汉斯拉住绳索想让它停住，但用劲太猛。船翻了个个儿，桑顿被抛进水里，沿着河流向岩石撞去，而那里几乎没有人能生还。

巴克立即跃入水中，游了300米才到桑顿的身边。然后他转过身，让桑顿抓住他的尾巴，巴克向河岸游去。但是他们游得很慢，河水始终冲着他们向一个急流漂去，那个急流从20米高的地方掉到下面的岩石上去。桑顿知道他们无法很快到达岸边，就松开了巴克，抓住水中的一块岩石喊着，“走，巴克，快走！”
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巴克使尽全身的力气向岸边游去，皮特和汉斯把他拉上岸。

在那样湍急的水流中抓住一块岩石对桑顿来说恐怕艰辛异常，他的朋友们知道他们只有几分钟的时间来营救他。他们把绳索系在巴克身上，他立刻又跳到水中用力向桑顿游去。第一次，水把他冲过了岩石，皮特和汉斯不得不把他拽回来。第二次，他从河的上游游过去，河水把他带到桑顿那里。桑顿抓住巴克，汉斯和皮特用尽力气拉着绳索。人和狗一会儿消失在水下，一会儿撞到岩石上，在水中翻上翻下。有时巴克在上面，有时桑顿在上面。当汉斯和皮特最后把他们拉上来的时候，人和狗都几乎死过去了。但是不一会儿他们的眼睛睁开了，身上恢复了生命力。

那个冬天，在道桑，使巴克在北方更加闻名遐尔的是他干的另一件事。对3个人来说也受益不浅。他们打算到东部去旅行寻找金矿，但他们缺钱。一天，他们在酒吧的时候有些人开始谈论狗。有个人说他有一只狗强壮得能拉200公斤重的雪橇。另一个人则夸耀他的狗能拉250公斤。第三个人叫马修逊，他甚至说他的狗可以拉得动300公斤。

“那算什么，”桑顿说。“巴克能够拉350公斤。”

“他能够把冻在冰上的雪橇拉动吗？再拉100米远？”马修逊问道。

“他能破冰拉动雪橇，而且能拉100米远。”桑顿答道。

“好，”马修逊说，他的声音又慢又响亮，“我有1000美元，我打赌他办不到。”他一边说，一边掏出一袋金子放在桌上。

突然桑顿开始担心了。他知道巴克是健壮的，可是他真的如他所说的那样强壮吗？现在10个人都盯着他等待着。他没有1000美元，汉斯和皮特也没有。

“我外面的雪橇上有350公斤的东西。”马修逊说。“如果你想试一下的话，很容易。”

桑顿不知说什么好了。他巡视了一下酒吧里的人。其中一个是他的老朋友，吉姆·奥布赖恩。

“你能借我1000美元吗，吉姆？”他轻声问到。

“没问题，”奥布赖恩说，拿出另一袋金子搁在马修逊的金子旁边。“不过我觉得你那狗办不到，约翰。”

每个人都跑到街上。大约有两三百人围着马修逊的雪橇。雪橇已经在外面停了两个小时，在零下50°的气温中，牢牢地冻结在冰上。大部分人都认为巴克不会有这么大的力气，马修逊得意地笑着。

“我们打2000美金的赌怎么样？”他问。

桑顿、汉斯和皮特交谈了一会儿。他们只有400美元，他们把这加到奥布赖恩借的1000美元上。马修逊感觉稳操胜券，也加了400美元。

马修逊的10条狗被牵到一边。巴克，嗅到空气中弥漫的兴奋，被套上了雪橇。毫无疑问，巴克是非常出色的——双眼炯炯有神，机智伶俐，一身浓密油亮的皮毛闪着健康的光泽，他就像一匹马一样健壮。

一个人走上前对桑顿说：“我买他，我给你800美元。”

桑顿摇了摇头，然后就坐在巴克旁边的雪地上。他把巴克的头捧在手中在他耳边轻声说：“如果你爱我，巴克，如果你爱我。”

巴克把桑顿的手含在嘴里，然后松开了，桑顿站起来向后走开。

“准备，巴克。”他说。

巴克拉紧了挽具，做好了准备。

“向右！”桑顿喊道。

巴克向右使劲拉了一下，突然停住，雪橇下的冰开始碎了。

“现在，向左！”桑顿喊道。巴克向左拉去，弄碎了更多的冰。

“现在，拉！”

巴克用力抵住挽具，拉着。他的身子低低地向地面弯着，头向前埋着，脚用劲蹬住坚硬的雪地越来越使劲地拉着。突然，雪橇移动了一厘米，……两厘米……三厘米……渐渐地，雪橇开始沿着雪地移动了。每一秒钟都移得快一点，桑顿跟在后面跑，当巴克拉至100米的终点时喊住他。围观的人们欢呼起来，把帽子扔到空中；巴克赢了。

然后桑顿再次坐到巴克旁边的雪地上，和他说话，巴克嘴里含着桑顿的手。


7
The call of the wild

In five minutes Buck had made fourteen hundred dollars for Thornton and his friends. The money made it possible for them to travel east, where they wanted to look for a lost gold mine. Men said that this mine had more gold than any other mine in the north. Many had looked for it, and some had died looking for it. The only men who knew where it was were now dead.

Thornton, Pete and Hans, with Buck and six other dogs, started off to the east in the spring. They travelled up the Stewart River and crossed the Mackenzie Mountains. They did not move quickly; the weather was good, and the men shot animals for food when they needed it. Sometimes they travelled for a week, and sometimes they stopped for a week and searched for gold in the ground. Sometimes they were hungry, and sometimes they had lots of food. They spent all the summer in the mountains, carrying everything they needed on their backs, sometimes making boats to go down rivers or across lakes.

In the autumn they came to a strange, flat country, with many lakes. They travelled on through the winter and met nobody, but once they found an old wooden house, with an old gun in it.

When the spring came, they found, not the lost mine, but a lake in a wide valley. Through the shallow water the gold showed like yellow butter, and here their search ended. There was gold worth thousands of dollars in the lake, and they worked every day, filling bag after bag with gold.

The dogs had nothing to do except watch the men and eat the food which the men shot for them. Buck spent many evenings sitting by the fire.

As he sat, he saw again his dream world, where the strange hairy man sat next to him. He also heard something calling him into the forest. Sometimes, in the middle of the day, he lifted his head and listened, and then ran off into the forest.

One night he woke up and heard the call again, a long howl. He ran into the forest, following the sound, and came to an open place in the trees. And there, his nose pointing to the sky, sat a wolf.

The wolf stopped howling and Buck walked slowly towards him. The wolf ran, and Buck followed. After a time, the wolf stopped and waited, watching Buck, ready to attack. But Buck did not want to fight, and soon the wolf realized this, and the two animals became friendly. Then the wolf started to run again, and he clearly wanted Buck to follow him. They ran for hours through the forest, and Buck remembered again his dream world where he, and others like him, had run through a much older forest.

Then they stopped to drink, and Buck remembered John Thornton. He turned and started to run back. The wolf followed him, then stopped and howled, but Buck ran on and did not turn.

Thornton was eating dinner when Buck returned. Buck jumped all over him, and for two days never left his side. He followed him everywhere, watching him while he ate and while he slept. But after two days the call of the wild came again, and he remembered the forest and the wolf who had run beside him.

He started to sleep out in the forest at night, sometimes staying out for three or four days. Once he was away for a week, fishing and killing animals for food. He ate well, and he grew stronger and quicker and more alive. His golden-brown coat shone with health as he ran through the forest, learning its every secret, every smell, and every sound.

'He's the finest dog that I've ever seen,' said Thornton to his friends one day as they watched Buck walking out of camp.

'There'll never be another dog like him,' said Pete.

They saw him walking out of camp but they didn't see the change that happened when he was inside the forest. At once he became a thing of the wild, stepping softly and silently, a passing shadow among the trees.

In the autumn, Buck started to see moose in the forest. One day he met a group of about twenty. The largest was two metres tall, and his antlers were more than two metres across. When he saw Buck, he got very angry. For hours Buck followed the moose; he wanted the big one, but he wanted him alone. By the evening Buck had driven the big old moose away from the others, and then he began his attack. The animal weighed six hundred and fifty kilos—he was big enough and strong enough to kill Buck in seconds. Patiently, Buck followed him for four days, attacking and then jumping away. He gave him no peace, no time to eat or drink or rest, and slowly the moose became weaker. At the end of the fourth day Buck pulled the moose down and killed him. He stayed by the dead animal for a day and a half, eating, and then turned towards camp and John Thornton.

Five kilometres from the camp, he smelt something strange. Something was wrong. He started to run. After a few hundred metres he found the dead body of Blackie, with an arrow through his side. Then he found another sledge-dog, dying, with an arrow in his neck.

Buck was near the camp now, and he could hear voices singing. Then he saw the body of Hans, lying on his face, with ten or fifteen arrows in his back. Buck was suddenly filled with a wild, burning anger.

The yeehats were dancing around the camp, when they heard a deep and terrible growling. Buck came out of the trees faster than the north wind, and threw himself on the Yeehats like a mad dog. He jumped at the first man, and tore out his throat, killing him at once. He jumped onto a second, then a third man, going each time for the throat. The Yeehats could neither escape nor use their arrows. Buck moved like a storm among them, tearing, biting, destroying, in a madness that he had never known before. Nothing could stop him, and soon the Yeehats were running, wild with fear, back to the forest. Buck followed for some time, then returned to the camp.

He found Pete, killed in his bed. He followed Thornton's smell to a deep pool, and found Skeet lying dead by the edge. Thornton's body was somewhere under the water.

All day Buck stayed by the pool or walked restlessly round the camp. But when the evening came, he heard new sounds from the forest; the wolves had come south for the winter, and were moving into Buck' s valley. They came into the camp in the moonlight, and Buck stood silently, waiting for them. Suddenly, the bravest wolf jumped at Buck. In a second, Buck had bitten, and then stood still again. The wolf was dead behind him. Three more wolves jumped at him, and were killed.

Then the pack attacked in a crowd all at once. But not one of them could bring Buck down; he was too quick, too strong, too clever for them all. After half an hour the pack stopped attacking and moved away. Then one wolf moved forward slowly, in a friendly way; it was the wolf that Buck had met before in the forest. They touched noses. Then another wolf came forward to make friends, and another. Soon the pack was all around Buck, and the call of the wild was loud in Buck's ears. And when the wolves moved on, back into the forest. Buck ran with them, side by side.

That is perhaps the end of Buck's story. But after a few years, the Yeehats noticed that some of the wolves had golden-brown in their grey coats. They also talked of a Ghost Dog that ran at the head of the pack.

And sometimes men were found dead, killed by the teeth of a terrible animal. And each autumn, when the Yeehats follow the moose, there is one valley that they will not go into.

In the summers there is one visitor to that valley: a large, golden-brown wolf, larger than any other wolf. He walks alone round the lake where the yellow gold shines in the water, and howls. But he is not always alone. In the long winter nights, he runs at the head of the wolf pack through the moonlight, calling into the night with them, singing a song from a younger world.



back n. 人体背部。

flat adj. having a smooth, even, level surface. 平坦的。

wooden adj. made of wood. 木制的。

butter n. 黄油；奶油。

dream world 理想世界；梦幻世界。

follow v. come, go after sb./sth.. 跟随；跟着。

remember v. recall to one's memory. 回想起；记住。

stay out remain outdoors. 待在户外。

fish v. try to catch fish. 捕鱼。

moose n. 驼鹿；麇。

antler n. 鹿角。

rest v. be still, stop working. 静止；停止工作；休息。

a day and a half 一天半。

arrow n. 箭；箭头。

burning adj. intense. 强烈的。

escape v. get away (from control) 逃脱；逃走。

madness n. state of being insane 疯狂；精神失常。

restlessly adv. unable to be still or quiet 静不下来地：不停运动地。

perhaps adv. possibly. 大概；可能。

notice v. become aware of sb./sth.. 注意到。

moonlight n. light of the moon. 月光。


7　野性的呼唤

不过5分钟，巴克就为桑顿和他的朋友们赚了1400美元。他们有足够的钱去东部了，在那里他们要寻找一座下落不明的金矿。人们传说那座金矿比任何一座北方的金矿都富足。许多人都在寻找它，有些人为了寻找它而命丧黄泉。唯一知道金矿下落的一些人已经死了。

桑顿、皮特和汉斯，带着巴克和另外6条狗，在春天向东方启程了。他们渡过了斯塔沃特河，翻过了麦肯瑟山脉。他们走得并不快。天气很不错。他们有时打点野味来充饥。有时连续走一星期，有时会逗留一星期在地下寻找金矿；有时忍饥挨饿，有时又食物丰足。他们在山区里度过了夏天，背着所有必需品，有时建造小船沿河漂流或者横渡湖泊。

秋天的时候他们来到一个奇特而平坦的地方，有许多湖泊。他们跋涉了整整一个冬天，没有碰到一个人。但他们曾经发现过一座古老的木屋，屋内有一杆旧枪。

当春天又来临的时候，他们发现的不是那座下落不明的金矿，而是一个位于宽阔峡谷中的湖泊。透过浅浅的湖水，金子就像黄澄澄的奶油一样。他们的搜寻到此结束了。湖中的金子价值连城，他们每天都工作，装满了一袋又一袋的金子。

狗无所事事，只好看人们工作和吃人们打来的野味。巴克坐在火边消磨了许多夜晚的时光。

当他蹲坐在那里时，他又一次看到了他梦中的世界，那个奇怪的毛发浓密的人坐在他的旁边。他又听到那来自丛林的呼唤。有时正值正午，他就抬头聆听着，然后就会蹿进森林里。
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一天晚上他从睡梦中醒来，又听到那呼唤，长长的嗥叫。他跑进森林，追随着那呼声，来到了林子间的一片空地上。在那儿，蹲坐着一头狼，仰首望天。

狼停止了嗥叫，巴克慢慢向他走过去。狼跑开了，巴克紧追不舍。过了一段时间，狼停住步子等待着，打量着巴克，准备着一场恶斗。但是巴克无意开战，很快狼就意识到了这点。两头动物变得友好起来。然后狼又开始了奔跑，很明显他希望巴克跟着他。他们在森林中跑了数个小时，巴克又想起了他梦中的世界，在那里他和他的同类，穿过一座古老的森林。

当他们停下来喝水的时候，巴克想起了约翰·桑顿。他掉头向回跑去。狼跟着他，然后停下来嗥叫着，但是巴克头也不回继续奔跑回去。

巴克回来的时候，桑顿正在吃晚饭。巴克扑在他的身上，有两天不肯离开他的左右，到哪儿都跟着他，即使他睡觉和吃饭时也不肯把目光挪开。但是两天之后，那野性的呼唤又响了起来，他又想起了森林和那头同他一起奔跑的狼。

他开始在夜晚露宿在森林里，有时一待就是三四天。有一次他跑出去了一个星期，捕鱼猎兽觅食吃。他吃得很好，变得越发健壮敏捷，也更有生气。当他奔跑在森林里的时候，他的金褐色的皮毛闪着健康的光泽。他探索着森林中每一处的神秘，每一种气味，每一声声响。

“他是我见过的最出色的狗。”桑顿有一天对他的朋友们说，他们正看着巴克跑出营地。

“绝无仅有。”皮特说。

他们只看见他跑出了营地，但是他们无从知晓他在森林中发生的本质的变化。他会立刻变成一头野兽，步子轻捷无声，像一道阴影掠过森林。

秋天，巴克开始在森林中发现驼鹿。有一天他碰上了大约有20头的一群驼鹿。最大的一头有两米高，两只鹿角甚至有两米多宽。他看见巴克的时候，十分生气。巴克追随了这只驼鹿数个小时；他想要头大个儿的，并单独捕杀他。到傍晚时分，巴克把那头大个儿的老驼鹿赶到了鹿群之外，然后发动了进攻。那动物重达650公斤——他高大强壮到足以在几秒钟内杀死巴克。巴克耐心地追随了他4天，进攻一下就跳开，让他不得安宁，没有时间进食喝水，也无法休息。渐渐地那驼鹿衰弱下去。到第4天结束时，巴克扑倒了那头驼鹿杀死了他。他在死兽旁待了一天半的时间，吃食，然后返回到营地和约翰·桑顿那里去。

离营地5公里远，他嗅到了异味，出事了。他开始奔跑。几百米之后他发现了布莱吉的尸体，一支羽箭插在他身体的一侧。然后他又发现了另一只雪橇狗，脖子上插着一支羽箭，奄奄待毙。

现在巴克已经接近营地了，他听到歌声传来。之后他看到了汉斯的尸体，脸朝下俯在地上，大约有10到15支羽箭插在他的后背上。巴克突然心中燃烧起了狂野的怒火。

印第安人正围绕着营地跳舞，他们听到一声低沉可怕的咆哮。巴克比北风还要迅捷，从树丛中蹿了出来，他像疯了一样直扑到印第安人身上去。他扑向第一个人，撕开了他的喉咙，令他当场毙命。然后他又扑向第二个人，然后又是第三个人，每一次都瞄准咽喉。印第安人既不能逃走也不能用他们的箭。巴克像暴风雪一样掠过他们，撕扯，啃啮，破坏，他陷入过去从未有过的疯狂。没有任何人能制止他，于是很快印第安人就在恐惧的狂乱中逃进了森林。巴克追赶了一阵，就返回了营地。

他发现皮特被杀死在床上。他嗅着桑顿的气味找到了一个深水潭，发现斯开特倒毙在潭边。桑顿的尸体可能在水下的某个地方。

整整一天巴克都待在水潭边，闻或围着营地不停地奔走。但是当夜暮降临的时候，他听到森林中传出新的声响；狼群来南方过冬了，他们正朝着巴克的山谷而来。他们在月光下来到了营地。巴克静静地伫立着等待着他们。突然，一只最勇敢的狼扑向巴克。仅仅一秒钟，巴克就咬住了他，然后重新站直。狼死在他的身后。又有3条狼扑了上来，也死掉了。

然后狼群一起出击了。但是没有一头狼能扑倒巴克；他对他们来说，太过迅捷，太强壮，也太聪明了。半小时之后狼群停止了进攻，开始撤退。有一头狼缓缓地走上前来，做出友好的姿态；这就是巴克以前在森林中遇到的那只狼。他们互相碰碰鼻子致意。然后另外一只狼也走上来交朋友，然后又是一只。很快巴克就被狼群围在了中心。野性的呼唤在巴克耳边响彻。狼群前进了，他们返回森林，巴克和他们一起并肩奔跑。

这也许就是关于巴克的故事的尾声了。但是几年之后，印第安人注意到灰色的狼群中有一些长着金褐色的皮毛。他们还谈论着跑在狼群前的一只幽灵一样的狗。

有时有些人被发现被一个可怕的动物用牙齿咬死了。每年秋天，当印第安人追赶驼鹿的时候，有一个山谷他们从来不进去。

在夏天的时候，山谷里只有一个探访者：一头高大、金褐色的狼，比任何一头狼都高大。他沿着湖边走着，嗥叫着，水底的黄金闪烁着光芒。但他也不总是独自一个的。在漫长的冬夜，他带领狼群在月光下跑过，同他们一起在夜晚呼喊着，在一个更有生气的世界里唱着歌。


Exercises

A Checking your understanding

Chapters 1-2 Find answers to these questions in the text.

1 How did Buck travel to Seattle?

2 What did Buck learn from the fat man?

3 How much did Perrault pay for Buck?

4 How did Curly die?

5 How did Buck sleep in the snow?

6 Why did Buck learn to eat quickly?

Chapters 3-4 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 Spitz was always trying to start a fight with Buck.

2 The Indian dogs were very fat.

3 Francois made shoes for all the dogs.

4 Buck wanted to be the new lead-dog.

5 The other dogs had an easy life with Buck as leader.

6 Buck killed Dave.

Chapters 5-6 Who said these words in the story?

1 'Dogs are lazy and you have to whip them.'

2 'You poor, poor dears. Why don't you pull hard?'

3 'Only somebody very stupid would cross the White River here.'

4 'I feel sorry for any man who hits you when Buck's near.'

5 'I've got a thousand dollars here, and I say he can't.'

6 'If you love me, Buck, If you love me.'

Chapter 7 Write answers to these questions.

1 What were Thornton, Pete and Hans looking for?

2 What did they find?

3 How did Thornton die?

4 What happened to Buck in the end?

B Working with language

1 Put together these beginnings and endings of sentences. Check your answers in Chapter 3.

1 The fight almost happened one night...

2 Spitz knew Buck was big, ...

3 Joe and Pike jumped on one dog, ...

4 Perrault and Francois came to help with clubs, ...

5 ... but he didn't know he was so wild.

6 ... when they stopped by Lake Laberge.

7 ... but then they had to run back to save the food.

8 ... and Pike broke its neck with one bite.

2 Complete these sentences with information from the story.

1 Manuel stole Buck because...

2 Buck saw snow for the first time when...

3 Although Buck had never pulled a sledge before, ...

4 Charles and Hal asked Mercedes to walk, but...

5 At White River the ice broke under Hal's sledge and...

6 Thornton did not have a thousand dollars so...

7 After Buck had killed four wolves, ...

C Activities

1 Which person do you most like, or dislike, in the story? Write a few sentences to describe this person.

2 You are Charles, or Mercedes. Write a letter to a friend to describe the day when you left Skagway for the north.

3 You are Thornton. Write your diary for the day you first saw Buck.

4 How do you think animals feel about their owners? Pretend you are a dog or a cat (or some other animal, or bird) and write a letter to your owner. Say how you would like your life to be, and what your owner should do or not do.
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内容简介

20世纪早期，马萨诸塞州农场上的生活并不轻松。新英格兰地区的冬季气候恶劣，冰雪覆盖大地长达数月之久，夜晚漫长而寒冷。像伊桑·弗罗姆这样的穷苦农民，生活中很少有快乐的时候。

伊桑是个慢性子，少言寡语的，但他对事物的感受很强烈，他感受着身边世界的美丽——没有月亮的夜晚，星星在天空中闪烁；阳光映照的白雪上，树木投下蓝色的影子。他体味着生活中那份悲哀的孤独——囚禁在无爱的婚姻中，妻子齐娜冷漠寡言，只在乎自己的病情。但齐娜的表妹玛蒂·西尔弗来到了农场，与他们住在一起。时间一个月一个月地过去，一种幸福感悄悄地进入了伊桑的生活。他喜欢隔着餐桌注视玛蒂的脸庞，看她甜美的笑容，听她柔和的声音，和她手挽手走过雪野。

齐娜很少说什么，可她那双冷酷、警觉的眼睛却能看到一切……


ETHAN FROME

In the early years of the 20th century, life on a farm in Massachusetts is not easy. The New England winters are hard; snow and ice cover the fields for months, and the nights are long and cold. For a poor farmer like Ethan Frome, life has few bright moments.

Ethan is a slow, quiet man, but he feels things strongly. He feels the beauty of the world around him — stars shining in a moonless sky, the blue shadows of trees on sunlit snow. He feels the sad loneliness of his life, locked in a loveless marriage to Zeena, a cold, silent woman, whose only interest is her own ill health. Then Zeena's cousin, Mattie Silver, comes to live in the farmhouse, and as the months pass, Ethan feels a new happiness stealing into his life. He loves to watch Mattie's face across the dinner table, to see her sweet smile and hear her soft voice, to walk arm in arm with her across the snowy fields.

His wife Zeena says very little, but her cold, watchful eyes see everything...
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1
Beginnings


If you know Starkfield, Massachusetts, you know the post office there. If you know the post office, you have probably seen Ethan Frome driving up to it in his buggy; and you have probably wondered who he was.

It was there that, several years ago, I saw him for the first time. He was a noticeable figure. His tall, strong body was badly twisted, and much shorter on the right side than on the left. He moved slowly and painfully, pulling himself along. Just the few steps from his buggy to the post office were clearly difficult for him. His face had a sad, grim look. It was the face and body of an old man, and I was surprised to hear that he was only fifty-two.

I learnt this from Harmon Gow, a man who knew all the families around Starkfield.

'He's been like that since his bad accident, nearly twenty-four years ago,' said Harmon. 'But Fromes don't die young. Ethan'll live to a hundred, probably.'

'He looks like a dead man already,' I said.

'I guess he's been in Starkfield too many winters,' said Harmon. 'Most smart people get out of here.'

'Why didn't he get out?' I asked.

'He had to stay and take care of his family — first his father got hurt, then his mother fell sick, then his wife.'

'And then the accident?'

Harmon gave a little smile. 'That's right. He had to stay then.'

Ethan Frome used to drive in from his farm every day at about midday, and because I picked up my mail at about the same time, I often saw him. He came to the post office only for a newspaper, and sometimes for a packet from a medicine company for 'Mrs Zeena Frome'. Starkfield people understood that he did not want to stop and talk, and on most days Frome climbed slowly back into his buggy and drove away without a word to anyone.

At that time my company had sent me on an engineering job near Starkfield, and I was staying at the home of a lady called Mrs Ruth Hale. Before she was married, her name had been Ruth Varnum, but her husband Ned Hale was now dead, and she had returned to live with her mother in the Varnum home. It was a grand house, large and white, with tall dark trees outside. Although it was clear that the Varnums no longer had much money, theirs was still the finest house in the village.

Ruth Hale enjoyed talking about her neighbours, and I hoped that she could tell me more about Ethan Frome. But when I asked her, she just looked unhappy and said in a low voice:

'Yes, I knew them both... it was awful...'

I asked other people, and everybody in Starkfield agreed that Ethan Frome had had more troubles in his life than most people. But nobody explained why he had that sad, grim look on his face.

In the end, I learnt the story, piece by piece, from several people. As often happens, the story was different each time, but I slowly began to put it together. And my interest in Ethan Frome grew stronger when — a little later — I met the man himself.

It happened like this. Every day I had to travel about three miles to the station, where I got my train to work. I usually hired a horse from Denis Eady, the rich village shopkeeper. But in the middle of winter his and most of the other Starkfield horses caught an illness. For a day or two I could not find a horse to hire anywhere, until Harmon Gow had an idea.

'Why don't you ask Ethan Frome to drive you?' He said. 'His horse ain't sick, and he needs a dollar or two. That Frome farm and saw-mill don't make enough money to keep a cat alive.'

So Ethan Frome agreed to drive me, and every day for a week I sat beside him in his sleigh as his thin horse pulled us over the hard snow to the station. Then, in the icy evenings, he brought me back to Starkfield.

He was not unfriendly, but during the hour's drive he never turned to look at me, and spoke very little. Once I said something about Florida and he told me that he had been there. Another time he showed interest in a science book of mine, which I had left in his sleigh by mistake in the morning. But most of the time Frome drove without a word, and I began to feel that he was like the land around him. This sad, silent man and the snow-covered fields had the same kind of cold loneliness. Anything warm and alive inside him was locked away, under the deep icy cold of too many Starkfield winters.

After about a week, we were driving back one night in terrible weather. Heavy snow was falling, hiding everything in a soft white cloud, and the air had an icy coldness. The old horse was getting tired, and I got out to walk beside him, but I found it hard to keep moving.

After a time Frome looked into the darkness and said:

'That's my place down there. We've had enough of this.'

I understood that he was offering me a bed for the night, and we turned down towards the poor, lonely looking farmhouse. After I had helped him put away the sleigh and take care of the horse, we fought our way through the snow to the front of the house. I followed him inside, and from behind a door on our right I heard a woman's voice, a thin, high, whining voice.

Frome opened the door of the room, 'Come in,' he said to me, and as he spoke, the whining voice fell silent.

That was the night when I began to understand Ethan Frome, and to put together his story...

*　　*　　*





buggy n. a light horse-drawn vehicle for one or two people <美>四轮单马轻便马车

noticeable adj. easily seen or noticed 值得注意的

grim adj. looking very serious 严肃的

engineering n. the application of science to the design, building, and use of machines, constructions, etc. 工程

grand adj. very impressive 壮观的

saw-mill n. a factory in which wood is sawn mechanically into planks or boards 锯木场

sleigh n. a vehicle that is pulled by animals and used for travelling over snow 雪橇

put away to put (a thing) back in the place where it is normally kept 把……收起，放好

whining adj. (of a sound) long, high and unpleasant （声音）长而尖锐的


1．开端

你若是知道马萨诸塞州的斯塔克菲尔德镇，想必该知道那儿的邮局；若是知道那儿的邮局，就可能看到过伊桑·弗罗姆驾着他的四轮马车到那儿，或许你还曾对他感到过好奇：这个人是谁？

几年前，就是在那儿，我第一次见到了他。他很引人注目，个子高高的，身体强壮却扭曲得厉害，右侧身子明显低于左侧。他拖着身体向前，走得缓慢而痛苦。从他的四轮马车到邮局只有几步路，对他来讲却显然很困难。他脸上带着哀伤、阴郁的神色。这种表情和身体属于老年人，因此当听说他只有52岁时，我感到很惊讶。
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这是我是从哈蒙·高那儿听到的，哈蒙认识斯塔克菲尔德镇上所有的人家。

“大约24年前发生了那场严重的事故后，他就变成那样子了。”哈蒙说，“但弗罗姆家的人都长寿。伊桑可能会活到100岁。”

“可他看起来好像已经死了。”我说。

“我猜他在斯塔克菲尔德熬过太多个冬天了，”哈蒙说，“大部分聪明人都搬走了。”

“那他怎么不搬走？”我问。

“他必须留下来照顾家人——先是他父亲受伤了，之后他母亲又病倒了，再后来就是他妻子。”

“然后他就出了事？”

哈蒙笑了笑。“是的，所以他不得不留下来。”

过去，伊桑·弗罗姆常常在大概每天中午的时候驾着马车从他的农场来邮局，我也是在那时去取信，所以经常看到他。他来邮局就是为了取份报纸，有时候也会取个包裹，那是一家医药公司寄给“齐娜·弗罗姆夫人”的。斯塔克菲尔德镇的人都知道他不想停下来说话，大部分时候他都会慢慢地爬到他的马车上，一言不发地驾车离开。

当时，我被公司派到斯塔克菲尔德附近来做一项工程，住在一位女士家中，大家叫她露丝·黑尔夫人。她婚前名叫露丝·瓦纳姆，如今她的丈夫内德·黑尔已经过世，于是她回到娘家和母亲一起住。房子很大，很气派，漆成白色，屋外长着高大、苍翠的树木。尽管瓦纳姆家显然已不再富裕，但她们的房子却仍是村子里最好的。

露丝·黑尔夫人喜欢和邻居聊天，而我也希望她能多告诉我一些伊桑·弗罗姆的故事。但每当我问她时，她就会显得有些悲伤，并且用低沉的声音对我说：

“是的，他们两个我都认识……太可怕了……”

我问过其他人，斯塔克菲尔德镇上每个人都认为伊桑·弗罗姆一生中遭遇的麻烦事比大多数人都多，但却没人解释为什么他的脸看上去那么悲伤、阴郁。

最后，从好几个人那里，我一点一滴地得知了他的故事。正如通常那样，每次我听到的说法都不一样，但我开始慢慢地把它拼凑了起来。后来不久，见到伊桑·弗罗姆本人时，我对他更感兴趣了。

事情是这样的：每天我都要赶三英里路到火车站，在那儿乘火车去我工作的地方。通常我会从村中一个富裕的店主丹尼斯·伊迪那里租一匹马。但隆冬时节，他的马和斯塔克菲尔德镇上的大多数马都染了病。有那么一两天我根本找不到马匹，这时哈蒙·高想到个主意。

“干吗不让伊桑·弗罗姆驾车送你呢？”他说，“他的马没得病，况且他也需要点儿钱。弗罗姆家的农场和锯木场挣的钱连只猫都养不活。”

伊桑·弗罗姆答应驾车送我，接下来一个星期，我每天都和他并肩坐在他的雪橇上，他那匹瘦马拉着我们，驶过硬邦邦的积雪，直到火车站。然后，在冰冷的晚上，他把我送回斯塔克菲尔德。

不能说他这人不友善，然而在一个小时的路途中，他从不转头看我一眼，也几乎不和我说话。一次，我聊起了佛罗里达州，他告诉我他曾经去过那儿。还有一天早晨，我不小心把一本科学书落在了他的雪橇上，看得出他对那本书挺感兴趣。但大多数时候，弗罗姆赶车时都一声不吭。我开始感到，他就像他身边的土地一样。这个哀伤沉默的人与这白雪覆盖的田地一样冷漠而孤独。他胸中所有的热情与活力都在斯塔克菲尔德冬天的刺骨严寒中封存了起来。

大概过了一个星期，一天晚上天气十分恶劣，我们驾车回家，当晚天气十分恶劣。大雪纷飞不停地下着，一切都笼罩在白茫茫的雪团之中，空气冷得刺骨。驾辕的老马越来越累，我于是跳下车来，在旁边走，却发现走起来很费劲。
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过了一会儿，弗罗姆看了看夜色，对我说：

“我家就在那儿。咱们也受够了这鬼天气。”

我知道他是在请我留宿一晚，于是我们朝着那破败的、孤零零的农舍走去。在我帮他把雪橇收好，把马安顿好后，我们顶着雪来到了农舍前。我跟着他走进屋里，我们右侧的门后传来这时一个女人尖细的声音从我们右侧的门后传来。

弗罗姆打开屋子的门。“请进。”他对我说，他说这话时，那尖细的声音静默了下来。

就是在那夜，我开始了解伊桑·弗罗姆，并将他的故事拼凑了起来……

*　　*　　*


2
Coming home from the dance

It was a cold, clear night, and the village lay under deep snow. Bright, icy stars shone from a dark sky down on the silent whiteness below.

Young Ethan Frome walked quickly down the empty, moonlit street. He passed Eady's fine new shop and the Varnums' house with its two tall black trees. Below that was the slope of the Corbury road. On clear nights this was often full of young people coasting down, laughing and shouting as they went. But there was not a sound from the icy slope as Ethan passed by. Tonight all Starkfield's life was in a room in the church. Its windows sent yellow light across the snow, and the sound of dance music flowed out into the still midnight air. Ethan hid in the shadows outside the church, and looked in through the nearest window.

The room was hot, bright, and filled with young men and girls. The music had finished, and people were getting ready to leave. Suddenly, a lively young man with thick black hair jumped into the middle of the floor. He went into the crowd and pulled out a young girl. She was dark-haired, and had a bright red scarf around her head. The music started again, and soon the floor was alive with dancing figures.

Outside in the cold, Ethan's heart was beating fast. His eyes followed the girl's red scarf and cloud of brown hair as she danced in faster and faster circles. The young man was Denis Eady, the son of Starkfield's most successful shopkeeper. Denis's own success with the young women of the village was well known. Ethan watched jealously as Mattie, the dark-haired girl, held Eady's hands and smiled at him with her dark, shining eyes.

'How can she look at him like that?' Ethan wondered unhappily. 'Doesn't she realize what he is like?'

Ethan used to walk into Starkfield to fetch home his wife's cousin, Mattie Silver, on the few evenings when some chance of amusement brought her to the village. Mattie had been with the Fromes for a year now. She lived with them in their lonely farmhouse and helped Ethan's wife, Zeena, with the housework. Ethan had liked the warm, smiling girl from the moment that she arrived. She brought hope and life and brightness into his home, like someone lighting a fire in a cold room. But she had more than brightness; Ethan found that she loved the beauty of the natual world around them. Here at his side, living under his roof and eating his bread, was someone who felt the same wonder as he did. He could tell her things and show her things — the bright stars in the clear night sky, birds flying over golden fields, the blue shadows of trees on sunlit snow. And he knew that these things gave Mattie and him the same feelings of deep, silent happiness.

But now those feelings seemed so far away. He watched Mattie's laughing face as she flew round and round the room, and he felt lonely and unhappy. Then he remembered a fear that he had tried to forget. His wife was a cold, silent woman who noticed everything but said very little. Her only real interest was her own ill health. But recently she had started to complain more and more about Mattie's housework, and to say things which worried Ethan.

'I'll need someone to help me when Mattie leaves,' she had said suddenly one morning.

'Oh, Mattie'll never leave us while you need her,' he replied.

His wife lay in bed and watched as he got dressed. 'If a poor girl like her has a chance to marry a smart boy like Denis Eady, I ain't going to stop her,' she said in her flat, whining voice. 'The doctor says I can't manage on my own, so we'll need to hire a girl.'

Life without Mattie! Ethan could not think of it. Her voice, her sweet smile, her gentle arm in his arm during those night walks back to the farm — these were the only things which mattered in his world. Had he been stupid to think that Zeena would not notice his interest in Mattie? He had not thought about it before, but now, as he stood in the darkness outside the church, he remembered other things that Zeena had said, and his fear grew...

The dancers, now in their thick coats and scarves, came out into the cold night air. Ethan heard Mattie's voice in the crowd, and he stepped back into the shadows, suddenly afraid to speak to her. The crowd quickly disappeared, and Mattie stood alone outside the church, looking around her. Then a man's figure appeared.

'Nobody to walk you home, Matt? What a pity! But ain't I lucky that I got my dad's horse and sleigh down here waiting for us? Come on, let's take a ride!'

The girl said nothing, but stood still, watching, while Denis Eady went to untie the horse. In the shadows, Ethan too watched and waited, with his heart beating fast. Mattie held his life in her hands. Eady got into the sleigh and called to Mattie to join him. Then she turned and ran up the slope.

'Goodbye! Have a lovely ride!' she called back.

Eady laughed and followed her up the slope in his sleigh. After a moment he jumped down and tried to put his arm through hers. She stepped quickly out of the way, and Ethan's sudden fear turned to happiness. A moment later he heard the sound of Eady's sleigh going away, and saw Mattie walking alone across the snow.

He caught up with her by the Varnums' trees. She turned round, surprised.

'Oh!' she said. 'I thought maybe you couldn't come.'

'If you thought I couldn't come, why didn't you ride back with Denis Eady?' he answered.

'Oh, how did you know?' she cried. 'Where were you? I never saw you!'

They stood in the dark shadows of the trees, and their laughing voices ran together like water dancing down from the mountains in springtime. He put his arm through hers, but neither of them moved. Ethan wished he could stand there with her all night in the blackness. Mattie took a few steps forward and then stopped, looking down the icy slope of the Corbury road.

'There were lots of people coasting this evening,' she said. 'Ned Hale and Ruth Varnum almost crashed into the big tree down there. It's so dangerous, that tree.'

'You'd be safe with me, Matt,' replied Ethan.

'Would you like to come coasting some night? We could come tomorrow if there's a moon.'

'Oh, yes. How lovely!'

They walked along in silence, but then all Ethan's jealous fears returned.

'I guess it's natural that you're going to leave us,' he said at last.

'Leave? You mean Zeena ain't happy with me? I know I ain't so strong or so smart, but I want to try, I really do.'

'So you don't want to leave us, Matt?'

'Where could I go?' she whispered, almost crying.

Her answer made Ethan sad and happy at the same time. They continued their walk, with the dark, starry sky above them, and the quiet, lonely fields all around. At the entrance to Ethan's farmland they passed by the Frome graves. Ethan had always felt that the gravestones were looking at him and saying 'We never got out of Starkfield. Why should you?' But now he didn't want to escape. All he wanted was to be with Mattie, and some day to lie under that cold ground with Mattie beside him. Ethan was happy now, in his world of dreams. For the first time he put his arm around Mattie. She let it stay there, and they walked up to the farmhouse.

The house was dark and quiet. Zeena always went to bed early. On the nights when they came back late, she used to lock up the house and hide the key outside the kitchen door. Ethan felt for the key under the usual stone.

'Matt, the key's not there!' he said. This had never happened before. They began to look for it in the darkness. Suddenly there was a sound inside the house. They heard a step on the stairs and saw light under the door. Then the door opened, and Ethan saw his wife.

She stood in the dark doorway, a tall thin woman with a blanket round her shoulders. She held a lamp in one hand, and its light threw strange shadows onto her thin lined face. She said nothing, and they stepped into the kitchen. It was deadly cold, like a grave, Ethan shook the snow off his boots.

'I guess you forget us,' he said, looking at Zeena.

'No. I just felt too bad. I couldn't sleep.'

'I'm sorry,' said Mattie. 'Can I do anything to help, Zeena?'

'No, there's nothing you can do.' Zeena turned away from her. 'And why couldn't you shake that snow off outside?' she said to her husband.

They left the kitchen, and the two women went towards the stairs. 'If I go up now, Mattie'll see me go into the bedroom with Zeena,' thought Ethan. 'And I don't want that, not tonight.'

'I think I'll stay down here a bit longer, I've got some paperwork to do,' he said.

'What, now?' said Zeena. 'You'll die of cold.'

Ethan did not answer, but turned back towards the kitchen. Then he saw the look in Mattie's eyes. Was it a look of warning?

'I guess you're right. It is awful cold down here,' he agreed. With his head down, he slowly followed his wife up to their bedroom.



coast v. to ride or move, usually downhill, without use of power （沿山坡）向下滑行

jealously adv. with angry and unhappy feelings because you would like to have something someone else has 嫉妒地

fetch v. to go to where someone is and bring him or her back 去请，接来

amusement n. something that amuses 娱乐，消遣

under sb's roof in someone's home 在某人家里，寄人篱下

remember v. to bring back into your mind what you knew before 回忆起

catch up with sb to reach a person ahead 赶上，追上

return v. to come back again 恢复；重现

whisper v. to speak or say something very quietly, using your breath rather than your voice 低语，耳语

paperwork n. work such as writing letters or reports, which must be done but is not interesting 文书工作


2．舞会归家路

这是一个寒冷而晴朗的夜晚，厚厚的积雪铺满了整个村子。明朗清亮的星星在黑色的夜空中俯照着这片寂静的白色大地。

月光下，空无一人的街道上，年轻的伊桑·弗罗姆快步走来。他走过伊迪家的新店铺，走过瓦纳姆屋外两棵阴森的大树。那下面就是科贝里路的斜坡，晴朗的夜晚，许多年轻人会在这儿滑斜坡，一边玩儿，一边笑着、叫着。但伊桑经过时，这冰雪覆盖的斜坡却悄然无声。这一晚，斯塔克菲尔德镇的居民都聚在教堂的一个房间内。黄色的灯光透过窗子照在屋外的积雪上，舞曲飘出屋子，在寂静的夜空中飘荡。教堂外，伊桑藏在阴影中，从离他最近的窗子向房间内望去。

屋里气氛热烈，灯火通明，全是小伙子和年轻姑娘。音乐已经结束，人们正准备离开。突然，一个活泼的长着浓密黑发的小伙子跳到屋子中间，从人群中拽出个年轻姑娘。姑娘长着深色头发，头上系着鲜亮的红头巾。音乐又响了起来，不一会儿，屋子里又都是跳舞的人们了。

屋外寒冷的黑夜中，伊桑的心跳得厉害。姑娘转动得越来越快，而他的眼睛一直追随她的红头巾和浓密的褐发。那小伙子叫丹尼斯·伊迪，他父亲是斯塔克菲尔德镇最成功的店主。大家都知道丹尼斯在村里的姑娘中非常有人缘。伊桑嫉妒地看着玛蒂，这个长着深色头发的姑娘，看着她拉着伊迪的双手，还用明亮的深色眼睛笑盈盈地看他。
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“她怎么能那么看着他？”伊桑很不高兴地想，“难道她不知道他是什么人？”

玛蒂·西尔弗是伊桑妻子的表妹，她偶尔在晚上参加村里的一些娱乐活动，而伊桑都会来接她回家。玛蒂和弗罗姆夫妇在一起住了一年了。她住在他们那孤零零的农舍里，帮助伊桑的妻子齐娜做家务。这个热情的、笑眯眯的女孩儿一到家里，伊桑就喜欢上了她。她为他的家带来了希望、活力和光明，就像在一间冷冰冰的屋子里点燃了一团火。而她带来的不止是光明，伊桑发现她热爱身边的自然界。这个生活在他身边、住在他家里、依赖他生活的女孩儿，同样感受着他所感受着的奇迹。他能向她讲述、展示这些事物——晴朗夜空中明亮的星星、金色田野上飞过的鸟儿、阳光映照的白雪上树木投下的蓝色影子。他知道，这些事物给了他们相同的感受——那些深深的、默然于心的幸福感受。

可现在，那些幸福的感觉似乎如此遥远。望着玛蒂在房间里翩翩起舞时的盈盈笑脸，他感到孤独和不快。他忽然回忆起一丝恐惧，他曾尽力去忘记的恐惧。他的妻子是个冷漠寡言的女人，什么事情都逃不过她的眼睛，只是她很少谈起罢了。她只关心自己的病情。但最近，她开始越来越频繁地抱怨玛蒂的家务做得不好，还说些令伊桑忧虑的话。

一天早晨，她忽然说：“玛蒂走后我需要人帮忙。”

“哦，只要你需要玛蒂，她就不会走。”他回答。

她躺在床上，看着他穿衣服。“要是像她这么个穷姑娘能有机会和丹尼斯·伊迪那样的帅小伙结婚，我一定不会反对。”她拖着平淡尖细的声音说道，“大夫说我自己应付不过来，咱们得雇个女孩儿。”

没有玛蒂的生活！伊桑没法想象。他和玛蒂在夜晚步行回农场时，她的声音、她甜美的笑容、她那挽着他的柔软手臂——只有这些才是他的世界中最重要的东西。难道是自己犯了蠢，认为齐娜没注意到他对玛蒂的关切？他之前从没想过这些，但现在，站在教堂外的夜幕中，他记起了齐娜说的另外一些事，他的恐惧也在增长……

跳舞的人们这会儿穿上了厚厚的外衣，围着头巾，走出了教堂，来到寒冷的夜幕中。伊桑听到玛蒂的声音从人群中传来，他退回到阴影中，突然感到自己害怕和她说话。人们很快散去，玛蒂独自一人站在教堂外，四下张望。这时，一个男人的身影出现了。

“玛蒂，没人陪你回家吗？真糟糕！不过我很幸运呀，我爸爸的马和雪橇在这儿等我们。来，一块儿走吧！”

丹尼斯·伊迪去解马缰绳时，玛蒂没说话，她仍静静地站在那儿望着。阴影中，伊桑也在望着，等着，他的心跳得厉害。玛蒂掌握着他的命运。伊迪上了雪橇，招呼玛蒂一起回家。忽然，玛蒂转身跑上了斜坡。

“再见！一路顺风！”她喊道。

伊迪笑着，驾着雪橇上了斜坡，跟着她。不一会儿，他跳下雪橇，想去搂她。她快步走开，伊桑的忧虑立时化为快乐。不一会儿，他听到伊迪雪橇离去的声音，看到玛蒂一个人在雪地里走着。

他在瓦纳姆家的大树旁赶上了她。她惊讶地转过身。

“哦，”她说，“我以为你可能来不了呢。”

“如果你以为我没来，为什么不和丹尼斯·伊迪一块儿回去呢？”他答道。

“啊，你怎么知道的？”她大叫，“你那时在哪儿？我一直没见到你！”

他们站在大树的黑影里，笑声交织在一起，像从春日的山上欢畅地淌下的水流。他搂着她，他们都没动。伊桑希望整个晚上都能和她一起在这阴影中站着。玛蒂向前走了几步，然后停下来，看着科贝里路旁被冰雪覆盖的斜坡。
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“今晚有很多人在斜坡上滑着玩儿。”她说，“内德·黑尔和露丝·瓦纳姆差点儿就撞上下面那棵大树。那棵树实在太危险了。”

“跟我在一起你会很安全，玛蒂。”伊桑答道，“哪天晚上咱们也来滑着玩儿吧？明晚要是有月亮，咱们就来。”

“啊，好哇。太好了！”

他们默不作声地走着。忽然，唯恐失去玛蒂的恐惧又袭上伊桑心头。

“我想你要离开我们也挺正常的。”他终于说道。

“离开？你的意思是齐娜对我不满意？我知道自己不够强壮，也没那么聪明，可我想努力，真的。”

“那么你不想走喽，玛蒂？”

“我能去哪儿呢？”她低声说道，几乎要哭了。

她的回答让伊桑难过，但同时他又感到欣慰。他们继续走着，头上是群星闪烁的夜空，身边是寂静无人的田野。在伊桑农场的入口处，他们经过了弗罗姆家族的墓地。伊桑曾经总是觉得那些墓碑在盯着他，对他说：“我们从未离开过斯塔克菲尔德。你又怎能离得开？”而现在，他不想逃了。他只想和玛蒂在一起，有那么一天，和玛蒂一起长眠在那片冰冷的土地下。伊桑现在很幸福，在他自己充满梦想的世界里。他第一次搂住玛蒂。她没有拒绝，二人一起向着农舍走去。

农舍没有亮灯，很静。齐娜总是很早上床。当伊桑和玛蒂晚上回来得比较晚时，齐娜就会把门锁上，把钥匙藏在厨房门外。伊桑在平时藏钥匙的石头下摸索着。

“玛蒂，钥匙不在那儿！”他说。这种事从没发生过。他们开始在黑暗中寻找钥匙。忽然，房子里有了动静。他们听见楼梯上响起脚步声，然后看见门底下透出一丝光亮来。门开了，伊桑看见了他的妻子。

她站在黑漆漆的门口，高高瘦瘦的，肩上裹着毯子，一只手拿着灯，灯光在她布满皱纹的瘦削的脸上投下奇怪的阴影。她一言不发。他们走进了厨房。厨房里寒冷刺骨，好似一座坟墓。伊桑抖落靴子上的雪。
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“我猜你把我们忘了吧。”他看着齐娜说道。

“没有。我只是感到很不舒服。我睡不着。”

“真糟糕，”玛蒂说道，“我能帮上忙吗，齐娜？”

“不用，你帮不上忙。”齐娜扭过脸去，不看玛蒂。“你怎么不在外面把雪抖掉？”她对丈夫说道。

三人离开了厨房，两个女人朝楼梯走去。“要是我现在上楼，玛蒂就会看见我和齐娜一起走进卧室。”伊桑想，“我可不想那样，今晚不行。”

“我想在这儿再待会儿。我有些文书工作要做。”他说。

“什么？现在？”齐娜说，“你会被冻死的。”

伊桑没回答，转身朝着厨房。这时他看见了玛蒂的眼色，是在提醒他吗？

“我想你说得对。楼下还是太冷了。”他赞同地说。他低着头，缓缓地跟随妻子走进卧室。


3
A visit to the doctor

The next morning was cold and bright. Ethan was down at his saw-mill early because he had to take some wood to the village builder that day. The winter sun burned red in a clear sky, and the sunlight danced over the bright, snowy fields, leaving deep blue shadows under the trees.

Ethan's thoughts were always clearest when he was working in the quiet morning air. Last night, after the bedroom door had closed behind them, Zeena had taken her medicine and gone to bed without a word. Ethan lay next to her, watching the light from under Mattie's door, and thinking. Why had he not kissed her on the walk home? He remembered her soft lips in the moonlight. Now, in the clear morning sunshine, he could still see her face. He could see it in the red sky and in the bright shining snow.

Mattie was the daughter of Orin Silver, a cousin of Zeena Frome's. Silver's medicine company had seemed successful, and he had lived like a rich man. But when he died, his wife and daughter had a terrible surprise. They discovered that he had borrowed thousands of dollars which he could not pay back. This awful news killed Mrs Silver immediately. He had also lost money which belonged to his brothers and sisters, so there was nobody in the family who wanted to help poor Mattie. The twenty-year-old girl was alone in the world, without money and without friends. She was not strong, and she had never studied or learnt to do a job. So Mattie came to Starkfield to work, without pay, in her cousin Zeena's home. At first Zeena often complained about the girl's work. Then, as the months went by, Mattie grew stronger and found the work easier. Zeena had more time to think about her illnesses, and life under the Fromes' roof became more peaceful.

But now, Zeena's strange silent looks, the warning in Mattie's eyes last night... Ethan was sure that something was wrong. By midday the wood was all loaded, ready to take to Andrew Hale the builder. But Ethan decided to go home. If there was going to be trouble, he wanted to be there. So Ethan and Jotham Powell, his hired man, walked through the fields back to the house.

When they entered the kitchen, Mattie was making coffee. Zeena was sitting at the table, wearing her best brown dress and a tall hat. A suitcase stood beside her.

'Where're you going, Zeena?' asked Ethan, surprised.

'My pains are getting really bad. I'm going over to my aunt's in Bettsbridge for the night, and tomorrow I'll see that new doctor,' she answered. 'If you're too busy, I suppose you can let Jotham Powell drive me to the station.'

Ethan said nothing. He was lost in his own thoughts. He realized that, for the first time, he and Mattie would be alone for the night. He looked at Mattie. Was she thinking the same thing? Then he looked at his wife's thin, lined, bloodless face. Zeena was thirty-five, only seven years older than he was, but she was already an old woman.

'Of course Jotham'll take you,' he said at last. 'I can't do it myself, because I've got to get the money for the wood from Andrew Hale.'

This was a lie. Andrew Hale never paid immediately, but Ethan really had no wish to make the long, slow journey to the station with his miserable wife at his side.

Zeena made no reply, and soon afterwards she left with Jotham. Ethan picked up his coat and stood for a moment in the doorway. 'See you later, Matt,' he said.

It was warm and bright in the kitchen. The sun shone in on the flowering pot plants by the window, and the cat sleeping in a chair. Mattie looked up from her housework. 'See you later, Ethan,' she said happily.

All the way down to the village Ethan thought of his return to Mattie that night. Without Zeena, his house seemed more like a home. And as he drove through the snowy fields, this usually silent man began to sing.

*　　*　　*

Ethan Frome had not always been so quiet and lonely. As a student he had liked being among happy, friendly, young people. He had enjoyed his science studies and wanted to become an engineer. But after his father's accident and death, Ethan had to leave his studies and return home. Life was hard for him, working alone on the poor farm and unsuccessful saw-mill. Then his mother fell ill, and became more and more silent. Sometimes she used to say a few crazy words, but for most of the time she refused to speak at all. So with each long, cold Starkfield winter, the silence and loneliness round Ethan grew deeper.

As his mother came towards her last illness, Ethan's cousin Zeena arrived to take care of her. It was wonderful to hear another person's voice in the house again, and Zeena was an excellent nurse and housekeeper. Old Mrs Frome finally died on a dark winter's day, and the idea of being alone again filled Ethan with fear. He was grateful to Zeena for all that she had done, and he asked her to stay and marry him. They had at first planned to sell the farm and move to the town. But it was hard to find a buyer, and Ethan soon realized that his wife could not live in a place where she was not someone 'important'. In less than a year her 'sickliness' appeared; then she too fell silent. Her strange, wordless looks worried Ethan. Was she going a little crazy, like his mother? What thoughts and plans were hidden behind her cold eyes?

But that afternoon, as Ethan drove to the village with his sleigh full of wood for the builder, he felt less afraid. Zeena had gone away to Bettsbridge, with all her thoughts on her own health. And tonight he had an evening alone with Mattie. But there was still one worry — the lie about the money from Andrew Hale. He knew that Zeena would want to know where it was.

When Ethan arrived at the builder's, Hale invited him into his office to sit down and get warm. He was a large, red-faced and likeable man, an old friend of Ethan's family. Ethan did not know how to begin, but at last he managed to ask Hale for the first fifty dollars towards this winter's wood. The builder was surprised. He always paid at the end of three months, never before. He refused in his warm, friendly way, and then asked:

'Look, you ain't got money problems, have you?'

'No, not at all,' replied Ethan, very embarrassed.

The afternoon had turned into a cold grey evening by the time Ethan left the builder's. He heard the sound of sleigh-bells, and Denis Eady drove past, shouting 'Hello, Ethe!' Eady was going towards the Frome farm. Did he know that Zeena had gone? Was he going there to spend some time alone with Mattie? Ethan felt wildly jealous, then moments later was ashamed of his feelings.

By the Varnum house Ethan saw two figures standing together under the trees. He heard a kiss, and a surprised 'Oh!' as he passed by. Two happy lovers, kissing where he had stood with Mattie the night before. But unlike him, Ruth Varnum and Ned Hale didn't need to hide their feelings. How lucky they were!

As night fell, Ethan passed by the Frome gravestones and drove up to the farmhouse. A light shone in a room upstairs.

'She's getting herself ready for supper,' he thought.



awful adj. unpleasant or horrible 可怕的，骇人的

suitcase n. a large case with a handle, used for carrying clothes and possessions when you travel （旅行用）手提箱

miserable adj. always unhappy, dissatisfied, or complainig 总是抱怨的

pot plant a plant grown in a flower pot 盆栽植物

engineer n. someone who designs or builds things such as roads, railways, bridges, or machines 工程师

grateful adj. thankful 感激的

likeable adj. pleasant; easy to like 可爱的，讨人喜欢的

embarrassed adj. ashamed, nervous, or uncomfortable in social situation 难堪的


3．求诊

第二天早晨晴朗而寒冷。伊桑一早就到了他的锯木场，因为这一天他要把一些木材送到村上的建筑商那儿去。晴朗的天空中，冬日的太阳红艳艳的，阳光在白雪皑皑的光灿灿的田野上跳着舞，在树下投射出深蓝色的影子。

在宁静的清晨工作时，伊桑的脑子总是清醒得很。昨晚，关上卧室门后，齐娜服下她的药，一言不发地上了床。伊桑在她身边躺下，看着玛蒂房门下透出的光，思索着。在回家的路上他干吗不亲她呢？他记起月光下她柔软的嘴唇。现在，在这明亮的清晨阳光下，他依然看得见她的面庞，在那阳光映红了的天空中，在那莹莹的白雪上。
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玛蒂是奥林·西尔弗的女儿，齐娜·弗罗姆的表妹。西尔弗的医药公司似乎曾生意兴隆，他活得跟个有钱人似的。可他死后，他的妻女却大吃一惊。她们发现，他借了上千美元，根本无法还清。这个坏消息立时要了西尔弗夫人的命。西尔弗先生甚至花掉了他兄弟姐妹的钱，因此，他的家族中没人愿意帮助可怜的玛蒂。这个20岁的女孩儿孤身一人，既没钱也没朋友。她不壮实，也从没上过学或是去学着做过什么工作。因此她来到斯塔克菲尔德的齐娜表姐家干活，没有报酬。最初齐娜经常抱怨玛蒂做活差。几个月过后，玛蒂长得壮实些了，感觉家务变得容易些了。齐娜有了更多的时间去琢磨她的病情，于是弗罗姆家的生活变得安宁多了。

可现在，齐娜奇怪的沉默表情，昨夜玛蒂警告的眼色……伊桑确信一定是出了什么问题了。中午之前，木材已经全装好了，要送到建筑商安德鲁·黑尔那里去。可伊桑决定回家，要是家里有什么麻烦，他想在那里。于是伊桑和他雇的帮手乔撒姆·鲍威尔穿过田野往家走去。

他们进厨房时，玛蒂正在煮咖啡。齐娜坐在桌子前，穿着她最好的褐色衣服，戴着高高的帽子，身旁放着个手提箱。

“你要去哪儿，齐娜？”伊桑惊讶地问道。

“我的病痛正变得越来越厉害。我要去贝茨布里奇我姑妈家，在那儿过夜，明天我要去看一个新医生。”她答道，“你要是太忙，我想你可以让乔撒姆·鲍威尔送我到车站去。”

伊桑没回答。他陷入了思考。他发现，他和玛蒂将第一次单独过一夜了。他看着玛蒂。她也有相同的想法吗？然后他看着妻子瘦削的、布满皱纹的、没血色的脸。齐娜35岁，只比他大7岁，可她已经是个老女人了。

“乔撒姆当然能送你去了。”他终于说道，“我没法儿亲自送你去了，我得到安德鲁·黑尔那儿拿木材钱。”

这是谎话。安德鲁·黑尔从不马上付钱，可伊桑实在不想让满口抱怨的妻子坐在他身边，一起去度过到车站的这段漫长而缓慢的旅程。

齐娜没回答，不久就和乔撒姆一块儿离开了。伊桑拿起了外套，在门口站了一会儿。“再见，玛蒂。”他说。

厨房里温暖又明亮。阳光照在窗边正在开花的盆栽上，猫儿在椅子上睡觉。玛蒂停下手中的家务活儿，抬起头来。“再见，伊桑。”她欢快地说。

去村里的路上，伊桑都在想着晚上回家去见玛蒂。齐娜不在，他的房子会更像个家。当他驶过白雪覆盖的田野时，这个通常沉默寡言的人唱起了歌。

*　　*　　*

伊桑·弗罗姆并非一向这么沉默孤独。当学生时，他喜欢和快乐友好的年轻人在一起。他喜欢自然学科，想成为一名工程师。可父亲出事死后，他就不得不辍学回家了。对他来说，独自一人在破旧的农场和不景气的锯木场工作，生活很艰难。之后，他母亲病倒了，变得越来越沉默。有时她会说些疯言疯语，可大多数时候她根本不说话。于是，伴随着一个又一个漫长寒冷的冬季，伊桑周遭的沉寂与孤独变得越来越深了。

母亲病危之际，伊桑的表姐齐娜赶来照顾她了。能在家中再听到另外一个人的声音真是太好了，齐娜又是个非常称职的护士和管家。老弗罗姆夫人终于在一个阴晦的冬日去世了，一想到又要独自一人，伊桑心中就充满了恐惧。他十分感激齐娜所做的一切，并请求她留下来嫁给他。一开始他们计划着卖掉农场，搬到镇上去住。可找不到买主，而且伊桑很快就意识到他妻子不能住在一个她不是什么“重要”人物的地方。不到一年她就出现了“病情”，随后也沉默了起来。她奇怪的无言表情让伊桑感到忧虑：她会变得疯疯癫癫的，就像他母亲一样吗？她那双冷酷的眼睛背后隐藏着什么想法和计划？

可是那个下午，当伊桑驾着满载木材的雪橇去村上的建筑商那儿的时候，他不那么害怕了。齐娜去贝茨布里奇了，脑子里想的全是她自己的健康问题。而今夜，他将和玛蒂共处一晚。可还有一个让人烦心的事儿——他撒谎要从安德鲁·黑尔那儿拿钱。他知道齐娜会问钱在哪儿。

伊桑到了建筑商那儿后，黑尔请他到办公室坐坐，暖暖身子。黑尔是个大块头，红脸膛，人缘不错，是伊桑家的老朋友。伊桑不知道怎么开口，可最终他还是想法子跟黑尔要这个冬天所卖木材的第一笔50元钱。建筑商感到很意外，他总是在三个月结束时付款，从不提前。他温和而友善地拒绝了伊桑，并问：

“瞧，你在钱上不会有什么问题吧，是不是？”

“没，一点儿问题也没有。”伊桑很尴尬地答道。

伊桑离开建筑商那儿的时候，已经是阴冷的傍晚了。他听到了雪橇的铃铛声，丹尼斯·伊迪驾着雪橇驶过，喊着：“你好哇，伊桑！”伊迪向着弗罗姆的农场驶去。他知道齐娜走了？他是要去那儿和玛蒂单独待会儿吗？伊桑感到一阵强烈的嫉妒，可过了不久他又为自己的嫉妒感到羞愧。

驶过瓦纳姆家的时候，伊桑看到在树下有两个人站在一起。经过时他听到一声亲吻，还有人惊讶地“哦”了一声。一对幸福的恋人在他和玛蒂前一天夜里曾经站过的地方亲吻着。与自己不同，露丝·瓦纳姆和内德·黑尔无需隐藏他们的感情。他们多么幸运啊！

夜幕降临，伊桑驶过自家的墓地，来到了农舍前。楼上的一间屋子里亮着灯。

“她正在准备晚饭。”他想。


4
An evening together

Ethan went up to the kitchen door, and found that it was locked. He called 'Hello, Matt!', but there was no answer. He stood in the darkness and waited. After a moment he heard a sound on the stairs, and saw light round the door. And just like the night before, the door opened and there stood a woman with a lamp in her hand. The lamplight shone on the milky whiteness of Mattie's young skin, on her soft lips and shining dark eyes. She smiled gently, and stepped to the side to let Ethan come in.

The kitchen was warm and welcoming. On the table were cakes and fruit in a bright red glass dish, and the cat was lying lazily in front of a warm fire.

'Well, Matt, any visitors?' asked Ethan.

'Just one,' replied Mattie, laughing. A black cloud came down over Ethan's world.

'Who was that?'

She looked at him and laughed again, 'Jotham Powell. He came in and asked for a drop of coffee.'

The blackness lifted and Ethan's world grew bright again. 'Well, I hope you gave him some,' he said, then added, 'I suppose Zeena got to the station in time?'

Zeena's name brought an immediate coolness into the kitchen. After a few moments Mattie said: 'I guess it's about time for supper,' and they sat down.

But they still felt uncomfortable — Zeena seemed to be in the room with them, with her cold eyes and strange looks. They ate in embarrassed silence, then began to talk about the weather.

As they were speaking, the cat climbed quietly onto the table and started to move towards the milk-jug. When they saw it, they both reached forwards at once, their hands meeting on the jug. Ethan kept his hand on Mattie's a few seconds longer than was necessary. At that moment the cat suddenly jumped backwards and knocked into the red glass dish. The dish fell to the floor with a crash.

'Oh, Ethan,' Mattie cried, 'It's all in pieces! What will Zeena say? It was her very best dish!'

'Don't worry. I'll get another one.'

'You'll never find one! It was a wedding present from her aunt in Philadelphia. That's why she never uses it. I had to climb up to get it from the top of her cupboard! Oh, Ethan, what shall I do?'

She began to cry, and her tears seemed to burn into Ethan's heart.

'Oh, Matt, don't cry! Please don't cry!' he said softly.

They looked at the bits of red glass lying like the broken pieces of their evening. Ethan picked them up and walked out of the kitchen to the hall. Reaching up his long arm, he put the broken pieces at the top of the cupboard and arranged them carefully. From below nobody could see that the dish was. broken.

'I'll get some glue to mend it tomorrow,' thought Ethan. 'Zeena won't look at it for months, and I'm sure I'll find another one somewhere.'

He went back to the kitchen. 'It's all right, Matt,' he said. 'Let's finish supper.'

After the meal Mattie cleared the table and Ethan went out to see the cows. The world was dark and still outside. When he came back, Mattie had pushed his chair near the fire and had seated herself by the lamp with a bit of sewing. He sat down, feeling warm and dreamy and at peace with the world. The only trouble was that he could not see Mattie from where he sat. But he felt too lazy to move and after a moment he said: 'Come over here and sit by the fire.'

Mattie got up and sat opposite him in Zeena's rocking chair. He looked at the chair and for a moment he saw his wife's grim face there. Mattie seemed to feel uncomfortable too. After a while she got up, saying, 'I can't see to sew,' and went back to sit by the lamp.

The cat jumped into the empty rocking-chair, and Ethan moved his own chair a little. Now he could see Mattie as she sat and sewed in the soft lamplight. A deep quiet came over the kitchen. The 'tick-tick' of the clock was the only sound in the room, and the smoke from Ethan's pipe and the smell of Mattie's flowering plants filled the air.

They began to talk easily of everyday things. It all seemed so comfortable and so peaceful. Ethan began to dream that they always spent their evenings like this...

'This was the night when we were going coasting,' he said after a while.

She smiled back at him. 'I guess you forgot!'

'No, I didn't forget. It's too dark tonight, but we can go tomorrow if there's a moon.'

'That would be lovely. Ethan!' Mattie laughed happily, and her eyes shone in the lamplight. Ethan loved the way that her face changed as she talked, like a field of grass moving under a gentle summer wind.

'It's too dangerous on a dark night like this,' he went on. 'You've got to keep your eyes open on that slope, you know, Matt. That's a dangerous corner down by that big tree. You could crash right into it if you're not careful.' Then he added: 'I guess we're fine here, aren't we?'

'Yes, we're fine here,' agreed Mattie in a soft, sweet voice. Ethan put down his pipe and pulled his chair up to the table. He touched the end of her piece of sewing.

'Say, Matt, guess what I saw tonight? Your friends kissing under the Varnum trees.'

Mattie's face turned bright red. 'That'll be Ruth and Ned,' she answered, looking down at her sewing. Ethan felt embarrassed too. Last night on their walk home he had put his arm around Mattie, and had wanted to kiss her. But tonight, in the warm lamplit room, she seemed so much further away.

'I guess they'll get married soon,' said Ethan. 'And then maybe you'll be next.'

'Why do you say that?' she replied in a low voice. 'Is it because Zeena doesn't want me to stay?'

'What do you mean?' asked Ethan, afraid again.

'I thought that last night she seemed... Oh, I don't know. Nobody knows what Zeena thinks. She hasn't said anything to you, has she?'

He shook his head. 'No, not a word.'

'I guess it was nothing then. Let's not think about it,' said Mattie, and went on with her sewing.

Ethan watched her in silence. Then he gently took hold of the other end of her piece of sewing. Mattie's warmth seemed to flow along it towards him. Could she feel the answering warmth from his own hand? They sat like this for a few moments, then Ethan heard a sound behind him. The cat had jumped down from Zeena's chair, and because of the sudden movement the empty chair had started a ghostly rocking.

'Zeena'll be in that chair herself this time tomorrow,' thought Ethan. 'I've been in a dream, and this is the only evening we'll ever have together...' The return to the real world filled him with pain, and he suddenly felt very tired.

Mattie looked at him, and for a moment he saw fear cross her face. He held onto her sewing and kissed the end of it softly. She pulled it slowly from his lips and put it away. It was eleven o'clock.

'Is the fire all right?' she asked in a low voice.

They checked the fire, moved the plant pots away from the cold window, and put out the lamp.

'Goodnight, Matt,' he said, as she put her foot on the first step of the stairs.

'Goodnight, Ethan,' she answered, and went up.

When the door of her room had closed, he remembered that he had not even touched her hand.



welcoming adj.(of a place) making one feel happy and relaxed to be in （地方）令人愉悦的

crash n. a loud noise like the sound of two hard things hitting each other and breaking 撞击声

cupboard n. a piece of furniture with doors, and sometimes shelves, used for storing clothes, plates, food, etc. 橱柜

arrange v. to put a group of things in a particular order 整理

mend v. to repair 修补

touch v. to put your hand or pan of your body on someone or something 触摸，碰到

ghostly adj. reminding you of a ghost 鬼的，幽灵的

check v. to examine something in order to find out whether it is how it should be 检查


4．共度一夜

伊桑走到厨房门前，发现门锁着。他喊道：“嗨，玛蒂！”没人应声。他站在黑暗中等着。过了一会儿，他听到楼梯上传来声音，然后看到门的四周透出光亮来。就像昨晚一样，门开了，一个女人站在门口，手里拿着一盏灯。灯光映着玛蒂牛奶般白皙的年轻肌肤，映着她柔软的嘴唇，还有那双亮闪闪的黑眼睛。她温柔地笑着，让到了一边，让伊桑进去。

厨房温暖而舒适。桌上有个亮红色玻璃盘子，里面摆着蛋糕和水果，猫慵懒地卧在温暖的炉火前。
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“哎，玛蒂，有客人来过？”伊桑问道。

“只有一个。”玛蒂笑着答道。一阵阴云笼罩上伊桑的世界。

“是谁？”

她看着他，又笑了：“乔撒姆·鲍威尔。他进来要杯咖啡喝。”

阴云散去，伊桑的世界又见晴朗。“嗯，我想你给了他一些吧。”他说，然后又补充道，“我想齐娜及时赶到车站了吧。”

齐娜这个名字霎时给厨房内带来一丝寒冷。过了一会儿，玛蒂说：“我想该是吃晚饭的时候了。”他们于是坐了下来。

可他们还是觉得不舒服——好像齐娜还在屋子里，和他们在一起，睁着她那双冷酷的眼睛，带着她那种奇怪的表情。他们尴尬地默默用餐，接着聊起了天气。

聊天的时候，猫悄悄地爬上了桌子，向着牛奶罐子走去。看到猫，两个人都立刻伸出手来，两只手在牛奶罐子上碰在了一起。伊桑把手在玛蒂的手上多放了几秒钟。就在这会儿，猫突然向后跳去，撞上了红色的玻璃盘子，盘子“哗啦”一声掉在了地板上。
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“啊，伊桑，”玛蒂大叫，“盘子碎了！齐娜会怎么说啊？那是她最好的盘子啊！”

“别急，我再买一个。”

“你根本找不着的！那是她费城的姨妈送她的结婚礼物，所以她从来都没用过。我是爬上去从她橱柜最上面一层拿下来的！哦，伊桑，我该怎么办？”

她哭了起来，眼泪好像灼烧着伊桑的心。

“哦，玛蒂，别哭！别哭！”他轻声劝道。

他们看着红色玻璃碎片，就像看着他们共度的这个夜晚碎成一片片一样。伊桑把碎片捡起来，走出厨房，来到门厅，伸着长长的胳膊，将碎片放在了橱柜顶层，仔细地归整好。从橱柜下看去，没人看得出盘子碎了。

“我明天去拿些胶水把它粘好。”伊桑想着，“齐娜几个月内不会看它，我相信能从什么地方再找一个来。”

他走回厨房。“没事了，玛蒂。”他说，“咱们继续吃饭吧。”

吃完饭，玛蒂收拾桌子，伊桑出去查看牲口。屋外的世界黑黢黢的，悄无声息。他回来时，玛蒂已将他的椅子推到了炉火边，自己坐在灯边做着针线活儿。他坐了下来，感觉暖洋洋的，恍如在梦境中，世界一片祥和。唯一的不足就是从他坐着的地方看不到玛蒂。可他感到懒懒的，不想动弹，于是过了一会儿他说：“过来坐在炉火边吧。”

玛蒂起身坐在了他对面齐娜的摇椅上。他看着那摇椅，一时间又好像看到了妻子那阴郁的脸。玛蒂看上去也不太自在。不一会儿，她站起身来，说：“我看不清，没法儿缝。”就坐回到灯旁边去了。

猫跳到了空摇椅上，伊桑把自己的椅子挪了挪。现在他能看到玛蒂了，她坐在柔和的灯光下做着针线活儿。深深的寂静笼罩了厨房，房间里只有“滴答滴答”的钟声，伊桑的烟斗冒出的烟和玛蒂养的鲜花所散发出来的香气弥漫在空气中。

他们扯起了家常。一切看似如此舒畅，如此祥和。伊桑开始梦想他们会一直这样度过所有的夜晚……

“今晚我们本来要去玩滑斜坡的。”过了一会儿他说。

她笑着回答：“我以为你忘了呢！”

“不，我可没忘。今晚太黑了，明天要是有月亮，我们就去。”

“那太好了，伊桑！”玛蒂开心地大笑，眼睛在灯光下放出光彩。伊桑喜欢她聊天时表情的变化，仿佛柔和的夏风吹拂着的草地。

“像今天这么黑的夜晚去那儿太危险了。”他继续说道，“你知道，在斜坡上你必须睁大眼睛，玛蒂。坡下大树旁有个危险的拐角，要是不小心就会撞个正着。”然后他又补充了一句：“我想咱们在这儿挺不错的，是不？”

“是啊，在这儿不错。”玛蒂甜甜地轻声表示同意。伊桑放下烟斗，把椅子拽到桌子前，他碰了碰玛蒂活计的一角。

“嘿，玛蒂，猜我今晚看见了什么。你的朋友在瓦纳姆家的大树下接吻。”

玛蒂的脸变得红彤彤的。“是露丝和内德。”她答道，低下眼帘看着自己的针线活儿。伊桑也感到一阵尴尬。昨晚他们走回家时他曾搂住玛蒂，还想亲她来着。而今晚，在这被灯光照亮的温暖房间里，她又这般遥远。

“我想他们就快结婚了。”伊桑说，“说不定下一个就是你。”

“为什么这么说？”她低声答道，“是因为齐娜不想让我待在这儿吗？”

“什么意思？”伊桑问道，又是一阵恐惧。

“我想昨晚她看上去……哦，我不知道。没人知道齐娜的想法。她没跟你说什么，是吗？”

他摇了摇头。“没有，一个字也没说。”

“我猜那就没什么事，别去想它了。”玛蒂说着，又缝了起来。

伊桑静静地看着她，然后轻轻地抓住了她针线活计的另一角。玛蒂的温暖好像通过它流向了伊桑。她能感觉到他的手传递回去的温暖吗？他们这样坐了一阵子，忽然伊桑听到背后一声响动。猫跳下了齐娜的摇椅，这个突然的动作让空摇椅幽灵般地摇晃起来。
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“明天这个时候，齐娜就会坐在那把椅子上了。”伊桑想，“我就像做了一场梦，今晚是我们唯一共同度过的夜晚了……”回到现实让他充满痛苦，忽然间他感到十分疲惫。

玛蒂看着他，一时间他看到她脸上掠过惊恐的神色。他拉起她的针线活儿，轻轻地亲着一角。她慢慢地将它从他唇边抽出来，放到一边。已经11点了。

“炉火还好吧？”她低声问道。

他们看了看炉火，把花盆从寒冷的窗子旁搬开，熄了灯。

“晚安，玛蒂。”玛蒂走上第一级楼梯时，伊桑说道。

“晚安，伊桑。”她答道，然后上楼去了。

当她房间的门关上的时候，他想起自己甚至连她的手都没碰一下。


5
Zeena's news

The next morning Jotham Powell came round early to help load some more wood. Ethan could still feel inside him the sweetness of the evening before, and he tried hard not to show his happiness.

He did not know why he felt so happy. There was no reason for it, because nothing had changed in his life or in Mattie's. But their evening together had given him a dream — a picture of life with Mattie at his side.

He wanted to load the wood quickly and then drive it down to Starkfield, where he could buy the glue to mend the broken dish. He was sending Jotham to fetch Zeena from the station after dinner, so they needed to work fast. But the morning went badly. A wet snow had fallen in the night, and the roads were like glass. One of his horses fell and cut its leg. Icy rain started to fall, making the loading slow and difficult. It was after midday when they finished.

Immediately after dinner, Ethan put his coat on again. Jotham was drying his wet feet by the fire and Mattie was washing the dishes.

'I'll be back early,' Ethan said to Mattie in a low voice. He was afraid to say more in front of Jotham, but he thought that Mattie understood him.

The journey down to the village was long and slow, with his two old horses pulling their heavy load over the snow and ice underfoot. By the time he had unloaded the wood and managed to buy the glue, it was already late afternoon. On the way back the rain began again, turning to ice as it fell on the snow and making the road even more glassy and dangerous. Once or twice Ethan heard sleigh-bells and turned round, afraid that Jotham and Zeena were coming up behind him. But for most of the journey he just looked grimly into the falling rain, as his tired horses made their way up the hill.

At last he arrived home and hurried into the kitchen. Mattie was alone.

'Look, Matt,' he cried, 'I've got the glue to mend the dish with! Quick, let me get it!'

'Oh, Ethan — Zeena's back!' she said in a whisper, holding onto his arm.

Ethan looked round the kitchen, which looked cold and unwelcoming in the wintry evening light.

'How is she?' he asked, in the same low whisper.

'I don't know. She didn't say anything, she just went straight upstairs.'

Ethan put the glue back in his pocket. 'Don't worry. I'll come down and mend the dish in the night,' he said.

Then, just as she had done the evening before, Mattie said: 'I guess it's about time for supper.'

Ethan called Zeena, but there was no answer. He went up to the bedroom, and pushed open the door. In the darkness he saw Zeena's figure sitting by the window, still wearing her travelling dress.

'Well, Zeena, supper's ready. Ain't you coming?'

'I don't think I could eat a thing,' she replied, then turned her head towards him. 'I'm much sicker than you think.'

'I hope that's not so, Zeena.'

'The doctor says I mustn't do anything at all in the house. So we'll have to get a hired girl.'

'A hired girl?'

'Yes. My aunt's found me one already. She's coming tomorrow afternoon.'

'Why didn't you tell me what you planned to do?' he asked angrily. 'Where do you think I'll get the money to pay her?'

'How did I know what the doctor would say? I'm ashamed to have a husband like you, Ethan Frome. I lost my health taking care of your own mother! Marrying me was the least that you could do after —'

'Zeena!'

The darkness between them was filled with anger. It was their first moment of open fighting in their sad seven years together. Ethan felt ashamed, and tried to speak more calmly.

'You know I don't have the money, Zeena. She'll have to go back.'

'What about that fifty dollars from Andrew Hale?'

He remembered the lie he had told the day before.

'I guess that was a mistake.'

'You mean you ain't going to get it?'

'No. I'm sorry, Zeena. You're a poor man's wife. But I'll do the best I can to help you.'

'Oh, I guess we'll manage,' she said more gently. 'And without Mattie's food to pay for —'

'Without Mattie's —?' he began.

Zeena laughed. It was a strange sound. He couldn't remember hearing her laugh before.

'You didn't think Mattie was staying, did you?'

'But you can't send her away — she's your cousin.'

'Well, we can't keep two girls here.'

Ethan could not believe what he was hearing.

'Ethan — Zeena! Supper's ready!' Mattie called brightly from downstairs.

Ethan felt angry and helpless. 'But where will she go? A poor girl with no friends or money...'

'She's been here long enough. We've kept her for over a year now, and it's time for her to go.'

Ethan looked at his wife with eyes full of hate. It was an angry, bitter hate. It was a hate which had grown during years of hard work, hopeless poverty, and broken dreams. This woman had destroyed all his hopes. She had taken everything from him, and now wanted to take the one beautiful thing left in his life. He made a sudden, violent movement towards her, then stopped.

'I don't think I'll come down,' said Zeena calmly. 'I guess I'll just lie on the bed a while.'

Ethan went downstairs to the kitchen, and Mattie gave him a plate of food. He took a mouthful, then pushed the plate away.

'What's the matter, Ethan? Doesn't it taste right?'

'It's fine, Matt. Only I —' He stood up quickly.

She looked at him with frightened eyes. 'I knew there was something wrong. What is it, Ethan? What is it?'

He took her in his arms and found her lips at last. He kissed and kissed her. He was lost in the sweetness of her lips. Then she pulled away from him, her face white with fear, and he cried out:

'You can't go, Matt! I'll never let you go!'

'Go... go?' she whispered. 'Must I go? Ethan, what has happened? Is Zeena angry with me?'

He told her what the doctor had said. Mattie looked so small and helpless. His heart ached for her, and he wanted to hold her in his arms again. They were silent for a long while, then Mattie said in a low voice:

'Don't be too sorry, Ethan.'

'Oh, Matt — Matt — where'll you go?'

'Maybe I'll get something to do in town.' But they both knew that she had little chance of finding a job. There were too many people looking for work in the towns, and there were no jobs that Mattie could do. And Ethan knew what happened to girls who had no job, no money, and no friends... He sat down in despair, and hid his face in his hands.

Then they heard Zeena's footsteps on the stairs. She came down wearing her usual dress. Then she sat down in her usual seat, and took a large plateful of food. She ate well, and talked in an everyday way about the illnesses of her friends and family in Bettsbridge. As she spoke, she looked at Mattie with a small smile on her thin lips. When supper was finished, she stood up and said:

'That meal's given me a stomach-ache. I think I'll go and look for the stomach medicine that I bought last year.'

She left the room. Ethan's and Mattie's eyes met, full of silent despair. The kitchen looked as warm and peaceful as the night before, but now everything had changed. Then suddenly Zeena was back, her face burning with anger. In her hands she held the broken pieces of the red glass dish.

'I want to know who did this,' she said in a shaking voice.

'I can tell you. It was the cat,' answered Ethan after a few moments.

'The cat? How did the cat get into my hall cupboard?'

'Oh, Zeena, it was my fault, not Ethan's!' cried Mattie. 'I got it down from your cupboard. I — I wanted the supper table to look pretty.'

'You wanted the supper table to look pretty! So you took my very best dish, the one that I never, ever use. Not for visitors, not for anyone. You're a bad girl, Mattie Silver, just like your father. I always knew you were bad — that's why I hid my things from you. And now you've taken the thing that I cared for the most —' Tears ran down her thin, yellowish face. Then she left the room, carrying the pieces of broken glass like a dead body.



cut v. to injure a part of your body with something sharp that cuts the skin 割破，划破

glassy adj. smooth and shing like glass 平滑如镜的

destroy v. to damage something so severely that it no longer exists or can never return to its normal state 毁灭，破坏

mouthful n. an amount of food or drink that you put in your mouth at one time （食物或饮料的）一口

despair n. the complete loss or absence of hope 绝望


5．齐娜的消息

第二天，乔撒姆·鲍威尔早早就来帮着把木材装车。伊桑仍能感到内心留存着昨晚的甜蜜，他努力不表现出自己的幸福感觉。
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他不知自己为何感到如此幸福。没什么理由，因为他的生活不曾有什么改变，玛蒂的生活也没有。可他们共度的那个夜晚给了他一个梦想——一幅玛蒂相伴自己生活的画面。

他想快点儿把木材装好，然后驾车去斯塔克菲尔德镇，在那儿他能买到胶水把碎盘子粘起来。他让乔撒姆饭后去车站接齐娜，所以他们得快点儿干活。可上午的天气糟透了。夜里的雨夹雪让路面变得像玻璃一样滑。他的一匹马摔倒了，划伤了腿。天又下起了冰冷的雨，使装车进行得缓慢而困难。他们装完木材时已经过了中午。

一吃完饭，伊桑就又穿上外衣。乔撒姆正在炉火边烘烤他的湿脚，玛蒂在洗盘子。

“我会早点儿回来。”伊桑低声对玛蒂说。在乔撒姆面前他不敢多说什么，他想玛蒂能明白自己的意思。

去村上的路走得又长又慢，两匹老马拖着沉重的木材在冰雪上前行。等他卸完了木材，买到胶水，已经到了黄昏时分。回家的路上又下起了雨，雨点落在雪上变成冰，路变得更滑、更危险了。有一两次伊桑听到雪橇铃声，回头张望，他害怕乔撒姆和齐娜从背后赶上来。可大多数时候，当疲惫的马蹒跚上山时，他只是阴郁地看着下着的雨。

他终于到了家，快步走进厨房。玛蒂独自一人在那儿。

“瞧，玛蒂，”他大声说道，“我买到粘盘子的胶水啦！快，给我盘子！”

“哦，伊桑——齐娜已经回来了！”她抓住他的胳膊低声说道。

伊桑环顾厨房，在冬日夜晚的灯光下，厨房看上去冰冰冷冷，让人不舒服。

“她怎么样？”他用同样低的声音问道。

“不知道。她什么都没说，直接上楼了。”

伊桑把胶水放回衣袋。“别担心，我夜里下来把盘子粘上。”他说。

接下来，玛蒂就像前一夜一样，说道：“我想该是吃晚饭的时候了。”

伊桑叫齐娜，可她没回答。他上楼来到卧室前，推开门。黑暗中，他看见齐娜的身影坐在窗边，仍穿着外出时的衣裳。

“嘿，齐娜，晚饭好了。不来吗？”

“我想我吃不下什么了。”她答道，转头向着他，“我的病比你想的严重。”

“真希望不是那样，齐娜。”

“医生说我根本不能干家务了。咱们得雇个女孩儿。”

“雇个女孩儿？”

“对，我姑妈已经给我找了一个。明天下午就来。”

“你怎么不告诉我你的计划？”他愤怒地问道，“你想想我哪儿有钱雇她？”

“我怎么知道医生会说什么？有你这样的丈夫，我真感到羞耻，伊桑·弗罗姆。为了照顾你母亲，我搭上了自己的健康！娶我是你最起码该做的事情——”

“齐娜！”
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愤怒的气息充斥于他们之间黑暗的空间。七年的悲哀生活中，这是他们第一次公开的争吵。伊桑感到羞耻，他尽力冷静地说道：

“你知道我没钱，齐娜。她必须回去。”

“你从安德鲁·黑尔那儿拿到的50美元呢？”

他记起前一天对她撒的谎。

“我想是弄错了。”

“你是说你拿不到钱了？”

“对。对不起，齐娜。你是个穷人的老婆。但我会尽力帮你的。”

“哦，我想我们会有办法的，”她温和了些，说道：“而如果不用付玛蒂的伙食——”

“没有玛蒂——？”他问。

齐娜笑了，笑声很奇怪。他记不起曾听她笑过。

“你不会以为玛蒂要留下来吧，是吗？”

“可你不能打发她走——她是你表妹。”

“哦，咱们可养不起两个丫头。”

伊桑简直不敢相信自己听到的。

“伊桑——齐娜！晚饭好了！”玛蒂在楼下清脆地喊道。

伊桑感到愤怒、无助。“可她能去哪儿呢？一个没有朋友又没钱的女孩儿……”

“她在这儿待得够长了。我们养了她一年多，她该走了。”

伊桑看着妻子，眼里充满怨恨。那是愤怒的、憎恶的怨恨；是多年来在艰辛的劳作、绝望的贫穷和破碎的梦想中积生的怨恨。这个女人毁了他所有的希望，夺走了他的全部，现在又想夺走他生命中留下的唯一一件美丽的事物。他忽然狂暴地向她走去，又停了下来。

“我不想下楼了。”齐娜平静地说，“我想在床上躺会儿。”

伊桑下楼来到厨房，玛蒂递给他一盘食物。他吃了一口，就把盘子推到一边。

“怎么了，伊桑？不好吃吗？”

“没事儿，玛蒂。我只是——”伊桑一下子站了起来。

玛蒂惊恐地看着他。“我知道出事了。怎么了，伊桑？怎么了？”

他将她揽入怀中，寻觅到她的双唇，反复亲吻着她，沉醉于她双唇的甜蜜中。玛蒂抽身离开伊桑，面色因惊惧而变得苍白。伊桑大喊：

“你不能走，玛蒂！我决不让你走！”

“走……走？”她低声念叨，“我必须走吗？伊桑，怎么啦？齐娜生我气了吗？”

伊桑告诉了她医生的话。玛蒂看上去如此弱小无助。他心疼她，想再次把她搂进怀里。他们沉默了很久，然后玛蒂低低地说道：

“别太难过，伊桑。”

“哦，玛蒂——玛蒂——你能去哪儿呢？”

“或许我能在城里找点儿活儿干。”但他们都知道，她找不到什么工作。城里有太多的人在找工作，没什么玛蒂能干的活儿。伊桑知道，一个女孩儿如果没工作、没钱、没朋友，那会发生什么……他绝望地坐下，用双手捂住脸。

这时，他们听到楼梯上传来齐娜的脚步声。她穿着家常的衣服下来了，在平时坐的椅子上坐下，拿了一大盘食物。她吃得很香，还扯起了家常，谈到贝茨布里奇亲友们的病情。说话时，她看着玛蒂，薄薄的嘴唇上挂着一丝浅笑。吃完饭，她站起身说道：

“这饭吃得我胃痛。我得去找点儿去年买的胃药。”

她离开了厨房。伊桑和玛蒂目光相遇，充满了无声的绝望。厨房像昨夜一样温暖安详，可现在，一切都变了。这时齐娜突然折了回来，满脸怒气，她手里拿着红色玻璃盘子的碎片。
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“我想知道这是谁干的。”她的声音在颤抖。

“告诉你吧，是猫干的。”过了一会儿，伊桑答道。

“猫？猫怎么能爬到门厅的橱柜里去？”

“哦，齐娜，是我的错，跟伊桑没关系！”玛蒂哭道，“我把盘子从你的橱柜里拿下来的。我——我想让晚餐的桌子看上去漂亮些。”

“你想让晚餐桌子漂亮些！你就用了我最好的盘子，我从来都不用的盘子。不为客人，不为任何人。你这个坏丫头，玛蒂·西尔弗，你跟你爸爸一样。我就知道你不怎么样——所以我把东西藏起来，不让你看见。可现在你拿了我最心爱的东西——”眼泪顺着齐娜瘦削枯黄的面颊流下来。然后她离开了房间，手里捧着那些碎玻璃片，好像托着一具尸体。


6
No escape

When Zeena had gone, Ethan and Mattie stood in silence for a moment. Then Mattie began to tidy the kitchen and Ethan went outside to check the animals, as he did every night. The room was empty when he returned, but on the table under his pipe was a piece of paper. Three words were written on it: 'Ethan, don't worry.'

There was a small room at the back of the house where Ethan kept his books and papers. His mother had let him use it as a study-room when he first returned to the farm after his father's accident. He still sat there in summer, but the room had no fire and in winter it was too cold. This was where he went to look again at his message from Mattie. It was the first time she had ever written to him. He read her words and felt nearer to her, but at the same time he remembered that very soon he would never see her again. 'Soon there'll be no warm smile, no gentle voice, only this — cold paper and dead words,' he thought.

He lay down on a hard little bed that was there, covered himself with an old coat, and began to think about his life. He had lost so many chances and forgotten so many of his dreams, all to please Zeena. But she was now far more discontented than when he had married her. Must he live the rest of his days beside this bitter, complaining woman? No. He was too young and strong, too full of life to throw away all hope of happiness. Then he thought — why shouldn't he leave with Mattie the next day? He would hide his suitcase under the seat of the sleigh, leave Zeena a letter...

He jumped up, lit the lamp again, sat down at the table and began to write.

Zeena, I've done everything I could for you. But it hasn't worked. It's neither my fault nor yours. Maybe it'll be better for both of us if we live apart. I'm going to see what I can find in the West. You can sell the farm and saw-mill and keep the money — 

At that word, he stopped writing and began to think. Without the farm he would have no money. He was sure that he could find work in the West, but would he get enough money to take care of Mattie too? And what about Zeena, alone on the farm? She couldn't keep it going on her own, and it would be hard to sell. The land was poor and not many people would want to buy it. But how could he let poor Mattie leave alone?

As he picked up his pen, his eyes fell on a Bettsbridge newspaper. He saw the words 'Journeys to the West', and pulled the lamp nearer to see the prices of the tickets. Then the pen fell from his hand, and he pushed the unfinished letter away. He didn't even have the money to take Mattie to the West. He had already borrowed to mend the saw-mill, and couldn't borrow any more. The cold facts closed around him like prison doors. There was no way out—none. He was locked in that prison for life, and now his one light was disappearing.

He lay down again with a heavy heart and tears burning in his eyes. Through the window he saw the snow-covered slopes shining in the moonlight, the silver-edged darkness of the woods, and the shadowy purple of the hills against the sky. He felt that the beauty of the night was laughing at him, lying there so miserably.

He fell asleep. In the morning he woke cold and hungry. He went to the window, and saw a red sun coming up over the grey edges of the fields. 'This is Matt's last day,' he said to himself. He tried to think how the place would be without her.

He heard a step behind him, turned round and saw Mattie. She looked so small and thin, standing there in her poor dress in the cold, wintry light.

'I'll come and light the kitchen fire,' he said.

Mattie started her usual morning housework. The kitchen slowly became warmer, and the first sunlight entered the room. Ethan began to feel more hopeful. 'Maybe Zeena didn't mean what she said,' he thought. 'Maybe, now that daylight's here, she'll think again and let Mattie stay.'

He went up to Mattie and touched her arm gently. 'I don't want you to worry, Matt,' he said, looking down into her eyes with a smile. 'I guess things'll be all right.'

'No, I ain't going to worry,' she said softly.

He went out to the farm, and soon afterwards Jotham Powell joined him. As they were doing their morning's work with the cows, Jotham said:

'Mrs Frome told me the new girl's comin' today, and Mattie's leavin'. I got to take her down to the station.'

Ethan felt the blood beating in his head. After a moment he found his voice, and said:

'Oh, it ain't so sure that Mattie's going —'

'Is that so?' said Jotham, not at all interested, and he went on with his work.

When they returned to the kitchen, the two women were already at breakfast. Zeena was eating well, and seemed very lively and busy. She looked at the hired man.

'Jotham, I want you here mid-afternoon to pick up Mattie,' she said. 'The new girl's getting to the station at five o'clock. Mattie can get the train at six.' Then she turned to Mattie and went on, 'Now, what've you done with one of my best cotton sheets? And there are a few other things missing, too.'

Mattie followed Zeena out of the room, leaving the two men alone.

'I guess I'll come round mid-afternoon, then,' said Jotham to his employer.

When the morning's work was finished, Ethan said to Jotham: 'I'm going down to Starkfield. Tell them not to wait for me at dinnertime.'

It was a clear, still morning, with a whisper of spring in the air. The snowy fields shone silver in the bright morning sunlight. Ethan walked down the road, angry and ashamed. So Mattie really was leaving, and he could only stand by, helpless. What must she think of him? As he walked, he could feel laughing voice in the song of the birds. He knew that he had to do something. But what?

Then a thought came to him. Andrew Hale was a kind-hearted man. 'Maybe,' thought Ethan, 'he'll let me have some money now, if I tell him that Zeena's really sick and that we need a hired girl to help her. Mrs Hale will listen to me, I'm sure.'

He thought about this idea as he walked faster and faster down the road. With each long step he felt more sure of his plan's success. And with fifty dollars in his pocket, nothing could keep him from Mattie...

As he came into Starkfield, he saw the Hales' sleigh, and hurried forward to meet it. The sleigh stopped, and Mrs Hale's round, motherly face looked out. She smiled at Ethan, told him that her husband was at home, then added:

'I'm sorry that Zeena's feeling bad again. She's lucky to have you to take care of her. And so was your poor mother. You've had an awful hard life, Ethan Frome.'

When she had gone, Ethan felt less alone in his unhappiness. It had been a long time since anyone had spoken to him as kindly as Mrs Hale. The Hales were caring people who felt sorry for him, and now he felt sure that they would help him.

He started down the road to their house, then stopped after a few steps. He suddenly saw himself, and his life, in the clear light of day. He was a poor man, planning to leave his sickly wife all alone and without money. And how was he planning to do this heartless thing? By telling lies to two kind people who felt sorry for him.

He turned and walked slowly back to the farm.



discontent adj. dissatisfied 不满意的，不高兴的

on one's own independently, without help 独立地

miserably adv. extremely unhappily and uncomfortably 痛苦地，悲惨地

employer n. a person, company, or organization that hires people 雇主

kind-hearted adj. kind and generous 好心的，仁慈的


6．无处可逃

齐娜离开后，伊桑和玛蒂静静地站了一会儿。然后玛蒂开始收拾厨房，伊桑像平时晚上一样，出去照看牲畜。他回来时，厨房空了，桌子上他的烟斗下面有一张纸，上面写了几个字：“伊桑，别担心。”

在房子的后部，有个小房间，伊桑用来存放他的书和报纸。父亲出事后，他辍学回到农场，母亲让他把这间屋子当作书房。夏天时，他还会坐在那儿，可因为不生火，到冬天屋子就会很冷。伊桑走进这间屋子，又看了一眼玛蒂留给他的字条。这是玛蒂第一次给他写东西。他看着她的字迹，感到离她更近了，可同时他又记起来，不久就再也看不到玛蒂了。“很快，就再也看不到她那温暖的笑容，听不到她那柔和的声音了，只剩下这个——这张冷冰冰的纸和没有生气的文字。”他想。

伊桑在一张小小的硬板床上躺了下来，盖上一件旧大衣，开始思考他的生活。他曾经错过了那么多机会，忘却了那么多梦想，全是为了取悦齐娜。可现在比起当初娶她的时候，她的不满更多了。难道他要在这个满心怨气、牢骚不断的女人身边度过余生吗？不，他还年轻、健壮，充满活力，不能放弃对幸福的希望。接着，他想——为什么他不能在明天和玛蒂一起离开呢？他可以把行李箱藏在雪橇的座位底下，给齐娜留下一封信……

他跳了起来，重新点上灯，坐在桌子前开始写信：

齐娜，我已经为你做了我能做的一切，可都没用。我们都没错。或许分开对我们都好一些。我想看看在西部能找到什么事干。你可以把农场和锯木场卖了，拿着钱——

写到这里，他停下笔，思索起来。没有了农场，他就身无分文。他相信自己能在西部找到工作，可他能挣到足够的钱来养活玛蒂吗？齐娜又该怎么办？孤身一个在农场生活？她自己没法维持农场的活计，农场也不那么好卖。土地贫瘠，没多少人会想买。可他又怎能让可怜的玛蒂一个人离开呢？

他提起笔来，眼光落到了一张贝茨布里奇的报纸上。他看到一行字：“西部旅行”，于是把灯凑近一些，查看票价。笔从他手中滑落下来，他把还没写完的信推到了一边。他连带着玛蒂去西部的钱都不够。为了整修锯木场，他已经借了一笔钱，不能再借了。冷酷的现实像监狱的大门一样将他囚禁，没有出路——一条都没有。他一生都被关在这个监狱里，而现在他唯一的光亮也在消失。

他心情沉重地重新躺下，眼里含着滚烫的泪水。透过窗子，他看见月光下白雪覆盖的山坡荧荧发亮，黝黑的树林镶着银边，山丘在夜幕的映衬下现出紫色的暗影。他感到这美丽的夜色在嘲笑自己，躺在这儿，如此悲惨。

伊桑睡了过去。早晨他醒来的时候，感到又冷又饿。他走到窗前，看到一轮红日正从田野的灰色边际上冉冉升起。“今天是玛蒂在这儿的最后一天了。”他自言自语，试想着没有玛蒂，家里会是个什么样子。

他听到身后一阵脚步，于是转过身来，看到了玛蒂。在冬日的清冷阳光下，她看上去如此瘦小，穿着一身寒酸的衣服站在那儿。

“我去厨房生火。”他说。

玛蒂像平常的早晨一样，做起了家务。厨房慢慢暖和起来，第一缕阳光照进屋来。伊桑开始觉得又有了些希望。“或许齐娜不想那么做。”他想，“或许，现在到了白天，她会重新考虑一下，让玛蒂留下。”

伊桑走到玛蒂跟前，轻轻地碰了碰她的胳膊。“我不想让你担心，玛蒂。”他垂下头看着玛蒂的眼睛，笑着说，“我猜没什么事的。”

“嗯，我不担心。”玛蒂轻轻地说。

伊桑去了农场，不久乔撒姆·鲍威尔也到了，帮着他干活。他们早晨的活儿是挤牛奶，正干着的时候，乔撒姆说道：

“弗罗姆太太告诉我，新雇的女孩儿今天到。玛蒂要走了。我送她去车站。”

伊桑感到脑中血流突突直蹦，过了一会儿，他才说出话来：

“哦，玛蒂还不一定要走呢——”

“是吗？”乔撒姆答道，一副漠不关心的样子，继续干着他的活儿。

他们回到厨房时，齐娜和玛蒂正在吃早饭。齐娜胃口不错，看上去精神十足，忙忙碌碌，她看着雇工乔撒姆。
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“乔撒姆，我想让你三四点钟过来接玛蒂。”她说，“新来的女孩儿五点钟到车站。玛蒂能赶上六点的火车。”她接着冲玛蒂说道：“哎，你把我那条上好的棉床单怎么了？还有几样东西也不见了。”

玛蒂跟着齐娜走出厨房，剩下两个男人在屋里。

“那么，我想我会三四点钟过来。”乔撒姆对伊桑说道。

干完了上午的活儿，伊桑告诉乔撒姆：“我要去斯塔克菲尔德镇上。告诉她们别等我吃饭了。”

上午的天气晴朗，四周一片寂静，有一丝春天的气息。白雪覆盖的田野在灿烂的阳光下闪着银光。伊桑走在路上，感到又羞愧又生气。玛蒂真的要走了，而他只能无助地站在一边。她会怎么看他？他一边走着，感觉鸟儿的鸣叫就像在嘲笑他。他知道自己必须做些事情，可做什么呢？

他忽然有了个主意。安德鲁·黑尔是个好心人。“要是我告诉他，齐娜病得不轻，我们需要雇个女孩儿来照顾她，或许他能借我些钱。黑尔夫人会相信我的，我肯定。”他想。

他想着这个主意，脚步越来越快。每走一步，他就更确信自己的计划能够成功。只要口袋里有了50美元，那就没有什么能分开他和玛蒂……

一到斯塔克菲尔德镇，他就看见了黑尔家的马拉雪橇，于是急忙走上前去。雪橇停了，黑尔夫人那慈祥的圆脸探了过来，她笑着告诉伊桑，她丈夫正在家里，还说：

“齐娜又病了，我真难过。有你照顾，她可真幸运，你可怜的母亲也是。你的生活真是苦啊，伊桑·弗罗姆。”

黑尔夫人离开了，伊桑感到自己虽然不幸，但不那么孤独了。很久没人像黑尔夫人那样，那么亲切地和他说过话了。黑尔一家有同情心，为他的不幸感到难过。他感到他们肯定会帮助自己。

他沿路向黑尔家走去，走了没几步就停下了。在晴朗的阳光下，忽然间他看清了自己，还有自己的生活。他这个穷人，正盘算着抛弃生病的妻子，让她孤身一个人、身无分文，并对两个为自己感到难过的好心人撒谎，他怎么能做如此无情的事呢？

他转过身，慢慢地向农场走回去。


7
The last ride

It was about midday when Ethan got home. Zeena was by the fire with a scarf on her head and a book about stomach pains in her hand. She did not move or look up.

'Where's Mattie?' Ethan asked.

Zeena continued to read her book. 'I guess she's packing her case,' she replied.

Ethan went straight upstairs. Mattie's door was closed. 'Matt,' he said in a low voice. There was no answer, so he gently pushed open the door.

Mattie was sitting on her case in her best dress, with her back to the door and her face in her hands. She was crying. Ethan put his hands on her shoulders.

'Matt — oh, don't — oh, Matt!'

'Ethan — I thought you weren't coming back!' she cried, lifting her wet face to his.

He took her in his arms, and kissed her soft hair. Then they heard Zeena calling, and moved away from each other.

He carried her suitcase downstairs, and with every 'tick' of the clock, the pain in his heart grew.

At dinner he could eat nothing. After the meal Zeena sat down by the fire and Mattie began to wash the dishes. Jotham got up from the table and asked Ethan:

'So what time'll I come round for Mattie?'

'You needn't come round; I'm going to drive her over myself,' he answered.

Zeena lifted her head. 'I want you here this afternoon, Ethan. You'll have to get the room ready for the new girl. Jotham can take Mattie.'

'I'm going to drive her over myself,' he repeated in a hard voice. He turned to Mattie: 'You be ready at three, Matt. I've got business in Corbury.'

With those words he left the house. He could feel the hot blood beating in his head, as the anger burned inside him. He hurried through his work. then went to get the horse and sleigh. He remembered the day when he had got the sleigh ready in order to fetch his wife's cousin from the station. It was little more than a year ago, on a soft afternoon just like this, with a whisper of spring in the air. And all the days between then and now came back to him, one by one.

He jumped into the sleigh and drove up to the house. The kitchen was empty, and Mattie's case and coat lay ready by the door. After a moment he heard someone moving about in his study-room. He pushed open the door and saw Mattie standing by the table.

'What are you doing in there, Matt?'

'Just looking round,' she replied.

'Where's Zeena?'

'Gone upstairs. She said she had her pains again.'

'Didn't she say goodbye?'

'No. That was all she said.'

They went back into the kitchen. Ethan looked slowly around the room, thinking, 'In a few hours I shall return here alone. I'm looking at Mattie here for the last time.' He could not believe it; it all seemed so unreal.

'Come on,' he said, opening the door. He helped her into the sleigh, and with a 'Go along!' to the horse, they started off down the hill.

'We got lots of time for a good ride, Matt!' he said, taking her hand in his.

As they left the farm, he did not take the road towards Starkfield, but turned the horse to the right, up the Bettsbridge road. Mattie did not seem surprised.

'Are you going round by Shadow Pond?'

'You knew, didn't you?' he laughed.

The road took them down into a wood, where the trees shone reddish in the afternoon sun, leaving soft blue shadows on the untouched snow. There was a warm stillness in the wood. In the middle was a small icy pond, with sweet-smelling trees all around. It was a quiet, secret place, like the quiet sadness in Ethan's heart. They saw a fallen tree by the icy water, half covered in snow. It was where they had sat once last August, together with a group of young people from Starkfield church.

They sat down now in the same place, and remembered those few happy moments from that hot summer afternoon. Ethan looked at Mattie's hair, and wished he could touch it again. He wanted to tell her that it smelled of the woods in springtime, but he had never learned to say things like that.

When the sun began to go down behind the hill, Mattie said: 'We mustn't stay here any longer.'

As they drove back towards Starkfield, the sky was turning grey, with a cold red over the western hills.

'Matt,' Ethan said at last. 'What'll you do? Can't you ask your father's family for help?'

'I don't want to ask them,' she replied, then after a moment added: 'I guess I'll find something.'

'You know I'd do anything for you —'

'Yes, I know.'

'But I can't —'

She was silent, but he felt her shoulder shaking. 'Oh, Matt,' he cried. 'I wish...'

She turned to him. 'Ethan, I found this.' She held out a piece of paper. It was the unfinished letter to his wife, which he had forgotten to destroy. A painful happiness ran through him. Were Mattie's dreams the same as his? He had to know.

'Do you feel like that too, Matt? Tell me, Matt, tell me!'

'Oh, Ethan, what does it matter now?' she cried. With a sudden movement she tore the letter into pieces and threw them onto the snow. For a moment she was silent, then said in a low voice:

'The first time I thought of you like that was at Shadow Pond. Then I often used to think about you on summer nights when the moon was too bright and I couldn't sleep.'

Her words filled Ethan's heart with sweetness. Darkness began to fall and they drove on in silence for a while.

'I'm fastened hand and foot, Matt. There isn't a thing I can do,' he began again.

'You must write to me sometimes, Ethan.'

'Oh, what can writing do? I want to put my hand out and touch you. I want to take care of you. I want to be there when you're sick and when you're lonely.'

'Oh, Ethan, I wish I was dead!' she cried.

'Don't let's talk that way,' he whispered.

As they arrived in Starkfield, a sleigh with bells passed them. They heard happy children's voices and saw a group of village boys with sleds. They drove on to the top of the Corbury road. On one side was the tall white shape of the church, on the other were the dark shadows of the Varnum trees. The steep slope lay empty and white below them. An idea came to Ethan, to help himself and her through their miserable last hour. He turned to Mattie.

'We never went coasting last night. Shall we go down now? How would you like that?'

'There isn't time!'

'There's as much time as we want,' he said. 'The hired girl can wait. Look, someone's left a sled under the trees.'

He helped her out of the sleigh, and took her by the hand towards the sled. They both sat down on it, with Mattie in front and Ethan behind.

'It's so dark, Ethan. Are you sure you can see?'

'Oh, I can do this with my eyes closed!' he laughed. She laughed with him, then after a moment he cried: 'Now!'

They started off, and soon the sled was flying down the slope, round the corner by the big tree, and down the second slope. They came to a stop, picked up the sled, and began to climb up the hill again.

'It was wonderful!' laughed Mattie.

'Weren't you afraid when we went round the tree?'

'I'm never afraid with you,' she replied.

A deep silence seemed to fall from the starless sky. At each step of their climb Ethan said to himself: 'It's the last time we'll ever walk together.'

When they reached the Varnum trees, Ethan put back the sled. 'I guess this must be Ned Hale's sled,' he said.

'Is this where Ned and Ruth kissed each other?' Mattie whispered, throwing her arms round Ethan. Her lips found his, and Ethan held her close to him.

'Goodbye — goodbye,' she said in a shaking voice, and kissed him again.

'Matt, I can't let you go! What'll we do? What'll we do?'

They stood holding hands like children. Through the stillness they heard the church clock.

'Oh, Ethan, it's already five o'clock. It's time!'

'Time for what? I'm not leaving you now. How can we go anywhere without each other, after this?'

Suddenly she threw her arms round his neck again.

'Ethan! Ethan! I want you to take me down again!'

'Down where?'

'Down there. Into the tree, to finish it all. Then we'll never have to leave each other again.'

'Matt! What are you saying? Are you crazy?'

'No, but I will be crazy if I leave you. Where'll I go without you? You're the only person who's ever been good to me. And there'll be a strange girl sleeping in my bed where I used to lie at night and think of you...'

Her words were like pieces torn from his heart. Now at last he knew that Mattie's feelings were as strong as his. How could he go back to that hated house, to the woman who was waiting for him there?

He held her close and kissed her, but when her face touched his, it was cold and wet with tears. He saw the road down to the station, and through the still air he heard a train. The dark trees covered them in blackness and silence, like a grave. 'Perhaps it'll be like this,' he thought. 'After this I won't feel anything.'

'Come,' she whispered, pulling at his hand. He picked the sled up, and they took their places on it. This time he made her sit behind him. She put her arms round him, and he turned his head and kissed her. She was right — this was better than being apart.

Just as they started, he heard his horse whinny. First came the steep drop, and they seemed to be flying through the air, high up into the cloudy night. Then Ethan saw the big tree at the corner of the road, and he said between his teeth: 'We can do it; I know we can do it —'

As they flew towards the tree, Mattie held him closer and he seemed to feel her heart beating. The tree became bigger and nearer. 'It's waiting for us; it knows,' he thought. But suddenly his wife's face, grim and twisted, appeared before him, and he moved to push the picture away. There was a last moment when the air shot past him like millions of burning stars. And then the tree...

*　　*　　*

The sky was still cloudy, but when he looked straight up he saw a single star. What was its name? He used to know, but he couldn't remember. He felt so tired...

Through the deep stillness he heard a little animal making a small, frightened sound. He knew the animal was in terrible pain — he could feel its pain shooting through his own body. He reached out his left arm to help the poor animal, and felt something soft under his hand. He tried to move but could not, because there was a rock, or some heavy thing, lying on him. Then he realized that his hand was on Mattie's face, and the sound was coming from her lips...

He put his face next to hers, and in the darkness he saw her eyes open and heard her say his name.

'Oh, Matt, I thought we'd done it,' he whispered; and far away, up the hill, he heard the horse whinny, and thought: 'I ought to give him his supper...'



straight adv. directly and immediately 直接地，径直地

in order to so that someone can do something or something can happen 为了……

start off to begin to move 动身，启程

painful adj. making you feel upset, ashamed or unhappy 引起痛苦的

fasten v. to hold something very tightly 牢牢控制住

starless adj. with no stars in the sky 没有星星的

whinny v. (of a horse) to make a high sound through its nose and mouth （马）嘶鸣

frightened adj. feeling or showing fear 受惊吓的


7．最后一段行程

伊桑到家时，大概是中午。齐娜裹着头巾坐在炉火边，手里拿着本跟胃病有关的书。她一动不动，连眼皮也没抬。

“玛蒂呢？”伊桑问道。

齐娜继续看她的书，答道：“我猜她在收拾箱子吧。”

伊桑径直上了楼。玛蒂的房间关着门。“玛蒂。”他低声道。没有应声，于是他轻轻地推开门。

玛蒂穿着她最好的衣服，坐在箱子上，背对着门，双手捂脸，正在哭呢。伊桑把双手放在她肩上。

“玛蒂——哦，不要——哦，玛蒂！”

“伊桑——我以为你不回来了！”她哭着，抬起满是泪水的脸看他。

他抱住她，亲吻她柔软的头发。接着，他们听到齐娜的喊声，于是相互分开来。

他提着她的行李箱下楼，钟声每“滴答”一下，他心中的痛苦就增长一分。

午饭时，他什么都吃不下去。饭后，齐娜又坐在炉火边，玛蒂开始洗碗碟。乔撒姆从桌边站了起来，问伊桑：

“我什么时候来接玛蒂？”

“你不用过来了，我会驾车送她去。”伊桑答道。

齐娜抬起头来。“我想要你下午待在这儿，伊桑。你得给新来的女孩儿准备好房间。乔撒姆可以送玛蒂去。”

“我要亲自送她去。”伊桑冷冷地重复了一句，转身对玛蒂说：“3点钟你准备好，玛蒂。我在科贝里还有事。”

说完这话，他离开了家。他胸中一团怒火，热血在脑中砰砰直蹦。他匆匆干完活儿，就去准备马和雪橇。他记起了自己备好雪橇去车站接妻子的表妹那天。那是在一年多前，也像今天下午一样，天气温和，空气中带有一丝春意。一时间，这一年多来发生的事情一件一件都浮现在他眼前。

他跳上雪橇，驶到家门口。厨房里没人，玛蒂的箱子和外套放在门口。过了一会儿，他听到书房里有人，于是推开门，看见玛蒂站在桌子旁。

“玛蒂，你在那儿干吗？”

“只是看一看。”玛蒂答道。

“齐娜呢？”

“上楼了。她说她又疼上了。”

“她没跟你告别？”

“没，她只说了那些。”

他们走回厨房。伊桑慢慢地环视房间，想道：“再过几个小时，我就要孤身一人回到这里。在这儿看玛蒂最后一眼吧。”他不敢相信，一切看起来都不像是真的。

“来吧。”他说着打开了门，扶玛蒂上了雪橇。“走吧！”他对马吆喝一声，向山下驶去。

“咱们有时间好好走一程，玛蒂！”他说着，握住她的手。

出了农场，他没走去斯塔克菲尔德的路，而是把马头一转，向右奔贝茨布里奇而去。玛蒂并没感到奇怪。

“你要绕夏多池塘的那条路吗？”

“你早就知道，是不？”他笑了。

他们沿路驶进一片树林。午后的阳光下，树木泛着红光，在没有足印的雪地上投下柔和的蓝色阴影。树林中有种温暖的寂静，林中有一个冰封的小小池塘，池塘周围的树木散发着芬芳的气息。这是一片寂静、隐秘的地方，就像伊桑沉默、悲伤的心。他们看见冰封的池水旁有一棵树倒在那儿，一半埋在雪里。他俩还曾在那上面坐过，那是在8月，和一群从斯塔克菲尔德教堂里来的年轻人一起。
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现在他们又在原处坐下，回忆着自那个炎热的夏日午后以来，曾度过的几段美好时光。伊桑看着玛蒂的头发，希望能再轻抚它。他想告诉她，她的头发闻起来有股春日树林的味道，可他从不会说那样的话。

太阳开始落山了，玛蒂说道：“我们不能在这儿待下去了。”

他们驶回斯塔克菲尔德镇的时候，天阴了起来，西边的山上显出一抹冷冷的红色。

“玛蒂，”伊桑终于说道，“你能干什么呢？就不能让你父亲家的亲戚们帮帮忙？”

“我不想求他们。”她答道，过了一会儿又说，“我想我能找到事做。”

“你知道，为了你我什么都愿意做——”

“嗯，我知道。”

“可我不能——”

她沉默了，可他能感到她的肩膀在颤抖。“哦，玛蒂，”他喊道，“我希望……”

她转过身来。“伊桑，我发现了这个。”她手里拿着张纸，是他写给妻子的未完成的信，他忘了毁掉它。他心中滑过一阵苦涩的幸福感。难道玛蒂和他想的一样？他必须知道。

“你也这么想吗，玛蒂？告诉我，玛蒂，告诉我！”

“哦，伊桑，现在还有什么意义吗？”她大声说道。她猛地把信撕成碎片，抛到雪上。她沉默了一会儿，然后低声说道：

“我第一次那么想你的时候是在夏多池塘。从那以后，每当夏夜里月光皎洁，我睡不着的时候，就常常想你。”
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她的话让伊桑心中充满了甜蜜。天开始暗了下来，他们默默地行了一段路。

“我完全被束缚住了，玛蒂。什么都干不了。”他说道。

“你一定要时不时给我写信，伊桑。”

“哦，写信又有什么用呢？我想伸出手来，触摸你，我想照顾你，在你生病、孤独的时候陪着你。”

“哦，伊桑，我真希望我死了！”她大声说道。

“别这么说。”他低语道。

他们到达斯塔克菲尔德镇的时候，一驾马拉雪橇响着铃铛从他们身边驶过。他们听到孩子们幸福的叫声，看到一群村里的男孩儿带着滑雪橇。他们驶上科贝里的最高处，一边是高高的白色教堂，一边是瓦纳姆家的树投下的暗影。脚下的陡坡白雪皑皑，空无一人。伊桑想到一个主意，能让自己和玛蒂熬过这痛苦的最后时刻。他转身对玛蒂说：

“我们昨晚还没玩滑坡呢，现在玩怎么样？你愿意吗？”

“可我们没时间了！”

“我们想要多少时间，就有多少时间。”伊桑说，“雇来的女孩儿可以等着。瞧，有人把滑雪橇落在树下了。”

伊桑扶玛蒂下了雪橇，拉着她的手向滑雪橇走去。两个人坐了上去，玛蒂在前，伊桑在后。
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“天好黑，伊桑，你确信能看得见吗？”

“嗬，我闭上眼睛都行！”他笑着说，玛蒂也笑了。过了一会儿，伊桑喊了一嗓子：“下去喽！”

他们出发了，不一会儿，滑雪橇就飞速冲下坡去，绕过拐角处的大树，滑下第二个斜坡。他们停了下来，拿起滑雪橇，又开始爬上山来。

“太棒啦！”玛蒂笑着说。

“从大树旁边滑过的时候你不害怕吗？”

“跟你在一起，我从来不怕。”玛蒂答道。

天上一颗星星都没有，一片沉寂弥漫开来。他们每爬一步，伊桑都对自己说：

“这是我们最后一次走在一起了。”

走到瓦纳姆家的树丛旁时，伊桑把滑雪橇放了回去。“我猜这肯定是内德·黑尔的滑雪橇。”他说。

“内德和露丝就是在这儿互相亲吻的吗？”玛蒂低声问道，她搂住伊桑，将嘴唇贴上了伊桑的嘴唇，伊桑抱紧了她。

“再见了——再见了。”她的声音颤抖着，又亲吻了伊桑一下。

“玛蒂，我不能让你走！我们该怎么办？我们该怎么办？”

他们站在一起，像孩子一样手握着手。寂静中，他们听到了教堂的钟声。

“哦，伊桑，已经5点钟了。到时间了！”

“到什么时间了？我不会离开你的。今后，彼此不在一起，我们怎么能去别的地方？”

突然，玛蒂再次搂住伊桑的脖子。

“伊桑！伊桑！我想让你再带我滑下去！”

“滑到哪儿去？”

“滑到那儿，撞上大树，结束这一切。然后我们就再也不用分离了。”

“玛蒂！你在说什么？你疯了吗？”

“不，我没疯，但要是离开你我会疯的。没有你，我能去哪儿？只有你才对我好。以后会有个陌生的女孩儿睡在我床上，而我曾在夜晚躺在那里，想着你……”

玛蒂的话撕扯着他的心。现在他终于明白，原来玛蒂的情感和自己一样强烈。他怎么能回到那个让人憎恶的家，回到正在那儿等候自己的女人身边呢？

他抱紧她，亲吻着她，她的脸触碰到他时，他感到冷冰冰的，她脸上流满了泪水。他看着通向车站的路，在寂静中听见有火车驶过。黑黢黢的树像坟墓一样，将他们笼罩在一片黑暗和沉寂之中。“或许就该如此。”他想，“这之后，我就再也不会有任何感觉了。”

“来吧。”她低声说道，拉起他的手。他拿起滑雪橇，两个人坐了上去，这回，他让玛蒂坐在他后面。她搂住他，他转过头来，亲了亲她。她是对的——这比起分离要好得多。

刚刚向下滑的时候，伊桑听到他的马在嘶鸣。接着他们就滑下了陡坡，就像在空中飞行，穿过多云的夜空。然后，伊桑看到了拐角的大树，他咬着牙说：“我们能行的，我知道我们能行的——”
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他们冲向大树，玛蒂抱紧了伊桑，伊桑感觉得到她的心跳。树变得越来越大，越来越近。“它在等待我们，它知道的。”伊桑想着。可忽然间，他妻子那张阴沉、扭曲的脸又出现在他眼前，他动起来，想抹去眼前的画面。在最后一刻，一阵风扫过他的身体，像无数颗炽热的星星。然后，是那棵树……

*　　*　　*

天空依然阴云密布，可当他直视天空时，却看到了一颗孤星。它叫什么名字？他本来知道的，可现在却想不起来。他感到很累……

在一片沉寂中，他听到有小动物发出微弱、受惊的声音。他知道它一定很痛——他能感觉它的疼痛穿过了自己的身体。他伸出左臂，想帮那可怜的家伙一把，却摸到一堆软软的东西。他想动弹，但却动不了，因为有石头，或者什么重重的东西压在他身上。这时他意识到，他摸到的是玛蒂的脸，而那声音是从她口中发出的……

他把脸凑到她的脸旁，黑暗中，看见她睁着双眼，叫着自己的名字。

“啊，玛蒂，我以为我们成功了呢。”他低声说道。他听到远远的山上马在嘶鸣，心想：“我该给它喂草料了……”


8
Endings


The whining voice stopped as I stepped into Frome's kitchen. There were two women sitting there, and I could not tell which one had been the speaker.

One of them stood up when we entered, and without a word went to bring a dish of food to the table. She was tall and thin, and wore an untidy, shapeless dress. Her lined face and thin lips were of the same yellowish colour, and she had thin grey hair and grey, lifeless eyes.

The other woman was smaller, and she also had grey hair and a thin, bloodless face. She turned her head towards me quickly, but her body did not move at all. Her dark eyes shone with the crazy brightness that is sometimes seen in people with disease of the spine.

The kitchen was a poor place. The few pieces of furniture were of the poorest kind, mostly broken and dirty.

'My, it's cold in here,' said Frome, looking around.

The tall woman said nothing, but the dark-eyed woman answered complainingly, in a thin, whining voice:

'It's Zeena's fault. She fell asleep and the fire went out. I've been so cold, waiting for her to wake up.'

I knew then that it was her voice that I had heard.

The tall woman brought the food to the table. Frome looked at me and said: 'This is my wife, Mrs Frome.' After a moment he added, turning to the figure in the armchair: 'And this is Miss Mattie Silver...'

*　　*　　*

Ruth Hale was very pleased to see me return safely in the moming, and most surprised to hear how I had spent the night.

'You must be the first stranger there in twenty years,' she said. 'It's awful to see them, all locked up together in that house. And they're not easy people, any of them. Mattie used to be; before the accident she was a really sweet girl. But not now — she's had too much pain. Now when she and Zeena fight, the look on Ethan's face is enough to break your heart.'

'Yes, it must be awful for them,' I agreed.

'It was just terrible at the beginning,' she went on. 'They brought Mattie here, and I stayed with her all night. Then in the morning she opened her eyes and said... Oh, I don't know why I'm telling you this...' She stopped, crying.

After a few moments she dried her tears and continued: 'Then when the doctors said we could move Mattie, Zeena sent for her and took her back to the farm.'

'And she's been there ever since?' I asked.

'There was no other place for her to go,' Ruth Hale answered simply; and I thought how hard life was for the poor.

'Zeena's cared for the pair of them for over twenty years now,' Ruth Hale went on. 'And there they all are, shut up in that one kitchen.'

Then she looked at me and said in a low voice:

'There was one day, about a week after the accident, when they thought Mattie couldn't live. Well, I say it was a pity she did. People think that's an awful thing to say, but they weren't with her when she first woke up... And I say this, too. All those years with Mattie have destroyed Ethan. The way they are now, there's not much difference between the Fromes up at the farm and the Fromes down in their graves — except that down there they're all silent and the women have to keep quiet.'





untidy adj. not tidy, with things in places where they should not be and do not look nice 不整洁的

send for sb to ask someone to come to you 派人去接


8．结局

我走进弗罗姆家的厨房时，那又尖又细的抱怨声停了下来。屋里坐着两个女人，我不知道刚才说话的是哪一个。

我们进门时，一个女人站了起来，一言不发地走去拿了盘食物放在桌上。她高高瘦瘦的，穿了件邋遢的皱衣裳。布满皱纹的脸和薄薄的嘴唇一样，透着枯黄色。她长着稀疏的灰白头发，阴郁的眼睛毫无生气。

另一个女人个子小些，也长着灰白的头发，脸庞削瘦，毫无血色。她朝我快速地转过头来，可身子却一点儿没动。她的黑眼睛闪着狂躁的光芒，这光芒有时你会在脊椎病患者的眼中看到。
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厨房很破旧，仅有的几件家具都是最差的那种，而且大都又破又脏。

“嘿，这儿真冷啊。”弗罗姆说着，看了看四周。

高个儿女人什么都没说，黑眼睛的女人拖着尖细的声音抱怨道：

“都是齐娜的错儿。她睡着了，火灭了。我等着她醒过来，冷极了。”

我这才意识到刚才听到的是她的声音。

高个子女人把食物端上餐桌。弗罗姆看看我，说道：“这是我妻子，弗罗姆太太。”过了一会儿，他转身朝向摇椅中的身影，补充道：“这是玛蒂·西尔弗小姐……”

*　　*　　*

第二天早晨，露丝·黑尔看到我安全回来，非常高兴，而听到我如何过夜之后，更是惊讶不已。

“你绝对是20年来第一个去那儿的陌生人。”她说，“看到他们一起困在那房子里，真是件让人难过的事。他们不是随和的人，谁都不是。玛蒂过去是，出事之前，她真是个可爱的女孩儿。可现在——她忍受太多痛苦了。现在，她和齐娜吵架的时候，伊桑脸上的表情能让人心碎。”

“是啊，他们一定挺难的。”我同意黑尔夫人的话。

“开始时，情况非常糟。”她接着说，“他们把玛蒂送到这儿来，我整夜都陪着她。第二天早上，她睁开眼，说……哦，我真不知道为什么要和你说这些……”她停下来，哭了。

过了一会儿，她擦干了眼泪，继续说道：“后来大夫说我们能挪动玛蒂了，齐娜就让人把她接回农庄去了。”

“之后她就一直待在那儿？”我问。

“她没处可去啊。”露丝·黑尔简短地回答道。而我在想，穷人的生活是多么艰难啊。

“到现在，齐娜照顾他们俩二十多年了，”露丝·黑尔继续说，“三个人在一起，都困在厨房里。”
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接着她看了看我，低声说：

“有一天，大概是他们出事后一周，大家都认为玛蒂活不成了。唉，要我说，她活着反而更可怜。人们会觉得这么说不好，可当她第一次醒来的时候，他们可不在她身边……我现在也这么说。和玛蒂在一起的这些年毁了伊桑。他们现在这个样子，弗罗姆家的人，在农场里活着的和躺在坟墓里的没什么区别——唯一的区别是躺在坟墓里的都没有声音，那儿的女人不得不把嘴闭上。”


ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1．Read the story introduction of the book. What kind of story do you think Ethan Frome will be? Use this table to make some sentences.
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2．Why do you think life was so hard for a poor farmer in Massachusetts a hundred years ago? Do country people have easier lives today? Make some sentences using these ideas.

·horses/modern machinery

·help from the government/help from your family

·long cold winters/illness/travelling difficult


ACTIVITIES



While Reading

1．Read Chapter 1. Match these people with the sentences.

Ruth Hale / Denis Eady / Harmon Gow / Ethan Frome / the narrator (the person telling the story)

1) ______ told the narrator about Ethan Frome's accident.

2) ______ was staying in Starkfield because of his work.

3) ______ lived in the finest house in the village.

4) ______ was a successful Starkfield businessman.

5) ______ drove the narrator to the station in his sleigh.

2．At the end of Chapter 1, the narrator knew the answer to only one of these questions. Which one? Can you guess the answers to the other two?

1) Why was Ethan's body so damaged?

2) Why did Ethan's face have a sad, grim look all the time?

3) Whose was the whining voice in Ethan's house?

3．Read Chapters 2 and 3, and then answer these questions.

1) Who danced with a pretty girl in Starkfield church?

2) Who brought hope, life and brightness into Ethan's home?

3) Who went to Bettsbridge to see a new doctor?

4) Who drove his employer's wife to the station?

5) Who said he could not pay Ethan at the moment?

6) Who kissed her boyfriend under the trees by her home?

4．Match these halves of sentences about Chapter 3, and join them with these linking words.

and so / and then / because / but / in order to / when

1) Ethan left his engineering studies and came home...

2) His father died, ...

3) His cousin Zeena came to the farm...

4) After his mother died, Ethan was afraid of being alone...

5) They wanted to sell the farm and move to the town, ...

6) Mattie Silver came to live with them...

7) ______ his mother grew more and more silent and crazy.

8) ______ his father had had a bad accident.

9) ______ then Zeena became sickly and silent too.

10) ______ he asked Zeena to marry him.

11) ______ help Zeena with the housework.

12) ______ old Mrs Frome was dying.

5．Read Chapters 4 to 6. Choose the best question-word for these questions, and then answer them.

What / Why

1) ... was Ethan looking forward to an evening at home?

2) ... fell off the table and broke on the floor?

3) ... was Mattie so worried about it?

4) ... did Ethan and Mattie talk about that evening?

5) ... did Ethan kiss Mattie?

6) ... did Ethan take so long to come home with the glue?

7) ... was the news about Zeena's health?

8) ... was Ethan so angry about the hired girl?

9) ... did Zeena say Mattie had to leave?

10) ... wouldn't Mattie be able to find work in the town?

11) ... was Ethan planning to do before he saw the cost of tickets to the West?

12) ... do you think Zeena seemed so lively and busy?

13) ... didn't Ethan ask the Hales to lend him money?

6．Before you read Chapter 7, can you guess the answers to these questions?

1) Will Ethan think of another way to get some money?

2) Will Mattie leave Starkfield alone, or with Ethan?

3) Whose ride do you think it will be? Where to? Why?

7．Read Chapter 7. What does the word 'it' mean in these sentences?

1) It was a quiet, secret place, like the quiet sadness in Ethan's heart.

2) 'It was wonderful!' laughed Mattie.

3) 'Perhaps it'll be like this,' he thought. 'After this I won't feel anything.'

4) 'Oh, Matt, I thought we'd done it.' he whispered.

8．Read Chapter 8, and then anwser these questions.

1) Whose was the whining voice in Ethan's house?

2) Why had Mattie had to stay with the Fromes?

3) Ruth Hale spoke of the Fromes 'up at the farm' and 'down in their graves'. Which did she think were luckier?


ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1．Choose the best words to complete this text about Zeena.

tall / lively / young / silent / shining / cold / thin / soft / milky white / grey / dark / yellowish / whining / sweet / smiles / complains / her own ill health / the beauty of nature

Zeena is a ______, ______ woman, with ______ eyes and ______ lips. Her hair is ______, and her skin is ______. Zeena has a ______ voice, and she ______ a lot. She loves talking about ______.

Now use the rest of the words to write a text about Mattie.

2．Imagine that Mattie wrote to a friend about her problem. Complete her letter (use as many words as you like).

Dear Jessie,

Please help me, I just don't know ______! I'm so in love with Ethan, and I think he feels ______. Last night he ______ from a dance, and when we stood together in the moonlight, he ______, I'm sure. But ______ has noticed something, and I'm so afraid that she'll ______. Oh, what can I do? Should I tell Ethan ______? Or should I keep quiet? Or marry Denis, the shopkeeper's boring son? Maybe I should ______? But where could I go? Oh, Jessie, Please ______ soon!

Your dear friend, Mattie

3．How would you reply to Mattie's letter? Write and tell her what you think she should do. Use these phrases.

· I think you should / ought to...

· I don't think you should / ought to...

· Why don't you...?

4．When the narrator asked Ruth Hale about Ethan's accident, perhaps their conversation continued like this. Put the conversation in the right order, and write in the speakers' names. Ruth Hale speaks first (number 5.)

1) ______ 'No, she was a Bettsbridge girl. Her father used to own a big company in town, but Mattie didn't have a dollar in her pocket when Zeena brought her here?'

2) ______ 'So Mattie was in the accident as well?'

3) ______ 'It was Mattie Silver, his wife's cousin.'

4) ______ 'So she had to go and live with the Fromes?'

5) ______ 'Yes, I knew them both... it was awful...'

6) ______ 'Was she from Starkfield too?'

7) ______ 'Silver was a bad businessman. He borrowed a lot, but couldn't pay it back. When he died, Mattie was left with nothing at all, and nobody to help her.'

8) 'Both? Who was the other person?'

9) ______ 'Oh yes, she was hurt worse than Ethan. She can't walk at all, poor girl. Never leaves the house.'

10) ______ 'What happened to her father's money?'

11) ______ 'That's right. Twenty-five years she's been there now — twenty-four since the accident.'

5．A police inspector questioned Jotham Powell about what happened at the Frome farm in the days before the accident. Complete the inspector's side of the conversation.

INSPECTOR: SO, Mr Powell ______?

JOTHAM: Wednesday? Yes, I remember. Mr Frome and I were down at the saw-mill early, loading wood for Mr Hale.

INSPECTOR: And ______?

JOTHAM: About midday, I guess. Then Mr Frome and I went up to the house for a bite to eat.

INSPECTOR: ______?

JOTHAM: Yes, sir, they were both there. Miss Mattie was making coffee, and Mrs Frome was dressed in her travelling clothes, ready to leave for the station.

INSPECTOR: ______?

JOTHAM:Yes, I did. She caught the two o'clock train.

INSPECTOR: ______?

JOTHAM: NO, I didn't see him again. I called in for a drop of coffee later, but Miss Mattie was alone then.

INSPECTOR: ______?

JOTHAM: She came home on Thursday. Mr Frome sent me to the station to fetch her after dinner.

INSPECTOR: ______?

JOTHAM: Well, on Friday morning Mrs Frome said I had to take Mattie to the station, and bring back the new girl.

INSPECTOR: _____?

JOTHAM: Because at dinner Mr Frome said he'd drive Miss Mattie to the station himself.

6．Here is a report of the accident in the newspaper. Correct the mistakes in the report, and think of a suitable title for it.

Two young people were killed on a coasting slope last Friday evening. The accident happened at about ten o'clock on a hillside in Corbury. Mr Ethan Frome, a Starkfield builder, and his cousin, Miss Mattie Silver, were on their way back from a dance. Mr Frome, who had never coasted before, went down a steep slope, with Miss Silver sitting in front of him on the sled. Half way down, the sled crashed into a big rock. Several people saw the accident.

7．Look at these ideas about the story.

1) It was Zeena's fault. She was cold, bitter, and jealous, and only cared about herself.

2) It was Mattie's fault. She was young and pretty, and she tried to take Ethan away from his wife, which was a very bad thing to do.

3) It was Ethan's fault. He was older than Mattie, and knew more about life than she did. He knew it was a stupid thing to do.

4) It was nobody's fault. It all happened because of their poverty. Poverty brought them all together to begin with, and poverty was their prison to the end.




Decide which of the ideas above is closest to...

a) what Ruth Hale thought.

b) what the narrator thought.

c) what you think.
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内容简介

托马斯·哈代最著名的小说莫过于《德伯家的苔丝》，但他也创作了大量的短篇故事。其中大多数取材于哈代在英格兰南部居住时，周围村庄的人们给他讲述的故事。

人有相似，无论他们生活在城镇还是乡村，在当代还是一百年前。

一个牧羊少年惊恐地睁大了双眼，从他的小棚屋中往外窥视一个女人和一个并非她丈夫的男人秘密约会。

一个年轻女教师原本要回家嫁给一个比自己大得多的男人，却因做了一时冲动的事而改变了自己的生活。

不过，还是让我们从一座孤零零的村舍的敲门声说起吧。屋内灯光明亮、气氛欢快，人们伴随着音乐翩翩起舞，玩得很开心。屋外大雨滂沱，顺着山间小路走来的陌生人凝视着灯火通明的窗户。他是该继续赶路，还是停下来歇歇、坐在温暖的炉火边吃点东西呢？


THE THREE STRANGERS
and Other Stories

Thomas Hardy is probably best known for his novels such as Tess of the d'Urbervilles, but he also wrote a great number of short stories. Many of them were based on stories told by people in the villages around where he lived in the south of England.

People are the same, whether they live in the town or the country, today or a hundred years ago.

From his hut a young shepherd boy watches, wide-eyed and afraid, a secret meeting between a woman and a man who is not her husband.

A young teacher, going home to marry a much older man, has a moment of madness that will change her life.

But we begin with a knock on the door at a lonely cottage. Inside, all is bright and cheerful, with music and dancing, and people enjoying themselves. Outside, the rain beats down, and the stranger following the footpath across the wild hills stares at the lighted windows. Should he go on, or can he stop for a while, to find rest and food and a seat by a warm fire?
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The Three Strangers
and Other Stories




THE THREE STRANGERS

三个陌生人

1
The first stranger

In the south-west of England there are many long, low, grassy hills, which have not changed their appearance for centuries. Farmers still keep their sheep on them, and the only buildings are lonely cottages, where shepherds live.

Fifty years ago there was a shepherd's cottage on one of these hills. It was only three miles from the market town of Casterbridge, but it was unusual for travellers to pass this way. There was no road, just two footpaths which crossed in front of the cottage door. During the long winters, snow and rain fell heavily here, which made travelling difficult.

The night of March 28th, 1825, was one of the coldest and wettest that winter, but inside the cottage all was warm and cheerful. Shepherd Fennel had invited family and friends to drink to the health of his youngest child, a recent arrival in the family. Nineteen people were at the party: married women and single girls, shepherds and farm workers, young people talking of love, and old friends talking of the past.

Shepherd Fennel had chosen his wife well. She was a farmer's daughter from one of the valleys, and when she married, she brought fifty pounds with her in her pocket — and kept it there, for the needs of a coming family. She did not like to spend money unnecessarily, and had worried about the kind of party to give that evening. 'At a sit-still party,' she thought, 'the men'll get too comfortable and drink the house dry. But at a dancing-party people get hungry and then they'll eat all our food! We'll have both sitting and dancing — that's the best way.' And secretly she told the fiddler to play for no more than fifteen minutes at a time.

But when the dancing began, nobody wanted to stop. The fiddler refused to catch Mrs Fennel's eye, and played on. The music got louder and louder, and the excited dancers stepped faster and faster. Mrs Fennel could do nothing about it, so she sat helplessly in a corner, as the minutes became an hour.

While this was happening indoors, outside in the heavy rain and darkness a figure was climbing up the hill from Casterbridge. It was a tall, thin man, about forty years old, dressed all in black and wearing thick, heavy boots.

When he reached the shepherd's cottage, the rain came down harder than ever. The man left the footpath and went up to the door. He listened carefully, but the music inside had now stopped, and the man seemed unsure what to do. He looked around, but could see no one on the footpath behind him, and no other houses anywhere near.

At last he decided to knock on the door.

'Come in!' called Shepherd Fennel. All eyes turned towards the stranger, as he entered the warm room.

He kept his hat on, low over his face. 'The rain is heavy, friends,' he said in a rich, deep voice. 'May I come in and rest here for a while?'

'O' course, stranger,' replied the shepherd. 'You've chosen your moment well, because we're having a party tonight. There's a new baby in the family, you see.'

'I hope you and your fine wife'll have many more, shepherd,' the man answered, smiling politely at Mrs Fennel. He looked quickly round the room, and seemed happy with what he saw. He took his hat off, and shook the water from his shoulders.

'Will you have a drink with us, stranger?' asked Fennel. He passed a mug of his wife's home-made mead to the newcomer, who drank deeply from it and held it out for more.

'I'll take a seat in the chimney corner, if you don't mind,' said the man, 'to dry my clothes a bit.' He moved closer to the fire, and began to look very much at home.

'There's only one more thing that I need to make me happy,' he added, 'and that's a little tobacco.'

'I'll fill your pipe,' said the shepherd kindly.

'Can you lend me one?'

'You're a smoker, and you've no pipe?' said Fennel.

'I dropped it somewhere on the road.' The man lit the pipe that Fennel gave him, and seemed to want to talk no more.



appearance n. the way a person or thing looks to other people 外表；外观

cottage n. a small house, esp. in the country 小屋；村舍

market town n. a town where a regular market is held（定期举行集市贸易的）集镇

footpath n. a narrow path or track for people to walk on 人行小径

fiddler n. a person who plays a fiddle (a violin) 拉小提琴的人；小提琴手

rich adj. deep, strong, and beautiful sound （声音）深沉浑厚的

mug n. a round container for drinking 圆筒形有柄大杯

mead n. an alcoholic drink made from honey 蜂蜜酒

chimney corner n. a seat by the side of a large open fireplace 壁炉边的座位

tobacco n. the dried brown leaves that are smoked in cigarettes, pipes etc. 烟叶；烟草

pipe n. a thing used for smoking tobacco 烟斗




1．第一个陌生人

英格兰西南部绵亘着许多低矮而葱郁的山丘，它们的面貌千百年来未曾改变。农夫们依旧在山上放羊，山上唯一的一种建筑就是牧羊人居住的那些孤零零的小屋。

50年前，其中一座山上有一间牧羊人的小屋。尽管它距离卡斯特桥的集镇仅有3英里，却很少有行人从此经过。这里没有大路，仅有两条小径在小屋门前交会。在漫长的冬季里，这里雨雪很大，行走很困难。

1825年3月28日那晚是那年冬天最湿冷的一夜，不过小屋里却十分温暖，气氛欢快。牧羊人芬内尔邀请了亲朋好友来家里喝酒，祝福他最小的孩子——一个刚出生不久的家庭成员——身体健康。19个人参加了这次聚会：有已婚的妇人和单身的女孩，也有牧羊人和农场工人。年轻人谈论着爱情，老朋友们则追忆起往昔时光。

牧羊人芬内尔找了个好妻子。她是山谷里一个农夫的女儿，结婚的时候口袋里揣来了50英镑——并且一直没花，准备贡献给即将组成的家庭。她不喜欢乱花钱，还一直为那晚该举行哪种聚会而忧心忡忡。“在坐着不动的聚会中，”她盘算着，“男人们通常会舒服得过了头，把家里的酒喝个底朝天。可是在舞会中，人们又容易饥饿，会吃掉我们所有的食物！所以我们既要坐着又要跳舞——这是最好的办法。”她还偷偷告诉拉小提琴的人，一次最多只拉15分钟琴。

可是舞会开始后，就没有人想停下来了。拉小提琴的人不肯看芬内尔太太的眼色，只管继续拉琴。音乐声越来越大，而兴奋的人们也越跳越快。芬内尔太太对此束手无策，只能无助地坐在角落里；而原本打算举行十来分钟的舞会竟延长到了一个小时。

屋内的人们正兴高采烈地跳着舞；屋外暴雨滂沱，漆黑一片，一个身影正从卡斯特桥向山上艰难地攀爬着。这是一名四十岁左右的瘦高男人，一身黑衣，脚穿厚重的靴子。

到达牧羊人的小屋时，雨下得越发大了。男人走下小径，来到门前。他仔细聆听，但这时音乐已经停了，他似乎有些不知所措。他环顾四周，身后的小径上空无一人，而附近也没有其他房屋。

终于，他决定敲门。

“请进！”牧羊人芬内尔喊道。陌生人走进了温暖的房间，所有的目光都转到了他身上。

他没有摘下帽子，压低的帽沿挡住了他的脸。“这雨可真大呀，伙计们，”他的声音浑厚而低沉，“我能进来在这儿休息一会儿吗？”

“当然可以，陌生的朋友，”牧羊人答道，“你来得正是时候，我们今晚正好在举行聚会。你看，我家里添了个小孩子。”

“希望您和您的贤妻多生贵子，牧羊人。”男人答道，礼貌地对芬内尔太太微笑着。他迅速环视了一下房间，看样子对眼前的一切很满意。他摘下帽子，抖落了肩上的雨水。

“跟我们喝一杯好吗，陌生的朋友？”芬内尔问。他递给这位新来者一杯妻子自酿的蜂蜜酒。陌生人一饮而尽，伸过杯子要再来一杯。

“如果你们不介意的话，我想坐在壁炉边的座位上，”那人说，“这样可以把我的衣服烘一烘。”他又朝炉火凑了凑，开始变得随意起来，看着跟在自己家里差不多。

“再有一样东西我就心满意足了，”他又说，“那就是一点点烟叶。”

“我给你装烟斗。”牧羊人亲切地说。

“你能借给我一只烟斗吗？”

“你抽烟，却没有烟斗？”芬内尔问道。

“我在路上把它弄丢了。”那人点燃了芬内尔给他的烟斗，看样子不想再多说话了。




2
The second stranger

During this conversation the other visitors had not taken much notice of the stranger, because they were discussing what the fiddler should play next. They were just getting up to start another dance when there was a second knock at the door. At this sound, the stranger turned his back to the door, and seemed very busy trying to light his pipe.

'Come in!' called Shepherd Fennel a second time. In a moment another man entered. He too was a stranger.

This one was very different from the first. There was a more cheerful look about him. He was several years older, with greying hair and a full, reddish face. Under his long wet coat he was wearing a dark grey suit.

'I must ask to rest here for a few minutes, friends,' he said, 'or I shall be wet to the skin before I reach Casterbridge.'

'Make yourself at home, sir,' replied Fennel, a little less warmly than when welcoming the first stranger. The cottage was not large, there were not many chairs, and these newcomers brought cold, wet air into the room.

The second visitor took off his coat and hat, and sat down heavily at the table, which the dancers had pushed into the chimney corner. He found himself sitting next to the first stranger, who smiled politely at him and passed him the mug of mead. The second man took it, lifted it to his mouth, and drank without stopping, watched by Mrs Fennel, who was not pleased at this free drinking of her best mead.

At last the man in the grey suit put down the mug with a happy sigh. 'That's wonderful mead, shepherd!' he said. 'I haven't tasted anything as good as that for many years.'

'I'm pleased you enjoy it, sir!' replied Shepherd Fennel.

'It's goodish mead,' agreed his wife, a little coldly. 'Made from our own honey, o'course, and it is trouble enough to make, I can tell ye. But we may not make any more — honey sells well, and we don't need much mead for ourselves.'

'Oh, but you can't stop making this!' cried the man in grey. He took the mug again and drank the last drop. 'I love mead, as much as I love going to church on Sundays, or giving money to the poor!'

'Ha, ha, ha!' said the man by the fire, who seemed to enjoy the stranger's little joke.

The old mead of those days, made with the best honey and the freshest eggs, tasted very strong, but it did not taste as strong as it actually was. Before long, the stranger in grey became very cheerful and red in the face. He made himself comfortable in his chair, and continued the conversation.

'Well, as I say, I'm on my way to Casterbridge,' he said.

'You don't live there then?' said Shepherd Fennel.

'Not yet, although I plan to move there soon.'

'Going to start a business, perhaps?' asked the shepherd.

'No, no,' said his wife. 'It is easy to see that the gentleman is rich, and doesn't need to work at anything.'

'Rich is not the word for me, madam,' replied the man in grey. 'I have to work, and I do work. And even if I only get to Casterbridge by midnight tonight, I must begin work there at eight o'clock tomorrow morning. Yes, hot or cold, rain or snow, I must do my day's work tomorrow.'

'Poor man! So, although you look rich and comfortable, your life is harder than ours, is it?' said the shepherd's wife.

'Well, it's the work that I have to do, that's all. Now I must leave you, friends. But before I go, there's time for one more drink to your baby's health. Only, the mug is empty.'

'Here's some small mead, sir,' offered Mrs Fennel. 'We call it small, but it's still made from good honey.'

'No,' said the stranger. 'I prefer to remember the taste of your best mead, thank you.'

'Of course you do,' said Shepherd Fennel quickly. He went to the dark place under the stairs where the best mead was kept, and filled the mug. His wife followed him and spoke worriedly to him in a low voice.

'I don't like the look o' the man at all! He's drunk enough for ten men already! Don't give him any more o' the best!'

'But he's in our house, my love, and 'tis a miserable wet night. What's a mug of mead more or less?'

'Very well, just this time then,' she said, looking sadly at the mead. 'But who is he, and what kind of work does he do?'

'I don't know. I'll ask him again.'

While the man in grey drank his mead, Fennel asked him again about his work, but the man did not reply at once. Suddenly the first stranger spoke from his seat by the fire.

'Anybody may know what I do — I work with wheels.'

'And anybody may know what I do,' said the man in the grey suit, 'if they're clever enough to find it out.'

There was a short silence, which the shepherd's wife broke by calling for a song. The second mug of mead had made the stranger's face even redder and more cheerful than before, and he offered to sing the first song. This is what he sang:

My job is the strangest one,

Honest shepherds all—

Work that all the world can see;

My customers I tie, and I take them up so high,

And send 'em to a far country!

No one spoke, except the man near the fire, who joined in the last part, with a deep, musical voice:

And send 'em to a far country!

None of the people in the room understood what the singer meant, except the man near the fire; who continued smoking, and said calmly, 'Go on, stranger! Sing on!'

The man in grey drank again from his mug, and sang:

There isn't much I need,

Honest shepherds all—

To set the criminals free.

A little piece of rope, and a tall hanging post,

And that'll be enough for me!

Now it was clear to everybody in the room that the stranger was answering the shepherd's question in song. They all looked at him, their eyes and mouths wide open in horror.

'Oh, he's the hangman!' they whispered to each other. 'He's come to hang that poor clockmaker tomorrow in Casterbridge prison — the clockmaker who had no work, and whose children had no food, so he stole a sheep, and now he's going to hang for it!'



sigh n. breathing in and out, making a long sound 叹气；叹息

midnight n. 12 o'clock at night 半夜12点；午夜

miserable adj. making you feel very unhappy, uncomfortable 令人不愉快的；使人难受的

customer n. someone who buys goods or services from a shop, company etc 顾客；客户

criminal n. someone who is involved in illegal activities or has been proved guilty of a crime 罪犯

rope n. very strong, thick string 粗绳；绳索

hangman n. someone whose job is to kill criminals by hanging them 执行绞刑的刽子手




2．第二个陌生人

牧羊人和陌生人说话时，其他客人没怎么注意到这个陌生人，因为他们正讨论小提琴手接下来应该拉什么曲子。他们正准备起身再跳一支舞，门再次被敲响了。听到敲门声，陌生人转过身子背对着大门，似乎在忙着点他的烟斗。

“请进！”牧羊人芬内尔再次喊道。很快，另一个人走了进来。又是一个陌生人。

这人跟第一个人大不相同，神色要欢快一些。他比第一个人大几岁，头发灰白，红光满面，长长的湿外套下面是一身暗灰色的衣服。

“请让我在这儿休息几分钟吧，朋友们，”他说，“要不然我还没到卡斯特桥就会全身湿透了。”

“您请随便，先生。”芬内尔回答道，态度不像迎接第一个陌生人那么热情了。屋子不大，没多少椅子，况且这些陌生人还把湿冷的寒气带到了室内。

第二个陌生人脱下外套、摘下帽子，重重地坐在被跳舞的人们推到壁炉边的桌子旁。他发现自己坐在了第一个陌生人旁边。那人礼貌地朝他微笑着，把手里那杯蜂蜜酒递给了他。第二个陌生人接过杯子举到嘴边，一口气喝了下去。芬内尔太太看着他，对这种恣意喝自己最好的蜂蜜酒的行为感到很不高兴。

[image: alt]

最后，灰衣人高兴地叹了口气，放下了杯子。“这酒太棒了，牧羊人！”他说，“我好多年没尝过这么好的东西了。”

“我很高兴你喜欢这酒，先生！”牧羊人芬内尔答道。

“这是上好的蜂蜜酒，”牧羊人的妻子有些冷淡地附和道，“当然，是用我们自己的蜂蜜做的，做起来可真是费劲啊，我跟你说。不过我们可能不会再酿了——蜂蜜卖得不错，而我们自己又不需要太多蜂蜜酒。”

“哦，你们可不能不酿了！”灰衣人叫道。他又端起杯子，喝掉了最后一滴酒。“我喜欢蜂蜜酒，就像喜欢星期天去教堂做礼拜、喜欢把钱施舍给穷人一样！”

“哈哈哈！”坐在壁炉边的男人笑了起来，似乎被这个陌生人的小笑话给逗乐了。

那时候的蜂蜜酒是用最好的蜂蜜和最新鲜的鸡蛋酿成的，酒味很冲，实际上的酒劲儿却还要大。没过多久，灰衣人就兴奋起来，变得面红耳赤。他在椅子上舒舒服服地坐好，接着往下说。

“呃，我说，我这是要去卡斯特桥。”他说。

“那么您不住在那儿啰？”牧羊人芬内尔问。

“现在还不是，不过我打算很快就搬过去。”

“您这是准备去做点买卖吗？”牧羊人问道。

“不，不，”他的妻子说，“一看就知道这位先生很有钱，什么都不用做。”

“有钱这个词不是用来形容我的，夫人，”灰衣人答道，“我必须工作，而且也的确在工作。即便今晚半夜才能到达卡斯特桥，我也必须在明早8点开始工作。是的，无论严寒酷暑、下雨下雪，我明天都得去做我一天的工作。”

“可怜的人！那就是说，虽然你看起来又有钱又自在，你的日子却比我们还要难过，是吧？”牧羊人的妻子说。

“呃，那工作是我必须做的，就这样。好了，我得走了，朋友们。不过，走之前我还有时间再喝一杯，为你家孩子的健康祝福。可是杯子已经空了。”

“这儿还有些低度蜂蜜酒，先生，”芬内尔太太主动说，“虽然我们叫它低度酒，但也是用优质蜂蜜酿成的。”

“那就不用了，”陌生人说道，“我更愿意铭记你们最好的蜂蜜酒的味道，谢谢。”

“您当然得喝点，”芬内尔赶紧说。他走到楼梯下存放最好的蜂蜜酒的黑暗角落里，把杯子装满。他的妻子跟了过去，焦虑地跟他低声说话。

“我一点都不喜欢那个人的样子！他足足喝了够十个人喝的酒！别再把最好的酒给他了！”

“可是他在我们家呀，亲爱的，而且今晚又那么潮湿阴冷。一杯蜂蜜酒又有什么呢？”

“那好吧，仅此一次，”她说道，难过地看着蜂蜜酒，“可他是谁？究竟是干什么的？”

“我不知道，等下再问问他。”

趁着灰衣人喝酒的工夫，芬内尔再次问起了他的工作，可他并没有马上回答。突然，坐在壁炉边座位上的第一个陌生人说话了。

“人人都可以知道我是干什么的——我是和轮子打交道的。”

“人人也都可以知道我是干什么的，”灰衣人说道，“如果他们足够聪明、能够发现的话。”

一阵短暂的沉默之后，牧羊人的妻子提议大家来唱首歌。第二杯蜂蜜酒使得陌生人脸色更加红润，神情也愈发兴奋了，于是他主动要求唱第一首歌。他唱道：

我的工作最最奇怪，

诚实的牧羊人们——

全世界的人都能看见；

我把顾客绑住，带往高处，

送他们到遥远的国度！

没有人吭声，除了那个坐在壁炉边的人。他用低沉悦耳的声音附和着歌曲的最后一部分：

送他们到遥远的国度！

屋里没有人明白唱歌的人是什么意思，除了坐在壁炉边的那个人。他继续抽着烟，平静地说：“继续，陌生人！继续唱！”

我不用太多东西，

诚实的牧羊人们——

就可以解放犯人。

一小截绳子，一个高高的绞架，

我就足够用了！

这下屋里所有的人都听明白了，这个陌生人是在用歌声回答牧羊人的问题。他们望着他，眼睛和嘴巴因恐惧而大张着。
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“哦，他就是那个刽子手！”人们轻声地交头接耳，“他来就是要在明天绞死卡斯特桥监狱里那个可怜的钟表匠——那个钟表匠没有活干，孩子们都没吃的，所以就偷了一头羊。就因为这个，他要被绞死了！”




3
The third stranger

Just then, there was another knock on the door. People seemed frightened, and Shepherd Fennel was slow to call out, for the third time, the welcoming words, 'Come in!'

The door was gently opened, and another stranger stood in the doorway. He was a little man, with fair hair, and was tidily dressed. 'Can you tell me the way to—?' he began, but stopped speaking when his eyes fell on the stranger in grey, who, at that moment, started singing again.

Tomorrow is my working day,

Honest shepherds all—

Working with the little piece of rope.

A sheep has lost its life, and the thief must pay the price.

He'll find some peace with God, we hope!

The man by the fire repeated cheerfully in his deep voice:

He'll find some peace with God, we hope!

All this time the third stranger had stood in the doorway, and now everyone turned to look at him. They saw to their surprise that his face was white, his hands were shaking, and his eyes were fixed in horror on the man in grey. A moment later he turned, and ran away into the darkness and the rain.

'Who can that be?' asked Shepherd Fennel.

No one answered. The room was silent, although there were more than twenty people in it, and nothing could be heard except the rain beating on the windows.

The stillness was broken by a bang. It was the sound of a gun, and it came from Casterbridge.

'What does that mean?' cried several people at once.

'A prisoner's escaped from Casterbridge prison—that's what it means,' replied the man in grey, jumping up from his chair. 'I wonder if it's my man?'

'It must be!' said the shepherd. 'And I think we've seen him! The little man who looked in at the door just now, and shook like a leaf when he saw ye and heard your song!'

'His face was as white as a sheet,' said the fiddler.

'His hands shook like an old man's,' said a farm worker.

'His heart seemed as heavy as a stone,' said Mrs Fennel.

'True,' said the man by the fire. 'His face was white, his hands shook, and he ran like the wind — it's all true.'

'We were all wondering what made him run off like that,' said one of the women, 'and now 'tis explained.'

'Is there a policeman here?' asked the hangman.

One of the men came slowly forward, pushed by his friends. 'I'm one o' the king's officers, sir,' he said.

'Then take some of these men at once, follow the criminal, and bring him back here. He hasn't gone far, I'm sure.'

'I will, sir, I will, when I've got my uniform. I'll go home and put it on, and come back here immediately!'

'Uniform! Never mind about your uniform! The man'll be far away by that time!'

'But I must have my uniform! There's the king's name on it in gold — I can't arrest a man without my uniform on.'

'I'm a king's man myself,' said the man in grey coldly, 'and I order you to find and arrest this man at once! Now then, all the men in the house must come with us. Are you ready?'

The men left the cottage to start their search, and the women ran upstairs to see the new baby, who had begun to cry loudly. But the living room did not stay empty for long. A few minutes later the first stranger came quietly back into the house. He cut himself a large piece of cake, and drank another mug of mead. He was still eating when another man came in just as quietly. It was the man in grey.

'Oh, you here?' said the hangman, smiling. 'I thought you had gone to help look for the prisoner.'

'And I thought you had gone too,' replied the other.

'Well, I felt that there were enough people without me,' said the man in grey, helping himself to the mead.

'I felt the same as you.'

'These shepherd-people can easily find the man because they know this hilly country. They'll have him ready for me by the morning, and it'll be no trouble to me at all.'

'Yes, they'll find him. We'll save ourselves all that trouble.'

'True, true. Well, I'm going to Casterbridge. Are you going the same way? We could walk together.'

'No, I'm sorry to say I'm going the other way.' And after finishing their mead, the two men shook hands warmly, said goodbye to each other, and went their different ways.

Out on the hills, the shepherd and his friends were getting cold and wet in their search for the prisoner. They had no luck at all until they reached the top of a hill, where a single tree stood. Suddenly they saw the man who they were looking for, standing next to the tree.

'Your money or your life!' cried the policeman loudly.

'No, no,' whispered the shepherd. 'That's what robbers say, not good, honest people like us!'

'Well, I must say something, mustn't I? Ye don't realize how difficult it is to remember what to say!'

The little man now seemed to notice them for the first time. 'Well, travellers, did I hear ye speak to me?' he asked.

'You did,' replied the policeman. 'We arrest ye for not waiting in Casterbridge prison for your hanging tomorrow!'

The little man did not seem at all afraid, and to everyone's surprise agreed with great politeness to go back to the shepherd's cottage. When they arrived there, they discovered that two officers from Casterbridge prison, and a judge who lived nearby, were waiting for them.

'Gentlemen,' said the policeman, 'I've brought back your prisoner — here he is!'

'But this is not our man!' cried one of the prison officers.

'What?' said the judge. 'Haven't you got the right man?'

'But then who can this man be?' asked the policeman.

'I don't know,' said the prison officer. 'But our prisoner is very different. He's tall and thin, with a deep, musical voice.'

'That was the stranger who sat by the fire!' cried Fennel.

The little man now spoke to the judge for the first time. 'Sir,' he said, 'I must explain. I've done nothing wrong — my only crime is that the prisoner is my brother. Today I was on my way to visit him in Casterbridge prison for the last time, when I got lost in the dark. I stopped here to ask the way, and when I opened the door, I saw my brother sitting by the fire. Right next to him was the hangman who'd come to take his life! My brother looked at me, and I knew he meant, "Don't tell them who I am, or I'll die!" I was too frightened to do anything except turn and run away.'

'And do you know where your brother is now?'

'No, sir. I haven't seen him since I left the cottage.'

'And what's his job?'

'He's a clockmaker, sir.'

'He said he worked with wheels,' said Shepherd Fennel. 'He meant the wheels of clocks and watches, I suppose.'

'Well, we must let this poor man go,' said the judge. 'Clearly, it's his brother who is the wanted man.'

And so the little man left the cottage with a sad, slow step.

The next morning, men were out on the hills again, searching for the clever thief. But the shepherds and farm workers did not look very carefully. They did not think the man should hang, just for stealing a sheep, and they liked the wonderful coolness that he showed, when sitting next to the hangman at the shepherd's party. So the prisoner was never found, and the man in grey never did his morning's work in Casterbridge, nor ever met again the friendly stranger who had sung the hangman's song with him by the shepherd's fire.

The grass has long been green on the graves of Shepherd Fennel and his wife, and the baby whose health was drunk that night is now an old lady. But the arrival of the three strangers at the shepherd's cottage, and all that happened afterwards, is a story as well known as ever in the hills and valleys around Casterbridge.



tidily adv. neat, orderly 整洁地；整齐地

stillness n. quietness, calmness, without any activity 宁静；安宁

uniform n. a particular type of clothing worn by all the members of a group or organization such as the police 制服

arrest v. (police) take somebody away because they think he/she has done something illegal 逮捕

in search for look for 寻找

whisper v. to speak or say something very quietly, using your breath rather than your voice 悄声说；耳语

wanted adj. someone who is wanted is being looked for by the police 被警方追捕的；被通缉的

coolness n. quality of being calm and not nervous 冷静

grave n. the place in the ground where a dead body is buried 坟墓




3．第三个陌生人

就在这时，又传来了一阵敲门声。人们有些恐慌，牧羊人芬内尔好半天才第三次说出了那句欢迎的话：“请进！”
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门被轻轻推开了，又一位陌生人站在了门口。他身材矮小、头发金黄、衣着整洁。“能不能告诉我怎么去——？”他刚一开口，目光就落到了灰衣人身上，于是便闭上了嘴。灰衣人又开口唱了起来。

明天是我的工作日，

诚实的牧羊人们——

我的用具是那一小截绳子。

一头羊丧了命，窃贼必须付出代价。

但愿他在上帝那儿得到安宁！

壁炉边的那个男人用低沉的声音欢快地重复着：

但愿他在上帝那儿得到安宁！

在此期间，第三个陌生人一直站在门口，直到此刻人们才转过来看着他。他们惊奇地发现，他脸色苍白、双手发抖，眼睛惊恐地盯着灰衣人。不一会儿，他转身跑进了大雨滂沱的黑夜。

“他会是谁呢？”牧羊人芬内尔问道。

没人回答。尽管屋子里有二十多个人，此刻却一片沉默，静得只能听到雨点打在窗户上的声音。

寂静被“砰”的一声巨响打破了。那是一声枪响，从卡斯特桥方向传来。

“怎么回事？”立刻就有几个人叫了起来。

“有犯人从卡斯特桥监狱逃出来了——就是这么回事，”灰衣人说着，从椅子上跳了起来，“我想知道是不是我要绞死的那个人？”

“一定是！”牧羊人说，“而且我想我们见过他！刚才那个从门口往屋里张望的小个子，他见到你唱歌时抖得像一片树叶！”

“他的脸白得像床单。”拉小提琴的人说。

“他的手抖得像个老头。”一个农场工人说。

“看样子，他的心情也沉重得像压着块石头。”芬内尔太太说。

“没错，”壁炉边的男人说，“他脸色煞白，手哆哆嗦嗦，像一阵风似的跑了——没错。”

“我们刚才还纳闷他干吗那样落荒而逃呢，”一个女人说，“现在真相大白了。”

“这里有警察吗？”刽子手问道。

其中一人被朋友们推着慢慢走上前来。“我是国王手下的军官，先生。”他答道。

“那就马上从这一屋子人中挑几个，追上那个犯人，把他带到这儿来。他还没跑多远，我敢肯定。”

“好的，先生，我穿上制服就去。我回家穿制服，马上就回来！”

“制服！别管你的制服啦！到那会儿犯人早跑远了！”

“可我必须穿上制服！那上面有国王的名字，金色的——我不穿制服就不能逮捕人。”

“我自己也是国王的下属，”灰衣人冷冷地说，“我命令你马上去追捕这个人！听着，屋里所有的男人都得跟我们去。你们准备好了吗？”

男人们离开了小屋开始搜寻，女人们则跑到楼上去照看开始放声大哭的婴儿。不过客厅并没有空下来多久。几分钟后，第一个陌生人悄悄回到了小屋里。他给自己切了一大块蛋糕，又喝了一杯蜂蜜酒。他还没吃完，另一个人也悄悄走了进来。是那个灰衣人。

“噢，你也在这儿吗？”刽子手微笑着说，“我还以为你帮忙找犯人去了呢。”

“我也以为你去了呢。”那人回答道。

“呃，我觉得人够多了，不差我一个。”灰衣人边说边给自己倒了点蜂蜜酒。

“我跟你想的一样。”

“这些牧羊人很容易就能找到那个人，因为他们对这山村很熟悉。他们会在天亮前抓住他的，我根本不用费劲。”

“是啊，他们会找到他的。我们用不着费劲。”

“没错，没错。呃，我要去卡斯特桥了。你也去那儿吗？咱们可以搭个伴走。”

“不，很不巧，我要去另一个方向。”喝完酒，两个男人热情地握手作别，分别朝不同的方向走去。

山上，牧羊人和他的朋友们为寻找犯人而弄得浑身又冷又湿。他们很不走运，直到来到一座山顶，那儿挺立着一棵孤零零的树。突然，他们看见要找的人就站在树的旁边。
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“不给钱就要你的命！”警察高声喊道。

“不对，不对，”牧羊人悄声说，“那是强盗们喊的话，不是我们这种诚实的好人该喊的！”

“呃，我总得说点什么，不是吗？你不知道要记住自己该说什么有多难！”

那个小个子男人似乎这才注意到他们。“哦，二位路人，你们刚才是在跟我说话吗？”他问道。

“没错，”警察回答道，“我们要逮捕你，因为你本该在卡斯特桥监狱等待明天的绞刑！”

小个子男人看起来一点都不害怕，更令大家惊讶的是，他很礼貌地同意回到牧羊人的小屋去。到了之后，他们发现卡斯特桥监狱的两名典狱官和一名住在附近的法官已经等在了那里。

“先生们，”警察说，“我把你们的犯人带回来了——就是他！”

“但这不是我们要抓的人！”其中一名典狱官叫道。

“什么？”法官说道，“你们没抓对人？”

“那这个人是谁？”警察问。

“我不认识，”典狱官说，“不过我们的犯人跟他很不一样。犯人又高又瘦，嗓音低沉悦耳。”

“就是那个坐在壁炉边的陌生人！”芬内尔叫道。

小个子男人终于开了口，冲着法官说话了。“先生，”他说，“我必须解释一下。我并没做什么坏事——我唯一的过错就是，那个犯人是我兄弟。我今天原本打算去卡斯特桥监狱见他最后一面，但却在黑暗中迷了路。我在这里停下来打算问路，推开门却看到我兄弟就坐在壁炉边，身旁就是来取他性命的刽子手！我兄弟看了我一眼，我就明白了他的意思：'别告诉他们我是谁，不然我就死定了！'我害怕极了，只好转身跑开了。”

“那你知道你兄弟现在在哪里吗？”

“不知道，先生。我离开小屋后就没再见过他。”

“他是干什么的？”

“他是钟表匠，先生。”

“他说过他是和轮子打交道的，”牧羊人芬内尔说，“我猜他指的是钟表的齿轮。”

“呃，我们得放这个可怜人走，”法官说，“很明显，他的兄弟才是我们要找的人。”

于是，小个子男人迈着忧伤的步子慢慢走出了小屋。

第二天早晨，人们再次来到山上寻找那个机敏的窃贼。不过，牧羊人和农场工人们并没有仔细寻找。他们觉得那个人仅仅是偷了一头羊，不应该被绞死。他们还很欣赏在牧羊人家的聚会上，他坐在刽子手旁边时所表现出的沉着冷静。因此，那个犯人一直也没被抓到，而灰衣人也一直没能完成他那天早上在卡斯特桥的工作。打那以后，他再没见过那个友善的陌生人，那个在牧羊人家壁炉边和他一起唱刽子手之歌的人。

牧羊人芬内尔夫妻俩的墓地上早已是绿草茵茵了，而那个婴儿——那天晚上，人们曾为她的健康祝福——如今也成了一位老妇人。然而，三个陌生人来到牧羊人小屋的事情以及此后发生的一切，却一直在卡斯特桥周围的山峦谷地中传诵不已。


WHAT THE SHEPHERD SAW

A Story of Four Moonlight Nights

牧羊人所见

四个月明之夜的故事

1
First night

The Christmas moon was showing her cold face to the low hills called the Marlbury Downs, in the southwestern part of England known as Mid-Wessex. Here sheep were kept out on the hills all year round, and lambs were born as early as December. Shepherds needed to be on the hills day and night at this time of year, and often used small wheeled huts where they could rest and keep warm, while keeping a careful eye on the sheep.

On a high piece of land one of these huts stood inside a little circle of trees, which kept it out of the icy wind and also hidden from any passers-by. The hut was made of wood, and had a door and two windows. The north one looked out on the eight hundred sheep which were in the shepherd's care, and the south window gave a view of three ancient stones, built in the shape of a doorway. These great stones, which village people called the Devil's Door, had been there for over two thousand years. They were worn and weather-beaten, but tonight looked almost new in the silver light of the moon.

Inside the hut a young shepherd boy was waiting for his master, who entered at that moment.

'Are ye sleepy?' asked the old man crossly.

'N — no, master,' replied the boy, who was a little frightened of the shepherd and his heavy stick.

'The sheep should be all right until the morning now,' said the shepherd, 'but one of us must stay here, so I'll leave ye, do ye hear? I'll go home and sleep for a few hours. Run down to my cottage and fetch me if anything happens. Ye can have a bit of a sleep in the chair by the stove but only for a few minutes, mind! Make sure ye stay awake the rest of the time, and don't let that fire go out!'

The old man closed the door, and disappeared. The boy went out to check on the sheep and new-born lambs, then came back into the hut and sat down by the warm stove. Soon his eyes closed, his head dropped, and he was asleep.

When he woke up, he could hear down in the valley the clock at Shakeforest Towers striking eleven. The sound carried well in the cold night air. He looked out of the north window and saw the sheep, lying on the grass as quietly as before. He next looked out of the opposite window, towards the stones of the Devil's Door, white and ghostly in the moonlight. And in front of them stood a man.

It was clear that he was not a farm worker, because he was wearing a dark suit, and carried himself like a gentleman. The boy was still wondering, in great surprise, why the man was visiting the Devil's Door at this hour, when suddenly another figure appeared. This second figure was a woman, and when the stranger saw her, he hurried towards her. He met her near the trees, and took her into his arms.

'You have come, Harriet! Thank you!' he cried warmly.

'But not for this,' replied the lady, pulling away from him. She added more kindly, 'I have come, Fred, because you begged me! Why did you ask to see me?'

'Harriet, I have seen many lands and faces since I last walked these hills, but I have only thought of you.'

'Was it only to tell me this that you begged me to meet you, out here on the hills, so late at night?'

'Harriet, be honest with me! I have heard that the Duke is unkind to you.'

'He sometimes gets angry, but he is a good husband.'

'Harriet, dearest, is that really true? Doesn't everybody know that your life with him is a sad one? I have come to find out what I can do. You are a Duchess, and I'm only Fred Ogbourne, but it's still possible that I can help you. By God! The sweetness of your voice should keep him pleasant, especially when the sweetness of your face is added to it!'

'Captain Ogbourne!' she cried, half afraid, half playful. 'You're an old friend — how can you speak to me in this way? Remember I'm a married woman! I was wrong to come, I see that now.'

'You call me Captain Ogbourne,' he replied unhappily, 'but I was always Fred to you before. I think you no longer have any feeling for me. My love for you, Harriet, has not changed at all, but you are a different woman now. I must accept it. I can never see you again.'

'You needn't talk like that, you stupid man. You can see me again — why not? But of course, not like this. It was a mistake of mine to come tonight, and I only did it because the Duke is away at the moment.'

'When does he return?'

'The day after tomorrow, or the day after that.'

'Then meet me again tomorrow night.'

'No, Fred, I cannot.'

'If you cannot tomorrow night, you can the night after. Please let me have one more meeting before he returns, to say goodbye! Now, promise me!' He took the Duchess's hand.

'No, Fred, let go of my hand! It's not kind of you to make me feel sorry for you, and then to keep me here like this!'

'But see me once more! I have come two thousand miles to see you.'

'Oh, I must not! People will talk. Don't ask it of me!'

'Then confess two things to me: that you did love me once, and that your husband is unkind to you often enough to make you think of the time when you loved me.'

'Yes, I confess them both,' she answered quietly.

'Come once more!' He still held her hand, and had his arm around her waist.

'Very well, then,' she said finally. 'I agree. I'll meet you tomorrow night or the night after. Now let me go.'

He set her free, and watched her hurry down the hill towards her home, Shakeforest Towers. Then he turned and walked away. In a few minutes all was silent and empty again.

But only for a moment. Suddenly, a third figure appeared, from behind the stones. He was a man of heavier build than the Captain, and was wearing riding boots. It was clear that he had watched the meeting between the Captain and the Duchess. He had been too far away to hear their conversation and the lady's reluctant words, so to him they had the appearance of lovers. But several more years passed before the boy was old enough to understand this.

This third figure stood still for a moment, thinking. Then he went back into the trees, and came out again with his horse. He rode off, and the sound of the horse's feet on the hard ground was heard for several minutes, until it died away.

The boy stayed in the hut, his eyes still on the stones, but nobody else appeared there. Suddenly he felt a heavy hand on his shoulder, which made him jump.

'Now look here, young Bill Mills, ye've let the fire in the stove go out! Well, what's happened, ye bad boy?'

'Nothing, master.'

'Sheep and lambs all safe and well?'

'Yes, master.'

The old shepherd spoke angrily. 'Well, that's where ye're wrong. There are two new lambs out there, born just this minute, and one of the mothers is half dead! I told ye to stay awake, boy, and fetch me if I was needed! Well, what have you got to say for yourself?'

'You said that I could have a bit of a sleep! In the chair by the stove, you said!'

'Don't you speak to your elders and betters like that, young man, or you'll end up hanging from a rope at the prison! Well, ye can go home now, and come back again by breakfast time. I'm an old man, but there's no rest for me!'

The old shepherd then lay down inside the hut, and the boy went down the hill to his home in the village.



downs n. low round hills covered with grass 草木覆盖的低圆山丘

hut n. a small, simple building with only one or two rooms （简陋的）小屋；棚屋

keep an eye on to look after someone or something and make sure that they are safe 照看某人（某物）

passer-by n. someone who is walking past a place by chance 过路人

devil n. any evil spirit 魔鬼

weather-beaten adj. affected by exposure to the weather 饱经风霜的；风雨侵蚀的

crossly adv. angry or annoyed 生气地；恼怒地

go out to stop burning or shining 熄灭

ghostly adj. slightly frightening and seeming to be connected with ghosts or spirits 幽灵似的；诡异的

duke n. a man with the highest social rank outside the royal family 公爵

duchess n. the wife of a duke 公爵夫人

confess v. to admit something that you feel embarrassed about 承认

waist n. the narrow part in the middle of the human body 腰，腰部

build n. the shape and size of someone's body 体格；体形

reluctant adj. slow and unwilling 勉强的；不情愿的




1．第一夜

圣诞节的冷月照耀着一片叫做马尔博瑞丘陵的低矮山丘，这片山丘坐落在英格兰西南部的中维塞克斯。这里的山上一年四季都放牧着羊群，而这里的羊羔早在每年的12月便会出生。每年的这个时节，牧羊人们都必须夜以继日地待在山上。他们通常待在一种带轮子的小屋里，以便在照料羊群的同时能休息和取暖。

一片高地之上，有一间小屋掩映在一小圈树木中，由此既免受了刺骨寒风的侵袭，又躲避了过路人的视线。小屋用木头制成，有一扇门和两扇窗户。从北面的窗户望出去可以看到牧羊人看管的八百头羊，从南面的窗户望出去则是堆成门形的三块古老的石头。这些巨石被村民们称为“魔鬼之门”，已经在那里矗立了两千多年。它们斑驳残破、饱经风霜，但今夜在银色的月光照耀下，却宛若新生。

小木屋里，一名牧羊少年正等着他的主人。就在这个时候，主人走了进来。

“你就困了吗？”老人生气地问。

“不——没有，主人。”男孩回答道，他有些害怕牧羊人和他的粗棍子。

“羊群在天亮前应该没事了，”牧羊人说，“不过我们当中必须有人留在这儿，所以我得让你留下，你听到了吗？我要回家睡几个小时。如果发生了什么事，就跑下山到我家去找我。你可以在火炉旁的椅子上睡一小会儿，不过就几分钟，记住！别的时间你都得醒着。还有，别让火熄了！”

老人关上门走了。男孩出去查看了一下羊群和刚出生的羊羔，然后走回到小屋里，坐在温暖的炉火旁。很快，他就合上了眼皮，垂下头睡着了。

醒来时，他听见山谷里舍克弗洛斯特城堡的钟敲了11下。钟声在清冷的夜空中传得很远。他从北面的窗户望出去，看到羊群依然安静地卧在草地上。接着，他朝相反方向的窗户望出去，看到“魔鬼之门”的石头惨白而诡异地矗立在月光中。石门前站着一个人。

那人显然不是农场工人，因为他身穿深色西服，神态宛如一位绅士。男孩惊讶地猜度着这个人为什么会在这时候跑到“魔鬼之门”来。正在这时，另一个身影出现了。这回出现的是一个女人，那个陌生人一见到她就快步走上前去。他在树丛边迎上了她，将她拥入怀中。
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“你总算来了，哈丽雅特！谢谢你！”他热情地叫道。

“但不是为了这个。”那女子边说边将他推开。她更加温和地说：“弗雷德，我是因为你求我才来的！你为什么要见我？”

“哈丽雅特，自从上次走过这片山峰后，我看遍了千山万水、众生百态，但却只想着你一个人。”

“你求我这么晚到山上来见你，就只是为了告诉我这些？”

“哈丽雅特，跟我说实话！我听说公爵对你并不好。”

“虽然他有时会发火，却还是个好丈夫。”

“哈丽雅特，我最亲爱的，你说的是真的吗？你跟他的生活并不美满，这难道不是尽人皆知的吗？我来就是为了看看我能做什么。你是公爵夫人，而我只是弗雷德·奥格本，但我仍然有可能帮得上你。老天作证！你悦耳的嗓音应该令他开心，尤其再加上你甜美的容貌！”

“奥格本上尉！”她半是恐慌半是戏谑地叫道，“你可是我的老朋友——你怎么能这么对我说话呢？别忘了我是个结了婚的女人！我今天来是个错误，我现在算是明白了。”

“你居然叫我奥格本上尉，”他不高兴地回答道，“你以前一直叫我弗雷德。我想你对我已经没有任何感情了。哈丽雅特，我对你的爱从来没有改变过，而如今的你却已变成了另外一个女人。我必须接受这个现实。我再也不会见你了。”

“你用不着这么说，你这傻瓜。你可以再见我——为什么不行呢？不过，当然不是像现在这样。我今晚来这里是个错误，我来仅仅是因为公爵正好出门了。”

“他什么时候回来？”

“后天，或者大后天。”

“那明天晚上再来和我见面吧。”

“不，弗雷德，我不能。”

“如果你明晚不来，那就后天晚上来。请再给我一次机会，让我在他回来之前和你告别！好了，答应我！”他抓住了公爵夫人的手。

“不，弗雷德，放开我的手！让我对你感到愧疚已经很不好了，你还这样抓着我不放！”

“但是，请再见我一次吧！为了见你，我可是跑了两千英里的路程。”

“噢，我不能那样！人们会说闲话的。请不要对我提出这样的要求！”

“那你要对我承认两件事：一是你过去的确爱我，还有就是你的丈夫对你不好，常常会让你回想起当初爱着我的时光。”

“是的，这两件事情我都承认。”她静静地回答道。

“再来见我一次吧！”他仍旧握着她的手，另一只手臂环绕在她腰间。

“那好吧，”她终于说，“我答应你。我明天或者后天晚上来见你。现在请让我走吧。”

他放开了她，看着她急匆匆地朝山下的家——舍克弗洛斯特城堡跑去。接着，他也转身离去了。几分钟后，周围又恢复了平静和空旷。

但这只持续了一小会儿。突然，石头后面出现了第三个身影。他身材比上尉健壮些，脚蹬马靴。很显然，他看到了上尉和公爵夫人的会面过程。他离得太远，听不清他们的谈话和夫人勉强的言辞，因此在他看来，他们俨然是一对情侣。但直到几年后，年齿渐长的男孩才想明白了当时的情形。
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第三个身影沉思着呆立了片刻，返身回到树林中，然后又骑着马走了出来。他策马而去，马蹄在坚硬的土地上踏出的声音持续了好几分钟才渐渐消失。

男孩待在小屋里，眼睛仍旧盯着那些石头，却再没有人出现了。突然，他感到有一只沉重的手搭上了自己的肩头，吓得跳将起来。

“你看看，小比尔·米尔斯，你让炉子里的火熄掉了！呃，发生了什么事，你这个坏孩子？”

“没什么，主人。”

“羊群和羊羔都好好的吗？”

“是的，主人。”

老牧羊人生气地咆哮着说：“哼，这你就说错了。外面有两头母羊刚刚生了小羊羔，一头母羊都快死了！我告诉过你要保持清醒，小子，如果有必要就去叫我！好了，这你有什么说的？”

“你说过我可以睡一小会儿的！在火炉边的椅子上，你说过的！”

“不要这样跟有经验的长者讲话，年轻人，不然你的下场就是在监狱里被绞索吊死！好了，你现在可以回家了，早饭前再过来。我都老了，还一刻不得闲！”

接着，老牧羊人在小屋里躺了下来，男孩则下山朝村子里的家走去。




2
Second night

The next evening the old shepherd left the boy alone in the hut again, with repeated orders to keep a careful eye on the sheep. But young Bill was only interested in the view from the south window. He watched and waited, while the moonlight shone on the ancient stones, but neither Captain nor Duchess appeared.

When he heard the Shakeforest Towers clock strike eleven, he saw the third figure appear. As the man came towards the hut, the moonlight shone full on his face, and the boy realized in horror that it was the Duke. All the villagers lived in fear of the Duke. He owned every farm and every house for miles around, and anybody who made him angry could lose their home and their job in a moment. The boy closed the stove, and quickly hid himself in a corner of the hut.

The Duke came close to the place where his wife and the Captain had stood the night before. He looked around, perhaps for a hiding-place. When he discovered the hut among the trees, he entered, and stood at the south window, looking out at the Devil's Door.

Only a minute or two later the Captain arrived, to wait for the Duchess. But a terrible surprise was waiting for him tonight, as well as for the frightened boy hidden in the hut. At the Captain's appearance, the Duke became very angry. He opened the door of the hut and stepped out.

'You have dishonoured her, and for that you shall die!' he cried. In the hut, the boy left his hiding-place and ran to the window. He could not see the two men, but he heard something falling on the grass, and then silence.

Three minutes later he saw the Duke going up the hill towards the stones, pulling the Captain's body along the ground. The boy knew that behind the Devil's Door there was a deep hole, covered by long grass and other plants. The Duke made his way slowly to the shadows behind the stones, and when he came out, he was pulling nothing behind him.

'Now for the second!' the boy heard him say. This time the Duke waited outside the hut. It was clear that he expected his wife, the Duchess, to arrive next at the meeting-place.

Inside the hut young Bill shook with fear. 'What will he do if she comes?' he thought. 'Will he kill her too? He looks angry enough! And he can do what he likes — he's the Duke. Nobody can stop him!'

The jealous watcher waited for some time, but she never came. Sometimes he looked at his watch in surprise. He seemed almost disappointed that she did not appear. At half-past eleven he turned away to find his horse, and rode slowly down the hill.

The young boy thought of what lay in the hole behind the stones, and was too frightened to stay alone in the hut. He preferred to be with someone who was alive, even the Duke, than with someone who was dead, so he ran after the horseman. He followed the Duke all the way down into the valley, feeling more comfortable when the lonely hills were left behind him. Soon he could see the high walls and roofs of the Duke's home, Shakeforest Towers.

When the Duke got close to the great house, a small door in a side wall opened, and a woman came out. She ran into the moonlight to meet the Duke.

'Ah, my dear, is it you?' she said. 'I heard your horse's step on the road, and knew it must be you.'

'Happy to see me, are you?'

'How can you ask that?'

'Well, it is a lovely night for meetings.'

'Yes, it is a lovely night.'

The Duke got down from his horse and stood by her side. 'Why were you listening for me at this time of night?' he asked.

'There is a strange story, which I must tell you at once. But why did you come a night sooner than you said? I am sorry, I really am!' (shaking her head playfully), 'because I had ordered a special dinner for your arrival tomorrow, and now it won't be a surprise at all.'

The Duke did not look at his wife. 'What is this strange story that you wish to tell me?' he asked quietly.

'It is this. You know my cousin Fred Ogbourne? We used to play together when we were children, and he — well, he loved me, I think. I told you about it, you know.'

'You have never told me of it before.'

'Oh, then it was your sister — yes, I told her about it. Well, I haven't seen him for many years, and of course I'd forgotten all about his feeling for me. So I was surprised to receive a letter from him yesterday. I can remember what he wrote.

'My dear cousin Harriet, the letter said. If my life and future mean anything to you at all, I beg you to do what I ask. Meet me at eleven o'clock tonight by the ancient stones on Marlbury Downs. I cannot say more, except to beg you to come. I will explain everything when I see you. Come alone. You have all my happiness in your hands. Yours, Fred

'That was his letter. Now I realize that it was a mistake to go, but at the time I only thought he must be in trouble, and with not a friend in the world to help him. So I went to Marlbury Downs at eleven o'clock. Wasn't it brave of me?'

'Very,' replied the Duke coldly.

'When I got there, I saw he was no longer the boy that I remembered, but a full-grown man and an officer. I was sorry I had come. What he wanted, I don't know — perhaps just a meeting with me. He held me by the hand and waist, and refused to let me go until I promised to meet him again. And in the end I did, because he spoke very warmly to me and I was afraid of him in that lonely place. Then I escaped — I ran home — and that's all. Of course, I never meant to meet him there again. But this evening I thought, "Perhaps he'll come to the house when he realizes I'm not coming to meet him," and that's why I couldn't sleep. But you are so silent!'

'I have had a long journey.'

They moved on towards the front entrance of the house. 'I have thought of something, but perhaps you won't like it,' she said. 'I think he will wait there again tomorrow night. Shall we go to the hill tomorrow together — just to see if he is there? And tell him he must not try to meet me like this?'

'Why should we see if he is there?' asked her unsmiling husband.

'Because I think we should try to help him. Poor Fred! He will listen to you, if you talk to him. It is wrong of him to think of me in that way, but he is clearly very miserable.'

By this time they had reached the front entrance and rung the bell. A man came to take the horse away, and the Duke and Duchess entered the house.



dishonour v. to make your family, country, profession etc. lose the respect of other people 败坏名誉

jealous adj. someone who you feel belongs to you, is being admired too much by someone else 吃醋的；忌妒的

horseman n. someone who rides horses 骑马者

full-grown adj. a full-grown animal, plant, or person has developed to their full size and will not grow any bigger （植物、动物或人）完全长成的；成熟的




2．第二夜

第二天晚上，老牧羊人又把男孩独自留在了小屋里，反复嘱咐他好好照看羊群。但小比尔却只对南面窗外的情景感兴趣。月光照耀在古老的石头上，他一边观望一边等待，但上尉和公爵夫人都没有出现。

等听到舍克弗洛斯特城堡的钟敲11点时，他看见第三个身影出现了。那人朝小木屋的方向走来时，月光正好照亮了他的脸庞。男孩惊恐地发现那人竟然是公爵。所有的村民都对公爵十分惧怕。他拥有方圆数英里的每一块农田和每一座房屋，任何人若是惹恼了他，就会在顷刻间失去家园和工作。男孩封上火炉，迅速躲进了小屋里的一个角落。

公爵走近昨晚他妻子和上尉待过的地方，环顾四周，看样子是在寻找一个藏身之所。他发现了树林中的小木屋，随即走了进去，站在南面的窗户前朝“魔鬼之门”望去。

只过了一两分钟，上尉就来等候公爵夫人了。然而，今晚有一个可怕的意外正等待着他，也等待着藏在小屋里的这个吓坏了的孩子。上尉一出现，公爵立刻勃然大怒。他打开小屋的门走了出去。

“你败坏了她的清誉，为此该受一死！”他大叫道。小木屋里的男孩从藏身之处跑到了窗边。他看不见那两个人，但却听见了有东西摔落到草地上的声音，接下来是一片死寂。

3分钟后，他看见公爵拖着上尉的尸体朝山上的石头走去。男孩知道“魔鬼之门”背后有一个很深的洞，洞口覆盖着茂密的草和其他植物。公爵慢慢走进巨石后面的阴影，当他出来时，身后什么都没有了。

“现在该轮到第二个了！”男孩听见他在喃喃自语。这一次，公爵在木屋外等待着。他显然是在等他的妻子公爵夫人来到这个幽会的地方。

木屋里，小比尔吓得浑身颤抖。“如果她来了，他会怎么做？”他想，“他会把她也杀掉吗？他看样子快气炸了！而且他做事完全可以随心所欲——他是公爵，没有人能阻止他！”

这位妒火中烧的守望者等了一会儿，她却一直没有来。他不时惊诧地看看手表。看来她不曾露面倒让他几乎有些失望了。11点半时，他转过身找到自己的马，慢慢朝山下骑去。

小男孩想象着石头后面的山洞中可能躺着的东西，吓得不敢独自留在小屋中。他宁愿和任何一个活人在一起，哪怕是公爵也好，总强过和死人待在一起。于是他跟在骑马的公爵身后跑去。他一路跟着公爵下山，当孤寂的群山被远远甩在身后时，他感觉舒服多了。很快，他就看到了公爵的家——舍克弗洛斯特城堡那高高的围墙和屋顶。

公爵走近这座大房子时，边墙上的一扇小门打开了，有个女人走了出来。她跑到月光下迎接公爵。
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“啊，亲爱的，是你吗？”她说，“我听到你的马蹄声，就知道一定是你。”

“你很高兴见到我，对吧？”

“你怎么这么问？”

“嗯，这真是个适合幽会的可爱夜晚。”

“是啊，是个可爱的夜晚。”

公爵下马站到了她的身边。“你为什么这么晚了还在听我的动静？”他问。

“有件奇怪的事，我必须马上告诉你。可你为什么比原先说的早回来了一天呢？我很抱歉，真的很抱歉！”（她顽皮地摇晃着脑袋），“因为我让人准备了一顿特别的晚餐，明天好给你接风，可现在它一点都不会是惊喜了。”

公爵没拿正眼看他的妻子。“你想跟我说的怪事是什么？”他平静地问。

“是这样的，你认识我的表兄弗雷德·奥格本吧？我们小时候经常在一起玩，而且他——他爱我，我想是这样的。我曾经告诉过你，你知道的。”

“你以前从没跟我提过。”

“噢，那就是你妹妹——没错，我曾经跟她讲过。嗯，我已经好多年没见过他了，当然也已经忘记了他对我的感情。所以昨天收到他的信时，我非常惊讶。我还记得他都写了些什么。

“我亲爱的表妹哈丽雅特，信上说，如果我的生活和未来对你有半分意义的话，恳请你照我的请求去做。请于今晚11点在马尔博瑞丘陵那些古老的石头处与我会面。我不能多言，唯恳请你来此。见面时我自会跟你解释一切。请一个人来。我的快乐全掌握在你手中。你的弗雷德。

“这就是信的内容。现在我才意识到去那里是个错误，但我当时一心以为他遇到了麻烦，而且根本找不到朋友来帮忙。所以我就在11点去了马尔博瑞丘陵。我那样做是不是很勇敢？”

“非常勇敢。”公爵冷冷地回答道。

“当我到那儿的时候，发现他已不再是我印象中的那个男孩了。他已长大成人，当上了军官。我很后悔去见他。我不知道他想怎么样——也许只是想和我见一面吧。他抓住我的手、揽住我的腰，不肯让我离开，直到我答应了跟他再见一面。我最终答应了，因为他言辞非常激烈，而且那里荒郊野外的，我有点怕他。接着我就脱身了——我跑回了家——就是这样。当然，我也没打算真的再去那里见他。可是今天晚上，我想，'也许当他意识到我不会再去见他时，他会到家里来找我。’所以我睡不着。你怎么不说话呀！”

“我赶了很远的路。”

他们继续朝房子的前门走去。“我想起一件事，但可能你会不高兴，”她说，“我想他明天晚上还会去那里等。我们明天一起上山好吗——只是去看看他在不在那儿，顺便告诉他不要再试图那样和我见面了。”

“我们为什么要去看他是不是在那儿？”她的丈夫绷着脸问道。

“因为我想我们应该试着去帮助他。可怜的弗雷德！如果你跟他讲，他会听的。他那样看我的确不对，但他真的很痛苦。”

这时，他们已经走到前门，于是就按响了门铃。有人走过来把马牵走，公爵和公爵夫人走进了屋子。




3
Third night

The next night Bill Mills was left alone again to take care of the sheep. He tried bravely not to think of what lay behind the Devil's Door, but without much success. So he was almost pleased as well as surprised when the Duke and Duchess appeared near the hut at about eleven o'clock. He watched and listened through the little window in his hut.

'I tell you, he did not think it was worth coming again!' the Duke said, reluctant to walk further. 'He is not here, so turn round and come home.'

'He doesn't seem to be here, it's true. Perhaps something has happened to him? Oh poor Fred! I do hope he is all right!'

The Duke said quickly, 'Oh, he probably has some other meeting to go to.'

'I don't think so.'

'Or perhaps he has found it too far to come.'

'Nor is that probable.'

'Then perhaps he thought it was better not to come.'

'Yes, perhaps. Or he may be here all the time, hiding behind the Devil's Door. Let's go and see — and surprise him!'

'Oh, he's not there.'

'Perhaps he's lying very quietly in the grass there, because of you,' she said, smiling.

'Oh, no — not because of me!'

'Come, then. Dearest, you're as reluctant as a schoolboy tonight! I know you're jealous of poor Fred, but you have no reason to be!'

'I'll come! I'll come! Say no more, Harriet!' And together they crossed the grass towards the stones.

The boy came out of the hut to see what happened next, but the Duchess saw him moving in the darkness.

'Ah, I see him at last!' she said.

'See him!' cried the Duke. 'Where?'

'By the Devil's Door. Don't you see him?' She laughed. 'Ah, my poor lover-cousin, you'll be in trouble now!'

'It's not him!' said the Duke in horror. 'It can't be him!'

'No, it isn't. It's too small for him. It's a boy.'

'Ah, I thought so! Boy, come here.'

Fearfully, young Bill came closer.

'What are you doing here?' asked the Duke.

'Taking care of the sheep, your Grace.'

'Ah, you know me! Do you keep sheep here every night?'

'Most nights in winter, your Grace.'

'And what have you seen here tonight or last night?' asked the Duchess. 'Anyone waiting or walking about?'

The boy was silent.

'He has seen nothing,' said her husband quickly, staring angrily at the boy. 'Come, let us go. The air is cold.'

When they had gone, young Bill went back to the sheep. But he was not alone for long. Half an hour later the Duke's heavy steps were heard again. His wife was not with him.

'Listen, boy,' he said. 'The Duchess asked you a question, and I want you to answer it. Have you seen anything strange these nights, when you've been watching your sheep?'

'Your Grace, I'm just a poor, stupid boy, and what I see, I don't remember.'

'I ask you again,' said the Duke, holding the boy's shoulder with a strong hand and staring down into his frightened face. 'Did you see anything strange here last night?'

'Oh, your Grace, don't kill me!' cried the boy, falling to the ground. 'I've never seen you walking here, or riding here, or waiting for a man, or pulling a dead body along!'

'Ah!' said the Duke coldly. 'It is good to know that you have never seen those things. Now, which do you prefer — to see me do those things now, or to keep a secret all your life?'

'Keep a secret, your Grace!'

'You are sure you can do it?'

'Oh, try me, your Grace!'

'Very well. And now, do you like being a shepherd?'

'Not at all. 'Tis lonely work for a boy like me, who sees ghosts everywhere. And my master sometimes beats me.'

'I'll give you new clothes, and send you to school, and make a man of you. But you must never say you've been a shepherd boy. The moment that you forget yourself, and speak of what you've seen on the hills — this year, next year, or twenty years from now — I will stop helping you, and you'll come down to being a poor shepherd again.'

'I'll never speak of it, your Grace!'

'Come here.' The Duke took the boy to the Devil's Door. 'Now make a promise in front of these ancient stones. The ghosts that live in this place will find you and punish you if you ever speak of your life as a shepherd boy or what you saw then. Promise to keep this secret!'

His face as white as a sheet, the boy promised.

Then they went down into the valley, the Duke holding the boy's hand. That night the boy slept at Shakeforest Towers, and the next day he was sent away to school.



probable adj. likely to happen 很可能的

Your Grace used as a title for talking to or about a Duke, Duchess 阁下（对公爵、公爵夫人的尊称）




3．第三夜

接下来的那天晚上，比尔·米尔斯又被独自留下照看羊群。他勇敢地试图不去想“魔鬼之门”后面躺着什么东西，但不太管用。因此，当公爵和公爵夫人在11点左右出现在小屋附近时，他既高兴又惊讶。他在小屋里向小窗外望去，同时侧耳细听。

“我告诉你，他一定是认为不值得再来了！”公爵说着，不愿再往前走了，“他不在这儿，咱们掉头回家吧。”

“看样子他的确不在这儿，难道他出什么事了？哦，可怜的弗雷德！我真希望他没事！”

公爵赶紧说：“哦，也许他赴别的约去了。”

“我想不会。”

“那或许他觉得上这儿来太远了。”

“那也不太可能。”

“那就是他认为不来更好。”

“嗯，也许是吧。也有可能他一直都在这儿，就藏在'魔鬼之门’后面。咱们过去瞧瞧吧——吓他一跳！”

“哦，他不会在那儿的。”

“说不定他正悄悄躺在那边的草丛里呢，就因为看见了你。”她微笑着说。

“哦，不——不是因为我！”

“那就走吧。亲爱的，你今天晚上就像个小学生一样勉强！我知道你嫉妒可怜的弗雷德，不过你没理由嫉妒他呀！”

“我去！我去！别再说了，哈丽雅特！”他们一起穿过草丛朝石门走去。

男孩走出小屋，想看看接下来会发生什么事，却被公爵夫人看到他在黑暗中走动。

“啊，我终于看见他了！”她说。

“看见他了！”公爵大叫道，“在哪儿？”

“就在'魔鬼之门’旁边！你没看到他吗？”她笑道，“啊，我可怜的求爱者表哥，你现在有麻烦啦！”

“那不是他！”公爵惊恐地说，“不可能是他！”

“嗯，不是他。那身形太小了，是个男孩。”

“啊，我想也是！孩子，过来。”

小比尔胆怯地走上前去。

“你在这儿干什么？”公爵问。

“放羊，公爵阁下。”

“哦，你认识我！你每天晚上都在这儿放羊吗？”

“冬天里大多数晚上都在，公爵阁下。”

“你今晚或是昨晚看到什么了吗？”公爵夫人间，“有没有人在这里等或者在这附近走动？”

男孩默不作声。
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“他什么都没看到。”她丈夫赶紧说道，恼怒地瞪着男孩，“来，咱们走吧。天太冷了。”

他们走后，小比尔回到了羊群中。但他独自待着的情况并没持续多久。半小时后，他听见了公爵沉重的脚步声，这回他妻子没跟他在一起。

“听着，孩子，”他说，“公爵夫人刚才问了你一个问题，我希望你回答。这几天晚上放羊的时候，你有没有看到什么奇怪的事？”

“公爵阁下，我只是个又穷又笨的孩子，见过什么也都不记得了。”

“我再问你一次，”公爵用强壮有力的手抓住男孩的肩膀，低头盯着他惊恐的脸说，“你昨晚看到这里发生什么怪事了吗？”

“哦，公爵阁下，别杀我！”男孩哭喊着跌倒在地，“我从没见过您在附近走动、骑马、等人或是拖走一具死尸！”

“啊！”公爵冷冰冰地说，“我知道你没看到这些事，很好。好了，你想怎么样——是想看我现在做这些事呢，还是你终身保守这个秘密？”

“保守秘密，公爵阁下！”

“你确信能做到吗？”

“哦，您可以考验我，公爵阁下！”

“很好。好了，你喜欢当牧羊人吗？”

“一点都不喜欢。这份工作对我来说太寂寞了，因为我走到哪儿都能看见鬼。而且我的主人有时还打我。”

“我会给你新衣服穿、送你去学校，让你成为一个体面人。但你永远也不能说自己曾是个牧羊人。你一旦忘乎所以，说出在山上看到的情景——不管是今年、明年、还是二十年后——我都将不再资助你，任你重新沦落为穷苦的牧羊人。”

“我永远都不会说出去的，公爵阁下！”

“过来。”公爵把男孩带到“魔鬼之门”跟前，“你现在对着这些古老的石头发誓。假如你提及自己曾经是牧羊人或者说出那晚看到的事，这里的鬼魂就会找到你、惩罚你。快发誓，说你会保守秘密！”

男孩的脸像床单一样惨白。他发了誓。

然后，公爵抓着男孩的手走进了山谷。男孩当晚就睡在了舍克弗洛斯特城堡，第二天又被送进了学校。




4
Fourth night

On a winter evening many years later, a well-dressed man of business sat in his office at Shakeforest Towers. He had come a long way from the shepherd boy that he once was, but he did not seem happy with his comfortable life. He appeared older than his age, and he looked about him restlessly.

He stood up and left the office, and went to a room in another part of the house, where he knocked, and entered. The Duchess had been dead for some years, and the Duke was now a thin old man with white hair.

'Oh — Mills?' he said. 'Sit down. What is it?'

'Old times have come to life again, your Grace.'

'Which old times are they?'

'That Christmas week twenty-two years ago, when the Duchess's cousin asked her to meet him on Marlbury Downs. I saw the meeting, and I saw much more than that.'

'Do you remember a promise made by a shepherd boy?'

'I do. That boy has kept the promise all his life.'

'Then I wish to hear no more about it.'

'Very well. But the secret may soon come out. Not from me, because I'm grateful for what you've done for me. There was great excitement when Captain Ogbourne disappeared, but I spoke not a word, and his body was never found. For twenty-two years I've wondered what you did with him. Now I know. This afternoon I went up on the hill, and did some digging. I saw enough to know that something still lies there in a hole behind the stones.'

'Mills, do you think the Duchess guessed?'

'She never did, I'm sure, to the day of her death.'

'What made you think of going there this afternoon?'

'Something that happened today, your Grace. The oldest man in the village has died — the old shepherd.'

'Dead at last — how old was he?'

'Ninety-four.'

'And I'm only seventy. I have twenty-four more years!'

'He was my master when I was a shepherd boy, your Grace. And he was on the hill the second night. He was there all the time, but none of us knew that.'

'Ah!' said the Duke, looking fixedly at Mills. 'Go on!'

'When I heard he was dying, it made me think of the past, and that's why I went up on the hills. Now the villagers are saying that before he died, he confessed a secret to the vicar — a secret that he'd kept for your Grace, about a crime on Marlbury Downs more than twenty years ago.'

'That's enough, Mills. I'll see the vicar early tomorrow.'

'What will you do, your Grace?'

'Stop his tongue for twenty-four years, until I am dead at ninety-four, like the old shepherd. Go home now, Mills.'

Mills left the room and walked to his own house, where he lived a lonely, friendless life. But he could not sleep, and at midnight he looked out at the colourless moon, and decided to walk up to Marlbury Downs again. Once on the hill, he placed himself where the shepherd's hut had stood. No sheep or lambs were there that winter, but the Devil's Door stood high and white as ever, with dark shadows behind it.

Suddenly he realized he was not alone. A figure in white was moving silently towards the stones. It was the Duke himself, in his long nightshirt, walking in his sleep. He went straight to the covered hole, and dug with his hands like an animal. Then he got up, sighed, and went back down the hill. Mills followed him and saw him enter Shakeforest Towers.

The next morning, when Mills arrived at the great house, the housekeeper came to the door to meet him.

'Oh, sir,' she said, 'the Duke is dead! He left his room in the night and went walking around somewhere. And on his way back to his room, he fell downstairs and broke his neck.'

*　　*　　*

At last Mills was able to tell the secret that had lain so heavily on his heart for twenty-two years, and he died, at peace with himself, a few years later.

There are still fine sheep and lambs on the Marlbury Downs, but shepherds do not like spending the nights close to the Devil's Door. They say that during Christmas week ghostly white shapes are often seen there. Something made of bright metal shines in the moonlight, and there is the shadow of a man pulling something heavy across the grass. But no one can be sure that these things are true.



well-dressed adj. wearing attractive, fashionable, and usually expensive clothes 衣着考究的；穿着入时的

excitement n. the feeling of being excited 兴奋

vicar n. a priest in the Church of England who is in charge of a church in a particular area （英国国教的）教区牧师




4．第四夜

多年后的一个冬夜，一位衣着讲究的商人坐在舍克弗洛斯特城堡中自己的办公室里。他经历了漫长的过程才从当年那个牧羊少年成长到如今，但舒适的生活似乎并没有使他感到开心。他看起来比实际年龄要老，还心神不宁地四处张望。

他起身离开了办公室，走到城堡里的另一个房间，敲敲门走了进去。公爵夫人几年前已经去世，而公爵现在也已是形销骨立、白发苍苍的老人了。

“哦——米尔斯？”他说，“坐。有什么事吗？”

“过去的时光又回来了，公爵阁下。”

“哪一段过去的时光？”

“就是22年前，过圣诞节的那个星期，公爵夫人的表哥求她到马尔伯瑞丘陵与他见面的时候。我目睹了那次会面，而且我所见到的远远不止这一点。”

“你还记得那个牧羊少年的誓言吗？”

“记得。那个孩子终生信守着他的誓言。”

“那我不想再听到那件事了。”

“好吧。但秘密可能很快就会传开了。不是从我这里传出去，因为我很感激你为我所做的一切。当年奥格本上尉失踪的消息引起了不小的震动，而我却缄口不言，他的尸体也一直没被发现。22年来，我一直在猜测你究竟对他做了什么。现在我知道了。今天下午我上山去挖了挖，我所看见的已足够让我知道石头后面的洞里还躺着什么了。”

“米尔斯，你觉得公爵夫人猜到了吗？”

“直到去世的那一天，她也没猜到，我敢肯定。”

“为什么今天下午你会想起来去那里？”

“今天出了点事，公爵阁下。村子里最老的人去世了——那个老牧羊人。”

“终于死了——他多大年纪了？”

“94岁。”

“我才70岁，还有24年活头！”

“当我还是个牧羊少年的时候，他是我的主人，公爵阁下。那年的第二夜他在山上。他一直待在那儿，可我们全都不知道。”

“啊！”公爵叫道，怔怔地看着米尔斯，“继续说下去！”

“当我听说他快死的时候，就想起了过去的日子，于是我上了山。现在村民们都说，他在死之前对牧师坦白了一个秘密——一个为你保守的秘密，是你20多年前在马尔伯瑞丘陵犯下的罪行。”

“够了，米尔斯。我明天一早就去拜访牧师。”

“你打算怎么做，公爵阁下？”

“让他闭24年的嘴，直到我年届94岁，像那个老牧羊人一样死去。好了，回家去吧，米尔斯。”
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米尔斯离开房间，走回了自己的家。他一直过着孤孤单单、没有朋友的生活。但他无法入睡。午夜时分，他望着窗外苍白的月亮，决定再去马尔伯瑞丘陵一趟。上山以后，他站在了牧羊人小屋过去所在的地方。那年冬天，这里既没有羊也没有羊羔，但“魔鬼之门”依然高大苍白，背后是黑漆漆的影子。

突然，他意识到旁边还有别的人。一个身着白衣的影子悄无声息地朝着巨石走去。那正是公爵本人，穿着长长的睡衣在梦游。他径直来到被遮蔽的洞口前，像动物一样用双手刨了起来。接着，他站起身叹了口气，朝山下走去。米尔斯尾随其后，看着他走进了舍克弗洛斯特城堡。

第二天早晨，当米尔斯来到这所大房子时，管家到了门口来迎接他。

“哦，先生，”她说，“公爵去世了！他夜里离开了自己的房间到附近的某个地方去散步，在回房间的路上摔下楼，跌断了脖子。”

*　　*　　*

终于，米尔斯可以把在自己心头压了22年的沉重秘密说出来了。几年之后，他安详地去世了。

马尔伯瑞丘陵仍然盛产优质的绵羊和羊羔，但牧羊人们都不愿在“魔鬼之门”附近过夜。他们说，在圣诞节那周，那里经常能看到鬼魅般的白影。某种由闪亮金属制成的东西在月光下闪闪发光，一个男人的身影拖着重物穿过草丛。不过，没人敢肯定这些东西是真的。


A MOMENT OF MADNESS

一时冲动

1
A wedding is arranged

Most people who knew Baptista Trewthen agreed that there was nothing in her to love, and nothing in her to hate. She did not seem to feel very strongly about anything. But still waters run deep, and nothing had yet happened to make her show what lay hidden inside her, like gold underground.

Since her birth she had lived on St Maria's, an island off the south-west coast of England. Her father, a farmer, had spent a lot of money on sending her to school on the mainland. At nineteen she studied at a training college for teachers, and at twenty-one she found a teaching job in a town called Tor-upon-Sea, on the mainland coast.

Baptista taught the children as well as she could, but after a year had passed she seemed worried about something. Mrs Wace, her landlady, noticed the change in the young woman and asked her what the matter was.

'It has nothing to do with the town, or you,' replied Miss Trewthen. She seemed reluctant to say more.

'Then is it the pay?'

'No, it isn't the pay.'

'Is it something that you've heard from home, my dear?'

Baptista was silent for a few moments. Then she said, 'It's Mr Heddegan — David Heddegan. He's an old neighbour of ours on St Maria's, with no wife or family at all. When I was a child, he used to say he wanted to marry me one day. Now I'm a woman, it's no longer a joke, and he really wishes to do it. And my parents say I can't do better than have him.'

'Has he a lot of money?'

'Yes, he's the richest man that we know.'

'How much older than you is he?'

'Twenty years, maybe more.'

'And is he, perhaps, an unpleasant man?'

'No, he's not unpleasant.'

'Well, child, all I can say is this — don't accept this engagement if it doesn't please you. You're comfortable here in my house, I hope, and I like having you here.'

'Thank you, Mrs Wace. You're very kind to me. But here comes my difficulty. I don't like teaching. Ah, you're surprised. That's because I've hidden it from everyone. Well, I really hate school. The children are awful little things, who make trouble all day long. But even they are not as bad as the inspector. For the three months before his visit I woke up several times every night, worrying about it. It's so difficult knowing what to teach and what to leave untaught! I think father and mother are right. They say I'll never be a good teacher if I don't like the work, so I should marry Mr Heddegan and then I won't need to work. I don't know what to do, Mrs Wace. I like him better than teaching, but I don't like him enough to marry him.'

These conversations were continued from day to day, until at last the landlady decided to agree with Baptista's parents.

'Life will be much easier for you, my dear,' she told her young friend, 'if you marry this rich neighbour.'

In April Baptista went home to St Maria's for a short holiday, and when she returned, she seemed calmer.

'I have agreed to have him as my husband, so that's the end of it,' she told Mrs Wace.

In the next few months letters passed between Baptista and Mr Heddegan, but the girl preferred not to discuss her engagement with Mrs Wace. Later, she told her that she was leaving her job at the end of July, and the wedding was arranged for the first Wednesday in August.



madness n. very stupid behaviour that could be dangerous 疯狂

arrange v. to organize or make plans for something such as a meeting, party, or trip 安排；策划

mainland n. the main area of land that forms a country, as compared to islands near it 大陆；本土

engagement n. an agreement to marry someone 订婚；婚约

awful adj. very bad or unpleasant 糟糕的；恶劣的




1．订婚

大多数认识巴普蒂丝塔·特鲁森的人都认为她这个人既不招人喜欢，也不讨人厌。她对一切似乎都没什么感觉。然而静水深流，她拥有如地底金矿般深藏的内心，只不过还没有机会展现而己。

自打出生起，她就一直居住在英格兰西南海滨一个名叫圣玛丽亚的小岛上。她的父亲是一名农夫，花了很多钱送她到大陆的学校学习。19岁时，她就读于一所师范学校；21岁时，她在大陆沿海一座名叫托阿庞西的小镇上找到了一份教书的工作。

巴普蒂丝塔竭尽所能教孩子们念书。但一年后，她似乎为什么事担起了心。她的房东韦斯太太注意到了这位年轻姑娘的变化，于是问她有什么烦心事。

“跟这个镇子没什么关系，跟您也没关系。”特鲁森小姐答道。她似乎不愿多说什么。

“那么是跟薪水有关喽？”

“不，不是薪水的问题。”

“是不是你从家乡收到了什么消息，我亲爱的？”

巴普蒂丝塔沉默了一小会儿，然后说：“是因为赫德根先生——戴维·赫德根。他是我们在圣玛丽亚岛的一位老邻居，既没有妻子，也没有家人。我小时候，他曾说过想有朝一日娶我为妻。现在我已经是个大姑娘了，这也就不再是玩笑话了，而他真的想娶我。我父母说，没有什么比嫁给他更好的了。”

“他很有钱吗？”

“是的，他是我们所认识的最有钱的人。”

“他比你大多少？”

“20岁吧，也许还不止。”

“那，也许他是个令人讨厌的人？”

“不，他并不令人讨厌。”

“好吧，孩子，我所能说的就是——如果这桩婚事让你不开心，就不要接受它。你在我家过得舒舒服服的，但愿我没说错，而我也很喜欢你住在这儿。”

“谢谢您，韦斯太太。您对我太好了。可我也有我的难处。我不喜欢教书。啊，让您吃惊了吧。那是因为我对所有人都隐瞒了这一点。唉，我真的很讨厌学校。孩子们真是可怕的小东西，他们整天制造麻烦。可他们再坏也坏不过巡检员。在他来检查之前的三个月里，我夜夜都会担心得醒过来好几次。要知道该教什么和不该教什么简直太难了！我想爸爸妈妈是对的。他们说，如果我不喜欢这份工作，就永远也不会成为一名好教师，所以我应该嫁给赫德根先生，那样就不用再工作了。我不知道该怎么办，韦斯太太。我喜欢他胜过喜欢教书，可又还没有喜欢到想嫁给他的地步。”

类似的谈话日复一日地持续下去，最后，房东太太决定赞同巴普蒂丝塔父母的话。

“如果跟这位富有的邻居结婚的话，”她告诉自己这位年轻的朋友，“生活对你来说将会容易得多，亲爱的。”

4月，巴普蒂丝塔回到圣玛丽亚岛的家中休了一个短暂的假期，回来后看起来平静多了。

“我同意让他做我的丈夫了，这事就这么定了。”她告诉韦斯太太。

在接下来的几个月里，巴普蒂丝塔和赫德根先生之间不时有书信往还。不过，这位姑娘不太愿意跟韦斯太太谈论她的婚约。不久，她告诉韦斯太太她准备在7月底离职，而婚礼就定在8月的第一个星期三。




2
A chance meeting

When the end of July arrived, Baptista was in no hurry to return home to the island. She was not planning to buy any special clothes for the wedding, and her parents were making all the other arrangements. So she did not leave Tor-upon-Sea until the Saturday before her wedding. She travelled by train to the town of Pen-zephyr, but when she arrived, she found that the boat to St Maria's had left early, and there was no other boat until Tuesday. 'I'll have to stay here until then,' she thought. 'It's too far to go back to Mrs Wace's.' She did not seem to mind this — in fact, she was almost happy to wait another three nights before seeing her future husband.

She found a room in a small hotel, took her luggage there, then went out for a walk round the town.

'Baptista? Yes, Baptista it is!'

The words came from behind her. Turning round, she gave a jump, and stared. 'Oh, is it really you, Charles?' she said.

With a half-smile the newcomer looked her up and down. He appeared almost angry with her, but he said nothing.

'I'm going home,' she continued, 'but I've missed the boat.'

He did not seem interested in this news. 'Still teaching?' he said. 'What a fine teacher you make, Baptista, I'm sure!'

She knew that was not his real meaning. 'I know I'm not very good at teaching, 'she replied.' That's why I've stopped.'

'Oh, you've stopped? You surprise me.'

'I hate teaching.'

'Perhaps that's because I'm a teacher.'

'Oh no, it isn't. It's because I'm starting a new life. Next week I'm going to marry Mr David Heddegan.'

At this unexpected reply, the young man took a step back. 'Who is Mr David Heddegan?' he said, trying to sound bored.

'He owns a number of shops on St Maria's, and he's my father's neighbour and oldest friend.'

'So, no longer a schoolteacher, just a shopkeeper's wife. I knew you would never succeed as a teacher. You're like a woman who thinks she can be a great actress just because she has a beautiful face, and forgets she has to be able to act. But you found out your mistake early, didn't you?'

'Don't be unpleasant to me, Charles,' Baptista said sadly.

'I'm not being unpleasant — I'm just saying what is true, in a friendly way — although I do have good reason to be unpleasant to you. What a hurry you've been in, Baptista! I do hate a woman in a hurry!'

'What do you mean?'

'Well — in a hurry to be somebody's wife. Any husband is better than no husband for you, it seems. You couldn't wait for me, oh no! Well, thank God, that's all in the past for me!'

'Wait for you? What does that mean, Charley? You never showed that you felt anything special for me.'

'Oh really, Baptista dear!'

'What I mean is, there was nothing that I could be sure of. I suppose you liked me a little, but I didn't think you meant to make an honest engagement of it.'

'That's just it! You girls expect a man to talk about marrying after the first look! But I did mean to get engaged to you, you know.'

'But you never said so, and a woman can't wait for ever!'

'Baptista, I promise you that I was planning to ask you to marry me in six months' time.'

She appeared very uncomfortable, and they walked along in silence. Soon he said, 'Did you want to marry me then?'

And she whispered sadly back, 'Yes!'

As they walked on, away from the town and into the fields, her shoulder and his were close together. He held her arm with a strong hand. This seemed to say, 'Now I hold you, and you must do what I want.'

'How strange that we should meet like this!' said the young man. 'You and I could be husband and wife, going on our honeymoon together. But instead of that, we'll say goodbye in half an hour, perhaps for ever. Yes, life is strange!'

She stopped walking. 'I must go back. This is too painful, Charley! You're not being kind today.'

'I don't want to hurt you — you know I don't,' he answered more gently. 'But it makes me angry — what you're going to do. I don't think you should marry him.'

'I must do it, now that I've agreed.'

'Why?' he asked, speaking more seriously now. 'It's never too late to stop a wedding if you're not happy with it. Now — you could marry me, instead of him, although you were in too much of a hurry to wait for me!'

'Oh, it isn't possible to think of that!' she cried, shaking her head. 'At home everything will be ready for the wedding!'

'If we marry, it must be at once. This evening you can come back with me to Trufal, the town where I live. We can get married there on Tuesday, and then no Mr David Heddegan, or anyone else, can take you away from me!'

'But I must go home on the Tuesday boat,' she said worriedly. 'What will they think if I don't arrive?'

'You can go home on that boat just the same. The only difference is that I'll go with you. You'll tell your parents that you've married a young man with a good job, someone that you met at the training college. When I meet them, they'll accept that we're married and it can't be changed. And you won't be miserable for ever as the wife of an awful old man. Now honestly, you do like me best, don't you, Baptista?'

'Yes,' she whispered.

'Then we will do what I say.'



chance adj. not planned 偶然的

arrangement n. the things that you must organize so that an event, meeting etc can happen 安排；准备

luggage n. the cases, bags etc carried by someone who is travelling. 行李

bored adj. tired and impatient because you do not think something is interesting 厌烦的；不感兴趣的

honeymoon n. a holiday taken by two people who have just got married 蜜月




2．偶遇

7月底到来的时候，巴普蒂丝塔并不着急回岛上的家里去。她不打算特地为婚礼买什么衣服，而其他一切则由她的父母来安排。所以，她直到婚礼前的那个星期六才离开托阿庞西。她乘火车前往彭泽弗小镇，到达之后却发现到圣玛丽亚岛的船已经提前开走了，而且直到下星期二才会有别的船。“我只能在这儿等下一班船了，”她想，“回韦斯太太那里太远了。”她看样子并不介意——事实上，她甚至很高兴要再多等三个晚上才见到自己未来的丈夫。

她在一家小旅馆找了个房间，把行李放好，然后到小镇上去逛逛。

“巴普蒂丝塔？没错，是巴普蒂丝塔！”

这话从她背后传来。她吓了一跳，转过身盯着对方。“哦，真的是你吗，查尔斯？”她说。
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来者似笑非笑地上下打量了她一番。他好像对她有些气恼，但却一言不发。

“我正准备回家，”她接着说，“但却没赶上船。”

他似乎对此不感兴趣。“还在教书吗？”他说道，“你一定是个好老师吧，巴普蒂丝塔，我敢肯定！”

她知道这并非他的本意。“我知道我并不擅长教书，”她答道，“所以我辞职了。”

“哦，你辞职了？这太让人吃惊了。”

“我讨厌教书。”

“也许那是因为我是个老师。”

“哦，不，当然不是。因为我要开始新的生活。下周我就要嫁给戴维·赫德根先生了。”

听到这个出乎意料的回答，小伙子往后退了一步。“戴维·赫德根先生是谁？”他说着，试图让语气显得有些厌烦。

“他在圣玛丽亚岛拥有很多商店，而且是我父亲的邻居和老朋友。”

“也就是说，你不再是学校的老师，而只是一个店主的妻子了。我就知道你永远不会胜任教师这项工作的。你就像一个自以为有了漂亮脸蛋就能成为优秀演员的女人，却忘了自己还必须懂得如何表演。不过，你及时发现了自己的错误，不是吗？”

“别扫我的兴，查尔斯。”巴普蒂丝塔忧伤地说。

“我不是扫你的兴——我只是在用一种友好的方式说出真话——尽管我有足够的理由来扫你的兴。你太草率了，巴普蒂丝塔！我讨厌草率的女人！”

“你指的是什么？”

“嗯——草率地成为某人的妻子。看情形，你似乎觉得有丈夫总比没丈夫强。你等不了我了，哦，不！嗯，感谢上帝，对我而言，一切都过去了！”

“等你？这是什么意思，查理？你从没表现出对我有什么特别的感觉呀。”

“哦，是真的吗，亲爱的巴普蒂丝塔！”

“我是说，我不敢确定。我猜你是有一点喜欢我，可我并不认为你真的会正儿八经地跟我订婚。”

“这话算是说到点子上了！你们女孩子总希望男人看你们一眼就谈婚论嫁！可我的确曾经打算跟你订婚，知道吗？”

“但你从没说过这话，一个女人总不能永远等下去吧！”

“巴普蒂丝塔，我发誓我曾经打算在6个月之内向你求婚。”

她显得很不自在，两人默默地往前走。没过多久，他问：“那时你想嫁给我吗？”

她忧伤地低声回答道：“想！”

他们走着走着，走出了小镇，来到田野里，两人的肩并在一起。他用一只有力的手抓住了她的胳膊，就像是在说：“现在我抓住你了，我想让你做什么你就得做什么。”

“我们这样见面真是太奇怪了！”小伙子说，“你我原本可以结为夫妻、一起度蜜月的，可这一切却没有发生。我们半小时后就要说再见了，也许永远无法再见。是啊，人生是多么奇怪啊！”

她停下了脚步。“我得回去了。这太痛苦了，查理！你今天太不友善了。”

“我不想伤害你——你知道我不想，”他温柔地回答道，“但你将要做的事使我很生气。我觉得你不应该嫁给他。”

“既然我已经同意了，就必须那么做。”

“为什么？”他问道，语气更加严肃了，“取消一场你不情愿的婚礼永远都不算晚。喏——你可以跟我结婚，而不是跟他，尽管你等了我没多久！”

“哦，想想就知道那是不可能的！”她摇着头喊道，“家里肯定已经把婚礼的一切都准备停当了！”

“如果我们要结婚，那就必须马上结。今天晚上你可以跟我回到我居住的小镇特鲁福去。我们星期二就可以在那里结婚，那么无论是戴维·赫德根还是其他什么人，都不能把你从我身边带走了！”

“可我必须坐星期二的船回家，”她焦虑地说，“如果我没回家，他们会怎么想呢？”

“你一样可以坐那趟船回家。唯一不同的是我会跟你一起回去。你可以告诉你父母，你嫁给了一位有体面工作的年轻人，是在培训学院认识的。等见面以后，他们就会接受我们结婚这个事实，这是无法改变的。你就永远不会因为嫁给一个可怕的老头而痛苦了。好了，老实说，你最喜欢的的确是我，是不是，巴普蒂丝塔？”

“是的。”她轻声说道。

“那咱们就照我说的办。”




3
Baptista gets married

That same afternoon Charles Stow and Baptista Trewthen travelled by train to the town of Trufal. Charles was, surprisingly, very careful of appearances, and found a room for Baptista in a different house from where he was staying. On Sunday they went to church and then walked around the town, on Monday Charles made the arrangements, and by nine o'clock on Tuesday morning they were husband and wife.

For the first time in her life Baptista had gone against her parents' wishes. She went cold with fear when she thought of their first meeting with her new husband. But she felt she had to tell them as soon as possible, and now the most important thing was to get home to St Maria's. So, in a great hurry, they packed their bags and caught the train to Pen-zephyr.

They arrived two hours before the boat left, so to pass the time they decided to walk along the cliffs a little way. It was a hot summer day, and Charles wanted to have a swim in the sea. Baptista did not like the idea of sitting alone while he swam. 'But I'll only be a quarter of an hour,' Charles said, and Baptista passively accepted this.

She sat high up on the cliffs, and watched him go down a footpath, disappear, appear again, and run across the beach to the sea. She watched him for a moment, then stared out to sea, thinking about her family. They were probably not worried about her, because she had sometimes missed the boat before, but they were expecting her to arrive today and to marry David Heddegan tomorrow. 'How angry father will be!' she thought miserably. 'And mother will say I've made a terrible mistake! I almost wish I hadn't married Charles, in that moment of madness! Oh dear, what have I done!'

This made her think of her new husband, and she turned to look for him. He did not appear to be in the sea any more, and she could not see him on the beach. By this time she was frightened, and she climbed down the path as quickly as her shaking legs could manage. On the beach she called two men to help her, but they said they could see nothing at all in the water. Soon she found the place where Charles had left his clothes, but by now the sea had carried them away.

For a few minutes she stood there without moving. There was only one way to explain this sudden disappearance — her husband had drowned. And as she stood there, it began to seem like a terrible dream, and the last three days of her life with Charles seemed to disappear. She even had difficulty in remembering his face. 'How unexpected it was, meeting him that day!' she thought. 'And the wedding did I really agree to it? Are we really married? It all happened so fast!'

She began to cry, still standing there on the beach. She did not know what to do, or even what to think. Finally, she remembered the boat, and catching the boat home seemed the easiest thing to do. So she walked to the station, arranged for someone to carry her luggage, and went down to the boat. She did all this automatically, in a kind of dream.

Just before the boat left, she heard part of a conversation which made her sure that Charles was dead. One passenger said to another, 'A man drowned here earlier today, you know. He swam out too far, they say. A stranger, I think. Some people in a boat saw him, but they couldn't get to him in time.'

The boat was a long way out to sea before Baptista realized that Mr Heddegan was on the boat with her. She saw him walking towards her and quickly took the wedding ring off her left hand.

'I hope you're well, my dear?' he said. He was a healthy, red-faced man of fifty-five. 'I wanted to come across to meet you. What bad luck that you missed the boat on Saturday!'

And Baptista had to agree, and smile, and make conversation. Mr Heddegan had spoken to her before she was ready to say anything. Now the moment had passed.

When the boat arrived, her parents were there to meet her. Her father walked home beside Mr Heddegan, while her mother walked next to Baptista, talking all the time.

'I'm so happy, my child,' said Mrs Trewthen in her loud, cheerful voice, 'that you've kept your promise to marry Mr Heddegan. How busy we've been! But now things are all ready for the wedding, and a few friends and neighbours are coming in for supper this evening.' Again, the moment for confessing had passed, and Baptista stayed silent.

When they reached home, Mrs Trewthen said, 'Now, Baptista, hurry up to your room and take off your hat, then come downstairs. I must go to the kitchen.'

The young woman passively obeyed her mother's orders. The evening was a great success for all except Baptista. She had no chance to tell her parents the news, and it was already much more difficult than it had been at first. By the end of the evening, when all the neighbours had left, she found herself alone in her bedroom again. She had come home with much to say, and had said none of it. She now realized that she was not brave enough to tell her story. And as the clock struck midnight, she decided it should stay untold.

Morning came, and when she thought of Charles, it was more with fear than with love. Her mother called from downstairs, 'Baptista! Time to get up! Mr Heddegan will be at the church in three-quarters of an hour!'

Baptista got out of bed, looked out of the window, and took the easy way. She put her best clothes on, confessed nothing, and kept her promise to marry David Heddegan.



appearance n. the unexpected or sudden arrival of someone or something. （出其不意的）到来；出现

cliff n. a high rock with a very steep side, near the sea （海边的）悬崖

passively adv. tending to accept situations or things that other people do, without attempting to change or fight against them 被动地；顺从地

drown v. to die from being under water for too long 溺死

automatically adv. done without thinking 无意识地




3．结婚

当天下午，查尔斯·斯托和巴普蒂丝塔·特鲁森就坐火车去了小镇特鲁福。令人惊讶的是，查尔斯对他们二人的行踪十分谨慎。他在另一座房子里为巴普蒂丝塔找了个房间。星期日，他们去了教堂，然后绕着小镇散了散步。星期一，查尔斯安排好了一切，到星期二上午9点，他们就结为了夫妻。
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这是巴普蒂丝塔生平第一次违背父母的意愿。一想到父母与新婚丈夫第一次见面的情形，她就害怕得浑身发冷。但她还是觉得必须尽快把这事告诉他们，于是回圣玛丽亚岛上的家里去就成了最重要的事。因此，他们匆匆忙忙地收拾好行李，搭上了去往彭泽弗的火车。

他们在开船前两小时到了那里，于是决定沿着海崖散一小会儿步，借此打发时间。时值夏季，气候炎热，查尔斯很想到海里游个泳，巴普蒂丝塔却不太愿意在他游泳的时候独自坐着。“可我只游一刻钟。”查尔斯说道，巴普蒂丝塔顺从地答应了。

她坐在高高的海崖上，看着他从一条小路走下去，身影消失了一会儿，继而又出现在视野里，穿过海滩跑向大海。她看了他一会儿，将目光转向大海，想着她的家人。他们也许并不太担心她，因为之前她也误过几次船。不过他们一定在盼着她今天到家，明天好嫁给戴维·赫德根。“爸爸会多么生气啊，”她痛苦地想着，“而妈妈一定会说我犯了个可怕的错误！我甚至希望自己没有因为一时冲动而嫁给查尔斯！哦，天啊，我都干了些什么啊！”

这使她想起了新婚的丈夫，于是转而开始搜寻他的身影。看起来，他已经不在海里了，可她也没在海岸上看见他。她这下子可吓坏了，赶紧拖着颤抖的双腿用最快的速度冲下小路。到了海滩上，她找了两个人来帮忙，可他们说海里什么都看不到。很快，她找到了查尔斯放衣服的地方，此时海水早已把衣服冲走了。

她在原地呆立了好几分钟。只有一个理由能解释她丈夫的突然失踪——他溺水身亡了。她呆立在那儿，一切就像一场噩梦，而她和查尔斯共度的这三天就像凭空消失了一样。她甚至很难想起他的模样来。“那天和他的相遇是多么出其不意啊！”她想，“我真的同意举行婚礼了吗？我们真的结婚了吗？这一切发生得太快了！”

她站在海滩上哭了起来，不知道该做什么，甚至不知道该想什么。最后，她想起了船，看样子最简单的事就是坐船回家了。于是她走到码头，叫人帮忙提着行李上了船。她机械地做着这些事情，如同梦游一般。
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就在开船前，她听到了一小段对话，让她确信查尔斯真的死了。一名旅客对另一名旅客说：“今天早些时候有个男人在这里溺死了，知道吗。他们说他游得太远了。我猜他是个异乡人。有人在船上看见了他，但却没来得及赶过去。”

船在海上驶出了很远，巴普蒂丝塔才意识到赫德根先生跟她在同一条船上。她看到他朝自己走过来，于是飞快地将左手上的结婚戒指撸了下来。

“希望你一切都好，亲爱的。”他说。他55岁，身体健康，红光满面。“我想要过来接你。你星期六误了船，真是不走运啊！”

巴普蒂丝塔只得点头赞同，微笑着跟他交谈。赫德根先生还没等她开口就已经跟她聊了起来。而现在，坦言一切的时机已经过去了。

船靠岸时，她的父母已经在那儿迎接她了。父亲与赫德根先生并肩往家走，母亲则走在巴普蒂丝塔身旁，喋喋不休地边走边说。

“我很高兴，我的孩子，”特鲁森太太兴奋地大声说，“很高兴你能信守诺言嫁给赫德根先生。我们都快忙坏啦！不过，现在婚礼上的一切都准备好了，今天晚上就会有几个朋友和邻居来吃晚餐。”坦白一切的时机再一次错过了，巴普蒂丝塔一直保持着沉默。

到家后，特鲁森太太说：“巴普蒂丝塔，快回你的房间摘下帽子，然后下楼来。我得去厨房了。”

年轻的姑娘听从了母亲的吩咐。整个晚上，除了巴普蒂丝塔之外，人人都很开心。她没有机会跟父母坦白，而现在要说出来更是难上加难了。晚餐结束时，邻居们纷纷走了，她发现自己再一次独自待在了卧室里。她回家本来有满腹的话要说，但却什么都没说出来。她这才意识到自己没勇气说出自己的故事。钟敲12点的时候，她终于决定对此只字不提。

到了早上，她想起了查尔斯，心里更多的是恐怖而不是爱。母亲在楼下喊：“巴普蒂丝塔！该起床了！赫德根先生会在45分钟内到达教堂！”

巴普蒂丝塔从床上起身望着窗外，选择了一条平坦的道路。她穿上自己最好的衣裳，没露一点儿口风，信守诺言嫁给了戴维·赫德根。




4
The honeymoon

Mr Heddegan did not worry about his new wife's coldness towards him during and after the wedding. 'I know she was reluctant to marry me,' he thought, 'but that will pass. Things'll be different in a few months' time!'

During the wedding dinner, someone asked Heddegan about the honeymoon. To Baptista's horror, he answered, 'Oh, we're going to spend a few days in Pen-zephyr.'

'What!' cried Baptista. 'I know nothing of this!'

Because of her late arrival, Heddegan had not been able to ask where she would like to spend the honeymoon, so he had arranged a trip to the mainland. It was difficult to change these plans at the last minute, so she had to agree, and that evening she and her new husband arrived in Pen zephyr.

Their first problem was finding a hotel, because the fine weather had filled the town with tourists. They walked from place to place, Heddegan polite and friendly, Baptista cold and silent. Finally they found an excellent hotel, which to their surprise was empty. Kindly Mr Heddegan, who wanted to please his young wife, asked for the best room on the first floor, with a good view of the sea.

'I'm sorry,' said the landlady, 'there's a gentleman in that room.' Then, seeing Heddegan's disappointed face, and not wishing to lose a customer, she added quickly, 'But perhaps the gentleman will agree to move to another room, and then you can have the one that you want.'

'Well, if he doesn't want a view...' said Mr Heddegan.

'Oh no, I'm sure he doesn't. And if you don't mind going for a little walk, I'll have the room ready when you return.'

During their walk, Baptista was careful to choose different streets from those that she had walked down with Charles, and her white face showed how difficult this visit was for her. At last they returned to the hotel, and were shown into the best bedroom. They sat at the window, drinking tea. Although Heddegan had arranged for a sea view, to please Baptista, she did not look out of the window once, but kept her eyes on the floor and walls of the room.

Suddenly she noticed a hat on the back of the door. It was just like the hat that Charles had worn. She stared harder; yes, it was the actual hat! She fell back in her chair.

Her husband jumped up, saying worriedly, 'You're not well! What can I get ye?'

'Smelling salts!' she said quickly, her voice shaking a little. 'From the shop near the station!'

He ran out of the room. Baptista rang the bell, and when a young girl came, whispered to her, 'That hat! Whose is it?'

'Oh, I'm sorry, I'll take it away,' said the girl hurriedly. She took the hat off the door. 'It belongs to the other gentleman.'

'Where is — the other gentleman?' asked Baptista.

'He's in the next room, madam. He was in here.'

'But I can't hear him! I don't think he's there.'

'He makes no noise, but he's there,' replied the girl.

Suddenly Baptista understood what the girl meant, and a cold hand lay on her heart.

'Why is he so silent?' she whispered.

'If I tell you, please don't say anything to the landlady,' begged the girl, 'or I'll lose my job! It's because he's dead. He's the young teacher who drowned yesterday. They brought his body here, and that's why there's nobody staying in the hotel. People don't like a dead body in the house. But we've changed the sheets and cleaned the room, madam!'

Just then Heddegan arrived with the smelling salts, and the girl left the room. 'Any better?' he asked Baptista.

'I don't like the hotel!' she cried. 'We'll have to leave!'

For the first time Heddegan spoke crossly to his wife. 'Now that's enough, Baptista! First you want one thing, then another! It's cost me enough, in money and words, to get this fine room, and it's too much to expect me to find another hotel at this time of the evening. We'll stay quietly here tonight, do ye hear? And find another place tomorrow.'

The young woman said no more. Her mind was cold with horror. That night she lay between the two men who she had married, David Heddegan on one side, and, on the other side through the bedroom wall, Charles Stow.



tourist n. someone who is travelling or visiting a place for pleasure 游客；观光客

smelling salts n. a strong-smelling chemical that you hold under someone's nose to make them conscious again 嗅盐（一种苏醒剂）




4．蜜月

赫德根先生并不担心新婚妻子在婚礼上以及婚礼之后对自己的冷淡态度。“我知道她不愿意嫁给我，”他想，“但这会过去的。过几个月就不一样了！”

在婚宴上，有人问赫德根打算如何度蜜月。让巴普蒂丝塔惊恐的是，他回答道：“哦，我们打算到彭泽弗去待几天。”

“什么！”巴普蒂丝塔叫道，“这我怎么不知道！”

因为她的晚归，赫德根没来得及问她愿意去哪里度蜜月，于是便安排了一次大陆旅行。在最后一分钟改变计划很困难，她只得同意了，并在那天晚上同她的新婚丈夫一起到达了彭泽弗。

他们遇到的第一个麻烦就是找旅馆，因为好天气使得小镇的游客人满为患。他们到处奔走，赫德根礼貌而友好，巴普蒂丝塔则冷淡而沉默。最后，他们找到了一家不错的旅馆。令人惊奇的是，那里竟然没人入住。赫德根先生一心想讨好他的年轻妻子，于是就要了一间二层最好的房间，可以很好地观看大海。

“很抱歉，”老板娘说，“那间屋子里住着一位先生。”接着，她看到了赫德根失望的脸，不愿意因此失去一位顾客，于是赶紧补充道：“不过，或许那位先生会同意搬到另一个房间去，那你们就能住心仪的那一间了。”

“好吧，如果他不想看海景的话……”赫德根先生说。

“哦，不，我相信他不想看。如果你们不介意的话，请出去散一小会儿步。等你们回来的时候，我就已经把房间准备好了。”

散步的时候，巴普蒂丝塔很小心地选择了那些没有和查尔斯一起走过的街道。从她苍白的脸色上不难看出，这次观光对她来说有多难熬。最后，他们返回了旅馆，被领进了最好的卧室。他们在窗前坐下喝茶。尽管赫德根要了海景房间来取悦巴普蒂丝塔，她却不曾向窗外看过一眼，反倒将目光盯死在了地板和房间的墙壁上。

突然，她看到门背后有一顶帽子，像是查尔斯戴过的那顶。她睁大眼睛看了个仔细，没错，就是那顶帽子！她跌坐在椅子上。

她的丈夫跳将起来，担心地问：“你不舒服！要我帮你拿点什么吗？”

“嗅盐！”她赶紧答道，声音微微有些颤抖，“码头附近那家商店有卖的！”

他跑出了房间。巴普蒂丝塔摁响了铃，一个年轻女孩走了进来。她悄声问女孩：“那顶帽子！那是谁的？”
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“哦，很抱歉。我把它拿走吧。”女孩赶紧说道，把帽子从门上取了下来。“这是另一位先生的。”

“另一位先生——他在哪儿？”巴普蒂丝塔问。

“他在隔壁房间，夫人。他原本住在这儿。”

“可我听不到他的动静！我想他不在隔壁。”

“他没有任何动静，可他确实在。”女孩答道。

突然，巴普蒂丝塔明白了女孩的意思，觉得仿佛有一只冰冷的手放在了自己心上。

“他为什么这么安静？”她低声问。

“如果我告诉你，请千万别跟老板娘说，”女孩恳求道，“要不我会丢掉工作的！那是因为他已经死了。他就是昨天溺死的年轻教师。他们把他的尸体搬到了这儿来，所以这家旅馆没人住。人们不喜欢屋子里有个死人。不过我们已经换过床单、打扫过房间了，夫人！”

就在这时，赫德根带着嗅盐回来了，女孩走出了房间。“好些了吗？”他问巴普蒂丝塔。

“我不喜欢这个旅馆！”她叫道，“我们必须离开这里！”

赫德根第一次冲妻子发了脾气：“够了，巴普蒂丝塔！你太得寸进尺了！我花了很多的钱和口舌才住进这个好房间，让我这大晚上的再另找一家旅馆简直是痴心妄想。我们今晚上就安安静静地待在这儿，听见了吗？明天再另外找地方。”

年轻的女人没再多说什么。她的思维因恐惧而僵住了。那晚，她躺在自己嫁过的两个男人之间，卧室墙的这边是戴维·赫德根，墙那边则是查尔斯·斯托。




5
Secrets discovered

Mr and Mrs Heddegan both felt the honeymoon was not a success. They were happy to return to the island and start married life together in David Heddegan's large house. Baptista soon became as calm and passive as she had been before. She even smiled when neighbours called her Mrs Heddegan, and she began to enjoy the comfortable life that a rich husband could offer her. She did nothing at all to stop people finding out about her first marriage to Charles Stow, although there was always a danger of that happening.

One evening in September, when she was standing in her garden, a workman walked past along the road. He seemed to recognize her, and spoke to her in friendly surprise.

'What! Don't you know me?' he asked.

'I'm afraid I don't,' said Baptista.

'I was your witness, madam. I was mending the church window when you and your young man came to get married. Don't you remember? The vicar called me, to be a witness.'

Baptista looked quickly around. Heddegan was at the other end of the garden but unluckily, just at that moment, he turned and walked towards the house. 'Are you coming in, my dear?' he called out to Baptista.

The workman stared at him. 'That's not your—' he began, then he saw Baptista's face and stopped. Baptista was unable to speak, and the workman began to realize that there was a little mystery here. 'I've been unlucky since then,' he continued, still staring at Baptista's white face. 'It's hard finding enough work to buy food for my wife and myself. Perhaps you could help me, because I once helped you?'

Baptista gave him some money, and hoped never to see him again. But he was cleverer than he looked. By asking questions on the island and the mainland, he soon realized that Baptista had married one man on Tuesday, and another man on Wednesday. He visited her again two days later.

'It was a mystery to me, madam!' he said, when she opened the door. 'But now I understand it all. I want to tell you, madam, that I'm not a man to make trouble between husband and wife. But I'm going back to the mainland again, and I need a little more money. If your old man finds out about your first husband, I'm sure he won't like it, will he?'

She knew he was right, and paid him what he wanted. A week later the workman sent his wife to ask for more money, and again Baptista paid. But when there was a fourth visit, she refused to pay, and shut the door in the man's surprised face.

She knew she had to tell her husband everything. She liked him better now than she had done at first, and did not want to lose him, but her secret was no longer safe. She went to find him, and said, 'David, I have something to tell you.'

'Yes, my dear,' he said with a sigh. In the last week he had been less cheerful and had seemed worried about something.

When they were both in the sitting room, she said, 'David, perhaps you will hate me for this, but I must confess something that I've hidden from you. It happened before we were married. And it's about a lover.'

'I don't mind. In fact, I was hoping it was more than that.'

'Well, it was. I met my old lover by chance, and he asked me, and — well, I married him. We were coming here to tell you, but he drowned, and I said nothing about him, and then I married you, David, for peace and quietness. Now you'll be angry with me, I know you will!'

She spoke wildly, and expected her husband to shout and scream. But instead, the old man jumped up and began to dance happily around the room.

'Oh, wonderful!' he cried. 'How lucky! My dear Baptista, I see a way out of my difficulty — ha-ha!'

'What do you mean?' she asked, afraid he had gone mad.

'Oh my dear, I've got something to confess too! You see, I was friendly with a woman in Pen-zephyr for many years — very friendly, you could say — and in the end I married her just before she died. I kept it secret, but people here are beginning to talk. And I've got four big girls to think of—'

'Oh David, four daughters!' she cried in horror.

'That's right, my dear. I'm sorry to say they haven't been to school at all. I'd like to bring them to live here with us, and I thought, by marrying a teacher, I could get someone to teach them, all for nothing. What do you think, Baptista?'

'Four grown girls, always around the house! And I hate teaching, it kills me! But I must do it, I can see that. I am punished for that moment of madness, I really am!'

Here the conversation ended. The next day Baptista had to welcome her husband's daughters into her home. They were not good-looking or intelligent or even well-dressed, and poor Baptista could only look forward to years of hard work with them. She went about, sighing miserably, with no hope for the future.

But when Heddegan asked her a month later, 'How do you like 'em now?' her answer was unexpected.

'Much better than at first,' she said. 'I may like them very much one day.'

And so began a more pleasant time for Baptista Heddegan. She had discovered what kind, gentle girls these unwelcome daughters were. At first she felt sorry for them, then grew to like them. And from liking, she grew to love them. In the end they brought her and her husband closer together, and so Baptista and David were able to put the past behind them and find unexpected happiness in their married life.



witness n. at a wedding, someone who writes their name in the church register to prove they saw the marriage happen 证婚人

mystery n. something that is impossible to understand or explain, or about which little is known 谜

punish v. to make someone suffer because they have done something wrong 惩罚

intelligent adj. good at understanding ideas and thinking quickly and clearly 聪明的；悟性强的




5．泄密

赫德根先生和太太都觉得蜜月过得不怎么样。他们很高兴能重返小岛，在戴维·赫德根的大房子里开始婚后生活。巴普蒂丝塔很快就变得和从前一样平静而顺从了。她开始享受一位富有的丈夫所能提供的安逸生活，听见邻居叫自己赫德根太太的时候甚至还会微笑。她没有刻意做什么来阻止人们揭发她跟查尔斯·斯托的第一次婚姻，尽管这种危险性随时存在。

9月的一天晚上，她站在花园里，一名工人从旁边的小路经过。他似乎认出了她，友好而惊讶地跟她打了个招呼。

“什么！难道您不认识我了吗？”他问道。

“恐怕是不认识。”巴普蒂丝塔说。

“我是您的证婚人，夫人。您和您年轻的丈夫结婚的时候，我正在修理教堂的窗户呢，您不记得了吗？牧师当时叫我当了证婚人。”

巴普蒂丝塔迅速环顾四周。赫德根在花园的另一头，他正巧在这一刻转身，朝着房子走去。“你进来吗，我亲爱的？”他对巴普蒂丝塔大声喊道。

工人瞪着他看。“那该不是你的——”他张口就说。接着，他看见了巴普蒂丝塔的脸，闭上了嘴。巴普蒂丝塔说不出话来，工人开始意识到这其中定有玄机。“从那以后我一直不走运，”他盯着巴普蒂丝塔苍白的脸，接着说，“我很难找到足够的工作来给自己和妻子糊口。你不妨帮帮我吧，因为我曾经帮过你。”

巴普蒂丝塔给了他一些钱，希望永远也不要再见到他。可他远比看上去聪明。在询问了一些岛上和大陆的人以后，他很快便意识到巴普蒂丝塔在星期二嫁给了一个男人，而星期三又嫁给了另一个男人。两天之后，他再次拜访了她。

“这对我来说曾是个谜，夫人！”她打开门时，他说道，“现在我全都明白了。我想告诉您，夫人，我不是那种在夫妻之间制造矛盾的人。但我打算再回到大陆上去，因此还需要一小笔钱。如果您老公发现您第一任丈夫的事，我敢保证他会不高兴的，对吧？”

她知道他说得没错，于是便如了他的愿。一个星期后，工人又派他的老婆来要更多的钱，巴普蒂丝塔又一次满足了她。但等到工人第四次上门来的时候，她拒绝付钱，当面把一脸惊诧的工人关在了门外。

她知道自己必须向丈夫坦白一切。她现在比起初更喜欢他了，而且也不想失去他，可她已无法再保守自己的秘密。她找到他，说：“戴维，我有些事情要告诉你。”

“好的，亲爱的。”他叹了口气说道。一个星期以来，他一直闷闷不乐，似乎在为什么事担心。

他们一同来到客厅，她说：“戴维，或许你会因此而恨我，但我必须向你坦白我曾对你隐瞒的一些事。那发生在我们结婚之前，是关于一个情人的。”

“我不介意。事实上，我觉得事情没这么简单。”

“呃，是的。我当时偶遇了旧情人，他向我求婚，并且——呃，我跟他结了婚。我们正准备回来告诉你，可他却淹死了，而我没向你提起过关于他的任何事。接着我嫁给了你，戴维，为了得到平和安静的生活。好了，你冲我发火吧，我知道你会的！”

她言辞激烈，希望丈夫对她大吼大叫。然而，老头子却蹦了起来，开始绕着房间欢快地跳舞。

“噢，太棒了！”他大叫道，“多走运啊！我亲爱的巴普蒂丝塔，我看到了走出困境的路——哈哈！”

“你在说什么？”她问道，担心他气疯了。

“噢，亲爱的，我也有些事要对你坦白！你知道，我和彭泽弗的一个女人保持了多年的友好关系——非常友好，可以这么说——最后，我在她死前娶了她。我对这事一直守口如瓶，可这里的人却开始谈论这事。而且我还得操心四个已经长大的女儿——”
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“噢，戴维，四个女儿！”她惊恐地叫道。

“没错，亲爱的。很抱歉告诉你，她们从没上过学。我想把她们带到这里和我们一起住。而且我想，娶一个老师就有人教她们了，一分钱都不用花。你觉得怎么样，巴普蒂丝塔？”

“四个长大成人的女孩，无时无刻不待在家里！而且我讨厌教书，那简直折磨死我了！但我明白我必须那么做。我要为那一时的冲动接受惩罚，我罪有应得！”

谈话就此结束。第二天，巴普蒂丝塔只得迎接丈夫的女儿们来到她家。她们既不漂亮又不聪慧，连衣着也毫不起眼。可怜的巴普蒂丝塔只能从她们身上看见未来数年的辛苦工作。她痛苦地叹着气开始工作，对未来不再抱半点希望。

但当赫德根在一个月后问她：“你现在觉得她们怎么样？”的时候，她的回答出人意料。

“比一开始好多了，”她说，“总有一天我会非常喜欢她们的。”

于是，巴普蒂丝塔·赫德根的日子就更好打发了。她发现这些不受欢迎的女儿们其实既善良又温柔。刚开始，她替她们感到悲哀，接着渐渐开始喜欢她们，后来又从喜欢转变为喜爱。最终，女儿们使得她和丈夫之间的关系比以前更加紧密了。就这样，巴普蒂丝塔和戴维终于放下往事，在婚后的生活中找到了意想不到的幸福。


ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1．Read the introduction of the book. Who or what do you think you will find in these stories? Look at the story titles and choose from these lists.

The Three Strangers

What the Shepherd Saw

A Moment of Madness


  
    	a duke
    	a school
    	sheep
  

  
    	a ghost
    	a party
    	horses
  

  
    	a pilot
    	a honeymoon
    	secret meetings
  

  
    	a jealous husband
    	a car chase
    	emails
  

  
    	a prisoner
    	a death
    	chickens
  

  
    	a mad person
    	a murder
    	lambs
  



2．What can you guess about these stories? Choose endings for these sentences. (You can choose more than one if you like.)

The Three Strangers

1) The first stranger comes to the cottage because...

(a) he is running away from something.

(b) he wants to dry his clothes.

(c) he is looking for somebody.

2) The second stranger comes to the cottage because...

(a) he is running away from something.

(b) he wants to dry his clothes.

(c) he is looking for somebody.

What the Shepherd Saw

3) The young shepherd boy sees a secret meeting between...

(a) a woman and her brother.

(b) a woman and her lover.

(c) a woman and her cousin.

4) The next night there is a meeting between...

(a) the same woman and the same man.

(b) the same man and the woman's husband.

(c) the same woman and her husband.

A Moment of Madness

5) The teacher is going to marry an older man...

(a) to please her parents.

(b) to please herself.

(c) to escape from her job as a teacher.

6) At the end of this story the teacher...

(a) is married to a different man.

(b) is married to the older man.

(c) is married to her second husband.

3．Before you read the first story, The Three Strangers, what do you think is going to happen? Answer each question with Y (yes), N (no) or P (perhaps).

1) Will the first stranger leave the cottage in a hurry when the second stranger arrives? Y / N / P

2) Will someone die before the end of the story? Y / N / P

3) Will the story end happily? Y / N / P


ACTIVITIES



While Reading

1．Read The Three Strangers, to the middle of Chapter 3 The third stranger. Who said this, and to whom? Who or what were they talking about?

1) 'There's only one more thing that I need to make me happy.'

2) 'Oh, but you can't stop making this!'

3) 'He hasn't gone far, I'm sure.'

4) 'We'll save ourselves all that trouble.'

2．Before you finish reading The Three Strangers, can you guess the answers to these questions? Choose from these ideas (you can choose more than one).

1) Who is the third stranger?

(a) The escaped prisoner.

(b) A madman.

(c) A clockmaker.

(d) The prisoner's brother.

(e) A man with a terrible secret.

(f) A man who has seen a ghost.

2) What do you think will happen at the end of the story?

(a) The prison officers will catch the escaped prisoner.

(b) The hangman will do his work at the prison tomorrow.

(c) The shepherd and his friends will go to prison because they let the clockmaker escape.

(d) The clockmaker will escape, and no one will ever see him again.

3．Read What the Shepherd Saw, to the end of Chapter 3 Third night. Before you finish the story, can you guess what happens? Choose T (true) or F (false) for each of these ideas.

1) Bill Mills keeps his promise, and while the Duke is alive, he never tells anyone about Fred Ogbourne's murder. T / F

2) The Duke kills the boy, to stop him telling the truth. T/F

3) The Duchess discovers the murder, and leaves the Duke. T/ F

4) The Duke confesses, and is sent to prison. T / F

5) Another person who saw the murder talks about it. T/F

6) Mills has a happy life at Shakeforest Towers. T / F

7) The true story only comes out after the Duke's death. T/F

4．Read A Moment of Madness, to the middle of Chapter 5 Secrets discovered. Before you finish the story, can you guess what happens next? Choose some of these ideas.

Baptista...

1) tells her husband everything.

2) does nothing, hoping that the workman will lose interest.

3) arranges to pay the workman some money every month.

4) asks her mother what she should do.




If David Heddegan learns the truth, he will...

5) be angry, and send Baptista back to her family.

6) be happy, because he has a secret of his own to confess.

7) be disappointed with Baptista, because she was not honest with him.

8) do something which Baptista feels is a punishment.


ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1．Perhaps this is what some of the characters in the stories were thinking. Which characters are they (two from each story), and what has just happened in the story?

1) 'Is that really her walking down the street? The farmer's daughter who seemed so sure she'd be a good teacher! She's prettier than ever — I wonder if she still likes me?'

2) 'Now, I'll go up to the hut very quietly through the trees and see if that boy o' mine is asleep inside. Wait — who's this? The Duke! What's he doing up here? Oh no, no!'

3) 'What am I going to do? There's Jeb, and the man next to him is saying he's the hangman! I mustn't show that I recognize Jeb... I'll have to run away — now!'

4) 'That's his horse on the road, I know it is. He's come home a day early. I'll run down at once and tell him about Fred. Then he can't be jealous if Fred comes to the house.'

5) 'Well, here's a mystery! What happened to the young man she married when I was a witness? Perhaps I can make some money out of this. I'll be back, lady, I'll be back!'

6) 'I'11 walk all night now, after that cake and mead. My poor brother — his face was so white! Good thing he ran away — they'll be busy chasing him for a while, and I can get away.'

2．A prison officer is talking to the hangman, the day after the strangers visited the cottage. Put their conversation in the right order, and write in who the speakers are. The officer speaks first (number 2).

1) ______ 'But that's my man, surely!'

2) ______ 'I'm sorry, you'll have no work to do this morning.'

3) ______ 'Yes, you have! You were sitting next to him!'

4) ______ 'Yes. The man in the chimney corner drinking mead with you and smoking his pipe — he was our prisoner!'

5) ______ 'Why's that then? Didn't the men at the cottage catch the escaped prisoner last night?'

6) ______ 'No, he's the prisoner's brother. He was on his way to make his last visit to him in Casterbridge prison.'

7) ______ 'What! You don't mean to say —'

8) ______ 'No, they only caught a little man with fair hair.'

9) ______ 'So where's the prisoner himself then? Hasn't anybody seen him since he escaped?'

3．Here are some different titles for the stories. Which ones are suitable for which stories? Explain why. Which titles do you prefer? Can you think of any more?


  
    	· The Hangman's Visit
    	· The Devil's Door
  

  
    	· An Honest Wife
    	· A Wanted Man
  

  
    	· Death by Drowning
    	· The Wedding Witness
  

  
    	· Mead and Mystery
    	· Meetings by Moonlight
  

  
    	· Honeymoon of Horror
    	· A Hidden Grave
  

  
    	· Footpath to Freedom
    	· The Two Husbands
  



4．Here is Baptista telling her mother about David Heddegan's secret. Complete Baptista's part of the conversation.

MOTHER: You look worried, dear. Is anything the matter?

BAPTISTA: __________.

MOTHER: Really? What kind of secret?

BAPTISTA: _________.

MOTHER: He married her? Well, she's dead now, dear, and at least there are no children to worry about!

BAPTISTA: __________.

MOTHER: What! Four daughters! And what's he going to do with them?

BAPTISTA: __________.

MOTHER: Oh no! He can't do this to you, Baptista, and we must stop him!

5．At the end of the conversation above, there are two ways that Baptista could reply to her mother. She could confess her own secret, or she could say nothing about it and pretend she doesn't mind. Write the two different replies below.

1) Baptista: We can't stop him, because ______.

2) Baptista: No, don't say anything. Perhaps _____.

6．What did you think about the secrets in this story? Do you agree or disagree with these statements? Explain why.

1) David's secret was much worse than Baptista's.

2) It is always better to tell the truth.

3) There are times when the truth is not necessary.

7．After the Duke died, Bill Mills was able to talk about his secret at last. Complete what he says with the linking words below. (Use each one once.)

after / although / and / and / because / but / but / if / so / that / to / until / what / what / when / where / who

It all happened up at the Devil's Door. Captain Ogbourne, ______ was the Duchess's cousin, came to meet her there. I was looking out of the window of the hut, ______ I could see everything. He had come ______ tell her he loved her, and, ______ she didn't say she still loved him, she agreed to meet him the next night. ______ they'd gone, the Duke appeared from behind the stones. I realize now ______ he thought they were lovers, ______ he was too far away to hear ______ they were saying. The next night he arrived early, ______ waited in the hut ______ I was hiding. ______ the Captain arrived, the Duke went out and killed him. ______ you look in that hole behind the Devil's Door, you'll find ______'s left of his dead body. I know it was wrong to keep it a secret all these years, ______I was only a boy then. The Duke made me promise to stay silent ______ I kept that promise ______ he died, ______, like everybody else, I've always been afraid of him.

8．Which of these characters did you like, or dislike? Which did you feel sorry for? Give your reasons.

· The clockmaker / His brother / The hangman

· Bill Mills / The Duke / The Duchess / Fred Ogbourne

· Baptista / Charles Stow / David Heddegan
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简　介

“咱俩差不多，”本·威瑟斯塔夫老头对玛丽说，“长得丑，脾气也不好。”

可怜的玛丽！谁都不要她，也没人喜欢她。父母去世以后，她被人从印度送回英国的约克郡，住在她舅舅的家里。那是一幢旧房子，很大，差不多有上百个房间，可大部分都关得严严实实，还上了锁。玛丽住在那儿，情绪很坏，她感到厌烦、孤独，整天没事可做，除了园丁本·威瑟斯塔夫老头，没人跟她说说话。

不过后来玛丽听说了有关秘密花园的事。那花园的门紧锁着，钥匙也不知哪儿去了。10年了，除了那只能够飞过围墙的知更鸟，没有一个人进过那园子。玛丽望着知更鸟，琢磨着钥匙会在哪儿……

再后来，夜里房子中什么地方传来奇怪的哭声，听起来像是个孩子……




弗朗西丝·霍奇森·伯内特生于1849年，卒于1924年。从16岁起她大部分时间住在美国，但经常回英格兰。她是一位终身作家，写了很多书，《秘密花园》是她的代表作。
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1
Little Miss Mary

Nobody seemed to care about Mary. She was born in India, where her father was a British official. He was busy with his work, and her mother, who was very beautiful, spent all her time going to parties. So an Indian woman, Kamala, was paid to take care of the little girl. Mary was not a pretty child. She had a thin angry face and thin yellow hair. She was always giving orders to Kamala, who had to obey. Mary never thought of other people, but only of herself. In fact, she was a very selfish, disagreeable, bad-tempered little girl.

One very hot morning, when she was about nine years old, she woke up and saw that instead of Kamala there was a different Indian servant by her bed.

'What are  you doing here?' she asked crossly. 'Go away! And send Kamala to me at once!'

The woman looked afraid. 'I'm sorry, Miss Mary, she — she — she can't come!'

Something strange was happening that day. Some of the house servants were missing and everybody looked frightened. But nobody told Mary anything, and Kamala still did not come. So at last Mary went out into the garden, and played by herself under a tree. She pretended she was making her own flower garden, and picked large red flowers to push into the ground. All the time she was saying crossly to herself,

'I hate Kamala! I'll hit her when she comes back!'

Just then she saw her mother coming into the garden, with a young Englishman. They did not notice the child, who listened to their conversation.

'It's very bad, is it?' her mother asked the young man in a worried voice.

'Very bad,' he answered seriously. 'People are dying like flies. It's dangerous to stay in this town. You should go to the hills, where there's no disease.'

'Oh, I know!' she cried. 'We must leave soon!'

Suddenly they heard loud cries coming from the servants' rooms, at the side of the house.

'What's happened?' cried Mary's mother wildly.

'I think one of your servants has just died. You didn't tell me the disease is  here, in your house!'

'I didn't know!' she screamed. 'Quick, come with me!' And together they ran into the house.

Now Mary understood what was wrong. The terrible disease had already killed many people in the town, and in all the houses people were dying. In Mary's house it was Kamala who had just died. Later that day three more servants died there.

All through the night and the next day people ran in and out of the house, shouting and crying. Nobody thought of Mary. She hid in her bedroom, frightened by the strange and terrible sounds that she heard around her. Sometimes she cried and sometimes she slept.

When she woke the next day, the house was silent.

'Perhaps the disease has gone,' she thought, 'and everybody is well again. I wonder who will take care of me instead of Kamala? Why doesn't someone bring me some food? It's strange the house is so quiet.'

But just then she heard men's voices in the hall.

'How sad!' said one. 'That beautiful woman!'

'There was a child too, wasn't there?' said the other. 'Although none of us ever saw her.'

Mary was standing in the middle of her room when they opened the door a few minutes later. The two men jumped back in surprise.

'My name is Mary Lennox,' she said crossly. 'I was asleep when everyone was ill, and now I'm hungry.'

'It's the child, the one nobody ever saw!' said the older man to the other. 'They've all forgotten her!'

' Why  was I forgotten?' asked Mary angrily. ' Why  has nobody come to take care of me?'

The younger man looked at her very sadly. 'Poor child!' he said. 'You see, there's nobody left alive in the house. So nobody  can  come.'

In this strange and sudden way Mary learnt that both her mother and her father had died. The few servants who had not died had run away in the night. No one had remembered little Miss Mary. She was all alone.

Because she had never known her parents well, she did not miss them at all. She only thought of herself, as she had always done.

'Where will I live?' she wondered. 'I hope I'll stay with people who'll let me do what I want.'

At first she was taken to an English family who had known her parents. She hated their untidy house and noisy children, and preferred playing by herself in the garden. One day she was playing her favourite game, pretending to make a garden, when one of the children, Basil, offered to help.

'Go away!' cried Mary. 'I don't want your help!'

For a moment Basil looked angry, and then he began to laugh. He danced round and round Mary, and sang a funny little song about Miss Mary and her stupid flowers. This made Mary very cross indeed. No one had ever laughed at her so unkindly.

'You're going home soon,' said Basil. 'And we're all very pleased you're leaving!'

'I'm pleased too,' replied Mary. 'But where's home?'

'You're stupid if you don't know that!' laughed Basil. 'England, of course! You're going to live with your uncle, Mr Archibald Craven.'

'I've never heard of him,' said Mary coldly.

'But  I know about him because I heard Father and Mother talking,' said Basil. 'He lives in a big lonely old house, and has no friends, because he's so bad-tempered. He's got a crooked back, and he's horrid!'

'I don't believe you!' cried Mary. But the next day Basil's parents explained that she was going to live with her uncle in Yorkshire, in the north of England. Mary looked bored and cross and said nothing.

After the long sea journey, she was met in London by Mr Craven's housekeeper, Mrs Medlock. Together they travelled north by train. Mrs Medlock was a large woman, with a very red face and bright black eyes. Mary did not like her, but that was not surprising, because she did not usually like people. Mrs Medlock did not like Mary either.

'What a disagreeable child!' thought the housekeeper. 'But perhaps I should talk to her.'

'I can tell you a bit about your uncle if you like,' she said aloud. 'He lives in a big old house, a long way from anywhere. There are nearly a hundred rooms, but most of them are shut and locked. There's a big park round the house, and all kinds of gardens. Well, what do you think of that?'

'Nothing,' replied Mary. 'It doesn't matter to me.'

Mrs Medlock laughed. 'You're a hard little girl! Well, if  you don't care, Mr Craven doesn't either. He never spends time on anyone. He's got a crooked back, you see, and although he's always been rich, he was never really happy until he married.'

'Married?' repeated Mary in surprise.

'Yes, he married a sweet, pretty girl, and he loved her deeply. So when she died —'

'Oh! Did she die?' asked Mary, interested.

'Yes, she did. And now he doesn't care about anybody. If he's at home, he stays in his room and sees nobody. He won't want to see you , so you must stay out of his way and do what you're told.'

Mary stared out of the train window at the grey sky and the rain. She was not looking forward to life at her uncle's house.

The train journey lasted all day, and it was dark when they arrived at the station. Then there was a long drive to get to the house. It was a cold, windy night, and it was raining heavily. After a while Mary began to hear a strange, wild noise. She looked out of the window, but could see nothing except the darkness.

'What's that noise?' she asked Mrs Medlock. 'It's — It's not the sea, is it?'

'No, that's the moor. It's the sound the wind makes, blowing across the moor.'

'What is a moor?'

'It's just miles and miles of wild land, with no trees or houses. Your uncle's house is right on the edge of the moor.'

Mary listened to the strange, frightening sound. 'I don't like it,' she thought. 'I don't like it.' She looked more disagreeable than ever.



official n. a person holding office or engaged in official duties. 官员。

disagreeable adj. unpleasant; rude. 让人讨厌的，不友善的。

crossly adv. having a bad temper. 不高兴地，执拗地。

pretend v. behave in a particular way because you want someone to believe that something is true when it is not. 假装，装作。

untidy adj. not neat and tidy. 不整洁的。

crooked adj. not straight. 驼的，弯的。

Yorkshire n. a former county of England. 约克郡（英国一个郡）。

explain v. to tell someone something in a way that helps them understand it better. 解释，说明。

housekeeper n. a person employed to manage a household. 管家。

look forward to hope; expect. 盼望，期待。

moor n. a large area of high land covered with grass, bushes, with soil that is not good for growing crops. 荒原。


1　幼年的玛丽小姐

似乎没有人注意玛丽的存在。玛丽出生在印度，父亲是驻印的英国官员，总是忙着工作，母亲长得非常漂亮，把所有时间都花在参加聚会上。所以，一个名叫卡玛拉的印度女人被雇来照看这个小姑娘。玛丽长得不漂亮，消瘦的脸上总是一副生气的样子，头发稀疏枯黄。她总对卡玛拉发号施令，卡玛拉只好顺从她。她很少想到别人，只顾自己。她确实是一个非常自私，脾气怪戾，很难相处的小女孩。

在她大约9岁那年的一个上午，天气很热，她醒来时发现站在床前的不是卡玛拉，而是另外一个印度女仆。

[image: alt]

“你在这儿干什么？”她生气地问，“走开！叫卡玛拉马上到这儿来！”

那个女人看来很害怕：“对不起，玛丽小姐，她——她——她来不了了！”

那天发生了一些很奇怪的事情，房子里的一些仆人不见了，每个人看上去都惊恐异常。可是没有人告诉玛丽任何事情，卡玛拉也始终没来。最后玛丽只好一个人来到花园，在一棵树下玩耍。她假装是在给自己造一座花园，摘来大朵的红花插在土里，一边玩儿还一边赌气地自言自语：

“我讨厌卡玛拉！等她回来我要揍她一顿！”

就在这会儿，她看见妈妈和一个年轻的英国人走进花园，玛丽听见了他们的谈话，他们却没注意到她。

“很严重，是吗？”妈妈问那个年轻人，声音充满焦虑。

“非常严重，”他严肃地说，“人们像苍蝇一样死去，再在城里待下去太危险了，你得到山里去，那里没有疫病。”

“哦，我知道！”她叫道，“我们得马上离开！”

突然，他们听到房子侧面用人屋里传来嚎啕大哭的声音。

“出了什么事？”玛丽的妈妈慌乱地大叫着。

“我看是你的一个用人刚刚死去。你没告诉过我这儿也有疫病，在你的房子里！”

“我根本不知道！”她尖声叫着，“快，跟我来。”他们一同冲进屋去。

现在玛丽明白是哪儿不对了。可怕的疫病已经夺去了城里很多人的生命，到处都有人在死去。在玛丽家刚刚死去的正是卡玛拉。那天后来又有3个用人死了。

整整一夜到第二天，人们跑进跑出，哭着，喊着，谁也没想起玛丽。她躲在卧室里，被周围这些可怕的、奇怪的声音吓坏了，不时地哭着，哭累了就睡上一会儿。

第二天，当她醒来时，房子里一片寂静。

“说不定疫病已经过去，”她想着，“人们又和从前一样健康了，谁会接替卡玛拉来照看我呢？为什么家里没人给我送点儿吃的来？房子里这么静，真是太奇怪了。”

就在这时，她听到客厅里男人说话的声音。

“太惨啦！”有人说，“这么漂亮的女人！”

“还应该有个孩子的，是不是？”另外一个人说，“尽管我们都没有看见她。”

几分钟后，他们推开门，玛丽站在房间的中央，两个男人吓得跳了回去。

“我叫玛丽·莲诺丝，”她生气地说，“他们生病时我睡着了，现在我很饿。”

“就是这个孩子，谁都没看见她！”年长一点儿的男人对另一个说，“他们都把她忘了！”

“为什么把我忘了？”玛丽气呼呼地问，“为什么没人来照看我？”

年轻一点儿的男人忧伤地看着她，“可怜的孩子！”他说，“听着，这幢房子里的人全死了，所以没有人能来照看你。”

以这样一种奇异而突然的方式，玛丽得知她的父母已不在人世，活下来的几个用人也趁半夜逃走了。没人想起年幼的玛丽小姐，就只剩下她一个人了。

由于她跟父母并不亲近，因此一点儿也不想念他们。像以前一样，她只想到了她自己。

“我该住哪儿呢？”她思量着，“我想跟那些让我想干什么就干什么的人在一起。”

一开始她被带到一户英国人家，他们认识她的父母。可她讨厌他们凌乱的房子和吵吵闹闹的孩子们，而宁愿一个人在花园里玩儿。一天，她正玩着最喜欢的造花园游戏，那家的孩子巴兹尔走过来想帮她忙。

“走开！”玛丽大声喊道，“我才不用你帮忙！”

巴兹尔呆站了一会儿，很生气，可很快又乐开了。他一边围着玛丽又蹦又跳，一边唱起一支滑稽的有关玛丽小姐和她愚蠢的花儿的歌。这可把玛丽气坏了，还从来没人这么刻薄地嘲笑过她呢！

“你就快回家了，”巴兹尔说，“我们真高兴你快走了。”

“我也高兴，”玛丽答道，“可回哪儿的家？”

“你连这都不知道，可真够傻的！”巴兹尔笑道，“当然是英国！你要去跟你舅舅阿奇伯德·克莱文先生住了！”

“我从来没听说过他。”玛丽冷冷地说。

“可我知道，我听我爸爸妈妈谈论过他。”巴尔兹说，“他住在一幢孤零零的、又大又旧的房子里，一个朋友都没有，因为他脾气太坏了。他还是个驼背，可怕极了！”

“我才不信呢！”玛丽大声说。可是第二天，巴兹尔的父母解释说她将要到英格兰北部的约克郡，跟她的舅舅住在一起。玛丽显得又烦躁又恼怒，可什么都没说。

轮船在海上航行了很久，克莱文先生的管家梅洛太太到伦敦来接玛丽，带她坐火车去北方。梅洛太太是个高大的女人，红脸膛，长着一双明亮的黑眼睛。玛丽不喜欢她，这也没什么好奇怪的，因为她通常谁也不喜欢。梅洛太太也不怎么喜欢玛丽。

“这孩子可真不讨人喜欢！”管家心里想，“不过也许我该跟她聊聊。”

“要是你愿意，我可以给你讲讲你舅舅的事。”她大声说，“他住在一幢很大的老宅子里，离哪儿都不近。那个宅子差不多有一百个房间，可大部分都紧闭着，上了锁。房子周围有一片很大的园林，还有各式的花园。你觉得怎么样？”

“不怎么样，”玛丽答道，“跟我一点儿关系都没有。”

梅洛太太笑了：“你这个小倔丫头！好啦，如果你不在乎，克莱文先生自然也不在乎。他从不把时间花在任何人身上，他是个驼背，而且，尽管一直都很有钱，在他结婚之前他从来没有真正快乐过。”

“结婚？”玛丽惊奇地重复道。

“是啊，娶了个温柔美丽的姑娘，他非常非常爱她。所以那姑娘一死——”

“哦！她死了吗？”玛丽感兴趣地问道。

“是啊，她死了。所以现在克莱文先生谁也不关心了，他在家的时候就待在屋子里，谁也不见。他不会想见你的，所以你必须躲着他，照别人吩咐你的去做。”

玛丽望着车窗外灰色的天空和飘落的雨丝，对于住在舅舅家的生活没有一丝期盼。

火车走了一天，到站时天已经黑了。可离那幢房子还有很远的路，要搭马车才能到。这是一个寒冷的夜晚，风疾雨骤。过了一阵，玛丽听到一种奇怪的、狂野的声音，她向窗外看去，可除了黑暗什么都看不见。

“那是什么声音？”她问梅洛太太，“那——那不是海，对吗？”

“对，那不是海，是荒原的声音，是风吹过荒原时发出的声音。”

“荒原是什么？”

“就是大片大片的荒地，没有树，也没有房屋，你舅舅家就住在荒原的边上。”

玛丽听着那奇怪而又可怕的声音，心里想着：“我讨厌它，我讨厌它。”她看上去更加不讨人喜欢了。


2
Mary in Yorkshire

They arrived at a very large old house. It looked dark and unfriendly from the outside. Inside, Mary looked around the big shadowy hall, and felt very small and lost. They went straight upstairs. Mary was shown to a room where there was a warm fire and food on the table.

'This is your room,' said Mrs Medlock. 'Go to bed when you've had some supper. And remember, you must stay in your room! Mr Craven doesn't want you to wander all over the house!'

When Mary woke up the next morning, she saw a young servant girl cleaning the fireplace. The room seemed dark and rather strange, with pictures of dogs and horses and ladies on the walls. It was not a child's room at all. From the window she could not see any trees or houses, only wild land, which looked like a kind of purple sea.

'Who are you?' she asked the servant coldly.

'Martha, miss,' answered the girl with a smile.

'And what's that outside?' Mary continued.

'That's the moor,' smiled Martha. 'Do you like it?'

'No,' replied Mary immediately. 'I hate it.'

'That's because you don't know it. You  will like it. I love it. It's lovely in spring and summer when there are flowers. It always smells so sweet. The air's so fresh, and the birds sing so beautifully. I never want to leave the moor.'

Mary was feeling very bad-tempered. 'You're a strange servant,' she said. 'In India we don't have conversations with servants. We give orders, and they obey, and that's that.'

Martha did not seem to mind Mary's crossness.

'I know I talk too much!' she laughed.

'Are you going to be  my servant?' asked Mary.

'Well, not really. I work for Mrs Medlock. I'm going to clean your room and bring you your food, but you won't need a servant except for those things.'

'But who's going to dress me?'

Martha stopped cleaning, and stared at Mary.

'Tha' canna' dress thysen?' she asked, shocked.

'What do you mean? I don't understand your language!'

'Oh, I forgot. We all speak the Yorkshire dialect here, but of course you don't understand that. I meant to say, can't you put on your own clothes?'

'Of course not! My servant always used to dress me.'

'Well! I think you should learn to dress yourself. My mother always says people should be able to take care of themselves, even if they're rich and important.'

Little Miss Mary was furious with Martha. 'It's different in India where I come from! You don't know anything about India, or about servants, or about anything! You... you...' She could not explain what she meant. Suddenly she felt very confused and lonely. She threw herself down on the bed and started crying wildly.

'Now, now, don't cry like that,' Martha said gently. 'I'm very sorry. You're right, I don't know anything about anything. Please stop crying, miss.'

She sounded kind and friendly, and Mary began to feel better and soon stopped crying. Martha went on talking as she finished her cleaning, but Mary looked out of the window in a bored way, and pretended not to listen.

'I've got eleven brothers and sisters, you know, miss. There's not much money in our house. And they all eat so much food! Mother says it's the good fresh air on the moor that makes them so hungry. My brother Dickon, he's always out on the moor. He's twelve, and he's got a horse which he rides sometimes.'

'Where did he get it?' asked Mary. She had always wanted an animal of her own, and so she began to feel a little interest in Dickon.

'Oh, it's a wild horse, but he's a kind boy, and animals like him, you see. Now you must have your breakfast, miss. Here it is on the table.'

'I don't want it,' said Mary. 'I'm not hungry.'

'What!' cried Martha. 'My little brothers and sisters would eat all this in five minutes!'

'Why?' asked Mary coldly.

'Because they don't get enough to eat, that's why, and they're always hungry. You're very lucky to have the food, miss.' Mary said nothing, but she drank some tea and ate a little bread.

'Now put a coat on and run outside to play,' said Martha. 'It'll do you good to be in the fresh air.'

Mary looked out of the window at the cold grey sky. 'Why should I go out on a day like this?' she asked.

'Well, there's nothing to play with indoors, is there?'

Mary realized Martha was right. 'But who will go with me?' she said.

Martha stared at her. 'Nobody. You'll have to learn to play by yourself. Dickon plays by himself on the moors for hours, with the wild birds, and the sheep, and the other animals.' She looked away for a moment. 'Perhaps I shouldn't tell you this, but — but one of the walled gardens is locked up. Nobody's been in it for ten years. It was Mrs Craven's garden, and when she died so suddenly, Mr Craven locked it and buried the key — Oh, I must go, I can hear Mrs Medlock's bell ringing for me.'

Mary went downstairs and wandered through the great empty gardens. Many of the fruit and vegetable gardens had walls round them, but there were no locked doors. She saw an old man digging in one of the vegetable gardens, but he looked cross and unfriendly, so she walked on.

'How ugly it all looks in winter!' she thought. 'But what a mystery the locked garden is! Why did my uncle bury the key? If he loved his wife, why did he hate her garden? Perhaps I'll never know. I don't suppose I'll like him if I ever meet him. And he won't like me, so I won't be able to ask him.'

Just then she noticed a robin singing to her from a tree on the other side of a wall. 'I think that tree's in the secret garden!' she told herself. 'There's an extra wall here, and there's no way in.'

She went back to where the gardener was digging, and spoke to him. At first he answered in a very bad-tempered way, but suddenly the robin flew down near them, and the old man began to smile. He looked a different person then, and Mary thought how much nicer people looked when they smiled. The gardener spoke gently to the robin, and the pretty little bird hopped on the ground near them.

'He's my friend, he is,' said the old man. 'There aren't any other robins in the garden, so he's a bit lonely.' He spoke in strong Yorkshire dialect, so Mary had to listen carefully to understand him.

She looked very hard at the robin. 'I'm lonely too,' she said. She had not realized this before.

'What's your name?' she asked the gardener.

'Ben Weatherstaff. I'm lonely myself. The robin's my only friend, you see.'

'I haven't got any friends at all,' said Mary.

Yorkshire people always say what they are thinking, and old Ben was a Yorkshire moor man. 'We're alike, you and me,' he told Mary. 'We're not pretty to look at, and we're both very disagreeable.'

Nobody had ever said this to Mary before. 'Am I really as ugly and disagreeable as Ben?' she wondered.

Suddenly the robin flew to a tree near Mary and started singing to her. Ben laughed loudly.

'Well!' he said. 'He wants to be your friend!'

'Oh! Would you please be my friend?' she whispered to the robin. She spoke in a soft, quiet voice and old Ben looked at her in surprise.

'You said that really nicely!' he said. 'You sound like Dickon, when he talks to animals on the moor.'

'Do you know Dickon?' asked Mary. But just then the robin flew away. 'Oh look, he's flown into the garden with no door! Please, Ben, how can I get into it?'

Ben stopped smiling and picked up his spade. 'You can't, and that's that. It's not your business. Nobody can find the door. Run away and play, will you? I must get on with my work.' And he walked away. He did not even say goodbye.

In the next few days Mary spent almost all her time in the gardens. The fresh air from the moor made her hungry, and she was becoming stronger and healthier. One day she noticed the robin again. He was on top of a wall, singing to her. 'Good morning! Isn't this fun! Come this way!' he seemed to say, as he hopped along the wall. Mary began to laugh as she danced along beside him. 'I know the secret garden's on the other side of this wall!' she thought excitedly. 'And the robin lives there! But where's the door?'

That evening she asked Martha to stay and talk to her beside the fire after supper. They could hear the wind blowing round the old house, but the room was warm and comfortable. Mary only had one idea in her head.

'Tell me about the secret garden,' she said.

'Well, all right then, miss, but we aren't supposed to talk about it, you know. It was Mrs Craven's favourite garden, and she and Mr Craven used to take care of it themselves. They spent hours there, reading and talking. Very happy, they were. They used the branch of an old tree as a seat. But one day when she was sitting on the branch, it broke, and she fell. She was very badly hurt and the next day she died. That's why he hates the garden so much, and won't let anyone go in there.'

'How sad!' said Mary. 'Poor Mr Craven!' It was the first time that she had ever felt sorry for anyone.

Just then, as she was listening to the wind outside, she heard another noise, in the house.

'Can you hear a child crying?' she asked Martha.

Martha looked confused. 'Er — no,' she replied. 'No, I think... it must be the wind.'

But at that moment the wind blew open their door and they heard the crying very clearly.

'I told you!' cried Mary.

At once Martha shut the door. 'It was the wind,' she repeated. But she did not speak in her usual natural way, and Mary did not believe her.

The next day it was very rainy, so Mary did not go out. Instead she decided to wander round the house, looking into some of the hundred rooms that Mrs Medlock had told her about. She spent all morning going in and out of dark, silent rooms, which were full of heavy furniture and old pictures. She saw no servants at all, and was on her way back to her room for lunch, when she heard a cry. 'It's a bit like the cry that I heard last night!' she thought. Just then the housekeeper, Mrs Medlock, appeared, with her keys in her hand.

'What are you doing here?' she asked crossly.

'I didn't know which way to go, and I heard someone crying,' answered Mary.

'You didn't hear anything! Go back to your room now. And if you don't stay there, I'll lock you in!'

Mary hated Mrs Medlock for this. 'There  was  someone crying, I know there was!' she said to herself. 'But I'll discover who it is soon!' She was almost beginning to enjoy herself in Yorkshire.



shadowy adj. hidden in darkness or shadows. 阴暗的。

wander v. travel without purpose. 闲逛，游荡。

shocked adj. surprised. 震惊的，吃惊的。

furious adj. angry. 愤怒的。

confused adj. unable to understand something or think clearly about it. 迷惑不解的。

realize v. to gradually begin to understand something that you did not know or notice before. 意识到，认识到。

vegetable n. a part of a plant used as food. 蔬菜。

dig v. make a hole in earth or sand using your hands, a machine, or a tool. 挖，掘。

mystery n. something that you are not able to understand, explain, or get information about. 神秘，秘密，谜。

robin n. a small brown European bird with a red chest. 知更鸟。

gardener n. someone whose job is to take care of a garden. 园丁。

dialect n. a way of speaking a language that is used only in a particular area or by a particular group. 方言。

whisper v. say something very quietly so that other people cannot hear you. 低声说。

get on with go on with. 继续。

spade n. a tool used for digging earth. 铲子。

comfortable adj. at ease; feeling pleasant. 舒服的，安乐的。

branch n. a part of a tree that grows out of its trunk with leaves, flowers, or fruit growing on it. 树枝。

furniture n. the movable articles in a room that make it fit for living or working. 家具。

appear v. become visible. 出现。

disappear v. pass out of sight. 失踪。

discover v. find someone or something that was missing or hidden. 发现。


2　玛丽在约克郡的日子

她们来到一座很大的旧房子前，从外面看上去黑暗而冷漠。玛丽走进投满阴影的大厅，觉得自己非常渺小，不知身在何处。她们径直上了楼，玛丽被带进一个房间，里面生着火，很暖和，桌上摆着食物。

“这就是你的房间，”梅洛太太说，“吃点儿晚餐就睡吧。记住，你必须待在自己的房间里！克莱文先生可不想看见你在房子里到处乱逛！”

第二天一早玛丽醒来时，看见一个年轻的女仆正在清理壁炉。房间似乎很暗，相当古怪，墙上挂着狗、马，还有女人的画像，一点儿也不像个孩子的房间。从窗子望出去，她看不到任何树或房屋，只有荒原，看上去像一片紫色的海。

“你是谁？”她冷冷地问那个仆人。

“我叫玛莎，小姐。”女孩笑着回答。

“外面是什么？”玛丽又问道。

“那是荒原，”玛莎笑着说，“你喜欢吗？”

“不，”玛丽很快地答道，“我讨厌它。”

“那是因为你还不了解它。你会喜欢它的。我喜欢它。春天和夏天都开满了花，可爱极了，连空气都是甜的。那儿的空气新鲜极了，鸟也叫得那么动听，我从来都不想离开它。”

玛丽感到很懊恼。“你可真怪，”她说，“在印度我们从来不跟用人交谈。我们下命令，他们服从，这就够了。”

玛莎对玛丽的小姐脾气好像并不在意。

“我知道我说得太多了！”她笑着说。

玛丽问道：“你会给我做用人吗？”

“嗯，也不全是。我为梅洛太太工作。我要打扫你的房间，给你拿吃的东西，可除此之外，你并不需要一个用人。”

“那谁给我穿衣服呢？”

玛莎停下手里的活儿，瞪着玛丽。

“你自个儿不会穿衣服？”她惊讶地问。

“你是什么意思？我听不懂你的话！”

“噢，我忘了。我们这儿都说约克郡的方言，当然你是听不懂的。我是说，你自己不能穿衣服吗？”

“当然不能，总是用人给我穿的。”

“哈！我看你得学着自己穿衣服。我妈妈常说不管一个人多有钱，多尊贵，他都得能自己照顾自己。”

玛丽小姐有些生玛莎的气了。“我从印度来，我们那儿就不这样！你根本不知道印度，不知道用人，什么都不知道！你……你……”她没法表达清楚自己的意思。突然间她觉得非常困惑，非常孤单，索性倒在床上大哭起来。

“好啦，好啦，别哭啦，”玛莎轻轻地说，“对不起，你是对的，我是什么也不知道。请你别哭了，小姐。”

她的声音和善而友好，玛丽感觉好了一些，很快止住了哭泣。玛莎打扫完继续说着话，可玛丽却无聊地望着窗外，假装根本不去听她讲话。

“你看，小姐，我家有11个兄弟姐妹，家里没什么钱，他们又都吃得那么多！我妈妈说是荒原上清新的空气让他们这么饿的。我弟弟狄肯总是在荒原上，他今年12岁，有一匹马，偶尔他会骑一骑。”

“他的马是从哪儿来的？”玛丽问。她一直都想有只属于自己的动物，因此开始对狄肯有了一点儿兴趣。

“哦，那是匹野马，可狄肯是个好孩子，动物都喜欢他。这会儿你该吃早餐了，就放在桌子上呢。”

“我不想吃，”玛丽说，“我不饿。”

“什么！”玛莎叫道，“我的弟弟妹妹们可要不了5分钟就能把它们都吃光！”

“为什么？”玛丽冷冷地问。

“因为他们没有足够的东西吃，就因为这个，他们总是觉得饿。你有饭吃可是很幸运的，小姐。”玛丽什么也没说，不过她喝了点儿茶，还吃了点儿面包。

“好了，穿上外套跑到外面去玩儿吧，”玛莎说，“新鲜空气对你有好处。”

玛丽望了望窗外阴冷的灰色天空，问道：“这种天气干吗要出去玩儿呢？”

“因为屋子里也没什么可玩儿的，对不对？”

玛丽觉得玛莎说得不错，又说：“可是谁跟我一块儿去呢？”

玛莎瞪着她：“没人会去。你得学会自己玩儿，狄肯一个人在荒原能玩儿上几个小时，他跟飞鸟、羊，还有其他动物一起玩儿。”她把目光移开，停了一会儿，说道：“也许我不该告诉你这个，不过——不过有一座被墙围住的花园是上了锁的。有10年没人进去过了，那是克莱文太太的花园，她死得那么突然，克莱文先生就把它锁上了，还把钥匙也埋了起来——哦，我得走了，我听见梅洛太太在摇铃叫我呢。”

玛丽下了楼在空旷的大花园中闲逛。很多果园和菜园周围都有围墙，可没有锁上门的。她看见一个老人在其中一个菜园中挖地，不过他看上去脾气不好，也不和善，于是玛丽继续往前走。

“冬天一切看上去都那么丑！”她想，“可那座上了锁的花园多神秘啊！舅舅为什么要把钥匙埋起来呢？要是他爱他妻子，他干吗那么讨厌她的花园呢？也许我永远也不会知道了。我看就是看到他我也不会喜欢他，他也不会喜欢我的，所以我还是没法儿问他。”

正在这时，她看到一只知更鸟在一堵墙后面的树上冲她叫着。“我看那棵树就在秘密花园里！”她自言自语着，“这儿另外有一堵墙，而且没有进去的路。”

她回到园丁挖土的地方，跟他搭话。一开始他的回答很不耐烦，可是突然那只知更鸟飞到他们身旁，老人开始有了笑容。这会儿他看上去像换了个人。玛丽想，人微笑的时候看着就要好许多。园丁温和地跟知更鸟说话，而那漂亮的小鸟就在他们旁边的地上跳来跳去。
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“他是我的朋友，是的，”老人说，“园子里没有别的知更鸟，所以它觉得有点儿孤独。”老人说话带着浓重的约克郡口音，所以玛丽得非常仔细才能听得懂他的话。

她紧紧盯着那只知更鸟，说：“我也很孤独。”在这之前她从没有意识到这一点。

“你叫什么名字？”她问园丁。

“本·威瑟斯塔夫。我自己一个人很孤独，瞧，这只知更鸟是我唯一的朋友。”

“可我什么朋友都没有。”玛丽说。

约克郡人从来都是心直口快，本这个老头正是约克郡荒原上的人。“你和我，咱俩差不多。”他对玛丽说，“长得丑，脾气还都不好。”

以前从来没有人对玛丽说过这些。她有些怀疑：“我真是像本一样，又丑又不招人喜欢吗？”

突然，知更鸟飞到玛丽近旁的一棵树上，开始对着她唱歌。本大声笑起来。

“看哪！”他说，“他想做你的朋友呢！”

“哦！你愿意做我的朋友吗？”她小声地对知更鸟说。她的声音又轻又柔，本老头惊奇地望着她。

“你说得真好！”他说，“听起来像狄肯，他在荒原上跟动物说话时就是这样。”

“你认识狄肯吗？”玛丽问道。但就在这时知更鸟飞走了。“哦，看哪，他飞到那个没有门的花园里去了！本，请问，我怎么才能进去呢？”

本收起了笑容，拾起他的铲子。“你不能进去，就是不行。那不是你的事儿，没人能找到那扇门。到别的地方去玩儿吧，好吗？我得接着干活儿了。”然后他就走开了，甚至连再见也没说。

以后的几天，玛丽几乎所有的时间都待在花园里。荒原上吹来的新鲜空气让她感到饥饿，而她也变得强壮，变得健康了。一天，她又看见了知更鸟。他在一堵墙的顶上冲她唱歌，好像是在说：“早上好！多好玩儿啊！上这儿来！”还一边沿着围墙跳着。玛丽一边跟在他旁边跳着，一边放声笑起来。“我知道秘密花园在这堵墙的那一边！”她兴奋地想着，“知更鸟就住在那儿！可是门在哪儿呢？”

那天晚饭后她让玛莎留下，在壁炉边上陪她说话。她们听到风在房子周围盘旋，而屋子里又暖和又舒适。玛丽的脑子里只有一个念头。

“给我讲讲那个秘密花园吧。”她说。

“嗯，那好吧，小姐，不过你知道我们是不许谈论它的。那是克莱文夫人最喜欢的花园，她和克莱文先生曾亲自打理它。他们时常在里面待上几个小时，读书，谈心，他们非常幸福。他们拿一根老树的枝当座椅。可是有一天，当克莱文夫人坐在上面时，树枝断了，她摔下来，伤得很重，第二天就死了。这就是为什么克莱文先生那么讨厌那个花园，而且不让任何人进去的原因。”

“太惨了！”玛丽说，“可怜的克莱文先生！”这是玛丽第一次为别人感到难过。

就在这时，当她倾听着外面的风时，她听到了另一个声音，就在这房子里面。

“你听到小孩在哭吗？”她问玛莎。

玛莎看上去很慌乱，“嗯——没有，”她答道，“不，我想——肯定是风。”

可是这时风把她们的门吹开了。她们真切地听到了哭声。

“我说的没错吧！”玛丽大声说。

玛莎立刻把门关上，还是说：“那就是风声。”可她的声音不像平时那么自然，所以玛丽根本不相信她。

第二天，雨下得很大，玛丽没有出去，而是打定主意在房子里转转，看看梅洛太太讲过的那上百个房间。她整个上午都在出入那些昏暗寂静的房间，房间里满是笨重的家具和古旧的画。她没看到一个用人，当她转身回房间吃午饭时，听到有人哭泣的声音。她想：“听起来有点儿像昨天晚上的哭声。”就在这时，管家梅洛太太出现了，手里拎着大串钥匙。

“你在这里干什么？”她生气地问道。

“我不知道该从哪儿出去，我听见有人在哭。”玛丽回答。

“你什么也没听见！现在就回你的房间去，你要是不待在那儿，我就把你锁起来！”

玛丽不喜欢梅洛太太这种样子。“就是有人在哭嘛，我知道肯定有！”她自言自语道，“不过我会很快弄清楚是谁的！”她几乎开始喜欢在约克郡的生活了。


3
Finding the secret garden

When Mary woke up two days later, the wind and rain had all disappeared, and the sky was a beautiful blue. 'Spring'll be here soon,' said Martha happily. 'You'll love the moor then, when it's full of flowers and birds.'

'Could I get to the moor?' asked Mary.

'You've never done much walking, have you? I don't think you could walk the five miles to our cottage!'

'But I'd like to meet your family,' Mary said.

Martha looked at the little girl for a moment. She remembered how disagreeable Mary had been when she first arrived. But now, Mary looked interested and friendly.

'I'll ask Mother,' said Martha. 'She can always think of a good plan. She's sensible and hardworking and kind — I know you'll like her.'

'I like Dickon, although I've never seen him.'

'I wonder what Dickon will think of you?'

'He won't like me,' said Mary. 'No one does.'

'But do you like yourself? That's what Mother would ask.'

'No, not really. I've never thought of that.'

'Well, I must go now. It's my day off, so I'm going home to help Mother with the housework. Goodbye, miss. See you tomorrow.'

Mary felt lonelier than ever when Martha had gone, so she went outside. The sunshine made the gardens look different. And the change in the weather had even made Ben Weatherstaff easier to talk to.

'Can you smell spring in the air?' he asked her. 'Things are growing, deep down in the ground. Soon you'll see little green shoots coming up — young plants, they are. You watch them.'

'I will,' replied Mary. 'Oh, there's the robin!' The little bird hopped on to Ben's spade. 'Are things growing in the garden where he lives?'

'What garden?' said Ben, in his bad-tempered voice.

'You know, the secret garden. Are the flowers dead there?' She really wanted to know the answer.

'Ask the robin,' said Ben crossly. 'He's the only one who's been in there for the last ten years.'

Ten years was a long time, Mary thought. She had been born ten years ago. She walked away, thinking. She had begun to like the gardens, and the robin, and Martha and Dickon and their mother. Before she came to Yorkshire, she had not liked anybody.

She was walking beside the long wall of the secret garden, when a most wonderful thing happened. She suddenly realized the robin was following her. She felt very pleased and excited by this, and cried out, 'You like me, don't you? And I like you too!' As he hopped along beside her, she hopped and sang too, to show him that she was his friend. Just then he stopped at a place where a dog had dug a hole in the ground. As Mary looked at the hole, she noticed something almost buried there. She put her hand in and pulled it out. It was an old key.

'Perhaps it's been buried for ten years,' she whispered to herself. 'Perhaps it's the key to the secret garden!'

She looked at it for a long time. How lovely it would be to find the garden, and see what had happened to it in the last ten years! She could play in it all by herself, and nobody would know she was there. She put the key safely in her pocket.

The next morning Martha was back at Misselthwaite Manor, and told Mary all about her day with her family.

'I really enjoyed myself. I helped Mother with the whole week's washing and baking. And I told the children about you. They wanted to know about your servants, and the ship that brought you to England, and everything!'

'I can tell you some more for next time,' offered Mary. 'They'd like to hear about riding on elephants and camels, wouldn't they?'

'Oh, that would be kind of you, miss! And look, Mother has sent you a present!'

'A present!' repeated Mary. How could a family of fourteen hungry people give anyone a present!

'Mother bought it from a man who came to the door to sell things. She told me, "Martha, you've brought me your pay, like a good girl, and we need it all, but I'm going to buy something for that lonely child at the Manor," and she bought one, and here it is!'

It was a skipping-rope. Mary stared at it.

'What is it?' she asked.

'Don't they have skipping-ropes in India? Well, this is how you use it. Just watch me.'

Martha took the rope and ran into the middle of the room. She counted up to a hundred as she skipped.

'That looks lovely,' said Mary. 'Your mother is very kind. Do you think I could ever skip like that?'

'Just try,' said Martha. 'Mother says it'll make you strong and healthy. Skip outside in the fresh air.'

Mary put her coat on and took the skipping-rope. As she was opening the door, she thought of something and turned round.

'Martha, it was your money really. Thank you.' She never thanked people usually and she did not know how to do it. So she held out her hand, because she knew that adults did that.

Martha shook her hand and laughed. 'You're a strange child,' she said. 'Like an old woman! Now run away and play!'

The skipping-rope was wonderful. Mary counted and skipped, skipped and counted, until her face was hot and red. She was having more fun than she had ever had before. She skipped through the gardens until she found Ben Weatherstaff, who was digging and talking to his robin. She wanted them both to see her skip.

'Well!' said Ben. 'You're looking fine and healthy today! Go on skipping. It's good for you.'

Mary skipped all the way to the secret garden wall. And there was the robin! He had followed her! Mary was very pleased.

'You showed me where the key was yesterday,' she laughed. 'I've got it in my pocket. So you ought to show me the door today!'

The robin hopped on to an old climbing plant on the wall, and sang his most beautiful song. Suddenly the wind made the plant move, and Mary saw something under the dark green leaves. The thick, heavy plant was covering a door. Mary's heart was beating fast and her hands were shaking as she pushed the leaves away and found the keyhole. She took the key out of her pocket, and it fitted the hole. Using both hands, she managed to unlock the door. Then she turned round to see if anyone was watching. But there was no one, so she pushed the door, which opened, slowly, for the first time in ten years. She walked quickly in and shut the door behind her. At last she was inside the secret garden!

It was the loveliest, most exciting place she had ever seen. There were old rose trees everywhere, and the walls were covered with climbing roses. She looked carefully at the grey branches. Were the roses still alive? Ben would know. She hoped they weren't all dead. But she was  inside the wonderful garden, in a world of her own. It seemed very strange and silent, but she did not feel lonely at all. Then she noticed some small green shoots coming up through the grass. So something was growing in the garden after all! When she found a lot more shoots in different places, she decided they needed more air and light, so she began to pull out the thick grass around them. She worked away, clearing the ground, for two or three hours, and had to take her coat off because she got so hot. The robin hopped around, pleased to see someone gardening.

She almost forgot about lunch, and when she arrived back in her room, she was very hungry and ate twice as much as usual. 'Martha,' she said as she was eating, 'I've been thinking. This is a big, lonely house, and there isn't much for me to do. Do you think, if I buy a little spade, I can make my own garden?'

'That's just what Mother said,' replied Martha. 'You'd enjoy digging and watching plants growing. Dickon can get you a spade, and some seeds to plant, if you like.'

'Oh, thank you, Martha! I've got some money that Mrs Medlock gave me. Will you write and ask Dickon to buy them for me?'

'I will. And he'll bring them to you himself.'

'Oh! Then I'll see him.' Mary looked very excited. Then she remembered something. 'I heard that cry in the house again, Martha. It wasn't the wind this time. I've heard it three times now. Who is it?'

Martha looked uncomfortable. 'You mustn't go wandering around the house, you know. Mr Craven wouldn't like it. Now I must go and help the others downstairs. I'll see you at tea-time.'

As the door closed behind Martha, Mary thought to herself, 'This really is the strangest house that anyone ever lived in.'



cottage n. a small house, usually in a village or the countryside. 小木屋，农舍。

sensible adj. reasonable and practical. 通情达理的。

housework n. the work that you do to keep your house clean and neat. 家务。

shoot n. a very young plant, or a new part growing on a plant. 新芽，嫩枝。

hop v. jump. 跳，蹦。

elephant n. a very large wild animal that has thick gray skin and a very long nose. 大象。

camel n. a large animal with a long neck and one or two humps on its back. 骆驼。

present n. gift. 礼物。

skipping-rope n. a length of rope revolved over the head and under the feet while jumping as a game or exercise. 跳绳。

adult n. someone who is no longer a child and is legally responsible for their actions. 大人，成年人。

ought to should. 应该。

uncomfortable adj. feeling embarrassed or nervous; uneasy. 不自在的，不安的。

teatime n. the usual time for serving tea, as late afternoon. 喝茶时间，如傍晚。


3　找到秘密花园

两天后，当玛丽早上醒来时，风住了，雨也停了，天空是一片美丽的蓝色。“春天就要来了！”玛莎快活地说道，“那时到处是花儿和小鸟，你会喜欢荒原的。”

“我能去荒原吗？”玛丽问。

“你没有走过那么远的路吧，对不对？我看你走不了5里路到我们住的小屋去！”

“可是我想见一见你的家人。”玛丽说。

玛莎对着这个小女孩注视了片刻，她想起玛丽刚来这儿时是多么地不讨人喜欢，可是现在，她看上去兴致勃勃的，也很友好。

“我得问问妈妈，”玛莎说，“她总能想出好办法的。她聪明、能干，还很善良，我想你会喜欢她的。”

“我喜欢狄肯，虽然我没见过他。”

“我不知道狄肯会不会喜欢你。”

“他不会喜欢我的，”玛丽说，“没人喜欢我。”

“但是你喜欢自己吗？妈妈会这么问的。”

“不，不太喜欢，我从来没想过这个问题。”

“哦，我得走了，今天是我休息的日子，我得回家帮妈妈做家务。再见，小姐，明天见。”

玛莎走后，玛丽觉得更孤单了，于是她走到外面。阳光使花园看上去与往日不同，而且天气的变化似乎让本·威瑟斯塔夫也变得喜欢说话了。

“你能闻到春天的气息吗？”他问玛丽，“在深深的泥土下面，万物在生长。很快你就会看见绿色的嫩芽长出来——那些幼苗，你会看见它们的。”

“我会的，”玛丽答道，“噢！知更鸟！”小鸟蹦到了本的铲子上。“它住的园子里一切也在生长吗？”

“什么园子？”本问道，语气中有些暴躁。

“你知道的，那个秘密花园。那儿的花儿死了吗？”她是真的想知道答案。

“问知更鸟吧，”本不耐烦地说，“它是唯一在这10年里去过那儿的。”

10年是段很长的时间，玛丽想。她是10年前出生的。她走开了，想着心事。她已经开始喜欢上园子、知更鸟、玛莎、狄肯，还有他们的母亲。在她来约克郡之前，她从来也没喜欢过谁。

她正在秘密花园长长的围墙外走着，一件惊人的事情发生了。她突然发现知更鸟在跟着她，她感到非常高兴，非常激动，她叫道：“你喜欢我，对吗？我也喜欢你！”知更鸟一蹦一跳地在她左右，她也一样跳着唱着，告诉知更鸟她是他的朋友。这时知更鸟在一个地方停下来，那儿的地上有一个狗挖出来的洞。玛丽往洞里看时，发现有个东西埋在里面，她伸手进去拣出来，是一把旧钥匙。

“说不定它已经被埋了10年了，”她低声地自言自语道，“说不定这就是秘密花园的钥匙！”

她拿着钥匙看了很久。要是能找到秘密花园，看看这10年间都发生了些什么变化，那该有多棒啊！她就能一个人在里面玩儿，谁也不知道她会在那儿。她把钥匙小心地放进口袋里。

第二天早晨，玛莎回到米瑟斯韦特庄园，她给玛丽讲述了她同家人共度的一天中的情况。

“我真高兴，我帮妈妈把一个星期要洗的东西都洗了，还烤了一个星期要吃的面包。我对孩子们讲起你，他们都想知道你在印度的仆人们，带你来英国的大船，一切的事情！”

“下次我会多讲些给你听，”玛丽说，“他们会喜欢听骑大象和骑骆驼的事，对吗？”

“噢，小姐，你真是太好了！对了，看，妈妈送给你的礼物！”

“礼物！”玛丽重复道。一个有着14个挨饿的人的家庭怎么能给人送礼物！

“妈妈从上门卖货的人那儿买的。她告诉我说：‘玛莎，你是个好孩子，把工钱都给了我，我们需要用钱，不过我要给庄园里那个孤单的孩子买点儿东西。’于是她就买了一个，瞧，就在这儿！”

那是一根跳绳。玛丽瞪大眼睛望着它。

“这是什么？”她问。

“在印度没有人跳绳吗？好吧，你得这么用，看着我。”

玛莎拿着绳子跑到房间中央，跳了有100下。

“真好看，”玛丽说道，“你妈妈真好，你觉得我能跳得那么好吗？”

“试试看，”玛莎说，“妈妈说它会让你健康又强壮。要在外面新鲜空气中跳。”

玛丽穿上大衣，拿起跳绳，要去开门的时候她好像想起了什么，又转回来。

“玛莎，这其实是花你的钱，谢谢你。”她平常从来不去感谢别人，也不知道该怎么做。于是她伸出手，因为她知道大人们都那么做。

玛莎握住她的手笑起来，说：“你可真是个怪孩子，像个老太婆！现在就到外面玩儿去吧！”

跳绳真棒，玛丽跳着数着，数着跳着，跳得脸蛋儿又红又热，她从来没有这么快活过。她跳过花园，找到本·威瑟斯塔夫。老人正在一边挖土，一边跟知更鸟说着话。她想让他们俩都看她跳绳。

“哈！你今天看上去不错，很健康，接着跳吧，这对你有好处。”他说。

玛丽一路跳着来到秘密花园的墙外，知更鸟也在那儿！它是跟着她来的，玛丽高兴极了。

“你昨天告诉了我钥匙在哪儿，”她笑着说道，“我把它放在兜里了，今天你该告诉我门在哪儿啦！”

知更鸟跳到墙上的一根老藤上，唱起他最动听的歌。突然，风吹动了藤蔓，玛丽看见了那暗绿色叶子下面的东西。那沉重粗壮的植物遮掩着一扇门。玛丽的心跳加快了，当她扒开叶子，发现钥匙孔时，手都在颤抖。她从兜里掏出钥匙，插进孔中，双手一起使劲打开了那道锁，然后她转过身看看有没有人看见，但是一个人也没有，于是她推动了那扇门。门缓缓地开了，这是10年来第一次。她很快走进花园，随手关上了门。她终于进了这座秘密花园！

这是她所见过的最美丽、最令人心动的地方。眼前全是生长多年的玫瑰，墙也被蔓生的玫瑰盖住了。她细细地端详那灰色的枝条，那些玫瑰还活着吗？本一定知道。她希望它们都还没死。可她是在这座奇妙花园的里面，在一个属于她的世界里。这里陌生寂静，可她一点儿也不觉得孤单。这时，她一眼注意到一些从草地上冒出来的小小的绿芽，花园总算有东西在生长！当她在其他地方又看到更多的嫩芽时，她想它们一定需要更多的空气和阳光，于是开始拔掉它们周围浓密的杂草。她埋头干着，清理着地面，一直忙活了两三个小时，而且还不得不脱掉了大衣，因为她实在是太热了。知更鸟在四周跳着，看到有人整理这个花园它很高兴。
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她几乎忘了去吃午饭，当她回到房间时觉得饿极了，吃掉了平常两倍的东西。“玛莎，”她一边吃一边说道，“我一直在想，这么一座孤零零的大房子里，我实在没什么可干。你觉得，如果我买把小铲子，能造一座自己的花园吗？”

“妈妈就是这么说的，”玛莎回答，“你会喜欢挖土，然后看着植物长起来的。要是你愿意，狄肯能给你弄一把铲子，还能给你些花籽。”

“哦，太感谢你啦，玛莎！梅洛太太给了我些钱，你能给狄肯写封信，让他给我买吗？”

“我会写的，他会自己给你送来。”

“哦！那我就能见到他了，”玛丽显得很兴奋，接着她又想起了什么，“我又听见房子里的哭声了，玛莎。这次不是风，我都听到过3次了，那是谁呀？”

玛莎看上去有些为难：“你看，你不能在房子里乱走，克莱文先生不喜欢这样。我这会儿得下楼去给别人帮忙了，喝茶的时候见。”

玛莎关上门出去了，玛丽独自想着：“这可是人们住过的最奇怪的房子了。”


4
Meeting Dickon

Mary spent nearly a week working in the secret garden. Each day she found new shoots coming out of the ground. Soon there would be flowers everywhere — thousands of them. It was an exciting game to her. When she was inside those beautiful old walls, no one knew where she was.

During that week she became more friendly with Ben, who was often digging in one of the vegetable gardens.

'What are your favourite flowers, Ben?' she asked him one day.

'Roses. I used to work for a young lady who loved roses, you see, and she had a lot in her garden. That was ten years ago. But she died. Very sad, it was.'

'What happened to the roses?' asked Mary.

'They were left there, in the garden.'

'If rose branches look dry and grey, are they still alive?' asked Mary. It was so important to know!

'In the spring they'll show green shoots, and then — But why are you so interested in roses?' he asked.

Mary's face went red. 'I just... wanted to pretend I've got a garden. I haven't got anyone to play with.'

'Well, that's true,' said Ben. He seemed to feel sorry for her. Mary decided she liked old Ben, although he was sometimes bad-tempered.

She skipped along and into the wood at the end of the gardens. Suddenly she heard a strange noise, and there in front of her was a boy. He was sitting under a tree, playing on a wooden pipe. He was about twelve, with a healthy red face and bright blue eyes. There was a squirrel and a crow in the tree, and two rabbits sitting on the grass near him.

'They're listening to the music!' thought Mary. 'I mustn't frighten them!' She stood very still.

The boy stopped playing. 'That's right,' he said. 'Animals don't like it if you move suddenly. I'm Dickon and you must be Miss Mary. I've brought you the spade and the seeds.'

He spoke in an easy, friendly way. Mary liked him at once. As they were looking at the seed packets together, the robin hopped on to a branch near them. Dickon listened carefully to the robin's song.

'He's saying he's your friend,' he told Mary.

'Really? Oh, I am pleased he likes me. Can you understand everything that birds say?'

'I think I do, and they think I do. I've lived on the moor with them for so long. Sometimes I think I  am a bird or an animal, not a boy at all!' His smile was the widest she had ever seen.

He explained how to plant the seeds. Suddenly he said, 'I can help you plant them! Where's your garden?'

Mary went red, then white. She had never thought of this. What was she going to say?

'Could you keep a secret? It's a great secret. If anyone discovers it, I'll... I'll die!'

'I keep secrets for all the wild birds and animals on the moor. So I can keep yours too,' he replied.

'I've stolen a garden,' she said very fast. 'Nobody goes into it, nobody wants it. I love it and nobody takes care of it! They're letting it die!' And she threw her arms over her face and started crying.

'Don't cry,' said Dickon gently. 'Where is it?'

'Come with me and I'll show you,' said Miss Mary.

They went to the secret garden and entered it together. Dickon walked round, looking at everything.

'Martha told me about this place, but I never thought I'd see it,' he said. 'It's wonderful!'

'What about the roses?' asked Mary worriedly. 'Are they still alive? What do you think?'

'Look at these shoots on the branches. Most of them are alive all right.' He took out his knife and cut away some of the dead wood from the rose trees. Mary showed him the work she had done in the garden, and they talked as they cut and cleared.

'Dickon,' said Mary suddenly, 'I like you. I never thought I'd like as many as five people!'

'Only five!' laughed Dickon.

He did look funny when he laughed, thought Mary.

'Yes, your mother, Martha, the robin, Ben, and you.' Then she asked him a question in Yorkshire dialect, because that was his language.

'Does tha'like me?' was her question.

'Of course! I likes thee wonderful!' replied Dickon, a big smile on his round face. Mary had never been so happy.

When she went back to the house for her lunch, she told Martha about Dickon's visit.

'I've got news for you too,' said Martha. 'Mr Craven's come home, and wants to see you! He's going away again tomorrow, for several months.'

'Oh!' said Mary. That was good news. She would have all summer in the secret garden before he came back. But she must be careful. He mustn't guess her secret now.

Just then Mrs Medlock arrived, in her best black dress, to take Mary down to Mr Craven's room.

Mary's uncle had black hair with some white in it, and high, crooked shoulders. His face was not ugly, but very sad. During their conversation he watched her in a worried way. Perhaps he was thinking of other things at the same time.

He looked at the thin child. 'Are you well?' he asked. Mary tried to keep her voice calm as she replied,

'I'm getting stronger and healthier.'

'What do you want to do, in this big empty house?'

'I... I just want to play outside — I enjoy that.'

'Yes, Martha's mother, Susan Sowerby, spoke to me the other day. She's a sensible woman — and she said you needed fresh air. But where do you play?'

'Everywhere! I just skip and run — and look for green shoots. I don't damage anything!'

'Don't look so frightened! Of course a child like you couldn't damage anything. Play where you like. Is there anything that you want?'

Mary came a step nearer to him, and her voice shook a little as she spoke. 'Could I — could I have a bit of garden?'

Mr Craven looked very surprised.

'To plant seeds in... to make them come alive!' Mary went on bravely. 'It was too hot in India, so I was always ill and tired there. But here it's different. I... I love the garden!'

He passed a hand quickly over his eyes. Then he looked kindly at Mary. 'I knew someone once who loved growing things, like you. Yes, child, take as much of the garden as you want.' He smiled gently at her. 'Now leave me. I'm very tired.'

Mary ran all the way back to her room.

'Martha!' she shouted. 'Mr Craven's really a nice man, but he looks very unhappy. He said I can have my own garden!'

She was planning to work in the garden with Dickon every day, to make it beautiful for the summer.



spend v. use time, effort, or energy to do something. 花费（时间，金钱）。

pipe n. a simple musical instrument consisting of one or more tubes that you blow through. 管，管乐器，笛子，箫。

squirrel n. a gray or red-brown animal with a long thick tail that lives in trees. 松鼠。

crow n. a large black bird that makes a loud sound. 乌鸦。

rabbit n. a small animal with long ears and soft fur. 兔子。

reply v. answer. 回答。

steal v. to take something that belongs to someone else without permission. 偷。

worriedly adv. anxiously. 忧心忡忡地，为难地。

Does tha'like me? = Do you like me?; I likes thee wonderful! = I like you very much! 约克郡方言。

shoulder n. one of the two parts of your body between your neck and the top of your arms. 肩膀。

conversation n. chat, talk. 谈话，交谈。

damage v. to harm something physically so that it is broken, spoiled, or injured. 毁坏，弄坏。

bravely adv. dealing with danger or pain, without seeming to be frightened. 勇敢地。


4　见到狄肯

玛丽花了将近一个星期的时间在秘密花园里干活儿。每天，她都看到新的嫩芽从土里冒出来，很快，这里将开满成千上万的花朵。对她来说，这是一个让她兴奋不已的游戏。她一走进那些美丽的旧围墙，就没人知道她去了哪儿。

那个星期她开始对经常不停地在那块菜地里挖土的本更加友好了。

一天，她问他：“本，你最喜欢什么花？”

“玫瑰。我曾经给一位喜爱玫瑰的年轻女士干活儿，她的花园里有好多玫瑰，那都是10年前的事了。可是她死了，很惨。”

“那些玫瑰怎么样了？”玛丽问。

“它们就留在花园里了。”

“要是玫瑰的枝子看上去又干又暗，它们还活着吗？”玛丽问道。弄懂这个简直是太重要了！

“到了春天它们就会长出绿色的嫩芽，然后——你怎么会对玫瑰这么有兴趣呢？”他问。

玛丽的脸红了：“我只是——设想自己有个花园，没人跟我一起玩儿。”

“嗯，那倒是真的。”本说。他似乎是在为她感到难过。玛丽决定喜欢本，尽管他有时脾气不大好。

她蹦跳着来到花园尽头的树丛中，突然，她听到一个陌生的声音，有个男孩出现在她的面前。他正坐在一棵树下，吹着一根木管。他大约十二岁，脸色健康、红润，有一双明亮的蓝眼睛。树上有一只松鼠，还有只乌鸦，他身边的草地上还有两只小兔子。
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玛丽想：“它们都在听音乐，我可别吓着它们！”她静静地站着。

男孩停下来，说：“这就对了，动物们不喜欢你唐突的动作。我是狄肯，你肯定就是玛丽小姐了。我给你带铲子和花籽来了。”

他说话的样子轻松友善，玛丽一下子就喜欢上他了。他们一起看装着花籽的小包时，知更鸟蹦到了旁边的树枝上，狄肯仔细听着知更鸟的歌声。

他告诉玛丽说：“它说它是你的朋友。”

“真的吗？哦，它喜欢我，我真太高兴了。你能听懂鸟说的每一句话吗？”

“我觉得是，它们也这么想。我跟它们一起在荒原上住了这么久，有时候我觉得自己就是一只鸟或是一只动物，根本就不是个孩子！”玛丽从来没有见过像他这样开心的笑容。

他讲解着该怎么种那些花籽，突然他说：“我可以帮你种！你的花园在哪儿？”

玛丽脸红了，然后又变得苍白。她从没想到这一点，她该怎么说呢？

“你能保守秘密吗？这可是个大秘密。要是被人发现了，我就……我就得死！”

狄肯回答：“我为荒原上所有的鸟兽保密，所以我也能为你保密。”

“我偷了一个花园，”她说得很快，“谁都没进去过，谁也不想要它。我喜欢它，可是没人照看它，他们就由着它死掉！”她把脸埋在臂弯里，哭了起来。

狄肯轻轻地说：“别哭了，它在哪儿呢？”

“你跟我来，我让你看看它。”玛丽说。

他们来到秘密花园，一起走了进去。狄肯四处走着，每样东西都看看。

“玛莎跟我说过这个地方，可我从没想到能见到它，”他说，“它可太棒了！”

“那些玫瑰怎么样？”玛丽担心地问道，“它们还活着吗？你觉得呢？”

“看看枝子上的这些嫩芽，大部分已经活了。”他掏出小刀割去一些玫瑰树上已经枯死的枝条。玛丽给他看了自己在花园里干的活儿。他们一边修剪枝条，清理残叶，一边说着话。

“狄肯，”玛丽突然说道，“我喜欢你。我从没想到能喜欢5个人！”

“才5个人！”狄肯笑了。

他笑的样子很滑稽，玛丽心里想。

“是的，你妈妈、玛莎、知更鸟、本和你。”然后她用约克郡的方言问了他一个问题，因为他就讲这种话。

她的问题是：“你喜欢我吗？”

“当然！我很喜欢你！”狄肯回答，圆圆的脸上露出灿烂的笑容。玛丽从来没有这么开心过。

回去吃午饭时，她告诉玛莎狄肯来过了。

“我也有事要告诉你，”玛莎说，“克莱文先生回来了，而且要见你！他明天又要走了，要走几个月呢。”

“哦！”玛丽说。那可是好消息。在他回来之前，她可以整个夏天都待在秘密花园里。不过她一定要小心，可不能让他这会儿就猜出她的秘密。

这时，梅洛太太进来了。她穿上了她最好的黑色长裙，带玛丽下楼到克莱文先生的房间。

玛丽的舅舅黑发中夹着银丝，高高的个子，背有些驼。他长得并不丑，但脸色阴沉。谈话中他神色忧郁地看着她，也许他同时在想着什么别的事情。

他看着这个瘦弱的孩子，问道：“你好吗？”玛丽在回答时尽量使自己的声音保持平静。

“我越来越结实、健康了。”

“在这样一座空荡荡的大房子里，你想做些什么呢？”

“我……我只是想在外面玩儿——我喜欢那样。”

“是啊，玛莎的母亲，苏珊·索尔比那天也对我这么说。她是个聪明人——她说你需要新鲜空气。可你都在哪儿玩儿呢？”

“哪儿都玩儿！我就是跳跳绳，跑来跑去——找那些绿色的嫩芽。我什么也没弄坏！”

“别这么害怕！像你这样的孩子当然什么也弄不坏。喜欢哪儿就在哪儿玩儿吧。你想要什么东西吗？”

玛丽往他身边走了一步，说话时声音有点儿发抖：“我能——我能有一小块儿花园吗？”

克莱文先生显得很惊讶。

“用来播种子，让它们长起来！”玛丽壮着胆子接着说道，“在印度天气太热了，所以我老是生病，老是觉得累。可这儿就不一样。我……我喜欢花园！”

克莱文先生很快地用一只手挡在眼睛前面，然后他和蔼地看着玛丽：“我曾经认识一个人，也喜欢种东西，像你一样。好吧，孩子，花园你想要多大都成。现在你可以走了，我很累了。”他和善地对她笑着。

玛丽一路小跑回到了自己的房间。

“玛莎！”她喊道，“克莱文先生真是个好人，可他看上去很不开心。他说我能有自己的花园！”

她打算每天与狄肯一起在花园里干活儿，让花园在夏天漂亮起来。


5
Meeting Colin

In the middle of the night Mary woke up. Heavy rain had started falling again, and the wind was blowing violently round the walls of the old house. Suddenly she heard crying again. This time she decided to discover who it was. She left her room, and in the darkness followed the crying sound, round corners and through doors, up and down stairs, to the other side of the big house. At last she found the right room. She pushed the door open and went in.

It was a big room with beautiful old furniture and pictures. In the large bed was a boy, who looked tired and cross, with a thin, white, tearful face. He stared at Mary.

'Who are you?' he whispered. 'Are you a dream?'

'No, I'm not. I'm Mary Lennox. Mr Craven's my uncle.'

'He's my father,' said the boy. 'I'm Colin Craven.'

'No one ever told me he had a son!' said Mary, very surprised.

'Well, no one ever told me you'd come to live here. I'm ill, you see. I don't want people to see me and talk about me. If I live, I may have a crooked back like my father, but I'll probably die.'

'What a strange house this is!' said Mary. 'So many secrets! Does your father come and see you often?'

'Not often. He doesn't like seeing me because it makes him remember my mother. She died when I was born, so he almost hates me, I think.'

'Why do you say you're going to die?' asked Mary.

'I've always been ill. I've nearly died several times, and my back's never been strong. My doctor feels sure that I'm going to die. But he's my father's cousin, and very poor, so he'd like me to die. Then he'd get all the money when my father dies. He gives me medicine and tells me to rest. We had a grand doctor from London once, who told me to go out in the fresh air and try to get well. But I hate fresh air. And another thing, all the servants have to do what I want, because if I'm angry, I become ill.'

Mary thought she liked this boy, although he seemed so strange. He asked her lots of questions, and she told him all about her life in India.

'How old are you?' he asked suddenly.

'I'm ten, and so are you,' replied Mary, forgetting to be careful, 'because when you were born the garden door was locked and the key was buried. And I know that was ten years ago.'

Colin sat up in bed and looked very interested. 'What door? Who locked it? Where's the key? I want to see it. I'll make the servants tell me where it is. They'll take me there and you can come too.'

'Oh, please! Don't — don't do that!' cried Mary.

Colin stared at her. 'Don't you want to see it?'

'Yes, but if you make them open the door, it will never be a secret again. You see, if only  we  know about it, if we — if we can find the key, we can go and play there every day. We can help the garden come alive again. And no one will know about it — except us!'

'I see,' said Colin slowly. 'Yes, I'd like that. It'll be our secret. I've never had a secret before.'

'And perhaps,' added Mary cleverly, 'we can find a boy to push you in your wheelchair, if you can't walk, and we can go there together without any other people. You'll feel better outside. I know I do.'

'I'd like that,' he said dreamily. 'I think I'd like fresh air, in a secret garden.'

Then Mary told him about the moor, and Dickon, and Ben Weatherstaff, and the robin, and Colin listened to it all with great interest. He began to smile and look much happier.

'I like having you here,' he said. 'You must come and see me every day. But I'm tired now.'

'I'll sing you a song. My servant Kamala used to do that in India,' said Mary, and very soon Colin was asleep.

The next afternoon Mary visited Colin again, and he seemed very pleased to see her. He had sent his nurse away and had told nobody about Mary's visit. Mary had not told anybody either. They read some of his books together, and told each other stories. They were enjoying themselves and laughing loudly when suddenly the door opened. Dr Craven and Mrs Medlock came in. They almost fell over in surprise.

'What's happening here?' asked Dr Craven.

Colin sat up straight. To Mary he looked just like an Indian prince. 'This is my cousin, Mary Lennox,' he said calmly. 'I like her. She must visit me often.'

'Oh, I'm sorry, sir,' said poor Mrs Medlock to the doctor. 'I don't know how she discovered him. I told the servants to keep it a secret.'

'Don't be stupid, Medlock,' said the Indian prince coldly. 'Nobody told her. She heard me crying and found me herself. Bring our tea up now.'

'I'm afraid you're getting too hot and excited, my boy,' said Dr Craven. 'That's not good for you. Don't forget you're ill.'

'I  want to forget!' said Colin. 'I'll be angry if Mary doesn't visit me! She makes me feel better.'

Dr Craven did not look happy when he left the room.

'What a change in the boy, sir!' said the housekeeper. 'He's usually so disagreeable with all of us. He really seems to like that strange little girl. And he does look better.' Dr Craven had to agree.



violently adv. in a way that involves violence. 粗暴地，激烈地。

probably adv. maybe, perhaps. 可能，也许。

cousin n. a child of one's aunt or uncle. 表兄（妹）。

medicine n. a substance that you take to treat an illness. 药。

wheelchair n. a chair with large wheels that someone who cannot walk uses for moving around. 轮椅。

dreamily adv. in a way that shows you are thinking about pleasant things rather than paying attention. 迷迷糊糊地，朦胧地。

prince n. a male member of a royal family who is not the king. 王子。

stupid adj. silly. 傻的，蠢的。


5　见到柯林

半夜的时候，玛丽醒了。天又开始下大雨了，狂风在房子围墙周围猛烈地刮着。突然，她又听见了哭声，这次她决定要搞清楚那个人是谁。她走出房间，在黑暗中循着哭泣的声音，绕过墙角，穿过一扇扇门，上下楼梯，来到这所大房子的另一侧。终于她找到了那个房间，推开门，走了进去。

那是个很大的房间，摆着古旧的家具和画，非常漂亮。在一张大床上躺着一个男孩，看上去疲惫、烦躁。他的脸颊消瘦、苍白，挂满了泪痕。他瞪大眼睛看着玛丽。
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“你是谁？”他小声问，“我是在做梦吧？”

“不，不是。我是玛丽·莲诺丝。克莱文先生是我舅舅。”

“他是我父亲，”那个男孩说道，“我叫柯林·克莱文。”

“从来没有人告诉过我他有个儿子！”玛丽说，觉得十分吃惊。

“嗯，也没人告诉我你在这儿住。你看到了，我病了。我不想让人们看见我议论我，要是我活下来，我可能会像父亲一样成为驼背，但是我可能会死的。”

“这所房子真是奇怪啊！”玛丽说，“这么多秘密！你父亲常来看你吗？”

“不常来。他不喜欢见到我，因为这让他想起妈妈。她是生我的时候死的，所以他八成是恨我，我这么想。”

“你为什么说自己会死呢？”玛丽问。

“我一直在生病。我已经死过几次了，而且我的脊背向来就很弱。我的医生肯定我会死的。他是我父亲的表弟，而且很穷，所以他巴不得我死呢。那样等我父亲去世以后，所有的钱就都归他了。他给我药吃，让我休息，有一回我们从伦敦请了个有名的大夫，他让我到外面呼吸新鲜空气，尽量休养好。可我不喜欢新鲜空气。还有一件事，所有的用人都必须照我的想法去做，因为要是我一生气，我就会生病的。”

虽然他看上去有些怪怪的，可玛丽觉得自己挺喜欢这个孩子。他问了她很多问题，而她就给他讲在印度的生活。

“你几岁了？”他突然问道。

“我10岁了，你也是，”玛丽回答，一时说漏了嘴，“因为你出生时花园的门就被锁上，钥匙也被埋起来了，我知道那是10年前的事。”

柯林从床上坐起来，一副好奇的样子：“什么门？谁把它锁上的？钥匙在哪儿？我要看看。我要让用人告诉我它在什么地方。他们会带我去那儿，你也可以来。”

“哦，别这样！请别这样！”玛丽大声说。

柯林瞪着她：“难道你不想看看它吗？”

“想，可要是你让他们打开门，它就再也不是个秘密了。你想，如果只有我们知道这事，如果我们——如果我们能找到那把钥匙，我们就能每天都去那儿玩儿了。我们还能让花园重新充满生机，而且谁也不会知道——只有我们！”

“我明白了，”柯林慢条斯理地说，“好吧，我愿意这样。它是我们的秘密，我从来没有过自己的秘密。”

“也许，”玛丽机敏地接着说道，“在你走不动的时候，我们也能找个男孩子用轮椅推着你，我们可以一起去那儿，再也没有别人了。你到外面就会感觉好些的。我就是这样，所以我知道。”

“我愿意这样做，”他满怀憧憬地说，“我想我会喜欢一座秘密花园里的新鲜空气的。”

玛丽接着又给他讲荒原，讲狄肯，讲本·威瑟斯塔夫，还有那只知更鸟。柯林非常新奇地听着这一切，他开始有了笑容，样子开心多了。

“我喜欢你在这儿，”他说，“你得每天来看我，可我这会儿有点儿累了。”

“我给你唱个歌吧。在印度时我的用人卡玛拉就常这样。”玛丽说。柯林很快就睡着了。

第二天下午，玛丽又来看柯林。一见到她，柯林显得很高兴。他已经支走了他的护士，也没有告诉其他人玛丽来过。玛丽同样谁也没有告诉。他们一起看柯林的书，互相讲故事。就在他们自得其乐，放声大笑的时候，门突然开了。克莱文医生和梅洛太太走了进来，他们都很是吃惊。

“怎么回事？”克莱文医生问道。

柯林坐直身子。在玛丽看来，他就像是个印度王子。“这是我的表妹，玛丽·莲诺丝，”他平静地说，“我喜欢她，她必须经常来看我。”

“哦，真抱歉，先生，”可怜的梅洛太太对医生说，“我不知道她是怎么找到他的，我告诉过用人们要保密的。”

“别傻了，梅洛太太，”印度王子冷冷地说，“谁也没告诉她，她听见我哭就自己找来了。现在去给我们沏点儿茶来。”

“我恐怕你在发热，过于激动，孩子，”克莱文医生说，“这对你可不好，别忘了你有病。”

“我就想忘掉！”柯林说，“要是不让玛丽来看我我就要生气了！她让我觉得好多了。”

克莱文医生离开的时候看起来很不高兴。

“这孩子变多了，先生！”管家说，“他总是跟我们合不来，他好像真的喜欢这个古怪的小姑娘，而且他看着的确好些了。”克莱文医生不得不同意她的话。


6
Colin is afraid

Because it rained all the next week, Mary went to talk to Colin every day instead of visiting the garden. But she woke early one morning to see the sun shining into her room, and she ran out to the secret garden at once. She did not even wait to have her breakfast. It was beautifully sunny and warm, and a thousand more shoots were pushing their way out of the ground. Dickon was already there, digging hard, with the crow and a young fox beside him.

'Have you seen the robin?' he asked Mary. The little bird was flying busily backwards and forwards as fast as he could, carrying pieces of dry grass.

'He's building a nest!' whispered Mary. They watched the robin for a moment. Then Mary said,

'I must tell you something. You probably know about Colin Craven, don't you? Well, I've met him, and I'm going to help him to get better.'

'That's good news.' There was a big smile on Dickon's honest face. 'We all knew he was ill.'

'He's afraid he'll have a crooked back like his father. I think that's what's making him ill.'

'Perhaps we can bring him here and let him rest under the trees. That'll do him good. That's what we'll do.'

They had a lot of gardening and planting to do and Mary did not have time to visit Colin that day. When she came back to the house in the evening, Martha told her that the servants had had trouble with Colin.

'He's been very bad-tempered all afternoon with all of us, because you didn't come, miss.'

'Well, I was busy. He'll have to learn not to be so selfish,' replied Mary coldly. She forgot how selfish  she had been when she was ill in India. 'I'll go and see him now.'

When she went into his room, he was lying in bed, looking tired. He did not turn to look at her.

'What's the matter with you?' she asked crossly.

'My back aches and my head hurts. Why didn't you come this afternoon?'

'I was working in the garden with Dickon.'

'I won't let that boy come to the garden if you stay with him instead of talking to me!'

Mary suddenly became very angry. 'If you send Dickon away, I'll never come into this room again!'

'You'll have to, if I say so. I'll make the servants bring you in here.'

'Oh, will you, prince! But no one can make me talk to you. I won't look at you. I'll stare at the floor!'

'You selfish girl!' cried Colin.

'You're more selfish than I am. You're the most selfish boy I've ever met!'

'I'm not as selfish as your fine Dickon! He keeps you playing outside when he knows I'm ill and alone!'

Mary had never been so furious. 'Dickon is nicer than any other boy in the world! He's like an angel!'

'An angel! Don't make me laugh! He's just a poor country boy, with holes in his shoes!'

'He's a thousand times better than you are!'

Colin had never argued with anyone like himself in his life, and in fact it was good for him. But now he was beginning to feel sorry for himself.

'I'm always ill,' he said, and started to cry. 'I'm sure my back is a bit crooked. And I'm going to die!'

'No, you're not!' said Mary crossly.

Colin opened his eyes very wide. Nobody had said that to him before. He was angry, but a bit pleased at the same time. 'What do you mean? You know I'm going to die! Everybody says I'm going to die!'

'I don't believe it!' said Mary in her most disagreeable voice. 'You just say that to make people feel sorry for you. You're too horrid to die!'

Colin forgot about his painful back and sat up in bed. 'Get out of the room at once!' he shouted, and threw a book at her.

'I'm going,' Mary shouted in reply, 'and I won't come back!' The door banged shut behind her.

When she reached her own room, she had decided never to tell him her great secret. 'He can stay in his room and die if he wants!' she thought. But soon she began to remember how ill he had been, and how frightened he was, frightened that one day his back would become as crooked as his father's. 'Perhaps... perhaps I'll go back and see him tomorrow!'

That night she was woken by the most terrible screams that she had ever heard. Servants were opening and shutting doors and running about.

'It's Colin!' thought Mary. 'He'll go on screaming until he makes himself really ill! How selfish he is! Somebody should stop him!'

Just then Martha ran into the room. 'We don't know what to do!' she cried. 'He likes you, miss! Come and see if you can make him calmer, please!'

'Well, I'm very cross with him,' said Mary, and jumped out of bed. 'I'm going to stop him!'

'That's right,' said Martha. 'He needs someone like you, to argue with. It'll give him something new to think about.'

Mary ran into Colin's room, right up to his bed.

'Stop screaming!' she shouted furiously. 'Stop at once! I hate you! Everybody hates you! You'll die if you go on screaming like this, and I hope you will!'

The screams stopped immediately. This was the first time that anyone had spoken so angrily to Colin, and he was shocked. But he went on crying quietly to himself.

'My back's becoming crooked, I can feel it! I know I'm going to die!' Large tears ran down his face.

'Don't be stupid!' cried Mary. 'There's nothing the matter with your horrid back! Martha, come here and help me look at his back!'

Martha and Mrs Medlock were standing at the door, staring at Mary, their mouths half open. They both looked very frightened. Martha came forward to help, and Miss Mary looked carefully at Colin's thin white back, up and down. Her face was serious and angry at the same time. The room was very quiet.

'There's nothing wrong with your back!' she said at last. 'Nothing at all! It's as straight as mine!'

Only Colin knew how important those crossly spoken, childish words were. All his life he had been afraid to ask about his back, and his terrible fear had made him ill. Now an angry little girl told him his back was straight, and he believed her. He was no longer afraid.

They were both calmer now. He gave Mary his hand. 'I think — I'm almost sure I will live, if we can go out in the garden together sometimes. I'm very tired now. Will you stay with me until I go to sleep?'

The servants went out very quietly.

'I'll tell you all about the secret garden,' whispered Mary. 'I think it's full of roses and beautiful flowers. Birds like making their nests there because it's so quiet and safe. And perhaps our robin...'

But Colin was already asleep.

The next day Mary met Dickon as usual in the secret garden, and told him about Colin. Mary loved Dickon's Yorkshire dialect and was trying to learn it herself. She spoke a little now.

'We mun get poor Colin out here in th'sunshine — an'we munnot lose no time about it!'

Dickon laughed. 'Well done! I didn't know you could speak Yorkshire! You're right. We must bring Colin to the garden as soon as we can.'

So that afternoon she went to see Colin.

'I'm sorry I said I'd send Dickon away,' he said. 'I hated you when you said he was like an angel!'

'Well, he's a funny kind of angel, but he understands wild animals better than anyone.' Suddenly, Mary knew that this was the right moment to tell him. She caught hold of his hands. 'Colin, this is important. Can you keep a secret?'

'Yes — yes!' he whispered excitedly. 'What is it?'

'We've found the door into the secret garden!'

'Oh Mary! Will I live long enough to see it?'

'Of course you will! Don't be stupid!' said Mary crossly. But it was a very natural thing to say, and they both laughed.

Colin told Mrs Medlock and the doctor that he wanted to go out in his wheelchair. At first the doctor was worried the boy would get too tired, but when he heard that Dickon would push the wheelchair, he agreed.

'Dickon's a sensible boy,' he told Colin. 'But don't forget —'

'I've told you, I  want  to forget that I'm ill,' said Colin in his prince's voice. 'Don't you understand? It's because my cousin makes me forget that I feel better when I'm with her.'



fox n. a wild animal similar to a small dog, with red-brown fur, a pointed face, and a thick tail. 狐狸。

nest n. a structure that birds make to keep their eggs and babies in. （鸟）巢，窝。

honest adj. not telling lies or cheating people, and obeying the law. 诚实的，老实的。

angel n. a spirit that in some religions is believed to live in heaven with God. 天使。

horrid adj. causing horror; dreadful. 恐怖的，可怕的。

painful adj. making you feel upset, ashamed, or unhappy. 痛苦的。

scream v. make a loud high cry. 尖叫。

immediately adv. without delay. 立即，马上。

childish adj. behaving in a silly and annoying way, like a small child. 小孩子气的。

as usual 同往常一样。

mun = must; in th'sunshine = in the sunshine; an'we munnot = and we must not. 约克郡方言。

understand v. know what someone or something means. 理解，明白。

catch hold of seize; grasp. 抓住，握住。


6　柯林害怕了

由于接下来下了一个星期的雨，玛丽没有去花园，而是每天去和柯林聊天。可一天早晨她很早就醒了，看见阳光洒进她的房间，她立即跑出去来到秘密花园，连早餐也没来得及吃。天气暖和，阳光明媚，无数的嫩芽拱出地面，狄肯已经在那儿了，正起劲地挖着土，他的身边有一只乌鸦和一只小狐狸。

“看见知更鸟了吗？”他问玛丽。小鸟正忙碌地飞前飞后衔着枯叶。

“它在筑巢呢！”玛丽低声道。他们看了一会儿，然后玛丽说：

“我得告诉你一件事。你可能听说过柯林·克莱文，是吗？我见过他了，而且我要帮助他好起来。”

“这可是好消息，”狄肯质朴的脸上露出了开心的笑容，“我们都知道他有病。”

“他是害怕会像他父亲那样驼背，我看这就是他生病的原因。”

“也许我们可以带他来这儿，让他在树下休息。那会对他有好处，而那正是我们要做的。”

他们忙着在花园里修整、种花，所以玛丽一整天没时间去看柯林。当她晚上回到房间时，玛莎告诉她用人们在柯林那儿惹了麻烦了。

“他整个下午冲我们所有人发脾气，就因为你没去看他，小姐。”

“哦，我很忙。他得学着别这么自私。”玛丽冷冷地说，她忘了她自己在印度生病时有多自私了，“我现在就去看他。”

她走进房间时，他正躺在床上，显得很疲倦，没有扭头看她。

“你怎么啦？”她不太耐烦地问道。

“我后背疼，头也疼。下午你为什么没来？”

“我在花园里跟狄肯一起干活儿。”

“要是你净跟他在一起不来跟我说话，我就不许那个孩子到花园里来！”

玛丽当即就生气了：“你要让狄肯走的话，我就再也不到这儿来了！”

“你必须得来，因为我说了让你来，我会叫用人把你叫来。”

“哦，是吗？王子！可是没人能让我跟你说话呀！我会连看都不看你，就盯着地板！”

“你自私！”柯林叫嚷道。

“你比我自私多了。你是我见过的最自私的人！”

“我可不像你可爱的狄肯那么自私，他明知我一个人在生病，却让你一直在外面陪着他玩！”

玛丽从来没生过这么大的气：“狄肯比世界上任何男孩都好！他像个天使！”

“一个天使！别逗了！他不过是个乡下的穷孩子，鞋底还漏着窟窿！”

“他比你好上一千倍！”

柯林长这么大从未同跟自己个性相近的人吵过架，这实际上对他有好处。可这会儿他觉得自己可怜极了。

“我老是生病，”他一边说一边哭起来，“我肯定我的背有点儿驼了，而且我就快死了！”

“不，你不会的！”玛丽不耐烦了。

柯林睁大了眼睛，以前从来没人这么说过他。他生气了，可同时又有点儿高兴：“你什么意思？你知道我就要死了！每个人都说我快死了！”

“我不信！”玛丽说，声音很刺耳，“你这么说只是想要别人可怜你。你怕死，你不敢去死！”

柯林忘了背疼的事，从床上坐起来。“马上从这儿滚出去！”他吼道，把一本书朝她扔过来。
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“我这就走。”玛丽大声说，“我再也不会来了！”她撞上门走了。

回到自己的房间后，她下决心永远不告诉他自己的大秘密。“他可以待在他的房间里，要死就死吧！”她想。可马上她又想起他曾病得那么厉害，他是那么恐惧，担心有一天他的背会像父亲一样驼。“也许……也许明天我会回去看看他！”

这天夜里，她被从未听过的恐怖叫声惊醒。用人们开门又关门，跑来跑去。

“是柯林！”玛丽想，“他会不停地叫下去，直到真弄出病来！他多么自私啊！该有人去制止他！”

这时玛莎跑进她的房里，“我们不知道该怎么办！”她叫着，“他喜欢你，小姐！去看看你能不能让他安静下来，好吗？”

“好吧，我烦死他了，”玛丽说着从床上跳下来，“我得去制止他！”

“没错，”玛莎说，“他需要像你这样的人，一起吵吵嘴，这能给他点儿新鲜的东西让他去琢磨。”

玛丽跑到他的房间，径直走到床前。

“别叫啦！”她气冲冲地喊道，“马上停住！我讨厌你！人人都讨厌你！你再这么喊下去就会死的，我希望你死！”

喊叫声立即停住了。这可是第一次有人这么气愤地对柯林说话，他被吓坏了。不过他还是在小声哭着。

“我的背开始驼了，我能感觉到！我知道我就要死了！”大颗的泪珠从他的脸上流了下来。

“别傻了！”玛丽叫道，“这跟你可怕的背没关系！玛莎，过来让我看看他的背！”

玛莎和梅洛太太都站在门边，瞪着玛丽，嘴巴半张着。看来她们都给吓坏了。玛莎走过来帮忙，玛丽小姐上上下下仔细看了柯林那消瘦苍白的脊背，神色严肃，同时又很生气。房间里很静。

“你的脊背一点儿毛病也没有！”她最后说道，“什么也没有，像我的背一样直！”

只有柯林明白这些带着怒气说出的孩子气的话有多么重要。他长这么大一直都不敢问起自己的脊背，而他的恐惧总是让他病歪歪的。现在这个愤怒的小姑娘告诉他，说他的脊背是直的，而他相信她。他再也不怕了。

他们俩这会儿都安静多了，他把手伸给玛丽：“我想——要是我们哪天能到花园里去的话，我几乎可以肯定我会活下去的。我现在很累了，你能等我睡着后再走吗？”

用人们悄悄地退了出去。

“我要告诉你秘密花园的事，”玛丽低声说，“我想里面满是玫瑰和美丽的花儿，鸟儿喜欢在里面筑巢是因为那儿宁静、安全。而且也许我们的知更鸟……”

可柯林已经睡着了。

第二天，玛丽像往常一样，在秘密花园里见到狄肯，告诉了他柯林的事。玛丽喜欢狄肯的约克郡口音，所以努力在学它，她现在已经能说一点儿了。

“我们得把可怜的柯林弄到这儿来晒晒太阳——我们不能再耽搁了！”

狄肯笑了：“你说得不错呀！我还不知道你会说约克郡的话！没错，我们得尽快带柯林到花园里来。”

于是下午她来看柯林。

“很抱歉我说过让狄肯走的话，”他说，“你说他像个天使，我就讨厌你了。”

“嗯，他是那种有趣的天使，而且他比任何人都了解那些动物。”这时玛丽觉得是告诉他的时候了，她握住他的手，“柯林，这很重要，你能保守秘密吗？”

“能——能！”他兴奋地小声说道，“是什么？”

“我们找到了进秘密花园的门！”

“哦，玛丽！我能活着看看它吗？”

“当然能！别傻了！”玛丽不耐烦了，可这么说又非常自然，于是两人都笑了。

柯林告诉梅洛太太和医生他想坐轮椅出去。开始医生担心他会累着，可当他听说狄肯会用轮椅推着他时，他同意了。

“狄肯是个懂事的孩子，”他对柯林说，“但是别忘了——”

“我告诉过你，我就是想忘了我有病，”柯林用他那王子般的口气说，“你不明白吗？就是因为我表妹让我忘掉我有病，跟她在一起我才觉得好些的。”


7
Colin and the garden

Of course, it was most important that no one should see Colin, Mary, or Dickon entering the secret garden. So Colin gave orders to the gardeners that they must all keep away from that part of the garden in future.

The next afternoon Colin was carried downstairs by a man servant, and put in his wheelchair outside the front door. Dickon arrived, with his crow, two squirrels and the fox, and started pushing the wheelchair gently away from the house, and into the gardens. Mary walked beside the chair.

Spring had really arrived now and it seemed very exciting to Colin, who had lived indoors for so long. He smelt the warm air from the moor, and watched the little white clouds in the blue sky. In a very short time he heard Mary say, 'This is where I found the key... and this is the door... and this... this is the secret garden!'

Colin covered his eyes with his hands until he was inside the four high walls, and the door was shut again. Then he looked round at the roses climbing the old red walls, the pink and white flowers on the fruit trees, and the birds and the butterflies everywhere. The sun warmed his face, and he suddenly knew he felt different.

'Mary! Dickon!' he cried. 'I'm going to get better! I'm going to live for ever and ever and ever!'

As Dickon pushed the wheelchair all round the garden, he told Colin the names of all the plants. The sun shone, the birds sang, and in every corner of the garden there was something interesting to look at. The three children talked and laughed, and by the end of the afternoon all three were speaking Yorkshire together.

'I'll come back here every afternoon,' said Colin. 'I want to watch things growing.'

'Soon you'll be strong enough to walk and dig. You'll be able to help us with the gardening,' said Dickon kindly.

'Do you really think I'll be able to... to walk and... dig?' asked Colin.

'Of course you will. You've got legs, like us!'

'But they're not very strong,' answered Colin. 'They shake, and... and I'm afraid to stand on them.'

'When you want to use them, you'll be able to,' said Dickon. The garden was quiet for a moment.

Suddenly Colin said, 'Who's that?' Mary turned her head, and noticed Ben Weatherstaff's angry face looking at her over the garden wall.

'What are you doing in that garden, young miss?' he shouted. He had not seen Colin or Dickon.

'The robin showed me the way, Ben,' she replied.

'You... you —' He stopped shouting and his mouth dropped open as he saw Dickon pushing a boy in a wheelchair over the grass towards him.

'Do you know who I am?' asked the boy in the chair.

Old Ben stared. 'You've got your mother's eyes,' he said in a shaking voice. 'Yes, I know you. You're Mr Craven's son, the little boy with the crooked back.'

Colin forgot that he had ever had backache. 'My back's as straight as yours is!' he shouted.

Ben stared and stared. He only knew what he had heard from the servants. 'You haven't got a crooked back?' he asked. 'Or crooked legs?'

That was too much. Colin was furious, and it made him feel strong.

'Come here, Dickon!' he shouted, and threw off his blanket. Dickon was by his side in a second. Mary felt sick with fear. Could Colin stand?

Then Colin's thin feet were on the grass and he was standing, holding Dickon's arm. He looked strangely tall, and he held his head very high.

'Look at me!' he shouted at Ben. 'Just look at me!'

'He's as straight as any boy in Yorkshire!' said Dickon.

Tears were running down Ben's brown old face. 'They said you were going to die!' he whispered.

'Well, you can see that's not true,' said Colin. 'Now, get down from the wall and come here. I want to talk to you. You've got to help us keep the garden a secret.'

'Yes, sir,' said old Ben, as he dried his eyes.

That was the first of many beautiful afternoons in the secret garden. Colin was brought there by Dickon and Mary nearly every day, and he saw all the changes that happened there during the spring and early summer. Ben Weatherstaff, now in the secret, joined them as often as he could.

One day Colin spoke to all of them. 'Listen, everybody. I think there's something like magic that makes gardens grow and things happen. Perhaps if I believe in it, the magic will make me strong. Let's all sit down in a circle and ask the magic to work.'

So they all sat on the grass in a circle, Dickon with his crow, his fox and the two squirrels, Mary, Colin, and Ben. Colin repeated these words several times. 'The sun's shining. That's the magic. Being strong. That's the magic. Magic! Help me! Magic! Help me!'

At last Colin stopped. 'Now I'm going to walk round the garden,' he said, and took Dickon's arm. Slowly he walked from one wall to another, followed closely by Mary and Ben. And when he had walked all the way round, he said, 'You see! I can walk now! The magic worked!'

'It's wonderful!' cried Mary. 'Your father will think he is dreaming when he sees you!'

'I won't tell him yet. I'm going to keep it a secret from everybody. I'll come to the garden and walk and run a little more every day until I'm as healthy as any other boy. Then, when my father comes home, I'll walk up to him and say, "Here I am, Father. You see? I'm not going to die!"'

Now began a difficult time for Colin and Mary. Dickon told his mother about it one evening as he was digging the cottage garden.

'You see, mother, they don't want the doctor or the servants to guess that Colin can walk and is getting better. So they have to pretend he's still ill and just as disagreeable as he used to be!'

'If they're running about all day in the fresh air, that'll make them hungry, I should think!'

'Yes, that's the problem. They're both getting fatter and healthier, and they really enjoy their food now. But they have to send some of it back to the kitchen, uneaten. If they eat it all, people will realize how healthy they are! Sometimes they're very hungry!'

'I know what we can do,' said Mrs Sowerby. 'You can take some fresh milk and some of my newly baked bread to the garden in the mornings. If they have that, it'll do them a lot of good! What a game those children are playing!' And she laughed until tears came to her eyes.

One afternoon when they were all working in the garden, the door opened and a woman came quietly in.

'It's Mother!' cried Dickon, and ran towards her. 'I told her where the door was, because I knew she would keep the secret.'

Colin held out his hand to her. 'I've wanted to see you for a long time,' he said.

'Dear boy!' Susan Sowerby whispered, holding his hand. 'You're so like your mother!'

'Do you think,' asked Colin carefully, 'that will make my father like me?'

'I'm sure it will,' she answered warmly. 'He must see you — he must come home now.'

'You see how healthy the boy is, Susan?' asked old Ben. 'Look how strong and straight his legs are now!'

'Yes,' she laughed. 'Playing and working outside, and eating good Yorkshire food, has made him strong. And Miss Mary too,' she added, turning to Mary. 'Mrs Medlock heard that your mother was a pretty woman. You'll soon be as pretty as she was.'

'Do you believe in magic?' Colin asked her.

'I do,' she answered, 'but everybody gives it a different name. It makes the sun shine and the seeds grow — and it has made you healthy.'

She sat down on the grass and stayed for a while, talking and laughing with the children in the quiet, sunny garden. When she stood up to leave, Colin suddenly put out a hand to her.

'I wish — you were my mother!' he whispered.

Mrs Sowerby put her arms round him and held him to her. 'Dear boy! You're as close to your mother as you could be, here in her garden. And your father'll come back soon!'



enter v. come or go into. 进入。

smell v. notice or recognize the smell of something; experience the smell of something by putting your nose close to it. 闻，嗅。

butterfly n. a flying insect with large colourful wings. 蝴蝶。

blanket n. a thick cover made of wool or another material that you use to keep warm in bed. 毯子。

magic n. the mysterious power that some people believe can make impossible things happen if you do special actions or say special words. 魔法，魔力。

run about 四处跑。


7　柯林在花园里

当然，重要的是不能让人见到柯林、玛丽和狄肯进秘密花园里面去。所以柯林吩咐园丁们以后不准到那片花园去。

第二天下午，柯林由一个男仆抱下楼放在大门外的轮椅上。狄肯来了，带着他的乌鸦、两只松鼠和狐狸，开始慢慢推着轮椅离开房子到花园里去。玛丽在旁边跟着。

[image: alt]

春天现在真的来了，而柯林已经在房间里生活了那么久，所以显得十分激动。他闻到荒原上飘来的温暖的气息，看到小朵的白云在蓝天上浮动。很快，他听见玛丽小声说：“我就是在这儿找到钥匙的……门在这儿……这儿……这就是秘密花园！”

柯林用手捂住眼睛，直到进了那四堵高大的围墙里才松开，门又被关上了。然后他四周看了看，看见玫瑰爬满了古老的红砖墙，果树上开着粉色和白色的花儿，到处都是鸟儿和蝴蝶。阳光暖暖地照在他的脸上，他顿时感到自己与以往不一样了。

“玛丽！狄肯！”他喊着，“我会好起来的！我会永远永远活下去！”

狄肯推着轮椅在花园里转着，告诉柯林所有植物的名字。阳光明媚，鸟儿歌唱，花园的每一个角落都有有趣的东西可看。三个孩子有说有笑，到了傍晚就都说起约克郡话来。

“我每天下午都要来，”柯林说，“我要看着它们生长。”

“你很快就会强壮起来，能自己走路，自己挖土。你还能帮我们收拾园子。”狄肯友好地说道。

“你真的觉得我能……能走路，还能……挖土？”柯林问。

“你当然能！你有腿，跟我们一样！”

“可是我的腿没有劲，”柯林答道，“总是不稳，我……我不敢站起来。”

“你想用它们时，你就能。”狄肯说。花园里有一刻非常安静。

突然，柯林说：“那是谁？”玛丽转过头，看见本·威瑟斯塔夫生气的眼睛正从围墙上边望着她。

“你在花园里干吗，小姐？”他吼道，他没看见柯林和狄肯。

“知更鸟带我来的，本。”她回答。

“你……你——”当他看见狄肯在对面的草地上用轮椅推着个男孩时，他不再吼叫，嘴巴也张得老大。

“知道我是谁吗？”轮椅上的男孩问。

本瞪大了眼睛，“你的眼睛跟你妈妈的一模一样，”他说，声音有点儿发抖，“是啊，我认识你，你是克莱文先生的儿子，那个驼背的小男孩。”

柯林忘了自己曾一度背疼。他嚷道：“我的背跟你的一样直！”

本从上到下仔细打量。他只是听仆人们说起过。“你的背不驼？”他问道，“你不是罗圈腿？”

这可太过分了。柯林生气了，这反而让他觉得强壮起来。

“过来，狄肯！”他叫道，甩掉了盖毯，狄肯立刻来到他身旁，玛丽感到有点儿担心，柯林能站起来吗？

柯林瘦弱的脚放在草地上，扶着狄肯的胳膊站了起来。他看上去异常高大，头高高地扬着。

“看我！”他冲本喊道，“看看我呀！”

“他像约克郡的任何一个男孩一样直！”狄肯说。

泪水从本那棕色而苍老的脸上滑落下来。“他们说你要死了！”他小声说。

“那么，你该知道那不是真的，”柯林说道，“现在从墙上下来到这儿来吧。我想跟你谈谈。你得帮我们保守花园的秘密。”

“好的，先生。”本一边说着，一边擦干了泪水。

这是秘密花园中第一个美丽的下午，这样的下午以后还有很多。柯林几乎每天都由狄肯和玛丽带到这儿，他看到了春天和初夏这里的所有变化。本·威瑟斯塔夫，现在也保守着这个秘密，一有空就加入他们。

一天，柯林对大家说：“你们大家听我说。我想是什么魔法使花园里的植物生长，使很多事情发生。或许要是我相信，魔法也会使我变得强壮起来。咱们坐下来围成圈请魔法显灵吧！”

于是他们围坐在草地上，狄肯和他的乌鸦、狐狸以及两只松鼠，玛丽、柯林和本。柯林一连几遍地重复说着：“阳光在照耀，这就是魔法。强壮起来，这就是魔法。魔法！帮帮我！魔法！帮帮我！”

最后柯林停下来。“现在我得在花园里走走了。”他说。于是他扶着狄肯的胳膊，慢慢地从一面墙走到另一面墙，玛丽和本紧紧跟着他们。当他走完一圈时，他说：“看哪！我能走了！魔法显灵了！”

“太棒了！”玛丽叫着，“你父亲看见你一定会以为是在做梦呢！”

“我还不想告诉他。我要保守秘密，不让任何人知道。我要每天都到花园里散步，再跑上一小会儿，直到我像其他人一样健康。到那会儿，等我父亲回家时，我要走到他面前，说：‘我在这儿，爸爸。你看到了吗？我不会死的！’”

这可给玛丽和柯林出了难题。狄肯一天晚上在挖屋前的菜园时把这事告诉了妈妈。

“您看，妈妈，他们不想让医生或用人猜出柯林能走路，而且身体也好多了。所以他们假装他还病着，而且还像从前一样不讨人喜欢！”

“要是他们整天跑来跑去，呼吸新鲜空气，那样他们会感到饿的，我想。”

“是啊，就是这件事。他们俩都长胖了，也健康了，而且很能吃饭了。可是他们却不得不剩下一些送回厨房，要是都吃光了，人家就会知道他们很健康！所以，他们有时饿得很厉害！”

“我知道我们能做些什么，”索尔比太太说，“上午你带点儿新鲜的牛奶和我刚烤好的面包到花园去，吃了这些会对他们有很大好处的！孩子们这是在玩什么把戏啊！”她笑得眼泪都流出来了。

一天下午，他们正在花园里干活儿，门开了，一个女人悄悄走了进来。

“是妈妈！”狄肯喊道，跑了过去，“我告诉了她门在哪儿，因为我知道她会保密的。”

柯林向她伸出手，说：“我一直都想见到您。”

“好孩子！”苏珊·索尔比小声说着，握住他的手，“你长得可真像你妈妈。”

“您觉得，”柯林小心地问道，“这会让我父亲喜欢我吗？”

“我肯定他会的。”她热情地答道，“他得看看你——他现在应该回家了。”

“苏珊，瞧这孩子多健康啊！”本说，“看他的腿，现在又直又结实！”

“是啊，”她笑了，“在外面玩儿，在外面干活儿，加上约克郡的美食，这就让他壮实起来了。玛丽小姐也是这样。”她加了一句，转向玛丽，“梅洛太太听说你妈妈很漂亮，你很快也会像她一样漂亮的。”

“您相信魔法吗？”柯林问她。

“相信。”她回答，“不过每个人都给它起了个不同的名字。它使阳光照耀，种子生长——同样也让你健康。”

她在草地上坐了一会儿，和孩子们在洒满阳光、宁静的花园里说笑着。她站起身临走的时候，柯林向她伸出了手。

“我真希望——您是我的妈妈！”他小声说。

索尔比太太把他搂在怀里：“好孩子！在你妈妈的花园里，你离她要多近有多近。而且，你爸爸也快回来了！”


8
Mr Craven comes home

While the secret garden was returning to life, a man with high, crooked shoulders was wandering round the most beautiful places in Europe. For ten years he had lived this lonely life, his heart full of sadness and his head full of dark dreams. Everywhere he went, he carried his unhappiness with him like a black cloud. Other travellers thought he was half mad or a man who could not forget some terrible crime. His name was Archibald Craven.

But one day, as he sat by a mountain stream, he actually looked at a flower, and for the first time in ten years he realized how beautiful something living could be. The valley seemed very quiet as he sat there, staring at the flower. He felt strangely calm.

'What is happening to me?' he whispered. 'I feel different — I almost feel I'm alive again!'

At that moment, hundreds of miles away in Yorkshire, Colin was seeing the secret garden for the first time, and saying, 'I'm going to live for ever and ever and ever!' But Mr Craven did not know this.

That night, in his hotel room, he slept better than usual. As the weeks passed, he even began to think a little about his home and his son. One evening in late summer, as he was sitting quietly beside a lake, he felt the strange calmness again. He fell asleep, and had a dream that seemed very real. He heard a voice calling him. It was sweet and clear and happy, the voice of his young wife.

'Archie! Archie! Archie!'

'My dear!' He jumped up. 'Where are you?'

'In the garden!' called the beautiful voice.

And then the dream ended. In the morning, when he woke, he remembered the dream.

'She says she's in the garden!' he thought. 'But the door's locked and the key's buried.'

That morning he received a letter from Susan Sowerby. In it she asked him to come home, but she did not give a reason. Mr Craven thought of his dream, and decided to return to England immediately. On the long journey back to Yorkshire, he was thinking about Colin.

'I wonder how he is! I wanted to forget him, because he makes me think of his mother. He lived, and she died! But perhaps I've been wrong. Susan Sowerby says I should go home, so perhaps she thinks I can help him.'

When he arrived home, he found the housekeeper very confused about Colin's health.

'He's very strange, sir,' said Mrs Medlock. 'He looks better, it's true, but some days he eats nothing at all, and other days he eats just like a healthy boy. He used to scream even at the idea of fresh air, but now he spends all his time outside in his wheelchair, with Miss Mary and Dickon Sowerby. He's in the garden at the moment.'

'In the garden!' repeated Mr Craven. Those were the words of the dream! He hurried out of the house and towards the place which he had not visited for so long. He found the door with the climbing plant over it, and stood outside, listening, for a moment.

'Surely I can hear voices inside the garden?' he thought. 'Aren't there children whispering, laughing, running in there? Or am I going mad?'

And then the moment came, when the children could not stay quiet. There was wild laughing and shouting, and the door was thrown open. A boy ran out, a tall, healthy, handsome boy, straight into the man's arms. Mr Craven stared into the boy's laughing eyes.

'Who — What? Who?' he cried.

Colin had not planned to meet his father like this. But perhaps this was the best way, to come running out with his cousin and his friend.

'Father,' he said, 'I'm Colin. You can't believe it! I can't believe it myself. It was the garden, and Mary and Dickon and the magic, that made me well. We've kept it a secret up to now. Aren't you happy, Father? I'm going to live for ever and ever and ever!'

Mr Craven put his hands on the boy's shoulders. For a moment he could not speak. 'Take me into the garden, my boy,' he said at last, 'and tell me all about it.'

And in the secret garden, where the roses were at their best, and the butterflies were flying from flower to flower in the summer sunshine, they told Colin's father their story. Sometimes he laughed and sometimes he cried, but most of the time he just looked, unbelieving, into the handsome face of the son that he had almost forgotten.

'Now,' said Colin at the end, 'it isn't a secret any more. I'll never use the wheelchair again. I'm going to walk back with you, Father — to the house.'

And so, that afternoon, Mrs Medlock, Martha, and the other servants had the greatest shock of their lives. Through the gardens towards the house came Mr Craven, looking happier than they had ever seen him. And by his side, with his shoulders straight, his head held high and a smile on his lips, walked young Colin!



sadness n. a feeling of being unhappy, especially because something bad has happened. 忧伤，悲伤。

receive v. to get something that someone gives or sends to you. 收到。

up to now 至今，到目前。

unbelieving adj. not believing; doubting. 不相信的，怀疑的。


8　克莱文先生回家了

当秘密花园恢复着生机的时候，一个高大、驼背的男人正在欧洲最美的地方游荡。10年来他就是过着这种孤独的生活，他的心中充满了悲凉，脑海也被黑暗的恶梦所占据。他每到一处，情绪总是忧郁的，像被一团黑色的云笼罩着。别的游客觉得他是半个疯子，或是个无法忘掉某种恐怖罪行的人。他的名字就是阿奇伯德·克莱文。

但是有一天，当他坐在山谷中的一条小溪旁时，他注视着一朵花，10年来他第一次意识到生命可以是这么美丽。山谷非常幽静，他坐在那儿，凝视着那朵花，心中异常的平静。

“我怎么了？”他低声说，“我感觉不一样了——我几乎觉得自己又活了！”

也就在那一刻，在几百英里外的约克郡，柯林第一次见到了秘密花园，正在说着：“我会永远永远活下去！”但克莱文先生并不知道这些。

那天夜里，在旅店的房间里，他睡得比平时香。几周过去了，他甚至开始有点儿想家，有点儿想他的儿子。一个夏末的晚上，他静静地坐在湖边，再次感到那种奇异的平静。他睡着了，做了一个非常真切的梦。他听见一个声音在叫他，声音甜美、清晰而欢快，那是他年轻的妻子的声音。

“阿奇！阿奇！阿奇！”

“亲爱的！”他跳起来，“你在哪儿？”

“在花园里！”那美丽的声音说。

然后梦就醒了。他早晨醒来时，还记得那个梦。

“她说她在花园里！”他思索着，“可是门是锁着的，钥匙也埋起来了。”

那天上午他收到了苏珊·索尔比的来信。信上她请他回去，却没说明为什么。克莱文先生想起他的梦，决定立刻动身回英国。在回约克郡的漫长路途中，他想起了柯林。

“不知道他怎么样了！我想忘记他，因为他总是让我想起他的妈妈。他活着，可她却死了！也许是我错了。苏珊·索尔比说我应该回家，也许她是想让我帮助柯林。”

他回到家里，发现管家对柯林的身体状况大为不解。

“他很怪，先生，”梅洛太太说，“他看上去好些了，真的，可有时他什么都不吃，有时又吃得像健康的孩子一样。以前只要提到新鲜空气他就要尖叫，可现在他每天都坐着轮椅去外面，跟玛丽小姐和狄肯·索尔比一起。这会儿他在花园里呢。”

“在花园里！”克莱文先生重复着。那正是梦中听到的话！他冲出房子，奔向他很久都没再去过的地方。他找到被藤蔓遮蔽的门，站在外面，听了一会儿。

“我真的听到里面有声音吗？”他想，“难道那不是孩子们在里面低语、嬉笑、奔跑吗？还是我快要发疯了？”

当孩子们难以保持安静时，这一刻终于到来了。开心的笑声和欢叫声中，门被撞开了，一个高高的、健康漂亮的男孩跑了出来，正好撞进他的怀里。克莱文先生直愣愣地看着孩子欢笑的眼睛。
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“谁呀——什么？这是谁呀？”他叫起来。

柯林没想到会这样见到他的父亲。但是同他的表妹和朋友一起跑出来，也许这才是最好的方式。

“爸爸。”他说，“我是柯林。您不会相信的！连我自己都不能相信。是花园、玛丽、狄肯和魔法使我康复的。我们一直保守着这个秘密。爸爸，您不高兴吗？我要永远永远地活下去！”

克莱文先生把手放在孩子肩上，好一会儿说不出话来。最后他说：“带我到花园里去，我的孩子，告诉我这一切是怎么回事。”

在秘密花园中，玫瑰花盛开着，蝴蝶在夏日的阳光下、在花丛中飞舞，他们向柯林的父亲讲述着他们的故事。他时而开怀大笑，时而落泪，更多的时间只是注视着他儿子那英俊的脸庞，不相信这就是他几乎遗忘的那个孩子。

“现在，”柯林最后说道，“这不再是秘密了。我再也用不着轮椅了。爸爸，我要和你一起走——走回家去。”

于是那天下午，梅洛太太、玛莎，还有其他的用人都感受到有生以来从未有过的惊奇，克莱文先生从花园走向房子，脸上露出他们从未见到过的幸福神态。而走在他身边，昂首挺胸、面带微笑的正是年轻的柯林！


Exercises

A Checking your understanding

Chapter 1 Who said these words in the story?

1 'We must leave soon!'

2 'Why was I forgotten?'

3 'He's got a crooked back, and he's horrid!'

4 'You must stay out of his way!'

Chapter 2 Who in this chapter...

1 ... was cleaning the fireplace in Mary's bedroom?

2 ... knew a lot about wild animals?

3 ... buried the key to the secret garden?

4 ... was a Yorkshire moor man?

Chapters 3 - 4 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 The door to the secret garden was locked nine years ago.

2 Martha went to visit her family for a week.

3 Mrs Sowerby bought a skipping-rope for Mary.

4 Ben's favourite flowers were roses.

Chapters 5 - 6 Find answers to these questions in the text.

1 How did Mary find Colin's room?

2 Why was the robin so busy in the garden?

3 Why did Mary look at Colin's back?

Chapters 7 - 8 Write answers to these questions.

1 Why did Colin get better?

2 Who spoke to Mr Craven in his dream?

3 Why did Mr Craven decide to come home?

B Working with language

1 Put together these beginnings and endings of sentences. Check your answers in Chapter 3.

1 Mary felt lonelier than ever...

2 I like Dickon, ...

3 Are things growing in the garden...

4 Before she came to Yorkshire...

5 As Mary looked at the hole, ...

6 She hoped...

7 ... she noticed something almost buried there.

8 ... where he lives?

9 ... when Martha had gone.

10 ... although I've never seen him.

11 ... they weren't all dead.

12 ... she had not liked anybody.




2 Complete these sentences with information from the story.

1 Mr Craven buried the key to the secret garden because...

2 Mrs Medlock was angry with Mary when...

3 When Mary asked her uncle for a bit of garden, he...

4 Colin's legs were not very strong, but...

5 While Colin was becoming healthier, his father...

6 Colin told his father the story, and then...

C Activities

1 You are Colin. Write his diary for the day when he first visited the secret garden.

2 Which person do you like, or dislike, most in the story? Why? Write a few sentences to describe this person.

3 What do you think will happen to Mary, Colin, and Dickon in ten years' time? Write another paragraph to finish the story. You could begin like this:

When Colin and Mary were twenty, they still lived at Misselthwaite Manor...
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简　介

鲁道夫·拉森狄尔年轻富有，出生于一个历史悠久的英国家庭，可他却长着卢里塔尼亚王室所特有的深红色头发和长而笔挺的鼻子。这是多年前一个小小的家庭“意外”造成的结果。

鲁道夫决定去参加卢里塔尼亚新国王的加冕典礼。他到了曾达城，在森林里漫步。第二天上午他却发现自己身陷意想不到的奇遇之中。他与新朋友萨普特上尉和弗里茨一起制定了营救曾达城堡中的囚徒的计划。很快他就与国王的死对头黑迈克和鲁帕特交上了手，而且爱上了国王的表妹，美丽的弗蕾维亚公主。

然后国王……然而，谁才是真正的卢里塔尼亚的国王呢？




安东尼·霍普1863年生于伦敦，1933年去世。他的真名是安东尼·霍普·霍金斯爵士。他成为专职作家之前是一位律师。他最著名的作品有《曾达的囚徒》和《鲁帕特》。
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1
The Rassendylls － and the Elphbergs

'I wonder when you're going to do something useful, Rudolf,' my brother's wife said. She looked at me crossly over the breakfast table.

'But why should I do anything, Rose?' I answered, calmly eating my egg. 'I've got nearly enough money for the things I want, and my brother, Robert, is a lord － Lord Burlesdon. I'm very happy.'

'You're twenty-nine, and you've done nothing except...'

'Play about? It's true. We Rassendylls are a rich and famous family, and we don't need to do anything.'

This made Rose angry. 'Rich and famous families usually behave worse than less important families,' she said.

When I heard this, I touched my dark red hair. I knew what she meant.

'I'm so pleased that Robert's hair is black!' she cried.

Just then my brother, Robert, came in. When he looked at Rose, he could see that there was something wrong.

'What's the matter, my dear?' he said.

'Oh, she's angry because I never do anything useful, and because I've got red hair,' I said.

'Well, I know he can't do much about his hair, or his nose...' Rose began.

'No, the nose and the hair are in the family,' my brother agreed. 'And Rudolf has both of them.'

In the room there were many family pictures, and one of them was of a very beautiful woman, Lady Amelia, who lived a hundred and fifty years ago. I stood up and turned to look at it.

'If you took that picture away, Robert,' Rose cried, 'we could forget all about it.'

'Oh, but I don't want to forget about it,' I replied. 'I like being an Elphberg.'

But perhaps I should stop for a moment and explain why Rose was angry about my nose and my hair － and why I, a Rassendyll, said I was an Elphberg. After all, the Elphbergs are the royal family of Ruritania, and have been for hundreds of years.

The story is told in a book about the Rassendyll family history.

In the year 1733 Prince Rudolf of Ruritania came to England on a visit and he stayed for several months. Like many of the Elphberg royal family, he had blue eyes, an unusually long straight nose and a lot of dark red hair. He was also tall and very good-looking.

During his stay here, he became friendly with Lady Amelia, the beautiful wife of Lord Burlesdon. They became very good friends indeed, which, naturally, did not please Lord Burlesdon. So, one cold wet morning, the two men fought. The Prince was hurt in the fight, but got better and was hurried back to Ruritania. There he married and became King Rudolf the Third. But Lord Burlesdon fell ill, and six months later he died. Two months after that, Lady Amelia had a baby son, who became the next Lord Burlesdon and the head of the Rassendyll family. The boy grew into a man with blue eyes, a long straight nose, and dark red hair.

These things can happen in the best of families, and among the many pictures of the Rassendylls at home, you can see that that five or six of them have the same blue eyes, the same nose, and the same red hair.

So, because my hair was red and I had the Elphberg nose, Rose worried about me. In the end, to please her, I promised to get a job in six months' time. This gave me six free months to enjoy myself first.

And an idea came to me － I would visit Ruritania. None of my family had ever been there. They preferred to forget all about the Lady Amelia. But I saw in the newspaper that, in three weeks, the new young King, Rudolf the Fifth, would have his coronation. It would be an interesting time to visit the country.

I knew my family would not like my going, so I told them I was going walking in Austria.



the Rassendylls, the Rassendyll family: 姓拉森狄尔的，拉森狄尔家族。

crossly adv. angrily. 生气，发怒。

lord n. a nobleman of high rank. (less important than a duke) 勋爵，地位次于公爵。Lord Burlesdon，伯利斯顿勋爵。

play about: to spend time having fun. 胡闹，鬼混。

in the family: (a quality) shared by several members of a family, or passed from parents to children. 指某种特征等为某些家族成员所共有的或祖辈相传的。

royal adj. for, belong to, or connected with a king or queen. 皇族的，王室的。

to please sb.: to make sb. happy. 使……感到快乐。

to enjoy oneself: to be happy. 感到快乐。

coronation n. the ceremony at which a king, queen, ruling prince, etc., is crowned. 国王、女王、王子等的加冕典礼。


1　拉森狄尔家族与艾尔弗伯格家族

“我在想你究竟什么时候才会做一些有用的事儿，鲁道夫。”我的嫂嫂说。她在餐桌的那头生气地望着我。
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“但我干嘛要做事呢，罗丝？”我一边回答她，一边从容地吃着鸡蛋。“我的钱够多的，差不多想要什么就能买什么，再说我哥哥罗伯特又是一位贵族——伯利斯顿勋爵，我挺幸福。”

“可你都29岁了，你还什么都没干，除了……”

“除了胡闹？你说对了，我们拉森狄尔家富有而且声名显赫，我们什么也不用做。”

我这么说让罗丝生气了。“又有钱又有名的人家通常比那些普通人家更不规矩！”

听了她的话，我用手摸摸我的深红色头发。我懂她的意思。

“我真高兴罗伯特的头发是黑色的！”她说道。

正在此时，我哥哥罗伯特走了进来，他一看罗丝，就看出有些不对头。

“怎么了，亲爱的？”他问道。

“她生气了，因为我从没做过什么有用的事儿，而且我还长着红头发。”我说。

“当然，我知道他对他的头发和鼻子无能为力……”罗丝说。

“是的，这样的鼻子和这样的头发是祖传的，”我哥哥同意她的话，“而且鲁道夫两样都占了。”

房间里有很多家族成员的画像，其中一幅画着一位非常美丽的女人，阿米莉亚夫人，她生活在150年以前。我站了起来，转身去看她。

“如果你把那画像拿走，罗伯特，”罗丝说，“我们就可以把这件事忘掉。”

“哦，可是我并不想忘掉它。”我回答。“我喜欢做艾尔弗伯格家族的一员。”

也许我应该停下来一会儿，解释一下为什么罗丝对我的鼻子和头发那么生气，究竟又为什么，我，一个姓拉森狄尔的，会说我自己是艾尔弗伯格家族的一员。毕竟艾尔弗伯格家族是卢里塔尼亚的王族，而且，几百年来一直如此。

这个故事在一本关于拉森狄尔家族史的书里是这么描述的：

1733年卢里塔尼亚王子鲁道夫前来英国访问，他逗留了几个月。像艾尔弗伯格王室的许多人一样，他长着蓝色的眼睛，不寻常的又长又挺的鼻子和浓密的深红色头发。他个子很高，相貌英俊。

他在此地停留期间，与伯利斯顿勋爵美丽的妻子阿米莉亚夫人结识，事实上，他俩成了十分亲密的好友，这当然不会让伯利斯顿勋爵愉快。因此，在一个寒冷潮湿的早晨，两位男士决斗了。王子负了伤，但很快好转并且匆匆返回卢里塔尼亚。在那里他结了婚，成了国王鲁道夫三世。但是伯利斯顿勋爵病了，六个月以后去世。他辞世之后两个月，阿米莉亚夫人生了一个儿子，这个男孩即成为新的伯利斯顿勋爵以及拉森狄尔家族的首领。他成人以后有着蓝色的眼睛，长而挺直的鼻子和深红色的头发。

这一类的事情可能在最上流的家庭发生。在拉森狄尔府上的许多画像中，你能看见五六个人长着同样的蓝眼睛，同样的鼻子，同样的红头发。

因此，由于我的头发是红的，而且我长着艾尔弗伯格家的鼻子，罗丝为我发愁。结果，为了让她高兴，我保证六个月以内找到一份工作。这样起码我能在六个月的时间里过得快快乐乐的。

我有了一个主意——我要去卢里塔尼亚。我的家族从来没有一个人去过那里。他们更愿意忘记跟阿米莉亚夫人有关的事情。可是我看到报纸上说，在三周之内，卢里塔尼亚年轻的新国王，鲁道夫五世，将会举行加冕典礼。这时候去这个国家看看一定很有意思。

我知道家里的人一定不喜欢让我去，所以我告诉他们我要去奥地利走走。


2
The colour of men's hair

On the way to Ruritania I decided to spend a night in Paris with a friend. The next morning he came with me to the station, and as we waited for the train, we watched the crowds. We noticed a tall, dark, very fashionable lady, and my friend told me who she was.

'That's Madame Antoinette de Mauban. She's travelling on the same train as you, but don't fall in love with her.'

'Why not?' I asked, amused.

'Ah,' said my friend, 'all Paris knows that she's in love with Duke Michael of Strelsau. And he, as you know, is the half-brother of the new King of Ruritania. Although he's only the second son and will never be king himself, he's still an important man and very popular, I hear, with many Ruritanians. The lovely Madame Antoinette won't look twice at you, Rudolf.'

I laughed, but he had woken my interest in the lady. I did not speak to her during the journey, and when we arrived in Ruritania, I left the train at Zenda, a small town outside the capital. But I noticed that Madame de Mauban went on to Strelsau, the capital.

I was welcomed very kindly at my hotel. It belonged to a fat old lady and her pretty daughter. From them I learned that the coronation was to be on the day after next, and not in three weeks.

The old lady was more interested in Duke Michael of Strelsau than in the new King. The Castle of Zenda and all the land around it belonged to the Duke, but the old lady said, 'It's not enough. Duke Michael should be king. He spends all his time with us. Every Ruritanian knows him, but we never see the new King.'

But the daughter cried, 'Oh no, I hate Black Michael. I want a red Elphberg － and the King, our friend Johann says, is very red. Johann works for the Duke and he's seen the King. In fact, the King's staying just outside Zenda now,' she added. 'He's resting at the Duke's house in the forest before going on to Strelsau on Wednesday for his coronation. The Duke's already in Strelsau, getting everything ready.'

'They're friends?' I asked.

'Friends who want the same place and the same wife,' the pretty girl replied. 'The Duke wants to marry his cousin, Princess Flavia, but people say she's going to be King Rudolf's wife and the Queen.'

Just then their friend, Johann, entered the room.

'We have a visitor, Johann,' the girl's mother said, and Johann turned towards me. But when he saw me, he stepped back, with a look of wonder on his face.

'What's the matter, Johann?' the daughter asked.

'Good evening, sir,' Johann said, still staring at me. He did not seem to like what he saw.

The girl began to laugh. 'It's the colour of your hair, sir,' she explained. 'We don't often see that colour here. It's the Elphberg red － not Johann's favourite colour.'

*　　*　　*

The next day I decided to walk through the forest for a few miles and take the train to Strelsau from a little station along the road. I sent my luggage on by train and after lunch, I started out on foot. First, I wanted to see the Castle of Zenda and in half an hour I had climbed the hill to it. There were two buildings － the old one, with a moat around it, and the new, modern building. Duke Michael could have friends to stay with him in the new castle, but he could go into the old castle when he wanted to be alone. The water in the moat was deep, and if he pulled up the drawbridge over the moat, no one could get to him.

I stayed there for some time and looked at the castle, and then I walked on through the forest for about an hour. It was beautiful and I sat down to enjoy it. Before I knew what had happened, I was asleep.

Suddenly I heard a voice say, 'Good heavens! He looks just like the King!'

When I opened my eyes, there were two men in front of me. One of them came nearer.

'May I ask your name?' he said.

'Well, why don't you tell me your names first?' I replied.

The younger of the two men said, 'This is Captain Sapt, and I am Fritz von Tarlenheim. We work for the King of Ruritania.'

'And I am Rudolf Rassendyll,' I answered, 'a traveller from England. My brother is Lord Burlesdon.'

'Of course! The hair!' Sapt cried. 'You know the story, Fritz?'

Just then a voice called out from the trees behind us. 'Fritz! Fritz! Where are you, man?'

'It's the King!' Fritz said, and Sapt laughed.

Then a young man jumped out from behind a tree. I gave a cry, and when he saw me, he stepped back in sudden surprise. The King of Ruritania looked just like Rudolf Rassendyll, and Rudolf Rassendyll looked just like the King!

For a moment the King said nothing, but then he asked, 'Captain... Fritz... who is this?'

Sapt went to the King and spoke quietly in his ear. The King's surprise changed slowly to an amused smile, then suddenly he began to laugh loudly. 'Well met, cousin!' he cried. 'Where are you travelling to?'

'To Strelsau, sir － to the coronation.'

The King looked at his friends, and, for a moment, he was serious. But then he began to laugh again. 'Wait until brother Michael sees that there are two of us!' he cried.

'Perhaps it isn't a very good idea for Mr Rassendyll to go to Strelsau,' Fritz said, worried, and Sapt agreed with him.

'Oh, we'll think about the coronation tomorrow,' the King said. 'Tonight we'll enjoy ourselves. Come, cousin!'

We returned to the Duke's house in the forest, where we had an excellent dinner. The King called loudly for wine, and Captain Sapt and Fritz seemed worried. Clearly, the King liked his wine a little too much.

'Remember the coronation is tomorrow,' warned old Sapt.

But the King was only interested in enjoying himself tonight, so we all drank and talked, and drank again. At last the King put down his glass and said, 'I've drunk enough.'

As he said that, old Josef, the King's servant, came in. He put some very special old wine on the table in front of the King and said, 'Duke Michael offers you this wine and asks you to drink it for love of him.'

'Well done, Black Michael!' the King cried. 'Well, I'm not afraid to drink your wine!'

And he drank every drop of wine in the bottle, himself. Then his head fell forward on to the table, and soon afterwards I too remembered no more of that wild evening.



fashionable adj. (made, dressed, etc.) according to the latest fashion. （打扮、服装等）流行的，时髦的。

to fall in love (with): become filled with love. 爱上某人。

amuse v. make (sb.) laugh or smile. （使人）感到好笑，有趣。

duke n. nobleman of high rank (next below a prince). 公爵，地位仅次于王子。

half brother: brother by one parent only. 同父异母（或同母异父）的兄弟。

popular adj. well liked. 受欢迎的，受爱戴的。

pretty adj. pleasing and charming without being beautiful or grand. 可爱的，悦目的（并非华丽堂皇）。

cousin n. the child of one's uncle or aunt. 表兄弟或表姐妹，堂兄弟或堂姐妹。

look n. facial expression. 表情。

stare (at) v. to look fixedly with wide-opened eyes. 紧紧盯着。

favourite n. something or someone that is loved above all others. 最喜爱的人或物。

decide v. think about and come to a conclusion 决定，下决心。

moat n. deep, wide ditch filled with water, round a castle, etc., as a defence. 壕沟，护城河。

drawbridge n. bridge that can be pulled up at the end by chains. 活动桥，吊桥。

serious adj. solemn, thoughtful. 严肃的，认真的。

excellent adj. very good, of high quality. 极好的，优秀的。


2　头发的颜色

去卢里塔尼亚的途中，我决定在巴黎的一个朋友处过一夜。第二天早晨，他跟我一起来到火车站，等车时，我们看着站台上的人群，我们看到一位高个子、肤色棕黑、非常时髦的女士。我的朋友告诉我她的身份。
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“那位是安冬纳特·德·莫班女士，她和你坐同一列火车，但是你可别爱上她。”

“为什么不行？”我觉得很有意思。

“哎呀，”我的朋友说，“全巴黎都知道她爱着斯特莱索的迈克尔公爵，他是卢里塔尼亚新国王同父异母的兄弟。虽然他只不过是次子，也决不能当国王，但仍然是个重要人物，而且我听说他在卢里塔尼亚也受到许多人的爱戴。鲁道夫，那位可爱的安冬纳特女士不会朝你看第二眼的。”

我笑了，但他的话引起了我对那位女士的兴趣。旅途中我没跟她说话。我们到达卢里塔尼亚以后，我在靠近首都的小城曾达下了车，但我注意到莫班女士去了首都斯特莱索。

在旅店我受到了很热情的接待。这家旅店是一位胖老太太和她漂亮的女儿开的。从她们那儿我听说加冕典礼是后天而不是三星期后举行。

老太太对迈克尔公爵比对新国王更感兴趣。虽然曾达城堡和附近所有的土地都属于这位公爵，老太太却说，“这些还不够，迈克尔公爵应该当国王。他总是和我们在一起，每个卢里塔尼亚人都认识他，而新国王我们却从来没见过。”

她女儿却说，“哦，不，我讨厌黑头发的迈克尔！我希望一个红头发的艾尔弗伯格家的人当国王。听我们的朋友约翰说，新国王的头发非常红。他见过国王。事实上，国王现在就在曾达。”她又说，“他星期三去斯特莱索加冕。在此之前，他待在公爵的林中住地休养。公爵已经去了斯特莱索，为国王准备好一切。”

“他们是朋友吗？”

“是朋友，只不过两人想得到同样的地方和同一个女人。”漂亮姑娘回答，“公爵想和他的表妹弗蕾维亚公主结婚，可是据说弗蕾维亚会成为国王鲁道夫的妻子和王后。”

就在这时，她们的朋友约翰走进了房间。

“我们来了个客人，约翰。”姑娘的母亲说。约翰就转向我。当他看见我后，他后退了一步，脸上露出惊奇的表情。

“怎么啦？”姑娘问。

“晚上好，先生。”约翰说，仍然紧盯着我。他看上去不喜欢他所看见的一切。

姑娘笑了起来。“是因为你的头发，先生。”她解释道。“我们在这儿不常见到这种颜色的头发。这是艾尔弗伯格家族的红色。这可不是约翰最喜欢的颜色。”




第二天，我决定步行数英里穿过森林，然后从路边的一个小站上火车去斯特莱索。我把行李交火车托运了。午饭后我开始步行。首先我想看看曾达的城堡。半小时后我爬到了城堡所在的山上。那儿有两幢建筑物，一旧一新，旧的被一道护城河所环绕，新的是一座现代的建筑。迈克尔公爵可以和朋友一起待在新城堡里，但假如他想要一个人待着，他可以去旧城堡。壕沟里的水很深，如果他拉起跨越壕沟的吊桥，没人能靠近他。

我在那儿待了一会儿，看着城堡，然后我走了差不多一个小时穿过森林。森林很美，我坐下来欣赏，不知不觉就睡着了。

突然间我听到一个声音说：“天哪，他真像国王！”

我睁开眼睛，面前站着两个人，其中一个走近我。

“请问您尊姓大名？”

“可是，你们干吗不先告诉我你们的姓名呢？”我回答。

两人中年轻的一位说：“这位是萨普特上尉，我是弗里茨·冯·塔伦汉姆。我们为卢里塔尼亚国王工作。”

“我是鲁道夫·拉森狄尔，”我回答说，“我是从英国来的游客，我哥哥是伯利斯顿勋爵。”

“当然啦！瞧那头发！”萨普特叫道，“你知道那个故事吧，弗里茨？”

正在这时，一个声音从我们背后的树林里传来：“弗里茨！你在哪儿呢，伙计？”

“是国王。”弗里茨说。萨普特笑了。

然后一个年轻人从一棵树后面跳了出来，我叫了一声，当他看见我时，惊愕地后退了一步。卢里塔尼亚国王看上去正像鲁道夫·拉森狄尔，鲁道夫·拉森狄尔看上去正像卢里塔尼亚国王。

有一小会儿国王什么也没说，然后他问：“弗里茨……上尉……，这是谁？”

萨普特走上去对着他的耳朵轻轻说了几句，国王惊讶的表情慢慢变成了一个感到有趣的微笑。突然，他开始大声笑起来。“幸会，表弟！”他突然高声叫道，“你打算去哪儿？”

“去斯特莱索，去看加冕典礼。”

国王看看他的朋友，严肃地想了一会儿。然后他又笑起来了，“等着吧，让迈克尔老弟看看我们两个。”

“也许，拉森狄尔先生不应该去斯特莱索。”弗里茨担心地说。萨普特也同意他的看法。

“哦，我们明天再谈加冕的事吧。”国王说，“今晚我们要好好乐一乐。来吧，表弟！”

我们回到公爵的林中住宅，在那儿吃了一顿非常不错的晚餐。国王嚷嚷着要酒，而上尉萨普特和弗里茨看上去很焦虑不安。很显然，国王过于喜欢喝酒了。

“记住，明天就加冕了。”老萨普特警告说。可是国王只对今晚让自己好好乐一乐感兴趣，所以我们都喝酒，说话，然后又喝酒。最后国王放下杯子说：“我已经喝得够多的了。”

这时，国王的仆人约瑟夫进来了，他把一瓶非常古老特别的酒放在国王面前的桌子上说道：“迈克尔公爵奉上这瓶酒，并请您为了他对您的爱而喝了它。”

“干得好，黑迈克尔！”国王叫道，“好吧，我才不怕喝你的酒呢！”

他一个人喝干了瓶里的每一滴酒。然后他的头伏在了桌子上。很快我自己也记不清那个疯狂的夜晚发生的别的事情了。


3
The King goes to his coronation

I do not know how long I was asleep, but when I woke up I was cold and wet. Sapt and Fritz stood there looking at me. 'We had to wake you,' Sapt said. 'Cold water was the only way.'

Fritz took my arm and turned me round. 'Look!' he said.

The King was on the floor, and when Sapt pushed him with his foot, he did not move.

'We've been trying to wake him for half an hour,' said Fritz. 'But he's sleeping like a dead man.'

The three of us looked at each other.

'Was there something in that last bottle of wine?' I asked.

'I don't know,' Sapt said, 'but if he doesn't get to his coronation today, there'll never be a coronation for him. All Ruritania is waiting for him in Strelsau and Black Michael with half the army, too. We can't tell them that the King is too drunk to go to his own coronation!'

'You can say he's ill,' I said.

'Ill!' Sapt laughed angrily. 'Everybody will know what that means. He's been "ill" too many times before.'

'Tell me, do you think somebody put something in his wine?' I asked.

'It was Black Michael!' Fritz replied. 'We all know he wants to be King himself.'

For a moment or two we were all silent, and then Sapt looked at me, 'You must go to Strelsau and take his place!'

I stared at him. 'You're crazy, man! How can I do that? The King...'

'It's dangerous, I know,' said Sapt. 'But it's our only chance. If you don't go, Black Michael will be King and the real king will be dead or a prisoner.'

How could I refuse? It took me two minutes to decide.

'I'll go!' I said.

'Well done, boy!' cried Sapt. He went on quickly and quietly. 'After the coronation they'll take us to the palace for the night. When we're alone, you and I will leave and ride back here to fetch the King. He'll be all right by then. I'll take him back to Strelsau and you must get out of the country as fast as you can.'

'But what about the soldiers?' Fritz asked. 'They're Duke Michael's men, and they're coming to take the King back to Strelsau for the coronation.'

'We'll go before the soldiers get here,' Sapt said, 'and we'll hide the King.'

He picked up the King in his arms and we opened the door. An old woman, Johann's mother, was standing there. She turned, without a word, and went back to the kitchen.

'Did she hear?' Fritz asked.

'Don't worry. I'll make sure she can't talk,' Sapt said, and he carried the King away.

When he returned, he told us that he had locked the old woman in a room underground. The King and Josef were hidden in another room underground. 'Josef will take care of the King and tell him everything when he wakes up. Come,' he went on, 'there's no time to lose. It's already six o'clock.'

Soon I was dressed in the King's clothes, the horses were ready and we were on our way. As we rode through the forest, Sapt told me everything that he could about my life, my family, my friends, and the things I liked or did not Like. He told me what to do when we got there, and how to speak to different people. He was a wonderful teacher, and I listened hard. One mistake could mean death for all three of us.

It was eight o'clock when we arrived at the station and got on the train, and by half-past nine we were in Strelsau.

And when King Rudolf the Fifth stepped out of the train, the people shouted, 'God save the King!'

Old Sapt smiled, 'God save them both,' he said quietly. 'I only hope we are all alive tonight!'



push v. use force to cause sb. or sth. to move forward. Contrasted to "pull". 推，挤，与“拉”相对。

drunk adj. under the influence of alcohol. 醉的，喝醉了的。

take one's place: to act in stead of sb. 代替，取代。

crazy adj. mad, ill in the mind. 疯，糊涂。

dangerous adj. able to or likely to cause suffering, injury or loss of life. 危险的，可能引起危险的。

fetch v. go for and bring back sb. or sth. 取来，接来。

pick up: take hold of and lift. 捡起，拿起。

make sure: find out or arrange for certain. 使确信，肯定。

underground adj. under the surface of the ground. 地下的。

take care of: look after. 照顾，照料。

hard adv. with great effort. 努力地，尽力地。


3　国王加冕

我不知道自己睡了多长时间，醒来时我发觉又冷又湿。萨普特和弗里茨站在那儿看着我。“我们得弄醒你，”萨普特说，“凉水是唯一的办法。”

弗里茨抓住我的胳膊让我转过身：“你看，”他说。
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国王在地板上。萨普特用脚碰他，但是他不动。

“我们一直在想弄醒他，都有半个小时了。”弗里茨说，“可他睡得像死人一样。”

我们三人你看看我，我看看你。

“最后那瓶酒里有什么东西吧？”

“我不知道。”萨普特说，“不过假如他今天不去加冕，他就永远别想有另一个加冕典礼。所有的卢里塔尼亚人都在斯特莱索等着他。黑迈克尔也在那儿，还带着一半儿军队。我们没法告诉他们国王醉得太厉害，参加不了自己的加冕大典。”

“你可以说他病了。”我说。

“病了！”萨普特冷笑道，“谁都知道病了是什么意思。他以前已经'病'了太多次。”

“告诉我，你们想会不会有人把什么东西放在他的酒里了？”我问。

“是黑迈克尔干的！”弗里茨回答，“我们都知道他自己想当国王。”

有那么一会儿我们都没说话，然后萨普特看着我，“你必须去斯特莱索代替他。”

我紧紧盯着他，“你疯了！我怎么能干这个！国王他……”

“这很危险，我明白，”萨普特说，“但这是我们唯一的机会，要是你不去的话，黑迈克尔就会成为国王，而真正的国王就会死去或者成为一名囚徒。”

我怎么能拒绝呢？我想了两分钟就下了决心。

“我去！”我说。

“太好了，小伙子！”萨普特叫道。他快速而小声地说下去，“大典之后，他们会带我们去王宫过夜，等到就剩我们的时候，你和我骑马回来接国王。他那时就没事了。我会带他去斯特莱索，而你必须尽快离开这个国家。”

“可是那些士兵怎么办？”弗里茨问，“他们是黑迈克尔的人，他们会前来带国王到斯特莱索去加冕。”

“士兵还没到达之前我们就走。”萨普特说，“而且我们还要把国王藏起来。”

他抱起国王，我们打开了门。一个老太太，约翰的妈妈，正站在门外。她转过身，一句话也没说就走回了厨房。

“她听到了吗？”弗里茨问。

“别担心，我会弄妥让她没法告诉别人的。”萨普特说着，把国王弄走了。

等他回来时，他告诉我们，他已经把那个老太太锁在一间地下室里了。国王和约瑟夫藏在另一间地下室里。“约瑟夫会照顾国王的，等国王醒来时会把什么都告诉他。来吧，”他说，“没有时间了，已经6点了。”

很快，我穿上了国王的衣服，马早已备好，我们就上路了。当我们穿过森林时，萨普特尽他所能地告诉我一切，有关我的生活，我的家庭，我的朋友，我喜欢什么不喜欢什么。他告诉我等到了那儿要做什么，以及怎么和不同的人说话。他是个好老师，我听得也很努力，因为一个错误就可能让我们三人丧命。

我们到车站上车的时候是8点钟。8点半我们就到了斯特莱索。

当国王鲁道夫五世迈出车厢时，人们欢呼道：“上帝保佑国王！”

老萨普特微笑道，“上帝保佑他们两个人。”他小声说，“我只希望今晚我们都还活着！”


4
My adventures begin

As we made our way to the palace, I began to feel that I really was the King of Ruritania, with Marshal Strakencz, the head of the army, on my right and old Sapt on my left. I could see that Strelsau was really two towns － the Old Town and the New Town. The people of the Old Town, who were poor, wanted Duke Michael to be their King, but the people of the New Town wanted King Rudolf. We went through the New Town first, and it was bright and colourful, with the ladies' dresses and the red roses of the Elphbergs. The people shouted loudly for their King as we passed through the streets. But when we came to the Old Town, the Marshal and Sapt moved nearer to my horse, and I could see that they were afraid for me.

'Stay back!' I called. 'I'll show my people that I'm not afraid of them.' Some of the crowd were pleased when they heard this, but most of them watched me in silence.

Finally, we reached the great church of Strelsau. I remember very little of the coronation － only two faces. One was a beautiful girl with wonderful red hair, the Princess Flavia. The other was the face of a man with black hair and dark, deep eyes － Black Michael. When he saw me, his face turned white. Clearly, he was surprised and deeply unhappy to see me.

The coronation seemed to last for hours, but I managed to say and do all the right things. At last it was over, and I was now the King of Ruritania! As Princess Flavia and I drove back to the palace in an open car, one man in the crowd called out, 'When's the wedding?'

The Princess's face went a little pink when she heard this. After a while she said, 'You seem different today, Rudolf. Quieter and more serious. Are you going to become a more sensible person now?'

The Princess, I realized, did not think very highly of the King. As for me, I thought the King was a very lucky man.

'If that will please you, I'll try to do it,' I said softly.

The Princess's face went pink again. Then she said, 'You must be careful of Michael. You know －'

'I know,' I said, 'that he wants what I have, and also what I hope to have one day.' As I spoke, I looked at her, and she smiled at me prettily.

'I wonder what the King's doing now,' I thought.

*　　*　　*

The royal dinner went on for a long time, but at last Fritz, Sapt, and I were alone in the King's dressing-room.

'You did well,' Fritz said, 'but, Rassendyll, be careful! Black Michael looked blacker than ever today － because you and the Princess had so much to say to each other.'

'She's very beautiful,' I replied.

'Come on,' Sapt cried. 'There's no time for that now. We must leave for Zenda at once, to find the King! If we're caught, we'll all be killed! Black Michael has had a letter from Zenda, so perhaps he knows already. Don't unlock the door, Fritz, while we're away, or you'll be a dead man. Say the King must be left alone to rest. Now, come on. The horses are ready.'

Fritz and I shook hands, then I covered my red hair and most of my face. Sapt and I left the room by a secret door, and we found ourselves outside, at the back of the palace gardens. A man was waiting there with two horses.

Soon we left the town behind us, and we were out in the country. We rode like the wind and by ten o'clock had come to the edge of the forest of Zenda.

Suddenly Sapt stopped. 'Listen!' he said quietly. 'Horses behind us! Quick! Get down! The castle's to the left,' he continued. 'Our road's to the right.'

We hid in the thick trees, and we waited and watched. The men came nearer. It was Black Michael and another man. When they came to the two roads, they stopped.

'Which way?' the Duke asked.

'To the castle!' the other man cried. 'They'll know there what's been happening.'

The Duke waited for a moment. 'To Zenda then!' he cried finally, and the two men took the road to the left.

We waited for ten more minutes, and then we hurried on.

When we arrived at the house in the forest, we ran to the underground rooms. The one where Sapt had locked up the old woman was empty. She had escaped! The other room was locked. Sapt's face was white with fear. Between us, we broke down the door and ran in. I found a light and looked round the room. The servant Josef was on the floor － dead! I held up the light and looked in every corner of the room.

'The King isn't here!' I said.



adventure n. a journey, activity, etc. that is strange and exciting and often dangerous. 奇遇，冒险。

marshal n. a very important army officer. 元帅。

manage v. to succeed in dealing with (a difficult movement or action). 完成，设法办成。

wedding n. marriage ceremony. 婚礼，婚庆仪式。

sensible adj. having or showing good sense, reasonable, practical. 明智的，明理的，切合实际的。

think highly of sb. or sth.: have a good opinion of sb. or sth. 对……评价高。

wonder v. wish to know, ask oneself. 想知道，自忖。

dressing-room: a room where people get dressed or have themselves made up. 化妆室，更衣室。

the country: land used for farming or left unused, land outside cities or towns. 乡间，田野。

between us: as the result of our combined efforts. （我们两人）合力，共同。


4　我的历险开始了

在去王宫的路上，军队的首领斯特肯茨元帅走在我的右边，老萨普特走在我的左边，我开始感到自己真的是卢里塔尼亚的国王了。我看到斯特莱索实际上是两个城——老城和新城。老城的人是穷人，他们想要迈克尔公爵当国王。新城的人却希望鲁道夫当国王。我们先经过新城，城里女人们的衣饰和艾尔弗伯格红家族的玫瑰使得城市明亮艳丽。我们经过大街时，人们高声为国王欢呼。但当我们来到老城时，元帅和老萨普特靠近我的马，我能看出他们为我担心。
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“退回去！”我叫道：“我要让我的人民看看我并不害怕他们。”人群中有些人听到了我的话感到很高兴，但大多数人沉默地看着我。

终于，我们来到了斯特莱索大教堂，大典的事儿我差不多都记不得了，除了两张面孔以外。一张是一个漂亮姑娘的，她长了一头绝妙的红头发。她是弗蕾维亚公主。；另一张脸是一个男人的，他长着黑头发，深黑色的眼睛。他就是黑迈克尔。当他看见我时，他的面色发白了。很清楚，他见到我很吃惊，而且非常不快。

加冕典礼持续了几个小时，但我总算说对了也做对了所有的事儿。最后仪式终于结束了，现在我是卢里塔尼亚国王了！当弗蕾维亚公主和我乘着敞篷车回宫殿时，人群中有人对我们喊道：“什么时候举行婚礼？”

公主听到这话时她的脸有点儿发红。过了一会儿她说：“鲁道夫，今天你看起来不大一样，你变得安静严肃了。你现在会变得更明智些了吧？”

我明白了，公主对国王的评价不太高。在我看来，国王是一个非常幸运的人。

“如果那样能使你高兴的话，我就试试这么做。”我柔和地说。

公主的脸红了，然后她说：“你得小心迈克尔，你知道……”

“我知道，”我说，“他想得到我所拥有的，还想得到我有朝一日想得到的。”我这么说的时候眼睛看着她，她对我微笑着，很可爱。

“我真想知道国王现在在干嘛？”我暗想。




宫廷晚宴持续了很长时间，不过弗里茨、萨普特和我总算单独待在国王的更衣室里了。

“你干得不错，”弗里茨说，“但是拉森狄尔，小心一点！黑迈克尔今天看起来特别不高兴，因为你和公主两人有那么多可说的。”

“她美极了。”我回答。

“得了，”萨普特说，“现在没工夫说这些了，我们得立即去曾达，去找国王！假如我们被逮住了，我们都得死！黑迈克尔收到了一封曾达来的信，所以他也许已经知道了。我们不在的时候你别开门，弗里茨，不然你会死的。你就说国王得一个人待着休息。现在，走吧，马已经准备好了。”

弗里茨和我握握手，然后我挡上我的头发和大半个脸。萨普特和我从一个秘密的门出了房间，到了宫殿的花园的后面，一个人正牵着两匹马等着我们。

很快我们将城市抛在了身后，进入了乡间。我们骑着马像风一样飞驰，10点钟时我们已经来到了曾达的森林边。

突然萨普特停住了。“听！”他悄悄地说，“我们后面有马蹄声！快！下马！去城堡走左边的路，我们走右边这条。”

我们躲在密密的树林里，等待着，注视着。那些人走近了，是黑迈克尔和另一个男人。当他们走到两条路口时，他们停住了。

“怎么走？”公爵问。

“去城堡！”另一个说，“他们会知道那儿出了什么事。”

公爵等了一会儿。“那就去曾达！”他终于说道。然后两人就朝左边的路走了。

我们又等了十多分钟，然后赶紧上路。

我们到达林中小屋，冲进地下室。萨普特关老太太的那间房间空了。她逃走了！另一间房子锁着。萨普特的脸因为紧张而发白。我俩砸开门冲了进去，我找到一盏灯，朝四周看去，老仆人约瑟夫躺在地板上，已经死了。我举着灯，把房间的每一个角落都看遍了。

“国王不在这儿。”我说。


5
His Majesty returns to Strelsau

It was one o'clock in the morning. For a few minutes we said nothing. Then Sapt cried, 'The Duke's men have taken the King prisoner!'

'Then we must get back and wake everyone in Strelsau!' I cried. 'We must catch Black Michael before he kills the King.'

'Who knows where the King is now?' Sapt answered. Then suddenly he began to laugh. 'But we've given Black Michael a problem,' he said. 'Yes, my boy. We'll go back to Strelsau. The King will be in his palace in Strelsau again tomorrow.'

'No!' I cried.

'Yes!' Sapt answered. 'It's the only way to help him. Go back and take his place for him.'

'But the Duke knows...'

'Yes, but he can't speak, can he? What can he say? "This man isn't the King because I've taken the real King prisoner and murdered his servant." Can he say that?'

'But people will soon realize I'm not the real King,' I said.

'Perhaps, perhaps not,' said Sapt. 'But we must have a King in Strelsau, or Michael will ride in tomorrow as the new King! Listen, boy, if you don't go back to Strelsau, they'll kill the King. And if you do go back, they can't kill the King. Because if they kill him, how can they ever say that you're not the real King? Don't you see?' he cried. 'It's a dangerous game, but it gives us a chance of winning.'

It was a wild, hopeless plan, but I was young. I would never have the chance of an adventure like this again. 'Sapt, I'll try it,' I said.

'Good for you!' Sapt cried. 'But we must hurry! Look!'

He pulled me over to the door. The moon was low now, and there was not much light, burt I could just see a small group of men on horses. They were Black Michael's men, probably coming to take the dead body of Josef away.

'We can't let them go without doing something,' I said, thinking of poor Josef.

'Right,' Sapt agreed. We ran out of the back of the house, and quickly got onto our horses. Silently, we waited in the darkness, and then we galloped round the house and straight into the group of men. Between us, we killed three of them, but a bullet hit my finger and it began to bleed.

We rode hard all night and it was about eight or nine o'clock in the morning when we reached Strelsau. Luckily, the streets were still empty. We arrived at the palace, went in, and got to the dressing-room. When we opened the door, Fritz was asleep, but he woke immediately. When he saw me, he fell to the ground and cried, 'Thank God, Your Majesty! You're safe!'

'Well done, boy!' Sapt shouted. 'We'll do it!'

Fritz stood up. He looked at me, up and down, down and up. Then he took a step backwards. 'Where's the King?' he cried.

'Be quiet,' Sapt warned him. 'Someone will hear!'

Fritz's face was white now. 'Is the King dead?' he asked quietly.

'Please God, no,' I answered. 'But Black Michael has him.'

*　　*　　*

The next day was a long one for me. Sapt talked to me for three hours about what I must do and what I must say, what I liked and what I didn't like. Then I had to do some of the King's business, but, because of my damaged finger, I did not have to write my name on any papers.

When, at last, I was alone with Sapt and Fritz, we began to talk about Black Michael. Fritz told me that Black Michael had six very dangerous men among his servants － three Ruritanians, a Belgian, a Frenchman, and an Englishman. They did anything that the Duke ordered, and did not stop at murder. Three of them － the foreigners, Fritz had heard － were in Strelsau now with Duke Michael.

Sapt banged the table with his hand in excitement. 'Then the King must be alive! Michael's brought the foreigners with him, and left the three Ruritanians to hold the King prisoner. Usually, the Six, as they're called, go everywhere with him.'

Fritz wanted to do something immediately about Black Michael and his men, but Sapt and I realized that we could not do anything openly.

'We'll play a waiting game, and let Michael make the first move,' I said.

And so I continued as King of Ruritania. In order to help the real King, I tried to make myself popular with the people. I went riding through the streets, smiling and talking to everybody. I also went to visit the Princess Flavia. The King's officials had told me that the Princess was very popular, and the people hoped that she would become my wife.

It was easy for me to pretend to be in love with the Princess. Too easy. Those beautiful eyes and that lovely smile were stealing my heart. Here was my greatest danger! I was pretending to be another man, but losing my own heart. On my first visit, we sat together for a long time, talking of this and that. When I got up to leave, Princess Flavia said, 'Rudolf, you will be careful, won't you? You have enemies, as I'm sure you know, and your life is very important to... Ruritania.'

'Only to Ruritania?' I asked softly.

'And to your loving cousin,' she answered quietly.

I could not speak. I took her hand in mine. Then, with a heavy heart, I left.

Of course, I made many mistakes in my new life as King. But I managed to talk my way out of them, with luck and with help from Fritz and Sapt. It was like living on a knife edge. Once I met my brother Michael in the Princess's house. We smiled and talked politely, but I could see the anger in his black eyes.



His/Her Majesty: form used when speaking of a king or queen. 国王陛下，女王陛下。间接提及时用。直接称呼时用“Your Majesty”。

wild adj. having or showing lack of consideration or reflection. 鲁莽的，轻率的。

good for you: well done. 干得好（表示夸奖，赞美等）。

body n. corpse. 死尸，尸体。

gallope v. to go at the fastest speed (on a horse). 骑马疾驰，飞奔。

bullet n. a type of shot fired from a gun. 枪弹，子弹。

bleed v. to lose blood. 流血。

immediately adv. at once, without delay. 立即，立刻。

business n. task, duty, what has to be done. 职责，该做的事。

damage v. cause harm or injury. 损伤，损害。

murder n. unlawful killing of a human being on purpose. 谋杀，杀害。

bang v. hit violently. 猛击，敲打。

pretend v. make oneself appear (to be sth., to be doing sth.), either in a play or to deceive others. 假装，伪装。	


5　国王回到斯特莱索
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此刻是凌晨一点钟。有几分钟的时间我们一句话也没说，然后萨普特叫道：“公爵的人把国王关起来了！”

“我们必须回到斯特莱索，唤醒那儿的每一个人。”我说，“我们必须在黑迈克尔杀了国王之前抓住他。”

“谁又知道国王在哪儿呢？”萨普特回答。然后他突然笑了起来：“不过我们已经给了黑迈克尔一个难题。”他说，“是的，我的孩子，我们回斯特莱索去。明天国王又会在斯特莱索的宫中的。”

“不！”我说。

“是的！”萨普特回答，“这是唯一能帮助他的方法。回去，替他去当国王。”

“可是公爵明白……”

“没错，但他没法说出来，对吗？他能说什么呢？'这个男人不是国王，因为我把真正的国王关进牢里，而且杀了他的仆人。'他难道能这么说吗？”

“可是人们很快就会知道我不是真正的国王。”我说。

“也许会，也许不会。”萨普特说。“但我们必须得有一个国王在斯特莱索，否则迈克尔明天就会跑去成为新国王。听着，孩子，如果你不回斯特莱索，他们就会杀掉国王。可是如果你回去了，他们就不能杀他，因为假如他们杀了他，他们怎么才能说明你不是真正的国王？你难道不明白吗？”他说，“这是一场危险的游戏，不过它给了我们一次获胜的机会。”

这是一个疯狂无望的计划，但是那时我正年轻，我不可能再有这样的奇遇了。“萨普特，我试试。”我说。

“太棒了！”萨普特说。“可我们得快点儿，你看。”

他把我拖到门边。月亮现在低低的，没有什么光亮，但我恰好能看见一小群人骑在马上。他们是黑迈克尔的人，可能是来运走约瑟夫的尸体。

“我们不能就这么让他们走了。”我说，心里想着可怜的约瑟夫。

“好吧。”萨普特同意了。我们从屋子背后跑出去，很快地骑上了马。在黑暗中我们悄悄地等着，然后飞快地绕过房子，直冲进那群人中。我们杀了他们三个人，不过有一枪打中了我的手指，流血了。

我们骑着马整整走了一夜，到达斯特莱索时是早上八九点钟，幸运的是，街上还是空空的。我们到达王宫，走进去直到更衣室。当我们开门时，弗里茨正在熟睡，但他立刻就醒来了。当看见我时，他跪倒在地叫道：“感谢上帝，陛下，您平安无事！”

“干得好，孩子！”萨普特说，“我们就这么办。”

弗里茨站了起来，他看着我，从上到下，从下到上。然后他后退一步：“国王在哪里？”他嚷道。

“安静点，”萨普特警告他，“别人会听见的。”

弗里茨的脸变白了，“国王死了吗？”他静静地问。

“上帝保佑吧，他还没有死。”我说，“不过黑迈克尔抓住他了。”




第二天对我来说十分漫长。萨普特对我说了三个小时，告诉我应该做什么，不能做什么，什么是我喜欢的，什么是我不喜欢的。接着我不得不做一些国王该做的事。不过，由于我的手伤了，我不用在任何文件上签名。

最后，当我又和萨普特、弗里茨在一起时，我们开始谈论黑迈克尔。弗里茨告诉我，黑迈克尔的随从中有六个非常危险的家伙，其中三个是卢里塔尼亚人，一个比利时人，一个法国人，还有一个英国人。黑迈克尔让他们做什么他们就做什么，就是杀人也干。弗里茨听说其中三个外国人现在正和黑迈克尔一起待在斯特莱索。

萨普特兴奋地用手拍了一下桌子，“这么说国王肯定还活着。迈克尔带了三个外国人，让那三个卢里塔尼亚人看着国王。通常总是黑迈克尔走到哪儿他们六个跟到哪儿的。”

弗里茨想立即就对黑迈克尔和他的人采取行动，可萨普特和我觉得我们什么事也不能公开地干。

“我们要玩一场等待游戏，让迈克尔先动手。”我说。

因此，我就继续当卢里塔尼亚的国王，为了帮助真正的国王，我试着得到人民的爱戴。我骑马穿过每条街道，对每个人微笑，跟每个人说话。我也去拜访弗蕾维亚公主。国王的官员们告诉我公主非常受百姓的欢迎，人们希望她会成为我的妻子。

对我来说，假装我正爱着公主是件很容易的事儿，太容易了。她那美丽的眼睛和可爱的微笑正悄悄地占据我的心。这才是我最大的危险！我假装是另外一个男人，但失去的是我自己的心。在我第一次拜访她的时候，我们在一起坐着，说这说那，过了很长时间。当我站起来告别的时候，弗蕾维亚公主说：“鲁道夫，你会小心的，是吗？你有敌人，你肯定知道这个，而且你的生命对于……卢里塔尼亚是很重要的。”

“只对卢里塔尼亚重要吗？”我温柔地问。

“对爱着你的表妹也一样。”她静静地回答。

我说不出话来。我握住了她的手，然后带着一颗沉重的心离开了她。

自然，在作为国王的新生活中，我犯了许多错误，但我很幸运，加上有弗里茨和萨普特的帮助，都设法掩饰过去了。这真像是在刀刃上过日子。有一次我在公主的家里遇见了我的兄弟迈克尔。我们微笑着，彬彬有礼地聊天，但我能看出他黑眼睛里的怒火。


6
An adventure with a tea-table

One day Sapt brought me some news － he had found out where the King was. Duke Michael was holding him prisoner somewhere in the Castle of Zenda.

Sapt also brought me a letter. It was in a woman's handwriting.

'To know what you most wish to know,' the letter began, 'meet me tonight in the garden of the big house in New Avenue. Come at midnight, and come alone.'

There was another note on the back of the letter. 'Ask yourself which woman does not want Black Michael to marry the Princess. A. de M.'

'Antoinette de Mauban!' I cried. 'She wants to marry the Duke.'

'That's true,' Sapt said. 'But you won't go, of course. They'll kill you! Duke Michael made her write this letter!'

'I must,' I replied. 'Every day we play this game there's more danger. I could make a mistake at any time, and, if I do, we'll all die. Don't you see? I have to go tonight. We can't go on much longer.'

'Then I'm coming too,' said Sapt.

So, at half-past eleven that night, Sapt and I rode out to the house in New Avenue. We left Fritz to watch my room in the palace. The night was dark, so I took a lamp. I also had my revolver and a knife.

We soon reached the house, and came to a gate in the wall. I got off my horse.

'I'll wait here,' said Sapt. 'If I hear anything, I'll －'

'Stay where you are!' I answered quickly. 'It's the King's only chance. They mustn't kill you too!'

'You're right,' said Sapt. 'Good luck!'

Silently, I opened the gate and went into the garden. In front of me I could see the dark shape of a summer-house and I moved towards it. Without a sound, I went up the steps, pushed open the door and went in. A woman hurried over to me and took me by the hand. I turned my lamp on her. She was beautiful.

'Close the door!' she said. 'We must be quick, Mr Rassendyll! Michael made me write the letter － three men are coming to kill you － three of the Six! They'll tell everyone that Sapt and Fritz von Tarlenheim murdered you. Then Michael will make himself King and marry the Princess.' Antoinette's beautiful eyes were sad as she added softly, 'I can't let him marry her. I love him!'

'But the King,' I said. 'I know he's in the Castle of Zenda － but where?'

'Go across the drawbridge and you come to a heavy door... Listen! What's that? They're coming! They're too soon! Put out your lamp!' she cried, her eyes filled with fear. 'Quickly! You must go. There's a ladder at the end of the garden, against the wall!'

But it was too late. The three men were already outside. There was a small hole in the door, and I put my eye to it. My hand was on my revolver. It was no good! There were three of them. I could kill one perhaps, but then...

A voice came from outside. 'Mr Rassendyll...' It was the Englishman. 'We only want to talk to you. Open the door.'

'We can talk through the door,' I replied. I looked through the hole again and saw that they were on the top step. When I opened the door, they would run at me.

'We'll let you go if you leave the country and we'll give you fifty thousand English pounds,' continued Detchard, the Englishman.

'Give me a minute to think,' I answered.

Wildly, I looked around the summer-house and saw a metal garden table and some chairs. I picked up the table and held it in front of me, by the legs. Then I went to the back of the room and waited.

'All right, I agree,' I called. 'Open the door!'

I heard them arguing with each other, and then Detchard said to the Belgian, 'Why, Bersonin, are you afraid of one man?'

A second later the door opened.

De Gautet, the Frenchman, was with the other two, and the three men were standing there with their revolvers ready. With a shout, I ran at them as hard as I could. They tried to shoot me, but the bullets hit the table. The next second the table knocked them to the ground and we all fell on top of each other. Quickly, I picked myself up and ran for my life through the trees. I could hear them coming after me. Was Antoinette right? Was there really a ladder by the wall? I reached the end of the garden. The ladder was there! In a minute I was up it and over the wall.

Sapt was waiting with the horses and seconds later we were on our way home. And, as we rode, we laughed because I had fought Duke Michael's dangerous men － with a tea-table!



handwriting n. (person's style of) writing by hand. 笔迹，书法。

midnight n. 12 o'clock at night. 午夜，半夜12点。

make sb. do sth.: force sb. to do sth. 强迫，使某人做某事。

revolver n. a type of small gun (pistol). 左轮手枪，转轮手枪。

shape n. outer form, appearance of something that is seen. 外形，轮廓。

be no good: be no use or of little use, of little value. 没有用，不管用。

run at: attack suddenly. 突然进攻，猛扑。

pound n. British unit of money. 英镑，英国货币单位。

argue (with sb.) v. express disagreement, quarrel. 争论，争吵。

shoot v. to fire (a weapon). 开枪，射击。


6　茶桌历险
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有一天，萨普特带来了一个消息——他发现了国王在哪儿。迈克尔公爵把他关在曾达城堡里的什么地方。

萨普特还给我带来了一封信，是一个女人的笔迹。

“要想知道你最想知道的事，”这封信的开头这样写着，“请今晚去新马路大房子的花园见我。半夜12点，一个人来。”

信封的背面还有一句话：“问问你自己哪个女人不想让黑迈克尔和公主结婚。A. de M. ”

“安冬纳特·德·莫班！”我叫了起来，“她想嫁给公爵。”

“确实如此。”萨普特说，“但是你可不能去。当然不行，他们会杀了你的！是迈克尔公爵让她写这封信的！”

“我得去。”我说。“我们玩这场游戏，每过一天，危险就增加一分。我随时可能出错，而一出错我们就都完了。还不明白吗？我今晚必须去。我们没法老这样继续下去。”

“那我也去。”萨普特说。

于是，那天晚上11点半，萨普特和我骑马去新马路的那所大房子。我们把弗里茨留下来照应我在王宫中的屋子。夜很黑，我带了一盏灯。我还带了我的左轮手枪和一把刀。

很快我们来到那所大房子跟前。围墙中间有一座大门，我下了马。

“我在这儿等着。”萨普特说，“假如我听见什么动静，我就……”

“你就在这儿待着！”我很快地回答，“这是国王唯一的机会。他们不能连你也一块儿杀了。”

“你说得对。”萨普特说，“祝你好运！”

我静悄悄地开了门，走进花园。我眼前是一所避暑别墅的昏暗轮廓。我朝它走去。我悄悄地走上台阶，推门进去。一个女人急步走过来拉住我的手。我用灯照着她，她很美。

“关上门！”她说。“我们得快一点儿，拉森狄尔先生。是迈克尔让我写这封信的，有三个人会来杀你——那六个人中的三个。他们会告诉每个人萨普特和弗里茨·冯·塔伦汉姆杀了你。然后迈克尔会登上王位，并且和公主结婚。”安冬纳特美丽的眼睛露出悲哀，低声说，“我不能让他娶她，我爱他。”

“我知道国王在曾达的城堡里，”我说，“但他在哪里？”

“过了吊桥你能看见一座厚重的大门……听！什么声儿？他们来啦！他们太快了！把灯灭了！”她说，眼睛里满是惊恐。“快点儿！你得走。花园尽头有一个梯子靠在墙上！”

但是已经太晚了。那三个人已经来到屋外，门上有一个小洞，我从洞里向外看。我的手放在左轮手枪上。这不管用！他们有三个人，我也许能打中其中的一个，但是……

外面响起一个声音：“拉森狄尔先生……”是那个英国人。“我们只是想跟你谈谈，开门。”

“我们可以隔着门谈。”我回答。我又从小洞往外看，见他们已经上到了最高一层的台阶。假如我开门，他们就会朝我扑过来。

“假如你离开这个国家，我们会让你走，而且会给你五万英镑。”戴查德，那个英国人说。

“让我想一想。”我回答。

慌乱中我朝房子四周扫了一眼，看见了一个花园用的金属桌子和一些椅子。我抓着桌腿把它挡在身体前，然后退到房子的尽头等着。

“好吧，我同意了。”我高声说：“开门吧！”

我听见他们互相吵嚷，然后戴查德对那个比利时人说：“伯索宁，难道你还怕一个人吗？”

片刻之后，门就开了。

德·高蒂特，那个法国人和另外两个人在一起。他们三个端着上了镗的左轮手枪站在那儿。我大叫一声，用尽全力向他们冲去。他们向我开枪，但是子弹打在了桌子上。紧接着桌子打倒了他们。我们都倒下了，你压着我，我压着你。我很快爬了起来，穿过树林飞快逃走。我听见他们追了上来。安冬纳特没说错吧？墙上真有一个梯子吗？我跑到了花园的尽头，梯子真的在那里！一刹那间我就登上了梯子越过了围墙。

萨普特牵着马在等我。几秒钟后，我们就已经在回去的路上了。我们一边骑着马，一边大笑。因为我已经和迈克尔公爵的杀手斗了一场，而且只用了一张茶桌！


7
For love of the King

Every day I was sent a secret report by the Chief of Police, and the next afternoon I was playing cards with Fritz when Sapt brought it in. We learned that Duke Michael and the Three had left Strelsau, and that Antoinette de Mauban had also left. Clearly, they had gone to Zenda. The report also said that the people were unhappy because the King had not yet asked Princess Flavia to marry him.

'Yes,' said Fritz. 'It's true. I've heard that the Princess loves the King and she's very sad...'

'Well,' Sapt informed us, 'I've arranged a dance at the royal palace this evening, for the Princess.'

'Why wasn't I told?' I asked angrily.

But Sapt continued, 'Everything is arranged. And tonight you must ask the Princess to marry you.'

'No! I'll do nothing to hurt her!' I cried.

'All right, my boy,' Sapt smiled gently. 'Just say something nice to her, then. Remember, she thinks you're the King and we don't want her to be angry with him, do we?'

I understood, of course. If the King was saved, then Flavia must marry him. If he was not saved, then Sapt would ask me to stay and marry the Princess. Duke Michael must not be King.

The dance was wonderful. Flavia was beautiful and I danced with her again and again. Everyone could feel our happiness. I forgot about the crowd of rich, colourful people who were watching us. I had eyes only for my beautiful Flavia.

When supper had finished, Fritz touched me on the shoulder. I stood up, took Flavia's hand and led her into a little room. They brought coffee to us and then the door was closed quietly. The Princess and I were alone.

The windows of the little room opened onto the garden. The night was fine and the room was filled with the sweet smell of the flowers outside. Flavia sat down and I stood opposite her. I was fighting with myself... But then she looked at me － and I was lost! I forgot the King, I forgot who I was, I forgot everything! I fell to my knees, took her gently in my arms and kissed her.

Suddenly she pushed me away. 'Is it true? Do you really love me?' she cried. 'Or is it because you're the King and you must marry me?'

'No!' I answered quietly. 'I love you more than my life!'

Flavia smiled. 'Oh, why do I love you now?' she said softly. 'I didn't love you before, but I do now.'

How happy I was! It was not the King she loved. It was me － it was Rudolf Rassendyll! But as I looked into her lovely face, I knew I could not live with the lie. How could I pretend to be the King any longer?

'There's something I must tell you...' I began in a low voice.

'Your Majesty,' said a voice from the garden. 'People are waiting to say goodbye.'

It was Sapt. He had heard me talking to the Princess.

'We'll come,' I replied coldly.

But Flavia, her eyes full of her love for me, held out her hand to Sapt as he came into the room. He took it and said softly and sadly, 'God save your Royal Highness.' And then he added, 'But before all comes the King － God save the King!'

When Sapt told the people that Princess Flavia had accepted the King as her future husband, they were wild with happiness.

'You know, Sapt,' I said sadly, 'I could marry the Princess and let my people kill Duke Michael － and the King.'

'I know,' Sapt replied quietly.

'So we must go to Zenda and bring the King home at once!' I said.

Sapt put his hand on my shoulder. 'You're the finest Elphberg of them all,' he said with feeling.

*　　*　　*

Before we left Strelsau, I saw the Marshal and asked him to stay near Flavia, to take care of her and to keep her safe from Duke Michael. Then I went to say goodbye to her. At first she was cold with me. She did not understand why I wanted to leave her. But her anger changed to fear when I told her that I was going after Duke Michael.

'Oh, Rudolf, be careful!' she cried. 'He's a dangerous man! Please come back safely to me.'

'Duke Michael can never keep me away from you,' I promised. But in my heart I knew that another man could.



chief n. leader or ruler. 头目，首领。

inform v. to tell, give knowledge to sb. of sth. 通知，报告，提供消息。

arrange v. make plans in advance, see to the details of sth. 安排。

touch v. to feel with hands or fingers. 触摸，抚摸。

shoulder n. the top of the arm where it joins the body. 肩膀。

opposite prep. facing. 对面，与……相对。

Your Royal Highness: title used when speaking to a certain royal person. 对王室成员的称呼，殿下。

accept v. to take or receive willingly. 接受，收下。


7　为了对国王的爱

第二天下午我和弗里茨打牌时，萨普特带给我一封密信，那时每天警察长都要给我送一份秘密报告。我们得知迈克尔公爵和他的三个杀手离开了斯特莱索，安冬纳特·德·莫班也走了。很明显，他们去了曾达。报告还说臣民不太高兴，因为国王还没有请求弗蕾维亚公主嫁给他。

“是这样，”弗里茨说，“这是真的，我听说公主爱国王，她很伤心……”

“哦，”萨普特通知我们，“我今晚在王宫为公主安排了一个舞会。”

“为什么事先不告诉我？”我生气地说。

可是萨普特继续说着：“一切都安排好了。今天你就向公主求婚。”

“不！我决不做任何伤害她的事！”我叫道。

“好的，我的孩子。”萨普特温和地微笑着。“那就只对她说些好听的话。记住，她以为你是国王。我们不想让她对国王生气，对吗？”

我当然明白，如果国王得救了，弗蕾维亚就必须跟他结婚，如果他没得救，萨普特就会请我留下来，并且娶弗蕾维亚公主。决不能让迈克尔公爵当国王。

舞会好极了。弗蕾维亚很美丽。我跟她一支接一支地跳舞，每个人都能感到我们的快乐。我忘了那些有钱的，打扮得多姿多彩的人们在看着我们。我的眼里只有我美丽的弗蕾维亚。

晚餐结束后，弗里茨碰了碰我的肩膀，我站了起来，拉着弗蕾维亚的手，把她带进一个小房间里，他们给我们送来了咖啡，然后门就轻轻关上了，公主和我单独待在一起。

[image: alt]

小房间的窗户朝花园开着，夜色明朗，屋内充满了窗外鲜花的甜香。弗蕾维亚坐了下来，我站在她的对面。我跟自己斗争着……可是她看着我，我失败了。我忘了国王，忘了我是谁，忘了一切。我跪了下来，轻轻地搂住她，吻了她。

突然她推开了我：“这是真的吗？你真的爱我吗？”她说，“还是因为你是国王而不得不娶我？”

“不！”我静静地回答：“我爱你胜过爱我的生命！”

弗蕾维亚微笑了：“哦，为什么我现在爱你了？”她温柔地说，“以前我并不爱你，可现在我爱了。”

我多么幸福啊！她爱的并不是国王，而是我——鲁道夫·拉森狄尔！可是当我望着她可爱的脸，我知道我没法再对她撒谎。我怎么能继续装扮我是国王呢？

“有件事我必须告诉你……”我低声说。

“国王陛下，”花园里有人说道：“人们都在等着跟您告别呢。”

是萨普特，他听见我和公主说的话了。

“我们就来。”我冷冷地回答。

可是弗蕾维亚的眼里充满了对我的爱，对走进房间的萨普特伸出手去。他握着她的手，温柔而又伤感地说：“上帝保佑公主殿下。”然后他又加了一句：“可是国王高于一切，上帝保佑国王！”

当萨普特宣告说弗蕾维亚公主接受国王作为她未来的丈夫时，人们都乐得发疯了。

“你知道，萨普特，”我悲哀地说，“我可以娶了公主，并且让我的人民杀了迈克尔公爵，还有国王。”

“我知道。”萨普特静静地回答。

“所以我们必须立即去曾达，把国王弄回来！”

萨普特把手放在我的肩上：“在所有艾尔弗伯格家族的人当中，你是最好的一个。”他动情地说。




在我们离开斯特莱索之前，我见了元帅，并且请他待在弗蕾维亚身边，照顾她并且使她免受迈克尔公爵的打扰。然后我去向她告别。起初她对我很冷淡，她不明白为什么我想离开她。但当我告诉她我去追赶迈克尔公爵时，她的怒气变成了恐惧。

“哦，鲁道夫，小心点儿！”她说，“他是个危险的家伙！请你一定要平安地回到我的身边。”

“迈克尔公爵永远也别想让我离开你。”我保证道。但在我心里，我知道另一个人却能做到。


8
Back to Zenda

The next day Sapt, Fritz, and I left Strelsau to go to Tarlenheim House. This fine modern house belonged to Fritz's uncle and was near the Castle of Zenda. We had ten brave young men with us. Sapt had told them that a friend of the King's was a prisoner in the Castle of Zenda and that the King needed their help.

Michael, of course, knew of my arrival. But I was sure he did not understand why I had come. He would think that my plan was to kill him and the King － and marry the Princess myself. So, I had not been in the house an hour when he sent three of the Six to me. These were not the three men who had tried to kill me. This time he sent the three Ruritanians － Lauengram, Krafstein and young Rupert of Hentzau.

'Duke Michael is very sorry that he can't welcome you himself,' explained Rupert of Hentzau. 'But, sadly, he's ill at the moment.'

'I hope that my dear brother will soon be better,' I replied with a smile.

Rupert threw back his head, shook his black hair and laughed. He was a good-looking young man. People said he had broken many hearts already.

'Oh, I'm sure he will!' he answered.

*　　*　　*

That evening, instead of having dinner at the house, Fritz and I went to the little hotel in the town of Zenda where I had stayed before.

'Ask for a room where we can dine alone,' I said to Fritz. 'And ask the pretty girl to bring our food.'

I covered my face and the girl came and put the wine down on the table. When she turned to go, she looked at me and I let her see my face.

'The King!' she cried. 'You were the King! Oh, I'm sorry, sir! I'm sorry! The things that we said!'

'Forget that now,' I answered. 'You can help me. Bring our dinner, but tell no one that the King is here.'

She came back in a few minutes, looking very serious.

'How's your friend Johann?' I began.

She looked surprised. 'Oh, we don't see him very often now,' she answered. 'He's very busy at the castle.'

'But you could get Johann to meet you tomorrow night, couldn't you? At ten o'clock, perhaps, on the road out of Zenda.'

'Yes, sir... You're not going to hurt him?'

'Not if he does what I say. Go now, and say nothing about this.'

After dinner, we left to go back to Tarlenheim House. We had almost reached it when we saw Sapt running to meet us. 'Have you seen them?' he cried.

'Who?' I asked.

'Duke Michael's men. Don't go out unless you have six men or more with you!' he said. 'You know Bernenstein, one of your men?'

'Of course,' I answered. 'A good, strong man, about as tall as me.'

'Well, they tried to kill him. He's upstairs now with a bullet in his arm. He was walking in the woods and he saw three men. Suddenly, they started shooting at him, so he began to run. He was lucky. They were afraid to come too near the house, so he escaped. But it was you they wanted to kill!'

'Sapt,' I said, 'I promise I'll do one thing for Ruritania before I leave it.'

'What's that?' asked Sapt.

'I'll kill every one of the Six. Ruritania will be a better place without them!'



modern adj. new and up-to-date. 新式的，时髦的。

arrival n. act of reaching a place, esp. the end of a journey. 到达，到来。

break one's heart: make sb. very sad. 令人心碎，使人伤心。

upstairs adv. to or on a higher floor. 楼上。


8　回到曾达
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第二天，萨普特、弗里茨和我离开斯特莱索去塔伦汉姆庄园。这所新式的庄园属于弗里茨的叔叔，离曾达城堡不远。我们带了10个勇敢的年轻人。萨普特告诉他们说，国王的一个朋友被关在曾达的城堡里了，国王需要他们的帮助。

迈克尔当然知道我来了，可是他肯定不明白为什么我要来。他会以为我的计划是把他和国王都杀了。然后我自己和公主结婚。因此，我到庄园还不到一个小时，他就派了那六个人中的三个来见我。他们不是曾经追杀我的那三个人。这一次他派了三个卢里塔尼亚人——劳恩格兰姆，克拉夫斯坦，和年轻的亨佐鲁帕特。

“迈克尔公爵很抱歉他不能亲自来欢迎您。”鲁帕特解释说，“很遗憾，他现在病了。”

“我希望我亲爱的兄弟很快会好起来。”我微笑着回答。

鲁帕特一仰头，甩了甩他的黑头发也笑了。他长得很精神，据说他已经让很多女人心碎了。

“哈，我肯定他会好起来的！”他回答。

那天晚上，弗里茨和我没在庄园里吃饭，我们去了曾达城中我曾经住过的小旅店。

“你去要一个我们可以单独用餐的小房间，”我对弗里茨说，“还有，请那个漂亮的姑娘给我们上吃的。”

我挡住我的脸。那姑娘进来把酒瓶放在桌上，当她转身要走时，她看着我，我让她看见了我的脸。

“是国王！”她叫道，“你是国王！哦，我很抱歉，先生，对不起，我们说了那些话！”

“现在忘了那些。”我回答，“你能帮我的忙。给我们把晚餐拿来，不过别告诉任何人国王在这儿。”

几分钟后她回来了，看上去非常严肃。

“你的朋友约翰他好吗？”我问。

她看上去有点儿吃惊：“噢，我近来不常见到他。”她说，“他在城堡里很忙。”

“可你能叫约翰明天晚上跟你见面，对吗？大概晚上十点，在曾达城外的路上。”

“是的，先生，你们不会伤害他吧？”

“如果他照我说的做就不会。现在去吧。对这事一个字也别说出去。”

吃完晚饭，我们回到塔伦汉姆庄园。我们快到的时候，看见萨普特跑出来迎接我们。“你们看见他们了吗？”他问。

“谁？”

“迈克尔公爵的人。如果你身边没有六个人或更多的人，就别到外边去！”他说：“你知道伯南斯坦吧？他也是你的人。”

“当然啦。”我回答，“他人好，又强壮，差不多跟我一样高。”

“嗯，他们想杀了他。他现在在楼上，胳膊上中了一枪。他在树林散步的时候看见三个人，突然他们向他开枪，他就跑。他很幸运。他们不敢太靠近这所房子，所以他侥幸逃脱了。可是他们想杀的是你！”

“萨普特，”我说，“我保证在我离开之前要为卢里塔尼亚做一件事。”

“什么？”萨普特问。

“我要干掉那六个人。没有了他们，卢里塔尼亚会更好！”


9
News of the prisoner

The next morning I was sitting in the garden in the sun when suddenly I saw young Rupert of Hentzau on horseback coming through the trees towards me. He was not afraid of my men, but asked to speak with me alone. He said he had a message for me from the Duke of Strelsau. I asked my friends to move away, and Rupert came and sat down near me.

'Rassendyll,' he began, 'the Duke...'

'Don't you know how to speak to the King?' I asked.

'Why pretend with me?'

'Because it isn't finished yet.'

'Well, I'm here because I want to help you...'

'Then give me the message. What does the Duke want?' I asked.

'He wants you to leave. He'll take you safely out of the country and give you a hundred thousand pounds.'

'I refuse,' I replied immediately.

Rupert laughed. 'I knew it!' he cried. 'Duke Michael doesn't understand men like us!... You must die, then,' he added carelessly.

'Yes,' I answered. 'But you won't be alive to see me die!' I laughed. 'How's your prisoner?' I added.

'Alive,' he replied. 'How's the pretty Princess?'

I took a step towards him. 'Go now, before I kill you,' I shouted angrily.

Rupert turned, but suddenly he came back. He put out his right hand. 'Shake hands!' he called.

Of course, he knew what I would do. I put my hands behind my back. Quickly, his left hand moved towards me. In it he held a dagger and it was coming straight at my heart! I jumped to one side, and the dagger went deep into my shoulder. Before my friends could do anything, Rupert of Hentzau was on his horse and galloping through the trees. I heard my men going after him with their guns － and then everything went black.

When I awoke it was dark, and Fritz was at my bedside. He told me that I was not badly hurt, and that the plan to catch Johann had been successful.

'He seems pleased to be here,' Fritz said. 'I think he's afraid of Duke Michael.'

Later Sapt brought Johann up to see me. At first Johann was afraid to speak, but then he began to talk. We asked him many questions, and finally Johann gave us the information we wanted.

In the Castle of Zenda, near the drawbridge and below the ground, there were two small rooms, cut out of the rock itself. In the first of these rooms there were always three of the Six. At the back of this room there was a door which led into the second room. The King was in the second room.

'If someone tries to get into the first room, two of the three men will fight, but Rupert of Hentzau or Detchard will run into the second room and kill the King,' Johann said. 'There's a small window in the second room with a large pipe going down into the moat outside,' he went on. 'You can get a man inside it, and they'll tie a heavy stone to the King's body and push it down the pipe. The body will go down and disappear under the water, and the murderers will then go down the pipe themselves, and swim across the moat.'

'And if I bring an army to the castle?' I asked.

'Duke Michael will still murder the King,' replied Johann. 'He won't fight. He'll kill the King and push his body down the pipe. And he'll put one of the Six in the prison. He'll say the man had done something to make him angry. That will stop the stories about a prisoner in Zenda.' Johann stopped for a minute, but then he added, 'If they know I've told you this, they'll kill me. They're all bad, but Rupert of Hentzau is the worst. Don't let them kill me...'

'All right,' I said. 'But if anyone asks you who the prisoner of Zenda is, don't tell him. If you do, I'll kill you myself!'

Johann left the room and I looked at Sapt.

'It doesn't matter what plan we make,' I said. 'The King will be dead before we can get to him!'

Sapt shook his grey head angrily. 'You'll still be King of Ruritania in a year's time.'

'Perhaps one of the Duke's men will turn against him...' I began.

'Impossible,' replied Sapt.

'Then we need the help of God,' I said.



message n. piece of news, or a request, sent to sb. 讯息，口信。

carelessly adv. done without care, thoughtlessly. 粗心地，不在乎地。

dagger n. short, pointed, two-edged knife as a weapon. 短剑，匕首。

pleased adj. glad, feeling or showing satisfaction. 高兴的，满意的。

information n. sth. told, news or knowledge given. 消息，情报。

pipe n. tube used for carrying liquids or gas. 管子，管道。

disappear v. to go out of sight, become lost. 消失，失踪。

turn against sb.: become hostile to sb. 变为敌对的态度，反抗。


9　有关囚犯的消息

第二天早晨，我正坐在阳光下的花园里，突然看见鲁帕特骑着马穿过树林朝我走来。他并不怕我的人，但是请求和我单独谈谈。他说他有斯特莱索公爵给我的口信。我请朋友们离开，然后鲁帕特过来在我旁边坐了下来。

“拉森狄尔，”他开始说，“公爵……”

“难道你不知道应该怎样对国王说话吗？”我问。

“干吗跟我装假？”

“因为事情还没完。”

“好吧，我来这儿是因为我想帮助你……”

“那就告诉我那个口信。公爵想要什么？”

“他要你离开。他会帮你安全地离开这个国家。而且会给你10万英镑。”

“我拒绝。”我立即回答。

鲁帕特笑了：“我知道，”他说：“迈克尔公爵不了解你我这样的人！……那么你就得死。”他漫不经心地加了一句。

“对。”我回答：“不过你也别想活着看到我死！”我笑着说：“你的犯人怎么样了？”

“还活着！”他回答：“美丽的公主怎么样了？”

我朝他跨了一步，“在我杀了你之前赶紧滚！”我生气地喊道。

鲁帕特转过身，但他突然又回来了。他伸出右手，叫道：“握握手吧！”

他当然知道我会怎么做。我把手放在背后。他的左手却一下子伸过来，手里的短剑直刺向我的心脏。我跳向一边，短剑深深地刺进我的肩膀。没等我的朋友反应过来，鲁帕特已经上马跑进了树林。我听见我的人开枪追赶他，然后一切都变黑了。
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我醒来时天已经黑了。弗里茨坐在我的床边。他说我的伤不重，并且告诉我抓约翰的计划已经成功了。

“他看上去很高兴能在这儿。”弗里茨说，“我想他害怕迈克尔公爵。”

过了一会儿，萨普特带约翰来见我。一开始约翰不敢说话，后来他开始说了起来。我们问了他许多问题，最后约翰终于把我们想知道的说了出来。

在城堡靠近吊桥的地方，有两个地下小屋，是从岩石中凿出来的。那六个人中的三个总是在第一间小屋里待着，屋子的尽头安着一扇门通向第二间屋子，国王就在那里面。

“假如有人想进第一间屋子，那三个人中的两人就会应战，而鲁帕特或者戴查德就会冲进第二间屋子把国王杀掉。”约翰说：“第二间屋子里有一个小窗子，一根大排水管穿过窗户通往外面的护城河。”他接着说，“排水管能容纳下一个人。他们会在国王身上绑上一块很重的石头，然后把他推下排水管。尸体掉下去，消失在水下，然后杀人犯们也会顺着排水管下来，再游泳穿过护城河。”

“假如我带领一支军队去攻打城堡呢？”我问。

“迈克尔公爵仍然会杀了国王，”约翰说。“他不会跟你硬打的。他会把国王杀了，推下排水管，然后把那六个家伙中的一个关进监狱。他会说那个家伙做了让他生气的事儿。这样就可以制止人们关于曾达有个囚徒的传言。”约翰停了一会儿，又说：“如果他们知道我告诉了你们这个，他们会杀了我。他们都很坏，可是最坏的是鲁帕特。别让他们杀了我……”

“好吧！”我说，“但如果有人问你曾达的囚徒是谁，你别说出来，不然的话我会杀了你！”

约翰离开了房间。我望着萨普特。

“我们订什么计划都无关紧要了。”我说，“还没等我们到国王身边他就已经死了。”

萨普特愤怒地摇着他灰白的脑袋：“一年之内你照样还是卢里塔尼亚的国王。”

“也许公爵的人里面会有一个起来反叛他……”我说。

“不可能。”萨普特回答。

“那我们就需要上帝来帮忙了。”我回答。


10
A night outside the castle

I wanted Duke Michael to think that I was still very ill, so we told the newspapers that the King had had a very serious accident. When Princess Flavia read this, she was very worried and she decided to come and see me. The Marshal could not stop her, and, although I was afraid for her, I was excited at the thought of seeing her again. We spent two wonderfully happy days together.

We had sent Johann back to the Castle of Zenda and suddenly we had a message from him. The real King was very ill.

'I must save him,' I said to myself. 'I love Flavia more each day. I can't go on like this much longer.'

I talked to Sapt. He agreed, so we made our plans.

*　　*　　*

Late the next night, Sapt, Fritz, and I, with six more men, rode out towards the Castle of Zenda. Sapt was carrying a long rope and I had a short, thick stick and a long knife.

The night was dark, and it was wet and windy. We stayed away from the town and we met no one. When we came to the moat, we stopped near some trees and the six men hid there with the horses. Then Sapt tied the rope round one of the trees near the water. I pulled off my boots, put the stick between my teeth and gently went down the rope into the water. I was going to take a look at the pipe.

It had been warm and bright that day, and the water was not cold. Slowly and carefully I swam round the dark walls of the castle. There were lights in the new buildings, and from time to time I heard people shouting and laughing. 'That must be young Rupert and his friends,' I thought. Suddenly a dark shape appeared in front of me. It was the pipe! The bottom of it was very wide and came out into the moat. And then I saw something which nearly made my heart stop. It was a boat, and in the boat there was a man! His gun was beside him, but, luckily, he was asleep. As quietly as I could, I moved closer. The man still slept. What could I do? I had to save the King. I took out my knife and drove it through the sleeping man's heart! On the other side of the castle they were still singing.

I had very little time. Someone could come at any minute. I looked up at where the pipe went through the wall into the prison. There was a thin line of light at the bottom edge. I heard Detchard's voice, and then I heard the King reply. Just then the light went out, and, in the darkness, I heard the King crying. I did not call to him. I had to get away safely － and take the body of the dead watchman with me.

I climbed into the boat and began to go back to where my friends were. No one could hear me because the wind was strong. But from somewhere behind me, I heard a shout. Someone was calling to the watchman. I reached the side of the moat where Sapt and Fritz were waiting. Quickly, I tied the rope round the man's body and Sapt and Fritz pulled it up. Then I climbed up the rope myself.

'Call our men from the trees,' I said quietly. 'And hurry!'

But just then, three men rode round from the front of the castle. Luckily, they did not see us, but they heard our six friends riding out of the trees, and with a shout they galloped towards them.

Seconds later we heard the sound of shots and I ran to help our men. Sapt and Fritz followed.

'Kill them!' cried a voice. It was Rupert of Hentzau.

'Too late! They've got both of us!' cried another voice. 'Save yourself, Rupert!'

I ran on, holding my stick in my hand. Suddenly, through the darkness, I saw a horse coming towards me. I jumped at the horse's head, and saw the man's face above me.

'At last!' I shouted. 'Rupert of Hentzau!'

He had only his sword, and my men were coming at him from one side, and Sapt and Fritz from the other.

Rupert laughed. 'It's the play-actor!' he cried, and with his sword he knocked my stick from my hand. Then he turned his horse, galloped to the moat, and jumped into the water with our bullets flying round his ears. Our men tried to shoot him in the water, but it was dark, there was no moon － and we lost him.

We had killed two of the Six － Lauengram and Krafstein － but I was angry. Three of our brave friends were also dead, and we carried them home with a heavy heart.

And I did not like to hear Rupert call me a play-actor.

*　　*　　*

Of course, Michael and I could not let the people know that we were enemies. So, in the daytime it was safe to be in the town of Zenda. One day, soon after our night outside the castle, Princess Flavia and I were riding through the town when we saw a group of people dressed in black going to the church. Rupert of Hentzau was with them, and when he saw us, he turned his horse and came towards us.

'It's the funeral of my dear friend., Lauengram,' he said, in answer to our question.

'I'm sorry your friend is dead,' I said to him.

'And I'm sorry, too,' Flavia added, her beautiful blue eyes sad.

Rupert looked at her and smiled. Then he turned and rode away. Although I was angry because he had smiled at Flavia, I went after him.

'You fought bravely the other night,' I said, 'and you're young. Help me save the King － and I'll help you.'

But Rupert was not interested. 'No,' he answered. 'But if they were both dead － the King and the Duke － then you could be King and marry your Princess, and I could be rich, and have the woman I want.'

'Antoinette de Mauban?' I asked carelessly, trying not to show my interest.

'Yes,' replied Rupert. 'I hate the Duke. She loves him, not me!' Angrily, he joined the funeral group again.

Strangely, when we returned home there was a message for me from Antoinette herself.

'I helped you once. Help me now. Save me from this terrible place! Save me from these murderers!'

I was sorry for her, but what could I do?



accident n. something esp. something unpleasant, undesirable, or damaging, that happens unexpectedly or by chance. 意外，不测，祸事。

excite v. to cause sb. to lose calmness and to have strong feelings, often pleasant. 使兴奋，激动。

gently adv. in a mild and careful way. 温和地，轻轻地。

appear v. come into view, become visible. 出现，呈现。

bottom n. lowest part of anything, inside or outside. 底部，底端。

funeral n. a ceremony of burying or burning a dead person. 葬礼，丧葬仪式。

terrible adj. causing great fear or horror. 可怕的，极糟的。


10　城堡外的一夜

我想让迈克尔公爵以为我还十分虚弱，所以我们在报纸上说国王出了很严重的意外事故。当弗蕾维亚公主看到这条消息时，她非常忧虑，决定前来看我。元帅阻止不了她。虽然我替她担心，但也很高兴能再见到她。我们在一起过了幸福的两天。

我们派约翰回曾达的城堡去了。突然，我们得到了他传来的一个消息：真正的国王病得很重。

“我得救他。”我对自己说，“我对弗蕾维亚的爱每天都在增加，我没法儿再这样继续下去了。”

我和萨普特谈了我的想法，他同意了。我们就决定了行动计划。




第二天深夜，萨普特、弗里茨和我，还有另外六个人，骑马向曾达城堡进发。萨普特带着一根长绳，我拿着一根又短又粗的棍子和一把长刀。

夜色很黑，空气潮湿，风很大。我们绕开城市前进，没有撞上什么人。我们来到护城河的附近，在树丛里停了下来，那六个人和我们的马藏在里面。然后萨普特把绳子系在水边的树上，我脱下靴子，用牙咬着棍子，轻轻地顺着绳子下到河里，我要去看一下那根排水管。

那天很暖和，水也不冷。我缓慢而小心地绕着黑暗的城墙游着。城堡的新楼里有灯光，我不时能听见人们的叫声和笑声。“这一定是年轻的鲁帕特和他的同伙们。”我想。突然，一个黑影子出现在我的面前，是那根排水管！它的底部非常宽，伸进护城河里。然后我见到一样东西，我的心脏都几乎停止了跳动。是一只船，而且船里有个人！他的枪就靠在身边。幸运的是，他睡着了。我尽量轻轻地靠近他，他还在睡。我能怎么办呢？我得救出国王。我抽出刀，刺进了他的心脏。在城堡的另一边，那些人还在唱歌。

我的时间很紧，随时可能有人会来，我看了看排水管穿过城墙进入监狱的地方，在底端有一丝光亮透了出来。我听见了戴查德的声音。然后我听见了国王的回答。就在这时灯光灭了。在黑暗中我听到了国王的哭声。我没叫他。我必须安全地离开，而且得带上那个死去的哨兵。

我爬进小船，开始往朋友们所在的地方划，没人能听见，因为风很大。但从我的背后，我听见一声叫唤，有人正在叫那个哨兵。我到了河边，萨普特和弗里茨正在等我。我很快地把绳子绕在那个哨兵的身上，他们把他拖了上去。然后我也顺着绳子爬了上去。

“把我们在树林里的人叫来，”我悄声说。“要快！”

可就在此时，从城堡正面过来了三个骑马的人，很幸运他们没有看见我们，但他们听见了我们的六个朋友骑马从树林里出来，于是叫喊着扑向他们。

数秒钟后我们听见了枪声，我冲去帮助我们的人，萨普特和弗里茨紧跟着。

“杀死他们！”一个声音叫着，是亨佐的鲁帕特。

“太迟了，他们把我俩都抓住了，”另一个声音叫道：“快逃吧，鲁帕特！”

我跑过去，手里拿着棍子。突然，透过黑暗我看见一匹马向我这边冲来，我跳到了马头前，看见了我头顶上方那个人的脸。
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“总算见面了！”我叫道：“亨佐的鲁帕特！”

他手里只有剑，我的人从一边向他靠近，萨普特和弗里茨从另一边向他靠近。

鲁帕特笑了。“原来是那位演员！”他叫道。他用剑打掉我的棍子，然后掉转马头，冲进了护城河。我们的子弹在他耳边飞舞，我们的人向水中射击，但天太黑了，没有月亮，他逃脱了。

我们杀死了那六个人中的两个——劳恩格兰姆和克拉夫斯坦，但我很生气，我们有三个勇敢的朋友死了，我们把他们的尸体带回去，心情很沉痛。

我讨厌鲁帕特管我叫“演员”。




当然，迈克尔和我不会让人们知道我们是对头，因此白天在曾达城里是安全的。有一天，城堡外的那一夜之后没多久，当我和弗蕾维亚公主骑着马在城里穿行时，看见一群人穿着黑衣服走进教堂。鲁帕特也和他们在一起。他看见我们，掉转马头冲我们走来。

“这是我的朋友劳恩格兰姆的葬礼。”他回答我们的问题说。

“你的朋友死了我很难过。”我对他说。

“我也很难过。”弗蕾维亚说，她那美丽的蓝眼睛变得悲哀了。

鲁帕特看着她，笑了笑。然后他骑马离开了。虽然他对弗蕾维亚微笑使我生气，我还是追了上去。

“那天晚上你很勇敢。”我说，“而且你正年轻，帮助我救出国王——我也会帮助你的。”

但是鲁帕特不感兴趣。“不，”他回答。“不过如果他俩都死了——国王和公爵——你就能当上国王，娶你的公主，而我就可以有很多钱，而且得到我想要的女人。”

“安·德·莫班？”我满不在乎地问，试图装着不感兴趣的样子。

“对。”鲁帕特回答。“我恨公爵，她爱的是他，不是我！”他气冲冲地又回到葬礼的人群中去了。

奇怪的是，当我们回家时，一张安冬纳特本人写来的纸条正等着我们。

“我曾经帮助过你，现在帮帮我。把我从这个可怕的地方救出去！从这些杀人凶手中间救出去！”

我为她感到难过，但是我又能怎么样呢？


11
A dangerous plan

One day Johann came to tell us that the King was now very sick, and that Antoinette de Mauban and a doctor were looking after him. But the Duke never left Rupert of Hentzau alone with Antoinette. I understood why, after what Rupert had told me. There were often angry voices in the castle these days, Johann told us.

Two of the Six were now dead, but there were always two men watching the King. The other two slept in a room above and would hear them if they called. Detchard and Bersonin watched by night; Rupert of Hentzau and De Gautet by day. The Duke's rooms were on the first floor, in the new buildings of the castle, and Antoinette's room was on the same floor. But at night the Duke locked the door of her room, and pulled up the drawbridge. He kept the key himself. Johann slept near the front door of the new castle with five other men － but they had no guns.

We could not wait any longer. 'Listen!' I said to Johann. 'I'll make you rich if you do what I say.' Johann agreed.

'You must take this note to Madame de Mauban,' I said, 'and tomorrow, at two o'clock in the morning, you must open the front door of the new castle. Tell the others that you need air, or something － and then escape.'

Johann was clearly afraid, but he seemed to understand. I explained my plan to Sapt and Fritz.

'When Johann opens the front door,' I said, 'Sapt and his men will run into the castle and hold the men who are sleeping there. At the same time Antoinette will scream loudly again and again. She'll cry "Help! Help me, Michael!" And she'll shout Rupert of Hentzau's name. Duke Michael will hear and he'll run out of his room － straight into the hands of Sapt! Sapt will get the key from the Duke and let down the drawbridge. Rupert and De Gautet will hear the noise and hurry to cross the drawbridge. I'll hide by the bridge in the moat, and when they try to cross, I'll kill them. Then we'll hurry to the room where the King is, and kill Detchard and Bersonin before they have time to kill the King.'

The others listened in silence. It was a very dangerous plan, and I did not really think it would work － but we had to try!

That evening I went to visit Flavia. She seemed very thoughtful, and as I was leaving, she placed a ring on my finger. I was wearing the King's ring, but I took off my Rassendyll family ring and gave it to her. 'Wear this for me always,' I said.

She kissed the ring, and replied seriously, 'I'll wear it until the day I die.'

And then I had to leave her. I had already told the Marshal that if anything happened to the King, he must take Flavia to Strelsau, tell the people that Duke Michael had killed the King － and that Flavia was their Queen. I knew this could be my last day alive.



sick adj. ill, not well. 病了，得病的。

scream v. give a loud, sharp cry or cries. 尖叫。

straight adv. directly, without turning aside, without delay. 直接地，笔直地。

work v. (of a plan, machine etc.) to be active in a proper way. （计划等）奏效。

thoughtful adj. full of thought, showing thought. 深思的。

wear v. to have on the body. 穿，戴，佩。


11　一个危险的计划

一天，约翰来告诉我们，国王病得很重，安冬纳特和一个医生正在照顾他。但是公爵从来不让鲁帕特和安冬纳特单独待在一起。我明白这是为什么，鲁帕特已经告诉我了。约翰告诉我们，城堡里最近常有愤怒的叫嚷声。

虽然“那六个”中的两个已经死了，可是总有两个人看着国王，另外两个睡在楼上的一间屋子里，一叫就能听见。戴查德和伯索宁夜里看守，鲁帕特和德·高蒂特白天看守。公爵的房间是在城堡里新楼的一层。安冬纳特的房间也在这一层。但是一到夜里，公爵就把她的房门锁上，把吊桥拉起来，他自己拿着钥匙。约翰和另外五个人睡在新楼的正门附近，不过他们都没有枪。

我们不能再等了。“听着！”我对约翰说：“我会让你发财，假如你照我的吩咐去做的话。”他同意了。

“你把这张纸条交给德·莫班夫人。”我说，“明天凌晨两点钟，你必须把新城堡的正门打开，告诉别的人你想透透空气，或者别的什么——然后就逃走。”

约翰显然很害怕，但是他看上去听懂了。我把我的计划告诉了萨普特和弗里茨。

“等约翰打开正门，”我说，“萨普特和他的人就冲进去抓住睡在那儿的人。同时，安冬纳特就会不停地大声尖叫：'救命！救救我，迈克尔！'然后她会叫亨佐鲁帕特的名字。迈克尔公爵听见了就会冲出房间——正好落进萨普特的手里。萨普特就从公爵那儿拿到钥匙，放下吊桥。鲁帕特和德·高蒂特听见动静会冲过吊桥，我就藏在桥边的护城河里，他们过桥时我就除掉他们。然后我们就冲到国王在的那个房间里，在戴查德和伯索宁杀死国王之前先杀死他们。”

其他人静静地听着。这是一个非常危险的计划。我自己也并不真的相信它能成功。可我们必须试试！

那天晚上，我去看望弗蕾维亚。她看上去心事重重。当我离开时，她将一个戒指给我戴在手上。我戴着国王的戒指，但我摘下我的拉森狄尔家族的戒指给了她：“永远为我戴着它吧。”我说。
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她亲吻了戒指，严肃地回答：“我会到死都戴着它的。”

我不得不离开她了。我已经告诉元帅，如果国王出了什么事，他必须把弗蕾维亚带回斯特莱索，告诉人民是迈克尔公爵杀死了国王——然后弗蕾维亚将成为他们的女王。我知道这也许是我生命中的最后的一天了。


12
The prisoner and the King

We needed bad weather, but it was a fine, clear night. At midnight Sapt, Fritz, and their men left and rode quietly through the woods towards the castle. If everything went well, they would get there at a quarter to two and wait for Johann to open the front door. If Johann did not open the door, Fritz would come round to the other side of the castle to find me. If I was not there, then I was dead － and the King, too! Sapt and his men would go back to Tarlenheim House and return with the Marshal and more men to get into the castle.

So, half an hour later, I, too, left Tarlenheim. I took a shorter way than Sapt and when I reached the moat, I hid my horse in the trees, tied my rope round a strong tree and let myself down into the water. Slowly, I began to swim along under the castle walls. Just after a quarter to one, I came to the pipe and waited quietly in its shadow. Light was coming from Duke Michael's window opposite me across the moat, and I could see into the room. The next window along, which Johann had said was Antoinette's room, was dark.

Then the Duke's window opened, and Antoinette de Mauban looked out. Behind her there was a man. Rupert of Hentzau! What was he doing in the Duke's room? I wondered.

Rupert tried to put his arm round Antoinette, but she moved quickly away. At that moment, I heard the door of the room open and then the angry voice of Duke Michael.

'What are you doing here?' he cried.

'Waiting for you, sir,' Rupert replied quickly. 'I couldn't leave the lady alone.'

'Well, now you can go to bed. Are Detchard and Bersonin watching the prisoner?'

'Yes, sir.'

A few minutes later, Rupert crossed the drawbridge and it was pulled up. The light in Duke Michael's room went out, but a light came on, and stayed on, in Antoinette's room. In the silent darkness, I waited.

For about ten minutes everything was quiet, but suddenly I heard a noise on my side of the moat. A dark shape appeared in the gateway to the bridge, then turned and began to climb down some hidden steps in the wall. It was Rupert of Hentzau again － with a sword! Silently, he went down into the water and swam across the moat. Then he climbed out, and I heard him unlock the door. It was clear that Rupert of Hentzau had his own secret plans for that night.

It was not yet time for Johann to open the front door for my friends, and I still had to wait. I climbed up to the gateway of the bridge and hid in a dark corner. Now no one could enter or leave the old castle without fighting me. I wondered what Rupert was doing now, and a few seconds later I found out.

There was a sudden crash, and then a woman's screams rang through the night.

'Help me, Michael! Rupert of Hentzau!'

Those were the words that I had written for Antoinette! But these were screams of real fear and soon I heard shouts and the sound of fighting from Antoinette's room. Then Rupert appeared at the window. His back was towards me, but he was fighting. 'That's for you, Johann,' I heard him cry. Then, 'Come on, Michael!'

So Johann was in there too, fighting at the Duke's side! How could he open the door for Sapt now?

More of the Duke's men had run to the room and the noise of the fighting grew louder. Suddenly, Rupert gave a wild laugh, and with his sword in his hand, jumped from the window into the moat below.

At that moment the door of the old castle opened and De Gautet appeared beside me. I jumped at him with my sword, and a second later he fell dead in the doorway without a word or a sound.

Wildly, I searched his body for the keys. I found them, and in a minute I was in the first room, where Bersonin and Detchard were. But there was only Bersonin in the room. Before he had time to realize that I was there, I had killed him. Detchard had run into the King's room and locked the door behind him. I ran at it to break it down. But would I be in time? Was the King already dead?

The King was standing helplessly by the wall. But the doctor was also in the room and the brave little man had thrown himself at Detchard. He gave his life for the King, because, as I entered, Detchard pulled himself free and drove his sword into the doctor's side. Then, with an angry shout, Detchard turned to me.

We fought long and hard. Detchard was an excellent swordsman, and I was growing tired. He drove me back against the wall, gave me a deep cut in the arm, and began to smile. In a second he would kill me.

Suddenly, the King realized who I was.

'Cousin Rudolf!' he cried. Then he picked up a chair and threw it at Detchard's legs. The Englishman, jumping to one side, turned his sword against the King, and with a cry the King fell to the ground. Detchard moved towards me again, stepped in the doctor's blood on the floor － and fell to the ground himself. I had him! A second later his body lay across the dead doctor.

But was the King dead? I had no time to find out, because just then I heard the noise of the drawbridge coming down. And that wild-cat Rupert of Hentzau was still alive. The King must wait for help while I fought his enemies. I ran out of the room and up the steps towards the drawbridge. And then I heard the sound of laughter － Rupert of Hentzau was laughing!

He was standing alone in the middle of the bridge. In the gateway on the far side stood a group of the Duke's men. They seemed too frightened to move.

'Come out, Michael, you dog!' Rupert shouted.

But a woman's wild cry answered him. 'He's dead! He's dead!'

The men in the gateway moved to one side and a woman came forward. Her face was as white as her long dress, and her dark hair lay over her shoulders. In her hand she held a gun. The shot rang out, but she missed. Rupert laughed. Again Antoinette de Mauban faced him, her gun ready. But, before she could shoot, Rupert jumped over the side of the bridge, and down into the moat below.

At that moment I heard the sound of running feet inside the new castle － and the welcome voice of my old friend, Captain Sapt! Then I knew that the King was safe and needed me no more. I ran out on to the bridge and jumped down into the moat. I had business to finish with Rupert of Hentzau.

*　　*　　*

I swam hard and caught up with him round the corner of the old castle. He had found my rope, climbed out of the moat, and was already running towards the trees where I had left my horse.

I ran after him as fast as I could. He turned and saw me, and called out, laughing, 'Why, it's the play-actor!' But then, with a cry of surprise, he found my horse, and in a minute he was on its back.

'Get down!' I shouted. 'Stand and fight, like a man!'

He turned, waiting for me, and I ran at him with my sword. For a few minutes we fought wildly. Blood ran from his face where I had cut it, but I had fought too many fights that night. He would surely kill me now.

I was saved by Fritz, who came galloping round the castle to find me. When Rupert saw him coming, he knew he had no chance.

'Goodbye, Rudolf Rassendyll!' he called. 'We'll meet again!'

And he rode away into the forest, laughing and singing... and still alive.

I fell to the ground. Blood was running again from the cut in my arm, and I could not stand. Fritz jumped down from his horse and lifted me in his arms.

'Dear friend!' he said. 'Thank God I've found you! When Johann did not come, we had to break down the castle door. We were afraid we would be too late.'

'And the King...?' I said.

'Thanks to a very brave Englishman,' Fritz said gently, 'the King is alive.'



unlock v. to unfasten the lock of. 打开锁。

crash: (noise made by a) violent fall, blow or breaking. 碰撞声，撞击声。

ring v. give out a clear, musical sound as when metal vibrates. 发出金属震动般的鸣响。

in time: not late, early enough. 及时。

throw oneself at sb.: rush violently at sb. 冲向，扑向。

side n. the right or left part of the body, esp. from the shoulder to the top of the leg. 身体的两侧，肋部，肋旁。

swordsman: man skilled in the use of a sword. 剑客，击剑家。

have v. beat, win an advantage over. 打败，战胜。

wild-cat: any animal of the group that includes tigers, lions, panthers, and leopards. 猫科动物，包括老虎，狮子，美洲豹和豹子。

frightened adj. afraid, alarmed. 害怕的，惊恐的。

catch up with: to come up from behind, overtake. 追上，赶上。

thanks to: as the result of, owing to. 由于，幸亏。


12　囚徒与国王

我们需要坏天气，但那天却是个晴朗的夜晚。午夜时分，萨普特、弗里茨和他们的人骑马出发了。他们悄悄穿过树林奔向城堡。如果一切顺利的话，他们一点三刻会到达那儿，等待约翰打开大门。如果约翰没开门，弗里茨就绕到城堡的另一面来找我。要是我不在那儿，那我就是死了——国王也一样。萨普特和他的人就回塔伦汉姆庄园，然后随同元帅一起带着更多的人去攻打城堡。

于是，半小时以后我也离开了塔伦汉姆庄园。比起萨普特来我抄了一条近路。到了护城河，我在树林里藏好马，把绳子系在一棵粗壮的树上，然后下到水里。慢慢地，我开始沿着城墙游着，差一刻一点的时候，我到了排水管边，在阴影里静静等待。河对岸正对着我的是迈克尔公爵的房间，灯光从窗户里照射出来。我可以看见屋子里面。旁边的那扇窗子，照约翰所说，就是安冬纳特的房间了。那间屋子是黑的。

这时公爵的窗子打开了，安·德·莫班向外看着，她的身边有个男人，亨佐的鲁帕特！他在公爵的房间里做什么？我真想知道。

鲁帕特试图用胳膊去搂安冬纳特，可她很快挪开了。就在此时，我听见房门打开了，然后听见迈克尔公爵气冲冲的声音：

“你在这儿干嘛？”他叫道。

“等着你呢，先生。”鲁帕特很快回答。“我不能让这位女士一个人待着。”

“那好吧，现在你可以去睡觉了。戴查德和伯索宁在看着囚犯吗？”

“是的，先生。”

几分钟以后，鲁帕特走过吊桥，然后吊桥拉了起来。迈克尔房间的灯灭了，但是安冬纳特屋子的灯亮了，而且一直亮着。在寂静的黑暗里，我等待着。

大约过了十分钟，什么声音也没有，可是突然我听到了在护城河我的这一边有一点儿响动，一个黑影出现在通向吊桥的城门边，然后转过身开始顺着藏在墙里的台阶往下爬，是亨佐的鲁帕特，而且他手里还拿着剑！他悄悄地下到水里，游过护城河，然后爬了上去。我听见他打开了门锁。很显然，鲁帕特当夜也有他自己的秘密计划。

现在还没有到约翰为我的朋友打开大门的时候，我还得等待。我从水里爬上对着吊桥的那座城门，在一个黑暗的角落里藏着。无论谁想进入老城堡或离开它，都得经过我这一关。我很想知道鲁帕特正在做什么。几秒钟后我就明白了。

突然响起了碰撞声，然后一个女人的尖叫在夜色中震响：“救救我，迈克尔！鲁帕特！”

这正是我要安冬纳特说的话。但那尖叫却带着真正的恐惧，而且立刻听见从女人房间传出叫喊和打斗声。然后鲁帕特出现在窗口，他的背冲着我，可他正和人格斗。“这一剑是给你的，约翰。”我听见他说。然后又说听到，“来吧，迈克尔！”
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原来约翰也在那儿，站在公爵那边为公爵而战！现在他怎么可能去为萨普特开门？

更多公爵的人冲进房间，厮杀声更响了。突然，鲁帕特狂笑一声，手里握着剑，从窗子里跳出来，跳进了下面的护城河。

正在这时，老城堡的门开了，德·高蒂特出现在我身旁，我手握利剑向他跳过去，片刻之后他倒在门前死了，没能说出一个字或发出一点儿声响。

我疯了一样在他身上搜寻钥匙，我找到了。一瞬间我已经冲进了第一间屋子，伯索宁和戴查德待着的那间屋子，但房间里只有伯索宁。还没等他明白过来我已经杀死了他。戴查德已经冲进了国王的房间，并从里面锁上了门。我冲上去砸开门。我还来得及吗？国王是不是已经死了？

国王正无助地站在墙边，那位医生也在里面，这个勇敢的小个子扑向戴查德，他为国王献出了自己的生命。等我冲进去时，戴查德已经挣脱出来，并将剑刺进医生的肋部，然后他怒吼一声转向我。

我们打了很久，非常激烈。戴查德是位优秀的剑客，而我却越来越疲惫，他逼得我退到了墙边，在我的胳膊上深深地刺了一剑，然后开始微笑。很快他就能杀死我了。

突然，国王认出了我是谁。

“鲁道夫表弟！”他叫道。随即抄起一张椅子扔向戴查德的腿。那个英国人跳到了一边，将手里的剑刺向国王。国王叫了一声倒在地上。戴查德又转身向我。可这时他踩上了地板上医生的鲜血，自己倒在了地上。我赢了！片刻之间他的尸体就倒在死去的医生身上了。

国王死了吗？我没时间去理会，因为就在此时我听到了吊桥放下的声音，而且那个如豹子般凶猛的鲁帕特还活着，国王只好等人来帮他的忙，我得去打败他的敌人。我冲出房间，跑上通往吊桥的台阶。然后我听见了笑声——鲁帕特在笑！

他一个人站在吊桥中间，远处桥头城门那儿站着一群公爵的人，他们看上去太害怕了，不敢动弹。

“出来，迈克尔，你这条狗！”鲁帕特叫道。

可是一个女人的狂叫回答了他：“他死了！他死了！”

城门旁的人挪向一旁，一个女人朝前走来，她的脸像她的长裙一样白，她的黑头发披散在肩头，她手里端着一支枪，枪响了，但她没打中。鲁帕特笑了，安冬纳特又一次面向他，子弹上了镗，但在她开枪之前，鲁帕特越过桥边，跳进了下面的护城河。

就在此时，我听见了新城堡中有人奔跑的声响——还有我的老朋友萨普特上尉的声音。我知道国王还活着，而且再也不需要我了。我冲过吊桥，也跳进了护城河。我跟鲁帕特还有账没算完。




我拼命游着，在老城堡边上追上了他。他发现了我的绳子，爬出了护城河，正要跑向那片树林。树林里还有我的马。

我尽全力追赶。他回身看见了我，笑着喊道：“嘿，是那位演员！”可就在此时，他惊喜地叫了一声，他看见了我的马，刹那间他已骑在马背上了。

“下来！”我叫道：“站着跟我打，像条汉子！”

他转过身来，等着我。我握着剑冲过去，一转眼我们就疯了似地的打在一起了。他的脸上被我刺伤的地方血流了出来。但我那天晚上已经厮杀了好多次，现在他肯定会杀了我。

是弗里茨救了我。他骑马绕着城堡找我。当鲁帕特见他过来时，就明白没有机会了。

“再见，鲁道夫·拉森狄尔！”他说：“我们会再见面的！”

然后他骑马跑进了树林，一边笑一边唱……他还活着。

我倒在地上，血又从我胳膊上的伤口流出来，我站不住了。弗里茨跳下马抱起我。

“亲爱的朋友！”他说：“感谢上帝我找到了你！约翰没来开门，我们只好砸开城堡的门。我们真担心太迟了。”

“国王呢？”我问。

“多亏了一位勇敢的英国人，”弗里茨轻柔地说，“国王还活着。”


13
Goodbye to Ruritania

Old Sapt worked hard to keep our secret hidden. He sent messages, told lies, and gave orders. All his plans were successful, except one. Nothing can stop a woman in love.

When Princess Flavia heard that the King was hurt, she refused to stay at Tarlenheim House and rode at once to the Castle of Zenda. Sapt had hidden me in a room in the old castle, and he and Fritz brought her to me there. How happy she was to see me! She threw her arms round my neck and kissed me.

'No!' cried Sapt. 'It's not the King. Don't kiss him. He is the man you love － but he is not the King!'

Flavia's face went white. 'What do you mean?' she cried. She turned to me again. 'Rudolf! Why do you let them say these things?'

I looked deeply into her eyes.

'It's true,' I said quietly. 'I am not the King.'

For a minute she continued to hold on to me. She looked at Sapt, at Fritz, and finally at me again. Then, slowly, she fell forward and I laid her gently on the ground.

'I wish that Rupert had killed me,' I said.

*　　*　　*

I saw the King once more. He thanked me, and I gave him back the royal Elphberg ring. If he noticed Flavia's ring on my finger, he said nothing. We both knew that we would never meet again.

Before I left Ruritania, Princess Flavia asked to see me again, and Fritz took me to her. They had told her everything.

We had so much to say - and so little to say. A princess is not free to choose who to love.

'Flavia,' I said, 'I love you. I'll love you until the day I die.'

As I walked away, I heard her say my name again and again. 'Rudolf... Rudolf...' I can hear it now.

*　　*　　*

I live quietly now, but every year Fritz and I meet in a little town outside Ruritania. There, he gives me news of the Queen of Ruritania, the wife of King Rudolf the Fifth. And every year he brings me a red rose and a note with the words written: Rudolf － Flavia － always. And I send her a red rose with the same message.

Shall I ever see her again? Who knows?



successful adj. having gained a purpose or reached an aim. 成功的，达到目的了的。

except prep. not including, leaving out, but one. 不包括，只除了……之外。

choose v. to pick out from a great number. 挑选，选择。


13　告别卢里塔尼亚

老萨普特花了很大力气使我们的秘密不泄露出去。他发布消息，撒谎，下命令。他的所有计划都成功了，只有一件事除外。什么也阻挡不了一个恋爱中的女人。

当弗蕾维亚公主听说国王受了伤，她拒绝待在塔伦汉姆庄园，而是立刻骑马赶来曾达城堡。萨普特把我藏在旧城堡的一间房子里，他和弗里茨把她带到我这儿。当她见到我时她是多么幸福啊！她搂住我的脖子亲吻我。

“不！”萨普特叫道：“他不是国王，别亲他。他是你爱的那个男人，但他不是国王！”

弗蕾维亚的脸白了：“你是什么意思？”她叫道，她又转脸对着我：“鲁道夫！为什么你允许他们说这些？”

我深深地看着她的眼睛。

“这是真的。”我平静地说：“我不是国王。”

有一会儿她仍然搂着我。她看看萨普特，弗里茨，最后又看着我，然后，慢慢地，她倒下了。我把她轻轻地放在地上。
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“我真希望鲁帕特杀死了我。”我说。

我又一次见到了国王。他谢了我。我把艾尔弗伯格的王室戒指还给他。即使他看见弗蕾维亚的戒指戴在我的手上，他也没说什么。我们都知道我们再也不会相见了。

在我离开卢里塔尼亚之前，弗蕾维亚公主请求再见我一面。弗里茨带我去见她，他们把一切都告诉了她。

我们有这么多话可说——然而又没什么可说的。一位公主是没有权利自由选择爱什么人的。

“弗蕾维亚，”我说，“我爱你。我会一直爱你直到我死的那一天。”

我离开的时候，我听见她一遍又一遍叫我的名字：“鲁道夫……鲁道夫……”我现在还能听见。




如今我过着平静的生活。不过每年在靠近卢里塔尼亚的一座小城里，我和弗里茨会见上一面。在那儿，他告诉我关于卢里塔尼亚王后的消息，她是鲁道夫五世的妻子。每年他都带给我一枝红玫瑰，还有一张纸条，上面写着“鲁道夫——弗蕾维亚——永远！”而我也送给她一枝红玫瑰，还有同样的字条。

我会再见到她吗？谁知道呢？


Exercises

A Checking your understanding

Chapters 1 - 2 Who said these words in the story?

1 'I'm so pleased that Robert's hair is black!'

2 'I like being an Elphberg.'

3 'Tonight we'll enjoy ourselves.'

Chapters 3 - 4 Who in the story...

1 ... carried the King to a room underground?

2 ... was not happy to see Rudolf in Strelsau?

3 ... warned Rudolf to be careful of Michael?

4 ... rode through the night to Zenda?

Chapters 5 - 6 Write answers to these questions.

1 Why did Rudolf have to go back to Strelsau?

2 What did Rudolf think was his greatest danger?

3 How did Rudolf escape from the house in New Avenue?

Chapters 7 - 9 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 Sapt did not want Rudolf to ask Flavia to marry him.

2 Flavia loved Rudolf.

3 Duke Michael's men killed Bernenstein.

4 Rupert of Hentzau tried to kill Rudolf.

Chapters 10 - 11 How much can you remember? Check your answers.

1 How did Rudolf get to the pipe which came out of the prison?

2 How many men were killed that night?

3 Who took a note from Rudolf to Antoinette de Mauban?

Chapters 12 - 13 Find answers to these questions in the text.

1 Why didn't Johann open the door for Sapt and his men?

2 Why did Antoinette de Mauban try to kill Rupert of Hentzau?

3 Why did Rudolf chase after Rupert of Hentzau?

4 What did Princess Flavia do when she heard that Rudolf was hurt?

B Working with language

1 Complete these sentences with information from the story.

1 The King and Rudolf were surprised when they met because...

2 Antoinette didn't want Duke Michael to marry the princess, so...

3 Duke Michael offered Rudolf a hundred thousand pounds, but...




2 Use these words to join each pair of sentences together.

and then　　because　　when　　but

1 Rudolf was a Rassendyll. He had the Elphberg hair and nose.

2 The King had disappeared. Sapt and Rudolf arrived back at the house in the forest.

3 Rudolf put his hands behind his back. He didn't want to shake hands with Rupert.

4 'They will kill the King. They will push the body down the pipe.'

C Activities

1 Which person do you like most in the story? Why? Write a few lines to describe this person.

2 Write Rupert of Hentzau's diary for the day when he tried to kill Rudolf Rassendyll at Tarlenheim House.

3 You are a newspaper reporter in Strelsau, and one year you secretly follow Fritz to his meeting with Rudolf outside Ruritania. Then you look at photographs of the King at his coronation, and at his wedding, and you begin to wonder. Write a report for your newspaper. Perhaps it begins like this:

Is there a secret in the royal family? Every year Fritz von Tarlenheim has a meeting with a man who has dark red hair and a long straight nose. Who is this man? He is not the King, but...
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简　介

红方王后对爱丽丝说：“你可以充当白方王后前面的卒。卒第一步走两格。然后，你可以飞快地通过第三格——可能乘火车。到了第四格，你会碰见特威丹、特威帝孪生兄弟。第五格大部分是水，第六格则是矮胖子的地盘。第七格全是森林——马将做你的向导。”

进入第八格，爱丽丝将变为王后。象棋可真是奇特的游戏！在镜中世界里，所有的象棋子儿都与你争吵；你得跑得飞快才能留在同一个地方。在这儿，时光倒转，白方王后忘不了两星期以后要发生的事情。

这到底是谁的梦境？是爱丽丝的，还是她只是红方国王梦境中的一个角色？如果是这样，红方国王一旦醒来，又会有什么事发生呢？

作者刘易斯·卡罗尔（真名为查尔斯·道奇森）出生于1832年，于1898年逝世。他曾是牛津大学的数学教师。他为现实生活中一个名叫爱丽丝·利德尔的小女孩写了《爱丽丝漫游奇境记》、《爱丽丝镜中世界奇遇记》两本书，它们是儿童读物中的名著。
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1
Looking-glass house

One thing was certain, it was the black kitten that began it all. The white kitten had been unable to do anything for the last quarter of an hour, because the old cat was washing its face, very slowly and very carefully.

But the black kitten was free to do what it wanted. And so, while Alice was sitting in a corner of the great armchair, half talking to herself and half asleep, the kitten was playing a grand game with a ball of wool. Soon the wool was lying in a terrible tangle all over the carpet, with the kitten running after its own tail in the middle.

'Oh, you bad little thing!' cried Alice, when she saw the wool. She picked up the kitten and climbed back into the armchair. 'You really mustn't play with the wool, you know. It will take me so long to roll the ball up again. Why don't you play chess instead, Kitty? When I was playing a while ago, you were watching me so carefully. In fact, you look just like the Red Queen yourself.'

And Alice picked up the Red Queen from the chessmen on the table, and held it up to show the kitten. But the kitten tried to escape, and, to punish it, Alice lifted it up to the looking-glass above the fireplace. 'If you're not good, Kitty,' she said, 'I'll put you through into looking-glass house. How would you like that?

'I do wonder,' Alice went on, 'if everything in that room is the same as in our room. The things that I can see look the same ― except the books, because the words go the wrong way. But perhaps the rest of the house is really different and full of interesting things. Oh, I wish we could get through, Kitty! Let's pretend we can. Let's pretend the glass has gone soft and... Why, I do believe it has! It's turning into a kind of cloud...'

Alice did not know how it happened, but while she was speaking, she found herself climbing up to the looking-glass. And the glass was beginning to disappear, just like a bright silvery cloud.

In another moment Alice was through the glass and had jumped down into the looking-glass room. At once she began looking around and noticed that several things were very different from the old room. The pictures on the wall all seemed to be alive, and the clock above the fireplace had the face of a little old man, who smiled at her.

'This room isn't as tidy as the other one,' Alice thought to herself, as she noticed several chessmen on the floor by the fireplace. But the next moment, with a little 'Oh!' of surprise, she was down on the floor herself, watching them.

The chessmen were walking around, arm in arm!

'Here are the Red King and the Red Queen, 'Alice said, in a whisper, in order not to frighten them. 'And there are two Castles walking together. And two of the Pawns, and a white Bishop reading a newspaper... I don't think they can hear me or see me,' she went on. 'I wonder ―'

Then something on the table behind her made a noise. Alice turned to look and saw that one of the White Pawns had fallen over and begun to cry. She watched it with interest.

'It is the voice of my child!' cried the White Queen by the fireplace. 'My dear Lily! My sweet child!' and she began to climb wildly up the table leg.

Poor little Lily was now screaming loudly. Alice wanted to be helpful, so she picked up the Queen and put her on the table next to her noisy little daughter.

The Queen sat very still, with her mouth open, for almost a minute. Then she called down to the White King, who was still on the floor by the fireplace. 'Be careful of the storm!'

'What storm?' said the King, looking round worriedly.

'There's a terrible wind ― it blew me up here in a second. You come up the usual way, and be careful!'

Alice watched as the White King slowly began to climb the table leg. Then she said, 'It will take you hours to get up. Why don't I help you?' Gently, she picked him up and moved him slowly upwards. The King was very surprised indeed. His eyes and his mouth got larger and larger, and rounder and rounder. Alice nearly dropped him because she was laughing so much.

When she put him down on the table, he immediately fell flat on his back and lay still. But after a while he sat up, and spoke to the Queen in a frightened whisper.

'I tell you, my dear, I turned cold to the very ends of my hair! I shall never, never forget that moment.'

'You will,' the Queen said, 'if you don't write it down.'

Alice watched with interest as the King took out a very large notebook and began writing. Then she saw a book lying on the table near her, and began to turn the pages.

'It's all in some language that I don't know.' she said to herself. It was like this.
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Puzzled, she looked at it for some time, then suddenly understood. 'Of course, it's a looking-glass book! If I hold it up to the glass, the words will go the right way again.'

This was the poem that Alice read.

JABBERWOCKY

'Twas brillig, and the slithy toves

Did gyre and gimble in the wabe;

All mimsy were the borogoves,

And the mome raths outgrabe.

'It seems very pretty,' Alice said, 'but a little hard to understand.'(Actually, she didn't understand a word of it, but didn't like to say so.) 'It seems to fill my head with ideas ― but I don't know what they are!'

Then she suddenly jumped up, as another idea came to her. 'If I don't hurry, I shall have to go back through the looking-glass before I've seen the rest of the house, and the garden. I'll look at the garden first, I think.'

In a moment she was out of the room and running down the stairs. But it wasn't really running, because she was moving gently through the air and her feet weren't touching the stairs at all. At the bottom she managed to catch hold of the door-post, and after that she was pleased to find herself walking again in a natural way.



Looking-glass n. a mirror. 镜子，镜子屋其实是指爱丽丝迷离的梦境。

certain adj. sure. 确实的。

kitten n. a young cat. 小猫。

grand adj. very pleasant, delightful. 有趣的，开心的。

tangle n. a confused mass. 乱糟糟的线团。

chess n. a game for 2 players each of whom starts with 16 pieces (chessmen) which can be moved according to fixed rules across a chessboard in an attempt to trap the opponent's king. 国际象棋；One plays a game of chess on a board （棋盘）, using chessmen or pieces （棋子）, There are either black or where （黑棋或白棋）, and are called king （国王）, queen （王后）, bishop （相）, knight （马）, castle （车） and pawn （卒），但本书中分红棋与白棋。

chessmen n. pieces o f chess. 棋子。

fireplace n. hearth, the opening for a fire in a room. 壁炉。

put you through into the looking glass house lead you break the surface of the mirror and enter the house. 让你穿透镜子进入镜子屋。

go the wrong way be not in its usual order. 方向倒错。

arm in arm with the arm of one person being passed through the bent arm of the other. 手挽手；hand in hand 手拉手。

whisper vi. to speak using the breath. 耳语，轻声说（对别人讲）。

Castle n. One of the powerful pieces. 车。

Pawn n. One of the 8 smallest and least valuable of a player's pieces. 卒。

Bishop n. a piece that can be moved any number of squares from one corner towards the opposite corner. 象，相。

fall over fall to the ground. 跌倒。

Lily n. (kinds of) plant growing from a bulb. 百合。这里是白方王后孩子的名字。

scream vi. to cry out loudly on a high note. 尖叫。

worriedly adv. anxiously. 焦虑地。

blow sb. up to cause sb. to move into the air. 被风吹到天上去。

gently adv. lightly. 轻轻地。

be surprised experience sth. sudden or unexpected. 感到吃惊，惊奇。

immediately adv. at once. 马上，即刻。

flat adj. parallel with the ground. 平面的。

on one's back adv. lying with face upward. 仰卧地，四脚朝天地。

turn cold to the very ends of my hair be much afraid. 吓得直竖毛发，毛骨悚然。

puzzled adv. being at a loss. 迷惑不解地。

Jabberwocky：作者造的字，一般认为是一种怪物。本诗一般称作nonsense verse（打油诗），为英国的一种文字游戏，在可解与不可解之间。

before before在这里不作“在……之前”讲，本句貌似肯定，其实是否定。before似可作when... not解。

in a moment soon. 过不多久。

door-post n. upright post, part of a frame. 门柱。

in a natural way in a usual way 以惯常的方式。


1．镜子屋
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小黑猫是这个故事的缘起，这是肯定的。小白猫什么事也干不了，因为，过去的一刻钟，老猫一直在慢悠悠地仔细地给它洗脸。

相反，小黑猫却自由自在。爱丽丝坐在一张大扶手椅里，自言自语，睡意矇眬，就在这当儿，小黑猫逗着一个毛线团儿，玩得正开心。过不多时，整个地毯上全是乱糟糟的毛线，小黑猫在中间追着自己的尾巴跑。

爱丽丝看见毛线，叫了声“你这个小淘气！”她提起小黑猫，重又回到扶手椅上。接着又说：“你真不应该追着线团儿玩。要把它绕好，我要费多大功夫呀！小猫儿，干吗不下下棋？刚才我下棋，你一直在用心看我。其实，你外表活像红方王后。”

爱丽丝从桌上棋子儿里拿了红方王后，举在空中给小黑猫看。但猫儿挣脱着想逃跑，爱丽丝就把它提到壁炉上方的镜子前，以示惩罚，并说：“猫儿，如果你不乖，我就让你穿透镜子，把你放到镜子屋去。你意下如何？”

爱丽丝继续说：“我的确不知道那儿房间的摆设是否跟我们这儿的一个样子，我看得见的东西外形都没有什么两样——只是书不同，因为字的方向错了。可能屋子的其他方面确有差别，而且有许多好玩的东西。小猫，我们能到那儿去该多好！我们装作可以进到里面去。假设玻璃软化了……化作了一团云……我真的信以为真了呢！”

爱丽丝不明白这是怎么回事，但正在她说话的当儿，她发现自己正在往镜子上爬，镜子开始消失，就像银光闪闪的一朵云。

片刻之后，爱丽丝钻入镜子，跳进了镜子屋。她马上环顾四周，注意到有好几件东西与刚才的迥然相异。墙壁上的画中物都会动，活生生的，壁炉上方的闹钟像小老头的脸，向她微笑。

爱丽丝看见壁炉边地板上散落了几个棋子，想着，“这个房间没有刚才的整洁。”随后她发出了“哦”的一小声惊叹，坐在了地板上看着这些棋子。

这些棋子儿手挽着手四处走动！

为了不使他们害怕，爱丽丝轻声说：“红方国王与王后都在这儿，还有两枚车并排走，两枚卒子，还有一枚白相在读报……我想他们既听不见我，也看不见我。”她接着说，“我不清楚——”

随后，她身后的桌子上传来响声。爱丽丝转身瞧了瞧，看见一只白卒在桌上摔了一跤，哭了起来。她端详着，感到很有意思。

白方王后站在壁炉边，叫道：“那是我孩子的哭声！我可爱的百合！我的心肝宝贝！”然后拼命顺着桌腿往上爬。

可怜的小百合这时哭喊得更响亮了。爱丽丝想帮点忙。她提起王后，把她放在她乱喊乱叫的小女儿旁边。

王后坐在那儿，一动不动，张着嘴，持续了大约一分钟。然后她叫底下的白方国王：“当心风暴！”他还在壁炉旁边的地板上。

“什么风暴？”国王不安地四处环顾，问道。

“有一阵极其猛烈的风——一眨眼功夫，就把我吹到了这儿来。你还是走原路，千万当心！”

白方国王开始缓慢地往桌腿上爬，爱丽丝观望着。然后她说：“你爬上桌面得费几小时，为什么我不帮帮你呢？”她轻轻地把国王拎了起来，慢慢地往上移动。国王真是吃惊不小。眼睛、嘴巴张得越来越大，越来越圆。爱丽丝开怀大笑，差点儿松了手。

她把国王放到了桌面上。他马上仰面平躺，一动不动。可是过了会儿，他坐了起来，受惊地轻声对王后说：

“亲爱的，我确实吓死了！那片刻我永世也难忘。”

王后说：“如果你不记下来，肯定会忘记的。”

爱丽丝饶有兴趣地看着国王掏出了一本超大号笔记本并开始在上面写东西。她还看见旁边一张桌子上放着书，就随手翻了起来。

她自言自语道：“用的语言我一点都不懂。”其中有一首诗是这样写的：
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她看了一会儿，开始迷惑不解，随后茅塞顿开。“当然，这是本镜子世界的书！把它放在镜子前面，词儿就会恢复到正确的顺序上来。”

下面是爱丽丝读到的诗：

怪　　兽

烤晚餐肉时辰，粘柔的三不像怪兽

围着日晷草坪转悠钻地洞；

蓬头垢面的小鸟脆弱、发抖，

绿猪迷路，又吼叫又吹哨又打喷嚏。

爱丽丝说：“看起来是首好诗，但有点儿费解。”（其实，她一个字都不懂，但不愿意这么讲。）“这首诗好像把很多思想塞进了我的脑子，但那到底是些什么思想，又糊里糊涂！”

说完，她突然跳了一下，另一个想法来到了心头。“如果我不赶紧点，就得穿过镜子走回去了。这样我就看不见镜子屋的其他地方，以及那个花园。我想还是先看看花园吧。”

不一会儿，她就出了房间往楼下跑。其实那不是真跑，因为她是在空气中轻轻地飘过，双足一点儿也没有触到楼梯。到了底层她握住门柱，之后她很高兴地发现她又能正常地走路了。


2
The garden of live flowers

There was a small hill not far away and Alice decided to walk to it. 'I shall be able to see the garden better from the top of the hill,' she said.

She tried very hard to reach the hill, but it seemed impossible to get to it. She went first this way, then that way, but every time she turned a corner, she found herself back at the house.

'I'm not going in again yet,' she told the house crossly. 'I'll have to go back through the looking-glass into the old room and that's the end of all my adventures then!'

She tried once more, and this time passed a large flowerbed, with a tree growing in the middle.

'Oh Tiger-lily,' Alice said to one of the flowers, 'I wish you could talk!'

'We can talk,' said the Tiger-lily, 'if there is anybody interesting enough to talk to.' For a minute Alice was too surprised to speak. Then she said, almost in a whisper, 'And can all the flowers talk?'

'As well as you can,' said the Tiger-lily. 'And a lot louder.'

'It isn't polite for us to begin, you know,' said the Rose, 'and I was really wondering when you would speak.'

'But why can you all talk?' Alice said, puzzled. 'I've been in many gardens before, and none of the flowers could talk.'

'Put your hand down and feel the ground,' said the Tiger-lily. 'Then you'll know why.'

Alice did so. 'It's very hard,' she said, 'but how does that explain it?'

'In most gardens,' the Tiger-lily said, 'they make the flowerbeds too soft ― so the flowers are always asleep.'

This sounded a very good reason to Alice. 'I never thought of that before!' she said.

'Do you ever think at all?' asked the Rose, unkindly.

'I never saw anybody with a more stupid face,' said a Daisy suddenly. It was the first time it had spoken, and Alice jumped in surprise.

'Oh, be quiet!' cried the Tiger-lily. 'What do you Daisies know about the world?'

'Are there any other people in the garden?' Alice asked.

'There's one other flower that can move around like you,' said the Rose. 'She's the same strange shape as you, but she's redder, with more leaves than you have.'

'She's coming now!' cried another Daisy. 'I can hear her feet ― bang, bang, bang, on the ground.'

Alice looked round quickly, and saw that it was the Red Queen. 'She's grown a lot,' Alice thought. When she had seen her by the fireplace, the Queen had been only eight centimetres high. Now she was taller than Alice herself!

'I think I'll go and meet her,' Alice said.

'You can't possibly do that,' said the Rose. 'You must walk the other way if you want to meet her.'

This sounded nonsense to Alice, so she began to walk towards the Red Queen. To her surprise, she found herself a minute later walking in through the front door of the house. She turned round crossly, and saw the Queen again, on the other side of the garden. This time she tried walking the other way, away from the Queen.

It succeeded beautifully. A minute later she was standing opposite the Red Queen, and very near the hill that she had wanted to get to.

'Where do you come from?' said the Red Queen. 'Where are you going? And why are you here at all? Look up, speak nicely, keep your hands still. And curtsy while you're thinking what to say. It saves time.'

Alice tried to obey all these orders, feeling just a little frightened of the Queen.

'I only wanted to look at the garden, your Majesty, from the top of that hill,' she began.

'Hill!' cried the Queen. 'Some people would call that a valley.'

'But a hill can't be a valley,' said Alice. 'That would be nonsense.'

The Red Queen shook her head. 'You can call it nonsense if you like. Some people would say it was sensible!'

Alice curtsied again, and decided it would be safer not to argue any more. Together, they walked on in silence up the hill. At the top Alice could see right across the country ― and a very strange country it was. There were lots of little brooks running across from side to side, and there were long lines of hedges, going the other way. It was a country of squares.

'It's just like a large chess-board!' Alice said at last. 'Oh, and I can see some chessmen down there!' Her heart began to beat fast with excitement. 'It's a great game of chess, as big as the world itself ― if this is the world at all. Oh, what fun! I wish I could be in it, even as a Pawn. Although I would love to be a Queen, of course.'

She looked a little worriedly at the real Queen as she said this. But the Red Queen smiled kindly, and said, 'You can be the White Queen's Pawn, if you like. Lily is too young to play. You're in the Second Square now, and when you get to the Eighth Square, you'll be a Queen ―'

Just at that moment, they began to run. Alice never did understand how it happened, but she had no time to think about it because they were running so fast.

'Faster! Faster!' cried the Queen, pulling Alice's hand. They ran like the wind, but the strange thing was that they never seemed to pass anything. The trees and other things round them never changed their places at all.

Alice was very puzzled by this, but still the Queen cried, 'Faster! Faster!' Now they were almost flying over the ground. Alice had never run so fast in her life.

When at last they stopped, she had to sit down because her legs were shaking. Then she looked around in surprise.

'But we've been under this same tree all the time! We're still in the same place!'

'Of course we are,' said the Queen. 'Why shouldn't we be?'

'Well, in our country,' said Alice, 'if you run very fast for a long time, you usually arrive at a different place.'

'What a slow kind of country!' said the Queen. 'Here, you see, you have to run very fast, just to keep in the same place. If you want to go somewhere different, you must run twice as fast. Now,' she went on, 'I shall tell you what to do. While I'm speaking, I shall take five steps, and at the fifth step, I shall go.'

She took two steps away from the tree and turned round. 'A pawn goes two squares in its first move. So you'll go very quickly through the Third Square ― by railway, probably. Then you'll be in the Fourth Square, which belongs to Tweedledum and Tweedledee. The Fifth Square is mostly water, and the Sixth belongs to Humpty Dumpty. But why haven't you said anything?'

'I didn't know I had to say anything,' said Alice.

'It's polite,' said the Queen, 'to say thank you for all this information. But never mind. Let's pretend you said it. The Seventh Square is all forest ― one of the Knights will show you the way ― and in the Eighth Square we shall be Queens together, and it's all parties and fun!'

Alice got up and curtsied, and sat down again.

The Queen took another two steps and turned round again. 'Speak in French when you can't think of the English word ― and always remember who you are!'

She took another step, and was gone. Alice did not know if she had disappeared into the air, or run into the wood. But she had certainly gone, and Alice began to remember that she was a Pawn, and that it would soon be time to move.



live 〔laiv〕 adj. alive, living. 活生生的，在这里指花儿像人一样会说话。

corner n. the place where 2 roads meet. 角，拐弯处。

adventure n. a journey that is strange and exciting and often dangerous. 冒险。

flowerbed n. plot of land in which flowers are grown. 花坛，花床。

Tiger-lily n. garden lily with orange flowers spotted with black and purple. 卷丹。

polite adj. having or showing good manners. 有礼貌的，客气的。

feel v. touch. 摸摸看，由触而得知。

unkindly adv. unfriendly. 不友好地。

Daisy n. small white flower with a yellow center, commonly growing wild. 雏菊。

bang adv. burst with a loud noise. 呯呯响。

the other way in the opposite way. 朝相反方向。

beautifully adv. in a beautiful manner. 美好地，完美地。succeed beautifully. 成功得很完美。

nicely adv. kindly, very well. 友好地，相宜地。

curtsy v. make a gesture of respect made by women and girls (e.g. to a queen). 妇女所行的屈膝礼（如对王后所行者）。

your Majesty form used when speaking of or to a sovereign ruler or rulers. 陛下（尤指对君主的称呼）。

sensible adj. reasonable. 有道理的。

argue v. quarrel. 争论，争吵。

brook n. little river. 小河。

hedge n. a line of small trees and bushes growing close together. 树篱笆。

square n. 格（国际象棋中指往前走的步数）。

happen vi. take place. 发生。

over prep. at or to a level higher than, but not touching. 在……之上（但未接触）。

shake vi. tremble or make tremble. 抖动，颤抖。

around adv. on every side. 到处。look around. 环顾。

all the time at all times. 始终。

Tweedledum and Tweedledee a twin who take after each other exactly. 两个长得一样的孪生兄弟。

Humpty Dumpty 本意是身短、腰粗、肩凸的男或女。在儿歌书中，一般把他画成一个很大的圆脸，也就是在一个蛋的轮廓上，加耳、目、口、鼻，再画上很小的身子和四肢，坐在墙头上。爱丽丝在这儿所见的Humpty Dumpty，即由她脑子里所记的这种形象而来。


2．会说话的花园

[image: alt]

不远处有座小山丘，爱丽丝决定步行到那边去，她说：“站在山顶上，我可以把花园看得清楚些。”

为了到那山去，她做了各种努力，但要到那儿，似乎是不可能的。她先走这条路，然后走那条路，但每次一拐弯，她发现自己又回到出发前的那所房子。

“我现在还不想进去，”她望着房子，生气地说，“我得再次穿过镜子，回到那老房间去，那么，我的探险可就全完结了。”

她又重试了一次。这次她经过了一个大花坛，中间长了一棵树。

爱丽丝对其中一株花说：“是卷丹，你能讲话该多好！”

卷丹答道：“我们会讲话的，只要是同我们讲话的人有趣儿。”爱丽丝顿时惊异得哑口无言。然后，她压低声音问：“这儿所有的花儿都会讲话吗？”

卷丹答道：“不会讲得比你差，而且声音还要洪亮得多。”

玫瑰说：“我们先开口就失礼了，我很想知道你什么时候愿意讲话。”

爱丽丝迷惑不解，问：“但你们怎么都会讲话的？我到过不少花园，花儿都不会讲话。”

卷丹答道：“把手放下来摸摸大地，你就会明白了。”

爱丽丝照办了，接着说：“地很坚硬，但这能说明什么问题呢？”

卷丹答道：“大多数花坛地太软，花儿总是昏昏欲睡。”

爱丽丝觉得这倒很有道理，她说：“我从未想到这一点。”

玫瑰不留情面地问了句：“你曾经用脑筋想过？”

雏菊也冲出了一句：“这脸蛋是我所看见过的最傻里傻气的。”爱丽丝诧异得跳了起来，这是雏菊第一次讲话。

卷丹叫了声：“别胡说！你们雏菊对这世界了解多少？”

爱丽丝问：“园中还有其他人吗？”

玫瑰答道：“还有另外一种花，像你一样能自由走动。她的外形跟你一样奇特，但她更红，比你多些树叶。”

另一株雏菊喊了起来：“现在她来了！我听得见她呯呯的脚步声。”

爱丽丝马上看了看周围，原来是红方王后。她想：“她长高了不少。”那次在壁炉边看见王后时，她只有8厘米高，而今竟比爱丽丝还高些。

爱丽丝说：“我想我还是去见见她。”

玫瑰说：“这你办不到。你要见她，就必须朝反方向走。”

在爱丽丝听来，这似乎是无稽之谈，于是她开始朝红方王后走过去。令她惊讶的是，一分钟后，她发现自己又踏进那幢房子的正门。她气恼地转过身来，又瞧见王后在花园的另一头。这次，她试着朝远离王后的方向走。

这次她终于完满地成功了。片刻之后，她站到了王后的对面，并且离她要去的那座小山丘已经很近了。

红方王后问：“你从哪里来？要到哪里去？你来这儿究竟干什么？讲话要抬头，要有礼貌，手要放好。在考虑下一句该讲什么时，行个屈膝礼。这样会节省时间。”

爱丽丝试图遵循这些命令，但内心还是有点儿害怕王后。

她开了口：“王后陛下，我只是想站在山顶看看底下的花园。”

“山！有人称那为峡谷。”王后高喊了一句。

爱丽丝应了声：“但山决不会是峡谷。这是无稽之谈。”

王后摇了摇头，“你可以把这种讲法称作无稽之谈，但有人却认为很有道理。”

爱丽丝又行了一个礼，拿定主意还是别争辩的好。她们双双一言不发地上了山。从山顶，爱丽丝可以俯瞰整个原野，这真是片奇特的原野。有条条小溪与排排的小树林，在其间纵横交错。整个原野被分割成一个个方块格子。

爱丽丝最后说：“多像一个大棋盘！啊，我还看见了那儿站着些棋子呐！”她激动得心怦怦直跳，“这是一场大型的象棋游戏。如果世界就在我们眼前，那么它就跟整个世界一样大。啊，多有趣！真希望我能在那里面，做一个小卒也行。当然，我更喜欢当一个王后。”

讲到这里，她有点不安地看了眼真正的王后。可是，红方王后好心地微笑着说：“如果你愿意，你可以做白方王后前面的卒子。百合太小，玩不了棋。现在你站在第二格，当你走到第八格时，就变为王后了——”

话音刚落，两个就开始跑起来。爱丽丝还摸不着头脑这是怎么一回事。但是她们跑得太快了，没有时间去考虑这个问题。

王后拉着爱丽丝的手，叫喊着：“跑快点！快点！”她们像一阵风似地跑过，但奇怪的是，她们似乎从未把什么景物甩在后面。两边的树木及周围其他物体根本没有改变位置。

爱丽丝很纳闷，但王后还是喊叫着：“跑快点！快点！”这时她们几乎是足不着地向前飞着。爱丽丝从没有跑得这么快过。

她们终于停住，爱丽丝双腿颤抖得厉害，不得不坐下来。她惊奇地环顾四周。

“但我们一直是在同一棵树下！我们仍然在同一个地方。”

王后说：“那当然，这有什么不对？”

“但在我们那地方，假如你快速地跑了很久，一般会跑到另一个地方去。”爱丽丝说。

王后却说：“你那地方可真‘慢’！在我们这儿，要保持原地不动，你得跑得飞快。如果你要到别处去，至少得跑刚才两倍的速度。”她又接着说，“我这就告诉你怎么个走法。在我讲话的同时，我将迈出五步，到了第五步，我就走了。”

她从那棵树迈出两步，然后转过身来。“卒子第一步走两格。然后你可以飞快地通过第三格——可能乘火车。然后你就进入了第四格，这是特威丹、特威帝孪生兄弟的地方。第五格大部分是水，第六格则是矮胖子的地盘。你怎么一言不发？”

“我不清楚我还得讲话。”爱丽丝答道。

王后说：“告诉你这么多详情，道声感谢就显得礼貌。不过没关系。就当你讲过了吧。第七格全是森林——马将做你的向导——到了第八格，我们就都是王后了，那时我们有享受不完的欢乐时光！”

爱丽丝起立行了个礼，又坐了下去。

王后又迈了两步，再次回过头来，说：“想不起英文词儿就用法文来表达——永远别忘了自己的身份！”

她又迈了一步，就不见了。爱丽丝不清楚王后是飞上了天还是跑进了树林。但她确实是不见了。爱丽丝想起她是一枚卒，不久，她就该走动了。


3
Looking-glass animals

Alice stood at the top of the hill and looked down. 'Which way should I go?' she wondered. On one side she could see, a long way away, some kind of large animals walking around. She wasn't sure that she liked the look of them, so she decided to go the other way. She ran down the hill and jumped over the first of the six little brooks.

*　*　*　*　*

*　*　*　*

*　*　*　*　*

'Tickets, please!' said the Ticket Inspector, putting his head in at the window. In a moment everybody was holding out a ticket; the tickets were almost as big as the people, and seemed to fill the train.

'Show your ticket, child!' the Inspector went on, looking angrily at Alice. And then several voices said all together, 'Don't keep him waiting, child! His time costs a thousand pounds a minute!'

'I'm afraid I haven't got a ticket,' Alice said in a frightened voice. 'There wasn't a ticket-office where I came from.'

'Why didn't you buy one from the engine-driver?' said the Inspector. And again the voices said, 'The engine-driver's time costs a thousand pounds a minute!'

The Inspector looked at Alice first through his glasses, then over the top of them. Then he said, 'You're travelling the wrong way,' and shut up the window and went away.

'She ought to know which way she's going,' said the gentleman sitting opposite Alice (he was dressed in white paper), 'but perhaps she doesn't know her own name.'

A Goat, that was sitting next to the gentleman in white, said loudly, 'She ought to know her way to the ticket-office, but perhaps she can't read or write.'

There was a Beetle next to the Goat, and he had something to say about Alice as well. Then other voices spoke, but Alice could not see who they were. One voice sounded like a horse, she thought. And then a very small voice, right next to her ear, said, 'You could make a poem out of that ― something about "a horse, of course".'

The gentleman in white paper spoke again. 'Don't worry, my dear,' he whispered. 'Just buy a return ticket every time the train stops.'

'No, I won't!' Alice said crossly. 'I don't belong to this railway journey at all. I was in a wood just now, and I wish I could get back there.'

Then she heard the little voice again. She looked round, but could see nothing. 'I know you are a friend,' the voice said in her ear, 'a dear friend. And you won't hurt me, although I am an insect.'

'What kind of insect?' Alice asked, a little worried. But just then there came a long scream from the engine, and everybody jumped up. The Horse put his head out of the window, then pulled it back in and said calmly, 'It's only a brook that we have to jump across.'

Alice did not like the idea of trains jumping brooks. 'But we'll get into the Fourth Square, I suppose,' she said to herself. In another moment she felt the train go straight up into the air. Frightened, she caught at the thing nearest to her hand, which happened to be the Goat's beard.

*　*　*　*　*

*　*　*　*

*　*　*　*　*

But the beard seemed to disappear as she touched it, and she found herself sitting quietly under a tree. There was an Insect sitting near her, on a low branch of the tree.

It was a very large insect indeed ― almost as big as a chicken. Alice thought.

'So you don't like all insects?' the Insect said, quietly continuing their conversation.

'I like them when they can talk,' Alice said. 'None of them ever talk, where I come from. But everything here is so different. I probably don't even know the names of the insects here.'

'Can you remember your own name?' asked the Insect.

'Of course,' said Alice. 'Nobody forgets their own name.'

'Don't they?' said the Insect. 'There's a wood down there, for example, where things have no names.'

Alice looked round, and saw a dark wood on the other side of an open field. When she looked back, the Insect had flown away. She got up and began to walk across the field. 'This must be the way to the Eighth Square,' she thought, 'but I hope I don't lose my name in this wood.'

She soon reached the wood and was pleased to get out of the hot sun and into the shadows under the trees. 'How nice and cool it is in here, under the... under the... under the what?' she said, surprised that she could not think of the word. She put her hand on a tree. 'What does it call itself? I do believe it's got no name!'

She stood for a moment, thinking. 'And now, who am I? I will remember, if I can.' She tried and tried, but she just could not remember her name. It began with an 'L'，she thought, but she wasn't really sure.

So she hurried on through the wood, hoping to get to the other side quickly, and after a while she came out into another open field. She stopped, and thought hard. 'Why, it's Alice, of course!' she said. 'My name's Alice ― I won't forget it again. And now, which way should I go?'

It was not a difficult question to answer. There was only one road, and a large signpost, which said:

TO TWEEDLEDUM'S HOUSE

TO THE HOUSE OF TWEEDLEDEE

I'll just call in and say hello, Alice said, and ask them the way to the Eighth Square. I would like to get there before it gets dark.' So she walked on, talking to herself as she went. After a long time the road came into another wood and suddenly turned a corner, and there in front of her Alice saw two fat little men standing under a tree.



look n. appearance. 外貌。

Ticket Inspector person who inspects tickets. 检票员。

frightened adj. in a state of fear. 恐惧的。

ticket office n. a place where tickets are sold. 票房，售票处。

engine-driver n. the driver of a train. 火车司机。

over the top of 从……上方。

ought to should. 应该。

opposite prep. in front of. 面对面。

goat n. small, active horned animal. 山羊。

beetle n. a kind of insect, with hard, shiny wings. 甲壳虫。

as well also, too. 也。

return ticket a ticket for the journey going back. 回程车票。

insect n. a very small kind of animal with six legs, e.g. a fly. 昆虫。

calmly adv. quietly. 平静地。

suppose vi. think. 想。

beard n. the hair on the face below the mouth. 下巴上的胡子，髯。

not... all 一般指部分否定，按照上下文，这里似指全部否定，相当于none。

an open field a piece of field in the forest without plants. 开阔地。

reach vt. get to. 抵达。

do believe really believe. 确实相信，do起强调动词作用。

believe v. to think that something is real or true. 相信。

why 语气词，没有“为什么”的意思。

signpost n. a board on the road to direct the may with words or signs. 路标。

call in call on sb. in the house. 登门拜访。


3．镜中动物
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爱丽丝站在山顶上向下面看。她心里纳闷：“我该走哪条路？”在很远的一边，她能够看见某种庞大的动物四处走动。很难说她喜爱它们的外貌。于是她决定走另外一条路。她跑步下山，跳过六条小溪中的第一条。

*　*　*　*　*

*　*　*　*

*　*　*　*　*

“请出示车票！”检票员把头伸进窗户大声嚷嚷。片刻之后，每个乘客都拿出了车票；车票几乎与人一样大，似乎把整个火车都给塞满了。

“孩子，出示你的车票！”检票员面带怒色看着爱丽丝又讲了一句。紧接着有好几个声音同时说道：“孩子，别让他久等了！他每分钟值1000英镑。”

爱丽丝带着惊恐的声音说：“我恐怕没有车票。我来的那个地方没有票房。”

检票员说：“你怎么不向机车司机买张票。”许多声音又在说：“机车司机的每分钟值1000英镑。”

检票员先透过眼镜看爱丽丝，然后又从眼镜上面看了看她，说：“你乘车方向反了。”随后关上窗户就走了。

坐在爱丽丝对面的先生（他的衣裤是用白纸做成的）说：“她应该清楚方向的，但她可能连自己的名字都不知道。”

坐在白衣先生旁边的一只山羊大声嚷嚷道：“她应该知道去票房的路的，不过可能她是个文盲吧。”

坐在山羊边上的是只甲壳虫，他也要说爱丽丝几句。然后还有其他的声音，但爱丽丝看不清楚到底是谁，她想其中有一个声音好像是马发出的。随后有一个很细微的声音凑着她的耳朵讲：“你可以根据那个编一首诗，内容当然是一匹马的故事。”

穿一身白纸的先生又说：“小宝贝，别着急。”他低声说，“火车每停一站就买张回程票。”

爱丽丝生气地应声道：“不，我不买！我根本不属于这次列车。刚才我还在树林里，我希望能回去。”

然后她又听见那个细微的声音。她看了看周围，但什么也没有。“我知道你是个朋友，一个亲爱的朋友。我是只昆虫，你不会伤害我吧。”声音在她耳边响起。

爱丽丝问：“哪一类昆虫？”她有点儿担心。就在同时，火车头长鸣一声，每个人都吓得跳了起来。马向窗外探出了头，然后重又缩回来，平静地说：“只是一条小河，我们得跳过去。”

爱丽丝不喜欢火车跳越小河这个想法。“不过我想我们即将进入第四格。”她自言自语道。过了一会儿，她感觉火车径向空中开去。她惊恐万状，随手抓住离她最近的一个东西，凑巧是山羊的胡子。

*　*　*　*　*

*　*　*　*

*　*　*　*　*

但她一触到山羊胡子，胡子似乎就失踪了。她发现自己静静地坐在一棵树下。一只昆虫坐在她身旁的低矮的树枝上。

爱丽丝想，这真是只硕大的昆虫——几乎同小鸡一样大。

“这么说你不喜欢昆虫？”那只昆虫问，轻声地继续他们的对话。

爱丽丝答道：“他们能说话，我就喜欢。我来的那地方，没一只昆虫讲过话。但这里什么都不一样。这里的昆虫我可能连名字都叫不上来呢。”

“你记得住自己的名字吗？”昆虫问。

“当然记得，没人会忘记自己的名字。”爱丽丝答道。

“是吗？譬如那边有一片树林，里边的东西就没有名字。”昆虫说道。

爱丽丝环顾四周，看见一个空地的另一边有一片黑树林。她回转头时，昆虫早就飞走了。她站了起来，踏步跨越这片田野。她心里想：“这条路肯定通向第八格，可是我希望我不会把自己的名字丢落在这儿。”

不久她就抵达树林。终于摆脱了烈日烤晒，享受到树阴下的清凉世界，这使她很高兴。“在这儿，在……下，在……下，在什么（？）下，多凉爽啊！”她很奇怪，怎么就是想不起那个词儿。她把手放在树上，问：“它怎样称呼自己的？我确信它是无名无姓的。”

她站了一会儿，想：“那么，我是谁呢？我一定会想起来的。”她想了又想，就是记不起自己的名字。她想自己名字好像是“L”开头，但又难以确定。

因此她快速穿过树林，希望早点到另一边去。过了一会儿，她又来到了一个空地。她停住，拼命地想。“哦，当然是爱丽丝了！”她说，“我叫爱丽丝——我不会再忘了。现在，我该走哪条路？”

回答这问题并不困难。其实只有一条路，边上有一个巨大的路标，上面写着：

前方是特威丹的屋子

前方是特威帝的屋子

“我这就登门问个好，”爱丽丝说道，“然后询问一下去第八格的路。太阳下山前我要赶到那里。”爱丽丝又继续上路了，边走边自言自语，过了许久，脚下的路通到了另一片树林，又急转了个弯。就在前方，爱丽丝看见两个胖墩墩的小人站在树下。


4
Tweedledum and Tweedledee

Alice knew immediately which one was which, because each had his name on his shirt. They were standing very still, with their arms round each other, and Alice forgot that they were alive. 'They look just like schoolboys,' she said aloud. Then one of them spoke, and Alice jumped in surprise.

'You've begun wrong!' cried the one called Tweedledum. 'The first thing in a visit is to say "How do you do?" and shake hands.' And here the brothers held out the two hands that were free, to shake hands with her.

Alice did not know which hand to shake first, so she took hold of both hands at once. The next moment they were all three dancing round in a circle. This seemed very natural at the time, and Alice was not even surprised to hear music playing.

The two brothers were fat, and soon got tired. 'Four times round is enough for one dance,' Tweedledee said, and they stopped as suddenly as they had begun. Then they stood looking at Alice in silence.

Alice did not know what to say. How do you begin a conversation with people that you have just been dancing with? she wondered.

'I hope you're not too tired?' she said at last.

'Not at all. And thank you very much for asking,' said Tweedledum.

'Very kind of you,' added Tweedledee. 'Do you like poems?'

'Ye-es... well, some poems,' Alice said carefully. 'Would you tell me which road to take out of the wood?'

'What shall I repeat to her?' Tweedledee said to Tweedledum, not noticing Alice's question.

'The Walrus and the Carpenter is the longest,' Tweedledum replied, putting a friendly arm round his brother.

'If it's very long,' Alice said politely, 'would you tell me first which road ―'

Tweedledee smiled gently and began his poem. It was a very long poem indeed ― all about a Walrus and a Carpenter, who went for a walk along, a beach and invited lots of young Oysters to go with them. The Oysters accepted happily.

'Perhaps that wasn't very sensible of them,' Alice said.

Tweedledee only smiled, and continued：

The Walrus and the Carpenter

Walked on a mile or so,

And then they rested on a rock

Conveniently low;

And all the little Oysters stood

And waited in a row.

'The time has come,' the Walrus said,

'To talk of many things;

Of shoes ― and ships ― and sealing-wax―

Of cabbages ― and kings ―

And why the sea is boiling hot —

And whether pigs have wings.'

Alice waited with interest to hear about this conversation, but it never happened, because the Walrus and the Carpenter went on to eat all the Oysters instead.

At the end Alice said, 'I like the Walrus best, because he said he felt sorry for the poor Oysters.'

'He ate more of them than the Carpenter,' said Tweedledee. 'He ate faster, you see.'

'Oh!' said Alice. 'Well then, I like the Carpenter best.'

'But he ate as many as he could get,' said Tweedledum.

'Well, they were both very unkind ―' Alice began, then stopped when she heard a noise in the wood. It sounded like a wild animal. 'What's that?' she asked, afraid.

'It's only the Red King snoring,' said Tweedledee. 'Come and look at him.'

The brothers each took one of Alice's hands and they went through the wood to where the King was sleeping.

'Doesn't he look lovely?' said Tweedledum.

Alice really couldn't agree. The King was lying in a very untidy way, and was snoring loudly.

'He's dreaming now,' said Tweedledee, 'and what do you think he's dreaming about?'

'Nobody can guess that,' said Alice.

'Why, about you!' Tweedledee said. 'And if he stops dreaming about you, where do you think you will be?'

'Where I am now, of course,' said Alice.

'Oh no!' said Tweedledum. 'You'll be nowhere. You're only a kind of thing in his dream! If he wakes up, you'll go out ― bang! ― just like a light!'

'What nonsense!' Alice said crossly. 'And if I'm only a kind of thing in his dream, what are you, I'd like to know.'

'The same!' the brothers cried together.

'Shhh! Don't make so much noise,' Alice said. 'You'll wake him up.'

'How can you wake him,' said Tweedledum, 'when you're only one of the things in his dream? You know very well that you're not real.'

'I am real!' said Alice, and began to cry.

'I don't know why you're crying,' Tweedledee said unkindly. 'You won't become real that way.'

'I know they're talking nonsense,' Alice thought to herself, 'and there really isn't anything to cry about.' She gave herself a little shake, then said, 'I think I must find my way out of the wood now, because it's getting very dark. Do you think it's going to rain?'

'Possibly,' Tweedledum said, opening a large umbrella.

It was now getting very dark indeed and Alice thought there must be a storm coming. 'What a thick black cloud that is!' she said. 'And how fast it comes! Why, I do believe it's got wings!'

'It's the crow!' Tweedledee shouted fearfully. The two brothers turned to run and had disappeared in a moment.

Alice ran too, and hid under some low trees. 'It can't get me under here,' she thought, 'but I wish its wings didn't make so much wind. It's blowing everything around terribly ― and look! Here's somebody's shawl flying through the air!'



hold out stretch. 伸出。

at once in the same time. 同时。

natural a. ordinary, normal. 自然的，正常的。

four times round (dance) four circles. （跳）四圈（舞）。

in silence silently. 静静地。

wonder v. to express a wish to know. 想知道。

poem n. arrangement of words in lines with a regularly repeated accent. 诗。

some adj. certain. 某些

walrus n. large sea-animal (like a very large seal) with two long tusk. 海象。

carpenter n. man whose work is building with wood. 木匠。

oyster n. kinds of shellfish much used as food, usu. eaten uncooked. 牡蛎。

conveniently adv. easily to get to or at. 方便地，容易接近地。

in a row in a line. 坐成排（列）。

sealing-wax kind of wax used to seal letters. 封蜡，火漆。

cabbage n. vegetable whose leaves are closely folded into a round head. 甘蓝菜。

boiling hot as hot as the water reaching its boiling point. 沸水般滚烫。

feel sorry for sb. to feel pity towards sb. 表示同情、怜悯，感到难过。

more than a greater number. 比……更多。

sound v. to have the effect of being, seem when heard. 听起来，似乎（常作比喻用法）。

snore vi. make noisy sounds esp. during sleep. 打呼噜。

lovely adj. beautiful, pleasant, esp. to both the heart and the eye. 美丽的，可爱的。

untidy adj. not tidy, being in a mass. 邋遢。

nonsense n. silly or stupid talk or ideas. 废话。talk nonsense 讲废话，胡言乱语。

crossly adv. angrily, bad-temperedly. 生气地，发脾气地。

cry call out loudly in words. 大声说。

umbrella n. an arrangement of cloth over a folding frame with a handle, used for keeping rain off the head. 雨伞。

crow n. a large black bird. 乌鸦。

low tree short tree. 矮树。

get v. catch. 抓住。

shawl n. large piece of material worn about the shoulders or head of a woman, or wrapped round a baby. 披肩，围巾。


4．特威丹与特威帝

[image: alt]

爱丽丝一下子就把这对孪生兄弟辨认出来了，因为衬衫上都标明了名字。他们纹丝不动地站在那儿，手挽着手，爱丽丝因此竟忘了他们是活的。她大声地说：“他们看起来就像小学生。”接着两个中的一个讲话了，爱丽丝惊奇地跳起来。

叫特威丹的那位叫道：“你开头就错了。拜访朋友，第一件事是打招呼‘你好！’同时握手。”这时，俩兄弟伸出了闲着的两只手，与她握手。

爱丽丝搞不清楚要先握哪只手，于是就同时抓住了两只手。随后，他们就围成一个圈跳舞。当时这似乎非常自然，爱丽丝听见音乐奏起，也不感到奇怪。

这俩兄弟长得胖墩墩的，一会儿就疲惫不堪了。特威帝说：“一曲跳四圈就够了。”他们停下来，就像开始时那样突然，然后他们站在那儿，静静地看着爱丽丝。

爱丽丝不知道该说些什么。如何开始同刚刚与你跳过舞的人谈话呢？她拿不准。

她终于开了口，说：“你们很累吗？”

“一点也没有。谢谢你的关心。”特威丹答道。

“你太好了。你喜欢诗歌吗？”特威帝补充说。

爱丽丝非常谨慎地答道：“是……是的，有些诗歌。劳驾你告诉我哪条路可以走出树林？”

“我该给她背诵什么？”特威帝对特威丹说，没有注意到爱丽丝的发问。

特威丹很友好地搂住自己的兄弟，说：“《海象与木匠》这首诗是最长的。”

“如果这首诗很长，劳驾你先告诉我哪条路……”爱丽丝很有礼貌地恳求道。

特威帝微微一笑，就背诵起诗来了。那真是首长诗，讲的是海象与木匠去海边散步，并邀请许多小牡蛎同往。小牡蛎很高兴地接受了邀请。

爱丽丝说：“它们恐怕不太明智吧。”

特威帝只笑了笑，又继续背：

海象与木匠

步行一英里，

要坐岩石上

石头低又矮；

牡蛎站成排

等待又等待。

海象先开言：

“时光已来临，

“谈论许多事：

鞋、船与封蜡——

甘蓝与国王——

大海为何烫——

猪猡有无翼。”

爱丽丝觉得非常有趣，等着听海象与木匠的对话，但就是没声响，因为他们转而忙着吃牡蛎了。

最后爱丽丝说：“我最喜欢海象，因为他说他为可怜的牡蛎感到难过。”

特威帝说：“他比木匠吃得还多，因为他吃得快。”

“哦，是这样。那么我最喜欢木匠。”爱丽丝改口说。

但特威丹说：“其实木匠也在拼命地吃。”

“哦，他们两个都不是什么好人——”爱丽丝刚一出口，就住了口，这时她突然听见树林里传来好像是野兽的吼叫。她害怕了，忙问：“那是什么声音？”

特威帝答道：“那只是红方国王在打呼噜。来，我们去看看他。”

兄弟俩每人拉住爱丽丝的一只手，他们穿过树林，来到国王睡觉的地方。

特威丹问：“他够可爱的，是吧？”

爱丽丝真是不敢苟同。国王躺在那儿，邋里邋遢，呼噜打得山响。

特威帝说：“他在做梦呢。你说他在做什么梦？”

“谁也不会知道的。”爱丽丝答道。

特威帝说：“他在梦见你呢！如果他不再梦见你，你说你会在哪儿？”

爱丽丝答道：“当然还是在这儿。”

“哦，不！你将不在任何地方。你只是他梦中的一种东西！他一醒来，你就出去了——就像一道光！”特威丹说。

爱丽丝生气地说：“一派胡言！如果我只是他梦中的某种东西，那么我倒想知道，你们又是什么呢？”

“同样的东西！”兄弟俩异口同声道。

爱丽丝说：“嘘！别嚷嚷了，否则会把他吵醒的。”

“你只是他梦境中的一件东西，你又怎么能把他吵醒呢？你并不是真实的，这你很清楚。”特威丹说。

爱丽丝说：“我是真实的！”说完就哭了起来。

特威帝不友好地说：“我不明白你为什么哭了。这并不能使你变为真实的。”

爱丽丝思忖着，“我清楚他们在胡言乱语，不过确实没什么好哭的。”她振作了一下，说：“我想眼下我必须要找到走出树林的路。因为天越来越暗了。你认为要下雨了吗？”

“可能的。”特威丹说着，打开了一把大伞。

天空一片漆黑，爱丽丝揣测一定会有场暴风雨。她说：“那云团又密又黑，来势多凶猛！我肯定它长了翅膀。”

特威帝吓得惨叫一声：“那是乌鸦！”两兄弟转身拔腿就跑，一会儿就不见了。

爱丽丝也跑了起来，躲到低矮的树林下面。她想：“我躲在这下面，乌鸦不会抓到我的，但我希望它的翅膀不要刮起太大的风。周围一切都被席卷而去——你瞧！有人的披肩都被卷上了天。”


5
The White Queen

She caught the shawl as she spoke, and looked around for the owner. A moment later the White Queen came running wildly through the wood. Alice went to meet her with the shawl.

'I'm pleased I was able to catch it for you,' Alice said, as she helped the Queen to put on her shawl again. 'Am I speaking to the White Queen?' she added politely.

'Yes,' said the Queen, as she pulled helplessly at her shawl. 'Oh dear! I don't know what's the matter with my shawl today. I think it's angry with me. I've pinned it here, and I've pinned it there, but it's just not happy.'

'But it can't go straight, you know, if you pin it all on one side,' Alice said, as she gently put it right for her. 'And I'm afraid your hair is terribly untidy.'

'The hairbrush is lost in it somewhere,' the Queen said unhappily.

Alice carefully took out the brush and pinned up the Queen's hair more tidily. 'There, you look better now,' she said. 'But really you should have a lady's maid.'

'I'd be happy to take you,' the Queen said. 'Twopence a week, and jam every other day.'

'I don't want you to employ me,' Alice said, laughing. 'And I don't like jam.'

'It's very good jam,' said the Queen.

'Well, I don't want any today, thank you.'

'But you can't have jam today,' the Queen said. 'It's jam tomorrow and jam yesterday ― but never jam today.'

'It must be "jam today" sometimes,' Alice argued.

'No, it isn't,' said the Queen. 'It's jam every other day. Today isn't any other day, you know.'

'I don't understand that,' said Alice, very puzzled.

'That's because we live backwards here,' explained the Queen kindly. 'It's always a little difficult at first.'

'Live backwards!' Alice repeated, in great surprise. 'I never heard of anybody doing that.'

'But there's one very useful thing about it,' the Queen went on, 'you can remember things both ways.'

'I only remember things one way,' Alice said. 'I can't remember things before they happen.'

'That's not very useful,' said the Queen. 'I can remember things that happened the week after next. For example, the King's Messenger is in prison now, but he hasn't done anything wrong yet. His crime will come much later.'

'But what happens if there is no crime,' asked Alice, 'and he doesn't do anything wrong at all? That seems a strange way of ―'

At that moment the Queen began to scream very loudly, and to shake her hand around in the air. 'Oh, oh!' she shouted. 'My finger's bleeding! Oh, oh, oh!'

Alice put her hands over her ears. 'What is the matter?' she said, in between the Queen's screams. 'Have you cut your finger?'

'I haven't cut it yet,' the Queen said, 'but I soon shall ― oh, oh, oh!'

'When do you think you will do it?' Alice asked, trying not to laugh.

'When I fasten my shawl again,' the Queen said unhappily, 'one of the pins will come out and ― oh, oh!' As she said the words, one of her shawl pins came undone and she quickly took hold of it, trying to fasten it again.

'Take care!' cried Alice. 'You're holding it wrong!' She tried to help the Queen, but it was too late ― the pin had already gone deep into the Queen's finger.

'That explains the bleeding, you see,' the Queen said to Alice with a smile. 'Now you understand the way things happen here.'

'But why don't you scream now?' Alice asked, holding her hands ready to put over her ears again.

'I've done all the screaming already,' said the Queen. 'Why do it all again?'

'It's very difficult to believe,' Alice said, 'that life can happen backwards.'

'Try to believe something a bit easier,' said the Queen helpfully. 'For example, I'm a hundred and one years old.'

'I can't believe that!' said Alice.

'Can't you?' the Queen said, shaking her head sadly. 'Try again. Put your hands together and shut your eyes.'

Alice laughed. 'There's no use trying,' she said. 'Nobody can believe impossible things.'

'Perhaps you don't work hard enough at it,' said the Queen. 'When I was a child, I worked at it for an hour a day. Why, sometimes I've believed as many as six impossible things before breakfast. There goes my shawl again!'

The pins had come undone again as she spoke, and a sudden wind blew her shawl across a little brook. The Queen went flying after it, and managed to catch it. 'I've got it!' she called happily. 'Now you will see me pin it on again, all by myself.'

'Then I hope your finger is better now?' Alice said very politely, as she crossed the brook after the Queen.

*　*　*　*　*

*　*　*　*

*　*　*　*　*

'Oh, much better!' cried the Queen, her voice getting higher and higher as she went on. 'Much be-etter! Be-e-e-ter! Be-e-eh!' The last word sounded very like the sound that a sheep makes, and Alice looked at the Queen in surprise.

And indeed, the Queen was now covered in a thick woolly coat, and... Alice closed her eyes, then opened them again. She couldn't understand what had happened at all. The wood had disappeared, and she was in a little dark shop ― and it really was a sheep in front of her, wearing large glasses and sitting calmly on a chair, knitting.

'What do you want to buy?' the Sheep said at last, looking up for a moment from her knitting.

'I'm not sure at the moment,' Alice said gently. 'May I look round first?'

She began to walk round the shop, looking at everything. But every time she looked hard at something, it seemed to move and then appear again a moment later in a different place. So it was difficult to see clearly what was there. She went on walking, and soon realized that the shop was much bigger than she had thought.

'What a strange shop!' Alice said. 'I wish things would keep still!'

A few minutes later the shop became even stranger, because Alice found herself walking beside a large lake, with tall green plants growing round the edge. She put out her hand to pick some, but the plants disappeared when she touched them.

'Oh, what a pity!' said Alice. 'I would like to take some home. They look so pretty.'

'There are lots of other things here,' said the Sheep. 'But you must decide what you want to buy.'

'To buy!' Alice said, jumping a little in surprise. The lake had gone, and she was back in the little dark shop. The Sheep was still knitting, and was looking at her crossly over the top of her glasses.

'I would like to buy an egg, please,' Alice said. 'How much do they cost?'

'Fivepence for one, twopence for two,' the Sheep replied.

'So two are cheaper than one?' Alice said in a surprised voice, taking out her purse.

'But you must eat them both, if you buy two,' said the Sheep.

'Then I'll have one, please,' said Alice, giving the Sheep fivepence.

The Sheep took the money, then said, 'You must get it yourself, you know. It's at the end of the shop.'

The end of the shop was very dark, and was crowded with tables and chairs. Alice could see the egg, but she never seemed to get near it. She almost fell over a chair, and then realized that it was not a chair at all, but a small tree. 'Why are trees growing here?' she wondered. 'This is the strangest shop that I ever saw! And now here's a little brook as well!'

*　*　*　*　*

*　*　*　*

*　*　*　*　*

So she went on, wondering more and more at every step. After a while everything had turned into a tree, and she thought that the egg would soon do the same.



wildly adv. excitedly, distractedly. 激动地，狂乱地。

helplessly adv. without help. 无助地。

Oh dear! 语气词。哦，我的天哪！

pin vt. to fix sth. with a pin. 用别针固定住。

put... right put sth. in its correct way. 摆弄好。

hairbrush n. kind of brush to make hair tidy. 发刷。

maid n. a woman or girl who works in another person's house. 女佣，侍女。

jam n. a sweet food, made by cooking fruit and sugar. 果酱。

every other day one of every 2 days. 隔天。

employ vt. hire. 雇佣。

live backwards live in a manner that the past is in the front. 往后过生活，即时间倒退。

explain v. make plain or clear. 解释，讲解。

Messenger n. a person who carries message. 信使。

prison n. place where a person is shut up against his will. 监狱。

bleed v. lose blood. 流血。

fasten v. fix. 固定。

undone adj. becoming loose. 松掉，掉下来。

put over cover. 掩盖。

to believe sth. easier 把事情想得简单点。

There goes my shawl again! My shawl is undone again! 我的披肩又松了！

blow across 吹过。

manage to do succeed in doing sth. with efforts. 终于做成功。

thick adj. heavy. 厚厚的。

the wood n. the small forest. 小树林。

knit v. to make (things to wear) by uniting threads into a kind of close network by means of long needles. 织毛活。

look hard look attentively, stare. 盯着看。

keep still remain in its original place. 静心不动。

plant n. a living thing that is not an animal. 植物。

disappear vi. be gone. 失踪。

pence n. pl. form of penny 便士的复数形式，英国货币基本单位为pound（英镑）。一英镑等于100便士。

purse n. a small bag where money etc. is stored. 钱包。

be crowded with be full of. 到处是，充满着。

realize v. to understand and believe. 认知，了解。

(not) at all (not) in any way 根本（不）。

strange adj. unusual. 奇异的，奇怪的。


5．白方王后

[image: alt]

讲话的当儿，她抓住了披肩，四处张望，寻找主人。片刻之后，白方王后穿过树林，飞奔而来。爱丽丝手拿披肩迎上前去。

爱丽丝说：“我很高兴能把围巾抓住。”同时，她给王后重新披上披肩。她又很有礼貌地补充了一句，“我现在是跟白方王后讲话吗？”

王后答道：“是的。”同时徒然地拉了拉披肩，“天哪！我不明白今天我的披肩是怎么回事。我想它在生我的气。我把它别在这儿，又别到那儿，但它就是不满意。”

“你如果把披肩别在一边，它就不可能挺直，这你也清楚。”爱丽丝说着，轻轻地把披肩给她披好。“恐怕你头发也太乱了。”

王后不高兴地说：“发刷不知丢在头发里的什么地方了。”

爱丽丝小心地拿出了发刷，把王后的头发整齐地别起来。“这样看起来就好多了。说真的，你应该有一个侍女。”她说。

王后说：“纳你做侍女，我会很高兴。一周两便士，再加上隔天吃果酱。”

“我不要你来雇我。再说我也不喜欢吃果酱。”爱丽丝说完，笑了起来。

王后说：“那是很好的果酱。”

“我今天一点也不想要，谢谢了。”

王后又说：“但你不可能今天有果酱。只是明天或昨天有果酱——今天决没有果酱。”

爱丽丝争辩说：“有时肯定会‘今天有果酱’的。”

“不会有的。隔天才有果酱。今天不是隔天中的任何一天。”王后说。

爱丽丝摸不着头脑，说：“我真不明白那一套。”

“那是因为在这儿我们往后过日子。要理解这一点起初总是困难的。”王后很友善地解释道。

“往后过日子！”爱丽丝重复了一遍，大吃一惊。“我还从没有听说过有人这样过日子。”

王后又说：“但这样有一点很有用处，你就可以用两种方法记事情了。”

“我只能用一种方法记住事情。我不会记住那些还没有发生过的事情。”爱丽丝说。

王后说：“那可没有好处。我可以记住两周后发生的事情。譬如说，国王的信使现在坐牢了，但他至今还没有做错什么事。他犯罪的时间要晚得多。”

爱丽丝问：“如果他根本没犯罪，没做错事，那又能有什么后果呢？这似乎是用离奇的方式来——”

王后突然大声尖叫起来，并在空中挥舞着手，叫喊着：“哎呀，哎呀！我的手指在流血！哎呀，哎呀，哎呀！”

爱丽丝用双手捂住了耳朵，在王后尖叫的间隙，问：“怎么回事？你割破了手指头？”

“我还没有割破手指，但我不久就会了，哎呀，哎呀，哎呀！”王后说。

爱丽丝问：“你认为什么时候会割破手指？”尽量不笑出声来。

王后不高兴地说：“当我再次系披肩时，一只别针会脱落下来——哎呀，哎呀！”正说着，披肩上的一只别针松了，她快速把它抓住，想重新把它固定住。

爱丽丝喊道：“小心！你抓错了方向！”她想帮王后个忙，但太迟了——别针已经深深地扎进了王后的指头。

王后笑着对爱丽丝讲：“那就解释了流血的事。现在你明白了这儿事情是怎样发生的吧。”

“可是你现在为什么不叫喊？”爱丽丝问，扬起双手准备再次把耳朵捂住。

王后说：“我已经叫喊过了。干吗又要重复一遍呢？”

“事情可以倒过来发生，这真令人难以置信。”爱丽丝说。

王后有意指点她，就说：“设法相信得更容易点。譬如说，我已101岁了。”

“我不相信。”爱丽丝说。

王后沮丧地摇摇头，说：“你怎么不相信？再试试。握起双手并闭上眼睛。”

爱丽丝笑了，说：“试也没用，没人会相信不可能的事。”

王后说：“也许你不够努力。我小时候，每天花一小时来相信不可能的事。有时早餐前共相信多达六件这样的事。我的披肩又松了！”

她说着，别针又松了，一阵风把披肩吹过小溪。王后飞速追了过去，设法抓住了披肩。她高兴地叫起来：“我抓到了！你将看到我重新把它别上，全部自己来。”

爱丽丝非常有礼貌地说：“希望你的手指头好些了。”同时紧随王后跨过了小溪。

*　*　*　*　*

*　*　*　*

*　*　*　*　*

“噢，好多了！”王后高叫道，她不停地叫着，声音越来越高，“好多——了！好——多——了！好——！”最后一个词听起来就像绵羊在叫唤，爱丽丝不禁惊奇地看了看王后。

一点不假，王后现在身披着一件厚厚的毛外衣。爱丽丝闭上眼睛，然后又睁开。她真的弄不明白到底是怎么回事。树林消失了，她在一家昏暗的小商店里——而且在她面前确实是一只绵羊，戴着大眼镜，静静地坐在椅子上织毛衣。

绵羊终于抬起眼睛问话了：“你要买什么？”

“现在我还拿不准。我可以先看看吗？”爱丽丝轻声轻气地问。

她开始在商店里转悠着，什么东西都浏览一番。但每当她盯着一件东西看，那东西似乎就动起来，过一会儿出现在另一个地方。因此要看清楚那儿有些什么是不容易的。她继续走动，不久就发现那商店比她想的要大得多。

爱丽丝说：“这商店太奇特了！我希望东西摆在那儿不动。”

几分钟后，商店变得更加奇特了，爱丽丝发现自己在一个大湖边散步，湖边长着高大的绿色植物。她伸出手去采摘，但当她一触手，植物就消失了。

爱丽丝说：“太可惜了！我要带些回家，它们看起来多漂亮。”

“本商店还出售许多其他东西，但你必须想好到底买些什么。”绵羊说。

爱丽丝惊奇地跳了一小步，说：“买！”湖消失了，她又回到了那个昏暗的小店。绵羊还在织毛衣，抬眼从眼镜上面愤怒地看了看她。

爱丽丝说：“我想买个鸡蛋。怎么卖？”

“五便士一个，两便士两个。”绵羊答道。

爱丽丝拿出钱包，非常惊奇地说：“这么说，两个比一个要便宜。”

“你要买两个，就得吃两个。”绵羊说。

“那我就买一个。”爱丽丝说着，递给绵羊五便士。

绵羊接了钱，然后说道：“你得自己去拿。就在店面那一头。”

店面那头很暗，摆满了桌椅。爱丽丝看得见鸡蛋，但似乎永远也接近不了。她差点儿倒在了椅子上，却发现那根本不是椅子，而是一棵小树。“树怎么会长在这儿？”她不明白：“这是我看到过的最奇怪的一家商店。而且里面还有一条小溪！”

*　*　*　*　*

*　*　*　*

*　*　*　*　*

因此她继续走着，每走一步，心里都在想，这到底是怎么一回事。片刻之后，样样东西都变成了树。她想鸡蛋恐怕也会变成树的。


6
Humpty Dumpty

But the egg got larger and larger, and more and more like a person. Then Alice saw that it had eyes and a nose and a mouth, and she realized that it was HUMPTY DUMPTY himself.

'It must be him,' she said to herself. 'There he is, sitting on a high wall, and he looks just like an egg.'

He was sitting very still and seemed to be asleep, so Alice stood and repeated to herself the words of the song:




Humpty Dumpty sat on a wall；

Humpty Dumpty had a great fall.

All the King's horses and all the King's men

Couldn't put Humpty together again.




'Don't stand there talking to yourself,' said Humpty Dumpty suddenly, opening his eyes. 'Tell me your name.'

'My name is Alice ―'

'That's a stupid name!' said Humpty Dumpty. 'What does it mean?'

'Must a name mean something?' Alice asked, puzzled.

'Of course it must,' Humpty Dumpty said with a short laugh. 'My name means the shape I am ― and a very good shape it is, too. With a name like yours, you could be almost any shape.'

'Why do you sit out here all alone?' said Alice, not wishing to argue.

'Because there's nobody with me!' cried Humpty Dumpty. 'Did you think I didn't know the answer to that? Come, let's have some intelligent conversation now.'

Alice tried to think of something intelligent to say, but couldn't. 'What a beautiful belt you're wearing!' she said, suddenly noticing it.

'That's better,' said Humpty Dumpty, looking pleased. 'Yes, it was a present from the White King and Queen. They gave it to me for an unbirthday present.'

Alice looked puzzled. 'What is an unbirthday present?'

'A present when it isn't your birthday, of course.'

Alice thought about this. 'I like birthday presents best,' she said at last.

'You don't know what you're talking about!' cried Humpty Dumpty. 'How many days are there in a year?'

'Three hundred and sixty-five,' said Alice.

'And how many birthdays have you?'

'One.'

'And if you take one from three hundred and sixty-five, what is left?'

'Three hundred and sixty-four, of course.'

'So there's only one day when you can get birthday presents,' said Humpty Dumpty, 'but three hundred and sixty-four days when you can get unbirthday presents! There's success for you!'

'I don't know what you mean by "success",' Alice said.

Humpty Dumpty smiled. 'Of course you don't ― until I tell you. I meant "there's a clever idea for you! " '

'But "success" doesn't mean "a clever idea",' Alice argued.

'When I use a word,' Humpty Dumpty said, looking down his nose at Alice, 'it means just what I choose it to mean ― neither more nor less.'

'But can you make words have different meanings?' asked Alice.

'Words are difficult things, I agree,' said Humpty Dumpty. 'But you have to be strong with them. Give them orders. Tell them to obey you. They must work hard, and do what they're told!' He banged his hand excitedly on the wall as he spoke.

'You seem very clever with words, Sir,' said Alice politely, hoping to calm him. She was worried about him falling off the wall.

Humpty Dumpty looked pleased. 'I can explain most words, and get them to do what I want,' he said. 'Some of them are like suitcases, you know. They've got several meanings packed up in them. Take poems, for example. One short poem can carry as many meanings as five people's luggage.'

'Somebody repeated a poem to me earlier today,' said Alice. 'It was Tweedledee, I think.'

'Oh, I can repeat any number of poems, if you like,' said Humpty Dumpty.

'Well, not just at the moment,' Alice said quickly, hoping to stop him from beginning.

'This piece was written specially for you,' Humpty Dumpty went on, not listening to her. 'It will amuse you.'

'Thank you,' said Alice sadly. She could not refuse to listen, she thought, if the poem was specially written for her.




In winter, when the fields are white,

I sing this song for your delight—




'But I don't sing it,' he explained.

'Yes, I can see that,' Alice said.

'If you can see me singing or not singing, you've better eyes than most people,' said Humpty Dumpty. Alice was silent, and he went on.




In spring, when woods are getting green,

I'll try and tell you what I mean.




'Thank you very much,' said Alice.




In summer, when the days are long,

Perhaps you'll understand the song.

In autumn, when the leaves are brown,

Take pen and ink and write it down.




'I will, if I can remember it so long,' said Alice.

'Don't go on saying things,' Humpty Dumpty said.

'They're not sensible, and I forget where I am.'




I sent a message to the fish；

I told them 'This is what I wish.'

The little fishes of the sea，

They sent an answer back to me.

The little fishes' answer was

'We cannot do it, Sir, because ―'




'I'm afraid I don't understand,' said Alice.

'It gets easier as it goes on,' Humpty Dumpty replied.

But the poem went on for a long time, and Alice thought it got harder, not easier, to understand. Then Humpty Dumpty suddenly stopped, and there was a long silence.

'Is that all?' Alice asked politely.

'That's all,' said Humpty Dumpty. 'Goodbye.'

Alice waited a minute, but Humpty Dumpty closed his eyes and did not speak again. So she got up, said 'goodbye', and quietly walked away.

'What an extraordinary person!' she said to herself as she walked. 'I don't think I ever met ―' She never finished what she was saying, because at that moment a heavy crash shook the forest from end to end.



still adv. without movement. 不动地，静止地。

put... together construct (a whole) by combining parts. 装配。

talk to oneself say to oneself. 自言自语。

shape n. figure. 体形。

all alone not in the company of others. 独自一人。

intelligent a. having, showing intelligence. 明智的。

belt n. a band put around the waist. 腰带。

present n. gift. 礼物。

best adv. most. 最。like best 最喜欢。

at last in the end. 最后。

leave v. remain. 留下，剩余。

look down his nose at 对某人不悦或轻视的意思。

neither... nor not... and not. 既不……也不……。

different a. not the same. 不同的。

obey vt. do what one is told to do. 服从，执行（命令）。

clever a. showing ability and skill. 显示能力和技巧的。

luggage n. bags and their contents taken on a journey. 行李。

repeat v. say (what somebody else has said or what one learnt by heart). 转述，背诵。

amuse v. make time pass pleasantly for. 娱乐，使快乐。

refuse vt. say one will not do. 拒绝。

see v. to understand or recognize. 明白，懂得。

sensible having or showing good sense. 有判断力的，明智的。

reply answer. 回答。

extraordinary adj. very unusual. 非常特别的。

crash n. noise made by a violent fall, blow or breaking. 猛烈的坠落、打击或破裂所发出的响声。

forest n. thick woods. 森林。


6．胖墩儿

[image: alt]

但鸡蛋越变越大，越变越像个人。爱丽丝看见他有眼，有鼻子，有嘴巴。她才知道那原来就是胖墩儿。

她自言自语道：“肯定是他。他就坐在一堵高墙上，外表像个鸡蛋。”

他纹丝不动地坐在那儿，好像是睡着了。爱丽丝就站在那儿，口里背诵着一首歌词：

胖墩儿坐在墙上，

胖墩儿摔下重伤。

国王的骏马、骑士，

再不能将他拼上。

胖墩儿突然睁开眼睛说：“别站在那儿自言自语。告诉我你的名字。”

“我叫爱丽丝——”

胖墩儿说：“那是个蠢名字！是什么意思？”

“名字都得有意思？”爱丽丝不解地问道。

“那当然。”胖墩儿笑了一下，“我的名字说明了我的体形——我的体形多好。像你那个名字，你几乎什么体形都能用。”

爱丽丝不想争辩，就问：“你怎么一个人坐在这儿？”

“那是因为没有人与我在一起！”胖墩儿大声叫道，“你认为我不能回答你那个问题？好了，让我们谈些更明智的话题吧。”

爱丽丝试图想些明智的话题讲讲，但就是想不起来。“你腰上的皮带多漂亮！”她突然发现了这点，就说了。

胖墩儿面有悦色，说：“这话题好多了，这是白方国王与王后送我的礼物，是件非生日礼物。”

爱丽丝迷惑不解，“非生日礼物到底是什么？”

“那当然是你非生日那天送你的礼物。”

爱丽丝想了想，最后说：“我还是喜欢生日礼物。”

“你在讲些什么呀！一年有多少天？”胖墩儿叫嚷道。

爱丽丝说：“365天。”

“其中有多少天是你的生日？”

“一天。”

“那么365天减去1天剩多少？”

“当然是364天。”

胖墩儿便说：“这么讲你只有一天能收到生日礼物。但其他364天都能收到非生日礼物，你就‘成功’了！”

“我不明白你说‘成功’指的是什么？”爱丽丝问。

胖墩儿笑了笑，“我不告诉你，你当然不晓得，我指的是‘给你个聪明的主意！’”

“但‘成功’没有‘聪明主意’的意思呀。”爱丽丝争辩说。

胖墩儿不理会爱丽丝，说：“我用一个词儿，我要它什么意思，那词儿就是什么意思。”

“但你可以叫词儿具有另外的意思吗？”爱丽丝问。

胖墩儿说：“我同意，用词儿是件不容易的事。但你得对它们显示你的威力。给它们发号施令。要它们遵从你。它们必须好好干，对你百依百顺！”他说着，激动地将手重重地在墙上拍了一下。

“你好像对词儿很有些办法，先生。”爱丽丝很有礼貌地说，希望使他平静下来。她担心胖墩儿从墙上摔下来。

胖墩儿面带悦色，说：“我能解释大多数的词儿，并叫它们为我服务。有些词儿像皮箱，里面有好几种意思。譬如诗歌，一首短诗的意思可以像五个人的行李一样丰富。”

爱丽丝说：“今天早些时候，有人给我背诵了首诗。我想那是特威帝吧。”

“哦，只要你想听，我背诵多少首诗都可以。”胖墩儿说。

爱丽丝马上抢着说：“哦，现在不必了。”希望他别开始背。

胖墩儿并不听她，继续说：“这首是专门为你写的。它将给你带来快乐。”

“谢谢！”爱丽丝沮丧地说。她想如果这首诗是专门为她写的，她就不能不洗耳恭听。

冬日里田野白雪皑皑，

我唱起这首歌，只为你开怀——

他解释说：“但我不唱歌。”

“是的，这我看出来了。”爱丽丝应道。

胖墩儿说：“如果你能看出我是否在唱歌，那么你的眼力比大部分人都要好。”爱丽丝沉默着，于是他又背：

春天里树木郁郁葱葱，

我要设法告诉你我的意思。

爱丽丝说：“非常感谢。”

夏日里炎炎日长，

也许你会懂得我的歌唱。

秋天枝叶枯黄，

拿起笔墨永记不忘。

“我会的，如果我能把它长久记住的话。”爱丽丝说。

胖墩儿说：“别说了，你说的话不明智。我忘了讲到哪儿了。”

我给鱼儿捎个信；

告诉它们“这是我的心愿。”

大海里的小鱼儿，

给了我一个回音。

小鱼儿的回音是

“先生，这事我们做不了，因为——”

爱丽丝说：“恐怕我理解不了。”

“越往后听，就变得越简单了。”胖墩儿说。

诗歌又背了好长时间，可是爱丽丝觉得理解起来越来越难，而不是越来越容易了。胖墩儿突然停住，随后是长久的沉默。

爱丽丝客气地问：“背完了？”

“背完了，再见！”胖墩儿答。

爱丽丝等了一会儿，但胖墩儿闭上眼，不再说话。她站了起来，道了“再见”，轻轻地走开了。

“这真是个非常奇特的人！”她一边走，一边自言自语，“我想我从未见过——”但话只讲了半截，因为就在那时，强烈的撞击声震动了整个森林。


7
The Lion and the Unicorn

The next moment soldiers came running through the wood, at first in twos and threes, then ten or twenty together, and at last in great crowds that seemed to fill the forest. Alice got behind a tree and watched them go past.

They were very strange soldiers, she thought. They were always falling over something or other, and when one soldier went down, several more always fell over him. Soon the ground was covered with fallen men.

Then came the horses. With four feet, they managed better than the foot-soldiers, but even they fell more often than not. And when a horse fell, the rider always fell off at once. It was almost like a battle in itself, and Alice decided it would be safer to move on. Soon she came to an open place, where she found the White King sitting on the ground, busily writing in his notebook.

'I've sent them all!' the King cried happily when he saw Alice. 'Did you happen to meet any soldiers, my dear, as you came through the wood?'

'Yes, I did,' said Alice. 'Several thousand, I think.'

'Four thousand two hundred and seven,' the King said, looking at his book. 'I couldn't send all the horses, because two of them are wanted in the game. And I haven't sent the Messengers, Haigha and Hatta. I need them myself, of course ― to come and go. One to come, and one to go.'

'I don't think I understand,' said Alice. 'Why one to come and one to go?'

'I've told you,' the King said crossly. 'I must have two ― to fetch and carry. One to fetch, and one to carry.'

At that moment Haigha, one of the Messengers, arrived. He had very large hands and great eyes, which were always moving wildly from side to side.

'What's the news from town?' said the King.

'I'll whisper it,' said Haigha, putting his mouth close to the King's ear.

Alice was sorry about this, because she wanted to hear the news too. But, instead of whispering, Haigha shouted at the top of his voice, 'They're at it again!'

'Do you call that a whisper?' cried the poor King, jumping up and shaking himself. 'Don't do that again!'

'Who are at it again?' Alice asked.

'The Lion and the Unicorn, of course,' said the King.

'Fighting for the crown?'

'Yes, and it's my crown that they're fighting about!' said the King. 'Amusing, isn't it? Let's run and see them.'

They began to run, and as they went, Alice repeated to herself the words of the old song.




The Lion and the Unicorn

were fighting for the crown;

The Lion beat the Unicorn

all round the town.

Some gave them white bread

and some gave them brown;

Some gave them plum-cake

and drummed them out of town.




Soon they saw a great crowd in front of them, and in the middle the Lion and the Unicorn were fighting. Hatta, the other Messenger, was standing at the edge of the crowd, with a cup of tea in one hand and a piece of bread and butter in the other. He looked very unhappy.

'He's only just come out of prison,' Haigha whispered in Alice's ear, 'so he's very hungry and thirsty, you see. How are you, dear child?' he said to Hatta, in a friendly voice.

Hatta looked round, but went on eating his bread and butter and drinking his tea.

'Come, tell us the news!' cried the King. 'How are they getting on with the fight?'

'They're getting on very well,' Hatta said through a mouthful of bread and butter. 'Each of them has been down about eighty-seven times.'

'Then I suppose they'll soon bring the white bread and the brown,' Alice said.

'It's waiting for them now,' said Hatta. 'I'm eating a bit of it myself.'

The fight stopped just then, and the Lion and the Unicorn sat down, looking tired.

The King called out, 'Ten minutes for tea!', and Haigha and Hatta began to carry round plates of white and brown bread. Alice took a piece to taste, but it was very dry.

'I don't think they'll fight any more today,' the King said to Hatta. 'Go and order the drums to begin.'

As Alice watched him go, she suddenly saw somebody running out of the wood.

'Look!' she cried excitedly. 'There's the White Queen! She came flying out of the wood. How fast those Queens can run!'

'There's probably an enemy after her,' said the King, not looking round. 'That wood's full of them.'

'But aren't you going to help her?' asked Alice, very surprised.

'No use, no use!' said the King. 'She runs so terribly quickly. You can't catch a Queen when she's running.'

At that moment the Unicorn came past, with his hands in his pockets. When he saw Alice, he stopped and looked at her for some minutes. He did not seem to like what he saw.

'What ― is ― this?' he said at last.

'This is a child!' Haigha said helpfully, coming forward to introduce Alice. 'We only found it today. It's as large as life, and twice as natural!'

'I always thought they were fantastic monsters,' said the Unicorn. 'Is it alive?'

'It can talk,' said Haigha.

The Unicorn looked dreamily at Alice. 'Talk，child.'

Alice smiled. 'I always thought that Unicorns were fantastic monsters, too! I never saw one alive before.'

'Well, we have now met and spoken, so we can believe in each other, yes?' The Unicorn turned to the King. 'Fetch out the plum-cake, old man. I'm tired of brown bread!'

'Certainly, certainly,' said the King, sounding a little frightened. 'Quick, Haigha, open the bag.'

Haigha was carrying a big bag round his neck, and now he took out of it a very large cake, a plate and a knife. He gave them to Alice to hold.

The Lion had joined them while this was going on. He looked very tired and sleepy, and his eyes were half shut. 'What's this?' he said, looking at Alice.

'Ah, what is it, then?' the Unicorn cried. 'You'll never guess! I couldn't.'

The Lion looked at Alice without interest. 'Are you a vegetable or an animal?' he asked tiredly.

'It's a fantastic monster!' the Unicorn cried, before Alice could reply.

'Then pass round the plum-cake, Monster,' the Lion said, lying down on the ground. 'And you two sit down,' he said to the King and the Unicorn.

The King looked very uncomfortable when he had to sit between the Lion and the Unicorn, but there was no other place for him. His crown nearly fell off because he was shaking so much. The Unicorn looked amused, and then tried to argue with the Lion about who was winning the fight.

'I beat you all round the town,' said the Lion angrily. 'And why is the Monster taking so long to cut up the cake?'

'It's very difficult,' said Alice. 'I've cut off several pieces already, but then they join up again immediately!'

'You don't know how to manage looking-glass cakes,' said the Unicorn. 'Pass it round first, and cut it up afterwards.'

This sounded nonsense, but Alice got up and carried the plate round. At once the cake cut itself into three pieces, and then Alice returned to her place with the empty plate.

'Look at my piece of cake!' cried the Unicorn. 'The Monster has given the Lion twice as much as me!'

'She hasn't kept any for herself,' said the Lion. 'Do you like plum-cake, Monster?'

But before Alice could answer, the drums began. The air seemed full of the noise, and it rang and rang through her head. Frightened, Alice began to run and jumped over the brook.

*　*　*　*　*

*　*　*　*

*　*　*　*　*

Then she fell to the ground and put her hands over her ears, trying to shut out the terrible noise.

'If that doesn't drum the Lion and the Unicorn out of town,' she thought to herself, 'nothing ever will!'



unicorn n. horse-like animal with one long horn. 独角兽。

in twos and threes two or three at a time. 三三两两地。

fill become full. 充满。

go down fall down. 倒下，跌下。

be covered with have a great number of. 有很多。

battle n. fight, esp. between organized and armful forces. 战役，战斗。

move on move to another place. 走开。

soldier n. member of an army. 士兵。

fetch go for and bring back. 取来。

instead of in place of. 代替。

beat v. defeat, do better than. 击败，胜过。

plum-cake n. a type of large cake containing dried fruit. 葡萄干蛋糕。

edge n. side margin. 边缘

friendly adj. like a friend. 友善的，友好的。

go on continue with. 继续。

get on (with sth.) go on with sth., go on doing sth. 继续干某事，进展。

mouthful n. as much as can be put into the mouth. 一口的量。

butter n. the solid yellowish fat obtained from cream by churning. 黄油。

plate n. flat dish. 盘。

taste v. be aware of the taste of sth. 品尝。

order v. give an order to (sb.) or for sth. 命令

suddenly adv. happen unexpectedly. 突然。

fantastic a. wild and strange. 奇异的。

monster n. a very strange, sometimes person or animal. 怪物。

believe in have trust in. 相信，信任。

be tired of have had enough of. 对……感到厌烦。

join vt. become a member of. 参加，加入。

vegetable n. plant esp. of the sort used for food. 植物，蔬菜。

pass vi. give by handing. 传递。

uncomfortable a. uneasy. 不自在的。

difficult adj. not easy. 不容易的，困难的。

several adj. three or more, some but not many. 几个的，数个的。

empty adj. having nothing inside. 空的。

twice adv. two times. 两倍。

shut out keep out. 将……关在外面


7．狮子与独角兽

[image: alt]

稍后，士兵跑步穿过树林，起先是三三两两的，随后是十个二十个，最后是成群成群的，似乎把整个森林都塞满了。爱丽丝躲在树后看着他们过去。

她想这些士兵真够奇特。他们总是跌倒在什么东西上。一个士兵倒下，更多的士兵就倒在他上面。片刻之间，地面上到处是倒下的人了。

后来骑兵过来了。马有四条腿，因此跑得比步兵平稳，但即使这样也经常摔倒。马一摔倒，骑士总是马上掉下来。这种局面几乎本身就像一场战斗。爱丽丝拿定主意，离开此地会更安全。不久，她来到了一个开阔地。在那儿，她看见白方国王坐在地上，忙着在笔记本上写东西。

国王一看见爱丽丝就高兴地叫嚷道：“我把士兵都派出去了，小宝贝，你走过树林时，碰见他们了吗？”

“碰上了，我想有好几千。”爱丽丝答道。

国王看了看本子，说：“共4207人。我不能把马匹都派出去，因为象棋里需要两枚马。而且我也没把黑格与哈特两位信使派去。当然，我需要他们来回穿梭送信。一个来，一个去。”

爱丽丝说：“我想我还是不明白。干吗一个来，一个去？”

国王面有愠色，说：“我告诉过你，我得有两个帮手——一个取信，一个送信。”

这时，叫黑格的那个信使来了。他长着巨手、大眼，眼珠老是左右乱转。

国王问：“城里有什么消息？”

“我悄声告诉你。”黑格凑近国王的耳朵说话。

爱丽丝也想听听城里的消息，心里有点遗憾。但突然黑格转而大叫一声：“他们又斗起来了！”

“你把这称作悄悄话？不允许再这样大嚷大叫了！”可怜的国王吓得跳了起来，浑身颤抖。

爱丽丝问：“谁又斗起来了？”

“当然是狮子与独角兽。”国王说。

“为了争夺王冠？”

“是的，他们为争夺我的王冠斗了起来！太有趣了，是不是？我们赶紧去瞧瞧！”国王说。

他们开始跑起来，一边跑着，爱丽丝一边背着一首古老的歌词：

狮子与独角兽

为王冠而格斗；

狮子打败了独角兽，

把他满城追逐。

有些人给他们白面包

有些人却布施黑面包；

有些人送上了葡萄干蛋糕

击鼓把他们送出城。

不久他们就看见前面聚集了一大群人，狮子与独角兽在圈中打斗。另一个叫哈特的信使站在人群的外围，一只手端着一杯茶，另一只手拿着黄油面包。他看上去很不高兴。

黑格凑着爱丽丝的耳朵轻声说：“他刚从监狱里出来，所以又饿又渴。你好吗，亲爱的孩子？”随后他非常友好地对哈特讲话。

哈特看了看周围，又继续吃他的黄油面包，喝他的茶。

国王喊道：“好了，告诉我们他们打斗得怎么样？”

“他们打得很顺利，每人都已被打倒了大约八十七次。”哈特说着，满嘴是黄油面包。

爱丽丝说：“那么我想他们不久就会带来白面包和黑面包的。”

“面包都准备好了。我自己先吃点儿。”哈特说。

就在这时，打斗告一段落，狮子与独角兽坐了下来，显得疲惫不堪。

国王喊叫着：“喝茶，休息10分钟！”黑格与哈特开始分发白面包和黑面包。爱丽丝拿了一片尝尝，但太干了。

“我想今天他们不会再打了。去叫人击鼓。”国王对哈特说。

在爱丽丝看着他走的当儿，她突然瞧见有人跑出树林。

她激动地说：“看呀！那是白方王后！她正飞奔出树林，那些王后跑得可真快！”

“可能有敌人追她，那树林里面多的是。”国王头也不转地说。

爱丽丝非常惊奇地问：“可是你不打算去救她？”

“没用，没用！她跑得太快了，王后跑起来你是追不上的。”国王说。

这时，独角兽路过这里，双手插在口袋里。他看见了爱丽丝，就停了下来，端详了她好几分钟。他似乎并不喜欢他所看见的这个东西。

最后他问：“这——是——什么？”

“这是个孩子！”黑格自告奋勇地上前将爱丽丝做了介绍，并说，“我们也是今天刚碰上的。她跟真小孩一样大，但比一般小孩自然大方得多！”

“我一向认为他们是些奇异的怪物。它是活的吗？”独角兽问。

黑格说：“它能讲话。”

独角兽蒙眬地看着爱丽丝说：“孩子，讲吧。”

爱丽丝笑了。“我也向来认为独角兽是种奇异的怪物。以前我从未看见过活的。”

“我们见了面，又讲了话，我们可以互相信任了，是吗？”独角兽转向国王说：“老头子，拿出葡萄干蛋糕。黑面包我吃厌了！”

国王有点怕了，忙说：“当然，当然。黑格，赶快把袋子打开。”

黑格脖子上挂一个大袋子，他从里面拿出一个很大的蛋糕，一个盘子，一把刀。他给爱丽丝递过去，要她拿着。

这时狮子来到了他们中间。他很疲劳，睡意蒙眬，双眼半睁半闭着。“这是什么？”他看看爱丽丝问。

独角兽叫道：“啊，这是什么？你永远猜不出的！我刚才也猜不出。”

狮子毫无兴趣地看着爱丽丝，无精打采地问：“你是植物，还是动物？”

没等爱丽丝回答，独角兽就叫道：“这是只奇异的怪物。”

“那就把葡萄干蛋糕给大家递过来，怪物。”狮子说着，躺了下来。“你们两位也坐下来吧。”他又对国王与独角兽说。

国王坐在狮子与独角兽之间非常不自在，但确实没有其他地方让他坐。他全身颤抖得厉害，王冠也差点掉了下来。独角兽显得很高兴，然后他便与狮子争论谁会赢得这场打斗。

狮子愤怒地问：“我满城追着你打。这怪物怎么这样久还没把葡萄干蛋糕切开？”

“切蛋糕不容易。我已切下好几块了，但它们又粘在一起了。”爱丽丝说。

独角兽说：“你不懂切镜子屋蛋糕的方法。要先递给大家，然后再切开。”

这听起来荒唐，但爱丽丝还是站起来，端着盘子转一圈，蛋糕马上把自己切成三块，然后，爱丽丝拿着空盘子回到自己的位置上。

独角兽叫道：“看看我这块蛋糕。这怪物给狮子的那块比我的大一倍。”

“她一点没给自己留。怪物，你喜欢葡萄干蛋糕吗？”狮子问。

爱丽丝还没来得及答话，鼓声就响了起来。空中满是噪音，她的头好像要被吵炸了。爱丽丝心惊胆颤，赶紧跑开，跳过了小河。

*　*　*　*　*

*　*　*　*

*　*　*　*　*

然后她倒在地上，用双手捂住耳朵，试图挡住那震耳欲聋的噪音。

“这鼓声如果还不能把狮子与独角兽逐出城，那也就没希望了。”她心里想着。


8
The White Knight

After a while the noise of the drums slowly died away and everything became silent. Alice lifted her head and saw that she was alone, but there, lying at her feet, was the plate on which she had tried to cut the plum-cake.

'So I didn't dream the Lion and the Unicorn, then,' she said to herself. 'But ― oh dear! Perhaps we're all part of the same dream. I do hope it's my dream, and not the Red King's! I don't like belonging to another person's dream.'

At this moment there was a loud shout, and a Knight in red armour came riding through the forest towards her. Just as he reached her, the horse stopped suddenly.

'You're my prisoner!' the Red Knight cried, as he fell off his horse.

Alice was more worried for the Knight than for herself, but he got up and slowly climbed back on to his horse. He began again to say, 'You're my ―', but then another shout rang through the forest. Alice looked round in surprise.

This time it was a White Knight. He rode up to Alice and when his horse stopped, he too fell off at once. He got on again, and then the two Knights sat and looked at each other silently. Alice watched them both, feeling very puzzled.

'She's my prisoner, you know!' the Red Knight said at last.

'Yes, but then I came and saved her!' the White Knight replied.

'Well, we must fight for her, then,' said the Red Knight, and he began to put on his helmet, which was in the shape of a horse's head.

When the White Knight had got into his helmet as well, the two began fighting each other very noisily. Several times one knocked the other off his horse, but then always fell off himself. Alice got behind a tree, where she could watch more safely.

'What a noise their armour makes when they fall off!' she said to herself. 'And how calm the horses are! They just stand there like tables while the Knights get on and off!'

The battle ended when they both fell off at the same time. Then they shook hands and the Red Knight got on his horse and rode away. The White Knight came up to Alice.

'I won that battle easily, didn't I?' he said.

'I don't know,' said Alice, uncertainly. 'I don't want to be anybody's prisoner. I want to be a Queen.'

'So you will, when you've crossed the next brook,' said the White Knight. 'I'll see you safe to the end of the wood ― and then I must go back, you know. That's the end of my move.'

'Thank you very much,' said Alice. 'May I help you take off your helmet?'

It was difficult to do, but at last the helmet came off.

'Ah，that's better,' said the Knight. He pushed back his long wild hair with both hands, and turned his gentle face and large sad eyes to Alice.

He was a very strange-looking soldier, Alice thought. His armour fitted him very badly, and he had a great many things fastened to himself, and to the horse. There was also a small wooden box on his back, which was upside-down.

'I see you're looking at my little box,' the Knight said in a friendly voice. 'It's my own invention ― to keep clothes and sandwiches in. You see I carry it upside-down, and then the rain can't get in.'

'But the things can get out,' Alice said gently. 'Did you know that the top was open?'

'No, I didn't,' the Knight said. 'If all the things have fallen out,' he went on unhappily, 'there's no use keeping the box.' He unfastened it as he spoke, and put it carefully on the branch of a tree. 'Perhaps some birds will make a home in it. Now, if you're ready... What's that plate for?'

'It was used for plum-cake,' said Alice.

'I think we should take it with us,' the Knight said. 'It'll be useful if we find any plum-cake. Help me to get it into this bag.'

This took a long time to do because the bag was not really big enough and already had a lot of carrots in it. But at last it was done, and they started walking through the forest. It was a slow journey because the Knight was not a good rider. Every time the horse stopped (which it did very often), he fell off in front. When the horse went on again, he fell off behind. Sometimes he fell off sideways as well, and Alice learnt not to walk too close to the horse.

'Perhaps you should have a wooden horse, on wheels,' Alice said with a little laugh, as she helped him get back on his horse for the seventh time.

'Do you think so?' the Knight said seriously. 'Yes, I'll get one. One or two ― several.'

As they went, the Knight told her about his many inventions. Alice listened with great interest, but found most of them hard to understand. She was thinking about his invention for turning fish eyes into buttons when she saw, to her surprise, that they had reached the end of the forest.

'You are sad,' the Knight said in a worried voice. 'Let me sing you a song to cheer you up.'

'Is it very long?' Alice asked. She felt that she had heard a great many poems and songs that day.

'It's long,' said the Knight, 'but it's very, very beautiful. Everybody that hears me sing it ― either they cry, or ―' He stopped suddenly.

'Or what?' said Alice.

'Or they don't, you know. The song is called I'll tell you everything I can. It's about an old, old man that I met one summer evening long ago, while sitting on the grass.'

Years afterwards Alice could still remember very clearly those strange moments ― the Knight's gentle smile as he sang, the sunlight shining on his armour, the horse quietly moving around, and the black shadows of the forest behind.

She stood and listened very carefully, but she did not cry. It was a sad song, certainly, and as the Knight came towards the end, he seemed lost in his own sad dreams.

And now, if accidentally I put

My fingers into glue,

Or try to push a right-hand foot

Into a left-hand shoe,

Or if I drop upon my toe

A very heavy glass,

I cry, as it reminds me so

Of that old man I used to know ―

Whose face was kind, whose voice was slow,

Whose hair was whiter than the snow,

Who shook his body to and fro,

And whispered words both sad and low ―

That summer evening long ago,

While sitting on the grass.

As the Knight sang the last words, he began to turn his horse round to go back into the forest.

'You've only a little way to go,' he said, 'down the hill and over the brook, and then you'll be a Queen.'

'Thank you very much for coming so far,' said Alice, 'and for the song ― I liked it very much.'

'I hope so,' the Knight said worriedly, 'but you didn't cry very much.'

They shook hands, and then the Knight rode slowly away into the forest. Alice stood and watched him for a while.

'It won't be long before he falls off again,' she said to herself. 'Yes ― there he goes! Right on his head as usual! But he doesn't seem to mind a bit.'

When he had gone, Alice turned and ran down the hill. 'Now for the last brook, and to be a Queen! How grand it sounds!' A few steps brought her to the edge of the brook.

'The Eighth Square at last!' she cried, as she jumped over and sat down to rest on the soft green grass. At once she felt something very heavy on her head. 'What is this on my head?' she said. 'And how did it get there?' She lifted it off, to see what it was.

It was a golden crown.



die away become faint or weak. 渐渐消失，逐渐减弱。

silent adj. quiet, free from noise. 寂静的。

belong to be owned by. 属于。

armour n. defensive covering, usu. metal, for the body worn in fighting. 甲胄，盔甲。

save v. make or keep safe. 援救，搭救。

put on clothe oneself with 穿上，戴上。

helmet protective head-covering worn by soldiers. 头盔。

shake hands grasp one's hand as a greeting or to express agreement, etc. 握手。

upside-down adj. with the upper side underneath. 倒置的。

invention n. some thing new that you have made yourself. 发明。

sandwich n. two, or more slices of bread with meat, jelly, cheese, etc., between them. 三明治。

branch n. part of a tree growing out from the trunk. 树枝。

carrot n. a type of plant with a fairly long orange-red pointed root. 胡萝卜。

journey n. a trip of some distance, usu. by land. 旅行。

sideways adv. toward, from the side. 斜着，斜向一边地。

seriously adv. thoughtfully, gravely. 严肃地。

hard adj. difficult, not easy. 困难的。

turn into change in nature. 改变性质。

cheer sb. up fill with gladness, high spirit. 使某人充满欢喜，高兴。

either... or... one or the other of two. 不是……就是。

be lost in sth. be deeply occupied or fill with, e.g. thought. 沉浸在……（思想）中。

glue n. sticky substance. 胶。

toe n. one of the five end parts of the foot. 脚趾。

to and fro backwards and forwards. 往返地，来回地。

as usual as has happened before. 像往常一样。

mind v. feel sorry or troubled. 介意。

lift off to raise to a higher position and take off. （将王冠）摘下。

golden adj. made of gold. 金的。


8．白衣骑士

[image: alt]

过了一会儿，鼓声慢慢消失，万籁俱寂。爱丽丝抬头发现自己孤身一人，脚边是刚才她要在上面切葡萄干蛋糕的那个盘子。

她自言自语地说：“那么我没梦见狮子与独角兽。可是——我的天！可能我们都是同一个梦境的一部分。我真的希望那是我的梦境，而不是红方国王的！我不喜欢成为其他人的梦中物。”

这时传出了一声喊叫，一位身披红色铠甲的骑士骑马穿过森林向她冲来。马突然在她前面停了下来。

“你是我的阶下囚！”红衣骑士喊叫起来，同时从马上摔了下来。

比起她自己，爱丽丝更为骑士担心，但他站了起来，慢慢地重新跨上马。他又说：“你是我的——”，但此时又一声喊叫传遍森林。爱丽丝惊奇地四处张望。

这次来的是一个白衣骑士。他骑马来到爱丽丝面前，马一停步，他也即刻摔了下来。他又骑了上去，然后两位骑士骑在马上面面相觑。爱丽丝看着他们两个，心里迷惑不解。

红衣骑士最后说：“她是我的囚犯！”

“没错，但后来我来搭救了她！”白衣骑士回答道。

“那我们得为她打一仗。”红衣骑士说着，他开始戴上头盔，头盔形状像马头。

白衣骑士也戴上了头盔，俩人就杀声震天地对打起来。一方把对方摔下马好几次，胜方总是同时也摔了下来。爱丽丝跑到树后，在那儿，她可以更安全地观看这场战斗。

她自言自语地说：“骑士摔下马时，他们的铠甲发出的声音可真响！但是，马儿却毫无声响！骑士跨上跨下，他们总是站在那儿像桌子一样，纹丝不动。”

俩人同时坠地，战斗也到此结束。然后他们握手言和，红衣骑士上马走了。白衣骑士向爱丽丝走过来。

他说：“我很轻松就赢得了那场战斗，不是吗？”

“这我不清楚，我不想做任何人的囚犯，我要当王后。”爱丽丝犹豫地说。

白衣骑士说：“当你跨过了下一条小河的时候，你会的。我将护送你安全抵达树林的尽头——然后我必须返回。那是我最后的一步。”

“多谢，多谢！我可以帮你摘下头盔吗？”爱丽丝问。

摘下头盔并不容易，但最后终于成功了。

“啊，这就舒服多了。”骑士说着，双手往后梳了梳自己的又长又乱的头发，他面色温和地转向爱丽丝，那双大眼睛看上去很忧伤。

爱丽丝想，这个士兵的样子非常怪异。铠甲一点也不合身，身上、马上都捆绑了好多东西，背上还有个倒放着的小木箱。

骑士友好地说：“我知道你在看着我的小木箱。这是我自己的发明创造——用来放衣服、三明治的。你看我倒放在背上背着，那是为了防止雨水漏进去。”

“但这样东西会掉出来，你知道盖是开着的吗？”爱丽丝轻声地说。

骑士说：“这我不知道。”他不高兴地又说，“如果里面的东西都掉出来了，那留着箱子就没用了。”他说着就卸下了箱子，小心地把它放在树枝上。“也许鸟儿可以在里面做个巢，哦，你如果准备好了……那盘子是干什么用的？”

爱丽丝答道：“那是用来盛葡萄干蛋糕的。”

“我想我们应该把它带上。如果我们找到葡萄干蛋糕，那就派上用场了。帮我把它放进袋子里。”骑士说。

放盘子用了很多时间，因为袋子太小，而且里面已装了许多胡萝卜。但最后终于放下了。他们就开始穿越森林。骑士骑马技术不好，因此速度很慢。每次马儿一停下来（马儿经常停顿），他就从前头摔下来。等马又继续走时，他又从后头摔下来。有时也从旁边摔下来，爱丽丝记住了走路不能同马靠得太近。

“也许你应该备匹有轮子的木马。”爱丽丝第七次把他扶上马时笑着对他说。

骑士严肃地说：“这是你的想法吗？确实，我要买一匹。一匹或两匹——几匹。”

在路上，骑士给她讲他的许多发明。爱丽丝很有兴致地聆听着，但觉得这些发明大多数难以理解。她正考虑着他把鱼眼睛变成纽扣的发明时，突然出乎意料地看见他们已抵达了森林的尽头。

骑士焦虑地说：“你情绪低落，我唱支歌，让你高兴起来。”

“歌很长吗？”爱丽丝问。她觉得那天她听到的诗、歌已够多了。

骑士说：“很长，但非常非常动听。每个人只要一听见我唱起来，不是哭就是——”他突然停住了。

“就是什么呢？”爱丽丝问。

“就是不哭。这支歌名叫‘我要告诉你我所知道的一切’，讲的是很久以前一个夏日夜晚，我坐在草地上遇见的一个年岁很高的老人。”

事隔多年，爱丽丝还能够清楚记得那个奇怪的时刻——骑士唱歌时慈祥的笑容，铠甲上闪耀的太阳光，马儿静静地转悠，以及身后长长的树林的影子。

她站在那儿仔细地听，但没有哭。那当然是首悲伤的歌。骑士走到森林尽头时，他似乎沉浸在他自己的凄凉梦境之中。

而今，如果我碰巧把

手指伸进胶中，

或者把右脚

塞进左脚的鞋里，

或者把一个大玻璃杯

砸到了自己的脚趾上，

我会哭，因为这使我想起

那个曾经认识的老人——

他有慈祥的面容，讲话慢悠悠，

他的头发雪白，

身子颤巍巍，

讲话低沉，语调悲凉——

那是久远的一个夏日黄昏，

我坐在草地上。

骑士唱完最后一句，开始掉转马头，回到森林里面。

他说：“你下山跨过小河，只需走一小段路就能做王后了。”

“非常感谢你护送我到这儿，也谢谢你的歌——我很喜欢。”爱丽丝说。

骑士不无焦虑地说：“我希望如此，但你并没有哭啊。”

他们握了手，然后骑士就慢慢地骑马走回森林。爱丽丝站在那儿，目送他一会儿。

她心想，“过不多久，他又要摔下来了。不错，又来了！像往常那样，又一头栽下来！但他似乎一点也不在意。”

他背影一消失，爱丽丝转身跑下山去。“现在只要跨过这最后一条小河，就做王后了！多快乐啊！”几步她就来到了小河边。

“终于到达了第八格！”她跳过小河坐在了一片毛茸茸的青草地上，叫道，突然她感觉头上戴了个沉重的东西。“头上是什么？哪儿来的？”她问道，同时把它摘了下来，看个明白。

那是一顶金冠。


9
Queen Alice

'Well, this is grand!' said Alice. She got up and walked around for a while, but the crown felt very heavy and strange, so she sat down again. Then she noticed that the Red Queen and the White Queen were now sitting on either side of her. How they had got there, she had no idea. But she was not at all surprised. Nothing could surprise her now in the looking-glass world.

'Now I am a Queen,' said Alice, 'does this mean that the game of chess has finished, or ―'

'Speak when you're spoken to!' the Red Queen said. 'Think before you speak, and write it down afterwards.'

'But I only ―' Alice began.

'And you can't be a Queen,' the Red Queen went on, 'until you've done your lessons.'

'Are you good at sums?' the White Queen asked. 'What's one and one and one and one and one and one and one?'

'I don't know,' said Alice. 'I lost count. But why ―'

'She can't do sums,' said the Red Queen. 'What about languages? And can you read?'

'Of course I can read!' Alice said. 'And I know a little French, but I really don't see why ―'

'It's clear,' said the White Queen, shaking her head sadly, 'that she wants to argue about something, but she doesn't know what to argue about!'

Alice decided it would be safer to say nothing, and for a while there was silence. Then the Red Queen said to the White Queen, 'I invite you to Alice's party this afternoon.'

'And I invite you,' the White Queen replied. 'But I must have a rest first,' she went on. 'I am so sleepy.'

'And so must I,' said the Red Queen. She looked at Alice. 'You can sing to us, to help us sleep.'

Then the two Queens put their heads against Alice's shoulders. In a moment they were both asleep, and snoring loudly.

After a while the snoring seemed to change and began to sound almost like music. Alice thought that she could even hear some words. She listened hard, and suddenly she found that the Queens had disappeared, and she was standing in front of a tall and very grand-looking doorway. Above the door were the words QUEEN ALICE in large letters.

Alice knocked, and the door flew open. There seemed to be hundreds of voices singing, and Alice could now hear the words very clearly. They went like this:

Then fill up the glasses with everything nice,

And cover the table with buttons and rice.

Put cats in the coffee, and salt in the tea ―

And welcome Queen Alice with thirty-times-three!

'I suppose I should go in,' Alice said to herself. So in she went, and at once everyone in the hall became silent.

As she walked down the long hall, she saw that there were animals, birds, and even a few flowers among the crowd seated round the table. At the top there were three chairs; the Red and White Queens had taken two of them, but the middle one was empty. Alice sat down, feeling a little uncomfortable and wishing that someone would speak.

At last the Red Queen began. 'You've missed the fish. Bring the meat now!' And at once the waiters put a large joint of meat in front of Alice.

But before she could begin to cut up the joint, the Red Queen spoke again. 'Let me introduce you to the joint,' she said. 'Alice ― Meat. Meat ― Alice.'

The joint of meat then stood up on the plate and curtsied to Alice. Alice, feeling both frightened and amused, picked up the knife and fork. 'May I give you some meat?' she said, looking from one Queen to the other.

'Certainly not!' the Red Queen said. 'It isn't polite to cut anyone you've been introduced to. Take away the joint!'

The waiters immediately carried away the joint, and brought a large plum-pudding in its place.

'Please don't introduce me to the pudding,' said Alice quickly, 'or we shall get no dinner at all.'

But the Red Queen said loudly, 'Pudding ― Alice. Alice ― Pudding. Take away the pudding!' And the waiters took it away at once.

Then Alice decided to give an order herself. 'Waiter! Bring back the pudding!' When the pudding appeared again, she quickly cut off a piece and gave it to the Red Queen.

'That's really friendly!' said the Pudding. 'How would you like someone to cut a piece out of you?'

Alice was too surprised to speak.

'Say something,' said the Red Queen. 'You can't leave all the conversation to the pudding!'

By this time the party was beginning to get very noisy, and more and more strange things were happening. Bottles and plates were now walking around on the table, arm in arm, and the White Queen began to whisper in Alice's ear a long poem about fishes. Then the Red Queen screamed at the top of her voice, 'Let's drink to Queen Alice's health!'

Some of the animals put their glasses upside-down on their heads, others got inside them or knocked them over on the table. The forks began to dance with the spoons, and the noise got wilder and wilder. The White Queen said in Alice's ear, 'You must stand up and give thanks now, you know.'

Alice stood up. 'I must stop all this!' she cried, and she took hold of the table-cloth with both hands. One good pull, and everything came crashing down on the floor.

'And now for you!' she went on, turning to the Red Queen, who had suddenly become very much smaller and was running around on the table. 'You started all this trouble, and I'll shake you into a kitten! Yes, I will!'



idea n. conception. 观念。have no idea, don't know. 不知道。

finish v. bring or come to an end. 结束，完成。

good at skillful, having the ability to do something. 擅长。

sums n. adding numbers together. 算术。good at sums. 擅长算术。

language n. human speech, spoken or written. 语言，文字。

sadly adv. unhappily. 忧愁地，悲伤地；遗憾地

invite v. ask. 恳请，邀请。

in front of prep 在……的前面。

grand-looking adj. large and of fine appearance. 雄伟的，壮丽的。

large adj. of great size. 大的。

hundreds of 数以百计的。

miss v. fail to meet. 错过。

waiter n. man who waits at table. 侍者，男侍

joint of meat a large piece of meat (shoulder, leg). 腿肉或肩膀肉，大片肉。

pudding n. sweet food that you eat at the end of a meal. 布丁。plum-pudding. 干果布丁。

take away remove. 拿走。

order n. a request to supply sth. 定单。give an order for some food. 点菜。

drink to wish good (to sb.) while raising one's glass. 举杯祝贺（某人）。

take hold of grasp. 抓住。

good a. complete, thorough. 彻底的，痛快的。


9．爱丽丝王后
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“啊，多高贵！”爱丽丝说。她站起来，来回走了一会儿，但王冠太重，戴着不自在，她重又坐下。然后，她发现红方王后与白方王后正坐在她两边。她不知道她们怎么会坐在这儿的。但她一点儿也不奇怪。现在镜中世界的一切对她来说都是不足为奇的。

爱丽丝说：“现在我是王后了，这是否意味着象棋游戏就到此为止了，或者——”

“有人跟你讲话，你才讲，讲话前要先思考，过后再记下来。”红方王后说。

“但我只是——”爱丽丝开口说。

红方王后又说：“直到你学好功课，你才能当王后。”

“你擅长算术吗？1加1加1加1加1加1加1总共得多少？”白方王后问。

爱丽丝答：“我不知道。我算不清。但为什么——”

“她做不了算术，语言能力怎样？能读书吗？”红方王后问。

爱丽丝答道：“我当然会读书，我还懂点法语，可是我真的不明白为什么——”

“显然她想争辩点什么，但不清楚想争辩些什么！”白方王后遗憾地摇摇头说。

爱丽丝判定一言不发更保险。有一会儿，大家都不吭声。随后，红方王后对白方王后说：“我邀请你参加今天下午爱丽丝的聚会。

白方王后答道：“我也邀请你去。但我得先休息一下。”她又补充了一句说，“我太困了。”

“我也同样。”红方王后说。她看着爱丽丝，“你可以给我们唱歌，帮助我们入睡。”

然后，两个王后把头都靠在爱丽丝的肩膀上。一会儿，她们就睡着了，鼾声如雷。

过了片刻，鼾声似乎变了声调，听起来几乎成了音乐。爱丽丝认为她甚至可以听出一些歌词。她用心地听，突然发现两个王后不见了，自己站到了雄伟壮观的一个门廊前。门上方写着“爱丽丝王后”几个大字。

爱丽丝敲了敲，门突然打开了。里面似乎有成百的声音在歌唱，爱丽丝歌词听得很清楚。歌词是这样的：

让玻璃杯充满一切好东西，

让桌子摆满纽扣和米饭。

把猫放入咖啡，给茶加点盐——

热烈欢迎爱丽丝王后的到来。

爱丽丝对自己说：“我想我应该进去了。”她走了进去，顿时大厅里一片寂静。

她走过长长的大厅时，围坐在桌旁的人群中还有动物、飞鸟，甚至还有几种花。上座的地方摆着三张椅子，红白王后占了两个位置，中间一个空着。爱丽丝坐了下来，但感到有点拘束，希望有人发言。

红方王后终于开口了。“你没赶上吃鱼。现在上肉！”男侍即刻把一大块腿肉放在爱丽丝前面。

未等她切开腿肉，红方王后又讲了：“让我把你介绍给腿肉，”她说，“爱丽丝，这位是肉。肉，这位是爱丽丝。”

于是，腿肉在盘里站立起来，向爱丽丝行屈膝礼。爱丽丝拿起刀叉，心里感到既恐惧又好玩，目光从一个王后转到另一个王后，问：“我可以给你们分些肉吗？”

红方王后说：“当然不行！把刚刚介绍认识的人切了是不礼貌的，把腿肉拿走！”

男侍马上把腿肉拿走，换上了一个大干果布丁。

爱丽丝抢着说：“请别做介绍了，否则我们晚餐就什么也没有了。”

但红方王后还是大声说道：“布丁，这位是爱丽丝。爱丽丝，这位是布丁。把布丁拿走！”男侍又马上把它拿走了。

然后，爱丽丝决定自己下个命令，“男侍！把布丁拿回来！”布丁一端上来，她就快速地切下一块递给红方王后。

布丁说：“你太友好了！有人从你身上切下一块，你感觉怎样？”

爱丽丝惊讶得说不出话来。

红方王后说：“讲几句吧。谈话中你不能让布丁唱独角戏。”

这时，聚会开始喧闹起来，怪事接连不断地出现。瓶子、盘子在桌上手挽着手行走，白方王后开始凑着爱丽丝的耳朵背一首有关鱼的长诗。然后，红方王后声嘶力竭地喊道：“咱们为爱丽丝王后的健康干杯！”

有些动物把杯子倒放在头顶，还有些钻到杯子里面去，或者把它们打翻在桌上。又开始同勺跳起舞来，暄闹声越来越响。白方王后冲着爱丽丝的耳朵说：“你现在必须站起来答谢各位了。”

爱丽丝站了起来。“我必须让这喧哗声停住！”她叫道，她双手抓住桌布，狠狠地一拉，桌上的东西统统砸到了地上。

“现在轮到你了！”她转向红方王后又说。红方王后这时突然变小，并在桌上乱窜。“你是这场混乱的罪魁祸首，我要把你摇晃成只小猫！是的，我会的！”


10
Shaking

She took the Red Queen off the table as she spoke, and shook her backwards and forwards, very hard.

The Red Queen did not try to fight or escape... but her face grew very small, and her eyes got large and green... and, as Alice went on shaking her, she grew shorter ― and fatter ― and softer ― and rounder ― and...



backwards and forwards to and fro. 来回地，往返地。

escape v. get away. 逃走

grow v. become. 变成，逐渐。


10．摇　晃

[image: alt]

她说着，便把红方王后从桌上拿起来，用力地前后摇晃起来。

红方王后并没有试图自卫或逃跑……但她的脸变得很小，眼睛变大变绿……爱丽丝不停地摇晃着，她又变得更矮——更胖——更软——更丰满——更……


11
Waking

... and it really was a kitten, after all.


11．苏醒
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……那竟然就是只小猫。


12
Who dreamed it?

'You shouldn't be so noisy, Your Majesty,' Alice said to the black kitten. 'You've woken me out of a very nice dream. I've been all through the looking-glass world. And I think that you were the Red Queen, weren't you?'

It is impossible to guess if a kitten is saying 'yes' or 'no'. Alice looked among the chessmen on the table until she found the Red Queen. Then she sat on the carpet and put the kitten and the Queen to look at each other.

'Curtsy while you're thinking what to say,' Alice said, with a little laugh. 'It saves time, remember!'

But the kitten turned its head away and wouldn't look at the Queen.

'Now, Kitty,' Alice went on, 'who was it who dreamed it all, do you think? No, listen ― don't start washing your paws now. You see, Kitty, it was either me or the Red King. He was part of my dream, of course ― but then I was part of his dream too! Was it the Red King, Kitty?'

But the kitten began to wash its other paw, and pretended it hadn't heard the question.

Who do you think was dreaming?



wake vt. cause to stop sleeping. 打断睡眠，吵醒。

dream sth. which one seems to see or experience during sleep. 梦。

impossible adj. not possible. 不可能的。

carpet n. a heavy woven fabric for covering floors and stairs. 地毯。

paw n. the foot of a cat or kitten. 猫爪。

pretend v. to give an appearance of (sth. that is not true), with the intention of deceiving. 假装。


12．谁做的梦？
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爱丽丝对黑猫说：“你不该这么吵，陛下，你把我从一个美梦中吵醒。我已漫游了整个镜中世界。我想你是红方王后，不是吗？”

要揣测小猫的回答是“是”，还是“否”是不可能的。爱丽丝看着桌上的棋子，直到她找到了红方王后。然后她坐在地毯上，把小猫与王后摆在一起，互相对视。

“考虑话题时要行个礼。别忘了，这样会节省时间！”爱丽丝微笑了一下说。

但小猫扭转了头，不愿正面看王后。

爱丽丝接着说：“好了，小猫，你认为是谁做了这一场梦？不，听着——现在别洗爪子了。小猫你也清楚，不是我就是红方国王。他当然是我梦中的一部分——然而，我也是他梦中的一部分！是红方国王吗，小猫？”

但小猫开始洗另一只爪子，装作没听见。

你以为是谁做了这个梦？


Exercises

A Checking your understanding

Chapters 1―2 Who or what in these chapters...

1 ... turned into a kind of cloud?

2 ... were walking around by the fireplace, arm in arm?

3 ... turned cold to the very ends of his hair?

4 ... first spoke to Alice in the garden?

5 ... did Alice most want to be in the game of chess?

6 ... will show Alice the way through the forest?

Chapters 3-5 How much can you remember? Check your answers.

1 What didn't Alice have on the train?

2 What did Alice forget in the wood where things have no names?

3 What did the Walrus and the Carpenter do to all the Oysters?

4 Who was the Red King dreaming about?

5 Who could believe six impossible things before breakfast?

6 What did Alice decide to buy in the shop?

Chapters 6-7 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 Humpty Dumptys's belt was a birthday present.

2 Alice found Humpty Dumpty's poem hard to understand.

3 Haigha and Hatta were fighting for the White King's crown.

4 The Unicorn thought that Alice was a fantastic monster.

5 Alice cut up the plum-cake, then passed it round.

Chapters 8-12 Find answers to these questions in the text.

1 Why was it a slow journey through the forest?

2 Why did the White Knight want to sing Alice a song?

3 How did Alice know that she had become a Queen?

4 Who was Alice introduced to at her party?

5 What happened when Alice picked up the Red Queen and shook her?

6 Whose dream do you think it was?

B Working with language

1 Use these linking words to complete the passage.

so　which　and　but　when　because

The White Knight carried a small wooden box on his back,... he kept clothes and sandwiches in. He carried it upside-down... he didn't want the rain to get in,... Alice told him that the top was open,... all the things inside had fallen out... he heard this, the Knight unfastened the box... put it on the branch of a tree.

2 Complete these sentences with information from the story.

1 The Red Queen and Alice ran very fast indeed, but...

2 The White Queen didn't scream when she cut her finger because...

3 Alice's party became very wild and noisy, so Alice...

C Activities

1 Which are your favourite and your least favourite characters in this story? Why? Write a few lines to describe each of them.

2 Which part of Alice's dream do you think is the strangest? Imagine you are Alice, and write to a friend, describing that bit of the dream.

3 Here is a poem like Humpty Dumpty's. Use the words below to complete the poem, and then try to write one yourself, about the seasons, or perhaps the days of the week.

fire gold sun leaves day year night clouds fields

In spring, when mountains lose their snow,

I like to watch the flowers grow.

In summer, when the... is bright,

I walk through... and woods till...

In autumn, when the... turn...

I know the... is grouping old.

In winter, when the... are grey,

I sit beside the... all...

Glossary

beetle

a kind of insect, with hard, shiny wings

believe

to think that something is real or true

brook

a very small, narrow river

certain

sure

chess

a game for two people, with little pieces on a board of black and white squares; the chess pieces are called kings, queens, bishops, knights, castles, and pawns

crow

a large black bird

curtsy

to bend your knees politely to someone, e.g. a queen

hedge

a line of small trees and bushes growing close together

insect

a very small kind of animal with six legs, e.g. a fly

invention

something new that you have made yourself

jam

a sweet food, made by cooking fruit and sugar

maid

a woman or girl who works in another person's house

Majesty

you say 'Your Majesty ' when you speak to a queen or king

messenger

somebody who carries messages

monster

a very strange, sometimes frightening, person or animal

nonsense

silly or stupid talk or ideas

paw

the foot of a cat or kitten

pudding

sweet food that you eat at the end of a meal

puzzled

not understanding something

snore

to make a loud noise while you are asleep

sums

adding numbers together, e.g. 2 and 2 is 4

whisper

to speak very softly and quietly

Jabberwocky

The words in the poem on page 8 were invented by Lewis Carroll, and are not real English words. So they can mean what you choose them to mean.
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简　介

“你知道，”鼹鼠说，“我这辈子还从未坐过船。”

“什么？”水鼠叫道。“我亲爱的伙计，你算白活了！相信我，没有什么——真的没有什么——比在船上打发时光更惬意。”

从此，鼹鼠在他的朋友水鼠身边体验到了一种新的生活。在河边，在漫长的金色的夏天，风吹过柳树时，在轻轻低语着它的秘密。生活充满了兴奋和冒险，还有新的朋友：水獭和獾，当然少不了蛤蟆先生——著名的、聪明的、勇敢的、了不起的癞蛤蟆先生……

嗨，那只是蛤蟆先生对自己的评价，他的朋友们可不以为然。当他疯狂迷上驾车时，他变成了一只极愚蠢、极危险的癞蛤蟆……
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1
The river

The Mole worked very hard all morning, cleaning his little home. He brushed, and he washed; he cleaned the floors and the walls, he stood on chairs to wash the tops of cupboards, he got under the beds, he took up the carpets. He cleaned and he cleaned, until his arms and his back ached with tiredness.

It was springtime, and the smell arid the sound of spring were everywhere, even in the Mole's dark little house under the ground. And with the spring comes the promise of change, of sunshine, of new green leaves. So it was not surprising that the Mole suddenly put down his brushes and said, 'Oh bother!' and then, 'I'm tired of cleaning!' Something up above the ground was calling to him, and he ran out of his house and began to dig his way upwards to the sun.

He dug and he pushed, and he pushed and he dug. 'Up we go! Up we go!' he said to himself, until at last his nose came out into the sunlight, and he found himself in the warm grass of a field.

'This is fine!' said the Mole. 'This is better than cleaning!' The sunshine was warm on his back and the air was filled with the songs of birds. He gave a little jump for happiness, shook himself, and then began to cross the field towards some trees. Here and there he went, through the fields and the woods, looking and smelling and listening. Everywhere animals and birds were busy, talking and laughing, looking for food, making new homes for the spring. The Mole enjoyed it all.

Then, suddenly, he came to a river. He had never seen a river before in his life — this wonderful bright shining thing, which danced its way in and out of the shadows under the trees. It was never still for a minute, hurrying and laughing and talking to itself.

And at once, the Mole was in love with it. He walked along the river bank, listening and watching all the time. At last he sat down on the grass and looked across the river to the bank opposite. There was a dark hole in the bank, and the Mole watched it dreamily, thinking that it would be very pleasant to have a little house by the river. As he watched, he saw something shining in the hole. Soon he saw that it was an eye, and then a face appeared as well.

A brown little face, with whiskers.

With bright eyes, and small ears, and thick shiny hair.

It was the Water Rat!

Then the two animals stood up and looked at each other.

'Hello, Mole!' said the Water Rat.

'Hello, Rat!' said the Mole.

'Would you like to come over?' asked the Rat.

'Oh, it's easy to talk,' said the Mole, a little crossly. The river was new to him and he did not know how to get to the other side.

The Rat said nothing, and disappeared. Then he appeared again, in a little blue and white boat, which came quickly across the river towards the Mole. It stopped by the bank, and a moment later the Mole, to his great surprise and excitement, found himself actually sitting in a real boat.

'Do you know,' he said, as the Rat began to row away from the bank, 'I've never been in a boat before in all my life.'

'What?' cried the Rat. 'My dear fellow, you haven't lived! Believe me,' he went on seriously, 'there is nothing — really nothing — nicer than just messing about in boats. You can go up river, down river, stay where you are, it really doesn't matter. There's always something to do, but you don't have to do it if you don't want to. You can do what you like. Look here! If you're not busy today, why don't we spend the day on the river together?'

The Mole had listened to all this with great interest. Now he sat back in the comfortable seat and said, 'What a wonderful day this is! Let's start at once!'

But first the Rat went into his hole, and after a while came out carrying a very large and heavy lunch basket. This went into the boat, under the Mole's feet, and then the Rat began to row down river. The two friends talked from time to time, but mostly the Mole just watched the river dreamily, enjoying the sounds and the smells and the sunlight. At last they turned off the big river into a little side river that came down to join it. The Rat stopped the boat and they got out on to a bank of soft green grass under tall willow trees. It was very quiet and very peaceful.

The Mole sat down and looked around him. 'What a beautiful place!' he said happily.

'Time for lunch,' said the Rat, opening the basket. 'Come on, Mole! Let's get to work.'

The Mole was happy to obey, because he was very hungry indeed after all his cleaning earlier in the day. And what a lunch it was! There were cold meats and egg sandwiches, cooked chicken and tomatoes, apples and bananas and a large cake.

When at last they could eat no more, the Mole lay back and watched the river lazily. After a while he sat up.

'I can see a long line of bubbles in the water,' he said. 'I wonder what it is.'

'Bubbles? Oho!' said the Rat, and he called out across the river in a friendly kind of way.

The bubbles stopped and turned. Soon a wet whiskery nose appeared above the edge of the bank, and the Otter pulled himself out and shook the water from his coat.

'A lunch party!' he said, going straight towards the food. 'Why didn't you invite me, Ratty?'

'We didn't plan it,' explained the Rat. 'We only decided to come this morning. Oh, and this is my friend, Mr Mole.'

'Happy to meet you,' said the Otter, and the two animals were friends at once.

'All the world seems to be out on the river today,' said the Otter while he ate. 'I came up this side river to try and get a moment's peace, and then I find you fellows having a lunch party!'

Suddenly there was a noise in the thick bushes behind them, and a big black and white head looked out at them.

'Come on, old Badger!' shouted the Rat.

The Badger came forward a few steps, and then stopped. 'Hmm! A crowd!' he said crossly, and turned his back and disappeared again into the bushes.

'What a pity!' said the Rat. 'Dear old Badger! He's a good fellow, but he does hate a crowd. We won't see him again today. But tell us, who's out on the river?'

'Toad's out, for one,' replied the Otter. 'In his shiny new boat. He's got new boating clothes, and everything!'

The Rat and the Otter. looked at each other and laughed.

'Toad's always trying something new,' the Rat explained to the Mole. 'But he always gets bored so quickly. Last year it was a house-boat, and he wanted to spend the rest of his life living on the river. This year it's rowing-boats.'

'He's a nice fellow, of course,' said the Otter. 'But he never learns from his mistakes!'

From where they sat they could see a bit of the big river. And just then they saw a rowing-boat going past, and in it a short fat animal, rowing very hard and very badly.

'There's Toad going past now,' said the Rat. 'Look at him! He'll turn that boat over in a minute.'

'Of course he will,' laughed the Otter. Toad had now disappeared up river, and the Otter went on, 'Did I ever tell you that story about Toad and the...'

There was a sudden movement in the water near the bank. Something silvery shone for a second, then it was gone. And so was the Otter. The Mole looked down. The Otter's voice was still in his ears, but the Otter had disappeared.

There was just a long line of bubbles in the river.

The Rat sang a little song to himself, and the Mole remembered that it was not at all polite, in the animal world, to say anything if your friends disappeared at any moment, for any reason.

'Well, well,' said the Rat. 'I suppose we should think about going home.'

The Mole packed the things away in the lunch basket, and soon the Rat began to row gently homewards while the afternoon sun went down behind the trees. The Rat was dreaming quietly to himself, but the Mole was very full of lunch and the excitements of the day. He began to think that he knew everything about boats now.

And in a while he said, 'Ratty! Please, I want to row!'

The Rat shook his head with a smile. 'Not yet, my young friend,' he said. 'Wait until you've had a few lessons. It's not as easy as it looks.'

The Mole was quiet for a minute or two. But he wanted to row very much indeed. He was sure that he could row as well as Rat. Then, before the Rat could stop him, he jumped up, and pulled the oars out of the surprised Rat's hands. The Rat fell backwards off his seat, calling out, 'Stop it, you silly fellow! You'll have us in the river!'

The Mole made a great dig at the water with the oars, but the oars never touched the water at all. The Mole's legs flew up above his head, and he found himself lying on top of the Rat in the bottom of the boat. Frightened, he tried to get up, got hold of the side of the boat, and the next moment — splash!

Over went the boat, and the Mole and the Rat and the lunch basket were all in the water.

It was the Rat, of course, who pulled the Mole out of the water, who turned the boat right way up, who found the oars, who got the lunch basket from the bottom of the river. And he laughed and laughed.

When all was ready again, the unhappy Mole sat in the boat very wet and very miserable. As they left, he said in a low voice, 'Ratty, my dear friend! I have been so silly and so ungrateful. I really am very sorry indeed.'

'That's all right!' replied the Rat kindly. 'I'm always in and out of the water myself, so don't worry about it. But I really think you should come and stay with me for a while. You'll be very comfortable, and I'll teach you to row and to swim. Soon you'll be as good a boatman as any of us.'

The Mole was almost too happy to speak and could find no words to thank his friend.

When they got home, they had a good hot supper in front of a bright fire while the Rat told exciting stories of life on the river. Then he took the Mole upstairs to the best bedroom, and soon the Mole was lying warm and comfortable, listening to the sound of his new friend the River running past his bedroom window.

That was the first of many wonderful days for the Mole, as the spring turned slowly into a golden summer. He learnt to swim and to row, and he learnt to love the sound of the wind when it went whispering its secrets through the trees and the plants by the river.



promise n. (sth. that gives) hope of good results. （有良好结果的）希望。

still adj. without movement. 静止的。

whisker n. beard, moustache. 胡须。

crossly adv. angrily. 生气地。

disappear v. go out of sight. 消失。

fellow n. a friendly word for a man (here, a male animal). 伙计。

mess about play around, do pleasant, silly, unimportant things. 闲荡，打发日子。

turn off change directions. 转弯。

join v. connect. 连接，交汇。

bored adj. tired of. 厌倦。

turn... over... upset. 打翻。

silvery adj. like silver. 银色的。

touch v. be in contact with. 接触，碰及。

ungrateful adj. not showing gratitude. 不领情的。

whisper v. speak very softly and quietly, (of wind etc.) rustle. 低语，（风等）发出沙沙声。


1　河
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鼹鼠整个早上都在辛苦地打扫着他的小屋。他扫着，洗着；拖地板，掸墙壁，一会儿站在椅子上擦洗着食品柜顶，一会儿钻进床底清理杂物，一会儿又卷起地毯。他不停地清扫着，直到累得胳膊酸脊背疼。

这正是开春时节，到处都充满了春天的气息，就连鼹鼠这个地下阴暗的小窝里也洋溢着春意。春天，意味着万物变化，阳光明媚，新叶吐芽，所以大家一点也不奇怪鼹鼠突然扔下扫帚感叹道：“噢，真无聊！我讨厌大扫除！”地面上有什么东西在召唤着他，他跑出房间，开始挖洞钻向有阳光照耀的地方。

他挖了推，推了挖，嘴里还喃喃自语着“向上！向上！”最后他的鼻子触到了阳光，他发现他正在一块田地的暖烘烘的草丛里。

“这真不错！”鼹鼠说道，“这比大扫除要好得多！”太阳照在他的背上，暖洋洋的，四周有鸟儿在唱着动听的歌。他高兴地蹦了一下，活动活动筋骨，然后穿过田地向树丛走去。他这里走走，那里转转，穿过田野，逛过树林，最大限度地调动自己的视觉、嗅觉和听觉。各处的动物和鸟儿都一边说笑着，一边忙着找食物，忙着为春天筑新巢。鼹鼠可喜欢这些了。

不知不觉，他来到了一条河边。他至今还从未见过河水——这个明澈耀眼的奇妙之物，它欢蹦乱跳地穿梭在岸边树林的倒影之间。它从不停息，匆匆奔流着，却一路欢声笑语。

鼹鼠马上就喜欢上了它。他沿着河岸走着，并一直听着、看着。最后他坐在草地上欣赏着河对岸的风景。那儿有一个黑洞，鼹鼠出神地看着，心想在河边有一间小房子应该会很惬意的。他看着看着，发现有东西在洞里闪烁。很快他看清那是一只眼睛，然后一张脸也出现了。

一张褐色的小脸，长着几根胡须。

眼睛亮亮的，耳朵小小的，毛厚而发亮。

这是只水老鼠。

于是他们俩都站了起来，看着对方。

“你好，鼹鼠！”

“你好，水鼠！”

“你愿意过来吗？”水鼠问道。

“噢，说起来容易。”鼹鼠有点嗔怪地说。河，对他来说是很陌生的，他不知道怎样才能到达河对岸。

水鼠一声没吭便不见了，不久又出现了，坐在一条蓝白相间的小船上，它很快地向鼹鼠这边驶来，靠岸边停了下来。不一会儿，鼹鼠满怀好奇和兴奋地发现他自己确确实实地坐在了一条真正的船上。

“你知道吗，”当水鼠将船划离河岸时，鼹鼠对他说，“我这辈子还从未坐过船呢。”

“什么？”水鼠叫道。“我亲爱的伙计，你算白活了！相信我，”他一本正经地继续着，“没有什么——真的没有什么——比在船上打发时光更惬意。你可以划向河的上游，或下游，还可以随意停下来，一点问题也没有。总有事做，但如果你不想去做也不用勉强，你可以干你愿意干的事。看这儿！如果你今天没事，我们为什么不一起在河上玩它一整天呢？”

鼹鼠带着极大的兴趣听完了这一切。然后，他向后靠坐在那张舒服的座位上回答道：“这将是多么美妙的一天！我们现在就出发吧！”

但是水鼠先回到了洞里，一会儿又出来了，提着一只又大又沉的午餐篮。他把篮子移进船内鼹鼠的脚下，然后开始向下游划去。这对朋友时不时地聊着天，但更多的时候，鼹鼠仅仅是陶醉般地注视着河水，享受着自然界的声响、气味、还有阳光。最后他们划离主河道转入一条与大河交汇的小支流。然后水鼠把船停了下来，他们就一起上了岸。岸上高大的柳树掩映着一片松软的绿油油的草地，非常安怡恬静。

鼹鼠坐下来，看了看自己的周围，愉快地说道：“多么美丽的地方！”

“该用午餐了，”水鼠边说边打开篮子，“快点，鼹鼠！过来准备吧。”

鼹鼠高兴地服从吩咐，经过一早上的大扫除，他确实非常饿。这是一顿多么丰富的午餐啊！有冷肉和鸡蛋三明治，有炸鸡和西红柿、苹果、香蕉，还有一大块蛋糕。

最后他们再也吃不下了，鼹鼠躺倒在地，懒懒地看着河水。不一会儿，他坐了起来说：“我看见水里有一长串水泡，那是什么？”

“水泡？哦噢！”水鼠友好地向河水那儿叫道。

水泡没了，又转到了另一个地方。很快一个湿漉漉的长着胡须的鼻子出现在河岸边，水獭爬上了岸，抖动着外衣上的水。

“午餐派对！”他边说边径直向食物走去。“你为什么不邀请我，阿鼠？”

“我们不是事先计划好的，”水鼠解释道，“我们今天早上才决定过来的。哦，这是我的朋友，鼹鼠先生。”

“很高兴认识你。”水獭招呼道，这两只动物马上就成了朋友。

“今天所有人似乎都在河上，”水獭边吃边说，“我游到这条支流上是想安静一会儿，不想却碰到你们哥俩在搞午餐派对！”

突然，他们身后浓密的灌木丛里发出了响声，一个大大的黑白脑袋探出头瞅着他们。

“过来，老獾！”水鼠叫道。

獾向前走了几步又停下来，“呣，这么挤！”他愠怒地说着，转身消失在灌木丛里。

“多遗憾！”水鼠叹道，“亲爱的老獾！他人倒不错，就是讨厌人多，今天就甭想见他了。但你给我们说说，谁还在河上？”

“癞蛤蟆出来了，算他一个，”水獭回答道，“坐在他那亮晃晃的新船上，穿着崭新的划船装，总之，什么都是新的！”

水鼠和水獭相互对视一下，然后笑了起来。

“癞蛤蟆总是在尝试新鲜的玩意儿，”水鼠向鼹鼠解释，“但他总是很快又厌倦了。去年是一种房子船，他曾打算在河上度过他的余生。今年他又喜欢上了划艇。”

“当然，他这哥们儿不错，”水獭接着说，“但是他从来不从自己的错误里吸取教训！”

从他们坐的地方能看见大河的一点风景。这时，他们恰好看到一艘划艇经过，一只短粗肥胖的动物正在非常吃力、非常笨拙地划船。

“正朝这边来的就是蛤蟆，”水鼠说，“看他！很快就会把船弄翻的。”

“那是当然的，”水獭笑道，癞蛤蟆此时已不在他们视线里了，水獭继续着，“我曾告诉过你关于蛤蟆的故事和那……”

只见岸边的水突然晃动了一下，什么东西银光一闪便不见了，水獭也一晃眼就离开了。鼹鼠低头看着河水，水獭的声音仍在耳边未落，但身影已消失。河面上仅仅留下了一长串水泡。

水鼠自个儿哼着歌，鼹鼠记起来了：在动物世界里，不管你的朋友在何时为何事突然消失，你都不能发表任何看法，否则就会被视为无礼。

“好了，好了，”水鼠说。“我想我们该准备回家了。”

鼹鼠把东西收拾到午餐篮里，很快水鼠就开始轻松地划着船回去了。午后的太阳已落在树后，水鼠在那儿一声不吭沉浸在自己的梦中，鼹鼠则满肚子的午餐，满脑子的兴奋。他开始认为他现在完全了解船了。

过了一会，他说：“阿鼠！拜托，我想划船！”

水鼠微笑着摇摇头。“还不行，我年轻的朋友，”他说，“等你学了几招再划，这并不像看起来那么简单。”

鼹鼠安静了一两分钟，但是他确实非常想划船，他相信自己能划得像水鼠那样好。紧接着，他跳了起来，水鼠还没来得及阻止，他已从吃惊的水鼠手中抽过船桨。水鼠从座位上摔了下来，叫道：“停下，你这傻蛋！你会把我们弄下水的！”

鼹鼠用木桨在水面上划过很大的弧度，但双桨根本挨不着水，而他的腿已翘过他的头，他发现他正压在摔倒在船底板上的水鼠身上。惊恐中，他试图站起来，便抓住船的一边，只听——扑通一声。

船翻了，鼹鼠、水鼠、午餐篮统统落入水里。

是水鼠，当然是水鼠把鼹鼠拉出水面，是他把船翻正，找回双桨，从河底捞出午餐篮，然后他笑个不停。

待一切收拾停当，鼹鼠不开心地坐在船上，浑身湿漉漉的，非常可怜。当他们起程回家时，他低声地说：“阿鼠，我亲爱的朋友！我是多么愚蠢，多么不知好歹，我真的非常抱歉。”

“没什么！”水鼠友善地回答道，“我总是在水里出入，不要为此担心。但是我真的认为你应该来和我待一段时间。你会很舒服的，我将教你划船，教你游泳，不久你就会和我们划得一样好。”

鼹鼠太高兴了，他简直不知道该说什么来感谢他的朋友。

他们回到家，坐在明亮的火炉前用着可口的热乎乎的晚餐，水鼠边吃边说着河上的生活趣事。然后他把鼹鼠带到楼上最好的卧室，不久鼹鼠就暖和地、舒服地躺下了，聆听着他的新朋友——河水——流过窗边的声音。

那是春天慢慢向金色的夏天转变时，鼹鼠所经历的多彩生活的第一天。从那以后，他学着游泳、划船，还学着去喜欢听风声——听它吹过河边的树木和花草时沙沙低语着自己的秘密。


2
The open road

One bright summer morning the Mole and the Rat were out on the river bank, watching the world go by. The Rat was writing a song and was singing quietly to himself as he tried different words.

'Ratty,' said the Mole, 'could I ask you something?'

'Mmm,' the Rat said, not really listening. 'Sky, fly, high, die, why... Oh dear! What did you say, Mole?'

'Will you take me to visit Mr Toad? I've heard so much about him, and I do want to meet him.'

'Why, of course,' said the Rat kindly. 'Get the boat out, and we'll row up there now. Toad's always happy to see his friends.'

'He must be a very nice animal,' said the Mole, as he got into the boat and took the oars.

'He's the best of animals,' replied the Rat. 'Kind, friendly — not very clever, perhaps, and sometimes he's just a little bit boastful, but he's a good fellow really.'

The Mole rowed hard up the river and in a while they came to a large red house, with beautiful gardens reaching down to the water's edge.

'There's Toad Hall,' said the Rat. 'It's a lovely old house — Toad is very rich, you know, and this is really one of the nicest houses on the river. But we never say that to Toad, of course.'

They left their boat by the boathouse at the end of the garden. The boathouse was full of expensive boats, which looked new and mostly unused.

The Rat looked around him. 'I see that all the boats are out of the water,' he said. 'I suppose Toad has finished with boating now and has some new interest to amuse him.'

They walked over the grass towards the house and soon found Toad, resting in a garden-chair and carefully studying a large map.

'Wonderful!' he cried, as he saw them. 'You're just the fellow that I wanted to see, Ratty.' He jumped up and came towards them, talking all the time, and gave the Rat no time to introduce the Mole. 'I need you very much — both of you. You've got to help me. It's most important!'

'It's about your rowing, I suppose,' said the Rat, keeping his face very serious. 'You will learn to do it in the end, you know, if you're patient and work hard and—'

'Oh, bother boats!' the Toad said crossly. 'I've finished with boats. Silly way to pass the time. No, I've discovered the real thing — the best way, the only way, to spend one's life. Come with me, dear Ratty, and your kind friend too, and I will show you!'

He took them round to the other side of the house, and there they saw a shiny new gipsy caravan. It had yellow and green sides, and red wheels.

'There you are!' cried the Toad. 'There's real life for you. The open road, the fields, the hills... villages, towns, cities! Here today, off to a different place tomorrow! Travel, change, interest — the world in front of you!'

The Mole was very interested and excited, and followed the Toad inside the caravan to look around. But the Rat shook his head and waited outside.

When they came down the steps again, the Toad was still talking excitedly to the Mole. 'So you see, everything is ready for when we start this afternoon.'

'What was that?' said the Rat slowly. 'Did you say "we" and "start" and "this afternoon"?'

'Now, dear good old Ratty,' said Toad quickly, 'don't talk in that cross voice. You know you've got to come. You can't stay by your boring old river all your life. I want to show you the world!'

'I don't care,' said the Rat calmly. 'I'm not coming, and that's final. I'm going to stay by my old river, and what's more, Mole's going to stay with me, aren't you, Mole?'

'Of course I am,' said the Mole bravely. But his face looked sad. Poor Mole! He thought that life in a caravan on the open road would be an exciting adventure.

The Rat saw his sad face and felt worried. He liked his friends to be happy and he could see that the Mole really wanted to go.

Toad watched them both carefully. 'Come on in and have some lunch,' he said pleasantly, 'and we'll talk it over.'

During lunch — which was excellent, of course, because everything at Toad Hall always was — the Toad talked and talked. He was full of wonderful plans. How interesting each day would be! What adventures the three friends would have together! Ah, the happiness of the travelling life!

In the end, of course, the Rat agreed to go, and by the evening they found themselves on a lonely hillside miles from home. It had been a golden afternoon, and even the Rat had enjoyed the journey so far. Only the old grey horse was not very happy. He had to do all the hard work of pulling the caravan, and he was not at all pleased about it.

The next morning the Toad was still sleeping deeply when the other two got up. They shook him very hard but couldn't wake him, so they had to do all the work. The Rat took care of the horse, lit the fire, and did last night's washing-up. The Mole walked to the nearest village, a long way away, to get milk and eggs and bread, which the Toad had, of course, forgotten to bring. And when at last the Toad got up, he said what a pleasant easy life it was on the open road.

The day passed happily as they travelled over green hills and along narrow country roads. But the next morning the Rat and the Mole got Toad out of bed and made sure that he did some of the work. Because of this, Toad said very little about a pleasant easy life. Later, he even tried to get back into bed, but the Mole and the Rat pulled him out again.

The end of their journey came very suddenly. In the afternoon they were travelling along a big road. The Mole was walking beside the horse, and the Toad and the Water Rat were walking behind the caravan, talking together. Actually, the Toad was talking, and the Rat was listening — some of the time.

Then they heard a noise behind them, and looking back, they saw a small cloud of dust. It made a 'Poop-poop!' sound, and it was coming towards them very fast indeed.

Seconds later, the peace of the afternoon was destroyed in a storm of noise and wind and dust. The 'poop-poop' rang with a shout in their ears, and an enormous, long, shining motorcar roared past them and disappeared over the hill.

The old grey horse, wild with fear, tried to get off the road. The caravan's wheels began to go down into the ditch along the edge. Then there was a terrible crash — and the beautiful yellow and green caravan lay helplessly on its side.

The Rat jumped up and down in the road, shouting angrily. 'Stupid, dangerous people! The police should lock you up in prison!'

He and the Mole managed to calm the horse, and then they went to look at the caravan. Two wheels had come off, the windows were broken, and bits of wood lay everywhere. They tried to pull it out of the ditch, but they couldn't move it.

'Hi! Toad!' they cried. 'Come and help us, can't you!'

The Toad never answered a word, so they went to see what was the matter with him. They found him sitting in the middle of the road, with a dreamy smile on his face and happily whispering, 'Poop-poop!'

The Rat shook him, not very gently. 'Are you coming to help us, Toad?' he asked crossly.

'Oh, what happiness!' whispered Toad to himself. 'The real way to travel! The only way to travel! Here one minute — miles away in seconds! Wonderful! Poop-poop!'

'Oh, do stop being so silly, Toad!' cried the Mole.

'And I never knew!' the Toad went on dreamily. 'I never dreamt! What clouds of dust will fly up behind me as 1 drive like the wind! I've finished with silly old caravans for ever. Poop-poop!'

'What are we going to do with him?' the Mole asked the Water Rat.

'Nothing,' replied the Rat. 'There's nothing that we can do. I know Toad. When he gets a new idea into his head, he always goes crazy at first. He'll be like this for some days now. Come on, we'll have to do everything by ourselves.'

They had to leave the caravan in the ditch and walk to the nearest town, five or six miles away. There they asked somebody to take care of the horse, and found somebody who agreed to fetch the broken caravan. Then they caught a train to a station near Toad Hall, took Toad home, went down to the boat, and then at last they sat down to a late supper in Rat's comfortable little home by the river.

The next day was a lazy one. In the evening the Mole was sitting on the river bank fishing, when the Rat, who had been to visit friends, came to find him.

'Heard the news?' the Rat said. 'Everybody's talking about it, all along the river bank. Toad went up to town by an early train this morning. And he has ordered a large and very expensive motor-car.'



boastful adj. fond of self-praising. 好自夸的。

amuse v. enjoy. 使快乐。

patient adj. able to endure or wait for sth. 耐心的。

bother int. （表示不耐烦）讨厌；去他的。

caravan n. covered wagon. 篷车。

bravely adv. courageously. 勇敢地。

adventure n. exciting or dangerous journey or activity. 刺激冒险的经历。

lonely adj. far from inhabited places. 偏僻的。

destroy v. put an end to. 摧毁。

roar v. make loud, deep sounds. 咆哮。

ditch n. narrow channel. 水沟。

helplessly adv. unable to act. 无助地。

gently adv. softly. 轻轻地。


2　宽敞的公路

[image: alt]

一个灿烂的夏日早晨，鼹鼠和水鼠在河岸边散步，欣赏着世界的变幻。水鼠正在写一首歌，他试着用不同的词轻声地自哼自唱。

“阿鼠，”鼹鼠说，“我能问你一些事吗？”

“呣，”水鼠似听非听地说着，“天空、飞翔、高潮、死亡，为什么……噢，亲爱的！你说什么，鼹鼠？”

“你能带我去拜访癞蛤蟆先生吗？我已听了许多有关他的事，我确实想见他。”

“呃，当然，”水鼠和善地说，“把船拉出来，我们现在就划过去，蛤蟆一直都很乐意见他的朋友。”

“他一定是只很不错的动物。”鼹鼠边说边走上船拿起双桨。

“他是动物中最好的，”水鼠回答道。“善良，友好——也许不很聪明，有时他仅仅有点爱吹牛，但是他确实是个好人。”

鼹鼠吃力地向上游划着，不一会儿他们到了一所大大的红房子前面，那儿美丽的花园一直延伸到水边。

“那是蛤蟆宅第，”水鼠说，“一所可爱的老宅——癞蛤蟆很富有，你知道吧，这是河边最好的房子之一。当然我们从来没有对蛤蟆这样说过。”

他们把船停在花园尽头的船室里，船室内停满了昂贵而崭新的船，看上去大多没用过。

水鼠看了看他的周围，说：“我发现所有的船都没停在水里，我猜蛤蟆现在不再玩船了，肯定又有什么新鲜有趣的东西吸引着他。”

他们穿过草坪向房子走去，很快便看见了癞蛤蟆，他正坐在花园椅里仔细地研究着地图。

“太棒了！”癞蛤蟆一看到他们就叫了起来。“我正想见你呢，阿鼠，”他跳了起来，向他们走去，嘴里说个不停，根本不给水鼠时间来介绍鼹鼠。“我非常需要你——你们俩。你们得帮我，这是最最重要的！”

“我想，是关于划船吧，”水鼠一本正经地说。“你总算要学了，你知道吧，如果你耐心点，刻苦点，再——”

“噢，讨厌的船！”癞蛤蟆气恼地说，“我不再划船了，简直是打发日子的傻办法。是的，我已发现了一个真正的活法——最好的、唯一的活法。跟我来，亲爱的阿鼠，还有你好心的朋友，我要带你们去看看！”

他带他们绕到了房子的另一头，那儿他们看见一辆锃亮崭新的吉普赛大篷车，镶滚着黄绿边，轮子是红色的。

“你们看！”癞蛤蟆叫道，“这才是属于你们的真正的生活。宽敞的公路、原野、山峦……村庄、城镇、都市！今天在这儿，明天到另一个不同的地方！旅行、变幻、趣味——世界就在你的面前！”

鼹鼠觉得非常有趣，非常兴奋，他跟着癞蛤蟆走进大篷车参观，但水鼠摇着头，在外面等着。

当他们再次踩踏脚板下来时，蛤蟆仍兴奋地对鼹鼠说：“你看见了，一切已准备就绪，我们今天下午就出发。”

“你说什么？”水鼠慢慢地说，“你是说‘我们’‘今天下午’‘出发’？”

“好了，亲爱的好阿鼠，”蛤蟆急忙说，“不要用那种厉害的口气说话，你知道，你该有所进展了，你不能一辈子待在你那条乏味的老河边，我想带你看看外面的世界！”

“我不在乎，”水鼠平静地说，“我不想有所改变，这就是我最终的决定，我将待在我的老河旁，另外，鼹鼠将和我待在一起，是不是，鼹鼠？”

“当然，是这样。”鼹鼠勇敢地说，但却显得有些垂头丧气，可怜的鼹鼠！他想：坐在大篷车里走在宽敞的公路上的生活一定很刺激很有趣。

水鼠看着他那伤感的样子，很担心。他希望他的朋友开心快乐，他能看出鼹鼠真的想去。

癞蛤蟆审视着他们俩，然后愉快地说：“进来用点午餐，然后再聊这事。”

就餐时——午餐当然是一流的，因为蛤蟆宅第的一切总是如此——癞蛤蟆说个没完。他满脑子美妙的计划，每一天都将多么有趣！他们三位朋友在一起将会有多么刺激兴奋的经历！啊，幸福的旅行生活！

最后，当然，水鼠同意去了。傍晚他们到了离家数里的一个孤零零的山坡上。那是一个金色的下午，现在甚至水鼠也非常喜欢这次旅行。只有老灰马不很乐意，他得干所有拉大篷车的苦力活，他根本就不爱这份工作。

第二天早上，水鼠和鼹鼠起床了，癞蛤蟆还在呼呼大睡。他们俩用力摇他，但弄不醒他，因此他们不得不干所有的活。水鼠照料马，生起火，还清洗了昨晚的脏物。鼹鼠则步行长长的一段路到最近的村庄去弄些牛奶、鸡蛋和面包，这些，癞蛤蟆当然忘了随车带来。最后癞蛤蟆起床了，他说，在宽敞公路上的旅行生活是多么轻松愉快。

然后，他们翻过青山，沿着一条狭窄的乡村小路旅行着，就这样快快乐乐地过了一天。但是第三天早上，水鼠和鼹鼠把癞蛤蟆从床上拉了起来，要他也干些活。就为这，癞蛤蟆很少再说多么轻松愉快之类的话了。后来他甚至还想回到床上继续睡觉，但鼹鼠和水鼠又把他拉了出来。

他们的旅行结束得很突然。那天下午，他们正行进在一条大马路上，鼹鼠走在马旁，癞蛤蟆和水鼠在大篷车后面边走边聊着天，确切地说——很多时候——癞蛤蟆在说，水鼠在听。

这时他们听见身后有什么声音，便回过头，只见一小团尘雾，发着“扑扑、扑扑”的声音，正朝他们疾速地席卷而来。

几秒钟之后，下午的宁静就在一阵嘈杂中、风中和尘雾中被打破了。伴随着震耳欲聋的“扑扑、扑扑”声，一辆巨大的、长长的、锃亮的汽车从他们身边呼啸而过，消失在山那边。

老灰马极度恐惧试图离开公路。大篷车的轮子便开始顺着路沿向沟里滑去，然后只听见一阵可怕的稀里哗啦声——美丽的黄绿大篷车无助地歪倒在地。

水鼠在公路上又蹦又跳，愤怒地喊道：“愚蠢、危险的人！警察应该把你们关在监狱里！”

他和鼹鼠设法使老马安静，然后开始检查大篷车。车的两只轮子掉了，窗子也摔烂了，木头片到处都是。他们试着把它从沟里拉出来，但却弄不动它。

“嗨，癞蛤蟆！”他们叫道，“过来帮帮我们，行不行，你！”

癞蛤蟆不答一句话，因此他们走过去看看他是怎么了。只见他坐在公路中间，脸上挂着梦幻似的微笑，嘴里愉快地嘟哝着，“扑扑、扑扑！”

水鼠用力地摇着他，“你能不能过来帮帮我们，癞蛤蟆？”他生气地问。

“噢，多么幸福！”癞蛤蟆自言自语道，“旅行的真正方式！旅行的唯一方式！刚才在这儿，几秒钟后就在数里之外！太棒了！扑扑、扑扑！”

“噢，不要犯傻了，癞蛤蟆！”鼹鼠叫道。

“而我竟不知道！”癞蛤蟆仍然魂牵梦萦似地继续着，“我从未梦想过！当我风驰电掣似地驾车时，多少尘雾将在我身后扬起！那辆可笑的愚蠢的大篷车将永远消失。扑扑、扑扑！”

“我们拿他怎么办？”鼹鼠问水鼠。

“没办法，”水鼠回答道，“我们什么也帮不了。我了解癞蛤蟆，当他有了新的想法时，刚开始他总是有些疯狂。他像这样还得过一些日子。过来，我们得自己干完这一切。”

他们不得不将大篷车先留在沟里，步行到五六英里以外最近的城镇。在那儿，他们叫人照看灰马，又找了个愿意取回破车的人。然后他们坐火车到蛤蟆宅第附近的车站，把癞蛤蟆送回家后，他们坐上船，最后终于坐在了水鼠舒服的河边小屋吃迟到的晚餐。

第二天是慵懒的一天。傍晚时分鼹鼠坐在河岸钓鱼，水鼠拜访朋友回来后找到了他。

水鼠对他说：“听到消息了吗？河岸边的每个人都在谈论这件事。癞蛤蟆今早搭头班火车去了城镇，订购了一辆非常昂贵的大汽车。”


3
The Wild Wood

The Mole had wanted for a long time to meet the Badger. He often spoke about his wish to the Water Rat, but the Rat didn't seem to want to do anything about it.

'It's all right,' the Rat always said. 'Badger will come past one day, and then I'll introduce you.'

'Couldn't you invite him to dinner or something?' asked the Mole.

'He wouldn't come,' said the Rat. 'He hates crowds, and parties, and dinners, and all that kind of thing.'

'Well then, shall we go and visit him?'

'Oh, no!' the Rat said. 'He's very shy, and he wouldn't like that at all. I know him very well, but I've never visited his home. And it's not really possible to go there, because he lives right in the middle of the Wild Wood.'

'You said you would tell me about the Wild Wood,' said the Mole, 'but you never did. Aren't they — aren't they very nice people in there?'

'Well,' said the Rat, 'the squirrels are all right, and the rabbits — most of them. And Badger, of course. He likes living there. And nobody gives him any trouble.'

'But who could give trouble?' asked the Mole.

'There are, well, others,' the Rat went on slowly. 'Weasels... stoats... ferrets, and so on. They're all right in a way. Most of the time. But, well, you wouldn't want to turn your back to them in the dark, and that's a fact. Don't worry about Badger. He'll come along one day.'

But the summer passed and the Badger never came along.

Soon the days grew shorter, and the cold weather kept the animals inside their comfortable houses. The Rat slept a lot in the winter, going to bed early and getting up late. During his short day, he wrote songs and did small jobs in the house. And, of course, there were always animals calling in for a comfortable talk round the fire, telling stories and remembering the good times and the adventures of the past summer.

One afternoon, while the Rat was sleeping peacefully in front of the fire, the Mole decided to go out by himself and take a walk in the Wild Wood. 'Perhaps,' he thought, 'I'll meet Mr Badger, and then I can introduce myself.'

It was a cold afternoon, with a hard grey sky. The Mole hurried along, enjoying the quietness of the winter day, and after a time he saw in front of him the black shape of the Wild Wood.

He was not at all frightened at first. It was a strange, dark place, but the Mole found that exciting. He went deeper and deeper into the wood, where the light was less and the trees grew close together. Everything was very still now, and the darkness seemed to come down quickly, shutting the Mole off from the outside world.

Then the faces began.

Out of the corner of his eye, the Mole thought that he saw a face looking at him from a hole: a little narrow face, with hard unfriendly eyes. When he turned to look straight at it, the thing had disappeared.

He hurried on, telling himself not to be silly. He passed another hole, and another, and — yes! Eyes were looking at him, then disappearing again into the darkness. Soon, every hole had a face, which watched him with eyes full of hate.

The Mole felt he had to get away from these faces. He turned off the path and hurried into the thickest part of the wood.

Then the whistling began.

It was soft, and far behind him, when he first heard it. Then it seemed to come from in from of him, more loudly. The Mole stopped and listened, then went on again. He was trying hard to stay calm, but his heart was beating very fast. He was alone, and far from help, and the night was coming down quickly.

Then the pattering began.

At first he thought it was only falling leaves, but then the noise grew louder and nearer, and the Mole knew what it was. It was the sound of little feet running — behind him, in front of him, on all sides of him. All the wood seemed to be alive, running, following, chasing something — or somebody. The frightened Mole began to run too, but he did not know where. He ran into trees and bushes, he fell over things and into things, he picked himself up and ran on. At last he found a deep dark hole in the bottom of an old tree and fell into it, too tired to run another step. He lay there. shaking with fear, and listened to the whistlings and the patterings outside. Now he understood why the Rat did not want to talk about it, and why other small animals from the fields and the river bank never came here. Because now, the Mole had felt it himself — the Terror of the Wild Wood.

All this time the Rat, warm and comfortable, was sleeping in front of his fire. When he woke up, he looked round for his friend, but the Mole was not there. He called out 'Moly!' several times, and when he heard no answer, he got up and went out into the hall.

The Mole's hat was missing, and so were his boots.

The Rat left the house and looked around. The ground was soft from rain, and he could see clearly which way the Mole had gone — straight towards the Wild Wood.

The Rat stood thinking for a moment, looking very serious. Then he went back into the house, took a gun and a thick heavy stick, and hurried away across the fields.

Inside the wood it was nearly dark, and the whistling and the pattering began almost at once. But when the faces in the holes saw the Rat's gun and his thick heavy stick, they disappeared immediately, and everything became still and quiet. Patiently, the Rat began to search the wood from end to end, calling all the time, 'Moly, Moly! Where are you? It's me — it's old Rat!'

At last, to his great happiness, he heard a little answering cry, and soon he found the Mole in his hiding-place in the tree.

'Oh, Ratty!' cried the Mole. 'I'm so pleased to see you! I've been so frightened, I can't tell you!'

'I can understand that,' said the Rat kindly. 'You see, Mole, it's really not a good idea to come here alone. We river-bankers always come in twos or threes, if we have to come here. Of course, if you're Badger or Otter, then there's no problem.'

'Surely the brave Mr Toad is happy to come here alone, isn't he?' asked the Mole.

'Old Toad?' said the Rat, laughing loudly. 'He doesn't put his nose inside the Wild Wood — much too frightened!'

The Mole felt a little happier when he heard this, but he was still too tired to start the journey home. So he lay down to sleep under some dry leaves, while the Rat sat next to him, patiently waiting.

The Mole woke up feeling much better, and ready to leave. The Rat put his head out of the entrance of the hole, and then the Mole heard him say, 'Oh dear, oh dear!'

'What's the matter, Ratty?' asked the Mole.

'Snow,' replied the Rat. 'It's snowing hard. But we can't stay here all night — it's too cold, and too dangerous. We'll just have to start walking, and hope. The trouble is, I don't really know where we are, and in the snow everything looks so different.'

It did indeed. The white blanket of snow covered everything, hiding the paths, changing the shapes of the trees and bushes. An hour later, they were wet, cold, aching with tiredness, and had no idea where. they were.

They sat down for a rest and were moving on again when the Mole gave a sudden cry and fell forward on his face.

'Oh, my leg!' he cried. 'I've hit my leg on something really hard.'

'Let's have a look,' said the Rat, sitting down beside him. 'That's a very deep cut,' he said, surprised. 'I wonder what...' Suddenly, he got up and began to dig in the snow.

'What are you doing, Ratty?' said the Mole.

The Rat just went on digging. Then he found something, and immediately began to dance round it excitedly.

'Look at this, Mole!' he shouted. 'Just look at this!'

The Mole looked. Then he looked at his friend. 'It's a door-scraper. Why get excited about a door-scraper?'

'Don't you understand, you silly animal?' cried the Rat.

'I understand that somebody's been very careless, leaving a door-scraper lying in the middle of the Wild Wood, for other people to fall over. And when I get home—'

'Oh, dear, oh dear!' cried the Rat. 'Just stop arguing, and dig! Or do you want to spend all night in the snow?'

The Mole did what he was told, although he thought his friend was going crazy. The two animals dug and dug, and after ten minutes' hard work they were successful.

The Mole had thought that they were digging into a snow-bank, but now he saw that there was a door under the snow. A green door, with a long bell-pull beside it, and a name on it in big letters which said:

MR BADGER

The Mole fell backwards on the snow in surprise. 'Oh, Rat!' he cried. 'How clever you are! And how stupid I am!'

'Never mind all that.' said the Rat. 'Just get up and pull on that bell, while I knock on the door.'

The Rat banged on the door with his stick, and the Mole pulled. And from somewhere far under the ground they could just hear the sound of a deep, slow bell.



peacefully adv. quietly. 静静地。

hurry v. move quickly. 急赶。

whistle v. make a sound by blowing through nearly closed lips. 口哨。

patter n. sound of quick, light footsteps. 轻快的脚步声。

frightened adj. afraid. 害怕的。

terror n. very great fear. 恐怖。

search v. look carefully through. 搜寻。

hiding-place n. place where keeps sb. or sth. out of sight. 隐藏处。

blanket n. thick, wollen covering. 地毯，毛毯。

ache n. pain. 痛。

cut n. opening made by a knife or other sharp-edged tools, etc. 破口。

snow-bank n. flat-topped mass of snow. 状似堤岸的雪堆。

bang n. violent blow. 猛击。


3　野树林

[image: alt]

很长时间以来鼹鼠一直想见獾，他时常把这个愿望告诉水鼠，但水鼠似乎对此无动于衷。

他总是说：“没问题，獾总有一天要经过这儿，到时我会把他介绍给你。”

“你能不能邀请他吃饭或别的什么？”鼹鼠问道。

“他不愿意来。他讨厌人群、派对、聚餐和诸如此类的事。”

“那么，我们是不是应该去拜访他？”

“噢，不！”水鼠答道，“他非常害羞，他根本就不喜欢来访。我跟他很熟，但我从没去过他家。而且去那儿也不大可能，因为他刚好住在野树林中间。”

“你说过要告诉我一些关于野树林的事，但你从没谈过。他们——他们那儿的人不是很好吗？”

“喔，”水鼠说，“松鼠很好，还有野兔——他们中大多数都不错，当然还有獾。他喜欢住在那儿，而且谁也不敢给他找麻烦。”

“但是谁会惹麻烦呢？”鼹鼠问。

“有那么一些，”水鼠不紧不慢地继续说，“黄鼠狼……大白鼬……雪貂等等。大部分时间里他们一般都不错，但是，在黑暗中你别想背对着他们的，这是事实。不要担心獾，他总有一天要经过这儿的。”

但是夏天过去了，獾还是没来过。

不久，白天越来越短，寒冷的天气使得动物们都待在他们舒适的家里。水鼠在冬季也是早睡迟起，瞌睡很多。在短短的白天里，他在家里写些歌，干些小活。当然，总是有些动物来串门，围坐在火炉边舒舒服服地闲聊，说说故事，回忆逝去的夏日里的美好时光和冒险经历。

一天下午，水鼠在火炉前安睡，鼹鼠决定独个儿出去，到野树林里散散步。“也许，”他想，“我能碰见獾先生，然后我可以作个自我介绍。”

那天下午很冷，天空阴沉沉的。鼹鼠向前赶着路，享受着冬日里的宁静，一会儿，他就看见了前面野树林黑黝黝的轮廓。

这是一个陌生、阴暗的地方，他起先一点也不害怕，反而觉得很兴奋。他向森林深处走着走着，光线越来越淡，树木长得越来越密。现在一切非常安静，黑暗似乎一下子笼罩下来，将鼹鼠与外面的世界隔绝开来。

然后，出现了许多脸。

从他的眼角，鼹鼠觉得他看见了一张脸正从一个洞里盯着自己：一张小小的、窄窄的脸，一双锐利而不友善的眼睛。当他转过去直视它时，那小东西便不见了。

他一边向前奔着，一边告诉自己不要犯傻。他走过一个又一个洞，哇——是的！一双双眼睛在盯着他，然后又消失在黑暗里。很快，每个洞里都有一张脸，用那充满仇恨的眼睛观察着他。

鼹鼠感到他得避开这些脸，于是他离开这条道，向树林最茂密处奔去。

这时，口哨声响了。

他刚听到这种柔和的声音时，觉得是从身后远远的地方发出的。然后这哨声似乎又来自于他的前面，而且声音更响。鼹鼠停下来，听了一会儿，然后继续向前赶路。他努力使自己平静下来，但他的心跳得飞快。他孤立无援，而且夜很快就要降临了。

然后响起了啪嗒声。

起先他以为只是落叶声，但声音越来越大，越来越近，鼹鼠知道是什么了。这是小脚奔跑的声音——在他身后，身前，以及他的四周。整个树林似乎都活了，奔跑着，跟随着，追赶着什么东西或什么人。鼹鼠吓坏了，也开始跑，但他不知道身在何处。他跑进树林和灌木丛里，摔倒在这个或那个东西上面或里面，然后爬起来继续跑。最后他发现一棵老树根部有个深深的黑洞，他掉了进去，累得再也跑不动了。他躺在那儿，听着外面的哨声和脚步声，吓得浑身发抖。现在他知道了为什么水鼠不想谈野树林，为什么田野和河岸上别的小动物从不来这儿，因为现在鼹鼠他自己感受到了它——野树林的恐惧。

这段时间里，水鼠正舒服地睡在暖暖的火炉前。当他醒来，看看四周，没有看到他的朋友。他叫了几声“阿鼹！”，没有回答，他便站了起来，走进客厅。

鼹鼠的帽子不见了，靴子也不在。

水鼠走出屋子，四处看了看。雨后的地面很松软，他能清楚地看见鼹鼠所走的路线——直指野树林。

水鼠显得非常严肃，站在那儿想了一会儿。然后他转身回到屋里，取了一杆枪和一根粗重的木棍，穿过田野向树林奔去。

树林里几乎漆黑一片，哨声和啪嗒声几乎是同时开始。但是当洞里的脸看见水鼠手中的枪和粗棍时，便马上消失了，一切又恢复了平静。水鼠开始耐心地在树林里搜寻，并一直叫着：“阿鼹，阿鼹！你在哪里？是我——我是老阿鼠！”

最后他非常非常高兴地听到了低低的带有哭腔的回答声，很快他便在树底里找到了鼹鼠的藏身处。

“噢，阿鼠！”鼹鼠哭叫着，“我真高兴见到你！我好害怕，我都不知该怎么说！”

“我能理解，”水鼠和善地说，“你看，鼹鼠，独自来这儿真不是好主意。我们河边动物如果有事非来不可时总是三三两两地来这儿。当然如果是獾或水獭，那就没问题。”

“勇敢的癞蛤蟆先生肯定高兴独自来这儿，是不是？”鼹鼠问。

“老蛤蟆？”水鼠大声地笑起来，“他甚至不敢把他的鼻子伸进野树林——他怕得要命！”

鼹鼠听了这个觉得有点儿开心，但他还是太累而不能启程回家。于是他躺在一些干叶上睡着了，水鼠坐在他的身边耐心地等待着。

鼹鼠醒来感到好多了，便准备离开这儿。水鼠把头伸出洞口，这时鼹鼠听到水鼠叫到：“啊呀，啊呀！”

“怎么啦，阿鼠？”鼹鼠问。

“下雪了，”水鼠答道，“雪下得可大啦。但是我们不能在这儿待一晚上——这太冷，而且很危险。我们得马上动身，这样还有些希望。麻烦的是，我真的不知道我们在哪儿，雪天里什么看起来都与往日不同。”

的确是变了样。雪像白色的毛毯覆盖了一切，遮了小路，改变了树林和灌木丛的形状。一小时以后，他们又湿又冷，累得浑身酸疼，但还是不知道身在何处。

他们坐下来休息了一会儿，又继续向前赶路，这时鼹鼠突然叫了起来，向前摔扒在地。

“噢，我的腿！”他叫道，“有个好硬的东西磕了我的腿。”

“让我看看。”水鼠说着，坐到他的身边。

“好深的一个口子，”他有些吃惊地说，“我想知道什么……”突然他站起来，开始在雪地里挖着。

“你在干什么，阿鼠？”鼹鼠问。

水鼠只是不停地挖。然后他发现了什么，马上开始激动地绕着它跳舞。

“看这，鼹鼠！”他喊道，“就看这！”

鼹鼠看了看，然后又看看他的朋友，“这是门铲，为什么对门铲这么感兴趣？”

“你难道不懂？你这个傻蛋。”水鼠叫道。

“我知道是有人大意，把门铲乱扔在野树林中间绊人。而且当我回家时——”

“噢，天哪！”水鼠叫道，“别说了，赶快挖！难道你想在雪地里度过整个晚上？”

鼹鼠便按吩咐干着，尽管他觉得他朋友有些疯疯傻傻。这对朋友挖呀挖呀，经过十分钟的辛苦努力，他们终于成功了。

鼹鼠原以为他们挖的是一个雪堆，但现在他看见雪下有一扇门。一扇绿色的门，旁边有一根长长的门铃拉绳，门上用大大的字体写着：

獾　先　生

鼹鼠吃惊地向后坐倒在雪地上。“噢，水鼠！”他叫道，“你真聪明！我真是太笨了！”

“不要说这些了，”水鼠说，“赶快站起来拉那个门铃，我来敲门。”

鼹鼠便去拉门铃，水鼠则用他的棍子猛敲着门。他们能听见从地底下一个远远的地方传来的低沉悠长的门铃声。


4
A meeting with Mr Badger

They waited patiently for a very long time, jumping up and down in the snow to keep warm. At last they heard feet coming slowly towards the door. Then the door opened, just enough to show a long nose and pair of sleepy eyes.

'And who,' said a deep, angry voice, 'is making visits at this time of night?'

'Oh, Badger,' cried the Rat, 'let us in, please. It's me, Rat, and my friend Mole, and we're lost in the snow.'

'What?' said the Badger, in a very different voice. 'My dear Ratty! Lost in the snow, and in the Wild Wood! Come in at once, both of you, and get yourselves warm.'

That was a wonderful moment for the Mole and the Rat, when they heard the door close behind them, shutting out the Wild Wood. They followed the Badger down long dark tunnels until they came into a large kitchen. There was a bright fire, with comfortable armchairs round it, and a great wooden table with long seats.

'This is not the kind of night for small animals to be out,' the Badger said, in a fatherly way. 'Sit yourselves down by the fire, while I get you some supper.'

Soon the Mole and the Rat were warm and dry, and the dangers of the Wild Wood seemed a long way away, like a bad dream. Then supper arrived. It was enough for ten small hungry animals, and the Rat and the Mole realized just how hungry they were. When at last they could eat no more, they sat with the Badger round the fire, and told him the story of their adventures.

Then the Badger said, 'Now then! Tell me the news from your part of the world. How's old Toad getting on?'

'He's going from bad to worse,' said the Rat sadly. 'He had another crash only last week, and a bad one. You see, he thinks he's a wonderful driver, the best in the world. But he isn't. He's terrible! But he won't take lessons, he won't listen to anyone.'

'How many has he had?' the Badger asked.

'Crashes, or motor-cars?' asked the Rat. 'Well, with Toad, it's the same thing. This is the seventh car, and the seventh crash. His garage is full to the roof with bits of broken motor-car!'

'He's been in hospital twice,' the Mole added. 'The police have arrested him for dangerous driving three or four times. And he's spending so much money!'

'That's another problem,' the Rat went on. 'Toad's rich, we all know that; but his money won't last for ever. Sooner or later, one of two things will happen. He'll kill himself in a crash, or he'll have no money left at all. Badger! We're his friends — can't we do something?'

The Badger thought for a while. 'You know, don't you, that I can't do anything now?' he said at last.

'No, no, of course not,' the Rat and the Mole said together. Everybody knew that in the animal world the winter was a time for rest and sleep. Nobody wanted to do anything important or tiring.

'Very well,' continued the Badger. 'But when the days are longer and warmer, then we'll do something. We — you and me and our friend the Mole here — we'll try to teach Toad a lesson. We won't listen to any silliness. We'll bring him back to reason, and turn him into a sensible Toad at last. But now, it's time for bed. Don't hurry tomorrow morning — come for breakfast as late as you want!'

The two tired animals slept long and deeply, and came down to breakfast very late indeed. In the kitchen they found two young hedgehogs, busy with bowls of bread and hot milk.

'Hello!' said the Rat pleasantly. 'Where did you two come from? Lost your way in the snow, I suppose?'

'Yes, sir,' said one of the hedgehogs politely. 'We got lost on the way to school, and Mr Badger said we could come in and have some breakfast.'

The breakfast things were all ready on the table, and the Mole and the Rat quickly got to work. The Rat made the coffee while the Mole fried several pieces of bread and an enormous number of eggs.

When the door bell rang, one of the hedgehogs went to answer the door. He came back followed by the Otter, who gave a great shout of happiness when he saw the Rat. He ran across the room and almost knocked the Rat off his chair.

'Get off!' said the Rat, with his mouth full of fried bread.

'I thought I'd find you here all right,' said the Otter happily. 'Everybody along the river bank has been so worried about you. Rat never came home last night, and nor did Mole; something terrible has happened, they said. But if anyone's in trouble, Badger usually gets to hear about it, so I came straight here this morning. And oh my, didn't the Wild Wood look grand, with the snow everywhere and the red sun coming up, shining through the black trees! Halfway here I met one of those silly rabbits. He told me that Mole had lost his way last night, and that "They" were out and chasing him all over the wood. I'd like to meet one of "Them" myself this morning, and tell them what I think.'

'Weren't you at all — um — afraid?' asked the Mole, remembering how frightened he had been.

'Afraid?' The Otter laughed and showed his strong white teeth. 'I don't think any of them would argue with me. Here, Mole, be a good fellow and fry me some eggs. I'm terribly hungry, and I've got a lot to talk about with Ratty here. Haven't seen him for weeks.'

Breakfast was almost finished when the Badger entered, looking sleepy. 'It's nearly time for lunch.' he said. 'Stay and have some with us, Otter. You must be hungry this cold morning.'

The hedgehogs were sent home, the breakfast things were cleared away, and soon the four animals sat down to lunch together. The Rat and the Otter were having a long conversation about river-bank matters, so the Mole began to talk to the Badger.

'This is a wonderful, comfortable home you have here,' he said. 'There's really nothing better than a place underground like this. You can shut off the world up there when you don't want it. And when you do, you can just go up and there's the world waiting for you.'

The Badger smiled warmly at him. 'That's just what I say,' he replied. 'Down here, you're safe and dry and warm. With a house above ground, you've got to worry about fire, and wind and rain, holes in the roof and broken windows. No, above ground is fine in its way, but one's home should be underground.'

The Mole agreed with everything that the Badger said. His own little home was underground, so it was natural for him to feel comfortable there. He and the Badger became very friendly, and after lunch the Badger took him all round his home, down tunnel after tunnel, through room after room. The Mole was interested in everything and thought it was all wonderful.

When they got back to the kitchen, the Rat was walking up and down, very restless. Unlike the Mole, he didn't really feel comfortable underground. He wanted to be back in his own home, where the windows looked out over the river, and where he could hear the wind whispering through the trees.

'Come along, Mole,' he said. 'We must get off while it's daylight. We don't want to spend another night lost in the Wild Wood.'

'It's all right,' said the Otter. 'I'm coming with you and I know all the paths.'

'You mustn't worry, Ratty,' added the Badger calmly. 'My tunnels go further than you think, and I've several back doors at the edge of the wood — although I keep them secret from most people.'

So the journey home was really very easy. When they came out of the Badger's secret back door, they found a path across the fields and soon they could see the river in front of them. The Mole looked back at the Wild Wood for a moment, thinking of the terror that he had felt there. Then he hurried on after the others, happy to be back in the open fields, and looking forward to the bright firelight of home.



tunnel n. underground passage. 地下通道。

fatherly adj. of or like a father. 似父亲的。

crash n. violent strike. 猛烈碰撞。

lesson n. sth. experienced serving as a warning. 教训。

garage n. building in which to keep cars. 车房。

sensible adj. reasonable. 明智的。

ring v. give out a clear, musical sound. 鸣，响。

grand adj. magnificent. 壮观的。

argue v. express disagreement, quarrel. 争论，争吵。

restless adj. unable to rest. 不能安静的。

get off start. 出发。


4　与獾先生相遇

[image: alt]

他们耐心地等了很长时间，在雪地里又蹦又跳以保持身体的暖和。最后他们终于听到了脚步慢腾腾地向门口走来。然后门开了，仅仅够露出一只长鼻子和一对困倦的眼睛。

“是谁，”一个低沉、愠怒的声音问道，“这么晚还来串门？”

“噢，獾，”水鼠叫道，“请让我们进去。是我，水鼠，还有我的朋友鼹鼠，我们在雪地里迷路了。”

“什么？”獾用完全不同的语调说，“亲爱的阿鼠！在雪地里迷路，在野树林！你们俩赶快进来，先暖和暖和。”

听到门在自己身后关起来，把野树林隔离在外，这对鼹鼠和水鼠来说真是美妙的时刻。他们跟着獾向下走过长长的黑通道，来到一个大大的厨房。那儿有明亮的炉火，四周摆放着舒服的扶手椅，一张特大的木桌和长椅。

“这种夜晚小动物们是不应该出来的，”獾慈父般地说，“坐在火边，我给你们取点晚餐。”

很快他们就烤干了衣服，也感觉暖和了，野树林的危险像一场恶梦显得已很遥远。晚餐准备好了。它够十只饥饿的小动物吃个饱，水鼠和鼹鼠也才意识到他们已饥肠辘辘了。他们吃饱了以后，便与獾围坐在火炉边，说着他们的危险经历。

最后獾安慰道：“现在好了！告诉我你们那边的消息，老蛤蟆怎么样啦？”

“他的情况越来越糟糕了，”水鼠难过地说，“上星期他又撞车了，很严重。你知道，他自认为是驾车能手，是世界上最好的。但他不是，他很差劲！但他不吸取教训，也听不进别人的劝告。”

“他已有多少了？”獾问。

“撞车，还是汽车？”水鼠问，“不过，对于蛤蟆来说是一样的。这是第七辆车，也是第七次撞车。他的车库里堆满了撞坏的汽车残骸！”

“他还住了两次医院，”鼹鼠补充道，“因为危险驾车，他被警察抓过三四次，他正在大把地花钱呢！”

“那是另一个问题，”水鼠接着说，“癞蛤蟆很富，我们大家都知道；但他不可能永远有钱的。迟早总有一件事要发生。他要么被撞死在车祸中，要么一无所有。獾！我们是他的朋友——难道我们不能为他做些什么吗？”

獾想了一会儿，最后说：“你知道的，难道你忘了吗？我现在什么也干不成。”

“不，不，当然不是现在。”水鼠和鼹鼠齐声说。每个人都知道，在动物世界里冬季是休息和睡眠的季节，没有谁想干任何重要或吃力的事情。

“很好，”獾继续说，“但是日子变长变暖后，我们还是会干些事的。我们——你和我，还有我们的朋友鼹鼠——我们设法教训他一下。我们不愿再听到任何蠢事了。我们要让他恢复理智，最后变成聪明的癞蛤蟆。但是现在该睡觉了，明天早上不要赶时间——睡够了再用早餐！”

这两只疲倦的动物沉沉地睡了很长时间，的确很晚才下来吃早餐。在厨房里他们看见两只小豪猪正忙着吃碗里的面包和热牛奶。

“你们好！”水鼠愉快地说，“你们俩从哪儿来？在雪地里迷路了吧，我猜？”

“是的，先生，”其中一只豪猪礼貌地答道，“我们去学校的路上迷了路，獾先生说我们可以进来用些早餐。”

早餐配料已准备好放在桌子上了，鼹鼠和水鼠很快开始工作。水鼠煮咖啡，鼹鼠煎了几片面包和一大堆鸡蛋。

门铃响了，一只豪猪起身去开门，回来时后面跟着水獭，当他看见水鼠，高兴地叫了起来。他小跑着穿过房间，差点把水鼠从椅子上撞了下来。

“走开！”水鼠说道，嘴里塞满了煎面包。

“我想我会在这儿见到你们安安全全的，”水獭高兴地说，“河岸边的每个人一直都很担心你们。他们说，水鼠昨晚没回家，鼹鼠也没有，一定发生了什么可怕的事。但是，只要有人遇到麻烦，獾常常能听说点什么的，因此我今早就直接过来了。噢，野树林是不是看起来很壮观，到处都是积雪，红红的太阳升起来，透过茂密的树林照射下来！半路上我碰到一只傻野兔，他说昨晚鼹鼠迷了路；‘他们’出来，满树林里追赶他。我今早倒愿意碰见‘他们’中的一个，然后告诉他们我是怎么想的。”

“难道你——呣——一点也不害怕？”想起他吓得半死，鼹鼠不禁问道。

“害怕？”水獭笑起来，露出他那坚硬的白齿，“我想他们中还没谁敢和我作对吧。好了，鼹鼠，好伙计，给我煎些蛋。我饿得很，而我现在有许多话要和阿鼠说，几个星期没见他了。”

早餐几乎结束了，獾才睡眼惺忪地走了进来。“马上该用午餐了，”他说道，“留下和我们一块吃些吧，水獭。早上这么冷你一定很饿吧。”

豪猪被送回家了，早餐的用品也被清理干净，不久这四只动物又坐在一起吃午饭了。水鼠一直和水獭聊着河岸边的事情，因此鼹鼠开始和獾交谈。

“你这个房子真好，真舒服，”他说。“真的没有比这儿更好的地下居所了。你不想见它，就可以把世界关在你的上面；你愿意，你只要走上去，就有一个世界等着你。”

獾对他温和地微笑着。“这正是我的看法，”他回答道，“在地下，你是安全、干燥、温暖的。住在地面上的房子里，你得担心火、风和雨，还有房顶上的洞和破窗户。是的，从某种意义上说，地上的房子是不错，但‘家’应该在地下。”

鼹鼠非常同意獾的说法。他自己的小家就在地下，因此他觉得这儿舒服是很自然的。他和獾之间变得非常的默契，午餐后，獾带他去参观他的家，向下穿过了一个又一个通道，走过了一个又一个房间。鼹鼠对什么都感兴趣，认为这里的一切都是那么美妙。

当他们回到厨房，水鼠正在那儿来回踱步，一副很不安的样子。不像鼹鼠，他在地下感到不太舒服，他想回到他自己的家，在那儿，从窗户里能看见潺潺河水，能听到风过河岸树时的轻轻低语。

“快点，鼹鼠，”他说。“趁天亮，我们得马上走。我们不想在野树林里再迷失去路而浪费又一个晚上。”

“没问题，”水獭说，“我和你们作伴，我熟悉所有的路。”

“你不必担心，阿鼠，”獾平静地补充道。“我的地道要比你们想的远得多，在树林的尽头，我开了几个后门——尽管我对大多数人都保守着这个秘密。”

因此回家就真的很容易了。当他们走出獾的秘密后门，他们就看见了穿过田野的小路，很快他们就看到了前面的河。鼹鼠回过头看着野树林，想了一会他在那儿的可怕经历，然后急忙赶上他俩，庆幸自己又回到了广阔的田野，并期待着炉火明亮的家。


5
A lesson for Mr Toad

Winter passed, and spring returned to the river bank. Then came a fine morning in early summer, when the world seemed full of sunlight and new green leaves. Down by the river bank, the Mole and the Water Rat were hard at work, mending and cleaning boats, looking for lost oars, and getting ready for a summer on the river. Then they went in to breakfast and had nearly finished when they heard a heavy knock on the door.

The Mole went to see who it was, and came back with a very surprised face. 'Mr Badger!' he said.

This was a wonderful thing indeed, for the Badger to come and visit them. He came into the room and stood looking at them, very seriously. The Rat dropped his egg-spoon, and sat open-mouthed.

'The hour has come!' said the Badger at last.

'What hour?' asked the Rat worriedly, looking at the clock on the wall.

'Whose hour, you mean.' replied the Badger. 'Why, Toad's hour! The hour of Toad! I said I would teach him a lesson when the summer came, and I'm going to begin today.'

'Toad's hour, of course!' cried the Mole. 'I remember now. We'll teach him to be a sensible Toad!'

'I learnt last night,' continued the Badger, 'that another new and very fast motor-car has just arrived at Toad Hall. You two must come with me immediately, and we will save Toad from this madness.'

'Right!' cried the Rat, jumping up. 'Let's go at once.'

When they reached Toad Hall, they saw the new motor-car in from of the house. It was long, shiny, and bright red — Toad's favourite colour. Then Toad himself came down the steps in an enormous overcoat, hat and driving goggles.

'Hello, you fellows!' Toad called. 'Come for a drive. You're just in time to... to...'

He saw his friends' serious faces and stopped.

The Badger walked up the steps. 'Come inside the house, Toad,' he said. 'We have to talk to you.'

The three of them took Toad inside and shut the door.

'Now,' the Badger said to Toad, 'first of all, take off those silly driving-clothes.'

'No, I won't!' replied Toad. 'What is the meaning of this? Explain yourself all once!'

'Take his things off, you two,' ordered the Badger.

It wasn't easy to do. The Rat had to sit on Toad, while the Mole pulled off his overcoat, hat and goggles. And Toad called them some very unpleasant names while this was going on. But when he stood up again, he seemed more like himself, the Toad that they had always known.

'You knew this would happen one day. Toad,' explained the Badger. 'We've warned you so many times, and you haven't listened. You're spending all your money, you're always in trouble with the police, and you drive like a madman. You will come with me into the next room, and there you will hear some facts about yourself. And you will come out a different Toad.'

He took Toad into a room off the hall and closed the door. The Rat shook his head.

'We won't save Toad by just talking to him,' he said. 'He'll say anything — and then just go and do what he likes.'

After about an hour the door opened, and a very sad and sorry Toad came out, followed by the Badger.

'My friends,' said the Badger, looking pleased, 'I am happy to tell you that Toad now realizes how silly he has been. He has promised never to get into a motor-car again.'

'That is very good news,' said the Mole seriously.

'Very good indeed,' the Rat said, watching Toad's face carefully.

'Now, Toad,' continued the Badger, 'I'd like you to repeat your promise in from of your friends.'

There was a long, long silence.

'No!' said Toad suddenly. 'No, I won't. I'm not sorry, and I haven't been silly at all. It was all wonderful! And I won't promise anything!'

'What?' cried the Badger. 'But in there you told me—'

'Yes, yes, I know,' said Toad quickly. 'You argue so beautifully, dear Badger, and I can't stop myself agreeing with you. But I've been thinking about it. I love driving, I'm a wonderful driver, and I promise you I'll go on driving for ever! Poop-poop!'

'I told you so, didn't I?' the Rat said to the Mole.

'Very well,' said the Badger. 'If you won't listen to reason, we'll have to try another way. We're going to stay with you in your house until you become sensible. Take him upstairs, you two, and lock him in his bedroom.'

So Toad, fighting and shouting, was pulled upstairs by his two friends.

'It's for your own good, Toady, you know,' said the Rat kindly. 'We'll all have good limes together again soon, when this — this madness has passed.'

'We'll take good care of you, Toad,' added the Mole. 'No more trouble with the police. No more crashes, and weeks in hospital.'

Then began a very tiring few weeks for the three friends. Day and night they guarded Toad, and one of them was always with him. They talked to him and tried to amuse him, hoping that he would forget his motor-car madness.

But Toad did not seem to get better. He often put the bedroom chairs together to look like a motor-car. Then he sat in the front one and pretended to drive, making terrible engine noises all the time. His friends tried to interest him in other things, but Toad just became sad and silent.

One day the Rat was the guard for the morning. He went upstairs and found Toad still in bed. 'How are you today, old fellow?' he asked brightly.

A sad whisper came from the bed. 'Thank you so much, dear Ratty! But how are you, and the excellent Mole, and dear old Badger?'

'Fine, fine,' replied the Rat. 'Badger and Mole,' he added, perhaps not very sensibly, 'have gone out for a run round. They'll be out until lunch-time, so you and I will spend a pleasant morning together.'

'I don't want you to trouble yourself about me,' Toad said, in a sad little voice. 'I was wondering if you would go down to the village and fetch the doctor. But no, it's not important. It's probably too late by now.'

'Are you feeling ill, Toad? What's the matter?'

'I don't know... I think my heart... But you mustn't be sad, Ratty. Dear, kind friend... I have enjoyed knowing you so much... hate to say goodbye...' Toad's whisper became slower and slower, and then stopped.

The Rat felt very worried. Toad lay so still and quiet — perhaps he really was ill. The Rat wished that the other two were not so far away. What should he do? He looked again at the still and silent Toad, and decided that he must get the doctor at once. He hurried out, carefully locking the door behind him, and ran off to the village as fast as he could.

When Toad heard the front door bang, he jumped out of bed, laughing loudly. He quickly put on his best suit and filled his pockets with money. Then he took the sheets off the bed, tied them together, and in minutes he had climbed down from the bedroom window and was running across the garden towards the fields.

A few hours later he was a long way from home. As he walked happily along the road, he felt very pleased with himself. 'A clever piece of work, that was!' he boasted to the trees and the fields. 'Poor old Ratty! A good fellow, but not very intelligent. Badger will be so angry with him!'

Soon he came to a small town and decided to have lunch in the pub there. He was very hungry after his long walk. Halfway through his meal, he heard a sound that he knew very well indeed. Poop-poop! The car stopped outside and the people in it came into the pub to have lunch.

Shaking with excitement, Toad paid his bill and hurried out. He walked slowly round the car, looking at it lovingly. Everybody was having lunch and the street was empty.

'I wonder,' Toad said to himself, 'I wonder if this kind of car starts easily?'

It started very easily, and Toad found himself in the driver's seat. He did not know how it happened, but a minute later he was driving out of the town, forgetting right and wrong. forgetting everything except this wonderful, beautiful madness.

Faster and faster he drove, singing and laughing, as the car ate up the miles. Once again he knew that he was Toad — Toad the dreamer, Toad the adventurer, Toad the terror of the open road!

'You are a dangerous criminal,' said the Judge. 'You stole a valuable motor-car, and you drove like a madman. It's surprising that you didn't kill somebody. And finally, you were very rude indeed to the police when they arrested you. Because of all this, I am sending you to prison for twenty years. Guards! Take the prisoner away!'

And so, shouting and crying, Toad was taken away. He was taken to an old dark castle, pushed into the smallest and darkest room below the ground, and the door was locked behind him.



mend v. repair. 修补。

save v. make safe. 拯救。

madness n. sickness in the mind. 疯癫。

favourite adj. person or thing preferred above all others. （人或物）最受喜爱的。

goggles n. large round spectacles. 护目镜。

promise n. make a guarantee. 保证，承诺。

argue v. persuade by giving reasons. 说服。

agree with be of the same opinions. 同意。

tiring adj. weary. 疲倦的。

pretend v. make appear. 佯装。

brightly adv. cheerfully. 愉快地。

excellent adj. very good. 极好的。

fetch v. go for sb. 接来（某人）。

intelligent adj. having the power. of perceiving, understanding. 有才智的，聪明的。

judge n. a person who decides if someone is a criminal or not. 法官。

valuable adj. worth a lot of money. 昂贵的。

rude adj. not polite. 粗鲁无礼的。

guard n. someone who watches a prisoner or keeps a building safe. 卫兵。


5　给癞蛤蟆先生的教训
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冬天过去了，春天回到了河岸。这是初夏一个晴朗的早上，世界似乎充满了阳光，长满了新叶。下游的河岸边，鼹鼠和水鼠正卖力地干着活，修补着船然后把它清洗干净，又寻找着不知遗落在何处的船桨，为夏天在河上划船做着准备。忙碌了一阵他们便回家吃早餐。快吃完时，他们突然听到重重的敲门声。

鼹鼠过去看看是谁，回来时表情非常惊讶。他说：“獾先生！”

獾来拜访他们，的确是不可思议的事。他走进屋里，非常严肃地站着看着他们。水鼠坐在那儿张大着嘴巴，手中的汤匙掉在地上。

“时辰到了！”獾最后说。

“什么时辰？”水鼠担心地问，一边看着墙上的钟。

“你是说，谁的时辰？”獾回答道。“哎，蛤蟆的时辰！癞蛤蟆的时辰！我说过夏天来了我要教训教训他，今天我就要着手干了。”

“癞蛤蟆的时辰，当然！”鼹鼠叫道。“我现在想起来了，我们要把他教育成理智的癞蛤蟆！”

“昨晚我听说，”獾继续着，“另一辆崭新的、高速的汽车刚刚抵达蛤蟆宅第，你们俩必须马上跟我走，我们得把癞蛤蟆从疯狂中救醒过来。”

“好！”水鼠叫道，然后跳起来说，“我们马上走。”

当他们到达蛤蟆宅第，他们看见这辆新车正停放在房子前。车身很长，锃亮耀眼，是蛤蟆最喜欢的艳红色。只见癞蛤蟆穿着特大外套，戴着帽子和护目镜，正从台阶上走下来。

“你们好，伙计们！”癞蛤蟆打着招呼，“你们来得正好，一起兜风去……”

他看到朋友们都板着脸，便打住了。

獾走上台阶，说：“进屋去，癞蛤蟆！我们得和你谈谈。”

他们把癞蛤蟆带进屋里，然后关上大门。

“现在，”獾对癞蛤蟆说，“首先，脱下你那可笑的驾车服。”

“不，我决不！”癞蛤蟆答道，“这是什么意思？马上给我解释！”

“脱下他那身玩意儿，你们俩。”獾命令道。

这可不是件容易的事。水鼠不得不坐在癞蛤蟆身上压住他以便鼹鼠脱下他的外衣，帽子和护目镜。癞蛤蟆嘴里一直对他们骂骂咧咧的。但当他再次站起来时，他似乎更像他自己，更像大家所熟悉的癞蛤蟆了。

“你应该知道这件事总有一天会发生的，蛤蟆，”獾解释说，“我们警告过你多次而你从来不听。你正在花光你所有的钱财，又总是给警察找麻烦，因为你开车像疯子。你跟我到另一个房间去，在那儿你会听到你自己的一些荒唐事。你出来后将会变个样。”

他带癞蛤蟆离开大厅走进一个房间关上了门。水鼠摇着头，说：“仅仅跟他谈谈是救不了他的，他将会作一些许诺——然后又去干他喜欢干的事。”

大约过了一小时，门开了，一只很伤心、很愧疚的癞蛤蟆走了出来，獾跟在他的后面。

“朋友们，”獾看起来很开心，“我高兴地告诉你们癞蛤蟆现在已认识到他曾经有多愚蠢。他已发誓再也不走进汽车。”

“这倒是非常不错的消息。”鼹鼠一本正经地说。

“的确不赖。”水鼠边说边审视着癞蛤蟆脸上的表情。

“好了，蛤蟆，”獾接着说，“我要你在你朋友面前重复你的诺言。”

接下来是一段长长的沉默。

“不！”癞蛤蟆突然说，“不，我不。我不感到愧疚，我一点儿也不愚蠢。那整个太精彩了！我才不发什么誓呢！”

“什么？”獾叫道，“但是在那儿你告诉我——”

“是的，是的，我知道，”癞蛤蟆赶快说，“你说得那么至情至理，亲爱的獾，我就忍不住答应你了。但是我一直在想这个问题。我喜欢开车，我是了不起的驾车手，我发誓我将继续永远开车！扑扑、扑扑！”

“我告诉过你吧，是不是？”水鼠对鼹鼠说。

“很好，”獾说，“如果你不听忠告，我们将不得不采取另一种方法。我们打算和你待在你的屋里直到你清醒过来。带他上楼去，你们俩，把他锁在卧室里。”

癞蛤蟆又打又叫，但还是被他的两个朋友拉上了楼。

“这是为你好，蛤蟆兄，你知道，”水鼠和善地说，“当这种——这种疯狂过去时，我们又可以一起享受美好时光了。”

“我们会好好照顾你的，蛤蟆，”鼹鼠接着说，“你不会再给警察找麻烦，不会再撞车，不会再待在医院几星期了。”

接下来三个朋友开始了几星期的辛苦行动。他们日夜看管着癞蛤蟆，并且总有一个人和他在一起。他们和他聊天，想方设法逗他开心，希望他会忘记他那驾车狂热。

但是癞蛤蟆似乎并没有变好。他时常把卧室里的椅子摆成汽车状，然后他坐在前面的椅子上假装开车，还不停地发出刺耳的引擎声。当他的朋友试着用别的事情引起他的兴趣时，他却只是在那儿一言不发，显得很伤感。

一天早上，轮到水鼠看管癞蛤蟆。他走上楼看见癞蛤蟆仍躺在床上，便轻快地问：“今天怎么样，老伙计？”

从床上传来伤感的低低的回答声：“非常感谢你，亲爱的阿鼠！不过你怎么样，还有极好的鼹鼠和亲爱的老獾？”

“好，都好，”水鼠答道。“獾和鼹鼠，”他也许不很明智地又补充说，“已出去跑步了，他们要到中饭时间才回来，所以就你和我将一起度过这个愉快的早上。”

“我不想因为我而麻烦你，”蛤蟆伤心地低声说，“我想你能否下楼去村里找位医生。不过算了，这已不重要了。很可能现在已经太迟了。”

“你病啦，癞蛤蟆？怎么啦？”

“我不知道……我想我的心……不过你不必伤心，阿鼠。亲爱的，善良的朋友……我真高兴跟你这么熟……真不愿对你说再见……”蛤蟆低低的声音越来越慢，然后停了。

水鼠非常担心，癞蛤蟆躺在那儿安安静静的，一动不动——也许他真的病了。水鼠希望他们俩没跑得太远，他该怎么办？他又看了一眼安静沉默的癞蛤蟆，决定马上去叫医生。他急忙出去小心地锁上了门，然后尽可能快地向村子跑去。

当癞蛤蟆听到大厅前门砰地一响，他马上从床上跳下来，大声地笑起来。他快速地穿上最好的外套并往口袋里塞满了钞票，然后他从床上扯过床单，把它们系在一起。几分钟后，他已从卧室的窗户爬了下来，穿过花园向野外跑去。

几小时以后，他已离家很远了。他高兴地走在公路上，对自己的行为非常满意。“那真是聪明之举！”他对着树木和田野自吹道，“可怜的老阿鼠！一个好人，但不太聪明。獾肯定要对他发火的！”

不久他来到了一座小镇，便决定在那儿的酒馆用午餐。走了那么长的路，他已经非常饿了。吃到半截，他听到了他实在是非常熟悉的声音。扑扑、扑扑！汽车停在了外面，车上的人下来走进酒馆来用餐。

癞蛤蟆兴奋得浑身发抖，他付完账冲了出去。他跑到汽车跟前绕着它来回走，用爱抚的目光盯着它。每个人都在吃午饭，街道里空无一人。

“我想知道，”癞蛤蟆自言自语，“我想知道这种汽车是不是容易发动？”

很容易就启动了，癞蛤蟆发现他坐在了驾驶室。他不知道这是怎么发生的，反正一分钟之后，他已驶出了小镇，除了美妙迷人的疯狂，他忘记了对与错，忘记了一切。

当汽车驶出数英里时，他不断地加大马力，唱着，笑着，把汽车开得越来越快。他再一次认识到他是蛤蟆——集梦想家、冒险家，还有公路上的恐怖分子于一身的癞蛤蟆！

“你是一个危险的犯人，”法官说，“你偷了昂贵的汽车，还像疯子似的驾车。真奇怪你居然没有撞倒人。最后当警察逮捕你时，你还对他们非常粗鲁。基于此，我判你入狱20年。卫士！把犯人带下去！”

癞蛤蟆叫嚷着哭喊着，被带到一座破旧黑暗的城堡，推进了一间地下最小最黑的房子里，然后门在他身后锁上了。


6
Toad's adventures

For weeks Toad refused to eat. He lay on the floor of his prison and cried and cried. 'This is the end of everything,' he said miserably. 'I shall never again be a popular and good-looking Toad, a rich and important Toad, a free and happy Toad. All my friends will forget even the name of Toad!'

But the keeper of the prison had a daughter, and she had a very kind heart. She often came to visit Toad, bringing him nice things to eat, and hot drinks. She asked him questions about his home and his old life, and because Toad loved to talk about himself, it wasn't long before he began to sit up and answer her questions. He also realized how hungry he was, and so he ate and drank the things that she brought. And after a few days of this kindness. Toad was as loud and boastful as he had always been.

One morning the girl seemed very serious. 'Listen, Toad,' she said, 'I have an aunt who is a washerwoman.'

'You mustn't worry about it,' said the Toad kindly. 'I have several aunts who ought to be washerwomen.'

'Don't talk so much, Toad,' said the girl. 'Now listen, I think I have a plan.' And here she whispered in the Toad's ear.

'What?' cried Toad. 'Me — dress as an old washerwoman? Impossible!'

'All right then,' said the girl crossly. 'You can stay in prison for the next twenty years, you ungrateful animal!'

'No, no,' said Toad quickly. 'You are a kind, clever girl, and I am just a stupid toad. I shall be very happy indeed to meet your excellent aunt.'

The next evening a little business was done in the Toad's prison. Several gold coins left the Toad's pocket and disappeared into the washerwoman's purse. Soon afterwards Toad began to climb up the stairs towards the castle entrance. He was wearing an old cotton dress and a black bonnet, and carrying a large basket of washing. And his heart was beating very fast indeed.

He passed the guards, who called out a friendly 'goodnight' to him, and soon Toad was walking through the streets of the town. He was free! Wild with excitement, he found his way to the railway station — and then came the first problem. He had no money to buy a ticket. His wallet, his keys, his watch — everything was in the pockets of his coat, lying on the prison floor.

He had to get away from this town as quickly as he could. But how could he do it? He walked along beside one of the trains until he came to the engine. Then he stood there, crying and looking up at the engine-driver.

'Hey!' called the driver. 'What's the matter, old lady?'

'Oh, sir!' said Toad. 'I'm a poor unhappy washerwoman, and I've lost all my money, and I must get home tonight.'

'Come on, then,' said the engine-driver kindly. 'Jump up, and you can have a free ride. But don't tell anyone!'

So far everything was going well for Toad. The train hurried through the night, taking him away from the hateful prison. Bur Toad's luck didn't last for long.

There came a moment when the engine-driver put his head out of the window and looked back.

'That's strange,' he said. 'There's a train behind us, coming up very fast. I can see it in the moonlight. I think they're chasing us! I wonder what...' And then the engine-driver gave Toad a long hard look.

So Toad had to tell the true story of his crime and his escape. The engine-driver looked very serious. He thought for a bit, then said, 'I don't like policemen telling me what to do. And I don't like to see an animal crying. So cheer up, Toad! This is what we'll do. In a mile or two the train goes through a wood. I'll slow down there, and you'll be able to jump off the train and get away in the dark.'

Half an hour later both Trains had disappeared into the night, and Toad was hiding under some dead leaves in the middle of a strange wood. There, he fell asleep and didn't open his eyes again until early morning. He woke up cold and hungry — but still free!

His next adventure was with a barge on a canal. He had walked out of the wood and found a road, which after a while began to run along the side of a canal. Toad liked the idea of getting a free ride, so when he saw the barge coming along the canal, he quickly jumped from the canal bank on to the end of the barge. Then the barge-woman turned and saw him. Toad was ready with his story.

'I'm a poor unhappy washerwoman,' he began.

But the barge-woman, Toad quickly discovered, was a most unpleasant person. She came up to Toad and looked hard at his face under his bonnet. 'Washerwoman indeed! You're a fat lazy little toad, that's what you are!' she said rudely. 'Get off my barge!' And she actually pushed Toad off the barge into the canal.

Toad swam to the bank and climbed out. He was wildly angry. How could he punish this rude and terrible person? Then he saw the horse which was pulling the barge, and an idea came to him.

Two minutes later he was riding the horse across the fields away from the canal. Behind him, the barge-woman was shouting and screaming angrily. Toad rode on, laughing at his own great cleverness.

Later that morning he met a man with a caravan, who was cooking over a fire in a field. Toad sold him the barge-woman's horse for a good price and a hot breakfast. He ate and ate until he was almost too full to move. But he still had a long way to go to get home, so he got up and went on. The sun was shining brightly, his clothes were dry again, and the new coins made a pleasant sound in his pocket. He took off the bonnet, which was too hot, and began to think about all his adventures and escapes.

'Ho, ho!' he said to himself. 'What a clever Toad I am! How brave! How intelligent! No problem is too difficult for Toad!' He began to sing a song about himself as he walked along, although there was no one to hear it. It was perhaps the most boastful song that any animal ever sang.

If there's a need the world to save,

Then send for Mr Toad!

There's none so clever, none so brave,

As famous Mr Toad!

There was a lot more of it, and it got more and more boastful as it went on.

He came to a road and began to walk along it, hoping for another free ride. After a time he saw a small cloud of dust coming up the road behind him, and he heard the noise, that beautiful noise, of a motor-car. He stood in the middle of the road and when the car saw him, it began to slow down.

And then a terrible thing happened. Toad recognized the car and the people in it. And what is worse, the people recognized Toad.

'It's the car thief!' they shouted. 'The criminal who has escaped from prison! Stop him! Catch him!'

Toad turned and ran. He picked up his skirts and ran faster than he had ever run in his life. But the people from the car were now running after him, shouting and screaming at him to stop. They chased him through a wood, across fields, up a hill, and down into a valley. Once Toad looked back and saw that two policemen had joined the chase. He tried to run even faster, but he was a fat animal and his legs were short, and the people were catching up with him.

On and on he ran. He was now among tall trees, and again he looked behind him. At that moment the land disappeared beneath his feet, and, splash! he found himself in deep water, cold water, fast-moving water. In his terror, he had run straight into a river!

And away the river took him, pushing him along, first on one side, then on the other. The cotton dress tied itself round his legs, trying to pull him under, and Toad had to fight to keep his head above water.

'Oh my!' cried poor Toad. 'I'll never look at another motor-car for the rest of my life!'

At last he managed to catch hold of some water plants by the river bank. He held on, too tired to pull himself out of the water. Then he saw something bright in a dark hole in the bank. It moved towards him, and became a face.

Brown and small, with whiskers.

It was the Water Rat!



washerwoman n. a woman whose work is washing other people's clothes. 洗衣婆。

scream v. cry in a loud shrill voice. 尖叫着说（某事）。

pleasant adj. nice, enjoyable, pleasing. 愉悦的。

recognize v. know, identify again (sb. or sth.) that one has seen, heard etc. before. 认识，认出。

thief n. person who steals. esp. secretly & without violence. 小偷。

valley n. stretch of land between hills or mountains, often with a river flowing through it. 山谷，溪谷。


6　癞蛤蟆的冒险经历

[image: alt]

癞蛤蟆绝食了几星期。他躺在监狱的地板上哭个不停。“一切都完了，”他悲惨地说，“我再也不是受人注目、英俊潇洒的蛤蟆了，我不再富有、不再重要了，不再有自由和幸福了。所有的朋友甚至将忘记蛤蟆这个名字！”

不过监狱的看守有个女儿，她的心肠很好。她时常来看他，带给他好东西吃，热饮料喝。她问起他的家和他过去的生活，因为癞蛤蟆极爱谈论他自己，不久他便开始坐起来回答她的问题。他也感觉到好饿，于是便拿起她的东西又吃又喝。这样受惠了几天后，癞蛤蟆又变得像过去那样好招摇、好吹牛了。

一天早上，女孩非常正经地说：“听着，癞蛤蟆，我有一个姑妈，她是洗衣婆。”

“你不必为此忧虑，”癞蛤蟆友善地说，“我有几个姑妈，她们本应该是洗衣婆。”

“少说点，癞蛤蟆，你听着，我想我有个计划。”然后她对癞蛤蟆耳语了一番。

“什么？”癞蛤蟆叫起来，“我——装扮成老洗衣婆？不可能！”

“那么好吧，”女孩生气地说，“你就在监狱里待满20年吧，你这个不知好歹的东西！”

“不，不，”癞蛤蟆赶快说，“你是一个善良聪明的女孩，我只是傻乎乎的癞蛤蟆，我的确应该非常乐意见你那了不起的姑妈。”

第二天晚上，在癞蛤蟆的牢房里进行了一次小小的交易。几个金币离开了癞蛤蟆的口袋落入了洗衣婆的钱包。不久，癞蛤蟆开始向城堡的出口处爬去。他穿一件旧旧的棉外套，戴顶黑色的无边帽，挎着一大篮衣物，他的心跳得飞快。

他经过卫兵时，卫兵还友好地对他道“晚安”，很快他就走在了城镇的街道上。他自由了！他激动得要命，找到去火车站的路——这时第一个问题出现了，他没有钱买票。他的钱包、钥匙、表统统都装在上衣口袋里，而他把上衣扔在了牢房的地上。

他得尽快离开这个城镇。该怎么办呢？他沿着一辆停靠着的火车向前走，走到了车头。他站在那儿，边哭边看着火车司机。

“嘿！”司机叫道，“你怎么啦！老婆婆？”

“哦，先生！”癞蛤蟆说，“我是可怜的不走运的洗衣婆，我把所有的钱都弄丢了，但我今晚必须回家。”

“那么上来吧，”好心的司机说道，“跳上来，你可以搭个便车，但不要告诉任何人！”

到目前为止，一切都很顺利。火车穿过黑夜向前奔驰，带他远离了这可憎的牢狱。但癞蛤蟆的好运没有维持多久。

有那么一会儿，司机将头伸出窗外，向后看了看。

“这很奇怪，”他说，“我们后面有辆火车，开得飞快。我能借着月光看见它，我想他们是在追赶我们！我想知道……”然后司机用严厉的目光盯着癞蛤蟆的脸。

癞蛤蟆不得不告诉他自己是怎样犯罪的，又是怎样逃出来的。司机看起来很严肃，他略想了一下，然后说：“我不喜欢警察告诉我该怎么做。我也不喜欢看动物哭。振作起来，癞蛤蟆！这才是我们该做的。过一二英里，火车要经过一片树林。到那儿我会把速度放慢，你就可以跳下火车趁天黑逃走。”

半小时后，两辆火车都消失在夜幕里。癞蛤蟆藏在一片陌生树林中的一些落叶下面。他躺在那儿不知不觉就睡着了，直到第二天清晨才睁开眼睛。他又冷又饿——但仍是自由的！

他的下一个冒险经历是在运河的一条驳船上。他走出树林看见了一条路，这条路延伸到一条运河边，他便沿着运河向前跑着。癞蛤蟆喜欢上了搭便车，因此当他看见一条驳船沿河开来时，他毫不犹豫地从河岸跳到船尾。刚巧船婆转过身看见了他，癞蛤蟆又开始讲他的故事。

“我是个可怜的不走运的洗衣婆。”他开始讲道。

但他很快发现，这个女人是世界上最不友善的人。她走到蛤蟆跟前，死死盯着无边帽下蛤蟆的脸。“好一个洗衣婆！你是一只又肥又懒的小癞蛤蟆，这才是你的真面目！”她粗暴地说着，“滚出我的船！”同时她就真地把癞蛤蟆推入了运河。

癞蛤蟆游到岸边爬了上来。他气得要发疯。怎样才能治治这个粗鲁可恶的老妇人？后来他看见了那只正拉着驳船的马，立刻计上心头。

两分钟后，他骑在马上穿过田野离开了运河。船婆在他身后气愤地又喊又叫。癞蛤蟆骑着马向前，为他自己伟大的聪明之举开怀大笑。

那天早上，他还遇见了一位驾大篷车的人，他正在野地火堆上烧东西吃。癞蛤蟆开了一个好价把老妇人的马卖给他并享受了一顿热乎乎的早餐。他吃呀吃呀直到撑得几乎不能动。但他想到仍有很长的路要赶，便站起来又出发了。太阳明晃晃地照着，他的衣服又干了，新得的硬币在他口袋里发出令人愉悦的声音。他觉得太热便摘下了帽子，开始回顾着他所有冒险和逃跑的经历。

“嚯，嚯！”他自言自语道，“我是多么聪明的蛤蟆！多么勇敢！多么机智！没有什么事能难倒我蛤蟆！”尽管没有谁能听到，他还是边走边唱着赞美自己的歌。这也许是所有动物曾唱过的最最自夸的歌：

如果世界需要人拯救，

那么去找蛤蟆先生！

没有谁如此聪明，如此勇敢，

像著名的蛤蟆先生！

还有许多诸如此类的歌词，反正是吹得越来越离谱。

他上了公路并沿着路向前走，希望再次搭个便车。过不多久，他看见身后有一团尘雾卷来，而且还听到了那种声音，那种美妙的引擎之声。他站在公路中间，司机看见他便开始减速。

然后一件可怕的事发生了。癞蛤蟆认出了汽车和车里的人。更糟糕的是，这些人也认出了他。

“那是汽车盗贼！”他们叫道，“是刚从监狱里逃出来的犯人！截住他！抓住他！”

癞蛤蟆转身就跑。他提着裙摆以他一生中最快的速度向前跑。但是车上的人穷追不舍，在他身后喊着叫着喝令他站住。他们追着他跑过树林，穿过田野，越过山峦，又追进了山谷。有次癞蛤蟆回头瞥了一眼，看见又有两名警察加入这次追捕。他想跑得更快些，但是可怜他身材矮胖双腿短小，根本无法甩开他们。

他跑呀跑，跑进一片高高的树林里，他又回头看了看。一瞬间他感到双脚悬空，紧接着，啪地一声，他发现自己已在深水里，水流冰冷湍急。惊恐中，他直接跑进了一条河里！

河水带着他向前流，一会儿把他推到这边，一会儿又推到那边。棉布外套裹住了他的腿，将他向下拽，他不得不挣扎着让头浮在水面上。

“哎呀！”可怜的癞蛤蟆哭喊道，“我下半生再也不想见到汽车了！”

最后他好不容易抓住了河边的一些水草。他坚持着，但是他太累了，不能将自己拉上岸。这时，他看见河岸边一个黑洞里有个亮亮的东西向他凑过来，然后他看见了一张脸。

小小的，褐色的，还有胡须。

是水鼠！


7
Return to Toad Hall

The Rat got hold of Toad's neck. pulled him out of the water, and took him into his hall.

'Oh Ratty!' cried Toad. 'I've done so many wonderful things since I last saw you! The dangers that I've been in! I was put in prison — escaped, of course! Pushed into a canal — swam safely away! Stole a horse — sold it for a lot of money! Oh, I am a clever Toad, and—'

'Toad,' said the Water Rat, very seriously. 'stop boasting! Go upstairs at once, wash yourself, and put on some of my clothes. I've never seen anything as wet and dirty as you are.'

Toad went upstairs a little crossly, but he was pleased to get out of the washerwoman's dress. He came down very clean and tidy, and ready to tell the Rat all about his adventures — how clever, how brave, how successful he had been. The Rat gave him lunch, and listened, unsmiling, while Toad talked and talked and talked. When at last he finished, the Rat looked up.

'I have to tell you, Toad,' he said slowly, 'that I feel ashamed — yes, ashamed, to have a criminal, an escaped prisoner, for my friend. Can't you see that none of this is exciting or amusing?'

There was a little silence. Then Toad said sadly, 'You're right, Ratty. Of course you are. How silly and boastful I have been! I shall become a quiet, sensible Toad from now on. In a while I'll walk down to Toad Hall and—'

'Walk down to Toad Hall?' cried the Rat. 'What are you talking about? Haven't you heard?'

'Heard what?' said Toad, looking frightened. 'Quick, Ratty, tell me! What haven't I heard?'

'About the Wild Wooders!' cried the Rat. 'The Stoats and the Weasels and the Ferrets — they've taken Toad Hall! When you were sent to prison, they came out of the Wild Wood one dark night and broke into the Hall. They've been living there ever since — eating your food, drinking your drink, giving wild parties. They've got guns and knives and sticks, and they keep guards round the house night and day. They say they're going to stay there for ever.'

At first Toad couldn't believe it. But he had gone up to Toad Hall, and two ferrets in the garden had laughed at him, and the stoats who were guarding the walls had shot at him. Toad dropped flat in the road and the bullet passed over his head. He went back, very unhappy, to the Water Rat.

That night there was a meeting in the Rat's house. The Mole and the Badger came, to talk about plans to take back Toad Hall from the Wild Wooders.

When they came in and saw Toad, the Badger shook his head sadly. 'Poor Toad! This is not a happy home-coming for you.'

But the Mole was very pleased to see him. 'Here's old Toad!' he cried. 'How did you manage to escape from prison? It was very clever of you to do that.'

'Clever?' said Toad. 'Well, I don't want to boast, Mole. I'll tell you all about it and you decide if—'

'Toad, do be quiet, please!' said the Rat. 'We need to discuss plans. I think I know the best way for Toad to—'

'No, you don't!' said the Mole. 'I know what Toad should do. He should—'

'Well, I'm not going to!' cried Toad, getting excited. 'I'm not taking orders from you fellows! It's my house that we're talking about and—'

By now they were almost shouting at each other, when suddenly a deep low voice came from an armchair.

'Be quiet at once, all of you!' said the Badger. 'And listen. The Mole and I have been watching Toad Hall. The stoats, with their guns, are on guard all round the walls, and they're very good guards too. We can't attack the place from outside. They're too strong for us.'

'Then there's no hope,' cried Toad miserably. 'I shall go and join the army or something, and never see my dear Toad Hall again!'

'Cheer up, Toady,' said the Badger, 'because now I'm going to tell you a very great secret.'

Toad sat up, interested. He loved secrets, though he could never keep them.

'There — is — an — underground — tunnel,' said the Badger slowly, 'which goes from the river bank near here, right up into the middle of Toad Hall.'

'Don't be silly, Badger!' cried Toad. 'Of course there isn't! I know Toad Hall, inside and outside, and—'

'My young friend,' said the Badger calmly, 'your father — who was a great friend of mine — told me many things that he didn't tell you. "Don't tell my son about this tunnel," he said to me. "He's a good boy. but he talks far too much."'

Toad opened his mouth to argue, and then decided not to.

'I asked Otter,' continued the Badger, 'to do some spy work for us. He pretended to be a gardener and went to the back door of the Hall, asking for work. During the conversation he learnt that tomorrow night there will be a big birthday party — the Chief Weasel's, I think — in the dining-hall. All the weasels will be there, eating and drinking and laughing, and making a lot of noise.'

'But the stoats will still be on guard on the walls,' said the Rat.

'True,' agreed the Badger. 'But the weasels, you see, know that, so they won't have any guns or sticks with them at the party. And the tunnel comes up into that little room right next to the dining-hall. We only have to—'

'—run into the dining-hall—' cried the Mole.

'—with our guns and sticks and knives—' shouted the Rat.

'—and chase them and beat them and hit them!' cried the Toad, greatly excited. He ran round and round the room, jumping over the chairs.

'Very well, then,' said the Badger, sitting back comfortably and opening his newspaper. 'That is the plan, and there's nothing more for you to argue about.'

All the next day the Rat hurried about, getting the guns and the knives and the sticks ready. Once the Badger lifted his head from the newspaper.

'We shan't need guns or knives. Ratty,' he said. 'We four, with our slicks, will clear the dining-hall in five minutes. I could do it by myself.'

'Better to be safe than sorry,' said the Rat.

At last the evening came, and the four friends went quietly along the river bank to find the entrance to the secret tunnel. Toad, of course, managed to fall in the river and his friends had to pull him out. The tunnel was cold, and wet, and dark, and narrow. Poor Toad got frightened and ran into the Rat by mistake, who then nearly knocked the Mole over. All this made a lot of noise, and the Badger, who was in front with the lantern, turned round.

'If Toad can't keep quiet,' he whispered angrily, 'I'll leave him here alone in the dark!'

After that, the Toad kept very quiet.

They could hear the noise of the party while they were still underground. Silently, they pushed open the door in the roof of the tunnel, and climbed up into the small room next to the dining-hall. Now they could hear one of the weasels singing a very rude song about Toad the car-thief.

'Just wait until I get my hands on him!' Toad whispered angrily, showing his teeth.

'Right, boys!' said the Badger, looking round at his friends. 'The hour has come! Follow me!'

And they crashed through the door into the dining-hall.

What a battle it was! How the four friends roared as they ran through the hall! What screams of fear came from the surprised weasels and ferrets! Tables and chairs were knocked over, plates and glasses went crashing to the floor. Up and down went the four friends, shouting and roaring, and their sticks whistled through the air. There were only four of them, but they seemed enormous to the weasels and the ferrets. The Wild Wooders ran in terror, escaping through the doors and windows, and even up the chimneys — anywhere to get away from those terrible sticks.

In five minutes the room was cleared. The stoats outside, the four friends discovered later, had gone too. They were already frightened by the noise of battle from the hall, so when the weasels and the ferrets started running out in terror, the stoats dropped their guns and ran back to the Wild Wood. In fact, after that night there was no more trouble from the Wild Wooders for a long time. And when any of them met the Badger and his friends out for a walk, they were very polite indeed.

Back in Toad Hall, there was a lot of tidying up to do after the battle. At last it was all done, and the four friends, tired but happy, went upstairs to bed.

'And now,' said the Badger, after breakfast the next morning, 'we must have a Victory Party. Toad, you must write and invite all our friends for tonight.'

'What — me do all the work?' said Toad crossly. 'Why...' He suddenly stopped, then said, 'Yes, of course. I'll do everything. I'll plan the party, and the singing and—'

'Oh no,' said the Rat. 'You're not going to sing any of your songs.'

'Not just one little song?' asked Toad miserably.

'No, Toady. You know very well that your songs are all about you and how clever you are. They're just one long boast!'

'Come on now, Toad,' said the Badger kindly. 'You know that you have to change your ways and become a sensible animal. Why not begin now? What better moment could there be, on your return to Toad Hall?'

Toad looked at his three friends' serious faces. For a long while he seemed to be thinking deeply. At last he spoke. 'My friends, you are right,' he said sadly. 'And I am wrong. From today, I will be a very different Toad. You will never be ashamed of me again.'

The party was a great success. Everyone wanted to hear about the battle, and there was a lot of noisy talking and laughing. But Toad was not at all noisy. He moved quietly round the room, making sure that everyone had enough to eat and drink. He said very little about the battle, only, 'Oh, it was Badger's clever plan. And the Mole and the Rat did all the hard fighting.'

His three friends watched him with their mouths open in surprise — which pleased Toad very much. Towards the end of the evening, some of the younger animals started banging on the table and shouting, 'Toad! Song! Mr Toad's Song!' But Toad only shook his head gently, and immediately began a quiet conversation with Otter, asking in an interested voice about his children.

He was indeed a different Toad!



ashamed adj. feeling distressed as if self-respect lost because of wrong, dishonourable behaviour or failure. 羞愧的。

silly adj. not sensible or serious; a little stupid. 傻的。

bullet n. shaped piece of lead, usu. coated with another metal, (to be) fired from a rifle or revolver. 子弹。

spy n. person who keeps a secret watch on the movement of others. 间谍；侦察员。

conversation n. talk. 交谈。

lantern n. case protecting a light from the wind outdoors. 灯笼，提灯。

enormous adj. very big, very strong. 巨大的，强大的。

chimney n. structure through which smoke from a fire is carried away through the wall or roof of a building. 烟囱。

victory n. winning a battle or a fight. 胜利。

success n. the gaining of what is aimed at. 成功。

indeed adv. really. 的确。


7．重返蛤蟆宅第

[image: alt]

水鼠抓住癞蛤蟆的脖子将他拉出水面，然后把他带回客厅。

“噢，阿鼠！”癞蛤蟆叫道，“最后那次见你之后，我做了好多了不起的事！险情层出不穷！我被投入监狱——逃出来了，当然！被推进了运河——安全游上了岸！偷了一匹马——卖了好多钱！噢，我真是聪明的癞蛤蟆，而且——”

“癞蛤蟆，”水鼠很严肃地打断道，“不要再吹牛了！快上楼，洗洗干净换上我的衣服。我从来没见过谁像你这样又湿又脏的。”

癞蛤蟆有点愠怒地上楼了，但是他还是很乐意脱掉这身洗衣婆的装扮。他一身整洁干净地下楼了，准备告诉水鼠他的冒险经历——他是多么聪明，多么勇敢，多么成功。水鼠给他取来午餐，不苟言笑地听癞蛤蟆在那儿滔滔不绝。最后癞蛤蟆结束了，水鼠抬头看着他。

“我得告诉你，癞蛤蟆，”他慢慢地说着，“我感到羞耻——是的，羞耻有一位朋友是犯人，一位逃出来的犯人。难道你看不出这一切一点也不有趣，一点也不令人兴奋吗？”

一阵沉默后，癞蛤蟆难过地说：“你是对的，阿鼠。当然，你对。我太愚蠢，太好吹牛了！从现在起，我应该做一个安静、理智的癞蛤蟆。过一会我就回蛤蟆宅第，然后——”

“回蛤蟆宅第？”水鼠叫道，“你在说什么呀？难道你没听说？”

“听说什么？”癞蛤蟆问道，一副惊恐的样子，“快，阿鼠，告诉我！什么我没听说？”

“关于野树林的动物！”水鼠叫道，“大白鼬，黄鼠狼和雪貂——他们占据了蛤蟆宅第！当你被送进监狱，他们在一个漆黑的晚上走出野树林，闯进了你的宅第。从此他们就住在那儿了——吃你的，喝你的，开狂欢晚会。他们有刀，有枪，有棍棒，日夜都有卫士把守在房子周围。他们说他们将永远住下去。”

刚开始癞蛤蟆怎么也不能相信这件事。他还是去了蛤蟆宅第，只见两只雪貂站在花园里嘲笑着他，守卫在墙头上的大白鼬向他开枪射击。癞蛤蟆急忙趴在地上，子弹从他头上飞过。他非常沮丧地回到了水鼠家。

那天晚上在水鼠家里有个会。鼹鼠和獾要来一起商量怎么从野树林动物手中夺回蛤蟆宅第。

当他们走进房子看见癞蛤蟆时，獾很遗憾地摇着头说：“可怜的蛤蟆！对你来说，这不是一次愉快的回家之行。”

当鼹鼠见到他显得非常高兴。“你这个老蛤蟆！”他叫道，“你是怎么设法从监狱里逃出来的？你真是聪明。”

“聪明？”癞蛤蟆说，“得了，我不想吹牛了，鼹鼠。我将告诉你所有的一切，然后你会决定我是否——”

“癞蛤蟆，请你务必保持安静！”水鼠说道，“我们必须研究些方案。我想我知道癞蛤蟆应采取的最好方法——”

“不，你不知道！”鼹鼠打断道，“我知道癞蛤蟆应怎么做，他应该——”

“够了，我什么都不想做！”癞蛤蟆叫道，他有些激动。“我不会听从你们这帮家伙的命令！我们现在谈论的是我的房子，而且——”

这时，他们几乎是在互相大叫大嚷了，突然从手扶椅那儿传来一个低沉的声音。

“你们全给我马上安静下来！”獾说道，“听着，鼹鼠和我一直在注意着蛤蟆宅第的动向。持枪的大白鼬把守在围墙周围，他们还都是很不赖的卫兵。我们是不能从外面攻打进去的。对于我们来说，他们太厉害了。”

“那么没有希望了，”癞蛤蟆痛苦地叫道，“我将离开这儿去参军或干别的什么，我将再也见不到我心爱的宅第了！”

“振作起来，阿癞，”獾说，“因为我将告诉你一个非常重大的秘密。”

蛤蟆很有兴趣地坐直了身。他喜欢秘密，尽管他从来不能保守秘密。“有——个——地——下——通——道，”獾缓缓地说，“从附近的河岸刚好通到蛤蟆宅第的中部。”

“别荒唐了，獾！”癞蛤蟆叫了起来，“当然没有！我熟悉蛤蟆宅第的里里外外，而且——”

“我的年轻朋友，”獾平静地说，“你父亲——我最好的朋友——告诉过我许多没对你提过的事情。‘不要把这个通道告诉我儿子，’他对我说，‘他是好孩子，但他话太多。’”

癞蛤蟆张大嘴巴准备争辩，马上又决定放弃了。

“我让水獭，”獾继续道，“为我们作了些侦察。他扮成园丁去宅子后门找活干。在交谈中，他了解到明天晚上那儿将举行大型的生日晚会——我想是黄鼠狼头头的——在餐厅里。所有的黄鼠狼将在那儿吃喝玩乐，并制造出许多噪声。”

“但是大白鼬肯定还会在墙头上巡逻。”水鼠说道。

“是的，”獾赞同道，“但是你要明白，正是因为黄鼠狼知道有人放哨，他们在舞会上就不会随身带枪棍之类的。而地道刚好通到餐厅隔壁的那个小房间，我们只要——”

“——冲进厅——”鼹鼠叫道。

“——带着我们的枪、棍和刀——”水鼠喊道。

“——然后赶他们、揍他们、砍他们！”蛤蟆也叫了起来，他异常激动，跨过椅子，在房间里跑圈儿。

“很好，那么，”獾舒服地向后靠坐着，打开报纸。“这就是计划，你们没有什么再争吵了吧。”

第二天一整天，水鼠忙上忙下，准备着枪、刀和棍棒。一次，獾从报纸上抬起头，说：“我们不需要刀枪，阿鼠。我们四个带着棍棒在五分钟内就可以清理好餐厅，其实我一个就能解决。”

“最好能万无一失，免得有遗憾。”水鼠答道。

夜幕终于降临了，这四个朋友悄悄地沿着河岸找到了秘密通道的入口。癞蛤蟆竟然掉到了河里，这也是情理中的事，他的朋友不得不将他拉了上来。地道里又冷又湿，既黑也窄。可怜的癞蛤蟆害怕极了，不小心撞倒了水鼠，水鼠又差点碰倒了鼹鼠。这不免弄出了很多响声，獾提着灯笼走在前面，这时转过头。

“如果蛤蟆不能保持镇定，”他压低声音生气地说，“我就把他独个儿留在黑暗里！”

此后，癞蛤蟆就一直特别安静。

他们在宅第的地下就能听到晚会的喧闹声。悄悄地，他们推开了地道顶上的门，然后爬进餐厅隔壁的那间小房子。现在他们可以听见一只黄鼠狼正唱着一首相当粗俗的歌，是关于癞蛤蟆这个盗车贼如何如何。

“待会儿我要掐住他的脖子！”癞蛤蟆呲牙咧嘴，愤愤地低声说道。

“好了，小伙子们！”獾看着他的朋友们说。“时候到了！跟我来！”

紧接着，他们撞开门冲进饭厅。

那是一场怎样的战斗啊！这四个朋友是怎样怒吼着冲进了大厅！吃惊的黄鼠狼和雪貂发出了怎样的尖叫声！桌子和椅子给撞倒了，杯子和盘子摔碎在地板上。这四个朋友横冲直闯，怒吼狂叫着，他们的棍棒在空中发出嘶嘶挥舞声。他们仅有四位，但在黄鼠狼、雪貂眼里他们似乎非常强大。这些野树林动物吓得到处跑，从门那儿，从窗户那儿，有的甚至从烟囱那儿——任何能躲开那些可怕的棍子的地方。

五分钟内房间就被清除干净。这四个伙伴后来才发现外面的大白鼬也不见了。其实，大厅里的战斗声把他们给吓倒了，于是当黄鼠狼和雪貂在惊恐中乱窜时，他们也扔下枪逃回野树林。事实上，自那晚后的很长时间里，野树林的动物没再来找过麻烦。而且当他们中的任何一位遇见獾和他的朋友在外面散步时都显得非常有礼貌。

会战后的蛤蟆宅第有许多清扫工作要做。最后收拾妥当，这四个伙伴虽累但很开心地上楼睡觉了。

“现在，”第二天早餐后，獾开口道，“我们应该举行一个庆功宴会。癞蛤蟆，你应该写些请柬邀请我们所有的朋友今晚来这儿。”

“什么——我干这所有的活？”癞蛤蟆生气地说，“为什么……”他突然停下来，然后说道，“是的，当然。我将照办，安排一个派对，又唱又——”

“噢，不，”水鼠打断道，“你不要再唱你的那些歌了。”

“一首都不行吗？”癞蛤蟆伤心地问道。

“不行，阿癞。你很了解你的歌全是关于你自己，还有你是多么聪明之类的。那仅仅是些冗长的吹牛罢了！”

“好了，蛤蟆，”獾和善地说，“你知道你得改变你的行事方式，成为一只理智的动物。为什么不从现在开始呢？如今你重新返回蛤蟆宅第，还有比现在更好的时刻吗？”

癞蛤蟆看着三位朋友严肃的表情，很长时间，他似乎沉浸在思考中。最后他开口了。“我的朋友，你们是对的，”他难过地说道，“我错了，从今天开始，我将洗心革面，你们将不再会为我感到羞耻了。”

晚会非常成功。每个人都想听听那次袭击，大家在那儿说着，笑着，吵吵嚷嚷的。但是癞蛤蟆一点也不吵。他在房间里静静地转悠着，保证大家都有足够的食品和饮料。关于那次战斗，他只谈了一点点：“哦，那是獾的妙计，鼹鼠和水鼠的英勇作战。”

他的三位朋友张大嘴巴吃惊地看着他——这让癞蛤蟆非常开心。晚宴临近尾声时，一些年轻的动物开始敲着桌子叫着：“蛤蟆！唱歌！唱首蛤蟆先生的歌！”但是癞蛤蟆只是轻轻地摇了摇头，很快又转过去静静地和水獭聊天，还很感兴趣地问着他孩子们的情况。

他确实是改变了！


Exercises

A Checking your understanding

Chapters 1－2 How much can you remember? Check your answers.

1 What had the Mole never seen before in his life?

2 Who came to join the Rat and the Mole at their lunch party?

3 Who didn't come to join the lunch party?

4 Who did the friends see rowing very badly up the river?

5 What had yellow and green sides, and red wheels?

6 What came past them in a storm of noise and wind and dust?

7 What did Toad do the day after the accident with the caravan?




Chapters 3－4 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 The Badger loved parties and meeting lots of people.

2 The Mole went for a walk in the Wild Wood by himself.

3 The Rat and the Mole got lost because of the snow.

4 The Badger was angry and wouldn't let them come in to his house.

5 The Rat told the Badger that Toad was a very good driver.

6 The friends' journey home again was long and difficult.




Chapters 5－6 Who or what in these chapters...

1 ... wanted to teach Toad to be sensible?

2 ... did Toad steal outside the pub?

3 ... was kind to Toad in prison?

4 ... was Toad wearing when he escaped from prison?

5 ... pushed Toad into a canal?

6 ... did Toad steal next?

7 ... pulled Toad out of the river?




Chapter 7 Write answers to these questions.

1 What had happened while Toad was in prison?

2 How did the four friends get back into Toad Hall?

3 In what ways was Toad different at the Victory Party?




B Working with language

1 Use these words to join the sentences together. Check your answers in Chapters 1 to 3.

while　if　where　but　when

1 'Toad's a nice fellow. He never learns from his mistakes.'

2 'You will learn to now in the end. You're patient and work hard.'

3 'Toad always goes crazy at first. He gets a new idea into his head.'

4 The Mole went deeper and deeper into the wood. The light was less and the trees grew close together.

5 'Just pull on that bell, Mole. I knock on 1he door.'

2 Complete these sentences with in formation from the story.

1 Toad's friends were worried about his motor-car madness, so...

2 When the Rat went to get the doctor, Toad...

3 The Judge sent Toad to prison for twenty years because...

4 Toad hoped to get a free ride on the barge, but...

5 The four friends couldn't attack Toad Hall from the outside, because...




C Activities

1 Which character did you like best in the story? Why? Write a few lines to describe him or her.

2 You are one of the weasels from the Wild Wood. Describe in a letter to a friend what living in Toad Hall was like, and what happened on the night of the battle when Toad and his friends came back.

3 At the end of the story Toad seems to be a very different Toad. Do you think he will stay like that, or will he become silly and boastful again? Imagine it is a year later, and write a paragraph to finish the story, describing Toad and his life.


Glossary

attack

to begin fighting or trying to hurt someone

boast

to say that everything you are and everything you do is the best in the world

bother

a word that shows you are a little angry

dining-hall

a large room where meals are eaten

enormous

very big

fellow

a friendly word for a man (here, a male animal)

guard

someone who watches a prisoner or keeps a building safe

judge

a person who decides if someone is a criminal or not

madness

sickness in the mind

mess about

to play around, to do pleasant, silly, unimportant things

patter

to make quick, light sounds (like the sound of rain falling or small feet running)

pleasant

nice, enjoyable, pleasing

roar

to make a long, loud, deep sound

rude

not polite

silly

not sensible or serious; a little stupid

terror

very great fear

victory

winning a battle or a fight

washerwoman

a woman whose work is washing other people's clothes

whisper

to speak very softly and quietly

whistle

to make a sound by blowing through nearly closed lips
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简　介

想象一下，你正置身于湖畔的一座古旧宅邸之中。时间是夜里，外面暴雨肆虐，狂风绕着灰色的石墙嘶吼。房子下面的一间阴森的地窖里放着一口棺材，里面躺着玛德琳小姐的尸体。同你一起待在房间里的是她的哥哥，正在用疯狂的目光望着你。想象一下吧……你这是在鄂榭府上。

翻到另一页，可以见到一只黑猫被人勒住脖子吊在树上。再翻一页，你就会听到一次美妙绝伦的假面舞会上响起的音乐声，看见一千个人在唱歌、跳舞。你现在是在普洛斯佩罗亲王的城堡中。城堡里面灯火通明、生气勃勃，人人纵情狂欢；但是在城墙外面，逡巡着那可怕的戴面具的红死魔……

这些故事将会带你进入一个阴暗的幻想世界，一个充满了恐怖、梦幻与疯狂的世界。

不要一个人读它们！




埃德加·爱伦·坡（1809—1849）出生于美国波士顿。在短暂而郁郁不得志的一生中，他曾供职于几家报社，并发表了很多短篇小说和诗歌。也许最令他声名远播的是他的短篇小说创作。
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The Fall of the House of Usher

It was a grey autumn day and the sky was full of large black clouds. All day I had ridden through flat and uninteresting countryside, but at last, as it began to grow dark, I saw the end of my journey.

There, in front of me, stood the House of Usher. And at once — I do not know why — a strange feeling of deep gloom came down on me and covered me like a blanket. I looked up at the old house with its high stone walls and narrow windows. I looked around at the thin dry grass and the old dying trees, and an icy hand seemed to take hold of my heart. I felt cold and sick, and could not think of one happy thought to chase away my gloom.

Why, I wondered, did the House of Usher make me feel so sad? I could find no answer.

There was a lake next to the house and I rode my horse up to the edge and stopped. Perhaps from here the house would not seem so sad, so full of gloom. I looked down into the mirror of dark, still water, and saw again the empty, eye-like windows of the house and the dying trees all around it. The feeling of gloom was stronger than ever.

It was in this house that I was going to spend the next few weeks. Its owner, Roderick Usher, had been a good friend of mine when I was a boy. I had not seen him for many years, but recently he had sent me a letter — a sad and terrible letter. He wrote that he was ill, ill in body and ill in mind; that he wanted and needed to see me. I was his only friend, the only person who could help him in his illness.

Although we had been good friends when we were young, I knew very little about him. He had never spoken much about himself, but I knew that he came from a very old family of which he was the last living man. I also knew that in the Usher family there had never been many children and so for hundreds of years the family name, together with the family home, had passed straight from father to son.

As I stood by the lake, my feeling of gloom grew and grew. I knew also that underneath my gloom lay fear, and fear does strange things to the mind. I began to imagine that the gloom was not in my mind, but was something real. It was like a mysterious cloud, which seemed to come straight from the dark lake and the dying trees and the old walls of the house. A heavy grey cloud, which carried with it disease and fear.

This was a dream, I told myself, and I looked more carefully at the building in front of me. It was, indeed, very old and I noticed that every stone had cracks and holes in it. But there was nothing really wrong with the building. No stones were missing. The only thing that I noticed was a very small crack which started at the top of the building and continued all the way down into the dark waters of the lake.

I went up to the front of the house. A servant took my horse and I stepped into the large hall. Another servant led me silently upstairs. On the walls there were many strange, dark pictures which made me feel nervous. I remembered these pictures from my earlier visits to the house when I was a child. But the feelings that the pictures gave me on this visit were new to me.

On the stairs we met the family doctor. He had a strange look on his face, a look that I did not like. I hurried on, and finally the servant opened a door and took me into the study.

The room was large and long, with high narrow windows, which let in only a little light. Shadows lay in all the corners of the room and around the dark pieces of furniture. There were many books and a few guitars, but there was no life, no happiness in the room. Deep gloom filled the air.

When Usher saw me, he got up and welcomed me warmly. I thought he was just being polite, but as I looked into his face, I could see that he was pleased to see me. We sat down, but he did not speak at first, and for a few moments I watched him in surprise and fear. He had changed so much since our last meeting! He had the same pale thin face, the same eyes, large and clear, and the same thin lips and soft hair. But now his skin was too white, his eyes too large and bright, and he seemed a different man. He frightened me. And his long wild hair looked like a ghostly cloud around his head.

I noticed that my friend was very nervous and that his feelings changed very quickly. Sometimes he talked a lot, then he suddenly became silent and did not say a word for many hours. At other times he found it difficult to think, and his voice was heavy and slow, like the voice of a man who had drunk too much.

He told me why he had wanted to see me, and how he hoped to feel better now that I was with him. He had, he explained, a strange illness which had been in his family for a long time. It was a nervous illness which made him feel everything much more strongly than other people. He could only eat food that was almost tasteless. He had to choose his clothes very carefully because most of them hurt his skin. He could not have flowers in his room because their smell was too strong for him. Light hurt his eyes, and most sounds hurt his ears — except the soft sound of guitars.

Worst of all, he was a prisoner of his own fear. 'I shall die,' he used to say, 'because of this fear, I'm not afraid of danger. What frightens me is fear itself. At the moment I am fighting against fear, but sooner or later I won't be able to fight any more.'

During long conversations with Usher I learnt more about his strange illness. He was sure that it came from the House of Usher itself. He had not left the house for many years and he had become, he thought, as sad as the house itself. The gloom of its grey walls and its dark silent lake had become his own.

He also believed that much of his sadness was because his dear sister was seriously ill. He had one sister, Madeleine, the only other person in his family who was still living, but each day she seemed a little nearer to death.

'Her death,' Usher said blackly, 'will leave me alone in the world, the last of all the Ushers.'

While he was speaking, Madeleine passed slowly through the back of the long room and, without noticing me, disappeared. As I looked at her, my eyes felt heavy with sleep, and I had a strange feeling of fear. I looked across at Usher. He had covered his face with his hands, but I could see that he had become even paler, and that he was crying silently.

Lady Madeleine's illness was a mysterious one which no doctor could understand. Every day she became weaker and thinner, and sometimes went into a sleep which was more like death than sleep. For years she had fought bravely against her illness, but on the night of my arrival she went to bed and did not get up from it again. 'You will probably not see her again alive,' Usher said to me, shaking his head sadly.

During the next few days Usher and I never spoke about his sister. We spent a lot of time painting and reading together, and sometimes he played on his guitar. I tried very hard to help my friend, but I realized that his sadness was too deep. It was a black gloom that covered everything that belonged to his world; sometimes, indeed, he seemed close to the edge of madness.

He painted strange pictures, and sang mysterious songs with wild words. His ideas, too, were strange, and he had one idea that seemed more important to him than all the others. He was quite sure that all things, plants, trees, even stones, were able to feel.

'The House of Usher itself,' he told me, 'is like a living thing. When the walls were first built, life went into the stones themselves and year after year it has grown stronger. Even the air around the walls and above the lake has its own life, and belongs to the house. Don't you see,' he cried, 'how the stones and the air have shaped the lives of the Usher family?'

These ideas were too fantastic for me, and I could not answer him.

One evening I was reading quietly when my friend told me, in very few words, that the Lady Madeleine had died. He had decided, he said, to keep her body for a fortnight in one of the vaults under the house, before it went to its last resting-place. This was because his sister's illness had been a mysterious one, and her doctors wanted to learn more about it. He asked me to help him and I agreed.

Together we carried the body in its coffin down to the vaults under the house. The vault that he had chosen was a long way down, but was under the part of the house where I slept. It had once been a prison, and was small, dark, and airless, with a heavy metal door.

We put the coffin down and then gently lifted up the cover to look at the dead woman for the last time. As I looked down at her face, I realized how much Usher's sister looked like him. My friend then said a few quiet words and I learnt that he and his sister had been born on the same day. Each had known the other's mind without the need for words.

We could not look at her for long. Her strange illness had left her with a soft pink colour on her face, and that unchanging half-smile on her lips which is so terrible in death. We put back the cover of the coffin, fixed it down well, and after locking the heavy door of the vault, went back upstairs into the gloomy house.

After some days of deep unhappiness, I saw that my friend's illness of the mind was growing worse. He did not paint or read any more. He moved slowly from room to room, never knowing what to do. His face became paler, the light disappeared from his eyes, and his voice often shook with fear when he spoke. Sometimes I thought he was trying to tell me some terrible secret. At other times I thought he was going mad. He used to sit for hours, looking at nothing, listening to nothing — except the sounds in his own mind. I myself began to know real fear. I felt my friend's terror, his deep gloom, slowly taking hold of my own mind.

About seven or eight days after we had put Lady Madeleine's coffin in the vault, I went to bed but could not sleep. Hour after hour I lay there, fighting the fear and gloom that filled my mind. Outside, there was a storm which was growing wilder, and my room was full of shadows and the dark shapes of the gloomy furniture. I tried to calm myself, but I only became more frightened.

Suddenly, my body shook with a new terror. I sat up in bed and listened hard. Yes, I could hear some low sounds, coming not from the storm outside, but from somewhere inside the house. Quickly, I put on my clothes and started walking up and down the room, trying to shake off my terrible fear.

Then I heard a knock on my door and Usher came in. His face was as white as it had always been, and there was a kind of madness in his eyes. The look on his face frightened me terribly, but at the same time I was pleased not to be alone any more.

For some moments he looked around without saying a word. Then, suddenly, 'Have you not seen it? No? Then wait. You must see it.' He hurried to the window and opened it.

The wind from the violent storm outside crashed into the room, nearly knocking us to the floor. It was, indeed, a wild, but strangely beautiful night. The wind seemed to be going in circles around the house, and huge, heavy black clouds chased each other, first this way, then that way. We could see no moon and no stars, but a pale ghostly light lay around the house.

'You mustn't, no, you must not watch this,' I cried to Usher. I pushed him gently away from the window and to a seat. 'It's only a storm, and the cold night air will be dangerous to your health. Let's close the window and read together. Look, here's one of your favourite books. I will read to you, and you can listen, and so we will pass this terrible night together.'

The book which I had picked up was The Sad, Mad Life of Sir Launcelot Canning. It was not really one of Usher's favourite books, but it was the only one that I had near me, so I started to read it. It was a wild, fantastic story, but I hoped that my reading would make Usher calmer and less afraid. He listened to me, indeed, but with a kind of mad seriousness that I found frightening.

I read for a while and reached the place in the book where Ethelred broke down the door of the old man's house.

Now Ethelred decided he could wait outside in the storm no longer. He lifted his heavy stick and beat against the wooden door until he had made a hole. Then with his hands he pulled the door to pieces. The noise of the dry wood cracking and breaking could be heard all through the forest.

As I finished reading this sentence, I jumped in my seat and then sat very still. I thought that I had heard, from somewhere far away in the house, the same noise of cracking and breaking wood. But I could not hear it clearly, and the noise of the storm was much louder. I continued reading:

Ethelred entered the house but could not see the old man. Then the house disappeared and he saw a dragon, with fire coming out of its mouth. Ethelred lifted his heavy stick and brought it crashing down on the dragon's head. As the dragon fell dying to the ground, it gave a terrible cry — a long, hard, unnatural scream.

Here again I stopped suddenly. I was sure that I could hear a cry. It was low and far away, but it was a long screaming sound — just like the one described in the book.

Although I was feeling so nervous, I tried hard to hide my terror. I was not sure if Usher had heard the sounds that I had heard. In the last few minutes he had moved and was now sitting with his face towards the door. But I could see that his lips were shaking and his body was moving gently from side to side. I continued reading the story:

And now Ethelred, after he had killed the dragon, turned and saw in front of him a palace of gold with tall gates of shining silver in the walls. Bravely, Ethelred ran towards the palace, but the shining silver gates did not wait for his coming and fell to the ground at his feet with a great and terrible ringing sound.

As I read these words, I heard clearly the loud, heavy sound of metal falling. I jumped to my feet, but Usher sat in his seat and did not move. I ran towards him. He was looking straight in front of him and his face was like stone. As I placed my hand on his arm, his body began to shake. A sickly smile came over his lips, and he spoke in a low hurried voice. He did not seem to realize that I was there. I put my head close to his to catch his words.

'Don't I hear it? — yes, I hear it, and I have heard it. For many minutes, many hours, many days I have heard it — but I was too frightened, too frightened to speak. We have put her alive into her coffin! Did I not tell you that I could hear even the softest sound? I tell you now that I heard her move in the coffin. I heard the sounds many days ago, but my terror was too great — I could not speak! And now tonight — when you read about Ethelred breaking the old man's door, about the cry of the dragon, and the falling of the gates — it was, in fact, the breaking of her coffin, the scream of metal as she broke open the vault, and the ringing crash as the metal door fell to the floor! Oh, where can I escape to? Is she hurrying towards me at this very minute? Is that her angry footstep that I can hear on the stairs? Can I hear the heavy and terrible beating of her heart? MADMAN!'

He jumped up and shouted, screaming out his words like a man dying in terror. 'MADMAN! I TELL YOU THAT AT THIS MINUTE SHE IS STANDING OUTSIDE THIS DOOR!'

As he screamed these words, the heavy door was thrown open by the strong wind. There, outside the door, dressed in the white clothes of the dead, stood the tall figure of the Lady Madeleine of Usher. There was blood on her hands, her arms, her torn white clothes. Every part of her body showed the marks of her long fight to escape from the coffin. For a moment she stood there shaking, moving slowly from side to side. Then with a low cry she fell heavily onto her brother. And in the moment of her now final death, he fell with her to the floor — a dead man, killed by his own terror.

From that room, and from that house, I ran in horror. Outside, the storm was still violent and as I ran past the lake, a sudden wild light shone around me. I turned to see where this strange light was coming from. It was the moon, a full, blood-red moon, shining through a narrow crack in the walls of the house. It was the crack which started at the roof of the building and went right down to the ground. As I watched, the crack grew larger, the wind grew wilder — now I could see the full circle of the blood-red moon, and the great walls of the house breaking and falling. There was a long shouting sound, like the voice of a thousand waters, and the deep dark lake closed over the broken pieces of the House of Usher.



flat adj. uninteresting. 沉闷的；乏味的。

journey n. a trip of some distance. 旅行；旅程。

gloom n. a feeling of deep sadness. 忧愁；阴郁。

chase v. to cause to leave or run away. 驱逐；赶走。

owner n. a person who owns something. 所有人；物主。

underneath prep. under; below. 在下面；从下面；在底下；从底下。

mysterious adj. not easily understood; full of mystery. 难以理解的；神秘的。

disease n. illness or disorder caused by infection or unnatural growth, not by an accident. 疾病；病。

crack n. a line of division caused by splitting; thin mark or opening caused by breaking. 裂缝。

study n. a room used for studying. 书房。

furniture n. 家具。

frighten v. to fill with fear. 使吃惊；惊吓。

ghostly adj. like a ghost, especially having a faint or uncertain colour and shape. 鬼似的；幽灵般的。

tasteless adj. having no taste. 没味道的。

conversation n. informal talk in which people exchange news, feelings, and thoughts. 会话；谈话；交谈。

seriously adv. in a serious way. 严重地；严肃地。

arrival n. the act of arriving. 到达；抵达。

year after year 年复一年。

fantastic adj. odd, strange, or wild in shape, meaning, etc. 奇异怪诞的；不合情理的。

fortnight n. two weeks. 两星期。

vault n. an underground room in which the bodies of the dead are placed, or in which valuable things are stored. 地下室；地窖；墓穴（安放骨灰用）。

coffin n. the box in which a dead person is buried. 棺材。

gently adv. softly. 轻轻地；和缓地。

gloomy adj. having or giving little hope or cheerfulness. 忧郁的；暗淡的。

terror n. great fear. 恐怖；惊慌。

take hold of 控制；把握；抓住。

calm v. to make calm. 使平静下来；使沉着。

up and down backwards and forwards. 来来回回地。

crash v. to move violently and noisily. 猛冲；猛撞。

favourite adj. most liked. 喜爱的；偏爱的。

crack v. to make a sudden explosive sound. 发出爆裂声。

dragon n. an imaginary fire-breathing animal. 龙。

unnatural adj. against ordinary ways of behaving. 不合人情的；变态的；反常的。

sickly adj. unpleasantly weak or pale. 憔悴的；苍白的。

alive adj. having life; not dead; living. 活的；在世的。

escape v. to find a way out; get out. 逃脱；漏掉。

footstep n. a mark or sound of a person's step. 足迹；脚步声。

figure n. the shape of a whole human body, as shown in art or seen in reality. 人像；身影。

violent adj. using, showing, or produced by great damaging force. 猛烈的；激烈的。


鄂榭府崩溃记

这是秋日里灰蒙蒙的一天，空中积满了大团大团的乌云。整整一天，我骑着马从平淡、乏味的乡野间驰过；不过，到天色开始变得昏暝的时候，我终于望见了此行的目的地。

在我眼前，兀然立着鄂榭府。一看见它——不知何故——一种阴悒至极的怪异感觉便降临在我身上，像一张毯子一样罩住了我。我抬头仰望这座有着高大的石墙和狭小的窗户的古旧府第，又环顾四周稀疏的枯草和垂死的老树，这时，仿佛有一只冰冷的手抓住了我的心。我觉得奇寒彻骨，浑身乏力，怎么也想不起一件乐事来驱散心头的阴悒。

我真奇怪，为什么鄂榭府会令我感觉如此之差？我百思不得其解。

紧挨着宅子有一个湖，我骑马来到湖边停住。也许从这个角度看上去，宅子就不显得那样黯淡、那样阴悒了。我低头朝幽暗、凝止的湖水望去，在倒影中再一次看见了房子上面空荡的、眼睛似的窗户，以及四周那些垂死的树。阴悒的感觉愈发强烈起来。

[image: alt]

我将在这座府邸里盘桓几个星期。府邸的主人罗德里克·鄂榭，是我孩提时代的一个好友，我已有好多年没有见到他了；可是最近他给我来了一封信——一封透着悲哀与恐怖的信。他在信中说他患了病，身体和精神都不正常，还说他急切地要见我。我是他唯一的朋友，只有我能够帮助他摆脱疾病的折磨。

虽说我们年少的时候是挚友，但我对他了解得非常少。他极少谈及他自己，不过我知道他来自一个历史特别悠久的世家，而他是这个世家最后一位活在人间的男性。我还知道，在鄂榭家族史上还从未有过子息繁盛的时候，于是，数百年来，家族的姓氏连同家族的宅第均是由父及子由子及孙一脉单传。

我站在湖边，心头阴悒的感觉一刻强似一刻。我同样清楚，这阴悒之情的下面暗伏着恐惧，而恐惧又以古怪的方式作用于我的头脑。我开始猜测这阴悒并不在我头脑中，而是某种真实的东西。它宛如一团神秘的云气，似乎是从幽暗的湖水、垂死的树和宅子破旧的墙垣中间径直升腾而起的。那是团沉重的铅云，饱含着疾病与恐怖。

我告诉自己这是个梦，又更加仔细地打量眼前的这栋建筑。的确，它已经非常破旧了，我注意到每一块石头上都有裂隙和孔洞。但是建筑本身又没有真正的残损，它一块石头也不缺。唯一引起我注意的是一道非常细小的裂缝，它从房子的顶部开始出现，然后一路向下延伸，直插入幽暗的湖水之中。

我来到宅子的正面。一个仆人牵走了我的坐骑，我跨进了大厅。另一个仆人默默地领着我上了楼。墙壁上挂着许多幅怪异、晦暗的画，让我十分紧张。我记得当年我还是个孩子，来这座府第里做客时就见过这些画，但是这次来访，它们给我的感觉却是前所未有的。

在楼梯上我们遇见了家庭医生，他脸上现出一副古怪的神情，这神情我很不喜欢。我急忙走了上去；终于，仆人打开门，引我走进了书房。

房间又大又长，窗户又高又窄，只能容许一点点天光射入，屋子的所有角落以及一件件深色的家具四周都是阴影。屋里摆放着好多书籍和几把吉他，但是毫无生气，毫无快乐可言。空气中满是浓重的阴悒氛围。

鄂榭一看见我，便起身热情洋溢地表示欢迎。我起初还以为他这只不过是做出来的殷勤态度，可是待我朝他脸上望去，才知道他见到我是真心欢喜。我们坐了下来，但他一开始并未开口讲话；有几分钟我就这样看着他，心里既吃惊又害怕。从我们上一次见面到现在，他已经发生了多么大的变化呀！他的脸颊还是那样苍白、瘦削，眼睛还是那样大而清澈，嘴唇还是那样薄，头发还是那样柔软。但是现在，他的皮肤变得太惨白，眼睛变得太大太亮；他看上去已经完全是另一个人了。他把我吓坏了。还有他那一头乱糟糟的长发，好似幽灵般的愁云一样缭绕在他脑袋上。

我发现我的朋友极度神经质，情绪变化无常。有时他长篇大论地讲话，而后就会突然间变得沉默寡言，几个小时一语不发。还有的时候他觉得想问题特别困难，于是他说话的声音就变得粗重、迟缓，好像是一个饮酒过量的人发出来的。

他向我讲述了他为何急于见到我，以及他如何希望现在有我相陪伴，他的情况会好转些。他解释道，他得的是一种怪病，这种病已经在他的家族中肆虐好久了。这种神经过敏症搞得他对一切事物都比其他人敏感得多。他只能吃那些几乎完全寡淡无味的食物，只能万分小心地挑选衣物，因为大多数面料都会伤害他的皮肤。他不能忍受屋里摆放花卉，因为花卉的香气对他来说太浓烈了。光线会刺伤他的眼睛，大部分声音会刺伤他的耳朵——只有柔和的吉他弹奏声他还能接受。

最糟糕的是，他成了自己的恐惧的囚徒。“我要死了，”他常常说，“死于这种恐惧。我并不害怕危险。令我丧胆的是恐惧本身。此刻我在同恐惧搏斗，但迟早我会丧失这奋力搏斗的能力。”

在与鄂榭的长谈中，我对他的怪病有了更多的了解。他坚信这个病症来自鄂榭府本身。他已有多年未离开这座宅子了，于是他想，他已经变得跟宅子自身一样悲哀了。它那灰色的石墙与暗黑、凝止的湖水间所蕴藏的阴悒业已化作他个人的愁苦心绪。

他还相信他身染怪病在很大程度上是由于他亲爱的妹妹病得十分严重。他有一个妹妹，名叫玛德琳，是他家族中另一位仅存于阳世间的成员，然而似乎每过一天，她就要朝着死神迈近一小步。

“她这一死，”鄂榭闷闷不乐地说道，“就将把我，鄂榭家族的末代孑遗，独自撇在这世界上了。”

他正说着，玛德琳从这长长的房间的远端缓缓走了过去，她并没有注意到我，便不见了影子。我盯着她，两眼昏昏欲睡，然后心头涌起一阵莫名其妙的惶恐。我再转脸看鄂榭，只见他已用双手掩面，不过我仍能看到他的脸色变得更加苍白，而且他正在无声地哭泣。

玛德琳小姐的病症极为古怪，哪个医生都瞧不出个名堂来。她一天比一天衰弱，一天比一天单薄，有时候一觉睡去，与其说是睡着了，还不如说是死掉了更形象。多年以来她同病魔进行了勇敢的斗争，谁知就在我到来的那天夜里，她上了床，就此卧床不起。“你可能再也不会见到她活着了。”鄂榭悲哀地摇着头，对我说。

此后的数日内鄂榭和我一直绝口不提他的妹妹。我们花了好多时间一起画画，一起读书，有时他还操起吉他弹上一曲。我尽了极大的努力去帮助我的朋友，但是却发现悲哀在他心中已如此根深蒂固。那黑魆魆的阴悒笼罩着属于他的世界的每一样东西；说实在的，有时候他似乎已接近了疯狂的边缘。

他画了一些古怪的画，唱了一些神秘的歌曲，歌词中尽是些狂野的字眼儿。还有，他脑子里的念头也很古怪，其中有一个想法好像比其他想法对他来说更重要。他相当肯定地认为，万事万物，花草，树木，甚至石头，都是有感知能力的。

“鄂榭府本身，”他对我说道，“就好像是一个活物。当墙壁最初被垒起来的时候，生命便进入了这些石头，此后年复一年，逐渐成长壮大。哪怕是围绕着石墙、聚集在湖面上的空气，也有它自己的生命，它是属于这宅子的。你难道没看见吗，”他嚷道，“那石头、那空气是如何塑造了鄂榭家族的众多生灵的？”

这些看法对我来说简直太离奇了，我都不知该怎么回答他才好。

一天傍晚，我正在安安静静地看书，我的朋友非常简短地告诉我，玛德琳小姐已经故去了。他说，他已经决定在宅子下面的一间地窖里停尸两个星期，然后再将其送往最后的长眠之地，理由是他妹妹的病很古怪，医生们还想再研究研究。他请求我帮忙料理一下，我答应了。

我们两个一起抬着盛了尸体的棺材，向下来到房子底部的地窖里。他选定的那间地窖要向下走很长一段才到，但它的正上方恰巧是我的寝室那一带。它从前曾经做过牢房，又小又黑，叫人透不过气来，还装着一扇沉重的铁门。

我们把棺材放下，然后轻轻地掀开棺盖，想最后看一眼死者。我低头朝鄂榭的妹妹脸上望去，这才发现他们兄妹二人是多么相像。然后我的朋友沉着地说了几句话，我终于得知他们二人是同日出生的孪生兄妹，彼此间无须言语交流便能心意相通。

我们对死者不敢久看。她的怪病使得她脸上微微泛出一抹粉红，嘴唇上挂着一丝若有若无、凝定不变的微笑；这笑容出现在死人脸上，可真叫人毛骨悚然。我们将棺盖重新盖上，仔细钉牢，又锁好了地窖那沉甸甸的屋门，才爬上楼梯，回到阴悒的宅子里。

无比沉痛的几天过去，我发现我的朋友精神错乱的病情有所加重。他不再画画，也不再读书，只是在一个又一个房间里徘徊，脚步迟缓，漫无目的。他的脸色更加苍白了，光芒已从他眼中消失，一说起话来，他的声音便常常因恐惧而发抖。有时候我想他是企图向我透露什么可怕的秘密，有时候我以为他要发疯了。他往往一坐就是几个小时，什么也没在看，什么也没在听——听的只是他自己头脑里的声音。我自己开始体会到真正的恐惧了。我感到我的朋友的惶恐，他那致命的阴悒，正在慢慢攫住我的心。

我们把玛德琳小姐的棺材抬到地窖以后，时间过了大约有七八天。这天晚上我上了床，却无法入眠，就一个钟头一个钟头地躺在那儿，同自己满脑子的恐惧和阴悒作着斗争。窗外风雨大作，并且愈发狂放不羁；我的卧室内则满是影子以及阴森森的家具暗黑的轮廓。我尽量使自己平静下来，谁知却越来越心惊肉跳。

突然间，我的身体由于新的一波恐惧袭来而打起了寒战。我从床上坐起，努力地谛听着周围的响动。是的，我能听见某种低沉的声音，不是来自外面的暴风雨，而是从宅子内部的什么地方发出来的。我迅速地穿上衣服，开始在房间里来来回回地踱步，希望以此摆脱掉我那不可救药的恐惧。

接着我听见敲门声，鄂榭走了进来。他的脸上一如既往地泛着惨白，眼里有一种疯狂的神色。他的这副尊容把我吓得要死，但与此同时，我又庆幸不必一个人待着了。

他一语不发，四下里看了一阵子，然后突然说道：“你难道没有看到？没有？那就等着吧。你准会看到的。”他急匆匆地走到窗前，把窗子打开。

一股劲风从外面大逞淫威的雷暴中吹出，轰的一声撞进房间里面，差点儿将我们掀翻在地。说老实话，这可真是一个狂暴而又美丽异常的夜啊。狂风似乎打着旋儿在宅子四周肆虐，一团团硕大的、沉重的乌云相互追逐着，忽而这里，忽而那里。我们看不到月亮也看不到星星，只见一片鬼样的惨白光辉浮动在宅子周围。

“不，你不能，你不能看这个！”我朝鄂榭嚷道，并将他从窗子旁轻轻推开，推到椅子上坐下，“这只不过是一场暴风雨而已。再说，夜里的冷空气对你的身体是有害的。咱们把窗子关上，一道读读书吧，瞧，这书就是你最爱读的一本。我来给你念，你光听着就成；这样我们就可以一道打发掉这恐怖的夜晚了。”

我随手拾起的这本书是兰斯洛特·坎宁爵士的《悲惨、疯狂的一生》。它其实并不是鄂榭最爱读的一本书，然而，它是我在手边唯一能找到的书，于是我便开始念了起来。书里讲的是一个疯狂、离奇的故事，不过我希望我这么一念会让鄂榭平静些，不再害怕。的确，他倒是在听我念书，然而我发现他听的时候带着一股疯狂的一本正经的劲头，吓死人了。

我念了一会儿，就到了书中描述艾特尔瑞德破门而入、硬闯老人住处的那一段。

现在艾特尔瑞德打定主意，他再也不能站在门外、淋着大雨等下去了。他举起重重的大棒子朝木门砸去，最后砸出一个洞。然后他用双手一拽，屋门即成碎片。干木头劈里啪啦碎裂的声音响遍了整个树林。

我念完这个句子后，在座位上跳了一下，然后又稳稳地坐定了。我觉得自己听见了这座府邸远处某个地方传来一阵与那木头劈里啪啦的碎裂声完全相同的声音；但我听得不是太真切，况且暴风雨的声音要大得多。我继续念道：

艾特尔瑞德进了那房子，却不见老人的踪影。然后，房子消失，他看见一条龙，口中喷吐着火舌。艾特尔瑞德举起大棒子朝龙头上砰的一声砸去。龙倒在地上，垂死之际发出一声哀嚎——这声长嚎尖厉刺耳，惨绝人寰。

到这里我再一次嘎然而止。我敢肯定我听见了一声嚎叫。叫声很低，离得很远，但那的确是一声长长的尖叫——就像书中写到的那声哀嚎一样。

虽然我感到极度紧张，但我还是尽力掩饰住自己的惊恐。我拿不准鄂榭是否听到了我听到的那些声音。在过去的几分钟里，他已经有所动作，现在正面对房门坐着。但我仍能看见他的嘴唇在发抖，他的身体左一下右一下地微微摇摆着。我接着念那个故事：

杀掉龙以后，现在艾特尔瑞德转过身来，看见他面前立着一座金子的宫殿，宫墙上嵌着一扇扇光闪闪的银质大门。艾特尔瑞德勇敢地向宫殿跑去，但还没等他跑近，那些闪光的银质大门便倒在他脚边的地上，发出巨大的、可怖的、钟磬齐鸣般的轰响。

我念到这些词句时，清晰地听见金属器物倒地的沉重的巨响。我一跃而起，但鄂榭坐在座位上一动不动。我朝他奔过去。他正直勾勾地瞪视着前方，脸庞好像石头一样。我把一只手放在他胳膊上，这时他的身体开始发抖，一丝惨淡的笑容出现在他的嘴唇上。然后他开口了，声音又低又急，似乎没有意识到我的存在。我低头凑近他的脑袋，去捕捉那些词句。

“我没听见？——不，我听见了，我早就听见了。我听见好几分钟，好几个钟头，好几天了——但是我太害怕了，害怕得不敢说出来。我们把她活着装进了棺材！我难道没有告诉过你，哪怕最轻微的声音我也听得见？现在我告诉你，我听见她在棺材里动弹的声音，那是好几天以前的事，可是我太害怕了——我不敢说！到了今天晚上——当你念到艾特尔瑞德打破老人的家门，念到龙一声哀嚎，念到大门纷纷倒地的时候——实际上，那是她打破了棺材，是她打开地窖时铁门发出的尖叫声，是那铁门倒在地上发出的钟鸣般轰的一响！噢，我能逃到哪儿去？这一刻她是不是正在急匆匆地赶来找我？我听见在楼梯上响起的是不是她那愤怒的脚步声？我能否听见她那沉重的、可怕的心跳声？疯子！”

他跳起身叫嚷着，像一个在恐惧中奄奄一息的人那样尖声喊出来：“疯子！我告诉你，这一刻她就站在这扇门外！”

正当他尖叫着这几句话的时候，沉重的屋门被一阵强风吹开了。在门外，立着鄂榭府的玛德琳小姐的高大身躯，她身穿雪白的尸衣，满手、满胳膊以及撕破的白色尸衣上都是血污。她浑身上下处处都显露出她为了逃出棺材而长时间苦苦挣扎的痕迹。她在那里站了片刻，颤抖着，身体慢慢地左摇右晃，然后低嚎一声，重重地摔倒在她哥哥身上。就在她终于一命呜呼的一刹那，他同她一起摔倒在地——一个死人，一个死于自己的恐惧的人。

我惊恐万状，马上逃出那间屋子，逃出那座宅邸。外面，风暴依旧猛烈；我跑过湖水，一道怪异的光芒突然照射到我身上。我回过头，看那古怪的光是从哪儿来的。是月亮，一轮血红的满月，正透过宅子墙壁上一道狭窄的裂缝闪耀着光辉。那道裂缝便是自建筑顶部开始、向下一直延伸到地面的那一道。待我望去，那道裂缝变得更宽，风也刮得更大了——现在我可以看到整个血红的满月。宅邸高大的石墙正在碎裂、倒塌；一阵长长的呼号声传来，宛如千股洪流齐泻；然后，那幽深、晦暗的湖水便吞没了鄂榭府的一切残砖碎瓦。


The Black Cat

I know you will not believe this story. Only a madman could hope that you would believe it — and I am not mad. But as I am going to die tomorrow, I would like to tell my story to the world today. Perhaps some day, somebody more calm and less excitable than me, will be able to explain it.

I have always loved animals. I loved them deeply, from the very first days of my life. When I was young, we always had many animals in our house, and so I used to spend most of my days playing with them and taking care of them. As the years passed, I grew into a quiet, gentle man, and my love for animals grew too. I found that they were more friendly, more honest than most men. Animals were always my best friends.

I got married when I was quite young. Luckily, my wife loved animals too, and she used to buy me many animals as presents. In fact, our house was always full of animals — we had birds, fish, a dog, chickens, and a cat.

This cat, whom we called Pluto, was a large black cat. He was a beautiful animal, and he was also very clever. I loved Pluto more than I loved all my other animals. I wanted to do everything for him myself, so I never let my wife take care of him. I used to play with him and give him his food, and he followed me everywhere I went.

For several years Pluto and I were the best of friends, but during this time my life slowly changed. I became a heavy drinker, and my need for alcohol soon grew into a terrible disease. I was often angry and violent. I began to shout at my wife, and I even started to hit her. My animals, too, felt the change in me. I stopped taking care of them and sometimes I was even cruel to them. But I was never cruel to Pluto. As time passed, my disease grew worse, and soon even Pluto was not safe from my violence.

One night I arrived home late. I was very, very drunk. When Pluto saw me, he tried to run away from me, and this made me angry. I caught him by his neck and shook him. He, in his fright, bit me on the hand. At once, a wild, terrible anger filled me, and I could feel nothing except burning hate. Slowly I took a knife from my pocket, opened it, and then carefully cut out one of Pluto's eyes from its socket. I shake today as I write these words down. Every time I remember that day, I still feel sadness and pain.

When I woke up the next morning, I felt ashamed of what I had done. But this feeling was not strong enough to make me change my life. I continued to drink because it was too difficult for me to stop. Soon, I had forgotten what I had done.

As the months passed, Pluto got better. His empty eye socket still looked terrible, but at least he wasn't in pain any more. Not surprisingly, he used to run away from me when he saw me, frightened that I would hurt him again. At first I was sad to see him run away — an animal which had once so loved me. Then I began to feel a little angry. There is something strange about the human heart. We humans seem to like hurting ourselves. Haven't we all, a hundred times, done something stupid or evil just because we know that we should not do it? It was because of this, this need to hurt myself, that I did this next evil thing...

One morning I woke, found a rope and calmly tied it round Pluto's neck. Then I hung the poor animal from a tree and left it there to die. I cried as I did this terrible thing. My face was wet with tears and my heart was black and heavy. But I killed it. I killed it because I knew it had loved me, because it hadn't hurt me, even because I knew that I was doing something terrible and wrong.

That same night we had a fire in our house. I was woken from my sleep by loud shouts of 'Fire!' When I opened my eyes, I found that the fire had already reached the bedroom. My wife and I ran out of the house as fast as we could. Luckily we escaped death, but the house and almost everything in it was destroyed.

The next day I went back into the house and saw several people standing in a group, looking at a wall. It was the only wall of the house that was still standing after the fire. It was one of my bedroom walls, the one where the head of my bed had rested. As I came nearer to the wall I heard someone say, 'How strange!' and another person, 'That's impossible!' And then I saw it — a huge cat. Not a real cat, but the shape of a cat outlined in the white bedroom wall. It was as clear as a picture. I could even see a rope around the animal's neck.

I stood there in horror, too frightened to move. Then, slowly, I thought back to the night before. I had left the cat hanging from a tree, in the garden at the back of my house. When a neighbour had first noticed the fire, many people had run into the garden. One of them had probably cut the cat from the tree and thrown it through my open window, in order to wake me up. The cat's body had hit my bedroom wall and left its shape there, because the plaster on that wall was new and still soft.

Although I thought that this was a very reasonable explanation, the strange shape on the wall still worried me. I thought about the cat day and night. I began to feel sorry that I had killed it. I started walking around the streets at night looking at all the cats, to see if I could find another one like Pluto.

One night, I was drinking in my favourite bar when I suddenly noticed a large, black cat. I went up to it and touched it. It was very large — as large as Pluto had been. It also looked very like Pluto. Except for one thing. Pluto had been black all over, but this cat had a white mark on its front.

I touched the cat and he immediately lay down against my leg and seemed very friendly towards me. This, I decided, was the cat that I wanted. I offered the barman some money to buy the cat from him, but he said that the cat didn't belong to him. In fact, he had no idea where it had come from.

So I took the cat home. My wife liked it immediately, and it stayed with us from that day. But soon — I do not know why — the cat started to make me angry, and, as time passed, I began to hate it. I did not hurt it in any way, but I always tried to keep as far away from it as possible.

I knew one reason why I hated this cat so much. On the morning after I had brought it home, I saw that, like Pluto, it had lost one of its eyes. My wife, who was the kind, gentle person that I had once been, only loved the cat more because of this. But the cat didn't like my wife. It loved me alone.

Every time I sat down, it used to jump onto my knees. When I went out of a room, it used to run out in front of me and get between my feet, or climb up my legs. At these times, I wanted to kill it. But I didn't, because I was too afraid — afraid of the cat, and even more afraid of the white mark on its chest.

I have already mentioned this mark. At first, there was nothing strange about it. It was just a white mark. But slowly this mark grew and changed until it had the clear shape of a terrible, a horrible thing — I find it difficult, here in my prison, to write the word. It was the shape of the GALLOWS! Yes, those horrible wooden posts from which they hang men by a rope around the neck!

As each day passed, my fear grew and grew. I, a man, a strong man, had become afraid of a cat! Why was I so frightened, so worried by a stupid animal? Day and night, I could get no rest. I had the most terrible dreams, and my mind turned to dark, evil thoughts. I hated everything, everybody — and life itself.

One day my wife and I needed to get something from the cellar underneath the house. The cat followed us down the steps and threw itself in front of me. I almost fell on my face and, mad with anger, I took hold of an axe and tried to kill the animal. But my wife caught my arm to stop me, and then anger exploded in my mind. I turned and drove the axe deep into her head. She fell dead on the floor, without a sound.

After this horrible murder, I calmly made plans to hide the body. I knew I couldn't take it out of the house, either by day or night, because the neighbours would see me. So I had to think of other ways... I could cut the body up into very small pieces and then burn them in a fire. I could hide the body under the floor. Or I could put the body in a box and then ask someone to carry the box away... Finally, I thought of a better idea. I decided to hide the body behind the walls of the cellar.

I knew immediately which wall to choose. There was a wall in the cellar round the bottom of an old chimney, which was no longer used. This wall had bricks in the front and back but was empty in the middle. I started work at once. I took out some of the bricks from the front wall and carefully put the body against the back wall. Then I put back the bricks and covered them with plaster. I made sure that the plaster did not look new, and soon the wall looked just the same as all the other walls. When I had finished my work, I looked at the plaster. 'I've never done a better piece of work!' I said to myself happily.

I then looked around for the cat, to kill it. It had brought too much unhappiness into my life, and so it, too, must now die. I looked for it everywhere, but it had disappeared. I was free at last! That night I had a deep, peaceful sleep — I, who had just killed my wife, slept well!

Three days passed and still the cat did not appear. I was now a happy man, happier than I had been for a long time. I wasn't worried by what I had done. People had asked a few questions and the police had visited my house, but they had found nothing.

On the fourth day the police visited again and began to search the house. They looked into all the rooms and then went down into the cellar. I went with them, feeling calm and safe. I watched them as they looked everywhere. They seemed quite happy that there was nothing there and they got ready to leave. I was very happy. I was sure that I was safe, but I wanted to say something, just a word or two, to show how unworried I was.

'Gentlemen,' I said, 'I'm pleased that you've found nothing here, and that you are now leaving this house... But let me show you something, gentlemen. Do you see how well built this house is? These walls, you will notice, are very strong.' As I said these words, I knocked on the wall with a stick — the wall where I had hidden my wife!

At that moment we heard a sound. It was a strange sound, unlike anything I had ever heard before. The sound was soft at first, almost like a baby crying. Then it grew louder and louder and turned into one long, endless scream. It was like a cry rising from Hell.

The policemen looked at me, then at one another. They ran to the wall and started pulling out the bricks as fast as they could. In minutes the wall was down and there, for all to see, was the body of my dead wife. On top of her head, with a red, open mouth and one burning eye, sat the black cat — the animal which had made me a murderer, and which would now send me to my death.

I had put the horrible thing into the wall, alive, with my wife!



excitable adj. easily excited. 容易激动的。

take care of to be responsible of. 负责。

alcohol n. liquid in drinks like beer and whisky that can make people drunk. 酒精；乙醇。

cruel adj. liking to cause pain or suffering; taking pleasure in the pain of another; merciless. 残忍的；残酷的；无情的。

drunk adj. under the influence of alcohol. 醉的；喝醉的。

socket n. a hollow part of a structure into which something fits. 凹槽；眼窝。

surprisingly adv. causing surprise. 令人吃惊地；异常地。

evil adj. very bad; wicked; harmful. 邪恶的；极坏的。

hang v. to fix at the top so that the lower part is free. 悬挂；吊。

destroy v. to ruin; put an end to the existence of (something). 破坏；毁坏。

outline v. to make an outline of. 画出……轮廓。

plaster n. a pastelike mixture of lime, water, sand, etc., which hardens when dry and is used, especially on walls, to give a smooth surface. 灰泥。

mark n. a spot, line, or cut that spoils the natural colour or appearance of something. 斑点；痕迹。

immediately adv. at once. 立即；马上。

offer v. to hold out (to a person) for acceptance or refusal. 提供；提出。

mention v. to tell about in a few words, spoken or written. 提及；说起。

gallows n. the wooden frame on which murderers used to be killed by hanging from a rope. 绞刑架；绞台。

cellar n. an underground room, usually used for storing goods. 地窖；地下室。

explode v. to blow up or burst. 爆炸。

murder n. the unlawful premeditated killing of a human being by another. （蓄意）谋杀；凶杀。

brick n. baked clay used for building. 砖。

peaceful adj. quiet; untroubled. 安静的；平静的；安宁的。

search v. to look through, or examine (a place or person) thoroughly or carefully to try to find something. 搜查；探索；寻找。

unworried adj. not anxious. 不着急的；不忧虑的。

endless adj. never finishing. 无穷尽的；无休止的。

hell n. a place where the souls of the wicked are said to be punished after death. 地狱；阴间。

murderer n. a person who kills a human being unlawfully. 谋杀者；凶手。


黑猫

我知道你们是不会相信这个故事的。只有疯子才会指望让你们相信——而我并没有发疯。可是考虑到明天我就要死了，我还是想在今天把我的故事讲给这个世界。也许有一天，有一个比我更镇静、更不易激动的人，将能够解释这一切。

我这人一向喜爱动物，从我生命最初的岁月起，便深深地眷恋它们。我小的时候，我们家里总是养着一大堆动物，于是我常常把大部分时间都花在陪它们玩、照料它们上面。随着光阴流逝，我成长为一个安静、文雅的男人，同时，我对动物的喜爱也有增无减。我发现它们比大多数人更友好，更诚实。动物们一直是我最好的朋友。

我在相当年轻的时候就结了婚。幸运的是，我妻子也喜爱动物，她常常买回好些个宠物送给我作礼物。事实上，我们家里总是充满了动物——我们养了鸟、鱼、一只狗、几只鸡，还有一只猫。

这只猫被我们称作普路托，它是只大个儿的黑猫，长得非常漂亮，而且十分聪明。比起我的其他宠物来，我对普路托更是宠爱有加。我情愿亲自为它做一切事情，所以从不让我妻子照料它。我经常陪它玩，喂它食吃；我走到哪儿，它也跟到哪儿。

普路托和我就这样做了好几年最亲密的朋友，可是在此期间，我的生活慢慢地发生了一些变化。我成了一个严重酗酒的家伙，我的嗜酒如命很快发展成可怕的顽症。我经常发脾气，态度很粗暴。我开始对我妻子大喊大叫，甚至开始动手打她。我的动物们也感觉到了我的变化。我不再精心照料它们，有时候甚至虐待它们。但我从不对普路托施暴。天长日久，我的病情逐渐加重了，很快地，就连普路托也难以幸免于我的暴虐凶残了。

一天夜里，我很晚才回到家中，我已经喝得酩酊大醉了。普路托一看见我，就想寻路逃开，这可让我心头火起。我一把抓住它的脖子，摇晃它。它吓坏了，就在我手上咬了一口。顿时，一股疯狂、骇人的怒火充盈了我的胸膛，除了燃烧着的仇恨我什么也感觉不到了。我慢慢地从口袋里掏出一把刀子，打开它，然后很仔细地把普路托的一只眼睛从眼眶里剜了出来。今天，当我写下这些词句时，我不禁浑身瑟瑟发抖。我每一次记起那一天，都依然感到悲伤和痛苦。

第二天早晨醒来时，我为我前夜的所作所为感到羞耻。但这种感情还不够强烈，不足以让我改过自新。我继续滥饮，因为想让我停下来真是太困难了。不久，我就将我所做的事情忘了个精光。

几个月过去了，普路托的伤势有所好转。它那空荡荡的眼窝看上去仍旧很可怕，但它起码不再觉得疼了。不出所料，它一见到我便赶紧跑开，惟恐我会再次伤害它。开始的时候，我看见它跑开还觉得很难过——这只动物从前是多么喜欢我呀。然后，我开始觉得有一点生气了。人类的心肠可真有点古怪，我们好像很喜欢伤害自己。难道我们不都曾明知故犯，昧着良心无数次干下这样那样的蠢事或者恶事吗？正是由于这个，由于这种自我伤害的需求，我紧接着又做下了这桩丧尽天良的事……

一天早晨，我醒来后找到了一根绳子，平静地把它套在了普路托的脖子上。然后我将那可怜的畜生吊在一棵树上，任凭它那样死去。我一边做这件可怕的事情一边哭泣，眼泪打湿了我的脸颊，我的心又阴郁又沉痛。但是我吊死了它。我吊死它是因为我知道它曾经爱过我，是因为它不曾伤害过我，甚至是因为我知道我在做着一件可怕的错事。
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当天夜里我们家的房子失火了。我从睡梦中惊醒，听见有人高喊：“着火了！”我睁开眼，发现大火早已烧到了卧室，便和我妻子一起飞也似的逃出了房子。我们侥幸死里逃生，可是房子以及房子里的几乎全部家当都烧了个精光。

第二天，我回到房子里去，见几个人聚成一堆，正盯着一堵墙看。这是大火过后整栋房子唯一一堵仍旧立着的墙壁，是我卧室的四壁中的一面，平时我的床头就靠在上面。我向那面墙走近些，听见有人说：“真不可思议！”又听见另一个人说：“那是不可能的！”然后我也看见了——一只大猫。不是真猫，而是一只猫的形状，印在卧室雪白的墙上，像幅画一样清晰。我甚至可以看到那畜生脖子上拴着的绳子。

我魂飞魄散地站在那儿，吓得一动不敢动。然后，慢慢地，我回想起前一天夜里发生的事。我把猫吊在树上，是在我家后面的园子里。有一个邻居首先发现起火，很多人便跑进了那个园子。很可能是他们中间的某个人割断绳子，从树上解下那只猫，并将它顺着敞开的窗户扔进来，希望以此叫醒我。猫的尸体撞到我卧室的墙上，在上面印下了自己的轮廓，因为那面墙上的灰泥是新抹的，还软和着呢。

尽管我觉得这个解释很是入情入理，但墙上那古怪的形状仍然令我心烦意乱。日日夜夜，我总想起那只猫。我有些后悔自己害死了它，并开始在深夜跑到街上转悠，注意观察所有的猫，看是否能找到一只与普路托相像的。

一天夜里，我正在我最喜欢的酒吧里喝酒，突然，我注意到一只大个儿的黑猫，便朝它走过去，抚摸它。它大极了——和普路托过去一样大，而且看上去也很像普路托。不相像的只有一处。普路托是通体乌黑的，但这只猫前胸有一块白斑。

我抚摸着那猫，它立即挨着我的腿躺倒，似乎对我非常友善的样子。我当即断定，这就是我梦寐以求的那只猫。我向酒吧老板提出付他一些钱买下这只猫，但他说这只猫并不属于他，实际上，他根本不知道它是从什么地方跑来的。

于是我把猫带回了家。我妻子一下子就喜欢上了它，打那天起，它便和我们待在一起。可是没多久——我不知是何缘故——这只猫开始惹我生气了，而且，时间一长，我便开始对它深恶痛绝。我并没怎么折磨它，不过我总是尽量避开它，巴不得离得越远越好。

我知道有一个原因可以解释我为何如此厌恶这只猫。就在我把它带回家的第二天早上，我看到，像普路托一样，它也丢掉了一只眼睛。我的妻子像过去的我一样，是个善良、温柔的人，她因为猫的这次不幸反而更加怜爱它了。但这只猫并不喜欢我妻子，它只依恋我一个人。

每次我一坐下，它就要跳到我膝盖上；我一走出房间，它就窜出来跑到我前面，走在我两脚中间，或是爬到我的腿上。每逢这种时刻，我就想杀了它。但我没有下手，因为我太害怕了——害怕这只猫，尤其害怕它胸前的那块白斑。

这个斑块我在前面提到过。一开始，它并没有什么奇怪之处，不过是块白斑而已。但是慢慢地，这个斑块在长大、变形，最终清晰地显露出一样可怕的、恐怖的东西的形状——在这牢房之中，我很难写下那个字眼。那是个绞刑架的形状！是的，正是他们用绞索套住脖子将人吊死在上面的那种恐怖的木头架子！

随着每一个日子过去，我的恐惧感一增再增。我，一个男人，一个强健的男子汉，竟然到了害怕一只猫的地步！我为什么要这样心惊胆寒，这样被一只愚蠢的畜生搞得六神无主？白天黑夜，我都不得安宁。我总做些最可怕的噩梦，脑子里尽是些阴暗、邪恶的念头。我憎恨一切事，憎恨所有人——也憎恨生活本身。

有一天，我和我妻子需要到房子下面的地窖里去取点东西，那只猫也跟着我们下了台阶，并且一个箭步蹿到了我前头，害得我差点儿摔了个嘴啃泥。我气得发疯，抄起一柄斧头就想劈死这畜生，可是，我妻子拽住我的胳膊，要阻止我。这时，怒火在我心中爆发，我转过身，将斧头深深劈进了她的脑袋。她一声没哼，登时倒在地上断了气。

干完了这桩恐怖的杀人勾当，我镇定自若地谋划起匿尸灭迹的事来。我知道，无论白天还是黑夜，我都不能把尸首运出这房子，因为那样做会让邻居瞧见。所以我只好想些别的法子……我可以把尸体切成极小的碎块，扔到火里烧掉；我可以把尸体藏在地板下面；我还可以把尸体装到箱子里，再请人将箱子搬走……最后，我想出了一个更好的主意。我决定将尸体藏在地窖墙壁的背后。

我马上就知道应该选择哪一面墙了。地窖里有一面墙是围着一个废弃不用的旧烟囱底座砌起来的，它的正面和背面都垒着砖头，但中间部分却是空的。我马上动手开干。我从正面墙上拆下一些砖块，小心翼翼地将尸体贴着后面的墙放好，然后把砖块砌回去，再用灰泥将砖墙抹平。我把灰泥抹得使它看上去不像是新的，过不多久这面墙就和其他几面看着一模一样了。我忙活完，望着墙上的灰泥，高兴地自言自语道：“我还从没干过这么漂亮的活计呢！”

然后我四下里找那只猫，要杀了它。它给我的生活带来了太多的不幸，所以，现在它也必须去见阎王爷。我找遍了每一个角落，但是它已无影无踪了。我终于自由了！当天夜里，我太太平平地酣睡了一场——我，一个刚刚杀害了自己爱妻的家伙，居然睡了个好觉！

三天过去了，那只猫仍然没有出现。我现在快乐极了，是很久以来最快乐的时候。我对自己犯下的罪行并不担心。人们来问了几个问题，警察也到我家来过了，但他们什么也没有发现。

第四天，警察又来了，并且开始进行搜查。他们查看了每一个房间，然后下台阶来到地窖里面。我陪着他们，心里感到非常平静和安全，一直冷眼旁观他们检查每一个角落。他们没有找到任何东西，似乎相当高兴，并且准备离开了。我满心欢喜。我确信自己是安全的，但又想说点什么，哪怕是一两句话，就为了表示一下我是多么满不在乎、清白无辜。

“先生们，”我开口道，“你们在这里没有找到任何东西，现在又要离开这幢房子了，我很高兴……不过我要给你们看样东西，先生们。你们看见没有，这房子建得有多么好？你们会注意到，这几堵墙结实极了。”我一面说着这话，一面用根棍子敲打着墙壁——正是我藏匿妻子尸体的那面墙！

就在那一刻，我们听见了一个声音。这声音很古怪，同我以前听到过的声音都大不一样。它开始时很轻，几乎像是一个婴儿的哭声；然后就升得越来越高，转而成为一声没完没了的嚎叫，仿佛从地狱中响起的哀号。

警察们一齐望着我，又彼此看了看。他们奔到墙边，开始拼命将砖块飞快地向外扒。几分钟不到，砖墙扒倒了；那里赫然便是我那亡妻的尸首。在她的头顶上蹲着那只黑猫，张开血盆大口，一只独眼里燃烧着鬼火——这畜生诱使我犯下了杀人罪，现在又要送我去见阎王了。

我把这可怕的东西，同我妻子一起，活活砌到墙里去了！


The Masque of the Red Death

The Red Death had been in the country for many, many years. No disease had ever been so deadly. People called it the Red Death because it left blood, red horrible blood, on the body and face of each person it visited. And no one, if visited, was ever left alive. Once a person was touched by the Red Death, he immediately felt pains, and soon afterwards started to bleed from every part of his body. In thirty minutes he was dead. After that no one, not even his family, went near the blood-covered body.

Everybody was afraid of the Red Death — everybody except the fearless Prince Prospero. He refused to be troubled by it. Although half the people of his country had already died from this terrible disease, he continued to enjoy life to the full. One day he decided to invite a thousand of his strong and brave friends to stay with him in one of his castles, far out in the countryside. There the Red Death would not be able to touch them.

It was a huge and extraordinary castle, built to Prince Prospero's own plan. It had strong high walls and great gates of heavy metal. Now when the Prince and his friends arrived at the castle gates they went inside, locked the gates carefully and threw away the keys. In that way no one would be able to enter or escape. They were all there together, far away from the Red Death. Now they could forget the world outside and think only of themselves. They had everything they needed to amuse themselves, because the Prince had forgotten nothing. He had brought in food and wine, actors, musicians, and dancers. All of this, and life itself, was inside the castle. Outside lay the Red Death.

Towards the end of the fifth or sixth month, while the Red Death was at its most deadly outside, the Prince gave a wonderful masked ball for his friends. It was a wild and wonderful ball, but first let me tell you about the rooms in which he gave the ball. There were seven rooms in all. In most castles, of course, the rooms for great parties or dances join each other end to end. In this way, when the doors at the end of each room are opened, the seven rooms become one huge room, and you can see from the first room right through to the last one. In Prospero's castle, it was different. Each room turned suddenly round a corner into the next, so if you were standing in one room it was impossible to see into the other rooms.

In the middle of each wall, on the right and left, there was a tall, narrow window opening onto the closed passage which ran along beside all seven rooms. Each window was made of different coloured glass, and the colour of the glass was the same as the colour of the room that it opened onto. The first room, for example, was blue, and so its windows were also a deep blue. The second room was purple, and so the windows, too, were purple. The third was green, with green windows, the fourth orange, the fifth white, and the sixth violet. The seventh room was black. Its walls were black, its thick, heavy carpet was also black. But its windows were red — a deep blood-red.

There were no candles in any of the rooms. The only light came from fires, in hanging metal baskets, which were in the passages outside the rooms. Each fire was opposite a window, and so the light from the fire shone through the coloured glass and filled each room with strange and fantastic shadows. But in the black room the firelight that shone through the blood-red window changed the room into something too horrible to describe. In that strange light, faces became wild and frightening, and few people were brave enough to enter the room at all.

In this room, against the farthest wall, stood a huge black clock. Every hour it chimed loud and deep and clear, filling the castle with its long, gloomy sound. And while the clock chimed, the musicians stopped playing and even the wildest dancers stood still, in silence and fear, listening to the passing of another hour... But when the chiming stopped, people looked at each other and laughed, trying hard to pretend that they had not been frightened. Happiness came into the castle again, until the clock chimed the passing of the next hour, and the same fear returned.

Prince Prospero's ball, although given in these strange rooms, was wild and happy. The Prince had planned everything — the colours, the paintings on the walls, even the cloaks and masks worn by each one of his friends. He had chosen all the clothes with the greatest of care, putting together the beautiful and the ugly, the strange and the fantastic, the surprising and the frightening.

Each man and woman was dressed like a terrible dream. And in and out of the rooms these dreams walked and danced, their clothes changing colour each time they entered a different room. But no one was brave enough now to enter the black room. As the night passed and the fires burned brighter, the colours and shapes in this room became more horrible than ever. The black carpet and walls seemed full of gloom, and the deep chimes of the black clock sounded even more frightening.

But the other six rooms were full of life and pleasure. People were dancing and singing, talking and laughing, and the wild noise of a thousand happy men and women rang through the castle. Then came the hour of midnight, and once again dancers and musicians became still and silent, as the clock slowly rang the twelve long chimes of midnight. And because the twelve chimes took a long time to ring, each person had more time to think, and feel uncomfortable. They also had time, before the last chime had sounded, to notice a masked figure who had not been there before. The first person who saw the stranger told the next person, who told another, and in a few minutes a cry of fear and horror rose up from the crowd.

Now you will remember that everyone at the ball was wearing strange cloaks and masks, which belonged more to the world of dreams and wild imagination than to everyday life. So why, you may ask, this horror, and this fear? But even in the cruellest heart there are some fears too terrible to laugh at. The tall thin figure of the stranger was dressed from head to foot in the white clothes of the dead. And the mask over the face was frighteningly real — it was the face of a dead man. Worse still, the face and the body were covered with red, horrible blood! Here, in the middle of all that dancing and happiness was a living picture of the Red Death!

When Prince Prospero saw the masked stranger, his face became white with fear. Then his fear turned to anger and he shouted out, 'Who is that? Who is mad enough to play games with us, and with death, in this way? Take hold of him, and pull off his mask. I want to see the face of the man who, tomorrow, will hang from the castle roof.'

The Prince was in the blue room as he said these words. They rang loudly and clearly through the seven rooms. Many of the Prince's friends started to run towards the masked figure, but they were all too frightened to touch him. With slow and silent steps, the stranger walked slowly towards the Prince, passing very near to him. Then he continued walking, and went from the blue room into the purple one, from the purple into the green, and then into the orange room, the white room and then the violet room. No one tried to stop him.

Then Prince Prospero, mad with anger, hurried through the six rooms, with a sword in his hand. As the masked figure entered the black room, the Prince was close behind him, holding his sword up high. At that moment the stranger turned suddenly to look at the Prince. There was a loud cry — and the sword fell upon the black carpet, followed by the dead body of the fearless Prince Prospero.

At once a crowd of people ran into the black room and took hold of the masked stranger. He was standing very still, in the shadow of the black clock. Angrily, they pulled away the clothes and the mask, but then they backed away in horror, because inside the clothes and mask they found — nothing.

And now each person in the castle understood that the Red Death was there, among them. It had come like a thief in the night. And one by one they fell down dead. And the black clock stopped ringing with the death of the last person. And the fires also died away. And the only things left in the castle were Darkness and the Red Death.



masque n. 假面舞会；化装舞会。

afterwards adv. later; after that. 后来；以后。

trouble v. to make anxious, nervous, worried, etc. 使烦恼；使忧虑。

extraordinary adj. more than what is ordinary. 非常的；非凡的。

amuse v. to cause to spend time in a pleasant manner. 娱乐；消遣。

musician n. a person who performs on a musical instrument, or who writes music. 音乐家；乐师；作曲家。

ball n. a large formal occasion for social dancing. 舞会。

party n. a gathering of people, usually by invitation, for food and amusement. （应邀参加宴请和娱乐的）聚会。

passage n. a narrow connecting way, especially inside a building. 过道；走廊。

opposite adj. facing. 对面的；相对的。

describe v. to say what something is like; give a picture (of) in words. 叙述；描写；描述；形容。

chime v. to make musical bell-like sounds; show (the time) in this way. 奏出钟声似的乐音；报时。

pretend v. to give an appearance of (something that is not true), with the intention of deceiving. 假装；伪装。

surprising adj. causing surprise. 令人吃惊的；出乎意料的。

frightening adj. causing fear. 可怕的；令人吃惊的。

midnight n. 12 o'clock at night. 午夜；夜里12点。

uncomfortable adj. not comfortable. 不舒服的；不安的；不自在的。

cloak n. a loose outer garment, usually without arm-coverings, which is sometimes worn instead of a coat. 斗篷；大氅。

imagination n. the act of imagining or the ability to imagine. 想象；想象力。

clearly adv. in a clear manner. 清楚地。

anger n. a fierce feeling of displeasure, usually leading to a desire to hurt or stop the person or thing causing it. 怒火；愤怒。

fearless adj. without fear. 不怕的；无畏的。

one by one one after another; singly. 一个一个地。

darkness n. 黑暗。


红死魔假面舞会

红死病已在国内肆虐很多、很多个年头了，还不曾有过哪种疾病是如此致命的。人们称之为红死病，是因为它每降临到一个人头上，那人的面部和身体就会出血，就会流出恐怖的、殷红的鲜血；还有，罹病之人无一得以幸存人世。一旦某个人遭到了红死魔的触摸，他就会立即感到疼痛，此后不久身体各处开始出血，三十分钟之内准会丧命。然后，所有人，哪怕是他的家人，都不敢靠近那鲜血淋漓的尸体。

人人惧怕红死病——只有无畏的普洛斯佩罗亲王是个例外。他拒绝为此所困扰。尽管在他的国家里已有半数民众被这可怕的疾病夺去了生命，他仍然继续充分地享受生活。一天，他决定邀请1,000位健壮、勇敢的朋友同他一道去他远在乡间的一座城堡居住。在那里，红死魔对他们将无计可施。

这座城堡规模宏大，非同凡响，是按照普洛斯佩罗亲王亲自设计的蓝图建造的，它有着巍然高耸的坚固城墙以及厚重的金属大门。现在，亲王和他的朋友们来到城堡的大门前；他们进入城堡，仔细地锁好大门，然后将钥匙扔掉。这样一来，就没有一个人能够进入或是逃走了；他们都在一起，远远地避开红死魔，现在他们可以忘掉外面的世界，仅仅关注他们自己。供自己取乐用的东西他们样样都有，因为亲王什么都没忘了带。他带来了食物、美酒、演员、乐师和舞者。所有这一切，再加上生命本身，均处于城堡内部；城堡外面则是红死病的天下。

到了第五或第六个月的末尾，外面正是红死病最为猖獗的时候，亲王却举办了一个盛大的假面舞会招待他的朋友们。舞会开得热烈奔放、精彩绝伦，不过首先让我来向诸位介绍一下举办舞会的场地。总共有七间屋子。当然，在大多数城堡里，举行大型宴会或舞会的房间都是彼此衔接、首尾相连的。按照这种布局，每一间屋子两端的门一开，七间屋子就会变成一个大房间，你可以从第一间屋子径直望见最后一间。然而在普洛斯佩罗的城堡里，情形就有所不同了，每一个房间要绕过一个拐角才突然转而成为下一个房间。这样，如果你站在其中一个房间里，你是不可能望见其他几个房间的。

在每间屋子左右两面墙的中部，各开着一扇又高又窄的窗户，窗外是一个封闭的走廊，它在全部七个房间旁边经过。每扇窗户都镶着不同颜色的玻璃，而玻璃的颜色又同窗户所处的房间的色调相一致。比如，第一个房间是蓝色的，所以它的两扇窗户都是深蓝色的；第二个房间是紫色的，它的窗户也就是紫色的；第三个房间是绿色的，安着绿窗户；第四个为橙黄色；第五个为白色；第六个为紫罗兰色。第七个房间是黑色的，四壁涂成黑色，又厚又重的地毯也是黑色的；然而这间屋子的窗户却是红色的——一种深浓的血红。

哪间屋子里都是不点蜡烛的。唯有的光亮来自屋子外面走廊里挂着的金属吊篮中燃着的火焰。每一团火焰正对着一扇窗户，于是火光透过彩色玻璃映射进来，使每一间屋子都布满古怪、奇异的影子。可是，那间黑色屋子在透过血红色窗户投射进来的火光的映照下却变得难以形容地恐怖瘆人。在那怪异的光芒中，一张张面孔显得又疯狂又可怖；根本就没有几个人胆大得敢走进那间屋子。

在这间屋子里，靠着最远处那面墙立着一座黑色的大钟，每到整点便以洪亮、深沉、清晰的声音报时，让那悠长、阴森的轰鸣响彻整个城堡。每当大钟报时，乐师们便停止演奏音乐，就连最狂热的舞者也要呆呆地站定，一声不吭、满心恐惧地谛听着又一个钟头的流逝……但是一旦报时结束，人们便彼此相视大笑，尽力装出一副根本没有受到惊吓的样子。欢乐再一次降临到城堡之中，直到大钟宣布下一个钟头逝去的时候，相同的恐惧才会回到他们心里。

普洛斯佩罗亲王的舞会尽管是在这样几间稀奇古怪的屋子中举行的，却开得甚为无法无天、恣情纵欲。亲王筹划了一切——房间的色彩，墙上挂的图画，甚至供每一位朋友穿戴的斗篷和面具都准备好了。他尽最大努力精心挑选了所有的衣装，集美与丑、荒诞不经与异想天开、别出心裁与怵目惊心于一体襄此盛举。

男男女女们装扮得好似一个个噩梦，这些噩梦在一间间屋子中进进出出，走动着，跳着舞，每走进一间色调不同的屋子，身上的衣服就变换一次颜色。但现在没有一个人敢走进那间黑色的屋子。夜一点点过去，火焰燃烧得更亮了，映得这间屋子里的色彩与怪影比以往更为恐怖。黑黢黢的地毯和四壁看上去极为阴森，那黑色大钟深沉的报时声听起来更加令人毛骨悚然。

不过另外六间屋子里面却是生机盎然，一片笑语欢声。人们唱啊跳啊，说啊笑啊，一千名快乐的男男女女纵情狂欢的嘈杂声在城堡中回荡着。然后午夜的时刻到来了，跳舞者与乐师们再一次变得安安静静、一语不发，听着大钟缓缓地发出午夜的十二声悠长的轰鸣。由于这十二下报时的钟声用了很久才打完，每一个人便有了更多的时间陷入沉思，感到不安。他们同样有时间在最后一下报时钟声鸣响之前注意到有一个先前并不在场的戴面具的家伙。第一个看到这陌生人的人告诉了第二个人，第二个又告诉了第三个，就这样，几分钟不到，人群中响起了一阵惊恐万状的叫声。

现在诸位会记起，参加舞会的每一个人都是穿戴着千奇百怪的斗篷和面具的，而这些装束在日常生活中并不常见，它们更多地属于一个梦幻与狂想的世界。那么，你可能会问，为何如此惊慌、如此害怕呢？话虽这么说，但即便是在最残忍无情的人心里，也埋藏着可怕得难以一笑置之的恐惧。那个身量又高又瘦的陌生人从头到脚穿着死人穿的白色寿袍，脸上戴的面具令人生畏地逼真——那是一张死人的脸。更糟糕的是，他的脸上和身体上布满了猩红、骇人的鲜血！在歌舞升平和欢声笑语中竟然出了个红死魔的活生生的化身！

[image: alt]

普洛斯佩罗亲王一看见那戴面具的不速之客，便吓得脸色惨白。接着，他的惊恐又变成了愤怒，他嚷道：“那是什么人？什么人竟然如此丧心病狂，拿死亡跟我们开这种玩笑？把他抓起来，撕掉他的面具。我要看看这家伙的脸，明天再把他吊死在城堡的顶上。”

亲王说这番话的时候正站在蓝色的房间里，声音洪亮而清晰地响彻七个房间。亲王的好多朋友抬腿向那戴面具的人奔去，但他们都怕得厉害，不敢动他。那陌生人迈着不慌不忙的、无声的步子朝亲王缓缓走去，紧挨着走过他身旁之后，又继续踱着步子从蓝色房间进了紫色房间，从紫色房间进了绿色房间，然后依次进了橙黄色房间、白色房间和紫罗兰色房间。没有人敢于阻止他。

这时，普洛斯佩罗亲王气得发疯，急忙手执一柄宝剑穿过六个房间赶来。当那戴面具的人走进黑色房间时，亲王赶到他身后，将宝剑高高举起。就在这一刻，那陌生人突然转过身来，紧盯着亲王。只听得一声惨叫——那柄宝剑掉落在黑色的地毯上，紧接着倒下来的是无畏的普洛斯佩罗亲王的尸体。

一群人立即冲进黑色房间，抓住了那个戴面具的不速之客。他正一动不动地站在黑色大钟的阴影里。人们愤怒地扯掉了袍子和面具，但是他们接着又恐惧地退了回去，因为他们在袍子和面具下面没有找到任何东西。

至此，城堡里的每一个人都明白了，红死魔已经到来，就在他们中间；他像个盗贼一样于深夜溜了进来。于是，人们一个接一个地倒地身亡，当最后一个人死掉时，那座黑色大钟也停止了鸣响。火焰也逐渐熄灭。城堡中只余下黑暗和红死魔，此外别无一物。


William Wilson

William Wilson is not my name. But I shall use it in this story because my real name is too well known, too hated in every corner of the world. My evil crimes have made sure of that. And as the day of my death comes nearer, I feel the need to write, to explain to you how my life of crime began.

Most men become evil slowly. They start with little crimes and then move on to bigger ones. But I am different. I moved into real crime with just one big step. Has any man lived a life as evil as mine? But now, the shadow of death fills me with fear; day and night I have the most terrible dreams. Perhaps someone, somewhere, will feel sorry for me. Listen to my story...

I was a wild and excitable child. My parents worried about me and often tried to punish me, but they never succeeded in changing me. I refused to obey them and I never followed any orders that they gave me. I wanted to be free so I listened only to myself.

The first school that I can remember was a large and very old house in a small, quiet English village. As I write, I can still feel the coolness of the shadowy gardens near the house. I can smell the sweetness of the flowers and hear the deep sound of the church bells as they rang every hour.

These feelings give me some moments of happiness as I sit here in black misery, waiting for death. In fact, it is here, in this school, that my story really begins...

The school building was large and old. The big gardens were closed in by a high wall, with broken glass at the top, just like a prison. We only went out three times a week. On Saturday afternoons we took a walk in some fields near the school, under the watchful eye of one of our teachers. On Sundays we went out twice, morning and evening, to go to the village church.

I was not bored or unhappy during my life at school. Children can amuse themselves very easily, and in my imagination, I lived an exciting life, full of mystery and interest. But in the real world, the days were always the same — we woke up and went to bed, we walked in the fields and played in the playground... The playground was, indeed, a very special place. It was a place where friends were made and lost, a place always full of trouble and excitement.

I was the kind of boy who liked to give orders, not to take them. I always wanted to win every game, every fight, and to be first in everything. All the other boys, even those a bit older than myself, were happy to follow and obey me. All, that is, except one. His name was the same as mine, so I shall call him William Wilson, too. We were not from the same family, but we both had the same name. This was not surprising because my name was not an unusual one.

This William Wilson refused to obey me. He argued with me, both in class and in the playground, and tried to stop the other boys from following me. Actually, I think I was the only boy who realized what he was doing. He did everything very cleverly and silently, and in this way nobody really noticed it. But I — I noticed what he did, and I was frightened by it. I was afraid that Wilson was stronger than I was. I became worried and angry when I saw the other boys follow him instead of me. But Wilson was always cool and calm. Nothing ever troubled him. He seemed to want one thing only — to see me frightened and unhappy. But at the same time I sometimes noticed that he showed a friendliness towards me — which was most unwelcome to me.

It is difficult for me to describe my feelings towards Wilson. I didn't hate him, but neither did I like him. I think that, more than anything, I felt afraid of him. At the same time I wanted to know more about him. I wanted to find something that frightened or worried him. But I could find nothing. There was nothing strange in the way he looked or walked. Nothing, that is, except for one thing — his voice. His voice was strange. When he spoke, he could never speak loudly. In fact, he never spoke above a whisper.

Wilson was quick to find the one thing that I really did not like. It was my name. Although I come from an old and famous family, my name is a very everyday one. It could belong to any unimportant workman. I had always hated my name, but now I hated it even more because both of us had the same name. I heard it twice as often. And there was something that worried me even more deeply. We seemed to look alike as well. We were as tall as one another, we were both thin, and even our faces were alike. Because our names were the same, I knew that the older boys thought that we were brothers, but nobody seemed to notice that we looked alike. But Wilson noticed it and he also saw that I was angry about it. Nothing ever escaped him. He always knew my deepest feelings.

After a while he started to dress like me, and even to walk like me. Luckily, he could not speak like me when I spoke loudly, but when I spoke in a whisper, his whisper was just like mine.

All these things troubled me deeply. I could see that Wilson enjoyed making me angry, and he used to laugh at me secretly. Strangely, the other boys never noticed how he made fun of me, and copied me in every way. I was the only one who noticed it.

Very often he used to give me advice, telling me quietly what I should do or what I should say. I hated him even more when he did this. Today, of course, I realize that his advice was always very good and sensible. What a pity that I never followed it!

As time went by, I became more and more angry with him. Why should he, or anyone, give me advice? My feelings towards him changed and I actually began to hate him. He noticed this and tried not to come near me so much.

One day, towards the end of my fifth year at school we had a violent argument. While we were arguing, he showed his feelings more openly than usual, and a very strange idea came into my mind. I thought — how can I describe it? — I thought just for a second or two that I had known him before, a long, long time ago, when we were very young children. It was, as I say, a strange and very stupid idea, and I forgot it as quickly as I could.

But that night, when every one was asleep, I got out of bed. Then I walked through the dark building, with a small lantern in my hands, until I reached Wilson's room. I left the lantern outside and went near to his bed. Yes, he was asleep. I returned to get my lantern and went back to his bed. I had planned to do something cruel to him while he slept. But as I looked at the sleeping boy, my heart beat faster and I was filled with fear. Was this really what William Wilson looked like? Did he look just the same when he was awake? I knew that he was as tall as I was. I knew, too, that he walked like me and talked like me, and copied me in every way that he could. But was it possible that the person in that bed looked so like me in every way? I began to shake with fear, and my body turned ice-cold. Surely he couldn't look like this! Was I really looking at a boy who was not just a copy of me, but...

I was more frightened than I had ever been in my life. I went silently out of his room, left the school building and never returned there again.

After several lazy months at home, I was sent to Eton, one of the most famous English boys' schools. There, I soon forgot William Wilson and the strange fears I had felt. If I thought about them at all, I used to laugh at myself.

My life at Eton lasted for three wild and evil years. I learnt to be clever and secret, and was interested only in new ways of amusing myself. I chose the worst kind of students for my friends, and spent all my time in evil enjoyment. One night, when I was in my third year, I invited some students to a party in my rooms. We drank and played cards all through the night. As well as the wine, we had other, perhaps more dangerous, pleasures. As the first morning light started to appear, I suggested a new evil amusement. Then I noticed that somebody was opening my door and I heard a servant's voice, 'There's somebody outside who wants to speak to you, sir. He seems to be in a hurry.'

I walked, with difficulty, to the hall, as I was feeling very drunk with the wine. It was still too dark to see clearly, but I could just see the shape of a young man. He was as tall as I was, and was wearing the same clothes as myself. I could not see his face.

He came up to me and whispered the words 'William Wilson!' in my ear. I knew the voice at once. It was impossible to mistake it. Those two words were enough to fill me with fear. Before I could look into his face, he had disappeared.

The meeting only lasted a few seconds, but for some weeks I could not forget it. I thought of it all the time. Who and what was this William Wilson? Where did he come from? What did he want from me? My questions stayed unanswered, but I did discover one thing. I learnt that William Wilson had left my last school on the same day that I myself had run away from it.

Soon I forgot about him again, and not long afterwards I went up to Oxford University. My parents were not sensible people and they always gave me a lot of money. I was able to live a fashionable, expensive life, and to choose as my friends the sons of the richest families of England. There was nothing at all to stop me now. I spent my money wildly, and passed my days and nights in dangerous and exciting pleasures.

At Oxford I spent a lot of my time gambling. I became, in fact, a most clever and successful gambler — no better than a thief. I played cards in order to win money from the other students and become even richer. Of course, I was careful to play only with students who were bad at playing cards. In this way I could be sure of winning every time. My friends were not clever enough to see what I was doing.

In my second year at University I met a new student called Glendinning. He came from an old English family and was one of the richest students in the university. I soon realized that he was very unintelligent and because of this he was, of course, a very suitable person for me to gamble with! I started to play cards with him often, and for some time I made sure that he always won.

At last I decided that the time was right and I made my plans carefully. I met Glendinning at the rooms of a friend of mine, a Mr Preston (who had no idea of my secret plan). Eight or ten other friends were also invited. In this way Glendinning had no idea that I planned to gamble with him that evening. In fact, at the party, it was he who first suggested playing cards.

We played for many long hours. In the end, by my careful plan, I was playing alone against Glendinning, while the others watched our game. Glendinning had drunk a lot of wine during the evening and his hands were beginning to shake a little — from fear or from the wine, I wasn't sure. He had already lost a large amount of money. Then he did what I had hoped for. He took another long drink of wine and said, 'Let's double the stakes.' Beginners always think they can win back what they have lost in this way.

At first I pretended to refuse. Then he became angry, so, naturally, I had to agree. My plan was working excellently. We continued playing, and in less than an hour my winnings were four times as big. Glendinning's face was now as white as a sheet. Everyone around the table started talking, and to my surprise I heard the words, 'That's the end of Glendinning. He's just lost everything he had!'

I had heard that Glendinning was very rich indeed — rich enough to lose a lot of money and not to worry about it. Now, I understood from the whispers around the table, that this was not true. I had, in fact, won everything he owned, and so destroyed him.

Nobody spoke. Glendinning had covered his face with his hands and everyone clearly felt very sorry for him. Even I began to feel a little worried, and wondered what I should do.

As we stood in silence, the doors suddenly opened and a strong wind filled the room. It blew out all the candles in the room and we were left in darkness. But in the few seconds before the candles went out, we noticed that a man had entered the room. He was about as tall as I was, and his face and body were hidden by a long cloak. As we stood in the darkness, we could feel him standing in the room.

Then he began to speak. He spoke in a whisper, and his voice filled me with fear. 'Gentlemen,' he said. 'I am here because I have something important to tell you. I am afraid that you do not really know the man who has just won so much money from Glendinning. Let me tell you how to learn more about him. Please look very carefully inside his left sleeve and at the several little packets inside the large pockets of his jacket.' Immediately after these words he left the room, as silently as he had entered it.

That moment was one of the worst moments of my life. I had no time to do anything. My friends fell on me angrily, lit the candles again, and searched my clothes. They found the single cards hidden carefully inside my left sleeve, and in my pockets they discovered the packets of special cards which helped me to win every game I played.

My friends stood around me in a circle and looked at me in silence. Mr Preston then picked up a cloak from the floor. 'Mr Wilson,' he said. 'Here is your cloak. You will, I hope, leave my room, and then leave Oxford immediately.'

I wanted to hit him, but something stopped me. It was the cloak that Preston was holding in his hands. Although it looked like my cloak, I knew that it wasn't, because my own cloak was already over my left arm. It was a very unusual and expensive cloak, which a shop had made specially for me. How was it possible that there was now another cloak just like it?

I thought back to the moment when the stranger had come into the room. Yes, he had been wearing a cloak too... Full of fear, I quickly took the cloak from Mr Preston and left the room. The next morning I left Oxford and escaped to Europe. I was now known to be a cheat at cards and every door in England would be closed against me.

But bad luck travelled with me. In fact I soon realized that my troubles at Oxford had been only the beginning... Soon after I arrived in Paris, I met William Wilson again. There, too, he destroyed my evil hopes. Everywhere I went, year after year, he appeared like a ghost and came between me and my plans. In Rome he stopped me from getting what I wanted. In Vienna, too — in Berlin, and even in Moscow! Wasn't there anywhere where I could be left alone? I went from city to city, trying to escape from him. But I couldn't feel free. I couldn't be alone. He followed me everywhere.

Again and again I used to ask myself these questions. 'Who is he? Where does he come from? What does he want from me?' But I could find no answer. I thought deeply about all the times when I had seen him. In every city, I realized, Wilson had done the same thing. He had not stopped my plans all the time, but only when they were evil and dangerous, either to others or to myself. I understood all this, but still I was very angry. Why couldn't Wilson leave me alone? Why couldn't he let me live in the way I wanted to?

I realized another thing too. Every time Wilson appeared, he had never let me see his face. I had always noticed his clothes. It was difficult not to notice them because they were always the same as mine. But he kept his face hidden from me. Why did he do this? Did he really think that I was so stupid? Did he think I hadn't realized who he was? The man who followed me everywhere and destroyed my plans again and again was the same William Wilson of my schooldays! But let me continue with my story.

Until now I had felt afraid of Wilson and had obeyed him. The mystery of his sudden arrivals, his cleverness, his deep understanding of me — all these things filled me with fear. I always obeyed him, although I hated myself for doing it. But recently I had become a very heavy drinker. Wine made me feel brave and strong, able to fight anybody who tried to stop me. At the same time I began to think that Wilson was becoming weaker. Was this really happening or was it just a dream? I cannot tell, but I do know that my own feelings were becoming more and more violent. I began to feel a burning hope — soon I would break free from this terrible enemy and never take his orders again.

One evening, in 18—, I was in Rome and was invited to a big party in the palace of Duke Di Broglio. The Duke was old and boring, but his wife was young and beautiful, and not very sensible. I had evil plans for her. She and I had agreed to meet, during the party, in a quiet room where we could be alone.

As I walked from room to room looking for her in the crowds, I suddenly felt a hand touch my arm. Then I heard a whisper in my ears. Angrily I turned round and saw a man. He was wearing the same clothes as I was, but his face was covered with a black mask. I caught him by his arm. 'Stop!' I shouted. 'I have had enough trouble from you! This is the last time you'll follow me anywhere! Come with me now into the next room. If you don't, I shall kill you right now, here where you stand!'

I took him into a small room nearby and pushed him violently to the floor. He got to his feet shakily, and stood up against the wall. I then closed the door and ordered him to fight. For a second he did not move. Then he silently took out his sword.

It was a short fight. I was wild and excited and felt stronger than I had ever felt before. After only a few seconds I pushed him against the wall and plunged my sword into his body again and again.

At that moment somebody tried to open the door. I ran to check that the door was locked and then ran back towards my enemy. How can I describe what I saw at that moment? During those few seconds when I had turned to the door, the room had become strangely different. There was now a large mirror at the end of the room. I was sure that it had not been there before. As I stepped up to the mirror, I saw myself, walking forward shakily, my face white and covered with blood.

Or so I thought. But I was wrong. It was my enemy, Wilson, who stood before me in his last moments of life. His mask and cloak lay on the floor. His face was now uncovered. And I saw, in terror, that his face was my own!

Then Wilson spoke, but no longer in a whisper, and I thought I heard my own voice speaking as he said:

'You have won, and I have lost. But from this moment you, too, are dead — dead to the world, to Heaven, and to hope! You lived in me — and, in my death, look in my face, which is your own, and see how you have murdered yourself.'



crime n. unlawful activity in general. 违法活动；犯罪行为。

punish v. to cause (someone) to suffer for (a fault or crime). 惩罚；处罚。

obey v. to do (what one is asked or ordered to do) by (someone). 服从；顺从；遵守。

misery n. great unhappiness or great pain and suffering (of body or of mind). （指身心上的）痛苦；苦难；悲惨的遭遇。

watchful adj. careful to notice things. 小心的；警惕的；戒备的。

mystery n. a strange secret nature or quality. 神秘；秘密；奥秘。

playground n. a piece of ground kept for children to play on, especially at a school. 游戏场；运动场；操场。

actually adv. really. 实际上；真实地。

unwelcome adj. not acceptable and wanted. 不受欢迎的。

whisper n. whispered words. 低语；耳语；私语。

workman n. a man who works with his hands, especially in a particular skill or trade. 工人；劳动者；工匠；技工。

luckily adv. having, resulting from, or bringing good luck. 幸运地；侥幸地。

strangely adv. hard to accept or understand; surprisingly. 奇怪地；奇异地；令人费解地。

copy v. to follow (someone on something) as a standard or pattern. 模仿；仿效。

sensible adj. reasonable and practical; having or showing good sense. 明智的；有见识的。

pity n. a sad or inconvenient state of affairs. 可惜的事；遗憾的事。

lantern n. a container, usually of glass and metal, that encloses the flame of a light. 提灯；灯笼。

awake adj. not asleep; having woken. 醒着的；醒来的。

shake v. to move quickly up and down and to and fro. 摇晃；发抖；震动。

enjoyment n. happiness from things and experiences. 享受；欣赏。

pleasure n. a cause of happiness, enjoyment, or satisfaction. 乐事；乐趣。

mistake v. to have a wrong idea about; understand wrongly. 弄错；误解。

fashionable adj. (made, dressed, etc.) according to the latest fashion. 时髦的；流行的。

expensive adj. costing a lot of money. 昂贵的；花钱的。

gamble v. to risk one's money on horse races, in (card) games, business, etc. 赌博；打赌。

unintelligent adj. not having or showing powers of reasoning or understanding. 理解力差的；无知的；愚蠢的。

suitable adj. fit (for a purpose), right; convenient. 合适的。

amount n. a quantity or sum. 数量；数额。

stake n. something that may be gained or lost. 赌注。

winnings n. money which has been won in a game, by betting on a race, etc. （赢得的）钱；奖金。

sleeve n. a part of a garment for covering an arm. 衣袖。

packet n. a small package; a number of small things tied or put together into a small box, case, or bag. 小包；小盒。

discover v. to find (something existing but not known before). 发现。

unusual adj. not usual; rare; not common; interesting because different from others. 罕见的；稀有的；异常的；与众不同的。

cheat n. a person who cheats; dishonest person. 骗子；不诚实的人。

schooldays n. 学生时代。

fight v. to use violence (against others). 打仗；打架。

Duke n. a nobleman of the highest rank outside the Royal Family. 公爵。

crowd n. a large number of people gathered together. 人群；一群人。

shakily adv. unsteadily. 摇摇晃晃地。

plunge v. to push or rush suddenly or violently. 冲；刺。

lock v. to fasten with a lock. 锁住；锁上。

heaven n. the place where God or the gods are supposed to live; place of complete happiness where the souls of good people go after death. 天堂；天国。


威廉·威尔逊

威廉·威尔逊并不是我的名字，但我将在这个故事中使用它，因为我的真名实姓早已在世界上每一个角落广为人知、深受憎恶了。之所以如此，是因为我曾犯下了罪行。由于我的死期正一天天临近，我觉得有必要诉诸笔墨，向诸位解释一下我的犯罪生涯是如何开始的。

人们走向堕落大都是一步步的，开始时犯些小过错，接下来罪行便愈犯愈大。但我的情形完全不同。我只是迈了一大步便堕入了真正的罪恶深渊。曾经有人像我一样经历过如此邪恶的一生吗？可是现在，死亡的阴影使我的内心充满了恐惧，我没日没夜地做最可怕的噩梦。也许在某个地方有某个人会为我感到难过。请听我的故事……

我小时候是个野性十足、容易激动的孩子，我父母很为我操心，总想惩罚我，但他们从未成功地令我有所改变。我拒不服从他们，从不照着他们给我的指令去做。我一心想自由自在地生活，于是干什么都是我行我素。

我记得我上的第一所学校是位于英格兰一座僻静的小村庄中的一栋非常古旧的大房子。我现在一边写，一边还能感觉到房子旁边那幽暗的花园里的丝丝凉意，还能嗅到花朵的芬芳，听到每当整点时便敲响的深沉的教堂钟声。

当我无比凄惨地在这里坐以待毙的时候，这些感觉给了我片刻的欢悦。事实上，我的故事就是从这里、从这所学校真正开始的……

学校的校舍规模宏大，年代久远。大大的花园被一道高墙紧紧围住，墙头还插着碎玻璃片，活像一座监狱。我们一个星期只能出去三次。到了星期六下午，我们要在一位老师的密切监视下去学校附近的田野里散一圈步。星期天我们能出去两次，早一次晚一次，都是去村里的教堂。

我的读书生涯并未令我感到厌烦和不快，孩子们总是能够很轻易地找到自我娱乐的法子。在我的想象中，我过着一种激动人心的生活，生活中充满了神秘和有趣的事情；但是在真实的世界中，一个个日子总是千篇一律——我们醒来，睡去，去田野里散步，在操场上玩耍……说实在的，操场可真是一个非常特别的地方。这是个交到朋友、失去朋友的地方，是个总是充满了麻烦和骚动的地方。

我是那种喜欢对别人发号施令、而不喜欢听人家指挥的男孩，总是想赢得每一场游戏、每一场争斗，想在任何一件事上当老大。所有其他男孩，甚至那些比我稍微大一点的，都乐于追随我，服从我。所有人都如此，只有一个人除外。他的名字和我的一模一样，所以我将同样把他也称为威廉·威尔逊。我们俩并不是来自同一个家庭，但都叫同一个名字。这没什么可奇怪的，因为我的名字又不是那么不常见。

这个威廉·威尔逊拒绝服从我。他跟我争执不下，从课堂里吵到操场上，还试图阻止其他男孩追随我。实际上，我想我是唯一一个意识到他在这样做的男孩。他将每一件事都做得非常巧妙、不动声色，这样，就不会有人真正注意到了。然而我——我注意到了他的所作所为，并且因此害怕起来。我真怕威尔逊比我更强大。每当我看见其他男孩撇下我去追随他，我就变得心急如焚，怒不可遏。但威尔逊总是那样冷静、镇定。什么都不曾让他为难。他似乎只需要一件事——看我受惊吓和闷闷不乐。但与此同时，我注意到，他有时向我作出了友好的表示——这可是最让我不能接受的。

我很难形容我对威尔逊的感情。我不恨他，但也不喜欢他。我想，最主要的感情是，我害怕他；同时我又想对他有更多的了解，以便从中找出一些令他提心吊胆和焦躁不安的东西。但我一无所获。他的模样或走路的样子都没有什么古怪之处，但是称得上特别的有一样——就是他的声音。他的声音很古怪。他开口的时候，从来不能高声讲话。事实上，他的说话声比耳语也强不了多少。

威尔逊机敏地发现有一件东西是我真正不喜欢的，那就是我的名字。尽管我出身于声名显赫的古老世家，但我的名字却非常平庸，它适合任何一个微不足道的劳动者。我一向憎恶我这名字，但现在对它的深恶痛绝又加深了一层，因为我们两个用的都是这同一个名字，我现在听到它的次数成了先前的两倍。还有一件事情更是令我深为烦恼。我们两个看上去非常相像，个头一般高，都很瘦，甚至面容都很相像。我知道因为我们两个的名字一样，大一些的男孩子们都以为我们是兄弟，但好像还没有人注意到我们长相相似。然而，威尔逊注意到了这一点，还看出我对此非常生气。什么也逃不过他的眼睛。他总能洞悉我心底隐藏得最深的情感。

过了一阵子，他开始在穿着打扮，甚至走路的步态上模仿我。还好，我高声讲话的时候他模仿不了我，但是，一旦我悄声低语，他的悄声低语就同我的毫无二致。

所有这一切都深深困扰着我。我看得出威尔逊为惹我生气而乐不可支，而且常常在背地里笑话我。奇怪的是，其他男孩竟然从未觉察到他是如何拿我开玩笑，如何千方百计地模仿我。注意到这一点的只有我一个人。

他非常频繁地向我提出忠告，轻声指点我应当怎样做事，怎样讲话。他这么做的时候我就更加厌恶他。当然了，时至今日，我认识到这些忠告往往是大有益处、入情入理的。多么可惜啊，我竟然从未照着去做过！

时光流逝，我对他的怒气也与日俱增。凭什么要让他，或者随便什么人，来向我提出告诫？我对他的感情改变了，实际上我已开始憎恨他。他注意到这一点，便尽量不与我过分接近。

我入学校读书将近五个年头的时候，有一天，在我们之间爆发了一场激烈的争吵。在吵架过程中，他比往常更为公开地表达了自己的思想感情，这时，一个非常奇怪的念头出现在我的脑海之中。我想——叫我怎么说呢？——也就那么一两秒钟吧，我想，我是早就认识他的，在很久很久以前、当我们还都是小孩子的时候就认识他了。正如我所说，这是个非常愚蠢的古怪想法，于是我尽可能快地把它忘掉了。

但是当天晚上，每个人都入睡之后，我下了床，然后手持一盏小提灯，穿过黑洞洞的大楼，找到威尔逊的房间。我把提灯留在门外，自己走到他的床边。是的，他已经睡着了。我转身拿起提灯，再走回到他床边。我已经盘算好了在他熟睡时狠狠地整他一下子。但是，我一看见那个熟睡的男孩，心跳便加快了，而且充满了恐惧。威廉·威尔逊真的就是这个样子吗？他醒着时看上去也是这同一副模样吗？我知道他和我一般高。我还知道他像我一样走路，像我一样说话，尽其所能千方百计地模仿我。但是要说床上睡着的那人怎么看都与我酷似，这怎么可能呢？我开始因恐惧而瑟瑟发抖，浑身上下变得冰冷冰冷的。他绝对不可能是这个样子！难道我真的是在眼睁睁看着一个男孩，他并不是我的一个什么复制品，而是……

我害怕极了，这辈子都没这么害怕过。我悄没声息地溜出他的房间，离开了学校大楼，从此再没回去过。

在家里游手好闲地待了几个月后，我被送进了伊顿公学，英国最负盛名的男校之一。到了那里不久，我便将威廉·威尔逊和我曾感受到的恐惧忘掉了。假如我真要想起它们来，我便总是嘲笑我自己。

我在伊顿公学过了三年狂放不羁、频频作恶的生活。我学会了行事机敏、隐秘，仅仅对种种寻欢作乐的新办法感兴趣。我选择那种最差劲的学生做朋友，把时间全部花在腐化堕落的享乐上面。在我念第三个学年的一天晚上，我邀请一些学生到我的房间里来聚会，我们通宵喝酒、打牌。除了葡萄酒，我们还另有一些也许更危险的乐趣。当第一道晨光现出时，我建议大家干一件新的坏事作为消遣。这时，我发现有人在开我的房门，又听见一个仆人的声音：“外面有个人要同您讲话，先生。他好像急匆匆的。”

因为饮酒过量，我已经醉得不成样子，费了很大力气才走到客厅里。天气仍然很暗，什么也看不大清楚，我只能辨出一个年轻人的轮廓来。他和我一般高矮，穿的衣服也同我的一模一样。我看不清他的面孔。

他向我走来，对着我的耳朵低语道：“威廉·威尔逊！”我立即听出了这个声音。那是不可能弄错的。单是这两个词就足以让我满心惊惧。还没等我仔细看看他的脸，他已消失得无影无踪了。

这次会面仅仅持续了几秒钟，但此后的几个星期都让我无法忘记。我时时刻刻想着这事。这个威廉·威尔逊是谁，是什么？他从哪里来？他想从我这儿得到什么？我的这些问题一直得不到解答，不过有一件事我搞清楚了。我得知，就在我逃离上一次就读的那所学校的同一天，威廉·威尔逊也离开了学校。

很快，我再一次忘掉了他；此后不久，我又进了牛津大学。我父母很不明智，他们给了我大量的钱，于是我得以过着入时、奢侈的生活，与英国最富有的家族的子弟交朋友。现在没有任何东西来阻止我了。我大肆挥霍钱财，日日夜夜都在冒险的、激动人心的享乐中度过。

在牛津，我将大量时间花在赌博上面。事实上，我已成为一个最为狡猾、成功的赌棍——比一个贼也强不到哪儿去。我跟其他学生玩纸牌，就是为了从他们那里赢钱，让自己变得更为富有。当然了，我很小心，总是找那些牌技不佳的学生玩，这样一来，就能确保每一次都大获全胜。我的朋友们不够聪明，看不出我搞的把戏。

上大学二年级的时候，我结识了一个名叫格兰丁尼的新生，他出身于一个古老的英格兰世家，是学校里最有钱的学生之一。我很快发现，此人智力极端低下，正因为如此，他理所当然是我的一个非常合适的赌博对象！我开始经常性地同他一起玩纸牌，而且一段时间里总是让他赢。

终于，我认为时机成熟了，便仔细地制定了计划。我在一位朋友家里碰见了格兰丁尼，这位朋友是普雷斯顿先生（他对我的秘密计划一无所知）。还有八个或十个朋友也应邀来做客，这样一来，格兰丁尼就不会想到那天晚上我是早有预谋地要同他赌博了。其实，在那天的聚会中还是他首先提议玩纸牌的呢。
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我们拖拖拉拉地玩了好几个钟头，到了最后，在我的精心安排下，牌桌上只剩下我和格兰丁尼单打独斗了，其他人则在一旁观战。这一晚上格兰丁尼喝了不少酒，他的手都微微发抖了——是因为害怕还是因为醉酒，我拿不准。他已经输掉了一大笔钱。然后，正如我所期望的那样，他又足足地灌了一大口酒，说道：“咱们把赌注加倍吧。”大凡新手，总是以为他们这么干就能把输掉的钱赢回来。

一开始我假意推三阻四，然后他发起火来，于是，很自然，我只好答应了。我的计划正在得以顺利实施。我们接着玩下去，不到一个钟头，我赢的钱数就翻了两番。格兰丁尼的脸色这时变得像纸一样惨白，围在桌边的所有人都开始议论纷纷。我听到的一番话令我大为吃惊：“格兰丁尼完蛋了。他已经输掉了全部财产！”

我原来听说格兰丁尼其实非常富有——足够让他输掉一大笔钱而又用不着为此着急上火。现在，我从牌桌旁人们的窃窃私语中得知，事实并非如此。实际上，我把他赢了个倾家荡产，并且就此毁了他。

没有人说话。格兰丁尼用双手捂着脸，大家显然都为他感到难过。连我都觉得有点不安，不知该怎样做才好。

我们正默默无语地站着，突然，房门打开了，一股强风吹进了屋子，将屋子中所有的蜡烛都吹灭了，我们便陷入一片黑暗之中。但就在蜡烛熄灭之前几秒钟，我们注意到一个人已经进了这间屋子。他大概同我一般高矮，脸和身体都被一领长斗篷遮住了。当我们置身于黑暗之中时，我们能够感觉到他就站在屋子里。

然后他开口讲话了。他的说话声宛如耳语，这声音令我顿时充满了恐惧。“先生们，”他说道，“我到这儿来是因为有重要的事情要告诉诸位。我恐怕你们并不真正了解刚刚从格兰丁尼手中赢了这样一大笔钱的那个人。我来告诉你们怎样进一步摸清他的底细。请十分仔细地查看他左边衣袖的里侧，还有他上衣大口袋里面的那几个小包。”他说完这番话，便立即离开了这间屋子，就像他进来时一样悄无声息。

那一刻是我一生中经历过的最糟糕的时刻之一。我没机会做任何动作了。我的朋友们愤怒地向我扑来，重新点起蜡烛，检查了我的衣服。他们发现我的左衣袖里面小心地藏着些单张的纸牌，又在我的衣袋里找到几包特殊的纸牌，这些牌帮助我在玩的每一盘牌戏中取胜。

我的朋友们围着我站成一圈，一言不发地望着我。然后普雷斯顿先生从地板上拾起一件斗篷。“威尔逊先生，”他说，“这是你的斗篷。我希望你离开我的房间，然后马上离开牛津。”

我想揍他，但什么东西阻止了我，是普雷斯顿手里拿着的那件斗篷。尽管它看上去像是我的斗篷，但我知道它不是，因为我自己的斗篷早就在我的左胳膊上搭着了。那是件与众不同、非常昂贵的斗篷，是一家商店为我特制的。现在，另有一件斗篷同它极为相像，这怎么可能呢？

我回想起陌生人闯进屋子的那一刻。是的，他也披着一件斗篷……我满心恐惧，迅速从普雷斯顿先生手中接过斗篷，离开了这间屋子。第二天早晨，我离开了牛津，逃到欧洲大陆上去。我现在因为玩牌作弊而臭名昭著，英格兰的每一扇门都将对我关闭了。

但是坏运气一直伴随着我。其实，我不久就认识到，我在牛津惹的麻烦仅仅是个开始……我到了巴黎之后不久，便又遇到了威廉·威尔逊。他在那里继续摧毁着我作恶的希望。年复一年，无论我走到哪儿，他都要像个鬼魂一样现身，在我和我的计划之间横插一杠子。在罗马，他阻止我去得到我想要的东西；在维也纳，我同样难遂心愿；在柏林，甚至在莫斯科，也是如此！难道就没有一个让我不受干扰的地方吗？我一座城市一座城市地漫游，试图躲开他，但一直不能获得自由的感觉，不能一个人独处。他跟着我到每一个地方。

我总是一遍又一遍地问自己这些问题：“他是谁？他从哪里来？他想从我这儿得到什么？”但我找不出任何答案。我深入反省每一次见到他的情形，意识到，威尔逊在每一座城市所做的都是同一件事情。他并不是总在阻止我实施自己的计划，而仅仅是当那些计划是邪恶的和危险的（无论对其他人还是对我自己）之时，才不让它们得逞。这些我都明白，但我还是非常愤怒。为什么威尔逊就不能不干涉我呢？为什么他就不能让我按照自己的意愿生活呢？

我还意识到另外一件事。威尔逊每次出现的时候，从来都不让我看见他的脸。我过去一直留意他的穿着。我很难不去留意这一点，因为他总是穿着和我一样的衣服。然而他把自己的面孔掩藏起来了。他为什么要这样做？难道他真的以为我是如此愚蠢吗？难道他觉得我没有认出他是谁吗？那个跟着我到每一个地方，一遍又一遍地摧毁我的计划的人，就是我学生时代那同一个威廉·威尔逊！可是，让我接着讲我的故事。

到了此时，我已经对威尔逊诚惶诚恐、惟命是从了。他那神秘的突然现身，他的聪明才智，他对我深入透彻的理解——所有这一切令我心中充满了恐惧。我总是服从他，尽管这样做让我痛恨自己。但是，近来我成了一个非常严重的酗酒者。酒让我觉得自己勇敢而强大，能够跟任何一个试图阻止我的人打架。与此同时，我又开始觉得威尔逊在变得越来越弱小。此事是真的发生了，还是仅仅是一个梦而已？我分辨不清楚，但分明知道我自己的感情变得越来越狂暴了。我开始感觉到心中燃起了希望——不久我就会从这个可怕的对头手中挣脱出来，获得自由，从此再也不用听他的指挥了。

18××年某一天的晚上，我正在罗马，应邀参加了在迪·布罗里奥公爵府上举行的盛大晚会。公爵年事已高，甚是乏味，但他的妻子却年轻貌美，而且不怎么太聪明。我设了个毒计来摆布她。我和她已经说好在晚会期间跑到一个背静的房间里去幽会，在那里我们可以不受打扰。

正当我一个房间一个房间地在人群中找她的时候，我突然感觉到有一只手碰了碰我的胳膊，然后听见耳畔一阵低语。我气冲冲地转过身，看见了一个男人。他身穿和我一模一样的衣服，但是脸上戴着一副黑面具。我一把抓住他的胳膊。“行了！”我嚷道，“我已经被你折腾够了！这是你最后一次到处跟踪我！现在，马上跟我到隔壁房间去。你要是不去的话，我现在就杀了你，让你当场丧命！”

我把他拽到旁边的一间小屋里，粗暴地将他推倒在地。他颤抖着爬起来，靠墙站着。然后我关上屋门，向他发出挑战。有一刹那，他没有动弹，然后才默默地拔出了佩剑。

决斗持续了没多久。我狂躁不堪，兴奋异常，觉得自己前所未有地力大过人。刚斗了几秒钟，我便将他逼到墙边，一次又一次地将手中的剑刺进他的身体。

这时，有人想打开房门。我奔过去检查一下，见门锁得好好的，便又朝我的对手跑回来。我该如何描述那一刻我所见到的情景呢？就在我跑过去检查门锁的几秒钟之内，这房间已经非常奇异地变得大为不同了。现在，房间的尽头立起了一面大镜子，我敢保证它先前并不是在那儿的。我朝镜子走去，看见了我自己，浑身战栗着向前走，面色煞白，还满是鲜血。

要么就是我以为如此。但我错了。那是我的死对头威尔逊，在他生命的最后时刻站在了我面前。他的面具和斗篷扔在地板上。他的脸上现在没遮任何东西。于是我万分惊恐地发现，他的脸就是我自己的脸！

然后威尔逊开口说话了，但不再用那种耳语的声音；他一面说，我一面觉得听到的是我自己的声音：

“你赢了，我输了。但是从这一刻起，你也死了——对世界，对天堂，对希望，都是死了的！你活在我之中——那么，我这一死，看看我的脸吧，这也是你自己的脸，看看你是怎样杀害了你自己的。”


The Tell-Tale Heart

It is true that I had been — and I am — very nervous, but do you really think that I am mad? I could see and hear more clearly — not less, because of the disease. My hearing, more than anything, was excellent. I could hear all things, things in this world and things in heaven. I heard many things in hell, too. So how can I be mad? See how clearly and calmly I can tell my story.

I cannot explain how the idea first came into my head. But once I had thought of the idea, I could not forget it. I had no reason to do it. I was not angry. I loved the old man. He had never hurt me in any way. I didn't want his gold. I think it was his eye! Yes! He had a pale, blue eye, the eye of a vulture. Whenever I looked at it, my blood became cold; and so, very slowly, I decided to kill the old man and escape from the eye for ever.

You are thinking, I know, that I am mad. But madmen are not clever. And see how cleverly I prepared my plan! Every day that week I was so kind to the old man! And every night of that week, at about midnight, I opened his door very, very quietly. First I put my dark lantern through the opening of the door. The lantern was closed, and so no light came out of it, none at all. Then slowly, very slowly, I put my head inside the opening. I took sixty long minutes just to put my head inside. Would a madman have worked so carefully? And when my head was inside the room, I opened the lantern carefully and a thin ray of light fell onto the vulture eye. But the eye was always closed, so I could not do the work. You see, I did not hate the man; it was only the eye that I hated.

On the eighth night I started opening the door even more carefully. I was feeling calm and strong. There I was, opening his door, and he did not even know that I was there! I almost laughed at the idea. And perhaps, at that moment, he heard me, because he suddenly moved in his bed. But I did not move away. I knew that he could not see the opening of the door, so I continued pushing it open, slowly and quietly.

When my head was in the room, I tried to open the lantern but my thumb slipped and I made a noise. Immediately, the man sat up in bed and shouted, 'Who's there?'

I said nothing. For an hour I just stood there, without moving, and he sat in his bed, listening. Then he made a soft noise, a noise which I recognized. It was the noise of terror, the terror of death. I knew the sound because I had made it myself, many times, in the deep of the night, when all the world was asleep. I felt sorry for the old man, but I laughed silently. I knew that he had been awake since the first noise, and his fear had grown and grown. Death had entered his room, and now the shadow of death lay all around him. He could neither see me nor hear me, but he could feel my head inside his room.

I opened the lantern a little and a thin ray of light feel on his eye. It was open, and as I looked at it, I became angry. I could see it clearly, a horrible, pale blue eye that turned my blood cold. I could see nothing of the man's face or body, just his eye.

And then I heard a sound. Hadn't I told you that my hearing was excellent? I knew the sound. It was the beating of the old man's heart. It grew louder and quicker. Yes, louder and louder with every minute. The old man's terror must have been very great. And now a new terror came to me — a neighbour might hear the noise of this beating heart! The old man's time had come!

I opened the lantern fully and ran into the room. He shouted once — but only once because I pulled him to the floor and pulled the heavy bed over him. For many minutes the heart continued to beat, but then it stopped. The old man was dead. I put my hand on his heart and held it there for many minutes. There was no life in him at all. Now his eye would not trouble me again.

Perhaps you are still thinking that I am mad. You will not, when I tell you of the clever way I hid the body. First, I cut it into pieces. I cut off the head and the arms and the legs. I then took up three boards from the wooden floor, and hid the body underneath. Finally, I replaced the wooden boards with great care. Now no human eye — not even his — would see anything wrong. There was nothing to see — not even any blood. A bowl had caught it all — ha! ha!

When I finished, it was four o'clock and it was still dark. There was a knock at the front door. Calmly, because I knew I had nothing to fear, I opened the door. Three policemen came in. They had come because a neighbour had reported a loud shout coming from the house.

I welcomed the policemen and asked them to come in. I explained that it was I who had shouted, in a dream. The old man, I said, was away in the country. I took them round the house and asked them to search it well. Then I took them to the old man's room and showed them all his things. I brought chairs into the room and invited them to sit down and rest a while. Calmly, I put my own chair on the place where I had hidden his body.

The policemen seemed happy. They could see from the way I spoke that all was well. They continued talking, but I began to get tired. My head ached, and there was a ringing noise in my ears. I wanted the men to go away, but they continued to talk. The ringing became louder and clearer. And then I realized that the noise was not in my ears.

I became very pale, and starting talking more loudly. But the noise became louder too. What could I do? It was a low, soft sound, like the sound made by a watch when it is covered in cotton. I spoke more loudly. The noise became louder too. Why, oh why, didn't the men go away? I walked up and down the room. I became angry, I argued, I threw the chair onto the floor. But the noise continued to grow louder, louder than every noise I made. And the men went on talking and smiling. Was it possible that they hadn't heard the terrible noise? No! no! They heard! They knew! They were only pretending that they hadn't heard the noise! I was sure of this — I still am — and I hated their smiling faces. I felt that I must scream or die! And now, again, the noise was louder, louder, louder!

'Stop!' I shouted. 'Stop pretending that you cannot hear it! Yes, I did it! Pull up the floorboards here! here, here! — it is the beating of his horrible heart!'



excellent adj. very good; of very high quality. 优秀的；杰出的。

vulture n. a large ugly tropical bird with almost featherless head and neck, which feeds on dead animals. 兀鹰；秃鹫。

opening n. a hole or clear space. 孔；洞；空地；空隙。

ray n. a narrow beam (of heat, light, etc.). 射线；光线。

thumb n. the short thick finger which is set apart from the other four. 大拇指。

slip v. to slide out of place or fall by sliding. 滑；溜；跌跤。

recognize v. to know and remember (someone or something one has seen before). 认出；识别。

beating n. 心跳。

replace v. to put (something) back in the right place. 放回原处。

care n. carefulness in avoiding harm, damage, etc. 小心；谨慎。

calmly adv. 平静地；沉着地。

policeman n. a male police officer. 警察。

floorboard n. a board in a wooden floor. （木地板的）一块木板。

horrible adj. causing horror. 可怕的；令人毛骨悚然的。


泄密的心

的确，我过去——现在也是——极端神经过敏，但是，你们真的觉得我发疯了吗？因为得了这病，我看东西和听东西都比以往更清楚了——而不是相反。尤其我的听觉，简直好极了。我什么都听得见，无论是这世界上的声音还是天堂的声音。好多地狱里的声音我也听得见。那么，我怎么会是发了疯呢？瞧，我讲述自己的故事的时候是多么有条理，多么镇静啊。

我难以解释清楚那个念头起初是如何出现在我脑际的，但我一旦有了那个念头，便不能将其忘记了。我干那件事毫无道理。我并不愤怒，我喜欢那个老头，他从来就没什么地方冒犯过我。我也不贪图他的金银财宝。我想，起因是他的眼睛！是的！他长了一只发白的蓝眼睛，一只鹰眼。无论我何时见了那只眼睛，我浑身的血液就要变得冰冷；于是，渐渐地，我打定了主意要杀掉那老头，从此永远摆脱那只眼睛。

我知道，诸位在想，我准是发了疯。然而疯子可没这么机灵。瞧啊，我准备我的计划时干得有多聪明！那个礼拜的每一天我待那老头有多好！那个礼拜的每天夜里，大概是午夜时分，我都要非常非常轻地打开他的房门。首先，我把我那熄了火的提灯伸进门开处。提灯已经关灭了，于是没有任何光亮发出，一丝儿也没有。然后，慢慢地，极慢地，我把头伸进门开处。我花了长长的六十分钟，就为了伸进一个脑袋。一个疯子做事情有这么小心翼翼吗？我把脑袋伸到了屋子里面之后，便小心地拧开提灯，让一道微弱的光线落在那只鹰眼上。但是那只眼睛总是合着，所以我没法下手。你们知道，我并不恨那人，我恨的仅仅是那只眼睛。

第八天夜里，我去开房门时更为小心谨慎。我感觉很平静，很强壮。我在这儿开着他的房门，可他甚至根本不知道我的存在！我差点儿因为这个念头笑出声来。不过，说不定他这时候听见了我的动静，因为他忽然在床上动了一下。但我并未走开。我知道他看不见开着的门缝，于是继续慢慢地、悄悄地把门推开。

我把脑袋伸进屋子，想把提灯拧开，但大拇指滑了一下，弄出了一点声响。床上那人立即坐起身，喝问道：“是谁？”

我没有吱声。有一个钟头的工夫，我就在那儿站着，一动不动；而他则坐在床上，侧耳倾听。然后他轻轻地发出了一个声音。我听出了这声音的含义，这是一种恐惧的声音，恐惧死亡的声音。我之所以能够理解这种声音，是因为我自己也曾发出过好多次，当夜深人静、万籁俱寂的时候。我为那老头感到难过，但又不禁暗笑。我知道，自打第一个动静响起，他就已经醒了，他内心的恐惧已经越来越强烈。死神已经进了他的屋子，现在，死亡的阴影已在他四周布满。他既看不见我也听不见我，但他能感觉到我的脑袋已伸进了他的屋子。

我把提灯稍稍拧亮一点，一道微弱的光线照在他的那只眼睛上。它是睁开的。我一看见它，便心头火起。我能够清晰地看见它，一只可怖的淡蓝色眼睛，能让我的血液变得冰冷。那人的脸庞或是身体我都看不见了，能看见的只有这只眼睛。

然后我听到一声响动。我不是对你们说过我的听觉极为灵敏吗？我知道这声音是什么，是老头的心跳声。他的心越跳越快，声音越来越大。没错，每分钟都愈发大起来了。那老头一定是处于极度的恐惧之中。而现在，一种新的恐惧降临到了我身上——哪个邻居会听见这种怦怦的心跳声！老头的时辰到啦！

我将提灯彻底拧亮，冲进屋子。他尖叫了一声——但只叫了那么一声，因为我把他拖到了地板上，又拽过沉甸甸的床压在他身上。那颗心接着又跳了好几分钟，但然后就停住了。老头死了。我把手按在他胸口，就那样放了好几分钟。他已经彻底没气儿了，现在，他的眼睛再也不会困扰我了。

也许你们仍然在想我是疯了。要是我告诉你们我用了多么聪明的办法藏匿尸体，你们就不会这样想了。首先，我把尸体切成几块。我把脑袋、胳膊和双腿都割了下来。然后，我从木质地板上揭起三块板子来，把尸体藏在下面。最后，我加倍小心地将木板重新放好。现在，没有哪只人的眼睛——哪怕是他的眼睛——会看出有什么破绽了。没什么能看出来的——连一丝血迹都没有。一只碗就把血全盛下了——哈！哈！

我干完这一切，已是凌晨4点钟，天还黑着。前门传来一阵敲门声。我知道自己没什么好怕的，便镇静地打开了门。进来了三个警察，他们到这里来是因为一个邻居报警，说是听见这所房子里传出了一声尖叫。

我向警察们表示欢迎，请他们进屋来。我解释说，那声尖叫是我在梦中喊出来的，又说，那个老头出门到乡下去了。我领着他们在房子里转了一遍，要他们好好地搜查一番。然后我又把他们带到老头的屋子，给他们看老头的全部家当。我搬了几把椅子进来，请他们坐下休息片刻，又镇定自若地把我自己的椅子放在我藏匿老头尸体的地方。

警察们似乎很满意，他们可以从我的言谈举止中看出一切都很正常。他们继续说着话，可我却有点不耐烦了。我头直疼，耳中嗡嗡作响。我想让这几个人走开，可他们没完没了地聊着天。嗡嗡的轰鸣声变得更响亮、更清楚了。这时，我意识到这声音不是响在我的耳朵里。
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我脸色煞白，开始提高了嗓门说话。但那声音也愈来愈大了。我能怎么办？那是一种低沉、柔和的声音，像是用棉花捂住了手表发出的声响。我把嗓门提得更高。那声音也随之变大了。为什么，噢为什么那几个人还不走呢？我在屋子里踱来踱去。我生起气来，争辩着，把椅子往地板上摔。但那声音一刻不停地越升越高，盖过了我制造出的种种噪声。那几个人继续说着、笑着。他们可能没听见那可怕的声音吗？不！不！他们听见了！他们全知道了！他们只是装作没听见那声音！我敢肯定这一点——现在仍然肯定。还有，我讨厌他们那副微笑的面孔。我觉得自己必须尖叫了，否则就会死去！现在，又来了，那声音越来越大，越来越大，越来越大！

“得了！”我嚷道，“别再装作你们听不见了！不错，是我干的！把这儿的地板揭起来吧！这儿！这儿，这儿！——是他那颗可恶的心在跳！”


Exercises

A Checking your understanding

The Fall of the House of Usher Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 The narrator (the story-teller) had never met Roderick Usher before.

2 Lady Madeleine's coffin was put in a room at the top of the house.

3 Usher's illness grew worse after his sister's death.

4 Usher had heard sounds from the coffin many days before.

5 The figure outside the door was the ghost of the Lady Madeleine.

The Black Cat Find answers to these questions in the text.

1 Why did the narrator love animals more than people?

2 How did he kill Pluto?

3 How was the new cat different from Pluto?

4 Why did the narrator kill his wife?

5 Why were the police able to find the dead body of his wife?

The Masque of the Red Death How much can you remember?

1 How many people in the country had already died from the Red Death?

2 How many friends did Prince Prospero invite to his castle?

3 What were the colours of the seven rooms?

4 At what time did the masked stranger appear?

5 What did the Prince's friends find inside the stranger's clothes and mask?

William Wilson Write answers to these questions.

1 What was strange about William Wilson's voice?

2 Why did the narrator run away from his first school?

3 Why did the narrator have to leave England?

4 What was strange about William Wilson's clothes?

5 Who do you think William Wilson really was?

The Tell-Tale Heart Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 The narrator hated the old man and wanted his money.

2 He took an hour just to put his head inside the old man's door.

3 He was afraid that a neighbour might hear the old man's beating heart.

4 He was very frightened when the policemen came to the door.

5 The narrator was not mad in any way.

B Working with language

The Fall of the House of Usher Put together these beginnings and endings of sentences.

1 Although Usher and I had been good friends when we were young,

2 The gloom that I felt was like a mysterious cloud,

3 His face was as white as it had always been,

4 As I finished reading the sentence,

5 and there was a kind of madness in his eyes.

6 which seemed to come from the lake and the house itself.

7 I jumped in my seat and then sat very still.

8 I knew very little about him.

William Wilson Complete these sentences with information from the story.

1 I was the kind of boy who...

2 At Oxford I played cards in order to...

3 My friends discovered in my pockets the special cards which...

4 After I left Oxford,...

5 As I stepped up to the mirror,...

C Activities

1 Look at The Masque of the Red Death again. Write a report for a newspaper, describing the rooms and the dead bodies in Prince Prospero's castle the day after the masked ball.

2 Imagine that you are the old man in The Tell-Tale Heart. You think that the other man in the house (the narrator of the story) is a very strange person, and you are beginning to worry. Write the old man's letter to his sister, describing the days and nights of the week before the murder.

3 Four of the stories are told in the first person — the 'I' of the story. Think about these four people, and then imagine that you have to go on a long journey with one of them. Which of the four story-tellers will you choose, and why?

4 Which story did you like best, and which did you like least? Write a letter to Edgar Allan Poe and say why.
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内容简介

他们生活中的变化发生得异常突然。此刻，他们还生活在一个幸福的家庭里，要什么有什么。瞬间之后，爸爸就被迫离开——“出差去了”，妈妈是这么讲的。但是她脸色苍白，孩子们明白这是个坏消息。他们不得不离开了他们在伦敦的那个舒适的家，住到了乡下的一座小房子里。现在他们是穷人了，妈妈说。虽然她竭力想让自己的声音听起来高兴一些，无奈双眼中却充满了伤感与忧虑。

罗伯塔、彼得和菲利斯也为他们的爸爸担心，但谁都不能一直那么伤感。新生活开始了，处处都充满新奇的冒险。从他们的新家往山下走，有一条铁路，耀眼明亮的铁轨通向伦敦；还有穿山隧道那黑洞洞的大口，在那里火车从黑暗中呼啸而出，就像体型庞大的野兽……


THE RAILWAY CHILDREN

The change in their lives comes very suddenly. One minute they are all a happy family, with everything that they want. The next minute, Father has to go away— 'on business', Mother says. But her face is white, and the children know that it's bad news. They have to leave their nice home in London, and go and live in a little house in the country. They are poor now, Mother says. She tries to sound happy, but her eyes are sad and worried.

Roberta, Peter, and Phyllis also worry about Father, but no one can be sad all the time. A new life is beginning, with adventures around every corner. And there, down the hill from their new house, is the railway, with its shining lines leading all the way back to London; and the black mouth of the tunnel, where trains come screaming out of the darkness like great wild animals...
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1
The beginning of things

They were not railway children at the beginning. They lived with their father and mother in London. There were three of them. Roberta—she was always called Bobbie, and was the oldest. Next came Peter, who wanted to be an engineer when he grew up. And the youngest was Phyllis, who was always trying to be good.

Mother was almost always at home, ready to play with the children, or to read to them. And she wrote stories, then read them to the children after tea.

These three lucky children had everything that they needed. Pretty clothes, a warm house, and lots of toys. They also had a wonderful father who was never angry, and always ready to play a game.

They were very happy. But they did not know how happy until their life in London was over, and they had to live a very different life indeed.

The awful change came suddenly.

*　　*　　*

It was Peter's birthday, and he was ten years old. Among his presents was a toy steam engine, and it quickly became Peter's favourite toy. But after three days, the engine went BANG! Peter was very unhappy about his broken toy. The others said he cried, but Peter said his eyes were red because he had a cold.

When Father came home that day, Peter told him the sad story about his engine, and Father looked at it very carefully. Mother and the children waited.

'Is there no hope?' said Peter.

'Of course there's hope!' said Father, smiling. 'I'll mend it on Saturday, and you can all help me.'

Just then, someone knocked at the front door. A few moments later, Ruth—the maid—came in. 'There are two gentlemen to see you,' she said to Father.

'Now, who can they be?' said Father.

'Try to be quick, dear,' said his wife. 'It's nearly time for the children to go to bed.'

But the two men stayed and stayed. Father's voice got louder and louder in the next room, but the children and Mother could not hear what was said. Then Ruth came back and spoke to Mother.

'He wants you to go in, ma'am,' she said. 'I think he's had bad news. Be ready for the worst.'

Mother went into the next room, and there was more talking. Soon after, the children heard Ruth call a taxi, then there was the sound of feet going outside and down the steps.

Mother came back, and her face was white.

'It's time to go to bed,' she said to the children. 'Ruth will take you upstairs.'

'But, Father—' began Phyllis.

'Father's had to go away on business,' said Mother. 'Now, go to bed, darlings.'

Bobbie whispered, 'It wasn't bad news, was it?'

'No, darling,' said Mother. 'I can't tell you anything tonight. Please go now.'

*　　*　　*

Mother went out early the next morning, and it was nearly seven o'clock before she came home. She looked ill and tired, and the children asked her no questions.

Mother drank a cup of tea, then she said, 'Now, my darlings, I want to tell you something. Those men did bring bad news last night. Father will be away for some time, and I'm very worried.'

'Is it something to do with the Government?' asked Bobbie. The children knew that Father worked in a Government office.

'Yes,' said Mother. 'Now don't ask me any more questions about it. Will you promise me that?.'

The children promised.

Everything was horrible for some weeks. Mother was nearly always out. Ruth, the maid, went away. Then Mother went to bed for two days, and the children wondered if the world was coming to an end.

One morning, Mother came down to breakfast. Her face was very white, but she tried to smile.

'We have to leave our house in London,' she said. 'We're going to live in the country, in a dear little white house near a railway line. I know you'll love it.'

A busy week followed, packing everything up in boxes. The children almost enjoyed the excitement.

'We can't take everything,' Mother told them. 'Just the necessary things. We have to play "being poor" for a while.'

On their last night in the house, Peter had to sleep on the floor, which he enjoyed very much. 'I like moving,' he said.

'I don't!' said Mother, laughing.

Bobbie saw her face when she turned away. 'Oh, Mother,' she thought. 'How brave you are! How I love you!'

Next day, they went to the railway station, and got on a train. At first, they enjoyed looking out of the windows, but then they became sleepy. Later, Mother woke them.

'Wake up, dears,' she said. 'We're there.'

There were no taxis, and a man with a cart took their boxes. The children and Mother walked behind the cart along a dark, dirty road, which seemed to go across the fields. After a while, a shape appeared in the darkness.

'There's the house,' said Mother.

The cart went along by the garden wall, and round to the back door. There were no lights in any of the windows.

'Where's Mrs Viney?' said Mother.

'Who's she?' asked Bobbie.

'A woman from the village. I asked her to clean the place and make our supper,' said Mother.

'Your train was late,' said the man with the cart. 'She's probably gone home.'

'But she has the key,' said Mother.

'It'll be under the doorstep,' said the man. He went to look. 'Yes, here it is.'

They went inside the dark house. There was a large kitchen with a stone floor, but there was no fire, and the room was cold. There was a candle on the table, and the man lit it. Then a noise seemed to come from inside the walls of the house. It sounded like small animals running up and down. Then the cart man went away and shut the door. Immediately, the candle went out.

'Oh, I wish we hadn't come!' said Phyllis.



play a game 做游戏，玩游戏。

over adj. (of an event or period of time) finished, ended. 完了的，结束的。

awful adj. terrible. 可怕的，糟糕的。

engine n. a piece of machinery with moving parts which changes power from steam, electricity, oil, etc. into movement. Here it means locomotive. 引擎，发动机，此处指火车头。

mend v. to repair (a hole, break, fault, etc.) in sth. 修补，修好。

knock at 敲，敲打。

maid n. (often in comb.) a female servant. （常结合式）女佣，女婢。

ma'am n. a short form for madam. 夫人，女士。

darling n. a person who is very much liked or loved. 亲爱的人。

whisper v. to speak in a low voice so that only a person close by can hear. 低声说话，耳语。

horrible adj. causing horror. 可怕的。

come to an end close; finish; end. 结束。

pack sth. up 包装，收拾行李。

sleepy adj. tired and ready for sleep. 欲睡的，困倦的。

wake up 叫醒，使醒。

appear v. to come into sight, come into view, be seen. 出现。

round v. to travel round. 绕弯，绕行。

go out (of a fire, light, etc.) to stop burning or shining. 熄灭。


1．故事的开始

起初，他们并不是铁路少年。他们和父母一起住在伦敦。他们兄弟姐妹三个，分别是：罗伯塔——大家常叫她博比，年龄最大。彼得排行老二，他长大后想当工程师。老三叫菲利斯，她一向很乖巧。
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妈妈几乎一直待在家里，或者陪孩子们玩，或者读故事给他们听。她还自己编写故事，在茶后读给孩子们听。

这三个幸运的孩子拥有他们想要的一切。漂亮的衣服，温暖的家，还有好多好多的玩具。他们还有一个难得的好爸爸，他从不发脾气，而且经常陪孩子们做游戏。

他们生活得非常幸福。但直到他们在伦敦的生活结束以后，他们才真正明白了那段生活有多么美好，以后他们不得不过一种截然不同的生活。

这个糟糕的变化降临得十分突然。

*　　*　　*

那天是彼得的生日，他已经10岁了。在他收到的生日礼物中，有一个玩具蒸汽火车头，这个火车头很快就成了他最喜欢的玩具。但过了三天，这个火车头突然“砰”地一声坏掉了！彼得为此闷闷不乐。家里的其他人都说彼得哭了，可彼得声称他的眼睛变红是因为他感冒了。

那天，爸爸回来的时候，彼得把这个不幸的消息告诉了他。爸爸仔细地检查了那个火车头。妈妈和孩子们等在旁边。

“没希望修好了吗？”彼得问。

“当然有希望！”爸爸微笑着说，“星期六我给你修好，你们都可以给我帮帮忙。”

就在这个时候，有人敲他家的前门。几分钟之后，鲁思——家里的女佣——走了进来。“有两位先生想要见您。”她对爸爸说。

“现在这个时候，会是谁呀？”爸爸说。

“尽量快点儿，亲爱的，”他妻子说，“孩子们就该上床睡觉了。”

但是，那两个人待了很久。隔壁房间里，爸爸讲话的声音越来越高，不过妈妈和孩子们还是听不清他在说些什么。后来，鲁思回来跟妈妈说话。

“夫人，他想让您过去一下，”鲁思说，“我想可能是不好的消息。做好最坏的准备吧。”

妈妈进了隔壁那个房间，又是一番交谈。过了一会儿，孩子们听到鲁思叫了一辆出租车，随后传来了有人下楼出门的脚步声。

妈妈回来了，面无血色。

“该上床睡觉了，”她对孩子们说，“鲁思会带你们上楼的。”

“但是，爸爸——”菲利斯首先说。

“爸爸要出差，”妈妈说，“现在，上床睡觉吧，亲爱的。”

博比小声说：“该不是什么坏消息吧，是吗？”

“不是，亲爱的，”妈妈说，“今晚我什么也不能告诉你们，请现在就去睡觉吧。”

*　　*　　*

第二天一早，妈妈就出门了，直到将近晚上7点才回来。她看上去很不舒服，很疲惫，孩子们什么都没敢问。

妈妈喝了一杯茶，随后她说：“我亲爱的孩子们，现在我想告诉你们一些事情。昨晚那两个人的确带来了坏消息。爸爸要离开我们一段日子，我很担心。”

“是跟政府有关的事情吗？”博比问。因为孩子们知道，爸爸在一个政府部门工作。

“是的，”妈妈说，“别再问这件事了，你们能答应我吗？”

孩子们都答应了。

随后的几个星期里，情况变得一团糟。妈妈几乎不着家。鲁思，就是家里的女佣，也走了。然后，妈妈有两天卧床不起，孩子担心是不是世界末日就要来了。

这天早晨，妈妈终于下楼吃早饭了。虽然她仍是面色苍白，但还是努力露出一些微笑。

“我们得离开伦敦的这个家了，”她说，“我们要住到乡下去，住到一个靠近铁路的、可爱的白色小房子里。我相信你们会喜欢它的。”

接下来的一个星期显得非常忙碌。他们把所有的东西都打包装箱。孩子们干得热火朝天。

“我们不能把什么都带走，”妈妈告诉他们，“只带那些必需品。我们得过一阵子‘穷’日子了。”

在老房子住的最后一个夜晚，彼得不得不睡在地板上，这让他兴奋不已。“我喜欢搬家。”他说。

“我可不喜欢！”妈妈笑着说。

当妈妈把脸转开时，博比看清了她的脸。“呵，妈妈，”她心想，“您是多么勇敢呀！我太爱您了！”

第二天，他们来到火车站，登上了一列火车。起初，他们尽情欣赏着车窗外的景色，但很快他们就有些困了。后来，妈妈叫醒了他们。

“醒醒，亲爱的，”她说，“我们到了。”

这里没有出租车，一个男人用手推车推着他们的箱子。妈妈和孩子们跟在手推车的后面，沿着一条又黑又脏的路走着，好像在穿过田野。过了一会儿，他们看到黑暗中有一个模模糊糊的轮廓。
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“那就是我们的房子了。”妈妈说。

那人推着手推车，沿着院墙绕到了后门。所有的窗户里都没有一丝光亮。

“瓦伊尼夫人在哪儿？”妈妈说。

“她是谁呀？”博比问。

“她是住在村里的一个妇女。我让她来帮我们打扫房屋，准备晚饭。”妈妈说。

“你们的车晚点了，”推手推车的人说，“她可能已经回家去了。”

“可钥匙还在她手里呢。”妈妈说。

“可能放在台阶下了。”推车的男人说。他走过去瞧了瞧，“是的，在这儿呢。”

他们终于进了这个漆黑的房子。屋里有一个大厨房，用石头铺地，但厨房里没有火，屋里很冷。桌子上有根蜡烛，那个男人点着了它。这时，从房屋的墙里传出了一些声音，听上去像是小动物蹿上蹿下的声音。随后，推车的男人走了，并关上了门。蜡烛立刻就熄灭了。

“哦，我真希望我们没到这里来。”菲利斯说。


2
Peter and the coal

'You've often wanted something to happen,' said Mother, lighting the candle again. 'And now it has. This is an adventure, isn't it? I told Mrs Viney to leave our supper ready. I suppose she's put it in the other room. Let's go and see.'

They looked in the other room, but found no supper.

'What a horrible woman!' said Mother. 'She's taken the money, but got us nothing to eat at all!'

'Then we can't have any supper,' said Phyllis, unhappily.

'Yes, we can,' said Mother. 'We can unpack one of the boxes. There's some food from the old house.'

They found candles in the box, and the girls lit them. Then Bobbie fetched coal and wood, and lit a fire. It was a strange supper—tomatoes, potato chips, dried fruit and cake. And they drank water out of tea-cups. After supper, they put sheets and blankets on the beds, then Mother went to her own room.

Very early next morning, Bobbie pulled Phyllis's hair to wake her. 'Wake up!' she said. 'We're in the new house, don't you remember?'

They wanted to surprise their mother and get the breakfast ready, but first they went to look outside. The house seemed to stand in a field near the top of a hill, and they could see a long way.

'This place is much prettier than our house in London,' said Phyllis.

They saw the railway line at the bottom of the hill, and the big black opening of a tunnel. Further away, they could see a high bridge between the hills, but the station was too far away to see.

'Let's go and look at the railway,' said Peter. 'Perhaps there are trains passing.'

'We can see them from here,' said Bobbie.

So they sat down on a big, flat, comfortable stone in the grass. And when Mother came to look for them at eight o'clock, they were asleep in the sun.

'I've found another room,' Mother told them. 'The door is in the kitchen. Last night, we thought it was a cupboard.'

There was a table in the little square room, and on the table was their supper.

'There's a letter from Mrs Viney,' explained Mother. 'Her son broke his arm and she went home early. She's coming again later this morning.'

'Cold meat and apple pie for breakfast!' laughed Peter. 'How funny!'

But their supper made a wonderful breakfast.

All day, they helped Mother to unpack and arrange everything in the rooms. It was late in the afternoon when she said, 'That's enough work for today. I'll go and lie down for an hour, before supper.'

The children looked at each other.

'Where shall we go?' said Bobbie, although she already knew the answer.

'To the railway, of course!' cried Peter.

At the bottom of the hill there was a wooden fence. And there was the railway, with its shining lines, telegraph wires and posts, and signals. They all climbed on to the top of the fence. Suddenly, they heard a noise, which grew louder every second. They looked along the line towards the dark opening of the tunnel. The next moment, the railway lines began to shake and a train came screaming out of the tunnel.

'Oh!' said Bobbie, when it had gone. 'It was like a great wild animal going by!'

'It was very exciting!' said Peter.

'I wonder if it was going to London,' said Bobbie. 'London is where Father is.'

'Let's go down to the station and find out,' said Peter.

They walked along the edge of the line, beneath the telegraph wires, to the station. They went up on to the platform, and took a quick look into the Porter's room. Inside, the Porter was half asleep behind a newspaper.

There were a great many railway lines at the station. On one side of the big station yard was a large heap of coal, which the steam trains used for their engines. There was a white line on the wall behind, near the top of the heap. Later, when the Porter came out on to the platform, Peter asked about the white line.

'It's to show how much coal there is in the heap,' said the Porter. 'So we shall know if anybody steals some.' The Porter was smiling, and Peter thought he was a nice, friendly person.

*　　*　　*

And so the days passed. The children did not go to school now, and Mother spent every day in her room, writing stories. Sometimes she managed to sell a story to a magazine, and then there were cakes for tea. The children did not forget their father, but they did not talk about him much, because they knew that Mother was unhappy. Several times, she had told them that they were poor now. But it was difficult to believe this because there was always enough to eat, and they wore the same nice clothes.

But then there were three wet days, when the rain came down, and it was very cold.

'Can we light a fire?' asked Bobbie.

'We can't have fires in June,' said Mother. 'Coal is very expensive.'

After tea, Peter told his sisters, 'I have an idea. I'll tell you about it later, when I know if it's a good one.'

And two nights later, Peter said to the girls, 'Come and help me.'

On the hill, just above the station, there were some big stones in the grass. Between the stones, the girls saw a small heap of coal.

'I found it,' said Peter. 'Help me carry it up to the house.'

After three journeys up the hill, the coal was added to the heap by the back door of the house. The children told nobody.

A week later, Mrs Viney looked at the heap by the back door and said, 'There's more coal here than I thought there was.'

The children laughed silently and said nothing.

But then came the awful night when the Station Master was waiting for Peter in the station yard. He watched Peter climb on to the large heap of coal by the wall and start to fill a bag.

'Now I've caught you, you young thief!' shouted the Station Master. And he took hold of Peter's coat.

'I'm not a thief,' said Peter, but he did not sound very sure about it.

'You're coming with me to the station,' said the Station Master.

'Oh, no!' cried a voice from the darkness.

'Not the Police station!' cried another voice.

'No, the railway station,' said the man, surprised to hear more voices. 'How many of you are there?'

Bobbie and Phyllis stepped out of the darkness.

'We did it, too,' Bobbie told the Station Master. 'We helped carry the coal away, and we knew where Peter was getting it.'

'No, you didn't,' said Peter, angrily. 'It was my idea.'

'We did know,' said Bobbie. 'We pretended we didn't, but we did.'

The Station Master looked at them. 'You're from the white house on the hill,' he said. 'Why are you stealing coal?'

'I didn't think it was stealing,' said Peter. 'There's so much coal here. I took some from the middle of the heap, and I—I thought nobody would mind. And Mother says we're too poor to have a fire, but there were always fires at our other house, and—'

'Don't!' Bobbie whispered to Peter.

There was a silence, and the Station Master thought for a minute. Then he said to Peter, 'I won't do anything this time. But remember, this coal belongs to the railway, and even from the middle of the heap, it's still stealing.'

And the children knew he was right.



unpack v. to remove (possessions) from a container. 取出，拿出。

sheet n. a large piece of cloth used in a pair on a bed. 被单，褥单。

tunnel n. passage for a road, railway, etc. 隧道，坑道。

comfortable adj. giving comfort esp. to the body. 舒适的，舒服的。

asleep adj. sleeping. 睡着的。

pie n. (often in combination) an often round pastry case filled with meat or fruit, baked usu. in a deep dish. 派，馅饼。

fence n. a wall made of wood or wire, dividing two areas of land. 篱笆。

find out to learn or discover (a fact that was hidden). 弄明白，搞清楚。

edge n. border. 边，沿。

porter n. a man in charge of the entrance to a hotel, school, hospital, etc. 守门人，（这里指）守道工。

heap n. a pile or mass of things one on top of the other. 堆。

steal v. to take (what belongs to another) without any right. 偷，偷窃。

manage to do sth. try to do sth. successfully. 努力做成。

journey n. a trip of some distance. 旅程，旅途，这里指往返。

take hold of catch hold of. 抓住。

pretend v. to give an appearance of (sth. that is not true) with the intention of deceiving. 假装，伪装。

belong to to be the property of. 属于。


2．彼得与煤

“你们一直盼着有什么事情发生，”妈妈一边说着，一边重新点着了蜡烛，“现在终于发生了。这是个奇遇，对吗？我告诉过瓦伊尼夫人，让她给我们准备好晚饭。我猜想她一定是把饭放在另一个房间里了。我们过去看看吧。”

他们在那个房间里找了找，没有找到晚饭。

“这个女人太可恶了！”妈妈说，“她把钱拿走了，但一点儿吃的也没给我们准备！”

“那我们就没晚饭吃了。”菲利斯沮丧地说。

“不，我们有东西可吃，”妈妈回答，“我们可以打开一个箱子，那里面装着一些从老房子带来的食物。”

他们还在箱子中找出了蜡烛，女孩子们把它们点着。随后，博比又找来一些煤和木头，生起了火。那是一顿很奇怪的晚餐——西红柿，土豆片，果脯和蛋糕。他们还用茶杯喝了点水。晚饭后，他们铺好了床单和毯子，之后妈妈就进了她自己的房间。

第二天一大早，博比就拽着菲利斯的头发把她弄醒。“醒醒！”她说，“我们住到新房子里了，难道你忘了吗？”

他们想给妈妈一个惊喜，把早饭准备好，不过他们更想先到外面去看一看。这座房子好像是坐落于靠近山顶的一片田野中，他们能看见一条长长的路。

“这个地方比我们在伦敦的家漂亮多了。”菲利斯说。

他们看见了山脚下的铁路，还有穿山隧道又黑又大的入口。再往远眺，他们看见小山之间有一架高高的桥，不过，车站太远了，他们看不到。

“我们去看看铁路吧，”彼得说，“没准儿会有火车驶过呢。”

“在这儿我们也一样能看到。”博比说。

于是，他们在草地中一块又大又平、非常舒服的石头上坐下了。8点钟，当妈妈过来找他们的时候，他们已经在阳光下睡着了。
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“我又发现了一个房间，”妈妈告诉他们说，“这个房间的门在厨房里。昨天晚上我们还以为那是一个柜橱。”

这个正方形的小房间里摆着一张桌子，桌子上放着他们的晚饭。

“屋里有一封瓦伊尼夫人写的信，”妈妈解释说，“她的儿子摔断了胳膊，所以她提早回家去了。今天早晨晚些时候，她还会再来的。”

“早饭吃冷肉和苹果派！”彼得大笑，“太滑稽了！”

但是，昨天的晚饭现在成了一顿不错的早餐。

整整一天，孩子们都在帮妈妈打开箱子，归置房间里的东西。傍晚的时候，妈妈说：“今天就干到这里吧。晚饭前，我需要去躺一个钟头。”

孩子们面面相觑。

“那我们该到哪儿去呢？”博比问道，虽然说这话时她心里已经有了答案。

“当然到铁路上去啦！”彼得大喊。

山脚下有一道木头篱笆，铁路就在那里，铁轨亮闪闪的，还有电报线和电线杆以及各种标志牌。他们都爬到了篱笆顶上去。突然，他们听到了一个声音，而且它很快就变得越来越大。顺着铁轨，他们往隧道黑暗的出口望去。转眼之间，他们看见铁轨开始颤动，一列火车从隧道中呼啸而出。

“哦！”火车驶过之后，博比感叹，“简直像是一头庞大的野兽跑了过去！”

“真带劲儿！”彼得说。

“不知道这火车是不是去伦敦的，”博比说，“爸爸还在伦敦呢。”

“那我们下去，到车站去问问清楚吧。”彼得提议。

于是，孩子们沿着铁路，在电报线下面走着，来到了车站。他们登上站台，迅速地往守道工的房间里瞧了瞧。屋里，守道工在报纸后面，已经快睡着了。

车站里，一条条的铁轨纵横交错。在车站大院的一侧，有一大堆煤，这是蒸汽火车发动机的燃料。煤堆后面的墙上划着一道白色的线，就在靠近煤堆顶部的位置。过了一会儿，守道工出来的时候，彼得问他那条白线是干什么用的。

“那是用来标明煤堆高度的，”守道工说，“这样我们就能知道是不是有人偷煤了。”守道工和颜悦色的，彼得觉得他是一个善良的好人。

*　　*　　*

光阴流逝。孩子们现在已经不再上学了，妈妈每天都待在她的房间里写故事。有时候，她也能想办法把故事卖给杂志社，这样，他们就可以有茶点吃了。孩子们并没有忘记他们的父亲，但他们并不经常谈起他，因为他们都知道，妈妈已经十分郁闷了。有几次，妈妈告诉他们说，他们现在是穷人了。但孩子们很难相信这一点，因为他们还一直可以吃饱饭，还穿着过去的那些好衣服。

可后来连续下了三天雨，天又湿又冷。

“我们可以生火吗？”博比问。

“我们不能在六月份就生火，”妈妈说，“煤很贵。”

喝过茶后，彼得对姐妹俩说：“我有一个主意。在证实它是个好主意之后，我会把它告诉你们的。”

第三天晚上，彼得对女孩子们说：“来帮我一个忙吧。”

山坡上，就在车站上方的草丛中，有一些大石头。在石头中间，女孩子们看到了一小堆煤。

“是我发现的，”彼得说，“帮我一起把它运回家里吧。”

往山上跑了三趟之后，孩子们终于把这些煤堆到了自家后门处的煤堆上。他们没跟任何人讲这件事情。

一个星期之后，瓦伊尼夫人看着房子后门那里的煤堆说：“这煤比我印象中的要多。”

孩子们偷偷地笑了，还是什么也没说。

但是，那个倒霉的夜晚终于到来了，车站站长在车站的院中等着彼得。他看见彼得爬上院墙旁边的那个大煤堆，然后开始往一个袋子里装煤。
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“这回我可抓到你了，你这个小窃贼！”站长大喊着，一边抓住了彼得的大衣。

“我不是小偷。”彼得说，不过他的声音可不是那么理直气壮。

“跟我到车站去。”站长说。

“哦，不！”在黑暗中，有个声音哭喊着。

“不要去警察局！”另一个声音哭叫着。

“不，是去火车站。”站长说，更多声音的出现令他颇感惊讶，“你们一共有几个人？”

博比和菲利斯从黑暗中走了出来。

“我们也参加了，”博比告诉站长，“我们帮他把煤运走，而且我们也知道彼得是在哪里弄到的煤。”

“不，不关你们的事，”彼得生气地说，“这是我的主意。”

“我们的确知道你从哪儿弄的煤，”博比说，“我们假装不知道，其实我们都知道。”

站长看看他们。“你们就住在山顶上的那个白房子里吧，”他说，“可是你们为什么要偷煤呢？”

“我想这不算是偷，”彼得说，“这儿有这么多煤，我从煤堆中间挖走一些，我——我，想不会有人介意的。妈妈说，我们太穷了，不能生火，但在我们原来的房子里，我们一直都有炉火，而且——”

“别说了！”博比低声对彼得说。

室内的气氛陷入了沉默，站长想了想。然后他对彼得说：“这次我就不惩罚你们了。但你们记住，这煤属于铁路，即使是从煤堆中间挖，那也是偷。”

孩子们明白，他的话是对的。


3
The old gentleman

The children could not keep away from the railway, and they soon got to know the trains that passed by. There was the 9.15 and the 10.07, and the midnight train that sometimes woke them from their dreams.

One morning they were sitting on the fence, waiting for the 9.15, when Phyllis said, 'It's going to London, where Father is. Let's all wave as it goes by. Perhaps it's a magic train and it can take our love to Father.'

So when the 9.15 came screaming out of the tunnel, the three children waved...

... And a hand waved back! It was holding a newspaper and it belonged to an old gentleman.

The old gentleman travelled on the 9.15 every day. He had white hair and looked very nice, and soon they were waving to him every morning. They pretended he knew Father, and that he was taking their love to him.

At first, they did not visit the station. After the trouble with the coal, Peter was afraid of seeing the Station Master again. But then he did see him, on the road to the village one day.

'Good morning,' said the Station Master, in a friendly way.

'G—good morning,' said Peter.

'I haven't seen you at the station recently,' said the Station Master.

'After the trouble with the coal...' began Peter.

'That's over and forgotten now,' said the Station Master. 'You come to the station when you like.'

'Oh, thank you,' said Peter.

And the three children went the very same day. They spent a happy two hours with the Porter, a nice friendly man called Perks, who answered all their questions about trains and railways.

The next day, Mother stayed in bed because her head ached so badly. She was very hot and would not eat anything, and Mrs Viney told her to send for Dr Forrest. So Peter was sent to fetch the doctor.

'I expect you want to be nurse,' Dr Forrest said to Bobbie, after he had seen Mother. 'Your mother is ill and must stay in bed. I'll send some medicine for her, but she will need fruit and milk, and some other special things that I'll write down on a piece of paper for you.'

When the doctor had gone, Bobbie showed Mother the piece of paper. Mother tried to laugh. 'Impossible!' she said. 'We can't buy all those things! We're poor, remember?'

Later, the children talked together.

'Mother must have those things,' said Bobbie. 'The doctor said so. How can we get them for her? Think, everybody, just as hard as you can.'

They did think. And later, when Bobbie was sitting with Mother, the other two were busy with a white sheet, some black paint and a paint brush.

The next morning, the 9.15 came out of the tunnel and the old gentleman put down his newspaper, ready to wave at the three children. But this morning there was only one child. It was Peter.

Peter was showing him the large white sheet that was fixed to the fence. On the sheet were thick black letters that read: LOOK OUT AT THE STATION.

A lot of people did look out at the station, but they saw nothing strange. But as the train was getting ready to leave, the old gentleman saw Phyllis running towards him.

'I thought I was going to miss you!' she shouted, and pushed a letter into his hand, through the window, as the train moved away.

The old gentleman sat back in his seat and opened the letter. This is what he read:




Dear Mr (we do not know your name),

Mother is ill and the doctor says we must give her these things at the end of the letter, but we haven't got enough money to get them. We do not know anybody here except you, because Father is away and we do not know his address. Father will pay you, or if he has lost all his money, Peter will pay you when he is a man. We promise it.

Please give the things to the Station Master, because we do not know which train you come back on. Tell him the things are for Peter, the boy who was sorry about the coal, then he will understand.

Bobbie Phyllis Peter




Written below the letter were all the things the doctor had ordered, and the old gentleman read through them. His eyes opened wide with surprise, but he smiled.

At about six o'clock that evening, there was a knock at the back door. The three children hurried to open it, and there stood Perks, the friendly Porter, with a large box. He put it on the floor.

'The old gentleman asked me to bring it,' he said.

Perks left, and the children opened the box. Inside were all the things they had asked for, and some they had not—some wine, two chickens, twelve big red roses. And there was a letter.




Dear Bobbie, Phyllis and Peter,

Here are the things you need. Your mother will want to know where they came from. Tell her they were sent by a friend who heard she was ill. When she is well, you must tell her all about it, of course. And if she says you were wrong to ask for the things, tell her that I say you were right, and that I was pleased to help.




The name at the bottom of the letter was G. P. something——the children could not read it.

'I think we were right,' said Phyllis.

'Of course we were right,' said Bobbie.

'I hope Mother thinks we were right, too,' said Peter. But he didn't sound very sure.



wait for 等，等待。

wave v. to move sth. in one's hand as a signal, esp. in greeting. 挥手，招手。

magic adj. caused by or used in a magic. 有魔力的。

ache v. to have or suffer a continuous dull pain. 持久的疼痛，疼痛。

fetch v. to go and get and bring back. 取来，拿来。

impossible adj. not possible. 不可能的。

address n. the number of the building, name of the street and town, etc., where a person works or esp. lives. 地址。

pay v. to give money for goods bought or got. 付款。

with surprise 出乎意料地，意外地。


3．老先生

孩子们已经离不开铁路了，他们很快摸清了经过这里的列车的时间。上午9:15和10:07各有一趟，半夜还有一趟，那趟列车有时会把他们从梦中吵醒。

这天早晨，他们都坐在木篱笆上，等9点15分那趟列车，正在这时，菲利斯说：“这车是去伦敦的，爸爸还在那里呢。待会儿火车经过的时候，我们一起对它招手吧。也许这是一辆有魔力的火车，能把我们的爱带给爸爸。”

于是，当9点15分那趟列车从隧道中呼啸而出的时候，三个孩子就对着它招手……

……竟然有一只手在回应他们！那只手里拿着一张报纸，是一位老先生的手。
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这位老先生每天都乘坐这趟9点15分的火车。他满头白发，样子很慈祥，很快他们每天早晨都向他招手。他们假定老先生认识他们的爸爸，能把他们的爱带过去。

一开始，他们并不到车站去。因为在偷煤事件之后，彼得很害怕再见到站长。但是有一天，在去村子的路上，他真的碰到站长了。

“早上好。”站长招呼着，态度十分友善。

“早——早上好。”彼得说。

“我最近没有在车站看见你。”站长说。

“自从偷煤的麻烦之后……”彼得开始说。

“事情都过去了，忘了它吧，”站长说，“想到车站来你们就来好了。”

“哦，谢谢您。”彼得说。

当天，三个孩子就到车站去了。他们跟那个和善的守道工珀克斯一起度过了愉快的两小时，他回答了孩子们提出的所有跟火车和铁路有关的问题。

第二天，因为头疼得厉害，妈妈卧床不起。她高烧不退，吃不进任何东西，瓦伊尼夫人建议她请福里斯特大夫过来看看。于是，彼得被派去请医生。

“我希望你想当护士，”给妈妈看过病之后，福里斯特大夫对博比说，“你妈妈病了，需要卧床休息。我会给她送一些药来，但她还需要进些水果、牛奶和其他一些特别的东西，我会把需要的东西给你列在一张纸上的。”

医生走后，博比让妈妈看了看那张纸。妈妈勉强笑了笑。“不可能！”她说，“我们买不起这些东西！我们现在是穷人，还记得吗？”

过了一会儿，孩子们一起讨论了起来。

“妈妈一定得吃那些东西，”博比说，“医生是这么说的。可是我们该去哪儿给她弄这些东西来呢？动动脑筋，大家好好动动脑筋。”

他们绞尽了脑汁。随后，博比坐在那里陪着妈妈，另外两个孩子则拿着一张白布单、一些黑色的颜料和一支画笔忙个不停。

第二天早晨，当9点15分的那趟火车穿出隧道时，车上的老先生放下手中的报纸，准备向三个孩子招手。但是今天早晨只有彼得一个人站在那里。

彼得向老先生指着那张钉在篱笆上的大白布。白布上用又粗又黑的字体写着：到车站时请往窗外看看。

火车到站时，很多人的确都在往窗外看，但他们并没有看到什么新奇的事情。但是就在火车快要开动时，老先生看见菲利斯向他跑过来。

“我以为我赶不上您了！”她一边大喊，一边在火车启动的瞬间，从窗户把一封信塞到了老先生的手中。

老先生坐回到座位上，打开了手中的信。信的内容是这样的：




亲爱的先生（我们不知道您的名字）：

妈妈病了，医生说我们必须给她弄到信的末尾所列的这些东西，但我们没有足够的钱。在这儿除了您，我们谁都不认识，因为爸爸不在家，我们也不知道他的地址。爸爸将来会把这些钱还给您的，如果他没钱的话，彼得长大后会还给您的。我们发誓。

请把东西交给站长，因为我们不知道您乘哪趟火车返回。您告诉站长这些东西是给彼得的，就是那个因为煤的事而充满歉意的男孩儿，他就会明白的。

博比，菲利斯，彼得




信后列着医生让他们买的那些东西，老先生把这些东西从头至尾看了一遍。他惊讶得睁大了双眼，不过还是笑了。

那天晚上大约6点钟左右，有人敲家里的后门，三个孩子忙过去开门。门外站着珀克斯，那个友好的守道工，他手里拿着一个大盒子。他把盒子放在了地板上。

“是那位老先生要我送来的。”他说。

珀克斯走了，孩子们打开了盒子。里面装着他们信里列出的所有东西，甚至还有一些他们没有列举的——一些葡萄酒，两只鸡，12朵大大的红玫瑰。还有一封信。




亲爱的博比、菲利斯、彼得：

这是你们需要的东西。你们的妈妈会问你们这些东西是从哪里来的，就说是一个朋友听说她生病了送来的。当然，她病好了之后，你们一定要告诉她真相。如果她说你们做错了，就请告诉她，我认为你们做得对，而且我很乐意帮助你们。




信的末尾署名是G. P. 什么什么——孩子们不认识。

“我想我们是做对了。”菲利斯说。

“我们当然做对了。”博比也说。

“我希望妈妈也认为我们做得对。”彼得说。但听起来他好像不太确定。


4
Bobbie's ride

About two weeks later, the old gentleman saw another white sheet with black letters when he looked out of the train. It said: SHE IS NEARLY WELL. THANK YOU.

Then it was time for the children to tell Mother what they had done. It was not easy, but they had to do it. And Mother was very angry indeed.

'Now listen, it's true that we're poor,' she told them, 'but you must not tell everyone. And you must never, never ask strangers to give you things.'

'We didn't mean to be bad, Mother,' cried Bobbie.

'We're sorry,' said Phyllis and Peter, crying too.

Soon, Mother was crying with them. 'I'll write a letter to the old gentleman and thank him,' she said. 'You can give it to the Station Master to give him. Now we won't say any more about it.'

The day after the children took the letter to the station, it was Bobbie's birthday. In the afternoon, she was politely told to go out until tea-time.

'You mustn't see what we're doing,' said Phyllis. 'It's a surprise.'

Bobbie went into the garden, and then she walked across the fields. When she came back, Phyllis and Peter met her at the back door. They were very clean and tidy, and Phyllis was wearing her prettiest dress. There was just enough time for Bobbie to make herself tidy before they called her into the front room.

Mother, Peter, and Phyllis were standing near the table, and there were twelve lighted candles on it, one for each of Bobbie's years. The table was covered with beautiful flowers from the fields and garden, and there were some interesting little boxes, too.

'Happy birthday, Bobbie!' they shouted happily. 'Open your presents!'

They were very nice presents. There was a pretty handkerchief with flowers on it, from Phyllis. A lovely little silver brooch of Mother's, shaped like a rose, which Bobbie had loved for years. There were two blue glass vases from Mrs Viney. And there were three birthday cards with pretty pictures.

'This is my present,' said Peter, putting his toy steam engine on the table. It was full of sweets. Bobbie looked surprised, because just for a moment she thought Peter was giving her the engine. 'Not the engine,' he said quickly. 'Only the sweets.' But he had seen the look on her face. 'I mean, not all the engine. You... you can have half, if you like,' he said bravely.

'Thank you, Peter,' said Bobbie. 'It's a wonderful present.' And she thought: 'It was very kind of Peter to give me half of his engine. Well, I'll have the broken half, and I'll get it mended.'

It was a lovely birthday. But later that night, Bobbie came silently down the stairs to get her presents. She saw her mother sitting at the table, with a pen and some writing paper in front of her. 'She's writing to Father,' thought Bobbie.

But at that moment, Mother wasn't writing. Her head was on her arms and her arms lay on the table.

'It's my birthday, and she doesn't want me to know she's unhappy,' thought Bobbie. 'Well, I won't know, I won't know.'

And she went quietly back to her room. But it was a sad end to the birthday.

*　　*　　*

The next day, Bobbie put Peter's engine in a box and took it down to the railway. She did not go to the station, but she went along the line to the place where the engines stopped.

When the next train came in, Bobbie went across the line and stood beside the engine. She had never been close to one before, and it was very big. The driver and the fireman did not see her. They were talking to Perks, the Porter, who was on the other side of the line.

'Excuse me,' began Bobbie. But the men did not hear her because the engine was making a lot of steam and noise. Bobbie climbed on to the step of the engine—but at that moment, the train began to move!

Bobbie fell inside, on to a heap of coal. 'Help!' she cried. But still the men didn't see or hear her.

'I shouldn't be here!' she thought, as the train went faster. 'I'll be in terrible trouble!'

She put out a hand and touched the nearest arm, and the driver turned round quickly. 'What are you doing here?' he shouted. And Bobbie began to cry.

This seemed to worry the two men, and they took several minutes to calm Bobbie down and to stop her crying. Then the fireman said, 'Now tell us why you're here. It's not every day a little girl falls into our steam engine!'

Bobbie picked up the box with Peter's toy engine inside it. 'I... I wanted to ask if you could mend this,' she explained, and took the engine out of the box. 'Everybody on the railway seemed so good and kind. I didn't think you'd mind.'

The driver took the little engine and the two men looked at it silently, not speaking for several minutes. Bobbie waited.

'What do you think, Jim?' said the driver at last. 'Can we help the little lady?'

The fireman smiled. 'I should think we can!'

'Oh, thank you!' said Bobbie.

'But now we must make sure that you get home safely,' said the driver.

Bobbie stayed on the train until it reached Stackpoole Junction. She asked the two men all about driving a steam train, and they showed her the automatic brake, and the little clock faces that told them how much steam the engine was making. It was all very interesting. At Stackpoole Junction the two railwaymen put her on another train and sent her home.

Bobbie was back in time for tea.

'Where have you been?' asked the others.

'To the station, of course,' said Bobbie. But she would not say another word.

It was some weeks before Bobbie took her brother and sister to meet the friendly engine driver and fireman. The two children were very surprised. And Peter was very excited when he saw his engine, now as good as new again.

And only then, as the three children walked home again, did Bobbie tell the others about her adventures on the engine of the steam train.



ride n. a journey. 旅程，兜风。

well adj. in good health. （指身体）很好。

mean to do sth. plan to do sth. 打算做某事。

brooch n. an ornamental worn on women's clothes, fastened on by means of a pin. （女用）胸针，饰针。

vase n. a container, usu. shaped like a deep pot with a rather narrow opening at the top and usu. made of glass or baked clay, used either to put flowers in or as an ornament. 瓶，花瓶。

not... but 不是……而是。

fireman n. a person who tends the fire in a furnace, steam-engine, etc. （锅炉，蒸汽机等的）司炉工。

calm down to make (a living being) calm. 使（生物）平静。

automatic adj. (esp. of a machine) able to work or move by itself without needing the operation of a man. 自动的。

brake n. an apparatus for slowing or lessening movement and bringing to a stop (as of a wheel or car). 刹车，制动器。


4．博比的旅行

大约两个星期之后，当老先生再次往窗外张望时，他又看到了一张写着黑字的白布单。白布单上写着：她快好了，谢谢您。

终于到了孩子们跟妈妈讲明一切的时候了。尽管这不太容易，可他们也得讲。妈妈的确十分恼火。

“现在你们听着，我们是很穷，”她告诉孩子们，“但是你们不能对任何人说。你们永远不能，永远不能向陌生人索要东西。”

“妈妈，我们没打算做坏事。”博比哭着解释。

“我们很抱歉。”菲利斯和彼得也哭着说。

很快，妈妈也和他们一起哭了起来。“我会给那位老先生写封信，向他表示感谢的，”她说，“你们可以请站长把信转交给他。现在什么都别再说了。”

孩子们把信送到车站去的第二天是博比的生日。那天下午，大家委婉地请她回避一下，到喝茶的时间再回来。

“你不能在场看我们做些什么，”菲利斯说，“这是一个惊喜。”

博比先是来到了花园里，之后她穿过田野走了走。当她返回的时候，菲利斯和彼得在后门迎接她。他们打扮得干净整齐，菲利斯还穿着她最漂亮的那条连衣裙。当然博比在大家让她进客厅之前，也有足够的时间来梳理自己。

妈妈、彼得和菲利斯正站在桌旁，桌子上点着12枝蜡烛，每一枝代表一岁。桌上放满了从田野中和花园里采来的漂亮的花，除此之外，还有一些有趣的小盒子。

“生日快乐，博比！”大家开心地喊道，“打开你的礼物看看吧！”

这些礼物非常棒。一块有花形图案的漂亮手绢，这是菲利斯送的。妈妈送的是一枚可爱的银质小胸针，样子像一朵玫瑰花，博比心仪这枚胸针已经有好几年了。瓦伊尼夫人送给她的是两只蓝色的玻璃花瓶。桌上还有三张印有精美图案的生日贺卡。

“这是我送你的礼物。”彼得一边说着，一边把他的那个玩具蒸汽火车头放在了桌子上。火车头里装满了糖果。博比有些吃惊，因为那一瞬间，她以为彼得要把火车头送给她。“不是送你火车头，”他赶紧说，“只送你糖果。”但他瞧见了博比脸上表情的变化。“我的意思是，我不是把整个火车头送给你，如果你喜欢的话，你……你可以拥有一半。”他鼓足勇气说。

“谢谢你，彼得，”博比说，“这礼物太棒了。”她心里想：“彼得真是太好了，他愿意送一半火车头给我。嗯，那我就要那坏的那一半吧，我可以找人修一下。”

这是一个愉快的生日聚会。当天深夜，博比悄悄下楼去取她的礼物。她看见妈妈坐在桌旁，面前放着一枝钢笔和一些信纸。“妈妈在给爸爸写信呢。”博比心想。

不过在那一刻，妈妈并没有在写字。她的两只胳膊搭在桌上，头埋在胳膊里。

“今天是我的生日，妈妈不想让我知道她心里很苦闷，”博比想，“那么，我就假装不知道吧，我假装不知道。”

她悄悄地回到了自己的房间，但是，这个生日是以伤感结束的。

*　　*　　*

第二天，博比把彼得的火车头装进了盒子里，带着它到山下的铁路上去了。她没有去车站，而是沿着铁路，直接去了停靠火车头的地方。

当又一列火车驶进来时，博比穿过铁路，来到了车头的旁边。在此之前，她从来没有如此近距离地见过火车头，火车头很大。司机和司炉工都没看见她，他们正在跟守道工珀克斯说话，而珀克斯站在铁路的另一边。
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“劳驾。”博比招呼道。但因为火车嘈杂的蒸汽声和其他声响，这三个人都没有听到她的话。博比爬到了火车机车的台阶上——可是，就在同时，火车开动了！

博比摔到车里，倒在了一堆煤上。“救命啊！”她哭喊道。但是，旁边的人仍旧是既没有看到她，也没有听到她的呼救。

“我不能待在这儿！”随着火车跑得越来越快，她心里想，“要不我会有大麻烦的！”

她伸出一只手，踫到了离她最近的火车司机的胳膊，司机猛地转过身。“你在这儿做什么？”他喊道。于是博比开始哭了。

这好像让两个男人担心起来，他们用了几分钟安慰博比，让她别哭了。之后，司炉工对她说：“现在请告诉我们，你怎么会在这儿。一个小女孩儿掉进我们的蒸汽火车头，这种事情可不是每天都发生的！”

博比捡起那个装有彼得的玩具火车头的盒子。“我……我想问问你们能不能把它修好。”她解释着，并把火车头从盒子中取了出来，“铁路上的每个人看上去都很好，很善良。我想你们不会介意的。”

司机接过那个小火车头，两个人静静地看着它，几分钟都没有开口说话。博比等待着。

“你觉得怎么样，吉姆？”司机终于开口说话了，“我们帮得了这位小女士吗？”

司炉工笑了。“我想我们应该能！”

“哦，谢谢你们！”博比说。

“不过，现在我们必须确保你平安回家。”司机说道。

博比一直在火车上坐到斯塔克普枢纽站。她详细地向两个人询问了怎么开蒸汽火车。他们让她看了自动刹车装置和一些小表盘，这些小表盘能表明发动机产生了多少蒸汽。真是太有意思了。在斯塔克普枢纽站，两位铁路工人把她送到了另一列火车上，送她回家。

博比回到家时，正好是喝下午茶的时间。

“你到哪儿去了？”其他人问。

“当然是去车站了。”博比说。但除此之外，她什么都不说了。

几个星期之后，博比带着她的弟弟和妹妹去见了亲切的火车司机和司炉工。那两个孩子简直惊呆了，尤其当彼得看见他的玩具火车头现在崭新如初的时候，他欣喜若狂。

直到那天，当三个孩子走着回家的时候，博比才跟他们讲述了她在蒸汽火车头上的奇遇。


5
Saving the train

One day, the children were walking by the fence along the top of the hill beside the railway line. The line here ran through a deep little valley and the hillside on both sides of the line was very rocky. But among the rocks, grass and flowers grew, and many small trees.

Phyllis stood by the fence and looked down to the lines at the bottom. 'It's like looking down the side of a mountain,' she said.

Suddenly, they heard a noise. It was soft, but very clear, and slowly began to get louder.

'Look at the tree over there!' cried Peter.

The girls looked and saw a tree moving slowly downwards on the opposite side of the railway line!

'It's magic!' said Phyllis. 'I knew the railway was magic. Look, some other trees are moving, too.'

They watched as the trees moved on and on, grass and stones moving with them. Then a big rock began to move as well, and suddenly half the hillside was moving. A second or two later, everything came crashing down in a big heap on the railway line below.

'It's right across the line!' said Phyllis, feeling a little frightened now.

'Yes,' said Peter, slowly. 'And the 11.29 hasn't gone by yet. We must let them know at the station, or there will be an awful accident.'

'There isn't time,' said Bobbie. 'It's past eleven now.'

They thought for a moment.

'We need something red. Then we could go down on the line and wave it,' said Peter. 'Everyone knows that red means danger, and the train would stop.'

'Our petticoats!' said Phyllis. 'They're red. Let's take them off.'

The girls did this, then the three of them ran along the line to a corner. When they were round the corner, it was impossible to see the heap of trees and rocks.

'We'll need some sticks as well,' said Peter, taking one of the petticoats. 'Now...' He took a knife from his pocket.

'You're not going to cut them, are you?' said Phyllis.

'Yes, cut them!' said Bobbie. 'If we can't stop the train, there will be a real accident and people will be killed.'

They cut the petticoats into six pieces and put them on to sticks. Now they had six red flags. Next, they pushed two of the flags into heaps of stones between the lines, then Bobbie and Phyllis each took one, and Peter took the other two. They stood ready to wave them immediately the train appeared.

It seemed a long time before the railway lines began to shake, and they heard the train coming.

'Wave your flags!' ordered Peter. 'But don't stand on the line, Bobbie!'

The train came very, very fast. The lines began to shake and the two flags that were pushed into the heaps of stones soon fell over, but Bobbie ran across and picked up one of them.

'The train's not going to stop!' she shouted. 'They won't see us, it's no good!'

She ran on to the line, waving her two flags.

'Get back, Bobbie!' shouted Peter.

But Bobbie did not move from the line. She waved and waved her flags, shouting 'Stop, stop!' as the big black engine came towards her.

It did stop... but only twenty metres from Bobbie.

Peter and Phyllis ran along the line to tell the driver about the trees and rocks around the corner. But Bobbie couldn't move because her legs were shaking too much. She had to sit down on the ground.

But they had saved the train.

'You're brave and clever children,' the driver told them.

*　　*　　*

Some weeks later, a letter arrived at the little white house on the hill. It was for Peter, Bobbie, and Phyllis, and it said:




Dear Sir and Ladies—We would like to say thank you for saving the train and stopping a very bad accident. Please come to the station at three o'clock on the 30th of the month, if this is a suitable day.

J. Inglewood

Secretary, the Northern and Southern Railway Company




It was to be a very special day indeed.

The three children went down to the station at the right time, dressed in their best clothes, and the Station Master came to meet them.

'Come into the waiting room,' he said.

He took them into the room where people usually waited for the trains—but now there was a carpet on the floor, and flowers above the pictures on the walls.

Perks the Porter was there, and several men in high hats and long coats. There were ladies in expensive dresses, and people who had been on the train on 'red-petticoat day'. Best of all, their own old gentleman was there, and he came across to shake their hands.

Then everybody sat down on chairs and an important looking man got up to speak. He said nice things about the children—how brave and clever they were—and then he sat down. Next, the old gentleman got up and said more nice things about them. Then he called them across and gave each of them a beautiful gold watch.

'These are from the Northern and Southern Railway Company,' he said, 'to say thank you for the brave and sensible thing that you did to save the train.'

It was a wonderful day. A day that seemed more like a dream than real life.

Afterwards, the old gentleman walked with them to the little white house. 'I want to meet the mother of these clever children,' he said.

Mother was surprised to see their visitor, but she thanked him again for the things he had sent when she was ill. Then they talked about 'red-petticoat day', and the children showed Mother their watches and told her about the people at the station.

'I've been very pleased to meet you,' Mother said to the old gentleman, when it was time for him to leave. 'I'm sorry we can't ask you to come and see us again, but we live very quietly.'

The children thought this was very strange. They had made a friend—a very good friend—and they dearly wanted him to come and see them again.

What did the old gentleman think? They didn't know. He looked closely at Mother and said, 'I thank you, Madam, for welcoming me to your house today.'

But Bobbie was watching her mother's face as the old gentleman walked away. It was a sad, tired face.

'She's thinking about Father,' thought Bobbie.



valley n. the land lying between two lines of hills or mountains, often with a river running through it. 山谷，溪谷。

rock n. stone. 石头。

crash v. to cause to fall or strike the ground noisily and violently. 猛撞，猛坠。

petticoat n. a type of skirt worn by women as an undergarment. 衬裙。

take off to remove a garment. 脱掉衣服。

stick n. a small thin piece of wood. 小树枝，柴枝。

no good/not much good useless. 无用，无益。

be dressed in wear. 穿着，戴着。

expensive adj. costing a lot of money; costly. 昂贵的，花钱的。

shake hands with...: 与……握手。

get up stand up. 起身，站起来。

sensible adj. reasonable; having or showing good sense. 明智的，通晓事理的。

more... than... 与其说……倒不如……。

dearly adv. with much feeling, usu. good feeling. 深情地，真挚地。


5．拯救火车

这天，孩子们正沿着铁路边山顶上的篱笆走着。这一段铁路线要穿过一条深深的小山谷，山谷的两侧石头遍地。但是在这些石头中间长着草、花，还有很多小树。

菲利斯站在篱笆旁，往谷底的铁路看去。“真像是站在山边往下瞧。”她说。

突然，他们听到了一个声音。这声音很弱，却很清晰，渐渐地，声音变得越来越大。

“瞧那边那棵树！”彼得大喊。

女孩们望过去，看到在铁路线的另一边，一棵树正在往下缓缓移动！

“太神奇了！”菲利斯说，“我就知道这铁路是有魔力的。瞧，其他的树也在动呢。”

他们看着那些树动呀，动呀，青草和石头也随着它们一起移动。紧跟着，有一块大岩石也开始动了，突然间半边山都动了起来。一两秒钟之后，所有这些东西一下子都塌到了下面的铁路上，堆成了一大堆。
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“正好都堆在铁路上！”菲利斯说，这会儿她感到有点儿害怕了。

“是的，”彼得慢吞吞地说，“11点29分那趟车还没通过呢。我们一定得到车站去告诉他们，不然恐怕就要出大事故了。”

“没时间了，”博比说，“现在都11点多了。”

大家想了想。

“我们需要一些红颜色的东西。然后我们可以下到铁路上，挥舞它，”彼得说，“人人都知道红色表示危险，火车就会停下来的。”

“我们的衬裙！”菲利斯说，“我们的衬裙都是红色的。我们把衬裙脱下来吧。”

女孩儿们脱下衬裙。然后，三个孩子一起沿着铁路跑到一个拐弯处。在那里他们发现，在弯道的这一侧，根本看不到那堆树和石头。

“我们还需要些棍子，”彼得一边说着，一边抓起了一条衬裙，“现在……”他从口袋里掏出了一把刀子。

“你该不会把衬裙割了吧？”菲利斯问。

“是的，要把衬裙割了！”博比回答，“如果我们不能让火车停下来的话，真会出事故的，而且肯定会死人的。”

他们把红衬裙割成六块，然后把它们分别绑在六根棍子上。现在他们就有了六面红色的旗子。然后，他们把两面旗子插在铁轨中间的石子堆上。接下来，博比和菲利斯每人拿一面旗子，彼得拿起另外两面。他们站在那里等着，只要火车一出现就马上冲它摇旗子。

似乎过了很长时间，铁路才开始有些震颤，他们听见有火车开过来的声音。

“摇你们手中的旗子！”彼得马上发出命令，“但不要站在铁轨上，博比！”

火车风驰电掣而来。铁轨颤得愈加厉害，很快插在石堆上的那两面旗都倒了，但是博比跑过去，捡起其中的一面。

“火车不会停的！”她大喊，“他们看不到我们，这样做没有用！”

她跑到铁轨上，挥舞着手中的两面旗子。
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“回来，博比！”彼得大喊。

但是博比并没有从铁轨上走开。她拼命地摇动手中的旗子，还一边大喊：“停下，停下！”此时巨大的黑色火车头正向她开过来。

它终于停下了……就在离博比只有20米远的地方。

彼得和菲利斯沿着铁路跑过去，告诉火车司机前面拐弯处堆有树和石头。而此时，博比却动不了了，因为她的腿抖得厉害。她不得不坐在了地上。

但他们救了这列火车。

“你们真是又勇敢又聪明的好孩子。”火车司机对他们说。

*　　*　　*

几个星期之后，一封信寄到了山上的白色小屋。信是寄给彼得、博比和菲利斯的，信上写着：




亲爱的先生和女士们——你们拯救了火车，避免了一场可怕事故的发生，我们特向你们表示感谢。如果方便的话，请于本月30日下午3点钟到车站来一趟。

J．英格伍德

南北铁路公司　秘书




这的确成了一个非常特殊的日子。

三个孩子穿着他们最好的衣服，准时来到了车站，站长过来迎接他们。

“到候车室来吧。”他说。

他带他们进了候车室，这原本是人们等车的地方——但是现在地板上铺上了地毯，墙上的画的上方，还插着花。

除了守道工珀克斯以外，在场的还有几个戴着高帽，穿着长外衣的先生。还有几位穿着盛装的女士，以及一些在“红衬裙日”那天坐在火车上的人。最让他们高兴的是，每天跟他们招手的那个老先生也在场，他径直走过来和他们握手。

大家落座以后，一个看起来像是个大人物的人站起来讲话。他把孩子们表扬了一番——夸奖他们又勇敢又聪明——然后他就坐下了。接着，那位和蔼的老先生站起来，又把他们称赞了一番。说完以后，他把他们叫到身边，送给他们每人一只漂亮的金表。

“这是南北铁路公司送的礼物，”老先生说，“用以感谢你们拯救火车时勇敢聪明的表现。”

今天简直是太棒了。与其说这是真的，还不如说是在做梦。

会见之后，老先生和他们一起，步行来到了他们的白色小屋里。“我想见一见这些聪明孩子们的妈妈。”他说。

看到客人，妈妈很吃惊，但她再次向老先生致谢，感谢老先生在她生病时送给她的东西。随后，他们谈到了那个“红衬裙日”，孩子们让妈妈看了他们的表，跟她讲了刚才在车站里所见到的人。

“见到您我很高兴，”当老先生起身告辞的时候，妈妈说，“但是我很抱歉今后不能再邀请您到我们家来，因为我们不想打破生活的平静。”

孩子们感到很纳闷。他们成了朋友——他是他们一个非常要好的朋友——他们诚恳地希望老先生能再过来看看他们。

老先生又是怎么想的呢？他们不得而知。老先生注视着妈妈，开口说道：“谢谢您，夫人，谢谢您今天的款待。”

但当老先生离开的时候，博比一直注视着妈妈的脸。那是一张伤感、满是倦容的脸。

“她又在想爸爸了。”博比心想。


6
A birthday for Perks

It was breakfast-time and Mother was smiling.

'I've sold another story, darlings,' she said. 'We can have cakes for tea.'

The three children looked at each other. Then Bobbie said, 'Can we have the cakes on Thursday instead of today? It's Perks's birthday on Thursday.'

'How do you know?' asked Mother.

'I showed him my brooch—the one you gave me for my birthday—and I asked him about his birthday. He says he doesn't keep birthdays anymore, because he has other things to keep—his wife and children! But he said it was on the 15th, and that's Thursday.'

'And we thought we could make a birthday tea for him,' said Peter. 'He's been very good to us.'

'All right,' said Mother.

But cakes didn't seem a very exciting birthday present.

'We can give him flowers,' said Bobbie, when they were discussing it in the garden, later that day.

Then Peter had an idea. 'Perks is nice to everybody,' he said. 'There must be lots of people in the village who will want to help us give him a nice birthday. Let's ask everybody.'

Bobbie wasn't sure. 'Mother said we weren't to ask people for things.'

'Not for ourselves,' said Peter. 'It's all right to ask for other people. I'll ask the old gentleman, too.'

So they went to the village. Some people were kind, and some were not.

'It's my birthday tomorrow,' said old Mrs Ransome at the Post Office. 'Nobody will remember mine. Why should I give anything to Perks? Go away!'

But other people gave things—a pipe, a tin of tea, a walking stick—and others promised to give small presents, too.

Early the next morning, Bobbie and Phyllis went into the garden and cut some roses. They put them into a box with one of Bobbie's prettiest handkerchiefs. Then they wrote on a piece of paper: For Mrs Ransome for her birthday, with our love, and put it inside the box. Bobbie and Phyllis took the box down to the Post Office, and put it inside the door when the old woman wasn't looking.

While they were gone, Peter told his mother about Perks's presents. 'We're not doing it because he's poor,' said Peter, 'but because we like him.'

'I hope he understands that,' said Mother.

On Thursday morning, the children went to fetch the presents which other people had promised—eggs, meat, tomatoes. The old lady at the Post Office was standing outside as they went by.

'I want to thank you for the roses,' she said.

'We're pleased you liked them,' said Phyllis.

'And here's your box,' said Mrs Ransome, giving it back to them. It was now full of shiny red apples. She smiled. 'The Perks's children will like them. And I've got a pram in the back of the shop. It was for my daughter's first child, but the child died after six months. I'd like Mrs Perks to have it for her little boy. Will you take it?'

'Thank you,' said Bobbie. 'We will.'

The children put all the presents in the pram, and at three o'clock they pushed it to the Perks's little yellow house. Mrs Perks and her young children were surprised to see them.

'We know it's Mr Perks's birthday,' said Peter. 'And we've brought some presents for him.'

The woman's eyes got bigger and bigger with surprise as each thing was taken from the pram.

'Perks has never had a birthday like it!' she said.

The cakes and the presents were put on the table, then the children hid in the other room when they heard Perks coming home from work. They wanted to surprise him by jumping out and saying 'Happy birthday!' after he'd seen the presents.

'What's all this?' they heard him say. 'What's that pram doing here?' His wife explained, but too quietly for the children to hear. But they heard Perks shout, 'I'm not having any of it! We've managed all these years, asking people for nothing, and I'm not going to start taking things now. We may be poor, but we don't need charity.'

Bobbie ran into the other room. 'We thought you'd be pleased!' she cried.

'We didn't mean to do anything wrong,' said Peter, following her.

'I—I'll never be kind to anyone again!' said Phyllis, starting to cry.

'Don't you understand?' said Perks. 'People in the village will laugh at me. "Poor Perks, he can't take care of his own family. We have to give him things." That's what they'll be saying now.'

'No!' cried Bobbie. 'It's not charity! People were happy to give you birthday presents. The man at the village shop said, "I'm pleased to give something to Mr Perks. He always pays his bills." And the woman at the Post Office wanted you to have the pram. It was for her granddaughter, but the little girl died.'

'I'm not sending the pram back, Bert,' said Mrs Perks, when she heard this. 'So don't ask me to.'

'I—I won't,' said Perks, quietly.

'And other people said you were kind and polite and hardworking,' said Bobbie. 'They wanted to give you a birthday present. The old gentleman gave Peter a pound for you. He said you were a man who was good at his work. We thought you would like—'

'Stop!' Perks said suddenly. 'I take back every word I said. I—I don't know if I was ever so pleased... not only with the presents, but with the kind thoughts of our neighbours. They're the best presents of all, aren't they, Nell?'

'They are!' agreed his wife, happily.

Perks looked at the children. 'You'll stay to tea, won't you?' he said.

'Oh, yes please!' they said.



discuss v. to talk with someone from several points of view. 商讨，讨论。

pipe n. a small tube with a bowl-like container. at one end, used for tobacco. 烟斗。

pram n. a 4-wheeled carriage, pushed by hand, in which a baby can sleep or be taken about. 婴儿车。

charity n. a society or organization that gives help to the poor. 慈善机构。

take care of look after. 照顾，照看。

pay the bill pay the money for. 付账。

be good at do well in. 擅长。

take back make as if (sth.) was never said. 收回（所说的话）。


6．珀克斯的生日

吃早饭时，妈妈微笑着。

“亲爱的，我又卖掉了一篇故事，”她说，“我们又有茶点可以吃了。”

三个孩子相互看了一眼。博比开口说道：“我们星期四再吃茶点好吗？因为星期四是珀克斯的生日。”

“你们怎么知道的？”妈妈问。

“我让他看我的胸针——就是我过生日时您送给我的那枚——我问他的生日是什么时候。他说他已经不再过生日了，因为他已经有了其他的事情要操心——他的妻子和孩子们！不过他还是说他的生日是在15号，就是这个星期四。”

“我们想，我们可以邀请他来我们家喝茶，”彼得补充道，“他一直对我们很好。”

“好吧。”妈妈说。

但是，蛋糕并不能算是令人兴奋的生日礼物。

“我们可以送他一些鲜花。”那天晚些时候，当他们在花园里再次讨论这个问题的时候，博比说。

这时，彼得有了主意。“珀克斯对所有的人都很好，”他说，“村里一定有很多人愿意帮我们送他一个不错的生日礼物，我们去问问大家吧。”

博比拿不定主意。“妈妈说，我们不能再张嘴跟别人要东西了。”

“可这不是给我们自己要的，”彼得说，“给别人要应该是可以的，我也会去问那位老先生要的。”

于是他们来到了村里。有些人对他们很友好，可也有些不怎么友好。

“明天是我的生日，”在邮局工作的一位叫兰塞姆的老妇人说，“但没人记得我的生日，我为什么要给珀克斯礼物呢？走开！”

不过其他的人还是给了他们一些东西——一个烟斗，一罐茶叶，一根拐杖——还有一些人也答应要送些小礼物。

第二天一大早，博比和菲利斯就到花园里去剪玫瑰花。他们用博比最漂亮的手绢把剪下的玫瑰扎成一束装进盒子里。然后他们在一张纸上写道：送给兰塞姆夫人，祝她生日快乐，这花代表我们的爱。随后他们把这张纸条也放入盒中。博比和菲利斯拿着盒子下山到了邮局，趁那个老妇人没注意，他们把盒子放到了邮局的门里。

他们走了之后，彼得跟妈妈讲了给珀克斯筹集礼物的事情。“我们这样做，并不是因为珀克斯没钱，”彼得说，“而是因为我们喜欢他。”

“我希望他能理解这一点。”妈妈说。

星期四早晨，孩子们去取其他人答应送的礼物——鸡蛋，肉，西红柿。当他们路过邮局的时候，那位老妇人站在门口。

“我想谢谢你们送给我玫瑰。”她说。

“你能喜欢那些玫瑰我们很高兴。”菲利斯说。

“把你们的盒子还给你们，”兰塞姆夫人一边说着，一边把盒子交回到他们手中。盒子里装满了油光闪闪的红苹果。她微笑着。“珀克斯的孩子们会喜欢的。另外，商店的后面放着一辆婴儿车，那是为我女儿的第一个孩子准备的，但孩子六个月大的时候夭折了。我想珀克斯夫人可以给她的小儿子用。你们愿意把它带过去吗？”

“谢谢您，”博比说，“我们愿意。”

孩子们把所有的礼物都放进婴儿车里，3点钟的时候，他们把这些东西推到了珀克斯家的黄色小房子那里。看到他们，珀克斯夫人和她的小孩子们大吃一惊。
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“我们知道今天是珀克斯先生的生日，”彼得说，“我们给他带来了一些礼物。”

随着东西一样样地从婴儿车里拿出来，珀克斯夫人真有些瞠目结舌。

“珀克斯从来没有过这样的生日！”她说。

孩子们把蛋糕和礼物放在桌上，这时他们听到珀克斯下班回来了，于是孩子们躲到了另外一个房间里。他们想等珀克斯看见这些礼物之后，再从里面跳出来，跟他说“生日快乐！”，给他一个惊喜。

“这都是什么？”他们听见他在问，“这辆婴儿车怎么会在这儿？”他的妻子开始解释，但是她说话的声音太低了，孩子们听不见。不过他们听见珀克斯高吼：“我一样都不会接受的！这么多年来，我们都做到了从不张口跟别人要东西，现在我也不会开这个先例的。我们是穷，但我们不需要人怜悯。”

博比跑进了另外的那个房间。“我们还以为您会高兴呢！”她哭着说。

“我们没有恶意。”彼得跟着她说。

“我——我再也不会对任何人好了！”菲利斯说着，哭了起来。

“难道你们不明白吗？”珀克斯说，“村里的人会笑话我的：‘可怜的珀克斯养不起家了，我们得施舍给他一些东西。’他们现在肯定就在这么说。”

“不！”博比哭着说，“这不是慈善捐赠！大家都乐意送生日礼物给您。村里小卖部的人说：‘我非常愿意送给珀克斯先生东西，因为他从不欠账。’还有，邮局的那位夫人希望你能收下这辆婴儿车，这原本是给她的外孙女买的，但那个可怜的小女孩儿死了。”

“我不想把这辆婴儿车送回去，伯特，”听到这里，珀克斯夫人说，“请别要求我这么做。”

“我——我不会。”珀克斯低声说。

“别人也说您心地善良、待人礼貌，而且工作努力，”博比说，“他们都愿意送您生日礼物。那位老先生给了彼得一英镑，让他转交给您。他说您是个十分敬业的人。我们想您会——”

“别说了！”珀克斯突然开口说，“我收回我刚才所说的话。我——我想自己从来没有这么高兴过……不仅仅是因为这些生日礼物，而且也因为邻居们善良的想法。这才是最好的礼物，对吗，内尔？”

“是呀！”他的妻子愉快地附和道。

珀克斯看着孩子们。“你们留下来一起喝茶，行吗？”他说。

“哦，当然行，谢谢！”他们说。


7
The terrible secret

When the children first went to live at the white house, they talked about Father a lot and were always asking questions about him. But as time passed, their questions seemed to make Mother unhappy, so they stopped asking them. But they never forgot him.

Bobbie thought about Father often. She knew her mother was unhappy, and she worried a lot about that. And why was Father away for so long? Was there something that Mother wasn't telling them?

The answer came on the day she went to the station, to fetch the magazines. They were old magazines which people left on trains or in the waiting room. Perks said the children could have them to read, and one day Bobbie went to fetch them.

'I'll just put some newspaper round them to keep them together,' said Perks. And he took an old newspaper from the heap.

The magazines were heavy, and Bobbie stopped to rest on the way home. She sat on the grass and dropped them beside her. As she did this, she looked at the newspaper and read some of the words on the page... and it was like a terrible dream.

She never remembered how she got home. But she went to her room and locked the door. Then she took the newspaper off the magazines and looked at it again. The words seemed to jump at her:

FIVE YEARS IN PRISON FOR SPY!

And the name of the 'spy' was the name of her father.

Bobbie was very quiet at tea-time.

'Is anything wrong?' Mother asked her.

'I'm all right,' said Bobbie.

But after tea, Mother went up to Bobbie's room. 'What's the matter?' she wanted to know.

For an answer, Bobbie took the newspaper from under her bed and showed it to her mother.

'Oh, Bobbie!' cried Mother. 'You don't believe it, do you? You don't believe Daddy is a spy?'

'No!' said Bobbie.

'He's good and honest and he's done nothing wrong,' said Mother. 'We have to remember that.'

'What happened?' asked Bobbie.

'You remember the two men who came to see Daddy at the old house, don't you?' said Mother. 'They said he was a spy, and that he'd sold Government secrets to another country. There were some letters in Daddy's desk at his office. When the police saw them, they were sure Daddy was a spy.'

'But how did the letters get into his desk?' asked Bobbie.

'Somebody put them there,' said Mother. 'And that person is the real spy.'

'Who?' said Bobbie. 'Who put the letters there?'

'I don't know,' said Mother. 'But the man who got Daddy's job never liked him, and he always wanted Daddy's job.'

'Is he an honest man?' asked Bobbie.

'Daddy was never really sure,' said Mother.

'Can't we explain all this to someone?' said Bobbie.

'I've tried, but nobody will listen,' said Mother sadly. 'I've tried everything. There's nothing we can do except be brave and patient. Now we won't talk of this anymore, my darling. Try not to think of it. It's easier for me if you can be happy and enjoy things.'

But Bobbie did think about it. She did not talk to Peter or Phyllis, but she wrote a letter—to the old gentleman.




My Dear Friend,

You see what is in this newspaper. It is not true. Father never did it. Mother says someone put the letters in Father's desk, and she thinks it is the man who got Father's job. But nobody listens to her. You are good and clever. Can you find out the name of the real spy? It is not Father!

Peter and Phyllis don't know he is in prison. Can you help me? Oh, do help me!

With love from your friend,

Bobbie




She put the page of the newspaper with her letter and took it to the station. Bobbie asked the Station Master to give it to the old gentleman the next morning.

Now she could only wait and see what happened.



on the way home 在回家的路上。

get home arrive home. 回家，到家。

be in prison 判刑入狱。

spy n. a person employed to find out secret information, as from an enemy or company in competition. 间谍，密探。

patient adj. having or showing patience. 忍耐的，有耐心的。


7．可怕的秘密

孩子们刚住进白色小屋的时候，他们经常谈到爸爸，也经常问起爸爸的情况。可是随着时间的流逝，他们发现这些问题好像总是让妈妈很伤感，所以他们也就不再问这一类的问题了。但是他们从来没有忘记他。

博比常常思念爸爸。她知道妈妈心里不高兴，她一直在为此担心。而且爸爸为什么离开这么长时间呢？是不是有什么事情妈妈在瞒着他们呢？

她在去车站取杂志的那天找到了答案。这些都是人们丢弃在火车上或者候车室里的旧杂志。珀克斯说，孩子们可以拿回去看，博比这天就过来取了。

“我用报纸把它们包一包吧。”珀克斯边说边从一堆旧报纸上拿起一张。

这些杂志很重，回家的路上，博比停下来休息。她坐在草地上，把杂志就放在了自己旁边。这时，她朝报纸上扫了一眼，有一行字映入她的眼帘……这简直像一场噩梦。

她都不记得她是怎么回到家里的了。她进了自己的房间，锁上房门。然后把那张报纸从杂志上拿下来，重新看了起来。有一行字映入她的眼帘：

因间谍罪入狱五年！

这个“间谍”的名字正是她爸爸的名字。
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喝茶的时候，博比看上去非常沉默。

“出什么事儿了吗？”妈妈问她。

“我没事儿。”博比答道。

但是，喝完茶，妈妈还是上楼来到了博比的房间。“怎么了？”她想知道。

为了讲清事情的缘由，博比从床底下取出那张报纸，让她的妈妈看。

“噢，博比！”妈妈哭了，“你不相信这上面说的，对吗？你不相信爸爸真的是间谍，是吗？”

“我不相信！”博比回答。

“他是个好人，他很诚实，没有做错任何事情，”妈妈说，“我们得牢记这一点。”

“究竟发生了什么？”博比问。

“你还记得在老房子的时候那两个来找爸爸的人吗？”妈妈说，“他们说他是个间谍，说他把政府的机密出卖给了别的国家。在爸爸办公室的书桌里有一些信件。警察看到了这些信件，就断定爸爸是间谍。”

“可是，那些信怎么会到了他的书桌里呢？”博比问。

“有人放进去的，”妈妈说，“那个人才是真正的间谍。”

“谁？”博比问，“谁把信放进去的？”

“我还不清楚，”妈妈说，“不过现在接替爸爸工作的那个人与爸爸的关系一直不好，他一直想得到爸爸的职位。”

“那个人诚实吗？”博比问。

“爸爸从来也不确信。”妈妈说。

“难道我们不能跟人解释吗？”博比问。

“我已经努力过了，但没人愿意听，”妈妈伤心地说，“我已经试过了所有的办法。我们现在所能做的就是要勇敢地去面对，要有耐心。亲爱的，我们不要再说这些了。别再去想它了。如果你们幸福快乐的话，我会感到轻松一些的。”

但是博比仍在想着这件事。她没有跟彼得和菲利斯商量，但她偷偷写了一封信——写给那位老先生。




我亲爱的朋友：

请看看这张报纸上的内容。这不是真的。爸爸从来没做过这样的事情。妈妈说是有人把信放到爸爸的书桌里的，而且她认为这件事是接替爸爸工作的那个人干的。但是没有人愿意听妈妈的解释。您是个好人，又那么聪明。您能找出真正的间谍吗？真的不是爸爸！

彼得和菲利斯还不知道他被关进了监狱。您能帮帮我吗？噢，请一定帮帮我！

爱您的朋友

博比




她把信和那张报纸装在一起，拿到了车站。博比请站长第二天早晨把信转交给老先生。

现在她只能耐心等待，以观事态了。


8
The boy in the red shirt

'The boys from the school in Maidbridge' are having a paper-chase today,' said Bobbie, the next morning. 'Perks thinks they'll go along beside the railway line. We could go and watch.'

There were men working on the railway line, and the children began by watching them. They almost forgot the paper-chase, and were surprised when a voice said, 'Let me pass, please.' It was the first boy from the school.

'He's the "hare",' explained Bobbie. 'All the other boys are the "hounds" and they have to chase after him.'

There was a bag under the hare's arm. It was full of pieces of paper, which he dropped behind him for the other boys to follow. They watched as he ran into the black mouth of the tunnel.

The workmen watched him, too.

'He shouldn't go in there,' said one.

'It's only a game,' said another.

'Passengers shouldn't cross the line.'

'He's not a passenger.'

Then came the "hounds", following the pieces of white paper. They came down the steps at the side of the tunnel and disappeared into the darkness. The last boy was wearing a red shirt.

'Will they take long to get through the tunnel?' asked Peter.

'An hour or more,' guessed one of the men.

'Let's go across the top of the hill and see them come out the other end of the tunnel,' Peter said to his sisters.

The tunnel was cut through a hill. They climbed over stones and through narrow openings between trees, and at last they reached the very top of the hill.

'It's lovely up here,' said Bobbie, as she looked across the fields. 'It was worth the climb.'

'The paper-chase is worth the climb,' said Phyllis. 'But hurry, or we'll miss it.'

But there was plenty of time, and they had to wait at the other end of the tunnel

'Look, here he comes!' shouted Peter at last.

The hare came very slowly out of the shadows of the tunnel. Soon after, came the hounds. They were going slowly, too, and looked very tired.

'What shall we do now?' said Bobbie.

'That's not the last,' said Peter. 'The hound in the red shirt isn't out yet.' They waited and waited, but the boy did not appear.

The children began to worry, and they climbed down to the mouth of the tunnel. But they couldn't see a boy in a red shirt.

'Perhaps he's had an accident,' said Peter. 'Let's go and look.'

The tunnel was dark after the sunshine outside, and they walked beside the line.

'If a train comes, stand flat against the wall,' said Peter. His voice sounded very different inside the tunnel walls.

'I don't like it!' said Phyllis.

There was a low noise on the railway line.

'What's that?' said Peter.

'It's a train,' said Bobbie.

'Let me go back!' cried Phyllis.

'It's quite safe,' said Bobbie. 'Stand back.'

The train came towards them, and the noise got louder and louder. Then it was screaming past, and they could feel the hot air and smell the smoke. They pushed themselves flat against the tunnel wall.

'Oh!' said the children, after it was gone.

Peter took the end of a candle from his pocket, and his hand was shaking when he lit it with a match. 'C—come on,' he said. And the three of them went deeper into the darkness of the tunnel.

The boy in the red shirt was on the ground, beside the line. His eyes were closed and he did not move when they reached him.

'Is... is he dead?' asked Phyllis.

'Dead? No!' said Peter.

And slowly, the boy opened his eyes. 'I... I think I've broken my leg,' he said. 'How did you get here?'

'We saw you all go into the tunnel, and then we went across the hill to see you all come out,' explained Peter. 'The others came out, but you didn't. So we came to look for you.'

'You're very brave,' said the boy.

'Can you walk, if we help you?' said Bobbie.

'I can try,' said the boy. He did try, but he could only stand on one foot. 'Oh, I must sit down. The pain is awful.' He sat down again and closed his eyes. The others looked at each other.

'You must go and get help,' said Bobbie quickly. 'I'll stay with him. You take the longest bit of candle, but be quick.'

Peter looked worried. 'Let me stay, and you and Phyllis go.'

'No,' said Bobbie. 'You two go—and lend me your knife. I'll try and cut his boot off before he wakes up again. Just be quick!'

Bobbie watched their figures disappear, then put her little candle beside the boy's foot. She used Peter's knife to cut off the boot, then she looked at the broken leg. 'It needs something soft under it,' she thought, and then remembered her petticoat. She took it off and carefully put it under the boy's leg.

He woke up a few minutes later.

'What's your name?' asked Bobbie.

'Jim,' he said.

'Mine is Bobbie,' she said. 'Peter and Phyllis have gone to get some help.'

'Why didn't you go with them?' he said.

'Someone had to stay with you,' said Bobbie. 'I must put out the candle or it will burn itself out.'

'Are you afraid of the dark, Bobbie?' asked Jim, when they were sitting in the darkness.

'Not—not very afraid,' said Bobbie. 'But—'

'Let's hold hands,' said Jim. He put his large hand over her small one. Then they sat and waited.

Peter and Phyllis went to a farm to get help. When the two children got back to the tunnel with the men from the farm, they found Bobbie and Jim asleep.

The men carried Jim on a piece of flat wood.

'Where does he live?' asked one of them.

'In Northumberland,' answered Bobbie. 'He told me while we were waiting.'

'I'm at a school in Maid bridge,' said Jim, 'I suppose I must get back there.'

'A doctor ought to see you first,' said the man.

'Bring him to our house,' said Bobbie. 'It's not far along the road. I'm sure Mother will say it's all right.'

Mother did say it was all right, although she was a little surprised at first. Then Bobbie explained.

'I'm sorry to be so much trouble,' Jim said to Mother as the men carried him in. His face was white with pain.

'Don't worry, you poor dear,' said Mother. 'You must go to bed, and I'll send for Doctor Forrest.'

Mother also sent a message to Jim's school, to tell them what had happened.

'My grandfather lives near here,' said Jim.

'Then I'll write and tell him, too,' said Mother. 'I'm sure he'll want to know. What's his name?'

*　　*　　*

After breakfast the next day, someone knocked at the front door.

'That will be the doctor again,' said Mother. She went out of the kitchen and closed the door.

But it wasn't the doctor. The children listened as Mother and the visitor went upstairs. They heard them talking, and were sure that they knew the voice of the visitor. But who was it?

After a while, the bedroom door opened and they heard Mother and the visitor come down and go into the front room of the house. Then they heard Mother calling: 'Bobbie!'

Mother was in the hall. 'Jim's grandfather has come,' she said. 'He wants to see you all.'

They followed Mother into the other room, and there sat—THEIR OWN OLD GENTLEMAN.

'Oh, it's you!' cried Bobbie.

'How wonderful!' said Peter. 'But you're not going to take Jim away, are you? I was hoping he could stay.'

The old gentleman smiled. 'No,' he said. 'Your mother is very kind. She has agreed to let Jim stay here. I thought of sending a nurse, but your mother was good enough to agree to be his nurse herself.'

'But what about her writing?' said Peter, before anyone could stop him. 'There won't be anything for him to eat if she doesn't write.'

The old gentleman smiled kindly at Mother. 'She has agreed to stop her writing for a while, and become Head Nurse of my hospital.'

'Oh!' said Phyllis. 'Will we have to go away from the white house, and the railway and everything?'

'No, no, darling,' Mother said quickly. 'The hospital is here, at this house.'

'And my unlucky Jim is the only one needing a nurse,' said the old gentleman. 'But there will be a maid and someone to cook the meals until Jim is well.'

'Then will Mother start writing again?' asked Peter.

'Perhaps something nice will happen, and she won't have to,' said the old gentleman. 'Take care of your mother, my dears. She's a woman in a million. Now, perhaps Bobbie can take me to the door?'

The two of them went outside, and the old gentleman said, 'I got your letter, my child, but it wasn't necessary. When I read about your father in the newspapers at the time, I began trying to find out things. I haven't done much yet, but I have hopes, my dear—I have hopes.'

'Oh!' said Bobbie, crying a little.

'But keep your secret a little longer,' he said.

'You don't think Father did it, do you?' said Bobbie. 'Oh, say you don't!'

'I'm sure he didn't,' said the old gentleman.



paper-chase 循纸追捕比赛，一种撒纸屑追逐游戏，也叫“犬兔”越野追逐（假扮兔子者在前边跑边撒纸屑，假扮猎犬者在后跟踪追赶的户外运动）。

hound n. a hunting dog. 猎狗。

get through pass through. 通过。

plenty of a great deal of. 许多，大量。

smell v. notice sb. or sth. by using nose. 闻。

look for to try to find. 寻找。

lend v. to give someone the possessions or use of sth. for a limited time. 借，借给。

put out to make sth. to stop burning. 熄灭。

suppose v. to take as likely; consider as true. 猜想。

ought to should. 应该。

hall n. space or passage on the inside of the main entrance or front door of a building. 门厅，门厅走廊。

one in a million 万里挑一。

necessary adj. essential for a purpose; that cannot be done without or avoided. 必要的；必不可少的。


8．穿红衬衣的男孩儿

“今天，梅德布里奇学校的男生要举办循纸追捕比赛。”第二天早晨，博比说，“珀克斯说他们可能会沿铁路线进行。我们去看看吧。”

铁路上有人在干活，孩子们就开始看他们工作。他们几乎忘了循纸追捕那回事儿了，所以当听见有人说：“请让我过去。”的时候，他们甚至有些吃惊。说这话的是从学校跑出来的第一名男生。

“他就是‘野兔’，”博比解释说，“其他的男生都是‘猎狗’，他们一起来追赶他。”

“野兔”的胳膊下面夹着一个包。包里装满了纸，他把这些纸丢在身后，让其他男生循着这些纸来追赶他。孩子们看见他跑进了隧道的大黑洞里。

工人也看着他。
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“他不应该进去。”一个工人说。

“这只是个游戏。”另一个说。

“乘客不能横穿铁路。”

“可他不是乘客。”

随后“猎狗”们顺着那些白纸追了过来。他们沿着隧道侧翼的台阶下去，消失在黑暗中。跑在最后的那个男生穿着一件红衬衣。

“他们需要很长时间才能穿出隧道吗？”彼得问。

“要一小时或更久。”一个工人推测。

“那我们从山顶上翻过去，到隧道那头看他们钻出来。”彼得向他的姐妹建议。

这是一条穿山隧道。孩子们从乱石堆和茂密的树丛中艰难地爬过，终于到达了山顶。

“这山上可真美呀，”博比放眼四周的田野，感叹说，“我们爬山也值了。”

“是为了看循纸追捕，才觉得爬山很值，”菲利斯说，“不过快点吧，要不然我们就看不见他们了。”

其实时间还早，他们只好在隧道另一端的出口处等着。

“瞧，他出来了！”彼得终于大喊。

“野兔”从隧道的阴影里慢慢地走了出来。很快，“猎狗”们也出来了。他们也走得很缓慢，看起来好像已经是精疲力尽了。

“我们现在做什么？”博比说。

“还没完呢，”彼得说，“那个穿红衬衣的“猎狗”还没出来呢。”他们等啊，等啊，可那个男孩儿还是没有出现。

孩子们开始有些担心了，于是他们从山上爬下来到了隧道口。但是，他们还是瞧不见那个穿红衬衣的男孩儿。

“也许他出事儿了。”彼得说，“我们去看看吧。”

因为外面的光线很强，隧道显得格外黑，孩子们沿着铁路线往前走。

“要是火车来了，就贴着墙站。”彼得吩咐大家。因为是在隧道里，他的声音听起来有些异样。

“我不喜欢这里！”菲利斯说。

这时，铁轨发出了低沉的颤音。

“什么声音？”彼得说。

“火车来了。”博比说。

“我们回去吧！”菲利斯哭着说。

“这儿很安全。”博比说，“往后站。”

火车向他们驶来，声音越来越大。然后刹那间，火车便呼啸而过，他们能感受到热浪、能闻到烟气。孩子们紧贴在隧道的墙上。

“噢！”火车过后，孩子们松了一口气。

彼得从口袋中掏出一小截蜡烛，在他用火柴点蜡烛的时候，手一直在颤抖。“跟——跟上来。”他说。于是，他们三个一起往黑暗隧道的更深处走去。

那个穿红衬衣的男孩儿躺在铁路旁的地上。他的双眼紧闭，三个孩子到了跟前他也没动一动。
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“他……他死了吗？”菲利斯问。

“死了？没有！”彼得回答。

渐渐地，男孩儿睁开了眼睛。“我……我想我的腿折了，”他说，“你们怎么到这儿来了？”

“我们看着你们都进了隧道，然后我们又从山上爬过去，看你们穿出隧道，”彼得解释说，“其他人都出来了，你却没有。所以我们就过来找你了。”

“你们可真勇敢。”男孩说道。

“如果我们帮着你，你能走吗？”博比问。

“我可以试试，”男孩儿回答。他果真试了试，但是只有一条腿能站起来。“噢，我必须坐下。太疼了。”他又坐了下来，闭上了眼睛。三个孩子面面相觑。

“你们得出去找人帮忙，”博比果断地说，“我和他留在这里。你们带上最长的那截蜡烛出去，快点儿回来。”

彼得看上去很犹豫。“让我留下吧，你和菲利斯去找人。”

“不行，”博比说，“你们两个人去——把你的刀子借给我用一下。在他再次醒过来之前，我得想办法把他的靴子割开脱下来。快点儿！”

博比目送他们的身影消失在黑暗中，然后她点着手中的小蜡烛，放在男孩儿的脚边。她用彼得的那把刀子割开男孩儿的靴子，看了看那条摔折的腿。“这条腿需要用软一点儿的东西垫一垫。”她脑子里闪过这样的念头，她又想到了自己的衬裙。她脱掉衬裙，小心地垫到男孩儿的腿下。

几分钟后，他醒了。

“你叫什么名字？”博比问。

“吉姆。”他回答。

“我叫博比，”她说，“彼得和菲利斯出去找人帮忙了。”

“那你为什么没和他们一起去呢？”男孩说。

“得有人陪着你呀，”博比说，“我得吹灭蜡烛了，不然的话它会烧完的。”

“博比，你怕黑吗？”吉姆问，他们就坐在黑暗中。

“不——不太害怕，”博比回答。“不过——”

“让我们握着彼此的手。”吉姆说着，一边用他的大手握住了她的小手。他们坐在那里等着。

彼得和菲利斯到一个农场去寻求帮助。当两个孩子和农场里的人一起返回隧道时，他们发现博比和吉姆都睡着了。

那些人用一块平平的木板抬起吉姆。

“他住在哪里？”一个人问。

“在诺森伯兰，”博比回答，“刚才等你们的时候他告诉我的。”

“我在梅德布里奇的一个学校读书，”吉姆说，“我想我该先回那儿去。”

“你应该先看医生。”那个人说。

“把他抬回我们家吧，”博比说，“沿着这条路走，我家很近。我相信妈妈会同意的。”

妈妈的确同意，尽管起初她有些吃惊。随后博比做了解释。

“对不起，给你们添了这么多麻烦。”被抬进屋的时候，吉姆向妈妈表示歉意。他的脸因为疼痛已经没有了一点血色。

“别担心，可怜的孩子，”妈妈说，“你需要上床休息，我让人去请福里斯特医生。”

与此同时，妈妈还给吉姆的学校捎去了口信，告诉他们所发生的一切。

“我爷爷住得离这儿不远。”吉姆说。

“那好，我也给他写封信，把情况告诉他，”妈妈说，“我相信他也一定想知道。他叫什么名字呢？”

*　　*　　*

第二天早饭过后，有人敲前门。

“肯定又是医生。”妈妈说。她走出厨房，关上了门。

但是来者不是医生。孩子们听见妈妈和来人上楼的声音。听见他们谈话，孩子们觉得来人的声音很耳熟。但那人到底是谁呢？

过了一会儿，卧室的门开了，他们听见妈妈和来人下楼到了客厅里。他们听见妈妈在喊：“博比！”

妈妈就在厅里。“吉姆的爷爷来了，”她说，“他想见见你们。”

他们跟着妈妈来到了另一间房子里，这里竟然坐着——他们的那位老先生。

“哦，是您呀！”博比大叫。

“太棒了！”彼得说，“不过您不会把吉姆带走吧，您会吗？我想让他留下来。”

老先生微笑着。“不，”他说，“你们的妈妈非常好，她已经同意让吉姆留在这里了。我本来想派一个护士过来，可是你们的妈妈说她自己就能照料好他。”

“那妈妈还怎么写故事呀？”大家还没来得及阻止，彼得就把这句话说出来了，“要是她不写故事了，他就没有东西吃了。”

老先生望着妈妈，脸上露出慈祥的微笑。“她已经同意暂时不写故事，到我的医院来做护士长了。”

“哦！”菲利斯说，“我们就要从白色小屋搬出来，离开铁路，离开这里的一切了吗？”

“不，不，亲爱的孩子们，”妈妈马上说，“医院就在这里，就在我们家。”

“我可怜的孙子吉姆是惟一需要护理的人，”老先生说，“不过在吉姆康复之前，我会派一个女佣，再派一个人过来做饭的。”

“那么等吉姆好了以后，妈妈就又可以写故事了吗？”彼得问。

“也许福星降临，她就不用再写故事了，”老先生说，“好好照顾你们的妈妈，孩子们。她可是个万里挑一的好妈妈。现在，也许博比可以把我送到门口？”

两个人走出房间之后，老先生说：“孩子，我已经收到了你的来信，其实你没必要给我写信。我刚在报纸上看到你爸爸的事情时，就已经开始着手调查事情的真相了。虽然我还没有什么收获，但是我充满信心，亲爱的孩子——我充满信心。”

“哦！”博比说，抽泣起来。

“不过你暂时还要保密。”他说。

“你不认为是我爸爸干的，对吗？”博比说，“哦，请告诉我，你不这么认为！”

“我坚信他没干。”老先生说。


9
The man at the station

Life at the white house was never quite the same again. Jim's leg got better and better, and he told them stories about his school. And now Mother was not writing stories every day, she was able to teach the children their lessons.

'I wonder if the railway misses us,' said Phyllis one day. 'We never go and see it now.'

'It seems ungrateful,' said Bobbie. 'We loved it when there wasn't anyone to play with. And we've stopped waving to the 9.15, and sending our love to Father by it.'

'Let's begin again,' said Phyllis.

So the next morning, they ran down to the fence and watched the 9.15 come out of the tunnel.

'Take our love to Father!' they cried, as they waved their handkerchiefs.

The old gentleman waved from his window. And there was nothing strange about that, because he had always waved. But now... hands and handkerchiefs and newspapers waved from every window of the train, and smiling faces looked up at the children on the fence.

'Well!' said Phyllis.

'What does it mean?' said Peter.

'Perhaps the old gentleman told the people to wave,' said Bobbie. But she had a strange feeling inside her, a feeling that something was going to happen.

Lessons with Mother were difficult for Bobbie that morning. She found it hard to think about them.

'What is it, my darling?' asked Mother. 'You don't feel ill, do you?'

'I don't know,' answered Bobbie. 'Perhaps I'd feel better in the garden.'

But the trees and the flowers all seemed to be waiting for something to happen. It was one of those quiet September days, when everything does seem to be waiting. 'I'll go down to the station and talk to Perks,' she thought.

Everyone seemed to have a newspaper in their hand that morning. Several people waved theirs at Bobbie, and smiled as she went by—people who never usually waved or smiled at her. 'How strange,' she thought.

Perks wasn't anywhere on the platform, and Bobbie had only the station cat to talk to. 'How kind and friendly everybody is today,' she said to the cat.

Perks appeared when it was time for the 11.54 to arrive. He had a newspaper, too. 'Hallo,' he said to Bobbie. 'I saw it in the paper, and I've never been so pleased about anything in all my life.'

'What did you see in the paper?' asked Bobbie.

But already the 11.54 was steaming into the station, and Perks was looking in all the windows.

Only three people got out of the train. The first was a woman with three boxes of chickens. The second was a woman with a brown suitcase.

And the third...

'Oh! my Daddy, my Daddy!' cried Bobbie.

That scream went like a knife into the heart of everyone on the train. People put their heads out of windows and saw the tall white-faced man and the little girl, with their arms around each other.

'I knew something wonderful was going to happen,' said Bobbie, as they went up the road. 'But I didn't think it was going to be this. Oh, my Daddy!'

'Didn't Mother get my letter?' asked Father.

'There weren't any letters this morning,' said Bobbie. 'Oh, Daddy. It really is you, isn't it?'

He held her hand and said, 'You must go in by yourself, and tell Mother very quietly that it's all right. They've caught the man who did it. Everyone knows now that your Daddy isn't a spy.'

'We always knew you weren't,' said Bobbie. 'Me and Mother and our old gentleman.'

'Yes,' said Father. 'It's him I must thank.'

*　　*　　*

And now they are going across the field. Bobbie goes into the house, trying to find the right words to tell Mother that Father has come home. Father is walking in the garden—waiting. He is looking at the flowers, but he keeps turning towards the house.

Now the door opens. Bobbie's voice calls:

'Come in, Daddy. Come in!'



ungrateful adj. not grateful. 忘恩负义。

seem v. have or give the impression or appearance of being or doing something. 似乎，好像。

suitcase n. a flat bag for carrying clothes and possessions when travelling. 手提箱。


9．车站上的人

白色小屋里的生活发生了巨大的变化。吉姆的腿恢复得越来越好，他经常给他们讲一些发生在自己学校里的故事。现在妈妈也不必每天写故事了，因此她就有时间教孩子们一些功课。

“我想知道铁路是否会想念我们，”一天菲利斯说，“因为我们最近不到那儿去了。”

“似乎有些忘恩负义，”博比说，“过去没人和我们玩的时候，我们曾很喜欢它。而且我们也不再去跟9点15分的那趟火车招手，让它把我们的爱带给爸爸了。”

“那我们重新开始吧。”菲利斯说。

于是第二天一早，他们便跑到山下的篱笆那里，去迎接9点15分的那趟火车穿出隧道。

“把我们的爱带给爸爸！”他们一边大喊，还一边挥舞着他们的手绢。

老先生仍然从窗口招手，这没有什么可奇怪的，因为他一直是这样做的。但是现在……列车的每一个窗口都挥着手和手绢或者报纸，一张张笑脸注视着篱笆墙上的孩子们。

“哦！”菲利斯说。

“这是怎么回事儿？”彼得说。

“也许是老先生让人们朝我们挥手的。”博比说。不过她心里还是有一种异样的感觉，预感到有什么事情将要发生。

那天早晨，博比觉得很难专心听妈妈讲功课。她觉得自己没法把心思放到功课上。

“出什么事儿了，亲爱的？”妈妈问，“你没有觉得不舒服吧？”

“我不知道，”博比回答，“也许到花园里走走我会好受一些。”

但是，院子里的树木和鲜花好像也在期待着什么事情的发生。在那个安静的九月的日子里，周围的一切好像都在期待着什么。“我应该下山，到车站和珀克斯谈一谈。”博比心想。

那天早晨似乎每个人手里都拿着一份报纸。在博比经过的时候，有几个人还对她微笑，挥舞着他们手中的报纸——这些人平时一般不跟她挥手或者对她微笑的。“太奇怪了。”博比心里想。

珀克斯没在站台上，博比只好和车站的小猫聊了起来。“今天这里的每一个人都是这么和善，这么友好。”她对小猫说。

当11点54分的那趟火车快要进站的时候，珀克斯终于出现了。他手里也拿着一份报纸。“你好，”他跟博比招呼道，“我在报纸上看到了，我这一辈子还没有为什么事情这么高兴过。”

“你在报纸上看到了什么？”博比问。

恰巧此时，11点54分的那趟列车进站了。珀克斯往每一个窗口里瞧着。

只有三位旅客下车。第一位是个女士，她带了三箱小鸡。第二位也是个女士，带着一个棕色的手提箱。

第三位是……

“哦！我的爸爸，我的爸爸！”博比叫着。
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这叫声像把尖刀一样，直刺进车上每位旅客的心间。他们纷纷把头伸出窗外，看见那个身材高大、面色白皙的男人和一个小姑娘拥抱在一起。

“我已经预感到今天会有好事发生，”在沿着大路回家的时候，博比说，“但是，我没想到会是这么大的喜事。哦，我的爸爸！”

“妈妈没有收到我的信吗？”爸爸问。

“今天早晨没有信呀。”博比回答，“哦，爸爸。真的是您吗，没错吧？”

爸爸握着她的手说：“你自己先回去，悄悄地告诉妈妈现在没事了，他们已经抓住那个贩卖情报的人了。现在大家都知道你们的爸爸不是间谍。”

“我们一直知道您不是，”博比说，“我，妈妈，还有我们那位老先生。”

“对，”爸爸说，“我一定要谢谢他。”

*　　*　　*

现在他们已经穿过了田野。博比进了家，她绞尽脑汁，想用最合适的话告诉妈妈，爸爸已经回来了。爸爸此刻就在花园里转悠着呢——他也在等待着。虽然眼睛瞧着院子里的鲜花，可他却不住地回转身朝房子那边观望。

现在屋门打开了，传来了博比的叫声：

“请进，爸爸。请进！”


ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1．Read the story introduction of the book. How much do you know now about the story? Choose T (true) or F (false) for each sentence.

1) The children live next to the railway in London. T/F

2) They have always been railway children. T/F

3) They leave London and go to live in the country. T/F

4) There are wild animals living in the railway tunnel. T/F

5) Their best friend is an engine driver. T/F

6) The family now has very little money. T/F

7) The children's father is dead. T/F

8) Their mother is unhappy but tries to hide it. T/F

2．How much can you guess about this story? Choose answers to these questions. (You can choose more than one.)

1) The family is poor, so what do the children do? They...

(a) steal things.

(b) get jobs.

(c) make things and sell them.

(d) ask strangers for help.

2) Why has the children's father gone away? Because he...

(a) is very ill.

(b) is a criminal.

(c) is in prison.

(d) is abroad on business.

3) What kind of adventures do the children have? They...

(a) get locked in a train.

(b) stop a train on the line.

(c) ride with the engine driver.

(d) see a ghost train.


ACTIVITIES



While Reading

1．Read Chapters 1 and 2, and then answer these questions.

1) What happened to Father three days after Peter's birthday?

2) Where were Mother and the children going to live?

3) How did they travel to their new house?

4) Why did they eat cold meat and apple pie for breakfast?

5) Where did the children go the first afternoon?

6) Why didn't Mother let them have fires in June?

7) Why did the Station Master call Peter a thief?

8) What did the Station Master do about Peter and the coal?

2．Read Chapters 3 and 4. Who said this, and to whom? Who or what were they talking about?

1) 'It's going to London, where Father is.'

2) 'That's over and forgotten now.'

3) 'We can't buy all those things! We're poor, remember?'

4) 'I thought I was going to miss you!'

5) 'The old gentleman asked me to bring it.'

6) 'I hope Mother thinks we were right, too.'

7) 'Now we won't say any more about it.'

8) 'You mustn't see what we're doing. It's a surprise.'

9) 'You... you can have half, if you like.'

10) 'I... I wanted to ask if you could mend this.'

11) 'Can we help the little lady?'

3．Before you read Chapter 5 (Saving the train), can you guess what the children do and how they do it? Choose some of these ideas.

1) When an engine driver suddenly falls ill, they drive the train safely to a station.

2) They get some cows off the line just before a train comes.

3) They stop a train from crashing into some fallen trees.

4) They stop a train from going into a dangerous tunnel.

5) They hold up a sheet with a warning message on it.

6) They climb a telegraph post and send a message down the wire.

7) They make some red flags and wave them at the train.

8) They change the railway signals to make the train stop.

4．Read Chapters 5 and 6. Choose the best question-word for these questions, and then answer them.

What / Who / Why

1) ... did Bobbie do that was very brave?

2) ... were the children given beautiful gold watches?

3) ... came back to the house to meet the children's mother?

4) ... refused at first to give anything for Perks, and why?

5) ... did Bobbie and Phyllis put inside the Post Office door?

6) ... did Mrs Ransome have a pram to give away?

7) ... did the children hide in the other room?

8) ... was Perks angry about the presents at first?

9) ... did people in the village say about Perks?

10) ... did Perks like best of all?

5．Before you read Chapter 7 (The terrible secret), can you guess which are the right answers to these questions?

1) Who is the terrible secret about?

(a) The children's mother

(b) The children's father

(c) The old gentleman

(d) Perks the porter

2) Who finds out about the secret?

(a) Two of the children

(b) All three children

(c) Bobbie

(d) Peter

6．Read Chapters 7 and 8. These sentences are all untrue. Rewrite them with the correct information.

1) The children had stopped asking questions about their father because they had forgotten him.

2) In the paper-chase the boy in the red shirt came out of the tunnel first, so the children went to tell the workmen.

3) The children had nothing to give them light in the tunnel.

4) The boy was lying on the ground because he was tired.

5) Peter stayed with Jim, while the other two went for help.

6) Jim was the old gentleman's son.

7) The old gentleman asked Mother to be Jim's teacher.

8) The old gentleman told Bobbie a secret.

7．Before you read the last chapter, can you guess the ending?

1) Who is the man at the station?

2) Who sees him first?


ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1．Perhaps this is what some of the characters in the story were thinking. Which characters are they, and what has just happened in the story?

1) 'What's all this on the table? A pipe, a walking stick, a box of apples, a tin of tea... and there's a pram over there! What's going on?'

2) 'So that's why they wanted me to look out at the station! She was only just in time. I wonder what their letter will say. Well, I must read it and find out...'

3) 'Oh dear! She did make me jump when she touched my arm! But I didn't mean to shout at her. Now she's crying, poor little thing! But how did she get into our coal heap?'

4) 'It must be hard for them, suddenly being poor and not having enough coal for a fire. They're only children, after all. I'll just give them a warning and send them home...'

2．Here is a newspaper report about the accident that didn't happen. Put the parts of sentences in the right order, and join them with these linking words to make four sentences.

and / before / so / when / who

1) ______ were walking on the hillside beside the rail way.

2) There was nearly a serious accident today

3) ______ the 11.29 train came by,

4) The driver of the train saw them waving these red flags

5) ______ some trees and rocks fell down on the railway line.

6) They knew they could not get a warning to the station

7) ______ stopped the train to find out what the matter was.

8) Luckily, the rock fall was seen by three children

9) ______ they used the girls' red petticoats to make flags.

3．When Mother first met the old gentleman (see Chapter 5), they didn't say very much. Perhaps this is what they wanted to say. Complete the old gentleman's side of the conversation.

MOTHER: We live very quietly. My husband is—is away.

OLD GENTLEMAN: _____________________________

MOTHER: Yes, he is. How did you know?

OLD GENTLEMAN: _____________________________

MOTHER: Ah yes, the newspapers. But my husband is not a spy. He never sold secrets to anybody!

OLD GENTLEMAN: _____________________________

MOTHER: Thank you for saying that.

OLD GENTLEMAN: _____________________________

MOTHER: No. It's better that they know nothing about it.

OLD GENTLEMAN: _____________________________

MOTHER: I've told them that he will be away for some time, on government business.

OLD GENTLEMAN: _____________________________

MOTHER: You're very kind, but nobody will listen. I've tried everything. All I can do now is be brave and patient.

4．There are 22 words (4 letters or longer) from the story in this word search. Find the words and draw lines through them. They go from left to right, and from top to bottom.
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1) Which words from the word search are connected with trains and the railway?

2) Which six words make the names of four jobs connected with the railway?

5．Look at the word search again and write down all the letters that don't have a line through them. Begin with the first line and go across each line to the end. You should have 23 letters, which will make 6 words.

1) What are the words, where were they, and who read them?

2) How did the person feel after reading the words, and why?

3) What did the person do after reading the words?

6．What did the old gentleman say to the other passengers on the 9.15 on that September morning? Use words from the story (one word for each gap) to complete what he says.

'Would you do something for me today, just after the train comes out of the ______? If you see three children, waiting by the ______, waving their ______, could you ______ back at them? You see, it's a special day for them. Their______, who will be on the 11.54 train, has just come out of ______. He was sent there for selling ______ secrets to another ______, but he didn't do it. The police have now caught the real ______, and so this man can go home to his ______. and ______. They don't know he's coming, so it will be a wonderful______!'

7．What are these things usually used for? What did the children use them for in the story? Write sentences to explain.

1) A sheet ___________________________________

2) Paint _____________________________________

3) A petticoat _______________________________

4) A pram ____________________________________

8．What did you think about this story? Choose some of these sentences and complete them in your own words.

1) I liked / didn't like ______because ______.

2) I thought ______ was right / wrong to ______.

3) I felt sorry for ______ when / because ______.

4) The part of the story I liked most / least was ______.

5) I liked / didn't like the ending because ______.
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简　介

天资到底是什么？它从哪儿来？通常人们认为天资是上帝赋予的，只给那些幸运的人。事实上，我们并不清楚究竟那些人是否算得上幸运。天资似乎并不能使人们幸福，相反会使他们远离人群，因为天资是一种不能共享的东西。

然而勃朗特一家的情形表明，天资被赋予了一个家庭。因为天资，这个家庭的成员远离尘世；离开了家他们就得不到快乐。而在家中，作为一个家庭，他们的天资却得以成长。是谁教会他们写作的？是他们自己！而且几乎没有人比他们写得更出色。

这本书不是他们写的，而是关于他们的故事。这是他们的父亲未曾写却应该写下的：一个关于他们家庭的故事，虽然他只拥有了那么短时间的家庭。




这本书的作者蒂姆·维克瑞从事英语教学工作多年，现在在约克郡生活和工作。


1
Haworth

There was a cold wind this afternoon, but the sun shone for an hour or two. I walked out on the moors behind the house. The sheep were hiding from the wind under the stone walls, and there were grey clouds over the hills to the west. It is only November, but I could smell snow in the air.

It will be a cold winter, this year of 1855.

My name is Patrick Brontë, and I am seventy-eight years old. I am the rector of the village of Haworth. Haworth is a village of small, grey stone houses on the side of a hill in the north of England, and I live in a house at the top of the hill, next to the church and the graveyard.

I walked through the graveyard to the church this afternoon. All my family except Anne are buried there. The wind had blown some dead leaves through the door into the church, and I watched them dancing in the sunlight near the grave. Soon I shall be in that grave with my wife and children, under the cold grey stone and dancing leaves.

It is dark outside now, and it is very quiet in this house. Charlotte's husband, Mr Nicholls, is reading in his room, and our servant is cooking in the kitchen. Only the three of us live here now. It is very quiet. I can hear the sounds of the wood burning in the fire, and the big clock on the stairs.

There is another sound too — the sound of the wind outside. The wind has many voices. It sings and laughs and shouts to itself all night long. Last night it cried like a little child, and I got out of bed and went to the window to listen.

There was no child, of course. Only the wind and the gravestones, cold in the pale moonlight. But I decided then that I would write the story of my children, today, before it is too late. Charlotte's friend, Mrs Gaskell, is writing a book about her, and perhaps she will want to read my story.

It is a fine story. It began in April 1820, when we came to Haworth for the first time...

There was a strong wind blowing that day too, out of a dark, cloudy sky. We could see snow on the moors. The road to Haworth goes up a hill, and there was ice on the stones of the road. Maria, my wife, was afraid to ride up the hill in the carts.

'We'll walk, children,' she said. 'If one of those horses falls down, there'll be a terrible accident. Come on, let's go and see our new house.'

She was a small woman, my wife, and not very strong. But she carried the baby, Anne, up the hill in her arms. I carried Emily — she was one and a half years old then. The others walked. My two-year-old son, Patrick Branwell, walked with me, and Charlotte, who was nearly four, walked with her mother. The two oldest children — Elizabeth and Maria — ran on in front. They were very excited, and laughed and talked all the way.

The people of Haworth came out to watch us. Some of them helped, but most of them just stood in their doorways and watched. They are very poor people, in this village. I was their new rector.

We had seven carts to carry our furniture up that icy hill, but it was hard work for the horses. When we reached our house, the wind was blowing hard in our faces. My wife hurried inside, and began to light fires.

'Do you like it, my dear?' I asked her that night, when the children were in bed. She looked pale and tired. I thought it was because of the long journey, and the children. Perhaps it was.

She held out her hands to the fire, and said: 'Of course, Patrick. It's a fine house. I do hope it will be a good home for you, and the children.'

I was a little surprised by that. 'And for you, Maria,' I said. 'Don't forget yourself. You are the most important person in the world, to me.'

She smiled then — a lovely smile. 'Thank you, Patrick,' she said. She was a very small woman, and she was often tired because of the children. But when she smiled at me like that, I thought she was the most beautiful woman in England.

A year and a half later, she was dead.

She did not die quickly. She was in bed for seven long months, in awful pain. The doctor came often, and her sister Elizabeth came too, to help. The children were ill, as well. It was a terrible time.

My wife Maria died in September, 1821. She was thirty-eight. It was my job to bury her in the church. Our six young children stood and watched quietly.

Afterwards, we went back to the house. I called them into this room and spoke to them.

I said: 'You must not cry too much, my dears. Your mother is with God now. She is happy. One day you will all die, and if you are good, you will go to God, too.'

'But why?' Maria asked. 'Why did she die now, father? We need her.'

'This world is a hard place, children, and we cannot understand everything that God does. But God loves us, never forget that. Your mother loved you, and perhaps she can see you now. We must all try to work hard, learn as much as possible, and be kind to each other. Will you do that?'

'Yes, father.'

They all looked so sad, I remember, and they listened so carefully. Little Emily said: 'Who will be our mother now?'

'Maria is the oldest, so she will help me. You must all listen to her, and do what she says. And your Aunt Elizabeth is here, too. Perhaps she will stay for a while.'

Elizabeth did stay. She was older than my wife, and she wasn't married. We called her Aunt Branwell. She came from Penzance in Cornwall, a warm, sunny place by the sea in the south-west of England. It is often cold on the moors behind Haworth, and the winds blow all winter. Aunt Branwell hated Haworth, but she stayed here all her life, to help me with her sister's children. She was a good, kind woman.

I was very proud of my little Maria. She was only eight years old, but she worked all day like an adult. She helped the little ones to get washed and dressed; she helped them to play and draw and read. She was like a little mother to them.

She could read very well herself. We always had books and newspapers in the house, and I talked to the children about them every day. I talked to them about adult things: the Duke of Wellington, and the important things that he was doing in London. The children listened carefully, and tried hard to understand. Maria often read to the others from the newspaper, and asked me questions about it. She understood it better than most men.

I was sure my children were very clever. But I did not have time to talk to them all day; I had my work to do. So, in 1824, I sent them to school.



moor n. open, uncultivated land. 荒野。

rector n. priest. 牧师。

accident n. something unexpected. 意外事故。

in front in the foremost. 在……前面。

doorway n. opening into which a door fits. 门口。

bury v. perform the burial service. 举行葬礼。

hate v. have a strong dislike of or for sth./sb. 憎恨。

adult n. a grown person. 成年人。


1　霍沃思

尽管今天下午刮起一阵寒风，太阳还是出来了一两个小时。我漫步在屋后的荒野上，羊群躲在石墙下避风，乌云笼罩着山顶，向西而去。刚刚才11月份，空气中就已经可以嗅到雪的气息了。

今年——1855年的冬天将会很冷。

我叫帕特里克·勃朗特，已经78岁了。我是霍沃思的乡村牧师。霍沃思是英格兰北部一座山边的一个村子，那儿有一些灰色石头砌成的小房子。我住在山顶的一栋房子里，隔壁是教堂和墓地。

[image: alt]

今天下午，我步行穿过墓地去教堂。除了安妮，我的一家都葬在这里。冷风卷起了一些枯叶，把它们从教堂的大门吹了进来，我注视着它们在墓地旁的阳光中飞舞。要不了多久我也会躺在这个墓地中，在这冰冷的灰色石头和纷飞的落叶下，同我的妻子和孩子们长眠在一起。

这时外面黑了下来，整幢房子非常安静。夏洛蒂的丈夫尼科尔斯先生正在自己的房间里看书，我们的用人正在厨房做饭。这儿只有我们三个人，真是太安静了。我能听见木柴在炉火中燃烧的声音和楼梯上大钟的嘀哒声。

还有另一种声音——那就是屋外风的吼叫。风有着各种各样的声音，它总是整宿整宿地笑呀、哭呀、喊呀。而昨夜它呜咽得像个孩子。我下了床，走近窗边侧耳细听。

当然不会有孩子，只有风和苍白月光下冰冷的墓碑。然而我还是决定就在今天，趁还没有太晚，写写我的孩子们的故事。夏洛蒂的朋友盖斯凯尔夫人正在写一部关于夏洛蒂的书，也许她会愿意读读我的故事。

这是一个很好的故事，它始于1820年4月，我们第一次来到霍沃思的时候……

那天，昏暗多云的天空也是一整天都刮着强劲的风。我们能看到旷野上覆盖的雪。去霍沃思的路沿着山坡向上而去，一路上的石头上都结了冰。我的妻子玛丽亚怕坐马车上山。

“我们走上去吧，孩子们，”她说，“只要有一匹马摔倒，都会是一场可怕的灾难。走吧，让我们去看我们的新房子。”

我的妻子个子不高，身体也不好，可她还是抱着小女儿安妮往山上爬。我抱着一岁半的爱米丽，其他人都步行。两岁的儿子帕特里克·布兰韦尔和我走在一起；快四岁的夏洛蒂跟着妈妈；两个最大的孩子，伊丽莎白和小玛丽亚跑在前面。她们非常兴奋，一路上又说又笑。

霍沃思的人们出来看我们，有的过来帮忙，但大多数人只是站在门前观望。他们都是这个村子里的穷人。我是他们的新牧师。

七辆马车帮我们把家具拉上冰封的山顶。对马来说这不是件容易的事。我们到家时，冷风猛吹着脸颊。我妻子急忙跑进屋里生火。

“你喜欢这房子吗，亲爱的？”孩子们都入睡后我问她。她看上去脸色苍白，非常疲倦，我想是长途跋涉和孩子们拖累的缘故。也许是吧。

她把手伸到炉边烤着，说：“当然喜欢，帕特里克。这是幢好房子。我真希望它会是你和孩子们的一个好家。”

她的话让我觉得有点惊讶。“这也是你的家呀，玛丽亚。”我说，“别忘了你自己。对我来说，你是这个世界上最重要的人。”

她听后笑了——多么可爱的微笑。“谢谢你，帕特里克。”她说。她是一个很瘦小的女人，孩子们时常令她疲倦不堪。但是每当她那样对我微笑时，我就觉得她是全英格兰最美的女人。

一年半以后，她死了。

她去得并不快。在极度的痛苦中她在病榻上捱了七个月之久。医生常来看她，她姐姐伊丽莎白也来帮忙。孩子们也病了。那真是段可怕的日子。

我妻子玛丽亚死于1821年9月，享年38岁，是我在教堂为她主持的葬礼，我们的六个孩子站在一旁默默地看着。

然后我们回家了。我把他们叫进房间谈话。

我说：“你们不要太悲伤，亲爱的孩子们。你们的妈妈现在和上帝在一起。她很快乐，有一天你们也都会死，如果你们是好人，也会去上帝那儿的。”

“可是为什么？”小玛丽亚问道，“为什么她现在就死了，爸爸？我们需要她呀。”

“这个世界是个充满苦难的地方，孩子们，我们无法理解上帝所做的每一件事。但是上帝爱我们，永远不要忘记这一点。你们的妈妈爱你们，也许她现在就可以看见你们。我们大家都应努力工作，努力学习更多的知识，并且彼此友爱。你们能做到吗？”

“是的，爸爸。”

我记得他们看上去非常难过，却都那么仔细地听着。小爱米丽说：“现在谁当妈妈呢？”

“玛丽亚最大，她将协助我。你们都得听她的，按她说的去做。你们的伊丽莎白姨妈也在这儿。也许她会住一阵子。”

伊丽莎白真的住下了。她比我妻子年长，一直未婚。我们叫她布兰韦尔姨妈。她来自英格兰西南部康沃尔的一个叫彭赞斯的靠海的地方，那里温暖而且充满阳光。但霍沃思后面的荒野经常很冷，整个冬天都刮着寒风。布兰韦尔姨妈讨厌霍沃思，但她后半生一直住在这儿，帮我照料她妹妹的孩子们。她真是个心地善良的女人。

我为我的小玛丽亚感到非常自豪。她只有八岁，但她像个大人那样整天忙着。她帮弟弟妹妹洗澡、穿衣服；她带他们玩耍、画画、读书。她就是他们的小妈妈。

她自己能读书而且读得很好。我们家里总是有书和报纸，而我每天和孩子们谈论这些书报。我给他们讲大人的事情：惠灵顿公爵及他在伦敦所做的重大事情。孩子们仔细倾听并试着去理解。玛丽亚经常给弟弟妹妹们念报纸，还问我些问题。她理解得比大多数成年人还好。

我知道我的孩子们非常聪明。但我没有时间整天都和他们谈话，我有自己的工作要做。于是在1824年，我把他们送进了学校。


2
Cowan Bridge School

I was born in a small house in Ireland. There were only two rooms in our house, and I had nine brothers and sisters. My parents were very poor. We had no money, and only a small farm. But we did have a church near us, and that church had a school.

That school gave me my one chance of success. I worked very hard there, and when I was sixteen, I became a teacher. Then I went to St John's College, Cambridge, to study some more. I became a curate. When I married, I was able to get a good job and a house for my family. I got all that because I worked so hard at school.

I wanted my children to go to the best school that I could find. Cowan Bridge School was a school for the daughters of churchmen. It belonged to a churchman — Mr Wilson. He was a good man, I thought. I liked the school, and it was not too expensive. So, in July 1824, I took Maria and Elizabeth there. In September, I took Charlotte and, in November, Emily as well. Emily was just six then, and Charlotte was eight.

I remember how quiet the house was that autumn. In the evenings I taught my son, Branwell, and my wife's sister looked after the youngest child, Anne. I often thought about the girls. My eldest, Maria, was a good, clever girl — I thought she must be the best pupil in the school. I waited for her letters, and wondered what new things she was learning.

She did tell me some things in her letters, but not enough. She told me she liked the schoolwork, and I was pleased. But she did not tell me about the food, or the cold, or the unkind teachers. Charlotte told me those things, much later. I know Maria did not tell me that the food was often burnt and uneatable, or that they could not sleep because the beds were too cold. She did not tell me that the poor hungry children had to wash with ice in the mornings, and walk through wet snow to sit for two hours with icy feet in a cold church on Sundays. She did not tell me that many of the children at the school were ill.

You didn't tell me that, did you, Maria? Did you? Or did you try to write something, and stop because you were afraid of the teachers? You were a good, brave child, and I was so proud of you, so pleased because you were at school. I wanted you to learn everything; I didn't want you to be poor like my sisters. God help me, I thought you were happy at Cowan Bridge School!

There were no Christmas holidays at the school, and it was too difficult to travel over the cold, windy hills to visit my little girls. So I sat at home here in Haworth, with Aunt Branwell, my son, and the little girl, Anne. Outside, the wind blew snow over the gravestones, and there was ice on our windows.

On Christmas Day little Anne looked lonely. She asked me about her sisters.

'Don't worry, my dear,' I said. 'They are happy, with the other girls at school. You shall go to Cowan Bridge, too, when you are older.'

I remember how strangely she looked at me then. She was only four, and very pretty. She smiled at me, but her face went very white, and her hands started to shake. I don't know why. I thought she was cold, and I put some more wood on the fire. Then Aunt Branwell read her a story from the Bible, and I forgot about it.

In February a letter came. It was in an adult's handwriting, not Maria's. Dear Mr Brontë, it said. I am afraid I have some bad news for you. Many children in the school have been ill, and your daughter Maria...

My hand began to shake badly, and I dropped the letter on the floor. As I picked it up, I could see only one word — dead... If your daughter Maria does not come home soon, she will be dead. 

I went over the hills to bring her back. My Maria was in a small bed in a cold room upstairs, coughing badly. Elizabeth and Charlotte and Emily stood beside her, waiting for me. They looked so sad and ill and frightened. I remember the big eyes in their small white faces. But I did not bring them home then; the school doctor said it was not necessary. So I took Maria home across the cold, windy moors to Haworth. I sat beside her in the coach and held her hand all the way. I remember how cold her hand was in mine. Thin cold fingers, that did not move at all.

It was too late to save her. She lay in bed upstairs for nearly three months, but she was too ill to eat. Her poor face was white, I remember, and it seemed thin and small like a dead child's. Only her eyes looked alive — big dark eyes in a thin white face. 'Don't cry, father,' she said to me once. 'I shall be with mother soon, you know. And with God.'

I buried Maria beside her mother, and a month later I buried Elizabeth there, too. She became ill at school, and a woman from the school brought her home. I brought Charlotte and Emily home two weeks later. They were here when Elizabeth died. Her body lay all night in a wooden box on the table, and her little sisters and brother kissed her before she was buried.

I had wanted so much for these two girls, and now I had nothing. I stood in the church, and looked at the summer flowers I had put on their grave. I remembered how my wife had held the girls in her arms, and how she had smiled at me when we looked at them. 'They have come back to you now, Maria,' I said. 'I am sorry. I am so sorry, my love.'



curate n. person who helps a parish priest. 副牧师。

burnt adj. spoilt by heat. 被烧焦的。

shake v. move from side to side. 摇摆，摇晃。

hold v. keep sth. in hand, arm, etc. 握着，抓住。

wooden adj. made of wood. 木制的。

want... for... need sth. to supply sb. 需要……给某人。


2　考恩桥学校

[image: alt]

我出生在爱尔兰的一座小房子里。家里只有两个房间，我有九个兄弟姐妹。父母很穷，我们没有钱，只有一个小农场。附近有个教堂，那个教堂有一所学校。

那所学校赋予了我一个成功的机会。我非常努力，16岁时，我成了一名教师，后来我去剑桥的圣约翰学院深造。我成了副牧师。等到我成家的时候，我得到了一份好工作和一座房子。这一切得益于我在学校的努力。

我要我的孩子上我能找到的最好的学校。考恩桥学校是专为牧师的女儿们开办的。它属于一个牧师——威尔逊先生。我认为他是个好人。我喜欢这所学校，而且它也不太贵。于是在1824年7月，我把玛丽亚和伊丽莎白送到了那里。9月份，我又把夏洛蒂送到那儿。11月份又送去了爱米丽。爱米丽当时只有6岁，夏洛蒂8岁。

我记得那年秋天，家里变得非常安静。晚上我教儿子布兰韦尔念书；我妻子的姐姐照料最小的孩子安妮。我时常惦记我的女儿们。我的大女儿玛丽亚是个善良聪明的女孩——我相信她一定是学校中最好的学生。我等着她的来信，想知道她又学到了什么新的东西。

在信中她的确给我讲了一些事，但还不够多。她告诉我她喜欢学校的功课，我很高兴。但她没讲起学校的饮食、寒冷和严厉的教师。夏洛蒂告诉我了那些事情，但那已是很久以后的事了。我知道玛丽亚没有告诉我食物经常烧焦，难以下咽；床铺冰冷得令人无法入睡。她没有告诉我可怜的孩子们经常一大早饿着肚子，却不得不用冰水洗漱，然后踏着积雪去教堂，星期天在冰冷的教堂里坐上两个钟头，双脚冻得冰凉。她也没有告诉我学校有许多孩子都生病了。

玛丽亚，你没有告诉我这些，是吗？或许你试着写可又停了笔，因为你害怕老师知道？你是个善良勇敢的孩子，我那么地以你为荣，为你在学校念书而高兴。我希望你学会所有的东西；我不想你像我的姐妹们那样穷困一生。上帝，帮帮我，我以为你在考恩桥学校是快活的呀！

圣诞节学校也不放假，对我来说，要爬过寒风呼啸的山峦去看我的女儿们太困难了。所以，我和布兰韦尔姨妈、儿子和小女儿安妮待在霍沃思的家中。屋外，寒风把雪卷到墓碑上空，窗户上都结了冰。

圣诞节那天小安妮显得很孤单。她向我问起姐姐们。

“别担心，亲爱的。”我说，“她们和其他孩子在学校里很快活。你长大了也要去考恩桥学校。”

我记得她听了以后那么奇怪地看着我，她只有四岁，非常漂亮。她冲我笑了笑，可是脸却变得非常苍白，双手也开始颤抖起来。我不知道是怎么回事。我以为她冷，就往火里加了些木头。然后布兰韦尔姨妈给她念《圣经》里的一个故事，我就把这事忘了。

2月份时来了一封信，不是玛丽亚写的，而是一个成年人的笔迹。“亲爱的勃朗特先生，”上面写道，“恐怕有个坏消息要通知您。学校里有很多孩子都病了，您的女儿玛丽亚……”

我的手剧烈地哆嗦起来，信纸滑落到地板上。我捡起来，只看见一个字——“死……如果您的女儿玛丽亚不赶快回家的话，她会死的。”

我翻山越岭去接她回家。我的小玛丽亚躺在楼上一间冰冷房间的小床上，剧烈地咳嗽着。伊丽莎白、夏洛蒂和爱米丽站在床边等着我。她们看上去好像病了，又伤心又惊恐不安。我记得她们苍白的小脸上大大的眼睛。但是我没有把她们也接回家；学校的医生说用不着。于是我只带着玛丽亚穿过寒风呼啸的荒野回到霍沃思。一路上我在马车里坐在她身旁，握着她的手。我还记得她的手在我手心里是多么的凉啊。手指又细又凉，一动也不动。

要挽救她的生命还是太晚了。她在楼上的床上躺了近三个月，病得不能吃东西。我记得她那苍白的小脸看上去那么瘦小，像个死孩子一样。只有眼睛看上去还是活生生的——瘦削、苍白的脸上大大的黑眼睛。“别哭，爸爸。”有一次她对我说，“你知道，我很快就要和妈妈在一起了。和上帝在一起。”

我把玛丽亚埋在她妈妈的旁边。一个月以后我又在那里掩埋了伊丽莎白，她在学校生了病，被学校的一个女人送回了家。两周后我把夏洛蒂和爱米丽接了回来。伊丽莎白死时她们都在家。她的尸体在桌上的木棺里停放了一整夜，下葬前她的妹妹们和弟弟亲吻了她。

我曾在这两个女孩子身上寄托了那么多希望，而现在我什么也没有了。我站在教堂里看着我放在她们坟上的夏天的花。我还记得我妻子如何把她们搂在怀里，记得当我们看着她们时，她是如何地向我微笑着。“她们回到你身边了，玛丽亚。”我说，“对不起，真对不起，亲爱的。”


3
The little books

I had four children now — Charlotte, Branwell, Emily and Anne. I did not send them to school again for many years. God's ways are hard to understand, I thought. Perhaps God was not pleased with me; perhaps He wanted Maria and Elizabeth for Himself. I decided to keep the others at home. Aunt Branwell could teach them, and I could help when I had time.

They were clever children, quick at learning. They loved to write and draw and paint, and they talked all day long. And, thank God, they were not ill. In the afternoons, my servant, Tabby, took them for long walks on the moors behind the house. They walked for miles on the hilltops in the strong clean wind, alone with the birds and the sheep. I think it was good for them. They grew stronger, and there was a bright light in their eyes.

I was not the only sad father in Haworth. Many, many children died, and I had to bury them all. The water in Haworth was bad, so many children died from illness. And many more died from accidents; I saw a hundred children die from fire. In my house, I was always very careful. I had no curtains, no carpets, because I was afraid of fire. My children never wore cotton clothes, because they burn so easily.

One day in 1826 I brought a box of toy soldiers home from Leeds. Next morning the children began to play games with them.

'This one is mine!' Charlotte said. 'He's the Duke of Wellington!'

'And this is mine!' said Branwell. 'He's Napoleon Bonaparte!'

The children liked the wooden soldiers and began to tell a story about them. It was a very exciting story, I remember. They read it to me and Aunt Branwell and Tabby, our servant. The next day they invented another story, and then another. And then for several days the children were very quiet, and I wondered what they were doing.

I went upstairs, and opened their bedroom door. Inside, they were all busily writing or drawing on small pieces of paper. The wooden soldiers were in the middle of the room in front of them.

'What are you doing?' I asked.

Emily looked up. 'Oh, father, please go away,' she said. 'We're writing our secret books.'

I suppose I looked sad. 'What? Can't I see them?' I asked.

They all thought for a minute. Then Charlotte said, very seriously: 'You can see some of them, of course, papa. But they aren't easy to read, because it's very small writing. We'll show them to you when we are ready.'

These toy soldiers opened a new world for my children. They showed me some of their stories, but there were hundreds that they kept secret. They all began writing so young — Charlotte, the oldest, was only ten, and Emily was eight. I don't think they ever stopped. Mr Nicholls has all Charlotte's little books now, in a cupboard in his room. Some of them are no more than five or six centimetres high. They are beautifully made, and full of small pictures and tiny writing. There is one on my desk now, but I can't read it, my eyes are too bad.

Charlotte and Branwell wrote about a country called Angria, while Emily and Anne wrote about a land called Gondal. The people in those countries fought battles and fell in love, and wrote letters and poems. My children wrote these poems and letters, and they wrote books about Angria and Gondal. They drew maps of the countries, wrote newspapers about them, and drew pictures of the towns and people in their stories. They invented a new world for themselves.

They wrote many of these stories when I was in bed. I used to read to the family, and pray with them in the evening, and then I usually went to bed at nine o'clock. One night, I remember, I woke up and came down again at ten. There was a noise in my room — this room where I am writing now. I opened the door and saw Charlotte and Branwell with a candle, looking at a picture on my wall.

'What are you doing here?' I asked.

'We're looking at the picture, papa,' Branwell said. 'It's the Duke of Zamorna and the Duke of Northangerland fighting in Glasstown.'

I looked at the picture. It's here now behind me. It's a picture of a story in the Bible, with a town, mountains, and hundreds of people in it. 'What do you mean?' I asked.

'It's one of our stories, papa,' Charlotte said. 'We have to come in here to look at the picture. Then we invent what happens.'

'Tell me, then,' I said. They both looked very excited; their faces were pink, and their eyes were bright in the candlelight. But they looked happy too. I put my candle on the table, and sat down here, where I am sitting now, to listen to their story.

It was a wonderful story. Charlotte's wooden soldier, the Duke of Wellington, had had a son, Arthur, Duke of Zamorna. Branwell's toy soldier, Bonaparte, had become the strong, bad, good-looking Duke of Northangerland. The two Dukes were fighting a terrible battle in a city called Glasstown. There were soldiers who died bravely, and beautiful women who fell in love. I listened until two o'clock in the morning. There was much more, but I have forgotten it now.

But I remember the excitement in my children's faces. Sometimes I thought they could actually see these people, as they talked.

Next day they said no more about it, and I did not ask. It was their own secret world, and they did not let me into it again. But I was pleased they had told me about it once. And sometimes they showed me drawings of places in Angria or Gondal. All my children could draw and paint beautifully. Charlotte used watercolours, and often spent hours painting small pictures. Branwell used oil-paints as well.



paint v. make picture with colour, oil, etc. 画画，涂色。

die from die for the reason of. 死于。

curtain n. piece of cloth hung up at window. 窗帘。

invent v. creat or design. 创作，创造。

cupboard n. set of shelves with doors, used for dishes, clothes, etc. 柜橱，食柜，衣柜。

tiny a. little, small. 微小的。

town n. centre of population. 城镇。

fall in love with sb. 爱上某人。


3　小书
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现在我只剩下四个孩子了——夏洛蒂、布兰韦尔、爱米丽和安妮。有好几年我没再把他们送到学校去。我觉得上帝的做法不容易为人所理解。也许上帝对我不高兴，也许他自己想要玛丽亚和伊丽莎白。我决定把其他几个孩子留在家里，布兰韦尔姨妈能教他们，我有空的时候也能帮把手。

他们都是很聪明的孩子，学得很快。他们喜欢写字、素描和画水彩画，一天到晚地交谈。感谢上帝，他们没有生病。下午，我们的用人泰比会带他们到屋后的荒野散步。在清凉的劲风中，他们在山顶上走好几英里，和那些鸟儿、羊儿们待在一起。我觉得这对他们有好处。他们长得结实些了，眼眸中熠熠闪光。

在霍沃思，我并不是唯一一个伤心的父亲，许多孩子都死了，都是由我埋葬的。霍沃思的水很糟糕，很多孩子因此生病死去，还有更多的孩子死于意外。我见过上百个孩子被火烧死。在自己家里我总是非常小心。我不挂窗帘，不铺地毯，因为我害怕火灾。我的孩子从不穿棉布衣服，因为那太容易着火了。

1826年的一天，我从利兹带回一盒玩具兵，第二天一早孩子们就开始拿这些玩具兵做游戏。

“这个是我的！”夏洛蒂说，“他是惠灵顿公爵！”

“这个是我的！”布兰韦尔说，“他是拿破仑·波拿巴！”

孩子们喜欢这些木头士兵，用他们编起了故事。我记得那是个非常令人兴奋的故事。他们把故事念给我、布兰韦尔姨妈和用人泰比听。第二天他们又编出了新的故事，然后又是另一个。后来的几天孩子们变得很安静。我很奇怪，不知道他们究竟在干什么。

我上了楼，推开他们卧室的门。他们正在屋里忙着在小纸片上又写又画。木头士兵就摆在屋子中央他们的面前。

“你们在干什么？”我问道。

爱米丽抬起头说：“哦，爸爸，请走开。我们正在写书，这是我们的秘密。”

我想我看起来有点儿难过。“怎么，我不能看看吗？”我问。

他们想了一会儿。然后夏洛蒂非常严肃地说：“当然，爸爸，你可以看一部分。但它们不太好读，因为字太小了。等我们写完了就给你看。”

这些玩具兵为我的孩子们打开了一个新的世界。他们给我看了一些故事，可还有上百个故事对我保着密。他们那么小就开始写作了——最年长的夏洛蒂也才10岁，爱米丽8岁。自此以后他们就从未停止过写作。尼科尔斯先生现在把夏洛蒂的全部小书收藏在他房间的一个柜橱里。有几本差不多五六公分厚。它们制作精美，里面尽是小画和纤细的手写笔迹。还有一本现在就在我的书桌上，可是我读不了，我的眼神太差了。

夏洛蒂和布兰韦尔写了一个叫安哥利亚的国家。爱米丽和安妮写了一个叫哥恩达尔的地方。那些国家的人们打仗、恋爱，还写信和诗歌。孩子们写这些诗和信，还描绘了安哥利亚和哥恩达尔这两个国家。他们画了地图，编了他们的报纸，还画了故事中的城镇及人。他们为自己创造了一个新世界。

我睡觉的时候他们就写很多这样的故事。我习惯念书给大家听，晚上和他们一起祷告，然后通常在9点钟时上床睡觉。记得一天夜里，我醒来，10点钟又下楼去。在我现在写作的房间里听到了一点儿声音。我开门看见夏洛蒂和布兰韦尔举着一支蜡烛，正在看我墙上的一幅画。

“你们在这儿干什么？”我问。

“我们在看画呢，爸爸。”布兰韦尔说道，“这是扎摩那公爵和北安哥兰公爵的玻璃城之战。”

我看着那幅画，它现在就在我身后。它描绘的是《圣经》里的一个故事，有城镇、山峦和几百个人。“你们是什么意思？”我问他们。

“这是我们的一个故事，爸爸。”夏洛蒂说，“我们得来这儿看看它，这样才能把故事编出来。”

“那么讲给我听听。”我说。他们看上去很兴奋，小脸红扑扑的，眼睛在烛光下闪闪发亮。看样子他们也很开心。我把手中的蜡烛放到桌上，坐了下来——就是我现在坐的地方——听他们讲故事。

那真是个奇妙的故事。夏洛蒂的木头兵是惠灵顿公爵，他有个儿子叫阿瑟，也就是扎摩那公爵。布兰韦尔的木头兵波拿巴成了一个强壮、邪恶而又英俊的北安哥兰公爵。两个公爵在一个叫玻璃城的地方进行了一场激烈的战斗，士兵们英勇地死去，美丽的女人们堕入爱河。我一直听到凌晨两点。还有很多情节我现在已经忘记了。

但我还记得孩子们脸上兴奋的表情。有时我觉得，当他们讲述时，他们真的能看到那些人物。

第二天他们不再提这件事了，我也没有问。那是他们自己的秘密世界，不让我再进入。但我很高兴他们毕竟还是给我讲了一次。有时他们还给我看关于安哥利亚和哥恩达尔的画。我的孩子们都画得很棒。夏洛蒂经常花几小时用水彩来画这些小画。布兰韦尔也用油画颜料画画。


4
Growing up

When Branwell was fourteen or fifteen, he did a lot of oil-paintings. He painted people in the village, and it was easy to recognize the faces in the pictures. Later, he did a fine painting of his three sisters. I was very proud of him. We all decided he would become a famous artist.

Charlotte went to school again when she was fifteen. It was a much better school — Miss Wooler's school at Roe Head. I don' t think Charlotte liked school, but she wanted to be a teacher — a governess — so she worked hard. I taught Branwell at home, and Aunt Branwell taught Emily and Anne. The girls and Branwell were learning to play the piano, and Branwell played the music in church.

Emily and Anne had dogs, and they used to take them for walks on the moors. Anne's dog was called Flossy, and Emily had a big strong one called Keeper. Keeper went everywhere with her — I think Emily loved that dog more than any person. Emily was sometimes a difficult child. She was very shy, and did not often speak to anyone outside the family. When she was older, I sent her to school with Charlotte, but she hated it, so I brought her home and sent Anne instead.

Branwell was not shy. He could talk to anyone for hours. Everyone in Haworth liked him. I remember the day in 1835 when Branwell went to London. He was eighteen years old, and he was going to the Royal Academy in London to learn to be an artist. He walked down the hill in Haworth with a bag of his best paintings on his back, and everyone in the village came out to see him go. That was a great day for me.

Something terrible happened in London, but I don't know what it was. Branwell came back two weeks later, his face white, his clothes dirty. I don't know where he went or what happened in London. He refused to tell me. He just sat upstairs, alone in his room for hours.

Later, I paid for a room in Bradford for him to work in. He could paint pictures of famous people there, I thought. It was easy work for him. But he couldn't do it. He spent all my money, and came home again after a while.

This was a sad time for me. My eyes were very bad, and I had to pay a young curate to help me with my work for the church. My old servant, Tabby, broke her leg and was very ill. And then one day I got a letter from Miss Wooler's school. My curate read it to me.

Dear Mr Brontë, the letter said. I am afraid that your daughter Anne is very ill, and...

I don't think I ever moved so fast in all my life. Six hours later, I was at Roe Head. The next day Anne and Charlotte were home. Anne was still alive, thank God! A month later she was well again. Thank God.

All my children were safe at home.

I was happy to have them here. They were so clever, and kind, and they loved each other so much. But I was an old man with bad eyes, and Aunt Branwell and I had very little money. My children had to find work somewhere, in order to live.

But what sort of work could they do?



oil-painting n. 油画。

recognize v. know sb./sth. again that one has seen, or heard. 认出；认识。

artist n. person with skill, with one of fine arts. 艺术家。


4　长大
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布兰韦尔长到十四五岁时已经画了大量的油画。他画村子里的人，从画面上很容易认出那些人的面孔。后来他为他的三个姐妹精心地画了一幅画。我为他感到非常自豪，我们都认为他会成为一个有名的艺术家。

夏洛蒂15岁时又去了学校。那所学校要好得多——伍勒小姐在罗·海德的学校。我觉得夏洛蒂不喜欢学校，但她想成为一名教师——家庭教师，为此她努力学习。我在家里教布兰韦尔，布兰韦尔姨妈教爱米丽和安妮。他们也学弹钢琴，布兰韦尔还在教堂演奏。

爱米丽和安妮养了几条狗，她们常常带着狗在荒野上散步。安妮的狗叫“福劳赛”，爱米丽的大狗叫“管家”。“管家”到哪儿都跟着她——我猜爱米丽爱狗超过了爱其他人。爱米丽有时是个很难相处的孩子，她非常害羞，不爱与家庭以外的人讲话。她长大点后我送她去学校，和夏洛蒂在一起。可她不喜欢学校，于是我又把她接回来，而把安妮送去了。

布兰韦尔可不害羞。他可以和任何人谈上几个小时。霍沃思的每个人都喜欢他。记得1835年的一天，布兰韦尔要去伦敦。他18岁了，要到伦敦皇家学院学艺术。他从霍沃思走下山去，背上的包里装着他最好的画，村里的人都出来为他送行。那一天真是我的好日子。

在伦敦发生了一些可怕的事情，但是我也不知道究竟是怎么回事。两星期后布兰韦尔回来了，脸色苍白，衣物肮脏。我不知道他去了伦敦的什么地方，也不知道出了什么事，他拒绝跟我讲。他只是一个人坐在楼上的房间里，一坐就是几个小时。

后来我在布拉德福德为他租了间画室，我想他在那儿可以为大人物们画像。那种工作对他来说是轻而易举的，但他却做不到。过了一阵，他把钱花光后又回家了。

这一段时间我的境况很糟糕。我的视力很差，得付钱请一名年轻的副牧师协助教堂的工作。我的老用人泰比跌断了腿，伤得很重。一天，我收到伍勒小姐学校的一封信，我的副牧师把信念给我听。

“亲爱的勃朗特先生，”信中写道，“您的女儿安妮恐怕病得很重，而且……”

我觉得自己一生中从未行动得如此迅速，六个小时后我已到了罗·海德，第二天安妮和夏洛蒂就回到了家里。感谢上帝，安妮还活着！一个月后她痊愈了。真得感谢上帝！

我的孩子们在家里很安全。

我很高兴让他们留在这儿。他们是那么聪明、善良，而且彼此十分友爱。但我已是个视力糟糕透顶的老人了，布兰韦尔姨妈和我的钱少得可怜。我的孩子们为了生存，就必须去什么地方找个工作。

可是他们能干什么呢？


5
Looking for work

I do not remember everything they did.

Charlotte and Anne worked as governesses for some months, teaching rich children in big houses, and Branwell got a job like that too, for a while. But they didn't like their work. At home my children were full of talk and laughter, but away from home they were shy, quiet, unhappy.

They wrote a lot of letters in their search for work — sometimes to famous people. Branwell wanted to be a writer, so he wrote to writers; but not many of them wrote back. He began to look pale and sad in those days, and he was often in the village pub, drinking and talking to the people there. Then he got a job selling tickets on the railways, and left home.

The girls had an idea. I remember the day when they told me about it. Charlotte and Anne were at home on holiday, and we were all in the sitting-room after dinner one evening. Anne was playing the piano, and singing quietly to herself. She was the prettiest of the three girls, I suppose. She had long wavy brown hair, and a gentle, kind face. Emily sat on the floor beside her, stroking the ears of her dog, Keeper. Charlotte sat opposite me on the sofa, like a little child with a serious, thoughtful face. She was the smallest; her feet were no bigger than my hands.

She looked at me carefully. 'Papa,' she said. 'We want to start a school.'

'Really, my dear? Where?'

'Here.'

'But Charlotte, my dear, we have no room. This house is full already.'

'Oh, but we could change the house, papa. We could build a schoolroom.'

'Well, yes, I suppose so,' I said. 'But — why do you want to do this? Isn't it better to work as governesses, in some big fine house?'

'Oh no, papa!' All three girls spoke at once. Anne had stopped playing, and Emily looked very angry and frightening. I could see they had thought hard about this.

Charlotte said: 'The life of a governess is terrible, papa! A governess has no time of her own, no friends, no one to talk to, and if she gets angry with the children, they just run to their mother. I couldn't possibly be a governess all my life!'

'It's true, papa,' Anne said. 'It's an awful life. We're so lonely away from each other. Why can't we have a school, and all live here? Then we can take care of you and Aunt Branwell when you get old.'

I looked at Emily. Her eyes were shining; I could see that the idea was important to her too.

'But why will people send their children here?' I asked. 'Haworth is not a big town, or a beautiful place. How will you find children to teach?'

'We have thought of that too, papa,' Charlotte said. 'We must learn more, and become better teachers. I have spoken to Aunt Branwell, and she will give us the money, if you agree. Emily and I want to go to Belgium, to learn French. If we can speak French well, then parents will send their children to us to learn that.'

'Emily will go?' I said. I looked at her. Emily had only been away from home twice, and each time she had been very unhappy. But now she looked excited.

'Yes, papa,' she said. 'I will go. Charlotte is right — we must do something. And this will help us to stay together.'

'And Anne?'

'I will stay as a governess with the Robinson family,' Anne said sadly. 'There's not enough money for us all to go, and... the Robinsons are not so very bad.'

It was always like that. Anne was a gentle girl; she did not fight as hard as the others. Perhaps her life was easier because of that. I don't know.

But I thought it was a wonderful idea. I wrote to Belgium, and found them places in a school in Brussels, which was owned by a Monsieur Héger. I agreed to take the girls there, and for a month I wrote down French words in a little pocket book, to help me on the journey. Then, one afternoon in 1824, we caught the train to London.

I had not been to London for over twenty years, and my daughters had never been there. We stayed for three days, and then we took the night boat to Belgium, and arrived at a tall, fine school building in the centre of Brussels.

Héger himself was a very polite, friendly man — very kind. He did not always understand my French, but he showed me round the school, and talked a lot, very fast. I smiled, and tried to answer.

The two girls were very excited when I left them. As I came home on the boat, I thought: 'This is a good thing, a fine thing, perhaps. My daughters will start a good school, and Haworth will become famous. I hope Branwell can make a success of his life, too. Then my wife Maria will be pleased with us all.'



laughter n. laughing, making sounds showing joy. 大笑，笑声。

stroke v. pass hands along a surface again and again. 抚摸。

start v. make a beginning, open. 开创，创办。

be away from go or be at distance from. 远离，离开。

Monsieur Mr., Sir. （法语）先生。

polite adj. showing possession of good manners, refined. 有礼貌的，文雅的。


5　找工作
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我已记不清他们做过的每一件事情了。

夏洛蒂和安妮做过几个月的家庭教师，教住在大房子里的有钱人家的孩子们。布兰韦尔也暂时找了个类似的工作，但他们都不喜欢这种工作。在家里我的孩子们谈笑风生，可离开家后他们就变得害羞、沉默、很不开心。

他们写了许多求职信——有时是写给大人物的。布兰韦尔想当作家，他就给作家写信，却很少有人回信。那些日子他变得伤心疲倦，经常在乡村酒吧里和人喝酒、闲聊。后来他找到一份在火车站卖票的工作，就离开了家。

女儿们另有想法。我还记得她们把这个想法告诉我的那天。夏洛蒂和安妮回家休假，一天晚饭后我们都坐在客厅里，安妮一边弹着钢琴，一边轻轻地唱着歌。我觉得她是三个女儿中最美的，有一头鬈曲的褐色长发，还有着一张温柔善良的脸。爱米丽坐在她旁边的地板上，抚摸着她那只叫“管家”的狗的耳朵。夏洛蒂坐在我对面的沙发上，看上去像个孩子，却又带着深思熟虑的表情。她个子最小，脚还没有我的手大。

她端详着我，说：“爸爸，我们想开办一所学校。”

“真的，亲爱的？在哪儿？”

“就在这儿。”

“可是夏洛蒂，亲爱的，我们没有地方。这栋房子已经很满了。”

“哦，但我们可以把房子改造一下，爸爸。我们可以盖一间教室。”

“嗯，是啊，我觉得行。”我说，“不过——为什么你想干这个呢？在别人家的大房子里做家庭教师不是更好吗？”

“噢，不，爸爸！”三个女儿一起对我说。安妮停下来，不弹琴了，爱米丽看上去很生气，样子非常吓人。我看得出她们已经好好地想过了。

夏洛蒂说：“当家庭教师的生活太可怕了，爸爸！一个家庭教师没有属于自己的时间，没有朋友，没有说话的人。如果对孩子生气，他们就会立刻跑到自己母亲那里去。我不可能一辈子都干这个！”

“真的，爸爸。”安妮说，“那种生活很可怕。我们不得不分开，都很孤单。为什么我们不能有所自己的学校，就住在这儿呢？这样等您和布兰韦尔姨妈老了我们就可以照顾你们了。”

我看着爱米丽，她的眼睛熠熠发光，看得出这主意对她也很重要。

“但是人们为什么要把孩子送到这儿来呢？”我问，“霍沃思既非大城市，又不是风景区。你们怎么找到孩子来教呢？”

“我们也已经想到这一点了，爸爸。”夏洛蒂说，“我们必须多学一些，成为更好的教师。我和布兰韦尔姨妈谈过了，如果您同意，她会给我们钱的。爱米丽和我想去比利时学法语。如果我们能讲流利的法语，那些父母就会把孩子送来学法语。”

“爱米丽会去吗？”我一边问，一边看着她。爱米丽只离开过家两次，每次她都很不开心。但这回她看上去却相当兴奋。

“是的，爸爸。”她说，“我要去。夏洛蒂是对的——我们必须做些事情，这还能使我们待在一起。”

“那安妮呢？”

“我还在鲁滨逊家里当家庭教师，”安妮难过地说，“我们的钱不够大家都去的，况且……鲁滨逊家的人也没那么坏。”

事情总是那样。安妮是个温柔的孩子，她不像别人那样努力地去争取。或许正是如此，她的生活倒更轻松些。我不知是否如此。

不过我认为这是个好主意。我写信去比利时，在布鲁塞尔的一所学校为他们找到了地方。那所学校是埃热先生的。我同意送她们去那儿，我花了一个月的时间在小笔记本上记下了许多法语单词，以备旅途之需。然后，1842年的一个下午，我们坐上了开往伦敦的火车。

我已有二十多年没去伦敦了，女儿们还从来没去过。我们在伦敦住了三天，然后搭夜班船去比利时，最后到达布鲁塞尔市中心的一座高大美观的学校大楼前。

埃热本人是一个很有礼貌、很友好的人——非常和气。他并不大听得懂我的法语，但还是带着我在学校转了一圈，他讲了许多话，速度快极了。我微笑着，努力有所应答。

当我离开时两个孩子非常兴奋。坐在回家的船上，我心想：“这也许是件好事，一件妙事。我的女儿们将开办一所好学校，霍沃思也将因此而出名。我希望布兰韦尔的生活也能获得成功，那样我妻子玛丽亚会为我们都感到高兴的。”


6
Monsieur Héger and Mrs Robinson

At first everything went well. Monsieur Héger wrote to me often. He was pleased with my daughters, he said; they were good pupils. But life at home in Haworth was hard. My curate died, and Aunt Branwell became very ill. Emily and Charlotte came home to see her, but she was dead before they arrived.

She was a good woman, Elizabeth Branwell. She kept my home for more than twenty years, and she taught my daughters everything she knew. But she never liked Haworth, I am sure of that. She said it was a cold, miserable place. I hope that God has found somewhere warm and comfortable for her now.

But how could I live without her? My eyes were now very bad, and I could not see to read. And our servant Tabby was older than I was. Anne could not help me — she was a governess for the Robinson family, and now Branwell had a job there too, teaching their young son. So Charlotte went back to Brussels alone, this time as a teacher in Monsieur Héger's school. Emily stayed at home to cook and clean for me. She did not like Brussels, she said. She was happy to do the housework, and live at home with Tabby and me.

She was a strange, quiet girl, Emily. She was the tallest of the girls, and in some ways she was as strong as a man. She loved to walk by herself on the wild lonely moors, with her dog Keeper running by her side. Sometimes I saw her there, singing or talking quietly to herself, and I thought perhaps she could see the people in her secret world of Gondal, and was talking to them. I know that she spent a lot of time writing alone in her room; and when Anne was at home, she and Emily often talked and wrote about the world of Gondal together.

There were sometimes dangerous people near Haworth, so I always had a gun in the house. Before my eyes were bad, I taught Emily to shoot — she loved that. Sometimes I used to practise shooting in the garden while she was making bread in the kitchen. I shot first, then I called Emily. She came out, cleaned her hands, picked up the gun, shot, and went back in to finish the bread. She was much better at shooting than I was.

But by 1844 my eyes were too bad for shooting. Emily cooked, cleaned the house, played the piano. And almost every day she went for long walks on the moors with her dog, Keeper.

She loved that dog, but she could be very hard with him, too. We did not let him go upstairs, but one day Tabby found him on my bed. Emily was very angry; her face was white and hard. Keeper was a big, strong dog, but she pulled him downstairs and hit him again and again until the dog was nearly blind. Then she gently washed his cuts herself. He never went upstairs again.

Charlotte was another year in Brussels. When she came home, she was quiet and sad. Sometimes she wrote long letters in French to Monsieur Héger, but no letters came from him. But this was a time of hope, too. The girls wrote advertisements for their new school, and sent them to newspapers, and to everybody they knew. It was exciting — they were good advertisements, and we waited for the first children to come.

We waited a long time, and Charlotte wrote more advertisements.

No children came.

Every day Charlotte and Emily waited for a letter from the postman, or for a parent to come to see them. Every day they became more miserable.

Anne left her job with the Robinsons and came home to Haworth. A month later Branwell also came home, for a holiday.

And then one morning, early, there was a knock on the door. Charlotte ran to open it. But it was not a parent — it was a letter for her brother Branwell. He went upstairs with it, smiling.

A few minutes later there was a terrible scream. We ran upstairs to Branwell's room. He lay on his bed, screaming, with a white face and wild dark eyes. The letter was in his hand.

'Branwell! What is it? What's the matter?' I asked.

He tore his hair with his hands. 'I'm ill,' he said. 'I'm cold — Oh, what does it matter? She doesn't care... I can't see her... Oh, it's all finished now, finished for ever! I'll die without her!'

'Here, Branwell, drink this.' Emily brought him a cup of hot milk, but his hand was shaking and he nearly dropped it.

Charlotte put her hand on his head. 'He's hot, papa, he's burning,' she said. 'You must go to bed at once, Branwell.'

He went to bed, and he lay there, sometimes sleeping, sometimes shouting and crying. I tried to talk to him, but I couldn't understand what he said. Then, later, Anne explained.

She told us a terrible story. I was so angry! I nearly broke a chair with my hands as I listened. My son Branwell, Anne said, was in love with Mrs Robinson, the rich mother of his pupil. For months this lady had spoken kindly to Branwell, walked with him in the garden, talked to him alone in the evenings. He thought she would marry him when her husband died. And then there were other things, that Anne did not want to speak about.

The letter was from Mr Robinson. He was often ill, Anne told us, but his children knew about Branwell and their mother, and the servants knew too, I think. Perhaps Mr Robinson had learnt something from them, or perhaps that woman (I cannot call her a wife) had told him everything. Only one thing was certain — in his letter Mr Robinson had ordered Branwell never to return to his house or to speak to any of his family again.

My face was hot and my hands were shaking. I tried to talk to Branwell about it, but it was impossible.

'I love her, papa!' he shouted. 'You don't understand — how can you? You've never seen her!'

'I don't want to see her, my son,' I said. 'I understand that she is a bad, evil woman. I hope that God will punish her and...'

'Don't say that, papa!' he screamed. 'You are talking about the woman I love! She will call me back! I will see her again!'

'I hope you never see her again, my son,' I said. 'You must forget her. Branwell, listen to me...'

But he did not listen. He ran out of the house. He did not come back until the evening, and then he was drunk. He did not listen that day, or the next day, or any day. He began to drink laudanum as well. I thought he would kill himself.

So I think Charlotte was pleased that no parents came. No school could have a man like Branwell in it.



go well work well. 进行得顺利。

miserable adj. not comfortable, suffering from pain, hunger, etc. 悲惨的，可怕的。

shoot v. aim and fire with gun. 射击。

advertisement n. make known to people by means of painting, picture, notice on TV, newspaper, etc. 广告。

scream n. loud cry of noise. 大叫，尖叫。

certain adj. sure. 肯定的。

evil adj. bad, sinful. 坏的，有罪的。

punish v. cause suffering or discomfort for wrong doing. 惩罚。

laudanum n. 鸦片。


6　埃热先生和鲁滨逊太太
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起先每件事都进展顺利，埃热先生时常给我写信，他说他对我的女儿们很满意，她们都是好学生，可是在霍沃思，家里的生活变得艰难了。我的副牧师死了，布兰韦尔姨妈病得很重。爱米丽和夏洛蒂赶回来看她，可她还是在她们到家之前就去世了。

伊丽莎白·布兰韦尔是个好女人，她料理我们家二十多年，她尽自己所知教育我的女儿们。但我肯定她从未喜欢过霍沃思。她说这地方又寒冷又悲惨。我希望上帝现在为她准备了一个温暖而舒适的地方。

但是没有她我还怎么过日子？我的视力现在糟糕透顶，已经无法看书了。而我们的老用人泰比比我岁数还大。安妮也帮不上忙——她是鲁滨逊家的家庭教师，现在布兰韦尔也在那儿教他们的小儿子。所以夏洛蒂只好一个人回布鲁塞尔，这回她成了埃热先生学校的老师。爱米丽留在家里为我们做饭和打扫房子。她说她不喜欢布鲁塞尔。她喜欢做家务，喜欢和泰比及我一起在家里生活。

爱米丽是个奇怪而安静的姑娘。几个女儿中数她个子最高，某些方面她像个男人一样坚强。她喜欢独自在荒野中漫步，“管家”总跟在她旁边跑着，有时我看见她在那里轻轻地给自己唱歌，要么就自言自语。我觉得她或许能看见秘密的哥恩达尔世界中的人物，并和他们交谈。我知道她花了大量的时间在房间里一个人写作。当安妮在家时，她俩经常一起谈论并写哥恩达尔世界的故事。

有时霍沃思附近会出现一些危险人物，所以我家中常备着枪。在我视力变坏以前，我曾教爱米丽射击——她喜欢射击。有时我在花园里练枪法，她在厨房做面包，我先打，然后叫爱米丽，她出来擦干净手，拿起枪，扣一下扳机，然后又回厨房接着做面包。她打得可比我好多了。

但是到了1844年，我的视力糟得不能再射击了。爱米丽做饭、打扫屋子、弹钢琴，几乎每天都和“管家”在荒野中走很远的路。

她爱那条狗，但对它也很严厉。我们不让它上楼，可是有一天泰比发现它待在我的床上。爱米丽非常生气，脸变得苍白、阴沉。“管家”是一条又大又壮的狗，但是她一把就将它拖下楼，把它揍来揍去，几乎打瞎了。然后她自己又轻轻地给它洗伤。从此它再也没有上过楼。

夏洛蒂在布鲁塞尔又待了一年。再回家时她变得沉默、忧伤。有时她用法语给埃热先生写长长的信，但没有收到回信。不过这段时间也充满着希望，女儿们为她们的新学校写广告，寄给报社，寄给她们认识的所有人。真令人兴奋——那是些出色的广告，我们期待着第一批学生的到来。

我们等了很久，同时夏洛蒂又写了更多的广告。

可是没有孩子来。

每天夏洛蒂和爱米丽都等着邮差送信，期待着某一对父母来找她们。一天又一天她们都变得越发伤心。

安妮辞去了她在鲁滨逊家的工作，回到霍沃思的家中。一个月后，布兰韦尔也回家来度假。

一天清早，一阵敲门声响了起来。夏洛蒂跑过去开门，但那不是某一对父母——而是一封给她弟弟布兰韦尔的信。他微笑着拿上楼去了。

几分钟后传来一声可怕的尖叫。我们跑上楼，冲进布兰韦尔的房间。他躺在床上，尖叫着，脸色苍白，深色眼睛流露出狂野的神色。那封信紧紧地攥在他手里。

“布兰韦尔！那是什么信？你怎么了？”我问。

他双手撕扯着头发。“我生病了。”他说，“我觉得冷——噢，那又怎么样，她并不在乎……我见不到她了……噢，现在全完了，永远完了！没有她我会死的！”

“来吧，布兰韦尔，把这个喝了。”爱米丽端来一杯热牛奶，可他双手颤抖得几乎拿不住杯子。

夏洛蒂用手摸摸他的头。“好烫呀，爸爸。他在发烧。”她说，“你必须立即躺下，布兰韦尔。”

他上了床，躺在那儿，一会儿睡着了，但一会儿又大喊大叫。我试着和他说话，却弄不明白他在说什么。后来安妮解释了一切。

她告诉了我们一个可怕的故事。我非常生气！听的时候我差点儿把一把椅子捏碎了。我的儿子布兰韦尔，安妮说，爱上了鲁滨逊太太，就是他那学生的有钱的母亲。有几个月，这个女人对布兰韦尔甜言蜜语，和他在花园散步，晚上单独和他谈话。他觉得等她丈夫死后，她就会嫁给他。后来又发生了别的事情，安妮不想说了。

信是鲁滨逊先生写的。他时常生病，安妮说。可他的孩子们知道布兰韦尔和他们母亲的事情。我猜想可能连用人也知道。也许鲁滨逊先生从他俩那儿看出了什么，或许那个女人（我无法称她为一个妻子）已经把一切都告诉了他。只有一件事是肯定的——在信中鲁滨逊先生命令布兰韦尔永远不得踏进他的家门，也不能再与他的家人讲话。

我的脸在发烧，双手颤抖。我想和布兰韦尔谈谈这事，但不可能。

“我爱她，爸爸！”他喊道，“你不懂——你怎么能懂呢？你又从未见过她！”

“我不想见她，儿子。”我说，“我只懂得她是个坏女人，一个邪恶的女人。我希望上帝惩罚她并且……”

“别说了，爸爸！”他声嘶力竭地喊道，“你在说一个我爱的女人！她会叫我回去的！我会再见到她的。”

“我希望你不要再见她了，儿子。”我说，“你必须忘了她。布兰韦尔，听我说……”

但他没有听，他从房间里冲了出去，直到晚上才回来，已是醉醺醺的了。那天他没有听我说完，第二天也没有，以后再也没有。他还开始喝鸦片酊，我觉得他会害死自己的。

所以我觉得夏洛蒂会高兴没有学生父母来。没有哪所学校能容得下布兰韦尔这样的人。


7
Currer, Ellis, and Acton Bell

At about this time, in 1845, I was almost blind. I had a new curate to do my work — Arthur Nicholls, a young man of twenty-eight. He came from Northern Ireland like myself. He was a good, hard worker. I spoke in the church on Sundays, but Arthur Nicholls did the rest of my work.

Branwell became worse and worse. Mr Robinson died in 1846, but Mrs Robinson didn't marry Branwell — oh no! She was a cold wicked woman. She sent my son Branwell away, and later married a rich old man. And so Branwell spent more and more time drinking, and taking laudanum, and walking alone on the moors.

When you are blind, you listen to things very carefully. I used to sit alone in my room and listen to the sounds of the wind outside the house. The wind talks and whispers and sings — it has many voices. I listened to the sounds of the clock on the stairs, and the wood in the fire, and the footsteps and voices of the girls walking round the house. They talked a lot to each other, and sometimes I could hear what they said, even when they were in another room.

Anne had had a poem published in a magazine, and one day I heard a conversation between Charlotte and Emily. Charlotte had found something that Emily had written, and was talking to her about it.

'But they're wonderful, Emily,' Charlotte said. 'They're much better than mine or Anne's.'

'They're not for people to read,' Emily said. 'They're part of the Gondal story. Nobody would understand them, except me and Anne.'

I realized that they were talking about some poems of Emily's. I knew that Emily and Anne wrote a lot about the country of Gondal, but I didn't know much about it. Emily kept all her papers locked in her desk.

Charlotte was arguing with her. 'Emily, listen to me! These are fine poems. I think we should put some of them in a book, together with mine and Anne's, and try to publish it. People should read them!'

'No!' Emily shouted. Then her dog Keeper began to bark, and I didn't hear any more. But I think they talked about this again several times. I often heard voices arguing, and usually they never argued about their writing.

I wanted to tell them not to do it. I had published several small books myself, but I always lost money. I had to pay the publisher to print the books, and not many people bought them. It's an easy way to lose money. But I was too ill, so I said nothing.

I learnt, many years later, that they paid over ￡30 to have a book of poems printed, and that it sold two copies. I am not surprised that they didn't tell me about it; we had very little money in our house.

I began to feel that there was something wrong with my head, as well as my eyes. Several times the postman brought an old packet to our house, which was addressed to a man called Currer Bell. I told him that no Currer Bell lived in Haworth, and sent him away. But then, a month or two later, he came back again, with the same old packet.

In the summer of 1846 Charlotte took me to see an eye doctor in Manchester. We stayed in rooms in the town. The doctor decided to operate on my eyes, and the next morning we got up early. I was afraid. Could I hold my head still while the doctor cut into my eyes with a knife? Perhaps the pain would be too terrible. Perhaps I would move, or stand up, or...

Charlotte held my hand. As we left our rooms, we met a postman.

'Good morning, Miss,' he said. 'There's packet here for Currer Bell.'

'Oh... thank you.' Charlotte sounded sad, but she took the packet, and put it in her room. She did not open it. Then we walked to the eye doctor's.

The pain was terrible, but it was over in fifteen minutes, and I didn't move. Afterwards, I had to lie on a bed in a dark room. We couldn't go home for a month. A nurse came sometimes, but Charlotte stayed with me all day.

I asked her once about the packet. She said: 'Oh, it's for a friend of mine, papa. It had a letter for me in it. I have posted it away again now.'

I didn't understand, but I didn't ask again. I lay quietly on my bed most of the day, and Charlotte sat in the next room writing. She wrote very fast, for many hours, and never put her pen down once. She seemed quiet, but strangely happy.

I was happy too. The doctor had helped; I could see again. It was wonderful — the colours, the shapes of everything were beautiful. When we came back to Haworth, I could see everything clearly at last — our home, the church, the graveyard, the moors, the faces of my Emily and Anne!

And Branwell.

Branwell's face looked terrible. White, thin, with big dark eyes and untidy hair. His clothes were dirty, he smelt, his hands shook. All the time he was either shouting or crying. And always, every day, he asked me for money.

I let him sleep in my room at night, and he kept me awake for hours talking about Mrs Robinson. I remembered his paintings, his stories, his happy childish laughter. My fine, clever son had become a drunken animal.

The winter of 1846 was terribly cold. The wind blew snow around the house and over the gravestones. A lot of children died in the village. Anne was ill, Branwell was worse. We lit fires in all the rooms, but there was ice inside the windows in the mornings. I spent most of my time with Branwell, so didn't think very much about the girls.

And then, one afternoon, Charlotte came into my room. I was sitting here, in this same chair, beside the fire. She had a book in her hand, and that strange, happy look on her face.

'Papa,' she said. 'I've been writing a book.'

I smiled. 'Have you, my dear?' I thought she had written another little book about Angria.

'Yes, and I want you to read it.'

'Oh, I'm afraid it will hurt my eyes too much.' My eyes were much better, but the tiny writing in the Angria books was too small for me.

'Oh no,' she said. 'It's not in my handwriting; it is printed.' She held out the book in her hand.

'My dear! Think how much it will cost! You will almost certainly lose money, because no one will buy it! No one knows your name!'

'I don't think so, father. I didn't pay to get it printed, you know. The publishers paid me. Listen to what people say about it in these magazines.'

She sat down, and read to me from some of the most famous magazines in England. There were long articles in them, about a book called Jane Eyre, by Currer Bell. They were kind articles; most of the magazine writers liked the book.

'This Currer Bell, then,' I asked. 'Is it you?'

Charlotte laughed. 'Yes, papa. It's a man's name, with the same first letters: CB — Charlotte Brontë, Currer Bell.'

She gave me the book, and went out. I began to read.

I think I read for two hours, but it seemed like ten minutes. It was a wonderful, beautiful book — the story of a little girl called Jane Eyre. Her parents are dead, so she lives with an unkind aunt and her children. Then Jane goes away to a school called Lowood. This school is a terrible place, and it is very like the school at Cowan Bridge. Jane Eyre's best friend, Helen Burns, falls ill at the school, and dies. This Helen is just like my own little Maria. When I read about her death, my eyes fillled with tears. But it was a beautiful book, too; I did not want to put it down.

At five o'clock I got up and went into the sitting-room. My three daughters sat there waiting for me. Their eyes were very bright. I still had tears in my eyes, but I had a big smile on my face too. I held up Jane Eyre in my hand, and said: 'Girls, do you know Charlotte has written a book? And it is more than good, you know — it is very, very fine indeed!'



worse and worse 越来越糟。比较级连用，表示越来越……。

wicked adj. bad, sinful, wrong. 坏的，心坏的。

publish v. press in public medium. 发表，出版。

argue v. show or say or express different opinion. 争论，争吵。

packet n. small bundle or bag. 小包裹，小捆。

still adj. not moving, quiet. 静止的，不动的。

shape n. outline, outside form or design. 外形，形状，轮廓。

childish adj. behaving like a child. 儿童般的，孩子的。

printed adj. (marks etc.) typed by machine. 印刷的。


7　柯勒、埃利斯和阿克顿·贝尔
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大约是在1845年，我几乎全瞎了。我请了一个新的副牧师替我工作，他就是阿瑟·尼科尔斯，一个28岁的年轻人。和我一样，他来自北爱尔兰。他人很好，工作也勤奋。我只在星期天讲道，其余的活儿都是阿瑟·尼科尔斯干。

布兰韦尔的情况越来越糟了，鲁滨逊先生在1846年去世了，可鲁滨逊太太并没有嫁给布兰韦尔——噢，没有！她是个冷血的、邪恶的女人，她把我儿子打发掉，自己后来嫁给了一个老富翁。这样布兰韦尔就花越来越多的时间喝酒和鸦片酊，或者一个人在荒野上踱步。

当人眼睛瞎后，听东西就会格外仔细。我常常一个人坐在自己的房间里，听着屋外风的声音。风儿说着、低语着、唱着——它有很多种声调。我也听着楼梯上大钟嘀哒嘀哒的响声，炉火中木柴的噼叭声以及女儿们在房子里的脚步声。她们谈论许多事，有时我还能听见她们谈话的内容，即使她们是在另一个房间。

安妮有一首诗在杂志上发表了。一天我听到了夏洛蒂和爱米丽之间的谈话，夏洛蒂读到了爱米丽写的东西，正和她谈论着。

“可它们很棒啊，爱米丽。”夏洛蒂说，“它们比我和安妮的强多了。”

“那不是写给人看的，”爱米丽说，“它们是哥恩达尔故事的一部分，除了我和安妮，没有谁能懂。”

我听出来她们在谈论爱米丽的诗。我知道爱米丽和安妮写了很多关于哥恩达尔的故事。但我了解得不多。爱米丽把她所有的诗稿都锁在自己的书桌里。

夏洛蒂和她争论道：“爱米丽，听我说！这些都是好诗，我觉得我们应该把它同我和安妮的诗一起编成一本书，试着出版。人们应该读到它们！”

“不！”爱米丽喊道。她的“管家”也跟着叫了起来，我就听不清后面的谈话了。但我想她们就这个话题又谈了好几次。我经常听到争论的声音，一般来说，她们从不会为写作而争论的。

我想劝她们不要出书。我曾出过几本自己的小书，但总是赔钱。我得付钱给出版商印书，而并没有多少人买这些书。这真是一桩太容易亏本的事。但我病得很厉害，就什么也没说。

很多年以后，我了解到她们付了三十多英镑印这本诗集，只卖了两本。她们瞒着我，我倒不觉得奇怪；家里的钱太少了。

我开始觉得我的脑子出毛病了，眼睛也不对劲。有几次邮差给我们送来一个旧包裹，上面写着“柯勒·贝尔先生收”。我告诉他霍沃思没有叫这个名字的人，然后把他打发走了。可一两个月后，他又把同一个包裹送了过来。

1846年的夏天，夏洛蒂带我去曼彻斯特看眼科大夫。我们住在镇上的房子里，大夫决定给我的眼睛做手术，第二天我们起得很早。我有点儿害怕。当医生用刀切到我的眼睛时，我的头能保持不动吗？也许会疼得很厉害。也许我会动，会站起来，或是……

夏洛蒂握着我的手，我们离开家时，碰上了一个邮差。

“早上好，小姐，”他说，“这儿有个给柯勒·贝尔的包裹。”

“哦……谢谢。”夏洛蒂听上去有些难过，但她接过包裹，把它放回自己的房间。她并没有打开它。然后我们去了眼科大夫那儿。

手术非常痛苦，好在15分钟就结束了。我坚持着没有动。之后我躺在一间黑屋子里的床上。在医院里我们待了一个月，不能回家。有个护士不时来一下，夏洛蒂则一天到晚地陪着我。

我曾问起她包裹的事。她说：“哦，那包裹是寄给我一个朋友的，爸爸。里面有一封给我的信，我现在已经把它寄走了。”

我听不太明白，但没有再问。我整天差不多都静静地躺在床上，夏洛蒂则在隔壁的屋子里写作。她写得很快，一连写好几个钟头，一次也不停笔。她看上去很安静，却又莫名其妙地有些高兴。

我也挺高兴。医生做的手术挺成功，我又能看见东西了。这真是太好了——所有东西的色彩和形状都是那么美丽。当我们回到霍沃思时，我终于能清楚地看见每一样东西了——家、教堂、墓地、荒野、我的爱米丽和安妮的脸庞！

还有布兰韦尔。

布兰韦尔的脸看上去有些吓人。他的脸又苍白又消瘦，眼睛又大又黑，头发蓬乱。他的衣服肮脏，气味难闻，双手抖个不停。他不住地叫喊、哭泣，而且每天都向我要钱。

夜里我让他睡在我的房里，他就一连几个小时地给我讲鲁滨逊太太，让我没法睡觉。我还记得他的那些画和故事，他那快活的、孩子般的笑声。我聪明的好儿子现在成了一个酒鬼。

1846年的冬天非常寒冷，风把雪花吹起来，在屋子四周和墓地上空盘旋。村子里大批的孩子死去了。安妮也生病了，布兰韦尔更糟糕。我们在每间屋子里都生起了火，可是早上窗户内层还是结了冰。我把大部分时间都花在陪布兰韦尔上，没有太注意女儿们。

后来，一天下午，夏洛蒂来到我的房间。我坐在现在的这把椅子上，就在炉火旁。她手里拿着本书，脸上带着一种奇怪的快乐表情。

“爸爸，”她说，“我一直在写本书。”

我微笑着说：“是吗，亲爱的？”我以为她又写了本关于安哥利亚的小书。

“是啊，我还想让您读读呢。”

“噢，恐怕会太伤我的眼睛的。”我的眼睛虽然好多了，但是安哥利亚故事里纤细的笔迹对我来说还是太小了些。

“哦，不！”她说，“不是我手写的，是印刷的。”她把手里的书递了过来。

“亲爱的，想想这得花多少钱！你几乎肯定要赔钱的，因为没有人会买！没有人知道你的名字！”

“我倒不这么看，爸爸，要知道我没有付印刷费。出版商付给我钱。听听，这些杂志上人们是怎么说这本书的。”

她坐下来，给我念英格兰最有名的一些杂志上的文章。那上面有几篇长长的文章，都是评论一本叫《简·爱》的书，作者是柯勒·贝尔。那些评论都很善意，大多数杂志作者都很喜欢这本书。

“那么说这个柯勒·贝尔就是你啰？”我问。

夏洛蒂大笑起来，“是呵，爸爸。这是个男人的名字，但和我的名字有同样的首字母：CB—夏洛蒂·勃朗特，柯勒·贝尔。”

她把书给我，就出去了。我开始读它。

我想我读了两个钟头，却好像只有10分钟，这是本奇妙而美丽的书——关于一个叫简·爱的女孩的故事。她父母死了，所以和一个坏舅妈及她的孩子们住在一起，后来简去了一个叫劳渥德的学校，那是个可怕的地方，非常像考恩桥的那所学校。简·爱最好的朋友海伦·彭斯在学校染上了病，死了。这个海伦就像是我的小玛丽亚。当我读到她的死时，我的双眼噙满了泪水。但这确是一本优美的书。我简直不想把它放下来。

5点钟我起身走进客厅，我的三个女儿都坐在那儿等着我。她们的眼睛都闪着亮。我的眼里还含着眼泪，可脸上带着舒心的笑容。我举起《简·爱》，说：“孩子们，你们知道夏洛蒂写了本书吗？它简直棒极了，你们知道吗——确实非常、非常好！”


8
The best days, and the worst days

Emily and Anne did know, of course. They had known about Charlotte's book for a long time. Jane Eyre was not the first book that Charlotte had sent to a publisher. Over a year ago she had written another book, The Professor, and sent it to one publisher after another. Each publisher had sent it back, in a packet addressed to Currer Bell. And then Charlotte had sent it, in the same old packet, to another publisher, and then another, and got it back again.

'Why didn't you change the paper on the packet, my dear?' I asked.

Charlotte smiled. 'I didn't think of it, papa. The worst day was when we were in Manchester, going to the eye doctor. Do you remember? The packet came back then. That was the day before I started writing Jane Eyre.'

'Do you mean that you started writing Jane Eyre while I was lying in that dark room in Manchester?'

'That's right, papa.'

'But that's only six months ago, and here is the book in my hand!'

'Yes, papa. The book was printed a month after I sent it to the publisher.'

'My dear! They decided very quickly that they liked it, then!'

'I think they did, papa. After all, it is a good book, isn't it?'

She smiled at me. I don't think I have ever seen her so happy. She is a very small person, Charlotte, and not a beautiful woman; but when she smiles like that, her face shines like a fine painting. My wife, Maria, used to look like that sometimes when I first met her.

I took her hand in mine. 'It is a very good book, my dear. I cannot tell you how proud I am.'

She touched my hand. 'Thank you, papa. But you must not be proud of me alone, you know. Anne and Emily —'

'Oh no, Charlotte, please!' Emily said.

But Charlotte did not stop. '... Anne and Emily have written books too — books just as good as mine — and their books will soon be published as well! Let me introduce you, papa. These young ladies are not your daughters — they are Acton Bell and Ellis Bell, brothers of the famous writer Currer Bell!'

Emily's face was bright red, but Anne and Charlotte started laughing. I was very surprised.

'All three of you!' I said. 'But... but why do you use these strange names?'

'Because people are stupid, papa,' Anne said. 'No one thinks women can write good books, so we have used men's names instead. And now they say that Currer Bell is a writer who understands women very well!' She laughed again.

'My dears, my dears!' I held out my hands to them, and kissed each of them in turn. 'I don't know what to say. I am so pleased for you all. You have made your old papa happy today.' Something in Emily's face stopped me. 'Emily? You will let me read your book, won't you?'

She thought for a moment. 'Yes, papa. Of course. But... it's very different from Charlotte's. I'm not sure you'll like it.'

'You yourself are very different from Charlotte, my dear, but I love you both. You must show me the book as soon as it comes — and you too, Anne.'

I read both their books that winter. They were very different. Anne's book — Agnes Grey — was the story of an unhappy governess. As I read it, I was sad to think how miserable Anne had been, in a big house away from home, where no one understood her. It was a good book, but it was harder to read than Jane Eyre.

Emily's book was called Wuthering Heights. It was a terrible, frightening, wonderful story. There is love in it, and hate, and fear, and a man called Heathcliff, who is strong and cruel like the devil himself. I read it late one night when the wind was screaming round the house, blowing snow against all the windows, and sometimes I was afraid. When I got up to go to bed, I saw Emily sitting quietly by the fire. She was stroking her big dog, Keeper, with one hand, and drawing a picture with the other.

She looked like a quiet, gentle young woman, I thought. Tall, pretty, and also... There was something different about her. Something very strange and very strong. There was something in her that was stronger than any of her sisters, even Charlotte. Something stronger than even me, or her brother Branwell.

Much stronger than Branwell.

All that year Branwell was very ill. He spent more and more time drinking. He slept most of the day, and was awake half of the night. His face was white, his hands shook when he tried to write. His sisters didn't tell him about their books, or show him the new ones that they were writing. They were afraid that he would be unhappy about their success, because he had wanted to be a writer himself. He made life hard for all of us.

In September 1848 he became very ill. He coughed all day and all night. He began to talk of death, and asked us to pray with him. While we stood together, praying, he began to cough again. He fell to the ground. Emily and I put our arms round him, but he couldn't get up. There was blood on his mouth, and on Emily's dress.

When he stopped coughing, it was because he had stopped breathing. My only son was dead.

We buried him in the church beside his mother and little sisters. It was a cold, rainy afternoon. There were dead wet leaves in the graveyard, and the wind blew rain into our faces. I came back into the house soon afterwards, but Emily walked for an hour or two in the rain with her dog, Keeper. When she came back into the house, her dress was wet through.

Several days later Emily became ill. Her face was hot, she couldn't eat, she kept moving round the house. It was difficult for her to breathe, and it took her a long time to climb the stairs. Charlotte felt her heart — it was beating a hundred and fifteen times a minute.

'Let me call a doctor, Emily,' Charlotte said.

But Emily refused. 'If he comes, I won't talk to him.'

'Then go to bed and rest, please. I can light a fire in your room, and bring you milk and read to you if you like. You need rest, sister!'

'I... do... not!' said Emily slowly. She had to breathe hard between each word, and her face was as white as Branwell's had been. 'My body... doesn't... matter now. I don't... care... about it. I'll live... as I always... have.'

And so, every day, she got up at seven o'clock, dressed herself, and stayed downstairs until ten at night. She ate little or nothing, and coughed for hours. Sometimes she coughed blood. She never went out of the house, but one day Charlotte brought some heather from the moors for her to look at. Emily was lying on the black sofa in the sitting-room. Her dog, Keeper, lay on the floor in front of her.

'Look, Emily,' Charlotte said. 'I've found some purple heather for you. There are still one or two flowers left on the moor.'

'Where?' Emily asked.

'Here. Look.' Charlotte held out the small, bright purple flower.

Emily turned and looked at Charlotte, but I don't think she could see the heather. Her eyes were too bad. Charlotte put it in Emily's hands, but after a moment Emily dropped it on the floor.

At last she said: 'Charlotte, I... will see... the doctor now. If he... comes.' Then she closed her eyes.

Emily was so thin, and her white skin looked like paper. I knew it was too late, but I said to Anne: 'Quick! Put on your coat and fetch him, now!'

We did not have long to wait. The doctor came, half an hour later, to tell us what we already knew. Emily, my daughter, was dead.

1848 was a year of funerals. I buried many children from the village that year. There was a lot of sadness in Haworth. As I came out of the church with the dead flowers from Emily's grave, I saw three other families walk past me. They had come to visit the graves of their own dead children.

The people understood that their children were with God, but no one could explain that to Emily's dog, Keeper. He followed us to her funeral, and for weeks afterwards, he lay outside her bedroom and howled.



same adj. not different. 同样的。

stupid adj. silly or foolish. 愚蠢的。

cruel adj. pleased in suffering others. 残暴的，残忍的。

devil n. spirit of evil, wicked spirit. 魔鬼，恶人。

shake v. move up and down, to and fro. 哆嗦。

heather n. （一种植物）石楠。

purple adj. colour of red and blue mixed. 紫色的。

funeral n. burial ceremony. 葬礼。


8　最好的和最坏的日子

[image: alt]

爱米丽和安妮当然知道，她们知道夏洛蒂写了这本书已经很长时间了。《简·爱》并不是夏洛蒂寄给出版商的第一部书。一年多以前她写过另一本书，名叫《教授》，寄给了一个又一个出版商。可是每次都被退了回来，包裹上写着柯勒·贝尔的名字。夏洛蒂又把包裹按原样寄给一家又一家出版商，结果还是一样。

“可你为什么不把包裹上的纸换一下呢，我亲爱的？”我问。

夏洛蒂笑了，“我没有想过这个，爸爸，最坏的一天是我们在曼彻斯特，要去看眼科医生之前，您还记得吗？就在那时包裹被退回来了，那是我开始写《简·爱》的前一天。”

“你是说就是在我躺在曼彻斯特的黑屋子里的时候，你开始写《简·爱》的？”

“对啊，爸爸。”

“可那只是六个月以前的事啊，现在这本书就已经在我手里了！”

“是的，爸爸。我把稿子寄给出版商一个月后，这本书就开始印刷了。”

“亲爱的！也就是说他们很快就决定了他们喜欢你的书！”

“我想是这样，爸爸。毕竟，这的确是一本好书，对吗？”

她朝我微笑着，我觉得还从未见过她这么快活过。夏洛蒂个子矮小，也并不美丽，但当她那样微笑时，脸上就焕发出光彩，宛如一幅精美的画。当我刚碰到我妻子玛丽亚时，她有时看上去也是这个样子。

我把她的手握在我手中。“这是一本非常好的书，亲爱的，我说不出有多自豪。”

她抚摸着我的手，“谢谢您，爸爸。可您不能只为我一个人自豪呀，您知道吗，还有安妮和爱米丽——”

“噢，不，夏洛蒂，求你了！”爱米丽说。

但是夏洛蒂并没有停下来，“……安妮和爱米丽也写了和我一样好的书——她们的书很快也要出版了！让我来介绍一下，爸爸。这些年轻的女士不是您的女儿——她们是阿克顿·贝尔和埃利斯·贝尔，著名作家柯勒·贝尔的兄弟！”

爱米丽的脸通红放光，而安妮和夏洛蒂开始放声大笑。我非常惊讶。

“你们三个都出书了！”我说，“不过……不过你们为什么用这些古怪的名字呢？”

“因为人们愚蠢，爸爸。”安妮说，“谁也不相信女人能写出好书，所以我们就用男人的名字代替。现在他们说柯勒·贝尔是一个非常了解女人的作家。”她又笑了起来。

“亲爱的，亲爱的孩子们！”我向她们伸出手，挨个亲了亲，“我简直不知道说什么好了。我真为你们高兴。你们今天可让你们的老爸爸开心了。”爱米丽脸上的表情让我停了下来，“爱米丽？你也会让我读你的书，是吗？”

她想了一会儿说：“是的，爸爸。当然。但是……它和夏洛蒂的书非常不一样。我不敢保证您会喜欢它。”

“你自己就和夏洛蒂非常不同啊，亲爱的，可你们两个我都喜欢。等你的书一出来，你一定要马上给我看——还有你，安妮。”

那年冬天我读了她们俩的书。它们大不一样。安妮的书——《艾格尼丝·格雷》——是写一个不快乐的家庭女教师。我一边读，一边难过地想：在安妮离开家，去那所大房子的日子里，她的处境曾多么悲惨；在那儿没有人理解她。这是本好书，但比《简·爱》晦涩些。

爱米丽的书叫作《呼啸山庄》，那是一个骇人而奇异的故事。它描述了爱情、仇恨、恐惧和一个叫希斯克利夫的男人，他强壮、冷酷，像一个魔鬼。有一天夜里我读它读到很晚，风在屋子周围呼啸着，把雪吹到每一扇窗户上，有几次我简直被吓坏了。当我起身去卧室时，看见爱米丽静静地坐在炉火旁，一只手抚摸着他的“管家”，另一只手在画画。

她看上去是个安静而温柔的年轻姑娘，我想，个子高挑、漂亮，而且……有些与众不同。她有一种非常奇特、非常坚强的东西。她身上有种比她任何姐妹都要坚强的东西，甚至超过了夏洛蒂，甚至超过了我和她的哥哥布兰韦尔。

她强过布兰韦尔许多许多。

那一年布兰韦尔病得非常厉害。他把越来越多的时间花在喝酒上。白天差不多整天睡觉，半夜里才醒来。他脸色苍白，手一写字就哆嗦。他的姐妹们没有和他讲过她们的书，也没有给他看过她们正在写的新书。她们害怕他会因为她们的成功而难过，因为他自己本来想当作家。他让我们大家的日子都不好过。

1848年9月，他病得更重了，整日整夜地咳嗽。他开始谈到死亡，并让我们和他一起祷告。当我们站在一起祷告时，他又咳嗽起来。他摔倒在地板上。爱米丽和我用胳膊抱住他，可他站不起来了。他嘴里流出了血，流到爱米丽的衣服上。

他不再咳嗽了，因为他已停止了呼吸。我唯一的儿子死了。

我们把他埋在教堂，挨着他妈妈和他的小姐姐们。那是个寒冷的、阴雨连绵的下午。墓地上铺满潮湿的枯叶，风把雨吹到我们脸上。后来我很快回到屋里，可爱米丽带着“管家”在雨中走了一两个小时。等她回家时，衣服全湿透了。

几天后，爱米丽病倒了。她的脸在发烧，吃不下东西，在房子周围走来走去。她呼吸困难，上楼梯要花很长时间。夏洛蒂试了试她的心跳——一分钟跳到了115次。

“我去叫医生吧，爱米丽。”夏洛蒂说。

可爱米丽拒绝了，“如果他来，我就不理他。”

“那么上床休息吧，求你了。我给你在房间生上火，再给你端杯牛奶。如果你愿意，我念书给你听。你需要休息，妹妹！”

“我……不……需要！”爱米丽慢慢地说。每说一个字她都要艰难地喘半天气，脸色像布兰韦尔的一样苍白。“我的身体……现在没有……关系。我不……在乎。我会……和往常……一样……生活。”

这样，每天她7点钟起床，穿好衣服，在楼下待到晚上10点。她吃得很少，或者干脆不吃，几个小时地咳嗽。有时咳出了血。她再也没出过门。但有一天夏洛蒂从荒野摘了些石楠来给她看。爱米丽躺在客厅的黑沙发上，她的“管家”趴在她跟前的地板上。

“看，爱米丽。”夏洛蒂说，“我给你采了些紫石楠花，野地里有一两朵还没凋谢。”

“在哪儿？”爱米丽问。

“这儿，看。”夏洛蒂递过紫色的小花。

爱米丽转过头来看着夏洛蒂，可我觉得她看不见石楠了。她的视力太糟了。夏洛蒂把花放到爱米丽手中，可过了一会儿，爱米丽把花掉到了地板上。

终于她说：“夏洛蒂，我……要看……医生了，如果他……能来的话。”说完她就闭上了眼睛。

爱米丽已经非常消瘦，皮肤看上去像纸一般苍白。我知道已经太迟了，可还是对安妮说：“快！穿上外套去叫医生，马上！”

没等多久——半小时以后医生就来了。他告诉了我们已知道的消息。爱米丽，我的女儿，她死了。

1848年是个葬礼之年，那年我主持了村里许多孩子的葬礼。霍沃思充满了悲哀的气氛。当我拿着爱米丽墓前枯萎的花从教堂里出来时，还看见另外三家人从我身旁走过，他们是来给自己死去的孩子扫墓的。

人们知道他们的孩子是和上帝在一起了，但没有人能给爱米丽的“管家”解释这个。它跟着我们参加了她的葬礼，以后好几个星期，它躺在她的卧室门外，叫着。


9
Arthur Nicholls

That was not the end of my sadness. Anne, too, became ill. She could not breathe, she coughed, her face was white. But she was more sensible than Emily. She took all her medicines, and did everything the doctors said. It didn't help much. In the spring she said she wanted to go to the sea, to a warmer place. The doctors told her to wait. I thought she would die before she went.

At last, in May, Charlotte went away with her. They went to York first, where they visited a wonderful church, York Minster. 'If men can make something as beautiful as this,' Anne whispered, 'what is God's real home like?'

Charlotte told me this in a letter she sent from Scarborough, a town by the sea on the north-east coast.

'On 26th May Anne rode a donkey on the beach,' the letter said. 'She was very happy, papa. Afterwards we went to church and then sat and watched the sea for a long time. On the 28th she was too ill to go out. She died quietly at two o'clock in the afternoon. She will be buried in a graveyard near the sea.'

Anne was the baby of the family, the youngest and prettiest of them all. Before she died, she wrote another book — The Tenant of Wildfell Hall — about a woman who left her cruel husband. She was proud of it, and so was I. She was twenty-nine years old. 'I don't want to die, papa,' she said. 'I have too many ideas in my head, too many books to write.'

When Charlotte came home the dogs barked happily. Perhaps they thought Anne and Emily and Branwell were coming home too — I don't know. But it was only Charlotte. The smallest of all my children. Not the prettiest, not the strongest, not the strangest. God had taken all those for himself. He had left me with the one who would become the most famous. And the one who nearly had a child.

Charlotte wrote two more books: Shirley, about a strong brave woman like her sister Emily; and Villette, about love between a teacher and a pupil. But Jane Eyre was her most famous book. Everyone in England talked about it; everyone wanted to read it.

Charlotte went to London and met many famous writers. I was very pleased; I loved to hear about the people and places that she saw. But she always came back to Haworth; she didn't like to be with famous people very long. And this quiet place was her home.

In 1852, just before Christmas, a terrible thing happened. I heard some of it from my room. My curate, Arthur Nicholls, opened the door to Charlotte's sitting-room, and stood there. His face was white, and he was shaking.

'Yes, Mr Nicholls?' Charlotte said. 'Do you want to come in?'

'No, Miss Charlotte — that is, yes. I mean — I have something important to say to you.'

I heard his voice stop for a moment and then he went on. 'I have always... felt strongly about you, Miss Charlotte, and... my feelings are stronger, much stronger, than you know. And, well, the fact is, Miss Charlotte, that... I am asking you to be my wife.'

There was a long silence. I heard every word, and I felt cold and angry. Mr Nicholls was a good curate, but that was all. I paid him ￡100 a year to help me with my work, but he had no place in my house, or in my daughter's bed! I stood up, and opened my door.

'Mr Nichols!'

He turned and looked at me. I could see Charlotte behind him.

'You will leave this house at once, Mr Nicholls. I am very, very angry! You must not speak to my daughter again — ever! Do you understand me?'

The stupid man was shaking and almost crying! I thought he was ill. He opened his mouth to speak, but no words came out. Then he turned and went out of the door.

Mr Nicholls stayed in his own house for three days. He refused to eat, the stupid man, and he sent me some angry letters. But Charlotte wrote to him, to say that she would not marry him. Then Mr Nicholls said he would leave Haworth, and go to Australia.

On his last day, in church, he had to give people bread to eat. But when he held out the bread to Charlotte, he could not do it, because he was shaking and crying so much. Afterwards, the people of Haworth gave him a gold watch. He cried about that, too.

I thought it was all finished, but I was wrong. I think he wrote to Charlotte, and she wrote back. In April of 1854, he came back to Haworth. Charlotte brought him into my room. I looked at him, but I said nothing. I was not pleased.

'Papa,' Charlotte said. 'Mr Nicholls and I have something to say to you.'

I did not like that. 'Mr Nicholls and I...' It did not sound good to me.

'I am busy,' I said. 'I have a lot of work.'

Charlotte smiled. 'That's because you don't have a good curate, papa. When Mr Nicholls was here, your life was easy.'

'Perhaps,' I said. 'But he was going to Australia, I thought. Why haven't you gone, sir?'

Mr Nicholls spoke for the first time. He looked very tall and proud, I thought. 'There are two reasons, sir,' he said. 'First, because I have decided not to go to Australia. And also...'

He stopped, and looked down at Charlotte. She smiled up at him, and I felt my blood run cold.

'... and also, because your daughter Charlotte and I would like to be married. We have come to ask you to agree.'

I don't remember what I said next. I think there were a lot of unkind words between us, and some tears. But in the end I agreed. I agreed because Charlotte wanted it, not because of Arthur Nicholls.

In June that year they were married in my church. I did not go — I could not give Charlotte away to that man. But he came back here to be my curate, and he and Charlotte lived in this house with me. He is still here now.

Perhaps he will read this. If he does, he will know that he was right, and I was wrong. Mr Nicholls was, after all, a good husband for Charlotte. I understood, after a while, that he honestly loved her, and he could make her happy. She began to smile and laugh again. Her eyes shone, she sang sometimes as she worked. Our house became a home again.

She went with him to see his family in Ireland, and travelled to the far west of that country. Mr Nicholls did most of my church work for me. Charlotte began a new book — Emma, she called it. And one day in December 1854 she came into my room, smiling. I could see that she was excited.

'What is it, my dear? Have you finished your book?'

'No, not yet, papa. But I have something wonderful to tell you. What do you think?'

'I don't know, my dear. If it's not your book, then...'

'I told Arthur yesterday. I am going to have a child.'

I did not say anything. Her hand was on the table and I put my hand on it gently. It was wonderful news. I remembered when my own wife, Maria, had told me this, and how this house had been full of the laughter of little voices, and the noise of running feet. Charlotte and I sat like that for a long time, remembering.

It did not happen. At Christmas she fell ill, and in the New Year she was worse. She felt sick all the time because of the baby, and she ate nothing. She lay in bed all day, hot and coughing. Arthur Nicholls cared for her wonderfully — I think he often stayed awake all night. But it did not help.

On 31st March 1855 the last of my six children died. It was early in the morning. Arthur Nicholls was sitting by her bed, and I was standing by the door. She was asleep with her hand in his. Her face was very thin and pale.

She opened her eyes and saw him. Then she coughed, and I saw fear in her face.

'Oh God,' she whispered. 'I am not going to die, am I? Please don't take me away from Arthur now — we have been so happy.'

Those were the last words she ever said. A little while later, I walked slowly out of the house. As I went into the graveyard, the church bell began to ring. It was ringing to tell Haworth and all the world that Charlotte Brontë was dead.



sadness n. 悲哀。

tenant n. person who pays rent for the use of a room, land, building, etc. 房客，承租人。

bark v. （犬）吠。

give people bread to eat 基督教的一种仪式，以面包象征耶稣的身体，众人分食面包以纪念耶稣为世人而死。

unkind adj. unfriendly. 不好的，不友好的。

shine v. reflect light. 闪耀。

It does not help. 无济于事。

whisper v. speak very quietly, using the breath but not the voice. 低语，耳语。


9　阿瑟·尼科尔斯
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我的悲哀还没有结束。安妮也开始生病了，她呼吸吃力，咳嗽着，脸色苍白。但她比爱米丽明智，她吃了各种药，完全遵医嘱行事。可是并不怎么管用。春天来了，她说想去海边，去一个暖和些的地方，可大夫们让她等等。我预感到她可能等不到动身就会死去。

最后在5月份，夏洛蒂和她一起，先去了约克，在那儿参观了美丽的约克·敏斯特大教堂。“人类的作品已经如此美丽，”安妮叹息道，“上帝的家园又会是什么样呢？”

夏洛蒂在一封寄自斯卡伯勒的信中向我讲述了这件事，那是位于东北部海边的一个城镇。

“5月26日安妮在岸边骑了一头驴子。”信中写道，“她非常快活，爸爸。然后我们去了教堂，又坐着，看着大海，在那儿待了很长时间。28号她病得不能出门。下午两点钟她静静地死了。她将葬在海边的墓地。”

安妮是家中最小的孩子，最年轻，也最漂亮。她死前写了另一本书——《瓦尔德费尔庄园的房客》——关于一个妇女离开她残酷的丈夫的故事。她为这本书自豪，我也是。她当时29岁。“我不想死，爸爸。”她说，“我的脑子里还有许多许多构思，我还有许多许多的书要写。”

夏洛蒂回家时，狗儿们欢快地叫着。或许它们以为安妮、爱米丽和布兰韦尔也一同回来了——我不知道。可是只有夏洛蒂回来了。我所有孩子中个子最小的一个，她不是最美的，不是最坚强的，也不是最怪异的一个。上帝把其他孩子都召了回去，只留给我这一个，但她将成为最有名的一个。她差一点就有了自己的孩子。

夏洛蒂又写了另外两本书：《雪莉》是关于一个像爱米丽一样坚强勇敢的妇女的故事；《维莱特》写的是一对师生之间的爱情故事。不过《简·爱》是她最著名的作品，英格兰上下每个人都在谈论它，每个人都想读它。

夏洛蒂去了伦敦，会晤了许多有名的作家。我非常高兴；我爱听她谈论她见到的人和去过的地方。但她最后总是回到霍沃思。她不喜欢和有名的人物在一起待太长时间。只有这个安静的地方才是她的家。

1852年圣诞节前，发生了一件可怕的事。我从我的房间里听到一些声音。我的副牧师，阿瑟·尼科尔斯先生，推开了夏洛蒂起居室的门，站在那儿。他脸色苍白，浑身发抖。

“哦，尼科尔斯先生，”夏洛蒂说，“您想进来吗？”

“不，夏洛蒂小姐——我是说是的。我的意思是——我有件重要的事要跟您说。”

我听见他的声音停了一下，又继续说道：“我对您总是……有一种强烈的感情，夏洛蒂小姐，而且……我的感情越来越强烈，比您知道的要强烈得多。嗯，那么，事实是，夏洛蒂小姐，那就是……我请求您做我的妻子。”

一段长时间的沉默。我听见了每一个字，我又冷，又生气。尼科尔斯先生是个优秀的副牧师，但仅此而已。我每年付他100英镑来帮我工作，可他在我家里没有位置，更不可能和我女儿结婚！我站起身，把门推开。

“尼科尔斯先生！”

他转过身来看着我。我看见夏洛蒂站在他身后。

“你马上离开这所房子，尼科尔斯先生。我非常生气！不许你再和我女儿说话——永远！你听明白了吗？”

那个笨家伙浑身颤抖着，快要哭出来了！我觉得他是生病了。他张开嘴巴，可是一个字也说不出。然后他转身走出了房门。

尼科尔斯先生在他的房间待了三天。他绝食，这个笨家伙还写了些愤怒的信给我。但夏洛蒂也给他写了信，说她不会嫁给他。后来尼科尔斯先生说他要离开霍沃思，去澳大利亚。

最后一天，在教堂他得给人们做分面包的仪式。当他把面包递给夏洛蒂时，他简直无法进行下去了，他哆嗦着，哭得那么厉害。然后，霍沃思的人们送了他一块金表。他为这个又哭了。

我以为一切都结束了，可我错了。我猜他写信给夏洛蒂，而她也回了信。1854年4月，他又回到了霍沃思，夏洛蒂把他带进我的房间，我看着他，一言不发。我挺不高兴。

“爸爸，”夏洛蒂说，“尼科尔斯先生和我有件事要告诉您。”

我可不乐意她那么说。“尼科尔斯先生和我……”听上去不大妙。

“我没空，”我说，“我有好多事要干。”

夏洛蒂微笑了，“那是因为您没有一个称职的副牧师，爸爸。尼科尔斯先生在这儿的时候，您很轻松。”

“也许吧，”我说道，“但我记得他要去澳大利亚的呀。您怎么还没有走啊，先生？”

尼科尔斯先生第一次开口讲了话。我记得他看上去个子很高，神情骄傲。“有两个原因，先生，”他说，“首先是因为我决定不去澳大利亚了，另外……”

他停下来，低头看着夏洛蒂。她抬头笑吟吟地望着他。我觉得血液都要冷却了。

“……另外，因为您的女儿夏洛蒂和我打算结婚了。我们是来请求您的同意的。”

我记不得后来我说了什么，大概是我们两人之间说了一大堆不友好的话，都流了泪。不过最后我还是同意了。之所以这样做是为了夏洛蒂，这是她想要的；而不是因为阿瑟·尼科尔斯。

那年6月份，他们在我主持的教堂结了婚，可我没去——我不愿把夏洛蒂交给那个男人。但他仍回到这里来做我的副牧师。他、夏洛蒂和我一起住在这所房子里。他现在还在这儿。

或许他会读到这段文字。如果读了，他就会知道他是对的，而我错了。不管怎样，尼科尔斯先生是夏洛蒂的好丈夫。一段时间之后我才看出来。他真诚地爱着她，能给她带来欢乐。她又开始笑了，她的眸子闪烁着光彩，有时工作着就会唱起歌来。我们的家又像个家了。

她和他一起去了他的爱尔兰老家，一直旅行到西边很远的地方。尼科尔斯先生为我分担了教堂的绝大部分工作。夏洛蒂开始着手写一本新书——她为这本书取名为《艾玛》。1854年12月的一天，她来到了我的房间，脸上挂着微笑，看得出她很兴奋。

“怎么了，亲爱的？你写完书了？”

“不，还没呢，爸爸。但我有个好消息要告诉您。您猜是什么？”

“我猜不出，亲爱的。如果不是关于你的书，那么……”

“我昨天已经告诉了阿瑟。我怀孕了。”

我什么也没说。她的手正放在桌上，我轻轻地把手放到她的手上。这真是个好消息。我记得妻子玛丽亚也曾告诉我这样的好消息，还记得这房子里是如何地充满了稚嫩的欢笑和欢快跑动的脚步声。夏洛蒂和我就那么坐了好久，回忆着这一切。

可事情并未发生。圣诞节时她病了，到了元旦她病得更重了。由于胎儿的缘故，她总是感到恶心，什么也吃不下。她整天躺在床上，发着烧而且咳嗽。阿瑟·尼科尔斯很细心地照顾她——我想他经常整宿地不睡，但这也无济于事。

1855年3月31日，我六个孩子中的最后一个死了。那是个清晨，阿瑟·尼科尔斯坐在她的床边，我站在门旁。她的手放在他的手里睡着了。她的脸是那么消瘦、苍白。

她睁开眼睛看着他，然后又是一阵咳嗽，在她脸上我看到了恐惧的神色。

“噢，上帝，”她叹息道，“我不会死的，是吗？请别现在就把我从阿瑟身边带走——我们是多么幸福啊！”

那是她最后的话。过了一小会儿，我慢慢地走出了屋子。当我走进墓地时，教堂的钟敲响了，那是在告诉霍沃思和全世界，夏洛蒂·勃朗特去世了。


10
Maria

And so now I have written it. It is three o'clock in the morning. The house is very quiet and the wind has stopped. I can hear the sound of the wood burning in the fire and the clock on the stairs. Somewhere upstairs Arthur Nicholls is sleeping quietly.

I know that Charlotte's friend, Mrs Gaskell, has nearly finished her book about Charlotte. Perhaps I will show her what I have written.

Perhaps. But I don't think so. I wrote to her before, and answered her questions, and that is enough. She is a writer, she can write her own book. I will keep this book in my desk, for myself — and perhaps for Arthur Nicholls. There is no need for other people to read it. My daughter Charlotte is famous already, and when Mrs Gaskell has written about her, she will be more famous still.

I wish my wife Maria could read Charlotte's books — and Emily's, and Anne's. Perhaps she can. We had some fine children, didn't we, Maria?

I wonder if she can hear me. It is a fine night, now that the wind has stopped. There is a bright moon, and the sky is full of stars. I think I will go outside, and walk through the graveyard to the church, and talk to Maria there.



nearly adv. almost, not far from, but not quite. 几乎，近乎。


10　玛丽亚
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现在我写完了。凌晨3点钟，整幢房子非常寂静，风也停了。我可以听见木柴在火中燃烧的声音，还有楼梯上钟的嘀哒声。楼上，阿瑟·尼科尔斯静静地睡着。

我知道夏洛蒂的朋友盖斯凯尔夫人快写完夏洛蒂的传记了，或许我会给她看看我写下的这些东西。

也许，但也许不会。我以前给她写过信，回答了她的一些问题，那已经够了。她是个作家，会写好自己的书的。我会把这本书放在我的书桌里，只给我自己——或许还有阿瑟·尼科尔斯看。没有必要给别人看了。我女儿夏洛蒂已经成名了，而且盖斯凯尔夫人的书写好以后，她会更出名的。

我真希望我妻子玛丽亚能读读夏洛蒂的书——还有爱米丽和安妮的。或许她能看到，我们有几个多么出色的孩子，玛丽亚，是吗？

我不知道她是否能听见我的话。今夜天气很好，风现在也已停了。一轮明月当空，天上繁星点缀。我想我会出去走走，穿过墓地，到教堂去，在那儿和玛丽亚谈谈。


Exercises

A Checking your understanding

Chapters 1-3 How much can you remember? Check your answers.

1 In the autumn of 1855, who was living in the Brontës' house?

2 When did the Brontë family move to Haworth?

3 Which of the six children went to Cowan Bridge School?

4 What was wrong with the school?

5 What happened to Maria and Elizabeth Brontë?

6 Why did the children start writing stories?

7 What were the names of the countries which they invented?

Chapters 4-6 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 Emily was very happy at Roe Head School.

2 Branwell was a good artist.

3 The Brontë children had to find jobs because their father was poor.

4 The girls liked working as governesses, living in big fine houses.

5 Branwell never had a job.

6 A lot of parents wanted to send their children to the Brontës' school.

7 Patrick Brontë wanted Branwell to forget Mrs Robinson.

Chapters 7-8 Who said these words, and what were they talking about?

1 'They're not for people to read.'

2 'You will almost certainly lose money, because no one will buy it!'

3 'I didn't think of it, papa.'

4 'And now they say that Currer Bell is a writer who understands women very well!'

5 'You will let me read your book, won't you?'

6 'If he comes, I won't talk to him.'

Chapter 9-10 Find answers to these questions in the text.

1 How many books did Anne Brontë write?

2 Why did Charlotte become famous?

3 Why was Patrick Brontë angry when Arthur Nicholls asked Charlotte to marry him?

4 Why did Patrick change his mind about Arthur Nicholls later?

5 Who was writing a book about Charlotte Brontë?

B Working with language

1 Complete these sentences with information from the story.

1) It was a windy day in April when the Brontë family...

2) Patrick Brontë thought it was important for his children to go to school because...

3) The children began writing stories the day after...

4) Branwell went to London in 1835, but...

5) The three girls wanted to start a school because...

6) Branwell began to drink and to take laudanum after...

7) It was difficult for women to publish books so...

2 Put these sentences in the right order. Then check your order with chapters 7 and 8.

1) After a month they returned home to Haworth.

2) Branwell died in September 1848, and soon afterwards Emily became ill.

3) He read all their books and was very proud of his daughters.

4) In the summer of 1846 Charlotte took her father to Manchester.

5) She refused to see a doctor and died some weeks later.

6) There, a doctor operated on Patrick Brontë's eyes.

7) But he was not proud of his son, Branwell, who spent most of his time drinking.

8) While her father was recovering, Charlotte began to write Jane Eyre.

9) That winter Patrick learnt that all three girls had published a book.

C Activities

1 What do you think happened to Branwell Brontë during his two weeks in London? Imagine that you met Branwell several times, and write a letter to Charlotte, telling her what happened to her brother.

2 Imagine you are a newspaper reporter, who comes to Haworth in 1847 to interview Currer, Ellis, and Acton Bell. Describe what happened when you arrived at the Brontës' home, and write down your conversations with the three sisters.

3 Find out about the life story of a famous writer from your own country. Tell the story of this writer's life in English.


[image: alt]


[image: alt]


[image: alt]


[image: alt]


京权图字01-97-0328

Originally published by Oxford University Press, Great Clarendon Street, Oxford. ©1995

This edition is licensed for sale in the People's Republic of China only and not for export therefrom.

'Oxford' is a registered trademark of Oxford University Press.

图书在版编目（CIP）数据

公正 = Justice / （英）维卡里（Vicary, T.）著；陈莉译．—北京：外语教学与研究出版社，1998（2015.2 重印）

(书虫·牛津英汉双语读物）

ISBN 978-7-5600-1378-7




Ⅰ．公…　Ⅱ．①维…②陈…　Ⅲ．小说—英国—对照读物—文学—英、汉　Ⅳ．H319.4：I




中国版本图书馆CIP数据核字（98）第07713号




出版人：　蔡剑峰

责任编辑：任小玫

出版发行：外语教学与研究出版社

社　　址：北京市西三环北路19号（100089）

网　　址：http://www.fltrp.com

版　　次：1998年8月第1版

书　　号：ISBN 978-7-5600-1378-7

*　　*　　*

凡侵权、盗版书籍线索，请联系我社法律事务部

举报电话：（010）88817519

电子邮箱：banquan@fltrp.com

法律顾问：立方律师事务所　刘旭东律师

　　　　　中咨律师事务所　殷　斌律师


Contents
目　录

  简介

  1．Bomb

  炸弹

  2．Anna

  安娜

  3．'I Made Him Happy'

  “我让他高兴”

  4．Phone Call

  电话

  5．'You Must Believe Me!'

  “你们必须相信我！”

  6．In the Tunnel

  隧道里

  


  Exercises

      


返回总目录

  


“书虫”免费增值服务上线！

第一时间获得习题答案、检验阅读水平、记录学习轨迹

更多精彩内容，登录http://2u4u.fltrp.com/reading


简　介

恐怖分子不在乎杀害谁或伤害谁；对别人是否公正他们并不感兴趣，他们感兴趣的只是炸弹、枪枝、杀人，然后如何逃脱法律责任。但是在有警察、法律和监狱以前，人们用一种更古老的方法来讨回公道，那就是以眼还眼，以牙还牙，以命抵命……

国会大厦门外，一颗炸弹在女王乘坐的马车里爆炸，炸死了五人，可偏偏没炸着女王。简·科尔正在观望的人群中。她惊恐地推开惶恐的人群寻找着为女王驾车的父亲。她看到他正躺在血泊中痛苦地呻吟着。

阿兰·科尔没有死，但他失去了一条腿。而且他和女儿的危难才刚刚开始，因为他知道恐怖分子的一些事情。尽管当时他还不知道这点，但很快他就意识到了。

然而，在某个地方，某个人正急切地想阻止阿兰讲明真相……




本书作者蒂姆·维卡里是一位很有经验的教师和作家。他已为牛津出版社写了许多故事，而且还出版了两本小说：《红玫瑰上的血》及《猫和老鼠》。他现在居住和工作在英格兰北部的约克。


1
Bomb

'Look!' Jane Cole said. 'Here she comes now!'

The two Americans looked along the street. There were crowds of people everywhere. In the middle of the road, soldiers were riding towards them on horseback. Behind them came a golden coach, pulled by six black horses.

'That's my father,' Jane said. 'He's the coachman — the man driving the horses. '

The American woman said, 'Fantastic! Your father's driving the Queen! Quick, Harry, use the video camera!'

'I am using it!' her husband said. 'But she's too far away. Can't we get a little nearer, Jane?'

'We can try,' Jane said. 'Follow me!' She took them nearer to the entrance to Parliament. 'This is where the coach will stop and the Queen will get out. Then she'll go upstairs to open Parliament for this year.'

'Didn't someone put a bomb under your Parliament once?' the American man asked. 'I read about that at school. Guy... something?'

'Guy Fawkes,' Jane said. 'In 1605. He tried to blow up Parliament, that's right. But don't worry. There's no Guy Fawkes here today.'

She smiled at the Americans. She was a student, and this was her part-time job—to show tourists round London. She felt proud to show them her father, driving the Queen on a wonderful day like this.

Then the Queen's coach came past in front of them, the golden roof bright in the sunlight.

There were people everywhere, trying to take photos. Jane saw a woman with red-brown hair behind the American man, pressing the button of her camera. That's stupid, Jane thought, she can only see the backs of people's heads there. The woman shook her camera angrily; there seemed to be something wrong with it. The American woman pulled Jane forward, laughing happily. 'Come on,' she said, 'let's get to the front! Use that video, Harry!'

Alan Cole stopped the coach outside Parliament, and sat there, quietly holding the horses. A man opened the coach door, and Prince Charles and the Duke of Edinburgh got out. Then the Queen got out. She was wearing a long white dress, and carrying a gold handbag. She walked slowly towards the entrance to the building.

'Excuse me, please,' the woman with red-brown hair said. 'I must get closer.' She pushed past Jane and held out her small black camera.

'Oh, all right,' Jane said. 'But... my God!'

There was a loud BANG! Jane saw a bright white light in front of her eyes, and felt a terrible hot wind on her face. The wind threw her backwards, and she fell to the ground with a lot of other people. For a moment she lay there, not thinking, not seeing.

Her eyes were open but she saw nothing. Only... blue sky. She heard nothing. Only... silence. Her body felt no pain. But she could smell something. Smoke.

Smoke? she thought. I don't understand. Why smoke? And this blue sky. Where am I?

Then the screaming began.

The screaming was high and loud and terrible. It didn't sound human. It went on and on and on.

Jane saw a hand in front of her, on the ground. A man's hand with blood on it. And broken glass. She moved her head and saw broken glass everywhere, and blood, and bodies lying on the ground. She stood up slowly.

For a moment she thought everyone was dead. There were bodies everywhere, but no one was moving. Then a man ran across the road, and one of the bodies moved.

The body wasn't human; it was a horse. As it moved, it screamed. The horse tried to stand up, but it couldn't, because it only had three legs. There was blood all round the horse, and a big bit of wood in its stomach.

The Queen's coach was broken into a thousand pieces, and there were bits of wood and clothes and bodies everywhere. The bodies looked like broken dolls.

'Dad!' she screamed. 'Oh God — my father!'

She ran quickly towards the coach. A policeman with a bloody hand tried to stop her, but she pushed him away.

'My father's over there!' she screamed.

At first she couldn't find him. There were so many bodies—and so much blood! She saw the horse in the middle of a great lake of blood, trying to get up on its front leg. There was blood coming from the horse's nose and stomach — and under the back legs, something that looked like...

A body. A man. ' Father!'

Alan Cole was covered with blood and his face was as white as paper. When he saw Jane, he opened his eyes and screamed. 'It's my leg! My leg—get this horse off me!'

His leg was under the back of the horse, which was moving wildly, trying to get up. Each time the horse moved, it fell on Alan Cole's leg, and he screamed.

Jane ran and pushed the horse but it was too big, too heavy. She pulled its tail but that was no good. It tried to get up and fell on her father's leg again, twice. She could hear his bones breaking. Then a policeman came and held the horse's leg. Jane held its tail, and another policeman held Alan's arms. Jane and the first policeman pulled the horse to one side, while the second policeman pulled Alan free. The horse screamed, kicked Jane on the shoulder, and died.




Jane went in the ambulance with her father to the hospital. There were lots of people there. She heard a reporter talking on the telephone to his office.

'Five,' he said. 'Five dead, and about thirty are very badly hurt. It was a bomb—it must be terrorists. But the Queen is safe. She was inside Parliament with her husband and Prince Charles and...'

'Never mind the bloody Queen!' Jane thought. 'What about my father?'

The doctors took Alan away from Jane, and she had to sit and wait. Her shoulder was hurt, but not badly. For nearly four hours she walked up and down, drank coffee, and thought: why?

Why try to kill the Queen—how will that help anyone? Why kill tourists and soldiers outside Parliament? Why try to kill my father?

Jane's father was the most important person in the world to her. When he was a soldier, she had travelled around the world with him. He had taught her to climb mountains, win judo fights, ride horses, sail boats — he was a great father. Now, she thought, he may be dead.

At midnight, a young Indian doctor came to see her. He was tired and serious. He looked at her sadly.

'It's bad news, isn't it?' Jane said. 'Is he dead?'

'No, Miss Cole,' the doctor said. 'We have saved your father's life. But I am afraid...' He hesitated.

'Yes? What then? Please — tell me!'

'I am afraid he has lost his leg. It was too badly broken — we had to cut it off.'

'Oh my God!' Jane sat down suddenly. 'You cut his leg off!' She stared at the doctor and thought: Dad will never be able to climb or ride or sail again. Oh, poor man! It's worse than being dead! She began to cry.

'I'm very sorry, miss,' the doctor said. 'We had to do it, to save his life. He'll get an artificial leg. He'll learn to use it. At least he's alive...'

'Yes, I suppose so.' Jane looked up. 'I'm sorry, doctor. I'm sure you did your best. Can I see him now?'

'Yes, of course. The nurse will show you...'

In the hospital bed, Alan Cole lay quietly. His face was as white as the sheets on the bed, but when Jane came in, he opened his eyes slowly. Jane took one of his hands in hers. The hand was cold, like ice.

'Janie? Are you all right?'

'Me? I'm fine, Dad. And you're going to be OK too, aren't you? The doctor told me.'

He closed his eyes, and for a long time he didn't answer. Perhaps he's asleep again, Jane thought. Then, very quietly, Alan Cole said, 'Stay with me, Janie.'

'Of course, Dad. I'm not going anywhere.' Jane sat down on a chair beside the bed. 'You sleep now.'

Her father closed his eyes, and the nurse smiled at Jane. 'Would you like a cup of tea, miss?'

'Yes, please,' Jane said. 'It's going to be a long night.' She held her father's hand, and watched him sleeping. He looks happy now, she thought. Like a baby.

But what will he say when I tell him about the leg?




Next day, the doctor told Alan about his leg. Jane sat by the bed and held his hand while he listened. He didn't say anything, but tears came into his eyes.

'I'm very sorry, Mr Cole,' the doctor said. 'But we had to do it. Your leg was broken in forty places, and you lost a lot of blood. You're lucky to be alive.'

'Lucky!' Alan Cole said angrily. 'With this? Damn it, man, I'll never walk again!'

'Oh yes, you will, Mr Cole. We'll get you an artificial leg. They're very good—they move like an ordinary leg. No one will see it under your trousers.'

'And will I be able to ride horses with it, or swim, or climb mountains?'

'Well, perhaps not...' The doctor hesitated. 'We'll do our best for you, Mr Cole, believe me. Now, here's something to help you sleep. You'll feel better later.'

All day, Jane waited in the hospital. She drank tea, read newspapers, had a meal, and held her father's hand as he slept. No one came to visit. Her mother was dead, and her brother lived in Australia. At four o'clock her father woke up, and looked at her with big frightened eyes.

'Janie?' he said.

'Yes, Dad.'

'What happened? The doctor said there was a bomb, didn't he? And I lost my leg. But... I can't remember.'

Very quietly, Jane told him what she had seen. Then she read the newspaper aloud.




Five people have died, and forty are in hospital. One man from the Queen's coach lost a leg, and the other three are dead. But the Queen, Prince Charles, and the Duke of Edinburgh were not hurt. Yesterday some Irish terrorists rang the BBC to say they exploded the bomb. 'We are sorry that ordinary people died,' they said. 'We meant to kill the Queen, not them. But accidents happen sometimes. The Queen was lucky this time, because the bomb exploded too late. But she has to be lucky every time. We only have to be lucky once.'




'My God!' Alan said. 'The bastards! Who... who died?'

'One policeman, a tourist, and three coachmen,' Jane said. 'You were the only coachman who didn't die.'

'Oh no.' Alan's eyes were filled with tears. 'George, Bernard, John—dead! What harm had they ever done to the Irish, or to anyone? Why did the Irish have to kill them with their bloody bomb? There's no justice in this life, is there?'

'Well, perhaps the police will...' Jane began.

'Yes, I hope they catch those murdering Irish bastards, I really do. I hope they lock them in prison until they die. That's what I hope. By God, I do!'

'Of course they will, Dad.' Jane stroked her father's hand softly. 'The police are out there now, looking for the bombers. They'll catch them, before too long.'



crowd n. a large group of people. 一群人。

coach n. a kind of car pulled by horses. 马车。

fantastic adj. wonderful. 奇妙的。

parliament n. the building where people discuss and make laws in a country. 国会。

press v. push steadily against. 按。

proud adj. feeling pleased about something you have done. 自豪。

scream v. cry or say loudly, especially because of fear or anger. 尖叫。

human n. 人类。

doll n. toy that looks like a child. 布娃娃。

kick v. hit something or someone with the foot. 踢。

shoulder n. 肩。

ambulance n. a special car for carrying people who are ill or wounded. 救护车。

terrorist n. someone who frightens, hurts, or kills other people in order to get sth. that he or she wants. 恐怖主义分子。

bloody adj. bleeding or covered in blood; also, a word used to show that you are angry. 血腥的；也可用为强势语。

judo n. 柔道。

serious adj. important because of possible danger. 严重的。

hesitate v. stop for a moment to show that you are not sure about what you are doing or saying. 犹豫。

stare v. look very hard at sth. for a long time. 盯着看。

artificial adj. not natural; made by people. 人造的。

suppose v. think. 想，认为。

Janie n. 简妮（人名Jane的昵称，常用于家人之间的对话中）。

tear n. water that comes from the eyes when you cry. 眼泪。

Damn it! 该死的！（感叹词，用以表示愤怒、厌烦、急躁等）。

explode v. 爆炸。

accident n. something which happens by chance. 意外事故。

bastard n. a bad or cruel person (usually a man). 混蛋（俚语）。

justice n. 公正。

stroke v. move your hand slowly and gently over something. 抚摸。

catch v. 抓获。


1　炸弹

“看！”简·科尔说，“她来了！”

那两个美国人顺着街道看去。到处都是人群。马路中间，士兵正骑在马背上朝他们这边走来。在士兵们的后面，是一辆由六匹黑马拉着的金色马车。

“那是我父亲，”简说，“他是马车夫——就是赶马的人。”

那个美国妇女说：“真奇妙！你父亲正驾车拉着女王！快点，哈利，用摄像机拍下来！”

“我正在拍！”她丈夫说，“可她离得太远了。我们能再离得近些吗，简？”

“试试吧，”简说，“跟我来！”她带他们走到离国会大厦门口更近些的地方。“马车就停在这儿，女王从这儿下车。然后她上楼去召开今年的国会会议。”

“不是有人在你们的国会大楼下埋过炸弹吗？”那个美国男人问。“我在学校里读到过那事。是一个叫盖什么的人？”

“盖·佛克斯，”简说，“是在1605年。他试法要炸飞国会大厦，没错。但别担心。今天这儿没有盖·佛克斯。”

她朝这对美国夫妇笑了笑。她是个学生，而这是她的兼职工作——带游客们在伦敦观光。告诉别人她父亲在像今天这么令人羡慕的时候给女王驾车使她很自豪。

接着女王的马车从他们面前经过，金色的车顶在阳光下闪闪发光。

到处都是拿着照相机想照相的人。简看见在美国男人身后有一个长着棕红色头发的女人，她正按下照相机的快门。那样做可真傻，简想，她在那儿只能照到那儿的人们的后脑勺啊。那女人生气地摇晃着照相机，照相机好像出了什么毛病。那个美国女人往前拉着简，高兴地笑着。“走啊，”她说，“咱们上前边去。哈利，用摄像机拍一下！”

阿兰·科尔把马车停在国会大厦门前，坐在那儿，静静地把住缰绳。一个男人打开马车门，查尔斯王子和艾丁堡公爵走出马车。接着女王也走了出来。她穿着一件长长的白色连衣裙，手中拿着一个金色提包。她慢慢走向大楼门口。

“劳驾，”留着棕红色头发的女人说，“我得靠近些。”她推开简往前走着，举着她那个黑色小相机。

“噢，可以，”简说，“可是……天啊！”

“砰”的一声巨响！简看到眼前闪过一道白光，感到一股难忍的热气扑面而来。热浪把她抛向后面，她和许多其他人一起摔倒在地。片刻间她躺在那儿脑中一片空白，眼前一片漆黑。
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她睁开眼睛，可眼前除了蓝天什么也看不见；耳边除了一片寂静什么也听不到。她感觉不到身体的疼痛，可她能闻到一股味儿。是烟味。

烟？她想，我不明白，为什么会有烟？天这么蓝。我在哪儿？

紧接着人们的喊叫声开始响起来了。

这喊叫声又尖又响，很痛苦似的。真不像是人所能发出的声音。还一直响个不停。

简看到眼前的地上有一只手。是男人的一只血淋淋的手。还有碎玻璃。她挪了挪脑袋，看到地上到处是碎玻璃、鲜血和尸体。她慢慢地站起身来。

片刻间，她以为所有的人都死了。因为周围到处是躯体，但又都一动不动。接着一个男人跑过街道，而后又有个东西动了起来。

动起来的不是人而是马。它一边动着，一边嘶鸣着。它想站，可站不起来，因为它只剩三条腿了。它浑身都是血，肚子上还插着一大块木头。

女王的马车被炸得粉碎，到处都是碎木头、破布条和碎尸块。那些尸体就像是破了的布娃娃。

“爸爸！”简尖叫着，“噢，上帝啊——爸爸！”

她飞快地向马车跑去。一只手满是血的警察想拦住她，可被她推开了。

“我父亲在那边呢！”她尖叫着。

开始她找不到他。太多的尸体——而且太多的鲜血！她看到正躺在一大片血泊中的那匹马，它正挣扎着想用前腿站起来。血从它的鼻子和肚子里流淌下来——而在它那黑色的腿下，好像有什么东西，是……

是一个人，一个男人。“爸爸！”

阿兰·科尔浑身是血，脸苍白得像一张白纸。他看到简时睁大眼睛，叫道：“我的腿！我的腿——把这马从我身上推开！”

阿兰的一只腿压在马背下，那匹马正疯狂地挪动着想站起来。马每动一下，都要压一下阿兰的腿，于是他直叫唤。

简跑过去推那匹马，可是它太大，太重。她又去拽马尾巴，可一点用都没有。它两次想要站起来，可又都摔在了她爸爸身上。她听见他的骨头都断了。那时，一个警察过来并抓住马的一条腿。简拽住马尾，另一个警察抓紧阿兰的胳膊。简和第一个警察把马拽到一边，第二个警察把阿兰拖了出来。那匹马嘶叫着，踢了简的一个肩膀一下，然后就死了。




简随爸爸上了救护车到达医院。那里有很多人。她听到一个记者正在给办公室打电话。

“五个，”他说，“五人死亡，大约三十人受重伤。是一枚炸弹——一定是恐怖分子干的。但女王安然无事。她当时在国会大厦里，与她在一起的有她的丈夫、查尔斯王子及……”

“女王怎么样无所谓！”简想，“我父亲怎么办？”

医生们从简身边抬走阿兰，她只好坐在那儿等。她的肩膀有些疼，但不很严重。大约有四个小时，她就这样走来走去，喝咖啡，思考着：这是为什么？

为什么要杀女王——那样对谁有什么好处吗？为什么要杀国会大厦门前的游客和士兵？为什么要杀我父亲？

对于简来讲，父亲是世界上最重要的人。在他当兵的时候简就跟着他周游世界。他教她爬山、柔道、骑马、扬帆开船——他是个了不起的父亲。现在，她想，他可能就要死了。

午夜，一位年轻的印度医生来看她。他看上去很疲劳也很严肃。他悲伤地看着简。

“是坏消息，对吗？”简问，“他死了？”

“不，科尔小姐。”医生说，“我们已经救活了你父亲。但恐怕……”他犹豫道。

“嗯？怎么样呢？劳驾——请告诉我吧！”

“恐怕他的腿保不住了。伤得太厉害——我们不得不锯掉它。”

“噢，天啊！”简一下坐在椅子上，“你们锯了他的腿！”她盯着医生想：爸爸再也不能爬山，再也不能骑马，再也不能扬帆开船了。噢，可怜的人！这比死了还难受！她哭了起来。

“实在对不起，小姐。”医生说，“为了救他的命，我们不得不这样做。他会安条假腿。他会学会用它的。至少他还活着……”

“是啊，我想是这样的。”简抬起头，“对不起，大夫。我确信你们已经尽力了。我现在能看看他吗？”

“当然可以。护士会带你去……”

病床上，阿兰·科尔静静地躺着。他的脸就像床单一样惨白。但当简进来时，他慢慢睁开双眼。简拉起爸爸的一只手。那手冰凉冰凉的。

“简妮？你没事儿吧？”

“我？我很好，爸爸。您也会好起来的，不是吗？医生告诉过我的。”

他闭上眼睛，好长时间没有回话。也许他又睡着了，简想。接着，阿兰·科尔静静地说：“陪着我，简妮。”

“当然，爸爸。我哪儿也不去。”简坐在床边的一把椅子上，“您睡会儿吧。”

父亲合上了双眼；护士朝简笑了笑。“你想要喝杯茶吗，小姐？”

“好的，来一杯吧。”简说，“这一夜长着呢。”她握住爸爸的手，看着他睡着的样子。他现在看上去很快活，她想，就像孩子一样。

但是我跟他提起他的腿时他会说什么呢？




第二天，医生告诉阿兰他的腿的事情。他听的时候简就坐在旁边握着他的手。他什么也没说，但眼中涌出了泪水。

“实在抱歉，科尔先生，”医生说，“可我们只能这么做。你的腿断了40处，又失血过多。您能活下来已经是万幸了。”

“万幸？！”阿兰·科尔生气地说，“就这样？去他的吧，我再也走不了路了！”

“噢，不，科尔先生，你还能走路。我们会给你安一条假腿。非常好使——活动起来就像真的一样。谁也看不出来是假的。”

“那样我还能骑马、游泳或爬山吗？”

“这个嘛，也许不行……”医生犹犹豫豫地说，“不过我们会尽力为你做的，科尔先生，相信我。瞧，这是助你睡眠的东西。你会感觉好些的。”

简一整天都在医院里等着。她喝茶水，读报纸，吃了顿饭，父亲睡觉时她就拉着他的手。没有人前来探视。母亲已经去世了，哥哥住在澳大利亚。4点钟时，父亲醒了，用惊恐的大眼睛看着她。

“简妮？”他说。

“我在这儿，爸爸。”

“出了什么事？医生说有炸弹什么的，不是吗？还说我的腿没了。可是……我想不起来了。”

简静静地告诉他她看到的一切，然后大声念起报纸：




有五人死亡，40人住进医院。女王的马车上有一人失去了一条腿，另外三人死亡。但是女王、查尔斯王子和艾丁堡公爵都没有受伤。昨天，一些爱尔兰恐怖主义分子给BBC打电话说是他们引爆炸弹的。“我们对老百姓的死感到歉意。”他们说，“我们本想杀死女王，而不是他们。但有时事情会出意外。女王这次走运了，因为炸弹炸得太晚了。可她得次次都走运才行，我们只消走运不失手一次就行。”




“上帝啊！”阿兰说，“混蛋！谁……谁死了？”

“一个警察，一位游客和三个马车夫。”简说，“您是唯一活着的车夫。”

“噢，不。”阿兰眼中满是泪水。“乔治、伯纳德、约翰——死了！他们对爱尔兰人有什么伤害？或对任何人有什么伤害？爱尔兰人为什么要用他们那血腥的炸弹杀死他们？生活中不公平，不对吗？”

“是啊，也许警察会……”简开腔道。

“是的，我希望他们能抓住那些杀人的爱尔兰混蛋，我真这么希望。我希望把他们关在监狱里直到他们老死。那便是我所希望的。上帝啊，我多么希望能这样！”

“当然会的，爸爸。”简轻轻抚摸着爸爸的手说，“警察已经出动去搜查那些投炸弹者了。他们会抓住那些坏蛋的，用不了多久。”


2
Anna

That night Alan was moved to another hospital, where they would fit him with an artificial leg. Jane went with him and slept in a visitor's room there. In the morning she bought a newspaper. She was right about the police. 'They've got them, Dad!' she said. 'Read this!'




Police yesterday arrested two Irishmen who they think put a bomb in the Queen's coach last week. The police said, 'Last week the coach went to a factory in south London to have new wheels fitted, and we believe the bomb was placed in the coach there. The two Irishmen worked at this factory, and two days before the bombing, they went on holiday to Ireland. We think the bomb had a clock in it, which was meant to explode at eleven o'clock outside Parliament. Luckily for the Queen, the bomb exploded after she had left the coach.'




Alan Cole put the newspaper down slowly. He looked pleased. 'Thank God for that,' he said.

'But why did they want the bomb to explode outside Parliament?' Jane asked. 'The Queen was in the coach for twenty minutes—why not blow the coach up earlier?'

'I don't know. Perhaps they wanted good pictures on TV,' Alan said. 'It was lucky for the Queen. But not lucky for me, or for the poor people who were killed.'

'No.' Jane put her hand on her father's, and remembered those minutes outside Parliament. The American man using his video camera, and the woman with red-brown hair shaking her camera angrily. Then... she shut her eyes, and saw the smoke, and the horse screaming, and the blood and bodies everywhere...

What kind of people could do that?

'I suppose the terrorists watched it on TV,' she said. 'They were in Ireland when the bomb exploded.'

'I expect they did,' Alan said. 'I expect they were laughing as people died. But I'm pleased the police have caught them. Now perhaps they'll leave me alone.'

'Who? The police? Dad, what do you mean?'

Alan sighed. 'Well, yesterday they came to ask me about the night before the bombing. I went back to the Mews at about ten o'clock that night, you know, to look at a horse with a bad leg. I often do that. They asked if I saw anything strange, or looked at the coach.'

'And what did you tell them?'

Alan looked angry. 'What do you think, Janie? Of course I saw nothing strange! I was looking at the horse, not the coach. And we were only there half an hour.'

'We, Dad?' Jane asked. 'Was someone with you?'

Alan hesitated. 'Well, yes... a lady friend of mine, Anna. You haven't met her, Janie, but I've told her about you. She's nice, you'll like her. She sometimes comes to see the horses with me.'

Jane felt embarrassed. After her mother had died four years ago, Jane had lived at home with her father. Once, he had brought a woman home to the house, but Jane had had a terrible argument with her, and the woman had left. There had been no other women, until Jane left home to go to university. Now...?

Well, her father was an adult, of course he could have women friends. But Jane hated it. She had loved her mother too much. And she loved her father too.

'What kind of a woman is she?' she asked angrily.

He's my father, she thought—I don't want another woman taking him away from me.

'Tall. Pretty. Red-brown hair. She likes horses and... films. We go to the cinema a lot.'

'Is she in love with you?'

'Well... perhaps, Janie, I don't know. I've only known her a few weeks. You'll like her, Janie, she's good fun.'

Jane was still angry, she couldn't stop herself. 'Then why isn't she here? Why hasn't she come to visit you?'

Now Alan looked embarrassed. 'Well, I was going to ask you, Janie... she doesn't have a phone, you see, and... perhaps she thinks I'm dead, like the others. God knows what she'll think of a man with one leg, but I do want to see her... so I've written this letter. Could you post it for me, Janie? Please.'

Jane took the letter and read the address. Anna Barry, 14 Bowater Gardens, London NE11.

'Dad, your name was in the newspapers. This woman can read, can't she? She must know you're alive.'

'Yes, but... perhaps she doesn't know which hospital. I don't know. Janie, please—don't be difficult.'

'Have you told the police about this woman, Dad?'

'Not yet.'

'Why not? They'll ask her questions, won't they?'

Alan sighed. 'Yes, I suppose so. I warned her about that in the letter. Perhaps that's why she hasn't come. You see... it's a bit difficult, Janie. Anna has a husband... and so it will be embarrassing for her if he finds out about us. Perhaps the police will want to ask her husband questions, too, and then there'll be all kinds of trouble.'

'I see,' Jane said. She felt miserable. My own father, she thought, is in love with a married woman. Then she saw the tears in his eyes, and his tired white face; and felt angry with herself, not him. Why, she thought, shouldn't my father fall in love? It happens to everyone, and you can't always choose the best person. Now he's here with only one leg and I'm angry with him. I'm his daughter, I should help him! Perhaps this Anna really is a nice woman, with a cruel husband.

She smiled, and said, 'I'm sorry, Dad. Of course I'll post your letter. But... isn't it a bit dangerous, sending a letter? Her husband could read it.'

'No, it's OK. Bowater Gardens is just where she's living at the moment. It isn't her home. I don't know where her husband lives. I don't want to know.' He smiled and took her hand. 'She's a lovely woman, Janie, really she is. You'll like her if you meet her, you know.'




Outside the hospital, Jane walked slowly down the street. She felt sad, and a little lonely. I wish my mother was still alive, she thought. I wish Mum was alive now, sitting with Dad in the hospital. I don't want all these problems. Why does Dad need another woman?

Oh Mum, why did you die? I need someone to talk to.

She took the letter out of her pocket and looked at it. I wonder what this Anna Barry is like, she thought. Perhaps she is nice, like Dad says. Perhaps I could talk to her. Perhaps she really does love Dad; perhaps she can help me look after him.

But why hasn't she come to see him?

She looked at the address again. 14 Bowater Gardens, London NE11. That wasn't far from her own student flat.

Why not take the letter myself? she thought. Then, if this Anna opens the door, I can talk to her myself. If I meet her, at least I'll find out what she's like.

Jane put the letter in her bag and walked quickly to the underground station. Am I full of anger, she wondered, or hope?




14 Bowater Gardens was an old house in a quiet street in north London. Jane took the letter out of her bag, and rang the bell. Nothing happened.

Damn! she thought. She rang again. Still no answer. She tried the door, but it was locked. So she put the letter through the letter-box and turned away. Then she stopped.

I've come all this way to meet this woman, Jane thought, and I want to know what she's like. She's important to my father, so she's important to me. I'll wait.

As she stood there, a woman came out of the next-door house. She had grey hair and the kind of face that enjoys watching the neighbours and talking about them.

'They've gone; there's no use waiting,' the woman said. 'I saw you ring the bell so I came to tell you.'

'Are you sure?' Jane said. 'I was looking for Anna.'

'The girl with red hair? That's right, she did live here, but she moved out with her boyfriend two days ago. It was the morning of that terrible bomb—that's why I remember it. The house is empty now. I had a look through the windows, and they've taken everything.'

Boyfriend! So Anna had another lover, Jane thought. Not just Dad. My poor, poor father!

'Did you know them well?' the woman asked.

'No, not really,' Jane said. 'I just wanted to...'

'They were only here about three months,' the woman went on. 'They weren't very friendly. Never said good morning or anything like that. They were Irish, I think. Well, he was. There's a lot of Irish around here.'

Jane began to move away from the door, and the woman added, helpfully, 'Perhaps your friend will write to you.'

'Yes. Perhaps.' Jane smiled at her and walked sadly down the street.

So that was the kind of woman Anna was. She probably never loved my father at all, Jane thought. How am I going to tell him? Poor Dad! Perhaps I'll just say that I posted the letter, and not tell him that I came to the house and found out about her.

But Jane wasn't very good at lying, and she didn't want to look at her father's sad eyes and tired white face. Let him hope for a few more hours, she thought. I'll go home now and tell him something tomorrow.

She hadn't been back to her flat since the bombing. She loved having her own home. It was only one big bedroom really, with a small bathroom and a kitchen. But it was her own place; she could do what she liked there.

She shut the door, then took off her coat and threw it on the bed. Then she heard the bathroom door slowly open behind her. She jumped round, her heart beating fast with fear, and saw a woman standing in the doorway!

'Who the hell are you?' she screamed. A thief, she thought. Jane had learned judo from her father; she knew what to do. She grabbed the woman's arm and threw her towards the bed. But as the woman fell, she grabbed Jane's hair, pulling it forwards, to stop herself from falling. Jane screamed, and pushed a hand into the woman's face, harder and harder until her hair was free. Then she hit the woman in the face and the woman fell to the floor. Jane stepped back, looked at her, and saw...

A man coming out of the kitchen. He had cold grey eyes and a thin hard smile and worst of all he had a gun in his hand. He said, 'Don't.'

Jane stood still, shaking. 'Don't what?'

'Move. Or talk. Don't do anything.' The little black hole in the end of the gun watched her, like a cold eye.

The woman got up off the floor, pulled Jane onto a chair, and tied her hands behind her. Then Jane remembered that there were people in the other flats, and opened her mouth to scream. The man hit her in the face.

'Don't even think about it,' he said. He took a long piece of cloth out of his pocket and tied it twice round her head, covering her mouth and the lower part of her face. Jane felt her body shaking with fear. Who were these people? What did they want with her? She stared at the man's cold hard face, the woman's blue eyes and red-brown hair. She thought she had seen the woman before. But where?

The woman tied Jane's legs to the chair. The little black eye of the gun was only a few centimetres from her face. The man watched her and smiled. 'Just sit still and be sensible, little girl,' he said. 'Then perhaps you'll live a few hours longer.'



fit v. put into place. 安装。

arrest v. catch someone in the name of the law. 拘捕。

shut v. close. 关上。

expect v. feel sure that something has happened or will happen. 想，认为。

sigh v. breathe out slowly when you are sad, tired, etc. 叹气。

mews n. a building (in a town) for horses. 马厩。

embarrass v. 使尴尬。

argument n. 争吵。

pretty adj. (usually a lady or something) good-looking. 漂亮的。

miserable adj. very unhappy. 难受。

cruel adj. not kind; bringing pain or trouble to other people. 残酷的。

pocket n. small bag on your clothes for carrying things in. 口袋。

flat n. 公寓。

underground adj. below the ground. 地下的；n. the railway under the ground. 地铁。

empty adj. 空的。

helpfully adv. 有益地；有帮助地。

throw v. move your arm quickly to send sth. through the air. 扔。

grab v. take hold of something quickly and violently. 抓住。

tie v. fasten two things together with rope. 绑，捆。

shake v. move from side to side, up and down. 摇晃。


2　安娜

那晚，阿兰被转到另一家医院，他们要在那儿给他装一只假腿。简也跟着一起去了，在那儿的一间探视室里睡了一觉。早晨，她买了一张报纸。她对警察的猜测是对的。“他们已经抓住了那些人，爸爸！”她说道，“看这个！”




警方昨天抓获了两名被认为上周在女王马车中放炸弹的爱尔兰人。警方说：“上周那辆马车曾到伦敦南部的一家工厂安装新轮子，我们相信他们就是在那里安放炸弹的。那两名爱尔兰人在这家工厂工作，炸弹爆炸两天前他们却到爱尔兰度假去了。我们认为炸弹上安装了定时器，定在11点在国会大厦外爆炸。对女王来讲幸运的是，炸弹在女王离开了马车之后才爆炸。”




阿兰·科尔慢慢放下报纸。他看上去很高兴。“感谢上帝，”他说。

“但是他们为什么要让炸弹在国会外边爆炸呢？”简问，“女王在马车里待了20分钟——为什么不早点炸马车呢？”

“不知道，也许他们想让画面在电视上更好看些。”阿兰说，“对女王来说很幸运，可我却不走运，还有那些被炸死的人。”

“是啊。”简把手放在父亲的手上，回想起国会门外的那几分钟。那个美国男人用摄像机拍摄，那个长着棕红色头发的女人生气地摇着照相机。然后……她合上了双眼，仿佛看到了那浓烟，那马的嘶鸣声以及四处的鲜血和尸体……

会是什么样的人干的呢？

“我想恐怖分子已经在电视上看到了那场面。”她说，“炸弹爆炸时他们正在爱尔兰。”

“我想他们看了，”阿兰说，“我想人们死的时候他们正在笑。但我很高兴警察已经抓到了他们。也许他们现在可以让我清静一下了。”

“谁？警察吗？爸爸，您是什么意思？”

阿兰叹了口气道：“唉，他们昨天来问我爆炸前一天晚上的事。我那天晚上十点左右回到马厩，你知道，是去看看那匹坏了一条腿的马。我常那样做。他们问我是否看到有什么异常或是看没看过那马车。”

“那您跟他们说什么了呢？”

阿兰生气了。“你怎么想呢，简妮？我当然没看到有什么异常！我是去看马，又不是去看马车。而且我们就在那儿待了半个小时。”

“我们，爸爸？”简问道，“有别人和您在一起吗？”

阿兰犹豫了一下。“啊，是啊……我的一个女朋友，安娜。你还没见过她，简妮，但我已经跟她提起过你了。她很好，你会喜欢她的。她有时和我一起去看马。”

简感到不太自然。四年前妈妈去世以后，她和爸爸住在家里。爸爸曾带回家一个女人，但简和那女人大吵了一顿，那女人就走了。从那以后就再也没有女人来过，直到简离开了家去上大学。现在……？

然而，父亲是大人，当然可以有女朋友。但简不喜欢。她太爱母亲，也爱父亲。

“她是什么样的女人？”她不高兴地问。

他是我的父亲，她想——我不想让别的女人把他从我身边抢走。

“高个儿。很漂亮。棕红色的头发。她喜欢马和……电影。我们经常一起去看电影。”

“她和您在恋爱吗？”

“啊……可能吧，简妮，我不知道。我刚认识她几个星期。你会喜欢她的，简妮，她很有意思。”

简还是不高兴，她无法控制自己的情绪。“那么她为什么没来这儿？她为什么没来看您呢？”

阿兰现在看上去很尴尬。“哦，我正想请你简妮，……你看，她没有电话，而且……也许她以为我已经死了，就像别人一样。上帝知道她会怎么看待一个只有一条腿的男人，但我真的想见她……所以我写了这封信。你能帮我寄这封信吗，简妮？劳驾了。”

简拿过信看了看地址：安娜·芭瑞，堡渥特花园14号，伦敦NE11。

“爸爸，您的名字登在报纸上。这个女人认得字，对吧？她应该知道您还活着。”

“是啊，可是……也许她不知道我在哪家医院。我不知道。简妮，请——，别太难说话了。”

“您和警察谈起过这个女人吗，爸爸？”

“还没有。”

“为什么没有？他们会问她一些问题，是不是？”

阿兰叹气道：“是啊，我想是。我在信中警告她了。也许这就是她不来的原因。你知道……事儿有点儿困难，简妮。安娜有丈夫……所以要是她丈夫知道了我们的事儿，她会很难堪。也许警察也会问她丈夫一些问题，那就会有各种各样的麻烦。”

“我明白了，”简说。她感到很难过。我父亲爱上了一个有夫之妇，她想。接着，她看到父亲眼中的泪水和他那苍白而疲惫的面孔；于是她生自己的气，不再怪父亲了。为什么爸爸就不能恋爱？她想。每个人都会恋爱，不可能谁都能选择最好的人。现在他在这儿，只剩一条腿了，可我却生他的气。我是他女儿，我应帮他！也许这个安娜真是个有个残酷的丈夫的好女人。

她微笑着说：“对不起，爸爸。我当然会帮您寄信的。但是……寄信不是有点儿不安全吗？她丈夫会看到的。”

“不，没事的。堡渥特花园只是她现在住的地方，不是她的家。我不知道她丈夫住哪儿。我不想知道。”阿兰微笑着，并握住简的手。“她是个很可爱的女人，简妮，真的。你见到她时会喜欢她的，你知道。”




医院外面简慢慢地沿着马路走着。她感到伤心，还有点儿孤独。我真希望妈妈还活在世上，她想，要是妈妈还活着，就坐在医院里爸爸身边多好啊！我不想有这些问题。为什么爸爸还需要另一个女人呢？

噢，妈妈，您为什么要死呢？我真想和某个人能说说心里话。

她从口袋里掏出那封信并看了看。我不知道这个安娜·芭瑞什么样，她想着。也许真像爸爸说的那样她的确很好。也许我能对她谈谈。也许她真的爱爸爸；也许她真的可以帮我照顾爸爸。

但是她为什么不来看爸爸呢？

她又看了一遍地址：堡渥特花园14号，伦敦NE11。离她自己的学生公寓不太远。

为什么不亲自送去呢？她想。那样，如果安娜出来开门，我就可以亲自跟她说话了。要是我见着她，至少可以知道她是什么样子。

简把信放回包里，快速走向地铁站。她问自己：我是满怀怨恨呢，还是满怀希望？




堡渥特花园14号是伦敦北城的一条安静的街道上的一座老房子。简掏出信，按了按门铃。可什么也没有发生。

该死！她想。她又按了一次。还是没有人。她试着推了推门，可门锁着。于是她把信塞进信箱，转身要走。接着她又停了下来。

我来这儿就是为了见这个女人，简想，想知道她是什么样。她对我父亲很重要，所以对我很重要。我等她吧。

她正站在那儿时，从邻居家出来一位妇女。这位妇女长着灰色的头发和一张可以看出她是那种爱打听邻居的事并议论他们的人的脸。

“他们已经走了，你在这儿等也没用。”那女人说，“我看见你在按门铃，所以来告诉你。”

“你肯定吗？”简说，“我找安娜。”

“长着红头发的那个女孩？没错，她在这儿住过，但两天前就和男朋友搬走了。就是爆炸那天早晨——所以我记得这事。现在屋子已经空了。我从窗子往里看过，他们把所有的东西都带走了。”

男朋友！那么说安娜还有一个情人，简想，不止是我爸爸！我可怜的爸爸！

“你和他们熟吗？”女人问。

“不，真不熟。”简说，“我只是想……”

“他们才在这儿住了三个月左右，”那女人接着说，“他们不太友好。从不说早晨好或那一类的话。我想他们是爱尔兰人。对，那个男的是。这儿周围有很多爱尔兰人。”

简开始往门远处走；那女人想帮帮她，就又加了一句：“也许你的朋友会给你写信。”

“是的，也许会。”简朝她笑了笑，而后惆怅地沿街走着。

那么说安娜就是那种人。她可能从没爱过父亲，简想。我怎么告诉他呢？可怜的父亲！要不我只告诉他我已经把信寄了，不告诉他我已经来过而且知道她是个什么人。

但是简不太会说谎，而且她也不想看父亲那双悲伤的眼睛和那张疲惫而苍白的脸。让他再盼几个小时吧，她想，我现在先回家，明天再告诉他这事。

自从爆炸事件后，她还没回过自己的公寓。她喜欢拥有自己的家。其实她这个小公寓只有一间大卧室，外带一个小卫生间和一个厨房。但这是她自己的地方，她在那儿可以干自己喜欢干的事。

她关上门，然后脱下大衣并把它扔到床上。接着，她听见卫生间的门在身后慢慢地开了。她跳转过身来，吓得心怦怦直跳，看到一个女人就站在门口！

“你到底是谁？”她惊叫道。是个贼，她想。简跟父亲学过柔道，她知道该怎么办。她抓住那女人的胳膊，把她掷向床头。可那女人为了不摔倒，往下倒时抓住了简的头发，把它向前拉扯着。简尖叫着，一只手拽着那女人的脸，越来越使劲地拽着，直到她的头发被松开了。然后简一掌打在那女人脸上，那女人摔倒在地。简向后退了退，看了她一眼，并看到……

一个男人从厨房出来。他有一双冰冷的、灰色的眼睛，脸上有一丝淡淡的、生硬的微笑，最糟的是他手里有一把枪。他说：“不要。”

简站在那儿一动不动，浑身发抖。“不要什么？”

“不要动。不要说话。不要做任何事。”枪端那黑洞洞的小枪眼注视着她，就像一只冰冷的眼睛。

那女人从地上站起来，把简拉到椅子上，把她的手捆在背后。这时简想起别的公寓里有人，就张嘴喊起来。那男人打了她一个耳光。

“你想也别想，”他说。他从兜里掏出一个长布条，围着简的头绕了两圈，包住了她的嘴和下半边脸。简觉得自己的身体在吓得发抖。这些人是谁？他们要她干什么？她盯着那男人冷酷而生硬的脸及那女人蓝色的眼睛和棕红色的头发。她觉得以前见过那女人。可是在哪儿呢？

那女人把简的腿绑在椅子上。黑洞洞的小枪眼离她的脸仅几厘米远。那男人注视着她，微笑着。“老实坐着，放聪明点儿，小姑娘。”他说，“那样的话也许你还能多活几个小时。”
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3
'I Made Him Happy'

Alan Cole lay in his bed, listening to a bird singing in the hospital garden. It was nearly dark outside now, and very quiet. He liked to lie like this, remembering.

He remembered the way Anna had kissed him, and looked into his eyes. He remembered her red-brown hair, her blue eyes, the soft, dry touch of her lips, her deep, happy laugh. She liked to drink whisky before they made love, and afterwards, she often held his head on her chest and stroked his hair.

I loved that, he remembered. I felt like a child again, safe and comfortable. Sometimes I fell asleep.

And then what? On the night before the bombing, he and Anna had been out for a meal in a restaurant. Then they had gone to the Mews to look at the horses. The guards knew she was his girlfriend, so they didn't think it was unusual. One of the horses, Sandman, had hurt his leg that morning, Alan remembered. In the evening the leg had been hot, so he had put ice on it. Lucky Sandman, Alan thought—he couldn't pull the coach next day, so he was still alive now.

Afterwards they went back to his house and made love. Anna had been very excited, Alan remembered, it had been very good. Then he had slept until morning. He woke at six o'clock and dressed quietly, but she woke up just before he left. She opened her eyes, smiled at him, and held out her arms to him sleepily. He kissed her, and she said, 'Goodbye, lover.'

That was the last time he had seen her.

He was still thinking about Anna when he drove the Queen's coach to Parliament, with the six fine horses in front of him. For a moment he thought he saw her in the crowd, watching...

Alan didn't want to think about what had happened next. He stared into the darkness outside the hospital window and thought: why hasn't she come to see me?

Perhaps she never really loved me, he thought. Perhaps she's gone back to her husband, or found a younger man. It's cruel and painful, but I can't change it. I'll never see her again.

He remembered her warm body next to his, and the way she whispered his name. There must be another reason. She loves me, I know she does. She'll come to see me when she gets my letter.

I wish Jane could meet her.

Outside, night had fallen, and the birds had stopped singing. Alan Cole lay quietly on his bed, the tears running slowly down his face.




Jane sat on the chair in her flat and listened to the man and the woman arguing in her kitchen. She could hear, but she couldn't speak or see, because the man had put a bag over her head. Her arms and legs were still tied to the chair, and her face ached where the man had hit her.

She tried to get her hands free. She pulled as hard as she could, but the rope just burned her wrists. All she could do was listen to the voices in the kitchen.

'We must phone him now, Kev. We can't wait.'

'We've got to wait. It's too dangerous to do it from here, Anna. Wait until we're ready to go.'

Anna！Jane thought. Was this her father's Anna? No, no, lots of women were called Anna.

'But we can't go until tonight,' Anna said. 'There are too many people around during the day. And every minute is important! Perhaps Cole has already talked to the police about me. Oh God, I wish the bomb had killed him with the others!'

'Well, it didn't. And it didn't kill the Queen.'

Jane's body was shaking. This was her father's Anna! The woman was talking about her father, and the bomb. And then Jane remembered where she had seen the woman before.

Outside Parliament, with a camera, shaking it angrily. Taking photos of the back of people's heads. Then pushing forwards to get closer, pressing the camera button again... a second before the bomb exploded.

The voices in the kitchen stopped. The door opened, some one came into the room. What now?

Jane heard the click of a gun.




'Phone call for you, Mr Cole. You're popular today, aren't you?' The nurse smiled, pushed the telephone table next to his bed, and went out.

Alan picked up the phone. 'Hello?'

'Mr Cole? This is Detective David Hall. You remember I came to see you yesterday. I'm ringing because I've got a few more questions to ask you. Is it all right if I come over to see you now?'

'Er... well, I suppose so. But I've told you everything I know.'

'Yes, I'm sure. But it's just that we have to get all the facts right. I'll come over now. Is that OK?'

'Yes, fine. I...'

'Great! See you in a few minutes, then.'

Alan put the phone down slowly. He felt old, and tired, and very, very lonely. Perhaps I'll ring Jane later when this man's gone: he thought. I hope she remembered to post the letter.




Kev pulled the bag off Jane's head and she saw the gun a few centimetres from her eyes. 'I'm going to untie this cloth round your mouth,' Kev said. 'If you scream, I'll put a bullet through your head. This gun is silenced, no one will hear anything.'

They untied the cloth and pulled her chair over to the wall, where the phone was. The gun was pointing at her head all the time.

'Do just what we tell you,' Anna said. 'And everything will be all right.'

Jane was suddenly wild with anger. She said, 'You're Anna, aren't you? My father loves you—he thinks you're wonderful. But you don't care about him at all, do you? You wish the bomb had killed him.'

'Of course I care about him,' Anna said softly. 'He's very important to me. That's why I'm going to phone him now, and you're going to talk to him too.'

Jane stared at her, then at Kev. 'Why?'

Anna laughed. 'I'm going to ask him to keep our love a secret. I have a very difficult husband, you know.'

What's the woman talking about? Jane thought. What does all this mean? Then, suddenly, a lot of things came together in her mind, and everything became clear. Anna had been with her father in the Mews on the night before the bombing. In the kitchen Anna had spoken about her father talking to the police. Jane could hear from Kev's voice that he was Irish, and he and Anna had moved out of Bowater Gardens on the morning of the bombing. Later, Anna had been outside Parliament, doing strange things with a camera when the bomb exploded. If it was a camera. Perhaps it had been a radio, sending a signal to the bomb. Oh God!

'You're the terrorists, aren't you?' she whispered. ' You did it, Anna. You put the bomb in the Queen's coach. You exploded it with a camera. I saw you, outside Parliament. You're terrorists—murdering terrorists, both of you!'

Kev smiled coldly. 'Well, well. What a clever little girl! But you're wrong. The police have arrested the terrorists. It was in the newspapers this morning.'

'So? They're the wrong men, aren't they? It was you two, I know it was! You killed five people, and took away my father's leg, and now two innocent men will go to prison for thirty years, for something you did. But you don't care.'

Kev's eyes were suddenly full of hate. 'Care? About what? We're fighting to free Ireland. If the British put the wrong people in prison, that's not our problem. We care about staying free. That's good for Ireland.'

'Yes, and I suppose it's good for Ireland to use innocent people like my father—to make love to him just because you wanted to get into the Mews to put the bomb in the coach. Did you enjoy that, Anna? Do you feel proud of it?'

Anna laughed, a strange, quiet, cruel laugh. 'Yes, of course I enjoyed it, little girl. And your father enjoyed it too. I made him happy.'

'Happy!' Jane said. 'You nearly killed him!'

'Yes. I'm sorry he didn't die, while he was so happy.'

Silence. There was no answer to that, Jane thought.

'Let's get on with it,' said Kev angrily. 'We're losing time.'

Tears came into Jane's eyes. 'You dirty murderers,' she whispered.

Kev hit her across the face with his gun. Jane felt blood in her mouth. One of her teeth was broken.

'We could kill her now,' Kev said, 'and get out of the country tonight.'

'No, no,' Anna said. 'We must talk to Cole first.'

'But we can't let her go,' Kev said. 'She's seen our faces. She knows too much.'

'Oh no,' Anna said. Her voice was soft and cruel. 'Of course not. But we'll keep her alive for some weeks, to make sure that Cole stays quiet. Pick up the phone, Kev.'



whisky n. 威士忌酒。

guard n. someone who watches and keeps a building safe. 警卫。

kiss v. touch someone lovingly with your lips. 吻。

whisper v. speak very softly and quietly. 小声说声。

click n. a short sharp sound. 咔哒一声。

popular adj. 有名气的。

untie v. 解开。

bullet n. something fired from guns. 子弹。

secret n. something that one cannot tell others. 秘密。

signal n. a message without words, using sounds, flags, radio, etc. 信号。

murder v. kill a person unlawfully and on purpose. 谋杀。

innocent adj. not having done wrong. 无辜的。

murderer n. 谋杀犯，凶手。


3　“我让他高兴”

阿兰·科尔躺在床上，倾听着医院花园里的小鸟的鸣唱。现在外面基本上黑了，而且很静。他喜欢这样躺着，回忆过去。

他回想起安娜是怎样吻他，怎样注视他的双眼。他回想起她那棕红色的头发，蓝色的眼睛，柔软、干燥的唇感和她那深沉、开怀的笑。她喜欢在做爱前喝威士忌，完事儿后她常把他揽在胸前并抚摸他的头发。

我喜欢那样，他回想着，我觉得又像个孩子了，既安全又舒服。有时我就睡着了。

后来呢？在爆炸前的那天晚上，他和安娜出去在饭馆吃了顿饭。然后他们就去马厩看马。门卫知道她是他的女朋友，所以没想有什么不寻常。阿兰想起，那天早晨有一匹叫山德曼的马伤了一条腿。晚上，那条马腿发热了，所以他就把冰放在上面。幸运的山德曼，阿兰想——第二天它没能拉马车，所以还能活到现在。

后来，他们回到他家并做爱。阿兰记得安娜当时非常兴奋，那事感觉非常好。然后他一直睡到第二天早晨。他6点钟醒来，悄悄地穿上衣服，但安娜在他要走时醒来。她睁开眼睛，朝他微笑了笑，睡眼惺忪地向他伸出双臂。他吻了吻她，她说：“再见，亲爱的。”

那是他见她的最后一面。

当他驾着六匹好马拉的女王马车朝国会驶去时，他脑子里还想着安娜。有那么一瞬间，他觉得他在人群中看见了安娜，她正在观看……

阿兰不想再往下想。他凝视着医院窗外漆黑的夜晚，想道：她为什么还不来看我呢？

也许她从来没真爱过我，他想，也许她回她丈夫那儿去了，或是找了一个更年轻的。这真残酷，真痛苦，可我无法改变。我再也见不着她了。

他想起在他身旁时她那温暖的身体，想起她是如何轻轻呼唤他的名字。这肯定另有原因。她爱我，我知道她爱我。她接到我的信会来看我的。

我希望简能看见她。

外面，夜已经降临，鸟儿已不唱了。阿兰·科尔静静地躺在床上，眼泪顺着面颊慢慢地淌了下来。




简坐在房中的椅子上，听到那一男一女在厨房里争吵着什么。她听得见，却不能叫，也看不见，因为那个男的在她头上套了一个袋子。她的手脚还捆在椅子上，脸上被那男人打过的地方还在隐隐作痛。

她想把手挣脱出来。她使劲地往外拽着双手，可绳子只磨得她手腕火辣辣的。她唯一能做的就是侧耳倾听厨房里的讲话声。

“我们必须现在就给他打电话，凯夫。我们不能等了。”

“我们必须等。从这儿打电话太危险，安娜。等我们准备好走的时候再说。”

安娜！简想，这个人是不是爸爸的那个安娜？不，不，很多女人都叫安娜。

“但我们直到今晚才能走，”安娜说，“白天这儿周围人太多了。而且每一分钟都重要。也许科尔已经跟警察说起我了。噢，上帝啊，真希望那颗炸弹将他和别人一块儿炸死！”

“唉，没有。而且连女王也没炸死。”

简的身体在发抖。这个人确实是她父亲的安娜！那个女人正在谈论简的父亲，还有炸弹。接着，简想起是在什么地方见过那个女人了。

国会大厦外，一个女人拿着照相机，生气地摇晃着；她给人们的后脑勺照相；她向前挤着，想靠近些，按下了照相机的快门……就在爆炸前一秒。

厨房里没声了。门开了，有人走进屋里。现在该怎么样了？

简听到抠动手枪扳机的声音。




“您的电话，科尔先生。今天您可成了知名人士，不是吗？”护士微笑着，把电话桌推到床边，走了出去。

阿兰拿起电话。“喂？”

“科尔先生吗？我是大卫·荷尔警探。你一定记得我昨天去看过你。我给你电话是想再问你几个问题。我现在过去看你，行吗？”

“哦……哦，可以吧。可我什么都跟你说了。”

“是的，我知道。可我们得核对一下事实。我现在就来，行吗？”

“行，好吧。我……”

“好的！那么一会儿见。”

阿兰慢慢地放下电话。他觉得自己老了，累了，而且非常非常孤独。也许等这个人走了以后我该给简打个电话，他想，希望她没忘了寄信。




凯夫从简的头上拽下袋子，简发现枪口就离她眼睛几厘米远。“我要把围在你嘴上的这块布解下来。”凯夫说，“你要是叫一声的话，我就叫枪子儿穿过你的脑袋。这枝枪装了消音器，没人会听见什么的。”

他们解开布，把她坐的椅子拉到墙边，电话就在那儿。那枝枪一直对着她的脑袋。
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“按照我们说的做，”安娜说，“那样什么都好办。”

简突然气愤得发狂。她说：“你是安娜，不对吗？我父亲爱你——他觉得你好极了。可你却根本不在乎他，是不是？你希望炸弹把他炸死。”

“我当然在乎他，”安娜轻声说，“他对我很重要。所以我现在要给他打电话，而且你也要跟他讲话。”

简盯着她看了看，然后又盯着凯夫。“为什么？”

安娜大笑着。“我要让他对我们的爱保密。你知道，我可有个不好对付的丈夫。”

这个女人在说什么？简想。这一切意味着什么？接着，她脑子里突然一下涌现出许多事，而且每件事都变得清楚了。爆炸前一晚，安娜曾和父亲一起在马厩待过。刚才安娜在厨房说起父亲跟警察谈话的事。简可以从凯夫的声音听出他是爱尔兰人，而且就在爆炸那天早上他和安娜搬出了堡渥特花园。后来，安娜曾在国会大厦外，在炸弹爆炸时拿着照相机做着奇怪的事，如果那是台照相机的话。也许那是无线电，正向炸弹发信号。噢，天啊！

“你们是恐怖分子，是不是？”她低声说，“是你干的，安娜！是你把炸弹放到女王的马车里。你用一台照相机引爆了炸弹。我看见你了，就在国会外边。你们是恐怖分子——杀人的恐怖分子，你们俩全是！”

凯夫冷笑了一下。“对，对。真聪明的小姑娘！可你错了。警察已经抓到了恐怖分子。今天早晨的报纸已经登了。”

“那又怎么样呢？他们不是，不是吗？你们俩才是，我知道！你们杀了五个人，夺去了我爸爸的一条腿，现在又要有两个无辜的人为了你们所做的一切去坐30年牢。可你们并不在乎。”

凯夫的眼中忽然充满了仇恨。“在乎？在乎什么？我们是为解放爱尔兰而战。要是英国人抓错了人，那可不是我们的问题。我们在乎自由。那是为了爱尔兰好。”

“是啊，而且利用就像我父亲那样天真无辜的人，也是为了爱尔兰——你和我父亲好，只是因为你想进马厩把炸弹放进马车。你当时很喜欢吧，安娜？你是不是觉得很自豪？”

安娜笑起来，那是一种奇怪、悄然而又冷酷的笑。“是的，我当然很高兴，小姑娘。而且你父亲也很喜欢。我使他高兴。”

“高兴？”简说，“你差点儿杀了他！”

“是啊。很遗憾他没有在那么高兴的时候死。”

沉默。没有什么回驳的，简想。

“我们接着干吧。”凯夫生气地说，“我们时间不多了。”

简眼中充满了泪。“你们这些肮脏的凶手。”她小声说。

凯夫用枪打了她的脸。简感到嘴里有血。她的一颗牙被打碎了。

“我们现在就可以杀了她，”凯夫说，“今天晚上就离开这个国家。”

“不，不，”安娜说，“我们必须先和科尔谈谈。”

“可我们不能让她走，”凯夫说，“她已经看到我们的脸了。她知道得太多了。”

“噢，不能，”安娜说。她的声音轻柔而冷酷。“当然不能了。可我们要让她活几个星期，以确认科尔没讲出来。拿起电话来，凯夫。”


4
Phone Call

The phone rang again in Alan Cole's room.

'Hello?' he said.

'Alan?'

He recognized her voice at once. 'Anna!' he said, his heart beating fast.

'Yes. Now listen carefully, Alan—'

'Oh Anna! I've been waiting for your call. Have you heard about — about my leg, Anna?'

'Never mind your leg. Listen to me. I'll say this once and once only.'

'What? Anna, what are you—'

'We've got your daughter, Alan. Jane. That's her name, isn't it? Speak to your father, Jane. Now!'

Over the phone, Alan heard the high, frightened voice of his daughter. 'Dad? I'm sorry, Dad. They say if you tell the police anything about Anna, they'll kill me, but I don't care, I... oh!'

Alan heard a scream, which was suddenly cut off. Then Anna's voice again: 'She won't die if you keep quiet, lover boy. But if you say a word, a single word about me to the police, you'll find her body in the river Thames. Do you understand?'

Alan tried to speak, but there was something wrong with his voice. 'Yes,' he said. 'But, please...'

'No buts. If you want to see your daughter again, keep your mouth shut.'

The phone went dead. Alan Cole sat very still. There was a terrible pain in his chest, his mouth was dry and he couldn't move. He sat like a stone.

It's like a dream, he thought. Surely it didn't happen. But that voice on the phone, it was Jane all right. And Anna, too. Anna!... saying that she had kidnapped Jane.

But why? What was going on?

Slowly, he tried to understand. He hadn't told the police about Anna, because of her husband. But why was that so important?

Why has Anna kidnapped Jane?

Because Anna has a secret. Something very important that I, Alan, know about, but mustn't tell the police. Anna will kill Jane if I tell anyone about it.

But what is this secret? What am I supposed to know?

There was a knock on the door. A nurse came in.

'Hello, Mr Cole. A policeman to see you. Are you OK?'

'Yes... yes, fine, thanks.'

'You don't look OK.' The nurse put her hand on his head, and felt his wrist. 'Well, you're not too hot, and your heart's OK.' She smiled at the policeman. 'Just half an hour, now. Remember, he's had a very serious accident.'

'I know that.' The policeman came in and sat down, and the nurse went out, pushing the telephone table in front of her. 'I'm Detective Hall, Mr Cole. We met before.'

'Yes,' Alan said. The policeman had a kind, friendly face. The kind of man you could trust. He'll help me, Alan thought. He's probably a father himself.

No! Fear burned Alan like a fire. I mustn't tell him about Anna. If I do, Jane will die...

'You've probably read in the newspapers, Mr Cole, that we've arrested two men.' The policeman told Alan the story about the two Irishmen in the coach factory. 'So we know they bombed the coach, and how they did it. I suppose you're pleased about that.'

'Er... yes,' Alan said quietly. 'That's good. But... why have you come to see me?'

'I just need to ask you a few questions about the day before the bombing. You see, we think these men put the bomb in the coach three days before the bombing, while the coach was at the factory. So the bomb was already in the coach when it came back to the Mews.'

'Was it?' Alan said. He didn't really understand what the policeman was talking about.

'We think so, yes. And in your job, you look after the coach, don't you?'

'The coach, yes. And the horses. Mostly the horses.'

'Well, did you notice anything unusual—anything at all?'

'No, I don't think so.'

'Let's take this slowly,' the policeman said. 'The day before the bombing, when did you leave work?'

'At... about six o'clock. Half past, perhaps.'

'And you didn't go back?'

'No,' Alan said quietly.

Then he looked away, quickly, out of the window. He felt cold, frightened, lonely.

'Are you sure about that, Mr Cole? You see, a guard told me you came back later, at about ten.'

'He did? Oh, yes, of course. I went back to see a horse, Sandman. He had a bad leg.'

'I see.' The policeman wrote in his book. 'Alone?'

'I'm sorry?'

'Were you alone, Mr Cole? When you saw the horse?'

For a moment Alan didn't answer. A new, very unwelcome idea came to him, and he began to feel sick with fear. It wasn't those two Irishmen, he thought, it was Anna! She put the bomb in the coach when I was with Sandman. I was alone with the horse for at least ten minutes; she had plenty of time.

And that means she didn't love me at all, she just used me. I thought I was so lucky, an old man with a young pretty woman in my bed—and all the time she was laughing at me. Worse than that—she's a murderer! She killed George and Bernard and John, and she took my leg, and now she's going to kill Jane as well!

And I can't say anything about it.

That's why she phoned me. To make sure that I never tell the police.

If I tell this policeman, Jane will die.

In a strange, shaky voice, Alan said, 'I was alone when I was with the horse, yes.'

The policeman said nothing. Alan felt his hands shaking and put them under the sheet. Why is he looking at me like that? he thought. What does he know?

'Are you sure, Mr Cole? The guard says you have a lady friend, and sometimes she visits the horses with you. Was she with you that night?'

'No.'

'You're sure about that, Mr Cole?'

'Yes, I am. And she's not my friend any more now — we've ended it.'

'I see.' The policeman sighed, wrote in his notebook, and stood up. 'That's all then, Mr Cole. The guard wasn't sure. Probably, it was a different night.'

'Yes. I'm sure it was.'

'Right then. Thank you for your help. Good night, Mr Cole.' He walked to the door, and went out.

Alan watched him go, unable to say another word. He had never felt so helpless, so frightened. I have to speak, he thought, I have to do something. But I can't.

If I speak, Jane will die.

But if I say nothing, will they ever let her go?

As the door closed, he opened his mouth and said, 'Detective Hall.'

But the policeman walked away. He didn't hear.

Oh God, Alan thought. What do I do now?




After the phone call Kev and Anna tied the cloth round Jane's mouth again, and went back into her kitchen. Anna had the bag over Jane's head too, but Jane could hear most of what they were saying. They were angry, arguing.

'You've made too many mistakes with this plan, Anna,' Kev said. 'The Queen of England is still walking around Buckingham Palace because of you.'

Anna's voice was high and angry. 'Because of me? What about you? You were supposed to understand bombs and radio transmitters, and what happened? The transmitter in that camera didn't work when I pressed the button!'

'You probably didn't press it hard enough,' Kev said coldly. 'It worked in the end, didn't it?'

'Yes, too late!' Anna said. 'That was your mistake, not mine. So now we've got Cole to worry about, and this girl. We've got to get her away from here fast.'

'Wait until midnight, when the house is quiet.'

There was an icy fear in Jane's stomach. They know I can hear them, and they don't care, she thought. I'm sure Dad will keep quiet, but they can never let me go now. They'll have to kill me, because I know too much.

If I don't get away from them soon, I'm going to die.




Alan lay in the dark and listened to the voices in his head, arguing this way, and that way, until he thought he would go crazy.

Keep your mouth shut! If you speak, she'll die.

But they'll still kill her, if she's seen their faces.

They won't, Anna won't. She's a woman, she couldn't do that! She was your lover!

Woman! She killed five people! She blew my leg off!

Those two men the police have arrested are innocent. They'll go to prison for thirty years if I don't speak!

I don't know them, I don't care about them. Jane is the only person who matters to me!

The police will think that I helped Anna put the bomb in the coach! I'll go to prison.

That woman is laughing at me. She was laughing at me when we made love. I hate her! I hope she dies!

She won't die, Jane will. I must keep quiet!

What can I do? If I speak, they'll kill her. But if I don't speak, they'll kill her later. So I've got to tell the police now, it's Jane's only chance.

I can't, it's too dangerous. I can't! I want to see my daughter!

For two hours he lay in his room and listened to the voices in his head and thought he was going crazy. His leg ached, his chest felt very hot. Twice he decided to get up and tell someone, but his body wouldn't move.

Then, the third time, he got into his wheelchair and went out into the corridor. It was midnight.

'Nurse!' he said. 'Nurse, I need a telephone, now!'

Oh God, he thought. Where is Jane now?




Jane was in the boot of a car. Her hands and feet were tied, the piece of cloth was round her mouth, and the bag was over her head, but she knew she was in a car boot because she could hear the engine, and when she tried to sit up she hit her head.

She didn't know how long she had been there. There wasn't much air, but she couldn't do anything about it. She just lay there and thought: it can't be much longer. We must get there soon and then they'll let me out.

And then what? How long before they kill me?



recognize v. 认出。

frighten v. 使害怕。

dream n. something which you seem to see during sleep. 梦。

kidnap v. take someone as prisoner in order to take money or other things from his family. 绑架。

detective n. 警探。

look after take care of. 照顾。

lonely adj. 孤独的。

unwelcome adj. 不受欢迎的。

alone adj. by oneself. 独自。

plenty of a lot of. 许多。

unable adj. 不能。

helpless adj. without help. 无助的。

mistake n. something wrong. 错误。

transmitter n. the part of a radio that sends signals. 传感器。

icy adj. very cold, like ice. 冰冷的。

crazy adj. wildly excited. 发狂的，疯的。

corridor n. long and narrow passage from which doors open into rooms. 走廊。

boot n. the place at the back of a car for luggage. 汽车后备箱。


4　电话

阿兰·科尔房间里的电话又响了。

“喂？”

“阿兰？”

他立即听出她的声音。“安娜！”他说，他的心跳得很快。

“是我。仔细听着，阿兰——”

“哦，安娜！我一直都在等你的电话。你听说——我的腿的事了吗，安娜？”

“你的腿没关系。听着。我只说一遍，就一遍。”

“什么？安娜，你什么——”

“我们抓住了你女儿，阿兰。就是简。她叫那名字，不对吗？跟你爸爸讲话，简。就现在！”

通过电话，阿兰听到女儿惊恐的声音。“爸爸吗？对不起，爸爸。他们说要是你跟警察说起安娜，他们就杀了我，但我不在乎，我……噢！”

阿兰听见一声尖叫，它又嘎然而止。接着，他又听见安娜的声音：“要是你保持沉默，她就不会死，我的情郎。可要是你跟警察说起我一个字，哪怕就一个字，你就到泰晤士河给她收尸吧。你明白了吗？”

阿兰想说话，可他的声音不知是怎么了。“好的，”他说，“可是，请……”

“没有可是。如果你还想见你女儿，就让你的嘴闭上。”

电话挂断了。阿兰·科尔一动不动地坐在那儿。他的胸部剧烈地疼痛，他口干舌燥，也挪动不了身体。他就像石头一样呆坐着。

就像梦一样，他想。肯定什么也没发生。可那电话里的声音分明是简。还有安娜。安娜！……说她绑架了简。

可是为什么呢？发生了什么事？

慢慢地，他想搞懂这是怎么回事。他还没有跟警察谈起安娜，那是因为她丈夫。但那为何这么重要？

为什么安娜绑架了简？

因为安娜有隐私，有什么重要的事情是我阿兰知道但又不该告诉警察的。要是我对任何人讲了，安娜就会杀了简。

但秘密是什么呢？她以为我知道什么？

有人敲门。一个护士走了进来。

“你好，科尔先生。一个警察来看你。你还好吗？”

“是……是，挺好的，谢谢。”

“你脸色不好。”护士把手放在他的额头上，又摸了摸他的脉搏。“唔，不太热，心脏也还可以。”她朝警察笑笑。“就半个小时。记住，他刚出了严重的事故。”

“我知道。”警察走进来，坐下，护士推着电话桌走了出去。“我是荷尔警探，科尔先生。我们以前见过。”

“是的，”阿兰说。这个警察有一张和蔼而友善的脸，是那种你可以信赖的人。他会帮助我的，阿兰想，他自己可能也是个父亲。

不！恐惧就像火一样折磨着阿兰。我不能跟他谈起安娜。否则简会死的……

“你可能已经看过报纸了，科尔先生，我们抓了两个人。”警察告诉阿兰那两个在马车工厂工作的爱尔兰人的事。“所以我们知道是他们炸的马车，而且知道是怎么炸的。我想你对此很高兴吧。”

“哦……是啊，”阿兰低声说，“很好，可是……你为什么来看我？”

“我只是想问几个有关爆炸前一天的问题。你知道，我们认为这两个人在爆炸发生三天前就把炸弹放进了马车，当时马车在工厂。因此马车回到马厩时，炸弹已经在里边了。”

“是吗？”阿兰说。他不太懂警察在说什么。

“是的，我们是这么认为。你的工作是照看马车，对吗？”

“马车，是的。还有马。大部分是马。”

“那么，你没发现什么异常吗——任何异常？”

“没有，我想没有。”

“让我们慢慢来，”警察说，“爆炸前一天，你几点下的班？”

“大约……在六点。也许是六点半。”

“你没再回去吗？”

“没有。”阿兰低声说。

接着，他迅速地朝窗外望去。他感到又冷又怕又孤独。

“你肯定吗，科尔先生？你知道，一个门卫告诉我你后来回去了，在大约十点钟时。”

“他说的？噢，是啊，当然。我回去看一匹马，山德曼。它一条腿坏了。”

“我知道了，”警察在本上记录着，“一个人吗？”

“什么？”

“你是一个人吗，科尔先生？你去看马的时候？”

片刻之时阿兰没有回答。他的脑子里又出现一个讨厌的念头，他开始因恐惧而感到难受。不是那两个爱尔兰人干的，他想，是安娜！我和山德曼在一起时，她把炸弹放在了马车里。我和马单独在一起至少有10分钟，她有足够的时间。

那也就是说她根本不爱我，她只是利用我。我还以为我这么一个老头能和一个年轻漂亮的姑娘上床真走运——而她一直都在笑话我。更糟的是——她竟是个凶手！她杀了乔治、伯纳德和约翰，她还夺走了我的一条腿，现在她还要杀简！

而且我什么也不能说。

难怪她给我打电话。那是想确认我不会跟警察说什么。

要是我对警察说，简就会死的。

阿兰用一种奇怪而颤抖的声音说：“我和马在一起的时候就我一个人，是这样。”

警察什么也没说。阿兰觉得自己的手在颤抖，就把它们放在被单底下。他干嘛那样看着我？他想。他都知道些什么？

“你肯定吗，科尔先生？门卫说你有一个女朋友，她有时和你一起去看马。她那天晚上和你在一起吗？”

“不。”

“你肯定吗，科尔先生？”

“是的，我肯定。而且她也不再是我女朋友了——我们关系结束了。”

“我明白了。”警察叹了口气，在笔记本上写着，站了起来。“那么就这样吧，科尔先生。门卫也不肯定。那也许是在另一个晚上。”

“是啊，我想是。”

“那好吧。谢谢你的帮助。晚安，科尔先生。”他走到门口，出去了。

阿兰眼看着他走了，却再也说不出一个字。他从没感到过如此无助，如此害怕。我必须说，他想，我必须做些什么，可我不能。

如果我说了，简就会死的。

但我要是什么都不说，他们就会放了她吗？

门关上的时候，他张开口，说：“荷尔侦探。”

但是警察已经走远了，没有听见。

噢，上帝啊，阿兰想，我现在该怎么办？




打完电话，凯夫和安娜又把布绑在简的嘴上，回到厨房。简脸上还罩上了袋子，可他们说的大部分话她都能听见。他们正生气，争吵着什么。

[image: alt]

“在这个计划上你出了太多的错，安娜。”凯夫说，“就因为你，英格兰女王还在白金汉宫周围散步。”

安娜的声音又高又生气。“因为我？那么你呢？本以为你懂得炸弹和无线电传感器，可发生了什么？我按下照相机快门时，相机里边的那个传感器却没奏效！”

“也许你没有用力按，”凯夫冷冷地说，“最后奏效了，不是吗？”

“是啊，太晚了！”安娜说，“那是你的错，不是我的。所以我们现在要为科尔和这女孩的事担心。我们得尽快把她从这儿弄走。”

“等到半夜这儿静下来时再说。”

简感到恐惧像冰一般袭上心头。他们知道我能听见他们说话，可他们不在乎，她想。我相信爸爸会保持沉默的，但他们现在不会让我走的。他们肯定得杀了我，因为我知道得太多。

如果我不赶快离开他们，我就会死的。




阿兰在黑暗中躺着，倾听着自己脑海中的两个自我这样、那样地争辩着，直到他觉得自己都要疯了。

闭上你的嘴！你若讲出来她就得死！

但是如果她看见了他们的脸，他们仍会杀了她。

他们不会的，安娜不会的。她是个女人，她不能那样做！她曾是你的情人！

女人！她杀了五个人！她炸掉了我的腿！

警察抓的那两个人是无辜的。要是我不说话，他们就要坐30年牢！

我不认识他们，我不在乎他们。简是我唯一在乎的人！

警察会以为我帮安娜在马车里放了炸弹！我会坐牢的。

那个女人在笑话我。我们做爱的时候她也在笑我。我恨她！我希望她死！

她死不了，简会死。我必须保持沉默！

我该怎么办？如果我说了，他们会杀了简。可我不说，他们过后也会杀了她。所以我现在就得去跟警察说，这是简唯一的机会。

我不能，这太危险了。我不能！我想见到我女儿！

他就这样在房间里躺着并听着自己脑子里的声音达两个小时之久，觉得自己快疯了。他的腿在疼，胸部热极了。他有两次都决定起来跟别人说，可他的身体却没动。

于是，第三次时，他坐到轮椅上并出去到了走廊里。这时是半夜了。

“护士！”他说，“护士，我要用电话，就现在！”

噢，上帝啊，他想，简现在在哪儿？




简被关在一辆汽车的后备箱里。她的手脚被捆着，嘴上塞着布，头上还罩着袋子，但她知道她在一辆汽车的后备箱里，因为她能听见发动机在响，而且当她想坐起来的时候她的头被撞了一下。

她不知道她还要在那儿待多久。里边的空气不太多了，可她毫无办法。她只能躺在那儿，想：不会太长的；我们很快就会到，然后他们就会把我放出去。

然后呢？距他们杀我还有多久？


5
'You Must Believe Me!'

When Alan phoned the police, Detective Hall came to the hospital quickly, bringing an Inspector Lee with him. They listened to Alan's story, then talked for a while outside the door. Then they came back in.

'OK, Mr Cole,' Inspector Lee said. 'Detectives are now searching the house in Bowater Gardens and your daughter's flat. I've informed the police at ports and airports too. It's possible that the kidnappers will try to take your daughter out of the country, you know.'

'Oh my God.' Alan held his face in his hands. 'She's probably dead. I'll never see her again.'

'Let's hope that's not true,' said the Inspector. 'Now, let's talk about this woman Anna again. Why do you think she's a terrorist?'

Again, Alan explained. The visit to the Mews the evening before the bombing; the ten minutes when Anna was not with him; her phone call, telling him not to talk to the police or Jane would die. It was hard to speak clearly because he was so angry and afraid. He began to cry. 'It's no good,' he said. 'Jane's going to die.'

'Try to keep calm, Mr Cole,' said the Inspector. 'You see, we're not sure that this Anna is a terrorist. We have already arrested the two men who put the bomb in the coach. In fact, one of them confessed to it this morning. The other one will confess soon.'

'But they're the wrong people—they must be! If they are the murderers, why did Anna phone me? Why is she saying she'll kill my daughter if I don't keep quiet about her?'

'Are you sure it was Anna's voice on the phone?'

'Of course I am! And it was Jane's voice as well! I know my own daughter's voice, don't I?' Alan shouted.

'Mmm,' the Inspector said slowly. 'Now, your daughter. Was she unhappy to hear about Anna, do you think? Sometimes daughters don't like their fathers to have girlfriends, you know. Perhaps she was angry with you.'

'No. Not really. Well, perhaps a bit.'

'I see some very strange things in my job, Mr Cole, and a lot of them are because of family arguments. It's just possible, you see, that your daughter hasn't been kidnapped at all. Perhaps she's angry with you and wants to stop you seeing Anna. Perhaps—I've seen it happen before—she's asked a friend to ring you and pretend to be Anna...'

'No!' Alan shouted. 'Jane isn't like that! She was frightened, I could hear it in her voice on the phone. ANNA HAS KIDNAPPED HER! You must believe me!'

At that moment another detective came in and spoke quietly to Inspector Lee, who immediately got up and left the room. When he came back, his face was serious.

'The house in Bowater Gardens is empty,' he told Alan. 'The two people there left on the morning of the bombing. We didn't find anything useful at your daughter's flat—but we did find her handbag with her flat keys in it. It seems strange for her to go out without her keys, doesn't it?'

'Where is she?' Alan whispered. 'Can you find her?'

'If your daughter has been kidnapped, she could be anywhere,' the Inspector said. 'Our only hope is that the kidnappers call you again, and then we can find out where the call came from. We're fixing up a phone for you now, and there'll be two policewomen here with you all night. If Anna does phone, keep her talking. Tell her that you have said nothing to the police, and ask to speak to Jane. Say you must hear her voice.'

They put the phone on a table next to Alan's bed. He stared at it, saying to himself over and over again:

I must hear her voice. I must hear her voice.




They put Jane in a small bedroom, untied her feet, and took the bag off her head. But they tied her hands behind her back, and then tied them to the end of the bed.

'You'll stay here until those two men are sent to prison,' Anna said. 'Every day we'll send your father a picture of you with today's newspaper, to show you're still alive.'

'Then what?'

'Then... we'll see. Perhaps, if your father is a good boy, we'll let you go,' Anna said. 'If you keep quiet too.'

But Jane was watching Kev's face. He won't let me go, she thought. Never. If I don't escape, I'll die here.

When they had left the room, she lay in the dark, wondering how she could escape. I don't want to die, she thought. And how terrible it will be for Dad if they kill me. And then there are those two innocent Irishmen, who will spend thirty years in prison for something they didn't do.

That bastard Kev's going to kill me. I've got to try to escape. I just have to.

For hours she tried to get free but it was impossible. The rope only hurt her wrists more. But at least she could move her hands, up and down the end of the old bed. Once, towards morning, she pulled the rope hard against the bed, but it didn't break. Instead, something cut her hand, and she had an idea.

Could it cut the rope as well?

She moved the rope up and down across the end of the bed. It was very difficult because she couldn't see what she was doing. Three times she cut herself, and there was blood on the rope. But by early morning, the rope broke. Her hands were free! What now?

She tried the door but it was locked. Downstairs, she could hear a radio, and she could smell coffee. So one of them, at least, was in the house.

Then she had another idea. She lay down on the bed and arranged the rope around her wrists, behind her back. Then she screamed, 'Hey! You! Terrorist murderers! Come up here now! I'm thirsty! Get up here and give me a drink!'

In a few minutes, she heard someone on the stairs.




'Breakfast, Mr Cole,' the nurse said. 'Eat up like a good boy, then you'll feel better.' She smiled.

I'm not a child, Alan thought. Oh God, I'm a father who's lost a child! He pushed the eggs and tomatoes away, and drank a cup of black coffee.

The policewoman in the armchair woke up and smiled brightly. 'Well, no one has phoned, Mr Cole. Perhaps your daughter has been to an all-night party and she'll be along to see you this morning.'

Alan stared at her hopelessly. He had not closed his eyes all night. So the police didn't really believe him. Perhaps they thought he had gone crazy because he had lost a leg. He stared at the silent phone.

Ring, damn you! Ring!




Kev came in, carrying his cup of coffee in his hand. He wasn't wearing a coat, so Jane could see the gun under his arm. 'Stop making that noise,' he said. 'Or you'll be sorry.'

Jane looked at him. 'You stupid little man,' she said softly, and as Kev stepped angrily forwards, she freed her hands from the rope behind her back and jumped at him. With one hand she pulled his head down, and with the other she grabbed his cup and threw the hot coffee into his face. Then she kicked him hard in the stomach.

'Ah! Damn you...' Kev fell onto the floor, trying to get the hot coffee out of his eyes. Immediately Jane jumped on top of him. Her knees landed hard in his stomach, and her fingers tried to get the gun under his arm. But Kev's hand found the gun first. Jane tried to pull it out of his hand, but he was too strong for her. With his other hand he hit her hard on the side of the head.

Jane fell forwards. But as she fell, she put her head down and bit his nose until her mouth was full of blood. He screamed, tried to pull his head away...

And let go of the gun.

I've got it, Jane thought. I've really got it! Then Kev hit her head again, hard, and she didn't know what was happening. She moved away from him, bringing the gun down towards her chest. Her head hurt terribly, and there was blood in her mouth, but all the time her fingers were trying to use the gun.

Why won't it shoot? she thought. How do I make it work? Then as Kev hit her again, there was a BANG and another BANG and a third and a fourth. She didn't know what the bangs were but she held on to the gun as hard as she could and there was a fifth BANG and a sixth...

And then it stopped. She opened her eyes and saw that Kev wasn't hitting her any more. His hands had gone all soft and there was blood coming out of his face and his neck and his chest, there was blood all over the floor and half of his head was missing.

Jane stood up, shaking. Where is Anna? she thought.



inspector n. police officer. 探长。

search v. look for. 搜查。

explain v. make clear; show the meaning of. 解释。

confess v. say that you have done something wrong. 承认。

pretend v. make oneself look like something or doing something. 假装。

immediately adv. at once. 马上。

back n. 后背。

escape v. get free. 逃跑。

downstairs adj. & adv. 楼下。

arrange v. put in order. 整理。

thirsty adj. 口渴的。

bite (bit, bitten) v. cut into with the teeth. 咬。

hurt v. 受伤；伤害。


5　“你们必须相信我！”

阿兰给警察局打电话后，荷尔警官立即来到医院，还带来了一位李探长。他们听了阿兰的叙述，然后在门外议论了一会儿。然后他们又返回走了进来。
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“好吧，科尔先生，”李探长说，“警官们正在搜索堡渥特花园和你女儿的公寓。我也已经通知了港口和机场的警察。绑架犯很可能要把你女儿带出境外，你知道。”

“噢，天啊。”阿兰把手捂在脸上。“她可能死了。我再也见不着她了。”

“让我们希望那不是真的吧。”探长说，“现在让我们再来谈谈这个叫安娜的女人。你为什么认为她是恐怖分子呢？”

阿兰又解释了一遍。爆炸前一晚到了马厩；安娜有10分钟没和他在一起；她打电话叫他不许跟警察说，否则简就得死。由于这么生气和害怕，他很难表达清楚。他开始哭了。“没有用了，”他说，“简要死了。”

“冷静些，科尔先生。”探长说，“你看，我们还没有肯定这个安娜就是个恐怖分子。我们已经抓了往马车里放炸弹的那两个人。实际上，其中一个已经在今天早上招供了。另一个很快也会承认的。”

“可他们不是——肯定不是！如果他们是杀人犯，安娜为什么要给我打电话呢？为什么她说要是我对她的事不保持沉默的话，她就要杀了我女儿呢？”

“你肯定电话里是安娜的声音吗？”

“我当然肯定！而且还有简的声音！我能听出我自己女儿的声音，是不是？”阿兰嚷道。

“呣，”探长慢慢地说，“现在谈谈你女儿。你觉得她在听到安娜的事时不高兴吗？你知道，有时女儿不喜欢父亲有女朋友。也许她生你的气了。”

“不，真不是。不过，可能有一点儿。”

“我在工作中碰到过一些奇怪的事，科尔先生，很多都是由于家庭纠纷造成的。你看，有可能你女儿根本没有被绑架。她可能只是生你的气，想让你不再见到安娜。也许——我以前见过这种情况——她让一个朋友给你打电话，假装是安娜……”

“不！”阿兰叫道，“简不是那样的！她吓坏了，我能从电话里听出来。安娜绑架了她！你们必须相信我！”

那时另一个警官走进来悄声跟李探长说了几句话，李探长立即起身离开了屋子。他回来时脸上表情严肃。

“堡渥特花园的房子空着，”他告诉阿兰，“那两个人在爆炸的那天早晨离开了。我们在你女儿的公寓没发现什么有用的东西——但我们找到了她的书包，里边还有门钥匙。她出门不带钥匙是有点儿怪，是不是？”

“她在哪儿？”阿兰小声说，“你们能找到她吗？”

“要是你女儿被绑架了，她可能在任何地方。”探长说，“我们唯一的希望是绑架者再给你来电话，那么我们就可以查出电话是从哪儿打来的。现在我们给你配一部电话，还会有两个女警察整夜陪着你。如果安娜真来电话，拖住她说话。告诉她你什么也没对警察说，并要求跟简讲话。就说你必须听到她的声音。”

他们在阿兰床边的桌子上放了一部电话。他盯着电话，一遍一遍地默念着：

我必须听到她的声音。我必须听到她的声音。




他们把简放到一间小卧室里，解开她脚上的绳子，拿走她头上的袋子。但他们把她的手反绑在背后，然后又把她的手捆在床头上。

“你要待在这儿，直到那两个人被送进监狱。”安娜说，“我们每天都会给你爸爸寄一张你的照片和当日的报纸，告诉他你还活着。”

“然后怎样？”

“然后……再说。也许，要是你爸爸乖乖的，我们就让你走，”安娜说，“要是你也保持沉默的话。”

但是简注视着凯夫的脸。他不会让我走的，她想，永远不会。要是我不逃跑，我就会死在这儿。

当他们离开屋子时，她躺在黑暗中，琢磨着怎么逃跑。我不想死，她想，而且要是他们杀了我，那么对爸爸来说该多糟啊。还有那两个无辜的爱尔兰人，他们要为自己没干过的事坐30年牢。

那个坏蛋凯夫要杀了我。我得逃跑。我必须逃。

她挣扎了几个小时想挣脱绳索，可都不可能。绳子只是把她的手腕磨得更疼。但至少她能在这个旧床的床头上下活动她的手了。有一次，在将要天亮时，她使劲在床头来回拉绳子，可没弄断。但是又有什么东西划破她的手，于是她有了主意。

它也能划断绳子吗？

她在床头上下磨着绳子。做这件事很难，因为她看不见自己做的。她有三次都划伤了自己，绳子上染上了血。但到清早时绳子断了。她的手自由了！现在怎么办？

她试着开门，可门锁着。她能听见楼下传来的收音机声，还能闻见咖啡味儿。也就是说至少他们中的一个在这房子中。

于是她又有了主意。她躺到床上，自己背着手把绳子绕在手腕上。然后她大喊：“嘿！你们！恐怖主义谋杀犯！现在上这儿来！我渴了！上这儿来给我杯喝的！”

几分钟后，她听到有人上了楼梯。




“早饭，科尔先生。”护士说，“乖乖地吃完了，你会感觉好些的。”她微笑着。

我又不是小孩，阿兰想。噢，天啊，我是个失去孩子的父亲！他把鸡蛋和西红柿推开，只喝了一杯清咖啡。

坐在扶手椅上的女警察醒来了，愉快地微笑着。“啊，没人打电话来，科尔先生。或许你女儿去通宵晚会了，今天早上她会来看你的。”

阿兰无望地盯着她。他一夜没合眼。那么说警察并不真的相信他。也许他们以为他因失去了一条腿而变得不正常了。他盯着那无声的电话。

响啊，该死的！响啊！




凯夫进来了，手里拿着自己的一杯咖啡。他没穿外衣，因此简能看到他胳膊下的枪。“别那样吵闹了，”他说，“否则你会后悔的。”

简看着他。“你这个又傻又矮的家伙，”她轻声说；当凯夫生气地走上前来时，她从背后的绳子中抽出手来并扑向凯夫。她一只手把他的头往下按，另一只手夺过咖啡杯，把热咖啡泼到他脸上。接着她狠踢了他的肚子一脚。

“啊！妈的……”凯夫摔在地上，想把热咖啡从眼中弄出。简一下跳到他身上，膝盖死死顶住他的肚子，试图用手指去够他胳膊下的枪。可凯夫的手先找到了枪。简想从他手上夺下来，可他对她来讲太强壮了。他的另一只手重重地打在她头的一侧。

简向前摔了过去。但当她摔倒的时候，她低头咬住他的鼻子，直到她满嘴都是血时为止。他尖叫着，想把自己的头移开……

他的枪掉了。

我拿到了，简想，我真的拿到枪了！这时凯夫又重重地打了她脑袋一下，而她浑然不知。她从他那儿挪开身体，将枪拽向自己的胸口。她的头剧烈地疼痛，嘴里是血，可她一直试着用手指搬弄着枪。

怎么没射？她想。怎么使它奏效啊？凯夫又打了她一下时，“砰”的一声，又一声，第三声，第四声。她不知道这砰砰声是怎么回事，可她却使劲抓着枪。第五声，第六声……

接着没声了。她睁开眼睛看到凯夫不再打她了。他的手松开了，血从他的脸上、脖子和胸口流出来，满地都是，而且他的半个头没了。

简颤抖着站起来。安娜在哪儿？她想。


6
In the Tunnel

Alan put down his coffee when the call came. He picked up the phone with shaking hands. A voice said, 'Alan?'

'Anna,' Alan whispered. The policewoman went out of the door and spoke in a low voice on her radio.

'Do you remember what I said yesterday, Alan?'

'Yes,' Alan said. 'Please don't hurt Jane. Please. I haven't said a word to anyone. I promise you, Anna.'

'Good. Not today, not tomorrow, not ever, Alan. Do you understand? Not if you want her to stay alive.'

'Yes, I understand, Anna. But I must speak to Jane. I must hear her voice, Anna. How do I know you haven't killed her already?' Alan's voice was shaking.

Anna laughed, gently, cruelly. 'We'll send you something, Alan. In a day or two. If you're good.'

'Anna, please.'

But the phone went dead.

Alan put the phone down slowly, and suddenly the room was full of voices.

'We've got it! A phone box in South Kensington Station, by the ticket office...'

'Calling all cars in Kensington, calling all cars in Kensington. A woman has just made a phone call from...'

The policewoman put her hand on Alan's arm. 'They'll be there in two minutes,' she said gently. 'They'll—'

'Take me there!' Alan said. 'Please!'

The policewoman looked at Alan, then at the wheelchair, then back at Alan's white face. 'All right. We've got a big van outside. We can get the wheelchair in that.'




As Jane came down the stairs, she realized two things: she was covered in blood, and Anna wasn't there.

The house was very quiet, and all the rooms were empty. But I can't go out all covered in blood, she thought. People will think I've killed someone.

I have. But I had to, he was going to kill me. And he's a terrorist. He killed five people, he and Anna... I must get out before Anna comes back.

She found a man's coat, put it on, and went out into the street. I should call a policeman, she thought. But she could only see ordinary men, women and children. She saw an underground station and walked towards it.

She went into the station, found some money in the coat pocket, and bought a ticket. I must find my father, she thought, and tell him that everything's all right. Then she looked behind her and saw a woman coming out of a telephone box.

Oh my God, she thought, it's Anna!

Jane walked quickly away from the ticket office, down the escalator towards the platform and the trains. Halfway down the escalator she looked back up behind her.

Anna had seen her! Anna was following her down the escalator!

Quickly, Jane ran down to the bottom and onto one of the platforms. There was a train there, with its doors still open. She ran towards them, but as she ran, the doors closed and the train moved away into the tunnel. Anna was now coming onto the platform behind her. Anna's hand was inside her coat and Jane was sure she had a gun.

Why didn't I bring Kev's gun? Jane thought. But it was empty and I hate guns and it's no use thinking about that now. What do I do now?




As the police van screamed through the London traffic, the policewoman listened in to her radio and passed the information to Alan.

'Inspector Lee is on his way,' she said. 'There are six cars at the station already and they're watching all the entrances. Ah! Two detectives have seen a woman with red-brown hair going down the escalator...'

'But the trains,' Alan said. 'She'll catch a train...'

'They'll stop the trains as soon as they can. But there are hundreds of people in the station. The detectives could lose the woman in the crowds...'

'Please God,' whispered Alan. 'Let them catch her.'




As Anna came towards her, Jane ran towards the end of the platform, then looked behind her and saw Anna running after her, her hand still inside her coat. Quickly, Jane turned and ran towards another escalator, but there was a crowd of people there. She looked again and saw Anna twenty metres behind. She turned round a corner, back onto another platform which was empty — no people, no train. Anna will find me here in a second and shoot me, she thought. What now?

She jumped off the platform onto the railway line, and ran into the tunnel.

It was very dark in the tunnel. She knew that one of the lines was electric. If I touch it, I'll die, she thought. The trains come every six minutes, and if a train hits me, I'll die too. And there are only thirty centimetres between the sides of the train and the tunnel walls.

But there are holes in the tunnel walls every hundred metres, for workmen. I'll find one of those, wait for the next train and then go on to the next hole. It's probably only a kilometre to the next station. And perhaps Anna won't be sure which way I've gone.

She ran on into the darkness. Once she fell, and her hands nearly touched the electric line. When she got up, there was a terrible noise, like a train coming. But it was a train in another tunnel, not this one. She ran on, with one hand on the wall, looking for the hole.

Three minutes, four... then she found it! A hole just big enough for one person. She got in and stood very still, waiting. She heard the terrible noise again, this time from the station behind her. Then it stopped. The train will stop in that station for one minute, she thought. Then it will come past.

She laughed aloud in the darkness. Anna is still looking for me back on the platform. How angry she must be!

A hand touched her arm. She screamed, 'What? Oh God, no!' The hand grabbed her arm, and pulled her out of the hole, into the dark tunnel.

'Get out there!'

Two hands pushed her and Jane fell between the lines. She got to her knees, carefully, afraid of the electric line. Then the terrible noise started. The ground shook beneath her feet and a white light came towards her, faster and faster. In the light Jane saw Anna standing in the hole, with a gun in her hand. She jumped towards the hole but the train was coming faster, much too fast, and there was only room in the hole for one person, a woman with a gun...




When Alan arrived at the station, there were police cars everywhere, and crowds of people watching them. The policewoman helped him out of the van and he pushed his wheelchair through the crowd, shouting angrily, 'What's happening? Where is she?'

At the top of the escalator a policeman said, 'I'm sorry, sir. You can't go down. There's been a terrible accident.'

Then some ambulance men arrived. 'Where is it?' they asked.

'Down in the tunnel. Two women—a train's hit them,' the policeman said. The ambulance men hurried down.

'What's happening?' Alan shouted. 'Which women? There's a murderer down there, a terrorist! And my daughter — I've got to find my daughter!'

He began to climb out of his wheelchair, but the policeman pushed him back. 'I'm sorry, sir.'

Then the policewoman hurried up and explained. They helped Alan's wheelchair onto the escalator and went down. At the bottom Alan saw an empty train, and a lot of police at the end of the platform. The ambulance men talked to the police, and then went into the tunnel. Alan wheeled his chair slowly along the platform.

Then two of the ambulance men came out of the tunnel. There was a young woman between them. She walked slowly, she was very dirty, and there was blood on the side of her face. But Alan knew who she was.

'Janie,' he said, ' Janie! Are you all right?'

Jane looked along the platform and saw him. ' Dad? Why are you here?' She walked towards him shakily.

'I came to find you,' Alan said. 'Oh God, Janie, what happened? Did Anna try to kill you?'

Jane touched the blood on her face. 'Yes. She tried to shoot me but she missed. Then I threw her in front of a train. I killed the other one, too.' She smiled, a strange, shaky smile. 'You said there was no justice in this life, didn't you, Dad? Well, those two terrorists murdered five people, and took away your leg and... and now they're dead! So there is some justice, Dad, isn't there?' Then her eyes were filled with tears, and she sat down, suddenly, on a platform seat. 'That woman hated you, Dad,' she whispered shakily, 'really hated you.'

Alan wheeled his chair close to her and held her hands in his. 'I'm so sorry,' he said. 'Anna hated everyone, not just me. But she doesn't matter now, Janie. You're alive! That's all that matters to me. That's all that matters in the world.'



promise v. tell someone that you will certainly do something. 保证。

van n. big car or small covered lorry for carrying things. 货车。

realize v. 发现，意识到。

escalator n. stairs that can move and carry people up and down. 滚梯，自动扶梯。

platform n. the part of a station where you get on or off trains. 站台。

tunnel n. long hole underground, e.g. for trains. 隧道。

traffic n. 交通。

information n. facts and news about something. 信息。

entrance n. a door or gate by which you can enter a building or place. 入口。

electric adj. making or using electricity (power that can make light, heat, etc.). 带电的。

in the light 在亮处。

shaky adj. (of a person, his movements, etc.) weak, unsteady. 虚弱的；颤抖的。

shakily adv. 颤抖地。

miss v. fail to hit. 未打中。


6　隧道里

来电话的时候，阿兰放下咖啡。他用颤抖的双手拿起听筒。一个声音说：“阿兰吗？”

“安娜，”阿兰小声说。那个女警察走出了门并用她的无线电对讲机说着什么。

“你记得我昨天跟你说的吗，阿兰？”

“记得，”阿兰说，“请不要伤害简。求求你了。我什么也没对任何人讲。我向你保证，安娜。”

“好。今天，明天，永远也别说，阿兰。明白吗？要是你还想让她活着，就别说。”

“是的，我明白，安娜。但是我必须和简说话。我必须听见她的声音，安娜。我怎么知道你还没杀她？”阿兰的声音在颤抖。

安娜笑了，那笑既温柔又冷酷。“我们会给你寄些东西的，阿兰。一两天之内。要是你乖乖的话。”

“安娜，求你。”

但是电话断了。

阿兰慢慢放下电话，顿时屋里喧闹起来。

“查到了！是从南堪星顿火车站的电话亭打来的，就在售票处旁边……”

“呼叫堪星顿的所有警车，呼叫堪星顿的所有警车。刚有一个女人打电话，在……”

女警察把手放在阿兰的手臂上。“两分钟后他们就能到那儿，”她柔声说，“他们会——”

“带我去！”阿兰说，“求你了！”

女警察看了看阿兰，又看了看轮椅，再看了看阿兰苍白的脸。“好吧。我们在外面有一辆大货车。我们可以把轮椅放在里面。”




简到楼下时意识到两件事：她浑身是血；安娜不在那儿。

房子里很静，所有的房间都空着。但我不能浑身是血地出去，她想，人们会以为我刚杀了人。

我是杀了人。可我不得不杀他，他要杀我。而且他是个恐怖分子。他杀了五个人，他和安娜……我必须在安娜回来之前离开。

她找到一件男式外套，穿上，出去走到街上。我该叫警察，她想。可她看到的都是普通男人、女人和孩子。她看到一个地铁站，就朝它走了过去。

她走进车站，从外套口袋里找到一些钱，买了一张车票。我必须找到爸爸，她想，告诉他一切都好。这时她向后看了一眼，看到一个女人正从电话亭里出来。

噢，天啊，她想，是安娜！

简赶快离开售票处，上了朝站台和列车方向下行的滚梯。半路上，她回头往上边看了看。
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安娜已经看见她了！安娜正沿滚梯向她追过来！

简迅速地跑到滚梯底端，来到其中的一个站台上。那儿正好有一辆列车，门还开着。她朝车门跑去，可正跑着时车门就关上了，列车也走远了，进了隧道。安娜现在正在她身后的站台上。她的手放在外套兜里，简敢肯定她拿着枪。

我为什么没带凯夫的枪？简想。可它已经没有子弹了，我又讨厌枪，想什么也没用了。我现在该怎么办？




警车从伦敦的行人车辆中呼啸而过，女警察听着她的对讲机，把信息传给阿兰。

“李探长正在路上，”她说，“已经有六辆警车在车站，他们在注视所有的入口。啊！已经有两个侦探看见一个长着棕红色头发的女人下了滚梯……”

“可是列车，”阿兰说，“她会上车的……”

“他们会尽快拦住列车的。但站台里有成百上千的人，警察们可能会在人群中失去目标……”

“上帝啊，求你了，”阿兰小声说，“让他们抓到她吧。”

安娜朝她过来时，简便跑向站台的尽头，然后回头看看，看到安娜正在追她，手还放在外衣口袋里。简赶快转身跑向另一个滚梯，但那儿有一大群人。她又看了看，看到安娜在她身后20米处。她转过一个拐角，回到另一个空旷的站台——那儿没有人，也没有列车。安娜马上会发现我在这儿并开枪打我的，她想，怎么办？

她从站台上跳到铁轨上，跑进隧道里。

隧道里很黑。她知道其中的一条铁轨有电。如果我碰了它，就会死的，她想。列车每六分钟一趟，而且要是一辆列车撞着我，我也会死的。列车和隧道的四壁之间只有30厘米宽。

但隧道墙壁上每100米就有一个给工人用的洞。我可以找到其中的一个，等下一辆列车过去，然后再挪到下一个洞。也许到下一个车站只有一公里远。也许安娜并不敢肯定我往哪个方向去了。

她继续在黑暗中跑着。有一次她摔倒了，手差点儿碰到有电的铁轨。当她站起来时，传来一声可怕的巨响，像是一辆列车驶来了。但列车是在另一个隧道中，不是这个。她继续跑着，一只手扶在墙上，寻找着洞口。

三分钟，四分钟……接着她找到了！一个正好可以容得下一个人的洞。她进去，一动不动地站在那儿，等着。她又听到一声可怕的气鸣声，这回是从她后面的车站传来的。之后，它停住了。列车要在那站停一分钟，她想，然后就驶过。

她在黑暗中放声大笑。安娜还会回到站台上找我呢。她该多么生气啊！

一只手碰到了她的胳膊。她尖叫着：“什么？噢，上帝，不！”那只手拽着她的胳膊，把她从洞里拉到漆黑的隧道中。

“出去！”

两只手推了简一下，她摔倒在两根铁轨之间。她小心地跪起来，怕碰到有电的铁轨。这时，可怕的气鸣声又开始了。她脚下的地在颤动，一道白色的光冲她而来，越来越快。在亮光中，简看到安娜正站在洞中，一手拿着枪。她朝洞口跳过去，可列车正以更快的速度驶来，太快了，而洞中只容得下一个人，一个拿着枪的女人……




阿兰到车站的时候，那儿到处是警车，还有观看的人群。那个女警察帮他出了车，他转着轮椅穿过人群，生气地高声喊道：“发生了什么事？她在哪儿？”

在滚梯的顶上，一位警察说：“对不起，先生。您不能下去。那儿出了严重的车祸。”

接着，一些救生员到了。“在哪儿？”他们问。

“在下面的隧道里。两个女人——一辆列车撞了她们。”警察说。救生员赶快下去了。

“出了什么事？”阿兰嚷道，“哪些女人？下边那儿有一个谋杀犯，一个恐怖分子！还有我女儿——我要见我女儿！”

他开始往轮椅外爬，但警察把他按住了。“对不起，先生。”

于是那个女警察赶快过来解释。他们帮着把阿兰的轮椅抬上滚梯，去了下边。在底下，阿兰看到一辆空列车和站台尽头的许多警察。救生员和警察说了说，然后就走进隧道。阿兰沿着站台慢慢摇着轮椅。

这时，两个救生员从隧道里出来了。他们之间有一个年轻女子。她慢慢地走着，脏兮兮的，一边脸上挂着血。但阿兰知道她是谁。

“简妮，”他说，“简妮！你没事吧？”

简顺着站台过去，看到了他。“爸爸？您怎么在这儿？”她摇摇晃晃地朝他走过来。

“我来找你。”阿兰说，“噢，上帝，简妮，发生了什么事？安娜是不是想要杀你？”

简摸摸脸上的血。“是的。她想开枪打我，可没打中。然后我就把她扔到了（将要开来的）列车面前。我也杀了另外一个。”她笑了，那是一种奇怪的、颤巍巍的笑。“您说过这世界不公道，不是吗，爸爸？可是，那两个恐怖分子杀了五个人，还夺走了您的一条腿，还……现在他们死了！所以，还是有一些公道的，爸爸，是不是？”那时她眼中充满了泪水，她突然一下坐到站台的椅子上。“那个女人恨您，爸爸，”她小声地、颤抖地说，“真的恨您。”

阿兰摇着轮椅靠近她，握住她的双手。“对不起，”他说，“安娜恨所有的人，不止是我。不过，她怎么样现在已经无所谓了，简妮。你还活着！我只在乎那个。那就是这个世界上我唯一在乎的。”


Exercises

A Checking your understanding

Chapters 1 and 2 Write answers to these questions.

1 Why was Jane outside Parliament?

2 What did Jane think was strange about the woman with red-brown hair?

3 Why did the doctors have to cut Alan's leg off?

4 How many people were killed by the bomb, and who were they?

5 Why did the police arrest the two Irishmen?

6 Why did Alan go back to the Mews the night before the bombing?

7 How long had Alan known Anna?

8 What did Jane learn from the neighbour at 14 Bowater Gardens?

9 What did Jane think when she first saw the woman in her flat?

Chapters 3 and 4 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 Alan was very unhappy that Anna hadn't been to visit him.

2 Anna was happy that the bomb hadn't killed Alan.

3 Anna was outside Parliament taking photos of the bombing.

4 Kev and Anna didn't care that two innocent Irishmen would go to prison.

5 Alan lied to Detective Hall about Anna's visit to the Mews.

6 Jane thought that Kev and Anna probably wouldn't kill her.

7 When Alan decided to tell the police about Anna, Jane had already been taken away from her flat.

Chapters 5 and 6 Who said these words in the story, and to whom?

1 'She's probably dead. I'll never see her again.'

2 'Ask to speak to Jane. Say you must hear her voice.'

3 'Stop making that noise.'

4 'You stupid little man.'

5 'We'll send you something. In a day or two. If you're good.'

6 'Take me there! Please!'

7 'Get out there!'

8 'You're alive! That's all that matters to me.'

B Working with language

1 Put together these beginnings and endings of sentences.

1 The bomb exploded,

2 You were the only coach man

3 We can't leave

4 If I tell the police,

5 I'm sorry he didn't die

6 They'll have to kill me

7 while he was so happy.

8 they'll kill her.

9 but the Queen was not hurt.

10 because I know too much.

11 until the house is quiet.

12 who didn't die.

2 Complete the passage with these linking words:

who　and　after　although　while　where　but　because

... she had been to 14 Bowater Gardens, Jane decided to go home... she didn't want to tell her father about Anna's boyfriend. She found Anna waiting for her in her flat... tried to fight her,... Kev came out with a gun and stopped her.... they covered her mouth and head, Jane could still hear, and... they were arguing in her kitchen, Jane realized... Anna was and... she had seen Anna before.

C Activities

1 Imagine you are Jane. Write her letter to her brother in Australia, telling him all about the bombing and the kidnap.

2 The police don't give the newspapers any information about the two terrorists' deaths, but reporters always try to find out the truth. Write a short report to go with one of these newspaper headlines (you have talked to neighbours, the train driver, people in the station, etc.):

a) MAN SHOT IN WEST LONDON HOUSE

b) ACCIDENT AT SOUTH KENSINGTON STATION — ONE WOMAN KILLED

3 While Jane is fighting to escape and to save her own life, she kills both Kev and Anna. Is that justice? What do you think? How should terrorists like Kev and Anna be punished? Write down your ideas, and then find out what other students in your class think.
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简　介

一个人的画像是否比他的面孔更多地反映他自己？如果画像是用爱的画笔描绘的，或许它能反映这个人外表以外更多的东西——或许它能反映这个人的内心世界。




我们经常说脸像一本书，能自己讲述故事。当多里安·格雷看到画像中自己的面孔时，便爱上了自己的美貌。任何事物都不能损害他的美貌，任何事物都不能伤害或改变它——爱不能，甚至时间也不能。因此，他切断了他的脸和内心、他的外表和内在世界的联系。他的脸没有改变，总是年轻、漂亮，但是这幅画像——用爱的画笔描绘的画像——却在讲述着真实的故事。它才是真实的多里安·格雷——一天天变老、变丑并满怀恨意。




奥斯卡·王尔德（1854—1900）是爱尔兰最杰出最聪颖的作家。他的剧本和儿童故事，以及《多里安·格雷的画像》虽然是近一百年前的作品，但至今仍受读者喜爱。
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The Artist
画家

'I have put too much of myself into this painting.'

“我在这幅画里画进了自己太多的东西。”




Chapter 1

Through the open windows of the room came the rich scent of summer flowers. Lord Henry Wotton lay back in his chair and smoked his cigarette. Beyond the soft sounds of the garden he could just hear the noise of London.

In the centre of the room there was a portrait of a very beautiful young man, and in front of it stood the artist himself, Basil Hallward.

'It's your best work, Basil, the best portrait that you've ever painted,' said Lord Henry lazily. 'You must send it to the best art gallery in London.'

'No,' Basil said slowly. 'No, I won't send it anywhere.'

Lord Henry was surprised. 'But my dear Basil, why not?' he asked. 'What strange people you artists are! You want to be famous, but then you're not happy when you  are famous. It's bad when people talk about you—but it's much worse when they  don't talk about you.'

'I know you'll laugh at me,' replied Basil, 'but I can't exhibit the picture in an art gallery. I've put too much of myself into it.'

Lord Henry laughed. 'Too much of yourself into it! You don't look like him at all. He has a fair and beautiful face. And you—well, you look intelligent, of course, but with your strong face and black hair, you are not beautiful.'

'You don't understand me, Harry,' replied Basil. (Lord Henry's friends always called him Harry.) 'Of course I'm not like him,' Basil continued. 'In fact, I prefer not to be beautiful. Dorian Gray's beautiful face will perhaps bring him danger and trouble.'

'Dorian Gray? Is that his name?' asked Lord Henry.

'Yes. But I didn't want to tell you.'

'Why not?'

'Oh, I can't explain,' said Basil. 'When I like people a lot, I never tell their names to my other friends. I love secrets, that's all.'

'Of course,' agreed his friend. 'Life is much more exciting when you have secrets. For example, I never know where my wife is, and my wife never knows what I'm doing. When we meet—and we do meet sometimes—we tell each other crazy stories, and we pretend that they're true.'

'You pretend all the time, Harry,' said Basil. 'I think that you're probably a very good husband, but you like to hide your true feelings.'

'Oh, don't be so serious, Basil,' smiled Lord Henry. 'Let's go into the garden.'



gallery n. a private room, hall, or building where works of art are shown and usu. offered for sale. 画廊；美术品陈列室。

intelligent  adj. having or showing powers of reasoning or understanding. 有推理能力的；有理解力的；聪明的。

crazy  adj. impractical; foolish. 不切实际的；荒唐的。

pretend v. to give an appearance of (something that is not true), with the intention of deceiving. 伪装；假装。

hide  v. to put or keep out of sight; make or keep secret. 藏；隐瞒。




第一章

透过敞开的窗户传来夏季鲜花的浓香。亨利·沃顿勋爵靠在椅背上，吸着香烟。除了花园中各种轻柔的声响之外，他能听见伦敦的喧闹声。
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房屋的中央是一个非常漂亮的年轻男人的画像。画像的前面站着画家本人，名叫巴兹尔·霍尔沃德。

“巴兹尔，这是你最好的作品，你迄今为止画得最好的画像。”亨利勋爵懒洋洋地说道，“你得把这幅画送到伦敦最好的画廊。”

“不。”巴兹尔缓慢地回答，“我不会把它送到任何一个地方去。”

亨利勋爵感到吃惊。“亲爱的巴兹尔，为什么不呢？”他问道，“你们画家是多么奇怪的人啊！你们想成名，但成名后又不快乐。人们谈论你们不好——但当人们不谈论你们时情况会更糟。”

“我知道你会嘲笑我，”巴兹尔答道，“但我不能将这幅画在画廊展出，我在这里画了自己太多的东西。”

亨利勋爵笑道：“你自己太多的东西！你看起来和画中的他根本不像。他有着白皙漂亮的面孔，可是你——唉，当然你看起来聪明，但你长着强健的面孔和黑色的头发，你算不上漂亮。”

“你不了解我，哈里。”巴兹尔答道。（亨利勋爵的朋友通常称呼他哈里。）“当然我不像他，”巴兹尔继续说，“实际上我宁愿不漂亮。多里安·格雷的漂亮面孔或许将给他带来危险和麻烦。”

“多里安·格雷？这是他的名字吗？”亨利勋爵问道。

“是的，但我本不想告诉你。”

“为什么不告诉我？”

“哦，我说不太清，”巴兹尔说道，“当我很喜欢某些人时，我从不把他们的名字告诉我的其他朋友。我喜欢保守秘密，仅此而已。”

“当然，”他的朋友赞同地说，“有秘密，生活才更有趣。比如，我从不知道我的妻子在哪里，而我的妻子也从不知道我正在做什么。我们碰面时——有时我们的确碰上——我们告诉对方一些疯狂的故事，都装得好像这些故事是真的。”

“你一直在做假，哈里。”巴兹尔说，“我认为你也许是个非常好的丈夫，但你喜欢掩饰你的真实感情。”

“哦，别太认真，巴兹尔。”亨利勋爵笑道，“咱们去花园吧。”




Chapter 2

In the garden the leaves shone in the sunlight, and the flowers moved gently in the summer wind. The two young men sat on a long seat under the shadow of a tall tree.

'Before I go,' said Lord Henry, 'you must answer my question, Basil. Why won't you exhibit Dorian Gray's portrait in an art gallery?' He looked at his friend and smiled. 'Please give me the  real reason, now. Not the answer that you gave me before.'

'Harry, when an artist feels strongly about a portrait, it becomes a portrait of himself, not of the sitter. The artist paints the face and body of the sitter, but in fact he shows his own feelings. The reason why I won't exhibit this portrait is because I'm afraid it shows the secret of my heart.'

Lord Henry laughed. 'And what is this secret of your heart?'

His friend was silent. Lord Henry picked a flower and looked at it with interest.

'Two months ago,' Basil said at last, 'I was at a party at Lady Brandon's house. I was talking to friends when I realized that someone was watching me. I turned and saw Dorian Gray for the first time. We looked at each other, and I felt a sudden, very strong fear. I felt that this person could change my life... could bring me happiness—and unhappiness. Later, Lady Brandon introduced us. We laughed at something that she said, and became friends at once.'

He stopped. Lord Henry smiled. 'Tell me more,' he said. 'How often do you see him?'

'Every day,' answered Basil. 'I'm not happy if I don't see him every day—he's necessary to my life.'

'But I thought you only cared about your art,' said Lord Henry.

'He  is all my art now,' replied Basil, seriously. 'Since I met Dorian Gray, the work that I've done is good, the best work of my life. Because of him I see art in a different way, a new way. When I'm with him, I paint wonderful pictures.'

'Basil, this is extraordinary. I must meet Dorian Gray,' said Lord Henry.

Basil got up and walked up and down the garden. 'So that's my secret. Dorian doesn't know about my feelings. And I can't let people see the portrait, because it shows what's in my heart. There's too much of myself in it, Harry, too much!'

Lord Henry looked at Basil's face before he spoke. 'Tell me, does Dorian Gray care about you?'

The artist thought for a few moments. 'He likes me,' he said at last. 'I know he likes me. Usually he's very friendly to me, but sometimes he seems to enjoy hurting me. He says unkind things that give me pain, Harry. And then I feel that I've given myself to somebody who thinks my heart is a pretty flower. A flower that he can enjoy for a summer's day, and can forget tomorrow.'

'Summer days, Basil,' said Lord Henry with a smile, 'can sometimes be too long. Perhaps you'll become tired sooner than he will.'

'Harry, don't talk like that. While I live, Dorian Gray will be important to me. You change your feelings too quickly. You can't feel what I feel.'

'My dear Basil, how unkind you are!' Lord Henry was amused. How interesting other people's lives were, he thought. Slowly he pulled a flower to pieces with his long fingers. 'I remember now,' he continued. 'I think my aunt knows Dorian Gray. I'd like to meet him very much.'

'But I don't want you to meet him,' said Basil.

A servant came across the garden towards them.

'Mr Dorian Gray has arrived, sir,' he said to Basil.

'You have to introduce me now,' laughed Lord Henry.

Basil turned to him. 'Dorian Gray is my dearest friend,' he said quietly. 'He's a good person and he's young—only twenty. Don't change him. Don't try to influence him. Your clever words are very amusing, of course, but you laugh at serious things. Don't take him away from me. He's necessary to my life as an artist.'

Lord Henry smiled. 'You worry too much, my friend,' he said, and together they walked back into the house.



shadow  n. a dark shape made on a surface by something between it and direct light. 影子；阴影。

fear  n. the feeling that one has when danger is near. 害怕；恐惧。

extraordinary  adj. beyond what is usual. 特别的，奇怪的，惊人的。

unkind  adj. not kind; cruel or thoughtless. 无情的；不近人情的；冷酷的。

servant  n. someone who works in another person's house. 仆人；用人。

influence  v. to have an effect on. 影响。




第二章
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花园里树叶在阳光下闪闪发光，花儿在夏季的微风中轻轻摇曳。两个年轻人在树荫笼罩的一条长凳上坐着。

亨利勋爵说：“我走之前，你必须回答我的问题，巴兹尔。为什么你不愿意在伦敦的画廊里展出多里安·格雷的画像？”他微笑地看着朋友。“请现在告诉我真正的原因，而不是刚才你说的理由。”

“哈里，当一位画家对一幅画像有着强烈的感情时，它就变成了自己的画像，而不是被画人的肖像。画家绘出被画人的面孔和身躯，但实际上融汇了画家自己的情感。我不愿展出这幅画像的原因是我害怕它会坦露我内心的秘密。”

亨利勋爵笑了。“那么你内心的秘密又是什么呢？”

他的朋友沉默了。亨利勋爵摘了一朵花，满有兴趣地看着。

巴兹尔终于说：“两个月前，我参加了布兰登夫人在家举办的聚会。在和朋友谈话时，我意识到有人在注视我。我回过头，第一次见到了多里安·格雷。我们都看着对方。我感到了一阵突然、巨大的恐惧。我感觉这个人能改变我的生活……能给我带来幸福和不幸。后来，布兰登夫人为我们做了介绍。她说的某件事情让我们都笑了，我们很快成了朋友。”

他停止了回忆。亨利勋爵面带笑容。“再给我讲一些。”他说，“你多长时间和他见一次面？”

“每天。”巴兹尔答道，“每天如果见不到他我就会不高兴——我的生活离不开他。”

“但我原以为你只关心你的艺术。”亨利勋爵说。

“现在他是我的全部艺术。”巴兹尔严肃地回答，“自从我结识多里安·格雷以来，我完成的作品变得很出色，是我有生以来最好的作品。由于有了他，我用不同的眼光看待艺术，一种全新的方式。和他在一起，我能画出精彩的作品。”

“巴兹尔，这太离奇了。我得见一见多里安·格雷。”亨利勋爵说。

巴兹尔站起身，在花园里来回走动。“因此这就是我的秘密。多里安·格雷不知道我的感情，我也不能让人们看这幅画像，因为它表露了我的内心世界。它包含了我太多的东西，哈里，太多了！”

亨利勋爵看着巴兹尔的脸，然后说：“告诉我，多里安·格雷关心你吗？”

画家思考了片刻：“他喜欢我。”他终于说道。“我知道他喜欢我。通常他总是对我很友好，但有时似乎喜欢伤害我。他说些不友善的话让我感到痛苦，哈里。于是我就觉得我把自己给了一个认为我的心是一朵漂亮小花的人。他可以在夏季的某一天欣赏这朵花，也可以在第二天把它遗忘。”

“夏日，巴兹尔。”亨利勋爵笑着说，“有时很长。或许你比他更先感到厌倦。”

“哈里，别那样说。只要我活着，多里安·格雷就对我很重要。你的感情变得太快，你体会不到我的感情。”

“我亲爱的巴兹尔，你太不客气了！”亨利勋爵感到有趣。别人的生活真有意思，他想。慢慢地他的长手指把一朵花撕成了碎片。“我记起来了。”他继续说，“我姨妈认识多里安·格雷。我很想见他。”

“可我不愿意你去见他。”巴兹尔说。

一个仆人穿过花园朝他们走来。

“多里安·格雷先生来了，先生。”仆人对巴兹尔说。

“你现在得把我介绍给他。”亨利勋爵笑着。

巴兹尔转身对着亨利勋爵。“多里安·格雷是我最亲密的朋友。”他轻声地说，“他是一个好人，而且很年轻——只有20岁。别改变或试图去影响他。你机智的话语的确让人感到有趣，但你嘲笑严肃的东西。别把他从我身边带走，他是我作为一个画家的生活中必不可少的部分。”

亨利勋爵笑道：“你的担心太多余了，我的朋友。”他说。然后他们一起走回了房间。


The Friend
朋友

'There is nothing in the world as important as youth!'

“世界上没有比青春更重要的了！”




Chapter 3

As they entered the house, they saw Dorian Gray. He was sitting by the window and turning some pages of music.

'You must lend me this music, Basil,' he said. Then he turned and saw Lord Henry. 'Oh, I'm sorry, Basil. I didn't realize...'

'Dorian, this is Lord Henry Wotton,' said Basil. 'He's an old friend of mine.'

Dorian Gray shook hands with Lord Henry, and while they talked, Lord Henry studied the young man. Yes, he was very good-looking indeed, with his bright blue eyes and his gold hair. He had an open, honest face. There were no dark secrets in that face. Lord Henry could understand Basil's feelings for him.

Basil was getting his paints ready. Now he looked at Lord Henry. 'Harry,' he said, 'I want to finish this portrait of Dorian today. I'm afraid I must ask you to go away.'

Lord Henry smiled and looked at Dorian Gray. 'Should I go, Mr Gray?' he asked.

'Oh, please don't leave, Lord Henry. Basil never talks when he's painting, and it's so boring. Please stay. I'd like you to talk to me.'

'Well, Basil?' Lord Henry asked.

The artist bit his lip. 'Very well, Harry. Stay... if you must.'

While Basil painted, Lord Henry talked, and the young man listened. The words filled Dorian's head like music—wild, exciting music. What a beautiful voice Lord Henry has, he thought. They are only words, but how terrible they are! How bright and dangerous! You cannot escape from words. Dorian began to understand things about himself that he had never understood before. Why had he never seen himself so clearly, he wondered?

Lord Henry watched Dorian, and smiled. He knew when to speak, and when to be silent. He felt very interested in this young man, with his wonderful face.

Later they walked in the garden together, while Basil worked at the portrait. The rich scent of the flowers was all around them. Dorian looked at the older man, and wondered about him. He was tall, with a thin dark face and cool white hands. Dorian liked him, but why did he feel a little afraid of him?

'You must come out of the sun, Mr Gray,' said Lord Henry. 'A brown skin isn't fashionable and it won't suit you.'

'Oh, it doesn't matter,' laughed Dorian.

'But it should matter to you, Mr Gray.'

'Why?' asked Dorian.

'Because you're young, and being young is wonderful. Ah, you smile. You don't think so now, but one day you'll understand what I mean—when you're old, and tired, and no longer beautiful. You have a wonderfully beautiful face, Mr Gray. It's true. Don't shake your head at me. And there's nothing more important, more valuable than beauty. When your youth goes, your beauty will go with it. Then you'll suddenly discover that your life is empty—there will be nothing to enjoy, nothing to hope for. Time is your enemy, Mr Gray. It will steal everything from you. People are afraid of themselves today. Afraid to live. But you, with your face and your youth, there's nothing that you cannot do. You must live! Live the wonderful life that is in you! We can never be young again. Youth! Ah, there is nothing in the world as important as youth!'

Dorian Gray listened and wondered. New ideas filled his head. He felt strange, different.

At that moment Basil called them from the house. Lord Henry turned to Dorian. 'You're happy that you've met me, Mr Gray,' he said.

'Yes, I'm happy now. Will I always be happy, I wonder?'

'Always!' Lord Henry smiled. 'What a terrible word! Women use it much too often. What does it mean? It's today that is important.'



open  adj. not hiding anything. 坦白的；直率的。

honest  adj. (of people) trustworthy; not likely to lie or to cheat.（指人）诚实的；忠实的。

music  n. the arrangement of sounds in pleasant patterns and tunes. 音乐。

dangerous  adj. able to or likely to cause danger. 招致危险的；危险的。

valuable adj. having great usefulness or value. 宝贵的；有价值的；用途很大的。

youth n. the period of being young, esp. the period between being a child and being fully grown; early life. 青年时期；青春时代。




第三章
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走进房间，他们看见了多里安·格雷。他正靠窗而坐，翻阅着一些乐谱。

“你得把这乐谱借给我，巴兹尔。”他说道。然后他转身看见了亨利勋爵。“哦，对不起，巴兹尔。我没看见……”

“多里安，这是亨利·沃顿勋爵。”巴兹尔说，“是我的一位老朋友。”

多里安·格雷和亨利勋爵握了握手。他们交谈时，亨利勋爵审视着这位年轻人。的确，他长得很好看，蓝眼睛，金黄色的头发。他的脸坦率、诚实，没有任何阴暗的秘密。亨利勋爵能够理解巴兹尔对他的感情了。

巴兹尔正准备着画具。现在他看着亨利勋爵。“哈里，”他说，“我今天想完成多里安的画像，恐怕得让你先离开了。”

亨利勋爵笑着，看了看多里安·格雷。“我必须走吗，格雷先生？”他问道。

“哦，请别走，亨利勋爵。巴兹尔画画时从不说话，太枯燥了。请留下吧，我希望你和我聊天。”

“那么，巴兹尔？”亨利勋爵问道。

画家咬着嘴唇。“好吧，哈里。留下吧……如果你坚持。”

巴兹尔画画时，亨利勋爵说着话，年轻人听着。话语像音乐一样填进了多里安的脑海——一种疯狂的、令人激动的肯乐。亨利勋爵的嗓音多么动听啊！他想着。这些只不过是话语，但是太可怕了！多么欢快，又多么危险！你无法回避这些话语。多里安开始了解自己以前从未了解的自身的东西。为什么他从未那么清楚地了解过自己？他思忖着。

亨利勋爵观察着多里安，微笑着。他知道什么时候该说，什么时候停下来。他对这个长着奇妙面孔的年轻人很有兴趣。

然后他们一起走进花园，巴兹尔这时在画画。鲜花的浓香包围了他们。多里安看着这个年长一些的男人，揣度着他。他个子高高的，面孔瘦削、偏黑，双手又冷又白。多里安喜欢他，但为什么又觉得有点怕他？

“你必须避开阳光，格雷先生。”亨利勋爵说，“棕色皮肤不时兴，也不适合你。”

“哦，不要紧。”多里安笑着。

“但对你是要紧的，格雷先生。”

“为什么？”多里安问。

“因为你年轻，年轻是极好的。啊，你笑了，现在你不这样认为，但是有一天你会明白我的意思——当你变老、疲倦，不再漂亮时。你长着非常漂亮的面孔，格雷先生。这是真的，别朝我摇头。没有比美貌更重要、更有价值的了。当你的青春逝去时，你的美貌也随之消失。然后你会突然发现生活的空虚——不再欣赏任何事物，也不再对任何事物抱有希望。时间是你的敌人，格雷先生。它会偷走你的一切。如今人们害怕自己，害怕生活。但是你，凭着你的面孔和青春，没有任何你不能做的事情。你必须享受人生，过着属于你的美好的生活！我们再不会年轻了。青春！啊，世界上没有比青春更重要的了！”

多里安·格雷听着、思考着。新思想装满了他的脑海。他感到奇特和不同。

这时巴兹尔在房间里叫他们。亨利勋爵转向多里安，“你高兴结识了我，格雷先生。”他说。

“是的，我现在挺高兴。我想我会总是高高兴兴的，是吗？”

“总会的！”亨利勋爵笑着，“多可怕的一句话！女人们总是这样说。这是什么意思呢？重要的是今天。”




Chapter 4

In the house Basil Hallward stood in front of the portrait of Dorian Gray. 'It's finished,' he said. He wrote his name in the corner of the picture.

Lord Henry studied the picture carefully. 'Yes,' he said. 'It's your best work. It's excellent. Mr Gray, come and look at yourself.'

Dorian looked at the picture for a long time. He smiled as he saw the beautiful face in front of him, and for a moment he felt happy. But then he remembered Lord Henry's words. 'How long,' he thought, 'will I look like the picture? Time will steal my beauty from me. I will grow old, but the picture will always be young.' And his heart grew cold with fear.

'Don't you like it, Dorian?' asked Basil at last.

'Of course he likes it,' said Lord Henry. 'It's a very fine work of art. I'd like to buy it myself.'

'It's not mine to sell, Harry. The picture is Dorian's.'

'I wish,' cried Dorian suddenly, 'I wish that I could always stay young and that the picture could grow old.'

Lord Henry laughed. 'I don't think you would like that, Basil, would you?'

'No, I wouldn't like it at all,' agreed Basil with a smile.

Dorian turned, his face red and angry. 'Yes, you like your art better than your friends,' he said to Basil. 'How long will you like me? Only while I'm beautiful, I suppose. Lord Henry is right. Youth is the most important thing in the world. Oh, why did you paint this picture? Why should it stay young while I grow old? I wish the picture could change, and I could stay as I am. I would give anything, yes, anything, for that.' He hid his face in his hands.

'Dorian, Dorian!' said Basil unhappily. 'Don't talk like that. You're my dearest friend.' He turned to Lord Henry. 'What have you been teaching him?' he asked angrily. 'Why didn't you go away when I asked you?'

Lord Henry smiled. 'It's the real Dorian Gray—that's all.'

Basil turned and walked quickly over to the portrait. 'It's my best work, but now I hate it. I will destroy it now, before it destroys our friendship.' He picked up a long knife.

But Dorian was there before him. 'No, Basil, don't! You can't destroy it. That would be murder!'

'So,' said Basil coldly, 'you've decided that you like the portrait after all.'

'Like it?' said Dorian. 'I'm in love with it. I cannot live without it.'

Later, during tea, Lord Henry invited Basil and Dorian to go with him to the theatre that night. Basil refused, but Dorian was happy to accept.

'Stay and have dinner with me, Dorian,' said Basil, but no, Dorian preferred to go to the theatre with Lord Henry.

As the door closed behind Dorian and Lord Henry, Basil turned back to the picture. 'I shall stay here with the real Dorian Gray,' he said sadly to himself.



corner n. the area formed where two lines, surfaces, or edges, meet. 角落。

steal v. to take (what belongs to another) without any right. 偷；窃取。

destroy v. to tear down or apart; ruin; put an end to the existence or effectness of (something). 毁坏；破坏。

murder n. the crime of killing a man unlawfully. 谋杀。




第四章
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在房子里，巴兹尔·霍尔沃德站在多里安·格雷的画像前面。“完成了。”他说。他在画像的一角写上了自己的名字。

亨利勋爵仔细研究着这幅画。“是的，”他说，“这是你最好的作品，妙极了。格雷先生，来看看你自己。”

多里安长时间看着这幅画。当他看见前面这张漂亮的面孔时，他笑了，有那么一阵儿他感到高兴。然而他想起了亨利勋爵的话。他想：“我会像画像多久？时间会偷走我的美貌，我会变老，可画像会永远年轻。”因此他的心一冷，充满了恐惧。

“你不喜欢它吗，多里安？”巴兹尔终于问道。

“他当然喜欢。”亨利勋爵说，“这是一件艺术精品，我想买下它。”

“它不属于我，我不能卖，哈里。这幅画属于多里安。”

“我希望，”多里安突然喊道，“我希望我会永远年轻，而这幅画像会变老。”

亨利勋爵笑道：“我认为你不喜欢那样，巴兹尔，你呢？”

“不，我一点也不喜欢那样。”巴兹尔赞同地笑着。

多里安转过身，因生气涨红了脸。“是的，你喜欢你的艺术甚过喜欢你的朋友。”他对巴兹尔说。“你会喜欢我多久？只有当我漂亮时，我想。亨利勋爵是对的，青春是世界上最重要的东西。哦，你为什么要画这幅画？为什么我变老时它仍保持年轻？我希望画像会变，而我仍是现在这样。我会用一切，是的，一切，去换取它。”他用双手捂住了脸。

“多里安，多里安！”巴兹尔不高兴地说，“别那样说，你是我最亲密的朋友。”他转向亨利勋爵。“你都教了他些什么？”他气愤地问，“我让你走时你为什么不走？”

亨利勋爵一笑：“这是真实的多里安·格雷——仅此而已。”

巴兹尔转身迅速朝画像走去。“这是我最好的作品，但现在我恨它，我要毁了它，趁它还没毁掉我们的友谊。”他拿起了一把长刀。

但是多里安在那儿挡住了他。“不，巴兹尔，不能！你不能毁掉它，这是谋杀！”

“那么，”巴兹尔冷酷地说，“你已经决定了你毕竟还是喜欢这幅画像。”

“喜欢它？”多里安说，“我爱上了它，没有它我不能活。”




后来喝茶时，亨利勋爵邀请巴兹尔和多里安晚上一起去看戏。巴兹尔拒绝了，但多里安愉快地接受了邀请。

“留下来和我一起吃晚饭，多里安。”巴兹尔说。但是，多里安宁愿和亨利勋爵去看戏。

多里安和亨利勋爵一走，巴兹尔关上了门，回到画像旁。“我要在这儿陪着真正的多里安·格雷。”他难过地自言自语。




Chapter 5

The next morning Lord Henry went to visit his aunt, Lady Agatha. She was surprised to see him.

'I thought you fashionable young men never got up until the afternoon,' she said.

'Ah, but my dear aunt, I need some information, you see,' replied Lord Henry. 'I met Dorian Gray yesterday, and I'd like to know more about him.'

'Oh, he's Lord Kelso's grandson,' said Lady Agatha. 'His mother was Lady Margaret Devereux, a very beautiful woman. She ran away from home to marry a poor soldier. He was killed a few months later and she died soon after her son was born. She was a lovely woman. Dorian Gray has her beauty and he will, I understand, have his grandfather's money.'

'He is,' agreed Lord Henry, 'extraordinarily good-looking.'

'Come to lunch,' invited his aunt. 'Dorian Gray will be here and you can meet him again.'

'I'd love to come,' smiled Lord Henry.

As he left, Lord Henry thought about this sad story. He became more interested than ever in this beautiful young man, Dorian Gray. He remembered the night before, when Dorian had watched him with his bright blue eyes, half wondering, half afraid. 'He does not yet know himself,' thought Lord Henry, with a smile. 'But I can teach him. Yes, I can influence him in any way that I please. I will teach him to discover the fire of youth, and love, and life.'




The conversation among the fashionable people at Lady Agatha's lunch was quick and clever. Lord Henry talked, in his lazy, amusing way, and knew that Dorian Gray was watching and listening.

After a while the conversation turned to a friend's plans to marry an American girl.

'Why can't these American women stay in their own country? They're always telling us that it's a paradise for women,' said Lord Burdon.

'It is,' said Lord Henry. 'That's the reason why they're so happy to escape from it.'

'They say,' laughed the man next to Lady Agatha, 'that when good Americans die, they go to Paris.'

'Really! And where do bad Americans go to when they die?' asked Lady Agatha.

'They go to America,' said Lord Henry.

People smiled, and the conversation moved on to other things. Lord Henry took ideas and played with them; he gave them wings, and they flew like brightly coloured birds around the room. People laughed, and smiled, and told him that he should be more serious. But Dorian Gray never took his eyes away from Lord Henry.

After lunch Lord Henry said that he was going to the park and as he left the room, Dorian Gray touched his arm. ' May I come with you?' he asked.

'But I thought you'd promised to go and see Basil Hallward,' Lord Henry replied.

'Yes, but I'd prefer to come with you. Please let me,' said Dorian. 'I want to listen to you talking. Nobody speaks as well as you do.'

'Ah! I've talked enough for today.' Lord Henry smiled. 'But you may come with me if you want to.'



wonder v. to express a wish to know, in words or silently; to be surprised and want to know (why).（心里）纳闷；想知道；觉得奇怪；希望知道；不明白；不懂。

conversation n. (an) informal talk in which people exchange news, feelings, and thoughts. 会话；谈天。

paradise n. a place (not real) where people are completely happy. 乐园；天堂。

promise v. to make a statement, which someone else has a right to believe and depend on, that one will or will not do something, give something, etc. 允诺；保证；发誓。




第五章
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第二天早上，亨利勋爵去拜访他的姨妈阿加莎夫人。姨妈见到他很吃惊。

“我以为你们这些时髦的年轻人不到下午不起床。”她说。

“啊，可是亲爱的姨妈，要知道我需要些消息。”亨利勋爵答道，“昨天我见到了多里安·格雷，我想更多地了解他。”

“哦，他是凯尔索勋爵的外孙子。”阿加莎夫人说，“他的母亲是玛格丽特·德弗罗女士，一个非常漂亮的女人。她离家出走嫁给了一个穷士兵。士兵在几个月后被杀，她在儿子出生后也很快死去了。她是一个可爱的女人，多里安·格雷有着她的美貌，而且我认为他会拥有他外公的财产。”

“他是非常好看。”亨利勋爵表示赞同。

“过来吃午餐。”姨妈邀请道，“多里安·格雷要来这儿，你会再见到他。”

“好吧。”亨利勋爵笑着。

起身时，亨利勋爵想着这个伤感的故事。他更对多里安·格雷这个漂亮的年轻人感兴趣了。他记得前一天晚上多里安用他那明亮的蓝眼睛注视自己的神情，一半是探询，一半是畏惧。“他还不了解他自己。”亨利勋爵想着，面带笑容。“但是我能教他，是的，我可以用我喜欢的任何方式影响他。我要教他发现青春、爱和生活的火焰。”




在阿加莎夫人的家里，餐桌上时髦年轻人的谈话又活泼又聪慧。亨利勋爵用懒散、逗人的方式说话，并且知道多里安·格雷在注视并听着。

过了一会儿，谈话转向一个朋友要娶一个美国姑娘的打算。

“这些美国女人为什么不待在自己的国家？她们总是对我们说美国是女人的天堂。”伯登勋爵说。

“是这样。”亨利勋爵说，“这正是她们乐于离开美国的原因。”

阿加莎夫人旁边的男人笑道：“她们说，好美国人死后去巴黎。”

“真的吗！那么坏美国人在死后又去哪儿呢？”阿加莎夫人问。

“他们去美国。”亨利勋爵说。

人们笑着，谈话转向其它事情。亨利勋爵把握并摆布着思想；他给它们安上翅膀，使它们像颜色鲜艳的鸟在屋子里飞翔。人们大笑、微笑，并告诉他应该正经一些。但是多里安·格雷从没把视线从亨利勋爵身上移开。

午餐后，亨利勋爵说要去公园。离开房间时，多里安·格雷触了一下他的胳膊。“我可以和你一起去吗？”他问。

“但我认为你已经许诺要去看巴兹尔·霍尔沃德。”亨利勋爵回答道。

“是的，但我喜欢和你在一起。请答应我。”多里安说，“我想听你谈话，没人说得像你那样好。”

“啊！我今天说得够多了。”亨利勋爵笑了，“如果你愿意，你可以和我一起去公园。”


The Young Man in Love
恋爱中的年轻人

'Love is a more wonderful thing than art.'

“爱比艺术更美妙。”




Chapter 6

One afternoon, a month later, Dorian Gray visited Lord Henry. Dorian was excited and his eyes were shining.

'Harry,' he began, 'I'm discovering life. I'm doing everything that you told me to do. I'm in love!'

'Who are you in love with?' asked Lord Henry, calmly.

'With an actress.'

'Oh, everybody's in love with an actress at some time in their lives,' said Lord Henry.

'No, Harry, this is different. She's wonderful! Her name's Sybil Vane, and one day she'll be a very famous actress. She really is extraordinarily clever.'

'My dear boy,' said Lord Henry in his lazy voice, 'no woman is extraordinarily clever. Women have nothing to say, but they say it beautifully. There are only five women in London who can give you real conversation. But tell me about your wonderful actress. How long have you known her?'

'Harry! I'll tell you all about her, but you must promise not to laugh.'

Lord Henry listened and smiled. Dorian had discovered an old, dirty theatre in a poor street in London. He had gone in to look for adventure, but had found love, he told Lord Henry. The play had been Shakespeare's Romeo and Juliet.

'Romeo was a fat old man with a terrible voice, but Juliet! Oh, Harry, she was about seventeen, with dark brown hair and a face like a flower. She was the loveliest girl that I'd ever seen in my life, and her voice was like music. I love her, Harry. She's everything to me. Every night I go to see her in different plays and she's always wonderful.'

'That's the reason, I suppose, why you never have dinner with me now,' said Lord Henry.

'But Harry, you and I see each other every day—we always have lunch together,' said Dorian in surprise. 'I have to go and see Sybil in the theatre every night. You and Basil must come with me to see her. Then you can see yourself how wonderful she is. Come tomorrow.'

'Very well, my dear Dorian, we'll come and watch your Juliet. But you'll be in love many times, you know—this is only the beginning.'

After Dorian had gone, Lord Henry smiled to himself. How amusing it was to watch this young man, he thought. He was very different now from the frightened boy in Basil Hallward's house. He had opened like a flower in the sun, and was learning to enjoy every pleasure in life. 'And it is I,' thought Lord Henry, 'who have taught him how to do this.'

When Lord Henry returned home that night, there was a letter for him lying on the table. It told him that Dorian Gray was going to marry Sybil Vane.



actress  n. a female person who acts a part in a play. 女演员。

adventure  n. excitement, as in a journey or activity; risk. 冒险。

frightened  adj. in a state of fear. 受惊的；吃惊的；害怕的。

pleasure  n. the feeling of being happy and doing things that you like. 幸福；快乐；享受。




第六章

[image: alt]

一个月后的一天下午，多里安·格雷来拜访亨利勋爵。多里安神情兴奋，双眼闪光。

“哈里，”他开始说，“我正在发现生活，我正在做你让我去做的事情。我恋爱了！”

“你爱上了谁？”亨利勋爵平静地问。

“一个女演员。”

“哦，每个人在一生中的某段时间总会爱上一位女演员。”亨利勋爵说。

“不，哈里，这不同。她太奇妙了！她叫西比尔·文。总有一天她会成为一位名演员，她真的是太聪明了。”

“我亲爱的孩子，”亨利勋爵懒散地说，“没有哪个女人是异乎寻常地聪明。女人谈不出什么名堂，但是她们说得很动听。伦敦只有五个女人能和你真正地交谈。给我讲讲你的奇妙的女演员，你认识她多久了？”

“哈里，我要告诉你她的一切，但你得保证不嘲笑我。”

亨利勋爵边听边微笑着。多里安在伦敦的一条破破烂烂的街道上发现了一个又旧又脏的剧院。他告诉亨利勋爵，他进去是想找点冒险的事，但却找到了爱。上演的戏剧是莎士比亚的《罗密欧与朱丽叶》。

“罗密欧是一个又胖又老的男人，嗓音可怕。但是朱丽叶！哦，哈里，她大概十七岁，长着深棕色的头发，鲜花般的脸。她是我有生以来见到过的最可爱的姑娘，而且她的声音像音乐一样。我爱她，哈里，她是我的一切。每人晚上我都去看她演的各种戏剧，她总是那么出色。”

“我想，那就是你一直没和我共进晚餐的原因。”亨利勋爵。

“但是哈里，你我每天都见面——我们总是在一起共进午餐。”多里安吃惊地说，“我每天晚上都要去剧院看望西比尔。你和巴兹尔一定要和我一起去看她，然后你们自己会发现她是多么地美妙。明天就来吧。”

“好吧，亲爱的多里安，我们去看你的朱丽叶。但是人会恋爱许多次的——这只是个开始。”

多里安走后，亨利勋爵暗自好笑。观察这个年轻人真有趣，他想道。多里安和巴兹尔·霍尔沃德房子里那个被吓住的男孩已大不相同。他像一朵在阳光中绽开的花，正在学着如何享受生活的每一份快乐。“正是我，”亨利勋爵想，“教会了他这样做。”

那天晚上亨利勋爵回家后在桌子上发现了一封给他的信。信上说多里安·格雷要和西比尔·文结婚。




Chapter 7

'Mother, Mother, I'm so happy,' cried the girl, 'and you must be happy too.'

Mrs Vane put her thin white hands on her daughter's head. 'I'm only happy when I see you in the theatre,' she said. 'And we are poor. We need the money—don't forget that. What do we know about this young man? You don't know his real name, or anything about him.'

'No, but I call him Prince Charming. He's everything to me. I love him and he loves me. Oh Mother, let me be happy!'

'You're too young to think of love,' said her mother. She looked at her daughter's lovely face, and tried to warn her of the dangers of love, but the girl did not listen. She was locked in her prison of love.

At that moment the girl's brother entered the room. He was a heavy, dark young man, not at all like his sister.

'I've heard about a gentleman who visits you every night at the theatre,' he said to his sister. 'Who is he? What does he want?'

'Oh James, don't be angry with me today,' cried Sybil. 'You're leaving for Australia tomorrow, and today is your last day. Come for a walk with me in the park. I'll go and get ready.' She danced out of the room, and her mother and brother could hear her singing as she ran upstairs.

James Vane turned to his mother. 'My new life as a sailor will keep me away from England for many years,' he said. 'But I don't like to leave Sybil alone.'

'Sybil has me, her mother, you know,' said Mrs Vane quietly.

'Then take care of her.' James Vane gave his mother a long, hard look. 'If that man hurts my sister, I'll find him, and kill him like a dog.'



gentleman n. (in this story) a man of good family, usually rich. 上流人士；绅士；君子。

sailor n. a person with a job on a ship, esp. one who is not a ship's officer. 船员；水手；海员。




第七章
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“妈妈，妈妈，我太高兴了。”姑娘喊着，“你也应该高兴。”

文太太用瘦削白皙的双手抚摸女儿的头。“我只有在剧院看着你时才快乐。”她说，“我们穷，我们需要钱——别忘记这一点。我们了解这个年轻人什么呢？我们不知道他的真实姓名，不知道他的任何事情。”

“是的，我不知道；我叫他‘迷人的王子’，他是我的一切，我爱他，他爱我。哦，妈妈，让我高兴些吧！”

“你们太年轻，还不能考虑爱情。”母亲说。她看着女儿可爱的面庞，努力提醒她爱情的危险。但是姑娘不听，她已经把自己锁进了爱情的监牢。

这时姑娘的哥哥走进了房间。他是一个壮实黝黑的年轻人，一点儿也不像他的妹妹。

“我听说一位绅士每天晚上到剧院去见你。”他对妹妹说，“他是谁？他想干什么？”

“哦，詹姆斯，今天别生我的气。”西比尔嚷着，“你明天要动身去澳大利亚，今天是你在家的最后一天。和我去公园散步吧，我去准备一下。”她舞出了房间．母亲和哥哥能听见她上楼梯时唱着歌。

詹姆斯·文转向母亲。“我当了水手，这种新的生活会使我离开英格兰很多年。”他说，“但我不想丢下西比尔一个人。”

“西比尔有我，她的母亲。”文太太平静地说。

“那么好好照看她。”詹姆斯·文看了母亲好一会儿。“如果那个男人伤害我妹妹，我会找到他，像杀死一条狗一样杀死他。”




Chapter 8

As they waited for Dorian Gray the next night, Lord Henry and Basil Hallward discussed Sybil Vane. Basil had not been happy at the news of Dorian's marriage plans.

'An actress!' he had cried. 'But Dorian is a gentleman, the grandson of Lord Kelso. He can't marry an actress.'

'Why not?' Lord Henry had said coolly. 'He'll love her wildly for six months, and then suddenly he'll be in love with another woman. It will be very amusing to watch.'

But when Dorian arrived and told the story of his love, Basil became a little happier. 'You're right,' he told Dorian. 'The woman that you love must be wonderful. I can see already that she's changed you.'

'Yes,' said Dorian happily, 'yes, Sybil has changed me. From this moment I shall be good. I'll never listen again, Harry, to your dangerous ideas about life and pleasure.'

Lord Henry smiled. 'Ah,' he said, 'when we are happy, we are always good, but when we are good, we are not always happy.'

Basil Hallward shook his head at this, but Dorian laughed. 'You cut life to pieces with your clever words, Harry.'




The theatre was crowded and noisy, but when Sybil Vane appeared, everyone became silent. She was one of the most beautiful girls that Lord Henry had ever seen. 'Lovely! Lovely!' he said softly.

But although Sybil looked beautiful, her voice sounded unnatural. She spoke Juliet's words, but there was no feeling in them. Her voice was lovely, but it took away all the life from the words. People in the theatre began talking loudly, and after half an hour Lord Henry stood up and put on his coat.

'She's very beautiful, Dorian, but she's not an actress,' he said. 'Let's go.'

'I think that Miss Vane must be ill,' added Basil. 'We'll come another night.'

Dorian did not look at them. 'Go away. I want to be alone,' he said miserably, and as his friends left, he covered his face with his hands.

When the play came to its painful end, Dorian went to see Sybil.

'I wasn't a very good Juliet tonight,' she said, and looked at him with love in her eyes.

'You were terrible,' said Dorian coldly. 'My friends were bored. I was bored. I suppose you were ill.'

She did not seem to hear him. 'Dorian,' she cried, 'before I knew you, the theatre was my only life. I thought that it was all true. I knew nothing but shadows, and I thought that they were real. But you've taught me the difference between art and life. How can I pretend ro be Juliet—to feel Juliet's love, when I know now what true love is?'

Dorian turned his face away from her. 'But I loved you for your art—because you were a wonderful actress,' he said. His voice was hard. 'You have killed my love. Without your art, you are nothing. I never want to see you again.'

Sybil's face was white with fear. 'You're not serious, are you, Dorian?' she asked. She touched his arm with her small, gentle hand.

'Don't touch me!' he shouted angrily. He pushed her away, and she fell to the floor and lay there like a broken bird.

'Dorian, please don't leave me,' she cried. 'I love you better than anything in the world. Don't leave me!'

Dorian Gray looked down at her with his beautiful eyes. There was no love or gentleness in his face. 'I'm going,' he said at last. 'I don't wish to be unkind, but I don't want to see you again.' Without another word he left her.




All night he walked through the streets of London. When morning came, he went home. When he entered his house, he saw the portrait of himself that Basil Hallward had painted. There was something different about it, he thought. The face had changed—there was something unkind, and cruel about the mouth. It was very strange.

He picked up a mirror and looked at his own face, and then looked again at the face in the portrait. Yes, it  was different. What did this change mean?

Suddenly he remembered his wish in Basil Hallward's house... his wish that he could stay young, but the picture could grow old. The idea was impossible, of course. But why did the face in the picture have that cruel, unkind mouth?

Cruel! Had he been cruel to Sybil Vane? He remembered her white, unhappy face as she lay at his feet. But she had hurt him, too. No, Sybil Vane was nothing to him now.

But the picture watched him, with its beautiful face and its cruel smile. It had taught him to love his own beauty. Would it also teach him to hate his own heart, his own soul? No, he would go back to Sybil Vane. He would marry her, try to love her again. Poor child! How cruel he had been to her! They would be happy together.

He covered the picture and quickly left the room.



crowded adj. completely full; filled with a crowd; having too many people. 拥挤的；挤满人的。

noisy adj. making or marked by a lot of noise. 嘈杂的；喧闹的；多杂音的。

miserably adv. in a way that causes great discomfort, unhappiness, etc. 悲惨地。

painful adj. causing suffering or discomfort of the body or mind. 疼痛的，痛苦的。

gentle adj. not violent; soft in movement. 温顺的；和缓的。

cruel adj. very unkind; giving unhappiness, suffering or pain to other people; taking pleasure in the pain of another. 残忍；残酷；不仁慈。

soul n. the part of a person that is not the body. 灵魂；心灵。




第八章
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第二天晚上，在等多里安·格雷时，亨利勋爵和巴兹尔·霍尔沃德谈论着西比尔·文。巴兹尔对多里安要结婚的打算并不感到高兴。

“一个演员！”他叫道，“可多里安是一位绅士，是凯尔索勋爵的外孙子。他不能娶一个演员。”

“为什么不能？”亨利勋爵冷淡地说，“他会疯狂地爱她6个月，然后会突然爱上另一个女人，观察这些多有趣。”

多里安来了，他讲述了他的恋爱故事，巴兹尔高兴了一点儿。“你是对的。”他告诉多里安。“你爱上的女人一定非常出色。我已经能看出她改变了你。”

“是的，”多里安高兴地说，“西比尔改变了我。从现在开始我要好好做人，再不听哈里关于人生和享受的危险的思想．”

亨利勋爵一笑，“啊，”他说，“当我们幸福时，我们总是好人，可当我们是好人时，我们不总是幸福。”

巴兹尔·霍尔沃德对此话摇摇头，而多里安笑道：“你聪明的言辞把生活切成了碎片，哈里。”




剧院里又拥挤又嘈杂，可是当西比尔·文一出现，每个人都安静了下来。她是亨利勋爵见过的最漂亮的姑娘之一。“漂亮！真漂亮！”他轻声地说。

虽然西比尔看起来非常美丽，但是她的嗓音听着不自然。她念着朱丽叶的台词，但是丝毫没有感情。她的嗓音很动听，可话语里全无生活气息。剧院里的人开始大声谈话。半小时后亨利勋爵站起身穿上了外套。

“她非常漂亮，多里安。但是她算不上一名演员。”他说道，“咱们走吧。”

“我想文小姐一定是病了。”巴兹尔说，“我们改天晚上再来。”

多里安没有看他们。“走吧，我想一个人呆会儿。”他痛苦地说。朋友离开时，他用手捂住了脸。

戏终于痛苦地结束了，多里安去看望西比尔。

“今晚我没演好朱丽叶。”她说，用充满爱意的眼神看着多里安。

“你真糟糕。”多里安冷酷地说，“我的朋友觉得乏味，我也觉得乏味，我想你可能病了。”

她似乎没听见他说的话。“多里安，”她高声说，“在我认识你以前，剧院是我唯一的生活。我认为剧院演的都是真的。除了扮演的影子似的人物外我一无所知，我认为这些影子是真实的。可是你已经教会我如何区分艺术和生活的不同，当我现在知道什么是真正的爱的时候，我怎么能装成是朱丽叶——感受朱丽叶的爱？”

多里安转过脸，不再看她。“可是我爱你是因为你的艺术——因为你曾是名出色的演员，”他说，他的话很严厉。“你扼杀了我的爱。没有你的艺术，你就变得毫无价值。我再不想见到你。”

西比尔的脸因恐惧变得苍白。“你不是当真的，是吗，多里安？”她问。她用小巧、柔软的手按着他的胳膊。

“别碰我！”他生气地喊。他一把推开她，她跌倒在地，像一只衰弱的小鸟倒在那里。

“多里安，请别离开我。”她哭喊道，“我爱你甚过世界上的任何东西，别离开我！”

多里安·格雷用漂亮的双眼俯视着她。他的脸上没有爱或者温柔。“我要走了。”他最后说，“我不想对你不好，但我不想再见到你。”他没有多说一句话就离她而去。




他在伦敦的街道上走了一夜，清晨才回家。进屋后，他看见了巴兹尔·霍尔沃德给他画的肖像。画像有点不一样了，他想。脸变了——嘴显得不和善，而且有点残酷。真奇怪。

他拿起一个镜子看着自己的脸，然后又看着画像中的脸。是不同了，这种改变意味着什么呢？

突然他记起了在巴兹尔·霍尔沃德家许的愿……他希望自己永远年轻，只是画像会变老。这种想法当然是不可能的。可是为什么画像中的脸有那么一张残酷不仁慈的嘴呢？

残酷！他对西比尔·文残酷了吗？他想起了西比尔倒在他脚下时的那张苍白、痛苦的脸。但是她也伤害了他呀。不，西比尔·文现在对他毫无价值了。

但是画像在注视他，面孔漂亮，笑容却很冷酷。画像教会了他去爱自己的美貌，它也将教他恨自己的心、自己的灵魂吗？不，他要回到西比尔·文那里。他要娶她，要努力再去爱她。可怜的孩子！他曾对她是多么的残酷！他们在一起会幸福的。

他遮上画像迅速离开了那个房间。


The Death of Love
爱情的死亡

'It is better to be beautiful than to be good.'

“长得漂亮比做好人要好。”




Chapter 9

I was long past midday when Dorian woke up. His servant brought him tea and his letters, but he did not read them. Yesterday seemed like a bad dream, but when he went downstairs, he saw the covered picture. Should he uncover it, he wondered? Had the face in the picture really changed? Did he want to know? He lit a cigarette and thought for a while. Yes, he had to know. He lifted the cover.

There was no mistake. The portrait had really changed. He could not explain it, could not understand it. It was impossible, but it had happened.

Dorian felt sick and ashamed. He did not know what to do, or what to think. Finally, he sat down and wrote a long letter to Sybil Vane. He covered page after page with wild words of love. Then, suddenly, he heard Lord Henry's voice at the door. Dorian jumped up and covered the picture.

'My dear boy,' said Lord Henry, as he came in. 'I'm so sorry. But you must not think too much about her.'

'Do you mean about Sybil Vane?' asked Dorian. 'There's nothing to be sorry about. I want to be good, and I'm going to be happy. I shall marry Sybil Vane. I'm not going to break my promise to her.'

'Marry Sybil Vane!' Lord Henry stared at Dorian. 'Didn't you get my letter?'

'I haven't read my letters today,' said Dorian slowly.

Lord Henry walked across the room and took Dorian's hands in his own. 'Dorian,' he said quietly, 'don't be frightened—my letter told you that Sybil Vane is dead. She killed herself at the theatre last night.'

'No, no, that's impossible!' cried Dorian. He pulled his hands away and stared at Lord Henry with wild eyes. 'This is terrible, Harry. I have murdered Sybil Vane!'

'She killed herself,' said Lord Henry calmly. 'You didn't murder her. She killed herself because she loved you. It's very sad, of course, but you mustn't think too much about it. You must come and have dinner with me.'

'Harry, listen. Last night I told her that I didn't want to see her again. But after I left her, I realized how cruel I had been. I decided to go back to her, to marry her. And now she is dead! Harry, what shall I do? You don't know the danger that I am in.'

'My dear Dorian,' said Lord Henry. 'Marriage with Sybil Vane was not for you. No, no... marriages like that are never successful. The man quickly becomes unhappy and bored. Of course, he's kind to his wife. We can always be kind to people that we're not interested in. But the woman soon discovers that her husband is bored. And then she either becomes terribly unfashionable, or wears very expensive hats that another woman's husband has to pay for.'

The young man walked up and down the room. 'I suppose that's true,' he said unhappily. 'But Harry, I don't think that I'm cruel. Do you?'

Lord Henry smiled. He told Dorian Gray what he wanted to hear. And then he told him clever, amusing stories about the women that he himself had loved. He said that Sybil Vane's death was a beautiful end to a love story for an actress. 'The girl never really lived,' he continued, 'so she never really died. Don't cry for Sybil Vane. She was less real than Juliet.'

After a while Dorian Gray looked up. 'You have explained me to myself, Harry,' he said slowly. 'How well you know me! But we won't talk of this again. It's been a wonderful lesson for me. That's all.'

When Lord Henry had left, Dorian uncovered the picture again. He had to choose between a good life and a bad life, he thought. But then he realized that, in fact, he had already chosen. He would stay young for ever, and enjoy every wild pleasure that life could give him. The face in the picture would grow old and ugly and unkind, but he would stay beautiful for ever. He covered the picture again, and smiled.

An hour later he was at Lord Henry's house, and Lord Henry was smiling at his side.



promise n. a statement which someone else has a right to believe and depend on, that one will or will not do something, give something, etc. 诺言。

stare v. to look hard and long at something or somebody. 凝视；瞪眼；盯着看。

marriage n. the union of a man and a woman by a ceremony in law; or the state of being so united. 结婚；婚姻。

expensive adj. costing a lot of money; costly. 花钱的；昂贵的。

lesson n. something, such as a warning example or experience, from which one should learn. 教训。

choose v. to pick out from a greater number; show (what one wants) by taking. 挑选；选择。




第九章
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时间早已过了正午，多里安才醒来。仆人端来了茶并带来了信件，可是多里安没有读这些信。昨天就像一场恶梦。下楼时，他看见了被遮盖着的画像。他应该掀开它吗？他思忖道。画像的脸真的改变了吗？他想知道吗？他点燃一支烟，想了一会儿。是的，他得知道，他掀开了遮着的布。

没错，画像确实变了。他无法解释，也不能明白。这是不可能的，但又的确发生了。

多里安觉得懊丧和惭愧。他不知道该怎么做，或者该怎么想。最后，他坐下，给西比尔·文写了一封长信。他一页又一页地写满了疯狂的爱的语句。突然，他听见了门口亨利勋爵的声音。多里安跳起来，盖上了画。

“亲爱的，”亨利勋爵进来时说，“我非常抱歉，但你不该过多地想她。”

“你指的是西比尔·文吗？”多里安问，“没有什么可抱歉的。我想好好做人，我要快乐，我将娶西比尔·文，对她履行诺言。”

“娶西比尔·文！”亨利勋爵瞪着多里安，“你没收到我的信吗？”

“今天我还没有读信。”多里安慢慢地说。

亨利勋爵从房门处走过来，抓起多里安的双手。

“多里安。”他温和地说，“别怕——我在信里告诉你西比尔·文已经死了，她昨天晚上在剧院里自杀了。”

“不，不，不可能！”多里安喊道。他抽回双手，用发疯的眼神瞪着亨利勋爵。“这太可怕了，哈里。是我杀死了西比尔·文！”

“她是自杀的。”亨利勋爵平静地说，“你没有谋杀她。她自杀是因为爱你，这当然很不幸，但你不要过多地想这件事，你必须来和我共进晚餐。”

“哈里，听着。昨晚我告诉她我不想再见到她。但我离开她后，我意识到我是多么的残忍。我决定回到她身边，娶她。现在她死了，我该怎么办？你不知道我面临的危险。”

“亲爱的多里安，”亨利勋爵说，“和西比尔·文结婚不适合你。不，不……这样的婚姻从来不会成功。男的很快变得不高兴和厌倦，当然他对妻子还好，我们总会友好对待一些我们不感兴趣的人。但这个女人很快发现丈夫已经厌倦了，于是她变得要么可怕地落后于时尚，要么戴着另一个女人的丈夫给买的昂贵的帽子。”

年轻人在房间里来回走动。“也许你说的是真的，”他不高兴地说，“但是哈里，我不认为我很残酷，你呢？”

亨利勋爵一笑，他讲了些多里安·格雷爱听的话，然后又讲了他爱过的女人的聪明逗人的故事。他说西比尔·文的死是一名女演员爱情故事的美丽结局。他继续说：“这个姑娘从未真正生活过，因此她也从没真正地死。不要为西比尔·文哭泣，和朱丽叶比，她更不真实。”

过了一会儿多里安·格雷抬起头。“你说服了我，哈里。”他缓慢地说，“你太了解我了！我们别再谈这事了，这是我的一个极好的教训，到此为止吧。”

亨利勋爵走后，多里安又掀开了画像。他想他必须选择过正人君子的生活还是过不道德的生活。但他意识到他实际上已经做出了选择。他将永远年轻，享受生活给予的每一份疯狂的快乐。画像中的脸将变老、变丑、变凶，但是他将永远漂亮。他又盖上画像，露出了笑容。

一小时后他来到了亨利勋爵家，亨利勋爵在他旁边微笑着。




Chapter 10

While Dorian was having breakfast the next morning, Basil Hallward came to see him.

'At last I've found you, Dorian,' he said seriously. 'I came last night, but they told me that you'd gone out to dinner with friends. I knew that wasn't true, of course. I wanted to tell you how sorry I was about Sybil Vane. Poor girl!'

'My dear Basil,' said Dorian. He looked bored. 'I was at Lord Henry's house last night. It was a very amusing evening.'

Basil stared at him. 'You went out to dinner?' he said slowly. 'You went out to dinner when Sybil Vane was lying dead in some dirty theatre?'

'Stop, Basil! I won't listen to you!' Dorian jumped to his feet. 'Sybil Vane is in the past... finished... forgotten.'

'You've changed, Dorian,' said Basil. 'You have the same wonderful face, but where is the kind and gentle boy who sat for my portrait? Have you no heart?'

'Yesterday my heart was full of sadness. I have cried for Sybil, yes, but I cannot cry today. I  have changed, Basil. I'm a man now, with new feelings, new ideas. Don't be angry with me. I am what I am. There's nothing more to say.'

Basil watched him sadly. 'Well, Dorian,' he said at last, 'I won't speak of poor Sybil again. But will you come and sit for another portrait soon?'

'No. Never,' said Dorian quickly. 'It's impossible.'

'But why?' asked Basil, very surprised. 'And why have you covered the portrait?' He walked across the room towards the painting.

Dorian cried out in fear, and ran between Basil and the portrait. 'No, Basil! You must not look at it. I don't want you to see it.' His face was white and angry. 'If you try to look at it, I'll never speak to you again.'

The artist stared at him. 'Why can't I look at my own work?' he asked. 'I'm going to exhibit it in an art gallery in Paris soon.'

Dorian tried to hide his fear. 'But you said... you told me that you would never exhibit the picture. Why have you changed your mind?' He came closer to Basil and looked into his face. 'Tell me why,' he said.

Basil turned away. After a while he said slowly, 'I see that you too have noticed something strange about the picture. Dorian, you changed my life as an artist from the moment when I met you. You became very important to me—I could not stop thinking about you. And when I painted this portrait, I felt that I'd put too much of myself into it. I could not let other people see it.' He was silent for a moment, then turned back to Dorian. 'Perhaps you're right. I cannot exhibit this picture. But will you let me look at it again?'

'No, never!'

The artist smiled sadly. 'Well, I've told you my secret now. Try to understand me, Dorian. You've been the one person in my life who has really influenced my art.'

As he left the room, Dorian Gray smiled to himself. What a dangerous moment that had been! Poor Basil! Although he had told his own secret, he had not discovered Dorian's secret. But the picture... he must hide it away at once. No one must ever see it again.

He had the covered portrait carried upstairs to a small room at the top of the house. Then he locked the door and kept the key himself. He felt safe now, because only his eyes would see the terrible changes in that beautiful face.

When he returned to the room downstairs, he picked up a book that Lord Henry had lent him. He sat down and began to read.

It was the story of a Frenchman, who had spent his life searching for beauty and pleasure—pleasure of all kinds, both good and bad. Dorian read for hours. It was a frightening book, full of strange ideas and dangerous dreams—dreams that slowly became real for Dorian.




Dorian read this book many times. In fact, he could not stop reading it, and over the years, it became more and more interesting to him. He felt that the Frenchman's life was a mirror of his own.



sit v. (for a picture) to sit or stand while an artist paints a picture of you. 摆姿势而坐或站（以供人画肖像或照相等）。

mind n. intentions. 意图；心意。

dream n. something imagined, not real, but believed in or greatly and hopefully desired. 理想；梦想。

mirror n. a true faithful representation (of something).（忠实的）写照。




第十章
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第二天早晨多里安正在吃早餐，巴兹尔·霍尔沃德前来看望他。

“我终于找到你了，多里安。”他严肃地说，“我昨晚来过，但他们告诉我你和朋友出去吃饭了。我知道那当然不是真的。我想告诉你我是多么地为西比尔·文难过，可怜的姑娘！”

“亲爱的巴兹尔，”多里安说，他显得不耐烦，“昨晚我在亨利勋爵家，那是个很有趣的夜晚。”

巴兹尔盯着他。“你出去吃晚饭了？”他缓慢地说，“西比文·文的尸体还躺在某个肮脏的剧院时你居然外出吃晚饭？”

“别说了，巴兹尔！我不想听你说！”多里安站了起来。“西比尔·文已成为过去……都结束了……忘却了。”

“你变了，多里安。”巴兹尔说，“你还是长着同样漂亮的面孔，但是那个坐着让我画像的和善、温柔的男孩哪儿去了？你没有心了吗？”

“昨天我的心充满了悲伤，我曾为西比尔哭泣。但我今天不会哭，我已经变了，巴兹尔。我现在是一个男人了，有了新感情、新思想。别生我的气，我就这样了，再没什么可说的了。”

巴兹尔难过地注视他。“好吧，多里安，”他终于说，“我再不说可怜的西比尔了。可你能尽快来我这儿让我再给你画一幅画像吗？”

“不，决不。”多里安很快回答，“不可能。”

“为什么？”巴兹尔非常吃惊地问，“你为什么遮住画像？”他穿过房间朝画像走去。

多里安恐惧地喊起来，冲过去挡在巴兹尔和画像之间。“不，巴兹尔！你不能看，我不想让你看。”他的脸又苍白又愤怒。“如果你非要看它，我就再不和你说话了。”

画家盯着他，“为什么我不能看我自己的作品？”他问，“我将在巴黎的一个画廊展出这幅画像。”

多里安努力掩藏着他的恐惧。“可是你说过……你告诉过我你决不会展出这幅画像。你为什么改变了主意？”他走近巴兹尔，观察他的脸。“告诉我为什么。”他说。

巴兹尔转身走开。过了一会儿他缓慢地说：“我看得出你也注意到了画像有点奇怪。多里安，从我见到你开始，你改变了我作为画家的生活。你变得对我很重要——我无法不想着你。画这幅画像时，我感觉我画进了我自己太多的东西，我不能让其他人看它。”他沉默片刻，然后转向多里安：“可能你是对的，我不能展出这幅画。但你能让我再看一眼吗？”

“不，决不！”

画家难过地一笑：“唉，我已经告诉了你我的秘密，尽量理解我，多里安，你是我一生中唯一真正影响我的艺术的人。”

巴兹尔离开房间后，多里安·格雷对自己一笑，刚才多危险啊！可怜的巴兹尔！虽然他讲出了他的秘密，但他并没发现多里安的秘密。可这画像……他必须立刻将它藏起来，没人能再看到它。

他叫人把遮着的画像搬上楼放在房子顶部的一个小房间里，然后锁上门，钥匙由自己亲自掌管。现在他觉得安全了，因为只有他自己的眼睛可以目睹那张漂亮的脸上发生的可怕的变化。

回到楼下的房间，他拿起一本亨利勋爵借给他的书，坐下开始阅读。

书讲述的是一个法国人的故事，他用一生的时间追寻美貌和享受——各种各样的享受，有好的有坏的。多里安读了几个小时。这是一本可怕的书，充满了古怪的念头和危险的梦想——这些梦想逐渐变成了多里安真实的东西。




这本书多里安读了许多遍。实际上，他止不住地一直在读这本书。过了几年，他越来越觉得这本书有意思，他觉得这个法国人的生活就像自己生活的真实写照。


The Thief of Time
时间窃贼

'I will be young, and strong, and beautiful for ever.'

“我将永远年轻、强壮，永远漂亮。”




Chapter 11

And so the years passed.

But time did not touch the face of Dorian Gray. That wonderful beauty—the beauty that Basil Hallward had painted—never left him. He enjoyed the life of a rich and fashionable young man. He studied art and music, and filled his house with beautiful things from every corner of the world. But his search for pleasure did not stop there. He became hungry for evil pleasures. He became more and more in love with the beauty of his face, more and more interested in the ugliness of his soul.

After a while strange stories were heard about him—stories of a secret, more dangerous life. But when people looked at that young and good-looking face, they could not believe the evil stories. And they still came to the famous dinners at his house, where the food, and the music, and the conversation were the best in London.

But behind the locked door at the top of the house, the picture of Dorian Gray grew older every year. The terrible face showed the dark secrets of his life. The heavy mouth, the yellow skin, the cruel eyes—these told the real story. Again and again, Dorian Gray went secretly to the room and looked first at the ugly and terrible face in the picture, then at the beautiful young face that laughed back at him from the mirror.

After his twenty-fifth year, the stories about him became worse. He was sometimes away from home for several days; he was seen fighting with foreign sailors in bars; he was friendly with thieves. And in the houses of fashionable people, men sometimes turned away when he entered a room. Women's faces sometimes went white when they heard his name.

But many people only laughed at these stories. Dorian Gray was still a very rich and fashionable man, and the dinners at his house were excellent. People agreed with Lord Henry, who once said, in his amusing way, that a good dinner was more important than a good life.

As the months and years passed, Dorian Gray grew more and more afraid of the picture. He both hated it and loved it, and he became more and more afraid that someone would discover his secret. For weeks he tried not to go near it, but he could not stay away from it for long. Sometimes, when he was staying in friends' houses, he suddenly left and hurried back to London. He wanted to be sure that the room was still locked and the picture was still safe. At one time he used to spend winters with Lord Henry in a little house in Algiers, but now he no longer travelled outside England.

His fear grew stronger every year, and as time passed, the face in the picture grew slowly more terrible.



evil adj. very very bad.邪恶的。

heavy adj. severe.严厉的。

turn away to refuse to look at something or someone.把脸转开。
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于是几年过去了。

然而时间并未损及多里安·格雷的脸。那极好的美貌——巴兹尔·霍尔沃德描绘过的美貌——从没离开过他。他享受着一个富有、时髦的年轻人的生活。他研究艺术和音乐，在房间里摆满了来自世界各个角落的漂亮东西。但是他对享乐的追求并没停止在这儿，他如饥似渴地追求邪恶的享乐。他越来越迷恋自己美貌的面孔，越来越对自己丑陋的灵魂感兴趣。

曾经一度能听到的关于他的古怪的故事——一个神秘、更加危险的生活的故事。但当人们看着那张年轻好看的脸时，他们就不能相信那些邪恶的故事。于是他们仍来他家参加闻名的晚宴。在这儿，食物、音乐和谈话都是伦敦最好的。

可是在房子顶部锁着的门后，多里安·格雷的画像在逐年变老。可怕的面孔揭示了他生活里阴暗的秘密。严厉的嘴，发黄的皮肤，残酷的眼睛——这些都讲述了真实的故事。一次又一次，多里安·格雷偷偷地跑到这个房间，先看画像中丑陋可怕的脸，然后再看镜子里对他微笑的漂亮年轻的面孔。
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在他25岁以后，他的故事变得更糟。他有时离家好几天；有人看见他在酒吧里同外国水手打架；他和小偷是朋友。在时髦人物的房子里，当他进来时男人们有时会转过脸去。女人们在听见他的名字时脸有时会变白。

但是许多人只是嘲笑这些传说。多里安·格雷仍是一个非常富有和时髦的男人，他家的晚宴仍很棒。人们赞同亨利勋爵一次有趣的讲话，即重要的是丰盛的晚宴而不是正人君子的生活。

月复一月，年复一年，多里安·格雷越来越惧怕这幅画像。他既恨它又爱它，于是他更害怕有人会发现他的秘密。有几个星期他尽量不走近它，但离开它时间长了也不行。有时候，他正待在朋友家，他会突然离开，迅速赶回伦敦。他想证实房间的门还锁着，那幅画像还安全。有一段时间他总是和亨利勋爵在阿尔及尔的一所小房子里过冬，但是现在他再不到英格兰以外的地方旅行了。

他的恐惧一年比一年强。随着时间的流逝，画像中的脸逐渐变得更加可怕。


The Hand of a Killer
杀人者的手

'Uncover that picture, and you will see my soul.'

“掀开那幅画像，你会看见我的灵魂。”




Chapter 12

It was the ninth of November, the evening before his thirty-eighth birthday. Dorian Gray was walking home from Lord Henry's house when he saw Basil Hallward. He felt strangely afraid and tried to pretend that he had not seen him, but Basil hurried after him.

'Dorian!' he called. 'What extraordinary luck! I'm catching the midnight train to Paris and I wanted to see you before I left. I'll be away from England for six months.' He put his hand on Dorian's arm. 'Look, we're near your house. May I come in for a moment? I have something to say to you.'

'Of course. But won't you miss your train?' asked Dorian lazily, as he walked up the steps to his door.

'I have plenty of time. It's only eleven o'clock.'

They went in and sat down by the fire.

'Now, my dear Dorian, I want to speak to you seriously,' Basil began. 'I must tell you that people in London are saying the most terrible things about you.'

Dorian lit a cigarette and looked bored. 'I don't want to know anything about it. It doesn't interest me.'

'But it must interest you, Dorian,' said Basil. 'Every gentleman is interested in his good name. Of course, when look at you, I know that these stories can't be true. A man's face shows if his life is good or bad. But why does Lord Berwick leave the room when you enter it? Why does Lord Staveley say that no honest woman is safe with you? That young soldier, who was your friend—why did he kill himself? There was Sir Henry Ashton, who had to leave England with a bad name. And what about Lord Kent's son? What kind of life does he have now?'

'Stop, Basil. You don't know what you're talking about,' said Dorian coldly. 'Did I teach these people how to live their lives? And the people who tell these stories—are their lives any better than mine?'

'And there are other stories too,' continued Basil. 'Are they true? Can your life really be so bad, so evil? You were a fine young man once, but now, when I hear these stories, I wonder... Do I know you at all? What has happened to the real Dorian Gray? I think I would have to see your soul before I could answer those questions.'

'The real Dorian Gray?' asked Dorian quietly, his face white with fear.

'Yes,' said the artist sadly. 'But only God can see your soul.'

A terrible laugh came from the younger man. 'Come, Basil,' he cried. 'Come with me! I will show you what only God can see. Why not? It's your own work. You've talked enough about evil. Now you must look at it.'

He took Basil upstairs to the locked room. Inside, he turned to the artist, with smiling lips and cold, hard eyes. 'You're the one man in the world who  should know my secret. Are you sure that you want to?'

'Yes.'

'Then uncover that picture, Basil, and you will see my soul.'

A cry of horror came from the artist when he saw the terrible face in the portrait. How could that evil and unlovely face be Dorian Gray's? But yes, it was. He went nearer to the picture. It could not be the portrait that he had painted. But yes, there was his name written in the corner. He turned and looked at Dorian Gray with the eyes of a sick man.

'What does this mean?' he asked at last.

'When you finished the portrait,' replied Dorian, 'I made a wish...'

'I remember, yes,' said Basil. 'You wished that the picture could become old, and that you could stay young. But this...' He stared again at the picture. 'This is impossible. And you told me that you'd destroyed the picture.'

'I was wrong. It has destroyed me.'

'My God, Dorian!' cried the artist. 'If this is true... If this is the face of your soul, then you are more evil than the worst of the stories about you.' He sat down at the table and put his face in his hands. 'You must ask God for his help.'

'It's too late, Basil.'

'It's never too late, Dorian. Look at that terrible face. Look at it!'

Dorian turned and stared at the face in the picture, and suddenly he hated Basil more than he had ever hated anyone in his life. Basil now knew his secret, and had seen the real Dorian Gray. Violent feelings burned inside Dorian. He picked up a knife from the table. Then the hare inside him exploded, and like a wild animal, he ran towards Basil, and dug the knife into the artist's neck, again and again and again. The murdered man's head fell forwards, and the blood ran slowly across the table, and down onto the floor.

Dorian stood and listened. He could hear nothing—only the drip, drip of blood onto the floor. He went to the window and looked down into the street. He felt strangely calm. The friend who had painted his portrait had gone out of his life. That was all.

He locked the door behind him and went quietly downstairs. His servants were all in bed. He sat down and began to think. No one had seen Basil in Dorian's house tonight. Paris. Yes! Basil had gone to Paris, of course, so it would be six months before people asked where he was. Six months! That was more than enough time.

Dorian walked up and down the room. Then he took out a book from his desk and began to search for a name. Alan Campbell. Yes, that was the name that he wanted.



plenty pron. a large quantity or number, esp. as much as or more than is/are needed or wanted; enough 充分；大数目；够多。

interest v. to cause (someone) to have a feeling of interest; to make (someone) want to buy, take, eat, do something, etc. 使感兴趣；引起（某人购买，拿，吃或做事之）意愿。

explode v. (of a feeling) to burst out suddenly.（指感情）爆发。

dig into to push (something) into. 把（东西）戳进；插进；推进。




第十二章
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11月9日，也就是他38岁生日的前一天晚上，多里安·格雷正从亨利勋爵家朝自己家走时看见了巴兹尔·霍尔沃德。他奇怪地觉得害怕，就假装没看见他。但是巴兹尔在后面紧追。

“多里安！”他叫道，“太幸运了！我要乘午夜的火车去巴黎，走之前我想见你。我要离开英格兰半年。”他把手放在多里安的胳膊上。“瞧，我们离你家不远了，我可以进去一会儿吗？我有话对你说。”

“当然可以。你不会误车吗？”多里安顺着台阶朝房门口走，他懒洋洋地问。

“我有足够的时间，现在刚11点。”

他们进屋，坐在炉火旁。

“亲爱的多里安，我现在想认真地对你说一说。”巴兹尔开口了，“我必须告诉你伦敦的人正在谈论有关你的最可怕的事情。”

多里安点燃一支烟，显得不耐烦。“我不想知道这些事，没意思。”

“但是你应该关注这些事，多里安。”巴兹尔说，“每位绅士都关心他的好名声。当然，我看你时，我就知道这些传说都不是真的。一个人的脸能显示他的生活是好还是坏。可为什么你进房间后贝里克勋爵要离开？为什么斯特夫利勋爵说没有一个诚实的女人会安全地和你在一起？那个年轻士兵，你的朋友——他为什么自杀了？亨利·阿什顿声名狼藉地离开了英格兰。还有肯特勋爵的儿子？他现在过着怎样的生活？”

“住嘴，巴兹尔，你不知道你在说些什么。”多里安冷冷地说，“我教这些人如何生活了吗？讲这些事情的人——他们的生活比我的好吗？”

“还有其它故事。”巴兹尔继续说，“都是真的吗？你的生活真的会这么坏，这么邪恶？你曾是个很好的年轻人，可是现在，我听见这些故事时，我想……我了解你吗？真正的多里安·格雷发生了什么事？我想我只有看见你的灵魂后才能回答那些问题。”

“真正的多里安·格雷？”多里安轻声地问，他的脸已吓得发白。

“是的。”画家痛苦地说，“可只有上帝才能看见你的灵魂。”

年轻点的人发出了可怕的笑声。“来吧，巴兹尔。”他高声说，“跟我来！我要带你看只有上帝才能看见的东西。为什么不呢？那是你自己的作品。邪恶你讲得够多了，现在你必须看一看。”

他带着巴兹尔上楼来到锁着的房间。进屋后，他转向画家，嘴唇带着笑容，眼神冷漠、严厉。“你是世界上应该知道我的秘密的人。你确信想知道吗？”

“是的。”

“那么掀开画像，巴兹尔，你会看见我的灵魂。”

画家看见画像可怕的脸时发出了恐怖的喊叫。那张邪恶可憎的脸怎么可能是多里安·格雷的？可真是的，它是。他又走近画像，这不可能是他画的那幅。然而的确是他画的，画像的一角写有他的名字。他转身用病人似的眼神看着多里安·格雷。

“这是怎么回事？”他最后问。

“你完成画像时，”多里安答道，“我许了一个愿……”

“我记起来了。”巴兹尔说。“你希望画像会变老，你会永远年轻。可是这……”他又盯着画像：“这是不可能的，而且你告诉我你已经把画像毁了。”

“我错了，是画像毁了我。”

“上帝，多里安！”画家喊着，“如果这是真的……如果这是你灵魂的脸，那么你比关于你的最坏的传说还要邪恶。”他坐在桌旁，手捂住脸。“你必须向上帝乞求帮助。”

“太迟了，巴兹尔。”

“还不晚，多里安。看那张可怕的脸，看啊！”

多里安转身凝视着画像中的脸，突然他比一生中恨其他的人更恨巴兹尔。巴兹尔现在知道了他的秘密，也看见了真正的多里安·格雷。强烈的情感在多里安心中燃烧，他从桌上拿起了一把刀。心中的仇恨爆发了，他像一只野兽冲向巴兹尔，用刀刺进了画家的脖子，一刀又一刀。被杀人的头朝前耷拉下来，鲜血慢慢流到桌子上，又流到地板上。

多里安站着听听动静，他听不见任何声音——只有鲜血流到地板上的嘀嗒声。他走到窗边，向下看着街道。他很平静，这有点奇怪。给他画像的朋友已经从他的生活里消失了，仅此而已。

他锁上身后的门，轻轻走下楼。仆人都在睡觉。他坐下开始思考。今晚没人看见巴兹尔在多里安家。巴黎，是的！巴兹尔当然去了巴黎。因此半年后人们才会问起巴兹尔在哪儿。半年！时间足够了。

多里安在屋里踱步。然后他从书桌里取出一本书，开始找一个名字。艾伦·坎贝尔，是的，这就是他想找的名字。




Chapter 13

The next morning Dorian wrote two letters. He put one of them into his pocket, and he gave the other to his servant. 'Take this to Mr Campbell's house at once,' he said.

While Dorian waited, he picked up a book and tried to read. But after a time the book fell from his hand. Perhaps Alan Campbell was out of England. Perhaps he would refuse to come. He was a very clever scientist, and five years ago he and Dorian had been good friends. But now Alan never smiled when he met Dorian.

Each minute seemed an hour to Dorian, but at last the door opened. Dorian smiled. 'Alan!' he said. 'Thank you for coming.'

'I never wanted to enter your house again, but your letter said that it was a question of life and death,' said Alan Campbell. His voice was hard and cold.

'Yes, Alan, it is. Please sit down.' Across the table the two men's eyes met. Dorian was silent for a moment; then, very quietly, he said, 'Alan, in a locked room upstairs there is a dead body. I want you to destroy it. There must be nothing left. I know you can do this.'

'I don't want to know your terrible secrets. I refuse to help you,' Campbell replied.

'But you must, Alan. You're the only person who can help me.' Dorian smiled sadly. He took a piece of paper, wrote something on it, and pushed it across the table to Campbell.

As Campbell read the piece of paper, his face went white. He looked at Dorian with hate and fear in his eyes.

'I'm so sorry for you, Alan,' said Dorian gently. 'I've already written a letter, and if you don't help me, I'll have to send it. But I think that you  will help me.'

Campbell put his face in his hands, and was silent for a long time. Dorian waited.

'I'll need some things from my house,' Campbell said at last.

Dorian sent his servant to fetch the things that Campbell needed, and the two men waited silently. When the servant returned, Dorian took the scientist upstairs to the locked room. As they entered, Dorian remembered that the portrait was uncovered. He turned to cover it, then stopped and stared in horror. One of the hands in the picture was red with blood. For Dorian, this was more terrible than the dead body in the room. With shaking hands, he quickly covered the picture.

'Leave me now,' ordered Campbell.

Five hours later Campbell came back downstairs. 'I've done what you asked me to do,' he said. 'And now goodbye. I never want to see you again.'

When Campbell had left, Dorian went upstairs. There was a terrible smell in the room, but the dead body had gone.



refuse v. not to accept or do or give. 拒绝；谢绝；不肯。

scientist n. someone who studies science, which is the study of natural things, e.g. biology, chemistry, physics, etc. 科学家。

fetch v. to go and get and bring back. 取来；叫来；拿来。

horror n. a feeling of very strong fear, dislike, and surprise. 恐惧；憎恶；惊惧。




第十三章

第二天早上多里安写了两封信。他把一封装进自己的口袋，将另一封给了仆人。“立刻把这封信送到坎贝尔先生家。”他说。

多里安等的时候拿起了一本书，试着读起来。但是，过了一会儿书从他手里掉了下来。艾伦·坎贝尔可能不在英格兰，他可能拒绝来这儿。他是一位非常聪明的科学家，五年前还是多里安的好朋友，但是现在遇见多里安时，艾伦从来不笑。

对多里安来说每一分钟都像一个小时，可是门终于开了。多里安笑了。“艾伦！”他说，“谢谢你能来。”

“我从不想再进你家，可是你的信上说是有关生和死的事儿。”艾伦·坎贝尔说。他的声音严厉而冷淡。
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“是的，艾伦，是这样的事儿，请坐。”在桌子上方，两个人的眼神相碰了。多里安沉默了片刻，然后非常平静地说：“艾伦，楼上锁着的屋子里有一具尸体，我想让你销毁它，什么东西都不剩，我知道你能做到。”

“我不想知道你可怕的秘密，我不愿帮助你。”坎贝尔回答。

“但是你必须帮我，艾伦。你是唯一能帮助我的人。”多里安痛苦地笑着。他拿来一张纸，在上面写了些字，推给桌子那边的坎贝尔。

坎贝尔读这张纸时，脸都变白了。他用憎恨而又惧怕的眼神看着多里安。

“太对不起了，艾伦。”多里安温和地说，“我已经写了一封信，如果你不帮我，我就寄出这封信，但我想你会帮助我的。”

坎贝尔捂住脸，很长时间没有说话。多里安等着。

“我需要家里的一些东西用。”坎贝尔终于说。

多里安让仆人去取坎贝尔需要的东西，于是两个人静静地等着。仆人回来后，多里安把科学家带到了楼上锁着的房间。他们进去后，多里安记起画像被掀开了，他转身盖上它，然后停在那里，恐怖地瞪着看。画像的一只手沾上了鲜红的血，这比房间里的尸体更让多里安害怕。他迅速用颤抖的手盖住了画像。

坎贝尔走后，多里安来到楼上。房间里有一股可怕难闻的味道，但是尸体已经不见了。


The Sailor
水手

'I will find that man, and kill him like a dog.'

“我要找到那个人，像杀死一条狗那样杀死他。”




Chapter 14

Later the same evening Dorian Gray was at a party. He smiled and talked, and looked as young and as good-looking as ever. But his head ached and at dinner he could not eat anything. When Lord Henry asked him if he felt unwell, Dorian said that he was tired and would go home early.

At home he felt worse. Although the room was warm, his hands shook with cold. He wanted to forget for a while—to escape from the prison of his real life, and to lose himself in dreams.

At midnight, in old dirty clothes, he left the house again and went to the East End of London. There he knew places where he could get opium—dark, evil places where people bought and sold the beautiful, terrible dreams of opium. He had been there many times before.

He found the house that he was looking for and went into a long, low room. Men were lying on the dirty floor, a sailor was asleep on a table and two women were drinking at the bar. As Dorian hurried up the narrow stairs, the sweet, heavy smell of opium came to meet him and he smiled in pleasure. But in the room he saw a young man who had once been his friend. He turned away, and went downstairs again to drink at the bar.

One of the women spoke to him.

'Don't talk to me,' said Dorian angrily, and walked towards the door.

'I remember you! You're Prince Charming, aren't you?' she shouted after him.

The sleeping sailor woke up when he heard these words, and as Dorian left the house, the sailor hurried after him.

Dorian walked quickly along the road, but as he reached a corner, hands closed around his neck. A man pulled him backwards and pushed him against a wall. Dorian fought wildly, and pulled the hands away. Then he saw the gun in the man's hand.

'What do you want?' he said quickly.

'Keep quiet,' said the man. 'If you move, I'll shoot you.'

'You're crazy. What have I done to you?'

'You destroyed the life of Sybil Vane,' answered the sailor, 'and Sybil Vane was my sister. She killed herself because of you. I've been looking for you for years, but I only knew the name that she used to call you—Prince Charming. Well, tonight I heard your name, and tonight you're going to die.'

Dorian Gray grew sick with fear. 'I never knew her. I've never heard of her. You're crazy,' he cried. Suddenly he had an idea. 'How long ago did your sister die?' he asked.

'Eighteen years ago,' James Vane replied. 'Why do you ask me?'

'Eighteen years,' laughed Dorian Gray. 'Take me to the light and look at my face.'

James Vane stared at Dorian. Then he pushed him towards the light, and in the light he saw the face of a boy of twenty. This man was too young. He was nor the man who had destroyed his sister's life.

'My God!' he cried. 'I nearly murdered you!'

'Go home, and put that gun away, before you get into trouble,' said Dorian. And he walked quickly away.

James Vane stared after him in horror. Then a woman's hand touched his arm.

'Why didn't you kill him?' she asked. 'He's evil.'

'He's not the man that I'm looking for,' answered the sailor. 'The man who I want must be nearly forty now. That man is only a boy.'

'A boy?' The woman laughed. Her voice was hard. 'It's eighteen years since I met Prince Charming. And his pretty face hasn't changed in all that time. It's true, I promise you.'

James Vane ran to the corner of the road, but Dorian Gray had disappeared.



ache v. to have or suffer a continuous dull pain. 持续性的微痛；疼痛。

opium n. a drug made from flowers that makes people sleep. 鸦片。

bar n. (room with) a counter where alcoholic drinks are sold. 酒吧。

crazy adj. mad; ill in the mind; impractical; foulish. 疯狂的；精神错乱的；不切实际的；荒唐的。

disappear v. to go out of sight. 不见；消失。




第十四章

过后，还是在同一天晚上，多里安·格雷参加了一个聚会。他谈笑着，像以前一样年轻英俊。可是他头疼，晚餐时吃不下任何东西。亨利勋爵问他是否不舒服时，多里安说他累了，要早点回家。

回家后他觉得更糟。虽然房间里挺暖和，但是他的双手冷得发抖。他想暂时忘记——从他真实生活的牢狱中逃脱出来，在梦想中放松自己。

午夜，穿上脏旧的衣服他再次离开家前往伦敦东区。在那儿他知道从什么地方能搞到鸦片——在那些黑暗、邪恶的地方，人们买卖着鸦片，这种东西让人产生美丽而又可怕的幻觉。他去过那儿很多次。

他找到了要找的房子，进入了一间又长又矮的屋子。男人们躺在肮脏的地上，一个水手趴在桌子上睡觉，两个女人在酒吧喝酒。多里安在狭窄的楼梯上快步向上爬时，他闻到了鸦片甜美、浓厚的气味。他快活地笑了。但是在房间里他看见了一个曾是他朋友的年轻人。他转回身，又回到楼下，在酒吧喝酒。

有一个女人跟他讲话。

“别跟我说话。”多里安生气地说，然后走向房门。

“我记得你！你是‘迷人的王子’，对吗？”她追着他喊。

听见这些话，睡觉的水手醒了。多里安离开房间时，水手在后面紧追不舍。
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多里安在路上走得很快。到了一个角落时，一双手掐住了他的脖子。一个男人将他向后一拉又把他推撞到墙上。多里安拚命地挣扎，拉开了那双手，然后他看见了这个男人手里的枪。

“你要干什么？”他急速地问。

“住嘴。”男人说，“如果你动一下，我就打死你。”

“你疯了，我怎么着你了？”

“你毁了西比尔·文。”水手回答，“西比尔·文是我妹妹，她自杀是因为你。这么多年我一直在找你，可我只知道她常叫的你的名字——‘迷人的王子’。好了，今晚我听见了你的名字，今晚你就得去死。”

多里安·格雷怕得要命。“我从不认识她，我从没听说过她，你疯了。”他喊着。突然他有了一个主意。“你妹妹是多长时间以前死的？”他问。

“18年前。”詹姆斯回答，“你为什么问我？”

“18年前。”多里安笑了。“把我带到灯光下，看看我的脸。”

詹姆斯·文凝视着多里安的脸，然后把他推到光亮处。在灯光里他看见了一个20岁男孩的脸。这个人太年轻了，他不是毁掉妹妹生活的人。

“上帝！”他喊道。“我差点杀了你！”

“回家去，把那枪拿开，趁你还没惹麻烦。”多里安说，然后迅速走开了。

詹姆斯·文在他身后恐惧地瞪着眼，一个女人的手碰了碰他的胳膊。

“你为什么不杀他？”她问，“他不是好东西。”

“他不是我要找的人。”水手回答，“我找的人现在应该将近四十岁了，那个人只是个男孩。”

“男孩？”女人笑了。她的话音很严肃，“我认识‘迷人的王子’18年了，这期间他漂亮的脸一点没变，这是真的，我向你发誓。”

詹姆斯·文跑到路的拐角，但是多里安已经不见了。




Chapter 15

A week later Dorian Gray was at his house in the country, where he had invited Lord Henry and several other friends. Among them was the pretty Lady Monmouth and her much older husband. Lady Monmouth was amusing and clever, and seemed to like Dorian Gray very much. One afternoon, as they laughed and talked together during tea, Dorian went out to fetch a flower for Lady Monmouth's dress. Lord Henry smiled at Lady Monmouth.

'I hope you're not in love with Dorian, my dear. He's very dangerous.'

She laughed. 'Oh, men are much more interesting when they're dangerous.'

Just then they heard the sound of a heavy fall. Lord Henry ran out of the room and found Dorian lying unconscious on the floor. When Dorian opened his eyes, Lord Henry said, 'My dear Dorian, you must take care of yourself. You're not well.'

Dorian stood up slowly. 'I'm all right, Harry. I'm all right.'

As he dressed for dinner in his room, Dorian remembered what he had seen and cold fear ran through him like a knife. He had seen a face watching him at the window and he had recognized it. It was the face of James Vane.

The next day he did not leave the house. In fact, for most of the day he stayed in his room, sick with fear. Every time he closed his eyes, he saw again the sailor's face. He tried to tell himself that he had dreamt it. Yes, it was impossible. Sybil Vane's brother did not know his name, and was probably on his ship at sea. No, of course he had not seen James Vane's face at the window.

But the fear stayed with him, dream or no dream.




Two days passed and Dorian grew less afraid. On the third day, a clear, bright winter morning, Dorian joined his friends on a shooting-party. With Lady Monmouth by his side, he walked to the edge of the forest where the men were shooting at birds and small animals. The cold air and the sounds and smells of the forest filled Dorian with happiness. Suddenly one of the men shot into the trees near them. There were two cries in the morning air—the cry of an animal and the cry of a man, both in pain.

There were shouts and calls from the men, and then a man's body was pulled from the trees. Dorian turned away in horror. Bad luck seemed to follow him everywhere.

People began to walk back towards the house. Lord Henry came over to tell Dorian that the man was dead.

Dorian shook his head. 'Oh, Harry,' he said slowly, 'I feel that something terrible is going to happen to some of us—to me, perhaps.'

Lord Henry laughed at this idea. 'What could happen to you, Dorian? You have everything in the world that a man can want. Forget about this accident. It was just an accident—not murder.' Then he added with a smile, 'But it would be very interesting to meet a person who had murdered somebody.'

'What a terrible thing to say!' cried Lady Monmouth. 'Don't you agree, Mr Gray? Mr Gray! Are you ill again? Your face is so white!'

Dorian smiled and tried to speak calmly. 'It's nothing,' he said quietly. 'But please excuse me. I think I must go and lie down.'

Upstairs in his room Dorian's body shook with fear like a leaf in the wind. He felt that he could not stay another night in the house. Death walked there in the sunlight. He decided to return immediately to London and to visit his doctor. His servant came to pack his clothes, and while he was doing this, he told Dorian that the dead man was a sailor, but no one knew his name.

'A sailor!' cried Dorian. He jumped to his feet. A wild hope filled him. 'I must see the body at once.'

He hurried to the house where the body lay, and when he uncovered the face of the dead man, he saw that it was James Vane. He cried with happiness, and knew that now he was safe.



unconscious adj. not knowing what is happening; in a kind of sleep caused by illness or a hit on the head. 昏迷；失去知觉。

recognize v. to know again (someone or something one has met before). 认出。

shoot v. to hit, wound, or kill with something such as a gun. 射中；射伤；射杀。

pack v. to put (things, esp. one's belongings) into (cases, boxes, etc.) for travelling or storing. 包装；收拾行装。




第十五章

[image: alt]

一星期后在乡下的家里，多里安邀请了亨利勋爵和其他几个朋友。他们中间有可爱的蒙茅斯夫人和比她大得多的丈夫。蒙茅斯夫人风趣、聪明，并且似乎很喜欢多里安·格雷。一天下午，他们边喝茶边说笑时，多里安出去给蒙茅斯夫人的衣服摘朵花。亨利勋爵对蒙茅斯夫人笑了。

“我希望你没有爱上多里安，亲爱的。他很危险。”

她笑道：“哦，男人危险时更有趣。”

正在这时他们听见了重重的跌倒声。亨利勋爵跑出房间发现多里安不醒人事，躺在地上。多里安睁开眼时，亨利勋爵说：“亲爱的多里安，你必须多留心自己，你的气色不好。”

多里安慢慢站起身。“我没事，哈里，我很好。”

当他在自己的房间穿晚宴装时，多里安想起了刚才看见的，于是冰冷的恐惧感像一把刀一样划过他的全身。他看见了一张脸在窗户边注视他。他认识这张脸，是詹姆斯·文的。

第二天他没有出门。实际上，他多半天都待在屋里，他被吓坏了。每次闭上眼睛他都会看见水手的脸。他告诫自己那只是他做的梦。是的，那不可能。西比尔·文的哥哥不知道他的名字，或许他正在海上的船上。不，他当然没有在窗边看见詹姆斯·文的脸。

可是不管是不是梦，恐惧一直伴随着他。




两天以后多里安不太害怕了。第三天，一个晴朗的冬日的早晨，多里安参加了朋友的狩猎聚会。蒙茅斯夫人陪在一旁，他走向树林边，男人们在那儿射杀鸟和小动物。清凉的空气、打猎声和树林的气息让多里安非常高兴。突然一个人朝他们附近的林子里射击，清晨的空气里传来两声喊叫——一声是动物的叫，一声是人的，都叫得很痛苦。

男人们喊了起来，一个人被抬出了树林。多里安害怕地转过身，似乎每到一地恶运都跟着他。

人们开始朝房子走去，亨利勋爵走来告诉多里安那个人死了。

多里安摇动着头。“哦，哈里，”他慢慢地说，“我觉得某件可怕的事情要发生在我们某些人身上——可能要发生在我身上。”

亨利勋爵觉得这个想法可笑。“你会发生什么事，多里安？你拥有一个男人想得到的世界上的任何东西，忘掉这事吧，这只不过是一次意外——不是谋杀。”然后他笑着又补充一句，“可是要是遇上了一个杀过人的人倒是很有趣。”

“你说的太可怕了！”蒙茅斯夫人嚷道，“你同意吗，格雷先生？格雷先生！你又病了吗？你的脸真白！”

多里安一笑，努力镇静地说，“没什么。”他轻声说，“请原谅我，我想我必须回去躺一躺。”

在楼上的房间，多里安的身体像风中的一片叶子在恐惧地发抖。他感觉在屋里一夜也不能多呆，死亡正在阳光里漫步。他决定马上回伦敦去看医生。仆人来给他收拾衣物，一边收拾一边告诉多里安死了的人是一个水手，可是没人知道他的名字。

“一个水手！”多里安叫道。他跳起来，一阵疯狂的希望充斥着他。“我要马上看那具尸体。”

他快步赶到死尸停放的房间，掀开死人脸上的布，他看到的是詹姆斯·文。他知道现在安全了，他高兴地叫了起来。


The Picture
画像

'A face without a heart.'

“一张没有心的脸。”




Chapter 16

You're going to be good?' said Lord Henry. 'Don't tell me that. You're wonderful as you are. Please don't change.' His long, white fingers played with a flower on the table. It was spring in London, and the two friends were having dinner at Lord Henry's house.

Dorian Gray shook his head. 'No, Harry, I've done too many terrible things in my life, and I'm going to change. I began my good life yesterday, in the country.'

'My dear boy,' smiled Lord Henry. 'Everybody can be good in the country. There's nothing to do in the country, so it's impossible to do anything bad. But tell me, how did you begin your good life?'

'There was a girl in a village. A very beautiful girl, an honest, country girl. She loved me, and was ready to come away with me yesterday, but I said no. I refused to destroy her young life, and I've left her as honest as I found her.'

Lord Henry laughed. 'You've left here with a broken heart, you mean. How can she be happy now with a country boy, after she has known you?'

'Don't, Harry!' cried Dorian. 'Can you never be serious? I'm sorry that I told you now. Let's talk about other things. What's been happening in London?'

'Oh, people are still discussing poor Basil and how he disappeared. I don't know why, because there are plenty of other things that they can talk about—my wife has run away with another man, Alan Campbell has killed himself...'

'What do you think has happened to Basil?' asked Dorian slowly.

'I've no idea,' answered Lord Henry. 'The English police report that Basil went to Paris on the midnight train on the ninth of November, but the French police say that he never arrived in Paris at all. If Basil wants to hide himself, I really don't care. And if he's dead, I don't want to think about him. Death is the only thing that really frightens me—I hate it.'

'Harry, don't people say that... that Basil was murdered?' said Dorian.

'Some of the newspapers say so,' replied Lord Henry, 'but who would want to murder poor Basil? He wasn't clever enough to have enemies.'

'What will you say, Harry, if I tell you that  I murdered Basil?' asked Dorian. He watched his friend carefully.

Lord Henry smiled. 'No, my dear Dorian, murder wouldn't please you. You like a different kind of pleasure. And you should never do anything that you cannot talk about after dinner.' He lifted his coffee cup. 'What happened to the fine portrait that Basil painted of you? I haven't seen it for years. Didn't you tell me that it was stolen? What a pity!'

'Oh, I never really liked it,' said Dorian. 'I prefer not to think about it.'

For a while the two men were silent. Then the older man lay back in his chair and looked at Dorian with half-closed eyes. 'Tell me how you have kept your youth and your wonderful beauty, Dorian. You must have some secret. I'm only ten years older than you, and I look like an old man. But you haven't changed since the day when I first met you. What a wonderful life you've had!'

'Yes,' said Dorian slowly, 'it's been wonderful, Harry, bur I'm going to change it now. You don't know everything about me.'

His friend smiled. 'You cannot change to me, Dorian. You and I will always be friends.'

Dorian stood up. 'I'm tired tonight, Harry. I must go home. I'll see you at lunch tomorrow. Goodnight.'

At the door he stopped for a moment and looked back, but then he turned and went out without another word.



broken adj. made weak; crushed. 衰弱的；粉碎的。

frighten v. to fill with fear. 惊吓；使害怕。

prefer v. to choose one thing or action rather than another; like better. 宁可；宁愿；更喜欢。




第十六章
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“你要做好人？”亨利勋爵说，“别跟我说那话，你一直很好，请别改变。”他又长又白的手指玩弄着桌上的一朵花。时值伦敦的春季，这两个好友正在亨利勋爵家吃晚饭。

多里安·格雷摇摇头。“不，哈里，我一生中做了太多可怕的事情，我要改变。我昨天开始当好人了，在乡下。”

“亲爱的孩子，”亨利勋爵微笑着，“每个人在乡下都会很好。在乡下没任何事情做，所以不可能做任何坏事。可是告诉我，你怎么开始当好人的？”

“村里有个姑娘，一个非常漂亮、纯真的乡下姑娘。她爱我，昨天愿意和我走，但是我拒绝了。我不愿意毁了她年轻的生活，于是我离开了她，她还像我刚发现时一样地纯真。”

亨利勋爵笑着。“你离开她，她心已经碎了。她认识你后，现在又怎么能高高兴兴地和乡下男孩在一起呢？”

“别说了，哈里！”多里安喊道，“你从不会认真点吗？我后悔告诉了你。咱们谈些别的事，伦敦近来发生了什么事？”

“哦，人们仍在谈论可怜的巴兹尔是怎么失踪的。我不知道为什么还在谈论，因为还有许多其它事可以供他们议论——比如我妻子和另外一个男人私奔了，艾伦·坎贝尔自杀了……”

“你认为巴兹尔发生了什么事？”多里安慢慢地问。

“我不知道。”亨利勋爵回答。“英国警方说巴兹尔于11月9日乘午夜的火车去了巴黎，可是法国警方说他根本就没抵达巴黎。如果巴兹尔想隐藏起来。我真的不在乎。如果他死了，我不想再想他。死是唯一让我害怕的事情——我恨死亡。”

“哈里，人们没说……巴兹尔是被谋杀的吗？”多里安说。

“有些报纸这么说。”亨利勋爵回答，“可是谁想杀害可怜的巴兹尔？他没聪明到能给自己树敌。”

“你会说什么，哈里，如果我告诉你是我杀了巴兹尔？”多里安问，他仔细地观察他的朋友。

亨利勋爵一笑。“不，亲爱的多里安，杀人不会让你高兴，你喜欢与这不同的快乐，而且你决不会做晚饭后你不能谈论的事情。”他端起咖啡：“巴兹尔给你画的那幅精美画像怎么样了？我好多年没看见它了。你是不是告诉过我画像被偷了？多可惜啊！”

“哦，我从没真正喜欢过它。”多里安说，“我宁愿不想起它。”

有一会儿两个人都没说话。过后年长些的那位靠在椅背上，用半睁的眼睛看着多里安。“告诉我你是怎么保持青春和美貌的，多里安。你一定有个秘密。我只比你大10岁，却看起来像个老人。可从我看见你的第一天起，你一点也没变，你的生活太妙了！”

“是的，”多里安缓慢地说，“是太妙了，哈里。可我要改变这种生活。并不是我的每件事情你都知道。”

他的朋友笑了，“对我来说，你变不了，多里安。你和我将永远是朋友。”

多里安站起身，“今晚我累了，哈里，我得回家了。明天午饭时见，晚安。”

在门边他停了片刻，回头看了看，就转身出去了，一句话没说。




Chapter 17

At home he thought about his conversation with Lord Henry. Could he really change, he wondered? He had lived an evil life, and had destroyed other people's lives as well. Was there any hope for him?

Why had he ever made that wish about the picture? He had kept his youth and beauty, but he had paid a terrible price for it. His beauty had destroyed his soul. He picked up a mirror and stared at his face. What was he now? A face without a heart. Suddenly he hated his own beauty, and dropped the mirror on the floor where it broke into many small pieces.

James Vane, Basil Hallward, Sybil Vane—these deaths were not important to him now. It was better not to think of the past. Nothing could change that. He must think of himself. 'Perhaps,' he thought, 'if I live a better life, the picture will become less ugly.' He remembered the pretty village girl—he had not destroyed her young life. He had done one good thing. Perhaps the picture had already begun to look better.

He went quietly upstairs to the locked room. Yes, he would live a good life, and he need not be afraid any more of the evil face of his soul. But when he uncovered the picture, he gave a cry of pain. There was no change. The face in the picture was still terrible—more hateful, if possible, than before—and the red on the hand seemed brighter, like new blood.

He stared at the picture with hate and fear in his eyes. Years ago he had loved to watch it changing and growing old; now he could not sleep because of it. It had stolen every chance of peace or happiness from him. He must destroy it.

He looked round and saw the knife that had killed Basil Hallward. 'Now it will kill the artist's work,' he said to himself. 'It will kill the past, and when that is dead, I will be free.' He picked up the knife and dug it into the picture.

There was a terrible cry, and a loud crash. The servants woke, and two gentlemen, who were passing in the road below, stopped and looked up at the house. A policeman came by, and they asked him:

'Whose house is that?'

'Mr Dorian Gray's, sir,' was the answer.

The two gentlemen looked at each other, then turned away from the house and walked on.

Inside the house the servants talked in low, frightened voices. After some minutes they went up to the room. They knocked, but there was no reply. They called out. Nothing. They could not open the door, so they climbed down from the roof and got in through the window.

Against the wall they saw a fine portrait of the young Dorian Gray, in all his wonderful youth and beauty. Lying on the floor was a dead man, with a knife in his heart. His face was old and ugly and yellow with disease.

Only the rings on his fingers told them who he was.



drop v. to let fall or lower. 丢；扔；降低。

crash n. a sudden loud noise as made by a violent blow, fall, break, etc. 突然的巨响；碰撞声。

climb down to go down, esp. by using the hands and feet. 爬下（尤指手脚并用）。




第十七章

回到家他思考着和亨利勋爵的谈话。他真的能改变吗？他想着。他曾有过邪恶的生活，也曾毁掉过他人的生活，他还有希望吗？

他为什么对画像许了那个愿？他保住了青春和美貌，但却为此付出了可怕的代价。他的美貌毁了他的灵魂。他拿起一面镜子看着自己的脸。他现在成了什么？一张没有心的脸。突然他恨自己的美貌，便把镜子扔在地上，摔成了碎片。

詹姆斯·文、巴兹尔·霍尔沃德和西比尔·文——他们的死现在对他已不重要。最好不再想起过去，那已无法改变。他必须想想自己。他想：“如果我过一种好一点的生活，画像会变得不那么丑陋。”他想起了那个可爱的乡下姑娘——他没有毁掉她的生活，他做了一件好事，可能画像已经开始好看些。

他快步上楼奔向那间锁着的房间。是的，他要过好人的生活，他再不必害怕他灵魂的那张邪恶的脸了。但当他掀开画像，他痛苦地喊出了声。没有变化。画像的脸依旧可怕——可能比以前更可憎——手上的红色似乎更鲜亮，像新鲜的血。

他凝视着画像，眼里饱含憎恨和恐惧。数年前他还喜欢看画像变老；现在他因为画像简直不能入睡。画像偷走了他每一次平静快乐的机会，他要毁掉画像。

他四周张望，看见了杀死巴兹尔·霍尔沃德的那把刀。“现在这把刀要扼杀画家的作品。”他自言自语，“这刀要杀死过去。过去死后，我将会自由。”他拿起刀刺进了画像。

一声可怕的喊叫和一阵猛烈的碰撞声。仆人们醒了；两个正路过的绅士停住向上看着房间。一个警察走过来，他们问他：

“那是谁的房子？”

他们回答：“多里安·格雷先生的。”

两个绅士互相看了一眼，然后转身离开房子走了。

房子里仆人用低沉、害怕的声音说话。过了几分钟他们上楼来到那个房间。他们敲了敲门，可是没有回答。他们用力喊，没任何答复。他们打不开门，就从房顶向下爬，从窗户进了屋。
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他们看见了靠墙而立的年轻的多里安·格雷的精美画像，青春无比，美貌动人。躺在地上的是一个死人，心脏上插着一把刀。他的脸又老又丑而且病得发黄。

只有他手上的戒指告诉了他们他是谁。


Exercises

A Checking your understanding

Chapters 1-5 Find answers to these questions in the text.

1 Why did Basil refuse to exhibit Dorian Gray's portrait in an art gallery?

2 Why didn't Basil want Lord Henry to meet Dorian Gray?

3 What did Lord Henry say is the most important thing in the world?

4 What did Dorian wish when he saw his portrait?

5 Why did Dorian want to go to the park with Lord Henry?




Chapters 6-10 How much can you remember? Check your answers.

1 How old was Sybil Vane?

2 Where was James Vane going?

3 Why didn't Dorian want to see Sybil again?

4 How had the face in the portrait changed?

5 How did Sybil Vane die?

6 Who told Dorian not to cry for Sybil Vane?

7 Why did Dorian hide his portrait in a locked room?




Chapters 11-13 Are these sentences ture (T) or false (F)?

1 Every year the face in the portrait became older and uglier.

2 As the years passed, Dorian grew less afraid of the picture.

3 Basil heard terrible stories about Dorian's evil life.

4 Dorian murdered Basil because Basil had seen the real Dorian Gray.

5 Afterwards Dorian felt sorry about the murder.

6 Alan Campbell wanted to help Dorian.




Chapters 14-17 Write answers to these questions.

1 Why did James Vane want to kill Dorian?

2 How did Dorian escape from James Vane?

3 Whose face did Dorian see at the window in his house in the country?

4 How did James Vane die?

5 Why did Dorian want to change his life?

6 What secret about Dorian did Lord Henry want to know?

7 Why did Dorian want to destroy the picture?

8 What did Dorian's servants find when they got into the locked room?

B Working with language

1 Use these words to join the sentences together.

but　while　because　if　after　and

1 I'm not happy. I don't see Dorian every day.

2 Your clever words are very amusing. You laugh at serious things.

3 Lord Henry talked to Dorian. Basil painted.

4 Every night I see her in different plays. She's always wonderful.

5 Dorian went to see Sybil. The play ended.

6 Sybil killed herself. She loved Dorian.




2 Put these sentences in the right order. Check your order with chapter 12.

1 But Dorian was suddenly filled with hate for the artist.

2 He told Dorian that he had heard terrible stories about him.

3 One night Dorian Gray met Basil in the street outside his house.

4 Then he locked the room and went downstairs.

5 Basil was on his way to Paris but he wanted to speak to Dorian first.

6 Before he went to bed, he looked for a name in a book.

7 He took Basil to the locked room and showed him the picture.

8 When Dorian heard these stories, he became angry.

9 He picked up a knife and murdered Basil.

10 When Basil saw the evil face in the picture, he told Dorian to ask God for his help.

C Activities

1 When James Vane returned from Australia, what did his mother say to him? Write the dialogue of their conversation.

2 What kind of person was Lord Henry? Was he a dangerous person? Write a letter to a friend and describe him.

3 Before Alan Campbell killed himself, he talked to a newspaper reporter. What did he tell him? Write the dialogue of their conversation.

4 'When we arc happy, we are always good, but when we are good, we are not always happy.' Write a paragraph to say why you agree or don't agree with this idea.
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内容简介

当有人用枪来得到他们想要的东西的时候，你该如何阻止他们呢？如果他们要什么，你就给什么，他们定会心花怒放——而且，更会得寸进尺，变本加厉。如果你不交出他们想要的东西，那么，就可能会惹恼他们——他们可能会杀了你。很难说到底该怎么办才好。

在这个故事中，面对这个两难境地的是首相，一位政府首脑。但首相也是和我们一样的普通人——有家庭，有孩子。

如果有人拿枪对着你的家人，你怎样才能让头脑保持清醒呢？你该怎么做呢？你采纳别人的建议，跟劫机者展开对话，搞清楚他们到底想要什么，你尽力让大家保持冷静，你慢慢地采取行动。但是，恐怖分子可不愿意等你，迟早你得决定到底该怎么办……


SKYJACK!

When people use guns to take what they want, how do you stop them? If you give them what they want, they will be happy—and they will use their guns again, and again. If you don't give them what they want, then they will be angry—and they will kill. It is not easy to decide what to do.

In this story, the person who has to decide is the Prime Minister, the head of the government. But the Prime Minister is also an ordinary person, just like the rest of us—a person with a family and children.

How can you think clearly, if someone is pointing a gun at your family? What do you do? You take advice, you talk to the hijackers, you find out what they want, you keep everybody calm, you try to move slowly. But terrorists don't like waiting, and sooner or later, you have to decide what to do...
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Chapter 1

The air hostess smiled. 'Welcome aboard, sir. Would you like a newspaper?'

'Yes, please.' Carl took the newspaper and looked at his ticket. 'I'm in seat 5F. Where's that?'

'It's near the front of the plane, sir. On the left, there. By the window.'

'I see. Thank you very much.' Carl smiled back at the air hostess. She was young and pretty. Just like my daughter, he thought.

He put his bag under his seat and sat down. His friend Harald sat beside him. They watched the other passengers coming onto the plane. Harald looked at his watch.

'9.30 p. m.,' he said. 'Good. We're on time.'

Carl agreed. 'And in three hours we'll be home,' he said. 'That's good. We've been away for a long time. You'll be pleased to see your family, won't you, Harald?'

Harald smiled. 'Yes, I will. Have you seen this, sir?' He opened his bag and took out two small planes. 'These are for my sons. I always bring something back for them.'

'How old are your sons?' Carl asked.

'Five and almost seven. The older one has a birthday tomorrow.'

'He'll be very excited tonight then.'

'Yes. I hope he gets some sleep.'

The plane took off. Carl watched the lights of the airport grow smaller below them. Then the plane flew above the clouds and he could see the moon and the stars in the night sky. He lay back in his seat and closed his eyes.



air hostess a woman who looks after the comfort of the passengers of an aircraft during flight. 女空中服务员，空中小姐。

aboard adv. on or into (a ship, train, aircraft, bus, etc.). 在（船、火车、飞机、公共汽车等）上；上（船、火车、飞机、公共汽车等）。

take off (esp. a plane) to rise from the surface of the earth. （尤指飞机）起飞。


第一章

空中小姐微笑着招呼道：“欢迎乘坐本次航班，先生。请问您想来份报纸吗？”

“好，来一份吧。”卡尔一边接过报纸，一边看着他的票，“我的座位号是5F，请问在哪儿？”
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“在飞机的前部，先生。在左边，就在那里，靠近窗户的位置。”

“我知道了，非常感谢。”卡尔也微笑着跟空中小姐说。她又年轻又漂亮。她真像我女儿，卡尔心想。

他把随身携带的包放在座位底下，然后在自己的位子上坐了下来。他的朋友哈拉尔德就坐在他的旁边。他们看着其他的乘客一一登上了飞机。哈拉尔德看了看手表。

“晚上9点半，”他说，“很好。我们会准时起飞的。”

卡尔表示同意。“再过三个小时，我们就到家了，”他说，“这真是太好了。我们已经离家很久了。哈拉尔德，见到家人你会很高兴的，对吧？”

哈拉尔德微笑着。“是的，我会很高兴。先生，你见过这个东西吗？”他打开提包，从里面取出了两架小飞机，“这是给我的儿子买的。我每次都给他们带些小玩意儿回去。”

“你儿子多大了？”卡尔问。

“一个五岁，一个快七岁了。大儿子明天过生日。”

“那他今天晚上一定特别兴奋。”

“肯定的。但愿他能睡会儿觉。”

飞机起飞了。卡尔看着机场的灯在他们的下面越变越小。然后飞机飞到了云层上面，他能看见夜空中的星星和月亮。他靠在座位上，闭上了双眼。


Chapter 2

Later, he woke up. Harald was asleep. Carl looked at his watch. It was midnight. He called the air hostess.

'Excuse me. What time do we arrive?'

'11. 30 p. m. local time, sir. That's about half an hour from now.'

'Thank you.' Carl changed the time on his watch.

'Anything else, sir?'

'No, I don't think so. Oh, wait a minute—could I have a cup of coffee, please?'

'Yes, of course, sir.' He watched her bring the coffee. 'She walks like my daughter, too,' he thought. 'And she is very young. She looks nervous, not sure what to do.'

'How long have you been an air hostess?' he asked.

She smiled. 'Three months, sir,' she said.

'Do you like it?'

'Yes, I love it. It's very exciting.' She smiled nervously. 'Will that be all, sir?'

'Yes, thank you.'

'Have a nice flight.'

He drank the coffee and started to read his newspaper. When Harald woke up, Carl showed him a page in the paper.

'Look. There you are,' he said. He pointed to a picture. In the middle of the picture stood Carl himself—a short thin man with grey hair, wearing a suit. Behind him, on the left, was Harald—a tall, strong young man, like a sportsman. Both men were smiling. 'That's you and me, outside the Embassy,' said Carl. 'We're in the news again. You can show it to your sons. You're a famous man, Harald!'

Harald laughed. 'You're the famous man, sir, not me,' he said. 'I'm just a police officer. It's my job to take care of you. That's a photo of you, not me.'

'Perhaps. But your children think that you're a famous man, I'm sure. Here, take it, and show it to them.'

'OK. Thanks.' Harald smiled, and put the newspaper in his coat pocket. 'I think I'll have a cup of coffee too.' He called for the air hostess, but she did not come. Harald looked surprised.

'What's the matter?' Carl asked.

'The air hostess,' Harald said. 'She's sitting down talking to those two men.'

Carl looked up and saw the young air hostess. She was sitting in a seat at the front of the plane with two young men. They looked worried and nervous. Suddenly, one of the young men picked up a bag and walked into the pilot's cabin! The other man and the air hostess followed him.

'That's strange,' said Carl. 'What are they doing?'

'I don't know. It's very strange,' said Harald. 'I don't like it at all.' He began to get out of his seat, but then stopped and sat down again.

For one or two minutes nothing happened. None of the other passengers moved or spoke. They had seen the young men too. It became very quiet in the plane.

A bell rang, and for a moment they could hear two voices arguing. Then the pilot spoke.

'Ladies and gentlemen, this is the Captain speaking. Please do not be afraid. There is a change of plan. We have to land at another airport before we finish our journey. There's no danger. We will land in fifteen minutes. Please stay in your seats and keep calm. Thank you.'

Then the air hostess came out of the cabin. She looked very different now because she had a machine gun in her hand. She stood at the front of the plane and watched the passengers carefully.



wake up 醒，醒来。

asleep adj. sleeping. 睡熟的，睡着的。

pick up take hold of and lift sth. 拿起，捡起。

cabin n. the room at the front of an aircraft in which the pilot sits. 机长室。

argue v. to provide reasons for or against sth., esp. clearly and in proper order. 辩论，争论。


第二章
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过了一会儿，他醒了。哈拉尔德还在熟睡。卡尔看看手表，正是半夜时分。卡尔招呼空中小姐。

“对不起。请问我们几点到达？”

“当地时间晚上11点半，先生。还有大约半个小时。”

“谢谢。”卡尔把他的手表调成了当地时间。

“还有别的事情吗，先生？”

“没，没有了。哦，等一下——请给我来杯咖啡好吗？”

“没问题，先生。”他看着她把咖啡端过来。“她走路的样子也像我女儿。”他想，“她还很年轻。她看起来有点儿紧张，不知道到底怎么做才好。”

“你当空中小姐多长时间了？”卡尔问她。

她微笑着。“三个月了，先生。”她说。

“你喜欢这个工作吗？”

“是的，我喜欢。这工作非常有意思。”她笑得有些不自然，“还有事情吗，先生？”

“没事儿了，谢谢。”

“祝您旅途愉快。”

他开始边喝咖啡边看报纸。哈拉尔德醒来的时候，卡尔把报纸的其中一个版面指给他看。

“瞧，你在这儿呢，”他说。他手指着一张照片。站在照片中间的那位就是卡尔——一个身材瘦小，头发花白，身穿西服的人。在他身后的左侧站着哈拉尔德——他是个又高又壮的年轻人，就像个运动员。两个人都笑了。“这是我们在大使馆门口照的，”卡尔说，“我们又成新闻对象了。你可以把这张照片给你的儿子看一看。你是名人了，哈拉尔德！”

哈拉尔德笑了。“先生，你是名人，我可不是，”他说，“我只是个警察。我的工作是保护你，这照片是照你的，不是照我的。”

“也许吧。但是，我敢肯定，你的孩子会把你当成名人的。给，拿上这张报纸，回去给他们看看。”

“好吧。谢谢。”哈拉尔德微笑着接过报纸，装在了外衣口袋里，“我想我也需要一杯咖啡。”他招呼空中小姐，但是她没有过来。哈拉尔德的表情很惊讶。

“怎么了？”卡尔问。

“那个空中小姐，”哈拉尔德说，“她坐在那儿跟那两个男的说话。”

卡尔抬起头，看见了那个年轻的空中小姐。她正和两个年轻男子坐在靠近飞机前部的一个座位上。他们看上去都很焦虑、紧张。突然，其中的一个年轻男子拿起一个袋子进了机长室！剩下的那个男人和空中小姐也跟了进去。

“太奇怪了，”卡尔说，“他们在干什么呢？”

“我也不知道，是很奇怪，”哈拉尔德说，“我感到不对劲儿。”他从座位上站了起来，本打算出去，但很快他又坐了下来。

有那么一会儿工夫，什么事情也没有发生。其他乘客也看见了那两个年轻人，但是既没人动一动，也没人说话。飞机上变得非常安静。

传来一声铃响，一时间，人们能听到两个人争论的声音。随后，传来了驾驶员的声音。

“女士们，先生们，我是本次航班的机长。请大家不要害怕，我们要改变飞行计划。在到达目的地之前，我们得在另外一个机场降落。这没有危险。飞机15分钟之后降落。请大家在各自的座位上坐好，保持镇静。谢谢。”

这时候，那个空中小姐从机长室走了出来。不过，此时的她已经有了很大变化，因为她手里拿着一把机枪。她站在飞机的前部，目不转睛地看着飞机上的乘客。
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Chapter 3

'Here we are, madam.' The big black car stopped and a police officer opened the back door.

'Thank you.' Helen Sandberg smiled at him as she got out. Another police officer opened the front door of her house.

Inside the house it was quiet. Her daughter was reading. She put the book down.

'Hello, Mummy. You're late. You said you'd be home by ten o'clock. I wanted to talk to you about my homework, remember?'

Helen sat down. 'I'm sorry, Sarah. I did remember, really. But I had a very busy day. Anyway, I'm home now. What's the problem?'

'It's this book,' said Sarah. 'I have to write about it at school on Friday, and I don't understand it.'

'All right,' said Helen. 'Bring the book into the kitchen and I'll look at it while you make me a cup of coffee.'

They sat in the kitchen and talked for nearly half an hour. Then Helen looked at her watch. 'OK, Sarah, that's enough for now. It's nearly midnight, and I must be up at six tomorrow. I'm going to bed. Goodnight.'

Alone in her bedroom, she undressed and got into the big empty bed. She was very tired. She closed her eyes and in three minutes she was asleep.

The phone rang at 12.15 a. m.

Helen groaned, and picked it up.

'Hello... What?... Who?... Do you know what time it is?'

She ran her hand through her hair and turned the light on. 'What, now? I don't believe it. Are you sure?'

The voice on the telephone explained carefully. Helen groaned again, and sat up. 'I hope it  is serious. If it isn't, somebody is going to be in big trouble... yes... All right... Send the car in fifteen minutes, then. And bring me some coffee! Goodbye.'

She put the phone down and got out of bed. Outside the window she could hear a strong wind blowing.

Twenty minutes later she was sitting in the back of her big black car, drinking a cup of coffee and talking to the Chief of Airport Police on the car telephone. It was raining heavily.



make a cup of coffee 煮咖啡。

groan v. to say in a low voice. 呻吟，低声抱怨。

turn on to cause (water, gas, electricity, etc.) to flow. 打开；接通（水源、煤气、电源等）。


第三章

“我们到了，夫人。”黑色大轿车停了下来，一个警官打开了车的后门。

“谢谢你。”海伦·桑德伯格一边下车，一边对他微笑着。这时，另一个警官走过去打开了她家的前门。

家里很安静。女儿正在看书。她放下手中的书。

“您好，妈妈。您迟到了，您说您10点之前到家的。我想跟您谈谈我的家庭作业，您还记得吗？”

海伦坐了下来。“对不起，萨拉。我当然记得，真的。但是我今天太忙了。不过，我现在回家了。你有什么问题呢？”

“是关于这本书，”萨拉说，“星期五我得在学校根据它写一篇文章，但是我看不懂。”

“好吧，”海伦说，“把它拿到厨房来，你给我煮一杯咖啡，我来给你看看。”

她们在厨房里坐下，谈了将近半个小时。然后海伦看了看手表。“好了，萨拉，就谈到这儿吧。快半夜了，我明天早晨6点就得起床。我要去睡觉了，晚安。”

她一个人回到卧室，脱下衣服，躺在空荡荡的大床上。她非常疲惫，闭上眼睛不到三分钟就睡着了。

凌晨12:15的时候，电话铃响了。

海伦嘴里嘟囔着，拿起了听筒。
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“喂……什么？……谁？……你知道现在几点吗？”

她用手理了理头发，打开了灯。“什么，现在？我不相信。你确定吗？”

电话另一端的人在认真地解释着。海伦又嘟囔了几句，坐了起来。“我希望这的确很严重。否则的话，有人可能会有大麻烦的……是的……好吧……那15分钟之后把车开过来。再给我带点儿咖啡来！再见。”

她放下电话，起了床。窗外，她能听见狂风怒吼。

20分钟之后，她已经坐在了她那辆黑色大轿车的后排座上，一边喝着咖啡，一边用车上的电话和机场警察局的局长通着话。车外大雨倾盆。


Chapter 4

Carl looked out of the plane window. It was very dark and rainy. It was a small airport with only one or two other planes. But there were three police cars near the airport building.

'I don't understand,' he said quietly in Harald's ear. 'Why are we here?'

Harald looked worried. 'Don't ask me,' he whispered back. 'Ask them.'

'No thanks.' Carl looked at the hijackers. The young air hostess was still standing at the front of the plane with her machine gun. One of the young men, also with a machine gun, was standing at the back of the plane. The other hijacker was in the Captain's cabin. All the passengers sat very quietly in their seats.

A bell rang and a man's voice spoke.

'Ladies and gentlemen, listen to me. This plane is ours now, and you are our prisoners. We do not want to hurt you, but as you can see, we have our guns and we know how to shoot. So please, sit quietly in your seats and do what we say. We will be here for one or two hours. The Government of this country has two of our brothers in a prison near this airport. We are asking the Government to bring our two brothers to this plane. When our brothers are free, you will be free. We think this will take one or two hours, but not very long. As you know, the Prime Minister of this country is only a woman. She will do what we say. So do not worry. Just sit very still and wait a little while. Goodnight.'

Carl looked at Harald. 'Oh dear,' he whispered. 'I think we're in trouble, my young friend. Big trouble.'

Harald agreed. 'We certainly are. The Government won't set those two men free. They tried to put a bomb on a plane last year, didn't they, sir? They're in prison for thirty years!'

'I know,' Carl whispered. 'No one could set them free. So what about us?'

'What about you, you mean,' whispered Harald. 'I'm not important. Look, sir, you'd better give me your passport.'

'What? Why?'

'Ssh!' Harald put his hand on the older man's arm and stopped talking. Carl looked up and saw the young air hostess staring at them. Her machine gun was pointing at them too. He stopped talking and looked out of the window.

After a few minutes she stopped watching them. 'Give me the passport, sir!' Harald whispered, very quietly. Very slowly and carefully, Carl took it out of his pocket and gave it to him.

There was still some coffee in Carl's cup. Very carefully, Harald put the passport on his tray and poured the coffee onto it. When the passport was very wet, he tore it slowly into little pieces. He was a strong young man and because the passport was wet, it did not make a sound. Then, one by one, he put the pieces of wet paper into his mouth and ate them. In ten minutes, the passport had disappeared.

'I don't understand,' whispered Carl. 'Why did you do that?'

'You'll see,' whispered Harald. 'But when they ask questions, let me answer, sir. OK? You say nothing.'

'OK.' Carl looked away, out of the window. A large black car was just driving up to the airport building.



look out of to see the outside of. 往外看。

still adj. not moving. 静止的，不动的。

set... free 释放。

be in prison 被判入狱。

stare at to look fixedly with wide open eyes, as in wonder, fear, or deep thought. 凝视，盯着看。

tear v. to pull apart or into pieces by force, esp. so as to leave irregular edges. 撕破，撕裂。


第四章

卡尔透过飞机的窗户向外看。外面很黑，还下着雨。这是一个小型机场，只有另外一两架飞机。但是在机场大楼的旁边，停着三辆警车。

“我不明白，”他附在哈拉尔德的耳边悄悄地说，“我们怎么会在这儿降落呢？”

哈拉尔德一脸焦急。“别问我，”他低声回答，“问他们。”

“不用了，谢谢。”卡尔瞅了瞅那几个劫机犯。那个年轻的空中小姐仍然站在机舱前面，手里拿着机枪。其中一个年轻男人手里也拿着机枪，站在飞机的后部。另一个劫机犯在机长室。机上所有的乘客都静静地坐在座位上。

一阵铃声响过，传来一个男人的声音。

“女士们，先生们，请注意。现在这架飞机已经掌握在我们手里，你们是我们的俘虏。我们不想伤害你们，不过你们也看见了，我们手里有枪，我们也会用枪。所以，请老老实实地坐在你们的座位上，按照我们的要求去做。我们会在这里待上一两个小时。这个国家的政府把我们的两个弟兄关在这个机场附近的一所监狱里。我们现在要求政府把他们送到这架飞机上。一旦我们的两个兄弟自由了，你们也就自由了。我们估计这可能需要一到两个小时的时间，但不会很长。如你们所知，这个国家的首相只不过是个女的，她会听从我们的要求的。所以，你们不用紧张，只需安静地坐着等上一会儿。晚安。”

卡尔看着哈拉尔德。“哦，伙计，”他低声说，“我想我们有麻烦了，年轻的朋友。恐怕是大麻烦。”

哈拉尔德表示同意。“我们显然是有麻烦了。政府是不会释放那两个人的。去年他们企图往一架飞机上放炸弹，对吧，先生？他们被判入狱30年！”

“我知道，”卡尔悄悄回答，“没人会释放他们。那我们该怎么办呢？”

“你的意思是，你该怎么办。”哈拉尔德低声说，“我并不重要。所以，先生，你最好把你的护照给我。”

“什么？为什么？”

“嘘！”哈拉尔德把手放在卡尔的胳膊上，不再说话了。卡尔抬起头，看见那个年轻的空中小姐正盯着他们。她手里的机枪也正对着他们。他不再说话，眼睛看着窗外。

过了一会儿，她不再盯着他们看了。“先生，把你的护照给我！”哈拉尔德悄悄地说，声音很轻。卡尔慢慢地、小心翼翼地从口袋中掏出自己的护照，递给了他。

卡尔的杯子里还剩了一点儿咖啡。哈拉尔德十分小心地把护照放在他的餐盘上，把咖啡倒在上面。等护照湿透了，他慢慢地把它撕成碎片。他年轻强壮，而且护照已经湿透了，所以没有弄出一点儿声响。然后，他把这些湿透的碎纸片一片片地放进嘴里吃掉。仅仅十分钟的时间，那本护照就无影无踪了。
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“我不明白，”卡尔低声说，“你为什么要这样做呢？”

“你会明白的，”哈拉尔德低声回答，“不过他们要是问问题的话，让我来回答，先生。好吗？你别说话。”

“好吧。”卡尔隔窗远望。他看见一辆很大的黑色轿车正驶向机场大楼。


Chapter 5

The black car stopped outside the airport building and a police officer opened the door. Helen Sandberg got out and went quickly inside. Upstairs, in the control room, the Chief of Airport Police, Inspector Holm, was waiting with a soldier. Helen's secretary, Michael, was there too.

'Good evening, Prime Minister,' said Inspector Holm. 'This is Colonel Carter, of the Special Commando Section.'

'Good evening, Colonel.' Helen shook hands with the soldier and looked at him. He was a thin, tough-looking man, about forty years old, with a brown face. His hand was hard and strong. 'I hope you know your job, 'she thought. 'I may need you.'

She looked out of the window. There was a large plane on the tarmac about two hundred metres away. All its lights were on. 'Is that the plane?' she asked.

'That's it, Prime Minister.'

'Right, give me the facts. How many people are on it?'

Inspector Holm answered. 'One hundred and eight passengers, five crew.'

'What nationalities are they?'

'There are twenty-nine Americans, fifteen British, two Brazilians, two Indians, and one Chinese. The others are from this country.'

'I see. There are a lot of Americans and British, then,' said Helen quietly. 'That means trouble.'

'Yes, Prime Minister,' answered Michael. 'I'm afraid their Ambassadors are on their way here now.'

Helen smiled at him quickly. He was a good secretary; he usually knew what she was thinking. Both the American Ambassador and the British Ambassador were difficult people.

She turned back to Inspector Holm. 'Tell me about the hijackers. What do they want?'

'We don't know how many hijackers there are, Prime Minister. But they have guns, we know that. And they want three things.' Inspector Holm paused and looked down at her. He was a very tall man and he looked very important in his uniform. Helen didn't like him much.

'Yes, well. What three things?' she asked quickly.

'Firstly, they say we must set free their two brothers from prison. You remember, Prime Minister—two men tried to put a bomb on a plane last year. They are in prison near here.'

'I remember,' Helen answered softly. 'They're in prison for thirty years, aren't they?'

'I think so. Something like that.' The man paused. 'Secondly, they say we must refuel the plane because they want to fly to another country. Thirdly, they say we must put this in all our newspapers. It says they are fighting for freedom for their people. They are freedom fighters. They want to liberate their people.'

He gave her a sheet of paper. Helen put it on the table. She did not read it. 'And what about the passengers?' she asked. 'When will the hijackers set them free?'

'They say they will set most of the passengers free when their brothers are on the plane. But they want ten passengers to fly away with them. They will set them free when they arrive.'

'I see.'

'There's one other thing, Prime Minister,' Colonel Carter spoke for the first time. His voice was very quiet, almost gentle. 'They say we must bring the prisoners to the airport in two hours. If not, they will kill a passenger. They said this one hour ago.'

'So we have one hour left?'

'That's right, Prime Minister. Just one hour. Then they will kill the first passenger.'

'I see.' Helen walked slowly to the window and stared out at the plane. It was still raining and a strong wind was blowing. She turned round. 'Thank you, gentlemen. I will have to talk to them. But first I need a few minutes to think. Colonel Carter, Inspector, please go to the other room. Tell the hijackers I will talk to them in five minutes. Michael, stay here.'

'But... yes, madam.' Inspector Holm looked unhappy, but he went out, slowly, with the Colonel. Michael sat quietly, looking at her. He knew what she was thinking.

'Have you got the passenger list, Michael?'

'Yes, Prime Minister. Here you are.'

She picked up the list of names and looked at it carefully. 'Oh my God!' His name was near the beginning. She dropped the list, sat down at the table, and ran her hands through her hair. For a long minute she said nothing. Then she looked up.

'This is going to be very difficult, isn't it, Michael?'

'I'm afraid so, Prime Minister. Very difficult indeed.'

Helen stood up and walked to the window, thinking hard. Outside in the rain, the American Ambassador's car stopped by the door.



commando n. a member of a small fighting force specially trained for making quick attacks into enemy areas. 突击队。

crew n. all the people working on a ship, plane, etc., except the officers. （总称）船上或飞机上的全体工作人员。

on one's way 在路上，在途中。

uniform n. distinctive clothing worn by members of same school or organization. 制服。

refuel v. to re-supply with fuel. 重新补给燃料。

fight for to campaign or strive determinedly for sth. 为……而战。

a sheet of paper a piece of paper. 一张纸。

list n. a set of names of things written one after the other, so as to remember them or keep them in order so that they can be found. 名单；清单。


第五章

黑色轿车在机场大楼外面停了下来，一个警官打开了车门。海伦·桑德伯格从车上下来，匆匆走进机场大楼。在楼上的机场控制室里，机场警察局局长，巡查官霍尔姆正在等她，一同在等她的还有一个军人。海伦的秘书迈克尔也在场。

“晚上好，首相，”巡查官霍尔姆说，“这位是来自特种突击队的卡特上校。”

“晚上好，上校。”海伦一边和那军人握手，一边上下打量着他。他身材瘦削，古铜色的面庞中透着坚毅，40岁上下的年纪。他的手坚定有力。“我希望你能胜任你的工作，”她想，“我可能会需要你。”

她向窗外望去。一架巨大的飞机停在大约200米开外的飞机跑道上。机上所有的灯都亮着。“就是那架飞机吗？”她问。

“是的，首相。”

“好，给我讲讲详细情况。飞机上有多少人？”

巡查官霍尔姆回答：“108名乘客，五名机组人员。”

“他们都是哪国人？”

“有29个美国人，15个英国人，两个巴西人，两个印度人，还有一个中国人。剩下的都是本国人。”

“我知道了。那么，有很多美国人和英国人，”海伦轻轻说，“这可麻烦了。”

“是的，首相，”迈克尔回答，“恐怕这两国的大使正在往这里赶。”

海伦马上对他笑了笑。他真是个好秘书，总能猜透她的心思。美国大使和英国大使都是难对付的人。

她转过身问巡查官霍尔姆：“跟我谈谈劫机者的情况。他们想要什么？”

“我们还不清楚有几名劫机犯，首相。但我们知道，他们有枪。他们一共要求三件事情。”巡查官霍尔姆停顿了一下，低头看了看她。他个子很高，穿上制服颇有气派。海伦不怎么喜欢他。

“嗯，好。是哪三件事情呢？”她追问。

“第一，他们说我们必须释放他们的两个兄弟。你还记得吗，首相——去年有两个人企图往飞机上装炸弹。他们现在被关在这附近的监狱里。”

“我记得，”海伦轻声答道，“他们被判入狱30年，对吧？”

“我想是的。差不多是这样。”他停顿了一下，“第二，他们说我们必须给飞机补充燃油，因为他们要飞往另外一个国家。第三，他们说我们必须在我们所有的报纸上刊登这些内容，说他们是为了他们人民的自由而战，他们是自由斗士，他们要解放他们的人民。”

他递给她一张纸。海伦把纸放在桌上，她并没有看这张纸。“乘客们怎么样？”她问，“劫机者什么时候释放乘客？”
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“他们说一旦他们的兄弟上了飞机，他们就释放绝大多数的乘客。但他们还要扣押十名乘客跟他们一起飞走，到达目的地以后再放了他们。”

“我明白了。”

“首相，还有一件事情，”这是卡特上校第一次开口说话。他的声音非常平静，甚至是温柔的，“他们说我们必须在两个小时之内把那些罪犯带到机场。不然的话，他们就会杀掉一名乘客。他们是在一个小时之前说的这话。”

“那么我们只剩一个小时的时间了？”

“是的，首相。只剩一个小时了。然后，他们就会杀掉第一名乘客。”

“我明白了。”海伦慢慢地踱到窗前，盯着窗外的飞机。外面仍然下着雨，狂风呼啸。她转过身。“谢谢你们，先生们。我必须跟他们谈谈。但首先我需要几分钟来整理一下思路。卡特上校，巡查官，请到另一个房间去。告诉劫机犯，我将在五分钟之后跟他们对话。迈克尔，你留下。”

“但是……好吧，夫人。”巡查官霍尔姆看上去有些不乐意，但他还是磨磨蹭蹭地和上校一起出去了。迈克尔静静地坐在那里，看着她。他知道她在想什么。

“迈克尔，你有乘客的名单吗？”

“有，首相。给您。”

她接过名单，仔细看着。“哦天啊！”他的名字非常靠前。她把名单扔到一边，跌坐在桌子旁，用手拢着头发。好一会儿，她一句话也没说。然后她抬起头。

“这下恐怕很麻烦了，对吗，迈克尔？”

“恐怕是这样，首相。确实非常麻烦。”

海伦站起身，来到窗户旁边，苦思冥想。窗外，雨中，美国大使的车停在了门口。


Chapter 6

Carl looked through the window and watched the cars arrive at the airport building. There were a lot of cars now and a lot of lights in the building. Inside the plane it was hot and quiet. There was nothing to do. He remembered other times when he had been in a plane at night with his wife and daughter. That had been fun because they were excited and going on holiday. His daughter had always asked lots of questions in the plane. Now no one said anything at all. Carl sat, and thought, and felt his face becoming wet with sweat.

'Your passports, please!'

'What?' He turned suddenly. One of the hijackers, a young man in a black shirt, was just behind them. He had a bag in his hand and he was taking everyone's passports and putting them in it.

'Why...?'

'Be quiet!' Harald whispered. 'Let me talk, sir. Remember?'

'Your passports, please.' The young man stood by their seats.

'Here you are.' Harald gave the man his passport.

'Thank you. And his?'

'He has no passport. I am a police officer and he is my prisoner. I am taking him to prison in my country.'

'I see.' The young man looked at them both in surprise. 'Stand up, you!'

Carl stood up and the young man searched his pockets, but he found nothing. He told Carl to sit down, then he opened Harald's passport and looked inside. 'Police pig!' he said. 'Now you are our prisoner!' Then he hit Harald in the face, looked at Carl, and laughed. 'And perhaps we will set him free!'

Harald said nothing. The hijacker was about the same age as him, but not so big. The young hijacker laughed again and moved on to the next seat.

'Thank you, Harald,' Carl whispered, when the man was at the front of the plane. 'That was very brave. But I won't let you die for me, you know.'

'Be quiet, sir! Something's happening!' Harald whispered back.

Carl looked up. Another hijacker was standing in the door of the Captain's cabin. He was talking to the other two. He was a big strong man, with a black beard. He looked angry and waved his arms. Carl listened carefully. He could hear one or two words, but not many.

'... nothing! Nothing at all!... stupid woman!... she needs time, she says...'

All the hijackers were angry now. They looked at the passports and then started to walk down the aisle, pointing their guns at the passengers. Harald sat very still in his seat.

'Don't look at them, Carl,' he whispered. 'Sit very still and don't look at them.'

Suddenly the big hijacker pulled a passenger out of his seat. The passenger was a short fat man in a grey suit. He shouted angrily in a voice that sounded American, but the hijacker hit him and then pushed him to the front of the plane with his machine gun.

'Turn towards the door!' he shouted. 'Put your hands on the door! Above your head! Higher! That's it!'

The air hostess pointed her gun at the American's back. The hijacker in the black shirt stood at the front of the plane and pointed his gun at the passengers.

'Don't move!' he shouted. 'Stay in your seats and don't look back!' Then the big bearded hijacker went back into the Captain's cabin.

The bell rang. The hijacker's voice spoke.

'Passengers! Listen to me! You know we are here to set our brothers free. I have spoken to the Prime Minister of this country. I told her she must bring our brothers here by two o'clock. That is plenty of time because the prison is only ten kilometres from here. She says she needs more time, but we know she is lying. We have no time. The passenger at the front of the plane is an American spy who lives in our country. All Americans who live in our country are spies. If our brothers are not here at two o'clock, he will die. If you try to help him, you will die too.'

'Jesus,' Carl said quietly. He looked at his watch. The time was 1.50 a. m. He looked out of the window across the rainy tarmac to the airport building. In one of those rooms was the Prime Minister. What would she do? What  could she do? 'Come on, honey,' he said softly. 'Start thinking. Think fast, honey. And think hard!'



arrive at to reach destination or end of journey. 到达。

in surprise surprisedly. 吃惊地，惊讶地。

aisle n. passage between rows of pews or seats. 座位中间的过道。

plenty of a great deal of. 许多，大量（只能修饰不可数名词）。

honey n. darling. 爱人，宝贝。


第六章

卡尔往窗外望去，看见一辆辆汽车开到了机场大楼前。此时，外面已经停了很多车，大楼里灯火通明。机舱内很热，也很安静。什么也做不了。他回忆起了从前，他和妻子、女儿一起在晚上乘坐飞机的情景。那真是一段愉快的时光，他们非常兴奋，因为他们要去度假。他的女儿在飞机上总有问不完的问题。现在，没有一个人吱声。卡尔坐在那里思考着，他觉得自己的脸上淌满了汗水。

“请拿出你的护照！”

“什么？”他猛地回过头。那个穿黑色衬衣的年轻劫机犯正站在他的身后。他手里拿着一个袋子，把所有人的护照都收走，放到袋子里。

“为什么……？”

“别说话！”哈拉尔德低声说，“让我来跟他讲，先生。还记得吗？”

“请交出你们的护照。”年轻人就站在他们的座位旁边。

“给你。”哈拉尔德把他的护照交给了那人。

“谢谢。他的呢？”

“他没有护照。我是一个警官，他是我押解的罪犯，我要把他押回到我们国家服刑。”

“我明白了。”年轻人好奇地打量着他们，“你，站起来！”

卡尔站了起来，年轻人搜查了他的口袋，但没有发现任何东西。他让卡尔坐下，然后打开哈拉尔德的护照来看。“警察猪！”他说，“现在你是我们的囚犯了！”他给了哈拉尔德一个耳光，眼睛望着卡尔大笑着，“也许我们会把他放了！”

哈拉尔德没有吭声。这名劫机犯和他的年龄差不多，只不过不像他那么魁梧。年轻的劫机犯又狂笑了一通，然后走到了下一个座位跟前。

“谢谢你，哈拉尔德，”卡尔低声说，此时劫机犯走到了飞机的前面，“你太勇敢了。但是，你要明白，我不会让你为我牺牲的。”

“别说话了，先生！有情况！”哈拉尔德低声说道。

卡尔抬起头。另一个劫机犯正站在机长室门口，他在和两个同伙说话。他长得又高又壮，留着黑色的小胡子。他挥舞着胳膊，看起来很生气。卡尔竖起耳朵全神贯注地听着。他能听见一两个字，但是不多。

“……什么都没有！一点儿也没有！……愚蠢的女人！……她需要时间，她说……”

现在所有的劫机犯都有些气急败坏。他们把护照拿起来看了看，然后走到过道中间，拿枪对着乘客。哈拉尔德静静地坐在座位上。

“别盯着他们看，卡尔，”他低声说，“安静地坐着，别看他们。”

突然，那个大个子劫机犯把一个乘客从座位上拽了起来。这是一个矮胖的男人，穿着灰色套装。他愤怒地大喊大叫，听口音像是个美国人，但劫机犯打了他，然后用机枪顶着他来到机舱前面。
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“脸朝着门！”他吼道，“把手放到门上！举过头顶！再高点儿！行了！”

那个空中小姐拿她的枪顶着美国人的后背。穿黑衬衣的劫机犯站在机舱前面，手里的枪对着所有的乘客。

“不许动！”他大喊，“坐在你们的座位上，不许向后看！”然后，那个留着胡子的大个子劫机犯转身进了机长室。

铃声响了，传来了劫机犯的声音。

“各位乘客请注意！你们知道，我们到这里来是为了解救我们的兄弟。我已经跟这个国家的首相通过话了，我告诉她，两点钟之前，她必须把我们的弟兄送过来。这个时间足够了，因为监狱离这里只有十公里。她却说她需要更多一点儿的时间，但我们知道她这是在撒谎。我们没有时间了。现在站在机舱前面的这个乘客是一个居住在我们国家的美国间谍。所有住在我们国家的美国人都是间谍。如果两点钟的时候我们的两个弟兄还没有被送到飞机上，他就得死。如果你们企图帮他，你们也会死。”

“主啊。”卡尔低声叫道。他看了一眼自己的手表，已经是凌晨1:50了。放眼窗外，他的目光穿过雨中的飞机跑道，看到了机场大楼。首相就在其中的一个房间里。她会做些什么？她能做些什么呢？“快点儿，宝贝，”他轻声说，“想想办法吧。快点儿想个办法吧，宝贝。好好想想吧！”


Chapter 7

Helen Sandberg sat at the radio in the control room. Michael, Inspector Holm, and Colonel Carter sat behind her. They could all see the plane, two hundred metres away, and they could all hear the voice of the hijacker on the radio. It was loud, excited.

'Our brothers have done nothing wrong. They are innocent! They are fighters for the freedom of our people! We need them with us on this plane, now!'

Helen kept her voice low and calm. 'Look, I understand what you say. But those men are criminals; they're in prison. I can't bring them here. And remember, the passengers on the plane are innocent people too, with families and children. Please set them free. We will not hurt you. We...'

The voice on the radio interrupted her. 'Mrs Sandberg! I do not want to talk any more. It is now 1.59 a.m. Do you have our brothers here, at the airport?'

'No. I told you...'

'Then watch the front door of the plane. You can see it well, I hope?'

'Yes.' Helen's voice was quiet now, almost a whisper.

'Then watch. There is an American spy behind it. And remember, we have many American spies, and many important business people on this plane. In half an hour I will ask you again about my brothers.'

Helen stared out at the plane. Its front door was very small and far away. Colonel Carter touched her arm.

'Here are some binoculars, Prime Minister. You will be able to see more clearly with these.'

She did not want to look, but she had to. She had decided not to free the prisoners, so now she had to see what happened to the passengers. She picked up the binoculars and stared at the front door of the plane.

The door opened slowly. There were no steps outside the door, so it was about four metres above the ground. Standing in the door was a short fat man, his hands above his head. His face was white and he looked very frightened. Then he jumped. But as he jumped, a girl came to the door and shot him. Some bullets hit him in the air and more bullets hit him as he lay on the ground. One of his arms moved a little and blood ran out of the side of his head onto the wet tarmac. The girl continued shooting him for ten, maybe fifteen seconds. Then someone pulled her back into the plane and the door closed.

For a long time everyone was silent. Then Colonel Carter spoke. 'Inspector, why didn't your men shoot? That girl was in the doorway for nearly fifteen seconds! Why isn't she dead?'

'We... are police officers, not soldiers. I...' But the Colonel interrupted him.

'Prime Minister, let my men deal with this problem. They have, killed a man now and they'll kill another one in half an hour. We must attack that plane! We are commandos; we know how to do it!'

Helen was still watching the dead body of the man on the tarmac. She thought a hand moved, for a moment; but no, he must be dead by now. There was a pool of blood on the tarmac now, around his head. He could not possibly be alive. For a moment she did not hear the voices around her. In half an hour...

'Prime Minister... ?'

'Yes.' She turned towards them. 'Yes. Colonel Carter, bring your men here, immediately. Meet me in ten minutes with your plan. But I warn you, it must be a good one. I don't want any more dead passengers.'

'Yes, Prime Minister. At once.' The Colonel turned to go.

'Inspector.'

'Yes, madam.'

'I want those two prisoners brought here from the prison. At once. You have twenty-five minutes, no more. Do you understand?'

'But Prime Minister! You can't do that!' The Inspector and the Colonel stared at her in surprise.

'I can and I will.'

'But these men are dangerous criminals—terrorists! They tried to put a bomb on a plane! They are in prison for...'

'For thirty years, Colonel. I know. But they are only two men, and there are over a hundred innocent people on that plane. My job is to save their lives, and I need time to do it.'

The Inspector stood up very tall and straight in his fine uniform. 'Prime Minister, I strongly advise you not to do this. You don't understand...'

Helen interrupted him, her voice ice-cold and angry. 'I understand very well indeed, Inspector. And I thank you for your advice. But I think I must make the decisions, and you must obey my orders. You now have only twenty-four minutes. Bring those prisoners here, please.'

'Yes, madam.' The Inspector and the Colonel left the room, looking very unhappy.

'Prime Minister?'

'Yes, Michael?' She turned, and saw that Michael was smiling quietly.

'The American and British Ambassadors are here. Do you want to see them?'

She groaned, and sat down suddenly. 'Do I want to? Of course I don't! But I suppose I must talk to them because that man was an American. Send them in. They can have five minutes with me, that's all.'

'Yes, Prime Minister.' Michael picked up a telephone.



innocent adj. (of people) guiltless. 无辜的，无罪的。

criminal n. a person who is guilty of crime. 犯罪者，罪犯。

binoculars n. a pair of glasses like short telescopes for both eyes, used for looking at distant objects. 双筒望远镜。

interrupt v. to break the flow of speech of someone by saying sth. 打岔，插嘴。

deal with handle, cope with. 处理，应对。

attack v. to bring violence on, esp. with weapons. 进攻。

dangerous adj. able to or likely to cause danger. 危险的。

make a decision to decide. 做出决定。

obey v. to do what one is asked or ordered to do by someone. 遵守。


第七章

海伦·桑德伯格坐在控制室的无线电前。她的身后坐着迈克尔、巡查官霍尔姆和卡特上校。他们都能看到那架飞机，距此只有200米的距离。他们甚至都能听见无线电中劫机犯讲话的声音，那声音很大、很亢奋。

“我们的弟兄没有做错任何事情。他们是无辜的！他们是为我们人民的自由而战的斗士！现在，必须把他们送到我们这架飞机上！”

海伦尽力让自己的声音保持低沉和冷静。“你瞧，我明白你的意思。但是，那两个人是罪犯；他们被关在监狱里，我不能把他们带到这里来。而且请你记住，飞机上的乘客也是无辜的，他们也有家庭、有孩子。请放了他们。我们不会伤害你们的，我们……”

无线电里传出的声音打断了她。“桑德伯格夫人！我不想再跟你谈了。现在是凌晨1:59分。你把我们的两个弟兄带过来了吗，带到机场了吗？”

“没有。我告诉你……”

“好吧，看飞机的前门。但愿你能看得清？”

“看得清。”海伦的声音非常微弱，几乎是喃喃而语。

“那你看着。门后现在站着一个美国间谍。记住，我们手里有很多美国间谍，飞机上还有很多举足轻重的商人。半个小时之后，我会再问你一遍，我的弟兄怎么样了。”

海伦盯着窗外的飞机。它的前门很小，距离又很远。卡特上校碰了碰她的胳膊。

“这儿有一副双筒望远镜，首相。用它你能看得更清楚些。”
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她不想看，但是她不能不看。她已经打定主意不释放那些罪犯，所以她现在需要搞清楚乘客那边的情况。她拿起望远镜，往飞机的前门那里望去。

门缓缓地打开了。因为没有舷梯，所以飞机的门离地面大约有四米高。门口站着一个身材矮胖的男人，他的手举过头顶。他脸色苍白，看上去吓得魂不附体。然后，他纵身跳了下来。可是就在他跳下来的瞬间，一个姑娘冲到门口，开枪向他射击。有几枪在空中击中了他，但是更多的子弹是他坠落到地上之后击中他的。他的一只胳膊微微动了动，鲜血从他贴着湿漉漉的飞机跑道那一侧的头颅中喷涌而出。那个姑娘又持续向他射击了十秒钟，也许是15秒钟。然后，有人把她拽回了飞机，机门又被关上了。

好一会儿，没有一个人吱声。终于卡特上校张口说话了：“巡查官，你的人为什么不开枪？那个姑娘站在机舱门口有将近15秒钟之久！为什么没有把她打死？”

“我们……是警察，不是士兵。我……”但是，卡特上校打断了他。

“首相，让我的人来应对这个场面吧。他们已经杀了一个人了，半个小时之后，他们会再杀死一个的。我们必须向飞机发动强攻！我们是特种兵；我们知道该怎么办！”

海伦仍然盯着跑道上的那具男尸看。有一瞬间，她曾以为死者的一只手动了动；但不是，他现在肯定已经死了。在飞机跑道上，在他的头部周围，现在有一大滩鲜血。他不可能活着。有那么一会儿，她甚至听不见周围的声音。半个小时之后……

“首相……？”

“嗯。”她转过身面对着他们，“好吧。卡特上校，马上把你的人带到这儿来。十分钟之后带着你的行动计划来见我。不过我警告你，你的计划必须可行。我不想再看到更多的乘客死掉了。”

“是的，首相。马上照办。”上校转身要走。

“巡查官。”

“在，夫人。”

“我要把那两个罪犯从监狱带过来。立刻带过来。给你25分钟的时间，一分钟都不能延误。你明白吗？”

“但是首相！你不能这样做！”巡查官和上校都不解地盯着她。

“我能而且我就要这样做。”

“但他们是危险的罪犯——是恐怖分子！他们曾试图往飞机上装炸弹！他们被判入狱……”

“入狱30年，上校。我知道。但他们毕竟只有两个人，而飞机上有100多名无辜的乘客。我的任务就是要拯救他们的生命，我这么做需要时间。”

身穿得体的制服，巡查官站起来后显得高大挺拔。“首相，我坚决建议您不要这么做。您不明白……”

海伦打断了他的话，冰冷的声音中透着恼怒。“事实上我非常明白，巡查官。谢谢你的劝告。但是我认为我必须做出决定，而你们必须服从我的命令。现在你只剩下24分钟了。请把那些罪犯带到这里来。”

“遵命，夫人。”巡查官和上校一起离开了房间，看上去很不高兴。

“首相？”

“什么事，迈克尔？”她转过身，看见迈克尔正默默地微笑着。

“英美两国大使都在这儿。您想见他们吗？”

她嘟囔了一声，突然坐了下来。“我想吗？我当然不想！不过我认为我应该跟他们谈一谈，因为死的那个人是美国人。让他们进来吧，我可以给他们五分钟时间，就这样吧。”

“好吧，首相。”迈克尔抓起了电话。


Chapter 8

When the girl came back into the cabin she was shaking. Her hands were shaking and she was crying and smoke was coming out of her gun. One of the passengers, an American, stood up and shouted at her.

'You're a murderer!' he shouted. 'You're a dirty, murdering b...'

She turned and pointed the gun at him and fired. The man sat down in his seat and the bullets went above the seats, all along the plane, and out through the roof. After ten seconds the girl stopped firing and shouted.

'You shut up! You shut up and sit down or I'll kill you all! All of you!' But she was crying too, and the young man in the black shirt put his arm around her and held her. She leaned against him, crying, and he whispered something in her ear.

It was then that Harald moved. He got out of his seat, bent low, and ran very fast along the aisle towards the front of the plane. The young man and the girl did not see him coming and he caught them both around their legs and knocked them onto the floor. Harald fell on top of them and he tried to take one of the guns, but the girl pulled his hair and the young man held his arms. Then the bearded man came out of the Captain's cabin and hit Harald hard on the head with his gun. Harald fell on the floor and lay still. The bearded man pointed his gun at the passengers and shouted 'SIT STILL!' very loud indeed.

None of the passengers had moved except Carl, and he was too slow. He stood very still in the middle of the aisle five metres away from the bearded man's gun. The other two hijackers were still on the floor, and Carl saw the Captain move in the cabin behind the bearded man. But the young man in the black shirt saw him too, and stood up and pointed his gun at the Captain. Both Carl and the Captain were too late.

'I am getting old,' Carl thought. 'When I was young, I could move as fast as Harald. But not now.' Carl sat down in his seat, very slowly. The bearded man watched him all the time. He pushed Harald with his foot.

'Search him,' he said to the girl. 'Then handcuff him to the door. He will be the next one.'

The girl pulled Harald to the door. She found some handcuffs in his pocket and handcuffed him to the door. Then she searched his other pockets.

In one of his pockets she found a newspaper. She looked at it and saw the photo of Harald and Carl. She stood up slowly and showed it to the bearded man. He looked at the photo, and then he looked at Carl carefully and for a long time. Very slowly smiles appeared on the faces of the two hijackers and they began to laugh.



murderer n. a person who kills the other(s) unlawfully, esp. on purpose. 谋杀者。

roof n. the outside covering on top of a building. 屋顶，顶。

lean against to support or rest oneself in a bent or sloping position. 斜倚，斜靠。


第八章

那个姑娘回到机舱时，浑身颤栗。她双手发抖，而且哭了起来，她的枪口还在冒着烟。一个美国乘客站起来对她大吼。

“你是个杀人犯！”他喊道，“你是个肮脏的杀人……”

她转过身，对着他就是一枪。那名男子跌坐在座位上，子弹从座位上方飞过，穿过整个机舱之后，从飞机顶部穿了出去。十秒钟之后，姑娘停止了射击，开始喊叫。

“统统闭上嘴！闭上嘴老老实实地坐着，否则我就把你们统统杀掉！全部杀掉！”但她又哭了起来。穿黑色衬衣的年轻男子用胳膊揽住了她。她靠在他身上，放声大哭，他在她耳边低声地说了些什么。

[image: alt]

就在那个时候，哈拉尔德开始行动了。他离开了座位，弯着腰，沿着过道快速地冲到机舱前面。年轻人和那个姑娘都没有看见他过来，他抓住了他们的腿，把他们摔倒在地。哈拉尔德压在他们的身上，想从他们手里夺过一枝枪，但是那个姑娘拽着他的头发，年轻男子抓住了他的胳膊。正在这时，那个留着小胡子的人从机长室出来，用手里的枪朝哈拉尔德的头部狠狠地打了一下。哈拉尔德顿时倒在地上，一动不动了。小胡子用手里的枪指着乘客吼道：“都坐着不许动！”吼声如雷。

机上所有的乘客都老老实实实地不动了，只有卡尔例外，不过他的动作太慢了。他一动不动地站在过道中间，离小胡子手里的枪大约有五米远。另外两名劫机犯还倒在地上没有起来，卡尔看见机长跟在小胡子的身后进了机长室。可是那个穿黑衬衫的年轻人也看到了机长，他一跃而起，拿枪顶着机长。卡尔和机长的反应都太迟缓了。

“我老了，”卡尔心想，“年轻的时候，我和哈拉尔德一样麻利。但现在不行了。”卡尔慢慢地坐回到自己的座位上，小胡子一直在盯着他。小胡子用脚踢了踢哈拉尔德。

“搜搜他的身，”他对那个姑娘说，“然后把他铐到门上。下一个就是他。”

那个姑娘把哈拉尔德拖到门口。她在哈拉尔德的口袋里找到了一副手铐，把他铐在了门上。接着，她又搜查了哈拉尔德的其他口袋。

在其中一个口袋里，她发现了一张报纸。她打开一瞧，看到了上面哈拉尔德和卡尔的照片。她慢慢地站起身来，把报纸拿给小胡子看。他看了看照片，又端详了卡尔好一会儿。两个劫机者的脸上渐渐地露出了一丝笑容，然后他们开始纵声大笑。


Chapter 9

Helen Sandberg stood up to welcome the American and British Ambassadors. The two men were very different. The American Ambassador was a short round man with a loud voice which Helen disliked very much. He often wore open-necked shirts, and he had a very hairy chest. She disliked that too. The British Ambassador — a tall thin Scotsman from Edinburgh — was always quiet, polite and well-dressed, but she did not always believe what he said. Once — a year ago — he had lied to her and she could never forget that.

But most of all, she disliked them because they were both military men and their countries were much bigger than hers. They wanted military bases for their soldiers in her country and she did not want them.

'So, gentlemen, what can I do for you?'

The American spoke first. 'Well, ma'am, an American passenger is dead...'

'Yes, I know. I am very sorry about that. I hope no more will die.'

'I hope so too, ma'am. There are twenty-eight US passengers on that plane and my Government wants to keep them alive.'

'There are a hundred and seven passengers on that plane, Ambassador, and my Government wants them all alive,' Helen answered quietly. But the Ambassador did not listen.

'So the US Government is going to help you, ma'am. We have fifty US Marines at the US Embassy, and they can be here in one hour from now. Then they'll just take that goddam plane apart.'

The Scotsman smiled. 'Excuse me, Ambassador, but perhaps one hour from now will be too late. One man is already dead. But, er... perhaps you don't know this, Prime Minister, but this week six SAS soldiers are visiting the British Embassy, and they're waiting outside in my car now. These men know a lot about hijacks; much more than the US Marines or, probably, your own soldiers, Prime Minister. They know exactly what to do. So...'

'Now just a moment!' The American interrupted. 'The US Marines are...'

'Gentlemen!' Helen's clear, hard voice stopped them. 'There's no time to argue. Firstly, I didn't know about the SAS soldiers in the British Embassy, and I am very surprised about it. Very surprised indeed, Ambassador. Secondly, I do not think it is a good idea to attack a plane with a hundred and seven passengers in it, and "take it apart" as you say. I want these people to live, not die. So I thank you for your ideas, but remember that this small country is ours, not yours. We will manage this problem in our own way, with our own people, thank you very much. Now you must excuse me, I am busy.'

At the door, the Scotsman turned back. 'Prime Minister, I know you want to save lives,' he said. 'I understand that. But these hijackers must not go free. My Government does not want that. No Government in the world wants that.'

'I know that, Ambassador,' Helen answered quietly. 'I know that very well.'

As they went out, the phone rang. Michael picked it up. Helen sat down at the table and watched him. His face was very serious. He wrote on a piece of paper and then put the phone down. For a moment, he did not look at her.

'What is it, Michael? Tell me.'

'It was a radio message from the plane, Prime Minister.'

'Well? What did they say? Didn't they want to talk to me?'

'No, Prime Minister. Just the message. It says: "We love our brothers. We hope the Prime Minister loves her husband. He is on the plane, just behind the door."'

For a long moment she stared at Michael, but she did not speak. A picture of the American passenger appeared in her head. She saw him jumping out of the door and the girl shooting him. Shooting him for ten, maybe fifteen long seconds.

'I'm sorry, Prime Minister,' said Michael softly.

'What? Yes, so am I. I thought perhaps... perhaps the hijackers didn't know Carl was my husband. But now they do know.'

She ran her hand through her hair and then looked at her watch. But her hand was shaking so much that she could not tell the time.

The phone rang again. Michael picked it up.

'Colonel Carter is outside, Prime Minister.' He watched her, waiting for an answer. 'I'll tell him to wait, shall I?'

She put her hands flat on the table and stood up. 'Yes. Yes, Michael. Tell him to wait two minutes, that's all.' She walked to the window and stared out at the plane. She pressed her forehead against the cool glass and for two minutes she did not move. Then she turned round and smiled at Michael.

'Let's just hope Colonel Carter's plan is a good one, shall we? Show him in.'



lie v. to have a false appearance. 撒谎。

military adj. of or connected with soldiers, armies, or war fought by armies. 军事的，军队的。

base n. a centre from which a start is made in an activity, often one where supplies are kept and plans are made. 基地。

Marine n. sometimes Marine Corps, a small army-like force connected to the navy. （美国）海军陆战队。

embassy n. the official building where an ambassador and those who work with him live in a foreign country. 大使馆。

take... apart to separate a small machine, clock, etc. into pieces. 分解，拆开。

message n. a spoken or written piece of information passed, from one person to another. 口信，消息。

flat adj. smooth and level. 平坦的，平直的。

press v. to push firmly and steadily against sth. 压。

forehead n. the part of the face above the eyes and below the hair. 前额，额。


第九章

海伦·桑德伯格起身欢迎英美两国大使。这是两个截然不同的人。美国大使身材矮胖，嗓门很大，这一点让海伦很不喜欢。他总爱穿开领的衬衫，而且他长着毛茸茸的胸毛，这一点她也不喜欢。英国大使——一个高高瘦瘦的苏格兰人，来自爱丁堡——总是非常安静，有礼貌，穿着考究，但是她不相信他说的话。有一次——在一年前——他曾经跟她撒过谎，那件事她永远也不会忘记。

但最重要的是，她不喜欢他们是因为他们都是行伍出身，而且他们的国家又都比她的祖国大很多。他们想在她的祖国建立军事基地，但是她不同意。

“好吧，先生们，我能为你们做些什么？”

美国大使首先开口讲话：“嗯，夫人，有一名美国乘客死了……”

“是的，我知道。我对此非常遗憾。我希望不会再有人死去。”

“我也希望如此，夫人。那架飞机上共有28名美国乘客，我国政府希望保证他们的生命安全。”

“大使，那架飞机上共有107名乘客，我国政府希望保证他们所有人的生命安全。”海伦平静地回答。但是美国大使并没有理会她的话。

“所以美国政府打算向您提供援助，夫人。现在我们的大使馆里有50名海军陆战队队员，一个小时之内他们就能赶到这里。他们能把那架混蛋飞机大卸八块。”

那个苏格兰人笑了。“请原谅，大使，可也许一个小时就太晚了。已经死了一个人了。不过，呃……也许您不知道，首相，这周，有六名英国特种航空队的士兵来访问英国使馆，他们现在就在外面我的车里等着。他们有丰富的对付劫机的经验；比美国海军陆战队队员或者，兴许比贵国战士的经验还要丰富，首相。他们非常清楚该怎么处理这种情况。所以……”

“等等！”美国大使插话道，“美国海军陆战队是……”

“先生们！”海伦清晰果断的声音打断了他们的争论，“我们没有时间来争论了。首先，我不知道在英国大使馆里有英国特种航空队士兵，对此我感到非常吃惊。大使先生，确实是非常吃惊。其次，飞机上有107名乘客，我不认为强攻是个好主意，或者像你说的那样，‘将其大卸八块’。我要让这些人活着，而不是死去。所以我感谢你们的意见，但请记住，这个小国是我们的，而不是你们的。我们将以自己的人力，按照自己的方式来解决这个问题，十分感谢。现在，请原谅，我很忙。”

走到门口，那苏格兰人又转过身。“首相，我知道您想保护这些乘客的生命安全，”他说，“对此，我理解。但是，不能放走这些劫机犯。我国政府不希望放走他们，世界上任何一个政府都不希望这样。”

“我明白，大使，”海伦平静地回答，“我非常清楚这一点。'

就在他们出去的时候，电话响了。迈克尔抓起话筒，海伦坐在桌边注视着他。他的脸色非常严肃，在一张纸上记了些什么，然后放下了听筒。有那么一会儿，他没有看她。

“怎么了，迈克尔？告诉我。”

“是飞机上发来的一个无线电信息，首相。”

“怎么了？他们说什么？他们不想和我对话吗？”

“是的，首相。只有一个口信，他们说：‘我们爱我们的弟兄。我们希望首相也爱她的丈夫。他在飞机上，就在门后。’”
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好长一段时间，她愣愣地看着迈克尔，一言不发。发生在那个美国乘客身上的一幕在她的脑海中浮现出来。她目睹了他从门口跳出，那个姑娘对他开枪射击的情景，时间长达十秒钟，甚至有15秒钟。

“我感到很遗憾，首相。”迈克尔轻轻地说。

“什么？是的，我也很遗憾。我原以为也许……也许劫机犯不知道卡尔是我的丈夫。但现在他们知道了。”

她用手拢了拢头发，随后看了看手表。可是她的手颤抖得太厉害了，根本看不清时间。

电话又响了。迈克尔接听。

“首相，卡特上校在外面。”他注视着她，等着她的回答，“我让他等等，好吗？”

她双手撑着桌子站了起来。“是的。是的，迈克尔。告诉他等两分钟，就这样。”她走到窗边，凝视着窗外的飞机。她把额头贴在冰凉的玻璃上，足足有两分钟，她一动没动。然后她转过身，微笑着看着迈克尔。

“但愿卡特上校已经想出了一个好计划，对吗？让他进来。”


Chapter 10

In the plane, Carl and Harald sat on the floor by the door. They were handcuffed together with Harald's handcuffs. The girl hijacker stood watching them with her gun. The bearded man was in the Captain's cabin, and the young man in the black shirt was watching the other passengers.

Harald touched his head with his hand. There was blood in his hair.

'How do you feel, my young friend?' Carl asked.

'It hurts,' Harald answered. 'And I can't see well.'

'This man needs a doctor,' Carl said to the girl, angrily.

She laughed. 'That is your wife's problem, not mine,' she said. 'If our brothers come, he will get a doctor. If they don't come, he won't need one.' She pointed her gun at Harald's head and laughed again. She wasn't at all nervous now.

Carl felt angry. He was angry with the hijackers and he was angry with himself because he had not moved fast enough to help Harald. It was good to be angry; when he was angry he did not feel so afraid.

'How old are you?' he asked the girl.

She did not answer.

'I asked you a question!' he said. 'How old are you? Eighteen, nineteen? You're not very old, really, are you? You're just a child!'

The girl's face went red. 'I'm twenty,' she said angrily. 'I'm not a child!'

'You look like a child,' Carl said. 'You're only two years older than my daughter. Why are you doing this?'

The girl laughed. She didn't look at his eyes. 'Why? You wouldn't understand.'

'I don't think you understand what you're doing,' Carl said. 'None of the people in this plane has hurt you. We are all innocent. That man you killed — he wasn't a spy, he was just an American businessman. You've never seen any of us before. Why do you want to kill us?'

The girl looked worried and angry. She pointed the gun straight at Carl's head. 'I don't want to kill you,' she said. 'I want your government — your wife — to set our brothers free.'

'Yes, I know,' said Carl, carefully. He watched the gun and the girl's face, but he was not really afraid because he was still angry. He argued with the girl as though he was arguing with his daughter. 'But remember what your brothers did. They tried to put a bomb on a plane. They wanted to kill innocent people like us. Why?'

'You are not innocent!' said the girl. 'No one is innocent! People like you, and your wife, and that American—you have money and power and you take it from my people, from us! Do you know how I lived when I was a child? Ten people in one room, with no bath, no water, nothing! My parents had no jobs, no passports, no country, nothing! We lived in a town with ten thousand others. But ten kilometres away there were rich people like you, with big beautiful houses, fine cars, fine clothes — and they were all innocent people, like you! I tell you no one is innocent!'

She was shouting now, and nearly crying — there were tears in her eyes. Carl and Harald watched the gun carefully. 'Poor girl,' Carl thought. 'Poor little murderess.'

The bearded man came out of the Captain's cabin and put his hand on the girl's arm. 'Stop it, little flower,' he said. 'Don't talk to them. That's not your job.' Then he hit Carl in the face. 'Keep your mouth shut!' he said. 'Think about your wife instead. Do you see the time? I think she has forgotten you!'

Carl groaned and held his mouth with his hand. There was blood in his mouth and one of his teeth was broken. Then he looked at his watch. It was 2.23. Seven minutes left; then the half hour was over.

'I'm sorry, my friend,' he whispered to Harald. 'You tried fighting, and I tried talking. But it didn't work. I think this may be our last journey.'



not at all 一点儿也不，根本不。

nervous adj. excited and anxious; worried. 焦虑的，担心的。

as though as if, as it would be if. 好像。

broken adj. damaged and spoilt, or made useless by breaking. 坏了的，损害的。

journey n. a trip of some distance, usu. by land. 旅行。


第十章

机舱内，卡尔和哈拉尔德都坐在靠近门口的地上。他们被哈拉尔德的手铐铐在了一起，那个女劫机犯拿着枪，站在那儿看着他们。小胡子在机长室，穿黑衬衫的年轻人看守着其他乘客。

哈拉尔德用手摸了摸自己的头，发现头发上有血。
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“你感觉怎么样，年轻的朋友？”卡尔问。

“头有点儿痛，”哈拉尔德回答，“而且我也看不清东西。”

“这个人需要医生。”卡尔对那个姑娘说，语气中充满愤怒。

她哈哈大笑。“这取决于你的妻子，而不是我，”她说，“如果我们的弟兄回来了，他就能看医生。否则的话，门儿都没有。”她用枪指着哈拉尔德的头，又是一阵大笑。此时她倒是一点儿都不紧张了。

卡尔感到很恼火。他恨这些劫机犯，也生自己的气，因为他的行动不够迅速，没有帮成哈拉尔德。恼火也有好处，他生气时倒是不觉得那么恐惧了。

“你多大了？”他问那个姑娘。

她没有理睬。

“我问了你一个问题！”他说，“你多大了？18，还是19？你还不太大，没错吧，对吗？你只是个孩子！”

姑娘的脸变红了。“我已经20岁了，”她恶狠狠地说，“我不是个孩子了！”

“你看起来还像个孩子，”卡尔说，“你只比我的女儿大两岁。你为什么要做这种事情呢？”

姑娘哈哈大笑。但她却没有迎着卡尔的目光。“为什么？你不会明白的。”

“我想你也不明白你到底在干什么。”卡尔说，“在这架飞机上，不曾有任何人伤害过你。我们都是无辜的。你刚才杀死的那个人——他不是间谍，只是个美国商人。你以前连见都没有见过我们。你为什么要杀死我们呢？”

姑娘看上去既忧虑又恼火。她用枪点着卡尔的头。“我不想杀你们，”她说，“我想让你们的政府——你的妻子——放了我们的弟兄。”

“好，我知道了。”卡尔小心翼翼地说。他瞅瞅姑娘手里的枪和她的脸色，但是他并不是真的害怕，因为他的怒火还没有消。他像跟自己的女儿争论那样跟这个姑娘争论起来：“但是别忘记你的弟兄们做过的事情。他们试图往飞机上放炸弹，他们企图炸死像我们这样的无辜者。为什么？”

“你们不是无辜的！”姑娘说，“没有谁是无辜的！像你、你妻子，还有那个美国人那样的人——你们有钱有势，都是从我们老百姓身上刮取的，从我们身上刮取的！你知道我小时候过的是什么样的生活吗？十口人住在一间房子里，里面没有洗澡间，没有水，什么都没有！我的父母没有工作，没有护照，没有国家，一无所有！我们和其他1万多人住在一个小镇子里。可距小镇十公里的地方，住的就是像你这样的富人，他们有漂亮的大房子、高级轿车、华贵的衣服——他们也都是无辜的，就像你一样！我告诉你，没有一个是无辜的！”

她在喊叫着，几乎是哭喊着——眼里含着泪水。卡尔和哈拉尔德非常小心地看着她手里的枪。“可怜的姑娘，”卡尔心想，“可怜的小杀人犯。”

小胡子从机长室走出来，他把手放在姑娘的胳膊上。“别说了，小花朵，”他说，“别搭理他们，这不是你要做的事儿。”随即，他给了卡尔一个耳光。“闭上你的嘴！”他说，“多想想你老婆吧。你看见时间了吗？我想她已经把你忘了！”

卡尔哼了一声，用手捂着嘴。嘴里流血了，一颗牙被打掉了。然后他看看手表。已经2:23了。再有七分钟，又够半个小时了。

“对不起，我的朋友，”他悄声对哈拉尔德说，“你也跟他们拼打了，我也尽力去说服了，但是都没用。我想这可能是我们的最后一次旅行了。”


Chapter 11

Helen Sandberg decided she liked Colonel Carter. He spoke clearly, he explained his ideas carefully, and he listened to what she said. He did not try to be difficult because she was a woman. Best of all, they had made a plan together. A good plan, she thought; it could really work. Perhaps.

She looked at her watch: 2.23. 'Right, Colonel, get your men ready. I'll send the first prisoner down to you when they arrive. But where are they? Michael, have they arrived yet?'

'No, Prime Minister. Not yet.'

'Then where the hell are they? Can you get Inspector Holm on the car radio?'

'They're trying, Prime Minister.' Michael spoke into the telephone. Colonel Carter left the room and Helen walked up and down slowly, watching the clock. 2.24. 2.25. 2.26.

'They've got him, Prime Minister! He says... he says one of the cars has had an accident in the rain. He thinks he can be here in ten minutes.' Michael looked up. There was no smile on his face at all now.

'Ten minutes! What's he driving—a police car, or a bicycle?' Helen banged her fist on the table. 'We've got four minutes left. OK. I want to talk to the hijackers. Get them on the radio.'

She sat down at the table while Michael called the plane. Colonel Carter came in and stood behind her. A voice came on the radio.

'Well, Mrs Sandberg. Where are our brothers?'

'They're coming,' said Helen. 'They'll be here in ten minutes.'

'That is too late. I gave you half an hour. Your husband will die in four minutes.'

Helen pressed her hands flat on the table, so hard that the ends of her fingers went white. 'Please don't do that,' she said.

'I am sorry, Mrs Sandberg. But if my brothers are not here in four minutes, your husband will die.'

'Don't you want to see your brothers?' she asked quickly. 'I promise you, if you kill my husband, you'll never see them again.'

There was a pause while no one spoke. Then the radio answered. 'Four minutes, Mrs Sandberg.'

Helen spoke clearly, slowly, and loudly. She filled her voice with all the anger she had in her body. 'Listen, you murderer. I need just ten minutes to get your brothers to this airport. Then I will send them to the plane. But if you kill my husband, or anyone else, then I promise you that your brothers will die, on the tarmac in front of that plane. Is that what you want? Or will you wait ten minutes?'

There was another, longer pause. Helen stared out into the night. She did not see anything.

'All right. Ten more minutes.'

'Thank you. Now, there is one more thing. The passengers.'

'What about them?'

'You must set them free before I send your brothers to the plane.'

The voice on the radio laughed. 'Because you are a woman, do you think all men are stupid, like your husband? Send me our brothers, then refuel the plane, and then I will send you the passengers.'

'No,' answered Helen. She looked at Colonel Carter. 'This is how we will do it. I will send you one of your brothers and then you must send me the passengers. When we have all the passengers, then we will refuel the plane and send you your other brother.'

The voice laughed again. 'Do you think you are buying cheap fish from a child in the market? Send us one brother, then, and we will send you one hundred passengers. Refuel the plane and send us the other brother, and we will send you the other passengers. But the pilot and your husband must come with us to another country. We will set them free later.'

Helen looked at Colonel Carter. There was the beginning of a smile on her face. She could see that he agreed with her. She waited for a moment longer, to worry the hijacker.

'Is it agreed, woman? Or do I kill your husband now?'

'I agree. I will send your first brother to you in ten minutes.'



bang v. to strike sharply. 重击，碰撞。

fist n. the shape of the hand with the fingers closed in tightly. 拳，拳头。

pause n. a short but noticeable break in activity or speech. 停顿。

agree with to be in accordance with someone. 同意。


第十一章

海伦·桑德伯格认为她是喜欢卡特上校的。他口齿清晰，仔细地讲解他的想法，但同时又很注意倾听她的意见。因为她是位女性，卡特尽量讲解得深入浅出。最关键的是，他们共同制订了一个计划。在她看来，这是一个不错的计划；它会奏效的。很有可能。

她抬手看看手表：2:23了。“好吧，上校，让你的人就位。等那两个囚犯一到，我马上给你送过去一个。不过他们在哪儿呢？迈克尔，他们到了吗？”

“没有，首相，还没有。”

“他们到底在哪儿呢？你能通过汽车上的无线电和霍尔姆巡查官取得联系吗？”

“他们正在试着联系呢，首相。”迈克尔在电话里讲。卡特上校离开了房间，海伦在房间里慢慢地踱来踱去，看着挂钟。2:24，2:25，2:26。

“联系上了，首相！他说……他说因为下雨，有一辆车出事了。他想十分钟之后可以赶过来。”迈克尔抬起头。此时他的脸上没有一丝笑容。

“十分钟！他开的是什么车——警车还是自行车？”海伦用拳头把桌子捶得咚咚响。“我们只剩下四分钟了。好吧。我想跟劫机者谈一谈。接通他们的无线电。”

她在桌边坐下，与此同时迈克尔正在跟飞机取得联系，卡特上校走进来，站在她的身后。无线电里传过来一个声音。
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“嗨，桑德伯格夫人。我们的弟兄在哪儿？”

“他们马上就到，”海伦说，“他们十分钟后到达。”

“太晚了。我给了你半个小时的时间。四分钟后你的丈夫将被杀死。”

海伦伸开双手平压在桌子上，她非常用力，指尖都变白了。“请不要这样做。”她说。

“对不起，桑德伯格夫人。但是，如果四分钟之后我们的弟兄还没来，你的丈夫就会死。”

“难道你们不想见你们的弟兄了吗？”她不假思索地问道，“我可以负责任地告诉你，如果你们杀死了我丈夫，你们将永远也见不到他们了。”

没人说话，出现了一片沉默。随后，无线电里传来了回答。“只剩四分钟了，桑德伯格夫人。”

海伦讲话的声音清晰、缓慢而且洪亮。她把压抑在心里的所有愤怒都凝聚到了她的声音里。“听着，你们这些杀人犯。我只需要十分钟的时间把你们的弟兄带到机场来，然后我就把他们送到飞机上。但是如果你们杀了我丈夫，或者其他任何一名乘客的话，那么我发誓你们的弟兄将被处死，就死在飞机前面的跑道上。这是你们想要的结局吗？还是你们愿意再等十分钟？”

又是一阵更长的沉默。海伦盯着外面的夜空。她什么也看不见。

“好吧。再给你们十分钟。”

“谢谢。现在，还有一件事情，就是那些乘客。”

“他们怎么了？”

“在我把你们的两个弟兄送上飞机之前，你们必须先释放他们。”

无线电里的声音大笑起来：“因为你是一个女的，所以你就认为所有的男人都很愚蠢，就跟你丈夫一样吗？把我们的弟兄送过来，给飞机加满油，然后我再释放那些乘客。”

“不行，”海伦回答。她看着卡特上校，“我们打算这么办。我先把你的一个弟兄送过去，然后你释放所有的乘客。等所有的乘客获释之后，我们再给飞机加油，并把你们的另一个弟兄放回去。”

那声音又大笑起来：“你以为你是在市场上从一个孩子手里买便宜的鱼呀？先把我们的一个弟兄送回来，然后，我们就释放100名乘客。你们给飞机加满油，再把另一个弟兄送过来，我们就把剩下的乘客放回去。不过飞行员和你丈夫必须跟我们一起飞到另一个国家去。之后我们再释放他们。”

海伦注视着卡特上校。她的脸上第一次露出了笑容。她能看得出来，他同意她的建议。她等了好一会儿，好让这个劫机犯着急。

“女士，你是同意呢？还是我现在就把你的丈夫杀了？”

“我同意。十分钟后我把你们的第一个弟兄给你们送过去。”


Chapter 12

Carl felt his broken tooth with his tongue. The door of the Captain's cabin was open and he could see the bearded hijacker sitting inside. He had a long nose and dark hair and his eyes looked green from the light of the instruments in the dark cabin. He held his gun near his mouth and touched it gently with his lips as he waited.

Carl had heard half of the conversation. Eight of the ten minutes had gone. Now that he could do nothing, he felt afraid. He could feel his hand in the handcuffs shaking. Harald felt it too and held Carl's hand with his own.

'Don't worry, Mr Sandberg,' Harald whispered. 'We'll get out of here.'

'Perhaps,' Carl answered. 'And perhaps not. But I don't want these murderers to go free.'

'Ssh!' Harald whispered. Carl looked up and saw the girl watching them. Then, suddenly, the bearded man shouted, 'They're coming! Look! Get ready!'

The girl went into the Captain's cabin. Harald and Carl stood up and looked through a window. They saw three men pushing some steps across the tarmac. The men put the steps outside the plane door and then went back again. Then two more men came out of the building. They were wearing bright yellow coats because of the rain. One man walked towards the plane.

'Come away from the door! Quick!' The girl unlocked the handcuffs and pushed Harald and Carl back to their seats. Then she started to open the door.

'Wait! Turn the lights out and stand back from the door!' said the bearded man. 'They will try to shoot us in the light from the door.'

The door opened and the man in the yellow coat came into the plane. He was thin, with very short hair. The girl shut the door, the lights came on, and the man shut his eyes in the bright light. The girl and the bearded man put their arms around him, laughing.

'Free! You are free now, brother! And the other one, is he safe? Come into the cabin, let's talk!'

Carl and Harald watched sadly. 'So now she will give them what they want, because of me,' said Carl quietly. 'We will be safe, but they will go free to bomb another plane, because of me.' He held his head in his hands.

'Wait, Mr Sandberg,' said Harald. 'Your wife isn't stupid, you know. This game has not ended yet. Sit still, and be ready.'

The other passengers sat quietly, waiting to be free.



instrument n. an object used to help in work. 仪器，工具。

conversation n. an informal talk in which people exchange news, feelings, and thoughts. 对话，谈话。

turn out to stop (a gas, oil, or electric lights, heating apparatus, etc.). 将（煤气、油、电灯、暖气等）关上，熄灭。


第十二章

卡尔用舌头舔了舔他的断牙。机长室的门开着，他能看见小胡子劫机犯坐在里面。他长着长长的鼻子，一头黑发，黑乎乎的机长室里，飞行驾驶设备的光衬得他的眼睛有些发绿。在他等待时，他把枪举到嘴边，用嘴唇轻轻地触碰着他的枪。

卡尔听到了一半的对话内容。十分钟已经过去了八分钟，手足无措的他此时有些恐惧，他能感觉到自己戴着手铐的那只手在颤抖。哈拉尔德也感觉到了，他用手抓住了卡尔的手。

“别担心，桑德伯格先生，”哈拉尔德低声说，“我们会离开这儿的。”

“也许吧，”卡尔回答，“也许不能。只是我不想放走这些杀人犯。”

“嘘！”哈拉尔德小声制止。卡尔抬起头，看见那个姑娘正注视着他们。就在此时，小胡子突然大喊：“他们过来了！瞧！做好准备！”

那个姑娘进了机长室。哈拉尔德和卡尔站起来，从窗户往外看。他们看见有三个人正穿过飞机跑道推来了舷梯。这些人把舷梯放在飞机门口，又返身回去了。之后又有两个人从机场大楼里走出来。因为下雨，他们都穿着亮黄色的雨衣。其中有一个人径直走向了飞机。

“把门让出来！快点儿！”姑娘给哈拉尔德和卡尔打开手铐，把他们推回到座位上。然后她开始开门。

“等等！把灯关了，往后退，把门让开！”小胡子说，“他们会借着门口的灯光向我们开枪的。”
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门打开了，一个穿黄色雨衣的男子进了飞机。他很瘦，留着很短的头发。姑娘关上了门，灯随即打开，强烈的灯光刺得他闭上了眼睛。姑娘和小胡子都抱着他，开怀大笑。

“自由了！你现在自由了，兄弟！另一个兄弟怎么样，他安全吗？来，我们到机长室里聊聊！”

卡尔和哈拉尔德沮丧地看着这一切。“也就是说，现在她要答应他们的一切要求了，就因为我，”卡尔轻声说，“我们会安全的，但是他们也会获释的，他们还会去炸另一架飞机，就因为我。”他双手抱头。

“耐心一点儿，桑德伯格先生，”哈拉尔德说，“你知道，你的妻子可不笨。游戏现在还没有结束。坐好，做好准备。”

其他的乘客都安静地坐着，等着获释。


Chapter 13

Helen Sandberg stood by the control room window, staring at the plane. 'Come on,' she said. 'Why is that door shut? Where are the passengers?'

'The hijackers won't set them free,' said Inspector Holm. 'I told you, Prime Minister, this is a serious mistake.'

'Be quiet, man,' said Colonel Carter. 'I think we've got something on the radio.'

Beside him, a soldier was turning the controls of a small army radio. Suddenly, the voices of one of the hijackers and the prisoner came into the room.

'So how many soldiers are there in the airport building, my brother?'

'I didn't see any soldiers, only police.'

'That's strange! No soldiers at all?'

'I did not see any, brother.'

'Very strange. But these are not military people. They do not have many soldiers. Perhaps the woman will do what she says, then.'

'What's happening, Colonel?' Helen asked. 'Those are the hijackers' voices. How can we hear them?'

The Colonel laughed. 'Well, madam, you can see it's raining, can't you? We didn't want our poor prisoner to get wet, so we gave him a nice yellow raincoat, you see. But it was an expensive raincoat, because one of its buttons is a small radio transmitter. So now we can hear everything they say and we know where they are on the plane!'

Helen smiled. 'Good idea, Colonel. I hope it helps.'

'Prime Minister,' Michael interrupted. 'They're coming!'

Helen looked through the window. The door of the plane was open and people were coming down the steps one after another. Some of them started to run towards the airport building, and a few knelt down on the wet tarmac.

'What are they doing?' Helen asked.

'Praying, perhaps?' said Michael. 'To thank God that they're alive?'

Police and doctors came out of the building to help the passengers. Helen stood and watched through the binoculars. She did not see Carl.

'Ninety-nine, a hundred. That's it, then,' said Colonel Carter. The plane door closed. 'Now we move on to the next step of our plan. Goodbye, Prime Minister.'

Helen turned and saw that the Colonel was putting on white clothes on top of his army uniform. He put several grenades in the coat pocket, and a machine gun into a long pocket inside the coat. He smiled at her. 'I must help my men refuel the plane.'

'May God go with you, Colonel,' she said.



controls n. switches, levers, etc. by which a machine is operated or regulated. （机器的）操纵装置。

transmitter n. an apparatus that sends out radio or television signals. 无线电发送装置。

kneel v. to go down or remain on the knees. 跪，跪下。

grenade n. a small bomb which can be thrown by hand or fired from a gun. 手榴弹。


第十三章

海伦·桑德伯格站在机场控制室的窗边，目不转睛地看着飞机。“瞧，”她说，“为什么飞机的门又关上了？乘客们在哪儿？”

“劫机犯不会释放他们的，”霍尔姆巡查官说，“我告诉过您，首相，这是一个严重的错误。”

“安静，先生，”卡特上校说，“我觉得无线电里收到了什么声音。”

在他旁边，一个士兵正在调一台小型军用无线电。突然，小收音机里传来了其中一个劫机者和那个囚犯说话的声音。

“那么机场大楼里有多少士兵，兄弟？”

“我一个士兵也没看见，只有警察。”

“奇怪了！一个士兵也没有？”

“我一个也没有看见，兄弟。”

“莫名其妙。但这些人不是军人。他们也没有多少士兵。那么，也许这个女人真的说话算数。”

“怎么回事，上校？”海伦问，“这是劫机者们的声音，我们怎么能听得见呢？”

上校放声大笑。“嗯，夫人，您瞧天在下雨，对吗？我们可不想把我们可怜的囚犯淋湿了，所以我们给他穿上了一件很不错的黄雨衣，您也看到了。不过那可是一件价值不菲的雨衣，因为它上面有一个扣子是一台小型无线电传送机。所以我们现在能听到他们所有的谈话内容，并知道他们在飞机上的位置！”

海伦笑了：“好主意，上校。我希望这能奏效。”

“首相，”迈克尔插话说，“他们来了！”

海伦往窗外看去。只见飞机的门敞开了，乘客们在一个接一个地走下飞机的舷梯。有一些乘客开始往机场大楼方向跑来，有几个跪倒在湿漉漉的飞机跑道上。

“他们在做什么？”海伦问。

“也许是祈祷吧？”迈克尔说，“感谢上帝他们还活着？”

警察和医生走出机场大楼去帮助这些乘客。海伦站起来用双筒望远镜往外看。她没有看见卡尔。

“99，100。那么，正好。”卡特上校说。飞机的门关上了。“现在，我们该实施下一步的计划了。再见，首相。”

海伦转过身，看见上校正在往他的军装外面套着白色的衣服。他往衣服的外口袋里装了几枚手榴弹，衣服里面的大口袋里则装了一杆机枪。他向她微笑着：“我必须帮我的伙计们给飞机加满油。”

“愿上帝保佑你，上校。”她说。
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Chapter 14

The lights in the plane went out again. There were only eleven of them left now: Carl Sandberg and Harald, four crew, and five Americans. They sat together in the middle of the plane. The girl and the young man in the black shirt watched them.

Through the window, Carl saw the fuel tanker drive towards the plane. It stopped, and five men in white clothes got out. The pilot went to the front of the plane to work the controls, and the men started to refuel the plane.

Then he saw another man in a yellow raincoat come out of the airport building.

The bearded hijacker started to talk very excitedly. 'Is it him? Yes, it is! Our leader! My brother and sister, we have done it! Now, I must welcome him at the door. You, brother, watch the pilot in the cabin, and sister, watch the passengers.'

Carl Sandberg watched the man in the yellow coat walk nearer. He could only see one man at the back of the plane, refuelling it. He thought the others were under the plane somewhere, but he did not know where.

Harald put his hand on Carl's arm. Carl looked at him. Harald did not speak, but he was looking at the girl, very carefully.

As the door opened, and the man with the yellow coat came in, the girl turned to look. Through the window, Carl saw a man in a white coat run out from under the plane with something that looked like a grenade in his hand. Two other men in white ran out behind him.

The man's arm went up and he threw the grenade through the open door. There was a very loud BANG! at the front of the plane, and a flash of white light that burned Carl's eyes. Almost immediately there was an even louder BANG! BANG! and two more flashes of white light.

Carl could not move. The noise was so loud and the light so bright that he sat still as a stone. He saw the girl hijacker and the bearded man standing quite still too, with their guns in their hands and their mouths open. Then a man in white ran through the door with a gun in his hand. He shot the girl and the bearded man before they could move. The hijacker in the black shirt came out of the Captain's cabin behind the man in white, but two other men in white came through the door and shot him too. The two prisoners, in their yellow raincoats, tried to get to the door, but the men in white knocked them to the floor and handcuffed their hands behind their backs.

Carl looked down. The girl was lying on the floor of the aisle beside him. He thought he saw her hand move towards her machine gun, but then one of the soldiers in white ran down the aisle and shot her again through the head. Another soldier pulled her away by her legs and her long hair left blood along the floor.



tanker n. a ship, plane, or railway or road vehicle specially built to carry large quantities of gas or liquid, esp., oil. 油轮；运油飞机、火车或货车；油罐车。

immediately adv. at once. 立刻，马上。


第十四章

飞机里的灯又熄灭了。现在，机上只剩下11个人了：卡尔·桑德伯格和哈拉尔德，四名机组人员，还有五个美国人。他们集中坐在飞机中部。那个姑娘和穿黑色衬衫的年轻人在看着他们。

透过窗户，卡尔看见燃料罐车向飞机开过来。车停下来之后，五个穿白衣服的人下来了。飞行员到飞机前部去操作，那些人开始给飞机加油。

随后，他看见另一个穿黄色雨衣的人走出了机场大楼。

小胡子劫机犯开始异常激动地说起话来：“是他吗？是的，就是他！我们的头儿！兄弟姐妹们，我们成功了！现在，我要到门口迎接他。你，兄弟，到机长室看着飞行员，妹妹，看着这些乘客。”

卡尔·桑德伯格眼瞅着那个穿黄色雨衣的人越走越近。他只能看见有一个人正在飞机的尾部给飞机加油。他猜想其他的人一定在飞机的下面，但具体在哪个位置，他也不清楚。

哈拉尔德把手放在卡尔的胳膊上。卡尔看着他。哈拉尔德没有作声，因为他正在全神贯注地看着那个姑娘。

飞机的门开了，穿黄色雨衣的那个人走了进来，姑娘转过身看了看。透过窗户，卡尔看见一个穿白色外衣的人从飞机底下跑出来，那人手里拿着一个东西，看样子像是一枚手榴弹。在他身后，还跑着两个穿白色衣服的人。

那人扬起胳膊，把手榴弹从开着的门扔了进来。从飞机前部传来“嘟！”的一声巨响，一道刺眼的白光在卡尔眼前划过。紧跟着，又传过来两声更巨大的“嘟！嘟！”声，又是两道白光划过。

卡尔动弹不得。震耳欲聋的响声和刺眼的白光使他像石头一样呆坐着。他看见那个女劫机犯和小胡子也愣在那里了，手里拿着枪，目瞪口呆。转眼间，一个穿白色外衣的男子拿着枪冲了进来。在那个姑娘和小胡子还没有回过神来的时候，他便举枪向他们射击。穿黑色衬衣的劫机犯从机长室出来，冲到穿白色外衣的男子身后。但是又有两名穿白色外衣的男子从门口冲了进来，将其击毙。那两名囚犯，他们穿着黄色雨衣，想趁机往门口溜，但被穿白色大衣的人打倒在地，还把他们的手扭到背后铐了起来。

卡尔低下头。他看见那个姑娘就躺在离他不远的飞机过道上。他觉得他看到姑娘的手悄悄移向她的机枪，但是一个穿白色衣服的士兵顺着过道冲过来，朝她的头上又开了一枪。另一个士兵拽着她的腿把她拖到一边，鲜血顺着她的长发流到了地板上。


Chapter 15

Helen Sandberg heard the bangs too, and when she saw the white light, she thought the plane was burning. For about half a minute there was nothing but loud bangs and white flashes, and then there was nothing. There were no lights at all in the plane and no sounds either.

She turned to Michael. 'Can't you get them on the radio?'

'I'm trying, Prime Minister. But I think it's broken.'

She walked to the door. 'I'm going out.'

Inspector Holm stood in front of her. 'You must not do that, Prime Minister. We don't know what's happened.'

'That's why I'm going,' she said. 'I'm going to find out. I don't care what happens to me.'

He was a big man but he was afraid of her. She walked straight past him and down the steps. In the departure lounge there was a crowd of passengers waiting to get on other planes, and also a lot of doctors, police, and news paper journalists. She walked straight past them all and out onto the tarmac. It was dark and cold, and the wind blew rain into her face. When she was about fifty metres away from the building she heard some people behind her, but she did not stop.

The door of the plane opened and a man in white came out. He had a gun in his hand and he came backwards down the steps. After him came two men in yellow raincoats with their hands behind their backs, and then two other men in white with guns.

Two police officers came after her.

'Wait, Prime Minister,' they said. 'Please stop, it's dangerous.'

'Not now,' she said. 'It's not dangerous any more.' She walked on through the rain without stopping, and the young police officers walked beside her. They were afraid to touch her and they did not know what to do. Some journalists ran after them.

Two men in blue came out of the plane — the pilot and copilot. Then some men in suits. She was quite near the plane now and there were quite a lot of newspaper photographers around her, but she did not stop walking.

A big young man came out of the plane with a short, thin, grey-haired one—Harald and Carl. Helen could see that Carl's face was very white and there was blood on his mouth, but he could walk all right.

Carl saw her coming, a small strong figure walking through the rain, with a crowd of police and photographers around her. 'Harald, my friend,' he said. 'I think we're in the news again. You're going to have another photo to show your little son on his birthday.'

Carl and Helen Sandberg met at the bottom of the steps in the darkness and the rain. And Carl was right; there was a photo of it in every newspaper in the world the next day.



nothing but nothing other than; only. 只不过是，仅仅。

happen to (of an event) to take place and have an effect on. （指事件的）发生，对……有影响。

departure n. the action of departing; an act of departing. 分离，离开。

lounge n. a comfortable room for sitting in, as in a house, hotel, or inn. （房屋、旅馆、客栈中之）休息室。

backwards adv. towards the back. 向后地。

run after to chase. 追逐。


第十五章

海伦·桑德伯格也听到了巨大的爆炸声。当她看见白光划过的时候，她以为是飞机着火了。大约半分钟之后，只有巨大的声响和刺眼的白光，之后一切都恢复了平静。飞机上既没有灯光，也没有声响。
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她转身面对迈克尔：“无线电里听不见他们吗？”

“我正在努力，首相。不过，我想线路可能断了。”

她走到门口：“我要出去。”

霍尔姆巡查官站到她跟前：“您不能出去，首相。我们还搞不清楚外面的情况呢。”

“这就是我要出去的原因，”她说，“我要去弄明白到底是怎么回事。我不在意自己的安危。”

虽然他很高大，但很惧怕她。她径直从他身边走过，下了楼梯。在候机大厅里，一大群乘客在等着转机，还有很多医生、警察和新闻记者。她从他们身边走过，径直来到了飞机跑道上。外面又黑又冷，狂风夹带着雨水吹打在她的脸上。在她走出机场大楼大约50米的时候，她听见有人在后面跟着她，但是她没有停下脚步。

飞机的门打开了，一个穿着白色衣服的人走了出来。他手里拿着枪，背转身从飞机的舷梯上走了下来。他身后是两个身穿黄色雨衣的男子，他们的手都背在身后，再往后是两名穿白色衣服的男子，手里都拿着枪。

跟在她身后的是两名警官。

“等一等，首相，”他们说，“请停下，危险。”

“现在不危险了，”她说，“已经不再危险了。”她继续在雨中走着，一步不停，年轻的警官们走在她的旁边。他们不敢碰她，也不知道怎么办好。有一些新闻记者追着他们过来了。

两个身穿蓝色衣服的男子从飞机里出来了——是飞行员和副飞行员。随后下来的是一些穿西装的人。她现在离飞机已经很近了，大批的新闻摄影记者围着她，但她还是没有停下脚步。

飞机里走出一个高大的年轻人和一个又矮又瘦，头发花白的人——是哈拉尔德和卡尔。海伦看见卡尔脸色苍白，嘴上还有血迹，不过他的行动还算自如。

卡尔看着她向自己走来，矮小结实的身影走在雨中，旁边围着一大群警察和摄影记者。“哈拉尔德，我的朋友，”他说，“我想我们又要出现在新闻里了，你又会有一张照片可以在小儿子过生日时给他看了。”

在黑暗和大雨中，卡尔和海伦·桑德伯格在飞机舷梯下终于见面了。而且，卡尔说得对；第二天全世界所有的报纸上，都刊登了这个事件的照片。


ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1．Read the story introduction of the book. How much do you know now about the story? Choose Y (Yes) or N (No) for each sentence.

1) People who hijack a plane are terrorists. Y / N

2) The hijackers are using bombs to kill the passengers. Y / N

3) The Prime Minister is on the plane. Y / N

4) Someone from the Prime Minister's family is on the plane. Y / N

5) The hijackers know who this person is. Y / N

6) The hijackers will wait for hours if they have to. Y / N

2．What should you do if you are a passenger on a hijacked plane? Look at these ideas and decide which are sensible and which are not sensible. Explain why you think this.

If your plane is hijacked you should...

1)... stay in your seat and be very quiet.

2)... argue with the hijackers and tell them they are stupid.

3)... tell jokes and try to make the hijackers laugh.

4)... talk loudly to show you are not afraid.

5)... try to remember what the hijackers look like.

6)... draw a picture of the hijackers to show to the police.

7)... try to attack the hijackers and get their guns.

8)... pretend to feel very ill and ask for a doctor.


ACTIVITIES



While Reading

1．Read Chapters 1 to 7. Choose the best question-word for these questions, and then answer them.

Who / What / How / Why

Carl's story — Chapters 1, 2, 4, 6

1)... was Harald's job?

2)... was the air hostess holding when she came out of the pilot's cabin?

3)... many hijackers were there?

4)... group did the hijackers belong to?

5)... long were the two prisoners in prison for?

6)... did Harald put coffee on Carl's passport and eat it?

7)... did Harald say to the hijacker about Carl?

8)... did the hijackers take to the front of the plane?

9)... do you think Carl is?

Helen's story — Chapters 3, 5, 7

1)... did Helen Sandberg groan at 12.15 a. m.?

2)... many people were there on the plane?

3)... three things did the hijackers want?

4)... did the hijackers say they would do in one hour's time?

5)... did the short fat man die?

6)... did Colonel Carter want to do?

7)... was Helen angry with Inspector Holm?

8)... arrived at the airport to see Helen?

2．Read Chapters 8 to 11. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)? Rewrite the false ones with the correct information.

Carl's story — Chapters 8, 10

1) The girl fired her gun in the plane because an American passenger hit her.

2) Harald knocked two of the terrorists to the ground.

3) Nobody tried to help Harald when he attacked.

4) The hijackers handcuffed Harald to the door.

5) The hijackers learnt who Carl was from the newspaper photograph in Harald's pocket.

6) Carl argued with the girl because he was afraid.

7) Carl told her that the man who died was a spy.

8) When the girl was young, her family were very poor.

9) Carl felt sorry for the girl and Harald.

Helen's story — Chapters 9, 11

1) Helen liked both the ambassadors.

2) Both ambassadors wanted to use their own soldiers to attack the plane.

3) Helen thought it was a good idea to attack the plane and 'take it apart'.

4) The hijackers knew that Carl was the Prime Minister's husband.

5) Helen and the Colonel made a plan together.

6) Helen told the hijackers that she needed another twenty minutes to get the prisoners.

7) The hijackers said they would wait for ten minutes.

8) The hijackers wanted Carl and Harald to go with them to another country.

3．Before you read Chapters 12 to 15, can you guess the answers to these questions?

1) Will Inspector Holm arrive with the prisoners in time?

2) Will Colonel Carter take the plane from the hijackers?

3) Will Carl or Harald be hurt in the attack?

4) Will any of the other passengers or crew be killed?

5) Will the three hijackers be killed or put in prison?

6) Will the two prisoners be killed or taken back to prison?

4．Read Chapters 12 to 15. Then put these sentences in the right order, to make a summary.

1) He and his men drove the fuel tanker to the plane, and began to refuel it.

2) A few minutes later one hundred passengers left the plane.

3) The two prisoners were knocked down and handcuffed.

4) She met her husband at the bottom of the plane steps.

5) The two prisoners, both wearing yellow raincoats, came out of the airport building.

6) As he entered the plane, one of the soldiers threw a grenade through the open door.

7) The first prisoner crossed the tarmac and went into the plane.

8) More grenades exploded, and then the soldiers ran in and shot the three hijackers.

9) When the plane door closed again, the Colonel got ready.

10) Then the second prisoner crossed the tarmac to the plane.

11) When the noise of grenades and guns stopped, Helen began to walk across the tarmac to the plane.


ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1．What did Colonel Carter tell Helen about his plan? Put their conversation in the right order, and write in the speakers' names. Helen speaks first (number 5).

1) ______ 'That's the plan, Prime Minister. We'll wear white coats, like mechanics, and drive the fuel tanker up to the plane.'

2) ______ 'Right. And when he's on the plane, they must let one hundred passengers out, as they agreed.'

3) ______ 'When they open the door for the second prisoner, we'll throw in grenades, and attack at once.'

4) ______ 'They'll be all right. For a few seconds, during the grenade attack, the hijackers won't be able to move. A few seconds is all we need.'

5) ______ 'We haven't got much time, Colonel. What are we going to do?'

6) ______ 'Ah, the refuelling. So you and your men—?'

7) ______ 'The most important thing for the terrorists is the prisoners. So when they arrive, we'll send one to the plane at once.'

8) ______ 'But what about the passengers still inside?'

9) ______ 'Yes. We wait until those hundred passengers are on the tarmac. Then we must refuel the plane.'

10) ______ 'Well, good luck, Colonel.'

11) ______ 'Excellent! And how will you get inside the plane?'

2．Perhaps one of the passengers who was on the plane at the end wrote to a friend about the hijack. Complete the letter with these words from the story. (Use one word in each gap.)

aisle, ambassador, attack, bang, before, bullets, commandos, die, fired, flash, fuel, grenades, handcuffed, hijack, hijackers, machine, nervous, seconds, ship, shot, shouted, tarmac, worst




Dear Sam

I'm staying in the US ______'s house here, with the other four Americans that were in the ______ with me. I'm fine, but all of us still get very ______ when we hear a sudden ______ or there's a ______ of bright light. It'll take time, I suppose.

It was a terrible thing, Sam. I think the ______ moment was when they ______ poor Bill. It was the girl who did it, too. I stood up and ______ at her, and she ______ her ______ gun at me. I felt the ______ going through my hair.

There was one brave man who ran up the ______ and tried to ______ the ______. He didn't win, of course. They ______ him to the door and told him he'd be the next to______.

When I saw the ______ tanker coming, I knew what was going to happen. Those ______ were good, Sam. They came straight in after the ______ and got the hijackers ______ they could move. It was all over in ______.

But when we got out of the plane, there was poor Bill's body, just lying on the ______. I'll never forget that.

I'll see you in a few weeks — I'm coming home by ______! Best wishes,

Jim

3．Perhaps this is what some of the characters in the story were thinking. Which five characters were they, and what was happening in the story at that moment?

1) Poor Prime Minister! She looks so worried. Now that the hijackers know that Carl is her husband, it's even worse for her. Giving her that message was the most unpleasant thing I've ever had to do...

2) Maybe this is my chance to do something... That girl is very young and nervous, and she's crying. She's probably never fired a gun and killed someone before. Nobody's looking at us at the moment. If I run quickly, perhaps I can get one of the guns...

3) That stupid woman has no idea how to deal with terrorists. They really need a man to make these decisions. Well, I've got the prisoners, and I'm not in a hurry. If anyone asks, I'll say... there's been an accident.

4) I hope she's going to listen to me this time. She's an intelligent woman, but she's quite difficult sometimes. I'm sure our SAS men could deal with this — better than her own soldiers. Ah, they're calling us in to see her now...

5) I feel so nervous. It's easy for the others — they just have to sit and be passengers. I'm the one who has to talk to people and do things. They must do it soon, surely. Or we'll — yes! He's waving to me! At last! Now the NJA can begin its work, and soon our brothers will be free...

4．Here are some titles for the fifteen chapters of Skyjack. Write the number of each chapter next to its title and write them out in the correct order.

______ The girl's story

______ Blood on the tarmac

______ Welcome aboard

______ A change of plan

______ Helen, Carl and Harald

______ The NJA choose a passenger

______ One brother in a yellow coat

______ Helen agrees with the hijackers

______ The Colonel, the Inspector, and the Prime Minister

______ Meeting the ambassadors

______ Mummy is late

______ The passengers leave

______ Bang, flash—death

______ Harald is brave

______ Coffee and—a passport

5．What do you think about hijacking? Do you agree (A) or disagree (D) with these sentences? Explain why.

1) Helen was wrong to bring the prisoners to the airport.

2) The girl hijacker had good reasons to be a terrorist.

3) The soldiers were wrong to kill the hijackers.

4) Harald was stupid to try and take the hijackers' guns.

5) It is always wrong to give hijackers what they want.

6) If you are fighting to win your freedom, sometimes it is necessary to do things like hijacking.
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简　介

1745年起，苏格兰步入了艰难的岁月。苏格兰高地人向英格兰乔治国王发动了战争，但失败了。乔治国王的部队把很多苏格兰高地人赶出了他们的家园。

来自苏格兰低地的戴维·鲍尔弗并不为英格兰部队而烦恼。当他离家去开始新生活时，他并没有预料到任何麻烦或危险。但是，麻烦很快接踵而至。他见到了他那很有钱的叔叔，但他叔叔获悉自己有这样一个穷侄子时一点儿也不高兴。危险一个接一个。戴维来到苏格兰高地，在那儿他遇见了艾伦·布雷克，一个骄傲的斯图尔特人。斯图尔特人既恨英格兰人，又恨效忠乔治国王的坎贝尔人，所以艾伦对于戴维来说是一个危险的朋友。

接着发生了一宗谋杀案。戴维和艾伦在荒山野岭上逃命……




罗伯特·路易斯·史蒂文森于1850年生于苏格兰的爱丁堡。他受训成为一名律师，但21岁时他下决心要当一名作家。他的最著名的作品有：《诱拐》、《金银岛》和《化身博士》。1894年他在萨摩亚岛与世长辞。
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1
David meets his uncle

It was early in the month of June, 1751, when I shut the door of our house behind me for the last time. All my life I had lived in the quiet little village of Essendean, in the Lowlands of Scotland, where my father had been the dominie, or schoolteacher. But now that he and my mother were both dead, I had to leave the house. The new dominie would soon arrive, and he would teach at the school and live in the dominie's house. So, although I was only seventeen, there was nowhere for me to live, and no reason for me to stay in Essendean.

But my heart was beating with excitement as I walked clown the road, because in my hand I carried the letter that my father had given me just before he died. 'Davie,' he had said. 'when I am dead, take this to the house of Shaws, near Cramond. That's where I came from, and that's where you must go. Put this letter into the hands of Ebenezer Balfour.'

Balfour! The same name as my own! It was the first time I had heard of any of our family outside Essendean.

So I decided to walk to Cramond, hoping that perhaps this Mr Balfour, in his fine big house, would receive me kindly. and help me to become a rich man one day. With my plaid over my shoulder, I walked fast up the hill away from the village. What an adventure, to leave that sleepy place, where nothing ever happened, and go to a great, busy house, to be with rich and important people of my own name and blood! But when I reached the top of the hill, I turned a little sadly, to take my last look at the dominie's house, and Essendean churchyard, where my father and mother lay.

My journey northwards took almost two days. By midday on the second day I could see the smoking chimneys of Edinburgh in front of me, and soon I arrived in Cramond.

Now I began to ask people on the road for the house of Shaws. Their answers worried me a little. Some people seemed surprised, some afraid, and some angry, when I spoke the name of Ebenezer Balfour. I could not understand this, but it was too far to go back to Essendean that day, and I wanted to find the rest of the Balfour family very much. So I continued on my way, and when I met a dark, wild-looking woman coming towards me, I asked her where the house of Shaws was. She took me to the top of the next hill, and showed me a large building standing alone in the bottom of the next valley. Although the fields around were green, and the farmland was excellent, the house itself looked unfinished and empty. Part of its roof was missing. There was no road to it, and no smoke coming from any of its chimneys, nor was there any garden.

'That!' I cried. 'No, it can't be!'

'It is!' cried the woman angrily. 'That is the house of Shaws! Blood built it, blood stopped the building of it, and blood shall bring it down! Black is the heart of Ebenezer Balfour! Ye can tell him from me that I hope to see him die, and his house fall down around him!'

The woman turned and disappeared. I stood where she left me, shaking like a leaf, and looking down at the house for a long time. But when it began to get dark, I noticed some smoke coming out of the chimney, and felt a little more hopeful. 'There must be a fire, and cooking, and people in the house,' I thought. So I walked up to the front door. The house seemed locked up and unwelcoming, but there was firelight shining through the kitchen window, and I could hear someone talking quietly to himself. Bravely, I lifted my hand and knocked loudly on the strong wooden door. The house was suddenly silent, and there was no reply. I knocked and knocked, and shouted as loudly as I could. Finally, the window opened, and a man holding a gun put his head out.

'What do ye want?' he asked.

'I've come here with a letter for Mr Ebenezer Balfour of Shaws. Is he here?'

'Who is it from?' asked the man with the gun.

'That's none of your business,' I replied, getting angry.

'Well, put the letter down by the door, and leave.'

'I will not!' I answered sharply. 'I'm going to give it to Mr Balfour himself. The letter introduces me to him.'

'Who are ye then?' was the next question.

'I'm not ashamed of my name. It's David Balfour.'

The man almost dropped his gun. After a long while, he asked in a changed voice, 'Is your father dead?' I was too surprised to answer, but he continued, 'Aye, he must be dead, and that's why ye have come. Well, man, I'll let ye in,' and he disappeared from the window.

Now the door was unlocked, and a voice from the darkness said, 'Go into the kitchen and touch nothing.' I obeyed, while the man locked the heavy door carefully again. I found myself in the emptiest kitchen that I had ever seen. There was a fire, but no other light. On the table was a bowl of porridge and a glass of water, in front of the only chair. Around the walls were several locked chests. There was no other furniture. The man who now appeared in the kitchen was small, mean-looking and white-faced, between fifty and seventy years old, and wearing a dirty old nightshirt. The worst thing about him was that he could neither take his eyes away from me, nor look straight into my face.

'If ye're hungry,' he said, 'ye can eat that porridge. It's grand food, porridge! Let me see the letter!'

'It's for Mr Balfour, not you,' I replied.

'And who do ye think I am? Give me Alexander's letter! Ye may not like me or my house or my porridge, but I'm your born uncle, Davie, my man!'

This was the end of all my hopes. I was too tired and miserable to speak, so I silently gave him the letter, and sat down to eat the porridge.

'Your father's been dead a long time?' he asked, giving me a quick look from his sharp eyes.

'Three weeks, sir,' I said.

'He was a secretive man, Alexander was. Perhaps he didn't talk much about me? Or about the house of Shaws?'

'I never knew he had a brother, sir, or ever heard the name of Shaws.'

'To think of that!' he replied. 'A strange man!' But he seemed very pleased, and began to look at me with more interest. Soon he jumped up and said, 'We're going to get on well, Davie! What's mine is yours, man, and what's yours is mine. Blood's thicker than water, and there's only ye and me of the name of Balfour. Now I'll show ye to your bed.'

He took me up some dark stairs and showed me into a room. I could not see anything.

'Can I have a light, sir?' I asked.

'No, ye can't. No lights in this house! I'm afraid of fires, ye see. Good night to ye, Davie, my man.' And before I had time to reply, he pulled the door shut and locked it from the outside. The room was very cold, but luckily I had my plaid with me, so I covered myself with it like a blanket, and soon fell asleep.

The next day my uncle and I had a small bowl of porridge and a glass of water for breakfast, lunch and supper. He did not speak much to me, but was clearly thinking hard. I often noticed him looking at me, while pretending to do something different, and he never left me alone in the kitchen with the locked chests, in which, I supposed, he kept his money. I did not like the way he looked at me, and began to wonder if he was a little crazy, and perhaps dangerous.

After supper he said suddenly, 'Davie, I've been thinking. I promised your father a bit of money for ye before ye were born. A promise is a promise — and so I'm going to give ye... forty pounds!' These last words seemed very painful to him. He added, in a kind of scream, 'Scots!'

A Scottish pound was the same as an English shilling. I could see that his story was a lie, so I laughed at him, saying, 'Oh, think again, sir! English pounds, surely!'

'That's what I said,' replied my uncle quickly. 'Go outside for a moment, and I'll get the money for ye.'

I was smiling as I went out, sure that he would give me nothing at all. It was a dark night, and I could hear wind in the hills. 'There may be thunder later,' I thought, not knowing how important the weather would be to me that night.

But when my uncle called me in again, he counted thirty-eight English pounds in gold into my hands. It clearly hurt him to do it, and he kept back the last two pounds, but I did not mind that. Surprised and pleased, I thanked him warmly.

'Now,' he said, looking cleverly at me, 'ye can give me something, Davie. I'm getting old now, and I need help.'

'Of course, sir,' I answered. 'What can I do?'

'Well, go outside and climb the stairs at the other end of the house, where the building isn't finished yet. Go up to the room at the top, and bring down the chest that ye'll find there. It's got valuable papers in it.'

'Can I have a light, sir?' I asked.

'No,' he said sharply. 'No lights in my house!'

'Very well, sir. Are the stairs good?'

'They're grand,' said he. 'The stairs are grand.'

Out I went into the night. As I was feeling my way along the outside wall, there was a sudden flash of lightning, then darkness again. I found the stairs and started climbing. I was about fifteen metres above the ground, when there was another flash of lightning. That was lucky for me, because it showed me that the steps were uneven, and that I could easily fall to my death. 'These are the grand stairs!' I thought. 'Perhaps my uncle wants me to die!' Now I was very careful, and I felt each step with my hands before I put my foot on it. A few steps later my hand felt cold stone, and then nothing more. The stairs ended there, twenty metres above the ground. I felt cold with fear, when I thought of the danger that I had been in. Sending a stranger up those stairs in the dark was sending him straight to his death.

Angrily, I turned and felt my way down. There was a crash of thunder, and suddenly the rain came down. At the bottom of the stairs I looked towards the kitchen, and could see, in the next flash of lightning, a figure standing still in the doorway, listening. When the thunder sounded again, louder than before, he ran back inside, and I followed as softly as I could. I found him sitting in the kitchen, drinking whisky straight from the bottle, and shaking with fear. Quietly I came up behind him, and, putting my hands suddenly on his shoulders, cried, 'Ah!'

My uncle gave a kind of broken cry, and fell to the floor like a dead man. His face was a strange blue colour, and I began to think that he really was dead. At last his eyes opened, and he looked up and saw me. 'Oh man, are ye alive or a ghost?' he cried. 'Get me my medicine, Davie—it's for my heart.' I found the medicine bottle and gave him some. He soon began to look a little better.

'Why did you lie to me?' I asked angrily. 'Why did you give me money? And why did you try to kill me? Answer me!'

'I'll tell ye tomorrow, Davie, I promise. Help me to bed now, will ye?' He still looked very ill, so I could not refuse. But this time I locked his bedroom door, and went to sleep in front of the kitchen fire.

When I woke up in the morning, I felt very pleased with myself. 'He thinks he's cleverer than me, but he isn't!' I thought. When I let my uncle out of his room, I asked him again for an explanation. After a while, he said, 'Davie, I have some business with a ship's captain at Queensferry. Now, we could walk over there, and when I've done my business, we could visit the lawyer, Mr Rankeillor. He'll answer all your questions. He's an honest man, and he knew your father. What do ye say to that?'

I thought for a moment. I had never seen the sea, but had always wanted to! 'It's a grand idea,' I said.

It was a morning's walk to Queensferry, which was west of Edinburgh, but we did not say a word to each other on the way. Suddenly, at the top of a hill, we could see the Firth of Forth below us, blue and calm, with white sails on it.

'Ye see that public house?' asked my uncle. 'Captain Hoseason's there, to do business with me. There's the ship's boat on the beach, waiting to take him to the ship. And there's the ship itself! A grand ship!'

I had to agree with him. The sailors were getting the ship ready for sailing, and I thought what an exciting adventure that would be — to sail away to a foreign country.

We walked down the hill to the public house and met the captain there. He was a tall, dark, serious-looking man, who shook hands politely with me. Stupidly, I left these two men to their business, and ran down to the beach, to talk to the sailors and look at the boats. It was all new and very interesting to me.

As I was coming back, I met the owner of the public house.

'Good morning,' he said. 'Did ye come with Ebenezer?'

'I did,' I replied. 'He isn't well liked, I understand.'

'That's true,' he answered. 'Nobody speaks well of him. It all started with that story about Mr Alexander, his brother.

'What story?' I asked.

'Oh, just that Ebenezer had killed him. Did ye never hear that?'

'And why would he kill my f —, I mean, Alexander?'

'To get the house, of course, the house of Shaws.'

'Aye, man? Was my — was Alexander older than Ebenezer?'

'Indeed he was! No other reason for killing him!'

This was a great surprise to me! I had thought that my father was the younger brother, and now I understood why my uncle had lied to me, and wanted to kill me. The house of Shaws had belonged to my father, not my uncle, and now I had inherited it. The poor country boy who had walked from Essendean was the owner of a fine house and farmland! My head was full of the wonderful things that I could do in my life, as I looked, unseeing, at the sea.

Just then my uncle and the captain came out of the public house. The captain smiled in a friendly way as he spoke to me. 'Sir,' he said, 'Mr Balfour has told me a lot about ye. I'm only sorry I haven't time to get to know ye better. But I'd like ye to come on to my ship for half an hour, before we sail, and have a drink with me.'

Now, more than anything in the world, I wanted to see the inside of a ship, but I remembered that I had to be careful. 'My uncle and I have to see the lawyer, sir,' I replied, 'so I'm afraid we may not have enough time.'

'Aye, aye,' he answered, 'I know, but ye see, the ship's boat can put ye both down near Rankeillor's house, after ye've seen the ship, so ye won't lose any time.' Suddenly he said quietly in my ear, 'Watch out for the old man — he wants to hurt ye. Come and talk about it.' Putting his arm in mine, he said loudly, 'What can I bring ye back from my travels? A friend of Mr Balfour's is a friend of mine!'

By this time we were on the beach, and he was helping my uncle and me into the boat. I thought that I had found a good friend and helper, and I was very excited as we came closer to the great ship, full of busy, noisy sailors. The captain and I were the first to climb up the ship's side, and at the top the captain immediately put his arm through mine and began to talk about the ship.

'But where is my uncle?' I asked suddenly. I pulled myself away from the captain's arm, and ran to the side of the ship. Sure enough, there was the boat returning to Queensferry, with my uncle sitting in it. I screamed, 'Help, help! Murder!' and my uncle slowly turned to look at me.

I did not see any more. Already strong hands were pulling me away. Then something hit my head; I saw a great flash of fire, and fell to the ground.



Lowlands n. the low lands of Scotland. 苏格兰低地。

dominie n. (Scot) school teacher.（苏格兰语）教师

Davie n. David 的昵称形式。

hear of have knowledge of. 听说

adventure n. strange or unusual happening, esp. exciting or dangerous journey or activity. 冒险。

sleepy adj. needing, ready for sleep. 想睡的，瞌睡的，嗜眠的。

chimney n. structure by which smoke from a fire is carried away through the wall or roof of a building. 烟囱。

alone adv. by oneself. 单独地，独自。

valley n. stretch of land between hills or mountains, often with a river flowing through it. 山谷

fall down come or go down freely. 倒塌。

disappear v. go out of sight, be seen no more. 消失。

firelight n. 炉火光。

porridge n. gruel. 粥。

chest n. box, case. 箱子，柜子，盒子。

mean-looking adj. selfish. 卑鄙的，自私的。

nightshirt n. pajamas. 男用长睡衣。

miserable adj. uncomfortable 难受的。

secretive adj. tending to hide one's thoughts, feelings, intentions. 遮遮掩掩的，守口如瓶的。

stairs n. 楼梯，梯子。

blanket n. rug. 毯子，毛毡。

fall asleep 睡着了。

pound n. unit of English money. 英镑。

sharply adv. severely. 厉声地。

uneven adj. not steady or balanced. 不平的。

fall to one's death 摔死。

stranger n. 陌生人。

thunder n. 雷，雷声。

still adj. motionless. 静止的，不动的。

whisky n. 威士忌酒。

ghost n. spirit. 鬼，幽灵。

lie v. make a statement that one knows to be untrue. 撒谎。

captain n. ship master. 船长。

firth n. harbor. 港湾。

sail n. sheet spread to catch the wind and move a boat or ship forward. 帆。

public house n. inn, pub 小旅馆，客栈，（英）小酒店。

inherit v. carry on, succeed. 继承。

unseeing adj. 不注意的，视而不见的。

beach n. foreshore 海滩。

side n. shipboard. 舷侧。


1　戴维见到了叔叔

我最后一次关上身后我们家的那扇门时，那正是1751年6月初的某一天。我一直生活在苏格兰低地的埃森丁这个安静的小村庄里。我的父亲曾经是那儿的教师。但既然他和我的母亲都去世了，我就不得不离开那幢房子。因为新教师很快就要到了，他将在学校里教课并住在供教师住的房子里。所以说，虽然我只有17岁，但已经没有我的栖身之地了，我也没有理由待在埃森丁了。

走在路上时，我的心激烈地跳动着，因为我手中拿着父亲临终前给我的那封信。“戴维，”父亲当时对我说，“我去世以后，拿着这封信去克莱蒙德附近的肖斯庄园。那儿是我的出生地，也是你应该去的地方。把这封信亲手交给埃比尼泽·鲍尔弗。”

[image: alt]

鲍尔弗！和我一样的姓氏！这是我第一次听说埃森丁以外的地方还有我的家族成员。

于是我决定到克莱蒙德去，盼着有一天这个鲍尔弗先生能在他的豪华的大房子里友好地接待我并把我变成富人。披着方格肩巾，我大步流星地走上山岗，离开了那个小村庄。离开那寂静的、从未发生过什么事的小村庄而去一个热闹的大宅院里，与姓氏和血缘和我相同的、有钱有势的人待在一起，这可真是一次历险！但当我到达山顶时，我带着一丝悲哀转身看了最后一眼我们住过的房子，和我父母长眠着的埃森丁墓地。

我往北差不多走了两天。第二天中午时，我已经能看见前方爱丁堡冒烟的烟囱了，很快我就到了克莱蒙德。

我开始向路上的行人打听肖斯庄园。他们的回答使我心里有点儿担忧。当我说出埃比尼泽·鲍尔弗这个名字时，一些人显得惊讶，一些人恐惧，一些人愤怒。我不明白这是为什么，但那天回埃森丁是太远了，而且我也特别想找到鲍尔弗家族其余的人。于是我继续走着。当我看见一位皮肤黝黑、看似野蛮的女人向我走过来时，我向她打听肖斯庄园在哪儿。她把我领到下一座小山的顶峰，指给我看临近山谷里的一幢孤零零的建筑物。虽然四周的田野一片葱绿，庄稼长势很好，但那幢房子本身好像没有建完，也显得空旷。有部分屋顶不见了。没有路通到那儿，烟囱里没有烟冒出来，也没有花园。

“那个？！”我惊呼着，“不，绝对不是！”

“就是！”那个女人愤恨地说道，“那就是肖斯庄园！它是用血筑成的，血停止了修建，血还将把它给毁掉！埃比尼泽·鲍尔弗的心是黑的！你可以告诉他我说我希望看到他死了，并看到他的房子塌下来把他给埋了！”

那个女人转身不见了。我站在她离开我的地方，像一片树叶一样颤抖着，久久地俯视着那幢房子。但当暮色开始降临时，我发现有烟从那幢房子的烟囱冒出来，便感到稍微有点希望了。“那里面一定有火，有人在做饭，也一定有人。”我心想。于是我走到前门。房子似乎紧锁着，不欢迎来访者的样子，但是厨房的窗口透着火光，而且我能听到屋里有人悄声自言自语。我鼓起勇气举起手来，在那扇结实的木门上大声地敲起来。屋子里忽然间静了下来，没有人回答。我敲了又敲，还使劲地喊起来。最后，窗户开了，一个手握一枝枪的男人探出头来。

“你想干什么？”他问道。

“我带来一封给埃比尼泽·鲍尔弗·肖先生的信。他在吗？”

“谁给他的？”持枪的男人问道。

“那与你无关。”我答道，变得生气了。

“好吧，把信放到门边，然后离开。”

“不行！”我厉声答道，“我要把信交给鲍尔弗先生本人。这封信会让他认识我。”

“那么，你是谁？”他又问道。

“我才不为我自己的名字而感到害臊呢。我叫戴维·鲍尔弗。”

那个人的枪差点儿掉了下来。过了好一阵子，他才变了腔调问道：“你父亲去世了吗？”我因太惊讶了而回答不出来，但他继续道：“对，他一定是死了，那也是你来的原因。好吧，伙计，我会让你进来。”说着，他就从窗户那儿消失了。

门打开了，黑暗中有个声音说道：“到厨房来，不准碰任何东西。”我照着他说的做了，与此同时，那个男人小心翼翼地又把那扇沉重的门锁上了。我发现自己站在我所见过的最空荡荡的厨房里。除了一堆火外再没有别的光线了。唯一的一把椅子前的桌子上面放着一碗粥和一杯水。墙的四周摆放着几个锁着的柜子。除此以外，没有别的什么家具。那个男人身材矮小，形象猥琐，脸色苍白，年龄约在五十岁到七十岁之间，穿着一件脏兮兮的旧睡衣。最糟糕的是他既不把视线从我身上移开，也不直视我的脸。

“如果你饿了，”他说道，“你可以喝那碗粥。粥，可是好东西！让我看看信！”

“信是给鲍尔弗先生的，不是给你的，”我说道。

“那么你以为我是谁啊？把亚历山大的信给我！你可能不喜欢我、不喜欢我的房子或者不喜欢我的粥，但我是你的亲伯伯，戴维，我的伙计！”

我所有的希望都破灭了。我因太劳累、太难受而什么话也说不出来，于是默默地把信交给他并坐下来喝粥。

“你父亲死了很久了？”他一边问，一边用他那双厉害的眼睛飞快地扫视我。

“三周了，先生，”我说。

“他是个爱遮遮掩掩的人，亚历山大就是这样。也许他没有怎么说起过我？或说起过肖家这房子？”

“我从不知道他有一个兄弟，先生，也没听说过肖这个名字。”

“想想看！”他回答道，“真是一个奇怪的人！”但是他看起来很高兴，并且也开始更饶有兴趣地打量着我。不一会儿他跳起身来，说道：“我们将会合得来的，戴维！我的就是你的，伙计，你的也是我的。血浓于水，鲍尔弗家只有你和我两个人了。现在我带你到睡觉的地方去。”

他带着我上了黑黝黝的楼梯，把我带到一个房间里。我什么也看不到。

“我能有盏灯吗，先生？”我问道。

“不，你不能。这房子里不准有灯！你知道，我怕火。晚安，戴维，我的伙计。”我还没有来得及回答，他已把门关上并从外面锁上了。房间里很冷，但幸运的是我随身带着肩巾，于是我用它像用毯子一样地把自己盖起来，很快我便睡着了。

第二天早、中、晚饭我和我的叔叔都只喝了一小碗粥和一杯水。他对我讲话不多，但很明显地他在使劲想什么。我经常注意到他一边假装干别的事一边看我，他也从来没有让我一个人单独待在放有锁着的柜子的厨房里。我想他一定在里面放了钱。我不喜欢他看我的那种样子，开始想他是不是有点神经不正常，而且或许是个危险人物。

吃过晚饭他突然说：“戴维，我一直在思考？你出生前我曾答应过你父亲给你一点钱。承诺就是承诺——我现在要给你……40镑！”最后的话语对他来说显得非常痛苦。他用一种尖叫的声音补充道：“苏格兰镑！”

一个苏格兰镑相当于一个英格兰先令。我能看得出他在说谎，于是我嘲笑他，说：“噢，再想想，先生！是英镑，确定无疑！”

“那正是我说的。”我叔叔很快答道，“出去一会儿，我给你拿钱。”

我微笑着出去了，我敢肯定他什么也不会给我。夜晚天黑黑的，我能听到山野里的风声。“之后可能会打雷，”我想，不知道那晚的天气对我来说将是何等重要。

但当我叔叔把我又叫进去时，他将38英镑的金币数着放在我的手里。显然他是不情愿那么做的，他扣了最后两个英镑，但是我没有在意。我又惊又喜，热烈地感谢他。

“那么，”他狡黠地看着我说道，“你可以给我一些东西，戴维。我现在变老了，我需要帮助。”

“当然可以，先生，”我回答道，“我能做什么？”

“好的，出去，爬上在那个还未建完的房子的另一端的楼梯。爬到位于房子的顶层的房间去，把你在那儿发现的柜子拿下来。里面有重要的文件。”

“我能点盏灯吗，先生？”我问道。

“不，”他厉声说道，“我的房子里不能点灯！”

“好吧，先生。楼梯是好的吗？”

“好的，”他说，“楼梯是好的。”

我走进夜色中。我沿着外墙摸索着时，一道闪电忽然闪过，紧接着又是黑黝黝的。我找到了楼梯并且开始爬起来。我已离地大约十五米高，这时又有一道闪电闪过。那对我来说是幸运的，因为它向我表明楼梯是不平的，我很容易摔死。“这就是不错的楼梯！”我想道，“我伯伯可能想让我死掉！”现在我很当心起来，踩每一脚前都用手仔细地摸摸踏脚处。又爬了几步之后，我的手碰到了冰冷的石头，然后再也没有东西了。楼梯到头了，离地20米高。我一想起我所处的险境就害怕得直发冷。让一个陌生人在黑暗中上那楼梯，就是把他直接送到死神面前。

我气呼呼地掉转过头，摸索着往下爬。雷电轰鸣，忽然间下起雨来。我站在楼梯的底端往厨房看，借助下一道闪电的光亮看见一个人静静地站在门口倾听着。当雷声又响起而且雷声大过以前时，他跑回里面，我尽可能悄悄地跟着他。我发现他坐在厨房里，直接用酒瓶喝着威士忌，身体因害怕而在发抖。我轻轻地从他身后走上前去，忽然间把手放到他的肩上，大声叫道：“啊！”

我叔叔急促地尖叫起来并摔倒在地上，像一个死人一样。他的脸色显现出一种奇怪的蓝色，我开始琢磨他是不是真的死了。最后他的双眼睁开了，他抬起头看着我。“噢，伙计，你到底是活着还是个幽灵？”他叫道，“把我的药给我，戴维——治心脏病的那种。”我找到药瓶，给了他一些药。他很快就开始看着好一点了。

“你为什么对我扯谎？”我生气地问道。“你为什么给我钱？你为什么还想杀死我？回答我！”

“明天我会告诉你的，戴维，我发誓。现在帮忙把我扶到床上，行吗？”他看起来仍病得很厉害，所以我不能拒绝。但这一次我锁上了他的卧室的门，然后在厨房的炉火前睡了。

第二天早晨当我醒来时，我对自己感到很高兴。“他以为他比我聪明，但他不是！”我想。当我把我叔叔放出房间时，我又要他解释一下。过了一会儿，他说道：“戴维，我和昆斯费里的一个船长有笔生意。现在我们走到那儿去，我做完生意时我们可以拜访一下律师兰基勒先生。他将解答你所有的问题。他是一个诚实的人，他认识你父亲。那么做你意下如何？”

我想了一下。我从未见过大海，但一直想见！“是个好主意。”我说道。

昆斯费里位于爱丁堡西侧，我们走了一上午才到，但一路上我们彼此没有说话。突然，在山顶上，我们看见了下面的福斯湾，湛蓝湛蓝的，风平浪静，白帆点点。

“你看见了那个小酒店吗？”我叔叔问道，“霍齐亚森船长在那儿，要和我做生意。海滩上有船上的小艇，等着把他带到船上去。就是那条船！一条大船！”

我不得不表示同意。水手们正在收拾那条船以备远航。我想远航去一个遥远的国度将是一次多么激动人心的历险啊。

我们走下山到了小酒店，在那儿见到了船长。他是个大高个儿，皮肤黝黑，表情严肃。他有礼貌地和我握握手。我傻乎乎地让这两个人去谈生意，自己跑到海滩上去和水手们聊天并去看那些小艇。这对我来说都是新鲜事，让人很感兴趣。

我正往回走时，遇到了小酒店的主人。

“早晨好。”他说道，“你是和埃比尼泽一块儿来的吗？”

“是的，”我回答道，“他不招人喜欢，我明白。”

“那是真的。”他回答道，“没有人说他好话。这得从他兄弟亚历山大的故事说起。”

“什么故事？”我问道。

“噢，就是埃比尼泽杀害了他。你从未听说过那事吗？”

“他为什么要杀我父——我是说，亚历山大？”

“当然是为了房子，肖斯庄园。”

“伙计，什么？难道我的——亚历山大比埃比尼泽年长吗？”

“他就是！杀他再也没有别的原因了！”

这对我来说真是件惊奇事！我过去一直以为我父亲是年幼的弟弟，现在我明白了为什么我的叔叔对我扯了谎而且要杀死我。肖斯庄园本来属于我父亲，不是我叔叔的，现在我继承了它。从埃森丁走出来的可怜的乡下男孩成了大房子和农场的主人！我视而不见地望着大海，脑袋里全是我想像的、我这一辈子可能干的美妙的事儿。

正在那时，我叔叔和船长从小酒店出来。船长边跟我说话边友好地冲我微笑。“先生，”他说道，“鲍尔弗先生告诉了我很多关于你的事。我只是感到有点遗憾，没有足够的时间来更好地了解你。但是我想请你在我们开航前到我船上来半小时并和我喝上一杯。”

现在，在这个世界上我最想做的就是去看看船的内部构造，但是我记着我得小心。“我和我叔叔得去见律师，先生，”我答道，“所以恐怕我们可能没有足够的时间。”

“对，对，”他回答道，“我知道，但是你明白，船上的小艇能够在你们看完之后让你们二人在兰基勒家附近的地方下船，所以你不会没时间的。”忽然间他对我轻声耳语道：“当心这个老家伙——他想害你。来谈谈。”他挽着我的臂，大声说：“我旅行回来给你带什么？鲍尔弗先生的朋友也是我的朋友！”

到这时我们已在海滩上，他帮着我和叔叔进了小艇。我心想我找到了一个好朋友，一个可以帮忙的人；而且当我们走近到处是忙忙碌碌、吵吵嚷嚷的水手的大船时，我心里很激动。我和船长率先爬过船舷，在顶上船长立即用臂挽住我，开始谈起船来。

“可我叔叔在哪儿？”我忽然间问道。我挣脱开船长挽我的胳膊，跑到船舷。千真万确，一艘小艇正驶回昆斯费里，我叔叔就坐在里边。我尖叫道：“救命，救命！有人要杀我！”而我叔叔慢慢地回头看看我。

我再没看见什么。强有力的手已把我拖开了。接着什么东西打了我的头；我眼冒金星，接着倒在地上。


2
Kidnapped!

When I woke up in darkness, my head was hurting badly, and I was unable to move my hands or feet. I could hear the sailors' shouts and the sound of the wind and the waves. The whole world seemed to go up, up, up, and then down again. I felt very ill, and at first could not understand what was happening. After a while 1 realized that I must be somewhere inside the ship, which was moving very fast through the water. 'I've been kidnapped!' I thought angrily. It was clear that my uncle and the captain had planned it together. I began to feel frightened and hopeless, as I lay there in the dark.

Some hours later, a light shone in my face. Mr Riach, one of the ship's officers, stood looking down at me. He washed the cut on my head, gave me some water, and told me kindly to go to sleep. The next time he came, I was feeling very hot and ill. He had brought Captain Hoseason with him.

'Now, sir, see for yourself,' said Mr Riach. 'The lad's seriously ill. We must take him out of this unhealthy hole at once.'

'That's none of your business,' answered the captain. 'Ye're paid to do your job, not to worry about the boy. He's staying down here.'

'I'm only paid to be an officer on this ship,' replied Mr Riach sharply. He looked hard at the captain. 'I'm not paid, like you, to kidnap and murder —'

Hoseason turned on him angrily. 'What did ye say?' he cried. 'What do ye mean?'

'You understand,' said Mr Riach, looking calmly at him.

'You should know me by now, Mr Riach. I'm a hard man. But if ye say the lad will die —'

'Aye, he will!' said Mr Riach.

'Well, sir, put him where ye like!'

So I was carried up into the sunlight a few minutes later, and put in a cabin where some of the sailors were sleeping. It was a wonderful feeling to see the daylight and to be able to talk to people again. I lay in the cabin for several days, and after a while began to feel better. The sailors were kind to me in their way. They brought me food and drink, and told me about their families at home. I discovered from them that the ship was sailing to the Carolinas, in North America. There the captain was planning to sell me as a slave, to work in a rich man's house or on a farm.

I also learnt that both the ship's officers, Mr Riach and Mr Shuan, enjoyed drinking far too much. The sailors liked Mr Shuan, but said that he was sometimes violent when he had drunk a lot. One of the sailors was a young boy, called Ransome. His job was to bring meals to the captain and officers in the round-house, a big cabin on the top of the ship, where the officers slept and ate. When Ransome dropped something or did something wrong, Mr Shuan used to hit him, and I often saw the poor boy crying.

One night, about nine o'clock, I heard one of the sailors in the cabin saying quietly to the others, 'Shuan's killed him at last!' We all knew who he meant. Just then the captain came in. I was surprised to see him walk towards me and say kindly, 'My man, we want ye to help us in the round-house. From now on, ye'll sleep there instead of Ransome.' As he spoke, two sailors carried Ransome into the cabin. His face was as white as a sheer, and he did not move. My blood ran cold when I saw him.

I obeyed the captain, and ran to the round-house. It was a large room, with a table, a bench and locked cupboards. All the best food and drink was kept there, under the captain's eyes, as well as the guns. When I entered, I saw Mr Shuan sitting at the table, with a bottle of whisky in front of him. He did not seem to notice what was happening around him, and was looking fixedly at the table.

Mr Riach soon joined the captain and me. He looked at Hoseason meaningfully, and I understood from his look that Ransome was dead. We three all stood silently looking down at Mr Shuan.

Suddenly the captain stepped forward. 'Do ye know what ye've done?' he cried. 'Ye've murdered the boy!'

Mr Shuan put a hand to his head. 'Well,' he said, 'he brought me a dirty glass!'

The captain and Mr Riach and I looked at each other, almost frightened. Then Hoseason took Mr Shuan by the arm, and told him to go to bed. The murderer cried a little at first, but he took off his boots and lay down, like a small child.

'Mr Riach,' said the captain, when we could see that Mr Shuan was asleep, 'nobody on land must know what happened tonight. We'll say that the boy fell into the sea. Get us a drink, David, we both need one,' and he gave me the key to the cupboards.

In the next few days I was very busy, running here and there with the officers' food and drink. Mr Riach and the captain were surprisingly patient with me when I made mistakes. Perhaps they were thinking of the poor boy who had died. But Mr Shuan was very strange after Ransome's death. He did not seem to know what he had done, or to recognize me. On my second day in the round-house, he looked at me with a white face and fear in his eyes. 'You weren't here before?' he asked.

'No, sir,' I replied.

'There was another boy?' he asked. 'Ah! Yes, I thought so,' and sitting down, he called for some more whisky.

It wasn't a hard life for me. I was able to eat well, and talk to Mr Riach, who spoke to me like a friend. But I could not forget poor Ransome. As the days passed, I became more and more worried. I knew that, when the ship arrived in the Carolinas, I would no longer be a free man, but a slave. I thought hard, but there did not seem to be any way of escaping.

About a week later, we were sailing round the rocky coast of northern Scotland in very bad weather. It was difficult to see anything because of the thick fog. One evening there was a great crash, and the officers ran out to see what had happened. I thought we had hit a rock, but in fact it was a small boat. As we watched, the boat broke in two, and went to the bottom with all its. men, except the one passenger. At the moment of the crash, this man managed to jump up and catch the side of the ship and pull himself up.

The captain brought him into the round-house. He was smallish but well-built, with an open, sunburnt face, and bright, amused eyes. When he took off his long coat, I could see that he had a pair of pistols and was wearing a sword at his side. Although his life had clearly been in great danger, he seemed very calm, and spoke politely to the captain. Hoseason was looking with interest at the man's clothes. He was wearing a hat with feathers, a blue coat with silver buttons, and expensive-looking lace round his neck.

'I'm sorry about the boat, sir,' said the captain.

'I've lost some grand friends today,' replied the stranger, 'and that's worse than losing ten boats.'

'Well, sir, there are more men in the world than boats,' replied the captain, still watching him closely. 'I know, because I've been in France, like you.'

He said these last words clearly and carefully. They seemed to have a special meaning. The stranger put his hand quickly on his pistol.

'Don't worry,' said Hoseason. 'Ye've a French soldier's coat on your back and a Scottish tongue in your head, that's true, but so has many an honest man these days.'

'Well, sir,' replied the stranger, 'I must tell you that I'm one of those honest High Landers who were proud to fight for their homes, their clan and their country in 1745, against the English King. And I must tell you another thing. If King George's soldiers find me, I'll be in trouble. I was on my way to France, where some of my clansmen live now. But in the fog my boat missed the French ship that was meeting me. So if you can take me to France, I'll pay you well.'

He opened his purse and showed that it was full of gold coins. The captain seemed excited as he looked at the money, and then at the man's face.

'To France?' he replied. 'No, I can't do that. But to the Highlands, aye, we can discuss that.' They sat down together, and in the end agreed that the captain would take the stranger to Loch Linnhe, on the northwest coast of Scot land, for sixty pounds. There the Highlander would be among friends, and safe from the English army. He and Hoseason shook hands, and the captain left me alone with the stranger.

He had told the captain that the gold was not his own. Some of the Highlanders had escaped to France after the Forty-Five, but their friends and clansmen in Scotland sometimes managed to find a little money to send them. It was this man's job to take the money across to France, and he did this by travelling secretly to Scotland as often as possible. I thought he was very brave. 'If he's caught by the English army, they'll kill him!' I told myself. I liked the way he seemed to enjoy living dangerously.

When he asked me for whisky, I had to go to ask the captain for the key to the cupboard. I found Hoseason and his officers talking quietly in a corner, and heard them planning to kill the stranger and steal his money. They seemed to think that I would help them, and asked me to bring them secretly some guns from the round-house. I went slowly back to the stranger, not sure what I should do. But when I entered the round-house, and saw him eating his supper, I decided at once.

'They're going to attack you, and murder you!' I told him.

'What?!' he cried, jumping up. 'Will ye stand with me, against them?'

'I will! I'm no thief or murderer!' I replied bravely.

'Are ye for King George?'

'More or less,' I answered.

'Well, Mr More-or-Less, what's your name?'

'David Balfour,' I said, and then, thinking that a man with so fine a coat must like fine people, I added, 'of Shaws.'

'My name is Stewart,' he said proudly. 'Alan Breck, they call me. And Stewart is a king's name, so it's good enough for me, although I have no name of a farmhouse to add to it.' He looked around him. 'Now, David, I'll take any man who comes in through this door. You must watch the window, and the door behind me, and shoot anyone who tries to enter.'

He gave me a pistol. I was very frightened, but tried hard not to show it. The ship seemed very quiet. Suddenly there was the sound of running feet, and a shout, and then I heard fighting in the doorway. I looked over my shoulder, and saw Mr Shuan, just as Alan drove his sword into the officer's body. Then several men ran at my door. I did not want to hurt them, but it was now or never. I lifted my pistol and shot at them. One man fell, and the others ran away. After a few moments, the sailors attacked again. Alan fought as bravely as before, his sword now red with blood. He was clearly enjoying himself. I had no time to think, but when two more men appeared at the window, I shot them too. Now there were several bodies on the floor, and blood everywhere.

Suddenly I realized that we had won, and that the danger was over. Alan was driving the men out of the round-house like sheep. When he returned, he took me in his arms.

'David!' he cried. 'I love ye like a brother. And oh, man, am I not a grand fighter?' I had to agree. He took a knife from the table and cut a silver button off his blue coat. 'Take this, David. The buttons come from my father, Duncan Stewart. Where ye show that button, the friends of Alan Breck will come to ye.' He spoke as proudly as a king, and I tried not to smile.

We slept in the round-house, one of us keeping watch all night, and the next morning the captain came to speak to us. 'Ye've won the fight, sir,' he said to Alan. 'We're sailing through the Little Minch now, and I'll keep my promise to take ye to Loch Linnhe. But ye've killed my chief officer, Shuan, and without him I can't find my way safely round these rocky coasts. We'll go round the island of Mull, but I warn ye, it'll be dangerous.'

Hoseason was right to be worried. All that day Alan and I sat in the round-house and told each other the stories of our lives, but by night the wind was growing stronger and the sailors found it hard to keep the ship away from the dangerous rocks. As we came round Earraid, a small island close to the larger island of Mull, there was a sudden, terrible crash, and we realized that the ship had hit a rock. There was only one thing to do—leave the ship and try to reach land in the ship's boat. But as we were climbing down into the boat, a great wave hit the ship and knocked some of us into the sea.

I went down and came up again several times. Then, luckily, I managed to find a piece of wood, which helped me to stay up in the water. I looked round, but could not see Alan, or any of the sailors, or the boat. My only hope was to try to swim to Earraid, which I could see, not far away, in the moonlight. It was hard, tiring work, but I reached it, and was very grateful to step on to dry land at last.



kidnap v. carry away by force and unlawfully. 诱拐。

wave n. 波，波浪，波涛。

plan v. plot beforehand. 预谋。

cabin n. a room in a ship used as living quarters by an officer or a passenger. 船舱。

violent adj. 粗野的，残暴的。

round-house n. 后甲板室。

cupboard n. cabinet. 食柜，碗橱。

fixedly adv. unmovingly. 固定地，凝视地。

meaningfully adv. significantly. 意味深长地，富有意义地。

patient adj. 有耐心的，容忍的。

escape v. run away. 逃跑。

thick fog 浓雾。

smallish adj. 有点小的。

sunburnt adj. darkening of the skin caused by the sun 晒黑的。

amused adj. 逗乐的，逗笑的。

pistol n. small firearm held and fired in one hand. 手枪。

sword n. 剑。

lace n. decorative border. 花边，饰带，编带。

Highlander n. 苏格兰高地人。

clan n. large family group, as found in tribal communities, esp. Scottish Highlanders with a common ancestor. 部族（尤其是苏格兰高地人的部族）。

clansman n. 氏族（或部落）的人。

purse n. wallet. 钱包。

dangerously adv. riskily. 危险地。

for prep. 赞成，拥护。

shoot v. fire. 射击。

silver adj. 银的。

button n. 纽扣。

keep one's promise 信守诺言。

grateful adj. 感激的，愉快的。


2　诱拐！

我在黑暗中醒过来时，头疼得很厉害，手脚也动不了。我能听到水手们的叫声、风声和涛声。整个世界似乎在上升、上升，然后又下降了。我感到病得很厉害，最初搞不清发生了什么事。过了一会儿，我意识到自己一定是在船里某处，而那船正在水中快速行驶着。“我被诱拐了！”我气愤地想。显然我叔叔和船长合伙预谋了这一切。我黑暗中躺在那儿时，开始感到害怕和无望。
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几个小时之后，有一束光照到我脸上。船上的一名叫里亚奇先生的高级船员站在那儿俯视着我。他擦洗了我头上的伤口，给我一些水，并和蔼地让我睡觉，下一次他来时，我正周身发热，生病了。他把霍齐亚森船长也带来了。

“好，船长，你自己看看，”里亚奇先生说道，“这个小伙子病得很厉害。我们得立刻把他带出这个不卫生的牢房。”

“那与你无关。”船长回答道，“给你付钱是让你干你的工作，不要为这男孩操心。他得待在这儿。”

“我只是受雇来当船上的高级船员。”里亚奇先生厉声答道。他盯着船长。“我不是收了钱，像你一样来诱拐和谋杀——”

霍齐亚森恼怒地反击里亚奇。“你说什么？”他叫道，“你是什么意思？”

“你明白。”里亚奇先生说道，平静地看着他。

“到现在你也应该了解我了，里亚奇先生。我可不是一个软弱的人。但如果你说这个小伙子将要死掉的话——”

“对，他要死了！”里亚奇先生说道。

“好吧，先生，把他放在你想要放的地方！”

于是几分钟后，我被人抬到上面阳光能照到之处，并被安置在一个船舱里，里面有一些水手正在睡觉。又能看见阳光、又能和人交谈是一种很好的感觉。我在机舱里躺了几天，不久之后开始感到好些了。水手们以自己的方式善待我。他们给我带来吃的、喝的，并给我讲他们家的事。从他们那儿我得知船正驶往北美洲的卡罗来纳。船长打算在那儿把我当奴隶卖掉，卖到一个有钱人家或一家农场。

我也了解到船上的高级船员里亚奇先生和舒安先生都酗酒。船员们喜欢舒安先生，但说舒安先生有时喝得太多时很凶。有一个水手是一个年轻的小男孩，名叫兰塞姆。他的工作是给后甲板室（即船顶上的一个大舱）里的船长和高级船员送饭。高级船员吃住都在后甲板室里。当兰塞姆掉了东西或做错了事时，舒安先生时常揍他，我也经常看见这个可怜的小男孩哭泣。

一天晚上，约莫九点钟，我听见机舱里有位水手悄悄地对别的水手们说：“舒安到底杀了他！”我们大家都明白他指的是谁。正在那时船长进来了。我很吃惊地看见他走向我，和蔼地对我说：“小伙子，我们需要你到后甲板室给我们帮忙。从现在起，你就代替兰塞姆睡在那儿。”当他说话时，两名水手把兰塞姆抬进机舱。他的脸和纸一样白，并且他不动弹。我看见他时，被吓得浑身发冷。

我遵从船长的话，跑到后甲板室。后甲板室很大，有一张桌子、一个凳子和一些上锁的小橱子。最好的食品和饮料都放在那儿，就在船长的眼皮底下，枪支也放在那儿。当我进去时，看见舒安先生正坐在桌旁，面前摆着一瓶威士忌。他似乎没有注意周围发生的一切，他的眼睛直直地看着桌子。

里亚奇先生很快加入到我和船长中间。他意味深长地看看霍齐亚森，从他的表情中我明白兰塞姆死了。我们三个都静静地站着，俯视着舒安先生。

猛然间船长大步走向前。“你知道你干了些什么吗？”他喊道，“你杀了那个男孩！”

舒安先生把一只手放到头上。“唔，”他说道，“他当时给我拿来一个脏杯子！”

我、船长还有里亚奇你看我、我望你，差不多给吓住了。接着霍齐亚森抓住舒安先生的胳膊，命令他上床睡觉。这个谋杀犯起初叫了几声，但是他还是像一个小孩似地脱了靴子并且躺了下来。

“里亚奇先生，”当我们确实看到舒安睡着之后，船长开口说道，“不能让岸上的人知道今晚发生的事儿。我们就说那个男孩掉进了海里。戴维，给我们拿点喝的来，我们俩都需要喝一杯。”接着他给了我开小橱子的钥匙。

在接下来的几天里，我很忙，一会儿跑到这儿、一会儿跑到那儿地拿高级船员们的食品和饮料。里亚奇先生和船长即使在我出了错时也对我出奇地耐心。也许是他们还在想那个已死的可怜的小男孩。但兰塞姆死后舒安先生变得很怪了。他似乎不知道他做了些什么，也不认识我。在我待在后甲板室的第二天，他脸色苍白、眼带恐惧地看着我。“你以前不在这儿吗？”他问道。

“对，先生。”我回答道。

“有另外一个小男孩吗？”他问道，“啊！是的，我想有。”他又叫了些威士忌，坐了下来。

这生活对我来说并不艰难。我能吃好，能够与里亚奇先生交谈。他像一个朋友一样对我说话。但我不能忘记可怜的兰塞姆。当日子一天天过去时，我变得越来越担忧了。我明白，当船抵达卡罗来纳时，我将不再是个自由人，而是一个奴隶了。我使劲想，但似乎没有逃跑的方法。

大约一周以后，在非常恶劣的天气条件下，我们沿苏格兰北部的礁岩海岸行驶着。由于大雾弥漫，很难看见什么东西。一天晚上，传来一声猛烈的撞击声，高级船员们都跑出去看看发生了什么。我以为我们的船撞上了一块岩石，但实际上撞上的是一条小船。我们观看时，小船碎成了两半，除了一位乘客外其余的人连船一起沉入海底了。在撞船的那一刻，这个人用力跳起来，抓住了我们这条船的船舷，挣扎着上了船。

船长把他带进了后甲板室里。他个子有点小，但身体强壮，长着一张开朗的、晒黑的脸和一双明亮的、愉快的眼睛。当他脱下长大衣时，我看见他带着一对手枪，佩着一把剑。虽然他的生命显然处于极大的危险之中，但他看起来很镇静，有礼貌地和船长说着话。霍齐亚森饶有兴趣地打量着那个男人的衣服。他戴着一顶插有羽毛的帽子，穿着一件带银扣子的蓝外衣，脖子那儿有一圈看似贵重的花边。

“撞船的事我很抱歉，先生。”船长说道。

“今天我失去了一些好朋友，”陌生人回答道，“这比失掉10条船更糟糕。”

“唔，先生，这世界上人比船多，”船长回答道，眼睛仍紧紧地盯着陌生人，“我知道，因为我和你一样曾经在法国待过。”

船长既清晰又当心地吐出了最后几个字。它们似乎有一种特殊的含义。陌生人迅速地把手搁到手枪上。

“别担心。”霍齐亚森说道，“你穿着一件法国士兵的外套，但又操着苏格兰口音，那不假，但现今有很多诚实的人都这样。”

“好吧，先生，”陌生人说道，“我必须告诉你，我是那些以自己在1745年反抗英格兰国王、为家园而战、为部族而战、为国家而战为荣的诚实的高地人之一。我还得告诉你另外一件事。如果乔治国王的士兵发现我，我将会有麻烦。我要去法国，我的一些族人现在住在那儿。但是在雾中我的小船错过了来接我的法国船。如果你能把我带到法国的话，我将好好酬谢你。”

他打开钱包，示意那里面装满了金币。船长看看钱，接着又看看那人的脸，显得很激动。

“去法国？”他答道，“不，我不能那样做。但如果是去高地，对，我们还可以商量商量那个。”他们坐在一起，最后达成协议：船长将把陌生人带到苏格兰西北海岸的林荷湖，条件是给他60镑。在那儿这位高地人将置身于朋友之中，并因远离英格兰军队而很安全。他和霍齐亚森握握手，然后把我和陌生人单独留在一起。

他已告诉过船长金子不是他自己的：在1745年政变后，有些高地人逃到了法国，但他们在苏格兰的一些朋友和族人有时设法找到一点钱送给他们。这个人的任务是把钱带到法国，他尽可能频繁地潜入苏格兰来完成这项任务。我认为他很勇敢。“如果他被英格兰军队抓住了，他们会杀了他！”我自言自语道。我喜欢他流露出的对于冒险生活的热爱。

他找我要威士忌时，我不得不去找船长要小橱子的钥匙。我发现霍齐亚森船长和高级船员们在一个角落里悄声地谈论着，我听到他们计划杀掉这位陌生人并偷走他的钱财。他们似乎认为我能帮他们，让我从后甲板室给他们偷偷地拿些枪来。我慢慢地回到陌生人那儿，不清楚该怎么办。但当我进了后甲板室并看见他在吃晚餐时，我立刻做出了决定。

“他们将袭击你并杀害你！”我告诉他。

“什么？！”他惊叫着，跳起身来。“你能站在我这边，反对他们吗？”

“我会！我不是贼，也不是杀人犯！”我勇气十足地回答道。

“你拥护乔治国王吗？”

“差不多。”我回答。

“好的，差不多先生，你叫什么？”

“戴维·鲍尔弗，”我说着，接着我想到穿着这么好外衣的人一定喜欢出身高贵的人物，于是补了一句话，“肖斯庄园的。”

“我姓斯图尔特。”他骄傲地说道，“他们叫我艾伦·布雷克。斯图尔特是一个国王的姓氏，所以虽然我不能在姓氏上加上庄园的名号，但有斯图尔特这个姓对我来说已经够好的了。”他环顾四周。“听我说，戴维，我要干掉从这扇门进来的任何人。你一定要看着这窗户和我身后的门，并打死任何想进来的人。”

他给了我一把手枪。我非常害怕，但我尽力掩饰着不显露出来。船上似乎很安静。突然响起跑步声，并传来一声喊叫，接着我听到门廊处有打斗声。我掉头看了看，就在艾伦把剑刺进那个高级船员的身体时，我看见那是舒安先生。接着，又有几个人跑向我的门这儿来。我并不打算伤害他们，但事不宜迟。我举起手枪朝他们射击起来。一个人倒下了，另外的几个人跑掉了。过了一会儿，又有船员攻上来。艾伦一如既往地英勇战斗，他的剑这时都被血浸红了。很显然他很开心。我没有时间思考，但当窗户边又有两个人出现时，我也用枪射死了他们。现在地上有几具尸体了，血则到处都是。

忽然间我意识到我们胜利了，危险结束了。艾伦像赶绵羊似地赶着那班人出了后甲板室。当他回来时，他把我抱在怀里。

“戴维！”他叫道，“我爱你像爱我的兄弟一样。噢，伙计，难道我不是一个了不起的斗士？”我得同意。他从桌子上拿了一把刀，从他的蓝外衣上割下一颗银扣子。“拿着这个，戴维。这些扣子是从我父亲邓肯·斯图尔特那儿传下来的。无论你在哪儿拿出这颗扣子，艾伦·布雷克的朋友们都会来到你身边。”他像国王一样骄傲地说道，我控制着自己不笑出来。

我们睡在后甲板室里，整夜都轮流放着哨；第二天早晨船长过来对我们说话。“你赢得了战斗，先生。”他对艾伦说道，“我们现在要穿过小明奇，我将遵守诺言把你带到林荷湖。但你杀了我的主要的高级船员——舒安，没有了他，在这些多石的海岸边我不能安全地找到路。我们将绕着马尔岛走，但我警告你，那将会是危险的。”

霍齐亚森的担心是对的。整整一天，我和艾伦坐在后甲板舱室，互相讲述着我们自己生活中的故事；但是到了晚上时风刮得更紧了，水手们发现很难让船远离这些危险的岩石。当我们来到伊锐德岛（即较大的马尔岛附近的小岛）时，忽然间传来一声可怕的撞击声，我们意识到船撞到了一块岩石上。现在只能做一件事了——弃船并尽力通过小艇到岸上去。但当我们爬进小艇时，有一个大浪打过来，把我们中的一些人打进了海里。

我沉下浮上好几回。接着，我幸运地发现了一块木头，这块木头帮助我浮在水面。我看了看四周，但看不见艾伦，也看不见水手或小艇。我唯一的希望就是试着游到伊锐德岛，在月色中我能看见它离得不远。这很难，也很耗人体力，但我还是游到那儿了。终于踏到干地上时，我感到特别愉快舒适。


3
David is alone

It was a cold night, so I could not sit down to rest. Instead, I walked up and down on the beach, trying to keep warm. There was no sound except the crash of the waves. I felt very lonely and afraid.

In the morning I climbed a hill, and looked our over the sea, but there was nothing at all on the water. And around me on the island, I could not see any houses or people. I did not like to think what had happened to my friend Alan and the others, and I did not want to look at this emptiness any longer. So I climbed down again, and walked eastwards. I was hoping to find a house, where I could dry my clothes, and get something to eat.

I soon discovered that nobody lived on Earraid. It was too far to swim to Mull, which I could see across the water. I thought perhaps I could wade across, but when I tried it, the water was too deep, and I had to turn back. By now it had started to rain, and I felt very miserable.

Then I remembered the piece of wood, which had already saved my life once. It would help me to get across the sea to Mull! So I walked all the way back to the beach where I had arrived. The piece of wood was in the sea, so I waded into the water to get it. But as I came closer, it moved away from me. And when the water was too deep for me to stand, the piece of wood was still several metres away. I had to leave it, and went back to the beach. It was a terrible moment for me. I was feeling very tired, hungry and thirsty, with no hope of getting away from this lonely island. For the first time since leaving Essendean, I lay down and cried.

I do not want to remember the time that I spent on Earraid. I had nothing with me except my uncle's gold and Alan's silver button, and as I had never lived near the sea, I did not know what to eat or how to fish. In fact, I found some shellfish among the rocks on the coast, and ate them, but I was very sick afterwards. That was the only food that I could find, so I was always hungry on Earraid. All day and all night it rained heavily, but there was no roof or tree on the island, and my clothes were cold and wet on my body.

I chose to spend most of my time in the north of Earraid, on a little hill. From here I could see the old church on the island of Iona, not far away to the west, and smoke from people's houses on Mull, to the east. I used to watch this smoke, and think of the people there, and their comfortable lives. This gave me a little hope, in my lonely life among the rocks and the rain and the cold sea.

Two days passed, and on the third day two things happened. First, I discovered that I had lost almost all my money through a hole in my pocket. I only had three of my uncle's thirty-eight pounds left. But worse was to come. While I was sitting on a rock, looking out over Iona, I suddenly noticed a small boat moving fast through the water. I jumped to my feet and shouted as loudly as I could. The two men in the boat were near enough to hear. They shouted back in Gaelic, and laughed. But the boat did not turn, and sailed on, right in front of my eyes, to Iona.

I could not understand why they did not come to help me. I continued shouting wildly, although I could no longer see them. And then, I lay down and cried for the second time. This time I wasn't sad, but angry, because I thought that they had left me to die alone in that terrible place.

The next morning, I was surprised to see that the same men were sailing towards Earraid from Iona. At once I ran down to the rocky coast to meet them. The boat came near me, but stayed a few metres away in the water. There was a third man in the boat, who was talking and laughing with the others. Then he stood up and spoke fast to me in Gaelic, which I could not understand. But sometimes he used an English word, and once I heard the word 'tide'. This gave me a flash of hope.

'Do you' mean — that when the tide is low...?' I cried, and could not finish.

'Yes, yes,' he called back, 'tide,' and laughed again.

I turned my back on the boat and ran back excitedly to the east of the island, where Earraid was the closest to Mull. And sure enough, there was now only a little water between the islands. I was able to wade through it easily, and reached Mull with a happy shout. How stupid of me not to realize that it was possible to get to Mull, twice a day, at low tide! Now I felt very grateful to the boatmen for guessing my problem, and coming back to help me.

I walked towards the smoke that I had seen so often from Earraid, and reached a long, low house built of stone. Outside sat an old man, smoking his pipe in the sun. He spoke a little English, and told me that the officers and sailors from the ship had all arrived there safely a few days before.

'Was one of them dressed in fine clothes?' I asked.

'Aye, there was one like that,' he smiled. 'Ye must be the lad with the silver button!'

'Why, yes!' I said, surprised.

'Well then, your friend says that ye must follow him to the house of his clansman, James Stewart, in Appin.'

He and his wife gave me food and drink, and let me sleep that night in their house. In the morning I thanked them for their kindness, and started my journey to Appin.

I walked across Mull to Torosay, where I took a boat across the water to Lochaline. Then I walked to Kingairlock, where I took another boat across Loch Linnhe to Appin. This took six days, and on my way I met and spoke to a number of travellers. I heard all about Alan's clan, the Stewarts, and their enemies, the Campbells. Although they were both High land clans, the Campbells and Stewarts had hated each other for years, and now the Campbells were helping the English army drive many Highlanders out of their homes. Indeed, in a day or two, I heard, red-haired Colin Campbell himself was coming to Appin, with King George's soldiers, to drive the Stew arts out and so destroy his enemies. But I also heard of James Stewart, head of the Stewart clan in Appin, and that he and his clansmen would dearly love to see Colin Campbell dead.

People also talked of a man called Alan Breck. Some called him a murderer; others said that he was a brave fighter. He was in danger every time he returned to the Highlands, because the English would pay a good price for him — dead or alive. I listened with interest to everything that they told me. But I liked it best when I heard Alan described as a fine man and an honest Highlander.

When I got out of the boat in Appin, I sat down among some trees to decide what to do next. Should I go on, and join Alan, whose friends were King George's enemies, and whose life was full of danger, or should I go back south again, quietly and safely, to the Lowlands?

As I was thinking, four men on horses came past me on the road. As soon as I saw these men, I decided to continue my adventure, although I cannot explain why. I stopped the first man, who was tall and red-haired.

'Could you tell me the way to James Stewart's house, sir?' I asked.

All the men looked at each other. The red-haired man did not reply, but spoke to one of the others, who looked like a lawyer. 'Is Stewart calling his people together, do ye think?'

The lawyer replied, 'We'd better wait here for the soldiers to join us, before we go any further.'

The red-haired man, I suddenly realized, must be Colin Campbell himself. 'If you're worried about me,' I said, 'I'm not a Stewart, but a Lowlander, and I'm for King George.'

'That's well said,' replied Campbell, 'but, if I may ask, why is an honest Lowlander like you so far from his home? Today is not a good day for travelling. This is the day when the Appin Stewarts have to leave their farms, and there may be trouble.'

He was turning to speak to the lawyer again, when there came a sudden bang from the hill, and Campbell fell off his horse. 'They've shot me!' he cried, holding his heart.

He died almost immediately. The men's faces were white as they looked down at his body. I saw something move on the hill, and noticed, among the trees, a man with a gun, turning away from the road.

'Look! The murderer!' I cried, and began to run up the hill towards him. He saw me chasing him, and went faster. Soon he disappeared behind a rock, and I could no longer see him. I stopped next to some trees, then I heard a voice below, on the road. The lawyer was shouting to a large number of redcoated soldiers, who had just joined the men around Campbell's dead body. 'Ten pounds if ye catch that lad!' he cried. 'He's one of the murderers! He stopped us on the road, to give the killer a better chance to shoot Campbell!'

Now I felt a new kind of fear. My life was in serious danger, although I had not done anything wrong. My mouth felt dry, and for a moment I could not move. I stood there in the open, on the hill, while the soldiers lifted their guns, ready to shoot.

'Jump in here among the trees,' said a voice near me.

I did not know what I was doing, but I obeyed. As I did so, I heard the banging of the guns, and realized that the soldiers were shooting at me. In the shadow of the trees, I found Alan Breck standing there. It was he who had spoken to me.



wade v. 涉水，蹚水。

thirsty adj. feeling a desire or need to drink. 口渴的。

shellfish n. 水生贝壳类动物。

lie down 躺下。

tide n. 潮，潮汐，潮水。

boatman n. man who rows or sails a small boat for pay. 船夫。

guess v. imagine. 猜测。

pipe n. 烟斗。

dearly adv. very much. 极，非常。

bang n. crash. 猛击，猛撞，砰的一声。

chase v. run after. 追逐，追赶，追击。


3　戴维是独自一人

晚上很冷，所以我不能坐下来休息。反之，我在沙滩上走来走去，来让自己暖和一点。除了波涛声外，再也没有别的声音了。我感到非常孤独，也很害怕。

早晨，我爬上一座小山，远望大海，但水面上什么也没有。而在岛上，我的四周也看不见人烟。我不愿多想我的朋友艾伦和别人到底出了什么事，而且我也不想再看这片荒野了。于是我又爬下来，朝东走去。我希望能找到一座房子，能在那儿弄干衣服并找点东西吃。

我很快就发现没有人居住在伊锐德。要游到马尔去太远了，隔着水我能看到那儿。我琢磨着也许能蹚过去，但我试图这样做时，水太深了，我不得不退回来。这时开始下起雨来，我感到非常难受。

接着我想起了那块木板，曾救过我性命的那块。它能帮着我渡过大海到达马尔！于是我返回到我到达时的那片海滩。那块木头在海里，因此我蹚水去取它。可是，我一靠近，木头就从我身边漂走了。水深得我都站不住时，那片木头离我还有几米远。我不得不随它去，回到岸上。这一刻我很难受。我感到非常累，又饥又渴，觉得没有希望从这个孤岛上逃生。离开埃森丁后我第一次躺下来哭了起来。

我不想再记起我在伊锐德岛的日子。除了我叔叔的金子和艾伦的银扣子，我一无所有；而且因为以前我从来没有在海边生活过，我不知道该吃什么或怎样捕鱼。事实上，在海岸的礁石中间我找到了一些贝类，吃了，但过后我感到非常恶心。那是我所能找到的唯一食品，因此在伊锐德岛我总是处于饥饿状态。整天整夜雨都下得很大，但岛上没有树，也没有屋檐，我的衣服裹着身体，又冷又潮。

我把我的大部分时间花在伊锐德岛北部的一座小山上。从这儿我能看见西边不远处爱欧娜岛上古老的教堂和东边马尔岛上的住户的房中冒出的炊烟。我望着炊烟，想像着生活在那里的人们和他们舒适的生活。这给我在凄风冷海中、在礁石之间度过的孤独的生活带来一丝希望。

[image: alt]

两天过去了，第三天发生了两件事。首先，我发现我几乎所有的钱都从口袋上的一个洞里漏掉了。叔叔给我的38镑钱只剩下3镑。可是更糟糕的事接踵而至了。当我坐在一块礁石上远望比爱欧娜岛更远处时，我忽然注意到一条小船飞快地驶过水面。我跳了起来，竭尽全力地呼叫。船上的那两个人离我近到了能够听到我的声音的程度。他们用盖尔语对我大声回话，大笑着。但船没有掉头，继续向前驶着，在我眼巴巴的注视之下直至爱欧娜岛。

我不明白他们为什么不来帮助我。虽然我看不见他们了，但我继续大声喊叫。接着，我躺下来，又一次哭了。这一次我并不伤心，而是气愤，因为我想到他们把我留在这个可怕的地方，让我孤零零地死去。

第二天早上，我惊奇地看见正是那两个人从爱欧娜岛向伊锐德岛驶来。我立刻跑下来，来到礁岩岸边迎接他们。船到了我附近，但停在水中离我几米远处。船上除这两个人外，还有一个人，他正和另外两个人说笑着。然后他站起来，用盖尔语对我飞快地说起话来，可我听不懂。但有时他也用一个英语单词，一次我听到“潮水”这个词。这给了我一丝希望。

“您是说——当潮水退低时……？”我大声地喊着，激动得语不成句。

“对，对，”他回话道，“潮水。”接着又笑了。

我转过身，背对着小船，激动地跑回小岛的东端，在那儿伊锐德岛离马尔岛最近。而且很肯定的是现在两岛之间的水很少。我轻轻松松地蹬过去，随着一声欢快的叫声，我到达了马尔。我多傻，竟没有意识到我能趁低潮时一天两次地到马尔！我非常感激那些船夫，他们猜到了我的困境，而且还回来帮助我。

我向我在伊锐德岛上曾这么多次地看到的那缕炊烟走去，到了一座长长的、低矮的石屋那儿。屋外坐着一位老人，正在太阳下抽着烟斗。他能讲一点儿英语，告诉我那条船上的高级船员和水手几天前就已安全地到达了那儿。

“其中有一位穿着考究的人吗？”我问道。

“对，有像那么回事的一位。”他微笑着，“你一定是那个有银扣子的小伙子！”

“哎，我是！”我说道，感到很惊讶。

“那样的话，你的朋友说你一定得跟着他到他族人詹姆斯·斯图尔特的家里去，在阿平。”

他和妻子给我吃的和喝的，并让我夜晚睡在他们家里。早晨我谢过了他们的好意，开始了去往阿平的旅途。

我步行穿过马尔岛来到托罗塞岛，从那儿乘船来到洛哈林。接着我走到金盖尔洛克，在那儿又乘船穿过林荷湖到达阿平。这花了我6天时间，一路上我遇到了不少赶路人并和他们交谈。我听说了艾伦的氏族斯图尔特人和他们的仇人坎贝尔人的所有的事。虽然他们都是苏格兰高地氏族，但坎贝尔人和斯图尔特人互相仇恨已有数年之久，而且坎贝尔人现在正在帮着英格兰部队把很多高地人驱赶出他们的家园。事实上，我听说一两天后长着红头发的科林·坎贝尔将带领乔治国王的部队到阿平驱逐斯图尔特人，打垮他的敌人。但我又听说阿平的斯图尔特氏族头领詹姆斯·斯图尔特和他的族人将非常喜欢看到科林·坎贝尔被打死。

人们也谈论一个叫艾伦·布雷克的人。有人叫他杀人犯，也有另外一些人说他是个英勇的斗士。英格兰人出高价悬赏捉拿他——不管他是活还是死，所以每次他返回苏格兰高地时都处在危险之中。我饶有兴趣地听着人们告诉我的每一件事。但我最喜欢听到艾伦被描绘成一个品德不错的人和一个诚实的苏格兰高地人。

我在阿平下船后，在一片树丛中坐下来决定下一步该怎么办。是继续向前、伴随有着与乔治国王为敌的朋友并且生活充满了危险的艾伦呢，还是悄悄地、安全地又回南方到低地去？

当我思考时，四个人骑着马从我面前走过。虽然我无法解释原因，但我一看见他们就决定继续我的冒险。我挡住了第一个人，那是个高个子并长着红头发。

“您能告诉我去詹姆斯·斯图尔特家怎么走吗，先生？”我问道。

所有的人互相看着。长红头发的人没有回答我，却对其余人中一个看似律师的人说：“你是否认为斯图尔特正在召集他的民众呢？”

律师回答道：“在我们继续走之前，最好在这儿等士兵来会合我们。”

我猛然意识到这个长红头发的人一定是科林·坎贝尔本人。“如果你们为我烦恼的话，”我说，“我可以告诉你，我可不是斯图尔特人，而是一个低地人，我站在乔治国王一边。”

“这话说得漂亮。”坎贝尔回答道，“但是，允许我问一句，为什么像你这样一个诚实的低地人要远离你的家园呢？今天并不是个适于旅行的好天。就是在今天所有的在阿平的斯图尔特人都得离开他们的农场，这可能会有事端。”

忽然从山上传来砰的一声时，他正又扭头和他的律师说话，接着他就应声落马了。“他们打中了我！”他手捂着心脏，喊着。

他几乎马上就死了，当他们俯视着他的尸体时，他们的脸像纸一样苍白。我看见小山上有什么东西在移动，并透过树丛注意到有一个带枪的人从路上跑开了。

“看！杀人犯！”我叫着，开始拔腿上山向他跑去。他看见我追他，跑得更快了。很快他在一块岩石后消失了，我再也看不见他了。我在一些树旁停住了，接着听到从下面的路上传来说话声。律师正对着一大群身穿红色制服的士兵大喊，他们刚刚赶来与围在坎贝尔尸身旁的那些人会合。“谁抓住那个小伙子，给谁10镑！”他喊道。“他是其中的一个谋杀犯！他在路上截住我们，给刺杀者向坎贝尔开枪的良机！”

现在我感到一种别样的恐惧。虽然我什么都没做错，但我的生命处在巨大的危险之中。我口干舌燥，有一会儿竟不能动弹。我站在山上的空旷处，而这时士兵们举起了枪，准备射击。

“跳进这里，到树丛里来。”我附近有个声音说道。

我不知道自己在干什么，但我照样儿做了。我这么做时，听到了枪的砰砰声，并意识到士兵们在向我开枪。在树的阴暗处，我发现艾伦·布雷克站在那儿。刚才是他和我说话。


4
Escape through the heather

We had no time for conversation. 'Come!' Alan said, and started running along the side of the hill, keeping low to the ground. I followed him like a sheep. We ran and ran, faster than I had ever run before, and my heart was beating wildly. Sometimes, to my surprise, Alan straightened his back and showed himself to the soldiers who were chasing us.

After fifteen minutes, Alan stopped, lay flat in the heather, and turned to me. 'Now,' he said, 'this is serious. Do what I do, if ye don't want to die.' And just as fast, but much more carefully and secretly, we went back almost the same way that we had come. At last we arrived back in the wood where I had found Alan.

We fell down in the heather, and lay without moving for a long time. My legs hurt, my head was aching, and I thought I was dead.

Alan was the first to speak. 'Well.' he said, 'that was hot work, David.'

I said nothing. I had seen murder done. I knew that Colin Campbell had been Alan's greatest enemy, and I had found Alan hiding in the wood. Although I didn't think that he had actually shot Campbell, I felt sure that he had planned the killing. I coult not look at him.

'Are ye still tired?' he asked.

'No,' I replied, my face turned away from him, 'no, I'm not tired now. Alan, I can't stay with you, I must leave you. I liked you very much, but we're two different people, that's all.'

'Ye must explain what ye mean by that, David,' said Alan, looking very serious.

'Alan, why do you ask? You know very well that Colin Campbell is lying dead in the road in his own blood.'

Alan was silent for a moment. 'Well, Mr Balfour of Shaws,' he said at last, 'I promise ye that I did not plan the murder, or know anything about it.'

'Thank God for that!' I cried, and offered him my hand.

He did not appear to see it. 'I don't know why ye're so worried about a dead Campbell,' he said.

'I know that you hate their clan, Alan, but taking a life in cold blood is a terrible thing to do. Do you know who did it?'

'I wouldn't recognize him again,' said Alan, shaking his head sadly, 'I'm good at forgetting, David.'

I had to laugh at that. Then I remembered something. 'But when we were running away, you showed yourself to the soldiers, to give the murderer a chance to escape!'

'Any Highlander would do that. The best place for the lad who shot Colin Campbell is the heather, and we must all do what we can to help him keep away from the soldiers.'

I shook my head at this. These Highlanders were strange, wild people, to be sure. But Alan was ready to die for what he thought was right, and I liked him for that. I offered him my hand again, and this time he took it.

'Now, David,' he said, 'we must escape too. The Campbells will accuse us both of the murder.'

'But we didn't do it!' I cried. 'We can prove that in court!'

'Man, I'm surprised at ye,' said Alan. 'Do ye not know that if a Campbell is killed, the accused has to go to court in Inveraray, in the heart of Campbell country? When the Campbell lawyers have finished with ye, ye'll be dead!'

This frightened me a little. 'Al1 right, Alan,' I said. 'I'll go with you.'

'But remember,' said Alan, 'it'll be a hard life. Ye'll have to sleep in the open air, and ye'll often have an empty stomach. Ye can choose — either live in the heather with me, or die at the hands of the Campbells.'

'That's easy to decide,' I said, and we shook hands on it.

When we looked between the trees, we could just see the redcoats of the soldiers, still moving away from us across the hills. Alan smiled, and told me that we would go first to the house of his clansman, James Stewart, and then to the Low lands. The Campbells and the English soldiers would not think of looking for us there, and Alan could find a place on a ship sailing to France.

We walked for several hours, and arrived that night at a large house in a valley. There were lights in all the windows, and people were running in and out of the open doors. Alan whistled three times, and we were met at the door by a tall, good-looking man of about fifty, who welcomed us in Gaelic.

'James Stewart,' said Alan, 'I'll ask ye to speak in English, because my friend here comes from the Lowlands, and cannot speak Gaelic.'

James spoke politely to me for a few moments, but soon he turned back to Alan, with a very worried look on his face. 'This is a terrible accident,' he said. 'It will bring trouble to all of us!'

'Well, man,' said Alan, 'ye should be grateful that Colin Campbell is dead!'

'Aye,' replied James, 'but he was killed in Appin, remember that, Alan, so it's the Appin Stewarts who'll be accused. And I'm a man with a family!'

I looked around me. Men with white, frightened faces were hurrying here and there, without any clear idea of what they ought to do first. Some were hiding guns and swords, while others were burning papers. When James saw me looking surprised, he explained, 'The soldiers'll search my house first, ye see, and I don't want them to find anything.'

We went inside, and met James's wife and children, who were crying in a corner. I felt very sorry for them, but we did not have much time to talk. Alan explained what we needed for our escape, and soon James's men brought us two swords, two pistols, some food, a cooking pot and a bottle of whisky. We needed money too, because Alan had given his gold to another man to take to France. But James had only a little to give us.

'Ye must find a safe place somewhere near,' he said, 'and send me a message. I'll find some more money for ye, and send it to ye. But, Alan,' and here he stopped for a moment, biting his finger worriedly, 'I'll have to accuse ye of killing that Campbell. I'll have to! If I don't, they'll accuse me! I have to think of myself and my family! Do ye see that?'

'Aye,' said Alan slowly. 'I see that.'

'And I'll have to accuse your friend from the Lowlands too. Ye see that, Alan — say that ye see that!'

Alan's face went red. 'It's hard on me. James! I brought him here, and now my friends accuse him of murder!'

'But just think, Alan, man!' cried James. 'The Campbells will be sure to accuse him. And I have children!'

'Well, sir,' said Alan, turning to me, 'what do ye say? If ye do not agree, I won't let James do it.'

'I cannot understand why we don't accuse the man who did kill Campbell,' I replied sharply, 'but accuse me, Mr Stewart, if you like, accuse Alan, accuse King George! I am Alan's friend, and if I can help his friends in any way, I don't mind the danger.'

So that night we started our long journey to the Lowlands. Sometimes we walked, and sometimes we ran. But although we travelled as fast as we could, daylight began to appear before we had found a good hiding-place. We were in the rocky valley of Glencoe, with high mountains on both sides, and a river running fast through the middle. Alan was clearly worried. 'The soldiers will find us easily here,' he said. He looked around, and saw a great rock, about seven metres high. With difficulty we both climbed to the top of it. Then I saw why he had chosen it. The top of the rock was shaped like a plate, and there was room for two or three men to lie there, hidden from people in the valley.

At last Alan smiled. 'Aye,' he said. 'Now we have a chance. Ye can sleep for a while. I'll watch for soldiers.'

But when I woke up, several hours later, the valley was full of redcoats, and Alan was looking worried again. 'If they go up the sides of the mountains, they'll see us,' he said. 'We'll just have to stay here and hope they don't. When it's dark, we'll try to get past them.'

That was a terrible day. We lay on the rock, baking in the sun, with no water, only whisky, to drink. We could hear the English voices of the soldiers all around us, but luckily they did not look up at our rock. In the afternoon, when the soldiers seemed sleepy after their lunch, we decided to try to escape, and we climbed very quietly down from the rock. The soldiers did not notice us as we moved carefully from rock to rock, and soon we were safely in the next valley. That evening we washed ourselves in the river, and ate cold porridge, which is a good meal for a hungry man. We continued walking eastwards all night, over the great dark mountains. Alan was very pleased that we had left the soldiers behind, and whistled happily as he walked.

Before daylight we reached a cave that Alan had used before, and here we stayed hidden for five days. Alan went down one night to the nearest village, to the house of one of his clansmen. He sent this man to James Stewart, to tell him where we were hiding, and after three days the clansman re turned, with a purse of money for us and a message from Mrs Stewart. We discovered that James was already in prison, accused of murder, although people were saying that Alan Breck had actually fired the shot. And there was a price of one hundred pounds on my head, as well as on Alan's.

I began to think that I would be safer alone. Alan was very recognizable in his fine French clothes. It was going to be dangerous to stay with Alan, and expensive, too. Mrs Stewart had only managed to send five pounds, and Alan had to travel as far as France. But I still had two pounds, and only needed to reach Queensferry, so I would have to give some of my money to Alan. Staying with Alan meant both danger and expense.

But my honest friend did not think in this way at all. He felt sure that he was helping me. So what could I do, except keep quiet, and hope that everything would be all right?

We started travelling again, across the mountains, and by daylight came to wild, open moors, covered with purple heather. Because anyone on the hills around us could easily see us when we stood up, we had to walk or run on our hands and feet, like animals. It was another hot summer day, and my back ached badly after a few hours. I wanted a rest and a drink of water, but when we stopped, we saw the redcoats of soldiers on one of the hills, and we had to go on.

We walked or ran all day and all night. People who talk of tiredness do not know what the word really means. I did not know who I was or where I was going, and I did not care. I thought that every step would be my last, and I hoped that death would come soon. Alan drove me onwards, and I felt that I hated him, but I was too afraid of him to stop and rest.

When daylight returned, we were stupid with tiredness, and had become careless. Suddenly, three or four wild-looking men jumped out of the heather, and took us prisoner. I was not afraid, only happy to stop running for a moment. But Alan spoke to them in Gaelic.

'These are Cluny Macpherson's men,' he said quietly to me. 'Ye remember him, the head of the Macpherson clan? They fought well against the English in the Forty-Five. After that, he didn't go to France, like the other clan chiefs. No, he's been hiding here ever since, and the soldiers have never managed to find him. His clansmen bring him what he needs.'

We were taken to a cave, well hidden by trees and rocks, and Cluny Macpherson himself came forward to welcome us, like a king in his palace. He seemed to live well in his cave, and he offered us an excellent meal, prepared by his cook. Bur I was too tired to eat, so I lay down at once and slept. In fact, although I did not know it, I was seriously ill, and could not get up for two days. I woke up once, in a kind of fog, to find Cluny and Alan playing cards, and a second time, to hear Alan asking to borrow my money. I was too sick and sleepy to refuse, and gave him my purse.

But when I woke up again, on the third day, I felt much better, although not very strong. I noticed that Alan was looking very ashamed, and I realized at once what had happened.

'David,' he said miserably, 'I've lost all our money at cards, yours as well as mine.'

'No, no, ye haven't lost it!' cried Cluny. 'Of course I'll give your money back. It was just a game. I wouldn't keep your money. Here!' And he pulled gold coins out of his pocket.

I did not know if it was right to accept the money or not, but we needed it, so I thanked Cluny and put the coins in my purse. But I was very angry with Alan, and as we left Cluny's cave and continued our journey, I refused to speak to him.

At first Alan tried hard to talk to me. He said that he was sorry, and that he loved me like a brother. He was worried about my health, and offered me a hand when we crossed a river or climbed a hill. But after two or three days, when he realized that I was still angry with him, he too became angry, and laughed at me when I fell, or seemed tired.

We travelled by night, through endless rain and strong winds, and slept in the wet heather by day. I was feeling more and more miserable. My illness had returned, and I was beginning to think that this terrible journey would only end in my death. 'Alan will be sorry when I die!' I thought. How childish I was!

Alan continued to laugh at me and call me names, and by the sixth night I had had enough. I stopped and spoke angrily to him.' Mr Stewart,' I said, 'why do you laugh at me? I should laugh at you! You may have a king's name, but you're a loser! You spend your life running away! You're not brave enough to fight the Campbells and the English, and win!'

Alan looked sharply at me. 'David!' he said. 'There are things that ye should never say — things that can never be for gotten!'

'If you don't like what I say, I'm ready to fight,' I answered stupidly. I knew that I was not strong enough to hold a sword.

'David!' he cried. 'Are ye crazy? I cannot fight ye! It would be murder!' He pulled out his sword, and looked at me. 'No, I can't, I can't,' he said. And he dropped his sword on the ground.

When I saw how much he loved me, I was no longer angry, only sick, and sorry. I remembered all his kindness to me, and how he had always helped me through difficult times. Now I had lost that friend forever! My illness seemed to get worse and worse, and I could only just stand. I wanted to say that I was sorry, but I knew it was too late for that. Suddenly I realized that a cry for help was the only way of bringing Alan back to me.

'Alan!' I said, my voice shaking. 'If you cannot help me, I must just die here!' I did not need to pretend.

He looked up quickly, surprised. 'Can ye walk?'

'Not without help. Alan, if I die, will you forget what I said? In my heart, I've always been your friend, you know that.'

'Quiet!' cried Alan. 'Don't talk of dying! David, man, ye know...' He could not go on, but put his arm around me. 'Davie, I'm a bad friend to ye. I didn't remember that ye're just a bairn, I couldn't see that ye were dying on your feet...' He was almost crying. 'Hold on to me, Davie, and ye'll be grand.'

He helped me down into the valley to the nearest house, which luckily belonged to a clan who were friendly to the Stewarts. There I 1ay for several days, unable to move. Alan refused to leave me, and took the greatest care of me. Little by little I got better, with his help, and before a month had passed, we went on our way again.

This time we did not argue. We did not see any more soldiers, and our journey was easier now. We walked through the warm summer nights, ate our porridge, drank our whisky, and slept in the dry heather in the daytime. Now that we were in the Lowlands, we were almost safe, and we both felt happy and hopeful. When we crossed the Forth River by boat from Limekilns, we were only five kilometres from Queensferry, where Mr Rankeillor lived.



heather n. variety of heath with small light-purple or white flowers, common in Scotland. 石南属植物。

conversation n. talk. 谈话。

straighten v. make the body not bend. 挺直。

now adv. 语气词，表示解释、警告、安慰等，与时间无关。

worry v. fear, care about. 担心，担忧。

good at skilled in. 擅长。

stomach n. belly. 肚子。

shake hands 握手。

in and out 出入。

hard on sb. 对某人太苛刻

hiding-place n. place for hiding oneself. 躲藏地，藏身之地。

bake v. roast. 烤，暴晒。

eastwards adv. eastwardly. 向东。

whistle v. 吹口哨。

recognizable adj. easy to distinguish. 易于辨认的

expense n. cost 代价

moor n. wilderness. 荒野，沼泽地。

purple adj. 紫色的。

onwards adv. ongoing. 前进。

the Forty-Five（英史）詹姆斯二世党徒1745年发动的政变。

palace n. 宫殿。

play cards 玩牌。

ashamed adj. 羞愧的。

fall v. 跌倒，摔倒。

childish adj. 孩子气的。

call sb. names 谩骂某人。

bairn n. (Scot) kid （苏格兰语）小孩。

die on one's feet(Scot) die violently. （苏格兰语）暴死

little by little gradually. 逐渐地。


4　在石南丛中逃生

我们连谈话的时间都没有。“来！”艾伦说道，接着沿着山边、伏着身子跑起来。我像一只绵羊一样地跟着他。我们跑啊跑，我从来没有跑这么快过，我的心狂乱地跳着。令我惊讶的是，有时艾伦站直了腰，故意向追我们的士兵暴露他自己。
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15分钟后，艾伦停下来，平躺在草丛里，对我转过身来。“且听我讲，”他说，“这很严重。如果你不想死的话，照我做的做。”我们又和刚才一样快地、但更当心并更隐密地几乎是原路折回。最后我们又抵达了我以前发现艾伦的那片树林。

我们倒在石南丛里，一动不动地躺了很长一段时间。我的腿疼，头也疼，我想我要死了。

艾伦首先开了口。“唔，”他说道，“那可是一件棘手的事，戴维。”

我没说话。我目击了刺杀。我知道科林·坎贝尔一直是艾伦最恨的敌人而且当时我也发现艾伦躲在树丛里。虽然我认为他没有亲手杀死坎贝尔，但我敢肯定他预谋了刺杀。我当时无法正视他。

“你是不是还很累？”他问道。

“不，”我答道，把脸从他那边转开。“不，我现在不累。艾伦，我不能和你待在一起，我得离开你。我曾非常喜欢你，但我们是两个不同的人，就这些。”

“你得解释你那话是什么意思，戴维。”艾伦说道，表情非常严肃。

“艾伦，你为什么要问？你很清楚科林·坎贝尔正躺在路上血泊里，死了。”

艾伦沉默了一会儿。“好吧，肖斯庄园的鲍尔弗先生，”他最后说道，“我向你保证我没有预谋杀人，也不知道什么。”

“谢天谢地！”我喊道，并向他伸出了我的手。

他似乎没有看到。“我不明白你为什么这么关心一个死了的坎贝尔人。”他说道。

“我知道你恨他们氏族，艾伦，但是蓄意谋杀一个人是一件很可怕的事。你知道是谁干的吗？”

“我再也认不出他了。”艾伦说道，悲伤地摇摇头，“我很健忘，戴维。”

对此我只能笑笑而已。接着我又想起来什么了。“但是当我们逃路时，你把你自己暴露给士兵，就是为了给刺杀者一个逃跑的机会！”

“任何高地人都会那样做的。枪杀了科林·坎贝尔的小伙子的最佳栖身之处就是石南丛林，而且我们应该竭尽全力帮助他从士兵那儿脱身。”

我对此摇了摇头。这些高地人确实很怪，很野蛮。但是艾伦愿意为他认为对的东西而献身，我喜欢他这一点。我又向他伸出手去，这一次他握住了我的手。

“听我说，戴维，”他说道，“我们也必须逃跑。坎贝尔人将指控我们俩杀了人。”

“但是我们没有做！”我叫道，“我们能在法庭上证实那一点！”

“伙计，我对你感到惊讶。”艾伦回答道，“难道你不知道如果一个坎贝尔人被杀了，被指控的人得去坎贝尔人地域的中心因弗雷里当堂对簿吗？当坎贝尔的律师们和你走完过场之后，你也就要死了！”

这使我有点害怕了。“好吧，艾伦，”我说道，“我和你一起走。”

“但是记住，”艾伦说道，“生活将是艰苦的。你得睡在露天处，还得时常忍饥挨饿。你可以选择——要么和我一起在石南丛林中生活，要么死在坎贝尔人手里。”

“那很容易决定。”我说道，而且我们俩人握手言定。

当我们透过树丛看时，只能看见士兵们穿着的红制服还在山峦中移动，离我们渐渐远去了。艾伦微笑着，告诉我说我们将先去他的族人詹姆斯·斯图尔特家，然后再去低地。坎贝尔人和英格兰士兵不会想到去那儿找我们，艾伦也能找到一条开往法国的船。

我们走了几小时，那个晚上到达了某处山谷中的一座大房子。所有的窗户都亮着灯，人们从敞开的门内跑进跑出。艾伦吹了三声口哨，一个约莫五十岁、长相很好的高个儿男人在门口迎接我们，他用盖尔语欢迎我们。

“詹姆斯·斯图尔特，”艾伦说道，“因为我这儿这位朋友从低地来，并不会说盖尔语，所以请你说英语。”

詹姆斯很有礼貌地和我聊了一会儿，但是很快他又转身和艾伦说话，带着很担忧的神色。“这是一个可怕的意外。”他说道，“它将给我们所有人带来麻烦！”

“好吧，伙计，”艾伦说道，“科林·坎贝尔死了你应该感激才是！”

“对，”詹姆斯回答道，“但是他是在阿平被杀死的，记着这一点，艾伦，这样将被指控的是阿平的斯图尔特人。而且我是一个有家室的人！”

我环顾四周。脸色苍白、面色惊恐的人们一会儿在这儿、一会儿在那儿地操忙着，不清楚他们自己应该先做什么。一些人在藏枪和剑，而另外一些人在烧毁文件。当詹姆斯看见我面带惊讶时，他解释道：“你知道，士兵们会首先搜查我的房子，我不想让他们发现任何东西。”

我们走了进去，遇到了在墙角大哭的詹姆斯的妻小。我为他们感到很难受，但我们没有多少时间来交谈。艾伦解释了我们逃跑所需的东西，不一会儿詹姆斯的人给我们拿来两把剑、两枝手枪、一些食物、一个做饭用的锅和一瓶威士忌酒。我们也需要钱，因为艾伦已经把他的金子给了另一个人以便带到法国去。但是詹姆斯只有一点儿钱可以给我们。

“你得在附近某处找一个安全的地方，”他说道，“并给我送一个口信。我会给你再找一些钱，并送给你。但是，艾伦，”说到这儿，他停了一下，焦急地咬着手指，“我不得不指控你杀了那个坎贝尔。我得这样！如果我不这样，他们将指控我！我得为我自己和我家人着想！你明白吗？”

“嗯，”艾伦慢慢地说道，“我明白那一点。”

“而且，我也得指控你这个从低地来的朋友。你明白那个，艾伦——就说你明白那个！”

艾伦的脸红了。“这太难为我了，詹姆斯！我把他带到这儿，现在我的朋友们指控他犯了谋杀罪！”

“但是想想，艾伦，伙计！”詹姆斯叫道，“坎贝尔人一定会指控他。而且我有孩子！”

“唔，先生，”艾伦说道，向我转过身来，“你意下如何？如果你不同意，我不会让詹姆斯这么做的。”

“我不明白我们为什么不指控那个的确杀了坎贝尔的人。”我厉声回答道，“但是如果你喜欢，斯图尔特先生，就指控我，指控艾伦，指控乔治国王吧！我是艾伦的朋友，而且如果我能在任何方面帮助他的朋友们，我不会在意危险的。”

于是那天晚上我们开始了去低地的漫漫征途。我们有时候慢走，有时候快跑。但是虽然我们尽快赶路，在我们找到一个好的栖身之地前天已开始亮了。现在我们在岩石嶙峋的格伦科山谷里，两边高山林立，中间有一条河急湍而过。艾伦显然很着急。“在这儿士兵很容易发现我们。”他说道。他看了看四周，看见了一块大岩石，大约七米高。我们俩费劲地爬到了上面。那时我才明白了他为什么要选择这块岩石。岩石的上面像一个盘子一样，可以躺两三个人，能躲过山谷里的人。

艾伦终于微笑了。“好了。”他说道，“我们现在有个逃生的机会。你可以睡一会儿。我来留神当兵的。”

但当我几个小时后醒来时，山谷里满是英国士兵，艾伦看起来又着急了。“如果他们爬上山侧，他们会看见我们。”他说道，“我们得待在这儿，希望他们别爬上来。天黑时，我们试着超过他们。”

那一天很难受。我们躺在岩石上，被太阳暴晒着，没有水，只有威士忌喝。我们能听到四周都是士兵们的英语声，但是幸运的是他们没有抬头看我们所在的岩石。下午，趁士兵们用完午饭显得困倦时，我们决定试着逃跑，便从岩石上悄悄地爬下来。当我们小心翼翼地从一块岩石爬上另一块岩石时，士兵们没有发现我们，很快我们就安全地在下一个山谷了。那天傍晚我们在河里洗了洗，喝了冷粥。对于一个饥饿的人来说那是一顿美餐。整个晚上我们继续向东走着，越过了高大漆黑的山脉。艾伦为我们把士兵抛到后面而高兴，而且走路时还开心地吹起口哨。

天亮前我们到了艾伦过去住过的一个山洞，我们在这儿待了5天。一天晚上艾伦下山去了最近的一个村庄里他的一个族人家。他派这个人去詹姆斯·斯图尔特那儿，以告诉他我们的藏身之地；3天后这个族人回来了，给我们带来一袋钱和斯图尔特太太捎来的口信。我们得知詹姆斯已经被捕入狱了，被指控犯有谋杀罪，尽管人们说实际上是艾伦·布雷克开的枪。对艾伦和我的人头的悬赏都是100镑。

我开始想我单独行动会更安全些。艾伦身穿考究的法国衣服，很容易被人认出来。和艾伦待在一起将是危险的，花销也大。斯图尔特太太想尽办法也只弄来5镑，而艾伦还得远去法国。但我还有两镑，而且只需要到昆斯费里，这样我得把我的一些钱分给艾伦。和艾伦待在一起意味着危险和花费。

但是我诚实的朋友压根儿不这么想。他确信他在帮助我。这样我除了保持沉默、希望一切平安外还能做什么？

我们又开始旅行了，翻山越岭，到天亮时来到满是紫色石南的、空旷的荒野。因为我们站起来时周围小山上的人能够很容易地看见我们，我们只能像动物一样手脚并用地爬或者跑。这又是一个炎热的夏日，几个小时后我的背痛得厉害。我需要休息，需要喝点水；但当我们停下来时，我们看见其中的一座小山上有士兵们穿的红制服，我们又得走下去。

整天整夜我们都在走或者跑。口头说累的人其实不理解这个词的真实含义：我不知道我是谁或我往哪儿去，我也不在乎、我想每一步都可能是我能走的最后一步，而且我希望死神能够很快来临：艾伦催着我往前走，我感到我恨他，但是我太害怕他，以致不敢停下来休息。

天又亮时，我们累得都迟钝了，都变得麻木了。忽然，三四个外貌粗野的人从石南丛中跳出来，把我们当俘虏抓起来。我不害怕，只高兴能停止跑一会儿。但是艾伦用盖尔语对他们说话。

“这些是克兰尼·麦克弗森的人。”他低声对我说，“你记得他，麦克弗森家族的头领吗？在1745年政变中他们英勇抗击英格兰军队。那以后，他像其他部族领袖一样没有去法国。对，那以后他一直躲在这儿，士兵们也从来没有发现他。他家族的人给他提供他所需要的。”

我们被带到一个被树木和岩石遮掩得很好的山洞，克兰尼·麦克弗森像一个国王在自己的王国里一样上前欢迎我们。看起来他在洞穴里过得很好，他给我们提供了一顿由他的厨师准备的佳肴。但是我太累了。吃不下，于是我立即躺下来睡觉。事实上，虽然我不知道，但是我是得了重病，两天都不能起床：一次我醒来，如坠雾里，发现克兰尼和艾伦在打牌；又有一次，听见艾伦向我借钱。我病得太厉害，又太困，不能够拒绝。就把我的钱包给了他。

但在第三天，当我又醒过来时，我感到好多了，虽然还不太强壮。我注意到艾伦看起来很羞愧，我马上意识到发生了什么。

“戴维，”他难过地说道，“我玩牌输掉了我们所有的钱，你的和我的。”

“没有，没有，你没有输钱！”克兰尼叫道，“我当然要退你钱。只是玩玩而已。我不会要你的钱。给！”他从口袋里掏出金币。

我不知道接受钱是对还是不对，但我们需要它，于是我谢过克兰尼并把金币放到我钱包里。但是我对艾伦很生气，我们离开克兰尼的山洞继续旅行时我拒绝和他说话。

最初艾伦竭力试着和我交谈。他说他很抱歉，说他像兄弟一样地爱我，他很担心我的健康，我们过河或者爬山时他主动伸手要帮我一把。两三天后，当他意识到我仍对他生气时，他也变得生气了，我跌倒或显得疲倦时他嘲笑我。

无论强风淫雨，我们都趁着夜幕行走，到了白天便在潮湿的石南丛里睡觉。我感到越来越难受了。我的病又复发了，我开始寻思这次可怕的旅行只会以我的死亡而告终。“当我死了，艾伦会伤心的！”我想，我多么孩子气啊！

艾伦继续嘲讽我并谩骂我，到了第六天晚上我实在是受够了。我停住脚，很生气地对他说话。“斯图尔特先生，”我说，“你为什么嘲笑我？我应该笑话你！你有国王的姓氏，但你却是输家！你把所有的时间都花在东藏西逃上！你没有勇气来和坎贝尔人及英格兰人战斗，也不会打胜仗的！”

艾伦严厉地看着我？“戴维！”他说道，“有很多事情你根本不应该说——有些事情说了之后是永远不会被忘却的！”

“如果你不喜欢我说的话，我准备决斗。”我傻乎乎地答道：我知道我连拿剑的力气都没有。

“戴维！”他叫道，“你疯了吗？我不会与你决斗的！那将是谋杀！”他拔出剑，看着我。“不，我不能，我不能。”他说道。他把剑扔到了地上。

当我看到他是多么爱我时，我已经不再生气了，只是难受，并感到抱歉。我记起了他对我的所有好处，而且他总是帮我渡过难关。现在我永远地失去了这个朋友！我的病愈来愈重了，我只能勉强站住。我想说对不起，但我知道太晚了。忽然，我意识到一声求助是把艾伦带回我身边的唯一办法。

“艾伦！”我说道，声音颤抖着。“如果你不能帮我，我就一定死在这儿了！”我不需要伪装。

他很快地抬起头，惊讶的样子：“你能走吗？”

“没人帮忙就不行。艾伦，如果我死了，你能忘掉我所说过的话吗？在我内心里，我一直是你的朋友，你知道的。”

“别说了！”艾伦叫道，“别提死！戴维，伙计，你知道……”他说不下去了，但用胳膊搂着我。“戴维，我是你的坏朋友。我当时记不得你只是一个小孩，我不能看着你暴死……”他差不多哭了。“抓牢我，戴维，你会好的。”

他帮助我下了山，进了山谷，来到最近的一座房子里。房子幸好属于一个对斯图尔特人很友好的部族。在那儿，我躺了几天，不能动弹。艾伦拒绝离开我，并极细心地照顾我。在他的帮助之下，我的身体一点点地好起来了；不到一个月，我们又上路了。

这一次我们不在争吵了。我们再没看见士兵，我们的旅途如今容易多了。温暖的夏夜里我们行走，吃麦片粥，喝威士忌；白天则睡在干燥的石南丛中。既然我们处于苏格兰低地，那就几乎安全了，我们俩都感到高兴，心里充满了希望。当我们乘船从莱姆基恩渡过福斯河时，我们离昆斯费里——就是兰基勒先生居住的地方——只有5公里路了。


5
David comes home

We decided that Alan would stay hidden in the fields, while I walked to Queensferry to find Mr Rankeillor. Alan promised not to come out until he heard me return. In order to be sure that it was me, he taught me to whistle a little Gaelic song. I have never forgotten it. I think that it will run in my head when I lie dying. Every time it comes to me, I think of that last day of my travels, with Alan whistling opposite me in the grass, while the first light of the sun touched his face.

Soon I arrived in Queensferry. When I saw people looking strangely at me, and realized how dirty my clothes were, I began to feel afraid. Would Mr Rankeillor want to talk to me? How could I prove who I was? I had no papers with me. I was too ashamed to ask any of the townspeople for help, so I walked up and down, not knowing what to do.

By midday I was tired and hungry. I stopped in front of a large house, with clean windows, flowers in the garden, and a dog sitting on the doorstep. Suddenly the door opened, and a large, well-dressed, kind-looking man came out.

'What are you doing here, my lad?' he asked.

'I'm looking for Mr Rankeillor's house, sir,' I answered.

'Well, I'm Rankeillor, and this is my house. Who are you?'

'My name is David Balfour,' I replied.

'David Balfour?' he repeated, and looked closely at me. 'Come inside, Mr Balfour, and we'll talk.'

In Mr Rankeillor's comfortable sitting-room, I told him the story of my early life, and explained that my uncle had paid Captain Hoseason to kidnap me and take me to sea.

The lawyer listened carefully. 'I heard that Hoseason's ship went down near the island of Mull two months ago,' he said. 'What have you been doing since then?'

'I can easily tell you, sir,' I replied, 'but if I tell you, a friend's life may be in danger. Promise me that you will not get him into trouble, or tell the soldiers about him!'

Although he looked a little worried at first, he promised, and I told him the rest of my adventures. While I talked, his eyes were closed and he seemed to be asleep, but I discovered soon afterwards that he had understood and remembered everything.

When I spoke the name of Alan Breck, he opened his eyes and sat up. 'Don't use unnecessary names, Mr Balfour,' he said. 'A lawyer has to be very careful, when discussing High landers. I don't think I heard your friend's name very well. Let's call him — Mr Thomson.'

'Of course,' I thought, 'all over Scotland people are talk ing about Alan, now that he's accused of the murder of Colin Campbell.' I was sure that Rankeillor had recognized his name. But I just smiled, and continued my story, using the name of Mr Thomson instead of Alan Breck.

'Well, well,' said the lawyer, when I had finished, 'what an exciting adventure! You will have to write it down one day! I had heard of you, Mr David, from your friends in Essendean, who wrote to me when they had no word from you. Your uncle then told me that he had given you money to study in Europe, but I did not think that was true. I'm afraid we all know that Ebenezer Balfour is not a very good or honest man! Then Captain Hoseason appeared, saying that you were lost when his ship went down. But now I understand what really happened, and I know that you are David Balfour.' He put a hand on my shoulder in a fatherly way and continued. 'You'll want to know about the house of Shaws. It's a strange story. When they were young, your father Alexander and his younger brother Ebenezer loved the same girl. Your father was always a kind, loving brother, so when the girl decided to marry him, Alexander left Cramond and let Ebenezer have the house and farmland. Well, I think it was a bad mistake. What happened was that your parents were always very poor, and Ebenezer became more and more interested in money. He never married, of course.'

'Well, sir,' I said, 'and now, what will happen?'

'Now that your father is dead,' replied the lawyer, 'you own the house of Shaws and the farms around it. But Ebenezer won't accept that, and it will be expensive if he wants us to prove it in court. In fact, we must stay out of court, if possible. The kidnapping will be difficult to prove, and we don't want people asking questions about your friend Mr Thomson. No, I think that we should leave Ebenezer at Shaws, where he's been for twenty-five years, and ask him to pay you some money every year, instead of giving you the house. What do you think?'

'That sounds excellent to me, sir,' I replied. 'But I think that we could accuse my uncle of kidnapping me. It's easier to prove than you think. Listen,' and I described my plan to him.

He was very pleased with it. 'Yes, Mr David, very good! If we can catch Ebenezer like that, he can't refuse to give you some of the money that belongs to you!' He called to his secretary, Torrance. 'You must come with us tonight, Torrance. You'll have to listen to the conversation you hear, and write it all down. And bring the Balfour papers with you.' Then he turned to me. 'But if I accept your plan, Mr David, I'll have to meet your friend Mr Thomson, who may be, I only say may be, a criminal.' He was silent for a while, thinking deeply, then went on, 'Well, let's talk of something different. Do you know, the other day, I saw Torrance in the street? But because I wasn't wearing my glasses, I didn't recognize him! My own secretary! Ha-ha-ha!' and he laughed happily at himself.

I smiled politely. 'Perhaps he's getting old,' I thought.

But later that evening, when Mr Rankeillor, Torrance and I were walking out of Queensferry, the lawyer suddenly cried out, laughing, 'Well, how stupid of me! I've forgotten my glasses!' And I understood why he had told me the story about Torrance. Now he could meet Alan, a man wanted for murder, and if the soldiers asked him later for information he could say that he never saw Alan clearly and could not possibly recognize him.

When we arrived near Alan's hiding-place, I whistled the little Highland song. When he appeared, we explained to him what we wanted him to do, and he readily agreed. So the four of us continued walking until we reached the house of Shaws.

It was a dark night, and there were no lights in the windows. My uncle was probably in bed. Mr Rankeillor, Torrance and I hid below the steps, near enough to hear any conversation, while Alan went straight up to the door and knocked loudly. After some time my uncle opened his bedroom window, and called down, in a frightened voice, 'What do ye want at this time of night? Who are ye?'

'I do not want to give ye my own name,' replied Alan, 'but I've come to talk to ye about someone called — David.'

'What!' cried my uncle. And after a moment, he said un happily, 'Will ye come inside, to discuss — the matter?'

'I will not,' said Alan sharply. 'It's here on this doorstep that we must talk. Come down and speak to me.'

After Ebenezer had thought about it, he decided to do what Alan wanted. It took him a long time to come downstairs, and a longer time to unlock the heavy door, but at last we saw him in the doorway, holding his gun in his shaking hands.

'Now,' said Alan, 'ye're intelligent enough to see that I'm a Highlander. I have friends who live near the island of Mull. Well, it seems that a ship went down near there, and soon afterwards my friends found a lad, half-dead, on the beach. Your nephew, Mr Balfour. Since then they've been taking care of him. And now they'd like to know, Mr Balfour, if ye want him back. Ye'll have to pay, if ye do. My friends are very poor.'

'I don't want him back,' said my uncle. 'He wasn't a good lad. I won't pay a shilling for him!'

'Blood's thicker than water, sir,' said Alan. 'He's your brother's son! But if ye don't want him back, will ye pay us to keep him? And ye'll have to hurry. I'm not waiting here all night!'

'Give me a minute to think, will ye?' cried my uncle.

'In two words, sir, do ye want us to kill or keep the lad?'

'Oh, sir!' cried Ebenezer. 'Don't talk of killing!'

'Well, killing's easier, and quicker, and cheaper.'

'I'm an honest man,' said my uncle, 'and no murderer.'

'Well, well,' replied Alan, 'and now how much will ye pay for us to keep him? First I need to know how much ye paid Hoseason to kidnap the lad. How much was it?'

'Hoseason? Kidnap? What are ye talking about, man?' screamed my uncle, jumping up and down on the doorstep.

'Hoseason himself has told me about it,' said Alan calmly, 'so ye needn't pretend. Just answer the question, or ye'll find my sword in your stomach!'

'Don't get angry!' cried my uncle. 'I gave him twenty pounds, that's all. But to be honest with ye — he was going to sell the lad as a slave, and keep that money, ye see.'

'Thank you, Mr Thomson, that's excellent,' said the lawyer, stepping forward. 'Good evening, Mr Balfour,' he said politely to the old man.

And, 'Good evening, uncle Ebenezer,' said I.

And, 'It's a grand evening, Mr Balfour,' added Torrance.

My uncle said nothing, but stood there on the doorstep with his mouth open. We took him into the kitchen, and sat down to discuss matters. After an hour, it was all decided. My uncle accepted that Shaws belonged to me, but he would stay there during his lifetime. He agreed to pay me money every year, and Mr Rankeillor would check that he did.

We all stayed that night at the house of Shaws. But while Alan and Torrance and Mr Rankeillor slept on the hard beds upstairs, I lay down on the kitchen chests, which now belonged to me. I, who had slept out on the hills for so many days and nights, was now the owner of a large house and several farms. My head was full of exciting plans and ideas, and I found it difficult to sleep.

The next day, while Mr Rankeillor and I were having breakfast together, I talked to him about Alan.

'Mr Thomson is still in danger,' said the lawyer. 'He must leave the country as soon as possible, and stay with his friends in France for a while. I'll give you money to buy him a place on a ship. He'll have to stay hidden until then.'

'And his clansman, James Stewart, who's in prison?' I asked. 'I know he didn't kill Colin Campbell. I saw the murderer! I must speak for James Stewart in court!'

'My dear boy,' said Rankeillor, 'it's dangerous for anyone to speak for a Stewart in a Campbell court. But you must do what you think is right. I'll write you a letter to a good lawyer who will be able to help Mr Thomson's clansman.' He stood up. 'Well, I think that we've finished our business here. must leave now, and go back to my work. Come and see me often, Mr David! Goodbye!'

Alan and I started walking towards Edinburgh, while Mr Rankeillor and Torrance turned back to Queensferry. We talked about what would happen next. Alan was going to hide in the countryside near Edinburgh, until it was safe for him to take a ship to France. When I had found him a place, I would send him a message. Then I planned to go back to the High lands to help James Stewart return to his family.

Alan and I walked slowly. We were both thinking that soon we would have to leave each other. And we had been through so much together! We stopped when we came to the top of the Corstorphine Hill, and looked down at Edinburgh. We knew that this was the moment to say goodbye, but we stood there silently for a while.

'Well, goodbye,' said Alan, and held out his hand.

'Goodbye,' I said, and took his hand. Then I went off downhill. I did not look back at him, but I felt very miserable, and wanted to sit down and cry like a baby.

Edinburgh was full of noise and traffic and people, but I did not notice any of that. All the time I was thinking of Alan on the hill, and there was an ice-cold feeling inside me.




In the months that followed, I kept Alan's silver button safe and often looked at it, remembering our escape through the heather in the wild Highlands. I felt proud to call Alan Breck Stewart my friend, and wondered if I would ever see him again. When I returned to the Highlands to help his clansman, James, I found that my adventures with the Stewarts were far from finished... but that is another story.



hide v. conceal 躲藏。

midday n. noon 中午。

sitting-room n. living room. 起居室。

fatherly adj. 父亲般的。

criminal n. convict, offender. 罪犯。

wanted adj. （特指）被警方通缉的。

nephew n. son of one's brother or sister. 侄子。

doorstep n. 门前的石阶。

in the countryside 在乡下。

it is the time/moment to do sth... 该做……的时候到了。


5　戴维回了家

我们决定，艾伦藏在田野里而我则步行到昆斯费里去找兰基勒先生。艾伦答应直到听到我回来他才出来。为了确定是我，他教我吹一首盖尔语小曲。我从来没有忘记它。我想这首歌会在我弥留之际时萦绕在我脑中。每当我想起这首歌，我就想到我们一起旅行的最后一天：在草丛中，艾伦躺在我对面吹着口哨，早晨的第一缕阳光抚摸着他的脸。

我很快就到了昆斯费里。当我看到人们奇怪地看着我时，我意识到我的衣服有多么脏，我开始害怕了。兰基勒先生会愿意和我说话吗？我怎样证明自己的身份？我随身没带任何证明文件。我太羞愧了，以至于不敢向任何市民求助，于是我走来走去，不知道该做什么。

到了正午我又累又饿。我在一座大房子前停住了，那房子窗户洁净，园子里有花，门阶上一条狗卧立着。门突然间开了，一个身材高大、穿着考究、和蔼可亲的人走了出来。

“小伙子，你在这儿干嘛？”他问道。

“我在找兰基勒先生的家，先生。”我答道。

“唔，我就是兰基勒，而且这就是我的家。你是谁？”

“我叫戴维·鲍尔弗。”

“戴维·鲍尔弗？”他重复了一遍，紧盯着我；“进来，鲍尔弗先生，我们谈一谈。”

在兰基勒先生舒适的客厅里，我给他讲述了我早年的故事，告诉他我的叔叔买通霍齐亚森船长诱拐了我并把我带到了海上。

律师认真地听着。“我听说霍齐亚森的船两个月前在马尔岛附近沉了。”他说道，“你从那以后一直在干什么？”

“告诉你很容易，先生，”我答道，“但如果告诉你，一位朋友的生命将受到威胁。答应我你不要使他陷入麻烦或向士兵告发他！”

虽然起初他看起来有点担心，但他答应了，我告诉他我其余的冒险经历。我说话时，他闭着眼，看起来像睡着了，但之后不久我发现他听明白了并记住了所有事情。

当我提到艾伦·布雷克这个名字时，他睁开了眼并坐正了。“不要用不必要的名字，鲍尔弗先生。”他说道，“律师在讨论苏格兰高地人时得非常小心。我认为我没太听清你朋友的名字。就让我们称他——汤姆森先生吧。”

“当然，”我想，“全苏格兰的人都在谈论艾伦，既然他被指控谋杀了科林·坎贝尔。”我确信兰基勒已经听清楚了他的名字。但我只是微微一笑，继续讲我的故事，用汤姆森先生这个名字代替艾伦·布雷克。

“唔，唔，”我讲完以后律师说道，“多惊险的经历啊！你真应该有朝一日把它写下来！我曾经从你在埃森丁的朋友那里听说过你，戴维先生，他们在没有你的消息时曾经写信给我。当时你的叔叔告诉我说他已经给你钱让你在欧洲学习，但我当时就想那不是真的。我想我们都知道埃比尼泽·鲍尔弗先生并不是一个好人或老实人！后来霍齐亚森船长出现了，说他的船下沉时你就不见了。但现在我知道到底发生了什么事。我知道你就是戴维·鲍尔弗。”他慈父般地把手放在我的肩上并继续说：“你可能想知道肖斯庄园的有关情况。这是一个奇特的故事。你父亲亚历山大和他的弟弟埃比尼泽年轻时爱上了同一个女孩。你父亲一直是一个友善的、讨人喜欢的兄弟，所以那个女孩决定嫁给他时他便离开了克莱蒙德并把房子和农场留给了埃比尼泽。唔，我想这是一个大错。所发生的事情是，你的父母一直很穷，而埃比尼泽越来越对金钱感兴趣。他从未结婚，当然了。”

“那么，先生，”我说，“现在又会怎么样呢？”

“既然你的父亲去世了，”律师回答说，“你就拥有肖斯庄园和周围的农场。但埃比尼泽不会接受，如果他要我们在法庭上证明这一点，那将花销很大。事实上我们必须尽可能不去法庭。这次诱拐很难证明，我们也不愿意让别人问一些关于你朋友汤姆森的问题。对，我想我们应该让埃比尼泽留在肖斯庄园，他在那儿已经待了25年了。而且我们可以要求他每年给你一些钱而不是要他把房子还你。你认为怎么样？”

“那样听起来很棒，先生。”我回答，“但我想我们可以控告我叔叔诱拐了我。证明起来比你想象得容易。听着，”我然后向他描述了我的计划。

他对此很高兴。“是，戴维先生，很好！如果我们能那样套住埃比尼泽的话，他不可能拒绝把本属于你的一些钱还给你！”他叫来他的秘书托伦斯：“今晚你必须和我们一起去，托伦斯。你必须认真听你听到的，并将其记录下来。并且带去与鲍尔弗家族有关的文件。”接着他转身对我说：“但是如果我接受了你的计划，戴维先生，我必须见一下你的朋友汤姆森先生。他可能是，我只是说可能是，一个罪犯。”他沉默了一会儿，沉思着，然后接着说：“好了，让我们聊一下别的什么事情。你知道吗？前几天我在街上看见了托伦斯，但因为当时我没带眼镜，我没有认出他来！我自己的秘书！哈哈哈！”他还自嘲地开怀大笑。

我礼貌地微微一笑。“可能他变老了，”我想。

但那天晚上，我、兰基勒先生和托伦斯走出昆斯费里后，兰基勒这位律师突然笑着叫道：“唉，我多愚蠢！我忘了我的眼镜！”于是我明白了他为什么给我讲关于托伦斯的故事。他现在可以见到正被人通缉捉拿的艾伦了，一旦士兵日后问他有关情况，他会讲他从未看清艾伦，也不可能认出他。

当我们靠近艾伦隐蔽的地方时，我用口哨吹起了那首高地小曲。艾伦出来以后，我们对他解释想让他做什么，他欣然同意了。于是我们四个人继续前行，直到到了肖斯庄园。

那天晚上很黑，窗户也没透出亮光。我叔叔可能上床睡觉了。我、兰基勒先生还有托伦斯藏在台阶下边，离房子近得可以听清任何谈话，而艾伦径直走向房门并大声敲了起来。过了一会儿之后我叔叔打开了他卧室的窗户，用惊恐的声音对下面叫道：“晚上这个时候你想干什么？你是谁？”

“我不想告诉你我自己的名字，”艾伦回答说，“但我来是想和你谈一下一个人——一个叫戴维的人的事情。”

“什么？！”我叔叔大叫起来。过了一会儿他不快地说：“你能进来谈一下——这事吗？”

“不行，”艾伦斩钉截铁地说，“我们得在门阶这儿说。下来对我说。”

埃比尼泽考虑了之后，决定做艾伦想要他做的事。他花了很长时间才到楼下，花了更长的时间才打开沉重的大门，但我们终于看到他站在门口，用他发抖的手握着枪。
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“现在，”艾伦说道，“你肯定已经看出来了我是一个高地人。我有几个朋友住在马尔岛附近。唔，似乎是有一条船在那儿附近沉没了，之后不久我的朋友们在沙滩上发现了一个奄奄一息的小伙子。是你的侄子，鲍尔弗先生。自那之后，他们一直在照顾他。现在他们想知道，鲍尔弗先生，你是否想让他回来。如果你同意，你必须付钱。我的朋友们很穷。”

“我不想让他回来。”我叔叔说，“他不是一个好小伙子。我不会为他付一个先令！”

“血浓于水，先生。”艾伦说，“他是你兄弟的儿子！但是如果你不让他回来，你愿意付我们钱以抚养他吗？而且你必须快一点儿。我不可能在这儿等你一晚上！”

“给我一分钟让我想一想，行不行？”我叔叔叫着。

两个字，先生，你是让我们杀他还是留他？”

“噢，先生！”埃比尼泽叫道，“不要谈杀！”

“唔，相比之下，杀是较简单、快捷又省钱的办法。”

“我是一个老实人，”我叔叔说，“不是一个杀人犯。”

“好了，好了，”艾伦说，“你现在愿意付多少钱给我们去抚养他？首先我想知道你付了多少钱给霍齐亚森让他去诱拐这个小伙子。是多少？”

“霍齐亚森？诱拐？你在说什么，伙计？”我叔叔尖叫着，气得在门阶那儿上下乱跳。

“霍齐亚森本人已告诉我这件事，”艾伦镇静地说着，“所以你不用装了。只管回答问题，不然你会发现我的剑将刺入你的肚子！”

“别生气，”我叔叔喊着，“我给他20镑，就那么多。但老实和你说——他想把这小伙子当奴隶卖掉，并且独吞那笔钱，你知道。”

“谢谢你，汤姆森先生，那太好了。”律师走上前说。“晚上好，鲍尔弗先生。”他礼貌地对这个老人说。

“晚上好，埃比尼泽叔叔。”我说。

“这真是一个重要的夜晚，鲍尔弗先生。”托伦斯补充道。

我叔叔什么也没说，张着嘴站在台阶上。我们带他进了厨房，坐下来商量事情。一个小时后，一切都定下来了。我叔叔同意肖斯庄园归我所有，但他要待在那儿度过余生。他同意每年付给我钱，而且兰基勒先生将监督他的行为。

那天晚上我们整夜都待在肖斯庄园。但当艾伦、托伦斯和兰基勒先生躺在楼上的硬床上睡觉时，我躺在厨房的柜子上，这些现在属于我了。这么多个日日夜夜我一直在山上露天躺着，而现在成了一幢大房子和几个农场的主人。我脑子里满是令人兴奋的计划和念头，我发现自己难以入睡。

第二天，当我和兰基勒先生一起用早餐时，我和他说起了艾伦。

“汤姆森先生仍然有危险。”律师说，“他必须尽快离开这个国家，和他在法国的朋友待一段时间。我将给你钱以便给他在船上买个舱位。在此之前他必须一直藏匿着。”

“还有他的同族人，詹姆斯·斯图尔特，就是还在监狱里的那位呢？”我问。“我知道他并没有杀害科林·坎贝尔。我看到了谋杀犯！我肯定会在法庭上为詹姆斯·斯图尔特说话的！”

“我亲爱的孩子，”兰基勒说，“每一个在坎贝尔族人的法庭上为斯图尔特人说话的人都会有危险的。但你应该做你认为对的事。我将为你给一个能帮助汤姆森先生的同族人的好律师写封信。”他站起来。“唔，我想我们在这儿的事已经结束了。我现在必须离开，回去做我的工作。常来看我吧，戴维先生！再见！”

我和艾伦开始向爱丁堡走去，而兰基勒先生和托伦斯则折回昆斯费里。我们讨论接下来怎么办。艾伦将躲在爱丁堡城附近的乡下，直到他坐船去法国脱离危险为止。我为他在船上找到了地方时，我将给他送个信。然后我计划回到高地帮助詹姆斯·斯图尔特回到自己的家。

我和艾伦慢慢地走着。我们都想着不久后我们将各自离去。而我们曾经在一起经历这么多事情！我们走到科西托芬小山的山顶的时候停了下来，俯瞰着爱丁堡。我们知道已经到了说再见的时候了，但我们在那儿静静地站了片刻。

“好了，再见，”艾伦说着，并伸出了他的手。

“再见，”我说，并握住了他的手。然后我下山去。我没有回头看他，但我感到很难受，很想坐在地上像小孩子一样大哭一场。

爱丁堡声音嘈杂，车水马龙，人群熙攘，但我一点儿没有注意到那些。我一直想着小山上的艾伦，心里感到冰冷。




之后的岁月里，我一直珍藏着艾伦的银扣，并且经常拿出来看一看，回忆着我们一起在荒凉的高地石南丛中逃跑的事。我为能把艾伦·布雷克·斯图尔特称为自己的朋友而自豪，我不知道我能否还能再见到他。当我回到高地去帮助他的族人詹姆斯时，我发现我和斯图尔特人在一起的历险还远未结束……但那是另外一个故事了。


Exercises

A Checking your understanding

Chapter 1 Who said these words in the story?

1 'Take this letter to the house of Shaws, near Cramond.'

2 'Black is the heart of Ebenezer Balfour!'

3 'A promise is a promise.'

4 'Watch out for the old man — he wants to hurt ye.'

5 'Help, help! Murder!'




Chapter 2 Who in this chapter...

1 ... was planning to sell David as a slave in North America?

2 ... killed the young sailor, Ransome?

3 ... was taking money to clansmen in France?

4 ... wanted to kill the stranger and steal his money?




Chapter 3 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 David found plenty of food on the island of Earraid.

2 He realized on the first day that he could easily wade across to Mull at low tide.

3 He saw the shooting of Colin Campbell in Appin.




Chapter 4 Find answers to these questions in the text.

1 How did Alan and David plan to escape from the English soldiers?

2 Why was James Stewart so worried?

3 What happened to all Alan's and David's money?

4 What did Alan do when David refused to speak to him?




Chapter 5 Write answers to these questions.

1 Why did David walk around in Queensferry until midday?

2 What name did Mr Rankeillor use for Alan Breck, and why?

3 Why did Ebenezer agree to pay David some money every year?

4 How did David feel when he said goodbye to Alan?

B Working with language

1 Put together these beginnings and endings of sentences.

1 I began to feel frightened and hopeless,

2 We all knew

3 Although his life had clearly been in great danger,

4 My only hope was to try to swim to Earraid,

5 who he meant.

6 as I lay there in the dark.

7 which I could see, not far away, in the moonlight.

8 he seemed very calm, and spoke politely to the captain.




2 Complete these sentences with information from the story.

1 When David learnt that his father was the elder brother, he...

2 It was dangerous for Alan to return to the Highlands, because...

3 David had to choose between escaping with Alan or...

4 Although David and Alan sometimes argued, they...

C Activities

1 Which were your most favourite, and least favourite, characters in the story? Why? Write a few lines to describe these people.

2 After David's friends in Essendean write to Mr Rankeillor, asking for news of David, Mr Rankeillor goes to visit Ebenezer Balfour. Write down their conversation.

3 We see the story through David's eyes. Imagine that you are Alan Breck, and describe one of these events from his point of view:

·the fight in the round-house on the ship;

·the argument between Alan and David after leaving Cluny Macpherson's cave.

4 'Blood's thicker than water.' Both Ebenezer Balfour and Alan Breck say this in the story. What does it mean? Write a few lines to explain it, and to say if you agree or disagree to it.
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内容简介

要想在生活中取得成功，需要哪些条件？聪明、好看、善良、勤奋、诚实？或者仅仅只是运气好？

邓瑞·梅钦是个乐天派。当他遇到麻烦时，决不会认输言败，哭天抹泪。他会主动去寻找机会，一旦发现机会，便会牢牢把握。当然，幸运之神也很眷顾着他。幸运的是伯爵夫人打算办场舞会，可邓瑞是如何弄到请柬的呢？幸运的是科多林夫人跟邓瑞的老板起了争执，可邓瑞是如何成为科多林太太的收租人的呢？更幸运的是“亚尔马号”在兰迪德诺附近海域沉没——可邓瑞是如何从这件事上赚得1000英镑的？

邓瑞生活的小镇叫伯斯利。镇上的人们喜欢能让他们欢笑的年轻人。“他真是个传奇。”他们说。他们迫不及待地想知道他下一次的奇遇……


THE CARD

If you want to be successful in life, what do you need? Do you need to be clever, good-looking, kind, hard-working, honest? Or just lucky?




Denry Machin is a cheerful kind of fellow. When he meets a problem, he doesn't lie down and cry about it. He looks for a chance, and when he sees one, he takes it with both hands. He has a lot of luck too, of course. It's lucky that the Countess decides to give a ball, but how does Denry manage to get an invitation? It's lucky that Mrs Codleyn has an argument with Denry's employer, but how does Denry become Mrs Codleyn's rent collector? And it's very lucky indeed for Denry when the Hjalmar goes down in the sea off Llandudno – but how does Denry make a thousand pounds out of it?




The people of Bursley, the town where Denry lives, love a young man who makes them laugh. 'He's a real card,' they say. They can't wait to hear about his next adventure...
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1
THE DANCE

Edward Henry Machin first saw daylight on the 27th of May, 1867, in Brougham Street in Bursley, the oldest of the Five Towns. Brougham Street goes down a hill to the canal, and contains a number of potbanks or pottery factories as well as some small houses. The rent for one of these houses was not high – only about twenty-three pence a week.

Edward Henry's mother (his father was dead) lived by making and washing clothes for fine ladies. She did not often laugh, and if you tried to argue with her, you never got very far. She was a woman of few words, and saved time every day by calling her son Denry, instead of Edward Henry.

Denry did not work hard at school, and boys who were lazy and not very clever usually just found jobs in the potbanks. Luckily, at the age of twelve, he won a place at the best school in Bursley. It happened like this. On the second day of the examination, Denry arrived a little early. As he walked around the examination room, he came to the teacher's desk, where he saw a list of names with the marks for the first day of the examination. The highest possible mark was thirty, but next to his name he saw the number 7. The numbers were written in pencil, and the pencil was on the desk. He picked it up, looked around the empty room, and at the door, and then wrote a 2 in front of the 7. Of course, this was not honest, but how many truly honest schoolboys are there? Denry was no worse than most of them.
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Denry looked around the empty room, and then wrote a 2 in front of the 7.

Denry did not do well at his new school, but he did not do badly either – and he was usually very pleased with himself. As he grew older, he continued to think well of himself. He knew that he was made for better things than a job in the potbanks, working with his hands.

*　　*　　*

When Denry was sixteen, his mother made a very fine dress for Mr Duncalf's sister. Mr Duncalf was the most important lawyer in Bursley. His sister was grateful to Mrs Machin, and so Denry got a job in Mr Duncalf's office. For several years Denry was happy. Then he met the Countess.

The Countess of Chell was a very grand lady. Her husband was one of the richest men in the Five Towns and was the new Mayor of Bursley. The mayor and his wife had decided to have a ball and to invite all the most important people in the town. There were thirty-five thousand people in Bursley, and at least two thousand of these thought that they were important. But only two hundred could dance in the Town Hall.

Three weeks and three days before the ball, Denry was sitting, alone, in Mr Duncalf's office when a tall and pretty young woman walked in. Before Denry could hide the newspaper he was reading, she said 'Good morning' in a very friendly way.

'Good morning, madam,' answered Denry.

'Is Mr Duncalf in?'

'No, madam. He's at the Town Hall.'

'Well, just tell him I called.'

'Of course, madam. Nothing I can do?'

She was already turning away, but she turned back and gave him a smile. 'Could you give him this list? The other lists are coming to him as well. The invitations must go out by Wednesday.'

She was gone. It was the first time Denry had seen the Countess, and she was even more beautiful than her photographs. And so easy to talk to! He started looking at her list of names, and he had a fantastic idea. He could go to the ball himself. The Countess had made a list of people to invite, but she had asked four or five other people for lists as well. She wanted Mr Duncalf to put the lists together and send the invitations. Of course the work was given to Denry, so it was easy to add E. H. Machin to the list. On Wednesday Denry received his invitation, and on Thursday he accepted it.

*　　*　　*

Denry had never been to a ball. He couldn't dance and he didn't have an evening suit. All the rich young men of Bursley bought their suits at Shillitoe's, so two days later Denry stepped into Shillitoe's shop. 'I want you to make me an evening suit,' he said to young Shillitoe.

Shillitoe knew Denry and he also knew that Denry did not have enough money to pay for a suit. He replied that he was too busy. 'so you're going to the ball, are you?' he asked, surprised.

'Yes,' said Denry, 'are you?'

Shillitoe shook his head. 'I've no time for balls.'

Denry looked around the shop, and at the door, and then said, 'I can get you an invitation if you like.'

Denry got his suit, and two years to pay for it.

One of the best dancing teachers in Bursley was Miss Ruth Earp. Denry learned to dance quickly, but he paid nothing for his lessons. Miss Earp also got an invitation to the ball.

Miss Earp was not beautiful, but she was young and a very good dancer, and at his last lesson Denry asked, 'Will you give me the first dance at the ball?'

Ruth Earp thought for a minute, and then said yes.

*　　*　　*

It took Denry two hours to get ready for the ball, and he arrived a little late. He walked up the beautiful double staircase into the ballroom and looked for Ruth. When he found her, he asked, 'What about that first dance?'

'It's nearly finished,' she answered, coldly.

'I'm awfully sorry. Can we finish it?'

'No!' she said, and walked away.

She was angry with him, and Denry did not know what to say. But she was only at the ball, he thought, because he had got her invitation for her!

He joined a group of young men who were watching the dancing. Harold Etches, who was one of the richest young men in the Five Towns, was there, with two or three of the Swetnam boys, and Shillitoe. At first Denry did not say anything. They all knew, of course, that he was Mr Duncalf's office worker and the son of a washer-woman, but all young men – rich or poor – look the same in evening suits.

The conversation in the group was about the Countess. All the important older men in the town were standing around her, but she was not dancing. Perhaps she didn't want to, but perhaps they were all afraid to ask.

'Why doesn't someone ask her to dance?' asked Denry suddenly.
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'Why doesn't someone ask her to dance?' asked Denry.

'Why don't you?' said Shillitoe. 'It's a free country.'

'Perhaps I will,' Denry said.

Harold Etches looked at Denry for a moment. 'You won't ask her,' he said. Then he smiled, not very pleasantly. 'I'll give you five pounds if you do.'

'All right,' said Denry, and quickly walked away.

'She can't eat me! She can't eat me!' he said to himself as he walked towards the Countess. The men were still around her and one of them, Denry saw, was Mr Duncalf. Denry was sorry about this because Mr Duncalf didn't know, of course, that Denry was coming to the ball.

Suddenly he found himself standing in front of the Countess, and immediately he forgot all the fine, polite words that Ruth Earp had taught him.

'Could I have this dance with you?' he said quickly, but smiling and showing his teeth. ('I've won that fiver, Mr Etches!' he said to himself.)

The Countess had to accept. She could see that everyone else was afraid to ask – and she did want to dance! So they danced together, and all the men of Bursley watched with open mouths. Denry managed to dance well most of the time, although once they nearly hit two other dancers. When the music stopped, the Countess looked at Denry and saw that he was really just a boy.

'You dance well!' she said, smiling almost like an aunt.

'Do I?' he smiled back. 'It's the first time I've ever danced, except in a lesson.'

'Really? You pick things up easily, I suppose.'

'Yes,' he said. 'Do you?'

Something in Denry's question amused the Countess very much. She put her head back and laughed, and everybody in the room could see that Denry had made the Countess laugh. She was still laughing, and so was he, when he thanked her for the dance.

As she turned away, Denry saw that she had dropped her fan. Quickly, he picked it up and put it in his pocket. Then he walked back to the group of young men.

'Here you are!' said Harold Etches, giving Denry a five-pound note.

Denry just smiled, and put the note in his pocket. He could see in the faces of the young men around him that he was suddenly famous. He was no longer just the son of a washer-woman; he was the man who had first danced with the Countess.

'Just the same as dancing with any other woman,' he said, when Shillitoe asked him what it was like.

'What was she laughing at?' someone asked.

'Ah!' said Denry. 'I can't tell you that.'

This was not the last time he was asked that question, but he always refused to answer. Many young ladies wanted to dance with him now, after his success with the Countess. Later, he saw Ruth Earp again and danced with her, and with her young friend, Nellie. But he said nothing at all about the Countess's fan in his pocket.

At the end of the ball, just as the Countess was leaving, Denry pushed through the crowd and held out her fan.

'I've just picked it up,' he said to the Countess.

'Oh! Thank you so much!' she said. Then she smiled. 'You do pick things up easily, don't you?'
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'You do pick things up easily, don't you?' said the Countess.

And both Denry and the Countess laughed and laughed, but nobody in Bursley knew why.

Denry walked home that night in a dream, thinking about the Countess, Ruth Earp and Nellie, and about the five-pound note in his pocket – more than he got for a month's work in Mr Duncalf's office.

He was a happy man. But trouble was waiting for him.



canal n. a kind of river, made by people, where boats can travel 运河

contain v. to have something inside, or have something as a part 容纳

pottery n. pots, dishes, plates etc made with clay and baked in a very hot fire 陶瓷

argue v. to disagree with someone in words, often in an angry way 争执，争吵

examination n. a test of what you know or can do 考试

lawyer n. someone whose job is helping people with the law 律师

grateful adj. feeling that you want to thank someone because of something kind that they have done 感谢的

Town Hall a building with offices for the Council and rooms for meetings, dances etc 镇公所，市政厅

fantastic adj. extremely good; attractive, enjoyable etc 极好的

evening suit formal clothes that people wear for formal meals, parties, and social events in the evening 晚礼服

staircase n. a set of stairs inside a building with its supports and the side parts that you hold on to （包括扶手、栏杆等的）楼梯

ballroom n. a very large room used for dancing on formal occasions（正式场合所用的）大舞厅，舞场

awfully adv. very 很

conversation n. an informal talk in which people exchange news, feelings, and thoughts 交谈，会话

manage v. to succeed in doing something difficult, especially after trying very hard 设法完成；努力完成

pick up to learn quickly; take up by hand 迅速学会；捡起，拾起

amuse v. make (somebody) laugh 使发笑


1
舞会

爱德华·亨利·梅钦第一次看见这个世界是在1867年5月27日，他出生于五镇中最古老的一个镇——伯斯利镇的布鲁厄姆街。布鲁厄姆街依山而下，一直延伸到运河。街上有几家陶瓷厂以及一些小房子。这些房子的租金不高——一周只需23便士左右。

爱德华·亨利的母亲（他的父亲已经去世）靠给时髦贵妇缝制和清洗衣服为生。她不怎么爱笑，即使是想和她争吵，也休想吵得起来。她是个沉默寡言的人，管儿子叫邓瑞，而不是爱德华·亨利，这样每天就节约点时间。

邓瑞在学校不好好念书。那些既懒惰又不算太聪明的男孩们一般会在陶瓷厂找份活儿干。幸运的是，邓瑞在12岁那年进了伯斯利当地最好的一所学校。事情是这样的：考试的第二天，邓瑞到得比较早，就在考场里四处溜达，然后就走到了讲台那儿。讲台上有一份名单，写着学生的名字和第一天的考试成绩。满分是30分，可他名字后的分数只有7分。分数是用铅笔写的，而铅笔就在讲台上。他拿起铅笔，扫了眼空荡荡的考场，又看了看门口，然后在7前面加了一个2。这样做当然不够诚实，但又有几个真正诚实的学生呢？邓瑞也不比他们中的大多数人坏到哪儿去。

到了新学校，邓瑞表现不佳，但也不算太坏——而且大多数时候他对自己相当满意。随着年龄的增长，邓瑞是依旧自我感觉良好。他相信自己生来便是为了干某种更好的事业，而不是在陶瓷厂，用双手干活谋食。

*　　*　　*

邓瑞16岁时，他母亲为邓卡夫先生的妹妹做了一条非常漂亮的裙子。邓卡夫先生是伯斯利声望最高的律师。他妹妹对梅钦太太十分感谢，于是邓瑞在邓卡夫先生的事务所谋到了一个职位。接下来好几年邓瑞过得都很开心。直到后来他遇见了伯爵夫人。

切尔伯爵夫人是一位名门贵妇。她丈夫不仅富甲五镇，而且还是伯斯利的新任镇长。镇长夫妇打算举办一场舞会，邀请镇上所有的头面人物参加。伯斯利有三万五千人，其中至少两千人都觉得自己是个人物，但只有两百人能获邀到镇公所跳舞。

离舞会还有三周零三天，邓瑞一个人坐在邓卡夫先生的事务所里。这时一位年轻漂亮、身材高挑的女士走了进来。邓瑞还没来得及藏起自己正在看的报纸，那位女士就很友好地跟他道了声“早上好”。

“早上好，夫人。”邓瑞应道。

“邓卡夫先生在吗？”

“不在，夫人。他在镇公所。”

“好吧，就跟他说我来过了。”

“好的，夫人。还有什么能为您效劳的吗？”

她已经转身要走了，但听他这么说又转过头来，冲他一笑，说：“你能把这份名单给他吗？其他的名单也会很快送来。请柬必须在周三前寄出去。”

她走了。这是邓瑞第一次见到伯爵夫人，她本人甚至比照片还要漂亮，而且这么平易近人！他开始看那份名单，脑子里蹦出一个绝妙的想法。他自己也能去参加舞会。伯爵夫人已定好了一份受邀人员名单，但她又要再加上另外四五个人的名单。她要邓卡夫先生把这些名单合并在一起，然后寄出请柬。当然这项工作交给了邓瑞，因此邓瑞毫不费力地就把E. H. 梅钦加在了名单上。周三邓瑞接到请柬，周四就回复说他接受了邀请。

*　　*　　*

邓瑞从未参加过舞会。他既不会跳舞，也没有晚礼服。伯斯利有钱的年轻人都在希利托家买礼服，因此两天后，邓瑞迈进了希利托的店铺。“我想要你为我做一套晚礼服。”他对年轻的希利托说。

希利托认识邓瑞，也知道他没有足够的钱来买晚礼服，便回答说自己太忙了。“这么说你是要去参加舞会了，是吗？”他惊讶地问。

“是的。”邓瑞说，“你去吗？”

希利托摇摇头。“我可没那闲工夫去参加什么舞会。”

邓瑞扫了一眼店铺，又看了看门口，接着说：“你要是想去，我能帮你搞到一张请柬。”

邓瑞得到了晚礼服，费用两年内付清。

露丝·厄普小姐是伯斯利最好的舞蹈老师之一。邓瑞学跳舞学得很快，但他一分钱学费也没花。厄普小姐也得到了一张舞会的请柬。

厄普小姐不算漂亮，可她人年轻，舞又跳得很好。最后一节课上邓瑞问她：“你能在舞会上陪我跳第一支舞吗？”

露丝·厄普想了一会儿，然后答应了。

*　　*　　*

邓瑞花了两个小时才为舞会打扮完毕，迟了一些到会场。他沿着华丽的双重楼梯走进大舞厅，寻找露丝。他一找到她，就问：“跟我跳第一支舞怎么样？”

“已经快结束了。”她冷冰冰地回答。

“我很抱歉。我们可以跳完这曲吗？”

“不行！”她说，然后走开了。

她在生邓瑞的气，邓瑞不知道说什么好。可是他心想，她能来到舞会，完全是因为自己给她弄到了请柬啊！

他和一群年轻人一起观舞。哈罗德·埃切斯—五镇最富有的年轻人之一—和两三个斯韦特纳姆家的男孩，以及希利托都在那儿。一开始，邓瑞什么话都没说。他们当然都知道他是邓卡夫先生事务所的职员，一个洗衣妇的儿子。可所有的年轻人——无论贫富——穿上晚礼服后都一个样子。

他们谈的是伯爵夫人。镇上但凡年长些的重要人物都站在伯爵夫人周围，但伯爵夫人却没有跳舞。也许她不想跳舞，又或许没一个人敢邀请她。

“为什么没人请她跳舞呢？”邓瑞突然问。

“你怎么不去？”希利托说，“这是个自由的国家。”

“或许我会的。”邓瑞说。

哈罗德·埃切斯盯着邓瑞看了一会儿。“你不会邀请她。”他说。然后他笑了，那种笑让人不太舒服。“你要是请了，我就给你五英镑。”

“好。”邓瑞说完便快步走开了。

“她不会吃了我！她不会吃了我！”邓瑞一边心中暗想，一边朝伯爵夫人走去。那群人仍然围着伯爵夫人，邓瑞看到邓卡夫先生也在那里。邓瑞有些不好意思，因为邓卡夫先生当然不知道邓瑞会来参加舞会。

突然邓瑞发现自己已站在伯爵夫人面前，露丝·厄普曾教给他的那些文雅礼貌的词儿，他登时全忘了。

“我能跟您跳这支舞吗？”他语速飞快，但没忘记咧嘴微笑。（“那五镑是我的了，埃切斯先生！”邓瑞暗自思量。）

伯爵夫人不得不接受。她看得出没人敢请她跳舞——可她又真的很想跳舞！于是他们就一起跳了一支，伯斯利所有的那些男人都张大嘴巴看着他们。邓瑞大部分时间都跳得不错，只有一次他们差点撞到另一对跳舞的人。音乐停下时，伯爵夫人看着邓瑞，发现他还只不过是个孩子呢。

“你跳得很好！”她说，笑得几乎像姑妈一样。

“真的？”他也笑了，“除了舞蹈课，这是我第一次跳舞。”

“是吗？那我猜你学东西一定很快。”

“是的。”他说，“您呢？”

邓瑞的问题不知哪里让伯爵夫人觉得很有趣。她仰着头哈哈大笑。舞厅里的每个人都看得出邓瑞逗乐了伯爵夫人。邓瑞感谢伯爵夫人能跟他跳舞时，二人一直笑着。

伯爵夫人转身离开时，邓瑞看见她的扇子掉在了地上。他连忙把它捡起来，放进自己口袋里。然后他回到那群年轻人当中。

“给你！”哈罗德·埃切斯说着递给邓瑞一张五英镑的钞票。

邓瑞只是笑了笑，把钱放进口袋。他从周围年轻人的脸上可以看出他现在突然出名了。他不再仅仅是个洗衣妇的儿子，他是第一个跟伯爵夫人跳舞的人。

“其实就跟和其他女人跳舞差不多。”当希利托问他和伯爵夫人跳舞是什么感觉时，他说。

“她在笑什么？”有人问。

“啊！”邓瑞说，“我不能告诉你。”

这不是邓瑞最后一次被问到这个问题，但他总是拒绝问答。在他成功邀请伯爵夫人跳舞之后，很多年轻女士都想和他跳舞。后来，他又看到露丝·厄普，便和她跳了一支，然后又跟她的年轻朋友内莉跳了一支。但他对自己口袋里装着伯爵夫人扇子的事却只字未提。

舞会结束时，伯爵夫人正要离场，邓瑞挤过人群，把扇子递给了她。

“我刚才捡到的。”他对伯爵夫人说。

“哦！太感谢你了！”她说，然后笑了笑，“你确实很擅长捡东西，对吧？”

邓瑞和伯爵夫人笑个不停，但伯斯利谁也不知道他们在笑什么。

那晚邓瑞走回家时仿佛在做梦，他想着伯爵夫人、露丝·厄普、内莉以及口袋里那五英镑——这比他在邓卡夫先生的事务所干一个月挣的还多。

他是个快活的人，但麻烦正在等着他。


2
THE RENT COLLECTOR AND THE WIDOW HULLINS

The ball made a new man of Denry. He had danced with the Countess – the first man to dance with her. Bursley thought he was a wonderful fellow, and so did Denry himself. He had always been a hopeful, cheerful kind of person. Now he was filled with happiness all the time, and when he got out of bed in the morning, he felt like singing and dancing. Something good was going to happen, he knew; he just had to wait. He didn't have to wait very long.

A few days after the ball, Mrs Codleyn came to see Mr Duncalf. Mrs Codleyn was a widow, a woman of nearly sixty. She owned about seventy small houses in Bursley, and Mr Duncalf collected the rents for her. (Denry, of course, actually went to the houses to get the money.) Although the rent from all these houses was about twelve pounds a week, Mrs Codleyn always said that it was not enough. And the taxes! Every year the taxes on those houses got higher and higher, and Mrs Codleyn hated paying her taxes.

Mr Duncalf was an important man at the Town Hall. Because of this, Mrs Codleyn thought that he should make the taxes lower on her houses. Mrs Codleyn had chosen Mr Duncalf to collect her rents because she thought he was an honest man – but an honest man would never try to change the taxes specially for one person. What strange ideas people have sometimes!

Mrs Codleyn had just heard that her taxes were going up again, but she did not stay long in Mr Duncalf's office. The conversation (which Denry listened to through the wall) was short, loud, and not very polite. When Mrs Codleyn left, Mr Duncalf called Denry into his office.

[image: alt]

The conversation was short, loud, and not very polite.

'Write this letter to Mrs Codleyn,' he said angrily. 'Madam, I understand from our conversation this morning that you prefer to find another lawyer...'

Denry wrote down the letter. As he was leaving the room, Mr Duncalf spoke again.

'Machin!'

Denry knew what was coming. He had known it was coming ever since the ball.

'Who invited you to the ball?'

There it was. A very difficult question.

'I did, sir.' Denry just could not think of a lie.

'Why?'

'I thought perhaps you'd forgotten to, sir.'

'I suppose you think you're a really fine fellow after your dance with the Countess?' Mr Duncalf said unpleasantly.

'Yes,' said Denry. 'Do you?'

He had not meant to say it. The same little question had amused the Countess greatly, but it was true to say that it was not amusing his employer now. Mr Duncalf's own dance with the Countess had come to a very quick ending, because he had stepped heavily on her skirt.

'You will leave my office at the end of the week,' said Mr Duncalf, coldly.

'Oh, very well,' said Denry. And he said to himself: 'something good must happen now.' He had no idea what he would do next, but he was still cheerful. And he still had Harold Etches' five pounds.

The next morning both Mrs Codleyn and Denry were late for church. Mrs Codleyn was late by accident and also because she was fat. Denry was late because he had planned it that way. The two met at the church door.

'Well, you're nice people, I must say!' Mrs Codleyn said to Denry. She meant Duncalf and all his office workers.

'Nothing to do with me, you know!' said Denry.

'I wish I could find someone else to collect my rents.'

'I can still collect them for you, if you like,' said Denry.

'You?'

'I've told Duncalf I'm leaving him,' Denry said. 'The fact is, he and I don't agree on a lot of things.'

Mrs Codleyn looked at him and thought about it. He was just a young office worker, and his mother was a washer-woman. His suit was clean, but old and unfashionable.

'And what's more,' Denry went on, 'I'll do the work for less money. You pay Duncalf ninety pence a week – well, I'll do it for sixty pence a week. And I'll collect them better than him. Give me a month and you'll see the difference!'

At the end of the week a notice appeared on the front door of Denry's mother's house, which said:

E. H. MACHIN

Rent Collector

In a few weeks, Denry was doing very well. He was working for himself, and in two days he earned more money than in a week with Mr Duncalf. He walked around the town, smiling, looking important, talking to other young men, and thinking of new ways of making money.

*　　*　　*

One Monday morning he went to Mrs Hullins' house to collect the rent. It was a very small house, not much more than one room downstairs and one room upstairs. The rent was fifteen pence a week, and the Widow Hullins had not paid any rent at all for some weeks. She had lived there all her life, and after two husbands and eleven children, she now lived alone. She had seen a lot of life, and was old and tired.

'I've nothing for you,' she said when Denry came in.

'That's not good enough, I'm afraid,' said Denry cheerfully. 'I'm not leaving until I get ten pence.'

'It'll be a long wait. I'll have nothing until Saturday, when my son Jack starts a new job.'

'I'm sorry,' said Denry kindly, 'but if you don't pay, you'll have to go. Mrs Codleyn will put you out in the street, you know. Why don't you go and live with one of your children?'

After some more conversation, Denry left the house, still smiling cheerfully. And then, two minutes later, he put his head round the door again.

'Look here, mother,' he said, 'I'll lend you ten pence if you like. But you must pay me a penny a week for it. You must pay me back next week and give me eleven pence.'
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'I'll lend you ten pence if you like,' said Denry.

And he wrote down 'Ten pence, paid' in her rent book.

'Eh, you're a funny fellow, Mr Machin,' said Mrs Hullins.

The next Monday, all the neighbours knew that Denry could be very helpful about problems with the rent. And Denry, with his cheerful, smiling face, saved many families from a life in the street. Of course, it was good business for him, too. If someone borrowed ten pence for four weeks, when they paid Denry back, they had to give him fourteen pence. If it was for six months, they had to pay him back thirty-six pence. Money made like this just grows and grows.

Denry began to think that he was different from other men. He had invited himself to the ball, danced with the Countess, left his job with Duncalf, taken Duncalf's rent-collecting, and then introduced the idea of collecting rents and lending money at the same time. He was becoming well-known in Bursley as an unusual and amusing fellow – in other words, a card.

But then the day came when Mrs Codleyn decided to sell some of her smaller houses. This was very bad news for Denry because these houses were the most important part of his business. Denry talked to her, and tried to show her that it was not a sensible idea, but it was no good. Finally, Denry said wildly that he would buy some of the houses himself.

'I'll buy the Widow Hullins' house,' he said. 'I'll give you forty-five pounds for it.' It was all the money he had.

Mrs Codleyn agreed. And selling this one house, for the moment, seemed to be enough for her.

*　　*　　*

Denry was now a property owner. And he had also joined the Sports Club – the club for the rich, the fashionable, and the successful men of Bursley. It was a great thing for the son of a washer-woman to join a club like this.

On Denry's second visit to the club, he saw that some of the most important men in Bursley were there. A group of them were arguing in a corner of the comfortable bar.

'Some of the poor people in this town live in the most terrible old houses,' said Charles Fearns, a lawyer. 'And the town just doesn't care about them. There's an old woman – Hullins is her name – who's lived in the same awful old house for fifty years. She pays fifteen pence a week rent for this place, and now she's going to be put out into the street because she can't pay.'

'Who's the hard-hearted owner?' someone asked.

'Mrs Codleyn,' said Fearns.

'Mrs Codleyn isn't the owner,' called Denry, who was sitting at the next table, smiling. 'I am.'

'Oh, I'm sorry,' said Fearns, 'I had no idea—'

'Not at all!' said Denry. 'But what can I do? She can't pay, or doesn't want to pay. Do I let her live in the house for no rent because she's seventy? Come on, tell me. What do I do?'

'Fearns would make her a present of the house!' a voice said laughing, and everybody else laughed too.

'Well, that's what I'll do,' said Denry. 'I'll give her the house. That's the kind of hard-hearted owner I am.'

The room was silent for a moment.

'I mean it!' said Denry, and picked up his glass. 'she can have the house! Good health to the Widow Hullins.'

And the next morning, everybody in Bursley was talking about it. 'I say, have you heard Machin's latest?'

He was now not just a card; he was the card.



tax n. money you pay to the Council, to pay for roads, hospitals etc 税

church n. the religious ceremonies in a church （教堂的）礼拜仪式

by accident in a way that is not planned or intended 偶然，意外地

unfashionable adj. not popular at the present time 过时的，不时髦的

difference n. something that makes one thing or person different from another thing or person 不同之处

earn v. to get money by working 挣（钱）

sensible adj. reasonable, practical and able to judge things well 明智的，通晓事理的

wildly adv. in an uncontrolled or unrestrained manner 失控地；极为激动地

property n. a building and the land around it 房地产

hard-hearted adj. not caring about other people's feelings 硬心肠的，没有同情心的


2
收租人和哈林斯寡妇

舞会之后，邓瑞像换了个人似的。他和伯爵夫人跳过舞——他是第一个和她跳舞的人。伯斯利人觉得他了不起，邓瑞自己也是这么想。他一直是个乐观快活的人。现在他时刻都充满了幸福感，早上一起床，他便想放声歌唱，翩翩起舞。有什么好事定要发生，他心里明白；他只要等着就是了。而且他不用等太久。

舞会结束几天后，科多林太太来找邓卡夫先生。科多林太太是个寡妇，年近六旬。她在伯斯利有大约70所小房子，邓卡夫先生帮她收租金。（当然，邓瑞才是真正上门收租的那个人。）尽管这些房子每周能给她带来大约12英镑的收入，科多林太太总是说这些收入不够多。还有那些税！房子要缴的税每年都在上涨，科多林太太痛恨缴税。

邓卡夫先生是镇公所里举足轻重的人物。因此，科多林太太认为他应该把她房子的税降一降。科多林太太选择邓卡夫先生作她的收租人，是因为她认为他是一个诚实的人——但一个诚实的人永远不会专门为某个人调整税收金额。人们的观念有时是多么奇怪啊！

科多林太太刚听说她的税又要涨了，但她在邓卡夫先生的办公室没呆多久。他们的对话（邓瑞隔着墙听到的）很简短，声音很大，并且言语不太客气。等科多林太太走了后，邓卡夫先生把邓瑞叫进了他的办公室。

“给科多林太太写封信。”他气呼呼地说，“夫人，据我们今早的谈话得悉您有意另觅一位律师……”

邓瑞照他口述写完了这封信。就在邓瑞准备离开房间时，邓卡夫先生又开口了：

“梅钦！”

邓瑞知道会发生什么。自舞会以来他就知道这一天总会到来的。

“谁邀请你去参加舞会的？”

果然如此。一个很难回答的问题。

“我自己，先生。”邓瑞想不出如何去扯个谎。

“为什么？”

“我想您大概忘了邀请我，先生。”

“我看你觉得自己跟伯爵夫人跳舞后就是个真正的上等人了，是吧？”邓卡夫先生不客气地说。

“是的。”邓瑞说，“您觉得呢？”

他本不想说这个。同样一个小小的问句能令伯爵夫人非常开心，但必须承认现在却不能逗乐他的老板。当时邓卡夫先生和伯爵夫人的舞很快就结束了，因为他重重地踩在了她裙子上。

“这周上完班你就不用来了。”邓卡夫先生冷冷地说。

“噢，好吧。”邓瑞说。他暗自思量：“一定有什么好事很快就会发生了。”他还不清楚接下来要做什么，但他依然满心快活。况且他还有哈罗德·埃切斯给他的五英镑。

第二天早上科多林太太和邓瑞做礼拜都迟到了。科多林太太迟到不光是出于偶然，还因为她胖。邓瑞迟到则是故意盘算好的。两人在教堂门口碰上了。

“嗯，你们可真是些体面人，我必须得这么说！”科多林太太对邓瑞说。她是指邓卡夫以及他事务所的所有员工。

“这跟我没有任何关系，你知道的！”邓瑞说。

“我希望能另找个人帮我收租。”

“要是你愿意的话，我仍然可以为你收租。”邓瑞说。

“你？”

“我已经跟邓卡夫说了，我不为他干活了。”邓瑞说，“事实上，我和他在很多事情上看法都不一致。”

科多林太太看着他，想了一会儿。他只是一个年纪轻轻的办事员，他母亲是个洗衣妇。他穿着干净的西装，但又旧又不时髦。

“还有，”邓瑞继续说，“我收费更低。你每周付给邓卡夫90便士——嗯，我一周只要60便士。我活儿也比他干得漂亮。给我一个月时间，你就知道区别了！”

周末，邓瑞母亲家的前门上挂出了一个告示，上面写着：

E. H. 梅钦

收租人

几周后，邓瑞就做得很不错了。他为自己打工，两天挣的钱比在邓卡夫先生那里一周挣的还多。他在镇上转悠，面带笑容，端着架子，与其他年轻人聊天，想着挣钱的新法子。

*　　*　　*

一个周一的早上，他去哈林斯太太家收租。那是一所很小的房子，就楼下一个房间、楼上一个房间。房租为一周15便士，哈林斯寡妇已经好几周没交房租了。她一辈子都住在那里，嫁过两任丈夫，生了11个孩子，而现在则独自生活。她饱经生活的风霜，如今已变得衰老而疲惫。

“我没钱给你。”邓瑞进来时她说道。

“这恐怕不行。”邓瑞欢快地说，“除非给我10便士，否则我不会走的。”

“那你得等很久。等到周六我儿子杰克开始新的工作后我才有钱。”

“我很抱歉，”邓瑞和善地说，“但您不交钱，就得搬走。科多林太太会把您赶到大街上去，这您是知道的。您为什么不搬去和您其中一个孩子住呢？”

二人又说了一会儿，然后邓瑞离开了这所房子，他依然快活地笑着。接着，两分钟后，他的脑袋又出现在了门口。

“听着，大娘，”他说，“要是您愿意，我可以借给您10便士。但您必须每周给我1便士的利息。您下周得把钱还给我，一共是11便士。”

接着他在她的租金簿上写下“10便士，付讫”。

“啊，你真是个有趣的小伙子，梅钦先生。”哈林斯寡妇说。

接下来的一个周一，所有邻居都知道了邓瑞十分乐意帮人解决租金问题。而一副快活笑脸的邓瑞使很多家庭免于露宿街头。当然，对于邓瑞来说这也是笔好生意。要是有人跟他借10便士四个星期后还，就得还给他14便士；要是借六个月，到时就得付给他36便士。邓瑞以这种方式挣的钱越来越多。

邓瑞开始觉得自己与众不同了。他曾邀请自己参加了舞会，和伯爵夫人跳了舞，炒了邓卡夫的鱿鱼，拿下了邓卡夫的收租业务，然后还发明了收租和放贷同时进行的做法。他在伯斯利渐渐出了名，大家把他看作一个非同寻常的有意思的家伙——换个说法，他便是一个传奇。

但是有一天，科多林太太打算卖掉一部分较小的房子。对邓瑞来说这是个大大的坏消息，因为这些房子是他的生意里最重要的一部分。邓瑞找她谈，试图说服她这样做不明智，可毫无用处。最后，邓瑞情绪激动地说他自己要买下其中的一些房子。

“我要买下哈林斯寡妇住的那所房子。”他说，“我出45英镑。”那是他的全部积蓄。

科多林太太同意了。眼下卖掉这一所房子对她来说似乎已经足够了。

*　　*　　*

邓瑞现在是个有房产的人了。他还加入了体育俱乐部——一个为伯斯利镇上富有、时髦、成功的男士开办的俱乐部。对一个洗衣妇的儿子来说，加入这样的一个俱乐部是件了不起的大事。

邓瑞第二次去俱乐部的时候，发现伯斯利的几位重要人物都在那里。那群人正呆在舒服的酒吧一角争论着什么。

“镇上有些穷人住在破陋不堪的老房子里。”一位名叫查尔斯·费恩斯的律师说，“政府根本不关心他们。有个老太太——名叫哈林斯——50年来一直住在一所破旧的老房子里。她要为这么一个住所每周花费15便士，现在她因为交不起房租要被赶到大街上。”

“那个铁石心肠的房主是谁啊？”有人问。

“科多林太太。”费恩斯说。

“科多林太太不是房主，”邓瑞大声说，他坐在隔壁桌上，面带笑容。“我才是。”

“哦，对不起，”费恩斯说，“我不知道——”

“不要紧！”邓瑞说，“可我能做什么呢？她交不起房租，或许是不想交。就因为她70岁了我就得让她免费住在那所房子里吗？好吧，告诉我，我该怎么做？”

“费恩斯会把那所房子作为礼物送给她！”一个人笑着说。其他人也都笑了。

“好吧，那正是我打算要做的。”邓瑞说，“我要把房子送给她。我就是那种铁石心肠的房主。”

房间里的人沉默了片刻。

“我是说真的！”邓瑞说，然后举起酒杯，“房子是她的了！祝哈林斯寡妇身体健康！”

第二天早晨，伯斯利镇上的每个人都在谈论这件事。“喂，你听没听说梅钦的最新消息？”

现在他不再是一个传奇，他就是那个传奇。


3
THE DANCING TEACHER AND THE FURNITURE VAN

One day in July Denry knocked at the door of a house at the top of Brougham Street. The dancing teacher, Miss Ruth Earp, lived there, in a house owned by Mr Calvert, and Denry now collected Mr Calvert's rents for him.

'Good morning, Miss Earp,' said Denry, when she opened the door. 'I've come about the rent.'

'The rent?' said Ruth, surprised. She gave him a look which seemed to say, 'Why does a little boy like you ask about my rent?'

'Yes. I collect rents for Mr Calvert now,' Denry said. He did not like the 'little boy' look on her face, and added, 'You haven't paid any rent for more than a year.'

Ruth Earp gave a hard little laugh. 'I see,' she said. 'so Mr Herbert Calvert is paying you to do his dirty work now. I must tell you, Mr Machin, that not long ago Mr Calvert was more interested in me than in my rent. But when I decided that I could not return his interest, he said things which hurt me very much – very much indeed.'

'Oh,' said Denry. He told himself that he was here on business.

'But if you can't pay your rent, Miss Earp, I'm afraid you'll have to leave.'

Ruth looked at him, and then gave a slow, sad smile. 'Of course I can pay it,' she said gently. 'I just wanted to punish Mr Calvert a little. I can't pay you just at this moment, I'm afraid. The bank is closed. Can you come back tomorrow? Come at four o'clock, and I'll give you a cup of tea.'

The next day Denry returned. It was the first time he had taken tea with a young lady, and so he had put on his best summer suit. He noticed that Ruth was wearing a very pretty dress – something white with bits of pink in it.

Ruth had introduced Denry to dancing, and now she introduced him to taking tea. It was all very beautifully done – tea in very small cups, little squares of bread-and-butter, and interesting conversation. Ruth seemed much more friendly today, and Denry found it all very pleasant.

Then suddenly Ruth stopped speaking, and lay back in her chair with her eyes closed.

[image: alt]

Suddenly Ruth lay back in her chair with her eyes closed.

'Is something the matter?' asked Denry.

'I'm afraid I've got an awful headache,' she answered.

'I'm sorry,' said Denry. 'Is there anything I can do? Perhaps you should lie down. Would you like me to go?'

'But I must pay you the rent first.' She put her hand to her head. 'The money's in that desk. Could you get it for me?'

She gave Denry a key. He went over to the desk, put the key in the lock, and tried to turn it. Nothing happened, and then the key turned and turned. 'I can't open it,' he said.

Ruth stood up, holding her head. She came over to the desk, and tried the key. 'Oh dear. I'm afraid you've broken the lock. I'll have to get someone to mend it tomorrow morning, and then I'll bring the money round to you.'

'Don't worry,' said Denry. 'I can easily call back for it tomorrow. And I'm very sorry about the lock.'

*　　*　　*

Late that night Denry came home from an evening at the Sports Club and just as he reached his mother's house, he saw something strange at the top end of Brougham Street. A large furniture van was moving down the street all on its own; there were no horses. Clearly, the owner had left it there and forgotten to put on the brakes. It was moving slowly now, but Denry could see that when it reached the bottom of Brougham Street, it could be very dangerous.

Denry was always at his finest at difficult or dangerous moments. As the van passed him, moving at about five or six kilometres an hour, he jumped on, losing his hat, and tried to put the brakes on. For a second or two the van seemed to slow down, but then Denry realized that the brakes were not working and the van was moving faster and faster down the hill. At the bottom of the street was the canal, and clearly nothing was going to stop the van now. It was too late to jump off, so Denry closed his eyes and held on hard.

When the van went in, Denry was under water for a moment, but then he managed to climb further up on the front of the van. Everything was still and dark, except for a little starlight on the water. Only Denry had seen the van's strange journey down the hill.

'Well, well!' he said aloud to himself.

And a voice answered from inside the van: 'Who's there?'

Denry's heart seemed to stop beating. 'It's me!' he said.

'Not Mr Machin?' said the voice.

'Yes,' said he. 'I jumped on as it came down the street – and here we are!'

'Oh!' cried the voice. 'I wish you could get round to me.'

It was Ruth Earp's voice. Denry understood immediately. Ruth had played with him! She had planned to take her furniture and run away in the night. She had no rent money locked in her desk at all. But he was not angry with her, just amused. Ruth was really very clever – in fact, very like Denry himself.

He had to climb over the roof of the van to get to the back. The van was black inside, and the floor was under fifty centimetres of water.

'Where are you?'

'I'm here. I'm on a table. It's the only thing the men put in the van before they went to have their supper.'

Denry felt around until he touched her wet dress.

'You're a bad girl, you know,' he said.

Ruth started to cry. 'I know,' she said miserably. 'But I had no money. What could I do?'

Denry climbed on to the table next to her.

'What can we do now?' she whispered.

'Wait until it gets light,' said he.

So they waited. On a hot July night it is not unpleasant to sit in the dark with your feet in water. Ruth told Denry all about her life and her money problems.

When it started to get light, Denry saw that the back of the van was only a metre from the edge of the canal, so they jumped. In the grey early light they looked at one another. Ruth had a black eye, and Denry had lost his hat.
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Ruth had a black eye, and Denry had lost his hat.

'Go home by the back streets, not up Brougham Street,' said Denry. 'I'll come and see you in the morning.'

It was four o'clock in the morning when Denry went quietly up his mother's stairs. He had seen nobody.

*　　*　　*

Only two people in Bursley ever knew exactly what had happened that night. Everybody knew that Denry had tried to save the town from a dangerous runaway van and had ended in the canal. But as well as this one fact, there were a great many stories about the accident, and in these stories the names of Denry and Ruth were always appearing.

One morning Denry went to see Mr Herbert Calvert and gave him ten pounds which he said came from Ruth Earp.

Calvert gave Denry a strange look. 'What's going on?' he asked. 'Is it true that she was trying to leave without paying?'

'I don't think so. It's all very extraordinary. I think the van was at the wrong house.'

'Are you engaged to her?' asked Calvert.

Denry waited for a moment. 'Yes,' he said. 'Are you?'

And Denry thought to himself that few engagements had begun as strangely as theirs.



top n. the part of the street that is the furthest away either from you or from the most important entrance to it （街道的）最远处；尽头

dirty adj. used to emphasize that you think someone or something is very bad 脏的，可恶的，可恨的

punish v. to make someone suffer because they have done something wrong 惩罚

headache  n. a pain in your head 头痛

on its own independently, alone 独自地

brake n. something that you use to stop a moving car or cart 车闸

journey n. a trip from one place to another 旅行，行程

centimetre n. a unit for measuring length. There are 100 centimetres in one metre 厘米

miserably adv. in a miserable manner 痛苦地

whisper v. to speak or say something very quietly, using your breath rather than your voice 悄声说

edge n. the part of an object that is furthest from its centre 边缘

runaway adj. completely out of control 失控的

engaged adj. having agreed to marry someone 已订婚的

engagement n. an agreement to marry someone 婚约，订婚


3
舞蹈老师和家具拖车

七月的一天，邓瑞敲响了布鲁厄姆街尽头的一所房子的大门。舞蹈老师露丝·厄普小姐就住在那里，那是卡尔弗特先生的房子，现在邓瑞为卡尔弗特先生收房租。

“早上好，厄普小姐，”当她开门时，邓瑞说，“我是来收房租的。”

“房租？”露丝说，显得十分惊讶。她看了他一眼，那表情似乎在说：“怎么让你这样一个小毛孩来找我要房租？”

“是的。我现在为卡尔弗特先生收房租。”邓瑞说道。他不喜欢她看他时露出像看“小毛孩”的表情，于是又补充道：“你都一年多没交房租了。”

露丝·厄普勉强笑了一下。“我明白了。”她说，“这么说赫伯特·卡尔弗特现在雇你来给他干这份脏活了。我必须告诉你，梅钦先生，不久前卡尔弗特先生对我比对我的房租更感兴趣。但当我决定不能对他的兴趣作出回报时，他说了一些非常伤人的话——非常非常伤人。”

“哦。”邓瑞说。他提醒自己到这儿是来办公事的。

“可你要是交不出房租，厄普小姐，恐怕就得搬走了。”

露丝看着他，慢慢露出悲伤的笑容。“我当然交得起。”她温柔地说，“我只是想给卡尔弗特先生一点颜色看看。恐怕现在我不能给你现钱，银行关门了。你能明天来吗？你四点来，我请你喝杯茶。”

第二天邓瑞又来了。这是他第一次和年轻女士喝茶，因此他穿上了自己最好的一身夏装。他注意到露丝穿了一条漂亮的裙子——那是条白底粉点的裙子。

露丝曾教过邓瑞跳舞，现在又教他喝茶。一切都布置得很精美——茶装在小巧的茶杯里，抹了黄油的面包切成一小块一小块的，还有风趣的谈话。露丝今天看起来友善得多，邓瑞觉得这一切都让人舒服极了。

突然露丝不再说话，靠在椅子里，闭上了眼睛。

“你怎么啦？”邓瑞问。

“不好意思，我头疼得厉害。”她说。

“真糟糕。”邓瑞说，“我能帮上什么忙吗？也许你应该躺会儿。你希望我离开吗？”

“可我得先给你房租。”她手掩额头，“钱在桌子里，你能帮我拿过来吗？”

她给了邓瑞一把钥匙。他走到桌子那里，把钥匙插进锁里，试着打开。钥匙转了又转，但锁打不开。“我打不开。”他说。

露丝扶着头站了起来。她走到桌子那里，试着开锁。“哦，老天，你把锁弄坏了。明早我得找人把锁修好，然后我把钱给你送过去。”

“别着急。”邓瑞说，“我明天再来拿也可以。很抱歉弄坏了锁。”

*　　*　　*

那天深夜，邓瑞在体育俱乐部消磨了一个晚上准备回家，快走到他母亲家时，他在布鲁厄姆街尽头发现一件奇怪的事情。一辆运家具的拖车自己沿着街道向下滑行；车前没有套马。很明显，车主把车放在那里，忘记刹闸了。拖车现在移动得很慢，但邓瑞知道一旦车到达布鲁厄姆街的尽头，情况会非常危险。

在危难时刻，邓瑞总是特别善于应对。当拖车以每小时五六公里的速度经过邓瑞身边时，他跳上了车，帽子掉了也顾不上，一心只想试着把闸刹住。有那么一两秒钟，车子似乎慢了下来，但接着邓瑞意识到刹车失灵了，拖车正以越来越快的速度朝山下冲去。街的尽头就是运河，显然现在没有什么能阻止拖车前进了。现在跳车已经来不及了，邓瑞闭上眼睛，紧紧地抓住了车身。

当拖车掉进河里时，邓瑞沉入了水中，但一会儿他就向上爬到车子的前端。除了水面的一点星光，四周静谧，一片漆黑。只有邓瑞目睹了拖车冲下山坡的奇特过程。

“好啊，好啊！”他大声自言自语。

车里有个声音应道：“谁在那里？”

邓瑞的心似乎停止了跳动。“是我！”他说。

“是梅钦先生吗？”那个声音问。

“是我。”他说，“车子顺着街道往下滑的时候，我跳了上来——于是我们就到这里来了！”

“哦！”那个声音喊道，“我希望你能到我这边来。”

那是露丝·厄普的声音。邓瑞立刻就明白了。露丝一直在耍他！她打算带着家具，趁着夜色逃走。她的桌子里根本没有锁着房租。但他不生她的气，只是觉得好笑。露丝真的非常聪明——事实上，她跟邓瑞很像。

他得从车顶爬到后面去。车里很黑，车底板已淹入水下50厘米了。

“你在哪儿？”

“我在这儿，在一张桌子上。那些人只把这一件家具搬进车里，然后就去吃晚饭了。”

邓瑞四处摸索，直到摸到了她的湿裙子。

“你是个坏女孩，你知道吗？”他说。

露丝哭了起来。“我知道，”她痛苦地说，“可我没钱，我能怎么办？”

邓瑞爬上桌子，呆在她身边。

“我们现在该怎么办？”她低声问。

“等到天亮。”他回答说。

于是他们就等着。在一个炎热的七月的晚上，坐在黑暗中，把脚泡在水里，倒也不是一件难受的事。露丝给邓瑞讲述了自己的生活经历，并告诉他自己手头比较拮据。

天色逐渐放亮，邓瑞发现拖车后部离河岸只有一米远，于是他们跳上岸。在凌晨灰蒙蒙的天色中，他俩看着对方。露丝一个眼眶淤青，邓瑞丢了自己的帽子。

“走小路回家，不要从布鲁厄姆街上走。”邓瑞说，“我上午会来看你。”

邓瑞悄悄走上家里的楼梯时，是凌晨四点。他在路上一个人都没遇见。

*　　*　　*

伯斯利只有两个人知道那晚到底发生了什么。所有人都知道邓瑞拼尽全力，使小镇免受一辆失控拖车的毁坏，而他自己最终掉进了运河。但就是关乎这一件事，也有好多种传闻，在这些传闻中，邓瑞和露丝的名字一再出现。

一天早上，邓瑞去见赫伯特·卡尔弗特先生，并给了他十英镑，说那是露丝·厄普的房租。

卡尔弗特奇怪地看了邓瑞一眼。“到底怎么回事？”他问，“她想不交房租就逃跑，这是真的吗？”

“我想不是。那件事太不寻常了。我觉得是拖车停错了地方。”

“你跟她订婚了吗？”卡尔弗特问。

邓瑞等了一会儿。“是的，”他说，“你呢？”

邓瑞心想，很少有人像他们这样，订婚订得这么奇怪的。


4
SAVED BY A STORM

When newly engaged people like Denry and Ruth want to go away on a summer holiday, there are many things to think about. A businessman, for example, who lives by collecting rents every week cannot go away easily for two. And a young woman who lives alone must always be careful about what other people think, so Ruth asked her friend Nellie Cotterill to go with her.

Ruth and Nellie took a room together at 26 St Asaph's Road, Llandudno. Denry took a room at number 28 St Asaph's Road. Who could want more?

Denry had never seen the sea before. As he walked along the beach in his best clothes, with the girls on either side of him, he thought it was all wonderful. He also saw fantastic possibilities for making money, because here were fifty thousand people, all on holiday, all wanting to do interesting things, and all with money to spend.

Denry thought about this a lot because he felt he was now a serious person. He had something to live for. He was very pleased and happy to be engaged to Ruth, although still a little surprised. What could this fine young lady see in him?

They had not discussed money at all, although Denry wanted to. It was clear that Ruth thought he was a rich man, and Denry was spending a lot of money. In fact, he could not move without paying for something. The pier, swimming, ice cream, chairs, fruit, boat trips, photographs, teas, coffees – even a short walk with Ruth was expensive.

Ruth had very little money, but it didn't worry her. She didn't know what money was, and she spent Denry's like water. The gentle, silent Nellie often asked to pay for something herself, but of course Denry couldn't let her. He liked Nellie Cotterill. She thought that he and Ruth were wonderful, and although she was a very quiet person, she was also very sensible.

At the end of the first week Denry was getting more and more worried about money. On the Monday morning he went back to Bursley to collect rents, and returned to Llandudno on Tuesday evening with his pockets full of rent money. Something had to happen, he thought. He didn't know what it was, but three months of engagement with Ruth Earp was going to leave him penniless.

*　　*　　*

He was saved by a storm at sea. They woke up on Wednesday morning to find the rain and wind crashing against the windows. The three walked down into the town, where they learnt that the town's lifeboat had gone out to a ship further along the coast. A second lifeboat (an old one, now owned by a fisherman) had gone out to a Norwegian ship, the Hjalmar, which was in difficulties just off Llandudno itself. Everyone in the town was watching the lifeboat save the sailors while the ship went down. Denry and the girls went onto the pier, and Denry even got his feet wet helping one or two of the Norwegian sailors from the lifeboat onto the pier. After that, he talked for a time to Cregeen, the owner of the lifeboat.
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Denry got his feet wet helping the sailors from the lifeboat onto the pier.

It was a very exciting day, and it gave Denry an idea.

'I'll write a report about all this for the Signal,' he said. This was the Five Towns daily newspaper.

'Oh yes!' said Nellie. 'What a good idea!'

The next morning Denry was up early to send the report off by train. Then he and the girls walked into town – and spent more money. Everybody in the town was talking about the storm, the wreck of the Hjalmar and the wonderful rescue of all the Norwegian sailors by the lifeboat.

After a few minutes, Ruth turned to Denry.

'I had the bill for our room this morning,' she said.

'Oh!' he said. 'Did you pay it?'

'Yes. But now I've almost no money left. We spent so much money while you were away in Bursley. You don't know how quickly money goes!' She waited a moment, then said, 'I suppose we'll have to go home.'

'What a pity!' said Denry, sadly.

Of course, Ruth wanted Denry to say that he could pay for her to stay. But all he said was, 'What a pity!'

'I think I'll go home this afternoon.'

'I'm sorry,' said Denry.

At that moment a hand touched his arm. It was Cregeen.

'Mr Machin. It's now or never. It's twenty-five pounds if you can pay today.'

'Right!' said Denry. 'I'll see you this evening.'

Ruth pretended not to be interested in any of this.

*　　*　　*

Poor Nellie. She knew something was wrong, but she didn't know what it was. All she knew was that her holiday was coming to a sudden end. In the evening, the three of them walked to the station.

'Where's your luggage?' Ruth asked Denry.

'I'm not going. I've got business here.'

There was a bookshop in the station. Denry bought the Signal, which had just come in, and there was his report: 'Terrible Storm in North Wales – a report by Mr E. H. Machin of Bursley'. Denry was ready to explode with happiness, but he gave the newspaper calmly to Ruth.

She did not look at it. 'We'll read it on the train,' she said.

The bookshop also had a lot of souvenirs of Llandudno. Ruth wanted a glass plate with a picture of Great Orme Head on it, but the man in the shop said that they had sold out.

'Couldn't you get one and send it to me?' said Ruth.

'Oh yes,' said the man, taking out a book. 'What name?'

Ruth looked at Denry, in the way that a woman always looks at a man when she wants him to pay.

'Rothschild,' said Denry. 'The millionaire.'

These words ended their engagement. The next day Denry received by post a ring in a box, with a short letter.

'I only said "Rothschild"!' said Denry to himself. But secretly, he was pleased.

*　　*　　*

An hour later Denry met Cregeen, and was soon the owner of the old Llandudno lifeboat. He then went to find Simeon, an old sailor with a white beard. He had been in the lifeboat when they rescued the men on the Hjalmar.

'I've got the boat,' said Denry. 'I'll give you two pounds for the week.'

'All right,' said the old man. 'And I've seen three of those Norwegians. They don't speak English, but they understand about the money.'

'Good,' said Denry. 'I'll see you tomorrow morning.'

At five o'clock the next morning a boat left Llandudno. There were six men rowing, three of them Norwegians. There was also a man with a white beard, and Denry. In twenty minutes they were at the wreck of the Hjalmar and Denry was feeling very ill. Twenty minutes more and he was happy to be back on land.

At ten o'clock that morning two Norwegian sailors were walking around the town giving little notices to everyone they met.




THE WRECK OF THE HJALMAR

FAMOUS RESCUE AT LLANDUDNO

Every day at 11, 12, 2, 3, 4, 5 and 6 o'clock the famous lifeboat which rescued the Norwegian sailors will visit the wreck of the Hjalmar. The lifeboat's captain is Simeon Edwards, one of the rescuers, and the lifeboat is rowed by three of the rescued Norwegians.

Return trip, 12 pence




On the first day, Denry made twelve pounds. That evening he received a packet in the post. It was from Nellie. There was a box of chocolates and a note which said: Thank you very much for the holiday. I hope you will like these. Nellie. Denry was very pleased by this. Ruth's young friend, he thought, was much more grateful than Ruth herself.

The boat trips out to the wreck became more and more popular. In the afternoons, Denry had to ask 25 pence – it was the only way to stop the big crowds that were waiting on the beach. Soon, he was making a hundred pounds a week. He was sorry the wreck had happened in August and not July. He was sorry there were not two or even forty Hjalmars.
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The boat trips out to the wreck became more and more popular.

One day in September when business was beginning to slow down (he was down to fifty pounds a week), Denry had a very pleasant surprise. He met Nellie on the beach, and it was a fact that seeing her gave him a great feeling of happiness. She was with her father, Councillor Cotterill, and her mother. The Councillor was a builder who had become rich building cheap houses for the people of the Five Towns.

'Well, young man!' said Councillor Cotterill.

He continued to call Denry 'young man' in a way that made Denry cross. 'I've made more money this summer than you have in a year,' he said silently to the Councillor's back.

'You must have dinner with me one evening,' Denry said finally. 'At the Majestic.' The Majestic was the finest, and most expensive, hotel in Llandudno. Some of the waiters were French!

They agreed to go the next day. Then Mrs Cotterill remembered that Ruth was coming to stay with them for a few days.

'Bring her along too!' said Denry.

The dinner was a great success. Denry had never arranged a dinner before, but it was easy. You just walked into the hotel in the morning and said what you wanted. The hotel arranged everything! And it was easy to meet a woman who had just broken off her engagement to you. You just said, 'Good afternoon, how are you?' and she said the same. Then you shook hands. And there you were, still alive.

After the meal, Denry walked back with the others to their hotel. Councillor Cotterill had stopped calling Denry 'young man'; he now called him 'my boy'.

'That lifeboat. It was just an idea, my boy, just an idea.'

'Yes,' said Denry, 'but I thought of it.'

'The question is,' said the Councillor, 'can you think of any more ideas as good?'

'Well,' said Denry, 'can you?'

When they reached the Cotterills' hotel, Ruth waited a moment while the others went in, and then turned to Denry:

'I don't feel like sleeping at all. I suppose you wouldn't like to go for a walk?'

'Well...'

'I suppose you're very tired.'

'No,' he replied. 'It's this moonlight I'm afraid of.'

A few days later the Cotterills and Ruth Earp went home, and Denry went with them. He had now sold the lifeboat and brought all his business in Llandudno to an end. He had very little luggage, but he did have a new hat-box. It was very heavy.

When Denry got home, he was pleased to see his mother again. She had often collected his rents for him during the summer, and had done it very well. He gave the hat-box to her, and she immediately dropped it.

'I don't want any of your games, young man,' she said crossly. 'What's in it?'

'Some pretty stones from the beach.'

She picked up the hat-box, opened it, and screamed. It fell to the floor with a crash and Mrs Machin was standing up to her ankles in money. She could see coins running all over the floor. At last they stopped moving, and then it was silent. Denry could hear his heart beating. For once in her life his mother could not find a word to say.
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The hat-box fell to the floor with a crash.

For several days afterwards Mrs Machin was still picking up coins. The story of the money in the hat-box quickly went round the town. It was Denry's 'latest' and people talked about it for weeks afterwards.



discuss v. to talk about something with another person or a group in order to exchange ideas or decide something 谈论

pier n. a long platform built from the land into the sea, where people can walk or get on or off boats （伸向海中的）突堤码头

penniless adj. having no money 身无分文的

crash v. to hit something extremely hard, making a lot of noise 猛撞，猛击

lifeboat n. a boat that helps people who are in danger at sea 救生艇

wreck n. a ship that has been badly damaged in an accident（失事船舶等的）残骸

luggage n. the case, bags etc carried by someone who is travelling 行李

explode v. cause to burst with a violent release of energy 爆炸，爆发

souvenir n. something you keep to remember a place 纪念品

millionaire n. a person who has more than a million pounds, dollars etc 百万富翁

row v. to move a boat through water using oars (long pieces of wood with flat ends) 划船

packet n. a small container, usually made of paper, with several things of the same kind in it 小包，包裹

cross adj. angry or annoyed 生气的

feel like have an inclination for something or some activity 想要

ankle n. the joint between your foot and your leg 脚踝

go around become widely known and passed on （消息）流传


4
暴风雨救了他

像邓瑞和露丝这种刚订婚的人出门度假消夏要考虑很多事情。比如说，一个靠每周收租为生的商人很难找出时间外出两周。而一个独居的年轻女士必须考虑别人的看法，因此露丝邀请了她的朋友内莉·科特里尔和她一同前往。

露丝和内莉住在位于兰迪德诺的圣阿萨夫路26号的一间屋里。邓瑞则住在圣阿萨夫路28号。还能有比这更好的安排吗？

邓瑞以前从没见过大海。当他穿着最体面的衣服漫步在海滩上，一边一个女孩相伴时，他觉得生活真是太美好了。他还发现了赚钱的大好时机，因为这里有五万人，这些人全都在度假，全都想做点好玩的事情，全都想把钱花掉。

关于此事，邓瑞考虑了很多，因为他认为自己现在是一个严肃的男人。他有了生活目标。跟露丝订婚他除了满足和幸福之外，还有那么点儿惊讶。这位高雅的年轻女士到底看上他什么了？

他们根本没讨论过钱的事，尽管邓瑞很想讨论。很明显露丝认定他是个有钱人，而邓瑞也在大把大把地花钱。事实上，他每走一步都要花钱。到码头啦、游泳啦、买冰激凌啦、租椅子啦、买水果啦、乘船旅行啦、照相啦、喝茶和咖啡啦——和露丝即便走上短短一段路都是十分昂贵的。

露丝没什么钱，但她毫不担心。她对钱没概念，花邓瑞的钱跟流水似的。温柔沉默的内莉常常主动要付些钱，但邓瑞当然不肯。他喜欢内莉·科特里尔。她觉得露丝和邓瑞都是好人，尽管她话不多，但非常明理。

第一周就要过去，邓瑞越来越担心钱不够用。周一早晨，他回伯斯利收租，周二晚上又来到兰迪德诺，口袋里装满了收来的租金。必须做点什么，他想。他还不知道要做什么，但跟露丝订婚三个月后，他已经快要身无分文了。

*　　*　　*

海上的一场风暴救了他。周三早上醒来时，他们发现狂风暴雨正狠狠抽打着窗户。他们三人走进镇里，得知镇上的那艘救生艇驶向了一艘停靠在海岸稍远处的大船。第二艘救生艇（旧的那个，现在归一个渔民所有）驶到了一艘挪威船“亚尔马号”那里，那艘船刚离开兰迪德诺就陷入了麻烦。镇上所有人都在看着救生艇营救那艘正在沉没的船上的水手。邓瑞和姑娘们赶到了码头上，邓瑞在帮一两个挪威水手从救生艇登上码头时，连自己的脚也打湿了。之后，他和救生艇的主人克里金聊了一会儿。

这是令人激动的一天，邓瑞有了个点子。

“我要给《信报》写篇报道，说说今天的事情。”他说。《信报》是五镇的日报。

“是啊！”内莉说，“多好的想法啊！”

第二天一早邓瑞早早起床，让火车把报道寄出。接着他和姑娘们走进镇里——又花了些钱。镇上所有的人都在谈论这场暴风雨、“亚尔马号”的残骸以及所有挪威水手被救生艇成功解救上岸的事。

过了几分钟，露丝转向邓瑞。

“今早他们送来了我们房间的账单。”她说。

“哦！”他说，“你付账了吗？”

“付了。但我手头快没钱了。你在伯斯利的时候，我们花销太大了。你不知道钱用得多快！”她停顿了一会儿，接着说，“我想我们得回家了。”

“真遗憾！”邓瑞神情哀伤地说。

露丝当然希望邓瑞说他会出钱让她留下来。可邓瑞说出口的只是“真遗憾！”

“我想今天下午就回家。”

“很遗憾。”邓瑞说。

就在那时一只手碰了碰他的胳膊。是克里金。

“梅钦先生。过了这个村就没这个店了。你今天要是能交钱，就收你25英镑。”

“好！”邓瑞说，“今晚我去找你。”

露丝假装对这一切都不感兴趣。

*　　*　　*

可怜的内莉。她知道有什么事不对劲，但她不知道到底怎么回事。她只知道她的假期突然要结束了。傍晚，他们三人朝火车站走去。

“你的行李呢？”露丝问邓瑞。

“我不走。我在这里还有公事。”

火车站有个书店。邓瑞买了份刚刚出版的《信报》，上面登载了他的报道：“北威尔士的可怕风暴——伯斯利镇E. H. 梅钦先生报道”。邓瑞内心兴奋得不能自已，但他还是平静地把报纸递给了露丝。

她看也没看一眼。“我们会在火车上看的。”她说。

书店里还有许多兰迪德诺的纪念品。露丝想买一个印有大奥姆角图片的玻璃盘子，但店里的人说已经卖完了。

“你就不能设法弄到一个，给我寄来吗？”露丝问。

“哦，可以。”店员说着拿出一个本子，“您的名字？”

露丝看着邓瑞，通常一个女人想让男人为她埋单时，就会用那种眼神。

“罗思柴尔德，”邓瑞说，“那个百万富翁。”

这些话终止了他们的婚约。第二天邓瑞收到邮局寄来的一个盒子，里面是枚戒指和一封短信。

“我仅仅说了句‘罗思柴尔德 '而已！”邓瑞心中暗想。但他暗地里很开心。

*　　*　　*

一小时后，邓瑞见到了克里金，并很快成为了那艘兰迪德诺老救生艇的新主人。接着他动身去找西米恩——一位白胡子的老水手，当人们营救“亚尔马号”上的人时，他就在救生艇上。

“我买下这船了。”邓瑞说，“我每周给你两英镑。”

“好的。”老水手说，“我已见过三个挪威水手。他们不会说英语，但说到钱他们就明白了。”

“好。”邓瑞说，“明早我来见你。”

第二天早上五点钟，一条船离开了兰迪德诺。一共有六个人划船，其中三个是挪威人，还有一位白胡子老人以及邓瑞。20分钟后他们到达“亚尔马号”残骸旁边，邓瑞晕船晕得厉害。又过了20分钟后他很高兴回到了陆地上。

那天上午十点钟，两个挪威水手走上街头，在镇上逢人便散发小传单。




“亚尔马号”残骸

著名的兰迪德诺大营救

每天11点、12点、下午2点、3点、4点、5点和6点，曾营救挪威水手的著名救生艇将前往“亚尔马号”残骸处。营救人员之一的西米恩·爱德华任救生艇的船长，3位获救的挪威人任水手。

往返船票：12便士




第一天，邓瑞就挣了12英镑。那天晚上，他收到一个包裹，是内莉寄来的。包裹里有一盒巧克力，并附有一张纸条，上面写着：谢谢你安排了这次度假。希望你喜欢这礼物。内莉。邓瑞对此感到很高兴。他觉得露丝的小伙伴远比露丝本人更懂得感恩。

乘船参观失事船残骸的活动越来越受欢迎。每到下午，邓瑞就得收费25便士，只有这样才能减少在岸上候船的汹涌客流。很快，他每周就能挣到100英镑。令他感到遗憾的是，船是在八月而不是七月出的事，而且只有一艘“亚尔马号”出事，而不是两艘或者四十艘。

九月的一天，当生意开始逐渐冷清下来时（他每周的收入降到了50英镑），邓瑞遇上一件令他十分惊喜的事。他在海滩上遇到了内莉，毋容置疑，见到她令他非常开心。她和父亲科特里尔议员以及母亲在一起。议员是一个建筑商，曾经靠给五镇居民建便宜的房子发过财。

“嘿，年轻人！”科特里尔议员叫道。

他一直管邓瑞叫“年轻人”，那种讲话方式让邓瑞很恼火。“我这个夏天挣的钱比你一年挣的都多。”他对着议员的背影暗暗说道。

“请你们务必赏光跟我一起共进晚餐。”邓瑞最后说，“在马杰斯蒂克饭店。”马杰斯蒂克饭店是兰迪德诺最好最贵的一家饭店，甚至有些服务员是法国人！

他们说好第二天去。然后，科特里尔夫人想起露丝要过来和他们呆几天。

“叫她一起来吧！”邓瑞说。

晚宴非常成功。邓瑞以前从没安排过晚宴，不过那其实很容易。你只需早上走进饭店，告诉他们你想要什么，饭店便会安排好一切！同一个刚跟你解除婚约的女人见面也很容易，只需说句：“下午好。最近好吗？”她也会说同样的话，接下来你们便会握手，就这样，你还活得好好的！

饭后，邓瑞陪他们走回宾馆。科特里尔议员已经不再叫邓瑞“年轻人”，他现在叫他“我的孩子”。

“那个救生艇，那只是个点子，我的孩子，只是个点子而已。”

“是的。”邓瑞说，“可那是我想出来的。”

“问题是，”议员说，“你能想出更多和这一样好的点子吗？”

“呃，”邓瑞说，“你能吗？”

当他们走到科特里尔家下榻的宾馆时，露丝等了一会儿，待其他人都进去后，转过身对邓瑞说：

“我一点都不困。我想你或许不想去散步？”

“呃……”

“我猜你一定很累了。”

“不累，”他答道，“我害怕的是这月色。”

几天后，科特里尔一家和露丝·厄普要回家了，邓瑞与他们同行。此时，他已经卖了救生艇，了结了他在兰迪德诺的所有生意。他几乎没有行李，但他带了个新的帽盒。盒子沉甸甸的。

邓瑞到家后，很高兴又见到了母亲。整个夏天，她常常替他收租金，而且干得非常不错。他递给她帽盒，她随即就把它扔在一边。

“我可不喜欢你的什么鬼把戏，年轻人。”她生气地说，“里面装的什么？”

“是从沙滩上捡的一些漂亮的石头。”

她捡起盒子，打开，然后尖叫起来。盒子掉到了地上，发出一声巨响，梅钦太太的脚踝都没在了钱币里。她看到钱币在地上到处滚动。最后它们终于停了下来，一切都恢复了平静。邓瑞能听到自己心跳的声音。他母亲生平第一次不知道该说什么才好。

之后连着好几天，梅钦太太都在捡拾硬币。帽盒里装钱的事情很快就传遍整个小镇。这是邓瑞的“最新消息”，人们谈论了好几个星期。


5
THE RESCUE OF THE COUNTESS

Denry's rent-collecting business grew and grew. He had come back from the Llandudno adventure with a thousand pounds. Two years later he had two thousand pounds, and his bank manager spoke to him with great politeness. Denry now rented a small office, and employed an office-boy.

He also bought a mule and cart. He said he needed them for his work. He could, of course, collect rents on a bicycle, and a bicycle doesn't eat much, or run away. But Denry wanted a mule. It was a good advertisement for his business.

Denry was happy that people talked about the mule as his 'latest', and he was happy to be making money. But he wanted more than money. He was always looking for new ideas, exciting things to do – things which would make sure that he was always the greatest 'card' in the Five Towns.

One day, a new notice appeared on Denry's door:




FIVE TOWNS SAVINGS CLUB
Secretary and Manager – E. H. Machin




Many shops in the Five Towns had savings clubs. Every week customers paid a few pence into the club. At Christmas the customers could spend all the money they had paid in. Denry's idea was for a savings club for every shop in the Five Towns. It was a fantastic idea. A poor person could pay just a little money every week, and to make it easier, Denry could come to the house and collect the money. Denry's savings club was special in one very important way. After paying a pound to Denry, someone could spend two pounds in the shops immediately – although they must then, of course, continue to pay into the club every week.

Denry needed to make a profit, of course, and his profit would come from the shops. For every six pence spent in a shop, the shop had to pay him one penny. He started by going to Bostocks, the biggest clothes shop in the Five Towns. With Bostocks' name on the list it was easier to find other shops. In two weeks he had nearly a hundred.

Now he needed something to give the club a good start. For twenty-five pounds Denry could put an advertisement on the front page of the Signal, but he preferred free advertisements. Then he had an idea. He could ask the Countess of Chell to be the patron of his club. Hers was the best possible name to have at the top of his letter paper. She was the richest woman in the Five Towns. Some people loved her and some people hated her, but everybody knew her.

'I'll ask her. I'll have her as a patron,' he said to himself. 'I'll go to Sneyd Hall. She can't eat me.'

So one morning he arrived, without his mule, at the home of the Countess of Chell. He had been to Sneyd Hall before; the gardens were open to the people of the Five Towns, and there were often hundreds of people there on Sunday afternoons in summer. But today the gardens were empty.

It was a long walk between the trees up to the house, and a long walk up the steps. Denry rang, and the door opened.

'Well?' said a lady. She was dressed in black.

'Can I see the Countess?' he asked, giving her his card.

'I will ask,' she answered. She disappeared into the house, leaving Denry in the hall.

A few moments later he heard the Countess's voice:

'Oh, no! I'm terribly busy. I'm leaving in a few minutes.'

Still Denry waited. Nobody came to see him. Minutes passed and still nothing. Had they forgotten him? Then, through an open door in the back of the house he saw a man. It was Jock, the son of a friend of his mother. Jock worked at Sneyd Hall, where he drove the Countess's carriage.

Denry did not want to shout through the house, so he walked towards him. 'Jock!' he called, softly.

Jock didn't hear, and disappeared through another door. Denry followed, through door after door, until suddenly he found himself in a long ballroom, full of mirrors, paintings and rich furniture, with high windows to one side and big doors on the other. Jock had disappeared. Denry tried the big doors, but they were all locked. He went back to the door he had used to come into the room. But strangely, that was now locked as well. Then he heard horses outside, and running to a window, he saw the Countess's carriage driving away.

Denry tried knocking on all the doors, first politely, then noisily. He tried calling out, then shouting as loudly as he could. Nothing. At last he realized that there was nobody to hear him. He was a prisoner in an empty house.

He looked around the room. The only possible escape was to break a window, so Denry preferred to wait until night. He spent a long afternoon in the great ballroom of Sneyd Hall, looking at pictures and furniture. When night fell, he broke one of the big windows and went home. The Five Towns Savings Club began life without the Countess.
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Denry spent that long afternoon in the ballroom of Sneyd Hall, looking at pictures and furniture.

The next morning, Denry opened the Signal and suddenly felt very ill.




ROBBERY AT SNEYD HALL

Yesterday, thieves broke into the great ballroom at Sneyd, home of the Countess of Chell. The police say that nothing seems to be missing. The Countess(who is away in Italy) will pay twenty pounds for any information about the thieves.




Denry was lucky. The robbery was the talk of the town for a few days, but nobody, it seemed, had remembered his visit to Sneyd Hall, or found his visiting card. And because nothing was stolen, the police were not very interested. Indeed, a week or two later, Denry saw a chance to make something out of his adventure. All that long afternoon he had been in the great ballroom, and he had used his eyes well. He remembered everything. Soon, a report appeared in the Signal under Denry's name. It began:




The recent robbery at Sneyd Hall gives us a reason to remember the beautiful paintings and furniture which it contains and which, happily, were not stolen. Only friends of the family, of course, ever see the great ballroom, but perhaps readers of the Signal will be interested to read a description of this fine room...




Everybody read the report of course, and everybody understood that Denry, who had already danced with the Countess, was now a good friend of the family.

*　　*　　*

The Savings Club was a great success; in fact, it became too successful. The reason was this. When customers had paid in two pounds, they were allowed to spend four pounds in the shops. They did spend four pounds in the shops. And Denry had to pay the shops. Customers were still paying in their five pence and their ten pence – but that wasn't enough to help Denry. His two thousand pounds in the bank was going very quickly. And then a whisper began to go round that Denry's famous Savings Club was not healthy, that it was going to fail, and that everyone would lose their money.

Denry knew that he had to do something – and do it very quickly. He thought of the Countess.

The Countess was very good at opening things. She opened hospitals and schools all over the Five Towns, and Denry read in the Signal that she was going to open a new Police Club in Hanbridge in a week's time. There are a number of facts about what happened on the day of the opening, and during the week before it. Some people may have ideas to explain some of these facts.

The facts are these. First: Denry called one day at the house of Mrs Kemp in Brougham Street. Mrs Kemp was the mother of Jock, Denry's old friend and carriage-driver to the Countess. Second: a day or two later, Jock came to visit his mother, and Denry also came to visit. Denry and Jock went for a short walk together. Third: on the afternoon of the opening of the Police Club, the Countess's carriage broke a wheel between Sneyd Hall and Hanbridge, about five kilometres from Hanbridge. Fourth: about five minutes later, Denry drove past in his mule cart, wearing his best clothes. Fifth: as Denry drove past, Jock called out, 'Excuse me, sir!' and Denry stopped. These are the facts.

'Good afternoon, Countess,' said Denry, lifting his hat.

'Oh, it's you, is it?' said the Countess. 'Good afternoon.'

'I see you've had an accident,' said Denry. 'Are you going somewhere important?'

'Yes, I am going somewhere important! I've got to be at the Police Club by three. And I shan't be. I'm late now.'

'I can get you there by three o'clock,' said Denry.

It was five kilometres to Hanbridge, and they were there in seventeen minutes. The mule was moving as fast as he could, but when they came into the main square, he stopped suddenly. There were several hundred policemen outside the Police Club, waiting for the Countess.

'Oh dear!' said Denry. 'He hates policemen.'

'I'll walk,' said the Countess.

'Oh no,' said Denry. 'It's all right.' He hit the mule over the head with his whip. The mule dashed off, but away from the Police Club. They hit another cart, full of vegetables, and turned it over. They dashed down a hill, fast. Then the Countess noticed that Denry was not using his right arm.

'I think I broke it when we hit the cart,' he said. 'Don't worry. I'll go up this hill – that'll stop him.'

Denry managed to turn the mule into Birches Street, which went up a hill. The mule slowed down, then stopped.

[image: alt]

Denry managed to turn the mule into Birches Street.

'Shall I drive him to the Club?' asked the Countess. She could see that Denry's arm was very painful.

And so the Countess arrived at the Police Club in Denry's mule cart. And she invited Denry to the Club opening, where she told the five mayors and all the important people of the Five Towns how Denry had rescued her.

After the opening, Denry left the Club with the Countess, to help her find her carriage. But it still had not arrived.

'I can take you home in my cart,' offered Denry.

'I think I'll wait,' said the Countess.

'Well, let's go and have a cup of tea while we're waiting,' said Denry. 'There's a good tea-shop near here.'

The Countess loved tea, and they were soon sitting in a corner of the tea-shop. The Countess looked hard at Denry.

'How did you get all that information about the rooms at Sneyd Hall?' she asked.

After this, the conversation became exciting.

That evening a notice appeared in the Signal which said that the Countess was now Patron of the Five Towns Savings Club. In a few days a thousand more people had joined the Club. Denry had no more worries about money.



mule n. an animal whose parents were a horse and a donkey 骡子

cart n. a wooden 'car ', with two or four wheels, pulled by a horse （两轮或四轮的）马车

advertisement n. a notice (e.g. in a newspaper) which tells people about jobs, things to sell etc 广告，宣传

profit n. money that you get when you sell something for more than it cost to buy or make 利润

patron n. a famous person who uses their name or money to help people 赞助者

disappear v. to become impossible to see or find 消失，失踪

carriage n. a kind of 'car ', pulled by horses, used for carrying people 马车

escape n. a method of getting away from a place where you do not want to be, or from an unpleasant or dangerous situation 逃路，逃脱

description n. a piece of writing that says what someone or something is like 描写

whip n. a long thin thing used for hitting animals 鞭子

dash v. to run quickly; to hurry 猛冲


5
营救伯爵夫人

邓瑞的收租业务蒸蒸日上。他从兰迪德诺的那笔生意中赚到了1000英镑。两年后，他的资产已达到2000英镑。他的银行经理跟他说话时毕恭毕敬。邓瑞现在租了一间小办公室，雇了一名勤杂员。

他还买了一头骡子和一辆马车。他说这是出于工作需要。当然他也可以骑自行车去收租，自行车不吃东西，也不会跑掉。但邓瑞就是想要一头骡子。这对他的业务来说是一个好广告。

邓瑞很高兴现在人们把他的骡子当成他的“最新消息”来谈论，他也很高兴能赚到钱。但他想要的不只是金钱。他总在寻找新点子，总在找有意思的事情做——一些能保证他一直是五镇最伟大“传奇”的事情。

一天，一条新的告示贴在了邓瑞的门上：




五镇存款俱乐部

经理兼秘书——E.H.梅钦




五镇的很多店铺都有存款俱乐部。顾客每周向俱乐部交几个便士，圣诞节时他们便可以花掉他们在俱乐部的全部存款。邓瑞的想法是为五镇的所有店铺建立一个存款俱乐部。这是一个非常棒的想法。穷人只需每周交一点钱，而且为了简化手续，邓瑞可以上门收钱。邓瑞的存款俱乐部有个非常重要的与众不同之处：只要交给邓瑞的钱达到一英镑，便马上可在店里花掉两英镑——当然，人们必须每周继续往俱乐部交钱。

当然，邓瑞需要盈利，他的利润来自那些店铺。人们在店里每消费六便士，商店就得付给邓瑞一便士。他从五镇最大的服装店博斯托克斯店开始谈起。名单上一旦有了博斯托克斯店，再找其他店就容易多了。两周后他找到了将近一百家店铺。

现在他需要做点什么好让俱乐部有一个好的开端。邓瑞花25英镑就能在《信报》首页登个广告，但他更喜欢免费的广告。这时他想出个主意。他可以请切尔伯爵夫人做俱乐部的赞助人。她的名字应该是印在他信纸抬头上最好的名字了。她是五镇最富有的女人。有的人爱她，有的人恨她，但所有人都知道她。

“我要去问问她。我要请她做我的赞助人。”他心中暗想，“我要去斯尼德府。她不会吃了我的。”

于是一天早上，他来到切尔伯爵夫人的府第门口，没骑他的骡子。他以前曾去过斯尼德府，那里的花园对五镇居民开放。夏天的周日下午，那里常常聚集了数以百计的人。但今天花园都空无一人。

邓瑞在两旁遍植绿树的道路上走了长长一段，又上了长长的一段台阶才到门口。邓瑞按响门铃。门开了。

“什么事？”一个身穿黑衣的女士问。

“我能见伯爵夫人吗？”他问，顺手递给她名片。

“我去问问。”她说完便走进了房子，留下邓瑞一个人在大厅里。

过了片刻，他听到伯爵夫人的声音。

“哦，不行！我忙死了。我马上就得出门。”

邓瑞依然等着。没人来看他。几分钟过去了，还是没人来。他们把他忘了吗？随后，邓瑞从房子后面一扇开着的门望出去，看见了一个男人。那人叫乔克，是他母亲朋友的儿子。乔克在斯尼德府工作，替伯爵夫人赶车。

乔克不想隔着整间房子大声喊叫，因此他朝乔克走去。“乔克！”他轻声唤道。

乔克没听到，消失在另一扇门后。邓瑞跟着他，穿过一扇又一扇门，直到他突然发现自己置身于一个长长的大舞厅里，这里到处都是镜子、油画和贵重家具，房间一侧是高高的窗户，一侧是巨大的门。乔克不见了。邓瑞试着去敲那些大门，但所有的门都锁着。他回到他刚进来的那扇门，奇怪的是，那扇门现在也锁上了。接着他听到马嘶声，他跑到一扇窗前，看见伯爵夫人的马车驶走了。

邓瑞试着敲每一扇门，一开始是客气地敲，后来便大声地敲。他先是试着叫了几声，然后便放声大喊。没人应声。最终他意识到没有人会听到他的喊叫。他被囚禁在一所空房子里了。

他打量着房子四周，唯一可能的出路是打破一扇窗户，因此邓瑞选择等到晚上。他在斯尼德府巨大的舞厅里度过了一个长长的下午，欣赏那些油画和家具。夜晚来临，他打碎了一扇巨大的窗户，回到家里。五镇存款俱乐部没有等到伯爵夫人便开始了自己的业务。

第二天早上，邓瑞打开《信报》，突然觉得很不舒服。




斯尼德府抢劫案

昨日，窃贼闯进切尔伯爵夫人家斯尼德府的大舞厅。警方说未发现物品失窃。伯爵夫人（目前在意大利）将向提供窃贼信息的知情者支付20英镑酬劳。




邓瑞很幸运。这个抢劫案让镇上的人们谈论了几天，但好像没人记得邓瑞拜访过斯尼德府，也没人发现他的来访名片。由于没有物品失窃，警方也就不太关心。事实上，一两周之后，邓瑞发现可以利用一下这次冒险经历。那个漫长的午后，他一直呆在那个大舞厅里，他的眼睛也没闲着，记住了一切。很快，一篇署名邓瑞的文章出现在《信报》上。




最近发生在斯尼德府的抢劫案使我们有理由想起府里那些美丽的油画和家具。让人高兴的是，它们没有失窃。当然只有这个家庭的朋友曾见过这个大舞厅，但或许《信报》的读者想要了解一下这个精美的房间究竟是什么样子的……




大家自然都读到了这篇报道。人们都觉得，曾跟伯爵夫人跳过舞的邓瑞现在是这家人的好朋友。

*　　*　　*

存款俱乐部取得了极大成功；事实上，是太成功了。原因如下：顾客交了两英镑，就能在店里花四英镑。他们也的确毫不含糊地在店里花掉四英镑。而邓瑞就得付给那些店铺差额。顾客还在五便士、十便士地交着钱——但远不够邓瑞付给店铺的那些。邓瑞存在银行的2000英镑正在迅速地减少。不久，有传言说邓瑞著名的存款俱乐部运营不善，将要倒闭，到时所有人存在那里的钱都会打水漂。

邓瑞知道自己必须要做点什么——并且行动要迅速。他想到了伯爵夫人。

伯爵夫人非常擅长开设新机构。她开设的医院和学校遍布五镇。邓瑞从《信报》上得知她一周后要在汉布里奇开设一家新的警察俱乐部。俱乐部开张那天以及之前的一周发生了很多事情。有些人也许知道如何解释其中一部分情况。

那些情况是这样的：第一，一天邓瑞拜访了布鲁厄姆街的肯普太太。肯普太太是乔克的母亲。乔克是邓瑞的老朋友，也是伯爵夫人的车夫。第二，一两天后，乔克来看望他母亲，邓瑞也来了。邓瑞和乔克一起散了会儿步。第三，警察俱乐部开张的那天下午，伯爵夫人的车在从斯尼德府到汉布里奇的路上坏了一个轮子，此时离汉布里奇还有五公里。第四，大约五分钟后，邓瑞驾驶他的骡车，穿着最好的行头路过那里。第五，邓瑞路过时，乔克喊道：“打扰一下，先生！”邓瑞停了下来。情况就是这样。

“下午好，伯爵夫人。”邓瑞说，抬了抬自己的帽子。

“哦，是你啊！”伯爵夫人说，“下午好。”

“看来你们出了点小问题。”邓瑞说，“你们要去什么重要场合吗？”

“是的，我正去一个很重要的场合！ 我必须得在三点前到达警察俱乐部，但我赶不上了。现在已经晚了。”

“我能在三点前把你送到。”邓瑞说。

离汉布里奇还有五公里，17分钟后他们就到了。骡子以最快的速度前进着，但当他们进入主广场时，骡子突然停了下来。警察俱乐部外面聚集了几百个警察，他们正在恭候伯爵夫人的到来。

“哦，天哪！”邓瑞说，“它讨厌警察。”

“我走过去。”伯爵夫人说。

“哦，不。”邓瑞说，“没关系。”他用鞭子抽打骡子的头。骡子冲了出去，却偏离了警察俱乐部的方向。他们撞上了一辆装满蔬菜的马车，把对方撞翻了。然后，他们飞快冲下一座小山。随后伯爵夫人注意到邓瑞没有用自己的右臂。

“我想是撞上那辆车的时候把胳膊撞断的。”他说，“别担心。我准备把车朝这座山上赶——这会让它停下来。”

邓瑞设法使骡子走向伯奇斯街，这条街依山而上。骡子慢了下来，然后停住了。

“要不要我来把车赶到俱乐部去？”伯爵夫人问。她看得出邓瑞的胳膊很疼。

于是伯爵夫人坐着邓瑞的骡车到达了警察俱乐部。她邀请邓瑞参加了俱乐部的开幕式，并在开幕式上向五个镇长和五镇所有的头面人物讲述了邓瑞营救她的故事。

开幕式后，邓瑞和伯爵夫人一起离开了俱乐部，帮她找马车。但马车还没来。

“我可以驾我的车送你回家。”邓瑞主动提议到。

“我想我还是等等。”伯爵夫人说。

“好吧，我们一边喝茶一边等吧。”邓瑞说，“附近有个不错的茶馆。”

伯爵夫人很爱喝茶。没一会儿，他们就坐在了茶馆的一个角落里。伯爵夫人紧紧盯着邓瑞。

“你从哪里得知斯尼德府房间里的那些情况的？”她问。

这问题一问，后面的聊天变得精彩起来。

那天晚上《信报》上登出一条消息，称伯爵夫人现在是五镇存款俱乐部的赞助人。几天内，一千多人加入了俱乐部。邓瑞不用再担心钱的问题了。


6
THE BATTLE WITH DENRY'S MOTHER

Late one winter's evening a few years later, Denry opened the door of his mother's house in Brougham Street.

'Is that you, Denry?' came a tired voice.

'Yes,' he said, walking into the living room.

His mother was sitting very near the fire, which was burning brightly. She looked cold and ill.

'You must see a doctor, mother.'

'A doctor! What for? I've just got a bit of a cold, that's all.'

'You've been ill a lot this winter,' said Denry. 'It's this awful old house we live in.'

'It's a very good house. It was good enough for your father and it's good enough for me.'

'Mother, I'm earning two thousand pounds a year! And here we are, living in an old house at a rent of twenty-three pence a week!'

Actually, Denry was making nearly four thousand a year, but he was afraid to tell his mother that. These days he was a great man in the Five Towns, but his greatness was nothing in Brougham Street.

'You can go and live in a fine, grand house if you like, Denry,' said his mother. 'But I'm staying here.'

And so the battle went on. Denry wanted to move, but his mother refused to leave Brougham Street. And Denry wouldn't move to a new house without her.

One morning a few weeks later, there was a letter for Mrs Machin from the man who owned her house. He had sold the house, he wrote, to a man in London, a Mr Wilbraham. From next month Mrs Machin must pay her rent to him.

The next day Denry came home with some news.

'I've met Mr Wilbraham, the man who bought our house. He came down from London. He wants me to collect the rents for him.'

'What did you tell him?'

'I said yes. Why not? It's easier for you. And he's an interesting man. He's building a new house up at Bleakridge. It's going to be a really modern house; a house where you can live comfortably without servants.'

'He's certainly a sensible man,' answered Mrs Machin. She hated servants and said so about once a week.

The house at Bleakridge started to grow. Mr Wilbraham stayed in London. The builder was Mr Cotterill (Denry had been friendly with the family since Llandudno), but Denry also kept an eye on things. The house was nearly finished when Mrs Machin got a second letter from Mr Wilbraham.

'He says we have to leave,' she cried. 'He wants us out immediately. Oh Denry, what shall we do!'

'We'll go and see him,' said Denry. 'He's coming to his new house tonight!'

So they put on their best clothes and went up to Bleakridge. Half an hour later they were standing outside Mr Wilbraham's house. Denry rang the bell, and they waited.

'Dirty doorstep,' said Mrs Machin, looking down at it. In Brougham Street it was important to have a clean doorstep, even if your rent was only twenty-three pence a week.

'Easy to clean,' said Denry. 'Watch!' He turned a tap next to the doorstep, and water ran over the step, washing it.

'Is that hot water?' asked Mrs Machin.

'Of course,' said Denry. He could see his mother liked the tap. 'Wilbraham's fixed a lot of things like that in his house.'

He rang again but there was no answer. 'Perhaps his train's late. I've got a key. We'll go in and wait for him.' He opened the door and turned on the electric light. Mrs Machin had never seen electric light before. She thought it was wonderful.
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Mrs Machin had never seen electric light before.

'It's very warm in here,' she said.

'Central heating,' said Denry. 'No fires to light, no wood to carry, no fireplaces to clean—'

The doorbell rang.

'There he is!' said Denry, moving to the door.

Three people stood on the washed doorstep – Mr and Mrs Cotterill, and Nellie. Mr Wilbraham had invited them, said Mr Cotterill.

'Oh, come in, come in!' said Denry. 'He's not here. Perhaps he's missed his train. But the house is all ready for him. Come on, I'll show you round.'

He and Nellie ran upstairs and the others followed. Upstairs the house was as wonderful as downstairs. So easy to clean. No work at all. 'Why,' said Mrs Cotterill, 'I could live here without any servants and still have it clean and tidy by ten o'clock in the morning.'

Mrs Machin agreed.

Downstairs they found a fine cold supper ready to eat.

'Come on,' said Denry. 'Let's eat. I'm sure he'd like us to.'

Mrs Machin didn't want to. 'It's very strange that he isn't here,' she said.

'He's a strange man,' said Denry. 'I think he's a little mad.'

'I don't think he can be mad,' said Mrs Machin. 'The house is much too sensible for a madman.'

Finally, they all sat down to supper, and after some food and three bottles of wine they started to enjoy themselves. Soon Denry was searching the house for a fourth bottle of wine. He found one, opened it, drank some, and, with a cry, dropped the glass on the floor, where it broke.

It was not wine. It was a bottle of cleaning liquid. And the word POISON was written on it in large letters. Nellie didn't seem to realize how serious it was, and began to laugh.

Mrs Machin took Denry's arm. 'Come out to the kitchen,' she said. 'You must have some salt water, to make you sick.'

'Oh no!' said Denry. 'I'll be all right.'

But his mother wouldn't listen to him, and pulled him out of the room. Nellie had her hand over her mouth, trying very hard not to laugh, but not succeeding.

Ten minutes later they returned. Denry looked very white, and very cross. 'There's no danger now,' said Mrs Machin.

So the party came to an end. The Cotterills stood up to leave, and asked Denry how he was feeling.

'I feel much too ill to walk home,' he said. 'I'll sleep here. The bedrooms are all ready. My mother can stay too.'

The Cotterills left and Denry went to bed. After an hour his mother went to bed, too, but she slept very badly.

The next morning she was up before Denry and went out. Half an hour later she was back, waking Denry up.

'Oh, Denry! I've just been back home. They're pulling the house down. The roof's gone and the furniture...'

Denry sat up.

'I'll tell you something now,' he said. 'Wilbraham's dead.'

'Dead!'

'Dead. Well, he was never really alive, of course.'

And Mrs Machin understood. This was all Denry's plan to move her out of Brougham Street and up to Bleakridge. Soon all Bursley knew that Denry had won the battle with his mother. And they loved it.

But at least Mrs Machin had won with the salt water.



servant n. someone who works in another person's house 用人，仆人

doorstep n. a step just outside a door to a house or building 门外的台阶

tap n. a thing that you turn to let water come out of a pipe 水龙头

electric adj. an electric machine, light etc works using electricity 用电的

mad adj. with a sick mind 疯狂的

wine n. an alcoholic drink made from grapes 葡萄酒

liquid n. a substance that is not a solid or a gas, which flows, is wet, and has no fixed shape 液体

poison n. something that will kill you or make you very ill if you eat or drink it 毒药


6
邓瑞和母亲之间的斗争

几年后，一个冬天的深夜，邓瑞打开位于布鲁厄姆街的母亲家的房门。

“是你吗，邓瑞？”一个疲倦的声音问。

“是的。”他边说边走进客厅。

母亲坐在离炉火很近的地方，火烧得很旺。她看上去很冷，身体欠佳。

“你得去看病，妈妈。”

“看病！有什么可看的？我只是有点儿感冒，仅此而已。”

“这个冬天你总是生病，”邓瑞说，“都是因为住在这所又老又破的房子里。”

“这所房子很好。对你父亲来说够好，对我来说也够好。”

“妈妈，我每年挣2000英镑，可是看看我们，住在每周租金23便士的老房子里！”

事实上，邓瑞现在每年差不多挣4000英镑，但他不敢跟母亲说实话。这些日子他在五镇可是个大人物，但在布鲁厄姆街却啥也不是。

“邓瑞，你选择住到一栋豪华精美的大房子里去。”母亲说，“但我就呆在这儿。”

于是斗争持续着。邓瑞想搬家，但母亲拒绝离开布鲁厄姆街。邓瑞不可能一个人搬到新房子里去。

几周后的一个早晨，梅钦太太收到房东寄来的一封信。他在信里说他已把梅钦夫人住的房子卖给了一个叫威尔布里厄姆的伦敦人。从下个月起，梅钦太太得把房租交给威尔布里厄姆先生。

第二天邓瑞回家时，带回了一些消息。

“我见到威尔布里厄姆先生了，就是那个买下我们房子的人。他从伦敦过来了。他想让我帮他收房租。”

“那你怎么说？”

“我答应了。为什么不呢？这对你来说更容易。他是个有趣的人。他打算在布里克里奇街盖一座新房子。那将是一座真正现代化的房子；在那样的房子里，没有仆人也能住得很舒服。”

“他肯定是个明白人。”梅钦太太答道。她讨厌仆人，并且每周都要重复一次。

布里克里奇的新房子动工了。威尔布里厄姆先生呆在伦敦。建造商是科特里尔先生（从兰迪德诺回来之后，邓瑞和这家人一直保持友好关系），但邓瑞也会关注房子的建设。房子快建好的时候，梅钦太太收到威尔布里厄姆先生的第二封信。

“他说我们得搬家，”她喊道，“他要我们马上搬出去。哦，邓瑞，我们该怎么办啊？”

“我们去见他。”邓瑞说，“今晚他会去新房子那里！”

于是他们穿上最好的衣服前往布里克里奇。半小时后他们站在威尔布里厄姆先生的新房外面。邓瑞按响了门铃，他们等待着。

“台阶真脏。”梅钦太太看了看地下说道。在布鲁厄姆街，保持台阶干净是非常重要的，即使是房租每周只需23便士的房子。

“很好清洗。”邓瑞说，“看着！”他拧开台阶旁的一个水龙头，水流下来，冲洗着台阶。

“是热水吗？”梅钦太太问道。

“当然。”邓瑞说。他看得出母亲很喜欢那个水龙头。“威尔布里厄姆先生在房子里装了很多这样的玩意儿。”

他又按了按门铃，但没人应声。“也许他坐的火车晚点了。我有钥匙。我们进去等他。”他开了门，打开了电灯。梅钦太太之前从没见过电灯，她觉得电灯太奇妙了。

“这里非常暖和。”她说。

“是中央供暖系统。”邓瑞说，“无需生火，无需搬木柴，也无需清理炉子——”

门铃响了。

“他来了！”邓瑞说着，朝门口走去。

洗过的台阶上站着三个人——是科特里尔夫妇和内莉。科特里尔先生说是威尔布里厄姆先生邀请他们来的。

“啊，快请进，请进！”邓瑞说，“他不在。也许他错过了火车。但房子已经为他准备好了。来，我带你们四处看看。”

他和内莉跑上楼，其他人跟在后面。楼上和楼下一样妙不可言。房屋如此易于清理，根本没什么要干的。“哎呀！”科特里尔夫人说，“要是我住在这里，不需要仆人，就能在上午十点前把房子收拾干净。”

梅钦太太表示同意。

他们在楼下发现一顿精美的冷盘晚餐已经准备好了。

“来吧，”邓瑞说，“我们开吃吧。我肯定他会乐意我们这样做的。”

梅钦太太不想吃。“他不在这儿，这样有点儿奇怪。”她说。

“他是有点儿怪。”邓瑞说，“我觉得他有点儿不正常。”

“我可不觉得他不正常。”梅钦太太说，“这么好的房子不可能是个疯子的。”

最终，他们全都坐下来吃晚餐，在吃了一些东西，喝了三瓶酒后，他们舒服自在起来。很快，邓瑞开始在房子里找第四瓶酒。他找到一瓶，打开喝了几口，然后叫了一声，杯子掉在地上摔碎了。

那不是酒。是一瓶清洁剂。瓶身写着“有毒”两个大字。内莉似乎没意识到事情的严重性，还笑了起来。

梅钦太太拉着邓瑞的胳膊。“到厨房去。”她说，“你得喝点儿盐水，让自己呕吐。”

“哦不！”邓瑞说，“我没事。”

但邓瑞的母亲不肯听他的，把他拽出了房间。内莉用手掩嘴，强忍住笑，但没能忍住。

十分钟后，他们回来了。邓瑞看起来面色苍白，十分气恼。“现在没事了。”梅钦太太说。

聚会就这样结束了。科特里尔一家起身告别，并询问邓瑞感觉怎么样了。

“我太难受了，不能走回家。”他说，“我就睡在这里。卧室什么都有。我母亲也可以住在这里。”

科特里尔一家走后，邓瑞上床睡觉去了。一小时后他母亲也去睡了，但她睡得很不好。

第二天早上，她比邓瑞早起，然后便走出房门。半小时后，她回来把邓瑞叫醒了。

“噢，邓瑞！我刚才回家去了。他们把房子拆了。房顶不见了，还有那些家具……”

邓瑞坐了起来。

“现在我要跟你说件事。”他说，“威尔布里厄姆先生死了。”

“死了！”

“死了。呃，当然，他从来就没真的活过。”

梅钦太太明白了。这一切都是邓瑞设的计，就为了让她从布鲁厄姆街搬到布里克里奇。很快，全伯斯利镇的人都知道邓瑞在和母亲之间的斗争中取得了胜利。他们都喜欢这个故事。

但至少梅钦太太在让邓瑞喝盐水这场斗争中赢了。


7
THE MAYOR, THE WIFE, AND THE FOOTBALL CLUB

Soon after the move to Bleakridge, Bursley made Denry a Town Councillor. He was the youngest Councillor in the town, and one of the richest men in the Five Towns, but Councillor Cotterill still called him 'young man'.

Denry did not like Councillor Cotterill, but he was very friendly with Nellie and her mother. So when he bought one of the first cars in the Five Towns, he decided to invite them to go for a drive. When he got there, Nellie came to the door.

'Come in,' she said. 'I've got a surprise for you.'

In the sitting room, next to Mrs Cotterill, Denry saw a wonderful woman, beautifully dressed in black. When she turned to look at him, Denry suddenly recognized her. It was Ruth. Then he remembered that Ruth had married a rich man, a Mr Capron-smith, who had recently died.

'Well, Denry,' she said, softly.

'Well, Ruth.'

Conversation was not difficult. Ruth was talking about a holiday in Switzerland. Denry listened with interest.

After a few minutes, the front door opened, and Mr Cotterill was heard in the hall. He did not come into the sitting room, so Mrs Cotterill went out to speak to him. When she came back, she was crying.

'It's the bank!' she cried. 'After all these years, and now, suddenly... all his money...'

Nellie and Ruth ran to her, and Denry decided it was probably better to leave. But as he walked into the hall, he met Councillor Cotterill. He was looking very worried.

'Ah, Denry,' he said. 'You're a friend of the family. We've no secrets from you. I'm afraid things are looking bad. The fact is, the bank wants its money and I can't pay. '

'What are you going to do?' asked Denry.

'We'll all go to Canada. My brother lives there – he's in the building business. He'll give me a job. It's stupid really. I only need two thousand pounds, for a month or two, until I sell the houses I'm building. I say,' he continued, 'you don't have a thousand or two, do you, young man? There'll be an excellent profit in two or three months. You and I have been friends for ten years.'

'And I suppose I've come to visit you once a fortnight,' answered Denry. 'Perhaps two hundred and fifty times in ten years. That's eight pounds a visit, Cotterill. That's more expensive than the most fashionable doctor in England!'

This conversation does not make Denry look very kind. But Councillor Cotterill had called him 'young man' too many times.

Several weeks later the Cotterills left Bursley and took the train to Liverpool, where they would take the ship to Canada. On the day they left the Five Towns, Denry happened to meet Ruth in the street.

'Did you know they have the cheapest tickets for the ship?' she said. 'It's terrible! And it's too late to change them now.'

'No, it isn't,' said Denry. 'I could go to Liverpool and arrange it. The ship doesn't leave until tomorrow.'

'Let's both go!' she said. 'And we'll pay half each for their new tickets.'

They had a very pleasant train journey. Ruth was warm and friendly to Denry, and as the train pulled into Liverpool, he had a very strange thought. 'I could still marry her! She's a fine woman, and now she's rich herself...'

They found the Cotterills, and paid for them to travel in a more comfortable part of the ship. Mr Cotterill said he would repay them, Mrs Cotterill cried, and Nellie said nothing at all. The ship's bell rang for the second time. Denry and Ruth said their goodbyes and started to leave.

Then Denry looked back and saw Nellie's sad little face. He felt as he had never felt before in his life. He wondered what was happening to his legs. He turned and ran back to Nellie.
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Denry looked back and saw Nellie's sad little face.

'Look here,' he whispered. 'Come with me for a moment. There's something I want to give you. I left it in the taxi.'

Ruth was already lost in the crowds of people leaving the ship.

'But there's not time. The bell—'

'It'll only take a minute. Quick.' Without waiting to argue, he took her hand, pulled her off the ship, and towards a taxi.

'Which taxi is yours?' asked Nellie.

'Any one. It doesn't matter. Jump in.' He pushed her in.

'I'll miss the boat.'

'I know you will. I don't want you to go to Canada.'

'What are you going to do with me?' whispered Nellie.

'Well, what do you think?' shouted Denry. 'I'm going to marry you, of course!'

*　　*　　*

One evening Councillor Denry Machin sat down to tea with his wife, Nellie, in the house in Bleakridge. He opened the newspaper and read aloud: Sudden Death of Councillor Bloor.

'Poor man!' said Nellie. 'And he was going to be mayor in November, wasn't he?'

'So he was,' said Denry.

'Who'll be mayor now?'

'Barlow, I suppose,' said Denry.

'Barlow! He's an awful man! Nobody likes Barlow. Why don't they make you mayor?'

'Would you like to be mayoress?'

'I don't know. Why not?'

'I probably will be mayor after Barlow. But I want to be the youngest mayor, which means I'll have to do it this year, while I'm still thirty-three.'

'Who decides?'

'The Council, of course. But you're right. Nobody likes Barlow. And he's having a lot of problems with the Football Club. He's the chairman, you know.'

Bursley Football Club was having a very bad year. In fact it had had several very bad years. It lost most of its games, and because not many people wanted to see Bursley lose, few people went to watch the games.

A few days after Denry's conversation with Nellie there was a crowded meeting at the Town Hall to discuss the club's future. Barlow, the chairman, got up to speak.

'I've been chairman of this club for thirteen years. In that time I've put two thousand pounds of my own money into the club. I can't put in any more. But what have you, the people of Bursley, done for your club? You don't come and watch. If we lose a game you stay at home the next week. We lose fifty or sixty pounds every time we play, and we can't go on like this.'

Several other people stood up to speak. Most of them had nothing kind to say about Councillor Barlow. All of them said that the club needed new players.

'New players!' said Barlow. 'Where's the money for new players? Has anybody got a thousand pounds?'

Nobody offered money. But more speakers stood up to ask for new players. Finally a man at the back of the hall stood up and walked up to the front.

'It's Machin!' said somebody. 'Good old Machin!'

Denry turned and looked at the sea of faces.

'I don't know a lot about football,' he said, 'although I enjoy a good game. But I do want to say something about new players. Isn't it true that one of the best players in England comes from Bursley?'

'Yes!' shouted the crowd. 'Callear! He's the best player in England!'

'That's right. Callear. He left Bursley when he was nineteen to play for Liverpool. He scored a lot of goals there in three years. Then he went to York, didn't he? And York have some money problems now, I hear, and want to sell some of their players. Gentlemen, Callear must come back home to Bursley.'

The crowd in the hall were now very noisy and excited. Barlow jumped angrily to his feet.

'And how are we going to get Callear? Councillor Machin says he doesn't know much about football, and it's true! Aston Villa have already offered ￡700 for Callear. Blackburn have offered ￡750. Has anybody here got ￡800?'

'Have you finished?' asked Denry, who was still standing.

[image: alt]

'Have you finished? ' asked Denry.

The hall exploded with laughter.

'Now,' called Denry, 'Mr Callear, will you please come up to the front of the hall?'

The hall was suddenly silent. A tall young man walked nervously down to the front of the hall.

'That's him!' said somebody. 'It's Callear. Good old Callear! Good old Machin!'

'Well?' asked Denry, turning to Barlow. 'Do you want him?'

'Yes. But what about the money?'

'That's my problem. I've just come back from York. If you want him, you can have him.'

Two days later a letter appeared in the Signal. It said that Denry should be the next mayor. Other letters followed, saying the same thing, and that Bursley needed a young and popular mayor. And when the Council met, it agreed.

That evening Denry told Nellie: 'You'll be the mayoress to the youngest mayor. And it's cost me, with hotels and travel, about eight hundred and eleven pounds!'

After the meeting a group of councillors were talking about Denry.

'What a card!' said one, laughing.

'There's never been a man like him in all the Five Towns!' said another.

'But he's never done a day's work in his life,' said Barlow. 'What's he done for the town?'

'What's he done? He's made us all laugh! That's what he's done.'



fortnight n. two weeks 两星期

mayoress n. the wife of a mayor 镇（市）长夫人

Council n. a group of people (councillors) who are chosen to work together to decide things for a town or city （英国地方政府的）政务委员会；地方议会

chairman n. a person who controls a meeting or directs the work of a committee or organization 主席，负责人

score v. to win a point in a sport, game, or competition 得分


7
镇长、妻子和足球俱乐部

就在他们搬去布里克里奇不久，邓瑞就被选为伯斯利镇的议员。他是伯斯利镇最年轻的议员，也是五镇最富有的人之一，但科特里尔议员仍管他叫“年轻人”。

邓瑞不喜欢科特里尔议员，但他对内莉和她母亲很友好。因此当他成为五镇第一批买车的人后，他决定带他们去兜兜风。当他到达时，内莉来门口接他。

“进来，”她说，“我要给你一个惊喜。”

客厅里，科特里尔夫人旁边坐着一位迷人的、穿着黑衣的美丽女人。当她转过头来看着邓瑞时，邓瑞突然认出了她，是露丝。接着他想起露丝嫁给了一个叫凯普伦·史密斯先生的有钱人，那人最近刚去世。

“哦，邓瑞。”她轻声说。

“哦，露丝。”

两个人轻松地聊了起来。露丝讲着她在瑞士的一次度假，邓瑞饶有兴趣地听着。

几分钟后，前门开了，大厅里响起科特里尔先生的声音。他没进客厅，于是科特里尔夫人出去跟他说话。她是哭着回来的。

“是银行！”她哭道，“过了这么多年，现在突然……他所有的钱……”

内莉和露丝跑到她身边，邓瑞觉得自己还是告辞的好。可就在他走进大厅时，正好碰上科特里尔先生，他看上去忧心忡忡。

“哦，邓瑞，”他说，“你是我们家的朋友。我们没有什么隐瞒你的。事情看起来恐怕不妙。事实上，银行要我还钱，而我却拿不出。”

“那你打算怎么办？”邓瑞问。

“我们都得去加拿大。我哥哥住在那儿——他也是搞建筑业的。他会给我一份工作。真是太蠢了。我只需要2000英镑，一两个月后，等我把正在建的房子卖了，就能还上。我说，”他接着问，“你能不能借我一两千英镑，年轻人？两三个月后我会给你优厚的利息。你我已是十年的朋友了。”

“我觉得我两周才拜访你们一次，”邓瑞说，“十年大约是250次。那意味着一次拜访的费用是八英镑，科特里尔。这比英国最受富人欢迎的医生还贵！”

在这次谈话中，邓瑞的态度不是很友善。可科特里尔先生叫他“年轻人”叫得太多次了。

几周后，科特里尔一家离开伯斯利，乘火车前往利物浦，他们将从那里坐船去加拿大。他们离开五镇的当天，邓瑞碰巧在街上遇到了露丝。

“你知不知道他们买的是最便宜的船票？”她说，“太糟了！现在改也来不及了。”

“不，还不晚。”邓瑞说，“我可以去利物浦帮他们改。船明天才出发。”

“我们一起去！”她说，“我们俩平摊他们新船票的费用。”

他们的火车旅行非常愉快。露丝对邓瑞热情友善，当火车驶入利物浦时，他有了个奇怪的想法。“我仍然可以娶她！她是个好女人，并且她现在自己也很有钱……”

他们找到了科特里尔一家人，并付钱让他们换到了更舒服的船舱里。科特里尔先生说他会还钱，科特里尔夫人则是一副哭哭啼啼的样子，而内莉什么都没说。船上的铃声响了第二遍。邓瑞和露丝跟他们告别，准备离开。

然后邓瑞回头看见了内莉那张忧伤的小脸。他有了种前所未有的感觉。他不知道自己的腿是怎么了。他转身，跑回内莉身边。

“听着，”他低声说，“跟我过来一会儿。我有东西要给你。我把它放在出租马车里了。”

露丝已经消失在下船的人群中。

“可是没有时间了。铃声——”

“只需一分钟。快点儿！”没等内莉争辩，他牵着她手，把她带下船，走向一辆出租马车。

“哪辆出租马车是你的？”内莉问。

“随便哪辆都行，这没关系。上车。”他把她推了进去。

“我要错过船了。”

“我知道。我不想你去加拿大。”

“你要拿我怎么办呢？”内莉小声问。

“嗯，你以为呢？”邓瑞大声说，“我当然是要娶你啦！”

*　　*　　*

一天晚上，邓瑞·梅钦议员坐在布里克里奇的房子里和妻子内莉喝茶。他打开报纸，大声读了出来：布卢尔议员暴亡。

“可怜的人！”内莉说，“十一月他就要当镇长了，不是吗？”

“是的。”邓瑞说。

“那现在谁来当镇长呢？”

“我猜会是巴洛。”邓瑞说。

“巴洛！他是个可恶的家伙！没人喜欢巴洛。他们为什么不选你当镇长？”

“你想当镇长夫人吗？”

“我不知道。为什么不呢？”

“我很可能会在巴洛之后当镇长。但我想成为最年轻的镇长，这就意味着必须今年，在我还只有33岁的时候当上镇长。”

“这事谁说了算呢？”

“当然是议会了。但你说得对，没人喜欢巴洛。他管理的足球俱乐部出了很多问题。你知道的，他是俱乐部主席。”

伯斯利足球俱乐部今年运气很差。事实上，运气差了好几年了。他们输掉了大多数的比赛。因为没有多少人愿意看伯斯利输球，于是几乎没人去看比赛了。

邓瑞和内莉谈话之后的某一天，一大群人聚集在镇公所，讨论足球俱乐部的前途。巴洛主席起身讲话。

“在这个俱乐部我已经当了13年的主席了。在此期间，我已经自掏腰包投入俱乐部2000英镑。我不能再继续投钱了。但是你们，伯斯利人，你们为自己的俱乐部做了什么？你们都不来看比赛。如果我们输了一场球，下周你们就会呆在家里。每场比赛我们都损失50到60英镑，不能再这么下去了。”

又有几个人站起来发言，他们大多数人对巴洛议员都没讲什么好话。所有人都说俱乐部需要新球员。

“新球员！”巴洛说，“哪有钱请新球员？你们当中谁有1000英镑吗？”

没有人肯出这笔钱。但不少人起身发言要求引进新球员。最后，一个人从大厅后面站了起来，走向前台。

“梅钦！”有个人说，“梅钦是好样的！”

邓瑞转过身，看着下面数不清的面孔。

“我对足球了解不多，”他说，“尽管我喜欢看精彩的比赛。但我想就新球员这件事说几句。英格兰最好的球员来自伯斯利，对不对？”

“对！”人们大声喊道，“卡利尔！他是英格兰最棒的球员！”

“对。是卡利尔。他19岁的时候离开伯斯利，为利物浦队效力。三年内他进了很多球。然后他去了约克队，对吧？听说约克队现在资金紧张，想卖掉几个球员。先生们，卡利尔必须回到故乡伯斯利来。”

大厅里的人群现在变得激动喧嚣起来。巴洛气恼地站了起来。

“可我们怎么才能买下卡利尔呢？梅钦议员说他对足球了解不多，他倒没撒谎！阿斯顿维拉已经出价700英镑买卡利尔。布莱克本出价750英镑。我们有人能出800英镑吗？”

“你讲完了吗？”一直站在旁边的邓瑞问。

大厅里爆发出一阵大笑。

“好了，”邓瑞大声说，“卡利尔先生，请您到大厅前面来好吗？”

大厅突然沉默下来。一个高个子年轻人紧张地走到大厅前面。

“就是他！”有人说，“是卡利尔。卡利尔是好样的！梅钦是好样的！”

“怎么样？”邓瑞转向巴洛问，“你想要他吗？”

“想。但去哪儿弄钱？”

“那是我的问题。我刚从约克回来。如果你想要他，就可以要。”

两天后，《信报》上刊登了一封来信。信上说邓瑞应该成为下一任镇长。随后又有更多的来信，表达了同样的观点，他们说伯斯利需要一个年轻的、受欢迎的镇长。议会开会时，大家一致通过了这个建议。

那天晚上，邓瑞告诉内莉：“你将成为最年轻镇长的夫人。算上住宿费和旅费，这花了我大约811英镑！”

会议结束后，一群议员聚在一起，谈论邓瑞。

“真是个传奇！”有人大笑着说。

“五镇中从没有人能像他一样！”另一个人说。

“可他一天活儿都没干过。”巴洛说，“他为这个镇子做了什么？”

“他做了什么？他让我们开怀大笑！这就是他做的事情。”


The Card



ACTIVITIES
阅读练习




ACTIVITIES
Before Reading

1　Read the story introduction and the back cover. Which of these words do you think will describe Denry? Circle Y (Yes), N (No), or P (Perhaps) for each one.


	clever	Y/N/P

	unlucky	Y/N/P

	polite	Y/N/P

	happy	Y/N/P

	miserable	Y/N/P

	funny	Y/N/P

	quiet	Y/N/P

	good-looking	Y/N/P

	honest	Y/N/P

	brave	Y/N/P

	hard-working	Y/N/P

	kind	Y/N/P



2　How does Denry do it? Can you guess? Choose one answer for each question.

1) How does he get an invitation to the ball?

a) He buys one.

b) He puts his own name on the list.

c) He writes one to himself.

2) How does he become Mrs Codleyn's rent collector?

a) He does it at night, working under a different name.

b) He marries Mrs Codleyn.

c) He offers to do the job more cheaply than anyone else.

3) How does he make a thousand pounds from the Hjalmar?

a) He sells tickets for a trip to see the ship.

b) He buys the ship and sells it again.

c) He puts the ship onto land and makes it into a hotel.


ACTIVITIES
While Reading

1　Read Chapter 1. Choose the best question-word for these questions, and then answer them.

What / Why

1) ...did Mrs Machin call her son Denry?

2) ...did Denry do to his mark in the examination?

3) ...did Mr Duncalf give Denry a job?

4) ...did Denry need to do before he went to the ball?

5) ...did Denry decide to ask the Countess to dance?

6) ...question did Denry refuse to answer?

7) ...did Denry do as the Countess was leaving?

2　Before you read Chapter 2, can you guess who will make trouble for Denry?

1) the Countess

2) Mr Duncalf

3) Ruth

4) Harold Etches

3　Read Chapter 2. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1) Mrs Codleyn never paid the taxes on her houses.

2) Denry lied to Mr Duncalf about his invitation to the ball.

3) Denry was not worried when he lost his job.

4) Denry began lending money to help people pay their rent.

5) Widow Hullins couldn't pay her rent so Denry made her a present of the house.

4　Before you read Chapter 3 (The dancing teacher and the furniture van), how do you think the chapter gets its name?

1) Ruth buys a furniture van and joins Denry in business.

2) Denry offers to move Ruth's furniture, but has an accident with the van.

3) Ruth can't pay her rent and tries to run away, but the van carrying her furniture falls into the canal.

5　Read Chapter 4, then match these halves of sentences.

1) Although Denry was happy to be engaged to Ruth,...

2) Nellie offered to pay for things at Llandudno,...

3) Then the engagement ended...

4) After Denry bought the old lifeboat...

5) When Denry met the Cotterills on the beach...

6) Finally, he sold the lifeboat...

7) he invited them to dinner at an expensive hotel.

8) he found it was very expensive.

9) and took a hat-box full of money home to his mother.

10) but Denry wouldn't let her.

11) he sold boat trips to the wreck and made a lot of money.

12) when Denry called himself 'Rothschild' at the bookshop.

6　Before you read Chapter 5 (The rescue of the Countess), can you guess what Denry rescues the Countess from?

1) a fire 

2) an accident on the road

3) a thief

4) the canal

7　Read Chapter 5. Then answer these questions.

Who

1) ...did Denry want as patron of his Savings Club?

2) ...drove the Countess's carriage?

3) ...wrote a report about Sneyd Hall for the Signal?

4) ...was going to open the new Police Club?

5) ...were waiting outside the Police Club?

6) ...broke his arm when the mule hit another cart?

7) ...had a cup of tea in a tea-shop near the Town Hall?

8　Before you read Chapter 6 (The battle with Denry's mother), can you guess what the battle will be about?

1) money 

2) Denry's job 

3) a new house

4) Denry's wife

9　Read the first two pages of Chapter 7. How do you think the story will end? Choose some of these ideas.

1) Denry marries Ruth.

2) Denry marries Nellie.

3) Denry goes to Canada with the Cotterills.

4) Denry comes back from Canada with lots of money.

5) Denry becomes the youngest mayor Bursley has ever had.

6) Denry is asked to be mayor, but says no.

7) Denry makes a lot of money when the Football Club wins.

8) Denry buys a very good player for the Football Club.

9) Ruth uses her money to save the Football Club.


ACTIVITIES
After Reading

1　What did you think of the things Denry did? Were they good or bad? Put a mark in each box, from 1 (very bad) to 10 (very good). Explain why you have chosen each mark.

· changing his mark in the examination

□

· getting invitations to the ball for himself, Ruth, and young Shillitoe

□

· taking Harold Etches' five pounds after dancing with the Countess

□

· taking Mrs Codleyn's rent-collecting business

□

· lending money to make more money

□

· giving Widow Hullins her house

□

· rescuing Ruth and not telling anyone about her money problems

□

· not paying for Ruth to stay on in Llandudno

□

· saying his name was 'Rothschild'

□

· writing about Sneyd Hall for the Signal

□

· planning the Countess's 'accident' with Jock

□

· rescuing the Countess after the 'accident'

□

· lying to his mother about the new house

□

· not helping Councillor Cotterill with his money problems

□

· taking Nellie off the ship to Canada

□

· buying Callear for Bursley Football Club

□

2　What did Denry and the Countess say to each other in the tea-shop? Put their conversation in the right order, and write in the speakers' names. The Countess speaks first (number 4).

1) _____ 'I only broke one window! But that was later. First, I shouted and called, hoping somebody would come.'

2) _____ 'And why did you write that piece for the Signal?'

3) _____ 'Locked in! How did that happen?'

4) _____ 'How did you get all that information about the rooms at Sneyd Hall?'

5) _____ 'I spent the afternoon looking at everything. When it got dark, I broke a window and went home.'

6) _____ 'so then you started breaking windows...'

7) _____ 'I came to ask you a question, but I got locked in the Hall by mistake.'

8) _____ 'And now you want me to help you, I suppose. So what was this question you wanted to ask me...?'

9) _____ 'I thought I was very lucky to spend a day among all those lovely things. I thought people would like to know about them.'

10) _____ 'But nobody came. So what did you do?'

11) _____ 'Lucky Mr Machin, eh? And this afternoon, when you rescued me – that was lucky too?'

12) _____ 'I was following one of the servants, but I lost him. And when I tried to find my way out, all the doors were locked.'

13) _____ 'Yes, it was, wasn't it? And I was happy to help.'

3　There are 23 words (3 letters or longer) from the story in this word search. Find the words and draw lines through them. They go from left to right, and from top to bottom.

[image: alt]

4　Look at the word search again and write down all the letters that don't have a line through them. Begin with the first line and go across each line to the end. You should have 25 letters, which will make a sentence of 8 words.

1) What are the words, and who said them?

2) Where was he, and who was he talking about?

3) What big change happened in his life after this?

5　Here are the people of Bursley talking about Denry. Say what the speakers are talking about, and then put the six pieces of news in the right order for the story.

1) 'Yes, it's true. It belongs to her now – and she didn't have to pay him a penny for it. Isn't that extraordinary? It was just a funny idea at first – but then he did it!'

2) 'It's the best thing that's happened to the Club for years. And Barlow's face! You had to laugh. Well, I think I know the name of our next mayor – and it doesn't start with B.'

3) 'Doesn't he write well! It's like being there and seeing it yourself – all those beautiful paintings... You can tell he goes there a lot. I'm sure he's a great friend of the family.'

4) 'No, nobody had any idea! Of course, he's known the family for years, but nobody guessed. And suddenly there they are, back from Liverpool, smiling all over their faces!'

5) 'Just like that! Well, she said yes – I couldn't believe it. And he said something that made her laugh and laugh – but nobody knows what it was. He just won't say.'

6) 'Yes, all over the floor – hundreds of them. She's still finding them in corners and under the furniture. And what did she say? Not a word! That's the biggest surprise!'

6　What did you think about this story and its characters? Complete some of these sentences.

1) I liked _____ best / least because ________.

2) The part of the story I enjoyed most / least was ________.

3) I would / wouldn't like Denry as my husband / friend / rent collector because ________.

4) I think Denry would make a good / bad mayor for Bursley because ________.
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内容简介

在19世纪的英格兰，维多利亚女王统治时期的妇女们日子过得很艰难。已婚妇女必须对丈夫言听计从，自己不能作任何决定。只有男人可以替她拿主意。如果她嫁得不好，丈夫对她拳脚相加，她也无可奈何。




弗洛伦丝·布拉沃年轻漂亮又富有，但她却时运不济，嫁的两任丈夫都不如意。她的第一任丈夫酗酒，还常常打她。她离他而去，找到了一位善良又温和的情人，但这位情人已是有妇之夫。后来她嫁给了查尔斯·布拉沃……




五个月后，查尔斯·布拉沃因锑中毒而死。是谁给他下的毒？是谁想要他的命？还是说这只是一场意外，根本就不是谋杀？




这是一个真实的故事，讲述了1876年发生的一桩凶案。这个案子非常出名。当时大小报纸对这个案子的报道铺天盖地，英格兰里人人都在谈论此案。但是，凶手却一直没有找到……


THE MYSTERIOUS DEATH OF CHARLES BRAVO

In England in the 1800s, during the time of Queen Victoria, women did not have an easy time. A married woman had to obey her husband in everything; she could not decide things for herself. Only a man could do that for her. And if she had a bad husband, who beat her, she could do nothing about it.




Florence Bravo was young, beautiful, and rich, but she was not lucky in her husbands. Her first husband drank too much, and beat her. She left him and took a lover, who was kind and gentle, but he was already married. Then she married Charles Bravo ...




Five months later, Charles Bravo was dead, killed by antimony poisoning. But who gave him the antimony? Who wanted him dead? Or was it an accident, and not murder at all?




This is a true story about a murder in 1876. It was a very famous case. The newspapers at the time were full of it, and everybody in England was talking about it. But no murderer was ever found ...
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PEOPLE IN THIS STORY

Florence Bravo, wife of Charles Bravo;




previously, Florence Ricardo, wife of Alexander Ricardo Charles Bravo, second husband of Florence Bravo;

died April 1876

Joseph Bravo, stepfather of Charles Bravo

Alexander Ricardo, first husband of Florence Bravo;

died April 1871

Dr James Gully, famous doctor, and lover of Florence Bravo

Mrs Jane Cox, friend and companion of Florence Bravo

George Griffiths, Florence Bravo's coachman

Mary Ann Keeber, Florence Bravo's maidservant




Doctors who saw Charles Bravo during his illness:




Dr Harrison, a doctor from Streatham

Dr Moore, a doctor from Balham

Dr Royes Bell, a doctor and cousin to Charles Bravo

Dr George Johnson, a well-known London doctor, and a friend of Royes Bell

Dr William Gull, doctor to Queen Victoria, and the most famous doctor in England at that time


人物介绍

弗洛伦丝·布拉沃，查尔斯·布拉沃的妻子；前为弗洛伦丝·里卡多，亚历山大·里卡多的妻子

查尔斯·布拉沃，弗洛伦丝·布拉沃的第二任丈夫，1876年4月去世

约瑟夫·布拉沃，查尔斯·布拉沃的继父

亚历山大·里卡多，弗洛伦丝·布拉沃的第一任丈夫，1871年4月去世

詹姆斯·格利医生，著名医生，弗洛伦丝·布拉沃的情人

简·考克斯太太，弗洛伦丝·布拉沃的朋友兼陪护

乔治·格里菲思，弗洛伦丝·布拉沃的马车夫

玛丽·安·基伯，弗洛伦丝·布拉沃的女仆







查尔斯·布拉沃生病期间前去诊治的医生：




哈里森医生，来自斯特雷特姆

穆尔医生，来自巴勒姆

罗伊斯·贝尔医生，查尔斯·布拉沃的堂兄

乔治·约翰逊医生，伦敦著名医生，罗伊斯·贝尔的朋友

威廉·古尔医生，维多利亚女王的御医，当时英格兰最著名的医生


1
A true story
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This is a true story. But although it is true, no one knows exactly what happened. That's why it is so interesting.

On Friday 21st April 1876 a young lawyer, Charles Bravo, died at his home in Balham, which at that time was a village just south of London.

But why did Charles Bravo die? Did he kill himself? Was he murdered? Or was his death just a terrible accident?

At first, the doctors thought Mr Bravo had killed himself. But then his family started asking questions. 'I met him on Tuesday afternoon,' said his cousin, Dr Royes Bell. 'He was healthy and happy then. I want to know what happened.'

'I'm sure Charles didn't kill himself,' said his stepfather, Joseph Bravo. 'He was a strong, brave young man. I think he was murdered.'

Charles Bravo was killed by a poison, antimony. But how did the poison get into his body? Did he take it himself, or did someone give it to him? If so, how? And where did the antimony come from?
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During July and August 1876, the London Coroner held an enquiry to answer these questions. At the enquiry, the police told their story, and so did Charles Bravo's friends, and the servants in his house. Famous lawyers asked questions. All over England, people read the story in their morning newspapers.

'Who killed Charles Bravo?' they asked. 'Or did he kill himself?'

The longest newspaper stories were about three people: Charles's wife, Florence; Florence's friend, Jane Cox; and Florence's lover, Dr James Gully.

These three people told their stories, but there are differences between the stories. So were they all telling the truth – or only some of the truth? And if one of them told a few lies, which one was it? And why did he or she lie?

What really happened to Charles Bravo?
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Here are the three most important stories. First, Charles's wife, Florence ...



stepfather n. a man who has married your mother but is not your father 继父

poison n. something that can kill you or make you very ill if you eat or drink it 毒药，毒物

antimony n. a poisonous chemical used in the past as a medicine 锑

enquiry n. an official meeting to find out the truth about something 研讯会


1
一个真实的故事

这是一个真实的故事。不过虽然真实，却没有人知道到底发生了什么。这就是人们对它如此感兴趣的原因。

1876年4月21日，星期五，一位年轻的律师，查尔斯·布拉沃，在他巴勒姆的家中死亡。当时的巴勒姆还只是伦敦南面的一个小村子。

但是查尔斯·布拉沃的死因是什么？是自杀吗？还是他杀？又或者说他的死亡只是一场可怕的意外？

一开始，医生们认为布拉沃先生是自杀，但他的家人提出了质疑。“我周二下午还见过他。”他的堂兄罗伊斯·贝尔医生说，“他当时挺健康的，心情也不错。我想知道后来发生了什么事。”

“我敢肯定查尔斯不是自杀。”他的继父约瑟夫·布拉沃说，“他是个坚强勇敢的年轻人。我认为他是被别人害死的。”

查尔斯·布拉沃是锑中毒身亡的。但他是如何中的毒？是他自己吃下去的，还是别人给他吃的？如果是别人给他吃的，那又是怎么让他吃下去的？锑又是从哪里来的？
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1876年七八月间，伦敦的验尸官针对这些问题举行了研讯会。在研讯会上，警方讲述了他们所掌握的情况，查尔斯·布拉沃的朋友及家里的仆人也讲述了各自了解的情况。著名律师们进行了提问。全英格兰的人都在早报上读到了相关报道。

“谁是杀害查尔斯·布拉沃的凶手？”人们问道，“还是说他是自杀的？”

报纸上登载的篇幅最长的报道涉及下面三个人：查尔斯的妻子弗洛伦丝、弗洛伦丝的朋友简·考克斯，以及弗洛伦丝的情人詹姆斯·格利医生。

这三个人都有自己的说法，但他们的说法也不完全相同。那么他们都说实话了吗？还是只说了部分实话？如果其中一个说了些假话，那么是谁在撒谎？他或她为什么要撒谎？

查尔斯·布拉沃到底出了什么事？
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下面就是这最重要的三种说法。首先听听查尔斯的妻子弗洛伦丝的说法……


2
Florence Bravo's story

PART 1


 My name is Mrs Florence Bravo. I am 31 years old. I live at The Priory, in Balham. At the time of his death, my husband, Charles Bravo, lived there too. My friend and companion, Jane Cox, was also living in the house ...






My husband Charles and I were very happy together. Of course, we argued sometimes, but that's normal, isn't it? All husbands and wives argue sometimes. But Charles was a good man – a lawyer – and I loved him very much. He loved me too – everyone will tell you that. In fact, that was the last thing he said, before he died. 'You've been the best of wives,' he said. Then I kissed him, and he died.

Charles Bravo was my second husband. I married him at the end of last year, December 1875. My first husband, Alexander Ricardo, died in 1871. I was only nineteen when I married Alexander. He was a soldier in the British army. He looked very tall and handsome in his red coat.
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Florence Ricardo – later, Florence Bravo

Both our families were very rich, and my parents liked him. All the most important people in London came to our wedding – it was wonderful! We danced late into the night. He was the most beautiful man I had ever seen. I fell in love with him, and I thought he loved me too.

But I was wrong. Alexander was a terrible husband. He didn't love me; he spent most of his time visiting girls and drinking. He drank two or three bottles of wine every night. Sometimes, when he came home, he couldn't stand up. And when I argued with him, he hit me.

That's right – my tall beautiful soldier husband hit me! One day he hit me hard, in the face, three times. Then he laughed.

I left him then and ran home, to my parents. 'I can't live with this man,' I told them. 'He's stupid and dangerous. I don't want to be married any more!'

'But Alexander is your husband,' my father said. 'A wife can't leave her husband. It's against the law. You must go back to him and do what he says.'

'No!' I screamed. 'I can't, I won't! You don't understand! I don't want to see him again, ever! I wish he was dead!'

I cried so much that my parents thought I was ill. So my mother took me to a doctor, Dr James Gully.

I'll never forget that day. We arrived at Dr Gully's hospital in Malvern after a long journey. I was very tired, frightened, and unhappy. Dr Gully was a man, of course. But he didn't shout at me, like my father and my husband. He just looked at me, and listened. He was quiet and friendly and kind. In fact, I thought he was the kindest man I had ever met.

He was the only man who really liked me and understood me. But after a while, I saw that it was more than that. Dr Gully didn't just like me and understand me. He fell in love with me, too.

He can tell you about that.



companion n. a person (often a woman) whose job is to live with and help somebody 陪护（指受雇的职业伴侣，常为女性）

handsome adj. good-looking (usually of a boy or man) 英俊的


2
弗洛伦丝·布拉沃的讲述

第一部分

我是弗洛伦丝·布拉沃夫人，今年31岁。我住在巴勒姆的普里奥里。我丈夫查尔斯·布拉沃去世时也住在那儿。我的朋友兼陪护简·考克斯当时也和我们住在一起……




我和丈夫查尔斯生活得非常幸福。当然，我们有时也会吵架，但这太正常不过了，是不是？哪有夫妻不吵架的呀？但查尔斯人很不错，是一名律师，我非常爱他。他也爱我——这一点大家都知道。事实上，他临死前的最后一句话就是这么说的。“你是天底下最好的妻子。”他说。然后我亲吻了他，他就闭上了眼睛。

查尔斯·布拉沃是我的第二任丈夫。我是去年年底，也就是1875年12月和他结婚的。我的第一任丈夫亚历山大·里卡多是1871年去世的。我和亚历山大结婚时只有19岁。他当时在英国军队服役。亚历山大个子高高的，穿红军装非常帅。

我们两家家境都很好，我父母也喜欢他。伦敦所有的头面人物都参加了我们的婚礼——一场盛大华美的婚礼！我们跳舞跳到深夜。他是我见过的最英俊的男子。我爱上了他，以为他也爱我。

但是我错了，亚历山大是个很糟糕的丈夫。他并不爱我，他大多数时间都在寻花问柳，饮酒作乐。他每天晚上都要喝上两三瓶酒，有时回到家都站不起来了。我一跟他理论，他就打我。

没错——我那高大英俊的军人丈夫打我！有一天，他狠狠地打了我的脸三次，然后他还笑。

之后我就离开他，跑回了娘家。“我没法跟这个男的过了。”我跟我爸妈说，“他是个危险的蠢货。我不想再维持这场婚姻了！”

“但亚历山大是你的丈夫。”我爸爸说，“做妻子的不能离开丈夫。这是违法的。你必须回到他身边，照他说的办。”

“不！”我尖叫道，“我不能回去，我也不会回去！你们根本不理解！我不想再见到他，永远也不见！我希望他死掉！”

我哭得稀里哗啦，以至于我爸妈以为我病了。于是妈妈带我去看医生，詹姆斯·格利医生。

我永远也不会忘记那一天。在长途跋涉之后，我们来到了格利医生那家位于莫尔文的医院。我又累又怕，闷闷不乐。当然，格利医生是位男性。但他并未对我大喊大叫，不像我爸爸和我丈夫。他只是看着我，倾听我的诉说。他话不多，友好而体贴。实际上，我认为他是我见过的最体贴的男人。

他是唯一真心喜欢我、理解我的男人。但是不久之后，我发现事情不止如此。格利医生不只是喜欢我、理解我，他还爱上了我。

你们可以听听他是怎么说的。


3
Dr James Gully's story

PART 1


 My name is Dr James Gully. I am 68 years old. I live at Orwell Lodge, in Balham. In January 1871 I was living in Malvern, near W ales. That's where I first met Florence – Florence Ricardo, as she was called then ...
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Dr James Gully

I remember the day when I first met Florence. It was a cold January morning. There was snow on the hills, but the sun was shining. Florence's mother brought her to my hospital in Malvern. Florence was not ill, but she was very unhappy. She had run away from her husband, Alexander Ricardo. Her father had told her to go back to him.

'But I won't go!' she said. 'I'm never going back to him, never!'

I looked at her carefully. She was crying, and there was a dark bruise on her face. She was a young woman, twenty-five years old, and she had been married for six years.

'Does your husband hit you, my dear?' I asked.

'Yes, he does. He often hits me. I hate him!'

'But you're his wife, Florence,' her mother said. 'So you have to live with him. That's what wives do.'

'No!' Florence screamed at her mother. 'You don't understand. When he's drunk, he's dangerous, he hurts me! I'll kill myself if you make me go back!'

She got up and hit her hand against the window.

'This young woman is ill,' I told her mother. 'She needs a quiet, safe place where she can rest and be calm. We have a small house in the hospital gardens. She can stay there until she is better.'

So Florence stayed, and I visited her every day. We walked in the hospital gardens, and she told me about her husband, Alexander.

'I was just a young girl when I married him,' she said. 'I didn't understand anything. It doesn't matter what a man looks like – what matters is how he behaves.'

'And how does Alexander behave?' I asked.

'Well, he left the army after we married,' she said. 'And that made him unhappy. He doesn't know what to do all day. We live in a big country house – Gatcombe Park – but he is always in London with his friends. He sees other women too, I think. When he comes home, he drinks. Two or three bottles of wine every day.'

'Don't you try to stop him?' I asked.

'Of course I do. I try. Once or twice I've put a little antimony in his wine, to make it taste bad. It made him sick, but he didn't stop drinking.'

I'd heard of this before. Antimony is a dangerous poison – it can kill you, if you take a lot. But some wives put a little of it in their husband's wine. It makes the man feel sick, so he doesn't drink so much. Some men do that to their wives, too. I think it's a bad idea.

There were tears in her eyes. 'When he's drunk, he hits me. Don't send me back to him, Dr Gully! Please don't send me back!'

'Of course I won't, my dear,' I said quietly. 'Don't worry. No woman should live with a man like that.'

But Florence was afraid that her husband Alexander would make her come home. At that time, there were very strong laws about how women must behave. Most men liked these laws, but I didn't. I thought the law was unfair to women. The law said that a married woman couldn't decide things for herself. She needed a man – a guardian – to decide things for her. Usually, this guardian was her husband or her father. But sometimes a friend could become a woman's guardian.

'If you want to leave your husband,' I said, 'I will help you. In law, I can become your guardian. I will tell my lawyers to start preparing the necessary papers now. Then your husband cannot order you to go home. And your father cannot tell you what to do either. Would you like that? Will that make you feel safe?'

'Oh yes, please, Dr Gully,' she said. 'Will you do that for me? Can you write to your lawyers today?'

I smiled. 'It will be a pleasure, my dear.'

My lawyers began work immediately. Florence's husband, Alexander, was very angry, but he could not stop me.

Florence continued to live in Malvern, and I talked to her every day. She was a beautiful, intelligent young woman, and she liked my hospital. My hospital was different to other hospitals. I gave sick people baths of cold and hot water, good healthy food, rest and quiet – and it worked! I told her about the famous people who visited me – Charles Darwin, Charles Dickens, Florence Nightingale. She liked stories like that. As time passed she began to look healthier. She began to talk happily. Sometimes she even smiled.

She had a beautiful smile. In fact she was a very beautiful young woman. The most beautiful, interesting young woman I have ever met.

I told her about my family. I was sixty-three years old then. I had a son who was ten years older than Florence, and a small granddaughter. But my wife lived in a hospital in Yorkshire. She was eighty years old, and her mind had gone; she didn't recognize me or my son. So really, I didn't have a wife any more.

When my lawyers finished their work, Florence became separated in law from her husband Alexander Ricardo, and I became her guardian.

'Can I go on living here?' she asked me.

'You can stay here as long as you like,' I said. 'But you're a free woman now. I won't tell you what to do.'

She laughed, and took my hand. 'Oh yes, James, of course. You're so kind. I'm so grateful to you.'

That was the first time she called me James, and it felt – wonderful! I wanted to take her in my arms and dance! Of course I didn't – she was only twenty-five, and I was sixty-three, but ... a man can still fall in love, even when he is old.
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I wanted to take her in my arms and dance.

And love hurts when you are old, just as much as it does when you are young. More, perhaps, because when you are old you have so little time left.

In April 1871 Alexander Ricardo died. He had already been ill, and after Florence left him, he drank more and more every day, and was often sick. In the end alcohol destroyed his stomach.

When he died, Florence, his widow, became a very rich lady. All her husband's money was hers. But her father wasn't her guardian. I was. Later that year, she came on holiday with me to Germany.

It was the most wonderful holiday of my life. We stayed in a town called Kissingen, in Bavaria. We walked in the hills and gardens, looking at the beautiful clean rivers. We went to restaurants and the theatre, two happy people together.

We lived together like husband and wife. In fact, some people in the hotel thought she was my wife. We laughed and talked all day. I'm sure it was easy to see that I was in love with her.

I couldn't stop looking at her and thinking about her. Everything I did, everything I thought or wrote or said, was for her.

So what about her? Was she in love with me?

I thought she was. She looked wonderful, she laughed and sang as we walked through the town together. We danced for hours in the evening; she was strong and healthy – stronger than me. She talked to me all the time, she called me 'her famous doctor'. I thought she was happy to be with me, to spend all day and all night together.

Isn't that love?



bruise n. a dark mark on the skin that comes after something hits it 瘀伤，青肿

behave v. to do and say things in a certain way 表现，为人

guardian n. a person who is responsible in law for somebody else, e.g. a child or (at the time of this story) a woman 监护人

widow n. a woman whose husband has died 寡妇


3
詹姆斯·格利医生的讲述

第一部分

我是詹姆斯·格利医生，今年68岁。我住在巴勒姆的奥韦尔洛奇。1871年1月，我住在威尔士附近的莫尔文。那是我第一次见到弗洛伦丝的地方—她当时叫弗洛伦丝·里卡多……




我还记得第一次见到弗洛伦丝那天的情形。那是一月份一个寒冷的早晨。山上还覆盖着白雪，但那天阳光明媚。弗洛伦丝的妈妈把她带到了我在莫尔文的医院。弗洛伦丝当时并没有生病，但她非常不开心。她刚离开丈夫亚历山大·里卡多，可她父亲又让她回到丈夫身边去。

“但是我不会回去！”她说，“我永远都不要回到他身边，永远都不！”

我仔细地看了看她。她正哭着，脸上还有一道深色的瘀青。她很年轻，才25岁，但已结婚6年了。

“你丈夫打你吗，亲爱的？”我问。

“是的，他打我。他经常打我。我恨他！”

“但你是他妻子，弗洛伦丝。”她母亲说，“所以你必须得跟他一起生活。这是做妻子的本分。”

“不！”弗洛伦丝冲她母亲尖叫道，“你不懂。他这个人喝醉时非常危险，他会伤害我！如果你逼我回去，我就自杀！”

她站起身，用手拍窗户。

“这位年轻女士病了。”我跟她母亲说，“她需要一个安静、安全的地方休息静养。我们医院的花园里有一幢小房子，她可以一直呆在那儿，直到病情有所好转。”

就这样，弗洛伦丝住了下来，我每天都去看她。我们在医院的花园里散步，她给我讲她丈夫亚历山大的事。

“我嫁给他时还只是个小姑娘，”她说，“什么也不懂。其实男人的长相并不重要——重要的是他的为人。”

“那亚历山大为人如何呢？”我问。

“嗯，婚后他就退伍了。”她说，“这让他很不高兴。他整天无所事事。我们住在乡下一所大宅子里，就是加特库姆庄园，但他总是呆在伦敦，和朋友在一起。我想他还和别的女人约会。他一回家就喝酒。每天都要喝上两三瓶。”

“你没有想过制止他吗？”我问。

“当然想过，我也试着去制止他。有一两次我在他的酒里放了点儿锑，这样酒的味道就不是那么好。结果他吐了，但他还是没戒酒。”

我以前听说过这样的事。锑是一种危险的有毒物质——如果大量服用，会致人死亡。但有些妻子会放一点儿在她们丈夫的酒里，这会让丈夫觉得恶心，这样他们就不会喝太多酒。一些男的也会对爱喝酒的妻子做同样的事。我觉得这么做不好。

“他喝醉后就打我。别把我送回他身边，格利医生！求您别把我送回去！”她双眼含泪地说。

“当然不会，亲爱的。”我轻声说，“别担心。女人就不应该和他那样的男人生活在一起。”

但是，弗洛伦丝担心丈夫亚历山大会逼她回家。当时，法律对妇女的行为有很严格的规定。大多数男人都喜欢这些法律，但我不喜欢。我认为法律对女性不公平。法律规定，已婚妇女无自主决定的权利。她需要一位男性——一位监护人——替她作决定。通常，这位监护人是她的丈夫或父亲，但有时朋友也可以成为妇女的监护人。

“如果你想离开你丈夫，”我说，“我可以帮你。从法律上说，我可以成为你的监护人。我现在就可以让我的律师准备相关文件。这样你丈夫就不能命令你回家，你父亲也不能对你的事指手画脚。你同意这么做吗？这么做会让你安心吗？”

“哦，是的，求您这么做吧，格利医生。”她说，“您愿意为我那么做吗？您能不能今天就写信告诉您的律师？”

我笑了。“非常愿意为你效劳，亲爱的。”

我的几位律师立刻着手准备相关文件。弗洛伦丝的丈夫亚历山大非常生气，但他无法阻止我。

弗洛伦丝继续住在莫尔文，我每天都和她聊天。她是个美丽、聪慧的年轻女子，而且她很喜欢我的医院。我的医院不同于其他医院。我给病人提供冷热水浴、健康营养的食物、适于休息的安静环境——收效不错！我跟弗洛伦丝聊来访过的名人——查尔斯·达尔文，查尔斯·狄更斯，弗洛伦丝·南丁格尔。她喜欢听那些事。时间一天天过去，她的气色开始好起来了。她聊天时的心情变得挺不错。有时她甚至会展颜一笑。

她的笑容很美。事实上，她是个非常漂亮的年轻女子，是我见过的最漂亮、最有意思的年轻女子。

我跟她讲了我的家庭。我那时63岁，有一个大弗洛伦丝10岁的儿子，一个小孙女。但我的妻子住在约克郡的一家医院里。她80岁了，已经糊涂了，既认不出我，也认不出儿子。所以，我实际上算是没有妻子了。

我的律师们完成他们的工作后，弗洛伦丝在法律上和她的丈夫亚历山大·里卡多分居了，而我成了她的监护人。

“我能继续住在这里吗？”她问我。

“你想在这里住多久就住多久。”我说，“但你现在自由了，我不会干涉你的生活。”

她笑了，拉住我的手说：“噢，对，詹姆斯，当然。你人太好了。我对你感激不尽。”

那是她第一次叫我詹姆斯，那种感觉——美妙极了！我想即刻揽她入怀，跳上一曲！当然我没有那么做——她才25岁，而我已经63岁了，但是……男人即便已年迈，依然可能坠入情网。

爱情会伤人，对年轻人的伤害有多深，对老年人的伤害就会有多深。也许更深，因为老年人的时间所剩无几。

1871年4月，亚历山大·里卡多去世了。他之前一直有病，弗洛伦丝离开他后，他酒喝得越来越多，经常生病。最后，酒精毁了他的胃。

他去世后，弗洛伦丝，他的遗孀，变得非常富有。丈夫的钱财都归她所有。但她父亲并不是她的监护人，我是。那年下半年，她和我去德国度假。

那是我一生中最美妙的一次度假。我们去了巴伐利亚州一个叫基辛根的小镇。我们徜徉在山林里，漫步在花园中，欣赏美丽清澈的河流。我们上饭店吃饭，去剧院看戏，真是幸福的一对。

我们像夫妻一样出双入对。事实上，旅馆里的一些人以为她就是我妻子。我们整天欢声笑语的，有说不完的话。我肯定，大家都能轻易看出我爱上了她。

我停止不了自己看她、想她。我的所做、所思、所写、所言，全都是为了她。

那么她是怎么想的呢？她爱我吗？

我认为她也爱我。我们一起在镇上散步时，弗洛伦丝神采奕奕，笑口常开，还会哼唱歌曲。晚上，我们会跳上几个小时的舞。弗洛伦丝很健康，也很强壮——比我强壮。她跟我有说不完的话，她管我叫“我的名医”。我觉得她和我在一起时很开心，她愿意日日夜夜和我在一起。

难道这不是爱情？


4
Florence Bravo's story

PART 2


 My name is Mrs Florence Bravo. I am 31 years old. I live at The Priory, in Balham. At the time of his death, my husband, Charles Bravo, lived there too. My friend and companion, Jane Cox, was also living in the house ...






I liked Dr Gully a lot. He was the most intelligent man I had ever met. He told me interesting things, and he made me laugh. He was also very kind – much kinder than my husband Alexander, or my father.

I was very happy on that holiday in Germany. We went everywhere together; we talked and laughed all day, and sang and danced in the evening. For a short time, I thought I was in love with him. But of course he was much, much older than me. Some people in the hotel thought he was my grandfather. Some of them smiled at us, but others looked at us angrily . We slept together in the same bedroom, but we were not married. Most people thought that was very wrong.

One evening, he asked me to marry him. I was surprised. It was impossible, of course. I didn't know what to say. I smiled and touched his face.

'James, that's a lovely idea,' I said. 'But we can't marry, can we? You have a wife.'

'Yes, I know,' he said. 'But she's old and ill; she won't live long. Will you wait for me, Florence? Please? We can marry when she's dead.'

I walked away from him, slowly. I don't want to make him unhappy, I thought, but ... what will people say if I marry a man more than twice as old as me?

'It's very difficult, James,' I said. 'My parents won't talk to me because of you. They say I need a husband of my own age. Perhaps they're right. We are good friends – isn't that enough?'

He held my hands and looked into my eyes. I could see he was hurt.

'You should marry the man you love,' he said. 'That's the right thing to do. Any other kind of marriage will be a lie – a terrible mistake.'

I looked up at him. 'Yes, James, I know. Don't worry – I don't want another husband like Alexander. Let me think about this, will you? It's not easy to decide.'
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When we came back to England, I bought a large house called The Priory. It was in a village called Balham, near London. Dr Gully left his hospital in Malvern and bought a house called Orwell Lodge, just five minutes' walk away from my house. We met nearly every day – I had a key to his house, and he had a key to mine. We went for walks and rides in the countryside around Balham. We were still friends. It was almost as good as in Germany.

Almost, but not quite. I was young – I wanted friends of my own age. But I couldn't make new friends because Dr Gully was always there. People knew we weren't married, so they didn't want to know us. Often, married women walked past me in the street, with their noses in the air. They knew me very well, but they refused to speak to me or even look at me. To them, I was just something dirty in the street.

That made me miserable and angry. It was so unfair: no one was unkind to Dr Gully, because he was a man! Men – even married men – can do what they like. But if a woman does something wrong, then no one will speak to her.

I needed a woman friend – someone I could talk to about women's things, when James was not there. I put an advertisement for a 'lady companion' in a newspaper, and a woman called Jane Cox answered it.

I liked Jane. She was a widow, and she needed money to send her three children to school. So I gave her the job, and she came to live with me. We became friends. We talked, all the time, and went shopping together.

I'm not sure if Dr Gully liked Jane. He was very polite to her, but sometimes, I think, he wished she was not there. He wanted to be my only friend.

But that's why I needed Jane. I needed a woman to talk to about Dr Gully . He was kind, and clever, but he was so much older than me. I was lonely, and worried. I didn't know what to do.

And then one day I fell ill. I was in bed for several weeks. My companion, Jane Cox, looked after me. I talked to her a lot. She liked Dr Gully, but she didn't want me to marry him.

'His wife may live for ten more years,' she said. 'Anyway, you need a younger man.'

'It's easy to say that, Jane,' I said. 'But where can I find a young man who is as clever and kind as James Gully?'

'I think I know someone,' Jane said.

'Really, Jane?' I asked. 'Who?'

Jane smiled. 'I know a family called Bravo. I met them in Jamaica. They have a son called Charles. I think you'll like him.'



advertisement n. a notice (e.g. in a newspaper) which tells people about jobs, things to sell etc 广告，启事


4
弗洛伦丝·布拉沃的讲述

第二部分

我是弗洛伦丝·布拉沃夫人，今年31岁。我住在巴勒姆的普里奥里。我丈夫查尔斯·布拉沃去世时也住在那儿。我的朋友兼陪护简·考克斯当时也和我们住在一起……




我非常喜欢格利医生。他是我见过的最聪明的男子。他给我讲有趣的事，逗得我哈哈笑。他人也非常好——比我丈夫亚历山大和我父亲都好多了。

在德国度假的那段时间，我过得很愉快。我们形影不离，整天有说有笑的，晚上还唱歌跳舞。有那么短短的一段时间，我以为我爱上了他。当然，他年纪比我大很多很多。旅馆里的一些人以为他是我祖父。他们有的人对我们笑脸相迎，有的人则对我们怒目相向。我们睡在同一间卧室里，但我们并没有结婚。大部分人认为这么做是很伤风化的。

一天晚上，格利医生向我求婚。我很惊讶。那当然是不可能的事。我不知道该说什么。我笑了笑，抚摸了一下他的脸。

“詹姆斯，这个主意不错。”我说，“但是我们不能结婚，不是吗？你有妻子。”

“是，我知道。”他说，“但是她一大把年纪了，而且还有病，她活不了多长时间了。你愿意等我吗，弗洛伦丝？求你了！她死后我们就可以结婚了。”

我缓缓地走向别处。我不想惹他不高兴，我想，但是……如果我嫁给一个年纪是我的两倍还多的男人，人们会怎么说呢？

“这很难，詹姆斯。”我说，“因为你，我父母都不愿意跟我说话了。他们说我需要嫁一个和我年纪相仿的人。也许他们是对的。我们是好朋友——难道这还不够吗？”

他握住我的双手，凝望着我的眼睛。我能看出他受到了伤害。

“你应该嫁一个你爱的人。”他说，“这才是正确的做法。其他任何形式的婚姻都是谎言——是天大的错误。”

我抬头看着他。“是的，詹姆斯，我知道。别担心——我不会再找一个亚历山大那样的丈夫。让我想想这事儿，好吗？这个决定可不好作。”
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我们回到英格兰后，我买了一所名叫普里奥里的大房子，就在伦敦附近的巴勒姆村里。格利医生离开了他在莫尔文的医院，买了一座名叫奥韦尔洛奇的房子，离我家步行只需要五分钟。我们几乎天天见面——我有他房子的钥匙，他也有我房子的钥匙。我们在巴勒姆附近的乡间散步、骑马。我们依然是朋友，几乎就跟在德国时一样好。

我说的是几乎，而不是非常。我还年轻——我需要和我年纪差不多的朋友。但是我结交不了新朋友，因为格利医生总是和我在一起。人们都知道我们并不是夫妻，所以他们不想结识我们。已婚妇女在街上遇到我时，对我常常是一副不屑一顾的样子。她们很清楚我是谁，但她们不愿跟我说话，甚至瞧都不瞧我一眼。对于她们来说，我就像是大街上的脏东西。

这让我感觉很痛苦，也很生气。这不公平：没有人对格利医生这样，就因为他是个男的！男人——甚至是已婚男人，能想干什么就干什么。但是一旦女人做错了什么事，就没有人愿意理她。

我需要一个女性朋友——一个当詹姆斯不在的时候，可以和我说说女人的事的人。我在一家报纸上登了一则广告，寻找“女性陪护”，有一个名叫简·考克斯的女子前来应征。

我喜欢简。她是一个寡妇，需要钱来支付三个孩子的学费。于是，我给了她这份工作，她搬过来和我住在一起。我们成了朋友。我们在一起聊个没完，还一起去逛街。

我不能确定格利医生是否喜欢简。他对简彬彬有礼，但有时，我想他倒是希望简不在家里。格利医生想成为我唯一的朋友。

但这也正是我需要简的原因。我需要一个可以和我谈谈格利医生的女性朋友。格利医生人很好，也聪明，但他比我大太多了。我很孤独，也很着急。我不知道该怎么办。

后来有一天，我生病了，卧病在床好几个星期。我的陪护简·考克斯照顾我。我跟她谈了好多事儿。她喜欢格利医生，但她并不想看到我嫁给他。

“他的妻子可能还会再活上十年。”她说，“不管怎么说，你应该找一个年轻点儿的男人。”

“说起来容易，简。”我说，“可我上哪儿找像詹姆斯·格利那样人又好又聪明的年轻男子呢？”

“我想我倒是认识一个。”简说。

“真的吗，简？”我问道，“是谁呀？”

简笑了。“我认识一家姓布拉沃的人家。我是在牙买加认识他们的。他们家有一个儿子叫查尔斯，我想你会喜欢他的。”


5
Dr James Gully's story

PART 2


 My name is Dr James Gully. I am 68 years old. I live at Orwell Lodge, in Balham. In January 1871 I was living in Malvern, near W ales. That's where I first met Florence – Florence Ricardo, as she was called then ...






It was that man, Charles Bravo, who caused all the trouble. Everything was fine before that. I saw Florence every day, we went for walks and rides around Balham together. We were very happy. But then ...

One day, a few weeks after Florence had been ill, I came to her house as usual. Her companion, Jane Cox, met me at the door. 'I'm sorry, Dr Gully, but Florence isn't at home.'

I was surprised, and hurt. This had never happened before. 'Where has she gone?'

'She is visiting a family called Bravo. They are businessmen and lawyers, I think, from Jamaica.'

Without me, I thought sadly. 'Well, tell her I called, will you? I hope to see her tomorrow.'

[image: alt]

The next time I saw Florence, she was a different woman. She seemed happy and excited, but worried too. She didn't look me in the eyes. I asked her to have dinner with me in the evening.

'Oh, I'm sorry, James,' she said. 'But I can't. I'm going to the theatre with someone.'

'Someone?' I asked. 'Who?'

'Charles Bravo. I met him the other day.'

'Oh, I see. What's he like, this Charles Bravo?'

She looked away from me to hide the excitement in her eyes. But there was a smile on her face – she couldn't hide that. 'Oh, very polite and friendly. He's an interesting man – a lawyer. He's quite handsome, and funny, too. You'll like him, I expect.'

I felt a sudden terrible pain in my chest. It was difficult to breathe. I knew – I knew then that I had lost her. 'How old is he?' I asked.

'Quite young – like me. James, are you all right?'

'It's my chest. I'll have to sit down. I'll be all right in a few minutes.'

She sat down beside me, but she didn't look at me, even then. And I wasn't all right – not in a few minutes, or a few hours or a few days. I was never all right again. I had lost her to a younger man, and there was nothing I could do to change it.

I met Charles Bravo a few weeks later. He was walking in the village with Florence on his arm – as I used to walk with her. She was right; he was handsome, and young. But he wasn't polite or friendly, not to me. He looked at me as a man looks at an enemy. He smiled coldly.
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Charles Bravo

'Florence has agreed to marry me, Doctor Gully,' he said. 'She will soon be Mrs Charles Bravo.'

'Congratulations,' I said. But my voice sounded strange, and I had that terrible pain in my chest. 'I hope you will be very happy.'

'Oh, we will, Doctor Gully, we will,' he said, with that cold smile on his face. 'I expect you were happy too, when you married your wife, all those long years ago. Is Mrs Gully well?'

From his words, from the look on his face, it was clear that Florence had told him all about me, and about the love there had been between us. All during this conversation Florence stayed close to his side and looked down at the ground. Not once did she lift her eyes to my face.

'My wife is ... in a hospital in Yorkshire,' I said. 'She is an old, sad woman.'

'But still alive, I hope, Dr Gully?' he said, as I turned and walked quickly away. 'Your wife is still alive, I hope, and in good health?'

I hated him then, and I have hated him ever since. I continued to live at my house in Balham – where else could I go? – and in December 1875 I saw Florence go to her wedding with that man. She looked more beautiful than ever. She drove past my house on the way to the church. But she didn't look at me, not once. Not on her wedding day, not in all the weeks afterwards. If I passed her in the street, she looked away, or talked to her friend, Jane Cox. I felt like a dead man, a ghost.

Then one day in March I met Mrs Cox on a train to London. She asked me for some medicine for her mother in Jamaica. I promised to send it to her.

'How is Florence?' I asked. 'Is she happy?'

Jane Cox shook her head sadly. 'Not really, no. She was ill in bed last week.'

'I'm sorry to hear it,' I said. 'But what about her husband, Charles. Is he kind to her?'

'That man?' Mrs Cox said angrily. 'He doesn't know how to be kind to a woman. Everything he does makes her unhappy. She argued with him last Tuesday, and he hit her.'

'He hit her?' I was so angry, my hands began to shake. 'You mean, he hit Florence, after she had been ill?'  'Yes,' Jane Cox said. 'It's not a happy marriage, Dr Gully. He is only interested in one thing – her money.'

I was sad and very angry, but there was nothing that I could do to help. I wasn't her guardian any more. Florence had chosen to leave me, and marry Charles Bravo. If her marriage was unhappy, that was her problem, not mine. Perhaps she hated her young husband, I don't know. But I can't believe she killed him. She's too sweet, too kind, too beautiful to do anything like that.

Some people think I killed Charles Bravo, but I didn't. I'm a doctor – my job is to make people well, not to kill them. And when did I kill him? How did I kill him? It was impossible for me to do it. I never entered Florence's house after she married Charles Bravo.

Maybe he killed himself. I don't know and I don't care. The world is a better place without him.

Jane Cox was the only friend that Florence had in that house. She tried to help Florence, I think.

Maybe she can tell you what happened.



expect v. to think or believe that something will happen 预料，预计

chest n. the front part of the top of the body 胸部，胸口

breathe v. to take in or send out air through your nose and mouth 呼吸

congratulations exclam. said to someone when you are happy about their good luck or success 恭喜


5
詹姆斯·格利医生的讲述

第二部分

我是詹姆斯·格利医生，今年68岁。我住在巴勒姆的奥韦尔洛奇。1871年1月，我住在威尔士附近的莫尔文。那是我第一次见到弗洛伦丝的地方——她当时叫弗洛伦丝·里卡多……




就是那个男的，查尔斯·布拉沃，都是他坏的事儿。他出现之前，一切都很好。我每天都和弗洛伦丝见面，一起在巴勒姆附近散步、骑马。我们非常开心。但是后来……

弗洛伦丝生病几个星期后，有一天我像往常一样来到她家。她的陪护简·考克斯到门口来迎接我，说：“不好意思，格利医生，弗洛伦丝现在不在家。”

我很惊讶，同时也感到伤心。这是以前从未有过的事。“她去哪儿了？”

“她去拜访一家姓布拉沃的人家去了。我想那家人有经商的，还有当律师的，他们是从牙买加来的。”

不用我陪，我难过地想。“嗯，请告诉她我来拜访过，好吗？我希望明天能见到她。”
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我再次见到弗洛伦丝时，她完全变了一个人。她看起来很开心，也很兴奋，但也有点儿焦虑。她没有直视我的眼睛。我请她晚上和我共进晚餐。

“哦，对不起，詹姆斯。”她说，“我去不了。今天晚上我要和别人去看戏。”

“别人？”我问道，“谁呀？”

“查尔斯·布拉沃，我前几天认识的。”

“哦，我明白了。他人怎么样啊，这个查尔斯·布拉沃？”

她把脸扭过去，以掩藏她眼中的兴奋。但她的脸上挂着微笑——那是藏不住的。“哦，非常有礼貌，也很友善。他很有意思——是个律师。他挺英俊，也很风趣。我觉得你会喜欢他的。”

我突然感觉到胸口一阵剧痛，呼吸都变得困难。我知道——那一刻我就知道自己已经失去她了。“他多大了？”我问。

“挺年轻的——和我差不多。詹姆斯，你没事儿吧？”

“我胸口疼，我得坐下来。一会儿就会好的。”

她在我身旁坐下来，但她根本没看我，甚至在我胸口疼时也没看我一眼。我也没有好起来——几分钟，几小时，几天后也没有好起来。我再也没法好起来了。我的弗洛伦丝被一个年轻人抢走了，而我无法改变这一切。

几个星期后，我遇到了查尔斯·布拉沃。当时，弗洛伦丝正挽着他的胳膊在村子里散步——就像以前挽着我散步一样。她说得对：查尔斯年轻又英俊。但他既不礼貌也不友好，反正对我是这样。他看我的样子就像是看见了敌人。他的笑容也是冷冷的。

“弗洛伦丝同意嫁给我了，格利医生。”他说，“她很快就要成为查尔斯·布拉沃太太了。”

“恭喜。”我说。但我的声音听起来有点儿怪，而且我胸口又是一阵剧痛。“我祝你们幸福。”

“哦，当然，格利医生，我们肯定会幸福的。”他说，脸上还是挂着那冷冷的笑容。“我想你多年前娶你妻子时也是幸福的。格利太太还好吧？”

从他的话语和神情可以看出，弗洛伦丝显然把我的一切以及我和她的恋情都告诉了他。在查尔斯和我说那番话时，弗洛伦丝紧靠在他身边，低着头，眼睛看着地面。她一次都没抬眼看我。

“我妻子在……约克郡的一家医院里。”我说，“她是个上了年纪的不幸女人。”

“但还活着，我希望，格利医生？”他说，我扭头快步走开了。“你妻子仍然健在，我希望，而且身体也还好吧？”

这让我恨他，从那时起我就一直恨他。我继续住在我在巴勒姆的房子里——我还能去什么别的地方吗？1875年12月，我眼睁睁地看着弗洛伦丝和那个男的结了婚。她看上去比任何时候都漂亮。她开车去教堂时路经我家，但她没有看我，一次也没有。在她的婚礼当天她没看我一眼，在接下来的好几个星期里她都没看我一眼。如果我在街上和她相遇，她就把脸一扭，或者和她的朋友简·考克斯说话。我感觉自己像是一个死人，一个幽灵。

三月的一天，我在去往伦敦的火车上遇到了考克斯太太。她向我要一些药方寄给她在牙买加的母亲。我答应把药方给她送去。

“弗洛伦丝过得怎么样？”我问道，“她幸福吗？”

简·考克斯难过地摇摇头，“不怎么幸福。她上周卧病在床了。”

“听您这么说我真难过。”我说，“她丈夫查尔斯怎么样，对她好吗？”

“那个男的？”考克斯太太气愤地说，“他根本不懂该如何对女人好。他做的每一件事都让弗洛伦丝不开心。上周二弗洛伦丝和他理论了几句，他就打了她。”

“他打她？”我听了气得双手发抖。“您是说，弗洛伦丝生病之后，他还打了她？”“没错。”简·考克斯说，“这不是一桩幸福美满的婚姻，格利医生。他只对一样东西感兴趣——弗洛伦丝的钱。”

我又是伤心又是气恼，但我却帮不上忙。我不再是她的监护人了。弗洛伦丝自己选择离开我，嫁给查尔斯·布拉沃的。如果她的婚姻不幸福，那是她自己的问题，与我无关。也许她恨她年轻的丈夫，我不知道。但我不相信她害了他。她太可爱、太善良了，长得又那么漂亮，不可能做出那样的事。

有些人认为是我害了查尔斯·布拉沃，但我没有。我是个医生——我的工作是救死扶伤，而不是害人。而且我在什么时候害他的呢？我怎么害的他呢？我根本没有作案机会。自从弗洛伦丝嫁给查尔斯·布拉沃后，我就再没进过她家门。

也许查尔斯是自杀。我不知道，也不在乎。没有查尔斯，这个世界会更好。

简·考克斯是弗洛伦丝在家里唯一的朋友。我想她有试过帮助弗洛伦丝。

也许她会告诉你们发生了什么。
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Jane Cox's story

PART 1


 My name is Mrs Jane Cox. I am 49 years old. I am Florence Bravo's friend and companion. At the time of Mr Bravo's death, I was living at The Priory, in Balham. I now live in my own house in Lancaster Road ...






The first time I met Charles Bravo was in 1869, two years after I came to England. My husband had died in 1867, in Jamaica. I had three young sons, and very little money. Charles's stepfather, Joseph Bravo, knew my husband, and he lent me some money. I met Charles at his house.

Later, I went to work for Florence Ricardo. She was a lovely young lady – very friendly, kind, and interesting. I was her companion – my job was to talk to her and help her with the servants. Soon we became friends. We talked a lot and told each other everything.

Florence liked my sons. She was sad because she didn't have any children herself. 'I've always wanted children,' she said. 'Lots of them. But I didn't have any with Alexander, and now, well ...' She shook her head sadly. 'To have children, I need a husband. And the right man isn't easy to find, is he, Jane?'

When I first met Florence, she was a close friend of Dr Gully. I liked him – he was a good, kind man, very easy to talk to. He had lots of interesting stories about his hospital work. I told him about my life in Jamaica – he had been to Jamaica too, when he was young.

But he was too old to marry her, and his wife was still alive. So I introduced Florence to Charles Bravo.

I know, it was a big mistake, I can see that now. But I didn't know Charles very well then. I thought he was young, clever, handsome, amusing – just the right sort of husband for Florence. And she thought the same, at first.

She talked to me about him. 'I'm not really in love with him, Jane,' she said. 'Not how I was in love with Dr Gully, but... well ... Charles is my own age. A young man that I can have children with. My parents will like him. Married women will invite me to their houses and talk to me again.'

'A perfect husband, then,' I said, smiling.

'Yes,' she said. 'I suppose so.'

But he wasn't perfect, of course. I know that now. So does Florence. She found out a few days after the wedding. I heard them talking in the garden.

'How many gardeners have we got, dear?' he asked her.

'Three,' she said. 'Why do you ask, Charlie?'

'Well, three is too many,' he answered. 'They don't work hard – I saw two of them smoking this morning. I'm sure we only need one.'

'Oh, but they have families,' said Florence, surprised. 'And ... they love the flowers.'

'Well, they can go home to their own families and flowers,' said Charles with a cold laugh. 'From now on, we'll have one gardener, not three.'

'Oh no, Charles, please ...'

'And another thing,' her new husband continued. 'I looked in the stables this morning. We have five horses, Florence. Five! That's far too many. I'm going to sell three of them next week.'

'But Charles, you can't!' Florence screamed. 'Those are my horses, not yours – and I love them!'

'My dear Florence,' said Charles quietly. There was something about his voice – he wasn't angry or upset as I expected. In fact, he was laughing at her – he seemed to enjoy making her unhappy! 'My dear Florence, I am your husband now, haven't you noticed? Married women don't own things, they can't. So everything that used to be yours is now mine. If I want to sell the horses, I will. It's for me to decide, and you to obey.'

'NO!' Florence screamed. The gardeners heard her, and looked up. She was shouting at him, screaming into his face. 'Those are my horses and you can't sell them! I won't let you!'

'You can't stop me, woman,' he said. Then I heard a terrible sound – the sound of his hand hitting her face. Not once, but twice. She screamed and fell to the ground. I ran to help her. There was blood on her face and she was crying. I looked into the eyes of the man who had hit her – Charles Bravo, the perfect husband. The man I had introduced her to. He was smiling.
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Florence screamed and fell to the ground. I ran to help her.

'Mrs Bravo has had an accident, Jane,' he said quietly. 'Please help her. She needs to wash her face. And then perhaps she will think about what I have said. Now, I am going to talk to these gardeners.'

That was how the marriage began, and that was how it went on. Almost every week there was a new argument, and almost every time he won and she lost. If she argued, he hit her, so she stopped arguing. The gardeners left and three horses were sold.

But even that wasn't enough for him. He argued with the coachman as well.

Before she met Charles Bravo, Florence's coachman, George Griffiths, used to take her and Dr Gully for long drives in the countryside. Sometimes I went with them. Florence liked George – she was interested in horses and so was he. She paid him well, and sometimes she spent hours outside in the stable yard, talking to him and watching him work with her horses.

But everything changed when she married Mr Bravo. Charles Bravo didn't really like horses – he was afraid of them. Sometimes he hit them, and then of course they ran away. That made George angry – he was kind to his horses, so they worked well for him. And George tried to argue when Charles sold three horses. Well, Charles didn't like servants to argue with him. So he decided to get rid of George Griffiths as well.

One day when George Griffiths was driving, another coach hit them. Nobody was hurt, but Charles was angry. He said George was a bad driver and it was all his fault.

The next day he came out to the stables. I was outside, in the garden, so I saw what happened. George Griffiths was putting some white powder in water for the horses.

'What's that?' Charles asked.

'Antimony, sir,' George answered. 'It's a medicine for horses. It cleans their stomachs.'

'Stop that!' Mr Bravo said. 'You can't give antimony to horses – it's a poison!'

That made George angry. He didn't think Charles Bravo knew anything about horses.

'It's all right to give them a little, sir,' he said. 'I've worked with horses for twenty years – I know what I'm doing.'

'I don't believe you. Yesterday you hit a coach and now you're trying to poison my horses!' Charles said angrily. 'That's it! I don't want you here. You can leave this job today!'

'But sir, I've got a wife and children!' George said. 'I ...'

'That's your problem, not mine!' Mr Bravo shouted. 'Get out of this house now, and don't come back!'

So George Griffiths lost his job. But before he left, I heard him talking to the other servants in the kitchen. He threw his coat on the table angrily.

'That man Bravo isn't just bad, he's crazy!' he shouted. 'I've worked with horses for twenty years, and now this! And he hits his wife, too – we all know that!'

'Well, you'll get a better job somewhere else, won't you?' said the cook. 'I'd like to leave too.'

'You and I can leave, but his wife can't, poor woman,' George said. 'You know what? Charles Bravo will be dead in four months. You wait and see.'

That was a strange thing to say. Did George mean he was going to kill him, himself? Surely not. He was just angry. But then, only a few weeks later, Charles Bravo was dead. So did George Griffiths kill him? Is that possible?

After all, Charles Bravo was poisoned with antimony. And George kept antimony in the stables. He used it as a medicine for the horses.

I never saw George again after that day. He got a job as a coachman with another lady, twenty miles away. And he told the Coroner he threw all the antimony away, before he left.

Maybe he did, I don't know. I don't know where he kept it. I didn't go into the stable yard very often – not as often as Florence, anyway.

But Charles went there quite often. He knew where everything was, and he was interested in medicine – that's why he knew that antimony was a poison.

So maybe he took the antimony, himself. That's what I think happened. Maybe it was an accident, but I think Charles Bravo killed himself.



perfect adj. as good as it can possibly be 完美的

coach n. a large closed vehicle, pulled by horses, used in the past for carrying people（旧时的）四轮大马车
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简·考克斯的讲述

第一部分

我是简·考克斯太太，今年49岁。我是弗洛伦丝·布拉沃的朋友兼陪护。布拉沃先生去世时我就住在巴勒姆的普里奥里。现在我住在自己家，在兰开斯特路上……




我第一次见到查尔斯·布拉沃是在1869年，我来到英格兰的两年后。我丈夫是1867年在牙买加去世的。我当时有三个年幼的儿子，钱也很少。查尔斯的继父，约瑟夫·布拉沃认识我丈夫，他借给了我一些钱。我就是在他家认识的查尔斯。

后来，我为弗洛伦丝·里卡多工作。她是一位年轻可爱的女士——非常友好、善良和风趣。我是她的陪护——我的工作就是和她聊天，并帮她管理仆人。很快我们就成了朋友。我们经常聊天，彼此无话不谈。

弗洛伦丝喜欢我那几个儿子。她因为自己没有孩子而难过。“我一直想要孩子，”她说，“一大堆孩子。但是我和亚历山大一个孩子也没有，现在，唉……”她伤心地摇摇头。“要想有孩子，我得先有个丈夫。可如意郎君并不容易找，是不是，简？”

当我第一次遇到弗洛伦丝时，她是格利医生的一位密友。我喜欢格利医生——他是个心地善良又平易近人的好男人。关于他在医院的工作，格利医生有讲不完的趣事。我跟他讲我在牙买加的生活——他年轻时也去过牙买加。

但他年纪太大了，娶弗洛伦丝不合适，而且他妻子还在世。所以我把弗洛伦丝介绍给了查尔斯·布拉沃。

我知道，这是个大错误，我现在明白了。但当时我还不是十分了解查尔斯。我觉得他年轻、聪明、英俊、风趣——和弗洛伦丝正好是一对儿。最初，弗洛伦丝也是这么想的。

弗洛伦丝是这么和我谈他的。“我并不是非常爱他，简，”她说，“并不像爱格利医生那样爱他，但是……嗯……查尔斯和我年纪相仿。我和他这样的年轻男子能生几个孩子。我父母也会喜欢他的。已婚妇女们也会邀请我去她们家，再和我聊天了。”

“那么，是个如意郎君了。”我笑着说。

“是的，”她说，“我想是的。”

但查尔斯当然不是个完美的丈夫。我现在知道了。弗洛伦丝也知道了。她是在婚礼结束几天之后发现的。我听见了他们在花园里的谈话。

“我们有几个花匠，亲爱的？”查尔斯问她。

“三个。”她说，“你问这事儿干什么，查利？”

“哦，三个太多了。”他回答说，“他们并没有好好做事——我今天早上看见有两个在抽烟。我肯定我们只要一个就够了。”

“哦，但是他们要养家糊口，”弗洛伦丝说，她感到奇怪，“而且……他们爱花。”

“嗯，他们可以回到自己家种花去。”查尔斯冷冷地笑着说，“从现在起，我们只要一个花匠，而不是三个。”

“噢，不，查尔斯，求你……”

“还有一件事，”她的新婚丈夫继续说，“我今天早上查看了马厩，我们有五匹马，弗洛伦丝。五匹马呀！太多了。我打算下周卖掉其中三匹。”

“但是查尔斯，你不能这么做！”弗洛伦丝尖叫道，“那是我的马，不是你的——我爱它们！”

“我亲爱的弗洛伦丝，”查尔斯轻声说，他的声音听起来跟我预想的不一样——他既不生气也不恼火。实际上，他在嘲笑弗洛伦丝——他好像很喜欢弄得她不开心！“我亲爱的弗洛伦丝，我现在是你的丈夫，难道你没注意到吗？已婚妇女没有任何东西，她们不能拥有任何东西。所以，以前属于你的一切现在都是我的了。如果我想卖掉那些马，我就卖。是我来作决定，你只有服从的份儿。”

“不！”弗洛伦丝尖叫道。几个花匠听到了她的尖叫声，纷纷抬起头来看。她对着查尔斯大叫，正冲着他的脸大喊着：“那是我的马，你不可以卖掉它们！我不会让你这么做的！”

“你阻止不了我，你这个女人。”他说。接着，我听到了一个可怕的声音——他打她耳光的声音，而且不止一次，而是两次。她尖叫着摔倒在地上。我跑过去扶她。弗洛伦丝脸上有血，她哭了。我直视着打了她的那个人——如意郎君查尔斯·布拉沃——的眼睛，是我把弗洛伦丝介绍给了他。他竟然还在笑。

“布拉沃夫人出了点儿意外，简。”他轻声说，“请帮她一下，她需要洗洗脸。接下来，她可能要好好想想我刚才说的话了。现在我要去跟这些花匠们谈谈。”

这场婚姻就是这样开始，也是这样继续下去的。他们几乎每个星期都会吵架，而几乎每次都是查尔斯赢、弗洛伦丝输。如果她理论两句，他就打她，所以她就不吵了。花匠们离开了，三匹马也被卖了。

但这对查尔斯来说还不够。他和马车夫也吵上了。

在弗洛伦丝认识查尔斯·布拉沃之前，她的马车夫乔治·格里菲思曾经带着她和格利医生在乡间长时间地兜风，有时我也跟他们一起去。弗洛伦丝喜欢乔治——她对马感兴趣，乔治也是。她给乔治的薪水很高。有时她还会在马厩呆上几个小时，跟乔治聊天，看着他侍弄她的那些马。

但自从她嫁给布拉沃先生之后，一切都变了。查尔斯·布拉沃并不怎么喜欢马——他怕它们。有时他打它们，它们当然就跑了。这让乔治很生气——他对他的马非常好，所以那些马也很听乔治的话。当查尔斯要卖掉那三匹马时，乔治还努力地跟他理论了一番。当然，查尔斯不喜欢下人跟他理论。于是，他决定把乔治·格里菲思也一块儿解雇了。

一天，当乔治·格里菲思在驾驶马车时，另一架马车撞到了他们。没有人受伤，但查尔斯却生气了。他说乔治的驾车技术不行，全都是乔治的错。

第二天，他去了马厩。我当时在花园里，所以我看到了发生的一切。乔治·格里菲思正把一些白色的粉末放到水中给马喝。

“那是什么？”查尔斯问道。

“锑，先生。”乔治回答说，“是给马的药，能清洁马的胃。”

“住手！”布拉沃先生说，“你不能给马吃锑——那是毒药！”

这话激怒了乔治，他认为查尔斯·布拉沃一点儿都不懂马。

“给它们吃点儿锑没事儿，先生。”他说，“我和马打了二十年交道——我知道自己在做什么。”

“我不相信你。昨天你撞了车，现在你又想给我的马下毒！”查尔斯怒气冲冲地说，“就这样！我不想让你在这儿工作了。你今天就可以离开！”

“但是先生，我还得养家糊口呢！”乔治说，“我……”

“那是你的事，跟我无关！”布拉沃先生咆哮道，“现在就给我滚出这个家，别再回来了！”

就这样，乔治·格里菲思丢了工作。但在他离开之前，我听到他在厨房和另外几个仆人的谈话。他愤怒地把外套扔在桌子上。

“那个叫布拉沃的家伙不只是坏，他就是个疯子！”乔治大喊道，“我和马打了二十年交道，居然落得这个下场！他还打自己的老婆——我们大家都知道！”

“我说，你可以在别的地方找到一个更好的工作，不是吗？”厨师说，“我也想走了。”

“你我都能走，可他老婆就走不了了，可怜的女人。”乔治说，“你知道吗？不出四个月，查尔斯·布拉沃就会死。不信走着瞧。”

乔治说这话是有点儿奇怪。乔治的意思是他要亲手杀了布拉沃吗？肯定不是。他只是说的气话。但是，只过了几周，查尔斯·布拉沃真的死了。是乔治·格里菲思杀的他吗？这可能吗？

毕竟查尔斯·布拉沃是被锑毒死的，而乔治在马厩里就存放有锑。他用锑来给马治病。

自从那天之后，我再没见过乔治。他给二十英里外的一位太太当马车夫去了。而且，乔治告诉验尸官，他在离开之前把锑全都扔掉了。

也许他是扔了吧，我不知道。我也不知道他把锑存放在哪儿。我不经常去马厩那个院子——至少不像弗洛伦丝去得那么频繁。

但查尔斯经常去那儿。什么东西放在哪儿他都知道，他也对药感兴趣——所以他才知道锑是一种毒药。

所以，也许是查尔斯自己吞服了锑。这就是我的想法。也许这是个意外，但我认为查尔斯·布拉沃是自杀。
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Jane Cox's story

PART 2


 My name is Mrs Jane Cox. I am 49 years old. I am Florence Bravo's friend and companion. At the time of Mr Bravo's death, I was living at The Priory, in Balham. I now live in my own house in Lancaster Road ...






Soon after her marriage, Florence became pregnant. She was happy about this, and Charles was pleased too. 'The baby will be a boy,' he said. 'We'll call him Charles Bravo the Second!'

But Florence often felt ill. And she and Charles argued all the time – about money, the servants, the horses, everything. But the worst arguments were about Dr Gully. One day, Charles opened a letter, and started shouting angrily. 'Look at this,' he said to Florence. 'It's from Dr Gully, isn't it? This is what he thinks of me!'

Florence read the letter and showed it to me. It was a horrible letter.

'I know why you married Florence,' the letter said. 'You don't love her. You just wanted her money, that's all.'

'That's awful, Charles,' Florence said. 'But I don't understand. There is no name on this letter. Who wrote it?'

'You know very well who wrote it!' Charles shouted. 'Dr Gully, of course! That's his handwriting, I'm sure it is! You've been talking to him about me, haven't you? You're still in love with him, aren't you?'

'No, Charles, I'm not!' Florence said. 'I haven't spoken to Dr Gully once since we were married. Anyway, look at this letter, this is terrible handwriting. Dr Gully writes much better than this.'

Charles Bravo smiled – a cold, angry smile. 'Really? Well, let's see. He's written lots of letters to you, hasn't he, Florence? And you've kept them, because you're in love with him. Go and find them, Florence, bring them here. Then we'll see if this handwriting is the same.'

Florence's face went quite red. 'I haven't got them, Charles,' she said. 'I sent them all back to him, before we got married. And he gave me back all my letters, too – the ones I wrote to him.'

'Oh, really? Well, where are those letters? Bring them here, let me see them.'

'I can't.' Florence started to cry. 'I can't show you anyway, because I burnt them all on the fire. And I think Dr Gully burnt all my letters too. You see, I don't love him any more, Charles. That's over, it's finished. I'm never going to see Dr Gully again.'

She stopped crying and put her hand on his arm. 'That's what you should do with this letter, too. It's a horrible letter, Charles. Just burn it, forget all about it. Just as I have forgotten Dr Gully.'

'Have you really, Florence? Are you sure?'

'Yes, Charles, I'm sure.' She put her arms around him, and leaned her head against his chest. 'You're my husband now, Charles. I'm going to have your baby. So we must be kind to each other, and not argue about silly things like this.'

Very gently, she took the letter from his hand, and threw it into the fire.
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Florence didn't meet Dr Gully, but I did. I met him on the train one day, on 25th March, on the way to London. I told him about my mother in Jamaica, and asked him for some medicine for her. A few days later, he wrote to me at The Priory.

I opened the letter, but Charles didn't like that. 'Let me see that, Mrs Cox,' he said, holding out his hand. 'I'm the man of this house, I should read all the letters first, you know. Who is it from?'

'It's from Dr Gully,' I said. 'It's about my mother, that's all. She's ill in Jamaica. He writes about some medicine for her.'

He took my letter and read it. There was a list of medicines inside. Then he gave it back to me. 'Well, don't write back to him,' Charles Bravo said. 'I don't want anyone in this house to write to that man.'
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Two weeks later, on 6th April, I found Florence crying in her bedroom.

'What's wrong?' I asked. 'Have you and Charles been arguing again?'

'No, it's not that,' she said. 'It's worse. Call a doctor. I think I've lost the baby.'

Florence was right; she had lost her baby. She was ill, and spent two weeks in bed. I slept in her bedroom with her. Charles didn't like that. He didn't understand how difficult such things are for women. When she stayed in bed crying, that made him angry and impatient. He thought she should get up the next day. He seemed to think that a woman losing her baby was nothing important.

But I was worried, and so I was pleased when I met Dr Gully again on the train. I told him about Florence's illness, and he promised to send some medicine for her. But he didn't want to make Charles angry, so he didn't send it to The Priory. He left it at my house, in Lancaster Road, and I took it to Florence from there.

A few days later, Charles called me into his study.
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A few days later, Charles called me into his study.

'Mrs Cox,' he said. 'I have been thinking. There are too many people in this house.'

'Too many people?' I said. 'What do you mean?'

'I mean,' he said, 'that I don't need you in this house any more.'

'But, sir ... I am not here to help you. I work for Mrs Bravo.'

'Mrs Bravo is my wife. I make the decisions in this house, and I don't want you here any more. Every time I try to talk to my wife, you are there with her. You even sleep in her bedroom. That isn't right!'

'But she's ill, sir! She's just lost her baby. She needs me – she wants me there.'

'Well, I don't want you there. When Florence is better, I want you to leave. Do you understand? I don't need your help any more.'

This was a terrible thing for me. I needed my job to pay for my sons' school. And Florence was my friend. I was worried about her. If I leave, I thought, he can hit Florence every day, and no one will know.

As I walked out of the room, I thought: I hate that man, Charles Bravo. I wish he were dead.

When I told Florence, she cried. 'Jane, please don't leave me,' she said. 'I need you here to keep me safe. Promise me you won't go!'

'I don't want to leave,' I said. 'But what can we do? He's your husband – he can do what he likes.'

'I'll talk to him,' she said. She was a brave lady, Florence. She tried to make her own decisions; she didn't want to obey her husband all the time. But Charles was a dangerous, violent man.

'What if he hits you again?' I asked. 'He may hurt you badly.' I wanted to save her, but I didn't know how.

She sat up in bed. 'I won't let him, Jane,' she said. 'You and I – we must work together. We must stop that man, before he destroys both of our lives. This is my house, not his. He must listen to me, and learn to do what I want.'

'But he doesn't listen to women,' I said. 'He thinks we're like children, or servants. How can you change that?'

'I'll find a way, Jane,' she said quietly. 'Don't worry, I'll find a way.'



pregnant adj. expecting a baby 怀孕的

horrible adj. making you very afraid or unhappy 可怕的，令人不快的

handwriting n. the way you write 笔迹，字迹


7
简·考克斯的讲述

第二部分

我是简·考克斯太太，今年49岁。我是弗洛伦丝·布拉沃的朋友兼陪护。布拉沃先生去世时我就住在巴勒姆的普里奥里。现在我住在自己家，在兰开斯特路上……




婚后不久，弗洛伦丝就怀孕了。她很高兴，查尔斯也很兴奋。“肯定是个男孩。”他说，“我们叫他查尔斯·布拉沃二世！”

但是，弗洛伦丝经常生病。她和查尔斯也总在吵架——为钱，为仆人，为马匹，为所有的事争吵。但最激烈的争吵还是为格利医生。有一天，查尔斯打开一封信后就恼火地大叫起来。“看看这个，”他对弗洛伦丝说，“是格利医生写来的，对不对？他就是这么看我的！”

弗洛伦丝读了那封信，并拿给我看。那是一封可怕的信。

“我知道你为什么娶弗洛伦丝。”信上说，“你不爱她，你就是想要她的钱，仅此而已。”

“这太可怕了，查尔斯。”弗洛伦丝说，“但我不明白。信上没署名。谁写的呢？”

“谁写的你心知肚明！”查尔斯咆哮道，“当然是格利医生！那是他的笔迹，我敢肯定是他的！你一直在跟他讲我的事，是不是？你还爱着他，是不是？”

“不，查尔斯，我没有！”弗洛伦丝说，“自从跟你结婚后我就没有和格利医生说过一句话。不管别的，看看这封信，这糟糕的笔迹，格利医生写得可是比这好看多了。”

查尔斯·布拉沃笑了——是那种冷冷的、恼怒的笑。“是吗？好吧，让我想想。他给你写过好多信，是吧，弗洛伦丝？而你还留着那些信，因为你还爱着他。去找那些信，弗洛伦丝，把它们拿过来。我们比比看这个笔迹是不是一样的。”

弗洛伦丝的脸涨得通红。“我没有留下那些信，查尔斯，”她说，“我们结婚前我都给格利医生寄回去了。他也把我的信——我写给他的信都还给我了。”

“哦，是吗？那么，你写给他的信在哪儿？拿到这儿来让我看看。”

“不行。”弗洛伦丝哭了起来，“我给你看不了，因为我把它们都烧了。我想格利医生也把我的信都烧了。你知道的，查尔斯，我不再爱他了。我和他的一切都结束了。我再也不会见格利医生了。”

她不哭了，伸出一只手挽着查尔斯的胳膊。“你也应该这么处理这封信。这封信太可怕了，查尔斯。烧掉它，忘了这件事，就像我忘了格利医生一样。”

“你真的已经忘了格利医生了吗，弗洛伦丝？你确定吗？”

“是的，查尔斯，我确定。”她伸出双臂搂着他，头靠着他的胸膛。“你现在是我的丈夫，查尔斯。我都怀了你的孩子了。所以，我们必须对对方好，不要再为这些无聊的事争吵了。”

弗洛伦丝轻轻地从查尔斯手中抽出那封信，扔到了炉子里。
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弗洛伦丝没有见过格利医生，但是我见过。有一天，就是3月25日，在去往伦敦的火车上我见到了格利医生。我跟他说了我母亲在牙买加的事，并向他要了些药方给我母亲。几天后，他给我写了封信，寄到了普里奥里。

我打开信，但查尔斯不高兴了。“让我看看，考克斯太太。”他说着就伸出了手，“我是一家之主，所有的信都得由我先看，你知道的。谁写来的信？”

“格利医生写来的，”我说，“是有关我妈妈的事，仅此而已。我妈妈在牙买加生病了，格利医生给她开了一些药方。”

他拿过信读了起来。信上列了一串药品的名字。然后他把信还给我。“好吧，别给他回信，”查尔斯·布拉沃说，“我不想这个家里的任何人给那个男人写信。”
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两周后，就是4月6日，我发现弗洛伦丝在她的卧室里哭泣。

“出什么事了？”我问道，“查尔斯又和你吵架了？”

“不，我们没吵架，”她说，“但是情况更糟。叫医生来，我想我已经失去宝宝了。”

弗洛伦丝说得对，她流产了。她也病倒了，两个礼拜都卧床不起。我和她一起睡在她的卧室里。查尔斯不高兴了。他不理解这种事对女人来说有多难过。当弗洛伦丝躺在床上哭泣时，他就又生气又不耐烦。他认为她第二天就应该下床活动。他好像觉得一个女人没了孩子不是什么大不了的事。

但我很担心，所以当我再一次在火车上碰到格利医生时我很高兴。我跟他说了弗洛伦丝生病的事，格利医生答应给她寄点儿药来。但格利医生不想惹查尔斯生气，所以他并没有把药寄到普里奥里。他把药寄到我在兰开斯特路的家中，我再从自己家带给弗洛伦丝。

几天后，查尔斯把我叫到他的书房。

“考克斯太太，”他说，“我一直在想，我们家的人太多了。”

“人太多了？”我问道，“你这话是什么意思？”

“我是说，”他说，“我不需要你在这个家了。”

“但是，先生……我在这里不是帮你的忙，我为布拉沃夫人服务。”

“布拉沃夫人是我妻子。这个家由我说了算，我不想再雇用你了。每次我想跟我妻子说点儿话时，你都在她身边。你甚至还睡在她的卧室里。这可不行！”

“但她生病了，先生！她刚刚流产。她需要我——她想让我陪她。”

“好了，我不想让你陪她。弗洛伦丝病情好转后你就离开。你明白吗？我不再需要你帮忙了。”

这对我来说可是晴天霹雳。我需要这份工作来供三个儿子上学。而且，弗洛伦丝是我的朋友，我很担心她。如果我走了，我想，他就可以每天打弗洛伦丝，并且不会有人知道。

我走出书房时，心想：我恨那个人，查尔斯·布拉沃。我真希望他死掉。

当我告诉弗洛伦丝这件事时，她哭了。“简，求你别离开我，”她说，“我需要你在这里保护我。答应我，别走！”

“我不想走，”我说，“但我们又能怎么办呢？他是你丈夫——他想干什么就干什么。”

“我去跟他谈谈。”她说。弗洛伦丝是个勇敢的女子。她想自己作决定，她不想一直对丈夫唯命是从。但查尔斯是个可怕又暴力的人。

“如果他再打你怎么办？”我问道，“他可能会把你伤得很重。”我想救她，但不知道怎么救。

她从床上坐起来。“我不会让他再打我了，简。”她说，“你和我——我们必须联手。在那个人毁掉我们俩的生活之前，我们必须制止他。这是我的家，不是他的。他必须听我的，学着按我说的去做。”

“但他是不会听女人的话的。”我说，“他认为我们就跟小孩儿或仆人一样。你怎么能改变他的想法呢？”

“我会想办法的，简。”她轻声说，“别担心，我会想出办法的。”
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Florence Bravo's story

PART 3


 My name is Mrs Florence Bravo. I am 31 years old. I live at The Priory, in Balham. At the time of his death, my husband, Charles Bravo, lived there too. My friend and companion, Jane Cox, was also living in the house ...






When Jane Cox told me what Charles had said, I was very worried. Jane was very important to me. I didn't want to lose her.

On Tuesday, April 18th, I felt a little better, so I got up. It was my first day out of bed. Jane went to Worthing to look at a holiday house for us, and I went to London with Charles. In the carriage he said: 'I'm pleased Jane's gone to Worthing, Florence. We haven't been alone together for two weeks. I'll be happy when that woman is gone.'

'Please don't say that, Charles,' I said. 'Jane is my best friend.'

'She was your best friend, darling,' said Charles, smiling. 'Before you met me. Now I'm your best friend, aren't I?'

'Well yes,' I answered. 'But you're my husband, Charles. I need Jane, to talk about women's things. That's what I pay her for.'

'Well, she's too expensive,' Charles said. 'I spoke to her yesterday. I told her to leave at the end of the month.'

'But Charles, you can't do that!' I said. 'She needs the money to look after her children. Anyway, she works for me, not you. So she's staying, Charles. All right?'

'No!' he shouted. He held my arm hard, really hard, and it hurt. He was strong – much stronger than me – and his face was close to mine. 'You're my wife, Florence – you do what I say! Do you understand?'

I was frightened. 'Let go of my arm, Charles! People in the street are watching – what will they think?'

'I don't care,' he said. 'It's none of their business. What are you going to do – call Dr Gully?' We were driving past Dr Gully's house at the time.

'Don't be stupid, Charles,' I said. 'You know I don't talk to Dr Gully any more. I told you – you're my husband, I love you, not him!'

'Do you?' he said. He still held my arm. 'Well, kiss me then. And forget about Jane and Dr Gully.'

I was afraid, so I kissed him. Then we drove on in silence. It was a bad start to the day, but before we got to London Charles was happy again. He talked to me kindly and told funny stories. He was often like that – angry for a short time, then friendly a few minutes later. He was a difficult man, but I tried to understand him. That's what a wife has to do, isn't it? Understand her husband and love him. But I was very worried about losing Jane.

In London Charles visited his cousin, Dr Royes Bell. I went shopping. After lunch I went home and had a rest; it was my first day out of bed. Charles came home later. He was happy and excited. 'I'm going out for a ride,' he said. He went outside and called the groom.

'Get that big horse, Cremorne, ready for me, man. Quickly, now.'

'Is that a good idea, sir?' the groom asked. 'Cremorne's been a little difficult this week.'

Charles thought he knew a lot about horses but he didn't, really. He shouted angrily at the groom. 'Don't argue with me, man! Get him ready! I know how to ride my own horse, damn you!'

But an hour later he came home, shaking. His face was white and his shirt was wet with sweat. 'That horse Cremorne is dangerous!' he said. 'We'll have to sell it.'

'Why, Charles,' I asked, 'what happened?'

'The horse ran away with me. For six miles he wouldn't stop.'
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'The horse ran away with me. For six miles he wouldn't stop.'

'How awful! Are you hurt? Did you fall off?'

'No, thank God, I didn't. But my arms and chest hurt. He's very strong, that horse – like a wild animal!'

'Go upstairs and rest before dinner. I'm sorry you were frightened, Charles.'

He walked slowly upstairs with his hand on his chest. At the top, he looked down angrily.

'I wasn't frightened, Florence, don't be silly. Anyway, it's the groom's fault, not mine. He gave the horse too much food, that's all.'

Charles still looked ill at dinner that evening. Jane talked to him about the holiday house in Worthing but he didn't answer. He ate a lot of food and drank three glasses of wine. After dinner I was tired, so I went up to my bedroom. Jane came up a few minutes later.

My maidservant, Mary Ann, brought me a glass of wine to help me sleep. But Charles came into my bedroom and saw it. He didn't like me drinking wine in the evening. He often tried to stop me.

'You drink too much, Florence,' he said. 'I've told you before. You'll make yourself ill.'

It's true. I did sometimes feel ill after drinking wine. I was sick once or twice, I don't know why. But wine usually made me feel warm, and sleepy. I liked that.

'I'm tired, Charles,' I said. 'Leave me alone.'

Charles went out. I lay down in bed, and Jane sat beside me, reading aloud from a book. It was peaceful in my bedroom and I was very sleepy. My maid came back in.

'Do you want anything else, madam?' she asked.

'No, thank you, Mary Ann,' I said. 'Just take the dogs downstairs, will you, please?'

Mary Ann went out with my two dogs and closed the doors behind her. There are two doors to my bedroom – an outside door and an inside door – and she closed them both. I like that; it makes the room very quiet. I lay there for a minute or two, listening to Jane's voice reading to me, and then ...

... I fell asleep.

I don't know what happened next. Mary Ann says that Charles called for help. But I didn't hear him. I was asleep.



sweat n. water that comes from your skin when you are hot or afraid 汗水

maidservant n. a female servant in a house 女仆
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弗洛伦丝·布拉沃的讲述

第三部分

我是弗洛伦丝·布拉沃夫人，今年31岁。我住在巴勒姆的普里奥里。我丈夫查尔斯·布拉沃去世时也住在那儿。我的朋友兼陪护简·考克斯当时也和我们住在一起……




当简·考克斯告诉我查尔斯的话后，我非常着急。简对我来说太重要了，我不想失去她。

4月18日，星期二，我感觉略有好转，于是就下了床。那是我病后第一次下床。简去了沃辛，为我们找一幢度假用房，我和查尔斯则去了伦敦。在马车上，他说：“我很高兴简去了沃辛，弗洛伦丝。我们已经有两周时间没有单独在一起了。那个女人走了以后，我会非常高兴。”

“求你别那么说，查尔斯，”我说，“简是我最好的朋友。”

“她曾经是你最好的朋友，亲爱的，”查尔斯笑着说，“在你遇到我之前。但现在我才是你最好的朋友，不是吗？”

“嗯，是。”我回答说，“但你是我的丈夫，查尔斯。我需要简，跟她说说女人的事。这正是我雇她的原因。”

“不过，她的工资太高了。”查尔斯说，“我昨天跟她说了，叫她月底离开。”

“但是查尔斯，你不能那么做！”我说，“她需要钱养她的几个孩子。不管怎么说，她是为我服务，而不是为你服务。所以让她留下来，查尔斯，好吗？”

“不行！”他咆哮道。他用力抓着我的胳膊，真的非常用力，把我都弄疼了。他很壮实——比我壮多了——他的脸离我的脸很近。“你是我妻子，弗洛伦丝——你得照我说的办！你明白吗？”

我被吓坏了。“放开我，查尔斯！大街上的人都看着呢——他们会怎么想？”

“我不在乎，”他说，“这根本就不关他们什么事。你想干什么——叫格利医生？”我们当时正好坐马车经过格利医生家。

“别傻了，查尔斯，”我说，“你知道我再没和格利医生说过话。我跟你说过——你是我丈夫，我爱的人是你，不是他！”

“是吗？”他说。他依然抓着我的胳膊。“好，那就亲我一下。忘掉简和格利医生。”

我怕了，所以就吻了他。接着我们的马车继续前行，我们俩都没有说话。那天有这样一个开始可真是糟糕，但我们快到伦敦时，查尔斯又高兴起来。他和颜悦色地跟我说话，还讲了一些有趣的故事。他经常这样——生一会儿气，几分钟后态度又友好起来。他是个难以相处的人，但我尽力去理解他。这是一个妻子应该做的，不是吗？要理解丈夫并爱他。但我对要失去简这件事还是很担忧。

在伦敦，查尔斯拜访了他的堂兄，罗伊斯·贝尔医生。我则去逛街了。午饭后，我就回家休息了。那天是我病后下床活动的第一天。查尔斯后来也回家了。他又开心又兴奋。“我要出去骑一会儿马。”他说。他出了门，叫上了马夫。

“伙计，去把那匹大马，就是克雷莫恩，给我备好。快，现在就去。”

“这行吗，先生？”马夫问道，“克雷莫恩这个星期有点儿难驾驭。”

查尔斯以为自己很懂马，其实不然。他生气地朝马夫喊道：“别跟我顶嘴，伙计！去给我备马！我知道自己的马该怎么骑，你这该死的！”

但是一个小时之后，查尔斯浑身颤抖着回家了。他脸色发白，衬衫被汗水浸湿了。“那匹叫克雷莫恩的马性子真烈！”，他说，“我们得把它卖了。”

“为什么，查尔斯，”我问道，“发生什么事了？”

“那匹马载着我狂奔起来，一口气跑了六英里都不停。”

“太可怕了！你受伤了吗？你有没有坠马？”

“没有，谢天谢地，我没有坠马。但我的胳膊和胸口疼。那匹马非常强壮，它——就像一只野兽！”

“上楼去吧，休息一下再吃饭。见你受到了惊吓，我很难过，查尔斯。”

他一只手捂着胸口慢慢地上楼了。走到顶时，他恼火地回头向下看。

“我没有受到惊吓，弗洛伦丝，别犯傻了。不管怎么说，都是那个马夫的错，不怪我。他让那匹马吃太多了，仅此而已。”

那天晚上吃晚饭时，查尔斯看上去脸色依然不是很好。简跟他说了沃辛的度假用房，但他没说什么。他吃了不少饭，还喝了三杯酒。晚饭后我累了，就上楼回到自己的卧室。几分钟后，简也上楼来了。

我的女仆玛丽·安给我端来一杯酒，助我入眠。但是，查尔斯走进我的卧室时看见了那杯酒。他不喜欢我晚上喝酒。他经常想阻止我。

“你喝得太多了，弗洛伦丝。”他说，“我以前告诉过你，这样下去你会生病的。”

他说得对。有时喝完酒后，我的确觉得不舒服。我吐过一两回，不知道是为什么。但酒通常让我感到温暖、昏昏欲睡。我喜欢那种感觉。

“我累了，查尔斯，”我说，“让我一个人呆会儿吧。”

查尔斯走了出去。我躺在床上，简坐在我旁边，大声朗读一本书给我听。我的卧室一片宁静，我困得不行。这时我的女仆又走了进来。

“您还有什么需要吗，夫人？”她问道。

“没有了，谢谢，玛丽·安。”我说，“请把狗带到楼下去，好吗？”

玛丽·安带着我的两条狗走出了房间，并随手关上了房门。我的卧室有两道门——一道外门，一道内门——她把两扇门都关了。我喜欢这样，这会让我的房间非常安静。我在床上躺了一两分钟，听着简给我读书，接着……

……我就睡着了。

我不知道接下来发生了什么事。玛丽·安说查尔斯呼救了，但我没有听到，我睡着了。
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What the maid saw
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Those were the three important stories heard at the London Coroner's enquiry in July and August 1876 – the stories of Florence Bravo, Dr James Gully, and Mrs Jane Cox. There was truth, and perhaps also a few lies, in all the stories.

But there were also other stories heard at the enquiry in 1876. There was Florence's maidservant, for example, Mary Ann Keeber ...
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Every day the maid, Mary Ann Keeber, cleaned the bedrooms at The Priory and lit fires in them to make them warm. She always put a bottle of drinking water beside Charles Bravo's bed. Later, in the evenings, she helped Charles and Florence with anything they wanted.

On the night of Tuesday 18th April, Mary Ann closed the two doors to Florence's bedroom and went downstairs with the dogs. But halfway down the stairs, one of the dogs ran back up again. As Mary Ann turned to call it, she saw Charles Bravo open his bedroom door. His face was white and he looked afraid. 'Florence! Florence!' he shouted. 'Hot water! Hot water!' Then he ran back into his room.
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Charles Bravo's face was white and he looked afraid.

Mary Ann was surprised. She waited for Florence or Mrs Cox to come out and help him, but they didn't. Perhaps they hadn't heard him, she thought. So she hurried back into Florence's bedroom. Florence was in bed with her eyes closed and Jane Cox was sitting beside her. Mary Ann told Jane what had happened. 'Come quickly,' she said. 'There's something wrong with Mr Bravo!'

Jane Cox and Mary Ann went into Charles's bedroom. They saw Charles standing by an open window. His face was grey and wet with sweat. 'Help!' he cried. 'Hot water! Hot water!' He leaned out of the window and vomited onto the kitchen roof below. Then he fell to the floor.

Mrs Cox told Mary Ann to run downstairs and fetch some hot water. When Mary Ann came back, she saw Charles sitting on the floor. Mrs Cox had her hands on his chest. She was trying to help him breathe, Mary Ann thought.

'Get some mustard – hurry!' Mrs Cox said. So Mary Ann ran downstairs again. When she came back, Jane Cox told her to put the mustard into the hot water and lift Charles's feet into it.

'It's an old way to help a sick person,' Mrs Cox said. 'Rub his feet with the hot water and mustard.'

Mary Ann tried, but Charles knocked the water over and fell on the floor with his eyes closed. So then Mrs Cox gave him some mustard and hot water to drink, and sent Mary Ann downstairs again, for hot coffee. But the coffee only made him vomit again, into a bowl.

'Go and send the groom to fetch Dr Harrison,' Mrs Cox told Mary Ann. 'And then go and fetch some camphor from my room.'

So Mary Ann ran downstairs again for the groom, then upstairs to Mrs Cox's room for the camphor, but she couldn't find it. So she went into Florence's bedroom instead.

Florence was lying in bed with her eyes closed. Mary Ann shook her arm to wake her up.

'What is it?' Florence asked. 'What's the matter?'

'It's your husband, madam,' Mary Ann said. 'Come quick. He's ill.'

'What?' Florence said. 'Where is he?'

She jumped out of bed and ran into Charles's bedroom. Mary Ann followed. Charles was lying on the floor with Jane Cox sitting beside him. Florence knelt down and took his hand.

'Charlie, what's happened?' she said. 'Speak to me, darling – what's wrong?'

But he didn't answer. His eyes were closed and he looked half dead. Jane tried to get some coffee into his mouth again but it was no good. He didn't wake up.

'Have you sent for the doctor?' Florence asked.

'Yes, madam,' Mary Ann said. 'The groom has gone for Dr Harrison, in Streatham.'

Florence looked surprised and angry. 'But he lives two miles away, he'll be too late!' she said. 'Why didn't you send for Dr Moore? He lives nearer.' She ran downstairs screaming for one of the manservants. 'Get Dr Moore from Balham, as quickly as you can. Mr Bravo is very ill, he may be dying! Hurry, man, run!' Then she came back upstairs and knelt beside her husband again.

'Try to wake up, Charlie,' she said. 'Please, try. Don't leave me now.'



vomit v. to bring food from the stomach back out through the mouth 呕吐

mustard n. a thick yellow sauce, eaten cold with meat (used in the past as a medicine) 芥末

camphor n. a chemical with a strong smell, used in medicine 樟脑


9
女仆所见
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上面这三种重要的说法就是弗洛伦丝·布拉沃、詹姆斯·格利医生和简·考克斯太太三个人于1876年七八月份在伦敦验尸庭研讯会上讲述的。他们的话里有实话，也许也有一些谎话。

但1876年的研讯会还听取了其他人的讲述，比如弗洛伦丝的女仆玛丽·安·基伯的讲述……
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每天，女仆玛丽·安·基伯都会打扫普里奥里的几间卧室，并且生上火，让卧室暖和起来。她总会放一瓶饮用水在查尔斯·布拉沃的床边。然后到了晚上，她就是伺候查尔斯和弗洛伦丝，完成他们吩咐的任何事情。

4月18日周二的晚上，玛丽·安关上弗洛伦丝卧室的两扇门，带着两条狗下楼。但刚下了一半楼梯，其中一条狗又跑上楼去。当玛丽·安转身去喊那条狗时，她看见查尔斯·布拉沃打开了自己卧室的门。他脸色苍白，看上去很害怕。“弗洛伦丝！弗洛伦丝！”他大喊道，“热水！拿热水！”接着他跑回自己的房间。

玛丽·安很是惊讶。她等着弗洛伦丝或考克斯太太出来帮他，但她们都没有出来。也许她们没听见他的喊声，玛丽·安想。所以，她快步回到弗洛伦丝的卧室。弗洛伦丝闭着双眼躺在床上，简·考克斯坐在她身旁。玛丽·安告诉了简刚才发生的事。“快来，”她说，“布拉沃先生出事了！”

简·考克斯和玛丽·安来到查尔斯的卧室。她们看见查尔斯站在一扇敞开的窗户旁。他面如死灰，满脸是汗。“救命！”他叫道，“热水！给我热水！”他向窗外探出身子，吐在了下面的厨房房顶上。接着，他就倒在了地板上。

考克斯太太叫玛丽·安到楼下拿些热水上来。等玛丽·安回来后，她看见查尔斯坐在地板上，考克斯太太双手放在他的胸口。她是在帮查尔斯呼吸吧，玛丽·安想。

“拿些芥末来——快去！”考克斯太太说。于是玛丽·安再次跑下楼去。当她回来后，简·考克斯让她把芥末放到热水中，然后把查尔斯的双脚放了进去。

“这是帮助呕吐病人的老法子，”考克斯太太说，“用热芥末水搓他的双脚。”

玛丽·安试了一下，但查尔斯把水踢翻了，双目紧闭地倒在了地板上。于是，考克斯太太给了他一些热芥末水喝，再叫玛丽·安到楼下取了些热咖啡。但咖啡只是让查尔斯再次呕吐了起来，直接吐到了碗里。

“让马夫把哈里森医生请来，”考克斯太太告诉玛丽·安，“然后再去我的房间取点儿樟脑来。”

于是玛丽·安再次跑下楼去找马夫，接着又跑上楼，到考克斯太太的房间取樟脑。但她没找到。于是，她来到了弗洛伦丝的卧室。

弗洛伦丝正闭着双眼躺在床上。玛丽·安摇了摇她的胳膊，叫醒了她。

“怎么了？”弗洛伦丝问道，“出什么事了？”

“是您丈夫，夫人。”玛丽·安说，“快起来，他病了。”

“什么？”弗洛伦丝说，“他在哪里？”

她跳下床，跑进查尔斯的卧室。玛丽·安跟了进去。查尔斯躺在地板上，简·考克斯坐在他旁边。弗洛伦丝跪下来，抓住他的手。

“查利，你怎么了？”她说，“跟我说句话，亲爱的——出了什么事？”

但查尔斯没有回应。他两眼闭着，看上去奄奄一息的样子。简试着再给他喂点咖啡，但丝毫不起作用。他没有醒过来。

“你叫人去请医生了吗？”弗洛伦丝问道。

“叫了，夫人，”玛丽·安答道，“马夫已经去请斯特雷特姆的哈里森医生了。”

弗洛伦丝看上去又惊又怒，“但他住在两英里外的地方，来不及的！”她说，“为什么不去请穆尔医生？他住得近些。”她跑下楼，尖声叫着一个男仆的名字，“去把巴勒姆的穆尔医生请来，要尽快。布拉沃先生病得很重，他可能会死掉！快，小伙子，快去！”然后她跑上楼，再次跪在丈夫身边。

“醒醒，查利，”她说，“求你醒一醒。不要现在就离开我。”


10
What the doctors saw

[image: alt]

During Charles Bravo's illness, he was seen by no fewer than five different doctors. And of course, the Coroner's enquiry took a great interest in what the doctors saw, and said, and thought ...
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Dr Moore was the first doctor to arrive at The Priory on the night of Tuesday 18th April. He went upstairs to Charles Bravo's bedroom. A few minutes later, Dr Harrison arrived. Jane Cox met him at the front door.

'Mr Bravo has been sick several times,' she said. 'I think he has poisoned himself with chloroform.'

Dr Harrison went upstairs to the bedroom. Dr Moore was already there. 'This man is very ill,' he said. 'It's some kind of poison, but I don't know what it is.'

The two doctors looked around the room. There were two medicine bottles on a table: one said Chloroform, and the other Laudanum. Chloroform and laudanum were ordinary medicines. Many people in those days had them in their houses – they took them for headache or toothache. They weren't very dangerous; it would take an enormous amount of these medicines to kill somebody.

'He's not dying because of these medicines, is he?' said Dr Moore.

'No, I don't think so,' Dr Harrison agreed. 'He's far too ill for that.'

Florence Bravo was sitting on the bed beside her husband. She was washing his face with cool water.

'What's wrong with my husband, doctor?' she asked. 'He's not going to die, is he?'

Dr Moore put his hand on her arm. 'I'm sorry, Mrs Bravo,' he said. 'But your husband is really very ill. He has taken some terrible poison. He may not live long.'

Florence cried when he said that. She put her arms around her husband and kissed him. 'Oh, Charlie, please don't die!' she said. 'Come on, Charlie, you must get better. Speak to me – please don't leave me!'

But Charles was too ill to speak. The doctors gave him some medicine but it didn't help much. Florence watched, her face wet with tears. 'Charles's cousin is a doctor,' she said. 'Dr Royes Bell. He knows Charles very well – do you mind if I send for him?'

'No, that's all right,' Dr Harrison said. 'I'll write a letter for you.'

Dr Royes Bell knew Charles Bravo very well. He had met him in London that morning, and Charles had seemed happy and healthy as usual. He certainly said nothing about killing himself. So Dr Bell was very surprised when a letter from Dr Harrison arrived late that night.

Your cousin is very ill, the letter said. Please come quickly; I think he is dying.

Dr Royes Bell arrived at The Priory at about two o'clock in the morning. He brought with him another doctor, Dr George Johnson, who was both a friend and a well-known London doctor.

Charles was lying on his bed, asleep. His face was greyish white and he was breathing heavily. Dr Bell touched his face and his eyes opened.

'Charlie,' he said. 'Do you know who I am?'

For a moment Charles seemed not to understand, or recognize anybody around him. Then, after a minute, he said, 'Yes. You're Royes.'

'This is Dr Johnson,' Dr Bell said. 'We've come to help you, Charlie. How do you feel?'

'Terrible,' Charles answered. 'My stomach hurts. Let me out!' He suddenly jumped up and tried to get to the door, but the doctors held him and after a minute he fell back onto the bed. Dr Johnson gave him some medicine to take away the pain, and after a few minutes he began to look more comfortable.

Outside the room, the doctors spoke to Mrs Cox. 'You saw Mr Bravo first, before Dr Moore came,' Dr Johnson said. 'Did he say anything to you then?'

'Yes,' Mrs Cox answered. 'He said: "I've taken some of that poison; don't tell Florence."'

'Did he tell you what poison he took?'

'No,' Mrs Cox answered. 'Nothing more than that.'

When Dr Harrison heard this, he was angry. 'Why didn't you tell me that before?' he asked. 'You said he had taken chloroform, not poison.'

The doctors went back into Charles's bedroom. 'Charlie, have you taken poison?' Dr Johnson asked.

'I rubbed my teeth with laudanum; perhaps I drank a little by mistake,' Charles replied.

'Laudanum wouldn't make you ill like this.'

'Well, if it isn't laudanum, I don't know what it is,' Charles said.

Then Florence came back in. There were tears on her face and she looked very tired. Charles held out his arms to her. 'Kiss me, my wife,' he said. Florence went to the bed and kissed him. Then she lay down beside him and touched his face gently with her fingers. The two doctors watched.

'What a lot of trouble I'm giving you, florrie,' Charles said. 'Kiss me again. You've been the best of wives.'

'Oh, Charlie!' Florence said. 'What is the matter with you? What have you taken to make you so ill?'

Charles didn't answer. 'Oh, God help me!' he screamed in pain. Then he turned to his cousin and said: 'Royes, will I get better?'

'I hope so, Charlie, but you are very ill indeed.'

When Dr Bell said that, Charles looked frightened. 'Royes,' he said. 'Before I die, I want you to write something for me. Will you do that?'

Dr Bell wrote down Charles Bravo's words. I leave everything I have to my wife, Florence Bravo.

Charles sat up to write his name, and he and Dr Bell prayed to God together. Then he said: 'When I'm dead, Royes, look after Florence for me, will you? She's been the best of wives to me.'
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At the Coroner's enquiry in July, some of the lawyers said that Florence killed her husband. But Charles's cousin, Dr Royes Bell, didn't believe that. Charles loved his wife, he told the lawyers. He left her everything. And Florence was very, very unhappy that night, when she saw her husband so ill. She called four doctors – Dr Moore, Dr Harrison, Dr Bell, and Dr Johnson. And on Thursday 20th April she sent for a fifth doctor, Dr William Gull.

Dr Gull was very famous and important, and was the doctor to Queen Victoria herself. He arrived at The Priory at six o'clock on Thursday evening. Charles Bravo was still alive, but he was very seriously ill.

'Mr Bravo, you have taken poison,' Dr Gull told him. 'Please tell me, who gave it to you?'

'I took it myself,' Charles Bravo said.

'What did you take?' Dr Gull asked.

'Laudanum,' Charles Bravo replied. 'I took some laudanum because I had toothache.'

'A little laudanum can't kill you, Mr Bravo,' Dr Gull said. 'What else did you take?'

'Nothing else. Only laudanum, doctor. That's all.'

'Mr Bravo, listen to me. You are very ill, you are going to die. It's important that you tell me the truth. What is this poison? If someone gave it to you, they wanted to kill you. Do you understand that?'

Charles Bravo shook his head slowly. 'It was only laudanum, doctor,' he said. 'No one gave it to me. I took it myself.'

That was the last thing he said to Dr Gull. A few hours later, Charles Bravo died. Five different doctors had seen him, and he told them all the same story. He had taken laudanum, he said, and then called for hot water to make himself sick.

'Where was he sick?' Dr Gull asked.

'Out of the window,' said Dr Johnson. 'Look, there. 'He picked up some of the vomit from the roof with a silver spoon and put it in a glass bottle. Dr Gull sent it to Professor Redwood, a famous scientist, in London. Professor Redwood looked at it carefully.

'The poison was antimony,' the Professor told the Coroner later. 'I found ten grains of it in the vomit in the glass bottle. There were probably thirty grains in his body. That's what killed him.'
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'I found ten grains of antimony.'

The antimony destroyed Charles Bravo's stomach. He died very slowly, in great pain.

But how did the antimony get into his stomach? That is the question. Antimony is a white powder. You can put very small amounts of it in a glass of wine, but it makes the wine look strange and taste awful. But if you put a lot of antimony in water, no one will notice. You can't see it or smell it or taste it. You can drink it like ordinary water. But a few minutes later, you will be very ill indeed.

Every evening, Charles Bravo drank from the bottle of water beside his bed. The antimony was probably in the bottle. But who put the antimony in the water? Charles Bravo, or someone else?

Dr Gull thought he knew. 'No one else killed Charles Bravo,' he told Florence's father, Mr Campbell. 'Your daughter didn't kill him. He killed himself.'

But Charles's stepfather, Joseph Bravo, didn't agree. 'Charles was a strong, brave young man,' he said. 'He didn't kill himself. He was murdered.'

'Nonsense,' Florence's father said. 'Who wanted to kill him?'

'Ask your daughter,' Joseph Bravo said angrily. 'And her friends, Jane Cox and James Gully. One of them knows the answer, I'm sure.'



chloroform n. a strong chemical used in the past in medicine 氯仿

laudanum n. a drug used in the past to make people feel happy 鸦片酊

enormous adj. very big 巨大的，庞大的

grain n. a very, very small amount of some medicines 格令（重量单位，约等于0.06克，用于称量药品）


10
医生所见
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查尔斯·布拉沃生病期间，不下五名医生前来诊治过。当然，研讯会上验尸官对医生们的见闻、所说的话和观点当然很感兴趣。
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4月18日周二那天晚上，穆尔医生最先到达普里奥里。他上楼来到查尔斯·布拉沃的卧室。几分钟后，哈里森医生也来了。简·考克斯在前门迎接的他。

“布拉沃先生吐过几回，”她说，“我认为他服用氯仿中毒了。”

哈里森医生上楼来到卧室。穆尔医生已经在那里了，“这个人病得很重，”他说，“是中毒的症状，但我不知道中的什么毒。”

两位医生看了看房间。一张桌子上放着两个药瓶：一个上面写的是“氯仿”，另一个是“鸦片酊”。氯仿和鸦片酊都是常用药。当时许多人家里都备有这两种药——用于治疗头痛和牙痛。他们毒性不高，要大量服用才会致命。

“他现在这个样子并不是因为吃了这些药，对吧？”穆尔医生说。

“对，我也这样认为。”哈里森医生表示赞同，“他病得太重了，不像是那些药造成的。”

弗洛伦丝·布拉沃挨着床上的丈夫坐着，她正用凉水给他洗脸。

“我丈夫怎么了，医生？”她问道，“他不会死的，对吗？”

穆尔医生把手放在她胳膊上，“很遗憾，布拉沃太太。”他说，“您丈夫真的病得很重。他服下了某种可怕的毒药，可能时日不多了。”

穆尔医生说这话时，弗洛伦丝就哭了。她搂着丈夫，亲吻他。“噢，查利，求你不要死！”她哭着说，“来，查利，你必须好起来。跟我说句话——求你别抛下我！”

但查尔斯已经虚弱得说不出话来了。医生们给他服了些药，但作用并不大。弗洛伦丝看着这一切，脸上挂满泪水。“查尔斯的堂兄是医生，”她说，“就是罗伊斯·贝尔医生。他非常了解查尔斯——两位介意我请他过来吗？”

“不，不介意，”哈里森医生说，“我替您写信。”

罗伊斯·贝尔医生非常了解查尔斯·布拉沃。出事那天早上，他还在伦敦见过查尔斯，当时查尔斯看上去和平常一样开心、健康。他肯定没说起自杀的事。所以那天深夜，贝尔医生收到哈里森医生的来信时非常惊讶。

您堂弟病重，信上说，请速来，我想他是没救了。

凌晨两点时，罗伊斯·贝尔医生到达了普里奥里。他还带来了另一位医生—他的朋友乔治·约翰逊医生——一位伦敦名医。

查尔斯正躺在床上睡着。他面如死灰，呼吸沉重。贝尔医生摸了摸他的脸，他的眼睛睁开了。

“查利，”他说，“你知道我是谁吗？”

一时间查尔斯好像没听明白，又或是没有认出身边的任何人。一分钟后，他说：“知道，你是罗伊斯。”

“这位是约翰逊医生，”贝尔医生说，“我们是来帮你的，查利。你现在感觉怎么样？”

“很糟糕，”查尔斯答道，“我胃疼。让我出去！”他突然跳起来，想跑到门口，但医生们拦住了他。一分钟后，他又倒在了床上。约翰逊医生给他开了些镇痛药，几分钟后，他看上去舒服些了。

房间外面，医生们在和考克斯太太说话。“在穆尔医生到来之前，是你最先发现的布拉沃先生。”约翰逊医生说，“他当时跟你说过些什么吗？”

“嗯，”考克斯太太说，“他说，‘我服了些那种毒药，别告诉弗洛伦丝。’”

“他跟你说了是什么毒药吗？”

“没有，”考克斯太太答道，“他只说了那句话。”

哈里森医生听到此话便暴跳如雷。“你为什么不早告诉我？”他问道，“你说他服用的是氯仿，不是毒药。”

几位医生回到查尔斯的卧室，“查利，你服毒了吗？”约翰逊医生问道。

“我用鸦片酊擦了擦牙，也许我误服了一点儿。”查尔斯回答说。

“鸦片酊不会让你病得这么重。”

“嗯，如果不是鸦片酊，那我就不知道是什么了。”查尔斯说道。

这时，弗洛伦丝走了进来。她脸上挂着泪珠，看上去非常疲惫。查尔斯向她伸出双手，“亲我一下，老婆。”他说。弗洛伦丝来到床前亲吻了他。然后她在查尔斯身边躺下来，用手指轻抚他的脸庞。两名医生看着这一切。

“看我给你带来了多少麻烦呀，弗洛丽。”查尔斯说，“再亲我一下。你是天底下最好的妻子。”

“噢，查利！”弗洛伦丝叫道，“你这是怎么了？你吃了什么，病得这样重？”

查尔斯没有说话。“啊，上帝帮帮我！”他痛苦地尖叫道。接着他转向他的堂兄，问：“罗伊斯，我会好起来吗？”

“但愿如此，但是查利，你的确病得不轻。”

听贝尔医生这么说，查尔斯看上去吓坏了。“罗伊斯，”他说，“我死之前，我想让你帮我写点儿东西，行吗？”

贝尔医生记下了查尔斯·布拉沃的话：我把我拥有的一切都留给我的妻子，弗洛伦丝·布拉沃。

查尔斯坐起来签了字，并和贝尔医生一起做了祷告。然后，他说：“我死后，罗伊斯，替我照顾弗洛伦丝，好吗？她是天底下最好的妻子。”
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在七月份的验尸庭研讯会上，一些律师说是弗洛伦丝杀害了她的丈夫。但查尔斯的堂兄罗伊斯·贝尔医生不信，他告诉那些律师查尔斯爱他的妻子，并且把一切都留给了弗洛伦丝。那天晚上弗洛伦丝看到丈夫病得如此严重时，她也非常非常伤心。她请了四名医生——穆尔医生、哈里森医生、贝尔医生和约翰逊医生。4月20日星期四那天，她还派人请来了第五位医生，威廉·古尔医生。

古尔医生非常有名，也非常权威，是维多利亚女王的御用医生。星期四晚上六点，他到达了普里奥里。查尔斯·布拉沃还活着，但病得很重。

“布拉沃先生，你服用了毒药，”古尔医生跟他说，“请告诉我，谁给你的毒药？”

“我自己吃的。”查尔斯·布拉沃说。

“你吃的什么？”古尔医生问道。

“鸦片酊，”查尔斯·布拉沃回答说，“我吃了些鸦片酊，因为我牙疼。”

“一点儿鸦片酊不会要你的命，布拉沃先生。”古尔医生说，“你还吃了什么？”

“没了。只吃了鸦片酊，医生，就是这样。”

“布拉沃先生，听我说。你病得不轻，现在差不多已经到鬼门关了，赶紧跟我说实话。你吃了什么毒药？如果是别人给你的，他们就是想害你。你明白吗？”

查尔斯·布拉沃缓缓地摇了摇头，“我真的只吃了鸦片酊，医生。”他说，“不是别人给我的，是我自己吃的。”

这就是查尔斯对古尔医生说的最后一句话。几个小时后，查尔斯·布拉沃离开了人世。来了五位医生为他诊治，而查尔斯跟他们每个人说的话都是一样的。他服下了鸦片酊，他说，然后就要了热水让自己呕吐。

“他吐在哪儿了？”古尔医生问道。

“吐在了窗外。”约翰逊医生说，“看，就在那儿。”他用一把银勺子从房顶上取下一些呕吐物，然后把它放进一个玻璃瓶中。古尔医生叫人把它送到雷德伍德教授那里。雷德伍德教授是伦敦著名的科学家，他仔细查看了呕吐物。

“毒药是锑。”教授后来告诉验尸官说，“我从玻璃瓶中的呕吐物里发现了10格令锑。他体内大约有30格令锑，这些锑就是害死查尔斯的元凶。”

锑毁了查尔斯·布拉沃的胃。他没有立即死去，而是被慢慢地折磨至死。

但锑是如何进到他胃中的呢？这是问题所在。锑是一种白色粉末。你可以往一杯酒里放入一点儿，可这会让酒看上去很奇怪，也很难喝。但如果你把大量的锑放入水中，却没有人会发现。你看不出、闻不出，也尝不出来。你可能会把它当成普通的水一样喝下去。但几分钟后，你就会非常难受。

每天晚上，查尔斯·布拉沃都会喝他床边的那瓶水。锑可能就放在那瓶水中了。但是谁把锑放在水中的呢？是查尔斯·布拉沃自己，还是别的什么人？

古尔医生以为自己知道了答案。“没有杀人凶手。”他跟弗洛伦丝的父亲坎贝尔先生说，“不是您女儿害死他的，他是自杀的。”

但查尔斯的继父约瑟夫·布拉沃不同意这种说法。“查尔斯是个坚强勇敢的年轻人，”他说，“他没有自杀。他是被人害死的。”

“胡说，”弗洛伦丝的父亲说，“谁想害死他呢？”

“问问您女儿，”约瑟夫·布拉沃气愤地说，“还有她的朋友，简·考克斯和詹姆斯·格利。他们当中有人知道答案，我敢肯定。”


11
The mystery
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Did Charles Bravo kill himself, or was he murdered? After listening to everyone's story, the Coroner came to a decision.
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"After listening to everyone's story, the Coroner came to a decision."






The Times

Friday 11th August 1876

Charles Bravo Murdered!

Yesterday the Coroner read out this decision: 'Mr Charles Bravo did not commit suicide and he did not die by accident. He was murdered with the poison antimony. But it is impossible to say which person – or persons – killed him.'






But was the Coroner right? And if so, who killed Charles Bravo? Over the years since 1876, many books and television programmes have asked these questions. But they have all given different answers.

The police learnt that the coachman, George Griffiths, was in Kent when Charles Bravo died, and his new employer said that was true. So Griffiths was not the murderer, but was he telling the truth when he said there was no antimony left in the stables? Perhaps there was some antimony left there – and someone found it, and used it. Or perhaps the antimony didn't come from the stables at all.

Here are the four main possible answers to the mystery.




First possible answer: Charles Bravo killed himself

It is difficult to believe that Charles Bravo meant to kill himself. Why would he do that? He was young and healthy, he seemed happy, he had a rich wife – he had every reason to live. And to die from antimony is a very painful, horrible death.

But perhaps he killed himself by accident. Is that possible? Think about it. Charles Bravo was not a very nice man. He married Florence for her money, not because he loved her. He hit her when she argued with him. She drank a lot of wine, and he didn't like that. Maybe he found the antimony in the stables, and put a little in her wine, to stop her drinking. After all, Florence did that to her first husband.

If he was using antimony in this way, perhaps he put some antimony in his water bottle by mistake; then forgot about it, and later drank from the bottle when he was thirsty.

Mrs Cox said he told her: 'I have taken some of that poison.' Did he really say that? And did Mrs Cox know which poison he was talking about? Probably not. She told Dr Harrison he had taken chloroform.

But then, if Charles knew he had taken antimony by mistake, why didn't he tell the doctors about it? 'I only took laudanum, nothing else,' he told them. And laudanum didn't kill him.




Second possible answer: Dr Gully killed Charles Bravo

Dr Gully loved Florence. He wanted to marry her. He hated Charles Bravo, and he was worried and angry when Jane Cox told him that Charles sometimes hit Florence. Did Dr Gully write that letter to Charles Bravo saying: 'You don't love her. You just wanted her money, that's all.' ? Charles Bravo certainly thought so.

Dr Gully certainly wrote to Mrs Cox, and sent her medicine for her mother. He was a doctor, he could easily buy antimony if he wanted. And maybe he thought: 'If Charles Bravo is dead, then Florence will come back to me.'

But then, how could he get into the house, and into Charles Bravo's bedroom, to put the poison in the water bottle? No one saw him there; he hadn't been inside the house for months. But perhaps he did buy the antimony. And perhaps another person put it in the water bottle. Jane Cox, perhaps? Or Florence?

Dr Gully lived until 1882. The last years of his life were unhappy. No other doctors would speak to him or read his books. He didn't spend much time with Florence, either. She wasn't interested in him any more.




Third possible answer: Jane Cox killed Charles Bravo

Jane Cox was Florence's companion and her friend. She knew and liked Dr Gully but she thought he was too old for Florence. So she introduced her to a younger man, Charles Bravo.

At first she thought Charles was a good husband for Florence, but she soon changed her mind. He was angry and unkind; he hit Florence when she argued with him. He got rid of many servants, and he tried to get rid of Jane Cox, too. So Jane Cox would lose her friend, and her job. She had three sons at school – how would she pay for them?

Mrs Cox knew Charles Bravo drank from his water bottle every night. She could easily go into his bedroom and put antimony in the bottle.

There are many questions about Jane Cox.

When Charles opened his bedroom door, shouting for hot water, why didn't Mrs Cox come out? She wasn't asleep. But she did nothing until the maid, Mary Ann, came to fetch her. And then, when she went into Charles's bedroom, she sent Mary Ann out, again and again. Why? Because she wanted to be alone with Charles, perhaps? What did she do when she was alone with him? Give him more poison, perhaps? Burn the rest of the antimony on the fire? Clean out the water bottle, to make sure there were no grains of antimony left inside?

Why did she send for Dr Harrison, when Dr Moore lived much closer? Was she telling the truth, about what Charles said to her?

Some people say that Mrs Cox did it, because she was afraid of losing her job. She was a poor widow and needed the money.

But there is a problem with this, too. Jane Cox's aunt, who lived in Jamaica, was very rich. And her aunt was dying. A month before Charles Bravo died, this rich aunt had left all her money to Mrs Cox's sons.

So Jane Cox didn't really need a job any more. And after Charles's death, she stopped working for Florence. She took her sons to Jamaica, and lived in a big house there. She was a rich lady, and died in 1917, aged ninety.

Perhaps she did kill Charles Bravo. But she didn't do it for the money.




Fourth possible answer: Florence killed Charles Bravo

Florence's first husband, Alexander Ricardo, died because he drank too much. Before she left him, Florence tried to stop him drinking by putting small amounts of antimony in his wine, to make him sick.

Florence was a very rich young woman. She had a fine house, with lots of servants and horses. She liked to do things her own way. But she lived at a time when men told women what to do. When a man married a woman, all her money belonged to him. If a wife argued with her husband, the husband often hit her.

When Alexander hit her, Florence ran away, to Dr Gully. Dr Gully was the only man in her life who was kind to her. But she couldn't marry him, because he was too old and his wife was still alive. So she married Charles Bravo instead.

She was only married to Charles for five months. They had many arguments, and he often hit her. He sold her horses; he got rid of her coachman, George Griffiths. They argued about money, they argued about servants, they argued about her drinking. She lost her baby, and he tried to get rid of her friend, Jane Cox. Florence had many reasons to hate him.

Was she really asleep, when he drank the poison? Charles shouted for help outside her bedroom, but she didn't hear him. She lay in bed with her eyes closed.

Did she find some antimony in the stables? Did she put the antimony into his water bottle?

But then, when she woke up, she tried hard to save him. She sent for five different doctors. All the doctors thought she was very upset. And Charles didn't think she had killed him. 'You've been the best of wives,' he said. His cousin, Dr Royes Bell, heard him. Charles left all his money to her.

After the enquiry, Florence Bravo left The Priory and went to live in Southsea, on the south coast of England. Her brother invited her to start a new life with him in Australia, but she refused. In Southsea she was lonely and unhappy. She didn't talk to Jane Cox or Dr Gully. She drank more and more wine every day. In September 1878, two years after her husband's death, she died. She had killed herself by drinking so much alcohol. She was thirty-three years old.

So did she love her husband, or did she kill him?

No one knows.


11
疑点
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查尔斯·布拉沃是自杀还是他杀？听了以上各位的讲述，验尸官作出了结论。




《泰晤士报》

1876年8月11日，星期五

查尔斯·布拉沃遇害！

昨天验尸官宣读了这一结论：查尔斯·布拉沃先生不是自杀，也不是意外死亡。他是被锑毒死的。但是有关于是哪个人或哪些人杀害了他，还尚无定论。




但是验尸官的结论正确吗？如果是正确的，那是谁害死了查尔斯·布拉沃呢？1876年以来的这些年里，许多书和电视节目都提出了这些问题，但他们都给出了不同的答案。

警方得知，查尔斯·布拉沃去世时马车夫乔治·格里菲思人在肯特。对此，乔治的新雇主可以作证。因此，格里菲思不可能杀人。但他说马厩里没剩下锑是不是实话呢？也许马厩里还剩下了一点儿锑——有人发现了它，并把它派上了用场。也或许，那些锑根本就不来自于马厩。

下面是对查尔斯·布拉沃离奇死亡的四种主要可能性解释：

第一种可能性解释：查尔斯·布拉沃自杀说

很难让人相信，查尔斯·布拉沃是有意要自杀的。他为什么要自杀呢？他年轻，健康，看上去很快乐，还有个富有的妻子——他完全没有理由自杀。而且，锑中毒而死是一个非常痛苦而可怕的死法。

不过，也许是他不小心误伤了自己。这可能吗？想想看。查尔斯·布拉沃不是一个非常和善的人。他娶弗洛伦丝是因为看上了她的钱，而不是爱她。当她跟他争辩时，他还打她。弗洛伦丝爱喝酒，他不喜欢这一点。也许他在马厩里发现了锑，就放了一点儿在她的酒里，以阻止她喝酒。毕竟，弗洛伦丝对她的首任丈夫也这样干过。

如果他这样使用锑，也许他就误把一些锑放进了自己的水瓶里，然后就忘了这件事，后来他口渴时，就喝下了水瓶中的水。

考克斯太太说查尔斯告诉她，“我服了些那种毒药。”他真的说过这话吗？考克斯太太知道他指的是哪种毒药吗？很可能不知道。她告诉哈里森医生说他服了氯仿。

但是，如果当时查尔斯知道自己误服了锑，他为什么不告诉医生呢？“我只吃了鸦片酊，没吃别的。”他跟几个医生这样说，而鸦片酊是不足以致命的。

第二种可能性解释：格利医生害人说

格利医生爱弗洛伦丝。他想要娶她。他恨查尔斯·布拉沃，当简·考克斯告诉他说查尔斯有时会打弗洛伦丝时，他又急又怒。那封写给查尔斯·布拉沃，写有“你不爱她，你就是想要她的钱，仅此而已。”的信是格利医生写的吗？查尔斯·布拉沃肯定是这样想的。

当然，格利医生给考克斯太太写过信，还把给她母亲治病的药寄给了她。他是医生，如果他需要锑，他很轻易就能买得到。也许格利医生是这样想的：“如果查尔斯·布拉沃死了，弗洛伦丝就会回到我身边。”

但是，格利医生怎么能进入房子，走进查尔斯·布拉沃的卧室，并把毒药放入水瓶中呢？没有人在现场看到他，他已经有几个月都不去他们家了。但也许他确实买了些锑，然后是另一个人把锑倒进了水瓶中。可能是简·考克斯？抑或是弗洛伦丝？

格利医生于1882年去世。他在世的最后几年过得并不开心。没有医生愿意跟他说话，愿意看他写的书。他与弗洛伦丝呆在一起的时间也不多。她已不再对他感兴趣了。

第三种可能性解释：简·考克斯害人说

简·考克斯是弗洛伦丝的陪护兼朋友。她认识格利医生，也很喜欢他。但她觉得格利医生年纪太大了，配不上弗洛伦丝。所以，她把弗洛伦丝介绍给了更年轻的查尔斯·布拉沃。

一开始，她以为查尔斯会是弗洛伦丝的如意郎君，但很快她就改变了看法。查尔斯脾气暴躁，人也不和善，弗洛伦丝和他争辩时还打她。他解雇了很多仆人，连简·考克斯也想撵走。这样简·考克斯不仅会没了朋友，还会丢了工作。她有三个儿子在念书——她哪来钱养他们呢？

考克斯太太知道，查尔斯·布拉沃每天晚上都会喝水瓶中的水。她能轻易地进入他的卧室，并把锑放到水瓶中。

简·考克斯有很多疑点。

查尔斯打开卧室房门，喊着要热水时，考克斯太太为什么没有出来？她并没有睡着。直到女仆玛丽·安来叫她，她才去帮忙。后来当她走进查尔斯的卧室时，她一次一次地把玛丽·安支出卧室。这是为什么？也许是因为她想和查尔斯单独呆在一起？当她和查尔斯单独呆在卧室时，她又做了些什么？也许给了他更多的毒药？或者把剩下的锑都丢进炉子里烧掉了？或者清洗干净水瓶，以确保里面没有剩下一点儿锑？

她为什么要叫人去请哈里森医生，而不是住得近很多的穆尔医生？她把查尔斯跟她讲的话如实转述了吗？

一些人认为是考克斯太太害了查尔斯，因为她害怕丢了工作。她是一个穷寡妇，需要工作来养家糊口。

但这其中也有说不通的地方。简·考克斯有一个姑姑住在牙买加，她非常富有，而且身体已经不行了。在查尔斯·布拉沃去世前的一个月，这位富有的姑姑就把她所有的钱都留给了考克斯太太的儿子们。

因此，简·考克斯实际上没必要再工作了。查尔斯去世后，她就不再为弗洛伦丝工作了。她带着三个儿子去了牙买加，住进了当地的一所大宅子。她成了一位富有的夫人，之后于1917年去世，享年90岁。

也许是她毒死了查尔斯·布拉沃，但她这么做肯定不是为了钱。

第四种可能性解释：弗洛伦丝害人说

弗洛伦丝的首任丈夫，亚历山大·里卡多，就是因为酗酒而死的。但在弗洛伦丝离开亚历山大之前，曾经在他的酒里放过少量的锑使他呕吐，想以此来让他戒酒。

弗洛伦丝是一个年轻富有的女人。她有一幢漂亮的房子、一大堆仆人和一大群马匹。她喜欢按自己的方式行事。但她生活的时代却要求女人对男人唯命是从。当一个男人娶妻后，妻子的一切财产都归丈夫所有。一旦妻子和丈夫发生口角，做丈夫的还常常打妻子。

当亚历山大打弗洛伦丝时，她跑了，跑到了格利医生那里。格利医生是弗洛伦丝一生中唯一对她好的男人。但是她不能嫁给他，因为他年纪太大了，而且他老婆还健在。所以，弗洛伦丝嫁给了查尔斯·布拉沃。

她和查尔斯结婚仅五个月。他们经常吵架，查尔斯还经常对她拳脚相向。他卖了她的马，赶走了她的马车夫乔治·格里菲思。他们为钱争吵，为仆人争吵，为弗洛伦丝喝酒争吵。弗洛伦丝流产了，而查尔斯还要解雇她的朋友简·考克斯。弗洛伦丝恨他也是情理之中的事。

查尔斯喝下毒药时，弗洛伦丝真的睡着了吗？查尔斯在她卧室外大喊救命，她却没有听见。她闭着眼睛躺在床上。

她在马厩里找到锑了吗？是弗洛伦丝把锑放入他的水瓶中的吗？

但是，当她醒来时，她努力想挽救他的性命。她叫人请来了五名医生。所有医生都认为她非常伤心。查尔斯也认为不是弗洛伦丝害的他。你是天底下最好的妻子。”他说。他的堂兄罗伊斯·贝尔医生听到了这番话。查尔斯把所有钱财都留给了弗洛伦丝。

研讯会后，弗洛伦丝·布拉沃离开普里奥里，来到了英格兰南部沿海的南海定居。弗洛伦丝的弟弟邀请她一起去澳大利亚开始新的生活，但她拒绝了。在南海，她很孤独，郁郁寡欢。她既不和简·考克斯联系，也不和格利医生联系。她每天都喝酒，一天比一天喝得多。1878年9月，在丈夫去世两年后，弗洛伦丝也离开了人世。她是因酗酒而死的，死时年仅33岁。

那么，弗洛伦丝是爱自己的丈夫呢，还是杀害了自己的丈夫呢？

没有人知道。


ACTIVITIES
Before Reading

1　Read the story introduction and the back cover of the book. How much do you know now about the story? Choose T (True) or NT(Not True) for each sentence.

1) In Queen Victoria's time, husbands could tell their wives what to do.

2) Florence's lover was nicer to her than her first husband was.

3) The doctors did not know what killed Charles Bravo.

4) Everybody knew who had killed Charles Bravo.

5) Florence met Dr Gully before she married Charles Bravo.

6) Nobody had any reason for wanting to kill Charles Bravo.

2　Do you agree (A), slightly disagree (S), or strongly disagree (D) with these ideas?

1) Women should leave their husbands if they are cruel.

2) It is right for women to obey their husbands in everything.

3) If it is all right for a husband to beat a wife, then it must also be all right for a wife to beat a husband.

4) If a husband is not kind to his wife, she should ask her friends to help her.

5) It is always wrong to murder somebody.


ACTIVITIES
While Reading

As you read this book, and the different stories told by Florence Bravo, Dr Gully, and Jane Cox, stop at the places listed below. Before you read on, think about the big question in this story.




Read Chapters 1 to 3, and then think about this ...

·　Who killed Charles Bravo? What do you think at this point in the story?




Read Chapters 4 and 5, and then think about this ...

·　Who killed Charles Bravo? Has your opinion changed? Why, or why not?




Read Chapters 6 and 7, and then think about this ...

·　Who killed Charles Bravo? Are you more sure, or less sure, than before? Did more than one person do it?

If yes, which people did it?




Read Chapter 8, and then think about this ...

·　Who killed Charles Bravo? What has changed now?

Is there anything suspicious in Florence's story?




Read Chapter 9, and then think about this ...

·　Who killed Charles Bravo? Do you expect to learn anything new from the doctors, or have you made up your mind? Who is the most probable killer, and who is the least probable killer, in your opinion?


ACTIVITIES
After Reading

1　So who killed Charles Bravo? Was it murder, or did he kill himself by accident? What do you think? Write three or four sentences to explain your ideas.




2　Fill in the gaps with names, and match the parts of sentences together. Then choose the best linking words to join them.

Charles Bravo / Florence Bravo / Jane Cox / Dr Gully / Mary Ann Keeber / Alexander Ricardo

1) _____  wanted to marry Florence ...

2) _____  did not want to leave her job ...

3) _____  wanted Florence's money for himself ...

4) _____  started drinking a lot ...

5) _____  put the bottle of drinking water in Charles Bravo's room every night ...

6) _____  thought that at last she had found the perfect husband ...




7) when / because she thought Charles would hit Florence again.

8) but / so she had no reason to kill him.

9) when / until she met Charles Bravo.

10) because / but he had a wife already.

11) after / so he left the army.

12) and / so he got rid of three horses and two gardeners.

3　Perhaps this is what some of the other characters in this story think about the Bravos. Which characters are they?

1) 'I wasn't sad when I heard the news. I liked working for her, because she cared about the horses. But him! He only cared about money, and he didn't listen to anybody. I didn't kill him, but I'm not surprised that he's dead ...'




2) 'I was halfway down the stairs when Mr Bravo opened his door and started shouting for hot water. Why didn't Mrs Bravo or Mrs Cox hear him? He shouted loudly enough. I think it's very strange that they didn't hear him ...'




3) 'I liked working at The Priory. Mrs Ricardo was a beautiful, kind lady, and she liked to talk about the flowers in her garden, and about my family. And then suddenly, after the wedding, I had to look for a new job. Well, it's the husband's job to decide about these things. But I know this – she was happier before she married him ...'




4) 'Something very strange happened, I'm sure of that. He was a healthy young man when he lived with us, and I liked him very much. He was like a son to me. Why did he die? I think Florence knows something about it. She's lost two husbands – that's not good. Perhaps Jane Cox helped her. I don't think he killed himself – and his mother doesn't think so either ...'




5) 'He was happy and well when I saw him earlier that day. He wasn't thinking about suicide. I'm sure that he loved Florence – he called her 'the best of wives'. Those were his actual words to me that night. And she loved him too ...'

4　There are 20 words from the story in this word search. Find the words (they go from left to right, and from top to bottom) and draw lines through them. The words are 4 letters or longer, and there is one plural noun.
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Now look at the word search again, and write down all the letters without a line through them. Begin with the first line, and go across each line to the end. You should have 21 letters, which will make a sentence of 5 words.

1) What is the hidden sentence?

2) Do you agree with it? Explain why you agree, or don't agree.

5　Imagine that Florence was tried for murder. Here are two speeches by the lawyers; the first says that Florence did murder Charles, the second says that she did not. Choose one suitable word to fill each gap. Which lawyer do you believe?

1) 'Florence Bravo is a _____. She thought that Charles would be the _____ husband. But when she _____ out that she was_____, she decided to kill him. She had used _____ before, when she tried to stop her _____ husband from drinking. And she was friendly with her _____, George Griffiths, who_____ antimony in the stables. Of _____ she sent for a lot of doctors. She _____ everybody to think that she _____ Charles and wanted him to live. But really she wanted to get _____ of him.'




2) '_____ would Florence kill Charles? He was young and handsome, and she _____ being with him. Of course they_____ sometimes – but lots of husbands and _____ argue, and they don't kill _____ other! Florence got upset easily, that's all. Florence wanted to have _____, and she could not do that _____ Charles. Other _____ hated Charles, and it is not difficult to get antimony. No, Charles _____ she was the _____ of wives, and he was right.'

6　What did you think about the people in this story? Fill in names where needed, and complete these sentences in your own words.

1) I felt sorry for _____ because ________.

2) I think _____ was the luckiest person because ________.

3) I think _____ was right to ________.

4) I think _____ was wrong to ________.

5) I liked _____ because ________.

6) I didn't like _____ because ________.

7) I think the strangest part of the story is when ________.
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简介

这也许是世界上最驰名的侦探故事。夏洛克·福尔摩斯当然是最负盛名的侦探了。阿瑟·柯南·道尔爵士是在一百多年以前塑造了这个人物的。但是，福尔摩斯的种种奇特经历迄今依旧是既生动有趣又扣人心弦。




为了更好地理解这个故事，我们有必要对达特沼地有一番了解：这是英格兰西南地区的一个确有其名的地方。它是由岩石和沼地组成的一片旷野，在日头当空时分一股浓雾会突如其来地向你迎面扑来，并且将你笼罩起来。它是稀软的沼泽遍布之地，是松软的、长着绿色植被的地带，可以把人拖进去进而吞灭掉。它是英国安全保障最好的监狱所在地。它也是一百多年前那条最为庞大的狗——巴斯克维尔猎犬出没的地方。




阿瑟·柯南·道尔爵士（1859—1930）作为夏洛克·福尔摩斯这位人物的塑造者而享誉于世。他本人也是一名医生，而且在现实生活中还是一位侦探。
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1

The Case Begins

The September sun was shining brightly into the windows of 221B Baker Street, and London was enjoying a beautiful late summer. I had finished my breakfast and was reading the newspaper. As usual, Holmes had got up late, and was still eating. We were expecting a visitor at half past ten, and I wondered whether Holmes would finish his breakfast before our visitor arrived.

Holmes was in no hurry. He was reading once again a letter he had received three days ago. It was from Dr James Mortimer, who asked for an appointment with Holmes.

'Well, Watson,' Holmes said to me, 'I'm afraid that a doctor from Devonshire won't bring us anything of real interest. His letter doesn't tell us anything about his business though he says it's very important. I hope we can help him.'

At exactly half past ten there was a knock on our front door.

'Good,' said Holmes. 'Dr Mortimer is clearly a man who will not waste our time.'

We stood up as our visitor was brought into the room.

'Good morning, gentlemen,' he said. 'I'm Dr James Mortimer, from Grimpen in Devonshire, and I think you must be Mr Sherlock Holmes.' He shook hands with Holmes, who said:

'How do you do, Dr Mortimer? May I introduce my good friend, Dr John Watson, who helps me with my cases. I hope you will allow him to listen to our conversation.'

'Of course,' said Mortimer, as he turned to me and shook hands. 'I need your help very badly, Mr Holmes. If it will be useful for Dr Watson to hear what I have to say, please let him stay and listen.'

Mortimer did not look like a country doctor. He was very tall and thin. He had a long thin nose. His grey eyes were bright, and he wore gold glasses. His coat and trousers were old and worn. His face was young, but his shoulders were bent like an old man's and his head was pushed forward. He took some papers from his pocket, and said:

'Mr Holmes, I need your help and advice. Something very strange and frightening has been happening.'

'Sit down, Dr Mortimer,' said Holmes, 'and tell us your problem. I'll help you if I can.'



case n. something (a problem or a crime) investigated by the police or detectives. 案件。

expect v. think or believe that sth. will happen or come, that sb. will come. 预期，料想。

as usual 一如既往。

appointment n. arrangement to meet sb. 约会。

well int. 表示惊愕、慰藉、无可奈何、了解、让步或同意等。

conversation n. talking. 谈话，交谈。

badly adv. very much. 非常地。

country n. land used for farming, land consisting of open spaces; the contrary of town and suburb. 乡间；田野（与城市及城郊相对）。


1　这宗案件开始了
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9月的阳光明媚地照进了贝克街221号B门的窗户里，整个伦敦都在享受晚夏的美好时光。我已吃过早餐，此时正在看报纸。福尔摩斯同往常一样，总是很晚才起床。他这时正在进餐。我们正等待着一位预约好要在10点半时前来拜访的客人；我不知道福尔摩斯在客人到来之前是否吃得完他的早餐。

福尔摩斯并不匆忙行事。他又看了一遍三天之前收到的那封来信。这是詹姆斯·摩梯末医生写来的。他请求能够约个时间和福尔摩斯见次面。

“啊，华生，”福尔摩斯对我讲道，“恐怕德文郡的这位医生是不会给我们带来任何有趣的事情的。虽然他说事情举足轻重，但是他的信中并未说明他的来意。我希望我们能够帮他的忙。”

正好10点半时，有人敲了敲我们的前门。

“嘿，”福尔摩斯道，“摩梯末医生显然不会浪费我们的时间。”

当客人被带进屋时，我们起身迎接了他。

“早上好，先生们。”他讲道，“我是詹姆斯·摩梯末医生，是从德文郡的格林盆来的；我想您一定就是夏洛克·福尔摩斯先生了。”他与福尔摩斯握了握手，福尔摩斯道：

“您好吗，摩梯末医生？我来介绍一下我的好朋友约翰·华生医生，他一直在帮我办案。我希望您能允许他来听我们的谈话。”

“当然可以，”摩梯末边说着话边回头与我握手。“我急需您的帮助，福尔摩斯先生。如我的话对华生医生有用的话，那就请他留下来听吧！”

摩梯末看上去并不像是一位乡间医生。他身材高大，身体瘦削，长着细长的鼻子。他那灰色的眼睛炯炯有神，他还戴着一副金丝眼镜。他的外衣和裤子都已破旧、磨损不堪了。他的脸看上去还很年轻，但是身体已像老人一样佝偻，而且头还向前探着。他从口袋里取出一些手稿，并说道：

“福尔摩斯先生，我需要您的帮助和建议。发生了一件既奇怪又恐怖的事情。”

“坐下，摩梯末医生，”福尔摩斯道，“吿诉我您的疑难问题。我将尽力帮助您。”


2

The Baskerville Papers

'These papers were given to me by Sir Charles Baskerville,' said Dr Mortimer. 'He asked me to take good care of them. You may remember that Sir Charles died suddenly three months ago. His death caused much excitement in Devonshire, the county where Baskerville Hall is. Sir Charles was a sensible man, but he believed the story which is told in these papers.'

Dr Mortimer went on: 'The story is about the Baskerville family. I have come to see you because I need your help. I think that something terrible is going to happen in the next twenty-four hours. But you can't help me unless you know the story in these papers. May I read them to you?'

'Please continue, Dr Mortimer,' said Holmes, and sat back in his chair with his eyes shut.

Mortimer began to read in his high, rather strange, voice:




I, William Baskerville, write this for my sons in the year 1742. My father told me about the Hound of the Baskervilles. He told me when it was first seen, and I believe his story was true. I want you, my sons, to read this story carefully. I want you to know that God punishes those who do evil. But never forget that He will forgive those who are sorry for any evil they have done.

Over a hundred years ago, in 1640, the head of the Baskerville family was Sir Hugo Baskerville. He was a wild and evil man. He was cruel and enjoyed hurting people. Sir Hugo fell in love with the daughter of a farmer who was a neighbour of his. The young woman was afraid of the evil Hugo, and avoided him. one day, Hugo heard that her father and brothers were away. He knew that she would be alone. So he rode to the farm with five or six of his evil friends. They made the girl go back to Baskerville Hall with them, and locked her in a room upstairs. Then they sat down in the great dining hall to drink. As usual, they drank bottle after bottle and soon they began to sing and laugh and shout evil words.

The girl upstairs, who was already very frightened, felt desperate when she heard the terrible things they were shouting. So she did a very brave thing. She opened the window, climbed out of the room and down the ivy on the wall. Then she started to run across the moor towards her home.

A little while later, Hugo left his friends and went upstairs to the room to take her some food and drink. When he found an open window and an empty room, he behaved like a man who was mad. He ran down the stairs. He screamed that he would give himself to the Devil if he caught the girl before she reached home. Some of Hugo's drunken friends told him to let the hounds chase her, and so he ran from the house and unlocked the dogs. Then he jumped onto his black horse, and rode off over the moor with the hounds running and crying around him.

Hugo's friends fetched their horses and followed him. There were thirteen of them. After a mile or two they passed an old farmer and asked him if he had seen Sir Hugo and the hounds. The man looked half mad with fear and spoke with difficulty. He said that he had seen the girl and the hounds running close behind her. Sir Hugo had been riding just behind the hounds. 'But I have seen more than that,' the old man said. 'Behind Sir Hugo I saw a huge and terrible hound running silently. May God keep me safe from that hound of hell.'

The thirteen men laughed at the old man and rode on. But their laughter soon stopped when they saw Sir Hugo's horse running wildly towards them without a rider.

The thirteen men moved closer together as they rode on. They were suddenly afraid. over the moor they went until, at last, they caught up with the hounds.

Everyone in the county knew that the Baskerville hounds were brave and strong. But now they were standing at the head of a deep valley in the moor with their ears and tails down. They were very frightened. Hugo's friends stopped. Most of them would not go on, but three were brave enough to go down into the valley.

The valley had a wide flat floor. In the middle of the flat ground stood two great stones. They had stood there for thousands of years. The moon was shining brightly on the great stones, and between them, on the flat ground, lay the girl. She had fallen there, dead of fear and exhaustion. Sir Hugo's body was lying near her. But it was not the sight of Sir Hugo or the girl that filled the men with fear. It was the sight of the huge animal that was standing over Sir Hugo. Its teeth were at his throat. It was a great black creature that looked like a hound. But it was larger than any hound they had ever seen.

As they watched, it tore out Hugo Baskerville's throat. Then it turned towards them. Its eyes were burning brightly. Its body shone with a strange light. Blood ran from its mouth. The men screamed and kicked their horses. They rode back up the valley as fast as they could go. Later that night one died from the horror he had seen. The other two were mad for the rest of their lives.

That was the first time the Hound appeared, my sons. It has been seen many times since then, and many of the Baskervilles have died in strange and terrible ways. Because of this I warn you not to cross the moors at night. The Devil finds it easy to do his work when the world is dark.



county n. a large area or part of a country. 郡，州，县。

Sir n. 头衔：爵士。

sensible adj. 明智的。

unless conj. if not, except when. 除非。

hound n. dog used for hunting and racing. 猎犬。

God n. creator and ruler of the universe. 上帝。

He pron. 大写时常指上帝。

daughter n. one's female child. 女儿。

evil adj. wicked, harmful. 邪恶的，有害的。

desperate adj. filled with despair and ready to do anything. 因绝望而不惜冒险的。

ivy n. 常春藤。

behave v. act. 行动。

Devil n. the most wicked spirit of evil (Satan), and the enemy of God. 魔王；撒旦。

moor n. open, uncultivated land. 荒野，旷野。

fetch v. go for and bring back. 接来。

may v. 用以表示愿望和希望。

head n. upper end. 上端。

frightened adj. afraid. 害怕的。

dead of 死于（饥饿、疾病、情感）。

exhaustion n. total loss of strength. 疲惫。

throat n. front part of the neck. 喉头。

horror n. sth. that causes fear or dislike. 令人恐怖或厌恶的事物。


2　巴斯克维尔家族的手稿
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“这些手稿是查尔斯·巴斯克维尔爵士托付给我的，”摩梯末医生道。“他要我保管好这些手稿。您可能还记得，查尔斯爵士于三个月前突然逝去。他的去世在德文郡引起了很大的关注，德文郡就是巴斯克维尔庄园的所在地。查尔斯爵士是个很理智的人，但是他相信这些手稿中所讲述的故事。”

摩梯末医生继续讲道：“这个故事与巴斯克维尔家族有关。因为我需要您的帮助，所以来见您。我认为在即将到来的24小时之内将会发生一桩可怕的事情。但是，如果您不了解手稿中所讲述的故事的话，那么您就不可能帮得了我。我可以将它读给您听吗？”

“请讲下去吧，摩梯末医生。”福尔摩斯说道，闭着眼睛向后坐了坐。

摩梯末开始以他那高亢、奇特的嗓音读道：




本人，威廉·巴斯克维尔，于1742年为后代写下了这些。我的父亲告诉了我有关巴斯克维尔猎犬的事情。他告诉了我它第一次被人看见的经过，我认为他讲的故事是真实的。我希望你们，我的孩子们，认真看一看这个故事。我想让你们知道：上帝一贯惩罚那些为非作歹的人们。但是，永远不要忘记：上帝将宽恕那些悔过的人们。

一百多年前，在1640年，巴斯克维尔家族的头面人物是雨果·巴斯克维尔爵士。他既放荡又邪恶。他残忍，以伤害别人为乐。雨果爵士爱上了与他毗邻的一位农夫的女儿。这位少女害怕这个邪恶的人，而且还躲着他。一天，雨果听说她的父兄几人都出门去了。他知道她将独自一人在家了。因此，他与五六个下流的狐朋狗友策马去了这个农场。他们把她弄回了巴斯克维尔庄园，还把她关在楼上的一个房间里。然后他们便在楼下的大饭厅里坐下痛饮了起来。同往常一样，他们喝了一瓶又一瓶的酒，不久便开始狂歌乱笑并吐起脏话来。

楼上的这位姑娘，这时已是惊恐万分了，听到他们所讲的那些不堪入耳的脏话时便感到十分绝望。在此情形之下她竟干出一件勇敢的事来。她打开窗户，从房间里爬出来，顺着墙上的常春藤一直爬了下来。然后她就穿过沼地径直往家中跑去了。

过了不多一会儿，雨果离开了他的那帮朋友，到楼上的那个房间给她送食物和酒去了。当他发现窗户大开、室内空空时，他就像中了魔一般。他冲下楼，大叫大嚷着说，只要他能在这个女孩赶回家之前追上她，他就愿把自己献给魔王。雨果的那些已经喝得酩酊大醉的朋友们让他把猎狗放出去追她，因此他就从屋里跑出去把狗放了出来。接着，他跳到了那匹黑马的背上，由那群狂奔乱吼的狗簇拥着在沼地上策马而去。

雨果的朋友们找到了自己的马匹，跟着他追去了。他们一共是13个人。在他们跑了一两英里路之后，遇到了一位老农夫，便问他看到了雨果爵士与他的那群猎狗没有。这个人看上去被吓得有些发疯，几乎都说不出话来。他说他曾看到过那位少女以及一群紧追她不放的猎犬。雨果爵士就骑着马跟在这些猎犬后面。“但是我看到的还不止这些，”这位老人说道。“我看到一条硕大而可怕的猎犬正一声不吭地跟在他的后面。但愿上帝别让这条地狱之犬伤害我！”

这13个人对这位老人嘲笑了一番，接着又策马往前。但是当他们不久看到雨果爵士的那匹马独自朝他们狂奔而来时就笑不出声来了。

这13个人骑着马，同时往一起靠了靠。他们突然间感到很害怕。他们在这片沼地上一直朝前骑着，直到最终赶上了那群猎狗。

巴斯克维尔家的猎犬骁勇而又强壮，在郡里是家喻户晓的。但它们这时却耷拉着双耳和尾巴站在沼地里的一条深谷的尽头。它们十分惊恐。雨果的这帮朋友们停了下来。他们大多数人都不愿意再往前骑了，但有三人比较胆大，朝山谷里走了过去。

这个山谷的底部是一片宽阔的平地。在平地的中央立着两块大岩石。它们已经在那儿竖立了几千年之久。月光明朗地照在这两块大岩石上，而那位少女就躺在它们之间的平地上。她已因惊恐和疲惫倒地而死。雨果爵士的尸体躺在她旁边。但是，使这些人毛骨悚然的不是那位少女或雨果爵士的那幅景象，而是站在雨果爵士身旁的一只形体硕大的畜生。它的牙齿撕扯着他的喉咙。它是一个样子像猎狗的又大又黑的畜生。可是他们谁也没见过这么大的猎犬。

在他们注视的时候，它扯断了雨果·巴斯克维尔的喉咙。然后，它转过身来面朝着他们。它的眼睛冒着火。身体也闪烁着一种奇特的光芒。鲜血从它的嘴里淌了出来。这几个人大叫起来并且踢了踢马。他们调转马头以最快的速度跑出了山谷。在这之后，其中的一个人就在当天夜里因自己所看到的恐怖景象而吓死了，另外两个则终身精神失常。

那就是那只猎犬初次露面的经过，我的孩子们。从那以后，人们曾多次目睹过它的踪迹，而且巴斯克维尔家族里有许多人都以蹊跷和恐怖的方式死去。因此，我警告你们不要在黑夜里走过沼地。魔鬼发现黑夜里正易于它嚣张一番。
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How Sir Charles Died

When Dr Mortimer had finished reading this strange story, he looked across at Sherlock Holmes. Holmes looked bored.

'Did you find the story interesting?' asked Dr Mortimer.

'It may interest a collector of stories to frighten children,' said Holmes.

Dr Mortimer took a newspaper from another pocket.

'Now, Mr Holmes, let me read you something which was written only three months ago. It is from the Devonshire County Newspaper, and it is about the death of Sir Charles Baskerville.'

Holmes looked more interested. Dr Mortimer began to read:




The sudden death of Sir Charles Baskerville has caused great sadness in the county. Although he had lived at Baskerville Hall for only two years, everyone liked him. Sir Charles had lived abroad and made his money there. He came back to spend his fortune on repairing Baskerville Hall and its farms and villages, as the buildings and lands were in very poor condition. He was a friendly and generous man, who gave freely to the poor.

The official report of his death does not explain everything that happened. However, it does show that there was no question of murder. Sir Charles died from natural causes, and the strange stories people are telling about his death are not true. His friend and doctor, Dr James Mortimer, said that Sir Charles' heart had been weak for some time.

The facts are simple. Every night before going to bed, Sir Charles went for a walk in the gardens of Baskerville Hall. His favourite walk was down a path between two hedges of yew trees, the famous Yew Alley of Baskerville Hall on the night of 4th June he went out for his walk to think and to smoke his usual cigar.

Sir Charles was going to London on the next day, and Barrymore, his butler, was packing his suitcases. By midnight Barrymore was worried that Sir Charles had not returned, so he went to look for him. He found the door of the Hall open. The day had been rainy and wet so Barrymore saw the prints left by Sir Charles' shoes as he had walked down the Alley. Half way down the Alley is a gate, which leads to the moor. There were signs that Sir Charles had stood there for some time. Barrymore followed the footprints to the far end of the Alley. And there he found Sir Charles' body.

Barrymore reported something interesting about the footprints. He said that they changed between the moor gate and the end of the Alley. As far as the moor gate there was a whole footprint for each of Sir Charles' steps. After he passed the gate, only toe prints could be seen. Barrymore thought that Sir Charles had walked on his toes.

A man called Murphy, who buys and sells horses, was not far away at the time of Sir Charles' death. He had been drinking a lot of beer, but he says he heard cries. He is not sure where they came from.

Dr Mortimer was called to look at Sir Charles' body. There were no signs that Sir Charles had been murdered, but Dr Mortimer did not recognize his friend's face. The whole shape of it was changed. However, this often happens with deaths which are caused by weak hearts. When Dr Mortimer looked at the body, he found that this was, in fact, what had happened. Sir Charles' weak heart had failed, and this had caused his death.

Everyone hopes that the new head of the Baskerville family will move quickly into the Hall. Sir Charles' good work must go on.

The new head of the Baskerville family will be Sir Henry Baskerville, if he is still alive and if the lawyers can find him. He is the son of Sir Charles Baskerville's younger brother, who died some years ago. The young man has been living in the USA. The Baskerville lawyers are trying to contact him to tell him about his good fortune.




Dr Mortimer put the newspaper back into his pocket.

'Those are the official facts about the death of Sir Charles. They are the facts that everyone knows, Mr Holmes,' he said.

'Thank you for informing me about this interesting case,' Holmes said. 'I read about it at the time, but I heard none of the details. The newspaper gives the facts that everybody knows. Now I want you to tell me all the other facts that you know. What do you know about the strange stories?'

'I haven't told anyone these other facts,' said Dr Mortimer. 'I am a man of science, as you know. I have always believed that there are sensible explanations for everything. I didn't want to say anything that could stop Sir Henry from coming to live at the Hall. But I will tell you the details that were not in the report.'

'In the months before his death,' Dr Mortimer went on, 'Sir Charles was a very worried man. He was near to breaking down. He believed the story of the Hound of the Baskervilles. He refused to go out at night. He often asked me whether I had seen any strange animal or heard the cry of a hound on the moor at night. He always got very excited when he asked this question.

'I remember driving up to the Hall one evening about three weeks before he died. He was standing at the door. I went up to him, and saw him staring at something behind me. There was a look of horror on his face. I turned quickly and saw something moving between the trees. It looked like a small black cow. He was so frightened that I went to look for the animal. It had disappeared but Sir Charles was very worried. I stayed with him all the evening. It was then he gave me the old papers I have read to you. What I saw that evening may be important when you consider what happened on the night of his death.

'When Barrymore, the butler, found Sir Charles' body, he sent someone to fetch me. I checked all the facts. I have just read them to you, and they are all true.

'But Barrymore said one thing that was not true. He said that there were no other prints on the ground around the body. He did not notice any. But I did. They were not close to the body, but they were fresh and clear.'

'Footprints?' asked Holmes.

'Yes. Footprints,' said Mortimer.

'A man's or a woman's?' asked Holmes.

Dr Mortimer looked at us strangely for a moment. His voice became a whisper as he answered:

'Mr Holmes, they were the footprints of a huge hound!'



now adv. 与时间无关，用以表示说话者的语气，或解释、警告、安慰等。

cause v. make happen. 致使；n. that makes sth. happen. 原因。

building n. house or other structure. 房屋，建筑物。

generous adj. ready to give; noble-minded. 愤慨大方的；思想高尚的。

murder n. unlawful killing of a human being on purpose. 谋杀；v. 谋杀。

weak adj. not strong. 虚弱的。

favourite adj. best liked, preferred above all others. 最受喜爱的。

hedge n. 树篱。

yew n. 紫杉，水松。

alley n. a narrow road or path. 小径；小巷，弄，胡同。

cigar n. 雪茄。

butler n. head manservant. 管家，仆役长。

suitcase n. 手提衣箱，小提箱。

fail v. be unsuccessful. 失败。

contact v. get in touch with. 接触，联系；n. 联系。

lawyer n. 律师。

fortune n. 运气，成功，巨富。

detail n. small fact or item. 细节。

near to 近于。

break down v. collapse. 崩溃。

whether conj. 是否。

check v. examine in order to learn if it is correct. 检查，验证。

fresh adj. newly made. 新鲜的。

whisper n. 低声耳语；v. 低语，秘密告诉。


3　查尔斯爵士是如何死的

[image: alt]

摩梯末医生读完这个奇怪的故事后望着对面的夏洛克·福尔摩斯。福尔摩斯看上去显得很不耐烦。

“你没觉得这个故事有趣吗？”摩梯末医生问道。

“它可能会让那些收集故事吓唬孩子们的人感兴趣。”福尔摩斯讲道。

摩梯末医生从另一个衣袋里掏出一张报纸。

“福尔摩斯先生，现在让我来读给您听听就在三个月之前撰写的东西吧。它刊登在《德文郡纪事报》上，并与查尔斯·巴斯克维尔爵士的死有关。”

福尔摩斯看上去更专注些了。摩梯末医生开始读了起来：




查尔斯·巴斯克维尔爵士之暴卒，使本郡不胜哀悼。尽管他来巴斯克维尔庄园不过两年时间，但是大家都非常喜爱他。查尔斯爵士曾旅居国外，并在那里发了财。他致富后还乡，想把自己的资产用来修复巴斯克维尔庄园及其农场和村庄，因为这些建筑和土地都已处于潦倒不堪的境地了。他待人友善而又慷慨大方，还毫无吝啬地资助穷人。

官方对他死亡的报告没有说明所发生的一切事情。然而，它的确表明其中并没有谋杀的成分。查尔斯爵士死于自然原因；人们讲述的关于他的死亡的种种故事都是不真实的。他的朋友兼医生詹姆斯·摩梯末医生说查尔斯爵士的心脏虚弱已颇有一段时日了。

实情甚为简单。查尔斯爵士在每晚就寝前，总要在巴斯克维尔庄园的花园里散步。他喜欢沿着夹在水松树篱之间的那条小路即巴斯克维尔庄园里那条出名的水松小道散步。6月4日晚，他出去散步来思考些问题并和往常一样抽根雪茄。

查尔斯爵士次日将去伦敦，他的管家白瑞摩当时正在为他准备行装。午夜时分，白瑞摩因查尔斯爵士还未回来而焦虑不安，于是便去找他。他发现庄园的门还开着。那天下了雨，还很潮湿，因此白瑞摩看到了查尔斯爵士沿着那条小道散步时留下的脚印。在小道的中途有一个栅门，它通向沼地。有种种迹象说明查尔斯爵士曾在此站过一会儿。白瑞摩循着足迹走到了小道的尽头。而且就在那儿他发现了查尔斯爵士的尸体。

白瑞摩报告了一件有关脚印的有趣的事情。他说，脚印在栅门和小道的尽头之间变样了。到栅门为止，查尔斯爵士的每个脚印都是完整的。但过了栅门之后，则只能看到他脚趾的印记了。白瑞摩觉得查尔斯爵士曾用脚尖走过。

一位名叫摩菲的马贩子在查尔斯爵士死时正在距出事地点不远之处。他当时已喝了许多啤酒，但是他说他那时曾听到呼喊声。他不清楚呼喊声来自何方。

摩梯末医生被叫来查看查尔斯爵士的尸体。没有迹象说明查尔斯爵士是被谋杀的，但是摩梯末医生已认不出他朋友的面容了。整个脸已经变形了。然而，这对因心脏衰竭而导致的死亡来说是常有的。当摩梯末医生察看尸体时，他发现这事实上正是所发生的情况。查尔斯爵士虚弱的心脏已无力承受重荷，这导致了他的死亡。

大家都期盼巴斯克维尔家族的新主人能快速入住巴斯克维尔庄园。查尔斯爵士的善行必须继续进行下去。

巴斯克维尔家族的新主人将是亨利·巴斯克维尔爵士，如果他尚在人世而律师们又能找到他的话。他是查尔斯·巴斯克维尔爵士已故弟弟的儿子。这位年轻人一直居住在美国。巴斯克维尔家族的律师们正试图与他联系以将他的好运告诉他。




摩梯末医生将这份报纸放回了口袋里。

“那些便是有关查尔斯爵士之死的官方报导。它们是些众所周知的事实，福尔摩斯先生。”他说道。

“感谢您告知我有关这个饶有趣味的案件，”福尔摩斯说道。“当时我曾看到过有关它的报导，但是我从未听到过相关的细节。报纸提供了那些众所周知的事实。现在我想让您告诉我您所知道的其他事实。你对那些怪诞的故事知道些什么呢？”

“我从未告诉过任何人这些内幕，”摩梯末医生道。“如您所知，我是一位从事科学工作的人。我从来都认为凡事都有理智的解释。我当时不想说出任何阻止亨利爵士前来庄园定居的话。可是我将告诉您那些从未在报导中写进去的种种细节。”

“在他去世之前的几个月里，”摩梯末医生接着说道，“查尔斯爵士已是非常焦虑不安。他几乎濒于崩溃的境地。他相信巴斯克维尔猎犬的故事。他拒绝在晚上外出。他常常问我是否在夜间看到过什么奇怪的动物或是听见过一只猎狗在沼地上的嗥叫声。每当他问起这个问题的时候他总是变得非常亢奋。

“我记得，在他死之前大约三个星期的一天傍晚，我驾着马车去他的庄园。他正站在门前。我走到他面前，看到他正盯着我背后的什么东西。他的脸上带着恐怖的神情。我赶快转过身去，看到有个东西正在树林之间移动。它看似一头黑色的小牛。他是如此恐惧不安，我便不得不去那儿四下里寻找那个东西。它已经消失了，可是查尔斯爵士非常担心。整个晚上我都陪着他。就是在那时，他将我已读给您听的那篇古老的手稿交给了我。在您考虑他死去的那个晚上所发生的情况时，我在那个傍晚看到的情况也许会是重要的。

“当白瑞摩，那个管家，发现了查尔斯爵士的尸体时，他派人叫我去了。我核实了所有的情况。我刚才已把它们念给你们听了，而且这些事实都是确凿的。”

“但是白瑞摩有一件事没讲真话。他说，在尸体周围的地面上没有别的痕迹。他没有注意到其他痕迹。可是我注意到了。虽没有挨着尸体，可是新留下的而且很清晰。”

“是足迹吗？”福尔摩斯问道。

“是的。是足迹。”摩梯末说道。

“是男人的还是女人的？”福尔摩斯问道。

摩梯末奇怪地望了我们一会儿。他回答时声音变得犹如耳语：

“福尔摩斯先生，是一个极大的猎犬的爪印！”


4

The Problem

I felt a moment of fear as Mortimer spoke these words. Holmes sat forward in his excitement, and his eyes showed he was very interested indeed.

'Why did nobody else see these footprints?' he asked.

'The footprints were about twenty metres from the body, and nobody thought of looking so far away,' Mortimer replied.

'Are there many sheep dogs on the moor?' asked Holmes.

'Yes, but this was no sheep dog. The footprints were very large indeed—enormous,' Mortimer answered.

'But it had not gone near the body?'

'No.'

'What kind of night was it?' Holmes asked.

'It was wet and cold, though it wasn't actually raining.'

'Describe the Alley to me.'

'The Alley is a path between two long yew hedges. The hedges are small trees that were planted very close together. They are about four metres high. The distance between the two yew hedges is about seven metres. Down the middle is a path of small stones. The path is about three metres wide, with grass on each side of it.'

'I understand there is a gate through the hedge in one place,' said Holmes.

'Yes, there is a small gate, which leads to the moor.'

'Is there any other opening through the hedge?'

'No.'

'So you can enter or leave the Yew Alley only from the Hall, or through the moor gate?' asked Holmes.

'There is a way out through a summer house at the far end.'

'Had Sir Charles reached the summer house?'

'No. He lay about fifty metres from it,' said Mortimer.

'Now, Dr Mortimer, this is important. You say that the footprints you saw were on the path and not on the grass?'

'No footprints could show on the grass,' said Mortimer.

'Were they on the same side of the path as the moor gate?'

'Yes. They were.'

'I find that very interesting indeed. Another question: was the moor gate closed?'

'Yes. It was closed and locked.'

'How high is it?' asked Holmes.

'It is just over a metre high.'

'Then anyone could climb over it?'

'Yes.'

'What prints did you see by the moor gate?'

'Sir Charles seems to have stood there for five or ten minutes,' said Mortimer. 'I know that because his cigar had burned down and the ash had dropped twice off the end of it.'

'Excellent,' said Holmes. 'This man is a very good detective, Watson.'

'Sir Charles had left his footprints all over that little bit of the path where he was standing. I couldn't see any other prints.'

Sherlock Holmes hit his knee with his hand angrily.

'I like to look closely at these things myself,' he said. 'Oh, Dr. Mortimer, why didn't you call me immediately?'

'Mr Holmes, the best detective in the world can't help with some things,' said Mortimer.

'You mean things that are outside the laws of nature—supernatural things?' asked Holmes.

'I didn't say so exactly,' replied Mortimer. 'But since Sir Charles died, I have heard about a number of things that seem to be supernatural. Several people have seen an animal on the moor that looks like an enormous hound. They all agree that it was a huge creature, which shone with a strange light like a ghost. I have questioned these people carefully. They are all sensible people. They all tell the same story. Although they have only seen the creature far away, it is exactly like the hell-hound of the Baskerville story. The people are very frightened, and only the bravest man will cross the moor at night.'

'And you, a man of science, believe that the creature is supernatural—something from another world?' asked Holmes.

'I don't know what to believe,' said Dr Mortimer.

'But you must agree that the footprints were made by a living creature, not a ghost?'

'When the hound first appeared two hundred and fifty years ago, it was real enough to tear out Sir Hugo's throat... but it was a supernatural hell-hound,' said Dr Mortimer.

'If you think that Sir Charles' death was caused by something supernatural, my detective work can't help you,' said Holmes, rather coldly.

'Perhaps,' said Mortimer. 'But you can help me by advising me what to do for Sir Henry Baskerville. He arrives in London by train in exactly,' Dr Mortimer looked at his watch, 'one hour and a quarter.'

'Sir Henry is now head of the Baskerville family?' asked Holmes.

'Yes,' said Dr Mortimer. 'He is the last of the Baskervilles. The family lawyers contacted him in the USA. He has come to England immediately by ship. He landed this morning. Now, Mr Holmes, what do you advise me to do with him?'

'Why should he not go to the family home?' asked Holmes.

'Because so many Baskervilles who go there die horrible deaths. But Sir Charles' good work must go on. If it doesn't, all the people on the Baskerville lands will be much poorer. If the Baskerville family leaves the Hall, that is what will happen. I don't know what to do. That is why I came to you for advice.'

Holmes thought for a little while. Then he said: 'You think it is too dangerous for any Baskerville to live at the Hall because of this supernatural hell-hound. Well, I think you should go and meet Sir Henry Baskerville. Say nothing to him about this. I shall give you my advice in twenty-four hours. At ten o'clock tomorrow morning, Dr Mortimer, I would like you to bring Sir Henry Baskerville here.'

Dr Mortimer got up from his chair. As he was leaving the room, Holmes said: 'One more question, Dr Mortimer. You said that before Sir Charles' death several people saw this strange creature on the moor?'

'Three people did,' said Mortimer.

'Did anyone see it after the death?'

'I haven't heard of anyone.'

'Thank you, Dr Mortimer. Good morning.'

After Mortimer had left us, Holmes sat down in his chair. He looked pleased. He always looked pleased when a case interested him.

I knew that he needed to be alone to think about all that he had heard. I went out for the day, and came back to find the room full of thick smoke from Holmes' pipe.

'What do you think of this case?' I asked him.

'It is hard to say. Take, for example, the change in the footprints. Did Sir Charles walk on his toes down the Alley? Only a stupid person is likely to believe that. The truth is he was running—running for his life. He ran until his heart stopped and he fell dead.'

'What was he running from?' I asked.

'That is the difficult question,' said Holmes. 'I think he was mad with fear before he began to run. He didn't know what he was doing. That explains why he ran away from the house instead of towards it. He was running away from help. The next question: who was he waiting for that night? And why was he waiting in the Yew Alley and not in the house?'

'You think he was waiting for someone?'

'Sir Charles was old and unwell. We can understand why he took a walk each evening. But why did he stand in the cold, on wet ground, for five or ten minutes? Dr Mortimer cleverly noted the cigar ash, so we know how long Sir Charles stood there. We know that he kept away from the moor, so it's unlikely that he waited at the moor gate every evening. I am beginning to understand some things, Watson. But I'll think no more about it until we meet Dr Mortimer and Sir Henry Baskerville in the morning. Please give me my violin.'

And Holmes began to play his violin. He had done all the thinking he could. Now he needed more details of the case to help him.



forward adv. onward. 向前，前进。

enormous adj. very, very huge. 巨大的，硕大的。

describe v. say what it is like. 描写。

distance n. measure of space between two points, places, etc. 距离。

detective n. person whose business is to detect criminals. 侦探。

help with avoid, prevent. 避免，阻止。

supernatural adj. of that which is not controlled or explained by physical law. 神奇的，不可思议的，超自然的。

ghost n. spirit of a dead person appearing to sb. still living. 鬼，幽灵。

hell n. home of devils and of souls after death. 地狱，冥府。

advise v. give advice to; recommend. 劝告。

land v. go to the ground (from a ship, a plane, etc.) 登陆；n. solid part of the earth's surface (sometimes used for farming) 陆地，田地。

lands （复）地产。

hear of 听说。

Good morning. 早安。（此处为告别语）

for example 例如。

toe n. each of the five divisions of the front part of the foot. 脚趾；动物的足趾。

likely adj. that is expected. 很可能发生的，有希望的。

instead of in place of. 代替。

unwell adj. 身体不好的。

note v. notice, pay attention to. 注意，留心。

unlikely adj. impossible. 不太可能的。


4　疑难问题
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摩梯末说出这些话时我感到一阵恐惧。福尔摩斯向前探着身子，他的两眼也表明他对这件事真的很感兴趣。

“为什么没有别人看到这些爪印呢？”他问道。

“这些爪印距尸体约20米之远，也没有人想到要查看这么远的地方。”摩梯末回答道。

“沼地里有许多牧羊犬吗？”福尔摩斯问道。

“有，但是这绝不是牧羊犬。爪印的确很大——极大。”摩梯末回答道。

“但是它并没有在尸体附近吧？”

“没有。”

“那是个什么样的夜晚？”福尔摩斯问道。

“又潮又冷，不过并没真正下雨。”

“把那个小道描述给我听听。”

“那个小道位于两排长长的水松树篱之间。树篱是种得很密的矮小的树种。它们大约有4米高。两排水松树篱之间的距离大约为7米。在树篱中间是一条由小石子铺就的小道。这条小道大约为3米宽，两旁都种着草。”

“我想树篱的某处有一个栅门通道吧。”福尔摩斯说道。

“是的，有一个小门，它通向沼地。”

“树篱之中还有其他的通道吗？”

“没有。”

“因此，要想进出水松小道就只能经由庄园或是由开向沼地的栅门啰？”福尔摩斯问道。

“穿过另一头的凉亭还有一个出口。”

“查尔斯爵士走到那里了吗？”

“没有。他倒下的地方距那里约50米。”摩梯末说道。

“我说，摩梯末医生，这点是很重要的。您说您所看到爪印是在小道上而不是在草地上吧？”

“草地上看不到爪印。”摩梯末道。

“是在与开向沼地的栅门同一边的路上吗？”

“是的。是在与栅门同一边的路上。”

“我发现这确实有趣。还有一个问题：栅门是关着的吗？”

“是的。它关着，还锁上了。”

“门有多高？”福尔摩斯问道。

“刚一米出头高。”

“那么说，任何人都能爬过去啰？”

“是的。”

“你在栅门处看到了什么痕迹？”

“查尔斯爵士似乎在那里站了5至10分钟，”摩梯末说道。“我之所以知道这个，是因为他抽的那支雪茄是点着的，还曾两次掉下烟灰。”

“太妙了，”福尔摩斯道。“此人是位好侦探，华生。”

“查尔斯爵士在他所站的那一小片路面上到处都留下了自己的脚印。我看不出其他痕迹。”

夏洛克·福尔摩斯生气地用手一拍膝盖。

“我想亲自去仔细查看一番这些事情，”他说道。“唉，摩梯末医生，你当时为何不马上叫我去呢？”

“福尔摩斯先生，连世上最好的侦探对有些事情也是无能为力的。”摩梯末说道。

“您是指那些超乎自然规律——超自然的事情啰？”福尔摩斯问道。

“我并不完全是这个意思，”摩梯末回答道。“可是，自从查尔斯爵士死后，我就听到了一些似乎超自然的事情。有人曾在沼地上看到一个类似一条硕大猎犬的动物。他们都认为那是一只大家伙，它像幽灵似地发着一种奇怪的光。我曾仔细地询问过那些人。他们都很理智。他们都讲了同一个故事。虽然他们都只是从远处见过那个畜生，但它的样子的确像巴斯克维尔故事中的那只地狱之犬。人们现在都非常害怕，只有最大胆的人才敢在夜间走过沼地。”

“那么您，一位从事科学工作的人，相信这个东西是超乎自然的——是从另一个世界而来的家伙吗？”福尔摩斯问道。

“我也不知道应该相信什么。”摩梯末医生道。

“但是您总得承认那些爪印是活生生的东西而不是鬼怪留下的吧？”

“那条猎犬在250年前最初出现时也是活生生的，它撕断了雨果爵士的喉咙……但是它是一条超乎自然的恶犬。”摩梯末医生说道。

“要是您认为查尔斯爵士的死是某种超自然因素造成的话，那我的侦探工作可帮不了您什么忙，”福尔摩斯相当冷淡地说道。

“也许吧，”摩梯末道。“可是您能帮助我，建议我该为亨利·巴斯克维尔爵尔做些什么。他将正好在，”摩梯末看了看他的表，“1小时15分钟之后乘火车抵达伦敦。”

“亨利爵士现在是巴斯克维尔家族的主人吗？”福尔摩斯问道。

“对，”摩梯末道。“他是巴斯克维尔家族的最后一位成员。家族的律师们与他在美国联系上了。他已立即乘船前来英格兰。他是今早靠岸的。现在，福尔摩斯先生，您建议我对他做些什么呢？”

“为什么他不该到他祖祖辈辈居住的家里去呢？”福尔摩斯问道。

“因为巴斯克维尔家族里去了那儿的这么多人都恐怖地死去了。可是查尔斯爵士的慈善工作必须继续下去。否则的话，巴斯克维尔家族土地上的人们将要穷困得多。要是巴斯克维尔家族离开庄园的话，那将是即将发生的事实。我不知道该怎么办。这便是我前来向您讨教的原因。”

福尔摩斯考虑了一小会儿。然后他说：“您认为由于那条神秘的恶犬因而巴斯克维尔家的人住在那个庄园里都不安全。唔，我认为您该去接亨利·巴斯克维尔爵士。对他只字不提这些。24小时之后我将给您提供我的建议。明天早上10点钟时，摩梯末医生，我希望您能偕亨利·巴斯克维尔爵士同来此处。”

摩梯末医生从椅子上站起身来。在他即将离开之时，福尔摩斯说道：“再问您一个问题，摩梯末医生。您曾经说过，在查尔斯爵士死去之前曾有几个人在沼地上看到那个奇怪的动物吧？”

“有三个人看到过。”摩梯末道。

“在他死去之后有人看到过吗？”

“我还没有听说过。”

“谢谢您，摩梯末医生。早安。”

摩梯末从我们这儿走之后，福尔摩斯在他的座位上坐了下来。他显得很高兴。每当有案件让他感兴趣时他总是露出高兴的样子。

我知道他需要独自一人思考一下他所听到的东西。整个白天我就出去了，回来时发现满屋都是福尔摩斯的烟斗里冒出来的浓烟。

“对这个案子你是怎么想的？”我问他。

“很难说。就拿脚印的变化来说吧。查尔斯爵士是踮着脚沿小路走的吗？只有傻瓜才可能相信这种说法。事情的真相是，他当时在奔跑——为了逃命。他一直跑到心脏停止跳动并倒地而死为止。”

“他是为了逃避什么才跑的呢？”我问道。

“那就是难题所在。”福尔摩斯道，“我认为他在开始跑之前已被吓丢了魂了。他并不知道自己当时的举动。这就解释了他为何不朝房子而朝相反的方向跑。他这么跑就离（能得到）帮助（的地方）越来越远。下一个问题是：当晚他在等谁呢？还有，他为什么要在水松小道而不在房子里等人呢？”

“你认为他是在等人吗？”

“查尔斯爵士年事已高，身体又虚弱。我们可以理解他为什么会在每个傍晚出去散步。可是，他为何要在寒冷的夜里在潮湿的地面上站上5至10分钟呢？摩梯末医生很机敏地注意到了雪茄落下的烟灰，因此我们知晓了查尔斯爵士在那儿站立了多长时间。我们知道他是一向躲避沼地的。因此他不大可能每晚都在通向沼地的栅门前伫立等候着。我现在开始明白某些事情了，华生。可是，等明早见到摩梯末医生和亨利·巴斯克维尔爵士后我再考虑这件事吧。请你把我的小提琴拿给我。”

福尔摩斯于是开始拉起了他的小提琴。凡是能考虑到的他都已考虑过了。现在他需要与该案件有关的更多的细节来帮助他侦探这个案子。
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Sir Henry Baskerville

Dr Mortimer and Sir Henry Baskerville arrived at exactly ten o'clock the following morning. Sir Henry was a small, healthy, well-built man. His face showed that he had a strong character. He wore a country suit of thick, red-brown material, and his skin showed that he spent most of his time in the open air.

'I am glad this meeting was already arranged,' Sir Henry said, after we had shaken hands with our visitors. 'I need your help, Mr Holmes. A strange thing happened to me this morning. Look at this letter.'

He put a piece of paper on the table. On it were the words: 'Do not go on to the moor. If you do, your life will be in danger.' The words had been cut out of a newspaper.

'Can you tell me, Mr Holmes, what this means, and who is so interested in me?' Sir Henry asked.

'This is very interesting,' said Holmes. 'Look how badly it has been done. I think the writer was in a hurry. Why? Perhaps because he did not want somebody to see him. I think the address was written in a hotel. The pen and the ink have both given the writer trouble. The pen has run dry three times in writing a short address. There was probably very little ink in the bottle. A private pen and bottle of ink are never allowed to get into that condition. Hullo, what's this?'

He was holding the letter only a few centimetres from his eyes.

'Well?' I asked.

'Nothing,' he said, and threw the letter down. 'Now, Sir Henry, have you anything else to tell us?'

'No,' said Sir Henry. 'Except that I have lost one of my shoes. I put a pair outside my door last night. I wanted the hotel to clean them, but when I went to get them this morning, one had gone. I only bought them yesterday, and I have never worn them. But I wanted a good shine on them.'

'One shoe seems a useless thing to steal,' said Holmes. 'I am sure the shoe will be found in the hotel and returned to you. But now we must tell you some things about the Baskerville family.'

Dr Mortimer took out the old Baskerville papers and read them to Sir Henry. Holmes then told him about the death of Sir Charles.

'So this letter is from someone who is trying to warn me, or frighten me away,' said Sir Henry.

'Yes,' said Holmes. 'And we have to decide if it is sensible for you to go to Baskerville Hall. There seems to be danger there for you.'

'There is no man or devil who will stop me from going to the home of my family,' said Sir Henry angrily. 'I want some time to think about what you have told me. Will you and Dr Watson join me for lunch at my hotel in two hours' time? By then, I'll be able to tell you what I think.'

Dr Mortimer and Sir Henry said goodbye, and decided to walk back to their hotel.

As soon as our visitors had gone, Holmes changed from the talker to the man of action.

'Quick, Watson. Your coat and hat. We must follow them.' We got ready quickly and went into the street. Our friends were not far ahead of us and we followed. We stayed about a hundred metres behind them.

Suddenly Holmes gave a cry. I saw a taxi driving along very slowly on the other side of the road from our friends.

'That's our man, Watson! Come along! We'll have a good look at him.'

I saw a man with a large black beard looking out of the taxi window. He had been following and watching our friends. But when he saw us running towards him, he shouted something to the driver, and the taxi drove off quickly down the road. Holmes looked round for another taxi, but could not see one. He began to run after the first taxi, but it was soon out of sight.

'Well, I got the number of the taxi,' said Holmes. 'So I can find the driver. He may be able to tell us something about his passenger. Would you recognize the man if you saw him again?'

'Only his beard,' I said.

'He wanted us to recognize the beard,' said Holmes. 'I think it was a false one.'



well-built adj. 身体结实的。

character n. personality. 性格。

material n. 材料，原料。

address n. 地址，住址。

private adj. personal. 个人的，私人的。

centimetre n. 厘米（度量单位）。

hotel n. building where meals and rooms are prepared for travellers. 饭店。

frighten... away 把……吓走。

taxi n. 出租汽／马车。

out of sight invisible. 看不见。

passenger n. 乘客。

recognize v. know sth. that one has seen, heard, etc. before. 认识；认出。

false adj. not right or genuine. 错的；假的。


5　亨利·巴斯克维尔爵士
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摩梯末医生和亨利·巴斯克维尔爵士于次日早上10点钟准时到达。亨利爵士长得短小精悍，身体健康，体态结实。他的面相表明他性格刚强。他穿着一件厚厚的、棕红色布料制成的外衣，他的肤色表明他大多数时间是在户外度过的。

“我很高兴事先预约好了这次会面，”亨利爵士在我们与他们握手致意之后说道。“我需要您的帮助，福尔摩斯先生。我今天早上遇到了一桩奇怪的事情。看看这封信吧。”

他把一张纸放到了桌上。上面写着：“别前往沼地，不然您将有生命危险。”这些字是从报纸上剪下来的。

“福尔摩斯先生，您能告诉我这究竟是什么意思，还有究竟是谁对我这么感兴趣吗？”亨利爵士问道。

“这很有趣，”福尔摩斯说道。“看看这项工作是干得多么拙劣吧。我认为写信人很慌张。为什么呢？也许他是不想让人看见。我想地址是在一个旅馆里写就的。钢笔和墨水都给这人添了麻烦。写这么短的地址，笔尖上的墨水就干了三次。可能是瓶中的墨水很少。私人的钢笔和墨水是决不会被弄到这个地步的。哎呀，这是什么啊？”

他把信拿到离眼睛只有几厘米远的地方。

“怎么啦？”我问道。

“没什么，”他说道，扔下了那封信，“那么，亨利爵士，您还有别的事情要告诉我们吗？”

“没有了，”亨利爵士说道。“除了我丢了一只鞋以外。昨晚我把一双鞋放在了门外。我本想让旅馆把它们擦一擦的，可是今早当我去取时有一只不见了。我是昨天才买的这双鞋，我还从未把它们穿上脚呢。我只是想给这双鞋好好地上点油。”

“一只鞋似乎偷了也没什么用场，”福尔摩斯说道。“我敢肯定这只鞋将在旅馆中找到并归还给您。但是现在我们得将有关巴斯克维尔家族的某些事情告诉给您。”

摩梯末医生掏出了巴斯克维尔家族的那份古老的手稿，并把它读给亨利爵士听。福尔摩斯接着告诉他有关查尔斯爵士之死的情况。

“这么说来这封信是出自一位想要警告我或是吓跑我的人之手了。”亨利爵士说道。

“是的，”福尔摩斯说道。“我们还不得不决定让您去巴斯克维尔庄园是否明智。那儿对您来说似乎有危险。”

“没有任何人或任何恶魔能够阻止我去我家的房子，”亨利爵士生气地讲道。“我需要时间来考虑考虑你们所告诉我的事情。您和华生医生愿意在两小时以后去我住的旅馆和我共进午餐吗？届时，我将告诉您我的想法。”

摩梯末医生和亨利爵士道别了，决定走回他们下榻的旅馆去。

我们的客人一走，福尔摩斯就由一个言谈者变成了一个行动者。

“快，华生！穿戴好你的衣帽。我们得跟着他们。”我们立刻准备完毕并来到了街上。我们的朋友们在前面不远处，我们尾随着他们。我们保持在他们身后100米处。

福尔摩斯突然叫了一声。我看到有一辆出租马车在街道的另一侧、我们的朋友对面缓缓地前进着。

“就是那个人，华生！来呀！我们来好好地看看他的样子。”

我看到有个长着黑色大胡子的男子正从出租马车的窗户里往外看。他一直盯着我们的朋友。但是，当他看到我们向他跑去时，便向车夫喊了一句什么，马车然后就顺着这条道飞奔而去了。福尔摩斯四下里张望着，想另找一辆出租马车，可是没有看到空车。他于是开始追头一辆马车，可是它不久便不见踪影了。

“哼，我记下车号了，”福尔摩斯说道。“由此我可以找到车夫。他也许可以告诉我们他的乘客的一些情况。要是你再见到那人，你会认出他来吗？”

“我只能认得他的胡须。”

“他本来便是想叫我们认得他的胡须，”福尔摩斯说道。“我认为那是假胡子。”
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More Mystery

Later, we went on to Sir Henry's hotel. He was pleased to see us, but rather angry because another of his shoes had disappeared. This time it was one shoe of an old pair. I could see that Holmes found this both interesting and strange. He thought about it for a few moments, but said nothing except that he did not understand why a second shoe had been stolen.

At lunch, Sir Henry told Holmes that he had decided to go to Baskerville Hall.

'I think you have decided to do the right thing,' said Holmes. 'I know somebody is following you. If someone tries to harm you in London, it will be hard to stop him or catch him afterwards. In the country we have a better chance.'

Holmes went on to tell them about what we had seen that morning. Then he asked Dr Mortimer if anyone with a large black beard lived in or near Baskerville Hall.

'Yes,' said Dr Mortimer, 'Barry more, Sir Charles' butler, has a black beard.'

'We must check whether Barrymore is in London or at Baskerville Hall,' said Holmes. 'I shall send a telegram to Barrymore at the Hall, which will say: 'Is everything ready for Sir Henry?" Then I'll send another telegram to the local post office. This one will say: 'please put telegram to Mr Barrymore into his own hand. If he is away, please return telegram to Sir Henry Baskerville. "I'll give your address at this hotel. We shall know before evening whether Barrymore is in Devonshire or not.'

'Barrymore and his wife have a very fine home and nothing to do while the family is not living in the Hall,' said Sir Henry.

'That's true,' said Holmes. 'Did the Barrymores receive anything from Sir Charles' will? And did they know that they would get some money when he died?'

'Yes,' said Dr Mortimer. 'They each received ￡500，and Sir Charles told everyone what he had written in his will.'

'That's very interesting,' said Holmes.

'I hope you don't suspect everyone who got something from the will,' said Dr Mortimer. 'I received ￡1000.'

'Indeed!' said Holmes. 'And who else received money?'

'A lot of people received a little money. He gave a lot of money to a number of hospitals. The rest all went to Sir Henry, who received ￡740000.'

'I had no idea it was so much,' said Holmes in surprise.

'The Baskerville lands are worth about one million pounds,' Dr Mortimer said.

'Dear me,' said Holmes. 'A man could kill for that much. One more question. If something happened to our young friend here, who would get Baskerville Hall and all its lands?'

'Well, as you know, Sir Charles had two brothers. Sir Henry is the only son of Sir Charles' younger brother. The youngest brother of the three, Roger, was a criminal. The police wanted him, so he had to leave England. They say he looked exactly like the family picture of old Sir Hugo, who first saw the Hound. He was the same kind of man, too. He went to South America, where he died of a fever. So if Sir Henry died, Baskerville Hall would go to James Desmond, who is a cousin of the Baskervilles. James Desmond is an old man, who lives in the north of England. His life is very simple and he would not want to be rich.'

'Thank you, Dr Mortimer,' said Holmes. 'Now, Sir Henry, I agree that you should go to Baskerville Hall as quickly as possible. But you must not go alone. I myself cannot leave London at the present time. I am working on another case. I am trying to save one of the most important men in England from a difficult situation. I hope my friend Watson will go with you. If there is danger, you could not have a better man by your side.'

Sir Henry and I were both very happy with this idea. So we arranged to travel to Devonshire on the following Saturday.

Just as we were leaving Sir Henry's room, he gave a cry and got down on his knees by the table.

'Here's my brown shoe that was lost,' he said, reaching under the table.

'That's very strange,' said Dr Mortimer. 'We both searched the room before lunch, and it wasn't under the table then.'

None of the people who worked at the hotel could explain how the shoe had got back into the room.

So we had another mystery. On the way back to Baker Street in the taxi, Holmes sat thinking deeply. All through the afternoon and the evening he went on thinking silently, and smoking pipe after pipe.

Just before dinner, a telegram arrived. It was from Sir Henry and said: 'Have just heard that Barrymore is at the Hall.'

'So we don't have the answer to the mystery of the man with the beard,' said Holmes.' But perhaps we shall soon have an answer to another question.'

At that moment the door bell rang. It was the driver of the bearded man's taxi.

'I got a message that you wanted to see me,' said the driver.' I hope there's nothing wrong.'

'No, no, my good man,' said Holmes. 'In fact I'll give you some money if you can answer my questions clearly. Tell me all about the man in your taxi this morning. He was watching this house at ten o'clock and then told you to follow the two gentlemen who came out of it.'

The taxi driver was surprised at how much Holmes seemed to know. He answered: 'The man told me that he was a detective, and that I should say nothing about him to anyone.'

'This is a serious business,' said Holmes,' and you will be in trouble if you try to hide anything. What can you tell me?'

'The man told me his name,' said the driver.

Holmes looked like a man who has just won an important game. 'That was not very clever of him,' he said. 'What was his name?'

'His name,' said the taxi driver, 'was Sherlock Holmes.'

I have never seen my friend look more surprised. Then he laughed loudly. 'Tell me where he got into your taxi and everything that happened.'

We already knew most of what the taxi driver told us. But we learned that after we had lost sight of the taxi, it had gone to Waterloo Station, where the man had caught his train. The taxi driver said that the man was well-dressed and had a black beard and pale face. He was about forty and not very tall. The driver did not know the colour of the man's eyes.

Holmes gave the man a pound, and sent him away. Then he said:

'We have a very clever enemy, Watson. He is winning the game at the moment. We have no answers at all to the strange things that have happened in London. I hope you are more successful at Baskerville Hall, but I am not happy about sending you there. There is too much danger in this case.'



mystery n. sth. of which the cause or origin is hidden or impossible to understand. 神秘、难解或不可思议的事物。

disappear v. go out of sight. 消失不见。

beard n. 胡须；髯（不包括髭）。

telegram n. message sent by telegraphy. 电报，电信。

will n. sb.'s written wishes that say who will inherit his money, house, lands, etc. after he dies. 遗嘱。

hospital n. a place where people are nursed through their illness or injuries. 医院。

million n. 百万。

criminal n. 罪犯，犯罪者；adj. 犯罪的，犯法的。

simple adj. 简朴的。

would v. （古用法）表示希望，选择等。

present adj. being in the place in question. 在场的；现在的。

arrange v. see to the details of sth. 安排，整理，筹划。

knee n. joint between the thigh and the lower part of the leg. 膝盖。

pipe n. 烟斗。

bearded adj. 长胡须的。

gentleman n. 先生，绅士。

in trouble 处于困境。

game n. match. 比赛。

pale adj. (of face) bloodless. （脸色）苍白的。

successful adj. 成功的。


6　更大的疑团

[image: alt]

之后，我们继续向前走，到了亨利爵士下榻的旅馆。他见到我们很高兴，可是又因他的另一只鞋也失踪了而相当生气。这次丢的是一只旧鞋。我可以看出，福尔摩斯发现这件事既有趣又古怪。他斟酌了片刻，可是除却说明他不明白为何又被偷了一只鞋之外只字未说。

午餐时，亨利爵士告诉福尔摩斯他已决定去巴斯克维尔庄园。

“我认为您的决定是正确的，”福尔摩斯说道。“我知道有人在盯您的梢。如果他想在伦敦加害您的话，那我们将很难阻止他或在事后捕获他。但在乡下我们的机会就会大一些了。”

福尔摩斯接着告诉他们我们早上所见到的事情。然后，他问摩梯末医生巴斯克维尔庄园之内或附近是否有留着黑色大胡子的人。

“有的，”摩梯末医生道。“白瑞摩，查尔斯爵士的管家，就留着黑胡子。”

“我们必须验证一下白瑞摩此时是在伦敦还是在巴斯克维尔庄园里，”福尔摩斯说道。“我将给在巴斯克维尔庄园的白瑞摩发封电报，就说：‘是否已为亨利爵士准备好了一切？’然后，我再给当地的邮局发封电报。这上面就说：‘发给白瑞摩先生的电报务交其本人。如若不在，请寄回亨利·巴斯克维尔爵士。’我则把您下榻的这个旅馆的地址附上。晚上以前我们便会知道白瑞摩在不在德文郡了。”

“我们家的人不住在庄园里时白瑞摩和他妻子可就有很好的住处而又闲着无事可做了。”亨利爵士说道。

“那是实情，”福尔摩斯道。“白瑞摩夫妇从查尔斯爵士的遗嘱得到了什么没有？他们是否知道他一死他们就能拿到一笔钱呢？”

“是的，”摩梯末医生说道。“他俩每人得了500英镑；查尔斯爵士生前还将遗嘱的内容告诉了众人。”

“这事很有意思。”福尔摩斯说道。

“我希望您不要对每一位从查尔斯爵士的遗嘱得到好处的人都加以怀疑，”摩梯末医生说道。“我得了1000英镑呢。”

“是嘛！”福尔摩斯说道。“那么还有谁也得到钱了呢？”

“许多人得到了一小笔款子。他把许多钱给了许多家医院。余产全归亨利爵士所有。他得了74万英镑。”

“我真没想到会有这么多。”福尔摩斯惊讶地说道。

“巴斯克维尔家族的地产价值大约100万英镑。”摩梯末医生说道。

“天啊，”福尔摩斯说道。“一个人为了这个会杀人的。还有一个问题，假若我们的这位年轻朋友发生不测的话，那么将由谁来继承巴斯克维尔庄园及其地产呢？”

“哦，如您所知，查尔斯爵士有两个兄弟。亨利爵士是查尔斯爵士的弟弟的独生子。兄弟三人中最小的那个罗杰是个罪犯。警察局想缉拿他，于是他不得不离开了英国。人们说他长得和家中的老雨果爵士——即最初见到那个猎犬的那位——的画像一模一样。他和雨果还是同一类人。他去了南美，在那儿死于黄热病。因此，要是亨利爵士不在了的话，巴斯克维尔庄园将归他的表兄詹姆斯·戴斯蒙所有。詹姆斯·戴斯蒙年事已高，住在英格兰北部。他的生活非常简朴，也不想成为富豪。”

“谢谢您，摩梯末医生。”福尔摩斯说道。“现在，亨利爵士，我同意您尽快前往巴斯克维尔庄园。可是，您决不能单独去。我目前尚不能离开伦敦。我正在办理另一宗案子。我正在想方设法制止英格兰的一位极其重要的人士陷于危险的处境之中。我希望我的朋友华生能与您一同前往。如果您的情况危急，没有比他更好的人选陪在您身边了。”

我和亨利爵士对这个主意都感到很高兴。因此我们安排在接下来的星期六动身前往德文郡。

就在我们正要离开亨利爵士的房间时，他叫喊了一声并跪在桌边。

“这正是我丢了的那只棕色的鞋子。”他说道，同时把手伸向桌子底下。

“那真是太怪了，”摩梯末医生说道。“午饭前我们已查找过这屋子了，那时它还不在桌子底下。”

旅馆里的工作人员谁也解释不清这只鞋是如何回到房间里来的。

这样我们又有了一个疑团。我们乘出租马车回贝克街时，福尔摩斯一直在坐着沉思。整个下午乃至傍晚他都一声不吭地思考着，抽了一烟斗又一烟斗的烟。

就是晚饭前，来了一封电报。那是亨利爵士发来的，上面说：“顷悉白瑞摩现在庄园。”

“这么说，我们并没有找到关于那个大胡子的疑团的答案，”福尔摩斯说道。“可是，我们没准很快便会找到另一个疑团的答案。

这时门铃响了。来者是大胡子乘坐的那辆出租马车的车夫。

“我接到通知说您想见我，”车夫说道。“我希望我没有什么做错之处。”

“没有，没有，好伙计。”福尔摩斯说道。“如果你能清楚地回答我的问题，事实上我就会给你一些钱。告诉我今早乘坐你的马车的那个人的所有情况。他在10点时监视这幢房子，后来又让你尾随从这儿出来的两位绅士来着。”

车夫对福尔摩斯看似掌握了很多情况而感到惊诧。他回答道：“那人曾对我说他是位侦探，还对我说不许对任何人讲关于他的事情。”

“这是一件很严重的事情，”福尔摩斯说道。“如果你想对我隐瞒什么的话，你就要倒霉了。你能告诉我什么呢？”

“这人告诉了我他的名字。”车夫说道。

福尔摩斯就像刚刚赢得了一场重大比赛的人一样。“那他可真不太精明，”他说道。“他（说他）叫什么名字啊？”

“他的名字，”车夫说道，“是夏洛克·福尔摩斯。”

我从来没有看到我的朋友那样吃惊过。然后，他纵声大笑起来。“告诉我他在什么地方搭上你的车的以及都发生了些什么事情。”

车夫告诉我们的大多数事情我们都已经知道了。可是我们还得知，在我们那时看不见了马车之后，马车去了滑铁卢车站，那个人在那儿上了火车。车夫说那人衣着考究，留着黑胡须，脸色苍白。他大约40岁年纪，身材不算太高。车夫不知道那人的眼珠的颜色。

福尔摩斯给了他一英镑，然后把他打发走了。接着他说道：

“我们这次搞上了个狡猾的对手，华生。目前来看他是赢了。我们对在伦敦发生的那些怪事毫无答案。我希望你在巴斯克维尔庄园要顺当些，可是派你去那儿我可真是不放心。这宗案子有着太多的危险。”


7

Baskerville Hall

Holmes came to Waterloo Station to say goodbye to us. Our friends told him that they were sure nobody had followed them since our last meeting. Sir Henry's other shoe had not reappeared. Holmes repeated his warning that Sir Henry should not go on the moor at night, and should not go anywhere alone. Then Holmes checked with me that I had my gun, an army revolver.

The journey was fast and enjoyable. We were met at Newtown Station and driven to Baskerville Hall. The countryside we drove through was beautiful, but behind it we could see the long, dark, frightening hills of the moor.

As we turned a corner, we were surprised to see a soldier on horseback. He was carrying a gun.

Dr Mortimer asked our driver why the soldier was there.

'A dangerous criminal has escaped from the prison, sir,' he told us. 'He's been free for three days now, and people are frightened. His name is Selden. He's the man who did that murder in London.'

I remembered the case well. It had been a very cruel murder. I thought of this killer out on the empty, wild moor, and I felt more and more uncomfortable about my surroundings. The beautiful green fields with their thick hedges were behind us, and we were now on the cold, open moor. Everything was grey, hard and wild. Huge rough stones stood on the hard ground. The tops of the hills stood sharply like cruel teeth against the sky. A cold wind was blowing, and night was falling. I saw Sir Henry pull his coat closer round him.

At last we reached the gates of Baskerville Hall. From the gates a long, dark road led up to the house, with the black shapes of old trees on each side of it. At the end of this road we could see the great house standing with a pale light round it like a ghost.

'I can understand why my uncle felt that trouble was coming to him here. It's not a welcoming place,' said Sir Henry, and his voice shook as he spoke.

As we got closer, we could see that the Hall was a heavy, dark building with a large main entrance. Most of the building was old and was covered in dark green ivy, but some of it had been built more recently and was of grim, black stone. A dull light shone through the heavy windows. Black smoke was coming from one of the high chimneys of the main building.

'Welcome, Sir Henry! Welcome to Baskerville Hall.'

Barrymore, the butler, and his wife were waiting on the steps at the main entrance. They came down and took our suitcases into the house. Dr Mortimer left us to go home, and we went into the hall, where a fire was burning. It was a fine room, large and high.

'It's exactly as I imagined an old family home,' Sir Henry said.

Barrymore showed us to our rooms. He was a tall, handsome man, with a full black beard. After we had washed and changed our clothes, he brought us to dinner. The dining-room was not very welcoming. It needed more lights to make it brighter. On the walls were the pictures of the Baskervilles of the past. They looked down on us silently, and did nothing to make us feel happier.

After dinner we went to our rooms. Before I got into bed, I looked out of my window. A strong wind sang sadly as it bent the trees in front of the Hall. A half moon shone through the dark, flying clouds onto the wild and empty moor.

I could not sleep. Then, suddenly, in the middle of the night I heard very clearly the sound of a woman crying. It was the crying of a person who was hurt by some deep sadness. The sound was not far away, and was certainly in the house.



revolver n. 左轮手枪。

enjoyable adj. giving joy, pleasant. 令人愉快的。

killer n. 杀手；凶手。

uncomfortable adj. not comfortable, uneasy. 不舒服的，不安的。

surrounding adj. around and about a place. 周围的；n. 环境，周围的事物。

hard adj. rough and not soft. 坚硬的。

entrance n. opening, gate, door by which one enters. 入口；大门。

chimney n. 烟囱，烟筒。

grim adj. looking severe and stern or frightening and unwelcoming. （人）严厉的，险恶的，冷酷的；（物）阴森的。

handsome adj. (of men) good-looking. （男子）漂亮的，英俊的。

bend (bent, bent) v. force into a curve or angle. 弯曲。


7　巴斯克维尔庄园
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福尔摩斯来滑铁卢车站向我们道别。我们的朋友们告诉他，他们敢肯定，自从上次见面以来就再也没有人跟踪过他们了。亨利爵士的另一只鞋没有再冒出来过。福尔摩斯再次警告亨利爵士不要在夜间到沼地上去，也不要单独去什么地方。接着，福尔摩斯又和我查看了一下我随身带的那把左轮手枪。

旅行迅速而又愉快。有人在纽敦车站迎接我们，并用车把我们送到了巴斯克维尔庄园。我们驱车经过的乡间景色很美，可是我们能看得到远处的沼地上的那些绵长、黝黑和令人惊恐的沼地山丘。

在拐弯处，我们惊奇地看到一个骑在马上的士兵。他拿着一杆枪。

摩梯末医生向车夫询问了那个士兵在那里的缘由。

“一个危险的罪犯越狱逃跑了，先生。”他告诉我们，“他已经逃出来三天了。他叫塞尔登。就是在伦敦杀人的那个家伙。”

那个案子我记得很清楚。杀人手段非常残忍。我想到了在这片空旷、荒芜的沼地上活动着的这个凶手，愈来愈觉得周围的环境叫人不安。那些长着茂密树篱的、美丽的绿色田野已经被奔驰的马车甩在身后了，我们现在到了既寒冷又空旷的沼地上。这里的一切都灰蒙蒙、硬梆梆的，又很荒芜。坚硬的地面上竖立着粗糙的巨石。山顶很尖，在天空的衬托下好像一排排獠牙。正刮着冷飕飕的风，夜幕正在降临。我看到亨利爵士把大衣裹得更紧了些。

我们终于到了巴斯克维尔庄园的门口。大门那儿有一条漫长而又阴暗的路径通向房屋，道路的两旁是一些老树的暗影。我们在道路的尽头处看到一所像幽灵似地闪着微光的房屋。

“我能理解伯父为何在这儿时总是觉得要大难临头了。这并非一个友好的地方。”亨利爵士说道，讲话时声音都在颤抖着。

我们走近时，看到这是一栋结实而又幽暗、主入口处很大的建筑。建筑物的大部分都很古老了，墙壁上爬满了深绿色的常春藤；可是某些部分却是最近刚砌成的，材料是一些阴森的黑色石块。阴暗的光线从结实的窗口透出来。黑烟从主楼的一个高高的烟囱里喷了出来。

“欢迎欢迎，亨利爵爷！欢迎您到巴斯克维尔庄园来！”

总管白瑞摩和妻子正在主入口处的台阶上恭候着我们。他们走下来，把我们的行李箱提到了屋里。摩梯末医生离开我们回家去了。我们便进了大厅，那儿炉火正熊熊燃烧着。那是个华美的房间，又大又高。

“这正是我想象中的一个古老的家族的宅邸。”亨利爵士说道。

白瑞摩把我们带到了各自的房间。他是个高大、英俊的男子，留着满腮的黑胡子。在我们洗漱之后，他带我们去进餐。饭厅不太招人喜欢。需要再点些蜡烛把它照亮些。墙上是巴斯克维尔家族的先辈们的画像。它们消无声息地俯视着我们，丝毫没让我们感觉快活一些。

晚饭过后我们便各自回房去了。我在上床之前向窗外眺望了一番。强风在外面悲鸣，同时还使庄园前面的树木摇晃着。半轮月亮透过阴暗的、飞奔的云朵照到了荒凉、空旷的沼地上。

我无法入睡。后来，突然之间，我在深夜里清楚地听到了一个女人的哭泣声。那哭声是一个陷入深深的悲伤之中的人发出的。声音就在不远处，可以肯定就在这栋房子里。


8

The Stapletons of Pen House

The next morning was sunny, and we were much more cheerful.

I told Sir Henry about the crying I had heard. He rang the bell to call Barrymore, and asked him if he could explain the crying. Barrymore's face went white when he heard Sir Henry's question.

'There are only two women in the house, Sir Henry,' he answered. 'One is the maid, who sleeps on the other side of the house. The other is my wife, and she was certainly not crying.'

But he was telling a lie. I saw Mrs Barrymore after breakfast. The sun was full on her face, and it was clear she had been crying.

Why had Barrymore lied? What deep sadness had made his wife cry? There was a mystery surrounding this black-bearded, handsome man. Was it possible that Barrymore was in fact the man who had been watching Sir Henry in London? I decided I must check with the local post office that the telegram had really been put into Barrymore's own hands.

While Sir Henry worked at some papers, I walked to the post office. It was in the nearest village, which was called Grimpen. I spoke to the boy who had taken the telegram to the Hall.

'Did you give it to Mr Barrymore himself?' I asked.

'Well,' the boy said, 'he was working upon the roof, so I couldn't give it to him. I gave it to Mrs Barrymore, and she promised to give it to him at once.'

'Did you see Mr Barrymore?' I asked him.

'No,' said the boy, 'but why did his wife say he was upon the roof if he wasn't?'

It was hopeless to ask any more questions. It was clear that Holmes' cleverness with the telegram had not given us the proof we needed.

I was walking away from the post office when I heard someone running after me. A voice called me by name, and I turned. I expected to see Dr Mortimer, as I knew nobody else in the village. To my surprise it was a stranger. He was a small, thin man, between thirty and forty years old, with fair hair and no beard. He was carrying a butterfly net, and a box for putting butterflies in.

'I hope you will excuse me for introducing myself, Dr Watson,' he said as he came up to me.' My name is Stapleton. I was in Dr Mortimer's house and we saw you. He told me who you are. May I walk along with you? This path back to the Hall goes near my home, Pen House. Please come in and meet my sister, and spend an hour with us.'

I accepted Stapleton's invitation, and we walked together.

'I know that you are a close friend of Sherlock Holmes,' said Stapleton. 'Has Mr Holmes any ideas about Sir Charles' death?'

'I'm afraid I can't answer that question,' I said.

'Will Mr Holmes visit us himself?' he asked.

'He can't leave London at the moment,' I answered. I was rather surprised that he was asking me these questions.

We walked on. Stapleton told me that he and his sister had lived in Devonshire for only two years. They had moved there soon after Sir Charles had begun to live in Baskerville Hall. He also talked about the moor and how it interested him. He told me to look across the moor to a place which was a bright green colour.

'That is the Great Grimpen Marsh,' he said. 'If animals or men go into the marsh, they will sink into it and die. But I can find my way to the very centre of it. Look, there is another of those poor horses.'

Something brown was fighting to get out of the bright green of the marsh. Then a terrible cry came across the moor. The horse's head and neck disappeared under the green.

'It's gone,' Stapleton said. 'The marsh has caught and killed it. That often happens. It is an evil place, the Great Grimpen Marsh.'

'But you say you can go safely in and out of it?' I asked him.

'Yes, there are a few paths, and I have found them. The low hills you can see are like islands surrounded by the marsh. That is where I can find the unusual plants and butterflies. And that's why I found my way through the marsh.'

'I shall try my luck one day,' I said.

He looked at me in surprise. 'Please don't try,' he said. 'You would never return alive, and it would be my fault.'

'Listen,' I said. 'What is that?'

A long, low cry, very deep and very sad, came over the moor. It filled the whole air. Then it died away.

'What is it?' I asked, with a cold fear in my heart.

Stapleton had a strange look on his face. 'The people say it's the Hound of the Baskervilles, which is calling for something to hunt and kill. I've heard it once or twice before, but never so loud.'

'You are a man of science,' I said. 'You don't believe that, do you? Isn't there a natural explanation for the sound?'

'A marsh makes strange noises sometimes. It is the water and the wet ground moving.'

'But that was the voice of a living creature,' I said.

'Well, perhaps it was. There are some very unusual birds on the moors. It was most probably the cry of one of those.'

At that moment a small butterfly flew across the path in front of us. 'Excuse me, Dr Watson,' shouted Stapleton, and ran off to try to catch the butterfly. He ran quickly and followed the butterfly on to the marsh, but he knew exactly where he could go, and was not in any danger.

As I watched him, I heard the sound of steps behind me. I turned and saw a woman near me on the path. I was sure she was Miss Stapleton. She was very beautiful. She was dark and tall, with a lovely face. Before I could say anything, she said:

'Go back! Go straight back to London, immediately. I cannot tell you why, but please do what I ask you, and never come near the moor again. But my brother is coming. Not a word to him.'

Stapleton had caught the butterfly, and was walking back to us.

'Hello, my dear,' he said to his sister, but it seemed to me that his voice was not completely friendly. 'I see that you two have already introduced yourselves.'

'Yes,' she said. 'I was telling Sir Henry that it was rather late in the year for him to see the true beauty of the moor.'

'I am sorry,' I said. 'You have made a mistake. I'm not Sir Henry. I am a friend who is visiting him, and my name is Dr Watson.'

Miss Stapleton was clearly angry with herself. 'I'm sorry,' she said. 'Please forget what I said. But do come with us to our house.'

The house was lonely and rather grim. I wondered why the two of them had come to live so far away from anyone else. Stapleton seemed to know what I was thinking, and said: 'You may think this a lonely, strange place to live, but the moors are very interesting, and we enjoy it here. I owned a school in the north of England, but I had to close it. I miss the boys and girls, but there is plenty to do here, and we have good neighbours. I hope Sir Henry will become one of them. May I visit the Hall this afternoon to meet him, do you think?'

'I'm sure he will be very pleased to meet you,' I said. 'I must go back to the Hall now, and I shall tell him immediately.'

I said goodbye to the Stapletons, and continued on the path back to the Hall. I had been walking for only a few minutes when I was surprised to see Miss Stapleton sitting on a rock ahead of me. She was breathing quickly, and I realized she had run by a quicker way to get ahead of me.

'Dr Watson,' she said. 'I want to say sorry for the mistake I made. I thought you were Sir Henry. Please forget what I said. I did not mean you were in danger. Now I must go, or my brother will miss me.'

'I cannot forget your words, Miss Stapleton,' I said. 'If Sir Henry is in danger, I must tell him.'

'You know the story of the Hound? She asked me.

'Yes, but I do not believe it,' I replied.

'But I think it's true,' she said. 'Please persuade Sir Henry to leave this place. So many of his family have died here mysteriously. He must not put his life in danger by staying here.'

'Sir Henry won't leave this place without a real reason,' I said.

'I can't give you a real reason. I don't know anything for certain.'

'One more question, Miss Stapleton,' I said. 'The story of the Hound is well known. Why didn't you want your brother to hear what you said?'

'My brother wants the head of the Baskerville family to live in the Hall,' she said. 'He wants Sir Henry to continue the good work that Sir Charles began. He doesn't want Sir Henry to go and live in another place. So he doesn't want me to talk about the Hound. I must go now, or my brother will guess I have been speaking to you. Goodbye!'

She turned and went back towards her house, and I walked on to Baskerville Hall.



cheerful adj. happy and contented. 愉快的，高兴的。

maid n. woman servant. 女仆。

roof n. top covering of a building, tent, bus, car, etc. （建筑物、帐篷、公共汽车、车辆之）顶。

when adv. at that time. 其时。

call sb. by name 叫某人的名字。

fair adj. light in colour. （指皮肤、头发）淡色的。

marsh n. low-lying, wet land. 沼泽。

centre n. middle part or point. 中心，中央。

island n. piece of land surrounded by water. 岛屿。

butterfly n. 蝴蝶。

luck n. chance. 运气。

fault n. mistake. 错误。

hunt v. go after, search for. 搜寻；追捕；狩猎。

step n. moving the foot. 步。

miss v. realize, learn, feel regret at the absence of. 发现遗失；惋惜；怀念。

continue v. go on. 继续进行。

realize v. 意识到；实现。

or conj. otherwise, if not. 否则，不然。

mysteriously adv. 神秘地。

know... for certain be sure that.... 对……确信无疑。

toward prep. approaching, in the direction of. 朝……的方向。


8　格林盆宅邸的斯台普顿兄妹

[image: alt]

第二天早上阳光明媚，我们也就觉得心情舒畅些了。

我对亨利爵士讲述了我所听到的哭声这件事。他摇铃把白瑞摩叫来，问他可否解释哭声的事。听到亨利爵士的问题时白瑞摩变得脸色煞白。

“亨利爵爷，这个房子里只有两个女人，”他回答道。“一位是女仆，她睡在对面厢房里。另一位就是我的妻子，她当然没有哭了。”

但是他在撒谎。早饭后我见到了白瑞摩夫人。阳光照在她的脸上，清楚地表明她曾哭过。

白瑞摩为何要撒谎呢？是什么样的至深的悲伤使他的妻子哭泣呢？这个蓄着黑须的英俊男人周围萦绕着一团疑云。白瑞摩有可能其实就是在伦敦监视亨利爵士的那个人吗？我决定与当地邮局核实一番，看看那封电报是否送到了白瑞摩手中。

在亨利爵士处理一些文件时，我便步行去了邮局。它在距此最近的一个名叫格林盆的村庄里。我向把电报投送到庄园的那个男孩问了话。

“你把它交给白瑞摩先生本人了吗？”我问道。

“啊，”小男孩说道，“他当时正在屋顶上忙乎，所以我便把它交给了白瑞摩太太，她还答应马上就把它交给他。”

“你看到白瑞摩先生了吗？”我问他。

“没看到，”男孩说，“要是他不在屋顶上他妻子干嘛要说他在呢？”

再继续问下去也是无望的了。很清楚，福尔摩斯在电报上所施的高招并未给我们提供所需的证据。

我从邮局出来正往前走着，这时听到身后有人在跑。有人叫我的名字，我便转过身去。因为我在村里并不认识别人，所以我料想着看到的应是摩梯末医生。令我感到吃惊的是，那是位陌生人。他是个矮小瘦削的男人，大约三四十岁年纪，长着淡黄色头发，没有蓄胡子。他拿着一个捕蝶网和一个用来装蝴蝶的盒子。

“我希望您会原谅我的冒昧，华生医生，”他走到我跟前对我说道。“我叫斯台普顿。当我在摩梯末医生家拜访他时，我们看见了您。他就告诉了我您是谁。我可以与您同行吗？回庄园的这条路正在格林盆宅邸即我的家附近。请进来见见我妹妹，并与我们待一会儿。”

我接受了斯台普顿的邀请，于是我们便同步而行。

“我知道您是夏洛克·福尔摩斯的亲密的朋友。”斯台普顿讲道。“福尔摩斯先生对查尔斯爵士的死有些看法了吗？”

“我恐怕不能回答这个问题。”我说道。

“福尔摩斯先生是否将亲自来这儿呢？”他问道。

“目前他还不能离开伦敦。”我回答道。我对他问我这些问题感到很惊讶。

我们继续前行。斯台普顿告诉我说，他和他妹妹在德文郡住了两年光景。查尔斯爵士刚住进巴斯克维尔庄园没有多久，他们便搬到那儿了。他还谈到了沼地及他对沼地的兴趣。他让我看沼地的尽头一处呈嫩绿色的地方。

“那就是格林盆大泥潭，”他说道。“如果人畜踏进这片泥潭的话，就会陷进去送命的。但是我却能找到通往泥潭中心的道路。瞧，又一匹倒霉的马儿陷进去了。”

有个棕色的东西正在竭力挣扎着，想要从那片嫩绿色的泥潭中挣脱出来。接着，从沼地传来一声可怕的吼声。马的头和颈消失在那片绿色之下了。

“它完了，”斯台普顿道。“泥潭已把它给吞没了。这种情形经常发生。格林盆大泥潭可真是个邪恶的地方。”

“但是您不是说您能安全地进出其中吗？”我向他问道。

“是啊，其中有几条道，我都找到了。您所能看到的那些小山就像是被泥潭环绕着的小岛一样。那便是我能觅到稀有植物和蝴蝶的处所。而且那便是我为何能在泥潭中找到了路的原因。”

“哪天我也去碰碰运气，”我说道。

他带着惊讶的神情看着我。“千万别去试，”他说道。“您是不会活着回来的。那样就是我的错了。”

“听听，”我说道。“是什么东西？”

一声又低又长、非常深沉、相当悲惨的叫声传遍了整个沼地。它响彻空中，接着便消逝了。

“这是什么？”我问道，心里害怕得直打冷战。

斯台普顿的脸上带着一种奇怪的神色。“人们说这是巴斯克维尔猎犬，它正在召唤猎物。我以前曾听到过一两次，可是声音从没有这么大过。”

“您是位科学工作者，”我说道。“谅您也不会相信这些，是吧？难道对这种声音就没有一个符合自然规律的解释吗？”

“泥潭有时会发出奇怪的声音。这是由于水和稀泥在移动。”

“可是那是动物发出的声音呀。”

“啊，也许是。沼地上有些稀有鸟类。极有可能是其中某一种的叫声。”

那时，一只小蝴蝶从我们面前飞过。“对不起，华生医生。”斯台普顿高喊着，同时跑开捉蝴蝶去了。他飞快地跑着，随着那只蝴蝶到了泥潭中，但是他知道自己的脚该落在哪儿，因此便没有什么危险。

正当我注视着他的时候，我听到了身后的脚步声。我转过身去，看到路上离我不远处有一个女子。我敢肯定她便是斯台普顿小姐。她人很漂亮，肤色很深，身材纤长。我还没来得及开口说话，她便说道：

“回去吧！马上回到伦敦去。我不能告诉您缘由，可是请照我说的去做，千万不要再靠近沼地了。但是，我哥哥来了。对他什么也别说。”

斯台普顿已抓到了那只蝴蝶，正向我们这边走回来。

“你好，我亲爱的，”他对他妹妹说道，可是就我看来他的语气并不怎么友好。“我看得出来你们俩已经做过自我介绍了。”

“是啊，”她说道。“我正和亨利爵士说，他来得太晚了，已经看不到沼地的真正美丽之处了。”

“我很抱歉，”我说道。“您弄错了。我不是亨利爵士。我是来拜访他的一位朋友，我是华生医生。”

斯台普顿小姐显然对自己很懊恼。“我很抱歉，”她说道。“请忘掉我所说的话。可是，您一定得和我们一道去屋里坐坐。”

这所房屋既偏僻又相当阴森。我纳闷他们俩为何到这种与他人相隔甚远的地方来居住。斯台普顿似乎知道我在想些什么，于是便说道：“您可能认为这儿要住人的话偏僻和奇特了些，可是这些沼地相当有趣，我们在这儿过得也很快活。我曾在英格兰北部办过一所学校，但是后来被迫关闭了。我很怀念那些孩子们，但在此处有许多事情都有待去做，而且我们还有很好的邻居们。我希望亨利爵士也会成为其中的一员。您认为我今天下午可否冒昧地去庄园拜访一下他呢？”

“我敢说他一定会高兴见到您的，”我说道。“我现在得回庄园去了，我还打算立刻告诉他这个消息。”

我与斯台普顿兄妹道了别，继续沿着回庄园的那条路向前走。没走几分钟便惊奇地看到斯台普顿小姐正坐在我前边的一块岩石上。她呼吸急促，我意识到她是为了赶在我前面而抄近路跑来的。

“华生医生，”她说道。“因我所犯的错误，我想向您致以深深的歉意。我竟把您当成亨利爵士了。请忘掉我说过的话。我当时并不是说您有危险。现在我得走了，否则的话我哥哥就要挂念我了。”

“我不会忘记您的话语的，斯台普顿小姐，”我说道。“如果亨利爵士有危险的话，那我就得告诉他。”

“您知道那个猎犬的故事吧？”她对我问道。

“知道，但是我并不相信它。”我应答道。

“可是我认为它是真实的，”她说道。“请劝说亨利爵士离开这个地方。他家族中的那么多人都在这儿神秘地死去了。他不应该冒生命危险待在这儿。”

“没有真正的理由的话亨利爵士是不会离开此地的。”我说道。

“我给不出真正的理由。我并非确切地知道某些事情。”

“还有一个问题，斯台普顿小姐，”我说道。“猎犬的故事是众所周知的。您为何不愿让您哥哥听到您所说的话呢？”

“我哥哥想让巴斯克维尔家族的主人在这个庄园里住下来，”她说道。“他想叫亨利爵士把查尔斯爵士开创的慈善工作继续下去。他不想让亨利爵士去别处居住。因此他不想让我谈论猎犬的事情。我现在得走了，否则的话我哥哥就会猜到我是在同您谈话了。再见！”

她转身往回走去，我便继续向巴斯克维尔庄园走去。
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The Escaped Prisoner

Mr Stapleton came to the Hall and met Sir Henry that same afternoon. The next morning he took us to the place where the evil Sir Hugo died. Then we had lunch at Pen House. Sir Henry clearly thought Miss Stapleton was very beautiful. His eyes followed her everywhere. He liked her very much, and I was sure that she felt the same about him. He spoke about her again and again as we walked home. After the first meeting, we met the Stapletons almost every day.

After a short time it was clear that Sir Henry had fallen deeply in love with the beautiful Miss Stapleton. At first I thought that Stapleton would be very pleased if his sister married Sir Henry. However, I soon realized that he did not want their friendship to grow into love. He did everything he could to make sure that they were never alone. On one or two occasions they did manage to meet alone, but Stapleton followed them and was not pleased to see them together.

I soon met another neighbour of Sir Henry's. His name was Mr Frankland, and he lived about four miles to the south of the Hall. He was an old man with a red face and white hair. He had two hobbies. The first was arguing. He argued with everybody. The second hobby was studying the stars. For this he had a very big telescope. For several days he had been watching the moor through the telescope. He wanted to find Selden, the escaped murderer. Nobody had seen the prisoner for a fortnight, and we all thought that he had probably left the moor.

A few nights later I was woken by a noise at about two in the morning. I heard someone walking softly outside my door. I got up, opened the door and looked out. I saw Barrymore moving carefully and quietly away from me. I followed him, as quietly as I could. He went into one of the empty bedrooms and left the door open. I went quietly up to the door and looked inside.

Barrymore was standing at the window. He was holding a light in his hand and looking out onto the moor. He stood without moving for a few minutes and then he put out the light.

I went quickly back to my room. A few minutes later I heard Barrymore go softly by.

The next morning I told Sir Henry what I had seen.

'We must follow him and find out what he is doing,' said Sir Henry. 'He won't hear us if we move carefully.'

That night we sat in Sir Henry's room and waited. At about three o'clock in the morning we heard the sound of footsteps outside the bedroom. We looked out and saw Barrymore. We followed him as quietly as we could. He went into the same room as before. We reached the door and looked in. There was Barrymore, with the light in his hand, looking out across the moor, exactly as I had seen him on the night before.

Sir Henry walked into the room and said: 'What are you doing here, Barrymore?'

Barrymore turned round quickly, surprise and horror on his face.

'Nothing, sir,' he said. The shadows on the wall from his light were jumping up and down as his hand shook. 'It was the window, sir. I go round at night to see that they are closed, and this one wasn't shut.'

'Come now, Barrymore,' said Sir Henry. 'No lies. What were you doing with that light? You were holding it up to the window.'

I suddenly had an idea. 'I think he was sending a message,' I said. 'Let's see if there's an answer from someone on the moor.'

I held the light up to the window, and looked out into the darkness. Suddenly a light answered from the moor.

'There it is,' I cried. I waved my light backwards and forwards across the window. The light on the moor answered by moving in the same way.

'Now, Barrymore, who is your friend on the moor? What's going on?'

'That's my business,' said Barrymore, 'I won't tell you.'

'Are you making some criminal plan against me?' Sir Henry said.

'No, it's nothing against you, sir,' said a voice behind us. It was Mrs Barrymore. She had followed us and was standing at the door. 'He's doing it for me. My unhappy brother is cold and hungry on the moor. We cannot let him die. Our light is to tell him that food is ready for him. His light shows us where to take it.'

'Then your brother is...' began Sir Henry.

'The escaped prisoner, sir. Selden, the murderer. He is my younger brother. He has done evil things, but to me he is still the little boy I loved and cared for. I had to help him. Everything my husband has done has been for me. Please don't take his job from him. It's not his fault.'

Sir Henry turned to Barrymore and said:

'I cannot blame you for helping your wife. Go to bed, and we'll talk about this in the morning.'

The Barrymores left us.

'The murderer is waiting out there by that light,' said Sir Henry. 'He's a danger to everyone. I'm going to catch him. If you want to come with me, Watson, fetch your revolver and let's go.'

We left the Hall immediately.

'We must surprise him and catch him.' said Sir Henry. 'He's a dangerous man. Now, Watson, what would Holmes say about this? Do you remember what the old papers said? They said the Devil does his work when the world is dark.'

Just as he spoke there came a strange cry from across the moor. It was the same cry I had heard when I was with Stapleton on the edge of the Great Grimpen Marsh.

'What is that noise?' asked Sir Henry. He stopped and put his hand on my arm to hold me back.

'I've heard it before,' I said. 'Stapleton says it's the cry of a bird.'

'Watson,' said Sir Henry, his voice shaking, 'it is the cry of a hound. What do the local people say it is?'

'They say it is the cry of the Hound of the Baskervilles,' I replied.

'Can there possibly be some truth in the story?' said Sir Henry. 'Am I really in danger from such an evil thing? I think I am as brave as most men, but that sound froze my blood. But we have come out to catch that prisoner, and the Devil himself will not make me turn back.'

It was difficult to cross the moor in the dark, but at last we reached the light. It was standing on a rock. Suddenly an evil face, more like an animal than a man, looked at us from behind the rock. The escaped prisoner saw us and screamed as he turned to run.

Sir Henry and I were both good runners and very healthy men, but we soon realized that we had no chance of catching Selden. He knew the way, and was running for his life. Soon we had lost him in the dark, so we stopped and sat down, breathing heavily, to rest.

At that moment a very strange thing happened. The moon was low upon our right, and in its light we could see the top of a hill. On that hill, with the moon behind him, stood a tall, thin man. He was standing perfectly still. He was watching us.

It was not Selden, who had been running away from that hill. This man was much taller. With a cry of surprise I turned to Sir Henry. As I turned, the man disappeared.

I wanted to go across to the hill and search for him, but we were tired and I remembered that Sir Henry might be in danger. So we went back to Baskerville Hall.

Who was the tall man I had seen standing against the moon? Was he an enemy, or a friend who was watching over us?

I wished more and more that Holmes could leave London and come to Baskerville Hall. I wrote to him every few days and gave him the details of everything that happened and everyone I met.



everywhere adv. in, at, to, every place. 各处，到处。

fall in love with sb. 爱上某人。

occasion n. time at which a particular event takes place. 时机。

hobby n. occupation for one's spare time. 嗜好，业余爱好。

telescope n. tube-like instrument with lenses for making distant objects appear nearer and larger. 望远镜。

fortnight n. period of two weeks. 两星期。

put out (the light) 熄灭（灯火）。

softly adv. 轻轻地。

backwards adv. towards the back or the starting point. 向后，背后。

forwards adv. directed towards the front. 向前。

against prep. 表示相反，与某人作对。

by prep. near, beside. 靠近，在……旁边。

immediately adv. at once. 立刻，马上。

edge n. border, outer limit or boundary of a (flat) surface. 边缘。

local adj. of, special to, a place or district. 本地的，当地的。

turn back 后退；改变主意。

run for one's life 逃命。

perfectly adv. completely, quite. 十分地，完全地。

against prep. in contrast to. 表示衬托、相映或对照。

watch over guard, protect. 照看，保护。


9　出逃的囚犯
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斯台普顿先生于当日下午前来庄园拜访亨利爵士。第二天早晨，他带着我们去看了那个罪恶的雨果出事的地点。然后，我们在格林盆宅邸吃了午饭。亨利爵士显然认为斯台普顿小姐很漂亮。他的目光一直追随着她。他非常喜欢她，我还敢肯定她对他也有此同感。在我们回家的路上，他屡次谈到了她。自从第一次见面之后，我们便几乎每天都能见到斯台普顿兄妹。

不久之后，亨利爵士深深地爱上了漂亮的斯台普顿小姐，这点已相当明显了。我起初以为斯台普顿会为他的妹妹与亨利爵士的结合而大为高兴的。然而，我不久之后便意识到他并不想让他们之间的友谊发展为爱情。他想尽办法避免他俩有独处的机会。他们曾有一两次想方设法单独见面了，可是斯台普顿跟踪了他们，见他们在一起时并不高兴。

我很快又遇到了亨利爵士的另一位邻居。他是福兰克兰先生，住在庄园以南约四英里远的地方。他是一位面色红润、头发银白的老人。他有两个癖好。其一是争辩。他会和所有的人争论一番。其二是研究星相。他为此买了个很大的望远镜。数天来他一直在用这架望远镜注视着沼地。他希望能发现塞尔登，那个逃犯。两周以来没人见过那个囚犯，大家都以为他可能已经离开沼地了。

几天之后的一个晚上，我在凌晨两点钟左右时被响声弄醒了。我听见有人在我的门外轻声走动。我爬起身来，打开房门并向外张望。我看到白瑞摩正小心谨慎而又悄无声息地从我这边走开。我尽量无声无息地跟着他。他走进了一间没人住的卧室并把房门就那么开着。我悄悄地走到房门跟前并向里边瞧去。

白瑞摩正站在窗户旁。他手里拿着蜡烛，透过窗户盯着外面的沼地。他一动不动地站了几分钟，然后弄灭了蜡烛。

我赶快回到了我的房中。几分钟之后我听到白瑞摩轻轻地走过我的门口。

第二天早晨我将我所看到的情景告给了亨利爵士。

“我们得跟踪他并看看他在干些什么，”亨利爵士说道。“要是我们小心走动的话他是不会听见我们的。”

那天晚上我们坐在亨利爵士的房间里等着。大约在凌晨3点钟时，我们听到了卧室外面的脚步声。我们向外望去，看到了白瑞摩。我们尽量无声无息地跟踪着他。他同前一次一样，又到了那个房间里。我们来到房门旁边向里望去。白瑞摩手里拿着蜡烛，正望着窗外的沼地。这和我前一天夜里看到的情景一模一样。

亨利爵士走进屋里并且说道：“你在这里干什么呢，白瑞摩？”

白瑞摩赶快转过身来，脸上露出又惊又怕的神色。

“没干什么，爵爷，”他说道。由于他的手抖动着，墙壁上烛光里的人影也不停地上下跳动着。“是由于窗户，爵爷。我在夜间巡视是想看看窗户是否都已关好了，而这个窗户并没关好。”

“得了吧，白瑞摩，”亨利爵士说道。“不要撒谎。你用那个蜡烛干什么？你刚才可是把它举在窗口了。”

我突然灵机一动。“我想他那时是在传送信号，”我说道。“我们来看一下沼地上是否有人回答信号。”

我把蜡烛高举向窗口并注视着漆黑的外面。突然之间，一个光点从沼地那边回应着。

“就在那儿。”我喊道。我在窗户边前后晃动着蜡烛。沼地上的灯光也以同样的方式移动着以回应我们。

“我说，白瑞摩，沼地上的你的那个朋友是谁？发生着什么事情？”

“那是我个人的事，”白瑞摩说道。“我不会告诉您的。”

“你是在搞什么阴谋加害我吗？”亨利爵士说道。

“不，爵爷，不是害您呀！”从我们身后传来了一个声音。此人是白瑞摩太太。她一直跟踪着我们，现在正站在门口。“是为了我他才这么干的。我那不幸的弟弟正在沼地上忍饥受冻。我们不能让他死。这烛光是告诉他食物已经给他准备好了。他那边的灯光则向我们表明我们该把食物送到什么地点。”

“那么说，你的弟弟是……”亨利爵士开口道。

“是那个潜逃的罪犯，爵爷。塞尔登，那个杀人凶手。他是我弟弟，他干了许多坏事。但是对我来讲他依旧是我曾爱护过的那个小男孩。我得帮他。我丈夫所做的一切都是为了我。请别把他辞掉。这不是他的过错。”

亨利爵士转向白瑞摩，并说道：

“你帮你太太的忙，我不能为此怪你。去上床睡觉吧，我们明早再谈这件事。”

白瑞摩夫妇从我们这儿走开了。

“那个杀人凶手正在外边的那个亮光旁等着呢，”亨利爵士说道。“他对大家都是个危险。我要去抓住他。如果您想和我一道去的话，华生，那就去取您的左轮手枪，然后咱们就去吧。”

我们马上离开了庄园。

“我们必须出其不意地将其抓获，”亨利爵士说道。“他是个危险人物。我说，华生，这样干福尔摩斯会说什么呢？您还记得那份古老的手稿怎么说的吗？说恶魔兴于黑夜。”

他正说话的当中，沼地上传来了一声奇怪的叫声。就是我在格林盆大泥潭边缘与斯台普顿在一起时听到的那种声音。

“那是什么声音？”亨利爵士问道。他停下了脚步，抓住我的胳膊把我往回拽。

“我以前听到过这种声音，”我说道。“斯台普顿说这是一种鸟的叫声。”

“华生，”亨利爵士说道，他的声音这时颤抖着。“这是猎犬的叫声。当地人把它叫什么呢？”

“他们说这是巴斯克维尔猎犬的叫声。”我回答道。

“难道那个故事中真有几分真实的成分吗？”亨利爵士说道。“我真的正受到那个邪恶的东西的威胁吗？我认为我与大多数人一样勇敢，可是这个声音使我毛骨悚然。不过，我们是来抓罪犯的，恶魔本人也不能把我吓回头。”

要在黑暗之中走过沼地是件难事，但是我们最终还是到达了光亮所在之处。蜡烛被搁在了一块岩石之上。突然之间，一张邪恶的、与其说是人不如说是野兽般的面孔从岩石后面探出来张望着我们。这个逃犯看到我们便尖叫着转身逃开了。

我和亨利爵士都是飞毛腿，身体又很健康，可是我们很快便意识到已没机会抓获塞尔登了。他既识路又在逃命。不久之后我们便在黑暗之中看不到他了，因此我们便停下脚步，喘着粗气坐下来休息一会儿。

就在那时，发生了一件非常奇怪的事情。月亮低悬在我们右侧的空中，我们在月光下看到一座小山的尖顶。在山顶上站着一个又高又瘦的男子，他背后的天幕上挂着一轮月亮。他一动不动地站着。他正注视着我们。

此人并非塞尔登，塞尔登已从那座山的旁边跑远了。此人要比他高得多。我惊叫一声，向亨利爵士转过身去。就在我转身时此人便消失了。

我本想去小山那边搜寻一番的，但是我们已精疲力尽了，我还想到亨利爵士可能有危险。于是我们便回巴斯克维尔庄园去了。

我所看到的这位背对月亮而站立的高个男人是谁？他是敌人还是密切注视着我们的朋友？

我越来越希望福尔摩斯能够从伦敦脱身到巴斯克维尔庄园来。每隔不几天我便给他写封信，详尽地告诉他有关这儿所发生的每件事情以及我所见到的每位人士的情况。


10

The Letter

The following day was dull and foggy. The Hall was surrounded by heavy, low clouds, which opened now and then to show the grim, cold moor and its wet, grey rocks. The weather made us miserable. It was difficult to be cheerful when we felt danger all around us. I thought of Sir Charles' death, and the awful sound of the hound, which I had now heard twice. Holmes did not believe that there was a supernatural hound. But facts are facts, and I had heard a hound. Was there a huge hound living on the moor? If so, where could it hide? Where did it get its food? Why was it never seen by day? It was almost as difficult to accept a natural explanation as a supernatural explanation.

That morning Sir Henry and Barrymore argued about Selden, the escaped prisoner. Barrymore said that it was wrong to try to catch Selden.

'But the man is dangerous,' said Sir Henry. 'He'll do anything. Nobody is safe until he is in prison again. We must tell the police.'

'I promise he won't break into any house,' said Barrymore, 'and he won't cause any trouble. In a few days he will catch a boat for South America. Please don't tell the police about him. If you tell the police, my wife and I will be in serious trouble.'

'What do you say, Watson?' asked Sir Henry, turning to me.

'I don't think he will break into houses, or cause trouble. If he did, the police would know where to look for him and would catch him. He's not a stupid man.'

'I hope you're right,' said Sir Henry. I'm sure we're breaking the law. But I don't want to get Barrymore and his wife into trouble, so I shall not tell the police. I shall leave Selden in peace.'

Barrymore could not find the words to thank Sir Henry enough. Then he said: 'You have been so kind to us that I want to do something for you in return. I have never told anyone else. I know something more about poor Sir Charles' death.'

Sir Henry and I jumped up at once.

'Do you know how he died?' Sir Henry asked.

'No, sir, I don't know that, but I know why he was waiting at the gate. He was going to meet a woman.'

'Sir Charles was meeting a woman? Who was the woman?'

'I don't know her name,' Barrymore said, 'but it begins with L. L.'

'How do you know this, Barrymore?' I asked.

'Well, Sir Charles got a letter on the morning of the day he died. It was from Newtown, and the address was in a woman's writing. I forgot all about it, but some time after Sir Charles died my wife was cleaning the fireplace in his study. She found a Letter. Most of it was burned, but the bottom of one page was not burned. On it was written: "Please, please, burn this letter, and be at the gate by ten o'clock. L. L." The paper fell into pieces as my wife went to move it. We don't know who L. L. is, but if you could find out, you might learn more about Sir Charles' death. We haven't told anyone else. We felt it would not be good for poor, kind Sir Charles. But we thought we ought to tell you, Sir Henry.'

The Barrymores left us and Sir Henry turned to me. 'If we can find L. L., the mystery may be at an end,' he said. 'What do you think we should do, Watson?'

'I must write to Holmes at once,' I said, and I went straight to my room and wrote a letter to Holmes, which gave him all the details of Barrymore's story.

On the following day heavy rain fell without stopping. I put on my coat and went for a long walk on the moor. I thought of Selden out on the cold moor in this weather. And I thought of the other man, the mysterious watcher.

As I walked, Dr Mortimer drove past me. He stopped and said he would take me back to the Hall.

'I expect you know almost everybody living near here,' I said. 'Do you know a woman whose names begin with the letters L. L.?'

Dr Mortimer thought for a minute, and then he said: 'Yes, Mrs Laura Lyons. She lives in Newtown.'

'Who is she?' I asked.

'She's Mr Frankland's daughter.'

'What, old Frankland who has the large telescope?'

'Yes,' said Dr Mortimer. 'Laura married a painter called Lyons who came to paint pictures of the moor. But he was cruel to her, and after a while he left her. Her father will not speak to her, because she married against his wishes. So her husband and her father have made her life very unhappy.'

'How does she live?' I asked.

'Several people who knew her sad story have helped her. Stapleton and Sir Charles gave her some money. I gave a little myself. She used the money to start a typewriting business.'

Dr Mortimer wanted to know why I was asking about Mrs Lyons. However, I preferred to keep the reason secret, and we talked about other things for the rest of the journey.

Only one other thing of interest happened that day. In the evening after dinner I had a few words with Barrymore alone. I asked him whether Selden had left the country.

'I don't know, sir,' Barrymore replied.' I hope he has gone. But I've not heard anything of him since I last left food and some clothes for him, and that was three days ago.'

'Did you see him then?'

'No, sir, but the food and clothes were gone when I next went that way,' Barrymore told me.

'Then Selden was certainly there?' I asked.

'I think so, sir, unless the other man took everything.'

I sat very still and looked hard at Barrymore. 'You know there is another man, then? Have you seen him?'

'No, sir, but Selden told me about him a week or more ago. He is hiding from someone, too, but he is not an escaped prisoner. I don't like it, sir. Something evil is going to happen, I'm sure. Sir Henry would be much safer in London.'

'Did Selden tell you anything more about the other man?' I asked.

'He looked like a gentleman. He was living in one of the old stone huts on the moor. A boy works for him and brings him all the food and things he needs. That's all Selden told me.'

I thanked him, and he left me. I went to the window and looked out at the rain and the clouds. It was a wild night. I knew the huts Barrymore had spoken about. There were many of them on the moor. They had been built many hundreds of years ago by the people who lived on the moor. They would not keep a man warm and dry in bad weather. Selden could not choose to live anywhere else, but why did the other man live in such conditions?

I sat and thought what I should do next. I decided I must try to find the man who had been watching us. Was he the enemy who had been following us since the very beginning in London? If he was, and I could catch him, perhaps our difficulties would be at an end.

I also decided to hunt the man on my own. Sir Henry was still shaken by the terrible cry we had heard on the moor. I did not want to add to his troubles or to lead him into more danger.



dull adj. not clear or bright. 晦暗的；not exciting. 枯燥的。

foggy adj. dense, not clear because of fog. 有雾的，雾色朦胧的。

miserable adj. wretched, very unhappy. 可怜的，愁苦的。

by day during daylight. 白天里。

break into 破门而入。

leave sb. in peace 不打扰某人。

in return 作为报答。

fireplace n. grate or hearth for a fire in a room, usually of brick or stone in the wall. 壁炉。

study n. 书房。

at an end 终结，到头。

straight adv. directly, without turning aside or delay. 直接。

against one's wishes 违背某人意愿。

husband n. man to whom a woman is married. 丈夫。

typewrite v. 用打字机打出。

prefer v. choose rather, like better. 较喜欢，宁愿。

secret adj. not open. 秘密的；n. 秘密，秘诀。

journey n. distance travelled (esp. on land). 旅行（尤指至遥远地方的陆路之行）。

hut n. 简陋的小屋。

on one's own by oneself. 独自。

shake (shook, shaken) v. tremble. 震惊，颤抖。

lead sb. into danger 给某人招致危险。


10　一封信件
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次日阴晦多雾。庄园被低沉的浓雾包围起来。它们时而散开，露出晦暗而又寒冷的沼地及其湿漉漉、灰蒙蒙的岩石。天气使得我们心情沉重。处于危险之中时很难高兴起来。我想起了查尔斯爵士的死，还有猎犬发出的可怕的吼声，这种声音我已听到过两次了。福尔摩斯不相信世上会有一只超乎自然的猎犬存在。但是，事实总归是事实，我本人也听到了猎犬的声音。沼地上确有一只巨大的猎犬吗？假如真有的话，那它藏在什么地方呢？它到哪里去找吃的呢？白天为何没人看到过它呢？合乎自然的解释几乎和超乎自然的解释一样难以叫人接受。

那天早晨，亨利爵士与白瑞摩就那个逃犯塞尔登而争辩了起来。白瑞摩说去抓塞尔登是件错事。

“可是此人很危险，”亨利说道。“他什么事情都干得出来。直到他被重新关押起来，大家才会获得安全。我们必须报告警方。”

“我保证他不会闯进任何人家，”白瑞摩说道，“他也不会惹任何麻烦。几天之后他将乘船去南美。请别向警方告发他。您若报告了警方，我和我妻子就会有很大的麻烦。”

“华生，您有何高见？”亨利爵士转身向我问道。

“我认为他不会闯进任何人家或惹任何麻烦。否则的话，警方就会知道该在何处搜寻并抓获他了。他并不是一个蠢货。”

“我希望您是对的，”亨利爵士说道。“我敢肯定我们现在是在犯法。可是我不想使白瑞摩及其太太陷于困境之中，所以我是不会向警方告发的。我将不再过问塞尔登的事情了。”

白瑞摩找不出足以用来感谢亨利爵士的话语。接着他说道：“您对我们真是太好了，我想因此报答您。有件事我从未对旁人讲过。关于不幸的查尔斯爵爷的死我还知道些别的情况。”

我和亨利爵士立刻跳起身来。

“你知道他是怎么死的吗？”亨利爵士问道。

“不知道，爵爷，那个我可不知道；不过我知道他站在门口等人的缘由。他是为了和一位女士会面。”

“查尔斯爵士要和一位女士会面？那个女人是谁？”

“我不知道她的姓名，”白瑞摩说道，“但是它是以L. L. 开头的。”

“你是如何知道这个的，白瑞摩？”我问道。

“啊，查尔斯爵爷在他去世的那天早上收到了一封来信。这封信发自纽顿，地址还是女人的笔迹。我已把这些忘得一干二净了。但在查尔斯爵爷死去之后过了一段时间，我妻子去清理他书房内的壁炉。她发现了一封信。大部分信已烧焦了，只有一页信纸的底端还未被烧尽。上面写着：‘请您千万将此信烧掉，并在10点钟时到栅门那里去。L. L.’我妻子伸手去碰它时它就变成碎片了。我们不知道谁是L. L.，但是您若能找到那位女士的话，您就会多知道些关于查尔斯爵爷的死的情况了。我们从未把它告诉给别人。我们认为把这件事兜出来对我们的那位可怜的、好心的查尔斯爵爷并没有什么好处。但是我们已觉得应该告诉给您，亨利爵爷。”

白瑞摩夫妇离开了我们，亨利爵士向我转过身来。“要是我们能够查明L. L. 这个人，整个疑团就真相大白了。”他说道，“您认为我们应该干什么呢，华生？”

“我必须马上给福尔摩斯写信，”我说道，于是便径自到房间里给福尔摩斯写信去了。那封信给他提供了白瑞摩所讲的故事的种种细节。

第二天大雨终日。我穿上外衣，到沼地上长途散步去了。我想到了在这种天气里身处寒冷的沼地的塞尔登。我还想到了另一个人，那个神秘的监视者。

我正走时，摩梯末医生从我身旁驱车而过。他停了下来，还说他将把我送回庄园。

“我觉得您认识住在这儿附近的几乎每个人。”我说道，“您认识姓名以L. L. 字母开头的女士吗？”

摩梯末医生思考了片刻，然后说道：“认识，有一位劳拉·莱昂丝夫人。她住在纽顿。”

“她是谁啊？”我问道。

“她是弗兰克兰先生的女儿。”

“什么？就是那个有个大望远镜的老弗兰克兰吗？”

“是的，”摩梯末医生讲道。“劳拉曾和一位名叫莱昂丝的、到沼地写生的画家结了婚。但是他对她很残暴，不日之后还离开了她。她父亲坚决和她不讲话了，因为她当时是违背父亲的意愿而结的婚。因此，她的丈夫和她的父亲已使她的生活非常不幸福。”

“那她怎么生活呢？”我问道。

“知晓她那悲惨故事的几个人帮助着她。斯台普顿与查尔斯爵士给过她一些钱。我本人也给过一点。她用这些钱开始干打字的营生。”

摩梯末医生想知道我问这些问题的目的何在。然而，我还是想把其中的原因保密起来，我们在余下的旅途中便谈了些别的事情。

那一天只发生了另一件有趣的事情。晚上，晚饭过后我私下与白瑞摩聊了几句。我问他塞尔登是否已经离开了这个国家。

“我不知道，先生，”白瑞摩应答道。“我希望他已走了。但是，自从上次给他送食物和衣物以来，我便再也没听到过关于他的情况。那已是三天之前的事了。”

“那一次你看到他了吗？”

“没有，先生，但是当我再到那里去时，食物和衣物已经不见了。”白瑞摩告诉我。

“那么说，他一定还在那里吗？”我问道。

“我是这么认为的，先生，除非是另外那个人拿走了一切东西。”

我静坐着，眼睛直盯着白瑞摩。“那么说，你是知道还有另外一个人的啰？你见过他吗？”

“没有，先生，但是塞尔登大约在一周之前或是更早些时告诉了我有关他的情况。他也在躲藏着呢，但是他并不是个逃犯。我并不喜欢这种局势，先生。我敢肯定，这儿将要发生一件邪恶的事情。亨利爵爷在伦敦则要安全得多。”

“塞尔登还就另外那个人对你讲了些什么？”我问道。

“他看起来像位绅士。他住在沼地上的一个古老的小石屋中。有个小男孩为他服务，给他送来他所需要的食物和其他东西。塞尔登就告诉了我这么多。”

我谢过了他，他就走开了。我走到窗前，望着屋外的雨和云彩。这是个暴风雨夜。我知道白瑞摩谈及的那些石屋。沼地上有许多石屋。它们是在数百年前由住在沼地上的那些人们修建的，天气恶劣时里边的住户会感到又冷又潮。塞尔登是别无他处可住才待在那儿的，但是另外那个人为何要居住在那么恶劣的条件下呢？

我坐下来，思考着我下一步的举动。我已决定了，我一定要竭力找到一直监视着我们的那个人。他是那个从伦敦便开始跟踪着我们的敌人吗？如果是的话，如果我能将其抓获的话，那么我们的困境也许就到头了。

我还决定独自去搜寻那个人。亨利爵士依旧因我们在沼地上听到的那个可怕的吼声而心绪不宁。我不想再给他添什么麻烦或者把他引向更危险的处境。
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Laura Lyons

I told Sir Henry about Laura Lyons, and that I wanted to speak to her as soon as possible. Then I went to her house in Newtown.

A maid took me into the sitting room, where a very pretty lady with dark hair was working at a typewriter. I told her who I was, and that I had met her father.

'I have no contact with my father,' she said. 'He gave me no help when I was in trouble. Sir Charles Baskerville and some other kind people helped me when I was poor and hungry.'

'It is about Sir Charles that I have come to see you,' I said. 'I want to know if you ever wrote to him and asked him to meet you.'

She looked very angry, and her face went white.

'What a question!' she said. 'What right have you to ask me about my private life? But the answer is "no".'

'Surely you are not remembering clearly,' I said. 'I think you wrote to him on the day that he died. And your letter said: "Please, please, burn this letter, and be at the gate by ten o'clock."'

For a moment I thought she was going to faint. Then she said in a low voice: 'I asked Sir Charles to tell nobody.'

'You must not think that Sir Charles spoke to anyone about you,' I said. 'He put the letter on the fire, but not all of it was burnt. Now, did you write that letter to him?'

'Yes,' she said. 'Why should I be ashamed of writing to him? I wanted him to help me. I learned that he was going to London early on the following day, so I asked him to meet me before he went. I could not go to the Hall earlier that day.'

'But why did you ask him to meet you in the garden instead of in the house?' I asked.

'Do you think it would be sensible for a woman to go at that time of night into the house of an unmarried man?' she asked.

'Well, what happened when you got there?' I asked.

'I didn't go,' she replied.

'Mrs Lyons!'

'I tell you I did not go. Something happened that stopped me from going. I can't tell you what it was.'

'Mrs Lyons,' I said. 'If you did not see Sir Charles, you must tell me why. If you do not, it will look very bad for you if I have to go to the police with this new piece of information about the letter.'

Mrs Lyons thought for a moment, and then she said: 'I see that I must tell you. Perhaps you know that I married a man who was very cruel to me. I hate him and I wanted to get a divorce. But a divorce is expensive, and I had no money. I thought that if Sir Charles heard my sad story, he would help me to get a divorce.'

'Then why didn't you go to see Sir Charles?' I asked her.

'Because I got help from someone else,' she said.

'Why didn't you write to Sir Charles and tell him?'

'I was going to, but I saw in the newspaper the next morning that he had died.'

I asked Mrs Lyons a number of other questions, but she did not change her story, whatever I asked her. I was sure that she was telling the truth. I could check two important parts of the story. If they were right, there could be no doubt that she was telling the truth. I could check that she had begun to get her divorce at about the time of Sir Charles' death. I could also check that she had not been to Baskerville Hall on the night of Sir Charles' death.

But I was not sure that she had told me the whole truth. Why had she nearly fainted when I had told her about the letter? That was not completely explained by the story she had told me.

I had discovered all I could for the moment. I left her, and went to search for more information in a different place.



as soon as possible 尽快。

faint v. lose consciousness (because of loss of blood, the heat, shock, etc.) 昏厥；adj. weak, indistinct, not clear. （指察觉到的东西）微弱的，模糊的，不清楚的。

be ashamed of feeling shame, lossing self-respect caused by one's folly. 惭愧，感到羞愧。

following adj. next. 下一个的。

divorce v. legal ending of a marriage so that husband and wife are free to marry again. 离婚；n. 离婚。

a number of a lot of. 许多。

whatever n. anything or everything that. 任何事物；adj. （强调）任何种类、程度的。

for the moment 目前，暂时。


11　劳拉·莱昂丝
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我告诉了亨利爵士关于劳拉·莱昂丝的事情，还说我想尽快与她谈一谈。此后我便到纽顿去了她家。

一位女仆将我带进了起居室，一位非常漂亮的黑发女士正坐在打字机前工作。我告诉了她我是谁，还说我曾见过她父亲。

“我与我父亲之间没什么联系，”她讲道。“在我身处困境时他没有给我丝毫的帮助。查尔斯·巴斯克维尔爵士与别的一些好心肠的人们在我又穷又饿时曾经帮助过我。”

“我就是因为查尔斯爵士的事情才来见您的，”我说道。“我想知道您是否曾经给他写信并请求他来见您一面。”

她看上去十分愤怒，她的面孔还变得苍白。

“岂有此理的问题！”她说道。“您有何权利向我询问有关我的私人生活的事情？但是我的回答是：‘没有。’”

“您肯定没记清楚，”我说道。“我认为您在他临终的那天曾给他写过信。您的信中还是这么写的：‘请您千万将此信烧掉，并在10点钟的时候到栅门那里去。’”

我一度以为她就要晕厥了。接着，她低声说道：“我曾请求查尔斯爵士不要告诉任何人的。”

“您不该认为查尔斯爵士曾同任何人谈起您，”我说道。“他把这封信投在火中了，但并没全烧掉。我说，您曾给他写过那封信吗？”

“是的，我写过，”她说道。“我为何要为曾写信给他而感到羞愧呢？我本想让他帮助我。我听说他第二天一大早就要到伦敦去。那天我又不能早一点到庄园去。”

“但是您为何要求他在花园里而不是在屋里与您会面呢？”我问道。

“您想，一个女人在夜间的那个时候到一个单身汉的家里明智吗？”她问道。

“噢，您到那里去时发生了什么事情？”我问道。

“我并没有去。”她应答道。

“莱昂丝太太！”

“我告诉您我并没有去。发生了一件事使我去不成了。我不能告给您这是件什么事。”

“莱昂丝太太，”我讲道，“如果您并没见到查尔斯爵士的话，您一定要告诉我其中的缘由。要是您不肯说出来的话，而我带着有关这封信件的新线索去警察局，形势将对您非常不利。”

莱昂丝太太斟酌了片刻，接着说道：“我看来得告诉您了。您也许知道我嫁给了一个对我非常残酷的男子。我恨他，我曾想与他离婚。可是离婚是桩昂贵的事情，而我又没有什么钱。我当时觉得，要是查尔斯爵士听到了我那悲惨的故事的话，他就会帮助我离婚。”

“那么您为什么又没有去见查尔斯爵士呢？”我向她问道。

“因为我从别人那儿已得到帮助了。”她说道。

“为什么您没有写信给查尔斯爵士并告诉他呢？”

“我是打算这么做的，但在第二天早上我在报纸上看到了他已死的消息。”

我问了莱昂丝太太许多别的问题，但是她不管我怎么问都不肯改口。我敢保证她讲了实话。我可以验证一下她的叙述中关键的两点。如果这两处正确无误，那么无疑她是在讲真话。我可以调查一下，看看她在查尔斯爵士逝去之时是否真的开始办离婚。我还可以调查一下，看看她是否在查尔斯爵士逝去的当晚真的没去巴斯克维尔庄园。

但是我不敢肯定她是否已告诉了我全部实情。当我告诉她关于这封信的事情时她为何几乎要晕了过去呢？这点由她告诉我的故事不能完全解释得通。

目前我已竭尽全力去发现探索了。我离开了她，到另一个地方搜寻更多的信息。
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The Man on the Moor

I drove out of Newtown and went to begin my search for the mysterious man on the moor. There were hundreds of the old stone huts on the moor. Barrymore did not know in which of them the mysterious man was living. I had seen the man on the night when Sir Henry and I had chased Selden, so I decided to start my search near that place.

The path I took ran past Mr Frankland's house, and I saw him standing at his gate. He called to me, and invited me to go in and have a drink with him. He had been arguing with the police, and was angry with them. He began to tell me about it.

'But they will be sorry,' he said. 'I could tell them where to look for the escaped prisoner, but I am not going to help them. You see, I have been searching the moors with my telescope, and although I have not actually seen the prisoner, I have seen the person who is taking him food.'

I thought of Barrymore and Mrs Barrymore's worried faces. But Mr Frankland's next words showed me that I did not need to worry.

'You will be surprised to hear that a young boy takes food to the prisoner. The boy goes by at about the same time each day, and he is always carrying a bag. Who else can he be going to see—except the prisoner? Come and look through my telescope, and you will see that I am right. It is about this time each day that the boy goes by.'

We went up onto the roof, and we did not have to wait long. There was someone moving on a hill in front of the house. I looked through the telescope and saw a small boy with a bag over his shoulder. He looked around to make sure that nobody was following him, and then he disappeared over the hill.

'Remember that I don't want the police to know my secret, Dr Watson,' Frankland reminded me. I'm too angry with them at the moment to help them.'

I agreed not to tell the police, and said goodbye. I walked along the road while Frankland was watching me, but as soon as I was round the corner, I went towards the hill where we had seen the boy.

The sun was already going down when I reached the top of the hill. I could not see the boy, and there was nothing else in that lonely place. Beneath me on the other side of the hill was a circle of old stone huts. In the middle of the circle was one hut that had a better roof than the others, so it would keep out the wind and the rain. This must be the place where the mysterious man was hiding! I would soon know his secret.

As I walked towards the hut, I saw that someone had certainly been using it. A path had been worn up to the door. I took my revolver out of my pocket, and checked that it was ready to fire. I walked quickly and quietly up to the hut, and looked inside. The place was empty.

But this was certainly where the man lived. As I looked round the hut, I knew that the mysterious man must have a very strong character. No other person could live in conditions as bad as these. There were some blankets on a flat stone where the man slept. There had been a fire in one corner. There were some cooking pots, and a large bowl half full of water. In the middle of the hut was another large flat stone which was used as a table, and on it was the bag the boy had been carrying. Under the bag I saw a piece of paper with writing on it. Quickly, I picked up the paper and read what was written on it. It said: 'Dr Watson has gone to Newtown.'

I realized that the mysterious man had told someone to watch me, and this was a message from his spy. Was the man a dangerous enemy? Or was he a friend who was watching us to make sure we were safe? I decided I would not leave the hut until I knew.

Outside, the sun was low in the sky. Everything looked calm and peaceful in the golden evening light. But I did not feel peaceful or calm. I felt frightened as I waited for the mysterious man.

Then I heard footsteps coming towards the hut. As they came closer, I moved into the darkest corner of the hut. I did not want the man to see me until I had looked closely at him. The footsteps stopped, and I could hear nothing at all. Then the man began to move again, and the footsteps came closer. A shadow fell across the door of the hut.

'It's a lovely evening, my dear Watson,' said a voice I knew well. 'I really think you will enjoy it more out here.'



chase v. run after. 追赶。

although conj. 虽然，即便。

look through try to see sth. by... 透过……看。

shoulder n. 肩膀。

remind v. cause sb. to remember or think. 提醒；使某人想起。

be round the corner 走过拐角处。

circle n. sth. round like a ring. （几何）圆；圆形物。

blanket n. thick, woolen covering used on beds. 毛毯，毡子。

pot n. round vessel for holding liquids or solids, for cooking things in. 锅，罐，盆（当作容器、烹调用）。

spy n. person who tries to get secret information. 间谍。

peaceful adj. quiet, undisturbed. 安宁的，不受打扰的。

shadow n. area of shade, dark shape, thrown on the ground, a wall, floor, etc. 影子、阴影。


12　沼地上的那个人
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我驶出了纽顿，去开始搜寻沼地上的那位神秘人。沼地上有成百上千的古老的石屋。白瑞摩不知道那位神秘人住在其中的哪一栋里。在我与查尔斯爵士追赶塞尔登的那个晚上我曾见过那个人，所以我决定从那个地方附近开始找起。

我所走的这条小路经过弗兰克兰先生的家，我还看到他正站在门口。他叫我一声，并邀请我进屋和他喝一杯。他一直与警方争讼着，而且对警方十分气愤。他开始告诉我这些事情。

“但是他们将会后悔的，”他说道。“我本来能告诉他们该到哪里去找那个逃犯，但是我不想帮他们的忙。您是知道的，我一直在用我的望远镜搜寻这些沼地，而且虽然我没有真正地看到过那个罪犯，但是我已经学看见了给他送饭的那个人。”

我想到了白瑞摩及他太太焦虑的面容。但是，弗兰克兰下边的话语表明我不必为此担忧了。

“当您听到一个小男孩给罪犯送食物的时候，您一定会感到吃惊吧。那个男孩每天都在同一时间经过，还总提着一个包。他还会去见谁呢——除了那个罪犯之外？过来，向我的望远镜里瞧瞧，您就会知道我是对的。每天就在这个时候那个男孩路过此处。”

我们到了屋顶上，我们并不需久等。有人正在屋前的小山上移动着。我透过望远镜看到肩上扛着一个包的小男孩。他向四处张望着以确保没人跟踪他，后来就在山那边不见了。

“记住：我不想叫警方知道我的秘密，华生医生，”费兰克兰提醒我说，“我现在对他们太生气了，都不想帮他们的忙。”

我同意不告诉警方并道了别。弗兰克兰望着我时我便顺着大路走，但是一转过弯我就朝着看到小男孩的那座小山走去。

当我到达山顶时，太阳就要落山了。我看不见那个小男孩，在这个荒凉的地方也没有旁人。在我下面山坡的另一旁有一些围成一圈的古老的石屋。中间有一栋屋顶比其他的要好一些，可以挡风避雨。这一定就是那位神秘人的藏身之处了。我不久就可知晓他的秘密了。

当我朝着石屋走去时，我意识到一定有人用过这地方。一条小路已被人踩出，一直通向房门。我从衣兜里取出了左轮手枪，并确认它可以随时射击。我快速、轻盈地向小屋走去，并向屋里望了望。里面空空如也。

这显然是那个人居住的地方。我在石屋四周察看着，知道那位神秘人士一定有着坚强的性格。再无旁人可以在如此恶劣的条件下住下去了。在那人睡觉的石板上放着几条毛毯。小屋的一角曾生过火。屋角有一些餐锅和一个装了半碗水的大碗。在小屋的中央另有一块平平的、被当做桌子用的石板，桌上放着那个男孩扛着的那个包。我在包下看到了一张写着字的纸。我赶快拿起纸来，看看上面写些什么内容。上面写着：“华生医生已去纽顿了。”

我意识到那位神秘人已叫人去监视我，这便是从他的密探那里得来的消息。那他是个危险的敌人呢，还是密切关注着我们以确保我们安全的朋友呢？我下定决心，不弄清一切决不离开这小屋。

外面，太阳已经落得很低了。在金色的夕阳的照耀下，一切都显得那么安详、恬静。可是我丝毫感受不到这种宁静。我在等待那位神秘人之时感到很害怕。

后来，我听到了走向小屋的脚步声。当声音逼近时，我挪到了小屋里最阴暗的角落。在我没有仔细看清那人之前我并不想叫他看见我。脚步声停住了，我也什么都听不到了。后来，那个人又开始走动起来，脚步声也愈来愈近了。一条黑影由石屋的门那里投射进来。

“真是个可爱的傍晚，我亲爱的华生，”我很熟悉的一个声音说道。“我真觉得你到外边这儿来要享受些。”
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Too Late

For a moment or two I could neither breathe nor move. Then I felt my fear and unhappiness disappear, as I knew that I was no longer alone in my responsibility for Sir Henry. The dangers all around me did not seem so frightening. The cool voice could belong to only one man in the world.

'Holmes!' I cried. 'Holmes!'

I went outside the hut, and there was Holmes. He was sitting on a stone, and his grey eyes were dancing with amusement. He was thin and worn, but bright and wide-awake. His skin was brown from the wind and the sun. But his chin was smooth, and his shirt was white. He did not look like a man who had been living in the middle of the moor.

'I have never been so glad to see anyone in my life,' I said, 'nor so surprised.'

'I am surprised, too,' Holmes said, as he shook me warmly by the hand. 'How did you find me?'

I told him about Frankland, and how I had seen the boy with the food.

Holmes went into the hut, and looked at the food, and at the note with it. 'I guess that you have been to see Mrs Laura Lyons,' he said, and when I told him that he was right, he went on: 'When we put together everything that each of us has discovered, I expect we shall know almost everything about this case.

'But how did you get here?' I asked him. 'And what have you been doing? I thought you had to finish your case in London.'

'That is what I wanted you to think,' he said.

'Then you have tricked me, and have no confidence in me,' I said. I was upset and angry because he had not told me his plans.

'I am sorry if it seems I have tricked you, my dear Watson. I did not want our enemy to know I was here, but I wanted to be near enough to make sure that you and Sir Henry were safe. You are a kind person—too kind to leave me alone out here in bad weather. Our enemy would guess I was here if he saw you coming out with food, or with important news. You have been a very real help to me. Your letters with all their valuable information have been brought to me. You have done excellent work, and without you I would not have all the important details I needed.'

Holmes' warm words of thanks made me feel much happier, and I saw that he was right.

'That's better,' he said, as he saw the shadow lift from my face. 'Now tell me about your visit to Mrs Laura Lyons.'

I told Holmes everything Mrs Lyons had said.

'This is all very important,' Holmes said. 'It answers questions I have been unable to answer. Did you know that Mrs Lyons and Stapleton are very close friends? They often meet, and they write to each other. Perhaps I can use this information to turn Stapleton's wife against him...'

'His wife?' I asked. 'Who and where is she?'

'The lady called Miss Stapleton, who pretends to be his sister, is really his wife,' said Holmes.

'Good heavens, Holmes! Are you sure? If she is his wife, why did Stapleton allow Sir Henry to fall in love with her?'

'Sir Henry hurt nobody except himself when he fell in love with her. Stapleton took care that Sir Henry did not make love to her. I repeat that the lady is his wife, and not his sister. They came here only two years ago, and before that he had owned a school in the north of England. He told you that, and you told me in your letter. I checked on the school, and found that the man who had owned it went away with his wife when the school closed. They changed their name, but the couple who were described to me were without doubt the Stapletons.'

'But why do they pretend to be brother and sister?' I asked.

'Because Stapleton thought that she would be very much more useful to him if she appeared to be a free woman.'

Suddenly I saw behind Stapleton's smiling face a heart with murder in it. 'So he is our enemy! He is the man who followed us in London! And the warning note to Sir Henry came from Miss Stapleton.'

'Exactly,' said Holmes.

'But if Miss Stapleton is really his wife, why is he a close friend of Mrs Laura Lyons?'

'Your excellent work has given us the answer to that question, Watson. When you told me that Mrs Lyons was getting a divorce, I realized that she hoped to marry Stapleton. He told her that he was unmarried, and that he wanted to make her his wife. When she learns the truth, she may decide to help us. We must go and see her tomorrow.'

'One last question, Holmes,' I said. 'What is Stapleton trying to do?'

Holmes dropped his voice as he answered: 'Murder, cold-blooded murder. That is what Stapleton is trying to do. Do not ask me for details. I am about to catch him in a trap. There is only one danger—that he will act before I am ready. Another day, or perhaps two, and I shall complete my case. Until then you must guard Sir Henry very closely. You should be with him today. However, what you have discovered is very valuable.'

As he finished speaking, an awful scream—a long cry of pain and horror—broke the silence of the moor. The sound turned my blood to ice.

'Oh, my God,' I whispered. 'What is that?'

Holmes had jumped to his feet. 'Where is it, Watson?' he whispered, and I could see that he was shaken by the scream.

The hopeless cry came again, louder, nearer, and more terrible than before. With it came a new sound—deep and frightening.

'The hound!' cried Holmes. 'Come, Watson, come! Great heavens! If we are too late...'



neither... nor 既不……也不……。

responsibility n. duty. 责任，义务。

amusement n. 快乐。

brown adj. 棕色／褐色的。

chin n. the face below the mouth. 下巴。

trick n. mischievous or evil action. 诡计；计谋。

confidence n. trust. 信赖，信任。

valuable adj. of great value, worth or use. 有很大价值的；贵重的；很有用的。

turn against turn hostile to. 作对。

change one's name 改名换姓。

without doubt 无疑。

cold-blooded adj. purposefully cruel. 蓄意残忍的。

trap n. device for catching animals, etc. 陷阱。

complete v. end. 终结，了断；adj. total. 完全的。

jump to one's feet 跳起身来。

Great Heavens! （惊呼语）天哪！


13　太晚了
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有那么一小会儿我既喘不过气来也动弹不了身子。后来，我觉得我的恐怖与不快之情消失了，因为我知道我不再是独自承担对亨利爵士的责任了。四伏的危机似乎不那么令人恐惧了。这种冷静的声音在世上只可能属于一个人。

“福尔摩斯！”我喊道。“福尔摩斯！”

我走出小屋，福尔摩斯就在眼前。他正坐在一块石头上，他那灰色的眼珠高兴地转动起来。他显得又瘦又累，可是既机灵又清醒。他的皮肤由于风沙和日晒的侵袭变成了棕色。但是他的下巴刮得光光的，衬衫也很干净。他看上去并不像是一位在沼地里居住的人。

“在我的一生里，还从来没有因为看见任何人这么快活过，”我说道。“也从来没有这么吃惊过。”

“我也感到很吃惊，”福尔摩斯一边说着，一边温和地与我握手。“你是如何找到我的？”

我告诉他有关弗兰克兰的事情，还有我是如何看到带着食品的男孩的。

福尔摩斯进了石屋，并看了看食品，还看了看与它在一起的那个纸条。“我揣测你已去见过劳拉·莱昂丝太太了，”他说道，并在我告诉他他说对了时继续说道：“如果我们把每人发现的一切凑到一起，我期望我们就能知道有关这个案子的几乎一切内情了。”

“可是你是怎么到这儿来的呢？”我对他问道。“还有，你一直在干什么？我以为你得在伦敦办完你手头的那个案子呢。”

“那正是我希望你所想的。”他说道。

“那么说，你是在骗我，并不信任我呵！”我说道。我因他没有告诉我他的计划而气恼。

“如果看上去是我对你耍了什么花招的话，那就请你原谅我吧，我亲爱的华生。我不想叫咱们的对手知道我就在此地，但是我又想在附近来保证你和亨利爵士安然无恙。你是个好心肠的人——好得不能容忍我独自一人身处恶劣的环境之中。如果咱们的对手看到你带着食物出来了或带着重要的消息出来了，他就会猜到我在此地。你对我来说一直是种无可估量的帮助。你的那些带着宝贵信息的信件都已被送到我这儿。你干得很出色，要是没有你我就不会得到我所需要的那一切详情了。”

福尔摩斯的那些温暖的感谢话语使我觉得高兴多了，我还意识到他是对的。

“这样就好了，”他看到阴影已从我的脸上消失时这么说道。“现在告诉我你造访劳拉·莱昂丝太太的情况吧。”

我把莱昂丝太太所讲的全部内容告诉了福尔摩斯。

“这点至关重要，”福尔摩斯说道。“它回答了我一直不能回答的那些问题。你已知道莱昂丝太太和斯台普顿是关系密切的朋友了吧？他们常见面，还常通信。也许我可以用这条信息使斯台普顿的妻子与他作对……”

“他的妻子？”我问道。“她是谁，又在哪儿呢？”

“那位被称做斯台普顿小姐、装作是他妹妹的女士其实是他的妻子。”福尔摩斯讲道。

“天哪，福尔摩斯！你敢肯定吗？如果她是他的妻子的话，他为何让亨利爵士爱上了她呢？”

“亨利爵士坠入情网之时，他除了对本人之外对谁都不会构成伤害。斯台普顿曾特别留意避免亨利爵士对她调情。我再说一遍，那位女士就是他的妻子不是他的妹妹。他们在两年之前才来到这儿，但是在那之前他曾在英格兰北部办过一所学校。他告诉你那些事，你又在信中讲给了我。我将那个学校调查了一下，还发现办学校的那个男子在学校关闭之后就和他的妻子一道远走高飞了。他们更改了姓名，但是被描述给我的那对夫妇无疑就是斯台普顿一家。”

“但是，他们为何要装扮成兄妹呢？”我问道。

“因为斯台普顿早就想到了，如果她看似一个单身的自由女子就会对他要有用得多。”

我突然从斯台普顿的笑脸之后看到了他那暗藏杀机的狠毒心肠。“那么说他就是我们的敌人啰！他就是在伦敦尾随咱们的那个人！还有，送给亨利爵士的那个警告纸条是由斯台普顿小姐发出的。”

“正是。”福尔摩斯讲道。

“但是，如果斯台普顿小姐真是他的妻子的话，他为何会是劳拉·莱昂丝太太的亲密的朋友呢？”

“你杰出的工作已给我们提供了这个问题的答案，华生。当你告诉我莱昂斯太太计划离婚时，我便意识到她是希望嫁给斯台普顿的。他告诉她他还是未婚，而且想娶她为妻。她获悉事情的真相时，也许会下定决心帮助我们。我们明天必须去见她。”

“还有最后一个问题，福尔摩斯。”我讲道，“斯台普顿到底想干什么呢？”

福尔摩斯在回答时放低了声调：

“谋杀，残忍至极的谋杀。那便是斯台普顿的企图所在。别问我细节了。我将设个陷阱将其抓获。现在只有一个危险了——他说不定会在我准备就绪之前就行动。再过一天，或者也许是两天，我就要办完这个案子。在那以前，你必须注意保护好亨利爵士。你今天就该和他在一起。不过，你的发现很有价值。”

他说完话时，一声可怕的尖叫——一声很长的、痛苦和恐惧的喊叫打破了沼地上的沉静。这个声音使我毛骨悚然。

“哦，我的上帝，”我低声说道。“那是怎么回事？”

福尔摩斯已猛地站了起来。“是哪一边，华生？”他低声问道，我知道他被尖叫声震惊了。

绝望的喊声又传来了，比以往更大些，距离更近些，也更恐怖些。和它一起传来的还有一种新的声音——既低沉又恐怖。

“是猎犬！”福尔摩斯喊道。“来呀，华生，来呀！天哪！要是咱们来不及……”
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Death on the Moor

Holmes started running over the moor, and I followed him. From somewhere in front of us came one more hopeless scream. It was followed by the sound of something falling heavily. We stopped and listened.

I saw Holmes put his hand to his head. 'He has won, Watson. We're too late. I was mad not to act sooner. And you, Watson, look what, happens when you leave the man I asked you to guard. But if the worst has happened, we shall see that Stapleton doesn't go free.'

We ran through the dark towards the place where the cries had come from. We reached a rocky edge from which a steep side fell away. Below us we saw the body of a man. He was lying with his face down on the ground. He had fallen on his head, which was bent under him, and his neck was broken. Holmes lit a match. We saw with horror the blood running out onto the ground from his head.

We both remembered clearly the suit the man was wearing. It was a thick, red-brown country suit. It was the suit Sir Henry had been wearing on the morning when we first met him in Baker Street. We saw it for a moment and then the match went out. Our hearts turned sick and cold inside us.

'The devil! The murderer! I shall never forgive myself for leaving Sir Henry alone,' I whispered angrily.

'It's more my fault than yours,' said Holmes. 'I have let this good man die because I was busy with the last details of my case. It is the greatest mistake I have ever made. But why did he come out onto the moor? I told him it would lead to his death. Now both Sir Henry and his uncle have been murdered. By heavens, clever as he is, I shall trap Stapleton before another day is past.'

With heavy hearts we stood on either side of the broken body. Then Holmes bent over the body and began to move it. All of a sudden he began to laugh and jump up and down.

'Look at the face!' he shouted, hitting me on the back. 'It is not Sir Henry. It's Selden, the escaped prisoner.'

We turned the body over. There was no doubt about it. I had seen the face before, on the night Sir Henry and I had chased Selden over the moor. Then I suddenly remembered, and everything became clear. Sir Henry had told me how he gave his old clothes to Barrymore. I realized that this suit had been among the clothes Barrymore had left for Selden, and I told Holmes.

'Then the clothes have caused the death of the poor man. The hound had been given something of Sir Henry's to smell so that it would pick up his scent and follow him. I think that is why the shoe was taken from the hotel in London. So the hound followed the scent and hunted this man. But there is one thing I don't understand. How did Selden know that the hound was following him? We know he ran a long way. He was screaming for a long time before he fell, and we could hear that he was running as he screamed. So the hound was a long way behind him when he began to run. How could he see it in the dark? How did he know it was there, until it was close behind him?'

'I cannot answer that,' I said, 'but there is something else I don't understand. Why was the hound out on the moor tonight? Stapleton would not let it go out unless he thought Sir Henry was there.'

'We may know the answer to that question very soon,' said Holmes. 'Here comes Stapleton.'

His sharp eyes had seen a figure moving in the darkness in front of us, and as the man came closer, I could see that it was indeed Stapleton.

'We must be very careful not to show that we suspect him,' Holmes warned me.

Stapleton stopped when he saw us, and then walked forward again. 'Dr Watson, is that you? I didn't expect to see you on the moor at this time of night. But, dear me, what's this? Somebody hurt? Not—don't tell me that it's our friend Sir Henry!'

He went past me and bent over the dead man. I heard him breathe in quickly.

'Who... who is this?' he asked, his voice shaking.

'It's Selden, the escaped prisoner.'

Stapleton quickly managed to hide the look of surprise and disappointment on his face as he turned towards us. He looked sharply from Holmes to me. 'Dear me! How terrible! How did he die?'

'We think he broke his neck by falling over the edge of these rocks,' I said.

'I heard a cry, and that is why I came out. I was worried about Sir Henry,' Stapleton said.

'Why were you worried about Sir Henry?' I asked.

'Because I had invited him to my house. When he did not come I was surprised. Then, when I heard cries on the moor, I began to worry about him. I wonder' —his eyes went quickly from my face to Holmes'— 'did you hear anything else at all?'

'No,' said Holmes. 'Did you?'

'No,' said Stapleton.

'What do you mean, then?'

Oh, you know the stories about the supernatural hound. I wondered if it had been here tonight.'

'We heard nothing of that kind,' I said.

'How do you think this poor man fell to his death?' Stapleton asked.

'I think cold and hunger, and his fear that the police would catch him, drove him mad. He ran round the moor in his madness, and fell over this edge,' I said.

'Do you agree, Mr Sherlock Holmes?' asked Stapleton.

'You're quick to guess who I am,' said Holmes.

'We're been expecting you ever since Dr Watson arrived.'

'I have no doubt my friend is right about the way Selden died,' said Holmes. 'It's a sad death, but it will not prevent me from returning to London tomorrow.'

'Before you return, will you be able to explain the mysteries that we've experienced here?'

'I am not always as successful as I hope. I need facts, not stories of the supernatural. This hasn't been a good case for me.'

Stapleton looked hard at him, but Holmes had spoken very seriously and his words sounded true.

We covered the body. Then Stapleton turned to go home, and Holmes and I walked towards Baskerville Hall.

'He's a very clever man, and a dangerous enemy, who will be difficult to trap,' said Holmes. 'Look how he controlled his disappointment when he found that the dead man was not Sir Henry.'

'I'm sorry that he has seen you,' I said.

'So am I, but there was nothing we could do about it. Now he knows I am here he may be more careful, or he may act more quickly than he planned.'

'Why can't we give him to the police at once?'

'Because we can't prove anything against him. Sir Charles was found dead because his heart failed. Again, tonight we could not prove that there was a hound. Selden died from a fall. We have no case at present. We shall see Mrs Lyons tomorrow, and she may help us. But whatever happens, I have my own plan. There will be some danger, but by the end of tomorrow I hope to have won this battle.'

He would say nothing else.

'Are you coming to the Hall?' I asked.

'Yes,' he replied. 'There is no reason for me to hide any longer. But one last word, Watson. Say nothing of the hound to Sir Henry. Let him think that Selden died from a fall. If he knows about the hound, he will find it harder to face the dangers of tomorrow. I think you told me in your last letter that he is having dinner with the Stapletons tomorrow evening.'

'And they have invited me, too,' I reminded him.

'Then you must excuse yourself, and he must go alone. That can easily be arranged. And now I think we are both ready for some food.'



hopeless adj. helpless. 无望的，无助的。

rocky adj. hard like rock or full of rock. 硬如石的或多石的。

steep adj. sharp. （指斜坡）陡峭的，险峻的。

go out （火，灯等）熄灭。

sick at heart deeply sad. 深为悲伤。

leave sb. alone 让某人独自待着。

lead to cause. 导致。

By heavens! （感叹语）上苍啊！

scent n. smell, esp. of sth. pleasant. 气味（尤指香味）。

figure n. human form, esp. the appearance and what it suggests. 人形；（尤指）体态，身材。

suspect v. doubt. 怀疑；n. 嫌疑犯。

Dear me! （感叹语，表示惊讶）天哪！

manage v. control; try and succeed. 控制；尽力并设法办到。

disappointment n. sadness at not getting what was hoped for. 失望。

drive sb. mad 驱使某人发狂。

experience v. go through. 经历。n. 经历；经验。

plan v. arrange to do sth. in advance. 计划；n. 计划，策略，方案。

at present right now. 目前。

hard adj. difficult, not easy. 困难的。

excuse oneself give a reason (true or invented) to explain or defend one's past / present action. 辩白；开脱；借故脱身走开。


14　沼地上的一起死亡事件
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福尔摩斯开始在沼地上跑了起来，我跟在他的后面。从我们前面的某处又发出了一声绝望的尖叫，然后就是一个东西重重地栽在地上的声音。我们站住了并倾听着。

我看到福尔摩斯把手按在头上。“他已经赢了，华生。我们来得太晚了。我真是发疯了，竟不及早采取行动。而你呢，华生，看到离开我让你保护的那个人会有什么后果了吧。可是，要是最不幸的事情已然发生了的话，那么我们就不能叫斯台普顿给逃脱了。”

我们在黑暗之中朝发出喊叫声的那个地方跑去。我们到了一条岩脊边上，那儿有个很陡的悬崖伸展下去。我们由那里向下看到了一个人。他脸朝下躺在地上。他是头向下摔倒的，头在身体下面窝着，脖子也给折断了。福尔摩斯点着了一根火柴。我们惊恐地看到了一滩血正从他的头颅里冒出来汩汩地流到地上。

我们俩都清楚地记得那个人的衣着。那是一件厚厚的、棕红色的、带有土风色彩的外套。就是亨利爵士在我们第一次在贝克街见到他的那个早上穿着的那一件。我们只看了一眼，那根火柴接着就灭了。我们感到深为悲伤、深为恐怖。

“这个恶棍！这个凶手！我永远也不能原谅自己，我竟离开了他的身旁，让他独自一人待着。”我愤怒地低声说道。

“我的罪过比你还要深重，”福尔摩斯说道。“因为我正忙于做好破案之前的工作，我竟任这位好人死去。这是我一生中所犯的最大的错误。可是，他为何要从屋里溜到沼地上来呢？我告诉过他，这会要他的命的。现在，亨利爵士及他伯父都已被人谋杀了。苍天在上，过不了另一天我就要诱捕他，虽然他很狡猾。”

我们心情沉重地站在这具血肉模糊的尸体的两侧。接着，福尔摩斯在尸体旁边弯着腰，并且开始挪动它。突然之间，他开始又笑又跳起来。

“看看这张面孔！”他喊叫道，在我后背上击了一下。“此人并非亨利爵士。是塞尔登，那个逃犯。”

我们把死尸翻了过来。无疑是这么一回事。在我与亨利爵士在沼地上追赶塞尔登的那个晚上我曾见过这张脸。然后，我忽然记起了什么，一切都清楚明白了。亨利爵士曾告诉我他把自己的旧衣物送给了白瑞摩。我意识到这件外套就是白瑞摩留给塞尔登的那些衣物中的一件，于是便把事情的来由告诉了福尔摩斯。

“那么说，这身衣服导致了这个可怜的人的死。那个猎犬曾闻过亨利爵士的某件东西，以便它能嗅出他的气味并追踪他。我认为这就是那只鞋子在伦敦的旅馆里被偷的原因了。如此一来猎犬就循着气味搜寻这个人。可是，有一件事情我不大明白。塞尔登如何知道那猎犬跟在他后面呢？我们知道他跑了很长的一段路。他在摔倒在地之前已尖叫了很长一段时间，我们也能听出他尖叫时正在跑着。因此，他开始跑时那个猎犬还在他的身后很远。他是怎么在黑暗之中看到猎犬的呢？在猎犬追上他之前他是怎么知道它就在那儿的呢？”

“我回答不上来，”我说道。“但是，还有一事我不大理解。为什么猎犬单单在今晚被放出来在沼地上活动呢？除非是斯台普顿觉得亨利爵士会到那里去，否则他是不会把它放出来的。”

“我们可能很快就能知道问题的答案了，”福尔摩斯讲道。“斯台普顿来了。”

他那敏锐的眼睛已经看到了黑暗之中在我们的前面移动的一个轮廓，而且在这个人走近时，我可以看出正是斯台普顿。

“我们必须谨慎行事，不要表现出怀疑他的样子。”福尔摩斯警告我说。

斯台普顿看到我们时停下了脚步，然后又向前走了起来。“华生医生，是您吗？我没想到会在晚上的这个时候在沼地上看到您。可是，天哪，这是怎么回事？有人受伤了吗？不——不要告诉我这就是咱们的朋友亨利爵士！”

他由我们身旁走过，并在那个死人的身旁弯下腰来。我听到他的呼吸急促。

“这是谁……谁呀？”他问道，声音颤抖着。

“是塞尔登，那个逃犯。”

斯台普顿向我们转过身来时迅速地、设法掩饰着惊慌和失望的表情。他两眼死盯着福尔摩斯，又转向我。“天哪！多么可怕啊！他是怎么死的？”

“我们认为他从岩脊边上掉下来便摔断了脖子。”我说道。

“我听到了一声叫喊，那便是我跑了出来的原因。我很替亨利爵士担心。”斯台普顿说道。

“您为何要替亨利爵士担心呢？”我问道。

“因为我已邀请他到我家来。他没有来时我感到很惊讶。接着，当我听到沼地上的叫喊声时，我就开始为他担忧了。我想知道”——他的眼神从我的脸上忽地转向了福尔摩斯的脸——“您还听到了什么声音没有？”

“没有，”福尔摩斯说道。“您呢？”

“没有。”斯台普顿说道。

“那么，您这是什么意思？”

“噢，您知道关于那只鬼怪似的猎犬的种种故事的。当时我正在纳闷它今晚是否就在此地。”

“我们没有听到过那一类声音。”我说道。

“你们怎么以为这个可怜的家伙是摔死的呢？”斯台普顿问道。

“我认为饥寒交迫和怕被警方抓获的恐惧之情已经攫住了他，把他逼得发疯了。他一定曾在沼地里疯狂地奔跑，又摔下了岩脊。”我说道。

“您同意这种看法吗，夏洛克·福尔摩斯先生？”斯台普顿问道。

“您猜人猜得真快。”福尔摩斯说道。

“自从华生医生到达之后，我们一直在期待着您的光临。”

“我确信我的朋友有关塞尔登死去的方式的说法是正确无误的，”福尔摩斯说道。“死得很惨，可是这也不能阻止我明天就回到伦敦去。”

“在您离去之前，您能解释我们在此经历的种种神秘事件吗？”

“我不像自己希望的那样总能取得成功。我需要事实，而不是有关鬼怪的种种故事。对我来说这个案子办得并不好。”

斯台普顿死盯着他，但是福尔摩斯说话时一本正经，他的话语听上去也像真的。

我们把尸体遮盖起来。然后，斯台普顿就转身回家了，我和福尔摩斯朝巴斯克维尔庄园走去。

“他是个聪明人，同时也是个危险的对手，很难被诱捕的，”福尔摩斯讲道。“看看，当他发现那个死去的家伙不是亨利爵士时，他是多么镇定地克制自己的失望之情啊。”

“我感到很遗憾，他竟看到了你。”我说道。

“我也这么觉得，可是我们当时对此毫无办法。他现在已经知道了我在这里，可能会变得更加谨慎起来，或许会比他事先预谋好的更快地采取行动。”

“咱们为什么不马上把他交给警方处理呢？”

“因为我们没有证据。查尔斯爵士被发现是因为心脏不负重荷才死去的。我们今晚也证明不了这儿曾有过一只猎犬。塞尔登是摔死的。我们目前没有别的案子要办。我们明天去见一趟莱昂丝太太，她或许可以帮助我们。但是，不论发生什么，我都有自己的计划。也许会有些危险，但是我希望明天结束之前就能赢得这场战斗。”

别的话语他就不肯讲了。

“你打算来庄园吗？”我问道。

“是的，”他回答道。“我再没有什么躲起来的原因了。可是，还有最后一句话，华生。可别对亨利爵士谈起那只猎犬的事来。就让他认为塞尔登是摔死的吧。如果他知道了猎犬的事情，他就会发现很难面对明天必须经受的种种危险了。我想，你曾经在最后一封信里告诉过我他在明晚要到斯台普顿家里吃晚饭的吧。”

“还有，他们也邀请了我。”我提醒他道。

“那么你一定得借口谢绝，他必须单身前往。那很容易安排。现在我想咱们俩人都已准备就绪，可以去吃些东西了。”
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The Trap

When we reached the Hall, Sir Henry was very pleased to see Holmes. But he was surprised that Holmes had no luggage and that he appeared so unexpectedly.

I had the unhappy job of telling Barrymore and his wife about her brother's death. Mrs Barrymore cried and was very sad indeed.

During dinner Sir Henry told us that he had spent a dull day and evening on his own. He had kept his promise to Holmes, and so he had not accepted the Stapletons' invitation to their house that evening. We did not tell him how glad we were that he had stayed away from the moor!

Holmes started to say something, and then he stopped suddenly. His eyes were fixed on one of the pictures of the past Baskervilles on the wall.

'Sir Henry, could you tell me which Baskerville that is?' he asked. Sir Henry and I both looked at the picture.

'That is Sir Hugo, the one who started all the trouble,' said Sir Henry. 'He was the first to see the Hound.'

Holmes looked hard at the picture, but said nothing more.

Then after Sir Henry had gone to his room, Holmes made me stand in front of the picture. 'Is it like anyone you know?' he asked. He stood on a chair, and with his hands he covered the hat and hair of the man in the picture.

'Good heavens!' I cried in surprise. I was looking at a picture of Stapleton's face.

'Yes,' said Holmes before I could say anything more. 'There's not much doubt about it. Stapleton is a Baskerville. He looks like Sir Hugo, and he has the same evil character. Now I understand why he wants to kill Sir Henry. I am sure we shall find that he will inherit the Baskerville lands. And so we have one more answer. By tomorrow night Stapleton will be caught like one of his butterflies, and we shall add him to the Baker Street collection.'

We soon went to bed. I was up early in the morning, but Holmes was up earlier. He had already sent one message to the police about Selden, and another to his boy to stop him taking food to the hut.

When Sir Henry joined us, Holmes told him that we had to leave for London immediately after breakfast. Sir Henry was very unhappy about this, but Holmes asked him to help us by doing everything Holmes ordered him to do. Sir Henry agreed to help in this way, and to go by himself to the Stapletons that evening. He also agreed to tell the Stapletons that Holmes and I had gone to London, but that we would return to Devonshire soon.

'One more order,' said Holmes. 'I want you to drive to the Stapletons' house and then send the driver away. Let the Stapletons know that you're going to walk home across the moor.'

'Across the moor?' said Sir Henry, very surprised. 'But you have told me again and again not to do that.'

'This time it will be completely safe. I know that you are brave enough to do it, and it must be done.'

'Then I will do it.'

'But you must keep to the path between the Stapletons' house and the Grimpen road, which is your natural way home. Do not leave the path.'

I was very surprised by all this. Holmes had told Stapleton that he would return to London, but he had not said that I was going too. And I was very worried that neither of us would be with Sir Henry when he walked across the moor that night. But we had to obey Holmes' orders.

Holmes and I left Baskerville Hall immediately after breakfast and went to the station at Newtown. A small boy was waiting on the platform.

'Any orders, sir?' he asked Holmes.

'You will take the train to London, my boy. When you get there, you will send a telegram to Sir Henry in my name. It will ask him to send to me at Baker Street the pocket book I left at the Hall.'

I began to understand some of Holmes' plan. When Sir Henry received the telegram sent by Holmes' boy, he would think that we had arrived in London. He would tell Stapleton, who would then also believe that we were far away from Baskerville Hall. In fact, we would be very close in case Sir Henry needed us.

We left the station and went to see Mrs Laura Lyons. I introduced Holmes to her. After they had shaken hands, he said: 'Dr Watson has told me everything, Mrs Lyons. We see Sir Charles' death as a case of murder. Both Stapleton and his wife are suspects.'

Mrs Lyons jumped from her chair. 'His wife!' she cried. 'He has no wife. He is not a married man.'

'I have come here ready to prove that he is married, and the woman who calls herself his sister is really his wife,' said Holmes. He took some photographs and papers from his pocket, and showed them to Mrs Lyons. She looked at the photographs and read the papers. When she put them down, I could see that she had accepted the truth.

'I thought this man loved me,' she said, 'but he has lied to me. Ask me what you like, Mr Holmes, and I will tell you the truth. I never thought any harm would come to Sir Charles. He was a dear old gentleman who was very kind to me. I would do nothing to hurt him.'

'I believe you, Mrs Lyons,' said Holmes. 'Now, let me tell you what I think happened. You can tell me if I'm right or if I'm wrong. First of all, I think Stapleton told you to write the letter to Sir Charles and to ask him for help. He also told you to ask Sir Charles to meet you at the moor gate. Then, after you had sent the letter, Stapleton persuaded you not to meet Sir Charles after all.'

'Stapleton told me that he could not allow any other man to give me the money for my divorce,' Mrs Lyons said. 'He said he was poor, but he would give all his money to bring us together. Then, after I heard about Sir Charles' death, Stapleton told me to say nothing about my letter and the meeting. He said I would be a suspect. He frightened me into staying silent.'

'Yes,' said Holmes. 'But you wondered about him?' She said nothing for a moment, and looked down. 'Yes,' she said. 'But since he has lied to me about marrying me, I will no longer keep his secrets.'

'You are lucky that you have escaped him,' Holmes said. 'You know too much. But I hope you are safe now. Good morning, Mrs Lyons, and thank you. You will hear from us soon.'

'So one by one our questions are answered,' said Holmes as we left Newtown. 'When it is over, this will be one of the most famous cases of our time. And now it has nearly ended. We must hope that it ends safely and successfully.'



luggage n. bags and their contents taken on a journey. 行李。

unexpectedly adv. 意外地，未料到地。

fix on single out (sb.) by looking steadily (at him). 凝视。

Good heavens! （感叹语）天哪！

There is no doubt about... 勿庸置疑，……。

inherit v. receive property, a title, etc. as heir. 继承。

but that except that. 除了……之外。

again and again 一再。

platform n. plat surface built at a higher level than the track in a railway station, used by travellers. （火车站等的）月台，平台。

take the train to a place 乘火车去某处。

in one's name 以某人的名义。

in case in the event of. 如果，万一。

photograph n. 简写为photo，相片。

put down 放下（某物）。

first of all 首先。

persuade v. convince, cause sb. to do or stop doing sth. 劝说。

frighten sb. into doing sth. 威吓某人做某事。

too much greatly, exceeding the normal, expected level. 太，过分。


15　陷阱

[image: alt]

我们到了庄园时，亨利爵士很高兴见到福尔摩斯。可是，他为福尔摩斯既没带行李又是突然到来而感到很惊讶。

我担当起了把白瑞摩太太的弟弟去世的消息透露给他们夫妇俩的令人不快的差使。白瑞摩太太痛哭起来，真的非常悲伤。

晚饭时亨利爵士告诉我们，他独自一人闷闷地待了一个白天和一个傍晚。他恪守了对福尔摩斯所许的诺言，所以他没有接受斯台普顿让他晚上去他们家的邀请。我们没有告诉他，我们为他远离沼地是何等高兴！

福尔摩斯开始说起什么事情来，接着他突然停下了。他的双眼注视着挂在墙上的已故的巴斯克维尔家人的一张画像。

“亨利爵士，您能告诉我那是巴斯克维尔家的哪位吗？”他问道。我和亨利爵士都看着那幅画像。

“那是雨果爵士，开始滋生麻烦的那位，”亨利爵士说道。“他就是最早见到那只猎犬的人。”

福尔摩斯凝视着这幅画像，可是没再说什么别的话。

后来，在亨利爵士回到自己的房间以后，福尔摩斯让我站在画像之前。“他像不像你认识的某个人？”他回道。他站在椅子上，用双手盖住画中的那人的帽子和头发。

“天哪！”我惊奇地叫道。我（好像）正在看着斯台普顿的一幅肖像。

“是这样，”没等我再说什么福尔摩斯就说道。“对这点是没有多少疑问的。斯台普顿是巴斯克维尔家族中的一员。他长得很像雨果，还有着同样邪恶的性格。我现在理解他为何想杀死亨利爵士了。我敢肯定，我们将发现他打算继承巴斯克维尔家的地产。如此一来，我们又有了一个答案。明晚之前斯台普顿就要像他自己所捉的蝴蝶一样被捕获了，我们还将把他的案子添到贝克街的记录中去。”

我们很快就上床睡觉去了。第二天早上我很早就起来了，但是福尔摩斯比我起得还要早些。他已经给警方就塞尔登的事情报了个信儿，还送信给他雇的那个小男孩让他不要给小屋带食品了。

当亨利爵士加入到我们之中时，福尔摩斯告诉他我们在早饭后就得马上出发去伦敦了。亨利爵士对此很不高兴，但是福尔摩斯请他帮助我们，一切按福尔摩斯的吩咐去做。亨利爵士答应通过这种方式帮我们的忙，而且还同意那个傍晚单身前往斯台普顿兄妹那儿。他还同意告诉斯台普顿兄妹我和福尔摩斯已去伦敦，不久之后便可回来的消息。

“还有一个要求，”福尔摩斯说道。“我希望您坐马车去斯台普顿兄妹家，然后就把您的马车夫打发走。让他们知道，您是打算横穿沼地走回家的。”

“走过沼地吗？”亨利爵士说道，显得非常惊愕。“可是您一再告诉我不要那么干的啊。”

“这一次保证安全。我知道您是有足够的勇气这么做的，而且必须得这么干啊。”

“那么，我就这样干吧。”

“可是，您得坚持走从斯台普顿家的宅邸与格林盆大路之间的那条小路，那正是您回家的必经之路。不要离开那条道。”

所有这些叫我大吃一惊。福尔摩斯曾告诉过斯台普顿他将回伦敦去，但在那时并没有说我也将回去。我还为亨利爵士在傍晚走过沼地时我们二人都不能与他做伴而感到担忧。可是我们必须得听从福尔摩斯的吩咐。

我和福尔摩斯在早饭过后马上离开了巴斯克维尔庄园，还去了纽顿的火车站。一个小男孩正在站台上等着。

“有什么吩咐吗，先生？”他对福尔摩斯问道。

“孩子，你就乘这趟火车去伦敦吧。你到了那儿时，就以我的名义向亨利爵士发封电报。请他把我落在了庄园的那个笔记本给我寄到贝克街去。”

我开始明白福尔摩斯的计划中的某些端倪了。亨利爵士收到福尔摩斯雇的男孩发来的电报时，他就会认为我们已抵达伦敦了。他将告诉斯台普顿，那么斯台普顿也就会相信我们已远远地离开了巴斯克维尔庄园。事实上，我们在亨利爵士万一需要我们时就近在咫尺。

我们离开了车站，去见劳拉·莱昂丝太太。我把福尔摩斯介绍给了她。他俩握手之后，他说道：“华生医生告诉了我一切，莱昂丝太太。我们认为查尔斯爵士的死是一桩谋杀案。斯台普顿及其妻子都是该案的嫌疑犯。”

莱昂丝太太从椅子上跳了起来。“他的太太！”她惊叫道。“他没有妻子。他还是个单身汉。”

“我来此地时已经准备就绪，可以证明他已结了婚而自称是他妹妹的那个女子其实是他妻子。”福尔摩斯说道。他从衣兜里掏出几张相片和几张纸来，并把它们给莱昂丝太太看。她看了看相片，又看了看那几张纸。当她把那些从手中放下时，我能看出她已接受了事实。

“我以为这个人爱我，”她说道。“可是他一直在对我撒谎。愿意问我什么就问吧，福尔摩斯先生，我将告诉您事情的真相。我从没有想伤害查尔斯爵士。他是位年迈的、待我非常好的绅士。我决不干什么伤害他的事情。”

“我相信您，莱昂丝太太，”福尔摩斯说道。“现在，让我告诉您我认为已发生的事情。您可以告诉我讲对了还是讲错了。首先，我认为斯台普顿要您给查尔斯爵士写信并向他求救。他还叫您去请求查尔斯爵士在通往沼地的栅门旁见您。接着，在您把信发出去之后，斯台普顿劝阻您根本不要去见查尔斯爵士。”

“斯台普顿对我说，他不能容许别的男人为我的离婚之事而给我出钱，”莱昂丝太太说道。“他说虽然他是个穷人，但是他也要尽自己所有使我们二人得以结合。接着，在我听到查尔斯爵士已死一事之后，斯台普顿叫我决不要把关于我写的信件和约他见面的事情说出去。他说，我会变成嫌疑犯的。他吓得我不敢说话了。”

“正是这样，”福尔摩斯说道。“可是您对他可曾疑惑过？”

她一时没说什么，还低下了头。“是的，”她说道。“可是既然他就娶我一事向我撒谎的话，我也就不再为他保密了。”

“您能脱身幸运得很呢，”福尔摩斯说道，“您了解得太多了。可是我希望您现在能安全无恙。早安，莱昂丝太太，而且非常感谢。不久您就会听到我们的信儿了。”

“因此，我们的问题一个接一个地被回答了，”我们离开纽顿时福尔摩斯说道。“当此案结束时，它将会成为我们所处的时代最著名的案件之一。现在它已几乎结束了。我们必须盼望此案能够平安、顺当地有个了结。”
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The Hound of the Baskervilles

That evening Holmes and I drove across the moor until we could see the lights of the Stapletons' house in front of us. Then we got out and began to walk very quietly along the path towards the house. When we were very close, Holmes told me to stop. He took his revolver from his pocket, and I did the same.

'We shall hide behind these rocks,' he whispered. 'Watson, you know the house, so I want you to go forward and look through the windows. I want to know where the Stapletons and Sir Henry are, and what they are doing. Take great care, because they must not know that somebody is watching them.'

Very carefully and quietly I moved towards the house. I looked first into the dining-room window. Stapleton and Sir Henry were sitting and smoking their cigars, but there was no sign of Miss Stapleton. I moved round to the other windows, but I could not see her in any of the rooms.

I went back to the dining-room window, and as I looked in again, Stapleton left the room and came out of the house. He went to a hut beside the house, and unlocked the door. I heard a strange sound coming from the hut, but I could not think what was making the noise. Then Stapleton locked the door, and went back into the house and into the dining-room.

I went back to Holmes and told him what I had seen. He wanted to know where Miss Stapleton was, and I had to tell him twice that there was no sign of her in the house.

The moon was shining on the Great Grimpen Marsh, and a fog was rising from it. Holmes watched the fog and began to look worried. The fog was creeping up from the marsh towards the house. We were hidden near the path, which was on the far side of the house from the marsh. 'The fog is moving towards us, Watson, and that is very serious,' said Holmes. 'It is the one thing that could make my plans go wrong.'

As we watched, the fog, which had crept as far as the house, began to flow round it. Angrily Holmes hit the rock in front of us with his open hand.

'If Sir Henry doesn't come out in the next quarter of an hour, the path will be covered by the fog. In half an hour we shall not be able to see our hands in front of our faces. We must move back to higher ground above the fog.'

We moved away from the house and out of the fog, which was creeping slowly along the ground and hiding the path from our view.

'We must not go too far,' said Holmes. 'If we do, Sir Henry may be caught before he reaches us.'

Holmes went down on one knee, and put his ear to the ground. 'Thank heaven, I think I hear him coming.'

Then we heard quick footsteps on the path. After a few moments, Sir Henry appeared out of the fog and walked on in the clear moonlight. He came quickly along the path, passed close to where we were hidden, and began to walk up the hill behind us. As he walked, he looked over his shoulder again and again, like a man who is worried that something is following him.

'Listen!' said Holmes sharply. 'Look out! It's coming!'

I heard him make his revolver ready to fire, and I did the same.

There was a sound of quick, light footsteps from inside the curtain of fog. The thick cloud had crept to within fifty metres of where we were hidden. We tried to see into it, and wondered what horrible thing would appear. I looked at Holmes. His eyes were fixed on the place where the path disappeared into the fog. He was pale, but his eyes were bright. He looked like a man who was going to win the most important game of his life. Then suddenly his eyes nearly jumped out of his head, and his mouth opened in frightened surprise. I looked away from him to see what his eyes were fixed on. When I saw the awful shape that was coming towards us out of the fog, my blood turned cold. The revolver nearly fell from my hands, and my whole body froze with fear.

I saw a hound, an enormous black hound. It was bigger than any dog I had ever seen. But it was something else that filled us with terror. No human eye had ever seen a hound like this one. Fire came from its open mouth. Its eyes were burning. Flames covered its head and body, it was a more horrible sight than anyone could imagine—a hell-hound sent by the devil. It was not a creature of the natural world.

The huge, black, burning hound ran quickly and silently after Sir Henry. Far away along the path we saw him turn and look back at the hound. His face was white in the moonlight and his hands were lifted in horror. He watched helplessly as the terrible creature got closer to him. We were so frozen by the ghostly and unnatural sight that we let the hound go past us, and we could not move. Our friend was near to death, and we were helpless with fear.



smoke v. draw in and let out the air by burning the cigar, tobacco, etc. 抽烟。

sign n. mark. 标志，迹象。

fog n. vapour suspended at or near the earth's surface. 雾。

creep (crept, crept) v. move along with the body close to the ground. 爬行。

hide sth. from sb.'s view 把某物从某人眼前藏开。

look out be careful. 当心。

fire v. cause the gun to shoot. 开火。

awful adj. terrible, dreadful. 可怕的。

make one's blood turns cold fill one with fear or horror. 使某人感到恐惧或恐怖。

flame n. visible part of a fire. 火焰。

imagine v. form a picture in the mind. 想像。

ghostly adj. like, suggesting, of, a ghost. 似鬼的，鬼状的。


16　巴斯克维尔猎犬
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那个傍晚我和福尔摩斯坐着马车驶过沼地，直到看见斯台普顿夫妇家的灯光才停了下来。然后，我们从马车里出来，开始无声无息地沿着那条小道朝那栋房子走去。当我们靠到很近时，福尔摩斯叫我停下来。他从衣兜里掏出了左轮手枪，我也这么干了。

“我们将藏在这些岩石后面，”他低声说道。“华生，你了解这栋房子，所以我想让你上前从窗户向里瞧瞧。我想知道斯台普顿夫妇和亨利爵士现在在什么地方以及他们正在干些什么。谨慎行事，因为他们不该知道有人正在监视他们。”

我非常小心地、轻轻地朝房子挪去。我先从饭厅的窗户向里望去。斯台普顿和亨利爵士正坐着，还抽着雪茄，可是没有斯台普顿小姐的迹象。我又挪向了别的窗户，可看到她不在任何房间里。

我又返回到饭厅的窗户旁；当我又向里张望时，斯台普顿离开了房间，又走出了屋子。他去了屋子旁的一个小屋，还开了门上的锁。我听到了从小屋里发出的一种奇怪的响声，可是我想不出来是什么东西发出了这种响声。接着，斯台普顿锁好了房门，又回到屋里去了，还返回了饭厅。

我回到福尔摩斯那儿，告诉了他我所见到的一切。他想要知道斯台普顿小姐在哪里，我不得不对他说了两遍，说屋内没有她的迹象。

月光正照在格林盆大泥潭上，白雾正从那儿冉冉飘起。福尔摩斯望着白雾，开始露出担忧的神情。雾正从泥潭缓缓地沿着地面飘向这栋房子。我们藏在小路旁，那条小路正坐落在这栋房子离泥潭较远的那一边。

“雾正向我们移来，华生，形势很严峻，”福尔摩斯说道。“这正是会打乱我的计划的那件事。”

在我们注视时，已经飘到了房子旁边的雾开始围着整个房屋飞旋着。福尔摩斯用张开的手掌生气地打了一下我们前面的岩石。

“如果他在一刻钟之内再不出来，这条小路就要被大雾遮住了。再过半小时，咱们都要看不见伸到面前的手了。我们必须后退到高出大雾的一处地方去。”

我们从房子旁退开，也就从那片大雾之中撤出身来。大雾正在慢慢地沿着地面飘移着，还把那条小路遮挡在我们的视野之外。

“我们不该走得太远了，”福尔摩斯说道。“那样的话，亨利爵士就可能在到达我们这儿之前给斯台普顿逮着了。”

福尔摩斯单膝跪着，把耳朵贴在地面上。“感谢上帝，我想我已听到他走来了。”

然后，我们听到了小路上传来急促的脚步声。过了一小会儿，亨利爵士走出了浓雾，在清朗的月色中继续走着。他沿着那条小路快速走来，经过了离我们的隐藏之处很近的地方，又开始走上我们背后的山坡。他一边走，一边不时地转过头来向后张望，就像担心有什么东西跟着他似的。

“听！”福尔摩斯突然尖声说道。“当心！它来了！”

我听到他将左轮手枪做好开火的准备，我也这么做了。

从浓雾里传来了急促而又轻巧的脚步声。那云状的浓雾已经飘到了距我们藏匿的地方不到50米之处。我们努力向雾里张望着，不知道那里将出现什么可怕的东西。我看了看福尔摩斯。他的双眼直勾勾地盯着这条小路被大雾遮没之处。他面色苍白，可是双眼闪闪发光。他看上去像一位即将赢得一生中最重要的比赛的人。接着，他的双眼突然之间几乎要从眼眶里进出来了，嘴巴因惊吓而大张着。我从他的身上移开视线去看他注视的地方。当我看到从雾中窜出、向我们直面扑来的那个形状可怕的怪物时，我便吓得魂飞魄散。左轮手枪几乎要从手中跌落，而我的整个身体也因害怕而发僵。

我看到了一只猎犬，一只大的、黑色的猎犬。它比我所见过的任何狗都要大。可是，是别的原因才使我们充满恐惧之情的。任何人都未见过与此类似的猎犬。火从它那张着的嘴巴里喷了出来。它的眼睛亮得像冒火一样。头和躯体都由火焰笼罩着。这是一幅比任何人的想像所及还要恐怖的景象——一只由恶魔派来的地狱看门犬。它不是自然界的一个生灵。

那只发光的大黑猎犬快速地、悄无声息地在亨利爵士后面跑着。我们从这条小路的远处看到，亨利爵士转身向后看到了那只猎犬。他的脸色在月光下惨白，双手恐惧地举了起来。那个可怕的家伙逼近他时他绝望地瞪着眼睛。我们被这个幽灵鬼怪似的景象惊得发呆，以至于听任它从我们身旁跑过，我们自己还丝毫动弹不得。我们的朋友正濒于死亡的边缘，而我们则因恐怖而无能为力。
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The Search for the Murderer

Then our fear for Sir Henry became greater than our terror. Holmes and I fired our revolvers together. The creature gave a loud cry of pain, and we knew we had hit it. But it did not stop, and ran on, after Sir Henry.

When we heard the cry of pain, our fears disappeared. This was no supernatural hound. Our bullets could hurt it, and we could kill it. We ran after it as fast as we could. I have never seen anyone run as quickly as Holmes ran that night, and I could not keep up with him. In front of us on the path we heard scream after scream from Sir Henry, and the deep voice of the hound. I saw the creature jump at Sir Henry and throw him to the ground. Its teeth went for his throat. But the next moment Holmes had emptied his revolver into the hound's body. It gave a last deep cry, Its teeth closed on the empty air, and it fell to the ground. I put my revolver to its head, but I did not need to fire. The hound was dead.

Sir Henry lay unconscious where he had fallen. Quickly we opened the neck of his shirt. Holmes had fired just in time, and the hound's teeth had not reached our friend's throat. Already his eyes were beginning to open and he looked up at us.

'My God,' he whispered. 'What was it? What in heaven's name was it?'

'It's dead, whatever it was,' said Holmes. 'We've killed the family ghost for ever.'

The creature that lay before us was as large as a small lion. Its mouth and teeth were huge. They shone with blue flames. There were rings of blue fire round its cruel eyes, too. I touched the hound's burning coat. When I held up my hand, it, too, seemed to be on fire.

'Phosphorus,' I said,' That is why the hound appears to burn in the dark. Stapleton put phosphorous paint on the hound in the hut beside the house.'

But Holmes was thinking more about Sir Henry than about Stapleton's cleverness.

'I must apologize to you, Sir Henry,' he said. 'I put your life in danger. I expected to see a huge hound, but not a creature like this. The fog gave us a very short time to control our fear, and for moments we could not move.'

'Never mind,' said Sir Henry. 'You saved my life, and I thank you. Please help me stand up. What are you going to do now?'

Sir Henry's legs were shaking so much from his terrible experience that he could not stand. We helped him to a rock. He sat there and held his head in his hands.

'We must leave you here, Sir Henry, and try to catch Stapleton. We shall come back as quickly as possible and take you to the Hall. Our case is complete, but we must now catch our man.'

I followed Holmes along the path back to the house.

'We must search the house,' said Holmes, 'but almost certainly he won't be there. He probably heard the noise of our guns, so he knows his evil game is finished.'

The front door of the house was open. We went in and looked from room to room. All the rooms downstairs were empty, so we went upstairs and looked in all the rooms except one, which was locked.

'There's someone in there,' I said. 'I heard someone move. Help me break open this door.'

We threw ourselves against the door, and as the lock broke we went in. We held our revolvers ready to fire.

In the middle of the room was a figure tied to a post. We could not see whether it was a man or a woman, as it was completely covered with sheets. Only the eyes and nose were free.

We pulled off the sheets and untied the prisoner from the post. It was Miss Stapleton. As we untied her, we could see long red bruises across her neck.

'That cruel devil Stapleton has beaten her,' Holmes said. 'Put her into a chair.' Miss Stapleton had fainted from the beating and exhaustion. As we put her into the chair, she opened her eyes.

'Is he safe?' she asked. 'Has he escaped?'

'He cannot escape us, Miss Stapleton,' Holmes said.

'No, no, I don't mean my husband. I mean Sir Henry. Is he safe?'

'Yes,' I said,' and the hound is dead.'

'Thank God,' she said. 'Thank God. Oh, the cruel devil. Look what he has done to me.' She showed us her arms, and we saw with horror that her skin was black and blue where she had been beaten. 'But he has hurt me more in other ways. While I thought he loved me, I accepted many things. But he doesn't love me. He has used me.'

'Then help us now,' said Holmes. 'Tell us where he has gone.'

'There is an old house on an island in the middle of the marsh,' she said. 'He kept his hound there. He also had the house ready in case he needed to escape. He will be there, I'm sure.'

'Nobody could find his way into the Grimpen Marsh in this fog tonight,' said Holmes, looking out of the window.

The fog lay like white wool against the glass, and we knew we could not try to follow him until it cleared. We decided to take Sir Henry back to Baskerville Hall. We had to tell him everything about the Stapletons, and he was deeply hurt when he heard the truth about the woman he loved. The news that she was married, and the awful fear he had experienced, brought on a fever. We sent for Dr Mortimer, who came and sat with Sir Henry throughout the night.

On the following morning Miss Stapleton took us to the path through the marsh. The fog had lifted, and she showed us the sticks which she and her husband had put in to mark the way. We followed them through the marsh, which smelled of dying plants. The wet ground pulled at our feet as we walked. From time to time one of us stepped from the path and sank up to his waist in the marsh. One man on his own could not hope to escape the pull of the marsh; without help he would sink to his death.

But we did not find any sign of Stapleton. We searched and searched without success. There is no doubt that he lost his way in the fog, and sank in the marsh. Somewhere, deep down, his body lies to this day.

We reached the island Miss Stapleton had described, and searched the old house.

'This place tells us nothing that we do not already know,' said Holmes. 'These bones show that he hid the hound here, but he could not keep it quiet, so people heard its cries. Here is the bottle of phosphorous paint. Stapleton used it very cleverly on the hound. After what we saw and felt last night, we cannot be surprised that Sir Charles died of fright. And now I understand how Selden knew that the hound was following him in the dark. It's not surprising the poor man screamed and ran as he did. The old story of the supernatural hound probably gave Stapleton the idea of using phosphorus. Very clever. I said it in London and I say it again, Watson. We have never had a more dangerous enemy than the one who is lying out there' —and he pointed to the great marsh that was all round us.



go for try to reach. 尽力去够（某物）。

shirt n. a man's loose-fitting garment for the upper part of a body, usually worn under a jacket, with long sleeves or half sleeves. 衬衫。

unconscious adj. losing all senses. 失去知觉的。

as... as 与……一样。

ring n. 环状物，圆圈；v. give out a clear sound. 响，鸣。

phosphorous adj. 含磷的。

mind v. be troubled by. 介意。

game n. scheme or trick. 策略；诡计。

post n. upright piece of wood, metal, etc. supporting or marking sth. 柱；标竿。

sheet n. 散页纸；被单，褥单。

untie v. make sth. loose. 解开。

bruise n. showing the effects of a blow or knock though the skin is discoloured but not broken. 伤痕、瘀伤。

black and blue 又青又紫。

bring on cause... to happen. 致使。

lift (of clouds, fog, smoke) rise, pass away. 消散（特指云、烟、雾等）。

stick n. thin branch broken, cut or fallen from a bush, tree, etc. for a special purpose. 小树枝；杖，棍，棒。

waist n. part of the body between the ribs and the hips. 腰，腰部。

sink (sank, sunk) v. go down, esp. below the soft substance. 沉落。

to this day till now. 直到现在。

point to 指向。


17　搜寻杀人凶手
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接着，我们为亨利爵士的担忧胜过了我们自身的恐惧感。我和福尔摩斯一齐开了枪。那个家伙痛苦地大叫一声，我们便知道我们已打中它了。可是它并没有停下脚步，还继续向前窜去，追着亨利爵士。

在我们听到了它那痛苦的嗥叫时，我们的恐惧便烟消云散了。这并非什么魔犬。我们的子弹既能打伤它，我们也就能杀死它。我们尽力追赶它。我从没见过谁能像福尔摩斯在那天夜里跑得那样快，我也跟不上他。我们听到了前面路上亨利爵士一声接一声的喊叫和那只猎犬发出的低沉的吼声。我看到那个家伙扑向亨利爵士，并将其掀翻在地上。它的牙齿直扑他的咽喉。可是就在这之后，福尔摩斯一连气将手枪里的子弹都打进了那只猎犬的身体。它发出了最后一声低沉的嗥叫，向空中咬了一口，随后就倒在地上了。我用手枪抵住它的头部，可是我不必开枪了。猎犬已经死了。

亨利爵士躺在他摔倒的地方，毫无知觉。我们赶快把他的衣领解开。福尔摩斯开枪开得正及时，那只猎犬还没够着我们的朋友的喉咙。他的眼睛已经开始睁开了，他仰视着我们。

“我的上帝啊，”他低声说道，“那是什么？究竟是什么东西啊？”

“不管它是什么，它已经死了，”福尔摩斯说道。“我们已经把您家的妖魔永远地消灭了。”

躺在我们面前的那个家伙同一只小狮子一般大小。它的嘴巴和牙齿很大。它们闪烁着蓝色的光芒。它那残忍的眼睛周围也有圈蓝色的火苗。我摸了摸它那发光喷火的皮毛。我抬起手来时，手似乎也着火了。

“是磷，”我说道。“那便是那只猎犬在黑暗之中看上去冒火光的原因。斯台普顿在房子旁边的那个小屋里给那只猎犬涂上了含磷的涂料。”

可是福尔摩斯对亨利爵士比对斯台普顿的狡猾考虑得要多些。

“我必须向您抱歉，亨利爵士，”他说道。“我使您遭受了生命危险。我预计看到的是一只大猎犬，可没想到会是这样的一只。大雾留给我们克制恐惧感的时间很短，还有一会儿我们都惊讶得动弹不了身子。”

“没关系，”亨利爵士说道。“您救了我的性命，我还得感谢您呢。请扶我站起来。你们现在打算怎么办呢？”

亨利爵士的双腿因这次可怕的经历而抖得很厉害，他自己都站不起来了。我们把他扶到了一块石头旁。他坐在那儿，双手捂着头。

“我们现在得把您留在这儿了，亨利爵士，还要去想方设法抓住斯台普顿呢。我们将尽快回来并把您带到庄园去。案子已经了结了，可是我们现在必须抓住那个人。”

我跟着福尔摩斯沿着那条小路返回了那栋屋子。

“我们必须搜搜这栋屋子，”福尔摩斯说道，“可是几乎可以肯定他是不会在的。他可能已听到了我们的枪声，于是便知道他那罪恶的勾当已经结束了。”

前门开着。我们进去一间一间地察看。楼下的房间都空着，于是我们上了楼，除了那个锁起来的房间之外都查看过了。

“里面有人，”我说道。“我听到有人在动。帮我把这扇门打开。”

我们用身体撞门，门锁一松动我们就进去了。我们握着手枪，准备随时开枪射击。

在房间的中央有一个人被绑在柱子上。我们无法看出来是男是女，由于那人被床单蒙住了。只有眼睛和鼻子没被蒙住。

我们解开床单，把这个被捆着的人从柱子那儿松开。是斯台普顿小姐。我们给她松绑时可以看到她脖子上几道长长的、红色的伤痕。

“那个残忍的恶魔斯台普顿打了她，”福尔摩斯说道。“把她安置在椅子上。”斯台普顿小姐已因毒打和疲惫而昏过去了。在我们把她安置在椅子上时，她睁开了双眼。

“他安全了吗？”她问道。“他逃脱了吗？”

“他从我们手里是逃不掉的，斯台普顿小姐。”福尔摩斯说道。

“不，不，我不是指我丈夫。我指亨利爵士。他安全吗？”

“安全，”我说道，“而且，那只猎犬已经死了。”

“感谢上帝，”她说道。，“感谢上帝。噢，这个坏蛋。看看他是怎么对待我的。”她给我们看了她的双臂，我们惊恐地看到遭受毒打的地方皮肤又青又紫的。“但是，他还用别的途径伤害我。我以为他爱我时，我能接受许多事情。可是他并不爱我。他利用了我。”

“那么现在就请帮助我们吧，”福尔摩斯说道。“告诉我们他去哪儿了。”

“在泥潭中央的一个小岛上有一栋古老的房子，”她说道。“他以往把猎犬安置在那里。他还把那屋子准备好等万一躲避藏身时用。他一定在那儿，我敢肯定。”

“今晚在这样的大雾之中谁也找不到走进格林盆泥潭的路。”福尔摩斯望着窗外说道。

雾像雪白的羊毛似的紧围在窗户外面；我们知道，在大雾蒸发散尽之前我们是不能够试着去追他的。我们决定将亨利爵士带回巴斯克维尔庄园。我们被迫告诉他有关斯台普顿夫妇的一切详情，他听到关于他所钟爱的那个女子的实情时受到了很大的伤害。她已结婚的消息和他所经历的恐怖之事使他发起高烧来。我们派人请摩梯末医生来，他来了并在亨利爵士身旁守了一整夜。

第二天早上，斯台普顿小姐带我们到了贯穿泥潭的一条小路旁。雾散了，她给我们看了她和她丈夫为标记路途而插的一根根木棍。我们随着这些小木棍穿过泥潭，那儿散发着腐败的植物的臭味。我们走的时候湿乎乎的地面扯着我们的双脚。我们不时从小路旁走歪，陷入了泥潭，直到齐腰那么深。独自一人是不敢奢求自己能逃脱泥潭的拖陷的；没有别人的帮助就会陷进去没命了。

但是，我们没有发现斯台普顿的任何迹象。我们搜啊搜，可是一无所获。勿庸置疑，他在大雾中迷了路，陷进泥潭中去了。在泥潭深处的某个地方，他的尸体将永远躺在那里。

我们到达了斯台普顿小姐描述过的那个小岛，还搜寻了一番那栋古老的屋子。

“这个地方只能告诉我们已知的一切详情，”福尔摩斯说道。“这些骨头表明他曾把猎犬藏在这儿，可是他不能使它默不出声，所以人们听到了它的叫声。这儿是瓶含磷的涂料。斯台普顿狡猾地把它抹在了猎犬身上。有了我们昨晚的所见所感以后，我们对查尔斯爵士因恐慌而暴死就不足为奇了。我现在也明白塞尔登是怎么知道那只猎犬在黑暗中跟在他后面的了。那个可怜的家伙就那么大叫着向前跑，这并不奇怪。关于那只魔狗的那个古老的故事使他萌发了使用磷的念头。十分狡猾。我曾在伦敦这么说过，我现在再这么说一遍，华生。咱们还从来没有一个比躺在那边的那个人更为危险的对手呢。”——他指了指散布在我们四周的那片大泥潭。
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Looking Back

It was the end of November, more than a month after our return from Baskerville Hall. Holmes and I were sitting on either side of a bright fire in our sitting room in Baker Street. Since our return, Holmes had been working hard on two other cases, and he had been too busy to discuss the Baskerville case. But now the other cases were finished, and he had been successful in both of them. I decided it was a good time to ask him the final questions about Stapleton and the hound.

'The picture showed us that Stapleton was indeed a Baskerville,' Holmes began. 'He was the son of Roger Baskerville, who was Sir Charles' younger brother. Roger was a criminal who escaped from prison and ran away to South America. Everyone thought he had died unmarried, but that was not true. He had one son, also called Roger, whom we knew as Stapleton. Stapleton married a beautiful South American, and came to England, where he started a school in the north. He discovered that he would inherit the Baskerville lands and fortune if Sir Charles and Sir Henry both died. That is why he moved to Devonshire when the school closed.

'When he met Sir Charles, he heard the story of the hell-hound. He also learned that Sir Charles believed these supernatural stories, and that he had a weak heart.

'Stapleton had the idea of buying a huge hound, and of using the phosphorus to make it shine like the hound in the story. I have found the place where he bought the animal. He took it by train to Devonshire and walked many miles over the moors with it so that it would not be seen near Baskerville Hall.

'He needed to get Sir Charles out of the Hall at night. This would be easy to do if his wife made Sir Charles fall in love with her. But, although he beat her, she refused to help him with his evil plan.

'Then Stapleton met Laura Lyons. We know that he made her write a letter to bring Sir Charles to the moor gate on that sad night. The hound, which was shining with phosphorus, chased Sir Charles down the Yew Alley. Sir Charles' terror was so great that his weak heart stopped, and he died, but the animal did not touch the dead body.

'The hound had run on the grass, so it left no footprints, except the one found by Dr Mortimer. You see how clever Stapleton was. Neither he nor the hound had touched Sir Charles so there was no sign of murder. The only two people who might suspect him—his wife and Mrs Lyons could not be certain about what he had done. Anyway, neither of them would inform the police about him.

'Next, Stapleton learned that Sir Henry had reached England, so he went to London. He hoped to murder Sir Henry there. He took his wife with him, but he wasn't sure that she would keep his secret, so he did not tell her the truth. He locked her up in their hotel. She knew that he had some evil plan, but she was too frightened to give Sir Henry a clear warning. Instead, she sent him the letter made of words cut from a newspaper.

'Meanwhile, Stapleton was wearing a false beard and following Sir Henry. He needed something to give the hound Sir Henry's scent, so he paid a maid at Sir Henry's hotel to steal one of his shoes. The first one was a new one, and didn't have Sir Henry's scent on it. It was no use for the hound, so he put it back, and another, older, shoe was stolen. When the shoes were changed, I knew that the hound must be a natural and not a supernatural creature.

'Next there was the letter made of words cut from a newspaper. When I looked at it, I held it close to my eyes. I noticed a smell of perfume, so I guessed that a woman had sent the letter.

'By the time I went to Devonshire I knew that there was a real hound, and I knew we were looking for a man and a woman. I guessed that the Stapletons were the pair. I had to watch Stapleton, but I had to hide myself. As I have explained, I could not tell you what I was doing. I stayed in Newtown and used the hut on the moor only when necessary.

'Your letters were sent to me immediately from Baker Street, and were very helpful. When you told me that Stapleton had owned a school in the north of England, I checked on him and where he had come from. I discovered he had come from South America. And then everything became clear.

'By the time you found me on the moor, I knew everything, but I could prove none. We had to catch the man doing something criminal, and so I had to put Sir Henry in danger.

'Dr Mortimer tells me that Sir Henry will be completely better after some rest. As you know, the two of them have become good friends, and are going on a long holiday together. Sir Henry will take some time to forget Miss Stapleton. He loved her deeply and it hurt him badly when he learned the truth about her.

'She was very frightened of her cruel husband, but she suspected that he was responsible for Sir Charles' death. She knew about the hound, and when Selden died she guessed that the hound had killed him. She knew her husband had the hound at their house on the night Sir Henry came to dinner. They argued about the hound that evening, and as they argued Stapleton told her about Mrs Lyons. Any love she had for her husband disappeared at that moment. He knew that she wanted to help Sir Henry, so he beat her and tied her up.

'He probably hoped that when he inherited the Baskerville lands, she would love him again. He certainly thought that she would keep silent if she became Lady Baskerville. But I think he was wrong. He had been too cruel to her. She could not forgive him or love him again, nor, I think, allow him to enjoy the results of his crime.

'Of course, he could not frighten Sir Henry in the same way as Sir Charles. Sir Henry was a young and healthy man. So he kept the hound hungry. He knew that the animal would either kill Sir Henry or would hurt him so badly that it would be easy to complete the murder.'

I had one last question for Holmes. 'But Stapleton was living so close to Baskerville Hall and using a false name. It looked very strange. How would he explain that to the police, if after Sir Henry's death he then inherited the Baskerville lands and fortune?'

'I don't know how he planned to explain the false name and why he was living at Pen House,' said Holmes. 'I can only say that he was a very clever man. I am sure he had thought of an answer to the problem.

'But that's enough work for the evening, Watson. I have two tickets for the theatre. If we get ready now, we shall have time to stop at my favourite restaurant for some dinner on the way.'



look back 回顾。

too... to do sth. 太……以致不能做某事。

learn v. be told or informed. 获悉。

mile 英里（长度单位）。

inform v. give knowledge to. 通知，告诉。

take sth. / sb. with... 随身带着某物／人。

lock up 锁起来。

meanwhile adv. at the same time. 与此同时。

perfume n. kinds of prepared liquids with sweet smell, esp. from an essence of flowers. 香味；香水。

lady n. （头衔）贵妇；对一般女士的尊称。

result n. outcome, effect. 结果。

crime n. offence for which there is severe punishment by law. 犯罪行为。

healthy adj. well, strong and able to resist disease. 健康的，健壮的。

That's enough work for the evening. 今晚的工作就到此为止吧。

on the way being engaged in going or coming. 在路上，在途中。


18　回顾
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已经是11月底，我们从巴斯克维尔庄园回来之后一个多月的时候了。我和福尔摩斯坐在贝克街上的那栋房子的客厅中的熊熊的炉火两旁。我们回来之后，福尔摩斯不辞辛苦地办理了另外两件案子，他都忙得没有时间讨论巴斯克维尔庄园里发生的那件案子。可是，现在这两件案子都已了结了，他办得也都非常成功。我决定，这该是向他询问有关斯台普顿和那只猎犬的最后一些问题的大好时机了。

“那幅画像向我们表明斯台普顿真的是巴斯克维尔家族中的一员，”福尔摩斯开腔了，“他是罗杰·巴斯克维尔即查尔斯爵士的弟弟的儿子。罗杰是越狱潜逃、跑到了南美洲的囚犯。大家都以为他没结婚就死了，可是那不是真的。他有一个儿子，也叫罗杰，就是我们所认识的斯台普顿。斯台普顿娶了一位南美美女，又来到了英格兰，在那儿的北部开办了一所学校。他发现，要是查尔斯爵士和亨利爵士都已死的话，自己就能继承巴斯克维尔家族的地产了。那就是他在学校关闭之后搬到德文郡的原因所在。

“他遇见查尔斯爵士时听到了有关魔狗的故事。他还得知，查尔斯爵士相信这些鬼怪故事，心脏也很虚弱。

“斯台普顿就起了买一只大猎犬并用磷来使猎犬像故事中的那只那样闪闪发光的念头。我已找到他买狗的地点。他乘火车将它带到德文郡，又牵着狗穿过沼地走了很长的路，如此一来在巴斯克维尔庄园附近就没被人们看见。

“他需要让查尔斯爵士在夜间走出庄园。如果他的妻子使得查尔斯爵士爱上她的话，这就好办了。可是，即使是他揍她，她也拒绝帮助他实施他那邪恶的计谋。

“后来，斯台普顿遇到了劳拉·莱昂丝。我们知道，他让她写了封信，把查尔斯爵士在那个令人伤心的夜晚带到了通往沼地的栅门那里。那只猎犬闪着磷光，顺着水松小道就向查尔斯爵士追了过来。查尔斯爵士恐怖过度，导致原本就很虚弱的心脏停止跳动，他就死了，可那只动物是不碰死尸的。

“那猎犬是在草地上跑的，于是便没有留下什么爪印，除了摩梯末医生发现的那一个之外。你看看斯台普顿是何等狡猾。他和猎犬都没碰过查尔斯爵士，因此没有谋杀的一丝影子。可能会怀疑他的只有两个女人——他的妻子和莱昂丝太太——她们也不敢肯定他干了些什么。无论如何，她们俩都不会向警方告发他的。

“接下来，斯台普顿获悉亨利爵士已到达英格兰，于是便去了伦敦。他希望能在那儿将亨利爵士干掉。他带着他的妻子，可是他不敢肯定她会保守他的秘密，因此他没有告诉她实情。他把她锁在他们居住的旅馆里。她知道他有个邪恶的计划，可是她太害怕了，以致不敢向亨利爵士发出一个清楚明了的警告。反之，她寄给他一封由报纸上剪下来的字拼凑成的信。

“与此同时，斯台普顿正戴着假胡须跟踪亨利爵士。他需要亨利爵士的一件能使猎犬闻味跟踪的东西，因此贿赂了亨利爵士下榻的那个旅馆里的一个女仆，让她偷出他的一只鞋子来。第一只是新鞋，上面没有亨利爵士的气味。它对猎犬丝毫无用，他因此就把它送回去了，而另一只旧一点的鞋就被偷去了。鞋被换了时，我就知道那只猎犬是自然界的一只动物而不是什么鬼怪神魔。

“接下来就有了由报纸上剪下来的字拼成的那封信。我看它时，把它举在了眼前。我注意到了一股香水味，于是猜到是一位女士寄的那封信。

“在我去德文郡之前我已知道那儿有只活生生的猎犬，还知道我们将要寻觅一位男子和一位女士。我揣测到斯台普顿兄妹就是要找的那对。我得监视斯台普顿，可还得埋伏起来。正如我所解释的那样，我不能告诉你我的所作所为。我待在纽顿，只有必要时才用一下沼地上的那个小屋。

“您寄给我的信件被立即从贝克街送到了我的手中，它们非常有帮助。当你告诉我斯台普顿曾在英格兰北部办过一所学校时，我查了一下他本人的身世。我发现他来自于南美。那么，一切都弄清楚了。”

“你在沼地上发现我时，我已知道了全部事实，可是我什么也证明不了。我们必须在那个人作案的当场将其抓获，因此我不得不将亨利爵士置于危险的境地。

“摩梯末医生告诉我说，亨利爵士在休息之后就会彻底地恢复了。如你所知，这两人已成了好朋友，正准备一起进行长途旅行。亨利爵士要经过一段时间才能忘掉斯台普顿小姐。他深深地爱着她，得知有关她的真相时受到了很大的伤害。

“她非常害怕她那残酷的丈夫，可是她又怀疑到他应对查尔斯爵士的死负责。她知道那只猎犬的事情，塞尔登死去时她猜到是猎犬害死了他。她知道她丈夫在亨利爵士来吃饭的那个晚上把狗安顿在了家里。他们在那个傍晚因猎犬的事情吵了起来，争吵时斯台普顿告诉了她有关莱昂斯太太的事情。她对她丈夫的任何爱意都在那一刻消失了。他知道她想帮亨利爵士的忙，因此揍了她，又把她捆了起来。

“他可能指望在他继承了巴斯克维尔家族的地产时，她就又会爱他了。他理所当然地认为要是她能成为‘巴斯克维尔男爵夫人’的话她就会对此默不作声的。可是我认为他错了。他对她一向太残忍了。她不会原谅他或再爱他了，我认为她也不会容许他享受他的犯罪所得。

“当然了，他不能用吓唬查尔斯爵士的方式对待亨利爵士。亨利爵士是位既年青又健康的人。因此他使那只猎犬处于饥饿状态。他知道，那个动物要么会咬死亨利爵士，要么会重伤他，而那么一来就可以轻松地将他谋杀完事大吉了。”

我对福尔摩斯还有最后一个问题。“但是，斯台普顿住得离巴斯克维尔庄园那么近，还用着化名。这看上去非常奇怪。他怎样才能向警方解释得通那个，要是在亨利爵士死后他就继承了巴斯克维尔家族的地产和其他财产呢？”

“我不知道他是打算如何解释他更名改姓和住在格林盆宅邸的原因的，”福尔摩斯说道。“我只能说他是个非常狡猾的人。我敢肯定他已想出了解决这一问题的答案。”

“然而，今晚就干这么多吧，华生。我有两张戏票。如果现在准备好了，咱们还有时间中途到我喜欢的那个饭馆吃晚餐。”


Exercises

A Checking your understanding

Chapters 1-4 Find answers to these questions in the text.

1　When was the Hound of the Baskervilles first seen?

2　What was interesting about Sir Charles' footprints in the Yew Alley?

3　Who saw the footprints of a huge hound in the Yew Alley?

4　How did Dr Mortimer know that Sir Charles had stood for five or ten minutes by the moor gate?




Chapters 5-9 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1　The man with the large black beard in the taxi was Barrymore.

2　Roger Baskerville was Sir Henry's uncle.

3　Holmes stayed in London while Dr Watson and Sir Henry went to Baskerville Hall.

4　Miss Stapleton thought that Dr Watson was in danger.

5　Selden, the escaped prisoner, was Mrs Barrymore's brother.




Chapters 10-14 How much can you remember? Check your answers.

1　Who had written a letter to Sir Charles to ask for a meeting?

2　What did Mr Frankland see through his telescope?

3　Why did Holmes live secretly in a hut on the moor?

4　Why did Holmes and Dr Watson think that Selden's body was Sir Henry?




Chapters 15-18 Write answers to these questions.

1　Who did the picture of Sir Hugo look like?

2　Why did Holmes say that he and Dr Watson were going to London?

3　How did Stapleton get Mrs Lyons to help him?

4　Why did the Hound seem supernatural?

5　Why did Stapleton beat his wife and tie her up?

6　How did Stapleton die?

7　Why did Stapleton want to murder Sir Henry?

B Working with language

1　Choose the best linking word and complete these sentences with information from chapters 1-7.

1　Dr Mortimer went to see Sherlock Holmes because/ although...

2　Because/although Dr Mortimer was a man of science, he...

3　Sir Henry's old shoe was stolen before/after...

4　Holmes thought Sir Henry's life would be in danger if/unless...

5　Holmes himself could not leave London until / since...




2　Put this summary of chapters 15 and 16 in the right order, and then join the parts together to make five sentences.

1　who told them the truth about her letter to Sir Charles

2　and Sherlock Holmes shot and killed it

3　as soon as Sherlock Holmes and Dr Watson left Baskerville Hall in the morning

4　then Holmes and Watson went to visit Mrs Lyons

5　and hid behind some rocks

6　they went to the station at Newtown

7　Holmes and Watson ran after the Hound

8　where Holmes told his boy to go to London

9　Stapleton let the Hound out and it chased Sir Henry

10　in the evening Holmes and Watson drove to the Stapletons' house

11　and from there to send a telegram to Sir Charles

12　when Sir Henry left the house and began to walk back to the Hall

C Activities

1　You are Dr Watson. Write a letter to Sherlock Holmes to tell him everything that happened in chapters 7, 8，and 9.

2　You are a newspaper reporter. Ask the maid at Baskerville Hall for her story. Write the dialogue of your interview.

3　Write a short description of a character you like in the story.

4　Write a letter to the author of the book and say what you like and what you don't like about it.


[image: alt]


[image: alt]


[image: alt]


[image: alt]


京权图字01-97-0348




Originally published by Oxford University Press, Great Clarendon Street, Oxford. © 1996

This edition is licensed for sale in the People's Republic of China only and not for export therefrom.

'Oxford' is a registered trademark of Oxford University Press.




图书在版编目（CIP）数据




不平静的坟墓 = The Unquiet Grave／（英）詹姆斯（James, M. R.）著；（英）霍金斯（Hawkins, P.）改写；宋洁译．—北京：外语教学与研究出版社，1998.1（2014.11 重印）

（书虫·牛津英汉双语读物）

ISBN 978-7-5600-1375-6




Ⅰ．不…　Ⅱ．①詹…②霍…③宋…　Ⅲ．故事—对照读物—英、汉　Ⅳ．H319.4：I




中国版本图书馆CIP数据核字（98）第01442号




出版人：　蔡剑峰

责任编辑：王霖霖

出版发行：外语教学与研究出版社

社　　址：北京市西三环北路19号（100089）

网　　址：http://www.fltrp.com

版　　次：2001年5月第1版

书　　号：ISBN 978-7-5600-1375-6

*　*　*

凡侵权、盗版书籍线索，请联系我社法律事务部

举报电话：（010）88817519

电子邮箱：banquan@fltrp.com

法律顾问：立方律师事务所　刘旭东律师

　　　　　中咨律师事务所　殷　斌律师


简介

死去的人并非总是安静地躺在坟墓里。有时他们在这个世界上还有没做完的事情或者想为自己所受的委屈报仇雪恨；或许生活中他们自己也作过恶，即使死了也不得安宁，所以他们一定要回来给活着的人带来麻烦和恐惧。

在这5个故事中，死者可能随时随地以最奇怪的方式到来——到牛津某一学院，威廉斯先生正在那儿饶有兴趣地看着一幅古旧的画作；或者光天化日之下来到年轻的汤姆森先生度假住的一家小旅馆。爱德华·邓宁先生的房间里灯灭了，他伸手去找火柴，黑暗中他的手触到的是什么？乡绅鲍尔斯的妻子和继子要问个问题，可只有鲍尔斯知道答案，你怎么去问一个躺在坟墓里的死人问题呢？当帕金斯教授吹起他拾到的一个很旧的口哨时，是只有风作答，还是有别的东西？一种你见不着、听不见却又难以想象有多么可怕的东西……




蒙塔古·罗兹·詹姆斯（1862-1936）生于肯特郡，先后担任过剑桥大学的国王学院及伊顿公学院长，以其鬼怪故事闻名，这些故事问世后便深受欢迎。
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The Picture

For several years Mr Williams worked for the museum at the University of Oxford, enlarging its already famous collection of drawings and pictures of English country houses and churches. It is hard to imagine anything less alarming than collecting pictures of houses and churches, but Mr Williams found that even this peaceful work had its unexpected dark corners.

He bought many pictures for the museum from the London shop of Mr J. W. Britnell. Twice a year Mr Britnell sent a list of pictures to all his regular customers, who could then choose which pictures they wanted to look at before deciding whether to buy.

In February 1895 Mr Williams received a list from Mr Britnell with the following letter:

Dear Sir,

I think you might be interested in Picture Number 978 in our list, which I will be happy to send to you if you wish.

J. W. Britnell

Mr Williams turned to Number 978 in the list and found the following note:

Number 978. Artist unknown. Picture of an English country house, early nineteenth century. 25 centimetres by 40 centimetres. ￡20.

It did not sound very interesting and the price seemed high. However, Mr Williams added it to the pictures that he asked Mr Britnell to send to him.

The pictures arrived at the museum one Saturday afternoon, just after Mr Williams had left. They were brought round to his rooms in college so that he could look at them over the weekend. Mr Williams found them on his table when he and his friend, Mr Binks, came in to have tea.

Picture Number 978 showed the front of quite a large country house. It had three rows of windows with the door in the middle of the bottom row. There were trees on both sides of the house and a large lawn in front of it. The letters A.W.F. were written in the corner of the picture. Mr Williams thought that it was not very well done, probably the work of an amateur artist, and he could not understand why Mr Britnell thought it was worth twenty pounds. He turned it over and saw that there was a piece of paper on the back with part of a name on it. All he could read were the ends of two lines of writing. The first said, '—ngly Hall'; the second, '—ssex'.

Mr Williams thought that it would be interesting to see if he could find the name of the house in one of his guidebooks before sending the picture back on Monday morning. Meanwhile, he put the picture on the table, lit the lamp because it was now getting dark, and made the tea.

While they were having tea, his friend picked up the picture, looked at it and said, 'Where's this house, Williams?'

'That's just what I was going to find out,' said Williams, taking a book from the shelf. 'If you look at the back, you'll see it's Something Hall in either Essex or Sussex. Half the name's missing, you see. I don't suppose you recognize the house, do you?'

'No, I don't,' said Mr Binks. 'It's from Britnell, I suppose, isn't it? Is it for the museum?'

'Well, I would buy it if the price was two pounds,' replied Mr Williams, 'but for some reason he wants twenty pounds for it. I can't think why. It's not a very good picture and there aren't even any figures in it to make it more interesting.'

'I agree it's not worth twenty pounds,' said Binks, 'but I don't think it's too bad. The light seems rather good to me and I think there is a figure here, just at the edge, in the front.'

'Let me see,' said Williams. 'Well, it's true the light is quite well done. Where's the figure? Oh, yes! Just the head, in the very front of the picture.'

And indeed there was—right on the edge of the picture—just the head of a man or a woman, who was looking towards the house. Williams had not noticed it before.

'Still,' he said, 'though it's better than I thought at first, I can't spend twenty pounds of the museum's money on a picture of a house I don't even know.'

Mr Binks, who had some work to finish, soon left and Mr Williams spent the time before dinner trying to find the name of the house in his guidebooks.

'If I knew the letter before the "—ngly",' he said to himself, 'it would be easy enough. But there are many more names ending in "—ngly" than I thought.'

Dinner in Mr Williams' college was at seven o'clock and afterwards a few of his friends came back to his rooms to play cards. During a pause in the game Mr Williams picked up the picture from the table without looking at it and passed it to a man named Garwood, who was interested in pictures. Garwood looked at it and said:

'This is really a very fine picture, you know, Williams. The light is very well done, in my opinion, and though the figure is rather unpleasant, it is quite interesting.'

'Yes, isn't it?' said Williams, who was too busy giving drinks to his guests to look at the picture again.

When his visitors had gone, Williams had to finish writing a letter, so it was after midnight before he was ready to go to bed. The picture lay face upwards on the table where Garwood had left it and, as Williams was putting out the lamp, he saw it. For a moment he was too surprised to move, then he slowly picked up the picture and stared at it in horror. In the middle of the lawn, in front of the unknown house, there was a figure where there had been no figure earlier. It was crawling on hands and knees towards the house, and it was covered in a strange black garment with a white cross on the back.

After a second or two Mr Williams took the picture by one corner and carried it to an empty room. There, he locked it, face downwards, in a cupboard, then closed and locked the door of the empty room. He went back to his own room and locked the door behind him. Before going to bed, he sat down and wrote a note describing in detail the extraordinary change in the picture since he had received it.

He was glad to remember that Mr Garwood, who had looked at the picture earlier in the evening, had also seen a 'rather unpleasant' figure. He decided that in the morning he must ask someone to look carefully at the picture with him, and he must try very hard to discover the name of the house. He would ask his neighbour, Mr Nisbet, to have breakfast with him. Then he would spend the morning looking for the house in his guidebooks.

Mr Nisbet arrived at nine o'clock and the two men sat down to breakfast. When they had finished, Mr Williams, feeling both nervous and excited, hurried to the empty room. He unlocked the cupboard, took out the picture, still face downwards, and, without looking at it, went back to his own room and put it into Nisbet's hands.

'Now, Nisbet,' he said, 'I want you to tell me what you see in that picture. Describe it, please, in detail. I'll tell you why afterwards.'

'Well,' said Nisbet, 'I have here a picture of an English country house by moonlight.'

'Moonlight? Are you sure?'

'Oh, yes. The moon is shown quite clearly and there are clouds in the sky.'

'All right. Go on. But I'm sure,' added Williams quietly, 'that there was no moon when I first saw it.'

'Well, there's not much more I can say,' Nisbet continued. 'The house has three rows of windows, five in each row, except at the bottom, where there's a door instead of the middle one and...'

'But what about figures?' said Williams with great interest.

'Figures?' replied Nisbet. 'There aren't any.'

'What? No figure on the grass in front?'

'No. Not a thing.'

'Are you sure?'

'Of course I am. But there's one other thing.'

'What's that?'

'One of the windows on the ground floor, on the left of the door, is open.'

'Is it really? Oh dear! I suppose he's got into the house,' said Williams, with great excitement.

He hurried across to where Nisbet was sitting and, taking the picture from him, saw for himself. It was quite true. There was no figure on the lawn, and there was the open window.

For a moment williams was too surprised to speak, then he sat down at his desk and wrote for a few minutes. When he had finished, he brought two papers across to Nisbet. He asked him to sign the first one, which was Nisbet's own description of the picture, then to read the other one, which was the note Williams had written the night before.

'What can it all mean?' asked Nisbet.

'That's what I must find out,' said Williams. 'Now, there are three things I must do. First, I must ask Garwood exactly what he saw when he looked at the picture last night, then I must have the picture photographed before it goes any further and, thirdly, I must find out where this house is.'

'I can take the photograph for you myself,' said Nisbet. 'But, you know, I think we are seeing something terrible happening here. The question is, has it already happened or is it going to happen? You really must find out where this house is.' He looked at the picture again and shook his head. 'I think you are right, you know. He has got in. I'm sure there will be some trouble in that house.'

'I'll tell you what I'll do,' said Williams. 'I'll show the picture to old Doctor Green. He grew up in Essex and he often goes to Sussex to see his brother who lives there. He's been going there for years. He must know both places quite well.'

'That's a very good idea,' agreed Nisbet. 'But I think I heard Green say that he was going away this weekend.'

'You're right,' said Williams. 'I remember now—he's gone to Brighton for the weekend. I'll leave a note asking him to see me as soon as he returns. Meanwhile, you take the picture and photograph it and I'll see Garwood and ask him what he saw when he looked at it last night.' He paused. 'You know,' he added, 'I don't think twenty pounds is too much to ask for this picture, after all.'

In a short time Williams returned to his room, bringing Mr Garwood with him. Mr Garwood said that when he had looked at the picture the figure was just starting to crawl across the lawn. He remembered that it was wearing a black garment with something white on the back—he was not sure if it was a cross. While he was writing this down, Mr Nisbet returned and said that he had photographed the picture.

'What are you going to do now, Williams?' asked Mr Garwood. 'Are you going to sit and watch the picture all day?'

'No, I don't think we need to do that,' replied Williams. 'You see, there has been plenty of time since I looked at it last night for the creature in the picture to finish what he wants to do, but he has only gone into the house. The window is open and he must still be in there. I think he wants us to see what happens next. Anyway, I don't think the picture will change much during the day. I suggest that we all go for a walk after lunch and come back here for tea. I'll leave the picture on my table and lock the door. My servant has a key and can get in if he wants to, but nobody else can.'

The others agreed that this was a good plan. They also wanted to avoid talking to anyone about this extraordinary picture, knowing what excitement and argument it would cause.

At about five o'clock they came back to Mr Williams' rooms for tea. When they entered the room, they were surprised to find Mr Filcher, the servant, sitting in Mr Williams' armchair and staring in horror at the picture on the table. Mr Filcher had worked in the college for many years and had never before behaved in so unusual a way. He seemed to feel this himself, and tried to jump to his feet when the three men came in.

'I'm sorry, sir,' he said. 'I didn't mean to sit down.'

'That's all right, Robert,' said Mr Williams. 'I was going to ask you some time what you thought of that picture.'

'Well, sir,' replied the servant, 'of course, I don't really understand pictures, but I wouldn't like my little girl to see it. I'm sure it would give her bad dreams. It doesn't seem the right kind of picture to leave lying around. It could frighten anybody—seeing that awful thing carrying off the poor baby. That's what I think, sir. Will you need me any more today, sir? Thank you, sir.'

Filcher left the room and the three men went at once to look at the picture. There was the house as before, under the moon and the clouds. But the window that had been open was now shut, and the figure was once more on the lawn; but not crawling this time. Now it was walking, with long steps, towards the front of the picture. The moon was behind it and the black material of its garment nearly covered its face. The three men were deeply thankful that they could see no more of the face than a high, white forehead and a few long, thin hairs. Its legs beneath the garment were horribly thin, and its arms held something which seemed to be a child, whether dead or living it was not possible to say.

The three friends watched the picture until it was time for dinner but it did not change at all. They hurried back to Williams' rooms as soon as dinner was finished. The picture was where they had left it, but the figure had gone, and the house was quiet under the moon and the clouds.

'Well,' said Mr Williams, 'now we really must try to find where this house is.' They got out the guidebooks and began to work.

It was nearly two hours later when Williams suddenly cried, 'Ha! This looks like it!'

He read aloud from the Guide to Essex that he was holding:

'Anningly. Interesting twelfth-century church containing the tombs of the Francis family, whose home, Anningly Hall, stands just behind the church. The family is now extinct. The last member of the family disappeared very mysteriously in 1802 while still a child. His father, Sir Arthur Francis, a well-known amateur artist, lived quite alone after that until he was found dead in his house three years later, after he had just completed a picture of the Hall.'

As Mr Williams finished reading, there was a knock on the door and Doctor Green came in. He had just returned from Brighton and had found Williams' note. He agreed at once that the picture was of Anningly Hall, which was not far from where he had grown up.

'Have you any explanation of the figure, Green?' asked Williams.

'I don't know, I'm sure, Williams,' Doctor Green replied.

'When I was a boy, some of the old people in Anningly still used to talk about the disappearance of the Francis child. They said that Sir Arthur had a lot of trouble with some of the local people coming onto his land to steal his fish and his birds. He decided to catch them all and have them punished, and, one by one he did, until there was only one left. This was a man called Gawdy whose family had once been rich and important in that part of Essex. In fact, some of them had their tombs in the village church too. However, the family had lost all their land and their money over the years and Gawdy felt rather bitter about it all. For a long time Sir Arthur could not catch him doing anything wrong until one night his men found Gawdy with some dead birds in Sir Arthur's woods. There was a fight and one of the men was shot. This was just what Sir Arthur needed; the judge was all on his side, of course, and poor Gawdy was hanged a few days later. People thought that some friend of Gawdy's stole Sir Arthur's little boy in revenge, to put an end to the Francis family as well. But I should say now, that it looks more as if old Gawdy managed the job himself. Brrrr. I don't like to think about it. Let's have a drink, shall we?'

The story of the picture was told to a few people; some believed it and some did not. Mr Britnell knew nothing about it except that the picture was unusual in some way. It is now in the museum and, although it has been carefully watched, no one has ever seen it change again.



museum n. a building with interesting things for people to visit. 博物馆。

enlarge v. make or become larger. 扩大；增大。

collection n. group of objects that have been collected and that belong together. 收藏品。

alarming adj. causing fear and anxiety. 惊人的；吓人的。

regular adj. happening, coming, doing something again and again at the same time each day, week, etc. 常规的；定期的。

artist n. a person who paints or draws pictures. 画家。

lawn n. grass in a garden, which is cut often to keep it short. 草地；草场。

amateur n. someone who does something (e.g. painting, acting) as a hobby, without receiving money for it. 业余爱好者。

figure n. human form, esp. the appearance and what it suggests. 人形；（尤指）体态；身材。

pause n. a short but noticeable break (in activity, speech). 停顿。

guest n. a person who is invited to visit or stay in a house. 宾客；客人。

crawl v. to move slowly on hands and knees. 爬；爬行。

garment n. something you wear; any piece of clothing. 衣服。

describe v. say what sb. or sth. is like. 描写；描写。

detail n. small, particular fact or item. 细节；琐碎的事。

extraordinary adj. beyond what is usual or ordinary. 非常的；特别的。

nervous adj. easily worried or frightened. 紧张的；担忧的。

excitement n. state of being excited. 兴奋。

description n. saying in words what sb. or sth. is like. 描绘；描写。

photograph 1. v. to take a picture of. 照相。 2. n. a picture. 照片。

creature n. a living being, human or non-human. 动物。

avoid v. keep or get away from; escape. 避免；逃避。

behave v. act; conduct oneself. 表现；举动。

forehead n. the part of the face above the eyes and below the hair. 前额。

contain v. have or hold within itself. 包含；含有。

extinct adj. (of a plant, animal, etc.) that no longer exists. 绝种的；灭种的。

bitter adj. unwelcome to the mind; hard to bear; causing sorrow. 难过的；痛苦的。

hang v. to kill someone by holding them above the ground with a rope around the neck. 绞死。

revenge n. punishment given to someone in return for harm done to oneself. 报复；报仇。

unusual adj. not usual; strange. 异常的。


画作

[image: alt]

几年来，威廉斯先生一直在牛津大学博物馆工作，为该馆不断地增加其本已出名的有关英国乡村住房和教堂方面绘画作品的收藏。收集有关住房和教堂的绘画作品本无任何惊人之处，可威廉斯先生却发现即使是这样一项很平静的工作也有其意想不到之处。

他从伦敦J. W. 布里耐尔先生的商店为博物馆买入大量绘画作品。布里耐尔先生一年两次为其所有的老主顾们寄上一份作品目录。这样，这些老主顾们便能够选择一下他们想看看哪些作品，然后决定是否购买。

1895年2月威廉斯先生接到了布里耐尔先生寄来的目录和下面这封信：

亲爱的先生：

我想您可能对我们目录中的第978号作品感兴趣，如果您希望，我很乐意给您寄上。

J. W. 布里耐尔

威廉斯先生翻到目录中的第978号，发现了下面的说明：

第978号，作者不详，画面为一座19世纪早期英国乡村住房，长40厘米，宽25厘米，售价20英镑。

这幅画似乎没多大意思，而且价格似乎也偏高。可威廉斯先生还是在要求布里耐尔先生寄给他的画里加上了它。

一个周六的下午这些作品被送到了博物馆，这时威廉斯先生刚离开。于是这些画又被转到他在学院的住所，以便周末就能让他看到。威廉斯先生和朋友宾克斯先生进屋喝茶时发现了桌子上的那些画。

第978号作品画的是一座乡村大住房的正面。房子有三排窗户，门在底部那排的中间。住房的两侧是树，前面有一大块草地，画的一角写着A. W. F. 几个字母。威廉斯先生觉得这幅画画得不怎么样，可能出自业余画家之手，他不明白为什么布里耐尔先生觉得它值20英镑。他把画翻过来发现后面有张纸，上面写着个不完整的名字。他能看到的只有两行字的结尾，第一行为“——宁利府”，第二行为“——塞克斯”。

威廉斯先生想看看周一上午把画寄回之前能不能在自己的某本旅行指南中找到这座房子的名字，他觉得这样做挺有意思的。他把画放在桌子上，这时天渐渐黑了，于是他点上灯，沏上了茶。

他们喝着茶，他的朋友拿起那幅画看着问道：“威廉斯，这座房子在哪儿？”

“我正想查找一下呢，”威廉斯先生说着从书架上取下一本书。“你看一下背面，上面写着是埃塞克斯或苏塞克斯的什么府。名字少了一半，我想你大概也不认识这座房子吧？”

“不认识，”宾克斯先生说，“我想是布里耐尔寄来的吧？是不是要卖给博物馆？”

“是呀，如果售价是两英镑，我会买的，”威廉斯先生说，“可不知什么原因他要20英镑。我真不知这是为什么。这张画画得并不好，而且画面上连个人影都没有，没有什么看头儿。”

“我也觉得这画不值20英镑，”宾克斯说，“不过我并不觉得它有多糟糕。我认为画中明亮部分似乎还很不错，而且我看这儿有个人，就在前部边上。”

“我看看，”威廉斯先生说，“哦，明亮部分确实处理得不错。人在哪儿？噢，看到了！只有头部，在画面的最前部。”

确实如此——就在画面边缘——只有一个男人或女人的头部，在看这房子。威廉斯此前并没注意到这一点。

“不过，”他说，“虽然它比我刚开始认为的好一点儿，我还是不能把博物馆的20镑花在我居然都不知道的一所房子的画上。”

由于手头还有事要做，宾克斯先生过了会儿就走了。吃饭前威廉斯先生试图在旅行指南中找到这幢房子的名字。

“如果我知道‘——ngly’前面的字母，”他自言自语道，“就容易多了。不过以‘——ngly’结尾的名字比我想像的多得多。”

威廉斯先生所在的学院7点钟开饭，吃完饭他的几位朋友回到他的房间打牌。中间停下来时，威廉斯先生从桌子上拿起那幅画，连看都没看就递给一位名叫加伍德的，这人对绘画很感兴趣。加伍德看了看说：

“您看，威廉斯先生，这幅画确实很不错。我觉得画面的明亮部分处理得很好。虽然人物不那么让人愉快，不过还是挺有意思的。”

“噢，是吗？”威廉斯先生答道，当时他正忙着给客人们倒饮料，顾不上再看那画儿一眼。

客人们走后，威廉斯先生还得写完一封信，所以他准备上床休息时已经是后半夜了。加伍德当时是把那张画画面朝上放在桌子上的。威廉斯先生要关灯时看了它一眼。这时他惊讶得简直不能动了，接着他慢慢把它拿起来，惊恐地盯着看起来。在草坪中间，那座不知名房子的前面原来没有人的地方出现了一个人。它正朝那房子爬着，身上罩着件样子古怪、后背上带着个白十字架的黑外衣。

一两秒钟后，威廉斯先生拎起画的一角把它拿进了一间空屋子。他把画面朝下锁在橱子里，然后把那间空屋子的门关上锁好。回到自己的房间他也随手锁上了门。上床前，他坐下来写了张条，详细描述了他收到那幅画后画面出现的奇特变化。

想起加伍德先生傍晚看这幅画时也发现有个“不那么让人愉快”的人影，他很高兴，于是决定上午一定要再找人一起好好看看这幅画，而且他必须尽力找到这幢房子的名字。他要请邻居尼斯比特先生来和他共进早餐。然后上午的时间还是用来在旅行指南中查找这套房子。

9点钟，尼斯比特先生来了，于是俩人坐下来吃早餐。吃完后，威廉斯先生心情紧张而激动地快步走进那间空屋子，打开橱子拿出那幅画面仍然朝下的画，连看都没看便回到他的房间，把画放进尼斯比特先生手里。

“哎，尼斯比特，”他说，“我想让你告诉我你在这幅画里看到了什么，请详细描述一下。过会儿我会告诉你为什么要这样做。”

“好吧，”尼斯比特说，“画面上是月光下的一座英国乡村住房。”

“月光？你有把握吗？”

“噢，有哇。月亮画得很清晰，天空中还有云。”

“好吧，接着说。可我敢肯定，”威廉斯先生平静地加了一句，“我第一次看时，根本没有月亮。”

“哦，没有什么太多可说的了，”尼斯比特接着说，“这座房子有三排窗户，每排五扇，只有底部那排例外，中间是扇门……”

“人呢？”威廉斯先生带着十分浓厚的兴趣问道。

“人？”尼斯比特答道，“没有任何人呀。”

“什么？前面草地上没有人吗？”

“没有，什么也没有。”

“肯定是这样吗？”

“当然，不过还有一件事。”

“什么事？”

“底层的一扇窗户，门左边那扇，是开着的。”

“真的？天呀！我想他是进了那间屋子了。”威廉斯很兴奋地说。

他快步走到尼斯比特坐的地方，从他手中拿过画亲自看起来。草地上确实没有人，那扇窗户确实开着。

威廉斯一时惊得说不出话来了，他坐在桌旁写了几分钟，写完后递给尼斯比特两份材料，让他在第一份上签字，这份是尼斯比特本人对这幅画的描述，然后又让他看另一份，那是威廉斯前一天晚上的记录。

“这是怎么回事？”尼斯比特问道。

“我也正想弄个明白，”威廉斯先生说，“现在我必须做三件事：首先，我必须问问加伍德昨天晚上他看这幅画时到底看到了什么；然后我必须在它进一步发生变化前把这幅画拍摄下来；第三，我必须弄清楚这座房子到底在哪儿。”

“我可以帮你把这幅画拍摄下来，”尼斯比特说，“可是你知道，我觉得我们看到这里出了什么可怕的事。问题是已经出了事还是就要出事呢？你一定得弄清楚这座房子到底在哪儿。”他又看看那幅画摇了摇头，接着说：“我觉得你说得对，你看他已经进去了。我敢肯定这座房子要出什么麻烦事。”

“告诉你我要干什么吧，”威廉斯说，“我要让格林医生看看这幅画。他在埃塞克斯长大而且经常到苏塞克斯看望住在那里的哥哥。多年来他一直去那儿，一定对这两个地方都很熟悉。”

“这主意很好，”尼斯比特赞同道，“不过我听格林说他这个周末不在。”

“你说得对，”威廉斯先生说，“我想起来了，他去布赖顿过周末了。我要给他留张条，让他一回来就来找我。现在你把画拿去拍照，我去找加伍德问问昨天晚上他在这幅画里看到了什么？”他停了一下，又加了一句：“你知道，不管怎么说，我觉得这幅画要价20英镑并不高。”

威廉斯很快便带着加伍德回到了自己的房间。加伍德先生说他看那画时，那人影刚刚开始向草地爬行。他记得它穿的是件背上有个什么白色东西的黑外衣，他不清楚那东西是不是个十字架。他正写着这些情况时，尼斯比特先生回来了，他说他已经把画拍照下来了。

“威廉斯，下一步你要怎么做呢？”加伍德先生问，“你是不是要整天坐在这儿看这幅画呀？”

“不，我觉得我们没有必要这么做。”威廉斯回答说，“你们看，从昨天晚上我看这画到现在，里面那人满有时间做完他要做的事情，可他只是进了那座房子。窗户开着，他一定还在里面。我觉得他想让我们看看下面会发生什么事情。不管怎么说，我觉得这幅画白天不会有什么太大变化。我提议咱们吃完午饭都去散散步，然后回这儿喝茶。我把这画放在桌子上锁上门。我的仆人有钥匙，如果想进来可以进来，别人谁也进不来。”

另外俩人觉得这个主意不错。他们也不想再谈论这幅十分奇异的画了，因为他们知道这样做会使大家很兴奋且会引起争论。

大约5点钟，他们回到威廉斯先生的房间喝茶，一进屋便惊讶地发现仆人菲尔彻先生正坐在威廉斯先生的扶手椅里，恐惧地盯着桌子上的画看。菲尔彻先生在这所学院里干了多年，还从未如此失态过。他自己似乎也感觉到了这一点，所以3个人进屋时他试图一跃而起。

“对不起，先生，”他说，“我本没想坐下的。”

“没关系，罗伯特，”威廉斯先生说，“我还想什么时候问问你觉得这幅画怎么样呢。”

“哎，先生，”仆人回答道，“当然我不懂什么绘画作品，可我不会让我的小女孩看这幅画的，这画肯定会使她做恶梦。这似乎不是那种可以随便放的画，它会吓坏人的，假如看到这可怕的东西抱走那可怜的小孩子。先生，我是这么想的。今天还有什么事吗？谢谢您了，先生。”

菲尔彻离开了房间，3个人立即上前看那幅画。还是那座笼罩在月光和云雾下的房子，只是以前开着的窗户现在关上了，那人影又出现在草地上，可现在它不是在爬，而是在大步朝着画面的前方走。月亮在它身后，它的黑色外衣几乎把脸都盖上了。3个人很庆幸他们能看见的脸部不过是个高高的白色额头和几根长而稀疏的头发。它那外衣下面露出的腿细得吓人，臂弯里抱着什么东西，好像是个孩子，根本看不出来是死是活。

3位朋友一直到吃饭时间还在看这幅画，可它没发生任何变化。一吃完饭，他们又赶忙回到威廉斯的房间。画还放在原来的位置，可人影不见了，月光和云雾笼罩下的那座房子显得十分平静。

“哎，”威廉斯先生说，“现在我们必须找到这座房子的位置。”他们拿出那些旅行指南开始查找起来。

差不多两个小时以后威廉斯先生突然叫道：“哈！好像就是这个！”

他手中拿着《埃塞克斯指南》一书大声念道：

“安宁利：有趣的12世纪教堂，内有弗朗西斯家族的坟墓，这一家族的住宅安宁利府就位于该教堂后面，这一家族现已灭绝。其最后一名成员于1802年还很小时便神秘失踪。他父亲亚瑟·弗朗西斯爵士，一位很出名的业余画家，后来一直深居简出，直到3年后被人发现死于家中，这时他刚刚完成了一幅描述安宁利府的画作。”

威廉斯先生刚念完这段话，就听到有人敲门，格林医生进来了。他刚从布赖顿回来，看到了威廉斯先生的条子。他当即附和说画上就是安宁利府，这地方离他长大的地方不远。

“格林，你能说说那人影是怎么回事吗？”威廉斯问道。

“我肯定说不清楚，威廉斯，”格林医生回答。“我小时候，安宁利的一些老人还在谈论弗朗西斯家孩子失踪的事儿。他们说亚瑟爵士与一些到他地盘上偷他的鱼和鸟的当地人闹了不少别扭。他决定把他们都抓起来进行惩罚，于是他就一一对他们这么做了，最后只剩下一个人。这个人叫高迪，他的家族一度在埃塞克斯的那一地区很富裕和显赫，而且他们家族中的一些人在村里的教堂里也有坟墓。可过了若干年该家族失去了他们的土地和钱财，高迪对此感到十分痛苦。很长时间以来亚瑟爵士一直抓不住他做坏事，直到一天晚上爵士手下的人在爵士的林子里发现了高迪和一些死鸟。于是他们便打起来，其中一人被射中。亚瑟爵士正需要如此，法官当然完全站在他一边，可怜的高迪几天后便被绞死了。人们认为是高迪的某位朋友为报仇而偷走了亚瑟爵士的小男孩，这样就使弗朗西斯家族也绝了后。可依我看，这事更像老高迪自己干的。嗯，我不想再琢磨这事了。咱们喝一杯吧，好吗？”

这幅画的故事讲给了几个人听，有人信，有人不信。布里耐尔先生除了觉得这画有点不同寻常外，对这个故事一无所知。这幅画现在就放在博物馆里，虽然人们对它观察得十分细致，可没人看到它再有什么变化。


Rats

'And if you walked through the bedrooms now, you'd see the dirty grey bedsheets rising and falling like the waves of the sea.'

'Rising and falling with what?'

'Why, with the rats crawling underneath them.'




But was it rats? I ask, because in another story it was not. I cannot put a date to the story, but I was young when I heard it, and the teller was old.

It happened in Suffolk, at a place where the coast road climbs a little hill as it travels northwards. At the top of the hill, on the left, stands a tall narrow house built about 1770. Behind it are the gardens and other buildings, and in front lies open heath with a view of the distant sea. The house was once a well-known inn, though I believe few people stay there now.

To this inn came Mr Thomson, a young man from the University of Cambridge, in search of peace and pleasant surroundings in which to study. He found both; the innkeeper and his wife kept a comfortable house, and Mr Thomson was the only guest.

It was fine spring weather and Mr Thomson's days passed very happily. His plan was to stay a month: studying all morning, walking on the heath in the afternoon, and talking with the local people in the bar in the evening.

On one of his walks over the heath he came upon a large white stone with a square hole in the top. No doubt it had once held a post of some kind. He looked around him at the wide, open heath and beyond that, the sea shining in the bright sunlight and decided that the stone had probably once held a sign to guide the local sailors back to their homes.

In the bar that evening he spoke of the stone and his idea that it had, perhaps, once held a sign to guide sailors.

'Yes,' said Mr Betts, the innkeeper, 'I've heard they could see it from out at sea, but whatever was there fell down long before our time.'

'A good thing it did, too,' said one of the villagers. 'It wasn't a lucky sign—that's what the old men used to say. Not lucky for the fishing, I mean.'

'Why ever not?' said Thomson.

'Well, I never saw it myself,' answered the other. 'But those old fishermen had some strange ideas, and I wouldn't be surprised if they pulled it down themselves.'

It was impossible to get anything clearer than this, and people soon began to talk about something else.

One day Mr Thomson decided not to have a walk in the afternoon, but to continue studying. He returned to his room after an early lunch and read on until about three o'clock. Then he put down his book, rose and went out into the passage, thinking that he would have a rest for five minutes. The house was completely silent. He remembered that it was market day and everyone had gone into the local town.

As he stood there, the idea came to him to look at the four other rooms along the passage. He was sure that the Bettses would not mind. The room opposite his was big but had no view of the sea. The next two were both smaller than his with only one window each—his had two. He walked down the passage to the door at the end and found that it was locked. Thomson decided that he must see inside that room; perhaps the key of his room would unlock the door. It did not, so he fetched the keys from the other three rooms and tried them. One of them fitted the lock and he opened the door.

The room had two windows looking south and west, and hot bright sunshine filled the room. Here there was no carpet, only wooden floorboards; no pictures, no furniture, except a bed in the farther corner—a metal bed covered with a bluish-grey blanket. You could not imagine a more ordinary room, but there was something that made Thomson close the door very quickly and very quietly behind him, and then lean against the wall in the passage, trembling all over.

Under the blanket someone lay, and not only lay, but moved. It was certainly some one and not some thing, because the shape of the head and body was clear under the blanket. However, it was all covered, and no one lies with covered head except a dead person; and this was not dead, not truly dead, because it was moving and shaking.

Thomson tried to tell himself that he was imagining things, but on this bright sunny day that was impossible. What should he do? First, lock the door again. With a trembling hand he turned the key in the lock, but as he did so, it made a little noise, and at once soft footsteps were heard coming towards the door. Thomson ran to his room and locked himself in, although he knew it was useless. How could doors and locks stop what he suspected? He stood listening for several minutes, but no sound came from the passage.

Now he could not think what to do. He wanted to pack his bags and leave the inn at once, but only that morning he had told Mr and Mrs Betts that he would stay for another week. If he left suddenly, they would surely guess the reason. Then he thought, either the Bettses knew about the creature in that room but still stayed in the house, or they knew nothing about it. Perhaps they knew just enough to make them keep the room locked, but not enough to make them leave the house. In any case, they did not seem to be afraid of whatever was in that room, so why should he be afraid of it? He decided to stay another week as he had arranged.

As the days passed, Thomson listened hard for sounds from the room at the end of the passage, but he heard nothing. Of course he could not ask Mr or Mrs Betts about it, and he did not think he could ask anyone else. However, he wanted very much to find some kind of explanation, so he decided that he would try to see inside the locked room once again before he left the inn.

He made a simple plan. He would arrange to leave by an afternoon train and would have his luggage put on the cart for the station. Then, just before leaving, he would go back upstairs to make sure that he had not left anything behind. But, instead of going to his own room, he would go to the other. He put oil on the key to make it easier to open the door quietly.

His last day arrived. After lunch his luggage was taken downstairs and put on the cart for the station. Mr and Mrs Betts came to the front door to say goodbye. Thomson thanked them for making him so comfortable and they thanked him for staying with them. Then, as he had planned, Thomson said:

'I'll just check that I haven't left a book or anything in my room. No, please don't worry, I can do it myself.'

He hurried up the stairs to the locked room, turned the key quietly and opened the door. He almost laughed aloud. Leaning, or perhaps sitting, on the edge of the bed was—nothing more than an ordinary scarecrow! A scarecrow out of the garden, of course, just put away in the empty room...

Yes; but suddenly amusement stopped. Do scarecrows have bony feet? Do their heads roll from side to side on their shoulders? Have they got heavy metal chains around their necks? Can they get up and move across the floor, with rolling head and arms close at their sides... and shake with the cold?

Thomson shut the door with a bang, jumped down the stairs and fell in a faint at the door of the inn. When he became conscious again, Mr Betts was standing over him with a glass of whisky and a serious face.

'You shouldn't do it, sir,' said Betts. 'You shouldn't go looking into people's secrets, especially when they've done their best to make you comfortable.'

Thomson said that he was very sorry but the innkeeper and his wife found it hard to accept his apologies.

'Who knows what damage it will do to the good name of the inn?' said Mr Betts, and his wife agreed.

At last Thomson managed to make Mr and Mrs Betts believe that he would not say anything about what he had seen. By that time he had missed his train but he decided to go into town and spend the night at the Station Hotel.

Before he went, Mr Betts told him what little he knew.

'They say he used to be the innkeeper here many years ago, and he worked with the thieves who robbed and murdered travellers on the heath. That's why he was hanged—in chains, they say, up at the gallows on that white stone you saw. Yes, the fishermen pulled the gallows down, I believe, because they saw it out at sea, and they said it kept the fish away. We heard all this from the people who sold us the inn. "You keep that room shut up," they said, "but don't move the bed out, and you'll find there won't be any trouble." And we haven't had any trouble. He hasn't once come out into the house, though who knows what he might do now? I've never seen him myself, and I don't want to. But I do hope you'll keep it a secret, sir. If word gets out, people won't want to come and stay here, will they?'

The promise of silence was kept for many years. I heard the story when Mr Thomson, now an old man, came to stay with my father. I was told to take him up to his room, but when we got there, Mr Thomson stepped forward and threw the door open himself. He stood there in the doorway for some moments, looking carefully into every corner of the room.

Then he turned to me. 'I beg your pardon,' he said. 'A strange way to behave, I know. But there is a very good reason for it.'

A few days later I heard what the reason was, and you have heard it now.



heath n. open wild land. 荒地。

inn n. a pub or a small old hotel. 旅馆。

surroundings n. everything around and about a place; conditions that may affect a person. 周围的事物；环境。

passage n. a narrow way through sth., with walls on both sides. 通道；走廊。

unlock v. unfasten the lock of. 打开……的锁。

floorboard n. plank of a wooden floor. 地板。

ordinary adj. normal; usual; average. 正常的；通常的；普通的。

lean v. to rest part of the body on or against something. 倚；靠。

suspect v. feel doubt about. 怀疑；觉得可疑。

pack v. get ready for a journey by putting things into a box, bag, etc. 整理行装。

arrange v. make plans in advance. 筹备；安排。

cart n. a wooden vehicle pulled by horses. 马车。

scarecrow n. a figure made out of sticks and old clothes, and put in a field to frighten birds. 稻草人（置于田中用于吓走鸟的假人）。

amusement n. the state of being amused; enjoyment. 快乐；享受。

roll v. to move from side to side. 摇晃；摇动。

faint n. losing consciousness. 昏厥；不省人事。

conscious adj. able to understand what is happening; awake. 有意识的；神智清醒的。

murder v. kill (a human being) unlawfully and on purpose. 谋杀。

chain n. metal rings joined together in a long 'rope'. 链子；链条。

gallows n. a wooden post on which criminals were killed by hanging. 绞架。

doorway n. opening into which a door fits. 门口。


老鼠

[image: alt]

“假如你现在走过卧室，就会看到那脏兮兮的灰床单像海浪一样起伏着。”

“随着什么起伏？”

“噢，随着下面爬行的老鼠。”




是老鼠吗？我问道，因为在另一个故事中并不是老鼠。我也说不出这故事讲的是什么时候的事，只是听这个故事时我还年轻，讲故事的人已经老了。

故事发生在萨福克郡，一条沿海岸向北延伸的路翻过一座小山的地方。山顶上左侧矗立着一幢大约建于1770年的高高的窄房子。房子后面是些花园和其他建筑物，前面是一片能够看到远处大海的开阔荒地。这房子曾是一家很有名的旅店，尽管我知道现在已经很少有人住了。

汤姆森先生，一位剑桥大学的年轻人来到这家旅店，想寻找一份宁静和一种读书的愉悦环境。两者他都找到了。旅店老板和妻子把房子收拾得很舒适，而汤姆森先生又是唯一的客人。

当时正值天气晴好的春天，汤姆森先生过得很愉快。他计划待一个月：整个上午读书，下午去荒地里散散步，晚上和酒吧里的当地人聊聊天。

一次他在荒地里散步，发现了一块顶部有个方形洞的白色大石头。这肯定曾安插过什么标杆。他看看四周宽敞而开阔的荒地和远处明亮的阳光下闪着波光的大海，判定这块石头可能曾安插用于指引当地海员回家的标志。

晚上在酒吧里，他谈到那块石头和他觉得那石头可能曾安插用于指引海员的标志的想法。

“是的，”旅店老板贝茨说，“我听说他们在海上就能看到它，可插在那里的东西很久以前就倒了。”

“那倒是件好事，”其中一位村民说，“那不是什么吉祥的标志，老人们过去经常这么说。我是说对捕鱼来说不吉祥。”

“为什么呢？”汤姆森问道。

“噢，我从来没有亲眼见过那东西，”那村民回答，“可那些老渔夫们的想法很怪，如果是他们亲手毁掉了它，我也不会感到奇怪。”

不可能找到比这更明确的答案了，人们很快就开始谈起别的事儿了。

一天，汤姆森先生决定下午接着看书，不去散步。他早早吃完午饭回到房间里，继续看书看到大约3点。然后他放下书站起身，走出房间进了走廊，想休息5分钟。整座房子安静至极。他想起今天是赶集的日子，人们都到镇上去了。

他站在那里，突然想到要看看走廊两边的其他4个房间。他觉得贝茨夫妇肯定不会介意。他对面的那间屋子很大，但是看不到海。相邻的两间都比他的房间小，而且都只有一个窗户——他的房间有两个窗户。他走到走廊尽头的那个房门前，发现门锁着。他决意一定要看看这间屋子里面是什么样的；也许自己房间的钥匙能打开这个门。试了试打不开。于是他又从另外3个房间拿来钥匙试，其中一把打开了锁，他开了门。

这房间有两面窗户分别朝南朝西，明亮而炙热的阳光洒满了房间。屋里没有地毯，只有木头地板；没有画，没有家具，只在远处墙角有一张床，一张上面盖着条带点儿蓝色的灰毯子的金属床。这间屋子再平常不过了，却有某种情况使汤姆森非常迅速而又轻轻地关上门，然后倚在走廊的墙上浑身发起抖来。

原来毯子下面躺着个人，不仅是躺着，而且还在动。肯定是人而不是东西，因为毯子下面头部和身体的轮廓很清晰。然而却从头到脚都盖着，除非死人才盖着头躺着，而这人没有死，没有真死，因为它还在动并且在发抖。

汤姆森试图告诉自己他在胡思乱想，可在这光天化日之下这又是不可能的。他该怎么办呢？首先再锁上门。他的手颤抖着用钥匙在锁眼里转动着，这时出了点儿声音，他马上便听到有轻轻朝门口走来的脚步声。虽然他知道这么做无济于事，汤姆森还是跑回自己的房间把自己锁在了里面。关上门上了锁又怎么能挡住他怀疑的东西呢？他站在那里听了几分钟，走廊里没有任何声音。

他现在想不出来该怎么做。他想收拾起东西马上离开这家旅店，可就在那天早上他才告诉贝茨夫妇他要再待上一周。如果他突然走了，他们肯定会猜测其中的原因。这时他想或许贝茨夫妇知道那房间里的东西却仍住在这套房子里，或许他们对此一无所知。可能他们知道的情况仅使他们将那间屋子锁起来，却不至于使他们离开这座房子。无论如何，不管那屋子里有什么东西，他们似乎并不害怕，他为什么要怕呢？于是他决定按原来自己的安排再待上一周。

时间一天天过去，汤姆森仔细听着走廊尽头那间屋子有什么声音，可什么也没听到。他当然不能去问贝茨先生或夫人，而且觉得这事也不能去问别人。可是他却极想弄清此事，于是便决定离开这家旅馆前再找机会去看看那锁着的屋子里面的情况。

他简单地计划了一下：他安排坐下午的火车走并且把行李放在送站的马车上，然后就在临走前再回楼上看看是不是忘了什么东西，这时他不回自己的房间而是到那间屋子里去。他在钥匙上抹了点儿油，这样开起门来声音会小一点儿。

最后一天到了。吃完午饭，他的行李被拿下楼放在了送站的马车上。贝茨夫妇来到前门和他道别。汤姆森感谢他们让他住得很舒服，夫妇俩也对他住在他们这儿表示感谢。接着，汤姆森照计划说：

“我再去看看有没有把书或什么东西忘在房间里。不过没事，我自己去看看就行了。”

他快步上楼来到那间锁着的屋门前，轻轻转动钥匙打开了门。他几乎要大声笑出来。斜靠在或者说坐在床边的——只不过是个普普通通的稻草人！一个从花园里搬出来的稻草人，只不过被放在了这间空屋子里……

可突然他不再觉得这事情好玩了。稻草人有瘦骨嶙峋的双脚吗？头能在肩膀上晃动吗？脖子上会有沉重的金属链子吗？能从床上起来，摇晃着头、胳膊紧贴着身体两侧在地上走动……而且冻得发抖吗？

汤姆森砰地一声关上门，从楼梯上跳下来，随即昏倒在旅店门口。他醒过来时，贝茨先生正端着杯威士忌严肃地站在他身边。

“先生，你可不该这么做，”贝茨说，“你不应该窥探别人的秘密，尤其是尽力使你舒服的人家。”

汤姆森说他很抱歉，可旅店老板和妻子觉得难以接受他的道歉。

“谁知道这件事会对我们旅店的声誉造成什么损害呢？”贝茨先生说，他妻子也在附和着。

最后汤姆森还是让贝茨夫妇相信了他不会把自己见到的一切说出去。这时他已经错过了那趟火车，可他决定去镇上，在火车站旅馆过夜。

他临走前，贝茨先生给他讲了自己知道的一点儿情况。

“人们说多年前他是这家旅店的老板，和那些在荒原上抢夺和谋杀旅行者的小偷们同谋一起干坏事，所以被人——据说用链子——吊死在你看见的那块白石头上的绞架上。是啊，我想后来那些渔夫们把绞架拆了下来，因为他们在海上就能看见，他们说鱼一见到它就跑。这些都是从卖给我们旅店的人们那里听来的。‘你们把那间屋子的门窗关好，’他们说，‘别把床搬出来，就不会有什么麻烦。’我们确实也没遇到什么麻烦。虽然谁也不知道现在他会干什么，但是此前他从来没出来过。我从来没看见过他，而且也不想看见。不过，先生，我确实希望你能保守这个秘密。如果传出去，人们就不会想到这儿来住了，对吧？”

多年来汤姆森先生一直信守诺言，没有将此事说出来。如今他已经年迈，来看望我的父亲我才听到了这个故事。我奉命带他上楼到他的房间去。一到那儿，他便走上前去自己用力推开了门。他在门口站了会儿，仔细看了看房间的每一个角落。

接着他转向我。“对不起，”他说，“这么做很怪，却是很有理由的。”

几天后我听说了其中的理由，您现在也听说了。


Casting the Runes

15th April 1902

Dear Mr Karswell

I am returning your paper on 'The Truth of Alchemy', which you have kindly offered to read at our next club meet ing. Unfortunately, we do not feel able to accept your offer.

W. Gayton, Secretary

18th April 1902

Dear Mr Karswell

I am afraid that I am not able to arrange a meeting with you to discuss your offer to read a paper on alchemy. However, the club considered your offer most carefully, and we did not refuse it until we had asked for the opinion of an expert in these matters.

W. Gayton, Secretary

20th April 1902

The Secretary writes to in form Mr Karswell that it is impossible for him to give the name of any person or persons who were asked for an opinion on Mr Karswell's paper on alchemy. The Secretary also wishes to say that he cannot reply to any further letters on this matter.




'And who is Mr Karswell?' asked the Secretary's wife. She had called at his office and had just picked up and read the last of these letters.

'Well, my dear,' replied her husband, 'just at present Mr Karswellis a very angry man. All I know about him is that he's rich, lives at Lufford Abbey in Warwickshire, and considers himself to be an alchemist. And I don't want to meet him for the next week or two. Now, shall we go?'

'What have you been doing to make him angry?' asked the Secretary's wife.

'The usual thing, my dear. He sent us a paper which he wanted to read at our next meeting. We showed it to Edward Dunning—almost the only man in England who knows about these things—and he said it was no good, so we refused it. Now Karswell wants to see me about it and to find out whose opinion we asked for. Well, you've seen my reply to that. Of course, you mustn't say anything about it to anyone.'

'You know very well that I would never do a thing like that. Indeed, I hope he doesn't discover that it was poor Mr Dunning.'

'Why do you say "poor" Mr Dunning?' said the Secretary. 'He's a very happy man and quite rich, I believe. He has a comfortable home and plenty of time to spend on his hobbies.'

'I only meant that I would be sorry for him if Mr Karswell discovered his name and made trouble for him.'

'Oh yes! He would be poor Mr Dunning then,' agreed her husband.

*　　*　　*

The Secretary and his wife were lunching with friends that day, a Mr and Mrs Bennett, who came from Warwickshire. Mrs Gayton decided to ask them if they knew Mr Karswell. However, before she could do so, Mrs Bennett said to her husband:

'I saw Mr Karswell this morning. He was coming out of the British Museum as I was driving past.'

'Did you really?' said her husband. 'I wonder what brings him up to London.'

'Is he a friend of yours?' asked the Secretary, smiling at his wife.

'Oh no!' said Mr and Mrs Bennett together.

'He's one of our neighbours in Warwickshire,' explained Mrs Bennett, 'but he's not at all popular. Nobody knows what he does with his time and they say he believes in all kinds of strange and unpleasant things. If he thinks you have been impolite to him, he never forgets it, and he never does any thing kind for his neighbours.'

'But, my dear,' said her husband, 'you're forgetting the Christmas party he gave for the children.'

'Oh no, I'm not,' replied his wife. 'That's a good example of what I mean.' She turned to the Secretary and his wife. 'The first winter he was at Lufford this horrible man invited all the village children to a Christmas party at his house. He said that he had some of these new moving pictures to show them. Everyone was rather surprised because they thought that he didn't like children; he used to be very angry if any of the village children came on to his land. However, the children all went and a friend of ours, Mr Farrer, went with them to see that everything was all right.'

'And was it?' asked the Secretary.

'Indeed it was not!' replied Mrs Bennett. 'Our friend said it was obvious that Mr Karswell wanted to frighten the children to death, and he very nearly did so. The first film was "Red Riding Hood", and the wolf was so terrible that several of the smaller children had to leave the room. The other films were more and more frightening. At the end Mr Karswell showed a film of a little boy in the park surrounding Lufford Abbey—every child in the room could recognize the place. There was a horrible creature in white following the little boy. At first you could see it hiding in the trees, then it became clearer and clearer and at last it caught the little boy and pulled him to pieces. Our friend said that it gave him some very bad dreams, so you can imagine how the children felt. Of course, this was too much and Mr Farrer told Karswell that he must stop it. All Mr Karswell said was: "Oh! The dear children want to go home to bed, do they? Very well, just one last picture."

'And then he showed a short film of horrible creatures with wings and lots of legs. They seemed to be crawling out of the picture to get among the children. Of course, the children were terribly frightened and they all started screaming and running out of the room. Some of them were quite badly hurt because they were all trying to get out of the room at the same time. There was the most awful trouble in the village afterwards. Several of the fathers wanted to go to Lufford Abbey and break all the windows, but the gates were locked when they got there. So you see why Mr Karswell is not one of our friends.'

'Yes,' agreed her husband. 'I think Karswell is a very dangerous man. I feel sorry for anyone who makes an enemy of him.'

'Is he the man,' asked the Secretary, 'who wrote a History of Witchcraft about ten years ago?'

'Yes, that's the man,' replied Mr Bennett. 'Do you remember what the newspapers said about it?'

'Yes, I do,' said the Secretary. 'They all said that it was a really bad book. In fact, I knew the man who wrote the sharpest report of them all. So did you, of course. You remember John Harrington? He was at Cambridge with us.'

'Oh, very well indeed. But I had heard nothing of him between the time we left university and the day I read about his accident in the newspaper.'

'What happened to him?' asked one of the ladies.

'It was very strange,' said Mr Bennett. 'He fell out of a tree and broke his neck. The mystery was why he had climbed the tree in the first place. There he was, an ordinary man walking home along a country road late one evening, and suddenly he began to run as fast as he could. Finally he climbed up a tree beside the road; a dead branch broke, he fell and was killed. When they found him the next morning, he had a terrible expression of fear on his face. It was quite clear that he had been chased by something and people talked about mad dogs and so on, but no one ever found the answer. That was in 1889 and ever since then his brother, Henry, who was also at Cambridge with us, has been trying to find out the truth of what happened. He thinks that someone wanted to harm his brother but, of course, he has never been able to prove anything.'

After a pause Mr Bennett asked the Secretary, 'Did you ever read Karswell's History of Witchcraft?'

'Yes, I did,' said the Secretary.

'And was it as bad as Harrington said?'

'Oh yes. It was badly written but what it said was very bad too, although Karswell seemed to believe every word of what he was saying.'

'I didn't read the book but I remember what Harrington wrote about it,' said Mr Bennett. 'If anyone wrote like that about one of my books, I would never write another, I'm sure.'

'I don't think Karswell feels the same way,' replied the Secretary. 'But it's half past three; we must go. Thank you for an excellent lunch.'

On the way home Mrs Gayton said, 'I hope that horrible man Karswell doesn't discover that it was Mr Dunning who said his paper was no good.'

'I don't think he's likely to do that,' replied her husband. 'Dunning won't tell him and neither shall I. The only way Karswell might find out is by asking the people at the British Museum Library for the name of anyone who studies all their old books about alchemy. Let's hope he won't think of that.'

But Mr Karswell was a very clever man.




One evening, later in the same week, Mr Edward Dunning was returning from the British Museum Library, where he had been working all day, to his comfortable home. He lived alone there, except for the two women who cooked and cleaned for him. A train took him most of the way home, then he caught a bus for the last mile or two. He had finished reading his newspaper by the time he got on the bus so he amused himself by reading the different notices on the windows opposite him. He already knew most of them quite well, but there seemed to be a new one in the corner that he had not seen before. It was yellow with blue letters, and all he could read was the name 'John Harrington'. Soon the bus was nearly empty and he changed his seat so that he could read the rest of it. It said:

REMEMBER JOHN HARRINGTON OF THE LAURELS, ASHBROOKE, WARWICKSHIRE, WHO DIED 18TH SEPTEMBER 1889. HE WAS AL LOWED THREE MONTHS.

Mr Dunning stared at this notice for a long time. He was the only passenger on the bus when it reached his stop, and as he was getting off, he said to the driver, 'I was looking at that new notice on the window, the blue and yellow one. It's rather strange, isn't it?'

'Which one is that, sir?' asked the driver. 'I don't think I know it.'

'Why, this one here,' said Mr Dunning, turning to point to it. Then he suddenly stopped—the window was now quite clear. The blue and yellow notice, with its strange message, had completely disappeared.

'But I'm sure...' Mr Dunning began, staring at the window. Then he turned back to the driver. 'I'm sorry. Perhaps I imagined it,' he said.

He hurried off the bus and walked home, feeling rather worried. The notice had been there on the window; he was sure of it. But what possible explanation could there be for its disappearing like that?

The following afternoon Mr Dunning was walking from the British Museum to the station when he saw, some way ahead of him, a man holding some leaflets, ready to give to people as they passed. However, Mr Dunning did not see him give anyone a leaflet until he himself reached the place. One was pushed into his hand as he passed. The man's hand touched his, and gave Mr Dunning an unpleasant surprise. The hand seemed unnaturally rough and hot. As Mr Dunning walked on, he looked quickly at the leaflet and noticed the name Harrington. He stopped in alarm, and felt in his pocket for his glasses, but in that second someone took the leaflet out of his hand. He turned quickly—but whoever it was had disappeared, and so had the man with the leaflets.

The next day in the British Museum he was arranging his papers on the desk when he thought he heard his own name whispered behind him. He turned round hurriedly, knocking some of his papers on to the floor, but saw no one he recognized. He picked up his papers and was beginning to work when a large man at the table behind him, who was just getting up to leave, touched him on the shoulder.

'May I give you these?' he said, holding out a number of papers. 'I think they must be yours.'

'Yes, they are mine. Thank you,' said Mr Dunning. A moment later the man had left the room.

Later, Mr Dunning asked the librarian if he knew the large man's name.'

'Oh yes. That's Mr Karswell,' said the librarian. 'In fact, he asked me the other day who were the experts on alchemy, so I told him that you were the only one in the country. I'll introduce you if you like; I'm sure he'd like to meet you.'

'No, no, please don't,' said Dunning. 'He is someone I would very much prefer to avoid.'

Usually Mr. Dunning looked forward to an evening spent alone with his books, but now he wanted to be with other people. Unfortunately, the train and the bus were unusually empty. When he reached his house, he was surprised to find the doctor waiting for him.

'I'm sorry, Dunning,' said the doctor. 'I'm afraid I've had to send both your servants to hospital.'

'Oh dear!' said Mr Dunning. 'What' s the matter with them?'

'They told me they'd bought some fish for their lunch from a man who came to the door, and it has made them quite ill.'

'I'm very sorry to hear that,' said Mr Dunning.

'It's strange,' said the doctor. 'I've spoken to the neighbours and no one else has seen anyone selling fish. Now, don't worry. They're not seriously ill, but I'm afraid they won't be home for two or three days. Why don't you come and have dinner with me this evening? Eight o'clock. You know where I live.'

Mr Dunning enjoyed his evening with the doctor and returned to his lonely house at half past eleven. He had got into bed and was almost asleep when he heard quite clearly the sound of his study door opening downstairs. Alarmed, he got out of bed, went to the top of the stairs, and listened. There were no sounds of movements or footsteps, but he suddenly felt warm, even hot, air round his legs. He went back and decided to lock himself into his room, and then suddenly, the electric lights all went out. He put out his hand to find the matches on the table beside the bed—and touched a mouth, with teeth and with hair around it, and not, he said later, the mouth of a human being. In less than a second he was in another room and had locked the door. And there he spent a miserable night, in the dark, expecting every moment to hear something trying to open the door. But nothing came.

When it grew light, he went nervously back into his bedroom and searched it. Everything was in its usual place. He searched the whole house, but found nothing.

It was a miserable day for Mr Dunning. He did not want to go to the British Museum in case he met Karswell, and he did not feel comfortable in the empty house. He spent half an hour at the hospital where he found that the two women were feeling much better. Then he decided to go to the Club for lunch. There, he was very glad to find his friend the Secretary and they had lunch together. He told Gayton that his servants were in hospital, but he was unwilling to speak of his other problems.

'You poor man,' said the Secretary. 'We can't leave you alone with no one to cook your meals. You must come and stay with us. My wife and I will be delighted to have you. Go home after lunch and bring your things to my house this afternoon. No, I won't let you refuse.'

In fact, Mr Dunning was very happy to accept his friend's invitation. The idea of spending another night alone in his house was alarming him more and more.

At dinner that evening Mr Dunning looked so unwell that the Gaytons felt sorry for him and tried to make him forget his troubles. But later, when the two men were alone, Dunning became very quiet again. Suddenly he said:

'Gayton, I think that man Karswell knows that I was the person who advised you to refuse his paper.'

Gayton looked surprised. 'What makes you think that?' he asked.

So Dunning explained. 'I don't really mind,' he continued, 'but I believe that he's not a very nice person and it could be difficult if we met.'

After this Dunning sat in silence, looking more and more miserable. At last Gayton asked him if some serious trouble was worrying him.

'Oh! I'm so glad you asked,' said Dunning. 'I feel I really must talk to someone about it. Do you know anything about a man named John Harrington?'

Very surprised, Gayton could only ask why he wanted to know. Then Dunning told him the whole story of the notice in the bus, the man with the leaflets, and what had happened in his own house. He ended by asking again if Gayton knew anything about John Harrington.

Now it was the Secretary who was worried and did not quite know how to answer. His friend was clearly in a very nervous condition, and the story of Harrington's death was alarming for anyone to hear. Was it possible that Karswell was involved with both men? In the end Gayton said only that he had known Harrington at Cambridge and believed that he had died suddenly in 1889. He added a few details about the man and his books.

Later, when they were alone, the Secretary discussed the matter with his wife. Mrs Gayton said immediately that Karswell must be the link between the two men, and she wondered if Harrington's brother, Henry, could perhaps help Mr Dunning. She would ask the Bennetts where Henry Harrington lived, and then bring the two men together.




When they met, the first thing Dunning told Henry Harrington was of the strange ways in which he had learnt his brother's name. He described his other recent experiences and asked Harrington what he remembered about his brother before he died.

'John was in a very strange condition for some time before his death, it's true,' replied Henry Harrington. 'Among other things, he felt that someone was following him all the time. I'm sure that someone was trying to harm him, and your story reminds me very much of the things he experienced. Could there be any link between you and my brother, do you think?'

'Well,' replied Dunning, 'there is just one thing. I'm told that your brother wrote some very hard things about a book not long before he died and, as it happens, I too have done something to annoy the man who wrote that book.'

'Don't tell me his name is Karswell, 'said Harrington.

'Why yes, it is,' replied Dunning.

Henry Harrington looked very serious.

'Well, that is the final proof I needed,' he said. 'Let me explain. I believe that my brother John was sure that this man Karswell was trying to harm him. Now, John was very fond of music. He often went to concerts in London, and always kept the concert programmes afterwards. About three months before he died, he came back from a concert and showed me the programme.

'"I nearly missed this one," he said. "I couldn't find mine at the end of the concert and was looking everywhere for it. Then my neighbour offered me his, saying that he didn't need it any more. I don't know who he was—he was a very large man."

'Soon after this my brother told me that he felt very uncomfortable at night. Then, one evening, he was looking through all his concert programmes when he found something strange in the programme that his large neighbour had given him. It was a thin piece of paper with some writing on it—not normal writing. It looked to me more like Runic letters in red and black. Well, we were looking at this and wondering how to give it back to its owner when the door opened and the wind blew the paper into the fire. It was burnt in a moment.'

Mr Dunning sat silent as Harrington paused.

'Now,' he continued, 'I don't know if you ever read that book of Karswell's, The History of Witchcraft, which my brother said was so badly written.'

Dunning shook his head.

'Well,' Harrington went on, 'after my brother died I read some of it. The book was indeed badly written and a lot of it was rubbish, but one bit caught my eye. It was about "Casting the Runes "on people in order to harm them, and I'm sure that Karswell was writing from personal experience. I won't tell you all the details, but I'm certain that the large man at the concert was Karswell, and that the paper he gave my brother caused his death. Now, I must ask you if anything similar has happened to you.'

Dunning told him what had happened in the British Museum.

'So Karswell did actually pass you some papers?' said Harrington. 'Have you checked them? No? Well, I think we should do so at once, if you agree.'

They went round to Dunning's empty house where his papers were lying on the table. As he picked them up, a thin piece of paper fell to the ground. A sudden wind blew it towards the open window, but Harrington closed the window just in time to stop the paper escaping. He caught the paper in his hand.

'I thought so,' he said. 'It looks just like the one my brother was given. I think you're in great danger, Dunning.'

The two men discussed the problem for a long time. The paper was covered in Runic letters which they could not understand, but both men felt certain that the message, whatever it was, could bring unknown horrors to its owner. They agreed that the paper must be returned to Karswell, and that the only safe and sure way was to give it to him in person and see that he accepted it. This would be difficult since Karswell knew what Dunning looked like.

'I can grow a beard,' said Dunning, 'so that he won't recognize me. But who knows when the end will come?'

'I think I know,' said Harrington. 'The concert where my brother was given the paper was on June 18th, and he died on September 18th, three months later.'

'Perhaps it will be the same for me,' Dunning said miserably. He looked in his diary. 'Yes, April 23rd was the day in the Museum—that brings me to July 23rd. Now, Harrington, I would very much like to know anything you can tell me about your brother's trouble.'

'The thing that worried him most,' said Harrington, 'was the feeling that whenever he was alone, someone was watching him. After a time I began to sleep in his room, and he felt better because of that. But he talked a lot in his sleep.'

'What about?' asked Dunning.

'I think it would be better not to go into details about that,' replied Harrington. 'But I remember that he received a packet by post, which contained a little diary. My brother didn't look at it, but after his death I did, and found that all the pages after September 18th had been cut out. Perhaps you wonder why he went out alone on the evening he died? The strange thing is that during the last week of his life all his worries seemed to disappear, and he no longer felt that someone was watching or following him.'

Finally, the two men made a plan. Harrington had a friend who lived near Lufford Abbey; he would stay with him and watch Karswell. If he thought they had a chance to arrange an accidental meeting, he would send a telegram to Dunning. Meanwhile, Dunning had to be ready to move at any moment and had to keep the paper safe.

Harrington went off to his friend in Warwickshire and Dunning was left alone. He found waiting very hard, and was unable to work or to take any interest in anything. He felt that he was living in a black cloud that cut him off from the world. He became more and more worried as May, June, and the first half of July passed with no word from Harrington. But all this time Karswell remained at Lufford Abbey.

At last, less than a week before July 23rd, Dunning received a telegram from his friend:

Karswell is leaving London for France on the boat train on Thursday night. Be ready. I will come to you tonight. Harrington.

When he arrived, the two men made their final plan. The boat train from London stopped only once before Dover, at Croydon West. Harrington would get on the train in London and find where Karswell was sitting. Dunning would wait for the train at Croydon West where Harrington would look out for him. Dunning would make sure that his name was not on his luggage and, most importantly, must have the paper with him.

On Thursday night Dunning waited impatiently for the train at Croydon West. He now had a thick beard and was wearing glasses, and felt sure that Karswell would not recognize him. He noticed that he no longer felt himself to be in danger, but this only made him worry more, because he remembered what Harrington had said about his brother's last week.

At last the boat train arrived and he saw his friend at one of the windows. It was important not to show that they knew each other, so Dunning got on further down the train and slowly made his way to the right compartment.

Harrington and Karswell were alone in the compartment, and Dunning entered and sat in the corner furthest from Karswell. Karswell's heavy travelling coat and bag were on the seat opposite him, and next to where Dunning was now sitting. Dunning thought of hiding the paper in the coat but realized that this would not do; he would have to give it to Karswell and see that Karswell accepted it. Could he hide Karswell's bag in some way, put the paper in it, and then give the bag to him as he got off the train? This was the only plan he could think of. He wished desperately that he could ask Harrington's advice.

Karswell himself seemed very restless. Twice he stood up to look out of the window. Dunning was just going to try to make his bag fall off the seat when he saw a warning expression in Harrington's eye—Karswell was watching them in the window.

Then Karswell stood up a third time, opened the window and put his head outside. As he stood up, something fell silently to the floor and Dunning saw that it was a thin wallet containing Karswell's tickets. In a moment Dunning had pushed the paper into the pocket at the back of the wallet. Just then the train began to lose speed as it came into Dover station, and Karswell closed the window and turned round.

'May I give you this, sir? I think it must be yours,' said Dunning, holding out the wallet.

'Oh, thank you, sir,' replied Karswell, checking that they were his tickets. Then he put the wallet into his pocket.

Suddenly the compartment seemed to grow dark and very hot, but already Harrington and Dunning were opening the door and getting off the train.

Dunning, unable to stand up, sat on a seat on the platform breathing deeply, while Harrington followed Karswell the little way to the boat. He saw Karswell show his ticket to the ticket collector and pass on to the boat. As he did so, the official called after him:

'Excuse me, sir. Has your friend got a ticket?'

'What d'you mean, my friend?' shouted Karswell angrily.

'Sorry, sir, I thought there was someone with you,' apologized the ticket collector. He turned to another official beside him, 'Did he have a dog with him or something? I was sure there were two of them.'

Five minutes later there was nothing except the disappearing lights of the boat, the night wind, and the moon.

That night the two friends sat up late in their room in the hotel. Although the danger was past, a worry remained.

'Harrington,' Dunning said, 'I'm afraid we have sent a man to his death.'

'He murdered my brother,' replied Harrington, 'and he tried to murder you. It is right that he should die.'

'Don't you think we should warn him?' asked Dunning.

'How can we?' replied his friend. 'We don't know where he's going.'

'He's going to Abbeville,' said Dunning. 'I saw it on his ticket. Today is the 21st. We could send a telegram in the morning to all the main hotels in Abbeville saying: Check your ticket wallet. Dunning. Then he would have a whole day.'

After a pause Harrington agreed. 'I see it would make you feel happier,' he said, 'so we'll warn him.'

The telegrams were sent first thing in the morning but no one knows if Karswell received any of them. All that is known is that on July 23rd a man was looking at the front of a church in Abbeville when a large piece of stone fell from the roof and hit him on the head, killing him immediately. The police reported that nobody was on the roof at the time. From papers found on the body they discovered that the dead man was an Englishman, named Karswell.

Some months later Dunning reminded Harrington that he had never told him what his brother had talked about in his sleep. But Harrington had only said a few words when Dunning begged him to stop.



rune n. a very old alphabet used in North Europe, with a mysterious or magic meaning. 如尼文字（古代北欧人用的文字），通常带有神秘意义。

alchemy n. an old kind of chemistry, often used for witchcraft or magic. 炼金术。

expert n. person with special knowledge, skill or training. 专家。

inform v. give knowledge to. 通告；报告；告知。

hobby n. an activity which one enjoys doing in one's free time. 嗜好；爱好。

popular adj. well liked, esp. by people one meets in daily life. 受欢迎的。

impolite adj. not polite. 不礼貌的。

horrible adj. very frightening or unpleasant, causing horror. 可怕的；恐怖的。

obvious adj. easily seen or understood; clear; plain. 显而易见的；清楚的；明白的。

wolf n. a wild animal that looks like a large dog. 狼。

scream v. cry out loudly on a high note, as in fear, pain, etc. （由于恐惧或痛苦等）发出尖叫。

witchcraft n. the use of supernatural or magic powers, usually evil ones. 巫术。

chase v. run after in order to get hold of. 追赶。

opposite adj. front to front or back to back. 对面的；相对的。

leaflet n. a printed piece of paper which contains information. 传单。

librarian n. somebody who works in a library. 图书管理员。

alarm v. give a feeling of danger to. 使惊恐；使警觉。

miserable adj. wretched; very unhappy. 可怜的；悲惨的。

involve v. to cause (someone) to become connected or concerned. 牵涉；拖累。

immediately adv. at once; without delay. 立即；立刻。

remind v. cause to remember to do something; cause to think of something. 提醒；使某人想其某物。

link n. person or thing that joins two or more things. 连接的人或物；连锁物。

annoy v. make rather angry. 使生气。

concert n. a musical performance before an audience. 音乐会。

similar adj. alike; of the same sort. 相似的。

packet n. small parcel or bundle. 小包；袋。

accidental adj. happening by chance. 偶然的。

impatiently adv. not patiently. 不耐烦地；急躁地。

compartment n. a 'room' on a train. （火车里的）小间。

desperate adj. ready for any wild act because of loss of hope. 不顾一切的；亡命的。

restless adj. never still or quiet; unable to rest. 永不安静或宁静的；不能安静的。

platform n. flat surface built at a higher level than the track in a railway station, used by travellers. （火车站里）月台。

telegram n. a message sent by electrical means, then written and delivered. 电报。

beg v. ask with deep feeling. 恳求。


运用如尼魔文
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1902年4月15日

亲爱的卡斯韦尔先生：

这里将您有关“炼金术的真实性”的文章退还给您，您提议在我们俱乐部下次开会时宣读该文，很对不起，我们不能接受。

秘书　W. 盖伊顿

1902年4月18日

亲爱的卡斯韦尔先生：

我恐怕不能安排时间与您商谈您要宣读炼金术方面文章的提议。不过，我们俱乐部是进行了十分认真的考虑，并且是在征询了这方面专家的意见后，才对您的提议予以拒绝的。

秘书　W. 盖伊顿

1902年4月20日

秘书现写信通知卡斯韦尔先生不可能告诉他有关他那篇炼金术方面的文章他们征询了哪个或哪些人的意见。而且秘书还想说他不会再为此事回信了。




“卡斯韦尔先生是谁呀？”秘书夫人问道。她来到丈夫的办公室里，拿起刚才那几封信看了最后一封。

“噢，亲爱的，”她丈夫回答，“现在卡斯韦尔先生很恼火。我只知道他很富有，住在沃里克郡的勒夫德大教堂，他认为自己是个炼金术士，最近一两周我不想见他。好了，咱们走吧。”

“你做了什么使他恼火的事儿了？”秘书夫人问道。

“亲爱的，只是件很平常的事情。他给我们寄来了一篇文章，想要我们下次开会时宣读。我们把文章给爱德华·邓宁看了——他可差不多是英国这方面唯一的专家了——他说这篇文章没什么价值，于是我们便拒绝了他的提议。现在卡斯韦尔想见我，并想知道我们到底征询了谁的意见。这不，你也看见我的答复了。当然你可千万别把这事儿告诉任何人。”

“你很清楚我决不会这么做。我真希望他不会知道你们找的是可怜的邓宁先生。”

“你为什么说‘可怜的’邓宁先生呢？”秘书说，“我觉得他生活得既幸福又富有。他有个很舒适的家而且有足够的时间花在自己的爱好上。”

“我只是说，如果卡斯韦尔先生知道他的名字后找他的麻烦，我会很同情他的。”

“是呀！那他可真要成了可怜的邓宁先生了。”她丈夫也同意她的说法。

*　　*　　*

那天秘书和夫人与他们的朋友，沃里克郡的贝内特夫妇，共进午餐。盖伊顿夫人决定问问他们是否认识卡斯韦尔先生。可还没等她开口，就听贝内特夫人对丈夫说：

“今天早上我见到卡斯韦尔先生了。我开车路过大英博物馆时见他正从里边出来。”

“真的吗？”她丈夫说，“真不知道他到伦敦干什么来了。”

“他是你们的朋友吗？”秘书微笑着看着妻子问道。

“噢，不！”贝内特夫妇异口同声地说。

“他是我们在沃里克郡的一个邻居，”贝内特夫人解释道，“可他一点儿都不招人喜欢。大家都不知道他在干些什么，听说他相信各种各样稀奇古怪而且使人不快的东西。如果他觉得你对他不恭敬，就永远不会忘掉，而且这人从来没为邻居们做过什么善事。”

“不过，亲爱的，”她丈夫插话道，“你忘了他给孩子们办的圣诞晚会了。”

“噢，没有，”贝内特夫人回答，“这件事正能说明我的意思。”她转向秘书和夫人接着说，“这个讨厌的家伙搬到勒夫德的头一年冬天，邀请村里所有的孩子到他家去参加圣诞晚会。他说他有些新电影要放给他们看。大家对此都很吃惊，因为人们都觉得他不喜欢孩子；过去如果村里的哪个孩子到了他的地盘上，他会很恼火的。不过，孩子们还是都去了，我们的一位叫法勒的朋友为确保他们平安无事也跟着去了。”

“孩子们都平安无事吗？”秘书问道。

“当然不是了！”贝内特夫人回答说，“我们的朋友说卡斯韦尔先生显然是想把孩子们吓死，而且他差不多真把他们吓死了。他放的第一部电影是《红色骑士兜帽》，里面的那只狼很可怕，几个小一点儿的孩子吓得不得不离开了屋。其他几部片子越来越吓人。最后卡斯韦尔先生放了部一个小男孩在勒夫德大教堂周围公园里的影片——屋里的每个孩子都能认出电影里的那个地方。一个身着白衣的怪物跟着那男孩。一开始那怪物藏在树丛里，后来就能看得越来越清楚，最后它抓住了那小男孩并把他撕成了碎片。我们的朋友说他看了这部电影都做了恶梦，所以你们可以想象孩子们的感觉怎么样。这样做当然太过分了，于是法勒先生告诉卡斯韦尔必须停下来。卡斯韦尔先生只是说：“噢！亲爱的孩子们想回家睡觉了是吗？好吧，再放最后一部。”

“接着他放了一部短片，是有关一些长着翅膀和许多条腿的可怕怪物的。这些怪物似乎正从电影里爬出，到孩子们中来。孩子们当然十分害怕，于是都开始尖叫着从房间里跑出来。因为他们都想同时跑出来，所以有几个孩子受伤很厉害。后来村里出了最大的乱子。几个孩子的父亲想去勒夫德大教堂把所有的窗户都砸碎，可他们到那儿发现门都锁着呢。这回你明白卡斯韦尔先生为什么不是我们的朋友了吧。”

“是这样的，”他丈夫也附和着说，“我觉得卡斯韦尔是个极其危险的人物。谁与他为敌恐怕都不会有好结果的。”

“他是不是那个大约十年前写《巫术的历史》那本书的人呀？”秘书问道。

“是的，就是他，”贝内特先生回答，“你还记得报界是怎么评价这本书的吗？”

“记得，”秘书说，“报界都说这本书确实很糟糕。而且我认识其中那篇最尖刻的评论的作者。当然你们也认识了。你们记得约翰·哈林顿吗？他和我们一起在剑桥大学待过。”

“噢，当然记得。可从我们离开剑桥大学到在报上读到他出事的消息就一直没有他的消息。”

“他出了什么事？”其中一位夫人问道。

“事情非常奇怪，”贝内特先生说，“他从树上掉下来摔断脖颈而死。首先他为什么会爬到树上去就是个谜。他一个平平常常的人夜晚沿着一条乡间小路往家走着，突然就开始拼命跑起来，最后爬上了路边的一棵树，一根枯枝折了，于是他掉下来摔死了。第二天早上人们发现他时，他脸上带着一种极度恐惧的表情。很明显后面有什么追他，人们说是疯狗什么的，可没人知道到底是什么。这是1889年的事，从那以后他弟弟亨利，当时也和我们一起在剑桥大学的那位，就一直在努力想了解事情的真相。他觉得有人想害他哥哥，当然还从来没能找到任何证据。”

停了一下，贝内特先生问秘书：“你读过卡斯韦尔的《巫术的历史》吗？”

“读过。”秘书回答。

“果真像哈林顿说的那么糟吗？”

“噢，是的，写得很糟，而且内容也很糟，虽然卡斯韦尔似乎对自己的每一句话都深信不疑。”

“我没读那本书，可我记得哈林顿的评论，”贝内特先生说，“如果有人那样评论我的某本书，我肯定不会再写书了。”

“我觉得卡斯韦尔没有这种感觉，”秘书回答说。“都3点半了，我们得走了。谢谢你们这顿极其丰盛的午餐。”

回家的路上盖伊顿夫人说：“我希望那可怕的家伙卡斯韦尔不会发现是邓宁先生说他的文章很糟糕。”

“我想他不大可能知道，”她丈夫说，“邓宁不会告诉他，我也不会。卡斯韦尔知道邓宁名字的唯一办法就是问大英博物馆图书馆的人谁在研究他们那些炼金术方面的古旧书籍。真希望他不会想到这个办法。”

可卡斯韦尔先生是个极其聪明的人。




同一个星期后几天的一个傍晚，爱德华·邓宁先生从大英博物馆图书馆出来，回他那舒适的家，他在馆里用功了一整天，除了两个给他做饭和打扫卫生的女人，只有他一个人住。他回家的大部分路程是坐火车，最后一两里路再坐公共汽车。上公共汽车时他已经看完了报纸，于是便看着对面车窗上各种各样的布告来打发时光。其中大部分他已相当熟悉，可有个角落似乎有一张新的，他以前从来没见过。这张布告是黄底蓝字，他只看到一个人名“约翰·哈林顿”。一会儿汽车上便没有什么人了，于是他换了个座位，这样就能看清布告上还写了些什么。上面写着：

记住沃里克郡阿什布鲁克享有殊荣的约翰·哈林顿，他死于1889年9月18日。只让他活了三个月。

邓宁先生盯着那布告看了很长一段时间。到站时车上只剩了他一个乘客。下车时他对司机说：“我刚才在看窗子上新贴的那张布告，那张蓝字黄底的，是不是挺怪的？”

“先生，你说的是哪张呀？”司机问道，“我不知道有那么一张。”

“噢，这儿这张呀，”邓宁先生说着转身指向那张布告。这时他突然停住了——窗子上很干净。那张蓝字黄底的布告，连同上面奇怪的内容都彻底不见了。

“可是我明明……”邓宁先生盯着那车窗看着，接着转过身对司机说：“对不起，可能是我胡思乱想了。”

他匆匆下了汽车往家走，心里感觉很不安。那布告原本就在车窗上，他敢肯定，可后来不见了，这又怎么解释呢？

第二天下午，邓宁先生从大英博物馆出来往火车站走，这时他看见前面有个人手拿一些传单要发给过路的人们。可直到他走到那儿，不见那人发给任何一个人。他经过时那人往他手里塞了一张，那人的手碰到他的手，他感到又不舒服又诧异。那只手似乎粗糙而且热得出奇。邓宁先生往前走着，他扫了一眼那张传单，又看到了哈林顿的名字。他惊恐地停下脚步，在口袋里翻找着眼镜，就在这时有人从他手中拿走了传单。他迅速转过身——可人不见了，就连那拿传单的人也不见了。

第二天他在大英博物馆整理着桌子上的材料时，觉得身后有人低声叫他的名字，他急忙转过身，把一些材料碰掉在地上，可没见有自己认识的人。他捡起材料又要开始工作，这时坐在他后面那张桌旁的一个身材高大的人刚好起身要走，那人碰了一下他的肩膀。

“给您。”他伸着手拿着几份材料说，“我想这些东西一定是您的。”

“是的，是我的，谢谢您。”邓宁先生回答。一会儿那人便走了。

此后，邓宁先生问图书馆员知不知道那大个子的名字。

“知道。他是卡斯韦尔先生，”馆员说，“其实有一天他还问过我哪些人是炼金术方面的专家，我告诉他您是国内唯一的一位。如果您愿意我可以把您介绍给他，我想他肯定会很愿意见您的。”

“不，不，请不要这样做，”邓宁说，“他是我很不愿意见的人。”

通常邓宁先生很盼望读着书独自过一个晚上，可现在却很愿意有人和他在一起。不巧，火车和汽车上的人都少得出奇。到家时，他惊奇地发现医生在等着他呢。

“对不起，邓宁，”医生说，“没办法，我把你的两个仆人都送进医院了。”

“天啊！”邓宁先生说，“她们怎么了？”

“她们告诉我，她们从一个到门前来的人那儿买了鱼当午饭吃，吃了以后她们很难受。”

“真糟糕。”邓宁先生说。

“很奇怪，”医生接着说，“我和邻居们谈过，没人看见有人卖鱼。不过不用担心，她们病得不重，不过两三天内恐怕回不了家。你今天晚上来跟我吃饭吧，8点钟，你知道我的住处。”

邓宁先生和医生过了一个不错的晚上，11点半他回到了自己空落落的家里。他上了床快要睡着时，突然很清楚地听到楼下他书房的开门声。他很惊恐地下床到楼梯顶部倾听着。听不到任何动静或脚步声。这时他突然感到双腿被一股暖烘烘甚至是热乎乎的空气包围着。他回到房间打算把自己锁在里面，突然灯全灭了，他抻手去摸床边桌子上的火柴——却触到了一张嘴，上面长着牙齿，周围还有毛发。后来他说，那不是一张人嘴。接着他迅速进了另外一间屋子并且锁上了门。黑暗中他度过了一个很不舒服的夜晚，随时想着会听到有东西要开门的声音，却一直没有动静。

天一亮，他便心情紧张地回到卧室搜寻。所有的东西都放在原来的位置。他找遍了整个屋子也没发现什么异常的东西。

邓宁先生那一天过得很难受。他怕遇到卡斯韦尔，所以不想去大英博物馆，在空荡荡的屋子里待着又觉得不舒服。他在医院里待了半个小时，发现两个女仆好多了。接着他决定到俱乐部去吃午饭。他很高兴在那儿遇到了他的朋友秘书先生，他们共进了午餐。他告诉盖伊顿他的仆人们住院了，却不愿把自己的其他麻烦事儿说出来。

“你这可怜的家伙，”秘书说，“不能让你孤孤单单的没人给你做饭呀。一定要到我家来，我和夫人很愿意你来。吃完饭回家，今天下午把你的东西拿到我家来。我不许你不答应呀。”

其实，邓宁先生很愿意接受朋友的邀请，独自一人在那套房子里再过上一夜的想法越来越使他惊恐不安。

那晚吃饭时，邓宁先生看起来很不舒服。盖伊顿夫妇同情他，于是就努力使他忘掉烦恼。后来只有他们两个男人在一起时，邓宁变得很平静起来。他突然说：

“盖伊顿，我想那个卡斯韦尔知道你是听了我的建议才拒绝接受他的文章的。”

盖伊顿很吃惊，“你怎么会这么想呢？”他问道。

于是邓宁解释了一番，“我倒不介意，”他接着说，“可我觉得他不是个和善的人，如果我们见面的话会很不愉快的。”

接着邓宁便一语不发地坐在那儿，表情越来越痛苦。最后盖伊顿问他是不是有什么特别麻烦的事使他心烦。

“噢！很高兴你问起，”邓宁说，“我觉得是得跟人谈谈这事了。你知道一个叫约翰·哈林顿的人的情况吗？”

盖伊顿感到很奇怪，他只能问他为什么想知道这个人的情况。接着邓宁把汽车里的布告，发传单的人和他自己家里发生的事情全告诉了他。最后他又问盖伊顿是不是知道约翰·哈林顿的情况。

这回秘书先生不安了，他真不知道应该如何回答这个问题。他的朋友显然处在一种提心吊胆的状态，哈林顿之死谁听了都会惊恐不安的。卡斯韦尔是不是可能与这两个人都有瓜葛？最后盖伊顿只说他在剑桥大学时就认识哈林顿，并且相信他突然死于1889年。他还说了几句有关这个人和他写的书的一些情况。

后来秘书与夫人单独在一起时谈起了此事。盖伊顿夫人马上说卡斯韦尔一定与这两个人都有关联，她说不知道哈林顿的弟弟亨利是不是能帮助邓宁先生。她要去问问贝内特夫妇亨利住在哪儿，然后把这两个人召集到一起。




两人一见面，邓宁首先告诉亨利·哈林顿他是以什么奇怪的方式知道了他哥哥的名字，并且描述了自己近来的一些其他经历，然后问起哈林顿他能记得的哥哥死前的一些情况。

“确实，约翰死前一段时间一直处于一种很奇怪的状态，”亨利·哈林顿说，“其中有一点就是他觉得一直有人跟着他。我确信有人想害他，发生在你身上的事情使我想起了他的一些经历。你觉得你和我哥哥之间有什么关联吗？”

“噢，”邓宁回答道，“只有一件事，我听说你哥哥死前不久对一本书进行了十分尖刻的评论，事有凑巧，我也做了件惹恼这本书作者的事情。”

“这个人不是叫卡斯韦尔吧。”哈林顿说。

“噢，就是他。”邓宁回答。

亨利·哈林顿的神情变得很严肃。

“哦，这就是我需要的最后证据，”他说，“我来解释一下吧。我相信我哥哥约翰很清楚这个叫卡斯韦尔的人想害他。对了，约翰喜欢音乐，他经常去伦敦听音乐会，之后总是把音乐会的节目单保留下来。大约在他死前三个月，他听完音乐会回来给我看了那张节目单。

‘这张节目单我差点儿没拿到，’他说，‘音乐会结束时，我的那张找不到了，我就到处找，这时我的邻座把他的这张给了我，还说他不要了。我不认识这个人——是个身材很高大的人。’

“这之后不久，我哥哥便告诉我他夜里感到很不舒服。后来，一天晚上他在从头到尾浏览他的那些音乐会节目单时，发现他那位身材高大的邻座给他的那张有点儿奇怪：那张节目单是一张薄纸，上面写了些字——不是些平常的字。我看更像红黑相间的如尼字母。我们正看着那张单子想着怎么才能把它还给它的主人，突然门开了，一阵风把它刮进了火里，很快被烧掉了。”

哈林顿停了一下，邓宁先生一言不发地坐在那儿。

“噢，”他接着说，“我不知道你是否读过卡斯韦尔的《巫术的历史》，就是我哥哥说写得很糟糕的那本书。”

邓宁摇摇头。

“哦，”哈林顿接着说，“我哥哥死后，我看了其中一部分。那书确实写得很糟糕，许多内容都是胡说八道，可有一点引起了我的注意，也就是把“如尼魔文”“甩”给别人让他们受害，我敢肯定卡斯韦尔是凭着亲身经验写出来的。我就不跟你说那些细节了，可我确信音乐会上那个身材高大的人就是卡斯韦尔，他给我哥哥的那张纸使他丢了性命。哦，我必须问一下在你身上是不是也发生了类似的事情。”

邓宁把大英博物馆里发生的事情告诉了他。

“这么说卡斯韦尔真给了你一些什么材料？”哈林顿说：“你看了吗？没有？噢，如果你同意的话，我想我们应该马上看一看。”

他们到了邓宁空落落的家，他的材料就放在桌子上。他拿起来，这时一张薄纸掉在地上。突然一阵风把它刮向开着的窗户，这时哈林顿及时关上窗户使那张纸没有跑掉。他一把把它抓在手里。

“如我所料，”他说，“这张纸很像我哥哥收到的那张。邓宁，我觉得你的处境很危险。”

两个人就此事商谈了很长时间。那张纸满篇都是他们看不懂的如尼字母，可两个人很明白，不管是什么内容，它都会给其主人带来不知什么样的可怕事情。他们俩都觉得一定得把这张纸还给卡斯韦尔，唯一安全保险的办法就是亲自把它交给他，让他确实接受下来。因为卡斯韦尔知道邓宁的长相，所以这样做是很困难的。

“我可以蓄胡须，”邓宁说，“这样他就不会认出我来了，可谁知道我的末日什么时候来临呢？”

“我想我知道，”哈林顿说，“在音乐会上我哥哥拿到那张纸的日子是6月18日，而他死在9月18日，相隔三个月。”

“可能我也会如此的，”邓宁痛苦地说。他看了看日记接着说：

“是的，在博物馆那天是4月23日——那就是说我能活到7月23日。哈林顿，我很希望你把你哥哥当时遇到的麻烦都告诉我。”

“当时最使他不安的，”哈林顿说，“是每当独自一人时，便觉得有人在盯着他。后来我开始睡在他的房间里，这样他感觉好了一点儿，可他睡觉总说梦话。”

“说些什么呢？”邓宁问。

“我想最好还是不要细谈这事了。”哈林顿回答，“我记得他收过一个邮包，内有一小本日记。我哥哥没看过，他死后我看了，发现9月18日后的那些页全被剪掉了。或许你不明白为什么他在死的那天晚上一个人出去吧？奇怪的是死前最后一周他所有的烦恼都烟消云散了，而且不再觉得有人在盯着或在跟踪他了。”

最后两人制定了计划。哈林顿有位朋友住在勒夫德大教堂附近，他要到他那儿去盯着卡斯韦尔。如果他觉得有机会在邓宁与卡斯韦尔间安排一次偶然相遇，他就给邓宁打电报。与此同时，邓宁得随时准备动身并且妥善保存好那张纸。

哈林顿动身到沃克郡的那位朋友那儿去了，只剩下邓宁孤孤单单一个人。他发现等待是件很难熬的事情，干不了事情，而且对什么都没有兴趣。他感觉自己生活在一块与世隔绝的黑云里。5月、6月、7月的前半个月都过去了，一直没有哈林顿的音讯，他越来越担心起来。这段时间卡斯韦尔一直待在勒夫德教堂。

终于就在7月23日前不到一周，邓宁收到了他朋友的电报：

卡斯韦尔将于周四晚乘坐按时与船衔接的列车从伦敦动身去法国。准备好，今天晚上我去找你。哈林顿。

他一到，两人便制定了最后的方案。从伦敦发车的火车在到达多佛尔前只停一次，是在克罗伊登西站。哈林顿将在伦敦上车并且找到卡斯韦尔坐的位置。邓宁将在克罗伊登西站等车，到了那儿哈林顿会留心他在哪儿等着的。邓宁的行李上一定不要写名字，最重要的是他一定要带上那张纸。

星期四晚上，邓宁在克罗伊登西站急躁不安地等着火车。他蓄着浓密的胡子戴着眼镜，很有把握卡斯韦尔不会认出他来的。他察觉到自己不再有处于危险境地的感觉，这点使他愈发担心起来，因为他记得哈林顿谈到过他哥哥死前一周的情况。

火车终于来了，他在一个窗口发现了他的朋友。不能让人看出他们相识，这一点是很重要的，于是邓宁从列车稍后一段上了车，慢慢地朝哈林顿所处的那个隔间走去。

隔间里只有哈林顿和卡斯韦尔两个人，邓宁进来坐在离卡斯韦尔最远的一角。卡斯韦尔沉重的旅行外衣和旅行包放在他对面的座位上，邓宁的座位旁边。邓宁想把那张纸藏进他的大衣里，但他意识到这样做不行，他得把它交给卡斯韦尔而且得保证卡斯韦尔收下。能不能用什么办法把卡斯韦尔的包藏起来，把那张纸放进去，然后他下车时再把包交给他呢？他只能想到这个办法了。他实在太希望能征求一下哈林顿的意见。

卡斯韦尔本人似乎也很不安。他两次站起身来朝窗外望着。邓宁试图把他的包从座位上碰掉，这时他看到了哈林顿目光中对他的警告——卡斯韦尔正从窗户里看着他们呢。

这时卡斯韦尔第三次站起身来，打开窗户把头伸到窗外。随着他站起身，有样东西轻轻地掉在了地板上，邓宁一看是个装着卡斯韦尔各种票据的薄薄的钱包。他迅速把那张纸塞进了钱包后部的口袋里。这时火车进了多佛尔站开始减速，卡斯韦尔关上窗户转过身来。

“先生，把这个给您，我想这东西一定是您的。”邓宁说着把那钱包递了过去。

“噢，谢谢你，先生。”卡斯韦尔边回答边看了一下他的票据，接着把钱包放进了口袋。

突然隔间里似乎变得又黑又热，这时哈林顿和邓宁已经在开门下车了。

邓宁坐在月台的座位上喘着粗气，都站不起来了。这时哈林顿跟着卡斯韦尔走了几步到了船前。他看见卡斯韦尔给检票员看了票便上了船。这时，那位检票员在他身后喊道：

“对不起，先生，您的朋友有票吗？”

“什么意思？我的朋友？”卡斯韦尔生气地大声喊道。

“对不起，先生，我以为有人跟您一起呢。”那位检票员道着歉。他转向身旁的另一位检票员说：“他是不是带了条狗什么的？我敢肯定还有一个什么东西。”

5分钟后，这里便只剩下了船上渐渐远去的灯光、夜风和月光了。

那天晚上在一家旅馆里两位朋友夜很深了还没睡。虽然已经没有什么危险了，可他们还是有点儿担心。

“哈林顿，”邓宁说，“恐怕我们把一个人送上死路了。”

“他害死了我哥哥，”哈林顿说，“又想害死你，他也该死。”

“你说我们是不是应该提醒他一下呀？”邓宁问。

“怎么提醒？”他的朋友问，“我们也不知道他要去哪儿。”

“他要去阿比维尔，”邓宁说，“我看见他的票上写着呢。今天是21号。我们早晨可以给阿比维尔主要的旅馆都发封电报，写上：检查一下你的票夹。邓宁。这样他还有一整天的时间。”

停了一会儿，哈林顿同意了，他说：“我知道这样做会使你心里更舒服。那我们就提醒他一下吧。”

第二天早上他们首先把那些电报发了出去，可谁也不知道卡斯韦尔收到了没有。人们只知道7月23日那天，一个人正在阿比维尔一所教堂前面看着，突然一块大石头从屋顶落下砸在他头上，他当即被砸死。警方报告说当时屋顶上没有人。他们从死者身上发现的证件得知他是个英国人，叫卡斯韦尔。

几个月后，邓宁提醒哈林顿说他还从没把他哥哥睡梦中说了些什么告诉自己。可哈林顿刚说了几个字，邓宁就求他不要说下去了。


The Experiment

In the last days of December, Dr Hall, the village priest, was working in his study when his servant entered the room, in great alarm.

'Oh, Dr Hall, sir,' she cried. 'What do you think? The poor Squire's dead!'

'What? Squire Bowles? What are you saying, woman?' replied the priest. 'I saw him only yesterday—'

'Yes, sir, I know,' said the servant, 'but it's true. Mr Wickem, the clerk, has just brought the news on his way to ring the church bell. You'll hear it yourself in a moment. Listen! There it is.' And sure enough, the bell then began to ring, long and slow, telling the people of the village that someone had died.

Dr Hall stood up. 'This is terrible,' he said. 'I must go up to the Hall at once. The Squire was so much better yesterday. It seems so sudden.'

'Yes, sir,' agreed the servant. 'Mr Wickem said that the poor Squire was taken ill very suddenly with a terrible pain. He died very quickly, and Wickem said they want him buried quickly too.'

'Yes, yes; well, I must ask Mrs Bowles herself or Mr Joseph,' said the priest. 'Bring me my coat and hat, please. Oh, and tell Mr Wickem that I would like to see him when he has finished ringing the bell.' And he hurried off to the Hall.

When he returned an hour later, he found the clerk waiting for him.

'There's a lot of work for you to do, Wickem,' he said, 'and not much time to do it.'

'Yes, sir,' said Wickem. 'You'll want the family tomb opened, of course...'

'No, no, not at all,' replied Dr Hall. 'The poor Squire said before he died that he did not want to be buried in the family tomb. It is to be an earth grave in the churchyard.'

'Excuse me, sir,' said Wickem, very surprised. 'Do I understand you right? No tomb, you said, and just an earth grave? The poor Squire was too ill to know what he was saying, surely?'

'Yes, Wickem, it seems strange to me too,' said the priest. 'But Mr Joseph tells me that his father, or I should say his stepfather, made his wishes very clear when he was in good health. Clean earth and open air. You know, of course, the Squire had some strange ideas, though he never told me of this one. And there's another thing, Wickem. No coffin.'

'Oh dear, oh dear!' said Wickem. 'There'll be some talk about that. And I know that old Mr Wright has some lovely wood for the Squire's coffin—he's kept it for him for years.'

'Well,' said Dr Hall, 'those are the Squire's wishes, so I'm told, so that's what we must do. You must get the grave dug and everything ready by ten o'clock tomorrow night. Tell Wright that we shall need some lights.'

'Very well, sir. If those are the orders, I must do my best,' said Wickem. 'Shall I send the women from the village to prepare the body?'

'No, Wickem. That was not mentioned,' said the priest. 'No doubt Mr Joseph will send for them if he wants them. You have enough work to do without that. Good night, Wickem.' He paused. 'I was just writing out the year's burials in the church records. I didn't think that I'd have to add Squire Bowles' name to them.'




The Squire's burial took place as planned. All the villagers and a few neighbours were present, and the Squire's stepson Joseph walked behind the body as it was carried to the churchyard. In those days nobody expected the Squire's wife to come to the burial. The Squire had no family except his wife and stepson, and he had left everything to his wife.

But what was everything? The land, house, furniture, pictures, and silver were all there, but no money was found. This was very strange. Squire Bowles was quite a rich man; he received plenty of money from his land every year, his lawyers were honest, but still there was no money. The Squire had not been mean with his money. His wife had all she needed, he sent Joseph to school and university, and he lived well. But still he earned more money than he spent. Where was it?

Mrs Bowles and her son searched the house and grounds several times but found no money. They could not understand it. They sat one evening in the library discussing the problem for the twentieth time.

'You've been through his papers again, Joseph, haven't you?' asked the mother.

'Yes, Mother, and I've found nothing.'

'What was he writing the day before he died, do you know? And why was he always writing to Mr Fowler in Gloucester?'

'You know he had some strange ideas about what happens to a person's soul when he dies. He was writing to Mr Fowler about it but he didn't finish the letter. Here, I'll read it to you.'

He fetched some papers from the Squire's writing table and began to read.

My dear friend,

You will be interested to hear about my latest studies, though I am not sure how accurate they are. One writer says that for a time after death a man's soul stays close to the places he knew during life—so close, in fact, that he can be called to speak to the living. Indeed, he must come, if he is called with the right words. And these words are given in an experiment in Dr Moore's book, which I have copied out for you. But when the soul has come, and has opened its mouth to speak, the caller may see and hear more than he wishes, which is usually to know where the dead man has hidden his money.

Joseph stopped reading and there was silence for a moment. Then his mother said, 'There was no more than that?'

'No, Mother, nothing.'

'And have you met this Mr Fowler?'

'Yes. He came to speak once or twice at Oxford.'

'Well,' said the mother, 'as he was a friend of the Squire, I think you should write to him and tell him what... what has happened. You will know what to say. And the letter is for him, after all.'

'You're right, Mother,' replied Joseph. 'I'll write to him at once.' And he wrote that same evening.

In time a letter came back from Gloucester and with it a large packet; and there were more evening talks in the library at the Hall. At the end of one evening, the mother said:

'Well, if you are sure, do it tonight. Go round by the fields where no one will see you. Oh, and here's a cloth you can use.'

'What cloth is it, Mother?' asked Joseph.

'Just a cloth,' was the answer.

Joseph went out by the garden door, and his mother stood in the doorway, thinking, with her hand over her mouth. Then she said quietly, 'It was the cloth to cover his face. Oh, I wish I had not been so hurried!'

The night was very dark and a strong wind blew loud over the black fields; loud enough to drown all sounds of calling or answering—if anyone did call or answer.

Next morning Joseph's mother hurried to his bedroom. 'Give me the cloth,' she said. 'The servants must not find it. And tell me, tell me, quick!'

Her son, sitting on the edge of the bed with his head in his hands, looked up at her with wild, red eyes.

'We have opened his mouth,' he said. 'Why, oh why, Mother, did you leave his face uncovered?'

'You know how hurried I was that day,' she replied. 'I had no time. But do you mean that you have seen it?'

Joseph hid his face in his hands. 'Yes, Mother, and he said you would see it, too.'

His mother gave an awful cry and caught hold of the bedpost.

'He's angry,' Joseph went on. 'He was waiting for me to call him, I'm sure. I had only just finished saying the words when I heard him—like a dog growling under the earth.'

He jumped to his feet and walked up and down the room.

'And now he's free! What can we do? I cannot meet him again. I cannot take the drink he drank and go where he is! And I'm afraid to lie here another night! Oh, why did you do it, Mother? We had enough as it was.'

'Be quiet!' said his mother through dry lips. 'It was you as much as I. But why spend time talking? Listen to me. It's only six o'clock. Yarmouth's not far, and we've enough money to cross the sea—things like him can't follow us over water. We'll take the night boat to Holland. You see to the horses while I pack our bags.'

Joseph stared at her. 'What will people say here?'

'You must tell the priest that we've learnt of some of the Squire's money in Amsterdam and we must go to collect it. Go, go! Or if you're not brave enough to do that, lie here and wait for him again tonight.'

Joseph trembled and left the room.




That evening after dark a boatman entered an inn at Yarmouth, where a man and a woman were waiting, with their bags on the floor beside them.

'Are you ready, sir and madam?' he asked. 'We sail in less than an hour. My other passenger is waiting by the boat. Is this all your luggage?' He picked up the bags.

'Yes, we are travelling light,' said Joseph. 'Did you say you have other passengers for Holland?'

'Just one,' replied the boatman, 'and he seems to travel even lighter than you.'

'Do you know him?' asked Mrs Bowles. She put her hand on her son's arm, and they both paused in the doorway.

'No,' said the boatman. 'He keeps his face hidden, but I'd know him again by his voice—he's got a strange way of speaking, like a dog growling. But you'll find that he knows you. "Go and fetch them out," he said to me, "and I'll wait for them here." And sure enough, he' s coming this way now.'




In those days women who poisoned their husbands were burnt to death. The records for a certain year at Norwich tell of a woman who was punished in this way, and whose son was hanged afterwards. No one had accused them of their crime, but they told the priest of their village what they had done. The name of the village must remain secret, because people say there is money still hidden there.

Dr Moore's book of experiments is now in the University Library at Cambridge, and on page 144 this is written:

This experiment has often proved true—to find out gold hidden in the ground, robbery, murder, or any other thing. Go to the grave of a dead man, call his name three times, and say: 'I call on you to leave the darkness and to come to me this night and tell me truly where the gold lies hidden.' Then take some earth from the dead man's grave and tie it in a clean cloth and sleep with it under your right ear. And wherever you lie or sleep, that night he will come and tell you truly, waking or sleeping.



experiment n. a test carried out in order to study what happens and gain new knowledge. 试验；实验。

priest n. an official of a church. 教士；牧师；神父。

squire n. an important landowner in earlier times. 乡绅。

clerk n. lay official of the church with various duties. （教会中非僧职的）执事。

tomb n. a grave built of stone under or above the ground. 坟；墓。

earth n. the soft part of the ground, not rock or stone. 泥土。

grave n. a hole in the ground in which a dead body is buried. 墓穴；坟墓。

churchyard n. the ground around a church where dead bodies are buried. 教堂墓地。

stepfather n. your mother's husband but not your natural father. 继父。

coffin n. a box or case in which a dead body is buried. 棺材。

burial n. burying. 埋葬。

record n. a written report of facts and events (eg. births and deaths). 记载；记录。

mean adj. lacking in generosity; selfish. 吝啬的；自私的。

soul n. the part of a person that is believed to go on living after death. 灵魂。

accurate adj. free from error. 正确无误的；准确的。

cloth n. a piece of any kind of material (e.g. cotton, wool). 布；布料。

drown v. be strong enough to prevent another sound from being heard. （指声音）淹没（另一个声音）。

growl v. (animals, man, thunder) make a low, threatening sound. （指动物、人、兽）作低沉的怒吼声；作隆隆声。

poison 1. n. something which causes illness or death if eaten or drunk. 毒药。 2. v. give poison to; put poison in or on; kill with poison. 使中毒；毒杀；毒害。

punish v. cause suffering to sb. for wrongdoing. 惩罚。


实验

[image: alt]

12月末的一天，乡村牧师霍尔医生正在书房工作，突然仆人十分惊慌地进了屋。

“噢，霍尔医生，”她叫道，“你说怎么的，那可怜的乡绅死了！”

“什么？乡绅鲍尔斯？你在说些什么呀？”牧师说，“我昨天还见到他了呢——”

“是啊，先生，我知道，”仆人说，“可这的确是真的。教堂执事威克姆先生刚刚在去教堂敲钟的路上送来的信儿，一会儿您就会亲耳听到钟声。听！钟声响了。”果真如此，这时钟声开始响起来，声音悠长而缓慢，告诉村里人有人去世了。

霍尔医生站起身来。“太糟糕了，”他说，“我必须马上到他府上去一趟。他昨天好多了。这事儿似乎挺突然的。”

“是的，先生，”仆人附和说，“威克姆先生说那可怜的乡绅突然发病，疼痛难忍，接着很快就死了。威克姆先生还说他们希望能很快把他葬了。”

“是啊，是啊。哦，我得去问问鲍尔斯太太本人或约瑟夫先生，”牧师说，“请把我的大衣和帽子拿来。对了，告诉威克姆先生敲完钟后我想见见他。”说完他便急匆匆地赶往乡绅府了。

一个小时后他回来了，执事正等着他呢。

“威克姆，你需要做的事情很多，”他说，“可是时间并不多。”

“是的，先生，”威克姆说，“当然，您是想找人挖开他家的坟……”

“不，不，不是的，”霍尔医生答道，“那可怜的乡绅死前说他不想葬在家族的坟里。他要葬身于教堂墓地里的土坟。”

“对不起，先生，”威克姆十分惊讶地问，“不知我理解得对不对，您是说，不要墓，只要个土坟？那可怜的乡绅一定是病得太重，不知自己在说些什么了吧？”

“是的，威克姆，我也觉得很奇怪，”牧师说，“可约瑟夫先生告诉我说他父亲，或者我该说是他继父，身体还好时就明确表达了自己的愿望：他要干净的泥土露天地。当然你也知道这位乡绅的一些想法很怪，虽然他从没告诉过我这个想法。对了还有，威克姆，他不要棺材。”

“天啊！天啊！”威克姆说，“人们会对此议论纷纷的。我知道老赖特先生为给乡绅做棺材准备了些很不错的木材，而且已经给他保存了好多年了。”

“唉，”霍尔医生说，“那都是乡绅的愿望，人家是这么告诉我的，我们就必须这么做。明天晚上10点以前你必须让人挖好坟并且把一切准备就绪，跟赖特说我们需要几盏灯。”

“好吧，先生，如果您吩咐我做，我一定尽力去做，”威克姆说，“用不用我从村里找几个女人来把尸体弄好准备下葬呀？”

“不用，威克姆，这事儿他们没提，”牧师说，“如果需要，约瑟夫先生肯定会派人去找她们。你要做的事情已经不少了。晚安，威克姆。”停了一下，他接着说：“我刚刚在写教堂记录中关于今年葬礼那部分。我没料到还得把乡绅鲍尔斯的名字加进去。”




乡绅的葬礼按计划进行了。全村的人和几个邻村的人都去了。尸体被抬到教堂墓地，乡绅的继子约瑟夫跟在后面。按当时风俗乡绅的妻子用不着来参加葬礼。除了妻子和继子，乡绅家中没有其他人，他把所有的东西都留给了妻子。

这所有的东西是什么呢？地产、房子、家具、绘画作品和银器都有，可就是找不到钱。这就怪了。乡绅鲍尔斯是很富有的，每年从地产上能收入许多钱，他的律师们也很老实，可就是找不到钱。这位乡绅花钱并不吝啬。妻子需要什么就有什么，他供约瑟夫上学，后来又上大学，他自己日子过得也不错。可他挣的钱还是花不了，可钱在哪儿呢？

鲍尔斯夫人和儿子把屋子和地面翻找了好几遍都没找到钱，他们感到不可理解。一天晚上俩人坐在书房里，第20次谈起这件事。

“约瑟夫，你是不是又翻了一遍他的各种材料？”母亲问道。

“是呀，妈妈，可什么也没找到。”

“你知道他死的前一天写了些什么吗？他为什么总给格洛斯特的福勒先生写信？”

“你知道他对人死后灵魂会如何看法很奇怪，他就这个问题给福勒先生写了封信，可是还没写完。来，我给你读一读。”

他从乡绅的写字台上拿起一些材料开始读起来。




我亲爱的朋友：

听听我最近的研究成果，你会感兴趣的。虽然我不敢肯定这些东西有多准确。一位作家说人死后一段时间，灵魂就在他生前熟悉的那些地方附近游荡——近得能把他唤来与活着的人说话。如果用合适的词语叫他，他一定会来的。穆尔博士书里的一个实验中列出了这些词语，我已经给你抄下来了。那灵魂来了就张嘴说话，叫他的人通常是想知道那死人生前把钱财藏在了什么地方，可他看到和听到的可能还不止这些。




约瑟夫不读了。俩人沉默了一会儿，他母亲问：“没有别的了？”

“没有了，妈妈，没有别的了。”

“你见过这位福勒先生吗？”

“见过，他来牛津讲过一两次课。”

“好吧，”母亲说，“既然他俩是朋友，我想你应该给他写封信，告诉他……出了什么事情。你知道该说些什么。不管怎么说信是写给他的。”

“你说得对，妈妈，”约瑟夫答道，“我马上给他写。”那天晚上他便写了。

过了一段时间，格洛斯特那个人发来了回信，还有个大包裹。乡绅府书房里夜晚的谈话更多了。一天晚上，母亲说：

“好了，如果你觉得没问题，今天晚上就干吧，绕过那片旷野，那里不会有人看见你的。噢，你可以用这块布。”

“这是什么布呀，妈妈？”约瑟夫问。

“就是一块布。”母亲回答。

约瑟夫从花园的门出来，他母亲站在门口，手捂着嘴想着事儿。接着她小声说：“用这块布盖住他的脸。噢，我当时不那么慌张多好呀！”

那天晚上天很黑，大风刮过黑暗的旷野，声音大得能把所有的喊叫和回答声淹没——假如真有人喊叫或回答的话。

次日早晨，约瑟夫母亲匆匆走进他的卧室。“把布给我，”她说，“千万别让仆人们发现。告诉我，快告诉我情况怎么样！”

儿子双手托着头坐在床边，红着眼睛激动地望着她。

“我们使他开了口，”他说，“为什么，噢，妈妈，你为什么没把他的脸盖上？”

“你知道那天我是多么手忙脚乱，”她回答，“我当时没有时间呀。你是说你看见他的脸没盖上？”

约瑟夫双手掩面说：“是的，妈妈，他说你也会看见的。”

他母亲发出一声可怕的叫声，一把抓住了床柱。

“他生气了，”约瑟夫接着说，“我确信他在等着我叫他。我刚说完那些话，就听见他的声音，就像一条狗在地下嗥叫。”

他突然站起身，在屋里踱起步来。

“现在他自由了！可我们怎么办呢？我不能再去见他了。我不能喝他喝的那种东西，到他去的地方去！我太怕在这里再躺上一夜了！噢，妈妈，你为什么要这样做呢？我们得到的已经够多了。”

“别说了！”他母亲的嘴唇都干了，“这不仅是我的罪过也是你的罪过。还说什么呢？听我的。现在才6点。雅茅斯离这儿不算远，我们的钱足够过海的——他是不能跟着我们过水域的。我们坐夜班船去荷兰。你去准备好马匹，我把包打好。”

约瑟夫盯着她问：“这儿的人会怎么说呢？”

“你一定要跟牧师说我们听说乡绅在阿姆斯特丹有些钱，得去收回来。走吧，走吧！如果你不敢这么做，今天晚上就躺在这儿再等着他吧。”

约瑟夫浑身哆嗦着离开了房间。




那天晚上天黑后，一个船夫走进了雅茅斯的一家小旅馆，那里一男一女正在等着，身边地上放着他们的提包。

“准备好了吗，先生和夫人？”他问。“我们一小时之内就开船。另一位旅客已经在船旁等着呢。这是你们所有的行李吗？”他提起了包。

“是的，我们轻装旅行，”约瑟夫说，“你是说还有其他旅客要去荷兰？”

“只有一位，”船夫回答，“他似乎比你们更轻装。”

“你认识他吗？”鲍尔斯夫人问。她把手放在儿子胳膊上，俩人都在门口停下了。

“不认识，”船夫说，“他掩着脸，可我能听出他的声音——他说话声音很怪，像狗叫。不过你们会发现他认识你们。‘去把他们带出来，’他对我说，‘我在这儿等着他们。’他现在正往这边走过来呢。”

那时候毒死丈夫的女人是要被烧死的。据载，有一年在诺里奇一个女人受到了这样的惩罚，后来她的儿子被绞死了。没人告发他们的罪行，可他们跟村里的牧师交代了自己干的事。那个村的名字还必须保密，因为人们说那儿还藏着钱呢。

穆尔博士关于实验的那本书现在存放在剑桥大学的图书馆里，书中第144页上写着：

这个实验通常被证明是可靠的——用它能找到藏在地下的黄金，并能发现抢劫、谋杀或其他一些行为。到死人的坟前，叫三声他的名字，并说：“我请你离开黑暗的坟墓，今晚来找我，告诉我盒子到底藏在哪里。”然后从他坟上取些土包在一块干净布里，睡觉时把它放在右耳朵下面。不管你在哪儿躺着还是睡觉，也不管你是醒着还是睡着，那天晚上他一定会来对你以实相告的。


'Oh, Whistle, and I'll Come to You, My Boy'

'Are you going away for the holidays, Professor?' The speaker was sitting next to the Professor at dinner in St James's College.

'Yes, I'm leaving tomorrow,' said Professor Parkins. 'I'm learning to play golf, and I'm going to Burnstow on the east coast for a week or two to improve my game.'

Professor Parkins was a young man who took himself, and everything that he did, very seriously.

'Oh, Parkins,' said another man. 'There are the remains of an old Templar church at Burnstow. Would you have a look at the place? I'd like to know if it's worth going to see.'

'Certainly,' said the Professor. 'I'll make some notes for you if you like.'

'There won't be much left above ground. I think the place is quite near the beach, about half a mile north from the Globe Inn.'

'I'm staying at the Globe, in fact,' said Parkins. He sounded a little annoyed. 'I could only get a room with two beds in it. I plan to do some work there, and I need a large room with a table, but I really don't like the idea of having two beds in the room.'

'Two beds? How terrible for you, Parkins!' said a man called Rogers. 'I'll come down and use one of them for a few days. I'll be a companion for you.'

Parkins gave a polite little laugh. 'I'm afraid you'd find it rather dull, Rogers. You don't play golf, do you?'

'No. Very boring game,' said Rogers, not at all politely. 'But if you don't want me to come, just say so. The truth, as you always tell us, never hurts.'

Professor Parkins was well known for always being polite and always telling the truth, and Rogers often amused himself by asking questions which Parkins found difficult to answer. Parkins tried to find an answer now that was both polite and truthful.

'Well, Rogers, perhaps it will be a little difficult for me to work if you are there.'

Rogers laughed loudly. 'Well done, Parkins!' he said. 'Don't worry. I'll let you get on with your work in peace, and I can be useful and keep the ghosts away.' Here he smiled at the others round the table, while Parkins' face turned a deep pink. 'Oh, I'm sorry, Parkins,' Rogers added. 'I forgot that you don't like careless talk about ghosts.'

'That is quite true,' said Parkins. His voice got a little louder. 'I cannot accept the idea of ghosts. It is the complete opposite of everything I believe. I hold, as you know, very strong opinons on this matter.'

'Oh yes, we know that,' said Rogers. 'Well, we'll talk about it again at Burnstow perhaps.'

From this conversation it will be clear that Parkins was indeed a very serious young man—quite unable, sadly, to see the funny side of anything, but at the same time very brave and sincere in his opinions.




Late the following day Parkins arrived at the Globe Inn in Burnstow, and was taken to his room with the two beds, of which we have heard. He unpacked his things and arranged his books and papers very tidily on the large table by the window. In fact, the table was surrounded on three sides by windows: the large central window looked straight out to sea, the right one looked south over the village of Burnstow, and the left one looked north along the beach and the low cliff behind it. Between the inn and the sea, there was only a piece of rough grass and then the beach. Over the years the sea had slowly come closer; now it was no more than fifty metres away.

Most of the people staying at the Globe were there for the golf. One of them was a Colonel Wilson, an old soldier with a very loud voice, and very strong opinions.

Professor Parkins, who was as brave as he was honest, spent the first day of his holiday playing golf with Colonel Wilson, and trying to 'improve his game'. Perhaps he was not wholly successful in this, because by the end of the afternoon the Colonel's face was a most alarming colour. Even his moustache looked angry, and Parkins decided that it would be safer not to walk back to the inn with him. He thought he would walk along the beach instead, and try to find the remains of the Templar church.

He found them very easily—by falling over some of the old stones, in fact. When he picked himself up, he saw that the ground all around him was broken up with shallow holes and bits of old stone wall covered in grass. The Templars used to build round churches, Parkins remembered, and even after hundreds of years there were enough grass-covered stones left to show the circle of the outer wall. For a time Parkins walked around, looking and measuring, and making notes in his notebook.

There was a large stone in the centre of the circle, and Parkins noticed that the grass had been pulled away from one corner of it. He knelt down and, using his pocket-knife, dug away some more of the grass to see the stone underneath. As he did so, a piece of earth fell inwards, showing that there was a hole under the stone. He tried to light a match to see inside, but the wind was too strong, so he put his hand into the hole and felt around with his knife. The sides, top, and bottom of the hole were smooth and regular, he discovered; it must be a man-made hole in a wall. As he pulled the knife out, he heard the sound of metal on metal—there was something in the hole. He put his hand back in and his fingers found a thin piece of metal. Naturally enough, he pulled it out, and saw that it was a piece of metal pipe about ten centimetres long, also man-made and clearly very old. By this time it was getting too dark to do anything more, so he put the metal pipe in his pocket and started to walk home along the beach.

In the evening half-light the place seemed wild and lonely, and a cold north wind blew at his back. Far ahead of him he could see the lights of the village, but here there was only the long empty beach with its black wooden breakwaters, and the shadowy, whispering sea.

He crossed the stones higher up on the beach and went down to the sand, which was easier to walk on, although he had to climb over the breakwaters every few metres.

When he looked behind him to see how far he had come, he saw that he might have a companion on his walk home. A dark figure, some way back, seemed to be running to catch up with him, but he never seemed to get any closer. It couldn't be anybody he knew, Parkins thought, so he did not wait for him. However, a companion, he began to think, would really be very welcome on that cold, dark beach. He suddenly remembered the stories he had read in his less sensible childhood—stories of strange companions met in lonely places. 'What would I do now,' he wondered, 'if I looked back and saw a black figure with wings and a tail? Would I run, or would I stand and fight? Fortunately, the person behind me doesn't look like that—and he seems to be as far away as when I first saw him. I shall get my dinner before he does, and, oh dear! It's nearly time for dinner now. I must run!'

At dinner the Professor found the Colonel much calmer than he had been in the afternoon. Later, the two men played cards together and, as Parkins played cards much better than he played golf, the Colonel became quite friendly and they arranged to play golf together again the next day.

When Parkins returned to his room, he found the little metal pipe where he had put it on the table. He looked at it carefully and realized that it was a whistle. He tried to blow it but it was full of earth, so he took out his knife and cleared the earth out onto a piece of paper, which he then shook out of the window. As he stood at the open window, he was surprised to see someone standing on the grass in front of the hotel, although it was almost midnight.

He shut the window and took the whistle over to the light to look at it again. He cleaned the dirt off and found that there were letters deeply cut along the side of the whistle.

QUIS EST ISTE QUI VENIT

'Now, that's Latin,' he said to himself. 'I think it means, "Who is this who is coming?" Well, the best way to find out is clearly to whistle for him.'

He put the whistle to his lips and blew, then stopped suddenly, surprised and pleased at the sound he had made. It was a soft sound, but also seemed to travel a long way. And it brought a picture into his mind—a picture of a wide, dark place at night, with a fresh wind blowing, and in the middle a lonely figure... But at that moment a real wind made his window shake, and the picture disappeared. The wind was so sudden that it made him look up, just in time to see the white shape of a seabird's wing outside the window.

He was so interested in the sound the whistle had made that he blew it again, this time more loudly. No picture came into his mind, but a sudden and very violent wind blew his window open with a crash. Both candles went out, and the wind seemed to be trying to pull the room to pieces. For twenty seconds Parkins battled to close the window again, but it was like trying to push back a burglar who was fighting to get in. Then the wind suddenly dropped for a moment, and the window banged shut and fastened itself. Parkins lit the candles and looked to see what damage had been done. There was none—not even a broken window. But the noise had woken the Colonel in the room above; Parkins could hear him walking around and talking to himself.

The wind continued to blow for a long time, beating against the house and crying like a creature in pain. Lying in bed, listening, Parkins thought that a less sensible person might imagine all kinds of unpleasant things. In fact, after a quarter of an hour, he thought that even sensible people would prefer not to hear this sound.

He noticed that one of his neighbours was finding it difficult to sleep, too. He could quite clearly hear someone not far away, turning over in bed again and again.

Sometimes when we close our eyes and try to sleep, we see pictures that are so unpleasant that we have to open our eyes again to make them disappear. This is what now happened to the Professor. Every time he closed his eyes he saw the same picture. There was a long beach with breakwaters running down to the sea, under a dark sky. He recognized it as the beach he had walked along earlier. Then, in the distance, he saw a man running along the beach, climbing desperately over the breakwaters and looking back over his shoulder all the time. Parkins could not see his face, but he knew that the man was terribly afraid. He was also nearly exhausted. Each breakwater was harder to climb than the last. 'Will he get over this next one?' thought Parkins. 'It seems higher than the others.' Yes; half climbing, half throwing himself, the man got over, and then fell to the ground, unable to get up again.

The picture had not yet shown any cause for the man's fear, but now a distant figure appeared, moving very quickly. It wore a long, flowing garment, and there was something so strange about the way it moved that Parkins was very unwilling to see it any closer. It stopped, lifted its arms, bent down towards the sand, then ran, still bent over, down to the edge of the sea and back again. Now it straightened itself, and moved forward along the beach at a frightening speed. At last it came to the breakwater where the man lay hidden. Again it ran down to the sea and back again, then lifted its arms and ran towards the breakwater.

It was always at this moment that Parkins was not brave enough to keep his eyes closed any longer. At last he decided to light his candle, get out a book, and read for a while. The noise of the match and the sudden light seemed to alarm something near his bed—a rat, probably—which ran away across the floor. The match immediately went out, but a second one burnt better, and Parkins lit the candle and opened his book. When he finally felt sleepy, he forgot, for the first time in his tidy, sensible life, to blow out the candle, and the next morning it was completely burnt down.

He was in his room after breakfast when the servant who cleaned the rooms came in, carrying some blankets.

'Would you like any extra blankets on your bed, sir?' she asked.

'Ah, yes, thank you,' said Parkins. 'I would like one. I think it's getting colder.'

'Which bed shall I put it on, sir?' the girl asked.

'What? Why, the one I slept in last night,' replied Parkins.

'Yes, sir. But we thought you'd slept in both of them, sir. We had to make both of them this morning.'

'Really? How strange!' said Parkins. 'I didn't touch the other bed except to put my suitcase on it when I unpacked. But you thought that someone had actually slept in it?'

'Oh yes, sir. The sheets and blankets were thrown all over the place. I thought you'd had bad dreams, sir.'

'Oh dear,' said Parkins. 'Well, I'm sorry if I made extra work for you. Oh, I'm expecting a friend of mine from Cambridge to come for a few days and sleep in the other bed. That will be all right, I suppose?'

'Oh yes, sir,' said the girl. 'It's no trouble, I'm sure. Thank you, sir.' And she left the room.

That day Parkins tried very hard to improve his game, with some success, and the Colonel became even more friendly, and quite talkative.

'That was an extraordinary wind we had last night,' he said as they were playing. 'In my part of the country they would say that someone had been whistling for it.'

'Do they really believe in that kind of thing where you come from?' asked Parkins.

'They believe in it all over the place,' the Colonel replied. 'And, in my experience, there's usually some truth in what the country people say.'

There was a pause in the conversation while they continued with the game. Then Parkins said, 'I feel I should tell you, Colonel, that I hold very strong opinions on these matters. In fact, I don't believe at all in anything supernatural.'

'What?' cried the Colonel, 'D'you mean to say that you don't believe in ghosts, or anything of that kind?'

'In nothing whatever of that kind,' replied Parkins. 'There is an explanation for everything, you see. In fact,' he went on, 'I blew a whistle myself last night, and the wind seemed to come in answer to my call. But of course—'

The Colonel stopped and looked at him. 'Whistling. were you?' he said. 'What kind of whistle did you use? Your turn to play, sir.'

Parkins hit his ball, and then told the Colonel about finding the old whistle in the Templar church.

'Well, sir, I'd be very careful about using a thing like that,' said the Colonel. 'Who knows what the Templars used it for? Dangerous lot of people, they were.'

He went on to give his opinions on the church, old and modern, and the two men had a very enjoyable argument. The morning passed so pleasantly that they continued to play golf together in the afternoon, then walked back in the evening light to the Globe.

As they turned the corner of the inn, the Colonel was nearly knocked down by a small boy who ran into him at high speed, and then remained holding on to him and crying. At first the Colonel was rather annoyed, but he soon saw that the boy was so frightened that he could not speak.

'What's the matter? What have you seen? Who has frightened you?' the two men asked together.

'Oh sir! I saw it wave at me out of the window,' cried the boy, 'and I don't like it.'

'What window?' said the Colonel crossly. 'Explain yourself, boy.'

'The front window in the inn, sir, upstairs.'

After several questions they learnt that the boy had been playing with his friends on the grass in front of the inn. When the others had gone home for their tea, he had looked up at the big front window and had seen something waving at him. It was a figure of some kind, in white. The boy couldn't see its face, but it had waved at him. There was something horrible about it, and it wasn't like a human being at all.

'It was someone trying to frighten you,' said the Colonel. 'Next time, like a brave little English boy, you throw a stone at it... Well, perhaps not that; but tell the people in the inn about it. Now, here's sixpence for you, and you'd better run along home for your tea.'

The two men went round to the front of the inn and looked up. There was only one window that fitted the description they had heard.

'That's very strange,' said Parkins. 'I remember that I locked my door when I went out this morning and the key is still in my pocket.'

They went upstairs, found that the door of the room was still locked, unlocked it, and went in.

'Well, everything seems perfectly all right,' said Parkins, looking around.

'Except your bed,' said the Colonel.

'That's not my bed,' said Parkins. 'But it certainly looks very untidy.' The sheets and blankets were thrown about all over the bed. Parkins thought for a while. 'Ah,' he said, 'I disarranged it when I was unpacking. Perhaps the girl came in to make the bed, the boy saw her at the window, and then she was called away before she could finish it.'

'Well, ring the bell and ask her,' said the Colonel.

When the girl came, she explained that she had made the bed in the morning and that no one had been in the room since the Professor had left. Mr Simpson, the manager, had the only other key. Mr Simpson then came up and said that he had not been in the room himself, and had not given the key to anyone else. Parkins checked the room carefully; nothing was missing and his books and papers were as he had left them. The girl made the bed again and the two men went down to have their tea.

That evening, Colonel Wilson was unusually quiet and thoughtful during dinner and cards and, as they were going up to their rooms, he said to Parkins:

'You know where I am if you need me during the night.'

'Thank you, Colonel, but I don't expect to call on you,' replied Parkins. 'Oh, I have that whistle I told you about. Would you like to see it?'

The Colonel turned the whistle over in his hands, looking at it carefully.

'What are you going to do with it?' he asked.

'I'll show it to the people at Cambridge when I get back and probably give it to the museum, if it's any good.'

'If it were mine,' said the Colonel, 'I'd throw it into the sea right now. But, of course, you and I don't think the same way about these things. Good night.'

And he went off to his room.

There were no curtains at the windows in the Professor's room. The previous night it had not mattered, but tonight there was a bright moon in a cloudless sky. Parkins was afraid that the moonlight might wake him up in the middle of the night, so he arranged a blanket, held up with a stick and his umbrella, which would stop the moonlight shining on to his bed. Soon he was comfortably in bed where he read a book for a while. Then he blew out his candle and went to sleep.

An hour or so later he was suddenly woken by a loud crash. In a moment he realized that the blanket had fallen down and a bright moon was shining on his bed. Should he get up and put the blanket up again, or could he manage to sleep if he did not? He lay in bed for several minutes trying to decide what to do.

All at once he turned over in bed, eyes wide open, listening hard. There had been a movement in the other bed! Was it a rat? The sound came again, something moving in the blankets and making the bed shake. No rat could make a noise like that, surely!

Suddenly his heart nearly stopped beating as a figure sat up in the empty bed. Parkins jumped out of his own bed and ran towards the window to get his stick. As he did so, the thing in the other bed slid to the floor and stood, with arms stretched out, between Parkins and the door.

Parkins stared at the creature in horror. He could not reach the door without touching it as he passed, and the thought of that touch made him feel sick.

Now it began to move, bending low and feeling its way with arms that were hidden in its flowing garment. Parkins realized with horror that it could not see. It turned away from him and, in doing so, touched the bed he had just left. It bent its head low and felt all over the bed in a way that made Parkins tremble with fear.

Realizing that the bed was empty, the creature moved forward into the moonlight which shone in through the window. For the first time Parkins saw it clearly, but the only thing he could remember later was a horrible, a sickeningly horrible, face of crumpled cloth. The expression on that face he could not or would not describe, but it certainly drove him nearly mad with fear.

But he had no time to watch it for long. With frightening speed the creature moved around the room, searching and feeling, and a corner of its flowing garment brushed across Parkins' face. He screamed in horror, and at once it jumped at him, driving him towards the window. The next moment Parkins was halfway through the window backwards, screaming again and again at the top of his voice, and the cloth face was pushed close into his own.

In that final second, the Colonel kicked the door open and was just in time to see the frightening sight at the window. When he reached the figures, only one was left. Parkins fell forward into the room in a faint, and before him on the floor lay a crumpled bedsheet.

The Colonel asked no questions, but kept everyone out of the room, helped Parkins back to bed and, with a blanket round his shoulders, spent the rest of the night in the other bed.

The next morning Mr Rogers arrived and, to his surprise, was very warmly welcomed by the Professor. The three men discussed what to do for a long time. The Colonel, who remembered a similar experience in India, supposed that the creature, having no body of its own, had to make one out of the sheet from the bed. At the end of their talk, the Colonel left the hotel carrying between his finger and thumb a small piece of metal, which he threw into the sea as far as a strong arm could send it. Later, he burnt the sheet in the field behind the Globe.

As you can imagine, Professor Parkins' opinions on some matters are now less certain than they used to be. He is also a more nervous person than he was. Even a coat hanging up on a door will alarm him, and the sight of a scarecrow in a field late on a winter afternoon has given him more than one sleepless night.



professor n. a university teacher. 教授。

golf n. a game where players hit small balls into holes in the ground. 高尔夫球。

improve v. to become or make something better. 提高。

remains n. what is left. 所剩下的或遗留者。

Templar n. an organization of fighting men that started in Jerusalem in 1118 and ended in 1312. （基督教的）圣殿骑士。

companion n. person who goes with, or is often or always with, another. 同伴；伴侣。

dull adj. uninteresting. 单调乏味的。

sincere adj. (of feelings, behaviour) real, honest; not pretended. （指感情、行为）真实的；诚挚的。

colonel n. an officer of middle rank in the army or American air force. （美国陆军或空军）上校。

regular adj. evenly shaped. 匀称的。

breakwater n. a wall built out into the sea to stop waves damaging the coast. 防波堤。

shadowy adj. hard to see or know clearly. 朦胧的；模糊的。

sand n. the yellow or white soft ground found on beaches. 沙地。

sensible adj. reasonable; having or showing good sense. 明智的；通晓事理的；有见识的。

whistle n. a pipe that you blow through to make a clear high sound. 口哨。

Latin n. the language of ancient Rome. 拉丁文。

crash n. (noise made by a) violent fall, blow or breaking. 猛烈的坠落、打击或破裂（所发出的声音）。

burglar n. a thief who breaks into houses, shops, etc. esp. during the night. 夜贼；小偷。

exhausted adj. very tired. 筋疲力竭的。

straighten v. to (cause to) become straight, level. （使）变直；变平直。

candle n. a stick of wax which is burned to give light. 蜡烛。

extra adj. additional. 额外的。

talkative adj. fond of talking. 多话的；喜欢谈话的；多嘴的。

supernatural adj. of that which is not controlled or explained by physical laws. 神奇的；不可思议的；超自然的。

cross adj. bad-tempered; easily or quickly showing anger. （口）脾气坏的；易怒的。

disarrange v. disturb; upset; put into disorder. 扰乱；使乱。

manager n. person who controls a business, hotel, etc. 经理。

slide v. to pass smoothly or continuously; go slowly and unnoticed. 溜过；潜行；偷偷溜进（溜掉）。

stretch v. straighten (the limbs or body) to full length. 伸展（四肢或身体）。

sickening adj. disgusting. 使人厌恶的。

crumpled adj. bent or pushed together untidily; not smooth. 压皱的；不平整的。

thumb n. the short thick finger. 拇指。


“噢，朋友，你一吹哨，我就会来到你身边”

[image: alt]

“教授，你要去度假吗？”在圣·詹姆斯学院吃饭时，坐在教授身边的人问道。

“对，明天就动身，”帕金斯教授说，“我正学打高尔夫球，所以要到东海岸的伯恩斯陀用一两周时间提高球艺。”

帕金斯教授是个严格要求自己并且凡事认真的年轻人。

“噢，帕金斯，”另一个人说，“伯恩斯陀有个古老的圣殿骑士教堂的遗迹。你愿意去看看吗？我想了解一下那地方是不是值得一看。”

“当然没问题，”教授说，“如果你希望的话，我可以为你做点儿记录。”

“地面上应当没有什么东西了。我觉得那地方离海滩很近，在地球旅馆北部大约半英里的地方。”

“其实，我就要住地球旅馆。”帕金斯说。听起来他有点不大高兴。“我只能住上双人间。我打算在那儿干点儿活，需要个能放张桌子的大房间，我确实不喜欢屋子里放两张床。”

“两张床？这让你太不舒服了，帕金斯！”一个叫罗杰斯的人说，“我要去住几天，睡其中一张床，跟你作个伴。”

帕金斯礼貌地轻轻一笑说：“恐怕你会觉得那里的生活很乏味，罗杰斯。你不会打高尔夫球，对吧？”

“对。很无聊的运动，”罗杰斯很不礼貌地说，“如果你不愿意让我去，直说好了。你不是常告诉我们实话不伤人吗？”

帕金斯教授一向以礼貌待人和总说实话出名，罗杰斯则经常以问一些使他难以回答的问题为乐。眼下帕金斯正在努力寻找着一个既礼貌又符合事实的回答。

“这么说吧，罗杰斯，如果你在那儿，或许我干起活来会有点困难。”

罗杰斯大笑起来。“好了，帕金斯！”他说，“别担心。我会让你静心工作的，而且我会对你有用，可以为你驱走鬼神。”说到这儿，他对围坐在桌子周围的人们笑着，这时帕金斯的脸变得通红。“噢，对不起，帕金斯，”罗杰斯接着说，“我忘了你不喜欢人们随便谈什么鬼呀神的。”

“一点不假，”帕金斯的说话声高了些，“我不能接受那种认为鬼神存在的观点。我根本不信。你们知道我对这件事情的看法很固执。”

“噢，是啊，我们知道，”罗杰斯说，“好吧，或许咱们在伯恩斯陀会再谈。”

从这段交谈中可以看出帕金斯的确是个很严肃的年轻人。遗憾的是他看不到事情有趣的一面，可很胆大，对事物的看法很实在。

第二天晚些时候，帕金斯到了伯恩斯陀的地球旅馆，被带到了我们前面听说过的那个内有两张床的房间。他取出包里的东西，把书和材料整整齐齐地放在了靠窗的那张大桌子上。其实，这张桌子是三面靠窗：从中间那扇大窗户可以直接向外看到大海，右边的那扇向南可以俯瞰伯恩斯陀村，左边的那扇向北可以看到海滩和后面低矮的峭壁。小旅店和大海间仅有一块不平整的草地，接着便是海滩了。多年来大海慢慢贴近了那小旅馆，现在相距已经不到50米了。

多数住地球旅馆的人是来打高尔夫球的。其中一位是威尔逊上校，一位嗓门很洪亮、对事物看法很固执的老兵。

帕金斯教授，这位既胆大又坦诚的人，度假的第一天就和威尔逊上校打了一天的高尔夫球来努力“提高球艺”。大概他做得不大好，因为到下午结束时，上校的脸色很吓人，连胡子都气歪了。帕金斯想还是不和他一起回旅馆更安全些。他想沿着海滩走走，寻找一下圣殿骑士教堂的遗迹。

他毫不费力便找到了那些遗迹，其实是因为被一些古旧的石头绊倒而找到的。站起身时，他发现周围的地上布满了浅浅的洞和长满野草的古旧石头墙的碎块。帕金斯记得过去圣殿骑士常盖的是圆形教堂，即使过了几百年，还有那么多长满野草的石头使人们能看出原来外围墙的圈子在哪儿。帕金斯四下转着，观察、测量，并在笔记本上做着记录。

圈子中心有块大石头，帕金斯注意到它一角的野草被人拔掉了。他跪下身子拿自己的小折刀又挖掉一些草，以便观察下面的石头。这时一块土塌了进去，说明石头下面有洞。他想划根火柴看看里面，可风太大，于是他便将手伸进洞里用刀子四下探索着。他发现洞壁、洞顶和洞底都很光滑规则，这一定是在墙里挖的洞。当他从里面拿出刀子时，听到了金属间的撞击声——洞里有东西。他又把手伸进去，手指摸到一片薄薄的金属。很自然他把那东西拿了出来，发现是段长约10厘米的金属管，也是人造的，很明显年代已经很久远了。这时天黑得已经不能干什么了，于是他把那段金属管放进口袋，开始沿着海滩往家走。

傍晚柔和灰暗的光线使这个地方显得荒凉而孤寂，冰冷的北风侵袭着他的后背。他能看到远方村里的灯光，可眼前只有长长的空落落的海滩和黑色的木制防波堤，还有那朦朦胧胧低声作响的大海。

他越过海滩高处的石头地往下走上一片沙地，沙地好走一些，虽然每走几米就要爬一段防波堤。

当他回头看自己走出了多远时，发现好像有个伴儿跟他一起往家走。一个黑乎乎的人影似乎在他后面跑着追他，可似乎怎么也不能靠近他。帕金斯心想他肯定不认识这人，于是就没等他。他开始想到，在这寒冷黑暗的沙滩上，有人作伴也是很不错的。突然他又想起小时候不大懂事时读过的故事——那些在人烟稀少的地方遇到奇怪伴侣的故事。“我现在该怎么办呢？”他心里想，“如果我回头看到一个长着翅膀和尾巴的黑影，我是跑，还是站在那里跟他拼呢？还好，我后面那人不像是那样的——他离我的距离似乎跟我一开始看到他时差不多。我得先吃饭，天啊！快到吃饭时间了，我得跑了！”

吃饭时，教授发现上校比下午平静多了。后来他们一起玩牌，由于帕金斯的牌技比他的高尔夫球技强很多，上校变得很友好起来。他们还安排了第二天再去打球。

帕金斯回到房间便看到了自己放在桌子上的那一小段金属管，他仔细看了看，发现它是个口哨。他想吹吹，可里面都是土，于是他拿出刀子把土掏出来倒在一张纸上，抖落在窗外。他站在开着的窗户旁时很惊讶地发现虽然已经快半夜了，却有个人站在旅馆前面的草地上。

他关上窗户把口哨拿到亮处又看了看，把上面的土擦干净后发现口哨上深深地刻着：

QUIS EST ISTE QUI VENIT

“噢，这是拉丁文，”他自语道，“我想它的意思是‘来者是谁？’哦，知道来者是谁最好的办法显然是给他吹口哨听。”

他把口哨放在嘴边吹起来，突然又停了下来，吹出的声音使他自己都感到既惊讶又高兴。那声音很柔和，可似乎又能传出很远，并且把一幅画面呈现在他脑海中——画面是夜里一个宽阔黑暗的地方，清风吹拂，画面中间还有个孤零零的人影……这时真的有股风吹得他的窗户晃动起来，那画面消失了。风起得很突然，他禁不住向天上看了一眼，正好看见窗外一只海鸟白色翅膀的轮廓。

他觉得那口哨发出的声音很有意思，于是便又吹起来，这回声音更大了。他的脑海里不再呈现出画面。突然一阵狂风砰地一声把他的窗户刮开了。两根蜡烛都灭了，那风似乎想把屋子撕成碎片。帕金斯用了20秒钟的时间拼命地试着把窗户关上，可这简直像是要把拼命想进屋的强盗推回去一样。这时风突然停了一下，窗户砰地一声关上，搭扣自动扣上。帕金斯点上蜡烛看看有什么被弄坏的地方，他发现没有任何地方被弄坏——甚至连块破玻璃都没有。可这里的声音吵醒了楼上房间里的上校；帕金斯能听见他踱着步自言自语。

风又继续刮了好长一阵子，不断撞击着房子，像个忍受着痛苦的人在叫喊。帕金斯躺在床上听着，心里想一个不太明智的人可能会想象出各种各样的不愉快的事情来。事实上过了一刻钟，他想甚至很明智的人也不会愿意听到这种声音的。

他注意到他的一个邻居也感到难以入睡了。他能清楚地听到不远处有人在床上翻来覆去的声音。

有时候当我们闭上眼睛想要睡觉时，会看到一些令人不快的画面，于是我们不得不睁开眼睛让它们消散。教授此时的情况正是这样。他一闭上眼睛就会看到同样的画面。黑暗的天空下长长的海滩上防波堤延伸入海。他认出这是他走过的那个海滩。这时他看见远处有个人正沿着海滩跑着，拼命地爬过防波堤，还不时地回头看着。帕金斯看不到那人的脸，可他知道那人害怕极了，而且也快要筋疲力竭了。每个防波堤都比前一个更难爬。“他能爬过下一个吗？”帕多斯想着，“下一个似乎比前头的那些都高。”那人全身用力地爬着翻了过去，接着摔在地上起不来了。

在这之前从画面上还看不出那人为什么害怕，不过这时远处出现了个人影，动作很快。那人穿着一件长而飘垂的外衣，动作看起来有点怪，因而帕金斯很不愿意看到它再靠近了。它停了下来，抬起双臂朝沙地弯下腰，接着还是弯着腰朝海边跑过去又跑了回来。然后直起身，以惊人的速度沿着海滩向前移动着。最后它来到刚才那人藏身的防波堤处。接着朝大海跑过去又跑了回来，之后抬起双臂又朝那防波堤跑了过去。

每到这时，帕金斯就不敢再闭着眼睛了。最后他决定点上蜡烛拿出书来看一会。划火柴的声音和突然出现的亮光似乎惊吓了他床边的什么东西——可能是老鼠——跑过了地板。火柴马上灭了，不过第二根着得好一点儿，帕金斯点上了蜡烛打开了书。当他终于感到很困倦时，他，这个生活通常安排得有序而合理的人，头一次忘了吹灭蜡烛，第二天早上那蜡烛已经完全烧尽了。

吃完早饭他待在屋子里，这时打扫房间的仆人进来了，拿着几条毯子。

“先生，您的床上是不是还需要毯子呀？”她问。

“啊，是啊，谢谢你，”帕金斯说，“来一条吧，我觉得天气越来越冷了。”

“先生，我把它放在哪张床上呀？”那女孩问。

“什么？当然放在昨晚我睡的那张床上呀。”帕金斯回答。

“好吧，先生，可是我们觉得您两张床都睡过，今天早晨我们只得都收拾了一下。”

“真的吗？太怪了！”帕金斯说，“除了打开行李时我把手提箱放在上面，后来就一直没动过那张床。你们真觉得有人在上面睡过吗？”

“是的，先生。床单和毯子扔得到处都是。我以为您做恶梦了呢，先生。”

“天啊！”帕金斯说，“哎呀，要是给你添麻烦的话，我真是对不起你。我正等着一位剑桥大学的朋友来呆几天，就睡那张床，可以吧？”

“噢，可以，先生，”那女孩说，“当然没有问题，谢谢您，先生。”说完她便离开了房间。

那天帕金斯下功夫提高球艺，还真有效，上校变得更友善了，而且说了不少话。

“昨天晚上的风刮得太出奇了，”他们打着球时他说，“在我的家乡，人们会说这是有人吹口哨召唤它。”

“你们那儿的人真信这类事情？”帕金斯问。

“那地方的人都信。”上校回答，“而且凭我的经验，那些乡下人说的通常还是有些真实的。”

他们停下谈话继续打球。这时帕金斯说：“上校，我觉得我应该告诉你，我对这些事情很有成见。实际上我根本不相信任何超自然的东西。”

“什么？”上校喊道，“你是说你不相信鬼神什么的？”

“任何那类东西都不信，”帕金斯回答。“你知道，凡事都可以有个解释。事实上，”他接着说，“昨天晚上我吹口哨了，那风似乎是听了我的召唤才来的。不过当然——”

上校停了下来，看着他。“昨晚你吹着口哨吗？”他说，“你是用什么口哨吹的？该你打球了，先生。”

帕金斯击了一下球，接着把自己在圣殿骑士教堂找到那个旧口哨的事儿告诉了上校。

“哎呀，先生，用那样一个东西，我会很小心的，”上校说，“谁知道那些圣殿骑士用它干过什么呢？那都是些危险的人物。”

接着他谈起了自己对古代和现代教堂的看法，俩人兴致勃勃地争论了一番。一上午他们过得很愉快，于是下午接着又打，傍晚一起走回地球旅馆。

他们走到旅店拐弯处时，上校差点儿被一个猛撞在他身上的小男孩撞倒，那小孩还抓着他大哭着。一开始上校很恼火，可他很快发现那男孩吓得连话都说不出来了。

“怎么了？你看见什么了？谁吓着你了？”俩人同时问道。

“噢，先生！我看见那东西对着窗外向我招手，”那男孩叫道，“我不喜欢它。”

“什么窗户？”上校生气地说，“孩子，说说怎么回事？”

“我是说旅馆的前窗户，先生，楼上的。”

问了他几个问题后，他们得知那男孩一直和他的伙伴们在旅馆前的那块草地上玩耍。其他孩子都回家喝茶了，他抬头看了看那扇大大的前窗户，发现有东西在向他招手。那是某种形体，穿白色衣服。男孩看不见它的脸，可它确实朝他招手了。这真是太可怕了，而且那东西根本不像个人。

“这是有人要吓唬你，”上校说，“孩子，下次勇敢点儿，朝他扔石头……噢，或许可以不这样，而是把事情告诉旅馆的人。好了，给你这6便士，你还是跑回家喝茶吧。”

俩人绕到旅馆前面抬头看着，发现只有一扇窗户符合刚才听到的描述。

“太怪了，”帕金斯说，“我记得今天早上出去时锁了门，而且钥匙还在我口袋里呢。”

他们上了楼，发现房门仍然锁着，于是打开锁进了屋。

“噢，一切似乎都很正常。”帕金斯四下看了看说。

“除了你的床以外。”上校说。

“那不是我的床，”帕金斯说，“可那张床确实很不整洁。”床单和毯子扔得满床都是。帕金斯想了想。“啊，”他说，“我从包里取出东西时把那床弄乱了。也许那女孩进来收拾时，刚才那个男孩从窗口看到了她，可是还没等她干完就被叫走了。”

“好吧，按一下铃问问她。”上校说。

那女孩来了，她解释说早晨她收拾了床，而且从教授走后没人进来过。经理辛普森先生那儿还有另外一把钥匙。这时辛普森先生上楼来说他没到这屋来过，也没把钥匙给过任何人。帕金期仔细检查了一下屋子，什么也没少，他的书和材料还是原来的老样子。那女孩又收拾了一遍床，然后俩人下楼来喝茶。

那天晚上吃饭和打牌时，威尔逊上校有点儿不同寻常地沉默和心事重重。他们上楼回房间时，他对帕金斯说：

“夜里需要我时叫我一声。”

“谢谢你，上校，不过我不想麻烦你，”帕金斯回答，“噢，我跟你说过的那个口哨，你想看看吗？”

上校在手里摆弄着那口哨，仔细看着。

“你要怎么处理它呀？”他问。

“回去后我把它拿给剑桥的人们看看。如果有用的话，或许我要把它交给博物馆。”

“如果这东西是我的，”上校说，“我现在就把它扔进海里。不过，对这些事情咱俩看法当然不一致，晚安吧。”

接着他便回房间了。

教授的房间没有窗帘。前一天晚上还没事儿，可今天晚上明亮的月亮挂在无云的天空中。帕金斯担心半夜月光会把他照醒，于是弄了条毯子用一根棍和雨伞挂起来，这样月光就不再照在他床上了。他很快便舒舒服服地躺在床上，看了会儿书，然后吹灭蜡烛睡觉了。

过了约一个小时，他忽然被一声巨响惊醒。他很快意识到是那毯子掉下来了，明亮的月光照在他的床上。是不是应该起来再把毯子挂起来，如果不这样他还能睡着吗？他躺在床上用了好几分钟试图决定该怎么办。

突然他翻了个身，睁大眼睛仔细听起来。另一张床上有动静！是老鼠吗？接着那声音又出现了，有东西在毯子里动而且弄得床也晃动起来。老鼠是绝对不会发出那样的声音的！

一个人影从那张空床上坐起来，这时帕金斯的心几乎突然停止了跳动。他跳下床跑到窗前去拿棍子，与此同时，那张床上的东西滑到地上站起身来，两只胳膊伸着，挡在了帕金斯和门中间。

帕金斯惊恐地盯着那东西看。他想到门口的话，经过它时就必须触到它，一想到触到它，他就觉得恶心。

这时那东西开始动了，弯着身子，用掩在飘垂的外衣里的双臂摸索着往前走。帕金斯惊恐地意识到它看不见东西。它转身离开时，触到了他刚离开的那张床。它低下头在床上到处摸索着，这使帕金斯吓得直哆嗦。

当它发现那床是空的，那东西又向前移动到了从窗口照进的月光中。帕金斯第一次看清了它的模样，可后来他唯一能记起的是那张令人作呕而可怕的皱巴巴布脸。那脸上的表情他描述不上来或者说不想描述，可它确实快要把他吓疯了。

他没有时间一直观察它了。只见那东西以吓人的速度在屋子里转着，寻找着摸索着，它飘垂着的外衣的一角擦过帕金斯的脸，他惊恐地尖叫起来。那东西立即朝他扑过来，把他朝窗前逼去。接着帕金斯的半个身子都探出了身后的窗户，他扯着嗓子一声声尖叫着，那张布脸已经很贴近他的脸了。

就在这千钧一发之时，上校踢开了门，正好看到窗口那令人毛骨悚然的一幕。当他走近时，人影就只剩下一个。帕金斯昏了过去，向前跌进屋子里，他面前的地板上只是条皱巴巴的床单。

上校什么也没问，只是不让任何人进屋。他帮帕金斯躺回床上，自己则在肩上裹了条毯子，在另一张床上过了后半夜。

第二天上午罗杰斯先生到了。出乎他的意料，他受到了教授热诚的欢迎。3个人就该怎么办商量了很长时间。上校记得他在印度有过类似的经历，他认为那东西自己没有躯体而不得不用床单造出一个来。他们说完这些，上校用手指夹着那小片金属离开了旅馆，用力把它远远地扔进了大海。后来他又在地球旅馆后面的空地里烧掉了那条床单。

您可以想像得出，现在帕金斯教授对一些事情的看法不像以前那么绝对了，人也变得比过去紧张了。甚至挂在门上的一件外衣都会吓着他，冬日接近傍晚时看到田里的一个稻草人更使他度过了不止一个不眠之夜。


Exercises

A Checking your understanding

The Picture Write answers to these questions.

1 Why did Mr Williams think the picture wasn't worth ￡20?

2 What changes happened to the picture during the night?

3 What was the figure carrying when it came out of the house?

4 Why was Gawdy hanged?

5 Who painted the picture?

Rats Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 The body on the bed had its head covered like a dead person.

2 The creature in the locked room was really only a scarecrow.

3 Mr Betts had often seen the creature in the locked room.

Casting the Runes Who said these words, and when?

1 'Oh! The dear children want to go home to bed, do they?'

2 'I'm sorry. Perhaps I imagined it.'

3 'May I give you these? I think they must be yours.'

4 'It looks just like the one my brother was given.'

5 'Did he have a dog with him or something?'

6 'I'm afraid we have sent a man to his death.'

The Experiment How much can you remember?

1 What couldn't Mrs Bowles and Joseph find after the Squire's death?

2 Why did Mrs Bowles give Joseph a cloth that night?

3 Who were the three passengers for the night boat to Holland?

'Oh, Whistle, and I'll Come to You, My Boy' Find answers to these questions in the text.

1 What was Parkins' opinion about ghosts?

2 What happened when Parkins blew the whistle the second time?

3 Why was the boy outside the inn so frightened?

4 What was the only thing Parkins remembered about the creature?

5 What did the Colonel do after he, Parkins, and Rogers had talked?




B Working with language

1 Complete these sentences with information from the story.

1 Mr Dunning's two servants had to go to hospital because...

2 Dunning and Harrington could not read the Runic letters, but...

3 Dunning grew a beard and wore glasses so that...

4 As Karswell stood up to open the train window,...

2 Put the following into the right order and then join them together to make three sentences.

1 but the creature got between him and the door

2 and he broke into the room just in time.

3 When Parkins saw a figure sit up in the empty bed,

4 It caught Parkins and nearly pushed him out of the window,

5 and then began to move around the room, searching and feeling.

6 He ran towards the window to get his stick,

7 his heart nearly stopped beating.

8 but the Colonel upstairs heard Parkins screaming




C Activities

1 Which story did you like best, and which did you like least? Why? Write a few sentences to give your reasons.

2 Imagine that you are Mr Williams in The picture or Mr Thomson in Rats, and write a letter to a friend to describe your experience.

3 Imagine that Mr Dunning did not manage to give the runes back to Mr Karswell in the train. What do you think happened? Write a new ending for the story Casting the Runes.

4 In The Experiment, what did Mrs Bowles and Joseph say to Dr Hall when they returned to the village? Write down their conversation.

5 Write a short ghost story in about 150 words. Begin like this:

One day I was travelling to another town by bus. There were four people on the bus, and one of them...
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简　介

这本书不是一本不朽的游记：讲的既不是横渡大洋的危险航行，也不是沿着亚马孙河的漂流探险，只不过是次小小的旅行，乘着一只小小的船。但是不管怎么说也算是次经历吧，是你、我，或者随便是谁都会遇到的……返航之后，我们便会讲起有趣的故事……

谁是这次旅行的主人公呢？有乔治、哈里斯和“杰”（当然还有“元帅”，它是一只狗）。不论在什么地方，什么时候都能遇到这样的三个年轻人。他们掉进水里，把东西弄丢，吵架，又笑着和好，互相讲故事……他们个个有远大的抱负，热情也很高，可就是到了早上谁也起不来。他们都想当伟大的探险家，可事实上，只要一下雨，他们还是愿意呆在暖和的火炉边，坐在舒适的椅子里。

那我们的主人公在河上的经历到底怎么样呢？他们学会在篝火上煎鸡蛋了吗？学会不用启罐器就把罐头打开了吗？这就是他们的故事，三个怪客和一只狗在河上泛舟的故事。




杰罗姆·K·杰罗姆（1895—1927）写过许多著名小说和剧本。他非常喜欢划船，也喜欢泰晤士河。他这本最著名的幽默小说《三怪客泛舟记》讲的就是他和朋友们的亲身经历。
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Chapter 1
We decide to go on holiday

There were four of us — George, and William Samuel Harris, and myself, and Montmorency. We were sitting in my room, and we were smoking and talking about how bad we were — ill, I mean, of course.

We were all feeling in poor health, and we were getting quite worried about it. Harris said that he felt really bad sometimes, and he did not know what he was doing. And then George said that he felt bad, too, and that he did not know what he was doing either. With me it was my heart. I knew it was my heart because I had read something in a magazine about the symptoms of a bad heart. I had all of them.

It is a most extraordinary thing, but every time I read about an illness, I realize that I have it too — and that my symptoms are very bad! In fact, my health has always been a worry, I remember...




One day I had a little health problem, and I went to the British Museum Library to read about it. I took the book off the library shelf, and I began to read. After some time, I turned over the page and I began to read about another illness. I don't remember the name of the illness, but I know it was something really terrible. I read about half a page — and then I knew that I had that disease too.

I sat there for a time, cold with horror. Slowly, I began to turn over more pages. I came to a disease which was worse than the last one. I began to read about it and, as I expected, I had that disease too. Then I began to get really interested in myself, so I went back to the beginning of the book. I started with the letter 'a' and I read from 'a' to 'z'. I found that there was only one disease which I did not have. This made me a little unhappy. Why didn't I have that disease too?

When I walked into that reading-room, I was a happy, healthy young man. When I left I was a very sick man, close to death...

But I was talking about my heart—nobody understood how ill I really was. I had this bad heart when I was a boy. It was with me all the time. I knew that it was my heart because I had all the symptoms of a bad heart. The main symptom was that I did not want to work. Of course, nobody understood that the problem was my heart. Doctors were not so clever then. They just thought that I was lazy!

'Why, you lazy boy, you,' they used to say. 'Get up and do some work for once in your life!' They did not understand that I was ill.

And they did not give me medicine for this illness — they hit me on the side of the head. It is very strange, but those blows on my head often made the illness go away for a time. Sometimes just one blow made the sickness disappear and made me want to start work immediately...




Anyway, that evening, George and William Harris and I sat there for half an hour, and described our illnesses to each other. I explained to George and William Harris how I felt when I got up in the morning. William Harris told us how he felt when he went to bed. Then George stood in front of the fire, and, with great feeling, he showed us how he felt in the night.

George always thinks he is ill, but really, there is never anything the matter with him, you know.

At that moment Mrs Poppets, my housekeeper, knocked on the door. She wanted to know if we were ready to have supper.

We smiled sadly at each other, and then we said that perhaps we should try to eat something. Harris said that a little food helped to prevent illness. So Mrs Poppets brought the supper in. We sat down at the table, and for half an hour we managed to play with some steak and chips — and with a large cake that Mrs Poppets had made.

When we had made ourselves eat something, we filled our glasses, and we lit our pipes. Then we began to talk about our health again. We were not quite sure what was the matter with us. However, we were all quite certain of one thing — we had been doing too much work.

'We need a rest,' Harris said.

'A rest and a change,' George added.

I agreed with George, and I said that perhaps we could go to the country. We could find a nice, quiet place and we could sit in the warm summer sun. We could go somewhere peaceful, far away from other people.

Harris said that he thought that would be awful. He added that he had been to a place like that once. Everyone went to bed at eight o'clock, and he had to walk for an hour to buy cigarettes and a newspaper.

'No,' Harris said. 'If you want a rest and a change, then the sea is best.'

I said that this was a terrible idea. A sea trip is fine if you are going for a month or two — but not for a week. I know what it is like...




You start out on Monday and you think that you are going to enjoy yourself. You wave goodbye happily to your friends. You walk up and down on the ship, like Captain Cook, Sir Francis Drake or Christopher Columbus. On Tuesday you wish that you had not come. On Wednesday, Thursday and Friday you wish that you were dead. On Saturday you are able to drink something. You begin to smile a little at the kind people who ask you how you are. On Sunday you start to walk again, and you eat a little. And on Monday morning, as you stand and wait to get off the ship — you begin to enjoy yourself.

I remember that a friend of mine once took a short sea trip from London to Liverpool for his health. He bought a return ticket, but, when he got to Liverpool, he sold it and he came back by train...




So I was against the sea trip — not for myself, you understand. I am never seasick. But I was afraid for George. George said he would be fine. In fact, he said he would quite like it, but he thought that Harris and I would both be ill. Harris said he was never seasick. In fact, he had often tried to be ill, but he had not succeeded. It is very strange, but, when you are on land, you never meet anybody who has ever been seasick!

So George said, 'Well, let's go up the river, then.' He added, 'We'll have fresh air on the river. The hard work on the boat will make us hungry, so we'll enjoy our food. We'll sleep well, too.'

Harris replied, 'Well, you never have any trouble sleeping, anyway. In fact, you're always going to sleep!'

But, in the end, Harris agreed that it was a good idea. I thought that it was a good idea, too. The only one who did not like the idea was Montmorency.

'It's different for me,' his face said. 'You like it, but I don't! There's nothing for me to do. I don't smoke. I don't like looking at the trees and the flowers, and when. I'm asleep you'll play about with the boat and I'll fall over the side!'

Montmorency's idea of a good time is to collect together all the most awful dogs he can find and then go round the town, looking for other awful dogs to fight.

But we were three to one, so we decided to go anyway.



Montmorency [mɔŋməurɔŋˈsi] French aristocrat and Marshal of French Army. （1493-1567）．法国陆军元帅、弗兰西斯一世、亨利二世和查理九世的三朝重臣，曾镇压波尔多反抗盐税的叛乱（1548），在与胡格诺派的战争中负伤战死。他一家公侯辈出，是豪门望族。

symptom n. a sign of disease. 症状。

read about look up or consult (a book in order to find out). 查阅。

come to reach; find by chance. 发现。

blow n. hitting someone or something hard. 敲击。

go away leave. 离去。

be the matter with be wrong with. 有了毛病。

housekeeper n. person employed to manage the affairs of a household. 管家。

play with amuse oneself with. 以……自娱。

chip n. strip cut from an apple, a potato, etc. 薯条。

wave goodbye make a gesture with one's hand to say goodbye. 挥手告别。

Captain Cook James Cook（1728-1779）, British navigator and explorer. 库科，英国航海家及探险家。

Sir Francis Drake (1540?-1596), British navigator and admiral. 杜雷克，英国航海家及海军将军。

Christopher Columbus (1451-1506), Italian navigator, who discovered American Continent in 1492. 哥仑布，意大利航海家，于1492年发现美洲。

Liverpool a port in the northwest of England. 利物浦。

seasick adj. sick, inclined to vomit, from the motion of a ship. 晕船的。

fresh adj. newly made; cool. 新鲜的；凉爽的。

awful adj. terrible; (colloq.) very bad. 可怕的；糟糕。


1　决定去渡假

[image: alt]

我们一伙是四个——乔治，威廉·塞缪尔·哈里斯，我，还有“元帅”。那天，大伙儿坐在我的房间里，抽烟、聊天，谈到我们的近况有多糟糕——当然我指的是病得多糟糕。

大家都感到浑身不舒服，心里直发慌。哈里斯说他常常觉得十分难受，不知道自己在干些什么。乔治说，他也经常发昏，不知道自己在干什么。至于我，是心脏病，因为我在一本杂志上看到过心脏有病的症状，我全都有。

说来真怪，每次看到有关各种疾病的情况，我就意识到自己也有——而且还病得很重。坦率地说，我的身体一直令人担心。我还记得……




有一次我有点儿小毛病，就去了大英博物馆查查医书。我从架子上拿下书，翻起来。不一会儿，翻到第二页，又看到另一种病。我记不清叫什么名字，但我知道是种极其凶险的不治之症。半页还没看完，我断定自己也得了这种病。

我坐在那儿，害怕得一阵阵发冷。接着又慢慢翻了几页，看到比前一个更可怕的病。读了症状，不出所料，我也有这个病。于是我开始对自己可能有的病感兴趣了，便翻到开头，从字母“a”一直查到“z”，发现只有一种病我没有，心中还多少有点伤心，我怎么没把那个病也得了呢？

进阅览室的时候我还是快乐而健康的年轻人，可出来的时候已经是病魔缠身，离死神不远了。

回头再说说我的心脏——没人知道我病得有多重。小时候，我的心脏就不好，这么多年来，这病一直没有离身。是心脏有病，肯定没错，因为所有病症我都有，主要一条是不愿意干活。当然，他们都不知道这是我心脏有病的缘故。那时候医生也不大高明。在他们看来，我得了懒病。

“哼！你这个懒家伙，”他们常这么说，“快起来！你就不能干点儿正经活？！”他们哪里明白我有病啊！

还有，他们不给我吃药，还敲我脑袋，说来也奇怪，敲几下的确管用，病往往就好一会儿，有时敲一下，病就没了，我马上开始想干活儿了。




书归正传，那天晚上我们在屋里坐了半个小时，彼此诉说患病的痛楚。我对乔治和哈里斯讲早晨起床时有多么难受；哈里斯告诉我们他睡觉时有多么难受；而乔治站在火炉前，滔滔不绝地说着他晚上有多么难受。

乔治总以为自己有病，可你知道，其实根本没有那回事。

这时候，管家波贝丝太太敲了敲门，问我们是不是准备吃晚饭。

我们彼此苦笑了一下，说没办法，勉强吃点什么吧。哈里斯说吃点儿东西可以抵抗疾病。波贝丝太太把饭端进来，我们坐在桌边，足足有半个小时，把牛排和薯条摆弄来，摆弄去，还有波贝丝太太做的蛋糕。

好不容易强迫自己吃了点儿什么，我们又斟满了酒，点上烟斗，继续讨论我们的健康问题。到底得了什么病，我们也不清楚，但有一点大家都确定的是——我们都劳累过度。

“我们需要休息。”哈里斯说。

“休息，还要换个环境。”乔治补充道。

我完全同意乔治的建议，我们或许可以去乡下，找一个美丽、幽静的地方，远离尘嚣，享受夏天明媚的阳光。

哈里斯说这主意可不怎么样。他说以前去过这样的地方，大家八点钟就得去睡觉，要买香烟和报纸得走一个小时。

“我不同意，”哈里斯说，“要休息、换个环境的话，海上旅行是最好不过了。”

我说海上旅行的主意简直太可怕了，要是去一两个月还可以，如果只有一个星期可没意思。我知道那会是怎么样……




星期一出发的时候，你满心想着到海上享受一番，高高兴兴地和岸上的朋友挥手告别，在船上上上下下地走，好像自己成了库克船长，弗兰西斯·杜雷克爵士或哥伦布。星期二，你就有点儿后悔了，希望没来这一趟。星期三、四、五，你觉得生不如死。星期六稍稍能喝点东西；好心的旅客问起你的情况，你也能冲他们笑一下了。星期天，你开始走动走动，吃点儿东西。又到星期一的早晨，你站在船舷上准备上岸了，这才感到海上旅行有意思。

我记得有次一个朋友休养身体去短期旅行。他买了从伦敦到利物浦的双程船票，可一到利物浦，他立刻卖掉船票，后来自己坐火车回来了。




所以，我坚决反对去海上旅行——当然这并不是为我自己，我是从来不晕船的。我是担心乔治。可乔治却说他没事，他倒是很喜欢这个主意，但是他怕哈里斯和我会病倒。可哈里斯说他从来不晕船，坦白说，他倒总想生病，可就是总不成功。真是怪事，在陆地上，你甭想碰到哪个人说自己晕船。

乔治说：“好吧，咱们还是到河上游玩玩吧。”他又说，“河上也有新鲜空气，划划船，我们一会儿就饿了，这样既增进食欲又能睡得香甜。”

哈里斯答道：“哼！你就没有睡不着的时候。直说了吧，你总昏昏欲睡的。”

不过，哈里斯最终还是同意这个主意不错，我也认为是个好点子。唯一不喜欢这个想法的是“元帅”。

“你们想得倒挺美，”它摆出一副面孔，“你们喜欢，我可不喜欢！在河上我没什么事好干。我又不抽烟，又不喜欢看什么树啊，花啊的。况且，我睡觉的时候你们还一个劲儿地在船上玩，我会摔到河里去的！”

“元帅”脑子里最妙的事不过是把所有的癞皮狗聚齐，在城里瞎转，找另外一群癞皮狗开战。

最后，三比一，我们还是决定出发了。


Chapter 2
We start to make plans

We pulled out the maps and we discussed plans. We decided to start on the following Saturday. Harris and I would go down to Kingston in the morning and take the boat up to Chertsey, but George could not leave the City until the afternoon. (George goes to sleep at a bank from ten o'clock until four o'clock from Monday to Friday. On Saturday they wake him up and put him out onto the street at two o'clock.) So George was going to meet us at Chertsey.

The next question was where to sleep at night.

George and I did not want to sleep in hotels at night. We wanted to sleep outside. 'How beautiful,' we said, 'in the country, by the river, with the birds, the flowers and the trees all around us!'

I can imagine it easily...




At the end of the day, night comes and the world is peaceful and calm. Our little boat moves silently into some quiet little corner on the river. There we put up our tent, and we cook and eat our simple supper. Then we fill our pipes and we sit and talk quietly. Sometimes we stop for a moment or two and we listen to the water as it plays gently against the boat. The silver moon shines down on us and our heads are full of beautiful thoughts. We sit in silence for a time. We do not want to speak. Then we laugh quietly, put away our pipes, say 'Goodnight' and go to bed. The peaceful sound of the water against the boat sends us to sleep — and we dream. We dream that the world is young again...




'And what about when it rains?' Harris said.

He was right. When it rains, you do not enjoy living in tents.

I thought about it again...




It is evening. You are very wet. There is a lot of water in the boat and everything in it is wet, too. You find a place on the river bank which is not as wet as other places. You get out of the boat, pull out the tent, and two of you try to put it up. Because it is wet, it is very heavy. And then it falls on top of you. You cannot get it off your head, and you get angry. All the time it is raining heavity. It is difficult to put up a tent in good weather. In wet weather it is almost impossible. The other man does not help you. He starts to play about. You get your side of the tent up and begin to tie the ropes to the ground. Just then he pulls the tent from his side, and he destroys all your hard work.

'Here! What do you think you're doing?' you call out.

'What are you doing, you mean,' he answers angrily.

'Don't pull it! You've got it all wrong, you stupid man! 'you cry.

'No, I haven't!' he shouts. 'Let your side go!'

'I tell you, you're wrong!' you scream, and you wish you could get to him to hit him. You pull your side of the tent hard — and pull out all the ropes on his side.

'Ah! The stupid fool!' you hear him say to himself. And then, suddenly, he gives a violent pull — and your side comes out, too. Slowly, you start to go round to his side to tell him what you think of him. At the same time, he begins to come round the other way, to tell you what he feels. And you follow each other round and round, and you shout at each other — until the tent falls down. And there you are! You stand and look at each other across the tent. At the same time, you both call out, "There you are! What did I tell you?"

Meanwhile, the third man has been trying to get the water out of the boat. The water has run up his arms, and he is wet and angry. Suddenly, he wants to know what you are doing, and why the tent is not up yet.

When, at last, the tent is up, you carry the things out of the boat. Supper is mostly rainwater - rainwater bread, rainwater soup. Happily, you have something strong to drink. This brings back your interest in life until it is time to go to bed.

There you dream that a very large animal has suddenly sat down on you. You wake up and you understand that something terrible has happened. At first, you think that the world has ended. Then you think that this cannot be true. So it must be thieves, or murderers, or fire. No help comes, and all you know is that thousands of people are kicking you, and you cannot breathe.

Somebody else is in trouble, too. You can hear his cries. They are coming from under your bed.

You decide to fight, and you hit out, left and right, with your arms and your legs. You are shouting all the time. At last you find your head in the fresh air. Near you, you see a half-dressed murderer. He is waiting to kill you. You are just going to start fighting him when you see that is Jim.

At the same moment, he sees that it is you.

'Oh, it's you, is it?' he says.

'Yes,' you answer. 'What's happened?'

'The tent has blown down, I think,' he says. 'Where's Bill?'

Then you both shout for Bill. The ground underneath you moves, and a voice says, 'Get off my head!'

The next day you have no voices because you have all caught colds, and all day you argue with each other in angry whispers...




We therefore decided that we would sleep out in tents on fine nights, and in hotels when it rained.

Montmorency was very pleased about this. He does not like peace and quiet. He prefers noise. But he looks so good, so well-behaved. When old ladies and gentlemen look at him, tears come into their eyes.

When he first came to live with me, I thought, 'This dog will not be with me long. He is too good for this world.' But, by the end of the year, he had killed twelve chickens, which I had to pay for... I had pulled him out of a hundred and fourteen street fights... A woman had brought me a dead cat and had called me a murderer. Then I changed my ideas about Montmorency.

We had decided where to sleep, so now we had to discuss what to take with us. We began to argue about this, so we a greed that we had done enough for one night.



peaceful adj. calm; quiet. 宁静的。

tent n. a small house made of cloth over poles. 帐篷。

what about used to ask for information or to get one's opinion. ……怎么样（用于寻问消息或征询意见）。

call out shout 大喊。

"Let your side go." "Don't hold the rope on your side hard." “把你那边松一下。”

scream v. shout with sharp voice. 尖叫。

a violent pull drawing with great force. 猛力一拉。

meanwhile adv. at the same time. 同时。

run up rise to. 到了。

kick v. hit with the foot. 踢。

blow down cause to fall down (by wind). 吹倒。

underneath adv., prep. beneath, below. 在……下面。

"Get off my head." "Step away from my head." “别踩我脑袋！”

whisper n. speaking in low voice. 低声谈话。

well-behaved adj. acting well; obedient. 听话的。

argue v. quarrel; discuss. 争吵；讨论。


2　开始订计划
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展开地图，我们开始讨论出行计划。

我们准备下星期六出发。早上哈里斯和我先到金斯顿，从那儿把船划到彻特西和乔治碰头。但乔治下午才能离开伦敦城。（因为乔治周一到周五要在银行从上午十点“睡”到下午四点，只有在周六下午两点他们才把他叫醒，撵到街上来。）所以，我们决定到彻特西和乔治碰头。

下一个问题是晚上在哪儿歇脚。

乔治和我一致主张露营而不想睡在旅馆里。我们说露营多么逍遥自在，“在乡间的小河畔，小鸟，鲜花，树木环绕在我们周围。”

我简直能想象得出那幅情景……




白天渐渐隐去，夜晚悄悄来临，周围一片安宁、静谧，我们的小船轻轻滑进幽静的河湾。我们在那里支起帐篷，做点简单的晚餐，吃完饭，我们装满烟斗，坐在那儿娓娓清谈。聊一会儿天，我们便歇一会儿，听着河水轻轻拍着小船。银色的月光洒在身上，我们不禁浮想联翩。一时大家端坐在寂静里，心头一番滋味无以言表。我们静静相视一笑，放下烟斗，互道一声晚安，起身去睡觉。河水潺潺，轻拍船舷，送我们入梦。在梦里，世界重新变得年轻……




“可是，要是下起雨来怎么办呢？”哈里斯问。

他说的没错，下雨天露营实在是令人难以消受。

我又联想起来……




你看，天色已晚，你全身已经湿透，船里到处是水，所有东西都打湿了。你在岸上找了一块稍微干一点儿的地方，两个人下了船，把帐篷拖上岸，忙着把它支起来。帐篷浸透了水，异常沉重，突然又倒在你身上，压着你，头也伸不出来。你呢，简直快气疯了，而雨还是瓢泼似的下。本来，天好的时候支帐篷就不容易，而到了雨天，根本没戏。另一个人也不帮你，反而自己找乐子。你这边的帐篷刚支起来，把绳子绑在地上的桩子上，他那边使劲一拉，一下子把你辛辛苦苦干的活全废了。

“喂！你干什么？”你冲他大声喊叫。

“你说，你自己在干什么？”他气呼呼地答道。

“别再扯了，全让你扯乱了，你这头蠢驴！”你又喊道。

“得了，我才没扯呢！”他也喊着，“你那边不能松一松吗？”

“我跟你说，你那样不对！”你尖声吼起来，恨不得走过去揍他一顿。你使劲儿拉你这边的帐篷，一下子把他那边的绳子、桩子都拔了出来。

“咳！你这个傻蛋！”你听着他咕哝着，接着，也猛地一拉，你这边绳子、桩子也出来了。你缓缓地朝他那边走去，要和他理论；与此同时，他也绕过来要和你评是非。于是，两个人隔着帐篷，你追我赶绕着圈儿，互相骂个不停。最后整个帐篷都倒了，你们两个站在那儿，隔着这堆帐篷，互相瞪着眼，又异口同声地叫道：“你看你！我是怎么对你说的？”

这时候，还有第三个人，一直从小船里往外舀水。水已经到胳膊了，他也是湿漉漉的，一肚子气，他不明白你们在搞什么名堂，怎么帐篷还没支起来。

最后，帐篷算是支起来了，你把东西从船里搬出来。晚餐主要是雨水——雨水面包，雨水汤。幸亏你还有点儿够劲儿的东西喝，使你恢复对人生的兴趣，然后酣然入梦。

在梦里，你觉得有一只庞大的动物突然坐在你身上，你一下子醒了，意识到有什么可怕的事发生了。起初你还以为世界末日到了，后来想想又觉得不大可能，那么一定是盗窃、谋杀或者火灾。谁也不来救助，你只觉得成千上万的人在踢你，简直透不过气来。

还有人也遇到了麻烦，你听见从床底下传来的叫喊声。

你决心反抗，手脚并用，左踢右抡，嘴里乱叫乱嚷，终于发现自己脑袋露出来了。离你不远，你看见那个坏蛋了，半裸着身子，正等着要杀你。你正要和他拼命，才发现坏蛋不是别人，正是吉姆。

这时候，他也认清了是你。

“哦，原来是你！没错吧？”他说。

“正是我！”你答道，“出什么事了？”

“我想帐篷给刮倒了吧，”他说，“比尔哪里去了？”

于是两个人扯起嗓子喊比尔。你脚下有什么东西在动，一个声音传出来：“别踩我的脑袋！”

第二天，你们都说不出话来，因为都感冒了。大家整天都气呼呼的，低声粗气，还不停地互相争辩着。




所以我们决定天气好就在外面露营，下雨就住旅馆。

“元帅”对此非常高兴。它生来不喜欢安静、寂寞的生活，而喜欢吵吵闹闹的场面。但它看着讨人喜欢、举止也得体，那些老太太、老先生们看着它那副模样，准会感动得掉下泪来。

当它刚来和我住的时候，我想：“这只小狗不会在我这儿久留的，对于这个世界来讲，它实在是太好了。”可是到了年底，它已经杀死了人家十二只小鸡，我不得不替它赔偿损失……它在街上打了一百一十四次架，每次我都得把它拉开……一位妇女抱着一只给它咬死的猫来找我，叫我是凶手。于是我对“元帅”改变了看法。

我们已经决定了在哪里住宿，现在的问题是要讨论该带些什么东西，于是大家又争执起来。最后我们都说这一个晚上发的议论可真不少哇！


Chapter 3
We decide what to take

The following evening, we discussed what we wanted to take with us. Harris said, 'Now get me a piece of pa per, J., and write everything down. George, you get a pencil, and I'll make the list.'

That's Harris — he tells everybody what to do, and they do all the work. I remember that my Uncle Podger was like Harris...




Everybody in the house had to help when Uncle Podger did a job. When they bought a picture once, Aunt Podger asked, 'Now, where shall we put this?'

'Oh, I'll do it. Don't worry about it. I'll do it all myself,' he said. And then he took off his coat to begin. He sent one of the girls out to buy some nails, and then he sent one of the boys to tell her how big the nails ought to be. 'Now, Bill, you go and get my hammer,' he shouted. 'And bring me a ruler, Tom. And Jim, I need a ladder — and a kitchen chair, too. Maria, you stay here to hold the light — and Tom, come here! You can give me the picture.'

Then he lifted the picture up... and he dropped it. He tried to catch the glass... and he cut himslef. He looked for something to put round his finger, and he could not find anything. So he danced round the house, and he shouted at everybody.

Half an hour later, the finger had been tied up, they had bought new glass, and everything was ready. Uncle Podger tried again. Everybody stood round him. They were all ready to help. Two people held the chair, a third helped him to get on it, a fourth gave him a nail, and a fifth passed him the hammer. He took the nail... and he dropped it!

'There,' he said sadly. 'Now the nail's gone.'

So everybody got down on the ground to look for it. At last we found the nail, but then he lost the hammer.

'Where's the hammer? What did I do with the hammer? There are seven of you there, and you don't know where the hammer is!'

We found the hammer for him, but then he lost the place on the wall where he was going to put the picture. So each one of us had to get up on the chair and look for the place. And each one of us thought that it was a different place. Then Uncle Podger tried again himself. This time he fell off the chair on to the piano. His head and his body hit the piano at the same time. The music was beautiful, but Uncle Podger's words were not! Aunt Maria was not pleased. She said that she did. not want the children to listen to those terrible words. She added calmly, 'The next time that you are going to put a picture on the wall, please tell me. Then I can arrange to go and spend a week with my mother.'

Uncle Podger got up and tried again, and at midnight the picture was on the wall. It was not very straight, and everyone was very tired and unhappy. Uncle Podger looked at the picture proudly and said, 'You see, it was only a little job!'...




Harris is like that. So I told him that George would write down the list, and I would do the work. He could get the pencil and the paper.

The first list was too long. So we started again.

'Now,' George said, 'we don't want to take a tent. We can put a cover over the boat at night. It will be like a little house, lovely and warm and comfortable. It's much easier than a tent.'

Then we made a list of all the clothes we needed. George told us that he knew all about this kind of thing — and we believed him. We discovered later that this was not true.

Next we talked about the food.

'First, breakfast,' George began. 'We need eggs, cold meat, tea, bread and butter, of course. And for dinner we can take cold chicken legs, tomatoes, cold meat, fruit, cakes, chocolate... We can drink water.' Then he added, 'And we can take a bottle of whisky, too — for when we are sick, you know.'

We did not wish to talk about being sick. But later, we were glad we had taken the whisky.

So we made our list, and it was a long one.



take off remove. 脱掉。

nail n. a small thin piece of metal with a sharp end. 钉子。

hammer n. a piece of wood with a heavy metal head used for hitting things. 锤子。

ladder n wooden structure used for climbing up or down walls. 梯子。

tie up fasten or bind. 包扎。

piano n. a large musical instrument with black and white keys that you press to make music. 钢琴。

arrange to do to make plans; provide or prepare. 打算，计划。

straight adj. upright, erect, not bent, bowed. 直的。


3　准备行装

[image: alt]

第二天晚上，我们又开始讨论需要带些什么东西。哈里斯说：“来，给我一张纸，杰，你来把需要的东西都记下来。乔治，你去拿笔，我就可以列清单了。”

这是哈里斯一贯的作风：他总是告诉大家要干什么活儿，让大家忙得不亦乐乎。我不由记起来浦杰叔叔也和哈里斯一样……




浦杰叔叔要是干点儿什么活儿，一家人都得帮忙。有一次他们买了一幅画，浦杰婶婶问：“把画挂在什么地方？”

“哦，我来吧，你们谁也甭操心，全交给我一个人得了。”他说着，脱掉外套，就要干活。他先叫了一个女孩子去买钉子，马上又支使一个男孩子赶去告诉她钉子要多大的。“去，比尔，给我拿把锤子，”他喊着，“汤姆，去把尺子拿来。还有吉姆，我还需要架梯子——再要一把厨房里的椅子。玛丽亚，别走开，给我拿着灯照亮——还有，汤姆，快过来，你把画递给我。”

说着，他把画举起来，没想到一下又给掉了，他赶紧去抓玻璃，却又把手割破了。他想找点儿东西把手指包上，可什么也找不着：就这样，他满屋子乱蹦乱跳，冲着每一个人嚷嚷。

他花了半个小时才把手指包扎好；随后玻璃也买回来了，万事俱备。浦杰叔叔要再干一次，大家都围着他站着，随时帮忙。两个人扶着椅子，第三个人扶他上去，第四个人给他递钉子，第五个人把锤子递给他。他拿着钉子……可这回钉子又掉了。

“你瞧，”他伤心地说，“钉子又掉了。”

于是大家全趴在地上找。最后好不容易找到了钉子，可接着又把锤子弄没了。

“锤子哪里去了？我刚才拿锤子干嘛来着？你们七个人都在这儿，居然没一个知道锤子哪儿去了！”

大家把锤子找到了给他，可是他刚才在墙上准备挂画的记号又找不着了。大家轮流爬上椅子去找那个地方，可每个人找的都不一样。浦杰叔叔自己又找了一遍，结果这次从椅子上摔下去，摔在钢琴上，整个身体，从头到脚都压在上面。音乐真是美妙，但叔叔说的话可不那么好听。玛丽亚姑姑不高兴了，她说她可不想让孩子们听见那些粗话。接着又冷冷地加了一句：“往后你再挂个画什么的，最好先告诉我一声，我好收拾东西去妈妈家住上一星期。”

浦杰叔叔爬上椅子，又试一次。直到半夜，画才算是挂上去了，可还不太直，一家人也都精疲力尽，满心不悦。浦杰叔叔却看着画，不无骄傲地说：“瞧瞧，小事一桩。”……




哈里斯就像浦杰叔叔那样。所以我对他说，由乔治列清单，我来说要什么，而他去拿笔和纸。

我们列的第一个清单太长了，只得又重新开始。

“你瞧，”乔治发话了，“咱们不要带帐篷了，晚上可以在船上支个顶篷，当盖子，就像个小房子，又暖和，又可爱，又舒服，却比帐篷省事儿多了。”

我们又列了个单子，记下要带的衣服。乔治告诉我们这些事他全通晓——我们信了他的话，后来才发现并非像他说的那样。

再接下来，我们讨论吃的东西。

“首先是早餐，”乔治说，“当然了，要有鸡蛋、冷肉、茶、面包和黄油。正餐可以带上冷鸡腿、西红柿、冷肉、水果、蛋糕、巧克力……再喝点水。”说着他又加了一句：“咱们带上一瓶威士忌吧——病了就用得着了。”

我们都不愿意谈到生病。但是后来，我们还真庆幸带了威士忌。

这就是我们列的单子，长长的一串。


Chapter 4
We pack

The next day, which was Friday, we collected all these things together. In the evening we met to pack.

We got a big suitcase for the clothes. There were two large baskets with lids, for the food and for the pans and things to cook with. We moved the table over to the window. Then we put everything in the middle of the floor.

After we had done that, we sat there and we looked at it.

I said that I would pack.

I think that I am very good at packing. It is one of the things that I do best. So I told the others that I would organize it. They agreed to this idea too quickly. That was rather strange. George lit his pipe and sat back in the armchair. Harris put his feet on the table and lit a cigarette.

This was not, of course, what I had expected. When I said that I would organize it, I meant that I would tell them what to do. Then I would sit and watch them do it.

However, I said nothing, and I started to pack the clothes. It took much longer than I had expected, but in the end it was finished. I sat on the suitcase and closed it. George and Harris watched me with great interest.

'Aren't you going to put the boots in?' Harris asked.

I looked round, and saw the boots. Why did Harris wait until I had closed the suitcase?

George laughed quietly.

I opened the suitcase, and I put the boots in. It was not easy! And just as I was going to close the suitcase again, an awful idea came to me. Had I packed my toothbrush?

Of course, I had to look for it, and, of course, I could not find it. I had to take everything out again. I found George's toothbrush. I found Harris's toothbrush, but I could not find mine. In the end, I found it inside a boot.

I packed everything again.

When I had finished, George asked if the soap was in the suitcase. I said I did not care about the soap. I threw down the lid of the suitcase, and I closed it again. Then I found my cigarettes were inside it.

I finished the suitcase at five past ten, and the food was still not packed!

Harris said, 'We have to start the holiday in twelve hours. Perhaps George and I had better do the rest of the packing.'

I agreed, and I sat down.

They began quite happily. I said nothing. I only waited. I looked at all the plates and cups, and bottles, and tomatoes, and cakes, etc. I felt that it was soon going to get exciting.

It did. They started by breaking a cup. That was just to show you what they could do and to get you interested. Then Harris packed a pan on top of a tomato and... well, they had to pick out the tomato with a teaspoon.

And then it was George's turn, and he stepped on the butter. I did not say anything, but I got up and went over to the table and watched them. This annoyed them more than anything, and it made them worried and excited. They stepped on things, and they put things behind them. And then they could not find them when they wanted them. They packed soft things at the bottom of the basket, and then put heavy things on top of them.

Then it got worse. After George got the butter off his shoe, they tried to put it in the teapot. At first they could not get it in. Then, when they did get it in, they decided that the teapot was the wrong place. But they could not get the butter out again. However, in the end they did manage to get it out and they put it down on a chair. Harris sat on it, and when he stood up, the butter stuck to his trousers. Then they looked for the butter all over the room. In the end, George got behind Harris, and he saw it.

'There it is!' he cried.

'Where?' Harris asked, and he turned round quickly.

'Stand still!' George shouted.

When they got the butter off Harris, they packed it in the teapot again.

Montmorency was in all this, of course. He sat down on things just when George and Harris were going to pack them; he put his leg into the sugar; he ran away with the teaspoons. He pretended that the oranges were rats, and he got into the food basket and killed three of them.

The packing was completed at ten to one in the morning, and we all went to bed. George said, 'What time shall I wake you two?'

Harris said, 'Seven.'

I said 'Six.'

In the end we said, 'Wake us at half past six, George.'



pack v. to put one's clothes, belongings, etc. into luggage for a trip. 整理，收拾行囊。

suitcase n. a flat, rectangular traveling bag. 旅行箱

pipe n. a tube with a small bowl at one end, in which tobacco, etc. is smoked. 烟斗。

cigarette n. a small round-shaped of finely cut smoking tobacco rolled in thin paper. 烟卷。

boot n. protective covering, of leather, rubber, cloth, etc., for wearing on the foot and part or all of the leg: in England, shoes are called boots. 靴子。

care about to worry about. 在意，关心，在乎。

annoy v. to irritate, to make angry. 激怒，惹恼。

teapot n. a pot in which tea is made. 茶壶。

manage to do to try one's best to do something successfully. 做成，费劲地完成。

stick to to fix or fasten one thing to another thing. 粘住。

rat n. a little grey animal with a long tail. 鼠。


4　收拾行装
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第二天是星期五，晚上我们把那些东西堆在一起，准备收拾。

我们带一个大箱子装衣服，还有两个有盖的篮子，一个装食品，一个装锅和烹饪的东西。我们把桌子搬到窗口，然后把东西一股脑儿地堆在中间的地板上。

做完这些事，我们坐在那儿，愣愣地看着这一堆东西。

我说，打包的事就交给我了。

我对自己的打包能力十分自负，觉得是我最拿手的一件事，所以我对他们俩说我来负责。他们马上欣然同意，毫不犹豫，速度之快令我感到有点儿蹊跷。乔治点上了烟斗，把自己埋在扶手椅中；哈里斯把脚跷到桌子上，也点了一支香烟。

当然这可出乎我的意料。我的打算是我来组织这个工作，我告诉他们怎么干，然后我坐在那儿看他们干。

尽管如此，我还是二话没说开始装衣服。花的时间可真不少，但我终于还是干完了。我坐在箱子上合住盖。乔治和哈里斯颇有兴致地望着我。

“这些靴子你要不要装进去呀？”哈里斯问。

我回头一看，看见了靴子。这个哈里斯，怎么非等我盖上箱子才说？

乔治悄悄笑了起来。

我又把箱子打开，把靴子装进去，真不容易啊。我刚想合上箱子盖，忽然又冒出一个糟糕的念头，我的牙刷装进去了没有？

毫无疑问，我还得找，可我怎么都找不着。我把所有的东西都掏出来，找到了乔治的牙刷，也找到了哈里斯的牙刷，偏偏就是没有我的。最后还是在一只靴子里找到了。

我把东西重新装好。

等到收拾完了，乔治问肥皂装了没有。我才不管什么肥皂不肥皂的呢！我使劲儿把盖子压下去，合上，这才发现我的烟又给装进去了。

收拾完箱子已经是晚上十点过五分了，可是吃的东西还没装呢！

哈里斯说：“咱们还有十二个小时就要出发了，其余的东西还是让我和乔治来收拾吧。”

我没有意见，坐在一旁看他们干。

他们一开始还挺高兴。我一言不发，走着瞧吧。看着一大堆盘子、杯子、瓶子、西红柿和蛋糕什么的，我觉得不一会儿就会有好戏看了。

果不其然。开始是杯子打了，这无非想显示他们很能干，好引起你的兴趣。接着哈里斯把锅压在西红柿上，瞧，只得用茶匙把西红柿一点一点舀出来。

轮到乔治了。他一脚踩在黄油上面。我一声没吭，起身走到桌子边上看看究竟怎么回事。这更让他们恼怒、烦恼和激动，一会儿又踩着什么了；一会儿把东西搁到身后，转身又忘了，找不着；一会儿把软的东西放到篮子底，把重的压在上面了。

形势越发糟糕了。乔治把黄油从鞋上拿下来，他们使劲儿把它塞进茶壶里。开始还装不进去，后来装进去了，他们才恍然大悟这儿可不是放黄油的好地方。这次又取不出来了。终于取出来了，他们把黄油放在椅子上，哈里斯一屁股坐上去，起身时全粘到裤子上了。他们四处乱找，后来乔治转到哈里斯背后，才发现了黄油。

“在这儿！”他叫道。

“在哪儿呀？”哈里斯问，不住地转着身子。

“别动！”乔治吼道。

他们总算把黄油从身上取下来，又装进茶壶里去了。

这样的大混乱局面里，当然少不了“元帅”。乔治和哈里斯装东西的时候，它就坐在上面，一会儿把脚伸进糖罐里，一会儿叼着勺子到处跑，一会儿假装橘子是老鼠，蹿进装食品的篮子里——一下消灭了三个。

凌晨一点差十分，行李收拾完毕，大家准备去睡觉。乔治问：“明天什么时候叫醒你们？”

哈里斯说：“七点。”

我说：“六点。”

最后我们说：“乔治，六点半叫我们。”


Chapter 5
We start our holiday

It was Mrs Poppets who woke me the next morning. She said, 'Do you know that it's nearly nine o'clock, sir?'

'What!' I cried, and I jumped out of bed. I woke Harris and told him.

He said, 'I thought you told us to get up at six?'

'I did,' I answered.

'Well, why didn't you wake me then?' he asked. 'Now we won't be on the water until after twelve o'clock.'

Then we remembered. We looked at George. He was still asleep. Now, it makes me very angry when I see another man asleep and I am awake. We decided to wake George. We ran across the room, and we pulled the bedclothes off him. Harris hit him with a shoe, and I shouted in his ear. He woke up.

'Wh... aa... t,' he began.

'Get up, you fat, lazy thing!' Harris shouted. 'It's a quarter to ten!'

Then we began to get ready, and we remembered that we had packed the toothbrushes. So we had to go downstairs to get them out of the suitcase.

Finally, we were ready and Harris said, 'We need a good breakfast inside us today.' While we were eating, George got the newspaper and read us interesting pieces from it — pieces about people who had been killed on the river, and interesting reports about the weather. The weather report for that day said, 'Rain, cold, wet to fine, some thunder, and an east wind'. But weather reports make me angry anyway. They always tell you what the weather was like yesterday, or the day before. It is never today's weather. It is always wrong. I remember that one autumn I went on holiday...




On that holiday, the weather reports in the newspaper were always wrong. On Monday it said, 'Heavy rain, with thunder'. So we did not go out that day. All day people passed our house. They were all going out, happy and smiling. The sun was shining and there were no clouds in the sky.

'Ah,' we said, as we watched them, 'they'll be very wet when they come back, though.'

And we laughed. Then we sat down by the fire and read our books.

At twelve o'clock the room was too hot, and the sun was still shining.

'Well, it will rain this afternoon, then,' we told ourselves.

The rain never came.

The next morning, we read that it was going to be sunny and very hot. So we dressed in light clothes, and we went out. Half an hour later, it began to rain hard, and a very cold wind blew up. And this went on all day. We came home with colds, and we went to bed...




But on the morning of our holiday it was bright and sunny, and George could not make us unhappy. So he went to work.

Harris and I finished the rest of the breakfast. Then we carried all our luggage into the road. We tried to get a taxi. Usually taxis come along every three minutes. In fact, there are usually too many taxis. However, that morning we waited twenty minutes for a taxi. A crowd of interested people collected to watch us. I think it was because we had so much luggage. There was a big suitcase, a small bag, two baskets, several blankets, some fruit in a brown paper bag, some pans, some umbrellas and four or five coats and raincoats. After a very long time, a taxi arrived and stopped for us. We packed our things into it, kicked two of Montmorency's friends out of the taxi, and started on our holiday. The crowd of people waved goodbye to us.



asleep adj. in a condition of sleep. 睡着的。

bedclothes n. the blankets and sheets on a bed. 床罩，床单。

thunder n. the sound that follows a flash of lightening. 雷声。

going out leaving one's house to enjoy oneself outside. 外出。

dress in light clothes not dress much, or put on many heavy clothes but had fewer clothes. 穿得少。

blow up to arise and become more intense. 慢慢增强

luggage n. suitcases, valises, trunks, etc.; baggage. 行李。


5　开始度假

[image: alt]

第二天早晨，是波贝丝太太把我叫醒的。她叫道：“先生，知道吗，快九点了！”

“什么？”我叫了一声，跳下床，叫醒哈里斯，告诉他快九点了。

他却说：“我还以为你让咱们六点起床呢。”

“没错！”我回答。

“那你怎么不叫我起来？”他问，“瞧，十二点以前咱们甭想上船了。”

说到这儿我们才明白过来，看看乔治，他还在睡觉呢！看到别人还在酣睡，我却起了床，我立刻怒火中烧。我们决定把乔治弄醒。我俩“噌”地蹿过去，一下子把被单拽了下来，哈里斯用鞋打他，我对着他的耳朵大喊，他才悠悠醒转过来。

“干—什—么？”他说话了。

“起床了，你这个又肥又懒的家伙！”哈里斯说，“差一刻就十点了！”

接着我们洗漱，准备停当，这才想起来牙刷已经都装起来了。大家下楼又从箱子里翻出来。

终于一切都安顿好了。哈里斯说：“今天早餐咱们要好好吃一顿才会有劲儿。”一边吃着饭，乔治一边拿出报纸给大家念些有趣的新闻——有人在河里淹死了；还有天气预报，预报说：“有雨，寒冷，由阴湿转晴，有雷，风向偏东。”天气预报总是让我十分恼火，他们告诉你的天气都是和昨天的、前天的相同，就是和今天的情况不一样，总是错误的消息。我还记得一年秋天，我去度假……




那一次度假，报纸上天气预报总是不准。星期一预报说：“预计今日有雨，伴有雷电。”因此我们没有出去。整整一天，眼看着大家都出了门，兴高采烈地笑着，天上阳光灿烂，万里无云。

“哈哈！”我们看着那些人说，“去吧，反正回来的时候肯定给淋得湿透。”

我们笑起来，坐到火炉边看书。

中午十二点了，屋里热得让人受不了，太阳还是那么明亮耀眼。

“你看着吧，下午准下雨。”我们彼此安慰着说。

雨却始终没有来。

第二天早晨，报上讲会是个很热的大晴天。我们穿得很少就出了门。刚过了半个小时，大雨倾盆，加上阵阵的刺骨寒风，整天没有停。回到家里我们都伤风了，赶紧上床睡觉……




但我们度假的那天早晨，天气晴朗，阳光普照，乔治也没法烦我们了，所以他上班去了。

哈里斯和我吃完早餐，把所有的行李搬到路上，我们想等辆马车。通常三分钟就会来一辆。马车很多，可那天早晨我们等了足足二十分钟也不见一辆。一群人围过来，兴致勃勃地看着我们俩，我想是因为行李太多的缘故：一个大箱子，一个小包，两个篮子，几张毯子，几只锅，几把伞，四五件外套和雨衣，牛皮袋里有些水果。过了好长时间，才来了一辆马车。我们把东西放到车上，把“元帅”的两个朋友轰出车外，便开始了我们的旅行，一大群人向我们挥手道别。


Chapter 6
On the river

At Kingston our boat was waiting for us. Harris and I put all our things into it, and we moved off along the River Thames. Montmorency was at the front of the boat. We travelled along the river without any accidents. Well, there was only one little accident. That was when the boat hit the river bank, and Harris fell over backwards. When we came to Hampton Court Palace, Harris asked me if I had ever been in the maze there. He told me a story about it...




He went into the maze once, to show a friend the way. He had studied a map of the maze, and so he knew it was very easy to get out of it again. Harris said to his friend, 'We'll just go in and walk around for ten minutes, and then we'll come out and get some lunch. It's easy, you see. You just keep taking the first turning to the right.'

Soon after they had gone in, they met some people. These people said that they had been there for three quarters of an hour. They said they wanted to get out. Harris said, 'Follow me! I'm going out myself in about ten minutes.'

The people all said that Harris was very kind, and they began to follow him.

As they were going along, they collected other people who wanted to get out. In the end, all the people in the maze were following Harris. There were about twenty of them. Some of them had thought that they were never going to see their friends and their families again. One woman was carrying a baby. She held on to Harris's arm because she did not want to lose him.

Harris continued to turn to the right, but it seemed to be a long way. At last, Harris's friend said to him, 'This must be a very big maze.'

'One of the biggest in Europe,' Harris answered.

'Yes, it must be,' his friend continued, 'because we've walked about three kilometres already.'

Harris began to think that it was rather strange, but he went on. After some time, they came to a piece of cake on the ground. Harris's friend said that they had passed the piece of cake earlier. Harris replied, 'No! Impossible!'

The woman with the baby said, 'No, I took it from the baby, and I threw it there myself. It was just before we met you. In fact, I wish I never had met you,' she added.

Harris got angry then, and he took out his map. He showed it to the people, but one man said, 'A map's no good when you don't know where you are.'

So then Harris said that the best thing was to go back to the entrance and start again. Everybody agreed, and they all turned and followed Harris the other way.

After ten minutes they found themselves in the centre of the maze. Harris was going to pretend that he wanted to be in the centre, but the crowd looked dangerous. So Harris decided to say that it was an accident.

Anyway, now they knew where they were on the map, and it looked easy. So they all started off again for the third time.

And three minutes later, they were back in the centre again.

After that, every time they tried again, they arrived back in the centre. Harris took out his map again, but this made the crowd angry. They told him what to do with his map. Harris felt that the crowd was not very grateful to him.

Then they all started to shout, and in the end the keeper came. He climbed up a ladder, and he called to them, 'Wait, there! I'll come and get you.'

But he was a young keeper, and he was new to the job, so when he got into the maze, he could not find them. Then he got lost. From time to time, they saw him as he ran past, on the other side of the hedge. He shouted, 'Wait there! I'm coming!'

Then, five minutes later, he appeared again in the same place. He asked them why they had moved.

They had to wait for one of the old keepers to come back from lunch and let them out...




Harris said that it was a fine maze, and we agreed that we would try to get George into it on the way back.



Thames a river in Southern England, flowing eastward through London to the North Sea. 英国一条著名河流，注入北海。泰晤士河。

bank (river) n. the ground on each side of a river. 岸。

accident n. a happening that is not expected, foreseen, or intended. 意外。

maze n. lots of high hedges with narrow paths between them; people have to find their way in and out, usually get lost. 迷宫。

hold on to continue to take, to catch. 抓住，抓牢。

entrance n. a place for entering; door, gate; etc.. 入口。

crowd n. a large number of people gathered closely together. 一大群人。

dangerous adj. full of danger; likely to cause injury, pain, etc.; unsafe. 危险的。

grateful adj. feeling or expressing gratitude; thankful; appreciative. 感激的。

keeper n. a person who takes care of something. 管理员。

hedge n. a 'wall' of small trees which have been planted close together. 围墙，一般是种一排低矮的树木构成一道屏障。


6　在河上
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船在金斯顿等我们。哈里斯和我把行李搬上船，然后沿着泰晤士河出发了，“元帅”站在船头。一路上没有什么意外。嗯，只有一个小小的意外：小船撞到了岸上，哈里斯仰面摔了一跤。当我们经过汉普顿宫，哈里斯问我有没有到过那里的迷宫，还给我讲起以前的故事……




他进过一次迷宫，是为了给朋友当向导。他曾经仔细研究过迷宫的地图，因此他以为走出来是件十分简单的事。他对朋友说：“咱们进去只消十分钟就能走出来，然后去吃午饭。这没什么难的。你瞧，只要记住总是在第一个转弯处往右走就行了。”

他们一进去就遇到不少人。他们说已经在里面转了三刻钟，非常想出去。哈里斯说：“跟我来，我自己只消十分钟就能走出去。”

他们一听，都说哈里斯心真好，大家便跟着他走。

他们一边绕，一路上又带上了不少人，也是想走出迷宫的。后来迷宫里所有的人都跟着哈里斯走，至少有二十人，其中有的人甚至担心今生今世再也见不到自己的朋友和家人了。一个妇女抱着孩子，紧紧揪着哈里斯的胳膊，生怕把他丢了。

哈里斯坚持向右转，可路看起来越走越长。最后哈里斯的朋友说：“这个迷宫实在大得很。”

“是全欧洲最大的呢！”哈里斯回答说。

“是，一点儿不错，”他的朋友接着说，“咱们差不多走了快三公里了。”

哈里斯也开始觉得有点儿奇怪，可是他还坚持这样走。走了一会儿，人们看到地上有块蛋糕，哈里斯的朋友说他们刚才曾经走过这里。哈里斯说：“不，不可能的！”

抱着孩子的女人说：“肯定是的。是我从孩子手里拿下来的，是我亲手扔在这儿的，就在刚遇到你之前。哼！我可真希望从来没碰上你！”她又加了一句。

哈里斯气坏了，拿出地图，给人们看。可一个人却说：“可你连咱们在哪儿都不知道，要地图又有什么用呢？”

因此哈里斯说最好的办法就是回到入口处重新开始。大家一致同意，便向后转，又跟着哈里斯向相反的方向走去。

十分钟以后，他们发现走到迷宫中间了。哈里斯本打算哄骗大家他是有意这样走的，可是他看到众怒难犯，哈里斯只好说这是个意外。

不管怎么说，大家总算知道自己现在在地图上什么位置了，那么一切简单多了，他们又第三次重新开始。

可是三分钟以后，他们又回到原来的中心。

后来，每一次努力都是以回到迷宫的中心而告终。哈里斯又拿出地图来看，这下子大家全火了，他们叫他拿了这幅地图见鬼去吧！哈里斯觉得这群人真不知道感恩戴德。

最后人们吵成一团，后来还是管理员来了。他爬上梯子，对人群叫道：“在那儿等着，我来帮你们出去。”

可是这个年轻人偏偏又是个新手，他进了迷宫找不到那群人，结果自己也迷了路。大家不时看见他在围墙那边跑来跑去，还大声叫喊着：“你们都别动，我来了！”

五分钟以后，他又在原来的老地方出现了，还问大家为什么又动了位置。

他们只好等着那位年老的管理员吃完中午饭回来，才把他们领出去。




哈里斯说那个迷宫的确很不错，我们一致同意回来的路上让乔治也进迷宫逛一逛。


Chapter 7
Harris gets angry

Harris told me about the maze as we were passing through Molesey lock. Our boat was the only one in the lock that day. Usually it is very busy. On Sundays, when the weather is fine, there are boats everywhere. Everybody comes down to the river. They wear brightly coloured clothes, and the river is full of colour — yellow, and blue, and orange, and green, and white, and red and pink.

At Hampton Harris wanted to get out and have a look at the church there, but I refused to stop. I have never liked visiting churches, but Harris loves them. He said, 'I've looked forward to visiting Hampton Church ever since we decided to make this trip.' He added, 'I only came on the trip because I thought we were going there!'

I reminded him about George. I said, 'We've got to get the boat up to Shepperton by five o'clock to meet him.'

Then Harris got angry with George. 'Why does George have to play around all day? Why has he left us with this big, heavy boat to tow up and down the river? Why couldn't George come and do some work? Why didn't he take a day's holiday and come down with us? The bank! Ha! What good is he at the bank?' He stopped for a moment and then he continued, 'I never see him doing any work there. He sits behind a bit of glass all day, and he pretends to do something. What's the good of a man behind a bit of glass? I have to work. Why can't George work? What does he do at the bank? What good are banks, anyway? They take all your money, and then, when you write out a cheque, they send it back! They say you've spent all your money! What's the good of that? If George was here, we could go to see that church. Anyway, I don't believe he's at the bank. He's playing about somewhere, that's what he's doing. And we've got to do all the work!... I'm going to get out and have a drink!'

I told him that there were no pubs nearby, and then he started shouting about the river. 'What good is the river? We'll all die of thirst! No pubs!' (It's better to let Harris go on shouting when he gets angry. Then he gets tired, and he is quiet afterwards.)

I reminded him that we had water in the boat. Then he started shouting about water. He said drinks like that made people ill.

However, he said that he must drink something. He climbed onto the seat and he bent down to get the bottle out of the basket. It was at the bottom, and he had to bend down, lower and lower. At the same time, he was trying to steer the boat, and he pulled the wrong rope. The boat turned sharply and bumped into the bank of the river, and Harris fell into the basket. He stood there on his head, and he held on to the side of the boat. His legs were in the air. He could not move in case he fell over. He had to stay there until I could catch his legs and pull him back. And that made him more angry.

We stopped under the trees by Kempton Park, and we had lunch. It is very pretty there, on the grass by the river, under the trees. We had an excellent meal, and Harris calmed down and began to enjoy himself again.

By half past three, we had reached Sunbury lock. Then we went up to Walton, which is quite an interesting place. Julius Caesar stayed there with his soldiers. Queen Elizabeth I, she was there too. You can never get away from that woman. She was everywhere.

Next we came to Halliford and Shepperton. There is an old church at Shepperton, and I was worried in case Harris wanted to go and visit it. I saw him looking towards it as we came near, but I moved the boat quickly, and Harris's cap fell into the water. We had to get it back, of course. Luckily, he was very angry with me, and so he forgot about his church.

As we came up to the lock at Weybridge, we saw something brightly coloured on one of the lock gates. When we looked closer, we saw that it was George. Montmorency started to bark madly. I shouted, and Harris called out wildly. George waved his cap and yelled back to us. The lock-keeper ran out because he thought someone had fallen in the water. He seemed annoyed when he saw that no one had fallen in.



lock n. a place on a river between gates where boats are raised or lowered to a different level. 水闸。

remind v. cause a person to remember; to remind sb. of sth or remind sb. about sth. 提醒。

cheque n. a written order to a bank to pay the amount of money stated. 支票。

pub n. a bar, an inn. 小酒馆。

steer v. to turn a wheel or handle to guide a boat, car, etc. 掌舵。

rope n. very thick, strong string, used for tying things. 绳子。

Julius Caesar 100-44 B.C.; Roman statesman and general; as director, extended and unified the Roman Empire. 裘力斯·凯撒，罗马政治家，将军，统治者，扩大并统一了罗马帝国。

Queen Elizabeth I 1533-1603; daughter of Henry Ⅷ and Anne Boleyn; queen of England (1558-1603) 伊丽莎白一世，亨利八世的女儿，英国女王，在她统治时期，英国开始走向全盛。

cap n. a kind of hat worn by men. 帽子，男帽。

bark n. the short quick sound that a dog makes. 狗吠。

lock-keeper n. a person who looks after a lock on a river 看闸人。


7　哈里斯生气了
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哈里斯谈起在迷宫的事时，我们正驶过莫尔赛水闸。那天在水闸就我们一只船。通常那儿很拥挤。星期天或者天气好的话，那儿到处是船。人们都到河上来，穿着色彩艳丽的衣服，一片五光十色——黄的、蓝的、桔红、绿的、白的、红的、粉的。

到了汉普顿，哈里斯想上岸去看看那里的教堂，可我拒绝停下来，我从来不喜欢瞻仰教堂，而哈里斯却为之心仪已久。他说：“咱们计划出游的时候我就一直盼着来看看汉普顿教堂。”他又说：“我之所以来就是因为我想我们要到这儿。”

我提醒他别忘了乔治。我告诉他：“咱们还要在五点钟前赶到谢泼顿和他会合呢。”

于是，哈里斯一下把怒气都转向乔治。“为什么他可以整天晃荡，把这只又笨又沉的船扔下让我们拖上岸又推下水？为什么乔治不能来干点儿活呢？为什么不能休一天假，和我们一起行动呢？那个银行！哈！他在那儿有什么好的？”停了一会儿，他又接着说，“我可从来没有见过他在银行里干什么正经事。整天坐在一小块玻璃窗后面，好像在干工作。一个男子汉在那样一块玻璃窗后能有什么出息？我得工作谋生，为什么乔治就不能呢？他在银行做什么？再说银行又有什么好？他们拿了你的钱，可是你开张支票取钱，他们却又给你退回来，说你的钱已经花光了。那都有什么用？要是乔治在这里，我们还能去看看教堂，我根本不相信他在银行里，他一定到什么地方找乐去了，这才像他干的事，把苦差事都丢给我们！……不行，我得上岸去喝一杯。”

我告诉他附近没有小酒馆，他又转过来冲着河咆哮起来。“河有什么好？我们会渴死，连小酒馆也没有。”（哈里斯生气的时候，最好的办法就是让他喊下去。过一会儿，喊累了，他也就安静了。）

我提醒他船上有水喝，他又骂起水来，说人喝了那样的水一定会生病。

可是他说非得喝点儿什么不可。他爬上座位，弯下腰在篮子里找瓶子。可瓶子在篮子底，他还得往下弯腰，越弯越低，与此同时又要掌舵，因此拉错了绳子。小船猛地打了个转儿，一下撞在岸上，哈里斯一头栽在篮子里，脑袋倒立着，双手撑在船边，两腿竖在空中。他一动不敢动，生怕翻到水里去。就这样倒立了半天。后来我抱住他的双腿，才把他拖了出来。可是他更加怒火中烧，暴跳如雷。

我们的船停在肯普顿公园附近的绿阴之下，就在那儿开始吃午餐。我们坐在河边的草地上，坐在树下，景致很美。午餐十分丰盛，哈里斯安静下来，心情也舒畅了。

三点半钟，我们到了森伯里水闸，接着又上行到沃尔顿。那是个很有趣的地方，凯撒曾和他的士兵在那里呆过，伊丽莎白一世也是常客。对了，你永远别想甩掉这位女士，她无所不在。

接下去我们到了哈利福德和谢泼顿。谢泼顿有一座古老的教堂，我真担心，怕哈里斯又要去参观。我看他一直呆呆地望着，就把船划得飞快，结果哈里斯的帽子掉进了水里，我们又折回去。幸运的是，他光顾和我生气了，把教堂的事儿给丢在脑后。

再往上走，到了韦布里奇水闸，我们一眼就看到一扇闸门上有个色彩鲜艳的东西在动，靠近仔细一看才发现是乔治。“元帅”汪汪乱叫着，我尖声叫喊着，哈里斯也手舞足蹈地大声吼着。乔治挥舞着帽子，冲我们打招呼。水闸管理员也跑了出来，还以为有人掉到水里了。可一看没事，他似乎颇为恼怒。


Chapter 8
George starts work

We decided that now George was there, he was going to do some work. He did not want to work, of course. 'I've had a bad day at the bank,' he explained.

Harris, who is sometimes a little cruel, said, 'Ah! And now you're going to have a bad time on the river for a change. A change is good for you. Come on! Get out of the boat and tow!'

George could not refuse, really, but he did say, 'Perhaps it would be better if I stayed in the boat and prepared the meal. You two can tow the boat.' Then he added, 'It's very difficult to prepare a meal and you both look tired.'

Our only reply was to give him the rope. So he started walking, and he pulled the boat behind him.

Sometimes people forget that they are towing a boat, and later, George told us a story about this...




George had once seen a man and a young lady who were walking by the side of the river. They were pulling a rope behind them and they were talking to each other. They did not notice that there was no boat on the end of the rope. Of course, they probably had a boat on the end of the rope when they started out. But it had disappeared. The two young people were not worried about this. They had their rope. They did not seem to care that there was no boat. George was going to call out to tell them about it. But, just then, he had an idea. He took hold of the rope, and he tied it to his own boat. Then he and his three fat, heavy friends sat in the back of their boat, and lit their pipes. And that young man and young woman towed George and his friends up to Marlow. It was when they reached the lock that they looked back. Suddenly they understood that they had been towing the wrong boat. George said, 'I've never seen anyone look as sad as those two young people then!'

The young man was a bit annoyed. In fact, he was probably going to say something angry to George and his friends. But just then, the young woman cried wildly, 'Oh, Henry, then where's Aunt Mary?'...




'Did they ever get the old lady back?' Harris asked. George replied that he did not know.

But the most exciting thing of all is to let girls tow your boat. Let me tell you about it...




First of all, you need three girls. You always need three girls to tow a boat. Two of them hold the rope, and the other one runs here and there and laughs all the time.

They usually begin by tying themselves up in the rope. They get it round their legs, and then they have to sit down to untie it. Next, they get it round their necks. When they finally get it right, they always start by running. They pull the boat much too fast. After a few minutes, they are tired, and so they stop suddenly. They all sit down on the grass, and they start to laugh. Meanwhile, your boat goes out into the middle of the river, and it starts to turn round. Then they stand up and are surprised.

'Oh, look!' they say. 'The boat's gone into the middle of the river!'

After this, they pull you along quite well for a time. Then one of them decides to stop for something else. So the boat runs aground in shallow water near the river bank. You jump up, and you push the boat off into deep water. You shout to them, 'Don't stop!'

'Yes, what's the matter?' they shout back.

'Don't stop!' you cry loudly.

'Don't what?'

'Don't stop... go on... go on!'

'Go back, Emily, and see what they want,' one of them says.

And Emily comes back and asks, 'What is it? Is anything wrong? '

'No!' you shout. 'It's all right! But go on! Don't stop!'

'Why not?'

'Because we can't steer the boat if you stop.'

'Why not?'

'You must keep the boat moving!'

'Oh, all right. I'll tell them. Are we doing everything else all right?'

'Oh, yes, very nicely — but don't stop!'

'I see. Oh, give me my hat, please. It's over there.'

You find her hat, and you give it to her. But then another girl comes. She thinks she will have her hat, too. And then they take Mary's hat for her. Mary does not want it, so they bring it back. Then they want a comb. It is about twenty minutes before they start again. Then, at the next corner, they see a cow. You have to stop, and leave the boat, to chase the cow away...




Anyway, this time it was George who towed us on to Penton Hook. There we discussed the important question of where to spend the night. We had decided to sleep on the boat. Therefore we could stay there, or we could go on past Staines. In the end, we decided to continue to Runnymede.

Later we all wished we had stopped at Penton Hook.



cruel adj. without mercy or pity. 残酷的，残忍的。

tow v. to pull a boat, car, etc. along behind you with a rope. 拉纤。

disappear v. go out of sight, go out of existence. 消失，不见了。

tie up wrap up with strings. 缠住。

surprised a. with surprise. 惊讶的。

aground adv. touching the bottom of the river in shallow water. 搁浅。

shallow adj. not deep. 浅的。

comb n. a strip of bone, plastic, metal, etc. with teeth, which is passed through the hair to arrange or clean it. 梳子。


8　乔治开始干活

[image: alt]

我们说既然乔治现在来了，就得干点儿活了。他当然不想干，还推托说：“我在银行已经够辛苦的了。”

可哈里斯有时真是冷酷无情，他冷冷地说：“啊哈！那你就换换工作，到河上来辛苦辛苦吧，这对你有好处。去，下船拉纤去！”

说真的，乔治没理由拒绝，可他却说：“我还是在船上吧，我来做饭，你们俩拉纤。”说完又加了一句：“做饭可不容易，你们俩都累了，还是我干吧。”

我们给他的唯一回答是把绳子扔给他。他乖乖地拉起了纤，一边走，一边拉着身后的小船。

有时候，人们会忘记自己身后还拉着船。后来，乔治给我们讲了一段故事，说的就是这事……




有一次，乔治看见一个男人和一个年轻姑娘在河边散步。他们一边拉着身后的绳子，一边聊天，根本没注意到绳子另一端没有拴住船。显然，那纤绳原来是拴着一条船的，但后来却不见了踪影。两个年轻人也没在意，反正手里拽着绳子，他们也不管后面有没有船。乔治正想喊，提醒他们一声，可是他忽然有了一个绝妙的主意。他抓住绳子，系在自己的船上，然后他和三个又胖又重的伙伴坐到船尾，点了烟斗，悠然抽了起来。那一对年轻人就这样把他们四个一直拉到马洛。后来船到水闸时，那一对回过头看了看，这才明白自己拉错了船。乔治说：“我再没见过比他们更难过的表情了。”

那个男的有点火了，可能想骂乔治和他的朋友们一顿。就在那时，姑娘失声喊道：“哎呀！亨利，那玛丽姑姑到哪里去了？”




“后来老太太找到了吗？”哈里斯问。乔治说他也不清楚。

然而最有趣的莫过于姑娘们为你拉纤了。我来讲给你们听吧……




首先，你需要三个姑娘。拉一艘船总是需要三个姑娘。两个拉着纤绳，还有一个在周围跑个不停，笑上一路。

通常，她们一开始就给绳子缠住。一会儿缠住了腿，就得坐下来解开；一会儿又缠住了脖子。好不容易都弄停当了，她们就爱跑着走，船也给拉得飞快。没跑几分钟，她们又累了，一下子又停住脚，坐在草地上，笑成一团。就在这当间儿，你的船跑到了河中央，开始打转。她们却站起来，满脸惊讶之色。

“哦！你瞧，”她们说，“船跑到河心去了。”

接着，她们总算好好地拉上一段。突然有一位想干点儿别的，不想拉了，于是小船冲进岸边浅水，搁浅了。你们跳起身，把船推回到深水。你高声喊叫：“别停下来！”

“喂，出什么事啦？”她们高声应道。

“别停下！”你大声吼着。

“别什么？”

“别停——继续拉——继续！”

“爱米莉，快回去看看他们到底要什么。”其中一位说道。

接着爱米莉就跑回来，问你们：“怎么了？出什么事了？”

“没事！”你又喊道，“什么事都没有！就是继续拉！别停下！”

“为什么不能停？”

“你们要是停下来，我们就没法掌舵了。”

“为什么不能？”

“你们要让船老动着才行啊！”

“哦，那好吧，我去告诉她们。别的事我们干得还行吧？”

“哦，是的，好极了，可就是别停下来。”

“我明白了。哦，请把我的帽子递给我，就在那边。”

你找到帽子递给她。这时候，另一个姑娘走过来，也要帽子。接着她们把玛丽的帽子也给她拿过去，可玛丽不戴，她们又送回来。一会儿，她们又想要梳子。这样至少过了二十分钟，才又重新上路。可就在下一个路口，她们又碰到一头母牛，没法子只得停下船，你们下了船，去把母牛赶跑……




不管怎么说，这次是乔治把我们拉到了潘登河湾。在那儿我们讨论了在哪儿过夜这个重要问题。大家原来计划在船上睡觉，这样我们要么可以停泊在那里，要么就继续走到斯泰恩斯。最后，我们决定继续划，一直到兰尼米德歇脚。

可是后来我们都希望要是早点停在潘登河湾就好了。


Chapter 9
Our first night on the boat

After some time, Harris and I began to think that Bell Weir lock had disappeared. 'Perhaps someone has taken it away,' we said. George had towed the boat as far as Staines, and we had towed it from there. It seemed to get heavier and heavier. We began to think that we were right and that someone had moved the lock. But, finally, at half past seven, we reached it and got through it. By now we just wanted to eat and to go to bed. So we stopped before we reached Magna Charta Island. It was quite a pretty place and we tied our boat to a big tree.

We were looking forward to having something to eat then, but George said, 'No! It's better to put the cover on the boat first, before it gets too dark. All our work will be finished then. We'll be able to sit down and enjoy our meal.'

None of us had realized that it would be so difficult to fix the cover. There were five pieces of metal and you put these into special holes on the side of the boat. The pieces of metal were half circles, and when you had put them into the holes, you just had to pull the cover over them.

We thought it would probably take about ten minutes.

We were wrong.

We took the pieces of metal, and we began to drop them into their holes. You would not expect this to be dangerous work, but it was.

First of all, the pieces of metal would not fit into their holes. We had to jump on them, and kick them, and beat them. And when we got one in, we found that it was the wrong piece of metal for those holes. So we had to take it out again.

At last we got them finished. Then we only had to put the cover on. George took one end, and he fastened it over the front of the boat. Harris stood in the middle of the boat to take the cover from George. I stayed at the back of the boat to take the end of the cover from Harris.

George did his job all right, but it was new work to Harris and he did everything wrong.

I do not know how he did it, and Harris himself could not explain it later. After ten minutes of really hard work, he was inside the cover. He could not get out. He fought the cover hard — and knocked George over. Then George got angry and he began to fight, too. George could not get out of the cover either.

At the time, I did not know anything about all this. I did not understand what was happening anyway. They had told Montmorency and me to stand and wait. So Montmorency and I stood there and waited. We could see that the cover was moving about quite violently. However, we thought that it was all necessary for the job. We did nothing because they had told us to wait.

We also heard many bad words coming from under the cover. Montmorency and I decided that this was because the job was very difficult.

We waited for some time, but everything seemed to get worse. Finally George's head appeared over the side of the boat. It said,

'We can't breathe under here! Why don't you help us, you great stupid thing!'

So I went and helped them. Harris's face was nearly black, so I was just in time.

It took another half an hour after that to fix the cover. And then we started to prepare supper. We needed some hot water to make tea, so we put the water on the stove at the front of the boar, and we went to the back. We pretended that we were not interested in the water at all. We wanted it to think we did not care if it got hot or not. We began to get the other things out.

That is the only way to get hot water on the river. If the water knows that you are waiting for it, it will never get hot. You have to go away and begin your meal without it. You must not look at it. Then you will soon hear it making a lot of noise, because it wants to be made into tea.

It is also a good idea to talk very loudly to each other. You must say that you do not want any tea, that you do not need any tea, and that you are not going to have any tea. You get very near the water and you shout,

'I don't want any tea. Do you, George?'

And George shouts back, 'Oh, no. I don't like tea. We'll have milk.'

This makes the water very angry, and it gets hot very fast.

We did this, and, when everything else was ready, the tea was ready, too. Then we sat down to have supper. We really wanted that supper. We needed that supper. And for thirty-five minutes nobody on the boat spoke.

After supper, we sat and smiled at each other. We smiled at Montmorency, too. We loved everybody. We sat back, we lit our pipes, and we began to talk.

George told us about something very funny that happened to his father once...




When he was young, George's father was travelling with a friend. One night they stopped at a little hotel. They spent the evening there with some other young men. After a very happy evening they went to bed. It was late, and, by that time, they (George's father and George's father's friend) were feeling quite happy themselves. Anyway, they were going to sleep in the same room, but in different beds. When they got into the room, they dropped their light, which went out. So they had to undress and get into bed in the dark. They thought they were getting into separate beds. However, because they could not see, they both got into the same one. One of them got in with his head at the top of the bed. The other one got in on the other side of the bed. He lay with his feet by the first one's head.

Nobody spoke for a moment. Then George's father said, 'Joe!'

'What's the matter, Tom?' Joe replied, from the other end of the bed.

'Why, there's a man in my bed,' George's father said. 'His feet are here, next to me.'

'Well, that's very strange, Tom,' Joe answered, 'but there's a man in my bed, too.'

'What are you going to do?' George's father asked.

'Well, I'm going to throw him out,' Joe replied.

'So am I,' George's father said, bravely.

There was a short fight, and then there were two heavy bangs on the floor. After a moment or two, a rather sad voice said, 'I say, Tom!'

'Yes?'

'How have you got on?'

'Well, to tell the truth, my man's thrown me out.'

'My man's thrown me out, too... I say, this isn't a very good hotel, is it?'...




At the end of George's story, Harris asked, 'What was the name of the hotel?'

'The Riverside,' George replied. 'Why?'

'Ah, it isn't the same hotel, then, 'Harris answered.

'What do you mean?' George asked.

'Well, it's strange,' Harris said, 'but the same thing happened to my father once. I've often heard him tell the story.'

After that, we went to bed, but I slept very badly.



Magna Charta Island the great charter that King John of England was forced by the English barons to grant at Runnymede, June 15, 1215; it guaranteed certain civil and political liberties to the English people. Thereafter, the island was called Magna Charta Island. 大宪章岛，在兰尼米德，1215年6月15日，英国约翰王被贵族公爵所迫，在那里签订了“大宪章”，对英国的封建贵族作了让步，保障了英国人民的民权和政治自由。

fasten v. made firm, attach, join, connect; fix firmly in place. 拧紧，上紧。

violently adv. extremely strong, intensely. 剧烈地。

stove n. a small oil cooker, used for cooking outdoors. 炉子，油炉，户外旅行时可以用来做饭。

noise n. any loud, discordant, or disagreeable sound. 嗓音。

undress v. take off one's clothes. 脱衣。

separate adj. different, divided, not joined, set apart. 分开的。


9　在船上的第一夜
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不久，哈里斯和我开始怀疑贝尔·韦尔水闸消失了。“也许有谁给挪走了吧。”我们说。因为乔治把我们一直拉到斯泰恩斯，接着我们又拉。船越来越沉，我们认为自己的怀疑没错，肯定有人把水闸挪走了。一直到晚上七点半，我们终于到了，把船拉了过去。我们那会儿只想吃饭、睡觉，所以还没有到大宪章岛我们便停了下来。找了一个风景如画的地方，把船拴到了大树上。

那时我们都盼着吃点儿什么，可乔治却说：“别忙，最好先把船篷支起来，要不然天就黑了。等到活儿干完了，再坐下来舒舒服服地吃一顿晚餐，”

我们谁也没想到支个船篷竟那么费事，一共有五个半圆形的铁条，你把它们插进船舷特制的小孔里，把篷布拉好，盖上就行了。

我们想这活儿用不了十分钟。

但我们错了。

我们拿起铁条要插到船上相对应的插孔里。谁也没想到那是危险的活儿，但的确如此。

最要命的是那些铁条跟插孔的尺寸根本不符。我们在上面又踩又跳，又踢又打，好不容易插进去了，才发现插错了地方，又得使劲儿拔出来。

终于弄停当了，只要把篷布打开就行了、乔治拿一头，把前端固定在船头。哈里斯站在中间，从乔治那儿接过篷布，我站在船尾，从哈里斯手里接过另一头。

乔治的活儿干得不错，可是哈里斯是个生手，一下子全让他搞乱了。

我不知道他怎么搞的，他自己后来也说不明白。他呼哧呼哧摆弄了十分钟，便把自己裹在篷布里怎么也出不来了。他在篷布底下又踢又拽，把乔治也给掀翻了。乔治也火了，拼命挣扎，终于自己也出不来了。

那时候，我什么情况都不知道，反正我也不懂究竟发生了什么。他们让我和“元帅”站着等，所以我们俩一直站在那儿等着。我们都看见了篷布猛烈翻动着，可我们还以为这是一道必要的工序，因此我们不敢插手。本来嘛，是他们让我们等着的。

我们也听得见篷布底下传来好些骂人的脏话，“元帅”和我都以为那是因为活太难干的缘故。

我们等了半天，情况越来越糟糕。最后乔治的脑袋从船的那一边探出来，开口说道：

“你这个大笨蛋！我们在这儿快闷死了，你不能伸伸手吗？”

因此我走过去搭救他们，哈里斯脸色发青，看来我帮得还挺及时。

又忙了半个小时才把蓬盖支好，然后我们开始弄晚餐我们要用热水沏茶，于是就把水放在船头的炉子上煮，自己到船尾去了，还假装出一副对它根本不感兴趣的样子，让它明白我们才不在乎水什么时候开呢。我们又忙着去干其他的事。

要想在河上烧开水，这是唯一的方法要是水知道你在等着它开，它就永远不会热。你必须走开，去吃你的饭，好像根本不想喝水，甚至瞧都不瞧一眼，那水很快就弄出咕嘟咕嘟的噪音，急于要泡茶了。

还有个好办法就是大声说话，说你一点儿也不想喝茶，不需要沏茶，也不打打算泡茶。你走近水壶，大喊，

“我可不想喝茶。乔治，你呢？”

乔治也喊：“哦，不，我才不喜欢喝茶呢，咱们喝牛奶吧。”

一听此话，水很生气，很快就沸腾了。

我们就是用了这样的手腕。饭做好了，茶也好了，大家坐下来吃晚餐。我们需要的就是这顿晚餐，所以足足有三十五分钟，整个船上鸦雀无声，谁也不说话。

吃过晚饭，我们笑容可掬地坐下来，甚至对“元帅”，我们也是笑容满面，我们觉得每一个人都那么可亲可爱。大家坐着，向后斜靠着，点着烟斗，聊了起来。

乔治说起了他父亲亲身经历的许多有趣的事儿……




乔治父亲年轻时，一次和一个朋友去旅行。一天他们到了一家客栈，晚上和其他一群年轻人一起度过。那晚大家过得很愉快，也睡得很晚。乔治的父亲和那位朋友还有点儿陶陶然，他们打算睡在一个房间里，两张床上。他们走进房间时，蜡烛头掉下来灭了。他们在暗中摸索，脱了衣服，爬上床。他们还以为都上了自己的床，可是因为看不见，还是上了一张床。一个从床头上的，另一个从另一头爬上去，一个的脚正好放在另一个的脑袋旁边。

有一会儿两人都没说话，后来乔治的父亲说：“乔！”

“怎么回事儿？汤姆？”乔从床另外一头回答。

“唉哟，我床上有人，”乔治的父亲说，“他的脚在我旁边。”

“是吗？真是怪事，汤姆，”乔回答说，“我床上可不也有人嘛。”

“那你打算怎么办啊？”乔治的父亲问。

“哼，我要把他给扔出去。”乔说。

“对，我也这么办。”乔治的父亲壮起胆子说。

短兵相接，只听得地上传来“梆梆”两声巨响，过了一会，传来一个悲切的声音。

“我说，汤姆！”

“嗳，我在这儿。”

“你怎么样了？”

“唉，老实对你说吧，我这边那个人把我扔出来了。”

“我这边的人也把我扔出来了……我说，这可不像是家正经客栈，是吧？”……




乔治的故事讲完了，哈里斯问：“那个客栈叫什么名字？”

“河畔客栈，”乔治答道，“怎么了？”

“啊，那不是同一家客栈了。”哈里斯回答说。

“你这话什么意思？”乔治问。

“嗯，真是蹊跷，”哈里斯说，“我父亲也曾遇到过这么一回事，我常听他讲这个故事。”

然后，我们都去上床睡觉，可我睡得特别不踏实。


Chapter 10
Our first morning

I woke up at six o'clock the next morning, and I found that George was awake, too. We both tried to go to sleep again, but we could not. This was because we did not need to get up early. We could sleep for another two or three hours. But we both felt we would die if we tried to sleep for another five minutes.

George said that the same thing had happened to him a few months before. He told me a story about it...




At that time George had rooms in the house of a lady called Mrs Gippings. One evening his watch stopped at a quarter past eight. He did not realize this then. When he went to bed, he took off his watch, and he did not look at it.

This happened in the winter, so it was dark in the mornings, anyway. When George woke up, he looked at his watch. It was a quarter past eight.

'Good heavens!' George cried. 'I have to be at the bank by nine o'clock!' And he threw down the watch and jumped out of bed. He had a cold bath and he dressed. Then he ran and looked at his watch. It had started to go again, and it was twenty to nine.

George took his watch and ran downstairs. The dining-room was dark and silent. There was no fire, no breakfast. George was very angry with Mrs G. He decided to tell her this later, in the evening. Then he caught hold of his coat, his hat and his umbrella, and ran to the front door. It was locked! George said that Mrs G. was a lazy old woman. Then he unlocked the door and ran out into the street.

For a few hundred metres he ran as fast as he could. But, suddenly, he noticed that there were not many people about. He also noticed that the shops were not open. It was a very dark and foggy morning. However, it seemed very strange that they had closed the shops because of the fog. He had to go to work, so why should other people stay in bed?

George could see only three people. One of them was a policeman, one was a man who was taking vegetables to the market, and one was a taxi-driver.

George looked at his watch. It was five to nine. For a moment, he stood there without moving. He wondered if he was dreaming. He felt his wrist, and bent down and felt his legs. Then, with his watch in his hand, he went up to the policeman.

'What time is it, please?' he asked the policeman.

'What's the time?' the policeman repeated. 'Well, listen.'

Just then George heard a clock... one... two... three. 'But that's only three times!' George said, when it had finished.

'Well, how many times do you want?' the policeman replied.

'Why, nine, of course,' George said, and he held out his watch to the policeman.

'Do you know where you live?' the policeman asked.

George thought for a minute, and then he told the policeman the address.

'Well, I think you should go back there quietly,' the policeman continued. 'And take your watch with you!'

So George went back.

At first, he thought he would go to bed again. However, he did not like the idea of having to get up again later. So he decided to go to sleep in the armchair.

But he could not get to sleep. He tried to read, but that was no good either. Finally, he put on his coat again, and he went out for a walk.

He felt very lonely and miserable. He met policemen who looked at him strangely. They followed him about. He began to feel that he really had done something wrong. He started to hide in dark corners whenever he saw a policeman.

Of course, then the policemen wanted to know what he was doing. George said, 'Nothing. I'm just going for a walk.' But they did not believe him. In the end, two policemen went back to the house with him. They wanted to know if he really did live there. They watched him go in with his key. Then they stood on the opposite side of the road, and they watched the house.

When he got in, he thought, 'I'll light the fire, and then I'll make some breakfast.' But he made a lot of noise, and he was afraid that Mrs Gippings would wake up. She would hear the noise and think that he was a burglar. Then she would open the window and shout, 'Help! Police!' The two policemen would come and arrest George, and take him away. So he stopped trying to prepare breakfast, and he put on his coat. Then he sat in the armchair and he waited for Mrs Gippings. She came down at half past seven.

George said that, since then, he had never got up too early again...




When George had finished his story, we decided to wake up Harris. It was hard work. In the end we had to use quite a sharp piece of metal. Harris sat up suddenly then. Montmorency had been asleep on Harris's chest, and he went flying across the boat.

After that, we pulled up the cover and we put our heads over the side of the boat. We looked down at the water. The night before, we had decided to get up early. We would throw off the cover and we would jump into the water, with shouts of happiness. Then we would enjoy a long swim.

But now that morning had come, it did not seem to be a very good idea. The water looked wet and cold. The wind felt cold, too.

'Well, who's going to go in for a swim first?' Harris said finally.

Nobody hurried to be the first one. George put his head back inside the boat. Montmorency barked with horror at the idea. Harris said it would be difficult to climb back into the boat again from the water. Then he went back into the boat to look for his trousers.

I did not want to give up the idea absolutely. I decided to go down to the edge of the river, and then splash some water over myself. So I went out on to the river bank, and I began to move carefully along the branch of a tree which was over the water.

It was very cold, and I thought I would not splash water over myself, after all. I would go back into the boat and dress. I turned — and just then the stupid branch broke. The next minute, I was in the middle of the river, with half a litre of the Thames inside me.

'Good heavens! Old J.'s gone in!' Harris said.

'Is it all right?' George called out.

'Lovely,' I replied. 'Why don't you come in?'

But they did not want to.

When I got back to the boat, I was very cold. I wanted to put on my shirt as quickly as possible. By accident, I dropped it into the water. This made me very angry, but George started to laugh. 'I can't see anything to laugh at,' I told George. He just went on laughing! In fact, I never saw a man laugh so much. In the end, I became really angry with him. I told him what I thought about him. He laughed more loudly. And then, just as I was getting the shirt back out of the water, I noticed that it was not my shirt. So I began to laugh, too. I looked at George, who was laughing so much. Then I looked at the wet shirt — and I laughed more and more. Because I was laughing so much, I dropped the shirt in the water again.

'Aren't you going to get it out?' George cried, between his shouts of laughter.

At first I could not answer him, because I was laughing so much. In the end, I managed to say, 'It isn't my shirt. It's yours!'

I have never seen a man's face change so quickly. I tried to make him see that it was very funny, but he did not agree with me.

After that, it was time for breakfast, and we decided to have eggs. Harris said he would cook them. He said he was very good at doing eggs. People who had eaten his eggs never wanted any other food afterwards. 'If they can't get my eggs, they won't eat,' he said, 'and they die.'

So we gave him the pan, and all the eggs which had not broken. 'Go on, then,' we said. 'Begin!'

Harris had some trouble when he tried to break the eggs. He had trouble stopping them from getting onto his trousers. And he had more trouble trying to stop them from going up his arms. Finally, he managed to get about six of the eggs into the pan. Then he sat down and started to cook them.

It seemed to be very difficult work. Whenever he went near the pan, he burnt himself. Then he dropped everything, and danced about, and waved his hands, and shouted. In fact, every time George and I looked at him, he was doing this. At first we thought it was necessary to do this to cook the eggs.

Once Montmorency went and looked into the pan, but he burnt himself. Then he started dancing and shouting, too. It was all very exciting, and George and I were quite sorry when it finished.



realize v. come to know. 意识到。

Good heavens! an expression of surprise or fear. 哦，天那！

foggy adj. full of fog, misty, dim, clouded. 多雾的。

feel one's wrist feel the pulse. 摸了摸脉搏。

address n. place where one lives. 地址。

miserable adj. in a condition of misery; wretched; very unhappy. 痛苦的，忧伤的。

burglar n. a person who commits burglary. 夜间盗贼。

absolutely adv. completely, totally. 完全地。

splash v. to make water fly about and make things wet. 拍水，泼水。

litre n. the basic unit of capacity in the metric system. 升，容量单位。一升水重约一公斤。

funny adj. amusing, laughable. 可笑的，滑稽的。

trouble n. misfortune, mishap, difficult situation. 麻烦，困难。

burn v. to injure by fire. 烫。


10　第一天早晨

[image: alt]

我早晨六点钟醒来，发现乔治也醒了。我们俩都想再睡一会儿，可怎么也睡不着了。这是因为我们不需要早起了，而且还可以再睡上两三个小时。然而，哪怕再多睡五分钟，我们都会觉得立刻就要死了。

乔治说几个月前，他也遇到了这种情况。他给我讲了这样的故事……




那时候，他在吉宾斯太太家租了几个房间。一天晚上，他的表走到八点一刻时停了，可他自己并没有意识到。睡觉的时候，他把表摘了，看也没看一眼。

这是冬天发生的事，因此早上天总是很黑。乔治爬起来一看表：八点一刻。

“我的天哪！”乔治惊叫起来，“我九点钟要赶到银行呢！”说着扔下表，跳下床，匆匆用冷水洗了洗，穿上衣服，急急忙忙跑回去一看表，表又开始走了，现在是差二十分九点？

乔治抓起表，冲下楼。饭厅黑洞洞，静悄悄的，炉子没生，早餐也没做。乔治很生吉宾斯太太的气，晚上回来得好好和她理论理论。他拿上外衣、帽子和雨伞，跑到前门，门居然还锁着！乔治说吉宾斯太太真是个懒得要命的老太婆。他打开门，跑到街上。

他使出全力跑出去几百米，忽然注意到周围没几个人，店铺也没开门。那天早晨雾很大，天很黑，可是店铺要是因为雾大就停止营业，这可够奇怪的。他自己还得去上班，怎么别人就能在床上呆着呢？

乔治一共只见到三个人：一个是警察，一个是推着菜去市场的，还有一个是马车夫。

乔治又看看表，差五分钟九点。他站在那儿呆了一会儿，一动没动，好像还做着梦呢！他数数脉搏，又弯腰摸摸自己的腿。后来，他拿着表上前去问警察。

“请问，现在几点了？”他问警察。

“几点？”警察念叨了一句，“好吧，你听着吧！”

正在这时，钟敲响了。一下，两下，三下。钟不敲了，乔治问：“怎么才敲了三下？”

“对啦！那么你想要敲几下？”警察回了一句。

“九下，当然了。”乔治说，一边拿出表给警察看。

“你还记得你住在什么地方吗？”警察问。

乔治想了想，把自己的地址告诉他。

“那就好，我劝你还是悄悄回去，”警察接着又说，“别忘了你的表。”

就这样，乔治又回去了。

起初，他想接着睡，可他实在不想再爬起来，所以便决计在椅子上迷糊一会儿算了。

可是，怎么也睡不着。他想看看书，也看不进去，最后还是穿上衣服，出去溜达一会儿。

他感觉是那么孤独，那么悲伤。遇到的警察都以怀疑的眼光盯着他，还跟着他走。他开始觉得自己是不是真的干了什么坏事，所以一看见警察，他就找漆黑阴暗的地方躲。

当然了，人家警察也想知道他究竟想干什么：乔治说：“没什么，我只是散散步。”但他们不相信乔治的话，后来两个警察和他一起回家，想看看他是不是真的住在那儿。他们看着乔治用钥匙开了门，便站在街对面，监视着这所房子。

乔治进了门，想：“我得生个火，做点儿早饭。”可他的动静太大了，连他自己都担心会把吉宾斯太太吵醒，那她一定以为家里进了贼，接着就会打开窗户大叫“警察！救命！”那样，两个警察肯定会来把乔治抓起来，带走。想到这，他也不做早饭了，穿上大衣，坐在椅子里等着，一直到七点半钟，吉宾斯太太下楼了。

乔治说，从那以后，他再也不敢早早起床了……




乔治讲完了故事，我们要去把哈里斯也喊醒。这工作可不好干。我们只得动用了一根尖尖的铁条，他蓦地一下子坐起来。“元帅”原来一直躺在他的胸口上，这会儿被扔到船那边去了。

随后我们卷起篷布，把头探出船舷，低头看着水。头天晚上，我们还打算早起，扯掉帐篷，跳进水里，齐声欢呼几嗓子，再痛痛快快畅游一番。

真正到了早上，这种兴致全没了。水看起来湿漉漉，冷冰冰的；风也是凉飕飕的。

“喂，哪位打算先跳下去啊？”哈里斯终于开口了。

没人急着当第一。乔治把脑袋又缩回船里；“元帅”想着这主意，吓得汪汪乱叫；哈里斯说怕是很难再从水里爬上船来了，说完他转身进了船去找裤子。

我可一点儿也不愿意放弃。于是下决心先到河边，把水往身上泼一泼。我上了河岸，小心翼翼地沿着一根伸到水面上的树枝走了几步。

真冷啊！我不准备往身上泼冷水了。我想回到船上穿衣服——就在这当间儿，那个该死的树枝折断了。再看我呢，已经在河中央了，肚子里灌了足足有半升泰晤士河水。

“老天爷！老杰掉进去了！”哈里斯说。

“没事吧？”乔治喊道。

“美得很！”我回答说，“你们怎么不下来玩玩？”

他们才不愿意下来呢。

我回到船上时，身上冷得要命，只想赶紧穿上衬衫。谁知，一不小心把它又掉进河里了。我气得要命，可乔治却大笑起来。我对乔治说：“这有什么好笑的？”他还是笑个不停，我从来没见过像他这样笑得发疯似的。后来我真的对他发火了，要和他理论，他却笑得越发起劲儿。那时候我刚把衬衫从河里捞上来，一看，发现原来不是我的衬衫，所以我也笑了起来。看看乔治，他还笑得那么厉害。再看看湿衬衫，我也越看越觉得好笑，越笑越起劲儿。因为笑得太起劲儿，衬衫又掉到河里去了。

“你还不快把衬衫捞上来？！”乔治一边大笑着一边喊道。

我一时来不及回答他的话，只是笑个不停。后来好不容易才迸出几个字：“不是我的，是你的衬衫。”

我从来没有看见过哪个人面部表情转变得如此迅速。我还想让他觉得这事儿多么滑稽可笑，可他丝毫不能领略其中的妙趣。

到吃早餐的时间了，我们想吃煎鸡蛋，哈里斯说他来做。听他讲他特别会煎鸡蛋，吃了他煎的鸡蛋就会觉得吃什么也不香了。“没有我的煎鸡蛋，他们宁可不吃饭，”他说，“最后就饿得一命呜呼了。”

既然这样，我们把锅和还没有砸碎的鸡蛋给他找来，说道：“开始吧。”

哈里斯打鸡蛋的时候遇上了麻烦。他没法不让鸡蛋掉到裤子上，更没法不让蛋清淌到袖子里。好不容易把六个鸡蛋打在锅里，他坐下来，开始煎鸡蛋。

这个工作太复杂了。只要哈里斯一靠近锅子，准得烫着自己，把什么都扔了，甩着手跳来舞去，又喊又叫的。事实上，我和乔治每次看他，他总是那样表演着。起初我们还以为煎个鸡蛋，这样大呼小叫都是必不可少的一道工序呢。

“元帅”有一次刚要走近锅子看看，就给烫着了，它也跟着又喊又跳，场面十分热闹。后来表演结束的时候，我和乔治还感到意犹未尽。


Chapter 11
Hotels and tinned fruit

After breakfast I was sitting by the river, and thinking, when George said, 'Perhaps, when you've rested enough, you could help to wash the plates and things.' So I cleaned the pan with some wood and grass — and George's wet shirt.

Then we started to move up the river again, past Old Windsor, which is very pretty. After that, the river is not very interesting until you get to Boveney. George and I were towing the boat then. As we were passing Datchet, George asked me if I remembered our first trip up the river. On that trip we reached Datchet at ten o'clock at night. All we wanted to do was to eat and go to bed.

I replied, 'Yes, I do remember it.' I remember it well. In fact, it will be some time before I forget it...




It was one Saturday in August. There was George, and Harris, and me. We were tired and hungry. When we got to Datchet, we took out of the boat the basket of food, the two bags, and the coats and things. Then we began to look for somewhere to stay. We passed a very pretty little hotel, but there were no roses round the door. I wanted somewhere with roses round the door. I do not know why. Anyway, I said, 'Oh, we don't want to go there. Let's look for a little hotel with roses round the door.'

So we went on until we came to another hotel. That was a very nice one, too, and it did have roses. But Harris did not like the man who was standing by the front door. Harris said that he did not look like a nice man, and he was wearing ugly boots. So we went on. We walked for some time, but we did not see any more hotels. Then we met a man and we decided to ask him.

'Excuse me, do you know any nice little hotels near here?' we said.

'Well,' he said, 'you're coming away from them. Go back, and you'll come to the Black Horse.'

We said, 'Oh, we've been there, and we didn't like it. There were no roses round the door.'

'Well, then,' he said, 'there's the Travellers' Rest just beyond it. Have you tried that?'

Harris replied that we did not want to go there. We did not like the man who was staying there. Harris did not like the colour of his hair. He did not like his boots either.

'Well, I don't know what you're going to do, then,' the man answered, 'because they are the only two hotels here.'

'No other hotels!' Harris cried.

'None,' the man replied.

'What are we going to do now?' Harris asked.

Then George spoke. He said, 'You two can ask someone to build you a hotel. I'm going back to the Black Horse!'

So we went back to the Black Horse.

'Good evening,' the man at the desk said.

'Oh, good evening,' George answered. 'We want three beds, please.'

'I'm sorry, sir,' the man replied, 'but we haven't got three beds.'

'Oh, well, it doesn't matter — two beds, then. Two of us can sleep in one bed, can't we?' George continued. He looked at Harris and me.

Harris said, 'Oh, yes.' He thought that George and I could sleep in one bed very easily.

'I'm very sorry, sir,' the man repeated. 'We haven't got any beds. We've already got three men in one bed.'

We picked up our things, and we went over to the Travellers' Rest. It was a pretty little place. I said I thought it was better than the other hotel. Harris said it would be all right. We would not look at the man with red hair and ugly boots.

The people at the Travellers' Rest did not wait to hear what we wanted. The lady at the desk said she had already sent away fourteen people. There was no room of any kind. We asked her if she knew somewhere we could spend the night. She said there was a little house along the road...

We did not wait. We picked up the basket, the bags and the coats, and we ran along the road.

The people there laughed at us. There were only three beds in the house, and there were seven men there already.

Someone said, 'Why don't you try the little shop next to the Black Horse?'

So we went back along the road, but there were no beds at the little shop. However, there was an old lady in the shop. She said she had a friend who had some rooms. She added that she would take us there.

The old woman walked very slowly, and it took us twenty minutes to get to her friend's house. During the walk, she told us about all the pains she had in her back. When we got there, there were already some people in her friend's rooms. From there we went to number 27. Number 27 was full. They sent us to number 32, and number 32 was full.

Then we went back along the road. Suddenly Harris sat down on the basket. He said he was not going to move. He added that it seemed to be nice and quiet there, and he said that he would like to die there.

Just then, a little boy came past. 'Do you know any old people that we can frighten, so that they will give us their beds?' we asked him.

'No, I don't,' the boy answered, but he added that his mother would give us a room. And that was where we spent the night—in two very short beds.

After that, we were never quite so difficult about hotels...




On our present trip, though, nothing exciting happened. We continued slowly on our way, and we stopped for lunch near Monkey Island.

We decided to have cold meat for lunch. Then, after that, George brought out a tin of fruit. We love tinned fruit, all three of us. We looked at the picture on the tin. We thought about the fruit. We imagined the taste of it. We smiled at each other, and Harris got out a spoon. Then we looked for the tin-opener. We took everything out of the big basket. We took everything out of the bags. There was no tin-opener. We pulled up the boards at the bottom of the boat. We put everything out on the grass by the river, and we shook everything. There was no tin-opener!

Then Harris tried to open the tin with a little knife, and he cut himself badly. George tried with some scissors. The scissors flew up, and nearly hit him in the eye. I tried to make a hole in the tin with the sharp end of a piece of metal. But I missed. As a result, I fell in the water, and the tin flew away and broke a cup.

Then we all got angry. We took that tin, and we put it on the grass by the river. Harris went into a field and got a big, sharp stone. I got a long, thick piece of wood. George held the tin, and Harris put the sharp end of his stone against the top of it. I took the piece of wood, and held it high in the air. Then I brought it down as hard as I could.

It was George's hat that saved his life that day. He keeps that hat now. On a winter evening, when men are telling stories about the dangers they have known, George brings out his hat. He shows it to his friends. Then he tells the story again and he adds more details to it each time.

Harris was not hurt too badly.

After that, I took the tin away. I beat it until I was exhausted and miserable. Then Harris took it.

We beat it until it was long and thin. We beat it until it was square. We hit it with the wood until it was every shape there is — but we could not make a hole in it. Then George tried, and he knocked it into a shape which was strange, and terrible, and ugly. It frightened him, and he threw away the piece of wood. Then the three of us sat round that tin on the grass, and we looked at it.

There was one big line across the top of the tin that looked like a mouth. It seemed to be laughing at us, and this made us very angry. So Harris ran at it, and picked it up. He threw it, as hard as he could, into the middle of the river. As it went down into the water, we shouted awful things at it. Then we got into the boat, and we left that place, and did not stop until we reached Maidenhead.

We went through Maidenhead quickly, but, after that, we travelled along more slowly. We stopped for tea just before we got to Cookham. By the time we got through the lock it was evening.

It was a bit windy, and someone had made a mistake because the wind was behind us. That does not usually happen. But that afternoon the wind actually helped us on our way, and the boat moved quite fast.

There were no other people on the river, except for three old men. They were sitting in a boat, and they were fishing. As we got nearer, we could see that they were old. They were also quite serious, because they were watching their fishing-lines very carefully. The sun was going down, and it threw a red light across the water. It was very beautiful, and we felt that we were sailing into some strange land.

We did not sail into some strange land. We went straight into that boat with the three old men in it. At first, we did not know what had happened. But then, from the words which rose on the evening air, we understood that we were near people. We also understood that those people were not happy. We had knocked those three old men from their seats, and they were all lying on the bottom of their boat. They were trying to stand up and they were picking fish off themselves. As they worked, they shouted unkind things about us — not just the usual things, but special things about us, and about our families.

Harris called out, 'You ought to be pleased that something so exciting has happened to you!' He added that he was very unhappy to hear men of their age use those bad words.

But the three old men did not seem to agree with Harris.

At Marlow we left the boat near the bridge, and we went to spend the night in a hotel.



tin n. a metal container for keeping foods. 罐头。

tinned adj. 罐装的。

ugly adj. very unpleasant to the sight. 难看的。

coming away from leaving, going away further and further. 离开，越走越远。

build v. to put up a building, have a house, etc. 盖（房子）。

pick up take up, collect. 收拾，拿起。

send away cause a person to go from one place to another. 打发走。

laugh at v. to be amused by; to make fun of. 嘲笑，笑话。

frighten v. make suddenly afraid; scare, terrify. 恐吓

tin-opener n. the thing used to cut open a tin. 开罐器。

boards n. flat pieces of wood, edge, ship's side. 船上的木板。

scissors n. a cutting instrument, also called pair of scissors. 剪刀。

hat n. a head covering, usually with a brim and a crown. 礼帽，帽子。

detail n. every specific part, item. 细节。

exhausted adj. used up, the condition of being empty, to be tired out. 精疲力尽的。

knock into to strike, to hit into certain shape. 敲成……样。

actually adv. truely, really. 的确，真的。

serious adj. of showing, having, or caused by earnestness or deep thought. 严肃的，一本正经的，全神贯注的。

sail v. to move through or upon (a body of water) in a boat or ship; trip on the sea. 海上，水上航行。


11　客栈和水果罐头
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早饭后我坐在河边，陷入了沉思。乔治说：“喂，要是你休息得差不多了就帮忙洗洗碗碟吧：”我只好用树枝和乱草洗锅子，还用了乔治的湿衬衫。

然后我们又沿着河上路了，经过了古老的温莎镇那一片风景优美的地方。过了那儿风景就单调得很，一无可取，一直到布文奈。我和乔治一起拉着纤。当我们经过达切特时，乔治问我还记不记得第一次在河上旅游的情景。那一次，我们晚上十点钟才到达切特，大家只想吃点儿东西然后赶快去睡觉。

我说：“记得，当然忘不了。”我的确记得很清楚。说实在的，要让我忘了还真得费点儿时间呢。




那是八月份的一个星期六，同游的还是我们三个。我们那会儿又饿又累，到达切特的时候，我们从船里拿出一篮子食物，两个包，外套和其他一些东西。接着大家就想找地方安顿下来。我们经过一家很漂亮的小旅店，只是门口旁边没有玫瑰花。我偏偏想找一家门口有玫瑰的，也不明白怎么会如此心血来潮。我说：“慢着，我们别进去！咱们再找找其他旅店，看看有没有门口长满玫瑰的。”我们一直走，又来到另外一家旅店。那家旅店也不错，而且门口的确有玫瑰花。可哈里斯说，门口站着的那个人让人讨厌，看上去不像个好人，穿的靴子也那么难看，于是，我们只好再往前走，走了一阵子也没有看到其他旅馆，我们在路上碰到一个行人，便决定问问他。

“劳驾，您知道附近有哪些好点的旅馆吗？”我们问道。

“哟，”他说，“你们走过了，往回走会看到黑马旅馆。”

我们说：“喔，那里我们已经去过了，可是不大喜欢那一家，它门口没有玫瑰花。”

“哦，是这样，”他说，“那一家旅馆过来还有一个客来旅馆，你们去那儿了吗？”

哈里斯说我们不想去那家，不喜欢站在那儿的那个人，哈里斯不喜欢他头发的颜色，也不喜欢他穿的靴子。

“那我真不知道你们该怎么办了，”那个指路人回答说，“因为这里只有那两家旅馆。”

“再没有别的了？”哈里斯叫道。

“再没有了。”那个人回答说。

“那我们现在怎么办？”哈里斯又道。

接着，乔治说：“你们俩不妨找人给你们新盖个旅馆住住，我可要回黑马去了。”

后来我们只好都回黑马。

“晚上好，”一个男人在前台招呼道。

“啊，晚上好，”乔治回答说，“我们要三个床位，谢谢。”

“对不起，先生，”那人回答说，“可是我们没有三个床位。”

“哦，是吗？没关系——两个也行。我们可以有两个人睡在一张床上，是吧？”乔治接着说，看了看哈里斯和我。

哈里斯说：“对，可以。”他以为乔治和我可以舒舒服服挤在一张床上。

“非常抱歉，先生，”那个男人说，“我们的床位全没了。我们已经有三个人挤在一张床上睡了。”

就这样，我们拿起行李又去客来旅馆。那地方不大，却很美。我说这家比另一家要好。哈里斯也说没事，我们也不必去管那个长着红头发，穿着难看靴子的家伙了。

可旅馆里的人根本没等我们开口。前台的一位女士说她已经打发走十四个人了，什么样的房间都没有了。我们问她附近还有哪些地方可以留宿一夜。她说沿着路走下去有一幢房子。

我们二话没说，抄起篮子，抓起包，拎着衣服，一溜烟儿沿着路跑了下去。

到了那里，那儿的人直笑话我们，房子里只有三张床，可已经住了七个人了。

有人说：“怎么不去试试黑马旁边的那家小杂货店呢？”

于是我们又原路折回去。可小杂货店里也没有床铺了。有个老太太在杂货店里，她说有个朋友有几间屋子，还补充道愿意带我们去。

老太太走路很慢，我们花了二十分钟才到那里。一路上老太太一直唠叨着说腰上这儿也疼，那儿也疼。我们到的时候，她朋友家已经住了几个人了。从那儿我们又去27号，27号也住满了，把我们送到32号，32号也满了。

我们只好回到马路上，忽然哈里斯一屁股坐在篮子上，说他一动也不想动了。还说这地方倒挺安静，他宁可死在这儿算了。

正在这个时候，一个小男孩路过。我们问他：“你知不知道哪里有些老家伙们，我们可以吓唬他们一下，让他们把床让给我们？”

“哦，我不知道，”小男孩回答说，不过他又说他妈妈可以给我们一个房间。那天晚上我们就睡在了那里——在两张特别短的小床上。

从那以后，对于旅馆问题，我们再也不敢挑三拣四了。




目前这一段旅程，我们还没有碰到什么今人激动的事儿。我们把船慢慢悠悠划到猴子岛附近，停下来吃午餐。

我们准备吃冷肉。接着乔治拿出一听水果罐头。我们三个都很喜欢水果罐头。看着罐头盒上美丽的图画，想着里面的水果，想像着它的滋味，大家乐滋滋的，相视而笑。哈里斯拿出了一把调羹。接着大家找起了启罐器。我们把大篮子里的东西都拿出来，又把包里的东西都拿出来，可是找不到。我们把船底下的板子全拉开了，把所有东西都搬到河边草地上，把每件东西摇了又摇，可就是找不到启罐器！

哈里斯想用小刀开罐头，结果把自己狠狠划了一刀；乔治用剪刀试了试，结果剪刀飞了，差点扎到他的眼睛；我想用铁条的尖头在罐头上钻个小孔，可是没有对准，结果我摔进水里，罐头弹起来，砸碎了一只茶杯。

我们大家气得发疯。我们把罐头拿到岸上放在草地上。哈里斯找来一块又大又尖的石头，我拿了一根又长又粗的木头。乔治拿着罐头，哈里斯把石头尖对准了罐头的顶盖，我高高举起木头，使足了力量，狠命砸下去。

那天乔治全靠他的帽子才大难不死，他至今还保存着那顶帽子。每当冬夜来临，大家聊着自己知道的各种各样的历险，乔治就会把这顶帽子拿出来向朋友们展示一番，并把他的故事复述一遍，还不免要添油加醋。

哈里斯还好，伤得不太重。

后来我又接过那个罐头，又敲又打，直弄得我精疲力尽，垂头丧气。哈里斯又接着去锤打。

我们把罐头锤得又细又长，又敲得又正又方。我们拿着木头把罐头敲成了各种各样的形状——偏偏就敲不开一个小孔。然后乔治又拿过去敲打，敲得罐头成了个稀奇古怪，狰狞可怕的形状。乔治自己都害怕起来，干脆把木头扔了。我们三个人围着罐头坐在草地上，愣愣地看着它。

罐头顶上有一条粗粗的横线，好像咧着的嘴，冲着我们狞笑。我们越发怒气冲冲。哈里斯狠狠冲过去，一把抓起来，使劲扔出去，扔到河中心。我们看着它沉下去，用很难听的话骂它，然后上了船，离开那个鬼地方，直到梅登黑德才停脚。

我们急急忙忙驶过梅登黑德，等过了它慢慢才把速度减下来。快到库克姆时我们停下船，喝了下午茶。等我们通过水闸时已经是暮色苍茫了。

那天有点儿风，好像老天爷打错了主意，风从我们背后吹来，这可真是十分难得。不过，那天下午的风的确大大助了我们一臂之力，船飞也似地奔驰起来。

河上除了三个老头儿，再没有其他人影。他们坐在船上钓鱼。我们靠上去的时候，才看清楚他们都上了年纪，而且还特别一本正经的样子，眼睛一眨不眨地盯着钓鱼线。太阳快落山了，向水面射出万道灿烂的金光，美不胜收，我们也仿佛驶进了一片神奇的土地。

可是，实际上我们并没有驶进那神奇的地方，而是径直地朝着三个老头的船冲了过去。起初我们还不知道出了什么事情但是从夜幕中传来呼喊声，我们揣测附近有人，而且人家还十分愤怒和不满。原来，我们把三个老头儿从椅子上撞落到船底挤成一堆。他们一边吃力地爬起来，把撒落的鱼儿从自己身上拿开，一边冲着我们叫骂——不仅仅是些寻常的话，他们的叫骂还涉及我们本人，以及我们的三亲六眷。

哈里斯喊了一嗓子：“高兴点儿吧！这么好的事摊到你们头上。”他又说，像他们这么一把年纪的人还破口大骂，实在让他痛心。

可是三个老头儿并不买哈里斯的账？

到了马洛，我们在桥边上了岸，去旅馆过夜。


Chapter 12
Montmorency and the cat

On Monday morning, we got up quite early and we went to swim before breakfast. On the way back, Montmorency behaved very stupidly.

The only thing that Montmorency and I disagree about is cats. I like cats. Montmorency does not.

When I meet a cat, I say hello to it. Then I bend down and I stroke it gently, behind the ears and along the side of its head. The cat likes this. It puts its tail up and it pushes itself against my legs. And there is love and peace. When Montmorency meets a cat, everybody knows about it, and a lot of bad words are used.

I do not really blame Montmorency (usually I just hit him, or throw stones at him), because dogs are like that. They hate cats. But that morning, Montmorency wished that he had not argued with a cat.

As we were coming back from the river, a cat ran out from one of the houses, and it began to walk across the road. Montmorency saw the cat, gave a shout of real happiness, and ran after it.

It was a big, black cat. I have never seen a bigger cat. It had lost half its tail and one of its ears, but it looked calm and happy.

Montmorency ran at that cat as fast as he could, but the cat did not hurry. It did not seem to understand that its life was in danger. It walked on quietly until the enemy was near it. Then it turned and sat down in the middle of the road. It looked at Montmorency in a quiet way, and it seemed to say,

'Yes? You want me?'

Montmorency is quite a brave dog, but there was something in the way the cat looked at him. It frightened him. He stopped suddenly, and he looked at the cat. They did not speak, of course, but it was easy to imagine their conversation.

THE CAT: Can I do anything for you?

MONTMORENCY: No... no, thanks.

THE CAT: Do please tell me if there is something you want, won't you?

MONTMORENCY (who moves backwards down the road): Oh, no. Not at all... certainly... I... I'm afraid I've made a mistake. I thought I knew you... I'm sorry.

THE CAT: Not at all. Are you quite sure you don't want anything now?

MONTMORENCY (who continues to move back): Not at all... thanks... not at all... very kind of you... Good morning.

THE CAT: Good morning.

Then the cat stood up and continued along the road. Montmorency, with his tail between his legs, walked behind us. He hoped that nobody would notice him.

Now, if you say 'Cats!' to Montmorency, he looks up at you, and his eyes beg you, 'No, please!'

After this we did our shopping, went back to the boat, and moved off along the river again. However, at Hambledon lock, we found that we had no water. So we went to ask the lock-keeper for some. George spoke for us. He said, 'Oh, please, could you give us a little water?'

'Of course,' the old man replied. 'Just take what you want and leave the rest.'

'Thank you very much,' George said, and he looked round. 'But where is it?'

'It's where it always is, my boy,' the lock-keeper answered. 'It's behind you.'

George looked round again. 'I can't see it,' he said.

'Why? Where are your eyes?' the man said, and he turned George towards the river.

'Oh!' George cried. 'But we can't drink the river, you know.'

'No, but you can drink some of it,' the old man replied. 'That's what I've drunk for fifteen years.'

We got some water from another house.

After we had got our water, we went on towards Wargrave, but before we got there, we stopped for lunch.

We were sitting in a field near the river, and we were just going to start eating. Harris was preparing the food, and George and I were waiting with our plates.

'Have you got a spoon?' Harris asked. 'I need a spoon.'

The basket was behind us, and George and I both turned to get a spoon. It took about five seconds. When we looked back again, Harris and the food had gone. It was an open field, and there were no trees. There was nowhere to hide. He had not fallen in the river, because we were between him and the water.

George and I looked round. Then we looked at each other. Harris had gone — disappeared! Sadly, we looked again at the place where Harris and the food had been. And then, to our horror, we saw Harris's head — and only his head — in the grass. The face was very red and very angry.

George was the first to speak.

'Say something!' he cried. 'Are you alive or dead? Where is the rest of you?'

'Oh, don't be so stupid!' Harris's head said. 'It's your fault. You made me sit there. You did it to annoy me! Here, take the food!'

And from the middle of the grass the food appeared, and then Harris came out, dirty and wet.

Harris had not known that he had been sitting on the edge of a hole. The grass had hidden it. Then, suddenly, he had fallen backwards into it. He said he had not known what was happening to him. He thought, at first, that it was the end of the world.

Harris still believes that George and I planned it.



stroke v. to draw one's hand gently over the surface of, as in caressing. 轻抚。

tail n. the rear end of an animal's body. 尾巴。

enemy n. a person who hates another, and wishes or tries to injure him. 敌人，敌手。

conversation n. a talking together. 交谈。

spoon n. a thing for eating food. 勺子。

horror n. the strong feeling caused by something frightful or shocking. 恐惧。

fault n. error, misdeed, mistake. 错误。


12　“元帅”和猫
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星期一早晨，我们起得很早，早饭前在河里洗了一个澡。就在回来的路上，“元帅”干了一件天大的蠢事。

我和“元帅”只在一个问题上存在分歧，那就是对猫的看法：我喜欢猫，而“元帅”却不。

我每次遇到猫，总会亲切地招呼它，俯下身轻轻抚摸它，摸摸它的耳后和脑袋旁边。猫呢，喜欢的就是这一套，它会竖起尾巴，把身体在我的腿上蹭蹭，充满了温柔和恬静的感觉。可是如果“元帅”遇见猫，那准会搅得四邻不安，直招别人的骂。

我倒并不责怪“元帅”（通常不过敲它一下，或者用石子扔它），因为狗的本性就是这样，它们就是恨猫。但那天早上，它却宁可自己没有去招惹那只猫。

我们从河边回来时，一只猫从某间屋子里蹿出来，穿过马路。“元帅”一看见猫，无比幸福地发出一声欢呼，就追了下去。

那是一只又大又黑的猫。我从来没有见过这么大的猫，虽然掉了半只尾巴和一只耳朵，看上去还是一副泰然自若，满不在乎的样子。

“元帅”使足了劲儿去追那只猫，可猫却不慌不忙，若无其事的，似乎没有意识到生命已受到威胁。它仍然不动声色地走着，直到敌人走近了才转过身，坐在马路中间，冷静地看着“元帅”，好像在说：

“怎么，你找我吗？”

“元帅”向来是只勇猛顽强的狗，可那只黑猫凛然看他的眼神却使这条英勇非凡的狗吓得矮了半截。它突然站住，瞪着眼看着黑猫。当然双方一言不发，但很容易想像它们俩的谈话内容。

黑猫：“我能为您效劳吗？”

“元帅”：“没……没什么事，谢谢。”

黑猫：“您有什么要求，就请坦率地说，好吗？”

“元帅”（身子沿着马路退后几步）：“不，一点儿也没有。我……恐怕……是个误会。我还以为认识您的……对不起。”

黑猫：“没关系。您当真没什么要求吗？”

“元帅”（还往后退着）：“没……没有。什么也没有……谢谢……没有……您真太好了，早上好。”

黑猫：“早上好。”

于是黑猫站起来，继续沿着马路往前走。“元帅”尾巴夹在两腿之间，躲在我们身后，盼着别人都没有注意到它。

直到今天，只要你对“元帅”一提“猫！”它就会仰头望着你，可怜巴巴的样子好像在说：“请别再提了。”

这番历险之后，我们去买东西，买完东西又上了船，起航。不久到了汉布尔登水闸才发现水喝光了。我们到水闸看守人那里要水，乔治是我们的发言人。他说：“请您帮个忙，给我们一点儿水，好吗？”

“当然可以，”老汉答道，“要多少拿多少，剩下的还放在那儿就行了。”

“太谢谢您啦，”乔治向两边看了看，“可您的水在哪儿？”

“总在那个老地方嘛，我的孩子，”看闸人说，“就在你背后。”

乔治又看看四周：“我还是看不见啊！”他说。

“怎么，你的眼睛长哪儿去了？”老汉说着把乔治的身子转向河面。

“哦！”乔治喊了一声，“可您知道，我们总不能把河水都喝了呀！”

“是啊，可是你可以喝一点儿啊！”老人回答，“我喝这水喝了十五年了。”

最后，还是从另外一家讨来点儿水。

水有了，我们又驶向沃格雷夫。还没有到那里，我们就停船吃午餐。

坐在水边的草地上，大家准备吃午餐。哈里斯正在做饭，乔治和我拿着盘子等着。

“你们谁有一把勺子？”哈里斯问，“我要个勺子。”

篮子就放在我们身后，乔治和我转身去拿勺子。统共不到五秒钟，我们回身一看，哈里斯和吃的东西都不见了。那是一片空荡荡的草地，周围没有一棵树，没有地方可以躲藏。他也不可能掉进河里，因为我们坐在他和河水之间。

乔治和我四周看了看，又相对瞠目而视。哈里斯不见了！——失踪了！我们伤心地转过头看看刚才哈里斯和午饭还在的地方。不看还罢，这一看吓得我们魂飞天外！——我们看见哈里斯的头——只有一个脑袋在草地上，脸胀得通红，十分生气的样子。

乔治首先恢复神态，说了话：

“快说！”他喊道，“你到底活着，还是死了，你的身体哪儿去了？”

“呸！别装傻了，”哈里斯的脑袋开口说，“还不是你们搞的鬼，逼我坐在这里，不让我有好日子过！快，拿着饭！”

草地中间出来了午饭，随后哈里斯也爬了出来，浑身上下又脏又湿。

哈里斯没有意识到刚才坐在一个洞口上。茂草掩盖了洞口，他突然就向后掉了下去。他说起初也想不明白到底怎么回事，只道是世界末日来临了！

哈里斯至今仍然以为是乔治和我搞的阴谋。


Chapter 13
Harris and the swans

After lunch, we moved on to Wargrave and Shiplake, and then to Sonning. We got out of the boat there, and we walked about for an hour or more. It was too late then to go on past Reading, so we decided to go back to one of the Shiplake islands. We would spend the night there.

When we had tied the boat up by one of the islands, it was still early. George said it would be a good idea to have a really excellent supper. He said we could use all kinds of things, and all the bits of food we had left. We could make it really interesting, and we could put everything into one big pan together. George said he would show us how to do it.

We liked this idea, so George collected wood to make a fire. Harris and I started to prepare the potatoes. This became a very big job. We began quite happily. However, by the time we had finished our first potato, we were feeling very miserable. There was almost no potato left. George came and looked at it.

'Oh, that's no good. You've done it wrong! Do it like this!' he said.

We worked very hard for twenty-five minutes. At the end of that time we had done four potatoes. We refused to continue.

George said it was stupid to have only four potatoes, so we washed about six more. Then we put them in the pan without doing anything else to them. We also put in some carrots and other vegetables. But George looked at it, and he said there was not enough. So then we got out both the food baskets. We took out all the bits of things that were left, and we put them in, too. In fact, we put in everything we could find. I remember that Montmorency watched all this, and he looked very thoughtful. Then he walked away. He came back a few minutes later with a dead rat in his mouth. He wanted to give it to us for the meal. We did not know if he really wanted to put it in the pan, or if he wanted to tell us what he thought about the meal. Harris said he thought it would be all right to put the rat in. However, George did not want to try anything new.

It was a very good meal. It was different from other meals. The potatoes were a bit hard, but we had good teeth, so it did not really matter.

After supper Harris was rather disagreeable — I think it was the meal which caused this. He is not used to such rich food. George and I decided to go for a walk in Henley, but we left Harris in the boat. He said he was going to have a glass of whisky, smoke his pipe, and then get the boat ready for the night. We were on an island, so when we came back we would shout from the river bank. Then Harris would come in the boat and get us. When we left, we said to him, 'Don't go to sleep!'

Henley was very busy, and we met quite a lot of people we knew in town. The time passed very quickly. When we started off on our long walk back, it was eleven o'clock.

It was a dark and miserable night. It was quite cold, and it was raining a bit. We walked through the dark, silent fields, and we talked quietly to each other. We wondered if we were going the right way. We thought of our nice, warm, comfortable boat. We thought of Harris, and Montmorency, and the whisky — and we wished that we were there.

We imagined that we were inside our warm little boat, tired and a little hungry, with the dark, miserable river outside. We could see ourselves — we were sitting down to supper there; we were passing cold meat and thick pieces of bread to each other. We could hear the happy sounds of our knives and our laughing voices. We hurried to make it real.

After some time, we found the river, and that made us happy. We knew that we were going the right way. We passed Shiplake at a quarter to twelve, and then George said, quite slowly. 'You don't remember which island it was, do you?'

'No, I don't,' I replied, and I began to think carefully. 'How many are there?'

'Only four,' George answered. 'It'll be all right, if Harris is awake.'

'And if he isn't awake?' I asked.

But we decided not to think about that.

When we arrived opposite the first island, we shouted, but there was no answer. So we went to the second island, and we tried there. The result was the same.

'Oh, I remember now,' George said. 'It was the third one.'

And, full of hope, we ran to the third one, and we called out. There was no answer.

It was now becoming serious. It was after midnight. The hotels were all full, and we could not go round all the houses and knock on doors at midnight! George said that perhaps we could go back to Henley, find a policeman and hit him. He would arrest us and take us to a police station, and then we would have somewhere to sleep. But then we thought, 'Perhaps he won't arrest us. Perhaps he'll just hit us, too!' We could not fight policemen all night.

We tried the fourth island, but there was still no reply. It was raining hard now, and it was not going to stop. We were very cold, and wet, and miserable. We began to wonder if there were only four islands, or if we were on the wrong bit of the river. Everything looked strange and different in the darkness.

Just when we had lost all hope, I suddenly saw a strange light. It was over by the trees, on the opposite side of the river. I shouted as loudly as I could.

We waited in silence for a moment, and then (Oh, how happy we were!) we heard Montmorency bark.

We continued to shout for about five minutes, and then we saw the lights of the boat. It was coming towards us slowly. We heard Harris's sleepy voice. He was asking where we were.

Harris seemed very strange. It was more than tiredness. He brought the boat to our side of the river. He stopped, at a place where we could not get into the boat, and then immediately he fell asleep.

We had to scream and yell to wake him up again. At last we did wake him up, and we got into the boat.

Harris looked very sad. In fact, he looked like a man who had had a lot of trouble. We asked him if anything had happened, and he said, 'Swans!'

We had left the boat near a swan's nest, and, soon after George and I had left, Mrs Swan came back. She started to shout at Harris. However, Harris managed to chase her away, and she went to fetch her husband. Harris said he had had quite a hard battle with these two swans. But he had fought bravely and, in the end, he defeated them.

Half an hour later they returned — with eighteen more swans. There was another terrible battle. Harris said the swans had tried to pull him and Montmorency from the boat and drown them. But, once again, Harris fought bravely, for four hours, and he had killed them all. Then they had all swum away to die.

'How many swans did you say there were?' George asked.

'Thirty-two,' Harris replied, sleepily.

'You said eighteen before,' George said.

'No, I didn't,' Harris answered. 'I said twelve. Do you think I can't count?'

We never discovered what had really happened. We asked Harris about it the next morning, but he said, 'What swans?' And he seemed to think that George and I had been dreaming.

Oh, how wonderful it was to be in the boat again! We ate a very good supper, and then we thought we would have some whisky. But we could not find it. We asked Harris what he had done with it, but he did not seem to understand. The expression on Montmorency's face told us that he knew something, but he said nothing.

I slept well that night, although Harris did wake me up ten times or more. He was looking for his clothes. He seemed to be worrying about his clothes all night.

Twice he made George and me get up, because he wanted to see if we were lying on his trousers. George got quite angry the second time.

'Whatever do you want your trousers for? It's the middle of the night!' he cried. 'Why don't you lie down and go to sleep?'

The next time I woke up Harris said he could not find his shoes. And I can remember that once he pushed me over onto my side. 'Wherever can that umbrella be?' he was saying.



swan n. a big white bird with a long neck. 天鹅。

island n. a land mass not as large as a continent, surrounded by water. 岛屿。

carrot n. a plant with a fleshy, oranged-red root. 胡萝卜。

disagreeable adj. bad-tempered, unfriendly. 不友好的。

make it real to bring it into reality. 变为现实。

result n. anything that comes about as a consequence or outcome of some action. 结果，结局。

tiredness n. the state of losing physical strength. 疲惫。

yell v. to shout very loudly. 大声喊叫。

nest n. a place that a bird make to have its eggs. 巢穴。

chase away to run after, to drive away. 轰走。

expression n. a look, sign, etc. that shows feeling or meaning. 表情。


13　哈里斯与天鹅
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午饭之后，我们继续驶向沃格雷夫和希普雷克，然后再去松宁。在那里下了船，游览了一个多小时。来不及赶到雷丁了，所以我们决定回到希普雷克，在那里找一个小岛过夜。

我们在一个小岛上拴好了船，天色尚早。乔治说要是能真正做上一顿可口的晚餐那该多好啊！还说可以把所有的东西，剩的饭都做到一起，那才有味道呢！我们可以把这些东西都放在一只大锅里。乔治要给我们露一手，表演一下怎么做。

这个主意太妙了。乔治便去找木头生火，哈里斯和我准备弄土豆。真没想到工程如此浩大。刚开始的时候我们还挺高兴，可是刚削完第一个土豆，我们就已经痛苦不堪了。一个土豆几乎削得没剩多少了。乔治走过来一看，说：

“哦，这样削可不行。你们把东西全糟塌了。看，像我这样削。”

我们辛辛苦苦地干了二十五分钟，才削好了四个，我们坚决不干了。

乔治说只有四个土豆也太不像话了。因此我们又洗了六个，没削没刮，就那么放在锅里，又放了一些胡萝卜和其他蔬菜。可是乔治看看，说还是不够。我们只好把两个装食物的篮子都拿出来了，把剩下的所有的东西都放进锅里。说实在的，我们把能找到的都放进去了。我还记得在整个烹饪过程中，“元帅”一直心事重重地看着，又走开了。过了一会儿，他叼着一只死耗子回来了，想给我们的晚餐作点贡献。到底它是真的想把死耗子放进锅里呢，还是想告诉我们这是它对晚餐的看法呢，我们不得而知。哈里斯说放进去很好，可是乔治不想搞什么新的试验。

这顿饭确实很好，与以往吃的都不同。土豆有些硬，但因为我们的牙好，所以也没什么大问题。

哈里斯吃罢晚饭变得有些不太友好——我想这一定是那顿饭在作怪，他还不适应那么丰盛的食物。乔治和我打算到亨利城里面转一转，把哈里斯留在船上。他说他要喝一杯威士忌，抽斗烟，再把船弄好，准备过夜。我们停在一个岛上，所以回来的时候只要在岸上喊上一声，哈里斯就把船摇过来接我们。临行的时候，我们叮嘱他：“可别睡着了！”

亨利城里面十分热闹，我们在那里碰见不少伦敦城里的熟人。时间过得真快，我们动身回来时，已经十一点了，还有长长的一段路要走。

那是个阴沉可怕的夜晚，冷气逼人，又下着小雨。我们穿过黑暗寂静的旷野，低声谈着话，心里直犯嘀咕，也不知道走的路对不对。一想到我们那个温暖，舒适的小船，想到哈里斯和“元帅”，还有威士忌——真不如就呆在船上呢。

我们想像自己拖着饥饿、疲惫的身子回到船上，周围是阴森可怕的河水。我们仿佛看见自己坐下来吃着晚餐，互相递着冷肉和一片片厚厚的面包；我们仿佛听见刀叉叮当作响，听到自己阵阵的笑语。我们归心似箭，要尽快实现这个梦想。

又过了一段时间，我们终于到了河边，心中才高兴起来，知道自己走的路没有错。我们经过希普雷克的时候是十一点三刻，乔治慢吞吞地问道：“你还记得咱们住的那个小岛，是吗？”

“不，记不得了，”我回答说，然后我也开始使劲儿想，“一共有几个岛啊？”

“只有四个，”乔治回答，“只要哈里斯醒着，准能找到。”

“要是他没醒着怎么办？”我问。

我们打定主意不去那么想。

我们走到第一个岛对面大喊大叫，可是毫无回音。我们又跑到第二个岛对面又喊，还是没有回音。

“哦，我想起来了，”乔治说，“我们住的是第三个岛。”

我们满怀希望地跑到第三个岛又喊了一通，还是没有回音。

这样，问题就严重了。时间已过半夜，旅馆也早已客满，我们总不能走遍全城，半夜里一家一家挨着敲门吧！乔治说也许我们应该回亨利城，找个警察，把他打一顿，他就会把我们抓起来带到派出所。那样我们就有地方睡觉了。可是转念一想：“说不定警察不抓我们，只是把我们揍一顿呢！”我们不能整个晚上都和警察打架。

我们又摸索到第四个岛，同样毫无结果。雨下得越来越大，没有要停的样子。我们又冷又湿，狼狈不堪。我们开始怀疑起来：到底是不是只有四个小岛呢，还是我们走到了另一个河岸？漆黑一片，一切都变幻莫测。

正在我们绝望的时候，我忽然看见一道奇异的光，从河对岸的树林里透了出来，于是我扯着嗓子喊起来。

我们静静等了一会儿。啊！我们听见“元帅”吠叫（哦！我们太高兴了！）

我们又声嘶力竭地喊了五分钟，才看见小船上的灯光慢慢地向我们移过来，又听见哈里斯迷迷糊糊的声音，问我们在哪里。

哈里斯显得有点奇怪，不像是一般的困倦。他把船靠到岸边，停下来，可那个地方我们根本无法上船，而他自己却又马上睡着了。

我们只能喊着，尖叫着才能把他弄醒。他好不容易醒过来，我们这才得以上船。

哈里斯看上去十分难过，就好像经历了一场大劫难。我们问他到底发生了什么事儿，他说了两个字：“天鹅！”

原来，我们把船停在了天鹅巢的旁边。就在我和乔治起身刚走，天鹅太太回来了。她冲着哈里斯直嚷嚷，而哈里斯呢，使出浑身解数把天鹅太太赶走。于是她把她丈夫拉来了。哈里斯说他和两只天鹅战斗得异常激烈，哈里斯愈战愈勇，最后大获全胜。

过了半个小时，它们卷土重来——又带来了十八只天鹅！又是一场昏天黑地的战斗。那些天鹅要把哈里斯和“元帅”拖到水里去，淹死他们。哈里斯再次以大无畏的精神又战斗了四个小时，把它们全部歼灭。它们只能游到别的地方，等死去吧！

“你说一共有多少只天鹅？”乔治问道。

“三十二只。”哈里斯半睡半醒地回答说。

“可你刚才不是说十八只吗？”乔治说。

“我可没说，”哈里斯咕哝道，“我说的是十二只。你当我不会数数啊？”

到底那场天鹅战争是怎么一回事，我们始终没搞清楚，第二天早上我们问起哈里斯这件事，他却说：“什么天鹅？”他以为乔治和我一直还做着梦呢！

哦，重新回到船上可真好！我们美美地吃了一顿晚餐。本来还想好好地喝上点儿威士忌，却怎么也找不着。我们审问哈里斯，把威士忌搞到哪里去了，他一派茫然无知的样子，根本不懂我们在谈什么。可“元帅”脸上的表情却好像告诉我们，它知道些内幕，但它什么也不说。

我那天晚上睡得很好，尽管哈里斯把我吵醒了十好几回。他一直在找衣服，似乎一晚上尽担心他的衣服了。

他把乔治和我推醒了两次，就是为了看看我们有没有压在他的裤子上，第二次的时候，乔治气坏了。

“你半夜三更起来找裤子，到底要干嘛？”乔治喊道，“干嘛不躺下来好好去睡觉。”

我第二次醒来时，哈里斯说找不着鞋了。后来我还记得他把我推了一个个儿，还在说：“我的伞能去哪儿呢？”


Chapter 14
Work, washing, and fishing

We woke up late the next morning, and it was about ten o'clock when we moved off. We had already decided that we wanted to make this a good day's journey.

We agreed that we would row, and not tow, the boat. Harris said that George and I should row, and he would steer. I did not like this idea at all. I said that he and George should. row, so that I could rest a little. I thought that I was doing too much of the work on this trip. I was beginning to feel strongly about it.

I always think that I am doing too much work. It is not because I do not like work. I do like it. I find it very interesting. I can sit and look at it for hours. You cannot give me too much work. I like to collect it. My study is full of it.

And I am very careful with my work, too. Why, some of the work in my study has been there for years, and it has not got dirty or anything. That is because I take care of it.

However, although I love work, I do not want to take other people's work from them. But I get it without asking for it, and this worries me.

George says that I should not worry about it. In fact, he thinks that perhaps I should have more work. However, I expect he only says that to make me feel better.

In a boat, I have noticed that each person thinks that he is doing all the work. Harris's idea was that both George and I had let him do all the work. George said that Harris never did anything except eat and sleep. He, George, had done all the work. He said that he had never met such lazy people as Harris and me.

That amused Harris.

'George! Work!' he laughed. 'If George worked for half an hour, it would kill him. Have you ever seen George work?' he added, and he turned to me.

I agreed with Harris that I had never seen George work.

'Well, how can you know?' George answered Harris. 'You're always asleep. Have you ever seen Harris awake, except at meal times?' George asked me.

I had to tell the truth and agree with George. Harris had done very little work in the boat.

'Oh, come on! I've done more than old J., anyway,' Harris replied.

'Well, it would be difficult to do less,' George added.

'Oh, him, he thinks he's a passenger and doesn't need to work!' Harris said.

And that was how grateful they were to me, after I had brought them and their old boat all the way up from Kingston; after I had organized everything for them; and after I had taken care of them!

Finally, we decided that Harris and George would row until we got past Reading, and then I would tow the boat from there.

We reached Reading at about eleven o'clock. We did not stay long, though, because the river is dirty there. However, after that it becomes very beautiful. Goring, on the left, and Streatley, on the right, are both very pretty places. Earlier, we had decided to go on to Wallingford that day, but the river was lovely at Streatley. We left our boat at the bridge, and we went into the village. We had lunch at a little pub, and Montmorency enjoyed that.

We stayed at Streatley for two days, and we took our clothes to be washed. We had tried to wash them ourselves, in the river, and George had told us what to do. This was not a success! Before we washed them, they were very, very dirty, but we could just wear them. After we had washed them, they were worse than before. However, the river between Reading and Henley was cleaner because we had taken all the dirt from it, and we had washed it into our clothes. The woman who washed them at Streatley made us pay three times the usual price.

We paid her, and did not say a word about the cost.

The river near Streatley and Goring is excellent for fishing. You can sit and fish there all day.

Some people do sit and fish all day. They never catch any fish, of course. You may catch a dead cat or two, but you will not catch any fish. When you go for a walk by the river, the fish come and stand half out of the water, with their mouths open for bread. And if you go swimming, they all come and stare at you and get in your way. But you cannot catch them.

On the second evening, George and I and Montmorency (I do not know where Harris was) went for a walk to Wallingford. On the way back to the boat, we stopped at a little pub, by the river.

We went in and sat down. There was an old man there. He was smoking a pipe, and we began to talk to him.

He told us that it had been a fine day today, and we told him that it had been a fine day yesterday. Then we all told each other that we thought it would be a fine day tomorrow.

We told him that we were on holiday on the river, and that we were going to leave the next day. Then we stopped talking for a few minutes, and we began to look round the room. We noticed a glass case on the wall. In it there was a very big fish.

The old man saw that we were looking at this fish.

'Ah,' he said, 'that's a big fish, isn't it?'

'Yes, it is,' I replied.

'Yes,' the old man continued, 'it was sixteen years ago. I caught him just by the bridge.'

'Did you, really?' George asked.

'Yes,' the man answered. 'They told me he was in the river. I said I'd catch him, and I did. You don't see many fish as big as that one now. Well, good night, then.' And he went out.

After that, we could not take our eyes off the fish. It really was a fine fish. We were still looking at it when another man came in. He had a glass of beer in his hand, and he also looked at the fish.

'That's a fine, big fish, isn't it?' George said to him.

'Ah, yes,' the man replied. He drank some of his beer, and then he added, 'Perhaps you weren't here when it was caught?'

'No,' we said, and we explained that we did not live there. We said that we were only there on holiday.

'Ah, well,' the man went on, 'it was nearly five years ago that I caught that fish.'

'Oh, did you catch it then?' I asked.

'Yes,' he replied. 'I caught him by the lock... Well, good night to you.'

Five minutes later a third man came in and described how he had caught the fish, early one morning. He left, and another man came in and sat down by the window.

Nobody spoke for some time. Then George turned to the man and said, 'Excuse me, I hope you don't mind, but my friend and I, who are only on holiday here, would like to ask you a question. Could you tell us how you caught that fish?'

'Who told you that I caught that fish?' he asked.

We said that nobody had told us. We just felt that he was the man who had caught it.

'Well, that's very strange,' he answered, with a little laugh. 'You're right. I did catch it.' And he went on to tell us how he had done it, and that it had taken him half an hour to land it.

When he left, the landlord came in to talk to us. We told him the different stories we had heard about his fish. He was very amused and we all laughed about it. And then he told us the real story of the fish.

He said that he had caught it himself, years ago, when he was a boy. It was a lovely, sunny afternoon, and instead of going to school, he went fishing. That was when he caught the fish. Everyone thought he was very clever. Even his teacher thought he had done well and did not punish him.

He had to go out of the room just then, and we turned to look at the fish again. George became very excited about it, and he climbed up onto a chair to see it better.

And then George fell, and he caught hold of the glass case to save himself. It came down, with George and the chair on top of it.

'Is the fish all right?' I cried.

'I hope so,' George said. He stood up carefully and looked round. But the fish was lying on the floor — in a thousand pieces!

It was not a real fish.



journey n. traveling from one place to another, trip. 旅程，旅途。

row v. to move, propel a boat on water by or as by using oars. 划船。

study n. a room designed for studying, writing, reading. 书房。

amuse v. to make laugh, smile. 逗乐，逗笑。

passenger n. a person, traveling in a train, bus, boat, etc. 乘客，旅客。

stare at v. fix one's eyes on... 盯着看，瞪着。

get in one's way to hinder, prevent. 阻挡，挡着你的路。

case n. a kind of box with glass in the front. 玻璃匣子，盒子。

explain v. to make clear, plain. 说明，解释。

describe v. to tell about, to picture in words. 描述。

landlord n. the owner of a pub. 酒馆老板。

punish v. to cause a person to be under suffering for a wrongdoing. 惩罚。


14　干活、洗衣和钓鱼
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第二天早晨我们很晚才醒，直到十点钟才出发。我们已经打定主意，今天要好好地玩上一天。

我们一致同意，今天改划船，不拉纤了。哈里斯说乔治和我应该划船，他来掌舵。我根本不同意。我说应该让他和乔治划船，而让我休息休息。我觉得在这次旅程中，我干的活儿太多了，对此我愈发不能忍受了。

每次我都觉得自己干的活儿太多了。这倒不是我不喜欢干活儿。我热爱工作，也感到工作很有趣。我能坐着几个小时看要干的活儿。你给我多少工作，我都不嫌多，因为我喜欢收藏，书房里都堆满了。

这些工作，我可爱惜呢。很多放在书房里有年头了，可是一点儿灰尘都没有。那是因为我爱护它们。

尽管我喜欢工作，可我不想把别人的工作也揽过来。往往是我没要求，它却找上门儿来，真让我烦恼。

乔治劝我对这个问题不必太在意。实际上，他觉得我应该再多干点儿呢。我把他说的这些只当成安慰我的话。

我注意到，无论在哪条船上，每个人都觉得自己把所有的活儿都干了。哈里斯觉得乔治和我让他干了所有的活儿。乔治说哈里斯除了睡觉吃饭，什么也没干。只有他——乔治，才真正把什么都包了。他说，从来没有见过像我和哈里斯这么懒的人。

哈里斯听了此话又好气，又好笑。

“什么？！乔治干活儿？”他笑道，“他只要干上半个小时准得要了他的命！你见过乔治干过活儿没有？”他转过脸来问我。

我同意哈里斯的话，确实没见乔治干过活儿。

“哼！你们怎么会知道我干的活儿呢？”乔治反驳哈里斯一句。“你总在睡，睡，还是睡！你看见过哈里斯醒的时候吗？除了吃饭？”他转过脸来问我。

我只能说实话，支持乔治的说法，哈里斯在船上确实没干过什么。

“哦，得了，我总比老杰干得多吧，”哈里斯回答说。

“是的，想比他干得更少有点不大可能。”乔治附和道。

“他呀，把自己当成船上的乘客，不必工作！”哈里斯说。

这就是他们对我的报答！我把他们两个和这条破船从金斯敦一直拉到这里，为他们安排好一切，照顾他们一路，这就是他们对我的报答！

最后我们决定由哈里斯和乔治把船划到雷丁，从雷丁以后由我来拉纤。

将近十一点钟，我们到了雷丁。我们没在那里久留，因为河水很不干净。然而雷丁以上那一段河上风光就非常可爱了。左边有戈灵，右边是斯特雷特利，都是景致优美的地方，我们本来打算当天赶到沃灵福德，可是斯特雷特利这一带景色使我们流连忘返，我们便在桥边弃舟登岸，走进了这个小村庄，在一个小酒馆吃了午餐，“元帅”在这里也玩得很开心。

我们在斯特雷特利住了两天，把衣服洗了。这次是我们在河里自己洗的，乔治告诉我们怎么洗，我们就怎么洗。结果是令人不堪回首的失败？没洗之前，我们的衣服已经很脏了，但是还可以对付着穿。可是，洗了之后呢，反倒比以前更糟了。不过，从雷丁到亨利的河水一下子更清澈了，因为我们把河里所有污物都收集到一起，洗到我们的衣服里去了。斯特雷特利的洗衣妇管我们要了平常价格的三倍才肯给我们洗。

我们照单付款，一声也没报怨我们的花费。

斯特雷特利和戈灵附近的河上可是个钓鱼的绝佳去处，你可以坐在这儿，整整钓上一天。

确实有人整天坐着钓鱼，当然，就是钓不着。也许你能钓上一两只死猫，可你别想钓着鱼？你在河边散步时，鱼游过来，一半身子立在水外，张着嘴要面包。要是你去游泳，它们全都游过来，瞪着你看，挡着你的路。可是想抓住它们，没门儿。

第二天晚上，乔治，我，还有“元帅”去沃灵福德转了一圈（哈里斯不知道上哪儿去了）。回来的时候，经过河边一家小酒馆，我们歇了歇脚。

我们走进去，坐下来。还有一位老先生也在那里，抽着烟斗，我们便和他聊起来。

他对我们说，今天天气很好。我们对他说，昨天天气也不错。然后我们一起预测，明天天气大概也不会坏。

我们又告诉他我们在河上度假旅行，明天就又要启程了。接着，谈话沉默了一会儿，我们四处打量着屋子，最后眼光转到墙上挂着的一个玻璃匣子，里面装着一条大鱼。

那位老先生看到我们正盯着那条鱼。

“啊，”他说，“真是条大鱼，是吧？”

“是啊，是啊，”我答道。

“那是……”老人继续说，“十六年前了，我在桥边钓上来的。”

“哦，是吗？”乔治问道。

“是的，”老人答道，“他们说河里有一条这样的鱼。我就说，我要把它钓上来，真的就钓上来了。现在这么大个的鱼很少见了。好吧，再见吧。”说着就走了出去。

我们一直还目不转睛地看着那条鱼，真是条出色的鱼。我们正看着，又进来一个人。他手里拿着一杯啤酒，眼睛也盯着那条鱼。

“可真是条大鱼啊！”乔治对那人说。

“啊，是的，”那人回答说。接着喝了一口啤酒，又说道：“这条鱼给钓上来的时候，你们也许还不在这儿吧？”

“不在。”我们对他说，我们不住在这儿，只是来这里度假。

“啊，是这样，”那人说，“五年前吧，我钓到了这条鱼。”

“那么，这鱼是你钓到的？”我问。

“正是的。”他答，“在那边水闸下钓到的……好吧，那么晚安吧。”

五分钟之后，进来了第三个客人，跟我们描述了一番他是怎么样在某个大清早钓着这条鱼的。他走了，又来了一位，在窗口坐下来。

有一会儿，我们都没说话。然后乔治转过去向那个人说道：“请原谅，希望您别介意。我的朋友和我在此度假，恕我们冒昧问您一个问题。请您谈一谈您是怎样钓到那条鱼的，好吗？”

“谁告诉你们说那条鱼是我钓着的？”他问。

我们说，谁也没有告诉我们，不过我们觉得那条鱼是他钓着的？

“啊！真是奇事，”他回答道，笑了起来。“一点儿不错，是我钓着的。”接着他又描述了他怎么钓着的，怎么花了半个小时才把这条鱼拖上岸的。

他走了以后，酒店老板进了屋，来和我们聊天。我们就把刚才听到的各人的故事给他又讲了一遍。他觉得非常有趣，我们一起捧腹大笑。然后他告诉了我们这条鱼真正的来历。

他告诉我们这鱼是他自己钓上来的。那时他还是个毛孩子呢！记得那是个阳光明媚的下午，他没去上学，溜出去钓鱼，这条鱼就是那时钓上来的。大家都夸他聪明，就连老师也说他干得不错，因此没有惩罚他。

这时，老板有事要出去一下，我们又转过头来看着这条鱼发呆。乔治心情激动，抑制不住，连忙爬到椅上看个真切。

突然，乔治摔了下去，他伸手抓住玻璃匣子支撑他一下，谁知它也滑了下来，乔治连人带椅一齐压在上面。

“鱼没事吧？”我叫了一声。

“但愿没事。”乔治说着，小心翼翼地站起身，四下看了看。可是鱼躺在地上——给摔成了几千瓣儿了。

原来，这根本就不是一条真鱼。


Chapter 15
On to Oxford

We left Streatley early the next morning. We were going to Culham, and we wanted to spend the night there. Between Streatley and Wallingford the river is not very interesting. Then from Cleeve there is quite a long piece of the river which has no locks. Most people are pleased about this because it makes everything much easier, but I quite like locks, myself. I remember that George and I nearly had an accident in a lock once...




It was a lovely day, and there were a lot of boats in the lock. Someone was taking a photograph of us all, and the photographer was hoping to sell the picture to the people in the lock. I did not see the photographer at first, but suddenly George started to brush his trousers, and he fixed his hair and put on his hat. Then he sat down with a kind, but sad, expression on his face, and he tried to hide his feet.

My first idea was that he had seen a girl that he knew, and I looked round to see who it was. Everybody in the lock had stopped moving and they all had fixed expressions on their faces. All the girls were smiling prettily, and all the men were trying to look brave and handsome.

Then I saw the photographer and at once I understood. I wondered if I would be in time. Our boat was the first one in the lock, so I must look nice for the man's photograph.

So I turned round quickly and stood in the front of the boat. I arranged my hair carefully, and I tried to make myself look strong and interesting.

We stood and waited for the important moment when the man would actually take the photograph. Just then, someone behind me called out,

'Hi! Look at your nose!'

I could not turn round to see whose nose it was, but I had a quick look at George's nose. It seemed to be all right. I tried to look at my own nose, and that seemed to be all right, too.

'Look at your nose, you stupid fool!' the voice cried again, more loudly this time.

And then another voice called, 'Push your nose out! You two, with the dog!'

We could not turn round because the man was just going to take the photograph. Was it us they were calling to? What was the matter with our noses? Why did they want us to push them out?

But now everybody in the lock started shouting, and a very loud, deep voice from the back called, 'Look at your boat! You, in the red and black caps! If you don't do something quickly, there'll be two dead bodies in that photograph!'

We looked then, and we saw that the nose of our boat was caught in the wooden gate at the front of the lock. The water was rising, and our boat was beginning to turn over. Quickly, we pushed hard against the side of the lock, to move the boat. The boat did move, and George and I fell over on our backs.

We did not come out well in that photograph because the man took it just as we fell over. We had expressions of 'Where am I?' and 'What's happened?' on our faces, and we were waving our feet about wildly. In fact, our feet nearly filled the photograph. You could not see much else.

Nobody bought the photographs. They said they did not want photographs of our feet. The photographer was not very pleased...




We passed Wallingford and Dorchester, and we spent the night at Clifton Hampden, which is a very pretty little village.

The next morning we were up early, because we wanted to be in Oxford by the afternoon. By half past eight we had finished breakfast and we were through Clifton lock. At half past twelve we went through Iffley lock.

From there to Oxford is the most difficult part of the river. First the river carries you to the right, then to the left; then it takes you out into the middle and turns you round three times. We got in the way of a lot of other boats; a lot of other boats got in our way — and a lot of bad words were used.

However, at Oxford we had two good days. There are a lot of dogs in the town. Montmorency had eleven fights on the first day and fourteen on the second. This made him very happy.

If you are thinking of taking a trip on the river, and you are going to start from Oxford, take your own boat (unless you can take someone else's without being discovered).The boats that you can hire on the Thames above Marlow are all right: they do not let too much water in, and they have seats and things. But they are not really boats which you want people to see. The person who hires one of these boats is the kind of person who likes to stay under the trees. He likes to travel early in the morning or late at night, when there are not many people about to look at him. When he sees someone he knows, he gets out of the boat and hides behind a tree. I remember that some friends and I hired one of these boats one summer...




We had written to ask for a boat, and, when we arrived at the boathouse, we gave our names. The man said, 'Oh, yes.' And then he called out to another man, 'Jim, fetch "The Queen of the Thames".'

Five minutes later, Jim came back with a very old piece of wood. He had clearly just dug it up from a hole in the ground. When he dug it up, he had damaged it very badly.

We asked Jim what it was.

'It's "The Queen of the Thames",' he answered.

We laughed at this, and then one of us said, 'All right. Now go and fetch the real boat.'

They said that this was the real boat...



Oxford homeseat of Oxford-shire, home of Oxford University. 牛津，著名的牛津大学所在地。

photographer n. a person who takes pictures. 摄影师。

brush v. to polish, make smooth. 抚平。

fix one's hair to make one's hair tidy. 整理一下头发。

nose n. (in this story) the front of a boat. 船首。Here it was misunderstood as a person's nose.

be filled of be full of, occupied. 占满了。

bought past tense and past participle of buy. 买。

hire v. to rent. 租用。

fetch v. to bring, get; to go after and come back with. 去拿来。

queen n. the wife of a king; a woman who rules over a monarchy in her own right. 皇后，女王。

dig up v. unearth something, discover. 挖掘出。


15　来到牛津
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第二天一大早我们就离开了斯特雷特利。我们计划去卡拉姆，在那里过夜。从斯特雷特利到沃灵福德一带，河上风光平淡无奇。从克利夫以上，好长一段河面上没有一座水闸，对于此，大多数人很满意，因为这样，任何事情就容易多了。对我个人来说，我是十分喜欢水闸的。我还想起有一次乔治和我在一个水闸差点惹出祸来……




那天天气真好，水闸里挤满了船，有人在给我们照相，摄影师想借此把照片卖给水闸里的游客。起初，我没有看见摄影师，却突然看见乔治慌慌张张地把裤子拉平，把头发摆弄摆弄，又把帽子戴上。他坐下来，脸上装出一副和善，但又忧郁的表情，还拼命把两只脚藏起来。

我马上猜想他突然看见了自己认识的姑娘。我四下张望，看看她到底是谁，可是水闸里的人一个个都变成了木头人似的，一动不动，脸上的表情绷得紧紧的。所有的姑娘们都做出优雅的微笑状，所有的男人们都摆出一副勇敢、潇洒的表情。

后来，我看到了摄影师才恍然大悟。我还赶得上吗？我们的船在水闸最前一排，我可一定要在照片上显得好看才行。

于是，我赶快扭过身子，站在船头，仔细理了一下头发，尽量让自己显得英勇又机敏。

我们站在那儿，等待着拍照的关键时刻。这时，忽然我背后有人喊了起来。

“喂！瞧你的鼻子！”

我当然不能回头去看究竟是谁的鼻子，不过，我偷偷瞟了一眼乔治的鼻子，那鼻子好好的。我又使劲儿看看自己的鼻子，也是好端端的。

“瞧瞧你的鼻子！你这个傻瓜！”那人又扯大了嗓门儿叫道。

接着，又有一个声音喊道：“把你们的鼻子挪开，你们两个，带狗的！”

我们实在不能转身，因为摄影师马上就要拍照了。他们是在吆喝我们吗？我们的鼻子出什么问题了？干吗要我们把鼻子挪开呢？

现在，整个水闸里的人都咆哮起来了。从我们背后传来一个洪亮的声音：“看看你们的船！你们两个戴红帽子和黑帽子的家伙。你们要是动作再不快点，照片上会照上两个死人了！”

这时，我们才转身一看，看见我们的船鼻子卡在水闸前的木门里。水在不断升高，我们的船眼看就要翻了。我们赶紧使劲儿向闸门推，总算是把船推离了水闸，可我们两个摔了个仰面朝天。

照片出来时我们简直不成样子。因为恰在我们摔倒的一霎那，摄影师拍了照。我们脸上一副“我这是在哪儿啊？”和“出什么事了？”的表情，四只脚在空中乱舞。说句实在的，我们的脚几乎把照片占满了，没剩下多少风景好看了。

没有一个人买照片。他们说他们才不愿意买只有我们四只脚的照片呢。摄影师呢，也满心不快。




我们又驶过沃灵福德，多切斯特，在兜利夫顿·汉普登过夜，那是个风光十分绮丽的小村庄。

第二天早晨我们起得很早，因为我们想下午的时候赶到牛津。还不到八点半我们就吃完了早餐，通过了克利夫顿水闸。十二点半，我们又驶过了伊夫雷水闸。

可是从那里到牛津的那段水道是最难航行的。一开始，水流一会儿把你冲向右，一会儿冲向左；接着又把你冲到河中央，打三个转儿，一会儿我们的船撞上了很多别人的船；一会儿别人的船又挡了我们的道儿——总不免谩骂声起，恶语伤人。

还好，我们在牛津愉快地玩儿了两天。城里有很多狗，“元帅”到的第一天就打了十一次架；第二天又打了十四次。这下子可过足了瘾。

要是你打算从牛津出发开始河上旅行，最好还是带自己的船去（当然，带了别人的船去也可以，只要别人不察觉）。泰晤士河上在马洛以前租的船倒还不错：不会进太多的水，有坐的地方，配备也齐全。可这些船的外表都不是能让你出风头、摆架子的。租这种游船的人都是性格温和的人，喜欢停在树阴之下。他们大多清晨或者黄昏之后才划船，因为那会儿，没有多少人看他们。他们一旦看见熟人，就会跳出船，躲到树后面去。我还记得有一年夏天，我和几个朋友也租了那样一条船……




我们预先写信去订了一条船。我们到了船坞，报上自己的姓名。那个人说：“哦，对了。”接着，他又叫出来另一个人，“吉姆，去把那艘‘泰晤士河皇后号’拖来。”

五分钟之后，吉姆拖着一截古老的烂木头回来了。很显然是他刚才从地底下挖掘出来的，而且挖掘出土的时候还碰坏了许多地方。

我们问吉姆这玩意是什么。

“是‘泰晤士河皇后号’。”他回答说。

我们大声笑话着，然后其中一人说：“行了，快去把真船拖过来吧！”

可他们说，这的确是条真真正正的游船。


Chapter 16
The journey home

We left Oxford on the third day, to go back home. The weather changed, and, when we left Oxford, it was raining. It continued to rain, not heavily, but all the time.

When the sun is shining, the river turns everything into a golden dream. But when it rains, the river is brown and miserable.

It rained all day, and, at first, we pretended we were enjoying it. We said that it was a nice change. We added that it was good to see the river in all kinds of weather. Harris and I sang a song about how good it was to be free and to be able to enjoy the sun and the rain.

George thought it was much more serious, and he put up the umbrella.

Before lunch, he put the cover on the boat, and it stayed there all afternoon. We just left a little hole, so that we could see out. We stopped for the night, just before Day's lock, and I cannot say that we spent a happy evening.

The rain came down without stopping. Everything in the boat was wet. Supper was not a success. We were all tired of cold meat, and we talked about our favourite foods. When we passed the cold meat to Montmorency, he refused our offer. He went and sat at the other end of the boat, alone.

We played cards after supper. We played for about an hour and a half, and George won ten pence. Harris and I lost five pence each. We decided to stop then, because the game was getting too exciting.

After that we had some whisky, and we sat and talked. George told us about a man he had known. This man had slept on the river, in a wet boat, like ours, and it had made him very ill. Ten days later, the poor man died, in great pain. George said he was quite a young man, so it was very sad.

Then Harris remembered one of his friends who had camped out on a wet night. When he woke up the next morning, he was in great pain, and he was never able to walk again.

So then, of course, we began to talk about other illnesses. Harris said it would be very serious if one of us became ill because we were a long way from a doctor.

After this we really needed something to make us feel a bit happier, so George sang to us. That really made us cry.

After that we could think of nothing else to do, so we went to bed. Well... we undressed and we lay down in the boat. We tried to go to sleep but it was four hours before we did so. At five o'clock we all woke up again, so we got up and had breakfast.

The second day was the same as the first. It rained all day. We sat in our raincoats under the cover, and we travelled slowly along the river. I did try to sing again, but it was not a success.

However, we all agreed that we should continue our trip. We had come to enjoy ourselves for a fortnight on the river, and we were going to finish the trip. If it killed us — well, that would be a sad thing for our friends and families, but we would not give in to the weather.

'It's only two more days,' Harris said, 'and we are young and strong. Perhaps we'll be all right.'

At about four o'clock we began to discuss our plans for that evening. We were a little past Goring then, and we decided to go on to Pangbourne and spend the night there.

'Another happy evening,' George said.

We sat and thought about it. We would be in Pangbourne by five o'clock. We would finish our dinner by half past six. After that we could walk about the village in the rain, or we could sit in a dark little pub.

'It would be more interesting to go to the Alhambra Theatre in London,' Harris said, and he looked out at the sky.

'With supper afterwards at that little French restaurant,' I added.

'Yes, I'm almost sorry we've decided to stay on the boat,' Harris said. Then we were silent for a time.

'I know we've decided to stay and die on this boat,' George said, 'but there is a train which leaves Pangbourne soon after five o'clock. We could be in London in time to get something to eat, and afterwards we could go on to the theatre.'

Nobody said a word. We looked at each other, and we all felt badly about it. We did not speak, but we got out the bag. We looked up the river, and down the river. There was nobody there.

Twenty minutes later, three figures and an ashamed dog quietly left the nearest boathouse, and went towards the station.

We had told the boatman a lie. We had asked him to take care of the boat for us until nine o'clock the next morning. We said we would come back for it then. However, if (only 'if') something happened to stop us from coming back, then we would write to him.

We reached Paddington station at seven o'clock, and we drove straight to the restaurant. We had a light meal and left Montmorency there. Then we went to the theatre. For some reason everybody stared at us, and this made us very happy. Perhaps it was because of our interesting clothes, or because we looked so healthy.

Afterwards we went back to the restaurant, where supper was waiting for us.

We really did enjoy that supper. For ten days we had lived on cold meat and bread, and not much else. We ate and drank without speaking, and then we sat back and rested. We felt good, and thoughtful, and kind.

Then Harris, who was sitting next to the window, pulled back the curtain and looked out into the street. It was still raining, and it was dark and very wet. One or two people hurried past. The rain was running from their umbrellas, and the women were holding up their long skirts.

Harris picked up his glass.

'Well,' he said, 'we've had a good trip, and I'm very grateful to Old Father Thames. But I think we were right to give up and come back. Here's to Three Men well out of a Boat!'

And Montmorency stood on his back legs in front of the window, looked out into the night, and gave a short bark to show that he agreed.



favourite adj. a person or thing regarded with special liking. 偏爱的。

offer n. something given, proposed. 提供的东西。

play cards play games with cards. 玩牌。

camp v. sleep outside in the open air or in tents. 露营。

raincoat n. a waterproof coat for giving protection from rain. 雨衣。

fortnight n. two weeks. 两周。

give in yield, to abandon a claim, fight. 屈服。

theatre n. a place where plays, operas, etc. are presented. 剧院，戏院。

restaurant n. a place where meals can be bought and eaten. 餐厅。

ashamed adj. feeling shame, as from doing something bad, wrong, foolish. 害羞的，感到羞愧的。

curtain n. a piece of cloth. etc., sometimes arranged so that it can be drawn up or sideways, hung for decoration, as at a window. 窗帘。

give up to stop doing something; cease. 放弃。


16　返航归家
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第三天，我们从牛津启航回家。离开牛津的时候，天气变了，下起了雨。从那以后，雨一直在下，虽然不大，可却始终没有停过。

阳光灿烂的日子里，河水把一切都变成了金色的梦；可是天一下雨，河水变得浑浊而凄凉。

整天下着雨，起初，我们还装出一副怡然自得的样子。我们说换换口味也好，我们喜欢看不同天气下的河流是什么样子，哈里斯和我唱着歌，唱着自由多么美好，享受完了阳光享受小雨是多么美妙。

乔治却把事情看得严重得多，他一直撑着伞。

午餐之前，他挂起了篷布，整整挂了一下午。我们只留出一个孔，可以看到外面？在到达戴斯水闸之前，我们停船过夜。我得说那个晚上我们实在没有过好。

雨下个不停，船上的东西全部都淋湿了，晚餐自然是个失败。大家对冷肉都倒了胃口，便说起各自喜欢的食物。我们把冷肉递给“元帅”，它才不要呢。它走过去坐在船尾，孤零零地。

吃完晚饭，我们玩起了纸牌。玩了约摸有一个半小时，乔治赢了十个便士，我和哈里斯每人输了五个。我们觉得不能再玩了，因为我们已经赌得有点儿情绪激动了。

之后，我们又喝了些威士忌，坐下来聊天。乔治跟我们谈起他认识的一个人，也曾睡在河上一只潮湿的船里，像我们的一样。结果，得了重病，十天后就在难以忍受的病痛中死去。乔治说他还是个年轻人，一想起来就伤心。

接着，哈里斯也想起他的一个朋友在潮湿的夜里，在野外露营。第二天早上一觉醒来，发现自己痛楚难当，然后再也不会走路了。

于是，我们又很自然地谈起了其他各种病症。哈里斯说，如果我们有人得了病那可麻烦了，因为我们离医生可远着呐！

谈了这么多丧气话，我们真需要点儿东西提提精神，放松放松。所以乔治给我们唱歌听，可那歌唱得我们抱头痛哭。

再后来，我们想不起还有什么事好做，所以就去睡觉了。于是，我们脱了衣服，躺在船里。我们想合眼就睡，可足足有四个小时才迷糊着了。早晨五点，大家又全醒了。于是就起床，吃早饭。

第二天的天气，依然如故，雨下了一整天。我们裹着雨衣，坐在篷布底下，沿着河慢慢地漂。我还试着再唱支歌，可实在唱不下去。

不过，有一点我们一致同意——那就是一定要把旅行进行到底。我们来就是为了要在河上痛痛快快地玩两个星期，我们一定要善始善终，即使因此送了命！——当然，这对亲朋好友来说是件惨痛的事，但我们也绝不愿向天气屈服。

“就只有两天啦，”哈里斯说，“我们都年轻力壮，我们可能会安然无恙的。”

下午四点左右，我们开始讨论晚上的安排。我们刚过戈灵，决定再划一会儿到潘本过夜。

“又是幸福的一夜。”乔治说。

我们坐在那儿，想着晚上的安排：大概五点钟到潘本，六点半吃完晚饭，然后我们可以顶着雨在村子里转一转，或者在一家灯光幽暗的小酒馆里坐坐。

“啊，去伦敦的阿尔罕布拉戏院可比这儿有意思多了。”哈里斯说着，探出头看看外面的天色。

“然后再在那家法国小餐厅吃顿晚餐。”我又加了一句。

“是啊，我真后悔我们决定还要呆在这条船上。”哈里斯说。一度，大家都沉默不语。

“我明白咱们已经下决心呆在船上，死在这里，”乔治说，“不过五点钟马上有一趟火车离开潘本，我们也许能及时赶回伦敦，好好吃上一顿；然后还可以去戏院看戏。”

没人答话，大家面面相觑，对这个想法都感到汗颜。虽然没人说什么，可我们把包拿了出来。我们看看上游，看看下游，一个人都没有。

二十分钟后，三条人影和一只羞愧的狗离开了最近的一家船坞，奔向火车站。

我们向管船人撒了个谎。我们请他照看我们的船，明天早上九点我们会回来取的。要是（我们说“万一”），我们被意外绊住了脚，赶不回来，我们会写信告诉他的。

七点钟，我们赶到了帕丁顿车站，坐车径直去了餐厅。我们略微吃了点儿东西，把“元帅”留在那里。接着又去了戏院。可那儿的人不知为什么都盯着我们看，这让我们十分自豪。可能是因为我们有趣的着装，或是因为我们看上去十分健康。

看完戏，我们又回到餐厅，晚餐已经准备好了。

那顿饭我们吃得痛快极了。十天来，我们一直只靠冷肉、面包和其他一些不多的东西过活。我们边吃边喝，谁也顾不上说话。吃完饭，我们靠在椅子上，惬意地休息着，觉得一切都那么美好，仁慈，意味深长。

这时，坐在窗口的哈里斯拉开窗帘，向街上望去。天还下着雨，阴沉沉，湿漉漉的。一两个行人匆匆走过，雨水顺着他们的雨伞滴下来，女士们都拎起她们长长的裙子。

哈里斯端起杯子。

“不管怎么说，”他说道，“我们完成了一次愉快的旅行，我衷心感谢老父亲泰晤士河。我觉得咱们弃舟回来做得对！来吧，为三位下船的先生干杯！”

“元帅”站起身，站在窗前，凝望着窗外沉沉的黑夜，短短吠了一声，表示同意我们的祝酒辞。


Exercises

A Checking your understanding




Chapters 1–4 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 The writer felt better after he had been to the British Museum Library.

2 The three friends really were ill.

3 Harris did not want to go to the country because it was too quiet.

4 The three friends decided to sleep out every night.

5 They made a second list because the first list was too long.

6 J. had to pack the suitcase of clothes three times.




Chapters 5–8 How much can you remember? Check your answers.

1 What did George do while the other two were having breakfast?

2 How did Harris and the others finally get out of Hampton Court maze?

3 Who wanted to visit Hampton Church?

4 Why didn't George want to do any work on the boat when he arrived?

5 Who towed the boat up to Penton Hook?




Chapters 9–12 Find answers to these questions in the text.

1 Why did J. do nothing when George and Harris were fighting with the cover?

2 What happened to make J. go into the river?

3 Whose shirt fell in the river?

4 Why didn't the three friends stay at the first hotel they came to in Datchet?

5 Why didn't the three friends have their tinned fruit for lunch?

6 Why did Montmorency stop chasing the cat?

7 When the friends had no water, what did the lock-keeper tell them to do?




Chapters 13–16 Write answers to these questions.

1 What do you think happened when Harris stayed alone on the boat after supper?

2 How does J. feel about work?

3 Why did the three friends have to pay extra money to the woman who washed their clothes?

4 How many people said that they had caught the fish in the glass case?

5 Who saw the photographer first?

6 Why did the three friends go back to London by train?




B Working with language




1 Put these sentences in the right order. Then check your order with Chapter 8.

1 They pull the boat much too fast.

2 Soon they stop again, because they want their hats or because they have seen a cow.

3 You always need three girls to tow a boat.

4 When they do that, the boat goes out into the middle of the river and starts to turn round.

5 They usually begin by tying themselves up in the rope.

6 So you have to shout at them, 'Keep the boat moving!', and they start pulling again.

7 After a few minutes they get tired of running, and stop suddenly.

8 When they finally get the rope straight, they always start by running.




2 Complete these sentences with information from Chapter 10.

1 George and Harris would not swim in the river because...

2 J. wanted to splash some water over himself so...

3 However, the branch broke, and J...

4 When J. dropped the shirt into the water, George...

5 J. began to laugh when he looked at the shirt and...




3 Use these linking words to complete the Passage. Check your answers with Chapter 16.

so　　and　　but　　before　　after

..... that, we could think of nothing else to do, ..... we went to bed. Well, we undressed..... we lay down in the boat. We tried to go to sleep, ..... it was four hours ..... we did so. At five o'clock we all woke up again, ..... we got up ..... had breakfast.




C Activities

1 Which was the funniest part of the book? Tell the story in your own words.

2 Imagine that you are George or Harris. Write a letter to a friend and describe what happened when you tried to find a hotel in Datchet.

3 Write a short description of one of the three men.

4 Would you like to have a boating holiday on a river? Describe the kind of boat you would like, the places you would visit, and the things you would take with you (for example, a tin-opener!).


Glossary

aground (adv) touching the bottom of the river in shallow water

bank (river) the ground on each side of a river

bark (n) the short quick sound that a dog makes

bedclothes the blankets and sheets on a bed

blow (n) hitting someone or something hard

camp (v) to sleep outside in the open air or in tents

cap (n) a kind of hat worn by men

case a kind of box with glass in the front

fool (n) a very stupid person

hammer (n) a piece of wood with a heavy metal head used for hitting things

hedge (n) a 'wall' of small trees which have been planted close together

housekeeper a person who takes care of a house

keeper a person who takes care of something

landlord the owner of a pub

lock (n) a place on a river between gates where boats are raised or lowered to a different level

lock-keeper a person who looks after a lock on a river

maze lots of high hedges with narrow paths between them; people have to find their way in and out, and usually get lost (see the picture)

nail (n) a small thin piece of metal with a sharp end

nest (n) a place that a bird makes to have its eggs

nose (n) (in this story) the front of a boat

piano a large musical instrument with black and white keys that you press to make music

rat a little grey animal with a long tail

rope very thick, strong string, used for tying things

splash (v) to make water fly about and make things wet

steer to turn a wheel or handle to guide a boat, car, etc.

stick (v) to fix or fasten one thing to another thing

stove a small oil cooker, used for cooking outdoors

stroke (v) to move the hand gently across something, again and again

stuck past tense of 'to stick'

swan a big white bird with a long neck (see the picture)

symptom a sign of illness

teapot a pot in which tea is made

tent a small house made of cloth over poles

tin a metal container for keeping foods

tin-opener the thing used to cut open a tin

tow to pull a boat, car, etc. along behind you with a rope

yell (v) to shout very loudly
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简　介

理查德·哈内走回他伦敦的公寓，感到百无聊赖。他想，在英格兰好像什么令人激动的事情也不曾发生过。也许他该回非洲去。然而，那天晚上来了一位叫斯卡德尔的客人，给他讲了一个离奇的故事。

一周以后，哈内卧在苏格兰荒原的石楠丛中，饥肠辘辘，筋疲力尽。一架小飞机在他头顶的蓝天上低空盘旋。哈内一动不动地躺着，希望谢天谢地飞机不要发现他，同时琢磨着口袋里斯卡德尔的黑色小笔记本。斯卡德尔在笔记本里记着“黑石”，这个神秘的黑石是谁呢？那个“三十九级台阶”又为什么那么重要？六月十五日伦敦会出什么事？

而斯卡德尔已经被害，哈内的敌人在苏格兰的山山岭岭日夜追捕他，他必须自己搞清这是为什么。如果他的敌人抓住他，就会把他杀掉……




约翰·巴肯（1875-1940）：苏格兰作家，政治家，曾任加拿大总督。他有许多著作，最有名的是理查德·哈内系列惊险小说，其中包括《三十九级台阶》，该书写于一九一五年，后改编成著名导演希区科克执导的电影。
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1
The man who died

I returned to my flat at about three o'clock on that May afternoon very unhappy with life. I has been back in Britain for three months and I was already bored. The weather was bad, the people were dull, and the amusements of London seemed as exciting as a glass of cold water. 'Richard Hannay,' I told myself, 'you have made a mistake, and you had better do something about it.'

It made me angry when I thought of the years I had spent in Africa. I had spent those years working very hard and making money. Not a lot of money, but enough for me. I had left Scotland when I was six years old, and I had never been home since. For years I had dreamt of coming home to Britain and spending the rest of my life there, but I was disappointed with the place after the first week. And so here I was, thirty-seven years old, healthy, with enough money to have a good time, and bored to death.

That evening I went out to dinner and sat reading the news papers afterwards. They were full of the troubles in south-east Europe, and there was a long report about Karolides, the Greek Prime Minister. He seemed to be an honest man, but some people in Europe hated him. However, many people in Britain liked him, and one newspaper said that he was the only man who could prevent a war starting. I remember wondering if I could get a job in south-east Europe; it might be a lot less boring than life in London.

As I walked home that night, I decided to give Britain one more day. If nothing interesting happened, I would take the next boat back to Africa.

My flat was in a big new building in Langham Place. There was a doorman at the entrance to the building, but each flat was separate, with its own front door. I was just putting the key into my door when a man appeared next to me. He was thin, with a short brown beard and small, very bright eyes. I recognized him as the man who lived in a flat on the top floor of the building. We had spoken once or twice on the stairs.

'Can I speak to you?' he asked. 'May I come in for a minute?' His voice was shaking a little.

I opened the door and we went in.

'Is the door locked?' he asked, and quickly locked it himself.

'I'm very sorry,' he said to me. 'It's very rude of me. But I'm in a dangerous corner and you looked like the kind of man who would understand. If I explain, will you help me?'

'I'll listen to you,' I said. 'That's all I promise.' I was getting worried by this strange man's behaviour.

There was a table with drinks on it next to him, and he took a large whisky for himself. He drank it quickly, and then put the glass down so violently that it broke.

'I'm sorry,' he said. 'I'm a little nervous tonight. You see, at this moment I'm dead.'

I sat down in an armchair and lit my pipe.

'How does it feel?' I asked. I was now almost sure that the man was mad.

He smiled. 'I'm not mad-yet. Listen, I've been watching you, and I guess that you're not easily frightened. I'm going to tell you my story. I need help very badly, and I want to know if you're the right man to ask.'

'Tell me your story,' I said, 'and I'll tell you if I can help you.'

It was an extraordinary story. I didn't understand all of it, and I had to ask a lot of questions, but here it is:

His name was Franklin P. Scudder and he was an American, but he had been in south-east Europe for several years. By accident, he had discovered a group of people who were working secretly to push Europe towards a war. These people were clever, and dangerous. Some of them wanted to change the world through war; others simply wanted to make a lot of money, and there is always money to be made from a war. Their plan was to get Russia and Germany at war with each other.

'I want to stop them,' Scudder told me, 'and if I can stay alive for another month, I think I can.'

'I thought you were already dead,' I said.

'I'll tell you about that in a minute,' he answered. 'But first, do you know who Constantine Karolides is?'

'The Greek Prime Minister. I've just been reading about him in today's newspapers.'

'Right. He's the only man who can stop the war. He's intelligent, he's honest, and he knows what's going on - and so his enemies plan to kill him. I have discovered how. That was very dangerous for me, so I had to disappear. They can't kill Karolides in Greece because he has too many guards. But on the 15th of June he's coming to London for a big meeting, and his enemies plan to kill him here.'

'You can warn him,' I said. 'He'll stay at home.'

'That's what his enemies want. If he doesn't come, they'll win, because he's the only man who understands the whole problem and who can stop the war happening.'

'Why don't you go to the British police?' I said.

'No good. They could bring in five hundred policemen, but they wouldn't stop the murder. The murderer will be caught, and he'll talk and put the blame on the governments in Vienna and Berlin. It will all be lies, of course, but everybody will be ready to believe it. But none of this will happen if Franklin P. Scudder is here in London on the 15th of June.'

I was beginning to like this strange little man. I gave him another whisky and asked him why he thought that he was now in danger himself.

He took a large mouthful of whisky. 'I came to London by a strange route — through Paris, Hamburg, Norway, and Scotland. I changed my name in every country, and when I got to London, I thought I was safe. But yesterday I realized that they're still following me.' There's a man watching this building and last night somebody put a card under my door. On it was the name of the man I fear most in the world.

'So I decided I had to die. Then they would stop looking for me. I got a dead body — it's easy to get one in London, if you know how — and I had the body brought to my flat in a large suitcase. The body was the right age, but the face was different from mine. I dressed it in my clothes and shot it in the face with my own gun. My servant will find me when he arrives in the morning and he'll call the police. I've left a lot of empty whisky bottles in my room. The police will think I drank too much and then killed myself.' He paused. 'I watched from the window until I saw you come home, and then came down the stairs to meet you.'

It was the strangest of stories. However, in my experience, the most extraordinary stories are often the true ones. And if the man just wanted to get into my flat and murder me, why didn't he tell a simpler story?

'Right,' I said. 'I'll trust you for tonight. I'll lock you in this room and keep the key. Just one word, Mr Scudder. I believe you're honest, but if you're not, I should warn you that I know how to use a gun.'

'Certainly,' he answered, jumping up. 'I'm afraid I don't know your name, sir, but I would like to thank you. And could I use your bathroom?'

When I next saw him, half an hour later, I didn't recognize him at first. Only the bright eyes were the same. His beard was gone, and his hair was completely different. He walked like a soldier, and he was wearing glasses. And he no longer spoke like an American.

'Mr Scudder —' I cried.

'Not Mr Scudder,' he answered. 'Captain Theophilus Digby of the British Army. Please remember that.'

I made him a bed in my study, and then went to bed my self, happier than I had been for the past month. Interesting things did happen sometimes, even in London.

*　*　*

The next morning when my servant Paddock arrived, I introduced him to Captain Digby. I explained that the Captain was an important man in the army, but he had been working too hard and needed rest and quiet. Then I went out, leaving them both in the flat. When I returned at about lunchtime, the doorman told me that the gentleman in flat 15 had killed himself. I went up to the top floor, had a few words with the police, and was able to report to Scudder that his plan had been successful. The police believed that the dead man was Scudder, and that he had killed himself. Scudder was very pleased.

For the first two days in my flat, he was very calm, and spent all his time reading and smoking, and writing in a little black notebook. But after that he became more restless and nervous. It was not his own danger that he worried about, but the success of his plan to prevent the murder of Karolides. One night he was very serious.

'Listen, Hannay,' he said. 'I think I must tell you some more about this business. I would hate to get killed without leaving someone else to carry on with my plan.'

I didn't listen very carefully. I was interested in Scudder's adventures, but I wasn't very interested in politics. I remember that he said Karolides was only in danger in London. He also mentioned a woman called Julia Czechenyi. He talked about a Black Stone and a man who lisped when he spoke. And he described another man, perhaps the most dangerous of them all — an old man with a young voice who could hood his eyes like a hawk.

The next evening I had to go out. I was meeting a man I had known in Africa for dinner. When I returned to the flat, I was surprised to see that the light in the study was out. I wondered if Scudder had gone to bed early. I turned on the light, but there was nobody there. Then I saw something in the corner that made my blood turn cold.

Scudder was lying on his back. There was a long knife through his heart, pinning him to the floor.



amusements n. something that causes one's time to pass enjoyably. 娱乐，消遣。

had better do something should, must. 最好，必须。

disappointed (with) adj. unhappy at not seeing hopes come true. 失望。

have a good time enjoy oneself. 度过愉快的时光。

I was just putting the key into my door when a man... At the moment I put the key... a man did something. 我刚把钥匙插在门孔里，一个人突然……。

rude adj. (of a person or behaviour) not at all polite. 无礼的；不礼貌的。

violently adv. showing or produced by great damaging force. 暴力地；暴烈地。

I didn't understand all of it I understood part of it. 我不完全理解。

by accident without any cause or reason, by chance. 偶然。

at war with each other in the state of war with each other. 打仗、进行战争。

stay alive continue to be alive. 还（继续）活着。

blame (for) v. consider someone responsible for something bad. 责备；责怪；把……归咎于。

body n. corpse, dead body. 尸体。

pause v. break an activity or speech for a short but noticeable time. 停顿。

stairs n. a fixed length of steps built for going from one level to another. 楼梯；阶梯。

study n. a room used for studying. 书房。

servant n. a person who is paid to cook and clean for another person. 仆人。

had a few words with the police had a little talk with the police. 和警察说了几句话。

carry on with my plan continue my plan. 继续实行我的计划。

adventure n. a journey or activity, experience etc., that is strange, exciting, and often dangerous. 冒险；历险。

lisp v. to speak or say with/s/sounds which are not clear. （说话）口齿不清。

... that made my blood turn cold that frightened me terribly, or made me horrified. 吓得我浑身冰凉；把我吓坏了。

pin v. fasten or join with a pin or pins, here to keep or to fix something in a position. 钉在……（什么地方）。


1　死人

那个五月的下午我三点来钟回到寓所，过得很不开心。回到英国三个月，我已经厌烦了。伦敦的气候糟糕，人也没劲，各种娱乐好像没味的白水一杯。我暗暗对自己说：“理查德·哈内，这回你错了，最好想办法改过吧。”

[image: alt]

想到在非洲的岁月我就有气。我待了那么多年，拼命干活挣钱。现在钱虽然不多，但足够我用的。自从我六岁离开苏格兰就再也没回过家。那么多年我一直梦想回英国老家来度我的余生，然而才回来一周，就对这个地方大失所望。本人目前的情况是：三十七岁，身体健康，有足够的钱享受，但无聊得要死。

那天晚上我出去吃饭，然后坐在那儿读报纸。报纸上报道的都是关于东南欧的动乱，其中有一篇关于希腊首相卡罗里德斯的长篇报道。这个人看来是个实在人，可是欧洲一些人却讨厌他。可是也有些英国人喜欢他，有一家报纸说只有他能防止战争爆发。我记得我当时琢磨能否在东南欧找个工作；那里大概绝不会像伦敦的生活这样无聊。

当晚回家的时候我下定决心在英国再待一天便走人。如果没有什么叫人感兴趣的事，我就乘下一班船回非洲去。

我的寓所在兰厄姆一幢新大楼里。大楼的入口处有个看门人，但每个寓所各自独立，都有个前门。我刚刚把钥匙插进锁孔，突然见旁边有个人。他身材瘦削，留着褐色的短胡子，眼睛不大却很有光彩。我认出他就住在这幢大楼的顶楼。在楼梯上我们说过一两次话。

“可以和您说句话吗？”他问道，“我可以进去待一会儿吗？”他的声音有点儿发颤。

我打开门，我们进了屋。

“门锁上了吗？”他问我，随后自己赶快把门锁上。

“很抱歉，”他对我说，“我这样做很失礼，我现在身处险境，您看着是个明白人。如果我讲出来您能帮我吗？”

“我会听您说的，”我答道，“目前就能答应这么多。”这个陌生人的举止让我不安。

在他身旁的桌子上放着喝的东西，他给自己倒了一大杯威士忌。他一饮而尽，然后把杯子重重一放，力量太大，以至于杯子打破了。

“对不起，”他说，“今天晚上我有点儿紧张。您看，现在我已经死了。”

我在扶手椅上坐下来，点着烟斗。

“死是什么感觉？”我问他。当时我差不多肯定这人是个疯子。

他笑道：“我没有疯——还没有。请听我说，我一直在观察您，我猜您不那么容易被吓住。我想给您讲讲我的事。我极需帮助，并且想知道我是否求对了人。”

“那就说说吧，”我说，“然后我才能告诉您我是否能帮您的忙。”

他的故事非同一般，我并不全明白，不得不问好多问题，下面就是他的故事：

他叫富兰克林·P·斯卡德尔，是个美国人，已经在东南欧待了几年。他偶然发现一伙人正在密谋把欧洲推向战争。这伙人狡猾而险恶。有的想通过战争改变世界，有的想发财，打仗总是能发财的。他们计划唆使俄国与德国互相打起来。

“我想制止他们，”斯卡德尔对我说，“如果我能多活一个月，我想我能做到。”

我说：“我原以为您已经死了。”

“过一会儿再谈这件事，”他说，“首先，您知道康斯坦丁·卡罗里德斯是谁吗？”

“是希腊的首相。我刚刚在今天的报纸上读到他的消息。”

“对。他是唯一能制止这场战争的人。他精明诚实，了解现状——所以他的敌人就打算把他干掉。我已经发现了他们用的方法。对我来说这就很危险了，所以我必须躲起来。在希腊他们杀不了卡罗里德斯，因为他有许多卫士。但是他准备在六月十五日来伦敦参加一个大会，他的敌人要在这儿把他干掉。”

我说：“您可以事先告诉他。他就会待在家里了。”

“他的敌人就要他这样。假如他不来，他们就赢了，因为只有他才了解问题的全部，才能制止战争爆发。”

“那您为什么不去找英国警察？”我问。

“没有用。他们会带来五百名警察，但也不能阻止这次谋杀。动手杀人的会被抓住，他也会招供，但会把责任都推到维也纳和柏林政府的头上。那自然都是谎话，但是人们会马上相信这套。然而，如果富兰克林·P·斯卡德尔六月十五日在伦敦，这种事就绝不会发生。”

我逐渐开始喜欢这个奇怪的小个子男人了。我又给他倒了一杯威士忌，问为什么他认为自己处于危险之中。

他喝了一大口威士忌。“我是通过一条人们不熟悉的路线——穿过巴黎、汉堡、挪威和苏格兰来伦敦的。每到一个国家我就更名改姓，到了伦敦，我觉得安全了。可是昨天我发现他们仍然在跟踪我。有个人监视着这座大楼而且昨天晚上不知道是谁把一张名片塞到门下面。名片上的名字是这个世界上我最惧怕的人。

“所以我下决心必须死掉。这样他们就会不再找我。我搞到一具死尸——在伦敦只要你知道门路，搞个死尸并不难——然后我用一个大衣箱把死尸弄到房间。那个死人和我年纪相符，只是面貌和我不同。我给他穿上我的衣裳，拿枪朝他脸上开了几枪。等早晨我的仆人来了会发现我而且会报警。我在房间留下了许多空威士忌酒瓶。警察会以为我饮酒过度，自己送了命。”他停了一下，“我从窗户向外观察，一直看到您回家，然后我才下楼来见您。”

这个故事真是奇中之奇。然而根据我的经历，最奇怪的故事往往是真事。而且，假定这个人进到我房间想害我，为什么他不讲简单一点呢？

“好吧，”我说，“今晚我就相信您这一回好了。我把您锁在这间屋里，我拿着钥匙。斯卡德尔先生，听我说一句话。我相信您是个诚实人，但是如果您不诚实，我可警告您，我也知道枪怎么用。”

“那是自然，”他回答着，激动得跳了起来。“先生，恐怕我还不知道您叫什么，但我要感谢您。我能使用您的浴室吗？”

半个小时以后，我再见到他，乍一看都认不出来了。只有那双炯炯发光的眼睛依然如旧。胡子不见了，头发也与刚才完全不同。走起路来像个军人，戴着一副眼镜。说话也不再像美国人了。

“斯卡德尔先生——”我叫了起来。

“不是斯卡德尔先生，”他回答说，“英国陆军上尉西奥费乐司·迪格比。请记住这个名字。”

我在书房给他铺了一张床，然后就自己回去睡觉，感到一个月来从没这么高兴过。刺激的事有时到底碰得上，甚至在伦敦也一样。

*　*　*

第二天早晨我的仆人帕多克来了，我把迪格比上尉介绍给他。我说上尉在军队是个重要人物，他工作得太辛苦了需要休息和安静。然后我就出门去，把他们俩留在房里。大约午饭时我回来，看门人告诉我住在十五号房的先生自杀了。我上了顶楼，和警察谈了几句，就回来告诉斯卡德尔他的计划成功了。警察相信那个死尸就是斯卡德尔，而且是自杀的。斯卡德尔听了很高兴。

他在我寓所住的前两天神态非常平静，一直在读书、吸烟、在一个黑色的小笔记本上写东西。然而此后他变得坐卧不宁，惴惴不安。他愁的不是自己的危险，而是他制止谋杀卡罗里德斯的计划能否成功。一天晚上他神色非常严肃。

“听我说，哈内，”他对我说，“我觉得这件事我得多给您讲点。如果我来不及托付给别人继续执行我的计划就被杀掉，会遗恨无穷的。”

我不是很认真地听着。因为我对斯卡德尔的冒险故事感兴趣，而对政治无所谓。我记得他说过卡罗里德斯只有在伦敦才有危险。我还记得他提过一个叫朱莉娅·采奇尼的女人。他谈过一个叫黑石的人和一个说话口齿不清的人。他还绘声绘色地说起另外一个人，这个人可能最为险恶——一个说话声音像年轻人，像猫头鹰似地眯着眼睛的老人。

第二天晚上我得出去一下，去见一个在非洲的熟人，并一块吃顿饭。我回到寓所时吃惊地看到书房的灯关掉了。我想斯卡德尔是不是早早睡觉了。打开灯，但一个人也没有。后来看到墙角处有个什么东西，吓得我浑身冰凉。

斯卡德尔仰面朝天躺着。一把长刀贯穿心脏，把他钉在地板上。


2
The milkman starts his travels

I sat down in an armchair and felt very sick. After about five minutes I started shaking. The poor white face with its staring eyes was too much for me, so I got a table cloth and covered it. Then I took the whisky bottle and drank several mouthfuls. I had seen men die violently before. I had killed a few myself in the Matabele war; but this was different. After a few more minutes I managed to calm myself down a little. I looked at my watch and saw that it was half-past ten. I searched the flat carefully, but there was nobody there. Then I locked the doors and windows.

By this time I was beginning to think more clearly. It looked bad for me — that was clear. It was now certain that Scudder's story was true — the proof was lying under the table-cloth. His enemies had found him and made sure of his silence. But he had been in my flat for four days, and they must think he had told his story to me. So I would be the next to die. It might be that night, or the next day, or the day after, but it was sure to happen.

Then I thought of another problem. I could call the police now, or go to bed and wait for Paddock to discover the body and call them in the morning. But what would the police think? What story would I tell them about Scudder? I had lied to Paddock about him, and my story would be hard to believe. They would arrest me for murder, and I had no real friends in England to help me. Perhaps that was part of the plan. An English prison would be a safe place for me until the 15th of June.

Even if the police did believe my story, I would still be helping Scudder's enemies. Karolides would stay at home, which was what they wanted. Scudder's death had made me certain that his story was true; now I felt responsible for continuing his work. I hate to see a good man beaten, and if I carried on in Scudder's place, the murderers might not win.

I decided I must disappear, and remain hidden until just be fore the 15th of June. Then I must contact some government people and tell them Scudder's story. I wished he had told me more, and that I had listened more carefully to what he had told me. There was a risk that the government would not believe me, but it was my best chance. Perhaps more evidence would appear which would help me to make my story believable.

It was now the 24th of May, so I had twenty days of hiding. Two groups of people would be looking for me — Scudder's enemies, who would want to kill me, and the police, who would want me for Scudder's murder. There was going to be a chase, and, surprisingly, I was almost happy about this. I did not want to sit in one place and wait. If I could move, the situation did not seem so bad.

I wondered if Scudder had any papers which would give me more information about his business. I lifted off the table-cloth and searched him. There were only a few coins in his trouser pockets. There was no sign of the little black notebook. I sup posed his murderer had taken that.

When I turned from the body, I noticed that all the cup boards were open. Scudder had been a very careful man, and always kept the place tidy. Someone had been searching for something, and perhaps for the notebook. I went round the flat and found that everything had been searched - the insides of books, cupboards, boxes, even the pockets of my clothes. There was no sign of the notebook, so Scudder's enemies had probably found it in the end.

Then I got out a map of Britain. My plan was to find some wild country. I was used to Africa, and I would feel trapped in the city. I thought Scotland would probably be best, because my family came from Scotland and I could pretend to be a Scotsman easily. The other possibility was to be a German tourist; my father had worked with Germans and I had spoken German often as a boy. But it would probably be better to be a Scotsman in Scotland. I decided to go to Galloway, which, from the map, seemed to be the nearest wild part of Scotland.

In the railway timetable I found a train from London at seven-ten in the morning, which would get me to Galloway in the late afternoon. The problem was getting to the station, as I was certain that Scudder's enemies were watching the building. I thought about this problem, had a good idea, went to bed, and slept for two hours.

I got up at four o'clock. The first light of a summer morning was in the sky and the birds were starting to sing. I put on some old clothes which I used for country walking and some strong walking boots. I pushed another shirt and a toothbrush into my pockets. I had taken a lot of money out of the bank in case Scudder needed it, so I took that as well. Then I cut my long moustache as short as possible.

Paddock arrived every morning at seven-thirty. But at about twenty to seven I knew the milkman would come; the noise of the milk bottles usually woke me up. He was a young man with a very short moustache, and he wore a white coat. He was my only chance.

I had a breakfast of biscuits and whisky and by the time I had finished it was about six o'clock. I got my pipe and started to fill it from my tobacco jar. As I put my fingers into the tobacco, I touched something hard, and pulled out Scudder's little black book.

This seemed a good sign. I lifted the cloth and looked at Scudder's peaceful face. 'Goodbye, my friend,' I said; 'I'm going to do my best for you. Wish me good luck.'

Six-thirty passed, then six-forty, but still the milkman did not come. Why, oh why, was this the morning he had to be late?

At fourteen minutes to seven I heard him. I opened the door quickly, and he jumped a bit when he saw me.

'Come in a moment,' I said, and we went back into the hall. 'I can see you're a man who likes a bit of fun. Can you help me? Lend me your hat and coat for a minute and you can have this.'

He looked at the money in my hand and smiled. 'What do you want my clothes for?' he asked.

'It's a game,' I said. 'I haven't time to explain now, but to win I've got to be a milkman for ten minutes. You'll be a bit late, but you'll get the money for your time.'

'All right!' he said. 'I like a game myself. Here you are.'

I put on his blue hat and white coat, picked up the empty milk bottles, shut my door and went downstairs, whistling.

At first I thought the street was empty. Then I saw a man walking slowly towards me. As he passed, he looked up. at a window in the house opposite, and I saw a face look back at him.

I crossed the street, still whistling, and then turned down a little side street. As I dropped the hat, coat and milk bottles behind a wall, I heard a church clock; it was seven o'clock.

I ran to the station as fast as I could. It was just ten past seven when I reached the platform. I had no time to buy a ticket; the train was already moving. I jumped into the last carriage.



milkman n. a man who takes milk to houses every morning. 送奶的人；送奶员。

die violently 暴死。

manage (to) v. to succeed in dealing with (a problem). 设法完成；设法把……做成了。

arrest v. seize in the name of the law and usually put in prison. 逮捕。

responsible (for) adj. having the duty of looking after someone or something, so that one can be blamed if things go wrong. 对……负责。

I wished he had told me more It is my wish that he could have told me more, but he didn't. 他要是多告诉我点就好了，可惜他没多告诉我。

search for look for. 寻找；搜查。

(be) used to (something) accustomed to. 习惯于……

trap v. catch something by a trap or someone by a trick. 用陷阱捕；使……堕入圈套。

put on begin to wear. 穿上。

in case if it happens that; if it should happen that. 如果；以备。

mustache n. hair allowed to grow on the upper lip. 长在嘴唇上的胡子；髭。

tobacco jar a special box for the tobacco smoked in a pipe. 盛烟斗丝的盒子。

do one's best (to, for) make many efforts as one can. 尽力。

Here you are. to offer it to you. 给你。

opposite adj. facing; front to front; back to back. 朝向……；与……对面的；相反的。

platform n. flat surface built at a higher level than the railway track in a railway station, used by travellers. 站台。


2　送奶员开始旅行

我坐在扶手椅上，感到很恶心。五分钟后开始颤栗。我受不了那张可怜的、惨白的脸和直瞪瞪的眼睛，因此，拿了一块桌布把它盖起来。然后抄起威士忌酒瓶喝了几口。以前我见过暴死的，在麦特比尔战争中也亲手杀过几个人；但这回却有所不同。又过了几分钟我才使自己稍微平静一点。看了看表，是十点半。我仔细地把寓所搜查了一遍，没发现什么人。然后就把门窗都锁起来了。
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直到此刻我才开始比较冷静地思考。情况对我不利——这很显然。斯卡德尔所言肯定不虚——证据就在桌布下面躺着。他的敌人找到了他，使他彻底沉默了。然而他在我寓所待了四天，他们肯定认为他把事情告诉了我。所以下一个大概就轮到我死了。可能在今天晚上，可能在明天，也可能在后天，但我是死定了。

接着我考虑了另一个问题。我可以现在就报警，或者上床睡觉，等帕多克早晨来发现了尸体再报警。可是警察会怎么想呢？我该如何向警察讲斯卡德尔的事呢？关于斯卡德尔的事我已经对帕多克撒了谎，因此我的话很难令人相信。他们会以谋杀的罪名逮捕我，在英格兰我又没有好朋友帮忙。也许这正是他们计划的一部分。在英国监狱待到六月十五日对我来说倒是最安全的。

即使警察相信我的话，我仍然是帮了斯卡德尔敌人的忙。卡罗里德斯就会留在国内，这正中他们的下怀。斯卡德尔的死使我确信他的话不假；我觉得现在有责任把他的事做下去。看到好人被打败我心有不甘，而如果我代替斯卡德尔干下去，那些凶手也许就不能得手。

我决定必须躲起来，一直藏到六月十五日前。然后我得找政府的人，把斯卡德尔的事告诉他们。我真希望当初他多说点，或者我对他的话听仔细点。如果政府的人不相信我就要冒险了，但我只有这个最佳机会。也许将来证据会多一些，使我的话叫人相信。

现在是五月二十四日，所以我要躲二十天。有两拨人要找我——一拨是斯卡德尔的敌人，他们找我想要杀我；另一拨是警察，他们找我是为斯卡德尔的谋杀案。追踪马上就要开始，不知怎么的，我反倒为此有点乐滋滋的。我不想坐等别人来抓。如果我有所行动，情况未必那么糟糕。

我想斯卡德尔有没有留下什么文件，使我能多了解一些他干的事。我揭开桌布把他搜查了一遍。他裤兜里只有几个硬币。那个小黑笔记本不见了。我猜是那些凶手拿走了。

我扭过头去，发现所有的橱柜都打开了。斯卡德尔向来十分细心，总是把屋子保持得很整洁。肯定有人找过什么东西，多半是找那个小黑笔记本。我在各屋转了一圈，发现什么都被搜查了一遍——书本、橱柜、盒子、甚至我的衣服口袋。仍然不见那个小黑笔记本，可见斯卡德尔的敌人最后很可能找到了它。

然后我拿出英国地图。我打算找一个人烟稀少的地方。我已经习惯了非洲的生活，在城市会觉得不自由。我想苏格兰也许最理想，因为我老家是苏格兰，我可以不费吹灰之力地冒充苏格兰人。另外一种可能是扮成德国旅游者；我父亲曾和德国人共过事，我还是个孩子的时候就经常讲德语。但在苏格兰装苏格兰人很可能要好一点。我决定去加洛韦，从地图上看那里是最近的苏格兰荒原。

火车时刻表上，有一辆从伦敦来的火车早晨七点十分到站，坐上火车傍晚就可以到加洛韦。问题是如何到车站去，因为我肯定斯卡德尔的敌人在监视这座大楼。我把这件事斟酌了一番，想出个好办法，于是上床睡了两个小时。

我四点钟起床。夏日凌晨的第一缕晨光在天空闪烁，鸟儿也开始鸣啭。我穿上乡间散步时穿的旧衣服而且带着几双走路穿的结实靴子。在口袋里又塞进一件衬衣和一支牙刷。当初，我从银行取出一大笔钱，以备斯卡德尔不时之需，也一块儿带上。然后我把自己的长胡子尽可能剪短。

帕多克每天早晨七点半到。我知道大约六点四十送奶员就会来；奶瓶的碰撞声常常把我吵醒。他是个年轻人，留着小胡子，穿一件白外套。他是我唯一逃脱的机会。

早饭我吃了点饼干，喝了点威士忌，吃完饭大约六点钟。我掏出烟斗，从烟罐里取出烟装满烟斗。我的手指刚摸到烟就感觉碰到了什么硬东西，一拉拉出斯卡德尔的小黑笔记本。

看来这是个好征兆。我把桌布掀开，望着斯卡德尔安详的脸。“朋友，再见了，”我说，“为你的事我会尽最大努力。祝我好运吧。”

六点半过去了，六点四十又过去了，可是送奶员还没来。这是怎么回事，为什么他非得今天早晨迟到不可？

到六点四十六分他来了。我急忙把门打开，他看到我吓了一跳。

“请进来一下，”我说，我们回到大厅。“我看得出来您是个喜欢开点玩笑的人。您能帮我个忙吗？请把您的帽子和外衣借我一下，您可以穿我的。”

他看着我手里的钱，笑了。“您借我的衣服干什么？”他问道。

“玩个游戏，”我回答，“现在没时间解释，要赢我就非扮十分钟的送奶员不可。您会误点时间，这点钱给您作补偿吧。”

“好吧，”他说，“我自己也喜欢玩游戏。给您衣服。”

我戴上他的蓝帽子，穿上他的白外衣，提起空奶瓶，关上门，吹着口哨走下楼去。

我原以为街上空无一人。后来看到有个人慢慢向我走来。他过去时，抬头望着对面房子的窗户，我看到窗口有一张脸也望着他。

我仍然吹着口哨穿过那条街，然后拐进一条小道。把帽子、外衣和牛奶瓶扔在墙后，这时我听到教堂的钟声；正好七点。

我尽快奔到车站。赶到站台，恰好七点十分。火车已经开动；没有时间买票了。我一蹦跳上最后一节车厢。


3
The hotel-owner

It was fine May weather as I travelled north that day, and as I watched the fields and the trees and the flowers, I wondered why, when I had been a free man, I had stayed in London. I bought some sandwiches at lunch time. I also bought the morning newspaper and read a little about south-east Europe.

When I had finished, I got out Scudder's black book and studied it. It was almost full of writing, mostly numbers, al though sometimes there was a name. For example, I found the words 'Hofgaard', 'Luneville', and 'Avocado' quite often. The word I saw the most was 'Pavia'.

I was certain that Scudder was using a code. I have always been interested in codes; I enjoy games and numbers and things like that. It seemed to be a number code, where groups of numbers replace letters. I worked on the words, because you can use a word as a key in a number code.

I tried for hours, but none of the words helped. Then I fell asleep, and woke up at Dumfries just in time to take the local train into Galloway. There was a man on the platform who worried me a little; he was watching the crowd more closely than I liked. But he didn't look at me, and when I saw myself in a mirror, I understood why; with my brown face and my old clothes I looked just like all the other hill farmers who were getting into the local train.

I travelled with a group of these farmers. The train travelled slowly through narrow valleys and then up onto an open moor. There were lakes, and in the distance I could see high mountains.

At five o'clock the carriage was empty and I was alone. I got out at the next station, a tiny place in the middle of the moor. An old man was digging in the station garden. He stopped, walked to the train, collected a packet, and went back to his potatoes. A ten-year-old child took my ticket, and I came out of the station onto a white road across the moor.

It was a beautiful, clear spring evening. I felt like a boy on a walking holiday. instead of a man of thirty-seven very much wanted by the police. I walked along the road whistling, feeling happier every minute.

After some time I left the road and followed a path along a little stream. I was getting tired when I came to a small house. The woman who lived there was friendly, and said I could sleep there. She also gave me an excellent meal.

Her husband came home from the hills later in the evening. We talked about cows and sheep and markets, and I tried to remember some of the information I heard, because it might be useful. By ten o'clock I was asleep, and I slept until five o'clock in the morning.

The couple refused any money, and by six o'clock I had eaten breakfast and was moving again. I wanted to get back to the railway at a different station. Then I would go back to the east, towards Dumfries. I hoped that if the police were following me, they would think that I had gone on to the coast in the west, where I could escape by ship.

I walked in the same beautiful spring weather as before, and still couldn't make myself feel nervous or worried. After a time I came to the railway line, and soon a little station, which was perfect for my plan. There was just a single line and moors all around. I waited until I saw a train in the distance, and then bought a ticket to Dumfries.

The only person in the carriage was an old farmer with his sheepdog. He was asleep, and next to him was a newspaper. I picked it up to see if there was any news about me. There was only a short piece about the Langham Place Murder. My servant Paddock had called the police, and the milkman had been arrested. The poor man had spent most of the day with the police, but they had let him go in the evening. The police believed that the real murderer had escaped from London on a train to the north.

When I had finished reading, I looked out of the window and noticed that we were stopping at the station where I had got out yesterday. Three men were talking to the man who I had seen digging potatoes. I sat well back from the window and watched carefully. One of the men was taking notes, and I supposed they were from the local police. Then, I saw the child who had taken my ticket talking, and the men looked out across the moor along that road I had taken.

As we left the station, the farmer woke up, looked at me, and asked where he was. He had clearly drunk too much.

'I'm like this because I never drink,' he said, sadly. 'I haven't touched whisky since last year. Not even at Christmas. And now I've got this terrible headache.'

'What did it?' I asked.

'A drink they call brandy. I didn't touch the whisky be cause I don't drink, but I kept drinking this brandy. I'll be ill for a fortnight.' His voice got slower and slower and soon he fell asleep again.

I had planned to leave the train at a station, but it now stopped by a river and I decided this would be better. I looked out of the carriage window and saw nobody, so I opened the door and dropped quickly down into the long grass. My plan was going perfectly until the dog decided that I was stealing something and began to bark loudly. This woke up the farmer who started to shout. He thought I was trying to kill myself. I crawled through the long grass for about a hundred metres and then looked back. The train driver and several passengers were all staring in my direction.

Luckily, the dog was now so excited that he pulled the farmer out of the carriage. The farmer began to slide down to wards the river. The other passengers ran to help him, the dog bit somebody, and there was a lot of excited shouting. Soon they had forgotten me, and the next time I looked back, the train was moving again.

I was now in the middle of the empty moor, and for the first time I felt really frightened, not of the police but of the people who knew that I knew Scudder's secret. If they caught me, I would be a dead man.

I reached the top of a low hill and looked around. To the south, a long way away, I saw something which made me tremble...

Low in the sky a small plane was flying slowly across the moor. I was certain that it was looking for me, and I was also certain that it was not the police. I hid low in the heather and watched it for an hour or two as it flew in circles. Finally it disappeared to the south.

I did not like this spying from the air, and I began to think that an open moor was perhaps not the best place to hide. I could see distant forests in the east, and decided that would be better country.

It was about six o'clock in the evening when I left the moor and entered the trees. I came to a bridge by a house, and there, on the bridge, was a young man. He was sitting smoking a pipe, dreamily watching the water, and holding a book. He jumped up as he heard my feet on the road and I saw a friendly young face.

'Good evening to you,' he said in a serious voice. 'It's a fine night to be on the road.'

The smell of cooking came from the house.

'Is that house a hotel?' I asked.

'It certainly is. I'm the owner, and I hope you'll stay the night, because I've been alone for a week.'

I sat down next to him and got out my pipe. I began to think this young man might help me.

'You're young to own a hotel,' I said.

'My father died a year ago and now it's mine. It's not an exciting job for a young man like me. I didn't choose to do it. I want to write books.'

'You've got the right job,' I said. 'With all the travellers you meet you could be the best storyteller in the world.'

'Not today,' he said. 'Two hundred years ago, there were exciting people on the road, but today there are only cars full of fat old women, and fishermen. You can't make stories out of them. I want to sail up an African river, or live in an Indian village — and write about things like that.'

The hotel looked peaceful in the evening sun.

'I've travelled a bit,' I said, 'and I'd be happy to live in a peaceful place like this. And perhaps you're sitting next to ad venture now. I'll tell you a true story, and you can make a book of it if you like.'

I told him I was in the gold business in Africa, and I had discovered a group of international thieves. They had chased me to England and had killed my best friend. I described a chase across the desert, and an attack on the ship from Africa. And I described the Langham Place murder in detail. 'You want adventure,' I said, 'well, here it is. The thieves are chasing me now, and the police are chasing them.'

'It's wonderful!' he whispered.

'You believe me,' I said gratefully.

'Of course I do,' he said. 'I can believe anything strange. It's things that happen every day that are difficult to believe.'

He was very young, but he was the man I needed.

'I think my enemies have lost me for the moment. But I must hide and rest for a day or two. Will you help me?'

He jumped up and led me to the house. 'You'll be safe here. I can keep a secret. And you'll tell me some more about your adventures, won't you?'

As I entered the hotel, I heard the sound of an engine. In the sky to the west was my enemy the plane.

He gave me a room at the back of the house. I asked him to watch out for cars and planes and sat down to work on Scudder's little book. As I have said, it was a number code. I had to find the word that was the key to it, and when I thought of the million words it might be, I felt hopeless. But the next afternoon I remembered that Scudder had said a woman called Julia Czechenyi was the key to the Karolides business, so I tried her name as the code key.

It was the answer. In half an hour I was reading, with a white face.

Suddenly, I heard the sound of a car stopping outside the hotel.

Ten minutes later, my young friend came up to my room, his eyes bright with excitement.

'There are two men looking for you,' he whispered. 'They're downstairs now having a drink. They described you very well. I told them you had stayed here last night and had left this morning.'

I asked him to describe them. One was a thin man with dark eyes, the other was always smiling and lisped. They were both English; my young friend was certain of this.

I took a piece of paper and wrote these words in German. I made it look like one page of a private letter:

... Black Stone. Scudder had discovered this, but he could do nothing for a fortnight. I don't think it's any good now because Karolides is uncertain about his plans. But if Mr T. advises, I will do the best I...

'Give this to them and say you found it in my bedroom. Ask them to return it to me if they find me.'

Three minutes later the car began to move. From behind the curtain I saw two men in it, one thin, one fatter.

The young man came back. He was very excited. 'That pa per woke them up,' he said, happily. 'The thin man went white, and the fat one whistled. Then they left as quickly as they could.'

'Now I'll tell you what I want you to do,' I said. 'Go to the police station and describe the two men to them. Say you think they may have something to do with the London murder. I'm sure those two men will be back here tomorrow morning for more information about me. Tell the police to be here early.'

At about eight o'clock the next morning I watched three policemen arrive. They hid their car and came into the hotel. Twenty minutes later another car came towards the hotel, but stopped in some trees about two hundred metres away. The two men inside walked up to the hotel.

I had planned to hide in my bedroom and see what happened. But now I had a better idea. I wrote a note to thank the young man for his help, opened my window and dropped out. Watching the hotel carefully, I walked back to wards the car in the trees, jumped in, and drove away.



code n. secret writing, using letters or numbers. 密码；代号。

work on study. 研究。

in time soon enough. 及时。

valley n. stretch of land between hills and mountains often with a river flowing. 山谷；峡谷。

in the distance far away. 远处。

path n. a small road for people to walk on. 小路；小道。

get tired become tired. 累了；疲劳了。

escape v. get free; get away. 逃走；逃脱。

single line one-way track. 单轨。

moor n. open, rough land or hills with no trees. 荒原；旷野。

take notes write notes. 记笔记。

touch v. (cause to) be in contact with. 接触；触及。

headache n. continuous pain in the head. 头痛。

fortnight n. a period of two weeks. 两星期。

steal v. take something secretly, without right, unlawfully 偷；窃取。

look back turn to look. 回头看；扭头看。

carriage n. one part of a train. 一节车厢。

fly in circle fly in a round way. 盘旋。

spy v. watch secretly. 刺探；窥测。

distant adj. far away. 遥远的；远处的。

own v. have something as property; possess. 据有。

thief n. a person who steals, especially secretly and without violence. 贼。

chase v. run after in order to capture or kill. 追捕；追击。

whisper v. speak in a soft voice. 低语；悄声说。

lose me can not find me. 找不到我。

watch out for look out for; be on one's guard for. 留心观察。

describe v. give a picture of something in words. 描述；描绘。

private adj. intended only for oneself, or a chosen group, not shared with everyone in general. 私人的；私用的。

wake up stop sleeping; cause to stop sleeping. 醒来；唤醒。

have something to do with have a certain relation or association with. 与……有关。

drop out fall out. 跌出；跳出。


3　旅馆老板

那天我向北走，五月的天气风和日丽。我一边望着田野、树木和花草，一边琢磨，我本来是自由之身，待在伦敦干什么。午饭的时候我买了点三明治，又买了份晨报，读了些有关东南欧的事。
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完事之后，我拿出斯卡德尔的黑笔记本仔细研究。笔记本差不多写满了，大多是数字，时而有个人名。比如，笔记本上常常可以看到“霍夫高”、“吕内维尔”和“阿沃卡多”。见得最多的词是“帕维亚”。

可以肯定，斯卡德尔用的是密码。对于密码我一直觉得很有兴趣；我喜欢游戏、数字这类的东西。看起来用的是数字密码，用一组组数字代表字母。我研究本上的文字，因为你可以利用文字作为解开数字密码的钥匙。

我试了几个小时。没有一个字有用。后来就睡着了，到邓弗里斯醒来刚好赶上去加洛韦的当地火车。站台有个人让我有点儿担心；他紧盯着过往人群，叫人讨厌。他并没有看我，我自己照照镜子，明白了为什么；我一张古铜色的脸，穿着一身旧衣服，看起来和正上火车的其他山民一模一样。

我和山民们一起坐着火车。火车缓慢地在狭窄的山谷中穿行，然后爬上开阔的原野。原野上有一个个湖泊，远处能看到一座座高山。

五点钟，车厢空空的只剩下我一个人。下一站我也下了车，那是个位于荒原中部的小地方。有个老头在车站的园子里挖地。车到了，他停下手里的活，向火车走来，收了个包裹，又回到马铃薯地里去。一个十岁的孩子收了车票，我就出了车站，走上横跨荒原的白色大路。

春日的黄昏美丽而清爽。我感到像个远足度假的少年，而不是被警察穷追不舍的、三十七岁的汉子。我一路吹着口哨走下去，越来越觉得美滋滋的。

又过了一会儿，我拐下大路沿着溪边的小路走。我感到累时，忽然看到一间小屋。小屋的女主人对我很好，她说我可以睡在那儿。她还让我美餐了一顿。

黄昏之后，她丈夫从山里回来了。我们一起聊天，谈牛羊，谈市场，我极力记住听来的情况，因为将来可能用得着。十点钟，我睡着了，早上五点醒来。

这对夫妇不肯收我的钱，我六点钟吃完早饭就又上路了。我想在别的车站再上火车。然后登车东行奔邓弗里斯。我想如果警察尾追着我，他们会认为我逃向西边的海岸，在那儿我可以坐船逃跑。

走在路上，春日的天气依然美好如初，我仍然不知道什么是紧张和忧虑。过了一会儿，见到铁路，后来见到车站，这个车站对实现我的计划非常理想。只有单轨铁路，周围都是荒原。我等着火车从远处开来，然后买了一张去邓弗里斯的票。

车厢里只有一个人，是个老农，带着一只牧羊犬。他正在睡觉，旁边放着一张报纸。我拿起报纸，看看有没有关于我的报道。只有一则关于兰厄姆命案的短讯。我的仆人帕多克报了警，于是那个送奶员就被捕了。那个可怜虫被警察关了大半天，到晚上才让他回家。警察认为真正的凶手已逃离伦敦，坐火车北去了。

读完报，向车窗外望去，发现我们就停在昨天我下车的车站。有三个人正在和昨天挖马铃薯的那个人说话。我尽量坐得离车窗远点，仔细观察着。其中一个做着笔记，我猜他们是地方警察。后来我见收票的小孩说话，那几个人顺着我昨天走的路放眼向荒原望着。

我们的车离开车站时，那个老农醒了，看了看我，问这是哪里。显然，他喝多了。

“我不常喝酒，所以像这个样子，”他说得很伤心。“打去年我一滴威士忌也没沾过。连过圣诞也没有沾。可现在我喝得头痛得要死。”

“怎么搞的？”我问。

“是那种叫白兰地的酒。由于不喝酒我不沾威士忌，而我老是喝这种白兰地。我可能会病两星期……”他说得越来越慢，很快就又睡着了。

我原来打算在某个车站下车，而现在车停在河边，我想这更好。从车窗向外望去，什么人也没有，我于是迅速地打开车门，飞快地跳进高高的草丛中。老农那条狗却断定我在偷什么东西，于是狂吠起来，这下把我好好的计划打乱了。老农醒了，也开始叫喊。他认为我想自杀。我在高草丛里爬了大概有一百米然后回头看了看。火车司机还有许多乘客都盯着我这个方向。

万幸的是那条狗激动得一下把老农甩到车厢外边。老农顺着河坡滚下去。其他旅客跑过去帮忙，狗又咬了谁，乱糟糟吵作一团。不久就把我给忘了，再回头一看，火车又开了。

现在我身处荒原中央，头一回感到害怕，不是怕警察，而是怕那些知道我了解斯卡德尔秘密的人。万一他们抓住我，我就完了。

我爬到一座小丘的顶上，四下望着。向南远远望去，我看到一样东西，吓得我浑身发抖……

在天空有一架小飞机低飞着，缓缓穿过荒原。肯定这是在找我，也肯定不是警察。我贴身藏在石楠丛中，望着飞机绕圈子，一直望了一两个小时。最后飞机消失在南方。

我讨厌这种空中间谍行径，同时想到开阔的荒原大概并非理想的藏身之处。东边我可以看到远处的树林，觉得那是个好地方。

大约黄昏六点钟，我离开荒原，钻进了树林。我走到一座桥上，桥旁有一座房子，桥上有一个年轻人。他坐在那儿，叼着烟斗迷迷糊糊地望着河水，手里拿着一本书。听到我的脚步声，他跳了起来，我看到他那张和善的面孔。

“晚上好，”他一本正经地说，“这样的晚上走路可真不错。”

房子里飘出做饭的香味。

“这是旅店吗？”我问道。

“当然，我就是老板。希望您留下过夜，我独自一人已经一周了。”

我靠着他坐下，掏出烟斗来。开始想这个年轻人也许能帮我的忙。

“您这么年轻就开旅店了。”我说。

“我父亲一年前去世了，把旅馆传给了我。对我这样的年轻人来说这并非是件令人兴奋的工作。这不是我要干的，我想写书。”

“那您这工作正好，”我说，“您接待这么多客人，肯定能成为世界上最棒的小说家。”

“现在不行了，”他说，“二百年前路上过往的人多带劲，可现在满车都是胖女人和渔夫。您没法拿他们编故事。我想在非洲一条河里扬帆而上，或者在印度的农村住下——写些像这样的事情。”

这家旅店在夕阳下宁静祥和。

“我出过几次门，”我说，“要是能住在这样宁静的地方就够开心了。而且现在惊险的事就在您身边。让我给您讲个真事，如果您愿意，可以拿它写本书。”

我告诉他我在非洲做黄金生意，而且发现了一个国际盗窃集团。他们追我追到英格兰，而且把我的好朋友给杀了。我给他绘声绘色地讲大漠追踪、非洲船上的袭击。我又详细地讲了兰厄姆的谋杀。“您要听惊险的事，”我说，“这里就有。这帮窃贼正在追杀我，而警察也正在追捕他们。”

“太好了！”他低声说。

“您信得过我，”我心怀感激地说。

“当然信得过，”他说，“什么怪事我都信。天天见到的事倒是让人难以相信的。”

他还年轻，但我正需要这样的人。

“我想我的仇人这会儿不知道我哪儿去了。但我必须躲起来而且休息一两天。您能帮忙吗？”

他跳起来，把我领进屋去。“这儿很安全。我可以保密。您多说说您的冒险故事，好不好？”

一进旅店我就听到发动机的声音。敌人的飞机就在西边的天上。

他把我安置在后面的一间屋里。我请他注意观察汽车和飞机，然后就坐下来研究斯卡德尔的小笔记本。以前说过，这是数字暗码。我必须找到解码的关键字，而当我想到有几百万个字的可能性时，感到束手无策。但是第二天下午，我想起斯卡德尔说过一个叫朱莉娅·采奇尼的女人是卡罗里德斯事件的关键，因此，我试着用她的名字作解码的钥匙。

答案有了。我读了半个小时，惊得脸色煞白。

突然，我听到旅店门外汽车的刹车声。

十分钟后，年轻的朋友到我屋来，兴奋得两眼发光。

“有两个人正在找您，”他小声说，“现在在楼下喝水。他们把您的相貌说得一点儿不差。我告诉他们您昨天晚上在这儿过夜了，今天早晨走的。”

我问他们什么长相。一个是黑眼睛的瘦削男人，另一个总是满脸笑容，说话口齿不清。他们都是英国人。这一点我这位年轻的朋友十分肯定。

我拿出一张纸，用德文写出下列的字。我让这些文字看起来像是一页私人信件：

……黑石。斯卡德尔已经发现了。但在两周之内他没有办法。我觉得情况不妙，因为现在卡罗里德斯对他的行动还未下决心。但如果T先生要求那样，我会尽力……

“请把这个给他们，就说您在我卧室发现的。就说如果他们能找到我，把这个还给我。”

三分钟后，汽车启动了。从窗帘后面看到车里坐着两个人，一瘦一胖。

那个年轻人回来了。他异常兴奋。“那张纸让他们坐不住了。”他兴高采烈地说，“瘦子的脸变得煞白，胖子吹起了口哨。后来勿忙地走了。”

“来，我告诉您下一步怎么做，”我说，“去警察局告诉他们这两个人什么长相。并说您觉得他们和伦敦的谋杀案可能有关。这两个人明天早晨肯定回来再打听我的消息。告诉警察早点到这儿来。”

第二天早晨大约八点，我看到三个警察来了。他们把车隐蔽起来就进了旅店。二十分钟之后，又一辆车奔旅店开来，但停在离旅店大约二百米的树林中。车里的两个人向旅店走来。

本来我打算躲在卧室不出来，看看动向。现在我有了个更好的主意。我给年轻人写了张条子，对他的帮助表示感谢，然后打开窗户，跳了出去。我一边向树林里的汽车走去，一边小心翼翼地观察旅店的情形，然后跳进车，疾驰而去。


4
The political candidate

I drove that car across the moor as fast as I could, looking nervously over my shoulder. I was also thinking desperately about Scudder's notes.

Scudder had told me nothing but lies. All his stories about south-east Europe and people wanting to start wars were rubbish. But although he had told me lies, there was truth underneath.

The 15th of June was going to be an important day, but be cause of something more important than the murder of a Prime Minister. The story in his book was not complete, and there were some things I didn't understand — for example, the words 'thirty-nine steps', which appeared five or six times. The last time the words were used, Scudder had written 'Thirty-nine steps, I counted them — high tide at 10.17p.m.'

The first thing I learned was that war was certain. Every thing was planned. Karolides was going to be murdered and nothing could prevent it.

The second thing I learned was that Britain was not pre pared for war. Karolides would be murdered and war would seem certain. Germany would pretend to be against war, but while we and they discussed peace, their submarines would silently fill the seas around us.

There was something else. Although the newspapers didn't know it, the British and French governments were close allies, and had agreed to prepare for war together. The most important officers in the armies and navies met regularly, and in June one of the top people was coming from Paris for a meeting. He would be told the exact details of the British Navy's preparations for war.

But on the 15th of June other people were going to be in London. Scudder didn't give names, but called them just the 'Black Stone'. They had a plan to get hold of this information, which was meant only for the French Government. And the information would be used by our enemies just a week or two later, with a most terrible effect.

My first idea was to write a letter to the British Prime Minister. But nobody would believe my story. I had to find proof that Scudder's story was true; and this would not be easy with the police and the Black Stone following me.

I drove to the east through a country at peace; but I knew that in a month's time, unless I was very lucky, men would be lying dead in this quiet countryside. I came into a village and I saw a policeman standing outside the Post Office and reading something carefully. He looked up at the car, stepped into the road, and held up a hand to stop me.

I almost did stop. But then I realized that the policeman had been reading about me. I supposed the police at the hotel had worked quickly and contacted all the local villages. I drove faster, the policeman jumped out of my way, and I was soon out of the village.

I left the main road as soon as possible and tried a smaller one. It was not easy without a map, and I realized that I had been stupid to steal the car. It would help the police and the Black Stone to find me in any corner of Scotland. If I left it, and went off on foot, they would find me in an hour or two.

I took a road that went along a narrow valley, and then up onto the moor again. I was very hungry; I had eaten nothing since morning. And now, as I drove, I heard a noise in the sky, and there was the plane.

On the moor it would see me in a minute. I drove as fast as I could down into another valley and towards a wood. Suddenly, a car appeared in front of me from a side road. There was no time to stop. I did the only thing possible and drove off the road into a hedge, hoping to hit something soft beyond. But I was out of luck. The car went through the hedge like a knife through butter, and immediately began to fall. I jumped out and was caught by the branch of a tree, while the car disappeared into a river fifteen metres below.

*　*　*

A hand helped me out of the tree, and a frightened voice asked me if I was badly hurt. The speaker was a young man who was very alarmed and very sorry. I was more pleased than an gry; it was a good way for the car to disappear.

'It's my fault,' I told him. 'That's the end of my holiday, but that's better than the end of my life!'

He looked at his watch. 'I'm in a hurry, but my house is very near. Let me give you some food and a bed. But what about your luggage? Is it in the river?'

'It's in my pocket,' I said. 'I'm from Australia, so I never carry much luggage.'

'From Australia,' he cried. ' You're just the man I need.'

We got into his car and in three minutes we were at his very comfortable house. He found some food for me. 'You've only got five minutes, I'm afraid, but you can eat properly after wards. We've got to be at the meeting at eight o'clock. You see, I'm a candidate for the election and I've got a problem tonight. I had arranged for Crumpleton, who was the Aus tralian Prime Minister, to speak at the meeting tonight, but he's ill. I've got to speak for forty minutes, and I don't know what to say. Listen, Mr. — you haven't told me your name— Twisdon, you say? Well, Mr Twisdon, can you talk about Australia for a few minutes?'

It seemed strange to ask a man you had met in a car crash to speak at an election meeting, but I needed his help.

'All right,' I said. 'I'm not a good speaker, but I'll speak for a bit.'

He was delighted. We got in his car, and on the way to the meeting he told me about his life. His name was Sir Harry Andrews and his uncle was in the government and had suggested politics as a job. He knew nothing about politics, but he was a friendly young man and I was glad to help him. When we arrived at the meeting, there were about five hundred people waiting. I was introduced as a 'trusted Australian leader' and then Sir Harry started to speak. It was mostly about preparing for war. He said the Germans didn't want a war and that if we stopped building new warships, the Germans would do the same. I thought about Scudder's black book in my pocket.

But behind all the rubbish I could see that Sir Harry was a nice man. And he spoke very badly. I knew I wasn't a good speaker, but I would be better than him.

I simply told them everything I knew about Australia. I said that Britain and Australia must work together and be friends. I think I was rather a success.

When we were back in his car again, Sir Harry was delight ed. 'You spoke wonderfully, Twisdon,' he said. 'Now you must stay for a few days. There's excellent fishing here.'

We had a good supper — which I needed — and sat in front of a fire in his sitting-room. I thought the time had come for me to tell the truth and see if this man could help me.

'Listen, Sir Harry, I've got something very important to say to you. You're an honest man, and I'm going to be honest too. Everything you said tonight was dangerous rubbish.'

'Was it? I wasn't sure myself. Do you think Germany is going to start a war with us?'

'In six weeks' time you won't need to ask me that. Listen, and I'll tell you a story.'

I sat in front of the fire, in that peaceful room, and told him everything. He heard about Scudder, his notebook, the milk man, and my travels in Scotland. It was the first time I had told the truth, all of it, to anyone, and I felt better.

'So you see,' I said finally, 'I'm the man the police want for the Langham Place murder. You should call them at once.'

He looked at me carefully. 'I know you're not a murderer, Hannay, and I believe you're speaking the truth. I'll help you. What do you want me to do?'

'First, write to your uncle. I must contact the government before the 15th of June.'

He pulled his moustache. 'That won't help you. My uncle isn't interested in foreign politics, and I don't think he'd believe you. No. I'll write to a friend of his, Sir Walter Bullivant, who works in the Foreign Office. He's an intelligent man and I think he'd help. What shall I say?'

So he wrote a letter to Sir Walter, saying that if a man named Twisdon came to him, he should help him. Twisdon would say the words 'Black Stone' and would whistle the song 'Annie Laurie', to prove who he was.

He told me where Sir Walter lived, and asked me what more he could do.

'Can you lend me some old clothes and give me a map? And if the police come, show them the car in the river.'

I then slept for three or four hours, until Sir Harry woke me at two o'clock. He gave me an old bicycle for the first part of the journey.



look over one's shoulder look back. 回头看；扭头看。

(nothing) but except. 除了。

rubbish n. nonsense; worthless talk. 无意义的话；胡说；废话。

tide n. the rise and fall of the sea every twelve hours. 潮汐。

prepare (for) v. make or get ready (for). 准备；预备。

get hold of something grasp something. 抓住。

effect n. result; outcome. 结果；效果。

at peace in the state of peace. 处于和平状态。

hold up raise. 举起。

contact v. get in touch with. 接触；联系。

on foot by walking. 步行。

hedge n. a thick line of low trees and bushes. 篱墙。

out of luck unlucky. 不走运。

fault n. something that makes a person imperfect; flaw. 缺点；过错。

in a hurry impatient or anxious to act; quickly. 匆忙的；急忙的。

car crash a violent vehicle accident. 撞车。

trust v. believe that some body is honest. 信任；信赖。

warship n. a naval ship used for war, especially one armed with guns. 军舰；战舰。

murder n. the crime of killing a human being unlawfully. 谋杀。

intelligent adj. having or showing the power of reasoning or understanding. 聪明的；有理性的；富有洞察力的。

a man named... a man called... 叫……的人。

journey n. going to a place, especially a distant place. 旅行；旅程。


4　政治候选人

我开车飞速穿越荒原，同时战战兢兢地回头张望，心里极力思考着斯卡德尔笔记本里的事。

[image: alt]

斯卡德尔给我讲的全是谎话。什么东南欧、什么有人要发动战争，纯属胡说八道。他讲的虽然是假话，但其中也隐藏着真相。

六月十五日将是个重要的日期，因为那天会发生某件事，比谋杀希腊首相更要紧。他笔记本里的记述断续不全，有些事我也不明白——比如，“三十九级台阶”这几个词出现了五六次。最后一次斯卡德尔用这几个词时，他写道：“三十九级，我数了——涨潮时间，下午十点十七分。”

我搞明白的第一件事是战争肯定要爆发。一切都计划好了。卡罗里德斯死定了，无可挽救。

我搞明白的第二件事是英国对战争没有准备。卡罗里德斯将被杀死，而且战争看来不可避免。德国会装出反对战争的样子，一边和我们探讨和平，同时悄悄把潜艇布满周围海域。

此外，英国和法国是亲密的盟友，有协议要共同备战，但是报界对此并不知情。双方陆、海军的高级军官定期会晤，六月份巴黎方面某个首脑人物要来开会。他将被告知英国海军备战的详细情况。

然而，六月十五日另外一批人也要到伦敦来。斯卡德尔没说他们叫什么，只称他们为“黑石”。他们制定了计划要把会晤情报搞到手，而这些情况只能让法国政府知道。一两周之后敌人会利用这个情报，那后果将不堪设想。

我第一个想法是给英国首相写封信。但是没有人会相信我的话。我必须找到证据说明斯卡德尔的话是真的；这可不那么容易，因为警察和黑石正在跟踪着我。

我开车向东通过宁静的乡村；而我清楚一个月之内，除非我幸运成事，否则这片宁静的乡野会横尸遍地。我驶进一个村庄，看到一个警察站在邮电局外面，正在专心致志地读着什么。他一抬头看到我的车，便走到路中央扬手示意叫我停车。

我差点停下来。但是转念一想，意识到警察刚才读的是有关我的消息。我猜到旅店的警察动作很迅速，已通知了各村的警察。我突然加速，吓得警察从路上跳开，转眼我便驶离村庄。

我尽快地从大路拐到小路看看情况。而没有地图谈何容易，我意识到偷这辆车是做了件蠢事。在苏格兰我无论躲到哪个角落，这辆车都会帮着警察和黑石把我找到。如果弃车步行，他们一两个小时内也会找到我。

我驶向一条狭窄的山谷路，然后折身返回荒原。我从早晨就滴水未进，现在饥肠辘辘。我正开着车，听到空中有响声，是那架飞机。

在荒原上飞机转眼就会看到我。我尽快驶向另一个峡谷，然后奔树林而去。猛然间，从岔路上一辆汽车窜到我面前。停车已来不及了。唯一可能的是驶离道路，冲入篱墙，希望能撞在后面什么软东西上。然而我非常不走运。汽车穿过篱墙，一如餐刀切黄油般爽利，然后马上向下跌落。我跳了出来，被挂在一个树枝上，而汽车消失在下面十五米的河中。

*　*　*

有一只手帮我从树上下来，我听到一个战战兢兢的声音问我是否伤得很重。说话的是个年轻人，他很吃惊也很歉疚。我与其说愤懑不如说欣慰，汽车这样消失很不错。

“这是我的错，”我对他说，“这下假期算完了，但总比命没了好！”

他看了看表。“我正忙着，但我家很近。让我给您提供吃住吧。可是您的行李怎么办？掉在河里了？”

“行李在我口袋里，”我说。“我从澳大利亚来，从来不多带行李。”

“从澳大利亚来，”他叫了起来，“我正需要您这么个人。”

我们坐上他的车，三分钟就来到他那舒适的家。他给我找了些吃的。“恐怕您只能吃五分钟，不过以后您可以好好吃一顿。八点我们必须去开会。您知道，我是这次选举的候选人，而今天晚上我遇到个麻烦。我今晚本来安排的是克兰姆坡顿讲话，他是澳大利亚的总理，可他病了。这样我就要讲四十分钟，但不知道讲些什么。听我说，先生……您还没告诉我您叫什么呢……叫特维斯顿，对吧？好了，特维斯顿先生，您能不能用几分钟讲讲澳大利亚？”

车祸中你碰到个人，就拉他在选举会上讲话，真是不可思议，可我要他帮忙啊。

“好吧，”我说，“我讲不好，不过可以讲一会儿。”

他很高兴。我们坐进汽车，去开会的路上他把他的情况讲给我听。他叫哈里·安德鲁爵士，他叔叔在政府工作，劝他也从政。而他对政治一窍不通，但他年轻，为人和善，我很愿意帮助他。我们赶到会场，已经有五百来人等在那儿。我作为“可信赖的澳大利亚领导人”被介绍给大家，接着哈里爵士开始讲话。内容主要是如何备战。他说德国人并不想打仗，如果我们停止建造军舰，德国人也会同样做。我则想着口袋里斯卡德尔小笔记本上的事。

除了这一番胡言乱语，我可以看出哈里爵士为人不错。而讲话相当糟糕。我知道自己演讲水平也不怎么样，但总比他讲得好。

关于澳大利亚，我把知道的一古脑儿都端了出来。我讲到英国和澳大利亚要同舟共济，友好相处。我觉得我的讲话挺成功。

我们回到车上时，哈里爵士兴高采烈。“您讲得棒极了，特维斯顿，”他说。“您必须在这里待几天。这有一个非常棒的垂钓活动。”

我们吃了一顿丰盛的晚餐——这正是我之所需——然后一块坐在客厅的火炉前。我觉得这正是把实情告诉他的时机，看此人能不能帮我一把。

“听我说，哈里爵士，我有非常重要的事情跟您说。您是个实在人，我也同样会实实在在。今天晚上您讲的都是危险的无稽之谈。”

“是吗？我自己还说不准。您认为德国要和我们开战吗？”

“六周之后您就不必问我了。听我说，我给您讲一件事。”

在那间宁静的屋子里，我坐在火炉前，把一切都告诉了他。他听着关于斯卡德尔、以及他的小笔记本、送奶员、以及我在苏格兰的历程。这是头一回我把真相，一切真相，告诉别人，心里感到好多了。

“您知道了，”末了我说，“我就是兰厄姆命案中警察要抓的那个人。您应该立刻报警。”

他审视着我。“我知道您不是凶手，相信您说的是实话。我会帮助您的。您需要我做什么？”

“首先给您叔叔写封信。六月十五日前我必须和政府取得联系。”

他捋着胡子。“那对您没用。我叔叔对外国政治没有兴趣，我觉得他不会相信您。不。我会给他一位朋友写封信，他叫瓦尔特·布利万特爵士，在外交部工作。他很聪明，我想他会帮助您的。怎么样？”

于是他给布利万特爵士写了封信，信中说如果有个叫特维斯顿的人去找他，他应予帮助。特维斯顿会说暗语“黑石”，还会用口哨吹那首叫“安妮·劳里”的歌以证明他是谁。

他告诉我布利万特爵士的地址，又问还需要他做什么。

“您能借给我几件旧衣服再给我一张地图吗？再有，如果警察找来，领他们看看掉在河里的汽车。”

然后我睡了三四个小时，两点钟哈里爵士把我叫醒。他给了我一辆旧自行车以供我第一段路程之用。


5
The adventure of the roadman

I sat down at the top of a hill and rested. Behind me was a road climbing out of a river valley. In front were two kilometres of flat open country. To the left and the right were green hills. A kilometre down the road behind me I could see the smoke from a small house, but otherwise there was no sign of human life. There were only the sounds of birds singing and water flowing.

It was now about seven o'clock in the morning, and as I waited, I heard the sound of an engine in the air. I realized that I was in a bad position, because I had nowhere to hide.

I sat, hopelessly, as the aeroplane came nearer. It was high at first, but then it came down very low. I could see one of the two men looking at me very carefully. Then, suddenly, it went up and disappeared.

I had to think quickly. My enemies had found me, so now, I supposed, they would put a circle of men around the hills. They had probably seen my bicycle, so they would expect me to try and escape by road. I found a small lake about a hundred metres from the road and threw the bicycle in. Then I climbed to a higher bit of ground and looked around.

There was nowhere to hide. The moor was open, but to me it was like a prison. I started to walk to the north, and as I walked, I saw a car about fifteen kilometres away on the road. And, in the valley below me, I could see a line of men walking slowly upwards. The north was no good. I turned, and began to run southwards. I ran hard, watching the skyline in front of me, and soon I thought I could see distant figures on the hill. I turned again and ran down to the road.

If you have enemies all around you, the best plan is to hide while they search and do not find you. But there was nothing to hide in, nothing but the moor, the heather, and the white road.

*　*　*

Then, in a bend in the road, I found the roadman. He had just started work mending the road, when he saw me.

'I'm sorry I ever stopped farming!' he said. 'I was my own boss then. Now I have to do what the government orders, and I'm a prisoner here with aching eyes and a bad back. And my head's going to explode!'

He was about the same age as me, and wore big black glass es. He started to work again, and then stopped.

'I can't do it,' he cried. 'I'm going back to bed.'

I asked him what the problem was, although I could guess.

'It was my daughter's wedding last night, so we were dancing and drinking until four o'clock in the morning. And the new Road Inspector is coming to visit today! He'll come and not find me, or he'll come and find me like this. Whatever happens, I'm finished.'

Then I had an idea. 'Does this new Inspector know you?'

'No. He started last week.'

'Where's your house?' He pointed to the small house I had seen before.

'Well, go back to bed,' I said, 'and sleep in peace. I'll do your job for the day and see the Inspector.'

He stared at me for a minute, then smiled.

'You're the man for me! It's an easy job.' He pointed to several big heaps of stones along the side of the road. 'Just put the stones down all along the edges of the road. My name's Alexander Turnbull, but my friends call me Ecky. If you speak to the Inspector politely, he'll be happy. I'll come back at five o'clock.'

I borrowed his glassed and a very dirty hat and gave him my good clothes. I also borrowed a very old pipe. My new friend walked off slowly to his bed. I hoped he would be inside his house when my enemies arrived.

I put as much dirt as possible on my face, hands and clothes, and rubbed some into my eyes to make them red. My boots did not look like a workman's boots, so I kicked them against the rocks to make them look older. The roadman had left his sandwiches and I was happy to eat some of them. There was still nothing moving on the road when I started work.

After some time I was getting hot, and I was beginning to count the hours until evening, when I heard a voice, and saw a young man in a small car looking at me.

'Are you Alexander Turnbull?' he said. 'I'm the new Road Inspector. You're doing these edges well, but there's a soft place about a kilometre down the hill. Don't forget that, will you? Good day now.'

Clearly, the Inspector thought I was the roadman. As time passed, one or two other cars came along the road, and I bought some biscuits from a travelling shop. Finally, a big car stopped and two men got out and walked towards me. I had seen them before — from the window of the hotel. The fatter of the two looked at me with sharp bright eyes.

'Good morning,' he said. 'That's an easy job you've got there.'

'There are worse jobs and there are better jobs,' I said. I spoke in Alexander Turnbull's strong Scottish accent.

The other man was looking at my boots. 'You've very fine boots. Were they made near here?'

'Oh no, the were made in London. I was given them by a man who was here on holiday last year.'

The fatter man spoke to the other in German. 'Let's move on. This man can't help us.'

They did ask one more question.

'Did you see anyone pass early this morning? Either on a bicycle or on foot?'

I pretended to think carefully.

'I wasn't up very early. You see, my daughter got married yesterday and I went to bed late. I looked out of the house at seven and there was nobody on the road. And I've seen no bi cycles this morning.'

The thin man gave me a cigar, which I smelt and then put in my pocket. Then they got into the car and were soon out of sight.

I continued to work on the road, and I was right to do so. Ten minutes later they passed again, watching me carefully.

I hoped Mr Turnbull would stay in bed and I began to won der what to do next. I couldn't mend roads for ever.

Just before five o'clock an open touring car came up the road, and stopped a few metres from me. The driver wanted to light a cigarette, and, by an extraordinary chance, I knew him. His name was Marmaduke Jopley and he was a man I disliked very much. He was only interested in people with money, and in visiting people who lived in beautiful houses in the country. I ran up to the car and took his arm.

'Hallo, Jopley.'

His mouth opened wide as he looked at me. 'Who are you?'

'My name's Hannay,' I said. 'You remember me.'

'The murderer!' he cried.

'Yes. And there'll be another murder if you don't help me. Give me your coat and hat.'

He did what I asked. He was very frightened. I put his coat and hat on, and put Mr Turnbull's hat on Jopley's head. I got in the car and started it.

'Now, my friend,' I said, 'you sit quietly and be a good boy. I'm going to borrow your car for an hour or two.'

I enjoyed the drive we had that evening. As we drove through the valley, I noticed some men beside the road, but they didn't look at us. I drove on into the hills and as it started to get dark, I turned up a small road and stopped in the middle of a lonely moor. I returned the hat and coat to Jopley.

'Thank you very much,' I said. 'You can be quite useful. Now you'd better go and find the police.'

As I sat on the moor and watched the car's lights disappear, I thought about my new life as a criminal. I was not a murderer, but I had developed a habit of stealing expensive cars.



roadman n. a man who is responsible for mending roads. 修路人；修路工。

otherwise adv. in other or different respects. 其他方面；此外。

in a bad position in an unfavourable situation. 处境不利；逆境。

throw v. cause something to go through the air with force. 抛；甩；扔。

prison n. building in which wrongdoers are kept locked up. 监狱。

a line of men men forming a line. 一队人。

figure n. (here) man. 人影。

heather n. a short plant with purple flowers which grows on moors. 石楠。

bend n. curve or turn. 拐弯处；转弯。

mend v. repair; remake. 处理；修补。

explode v. cause to burst with a loud noise. 爆炸。

wedding n. marriage ceremony. 婚礼；结婚。

I'm finished that's the end of my luck or my life. 我完了。

inspector n. official who carries out assessment 视察员；巡视员。

borrow v. get something to use on the understanding that it is to be returned. 借。

count v. say or name the numbers in order. 数。

a travelling shop moving shop. 流动商店。

boot n. shoe covering the ankle, or knee, 靴子。

on holiday in the period of holiday. 度假。

out of sight unable to see. 看不见了。

by chance by accident. 偶然。

enjoy v. get happiness from. 享受……的乐趣；乐于。

notice v. observe. 注意到；看到。

criminal n. a person who has committed a crime. 罪犯。

develop (a habit) v. (here) foster. 养成（习惯）。


5　修路人的奇遇

我坐在小山顶上休息。身后的道路从河谷爬上高原。眼前是两公里的开阔地。左右则是青山。后面沿路一公里处，可以看到一间小屋冒出的炊烟，此外再也看不到人烟。只听到鸟声呢喃和流水潺潺。

[image: alt]

现在大约是早晨七点钟，我正在等待，突然听到发动机的声音。我发觉处境不妙，因为我无处藏身。

飞机越来越近，我无可奈何地坐在那儿。它开始飞得很高，后来飞低了。我可以看见两人中有一个仔细地打量着我。后来，突然又高飞远去了。

我要赶快想办法。敌人已经发现了我，所以我估计他们会派人包围这块山地。可能他们已经发现了我的自行车，估计我会顺道路拼命逃跑。距路大约一百米处有一汪小湖，我把自行车扔下去。然后又爬到一块高地，向四周瞭望。

没地方可躲。荒原非常开阔，但对我来说无异于监狱。我向北走，走着走着看见路上大约十五公里开外有一辆汽车。在脚下的峡谷里可以看到一行人慢慢向山上爬来。北边不行。我转身开始向南。我望着前面的天边，使劲跑着，不一会儿，我觉得可以看清山上的人影了。我再折身奔向大路。

假如敌人包围了你，最好的办法是在他们搜你而不可得的时候藏着别动。然而这里却无处藏身，除了荒原、石楠丛和白色的道路外什么都没有。

后来，在拐弯处我见到那个修路人。我看见他的时候，他刚开始干活。

“我真后悔我怎么不种地了！”他说。“那么着我自己管自己。可现在政府叫我干什么就得干什么，搞得眼疼腰酸，整个是罪犯。我的头快要裂了！”

他和我年纪相仿，戴着墨镜。他干起活来，然后又停下手。

“我干不了，”他喊道。“回家睡觉去。”

我一猜便知，但还是问他是怎么回事。

“昨天晚上是我女儿的婚宴，所以我们喝酒、跳舞一直到早晨四点。可今天新的道路视察员要来视察！要么他来了找不到我，要么来了看到我像现在这个样子。无论如何，我算完了。”

当时我心生一计。“这个新视察员认识您吗？”

“不认识。他上周才来的。”

“您家在哪儿？”他指了指我刚才看到的那所小房子。

“好了，回家安心睡觉去吧。”我说，“今天我替您干活，替您见视察员。”他盯了我一会儿，然后笑了。

“您可救了我了！这个活不难干。”他指了指沿路边的几堆石头。“把这些石头都顺着路边倒下去就行了。我叫亚历山大·特恩布尔，朋友们都叫我艾可。您说话要是客客气气，视察员会高兴的。五点钟我回来。”

我把他的眼镜和脏衣服借来，把我的好衣服给他。又把旧烟斗借来。我这位新朋友慢慢腾腾地离开，回家睡觉去了。但愿我的敌人来的时候他在家里别出来。

我往脸上、手上、衣服上使劲抹土，并且把土揉进眼里使眼睛发红。我的靴子看着不像工人的，因此我使劲往石头上踢，以便变旧一点。修路工把他的三明治留下了，我很高兴地吃了点。开始工作了，路上仍然没有什么动静。

过了一会儿，我觉得越来越热，开始一小时一小时地数时间，直到傍晚，这时突然听到声音，看到小汽车里坐着个年轻人正在看着我。

“您是亚历山大·特恩布尔吗？”他问我，“我是道路视察员。这些路沿，您修得很好，不过山下大约一公里处有个地方泛松。别忘了修一修，好不好？再见吧。”

显而易见，这位视察员把我当作那个修路工了。时间一点点过去，一两辆汽车在路上驶过，我又从流动商店里买了点饼干。最后一辆大卡车停下来，跳下两个人向我走来。以前我见过他们——从旅店的窗户里。那个胖点的瞪着一双犀利而明亮的眼睛望着我。

“早晨好，”他说，“您在这儿找了份儿轻闲的差事啊。”

“有些事差点，有些事好点，”我回答。我说话带着亚历山大·特恩布尔的浓重苏格兰口音。

另外一个人则看着我的靴子。“您的靴子可不错。是附近做的吗？”

“啊，不是，是伦敦做的。这是去年有个人在这里度假，他给我的。”

胖点的用德语和另一个交谈。“我们走吧。这个人没用。”

他们又问了一个问题。

“今天早晨您看见什么人在这儿经过吗？或者骑车或者步行？”

我装作认真思考的样子。

“我今天起得不太早。您不知道，我女儿昨天结婚，我睡迟了。七点钟时我朝外边看了看，路上没人。整个上午也没见到自行车。”

那个瘦点的给了我一枝雪茄，我闻了闻就放进口袋。后来他们跳上汽车，很快就没影了。

我接着修路，这算是做对了。十分钟后他们又回来，仔细地打量着我。

但愿特恩布尔先生还睡着，同时我开始思考下一步该怎么办。不能总是修路啊。

五点差一点儿，一辆敞篷旅游车开过来，停在离我几米的地方。司机想吸烟，巧得很，我认识他。他叫马默杜克·乔普利，这个人我非常讨厌。他的心思都用在有钱人身上，用在拜访住在乡间明屋广厦的主儿身上了。我跑向汽车，拉住他的胳膊。

“你好，乔普利。”

他张着嘴，看着我。“您是谁呀？”

“我叫哈内，”我说。“您记得吧？”

“杀人犯！”他叫了起来。

“不错。要是您不帮忙，还会有另一起谋杀。把您的外衣和帽子给我。”

他遵命了。他给吓坏了。我穿上他的外衣，戴上他的帽子，再把特恩布尔的帽子戴在乔普利头上。我跳上汽车，打着了火。

“听着，朋友，”我说，“您坐在这儿别出声，表现好点。把车借给我一两个小时。”

那天晚上我开着车，觉得很美。我们开车通过峡谷时，我发现路边有几个人，但他们没留意我们。我一直开到山里，天刚黑的时候，拐上一条小路，车停在荒凉的原野中央。我把帽子和外衣还给了乔普利。

“非常感谢，”我说。“想不到你也能派上大用场。你最好快走去找警察吧。”

我坐在荒原上，望着车灯光逐渐消逝，想着当罪犯的崭新生涯。我本不是杀人犯，可是已经养成了偷好车的习惯。


6
The bald writer

I spent the night in the hills, in some thick heather be hind a rock. I had no coat and I was very cold. My coat, Scudder's notebook, my watch and even my pipe and tobacco were with Mr Turnbull. All I had was some biscuits.

I had half the biscuits for supper and tried to keep warm in the heather. I was feeling quite pleased. So far I had been very lucky. The milkman, the man at the hotel, Sir Harry, the roadman and even Marmaduke had all helped me, and I felt that with help like this I might win. My main problem now was that I was very hungry. I fell asleep imagining the most beautiful meals.

I woke up very cold in the early morning. I looked down the hill, and in a second I was putting my boots on as fast as I could. There were men only a few hundred metres below me, walking up and searching the heather step by step.

Keeping low in the heather, I moved up the hill. At the top, I stood up and showed myself. I heard men shouting, and then I pretended to disappear over the top of the hill, but in fact I got down in the heather and crawled back down into the valley. After twenty minutes I looked back and saw the men disappearing over the top of the hill.

I didn't know where I was, but I knew I must keep moving. I was twenty minutes in front of them, but they were local men and they knew these hills better than I did. Soon they were close behind me and I was running as fast as I could. After a time I saw to my left some trees and the chimneys of a farmhouse. I ran down towards them and found my self in a garden. As I came nearer the house, I saw an old man looking at me through an open door. I crossed the garden and went in.

I was in a pleasant room, with books everywhere. At a desk in the middle sat an old man with a kind face. He had glasses on the end of his nose, and the top of his bald head shone like glass. He didn't move, but looked up and waited for me to speak.

I was so surprised by his calmness that for a minute I just stared at him.

'You're in a hurry, my friend,' he said slowly.

I looked out of the window at the moor. We could both see the line of men walking through the heather.

'Ah, I see,' he said. 'The police are after you, are they? Well, we'll talk about it later. I don't like the police in my house when I'm working. Go through that door on the left and close it behind you. You will be safe in there.'

And this extraordinary man picked up his pen and started to write.

I did what he said, and found myself in a small room with only a very small window high up in one wall. The door closed behind me. Once again I had found somewhere to hide.

But I didn't feel comfortable. There was something strange about the old man. I had suddenly appeared in his house, but he didn't seem surprised. And his eyes were frighteningly intelligent. I waited, and tried to forget that I was very hungry. I thought about breakfast, and suddenly the door opened and there was the old man again.

'I told the police you had gone over the hill. This is a lucky morning for you, Mr Richard Hannay,' he said, smiling.

As he spoke, his eyes half closed, and immediately I remembered Scudder's description of a man who could 'hood his eyes like a hawk'. I saw that I had walked into the hands of my enemies.

My first thought was to knock him down and run, but two men came through the door. They were carrying guns.

The old man knew my name, but he had never seen me be fore. I took a chance. 'I don't know what you mean,' I said roughly. 'And who are you calling Hannay? My name's Ainslie.'

'Of course, you have many names,' he said, still smiling. 'We won't argue about a name.'

I looked at him angrily. 'I suppose you're going to call the police back. I wish I'd never seen that car. Here's the money.' I put four pounds on the table.

'I won't call the police,' he said. 'This is a private problem between you and me.'

'Oh, stop it!' I cried. 'I've had no luck since I left my ship in Edinburgh. I found a crashed car and took a little money out of it, and I've had the police after me for two days. You do what you like. Ned Ainslie's finished.'

I could hear doubt in his voice when he next spoke.

'Would you be kind enough to tell me what you've been doing for the last few days?'

'I can't. I haven't eaten for two days. Give me something to eat and I'll tell you the truth.' I put on my best begging voice.

Some food was brought to me, and while I was eating, he said something to me in German. I stared at him stupidly. Then I told him my story. I was a sailor, and I had left my ship in Edinburgh to travel across Scotland to see my brother. I had found a car in a river and taken some money from it. But the police were now chasing me.

'They can have their money back,' I cried. 'It's only brought me trouble!'

'You're good at lying, Hannay,' he said.

I started to get very angry. 'My name's Ainslie and I don't know anybody called Hannay. I'd rather have the police than you and your guns and your Hannays. No, I'm sorry, sir, I'm grateful for the food, but I'd like to go now.'

I could see that he was not sure. He had never seen me, and I suppose I did not look like my photograph.

'I won't let you go. If you are Mr Ainslie, then you'll soon be able to prove it. If you're not, then I have a surprise for you.'

He rang a bell, and a third servant appeared.

'I want the car in five minutes,' he said. 'There will be three for lunch.'

Then he looked at me, and that was the most frightening thing of all. His eyes were unnatural — bright, cold and evil. I tried to stare back, and even to smile.

'You'll know me next time we meet,' I said.

'Karl,' he said, speaking in German. 'Put this man in the back room until I return.'

I was taken out of the room with a gun at each ear.

*　*　*

The back room was very dark and full of old bottles and boxes. The windows had shutters on the outside. The key turned in the door, and I could hear the feet of the guards outside.

I sat down feeling very unhappy. The old man had gone to collect his friends, the men who had talked to me when I was the roadman. They would soon discover that I was not the roadman, nor Mr Ainslie, but Richard Hannay. I began to wish I had been found by the police; I would feel safer with them than with this man and his two friends.

They were coming for lunch, so I had only two hours. I tried the windows but they would not move. I felt the boxes and bottles, and then found a door in the wall. It was a cup board door, and it was locked. I had nothing else to do so I pulled on it until it opened.

There were a lot of things inside. On one shelf there were some matches, and I used them to look more closely. At the back of one shelf was a strong wooden box. I broke it open and found, to my surprise, some fuses and several small square packets of explosive.

I knew that with these I could blow the house up. The problem was that I didn't know how much to use. If I used too much, I would blow myself up. But if I didn't use them at all, I would be dead in three hours.

I put one of the squares of explosive near the door, and put a fuse from there to the other side of the room. I lit the fuse and hid behind some boxes. There was silence for five seconds...

The wall exploded into a bright yellow light, something fell on my left arm, and I became unconscious.

I was unconscious for only a few seconds. Then I stood up, trying not to breathe the yellow smoke. The window had been blown out and I climbed out into the garden. Across the gar den there were some buildings, and one was an old tower. I felt too ill to go very far, and that seemed the best hiding place.

The climb up the outside of that tower was the most difficult thing I ever did. My head felt terrible, and the smoke had made me very sick, but in the end I managed it, and lay down at the top. Then I became unconscious again.

When I woke up, my head was burning and the sun was shining into my face. I lay for a long time without moving. I could hear men talking. I looked through a hole in the wall and saw men with guns. There was the bald man and I thought I could see the fat one too.

For half an hour they searched all the buildings. They came to the door at the bottom of my tower, and for a minute I thought they were going to come up, but the door was locked.

All afternoon I lay on that roof. I was terribly thirsty, and, to make it worse, I could see and hear a small stream which came off the moor and flowed near the farm. I wanted a drink of that cool clear water more than anything in the world.

From the tower I could see all the moor around. I saw two men go off in a car, and another man on a horse, and I imagined they were looking for me. But I could also see something more interesting. At the top of the hill behind the house was a ring of trees with grass inside. It was clear that this was where the plane landed.

It was an excellent place for an airfield. It could not be seen from below because it was at the top of the hill; from the valley, the hill seemed covered with trees. And anyone watching the plane coming in to land would think it was just flying over the hill. I realized that if the plane arrived now, the pilot would probably see me, so I lay still, and hoped night would come quickly.

Luckily, when the plane did arrive, it was almost dark. I watched it land, and then waited until everything was quiet. There was no moon, and I was too thirsty to wait, so at nine o'clock I climbed down. Halfway down, somebody came out of the house with a light, and I froze. Then the light disappeared and I continued down to the ground.

I crawled as far as the trees. I guessed that the house would be guarded in some way, so I continued very slowly and care fully, and found a wire about sixty centimetres from the ground. Falling over that would doubtless start alarm bells ringing in the house.

A hundred metres further on there was another wire, but after that it was the open moor. Ten minutes later I had my head in the stream and I drank litres of cold water.

I did not stop again until I was ten kilometres from that terrible house.



biscuit n. a kind of thin, dry cake, usually small and round. 饼干。

imagine v. form a picture of something in the mind. 想象。

crawl v. move slowly, with your body on or close to the ground. 爬。

local men those who live there. 当地人。

cross v. go or pass across. 穿过。

be after run behind in order to catch. 追；追赶。

extraordinary adj. beyond what is usual, or ordinary. 非凡的。

hood v. half close one's eyes. 半睁着眼睛；眯着眼睛。

hawk n. a bird which kills and eats small animals or insects. 鹰。

roughly adv. not gently. 粗鲁地。

doubt n. feeling of uncertainty. 疑虑；怀疑。

grateful adj. (to somebody) (for something) feeling or showing thanks. 感激的；感谢的。

evil adj. very bad; wicked; harmful. 邪恶的；不良的；有害的。

shutter n. movable cover for a window, to keep out light or thieves. 百叶窗；窗板。

cupboard n. a separate piece of furniture, used for dishes, provisions, clothes, etc. 碗橱；衣柜。

fuse n. a long string which is used to light an explosive. 导火索。

explosive n. something which can blow up. 炸药。

square adj. having four equal sides. 正方形的；方形的。

unconscious adj. not aware, not awake. 失去知觉的。

burning adj. feeling extremely hot. 灼热的；火烧似的。

bald adj. (of men) having no hair on the head. （指男人）秃头的。

ring n. circle. 圆圈。

freeze v. be extremely scared. 害怕极了。

alarm n. (sound or signal giving a) warning of danger. 警报。

stream n. a small river. 溪流。

litre n. unit of capacity in the metric system. 公升。


6　秃头作家

那天我就在山里岩石后的茂密石楠丛里过夜。我身上没大衣，觉得很冷。我的大衣、斯卡德尔的笔记本、我的手表、甚至我的烟斗和烟都留在特恩布尔先生那儿了。尽我所有只是一点饼干。

[image: alt]

我吃了一半饼干当晚餐，偎在石楠丛里尽量保持热量。而我心里觉得乐滋滋的。迄今为止，我运气还不错。送奶员、旅店老板、哈里爵士、修路人甚至马默杜克都帮了我的忙，有这样的帮助我觉得会成功。现在主要问题是我太饿了。我梦想着一顿顿美餐昏昏入睡。

大清早我一睁眼就觉得冷得不得了。向山下看了看，我分秒必争地穿上鞋。离我只有数百米的下面有一伙人向上爬着，仔细地搜索着石楠丛。

我在石楠丛里紧贴着地面向山上爬。到了山顶，我站起来不再躲藏。我听到人们的呐喊声，于是便假装从山顶逃走了，而实际隐身于石楠丛中，向下又爬回了峡谷。二十分钟后我回头看看，那些人正在越过山顶向那边追去。

我不知道我在什么地方，只知道我必须不停地走。我领先他们二十分钟，但他们是当地人，对这片山地比我熟悉。不久他们就紧紧跟上来了，我就竭力地跑着。过了一会儿，我看到左首有一片树林和一家农舍的烟囱。于是就奔那里跑去，不觉得到了一个庭院里。我向房子走去，这时一个老头开着门正在瞧着我。我穿过庭院，进了屋。

我进了一间很不错的屋子，屋子里摆满了书。中间放着一张书桌，桌旁坐着一位老人，神态慈祥。鼻尖上架着一副眼镜，头顶秃秃的像玻璃一样闪着光。他一动不动，抬着头等着我开口。

他的镇定出乎我意料，以至于有一会儿我只是呆呆地望着他。

“朋友，您很着急呀。”他缓缓地说。

我透过窗户向荒原望去，我们俩都看到一队人正穿行于石楠丛中。

“我明白了，”他说，“警察在追您，是不是？这事我们过一会儿再说。我干活的时候不喜欢警察到我家来打搅。请走左边的门，随手把门关上。那里很安全。”

这位不同寻常的老人拿起笔写起字来。

我听他的，不觉来到一间小屋，只有一个小窗户还开得很高。门已经关好。我又找到藏身之处了。

然而我觉得不自在。这个老头哪里有点怪。我突然闯进屋，可是看来他一点也不吃惊。他那双眼睛睿智得叫人害怕。我在那儿等着，极力不去想辘辘饥肠。我正在想着早饭，门突然打开了，又是那个老头。

“我告诉警察您已经翻山走了。理查德·哈内先生，今天上午您运气真好。”他笑着说。

他说话的时候，眼睛眯着，我猛地记起斯卡德尔说过一个人，这个人能“像猫头鹰那样眯着眼睛”。我意识到我已经走到敌人的手心里来了。

我第一个想法是把他打倒然后逃跑，可是两条汉子推门而入。他们手里都拿着枪。

老头知道我叫什么，但从来没见过我。我想碰碰运气。“我不明白您说什么，”我粗声粗气地说。“您叫谁哈内？我的名字叫安斯利。”

“当然，您有好多名字，”他仍然笑着说。“别为名字抬杠了。”

我忿忿然地看着他。“我猜您要把警察叫回来。当初要是没见到那辆车就什么事也没有了。”我把四英磅放在桌子上。

“我不会叫警察，”他说，“这是你我之间的私事。”

“得了，住口吧！”我喊起来。“从爱丁堡一下船我就不顺。碰到一辆撞坏的汽车，从里边拿了点钱，结果警察追了我两天。您爱怎么样随便好了。奈德·安斯利算完了。”

他又开始说话，从声音里我可以听出他的犹豫不决。

“劳您驾能不能告诉我最近几天您都干什么了？”

“不行。我两天没吃饭了。给我点东西吃，然后我实话实说。”我尽量装出恳求的声调。

饭给我端来了，我一边吃他一边用德语对我讲什么。我就傻呼呼地盯着他。然后把我的故事讲给他听。我是个海员，从爱丁堡下的船，路过苏格兰去看我兄弟。在那里我看到一辆汽车，于是在里边拿了点钱。可警察就一直紧迫不舍。

“他们可以把钱拿回去嘛，”我叫道。“这点钱净给我添乱！”

“哈内，您挺会撒谎的，”他说。

我发起怒来。“我叫安斯利，不认识什么叫哈内的人。我宁可让警察抓住也比叫您、您的枪和您的哈内抓住好。对不起，先生，我不干，感谢您的饭，现在我想走了。”

可以看出他犹豫不决了。他从来没见过我，而且，我猜我看起来也不像我的照片。

“我不让您走。假如您是安斯利先生的话，很快您就能证明一点。假如您不是，那么我会让您大吃一惊。”

他按门铃，第三个仆人来了。

“五分钟后我要用车，”他说。“预备三个人的午餐。”

然后他就看着我，那目光比什么都可怕。他的眼睛不同寻常——明亮、阴冷、邪恶。我极力以眼还眼，甚至极力装出笑脸。

“下回再见面您就认识我了，”我说道。

“卡尔，”他用德语说。“把这个人放到后面的屋里等我回来再说。”

我被拉出屋去，一边耳朵顶着一枝枪。

*　*　*

后面的屋黑洞洞的堆满旧瓶子和破箱子。窗户外面安着百叶窗。钥匙插在锁孔里，我可以听到外面卫兵的脚步声。

我坐下来，感到心情很不好。那个老头去叫他的朋友，那些人在我装修路人的时候和我说过话。他们很快就会知道我既不是修路人，也不是安斯利先生而是理查德·哈内。我想还不如让警察抓住的好；让警察抓住比让这个人和他那两个朋友抓住我觉得安全些。

他们要回来吃午饭，所以我只有两个小时的时间。我试着打开窗户，可是弄不动。我摸索着箱子、瓶子，后来发现墙上有个门，是壁橱的门，紧锁着。除此无法可想，所以我就使劲拉那个门，门被打开了。

屋里放着好多东西。在一个书架上有火柴，我点着火柴，更仔细地观察着。在一个书架后面放着个硬木箱。我把箱子打开，出乎我的意料，里面有导火索和若干方形包装的炸药。

我知道用这些炸药可以把整座房子炸飞。问题是我不知道该用多少炸药。如果用得太多，那么会连我自己也被炸飞。而要是索性不用，那么用不了三个小时我就得完蛋。

我把一包炸药放在门边，把导火索从那儿接到屋的另一头。我点着导火索，躲在箱子后面。五秒钟内默无声息……

轰然一声，屋墙被炸成亮黄色的火光，什么东西砸到我的左臂上，后来就失去了知觉。

我只昏迷了几秒钟。然后我站起来，尽量不呼吸炸药的黄烟。窗户被炸开了，我爬窗而出，跳到庭院里。庭院的对面是房子，其中有一个古塔。我感觉太难受，没法走远，看来这个塔是个最好的藏身之所。

从塔的外面向上爬，我从来没干过这么难的事。我头疼得要命，硝烟熏得我很难受，但最后终于爬了上去，在塔顶上躺下来。后来我又昏过去了。

醒来时我觉得头发烧，阳光照在我的脸上。我一动不动地躺了好长时间。我可以听到人们的说话声。透过墙上的窟隆我看到人们都拿着枪。有那个秃头的人，我想还会有那个胖子。

他们把所有建筑物搜索了半个小时。他们又来到塔底的门口，我一闪念，以为他们准备要上来，然而门给锁上了。

我在塔顶躺了整整一个下午。我口渴得要命，更糟糕的是我可以看到也可以听到从荒原上流来一条小溪，在附近的田野里淌着。要是能喝上一口这么清凉的水，这世界上什么东西我都不想要了。

从塔顶可以看到四周的荒原。我看见两个人坐车走了，另一个则骑着马，我估计他们正在找我。我还看见了更有意思的东西。在房子后面的山顶上，树围成一个圆圈，圈里是草地。很显然，这是飞机降落的地方。

这个地方作机场太好了。它位于山顶，所以从下往上看不到；从山谷向上看，看到山好像被树覆盖着。所以，如果有人看到飞来要降落的飞机还以为飞机正在飞越山顶。我意识到如果现在飞机飞过来，驾驶员多半会看见我，所以我躺着一动不动，盼着天快点黑下来。

运气真是不错，飞机真地飞过来的时候，天差不多黑了。我望着飞机降落，然后等着一切归于平静。天上没有月亮，我渴得等不下去了，于是九点钟我爬了下去。走了一半，我看见有人拿着灯从房里出来，我吓得僵住了。后来灯光不见了，我接着走到平地上。

我沿着树林一直爬。我估计着那所房子会怎么布置警戒，所以，我慢慢地、小心翼翼地爬，看到有一截电线露出地面大约六十厘米。如果绊上肯定会引响房里的警铃。

一百米开外还有一段电线，后面便是开阔的荒原。爬了十分钟，我一头扎进小溪，喝了好几升凉水。

我跑出距那所可怕的房子有十公里才停下脚。


7
The fisherman

I sat on a hill-top and thought about my next move. I wasn't very happy, because although I had escaped, I was feeling very ill. The smoke had been very unpleasant, and the day on the roof had made things worse. I had a terrible headache, and my arm hurt so badly that I could not move it.

I decided to go back to Mr Turnbull's house and find my clothes and Scudder's notebook. Then I would take a train to the south. The sooner I met Sir Harry's friend in the government, Sir Walter Bullivant, the better. I hoped he would believe my story, but, even if he did not, I would be safer with him, or even the British police, than with those men at the farmhouse.

It was a clear, starry night and easy to find my way across the hills. I thought I was probably about thirty kilometres from Mr Turnbull's house, so I could not get there in one night. I would have to hide somewhere for the day. When it started to get light, I stopped to wash in a river and then knocked on the door of a small house. I told the woman who lived there that I had had a bad fall, and she could see that I was not well. She gave me some milk and whisky. She also gave me an old coat and hat of her husband's. I now looked like every other Scotsman, and felt safer.

It started to rain, and I spent the afternoon under a rock. That night was the most miserable of all. There were no stars, and I got lost a least twice. I had about fifteen kilometres more to go, but I think I walked thirty. In the end, in the very early morning, in a thick fog, I knocked on Mr Turnbull's door.

Mr Turnbull opened the door wearing an old black suit and a tie. At first he did not recognize me.

'What are you doing here at this time on a Sunday morning?'

My head was so bad that I could not answer for a moment, but then he recognized me, and saw that I was ill.

'Have you got my glasses?' he asked.

I took them out of my pocket and gave them to him.

'You want your clothes,' he said. 'Come in. You're not looking well at all. Come and sit down.'

I realized that my malaria had come back. I had had malaria in Africa, and it returned sometimes. The smoke, my arm, the wet and the cold had probably not helped. Soon, Mr Turnbull was helping me into a bed.

He was a good friend, that roadman. He took care of me for ten days, until my fever had gone and my arm was much better. He went out to work every day, locking the door, and in the evening he sat by the fire. He asked no questions, but on some days he brought me a newspaper, and I saw that the ex citement over the Langham Place murder was over.

One day he gave me my money back. 'There's a lot of money there. You'd better count it and see if it's all there.'

I wanted to move as soon as possible, but it was not until the 12th of June that I felt well enough to go. I made Turnbull accept some money for my food, but it was difficult.

I walked the twenty kilometres to the station in a day. The train to London did not leave until night, so I rested in the heather until it arrived. I was very happy to be in the train, and on the way south.

*　*　*

I slept on the train until early morning. Then I changed trains two or three times. At about eight o'clock in the evening I arrived at the small station at Artinswell, to the west of London. The road led through a wood into a green valley. Soon I came to a bridge and looked down into the river, whistling the song 'Annie Laurie'.

A fisherman walked up from the river, and as he got near to me, he started to whistle the same song. He was a big man in old clothes and a wide hat. He smiled at me, and I looked at his kind, intelligent face.

'The water's clear, isn't it?' he said. 'Look at that big fish lying on the bottom. I've been trying to catch him all evening.'

'I can't see him,' I said.

'Look, over there, near those plants.'

'Oh yes, I can see him now. He looks like a black stone.'

He whistled again, then paused. 'Your name's Twisdon, isn't it?'

'No,' I said. 'I mean yes.' I had forgotten the name I had given Sir Harry.

'It's a good idea to know your own name,' he said, smiling.

I looked at him again and began to think that this kind, intelligent man would be a real ally at last.

Then he pointed to a house by the river and said quietly, 'Wait five minutes, then come to the back door.' He walked off.

I did as he asked, and found the back door open and a servant waiting.

'Come this way, sir,' he said, and took me to a bedroom. There were clothes waiting for me, and shaving things. 'There's a bathroom next door. Dinner is in half an hour.'

The servant left, and I sat down. I was very surprised, but also delighted. Sir Walter clearly believed that I was not a murderer, although when I looked at myself in the mirror, I thought I looked very much like one.

I had a bath and shaved and put on the clothes. When I had finished, I looked in the mirror again. This time I saw a completely different young man.

Sir Walter was waiting for me in the dining room. I decided I must tell him the truth about myself immediately.

'I must thank you very much, but I must make something clear,' I said. 'I'm not a murderer, but the police want me. If you'd like me to leave, I'll leave now.'

He smiled. 'That's all right. We won't let it stop us eating. Let's talk after dinner.'

The food and wine were excellent. After dinner we went to the sitting-room for coffee and he looked at me.

'I've done what Harry asked me to do,' he said. 'He told me you'd tell me a story to wake me up it I did. So what is your story, Mr Hannay?'

I noticed that he was using my real name.

I told him the whole story, from the night I came home and found Scudder at my door. I told him what Scudder had told me about Karolides, and saw him smile once or twice. Then I told him about the murder, and the milkman, and Scotland, and Scudder's notebook.

'You've got it here?' he asked, and looked pleased when I took it from my pocket.

I said nothing about what I had read in Scudder's notes. Then I told him about my meeting with Sir Harry, and he laughed. My day as a roadman interested him. He made me describe the two men in the car, and seemed to be thinking hard. Then he laughed again at my adventure with Mar maduke Jopley. When I described the old man in the farm house, he stopped smiling.

'Old, bald, and hoods his eyes like a hawk. I don't like the sound of him. And you blew up his house. You're a brave man.'

I reached the end of my story. He stood up, by the fire, and looked down at me.

'You don't need to worry about the police,' he said. 'They don't want you any more.'

'Have they arrested the murderer?'

'No. But they know it's not you.'

'How?'

'Because I heard from Scudder. I knew him a bit. He was a strange man, but he was honest. I had a letter from him on the 31st of May.'

'But he'd been dead for a week by then.'

'The letter was written and posted on the 23rd. His letters usually went to Spain and then Newcastle, so they took a week to arrive.'

'What did he say?'

'That he was in danger. He said he was living in Langham Place, and that he was with a good friend. I think he wanted to help you in case he was murdered. When I got the letter, I went to Scotland Yard and talked to the police.'

You can imagine that I felt ten times better. I was a free man, and my only enemies were my country's enemies.

'Now, let's see this notebook,' said Sir Walter.

It took us an hour to work through it. I explained the code and he understood very quickly. When we had finished, he sat silent for a while.

'I don't understand all of this,' he said at last. 'He's right about one thing, and that is the meeting on the 15th. How can anyone have discovered about that? But all this about war and the Black Stone — it's very strange. Scudder did like to make things seem important and exciting.'

'The Black Stone,' he repeated. 'It's like a cheap detective story. And all this about Karolides can't be true. Karolides will be alive when we're both dead. No, Scudder's wrong there. There are some unpleasant things going on. Scudder found something out and got killed for it. But all this about stealing the Navy's war plans... I can't really believe it.'

Just then, the servant came into the room.

'There's a telephone call from London for you, sir.'

Sir Walter went out. He came back five minutes later with a white face. 'I apologize to Scudder,' he whispered, and then looked at me. 'Karolides was shot dead at seven o'clock this evening.'



move n. something done to achieve a purpose. 行动；步骤。

starry adj. lit by, shining like, stars. 星光闪耀的。

whisky n. strong alcoholic drink. 威士忌。

Scotsman n. natives of Scotland. 苏格兰人。

recognize v. (be able to) identify again something or somebody that one has seen or heard. 认出。

malaria n. a disease carried by an insect, which gives a high fever. 疟疾。

excitement n. state of being excited. 激动；兴奋。

whistle v. make a clear note by forcing air through the mouth. 吹口哨。

bottom n. lowest part of anything. 底部。

ally n. a person or country that has an agreement with another or gives help. 同盟；盟邦。

point v. show with your hand where something is. 用手指着。

delighted adj. feeling greatly pleased. 兴高采烈的。

shave v. cut the hair off a man's face. 刮胡子；刮脸。

sitting-room n. drawing room; room for general use. 起居室；客厅。

discover v. find out; get knowledge of. 发现。

detective n. a person whose business is to detect criminals. 侦探。

apologize v. say sorry to someone. 道歉。


7　渔夫

我坐在山顶上，考虑下一步怎么办。我不太开心，因为虽然我逃出来了，可是感觉很难受。火药的烟味很难闻，而且在塔顶上藏了一整天更让人受不了。我头疼欲裂，胳膊伤得动也动不了。
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我决定还回特恩布尔先生的家，找回我的衣服和斯卡德尔的笔记本。然后乘火车向南走。我越早见到哈里爵士在政府的朋友，瓦尔特·布利万特爵士就越好。希望他能相信我的话，即使不相信，和他待在一起，或者和英国警察待在一起也比和这间农舍的家伙在一起要安全。

夜色晴朗，繁星满天，翻山寻路并不困难。我估计距特恩布尔先生的家大概有三十公里左右，看来一夜到不了。白天我得藏在什么地方。天一放亮，我停脚在河里洗了把脸，然后去敲一所小屋的门。我对小屋的女主人说我摔得很厉害。她可以看出我情形不好。她给了我点牛奶和威士忌，还把她丈夫的旧外套和帽子送给我。现在我看上去和别的苏格兰人没什么两样，因此感到安全多了。

天开始下起雨来，我在岩石下面躲了一下午。那是最为狼狈的一晚。天上一颗星也没有，至少有两次我迷了路。大约还要走十五公里，而我觉得已经走了三十公里。最后，在大清早，在浓雾弥漫之中，我敲响了特恩布尔先生家的门。

特恩布尔先生开了门，身穿一套黑色的旧衣服，打着领带。头一眼他没有认出我来。

“大礼拜天这个时候您在这儿干吗？”

我头疼得太厉害，一下回答不出，而他认出了我，看出我生病了。

“您带着我的眼镜了吗？”他问道。

我从口袋里掏出眼镜，还给他。

“您要您的衣服，”他说，“请进。您看来不太舒服。请进来坐下吧。”

我觉得我的疟疾又发作了。在非洲我得过疟疾，后来时而发作。烟熏、胳膊伤、受潮、着凉大概没起好作用。特恩布尔先生很快扶我上床。

这个修路人真够朋友。他服侍了我十天，直到我高烧退去，胳膊也大见好转为止。他每天锁上门出去上班，晚上回来坐在火炉旁。他什么也不问，有时给我带来张报纸，我得以知道关于兰厄姆谋杀案的轰动已经过去了。

一天，他把钱还给我。“这么多钱。最好数一数看是不是都在。”

我想尽快动身，但是直到六月十二日我才感到恢复得足以走路。我设法叫特恩布尔收下点饭钱，但真是难上加难。

我朝车站走，一天走了二十公里。去伦敦的火车要到晚上才开车，因此我躲在石楠丛里，休息到火车进站。跳上火车，奔南而去，我心里喜气洋洋。

*　*　*

我在火车上一觉睡到大天亮。后来我倒了三四次车。大约晚上八点钟，我赶到阿廷斯维尔的一个小站，这个地方位于伦敦的西边。沿路而行穿过一片树林，就到了一个绿油油的峡谷。我很快走上一座桥，一边用口哨吹着那首叫“安妮·劳里”的歌，一边低头望着河水。

一个渔夫从河那边走来，走到我身边时，口哨吹起同一首歌。他身材魁梧，穿一身旧衣服，戴一顶宽边帽。他对着我微笑，而我则看着他那张慈祥睿智的脸。

“水很清，是不是？”他说。“看水底那条鱼多大。我折腾了一个晚上一直想把它抓住。”

“看到了，”我说。

“看，就在那儿，在水草旁边。”

“啊，是，我看到了。看起来像块黑石。”

他又吹起口哨，然后停下来。“您叫特维斯顿，是吗？”

“不，”我说。“我想说的是对。”我把自己告诉哈里爵士的那个名字忘记了。

“很想知道您的真名，”他说着笑了。

我看了他一眼，心里开始想着这位和蔼机敏的人大概最终是我真正的战友。

他指着河边的一座房子平静地说：“请等五分钟，然后到后门去。”说完就离开了。

我照办了，发现后门开着，有个仆人等在那里。

“先生，请这边走，”他说着，把我领到一间卧室。卧室里为我准备好了衣服和刮脸用具。“旁边的门是浴室。半个小时后开饭。”

仆人走后我坐了下来。我感到惊喜交加。瓦尔特爵士显然不相信我是杀人犯，虽然照着镜子我觉得自己很像。

我洗了个澡，刮了刮脸，然后换上给我准备的衣服。完事后又重新照了一番镜子，这回我看到是一个截然不同的年轻人。

瓦尔特爵士正在餐厅里等我。我决定立刻把我的全部真实情况告诉他。

“非常感谢您，有些事我得给您讲清楚，”我说。“我不是杀人犯，可是警察在追捕我。如果您要我离开，我便马上走。”

他笑了。“好了。不要让这个打搅我们吃饭。吃过再谈吧。”

好酒好饭真是美餐一顿。饭后到客厅喝咖啡，他看着我。

“我遵哈里爵士之瞩把您请到这儿来，”他说。“他说您会告诉我一件事，如果我以前蒙在鼓里这件事会使我翻然醒悟。那么到底是什么事呢，哈内先生。”

我发觉他在使用我的真名字。

我从那天晚上回到家，在门口遇到斯卡德尔先生开始，把一切都告诉了他。我告诉了他斯卡德尔给我讲的有关卡罗里德斯的事，在这过程中我看到他笑了一两次。我又对他说起那次谋杀、那个送奶员、苏格兰流亡以及斯卡德尔的笔记本。

“您拿来了？”他问道。我从口袋里掏出笔记本，他面露喜色。

至于我在斯卡德尔的笔记本上看到了什么，我只字未提。接着我讲到如何见到哈里爵士，他听着笑了。他对我装修路人的那天很感兴趣。他让我详细描述一下车上的那两个人，看来他在认真思考着。接着我谈到与马默杜克的奇遇，他又笑起来。当我说到农舍里的那个老头，他的笑容收敛了。

“上了年纪、秃头而且像猫头鹰那样眯着眼睛。听起来这个人不讨人喜欢。您把他的房子给炸了。您真有胆量。”

我讲完了。他从火炉旁站起来，低头看着我。

“您不用担心警察，”他说。“他们不再追捕您了。”

“他们抓到凶手了吗？”

“没有。但他们知道不是您。”

“他们怎么知道的？”

“因为我收到了斯卡德尔的信。我对他略有所知。他很古怪，但很诚实。五月三十一日我收到他一封信。”

“可是那时他已经死了一周了。”

“那封信是二十三日写好寄出的。他的信一般走西班牙，然后转纽卡速尔，所以要一周才能收到。”

“他说什么了？”

“他说他处境危险。他住在兰厄姆，和一个好朋友住在一起。我想他是为了在万一被害后仍能帮您一把。接到信我就去苏格兰场告诉了警察。”

可以想象我的无限欣悦之情。我是个自由人了，而且我的唯一敌人也是我的国家的敌人。

“咱们瞧瞧这个笔记本，”瓦尔特爵士说。

我们花了一个小时看了一遍。我解释着暗语，他很快就明白了。完事之后，好半天他坐着一声不吭。

“我不全懂，”他最后说。“有一件事他说对了，就是十五号的会议。但别人怎么可能知道呢？而关于战争、黑石这一切——听起来非常离奇。斯卡德尔确实喜欢把事情搞得看起来不同一般而又撩拨人心。”

“黑石，”他重复说。“似乎像粗制滥造的侦探小说。而关于卡罗里德斯，这一切都不可能是真的。即使我们都死了，卡罗里德斯还会活着。不对。这点斯卡德尔搞错了。近来让人讨厌的事连续不断。斯卡德尔发现了某件事。他因此被杀。但是关于盗窃海军作战计划等等这一切……我简直不能相信。”

恰好仆人进来了。

“先生，伦敦给您来的电话。”

瓦尔特爵士出去了。五分钟后回屋来，脸色煞白。“我得向斯卡德尔道歉，”他低声说，然后看着我。“卡罗里德斯今天晚上七点钟被枪杀了。”


8
The coming of the black stone

I came down to breakfast the next morning and found Sir Walter reading a coded message. He seemed less relaxed than yesterday.

'I was very busy for an hour after you went to bed,' he said. 'I've arranged for the Frenchman, Royer, to come a day early. He will be in London at five o'clock. I don't think the change of day will help very much. If our enemies already knew he was coming, they will probably find out that the plans have changed. I would love to know how the news of his visit escaped.'

While I ate, he continued to talk. I was surprised that he was telling me all these important secrets.

'Can't the Navy's war plans be changed?' I asked.

'They could,' he said. 'But we want to avoid that. It would be very difficult, and some changes would be impossible. But the big problem is that they're not going to steal the plans in the street. They'll try to get the details without anybody knowing, and Royer will return to Paris thinking that every thing is still secret.'

'Then we must stay at Royer's side until he is home again,' I said.

'Royer will meet us after dinner at my house in London: there'll be Whittaker from the Navy, myself, Sir Arthur Drew, and General Winstanley. The First Sea Lord, the head of the Navy, has been ill, and may not be able to come. Whit taker will give Royer the important papers, and then Royer will be driven to Portsmouth where a Navy ship will take him to France. He will be watched until he is back there. Whittaker will be watched while he has the papers before he meets Royer. It's the best we can do, and I don't see what can go wrong. But I'm very nervous because of the murder of Karolides.'

After breakfast he asked me to be his driver for the day. 'You know what these people are like, and I don't want to take risks.'

In London we went first to Scotland Yard where we met an important-looking policeman.

'I've brought you the Langham Place murderer,' said Sir Walter.

The policeman smiled. 'I wish you had. I imagine you are Mr Hannay. We were very interested in you for a few days.'

'Mr Hannay will interest you again, MacGillivray, but his story must wait twenty-four hours. But I would like you to tell Mr Hannay that you don't want to arrest him any more.'

'Of course we don't.' The policeman turned to me. 'Your flat and your servant are waiting for you, although you may not want to return there.'

As Sir Walter and I left, he said I was free for the rest of the day. 'Come and see me tomorrow, Hannay. I don't need to tell you to keep everything secret. You had better stay out of sight. If your Black Stone friends see you, there might be trouble.'

*　*　*

I didn't know what to do. It was strange to be a free man. I went to a very good restaurant for lunch, but I was still feeling nervous. When anybody looked at me, I wondered if they were thinking about the murder. I walked around London, thinking. I knew that by now Royer would be in England, and I felt sure that something terrible was going to happen and that only I could stop it. But it was not my business now.

I didn't want to go back to my flat. I had to go back some time, but I decided to stay at a hotel tonight.

I had supper in another restaurant, and thought that after that I would go to Sir Walter's house. He might not want me there, but I would feel happier if I went.

As I walked through London towards his house, I met a group of young men. One of them was Marmaduke Jopley.

'It's the murderer!' he cried. 'Stop him! That's Hannay, the Langham Place murderer!' He took hold of my arm, and the others crowded round me.

I didn't want trouble, but I was feeling angry. A policeman came up, and instead of explaining the mistake to him quietly and sensibly, I just hit out wildly at Marmaduke's stupid face. I felt much happier when he was lying on his back in the road. Then a general fight started, until the policeman got hold of me. I heard him ask what the matter was, and Mar maduke, talking through his broken teeth, told him that I was Hannay the murderer.

I was so angry that I pushed the policeman one way and one of Marmaduke's friends the other, and ran as fast as I could. There was shouting behind me, but I had escaped. I ran all the way to Sir Walter's house, walked up to the door and rang. I hoped the door would open quickly.

It did.

'I must see Sir Walter,' I said to the servant. 'It's desperately important.'

The servant let me in, and then shut the door behind me. 'Sir Walter is in a meeting, sir. Perhaps you will wait.'

There was a telephone and one or two chairs in the hall, and I sat down there.

'Listen,' I whispered to the servant. 'I'm in a bit of trouble, but I'm working for Sir Walter. If anyone comes to the door and asks for me, tell them I'm not here.'

There was a sudden ringing at the door, and he went to open it. He told them whose house it was, and that nobody could come in, and then shut the door.

*　*　*

A few minutes later there was another ring at the door, and the servant did not hesitate to let this visitor in. Everybody knew his face from the newspapers — a square, grey beard and bright blue eyes. Lord Alloa, the First Sea Lord, and head of the British Navy.

He was shown into a room at the end of the hall. I sat there for twenty minutes. Surely the meeting would end soon; Royer must leave for Portsmouth by eleven o'clock.

Then the door opened again and the First Sea Lord came out. He walked past me, and in passing he looked at me and for a second I looked into his eyes. It was only for a second, but my heart jumped. The First Sea Lord had never seen me before, but in his eyes I saw that he recognized me. Then he passed me and was out of the door into the street.

I picked up the telephone book and looked up the number of Lord Alloa's house. I spoke to one of his servants.

'Is Lord Alloa at home?' I asked.

'Yes, but he's ill and has been in bed all day. Do you want to leave a message, sir?'

I put down the telephone and sat down, shaking. My part in this business was not finished. I walked straight into the room where the others were meeting.

Sir Walter looked surprised and annoyed. 'I'm afraid that this is not a good time, Mr Hannay.'

'I think it is,' I answered. 'Tell me, please, who left this room a minute ago.'

'Lord Alloa,' said Sir Walter, looking angrier.

'It was not,' I cried. 'It looked like him but it was not him. It was a man who recognized me, who has seen me in the last month. I've just telephoned Lord Alloa's house and he's been ill in bed all day.'

'Who...' someone asked.

'The Black Stone,' I cried, sitting down, and looking at five frightened men.



relaxed adj. feeling calm and peaceful, not excited or angry or worried. 放松的。

avoid v. keep or get away from. 避免。

details n. small particular fact or item. 细节。

General n. army officer with very high rank. 将军。

risk n. a chance that could bring danger. 风险；冒险。

Scotland Yard the headquarters of the police in London 苏格兰场；伦敦警察总部。

flat n. (美 apartment) suite of rooms on one floor. 公寓。

nervous adj. rather frightened. 紧张；害怕。

sensibly adv. in a reasonable way. 明智地；通情达理地。

hit out give a blow to. 击；打。

desperately adv. extremely. 非常；极为。

hesitate v. show signs of uncertainty or unwillingness in action. 犹豫。

pick up take hold of; lift. 拿起；拣起来。

message n. piece of news, or a request, sent to somebody. 消息；信息。

part n. a person's role in some activities. 角 色；任务。

annoyed adj. made angry, upset, irritated. 恼怒；愤懑。


8　黑石来了

第二天早晨我下楼吃早饭，看到瓦尔特爵士正在看密码信。看来他没有昨天那么怡然自得。
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“您上床之后我又忙了一个小时。”他说。“我安排一个叫罗耶的法国人早一天来。他五点钟就到伦敦。但我觉得只变变日期没什么大用。如果敌人已知道他要来的话，他们就可能发现计划已经变了。要是知道他要来的消息是如何泄露出去的就好了。”

我一边吃，他一边说。他把这么多重要的秘密都告诉我，出人意料。

“海军的作战计划难道不能变一变吗？”我问道。

“可以的，”他说。“但是我们尽量不变。变起来相当困难，而且有些变化是做不到的。而最大的问题是他们不会在大街上偷这个计划。他们会设法神不知鬼不觉地搞到计划的细节，那样罗耶返回巴黎时还觉得一切仍然密不透风。”

“那么我们就必须帮助他直到他回去，”我说。

“饭后他会到我伦敦的家来见我们：还有海军的惠特克、我本人、亚瑟·德鲁爵士、温斯坦利将军。海军第一大臣，也就是海军的首脑，生病了，可能来不了。惠特克要把一些重要文件交给罗耶，然后用车把罗耶送到朴次茅斯，在那儿海军的船把他送回法国。一路上都会有人监护他。惠特克拿着文件在会见罗耶之前也有人监护。我们能做的就这么多，我看不出能出什么纰漏。但是因为卡罗里德斯被杀，我觉得很没底。”

早饭后他叫我今天替他开车。

“您了解这是些什么人，所以我不想冒险。”

到伦敦我们首先去苏格兰场，在那儿见到一个相貌威严的警察。

“我给您带来了兰厄姆谋杀案的凶手。”瓦尔特爵士说。

那个警察笑了。“您要真带来就好了。我猜您是哈内先生。有那么几天我们对您很感兴趣。”

“哈内先生会让您重新感兴趣的，麦吉利夫雷。但他的故事要等二十四个小时再说。而我想让您告诉哈内先生说您不会逮捕他了。”

“当然不会逮捕了。”警察转身对我说，“您的寓所和仆人都在等着您，可大概您不想回那去了。”

我和瓦尔特爵士离开那里，他告诉我这一天剩下的时间没我的事了。“哈内，明天请来看我。无需我说，一切要保守秘密。您最好别抛头露面。要是您那个黑石的朋友们看到您，恐怕就麻烦了。”

*　*　*

而我不知道干些什么。重作自由人我很不习惯。我进了一家上等餐馆去吃午饭，可仍然感到惴惴不安。每逢有人看我，我就疑心他们想到了那件谋杀案。我心事重重地围着伦敦逛来逛去。我晓得罗耶现在已经在英格兰，而且肯定会发生什么骇人听闻的事件，而只有我才能制止。然而现在不关我的事了。

我不想回寓所。将来不回不行，而现在我决定今晚在旅馆里过夜。

我在另一家餐馆里吃晚饭，计划完事后就到瓦尔特爵士家去。他不一定希望我现在去，但是去了我会感到舒服一点。

我穿过伦敦去瓦尔特爵士的家，路上遇到一伙年轻人。其中有马默杜克·乔普利。

“杀人犯！”他喊道。“抓住他！他就是哈内，兰厄姆的凶手！”他抓住我的胳膊，其它人把我围起来。

我不想找麻烦，但心里直冒火。一个警察走过来，我没向他心平气和、入情入理地解释他们如何不对，而是扬手照着马默杜克那张蠢脸狠狠揍去。看到他仰面朝天地躺在路上，我心里痛快多了。然后就是乱打一气，直到警察把我抓住才住手。我听警察问是怎么回事，马默杜克含着一口碎牙，告诉警察我就是那个杀人凶手哈内。

我愤怒已极，一手推开警察，一手推开马默杜克一个同伙，然后撒腿就跑。人们在背后喊我，但到底给我逃掉了。我一路跑到瓦尔特爵士家，走到门口按门铃。我盼着门快点打开。

门很快开了。

“我必须见瓦尔特爵士，”我对仆人说，“有十分要紧的事。”

仆人放我进来，然后关上门。“先生，瓦尔特爵士正在开会。也许您要等一会儿。”

大厅里有一部电话，一两张椅子，于是我坐了下来。

“听着，”我小声对仆人说。“我遇到点麻烦，而我是为瓦尔特爵士干事的。如果有人来敲门找我，告诉他们我不在这儿。”

门上的铃突然响起来，他过去开门。告诉他们这是谁的家，并说不能入内，然后把门关上。

*　*　*

过了几分钟又响起了门铃，仆人爽快地放客人进来。人们在报纸上熟悉了他的面孔——四方脸、灰胡子、蓝眼睛炯炯有神。他就是阿罗勋爵，第一海军大臣，英国海军的首脑。

他被领进大厅一头的屋子里。我在那儿坐了二十分钟。会议肯定快完了；因为罗耶必须在十一点离开去朴次茅斯。

门又开了，第一海军大臣走出来。他走过我身边，顺便看了我一眼，同时我也盯着他的眼睛看了一下。就看了那么一下，我的心就剧跳起来。这位第一海军大臣以前根本没有见过我，但从他的眼神里我知道他已经认出了我。他从我身边走过，出了门走上大街。

我拿起电话薄，查阿罗勋爵家的电话号码。和他的仆人通话。

“阿罗勋爵在家吗？”我问道。

“在家，可是他病了，一整天躺在床上。先生，您要留口信吗？”

我放下电话，坐下来，浑身战栗。这出戏我扮演的角色还没有完。我闯进屋子，人们正在屋里开会。

看到我瓦尔特勋爵吃了一惊，样子很不高兴。“您这时候进来恐怕不大好吧，哈内先生。”

“我觉得好，”我答道。“请告诉我刚才离开屋的是谁。”

“阿罗勋爵，”瓦尔特爵士说，他脸上的怒色更重了。

“不是，”我喊道。“看着像他，但不是他。这个人认出我了，这个月他见过我。我刚才给阿罗勋爵家打了电话，他病了，一天没起床。”

“谁……”有人问。

“黑石，”我喊着，坐下来望着那五位吓得直呆呆的官员。


9
The thirty-nine steps

Sir Walter got up and left the room. He came back after ten minutes. 'I've spoken to Alloa. I got him out of bed — he was very angry. He hasn't left his house all day.'

'It's impossible,' said Winstanley. 'I sat next to him for nearly half an hour.'

'That's what's so clever,' I said. 'You were too interested in other things to look at him closely. You knew that he might be well enough to come tonight and, as First Sea Lord, it was natural for him to be here. Why should you suspect that it wasn't him?'

Then the Frenchman spoke, very slowly, and in good English.

'This young man is right. He understands our enemies. People only see what they expect to see. This man came late, spoke little, and left early — but he behaved exactly as we would expect Lord Alloa to behave.'

'But I don't understand,' said Winstanley. 'Our enemies don't want us to know what they have learnt about our war plans But if one of us talked to Alloa about tonight's meeting, we would discover immediately that he hadn't been here.'

Sir Walter laughed angrily. 'That shows their cleverness again, in choosing Alloa. They took a risk, but everybody knows that Alloa is a sick man and is often too ill to go to meetings. And even when he is well, he is impatient, difficult, and a man of very few words. Which of us was likely to speak to him about tonight?'

'But the spy hasn't taken the plans,' said Winstanley. 'He saw them, but could he carry away pages of information in his head?'

'It's not difficult,' said the Frenchman. 'A good spy can remember things photographically.'

'Well, I suppose we'll have to change our plans,' said Sir Walter unhappily.

'There's another problem,' said Royer. 'I said a lot about the plans of the French army. That information will be very valuable to our enemies. That man, and his friends, must be stopped immediately.'

'They could simply send their information in a letter,' said Whittaker. 'It may already be in the post.'

'No,' said Royer. 'A spy brings home his information personally and he collects his pay personally. These men must cross the sea, so we still have a chance. You must watch the coast and search ships. It is desperately important for both France and Britain.'

Royer was right. We could do something. But none of us felt very hopeful. How, among the forty million people in Britain, could we find the three cleverest criminals in Europe?

*　*　*

Then, suddenly, I had an idea.

'Where is Scudder's book?' I asked Sir Walter. 'Quick, I remember something in it.'

He gave it to me.

I found the place. 'Thirty-nine steps,' I read, and again, 'Thirty-nine steps — I counted them — high tide, 10.17p.m.'

Whittaker clearly thought I had gone mad.

'Don't you see it's a clue?' I cried. 'Scudder knew where they were going to leave England. Tomorrow was the day, and it's somewhere where high tide is at 10.17.'

'Perhaps they've already gone tonight,' someone suggested.

'Not them. They have their own secret way, and why should they hurry? They don't know that we're after them. Where can I get a book of Tide Tables?'

Whittaker looked happier. 'It's a chance,' he said. 'Let's go to the Navy Offices.'

Sir Walter went off to Scotland Yard to get MacGillivray. The rest of us drove to the Navy Offices where we went to a big room full of books and maps. We got a copy of the Tide Tables, and I sat down and looked through it while the others watched.

It was no good. There were more than fifty places where high tide was at 10.17. We needed more information than that.

I thought hard. What did Scudder mean by steps, and why was it so important to count them? It must be somewhere with several paths going down to the sea. This path would be the only one with thirty-nine steps.

I had another thought and checked the time of regular ships leaving England. There was no ship at 10.17.

Why was high tide important? In a big harbour the tide doesn't matter. It is only important in a small harbour, or somewhere where there is no harbour at all.

Then I thought about where a man would leave England if he were going to Germany. Not from the south coast, or the west coast, or Scotland. It would be somewhere on the east coast, probably between Cromer and Dover.

I am not Sherlock Holmes. But I am used to using my head, and when I guess, my guesses are often right.

I wrote out my ideas on a piece of paper:

ALMOST CERTAIN

(1) A place: where there are several paths down to the sea. One of these has thirty-nine steps.

(2) High tide at 10.17 p.m. A place where it is only possible for a ship to leave the coast at high tide.

(3) Probably not a harbour, but open coast: with cliffs and a beach.

(4) Ship probably a small one, a yacht or a fishing boat.

(5) Somewhere on the east coast between Cromer and Dover.




It seemed strange to be sitting at a table, watched by a group of very important people, trying to understand something writ ten by a dead man. But it was a matter of life or death to us.

Sir Walter and MacGillivray arrived. They had men watching all the harbours and railway stations with descriptions of the three men. But none of us thought that this would help.

'Here's the best I can do,' I said. 'We have to find a place where there is a path with thirty-nine steps down to a beach. It must be somewhere on the east coast. Of course, it's some where where high tide is at 10.17 tomorrow night. Who can we ask who knows the east coast really well?'

Whittaker said he knew a man who lived in south London. He went off in a car to get him and came back at about one o'clock in the morning with an old sailor who had worked all his life on the east coast.

'We want you to tell us about places you know on the east coast where there are cliffs and steps going down to the beach,' said Winstanley.

He thought for a minute or two. 'There are a lot of seaside towns- holiday places - where there are steps from the town down to the beach.'

'No, that's not private enough,' I said.

'Well, I don't know. Of course, there's the Ruff—'

'What's that?'

'It's in Kent, near Bradgate. There are cliffs with houses along the top — big houses. Some of the houses have steps down to a beach. Mostly rich people live there, the sort of people who like to be private.'

I opened the Tide Tables at Bradgate. High tide was at 10.27 on the 15th of June.

'This looks hopeful,' I cried. 'How can I find out when high tide is at the Ruff?'

'I can tell you that, sir,' said the sailor. 'I used to go fishing there. High tide is ten minutes before Bradgate.'

I closed the book and looked up at the others.

'If one of those paths has thirty-nine steps, then I think we have a good chance,' I said. 'Can I take a car, Sir Walter, and a map? If Mr MacGillivray can help me, perhaps we can prepare something for tomorrow.'

It seemed strange for me to take control like this. But I was used to action, and they could see it. It was the Frenchman, Royer, who said what they were all thinking. 'I am quite happy,' he said, 'to leave this business in Mr Hannay's hands.'

At half-past three in the morning I was driving through Kent in the moonlight, with MacGillivray next to me.



suspect v. feel doubted about. 怀疑；猜疑。（反义词）trust.

behave v. act; conduct oneself. 行为；举止。

impatient adj. unable to wait calmly, or bear the weakness of others. 不耐烦；缺乏耐心的。

personally adv. privately; individually. 个人地；私人地。

go mad become mad, wild, angry. 发怒；发疯。

clue n. a thing or a piece of information that helps to find the answer to a problem or a crime. 线索。

harbour n. a place where ships can stop safely next to the land. 港口。

coast n. land bordering the sea. 海岸。

cliff n. steep face of rock especially at the edge of the sea. 峭壁。

yacht n. a light-sailing boat. 快艇。

a matter of a question of. 事关……的问题。

beach n. shore covered with sand. 海滩。

sailor n. seaman. 海员；水手。

seaside n. place by the sea, especially a holiday resort. 海边。

control n. power or authority to direct, order, or restrain. 控制。


9　三十九级台阶

瓦尔特爵士站起身走出房间。十分钟后又回来了。“我和阿罗通过话了。我把他叫下床——他火了。他一整天没离开过房间。”

[image: alt]

“那不可能，”温斯坦利说。“我在他旁边坐了差不多半个小时。”

“这就是所谓聪明，”我说。“你们的兴趣太专注在其他事情上了，而没有仔细看他。你们知道他的身体状况也许允许他今晚来开会，而且作为第一海军大臣来这里也是合情合理的。你们有什么理由怀疑不是他呢？”

后来那个法国人开口了，他说得很慢但英语讲得很好。

“这个年轻人说得对。他了解敌人。人们只能看到他们期待看到的东西。这个人来得晚、说得少、走得早——他的言行举止和我们想象的阿罗勋爵一模一样。”

“可我不明白，”温斯坦利说，“敌人不想让我们知道他们已经获悉我们的作战计划。但要是我们有谁向阿罗谈起今晚会议的事，我们立刻就会发现他没来这里。”

瓦尔特爵士冷笑着。“这再次说明他们选中阿罗是他们的聪明之处。他们确实在铤而走险，可人们都知道阿罗有病，而且常常病得不能出席会议。即便他好的时候，他也没有耐心、难打交道、很少说话。我们谁会向他提今天晚上的事呢？”

“可是间谍还没有拿到计划呀，”温斯坦利说。“他见到了计划，可是他能把一页页的情报放在脑袋里装走吗？”

“那并不难，”法国人说。“好间谍记东西和照相一样。”

“我想我们必须改变计划，”瓦尔特爵士悻悻地说。

“还有一个问题，”罗耶说。“关于法军的计划我谈了很多。这些情报对敌人非常有用。得马上制止这个人和他同伙的行动。”

“他们仅仅写封信就可以把情报送出去，”惠特克说。“说不定现在已经在邮局了。”

“不会的，”罗耶说。“间谍都是亲自带着情报，也亲自领取报酬。这伙人一定会从海上走，我们还有一次机会。你们要监视海岸，搜查船只。这件事对法国和英国都至关重要。”

“罗耶说得很对。我们还有所作为。但都觉得希望不大。英国有四千万人口，怎么才能找到那三个欧洲最机智过人的罪犯呢？”

后来，我突然想出个主意来。

“斯卡德尔的小本在哪儿？”我问瓦尔特爵士。“快点，我记得里边有点什么。”

他把小本递给我。

我找到那一页。“三十九级台阶，”我念着，接着又念下去，“三十九级台阶——我数过——涨潮，下午十点十七分。”

惠特克显然认为我疯了。

“您没看到这是一条线索吗？”我大声说。“斯卡德尔知道他们会在那儿出发离开英格兰。就在明天，那个地方十点十七分涨潮。”

“说不定他们今天晚上已经走了。”有人提醒说。

“他们不会。他们有自己的一套秘密方式，他们急什么？而且并不知道我们在跟踪。哪儿能搞到一本潮汐表？”

惠特克显得振作起来。“这是个机会，”他说。“我们到海军部去。”

瓦尔特爵士去苏格兰场找麦吉里夫雷。其他人驱车前去海军部，我们到了一间大屋子，屋子满是书和地图。找到一本潮汐表，我坐下来一页页地翻，而其他人则在旁边看着。

没用。有五十多处涨潮时间是十点十七分。仅这一点不够，我们需要知道得多些。

我苦思冥想。斯卡德尔说的台阶是什么意思，为什么数台阶那么重要？一定有个地方有几条路通往海边。唯有这条路有三十九级台阶。

我又想出一个主意，于是核对从英格兰出发的班船时间。可是没有十点十七分的班船。

为什么涨潮那么重要？在大港口潮汐并不重要。只有小港口，或者根本没有港口的地方才重要。

接着我考虑如果有人要去德国，他会在英格兰什么地方离岸。不会从南岸，或者西岸，或者从苏格兰离岸。而可能是东岸某处，也许在克罗默和多佛之间。

我并非歇洛克·福尔摩斯。但我好动脑筋，并且推测起来，往往都是对的。

我把想法写在一张纸上。

几乎肯定

1．有个地方有几条路通往海边。其中一条有三十九级台阶。

2．涨潮时间是晚上十点十七分。某处，船只只有在涨潮时才能离岸。

3．多半不是港口，而是有海滩和峭壁的开阔海岸。

4．大概是条小船，游艇或者渔船。

5．在东岸克罗默和多佛之间的某处。

我坐在桌旁写字，一群大人物注目旁观，极力想搞明白一个死人写的是什么东西，这情景很古怪。然而对我们来说这是生死攸关的大事。

瓦尔特爵士和麦吉里夫雷来了。他们已经派人根据那三个人的相貌特征监视所有的港口和车站。没人认为会有什么用。

“我已尽力而为了，”我说。“我们必须找到一处，那里有三十九级台阶通往海边。还必须在东海岸。当然，这个地方明天晚上的涨潮时间是十点十七分。找谁问哪个人非常熟悉东岸？”

惠特克说他认识一个住伦敦南部的人。他开车去找他，大约凌晨一点回来了，带着个老海员，这个人在东海岸干了一辈子。

“我们想请您说说在东海岸哪些地方有峭壁和通往海滩的台阶。”温斯坦利说。

他思考了一两分钟。“海边有许多村镇——度假地——那里都有台阶通往海滩。”

“不，那不够隐秘，”我说。

“那我就不知道了。当然，有个叫拉福的——”

“什么？”

“在肯特，离布拉盖特很近。那有峭壁，房子建在峭壁顶上——都是大房子。一些房子有台阶通往海滩。多数是富人住在那里，就是那些喜欢隐秘的主儿们。”

我打开布拉盖特的潮汐表。六月十五日那里的涨潮时间是十点二十七分。

“看来有希望，”我叫了起来。“怎么找出拉福的涨潮时间？”

“先生，这我可以告诉您，”那个海员说。“过去我常常到那里钓鱼。涨潮时间比布拉盖特早十分钟。”

我合上书，抬起头看着其他人。

“如果有一条路是三十九级台阶的话，那么我想我们就有胜算了，”我说。“瓦尔特爵士，能给我辆车和一张地图吗？如果麦吉里夫雷先生能帮忙的话，也许可以为明天做些准备。”

我这样指挥大家好像不伦不类。但本人敢做敢为，他们也可以看得出来。还是那个法国人罗耶说出了大家的心里话。他说：“我很高兴把这件事交给哈内先生去办。”

凌晨三点半我驱车在月色中穿过肯特，麦吉里夫雷就坐在我身边。


10
Meetings by the sea

It was a fine, blue June morning, and I was outside a hotel in Bradgate looking out to sea. There was a ship out there, arid I could see that it was a warship of some kind. MacGillivray had been in the navy and knew the ship. I sent a message to Sir Walter to ask if it could help us if necessary.

After breakfast we walked along the beach under the Ruff. I kept hidden, while MacGillivray counted the six lots of steps in the cliff.

I waited for an hour while he counted, and when I saw him coming towards me with a piece of paper, I was very nervous.

He read out the numbers. 'Thirty-four, thirty-five, thirty- nine, forty-two, forty-seven, and twenty-one.' I almost got up and shouted.

We walked back to Bradgate quickly. MacGillivray had six policemen sent down from London. He then went off to look at the house at the top of the thirty-nine steps.

The information he brought back was neither good nor bad. The house was called Trafalgar House, and belonged to an old man called Appleton. He was there at the moment. The neighbours didn't know him well. MacGillivray had then gone to the back door of the house, pretending to be a man selling sewing machines. There were three servants, and he spoke to the cook. He was sure she knew nothing. Next door a new house was being built, which might be a good place to watch from; and on the other side the house was empty. Its garden was rather wild, and would also be a good place to hide in.

I took a telescope and found a good hiding place from which to watch the house. I watched for a time, and saw an old man leave the house and walk into the back garden at the top of the cliff. He sat down to read a newspaper, but he looked out to sea several times. I thought he was probably looking at the warship. I watched him for half an hour, until he went back into the house for lunch. Then I went back to the hotel for mine.

I wasn't feeling very confident. That old man might be the old man I had met in the farmhouse on the moors. But there are hundreds of old men in houses by the sea, and he was probably just a nice old man on his holidays.

After lunch I sat in front of the hotel and looked out to sea; and then I felt happier, because I saw something new. A yacht came up the coast and stopped a few hundred metres off the Ruff. MacGillivray and I went down to the harbour, got a boat, and spent the afternoon fishing.

We caught quite a lot of fish, and then, at about four o'clock, went to look at the yacht. It looked like a fast boat and its name was the Ariadne. I spoke to a sailor who was cleaning the side of the boat, and he was certainly English. So was the next sailor we spoke to, and we had quite a long con versation about the weather.

Then, suddenly, the men stopped talking and started work again, and a man in uniform walked up. He was a pleasant, friendly man, and asked us about the fishing in very good English. But I was sure that he was not English himself.

I felt a little more confident after seeing him, but as we went back to Bradgate, I was still not sure. My enemies had killed Scudder because they thought he was a danger to them. They had tried to kill me — for the same reason. So why hadn't they changed their escape plans? They didn't know about Scudder's black notebook, but why stay with the same plan when there was a chance that I knew about it? It seemed a stupid risk to take.

I decided to spend an hour or two watching Trafalgar House and found a good place where I could look down on the gar den. I could see two men playing tennis. One was the old man I had already seen; the other was a younger, fatter man. They played well, and were clearly enjoying themselves like two businessmen on holiday. I have never seen anything more harmless. They stopped for a drink, and I asked myself if I wasn't the most stupid man alive. These were two normal, boring Englishmen, not the clever murderers that I had met in Scotland.

Then a third man arrived on a bicycle. He walked into the garden and started talking to the tennis players. They were all laughing in a very English way. Soon they went back into the house, laughing and talking, and I stayed there feeling stupid. These men might be acting, but why? They didn't know I was watching and listening to them. They were just three perfectly normal, harmless Englishmen.

*　*　*

But there were three of them: and one was old, and one was fat, and one was thin and dark. And a yacht was waiting a kilometre away with at least one German on it. I thought about Karolides lying dead, and all Europe trembling on the edge of war, and about the men waiting in London, hoping that I would do something to stop these spies.

I decided there was only one thing to do. I had to continue and just hope for the best. I didn't want to do it. I would rather walk into a room full of wild animals than walk into that happy English house and tell those three men they were under arrest. How they would laugh at me!

Then I remembered something that an old friend in Africa once told me. He had often been in trouble with the police. He once talked about disguises with me, and he said that the way somebody looked was not the real secret. He said that what mattered was the 'feel' of somebody. If you moved to completely different surroundings, and if you looked comfortable and at home there, you would be very difficult to recognize. My friend had once borrowed a black coat and tie and gone to church and stood next to the policemen who was looking for him. The policemen had only seen him shooting out the lights in a pub, and he did not recognize him in a church.

Perhaps these people were playing the same game. A stupid man tries to look different; a clever man looks the same and is different.

My friend had also told me this: 'If you want to disguise yourself, you must believe that you're the person you're pre tending to be.' That would explain the game of tennis. These men weren't acting; they just changed from one life to another, and the new life was as natural as the old. It is the secret of all great criminals.

It was now about eight o'clock. I went back to see MacGillivray and we arranged where the other policeman would hide. After that I went for a walk along the coast, looking at the peaceful people on holiday. Out at sea I could see lights on the Ariadne, and on the warship, and, further away, the lights of other ships. Everything seemed so normal and peaceful that I couldn't believe the three men were my criminals. But I turned and walked towards Trafalgar House at about half past nine.

MacGillivray's men were, I supposed, in their hiding places. The house was quiet, but I could just hear the sound of voices; the men were just finishing their dinner. Feeling very stupid, I walked up to the door and rang the bell.

When a servant opened the door, I asked for Mr Appleton and was shown in. I had planned to walk straight in and surprise the men into recognizing me. But I started looking at all the pictures on the wall. There were photographs of groups of English schoolboys and lots of other things that you only find in an English home. The servant walked in front of me into the dining-room and told the men who I was, and I missed the chance of surprise.

When I walked in, the old man stood up and turned round to meet me. The other two turned to look at me. The old man was perfectly polite.

'Mr Hannay?' he said. 'Did you wish to see me?'

I pulled up a chair and sat down.

'I think we've met before,' I said, 'and I guess you know why I'm here.'

The light in the room was not bright, but I think they all looked very surprised.

'Perhaps, perhaps,' said the old man. 'I' m afraid I don' t remember faces very well. You'll have to tell me why you' re here, because I really don't know.'

'Well,' I said, although I didn't really believe what I was saying, 'I have come to arrest all three of you.'

'Arrest!' said the old man in surprise. 'Arrest! What for?'

'For the murder of Franklin Scudder in London on the 23rd of May.'

'I've never heard the name before,' said the old man.

One of the others spoke. 'That was the Langham Place murder. I read about that in the newspapers. But you must be mad! Where do you come from?'

'Scotland Yard,' I said.

Then there was silence for a moment until the fat one start ed to talk, hesitating a lot between words.

'Don't worry, uncle. It's all a stupid mistake. Even the police make mistakes. I wasn't even in England on the 23rd, and Bob was in hospital. You were in London, but you can explain what you were doing.'

'You're right, Percy, it's easy. The 23rd! That was the day after Agatha's wedding. Yes, I had lunch with Charlie Symons and in the evening I went to the Cardwells'. Why, they gave me that!' He pointed to a cigar box on the table.

'I think you will see that you have made a mistake,' the thin dark man said to me politely. 'We are quite happy to help Scotland Yard, and we don't want the police to make stupid mistakes. That's so, isn't it, uncle?'

'Certainly, Bob.' The old man looked happier now. 'Certainly we'll help if we can. But this is madness.'

'This will make our friends laugh,' said the fat man. 'They think we're boring and that nothing ever happens to us.' He began to laugh very pleasantly.

'Yes, it's a good story. Really, Mr Hannay, I should be angry, but it's too funny. You really frightened me! You looked too serious. I thought I'd killed somebody in my sleep!'

They weren't acting. There was nothing false about them. At first I wanted to apologize and leave. Then I stood up and went to the door and turned on the main light. I looked at the three faces.

I saw nothing to help me. One was old and bald, one was fat, one was dark and thin. They could be the three men I had seen in Scotland, but I could see nothing to prove it.

'Well,' said the old man politely, 'are you sure now that we are not murderers, or are you going to take us to the police station?'

There was nothing to do except call in the men outside and arrest them, or say I had made a mistake and leave. And I couldn't decide.

'While we're waiting, let's have a game of cards,' said the fat one. 'It will give Mr Hannay time to think, and we need a fourth player. Will you play?'

I agreed, but everything suddenly seemed unreal. We went into another room, where there was a table and cards. The window was open and the moon was shining on the cliffs and the sea. We played and they talked. I'm usually quite good at cards, but that night I played extremely badly.

*　*　*

Then something woke me up.

The old man put his cards down for a moment and sat back in his chair with his hand on his knee. It was a movement I had seen before, in that farm on the moors, with two servants with guns behind me. Suddenly my head cleared and I looked at the three men differently.

It was ten o'clock.

The three faces seemed to change in front of my eyes. The thin dark man was the murderer. His knife had killed Scudder. The fat man had been the First Sea Lord last night.

But the old man was the worst. How had I ever thought he looked kind and friendly? His eyes were cold and evil and frightening. I went on playing, but I hated him more and more with every card.

'Look at the time, Bob,' said the old man. 'Don't forget you've got a train to catch. He must be in London tonight,' he said, turning to me. His voice now sounded completely false.

'I'm afraid he must wait,' I said.

'Oh, no!' said the thin man. 'I thought you'd finished with that. I must go. You can have my address.'

'No,' I said, 'you must stay.'

I think then they realized they were in real trouble. I looked at the old man and I saw his eyes hood like a hawk.

I blew my whistle.

Immediately the lights went out. Someone held me to my chair.

'Quickly, Franz,' somebody shouted in German, 'the boat, the boat!' I saw two policemen on the grass behind the house.

The thin dark man jumped through the window and was across the grass before anybody could stop him. I was fighting the old man, and more police came into the room. I saw them holding the fat man. But the thin man was at the top of the steps. I waited, holding the old man, for the time it would take the thin man to get to the sea.

Suddenly, the old man escaped from me and ran to the wall of the room. From underneath the ground I heard an explosion. The cliff and the steps had been blown up.

The old man, looked at me with wild, crazy eyes.

'He is safe,' he cried. 'You cannot follow him. The Black Stone has won.'

This old man was more than just a paid spy. Those hooded eyes shone with a deep, burning love for his country. But as the police took him away, I had one more thing to say.

'Your friend has not won. We put our men on the Ariadne an hour ago.'

*　*　*

Seven weeks later, as all the world knows, we went to war. I joined the army in the first week. But I did my best work, I think, before I put on uniform.



belong to be in the possession of 属于。

pretend v. make oneself appear to be like. 假装。

cook n. a person who prepares food. 厨师。

empty adj. having nothing inside. 空的。

wild adj. (of scenery, areas of land, etc.) waste; unsettled. 荒芜的；无人居住的。

telescope n. a long glass tube for seeing distant things. 望远镜。

confident adj. showing belief in oneself. 有信心的。

uniform n. special set of clothes worn by all members of an organization. 制服。

alive adj. living. 活着。

normal adj. usual, regular. 正常的；一般的。

boring adj. dull. 枯燥无味的。

tremble v. shake from (fear, anger, etc.). 颤抖；发抖。

edge n. outer limit of a surface. 边缘。

disguise n. change of appearance in order to deceive. 伪装；假扮。

surrounding n. everything around and about a place. 环境。

church n. building for public Christian worship. 教堂。

pub n. public house 之略，小酒馆。

show someone in direct someone into a place. 领入。

dinning-room n. room for dinner. 餐厅。

straight adj. & adv. direct or directly. 直接。

perfectly adv. of the very best kind or standard; very completely. 完美无缺地；完全地。

silence n. condition of being quiet. 安静；沉默。

serious adj. solemn; thoughtful. 严肃的；认真的。

false adj. not true or real. 假的。

shine v. give out light. 闪耀；照耀。

movement n. activity. 活动；动作。

clear adj. (of or to the mind) free from doubt or difficulty. （心智上）明白；清楚。

address n. details of the place where a person may be found or where a letter may be delivered. 地址；住址。

underneath prep. below. 在……下面。

crazy adj. wildly excited; mad. 狂热的。


10　海边相遇

六月的清晨天空一碧如洗，我站在布拉盖特一家旅馆外面眺望着大海。海上有一艘船，看得出来是某种军舰。麦吉里夫雷当过海军知道是什么军舰。我给瓦尔特爵士送了个信，问必要时这艘军舰能否帮助我们。

[image: alt]

早饭后我们在拉福下面的海滩上散步。麦吉里夫雷数着峭壁上的六条台阶，而我则始终隐蔽着。

他数台阶让我等了一个小时，看到他手里拿着一张纸向我走来时，我感到忐忑不安。

他念数字：“三十四、三十五、三十九、四十二、四十七、二十一。”我差点跳起来狂喊。

我们马上回布拉盖特。麦吉里夫雷从伦敦调来了六个警察。然后他离开去看那三十九级台阶顶上的房子。

他带回来的消息不好也不坏。那所房子叫特拉法尔加别墅，主人是个叫阿普尔顿的老人。此时他就在那里。左邻右舍都不太认识他。麦吉里夫雷当时已到了房子的后门，装作缝纫机推销员。那里有三个仆人，他找厨师讲话。他搞确实了那女厨师一无所知。邻家正在建造新房，那是瞭望的绝好地方；房子的另一边是一片空地。房子的庭院相当荒芜，但是个藏身的理想之处。

我拿着一架望远镜，找了个隐蔽的好地方，从那里监视那所房子。望了一会儿，看到一个老头离开房子走进峭壁顶上的后庭院。他坐下来读报，但时不时向大海张望。我想他在看那艘军舰。我观察了他半个小时，直到他回房去吃午饭。后来我也回旅馆吃午饭了。

我感到心里没底。这个老头有可能是我在荒原的农舍里见过的那个。可是海边住着数百个老人，他也有可能不过是正在度假的一位慈祥老者而已。

午饭后我坐在旅馆前看着大海；后来我看到了一样以前没见过的东西，我感到来了精神。一艘快艇向岸边驶来，停在离拉福数百米的地方。我和麦吉里夫雷赶到港口，搞了一只船，整个下午都在那儿钓鱼。

我们钓到不少鱼，后来，大约四点钟，我们过去看那艘快艇。看起来像是一艘摩托艇，船名叫阿里亚德妮。水手正在洗船，我过去和他攀谈，他肯定是英国人。我们又如此这般地和另一个水手谈起来，就天气说了一大堆。

后来这两个人突然闭口，又开始干起活来，一个穿制服的人走了过来。他讨人喜欢，态度友好，向我们打听钓鱼的事，说一口漂亮的英语。但我肯定他本人不是英国人。

看到他以后我心里有点信心了，但回到布拉盖特后仍然感到没把握。敌人杀斯卡德尔因为他们认为他对他们构成了威胁。出于同样的理由他们也要杀我。那么为什么他们不改变逃跑计划呢？他们不了解斯卡德尔黑笔记本里的内容，但是我可能知道，既然有这种可能，为什么还坚持原计划呢？冒这种险显得太愚蠢了。

我决定花一两个小时监视特拉法尔加别墅，找到一处地方，从那可以俯视庭院。我看到两个人正在打网球。一个是那个老头，我已经见过；另一个比较年轻，胖一点。他们玩得很好，显得非常开心，俨然是两个度假的商人。他们看起来再于人无害不过了。他们停手喝点水，我暗自问道自己是不是活着的天字第一号笨蛋。这不过是两个平平常常的、没劲的英国人，哪里是我在苏格兰遇到的精明的杀人凶手。

后来第三个人骑着自行车过来了。他走进庭院和玩网球的两个说起话来。他们大笑着，样子非常像英国人。一会儿，他们又说又笑地回房去了，我呆在那儿，觉得傻乎乎的。这些人可能在做戏，但为什么？他们并不知道我在监视、偷听他们。他们只不过是几个平凡不过、于人无伤的英国人罢了。

*　*　*

这里一共三个人：一个上年纪的，一个胖点的，另一个瘦而黑的。游艇就等在一公里之外，上面至少有一个德国人。我想到卡罗里德斯横尸在地，全欧洲在战争边缘上战栗，想到伦敦的人们还等着，希望我有所作为以制止这些间谍活动。

我认为能做的只有一件。我必须坚持下去并怀着很大的希望。我不想那么做。我宁可走进满是野兽的屋子也不愿去那座喜气洋洋的英国人的房子，对那三个人说他们被捕了。他们会怎么笑话我！

我想起在非洲时一个老朋友给我讲过一件事。过去他常和警察闹矛盾。有一次他和我谈起伪装的事来，他说一个人表面如何并不是真正的秘密。他还说重要的是那个人给人的“感觉”。如果你到一个完全陌生的环境，而你看起来泰然自若像在家一样，那人们就很难认出你。我那个朋友曾经借了一件黑大衣和一条领带，穿戴起来，上了教堂，就站在正要抓他的警察旁边。这位警察过去只见过他在小酒店如何拿枪打灯泡，而在教堂却认不出他来。

也许这些人玩的正是这一套把戏。愚蠢的人总想显得与众不同；聪明人看上去无异于常人，却实际与众不同。

我朋友还告诉我：“如果你想掩饰自己，就得确信你就是你所装扮的角色。”他们打网球就说明了这点。这些人并不是在做戏，不过是从一种生活转变为另一种生活，而新生活过得和旧生活一样自然。这就是所有大罪犯的诀窍。

现在是八点左右。我回去找麦吉里夫雷，安排其他警察在何处隐蔽。完事之后我沿海边散步，看着人们安安定定地度假。我可以看到海上阿里亚德妮号的灯光，还可以看到那艘军舰的以及更远处其他船只的灯光。一切看着那么正常和平静，我简直不能相信那三个人是罪犯。九点半左右，我转身回特拉法格别墅。

我估计麦吉里夫雷的人已经进入隐蔽位置。别墅一派宁静，只能听见人们说话的声音；他们刚刚吃完饭。我觉得自己笨头笨脑的，走到门口，按响了门铃。

仆人开了门，我求见阿普尔顿先生，于是被请进去。我原打算径直闯进去使这些人出乎意料从而露出本来就认得我的真相。但进了屋我就开始看着墙上那些照片。那是些小学生的照片以及许多其他只有在英国人家里才能见到的陈设。那个仆人走在我前面进了餐厅，向餐厅里的人介绍我，这样一来，就失去了吓他们一跳的机会。

我一进来老头就站起来转过身迎接我。另外两个则扭过头看我。老人家彬彬有礼。

“哈内先生吗？”他说。“您要找我吗？”

我拉过一把椅子坐下来。

“我想我们以前见过，”我说。“而且我猜您也知道我为什么到这儿来。”

屋里的灯光虽然不亮，但我想还看得出所有的人都很吃惊。

“也许，也许，”老头说。“恐怕我记人的本领不怎么样。我确实不知道您为什么到这儿来，您只好告诉我了。”

“行，”我说，对我说的自己也不大有把握，“我到这儿来逮捕你们三个。”

“逮捕！”老头惊讶地说。“逮捕！为什么？”

“因为五月二十三号伦敦的富兰克林·斯卡德尔谋杀案。”

“我以前从未听说过这个名字。”老头说。

另外一个开口了。“就是兰厄姆谋杀案。我在报纸上读到过。您肯定是疯了。您是哪来的？”

“苏格兰场，”我说。

然后是短暂的寂默，接着那个胖子开始说话，话语间吞吞吐吐。

“叔叔，别担心。这完全是个愚蠢的错误。警察也会闹错的。二十三号我不在英格兰，鲍勃在住院。您在伦敦，可是您能解释清楚您那时正干什么。”

“珀西，你说的不错，这很容易。二十三号！那是阿加莎举行婚礼的第二天。对，我和查理·西蒙斯一起吃的午饭，晚上去卡德韦尔家了。真是的，这就是他们给的！”他指着桌子上的雪茄盒子。

“我想您会明白是您搞错了。”那个黑而瘦的人客客气气地说。“我们很高兴帮苏格兰场的忙，而且也不想让警察犯愚蠢的错误。叔叔，是不是？”

“当然是，鲍勃。”老头看上去来精神了。

“当然了，能帮上忙我们会帮的。可是现在这种做法是太过分了。”

“这会博得朋友们一笑的。他们总觉得我们乏味，生活没有一点风波。”说着他开心地笑了。

“对，这是个不错的故事。哈内先生，说实话，我本该生气，但这事太可笑了。您确实吓了我一跳！看上去那么一本正经。我还以为睡觉的时候把什么人给杀了呢！”

他们没有做戏。也没有漏洞。我第一个想法是道歉，然后走人。后来我站起来走到门口把大灯打开。看着这三个人的面孔。

看不出什么有用的线索。一个又老又秃，一个胖，一个瘦而黑。可能是我在苏格兰见到的那三个，但是找不出证据来。

“我说，”老头彬彬有礼地说，“现在您是否相信我们不是杀人犯，或者还要把我们带到警察局去？”

我现在要么把外边的人叫进来把他们逮捕，要么承认说我错了，然后离开，除此无法可想。但我一时下不了决心。

“我们一边等着一边玩牌吧。”那个胖子说。“给哈内先生点时间想想，我们三缺一。您玩吗？”

我答应玩，而这一切转眼之间似乎变得似是而非了。我们到另一间屋，屋里有张桌子，有牌。窗户开着，月光闪烁在峭壁和海面上。我们玩着牌，他们说着话。平时我牌玩得相当不错，可那天晚上打得糟透了。

*　*　*

后来有件事使我警醒过来。

老头把牌放下，待了一会儿，仰身靠着椅背，把手放在膝盖上。这个动作我以前见过，在荒原的农舍里，被两个仆人在背后拿枪逼着。突然间我的头脑清醒起来，再看这三位就大不相同了。

十点整。

这三张面孔在眼前似乎变了样。那个瘦而黑的就是杀人凶手。他用刀杀了斯卡德尔。那个胖子是昨天晚上装第一海军大臣的人。

而最坏的是那个老头。刚才我怎么会认为他看着挺和气、友好呢？他那双眼睛阴森、邪恶、恐怖。我继续打着牌，但是每打一张牌对他的憎恨就增加一分。

“看着点时间，鲍勃，”老头说。“别忘了你得赶火车。今天晚上他必须到伦敦。”他说着转过脸来对着我。他的声音这会儿听起来全然是装腔作势。

“恐怕他得留下来。”我说。

“啊，那不行！”那个瘦子说。“我以为这事已经完了。我必须得走。我可以给您留下地址。”

“不行，”我说。“您必须留下。”

我觉得此时他们已觉察到真的遇到麻烦了。看着那个老头，他的眼睛像猫头鹰似地眯起来。

我吹起了口哨。

所有的灯突然熄灭。有人把我按在椅子上。

“快点，弗朗茨，”是谁用德语喊，“船！船！”我看到房子后面的草地上有两个警察。

那个黑而瘦的人乘着没人来得及挡他，从窗户跳出去，跑过草地。我正在与老头搏斗时，警察纷纷冲进屋来。看见他们擒住了那个胖子。但瘦子已经跑到台阶沿上。我手里抓着老头，等着瘦子跑到海边。

突然老头从我手里脱身而出，向墙壁冲去。一声爆炸从地下响起。峭壁和台阶统统飞了上天。

老头看着我，眼光里闪着野蛮和疯狂。

“他没事，”他大喊，“你抓不住他。黑石赢定了。”

这个老头不是仅仅为钱而作间谍的。那双眯缝的眼睛闪烁着对他的国家深沉而热烈的爱。警察要带他走的时候，我又说了一句话。

“您的朋友没赢。一小时前我们已经把人布置在阿里亚德妮号上了。”

*　*　*

正如众所周知，七周以后，我们参战了。开战第一个星期我就参了军。然而我觉得在没穿军装之前我就已经取得了自己的最佳战绩了。


Exercises

A Checking your understanding

Chapters 1 and 2 How much can you remember? Check your answers.

1　Where did Hannay live before he came to London?

2　What nationality was Scudder?

3　How was Scudder killed?

4　How did Hannay disguise himself when he left his flat?

5　Where did Hannay take the train to?




Chapters 3 and 4 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1　Scudder's code used numbers.

2　The hotel-owner had written a lot of books.

3　Hannay decided to write a letter to the British Prime Minister.

4　Hannay crashed the car into a river.

5　Hannay told Sir Harry that he had killed Scudder.




Chapters 5 and 6 Find answers to these questions in the text.

1　Why did the roadman feel ill?

2　What did Hannay do to disguise himself as the roadman?

3　Why was the bald man not sure if his prisoner was Hannay or Ainslie?

4　How did Hannay escape from the bald man's house?

5　Where did he hide after escaping?




Chapters 7 and 8 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1　Hannay stayed with the roadman for ten days.

2　Hannay met Sir Walter Bullivant on a train.

3　Karolides was killed in London.

4　MacGillivray arrested Hannay.

5　Hannay spoke to Lord Alloa on the phone.




Chapters 9 and 10 Who in the story...

1　... drove to Bradgate with Hannay?

2　... watched Trafalgar House through a telescope?

3　... opened the door of Trafalgar House?

4　... said he wasn't in England when Scudder was murdered?

5　... escaped across the garden to the Ariadne?

B Working with language

1　Put together these beginnings and endings of sentences. Check your answers in Chapter 6.

1　The old man's friends were coming for lunch,

2　I tried the windows

3　I felt the boxes and bottles,

4　It was a cupboard door.

5　I had nothing else to do

6　and it was locked.

7　but they would not move.

8　and then found a door in the wall.

9　so I pulled on it until it opened.

10　so I had only two hours.

2　Put these sentences into the right order. Then use these linking words to make a summary.

while　　although　　as soon as　　when

1　... he heard the whistle, the thin man ran away.

2　... he told them he was arresting them, they were very surprised.

3　Hannay went to Trafalgar House

4　... they were waiting for Hannay to decide, they played cards.

5　... he wasn't sure that the men who lived there were the spies.

6　At ten o'clock, Hannay decided that the men were the spies, and blew his whistle.

C Activities

1　You are the milkman. What questions did the police ask you and what were your answers?

2　Write the letter that Sir Harry wrote to Sir Walter Bullivant.

3　Write the police report that MacGillivray wrote after he had arrested the spies.




Glossary

ally a person or country that has an agreement with another or gives help

biscuit a kind of thin, dry cake, usually small and round

candidate a person who is trying to win an election

carriage one part of a train

clue a thing, or a piece of information, that helps to find the answer to a problem or a crime

code secret writing, using letters or numbers

crawl to move slowly, with your body on or close to the ground

direction the line along which a person looks or moves

disguise to make yourself look different so that people don't recognize you

election when people vote to choose a person to be in the government

evidence things which show that something is true or not

evil very bad

explosive (n.) something which can blow up

fuse a long string which is used to light an explosive

government the group of people who control a country

harbour a place where ships can stop safely next to the land

hawk a bird which kills and eats small animals and birds

heap a lot of things, one on top of the other

heather a short plant with purple flowers which grows on moors

hedge a thick line of low trees and bushes

hood (v.) (in this story) to half-close your eyes

lisp (v. and n.) to speak in a way that makes an 's' sound like 'th'

malaria a disease carried by an insect, which gives a high fever

milkman a man who takes milk to houses every morning

moor open, rough land on hills with no trees

navy all the warships of one country

nervous rather frightened

officer an important person in an army

path a small road for people to walk on

point (v.) to show with your hand where something is

politics the life, work, business of government

Prime Minister the most important person in a government

relaxed feeling calm and peaceful, not excited or angry or worried

risk (n.) a chance that could bring danger

rude not polite

Scotland Yard the headquarters of the police in London

servant a person who is paid to cook and clean for another person

shave to cut the hair off a man's face

shutter a wooden or metal door outside a window

stream a small river

submarine a ship that can travel under the water

telescope a long tube for seeing things which are a long way away

tide the rise and fall of the sea every twelve hours

timetable a list which gives the times of trains

tobacco jar a special box for the tobacco smoked in a pipe

tower a tall, narrow building

trust to believe that somebody is honest

whistle (v.) to make a high clear sound by blowing through a small hole between partly closed lips

wine an alcoholic drink made from grapes

wire a long thin piece of metal, like a string

yacht a sailing boat
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简　介

圣诞节之际，马奇家的四个女孩子都决心努力做个好女孩，不再滥发脾气，不再懒惰，不再自私。麦格是最年长的一个，她决心不再抱怨工作不好以及没有漂亮的衣服穿。琼决心不再与人争辩和生气，不再像个男孩一样四处乱跑。羞涩的白丝会努力变得勇敢些，小艾米会少顾及自己而多替他人着想。

当然，她们并不总是成功，有时她们会有争吵、小秘密以及愤怒的眼泪；但是，也有欢笑和有趣的事情。不久她们有了一个新朋友——邻居富有且孤独的男孩罗瑞。

即将到来的一年里有许多的麻烦和困难，而女孩子们在成长，无拘无束的琼憎恨成为彬彬有礼的年轻淑女，可麦格将满17岁，她就要恋爱了……




路易莎·梅·阿尔考特于1832年生于美国的宾夕法尼亚州，1888年去世。她家境贫寒，生活艰辛，直到后来她的著名作品《小妇人》成功问世。这本书源于她自己的家庭生活以及阿尔考特家四姐妹的经历。之后她又撰写了三部关于马奇家的作品，分别为《好妻子》、《小男人》和《琼的男友们》。
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1
Four sisters

'Christmas won't be Christmas without any presents,' said Jo crossly.

'It's so awful to be poor!' agreed Meg, looking at her old dress.

'It's not right for some girls to have pretty things, and others to have nothing at all,' said little Amy.

'We've got Father and Mother, and each other,' said Beth gently.

The four young faces round the fire cheered up as they thought of this, but then Jo said sadly, 'We haven't got Father, and we won't have him for a long time. ' She didn't say 'perhaps never', but each silently thought it, remembering that he was away at the war in the South.

Then Meg said, 'Mother says we shouldn't spend money on presents when our men are fighting a war.'

'We can't expect anything from Mother or each other,' said Jo, 'but we only have a dollar each, and that won't help the army much. Let's each buy ourselves what we want, and have a little fun. We work hard to earn it.'

'I do, teaching those awful children,' said Meg.

'What about me?' said Jo. 'I'm shut up all day working for a terrible old lady, who gives me different orders every five seconds!'

'I think washing cups and plates and keeping things tidy is the worst work in the world,' said Beth. 'My hands get too tired to play my music.'

'I have to go to school with girls who laugh at my dresses and say cruel things because my father isn't rich,' said Amy.

'I wish we had the money Father lost when we were little, Jo,' said Meg.

'I wish I was a boy,' said Jo. 'Then I could go and fight beside Father!'

Meg was sixteen and very pretty, with large eyes and soft brown hair, and white hands. Fifteen-year-old Jo was very tall and thin. Her long, dark-red hair was usually pushed up out of the way. Beth was thirteen, a very shy girl who seemed to live in a happy world of her own. Amy was the youngest, but thought herself to be the most important. She had blue eyes, and yellow hair which curled on to her shoulders.

At six o' clock, Beth put a pair of slippers by the fire to warm and Meg lit the lamp. Amy got out of the comfortable chair without being asked, and Jo forgot how tired she was and held the slippers closer to the fire.

'These are old,' she said. 'Mother needs a new pair.'

'I'll get her some with my dollar,' said Beth.

'No, I shall!' cried Amy.

'I'm the oldest—' began Meg.

'I'm the man of the family now Father is away, and I shall buy them,' said Jo.

'Let's each get her something and not get anything for ourselves,' said Beth.

'That's a kind idea!' said Jo. 'What shall we get?'

Everyone thought for a moment, then Meg said, 'I'll give her a nice pair of gloves.'

'The best army slippers,' said Jo.

'Some handkerchiefs,' said Beth.

'A little bottle of perfume,' said Amy. 'It won't cost much, so I'll have some money left to buy something for me.'

'We'll let Mother think we're getting things for ourselves, and then surprise her,' said Jo.

Mrs March arrived home soon after. She took off her wet things and put on her warm slippers. Meg made the tea, Jo brought wood for the fire, Beth was quiet and busy, and Amy gave orders.

'I've got a letter from Father!' cried Mrs March.

It was a letter to cheer them up, and the special message for the girls came at the end: Give them all my love and a kiss. I think of them every day. I know they will be loving children to you, and that when I come back, I will be prouder than ever of my little women.

A tear dropped off the end of Jo's nose.

Amy hid her face on her mother's shoulder. 'I'm selfish,' she cried, 'but I'll try to be better.'

'We all will!' cried Meg. 'I think too much about the way I look, and hate to work, but I won't anymore.'

'And I'll try to be a "little woman",' said Jo, 'and not be rough and wild.'

Beth said nothing, but she began to work hard at a blue army glove she was making.

So the four girls decided that they would all try very hard to be good. They would never be cross, or lazy, or selfish—and they would all help each other. They talked over their plan that evening, while they made sheets for Aunt March. Then at nine o'clock they stopped to sing a song. Beth played the old piano, and Meg and her mother led the singing. Jo always sang in the wrong place, but the girls never got too old to sing together.



present n. gift. 礼物。

awful adj. terrible. 可怕的。

cheer up become happy. 高兴起来。

silently adv. making no or little sound. 默默地。

tidy adj. arranged neatly and in order. 整洁的。

cruel adj. taking pleasure in the suffering of others. 残忍的。

comfortable adj. giving comfort to the body. 舒适的。

kind adj. having sympathy or love for others. 亲切的；仁慈的。

handkerchief n. 手帕。

perfume n. 香水。

take off remove. 脱掉。

rough adj. in a rough manner. 粗鲁的。

wild adj. savage. 野蛮的。

cross adj. bad-tempered. 脾气坏的。

selfish adj. without care for other. 自私自利的。


1　四姐妹
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“如果没有礼物，圣诞节就徒有其名。”琼生气地说。

“贫穷真是糟糕透了！”麦格边看着她的旧衣裙边表示赞同，

“有些女孩子有漂亮的东西，而其他女孩却什么都没有，这是不公平的。”小艾米说。

“我们有爸爸和妈妈，还拥有彼此。”白丝温文尔雅地说道。

想起这些，围在火炉边的四张年轻的面孔变得快乐起来，可然后琼悲伤地说：“我们没有爸爸，我们要有很长时间都不会有他。”她并没有说出“也许永远也不会有了”这句话，但想起父亲去南方打仗了，每个人都默默地想到了它。

然后麦格说道：“妈妈说过，当我们的男人在打仗的时候我们不应该把钱花在买礼物上。”

“我们不能期待会从妈妈或彼此那里得到任何礼物，”琼说，“可我们每个人都只有一块钱，这帮不了军队什么忙。咱们每人给自己买些想要的东西高兴高兴吧。这是咱们努力工作挣来的。”

“是我挣的，是我教那些糟糕的孩子挣来的。”麦格道。

“我又怎么样？”琼说，“我一整天一句话都不说，给一个可怕的老太婆干活，她每五秒钟就给我下一道不同的命令！”

“我觉得洗杯子、盘子和整理东西是世界上最坏的工作，”白丝说，“我的双手累得都弹不了琴了。”

“我不得不跟那些笑话我穿戴的女孩子们一起去上学，她们常说些难听的话，因为我的父亲不是有钱人。”艾米说。

“真希望我们能有在我们小时候爸爸失掉的那些钱呀，琼。”麦格道。

“我希望我是个男孩，”琼说，“那样我就可以去和爸爸并肩作战了。”

麦格16岁了，长得很漂亮，大眼睛，拥有柔软的棕色头发，以及白皙的双手。15岁的琼又高又瘦。她常把深红色的长发梳得老高。白丝13岁，她是个很怕羞的女孩，看起来像是生活在她自己的快乐世界里。艾米最小，可她认为自己最重要。她有一双蓝色的眼睛，还有卷到肩头的黄色头发。

6点钟，白丝把一双拖鞋放到火边烘烤，麦格点亮了灯。并没有人说什么，艾米就从那张舒服的椅子上爬起来，琼已忘记了她的疲惫。她将拖鞋放到离火近的地方。

“这太旧了，”她说，“妈妈需要一双新拖鞋”。

“我要用我的钱给她买。”白丝道。

“不，我来买！”艾米大喊。

“我最大——”麦格开口了。

“现在爸爸不在，我就是家里的男人，我来买拖鞋。”琼说。

“咱们每人都给她买些东西吧，什么都不要给自己买了。”白丝建议道。

“那是个好主意！”琼说，“那我们买什么呢？”

每个人都思索了片刻，然后麦格说：“我要给她买一副很好的手套。”

“我要买最好的军用拖鞋。”琼说。

“我想买一些手帕。”白丝说。

“我会买一小瓶香水，”艾米道，“那不会很贵，所以我还会剩点钱给自己买些东西。”

“咱们让妈妈觉得咱们在给自己买东西，然后让她大吃一惊。”琼说。

马奇太太不久就回家了。她把湿衣服脱掉，换上暖和的拖鞋。麦格泡了茶，琼给火炉拿来了木柴，白丝一声不响地忙碌着，艾米在发号施令。

“我拿到了爸爸的来信！”马奇太太喊道。

那是一封叫大家高兴起来的信，信尾是特别写给女孩子们的：“替我向她们转达我的爱和吻。我每天都在想念她们，我知道她们会成为你的好孩子。我知道等我回家时，我会比以往任何时候都更为我的小妇人们感到骄傲。”

一滴泪珠从琼的鼻尖上滑落。

艾米将脸藏在母亲的臂弯里。“我很自私自利，”她哭泣着说，“可我会努力变得好些。”

“我们都会的，”麦格流着泪道。“我太注重自己的外表，憎恨工作，但我以后不会了。”

“我会尽力做个‘小妇人’，”琼说，“不再粗野无礼了。”

白丝什么也没说，但她开始卖力地做一副蓝色的军用手套。

于是四个女孩都决心要尽力地做个好女孩，不再滥发脾气，不再懒隋，不再自私，她们将互相帮助。那天晚上，她们在给马奇姨妈做被单时讨论了她们的计划。9点钟的时候，她们停下来一起唱了一支歌。白丝弹着那架老钢琴，麦格和母亲一道领唱。琼总是唱得不对，可女孩子永远不会因为太大了而不能一起唱歌。


2
A Happy Christmas

Jo was the first to wake up on Christmas morning, but soon they were all awake and they went downstairs.

'Where's Mother?' asked Meg.

'I don't know,' said old Hannah. She had lived with the family since Meg was born, and was more like a friend than a servant. 'Some poor woman came to the door and your mother went off to see what was needed.'

'She'll be back soon,' said Meg. She looked at the presents for her mother which were in a basket under a chair, ready to bring out at the right time. 'Where is Amy's bottle of perfume?'

'She went to put some pretty paper round it, I think,' said Jo.

Suddenly, they heard the outside door close.

'Here's Mother! Hide the basket, quick!' said Jo.

But it was Amy. She came in quickly.

'Where have you been, and what' s that behind you?' asked Meg.

'I ran to the shop and changed the little bottle of perfume for a big one,' said Amy. 'I spent all my money to get it, and I'm not going to be selfish anymore!'

Meg smiled proudly and put her arms around her sister. Then there was another bang from the outside door, and the basket was pushed back under the chair. The girls ran to the table, ready for their breakfast.

'Happy Christmas, Mother!' they shouted.

'Happy Christmas, little daughters!' said Mrs March.

Then the smile disappeared from her face. 'Girls, listen. Not far away is a poor woman, Mrs Hummel, with a new baby. Her six children are in one bed, trying to keep warm, as they have no wood for a fire. There is nothing to eat and they are hungry and cold. Will you give them your breakfast as a Christmas present?'

For a minute no one spoke. Then Jo said, 'Mother, I'm so glad you came back before we began to eat!' And the girls quickly began to put their breakfast in a basket.

'I knew you would do it,' said Mrs March, smiling.

She took the girls and Hannah to a cold, miserable little room in an old building, where they found a sick mother, a crying baby, and a group of children with white, frightened faces. The children were on the bed under a blanket, trying to keep warm.

The woman almost cried with happiness when she saw the girls. Hannah, who had brought wood, made a fire. Mrs March gave the mother tea and hot food, then she dressed the little baby gently. The girls put the children round the fire and fed them like hungry birds.

It was a very happy meal, although the girls ate none of it. But no one was happier than those hungry young ladies who gave away their breakfast on Christmas morning.

Mrs March was surprised and pleased when she saw her presents later. There was a lot of laughing and kissing and explaining. Then, for the rest of the day, the girls were busy. Jo liked to write plays, and the four of them were going to act one that evening. They had learned their words, and had worked hard to make strange and wonderful clothes for all the different characters in the play.

On Christmas night, some other girls came to watch. At first, there was a lot of whispering and laughing from the four sisters behind the curtains. Then the curtains were opened and the play began.

It was an exciting story about Hugo (acted by Jo wearing a black beard!), beautiful Zara and brave Roderigo. There were also two ghosts, a cruel king, and a tall castle made of paper and wood—which unfortunately fell down just as Roderigo and Zara were escaping from it. There were screams of laughter from everyone, but the actors picked themselves up and carried on through more dangers and mysteries until the happy ending was reached.

All the visitors loved the play, and after the excitement and fun came a surprise for everyone.

'Would the young ladies like to stay for supper?' asked Hannah.

And when the girls saw the supper table, they could not believe their eyes! There were ice-cream, cake, fruit, and chocolate! And in the middle of the table were flowers for each of the four actors.

'Where did it all come from?' asked Amy.

'From Father Christmas, perhaps?' said Beth.

'Mother did it,' said Meg.

'Aunt March sent it,' said Jo.

'You're all wrong,' laughed Mrs March. 'Old Mr Laurence sent it!'

'The Laurence boy's grandfather?' said Meg. 'But we don't know him.'

'Hannah told his servant about your breakfast party, and that pleased him,' said Mrs March. 'He knew my father many years ago, and he sent me a note this afternoon, asking if he could send my children a few small Christmas presents.'

'The idea came from that boy, I know it did!' said Jo. 'I'm sure he wants to know us, but he's shy, and Meg won't let me speak to him when we pass him in the street. She says that it's not at all polite for young ladies to introduce themselves to strangers.'

'You mean the people who live in the big house next door, don't you?' said one of the other girls. 'My mother knows old Mr Laurence. She says he keeps his grandson in the house when the boy isn't riding or walking with his tutor, and makes him study very hard. We invited the boy to our party but he didn't come.'

'That boy needs to have some fun,' said Jo.



wake up stop sleeping. 醒来。

servant n. person who works in a household for wages, food and lodging. 仆人。

suddenly adv. happening unexpectedly. 突然。

disappear v. go out of sight. 消失。

far away distant. 遥远的。

miserable adj. very unhappy. 不幸的；悲惨的。

frightened adj. afraid. 害怕的。

give away give freely. 赠送。

explain v. make plain or clear. 解释。

strange adj. not previously known, seen, felt or heard of. 奇怪的。

mystery n. 神秘的事物。

party n. gathering of persons, by invitation, for pleasure. 聚会。

polite adj. 有礼貌的。

introduce v. make known by name. 介绍相识。

tutor n. private teacher. 家庭教师。


2　快乐的圣诞节
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圣诞节清晨，琼是第一个醒来的，可随后她们就都醒了，然后下了楼。

“妈妈在哪儿？”麦格问。

“我不知道，”老海娜答道。她从麦格一出世就和全家住在一起，就像是一个朋友，而不像仆人。“有个可怜的女人来到门口，你们的母亲随她去了，好看看她需要什么。”

“她很快就会回来的，”麦格说。她看了看那些给母亲的礼物，它们被装在一个篮子里，放在椅子下面，准备在恰当的时候拿出来。“艾米的那瓶香水呢？”

“我想她是想拿去包上些漂亮的纸。”琼答道。

突然，她们听到外面的门被关上了。

“妈妈来了，把篮子藏起来，快！”琼说。

但那是艾米。她匆匆走进屋。

“你到哪儿去了，藏在你身后的是什么？”麦格问。

“我跑到商店去了，把那一小瓶香水换成了一大瓶，”艾米说，“我花掉了所有的钱，我再也不自私了！”

麦格骄傲地笑了，伸出双臂拥抱她的妹妹。然后外面的门又“砰”地响了一声，篮子被推到了椅子下面。女孩子们跑到桌边坐定，准备吃早餐。

“圣诞快乐，妈妈！”她们喊道。

“圣诞快乐，小女儿们！”马奇太太应道。

随后笑容从她脸上消失了。“孩子们，听着，不远处有个穷妇人，哈梅尔太太，她有个刚降生的婴儿。她的六个孩子挤在一张床上取暖，因为他们没有木柴生火。他们没有吃的，又饿又冷。你们把你们的早餐送给他们做圣诞礼物怎么样？”

大家沉默了一会儿。然后琼说：“妈妈，我很高兴你在我们开始吃饭之前回来！”孩子们很快开始将她们的早餐放到一个篮子里。

“我知道你们会这样做的。”马奇太太微笑着说。

她把孩子们和海娜带到位于一座旧楼里的一间又冷又破的小屋里。在那里她们见到了一位生病的母亲，一个正在啼哭的婴儿和一群面容苍白、满脸恐惧的孩子。那些孩子挤在床上的一张毛毯里，试图以此取暖。

那妇人见到女孩子们后高兴得几乎哭出来。海娜带来了木柴，燃起了炉火。马奇太太把茶和热气腾腾的食物交给了那位母亲，并轻柔地给婴儿穿衣服。女孩子们则把其他孩子抱到炉火旁边，然后像喂饥饿的小鸟一样喂给他们东西吃。

那顿饭吃得很高兴，虽然女孩子们并没有吃到东西。可没有任何人能比这些在圣诞节早晨饿着肚子将早餐送给别人的女孩子更高兴了。

马奇太太随后看到她的礼物时又惊又喜。此后是一阵大笑、亲吻和解释。然后，那天剩下的时光里女孩子们都忙忙碌碌的。琼喜欢写剧本，那天晚上她们四个就要演其中一个剧。她们已经记住了台词，还费力地为剧中的不同人物做了怪异和精彩的服装。

圣诞节晚上，其他一些女孩子都来看表演。一开始，幕后传出了四姐妹的许多低语和笑声，然后，幕帘开启，演出开始。

那是一个关于雨果、美丽的扎拉和勇敢的罗德里歌的激动人心的故事（雨果由琼扮演，她戴着一撮黑胡子！）。还有两个鬼魂、一个残暴的国王以及一个由纸和木头做成的高大的城堡。不幸的是，当罗德里歌和扎拉从城堡中出逃时，城堡塌了下来。所有人都尖声大笑，可演员们爬起来，又历经许多的风险和神秘，最终获得了幸福的结局。

每个来访者都十分喜欢那出剧。这件令人激动、妙趣横生的事件过后，发生了一件令每个人都吃惊的事。

“你们这些年轻小姐都留下来吃晚饭好吗？”海娜问道。

当女孩子们看见餐桌的时候，她们简直不敢相信自己的眼睛！冰淇淋、蛋糕、水果和巧克力！在桌子正中还摆着给四位演员每人一束的鲜花！

“这些都是哪来的？”艾米问。

“可能是圣诞老人送来的。”白丝说。

“妈妈做的。”麦格说。

“马奇姑妈送来的。”琼说。

“你们都错了，”马奇太太笑着说，“是老劳伦斯先生送来的！”

“是那个劳伦斯家的小男孩的祖父？”麦格问，“可我们不认识他呀。”

“海娜给他的仆人讲了你们的早餐聚会，那让他感到很高兴，”马奇太太说，“很多年前他就认识我父亲。今天下午他送来张纸条，问他可否给我的孩子送些圣诞礼物。”

“这一定是那个男孩的主意，我知道，”琼说，“他一定是想认识我们，可他很怕羞。我们在街上碰到他时麦格不让我跟他讲话。她说女孩子主动跟陌生人搭讪太没礼貌。”

“你是说住在隔壁大房子里的人，对吧？”其他女孩子中的一个问，“我妈妈认识老劳伦斯先生。她说除了骑马和跟家庭教师散步，他总让孙子呆在屋里，让他用功学习。我们曾邀请那男孩参加我们的聚会，可他没来。”

“那个男孩需要些乐趣。”琼说。


3
The Laurence boy

'Look!' said Meg, excitedly, a day or two later. She waved a piece of paper at Jo. 'An invitation to a New Year's party at Sallie Gardiner's house, and it's for both of us. Mother says we can go, but what shall we wear?'

'Our best cotton dresses,' said Jo, 'because we haven't got anything else. Yours is as good as new, but mine has a burn and a hole in the back.'

'Then you must keep your back out of sight,' said Meg. 'I'll have a new ribbon for my hair, and my new slippers. And my gloves are all right.'

'Mine are stained, so I'll have to go without.'

'You must wear gloves to a dance, Jo!' cried Meg.

'Then we'll each wear one good one and carry a bad one,' said Jo.

Meg looked worried. 'All right, but you will behave nicely, won't you? Don' t stare, or put your hands behind your back.'

On New Year's Eve, the two younger sisters watched the two older girls get ready for the party. There was a lot of running up and down, and laughing and talking. Meg wanted some curls around her face, so Jo began to work on the papered ends of Meg's hair with a pair of hot tongs.

'Should they smoke like that?' asked Beth.

'It's the wetness drying,' said Jo.

'What a strange burning smell!' said Amy.

'I'll take the papers off now,' said Jo, 'and you'll see lots of little curls.'

She took the papers off—and, to her horror, the burnt hair came off with them!

'Oh, oh! What have you done to my hair!' cried Meg.

'I always get things wrong,' said Jo unhappily. 'I'm so sorry. I suppose the tongs were too hot.'

'Don't worry,' Amy told Meg, who was crying. 'Just tie your ribbon so that the ends come on to your forehead a little, and it will look quite fashionable.'

At last, Meg and Jo were ready and went off to the Gardiners' house where Mrs Gardiner welcomed them kindly. Meg immediately began to enjoy herself with Sallie, but Jo wasn't interested in girlish talk and stood with her back carefully against the wall, watching the dancing. Soon Meg was asked to dance, then Jo saw a big red-haired boy coming towards her and she quickly went through a door into a small room. Unfortunately, another shy person was already hiding there and she found herself looking at the 'Laurence boy'.

'Oh dear, I didn't know anyone was here!' Jo said.

The boy laughed. 'Don't go. I came in here because I don't know any people, but I think I've seen you before,' he said, 'You live near us, don't you?'

'Next door,' said Jo. 'We enjoyed your nice Christmas present.'

'My grandfather sent it, Miss March.'

'But you gave your grandfather the idea, didn't you, Mr Laurence?'

'I'm not Mr Laurence, only Laurie,' he said.

'And I'm not Miss March, only Jo,' she said. 'Do you like parties?'

'Sometimes,' he answered. 'I've been abroad a lot recently, and I don't know how you do things here.'

'Abroad!' said Jo. 'Oh, did you go to Paris?'

'We went there last winter.'

'Can you speak French?' she asked.

He said something in French, and Jo listened carefully. 'You asked, "Who is the young lady in the pretty slippers?" It's my sister, Meg, and you knew it was! Do you think she's pretty?'

'Yes,' he said. 'She looks so fresh and quiet.'

This pleased Jo very much, and soon the two of them were talking easily, like old friends. 'I hear you're always studying hard,' said Jo. 'Are you going to college soon?'

'Not for a year or two,' he said. 'I'm sixteen next month, and I won't go before I'm seventeen.'

'I wish I was going to college,' said Jo.

'I hate even the idea of it!' said Laurie.

Jo wanted to know why, but he looked so serious that instead of asking she said, 'Why don't you go and dance?'

'I will if you'll come too,' he answered.

'I can't because—' Jo stopped.

'Because what?'

'You won't tell?'

'Never!'

'I've a bad habit of standing near a fire, and I burn my dresses,' said Jo. 'I have to keep still so that no one will see the burn on this one. Laugh if you like.'

But Laurie didn't laugh. 'Never mind that,' he said gently. 'Please come.'

Jo smiled. 'All right,' she said. 'Thank you.'

When the music stopped, they sat down and began to talk, but Jo saw Meg waving at her. She went over and followed her sister into a side room.

'I've turned my foot over and hurt my ankle,' said Meg. 'I can't walk on it, and I don't know how I'm going to get home.'

'I'm not surprised you turned your foot over in those stupid high shoes,' said Jo. 'You'll have to get a carriage or stay here all night.'

'A carriage will cost a lot,' said Meg, 'and I can't stay here for the night because the house is full. I'll just rest until Hannah comes to fetch us, then do the best I can.'

'They're going in for supper now,' said Jo. 'I'll stay with you.'

'No, run and bring me some coffee,' said Meg.

Jo found the coffee, but immediately dropped some down the front of her dress. She was cleaning it off with Meg's glove when a friendly voice spoke to her.

'Can I help?' said Laurie. He had a cup of coffee in one hand and a plate with a cake on it in the other.

'I was trying to get something for Meg,' said Jo.

'And I was looking for someone to give this to,' he said. He fetched more coffee and a cake for Jo, then the three of them had a happy time talking together until Hannah arrived. Meg completely forgot about her foot and stood up quickly. She cried out with pain, and when Laurie saw that she could not walk, he immediately offered to take them home in his grandfather's carriage.

'But you can't want to go home yet,' said Jo.

'I always go early,' said Laurie.

He sat with the driver, and the two girls sat with Hannah inside the carriage and talked excitedly about the party.

'I had a wonderful time, did you?' said Jo.

'Yes, until I hurt myself,' said Meg. 'Sallie's friend, Annie Moffat, has asked me to go and stay with her for a week in the spring, when Sallie does.'

Jo told Meg her adventures, and then they were home. They thanked Laurie and went quietly into the house, hoping to wake no one. But as soon as they opened their bedroom door, two little voices cried out: 'Tell us about the party! Tell us about the party!'



excitedly adv. in an excited manner. 兴奋地；激动地。

invitation n. 邀请函。

hole n. opening in a solid body. 洞。

worried adj. troubled. 烦恼的。

curl n. 卷发。

tongs n. 钳。

fashionable adj. following the fashion. 时髦的。

unfortunately adv. unluckily. 不幸地。

enjoy v. get pleasure from. 享受……之乐趣。

recently adv. not long ago. 最近地。

abroad adv. in or to a foreign country. 在国外。

fresh adj. bright and pure. 鲜艳的。

serious adj. solemn. 严肃的。

habit n. someone's settled practice. 习惯。

still adv. without movement or sound. 不动地；静止地。

carriage n. 四轮马车。

fetch v. go for and bring back. 接来（人）；取来（物）。

immediately adv. at once. 立刻。

completely adv. wholly; in every way. 完全地。

adventure n. 奇遇；冒险的经历。

as soon as at the moment that. 一……就。


3　劳伦斯家的男孩
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“看哪！”一两天之后，麦格兴奋地喊。她朝琼挥舞着一张纸片。“一张参加萨丽·加迪那家新年聚会的请柬，是给我们俩的。妈妈说我们可以去，可我们应该穿什么哪？”

“我们最好的棉质衣裙，”琼说，“因为我们也没有别的什么可以穿的了。你的倒是像新的一样，而我的衣服在背后烧了一个小洞。”

“那你就不该让大家看见你的后背，”麦格说，“我的头发要有个新飘带，还有我的新鞋。我的手套也准备好了。”

“我的弄脏了，所以我就不带了。”

“你一定得带着手套参加舞会，琼！”麦格大喊。

“那我们就每个人都戴一只好的，手里拿着一只坏的。”琼说道。

麦格看上去很焦虑。“那好吧，可你得表现好点，行吗？不许盯着人看，或者把手放到背后。”

新年除夕，两个妹妹看着两个姐姐为舞会做准备。她们不停地跑上跑下，边笑边聊。麦格想把面庞两侧的头发弄卷，于是琼就用一副热夹子在麦格用纸包好的头发梢上做卷。

“它们应该像这样冒烟吗？”白丝问。

“这是湿头发正在变干。”琼答道。

“像是怪怪的烧焦的味道！”艾米说。

“我现在就把纸拿下来，”琼说，“你们就会看到许多的小卷。”

她把纸拿了下来——令她惊骇的是，烧焦的头发随之显露了出来！

“噢，噢！你对我的头发干了什么？”麦格哭了。

“我总是把事情弄糟，”琼沮丧地说，“真抱歉。我想是夹子太烫了。”

“别着急，”艾米对正在哭泣的麦格说，“把发带系上，这样发梢就会靠近额头一些，看上去很时髦。”

最后，麦格和琼总算准备好了。她们到了加迪那家，受到了加迪那太太友好的欢迎。麦格马上就跟萨丽玩了起来，可琼对女孩子的谈话不感兴趣，于是，她小心地倚墙而立，观看着舞会。不久麦格就被邀请去跳舞，琼看到一个红头发男孩正向她走来，她就迅速通过一扇门溜进一间小屋子。不幸的是，另一个怕羞的人已经躲在了那里面，她发现她眼前面对的是“劳伦斯家的男孩”。

“噢，天哪！我不知道已经有人在这儿了，”琼说。

那男孩笑了。“别走。我到这来是因为我谁也不认识。可我想我以前见过你，”他说，“你是不是住在我家附近？”

“隔壁，”琼说，“我们很喜欢你的圣诞礼物。”

“是我祖父送的，马奇小姐。”

“可那是你给你祖父出的主意，是吗，劳伦斯先生？”

“我不是劳伦斯先生，只是罗瑞。”他说。

“我也不是马奇小姐，只是琼，”她说，“你喜欢舞会吗？”

“有的时候喜欢，”他回答说，“我最近常在国外，不知道你们在这儿是怎么做的。”

“国外！”琼问，“噢，你去过巴黎吗？”

“我们去年冬天去的。”

“那你会说法语吗？”她问。

他用法语讲了几句话，琼用心倾听。“你是在问：‘那个穿着漂亮舞鞋的女孩子是谁？’那是我姐姐，麦格，你知道的。你觉得她漂亮吗？”

“是的，”他答道，“她看上去那么清纯和安静。”

这让琼十分高兴，不久他们俩就像老朋友一样自如地交谈起来。“我听说你学习很用功，”琼说，“那你不久要去读大学吗？”

“一两年内不会，”他回答，“我下个月满16岁，17岁以前我不会去。”

“我真希望能上大学。”琼说。

“我一想到它就感到憎恨！”罗瑞说。

琼想问为什么，可他看上去很严肃，琼没提问，而是说：“你为什么不去跳舞？”

“如果你也来我就跳。”他回答。

“我不能，因为——”琼欲言又止。

“因为什么？”

“你不说出去吗？”

“绝不会！”

“我有个坏毛病，总是离火炉很近，结果把裙子烧了，”琼说，“我只好站直了，好让人看不出这件衣服上的烧痕。想笑你就笑吧。”

可罗瑞没笑。“没关系，”他轻柔地说，“来吧。”

琼笑了。“好吧，”她说，“谢谢。”

音乐停下的时候，他们坐下来开始聊天，可琼看见麦格在向她招手。她走过去，随姐姐走进旁边的一个房间。

“我的脚转得太多，脚踝都疼了，”麦格说，“我都不能走路了，真不知道该怎么回家。”

“你穿着那双蠢笨的高跟鞋，跳得过度我一点也不吃惊，”琼说，“你得要一辆马车，或者在这儿呆一晚上。”

“要辆马车会花好多钱，”麦格说。“我也不能在这儿呆一晚上，因为房间都住满了。我只好在海娜来接我们之前休息会儿，然后再想办法。”

“他们正进去吃晚饭，”琼说，“我陪着你。”

“不，快去给我弄些咖啡来。”麦格说。

琼找到了咖啡，可马上就洒到了裙子上。她正用麦格的手套擦拭时听到一个友好的声音在跟她讲话：

“我能帮忙吗？”罗瑞说。他一只手端着一杯咖啡，另一只手举着一个盘子，上面放着一块蛋糕。

“我正给麦格找点吃的。”琼说。

“我正找人要把这些吃的送出去。”罗瑞说。他又替琼取了一些咖啡和一块蛋糕，然后三个人一起聊天，度过了一段愉快的时光，直到海娜来了。麦格早已完全忘了她脚疼的事，很快站了起来。她痛苦地喊叫了一声。罗瑞看到她不能走路，就立即邀请她们一起坐他祖父的马车回家。

“可你还不想回家呢，”琼说。

“我一向走得很早。”罗瑞回答。

他坐在车夫旁边，两个女孩和海娜坐在马车里面，兴奋地谈论舞会的情况。

“我玩得棒极了，你呢？”琼说。

“我也是，直到我受了伤，”麦格说，“萨丽的朋友安妮·莫法特请我春天到她那儿住一个星期，萨丽也去。”

琼给麦格讲述她的经历，然后她们就到家了。她们感谢了罗瑞，就悄悄地走进家门，不想惊醒任何人。然而当她们一推开卧室的门，两个小小的声音就叫起来：“快给我们讲讲舞会的事！快给我们讲讲舞会的事！”


4
The house next door

'It's so nice to go to parties and drive home in carriages,' said Meg, the next morning. 'Other people live like that all the time, and I wish we could. I wish we were rich.'

'Well, we' re not,' said Jo. 'So we must do our work with a smile, the way Mother does.'

Mr March had lost most of his money helping a friend. When the two older girls discovered this, they wanted to do something to earn some money for the family, and as soon as they were old enough, they found work. Meg got a job teaching four small children. It was hard for her to be poor because she could remember the time when their home had been beautiful, with everything they wanted. And every day at Mrs King's house she saw pretty dresses, and heard talk of parties and the theatre—all the things which Meg loved.

Jo went to Aunt March, who needed someone to fetch and carry things, and read to her. She was a difficult old lady who complained a lot, but Jo did her best.

Beth was much too shy to go to school with other children, so she studied at home with her father. When he went away, and her mother was busy with war work, Beth continued to study by herself and helped Hannah keep the home tidy for the others. She also spent long, quiet hours alone, talking to her dolls or playing the old piano. Beth loved music and, although the family could not afford music lessons or a good piano for her, she tried hard to make herself a better musician.

Amy drew the most beautiful pictures and wanted to be a famous painter one day. She was a favourite with everyone, except when she complained about having to wear her cousin's old clothes because her mother could not afford to buy new ones for her.




One afternoon a week or two later, Jo went outside to clear the snow away from some of the garden so that Beth could walk there when the sun came out. She looked across to the house next door—a big stone house with lovely things inside that Jo occasionally saw through the open curtains at the windows. But it seemed a lonely, lifeless kind of house, as no children played outside, no motherly face smiled at the windows, and not many people went in and out, except the old gentleman and his grandson.

She had not seen the Laurence boy lately and wondered if he was away, but suddenly she saw him looking out of an upstairs window. She threw up a handful of soft snow and called out, 'Are you ill?'

Laurie opened the window. 'I'm almost better, thank you,' he said. 'I've had a bad cold.'

'What do you find to do?' said Jo.

'Nothing,' he said. 'They won't let me.'

'Why don't you get someone to come and see you?'

'I don't know anyone.'

'You know us,' said Jo.

'So I do!' laughed Laurie. 'Will you come, please?'

'I'll come if Mother will let me. I'll go and ask her. Shut the window and wait until I come.'

Laurie was excited and began to get ready for Jo's visit. He brushed his hair and tried to make his room tidy. Soon after, he heard voices downstairs, then a surprised servant ran up to his room.

'There's a young lady to see you, sir,' she said.

A moment later, Jo appeared with a box in one hand and Beth's three small cats in the other. 'Mother sends her love,' she said. 'Meg asked me to bring some of her cake, and Beth thought you would like to play with her cats. Isn't she funny?'

Laurie laughed. 'How kind you all are,' he said.

'Shall I read to you?' said Jo.

'I'd rather talk,' he said.

'I can talk all day,' said Jo, smiling. 'Beth says I never know when to stop.'

'Is Beth the one who stays at home?'

'Yes, that's Beth. She's a good girl.'

'The pretty one is Meg, and the curly-haired one is Amy, is that right?' he said.

'Yes. How did you know?'

Laurie's face became red. 'I hear you calling to each other, and you always seem to be having so much fun. Sometimes, in the evenings, you forget to close your curtains and I can see you sitting round the fire with your mother. I haven't got a mother.'

Jo saw the sadness in his eyes. 'Why don't you come over and see us? Would your grandfather let you?'

'Perhaps, if your mother asked him,' said Laurie. 'He spends a lot of time among his books, and Mr Brooke, my tutor, doesn't live here. So I haven't anyone to go out with. Do you like your school?'

'I don't go to school. I go out to work—to my aunt's,' said Jo. She described the difficult old lady and made him laugh with her stories. She told him all about her sisters, the plays they acted, and their hopes and fears for their father. Then they talked about books, and Jo discovered that Laurie loved them as much as she did.

'Come and see our library,' he said. 'Grandfather is out, so you needn't be afraid.'

'I'm not afraid of anything,' replied Jo.

He took her down to a room where the walls were covered with books and pictures.

'You should be the happiest boy in the world!' said Jo, sitting in a big armchair and looking round.

'A person can't live on books,' he said.

Suddenly, a bell rang.

Jo jumped up out of the chair. 'It's your grandfather!' she said.

'What if it is?' said Laurie, with a smile. 'You're not afraid of anything, remember?'

'Perhaps I am a little bit afraid of him,' said Jo.

The servant came in at that moment. 'The doctor is here to see you, sir,' she said to Laurie.

'Can I leave you for a minute or two, Jo?' he said.

'Yes, I'm very happy here,' said Jo.

He went away and Jo was staring at a large picture of the old gentleman when the door opened again. Without turning, she said, 'I won't be afraid of him, because he's got kind eyes, although his mouth looks hard and cold. He's not as handsome as my grandfather, but I like him.'

'Thank you,' said a deep voice behind her.

She turned quickly—and saw old Mr Laurence!

Jo's face turned a bright red and she wanted to run away. But the old man's eyes looked kinder than those in the picture and seemed to have a smile in them.

'So you're not afraid of me, eh?' he said.

'Not much, sir.'

'But I'm not as handsome as your grandfather?'

'Not quite, sir.'

'But you like me.' He laughed and shook hands with her. 'Now, what have you been doing with my grandson?'

'Trying to cheer him up, sir,' said Jo. 'He seems a bit lonely.'

'Then come and have some tea with us.'

Laurie was very surprised to see Jo with his grandfather, but was soon talking and laughing happily with Jo. The old man watched the two young people and noticed the change in his grandson. 'She's right,' he thought. 'The boy does need cheering up.'

After tea, they went into a room where there was a large and beautiful piano.

'Do you play?' Jo asked Laurie.

'Sometimes,' he answered.

'Play now. I want to hear it so I can tell Beth.'

So Laurie played and Jo listened. Afterwards, Mr Laurence said, 'He plays quite well, but I want him to do well in more important things. Now, I hope you'll come again.' He shook hands with her. 'Goodnight, Jo.'

Laurie walked to the door with her. 'He doesn't like to hear me play,' he said.

'Why not?' said Jo.

'I'll tell you one day,' he said.




When Jo told the family of her afternoon's adventures, they all wanted to go and visit the big house.

'Mother, why doesn't Mr Laurence like to hear Laurie play the piano?' asked Jo.

'Laurie's father married an Italian lady, a musician,' said Mrs March. 'The old man didn't like her, and never saw his son after they were married. Laurie was born in Italy, but his parents died when he was a child, and his grandfather brought him home. Laurie loves music and I expect his grandfather is afraid he'll want to be a musician like his mother.'

'Laurie should be a musician if he wants to be,' said Jo. 'Sending him to college will just make him unhappy.'



discover v. find out. 发现。

difficult adj. not easily pleased. 不易取悦或满足的。

complain v. say that one is not satisfied. 抱怨。

continue v. go on. 继续。

afford v. spare or find enough money for. 省出或找到足够的金钱去（做某事）。

musician n. person skilled in music. 精于音乐的人。

garden n. ground used for growing flowers, fruits, vegetables. 花园；果园；菜园。

occasionally adv. now and then; at times. 偶尔地。

shut v. 关；闭。

window n. 窗。

ready adj. in the condition for doing something. 准备好的。

funny adj. causing fun or amusement. 有趣的。

curtain n. piece of cloth or lace hung up at a window. 窗帘。

come over from a distance. 从远处来。

describe v. say what is like. 描述。

library n. 图书馆。

gentleman n. 绅士。

handsome adj. of fine appearance. 漂亮的；英俊的。

bright adj. shining. 明亮的。

lonely adj. without companions. 孤单的。

notice v. observe. 注意（到）。

sometimes adv. from time to time. 有时。

afterwards adv. after; later. 以后；后来。

Italian adj. 意大利的。

expect v. think or believe that something will happen. 预期；盼望。

college n. school for higher or professional education. 学院。


4　隔壁的房子

[image: alt]

“去参加舞会然后坐马车回家真好，”第二天早晨麦格说道，“其他人一直都是这样生活的，真希望我们也是。真希望我们是富有的。”

“哎，我们不富有，”琼说，“所以我们必须面带微笑做我们的工作，就像妈妈那样。”

马奇先生为了帮助一位朋友失去了他的大部分钱。当两个年长的女孩子发现这件事时，她们就想要做些事来帮家里挣钱。她们等年龄一到，就去找工作。麦格找到了一份给四个小孩教课的工作。对她来说贫困是艰难的，因为她能记得当初家里是多么漂亮，她们要什么有什么。每天在金太太的家里她都能看到漂亮的衣服，听到有关舞会和剧院的议论——这些都是麦格所热衷的。

琼到了马奇姑妈家，她需要有人帮她拿取东西，给她读文章。她是个很难缠的老太太，经常抱怨，可琼尽力而为。

白丝太害羞，不愿跟其他孩子一起上学，于是她呆在家里跟父亲学习。父亲走了之后，母亲忙于战争方面的工作，白丝就继续自学，同时帮助海娜为其他人整理房间。她也常常花很长时间安静地独处，和她的玩具娃娃说话，或者弹那架旧钢琴。白丝热爱音乐，虽然家里不能供她上音乐课或买架好钢琴给她，她还是努力使自己成为一名更好的音乐家。

艾米会画最漂亮的画，她希望有一天能成为名画家。她很讨大家的喜欢，不过当母亲由于买不起新衣服而让她穿上表姐的旧衣服，她发牢骚的时候，情形就不同了。




一两个星期以后的一个下午，琼到外面去，想把花园里的部分雪清扫掉，这样白丝就可以在太阳出来时到那儿去散步了。她朝隔壁的房子看过去——那是座大的石头盖的房子，里面有很多漂亮的东西，琼有时会从那些打开窗帘的窗户看到里面。可它看上去像是一座孤独的毫无生气的房子，没有孩子在外面玩，没有窗边慈母的笑脸，也没有许多进进出出的人，只有那个老先生和他的孙子。

她最近一直没有见到劳伦斯家的男孩，她怀疑他已经走了，可突然间，她见到他正从楼上的一扇窗户朝外张望。她向上扔了一把松软的雪，喊道：“你是病了吗？”

罗瑞打开窗户。“我好多了，谢谢，”他说，“我得了重感冒。”

“你都做些什么？”琼问。

“什么都不做，”他回答，“他们不让我做。”

“你为什么不让别人去看你呢？”

“我谁也不认识。”

“你认识我们啊，”琼道。

“那当然！”罗瑞笑了，“你愿意来吗？”

“如果妈妈同意我就来。我去问她。关上窗户等着我。”

罗瑞很兴奋，开始为琼的来访做准备。他梳了头，尽量把他的房屋弄整齐。过了不久，他听到楼下有动静，然后一个吃了一惊的仆人跑上他的房间。

“有位年轻的女士来看您，先生。”她说。

片刻之后，琼出现了，一只手抱着一个盒子，另一只手抱着白丝的三只小猫。“妈妈向你问好，”她说，“麦格叫我给你带些好的蛋糕来。白丝认为你会喜欢跟她的小猫玩儿。她是不是很有意思？”

罗瑞笑着说：“你们真好。”

“我给你读文章怎么样？”琼说。

“我宁愿聊聊天。”他答道。

“我可以聊一整天，”琼笑答，“白丝说我总是不知道在哪儿告一段落。”

“白丝是那个呆在家里的孩子吗？”

“是的，那是白丝。她是个好孩子。”

“漂亮的那个是麦格，卷头发的那个是艾米，对吗？”罗瑞问。

“是的，你怎么知道？”

罗瑞的脸红了。“我听到你们互相喊对方。你们看起来总有很多有趣的事。有时候，晚上你们忘记拉窗帘，我能看见你们和母亲一起坐在炉火边。我没有母亲。”

琼看到了他眼中的悲伤。“你干吗不到我家来看我们？你祖父会让你来吗？”

“可能，如果你母亲跟他讲的话，”罗瑞说，“他花很多时间看书，而我的家庭教师布鲁克先生不住在这儿，所以没人和我一起出去。你喜欢你的学校吗？”

“我没上学。我去工作——到我姑妈家。”琼回答。她描述了那个难缠的老太太，她的故事让他发笑。她告诉他关于她的姐妹的所有事，她们演过的剧，以及她们对父亲的期盼和担忧。然后他们谈到了书籍，琼发现罗瑞像她一样爱书。

“到我们的图书室来，”他说，“祖父出门了，所以你不用怕。”

“我什么也不怕，”琼答道。

他带她来到楼下的一个房间，那里四壁都为书籍和画所遮盖。

“你应该是世界上最幸福的男孩！”琼叹道，边说边坐进一张大扶手椅，环顾四周。

“一个人不能靠书生活。”他说。

突然，铃响了。

琼从椅子上跳起来。“是你祖父！”她说。

“是又怎样？”罗瑞笑着说，“你什么都不怕，记得吗？”

“也许我有一点点怕他。”琼说。

此时仆人走进来。“医生来看您了，先生。”她对罗瑞说。

“我能离开一两分钟吗，琼？”他说。

“可以，我很高兴呆在这儿，”琼答道。

他走开了。当琼正在端详那位老先生的一大幅画像时，门又开了。她没有转过身，说道：“我不害怕他，因为虽然他的嘴巴看上去又硬又冷，他的眼睛却很和善。他不像我祖父那么英俊，可我喜欢他。”

“谢谢你。”她背后有一个深沉的声音说。

她很快转过身——看到了老劳伦斯先生！

琼的脸变得通红，她想跑掉。可那位老先生的眼睛看上去比画像里的还要和善，好像还带着笑意。

“看来你不怕我，啊？”他问道。

“不太怕，先生。”

“可我不如你祖父长得英俊？”

“不如，先生。”

“可你喜欢我。”他笑着和她握握手。“现在告诉我，你和我孙子一起干了些什么？”

“我尽力使他高兴起来，先生。”琼答道，“他看上去有些孤独。”

“那来和我们一起喝点茶吧。”

罗瑞看到琼和他祖父在一起很吃惊，可不久就高兴地和琼说说笑笑起来。老人望着两个年轻人，察觉到了他孙子的变化。“她是对的，”他想，“这孩子需要高兴起来。”

喝过茶，他们来到一个房间，里面摆着一架漂亮的大钢琴。

“你弹琴吗？”琼问罗瑞。

“有时弹。”他答道。

“现在就弹吧，我得听听，好去告诉白丝。”

然后罗瑞弹起钢琴，琼听着，之后，劳伦斯先生说：“他弹得很好，可我要他把更重要的事情做好。那好，希望你能再来。”他跟她握了握手。“晚安，琼。”

罗瑞随她走到门口。“他不喜欢我弹琴。”他说。

“为什么不？”琼问。

“我改天会告诉你的。”他回答。




当琼告诉家人她下午的经历后，她们也都很想去看看那座大房子。

“妈妈，为什么劳伦斯先生不喜欢听罗瑞弹琴？”琼问。

“罗瑞的父亲娶了一个意大利女人，她是个音乐师，”马奇太太说，“老人不喜欢她，自从他们结婚后就再也没见他的儿子。罗瑞出生在意大利，可在他小时候他父母就去世了。他祖父把他接到家里来。罗瑞很喜欢音乐。我想他祖父一定是怕他想成为他母亲那样的音乐师。”

“罗瑞如果愿意，他就应该做音乐师，”琼说，“把他送到大学去只会让他不快乐。”


5
A surprise for Beth

Laurie and the four girls were soon great friends. Mr Brooke complained to the old gentleman that his student was always running across to see the Marches.

'Let him have a bit of a holiday,' said Mr Laurence. 'He can catch up with his studies later.'

What good times they had! Writing and acting plays. happy evenings at the Marches, and little parties at the big house. Only Beth was too shy to go there. When Mr Laurence heard about Beth's shyness, he came to have tea with their mother one day, and began to talk about music and great singers he had heard. Beth found it impossible to stay in her corner and came to listen.

'Laurie hasn't much time for his music,' Mr Laurence told Mrs March, 'so the piano is not used very often. Would any of your girls like to play it sometimes? They needn't see or speak to anyone, and I'll be in my study.' He got up to go. 'But if they don't want to come...'

At this moment, a little hand touched his own. It was Beth's. 'I—I want to come,' she said, her voice shaking. 'Very much.'

'You're the musical girl,' said Mr Laurence, gently.

'I'm Beth. Yes, I love music, and I shall come.'

The next day, Beth waited until the old and the young gentle men both went out, then she ran across to the big house and found her way to the room with the beautiful piano. As soon as she began to play, she forgot her fears immediately in the delight which the music gave her.

After that, Beth went every day. She never knew that Mr Laurence often opened his study door to hear her playing, or that Laurie stood in the hall to keep the servants away from the shy little girl. But she was so grateful that she asked her mother and sisters to help her make the old gentleman a pair of slippers. After several days' careful sewing, the slippers were finished. Then Beth wrote a short letter and, with Laurie's help, left it with the slippers in the old man's study one morning, before he was up.

The next day, Beth went out for a walk, and when she came back the others were waiting for her. 'Here's a letter for you, Beth!' they called out. 'Come and read it!' She hurried to the house and they took her into the front room. 'Look there!' everyone was saying at once. Beth looked—and got the biggest surprise of her life! For there stood a lovely little piano, with a letter on the top of it, addressed to: 'Miss Elizabeth March'.

'You—you read it, Jo,' whispered Beth. 'I can't.'

So Jo opened the letter and began to read.

'Dear Miss March,' she read, 'I have had many pairs of slippers but none which have pleased me so much as yours. I should like to thank you for your kindness by sending you something that once belonged to my little granddaughter, who died. With many thanks. I am your good friend, James Laurence.'

Jo put an arm around her sister. 'Now try it, Beth,' she said.

Beth sat down and began to play, and everyone thought it was the most perfect piano they had ever heard.

'You'll have to go and thank him,' said Jo, with a smile, knowing that Beth was much too shy to do anything like that.

But Beth surprised them all. 'I'll do it at once,' she said bravely, and away she walked, through the garden and into the big house next door. She went up to the old gentleman's study and knocked on the door.

'Come in,' said Mr Laurence.

Beth went in. 'I came to say thank you, sir,' she began, in her quiet little voice. But he looked so friendly that she ran and put both her arms around his neck and kissed him.

The old gentleman was so surprised that he nearly fell off his chair. But he was very pleased indeed by that shy little kiss, and soon the two of them were talking like old friends. Later, he walked home with Beth. The girls, watching with great interest from the window, could not believe their eyes. 'Well,' Meg said, 'I do believe the world is coming to an end!'



a bit of a rather a. 相当地。

catch up do all the work that has not yet been done. 赶做未做完的工作。

impossible adj. not possible. 不可能的。

delight n. joy. 乐趣。

grateful adj. feeling or showing thanks. 感激的。

careful adj. taking care; cautious. 小心的。

surprise n. something sudden or unexpected. 惊骇；意外之事。

belong to be the property of. 属于。

perfect adj. without fault. 完美的。

bravely adv. ready to face danger; having no fear. 勇敢地。

knock v. hit. 击；敲。


5　白丝的惊喜

[image: alt]

罗瑞和四个女孩子很快就成了要好的朋友。布鲁克先生向老先生抱怨说，他的学生常跑过去看望马奇一家。

“让他放些假吧，”劳伦斯先生说，“他以后会补上他的功课的。”

他们玩得真开心！编写和上演剧本，有时在马奇家度过欢乐的夜晚，有时在大房子里举办小型的聚会。只是白丝太害羞，她不去那儿。劳伦斯先生听说了白丝的羞涩以后，有一天他来跟她们的母亲一起喝茶，并开始谈论音乐和他所听说过的歌唱家。白丝发觉自己根本不可能呆在她的角落里，于是过来倾听。

“罗瑞没什么时间弹琴，”劳伦斯先生对马奇太太说，“所以钢琴不怎么常用。你的孩子有谁想有时过来弹琴吗？他们不用跟任何人谈话，而我会呆在我自己的书房里。”他站起身要走，“可如果她们不愿意来……”

此时，一只小手碰了碰他的手。是白丝。“我，我想来，”她说，声音颤抖，“非常想。”

“你就是那个喜欢音乐的孩子？”劳伦斯先生轻柔地问。

“我是白丝。是的，我热爱音乐，我愿意来。”

第二天，白丝等到老先生和小先生都出门去了，她就跑到那座大房子里，找到那个摆着钢琴的房间。她一开始弹琴，立刻就在音乐带给她的愉快中忘记了恐惧。

从此以后，白丝每天都去弹琴。她从不知道劳伦斯先生常常打开他书房的门听她弹琴，或者罗瑞站在大厅里让仆人们走开以不打扰这个害羞的女孩。可是她非常感激，就让她母亲和姐妹们帮她给老先生做了一双拖鞋。经过几天精心的缝制，拖鞋做好了。然后白丝写了一张简短的字条，在罗瑞的帮助下，有一天早晨，趁老先生还没起床时将字条和拖鞋放进了他的书房。

第二天，白丝出门散步，当她回家时，大家都在等她。“这儿有你一封信，白丝！”她们喊。“快过来读读！”她赶快回到家，她们带她来到前厅。“看那儿！”每个人都立即说。白丝看过去——她得到了她一生中最大的惊喜！因为那里摆放着一架小钢琴，上面放着一封信，写道：“伊丽莎白·马奇小姐收。”

“你，你读吧，琼，”白丝喃喃地说，“我读不了。”

于是琼打开那封信读起来。

“亲爱的马奇小姐，”她读道，“我有过很多双拖鞋，可没有一双像你送我的那双那样使我高兴。为了感谢你，我想送你一样曾经属于我死去的小孙女的东西。谢谢，我是你的好朋友，詹姆斯·劳伦斯。”

琼用一只手臂搂住她的妹妹。“现在就试试，白丝。”她说。

白丝坐下来开始弹琴，每个人都认为这是她们听过的最好的钢琴。

“你得去谢谢他。”琼说，面带微笑。她深知白丝太害羞了，肯定不会去做那种事。

可白丝让大家都吃了一惊。“我马上就去。”她勇敢地说，然后她就走了，穿过花园，来到隔壁的大房子。她走到楼上老先生的书房，敲了敲门。

“请进。”劳伦斯先生说。

白丝走了进去。“我来向您说声谢谢，先生。”她开始用她那平静细小的声音说话。可他看上去如此慈祥，她跑过去用双臂搂住他的脖子吻了他一下。

老先生太吃惊了，他几乎从他的椅子上掉了下来。可他实际上被那个羞涩的轻轻的吻弄得很高兴，不久他们俩就像老朋友一样地聊天了。之后，他陪白丝走回家。其他的孩子们从窗户中以极大的兴趣看着这一幕，简直不敢相信她们的眼睛。“哎，”麦格说，“我相信世界末日就要到了。”


6
Amy in trouble

'Where are you going?' Amy asked Meg and Jo one afternoon. 'I want to come, too.'

'You can't, dear, you're not invited,' said Meg.

'You're going somewhere with Laurie, I know you are!'

'Yes, we are,' said Jo. 'Now stop annoying us.'

'You're going to the theatre!' Amy said suddenly. 'I want to go with you!'

'We could take her, I suppose,' began Meg.

'No, Laurie only invited us,' said Jo.

'I shall go,' shouted Amy. 'Meg says I can.'

'You just stay where you are!' said Jo, angrily.

'I'll make you sorry for this, Jo March!' Amy shouted, as Meg and Jo left the house.

The two older sisters enjoyed themselves at the theatre, but Jo couldn't stop worrying as she wondered what Amy would do to 'make her sorry'.

She found out the next afternoon.

Beth, Amy and Meg were sitting together when Jo ran into the room. 'Has anyone taken my notebook?' Jo asked.

Meg and Beth said 'No' at once, but Amy said nothing.

'Amy, you've got it,' said Jo.

'No, I haven't,' said Amy.

'That's a lie!' said Jo. 'Tell me the truth, or I'll make you!'

'Do what you like,' said Amy. 'You'll never see your stupid book again, because I burned it!'

Jo's face went white. 'What! But I worked so hard writing my stories!'

'I said I'd make you sorry, and I have!' said Amy.

Jo jumped at Amy and shook her shoulders. 'You wicked, wicked girl!' cried Jo. 'I'll never, ever forgive you!' And she ran out of the room.

Mrs March came home and heard the story.

'Oh, how could you do that, Amy?' she said. 'That was Jo's book of stories. She wrote them all herself, and was hoping to make them good enough to print.'

Slowly, Amy began to understand the terrible thing she had done, and started to cry. Later, when Jo appeared for tea, Amy begged her sister to forgive her.

'I shall never forgive you,' Jo answered.

It was not a happy evening, and when singing time came, Jo remained silent. Afterwards, she kissed her mother and said 'Goodnight'.

'My dear, don't go to bed feeling so angry with your sister,' whispered Mrs March.

'I'm sorry, Mother, I can't forgive her,' replied Jo.

Next day, Jo wanted to get out of the house, so she picked up her skates and went next door to ask Laurie to take her skating.

Amy heard them going. 'Jo promised to take me with her next time!' she complained.

'It's hard for her to forgive you, Amy,' said Meg. 'Go after them and wait until Jo is enjoying herself, then give her a kiss or do something kind.'

It was not far to the river, but Jo and Laurie were already skating when Amy arrived. Jo saw Amy but turned away. Laurie was carefully skating along the edge of the ice and didn't see the younger girl.

Amy put her skates on and stood on the ice.

'Keep near the edge. The ice isn't safe in the middle,' Laurie called to Jo, then he disappeared round the first bend in the river.

Jo heard, but Amy did not. Jo realized that Amy probably hadn't heard, but she said nothing and skated after Laurie. 'Let Amy look after herself!' Jo thought.

Amy skated out towards the smoother ice in the middle of the river. Jo reached the bend, and for a moment she stood still, a strange feeling in her heart. Something made her turn round—just in time to see Amy throw up her hands and go crashing through the ice into the cold water! Amy gave a cry that make Jo's heart stop with fear. She tried to call Laurie, but her voice was gone, and for a second she could only stand and stare at the little blue hood of Amy's coat above the black water.

Suddenly, Laurie skated past her and shouted, 'Bring a piece of wood from the side of the river, quickly!'

Wild with fear, Jo fetched some wood and pulled it across the ice, while Laurie held Amy's head above the water. Together, they got her out.

She was more frightened than hurt, and was quickly taken home. They covered her in blankets and tried to calm her, and after a little while she fell asleep in front of the warm fire. Later, when everything was quiet, Jo asked her mother, 'Are you sure she's safe?'

'Quite safe, dear. It was sensible to get her home as quickly as you did.'

'Laurie did it all,' said Jo. 'Mother, if she should die, it will be my fault. I get angry so quickly. Oh, why can't I be more like you?'

'I get angry nearly every day of my life, Jo,' said Mrs March, 'but I've learned not to show it. I've learned to stop myself saying the angry words that come to my lips, and you must try to do the same, my dear.'

Amy moved in her sleep and Jo looked at her. 'I refused to forgive her, and today, she nearly died! And it was Laurie who saved her. How could I be so wicked?' Jo began to cry.

Then Amy opened her eyes and held out her arms, with a smile that went straight to Jo's heart. Neither of them said a word, but they held each other close, and everything was forgiven and forgotten.



annoy v. irritate. 打搅。

sorry adj. feeling regret or sadness. 感到遗憾或悲伤的。

notebook n. book in which to write notes. 笔记簿。

lie n. 谎言。

stupid adj. foolish. 愚蠢的。

jump v. rise suddenly. 跳。

wicked adj. bad; wrong. 错的；缺德的。

forgive v. no longer have hard feelings towards. 宽恕。

whisper v. 低语。

promise v. make a promise. 答应。

go after try to win or obtain. 设法追求某人。

edge n. outer limit of a surface. 边缘。

realize v. understand. 了解。

blanket n. 毛毯。

calm v. make or become calm. 使平静。

safe adj. free from danger. 安全的。

sensible adj. having or showing good sense. 明智的。


6　艾米遇到麻烦
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“你们上哪儿去？”一天下午艾米问麦格和琼，“我也要去。”

“你不能去，亲爱的，你没被邀请。”麦格说。

“你们是和罗瑞一起出去，我知道！”

“是的，”琼说，“别烦我们了。”

“你们是要去剧院，”艾米突然说，“我要和你们一起去！”

“我想我们可以带上她。”麦格说。

“不行，罗瑞只邀请了咱们俩，”琼说。

“我就要去，”艾米喊道，“麦格说我可以去。”

“你就呆在那儿！”琼生气地说。

“我会让你为此感到后悔的，琼·马奇！”麦格和琼离开家时艾米大声喊道。

两个姐姐在剧院很开心，可琼不停地担心，她纳闷艾米会用什么办法来“让她后悔”。

第二天下午她就知道了。

白丝、艾米和麦格坐在一起，此时琼冲进房间。“谁拿了我的笔记本？”琼问。

麦格和白丝立即说：“没拿。”可艾米没作声。

“艾米，是你拿了。”琼说。

“不，我没拿。”艾米答道。

“你说谎！”琼说，“告诉我实话，否则我会逼你讲！”

“随你的便，”艾米说，“你永远也不会见到那个讨厌的笔记本了，因为我把它烧了！”

琼的脸变得惨白。“什么？我那么努力地写我的故事！”

“我说过会让你后悔，现在我做到了！”艾米说。

琼跳过来摇晃着艾米的肩膀，“你这个可恶透顶的孩子！”琼喊着，“我永远永远也不会饶恕你的！”然后她就跑出了房间。

马奇太太回到家里听说了这件事。

“噢，你怎么能那样做呢，艾米？”她说，“那是琼的故事书。那些都是她自己写的，她期望有一天把它们修改好了能够去发表的。”

慢慢地，艾米开始意识到她所做的事情有多糟，她开始哭起来。后来，当琼来喝茶的时候，艾米请求她姐姐原谅她。

“我永远也不会原谅你。”琼回答。

那天晚上很不愉快。当唱歌的时间到了的时候，琼默不作声。后来，她吻了吻母亲说：“晚安！”

“我亲爱的，别带着对你妹妹的怨情上床。”马奇太太小声说。

“抱歉，妈妈，我不能原谅她。”琼回答。

第二天，琼想要出门，于是她拿起她的冰鞋到隔壁去叫罗瑞带她去滑冰。

艾米听见他们出去了。“琼答应过我下次带我去的！”她抱怨说。

“她很难原谅你，艾米，”麦格说，“你跟着他们。等琼高兴的时候就给她一个吻或做点其它什么友好的事。”

到河边的路并不远，可当艾米到那儿的时候琼和罗瑞已经在滑冰了。琼看见了艾米，可她背过身去。罗瑞正沿着冰的边缘专心致志地滑，没有看到这个小一点的女孩。

艾米换上冰鞋站到了冰上。

“在边上滑，中间的冰不安全。”罗瑞朝琼喊。然后他就消失在河的第一个拐角那边。

琼听见了，可艾米没听见。琼意识到艾米可能没听见，可她什么也没说，跟着罗瑞滑过去。“让艾米自己照顾自己吧！”她想。

艾米向河中心冰面光滑的地方滑去。琼滑到了拐弯的地方，她站定了片刻，心里有种奇怪的感觉。有什么事使她转过身——正好看到艾米举起双手滑过冰面，掉进了冰冷的河水里！艾米喊叫了一声，使琼的心几乎吓得停止了跳动。她想喊罗瑞，可她的声音怎么也发不出来，有几秒钟她只得站在那儿盯着艾米那蓝色外衣的帽子漂在黑色的水面上。

突然，罗瑞滑过她身边，对她喊：“到岸边拿块木头来，快！”

琼吓疯了，她去拿了木头，把它拖过冰面，此时罗瑞将艾米的头托出水面。他们一起把她从水中捞了出来。

她没受什么伤，更多的是受了惊吓，被很快送回了家。他们用毛毯盖住她，并试图安慰她，过了一会儿她就在温暖的炉火前睡着了。然后，当一切安静下来，琼问母亲：“你能肯定她没事吗？”

“肯定没事，亲爱的，你很明智，尽可能快地把她送回家来。”

“都是罗瑞做的。”琼说，“妈妈，如果她死了，那都是我的错。我太爱生气了。噢，我为什么就不能像你呢？”

“我每天都会生气，琼，”马奇太太说，“但我学会了不表现出来。我学会了在生气的话就要到嘴边时住口，你也必须要尽力这样做，我亲爱的。”

艾米在睡梦中动了一下，琼看了看她。“我拒绝饶恕她，结果今天她差点就死了！是罗瑞救了她。我怎么会这么可恶呢？”琼哭了。

然后艾米睁开了双眼，伸出了她的双臂，面带微笑，那微笑一直走进了琼的心里。她们谁也没说话，但她们紧紧拥抱在一起，一切都已被原谅和遗忘了。


7
Meg hears some gossip

Annie Moffat did not forget her promised invitation, and one April day Meg went to stay at the Moffats' large house. Meg thought it was wonderful. She loved riding in fine carriages, wearing her best dress every day, and doing nothing except enjoy herself. She soon began to talk about fashionable clothes and hairstyles in the way that the other girls did. And the more Meg saw of Annie's pretty things, the more she wished that she, too, was rich.

Annie's older sisters, Belle and Clara, were fine young ladies; Mr Moffat was a fat, friendly gentleman; and Mrs Moffat was a fat, friendly lady. They were all very kind to Meg and did their best to make her feel at home.

When the evening for a 'small party' came, Meg's best dress looked very old next to Sallie's new one, but no one said anything about it. The girls were getting ready when a servant brought in a box of flowers.

'For Miss March,' she said. 'And here's a letter.'

'What fun! Who are they from?' said the girls. 'We didn't know you had a young man.'

'The letter is from Mother and the flowers are from Laurie,' said Meg, simply.

'Oh,' said Annie, with a strange look.

Her mother's loving words and Laurie's kindness made Meg feel much happier and she enjoyed the party very much. Annie made her sing, and someone said that Meg had a fine voice. So Meg was having a nice time—until she heard someone say, on the other side of a large table of flowers: 'How old is the Laurence boy?'

'Sixteen or seventeen, I think,' said another voice.

'It would be an excellent thing for one of those girls,' said a third voice. 'Sallie says they are very friendly, and the old man thinks they are all wonderful.'

'I expect Mrs March has made her plans,' said Mrs Moffat's voice, 'but do you think the girl knows of them?'

'She told that little lie about her mother, and her cheeks went pink. I'm sure the note was from the boy really. Poor thing! She'd be very pretty if she had some nice clothes. Do you think she'll mind if we offer to lend her a dress for Thursday?'

'I shall ask young Laurence to come, and we'll have some fun with her afterwards.'

Meg tried to forget what she'd heard, but could not. The gossip made her angry, and she was glad when the party was over and she was alone in her bed. She cried quietly to herself. Why did people have to say those things? She and Laurie were just friends, but now that friendship felt damaged by the unkind gossip.

The next day, Miss Belle said, 'Meg, dear, we've sent an invitation to your friend, Mr Laurence, for Thursday.'

Meg pretended to misunderstand. 'You're very kind, but I'm afraid he won't come. He's nearly seventy.'

Miss Belle laughed. 'I mean the young man.'

'There isn't one,' said Meg. 'Laurie is only a boy.'

'Isn't he about your age?' said Clara.

'Nearer Jo's,' said Meg. 'I'm seventeen in August.'

'It's nice of him to send you flowers,' said Annie.

'He often does, to all of us,' said Meg. 'My mother and old Mr Laurence are friends, you know.'

'What will you wear on Thursday?' asked Sallie.

'My white dress again, I haven't got any others.'

'No others?' said Sallie. 'How funny—'

'I have a pretty blue dress I can't wear any more, Meg,' said Belle. 'It will please me if you wear it.'

'You're very kind, but—,' began Meg.

'Please, do,' said Belle. 'You'll look quite beautiful in it.'

Meg couldn't refuse this kind offer and, on the Thursday evening, Belle helped to change Meg into a fine lady. She brushed and curled her hair, reddened her lips, then helped her to get into the sky-blue dress. The neck of the dress was cut very low, and Meg was quite shocked when she saw herself in the mirror. A necklace and earrings were added, and Meg was ready for the party.

At first, she felt strange in all the fine clothes, but she soon discovered that people who did not usually notice her now came to speak to her. Several young men who had only stared before now asked to be introduced.

Suddenly, Meg saw Laurie across the room. He was staring at her, and he didn't look very pleased. Meg began to feel uncomfortable, and she wished that she had worn her old dress. As she walked up to Laurie, she saw Belle and Annie watching them both and smiling.

'I'm glad you came,' Meg said to Laurie, in her most grown-up voice. 'I was afraid you wouldn't.'

'Jo wanted me to come and tell her how you looked,' said Laurie.

'What will you tell her?'

'I'll say I didn't know you, because you look so unlike yourself: I'm quite afraid of you,' he said.

'The girls dressed me up for fun,' said Meg. 'Don't you like it?'

'No, I don't,' came the cool reply.

Meg became angry. 'Then I shan't stay with you!' And she walked off towards the window.

A moment or two later, an older man went past her and she heard him say to his friend, 'That girl has been dressed up like a doll.'

'Oh dear,' thought Meg. 'Why didn't I wear my own things?'

She turned and saw Laurie behind her. 'Please forgive me,' he said. 'Come and have something to eat.'

Meg tried to look annoyed.

'Please come,' he said again. 'I don't like your dress, but I do think you are—wonderful.'

Meg smiled and found it impossible to stay angry with him. 'Please don't tell them at home about my dress,' she said. 'They won't understand that it was just for fun, and it will worry Mother. I was stupid to wear it, but I'll tell them myself.'

'I won't say anything,' he promised.

He did not see her again until supper time, when she was drinking wine with two other boys.

'You'll feel ill tomorrow, if you drink much of that, Meg,' Laurie whispered to her.

'I'm not Meg tonight,' she said. 'I'm a doll who does crazy things. Tomorrow, I'll be good again.'

Meg danced and laughed and talked to as many young men as she could manage, but went to bed feeling that she hadn't enjoyed herself as much as she had expected.

She was sick all the next day, and on Saturday went home, quite tired of her fortnight's fun.

'I'm glad to be home,' she said to her mother and Jo, after telling them how she was dressed up like a doll, drank too much wine, and was ill afterwards. She had laughed while telling them the story, but her face still looked worried at the end.

'There is something else, I think,' said Mrs March, smoothing Meg's cheek, which suddenly became rose-red.

'Yes,' Meg said slowly. 'I hate people saying and thinking awful things about us and Laurie.' Then she told them the gossip she had heard.

'What rubbish!' said Jo. 'Just wait until I see Annie Moffat! How stupid to think that Mother has "plans", and that we are kind to Laurie because he is rich and may marry one of us one day. He'll laugh when I tell him!'

'No, Jo,' said her mother. 'You must never repeat wicked gossip.'

'Do you have "plans", Mother?' asked Meg.

'All mothers do, dear,' said Mrs March. 'But my plans are different from Mrs Moffat's, I suspect. I want my daughters to be loved, and I want people to think well of them. I want them to marry well, but not to marry rich men just because they are rich. I'd rather you were poor men's wives, if that meant you had happy, peaceful lives. But your father and I believe that we'll always be proud of our daughters, whether they are married or single.'

'You will, you will!' said Meg and Jo, together.



wonderful adj. surprising. 令人惊奇的。

hairstyle n. style of haircut. 发型。

friendly adj. acting as a friend. 友善的。

feel at home as if in one's own house. 感觉如在自己家中；无拘束。

excellent adj. very good. 优秀的。

cheek n. either side of the face below the eye. 颊。

lend v. 借出。

gossip n. idle, often ill-natured talk about affairs of other people. 闲话。

damage v. harm. 损害。

pretend v. make oneself appear (to be something). 佯装。

refuse v. say "no" to. 拒绝。

shocked adj. filled with surprised horror. 震惊的。

mirror n. polished surface that reflects images. 镜子。

stare v. look fixedly. 凝视。

doll n. model of a baby or person. 洋娃娃。

as much as the same (as). 与……相同。

fortnight n. period of two weeks. 两星期。

crazy adj. foolish. 糊涂的。

rubbish n. nonsense. 无意义的话。

repeat v. say or do again. 重说；重做。

peaceful adj. calm; quiet. 安详的。


7　麦格听到了闲言碎语
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安妮·莫法特没有忘记她答应过的邀请，四月的一天，麦格来到了莫法特家的大房子里。麦格觉得这太好了。她喜欢坐漂亮的马车，每天都穿着她最好的衣服，除了玩乐以外不做任何事情。不久她就开始像其他女孩子一样谈论起时髦的衣服和发型来。麦格见到安妮的漂亮东西越多，她就越希望自己也一样地富有。

安妮的姐姐贝尔和克拉拉都是很好的姑娘；莫法特先生是个胖胖的友好的绅士；莫法特太太是个胖胖的友好的女士。他们对麦格都很好，并且尽他们的所能使麦格就像在家里一样舒适。

晚上小型聚会的时候，麦格最好的衣服比起萨丽的新衣服来显得很旧，可没有任何人说起这件事。女孩子们正在做准备，这时仆人送来一盒花。

“给马奇小姐的，”她说，“这儿有封信，”

“多有意思！是谁送的？”女孩子们问，“我们可不知道你还有个年轻的绅士。”

“信是妈妈送来的，花是罗瑞送的。”麦格简单地说。

“噢。”安妮说，带着一种奇怪的表情。

母亲充满爱的话语和罗瑞的善良使麦格感到更加高兴，舞会上她玩得很开心。安妮让麦格唱歌，有人说她有一副好嗓子。于是麦格很愉快——直到她听到一大桌子花的那边有人在说话：“劳伦斯家的男孩有多大了？”

“十六七岁吧，我觉得。”另一个声音说。

“这对那几个女孩子之中的一个倒是太合适了，”第三个声音说，“萨丽说她们都很友好，那个老头也觉得她们都很不错。”

“我觉得马奇太太是早有打算了，”莫法特太太说，“可你们觉得那女孩子知道这些吗？”

“她拿她母亲撒了个小小的谎，她的脸都红了。我敢肯定那封信其实是那个男孩写的。可怜的孩子！如果她有些好衣服，她会很漂亮的。你们觉得如果星期四晚会时我们借给她一件衣服她会介意吗？”

“我会请小劳伦斯来，然后我们再跟她逗趣。”

麦格试图忘记她所听到的话，可是不行。那些闲言碎语使她很生气，所以当晚会结束时，她很高兴，她独自躺在床上。她静静地哭了。人们为什么要那么说呢？她和罗瑞只是朋友，现在那份友谊像是要被那些不友好的闲话毁了。

第二天，贝尔小姐说：“麦格，亲爱的，我们向你的朋友劳伦斯先生发出了邀请，请他参加星期四的舞会。”

麦格假装误会了：“你们真好，可我想他不会来的。他都快70岁了。”

贝尔小姐笑了。“我是说那个年轻的先生。”

“没有年轻的先生，”麦格说，“罗瑞还是个孩子。”

“他不是和你差不多大吗？”克拉拉问。

“他离琼更近些。”麦格说，“我8月份就17岁了。”

“他送你花真好。”安妮说。

“他经常这样，给我们大家都送，”麦格说。“你们知道，我妈妈和老劳伦斯先生是朋友。”

“你星期四穿什么？”萨丽问。

“还是我那件白衣服，我没有别的了。”

“没有别的衣服？”萨丽道，“这太有意思了——”

“我有一件很漂亮的蓝裙子，我穿不下了，麦格，”贝尔说，“你如果穿上它我会很高兴。”

“你太好了，可是——”麦格开始说。

“穿上吧，”贝尔说，“你穿上会非常漂亮的。”

麦格无法拒绝这份好心，星期四晚上，贝尔帮忙把麦格变成了一个漂亮的淑女。她替她梳了头，卷了头发，上了唇色，然后帮她穿上那件天蓝色的衣裙。那件衣服的领子开得很低，当麦格从镜子里看到自己时，她感到十分震惊。戴上项链和耳环后，麦格就准备好参加舞会了。

刚开始，她穿着那些好衣服感觉很别扭，可不久她发现那些平常不注意她的人开始跟她攀谈了。几个年轻人原先只盯着她看，现在都希望被介绍给她。

突然，麦格看见了屋子那头的罗瑞。他正盯着她瞧，看上去不太高兴。麦格开始感到很不舒服，她希望她穿的是自己的旧衣服，她朝罗瑞走过去，她看见贝尔和安妮看着他俩在笑。

“我很高兴你来了，”麦格尽量用成熟的声音对罗瑞说，“我以为你不会来呢。”

“琼让我来的，她让我告诉她你看上去怎么样。”罗瑞说。

“那你会怎样告诉她？”

“我会告诉她我不认识你，因为你看上去不像你自己。我很怕你，”他说。

“那些姑娘把我打扮成这样玩儿的，”麦格说，“你不喜欢吗？”

“不，我不喜欢。”回答是冷冷的。

麦格感到很生气。“那我就不跟你在一起了！”她随后朝窗户走去。

一两分钟之后，一个年长些的绅士从她身边走过，她听见他对他的朋友说：“那个女孩被打扮得像个玩具娃娃。”

“噢，天哪，”麦格想，“我为什么不穿我自己的衣服？”

她转过身，看见罗瑞站在她身后。“请原谅我吧，”他说，“来吃点东西吧。”

麦格尽力装做不开心。

“来吧，”他又说，“我不喜欢你的衣服，可我确实觉得你——很出色。”

麦格笑了，她发现根本不可能跟他生气。“千万别告诉家里人我的衣服的事，”麦格说。“她们不会明白那只是为了好玩儿，妈妈会担心的。我穿这身衣服真是愚蠢，可我会亲自告诉她们。”

“我什么也不会说。”他发誓说。

他直到晚饭时才又见到她，她正在跟另外两个男孩喝葡萄酒。

“如果你喝得多了，你明天会难受的，麦格。”罗瑞轻声对她说。

“我今晚不是麦格，”她说，“我是一个做疯狂事的玩具娃娃。明天我就变好了。”

麦格又跳又笑，尽可能地跟很多年轻绅士谈话，可她上床睡觉时并没像她期待的那样感觉玩得很开心。

第二天她一整天都觉得很不舒服。星期六她回家了，由于两个星期的玩乐，她感到很累。

“真高兴回家来。”当她向母亲和琼讲述了她怎样被打扮得像个玩具娃娃、怎样喝了太多的葡萄酒、后来感到难受的事后，她说。她在向她们讲她的故事时笑过，但最后她的表情还是显得忧虑。

“我觉得还有些别的事。”马奇太太边说边抚摸着麦格的脸颊。那张脸突然变得通红。

“是的，”麦格慢慢地说，“我讨厌人们说些和想些关于我们和罗瑞的坏话。”之后她向她们讲述了她听到的闲话。

“废话！”琼说，“等我看见安妮·莫法特时再说！这有多愚蠢，觉得妈妈早有‘打算’，还认为我们对罗瑞好是因为他有钱，将来会跟我们其中的一个结婚。如果我告诉他他会笑坏了的！”

“不许，琼，”她母亲说，“你永远不许重复不好的闲话。”

“你早有‘打算’吗，妈妈？”麦格问。

“所有的母亲都有打算的，亲爱的，”马奇太太说，“可我认为我的打算跟莫法特太太的有所不同。我要我的女儿们被爱，我要大家都喜欢她们。我要她们婚姻美满，可不是只为了富有而嫁给富人。如果你们成为穷人的妻子，可那意味着你们拥有幸福宁静的生活，我倒宁愿你们那样做。不过你们的父亲和我相信我们会永远为我们的女儿自豪，无论她们是单身还是已婚。”

“你们会的，你们会的。”麦格和琼异口同声地说道。


8
All play and no work

'The first of June, and the King family is going on holiday tomorrow!' said Meg. 'I'm free for three months!'

'And Aunt March went away for her holiday today,' said Jo. 'Isn't life wonderful!'

'What will you do all your holiday?' asked Amy.

'I'll stay in bed late, and do nothing,' said Meg.

'I have lots of books to read,' said Jo.

'Let's not do any studying, Beth,' said Amy. 'Let's play all the time, and rest, as Jo and Meg are going to do.'

'I will if Mother doesn't mind,' said Beth.

Mrs March agreed to the plan and said they could try it for a week.

'But,' she added, 'I think by Saturday night you will find that all play and no work is as bad as all work and no play.'

Next day, Meg appeared at ten o'clock and ate breakfast alone. It was a lonely meal and the room was untidy, because Beth had not cleaned it.

Jo went to the river with Laurie, then sat in the apple tree and read a book. Beth began to tidy things in her cupboard, but she got tired and left it half-done. She went to her piano, glad that she did not have to wash the cups and plates. Amy sat in the garden to draw, hoping someone would see her and say something nice about her picture. But no one appeared, so she went for a walk, got caught in the rain and came home very wet.

At tea, everyone said that it had been a delightful but unusually long day. Meg, who had been shopping in the afternoon, now decided that she did not like the dress she had bought. Jo had a headache from reading too long. Beth couldn't find anything in her cupboard, and the rain had made Amy's dress so wet that she couldn't wear it to Katy Brown's party the next day.

Mrs March listened, smiled and said nothing.

The week seemed to get longer and longer with nothing much to do, and by Friday the girls were glad that it was nearly over. Then Mrs March gave Hannah a holiday, and when the girls got up on Saturday, there was no breakfast ready, no fire in the kitchen, and no mother waiting for them.

'What has happened?' said Jo.

Meg ran upstairs, then came down to say that Mother was staying in her room to have a rest. 'She says we must look after ourselves today,' Meg said.

'Good, I want something to do,' said Jo.

Secretly, they were all pleased to have something useful to do again. Beth and Amy put cups and plates on the table while Jo and Meg got the breakfast, then Meg took some tea and an egg up to Mrs March. The tea was too strong and the egg was burned. Mrs March did not complain, but she laughed to herself afterwards.

Jo decided to invite Laurie to dinner. 'There's meat and vegetables and plenty of potatoes,' she told Meg, 'and we can have strawberries, and then coffee.' Her mother said she did not mind at all because she was going out for dinner.

Jo did her best, but the potatoes were still hard in the middle, the vegetables were cooked too long and fell to pieces, and the meat was burned black. The strawberries were not ready for eating, and she put salt on them instead of sugar! Unfortunately, this was not discovered until Laurie began eating them. He pretended everything was all right, but Amy took a spoonful and ran from the table.

'What's wrong?' said Jo.

Meg and Laurie told her. 'Oh, no!' said Jo. Then she saw Laurie start to smile, and she began to laugh. Soon everyone was laughing with her.

'What a terrible day!' said Jo, after they had cleared everything away.

Mrs March returned home later. 'Have you enjoyed your week of all play and no work, girls, or do you want another week of it?' she said.

'I don't!' said Jo.

'Nor do I!' shouted the others.

'Mother, did you go out and leave us just to see how we would manage?' asked Meg.

'Yes,' said Mrs March. 'I wanted you to see that being comfortable depends on us all helping each other and not just thinking of ourselves. Isn't it better to have time for play and time for work, and to make each day useful and enjoyable?'

'Oh, it is, Mother, it is!' said the girls.




Some days later, all four girls went on a picnic with Laurie and his tutor, Mr Brooke, and some other young people. Sallie Gardiner and her English friend, Miss Kate Vaughn, were among them. It was a sunny day and they had their picnic on a hill, under some trees.

After the meal, most of the young ladies and gentlemen played games, but Miss Kate sat under a tree and began to draw. Meg watched, while Mr Brooke lay on the grass beside her, with a book which he did not read.

'I wish I could draw,' said Meg.

'Why don't you learn?' replied Miss Kate. She was a little older than the other girls and was very much the fashionable young lady.

'I haven't time,' said Meg. 'I have a job, teaching four children in a family.'

'Oh!' said Miss Kate, looking rather shocked. She said no more, but her face showed that she thought being a private teacher was little better than being a servant, and Meg's cheeks quickly became red.

'In America, young ladies prefer to work and earn money for themselves,' said Mr Brooke quickly, 'and not expect others to pay for everything.'

'I see,' said Miss Kate, coldly. Soon after, she took her drawing and moved away.

'There's no place like America for us workers, Miss Meg,' said Mr Brooke, smiling. His brown eyes looked at Meg warmly, and she smiled back at him.

'I wish I liked teaching as much as you do,' she said.

'You would if you were teaching Laurie,' said Mr Brooke. 'I'll be sorry when he goes to college next year. But then I shall become a soldier.'

'I think every young man wants to be a soldier,' said Meg, 'but it's hard for the family who stay at home.'

'I have no family, and not many friends to care if I live or die,' said Mr Brooke, sadly.

'Laurie and his grandfather would care,' said Meg, 'and we would all be very sorry if anything happened to you.'

'Thank you,' said Mr Brooke, cheering up immediately.



mind v. take care of; feel objection to. 留心；介意。

add v. say further. 又说。

meal n. occasion of eating. 餐。

headache n. continuous pain in the head. 头痛。

cupboard n. 碗橱；食橱。

kitchen n. 厨房。

look after take care of. 照顾。

vegetable n. 蔬菜。

strawberry n. 草莓。

spoonful n. as much as a spoon can hold. 一匙之量。

clear v. remove. 清除。

useful adj. helpful. 有用的。

picnic n. 野餐。

game n. form of play. 游戏。

private adj. for the use of, concerning, one person or group of persons. 私人的。

pay v. give money for goods, services, etc. 付款。

soldier n. member of an army. 士兵。

coldly adv. state of being cold. 冷淡地。


8　只有玩乐没有工作
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“今天是6月1号，金一家明天就要去度假了，”麦格说，“我有三个月的自由时间！”

“今天马奇姑妈也去度假了，”琼说，“生活真好啊！”

“你们整个假期做什么呢？”艾米问。

“我会睡懒觉，什么也不做。”麦格答道。

“我有许多的书要读。”琼说。

“咱们什么功课都不做了吧，白丝，”艾米说，“咱们所有时间都用来玩和休息，就像琼和麦格要做的那样。”

“如果妈妈不介意我就同意。”白丝说。

马奇太太同意了这个计划，并说她们可以试一个星期。

“但是，”她补充道，“我想到星期六晚上你们就会发现只有玩乐没有工作的生活就像只有工作没有玩乐一样糟糕。”

第二天，麦格10点钟才露面，独自用早餐。这是一顿孤寂的早餐，房间乱糟糟的，因为白丝没有整理过。

琼和罗瑞到河边去了，然后坐在一棵苹果树上看书。白丝开始整理她的橱柜，可她感到累了，只做了一半就不做了。她来到她的钢琴旁，为她不用洗杯子和盘子而高兴。艾米坐在花园里画画，希望有人能看到她并夸奖她的画。可没有一个人出现，于是她就去散步，途中遇到了雨，湿淋淋地回到家。

喝茶时，每个人都说那天过得很愉快，只是有些出乎寻常地长。麦格下午去买东西了，可她现在却觉得她不喜欢她买的衣服。琼因为看书时间太长，头疼起来。白丝在她的橱柜里什么都找不到了。雨把艾米的衣服弄得太湿，第二天她不能穿那件衣服去参加凯特·布朗家的聚会了。

马奇太太听着，面带微笑，什么都没说。

因为没有事情做，那个星期看起来越来越长，到了星期五孩子们都很高兴这一切就要结束了。然后马奇太太放了海娜一天假，当星期六早晨孩子们起床时，发现没有了早餐，没有了炉火，妈妈也没在等她们。

“发生了什么事？”琼说。

麦格跑上楼，然后又跑下来跟大家说妈妈呆在她的房间里休息。“她说今天我们得自己照顾自己。”麦格说。

“好啊，我想做点事。”琼说。

私下里，她们都很高兴又有些有用的事情可以做了。白丝和艾米把杯子和盘子摆到桌上，琼和麦格做早餐，然后麦格把一些茶和一个鸡蛋拿到楼上给母亲。茶太浓了，鸡蛋烧糊了。马奇太太没有抱怨，但之后她对自己笑了。

琼决定请罗瑞来吃晚餐。“有肉、蔬菜和足够的土豆，”她告诉麦格，“我们还可以吃草莓，然后喝咖啡。”母亲说她一点也不在乎，因为她要出去吃晚餐。

琼尽了最大努力，可土豆的中间还是硬的，蔬菜做得时间太长，变烂了，肉也给烧黑了。草莓还不能吃，她又把盐当成糖撒在了上面！不幸的是，直到罗瑞开始吃草莓这情况才被发现。他装做一切无恙，可艾米吃了一勺后从桌边跑开了。

“怎么啦？”琼问。

麦格和罗瑞告诉了她。“噢，不！”琼说。然后她看见罗瑞笑了，她也开始笑。旋即每个人都和她一起笑了。

“多糟的一天啊！”当她们把一切收拾走后，琼说。

马奇太太很晚才回来。“你们喜欢这个只有玩乐没有工作的星期吗，孩子们？你们是不是还想再来一个这样的星期？”她问。

“我不要了！”琼说。

“我也不要了！”其他人都喊道。

“妈妈，你是不是出门去就想看看我们会怎么办？”麦格问。

“是的，”马奇太太说，“我想让你们知道舒适依赖于我们大家互相帮助，不要只想到自己。有时间玩乐，也有时间工作，使每天既有用又愉快不是很好吗？”

“噢，是的，妈妈，是的！”孩子们说。




几天之后，四个女孩子和罗瑞及他的家庭教师布鲁克先生，还有其他几个年轻人一起去野餐，萨丽·加迪那和她的英国朋友凯特·瓦格小姐也去了。那天阳光灿烂，他们在一个小山坡上的一些树下野餐。

餐后，大部分年轻姑娘和小伙子都去做游戏了，可凯特小姐却坐在一棵树下开始画画。麦格看着，布鲁克先生躺在她身旁的草地上，拿着一本书，但他并没有在看。

“真希望我会画画。”麦格说。

“你为什么不学呢？”凯特小姐问。她比其他的女孩稍大点，并且是最时髦的姑娘。

“我没时间，”麦格说，“我有工作，给一家四个孩子教课。”

“噢。”凯特小姐说，看上去很吃惊。她什么也没说，可从她脸上的表情可以看出她认为做家庭教师仅仅比做仆人好一些。麦格的脸很快变红了？

“在美国，年轻的小姐喜欢自己工作挣钱，”布鲁克先生很快地说，“她们不指望别人给她们掏钱。”

“是这样。”凯特小姐冷冷地说。一会儿，她拿起她的画走开了。

“没有其他地方像美国这样适合我们工作的人了，麦格小姐。”布鲁克先生笑着说。他棕色的眼睛温和地看着麦格，她也向他笑笑。

“我真希望像你一样喜欢教书。”她说。

“如果你教的是罗瑞你就会喜欢教书的，”布鲁克先生说，“明年他要去上大学，我会感到很遗憾。可然后我就要去当兵了。”

“我认为每个年轻人都想当兵，”麦格说，“可这对待在家里的人来说是很难的。”

“我没有家，也没有许多朋友在乎我的死活。”布鲁克先生伤感地说。

“罗瑞和他祖父会在乎的，”麦格说，“如果你发生什么事，我们大家都会很悲伤的。”

“谢谢你。”布鲁克先生说，立刻高兴起来。


9
Secrets

One October afternoon, Jo caught a bus into the town and stopped outside a building in one of the busy streets. She went in, looked up the stairs and, after a minute, ran out again. She did this several times, to the great amusement of a young man who was watching from the opposite side of the road. But the fourth time, Jo gave herself a shake and walked up the stairs.

The young man crossed the road and waited. It was Laurie. Ten minutes later, Jo came running out, but did not look pleased to see him.

'What are you doing here?' she said.

'I'm waiting to walk home with you,' he said. 'I've a secret to tell you, but first you must tell me yours.'

'You won't say anything at home, will you?' said Jo.

'Not a word,' promised Laurie.

'I've left two of my stories with a newspaper man,' said Jo, 'but I'll have to wait until next week before I know if they will be printed.'

'Miss March, the famous American writer!' said Laurie, throwing his hat into the air and catching it.

Jo looked pleased. 'Now, what's your secret?'

'You remember Meg lost a glove at the picnic?' said Laurie. 'Well, I know where it is.'

'Is that all?' said Jo, looking disappointed.

'Wait until I tell you where it is,' he said.

'Tell me then,' said Jo.

Laurie whispered three words in Jo's ear.

She stared at him, looking both surprised and displeased. 'How do you know?'

'I saw it.'

'Where?' asked Jo.

'Pocket. What's wrong, don't you like it?'

'Of course not. It's stupid! What would Meg say if she knew?'

'You mustn't tell anyone,' said Laurie.

'I didn't promise,' Jo reminded him.

'I thought you would be pleased,' he said.

'Pleased at the idea of someone coming to take Meg away?' said Jo. 'No, thank you.'

She ran off down the hill, but Laurie came after her and reached the bottom first. She came up behind him, her face red and her hair blowing in the wind.

'That was fun!' she said, forgetting her crossness in the enjoyment of a good run.

At that moment, someone passed by, then stopped and looked back. It was Meg.

'What are you doing here?' she said when she saw Jo. 'You've been running, haven't you? Jo, when will you start to behave like a young lady?'

'Don't make me grow up yet, Meg,' said Jo, looking sad. 'It's hard enough having you change so suddenly.'

Meg was growing into a woman, and Laurie's secret made Jo realize that Meg would leave home one day, perhaps soon.

Two Saturdays after Jo had gone secretly into town, Meg saw Laurie chasing Jo all over the garden before the two of them fell on the grass, laughing and waving a newspaper.

'What can we do with that girl?' said Meg. 'She never will behave like a young lady.'

Minutes later, Jo came in with the newspaper. She sat down and began to read it.

'Are you reading anything interesting?' asked Meg.

'Only a story,' said Jo.

'Read it aloud,' said Amy. 'It may amuse us.'

Jo began to read very fast, and the girls listened. It was a love story about two people called Viola and Angelo, and most of the characters died in the end. But the girls enjoyed it, and Meg even cried a little at the sad parts.

'Who wrote it?' asked Beth, watching Jo's face.

Jo put down the newspaper. 'I did,' she said, her eyes bright and shining.

'You?' said Meg, surprised.

'It's very good,' said Amy.

'I knew it!' said Beth. She ran across and put her arms around her sister. 'Oh, Jo, I am so proud!'

And how proud Mrs March was when she was told.

Everyone began to speak at the same time. 'Tell us all about it.' 'How much did you get for it?' 'What will Father say?' 'Won't Laurie laugh!'

So Jo told them all about it, and that evening there was no happier or prouder family than the Marches.



secret n. 秘密。

several adj. three or more. 几个。

opposite adj. entirely different. 相反的。

print v. 印刷。

newspaper man journalist. 新闻工作者。

disappointed adj. sad at not getting what was hoped for. 失望的。

pocket n. 口袋。

remind v. cause to remember. 提醒。

behave v. act; conduct oneself. 行为；举止。

perhaps adv. possibly. 也许。

chase v. run after in order to capture. 追捕。

aloud adv. in a voice loud enongh to be heard. 出声地；高声地。

proud adj. having or showing a proper pride or dignity. 感到光荣或得意的。


9　秘密
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10月的一天下午，琼乘公共汽车到了镇上，在座落在一条繁华大街上的一幢楼前停了下来。她走了进去，向楼梯上望了望，片刻，又跑出来。她这样反复了好几次，使得在街对面看着她的一个年轻人感到很有意思。可是第四次，琼鼓了鼓勇气，走上了楼梯。

那个年轻人过了马路等候着。那是罗瑞。10分钟之后，琼跑了出来，可看上去不太高兴见到他。

“你在这儿干什么？”她问道。

“我在等着跟你一起回家，”他答道，“我有个秘密要告诉你，可你得先告诉我你的秘密。”

“你什么也不会对家里人讲，是吗？”琼问。

“一个字也不说。”罗瑞发誓说。

“我给一个报纸编辑留下了两篇我写的故事，”琼说，“可我还得等到下个星期才会知道它们会不会被发表。”

“马奇小姐，著名的美国作家！”罗瑞说道，一边把他的帽子扔到空中，然后又接住。

琼看上去高兴起来。“那么你的秘密是什么？”

“你还记得麦格野餐的时候丢了一只手套吗？”罗瑞说，“哎，我知道它在哪儿。”

“就这个吗？”琼说，看上去挺失望。

“别急呀，等我告诉你它在哪儿。”他说。

“那告诉我吧。”琼说。

罗瑞在琼耳边小声念叨了三个字。

她盯着他，看上去又惊又怒。“你怎么知道的？”

“我看见的。”

“在哪儿？”琼问。

“兜里。怎么了，你不喜欢这个消息吗？”

“当然不。这太愚蠢了！麦格知道了会说什么？”

“你谁也不许告诉。”罗瑞说。

“我没发过誓。”琼提醒他说。

“我以为你会高兴呢。”他说。

“为有人来要带麦格走而感到高兴吗？”琼说，“不，谢谢。”

她跑下山坡，可罗瑞追上了她并在她之前到达了坡底。她从他后面走过来，脸红红的，头发飘在风中。

“这真有意思！”她说，她已因为奔跑的快乐而忘记了她的不愉快。

就在那时，有人从他们身旁经过，然后停了下来朝后看。那是麦格。

“你在这儿干什么？”她看到琼，问道，“你刚才奔跑来的，是吗？琼，你什么时候才能像个年轻的淑女？”

“别让我长大，麦格，”琼说，看上去挺伤感。“看见你突然的改变就够难的了。”

麦格正在成长为一个妇人，罗瑞的秘密使琼意识到麦格有一天会离开家，也许很快。

琼悄悄去了镇里两个星期后，麦格看到罗瑞满花园地追逐琼，然后两人都倒在草地上，笑着舞动着一张报纸。

“我们该把那个女孩子怎么办呢，”麦格说，“她永远也不会像个淑女。”

几分钟以后，琼手中拿着报纸走了进来。她坐下来开始读那份报。

“你是在读些有趣的事吗？”麦格问。

“只是个故事。”琼答道。

“大声地读，”艾米说，“它没准会逗我们开心。”

琼开始很快地读，孩子们倾听着。那是个关于两个名叫维奥拉和安杰洛的人的爱情故事，大多数人物在结尾时都死去了。可女孩子喜欢它，麦格甚至在听到伤感的段落时还哭了。

“谁写的？”白丝问道，看着琼的脸。

琼把报纸放下。“我写的。”她说，她的眼睛亮闪闪的。

“你？”麦格吃惊地说。

“这太好了。”艾米说。

“我就知道！”白丝说。她跑过去用双臂搂住她的姐姐，“噢，琼，我真骄傲！”

当马奇太太被告知这件事时，她也特别骄傲。

众人七嘴八舌地同时说开了：“告诉我们这一切吧。”“为这篇文章你得了多少钱？”“爸爸会怎么说？”“怪不得罗瑞笑呢！”

于是琼就把一切讲给她们听，那天晚上，没有比马奇一家更快乐的家庭了。


10
A telegram

Mrs March, the girls and Laurie were sitting together on a dull November afternoon when Hannah hurried into the room with a telegram. Mrs March read it, then dropped it to the floor, her face white and her hands shaking. Jo picked up the telegram and read it to the others in a frightened voice. Mrs March: Your husband is very ill. Come at once. S. Hale, Blank Hospital, Washington.

The girls moved close to their mother. All their happiness had disappeared in a moment.

'I shall go at once,' said Mrs March, 'but it may be too late. Oh, my children!'

For several minutes, there was only the sound of crying, then Hannah hurried away to get things ready for the long journey.

'Where's Laurie?' Mrs March asked.

'Here,' said the boy. 'Oh, let me do something!'

'Send a telegram and say that I'll come at once,' said Mrs March. 'The next train goes early in the morning. Now, I must write a note to Aunt March. Jo, give me that pen and paper.'

Jo knew that the money for the journey must be borrowed from Aunt March, and she too wanted to do something—anything—to help her father.

Laurie went off to take the note to Aunt March and to send the telegram. Jo went to fetch some things from the shops, and Amy and Meg helped their mother to get ready.

'Father will need good food and wine to help him get better, and there won't be much at the hospital,' said Mrs March. 'Beth, go and ask Mr Laurence for a couple of bottles of wine. I'm not too proud to beg for Father.'

Mr Laurence came back with Beth. He offered to go with Mrs March, but she wouldn't let the old gentleman make the long, tiring journey, although he could see that she would like to have somebody with her. He went away again, saying, 'I'll be back.'

Soon after, Meg saw Mr Brooke by the door.

'I'm very sorry to hear your news, Miss March,' he said gently. 'Mr Laurence and I think it will be a good idea if I travel with your mother.'

'How kind you all are!' said Meg. 'It will be so good to know that there is someone to take care of Mother. Thank you very much!' She put out her hand and smiled gratefully up into his warm brown eyes.

Laurie came back with a letter and money from Aunt March, but Jo did not return. It was late afternoon when she came walking in and gave her mother some money.

'That's to help make Father comfortable and to bring him home,' she said.

'Twenty-five dollars!' said Mrs March. 'My dear, where did you get it?'

Jo took off her hat.

'Your hair, your beautiful hair!' cried Amy.

All Jo's lovely, thick, long hair was cut short.

'Jo, how could you?' cried Meg.

'My dear girl, there was no need for this,' said Mrs March.

'She doesn't look like my Jo, but I love her dearly for doing it!' said Beth, and began to cry.

'Don't cry, Beth,' said Jo. 'I wanted to do something for Father, and selling my hair was the only thing I could think of doing. I'II soon have a curly head again, which will be short and easy to keep tidy.'

But later, when Amy and Beth were asleep and Meg was lying awake, she heard Jo crying.

'Are you crying about Father, Jo?' she asked.

'No, not now. It's my hair,' cried Jo. 'I'd do it again, if I could. But I did love my hair, and the selfish bit of me is making me cry. Don't tell anyone. I'll be all right in the morning.'

During the days after their mother and Mr Brooke went away, Meg and Jo went back to their jobs, and Beth and Amy helped Hannah to keep the house tidy. Everyone tried very hard to be good and hard-working and helpful.

News of their father came through, at first telling them he was dangerously ill, but then saying he was slowly getting better.



telegram n. message sent by telegraphy. 电报。

hurry v. move or do something quickly or too quickly. 匆忙；赶快。

shake v. move from side to side, up and down. 抖动；摇动。

a couple of several. 几个。

wine n. alcoholic drink made from grapes. 葡萄酒。

beg v. ask for. 乞求。

travel v. make a journey or journeys. 旅行。

take off remove. 脱掉。

helpful adj. giving help. 有益的。

come through arrive. 到达。


10　一封电报
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11月一个多云的下午，马奇太太、女孩子们和罗瑞正围坐在一起，海娜拿着一封电报匆匆走进屋来。马奇太太读了电报，然后把它掉落在地上，脸色煞白，双手颤抖。琼把电报拾起来，用惊恐的声音读给其他人听。“马奇太太，你的丈夫病得很重。马上来。华盛顿圣黑尔布兰克医院。”

女孩子们靠近母亲。她们的快乐刹时消失了。

“我得马上去，”马奇太太说，“可也许太迟了。噢，孩子们！”

几分钟之内，只有啼哭的声音，然后海娜赶快去为这漫长的旅程收拾行装。

“罗瑞在哪？”马奇太太问。

“在这儿，”那男孩说，“噢，让我做点事吧！”

“去发封电报说我马上就来，”马奇太太说。“下一班火车清晨开出。现在我得给马奇姑妈写个便条。琼，给我拿支笔，还有纸。”

琼知道这次旅行的钱一定得从马奇姑妈那儿借，她也想为帮她父亲做些事，任何事都行。

罗瑞走了，去给马奇姑妈送条子和发电报。琼去商店买东西，艾米和麦格帮母亲做准备。

“爸爸一定需要好的食品和酒帮他恢复健康，医院里肯定不会有什么，”马奇太太说，“白丝，去向劳伦斯先生要几瓶酒。我可没有傲气到不能为你们父亲乞讨的地步。”

劳伦斯先生和白丝一起回来了。他表示要和马奇太太一起去，可她不让老先生做那么漫长疲劳的旅行，虽然他看得出她希望能有人陪她一起去。他再一次走开，说着：“我就回来。”

一会儿工夫，麦格看见布鲁克先生站在门口。

“我听到你们的消息感到很难过，马奇小姐，”他轻柔地说，“劳伦斯先生和我都觉得，如果让我和你母亲一起去会是个好主意。”

“你们真好！”麦格说，“能有个人照顾母亲简直太好了！非常感谢！”她伸出手，望着他那温和的棕色眼睛，感激地笑了。

罗瑞回来了，带来一封信和马奇姑妈的钱，可琼还没回来。下午很晚的时候，她回来了，交给母亲一些钱。

“把这钱拿去让爸爸感到舒适些，再把他带回家来。”她说。

“25块钱！”马奇太太说，“我亲爱的，你从哪儿弄来的？”

琼把帽子摘了下来。

“你的头发！你漂亮的头发！”艾米喊道。

琼那一头漂亮的、又浓密又长的头发不见了。

“琼，你怎么能这样做？”麦格叫道。

“我亲爱的孩子，你不必这么做。”马奇太太说。

“她看起来不像我的琼了，可我因为她这样做而爱她！”白丝说道，随即开始哭起来。

“别哭了，白丝，”琼说，“我想为爸爸做点什么，卖掉我的头发是我唯一能想得出来的事，我不久就会又有一头卷发了，又短又容易梳理。”

可过一会儿，当艾米和白丝都睡着了，麦格躺着却睡不着，她听到琼在哭。

“你是在为爸爸哭吗，琼？”她问。

“不，现在不是。我是为我的头发，”琼哭道，“如果我能够，我还会再做一次的，可我确实很爱我的头发，我自私的一面在使我哭泣。别告诉别人。我早晨就会好的。”

她们的母亲和布鲁克先生走后的日子里，麦格和琼回去工作了，白丝和艾米帮海娜整理房子。每个人都非常努力，想要做好，想要勤奋工作，想要帮助别人。

关于父亲的消息传来，一开始说他病情很危险，可后来说他正在慢慢地好转。


11
Beth

Ten days after their mother went away, Beth came home late after one of several visits to a sick baby at the Hummels' house. She went straight to her mother's room and shut herself inside. Half an hour later, Jo found her sitting there, looking very ill.

'Beth, what's the matter?' cried Jo.

Beth put out a hand to keep her away. 'You've had scarlet fever, haven't you?' she said.

'Years ago, when Meg did,' said Jo. 'Why?'

'Oh, Jo! Mrs Hummel's baby is dead,' said Beth. 'It died in my arms before Mrs Hummel got home.'

'My poor Beth, how awful for you!' said Jo, putting an arm around her sister. 'What did you do?'

'I just sat and held it until Mrs Hummel came with the doctor. He looked at Heinrich and Minna who were also feeling sick. "It's scarlet fever," he said. Then he told me to come home and take some medicine quickly or I would catch it, too.'

'I'll fetch Hannah,' said Jo.

'Don't let Amy come,' said Beth. 'She hasn't had it, and I don't want to give it to her.'

It was decided that Amy must go to Aunt March's house, so Laurie took her there. Poor Amy did not like this plan at all and only agreed to go when Laurie said he would visit her every day to bring her news of Beth.

When Laurie got back, he asked Jo and Meg if he ought to send a telegram to Mrs March.

'Hannah says Mother can't leave Father and would only worry,' said Meg. 'She says Beth won't be sick long, and that she knows what to do, but it doesn't seem right.'

Mr Laurence was not allowed to see Beth, and Meg felt unhappy writing letters to her mother saying nothing about Beth's illness. Jo nursed Beth night and day, but the time came when Beth did not know her and called for her mother. Jo was frightened, and Meg begged to be allowed to write the truth, but Hannah said there was no danger yet. Then a letter came saying that Mr March was worse and could not think of coming home for a long time.

How dark the days seemed. How sad and lonely. The sisters worked and waited as the shadow of death lay over the once happy home. It was then that Meg realized how rich she had been in the things which really mattered—love, peace, good health. And Jo, watching her little sister, thought about how unselfish Beth always was—living for others and trying to make home a happy place for all who came there. Amy, sad and lonely at Aunt March's house, just wanted to come home so that she could do something to help Beth.

On the first day of December, the doctor came in the morning. He looked at Beth, then said quietly, 'If Mrs March can leave her husband, I think she should come home now.'

Jo threw on her coat and ran out into the snow to send a telegram. When she arrived back, Laurie came with a letter saying that Mr March was getting better again. This was good news, but Jo's face was so unhappy that Laurie asked, 'What is it? Is Beth worse?'

'I've sent for Mother,' said Jo, beginning to cry. 'Beth doesn't know us anymore.'

Laurie held her hand and whispered, 'I'm here, Jo. Hold on to me. Your mother will be here soon, and then everything will be all right.'

'I'm glad Father is better,' said Jo. 'Now Mother won't feel so bad about coming home.'

'You're very tired,' said Laurie. 'But I'll tell you something to cheer you up better than anything.'

'What is it?' said Jo.

Laurie smiled. 'I sent a telegram to your mother yesterday, and Mr Brooke answered that she'd come at once. She'll be here tonight and everything will be all right!'

Jo threw her arms around him. 'Oh, Laurie! Oh, Mother! I am so glad!' She did not cry again, but held on to her friend. He was surprised, but he smoothed her hair and followed this with a kiss or two.

Jo pushed him gently away. 'Oh, don't! I didn't mean—!'

'I enjoyed it!' laughed Laurie, then went on, 'Grandfather and I thought your mother ought to know. She wouldn't forgive us if Beth—well, if anything happened. Her train will be in at two o'clock in the morning, and I'll meet her.'

All that day, the snow fell and the hours went slowly by. The doctor came, then said he would come back after midnight when he expected there to be some change in Beth's condition, for better or worse. Hannah fell asleep in a chair beside Beth's bed. Mr Laurence waited downstairs, while Laurie lay on the floor pretending to rest. The girls just waited, unable to sleep.

At twelve o'clock, a change seemed to pass over Beth's face. Hannah slept on, but the girls saw the shadow which seemed to fall upon the little bed. An hour went by and Laurie left quietly for the station.

At two o'clock, Jo was standing at the window, watching the snow. She heard something and turned to see Meg kneeling beside her mother's chair. A cold feeling of fear passed over Jo. 'Beth is dead,' she thought.

She ran to the bed. The pain had gone from Beth's face, and now there was a look of peace instead. Jo kissed her and softly whispered, 'Goodbye, Beth, goodbye!'

Hannah woke up and looked at Beth. 'The fever's gone!' she cried. 'She's sleeping and breathing easily!'

The doctor came soon after. 'I think she'll be all right,' he said. 'Keep the house quiet and let her sleep.'

Meg and Jo held each other close, their hearts too full for words. Beth was lying as she used to, with her cheek on her hand, and breathing quietly.

'I wish Mother would come now,' whispered Jo.

And a moment later, they heard the sound of the door below, a cry from Hannah, then Laurie's happy voice saying, 'Girls, she's come! She's come!'



dangerously adv. likely to cause danger. 危险地。

sick adj. unwell, ill. 患病的。

straight adj. without a bend or curve. 直的。

scarlet fever 猩红热。

medicine n. 药。

ought to should. 应该。

allow v. permit. 允许。

truth n. that which is true. 真相；事实。

shadow n. area of shade, dark shape, thrown on the ground. 阴影。

glad adj. pleased. 高兴的。

tired adj. weary in body or mind. 疲倦的。

smooth v. make smooth. 使光滑。

kiss v. touch with the lips to show affection or as a greeting. 吻。

happen v. take place. 发生。

midnight n. 12 o'clock at night. 午夜。

condition n. the present state of things. 状况。

softly adv. in a soft manner. 柔软地；轻轻地。


11　白丝
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母亲离开10天以后，白丝很晚才回家，她已几次去哈梅尔家看望一个生病的婴儿。她径直走进母亲的房间，把自己关在里面。半个小时以后，琼发现她坐在那儿，看上去病得很厉害。

“白丝，怎么了？”琼叫道。

白丝伸出一支手，让她离远点。“你得过猩红热，是不是？”她说。

“几年以前得过，那是麦格得病时传染了我，”琼说，“怎么了？”

“噢，琼！哈梅尔的婴儿死了，”白丝说，“它在哈梅尔太太回家前死在我怀里。”

“我可怜的白丝，这对你太糟了！”琼说，用一只胳膊搂住她的妹妹。“你做了什么？”

“我就那么坐在那儿抱着它，直到哈梅尔太太带着医生来。他看看海因里奇和米娜，他们也觉得不舒服。‘是猩红热，’他说。然后他告诉我回家来赶快吃点药，要不然我也会得病的。”

“我去找海娜。”琼说。

“别让艾米来，”白丝说，“她没得过，我不想传染给她。”

大家决定艾米必须去马奇姑妈家，于是罗瑞把她带到那儿。可怜的艾米一点也不喜欢这个主意，直到罗瑞说他每天都会去看她，带给她白丝的消息，她才同意去。

罗瑞回来的时候，问琼和麦格他是不是应该给马奇太太发封电报。

“海娜说妈妈不能离开爸爸，只会为这事着急担心，”麦格说，“她说白丝不会病很久，她知道该怎么做，可这好像不对。”

他们不准劳伦斯先生来看望白丝。麦格为给妈妈的信中不能提白丝的病感到很不高兴：琼日夜照看白丝，可不久白丝不认识她了，喊叫着要母亲。琼害怕了，麦格恳求允许她把真情写在信里，可海娜说还不会有危险。之后来了一封信，说马奇先生病情加重，在很长一段时间内她还不能考虑回家。

那些日子看起来多阴暗哪。那么悲伤和孤独，女孩子们工作着，等待着死亡的阴影笼罩着这个一度欢乐的家。就在那时，麦格意识到她曾经多么富有，那些东西才是真正应该在意的——爱，和平，健康。琼看着她的妹妹，想起白丝一直是那么无私——为别人而生活，努力为来到家里的人把家变成一个快乐的地方。艾米在马奇姑妈家又伤心又孤单，只想回家为白丝帮点忙。

12月的第一天，医生一早就来了．他看了看白丝，然后缓缓地说：“如果马奇太太能离开她的丈夫，我认为她现在就应该回家来。”

琼穿上外衣跑到外面的雪地里，去发电报。当她回来时，罗瑞带来一封信，说马奇先生又有好转了。这是好消息，可琼的脸上看上去是那么不开心，于是罗瑞问：“怎么了？是不是白丝病重了？”

“我已经叫妈妈回来了，”琼说道，开始哭泣起来，“白丝已经不认识我们了。”

罗瑞握住她的手，小声说：“我在这儿，琼。有我呢。你妈妈就会回来了，然后所有的事都会好了。”

“我很高兴爸爸好些了，”琼说，“现在妈妈回到家里心情也不会很糟。”

“你很累了，”罗瑞说，“可我要告诉你一些事使你高兴起来。”

“是什么？”琼问。

罗瑞笑了。“我昨天就已发了一封电报给你妈妈，布鲁克先生说她会马上回来。她今天晚上就会回来，一切都会好的！”

琼用双臂搂住他。“噢，罗瑞！噢，妈妈！我太高兴了！”她不再哭了，可还是搂着罗瑞。他很吃惊，可他理了理她的头发，然后吻了她一两下。

琼轻轻把他推开。“噢，别这样，我并不是说想——！”

“我很喜欢！”罗瑞笑了，然后继续说，“祖父和我认为你母亲应该知道。万一白丝——哦，如果发生什么事，她不会饶恕我们的。她乘坐的火车凌晨2点到，我去接她。”

那一整天，下着雪，时间缓慢地过去。医生来了，然后说他午夜以后再来，那时白丝的情况会有变化，变好或变坏。海娜坐在白丝床边的椅子上睡着了，劳伦斯先生等在楼下，罗瑞躺在地上假装休息。女孩子们只有等待，她们睡不着。

12点钟，似乎白丝脸上有了变化。海娜继续睡着，可女孩子们却似乎看到降临到那张小床上的阴影。一小时过去了，罗瑞安静地离开去了车站。

2点钟，琼站在窗边看雪。她听到了一点声音，转过身来看见麦格跪在妈妈的椅子旁边。一种冰冷的恐惧感传遍琼的全身。“白丝死了。”她想。

她朝床跑过去。痛苦已从白丝脸上消失，取而代之的是一种安详的表情。琼吻了吻她，轻柔地低语：“再见，白丝，再见！”

海娜醒了过来，看了看白丝。“热退了！”她喊道，“她睡着了，呼吸很顺畅！”

医生不久就来了。“我想她会好的，”他说，“让这房子保持安静，叫她睡觉。”

麦格和琼紧紧地拥抱，她们的心情难以言表。白丝就像她从前一样躺着，手托着脸颊，平静地呼吸着。

“我希望妈妈能现在就回来。”琼低声说。

片刻之后，他们听到了楼下的门声，海娜喊了一声，然后是罗瑞快乐的声音说：“女孩们，她来了，她来了！”


12
Love and Mr Brooke

When Beth woke from her long sleep, she looked into her mother's face and smiled. Then she slept again, but Mrs March held on to her daughter's thin little hand.

Hannah made breakfast while Meg and Jo listened as their mother told them about their father's health, and Mr Brooke's promise to stay with him. Then Meg and Jo closed their tired eyes and were able to rest at last.

Laurie went to give the good news to Amy at Aunt March's house. He, too, was tired after the long night, and just managed to finish telling his story before he fell asleep in the chair.

Amy began to write a short letter to her mother, but before she could finish it, she saw Mrs March coming towards her aunt's house! Amy ran to meet her.

There were probably many happy little girls in the city that day, but Amy was the happiest of them all as she sat on her mother's knee. 'I've been thinking a lot about Beth,' she said. 'Everyone loves her because she isn't selfish. People wouldn't feel half so bad about me if I was sick, but I'd like to be loved and missed. I'm going to try and be like Beth as much as I can.'

Her mother kissed her. 'I'm sure you will succeed,' she said. 'Now I must go back to Beth. Be patient, little daughter, and we'll soon have you home again.'

That evening, while Meg was writing to her father, Jo went upstairs to Beth's room and found her mother beside the bed, as the little girl slept.

'I want to tell you something, Mother,' said Jo.

'Is it about Meg?' said Mrs March.

'How quickly you guessed!' said Jo. 'Yes, it's about her. Last summer, Meg lost one of her gloves at the Laurences' picnic, and later Laurie told me that Mr Brooke had it, and kept it in his coat pocket. It fell out once, and Laurie saw it. Mr Brooke told Laurie that he liked Meg but was afraid to tell her because she was so young and he was so poor. Isn't it all awful?'

'Do you think Meg likes and cares about him?' asked Mrs March, with a worried look.

'I don't know anything about love!' said Jo.

'Do you think she's not interested in John?' said Mrs March.

'Who?' said Jo, staring.

'Mr Brooke,' said her mother. 'I call him John because we became good friends at the hospital.'

'Oh, dear!' said Jo. 'He's been good to Father, and now you'll let Meg marry him, if she wants to.'

'My dear, don't be angry,' said Mrs March. 'John told us quite honestly that he loved Meg, but said he would earn enough money for a comfortable home before he asked her to marry him. He wants very much to make her love him if he can. He's an excellent young man, but your father and I will not agree to Meg marrying before she is twenty.'

'I want her to marry Laurie, and be rich,' said Jo.

'I'm afraid Laurie isn't grown-up enough for Meg,' said Mrs March. 'Don't make plans, Jo. Let time and their own hearts bring your friends together.'

Meg came in with the letter for her father.

'Beautifully written, my dear,' said her mother, looking at the letter. 'Please add that I send my love to John.'

'Do you call him John?' said Meg, smiling.

'Yes, he's been like a son to us and we are very fond of him,' said Mrs March, watching her daughter closely.

'I'm glad of that, because he's so lonely,' was Meg's quiet answer. 'Goodnight, Mother dear.'

Mrs March kissed her gently. 'She does not love John yet,' she thought, 'but she will soon learn to.'



health n. condition of the body or the mind. 健康状况。

asleep adj. sleeping. 睡着（的）。

finish v. bring or come to an end. 结束。

patient adj. having or showing patience. 有耐性的。

guess v. 猜想。

glove n. covering of leather, knitted wool, for the hand. 手套。

care about feel interest, anxiety or sorrow. 感到关切、操心或忧虑。

be fond of be full of love for. 喜欢。

gently adv. in a gentle manner. 和善地；温和地。


12　爱和布鲁克先生
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当白丝从她的长觉中醒来，她望着母亲的脸，笑了：然后她又睡去了，可马奇太太依旧握着女儿瘦瘦的小手。

海娜做早餐的时候，麦格和琼听她们的母亲讲述父亲的健康状况，她还说布鲁克先生答应和他呆在一起。然后麦格和琼合上疲劳的眼睛，终于能休息了。

罗瑞去把好消息告诉在马奇姑妈家的艾米，经过那个长夜，他也太累了，刚一讲完他的故事，他就在椅子上睡着了。

艾米开始给母亲写一封短信，可还没等写完，她就看见马奇太太正朝马奇姑妈家走来！艾米跑过去迎接她。

那天城里大概有许多幸福的女孩，可当艾米坐在母亲的膝头上时，她就是她们中最幸福的一个。“我一直在惦念白丝，”她说，“每个人都喜欢她，因为她不自私。如果是我病了，大家一定不会有这个一半的感觉，可我希望被爱、被惦念。我一定努力像白丝那样。”

她的母亲吻了她。“我肯定你会成功的，”她说，“现在我得回到白丝那儿去。耐心点，小女儿，我们不久就让你回家。”

那天晚上，在麦格给父亲写信的时候，琼走上楼，来到白丝的房间，她发现母亲正在床边，白丝睡着了。

“我想告诉你些事，妈妈。”琼说。

“是关于麦格的吧？”马奇太太问。

“你猜得真快！”琼说，“是的，是关于她。夏天，麦格在劳伦斯家的野餐会上丢了一只手套，后来罗瑞告诉我布鲁克先生拿了，把它放在他的外套口袋里。有一次它掉了出来，罗瑞看到了。布鲁克先生告诉罗瑞他喜欢麦格，却不敢告诉她，因为她太年轻而他又那么穷。这是不是很糟糕？”

“你觉得麦格喜欢他、在乎他吗？”马奇太太面带忧虑地问。

“我对爱一无所知！”琼说。

“你认为她对约翰不感兴趣？”马奇太太问。

“谁？”琼瞪着眼问。

“布鲁克先生，”她母亲说，“我管他叫约翰，因为我们在医院成了好朋友。”

“噢，天哪！”琼说，“他对爸爸好，现在你又让麦格嫁给他，如果她想的话。”

“我亲爱的，别生气，”马奇太太说，“约翰非常诚恳地告诉我们说他爱麦格，可他说他要等到赚了足够的钱建一个舒适的家时才向麦格求婚。他非常想尽他所能让她爱他。他是个很出色的年轻人，可你爸爸和我在麦格20岁之前不会同意她结婚。”

“我想要让她嫁给罗瑞，变得富有。”琼说。

“恐怕罗瑞对麦格来说还没长大，”马奇太太说，“别做任何打算，琼。让时间和他们自己的心把你的朋友们带到一起。”

麦格走进来，手里拿着给她父亲的信。

“写得很棒，亲爱的，”她母亲看着信说，“请加上我带给约翰我的爱。”

“你管他叫约翰吗？”麦格笑着问。

“是的，他就像个儿子那样对我们，我们都很喜欢他。”马奇太太说，同时仔细地观察着女儿。

“我很高兴是那样，因为他太孤单了。”麦格很安静地答道，“晚安，亲爱的妈妈。”

马奇太太温柔地吻了她。“她还不爱约翰，”她想，“可她很快就会学会的。”


13
Laurie makes trouble and Jo makes peace

Laurie quickly realized that Jo was keeping a secret which she refused to tell him, but he guessed the secret was about Meg and Mr Brooke, and was annoyed that his tutor had said nothing. He began to make some private plans of his own.

Meg, meanwhile, was busy getting things ready for her father's return, but a change suddenly seemed to come over her. For a day or two, she jumped when she was spoken to, and there was a worried look on her face.

Then a letter arrived for her, and a few minutes later Mrs March and Jo saw Meg staring at it with a frightened face.

'My child, what is it?' said Mrs March.

'It's a mistake—he didn't send it. Jo, how could you do it?' Meg hid her face in her hands and cried.

'Me? I've done nothing,' said Jo. 'What's she talking about?'

Meg pulled another letter from her pocket and threw it at Jo. 'You wrote it, and that bad boy helped you. How could you be so cruel and mean to us both?'

Jo and her mother read the letter which had been in Meg's pocket.

My dearest Meg, I can no longer hide my love for you, and must know your answer before I return. I cannot tell your parents yet, but I think they will agree if they know that we love one another. Mr Laurence will help me find a good job, and then, my sweet girl, you will make me happy. Say nothing to your family yet, but send a word of hope to me through Laurie. Your loving John.

'That terrible boy!' said Jo. 'I'll make him sorry.'

But her mother said, 'Wait, Jo. Are you sure this is nothing to do with you?'

'I never saw the letter before!' said Jo. 'But Mr Brooke wouldn't write stupid things like that.'

'It's like his writing,' said Meg unhappily, looking at the second letter in her hand.

'Oh, Meg, you didn't answer it?' said Mrs March.

'Yes, I did!' cried Meg, hiding her face again.

'Let me get that wicked boy!' shouted Jo.

Mrs March sat beside Meg. 'Tell me everything.'

'Laurie brought the first letter,' said Meg. 'He didn't seem to know anything about it. I was going to tell you, but I remembered how you liked Mr Brooke and thought it would be all right to keep my little secret for a while. Now I can never look him in the face again.'

'What did you write to him?' asked Mrs March.

'I only said that I was too young to do anything, and that I didn't wish to have secrets from you so he must speak to Father. I thanked him for his kindness and said I would be his friend, but nothing more, for a long time.'

Mrs March smiled and looked pleased.

Jo laughed. 'What did he reply to that?'

'He writes here that he never sent any love letter, and is sorry that my sister Jo should play games with us like this,' said Meg. 'It's a very kind letter, but imagine how awful I feel.'

'I don't believe Brooke saw either of those letters,' said Jo. 'Laurie wrote them both and he's keeping yours because I won't tell him my secret.'

'Go and fetch Laurie, Jo,' said Mrs March. 'I'll put a stop to all this at once'

Away ran Jo, and Mrs March gently told Meg Mr Brooke's real feelings. 'Now, dear, do you love him enough to wait until he can make a home for you?'

'I'm frightened and worried,' answered Meg. 'I don't want anything to do with love for a long time—perhaps never. If John doesn't know about all this, don't tell him, and please make Jo and Laurie keep quiet.'

Mrs March tried to calm her daughter, but as soon as Meg heard Laurie coming back with Jo, she ran out of the room, and Mrs March saw the boy alone. When Laurie saw Mrs March's angry face, he guessed the reason. Jo waited outside the room as, inside, the voices rose and fell for half an hour. But the girls never knew what was said.

When they were called in, Laurie apologized to Meg, and told her that Mr Brooke knew nothing about either of the two letters. 'Please forgive me, Meg,' he said.

'I'll try,' said Meg, 'but I didn't think you could be so unkind.'

Laurie looked so sorry that Jo wanted to forgive him straight away, but she said nothing and refused even to look at him. When he went away, looking hurt and unhappy, Jo wished she had been more forgiving. She could never stay angry for long, so after a while she hurried over to the big house, taking with her as an excuse one of Mr Laurence's books that she had borrowed.

'Is Mr Laurence in?' Jo asked a servant.

'Yes, miss, but you can't see him,' said the servant.

'Why? Is he ill?' said Jo.

'No, miss, but he's been arguing with Mr Laurie.'

'Where's Laurie?' said Jo.

'He's shut in his room, and he won't come out.'

'I'll go and see what's the matter,' said Jo. 'I'm not afraid of either of them.'

She went upstairs and knocked on Laurie's door.

'Stop that!' shouted Laurie.

Jo immediately knocked again and the door flew open. She stepped inside before Laurie could stop her. 'I've come to say that I forgive you,' she said, 'and I won't stay angry with you.'

'Oh,' said Laurie. 'Thank you.'

'What's wrong?' she said, seeing his unhappy face.

'I wouldn't tell Grandfather why your mother wanted to see me, because I promised her not to tell anyone,' he said. 'But then Grandfather tried to shake the truth out of me, so I came up here and shut myself in.'

'I expect he's sorry he did that,' said Jo. 'Go down and say you're sorry. I'll help you.'

'No, I won't!' said Laurie angrily. 'I was sorry about Meg, and I asked her to forgive me, but I won't do it again when I'm not the one who is wrong. He ought to believe me when I say I can't tell him something. I don't like being shaken like that, and I won't go down until he apologizes.'

'Listen, if I get your grandfather to apologize for shaking you, will you go down?' said Jo.

'Yes, but you won't do it,' answered Laurie.

'If I can manage the young one, then I can manage the old one,' Jo said to herself as she went downstairs.

'Come in!' said Mr Laurence, when she knocked on his door.

'It's me, sir,' said Jo. 'I'm returning a book.'

'Do you want any more?' said the old man, looking annoyed but trying not to show it.

'Yes, please,' said Jo. And she pretended to look for another book while Mr Laurence stared at her crossly.

'What's that boy been doing?' he asked suddenly. 'He won't tell me.'

'He did do something wrong and we forgave him,' said Jo, 'but we all promised not to say a word to anyone.'

'He must not hide behind a promise from you soft-hearted girls,' said the old gentleman. 'Tell me, Jo.'

'I can't, sir, because Mother has ordered me not to,' said Jo. 'And if I tell you, it will make trouble for someone else, not Laurie.'

This seemed to calm the old man. 'Then I'll forgive him,' he said after a moment. 'He's a difficult boy and hard to manage, you know.'

'So am I,' said Jo, 'but a kind word always helps.'

'You think I'm not kind to him?' he said sharply.

'Too kind, very often,' said Jo, a little afraid, 'but just a bit quick to be angry with him sometimes.'

The old gentleman looked a little ashamed. 'You're right, I am. Although I love the boy, I find it hard to be patient with him sometimes. Bring him down and tell him it's all right. I'm sorry I shook him.'

'Why not write him an apology, sir?' said Jo. 'He says he won't come down until he's got one.'

Mr Laurence gave her another sharp look, but then smiled and put on his glasses. 'Here, give me a bit of paper,' he said.

The words were written and Jo kissed the old man's cheek. Then she went upstairs and put the letter under Laurie's door. But he came out before she was gone.

'Well done, Jo,' he said. 'Did he shout at you?'

'No, he was quite calm,' said Jo. 'Now, go and eat your dinner. You'll both feel better after it.'

Everyone thought the matter was ended, but although others forgot it, Meg remembered. She never talked about Laurie's tutor but she thought of him often and dreamed her dreams. And once, when Jo was looking for something in her sister's desk, she found a bit of paper with 'Mrs John Brooke' written on it over and over again.

'Oh, dear!' said Jo.



meanwhile adv. meantime. 其时。

mistake n. wrong opinion, idea or act. 错误。

mean adj. lacking in generosity. 吝啬的。

hide v. put out of sight. 隐藏。

parent n. father or mother. 父；母。

job n. piece of work. 工作。

hope n. feeling of expectation and desire. 希望。

sweet adj. pleasant or attractive. 可爱的。

reply v. give an answer. 回答。

real adj. existing in fact. 真实的。

never adv. at no time. 从未。

apologize v. make an apology. 道歉。

straight away at once. 立即。

angry adj. filled with anger. 愤怒的。

excuse n. reason given to explain or defend one's conduct. 辩解。

manage v. control. 控制；处理。

return v. giving back. 归还。

ashamed adj. feeling shame. 惭愧的。

softhearted adj. sympathetic. 软心肠的。

sharply adv. in a sharp manner. 苛刻地。

dream v. have dreams. 做梦。


13　罗瑞惹麻烦　琼平息事端
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罗瑞很快意识到，琼有秘密在瞒着他，她拒绝向他透露，可他猜想那秘密是关于麦格和布鲁克先生的。他也因老师什么都不说而感到有些生气。他开始制定他自己的计划。

与此同时，麦格忙着为父亲的归来做准备，可是她似乎突然有了某种变化。有一两天，一有人跟她说话她就跳起来，脸上带着焦虑的神色。

然后有封给她的信，几分钟以后马奇太太和琼看见麦格眼盯着那封信，面露惧色。

“我的孩子，怎么了？”马奇太太问。

“是个误会——他没发那封信。琼，你怎么能那样做？”麦格用手捂住脸哭了。

“我？我什么也没做呀，”琼说，“她在说什么？”

麦格从她口袋里抽出另一封信扔给琼。“是你写的，那个坏男孩帮了你。你们怎么能这么无情，对我们俩这么坏？”

琼和母亲读了那封装在麦格口袋里的信。

我最亲爱的麦格，我再也不能隐瞒对你的爱，在我回来之前我一定要得到你的答复。我还不能告诉你的父母，可我想如果他们知道我们相爱的话他们是会同意的。劳伦斯先生会帮我找一份好工作，然后，我心爱的姑娘，你会让我幸福的。先不要对你父母讲，但通过罗瑞给我一句希望的话吧。爱你的约翰。

“那个可恶的男孩！”琼说，“我会让他后悔的。”

可她母亲说：“等等，琼。你肯定这事与你无关吗？”

“我以前从来也没见过这封信！”琼说，“可布鲁克先生不会说像这样的蠢话。”

“这像他的笔迹，”麦格看着她手上的第二封信。”

“噢，麦格，你没回这封信吧？”马奇太太问。

“不，我回了！”麦格哭着说，又把头埋进双手里。

“让我抓住那个坏男孩！”琼大喊。

马奇太太坐在麦格耳边：“把一切都告诉我。”

“罗瑞带来了第一封信，”麦格说，“他看上去什么都不知道。我本来想告诉你，可我记得你是那么喜欢布鲁克先生，就想，让我自己把这个小秘密保守一段时间也没关系。现在我再也不能面对他了。”

“你给他写了什么？”马奇太太问。

“我说我太年轻了，什么都不能做。我说我不希望对你们保守秘密，所以他必须要对爸爸讲。我感谢他的好意，说我会成为他的朋友，但在很长时期内不会有更进一步的关系。”

马奇太太笑了，看上去很高兴。

琼笑了。“他怎么答复的？”

“他在这儿写道，他从没发过什么情书，说他因为我妹妹琼对我们俩做游戏感到很遗憾，”麦格说，“这是一封好心的信，可想想看我感觉有多糟糕。”

“我不相信布鲁克先生看见过这两封信的任何一封，”琼说，“两封都是罗瑞写的，他把你的信留下了，因为我不告诉他我的秘密。”

“去把罗瑞找来，琼，”马奇太太说，“我要这一切立刻停下来。”

琼跑了，马奇太太轻柔地给麦格讲了布鲁克先生的真实感觉。“现在，亲爱的，你爱他足以到愿意等他给你建个家吗？”

“我又害怕又担心，”麦格答道，“我在很长时间内也不想让任何事与爱有关——也许永远不想。如果约翰不知道这些，就别告诉他，请让琼和罗瑞也别说出去。”

马奇太太尽力安慰女儿，可当麦格一听到罗瑞正和琼回来，她就跑出了房间，马奇太太单独见了那男孩。罗瑞一看到马奇太太愤怒的面容，他就猜到了原因。琼在房间外面等着，只听里面的声音高一声低一声地持续了半个小时。可女孩们并不知道都说了些什么。

当她们被叫进去以后，罗瑞向麦格道了歉，告诉她布鲁克先生根本不知道那两封信的事。“请饶恕我，麦格。”他说。

“我会试试，”麦格说，“可我没想到你会那么不友好。”

罗瑞看上去非常后悔，琼很想直接就饶恕他，可她什么话也没说，甚至拒绝看他。当他离开时，他看上去受到了伤害，并且非常不开心，琼希望自己更仁慈一些。她从来不会生很长时间的气，于是过了会儿她就借口借过劳伦斯先生一本书，急匆匆赶到那座大房子里去。

“劳伦斯先生在吗？”琼问一个仆人道。

“是的，小姐，可你不能见他。”仆人说。

“为什么？他病了吗？”琼说。

“不是，小姐，可他刚跟罗瑞生过气。”

“罗瑞在哪儿？”琼问。

“他关在自己房间里不出来。”

“我要去看看是怎么回事，”琼说，“他们俩我谁也不怕。”

他走上楼敲了敲罗瑞的门。

“别敲了！”罗瑞喊道。

琼马上又敲，门一下子开了。没等罗瑞制止她，她就迈进了房间。“我来向你说我原谅你了，”她说，“我不生你的气了。”

“噢，”罗瑞说，“谢谢你。”

“怎么了？”她问。她发觉了他不高兴的神色。

“我不告诉祖父你母亲为什么叫我去，因为我答应她不告诉任何人，”他说，“可是祖父摇晃我，非要知道真相不可，我就跑上来把自己关起来了。”

“我想他后悔那么干了，”琼说，“下楼去说你很抱歉。我会帮你的。”

“不，我不！”罗瑞生气地说，“我的确对麦格很抱歉，我请她饶恕我，可如果不是我做错了事，我就不会再道歉。当我告诉他我不能说出一些事时他应该相信我。我不喜欢被那样摇晃，如果他不道歉我就不下楼。”

“听着，如果我让你祖父为摇晃了你而道歉，你会下楼吗？”琼问道。

“是的，可你做不到。”罗瑞答道。

“如果我能制服小的，我就能制服老的。”下楼的时候琼自言自语。

“进来！”当她敲门时，劳伦斯先生说。

“是我，先生，”琼说，“我来还一本书。”

“你还要吗？”老先生说，他看上去有些生气，但尽力不显露出来。

“是的。”琼说。当劳伦斯先生生气地盯着她时她假装在找另一本书。

“那孩子干了什么？”他突然问，“他不告诉我。”

“他确实做了件错事，我们原谅了他，”琼说，“可我们都发誓不把这件事对任何人讲。”

“他不能因为答应了你们这些心软的女孩子而隐瞒真相，”老先生说，“告诉我，琼。”

“我不能，先生，因为妈妈命令我不准说，”琼说，“如果我告诉了你，就会给别的人带来麻烦，而不是罗瑞。”

这话看起来让老人放心了。“那我就原谅他，”他过了片刻说道，“他是个很难缠的孩子，很难驾驭，你知道的。”

“我也是，”琼说，“可一句好话总是会有帮助的。”

“你认为我对他不好吗？”他尖刻地说。

“常常是太好了，”琼说，她有点害怕，“可有时太容易跟他生气。”

老先生看上去有点羞愧。“你是对的。我是那样。虽然我爱那孩子，可有时我发现很难对他有耐心。把他带下来，告诉他没事了，我很抱歉摇晃了他。”

“为什么不给他写个条子道歉呢，先生？”琼说，“他说只有收到了道歉信他才会下来。”

劳伦斯先生又尖刻地看了她一眼，可然后就笑了，戴上了他的眼镜。“来，给我张纸。”他说。

纸条写好了，琼吻了老人的脸颊，然后她跑上楼把信放到罗瑞的门下。可他还没等她走开就出来了。

“干得好，琼，”他说，“他对你叫嚷了吗？”

“不，他很平静，”琼说，“现在去吃饭吧。然后你们俩都会感觉好些。”

每个人都认为这件事情已经结束了，可虽然其他人都忘了，麦格还记得。她从不谈起罗瑞的老师，可她常想起他，做她自己的梦。有一次，琼到她姐姐桌子里找东西，她发现一小张纸上一遍一遍地写着“约翰·布鲁克太太”。

“噢，天哪！”琼说。


14
Happier days

Christmas Day was very different that year. Beth felt much better and was carried to the window to see the snowman which Jo and Laurie had made. It had a basket of fruit and flowers in one hand and a new piece of music in the other. Laurie ran up and down, bringing in the presents, and Jo sang a funny song.

'I'm so happy!' laughed Beth, as Jo carried her back to the other room to rest after the fun. 'Oh, I do wish that Father was here too!'

Half an hour later, Laurie came to the house and opened the door quietly. 'Here's another Christmas present for the March family!' he called out.

He moved away, and in his place appeared a tall man holding the arm of another tall man, who tried to say something but couldn't.

'Father!' cried Meg and Jo together—and Mr March disappeared under lots of loving arms and kisses. Mr Brooke kissed Meg—by mistake, as he tried to explain.

Suddenly, the door to the other room opened, and there was Beth, running straight into her father's arms. There were tears of happiness on many faces before all the excitement died down. Then Mrs March thanked Mr Brooke for taking care of her husband, and he and Laurie left the family to themselves.

Mr March and Beth sat in one big armchair, and the others sat around them. 'I wanted to surprise you all, and the doctor let Mr Brooke bring me home,' said Mr March. 'John has been so good to me. He is an excellent young man.' Mr March looked at Meg, who was staring at the fire, then he smiled at his wife. She smiled back. Jo understood exactly what the smiles were saying, and went out to the kitchen complaining to herself about 'excellent young men with brown eyes!'

There never was a Christmas dinner like the one they had that day. Mr Laurence and his grandson ate with them, and so did Mr Brooke. Jo gave the tutor many black looks and would not speak to him, which amused Laurie.

The guests left early and the happy family sat together around the fire.

'A year ago we were complaining about the awful Christmas we expected to have, do you remember?' said Jo.

'It's been quite a good year,' said Meg, thinking about Mr Brooke.

'I think it's been a hard one,' said Amy.

'I'm glad it's over, because we've got Father back,' whispered Beth, who was sitting on his knee.

'I've discovered several things about you young ladies today,' said Mr March.

'Oh, tell us what they are!' cried Meg.

'Here's one,' he said, taking her hand. It had a small burn on the back and two or three little hard places on the front.

'I remember when this hand was white and smooth. It was pretty then, but to me it's much prettier now. I'm proud of this hard-working hand, Meg.'

'What about Jo?' whispered Beth. 'She's tried so hard, and has been very, very good to me.'

He smiled and looked at Jo sitting opposite. 'Her hair may be short, but I see a young lady now. Her face is thin and white from worrying, but it has grown gentler. Perhaps I'll miss my wild girl, but I'm sure I'll love the warm-hearted woman who has taken her place.'

Jo's face was red in the firelight as she listened.

'Now Beth,' said Amy.

'She's not as shy as she used to be,' said her father lovingly, and he held Beth close when he remembered how near they had come to losing her. Then he looked down at Amy by his feet. 'I've noticed today that Amy has helped everyone patiently and with a smile. She's learned to think more about other people, and less about herself.'

Beth moved out of her father's arms and went to the piano. She touched the keys softly and began to sing. Soon, the others joined her in a happy Christmas song.




The next afternoon, Jo and Meg were sitting at the window when Laurie went by. When he saw Meg, he fell on one knee in the snow, beat his chest, and put out his arms towards her. When Meg told him to go away, he pretended to cry before walking away looking miserable.

Meg laughed. 'What was he doing?' she said.

'He was showing you how your John will act,' answered Jo, crossly.

'Don't say my John, it isn't right.' But Meg said the words again silently inside her head.

'If he asks you to marry him, you'll cry or look stupid, instead of saying a loud No,' said Jo.

'No, I won't,' said Meg. 'I'll say, "Thank you, Mr Brooke, you are very kind, but I am too young to marry you. Please let us be friends, as we were."'

'I don't believe it,' said Jo.

'It's true. Then I'll walk out of the room with my head high.' Meg got up and pretended to do it—but ran back to her seat when she heard someone knock on the door.

Jo opened it with an angry look.

'Good afternoon,' said Mr Brooke. 'I came to get my umbrella, which I left behind yesterday.'

'I'll get it,' said Jo, pushing past him. 'Now Meg can tell him,' she thought.

But Meg was moving to the door. 'I expect Mother will want to see you,' she said. 'I'll call her.'

'Don't go,' he said. 'Are you afraid of me, Meg?'

'How can I be afraid when you've been so kind to Father,' said Meg. 'I wish I could thank you for it.'

'You can,' he said. And he took Meg's small hand in his and looked at her lovingly.

'Oh, please don't,' she said, looking frightened.

'I only want to know if you love me a little, Meg,' he said gently. 'I love you so much.'

This was the moment to repeat the words she had told Jo, but Meg forgot them all. 'I don't know,' she said, so softly that John had to move closer to hear her reply.

He smiled gratefully. 'Will you try to find out?'

'I'm too young,' she said, hesitating but feeling her heart beating rather fast.

'I'll wait while you learn to like me,' he said. 'Will it be very difficult?'

'Not if I choose to learn,' she said.

'Please choose, Meg. I love to teach, and this is easier than German,' said John, taking her other hand.

She looked at him and saw that he was smiling. He seemed so sure of success that Meg became a little annoyed. She felt excited and strange, and taking her hands away from his, she said, 'I don't choose. Please go away!'

Poor Mr Brooke looked shocked. 'Do you mean that?'

'Yes,' she said, rather enjoying the game she was playing. 'I don't want to think about these things. It's too soon.'

'I'll wait until you've had more time,' he said, and looked so unhappy that Meg began to feel sorry for him.

It was at this moment that Aunt March came in. She had come to see Mr March and was hoping to surprise the family. She did surprise two of them. Meg, with her face bright red, just stared at her aunt, while Mr Brooke hurried into another room.

'Goodness me, what's all this?' cried Aunt March.

'It's Father's friend,' said Meg hurriedly. 'I'm so surprised to see you, Aunt March.'

'I can see that,' said Aunt March, sitting down. 'What has he said to make your face turn pink?'

'Mr Brooke and I were just... talking,' said Meg.

'Brooke? The boy's tutor? I understand now. I know all about it because I made Jo tell me. You haven't promised to marry him, have you, Meg? If you have, you won't get one bit of my money, do you hear?'

It was exactly the wrong thing to say. When Meg was ordered not to marry John Brooke, she immediately decided that she would. 'I'll marry whoever I want to, Aunt March, and you can give your money to anyone you like!' she said.

'You'll be sorry!' said Aunt March. 'Why don't you marry a rich man to help your family?'

'Father and Mother like John, although he's poor,' said Meg.

'Be sensible, Meg,' said her aunt. 'He knows I have money, and that's why he likes you, I suspect.'

'Don't say that!' said Meg. 'My John wouldn't marry for money any more than I would! We'll work and wait, and I'll be happy with him because he loves me, and—'

Meg stopped as she remembered that she had told 'her John' to go away.

Aunt March was very angry. 'Just don't expect anything from me when you are married!' she said. And she went out of the room, banging the door behind her.

Meg didn't know whether to laugh or cry. Before she could decide, Mr Brooke came back in from the next room and put his arms around her. 'Oh Meg, I could hear your voices,' he said. 'Thank you for proving that you do love me a little.'

'I didn't know how much until she said those things about you,' said Meg.

'So I can stay, and be happy?' he said.

'Yes, John,' she whispered, and hid her face on John's chest.

Jo returned and found them like that. Meg jumped and turned round, but John Brooke laughed and kissed the shocked Jo, saying, 'Sister Jo. Wish us luck!'

Jo ran upstairs to find her parents. 'Go down quickly!' she said. 'John Brooke is behaving terribly and Meg likes it!'

Mr and Mrs March left the room in a hurry, while Jo threw herself on the bed and told the awful news to Beth and Amy. But the little girls thought it was all most interesting and delightful.

Nobody knew what was said that afternoon, but a lot of talking was done. The quiet Mr Brooke managed to persuade his friends that his plans were good and sensible, then he proudly took Meg in to supper. Everyone looked so happy that Jo tried to look pleased too.

After supper, Laurie arrived with some flowers for 'Mrs John Brooke', then he followed Jo into the corner of the room while the others went to welcome old Mr Laurence.

'What's the matter, Jo?' said Laurie. 'You don't look very happy.'

'Nothing will ever be the same again,' said Jo sadly. 'I've lost my dearest friend.'

'You've got me,' said Laurie. 'I'm not good for much, but I promise I'll always be your friend, Jo.'

'I know you will,' answered Jo, gratefully.

'Then don't be sad,' he said. 'I'll be back from college in three years' time, and then we'll go abroad, or on a nice trip somewhere. Wouldn't that cheer you up?'

'Anything can happen in three years,' said Jo.

'That' s true,' said Laurie. 'Don't you wish you knew what was going to happen?'

'I don't think so,' said Jo. 'It may be something sad, and everyone looks so happy now.' As she spoke, she looked round the room, and her face brightened at the sight.

Father and Mother sat happily together. Amy was drawing a picture of Meg and John, who were looking lovingly at each other. Beth lay on the floor, talking to her old friend, Mr Laurence. Jo sat in her favourite chair with a serious, quiet look on her face. Laurie smiled at her in the long mirror that was opposite them both. And Jo smiled back.



carry v. 搬运。

snowman n. figure of a man made of snow. 雪人。

basket n. 篮子。

armchair n. chair with supports for the arms. 有扶手的椅子。

exactly adv. correctly. 正确地。

remember v. have or keep in the memory. 记得。

miss v. feel regret at the absence of. 怀念。

firelight n. 火光。

shy adj. 怕羞的。

chest n. 胸部。

act v. do something. 行动。

silently adv. saying little or nothing. 沉默地。

umbrella n. 伞。

instead adv. as an alternative or substitute. 代替。

hesitate v. show signs of uncertainty. 犹豫。

beat v. hit repeatedly. 击；打。

choose v. pick out from a greater number. 选择。

moment n. point of time. 瞬间。

goodness n. used instead of God! 啊呀！天啊！

marry v. take as a husband or wife. 结婚。

order v. give an order to someone. 命令。

whoever pron. any person who. 任何人。

bang v. hit violently. 砰然关上。

voice n. sounds made when speaking or singing. 嗓音。

stay v. remain. 停留；逗留。

supper n. last meal of the day. 晚餐。

follow v. go after. 跟随。

welcome v. 欢迎。

favourite adj. best liked. 最受喜爱的。


14　快乐的日子
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那年的圣诞节非同寻常。白丝感觉好多了，她被抬到窗前看琼和罗瑞堆起的雪人。它一只手拿着一篮水果和鲜花，另一只手拿着一张新歌谱。罗瑞跑上跑下地送来礼物，琼唱着一首有意思的歌。

“我真高兴！”玩乐过后、琼把白丝抱到另一个房间休息时白丝笑着说，“噢，我真希望爸爸也在这儿！”

半个小时以后，罗瑞来到屋里，静悄悄地打开门。“这儿有给马奇一家的另一份圣诞礼物！”他喊道。

他挪开了，在他的位子上出现了一个高大的男人，他扶着另一个高大的男人，这个人试图说些什么，但没有说出来。

“爸爸！”麦格和琼同声喊道——然后马奇先生就沉浸在许多爱的拥抱和亲吻中了。布鲁克先生吻了麦格——是个误会，他试图这样解释。

突然，另一个房间的门打开了，是白丝，她径直奔向了父亲的怀抱。兴奋消散之前，许多人脸上都淌下了欢乐的眼泪。马奇太太感谢布鲁克先生照顾了她丈夫，然后布鲁克先生和罗瑞就离开了，剩下了一家人在一起。

马奇先生和白丝坐在一张大椅子上，其他人围坐在他们身边。“我想让你们所有人都吃一惊，医生让布鲁克先生带我回家了，”马奇先生说，“约翰一直对我很好。他是个很出色的年轻人。”马奇先生看了看麦格，她正盯着炉火，于是他对妻子笑了笑。她也笑了。琼十分明白这微笑的含义，她走出来往厨房去，一边对自己抱怨着那“有着棕色眼睛的出色的年轻人”。

往年的圣诞节晚餐从来都没有像他们那天吃过的那样。劳伦斯先生和他的孙子同他们一起吃的饭，布鲁克先生也去了。琼给了这位家庭教师许多的白眼，不肯跟他讲话，这让罗瑞觉得很有意思。

客人们很早就离开了，快乐的一家围坐在炉火边。

“一年以前我们曾抱怨我们将要度过的那个糟糕的圣诞节，你们还记得吗？”琼说。

“这一年真好。”麦格说道，心里想着布鲁克先生。

“我觉得这一年过得很艰辛。”艾米说。

“我很高兴它终于结束了，因为父亲回来了。”白丝轻声说，她坐在他的膝头。

“今天我发现了你们这些年轻姑娘的一些事。”马奇先生说。

“噢，告诉我们是什么？”麦格喊道。

“这儿有一个。”他说，说着拿起她的手。那手背上有一小块烫痕，手心上有两三块硬块。

“我记得这手曾经又白又嫩。它那时很美，可对我来说它现在更美，我为这双劳动的手而感到骄傲，麦格。”

“琼怎么样？”白丝轻声问道，“她那么努力，还对我非常非常好。”

他笑了笑，看着坐在对面的琼。“她的头发可能是短了些，可我现在看到了一位年轻的淑女。她的脸削瘦，因为焦虑而苍白，可它变得更温柔了。也许我会想念我那个爱疯跑的女孩子，可我肯定会爱这个取而代之的热心的妇人。”

琼听着，脸色在火光中变红了。

“该说白丝了。”艾米说。

“她不像从前那么害羞了，”她的父亲充满爱意地说，当他想起他们差点失去她时，他把白丝搂得很紧。然后他看了看坐在他脚边的艾米。“我今天注意到艾米耐心地、面带微笑地帮助每个人。她已经学会了多为别人着想，少想些自己。”

白丝从父亲怀里下来，来到钢琴旁边。她轻轻地触动了琴键，开始唱歌。不久，其他人就跟她一起唱起了一支圣诞歌。




第二天下午，琼和麦格正坐在窗边时，罗瑞正好路过。当他看见麦格的时候，他单膝跪倒在雪地里，捶打自己的胸口，并向她伸出双臂。当麦格告诉他走开时，他假装哭泣，然后面带痛苦地走了。

麦格笑了。“他在干什么？”她问。

“他在向你演示你的约翰会对你怎么样。”琼面带怒气地说。

“别说‘我的约翰’，这不对。”可麦格在脑海里默默地又重复了那句话。

“如果他让你嫁给他，你会哭，或者看上去很蠢，而不会大声说‘不’。”琼说。

“不，我不会的，”麦格说，“我会说，‘谢谢你，布鲁克先生，你很好，可我太年轻了，不能嫁给你。让我们做朋友吧，就像从前那样。’”

“我不相信。”琼说。

“是真的。我会高高地抬起头走出房间。”麦格站起来假装那样做——可当她听到有人敲门时她就跑回了座位。

琼带着怒容打开了门。

“下午好，”布鲁克先生说，“我来取我的伞，我昨天落在这儿了。”

“我去拿来，”琼说，推开他。“现在麦格可以跟他讲了。”她想。

可麦格正朝门走过来。“我想妈妈一定想见你，”她说，“我去叫她。”

“别走，”他说，“你是不是怕我，麦格？”

“你对父亲这么好，我怎么会怕你呢，”麦格说，“我想我要为此感谢你。”

“你可以。”他说。他把麦格的小手放在他的手里，充满爱意地看着她。

“噢，请别这样，”她说，面带惧色。

“我想知道你是不是爱我一点点，麦格，”他温柔地说，“我太爱你了。”

此时正是她重复她刚才跟琼讲的话之时，可麦格把它们都忘了。“我不知道。”她说，她的声音太轻，以至于约翰得凑得更近一些，才能听见她的回答。

他感激地笑了。“你会试着弄明白吗？”

“我太年轻了。”她犹豫不决地说，可她感到自己的心跳得非常快。

“我会等着你学会喜欢我，”他说。“那会很困难吗？”

“如果我选择学就不难。”她说。

“那你就选择学吧，麦格，我喜欢教你，教这个比教德语容易。”约翰说着把她的另一只手也拿起来。

她看看他，见到他在微笑。他看上去必胜的样子使麦格感到有些生气。她感到激动和陌生，把她的手从他的手里抽回，她说：“我不选择。请走吧！”

可怜的布鲁克先生看上去很震惊。“你是当真？”

“是的，”她说，对她玩的游戏感觉很有意思。“我不想想这些事。这来得太快了。”

“我会等到你有更多的时间。”他说。他看上去那么不开心，麦格开始为他感到难过。

正在这时，马奇姑妈走了进来。她来看马奇先生，希望使这家人大吃一惊。她确实使这其中的两人吃了一惊。麦格脸涨得通红，只是瞪着她的姑妈，而布鲁克先生则赶紧走进了另一个房间。

“天哪，这都是怎么回事？”马奇姑妈喊道。

“是爸爸的朋友，”麦格很快地说，“看见您真让我吃惊，马奇姑妈。”

“我看得出来，”马奇姑妈说，边说边坐下来。“他说了些什么，让你的脸变红了？”

“布鲁克先生和我只是在……谈话。”麦格说。

“布鲁克？那男孩的家庭教师？我现在明白了。我知道所有的一切，因为我让琼告诉我了。你没答应嫁给他，是吧，麦格？如果你答应了，你就不会从我这儿得到一点钱了，听到了吗？”

那话恰恰说得不对。当麦格被命令不许嫁给约翰·布鲁克时，她立即决定她要嫁给他。“我想嫁给谁就嫁给谁，马奇姑妈，你可以把你的钱给任何你喜欢的人！”她说。

“你会后悔的！”马奇姑妈说，“你为什么不嫁给一个富人，帮帮你的家人？”

“爸爸和妈妈喜欢约翰，虽然他穷。”麦格说。

“理智点，麦格，”她的姑妈说，“他知道我有钱，我怀疑他正是为此而喜欢你。”

“不许那么说，”麦格说，“我的约翰不会为钱而结婚，我也不会！我们会工作，会等待，我和他在一起会感觉很幸福，因为他爱我，还有——”

麦格停了下来，因为她想起她已经告诉“她的约翰”走开了。

马奇姑妈非常生气。“等你结婚时别想从我这儿得到任何东西！”她说，然后摔门而去。

麦格不知道该笑还是该哭。在她做出决定之前，布鲁克先生从隔壁房间走回来，用双臂搂住她。“噢，麦格，我能听到你的声音，”他说，“谢谢你证明了你确实有一点爱我。”

“在她说那些关于你的话之前我不知道有多少。”麦格说。

“那么我能留下来高兴高兴了？”他说。

“是的，约翰。”她轻声说，将她的脸埋在约翰胸前。

琼回来了，发现他们在那样。麦格跳起来转过身，可约翰·布鲁克笑了，他吻了吻受了惊吓的琼，说：“琼妹妹，祝我们好运吧！”

琼跑上楼找到她的父母。“快下楼去！”她说，“约翰·布鲁克表现很不好，麦格却很喜欢！”

马奇先生和马奇太太赶紧离开了房间，琼扑倒在床上，又把这糟糕的消息告诉了白丝和艾米。可小女孩们觉得这很是有趣和令人高兴。

没人知道那天下午都有些什么谈话，可大家谈了许多。文静的布鲁克先生成功地说服了他的朋友，他的计划是很好的，有理智的，然后他骄傲地把麦格带进来吃晚饭。每个人看上去都很高兴，琼也尽力看上去很高兴。

晚饭后，罗瑞带着给“约翰·布鲁克太太”的鲜花来了。当其他人去迎接老劳伦斯先生的时候，他跟着琼来到屋子的一个角落。

“出什么事了，琼？”罗瑞说，“你看上去不太高兴。”

“一切都跟从前不再相同了，”琼悲伤地说，“我失去了最好的朋友。”

“你有我呢，”罗瑞说，“我不一定很好，可我发誓我会永远是你的朋友，琼。”

“我知道你会的。”琼感激地说。

“那别伤心了，”他说，“我三年之后就会大学毕业，然后我们就出国，或者去什么地方好好旅行一番。那会让你高兴一点吗？”

“三年里什么都会发生。”琼说。

“是的，”罗瑞说，“你希望知道将会发生什么吗？”

“我不希望，”琼说，“可能会是伤心的事，现在每个人看上去都很高兴。”当她说这话时，她环顾屋内，她看到的景象使她高兴起来。

爸爸和妈妈快乐地坐在一起。艾米在为麦格和约翰画画，那两个人相互爱恋地对望着。白丝躺在地板上和她的老朋友劳伦斯先生聊天。琼在她最喜欢的椅子上坐下，面带严肃安静的表情。罗瑞从他们对面的长镜中对她微笑，琼也朝他微笑。


Exercises

A Checking your understanding

Chapters 1–3 Write answers to these questions.

1 Why wasn't the girls' father at home that Christmas?

2 Why did Mrs Hummel almost cry with happiness?

3 What happened to Meg's hair before the New Year's Eve party?

4 How did Meg get home with her bad ankle?

Chapters 4–6 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 Aunt March was a nice old lady who never complained.

2 Jo went to visit Laurie to cheer him up.

3 Beth forgot her shyness when old Mr Laurence gave her a piano.

4 Amy hid Jo's story notebook to make her sorry.

Chapters 7–9 Who in these chapters...

1 ... did not like Meg when she was dressed up in fine clothes?

2 ... put salt on the strawberries instead of sugar?

3 ... was going to become a soldier next year?

4 ... knew a secret about Meg's lost glove?

Chapters 10–12 Who said these words, and when?

1 'I shall go at once, but it may be too late.'

2 'I'd do it again, if I could.'

3 'Oh, Jo! Mrs Hummel's baby is dead.'

4 'People wouldn't feel half so bad about me if I was sick.'

5 'I don't know anything about love!'

Chapters 13–14 Find answers to these questions.

1 Why did Jo get so angry with Laurie?

2 Why wouldn't Laurie tell his grandfather what he had done?

3 What was the surprise at Christmas for the March family?

4 Why didn't Jo want Meg to marry John Brooke?

B Working with language

1 Put these into the right order and join them together to make four sentences. Check your order in Chapter 10.

1 She was gone a long time,

2 and Jo went out to fetch some things from the shops.

3 When the telegram brought the news about Mr March's illness,

4 because she wanted to do something to help her father.

5 she had twenty-five dollars to give her mother.

6 She had cut off and sold her lovely long hair

7 Everybody hurried to help her get ready

8 but when she came back,

9 Mrs March said she would leave for Washington at once.

2 Choose the best word to join the sentences together.

1 We invited the Laurence boy to our party and/but he didn't come.

2 Beth was very shy although/so she didn't go to school.

3 Jo was very angry indeed while/when Amy burned her notebook.

4 They enjoyed being lazy although/and the days seemed very long.

5 We would all be very sorry unless/if anything happened to you.

C Activities

1 When Mr March comes home, he thinks that his daughters have changed. In what ways do you think they are different? Write a few sentences about each of the four, describing the changes.

2 Imagine you are Aunt March. When you get home, you feel sorry that you were angry with Meg about John Brooke. Write her a letter, trying to be friendly, but also warning her that money is very important.

3 Jo and Laurie will meet again in three years, after Laurie has been to college. Write about 150 words, saying what you think will happen to them.
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内容简介

克兰福德没有富人，但人们却忌讳谈论贫穷。绝对不能！那样做很俗气，而脱俗在克兰福德很重要。在尊敬的贾米森夫人的晚会上只有抹了黄油的薄面包（昂贵的食物显得俗气），杰西·布朗小姐公开谈论她那当店主的舅舅的时候，德博拉·詹金斯小姐生气极了。做生意的舅舅！多可怕啊！

150年前的社会规则虽然和现在的不同，但人并没有什么两样。克兰福德的女士们和任何时代的人一样，她们会有喜怒哀乐，会骄傲、勇敢、嫉妒——也非常善良。可爱温柔的马蒂小姐遇到困难时，大家都想帮她。虽然马蒂小姐在生活中遇到很多不幸，但也有一个惊喜在等待着她……


CRANFORD

In Cranford nobody is very rich, but you must not talk about being poor. Indeed not! That would be a very vulgar thing to do. And in Cranford it is important not to be vulgar. At the Honourable Mrs Jamieson's evening parties there is only thin bread-and-butter (expensive food would be vulgar), and Miss Deborah Jenkyns is extremely cross when Miss Jessie Brown talks openly about her shopkeeper uncle. An uncle in trade! What horror!




The rules of society were different 150 years ago, but people stay the same. The ladies of Cranford are just like people in any age. They can be sad, happy, proud, brave, angry, jealous—and very kind. When dear, gentle Miss Matty is in trouble, everybody wants to help her. And though there are many sadnesses in Miss Matty's life, there is also a very happy surprise waiting for her...
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1
Our society

The first thing to say is that Cranford is held by the ladies. They rent all the best houses. If a married couple comes to live in the town, the gentleman soon disappears from sight. He is either frightened away by being the only man at the Cranford evening parties or he is at his business all week in Drumble, twenty miles away by train.

Anyway, what is there for a gentleman to do in Cranford? The town already has a doctor, and the ladies manage everything else perfectly well themselves. They keep the gardens tidy and their maid-servants busy. They have opinions on every important matter without troubling themselves with unnecessary reasons or arguments. They know exactly what everyone in the town is doing. They are kind to the poor and, usually, very kind and friendly to each other.

'A man,' as one of them said to me once, 'is terribly in the way in the house!'

The Cranford ladies are not fashionable, and they prefer the old ways. When I lived there, they had exact rules for visiting, which they explained most seriously to any young people who came to stay: 'Our friends have asked how you are, my dear, after your journey. They are sure to call on you the day after tomorrow, so be ready to receive them from twelve o'clock. From twelve to three are our calling hours.'

Then, after the friends had called: 'Always return a call within three days, my dear. And never stay longer than a quarter of an hour.'

The result of this rule, of course, was that nothing interesting was ever discussed. We talked about things like the weather, and left at the right time.

One or two of the Cranford ladies were poor, I imagine, but they tried to hide it, and the others kindly helped. When Mrs Forrester gave a party and her little maid had to get the tea-tray from under the sofa on which we sat, everyone just went on talking. And when Mrs Forrester pretended she did not know what cakes were on the tray, no one looked surprised. But we knew, and she knew that we knew, and we knew that she knew that we knew, that she had made the cakes herself that morning.

In fact, the Cranfordians thought it was 'vulgar' (a favourite word) to give anything expensive to eat or drink at their evening parties. Thin bread-and-butter was all that the Honourable Mrs Jamieson gave—and she was related to the late Lord Glenmire.

Yes, spending money was always 'vulgar', and we certainly did not tell anyone that we had very little to spend. So I shall never forget the horror when an old army captain came to live in Cranford and spoke openly about being poor! In the street! The ladies were already rather cross about the arrival of a gentleman, and even more cross that he was going to work for a new railway near the town. If, as well as being a man and working for that awful railway, Captain Brown was going to talk about being poor, then nobody must speak to him. 

I was surprised, therefore, when I visited the town a year after the captain arrived, to discover that he had made himself very popular. My own friends had been strongly against calling on him, but now they welcomed him into their house, even before twelve o'clock in the morning. He had been friendly and sensible, though the Cranford ladies had been cool, and at last his helpfulness had won him a place in their hearts.

Captain Brown was living, with his two daughters, in a small house on the edge of the town. He was probably over sixty at this time, though he looked younger. In fact, Miss Brown, his elder daughter, looked almost as old as he did. She was only about forty, but her face was white and tired.

Miss Jessie Brown was ten years younger and twenty times prettier. Her face was round and had dimples. Miss Jenkyns once said, when she was annoyed with Captain Brown (for a reason I'll explain later), that it was time Miss Jessie stopped having dimples and looking like a child. There was indeed something childish about the way she looked, but I liked her face. So did everybody—and I do not think she could prevent the dimples.

I first saw the Brown family together in Cranford church. The captain sang loudly and happily; and when we came out, he smiled at everyone and patiently helped Miss Brown with her umbrella.

I wondered what the Cranford ladies did with him at their card-parties. We had often been glad in the past that there were no gentlemen to worry about. Indeed, we had almost persuaded ourselves that it was 'vulgar' to be a man. So now, when Miss Deborah Jenkyns (with whom I was staying) gave a party for me and invited the Browns, I wondered how the evening would go.

It was the third week of November, so it was dark by four o'clock. The card-tables were arranged. Candles and clean packs of cards were put on each one. The fire was lit. The maid was given final orders. And there we stood in our best dresses, ready to light the candles as soon as the first person knocked at the door.

The Browns arrived when the tea-trays were on the tables. The captain took immediate care of all the ladies, passing round cups and bread-and-butter. He was clearly a favourite. But all the time he kept an eye on his elder daughter—a sick woman, I was sure. Miss Jessie seemed almost as popular as her father. She talked to those not playing cards, and later she sang while Miss Jenkyns beat time to the music.

It was good of Miss Jenkyns to do this, because she had been much annoyed by Miss Jessie a little earlier. 'My mother's brother,' Miss Jessie had said to Miss Pole, 'is a shopkeeper in Edinburgh.' An uncle in trade! Oh dear! The Honourable Mrs Jamieson was sitting at the nearest cardtable and Miss Jenkyns had coughed loudly to prevent her hearing the terrible words. But Miss Jessie had happily repeated them, telling Miss Pole that her uncle sold the best knitting-wool in Edinburgh. So, I say again, it was good of Miss Jenkyns to beat time to her song.

At a quarter to nine, when the trays came back with a little more food, there was conversation. After a while Captain Brown began to talk about books.

'Have you seen any of The Pickwick Papers?' he asked. (It was 1836, and Mr Dickens's new book was appearing month by month.)

'Yes, I have,' answered Miss Jenkyns. Miss Jenkyns was the daughter of a past rector of Cranford church and, having his library of church books and sermons, she considered that she knew about books of all kinds.

'And what do you think of them?' asked the captain enthusiastically. 'Aren't they good?'

'Not as good as Dr Johnson,' replied Miss Jenkyns. 'But perhaps your man is young. If he copies the style of the great doctor, he may succeed.'

'But it's quite a different thing, my dear madam!' cried Captain Brown. 'Let me just read you something from this month's paper.'

The Pickwick story he read was a very amusing one about a party in Bath, but Miss Jenkyns did not smile. She sent me to fetch Dr Johnson's Rasselas, and read us a slow conversation, full of long words, between Rasselas and his teacher.

'Now you understand,' she said grandly as she put the book down, 'why I prefer Dr Johnson as a writer. Beginners should copy his style, I did, when I began to write letters. Your favourite should do the same.'

'I hope he won't copy anything so self-important!' said Captain Brown.

He was sorry later for what he had said, and stood near Miss Jenkyns's armchair, trying to please her. But she did not give in. The next day she said what she thought of Miss Jessie's dimples.



couple n. two people or things that are seen together or associated, esp. a man and a woman together. 一对，一双（尤指男女）。

trouble v. let oneself be worried or concerned about sth. （使）费神；（使）费心。

terribly adv. (infml.) very. 很，非常。

in the way causing inconvenience or obstruction. 造成不便或阻碍。

vulgar adj. lacking in good taste or refinement. 粗俗的；庸俗的。

Honourable title given to the children of peers below the rank of marquis. 对侯爵以下贵族子女的尊称。

related adj. (esp. pred.) in the same family or class, etc. （尤作表语）属于同一家族或种类等的。

horror n. feeling of intense dislike; hatred. 强烈的厌恶；憎恶；痛恨。

cross adj. (infml.) rather angry. （口）生气的；恼怒的。

awful adj. extremely bad or unpleasant; terrible. 极坏的；极讨厌的；可怕的。

discover v. (esp. passive) come to know or realize (sth.). （尤用于被动语态）了解到；认识到；发觉（某事物）。

dimple n. small natural hollow in the chin or cheek (either permanent, or which appears e.g. when a person smiles). （下巴或脸颊上自然的）小窝；酒窝。

persuade v. cause sb. to do sth. by arguing or reasoning with him. 说服或劝说某人做某事。

keep an eye on sb./sth. make sure that sb./sth. is safe, etc.; look after sb./sth. 留心或注意某人或某事物。

time n. type of rhythm. 拍子。

conversation n. informal talk. 交谈；谈话；谈天。

sermon n. talk in printed form on a moral or religious subject, usu. given by a clergyman from the pulpit during a religious service. 布道文（通常指教士在讲坛上做出的）。

grandly adv. proudly, arrogantly. 骄傲地；自豪地。

self-important adj. (derog.) thinking that one is much more important than one really is; pompous. （贬）自视过高的；妄自尊大的。

give in allow oneself to be defeated or overcome (by sb./sth.). （向某人或某物）屈服；让步；投降。


1．我们的社会

首先要说的是，克兰福德是由女士们控制着的。她们租住最好的房子。如果一对夫妇来镇上生活，那个男人不久就会从人们的视野中消失。他要么是因为成了克兰福德晚会上唯一的男人而被吓跑，要么就是整个星期都待在20英里外的德莱姆伯尔忙自己的事，那里有火车相通。

不管怎么说，男人在克兰福德能做什么呢？镇上已经有一个医生了，其他事情女士们自己都处理得井井有条。她们让花园保持整洁，让女仆们忙进忙出。对每件重要的事情她们有自己的看法，从不费神做无谓的推理或争论。镇里每个人在做什么她们都了如指掌。她们对穷人很好，通常彼此之间也非常友善。

“男人，”其中一位曾经对我说，“在家里实在碍手碍脚！”

克兰福德的女士们并不时髦，她们更喜欢传统的生活方式。我住在那里的时候，她们有严格的串门规矩，她们对来这里的年轻人都会非常认真地解释这些规矩：“亲爱的，我们的朋友们问你是否旅途劳顿。她们一定会在后天来看你，所以从12点开始你就要做好迎接她们的准备。从12点到3点是我们的串门时间。”

朋友们拜访过后，她们又说：“一定要在三天内回访，亲爱的。但待在那里的时间千万别超过一刻钟。”

当然，有这条规矩束缚着，谈话的内容也就从来没有什么意思。我们谈谈天气之类的话题，然后准时离开。
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我猜想，克兰福德有一两位女士家境并不宽裕，不过她们尽力掩饰这一点，其他人也善意地帮忙。福里斯特夫人举行聚会的时候，她的小女仆不得不从我们坐着的沙发下面取出茶盘，而大家还继续谈话。福里斯特夫人假装不知道托盘上是什么蛋糕，没人显出惊讶的样子。但我们知道，她也知道我们知道，而且我们也知道她知道我们知道，蛋糕是那天早上她亲手做的。

实际上，克兰福德人觉得在晚会上请客人吃喝昂贵的东西很“俗气”（人们最爱用的一个词）。抹了黄油的薄面包片就是尊敬的贾米森夫人用来待客的全部东西——她可是已故的格伦米尔勋爵的亲戚。

是的，花钱总是很“俗气”，我们当然不会告诉别人我们没多少钱可花。所以，当一位军队老上尉到克兰福德来生活并且公开谈论贫穷的时候，我感到非常惊骇！他就在大街上公开谈论！这种感觉我至今难忘。女士们对于一位先生的到来已经够生气的了，更让她们生气的是，他还要在镇子附近新建的铁路上工作。如果布朗上尉身为男人，还为那条该死的铁路工作，还要谈论贫穷，那么谁都不该和他说话。

因此上尉到此一年后我再次来到镇上，发现他居然很得人心，实在令我惊讶。我自己的朋友们曾经强烈反对拜访他，现在却欢迎他到她们家里去，哪怕是在上午12点之前。他对人友善，通情达理，所以虽然克兰福德的女士们曾经冷淡过他，他对她们的帮助最终还是在她们心中为自己赢得了一席之地。

布朗上尉和两个女儿住在镇子边上的一幢小房子里。当时他大概已经60多岁了，不过看起来要年轻得多。事实上，他的大女儿布朗小姐看起来年纪几乎和他一样大。她只有40岁左右，面容却苍白而疲惫。

杰西·布朗小姐比她小十岁，漂亮20倍。她长着一张圆脸，还有两个酒窝。詹金斯小姐曾经说，和布朗上尉生气的时候（具体原因我会在后面解释），杰西小姐的酒窝就不见了，看起来也不像个孩子了。她的长相的确有些孩子气的地方，不过我喜欢她的样子。大家都喜欢——我觉得她没法忍住不让酒窝出现。

我最初是在克兰福德的教堂见到布朗一家的。上尉唱歌嗓音洪亮，神采奕奕；我们出来的时候，他朝每个人微笑，并耐心地替布朗小姐打伞。

我想知道克兰福德的女士们在牌局中怎么对他。以前我们总是为不必担心男人而高兴。真的，我们差点儿让自己相信作个男人是件“俗气”的事。所以，现在德博拉·詹金斯小姐（我住在她那里）要为我举行一个晚会，并且邀请了布朗一家，我想知道晚上会发生些什么。

时值11月的第三个星期，4点钟天就黑了。牌桌已经摆好，每张桌子上都放着蜡烛和一副副干净的纸牌。火也生上了。女仆已吩咐完毕。我们穿上最好的裙子站着，准备好在第一个人敲门的时候把蜡烛点燃。

茶盘摆上桌的时候，布朗一家到了。上尉马上开始为所有的女士服务，把茶杯和涂了黄油的面包递给大家。显然人们都很喜欢他。不过他一直留意着他的长女——一个病怏怏的女人，我可以肯定。杰西小姐好像几乎和她父亲一样受欢迎。她和不打牌的人聊天，后来她唱起了歌，而詹金斯小姐随着音乐打拍子。

詹金斯小姐这么做挺不容易，因为早先她还生着杰西小姐的气。“我妈妈的弟弟，”杰西小姐对波尔小姐说，“在爱丁堡开商店。”一个做生意的舅舅！哦，天啊！尊敬的贾米森夫人正好坐在最近的牌桌旁，所以詹金斯小姐大声地咳嗽，以免她听到这些可怕的话。可是杰西小姐又高兴地重复了一遍，告诉波尔小姐她舅舅卖的毛线是爱丁堡最好的。所以，我再说一遍，詹金斯小姐能随着她的歌打拍子真是不容易。

差一刻9点的时候，盛着稍多一点食物的盘子又回到了桌上，谈话也开始了。过了一会儿，布朗上尉开始谈论书籍。

“你们有没有读过《匹克威克外传》？”他问道。（当时是1836年，狄更斯先生的新书每月连载出版。）

“是的，我读过。”詹金斯小姐答道。詹金斯小姐是克兰福德教堂一位已故教区长的女儿，因为拥有他那藏着教会图书和布道文的图书室，她觉得自己了解各种类型的图书。

“你觉得它们写得怎么样？”上尉热心地问，“挺不错吧？”

“没有约翰逊博士的好，”詹金斯小姐答道，“不过可能你说的那个人年纪还轻。如果他能模仿博士大师的风格，他也许能成功。”

“可那是两回事，亲爱的小姐！”布朗上尉大声说道，“让我给你读一段这个月连载的故事。”

他读的《匹克威克外传》故事讲的是巴斯的一个晚会，非常有趣，但詹金斯小姐却没有笑。她让我去取约翰逊博士的《拉塞拉斯》，并给我们读了一段拉塞拉斯和他老师之间冗长的对话，里面有很多很长的词。

“现在你明白了，”她放下书骄傲地说，“我为什么更喜欢约翰逊博士这位作家。初学写作的人应该模仿他的文风，我刚学写信的时候就试过。你最喜欢的作家也该这么做。”

“我希望他不要模仿任何那么自以为是的东西！”布朗上尉说道。

后来他就后悔自己说的那些话了，所以他站在詹金斯小姐的扶手椅旁边，想让她高兴起来。但她并不给他台阶下。第二天她说了自己对杰西小姐的酒窝的看法。


2
The captain

It was impossible to live in Cranford for a month and not know everybody's daily habits. So, long before my visit ended, I knew a lot about the Browns. They were indeed poor. And the captain was extraordinarily kind. One Sunday morning after church, he met a poor old woman who was fetching her dinner from the town bakehouse. The street was wet and she was rather shaky on her legs, so the captain carried her baked meat and potatoes home for her! Cranford people did not do this kind of thing, but the captain was not at all ashamed of himself.

Miss Jenkyns could not forgive Captain Brown for his unkind opinion of Dr Johnson, so I did not see much of the family until I went on to stay with Miss Pole. I learnt then that Miss Brown was seriously ill. And when I saw how difficult she was, and how endlessly kind her father and sister were to her, I understood a little better and forgave Miss Jessie for her childish way of dressing.

The captain tried hard to make peace with Miss Jenkyns, but she remained cool. No gentleman, surely, could prefer Mr Dickens to Dr Johnson!

That was the situation when I left Cranford to return to my father in Drumble. But several of the ladies sent me news of the dear little town. Miss Pole wrote, asking for some knitting-wool. Miss Matty Jenkyns (Miss Deborah's younger sister) wrote nice, kind, disorganized letters, occasionally giving her own opinion but more often giving her elder sister's. And Miss Deborah Jenkyns herself wrote—grand, slow-moving letters, using words like 'Brunonian' for 'Brown'.

My next visit to Cranford was in the summer. No one had been born or married since I was last there, and no one had died. Everyone lived in the same house and wore the same unfashionable clothes. The greatest excitement was that the Misses Jenkyns had bought a new carpet. Oh, what busy work Miss Matty and I had in the afternoons, covering it with newspaper where the sun shone in!

Captain Brown and Miss Jenkyns were still not very friendly. Miss Jenkyns always talked at the captain and, though he did not reply, he made it quite clear that he preferred the writings of Mr Dickens to those of Dr Johnson. Indeed, he used to read Mr Dickens's books while walking through the streets, and was so deeply interested in his reading that once he nearly knocked Miss Jenkyns down.

The poor, brave captain! His clothes looked very old and worn, but he seemed as bright as ever, unless he was asked about his elder daughter's health. 'She's in great pain,' he replied, 'though we do what we can.'

Miss Matty told me that, in fact, he and his younger daughter had done everything possible to make the patient comfortable, whatever the cost. 'And Miss Jessie's a wonderful nurse. My dear, if you saw her as I have, you'd never laugh again at her childish pink ribbons.'

I felt ashamed and spoke to Miss Jessie with twice as much respect next time we met. She looked exhausted, but she pushed back the tears in her pretty eyes. 'What a good town Cranford is!' she said. 'Everyone sends my sister presents.'

Captain Brown called one day to thank Miss Jenkyns for many little kindnesses I had not known about. He had suddenly become like an old man, and his deep voice trembled when he spoke about his elder daughter. 'There is no hope,' he said. 'Thank God we have Jessie!' Then he quickly shook everyone's hand and left the room.

That afternoon, we saw little groups in the street, all listening with horror to some story. Miss Jenkyns sent out Jenny the maid, who came back in tears. 'Oh, Miss Jenkyns! Captain Brown has been killed by that cruel railway!'

'How? Where, where?' Miss Matty ran out into the street and brought back the man who was telling the story. 'Oh, say it's not true!' Miss Matty cried.

The man stood there with his wet boots on the new carpet and no one noticed. 'It's true, Miss,' he said. 'I saw it myself. The captain was reading some new book while he waited for the down-train. Then he looked up suddenly and saw a little girl on the railway line, just as the train was coming into the station. He ran forwards and caught her, but then he fell and the train went straight over him. The child's safe, though. The poor captain would be glad of that. Miss, wouldn't he?'

Miss Jenkyns's face was very white. 'Matilda, bring me my bonnet,' she commanded Miss Matty. 'I must go to those girls... God forgive me if I ever spoke sharply to the captain!'

When she came back, she did not want to talk much. Mr Hoggins, the Cranford doctor, had said that Miss Brown would not live for many more days. Miss Jessie did not want her sister to hear the terrible news of her father's death, so Miss Brown was told that her father had been called away on railway business.

Next day, the newspaper had the full story of the accident. 'The brave gentleman,' it said, 'was reading this month's Pickwick Papers.'

'Poor, dear, silly man!' Miss Jenkyns shook her head, and busily sewed some black ribbon on her bonnet for the funeral.

She went with Miss Jessie to the funeral, while Miss Pole, Miss Matty and I sat with Miss Brown.

Next day when we returned, we could see that Miss Brown was dying.

'Oh, Jessie!' she whispered. 'How selfish I've been! God forgive me!'

'Sssh, love, sssh!' said Miss Jessie in tears.

'And my dear, dear father! He can never know now how I loved him.'

'He does know, dearest. He... he has gone before you to his resting-place. He knows now how you loved him.' The tears ran like rain down Miss Jessie's face. A few moments later her sister lay calm and quiet.

After this second funeral, Miss Jenkyns made Miss Jessie stay with us. Miss Jessie had only about ￡20 a year to live on, and one day she and I began to discuss how she could earn some money.

'I can sew,' said Jessie, 'and I like nursing...'

Suddenly Miss Jenkyns entered the room in unusual excitement. 'My dear Miss Jessie! Such a surprise! There is a gentleman downstairs whom you once knew—'

Miss Jessie went white, then red.

'—a gentleman, my dear, who wants to know if you will see him.'

'Is it...? It isn't...?' Miss Jessie could not finish.

'This is his visiting-card,' said Miss Jenkyns. She gave the card to Miss Jessie and made a strange face at me over her head. 'May he come up?'

'Oh, oh yes!' said Miss Jessie. She picked up some of Miss Matty's knitting and began to be very busy.

Miss Jenkyns rang the bell. 'Bring Captain Gordon upstairs,' she told the maid.

A tall, fine, sincere-looking man of about forty walked in. He shook hands with Miss Jessie, who looked down at the floor.

Miss Jenkyns asked me to come downstairs and help her prepare some fruit. Although Miss Jessie tried to make me stay, I could not refuse to help Miss Jenkyns. Instead of preparing fruit, however, Miss Jenkyns told me what Captain Gordon had told her. He had been in the army with Captain Brown and had fallen in love with Jessie when she was only eighteen. When he had inherited an estate in Scotland, he had asked her to marry him—and she had refused in order to nurse her sister. Gordon had then gone angrily abroad. He was in Rome when he saw the report of Captain Brown's death.

Just then Miss Matty, who had been out all the morning, happened to come home. 'Deborah!' she cried. 'There's a gentleman upstairs with his arm round Miss Jessie's waist!' Miss Matty's eyes were large with horror.

Miss Jenkyns's reply surprised her sister greatly.

'The best place in the world for his arm to be in. Go away, Matilda, and mind your own business.'

*　*　*

The last time I ever saw Miss Jenkyns was years after this. She and Miss Matty and Miss Pole had all visited Miss Jessie (now Mrs Gordon) in Scotland and returned with wonderful stories of her home, her husband and her pretty dimples. Now, at the time I am speaking of, Miss Jenkyns had grown old. Miss Jessie's daughter, little Flora Gordon, had come down to Cranford on a visit. When I came in, Miss Jenkyns was lying on the sofa and Flora was reading aloud to her.

'Ah, my dear!' Miss Jenkyns said to me. 'I cannot see as well as I used to. Did you ever read Rasselas? It's a wonderful book—wonderful! And so good for Flora. Much better than that strange book by Mr Dickens that killed poor Captain Brown...'



shaky adj. shaking or trembling through weakness, illness. etc. （因病、体弱等）摇晃的，发抖的，颤抖的。

make peace (with sb.) (of two people, countries, etc.) agree to end a war or a quarrel. （指两人、两国等）和解；媾和。

disorganized adj. badly organized or planned. 组织不善的；计划不周的。

occasionally adv. now and then; at times. 偶然地；不时地；有时。

bright adj. cheerful and lively. 愉快的；活泼的。

exhausted adj. very tired. 极其疲倦的。

tremble v. shake involuntarily (from fear, cold, weakness, etc.); quiver. （因恐惧、害怕、虚弱等）颤抖；战栗。

straight adv. directly. 直接地。

command v. (of sb. in authority) tell (sb.) that he must do sth.; order. （指有权者）叫（某人）必须做某事；命令。

funeral n. (usu. religious) ceremony of burying or burning dead people. （通常为宗教的）葬礼；出殡。

live on depend on sth. for financial support. 靠某种经济来源生活。

ring v. make a bell sound to call, warn, etc. sb. 鸣铃召唤；警告某人。

inherit v. receive (property, a title, etc.) as a result of the death of the previous owner. 继承（财产、头衔等）。

estate n. area of land, esp. in the country, with one owner. 地产；（尤指）庄园。

mind one's own business (esp. imperative) not interfere in other people's affairs. （尤用于祈使句）注意你自己的事；少管闲事。

speak of literary show clearly that sth. happened or that it exists. 表明某事物；意味着某事物。


2．上尉

在克兰福德住上一个月，不可能不知道每个人的日常习惯。所以，早在我的访问结束之前，我对布朗一家就有了很多了解。他们确实不富裕，上尉又是个特别好的人。一个星期日的早晨，做过礼拜之后，他碰到一个可怜的老太太在镇里的面包房取午饭。街道上湿漉漉的，她两腿都在打颤，所以上尉帮她把烤肉和土豆弄回了家！克兰福德人不会做这种事，但上尉一点儿也没感到有什么不妥。

詹金斯小姐不肯原谅布朗上尉对约翰逊博士口出不逊，所以我在搬到波尔小姐那里住之前，很少见到这家人。后来我听说布朗小姐病得很重。当我看到她痛苦的样子，看到她父亲和妹妹尽心尽力地照料她时，我对他们的了解更多了些，也不再介意杰西小姐穿衣服孩子气了。

上尉努力想和詹金斯小姐讲和，但詹金斯小姐不加理睬。当然了，没有哪位绅士会喜欢狄更斯先生，而不是约翰逊博士！

我离开克兰福德，回到德莱姆伯尔我父亲身边的时候，情况就是这样。不过有几位女士给我送来了这个可爱小镇的消息。波尔小姐写信要一些毛线。马蒂·詹金斯小姐（德博拉小姐的妹妹）信写得不错，很友好，但没有章法，有时候她会谈谈自己的看法，不过更多的时候她写的都是她姐姐的看法。德博拉·詹金斯小姐写的信夸张而乏味，用“布鲁诺宁”这样的词来代替“布朗”。
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我再次来到克兰福德时已是夏天了。从我上次到那里到现在，没有人出生、结婚或过世。每个人都住在同样的房子里，穿着同样过时的服装。最振奋人心的事情就是詹金斯小姐买了一条新地毯。哦，我和马蒂小姐下午的时候得把报纸铺在地毯上阳光照得着的地方，可真够我们忙的！

布朗上尉和詹金斯小姐之间仍然不太友好。詹金斯小姐说话总是和上尉针锋相对，虽然上尉并不予以回应，他还是表明他更喜欢狄更斯先生而不是约翰逊博士的作品。的确，他曾在街上边走边读狄更斯先生的作品，读得很入神，以至于有一次差点儿撞倒詹金斯小姐。

可怜勇敢的上尉！他的衣服显得很破旧，不过他人还是像从前那样精神，除非被问到他大女儿的健康状况。“她痛得厉害，”他答道，“虽然我们尽力了。”

马蒂小姐告诉我，实际上，他和小女儿什么可能的方法都试过了，想让病人舒服点儿，而且不惜任何代价。“杰西小姐是个出色的护士。亲爱的，如果你像我一样亲眼看到，你就再也不会笑话她那些孩子气的粉红色丝带了。”

我感到惭愧，所以再次见到杰西小姐的时候，我和她说话时口气双倍的尊敬。她显得很疲惫，不过还是忍住没让她那双美丽的眼睛流泪。“克兰福德真是个好地方！”她说，“大家都给我姐姐送礼物。”

一天，布朗上尉来拜访，感谢詹金斯小姐帮了很多小忙，这些我都不知道。他突然变得像个老人，说起大女儿的时候，他低沉的嗓音都在颤抖。“没希望了，”他说，“感谢上帝我们还有杰西！”然后他匆匆地和大家握了握手，就离开了房间。

那天下午，我们看见街上的人一小群一小群地聚在一起，都面带恐惧地听着什么事情。詹金斯小姐把女仆珍妮打发了出去，结果她哭着回来了。“哦，詹金斯小姐！布朗上尉被那条无情的铁路害死了！”

“怎么回事？在哪儿，在哪儿？”马蒂小姐跑到街上把正在说这件事的那个男人带了回来，“哦，说那不是真的！”马蒂小姐哭道。

那人穿着湿靴子站在新地毯上，却没人注意到。“是真的，小姐，”他说，“我亲眼看见的。上尉边看新书边等火车。后来他突然抬头看见铁道上有一个小女孩儿，而火车马上就要进站了。他跑过去抓住她，可后来自己却摔倒了，火车径直地从他身上碾了过去。不过孩子倒平安无事，可怜的上尉会为这个感到欣慰的。小姐，对吧？”

詹金斯小姐面色惨白。“马蒂尔达，把我的圆帽拿来，”她命令马蒂小姐，“我必须去看看那两个姑娘……要是我以前对上尉说过什么刻薄的话，上帝宽恕我！”

她回来的时候，并不怎么想说话。克兰福德的医生霍金斯先生说过布朗小姐活不了多少天了。杰西小姐不想让她姐姐听到父亲去世的噩耗，所以布朗小姐被告知她父亲因为铁路上的事被叫走了。

第二天，报上刊登了事故的全过程。“这位勇敢的绅士，”报上写道，“当时正在读这个月的《匹克威克外传》。”

“可怜、可爱的傻瓜！”詹金斯小姐摇了摇头，然后就忙着在圆帽上缝上黑带子，以备葬礼上用。

她陪杰西小姐一起去参加葬礼，而我和波尔小姐、马蒂小姐则陪着布朗小姐。

第二天我们回来的时候，发现布朗小姐快要死了。

“哦，杰西！”她低声说道，“我是多么自私啊！上帝宽恕我！”

“嘘，亲爱的，嘘！”杰西小姐含着眼泪说。

“我亲爱的，亲爱的爸爸！他永远无法知道我有多爱他了。”

“他知道，最亲爱的。他……他已经先于你到长眠之地去了。他知道你有多爱他。”杰西小姐泪如雨下。过了一会儿，她姐姐就安息了。

第二个葬礼之后，詹金斯小姐让杰西小姐和我们住在了一起。杰西小姐每年只有大约20英镑的收入，她就靠这点儿钱过活，所以有一天她和我开始讨论她该怎么挣点儿钱。

“我可以给人缝补东西，”杰西说，“而且我也喜欢看护……”

突然詹金斯小姐走进房间，神情异常激动，“我亲爱的杰西小姐！真是个惊喜！楼下有一位你认识的绅士——”

杰西小姐脸色一白，接着又红了。

“——一位绅士，亲爱的，他想知道你愿不愿意见他。”

“是……？不是……？”杰西小姐说不下去了。

“这是他的名片。”詹金斯小姐说。她把名片递给杰西小姐，从她头顶上朝我做了个鬼脸，“他可以上来吗？”

“哦，哦可以！”杰西小姐说。她把马蒂小姐的编织活儿拿起来开始忙着编织。

詹金斯小姐按了铃。“请带戈登上尉上楼。”她对女仆说。

一位40岁左右，举止文雅，相貌真诚的高个子男人走了进来。他和杰西小姐握手的时候，杰西小姐低头看着地板。

詹金斯小姐让我下楼帮她准备一些水果。虽然杰西小姐竭力让我留下来，我却不能拒绝帮助詹金斯小姐。不过，詹金斯小姐并没有准备水果，而是把戈登先生跟她说的话告诉了我。他和布朗上尉曾一起在军中服役，并在杰西小姐年仅18岁那年爱上了她。当他继承了一处位于苏格兰的庄园时，他曾经向她求婚——可是她为了照顾姐姐，拒绝了他。于是戈登一气之下远走异国。他是在罗马得知布朗上尉的死讯的。

正在那时，已经出去一个早上的马蒂小姐碰巧回家了。“德博拉！”她叫道，“楼上有一位先生用胳膊搂着杰西小姐的腰！”马蒂小姐吓得瞪大了眼睛。

詹金斯小姐的回答令她妹妹大为吃惊。

“那是这世界上最适合他放胳膊的地方。马蒂尔达，忙你自己的事情去吧。”

*　*　*

我上次见詹金斯小姐已经是这之后的好多年了。她和马蒂小姐以及波尔小姐都到苏格兰去看望过杰西小姐（现在的戈登夫人），回来使劲地夸奖她家、她丈夫和她那漂亮的酒窝。现在，我说这些事情的时候，詹金斯小姐已经老了。杰西小姐的女儿，小弗洛拉·戈登也来到了克兰福德。我进来的时候，詹金斯小姐正躺在沙发上，而弗洛拉则在大声地给她读书。

“啊，亲爱的！”詹金斯小姐对我说，“我现在视力不如以前好了。你读过《拉塞拉斯》吗？那是一本好书——真的好！对弗洛拉非常有益，比让可怜的布朗上尉丧命的狄更斯先生的怪书要好多了……”


3
A love-affair of long ago

After Miss Jenkyns's death, I did not expect to go to Cranford again. It was pleasant, therefore, to receive a letter from Miss Pole, inviting me to stay, and then a few days later a letter from Miss Matty, also inviting me. I promised to go to Miss Matty as soon as I had ended my visit to Miss Pole; and I went to see her the day after my arrival in Cranford. Miss Matty began to cry as soon as she saw me.

I took her hand, feeling very sorry for her, all alone in the world without her sister. 'Dear Miss Matty!' said I.

'My dear, I'd rather you didn't call me Matty. She didn't like it. Please, my love, will you call me Matilda?'

I promised—and I did try. We all tried, but with so little success that in the end we called her 'Miss Matty' again.

My visit to Miss Pole was very quiet. The Honourable Mrs Jamieson was too fat and lazy to give many parties and, without Miss Jenkyns to lead them, the other ladies did not quite know what to do. So 1 sewed my father's shirts, while Miss Pole did her knitting and told me stories about Cranford. One of her stories was about a love-affair she had suspected many years before.

After a week, I moved to Miss Matilda's house. How anxious she was about everything! 'Is your room all right, dear?' she said worriedly as I unpacked. 'The fire's not very bright. My sister used to arrange things to well. She could train a servant in a week, but Fanny's been with me for four months...'

Maid-servants were always a problem to the ladies of Cranford, and specially to poor Miss Matilda. There were not many gentlemen in the town, as I have said, but the number of handsome young working men was alarming. Sometimes they had to call at the house. What would happen if the maid fell in love with one of them? Pretty Fanny was not allowed to have any 'followers', but her mistress suspected that she had very many—and I myself once saw something strangely like a young man hiding behind the kitchen clock.

However, during my visit Fanny had to leave; and I agreed to stay and help Miss Matilda with the new maid. Martha was a rough, honest-looking girl from a farm. I liked her, and I promised to teach her the rules of the house. These rules were, of course, Miss Jenkyns's rules. Miss Matilda had whispered against many of them during her sister's life, but now they must stay. About that, she was certain. About everything else, she was anxious and undecided.

And now I come to the love-affair. It seems that Miss Pole had a cousin who, long ago, had asked Miss Matilda to marry him. His name was Thomas Holbrook and he lived a few miles from Cranford on his own estate, called Woodley. He was a real country-man, very open and sincere, Miss Pole told me. 'He reads aloud,' she added, 'more beautifully than anyone I have ever heard, except Mr Jenkyns, the late rector.'

'Why didn't Miss Matilda marry him?' I asked.

'Perhaps the rector and Miss Jenkyns didn't think cousin Thomas was enough of a gentleman for her. You know the Jenkynses are related in some way to Sir Peter Arley. Miss Jenkyns was very proud of that.'

'Poor Miss Matty! Has she ever seen Mr Holbrook since?'

'I don't think she has. He stopped coming into Cranford after she refused him.'

'And how old is he now?'

'About seventy, my dear,' said Miss Pole.

Soon after this, strangely enough, I saw Mr Holbrook. Miss Matilda and I were looking at some coloured silks that had arrived at Mr Johnson's shop in High Street, when a tall, thin old man in country clothes hurried in. He waited impatiently, then told the shop-boy what he wanted. Miss Matilda heard his voice, and suddenly sat down. At once, I guessed who it was.

'Miss Jenkyns wants the black silk,' another shop-boy called across the shop.

Mr Holbrook heard the name. 'Matty—Miss Matilda! I didn't recognize you! How are you?' He shook her hand warmly. 'I didn't recognize you!' he repeated.

We left the shop without buying anything and Mr Holbrook walked home with us. He was clearly delighted to meet his old love again. He even spoke of Miss Jenkyns as 'Your poor sister! Well, well! We all have our faults.' And he said as he left us that he hoped to see Miss Matty again soon.

She went straight to her room. When she came down at tea-time, I saw that she had been crying.

*　*　*

A few days later, a note came from Mr Holbrook. It was now June. Would Miss Matty and I like to come out to Woodley for a day? he asked. He had also invited his cousin Miss Pole, so the three of us could ride in the same carriage.

At first, Miss Matty refused to accept. Then, when we finally persuaded her, she went back to the shop and chose a new bonnet for the visit.

It was clear that she had never been to Woodley before. She trembled as we drove there, and I could see that she was thinking about the past. Towards the end of the journey, she sat very straight and looked sadly out of the carriage windows.

The house itself stood among fields, and there was an old garden full of roses and little fruit-trees. 'It's very pretty,' whispered Miss Matty as Mr Holbrook appeared at the door, smiling warmly.

The day passed very happily. We sat and talked in a nice, untidy room filled with books. I asked to look at the garden, and this pleased the old gentleman. His housekeeper gave us dinner in a kind of kitchen, and later I walked with him across his fields. Then, when we came back to the house, he offered to read us some new poems by Mr Tennyson.

'Yes, please do, cousin Thomas!' said Miss Pole.

I thought this was because she wanted me to hear his beautiful reading. Afterwards, though, she said it was because she had wanted to go on with her knitting.

Whatever Mr Holbrook did was agreeable to Miss Matty. She fell asleep soon after he began a long poem called Locksley Hall, but she woke up when his voice stopped. 'How pretty!' she said quickly.

'Pretty, madam? It's beautiful!'

The poem was about lost love, but Miss Matty had not heard it. 'Oh, yes, I meant beautiful!' she apologized. 'It's so like that beautiful poem by Dr Johnson that my sister used to read. I forget the name of it.'

'Which poem do you mean, madam? What was it about?'

'I don't remember what it was about. But it was by Dr Johnson and it was very beautiful...'

As we got into the carriage to return to Cranford, Mr Holbrook promised to call on us soon. This seemed to please Miss Matty, although as soon as we had left Woodley, she began to worry about Martha. Had the girl had a 'follower' while we were absent?

However, there was no sign of a 'follower' as Martha came to help us out of the carriage. She always took good care of Miss Matty, and tonight she said:

'Eh! Dear madam, you shouldn't go out in the evening in such a thin shawl! You'll catch cold, and at your age, madam, you should be careful.'

'My age!' said Miss Matty, speaking almost crossly. 'My age! Why, Martha, how old do you think I am?'

'Well, madam, I'd say you were getting close to sixty—but I didn't mean any harm.'

'Martha, I'm not yet fifty-two!' said Miss Matty. Today's visit had reminded her of the past, and I think she did not want to remember how long ago it was.

Miss Matty said nothing to me, then or ever, about Mr Holbrook but, by careful watching, I saw that she still loved him. She now wore her best cap every day, and sat near the window to see down into the street.

He came. He asked politely about our journey home from Woodley, then suddenly he got up. 'Well, madam,' he said to Miss Matilda, 'can I bring you anything from Paris? I'm going there in a week or two.'

'To Paris?!'

'Yes. I've always wished to see it... Oh dear, I almost forgot! Here are the poems you liked at my house.' He pulled a small packet from his coat-pocket and gave it to her. 'Goodbye, Matty,' he said. 'Take care of yourself.'

He had gone. But he had given her a book and he had called her Matty, just as he used to thirty years ago.

*　*　*

Soon after this I left Cranford, ordering Martha to take good care of her mistress and to write to me if anything was wrong.

In November, she sent me a note to say that Miss Matilda was 'very low and not eating her food', so I went back. Miss Matty certainly looked white and miserable. I called on Miss Pole next morning and learnt that Thomas Holbrook was seriously ill. The journey to Paris had been too much for him. Ah! So that was why Miss Matty was miserable.

'I must come back with you, my dear,' said Miss Pole, 'because I promised to give Miss Matty the latest report on cousin Thomas. I'm sorry to say his housekeeper has informed me that he'll not live much longer.'

I took Miss Pole into Miss Matty's little drawing-room and left the two ladies alone.

Miss Matty did not come down to dinner, but that evening she talked to me about her girlhood. Clearly, she had been thinking about her sister, who had not wanted her to marry Thomas Holbrook. Perhaps they had not been kind thoughts, and now Miss Matty felt sorry, because she wanted to tell me how good and how clever Deborah had been. She and her mother had taught cooking and sewing to poor girls, and she had once danced with a lord, and she used to go to Arley Hall where they kept thirty servants... Deborah had also nursed her through a long illness. That illness, I decided, had followed Miss Matty's refusal of Mr Holbrook.

The next day, Miss Pole came to say that Mr Holbrook was dead. Miss Matty trembled and could not speak. She remained silent all that evening. Then she called the maid.

'Martha,' she said at last, 'you are young...'

Martha curtsied. 'Yes, madam. Twenty-two.'

'I did say that you must not have any followers. But perhaps, Martha, you will one day meet a young man whom you like and who likes you. If you do, and if I decide that he is respectable, he may come to see you once a week.'

Miss Matty was surprised, very surprised, by Martha's ready answer. 'Please, madam, there's Jem Hearn, madam. He earns three-and-sixpence a day, and he's six feet tall, and he'll be glad to come tomorrow night!'



love affair a romantic relationship between two people who are not married to each other. 恋情。

would rather... (than) prefer to. 宁愿，宁可；较喜欢。

train v. bring (a person or an animal) to a desired standard of efficiency, behaviour, etc. by instruction and practice. 培养；训练（人或动物）。

alarming adj. causing fear; disturbing. 使人害怕的；吓人的；扰乱人心的。

come to reach; arrive at. 达到；达成。

late adj. (attrib.) no longer alive. （作定语）已故的。

fault n. imperfection or flaw. 缺点；缺陷；毛病。

offer v. show or express the willingness or intention to do or give sth., etc. 表示愿意或有意做某事；给……某事物。

agreeable adj. pleasing, giving pleasure. 令人喜悦的；令人愉快的；宜人的。

apologize v. make an apology; say one is sorry. 道歉；赔不是。

shawl n. large (usu. square or oblong) piece of material worn round the shoulders or head of a woman. （女用）披肩，围巾。

remind sb. of sth. cause sb. to remember or be newly aware of sb./sth. 使某人回想起或意识到某人或某事物。

miserable adj. very unhappy or uncomfortable; wretched. 悲惨的；难受的；可怜的。

inform v. give sb. knowledge (of sth.); tell sb. 通知或报告某人（某事）；告诉某人。

girlhood n. state or time of being a girl. 少女时期。

curtsy v. (often a woman) bend one's knees with one foot behind the other to show respect to a more important person. 行屈膝礼。

respectable adj. of acceptable social position; decent and proper in appearance or behaviour. 体面的；有身份的；正派的；值得尊敬的。


3．很久以前的一段恋情

詹金斯小姐过世后，我没有料到会再去克兰福德。因此，我很高兴收到波尔小姐的信，邀请我去小住一段时间，几天之后又收到一封马蒂小姐的信，也向我发出了邀请。我答应看过波尔小姐后就去马蒂小姐那里；所以抵达克兰福德的第二天，我就去见她了。马蒂小姐一见到我就哭了起来。

我拉着她的手，真为她感到难过，失去了姐姐，她在这世上无依无靠。“亲爱的马蒂小姐！”我说。

“亲爱的，还是别叫我马蒂了，她不喜欢。求你了，亲爱的，叫我马蒂尔达好吗？”

我答应了——而且还试着那么称呼她。我们都试过，但没什么用，最后我们又都叫她“马蒂小姐”了。

我对波尔小姐的拜访平静无事。尊敬的贾米森夫人太胖了，也懒得举行聚会，而且没有詹金斯小姐挑头，其他女士也不知道该做什么。所以我就缝父亲的衬衣，波尔小姐则一边织毛线一边给我讲克兰福德的事情。其中一件事是很多年前她就觉察到的一段恋情。

一周之后，我搬到了马蒂尔达小姐家。她对一切都是那么焦虑不安！“你的房间还行吧，亲爱的？”我打开行李的时候她担心地问道，“火不太旺。我姐姐以前总是把一切都安排得井井有条。她可以在一周内就调教出一个仆人，可是范妮和我在一起已经有四个月了……”
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女仆们总是克兰福德女士们的一块心病，对于可怜的马蒂尔达小姐来说尤其如此。我已经说过，镇上没有多少男士，可是相貌英俊的青年工人的数量却多得惊人。有时候他们要到家中来访。要是女仆爱上了他们中的一个，那该怎么办？漂亮的范妮不许有任何“追求者”，不过她的女主人怀疑她有很多——我本人有一次奇怪地发现厨房的大钟后面藏着什么东西，好像是个年轻人。

然而，我造访的时候，范妮有事必须离开，所以我同意留下来帮马蒂尔达小姐训练新来的女仆。马莎是农场来的女孩儿，举止粗鲁，长相忠厚。我喜欢她，并且答应教她屋里的规矩。这些规矩，当然，是詹金斯小姐的规矩。马蒂尔达小姐在她姐姐活着的时候曾对其中的许多规矩颇有怨言，而现在这些规矩却必须保留。对此，她的态度明确。而对其他的事情，她却忧心忡忡，毫无主见。

现在我要讲讲那段恋情了。似乎波尔小姐有个表兄在很久以前曾经向马蒂尔达小姐求过婚。他名叫托马斯·霍尔布鲁克，住在距克兰福德几英里远的自家庄园里，那庄园叫作伍德利。他是一个真正的乡下人，非常开朗真诚，波尔小姐这么告诉我的。“他爱大声朗诵，”她又加上一句，“除了已故的教区长詹金斯先生，他比我听到过的任何人朗诵得都好。”

“马蒂尔达小姐为什么没嫁给他？”我问道。

“也许教区长和詹金斯小姐觉得托马斯表兄还不够绅士，配不上她。你知道詹金斯家和彼得·阿莱爵士有些亲戚关系，詹金斯小姐很为此感到自豪。”

“可怜的马蒂小姐！那以后她见过霍尔布鲁克先生吗？”

“我想没有吧。她拒绝了他之后，他就不再到克兰福德来了。”

“现在他多大年纪了？”

“大约70岁，亲爱的。”波尔小姐说。

奇怪的是，不久之后我就见到了霍尔布鲁克先生。马蒂尔达小姐和我在海伊大街约翰逊先生的商店里看一些新到的彩色丝绸，就在那时，一个穿着乡下衣服，又高又瘦的老头儿急匆匆地走了进来。他等得不耐烦，就告诉店里的伙计他要的东西。马蒂尔达小姐听到他的声音，突然坐了下来。我立刻就猜出他是谁了。

“詹金斯小姐要黑色的丝绸。”另一个伙计朝店里喊道。

霍尔布鲁克先生听到了这个名字。“马蒂——马蒂尔达小姐！我都没认出你来！你好吗？”他热情地跟她握手，“我都没认出你来！”他重复道。

我们什么也没买就离开了商店，霍尔布鲁克先生陪着我们走回家。又见到了他的旧情人，他显然非常高兴。提到詹金斯小姐，他甚至说“你可怜的姐姐！唉，唉！我们都有过错。”后来他离开我们的时候说他希望不久以后能再见到马蒂小姐。

她径直回到自己的房间。吃茶点的时间她走下楼时，我发现她哭过。

*　*　*

几天后，霍尔布鲁克先生写了张便条来。现在已经是六月了。马蒂小姐和我愿不愿意出来到伍德利玩一天？他问道。他还邀请了他的表妹波尔小姐，这样我们三个可以同乘一辆马车去。

起先，马蒂小姐不愿接受这个邀请。后来，当我们最终说服她的时候，她又到商店里为这次造访买了顶新圆帽。

显然她以前从未到过伍德利。我们驱车前往那里的路上，她有些发抖，我看得出她在回忆以前的事情。旅程快结束的时候，她坐得笔直，忧郁地望着马车窗外。

房子就建在田里，还有一个长满玫瑰花和小果树的老花园。“真漂亮。”马蒂小姐低声说道，此时霍尔布鲁克先生出现在门口，热情地微笑着。

这一天过得很愉快。我们坐在一个漂亮的房间里说话，房间里堆满了书，有些乱。我提出要看一看花园，这让老先生很高兴。他的管家在一个算是厨房的地方招待我们吃了午饭，随后我和他一起在他的田地里散步。后来，回到房子里的时候，他提出给我们朗诵几首丁尼生先生的新诗。
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“好啊，请吧，托马斯表哥！”波尔小姐说。

我想这是因为她想让我听听他那精彩的朗诵，虽然后来她说那是因为她想继续织毛线。

对于马蒂小姐来说，霍尔布鲁克先生所做的一切都令人称心如意。他开始读一首叫作《洛克斯利大厅》的长诗，不久她就睡着了，不过他的声音一停，她又醒来了。“多好啊！”她立即说。

“好吗，小姐？那是美！”

这首诗描写的是失落的爱情，但是马蒂小姐并没有听到这些。“哦，是的。我的意思是美！”她抱歉地说道，“这和约翰逊博士写的那首美妙的诗很像，我姐姐以前经常读的。我忘记叫什么名字了。”

“你指的是哪首诗，小姐？写的是什么？”

“我不记得写的是什么。不过那是约翰逊博士写的，写得很美……”

我们坐上马车返回克兰福德的时候，霍尔布鲁克先生答应不久就来拜访我们。这似乎令马蒂小姐很高兴，虽然我们一离开伍德利，她就开始为马莎担心了。我们不在的时候，这个女孩儿有没有带个“追求者”来？

然而，马莎来帮我们下马车的时候，看不到任何有“追求者”的迹象。她总是把马蒂小姐照顾得好好的，今晚她说：

“啊！亲爱的小姐，你晚上不应该披着这么薄的披肩出去！你会着凉的，你这个年纪，小姐，你应该注意。”

“我这个年纪！”马蒂小姐几乎有些生气地说，“我这个年纪！怎么，马莎，你觉得我有多老？”

“嗯，小姐。我说你快60了——不过我并没有什么恶意。”

“马莎，我还不到52岁！”马蒂小姐说道。今天的访问让她想起了过去，我想她不愿记起那是多久以前的事。

关于霍尔布鲁克先生，无论是当时还是那以后，马蒂小姐什么也没对我说，不过通过仔细观察，我发现她仍然爱着他。现在她每天都戴着最好的帽子，坐在窗边，这样可以看见下面的街道。

他来了。他礼貌地问我们从伍德利回家路上的情况，然后突然站了起来。“嗯，小姐，”他对马蒂尔达小姐说，“我能不能给你带点儿巴黎的东西？我一两个星期以后就要去那里。”

“去巴黎？！”

“是啊。我一直想去那里看看……哦，亲爱的，我差点儿忘了！这是你在我家喜欢上的那几首诗。”他从外衣口袋里掏出一个小包递给她，“再见，马蒂，”他说，“你要保重。”

他走了。但是他给了她一本书，而且他还叫她马蒂，就像他30年前做的那样。

*　*　*

这之后不久我就离开了克兰福德，命令马莎好好照料她的女主人，如果有什么事就给我写信。

11月，她给我写了张便条，说马蒂尔达小姐“情绪很低落，吃不下饭”，所以我就回去了。马蒂小姐看起来的确面色苍白，神情惨淡。第二天早上我拜访了波尔小姐，才知道托马斯·霍尔布鲁克病得很重。去巴黎的那次旅行让他吃不消。啊！这就是马蒂小姐痛苦的原因。

“我必须和你一起回去，亲爱的，”波尔小姐说，“因为我答应向马蒂小姐报告托马斯表哥的最新情况。很遗憾，他的管家已经通知我他活不了多久了。”

我把波尔小姐带进马蒂小姐的小休息室，然后就让这两位女士单独待在一起。

马蒂小姐没下楼吃晚饭，不过那天晚上她和我说起了自己的少女时代。显然，她一直在想她姐姐，是她姐姐不让她嫁给托马斯·霍尔布鲁克的。也许这些想法不厚道，现在马蒂小姐觉得后悔了，因为她想告诉我德博拉有多好、多聪明。她和她母亲都给穷人家的女孩子教过烹饪和缝纫，而且她还和一位勋爵跳过舞，她以前常常去阿莱厅，那里有30个仆人……她有一次生病的时候德博拉还照顾了她很长时间。那场病，我想，是在马蒂小姐拒绝了霍尔布鲁克先生之后得上的。

第二天，波尔小姐来告诉我们霍尔布鲁克先生的死讯。马蒂小姐浑身颤抖，说不出话来。整个晚上她都沉默不语。后来她把女仆叫来。

“马莎，”她最后说，“你还年轻……”

马莎行了个屈膝礼，“是，小姐。22岁。”

“我确实说过你不能有追求者。不过也许，马莎，有一天你会遇到一个中意的年轻人，而他也喜欢你。如果是那样，如果我认为他值得尊敬，他可以一周来这里见你一次。”

马蒂小姐对马莎的迅速回答感到惊讶，非常惊讶。“那太好了，小姐，有一个杰姆·赫恩，小姐。他一天挣三先令六便士，有六英尺高，他会很乐意明天晚上来！”


4
Poor Peter

I have often noticed that everyone has some little meanness. Miss Matty Jenkyns was mean about candles. In the winter afternoons, she used to knit for hours just by firelight; and though candles were brought in with our tea, we never burnt more than one of them.

One evening, I remember, this meanness quite annoyed me. Miss Matty had fallen asleep and it was too dark for me to sew even in front of the fire. When Martha brought in the lighted candle and tea, Miss Matty woke up with a sad little jump. She had been dreaming about her early life, I think, because all through tea she talked about her childhood. Then, afterwards, she went to her room to fetch some old family letters. I wanted more light by which to read them, but Miss Matty still refused to light a second candle.

The earliest letters were two yellow packets, tied together. 'Letters between my dear parents before their marriage in July 1774,' said Miss Jenkyns's writing. The rector of Cranford was about twenty-seven at that time, and Miss Matty's mother was not yet eighteen. The only writing of the rector's I had seen before was a grand sermon in the style of Dr Johnson. So it was strange to read these fresh young letters from him, full of love for his Molly. The girl's letters were rather different—all about wedding clothes, and a white silk dress she desperately wanted.

'We must burn them, 1 think,' said Miss Matty doubtfully. 'No one will care for them when I've gone.' One by one, she dropped the letters into the fire. The room was light enough now.

The other letters were written between about 1775 and 1805. There were sweet letters between the mother and grandmother when Deborah was born. There were later letters from the rector, full of Latin words. There were badly-spelt replies from his wife about 'bewtiful little Matty'. And there was one letter from the grandfather about a son. How strange, I thought, that I had never heard of this son before.

Then we came to Miss Jenkyns's letters. It took us two nights to read them all. The longest ones were written during a visit to Newcastle-upon-Tyne early in 1805. Some people were expecting Napoleon Buonaparte to land there, and Miss Jenkyns was clearly alarmed.

'It was a frightening time, my dear,' explained Miss Matty. 'I used to wake up at night and think I heard the French entering Cranford! My father, I remember, wrote a lot of sermons against Napoleon.'

The son, Peter Arley Jenkyns ('poor Peter!' Miss Matty began to call him), was at school at Shrewsbury by this time. The rector wrote in Latin to his boy, and the boy wrote back careful 'show' letters, with notes to his mother at the end: 'Mother dear, do send me a cake!'

Soon, 'poor Peter' was in trouble at school. There were letters to his father apologizing for some wrong-doing, and a note to his mother. 'My dearest Mother, I will be a better boy. I will, indeed. But please don't be ill because of me. I'm not worth it.'

After this note, Miss Matty was crying too much to speak. She got up and took it to her room in case it was burnt by mistake. 'Poor Peter!' she said. 'He was always in trouble. He was too fond of fun and jokes. Poor Peter! '

*　*　*

Peter won no honours at school, it seemed, and he was brought back to Cranford, to study at home.

'He was a kind boy in many ways,' said Miss Matty. 'Like dear Captain Brown, he was always ready to help any old person or child. But he did like playing jokes and making fun. Once, I remember, he dressed himself as a lady visitor to the town and asked to see "the rector who gave such wonderful sermons". My father believed him, I mean her, and offered her all his sermons about Napoleon. Then he made Peter copy them all out for her instead of going fishing! How I wanted to laugh!'

'Did Miss Jenkyns know about these jokes?' I asked.

'Oh, no! I was the only one who knew. Peter used to say that the old ladies in the town needed something to talk about. But sometimes he didn't tell me, and at last a terrible, sad thing happened...'

Miss Matty went to the door and opened it. There was no one there. She rang the bell, and told Martha to go across the town for some eggs. 'I'll lock the door when you've gone, Martha. You're not afraid to go, are you?'

'Oh no, madam! Jem Hearn will be proud to come with me.'

Miss Matty's eyes widened. She was still a little worried by the idea of Martha having a follower.

'I'll put out the candle, my dear,' she said to me as soon as we were alone. 'We can talk just as well by firelight.'

'Well, it was a quiet spring day, I remember. Deborah had gone away for a fortnight, and my father was visiting some sick people in the town. Peter, it seems, went up to Deborah's room and dressed himself in her old dress and shawl and bonnet. And he made the pillow from her bed into—are you sure we locked the door, my dear?—into a little baby with long, white clothes. And he walked up and down outside, and nursed the pillow just like a baby, and talked to it in the way people do to babies. Then, oh my dear, my father came back and saw a crowd of people looking into our garden. At first, he thought they were looking at his flowers. Then he saw Peter. His face went white, he was so angry. He tore the clothes off Peter's back and threw the pillow into the crowd and, in front of everyone, he beat Peter with his walkingstick. My dear, that boy's joke, on that spring day, broke my mother's heart and changed my father for ever.'

'Peter stood still until my father had finished. Then he walked slowly into the house, put his arms round my mother and kissed her. Before she could speak, he had gone. We couldn't understand it.'

'She sent me to ask my father what had happened. "Tell your mother I have beaten Peter," he said.'

'When I told her, my pretty little mother sat down, very white. Then we began to search the house. It was a big old house, and we searched and searched. "Peter, dear!" my mother called softly. "It's only me." Then her cry grew louder. "Peter! Peter! Where are you?"

'The afternoon went on. The servants joined the search. My father sat with his head in his hands. When it was nearly dark, he got up. "Molly," he began, "I did not mean all this to happen—" As he looked at my mother's poor white face, tears came into his eyes. And then she took my father's great hand in her little one and led him along, from room to room, through the house and garden, everywhere. I sent someone to Mr Holbrook to ask if Peter was at his house. Mr Holbrook was Miss Pole's cousin, you know, and he had been very kind to Peter and had taught him how to fish. But Peter wasn't there or anywhere in Cranford.'

'Where was he?' I asked.

'He had gone to Liverpool. There was war then, and some of the king's ships were at the mouth of the River Mersey. They were glad to have a fine, tall boy like Peter. The captain wrote to my father, and Peter wrote to my mother. Those letters are here somewhere too.'

We lit the candle and found them. The captain's letter told the parents to come to Liverpool immediately if they wished to see their boy. And Peter's letter begged his mother to come. 'Mother! We may go into battle. I hope we shall, and that we'll defeat those French. I must see you first, though.'

'But my father and mother arrived too late,' said Miss Matty. 'The ship had gone.'

We sat silently for a while. Peter's ship went to the Mediterranean, Miss Matty told me at last, and later he was sent to India. Her mother had never been strong and she died less than a year after he went away.

'And the day after her death—yes, the day after—a packet arrived for her from India from her poor boy. It was a large, soft, white shawl. Deborah took it in to my father and he held it in his hands and said, "She always wanted a shawl like this. We'll bury her in it. Peter would like that."

'On the day of my mother's funeral, Deborah told me that she would never marry and leave my father, even if she had a hundred offers of marriage. This wasn't very likely, of course—I don't think she had one; but it was good of her to say it. She was a wonderful daughter. She did everything for my father.'

'Did Mr Peter ever come home?'

'Yes, once. My father took him into every house in Cranford, he was so proud of him in his uniform. Deborah used to smile (I don't think we ever laughed again after my mother's death) and say she was not needed any more.'

'And then?' I asked.

'Then Peter went to sea again. And after a while my father died, and we had to come to this small house with just one servant instead of four. Poor Deborah!'

'And Mr Peter?'

'Oh, there was some great war in India and we've never heard of him since then, I believe he's dead, though sometimes when all the house is quiet, I think I hear him coming up the street. But the sound always goes past and Peter never comes... Is that Martha? I'll go, my dear. No, I don't need a candle...'

'Was it Martha?' I asked when she returned.

'Yes. And I heard such a strange noise when I opened the door.'

'Where?'

'In the street, just outside. It sounded like—'

'Talking?'

'No! Kissing!'



meanness n. the state of being ungenerous or selfish (esp. with money). 吝啬；自私（尤指金钱方面）。

fetch v. go for and bring back sb./sth. 接来（某人）；取来（某物）。

desperately adv. very much. 非常；很。

Napoleon Buonaparte 拿破仑·波拿巴（1769-1821），法国皇帝。

land v. arrive somewhere in an aircraft, boat, etc. 登陆。

alarmed adj. anxious or afraid. 担心；害怕。

in trouble in a difficult or dangerous situation. 陷入麻烦；陷入困境。

by mistake as a result of carelessness, forgetfulness, etc.; in error. 错误地（因粗心、遗忘等所致）。

play joke (on sb.) trick sb. in order to make him appear ridiculous. 戏弄某人。

make fun (of sb./sth.) （cause people to) laugh (at sb./sth.), usu. unkindly; ridicule (sb./sth.). （使人）（因某人或某事物）发笑（通常含恶意）；嘲笑（某人或某事物）。

widen v. (cause sth. to) become wider. 使（某物）变宽；加宽；放宽。

put out cause sth. to stop burning. 熄灭；使某物停止燃烧。

just as well prudent or appropriate. 倒也不错；也相宜。

break sb.'s heart make sb. feel very sad. 使某人很伤心。

go on (of time) pass; elapse; go by. （指时间）过去；流逝；经过。

defeat v. win a victory over; overcome. 战胜；击败。

bury v. place (a dead body) in a grave. 将（尸体）埋葬。

hear of sb. be told about or have knowledge of sb. 听到或知道某人的情况。


4．可怜的彼得

我经常注意到每个人都有小气的地方。马蒂·詹金斯小姐用蜡烛就很小气。冬天的下午，她经常只借着火光织好几个小时的毛线；虽然蜡烛是和茶点一起拿进来的，我们点的蜡烛却从不超过一枝。

我记得有一天晚上，这种小气令我很不高兴。马蒂小姐睡着了，房间里实在太黑，就是在炉火前我也没法缝东西。马莎把点好的蜡烛和茶点端进来的时候，马蒂小姐一下子惊醒了，有一点儿难过的样子。我想，她大概梦到了她早年的生活，因为整个喝茶的时间她都在讲自己的童年。后来，她到自己的房间去取一些从前的家信。我想让房间更亮一点儿好借着光读这些信，可是马蒂小姐却不同意再点一根蜡烛。

最早的信装在系在一起的两个黄色小包里。“敬爱的双亲在1774年7月结婚前的通信。”詹金斯小姐写道。克兰福德的教区长时年27岁左右，马蒂小姐的母亲当时还不满18岁。以前我只见过教区长模仿约翰逊博士的风格所写的一篇颇有气势的布道文，所以读到他年轻时代写的这些书信有一种奇怪的感觉，这些信字里行间饱含着他对莫利的深情。女孩儿的信却很不相同——都是关于结婚礼服，还有她特别想要的一条白丝裙的事情。

“我想，我们该把它们烧了，”马蒂小姐有些迟疑地说，“我去世后就没人来保管这些信了。”一封接一封地，她把这些信丢到了火里。现在房间里够亮了。
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其他的信大约写于1775年至1805年之间。有一些是德博拉出生的时候母亲与外祖母之间的通信，很温馨。还有一些教区长后来写的信，里面尽是拉丁文。还有他妻子错字连篇的回信，都是关于“飘亮的小马蒂”的。还有一封信是外祖父写的，关于一个儿子的事。真奇怪，我想，我以前还从没听说过这个儿子呢。

后来我们读到了詹金斯小姐的信，我们用了两个晚上才把这些信全部读完。最长的几封信写于1805年初的泰恩河畔纽卡斯尔之行期间。当时一些人正盼着拿破仑·波拿巴在那里登陆，显然詹金斯小姐受了惊吓。

“那是令人胆寒的时代，亲爱的，”马蒂小姐解释道，“我经常在夜里醒来，觉得听到了法国人进入克兰福德的声音！我记得，我父亲写了很多反对拿破仑的布道文。”

那个儿子叫彼得·阿莱·詹金斯（“可怜的彼得！”马蒂小姐开始这么称呼他），当时正在什鲁斯伯里上学。教区长用拉丁文给儿子写信，而他儿子的回信则写得认认真真，做足了“表面功夫”，信末还要给他母亲写上一两句诸如“亲爱的妈妈，一定要给我送块蛋糕来！”之类的话。

不久，“可怜的彼得”就在学校惹了麻烦。有几封信是他为自己所做的错事向父亲道歉的，还有一张写给母亲的便条：“我最亲爱的妈妈，我会做个好孩子。我一定会的。但请你不要为了我而生病，我不配。”

看了这张便条之后，马蒂小姐哭得说不出话来。她站起来把便条拿到自己屋里，以免把它误烧了。“可怜的彼得！”她说，“他总是麻烦不断，他太喜欢逗乐开玩笑了。可怜的彼得！”

*　*　*

似乎彼得在学校从没取得过好成绩，所以他被带回克兰福德在家学习。

“在很多方面他都是个好孩子，”马蒂小姐说，“像亲爱的布朗上尉一样，他总是乐于帮助老人和孩子。但他的确喜欢开玩笑逗乐。我记得有一次，他装成一个到镇上来访的女士，请求见见‘作精彩布道的教区长’。我父亲对他信以为真，我是说她，并给她提供了他写的所有有关拿破仑的布道文。然后他不让彼得去钓鱼，而是让他把这些布道文全部抄写出来给她！真好笑！”

“詹金斯小姐知道这些玩笑吗？”我问道。

“哦，不！只有我一个人知道。彼得以前常说镇上的老太太们需要一些谈资。不过有时候他也不跟我讲，最后一件可怕而又糟糕的事情发生了……”

马蒂小姐走到门口把门打开。那里没人。她按了按铃，吩咐马莎到镇子那头去买些鸡蛋：“你走之后我要把门锁上，马莎。你不害怕去那里，对吗？”

“哦不，小姐！杰姆·赫恩会很自豪地和我一起去的。”

马蒂小姐的眼睛都瞪大了。想到马莎有个追求者，她仍有点儿担心。

“亲爱的，我要熄灭蜡烛，”一剩下我们她就对我说，“我们在炉火边说话也一样。”

“嗯，我记得那是一个宁静的春日。德博拉已经离开两星期了，我父亲正在镇上看望一些病人。好像彼得来到德博拉的房间里，穿上她的旧衣服和披肩，戴上她的圆帽。然后他把她床上的枕头弄成——你确信我们把门锁上了吗，亲爱的？——弄成一个穿着长长的白衣服的婴儿的样子。然后他在外面走来走去，就像照顾婴儿一样照顾着枕头，而且用人们哄婴儿的方式跟它说话。后来，哦天哪，我父亲回来看见一群人朝我家的花园里张望。起先，他以为他们是在看他的花。后来他看见了彼得。他的脸都气白了。他把衣服从彼得背上撕下来，把枕头扔到人群里，然后当着大家的面，用拐杖打彼得。亲爱的，那个春日，这孩子的一个玩笑伤透了我母亲的心，也让我父亲整个变了个人。

“彼得站着不动，直到我父亲打完。然后他慢慢地走回房里，搂着我母亲吻了吻。她还没来得及说话，他就走了。我们都不知道是怎么回事。

“她派我去问我父亲发生了什么事。‘告诉你妈我打了彼得。’他说。

“当我告诉她这一切时，我那瘦小美丽的母亲坐了下来，面色苍白。然后我们就开始在房子里到处找，那是一幢很大的老屋。我们找啊找。‘彼得，亲爱的！’我母亲轻声呼唤着，‘这里只有我。’然后她的呼喊声越来越大。‘彼得！彼得！你在哪儿？’

“一个下午过去了。连仆人们都加入了寻找。我父亲用手抱着头坐着。天快黑的时候他站了起来。‘莫利，’他开始说，‘我没想到事情会这样——’当他看见我母亲那可怜苍白的脸时，他的眼中噙满了泪水。然后，她用她的小手牵着我父亲的大手，领着他，从一个房间走到另一个房间，穿过整幢房子和花园，到处都走了一遍。我派人到霍尔布鲁克先生那里去打听彼得有没有去他那里。霍尔布鲁克先生是波尔小姐的表兄，这你知道，他对彼得很好，还教过他怎么钓鱼。但彼得不在他那里，也不在克兰福德的任何地方。”

“他在哪儿？”我问道。

“他去了利物浦。当时那里正在打仗，国王的一些船只泊在默西河口。他们很高兴能有彼得这样出色的高个子男孩儿。船长写信给我父亲，彼得也给我母亲来了信。这些信件也在这里的什么地方。”

我们点着蜡烛找到了这些信。船长写信告诉他父母，如果他们想见儿子的话就立刻去利物浦。彼得的信则恳求他母亲到他那儿去：“妈妈！我们可能要去打仗了。我希望我们能参战，我们会打败那些法国人。可是我必须先见您一面。”

“可惜我的父母去得太迟了，”马蒂小姐说，“船已经走了。”

我们默默地坐了一会儿。彼得的船开到了地中海地区，马蒂小姐最后告诉我，后来他又被派往印度。她母亲的身体一直不好，在他走后不到一年就过世了。

“她去世后的第二天——是的，第二天——她那可怜的儿子从印度给她寄来了一个包裹。那是一条又大又软的白色披肩。德博拉把它拿到我父亲那里，他手捧着它说道：‘她一直想要一条这样的披肩。我们给她披着这条披肩下葬。彼得会喜欢的。’

“我母亲葬礼那天，德博拉告诉我她永远也不会结婚离开父亲，哪怕有100个人向她求婚。这当然不大可能——我想没人向她求过婚；不过她这么说倒是出于好意。她是个很孝顺的女儿，为了我父亲她什么都做。”

“彼得先生回过家吗？”

“是的，回来过一次。我父亲带着他拜访了克兰福德的每一家，他很为他穿军装的儿子感到自豪。德博拉老是微笑着（我不记得母亲过世后我们大笑过）说她不再有用了。”

“后来呢？”我问道。

“后来彼得又出海了。过了没多久我父亲就去世了，我们不得不搬到这幢小房子里，只用一个仆人，而不是四个。可怜的德博拉！”

“彼得先生呢？”

“哦，在印度有一些大战，从那以后我们再也没听到过他的消息，我想他已经死了，虽然有时当屋里都安静下来的时候，我觉得我听到了他从街上走来的声音。但这声音总是一晃而过，而彼得却一直没有回来……是马莎吗？我去开门，亲爱的。不，我不需要蜡烛……”

“是马莎吗？”她回来的时候我问道。

“是的。我开门的时候听到一个奇怪的声音。”

“在哪儿？”

“在街上，就在外面。听起来像——”

“说话？”

“不！是接吻！”


5
'Your ladyship'

One morning, before twelve o'clock, Martha came up and said that Miss Betty Barker would like to speak to her mistress. Miss Matty disappeared to change her cap and Miss Barker came upstairs, apologizing again and again for her visit.

Miss Betty Barker was the daughter of the late Mr Jenkyns's clerk. She and her elder sister (who had worked for Mrs Jamieson) had been ladies' maids. Later, they had had a hat-shop, with Lady Arley as a customer. When the sister died, Miss Betty shut the shop and became the most wonderfully dressed lady in Cranford—wearing all the bonnets and caps and ribbons that were left on her shelves.

And now Miss Betty Barker had called to invite Miss Matty to tea on the following Tuesday. She had already invited the Honourable Mrs Jamieson, she said. She invited me too—though she was clearly worried that, as my father had gone to live in Drumble, he was now in 'that awful cotton trade'. Miss Barker's own days in 'trade' had finished several years ago, and she now liked to think of herself as one of the ladies of Cranford—though she was always very respectful towards the 'best' families.

'Mrs Jamieson is coming?' asked Miss Matty.

'Yes. It's most kind of ladies such as Mrs Jamieson and yourself to call on someone like myself...' Miss Barker began to apologize again.

She was now going, she told Miss Matty, to see Mrs Forrester and Miss Pole. 'Of course, I invited you first, madam, as a rector's daughter. But we must not forget that Mrs Forrester is related to the Bigges of Bigelow Hall. So I shall invite her before I invite Miss Pole.'

'And Mrs Fitz-Adam?' asked Miss Matty.

'No, madam. I have great respect for Mrs Fitz-Adam but Mrs Jamieson would not like to meet her, I think.' Miss Barker rose. 'Will you come to my little house at half past six, Miss Matilda? That's when Mrs Jamieson has promised to come.' Miss Betty Barker curtsied and left.

Mrs Fitz-Adam was the sister of Mr Hoggins, the Cranford doctor. Their parents were respectable farmers, but they did not belong to Cranford 'society'. When Miss Mary Hoggins married Mr Fitz-Adam (whoever he was), she left the town. Then, after his death, she reappeared as a widow in black silk, and rented a large old house.

I remember that the ladies of Cranford met to discuss whether they should visit her. The matter had still not been decided when Miss Jenkyns died.

'However, as most of us are either unmarried or widows without children,' Miss Pole had said, 'we'll soon have no society at all if we don't change our rules a little.'

So everybody called on Mrs Fitz-Adam—everybody except Mrs Jamieson, who was related, of course, to the family of a lord. She used to show how important she was by never seeing or speaking to Mrs Fitz-Adam when they met at the Cranford parties. Mrs Fitz-Adam was large and, when Mrs Jamieson came in, she always stood up and curtsied very low. But Mrs Jamieson still did not see her.

*　*　*

It was a bright spring evening when the four of us—Miss Matty, Mrs Forrester, Miss Pole and myself—met outside Miss Barker's house. We heard loud whispers inside. 'Wait, Peggy! Wait until I've run upstairs! Then, when I cough, open the door.'

The cough came. Immediately, a maid opened the door and showed us into a small room that had been the shop. We uncovered our caps and shook our skirts. Then we walked up the narrow stairs to Miss Barker's drawingroom. Kind, gentle Mrs Forrester was given the second place of honour. The first place, of course, was for the Honourable Mrs Jamieson, who soon came heavily up the stairs.

And now Miss Betty Barker was a proud, happy woman! Peggy the maid came in with a generous trayful of cake. Did the ladies think this vulgar, I wondered? Clearly, they did not. All the cake disappeared. I saw Mrs Jamieson eat three pieces, slowly, with an expression not unlike a cow's.

After tea, the ladies played cards—all except myself (I was rather afraid of the Cranford ladies at cards) and Mrs Jamieson, who fell asleep in her armchair. I enjoyed watching the four ladies' caps at the card-table, and hearing Miss Barker's 'Sssh, ladies, please! Mrs Jamieson is asleep!'

Then the door opened. Mrs Jamieson woke up, and Peggy came in with another trayful of good things! We did not usually eat supper, but politely (and hungrily) we gave in. We even accepted a little drink...

Suddenly, Mrs Jamieson gave us some news. 'My sister-in-law, Lady Glenmire, is coming to stay with me.'

'Indeed!' said everyone. Then there was a pause. Did we have the right dresses in which to appear before Lady Glenmire? We felt very excited and unsure.

Not long after this, the little party came to an end. Mrs Jamieson got into her carriage, and the rest of us walked home along the quiet little street.

At twelve next day, Miss Pole appeared at Miss Matty's. 'What should we call Lady Glenmire?' she asked anxiously. 'Must we say "your ladyship" instead of just "you"? And "my lady" instead of "madam"? You knew Lady Arley, Miss Matty. What did you call her?'

Poor Miss Matty! She took off her glasses and she put them on again, but she could not remember. 'It was so long ago,' she said, 'and I only ever saw her twice. Oh dear, how stupid I am!'

'Then I'd better go and ask Mrs Forrester,' said Miss Pole. 'We don't want Lady Glenmire to think we know nothing about polite society here in Cranford.'

'Who is Lady Glenmire exactly?' I asked when Miss Pole had gone.

'My dear, she's the widow of Lord Glenmire, and he was Mr Jamieson's elder brother. But I wonder what we should call her...'

Miss Matty's worrying was unnecessary. Mrs Jamieson was the next person who arrived—and Mrs Jamieson, most impolitely, made it clear that she did not wish the Cranford ladies to visit her sister-in-law.

'Well!' said Miss Pole, who returned soon afterwards, very red and annoyed. 'So we must not call on Lady Glenmire! Only the best county families are acceptable visitors, and Cranford society is not good enough, it seems! Yes, I met Mrs Jamieson on her way from here to Mrs Forrester's, and she told me. I wish I'd said something sharp. Who is this Lady Glenmire anyway? Only the widow of a Scottish lord, and the fifth daughter of some Mr Campbell.' Miss Pole, usually so kind and calm, was really annoyed. 'And I ordered a new cap this morning, in order to be quite ready!'

When we came out of church on Lady Glenmire's first Sunday in Cranford, we carefully turned our backs on Mrs Jamieson and her sister-in-law. We did not even look at Lady Glenmire, though we very much wanted to know what she was like.

Afterwards we questioned Martha, however, and Martha had used her eyes well. 'The little lady with Mrs Jamieson, you mean? She was wearing a rather old black silk dress and she had bright black eyes. She looked up and down the church, like a bird, and lifted her skirts when she came out, very quick and sharp. She's more like the landlady at the George Inn than a real lady!'

'Sssh, Martha!' said Miss Matty. 'That's not respectful.'

Another Sunday passed, and we still turned away from the two widows. By this time, Lady Glenmire was perhaps getting a little bored at Mrs Jamieson's. Whatever the reason, Mrs Jamieson suddenly sent us invitations to a small party. Her man Mulliner brought them himself, coming as usual to the front door instead of to the back like other servants.

Miss Matty and I quietly decided not to accept ours. But before we had replied, Miss Pole arrived.

'The invitation is for Tuesday,' Miss Matty told her. 'If you bring your knitting and drink tea with us that evening, I'll have a good reason to refuse.'

I saw Miss Pole's expression change. 'You're not going? Oh, Miss Matty, you must go! We can't let Mrs Jamieson think we care about anything she says. I'm ready to "forgive and forget". As a rector's daughter, you should do the same...'

The fact was that Miss Pole had a new cap and wanted to wear it. So in the end Miss Matty bought a new cap too, and so did Mrs Forrester, and we all went to Mrs Jamieson's party.

Mrs Jamieson's drawing-room was not a comfortable room. Neither she nor Mulliner—of whom she seemed a little afraid—did anything to make us feel welcome. Lady Glenmire arranged the chairs agreeably for us, however. Now that we could look at her, we saw that she was a bright little woman of middle age, who had been very pretty when she was young.

We were all silent at first, unsure what to say to 'my lady'. At last Miss Pole spoke. 'Has your ladyship seen the dear Queen lately?' she asked, and looked proudly round at us.

'I've never seen her in my life,' said Lady Glenmire in a sweet Scottish voice. 'In fact, I've only been to London twice. Have you been to Edinburgh?' she asked hopefully.

None of us had, but Miss Pole had an uncle who once passed a night there. So that was very pleasant.

Mrs Jamieson meanwhile began to wonder aloud why Mulliner did not bring in the tea, but she did not want to trouble Mulliner by ringing the bell. In the end, Lady Glenmire grew quite impatient, and rang the bell herself. Mulliner appeared, looking surprised.

'Lady Glenmire rang,' said Mrs Jamieson. 'I believe it was for tea.'

Tea came at last. The plates were very thin and fine. So was the bread-and-butter. We were grateful to Lady Glenmire for ordering more of it, and a comfortable conversation developed. Soon the ladies were playing cards happily together and even Miss Pole quite forgot to say 'my lady' and 'your ladyship'.

We learnt during the evening that Lady Glenmire had no plans to return quickly to Edinburgh. We were rather glad. We liked her.

'Isn't walking very unpleasant?' asked Mrs Jamieson as we prepared to leave. (This was a regular question from her as she had a carriage and never walked anywhere.)

'Oh no, not at night!' said Miss Pole. 'Such peace after the excitement of a party!' said Mrs Forrester. 'The stars are so beautiful!' said Miss Matty.

So we walked home under the stars, feeling very grand, after drinking tea with 'my lady'.

'My dears,' said Miss Pole next day, very pleased. 'Did you notice her dress? So inexpensive!'



clerk n. person employed in an office, a shop, etc. to keep records, accounts, etc. 文书；办事员；事务员。

Lady n. title used with the surname of the wives of some nobles. 夫人（某些贵族妻子的尊称，用时带姓）。

widow n. woman whose husband has died and who has not married again. 寡妇；孀妇。

uncover v. remove a cover or covering from (sth.). 移去（某物的）覆盖物；揭开（某物的）盖子。

generous adj. given freely; plentiful. 慷慨给予的；大量的；丰富的。

unlike prep. not like; different from sth. （与某事物）不同；不像。

pause n. temporary stop in action or speech. （行为、讲话中的）暂停，临时中止。

unsure adj. having little self-confidence. 缺乏自信。

ladyship n. (also Ladyship) a title used in speaking to or about a titled lady. 夫人；小姐（称呼或提及有头衔的女子时用作尊称）。

acceptable adj. welcome. 受欢迎的。

sharp adj. (derog.) intended or intending to criticize, injure, etc.; harsh; severe. （贬）中伤的；尖刻的；严厉的。

turn away from sb. stop facing or looking at sb. 转过脸不面对或不再看着某人。

forgive and forget dismiss from one's mind all unkind feelings and the desire to blame and punish sb. 不念旧恶；不记某人的仇。

unpleasant adj. not pleasant; disagreeable. 使人不愉快的；不合意的。

regular adj. habitual; constant. 习惯性的；固定不变的。


5．“尊敬的夫人”

一天早上，还不到12点，马莎上来说贝蒂·巴克小姐想和女主人说话。马蒂小姐立刻去换帽子。巴克小姐上楼来，一再为自己的贸然造访而道歉。

贝蒂·巴克小姐是已故詹金斯先生的书记员的女儿。她和她姐姐（她曾为贾米森夫人工作）以前一直给女士们做女仆。后来，她们开了个帽店，阿莱夫人是她们的主顾之一。姐姐死后，贝蒂小姐关掉帽店，成了克兰福德最会穿衣打扮的女士——戴着货架上剩下的各种圆帽、无边帽和丝带。

现在贝蒂·巴克小姐登门邀请马蒂小姐下周二去喝茶。她说她已经邀请了尊敬的贾米森夫人。她也邀请了我——虽然她明显地有些不安，因为我父亲已经去德莱姆伯尔住了，现在正在从事着“可怕的棉花交易”。巴克小姐自己“做生意”的日子几年前就结束了，现在她喜欢把自己视为克兰福德女士中的一员——虽然她对“最好的”人家总是心怀敬意。

“贾米森夫人也要来吗？”马蒂小姐问道。

“是的，像贾米森夫人和您这样的女士能来造访我这样的人真是太好了……”巴克小姐又开始客气了。

她现在要走了，她告诉马蒂小姐说，她要去见福里斯特夫人和波尔小姐。“当然，我最先邀请的是您，小姐，您是教区长的女儿。不过我们也不应该忘记，福里斯特夫人和比奇洛厅的比格一家有亲戚关系。所以我应该先邀请她，再邀请波尔小姐。”

“菲茨-亚当夫人呢？”马蒂小姐问。

“不，小姐。虽然我很尊敬菲茨-亚当夫人，但我想贾米森夫人不愿见到她。”巴克小姐站起身，“您6点半到寒舍来行吗，马蒂尔达小姐？贾米森夫人答应那个时间到。”贝蒂·巴克小姐行了个屈膝礼，然后就走了。

菲茨-亚当夫人是克兰福德的医生霍金斯先生的妹妹。他们的父母都是受人尊敬的农民，不过他们不属于克兰福德的“上流社会”。玛丽·霍金斯小姐嫁给菲茨-亚当先生（管他是谁）后，就离开了镇子。后来他去世之后，她又穿着寡妇的黑色丝绸衣服重新在镇上露面，而且租住在一幢很大的老房子里。

我记得克兰福德的女士们曾经碰面讨论过是否要去拜访她。不过直到詹金斯小姐去世，这件事仍然悬而未决。

“不过，我们大都要么没结婚，要么守寡无子，”波尔小姐说，“如果我们不稍稍改变一下规则，要不了多久我们的上流社会就不存在了。”

所以大家都去拜访了菲茨-亚当夫人——只有贾米森夫人除外，当然，她是和一位勋爵的家族有亲戚关系的。她以前在克兰福德的聚会上从来不见或者不和菲茨-亚当夫人说话，以此来显示自己的重要地位。菲茨-亚当夫人比较胖，每当贾米森夫人进来的时候，她都站起来深深地行个屈膝礼，但贾米森夫人对此视若不见。
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*　*　*

那是一个愉快的春季之夜，我们四个人——马蒂小姐、福里斯特夫人、波尔小姐和我——在巴克小姐家门外碰面。我们听到里面大声耳语的声音。“等一下，佩吉！等我跑到楼上！然后，我一咳嗽，就开门。”

咳嗽声响了。一个女仆马上打开了门，把我们带进一间曾用作商店的小屋。我们摘下帽子，抖了抖裙子，然后就走上窄窄的楼梯来到巴克小姐的休息室。温柔和善的福里斯特夫人坐了第二席，首席当然是留给尊敬的贾米森夫人的，而她不久就迈着沉重的脚步走上楼来。

现在贝蒂·巴克小姐成了一个自豪而幸福的女人！女仆佩吉端进来一大盘蛋糕。我想知道，女士们觉得这俗气吗？显然没有。所有的蛋糕都吃完了。我看见贾米森夫人吃了三块蛋糕，吃得很慢，脸上的表情和母牛倒有些相似。

茶点过后，女士们玩起了扑克——只有我（我挺害怕玩牌时的克兰福德女士们）和贾米森夫人没参加，她在扶手椅里睡着了。我喜欢看女士们放在牌桌上的四顶帽子，还喜欢听巴克小姐说“嘘，女士们，轻点儿！贾米森夫人睡着了！”

后来门开了，贾米森夫人醒了过来，佩吉又端进来一盘好东西！我们一般不吃晚饭，但出于礼貌（还有饥饿）我们让步了。我们甚至还喝了点儿酒……

突然，贾米森夫人告诉了我们一些消息：“我嫂子格兰米尔夫人，要来和我小住一阵。”

“真的！”大家说。接着是一段短暂的沉默。我们有合适的衣服穿着去见格兰米尔夫人吗？我们觉得非常激动但又不自信。

不久以后，小聚会就结束了。贾米森夫人坐进她的马车，我们剩下的人则沿着安静的小街走回家中。

第二天12点，波尔小姐出现在马蒂小姐家。“我们该怎么称呼格兰米尔夫人呢？”她着急地问，“我们必须说‘尊敬的夫人’而不说‘您’吗？还是说‘我的夫人’而不说‘女士’呢？你认识阿莱夫人，马蒂小姐。你是怎么称呼她的？”

可怜的马蒂小姐！她把眼镜摘下又戴上，但还是想不起来。“那是好久以前的事了，”她说，“而且我只见过她两次。哦，天呀，我多蠢啊！”

“那我最好去问问福里斯特夫人，”波尔小姐说，“我们可不想让格兰米尔夫人以为我们克兰福德对上流社会的事一无所知。”

“格兰米尔夫人到底是谁？”波尔小姐走了之后我问道。

“亲爱的，她是格兰米尔勋爵的遗孀，而他是贾米森先生的兄长。可我不知道我们该怎么称呼她……”

马蒂小姐的担心毫无必要。贾米森夫人是第二个到的人——而贾米森夫人以一种最无礼的方式表明她不希望克兰福德的女士们去拜访她嫂子。

“哼！”波尔小姐说道，她不一会儿就回来了，脸红红的，很生气的样子，“那么说我们不能去拜访格兰米尔夫人了！只有县里最好的人家才有资格拜访，好像克兰福德的上流社会还不够好似的！是的，我在贾米森夫人从这儿去福里斯特夫人家的路上遇到了她，她跟我说了。我真该说些刻薄话。这个格兰米尔夫人到底是谁呀？只不过是一个苏格兰勋爵的寡妇，某个坎贝尔先生的五女儿而已。”平时和善平静的波尔小姐这回可真的发火了，“我今天早晨才订了顶新帽子，为的是能做好准备！”

格兰米尔夫人在克兰福德的第一个周日，那天我们从教堂出来时，有心背朝着贾米森夫人和她嫂子。我们甚至都没看格兰米尔夫人，虽然我们很想知道她长什么样。

不过，后来我们还是问了马莎，而马莎倒看得挺清楚，“你们说的是和贾米森夫人在一起的那位小个子夫人吗？她穿一件很旧的黑丝绸裙子，眼睛又黑又亮。她上上下下地打量教堂，像个鸟儿一样，出来的时候把裙子提起来，很利索。她不像一位真正的夫人，倒更像乔治旅馆的老板娘！”
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“嘘，马莎！”马蒂小姐说道，“这样可没礼貌。”

又一个周日过去了，我们仍然躲着这两位寡妇。此时，格兰米尔夫人也许在贾米森夫人家待得有些厌烦了。不管是什么原因，贾米森夫人突然给我们发来一个参加小型聚会的邀请。她的男仆马利纳亲自送来请帖，他像往常一样走到前门口，而不是像其他仆人那样到后门去。

马蒂小姐和我平静地决定不接受邀请。但我们还没有回复，波尔小姐就来了。

“邀请是在星期二，”马蒂小姐告诉她，“如果你那天晚上带着你的编织活计跟我们一起喝茶，我就有拒绝的好理由了。”

我发现波尔小姐的表情变了，“你不去吗？哦，马蒂小姐，你一定要去！我们不能让贾米森夫人觉得我们在乎她说的那些话。我准备‘既往不咎’。你是教区长的女儿，你也应该这么做……”

其实是因为波尔小姐有一顶新帽子，她想要戴它。所以最后，马蒂小姐也买了顶新帽子，福里斯特夫人也买了一顶，我们都去参加了贾米森夫人的聚会。

贾米森夫人的休息室并不舒服。她和马利纳——她好像有些怕他——都没有做任何事让我们感觉受欢迎。不过，格兰米尔夫人倒是愉快地为我们安排了座位。现在我们可以看着她了，我们发现她是个活泼的小个子的中年妇女，年轻的时候想必很美。

起先我们都沉默着，不知道该对“我的夫人”说什么。最后波尔小姐开口了。“尊敬的夫人，您最近见过女王陛下吗？”她问道，神情骄傲地看着我们。

“我这辈子从没见过她，”格兰米尔夫人用甜美的苏格兰嗓音说道，“实际上，我只到过伦敦两次。你们去过爱丁堡吗？”她满怀希望地问道。

我们谁也没去过，不过波尔小姐有个叔叔曾在那里住过一夜。那是很愉快的经历。

贾米森夫人这个时候大声地说马利纳怎么还没把茶点端上来，但她又不想按铃来麻烦马利纳。最后，格兰米尔夫人有些不耐烦，就自己按了铃。马利纳出现了，显得很惊讶。

“是格兰米尔夫人按的铃，”贾米森夫人说，“我想是要茶点吧。”

茶点终于送来了。盘子很薄，质地很好，抹黄油的面包也是如此。格兰米尔夫人又点了一些，这让我们很感激，接下来就是轻松的交谈。不一会儿，女士们就高兴地打起牌来，连波尔小姐都忘了说“我的夫人”和“尊敬的夫人”。

那天晚上我们得知格兰米尔夫人短期内不打算返回爱丁堡。我们很高兴。我们喜欢她。

“走路不是太让人郁闷了吗？”我们准备离开的时候贾米森夫人问道。（她常这么问，因为她有马车，从来不步行出门。）

“哦不，晚上不是的！”波尔小姐说。“晚会的兴奋过后是那么平静！”福里斯特夫人说道。“星星很美！”马蒂小姐说。

于是我们在星光下步行回家，和“我的夫人”一起饮过茶之后，感觉非常愉快。

“亲爱的，”波尔小姐第二天很高兴地说，“你们注意到她的裙子了吗？一点儿也不贵重！”


6
Signor Brunoni

Soon after Mrs Jamieson's party, my father became ill and I had to go home to Drumble. I stayed there for most of the rest of the year. Then, at the end of November, I received a mysterious letter from Miss Matty.

She hoped my father was well, she wrote, and could I tell her if turbans were fashionable? Something so exciting was going to happen. She must have a new cap, and perhaps she was too old to care about such things, but she would very much like a turban... Oh, and would I like to come for a visit next Tuesday? Sea-green was her favourite colour...

Fortunately, there was a note of explanation at the end: 'My dear, Signor Brunoni is going to show his wonderful magic at Cranford Assembly Room next Wednesday evening.'

I was very glad to accept the invitation from my dear Miss Matty, and very anxious to stop her wearing a great turban on her gentle little head. So I bought her a pretty blue cap instead, which disappointed her terribly. She followed me into my bedroom, and I think she was still hoping to find a sea-green turban somewhere inside my cap-box.

'I'm sure you tried, my dear,' she said sadly, looking at the cap. 'It's just like the caps all the ladies in Cranford are wearing. I suppose turbans haven't arrived in Drumble yet?'

She left the room to welcome Miss Pole and Mrs Forrester to tea. 'It was silly to expect anything fashionable from the Drumble shops, I suppose,' I heard her tell them. 'Poor girl! She did her best.'

But Miss Pole had had an adventure, and was waiting impatiently to describe it. 'I happened to go into the George Inn today,' she began when I entered. 'My Betty has a cousin who's a maid there, you know, and I thought Betty would like news of her. Well, there was no one around, so I walked up the stairs and into the Assembly Room. And there I saw that people were getting things ready for tomorrow night. I was just going behind the curtain, by mistake, when a gentleman stepped forward. He asked in very pretty broken English if he could help me. He didn't want me to see behind that curtain, it seemed. So, most politely, he showed me out of the room.

'Wait! You've not heard all my story yet! As I was going downstairs again, I met Betty's cousin—and she told me that the gentleman was Signor Brunoni! And then, it was so strange, I met the same gentleman again on his way up!'

So Miss Pole had met the conjurer himself! Oh, what questions we asked her! 'Did he have a beard?' 'Was he young or old?' 'Was he fair or dark?' 'What did he really look like?'

We talked about magic all evening. Miss Pole did not believe in it: conjurers' tricks could be learnt from a book, she said. Mrs Forrester believed in magic, ghosts, everything. Miss Matty was not sure what she believed—and always agreed with the last speaker.

The next evening, the four of us met in gentle excitement at the entrance to the George Inn. From there, we went upstairs together to the Assembly Room. Miss Pole asked a waiter if any of the county families were coming, as they would expect to sit in the front row. When he shook his head, Miss Matty and Mrs Forrester sat in the front row, where Lady Glenmire and Mrs Jamieson soon joined them. Miss Pole and I sat immediately behind, in the second row. All the shopkeepers sat together at the back, talking and laughing happily. I got rather bored with waiting, and wanted to turn round and look at them, but Miss Pole begged me not to. It was not the correct way to behave, she said. So our group was dull and quiet. Mrs Jamieson fell asleep.

Finally, the curtain went up. We saw, at a little table, a fantastic-looking gentleman in Turkish dress, with a long beard and a turban.

Miss Matty looked at me. 'You see, my dear, people are wearing turbans,' she said sadly.

But we had no time for more conversation. The Grand Turk rose and said he was Signor Brunoni.

'I don't believe him!' said Miss Pole loudly. 'Signor Brunoni didn't have a beard.'

This woke Mrs Jamieson. She opened her eyes wide, and the Grand Turk, who had looked crossly at Miss Pole, began his magic.

Now we were surprised and delighted—all except Miss Pole. Such tricks! I could not imagine, even with Miss Pole's whispered explanations, how he did them. It was all so wonderful that Miss Matty and Mrs Forrester became anxious.

'Do you think it's quite right for us to come and see such things?' I heard Miss Matty whisper. 'Is there something not quite—?' She shook her head.

'I was asking myself the same question,' Mrs Forrester whispered back. 'It's so very strange. I'm certain that was one of my ribbons on his table just now...'

Suddenly, Miss Matty half-turned towards me. 'My dear, will you look round (you don't live in the town—no one will talk about it), and see if Mr Hayter the rector is here?'

I looked round and saw the tall, thin rector among his schoolboys. His kind face was all smiles, and the boys were laughing. I told Miss Matty that the Church approved of Signor Brunoni, and she began to enjoy herself again.

*　*　*

Soon the excitement was over. Signor Brunoni disappeared from Cranford, and the only result of his visit was a new readiness among the ladies to believe in strange happenings.

Six weeks later, however, Miss Pole had another adventure. Lady Glenmire was now a friend, and one morning the two of them went out walking together. About three miles from Cranford, on the road to London, they stopped at a small inn called the 'Rising Sun' to ask the way across the fields.

'A little girl came in while we were there,' Miss Pole told us that afternoon. 'The landlady said she was the only child of a married couple who were staying in the house. Now, listen to this! About six weeks ago, the landlady said, a horse-and-cart turned over right outside the inn. In the cart were two men, one woman and this child, plus a great box of strange things. One of the men, the child's father, was hurt and has been at the inn ever since. The other man (his twin brother, she believes) drove quickly away in the cart, and took the box with him. Well, my dears, the man who was hurt is Signor Brunoni! We met his wife—a good, honest person—and she says his real name is Samuel Brown!'

The conjurer's family, it seemed, now had no money, and Miss Pole and Lady Glenmire had decided to help them. In fact, Lady Glenmire had gone straight to Mr Hoggins, the Cranford doctor, to beg him to ride over to the 'Rising Sun' that same afternoon.

Miss Matty and I were now as interested in this news as Miss Pole was. So was Mrs Forrester when she heard about it. The ladies waited anxiously for Mr Hoggins's opinion. When Mr Hoggins said that, with care, the conjurer would get better, they brought him to Cranford. Lady Glenmire promised to pay the doctor's bills. Miss Pole found comfortable lodgings for the family. Miss Matty sent a carriage for them. Mrs Forrester was not too proud to help, either. Though she was related to the Bigges of Bigelow Hall, here she was, taking nice things to eat to a poor, sick conjurer! It was wonderful to see all the kindness.

Soon Miss Matty was making a coloured ball for the little girl, Phoebe, to play with. 'I've always been so fond of children,' she said to me sadly as we sat by the fire, 'and I dream sometimes that I have a little child of my own... I didn't expect to be "Miss Matty Jenkyns" all my life, you know,' she went on after a pause. 'But the person I expected to marry is dead, and he never knew why I refused him. Ah well, it doesn't matter now. I am very happy, my dear. I have such kind friends,' she continued, taking my hand.

As I knew about Mr Holbrook, I could think of nothing suitable to say, and we were both silent.

One day soon after this, I asked the conjurer's wife if Miss Pole's story about twin brothers was true.

'Quite true,' she said, 'though I don't know how anyone can mistake Thomas for the real Signor Brunoni. Thomas is a good man, and he paid all our bills at the Rising Sun, but he can't do the ball-trick as well as my husband can. And he's never been in India, so he doesn't know how to wear a turban.'

'Have you been in India?' said I, rather surprised.

She told me that her husband had been sent there in the army. She had gone with him but, one after another, their children had died out there. 'That cruel India!' she said. 'I was going mad. When Phoebe, this last child, was born, I told my Sam I must return to England.'

So, carrying her baby, she had left her husband to go to Calcutta. She had walked a hundred miles, from village to village. People had given her food and milk, she said. And once, when the baby was ill, she had been helped by a kind Englishman living among the Indians.

'And you reached Calcutta safely?'

'Yes. And after two years, Sam was able to come home. He'd learnt some tricks from an Indian, so he began to work as a conjurer. Then, after a while, he employed his twin brother to help him.'

'And Phoebe was well again?'

'Yes. That good kind Aga Jenkyns at Chunderabaddad had helped me to save her.'

'Jenkyns!' said I.

'Yes. Jenkyns. I'm beginning to think all people with that name are kind. Here in Cranford, there's that nice old lady who comes every day to see Phoebe!'



mysterious adj. not easily understood; full of mystery. 神秘的，难解的。

turban n. head-dress (worn esp. by Muslims and Sikhs) made by winding a length of cloth tightly round the head. 头巾（尤指穆斯林和锡克教徒用的）。

Signor n. used as a title equivalent to Mister. 先生。

assembly n. coming together of a group of people for a specific purpose. 集会；集合。

suppose v. accept as true or probable; believe; imagine; assume. 认定；认为；猜想。

adventure n. unusual, exciting or dangerous experience or undertaking. 不寻常的、有刺激性的或危险的经历或工作；奇遇；冒险。

conjurer n. person who performs conjuring tricks. 变戏法的人；魔术师。

trick n. skillful act performed for entertainment, esp. one involving illusion. 戏法；把戏；（尤指）魔术手法。

behave v. act or conduct oneself in the specified way. （举止或行为）表现。

fantastic adj. wild and strange. 荒诞的；奇异的。

delighted adj. very pleased, showing delight. 非常高兴的；愉快的。

approve v. say, show or feel that sth. is good or acceptable or satisfactory. 赞成；认可；满意。

twin n. either of a pair of children or young animals born of the same mother at the same time. 双胞胎之一；孪生儿之一。

lodging n. room or rooms (not in a hotel) rented for living in. 寄宿舍（非指旅馆中）。

employ v. give work to sb., usu. for payment. 雇用某人。


6．布鲁诺尼先生

贾米森夫人的聚会后不久，我父亲就生病了，我不得不回德莱姆伯尔的家去。这一年余下的大部分时间我都待在那里。后来，11月底，我收到了马蒂小姐的一封神秘来信。

她希望我父亲身体健康，她写道，还问我能不能告诉她穆斯林头巾是否时髦。有些非常激动人心的事就要发生了。她必须有一顶新帽子，还说也许她太老了，不该在乎这样的事情，不过她很想要一条穆斯林头巾……哦，她问我下周二愿不愿去一趟？她最喜欢海蓝色……

好在最后她附加了一条解释：“亲爱的，布鲁诺尼先生下周三晚上要在克兰福德大会厅举行神奇的魔术表演。”

我很高兴接受亲爱的马蒂小姐的邀请，也很急于阻止她在她那高贵的小脑袋上戴一条大大的穆斯林头巾。所以我给她买了一顶漂亮的蓝色无沿帽代替，这让她极为失望。她跟着我走进我的卧室，我想她仍旧希望在我的帽盒里找到海蓝色的穆斯林头巾。

“我肯定你试着找过了，亲爱的，”她看着帽子，难过地说，“这跟克兰福德所有女士们戴的帽子一样。我想德莱姆伯尔还没有穆斯林头巾吧？”

她离开房间去迎接波尔小姐和福里斯特夫人来喝茶。“我想，指望德莱姆伯尔的商店里会有时髦的东西实在是太不明智了。”我听到她对她们说，“可怜的姑娘！她已经尽力了。”

但波尔小姐有一番奇遇，正急于讲给大家听。“我今天碰巧去了乔治旅馆。”我进去的时候她开始说道，“我家贝蒂有个表妹在那里当女仆，你们知道，我以为贝蒂想听到她的消息。嗯，周围没人，所以我就上了楼梯走进了大会厅。在那儿，我看见有人正在为明天晚上做准备。我不小心走错了，正好走到幕布后面去了，就在那时，一位先生走上前来。他操着一口蹩脚的英语问我有什么他可以帮忙的。似乎他不想让我看见幕布后面的东西。所以，他非常礼貌地把我带出了那个房间。

“等等！你们还没听我讲完呢！我下楼的时候，碰到了贝蒂的表妹——她告诉我那位先生就是布鲁诺尼先生！后来，真奇怪，我在那位先生上楼的时候又碰到了他！”

那么说波尔小姐已经见过魔术师本人了！哦，我们问她的都是些什么问题啊！“他有胡子吗？”“他年轻还是年老？”“他皮肤是白还是黑？”“他到底长什么样？”

我们整晚都在谈论魔术。波尔小姐不相信魔术：魔术师的把戏可以从书里学到，她说。福里斯特夫人相信魔术、鬼怪，所有的东西。马蒂小姐拿不准自己到底信什么——她总是和最后说话的人意见一致。

第二天晚上，我们四人在乔治旅馆门口碰面，个个都有些激动。我们从那里一起上楼来到大会厅。波尔小姐问一个侍者县上有没有哪家来，因为他们可能会坐在前排。侍者摇了摇头，于是马蒂小姐和福里斯特夫人就在前排就坐，格兰米尔夫人和贾米森夫人不久也和她们坐在了一起。波尔小姐和我坐在了紧靠她们后面的第二排。所有的店主们都坐在后排高兴地说说笑笑。我等得有些不耐烦了，想回头看看他们，可是波尔小姐求我不要那么做。那样做有失风度，她说。所以我们这群人安安静静的，无趣得很。贾米森夫人都睡着了。

终于，幕布拉起来了。我们看见在一张小桌子旁，坐着一位长相怪异的男士，他身穿土耳其服装，留着长长的胡须，头戴穆斯林头巾。

马蒂小姐看着我。“你看，亲爱的，人们现在都戴穆斯林头巾。”她难过地说。

但是我们没时间多说了。那位高贵的土耳其人站起来自称是布鲁诺尼先生。

“我不信！”波尔小姐大声说，“布鲁诺尼先生没有胡子。”
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这吵醒了贾米森夫人。她睁大了眼睛，而那位高贵的土耳其人刚才还在生气地看着波尔小姐，现在则开始表演魔术了。

现在我们又惊奇又高兴——除了波尔小姐。这么有趣的戏法！即便有波尔小姐在低声解释，我仍无法想像他到底是怎么做的。简直太棒了，连马蒂小姐和福里斯特夫人都有些跃跃欲试了。

“你觉得我们来这儿看这样的东西合适吗？”我听到马蒂小姐低声说，“有没有什么不太——？”她摇了摇头。

“我也在问自己同样的问题，”福里斯特夫人低声回答，“真奇怪。我确信刚才桌子上放着我的一条丝带……”

突然，马蒂小姐半侧过身朝向我：“亲爱的，你能不能朝四周看看（你不住在镇上——没人会谈论这件事），看看教区长海特先生在不在？”

我朝四周看去，发现又高又瘦的教区长正坐在他的男学生们中间。他慈祥的脸上满是笑容，而孩子们都在大声欢笑。我告诉马蒂小姐教会允许布鲁诺尼先生这么做，她就又开始欣赏起表演了。

*　*　*

激动人心的表演不久就结束了。而布鲁诺尼先生也从克兰福德消失，他这次造访的唯一结果就是女士们开始相信各种奇怪的事情了。

不过，六个星期后，波尔小姐又有了一次奇遇。格兰米尔夫人现在已经成了她的朋友，一天早晨，她们俩一起外出散步。她们沿着去伦敦的路走出克兰福德大约三英里，在一家叫作“日出”的小旅馆前停了下来，想要问问穿过田野的路怎么走。

“我们在那儿的时候进来一个小女孩儿，”那天下午波尔小姐告诉我们，“老板娘说她是住在这里的一对夫妇的独生女。现在，听着！老板娘说，大约六个星期前，有一辆马车驶到了旅馆门口。车里有两个男人、一个女人和这个孩子，另外还有一大箱奇怪的东西。其中一个男人，也就是孩子的父亲，受了伤，来了以后一直住在旅馆里。另一个男人（他的孪生兄弟，她认为）很快驾车离开了，箱子也一并带走了。哦，亲爱的，受伤的那个男人是布鲁诺尼先生！我们见到了他妻子——一个诚实的好人——她说他的真名是塞缪尔·布朗！”

似乎魔术师一家现在没钱了，波尔小姐和格兰米尔夫人决定帮助他们。实际上，格兰米尔夫人径直走到克兰福德的医生霍金斯先生那里，请求他当天下午骑马去日出旅馆。

现在马蒂小姐和我像波尔小姐一样对这个消息感兴趣，福里斯特夫人听到此事后也是如此。女士们焦急地等待着霍金斯先生的诊断意见。当霍金斯先生说，如果照料得当，魔术师就会好起来时，她们就把他带到了克兰福德。格兰米尔夫人答应支付他的医疗费，波尔小姐为这家人找到了一个舒适的住处，马蒂小姐给他们派了一辆马车。福里斯特夫人也不甘落后，虽然她和比奇洛厅的比格一家有亲戚关系，但她现在也带来好吃的东西给这个可怜的、生病的魔术师！看到所有这些善意的举动真好。

不久，马蒂小姐就给这个叫菲比的小女孩儿做了一个彩球让她玩儿。“我一直很喜欢小孩儿，”我们坐在壁炉边的时候她难过地对我说，“有时候我梦到自己有个小孩子……我可没想到自己一辈子都是‘马蒂·詹金斯小姐’，你知道，”她停了一会儿又继续说，“但是我想嫁的人已经死了，而且他永远也不会明白我为什么拒绝他。唉，现在也不重要了。我很高兴，亲爱的。我有这么好的朋友。”她拿起我的手，接着说道。

因为我了解霍尔布鲁克先生的事情，所以不知道该说些什么合适的话，我们俩就都沉默了下来。

不久之后的一天，我问魔术师的妻子，波尔小姐说的孪生兄弟的事是不是真的。

“没错，”她说，“虽然我不知道人们怎么会把托马斯错当成真的布鲁诺尼先生。托马斯是个好人，他替我们支付了日出旅馆的所有账单，不过他那个玩球的戏法没有我丈夫玩得好。他也从没去过印度，所以他不知道怎么戴穆斯林头巾。”

“你去过印度吗？”我说，感觉很惊奇。

她告诉我她丈夫曾被派到那里参军。她也和他一起去了，可是，他们的孩子却一个接一个地死在那里。“残忍的印度！”她说，“我都快疯了。最后一个孩子菲比出生的时候，我告诉萨姆我一定要回英国。”

所以，她抱着孩子，离开丈夫去了加尔各答。她走了100英里，从一个村庄走到另一个村庄。人们给她食物和牛奶，她说。有一次，孩子生病了，一个生活在印度人中间的好心的英国人帮了她。

“你安全抵达了加尔各答吗？”

“是的，两年后，萨姆也可以回家了。他从一个印度人那里学到了一些把戏，于是就开始当魔术师。后来又过了一段时间，他就雇自己的孪生兄弟来帮忙。”

“菲比的病也好了？”

“是的，昌德拉巴达那位好心的阿加·詹金斯帮我救活了她。”

“詹金斯！”我说。

“是的，詹金斯。我觉得所有姓这个姓的人都是好人。在克兰福德这个地方，就有个好心的老夫人每天都来看望菲比！”


7
Sudden news

An idea had come into my head. Was Peter Jenkyns of Cranford now the Aga jenkyns of Chunderabaddad? Could it be possible? I decided to ask the Cranford ladies some questions, without explaining what I suspected.

I did not learn much. Miss Pole believed that Peter had become something important in Tibet. Mrs Forrester said he had been rather handsome. They both thought the last news of him had come from India. That was almost all I discovered.

Meanwhile, however, something extraordinary was going on around us and we all, even Miss Pole, failed to notice! I remember the morning she came to tell us. It was nearly calling-time. Miss Matty and I had just been discussing Signor Brunoni and that clever Mr Hoggins when someone knocked at the door.

We were hurrying to change our caps when Miss Pole ran up the stairs. 'It's not twelve, I know,' she called, 'but I must speak to you. What do you think? Mr Hoggins is going to marry Lady Glenmire!'

'Marry?!' we said.

'Marry! I heard it in Mr Johnson's shop.'

'Perhaps it's not true,' said Miss Matty hopefully.

'It's true,' said Miss Pole. 'I went straight to Mrs Fitz-Adam, and she said her brother and Lady Glenmire had come to an understanding. "Understanding"! Such a vulgar word! But my lady will have to hear many vulgar words now. I believe Mr Hoggins drinks beer at supper every night...'

'Marry!' repeated Miss Matty. 'Well! Two people that we know going to be married. It's coming very near!'

'I'm not surprised that Mr Hoggins likes her,' I said. 'But how can she like Mr Hoggins?'

'Oh, Mr Hoggins is rich and very pleasant-looking,' said Miss Matty, 'and very kind.'

We began to wonder what the Honourable Mrs Jamieson would say. Mrs Jamieson had recently gone down to Cheltenham in the care of Mulliner, leaving Lady Glenmire to manage her house and to stop her maids taking followers. And while she was away, Lady Glenmire had herself taken a follower! A follower whom Mrs Jamieson thought was vulgar and not good enough for Cranford society! Had Mr Hoggins ever visited Lady Glenmire at Mrs Jamieson's house, we wondered? Or had they only met at the lodgings of the poor sick conjurer? Certainly, they had both been very kind to him.

Well! What next? When would the wedding be? How could servants announce a married couple as 'Lady Glenmire and Mr Hoggins'? Would anyone visit the couple? Oh dear, would we have to choose between visiting dull Mrs Jamieson and bright Lady Glenmire?

Next time we saw Lady Glenmire, in church, she looked happy and younger than before. Mr Hoggins too looked happy, and he was wearing his first new pair of boots for twenty-five years. But none of the Cranford ladies said anything to either of them about their marriage. Until Mrs Jamieson returned, indeed, we did not know what to say.

But it was now March, and Mr Johnson announced the arrival of the spring fashions at his shop. Miss Matty had been waiting for this before buying herself a new silk dress. In our excitement we forgot, for the moment, about Lady Glenmire.

On the Tuesday on which Mr Johnson was going to show the new fashions, two letters were waiting for us on the breakfast table. One was to me from my father—a dull, businessman's letter. There were unpleasant reports about the Town and County Bank, he wrote, and he hoped Miss Matty did not still have shares in it. He had warned her sister years ago not to put money into that bank, but she had not listened to his advice.

'Who is your letter from, my dear?' asked Miss Matty. 'Mine is from the Town and County Bank, asking me to an important meeting of the shareholders in Drumble on Thursday. It's kind of them to remember me.'

I was alarmed at this 'important meeting', and was afraid that my father's fears were right. However, bad news always came fast enough, so I decided to say nothing for the moment. I simply told Miss Matty that my father sent his best wishes, then I changed the conversation. 'What time should we go to see the fashions?' I asked.

'Well, the correct time to go is after twelve o'clock,' she said. 'But then all Cranford will be there, and I'd rather not look at dresses and caps in front of everyone. So let's go this morning after breakfast. I need half a pound of tea. We can buy that, and choose the silk for my new dress. Then we can go quietly upstairs, look at the fashions and decide the style for my dress.'

The young men at Mr Johnson's wore their best clothes and their best smiles. Miss Matty bought her tea, then began looking at the silks. It was Cranford's market-day, and many country people came into the shop.

One honest-looking man stood next to us and asked to look at some shawls for his wife. He hesitated. Miss Matty hesitated too. She would like a sea-green silk. No, that lovely red. No, that bright yellow...

Our neighbour finally chose a shawl and held out a five-pound note.

The shop-boy looked at the note. 'Town and County Bank! I think we were warned this morning not to accept this bank's notes. I'll just ask Mr Johnson...'

'What!' The poor farmer could not believe it.

Miss Matty forgot her new silk dress. 'Which bank did your note belong to?' she asked him.

'Town and County.'

'Mr Johnson's very sorry, Mr Dobson,' the boy said as he brought the note back, 'but the bank's notes are worth less.'

'I don't understand,' Miss Matty said to me in a 1ow voice. 'Town and County is my bank, isn't it?'

'Yes... This yellow silk will match the ribbons in your new cap,' I continued quickly, holding it up and wishing the man would go away.

'Never mind the silks for a moment, dear,' she said, putting her hand gently on mine and looking at the farmer. 'I'll give you five pound coins for your note, Mr Dobson,' she said. 'But there must be some mistake. I'm a shareholder in that bank and I've not been told about any problem.'

The shop-boy whispered across the table to Miss Matty. She looked at him uncertainly. 'I don't understand business,' she said. 'But if honest people are going to lose their money because they have our notes, then... Oh, I can't explain myself. Just give me your note, please, Mr Dobson, and then you can take the shawl for your wife.'

The farmer looked at her gratefully, but hesitated for a moment. 'I wouldn't like somebody else to lose money instead of me,' he said. 'But, you see, madam, five pounds is a lot of money to a man with a family.'

'I'm sure there is a mistake,' said Miss Matty quietly, 'and in a few days everything will be all right.' She pushed her five gold coins towards the farmer, who slowly put down his note. 'Thank you,' Miss Matty said. 'I'll wait a day or two before I buy any of these silks,' she told the boy. 'My dear, will you come upstairs and see the fashions?'

Miss Matty looked with great interest at all the new dresses and bonnets and shawls. She seemed unworried by what had happened downstairs. But as we came down through the shop, Mr Johnson was waiting for us. It was true, he said, the bank was in serious trouble. Miss Matty showed no surprise or alarm. Cranford ladies thought it was vulgar to show their feelings in a shop.

However, we walked home very silently and neither of us ate much dinner. Later, in the drawing-room, Miss Matty unlocked her desk and began to look through her bills and papers. After a while, she came and sat next to me, by the fire. I put my hand into hers. She held it, but did not speak.

At last she said, 'If that bank goes wrong, I'll lose ￡149 a year. I'll only have ￡13 a year left.' It was too dark to see her face, but I knew that she was crying. 'Oh, I'm so glad poor Deborah is not here!' That was all she said about the sister who had put their money in that unlucky bank.

We lit the candle later than usual that day. After tea, however, we talked about Lady Glenmire. Miss Matty had begun to think it was a good idea for her to marry Mr Hoggins. 'A man knows what to do when there are problems,' she said. 'And Mr Hoggins, though a little rough, is very nice. I've known good, clever people who were not "in society" but were both true and loving...'

She began to day-dream about Mr Holbrook, and I did not stop her. I had decided what to do. That night after she went to bed, I lit the candle again and sat down in the drawing-room to write a letter to the Aga Jenkyns. The church clock struck two before I had finished.

The next morning news came that the Town and County Bank had failed. Miss Matty had lost all her money. She now had only about one pound a month on which to live. 'But many poor people have less,' she said. 'Poor Martha! I think she'll be sorry to leave me.' She smiled at me through her tears, and I think she wanted me to see only the smile, not the tears.



come into one's head come into one's mind; think of sth. 想到；想起。

understanding n. ability to show insight or tolerance; sympathetic awareness. 体谅；谅解；通情达理。

share n. any of the equal parts into which the capital of a business company is divided, giving the holder a right to a portion of the profits. 股；股份。

warn v. give sb. notice of sth., esp. possible danger or unpleasant consequences; inform sb. in advance of what may happen. 提醒某人（尤其可能有危险的或有不良后果的事）。

belong to be the property of (sb.). 为（某人）之财物；属于（某人）。

note n. piece of paper money issued by a bank. 纸币。

worthless adj. having no value or usefulness. 无价值的；没用的。

unlock v. unfasten the lock of (a door, etc.), using a key. （用钥匙）开（门等的）锁。

next to in or into a position immediately to one side of (sb./sth.); beside. 在紧接着（某人或某物）的一侧；在……旁边。

day-dream v. enjoy idle and pleasant thoughts that distract one's attention from the present. 想入非非；空想；幻想。


7．突然的消息

我的头脑中有了个想法。现在克兰福德的彼得·詹金斯会不会就是昌德拉巴达的那位阿加·詹金斯？这可能吗？我决定问克兰福德的女士们一些问题，却不向她们解释我的疑惑。

我没有了解到太多的情况。波尔小姐相信彼得已经成了西藏的重要人物，福里斯特夫人说他以前长得很帅，她们都认为关于他的最后消息是从印度传来的。我就发现了这么多。

不过，与此同时，我们身边发生了一件非同寻常的事情，而我们大家，甚至连波尔小姐，都没有注意到！我记得那天早晨是她来告诉我们的。当时已经将近串门时间，马蒂小姐和我正在谈论布鲁诺尼先生和那位聪明的霍金斯先生，就在那时，有人敲门。

我们匆忙换上帽子，这时波尔小姐已经跑上楼来了。“还不到12点，我知道，”她大声说，“但是我非得和你们说说。你们到底怎么想？霍金斯先生要和格兰米尔夫人结婚了！”

“结婚？！”我们说。

“结婚！我是在约翰逊先生的店里听说这件事的。”

“也许这不是真的。”马蒂小姐怀着希望说。

“是真的，”波尔小姐说，“我立刻赶到了菲茨-亚当夫人那里，她说她哥哥和格兰米尔夫人已经达成了默契。‘默契’！多么俗气的一个词！不过这位夫人现在还要听很多俗气的词。我相信霍金斯先生每天晚饭时都要喝啤酒……”

“结婚！”马蒂小姐重复道，“啊！两个我们认识的人要结婚了。要不了多久了！”

“霍金斯先生喜欢她，这我倒不觉得奇怪，”我说，“但她怎么会喜欢上霍金斯先生呢？”

“哦，霍金斯先生有钱，长着一副快乐的模样，”马蒂小姐说，“而且心肠也很好。”

我们开始想尊敬的贾米森夫人会怎么说。贾米森夫人最近在马利纳的看护下去了切尔滕纳姆，留下格兰米尔夫人一个人照管自己的家，并防止女仆们带追求者回来。她离开的这段时间，格兰米尔夫人自己却有了个追求者！一个贾米森夫人认为俗气，配不上克兰福德上流社会的追求者！霍金斯先生有没有到贾米森夫人家去拜访格兰米尔夫人呢？我们想知道。或是他们只在可怜的生病的魔术师住的地方相见呢？当然，他们俩对他都很好。

那么！接下来会发生什么呢？婚礼什么时候举行？仆人们怎么宣布这对夫妇为“格兰米尔夫人和霍金斯先生”呢？会不会有人去拜访这对夫妇呢？哦天啊，我们难道不得不在无聊的贾米森夫人和活泼的格兰米尔夫人之间选择拜访谁吗？

我们再次见到格兰米尔夫人是在教堂里，她看起来很幸福，也比以前显得年轻了。霍金斯先生看上去也很幸福，而且25年来头一次穿了双新靴子。但是克兰福德的女士们同他们交谈时对他们的婚姻只字不提。真的，直到贾米森夫人回来为止，我们都不知道该说什么。

但是现在已经是三月了，约翰逊先生宣布他的店里已经有春季时装到货。马蒂小姐一直在等这个消息，准备买一条新丝裙。我们激动得暂时忘记了格兰米尔夫人。

在约翰逊先生要展示新时装的那个周二，我们在早餐桌上看到了两封信。一封是我父亲写给我的——一封干巴巴的商务式信件。有一些关于县镇银行的不太好的消息，他写道，他希望马蒂小姐不要继续持有他们的股票。他几年前就警告过她姐姐不要把钱投入那家银行，可是她不听他的劝告。

“你的信是谁写来的，亲爱的？”马蒂小姐问，“我的信是县镇银行写来的，让我星期四参加在德莱姆伯尔举行的一个重要的股东会议。他们真好，还记得我。”

我对于这一“重要会议”感到吃惊，而且担心我父亲的疑虑是对的。不过，坏消息总是来得快，所以我决定暂时什么也不说。我只是告诉马蒂小姐我父亲祝福她，然后就换了个话题。“我们什么时候去看时装？”我问。

“哦，应该是12点以后去，”她说，“不过那时克兰福德的人都会到那里去，我可不想当着每个人的面看那些服装和帽子。所以我们今天还是吃过早饭就去吧。我需要半磅茶叶。我们可以买茶叶，还可以挑选给我做新衣服的丝绸，然后我们就悄悄上楼，看时装，再决定我衣服的式样。”

约翰逊先生店里的小伙子穿着最好的服装，个个笑容可掬。马蒂小姐买了茶叶，然后开始看丝绸。那天是克兰福德的赶集日，许多乡下人也来到了店里。

一个看起来挺诚实的男人站在我们旁边，他要求给他妻子看看披肩。可他拿不定主意。马蒂小姐也拿不定主意。她想要一块海蓝色的丝绸。不，那种可爱的红色丝绸。不，那种明黄色的……

我们旁边的人终于选中了一条披肩，递出去五英镑的钞票。

店里的伙计看了看钞票。“县镇银行！我想我们今天早晨得到了通知不收这家银行的钞票。我去问问约翰逊先生……”

“什么！”可怜的农夫难以置信。

马蒂小姐也忘了她的新丝绸服装。“你的钞票是哪家银行的？”她问他。

“县镇银行。”
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“约翰逊先生很抱歉，多布森先生，”伙计把钞票拿回来的时候说，“可是这家银行的钞票一钱不值。”

“我不明白，”马蒂小姐低声对我说，“县镇银行是我的那家银行，对吧？”

“是的……这块黄丝绸和你新帽子上的丝带很配。”我马上继续说道，并把丝绸举起来，希望那个人能走开。

“暂时别管丝绸了，亲爱的，”她说道，把手轻轻地放在我的手上，看着那个农夫，“我给你五英磅硬币换你的纸币，多布森先生。”她说，“不过这一定是搞错了。我是那家银行的股东，我还没得到任何通知说出了问题。”

店伙计隔着桌子小声地跟马蒂小姐说了几句话。她看着他，有些不敢肯定。“我不懂生意，”她说，“可是如果诚实的人要是因为他们拿的是我们的纸币就要损失钱财，那么……哦，我自己也解释不清。请把你的钞票给我吧，多布森先生，那样你就可以把这条披肩带给你妻子了。”

农夫感激地看着她，但迟疑了一会儿。“我不想别人为我而损失钱财。”他说，“可是，您看，夫人，五英镑对于一个拖家带口的人来说可是一大笔钱。”

“我敢肯定一定是弄错了，”马蒂小姐平静地说，“要不了几天，一切都会正常的。”她把自己的五镑金币推给那个农夫，那人慢慢地放下纸币。“谢谢你。”马蒂小姐说，“我要等一两天再买这些丝绸。”她对伙计说。“亲爱的，你要不要上楼来看看时装？”

马蒂小姐怀着极大的兴趣看着所有的新服装、新帽子和新披肩。她似乎一点儿也没有为刚才楼下发生的事情担心。可是我们下楼穿过店里的时候，约翰逊先生正在等着我们。是真的，他说，那家银行陷入了大麻烦。马蒂小姐没有表现出惊讶或恐慌的样子。克兰福德的女士们认为在店铺里表露感情很俗气。

不过，我们默默地走回家中，两个人都没怎么吃饭。后来，在休息室，马蒂小姐打开桌子上的锁，开始检查她的账单和文件。过了一会儿，她来到壁炉旁，坐到我身边。我把手放在她的手里。她握住我的手，却没有说话。

最后她说：“如果那家银行出了问题，我每年就要损失149英镑，那样一年我就只剩下13英镑了。”屋里太黑，看不清她的脸，但我知道她在哭。“哦，我真高兴可怜的德博拉不在这里！”对于姐姐把她们的钱投入这家倒霉的银行，她就只说了这么一句。

后来我们点燃了蜡烛，但时间比平常晚。不过，用过茶点之后，我们谈起了格兰米尔夫人。马蒂小姐开始认为她嫁给霍金斯先生是对的。“出了问题男人知道该怎么办。”她说，“霍金斯先生虽然有些粗俗，却是个很好的人。我认识一些不属于‘上流社会’的善良聪明的人，他们又真诚又有爱心……”

她开始想霍尔布鲁克先生了，我没有阻止她。我已经决定了该怎么办。那天晚上她上床睡觉之后，我又点燃了蜡烛，然后坐在休息室里给阿加·詹金斯先生写信。教堂的钟敲两点的时候我还没写完。

第二天一早就传来了县镇银行破产的消息。马蒂小姐损失了所有的钱，现在她每月只有大约一英镑的收入，她只能靠这点儿钱生活。“不过很多穷人钱更少。”她说，“可怜的马莎！我想她离开我会难过的。”她含着泪朝我微笑。我觉得她只想让我看见微笑，而不是眼泪。


8
True friends

While Miss Matty went downstairs to tell Martha, I quietly picked up my letter and went to Signor Brunoni's lodgings. The signor was now well enough to leave Cranford and, before he disappeared, I needed an exact address for the Aga Jenkyns in Chunderabaddad.

I then posted my letter to India, and hurried back home. Martha, in tears now herself, pulled me into the kitchen.

'I'll never leave her! I won't. "You may not know when you've got a good servant," I told her, "but I know when I've got a good mistress!" I've money in the Savings Bank, and I'm not going to leave Miss Matty.'

What should I say? Miss Matty needed this kind woman. 'But, Martha, I don't think Miss Matty will even have enough money to buy your food.'

'Not enough for food?!' Martha sat down on the nearest chair and cried aloud.

Upstairs, Miss Matty was very quiet and sad. We decided to ask my father to come and advise her. So I wrote another letter, and then we tried to make plans.

Miss Matty just wanted to sell most of her things, rent a single room somewhere and live quietly on the money that remained.

I wanted something better for her. She needed money and I wondered how she, a lady, could earn some. By teaching? She loved children, but she could not sing or draw or sew. Perhaps she could teach reading? No. When she read aloud, she had to cough before each long word. Writing? Her spelling was terrible! No. There was nothing she could teach the children of Cranford, I decided, except quiet goodness.

Dinner was announced by Martha, still crying. Dear, rough Martha! She now spoke to 58-year-old Miss Matty as kindly as to a child, and she had gone out and bought eggs and butter with her own money to cook her something special.

We did not talk much that afternoon, but when Martha brought our tea, I had an idea. Miss Matty could sell tea! Tea was not dirty, or heavy. And no shop-window would be necessary, only a small sign. The one thing against my plan was the buying and selling involved. Miss Matty would be in trade. Would she ever agree to that?

Suddenly, we heard a noise on the stairs and some whispering. Then Martha came in, pulling a great tall young man who was red with shyness.

'Please, madam, he's only Jem Hearn,' said Martha, breathing hard. 'And please, madam, he wants to marry me immediately. And we want to rent a house and have just one quiet lodger, to help us with the money. And, dear Miss Matty, will you be that lodger and stay with us? Jem wants it as much as I do.' She turned to him. 'You stupid great thing! Why don't you speak?... He wants the same as I do, but he's shy in front of ladies,' she explained.

'It's not that,' said Jem. 'It's just that, well, I didn't expect to marry so soon. Martha moves so fast when she has an idea in her head...'

Martha pushed him with her elbow. 'Please, madam, don't listen to him. He asked me only last night to marry him, but I said I couldn't yet, so now he's just surprised at the suddenness of it. But you know, Jem, you want a lodger as much as I do.' Another great push.

'Yes!' he said. 'And I don't mind marrying Martha, madam.'

'You've never stopped asking me,' cried Martha, 'and now you're making me look silly in front of my mistress!'

'Now, now, Martha,' said Jem, trying to hold her hand. 'It's just that a man needs time!' He turned to Miss Matty. 'I always expected Martha to be my wife—one day,' he said. 'I've great respect for everyone who's been kind to her, madam, and she's often said you're the kindest lady in the world. If you'd lodge with us, we'd try to make you comfortable...'

Miss Matty had been very busy with taking off her glasses, wiping them, and putting them on again. All she could say was, 'You mustn't hurry into marriage just because of me. Marriage is a very serious thing...'

'But Miss Matty will think about your plan,' I said quickly, 'and she can never forget your kindness.'

'I'm very willing, madam, though I don't explain myself well,' Jem replied. 'So, Martha, my girl,' he whispered, 'why do you go on crying and pushing me?'

Martha, annoyed, ran out of the room and was followed by her lover. Miss Matty then sat down and cried. The idea of Martha marrying so soon was such a surprise, she said. She would never forgive herself if the poor girl hurried into marriage because of her. I think I was more sorry for Jem of the two...

The next morning, very early, I received a mysterious note from Miss Pole, commanding me to come secretly to her house at eleven o'clock.

I went. The door was opened by Miss Pole's little maid in her Sunday clothes. Upstairs in the drawing-room, the table was covered with the best green card-cloth, and there were writing materials on it. Miss Pole was dressed for visitors. Mrs Forrester was already there, and then Mrs Fitz-Adam appeared, red with walking and excitement.

Miss Pole coughed. She arranged all of us at the table, with me opposite her. Then she asked me if it was true that Miss Matty had lost all her money.

'Yes, it's true,' I said, and I never saw sadder faces than the three around me.

'I wish Mrs Jamieson was here!' said Mrs Forrester.

Mrs Fitz-Adam clearly did not agree, and Miss Pole was not pleased. 'Even without Mrs Jamieson,' she said, 'we, the ladies of Cranford, can do something.'

She turned to me. 'Miss Smith,' she continued (I was usually known as Mary), 'I talked privately yesterday afternoon to these ladies about what has happened to our friend. None of us is vulgarly rich, but we shall all be pleased—truly pleased, Mary!—to give what we can to help Miss Matilda Jenkyns.' Here Miss Pole had to wipe her glasses.

'We wish, however, to give our little bits of money secretly, in order not to hurt any feelings. This is why we asked you to meet us. Your father, we believe, is Miss Jenkyns's adviser. We would like him to arrange for her to receive the money without knowing that it comes from us.' Miss Pole looked round at the little assembly. 'And now, ladies, while Miss Smith considers how to reply, allow me to offer you some bread-and-butter.'

I did not reply very grandly. I just said that I would tell my father, and began to cry. The ladies cried too. Even Miss Pole.

Mrs Forrester was the first to speak again. 'I'11 write down what money I can give. I wish it was more, my dear Mary. Indeed I do!'

Now I saw why paper and pens had been put on the table. Every lady privately wrote down what she could give each year, signed her paper and passed it to me. If the plan was accepted, my father would open the papers. If not, he would return them to their writers.

I got up to leave, but each lady wanted to speak to me by herself. Miss Pole kept me in the drawing-room, to say she had heard that Mrs Jamieson was coming home—very displeased with her sister-in-law, who was returning to Edinburgh that same afternoon. Of course, she could not say this in front of Mrs Fitz-Adam, who, as Mr Hoggins's sister, would not like to hear of anybody being angry about her brother's marriage.

Downstairs, Mrs Forrester was waiting. The poor old lady was trembling. She herself had less than ￡100 a year, she whispered, so she had only been able to promise Miss Matty ￡5 on her paper. She wished she was rich. She wished she could help dear Miss Matty more...

And then Mrs Fitz-Adam stopped me outside the house—to say almost the opposite. She had not liked to write down all she could afford and was ready to give.

'Miss Matty was such a fine young lady,' she explained, 'when I was just a country girl coming to Cranford market. One day, I remember, I met her just outside the town. She was walking, and a gentleman rode beside her and was talking to her. She was looking down at some flowers she had picked, and I think she was crying. But she turned and ran after me to ask—oh, so kindly—about my poor mother, who was dying. Miss Matty was the rector's daughter, and it was such an honour that she spoke to me in that pretty way.

'So do please think how I can give her a little more without anyone knowing, my dear. And my brother will be her doctor for nothing. He and her ladyship are ready to do anything for her. We all are.'

I was so anxious to get home to Miss Matty that I made all kinds of promises. But Miss Matty had not missed me. She was busy preparing to leave her house, and I think she was pleased to be doing something. Whenever she thought about Mr Dobson with his five-pound note, she said, she felt so dishonest! She was sure the bankers themselves must feel terrible...

My father arrived next morning, and when we were alone, I told him about Martha's plan and my meeting with the Cranford ladies.

My father brushed his hand across his eyes. 'See, Mary,' he said, 'how a good life makes friends all round. I could write a sermon about it if I was the rector!'

He and I decided that, if everyone agreed, Martha and Jem would marry as soon as possible and rent Miss Matty's house with the money given by the Cranford ladies. Then Martha could use whatever Miss Matty paid for her lodgings to make her comfortable.

I told my father my idea that Miss Matty could sell tea, and he liked it. One of the rooms downstairs could become a shop, he said enthusiastically. It could have a glass door and Miss Matty could sit behind a table...

Miss Matty patiently accepted all we arranged. She even agreed to sell tea. 'Though I doubt that I'll do it very well,' she said. 'I'd so much rather sell sweets to children!'



exact adj. correct in every detail; precise. 正确的；准确的；精确的。

advise v. give advice to sb.; recommend. 劝告；忠告；建议。

remain v. be left or still present after other parts have been revoked or used or dealt with. 剩下；剩余；遗留。

involve v. cause (sb./sth.) to become connected or concerned. 使卷入。

mind doing sth. (esp. in questions, negative and conditional sentences) feel annoyance or discomfort at (doing sth.); object to (doing sth.). （用于疑问句、否定句、条件句）对（做某事物）介意；反对（做某事物）。

willing adj. ready or eager to help. 愿意或乐于相助的。

opposite prep. on the other side of a specific area from (sb./sth.). 在（某人或某事物）另侧；面对（某人或某事物）。

consider v. think about sb./sth., esp. in order to make a decision; contemplate sb./sth. 考虑某人或某事物（尤指以作决定为目的者）。

not like to hear of sth. (usu. with will or would) refuse to allow sth. （通常与will或would连用）不允许某事。

afford v. (no passive) (usu. with can, could or be able to) have enough money, time, space, etc. for (a specified purpose). （不用于被动语态）（通常与can，could或be able to连用）为（某目的）有足够的钱、时间、地方等。

dishonest adj. (attrib.) intended to deceive or cheat. （作定语）骗人的；欺骗性的。

banker n. owner, director or manager of a bank. 银行的老板、董事长或经理。

doubt v. feel uncertain about; question the truth of (sth.). （对某事物）无把握，有怀疑。


8．真正的朋友

马蒂小姐下楼去跟马莎讲话的时候，我静静地拿起我的信，去布鲁诺尼先生住的地方。这位先生现在已经康复，可以离开克兰福德了，在他消失之前，我需要知道昌德拉巴达那位阿加·詹金斯的确切地址。

然后我就把这封信寄往印度，并匆匆忙忙地回到家中。眼泪汪汪的马莎把我拽进了厨房。

“我永远也不离开她！我不。‘你雇了一个好仆人，可你也许并没有意识到，’我告诉她，‘但我知道我有个好主人！’我在储蓄银行里有钱，我不会离开马蒂小姐的。”

我能说什么？马蒂小姐需要这个善良的女人。“可是，马莎，我想马蒂小姐甚至连给你买食物的钱都不够。”

“买食物的钱都不够？！”马莎坐在最近的椅子上放声大哭。

楼上，马蒂小姐很安静，也很难过。我们决定让我父亲来给她出出主意。所以我又写了一封信，接下来我们试着制订些计划。

马蒂小姐只想把她大部分的东西变卖，在什么地方租一个单间的房屋，然后靠剩下的那点儿钱安静地生活。

我想给她出点儿更好的主意。她需要钱，我想知道她这样一位女士怎么样才能挣钱。教书吗？她爱孩子，可是她不会唱歌，不会画画，也不会缝纫。也许她可以教孩子们读书？不。她大声朗读的时候，读到每个长词之前都要咳嗽。教写作？她的拼写糟糕极了！不。除了安静善良的品行，她什么也教不了克兰福德的孩子，我想。

马莎宣布午餐开饭的时候仍然在哭。可爱而粗鲁的马莎！她现在跟58岁的马蒂小姐说话时的口气和善得就像是跟小孩子讲话一样，而且她还出去用自己的钱买了鸡蛋和黄油，想为她做一些特别的东西吃。

那天下午我们没怎么说话，不过马莎把茶点端进来的时候，我有了个主意。马蒂小姐可以卖茶叶！茶叶既不脏，也不重，也不需要橱窗，一块小招牌就够了。有一件事情会成为我这个计划的障碍，那就是买卖活动。马蒂小姐要做生意了，她会同意吗？

突然，我们听到楼梯上传来一阵嘈杂声和低声说话的声音。接着马莎进来了，拽着一个羞得满脸通红的高个子年轻人。

“对不起，小姐，他就是杰姆·赫恩。”马莎气喘吁吁地说，“求求您，小姐，他想立刻和我结婚。我们想租个房子，而且只想找一个安静的房客，来帮衬点儿钱。嗯，亲爱的马蒂小姐，您愿意做那个房客和我们生活在一起吗？杰姆和我一样希望您能同意。”她转向他，“你这个大傻瓜！为什么不说话？……他跟我的想法一样，不过他在女士面前会害羞。”她解释道。

“不是这样的，”杰姆说，“只不过，哦，我还不想这么快就结婚。马莎一有什么想法就会立刻行动……”
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马莎用胳膊肘捅了他一下。“对不起，小姐，别听他的。他昨晚才向我求过婚，不过我说我还不能结婚，所以他现在对于这个突然的决定有些吃惊。不过你知道，杰姆，你像我一样想有一个房客。”她又使劲捅了杰姆一下。

“是啊！”他说，“而且我也不介意和马莎结婚，小姐。”

“你一直不停地求我，”马莎哭道，“现在你却让我在女主人面前出丑！”

“得了，得了，马莎，”杰姆说道，想要握住她的手，“只不过男人需要时间！”他转向马蒂小姐，“我一直盼望有一天马莎能做我的妻子，”他说，“谁对她好，我就特别尊敬谁，小姐，她经常说您是世上最好的女士。如果您能和我们一起住，我们会尽量让您住得舒适的……”

马蒂小姐一直忙着把眼镜摘下来，擦镜片，又戴上去。她所能说的就是：“你们不要因为我而草草结婚。婚姻是很严肃的事情……”

“不过马蒂小姐会考虑你们的计划的，”我立刻说，“她永远也不会忘记你们的好意。”

“我很愿意，小姐，虽然我自己说不清楚。”杰姆回答道，“那么，马莎，我的姑娘，”他低声说道，“你为什么还在哭还要捅我呢？”

马莎生气了，跑出了房间，她的恋人也跟着她跑了出去。马蒂小姐坐下来哭了。马莎这么快就结婚真是出人意料，她说。如果这个可怜的女孩儿因为她而草草结婚，她永远也不会原谅自己。我想在这两个人中，我更替杰姆感到难过……

第二天一大早，我就收到了波尔小姐写来的神秘纸条，要我在11点钟的时候秘密地到她家去。

我去了。波尔小姐的小女仆穿着最好的衣服前来开门。在楼上的休息室里，桌上铺着最好的绿色牌布，上面还放着一些纸笔。波尔小姐穿着会客的服装。福里斯特夫人已经到了，后来菲茨-亚当夫人也来了，她的脸色由于走路和激动而有些发红。

波尔小姐咳嗽了几声。她安排我们大家坐在桌边，我正对着她。然后她问我马蒂小姐损失了所有钱财的事是否属实。

“是的，是真的。”我说，我再也没见过谁的脸色比坐在我身边的这三位更忧愁的了。

“我希望贾米森夫人在这里！”福里斯特夫人说。

菲茨-亚当夫人显然不同意，波尔小姐也不高兴。“就算没有贾米森夫人，”她说，“我们这些克兰福德的女士也能做些事情。”

她转向我。“史密斯小姐，”她继续说道（大家一般都叫我玛丽），“昨天下午我和这些女士私下谈了谈发生在我们朋友身上的事。我们都不是土财主，不过我们大家都会高兴地——真的是高兴地，玛丽！——尽力帮助马蒂尔达·詹金斯小姐。”说到这儿，波尔小姐不得不擦了擦眼镜。

“不过，我们希望能秘密地把我们这些为数不多的钱给她，以免伤害她的感情。所以我们才让你来和我们见面。我们相信你父亲是詹金斯小姐的顾问。我们想让他为她安排接收这笔钱，但又不让她知道这钱是我们给的。”波尔小姐环顾了一下参加聚会的这几个人，“现在，女士们，趁史密斯小姐考虑如何回答的时候，请允许我给大家上一些抹了黄油的面包。”

我并没有说什么豪言壮语。我只是说我会告诉父亲，然后就哭了。女士们也哭了，连波尔小姐都掉下了眼泪。

福里斯特夫人是接下来第一个说话的人。“我会把我能给的钱数写下来。我希望我能给得更多些，亲爱的玛丽。真的！”

现在我明白为什么桌上摆好了纸和笔。每一位女士都秘密地写下了自己每年能给的钱数，签上名，然后交给我。如果这个计划被采纳，我父亲就会打开这些纸。如果不能，他会把它们还给书写者本人。

我起身要走，但每一位女士都想亲自和我说话。波尔小姐让我留在休息室，告诉我她听说贾米森夫人就要回家了——她对她嫂子很不满，而她嫂子也要在当天下午回爱丁堡去。当然，她不能当着菲茨-亚当夫人的面说这些，她是霍金斯先生的妹妹，不会允许任何人对她哥哥的婚姻说三道四。

楼下，福里斯特夫人正在等待着。这位可怜的老夫人浑身发抖。她本人一年只有不到100英镑，她低声说，她只能在纸上写下答应给马蒂小姐五英镑。她希望自己有钱，她希望自己能给亲爱的马蒂更多的帮助……

后来，菲茨-亚当夫人在房子外面拦住了我——她说的话几乎正好相反。她不想把自己能给的钱数都写下来，而且她现在就准备给一些钱。

“马蒂小姐是一位多好的年轻女士啊，”她解释道，“那时我还是个初到克兰福德集市的乡下女孩儿。有一天，我记得，我就是在镇子外面遇到她的。她当时正在散步，身边有位先生骑着马正在跟她说话。她低着头看自己摘的花朵，我觉得她是在哭。可是她转过身，跑着追上我问——哦，好亲切啊——问起我那可怜的将死的母亲。马蒂小姐是教区长的女儿，我很荣幸她能用这么温柔的方式和我说话。

“所以一定请你想想我怎么样才能多帮她一点儿，又不让别人知道，亲爱的。而且我哥哥会无偿地为她看病。他和尊敬的夫人乐于为她做任何事情，我们大家都是这样。”

我很着急回马蒂小姐那里去，所以满口应承下来。不过马蒂小姐并不想念我。她正忙着准备离开她的房子，我想，做些事情会让她感到高兴的。她一想到多布森先生和他的五英镑纸币，她说，她就觉得好像撒了大谎似的！她确信银行家们一定感觉非常糟糕……

我父亲第二天早晨就到了，我们单独在一起的时候，我告诉他马莎的计划以及我和克兰福德的女士们会面的事情。

我父亲用手揉揉眼睛。“看，玛丽，”他说，“为人多积善，朋友遍天下。如果我是教区长，我都可以写一篇布道文了！”

他和我决定，如果大家都同意，马莎和杰姆可以尽快结婚，用克兰福德的女士们给的钱租下马蒂小姐的房子。然后马莎可以用马蒂小姐付给她的住宿费让她生活得舒舒服服。

我告诉父亲我认为马蒂小姐可以卖茶叶，他觉得这主意不错。楼下的一个房间可以开一间店面，他热心地说。店门可以是玻璃的，马蒂小姐可以坐在桌子后面……

马蒂小姐耐心地接受了我们的一切安排，她甚至同意卖茶叶。“虽然我怀疑我能不能做得好，”她说，“我倒更愿意卖糖果给孩子们！”


9
A happy return

Mrs Jamieson, when she returned, considered Miss Matty's situation for two or three days. Then she kindly gave her approval and allowed Miss Matty to sell tea and still remain in Cranford society, although she would be in trade. I think she was trying to annoy Lady Glenmire, by showing that a married woman comes down to her husband's level in society. An unmarried woman like Miss Matty, however, could keep the level that her father had. So Cranford was allowed to visit Miss Matty; and, whether allowed or not, it was going to visit Lady Glenmire.

But then we learnt that 'Mr and Mrs Hoggins' were going to return the following week. 'Mrs Hoggins', not 'Lady Glenmire'! Mrs Jamieson was pleased. 'That woman' never had any taste, she said. But 'that woman' and her new husband looked very happy on Sunday at church—and we did not turn our faces away from them as Mrs Jamieson did.

Miss Matty sold a lot of her furniture, though 'an unknown friend' (Mrs Fitz-Adam, I suspected) bought some favourite pieces back for her. The rector, too, bought the late Mr Jenkyns's library and then offered some of the books back to Miss Matty, saying he had not enough shelves for them all.

The downstairs room was changed into a shop, as agreed, and we put a very small notice above the new door: 'Matilda Jenkyns, seller of tea'. Inside, the walls were white, and two great boxes of tea stood on the bare wooden floor. I spent my small savings on sweets for the children Miss Matty loved so much, and now her shop was ready to open.

Well, not quite. Miss Matty was worried because Mr Johnson also sold tea and she did not want to take business away from him. So she went down the street to talk to him about it. He was very kind to her, and I know that he sent her some of his own customers, by telling them that Miss Jenkyns's teas were better than the ones he sold. My businessman father shook his head. 'All very well in Cranford perhaps. You could not do business like that in Drumble!'

But I was delighted. Everyone suddenly seemed to need tea. Indeed, Miss Matty sold so much of it on the first two days that I felt able to leave her and go home to Drumble.

I returned every three months to check the shop and help Miss Matty with her business letters. This reminded me, of course, that no reply had ever come from India. I began to be ashamed of my letter to the Aga Jenkyns, and was glad I had told nobody about it.

About a year after Miss Matty opened her shop, Martha begged me to come back to Cranford. I went immediately in case Miss Matty was ill. She was not. When I looked quietly into the shop, there she was behind the table, happily knitting. The only problem was that Martha was expecting her first baby very soon, and Miss Matty did not realize it.

'I'm so afraid she won't approve!' cried Martha to me in the kitchen. 'Will you tell her?'

I decided I would not. But a week later, I went in to see Miss Matty with a baby in my arms. She asked for her glasses, looked at it in surprise and was very silent all day. Then she went up to see Martha and they both cried with happiness. Shy, proud Jem shook my hand so hard that I still remember the pain,

While Martha was in bed, I was busy in the house. But sometimes I helped Miss Matty in the shop and was amused to watch her. She would never make a success of selling sweets! She gave away too many to every child who came in. But she had made more than ￡20 from selling tea in her first year, I discovered. She liked her new life, too, now that she was used to it. She met the country people, and they brought so many little presents of fruit and eggs for 'the old rector's daughter' that her table was sometimes quite full.

Cranford itself went on as usual. Mr and Mrs Hoggins were very happy together, though Mrs Jamieson still did not speak to them and even her man Mulliner avoided them in the street. It was now June. Martha was up again, and I was sitting in the shop one afternoon with Miss Matty when I saw a gentleman walk slowly past the window. He stood at the door, searching for a name. Then he came in. His hair was white, but his face was deep brown from the sun. It was the Aga Jenkyns, I knew it!

He stood opposite Miss Matty, just looking at her. Then he turned sharply to me. 'Is your name Mary Smith?'

'Yes!' I said.

He clearly did not know how to announce himself to Miss Matty, who was always shy when a man entered the shop. 'Give me a pound of those things,' he said, waving at some sweets.

'A pound!' Now Miss Matty looked up at him. 'Oh, sir! Can you be Peter?' she said, and trembled from head to foot.

In a moment, he was round the table and holding her in his arms. She was so white that I told Mr Peter to take her up to the drawing-room and put her on the sofa. 'I've been too sudden for you, my little Matty,' he said. She held her brother's hand tightly and allowed him to carry her up. I left them to talk alone while I went down to tell a delighted Martha, and then back to the shop.

We had tea early that day. Miss Matty sat in the armchair opposite her brother, eating nothing, just looking at him. 'You were a boy when you left Cranford,' she said fondly, 'and now you have white hair!'

'And I forgot how time passes, Matty! I've brought you a pretty little dress from India! I remembered your taste. It was so like my dear mother's.'

At that time, the brother and sister held each other's hand even more tightly, and I got up to leave them together again. But Peter rose too. 'I must arrange for a room at the "George",' he said. 'My bag is there too.'

'No!' cried Miss Matty. 'Please, dear Peter, don't go! Mary, don't allow it!'

So I gave Mr Peter my room and moved in with Miss Matty. Poor Peter, she told me that night, had fought at Rangoon and been taken prisoner by the Burmese. Afterwards, his letters to England were returned with the word 'Dead' across them. So he had decided to stay out in the East as a planter. Then my letter arrived...

I do not think Peter came home from India a rich man, but a day or two later the shop was closed. The sweets were given to children, the tea was given to old people. The pretty dress was kept for Flora Gordon and, at about this time, many nice presents arrived for Miss Pole and Mrs Forrester, Mrs Fitz-Adam and Mrs Jamieson. I myself received handsome copies of Dr Johnson's books. Miss Matty begged me, with tears in her eyes, to consider them a present from her sister as well as herself.

Peter became a great favourite with the ladies of Cranford. He told 'wonderful stories' (though these stories were less wonderful, I noticed, when the rector was present). He had 'wonderful foreign ways'—he even sat on the floor at one of Miss Pole's parties. When Mrs Jamieson smiled her approval, I remembered she had once called Mr Hoggins 'vulgar' just because he crossed his legs as he sat on his chair.

So I returned to Drumble, leaving Miss Matty and Mr Peter very happy together. Martha and Jem remained willingly in the house, with baby Matilda. The only sadness was that Mrs Jamieson and the Hogginses were still not friends.

But then, one October morning, I received letters from Miss Pole and Miss Matty, asking me to come to Cranford. The dear Gordons were arriving on the fourteenth, they wrote, and had invited everyone to a lunch at the George Inn—even Miss Betty Barker, even Mr Hoggins and his wife, whom Major Gordon had met in Scotland.

Would Mrs Jamieson go to the lunch? When I arrived in Cranford, no one yet knew. Mr Peter, however, said she should and would go. 'Leave Mrs Jamieson to me,' he announced. The next thing we heard, from Miss Pole, was that Mrs Jamieson was indeed going.

Clever Mr Peter had arranged for 'Signor Brunoni, Conjurer to the King of Delhi' to return to Cranford Assembly Room 'in honour of the Honourable Mrs Jamieson'. Mrs Jamieson's name was written large on the notice. Mr Peter was sending everyone free tickets. And when was Signor Brunoni going to show his magic? On the evening of the Gordons' lunch...

So Mrs Jamieson came to the lunch, all smiles at Mr Peter's fantastic stories of his travels—and he entered the Assembly Room that evening with the Honourable Mrs Jamieson on one side and my lady, Mrs Hoggins, on the other.

Since that day, the old friendliness has returned to Cranford. I am pleased about this. My dear Miss Matty loves peace and kindness, and I think we are all better people when she is near.



come down to sth./doing sth. (infml.) be forced by poverty, etc. to do sth. that one would never do normally; be reduced to sth. （口）沦落为……；因贫穷等被迫去做正常情况下决不做的事。

notice n. (sheet of paper, etc. giving) written or printed news or information, usu. displayed publicly. 布告；公告。

bare adj. without the usual covering or protection. 缺少遮盖的；没有保护的。

be expecting (a baby/child) (infml. euph.) be pregnant. （口，婉）怀孕。

give sth. away give sth. free of charge. 免费送出某物；赠送。

search for sb./sth. look at, examine or go over (a thing or a place) carefully in order to find sb./sth. 细查（某物或某处）以搜寻某人或某物；搜索。

sharply adv. quickly. 迅速地。

in a moment very soon. 立刻；马上。

arrange for sth. make sth. happen; ensure that sth. happens. 准备；设法。

cross one's legs place one leg over the other, esp. at the thighs. 两腿交叉；盘腿。

in honour of sb./sth. out of respect for sb./sth. 出于对某人或某事物的敬意。

all smiles looking very happy. 显得非常愉快。


9．幸福归来

贾米森夫人回来后，为马蒂小姐的处境考虑了两三天，然后她好心地同意马蒂小姐卖茶叶，而且还可以继续留在克兰福德的上流社会，虽然她要做生意了。我想她是想惹恼格兰米尔夫人，向她表明一位已婚妇女自甘堕落，把社会地位降到了她丈夫的水平。然而，一位像马蒂小姐这样的未婚女子却可以保持她父亲曾有过的社会地位。所以，克兰福德的上流社会被允许造访马蒂小姐；而不管是否允许，她们都要去拜访格兰米尔夫人。

不过，接着，我们就得知“霍金斯先生和夫人”将在下周回来。是“霍金斯夫人”而不是“格兰米尔夫人”！贾米森夫人很高兴。“那个女人”毫无品味，她说。不过“那个女人”和她的新丈夫在周日做礼拜时显得很幸福——而且我们也没有像贾米森夫人那样把脸转过去。

马蒂小姐把很多家具都卖掉了，然而“一位不知名的朋友”（我怀疑是菲茨-亚当夫人）又把她最喜欢的几件家具给她买了回来。教区长也把已故的詹金斯先生的图书室买了下来，并把其中的一些书还给了马蒂小姐，说他没有足够的书架来放这些书。

按照事先说好的那样，楼下的房间被改成了一间商店，我们在那扇新的门上方贴了一张很小的告示：“马蒂尔达·詹金斯，出售茶叶”。屋里的墙壁都是白色的，两个巨大的茶叶箱子立在光溜溜的木地板上。我用不多的一点儿积蓄买了糖果，给马蒂很喜欢的孩子们，现在，她的店铺可以开张了。

[image: alt]

啊，还没有完全准备好。马蒂小姐很担心，因为约翰逊先生也卖茶叶，而她不想抢他的生意。所以她沿着街走到他那里跟他说这件事。他对她很好，我知道他还把自己的一些主顾让给了她，告诉他们詹金斯小姐的茶叶比他卖的要好。我做生意的父亲直摇头：“也许在克兰福德行得通，在德莱姆伯尔却不能这么做生意！”

不过我很高兴。好像突然间大家都需要茶叶了。真的，马蒂小姐头两天卖了那么多茶叶，让我觉得可以放心地离开她回德莱姆伯尔的家了。

我每三个月回来一次看看商店，帮马蒂小姐处理一下商业信函。当然，这倒提醒了我，还没有从印度得到任何回音。我开始为自己给阿加·詹金斯先生写信感到羞愧，并庆幸自己没有把这件事告诉任何人。

马蒂小姐的商店开张大约一年后，马莎求我回到克兰福德。我立刻赶了回去，生怕马蒂小姐生病了。她好好的。我静静地望着店里，她正坐在桌子后面，愉快地织着毛线。唯一的问题是马莎马上就要生第一个孩子了，马蒂小姐还没意识到这一点。

“我真担心她不会同意！”马莎在厨房里大声对我说，“你能告诉她吗？”

我决定不告诉她。不过一周后，我抱着一个婴儿进到店里去见马蒂小姐。她要来她的眼镜，惊奇地看着孩子，然后一整天都很沉默。后来，她上楼去看马莎，她们俩都高兴地哭了。腼腆而自豪的杰姆使劲握我的手，我到现在还都记得那疼痛。

马莎卧床期间，我在房子里忙进忙出。但有时我也帮助马蒂小姐打理店里的生意，而且喜欢看着她。她卖糖果绝对不会挣钱！她给每个进来的孩子发糖吃，给得实在太多了。不过我发现她头一年卖茶叶还是挣了20多英镑。现在她习惯了她的新生活，也喜欢上了它。她碰到的乡下人带了那么多水果鸡蛋之类的小礼物给“老教区长的女儿”，以至于她的桌子上有时候堆得满满的。

克兰福德还是一如既往。霍金斯先生和夫人在一起生活得很幸福，虽然贾米森夫人仍然不和他们说话，甚至连她的男仆马利纳在街上碰到他们都绕道而行。现在已经是六月了。马莎又能下床了。一天下午我正和马蒂小姐在店里坐着，看到一位先生慢慢地走过窗前。他站在门口，寻找着一个名字。然后他就进来了。他满头白发，脸却被太阳晒成了棕色。是阿加·詹金斯，我就知道！

他站在马蒂小姐对面，就那么望着她。然后他突然转向我：“你叫玛丽·史密斯吗？”

“是的！”我说。

他显然不知道该如何向马蒂小姐宣布自己的身份，因为男人进店的时候她总是很害羞。“给我称一磅那些东西。”他说，朝一些糖果指了指。

“一磅！”现在马蒂小姐抬起头看着他，“哦，先生！难道你是彼得吗？”她说道，从头到脚都在颤抖。

不一会儿，他就绕过桌子把她搂在了怀里。她面色白得吓人，于是我告诉彼得先生带她到楼上的休息室去，让她躺在沙发上。“我来得太突然了，我的小马蒂。”他说。她紧紧地抓着弟弟的手，任由他抱着自己上楼去了。我让他们单独在一起说话，我则下楼把这消息告诉了马莎，她开心极了，接着我又回到了店里。

那天我们喝茶喝得很早。马蒂小姐坐在一把扶手椅里，正对着她弟弟，她什么也没吃，就望着他。“你离开克兰福德的时候还是个孩子，”她怜爱地说，“现在你都有白头发了！”

“我都忘了时间是怎么过去的，马蒂！我从印度给你带来了一条很好看的小裙子！我记得你的喜好，跟我亲爱的母亲那么像。”

说到这里，姐弟俩把彼此的手握得更紧了。我站起身准备再次把他们单独留在一起，但是彼得也站了起来，“我必须在乔治旅馆安排一个房间，”他说，“我的包也在那里。”

“不！”马蒂小姐大声说道，“求你了，亲爱的彼得，不要走！玛丽，别让他走！”

所以我把我的房间让给了彼得先生，搬去和马蒂小姐同住一屋。那天晚上她告诉我，可怜的彼得曾在仰光作战，并被缅甸人俘虏。后来，他写到英国的信被退了回来，信上写着“死亡”。所以他决定待在东方做一个种植园主。后来我的信寄到了那里……

我觉得彼得并没有在印度发了财回来，不过一两天后商店就关门了。糖果都给了孩子们，茶叶给了老人，那条漂亮的裙子为弗洛拉·戈登留着。大约就在这个时候，波尔小姐、福里斯特夫人、菲茨-亚当夫人和贾米森夫人都收到了很多很好的礼物，我本人则收到了很多精美的约翰逊博士的书籍。马蒂小姐含着眼泪求我，把它们看作是她姐姐和她的礼物。

彼得深受克兰福德的女士们的青睐。他讲述“精彩的故事”（不过我注意到，教区长在场的时候，这些故事的精彩程度就大打折扣了）。他有一种“令人羡慕的异国情调”——在波尔小姐的一次晚会上他甚至坐在了地板上。贾米森夫人笑着表示赞许的时候，我想起有一次她把霍金斯先生称为“俗人”，就因为他跷着二郎腿坐在椅子上。

于是我回到了德莱姆伯尔，留下马蒂小姐和彼得先生非常幸福地生活在一起。马莎和杰姆仍然愿意留在那幢房子里，带着小马蒂尔达。唯一美中不足的是，贾米森夫人和霍金斯夫妇仍然不和。

不过就在那时，十月的一个早上，我收到了波尔小姐和马蒂小姐的两封信，请我来克兰福德。亲爱的戈登一家要在14号来，她们写道，已经邀请了所有的人在乔治旅馆共进午餐——甚至还请了贝蒂·巴克小姐，还有霍金斯夫妇，戈登少校在苏格兰见过他们。

贾米森夫人会去赴午宴吗？我到克兰福德的时候，大家还都不知道。然而，彼得先生说她应该去，也会去。“把贾米森夫人交给我。”他宣布。后来我们从波尔小姐那里听说，贾米森夫人的确要去。

聪明的彼得先生安排“德里郡主的魔术师布鲁诺尼先生”回到克兰福德的大会厅“以示对尊敬的贾米森夫人的敬意”。告示上用很大的字写着贾米森夫人的名字。彼得先生给大家免费赠票。布鲁诺尼先生什么时候开始表演魔术呢？就在戈登家的午餐会当晚……

所以贾米森夫人来到了午餐会，满面笑容地听着彼得先生讲他旅行中遇到的稀奇古怪的事情——那天晚上他进到大会厅的时候，一边是尊敬的贾米森夫人，另一边是我尊敬的夫人，霍金斯夫人。

从那天起，克兰福德从前的友好气氛又恢复了。对此我感到很高兴。我亲爱的马蒂小姐热爱和平和友好，我想她在我们身边的时候，我们都变得更好了。


ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1．Read the story introduction of the book. How much do you know now about life in Cranford? Are these sentences ture (T) or false (F)?

1) Life in Cranford does not change very fast.

2) It is necessary to have a lot of food at parties.

3) Business people are an important part of Cranford society.

4) Talking about money is not considered polite.

5) The ladies of Cranford go to visit each other whenever they feel like it.

6) Although there are occasional arguments, the ladies of Cranford are usually good friends.

2．Can you guess what is going to happen in this story? Choose one answer for each question.

1) What will Miss Matty's happy surprise be?

(a) She is given a lot of money.

(b) A kind, handsome gentleman asks her to marry him.

(c) Someone she believed was dead comes home again.

(d) She opens a little shop, which is very successful.

2) Which of these sad things does not happen to Miss Matty?

(a) She loses nearly all her money.

(b) The ladies of Cranford stop visiting her.

(c) A man she loves dies.

(d) Her elder sister dies.


ACTIVITIES



While Reading

1．Read Chapters 1 to 3, then answer these questions.

1) How and why did the ladies' opinion of Captain Brown change?

2) What two things did Miss Jenkyns dislike about Miss Jessie?

3) What did Captain Brown and Miss Jenkyns disagree about?

4) How did Miss Jessie's life change after her father's death?

5) Why didn't Miss Matty marry Thomas Holbrook?

6) How did Miss Matty feel about Mr Holbrook during and after the visit, and how did Mary Smith know this?

7) Why do you think Miss Matty changed her mind about a follower for Martha after Mr Holbrook died?

2．Before you read Chapter 4 (Poor Peter), can you guess the answers to these questions?

1) Who was Peter?

(a) Miss Matty's brother.

(b) Miss Matty's cousin.

(c) Miss Matty's uncle.

(d)A man Miss Matty loved.

2) Why was he called 'poor Peter'?

(a) He was always ill.

(b) He had no money.

(c) He was always in trouble.

(d) He was always unhappy.

3) Where was Peter now?

(a) In London.

(b) In Scotland.

(c) In Australia.

(d) In India.

3．Read Chapters 4 and 5. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)? Rewrite the false ones with the correct information.

1) Peter was a kind boy, but he was always playing jokes.

2) Peter locked himself in his room because his father had laughed at him in front of a crowd of people.

3) Peter wrote to his sister, begging her to send him money.

4) Deborah told Miss Matty that she had refused a hundred offers of marriage.

5) Miss Barker invited the ladies in order of their importance in Cranford society—which was Miss Pole, Miss Matty, Mrs Fitz-Adam, Mrs Jamieson, and finally, Mrs Forrester.

6) At Miss Barker's party the ladies ate a lot more than usual.

7) The ladies met Lady Glenmire as soon as she arrived.

8) Lady Glenmire was a nicer person than her sister-in-law.

4．Read Chapters 6 and 7. Choose the best question-word for these questions, and then answer them.

How / What / Who / Why

1)... did the ladies have a lot of questions for Miss Pole?

2)... was Miss Matty worried about watching magic tricks?

3)... helped Signor Brunoni and his family, and how?

4)... had helped the conjurer's wife when Phoebe was ill?

5)... news about Lady Glenmire surprised everybody?

6)... did Miss Matty give Mr Dobson five pound coins and take his note?

7)... happened to Miss Matty when her bank failed?

8)... did Mary Smith decide to do?

5. Before you read Chapters 8 and 9, can you guess who Miss Matty's 'true friends' were, and what they did? Choose some names and match them with the actions below.

Mary Smith and her father

Mr Hoggins

Mrs Jamieson

Martha and Jem Hearn

Mrs Fitz-Adam

Mrs Forrester

Signor Brunoni's wife

Mr Johnson

Miss Pole

1)... helped her to open a shop.

2)... sent customers to her shop.

3)... took her into their house as their lodger.

4)... offered to be her doctor for nothing.

5)... secretly gave her money.

6)... helped her to manage her business.

6. Read Chapters 8 and 9. Who said this, and to whom? Who, or what, were they talking about?

1) 'I'll never leave her! I won't!'

2) 'You stupid great thing! Why don't you speak?'

3) 'It's just that a man needs time!'

4) 'Miss Matty will think about your plan.'

5) 'I wish it was more, my dear Mary. Indeed, I do!'

6) '... a gentleman rode beside her and was talking to her.'

7) 'I could write a sermon about it if I was the rector!'

8) 'You could not do business like that in Drumble!'

9) 'I'm so afraid she won't approve!'

10) 'I've been too sudden for you,...'

11) '... and now you have white hair!'

12) 'Leave Mrs Jamieson to me.'


ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1．Here are eight pieces of important Cranford news. Look at the replies, decide what the news is, and complete what the speaker is saying. (Use as many words as you like.) Then put the pieces of news in the right order for the story.

1) 'My dear, have you heard the news? ______'

'How exciting! I wonder what he'll do. Perhaps he'll make things disappear—I've always wanted to see that.'

2) 'I have some very sad news. Last night ______'

'Yes, we shall miss her very much. She always knew exactly what to do, and what the rules were.'

3) 'My dear, you'll never believe this! ______'

'But that's extraordinary! Can it really be true? First a lord, and then—a doctor! Whatever will Mrs Jamieson say?'

4) 'Something so exciting has happened! ______'

'That's wonderful! She must be so pleased. And all this time everybody thought that he was dead...'

5) 'I've just seen a man in the street. He says ______'

'Oh, how terrible! Such a kind man—always thinking of other people first. And those two poor girls of his...'

6) 'Have you heard? ______'

'No! Surely it's just a bit of fun. Have they looked everywhere? He'll be back soon, I'm sure.'

7) 'Have you heard the news? ______'

'The poor dear thing! To lose everything like that... Well, we must all think what we can do to help her. '

8) 'I heard this from Miss Jenkyns herself. ______'

'Going to be married? Oh, that's lovely news! I always said she had very pretty dimples.'

2．What did Mary Smith say in her letter to the Aga Jenkyns (end of Chapter 7)? Put the parts of sentences in the right order, and join them with these linking words to make four sentences.

and / because / but / but when / if / which / who / who

Dear Mr Jenkyns,

1) ______ is a very dear friend of mine.

2) I felt sure you must be Miss Matty's missing brother.

3) ______ has suddenly failed,

4) ______ her brother would be able to do so much more.

5) I am writing to you about Miss Matilda Jenkyns,

6) ______ you are, your sister Miss Matty needs your help,

7) ______ Mrs Samuel Brown told me about the Aga Jenkyns,

8) We are doing what we can to help her,

9) ______ all her money was held in shares in a bank.

10) Miss Matty believes that her brother Peter died in India,

11) ______ had helped to save her baby in Chunderabaddad,

12) ______ Miss Matty has lost almost everything.

Yours sincerely,

Mary Smith

3．Here are parts of letters written by characters in the story. Choose the best words (one for each gap) to complete them. Then say who wrote each letter, who received it, and what was happening at that point in the story.

1) I have some news ______ you, my dear, which ______ surprise you. I am ______ to be married to ______ Hoggins. He is such ______ kind and generous man! ______ is a very good ______ too, which I discovered ______ we were both helping ______ poor conjurer and his ______.

I hope you are ______ your stay in Cheltenham...

2) I have some important ______ to discuss with you ______ our other friends. Please ______ sure to come to ______ house at eleven o'clock, ______ we cannot do anything ______ your help. Do not ______ the meeting or this ______ to anyone—this is ______ important.

3) I am ______ to invite you and ______ Smith to visit me ______ my little house here ______ Woodley next Tuesday. It ______ give me great pleasure ______ you would come to ______ and spend the day ______. I have asked my ______ Miss Pole too, so ______ three of you can ______ in the same carriage...

4) Your son Peter Jenkyns, ______ has just joined my ______, is a fine boy ______ I am sure he ______ make a good sailor. ______ the moment the ship ______ in the River Mersey, ______ we will sail south ______ the next few days. ______ you wish to see ______ son, you must come ______ once to Liverpool...

5) I am writing to ______ you to come back ______ Cranford. We have a ______, and I don't know ______ to do. You are ______ only person who can ______ Jem and me, and ______ must do something soon, ______ it will be too ______...

6) There are worrying reports ______ the Town and County ______. I warned Miss Jenkyns ______ ago not to buy ______ in this bank, but ______ did not take my ______. I hope Miss Matty ______ not still have these ______, because they'll be worth ______ if the bank fails...

4．Imagine that you are a reporter for the local newspaper in Cranford. Write a report of the death of Captain Brown, using these notes to help you.

● terrible accident / railway station

● captain reading / girl on line / train coming

● saved child / fell / under train

● Cranford two years / working for railway / two daughters

● popular and respected / greatly missed

5．What did you think about this story and its characters? Complete some of these sentences.

1) I liked ______ best / least because ______.

2) The part of the story I enjoyed most / least was ______.

3) I would / wouldn't like ______ as a neighbour because ______.

4) I would / wouldn't like to live in a small town like Cranford because ______.
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内容简介

在19世纪的纽约，成功的标志就是在华盛顿广场拥有一幢自己的房屋，奥斯汀·斯洛珀医生就是一个成功的人。他生活时尚，为人风趣，又聪明机智，很招人喜爱。

这些特点在他女儿凯瑟琳身上却一个也看不到。她是一个善良单纯的姑娘，热爱并崇拜自己的父亲，一心一意想讨他的欢心，却令他非常失望。斯洛珀医生从不指望凯瑟琳身上会发生什么有趣或令人激动的事情。

但是华盛顿广场的生活最终却变得很不平静。这里发生了一段罗曼史，一个相貌英俊的年轻人来到这里追求凯瑟琳。凯瑟琳的姑姑，头脑简单的彭尼曼夫人着实为此感到高兴；她觉得莫里斯·汤森非常迷人，凯瑟琳当然也是这么认为的。可是，斯洛珀医生对年轻的汤森先生却有着截然不同的看法。医生很有钱，也知道自己死后凯瑟琳会继承一笔每年3万美元的遗产。他想知道这样一个英俊潇洒的年轻人为什么会追求他那毫无趣致的女儿……


WASHINGTON SQUARE

To own a house in Washington Square is a sign of success in nineteenth-century New York, and Dr Austin Sloper is a successful man. He is also fashionable, interesting, amusing, and clever.




His daughter Catherine is none of those things. She is a good, simple girl, who loves and admires her father and always tries hard to please him, but she is a great disappointment to him. Dr Sloper does not expect any interest or excitement from Catherine.




But life in Washington Square does become rather exciting, after all. Romance arrives, in the shape of a handsome young man who comes to court Catherine. This pleases Catherine's foolish aunt, Mrs Penniman, very much; she thinks Morris Townsend is charming, and so of course does Catherine. Dr Sloper, however, looks at young Mr Townsend rather differently. The Doctor is a rich man, and is conscious that after his death Catherine will inherit a fortune of 30,000 dollars a year. He wonders why such a charming and handsome young man is courting his dull daughter...
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1
Poor Catherine

In the first half of the nineteenth century there lived in New York a very successful doctor. His success was for two reasons. He was, without doubt, a good doctor, intelligent and honest, but he also knew how to please his patients. He gave long, careful explanations about the illness, and always gave them some medicine to take. Indeed, his patients were fond of saying that they had the best doctor in the country.

By the time he was fifty, Doctor Austin Sloper was quite a famous person in New York. His conversation was clever and amusing, and no fashionable party in the city was complete without him.

He was also lucky. In 1820, at the age of twenty-seven, he had married, for love, a very charming girl, who had a fortune of ten thousand dollars a year. For about five years Doctor Sloper was a very happy husband; he continued to work as a doctor and each year became more experienced and more successful.

Some of the experience, however, was very unwelcome. His first child, a little boy of great promise, died at three years of age. Neither the mother's love nor the father's medicine could save him. Two years later Mrs Sloper had a second child, a little girl. This disappointed the Doctor, who had wished for another son to take the place of the first, but there was worse news to come. A week after the child was born, the young mother fell ill, and before another week had passed, she was dead.

For a man whose profession was to keep people alive, Austin Sloper had certainly done badly in his own family, but the only person who blamed Doctor Sloper was Doctor Sloper himself. He felt that he had failed, and he carried this private blame for the rest of his life.

He still had his little girl, whom he named Catherine after her poor mother. She grew up a strong and healthy child, and her father knew that he would not lose her.

When the child was about ten years old, the Doctor invited his sister, Mrs Lavinia Penniman, to stay with him. He had two sisters and both of them had married early in life. The younger one, Mrs Almond, was the wife of a rich man and the mother of a large family. Elizabeth Almond was a comfortable, reasonable woman and Doctor Sloper preferred her to his sister Lavinia. However, Lavinia's husband had died at the age of thirty-three, leaving his wife without children or fortune, and so Doctor Sloper invited his sister to stay while she looked for rooms to rent. No one really knew if Mrs Penniman ever looked for rooms, but it is certain that she never found them.

After six months the Doctor accepted the fact that his sister was never going to leave. Mrs Penniman told everyone except her brother that she was Catherine's teacher. Doctor Sloper guessed that this was her explanation, and he found the idea laughable since he did not think his sister was very intelligent. In fact, he did not have a good opinion of women at all. The only woman he had ever admired had been his wife.

He was always extremely polite to Lavinia, but he had no interest in her opinions or conversation. He only spoke to her to inform her of his wishes for Catherine.

Once, when the girl was about twelve years old, he said to his sister, 'Try to make a clever woman out of her, Lavinia. I should like her to be a clever woman.'

Mrs Penniman looked at him. 'My dear Austin,' she said, 'do you think it is better to be clever than to be good?'

'Good for what?' asked the Doctor. 'You are good for nothing unless you are clever. Of course I wish Catherine to be good, but it will not make her a better person to be a fool.'

Mrs Penniman was a tall, thin, fair woman. She was romantic, and her brother knew that she loved little secrets and mysteries.

'When Catherine is about seventeen,' he said to himself, 'Lavinia will try and persuade her that some young man with a moustache is in love with her. It will be quite untrue. No young man, with or without a moustache, will ever be in love with Catherine.'

Catherine was strong and healthy, but she did not have any of her mother's beauty or her father's cleverness—in fact, there was very little that was interesting about her at all. She was large and well built, with brown hair, a round face, and small, quiet eyes. The more generous friends of Doctor Sloper noticed that she was well behaved and polite; others thought she was just dull. But Catherine was not someone people spent much time talking about.

She was extremely fond of her father and very much afraid of him. She wanted to please him more than anything in the world, but although Doctor Sloper was usually kind to Catherine, he was very disappointed in her. He wanted to be proud of his daughter, but there was nothing to be proud of in poor Catherine. She was not elegant or pretty or charming like her mother. And by the age of eighteen Mrs Penniman had still not made her a clever woman.

Over the years, however, Doctor Sloper got used to his disappointment. 'I expect nothing from her,' he said to himself. 'If she gives me a surprise, I will be happy. If she doesn't, I shall not lose anything.'

At this time it did not seem possible that Catherine would ever surprise anyone. She was always very quiet, saying so little in conversation that she seemed almost stupid. But she was silent because she was shy, uncomfortably, painfully shy. In fact, she was a very gentle, sensitive girl.

Slowly Catherine realized that she was changing from a girl into a young lady. She began wearing expensive clothes in very bright colours—rather too bright for Doctor Sloper. When she was twenty, she bought a red and gold evening dress, and did not seem to realize that it made her look ten years older. Doctor Sloper preferred simple, elegant things, and it annoyed him to think that his child was both ugly and badly dressed, though he kept this opinion private.

It must be added that Catherine was expected to become a very rich woman. She had already inherited some money from her mother, but the Doctor had been making twenty thousand dollars a year by his profession and saving half of it. One day, this growing fortune would pass to Catherine.

In 1835 Doctor Sloper moved his family to a more fashionable address. He built himself a handsome, modern house in Washington Square, which was just around the corner from Fifth Avenue. Across the road from the house, in the centre of the square, was a pretty garden, which was open to everyone though few people ever used it.

Mrs Almond lived further out of the city in a house that was almost in the country. She had nine children, and Catherine went with Mrs Penniman to see her cousins every week. The little Almonds were now growing up; the boys had been sent off to college or to work in offices, while the girls looked for suitable husbands.

When Mrs Almond gave a party for her younger daughter Marian, who had become engaged to a promising young man, Catherine, naturally, was invited. At this time she was twenty-one years old, and Mrs Almond's party was the beginning of something very important.



quite a used to indicate that a person or thing is unusual. 异常的，出众的。

charming adj. delightful. 迷人的；可爱的。

of great promise likely to become very good. 大有希望的，前程远大的。

take the place of sb./sth. replace sb./sth. 代替某人或某事物。

private adj. not (to be) revealed to others; secret. 不公开的；秘密的。

have a good opinion of sb. think well of sb. 对某人有好感。

good for nothing completely useless and worthless. 无用的。

be in love (with sb.) feel affection and desire (for sb.). 热恋着（某人）。

elegant adj. tasteful and stylish in appearance or manner.（相貌或仪态）优雅的；文雅的；高雅的。

used to sth./doing sth. having learned to accept sth.; accustomed to sth. （对某事物）已适应，已习惯。

prefer v. choose sth. rather than sth. else; like sth. better. 宁可，更喜爱。

send sb. off send someone to another place. 送走。

engaged (to sb.) adj. (of a person or two people) having agreed to marry. （指一人或两人）已订婚的。


1．可怜的凯瑟琳

19世纪上半叶，纽约住着一位事业很成功的医生。他成功的秘诀有两条。毫无疑问，他是一个德才兼备的好医生，此外他还知道怎样令病人满意。他对病人所患的疾病总是不厌其烦地详加解释，而且也总是给他们开些药。真的，他的病人都喜欢说给他们看病的是国内最棒的医生。

到50岁的时候，奥斯汀·斯洛珀医生已经是纽约响当当的人物了。他谈吐机智风趣，城里上流社会的聚会从来都少不了他。

他运气也好。1820年他27岁的时候，他为了爱情娶了一位很迷人的姑娘，姑娘每年有1万美元的进项。有五年左右的时间，斯洛珀医生是一个非常幸福的丈夫；他继续行医，经验越来越丰富，事业也越来越发达。

但有些经历却很不愉快。他的头一个孩子，一个前途光明的小男孩儿，三岁的时候不幸夭折了。母亲的爱和父亲的药都没能救活他。两年后斯洛珀夫人生了第二个孩子，是一个小女孩儿。这让医生很失望，他本来希望再生个儿子来代替长子的位置，不过更糟的事情还在后面。孩子出生一个星期后，年轻的母亲就病倒了，才不到一个星期，她就不治而亡。

对于一个以治病救人为职业的人来说，奥斯汀·斯洛珀在自己家里确实表现得很糟，不过也只有斯洛珀医生会埋怨自己。他觉得自己很失败，而且终其一生他都这么暗暗地谴责自己。

他还有这个小女孩儿，他给她取名凯瑟琳，跟她可怜的母亲的名字一样。她逐渐长成了一个健康结实的孩子，她的父亲知道不会失去她了。

孩子10岁左右的时候，医生邀请他姐姐拉维尼娅·彭尼曼夫人来和他小住一段时间。他有两个姐妹，两人都很早就出嫁了。年纪轻一些的那个，也就是阿尔蒙德夫人，她丈夫是个有钱人，家里有一大群孩子。伊丽莎白·阿尔蒙德的日子过得舒心，人又明白事理，相比他姐姐拉维尼娅，斯洛珀医生更喜欢她。可是，拉维尼娅的丈夫33岁时就过世了，抛下她一个人，既没有孩子，也没有财产，所以斯洛珀医生邀请他姐姐和他们小住一段时间，再一边找房子租住。没人知道彭尼曼夫人有没有找过房子，但可以肯定她从未找到过。

六个月后，医生知道他姐姐永远不会离开了，也就接受了这个现实。除了对她弟弟，彭尼曼夫人逢人便说她是凯瑟琳的老师。斯洛珀医生猜想她是这么向别人解释的，他感到这种想法很可笑，因为他从来都没觉得他姐姐有多聪明。实际上，他对女人根本没什么好感。他惟一崇拜过的女人就是他妻子。

他对拉维尼娅总是彬彬有礼，但对她的想法或她说的话却毫无兴趣。只有在想要告诉她他对凯瑟琳的期望时，他才会跟她说话。

小女孩儿大约12岁的时候，有一次，他对姐姐说：“想办法让她变得聪明点儿，拉维尼娅，我希望她成为一个聪明的女人。”

彭尼曼夫人看着他。“我亲爱的奥斯汀，”她说，“你觉得聪明比善良更重要吗？”

“善良有什么用？”医生问道，“人要是不聪明就一点儿用都没有。我当然希望凯瑟琳做个好人，可是当个傻瓜并不会让她成为更好的人。”

彭尼曼夫人是位个头高挑、身材瘦削、面容姣好的女人。她很浪漫，她弟弟知道她喜欢小秘密和神秘的事情。

“等到凯瑟琳17岁左右的时候”，他自言自语道，“拉维尼娅就会想法让她相信某个长着小胡子的年轻人爱上她了。这肯定不会是真的。没有哪个男人，不管长没长小胡子，会爱上凯瑟琳。”

凯瑟琳健康结实，可惜她既没有继承母亲的美貌，也没有继承父亲的智慧——实际上，她身上几乎没有什么吸引人的地方。她个头大，发育得很好，长着棕色的头发，圆圆的脸和一双安静的小眼睛。斯洛珀医生那些比较宽厚的朋友们发现她举止得当，待人礼貌；别的人却认为她呆头呆脑。但凯瑟琳并不是人们乐于谈论的对象。
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她极爱自己的父亲，但又很害怕他。世界上她最乐意做的事情莫过于讨父亲的欢心了，可是虽然斯洛珀医生对凯瑟琳总的来说不错，心里却对她颇感失望。他想为女儿感到自豪，但可怜的凯瑟琳身上却没有什么值得他自豪的地方。她不像她母亲那样举止优雅，美丽迷人。一直到她18岁，彭尼曼夫人也没把她培养成一个聪明的女人。

不过，随着时光的流逝，斯洛珀医生也习惯了这种失望。“我对她没什么指望，”他对自己说，“如果她能给我带来惊喜，我会高兴。如果不能，那我也没什么损失。”

到了这个时候，凯瑟琳似乎已不大可能给任何人带来惊喜了。她总是安安静静的，话很少，显得有些木讷。她不爱说话是因为害羞，这种羞怯让她感到不自在而且痛苦。实际上，她是个很温柔敏感的女孩儿。

慢慢地，凯瑟琳意识到自己正从一个女孩儿变成一个年轻女子。她开始穿价格昂贵、色彩艳丽的服装——对于斯洛珀医生来说，那些颜色实在太艳了。她20岁的时候，买了一件红色和金色相间的晚装，而且好像完全没觉得这条裙子让她显得比实际年龄大了十岁。斯洛珀医生偏爱简洁雅致的东西，一想到自己的孩子长得丑，衣服穿得也难看，他就觉得生气，不过这些想法他从没表露出来。

必须提到的是，凯瑟琳可能会很有钱。她已经从母亲那里继承了一些钱财，不过医生每年行医的收入有两万美元，其中有一半都攒了下来。这笔不断增长的财富终有一天会传给凯瑟琳。

1835年，斯洛珀医生把家搬到了一个更时尚的地方。他在华盛顿广场靠近第五大道的地方为自己建了一幢气派时髦的房子。从房子里出来，穿过一条大道，走到广场的中间，就是一个漂亮的花园，花园向所有人开放，不过几乎没有人光顾。

阿尔蒙德夫人住在远离城区的一幢房子里，那里几乎是乡下了。她有九个孩子。每周凯瑟琳都会和彭尼曼夫人去看她的堂兄弟姊妹。阿尔蒙德家的孩子现在已经长大了；男孩子们要么去上大学，要么就到办公室上班，而女孩子们则在挑选合适的丈夫。

阿尔蒙德夫人的小女儿玛丽安和一个很有前途的年轻人订婚了，阿尔蒙德夫人为她举办了一个订婚晚会，凯瑟琳自然在受邀之列。当时她已经21岁了，阿尔蒙德夫人的晚会为她揭开了一段重要的人生序幕。


2
A handsome young man

Not long after the dancing had begun at the party, Marian Almond came up to introduce Catherine to a tall young man. She told Catherine that the young man very much wanted to meet her, and that he was a cousin of Arthur Townsend, the man she was engaged to.

Catherine always felt uncomfortable when meeting new people. The young man, Mr Morris Townsend, was very handsome, and when Marian went away, Catherine stood in front of him, not knowing what to say. But before she could get embarrassed, Mr Townsend began to talk to her with an easy smile.

'What a delightful party! What a charming house! What an interesting family! What a pretty girl your cousin is!'

Mr Townsend looked straight into Catherine's eyes. She answered nothing; she only listened, and looked at him. He went on to say many other things in the same comfortable and natural way. Catherine, though silent, was not embarrassed; it seemed right that such a handsome man should talk, and that she should simply look at him.

The music, which had been silent for a while, suddenly began again. He smiled and asked her to dance. Catherine gave no answer, she simply let him put his arm around her, and in a moment they were dancing around the room. When they paused, she felt that she was red, and then, for some moments, she stopped looking at him.

'Does dancing make you dizzy?' he asked, in a kind voice.

Catherine looked up at him. 'Yes,' she murmured, though she did not know why; dancing had never made her dizzy.

'Then we will sit and talk,' said Mr Townsend. 'I will find a good place to sit.'

He found a good place—a charming place; a little sofa in a corner that seemed meant for two persons.

' We will talk,' the young man had said; but he still did all the talking. Catherine sat with her eyes fixed on him, smiling, and thinking him very clever. She had never seen anyone so handsome before.

He told her that he was a distant cousin of Arthur Townsend, and Arthur had brought him to introduce him to the family. In fact, he was a stranger in New York—he had not been there for many years. He had been travelling around the world, living in many strange places, and had only come back a month or two before. New York was very pleasant, but he felt lonely.

'People forget you,' he said, smiling at Catherine.

It seemed to Catherine that no one who had seen him would ever forget him, but she kept this thought to herself.

They sat there for some time. He was very amusing, and Catherine had never heard anyone speak as well as he did—not even an actor in a theatre. And Mr Townsend was not like an actor; he seemed so sincere, so natural.

Then Marian Almond came pushing through the crowd of dancers. She gave a little cry, which made Catherine blush, when she saw the young people still together. She told Mr Townsend that her mother had been waiting for half an hour to introduce him to somebody.

'We shall meet again,' he said to Catherine, as he left her.

Her cousin took Catherine by the arm. 'And what do you think of Morris?' she asked.

'Oh, nothing particular,' Catherine answered, hiding what she really felt for the first time in her life.

'Oh, I must tell him that!' cried Marian. 'It will do him good. He's so terribly conceited.'

'Conceited?' said Catherine, staring at her cousin.

'So Arthur says, and Arthur knows about him.'

'Oh, don't tell him!' said Catherine.

'Don't tell him! I have told him that many times.'

Half an hour later Catherine saw her Aunt Penniman sitting by a window, with Morris Townsend—she already knew the name very well—standing in front of her. He was saying clever things, and Mrs Penniman was smiling.

Catherine moved away quickly; she did not want him to turn round and see her. But she was glad he was talking to Mrs Penniman because it seemed to keep him near to her.

In the carriage, as they drove home, Catherine was very quiet, and Doctor Sloper talked with his sister.

'Who was that young man you spent so much time with?' he asked. 'He seemed very interested in you.'

'He was not interested in me,' said Mrs Penniman. 'He talked to me about Catherine.'

'Oh, Aunt Penniman!' Catherine murmured.

'He is very handsome and very clever,' her aunt went on. 'He spoke in a—in a very charming way.'

The Doctor smiled. 'He is in love with Catherine, then?'

'Oh, father!' murmured the girl, thankful that it was dark in the carriage.

'I don't know that; but he admired her dress.'

Admiring just the dress, instead of the person, might not seem very enthusiastic, but Catherine did not think this. She was deeply pleased.

Her father looked, with a cool little smile, at her expensive red and gold dress. 'You see,' he said, 'he thinks you have eighty thousand dollars a year.'

'I don't believe he thinks of that,' said Mrs Penniman; 'he is too fine a gentleman.'

'He must be extremely fine not to think of that!'

'Well, he is!' Catherine cried, before she knew it.

'I thought you had gone to sleep,' her father answered. 'The hour has come!' he added to himself. 'Lavinia is going to arrange a romance for Catherine.'

A few days after Mrs Almond's party, Morris Townsend and his cousin called at Washington Square. Catherine and her aunt were sitting together by the fire in the parlour.

Arthur Townsend sat and talked to Catherine, while his companion sat next to Mrs Penniman. Catherine, usually so easy to please, tonight found Arthur rather uninteresting. She kept looking over at the other side of the room, where Morris Townsend was deep in conversation with her aunt. Every few minutes he looked over at Catherine and smiled, and she wished that she was sitting nearer to him.

Arthur seemed to notice that Catherine was interested in his companion. 'My cousin asked me to bring him,' he explained. 'He seemed to want very much to come. I told him I wanted to ask you first, but he said that Mrs Penniman had invited him.'

'We are very glad to see him,' said Catherine. She wished to talk more about him, but she did not know what to say. 'I never saw him before,' she went on.

Arthur Townsend stared. 'But he told me he talked with you for over half an hour the other night.'

'I mean before the other night. That was the first time.'

'Oh, he has been away from New York—he has been all round the world.'

'My aunt likes him very much,' said Catherine.

'Most people like him—he's so brilliant—though I know some people who say my cousin is too clever.'

Catherine listened with extreme interest. If Morris Townsend had a fault, it would naturally be that one, she thought. After a moment she asked, 'Now that he has come back, will he stay here always?'

'If he can find something to do,' said Arthur. 'He's looking around for some kind of employment or business, but he can't find anything.'

'I am very sorry,' said Catherine.

'Oh, he doesn't mind,' Arthur said. 'He isn't in a hurry.'

Catherine thought about this, then asked, 'Won't his father take him into his business—his office?'

'He hasn't got a father—he has only got a sister,' said Arthur Townsend. And he looked across at his cousin and began to laugh. 'Morris, we're talking about you.'

Morris Townsend paused in his conversation with Mrs Penniman, and stared, with a little smile. Then he stood up.

'I'm afraid I was not talking about you,' he said to Catherine's companion. 'Though I can't pretend that Miss Sloper's name did not enter our conversation.'

Catherine thought that this was a wonderfully clever thing to say, but she was embarrassed by it, and she also got up. Morris Townsend stood looking at her and smiling; he put out his hand to say goodbye. He was going, and though he had not said anything to Catherine, she was still glad that she had seen him.

'I will tell her what you have said—when you go!' said Mrs Penniman with a little laugh.

Catherine blushed—she felt they were almost laughing at her. What in the world had this beautiful young man said? She saw that he was looking at her kindly.

'I have not talked with you,' he said, 'and that was what I came for. But it will be a good reason for coming another time. I am not afraid of what your aunt will say when I go.'

After the two young men had left, Catherine, who was still blushing, gave Mrs Penniman a serious look.

'What did you say you would tell me?' she asked.

Mrs Penniman smiled and nodded a little. 'It's a great secret, my dear child, but he is coming here to court you!'

Catherine was serious still. 'Is that what he told you?'

'He didn't say so exactly, but he left me to guess it. I'm good at guessing.' Mrs Penniman gave her niece a soft little kiss. 'You must be very nice to him.'

Catherine stared—she was amazed. 'I don't understand you,' she said. 'He doesn't know me.'

'Oh yes, he does. He knows you more than you think. I have told him all about you.'

'Oh, Aunt Penniman!' said Catherine in a frightened voice. 'He is a stranger—we don't know him.'

'My dear Catherine, you know very well that you admire him.'

'Oh, Aunt Penniman!' said Catherine again. Perhaps she did admire him—though this did not seem to her a thing to talk about. But she could not believe that this brilliant stranger wished to court her; only a romantic woman like her aunt would believe that.



embarrassed adj. feeling self-conscious awkward or ashamed. 不自然的，扭捏的，尴尬的，害羞的。

easy adj. (attrib.) not stiff or embarrassed. （作定语）自如的；不拘束的。

fix one's eyes on sb./sth. look at someone or sth. carefully. 凝视着（某人或某物）。

keep sth. to oneself not tell other people about sth. 不把某事告诉别人。

blush v. become red in the face (because of sth.). （因某事物）脸红。

particular adj. (attrib.) more than usual, special, exceptional. （作定语）特殊的；特别的。

conceited adj. full of conceit. 极其自负的。

admire v. regard sb./sth. with respect, pleasure, satisfaction, etc. 钦佩；赞赏；羡慕。

enthusiastic adj. full of enthusiasm. 热情的；热心的。

parlour n. (formerly) sitting-room in a private house, esp. one where people may receive visitors or talk privately. （旧时）起居室，客厅，会客室。

companion n. person or animal that goes with, or spends much time with another. （相伴的）人或动物；同伴；伙伴。

in a hurry eager; impatient. 急切；赶紧。

court v. (dated) (of a man) try to win the affections of (a woman), with a view to marriage. （旧）（指男子）向（女子）献殷勤；向（女子）求爱或求婚。

frightened adj. in a state of fear; afraid; scared. 恐惧的；害怕的；受惊的。


2．一个英俊的年轻人

晚会上的舞会开始后没多久，玛丽安·阿尔蒙德就把凯瑟琳介绍给了一位高个子年轻人。她告诉凯瑟琳这个年轻人很想见她，他是她未婚夫阿瑟·汤森的表兄。

凯瑟琳遇到生人的时候总是觉得不自在。这个叫莫里斯·汤森的年轻人长得很英俊，玛丽安走开后，凯瑟琳站在他面前，不知道该说些什么好。不过还没等她感到尴尬，汤森先生就已经带着轻松的笑容和她聊起天来了。

“这个晚会真令人高兴！这房子真漂亮！这一家人真有趣！你表妹长得真美！”

汤森先生直视着凯瑟琳的眼睛。她什么也没说；她只是听着，并望着他。他继续以同样轻松自如的方式讲了很多其他的事情。凯瑟琳尽管很沉默，却没有感到不自在；似乎这样英俊的人就应该讲话，而她就应该只看着他。

音乐停了一会儿之后又突然响了起来。他微笑着请她跳舞。凯瑟琳没回答，只是任由他用胳膊搂住自己，不一会儿他们就在房中翩翩起舞了。他们休息的时候，她感到脸都红了，后来有一段时间，她不再看他。

“跳舞让你觉得头晕吗？”他问道，声音很亲切。

凯瑟琳抬起头看着他。“是啊。”她低声说道，虽然她不知道为什么；跳舞从没让她觉得头晕过。

“那我们就坐下来说会儿话吧，”汤森先生说道，“我来找个好座位。”

他找到了一个好地方——一个很吸引人的地方；角落里有一个好像专供两人坐的小沙发。

“我们聊聊。”年轻人说；不过仍然是他一个人在说话。凯瑟琳坐在那里，目不转睛地看着他，微笑着，觉得他真聪明。她从未见过这么英俊的人。

他告诉她自己是阿瑟·汤森的远房表兄，阿瑟带他过来，把他介绍给这家人。实际上，他对纽约还很陌生一一他有好多年没来过这里了。他一直在世界各地旅行，在很多陌生的地方生活过，直到一两个月前才回来。纽约是一个很快乐的地方，但他却感到孤独。

“人家都把你忘了。”他微笑着对凯瑟琳说。

凯瑟琳觉得任何见过他的人都不会忘记他，但她没有把这想法说出来。

他们在那里坐了一会儿。他很风趣，凯瑟琳从未听到过谁说话像他那么动听——连剧场的演员也比不上他。而且汤森先生并不像个演员；他看起来如此真诚自然。
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后来玛丽安·阿尔蒙德穿过跳舞的人群走了过来。当她看见这两个年轻人仍在一起时，不由得轻轻地惊呼了一声，凯瑟琳羞得脸都红了。她告诉汤森先生她母亲想把他引见给别人，已经等他半个小时了。

“我们以后再见。”他离开的时候对凯瑟琳说道。

表妹拉着凯瑟琳的胳膊。“你觉得莫里斯怎么样？”她问道。

“哦，一般吧。”凯瑟琳回答道，没有暴露内心第一次感受到的真实情感。

“哦，我一定要把这话讲给他听！”玛丽安大声说道，“这对他有好处。他太自负了。”

“自负？”凯瑟琳盯着表妹说道。

“阿瑟是这么说的，阿瑟了解他。”

“哦，别跟他说！”凯瑟琳说。

“别跟他说！我已经跟他说过好多回了。”

半小时之后凯瑟琳看见彭尼曼姑姑坐在窗边，莫里斯·汤森——她已经很熟悉这个名字了——站在她面前。他正在讲一些机智的话，而彭尼曼夫人则在微笑。

凯瑟琳迅速走开了；她不希望他转过身看到她。但她很高兴他在和彭尼曼夫人谈话，因为这样似乎把他和她拉近了。

在回家的马车上，凯瑟琳很安静，而斯洛珀医生则在和他姐姐说话。

“和你在一起待了那么长时间的年轻人是谁啊？”他问，“他好像对你挺感兴趣的。”

“他对我不感兴趣，”彭尼曼夫人说，“他在跟我讲凯瑟琳。”

“哦，彭尼曼姑姑！”凯瑟琳低声叫道。

“他很英俊，也很聪明，”她姑姑继续说道，“他说话很——很吸引人。”

医生笑了：“那么他是爱上凯瑟琳了？”

“哦，爸爸！”女孩儿低声说道，幸好车厢里比较黑。

“我不知道；不过他夸奖她的裙子。”

夸奖她的裙子，而不是欣赏她本人，这似乎显得并不怎么热情，不过凯瑟琳不这么认为。她感到非常开心。

她父亲冷笑着看着她那条价格不菲的红色和金色相间的裙子。“你看到了，”他说道，“他以为你一年有8万美元的收入呢。”

“我不相信他会这么想，”彭尼曼夫人说，“他可是个挺不错的绅士。”

“他一定要顶好才不会那么想！”

“嗯，他就是！”凯瑟琳想也没想就脱口而出。

“我还以为你已经睡着了。”她父亲回答道。“已经是时候了！”他自己又想，“拉维尼娅要为凯瑟琳安排一段罗曼史。”
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阿尔蒙德夫人的晚会之后几天，莫里斯·汤森和他表弟一起去造访华盛顿广场。凯瑟琳和她的姑姑当时正坐在客厅的壁炉边。

阿瑟·汤森坐下来和凯瑟琳说话，而他的同伴则坐在彭尼曼夫人旁边。通常凯瑟琳是很容易被人逗乐的，可是这天晚上她却觉得阿瑟很令人厌烦。她不停地朝屋子的另一边望去，莫里斯·汤森和她姑姑正在那里谈得起劲。每隔几分钟，他就朝凯瑟琳看一眼，对她笑笑，而她希望自己坐得离他更近点儿。

阿瑟好像注意到凯瑟琳对他的同伴很感兴趣。“我表哥让我带他来，”他解释道，“他好像很想来。我告诉他我想先问问你，但他说彭尼曼夫人已经邀请他了。”

“我们很高兴见到他。”凯瑟琳说。她希望能多谈谈他，但又不知道说什么。“我以前从没见过他。”她继续说。

阿瑟·汤森瞧着她：“可他告诉我那天晚上他和你聊了半个多小时呢。”

“我的意思是那晚之前。那次是第一次。”

“哦，他一直不在纽约——他在世界各地跑。”

“我姑姑很喜欢他。”凯瑟琳说。

“大多数人都喜欢他——他很聪明——虽然我也知道有些人说我表哥聪明过头了。”

凯瑟琳怀着极大的兴趣听着。如果莫里斯·汤森有什么缺点的话，那自然是这一点了，她想。过了一会儿，她问道：“那他现在回来了，他会长住在这里吗？”

“如果他能找到事做的话。”阿瑟说，“他正在四处找工作或看有没有生意可做，不过什么也没找到。”

“真遗憾。”凯瑟琳说。

“哦，他不在乎，”阿瑟说，“他不着急。”

凯瑟琳想了想，然后问道：“他父亲难道不让他一起做生意——在他的办公室里工作吗？”

“他没有父亲——只有一个姐姐。”阿瑟·汤森说。接着他朝表哥望去，笑了起来：“莫里斯，我们正在说你呐。”

莫里斯·汤森暂时中断了和彭尼曼夫人的谈话，瞧着他们，脸上带着微笑。然后他站了起来。

“恐怕我刚才可没在说你，”他对凯瑟琳的同伴说道，“但是我不能假装我们的谈话中没有提到斯洛珀小姐的名字。”

凯瑟琳认为这么说实在是太机智了，但她又为这种说法感到局促不安，所以她也站了起来。莫里斯·汤森站在那里，微笑着看着她；他伸出手说再见。他要走了，虽然他一句话也没和凯瑟琳说，她仍然很高兴能见到他。

“我会告诉她你说的话——在你走之后！”彭尼曼夫人笑了一笑说道。

凯瑟琳羞红了脸——她觉得他们好像是在嘲笑她。这个漂亮的小伙子到底说了些什么呢？她发现他正和善地看着她。

“我们还没说过话，”他说，“我来就是想和你谈谈的。不过这样就有很好的理由再来了。我不担心我走后你姑姑会说些什么。”

两个年轻人离去之后，凯瑟琳的脸上仍带着红晕，她严肃地看了彭尼曼夫人一眼。

“你说要告诉我什么？”她问。

彭尼曼夫人微笑着点了点头。“这是个大秘密，我亲爱的孩子，不过他要来追求你呢！”

凯瑟琳仍然一脸严肃：“他是这么跟您说的吗？”

“他没确切地这么说，不过我猜是这样。我不会猜错的。”彭尼曼夫人轻轻地吻了一下她的侄女，“你对他一定很好。”

凯瑟琳瞪大了眼睛——她感到很惊奇。“我不明白您的意思，”她说，“他并不了解我。”

“哦不，他了解的。他比你想像的更了解你。我把你的事情都跟他说了。”

“哦，彭尼曼姑姑！”凯瑟琳吃惊地说，“他是个生人——我们不了解他。”

“我亲爱的凯瑟琳，你很清楚你喜欢他。”

“哦，彭尼曼姑姑！”凯瑟琳又说道。也许她确实喜欢他——尽管这件事对于她来说似乎不适宜讨论。不过她无法相信这样一个出众的陌生人想要追求她；只有她姑姑那样浪漫的女人才会这么想。


3
Who is Morris Townsend?

Half an hour after the two young men had left, Doctor Sloper came into the parlour.

'Mr Morris Townsend has just been here, Austin,' Mrs Penniman told her brother. 'What a pity you missed him.'

'Who in the world is Mr Morris Townsend?'

'The gentleman at Elizabeth's party who liked Catherine so much,' said Mrs Penniman.

'Oh, his name is Morris Townsend, is it?' the Doctor said. He looked at Catherine. 'And did he come here to ask you to marry him?'

'Oh, father!' murmured Catherine, turning away.

'I hope he won't do that without your permission,' said Mrs Penniman.

'My dear, he seems to have yours,' her brother answered. 'The next time he comes, you should call me. He might like to see me.'

Morris Townsend came again five days later, but Doctor Sloper was not at home at the time. Catherine was with her aunt when a servant announced the young man's name. Mrs Penniman sent her niece into the parlour alone.

'This time it's for you—for you only,' she said.

So Catherine saw Mr Townsend alone, sitting with him in the front parlour, for more than an hour. He seemed more at home this time—making himself very comfortable and looking around with interest at the room and the furniture. His talk was light, easy and friendly. 'Tell me about yourself,' he said to her, with his charming smile.

Catherine had very little to tell, but she told him of her love of music and the theatre, and how she did not really enjoy reading. Morris Townsend agreed with her that books were boring—he had been to places that people had written about, and they were not at all as they had been described. He had also seen all the famous actors in London and Paris, but the actors were always like the writers they were never true to real life. He liked everything to be natural. Suddenly he stopped, looking at Catherine with his smile.

'That's what I like you for; you are so natural,' he said. 'You see I am natural myself.'

He went on to talk about his great love of music and singing. 'I sing a little myself,' he added; 'some day I will show you. Not today, but some other time.'

And then he got up to go. He had perhaps talked more about himself than about Catherine, but the truth was that Catherine had not noticed. She was thinking only that 'some other time' had a delightful sound. It seemed to suggest many more meetings in the future.

Catherine felt it was her duty to tell her father that Mr Morris Townsend had called again—though it made her feel ashamed and uncomfortable. She announced the fact very suddenly, as soon as the Doctor came into the house, and then immediately tried to leave the room. Her father stopped her just as she reached the door.

'Well, my dear, did he ask you to marry him today?' the Doctor said.

Catherine had no answer ready. She wanted to be amused, as her father was amused, but she also wanted to be a little sharp, so that he would not ask the question again. She did not like it—it made her unhappy.

'Perhaps he will do it next time,' she said, with a little laugh; and she quickly got out of the room.

The Doctor stood staring. He wondered whether his daughter was serious, and decided to find out more about this handsome young man. The next time he saw his sister Elizabeth, he asked her about Morris Townsend.

'Lavinia has already been to ask me about him,' Mrs Almond said.

'What did you tell her?' the Doctor asked.

'What I tell you—that I know very little of him.'

'How disappointing for Lavinia,' said the Doctor. 'She would like him to have some romantic secret in his past. I hear that he is a distant cousin of Arthur Townsend.'

'Yes, though it seems that there are Townsends and Townsends—some rather better than others. Arthur's mother knows very little about him; only some story that he has been 'wild' in the past. I know his sister a little. Her name is Mrs Montgomery; she is a widow, with five children and not much money.'

'What is his profession?' asked the Doctor.

'He hasn't got any; he is looking for something. I believe he was once in the Navy.'

'Once? What is his age?'

'More than thirty, I think. Arthur told me that he inherited a little money—which is perhaps why he left the Navy—and that he spent it all in a few years. He travelled all over the world, lived in foreign countries, amused himself. He has recently come back to America, and he told Arthur that he now wants to start his life seriously.'

'Is he serious about Catherine, then?'

'I don't see why you are surprised,' said Mrs Almond. 'It seems to me that you have never been fair to Catherine. You must remember that she will one day have thirty thousand dollars a year.'

The Doctor looked at his sister for a moment. 'I see that you remember it.'

Mrs Almond blushed. 'I don't mean that is the only good thing about her; I simply mean that it is important. You seem to think that nobody will ever want to marry her.'

'Why should I think differently, Elizabeth?' the Doctor said. 'How many young men have come courting Catherine, even with her expected fortune? None—which is why Lavinia is so charmed that there is now a lover in the house. It is the first time.'

'I think young men are rather afraid of Catherine,' said the Doctor's wiser sister. 'She seems older than they are—she is so large, and she dresses so richly. An older, more experienced man would recognize all the good things in her character, and would find her delightful.'

'And Mr Townsend? What are his reasons for courting Catherine? Is he sincere in liking her?'

'It is very possible that he is sincere. Lavinia is sure of it.'

Doctor Sloper thought for a moment. 'If he does not work, what are his means?'

'I have no idea. He lives with his sister and her children on Second Avenue.'

'A widow, with five children? Do you mean he lives upon her?'

Mrs Almond looked at her brother a little impatiently. 'Why not ask Mrs Montgomery yourself?' she said.

'Perhaps I will,' said the Doctor.

*　　*　　*

Doctor Sloper was more amused than annoyed by the idea of Mr Townsend courting his daughter. He was quite willing to believe the best of the young man. And if he was a sincere, honest man, it did not matter if he was poor, since Catherine had no need of a rich husband.

'The next time he comes,' he told Mrs Penniman, 'you must invite him to dinner.'

Mrs Penniman was happy to pass on her brother's invitation, which Morris Townsend accepted, and the dinner was arranged. Two or three other people were invited as well, and although Doctor Sloper talked very little to the young man during the meal, he watched him carefully. At the end of the meal, when the ladies had gone up to the parlour, leaving the men to their drinking, the Doctor gave him some wine and asked him several questions. Morris Townsend was happy to talk, and the Doctor sat quietly, watching his bright, handsome face.

'He is clever, a good talker, and very self-confident,' Catherine's father thought. 'And he dresses very well. But I don't think I like him.'

The Doctor, however, kept his thoughts to himself.

Later, when the men joined the ladies in the parlour, Morris Townsend went over to Catherine, who was standing before the fire in her red evening dress.

'Your father doesn't like me,' said the young man.

'I don't see how you know,' said Catherine, blushing.

'I can feel these things. You ask him and you will see.'

'I would rather not ask him, if there is any danger of his saying what you think.'

Morris gave her a sad little smile. 'So you will allow him to say things against me, and not tell him he is wrong?'

'I never argue with him,' said Catherine. 'And he won't say anything against you. He doesn't know you enough.'

Morris Townsend gave a loud laugh, and Catherine began to blush again.

'I shall never talk about you,' she said.

'That is very well; but I would prefer you to say that it doesn't matter what your father thinks.'

'But it would matter! I couldn't say that!' the girl cried.

He stared at her, smiling a little, and just for a moment there was an impatient look in those fine eyes. But he spoke softly and sadly. 'Then I must try to make him like me.'

*　　*　　*

The next time the Doctor visited Mrs Almond, he told her that he had now met Morris Townsend.

'He is certainly a fine-looking young man,' he said.

'But what do you think of him, as a father?' Mrs Almond asked. 'Lavinia tells me that Catherine is in love.'

'Well, she must stop being in love. He is not a gentleman. He is extremely charming, and completely insincere.'

'You have decided very quickly,' said Mrs Almond.

'Not at all. I have been studying people for a lifetime, and am now quite able to make a judgement in a single evening.'

'Very possibly you are right. But the thing is for Catherine to see it.'

'I will give her a pair of glasses!' said the Doctor.



what a pity (that)... 真遗憾。

turn away leave; go away. 离开，走开。

at home at one's ease, as if in one's own home. （像在自己家里一样）自在，无拘束。

true to sth. being or acting as one would expect from sth. 符合某事物的；忠实地反映某事物的。

sharp adj. (derog.) intended or intending to criticize, injure, etc.; harsh; severe. （贬）蓄意批评、中伤等的；尖刻的；严厉的。

wild adj. out of control, undisciplined. 不守规矩的；失去控制的。

the Navy warships of a specific country with their crews and the organization that administers them. 海军部队。

be sure of not doubt or seem to doubt what one believes, knows, etc. 无疑；确信；自信；有把握。

means n. money; wealth; resources. 金钱；财富；财源。

live upon depend on sth./sb. for a financial source. 靠某种经济来源生活。

pass sth. on (to sb.) hand or give sth. (to sb. else), esp. after receiving or using it oneself. 将某物传、交、给（某人）（尤指自己收到或用过之后）。

would rather... (than) (usu. shortened to 'd rather) prefer to. （通常略作'd rather）宁愿；宁可；较喜欢。

against prep. in opposition to (sb./sth.). 反对；违反；与……相反。

argue with sb. (about/over sth.) express an opposite opinion; exchange angry words; quarrel. 争论；争辩；争吵。


3．莫里斯·汤森是谁？

两个年轻人走后半个小时，斯洛珀医生进了客厅。

“莫里斯·汤森先生刚来过，奥斯汀，”彭尼曼夫人对弟弟说，“可惜你没见到。”

“莫里斯·汤森先生到底是谁？”

“伊丽莎白晚会上的那个年轻人，他很喜欢凯瑟琳。”彭尼曼夫人说。

“哦，他叫莫里斯·汤森，对吧？”医生说。他看着凯瑟琳，“他来这里是向你求婚吗？”

“哦，爸爸！”凯瑟琳低声埋怨着，转身走开了。

“我希望没有你的同意他不会那么做。”彭尼曼夫人说。

“亲爱的，他好像已经得到你的同意了。”她弟弟回答道，“下次他来的时候，你应该叫上我。他也许乐意见我。”

五天后莫里斯·汤森再次来访，不过当时斯洛珀医生刚好不在家。仆人通报来客姓名的时候，凯瑟琳正和她姑姑在一起。彭尼曼夫人让侄女独自到客厅里去。

“这次是为你而来——只为你一个人。”她说。

所以凯瑟琳独自一人和汤森先生相见，他们在前厅坐了一个多小时。他这次似乎更随意——他很放松，饶有兴致地打量着房间和家具。他的谈话也轻松、随意而且友好。“跟我说说你自己吧。”他对她说，露出了迷人的笑容。

凯瑟琳没多少可说的，不过她还是告诉他自己对音乐和戏剧的热爱，以及她不那么喜欢读书。莫里斯·汤森同意她的看法，认为书很枯燥——他去过书里提到的那些地方，跟书中描写的一点儿都不一样。伦敦和巴黎所有的著名演员他也都见过，这些演员和那些作家都一个样——都不忠实于真实的生活。他喜欢一切自然的东西。突然，他停了下来，面带微笑地看着凯瑟琳。

“这就是我喜欢你的地方；你这么淳朴。”他说，“你看，我本人并不矫揉造作。”

他继续讲他有多么喜爱音乐和歌唱。“我自己也唱唱歌，”他加了一句，“改天我唱给你听。今天不行了，改天。”

然后他就站起来走了。也许他谈论自己比谈论凯瑟琳还多，不过实际上凯瑟琳根本没注意到。她只是在想“改天”会听到令人愉快的歌声。这似乎意味着以后他们还会见很多次。

凯瑟琳觉得自己有责任把莫里斯·汤森先生再次造访的事情告诉父亲——尽管这使她感到害臊和不安。医生一进屋，她就突然宣布了这件事，然后就想立刻离开房间。她刚走到门口就被她父亲拦住了。

“嗯，亲爱的，他今天向你求婚了吗？”医生说。

凯瑟琳对这个问题毫无准备。她想愉快点儿，像她父亲那样，但她还想尖刻点儿，这样他就不会再问这个问题了。她不喜欢这个问题——这令她不愉快。

“也许下次他会这么做。”她轻轻一笑，说道；然后迅速离开了房间。

医生站在那里愣了半天。他不知道女儿是不是认真的，后来他决定去了解更多有关这个英俊青年的情况。他再次看到妹妹伊丽莎白的时候，就向她问起了莫里斯·汤森。

“拉维尼娅已经向我问过他的情况了。”阿尔蒙德夫人说道。

“你告诉她什么了？”医生问。

“就是我跟你说的——我对他不太了解。”

“拉维尼娅该有多失望啊，”医生说，“她希望他过去的人生经历中会有一些浪漫的秘密。我听说他是阿瑟·汤森的远房表兄。”

“是啊，不过好像到处都是姓汤森的人——有一些比另一些要好多了。阿瑟的母亲对他也不太了解；只有一些传闻说他以前曾经‘野’过一阵。他姐姐的情况我也知道一点儿。她叫蒙哥马利夫人；是个寡妇，带着五个孩子，没什么钱。”

“他是干什么的？”医生问道。

“他没工作；正在找事做。我想他以前在海军服过役。”

“以前？他多大了？”

“30多岁吧，我想。阿瑟告诉我他继承了一点儿钱——也许就是因为这个他才离开海军的——没出几年他就把这笔钱花光了。他周游世界，住在国外，活得挺快活。他最近才回美国，他告诉阿瑟现在他想认认真真地过日子了。”

“那么他对凯瑟琳是认真的喽？”

“我不明白你为什么感到惊讶，”阿尔蒙德夫人说，“我觉得你从来没有公平地对待过凯瑟琳。你应该记住将来有一天凯瑟琳会有一年3万美元的进项。”

医生看了他妹妹一会儿：“我知道你是记得的。”

阿尔蒙德夫人的脸一下子红了：“我不是说她只有那一样好处；我只是想说那很重要。你好像觉得没人愿意娶她似的。”

“为什么我会和你想的不同呢，伊丽莎白？”医生说，“就算凯瑟琳将来会有这么一笔财富，又有多少年轻人来追求她呢？一个也没有——所以拉维尼娅才会这么热衷，家里现在来了个情人。这可是头一次。”

“我觉得小伙子们都很害怕凯瑟琳，”医生的这位更聪明的妹妹说，“她看起来比他们大——她个头这么大，穿得又华丽。只有年龄大一点儿、经验更丰富的男人才会发现她性格中所有那些美好的东西，也才会发现她是个惹人喜爱的姑娘。”

“那么汤森先生呢？他为什么会追求凯瑟琳？他真的喜欢她吗？”

“他很有可能是认真的。拉维尼娅确信是这样的。”

斯洛珀医生想了一会儿：“他要是不工作，靠什么生活？”

“我不知道。他和他姐姐还有她的孩子们一起住在第二大道。”

“一个寡妇，带着五个孩子？你的意思是他靠她养活？”

阿尔蒙德夫人有点儿不耐烦地看着她哥哥。“你为什么不自己去问问蒙哥马利夫人呢？”她说。

“也许我会去的。”医生说。

*　　*　　*

想到汤森先生追求他的女儿，斯洛珀医生与其说是生气倒不如说是感到有趣。他很愿意往最好的地方去想这个年轻人。如果他真心实意，为人又诚实，那么他穷点儿也没关系，反正凯瑟琳并不需要一个有钱的丈夫。
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“下次他来，”他告诉彭尼曼夫人，“你一定要请他来吃晚饭。”

彭尼曼夫人很高兴地转达了弟弟的邀请，莫里斯·汤森接受了邀请，晚宴也安排下了。还邀请了两三个其他的人，虽然斯洛珀医生在进餐时没跟这个年轻人说什么话，他还是仔细地观察了他。晚餐到了最后，女士们都到客厅里去了，留下男人们继续喝酒，医生给他倒了一些葡萄酒，又问了他几个问题。莫里斯·汤森喜欢说话，医生静静地坐在那里，看着他那快乐英俊的脸。

“他是个聪明人，会说话，也很自信。”凯瑟琳的父亲想，“他穿得也很好。可是我想我不喜欢他。”

不过，医生只是心里这么想而已。

后来，当男人们加入到客厅的女士们中时，莫里斯·汤森走到身穿红色晚装、站在壁炉前的凯瑟琳那里。

“你父亲不喜欢我。”年轻人说。

“我不明白你是怎么知道的。”凯瑟琳涨红了脸说。

“我可以感觉到。你问问他就知道了。”

“要是他说的真的和你想的一样，我宁愿不去问他。”

莫里斯有些悲伤地朝她笑了笑：“那你就听凭他说不利于我的话，而不指出他的错误吗？”

“我从不和他争论，”凯瑟琳说，“他不会说不利于你的话。他对你还不够了解。”

莫里斯·汤森大笑了起来，凯瑟琳的脸又红了。

“我不会谈论你的。”她说。

“那很好，不过我更愿意你说你父亲怎么想都没关系。”

“当然有关系！我不能那么说！”女孩儿叫道。

他凝视着她，微微一笑，那双好看的眼睛里闪过一丝不耐烦的神情。不过他说话时声音温柔而悲伤：“那我只好想法让他喜欢我了。”

*　　*　　*

医生再次拜访阿尔蒙德夫人的时候，他告诉她说他已经见过莫里斯·汤森了。

“他的确是个相貌堂堂的年轻人。”他说。

“但作为父亲，你觉得他怎么样？”阿尔蒙德夫人问道，“拉维尼娅告诉我凯瑟琳坠入情网了。”

“嗯，她必须结束这场恋爱。他不是个绅士。他很有吸引力，但一点儿也不真诚。”

“你的决定作得太快了。”阿尔蒙德夫人说。

“一点儿也不快。我一生都在研究人，现在只要一个晚上我就能作出判断。”

“很有可能你是正确的。但这样的事情得由凯瑟琳自己去看明白。”

“我会给她一副眼镜的！”医生说。


4
Morris Townsend looks for a position

If it were true that Catherine was in love, she was certainly very quiet about it. She had told Morris Townsend that she would not mention him to her father, and so she said nothing about Morris's continued visits. It was only polite, of course, for Morris to visit after the dinner at Washington Square, and only natural for him to continue visiting.

These visits had quickly become the most important thing in Catherine's life. She was very happy. She did not yet know what the future would bring, and she was too modest to expect anything. She was just grateful for the present—the sound of his voice, the words he spoke to her, the expression of his face.

Doctor Sloper suspected Morris Townsend's visits, and noticed how quiet Catherine had become.

'What is going on in this house?' he asked his sister.

'Going on, Austin?' said Mrs Penniman.

'Why haven't you told me that Mr Morris Townsend is coming to the house four or five times a week? I am away all day, and I see nothing.'

Mrs Penniman thought for a moment. 'Dear Austin,' she said at last, 'I cannot tell a secret.'

'Whose secret? Catherine's? Mr Townsend's? If it is his, I think it is extremely foolish of you to have secrets with young men. You don't know where they will lead you.'

'I don't know what you mean,' said Mrs Penniman. 'I take a great interest in Mr Townsend; I don't hide that. But that is all.'

'It is quite enough. And what do you find so interesting about Mr Townsend? His good looks?'

'His misfortunes, Austin. I cannot tell you his story, but he would tell it to you himself, if he thought you would listen to him kindly.'

The Doctor gave a laugh. 'I shall ask him very kindly to leave Catherine alone.'

'Catherine probably says kinder things to him than that!'

'Has she said that she loved him?—do you mean that?'

Mrs Penniman stared at the floor. 'She doesn't talk to me about him. I think she is very happy; that is all I can say.'

'Townsend wants to marry her—is that what you mean?'

'He admires Catherine greatly,' said Mrs Penniman. 'And he says the most charming things about her.'

'And these misfortunes that you refuse to tell me about—did they make him poor?'

'It is a long story,' said Mrs Penniman, 'and all I can say is that he has been wild in the past. But he has paid for it.'

The Doctor smoked his cigar in silence, then said, 'I am told he lives with his sister, and does nothing for himself.'

'He is looking very seriously for a position,' said Mrs Penniman. 'He hopes every day to find one.'

'Exactly. He is looking for it here, over there in the front parlour—the position of husband of a weak woman with a large fortune. That would suit him perfectly.'

Mrs Penniman got up and looked at her brother a little angrily. 'My dear Austin,' she said, 'you are making a great mistake if you think that Catherine is a weak woman!' And with this she walked away.

*　　*　　*

The family in Washington Square spent every Sunday evening at Mrs Almond's house. On the Sunday after his conversation with Mrs Penniman, Doctor Sloper went off to another room to talk to his brother-in-law about business. He came back later to find that Morris Townsend had arrived, and was sitting on a sofa beside Catherine. There were several friends of the family present. and it was easy for the two young people to sit and talk privately. The Doctor saw at once, however, that his daughter was pain fully conscious that he was watching her. She sat very still, with her eyes down, blushing deeply.

Doctor Sloper felt so sorry for her that he turned his eyes away. 'Poor Catherine,' he thought. 'It must be very nice for her to have a beautiful young man court her. Perhaps I should give him another chance.'

A little later, when Morris Townsend was standing alone, the Doctor crossed the room towards him. The young man looked at him, with a little smile.

'He's amazingly conceited!' thought the Doctor. Then he said, 'I am told you are looking for a position.'

'Yes, I should like some work,' Morris Townsend replied. 'But I fear that I have no special talents.'

'You are too modest,' said the Doctor. 'I know nothing of you except what I see; but I see by your face that you are extremely intelligent.'

'Ah,' Townsend said, 'I don't know what to answer when you say that. You advise me, then, not to give up hope?'

The question seemed to have a double meaning, and the Doctor looked at him for a moment before he answered. 'No young man should ever give up hope. If he does not succeed in one thing, he can try another.'

Morris Townsend stared down at his shoes. 'Were you kindly suggesting a position for me?' he then asked, looking up and smiling.

This annoyed the Doctor, and he paused for a moment. Then he said, 'I sometimes hear of possibilities. How would you feel, for example, about leaving New York?'

'I am afraid I could not do that. I must find my fortune in this city. You see,' added Morris Townsend, 'I have responsibilities here. I have a sister who depends on me.'

'Family feeling is very important,' said Doctor Sloper. 'I often think there is not enough of it in our city. I think I have heard of your sister.'

'It is possible, but I doubt it. She lives so very quietly.'

'As quietly, you mean,' the Doctor went on, with a short laugh, 'as a lady may do with several small children.'

'I help with my little nephews and nieces,' said Morris Townsend. 'I am their teacher.'

'That is very good, but it is not a career.'

'It won't make my fortune,' agreed the young man.

Later in the evening the Doctor spoke to Mrs Almond. 'I should like to see his sister,' he said. 'Mrs Montgomery. Mr Townsend tells me he teaches her children.'

'I will try and arrange it for you,' said Mrs Almond. 'I must say, he doesn't look in the least like a schoolteacher.'

And when Morris Townsend spoke to Catherine again later, he did not sound like a schoolteacher either.

'Will you meet me somewhere tomorrow?' he murmured. 'I have something particular to say to you—very particular.'

'Can't you come to the house? Can't you say it there?' Catherine asked, lifting her frightened eyes.

Townsend shook his head sadly. 'I cannot enter your doors again. Your father has insulted me.'

'Insulted you?'

'He dislikes me because I am poor.'

'Oh, you are wrong—you misunderstood him,' said Catherine, getting up from her chair.

'He laughed at me for having no position. I took it quietly; but only because he belongs to you.'

'I don't know what he thinks,' said Catherine. 'I am sure he means to be kind. You must not be too proud.'

'I will be proud only of you, my dearest,' said Morris, and Catherine blushed. 'Will you meet me tomorrow evening in the garden in the Square? It is very quiet there—no one will see us.'

Catherine hesitated. Young ladies did not go out alone in the evenings to meet young men in gardens. 'I am not—not very brave,' she said.

'Ah, then, if you are afraid, what shall we do?'

She hesitated again; then at last said, 'You must come to the house. I am not afraid of that.'

'I would rather meet in the Square,' the young man said. 'You know how empty it is, often. No one will see us.'

'I don't care who sees us. But leave me now.'

He left her. He had got what he wanted.

*　　*　　*

Catherine met the young man next day in the place she had chosen—among the elegant furniture of a New York parlour. Mrs Penniman, as usual, left the two young people alone to enjoy their romantic meeting.

'We must decide what to do,' said Morris.

He had already, on earlier visits, told Catherine that he loved her. He had put his arm around her and taken kisses, which had made her heart beat very fast. She felt deeply, wonderfully happy, but she was also confused and a little frightened. After Morris had kissed her, on his last visit, she had begged him to go away, to let her think. She felt his kisses on her lips for a long time afterwards, and she could not think clearly at all. What would she do if, as she feared, her father told her that he did not like Morris Townsend?

Today, however, when Morris spoke about deciding something, she felt that it was the truth, and said simply:

'We must do our duty; we must speak to my father. I will do it tonight; you must do it tomorrow.'

'It is very good of you to do it first,' Morris answered. 'The young man—the happy lover—usually does that.'

'You must promise to be gentle with my father.'

'I shall try,' Morris promised. 'But do you know what your father will say? He will tell you I want your money.'

'Oh!' murmured Catherine, softly. 'How wrong he is!'

Morris gave her a fond little kiss.

'I shall tell him that he is wrong,' said Catherine.

'He will argue with you.'

Catherine looked at her lover for a minute, and then she said, 'I shall persuade him. But I am glad we shall be rich.'

Morris turned away. 'No, it's a misfortune,' he said. 'It is from that that our problems will come.'

'If it is the worst misfortune, we are not so unhappy. I will persuade him, and after that we shall be very glad we have money.'

Morris listened to these sensible words in silence. 'You must speak for me on this; I cannot do it myself.'

Catherine, too, was silent for a while. She looked at Morris, who was staring out of the window. 'Morris,' she said, suddenly, 'are you very sure you love me?'

He turned round, and came to her at once. 'My own dearest, can you doubt it?'

'I have only known it five days,' she said, 'but now it seems to me something I could not live without.'

'You will never need to try.' He gave a gentle laugh. Then he added, 'There is something you must tell me, too.' Catherine had closed her eyes, and kept them closed. 'You must tell me,' Morris went on, 'that if your father is against me, you will still be faithful.'

Catherine opened her eyes and stared at him. She could give no better promise than what he read there.



suspect v. have an idea of the existence, presence or truth of (sth.); believe. 疑有；对……有所察觉。

go on (esp. in the continuous tense) lake place; happen. （尤用于进行时态）发生；出现。

misfortune n. bad luck. 不幸；厄运。

conscious adj. aware; noticing. 知道的；觉察的；注意到的。

be/feel sorry for sb. feel pity for sb. 怜悯某人。

double adj. twice the (usu.) number or amount. 两倍的；加倍的。

hear of sb./sth. be told about or have knowledge of sb./sth. 听到或知道某人或某事物。

depend on sb./sth. (usu. not in the continuous tenses) get money or other help from sb./sth. （通常不用于进行时态）依靠；依赖。

hesitate v. be slow to speak or act because one feels uncertain or unwilling; pause in doubt. 犹豫；踌躇；迟疑；（因有疑虑而）停顿。

beat v. (of the heart) expand and contract rhythmically. （指心脏）有节奏地舒张与收缩；跳动。

confused adj. unable to think clearly; bewildered. 糊涂的；迷乱的。

duty n. moral or legal obligation. （道德上的或法律上的）责任；义务。

persuade v. cause sb. to do sth. by arguing or reasoning with him. 说服或劝说某人做某事。

sensible adj. having or showing good senses; reasonable. 识别力强的；合理的。


4．莫里斯·汤森求职

如果凯瑟琳真的恋爱了的话，那么她对这件事确实很低调。她告诉过莫里斯·汤森她不会向父亲提到他，所以对于莫里斯接下来的造访她只字未提。当然，莫里斯在华盛顿广场晚宴后来拜访只是出于礼貌，而他继续来访也很自然。

这些来访很快就成为凯瑟琳生活中最重要的事情。她非常开心。她还不知道未来会怎样，而且她太羞怯，也不敢奢望什么。她只是为现在的状况而心怀感激——他的声音，他对她说的话，他脸上的表情。

斯洛珀医生对莫里斯·汤森的来访有所察觉，也注意到凯瑟琳变得多么安静。

“这幢房子里发生了什么事？”他问他姐姐。

“发生了什么事，奥斯汀？”彭尼曼夫人说。

“你们为什么不告诉我莫里斯·汤森先生一周要来这里四五次呢？我整天都不在家，什么也看不到。”

彭尼曼夫人想了想。“亲爱的奥斯汀，”她最后说，“我不能把秘密说出来。”

“谁的秘密？凯瑟琳的吗？还是汤森先生的？如果是他的，我想你和年轻男人有秘密实在是太愚蠢了。你不知道他们会把你引向哪里。”

“我不明白你的意思，”彭尼曼夫人说，“我对汤森先生很感兴趣；我并不否认。不过仅此而已。”

“这就够了。你觉得汤森先生哪里有趣？他英俊的外貌吗？”

“他的不幸遭遇，奥斯汀。我不能跟你讲他的经历，不过如果他认为你会友好地听他说话的话，他自己会告诉你的。”

医生笑了起来：“我会很友好地请他离开凯瑟琳。”

“凯瑟琳也许会对他说些比这好听的话！”

“她说过她爱他吗？——你想说的是这个吗？”

彭尼曼夫人盯着地板：“她没和我谈过他。我想她很开心；我只能说这么多。”

“汤森想和她结婚——你是这个意思吗？”

“他很喜欢凯瑟琳，”彭尼曼夫人说，“而且对她赞不绝口。”

“你拒绝告诉我的这些不幸遭遇——他是因此才落魄的吗？”

“说来话长，”彭尼曼夫人说，“我能说的就是他过去曾经荒唐过一阵子。但他已经为这付出了代价。”

医生默默地抽着雪茄，然后说：“我听说他和他姐姐住在一起，可自己却游手好闲。”

“他正在很认真地谋职，”彭尼曼夫人说，“他天天都盼着能找到个职位。”

“的确。他是在这里找他的位置，就在客厅的前厅——当一个性格懦弱、又颇有家产的女人的丈夫。那对于他来说绝对合适。”

彭尼曼夫人站起身来，有点儿愤怒地看着她弟弟。“我亲爱的奥斯汀，”她说，“如果你认为凯瑟琳是个懦弱的女人，那你就大错特错了！”说完，她就走了。

*　　*　　*

华盛顿广场的这家人每个星期天的晚上都要到阿尔蒙德夫人家去。和彭尼曼夫人谈过话之后的那个周日，斯洛珀医生到另一间房间里和他妹夫谈论生意上的事情。等他后来回来的时候，发现莫里斯·汤森已经来了，而且正和凯瑟琳一起坐在沙发上。到场的还有几位家里的朋友，所以这两个年轻人坐在一起说悄悄话很容易。不过，医生立刻就发现他女儿已经痛苦地意识到他在观察她。她一动不动地坐在那里，眼睛朝下望着，脸涨得通红。

斯洛珀医生真替她感到难过，所以就把眼光移开了。“可怜的凯瑟琳，”他想，“对于她来说，有个英俊的年轻人追求她一定很好。也许我应该再给他一次机会。”
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过了一会儿，当莫里斯·汤森一个人站着的时候，医生穿过房间朝他走去。年轻人面带微笑地看着他。

“他可真够虚伪的！”医生想。然后他说：“我听说你正在找工作。”

“是的，我希望找点儿事做。”莫里斯·汤森回答道，“但我恐怕没什么特殊才能。”

“你太谦虚了，”医生说，“我对你的了解就是我所看到的情况；不过从你的脸上我看得出你很聪明。”

“啊，”汤森说，“您这么说我真不知该怎么回答。那么，您是建议我不要放弃希望喽？”

这个问题似乎有着双重含义，医生看了他一会儿才回答：“年轻人永远也不应该放弃希望。如果他一件事做不成功还可以做另一件事。”

莫里斯·汤森低头望着自己的鞋子。“您是在好意向我推荐一个职位吗？”他接着抬起头笑着问道。

这令医生颇为恼怒，他停了半晌。然后他说道：“我有时能听到一些机会。比如，你觉得离开纽约怎么样？”

“我恐怕不能那么做。我一定要在这个城市发家致富。您看，”莫里斯·汤森又加上一句，“我在这儿还有责任。我有个姐姐需要我养活。”

“家庭感情是很重要，”斯洛珀医生说，“我总觉得我们这个城市里这种感情并不多。我想我听说过你姐姐。”

“有可能，但我怀疑您是否真的听说过她。她生活得这么安静。”

“你的意思是，安静得就好像，”医生短促地笑了一声，继续说，“就好像一位带着几个年幼孩子的女士应该做的那样。”

“我帮着带小外甥和外甥女。”莫里斯·汤森说道，“我是他们的老师。”

“那很好，不过那不是个职业。”

“这不会让我致富。”年轻人表示赞同。

那天晚上晚些时候，医生和阿尔蒙德夫人谈了谈。“我想见见他姐姐，”他说，“蒙哥马利夫人。汤森先生告诉我说他教她的孩子们。”

“我试着替你安排一下，”阿尔蒙德夫人说，“我得说，他看上去可一点儿也不像个老师。”

当莫里斯·汤森后来又和凯瑟琳说话的时候，他听上去也不像个老师。

“明天你可以和我找个地方见面吗？”他低声说道，“我有些特别的事情要跟你说——很特别。”

“你不能来家里吗？你不能在那里说吗？”凯瑟琳抬起惊恐的眼睛问道。

汤森难过地摇了摇头：“我再也不能进你的家门了。你父亲侮辱了我。”

“侮辱你？”

“他因为我穷就不喜欢我。”

“哦，你错了——你误会他了。”凯瑟琳从椅子上站起来说道。

“他嘲笑我没有工作。我平静地接受了；不过那只是因为他是你父亲。”

“我不知道他是怎么想的，”凯瑟琳说，“我相信他的本意是好的。你不应该太骄傲。”

“我只会因你而骄傲，我最亲爱的。”莫里斯说，凯瑟琳脸红了。“明天晚上你可以去广场的花园里和我见面吗？那里很安静——不会有人看到我们的。”

凯瑟琳犹豫了。年轻女士是不会在晚上独自到花园里和年轻男子相会的。“我不——不是很勇敢。”她说。

“啊，那么，如果你害怕，我们该怎么办？”

她又犹豫起来；最后她说道：“你一定要到家里来。我不担心那个。”

“我宁愿在广场见面，”那年轻人说，“你知道那里平常有多空。不会有人看到我们的。”

“我不在乎谁看到我们。不过你现在就走吧。”

他离开了她。他已经得到了想要的东西。

*　　*　　*

第二天，凯瑟琳和这个年轻人在她选的地方会面了——就在纽约的一间摆着高雅家具的客厅里。像平常一样，彭尼曼夫人让两个年轻人独自待在一起享受他们浪漫的约会。

“我们必须决定该怎么办。”莫里斯说。

他已经在早先的访问中，告诉过凯瑟琳他爱她了。他还曾经用胳膊搂着她，吻过她，那使她的心狂跳不已。她深深地体会到一种美妙的幸福感，但同时她又感到困惑并有点儿害怕。在莫里斯上一次来访时吻过她之后，她请求他离开，让她想一想。之后的很长时间，她都能感觉到他留在她唇上的吻，她已经完全不能清楚地想问题了。如果像她担心的那样，她父亲对她说他不喜欢莫里斯·汤森，那她该怎么办？

不过今天，当莫里斯说到要作决定的时候，她感到这种担心是真的，所以轻描淡写地说：

“我们必须尽到责任；我们必须向我父亲说明。我今晚就说；你明天必须说。”

“你先说，这很好，”莫里斯回答道，“年轻男子——快乐的情人——通常都那么做。”

“你必须答应我，要和善地对待我父亲。”

“我会尽力的。”莫里斯答应道，“但是你知道你父亲会说什么吗？他会对你说我想要你的钱。”

“哦！”凯瑟琳低声道，声音很轻，“他太不应该了！”

莫里斯轻轻地给了她一个充满爱意的吻。

“我会告诉他，他错了。”凯瑟琳说。

“他会和你争论的。”

凯瑟琳看了她的恋人一会儿，然后她说：“我会说服他的。不过我很高兴我们会富有。”

莫里斯转开身。“不，这是一种不幸，”他说，“这正是我们问题的根源。”

“如果这就是最不幸的情况，那我们就并非那么不幸。我来说服他，之后我们就会很高兴，因为我们有钱了。”

莫里斯默默地听着这些很实际的话。“你必须替我说这些话；我自己做不来。”

凯瑟琳也沉默了一会儿。她看着莫里斯，他正凝视着窗外。“莫里斯，”她突然说，“你确实爱我吗？”

他转过身来，立刻走到她跟前：“我最亲爱的，你能怀疑这个吗？”

“我知道这一点才五天，”她说，“但是现在我好像已经离不开它了。”

“你永远也不需要尝试。”他轻轻地笑了笑。然后加上一句，“你也得告诉我一件事。”凯瑟琳已经闭上了眼睛，而且一直闭着。“你必须告诉我，”莫里斯继续说，“如果你父亲反对我，你依然不会变心。”

凯瑟琳睁开眼睛望着他。他在那双眼睛中读到了她最坚定的承诺。


5
Doctor Sloper decides

Catherine listened for her father when he came in that evening, and she heard him go to his study. She sat quiet, though her heart was beating fast, for nearly half an hour; then she went and knocked on his door. On entering the room, she found him in his chair beside the fire, with a cigar and the evening paper.

'I have something to say to you,' she began very gently.

'I shall be happy to hear it, my dear,' said her father. He waited, looking at her, while she stared silently at the fire.

'I am engaged to be married!' Catherine said at last.

The Doctor did not show how surprised he was. 'You are right to tell me,' he said. 'And who is the happy man?'

'Mr Morris Townsend.' As she said her lover's name, Catherine looked at him. Then she looked back at the fire.

'When did this happen?' the Doctor asked.

'This afternoon—two hours ago.'

'Was Mr Townsend here?'

'Yes, father, in the front parlour.' She was very glad that she did not have to tell him her engagement had taken place in the garden of the Square.

Her father was silent for a moment. 'Why did Mr Townsend not tell me? It is his duty to speak to me first.'

'He means to tell you tomorrow.'

The Doctor smoked his cigar for a while. 'You have gone very fast,' he said, at last.

'Yes,' Catherine answered, simply. 'I think we have.'

Her father looked at her for a moment. 'I'm not surprised that Mr Townsend likes you. You are so simple and good.'

'I don't know why; but he does like me. I am sure of that. And I like him very much.'

'But you have known him a very short time, my dear.'

'Oh,' said Catherine, 'it doesn't take long to like a person—once you have begun.'

'Of course you are no longer a little girl.'

'I feel very old—and very wise,' said Catherine, smiling.

'I am afraid that you will soon feel older and wiser. I don't like your engagement.'

'Oh,' said Catherine, softly, getting up from her chair.

'No, my dear. I am sorry to give you pain; but I don't like it. Why didn't you speak to me first?'

Catherine hesitated for a moment. Then she said, 'I was afraid you didn't like Mr Townsend.'

'You were quite right. I don't like him.'

'Dear father, you don't know him,' said Catherine gently. She remembered Morris's warning. 'You think he is only interested in my fortune.'

Doctor Sloper looked up at her, with his cold, reasonable eyes. 'I am not accusing Mr Townsend of that. You are an honest, kind-hearted girl, and there is nothing impossible in an intelligent young man loving you for yourself. But the main thing that we know about this young man is that he has spent his own fortune in amusing himself. There is good reason to believe that he would spend yours, too.'

'That is not the only thing we know about him. He is kind, and generous, and true,' said poor Catherine. She was not used to arguing, and her voice trembled a little. 'And the fortune he spent was very small.'

The Doctor stood up. He held her for a moment and kissed her. 'You won't think me cruel?' he said.

The question filled Catherine with fear, but she said, 'No, dear father; because if you knew how I feel, you would be so kind, so gentle.'

'Yes, I think I know how you feel,' the Doctor said. 'I will be very kind—be sure of that. And I will see Mr Townsend tomorrow. Meanwhile, do not tell anyone you are engaged.'

The next afternoon the Doctor stayed at home, waiting for Morris Townsend's visit. When the young man arrived, Doctor Sloper began at once.

'Catherine told me yesterday what has been going on between you,' he said. 'I am very surprised. It was only the other day that you first met my daughter.'

'It' was not long ago, certainly,' said Morris. 'My interest in Miss Sloper began the first time I saw her.'

'Did it not start before you met her?' the Doctor asked.

Morris looked at him. 'I had certainly already heard that she was a charming girl.'

'Naturally, you will speak well of her,' said the Doctor. 'But that is not the only thing that is necessary. I told Catherine yesterday that I did not like her engagement.'

'She told me, and I was very sorry to hear it. I am greatly disappointed,' said Morris, looking at the floor.

'Did you really expect me to say I was delighted?'

'Oh no! I had an idea you didn't like me.'

'What gave you that idea?'

'The fact that I am poor.'

'It is certainly a fact I must consider,' said the Doctor, 'I do not dislike you, but you do not appear to be a suitable husband for my daughter, who is a weak young woman with a large fortune.'

Morris listened politely. 'I don't think Miss Sloper is a weak woman,' he said.

'I have known my child twenty years, and you have known her six weeks. But whether she is weak or not, you are still a man without a profession, and without money.'

'Yes, that is my weakness! You think I only want your daughter's money.'

'I don't say that. I only say that you are the wrong kind of man to marry my daughter.'

'A man who loves and admires her deeply—is that the wrong kind of man?' Morris said, with his handsome smile. 'I don't care about her fortune. Not in any way.'

'Fine words,' said the Doctor, 'but you are still the wrong kind of man.'

'You think I would spend her money—is that it?'

'Yes, I'm afraid I do think that.'

'It is true that I was foolish when I was younger,' said Morris, 'but I have changed now. I spent my own fortune, because it was my own. That does not mean I would spend Miss Sloper's fortune. I would take good care of it.'

'Taking too much care would be as bad as taking too little. Both ways would give Catherine an unhappy life.'

'I think you are very unjust!' said the young man.

'I can understand that you think that.'

'Do you want to make your daughter miserable?'

'I accept that she will think I am cruel for a year.'

'A year!' said Morris, with a laugh.

'For a lifetime, then. She will be miserable either way—with you or without you.'

Here at last Morris became angry. 'You are not polite, sir!' he cried.

'I'm afraid that is your fault—you argue too much. I cannot accept you as a son-in-law, and I shall advise Catherine to give you up, which she will do.'

'Are you sure that she will give me up?' asked Morris. 'I don't think she will. She has gone too far... to stop.'

The Doctor stared at him coldly for a moment.

'I will say no more, sir,' said Morris, and he left the room.

*　　*　　*

When the Doctor told Mrs Almond about his meeting with Morris Townsend, she thought that he had perhaps been too hard on the young man.

'Lavinia thinks I am being very cruel,' said the Doctor.

'And how is Catherine taking it?' said Mrs Almond.

'Very quietly. There have been no noisy tears, or anything of that kind.'

'I am very sorry for Catherine,' Mrs Almond said. 'Now she will have to choose between her father and her lover.'

'I am sorry for her too,' said the Doctor. 'It is just possible, of course, that I have made the greatest mistake of my life. So I shall go and visit Mr Townsend's sister, who will almost certainly tell me I have done the right thing.'

The visit was arranged for a few days later, and at the appointed time the Doctor arrived at a little house on Second Avenue, where Mrs Montgomery received him in a small front parlour.

She was a little woman, with fair hair, and seemed rather alarmed by a visit from such a fine gentleman as Doctor Sloper. He explained the situation, but Mrs Montgomery was at first a little unwilling to talk about her brother.

'I can understand,' said the Doctor, 'that it is difficult for you to say unpleasant things about your own brother. but if my daughter married him, her happiness would depend on whether he was a good man or not.'

'Yes, I see that,' murmured Mrs Montgomery.

'And I must remind you,' said the Doctor, 'that after my death Catherine will have thirty thousand dollars a year.'

Mrs Montgomery listened with wide eyes. 'Your daughter will be very rich,' she said, softly.

'Exactly. But if Catherine marries without my consent, she will have only the ten thousand dollars she inherited from her mother. She won't get a penny from me. I will be happy to inform Mr Townsend of that.'

Mrs Montgomery thought for a while. 'Why do you dislike Morris so much?' she asked at last, looking up.

'I don't dislike him—he is a charming young man. But I dislike him as a son-in-law, who must take care of my daughter. She is so soft, so weak. A bad husband could make her very miserable indeed, because she is not clever enough or strong enough to fight her own battles. That is why I have come to you. You may not agree with me, of course; you may want to tell me to go away, but I think that your brother is selfish and lazy, and I should like to know if I am right.'

She looked at him in surprise. 'But how did you find out that he was selfish?' she said. 'He hides it so well.' Then she turned her head away, and the Doctor saw tears in her eyes.

He waited for a moment, then said suddenly, 'Your brother has made you very unhappy, hasn't he? Tell me, do you give him money?'

'Yes, I have given him money,' said Mrs Montgomery.

'And you have very little money yourself, and also five children to take care of, I believe.'

'It is true that I am very poor,' she said.

'Your brother tells me,' said the Doctor, 'that he helps you with your children—he is their teacher.'

Mrs Montgomery stared for a moment, then said quickly, 'Oh yes; he teaches them—Spanish.'

The Doctor laughed. 'That must be a great help to you! So,' he went on, 'I see that I was right. Your brother lives on you, takes your money, and is extremely selfish.'

There were tears again in Mrs Montgomery's eyes. 'But he is still my brother,' she said, her voice trembling a little. 'You must not believe that his character is bad.'

The Doctor spoke more gently. 'I am sorry that I have upset you. It's all for my poor Catherine. You must know her, and then you will see.' He stood up to go.

Mrs Montgomery also stood up. 'I should like to know your daughter,' she answered; and then, very suddenly— 'Don't let her marry him!'

And Doctor Sloper went away with these words ringing in his ears.



study n. room, esp. in sb.'s house, used for reading and writing. 书房（尤指家中的）。

engagement n. agreement to marry. 订婚。

mean v. have sth. as a purpose; intend sth. 怀有某目的；打算；意欲。

reasonable adj. (of people) ready to use or listen to reason; sensible. （指人）讲理的；明事理的。

accuse v. say that sb. has done wrong, is guilty (of sth.) or has broken the law. 指责某人有错；控告；谴责。

consider v. think about sb./sth., esp. in order to make decision; contemplate sb./sth. 考虑。

suitable adj. right or appropriate for a purpose or an occasion. 适合的；适宜的；恰当的。

take care of make sure that one/sb. is safe and well; look after oneself/sb. 照看；照料；照顾。

fault n. (responsibility for a) mistake or offence. 过错；过失。

go too far behave in a way that is beyond reasonable limits. 做得过分。

appoint v. fix or decide on sth. 约定；确定。

alarmed adj. anxious or afraid. 担心的；害怕的。

remind v. inform (sb.) of a fact or tell (sb.) to do sth. he may have forgotten. 提醒。

character n. mental or moral qualities that make a person, group, nation, etc. different from others. （个人、集体、民族特有的）品质，特性。

ring v. be filled with (sounds, etc.). 响着（声音等）。


5．斯洛珀医生的决定
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那天晚上凯瑟琳听着父亲回来的声音，而且听到他走到书房里去了。她静静地坐着，虽然心跳得很快，她还是在那里坐了大约半个小时；然后她过去敲他的门。进到屋里的时候，她发现他正坐在壁炉边的椅子里，叼着雪茄烟，手里拿着晚报。

“我有话跟您说。”她开始说话，声音很温柔。

“乐意倾听，亲爱的。”她父亲说。他等待着，看着她，而她只是一言不发地盯着壁炉。

“我订婚了！”凯瑟琳终于说话了。

医生没有表现出多么惊讶的样子。“你能告诉我这个很好，”他说，“那么那个幸福的男人是谁？”

“莫里斯·汤森先生。”说出恋人名字的时候，凯瑟琳看着他。然后又看着壁炉。

“这是什么时候的事？”医生问。

“今天下午——两小时之前。”

“汤森先生来过这儿？”

“是的，爸爸，就在前厅。”她很高兴不需要告诉他自己是在广场花园里订婚的。

她父亲沉默了一会儿。“为什么汤森先生不来告诉我？他有义务先跟我说。”

“他想明天跟您说。”

医生吸了会儿雪茄。“你们进展得很快。”他最后终于开口说道。

“是的，”凯瑟琳简单地回答道，“我想我们是很快。”

她父亲看了她一会儿：“汤森先生喜欢你我并不觉得奇怪。你是这么单纯善良。”

“我不知道为什么；不过他确实喜欢我。我对此确信不疑。而且我也很喜欢他。”

“可是你认识他的时间很短，亲爱的。”

“哦，”凯瑟琳说，“喜欢一个人用不着太长的时间——一旦你开始喜欢他。”

“当然你已经不再是小女孩儿了。”

“我觉得自己已经够大了——而且很明智。”凯瑟琳微笑着说。

“恐怕你不久就会感到年龄更大也更明智了。我不喜欢你订婚。”

“哦。”凯瑟琳轻轻地说，从椅子上站了起来。

“不，亲爱的。对不起让你痛苦了；不过我不赞成。你为什么不先和我商量商量？”

凯瑟琳犹豫了一会儿，然后说：“我担心您不喜欢汤森先生。”

“没错。我不喜欢他。”

“亲爱的爸爸，您不了解他，”凯瑟琳柔声说。她想起了莫里斯的警告。“您以为他只对我的钱感兴趣。”

斯洛珀医生抬起头看着他，目光冷淡而理智。“我并不是为这件事而指责汤森先生。你是一个诚实善良的女孩儿，聪明的年轻人爱上你这个人也不是不可能。但我们对这个年轻人的主要了解就是他把自己的钱都拿去享乐了。完全有理由相信他也会把你的钱花掉。”

“我们对他的了解不光是这一点。他心地善良，慷慨真诚，”可怜的凯瑟琳说。她不习惯和人争论，她的声音有些颤抖，“而且他花掉的钱也并不多。”

医生站了起来，把她搂在怀里抱了一会儿，吻了吻她。“你不会觉得我太不近人情了吧？”他说。

这个问题令凯瑟琳感到很害怕，不过她说：“不，亲爱的爸爸；因为如果您知道我的感受，您就会很和善、很温柔。”

“是的，我想我知道你的感受，”医生说，“我会很和善——相信我。我明天要见见汤森先生。另外，别告诉任何人你订婚了。”

第二天下午医生待在家里，等候莫里斯·汤森来访。那个年轻人一来，医生立刻就开始说话了。

“凯瑟琳昨天跟我讲了你们的事情，”他说，“我很吃惊。你是不久前才认识我女儿的。”

“没多久，当然了。”莫里斯说，“我第一次见到斯洛珀小姐的时候就对她产生了兴趣。”

“不是在你遇见她之前产生的吗？”医生问。

莫里斯看着他：“我当然已经有所耳闻，她是一个迷人的姑娘。”

“你自然会说她的好话，”医生说，“但这不是惟一必要的东西。我昨天跟凯瑟琳说我不赞成她订婚。”

“她告诉我了，听到这个真遗憾。我很失望。”莫里斯看着地板说。

“你真的希望我说我很高兴吗？”

“哦，不！我知道您不喜欢我。”

“你为什么会那么想呢？”

“因为我穷。”

“这当然是我必须考虑的一个事实。”医生说，“我不是不喜欢你，不过你好像不适合作我女儿的丈夫，我女儿是一个拥有一大笔财产而又软弱的年轻女子。”

莫里斯礼貌地听着：“我认为斯洛珀小姐并不是个软弱的女子。”

“我的孩子我已经了解了20年，而你认识她才六个星期。但不管她是不是软弱，你仍然既没工作也没钱。”

“是的，那是我的弱点！您以为我只想要您女儿的钱。”

“我并没那么说。我只是说你不是我女儿要嫁的那种人。”

“一个深爱她并敬重她的人——这样的人还不合适吗？”莫里斯说道，脸上仍然带着迷人的微笑，“我不关心她的财富。根本就不关心。”

“说得好，”医生说，“但你仍然不合适。”

“您以为我会花她的钱——是吗？”

“是的。恐怕我正是这么想的。”

“我年轻的时候确实很蠢，”莫里斯说，“但我现在已经变了。我把自己的钱花了，因为那是我自己的，那并不意味着我就会把斯洛珀小姐的钱也花掉。我会好好珍惜它的。”

“太过珍惜会和不加珍惜一样糟糕。两种方式都会使凯瑟琳过上不幸的生活。”

“我觉得您很不公平！”年轻人说。

“你这么想我可以理解。”

“您想让您的女儿痛苦吗？”

“我承认会有一年的时间她会认为我冷酷无情。”

“一年！”莫里斯说着，大笑起来。

“那么，就是一生。她无论怎样都会痛苦——不管是不是和你在一起。”

至此莫里斯终于生气了。“您可真没礼貌，先生！”他大声说道。

“恐怕那是你的错——你争论得太多了。我无法接受你做我的女婿，我会建议凯瑟琳放弃你，她会照做的。”

“您确信她会放弃我吗？”莫里斯问，“我觉得她不会。她已经走得太远……停不下来了。”

医生冷冷地盯着他看了一会儿。

“我没什么可说的了，先生。”莫里斯说完，离开了房间。

*　　*　　*

当医生把他和莫里斯·汤森会面的事情告诉阿尔蒙德夫人时，她觉得他也许对这个年轻人太苛刻了。

“拉维尼娅觉得我很无情。”医生说。

“凯瑟琳有什么反应？”阿尔蒙德夫人说。

“非常平静。她既没有哭哭啼啼，也没有其他任何这类的举动。”

“我真替凯瑟琳难过，”阿尔蒙德夫人说，“现在她不得不在父亲和恋人之间作出选择。”

“我也替她难过，”医生说，“当然，也可能我犯了一生中最大的错误。所以我得去拜访汤森先生的姐姐，她十有八九会告诉我，我做的是对的。”

这次见面定在几天后，医生在约定的时间来到了位于第二大道的一幢小屋，蒙哥马利夫人在一间小客厅里会见了他。

她身材瘦小，长着一头金黄色的头发，似乎对像斯洛珀医生这种受人尊敬的绅士的来访很吃惊。他解释了一下情况，但蒙哥马利夫人最初有些不大乐意谈论她弟弟。
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“我能理解，”医生说，“说自己兄弟的坏话的确很困难，可是如果我女儿嫁给他，那她的幸福可就取决于他是不是个好人了。”

“是的，我明白。”蒙哥马利夫人低声说。

“我还必须提醒你，”医生说，“我死后，凯瑟琳每年会有3万美元的收入。”

蒙哥马利夫人听得瞪大了眼睛。“你女儿会很有钱。”她轻声说道。

“的确。但如果凯瑟琳不经过我的同意就结婚，那她就只有从她母亲那里继承来的1万美元。她不会从我这里得到一个子儿。我很乐意把这个情况通知汤森先生。”

蒙哥马利夫人想了一会儿。“你为什么这么不喜欢莫里斯？”她最后抬起头问道。

“我不是不喜欢他——他是一个很有吸引力的年轻人。但我不喜欢他当我的女婿，我的女婿必须照顾我女儿。她是那么温柔软弱。丈夫不好真的会令她非常痛苦，因为她还没有聪明或强壮到可以为自己而战斗的地步。所以我来找你。当然，你可能不同意我的说法；你可能想让我走开，但我觉得你弟弟是个自私懒惰的人，我想知道我这么想对不对。”

她惊讶地看着他。“但你是怎么发现他自私的呢？”她说，“他隐藏得那么好。”然后她扭开头去，医生看到了她眼中的泪光。

他等了一会儿，接着突然说：“你弟弟让你很不愉快，是吗？告诉我，你给他钱吗？”

“是的，我给他钱。”蒙哥马利夫人说。

“而你自己就没多少钱，还有五个孩子要照料，我想。”

“我的确很穷。”她说。

“你弟弟告诉我，”医生说，“他帮你带孩子——他是他们的老师。”

蒙哥马利夫人愣了半晌，然后很快地说：“噢，是的；他教他们——西班牙语。”

医生笑了。“那对你一定大有帮助！那么，”他继续说道，“我看我是对的。你弟弟靠你养活，拿你的钱，而且极为自私。”

眼泪再次涌出蒙哥马利夫人的双眼。“但他还是我弟弟，”她说，声音有些颤抖，“你一定不会相信他人品恶劣。”

医生的口气更和善了。“抱歉让你难过了。这一切都是为了我那可怜的凯瑟琳。你一定要认识她，那样你就会明白了。”他站起身准备告辞了。

蒙哥马利夫人也站了起来。“我很想认识您女儿，”她回答道；接着，很突然地——“别让她嫁给他！”

耳中回响着这些话，医生离开了。


6
Catherine tries to be good

The Doctor was surprised, and even a little disappointed, to see that Catherine did not appear to be angry or upset about what had happened. He wanted to be kind to her, but she did not seem to want or need his kindness.

'I am glad I have such a good daughter,' he said, after several days had passed.

'I am trying to be good,' she answered, turning away.

'If you have anything to say about Mr Townsend, I shall be happy to listen.'

'Thank you,' said Catherine. 'I have nothing to say at present.'

He never asked her whether she had seen Morris again. She had, in fact, not seen him; she had only written him a long letter. 'I am in great trouble,' she wrote. 'Do not doubt my love for you, but let me wait a little and think.' But her thoughts were not at all clear. She could not really believe that her father would change his mind about Morris; she just hoped that in some mysterious way the situation would get better. Meanwhile, she felt she must try to be a good daughter, to be patient, and to search for a peaceful way out of their difficulty.

She received no help from her aunt in this search. Mrs Penniman was enjoying all the excitement of the romance and had no sensible advice to offer poor Catherine. 'You must act, my dear,' she said. 'The important thing is to act.'

Mrs Penniman had also written to Morris, and had arranged to meet him secretly in a café on the other side of the city. She had not told her niece about this meeting, and so was a little embarrassed when Morris arrived and asked if she had a message for him from Catherine.

'Not exactly a message,' she said. 'I didn't ask her for one. But she will be true to you—until death.'

'Oh, I hope it won't come to that,' said Morris.

'My brother will not listen to argument.'

'Do you mean he won't change his mind?'

Mrs Penniman was silent for a moment, then she smiled at Morris. 'Marry Catherine first, and tell him after wards!' she cried. 'That is the way I see it: a secret marriage.'

The young man stared at her. 'Do you advise me to do that? To marry her without her father's consent?'

She was a little frightened, but went on, 'If you marry Catherine, you will show my brother that he has been wrong about you. He will see that it is not just because you like—you like the money.'

Morris hesitated, then said, 'But I do like the money.'

'But you don't like it more than Catherine. And when he realizes that, he will think it is his duty to help you.'

Morris looked for some moments at the floor. At last he looked up and said, 'Do you think there is already a will leaving money to Catherine?'

'I suppose so—even doctors must die,' she replied.

'And you believe he would certainly change it—if I married Catherine?'

'Yes, but then he would change it back again.'

'But I can't depend on that,' said Morris.

'Do you want to depend on it?' Mrs Penniman asked.

He blushed a little. 'I do not want to injure Catherine.'

'You must not be afraid! Be afraid of nothing, and everything will go well.'

Mrs Penniman told Catherine that evening that she had had a meeting with Morris Townsend, and for almost the first time in her life Catherine felt angry.

'Why did you see him? I don't think it was right.'

'I was so sorry for him—and you wouldn't see him, my dear,' said Aunt Lavinia.

'I have not seen him because my father has forbidden it,' Catherine said, very simply.

This annoyed Mrs Penniman and she began to read the evening newspaper, so that Catherine would have to ask her about her meeting with Morris. But it was several minutes before Catherine finally spoke. 'What did he say?' she asked.

'He said he is ready to marry you any day.'

Catherine made no answer to this, and after a few minutes Mrs Penniman added that Morris looked very tired.

Catherine got up from her seat and went to the fire.

Mrs Penniman hesitated for a moment. 'He said he was afraid of only one thing—that you would be afraid.'

The girl turned very quickly. 'Afraid of what?'

'Afraid of your father.'

Catherine turned back to the fire again. After a pause, she said, 'I am afraid of my father.'

Mrs Penniman got up quickly from her chair and went to her niece. 'Are you going to give him up, then?'

For some time Catherine stared at the fire and did not move. Then she lifted her head and looked at her aunt. 'Why do you make it so difficult for me?' she said. 'I don't think you understand or that you know me. You had better not have any more meetings with Mr Townsend. I don't think it is right. My father wouldn't like it, if he knew.'

'And you will inform him—is that what you mean? Well, I am not afraid of my brother. But I shall not try to help again—you are too ungrateful. I am disappointed, but your father will not be. Good night.' And with this Mrs Penniman went off to her room.

*　　*　　*

Catherine sat alone by the parlour fire, lost in her thoughts, for more than an hour. She felt that to displease her father was a terrible thing, but she had made a plan and must go on with it. Her father was in his study, and it was eleven o'clock when she finally knocked on his door. Even when he answered her, she was too afraid to go in. After a while he came and opened the door for her.

'What's the matter?' asked the Doctor. 'You are standing there like a ghost!'

She went into the room, and her father looked at her for a few moments, waiting for her to speak. He then went back to his writing desk and sat down, turning his back on his daughter. At last she began:

'You told me that if I had something more to say about Mr Townsend, you would be glad to listen to it.'

'Exactly, my dear,' said the Doctor, not turning round.

'I would like to see him again.'

'To say goodbye?' asked the Doctor.

'No, father, not that; at least not for ever.'

'You have not finished with him, then?'

'No,' said Catherine. 'I have asked him to—to wait.'

Her father, turning round in his chair, looked at her with his cold eyes, and she was afraid he was going to be angry.

'You are a dear, faithful child,' he said, at last. 'Come here to your father.' And he got up, holding his hands out towards her.

The words were a surprise, and they gave her great happiness. She went to him, and he put his arm round her gently, and kissed her. After this he said, 'Do you wish to make me very happy?'

'I would like to—but I am afraid I can't,' Catherine answered. 'Do you want me to give him up?'

'Yes, I want you to give him up.'

He still held her, looking into her face. She looked away and they were both silent for a long time.

'You are happier than I am, father,' she said at last.

'I have no doubt that you are unhappy now. But it is better to be unhappy for three months, than miserable for the rest of your life.'

'Yes, if that were true,' said Catherine.

'It is true, I am sure of that.' When she did not answer, he went on, 'Don't you believe that I want the best for your future? I know how bad men can be—how false.'

She moved away from him. 'He is not false! What has he done—what do you know?'

'He has never done anything, that is the problem—he is lazy and selfish and thinks only of himself.'

'Oh, father, don't say bad things about him!' she cried.

'No, that would be a great mistake. You may do what you choose,' he added, turning away.

'If I see him again, will you forgive me?'

'No, I will not.'

'I only want to see him once—to tell him to wait.'

'To wait for what?'

'Until you know him better—until you consent.'

'I know him well enough, and I shall never consent.'

'But we can wait a long time,' said poor Catherine.

'Of course, you can wait until I die, if you like,' said the Doctor, quietly. 'Your engagement will have one delightful effect upon you; it will make you extremely impatient for my death. And think how impatient he will be, too.'

Catherine gave a cry of natural horror and stood staring. Her father's words had a terrible ugliness, and she did not know what to say. Suddenly, however, an idea came to her.

'If I don't marry before your death, I will not after,' she said. 'But I think that one day Morris might persuade you.'

'I shall never speak to him again. I dislike him too much,' said the Doctor. 'And you can tell Mr Townsend when you see him again that if you marry without my consent, I will not leave you a penny of my money. That will interest him more than anything else you can tell him.'

She looked at her father, and her eyes filled with tears.

'I think I will see him, then,' she murmured.

'Exactly as you choose. But if you see him, you will be an ungrateful, cruel child; and you will give your old father the greatest pain of his life.'

The tears then ran down Catherine's face, and she moved towards her father with a little cry. But he only took her by the arm, went to the door, and opened it for her to go out.

After she had left, he walked around his study for a while, a little annoyed but also amused. 'My word,' he said to himself. 'I believe she will go on with it.' He looked forward to seeing what would happen next.



in trouble in a situation that involves danger, punishment, pain, worry, etc. 在危险、受罚、苦难、忧虑等的处境中。

change one's mind alter one's decision or opinion. 改变决定或意见。

mysterious adj. full of mystery; hard to understand or explain. 神秘的；不可思议的；难解的。

café n. small inexpensive restaurant serving light meals and (in Britain usu. non-alcoholic) drinks. 小餐馆（在英国通常不供应酒类）。

will n. (also testament) legal document in which a person states how he wants his property and money to be disposed of after his death. 遗嘱。

ungrateful adj. not recognizing a kindness, service, etc.; not grateful. 不领情的；不感激的；忘恩负义的。

displease v. make (sb.) feel upset or angry, annoy. 惹恼，触怒（某人）；使生气。

finish with sb./sth. end a relationship with sb. or a connection with sth. 与某人断绝关系；终止与某事物的联系。

forgive v. stop being angry or bitter towards sb. or about sth.; stop blaming or wanting to punish sb. 原谅；宽恕；饶恕。

effect n. change produced by an action or cause; result or outcome. 效应；结果；后果。

come to sb. (that...) (of an idea) occur to sb. （指看法）被某人想出。

look forward to sth./doing sth. anticipate sth. with pleasure. 欣然期待某事物。


6．凯瑟琳努力做好

医生感到惊讶，甚至有些失望地发现凯瑟琳对发生的事情没有显出生气或烦恼的样子。他想对她好点儿，但她似乎不想要或不需要他的好意。

“我很高兴有这样一个好女儿。”过了几天之后，他说。

“我正努力做好。”她回答，转身走开了。

“关于汤森先生，你要是有什么话要说，我乐意倾听。”

“谢谢，”凯瑟琳说，“目前我没什么可说的。”

他从没问过她有没有再见过莫里斯。实际上，她没再见到他；只给他写过一封长信。“我现在麻烦很大，”她写道，“不要怀疑我对你的爱，但让我等一等并想一下。”但她一点儿头绪都没有。她不能真的相信她父亲会改变对莫里斯的看法；她只是希望这种局面会奇迹般地好转。同时，她觉得自己必须努力做个好女儿，要有耐心，还要寻求一个和平摆脱困境的方法。

她没有从姑姑那里寻求到任何帮助。彭尼曼夫人喜欢浪漫故事中所有激动人心的事情，可是她却不能给可怜的凯瑟琳提出任何明智的建议。“你必须采取行动，亲爱的，”她说，“重要的是行动。”
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彭尼曼夫人也给莫里斯写了信，并且安排在城市另一头的一家咖啡厅里和他秘密见面。她没有告诉侄女这次会面的事情，所以当莫里斯到了之后问她有没有凯瑟琳给他的口信时，她有些尴尬。

“算不上口信，”她说，“我没向她要口信。不过她对你是真心的——至死不变。”

“哦，我希望不至于这样。”莫里斯说。

“我弟弟听不进意见。”

“您的意思是他不会改变主意吗？”

彭尼曼夫人沉默了一会儿，然后对莫里斯微微一笑。“先跟凯瑟琳结婚，然后再告诉他！”她大声说道，“我就是这么想的：秘密结婚。”

年轻人盯着她：“您建议我这么做吗？不经她父亲的同意就和她结婚？”

她有些吃惊，但还是继续说：“如果你和凯瑟琳结婚，那就是向我弟弟表明他对你的看法是错的。他会明白那不仅仅是因为你喜欢——你喜欢钱。”

莫里斯犹豫了一会儿，然后说：“不过我的确喜欢钱。”

“可是你不会喜欢它甚于喜欢凯瑟琳。当他明白了这一点，他就会觉得有责任帮助你。”

莫里斯盯着地板看了一会儿。最后他抬起头来说：“您认为他已经立了遗嘱把钱留给凯瑟琳吗？”

“我想是的——就是医生也会死的。”她回答道。

“那么您认为他一定会更改遗嘱吗——如果我和凯瑟琳结婚的话？”

“是的，但以后他还会改回来。”

“可是我不能指望那个。”莫里斯说。

“你想指望它吗？”彭尼曼夫人问道。

他有点儿脸红：“我不想伤害凯瑟琳。”

“你不必害怕！什么都别怕，一切都会好的。”

那天晚上彭尼曼夫人跟凯瑟琳讲了她和莫里斯·汤森会面的事情，几乎是平生第一次，凯瑟琳感到生气了。

“您为什么要见他？我觉得这样不对。”

“我真为他难过——而你又不愿见他，亲爱的。”拉维尼娅姑姑说。

“我没见他是因为父亲不许我见他。”凯瑟琳说得很简单。

这令彭尼曼夫人颇为不快，所以她开始看晚报，这样凯瑟琳就不得不问她和莫里斯见面的事情。但过了好几分钟，凯瑟琳才终于开口。“他说了些什么？”她问。

“他说他随时准备和你结婚。”

凯瑟琳对此没有作答，过了几分钟，彭尼曼夫人补充说莫里斯看起来很疲倦。

凯瑟琳从座位上站了起来，走向壁炉。

彭尼曼夫人犹豫了一会儿：“他说他只担心一件事——那就是你会害怕。”

女孩儿很快转过身来：“害怕什么？”

“害怕你父亲。”

凯瑟琳又转向壁炉。停了一会儿，她说：“我的确害怕我父亲。”

彭尼曼夫人很快地从椅子里站起来走向她的侄女：“那么你打算放弃他吗？”

有那么一会儿，凯瑟琳盯着炉火一动不动。然后她抬起头看着姑姑。“为什么您把事情弄得这么令我为难？”她问道，“我觉得您并不理解我，也不了解我。您最好别再和汤森先生碰面了。我认为这样不对。我父亲要是知道了会不喜欢的。”

“而且你还会告诉他——你是这个意思吗？好吧，我可不怕我弟弟。但我也不会再帮忙了——你太忘恩负义了。我很失望，但你父亲不会。晚安。”说完，彭尼曼夫人就回自己的房间去了。

*　　*　　*

凯瑟琳一个人坐在客厅的壁炉边，陷入了沉思，就这样过了一个多小时。她觉得惹父亲生气是件可怕的事情，但她已经有了一个计划，必须进行下去。她父亲在书房里，她终于敲响他的门的时候，已经是11点了。甚至当他应声的时候，她都害怕得不敢进去。过了一会儿他过来给她开门。

“怎么了？”医生问道，“你站在那里像个幽灵！”

她走进房间，她父亲看了她一会儿，等着她开口。接着他回到写字台边坐下来，转过身背对着女儿。最后她终于开口了：

“您说过如果我还想说说汤森先生，您会乐意倾听。”

“没错，亲爱的。”医生头也没回地说道。

“我想再见他一面。”

“跟他道别？”医生问。

“不，爸爸，不是那样；至少不是永别。”

“那么你还没和他了断？”

“没有，”凯瑟琳说，“我要他——等等。”

他父亲在椅子里转过身，眼睛冷冷地望着她，她担心他马上就要发火了。

“你是一个可爱、忠实的孩子，”他最后说，“到爸爸这儿来。”然后他站起身，朝她伸出手。

这些话出乎她的意料，令她感到很幸福。她走到他跟前，他轻轻地伸出胳膊搂住她，并吻了吻她。之后他说：“你希望我非常高兴吗？”

“我愿意——但我恐怕不能。”凯瑟琳回答道，“您想让我放弃他？”

“是的，我想让你放弃他。”

他继续搂着她，看着她的脸。她把目光移开，两人都沉默了很长时间。

“您比我更快乐，爸爸。”她终于说。

“你现在不快乐，这我毫不怀疑。但三个月的痛苦比起后半生的不幸要好。”

“是的，如果真是那样的话。”凯瑟琳说。

“是真的，我肯定。”趁她还没回答，他继续说，“难道你不相信我想让你拥有一个最美好的将来吗？我知道男人会有多坏——有多虚伪。”

她从他身边走开。“他不虚伪！他做了什么——你知道什么？”

“他什么事都没做过，这就是问题所在了——他又懒惰又自私，而且只为自己着想。”

“噢，爸爸，别说他的坏话！”她大声说。

“不，那将是个极大的错误。你可以做你选择的事情。”他添了一句，转开身去。

“如果我再见他，您会原谅我吗？”

“不，我不会。”

“我只想再见他一面——让他等等。”

“等什么？”

“直到您更了解他——直到您同意。”

“我对他了解的够多了，而且我永远也不会答应。”

“但我们可以等很长时间。”可怜的凯瑟琳说。

“当然，如果你们愿意的话，你们可以一直等到我死。”医生平静地说，“你订婚对你会有一种可喜的作用；它会使你急切地盼着我死。再想想他会有多着急。”

凯瑟琳不由得发出一声惊恐的叫声，站在那里目瞪口呆。父亲的话里有一种可怕而丑陋的东西，她不知道该说什么好。不过，她突然有了个主意。

“如果您去世之前我没嫁给他，之后我也不会了，”她说，“但我想总有一天莫里斯可能会说服您。”

“我不会再跟他说话了。我太不喜欢他了。”医生说，“你要是再见到汤森先生，你可以告诉他如果你们未经我同意就结婚，我的钱一个子儿也不会留给你。你跟他讲什么都不如这更让他感兴趣。”

她看着父亲，眼中噙满泪水。

“那么我想我会见他的。”她低声说道。

“随你的便。但如果你见他，你就是个忘恩负义、冷酷无情的孩子；你会给你的老父亲带来一生中最大的痛苦。”

泪水从凯瑟琳的脸上滑落，她轻轻地哭着走向父亲。但他只是拉着她的胳膊，走到门口，把门打开让她出去。

她离开以后，他在书房里踱了一会儿，既有些生气，又有些好笑。“依我看，”他自言自语道，“我相信她会继续下去的。”他等着看接下来会发生什么事。
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7
Catherine decides

The next day Doctor Sloper called Mrs Penniman into his study. 'I don't want Catherine, or you,' he said coldly, 'to see young Townsend again. And I expect you to obey me.'

'Do you wish to murder your child?' Mrs Penniman asked.

'No. I wish to make her live and be happy.'

'You will kill her: she had a terrible night.'

'She won't die of one bad night, nor of several.'

It was true that Catherine had had a terrible, sleepless night. But though her heart was breaking, she tried not to show her pain to the world. Mrs Penniman was very disappointed to see that there were no tears in her niece's eyes when she came down to breakfast.

That afternoon Catherine wrote to Morris, and the next day he came into the front parlour and stood before her. She thought that he looked more beautiful than ever.

'Why have you made me wait so long?' he asked. 'Every hour has seemed like years. Have you decided whether you will keep me or give me up?'

'Oh, Morris,' she cried, 'I never thought of giving you up!'

'What, then, were you waiting for?'

'I thought my father might—might look at it differently. But he—he looks at it still in the same way.'

'Then why have you sent for me?'

'Because I wanted to see you,' cried Catherine.

Morris watched her for a moment. 'Will you marry me tomorrow?' he asked, suddenly.

'Tomorrow?'

'Next week, then—any time in the next month.'

'Isn't it better to wait?' said Catherine.

'To wait for what?'

She did not know for what, but she felt afraid. 'Until we have thought about it a little more.'

He shook his head sadly. 'I thought you had been thinking about it these three weeks. Do you want to go on doing that for five years? My poor girl,' he added, 'you are not faithful to me.'

Catherine blushed, and her eyes filled with tears. 'Oh, how can you say that?' she murmured.

'You must take me or leave me,' said Morris. 'You can't please your father and me. You must choose between us.'

'I have chosen you,' she said.

'Then marry me next week!'

She stood staring at him. 'Isn't there any other way?'

'None that I know of.' He turned away, walked to the window and stood looking out. 'You are very afraid of your father,' he said at last.

'I suppose I must be,' she said simply.

'Your fear of him seems greater than your love for me.'

'Oh, Morris,' she said, going to him.

After a while she told Morris what her father had said. 'If I marry without his consent, I shall not inherit any of his fortune. He told me to tell you that. He seemed to think—'

Morris blushed angrily. 'What did he seem to think?'

'That it would make a difference.'

'It will make a difference—in many things. But it will not change my love for you.'

'We shall not want the money,' said Catherine. 'You know that I have my own fortune.'

Morris was silent for a while. 'Do you think that he will be cruel to you for ever? That he will never change his mind about disinheriting you?'

'If I marry you, he will think I am not good.'

'Then he will never forgive you!' cried Morris.

Catherine suddenly felt lonely and afraid. 'Oh, Morris,' she cried, putting her head on his shoulder, 'you must love me very much. I will marry you as soon as you want!'

'My dear good girl!' he cried, looking down at her. She had given him her promise, but he was not quite sure what he would do with it.

*　　*　　*

For about a week, life in Washington Square continued much as before, and Doctor Sloper waited to see what would happen. He told his sister Elizabeth that he had never expected Catherine to give him so much excitement.

'It is not very kind of you,' said Mrs Almond, 'to find amusement in your daughter's situation.'

'I will take her to Europe,' said the Doctor, 'to give her some new ideas.'

'She won't forget him in Europe.'

'He will forget her, then.'

Mrs Almond looked serious. 'Would you really like that?'

'Extremely,' said the Doctor.

Mrs Penniman, meanwhile, arranged another secret meeting with Morris Townsend outside a church. She had been a little alarmed by her brother's coldness towards her.

'I think you should wait for a while before you marry,' she told Morris. 'Wait until my brother is less angry.'

The young man was very annoyed. 'Last week you advised me to marry immediately!' he said. 'Catherine has already agreed to this, so what can I do?'

'Catherine loves you so much that you can do anything,' said Mrs Penniman. 'You can change your plans, this way or that way, and she will not be upset with you.'

Morris looked at her, but said nothing, and soon after that they parted.

Catherine, of course, knew nothing of her aunt's meeting with Morris, and she had not spoken to her father since the evening she went to see him in his study. At last, however, she told him that she had seen Morris Townsend again.

'I think we shall marry—before very long,' she said.

The Doctor looked at her coldly from head to foot. 'Why do you tell me that? It is of no interest to me.'

Catherine turned away for a moment; there were tears in her eyes. 'Oh, father,' she cried, 'don't you care?'

'Not at all. Once you marry, it is the same to me when, or where, or why you do it.'

But the next day he spoke to her in a different way. 'Are you going to marry in the next four or five months?'

'I don't know, father,' said Catherine. 'It is not very easy for us to decide.'

'Wait, then, for six months, and meanwhile I will take you to Europe. I would very much like you to go.'

This sign of her father's interest in her gave Catherine great happiness. 'It would be delightful to go to Europe,' she said. But her happiness soon disappeared when she realized that she would not see Morris for several months.

Mrs Penniman was not invited, and she understood very well why the Doctor had made this plan. 'He thinks the journey will make you forget Morris,' she told her niece.

Catherine could not decide whether to obey her father's wishes or not. She wrote to Morris and asked him to meet her in the Square. They met the next day, and during a long walk she told him about her father's invitation.

'He thinks I will forget you,' said Catherine.

'Well, my dear, perhaps you will. There are so many exciting things to see in Europe.'

'Please don't say that,' Catherine answered, gently. 'I am not interested in seeing Europe.'

'You should go,' said Morris. 'It will please your father, and perhaps he will forgive you and change his mind about disinheriting you.'

'And not get married for so long?'

'We can marry when you come back,' said Morris. 'You can buy your wedding clothes in Paris.'

*　　*　　*

They were away, in fact, for a year and during the first six months the name of Morris Townsend was not mentioned. The Doctor found much to interest him in Europe, but although Catherine was always quiet and obedient, she was, her father thought, a very unintelligent companion.

One day, at the end of the summer, they were walking together in a lonely valley in the mountains. It was beginning to get dark and the air was cold and sharp.

Suddenly the Doctor stopped and looked at Catherine.

'Have you given him up?' he asked.

The question was unexpected, but Catherine did not hesitate. 'No, father,' she answered.

He looked at her for some moments without speaking.

'Does he write to you?' he asked.

'Yes, about twice a month.'

The Doctor looked up and down the mountain, and said in a low voice, 'I am very angry.'

'I am sorry,' Catherine murmured. She felt lonely and frightened in this wild place.

'One day he will leave you,' said the Doctor. 'Alone and hungry, in a place like this. That's what he will do.'

'That's not true, father, and you should not say it,' she cried. 'It's not right!'

He shook his head slowly. 'No, it's not right, because you won't believe it. But it is true.'

Doctor Sloper did not speak of Morris again until the night before they sailed to New York. 'What are you going to do when you get home?' he asked suddenly.

'Do you mean about Mr Townsend?'

'About Mr Townsend.'

'We shall probably marry.'

'So you will go off with him as soon as you arrive?'

Catherine did not like the way he said this. 'I cannot tell you until we arrive,' she said.

'If I am going to lose my only child, I would like to know before it happens.'

'Oh father! You will not lose me,' said Catherine.



obey v. do what one is told or obliged to do by (sb.); carry out (a command). 服从；顺从；执行（命令）。

send for sb. ask or order that sb. should come. 让某人来到。

make a difference have an effect (on sb./sth.). 对（某人或某事）有作用或影响。

disinherit v. prevent (sb.) from inheriting one's property (by making a new will naming another person as heir). （重立遗嘱，另定继承人以）阻止（某人）继承自己的财产；取消或剥夺（某人的）继承权。

situation n. set of circumstances or state of affairs, esp. at a certain time. 状况，处境，局面，形势（尤指某时期的）。

part v. (cause sb. to) go away or separate from sb. （使某人）离开或与某人分离。

sign n. thing that shows that sb./sth. is present or exists, or that sth. may happen. 痕迹；迹象；征兆。

obedient adj. doing what one is told to do; willing to obey. 服从的；顺从的；听话的。

sharp adj. producing a physical sensation of cutting or piercing. 刺骨的；凛冽的。

go off with sb. leave one's husband, wife, lover, etc. in order to have a relationship with sb. else. 离开丈夫、妻子、情人等另结新欢。


7．凯瑟琳的决定

第二天，斯洛珀医生把彭尼曼夫人叫到了书房。“我不希望凯瑟琳，或者你，”他冷冷地说，“再去见年轻的汤森。我希望你听我的话。”

“你难道想害死你的孩子吗？”彭尼曼夫人问道。

“不，我想让她活得快乐。”

“你会要了她的命的：她昨晚过得太糟糕了。”

“她不会因为一个或者几个糟糕的晚上就丧命的。”

的确，那天晚上凯瑟琳过得很糟，整夜辗转难眠。不过，虽然她的心都碎了，她还是努力不在别人面前流露出痛苦的样子。彭尼曼夫人很失望地发现，她侄女下楼吃早餐的时候眼里并没有泪水。

那天下午，凯瑟琳给莫里斯写了封信，第二天他就来到了前厅，站在了她面前。她觉得他看起来从来没有这么好看过。

“为什么让我等了这么长时间？”他问，“每一小时就像好几年一样。你是决定和我在一起还是放弃我？”

“噢，莫里斯，”她哭道，“我从没想过要放弃你！”

“那么，你还在等什么？”

“我以为我父亲可能——可能会有不同的看法。不过他——他还是没改变态度。”

“那你为什么还把我叫来？”

“因为我想见你。”凯瑟琳哭道。

莫里斯看了她一会儿。“你愿意明天嫁给我吗？”他突然问道。

“明天？”

“那就下周——下个月任何时候。”

“等一等不是更好吗？”凯瑟琳说。

“等什么？”

她不知道要等什么，但是她感到害怕。“直到我们考虑得更多一点儿的时候。”

他难过地摇了摇头。“我想你这三个星期以来一直在考虑这件事。你还想再考虑五年吗？我可怜的姑娘，”他又说，“你对我不忠实。”

凯瑟琳的脸涨红了，眼里噙满了泪水。“啊，你怎么可以这么说？”她低声说道。

“你必须要么接受我，要么就离开我，”莫里斯说，“你不能同时让你父亲和我都满意。你必须在我们中间作出选择。”

“我已经选择了你。”她说。

“那下周就和我结婚！”

她站在那儿望着他：“没别的办法吗？”

“就我所知，没有。”他转身走到窗前，站在那里朝外望着。“你非常害怕你父亲。”他最后说。

“我想我一定是这样的。”她淡淡地说。

“你对他的害怕超过了对我的爱。”

“哦，莫里斯。”她说着朝他走过去。

过了一会儿她把她父亲所说的话告诉了莫里斯。“如果我不经他同意结婚，我就不能继承他的财产。他让我把这告诉你。他好像认为——”

莫里斯气得脸通红：“他好像认为什么？”

“那样做会让情况有所不同。”

“那样一定会令很多事情发生变化。但它不会改变我对你的爱。”

“我们不用要那笔钱，”凯瑟琳说，“你知道我有自己的钱。”

莫里斯沉默了一会儿。“你觉得他会一直对你那么无情吗？他永远不会改变剥夺你继承权的想法吗？”

“如果我和你结婚，他会认为我不好。”

“那他永远也不会原谅你！”莫里斯大声说道。

凯瑟琳突然感到孤独害怕。“哦，莫里斯，”她叫了一声，把头靠在他肩上，“你一定很爱我。只要你愿意我马上就嫁给你！”

“我亲爱的好姑娘！”他叫道，低下头望着她。她已经向他作出了承诺，可他却不太清楚该怎么对待这个承诺。

*　　*　　*

大约有一周的时间，华盛顿广场的生活依然如故，斯洛珀医生等着看接下来会发生什么。他告诉妹妹伊丽莎白，他从未料到凯瑟琳会让他如此激动。

“你这样做不好，”阿尔蒙德夫人说，“你在你女儿的这种处境中找快乐。”

“我要带她去欧洲，”医生说，“给她一些新思想。”

“她在欧洲也不会忘记他。”

“那么他会忘记她。”

阿尔蒙德夫人严肃起来：“你真的喜欢那样吗？”

“非常喜欢。”医生说。

与此同时，彭尼曼夫人和莫里斯·汤森在一个教堂外安排了另外一次秘密会面。她对于弟弟对她的冷淡态度有些吃惊。

“我认为你应该等一阵子再结婚，”她告诉莫里斯，“直到我弟弟不太生气了为止。”

年轻人很恼火。“上星期你建议我立即结婚！”他说，“凯瑟琳已经答应了，那我能怎么办？”

“凯瑟琳很爱你，你怎么办都可以，”彭尼曼夫人说，“你可以改变计划，这样或那样，她不会烦你的。”

莫里斯看着她，但什么也没说，不久他们就分手了。

凯瑟琳当然对她姑姑和莫里斯会面的事一无所知，自那晚去书房见过父亲之后，她一直没有和他说过话。不过，最后她告诉他，她又和莫里斯·汤森见面了。

“我想我们要结婚了——不久以后。”她说。

医生冷冷地把她从头到脚打量了一番：“你为什么告诉我这个？我对此不感兴趣。”

凯瑟琳转过头去，停了片刻；她的眼中含着泪水。“哦，爸爸，”她哭道，“您难道不关心吗？”

“一点儿也不。一旦你结婚，那么无论什么时间，或什么地点，或为什么你那么做对我来说都是一样的。”

但第二天他却用了一种完全不同的方式和她说话：“你打算在四五个月之内结婚吗？”

“我不知道，爸爸，”凯瑟琳说，“我们作决定不是那么容易的。”

“那就等六个月，在这期间我带你去欧洲。我很想让你去。”

父亲对她表露出的兴趣让凯瑟琳非常开心。“去欧洲会令人愉快的。”她说。但当她意识到会有几个月见不到莫里斯时，她很快就开心不起来了。

彭尼曼夫人没有受到邀请，她很清楚医生为什么要制订这样一个计划。“他以为这次旅行会让你忘了莫里斯。”她告诉侄女。

凯瑟琳不知道该不该服从父亲的意志。她给莫里斯写信，约他来广场见面。第二天他们相见了，在长时间的散步过程中她给他讲了父亲的邀请。

“他以为我会忘了你。”凯瑟琳说。

“嗯，亲爱的，也许你会的。欧洲有那么多激动人心的东西可看。”

“请不要那么说，”凯瑟琳轻声地答道，“我对在欧洲观光没兴趣。”

“你应该去，”莫里斯说，“这会让你父亲高兴，也许他会原谅你，并且改变剥夺你继承权的想法。”

“那这么长时间不结婚？”

“我们可以在你回来后结婚，”莫里斯说，“你可以在巴黎买你的结婚礼服。”

*　　*　　*

他们实际上走了一年，在头六个月里，莫里斯·汤森这个名字从未被提起过。医生发现欧洲有很多令他感兴趣的东西，可是尽管凯瑟琳总是安静而顺从，她父亲却认为她是一个很愚钝的旅伴。

夏末的一天，他们一起沿着一条人迹罕至的山谷散步。天渐渐黑了，空气也冷得刺骨。

医生突然停住脚步看着凯瑟琳。

“你放弃他了吗？”他问。

这个问题问得突然，但凯瑟琳并没有犹豫。“没有，爸爸。”她回答道。

他看了她一会儿，没说话。

“他给你写信了吗？”

“是的。大约一个月两封信。”

医生上上下下地看了看山，低声说道：“我很生气。”
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“对不起。”凯瑟琳喃喃地说道。在这荒凉的地方，她感到孤独害怕。

“总有一天他会离开你，”医生说，“把你一个人留在这样一个地方，忍饥挨饿。他会那么做的。”

“那不是真的，爸爸，你不该那么说，”她哭道，“那是不对的！”

他慢慢地摇了摇头。“是的，这样不对，因为你不愿意相信。但这却是真的。”

直到他们乘船返回纽约之前的那个晚上，斯洛珀医生再也没有提起过莫里斯的名字。“你回到家之后有什么打算？”他突然问道。

“你的意思是关于汤森先生的事吗？”

“是关于汤森先生的。”

“我们可能会结婚。”

“那么你一到家就会和他私奔？”

凯瑟琳不喜欢他说这话的方式。“我们到了以后我才能告诉您。”她说。

“如果我会失去我惟一的孩子，我想在事情发生前知道。”

“噢，爸爸！你不会失去我的。”凯瑟琳说。


8
The last parting

Catherine did not 'go off' with Morris Townsend when she arrived in New York, but she did hear news of him from her aunt during her first evening home. In fact, while she had been away, Morris had been a frequent visitor in Washington Square, taking tea with Mrs Penniman and sitting in Doctor Sloper's study to smoke cigars. Mrs Almond had told her sister that she was behaving foolishly.

'You should not be so friendly with him, Lavinia,' she said. 'He will make Catherine a bad husband. If he marries her and she doesn't get Austin's money, he will hate her for his disappointment, and will be cruel to her. The poor girl will have a miserable life.'

But Mrs Penniman did not listen to her sister, and on Catherine's return she told her niece that she had taken good care of her lover while she had been away.

'And how is your father?' she asked. 'Has he changed his mind about disinheriting you?'

'No. In Europe I saw that I shall never change him,' said poor Catherine. 'I expect nothing from him now.'

'You have become very brave,' said Mrs Penniman, with a short laugh. 'I didn't advise you to give up your property.'

'Yes, I am braver than I was. I have changed in that way—I have changed very much. And it isn't my property. If Morris doesn't care about it, then I don't care either.'

Mrs Penniman hesitated. 'Perhaps he does care about it.'

'He cares about it because he doesn't want to injure me, but he knows that I am not afraid of that. Besides, I have my own money; we shall have enough to live well.'

The next day Morris Townsend came to visit Catherine.

'I am very glad you have come back,' he said. 'It makes me very happy to see you again.' He looked at her, smiling, from head to foot.

When Catherine saw his handsome face again, she found it hard to believe that this beautiful young man was hers. She was very happy, and without waiting for him to ask, she told Morris about her father.

'We must not expect his money now,' she said, 'and we must live without it.'

Morris sat looking and smiling. 'My poor, dear girl!' he cried.

'You must not be sad for me,' said Catherine.

Morris continued to smile, and then he got up and walked around the room. 'Let me talk to him,' he said. 'I want to prove to your father that he is wrong about me.'

'Please don't, Morris,' said Catherine sadly. 'We must ask nothing from him. I know he will never change.'

'Why not?'

She hesitated for a moment. 'He is not very fond of me,' she said slowly. 'And I think he despises me. I saw it, I felt it, in England, just before we left. It is because he is so fond of my mother, who died so many years ago. She was beautiful and very, very clever—he is always thinking of her. I am not at all like her; Aunt Penniman has told me that. Of course it isn't my fault, but neither is it his fault.'

'You are a strange family,' said Morris.

'Don't say that—don't say anything unkind,' Catherine said. 'You must be very kind to me now, because, Morris,' —here she hesitated— 'because I have done a lot for you.'

'Oh, I know that, my dear.'

'It has been terrible for me to feel so distant from my father—to feel that he despises me. I would be so miserable if I didn't love you. We must be very happy together! And, Morris, Morris, you must never despise me!'

This was an easy promise to make, and Morris made it. But for the moment he made no further promises.

*　　*　　*

Doctor Sloper spoke to both his sisters soon after his return. He told Mrs Penniman that he would never accept Morris Townsend as a son-in-law, and he told Mrs Almond that he was now no longer amused by Catherine, only annoyed.

'She will never give Mr Townsend up.' said Mrs Almond.

'Then she will be very unhappy, and I can't prevent it.'

'Poor Catherine!' said Mrs Almond. 'We must be as kind to her as we can.'

Mrs Penniman arranged another secret meeting with Morris. They went for a long walk together, and she told him what the Doctor had said.

'He will never give us a penny,' said Morris angrily. After a pause, he added, 'I must give her up!'

Mrs Penniman was silent for a moment. Though she thought of Morris as a son, she was also a little afraid of him. 'I think I understand you,' she said, gently. 'But my poor Morris, do you know how much she loves you?'

'No, I don't. I don't want to know.'

'It will be very hard for Catherine,' said Mrs Penniman.

'You must help her. The Doctor will help you; he will be delighted with the news.'

'He will say, "I always told you so!"'

Morris blushed bright red. 'I find this all very unpleasant,' he said. 'A true friend would try and make it easier for me.'

'Would you like me to tell her?' Mrs Penniman asked.

'You mustn't tell her, but you can—' He hesitated, trying to think what Mrs Penniman could do. 'You can explain that I don't want to come between her and her father.'

'Are you not going to come and see her again?'

'Oh no, I shall come again, but I want this business to end soon. I have been four times since she came back, and it's very hard work.'

'But you must have your last parting!' his companion cried. For Mrs Penniman the last parting between lovers was almost as romantic as the first meeting.

*　　*　　*

Morris came to Washington Square again, without managing the last parting; and again and again. Catherine did not suspect anything was wrong, and Mrs Penniman was too frightened to say anything to her. During each visit the poor girl waited for Morris to name the day of their wedding. But he never stayed more than a few minutes, and seemed so uncomfortable that at last she became worried.

'Are you sick?' she asked him.

'I am not at all well,' he said. 'And I have to go away.'

'Go away? Where are you going, Morris?'

He looked at her, and for a second or two she was afraid of him. 'Will you promise not to be angry?' he said.

'Angry! —do I get angry?'

'I have to go away on business—to New Orleans.'

'What is your business? Your business is to be with me.'

He told her a long story about a chance he had to make a lot of money buying cotton, but Catherine took his arm in her two hands and spoke more violently than he had ever heard her speak before.

'You can go to New Orleans some other time. This isn't the moment to choose. We have waited too long already.'

'You said you would not be angry!' cried Morris. He got up to leave. 'Very well; we won't talk about it any more. I will do the business by letter.'

'You won't go?' said Catherine, looking at him.

Morris wanted to argue with her; it would make it easier for him to break away. 'You mustn't tell me what to do,' he said. 'Try and be calmer the next time I come.'

'When will you come again?'

'I will come next Saturday,' said Morris.

'Come tomorrow,' Catherine begged; 'I want you to come tomorrow. I will be very quiet.' Suddenly she felt very frightened, and did not want him to leave the room.

Morris kissed the top of her head. Catherine felt her heart beat very fast. 'Will you promise to come tomorrow?'

'I said Saturday!' Morris answered, smiling. He tried to be angry at one moment, and smile at the next; it was all very difficult and unpleasant.

'Yes, Saturday, too,' she answered, trying to smile. 'But tomorrow first.' He was going to the door, and she went with him quickly.

'I am a busy man!' cried Morris.

His voice was so hard and unnatural that she turned away. He quickly put his hand on the door. But in a moment she was close to him again, murmuring, 'Morris, you are going to leave me.'

'Yes, for a little while. Until you are reasonable again.'

'I shall never be reasonable, in that way.' She tried to keep him longer. 'Think of what I have done!' she cried. 'Morris, I have given up everything.'

'You shall have everything back.'

'You wouldn't say that if you didn't mean something. What is it? What has happened? What have I done? What has changed you?'

'I will write to you—that is better.'

'You won't come back!' she cried, tears running down her face.

'Dear Catherine,' he said, 'don't believe that. I promise you that you shall see me again.' And he managed to get away, and to close the door behind him.

*　　*　　*

For many hours Catherine lay crying on the sofa. He had said he would return, but she had seen an expression on his face that she had never seen before. He had wanted to get away from her; he had been angry and cruel, and said strange things, with strange looks. She tried to believe that he would come back; she listened, hoping to hear his ring at the door, but he did not return, nor did he call or write the next day. On Saturday Catherine sent him a note. 'I don't understand,' she wrote. 'Morris, you are killing me!'

The pain in Catherine's heart was terrible, but she was desperate to hide from her father what had happened, so she tried very hard to be brave. She ate her meals, went on with her daily life as usual, and said nothing to anybody.

'I am afraid you are in trouble, my dear,' Mrs Penniman said to her. 'Can I do anything to help you?'

'I am not in any trouble, and do not need any help,' said Catherine.

After a few days the Doctor, who had been watching in silence, spoke to his sister Lavinia.

'The thing has happened—he has left her!'

'It seems to make you happy to see your daughter upset!'

'It does,' said the Doctor; 'because it shows I was right.'

The following afternoon Catherine went for a walk, and returned to find Mrs Penniman waiting for her.

'Dear Catherine, you cannot pretend with me,' said her aunt. 'I know everything. And it is better that you should separate.'

'Separate? Who said we were going to separate?'

'Isn't it broken off?' asked Mrs Penniman.

'My engagement? Not at all!'

'I am sorry then. I have spoken too soon! But what has happened between you?' said Mrs Penniman; 'because something has certainly happened.'

'Nothing has happened. I love him more and more!'

Mrs Penniman was silent. 'I suppose that's why you went to see him this afternoon.'

Catherine blushed. 'Yes, I did go to see him!' she cried. 'But that's my own business!'

'Then we won't talk about it.' Mrs Penniman moved towards the door, but stopped when Catherine cried out:

'Aunt Lavinia, where has he gone? At his house they said he had left town. I asked no more questions; I was ashamed. Has he gone to New Orleans?'

Mrs Penniman had not heard of the New Orleans plan, but she did not tell Catherine this. 'If you have agreed to separate,' she said, 'the further he goes away, the better.'

Catherine stared. 'Agreed? Has he agreed it with you?'

'He has sometimes asked for my advice.'

'Is it you, then, that has changed him?' Catherine cried. 'Is it you that has taken him from me? How could you be so cruel? What have I ever done to you?'

'You are a most ungrateful girl,' said Mrs Penniman. 'It was me who helped bring you together.'

'I wish he had never come to the house! That's better than this,' said poor Catherine. She was silent for a few minutes, then got up and walked around the room.

'Will you please tell me where he is?'

'I have no idea,' said Mrs Penniman.

'Will he stay away for ever?'

'Oh, for ever is a long time. Your father, perhaps, won't live for ever.'

Catherine stared at her aunt. 'He has planned it, then. He has broken it off, and given me up.'

'Only for the present, dear Catherine.'

'He has left me alone,' said Catherine, shaking her head slowly. 'I don't believe it!'

Two days later Catherine received a long letter from Morris. It explained that he was in Philadelphia, and that he would be away on business for a long time. He said he would find it impossible to forget her, but he did not want to come between her and her rightful fortune. It was his dearest wish that she should have a happy and peaceful life, and he hoped that they would one day meet as friends.

The pain that this letter gave Catherine lasted for a long time, but she was too proud to say anything about it to her aunt or her father. Doctor Sloper waited a week, before coming one morning into the back parlour, where he found his daughter alone. She was sitting with some sewing work, and he came and stood in front of her. He was going out, and had his hat on.

'I would be grateful if you would tell me when you plan to leave my house,' he said.

Catherine looked at him, with a long silent stare. 'I shall not go away!' she said.

The Doctor looked surprised. 'Has he left you?'

'I have broken off my engagement.'

'Broken it off?'

'I have asked him to leave New York, and he has gone away for a long time.'

The Doctor did not believe this, and he was disappointed at losing the chance to say that he had been right.

'How does he like your sending him away?' he asked.

'I don't know!' said Catherine.

'You mean you don't care? You are rather cruel, after playing with him for so long.'

The Doctor had his revenge, after all.



frequent adj. happening often; habitual. 时常发生的；惯常的。

property n. thing or things owned; possession(s). 所有物；财产；资产。

prove v. show that sth. is true or certain by means of argument or evidence. 证明某事物属实；证实某事物。

fond of sb./doing sth. having a great liking for sb./doing sth. 喜爱某人或做某事。

distant adj. not very friendly; reserved. 不太友好的；不太热情的；冷漠的。

come between sb. and sb. interfere with or harm a relationship between two people. 干预或损害两人之间的关系；离间。

manage v. succeed in doing (sth.); cope (with sth.). 做成（某事）。

break away (from sb./sth.) escape suddenly (from captivity). 突然逃脱；挣脱（束缚）。

unnatural adj. not sincere; affected or forced. 虚假的；做作的；勉强的。

desperate adj. feeling or showing great despair and ready to do anything regardless of danger. 拼命的；不顾一切的。

break sth. off end sth. suddenly; discontinue sth. 突然中止某事物；中断某事物。

ashamed adj. feeling shame, embarrassment, etc. about sth./sb. or because of one's own actions. 感到羞耻；感到惭愧。

rightful adj. just, proper or legal. 正当的，正义的；合法的。

have one's revenge (on sb.) (for sth.) return an injury. 报复; 报仇。


8．最后的离别

凯瑟琳回到纽约后并没有和莫里斯·汤森“私奔”，不过到家的第一个晚上她的确从姑姑那里听到了他的消息。实际上，在她离开的那段时间里，莫里斯经常到华盛顿广场来拜访，和彭尼曼夫人一起喝茶，坐在斯洛珀医生的书房里抽雪茄。阿尔蒙德夫人告诉过她姐姐这么做很愚蠢。

“你不应该对他这么好，拉维尼娅，”她说，“他不会是凯瑟琳的好丈夫。如果他和她结婚，而她得不到奥斯汀的钱，他就会因为失望而讨厌她，还会虐待她。这个可怜的女孩儿会生活得很凄惨。”

但彭尼曼夫人听不进妹妹的话，凯瑟琳一回来她就告诉她侄女，在她离开的那段时间里她把她的恋人照顾得很好。

“你父亲怎么样？”她问道，“他有没有改变剥夺你继承权的想法？”

“没有。在欧洲的时候我明白我永远没法改变他，”可怜的凯瑟琳说，“我现在对他不抱任何期望了。”

“你变得很勇敢了，”彭尼曼夫人笑了一声，说道，“我可不主张你放弃自己的财产。”

“是的，我比以前勇敢了。我已经朝那个方向转变——我改变了很多。而且，那不是我的财产。如果莫里斯不在乎，我也不在乎。”

彭尼曼夫人犹豫了：“也许他在乎呢。”

“他在乎是因为他不想伤害我，不过他知道我不怕。而且，我有自己的钱；可以让我们过得不错。”

第二天莫里斯·汤森来看望凯瑟琳。

“我真高兴你回来了，”他说，“再次见到你真高兴。”他微笑着，从头到脚把她打量了一番。

凯瑟琳再次看到他那英俊的脸庞时，觉得很难相信这个俊朗的年轻人是她的。她很高兴，没等他问，她就跟莫里斯讲了父亲的事。

“我们现在不要指望他的钱了，”她说，“而且我们必须不靠它来生活。”

莫里斯坐在那儿，望着她微笑。“我可怜的宝贝儿！”他叫道。

“你不必为我难过。”凯瑟琳说。

莫里斯依然微笑着，然后站起来在屋中踱步。“让我跟他谈谈，”他说，“我想向你父亲证明他对我的看法是错的。”

“请不要这样，莫里斯，”凯瑟琳悲伤地说，“我们不要向他祈求任何东西。我知道他永远也不会改变的。”

“为什么不会？”

她迟疑了片刻。“他不太喜欢我，”她慢慢地说道，“我想他瞧不起我。我明白这一点，我们离开英国之前我就感觉到了。因为他太喜欢我母亲，可惜她许多年前就过世了。她美丽而且非常、非常聪明——他一直怀念着她。我和她一点儿也不像；彭尼曼姑姑跟我说过。这当然不是我的错，但也不是他的错。”

“你们一家人可真怪。”莫里斯说。

“别那么说——别说刻薄话。”凯瑟琳说，“你现在一定要好好待我，因为，莫里斯，”——说到这儿她迟疑了一下——“因为我已经为你做了那么多。”

“噢，我知道，亲爱的。”

“感觉和父亲那么疏远真让我难受——我觉得他瞧不起我。如果我不爱你，我会很痛苦。我们在一起一定要快快乐乐的！还有，莫里斯，莫里斯，你千万不要瞧不起我！”

作这样的承诺很容易，所以莫里斯答应了。但他暂时没有作进一步的承诺。

*　　*　　*

斯洛珀医生回来之后不久就分别找他的两位姐妹谈话。他告诉彭尼曼夫人他决不会接受莫里斯·汤森做他的女婿，他又告诉阿尔蒙德夫人他现在已经不再喜欢凯瑟琳了，只是很生她的气。

“她决不会放弃汤森先生的。”阿尔蒙德夫人说。

“那么她会很不幸，可我却无法阻止。”

“可怜的凯瑟琳！”阿尔蒙德夫人说，“我们应该尽量对她好些。”

彭尼曼夫人和莫里斯又安排了另外一次秘密会面。他们一起散步，走了很长时间，她把医生的话告诉了他。

“他决不会给我们一分钱。”莫里斯生气地说。停了一下，他又继续说：“我必须放弃她！”

彭尼曼夫人沉默了一会儿。虽然她把莫里斯看作儿子一般，她也有些怕他。“我想我理解你，”她轻声说道，“不过，可怜的莫里斯，你知道她有多爱你吗？”

“不，我不知道。也不想知道。”

“这对凯瑟琳来说太难了。”彭尼曼夫人说。

“你必须帮她。医生会帮你；他听到这个消息会高兴的。”

“他会说：‘我早就告诉过你！’”

莫里斯的脸涨得通红。“我觉得这一切太讨厌了，”他说，“真正的朋友会设法让情况变得对我容易些。”

“要我告诉她吗？”彭尼曼夫人问道。

“千万别告诉她，不过你可以——”他犹豫了一下，拿不定主意彭尼曼夫人能做什么，“你可以跟她解释，说我不想影响他们父女的关系。”

“你不再来见她了吗？”

“哦，不，我还会再来，不过我想早点儿把这件事了结了。她回来后我已经来过四次了，这很不容易。”

“但你一定要最后道别一下！”他的同伴大声说道。对于彭尼曼夫人来说，恋人之间最后的离别几乎和初会一样浪漫。

*　　*　　*

莫里斯又来到了华盛顿广场，不过并没有做到最后分手，而是一再光顾。凯瑟琳还没有觉察出任何异样，而彭尼曼夫人太担心了，什么也没跟她说。每次会面，可怜的女孩儿都等着莫里斯定下他们婚礼的日子。可是他总是待不上几分钟就走，而且显得心神不宁，最后她开始担心了。

“你病了吗？”她问他。

“我不太舒服，”他说，“我要走了。”

“走？去哪里，莫里斯？”

他看着她，有那么一两秒种她觉得有些怕他。“答应我不要生气好吗？”他说。

“生气！——我生气了吗？”

“我要离开去办点儿事——去新奥尔良。”

“办什么事？你要办的事就是和我在一起。”

他给她讲了一个很长的故事，说有个好机会可以买棉花挣很多钱，可是凯瑟琳两手拉住他的胳膊，他从未听她说话那么激烈过。
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“你可以改天再去新奥尔良，不该挑这个时候去。我们已经等得够久了。”

“你说过不会生气的！”莫里斯大声说道。他起身要走，“好吧；我们别再谈这个了。我写信来做这笔生意。”

“你不会走了？”凯瑟琳看着他说道。

莫里斯想和她吵上一架，这样分手就会容易些。“你别对我指手画脚，”他说，“下次我来的时候你冷静一点儿。”

“你什么时候再来？”

“下周六我会再来。”莫里斯说。

“明天就来吧，”凯瑟琳恳求道，“我想让你明天来。我会很安静的。”突然她感到很害怕，不想让他离开这个房间。

莫里斯吻了一下她的额头。凯瑟琳觉得心跳得很快。“答应我明天就来好吗？”

“我说了星期六！”莫里斯微笑着答道。他想要发火，但脸上立刻又挂满了笑容；这样做实在困难而且不舒服。

“是的，星期六也来，”她答道，挤出一丝笑容，“但明天先来。”他朝门口走去，她赶紧跟上他。

“我很忙！”莫里斯大声说道。

他的声音是那么刺耳而且做作，她转过头去。他迅速把手放在了门上。可是她立刻又靠近他，低声说道：“莫里斯，你要离开我了。”

“是的，离开一阵。直到你恢复理智。”

“那样的话我永远也不会理智的。”她努力想让他多待一会儿，“想一想我所做的一切！”她哭道，“莫里斯，我放弃了一切。”

“你会重新得到那一切的。”

“要不是你有什么想法，你不会这么说的。怎么了？发生什么事了？我做了什么？是什么改变了你？”

“我会给你写信的——那样更好。”

“你不会回来了！”她哭道，泪水从脸庞上滑落。

“亲爱的凯瑟琳，”他说，“别那么想。我保证我们还会再见面的。”他挣脱了她，随手关上了门。

*　　*　　*

凯瑟琳躺在沙发上哭了好几个小时。他说过他会回来，可是她在他脸上看到了一种从未见过的表情。他已经想好了要离开她；他冲她发火，粗暴地对待她，还说一些奇怪的话，脸上的表情很陌生。她试着相信他会回来；她侧耳倾听，希望能听到他按门铃的声音，可是他却没回头，第二天他既没来看她也没写信。星期六，凯瑟琳给他写了一张便条。“我不明白，”她写道，“莫里斯，你伤透了我的心！”

凯瑟琳内心痛苦极了，可是她却竭力不让父亲看出有什么异样，所以她努力地坚强起来。她照常吃饭，每天的生活也一如既往，对别人只字不提这件事。

“我担心你有麻烦，亲爱的，”彭尼曼夫人对她说，“我能为你做什么吗？”

“我什么麻烦都没有，也不需要任何帮助。”凯瑟琳说。

几天之后，一直在默默关注这件事的医生对姐姐拉维尼娅说：

“事情发生了——他甩了她！”

“好像你见到自己女儿难受倒挺开心的！”

“的确，”医生说，“这说明我猜得没错。”

第二天下午凯瑟琳出去散步，回来的时候发现彭尼曼夫人正在等她。

“亲爱的凯瑟琳，别瞒着我了，”她姑姑说道，“我都知道了。你们分手更好。”

“分手？谁说我们要分手？”

“不是已经解除婚约了吗？”彭尼曼夫人问道。

“我的婚约？根本没有！”

“那真抱歉。我这话说得太早了！可是你们俩之间发生了什么事？”彭尼曼夫人说，“因为一定有事情发生。”

“什么也没发生。我越来越爱他了！”

彭尼曼夫人沉默了：“我猜你今天下午去见他就是为了这个。”

凯瑟琳脸红了。“是的，我确实去见他了！”她大声说，“可那是我自己的事！”

“那我们就别谈这个了。”彭尼曼夫人向门口走去，可听到凯瑟琳的喊声，她又止住了脚步。

“拉维尼娅姑姑，他去哪里了？他家里人说他已经走了。我不好意思再追问下去了。他去新奥尔良了吗？”

彭尼曼夫人没听说过什么新奥尔良计划，不过她没告诉凯瑟琳这个。“如果你们同意分手，”她说，“那他走得越远越好。”

凯瑟琳盯着她：“同意？你们都同意这件事了？”

“他征求过我的意见。”

“那么是您改变了他的想法了？”凯瑟琳大声说道，“是您把他从我身边夺走的吗？您怎么能这么无情？我对您做过什么？”

“你真太没良心了，”彭尼曼夫人说，“是我撮合你们俩的。”

“我希望他从没来过家里！那样也比现在这样好。”可怜的凯瑟琳说。她沉默了几分钟，然后站起身在屋里来回踱步。

“能告诉我他在哪儿吗？”

“我不知道。”彭尼曼夫人说。

“他永远也不来见我了吗？”

“噢，永远可是很长的时间。你父亲也许不会永远活着。”

凯瑟琳盯着她姑姑：“那么他早有打算了。他已经结束这段感情，放弃我了。”

“只是权宜之计，亲爱的凯瑟琳。”

“他撇下我一个人，”凯瑟琳说道，又慢慢地摇了摇头，“我不相信！”

两天后凯瑟琳收到了莫里斯的一封长信。信中说他在费城，因为有事要走很长一段时间。他还说自己对她难以忘情，可是不愿意她因为他的缘故而失去应得的财产。他最大的心愿就是她能过上幸福平静的生活，希望他们以后能像朋友一样相见。

这封信让凯瑟琳痛苦了很长一段时间，但她很爱面子，从未向姑姑或父亲提起过此事。斯洛珀医生等了一个星期，才在一天早晨来到后厅，他发现女儿独自待在那里。她坐在那里做着针线，他走过去站到她面前。他戴着帽子，正打算出门。
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“要是你告诉我你打算什么时候离开我的家我会很感激的。”他说。

凯瑟琳默默地盯了他很久。“我不会离开的！”她说。

医生显得很惊讶：“他已经离开你了？”

“我已经退婚了。”

“退婚？”

“我让他离开纽约，他已经走了很长一段时间了。”

医生不相信这话，因为没有机会表明自己的远见卓识，他觉得有些失望。

“你让他走，他怎么想？”他问道。

“我不知道！”凯瑟琳说。

“你是说你不在乎吗？你可真无情，跟他玩了这么久。”

医生总算尝到了报复的滋味。


9
Morris returns

No one ever learnt the truth about the end of Catherine's engagement. Catherine never spoke about it, keeping her secret even from Mrs Almond, who was very kind to her after Morris Townsend had left New York.

'I am delighted that Catherine did not marry him,' Mrs Almond said to her brother, 'but I wish you would be more gentle with her, Austin. Surely you feel sorry for her?'

'Why should I feel sorry for her? She has had a lucky escape. And I suspect that she has not really given him up at all. I think it is quite possible that they have made an arrangement to wait; and when I am dead, he will come back, and then she will marry him.'

Outwardly, Catherine seemed unchanged, but the fact was that she had been deeply hurt. Nothing could ever take away the pain that Morris had caused her, and nothing could ever make her feel towards her father as she had felt when she was younger.

Many years passed; years in which Catherine received more than a few offers of marriage. She refused them all, and though the name Morris Townsend was never mentioned in Washington Square, Doctor Sloper still suspected that his daughter was secretly waiting for him. 'If she is not, why doesn't she marry?' he asked himself. This idea grew stronger as he got older, and one day the Doctor said something to his daughter that surprised her very much.

'I would like you to promise me something before I die.'

'Why do you talk about dying?' she asked.

'Because I am sixty-eight years old. And I will die one day. Promise me you will never marry Morris Townsend.'

For some moments she said nothing. 'Why do you speak of him?' she asked at last.

'Because he has been in New York, and at your cousin Marian's house. Your Aunt Elizabeth tells me that he is looking for another wife—I don't know what happened to the first one. He has grown fat and bald, and he has not made his fortune.'

'Fat and bald'; these words sounded strange to Catherine. Her memory was of the most beautiful young man in the world. 'I don't think you understand,' she said. 'I almost never think of Mr Townsend. But I can't promise that.'

The Doctor was silent for a minute. 'I ask you for a particular reason. I am changing my will.'

Very few things made Catherine angry, but these words brought back painful memories from the past. She felt that her father was pushing her too far.

'I can't promise,' she simply repeated.

'Please explain.'

'I can't explain,' said Catherine, 'and I can't promise.'

A year later Doctor Sloper died after a three-week illness. The will he had changed shortly before his death now left Catherine only a fifth of his property. Mrs Penniman thought that this was cruel and unjust, but Catherine was neither surprised nor unhappy about the new will. 'I like it very much,' she told her aunt.

*　　*　　*

Catherine and Mrs Penniman continued to live in the house in Washington Square. On a warm evening in July, a year after Doctor Sloper's death, the two ladies sat together at an open window, looking out on the quiet square.

'Catherine,' said Mrs Penniman. 'I have something to say that will surprise you. I have seen Morris Townsend.'

Catherine remained very still for some moments. 'I hope he was well,' she said at last.

'I don't know. He would like very much to see you.'

'I would rather not see him,' said Catherine, quickly.

'I was afraid you would say that,' said Mrs Penniman. 'I met him at Marian's house, and they are so afraid you will meet him there. I think that's why he goes. He very much wants to see you.' Catherine did not answer, and Mrs Penniman went on. 'He is still very handsome, though of course he looks older now. I believe he married some lady somewhere in Europe. She died soon afterwards—as he said to me, she only passed through his life. The first thing he did was to ask me about you. He had heard you had never married; he seemed very much interested about that. He said you had been the real romance in his life.'

Catherine had listened silently, staring down at the ground. At last she spoke, 'Please do not say more.'

'But he very much wants to see you.'

'Please don't, Aunt Lavinia,' said Catherine, getting up from her seat and moving quickly to the other window, where Mrs Penniman could not see that she was crying.

A week later they were again sitting in the front parlour. Catherine was working on some embroidery when Mrs Penniman suddenly said, 'Morris has sent you a message. He wishes to see you, Catherine. He is going away again, and wants to speak to you before he leaves. He says his happiness depends upon it.'

'My happiness does not,' said Catherine.

'He believes that you have never understood him, that you have never judged him rightly,' said Mrs Penniman. 'This is very painful for him, and he wants just a few minutes to explain. He wishes to meet you as a friend.'

Catherine listened without looking up from her embroidery. Then she said simply, 'Please say to Mr Townsend that I wish he would leave me alone.'

She had just finished speaking when the door bell rang. Catherine looked up at the clock; it was quarter past nine—a very late hour for visitors. She turned quickly to Mrs Penniman, who was blushing.

'Aunt Penniman,' she said, in a way that frightened her companion, 'what have you done?'

'My dearest Catherine,' said Mrs Penniman, avoiding her niece's eyes, 'just wait until you see him!'

Catherine had frightened her aunt, but she was also frightened herself and before she could prevent it, the servant had opened the door and announced his name.

'Mr Morris Townsend.'

Catherine stood with her back turned to the door of the parlour. For some moments she remained still, feeling that he had come in. He had not spoken, however, and at last she turned round. She saw a gentleman standing in the middle of the room, from which her aunt had quietly left.

For a moment she did not recognize him. He was forty-five years old, fatter, with thinning hair and a thick beard.

'I have come because—I wanted to so much,' said Morris. It was the old voice, but it did not have the old charm.

'I think it was wrong of you to come,' said Catherine.

'Did Mrs Penniman not give you my message?'

'She told me something, but I did not understand.'

'I wish you would let me tell you.'

'I don't think it is necessary,' said Catherine.

'Not for you, perhaps, but for me.' He seemed to be coming nearer; Catherine turned away. 'Can we not be friends again?' he asked.

'We are not enemies,' said Catherine.

He moved close to her; she saw his beard, and the eyes above it, looking strange and hard. It was very different from his old—from his young—face. 'Catherine,' he murmured, 'I have never stopped thinking of you.'

'Please don't say these things,' she answered.

He looked at her again silently. 'It hurts you to see me here. I will go away; but you must allow me to come again.'

'Please don't come again,' she said. 'It is wrong of you. There is no reason for it. You behaved badly towards me.'

'That is not true,' cried Morris. 'You had your quiet life with your father—I did not want to steal it from you.'

'Yes; I had that.'

Morris could not say that she also had some of her father's property; though he knew about Doctor Sloper's will. 'Catherine, have you never forgiven me?'

'I forgave you years ago, but we cannot be friends.'

'We can if we forget the past. We still have a future.'

'I can't forget—I don't forget,' said Catherine. 'You behaved too badly. I felt it very much; I felt it for years. I can't begin again—everything is dead and buried. I never expected to see you here again.'

Morris stood looking at her. 'Why have you never married?' he asked, suddenly.

'I didn't wish to marry.'

'Yes, you are rich, you are free. Marriage had nothing to offer you.' He looked around the room for a moment. 'Well, I had hoped that we could still be friends.'

'There is no possibility of that,' said Catherine.

'Goodbye, then,' said Morris.

He bowed, and she turned away. She stood there, looking at the ground, for some moments after she had heard him close the door of the room.

In the hall he found Mrs Penniman.

'Your plan did not work!' said Morris, putting on his hat.

'Is she so hard?' asked Mrs Penniman.

'She doesn't care a button for me,' said Morris. He stood for a moment, with his hat on. 'But why, then, has she never married?'

'Yes—why?' said Mrs Penniman. 'But you will not give up—you will come back?'

'Come back! Certainly not!' And Morris Townsend walked out of the house, leaving Mrs Penniman staring.

Catherine, meanwhile, in the parlour, picking up her embroidery, had seated herself with it again—for life.



outwardly adv. on the surface; apparently. 表面上；外表上。

offer n. a proposal of marriage. 求婚。

bald adj. (of people) having little or no hair on the scalp. （指人）秃头的，无发或少发的。

remain v. continue to be; stay in the same condition. 仍然是；保持不变。

embroidery n. decoration with needlework. 刺绣。

charm n. power of pleasing, fascinating or attracting people; attractiveness. 迷人或吸引人的力量；魅力。

bury v. dismiss (sth.) from one's mind; completely forget about. 从记忆中除去（某事物）；忘记。

bow v. bend the head or body as a sign of respect or as a greeting. 鞠躬；点头（表示尊敬或打招呼）。


9．莫里斯归来

没有人知道凯瑟琳解除婚约的真相。凯瑟琳对此讳莫如深，连阿尔蒙德夫人都不知道她的秘密，莫里斯·汤森离开纽约后阿尔蒙德夫人对她特别好。

“我很高兴凯瑟琳没有嫁给他，”阿尔蒙德夫人对哥哥说，“不过我希望你对她更和善一些，奥斯汀。你一定为她感到难过吧？”

“我为什么要为她感到难过呢？她运气好才没有陷进去。我怀疑她根本没有真的放弃他。我觉得很有可能他们做好了等待的安排；等我死了，他就会回来，然后她就会嫁给他。”

表面上看，凯瑟琳似乎没有什么变化，可实际上她受到了很深的伤害。没有什么能消除莫里斯带给她的痛苦，也没有什么能让她再像从前那样敬爱她的父亲。

许多年过去了；期间凯瑟琳收到过不少求婚。她统统拒绝了，虽然在华盛顿广场莫里斯·汤森的名字再也没有被提起过，斯洛珀医生仍然怀疑他的女儿在秘密地等待着他。“如果她没在等，那她为什么不结婚呢？”他问自己。他越上年纪，这种想法就越强烈，结果有一天医生对女儿说了一些令她十分吃惊的话。

“我希望你在我死之前答应我一些事。”

“为什么要说起死亡来？”她问道。

“因为我已经68岁了，有一天我会死去。答应我你永远不会和莫里斯·汤森结婚。”

有那么半晌她什么都没说。“为什么要提起他？”她最后问。

“因为他已经回到纽约了，住在你表妹玛丽安家。你姑姑伊丽莎白跟我说他正在寻找一个新妻子——我不知道他的第一个妻子怎么了。他长胖了，头也秃了，可还是个穷光蛋。”

“又胖又秃”；凯瑟琳觉得这些话听起来很陌生。她记忆中的是一个世界上最英俊的年轻人。“我想您不明白，”她说，“我几乎从没想过汤森先生。可是这件事我不能答应您。”

医生沉默了足有一分钟。“我是出于特别的原因才请求你。我要修改遗嘱。”

很少有什么事能令凯瑟琳生气，但这些话把过去的痛苦记忆又带了回来。她觉得父亲实在逼人太甚。

“我不能答应您。”她只是重复了一遍。

“请你解释。”

“我不能解释，”凯瑟琳说，“我也不能答应。”

一年后，斯洛珀医生被病痛折磨了三个星期之后去世了。去世前不久他更改了遗嘱，只给凯瑟琳留下了五分之一的财产。彭尼曼夫人觉得这太绝情，而且不公平，但是凯瑟琳对于新遗嘱既没有感到惊讶也没有感到不高兴。“我很喜欢它。”她告诉她姑姑。

*　　*　　*

凯瑟琳和彭尼曼夫人仍然住在华盛顿广场的房子里。七月的一个温暖的晚上，此时斯洛珀医生过世已有一年之久，这两位女士一起坐在打开的窗户前，望着外面宁静的广场。

“凯瑟琳，”彭尼曼夫人说，“我有些话要对你讲，一定会让你感到惊喜。我见到莫里斯·汤森了。”

凯瑟琳一动不动地待了一会儿。“我希望他过得还好。”她最后说。

“我不知道。他很想见你。”

“我倒宁愿不见他。”凯瑟琳很快地说道。

“我料到你就会那么说。”彭尼曼夫人说道，“我在玛丽安家里遇见了他，而他们非常担心你会在那里碰到他。我想那正是他去那里的原因。他很想见你。”凯瑟琳没有回答，于是彭尼曼夫人又继续说：“他还是很英俊，虽然他现在看起来当然是老了一些。我想他是在欧洲的什么地方和某个女人结了婚。那个女人没过多久就死了——他是这么跟我说的，她只是他生命中的过客。他首先向我问起了你。他听说你一直没有结婚；他好像对此很感兴趣。他说你是他生命中真正的爱。”

凯瑟琳默默地听着，眼睛盯着地面。最后她说：“请别再说了。”

“可他很想见你。”

“求求您别说了，拉维尼娅姑姑。”凯瑟琳说着从座位上站了起来，快步走到另一扇窗前，在那里彭尼曼夫人看不见她在哭。

一周之后她们又坐在了前厅里。凯瑟琳正在做一些刺绣的活儿，彭尼曼夫人突然说：“莫里斯给你送了个口信。他想见你，凯瑟琳。他又要走了，想在走之前和你说说话。他说他的幸福就靠这个了。”

“我的幸福可不靠这个。”凯瑟琳说。

“他相信你从来没有理解他，你也从来没有对他作出正确的判断，”彭尼曼夫人说，“这让他很痛苦，他只想用几分钟时间来解释。他希望能像朋友一样和你会面。”

凯瑟琳听着，没有从刺绣活计中抬起头。然后她只是简单地说：“请告诉汤森先生我想一个人待着。”

她话刚说完，门铃就响了。凯瑟琳抬头看了看表；时间是9点一刻——这个时候来串门实在是太晚了。她马上转向彭尼曼夫人，发现她的脸红了。

“彭尼曼姑姑，”她说，她说话的方式令她的同伴感到害怕，“您做了些什么？”
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“我最亲爱的凯瑟琳，”彭尼曼夫人说道，不敢看侄女的眼睛，“等你见到他再说吧！”

凯瑟琳把她姑姑吓了一跳，自己也吃惊不小，她还没来得及阻止，仆人就把门打开，报上了来客的姓名。

“莫里斯·汤森先生。”

凯瑟琳站起身来，背对着客厅门。她在那里静静地站了一会儿，感到他进来了。然而，他没有开口说话，最后她转过身去。她看见一位绅士站在屋子中央，她姑姑已经悄悄地离开了。

有那么一会儿她没认出他来。他已经45岁了，比以前胖了，头发稀疏，胡子浓密。

“我来是因为——我很想来。”莫里斯说。声音还是没变，可是已经没有昔日的魅力了。

“我认为你来是个错误。”凯瑟琳说。

“彭尼曼夫人没告诉你我的口信吗？”

“她跟我说了一些事，可是我不明白。”

“我希望你能让我来告诉你。”

“我觉得没必要。”凯瑟琳说。

“对你来说也许没必要，可是对我来说有必要。”他好像走得更近了；凯瑟琳转过身去。“我们难道不能再作朋友吗？”他问道。

“我们并不是敌人。”凯瑟琳说。

他走近她；她看到了他的胡须，还有上面的那双眼睛，看起来陌生而冷峻。这和他从前的——他年轻时的——面容非常不同。“凯瑟琳，”他低声说道，“我一直在想念你。”

“请别说这些话。”她答道。

他又默默地看了看她：“在这里见我让你难过。我会走的；不过你一定要允许我再来。”

“请不要再来了，”她说，“这样不好。没理由这么做。你对我太差劲了。”

“不是这样的，”莫里斯叫道，“你和你父亲在一起平静地生活——我不想把这种生活从你身边偷走。”

“是啊；我有过这样的生活。”

莫里斯不能说她还有一些她父亲的财产；尽管他知道斯洛珀医生遗嘱的事情。“凯瑟琳，你从来没有原谅过我吗？”

“我多年以前就原谅你了，但我们不能作朋友。”

“如果忘记过去我们就能作朋友。我们还有未来。”

“我忘不掉——我不会忘记，”凯瑟琳说，“你的表现很差劲。我深有体会；我体会了很多年。我不能从头再来——一切都成了过眼云烟。我从没想过会在这里再次见到你。”

莫里斯站在那里看着她。“为什么你一直没结婚？”他突然问道。
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“我不想结婚。”

“是啊，你有钱，你很自由。婚姻不能给你带来什么。”他环顾了一下房间，“嗯，我本希望我们还可以作朋友。”

“那不可能。”凯瑟琳说。

“那么，再见。”莫里斯说。

他鞠了一躬，她却转过身去。听到他把房门关上之后好一会儿，她还站在那里，望着地面。

他在大厅里见到了彭尼曼夫人。

“你的计划没用！”莫里斯说着戴上了帽子。

“她的心这么硬？”彭尼曼夫人问道。

“她一点儿也不在乎我，”莫里斯说。他站了一会儿，帽子戴在头上，“可是，那她为什么不结婚？”

“是啊——为什么？”彭尼曼夫人说，“不过你不会放弃——你还会回来吧？”

“回来！当然不会！”莫里斯·汤森走出房子，留下彭尼曼夫人在那里发愣。

与此同时，在客厅里，凯瑟琳捡起刺绣，坐在那里继续做活儿——为了生活。


ACTIVITIES



Before Reading




1．Read the story introduction of the book. Match the adjectives with the people.


	Catherine Sloper	Mrs Penniman

	Dr Austin Sloper	Morris Townsend



amusing, charming, clever, dull, foolish, gentle, handsome, interesting, quiet, rich, simple

2．What is going to happen in the story? Can you guess? For each sentence, choose the best word(s) to complete it.

1）Mrs Penniman will/won't be very friendly with Morris Townsend.

2）Catherine's father will say that Catherine can/cannot marry Morris Townsend.

3）Catherine will agree/refuse to marry Morris Townsend and later refuse/agree.

4）Catherine will please/disappoint her father in the end.

5）Dr Sloper will die and Catherine will inherit all/some/none of his money.

6）Catherine will/won't marry Morris Townsend and will be happy/miserable.


ACTIVITIES



While Reading




1．Read Chapter 1, and then answer these questions.

1）Why was Dr Sloper successful?

2）Why was Dr Sloper lucky?

3）What happened to Dr Sloper's son?

4）What happened to Dr Sloper's wife?

5）Who came to live with Dr Sloper when Catherine was ten?

6）What did Dr Sloper want Catherine to become?

7）How did he feel about Catherine?

8）How did Catherine feel about her father?

9）Why was Catherine going to be rich?

10）Where did Dr Sloper move to in 1835?

2．Read Chapters 2 and 3. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)? Rewrite the false ones with the correct information.

1）Morris Townsend was a cousin of Marian Almond.

2）Catherine talked a lot to Morris Townsend.

3）Mrs Penniman liked Morris Townsend.

4）Morris Townsend was working in an office.

5）Morris Townsend wanted to court Catherine.

6）Several young men had come courting Catherine before.

7）Morris Townsend had spent all his money amusing himself.

8）Dr Sloper didn't like Morris Townsend because he was poor.

3．Read Chapters 4 and 5. Who said this, and to whom? Who or what were they talking about?

1）'What is going on in this house?'

2）'But he has paid for it.'

3）'Perhaps I should give him another chance.'

4）'You advise me, then, not to give up hope?'

5）'I am their teacher.'

6）'We must do our duty; we must speak to my father.'

7）'You have gone very fast.'

8）'I accept that she will think I am cruel for a year.'

9）'I am very sorry for Catherine.'

10）'Don't let her marry him.'

4．Before you read Chapters 6 and 7, can you guess what will happen? Circle Y (Yes) or N (No) for each sentence.

1）Dr Sloper tells Catherine about Mrs Montgomery and she decides not to marry Morris. Y/N

2）Mrs Penniman helps Catherine to forget Morris. Y/N

3）Dr Sloper tells Catherine that she won't get his money if she marries Morris Townsend. Y/N

4）With her aunt's help, Catherine marries Morris secretly. Y/N

5）Catherine and Morris decide to wait before getting married. Y/N

6）Dr Sloper is amused by Catherine's situation. Y/N

7）Dr Sloper takes Catherine away to Europe. Y/N

8）Morris Townsend goes away to Europe. Y/N

5．Read Chapter 8. Choose the best question-word for these questions and then answer them.

What/Who/Why

1）...thought that Morris would make Catherine a bad husband?

2）...did Catherine expect from her father?

3）...did Catherine make Morris promise?

4）...did Morris decide to give Catherine up?

5）...wanted Catherine and Morris to have a last parting?

6）...did Catherine think that Morris would not come back?

7）...reason did Morris give in his letter for leaving Catherine?

8）...did Catherine feel when she got Morris's letter?

9）...did Catherine tell her father about her engagement?

6．Before you read Chapter 9 (Morris returns), can you guess what happens? Circle Y (Yes) or N (No) for each of these sentences.

1）Everyone finds out the truth about Catherine's broken engagement. Y/N

2）Several other men ask Catherine to marry them. Y/N

3）Catherine promises her father that she will never marry Morris Townsend. Y/N

4）Dr Sloper changes his will before he dies, and does not leave Catherine all his money. Y/N

5）After Dr Sloper's death, Morris Townsend comes back and Catherine marries him. Y/N


ACTIVITIES



After Reading




1．Whose thoughts are these? Who are they thinking about and when? Then find words in the story which mean the opposite of the words in italic.

1）'I don't want to marry her if her father disinherits her. She's very dull, and I must have money—I'm tired of being poor. But that last meeting was so difficult and unpleasant. I won't go back again—I'll write her a letter instead...'

2）'It was very foolish of Lavinia to be so friendly with him—and now look what's happened. He's gone away and the poor girl is so miserable. I must be kind to her.'

3）'He's so handsome and self-confident. I don't know why my cousin said he was conceited—I thought he was very sincere and natural. I admired him very much. My aunt liked him too, and she thought that he was very clever...'

4）'I never thought that she would amuse me so much. But she's too soft and weak to fight her own battles, and he's not a suitable husband for her. He's selfish and lazy—and his sister has just told me that I am right.'

5）'He seemed annoyed with me today. I know I advised a secret marriage last week, but that was before Austin spoke to me so coldly. Young people are never grateful...'

2．Complete the conversation that Mrs Penniman had with Morris Townsend at Marian Almond's party. Use as many words as you like.

MRS PENNIMAN:

So you are a cousin of Arthur Townsend. Why haven't we seen you here in New York before?

MORRIS:

__________________________________________.

MRS PENNIMAN:

How interesting! I have never travelled much myself. And why have you returned to New York?

MORRIS:

__________________________________________.

MRS PENNIMAN:

So are you living with your parents?

MORRIS:

____________________________________________.

MRS PENNIMAN:

I'm sure that makes your sister very happy. I expect you help her with the children?

MORRIS:

___________________________________________.

MRS PENNIMAN:

Oh, like me! I have lived with Catherine since she was ten years old, and have been a teacher to her.

MORRIS:

___________________________________________?

MRS PENNIMAN:

Yes, she died when Catherine was a baby. But I have tried to be a mother to her. She's looking very fine tonight, don't you think?

MORRIS:

___________________________________________.

MRS PENNIMAN:

Yes, it is a beautiful dress—very expensive, of course.

MORRIS:

__________________________________________?

MRS PENNIMAN:

Oh no, money's not a problem. Catherine will inherit a large fortune from her father, you know.

3．Complete the letter that Morris wrote to Catherine after he went to Philadelphia. Choose the best word for each gap.

Dear Catherine

I am ______ to you from Philadelphia. _______ am afraid that I ______ going to be away ______ a long time on ______ business. I will never ______ you. but I couldn't ______ myself if you lost ______ your money because of ______. It is better for ______ to separate than to ______ each other unhappy. Please ______ that I am only ______of you. My dearest ______ is for you to ______ a happy and peaceful ______. This will not be ______ if we marry. You ______ your father and want ______ please him, but he ______ be very angry and ______ his will if you ______ not obey him. You ______ marry a man that ______ father likes, or give ______ your property and be ______. So I have gone______, because I do not______ to injure you. I______ when I come back, ______ will be able to ______ as friends.

Morris

4．Imagine that the story had a different ending. Choose one of these possibilities and use the notes to write about what happened. Finish the story with your own ideas.

1）Catherine not go to Europe/marry Morris secretly/Dr Sloper never forgive her/no money/...

2）Catherine come back from Europe/marry Morris/Dr Sloper forgive her/Catherine inherit fortune/...

5．Do you agree (A) or disagree (D) with these statements? Explain why.

1）Dr Sloper: 'You are good for nothing unless you are clever.'

2）Mrs Penniman: 'My dear Austin, you are making a great mistake if you think that Catherine is a weak woman.'

3）Mrs Almond (about Morris Townsend): 'He will make Catherine a bad husband.'

4）Catherine (about her father): 'And I think he despises me... Of course it isn't my fault, but neither is it his fault.'

5）Morris Townsend (to Catherine): 'Yes, you are rich, you are free. Marriage had nothing to offer you.'

6．Do you think that Washington Square is a good title for this story? Would you prefer one of these titles instead? Why?

Rich Man's Daughter　　A Cruel Father　　Catherine　　Waiting for Morris　　A Foolish Girl　　A Dollar Romance

7．Which of these qualities are important when you decide to marry someone? Put them in order (1 for the most important). Explain why. Add any other ideas of your own.

It is important to marry someone...


	· who has a lot of money.	· that you love.

	· that your parents choose for you.	· who loves you.

	· with the same interests as you.	· who is clever.

	· that your parents like.	· who is good.

	· who is handsome/pretty.	· that you like.
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简　介

在19世纪早期的英国僻静的乡村，生活有着一成不变的模式。四季交替，对于住在大房子里的乡绅及其全家和对于住在小草屋里的村民们来说都是一样的。任何新鲜和古怪的事情在像瑞福洛这样的村庄里都会遭到猜疑。

织工西拉斯·马南就很古怪。他独自居住，没人知道他的家庭情况。如果你不知道他的父母是谁，你怎么能够信任他呢？他脸色苍白，眼神怪异，并且总是瞪着眼睛，因为他每天都要在织机上干很长时间的活儿，甚至星期天也干，而星期天他应该去教堂。他一定是魔鬼的朋友，村民们相互这么说。

可怜的西拉斯！他是一个忧伤、孤独的人，他唯一的朋友就是那些闪光的金币，那是他织布挣来的，被他藏在地板下面。但是变故总会发生，即使在瑞福洛这样安静的村庄里。乡绅的两个儿子之间有一个秘密，这导致争吵、抢夺，以及死亡。那是在一个下雪的夜晚，在离西拉斯的草屋不远的地方……




乔治·艾略特（1819—1880）是英国最伟大的小说家之一，她真名叫玛丽·安·埃文斯。她生前就以小说创作而著名，主要作品包括《织工马南》、《米德尔马奇》和《弗罗斯河上的磨坊》。
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1
Silas Marner, past and present

In the early years of the nineteenth century, strange-looking little men were often seen on the country roads, usually with a heavy bag on their shoulders. They were linen-weavers, taking the linen they had woven to the women in the villages. Unlike the strong, healthy country people, they were small and thin, with tired white faces, bent backs and round shoulders. They were often shortsighted too, because they had to look so closely at their work. To the villagers the weavers looked almost foreign, and quite frightening. Where did they come from? Was it the devil who sent them? Who were their parents? How could you trust a man if you didn't know his father or mother? Country people used to be very suspicious of all strangers and travellers. They were also suspicious of clever people, people who could do something they themselves had not learnt to do. That is why the linen-weavers, who often moved from towns to live and work in the country, were considered strangers all their lives by their neighbours, and were sometimes very lonely as a result.

Silas Marner was one of these weavers. He lived in a small cottage near the village of Raveloe. Every day he worked at his loom in the cottage. The small boys of Raveloe had never heard the sound of a loom before, and sometimes they used to run up to his house to look quickly in at the window. If Silas noticed them, he lifted his shortsighted eyes from the loom to stare at the boys. There was something terrible about his stare, which made the boys run away at once, screaming with fear. The villagers believed that Silas had an almost devilish power, which he could use to harm them if he wanted, and so they were all afraid of him. Raveloe was an important-looking village with a fine old church and a number of large farms. But it was at least an hour away from any other village, and very few strangers visited it, which explains why the villagers' opinions were so out of date.

Silas Marner had first come to Raveloe fifteen years before, as a young man. He and his way of life seemed very strange to the villagers. He worked long hours at his loom, and had no friends or visitors from the village or anywhere else. He never talked to his neighbours unless it was necessary for his work, and he never looked at any of the Raveloe girls. 'Who would want to marry him anyway?' the girls laughed to each other. 'Marry a dead man come to life again, with that unhealthy white skin and those insect-like eyes of his? Certainly not!'

One of the villagers had had a strange experience with Silas. One evening he had discovered the weaver resting on a field gate, his eyes open but unseeing, and his body cold and hard, like a dead man's. After a few moments Silas appeared to wake up, said 'Good night', and walked away.

When this was discussed in the village, some people thought that Silas had had a fit. But others, like Mr Macey, the church clerk, refused to accept a medical explanation.

'No, he isn't ill, that weaver,' said old Mr Macey, shaking his head knowingly. 'If he had a fit, he'd fall down, wouldn't he? I think his soul flies out of his body sometimes and that's why he looks so strange. He doesn't come to church, does he? And how does he know so much about medicines? You all remember how he made Sally Oates better, when the doctor himself could do no more for her. That's the devil's work, believe me!'

However, the housewives needed Silas to weave their linen, and they could find nothing wrong with his work. The years passed, and Raveloe villagers did not change their opinion of the weaver. At the end of fifteen years they said exactly the same things about him, but they believed them more strongly. They also said that he had saved up a lot of money since he had come to Raveloe.

Silas had come from a large town to the north of Raveloe. Here he had lived a very different life. Because he was one of a large number of weavers, he was not considered strange, and he belonged to an enthusiastic religious group. They met every Sunday at the chapel in Light Street. Once, at a chapel meeting, Silas had become unconscious and had sat without moving, hearing or seeing, for over an hour. This experience made him specially interesting to the rest of the group.

'We should not call this strange unconsciousness a fit,' the minister, Mr Paston, told them. 'No, it's much more than that. In that moment, when he is absent from us, our young friend Silas's soul is open, open to a possible message from God. I believe he has been chosen by God!'

Silas's best friend at chapel was William Dane, a serious young man who was, some people thought, a little too sure of his own goodness and cleverness. Silas, however, could see no fault in him, and trusted his friend completely. They remained good friends, when Silas became engaged to a young woman, Sarah, who belonged to the same chapel. In fact Silas was delighted that Sarah did not mind if William joined them sometimes on their Sunday walks.

Strangely, when Silas had his fit at the chapel meeting, William was the only one who disagreed with the minister.

'To me it looks more like the devil's work than God's.' William had said. 'Look deep into yourself, friend Silas. Is there any evil hiding in your soul?'

Silas was hurt that his friend doubted him, and he began to be worried, too, about Sarah. She seemed to be showing signs of dislike towards him, but when he asked her about it, she did not give him any answer.

At that time one of the chapel leaders was dangerously ill, and because he had no family, some of the young men offered to sit with him at night. One night Silas was sitting alone at the old man's bedside. Time seemed to pass slowly in the quiet, dark room. But suddenly he realized that the man was no longer breathing. He was dead.

'Strange!' thought Silas. 'His body's cold! He's been dead for some time! Why didn't I notice? Perhaps I've had another fit. And it's already four o'clock in the morning. Why hasn't William come? He promised he'd come at two o'clock!' He hurried out of the house to call the doctor and the minister, and then went to work as usual, still wondering why William had not arrived.

But that evening, after work, William came to his room, with the minister. They were both looking very serious.

'You must come to the chapel at once,' said Mr Paston.

'But why?' asked Silas, looking unhappily at them.

'You will hear when you get there,' was the only answer.

Then, in the chapel, Silas stood alone, In front of all the people who were once his friends. The room was silent. There was a pocket-knife in the minister's hand.

'Where did you leave this knife?' he asked.

Silas was trembling at this strange question. 'I don't remember,' he answered.

'Silas, Silas, you must confess!' cried the minister. 'Tell us the truth! This knife, your knife, was found at the dead man's bedside, and the bag of church money, which I saw there myself only yesterday, has gone!'

Silas did not speak for a moment. Then he said, 'God knows I did not steal the money. Search my room—you won't find the money. I'm not a thief.'

'You were the only one in our dead friend's house last night, when the money was stolen,' said Mr Paston. 'William tells us he was suddenly ill, which prevented him from coming to take your place. We will search your room.'

And when they went to Silas's room, William found the missing bag, now empty, under Silas's bed.

'Silas, my friend,' cried William, 'confess your crime to us now! Send the devil away from your soul!'

Silas turned to the man he had always trusted. 'William, in the nine years since we've been friends, have I ever told you a lie? But God will prove the truth.'

As he looked at William, he suddenly remembered something, and reddened. He said in a trembling voice. 'The knife wasn't in my pocket last night!'

'I don't know what you mean,' replied William coldly.

In the strange little world of the Light Street chapel, they did not believe in the law or judges. They thought only God knew the answers, so they agreed to draw lots to decide what had happened. They all went down on their knees to ask for God's help in finding the truth. Silas knelt with them, sure that God would prove his honesty. There was silence, as the minister took one of the papers out of the covered box.

'The lots say that Silas Marner has stolen the money,' he said. 'You will leave the chapel, Silas Marner, and you will not be accepted back until you confess your crime.'

Silas listened in horror. At last he walked over to William Dane and said firmly, 'I lent you my knife, you know that. You stole the money, while I was having a fit, and you've blamed me for it. But perhaps you'll never be punished, since there is no God who takes care of the good and punishes the bad, only a God of lies.'

'You hear, my friends?' said William, smiling sadly. 'This is the voice of the devil speaking.'

Silas went home. The next day he sat alone for the whole day, too miserable to do anything. On the second day the minister came to tell him that Sarah had decided she could not marry him. Only a month later, Sarah married William Dane, and soon afterwards Silas Marner left the town.

At Raveloe, Silas shut himself away in his cottage. He did not want to think about the disaster he had experienced. He could not understand why God had refused to help him. But now that his trust in God and his friends had been broken, he did not feel strong enough to build up that trust again, in a new church and with new friends. From now on, he would live in a dark, loveless, hopeless world.

All that was left to him was his weaving, and he sat at his loom seven days a week, working all the daylight hours. In the town he had earned less, and had given much of his money to the chapel, for the old, the poor, and the sick. But now he began to earn more than ever before, and there was no reason for him to give away any of it. He was often paid for his linen in gold. He discovered that he liked holding the shining coins in his hand and looking at their bright faces.

In his childhood, Silas had been taught, by his mother, to make simple medicines from wild flowers and plants. One day he saw the shoemaker's wife, Sally Oates, sitting at her cottage door, and he realized she had all the signs of the illness which had killed his mother. He felt sorry for Sally, and although he knew he could not prevent her dying, he prepared some medicine for her which made her feel much better. The villagers considered this a good example of Silas's strange. frightening power, but as it had worked for Sally, they started visiting Silas to ask for help with their own illnesses. But Silas was too honest to take their money and give them useless medicine. He knew he had no special power, and so he sent them away. The villagers believed he was refusing to help them, and they were angry with him. They blamed him for accidents that happened to them, and deaths in the village. So poor Silas's kindness to Sally did not help him make friends in Raveloe.

But little by little, the piles of gold coins in his cottage grew higher. The harder he worked, the less he spent on himself. He counted the coins into piles of ten, and wanted to see them grow into a square, and then into a larger square. He was delighted with every new coin, but it made him want another. His gold became a habit, a delight, a reason for living, almost a religion. He began to think the coins were his friends, who made the cottage less lonely for him. But it was only at night, when he had finished his work, that he spent time with them. He kept them in two bags, under the floorboards near the loom. Like a thirsty man who needs a drink, he took them out every evening to look at them, feel them, and count them. The coins shone in the firelight, and Silas loved every one of them. When he looked at his loom, he thought fondly of the half-earned gold in the work he was doing, and he looked forward to the years ahead of him, the countless days of weaving and the growing piles of gold.



linen n. a special kind of cloth (more like cotton than wool). 亚麻布。

weaver n. a person who make cloth. 织工。

bent adj. 弯曲的。

suspicious adj. not believing or trusting someone. 猜疑的，疑心的。

loom n. a machine for weaving cloth. 织机。

scream v. give a loud, sharp cry. 尖叫。

develish adj. like a devil. 魔鬼般的。

insect n. 昆虫。

discuss v. have conversation about, talk about. 讨论。

fit n. a sudden illness, when a person is unconscious for a time. （病的）发作。

housewife n. woman directing household affairs. 家庭妇女。

enthusiastic adj. having strong interest. 积极的。

unconscious adj. 没有知觉的。

minister n. （基督教的）牧师。

chapel n. a room or building used for religious meetings. 小教堂。

absent adj. being away. 离开的。

delighted adj. happy, pleased. 高兴的。

sign n. 征兆，迹象。

promise v. 许诺，发誓。

pocket-knife n. 随身携带的小折刀。

confess v. to tell the truth about something wrong that you have done. 供认，坦白。

prevent v. stop or hinder. 防止，阻止。

tremble v. shake involuntarily. 发抖，颤抖。

draw lots 抽签。

blame v. find, fault with. 责备。

punish v. 惩罚。

miserable adj. very unhappy. 痛苦的。

shut oneself away close the door and stay alone. 关起来。

disaster n. great or sudden misfortune. 灾难。

refuse v. say 'no' to a request or offer. 拒绝。

square n. plane figure with four equal sides and four right angles. 方形。

floorboard n. 一块地板（常指可掀起的活动地板）。

fondly adv. 喜爱地，爱怜地。

half-earned adj. 快要挣到的。

countless adj. 数不尽的，无数的。


1　马南的过去和现在

[image: alt]

在19世纪初的英国，人们经常在乡村小路上看到一些小个子男人，扛着沉沉的大袋子，样子很古怪。他们是织布匠，在把织好的亚麻布送给乡下妇女。和健壮的乡下人不同，织工们身材瘦小而且脸色苍白，神情疲惫，拱背曲肩。由于用眼过度，他们中许多人眼睛都有些近视。在乡下人眼里，这些织布匠几乎算得上怪异，而且很吓人。乡下人疑惑不解：这些人是从哪里来的？是魔鬼派他们来的吗？他们的父母是谁呢？一个你不了解他父母的人，你怎么能信任呢？乡下人常常怀疑所有的陌生人和旅客。他们也怀疑那些聪明的人，那些会干一些乡下人自己不会做的事的人。因为这个原因，这些从城市搬到乡下干活、居住的织工终生都会被邻居认为是怪人，并因而感到很孤独

西拉斯·马南就是这些织工中的一个。他住在靠近瑞福洛村的一间小草屋里，每天在小屋里的织布机上干活。瑞福洛村的孩子们以前从没有听到过织布机的声音，所以经常到他的小屋来扒窗户偷看。如果西拉斯发觉了，就会把近视眼从织布机上抬起来盯着孩子们。他的眼光中似乎有什么可怕的东西，孩子们马上惊叫着四散跑开。村里人有些怕他，因为大家相信西拉斯有着近乎魔鬼的力量，如果愿意他可以用来伤害他们。瑞福洛是一个很气派的村庄，有着很好的老式教堂和大片的农田。但由于离最近的邻村也有一个小时的路程，很少有陌生人来，所以村里人的思想非常落后。

西拉斯·马南是15年前到瑞福洛来的，那时他还是一个小伙子。他和他的生活方式对瑞福洛的村民来说是那么怪异。他长时间在织布机上工作，没有朋友和客人。除非为了工作的事，他从不和邻居说话，也从不看一眼瑞福洛村的女孩子们。“有谁愿意嫁给他？”姑娘们互相开玩笑，“有谁愿意嫁给这个苍白得吓人，长着一双虫子一样眼睛的人？好像死人刚活过来一样！谁也不会愿意！”

一个村民目睹过一件怪事。一天晚上，他发现西拉斯在一个门口歇着，眼睛睁着但目光呆滞，身体又凉又硬，就像一个死人；过了一会儿，西拉斯看上去醒了过来，说了一句“晚安”，然后就离开了。

当村里人议论这件事的时候，有的人认为西拉斯是病了，但有的人，像教堂的执事麦西先生，拒绝接受这种医学的解释。

“不，那个织布匠不是病了，”麦西老先生有把握地摇着头说，“如果病了，他会倒下，对吧？我觉得他的灵魂有时会离开他的身体，所以他才会看起来那么奇怪。他不上教堂，对吧？而且他怎么会知道那么多医疗的事？你们都记得吧，医生都没办法，他却能让萨莉·奥茨好过一点。相信我，他那是妖术！”

然而不管怎样，主妇们需要西拉斯为她们织亚麻布，他的货无可挑剔。时间一年年过去，可人们对西拉斯的看法从来没有改变。15年后，人们仍在议论着同样的事，只不过更相信这些事了。同时他们还说西拉斯来瑞福洛以后已积攒了一笔可观的财富。

西拉斯是从瑞福洛北面的一个大镇子来的，在那里他过着与现在完全不同的生活。作为众多织工中的一个，他很平常，而且他属于一个活跃的宗教组织。教友们每个礼拜日都在日光街的小教堂集会。在一次集会中，西拉斯突然失去了知觉，坐在那里一动不动，听不到也看不到，长达一个多小时。这次经历使教友们觉得他很特别。

“我们不应该认为他这种奇怪的失去知觉是疾病，”牧师帕斯通先生告诉大家，“完全不是这样。他的意识离开我们的时候，我们年轻的朋友西拉斯的灵魂打开了，去接受上帝的信息。我相信是上帝选择了他。”

西拉斯在教会最要好的朋友是威廉·戴恩，一个严肃的年轻人，有的人认为他对自己的聪明善良未免太有把握。但是西拉斯却不认为他的朋友有任何缺点，他完全信任威廉。当西拉斯与同教会的年轻女子萨拉订婚以后，威廉还是他最要好的朋友。西拉斯很高兴萨拉不介意俩人的礼拜日散步有时有威廉在场。

奇怪的是，在西拉斯发病以后，威廉却是唯一一个不同意牧师观点的人．

“依我看不像是上帝倒像是魔鬼干的，”威廉说，“好好看看你自己，西拉斯，我的朋友，是不是有魔鬼隐藏在你的灵魂里？”

被好朋友怀疑使西拉斯很伤心，同时，他也开始为萨拉担起心来。萨拉似乎开始显得有点不太喜欢他了。可当西拉斯问起来，她却又什么也不说。

这个时候，一位教会的长老生了重病。因为他没有家室，教会的年轻人就轮流在晚上陪伴他。一天晚上，西拉斯独自一人陪坐在老人的床边。在黑暗而安静的屋子里，时间似乎过得很慢。突然，西拉斯意识到老人已经停止了呼吸，已经死了。

“奇怪！”西拉斯想，“他的身体已经凉了。他已经死了一会儿了！我怎么没有注意？我可能又犯病了。已经是早上4点了，威廉为什么还没有来换班？他说会在2点钟到的！”他跑出屋去喊大夫和牧师，然后像平时一样去工作，他一直不明白为什么威廉没有按时来换班。

这天晚上下班以后，威廉和牧师一起来到了西拉斯的屋子。两个人都很严肃。

“你必须马上到教堂去。”帕斯通先生说。

“为什么？”西拉斯不太高兴地看着他们。

“到那儿你就知道了。”这是唯一的回答。

然后，在教堂里，西拉斯独自一人站在他以前的朋友们面前。屋里很静。牧师的手里拿着一把小刀。

“你把这把刀放在哪儿了？”他问。

西拉斯被这个奇怪的问题吓了一跳，“我不记得了。”

“西拉斯，西拉斯，你必须坦白！”牧师叫道，“向我们坦白事实！你的这把刀是在死者的床旁发现的，而且教会的钱袋也不见了，我昨天还看见它在那里！”

西拉斯半晌说不出话来。终于他说：“上帝知道我没有偷钱。去搜查我的房间吧——你们不会找到钱。我不是贼。”

“威廉告诉我们他突然病了，不能去接你的班，所以你是昨天晚上唯一在我们死去的朋友房间的人，就是那时钱被偷了，”帕斯通先生说，“我们要搜查你的房间。”

到了西拉斯的房间，威廉在西拉斯的床底下发现了丢失的、已经空了的钱袋。

“西拉斯，我的朋友，”威廉喊道，“快向我们认罪吧！把你灵魂中的魔鬼赶走吧！”

西拉斯转向这个他曾经信赖的朋友，“威廉，在我们做朋友的9年里我有没有对你说过谎？上帝会证明事实。”

看着威廉，西拉斯突然想起来了什么，脸红起来。“刀子昨晚不在我的兜里！”西拉斯颤抖着说。

“我不明白你的意思。”威廉冷冷地回答。

在日光街小教堂这个奇特的小世界里，人们不相信法律和法官。他们认为只有上帝知道事情的答案，所以他们一致同意通过抽签来判断到底发生了什么。于是大家都跪下祈求上帝帮助查出事实真相。西拉斯和大家一同跪着，他相信上帝会证明他是诚实的。牧师从盖着的盒子里抽出一张纸的时候，屋子里一片寂静。

“签上说是西拉斯·马南偷了钱，”他说，“西拉斯·马南，你得离开教堂。在你认罪前，我们不会再接纳你。”

西拉斯恐怖地听着。最后他走到威廉·戴恩的面前坚定地说：“我把刀子借给你了，你知道的。你趁我发病的时候偷了钱，并以此陷害我。不过你可能永远也不会受到惩罚，因为根本没有一个保护善良惩治邪恶的上帝，只有一个说谎的上帝。”

“朋友们，听到了吧？”威廉苦笑着说，“这就是魔鬼的声音。”

西拉斯回到家里，第二天他在屋里待了一整天，痛苦得不能做任何事。第三天牧师来告诉他萨拉决定取消与他的婚约。一个月后，萨拉嫁给了威廉·戴恩。再后来不久，西拉斯离开了这个镇子。

在瑞福洛，西拉斯把自己关在小草屋里。他不愿意再去想那些痛苦的经历。他不明白为什么上帝拒绝帮助他。现在他的对上帝和朋友的信任都已经崩溃了，他已经没有足够的信心再到新的教堂去和新的朋友一起重建这种信任。从此，他要开始生活在一个黑暗的、没有爱也没有希望的世界里。

西拉斯剩下的只有织布。他一个礼拜7天都坐在织布机前面从早到晚地工作。在城里时他挣的不多，而且大部分捐给了教会，去帮助老人、穷人和病人。但现在他挣的比以前多许多，而且也没有理由再给出去。顾客经常付给他金币，他发现自己喜欢把闪光的金币拿在手里，看它们闪亮的表面。

小的时候，西拉斯的妈妈教过他用野花、野草制作一些简单的药材。一天，西拉斯看见鞋匠的老婆萨莉·奥茨坐在家门口，看得出她已经染上了夺去他母亲生命的那种病。西拉斯很为萨莉难受，虽然知道自己没有能力救活她，西拉斯还是为她配了些药使她减少一些痛苦。村民们认为这是一个很好的例子，可以说明西拉斯的神奇而可怕的力量，但是因为这种力量在萨莉身上产生了效果，人们开始纷纷找上门来请西拉斯给自己诊病。然而西拉斯太诚实了，不愿意收了钱而把没用的药卖给别人。他知道自己没有超人的力量，于是就把人们都轰了出去。村民们认为是西拉斯不愿意帮助大家，都很生气，于是把自己遇到的灾难和村里发生的死亡都归罪于他。因此对萨莉的善行没有帮助西拉斯在瑞福洛交到朋友。

慢慢地，西拉斯的金币越码越高。他干活越卖力，为自己花钱就越少。他把金币每10个码成一摞，想象着它们变成一片，再变成一大片。每一枚新的金币都使他高兴，也使他更渴望得到下一枚金币。他的金币成了一种爱好，一种喜悦，一个活着的原因，甚至成了一种宗教。他开始认为金币是他的朋友，它们使他在小屋里不再那么寂寞。但只有在晚上，结束了一整天的工作，他才有时间陪伴它们。他把它们放在织布机旁边地板下的两只袋子里。像干渴的人需要喝水一样，他每天晚上都要把它们拿出来看一看，摸一摸，数一数。金币在炉火的照耀下闪闪发光，西拉斯爱它们当中的每一个。每当看到织布机，西拉斯都满怀爱怜地想到即将在工作中挣到的金币，并且想到今后数不清的工作的日子和将会越堆越高的金币。


2
Godfrey and Dunstan Cass

The most important person in Raveloe was Squire Cass, a gentleman farmer, who lived with his three sons in the handsome Red House opposite the church, and owned a number of farms outside the village. His wife had died many years before.

One dark November evening, fifteen years after Silas Marner had first arrived in Raveloe, some of the villagers were drinking beer in the public house, the Rainbow. Old Mr Macey, the church clerk, was remembering the Squire's wife.

'She was a wonderful lady,' he said, shaking his grey head sadly. 'Everything was always so pretty and clean at the Red House when she was alive! When she died, all those years ago, the poor Squire, well, he didn't know what to do. And he's still lonely, believe me! That's why we often see him in here in the evenings. And another thing, if poor Mrs Cass were alive today, I'm sure she'd be very disappointed with her sons. The Squire should make those boys do some work, but instead he lets them stay at home and gives them money to spend on horses, or gambling, or women!'

'Come, come, Mr Macey,' said the landlord. 'They're rich young gentlemen, after all. You can't expect them to work on the farms like us country people. But you're right about Dunstan Cass. He's a bad one, he is. Always borrowing money, and never paying it back. Always gambling, always in trouble! He'll come to a bad end, he will!'

'But the other two are different,' said the butcher, a red-faced, smiling man. 'Bob Cass is still only a boy. And Mr Godfrey, the eldest, well, I don't believe he'll be like his brother Dunstan. Just look at him! He's got an open, honest face. And he's going to inherit the Squire's money and all the land. And what's more, he's going to marry Miss Nancy Lammeter. When she moves into the Red House as Mrs Godfrey Cass, she'll make life more comfortable for all the Casses. She'll save the Squire money too—the Lammeters have the best of everything in their house, but they're very careful with their money.'

The farrier, a small man with a sharp face, always enjoyed disagreeing with the butcher. 'Mr Godfrey marry Miss Nancy!' he laughed. 'That's what you think! Haven't you noticed how Miss Nancy has changed towards Godfrey since last year? You remember, he was away from home, for days and days. Nobody knows what he was doing, but Godfrey hasn't been the same since then. Miss Nancy isn't stupid—she won't marry a man she can't trust!'

The landlord always tried to prevent his customers from arguing. 'What you all say is very true. But let's hope that Mr Godfrey doesn't lose his chance of marrying Miss Nancy.'

Meanwhile, at the Red House, Godfrey Cass was waiting for his brother in the sitting-room, with a very worried expression on his handsome face. Soon the door opened, and a heavy-looking young man entered. It was Dunstan. He had clearly been drinking.

'How I hate him!' thought Godfrey.

'Well, sir,' said Dunstan unpleasantly, 'you sent for me, and as you're the oldest, and you'll be the Squire one day, I have to obey you. So what do you want?'

'Just listen, will you?' replied Godfrey angrily, 'if you aren't too drunk to understand! You must pay me back the money I lent you last month. You know I got it from Fowler, of Church Farm. He owed the money to the Squire, and asked me to give it to him. Now the Squire is angry with Fowler for not paying, and I've got to give the money back!'

Dunstan came close to Godfrey and smiled in an evil way. 'Well, my dear kind brother, why don't you find the money yourself? That would be much less trouble for me!'

Godfrey controlled himself with difficulty. 'Don't smile at me like that, or I'll hit you!'

'Oh no, you won't,' answered Dunstan. 'Because if you do, I'll tell the Squire your secret. I'll tell him that his handsome eldest son fell in love with that poor girl Molly in the town, and married her in a hurry. The Squire'll be angry because you married her in secret, and he'll disinherit you. Then I'll get the house and land when the old man dies! But don't worry, I'm a good brother to you. I won't tell him, and you'll find the money to pay back, I know you will.'

'Where can I get the money from?' cried Godfrey. 'I tell you, I haven't got any!'

'You could borrow it,' said Dunstan carelessly. 'Or wait—I've had a better idea. You could sell your horse.'

'Sell Wildfire! You know how much I love that horse!'

'Well, you could ride him to the hunt tomorrow. I know two or three men who'd be interested in buying him, and they'll be at the hunt, I'm sure. It'd be easy.'

'No, I haven't got time to go hunting tomorrow. I—I'm going to Mrs Osgood's birthday dance.'

'Aha!' said Dunstan, laughing. 'And perhaps you'll see sweet Miss Nancy there—and you'll dance with her—and you'll talk of love...'

'Be quiet!' shouted Godfrey, his face turning red. 'Don't speak of Miss Nancy like that, or I'll kill you!'

'Don't get so angry, brother,' answered Dunstan calmly. 'You've got a very good chance with her. In fact, I advise you to be nice to her. You and I know that Molly's started drinking. Well, if she drinks too much one day and dies, then you could marry Nancy. She wouldn't mind being a second wife, if she didn't know there was a first. And luckily you've got a kind brother who'll keep your secret well.'

Godfrey's face was white now, and he was trembling. 'Look, Dunstan, I've nearly had enough of this. You can push a man too far, you know. Perhaps I'll go to the Squire now and confess everything to him. He'll discover the truth one day, because Molly says she'll come and tell him. She wants everyone to know we're married. When the Squire knows the truth. you won't get any more money from me!'

Dunstan replied lightly, 'Do what you like, brother.'

Godfrey hesitated. He knew he had fallen into Dunstan's trap, when he made the mistake of marrying Molly. It was Dunstan who had introduced his brother to Molly, hoping that Godfrey would fall in love and marry her. Dunstan was clearly delighted that his evil plan had succeeded. Godfrey was now in a difficult situation. He no longer loved his young wife, and could not stop thinking of Nancy Lammeter. He felt sure that with Nancy as his wife he would not need to have secrets, and could be open and honest with everybody. But for the moment he had to give Dunstan whatever he wanted, keep Molly happy, and lie to his father and his friends. If he told his father the truth, the situation would become impossible. The Squire would disinherit him and he would be just a poor working man for the rest of his life. And far worse than that, he would lose any hope of marrying Nancy. No! He could not accept that. He would find the money for Dunstan, and wait for the situation to get better. Living with fear in his heart, the fear of being discovered, was better than living without Nancy's love.

He turned to Dunstan. 'It's just like you to talk of selling Wildfire—the best horse I've ever had!'

'Let me sell him for you—you know I'm good at buying and selling. I can ride him to the hunt for you tomorrow, and bring you back the money. But you must decide. You lent me that money, and you'll have to pay it back to the Squire. So it's your problem, not mine!'

Godfrey thought for a moment. 'All right,' he said. 'But make sure you bring me back all the money, Dunstan!' 

The next morning, as Dunstan was riding Wildfire out of Raveloe, he passed the old quarry. All the stone had been taken out of it and it was no longer used; now all that was left was a deep hole full of reddish water. Opposite the quarry was Silas Marner's cottage. Dunstan suddenly had an idea. 'Everybody in Raveloe talks of the weaver's money—he must have a lot hidden away in that cottage! Why doesn't Godfrey borrow some money from him, and pay him back when he becomes the Squire?' He wondered whether to go back to the Red House at once, to tell Godfrey about this wonderful idea of his, but he did not want to miss the hunt, so he decided to continue on his way.

At the hunt he met several friends and neighbours, and before the hunt started he managed to sell Wildfire for a good price. The money would be paid when he brought the horse to the neighbour's house later that day. Dunstan knew it would be safer to take the horse there immediately, so that he could be sure of receiving the money. But he was confident that he could take care of Wildfire during the hunt, and so, after a glass or two of whisky, he joined the other riders in the fields. This time, however, he was not as lucky as usual, and horse and rider fell while jumping a gate. Dunstan got up, shaken but unhurt, but poor Wildfire's back was broken, and in a few moments he died.

Dunstan looked around, and was glad to see that no other riders had noticed his accident. He did not want people to think he was a bad rider. He did not care much about Wildfire, because he thought he now had a much better plan to offer Godfrey. The worst thing was that he would have to walk home, something he was not at all used to doing.

He drank some more whisky from the bottle he kept in his pocket, and started down the country road. He kept thinking about Silas's money. There would certainly be enough for his own needs as well as Godfrey's. Dunstan thought it would be easy to frighten the weaver a little, and then Silas would quickly agree to lend his money.

It was four o'clock in the afternoon, and the whole countryside was covered by a thick mist. Dunstan did not see anyone on his way back to Raveloe. He knew he was getting close to the old quarry, although he could not see the road in front of him. At last he saw light coming from the weaver's cottage, and he decided to knock at the door. 'Why not ask the old man for the money now?' he thought.

But when he knocked loudly, there was no reply. And when he pushed the door, it opened. Dunstan found himself in front of a bright fire which showed every corner of the small livingroom. Silas Marner was not there. Dunstan was tired and cold, so he went quickly to sit by the warm fire. As he sat down, he noticed a small piece of meat cooking over the fire. It was hanging from a large door key.

'So, the old man's cooking meat for his supper, is he?' thought Dunstan. 'But where is he? Why is his door unlocked? Perhaps he went out to fetch some wood for the fire, and fell into the quarry! Perhaps he's dead!' This was an interesting new idea. 'And if he's dead, who inherits his money? Who would know that anybody had come to take it away?' And the most important question of all— 'Where is the money?'

Dunstan's excitement made him forget that the weaver could still be alive. He wanted Silas to be dead, and he wanted Silas's money. He looked round the cottage again. There was very little furniture, just a bed, the loom, three chairs and a table. Dunstan looked under the bed, but the money was not there. Then he noticed a place on the floor, near the loom, where the floorboards looked different. By pulling up one of the boards, he discovered Silas's hiding-place. He took out the two heavy bags filled with gold, put the boards back and hurried to the door.

Outside, the rain was falling heavily, and he could not see anything at all. Carrying the heavy bags, he stepped forward into the darkness.



squire n. the title for the most important gentleman or landowner in a country area (not used now). 乡绅，大地主。

opposite adj. facing. 在……对面的。

rainbow n. 彩虹。

comfortable adj. giving comfort to the body. 舒适的。

farrier n. someone who puts new shoes on horses. 钉马蹄铁的铁匠。

obey v. do one is told to do. 听从。

owe v. be in debt to (sb.) or for (sth.). 欠（钱等）。

control v. have the power to order or direct. 控制。

disinherit v. take away the right to inherit. 剥夺……的继承权。

hunt n. 狩猎会。

push v. press (person) hard. 逼迫，催逼。

discover v. find out. 发现。

light adj. free from sorrow. 轻松的。

hesitate v. show indecision. 犹豫。

introduce v. make known. 介绍。

quarry n. a place where stones, sands, etc. is take out of ground. 采石场。

immediately adv. at once. 马上，立刻。

rider n. person who rides (a horse, etc.). 骑手。

unhurt adj. not hurt. 没有受伤。

offer v. 提供。

mist n. water vapor in the air, at or near earth's surface. 薄雾。

hang v. be supported from above so that the lower end is free. 悬挂。

unlocked adj. not fastened with a lock. 未锁的。

furniture n. things needed in a house, such as chairs, tables and beds. 家具。


2　戈弗雷·凯斯和邓斯坦·凯斯

[image: alt]

瑞福洛村最重要的人物是乡绅凯斯。他的妻子许多年前就已经死了，只有他和3个儿子一起住在教堂对面的漂亮的“红屋”里，在村子外面有大片属于他的土地。

11月的一个傍晚，在西拉斯·马南来到瑞福洛村15年以后，几个村民在名叫“彩虹”的小酒馆里喝酒，教堂的执事麦西老先生讲起了凯斯的妻子。

“那是个好女人，”麦西伤感地摇着长满灰发的头，“她在的时候，红屋从来都是那么干净、漂亮！许多年前，她去世的时候，可怜的乡绅，唉，他不知道该怎么办。现在，他仍然很孤独，真的！所以我们才会经常见他晚上到这儿来喝酒。如果凯斯太太还活着，她一定会对她的儿子们感到失望。乡绅应该让他的儿子们去干点儿活儿，而不应该让他们待在家里，还给他们钱去玩马、赌博、找女人！”

“行了，麦西先生，”酒馆主人说，“不管怎么说，人家是有钱的年轻绅士，你哪能让他们像我们这些乡下人一样下地干活呢？不过邓斯坦·凯斯倒确实像你说的，他确实不怎么样，总在借钱，却从来不还，总是赌博，而且总是惹麻烦！他一定不会有好下场！”

“另两个可不一样，”笑眯眯的红脸屠户说，“鲍勃·凯斯还是个孩子，老大戈弗雷先生可不像他兄弟邓斯坦，看看他那张脸是多么的诚实、大方。他会继承乡绅的财产和所有的土地，而且他还会娶南茜·拉默特小姐。等她以戈弗雷·凯斯太太的身份入主红屋后，她会把凯斯全家的生活照料好。而且她会为乡绅节省很多钱——拉默特家有各种最好的东西，可他们用钱很小心。”

长着尖脸的小个子马掌匠最爱和屠户过不去。“戈弗雷先生娶南茜小姐！”他大笑着说，“这是你这么想！你没发现从去年开始南茜小姐对戈弗雷的态度已经变了吗？你知道，他经常离开家外出，一去好多天。没人知道他在干什么，可从那时起他就变了。南茜小姐可不傻——她不会嫁给一个她把握不住的人。”

酒馆主人总是试图平息客人们的争论，“你们说的都对，但愿戈弗雷先生不要失去娶南茜小姐的机会。”

在大家在酒馆谈论的同时，在红屋里，戈弗雷·凯斯正在客厅中等他的弟弟邓斯坦，他英俊的脸上一脸焦急。一会儿，门开了，一个粗壮的年轻人走进来。这就是邓斯坦，他显然刚喝过许多酒。

“我太恨他了！”戈弗雷心里想。

“啊，先生，”邓斯坦不高兴地说，“你派人叫我，因为你是老大，因为有一天你会成为乡绅，所以我不得不听命于你。你想干什么？”

“如果还没醉得听不懂话你就好好听着！”戈弗雷生气地说，“你必须把我上个月借给你的钱还给我。你知道我是从教堂农场的福勒那里拿的钱，他这些钱是欠咱们父亲的，他让我把这钱还给父亲。现在父亲以为福勒还没有还钱，所以很生气，我必须把钱还回去！”

邓斯坦走近戈弗雷阴险地笑了，“好吧，我亲爱的好心的哥哥，你为什么不自己去找钱？那就不会太麻烦我了！”

戈弗雷努力控制住自己，“别这么对我笑，否则我揍你！”

“不，你不会，”邓斯坦回答，“因为如果你揍了我，我就会向父亲告发你的秘密。我会告诉他，他的漂亮的长子爱上了城里的一个穷丫头莫丽，而且匆匆忙忙娶了她。父亲会因为你偷偷娶了她而生气的，并且会取消你的继承权。那么我将在老头儿死后得到这房子和土地！不过别担心，我是你的好兄弟，我不会告诉他，而且你会自己找到钱还回去，我知道你会的。”

“我到哪儿去弄钱？”戈弗雷喊道，“告诉你，我没钱！”

“你可以去借，”邓斯坦漫不经心地说，“或者，等等——我有个好点儿的主意，你可以把马卖了。”

“卖野火？你知道我是多么喜欢那匹马！”

“好了，你可以明天骑着它去狩猎会，我知道有几个人想买它，明天他们肯定也在狩猎会，这很容易。”

“不行，明天我没时间去狩猎会。我——我得去参加奥斯古德太太的生日舞会。”

“噢！”邓斯坦大笑起来，“没准儿你能在那儿见到可爱的南茜小姐——你会和她跳舞——你会和她谈情说爱……”

“住嘴！”戈弗雷喊道，他的脸红了，“别这么说南茜小姐，否则我杀了你！”

“别这么生气，哥哥，”邓斯坦冷冷地说，“这是你和她的好机会，真的，我劝你对她好一点儿。咱们都知道莫丽开始喝酒了，有一天她喝多了酒死了，你就能娶南茜了，她不会介意做第二个太太的，如果她根本不知道有个第一个的话。有我这么个好弟弟为你保守秘密，你是多么幸运呀。”

戈弗雷脸色惨白，有些颤抖，“邓斯坦，我受够了，别欺人太甚，或许我会马上去找父亲承认这一切。他早晚会发现真相，因为莫丽说会来告诉他，她希望每个人都知道我们结婚了。等父亲知道了，你就别想再从我这儿弄一分钱！”

邓斯坦轻松地回答：“随你便，哥哥。”

戈弗雷犹豫了，他知道自从错误地和莫丽结婚以后，自己就掉进了邓斯坦的陷阱。邓斯坦把戈弗雷介绍给莫丽，就是想让他爱上她并娶她。邓斯坦显然很得意自己的计划能够成功。戈弗雷现在处于困难的境地，他不再爱他的年轻妻子，也不能停止想念南茜·拉默特。他深信如果南茜成为自己的妻子，他就不再需要保守什么秘密，可以诚实、坦率地去面对每一个人。但现在邓斯坦要什么，他就得给什么，必须让莫丽高兴，并且必须对父亲和朋友们撒谎。如果向父亲说出实情，情况将不可想像，自己会被父亲取消继承权，会像一个可怜的工人一样过完下半辈子。更糟糕的是，自己将再不可能娶到南茜了。不，他不会接受这一切！他要给邓斯坦找钱，等待事情好转。怀着怕被发现的恐惧活着，总比得不到南茜的爱活着要强。

他转向邓斯坦，“卖掉野火——我最好的马，只有你才会想得出！”

“让我替你去卖——你知道我善做买卖。明天我会把它骑到狩猎会，然后带钱回来给你。不过这必须由你来决定。钱你已经借给我了，你得去还给父亲，所以这是你的问题而不是我的。”

戈弗雷想了一会儿。“好吧，”他说，“不过你必须把所有的钱拿回来给我！”




第二天早晨，邓斯坦骑着野火离开瑞福洛时，从老采石场经过。所有的石头都已经被采走，采石场已经废弃多时，现在只剩一个满是红水的大深洞了。西拉斯·马南的草屋就在采石场的对面。邓斯坦忽然有了个主意。“瑞福洛的每个人都在谈论织布匠的钱——他一定在草屋里藏了很多钱。戈弗雷干嘛不向他借点儿，等成了乡绅后再还给他呢？”他犹豫了一下是不是马上回红屋把自己的好主意告诉戈弗雷，但最后还是决定继续赶路，因为他不想错过狩猎会。

在狩猎会，邓斯坦遇到了几个朋友和邻居，在狩猎会开始前他已经把野火卖了个好价钱，说好晚些时候把马送到邻居家里再拿钱。邓斯坦知道马上把马送去更安全，这样他肯定能拿到钱。但他相信自己在狩猎会上能照料好马。于是，喝了一两杯威士忌后，他加入了其他狩猎者的行列。不幸的是，这次邓斯坦没有平时幸运，在跳过一个篱笆门时，他和马都摔倒了。邓斯坦站了起来，摔得够呛但没伤着，而可怜的野火的背却摔断了，几分钟后，它死了。

邓斯坦看看四周，很高兴没有别的骑手注意到他的事故，他不想让人觉得他是个不好的骑手。他并不在乎野火，因为他觉得他有更好的主意提供给戈弗雷。最麻烦的是他得步行回家了，这可是他一点儿也不习惯的。

又喝了些身上酒瓶里的酒，邓斯坦踏上了回家的乡村小路。他一直在想西拉斯的钱，那些钱肯定够哥哥和自己用的了。邓斯坦相信很容易就能吓住织布匠，让他答应借钱。

这时是下午4点，整个村野都被浓雾笼罩着。邓斯坦在回瑞福洛的路上没有看到一个人。虽然看不见前面的路，但他知道自己已经接近老采石场了。终于看到了织布匠屋里的灯光，他决定去敲门。“为什么不现在就去向老头儿借钱？”他想。

他大声敲门的时候，屋里没有人答应，推了推，门开了。邓斯坦进到了一个被炉火照亮了每一个角落的小屋里，西拉斯·马南不在家。邓斯坦觉得又冷又累，赶紧在暖和的炉火前坐下。坐下时，他发现一小片肉吊在一把大钥匙上，在火上烤着。

“这是老家伙为自己烧的晚饭吧！”邓斯坦想，“他去哪儿了？为什么不锁门？也许出去取柴火，结果掉进采石场里了！没准他死了！”这是个有趣的新想法，“如果他死了，谁继承他的钱？谁会知道有人来过把钱拿走了？”可更重要的问题是——“钱在哪儿？”

兴奋使邓斯坦忘了织布匠有可能还活着。他希望西拉斯死了，他希望得到西拉斯的钱。于是他重新看看小屋，家具很少，只有一张床、织布机、三把椅子和一张桌子。看看床下面，钱没放在那儿。邓斯坦注意到织布机旁边地上的一个地方，地板看起来有些特别，扒开一块板，他发现了西拉斯的藏钱之处。他取出两个装满金币的袋子，把板盖好，急忙跑向屋门。

外面的雨下得很大，邓斯坦什么也看不见。拿着沉沉的袋子，他走进黑暗之中。


3
Where is Silas's gold?

When Dunstan Cass Left the cottage, Silas Marner was only a hundred metres away. He was walking home from the village, where he had gone to buy what he needed for his next day's work. His legs were tired, but he felt almost happy. He was looking forward to supper-time, when he would bring out his gold. Tonight he had an extra reason to hurry home. He was going to eat hot meat, which was unusual for him. And it would cost him nothing, because someone had given him a piece of meat as a present. He had left it cooking over the fire. The door key was needed to hold it safely in place, but Silas was not at all worried about leaving his gold in the cottage with the door unlocked. He could not imagine that a thief would find his way through the mist, rain and darkness to the little cottage by the quarry.

When he reached his cottage and opened the door, he did not notice that anything was different. He threw off his wet coat, and pushed the meat closer to the fire. As soon as he was warm again, he began to think about his gold. It seemed a long time to wait until after supper, when he usually brought out the coins to look at. So he decided to bring out his gold immediately, while the meat was still cooking.

But when he took up the floorboards near the loom, and saw the empty hole, he did not understand at once. His heart beat violently as his trembling hands felt all round the hole. There was nothing there! He put his hands to his head and tried to think. Had he put his gold in a different place, and forgotten about it? He searched every corner of his small cottage, until he could not pretend to himself any more. He had to accept the truth—his gold had been stolen!

He gave a wild, desperate scream, and stood still for a moment. Then he turned towards his loom, and almost fell into the seat where he always worked. He touched the loom to make sure it, too, had not been stolen. Now he was beginning to think more clearly. 'A thief has been here! If I can find him, he'll have to give back my gold! But I was only away for a short time, and there's no sign of anyone entering the cottage.' He wondered whether it was really a thief who had taken his money, or whether it was the same cruel God who had already destroyed his happiness once. But Silas preferred to suspect a thief, who would perhaps return the money. He began to think it must be Jem Rodney, a local poacher, who had known about Silas's money, and who sometimes visited the cottage. Silas felt stronger now that he thought he knew the thief. 'I must go and tell the Squire, and the police!' he said to himself. 'They'll make Jem give me back the money!' So he hurried out in the rain without a coat, and ran towards the Rainbow.

He thought he would find the most important people in Raveloe at the public house, but in fact most of them were at Mrs Osgood's birthday dance. There were, however, five villagers at the Rainbow, enjoying an interesting conversation about ghosts, while drinking their beer.

'I tell you, people have seen ghosts,' the butcher said. 'And I'll tell you where, too. Behind the church!'

'That's right,' agreed old Mr Macey. 'You young ones aren't old enough to remember, but people have seen ghosts near the church since I was a boy. Oh yes, it's true.'

The farrier laughed scornfully. 'Ghosts! People imagine they see things on a dark night! You can't make me believe in ghosts! It's a question of fact! There are no ghosts!'

'Now, now,' began the landlord, who always tried to keep the peace, 'in some ways you're all wrong, and in some ways you're all right, that's my opinion. There are ghosts, and there aren't, well, that's what people say. And...'

Just then Silas's white face appeared suddenly in the doorway. He had run all the way from his cottage, so he could not speak for a moment. He stared silently at the men with his strange staring eyes, looking exactly like a ghost. For a few minutes nobody said anything, while Silas tried to control his breathing. Then the landlord spoke.

'What do you want, Master Marner? Come, tell us.'

'Robbed!' cried Silas, suddenly able to speak. 'I've been robbed! I want the police, and the Squire!' He waved his arms wildly as he spoke.

'Hold him, Jem,' said the landlord to the poacher, who was sitting near the door. 'I think he's gone mad.'

But Jem moved quickly away. 'Not me!' he replied. 'I don't want anything to do with a ghost!'

'Jem Rodney!' cried Silas, turning and staring at the man he suspected.

'Yes, Master Marner?' answered Jem, trembling a little.

'If it was you who stole my money,' said Silas, going close to Jem, 'just give it back to me, and I won't tell the police. Please—just give it back.'

'Stole your money!' cried Jem angrily. 'I'll throw this glass at you if you accuse me of stealing your money!'

'Come now, Master Marner,' said the landlord firmly, taking Silas by the arm. 'You must explain what you mean if you want us to believe you. And sit down by the fire to dry your clothes. You're very wet.'

'That's right,' said the farrier. 'No more staring like a madman. That's what I thought you were at first—not a ghost, of course.'

The weaver sat down, in the centre of the little group of men, and told his story. It felt strange but pleasant to him, to talk to his neighbours and tell them his problems. The men realized at once that Silas was telling the truth. They had suspected him of working for the devil, but they knew now that the devil was no longer taking care of him.

'Well, Master Marner,' said the landlord in the end, 'you mustn't accuse poor Jem. He sometimes steals a chicken, we all know that, but he's been sitting here drinking with us all evening. So he's not the thief.'

'That's right,' said old Mr Macey. 'You can't accuse someone who hasn't done anything wrong, Master Marner.'

These words brought the past back to Silas, and he remembered standing in front of his accusers in the Light Street chapel. He went up to Jem.

'I was wrong,' he said miserably. 'I'm sorry, Jem. I had no reason to accuse you. But—where can my gold be?'

'Perhaps some stranger came to your cottage while you were out,' said the farrier. 'But we must report the robbery to the police and the Squire immediately.'

Next morning, when the whole village heard about the stolen gold, they all discussed it excitedly. A few people still did not trust Silas or believe his story. Most people, however, were suspicious of the pedlar who had visited Raveloe the month before. Perhaps he had returned to hide near the quarry, and steal the money when Silas left his cottage. Several villagers thought They remembered his evil-looking face, and felt sure he was not honest.

Silas himself remembered that the pedlar had come to his cottage door recently. He hoped the pedlar was indeed the thief, because the police could catch him and make him give back the money. His home seemed very empty to him without his gold, and he desperately wanted to get it back.



present n. gift. 礼物。

violently adv. with great force. 强烈地。

desperate adj. (of a person) filled with despair and ready to do anything, regardless of any danger. 绝望的。

suspect v. to think that something is true, but not certain. 怀疑。

poacher n. 偷猎者。

ghost n. soul of dead person. 鬼魂。

imagine v. picture to oneself. 想象。

devil n. the enemy of God, or a bad, evil person. 魔鬼。

accuse v. say that sb. has done wrong. 指责，控告。

pedlar n. a person who goes from house to house selling small articles. 小贩。


3　西拉斯的金子哪儿去了？

[image: alt]

邓斯坦·凯斯离开的时候，西拉斯仅仅在100米之外，他从村里买了第二天干活用的东西，正往家里走。西拉斯的腿很累，但他心里很高兴：他期待着晚饭时间的到来，那时他又可以拿出金子来了。今晚他匆匆回家还有个特别的理由，他今天要吃一块热热的烤肉，平时他很少吃肉。不过他并没有花钱，因为这块肉是别人送给他的礼物。他出来时已经把它烤在了火上，肉是用大门钥匙串起来的，西拉斯一点儿也不担心不锁门而把金币留在小屋里，他不信会有贼能在这样的大雾、大雨里摸黑找到他在采石场边上的小草屋。

他回到家，打开门，没有发现任何异常。他脱下湿衣服，把肉向火上推了推，一暖和过来，他马上开始想他的金子。他不能像平时那样等到吃完晚饭再把金子拿出来，那要等太久了，他决定趁肉还在烤着，马上拿出金子来。

当他扒开织机旁的地板，看到洞里空空的什么也没有时，并没有马上明白过来。他的心剧烈地跳着，用颤抖的手把洞摸了个遍，什么也没有！他用手抱着头，想好好想一想。是不是自己把金子放在了别处又忘了？他找遍了草屋的每一个角落，但最终一无所获，他不能再欺骗自己了。他不得不接受这一事实——他的金子被偷走了！

他发出一声绝望的惨叫，呆呆地站了一会儿，猛地转向织机，险些跌倒在每天干活的座位上。西拉斯摸着织布机以确定他的织布机还没有被偷走。这时他的思想清楚了一些。“一定是有贼来过！如果我能找出这个人，他就得把金子还给我！可我只离开了一会儿，也看不出有人进过屋呀！”他不明白是真的有贼偷走了他的钱，还是那个曾经毁坏过他幸福生活的残忍的上帝又在惩治他。不过西拉斯宁愿怀疑是贼干的，因为贼还可能把钱还回来。他开始猜想贼一定是本地的偷猎者杰姆·罗德尼，因为他知道西拉斯有钱，而且以前来过小屋。西拉斯以为自己知道贼是谁了，就感到自己强大了点儿。“我必须去告诉乡绅和警察！”他对自己说，“他们会让杰姆还我钱。”于是他来不及披外衣就冲进雨里，向彩虹酒馆跑去。

西拉斯本以为一定能在酒馆见到瑞福洛最重要的人物，可实际上大部分人都去参加奥斯古德太太的生日舞会了。然而还是有5个村民在酒馆中一边喝着啤酒，一边闲谈着有关鬼怪的事。

“告诉你们，有人真的见过鬼，”屠户说，“而且我告诉你们在哪儿，就在教堂后面！”

“没错，”麦西老先生附和着，“你们太小了，不记得，从我小时候起人们就在教堂附近看见过鬼。没错，是真的。”

马掌匠嘲讽地大笑起来，“鬼！人们总幻想着在黑夜里看到什么！你别想让我相信！这是个事实问题！世界上根本没有鬼！”

“行了，行了，”酒馆主人发话了，他总想维持和平，“我觉得你们都不对，又都对，人们总说有鬼没鬼，但……”

这时西拉斯苍白的脸突然出现在过道里。他从草屋一路跑来，所以一时说不出话来，只是不声不响地用那双奇怪的、直瞪着的眼睛盯着人们，确实有点儿像一个鬼。半晌没有人说话，而西拉斯则在努力地使自己的呼吸平稳下来。然后酒馆主人打破了沉默。

“怎么了，马南师傅？来，告诉我们。”

“被贼偷了！”西拉斯喊道，他忽然能说话了，“我被贼偷了！我要找警察，还有乡绅！”他边说边疯狂地挥着手。

“按住他，杰姆，”酒馆主人对坐在门边的偷猎者说，“我想他疯了！”

可杰姆马上躲到了一边。“别让我按他，”他答道，“我可不想和魔鬼打交道！”

“杰姆·罗德尼！”西拉斯转脸盯着这个他怀疑的人喊道。

“怎么啦，马南师傅？”杰姆有点儿发抖。

“如果是你偷了我的钱，”西拉斯走近了说，“还给我，我不会去报告警察。请你还给我！”

“偷你的钱！”杰姆生气地喊道，“如果你再诬陷我偷你的钱，我就用杯子砸你！”

“来，马南师傅，”酒馆主人拉住西拉斯坚决地说，“如果想让我们相信你，你必须向我们讲清楚。来，坐下烤烤你的衣服，你都湿透了。”

“对，”马掌匠说，“别再像疯子似的瞪着眼了，我一开始就认为你不是个魔鬼而是个疯子。”

西拉斯坐下来，在一小群人中间讲起自己的故事。和邻居讲话并告诉他们自己的问题，这种感觉让西拉斯感到很奇特，可也很愉快。人们马上意识到西拉斯讲的是实话，他们确实怀疑过西拉斯为魔鬼工作，可他们相信现在魔鬼不再关照他了。

“好了，马南师傅，”酒馆主人最后说，“你千万别再为难可怜的杰姆了，我们都知道他有时会偷只鸡什么的，可今晚他一直在这儿和我们一起喝酒，所以他不会是贼。”

“没错，”麦西老先生说，“你不能难为没有做错事的人，马南师傅。”

这些话使西拉斯想起了过去的事，想起了许多年前在日光街教堂里他站在指责他的人面前。他走到杰姆面前。

“我错了，”他痛心地说，“对不起，杰姆，我不该难为你，可是——我的金子哪儿去了？”

“可能有陌生人在你不在的时候闯进了你的小屋，”马掌匠说，“但不管怎样，我们必须马上向警察和乡绅报案。”

第二天，全村人都听说了丢金子的事，大家都在兴奋地议论，一小部分人仍然不相信西拉斯和他的故事，而大多数人都怀疑上个月来过瑞福洛的小贩，没准儿他溜回来藏在了采石场附近，然后趁西拉斯出门的时候偷了钱。有几个村民更是想起来他们早就从小贩那张罪恶的脸上看出他不是好人。

西拉斯自己也想起小贩不久前到过自己的小屋。他希望小贩真的是贼，那样警察就能抓住他让他还钱了。没有了金子，小屋显得空空荡荡，西拉斯不顾一切地想找回金子。


4
Godfrey is in trouble

Godfrey was not very surprised to find that Dunstan had not come home after his day's hunting. Perhaps he was staying the night at a public house. But when Dunstan did not return home the next day, Godfrey began to worry about Wildfire. He did not trust his brother, and wondered if Dunstan had gone away to spend the money on gambling. So he decided to go to look for him. On the road near Raveloe he met his neighbour, John Bryce, who had arranged to buy Wildfire from Dunstan.

'Well, Godfrey,' said Bryce, 'did your brother tell you about the horse?'

'What do you mean, John?' replied Godfrey quickly. 'No, he hasn't been home yet. What's happened to my horse?'

'Ah, so he was yours, was he? Dunstan told me you'd given him Wildfire. I was going to buy him, you know.'

'What's Dunstan done? Is Wildfire hurt?' asked Godfrey crossly.

'Worse than that,' answered Bryce. 'I'm afraid your horse is dead. We've only just found him. Your brother rode him to the hunt and the horse fell at a gate and broke his back. So you haven't seen Dunstan since yesterday?'

'No, and he'd better not come home now!' replied Godfrey angrily. 'How stupid I was to trust him with my horse!'

'But where can Dunstan be? I suppose he wasn't hurt, because we didn't find him near the horse.'

'Him?' said Godfrey bitterly. 'Oh, he'll be all right. He'll never be hurt—he only ever hurts other people! We'll hear of him soon enough, don't worry.'

Bryce said goodbye and rode away. Godfrey rode slowly back into Raveloe, thinking about what he would very soon have to do. There was no longer any escape. He must confess the whole truth to his father. For the rest of the day he planned what he would say. He would explain that he had lent Fowler's money to Dunstan, because Dunstan knew his secret. That would be the right moment to tell the Squire about his secret marriage to Molly. 'But he'll be very angry!' thought Godfrey. 'And when he's angry with people, he just wants to punish them! He won't listen or calm down! But perhaps he'll keep my secret—he's so proud of the family name! And if he disinherited me, everyone would talk about it.'

When he went to bed that night, Godfrey thought he had decided what to say. But when he woke up in the morning, he could not see any reason to confess to the marriage. Why should he lose the chance of marrying Nancy? Why should he tell the whole truth now, when perhaps it was not necessary? No, it would be better to go on in the same way as before. Perhaps Dunstan would stay away for a while, and then there would be no need to tell his father about Molly. 'But today I'll tell the Squire about the money,' he thought. 'He'll have to know about that.'

Godfrey was already in the dining-room when his father arrived for breakfast. The Squire sat down at the head of the table and ordered the servant to bring him some beer.

'Haven't you had breakfast yet, Godfrey?' he asked.

'Yes, I have, sir,' replied Godfrey, 'but I was waiting to speak to you.'

'Well, you young people have plenty of time,' answered the Squire. 'We older ones have to do all the work.'

Godfrey looked straight at his father. 'Sir,' he said bravely, 'I must tell you—something very unfortunate has happened to Wildfire.'

'What! Has he broken a leg? I thought you could ride better than that! Well, you can't expect me to pay for a new horse. I'm very short of money at the moment. And I'm angry with Fowler—he still hasn't paid me what he owes me. If he doesn't pay today, he'll go to prison!' The Squire's face was red, and he banged angrily on the table as he spoke.

'It's worse than breaking a leg,' continued Godfrey miserably. 'Wildfire's dead. But I don't want you to buy me another horse. I just feel sorry I can't pay you—you see, sir, the truth is, I'm very sorry, Fowler did pay the money. He gave it to me, and I was stupid enough to let Dunstan have it. And he was going to sell Wildfire and then I was going to repay you the money.'

The Squire's face was purple now, and for a moment he could not speak. 'You—you let Dunstan have my money? Why did you give it to him? And why did he want it? Where's Dunstan now? He'll answer my questions, or leave this house! Go and fetch him at once!'

'Dunstan hasn't come home, sir. The horse was found dead, and nobody knows where Dunstan is.'

'Well, why did you let him have my money? Answer me!' said the Squire, staring angrily at Godfrey.

'Well, sir, I don't know,' replied Godfrey, hesitating. He was not good at lying, and was not prepared for his father's questions.

'You don't know?' the Squire repeated scornfully. 'Well, I know why. I think you've done something wrong, and you've bribed Dunstan to keep it a secret! That's it, isn't it?'

The Squire had made a very clever guess, and Godfrey's heart banged in sudden alarm. He was not ready to confess everything yet. 'Well, sir,' he said, trying to speak carelessly, 'it was just a little business between Dunstan and me. You wouldn't be interested in it, you know.'

'How old are you now? Twenty-six?' asked the Squire angrily. 'Old enough to look after your money and mine too! I've been much too generous to you boys, but I'm going to be harder on you all from now on. You've got a weak character, Godfrey, like your poor mother. I think you need a wife who knows what she wants, because you can't decide anything by yourself! When you were thinking of marrying Nancy Lammeter, I agreed, didn't I? Have you asked her or not? She hasn't refused to marry you, has she?'

'No, I haven't asked her,' said Godfrey, feeling very hot and uncomfortable, 'but I don't think she'll accept me.'

'Don't be stupid, Godfrey!' said the Squire with a scornful laugh. 'Any woman would want to marry into our family! Do you want to marry her?'

'There's no other woman I want to marry,' said Godfrey, avoiding his father's eyes.

'Well, then, let me speak to her father for you, since you aren't brave enough to do it yourself. She's a pretty girl, and intelligent.'

'No, sir, please don't say anything at the moment,' said Godfrey quickly. 'I must ask her myself.'

'Well, ask her then. When you marry her, you'll have to forget about horses and so on. It'll be good for you to do some serious work. You should get married soon.'

'Please don't try to hurry things, sir,' begged Godfrey.

'I'll do what I like,' said the Squire firmly. 'And if you don't do what I want, I'll disinherit you and you can leave the house. Now, if you know where Dunstan's hiding—I expect you do—tell him he needn't come home. He'll pay for his own food from now on.'

'I don't know where he is, sir. Anyway, it's you who should tell him to leave home.'

'Don't argue with me, Godfrey,' said the Squire, turning back to his breakfast. 'Just go and tell the servants to get my horse ready.'

Godfrey left the room. He was relieved that his father had not discovered the whole truth. However, he was a little worried that the Squire would try to arrange his marriage with Nancy. While he was married to Molly, he could not marry Nancy, although it was his dearest wish. But as usual he was waiting and hoping for some unexpected change in his situation, which would save him from any unpleasantness.



arrange v. take steps, form plans. 计划，安排。

bitterly adv. with disappointment and anger. 痛苦地。

servant n. a person who is paid to work in someone else's house. 仆人。

fetch v. go for and bring back. 接来，叫来。

scornful adj. showing the feeling that someone is bad, stupid, weak, etc. 轻蔑地。

guess v. give an answer based on supposition. 猜想。

avoid v. keep away, escape. 避免。

intelligent adj. smart, clever. 聪明的。

argue v. give reason in support of one's position and against other's position. 争论。

relieve v. give (sb.) a feeling that a problem has gone away. 放松。


4　戈弗雷有麻烦了
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戈弗雷对于邓斯坦在狩猎的第二天没有回家来一点儿也不奇怪。他也许又在哪间酒馆待了一夜。可第三天邓斯坦还没回来，戈弗雷开始有些为他的野火担心了。他信不过他的兄弟，怀疑邓斯坦是不是去把钱花在赌场上了。于是他决定去找邓斯坦，在离瑞福洛不远的路上他遇到了邻居约翰·布莱斯，那个想从邓斯坦那里买走野火的人。

“怎么样，戈弗雷，”布莱斯说，“你弟弟告诉你关于马的事儿了吗？”

“什么意思，约翰？”戈弗雷马上问，“他还没回家。我的马怎么了？”

“噢，那是你的马，是吗？邓斯坦告诉我你把野火给他了，你知道我曾经想买那马。”

“邓斯坦干什么了？野火受伤了？”戈弗雷怒气冲冲地问。

“更糟，”布莱斯回答，“你的马死了，我们刚找到它。你兄弟骑它去狩猎，在跳一个篱笆门的时候马摔断了脊背。从昨天你一直没见你弟弟？”

“没有，他最好别现在回家来！”戈弗雷气急败坏地说，“我太傻了，竟然把马交给他！”

“可邓斯坦在哪儿？我想他没事，因为我们在马旁边没找到他。”

“他？”戈弗雷苦涩地说，“他不会有事儿的。他永远不会受伤——他只会去伤别人！你放心，我们很快会听到他的消息。”

布莱斯告别后骑马走了，戈弗雷边骑马慢慢向村里走，边想下面怎么办。没法再逃了，他必须向父亲承认一切。这一天剩下的时间他都在想该向父亲说些什么。他要向父亲解释因为邓斯坦知道他的秘密，所以他不得不把福勒还来的钱借给了邓斯坦，正好趁此机会告诉父亲自己和莫丽的秘密婚姻。“但他会很生气！”戈弗雷想，“他一定会惩罚惹他生气的人！他不会听我说，也不会平静下来！但也许他会保守我的秘密——他是那么珍视家族的荣誉！如果他取消我的继承权，每个人都会议论这件事。”

晚上上床的时候，戈弗雷已经决定了怎么说，可早上起床时，他又怎么也找不到承认秘密婚姻的理由了。为什么要失去娶南茜的机会？真有必要现在就承认一切吗？不，像以前那样过更好。也许邓斯坦会在外面待一段时间，那也就没必要对父亲讲莫丽的事了。“但今天我得对他讲钱的事，”他想，“他必须知道这件事。”

父亲来吃早饭时，戈弗雷已经在餐厅了。乡绅在桌子上首坐下，叫用人拿啤酒来。

“还没吃过早饭吗？戈弗雷？”他问。

“吃过了，先生，”戈弗雷回答，“我等您想说点儿事。”

“你们年轻人总有空闲，”乡绅回答，“可我们老家伙什么活儿都得干。”

戈弗雷直视着他父亲。“先生，”他鼓足勇气说，“我必须告诉您——野火发生了不幸。”

“什么！它的腿摔断了？我还以为你会骑马呢！别指望我再给你买一匹新马，我这一阵没钱，我正在为福勒生气——他还没有还欠我的钱。今天再不还，我会让他进监狱！”乡绅涨红了脸，生气地拍着桌子说。

“比腿断了更糟，”戈弗雷接着沮丧地说，“野火死了。不过我并不想让您给我买新马，我只是为不能还上您的钱而难过——您看，很抱歉，实际上福勒先生已经还了钱，他还给了我，而我太傻了，竟然把钱交给了邓斯坦，我必须再还给您，所以邓斯坦就去卖野火。”

乡绅的脸已经变成了紫色，气得一时说不上话来，“你——你把我的钱给了邓斯坦？为什么给他？他为什么要钱？邓斯坦现在在哪儿？他必须回答我的问题，否则就滚出这幢房子！马上去给我找他！”

“邓斯坦还没回家来，先生，马被找到时已经死了，没人知道邓斯坦在哪儿。”

“那你为什么把我的钱给他？回答我！”乡绅愤怒地盯着戈弗雷。

“我也不知道，先生。”戈弗雷犹豫地回答，他不善于说谎，对父亲的提问也没有准备。

“你不知道？”乡绅藐视地重复道，“我知道了，一定是你做了错事要邓斯坦为你保密！对不对？”

乡绅做了一个聪明的猜想，戈弗雷心里一惊。他还没有准备对父亲承认一切。“噢，先生，”他尽量轻描淡写地说，“这只是我和邓斯坦之间的一点儿小事儿，您不会感兴趣。”

“你多大了？26？”乡绅生气地问，“你已经足够大了，应该能照看你的钱和我的钱了！我以前对你们太宽容了，可从现在开始我会对你们严厉起来。你的性格太软弱了，戈弗雷，就像你那可怜的妈妈。我想你需要有个头脑清楚的老婆来帮帮你，你自己根本不会做任何决定！我不是同意你娶南茜·拉默特吗？有没有向她求婚？她没有拒绝你吧？”

“我还没有问她，”戈弗雷感到一阵燥热，很不自在，“不过我认为她不会接受。”

“别傻了，戈弗雷！”乡绅嘲笑他说，“所有女人都希望嫁到咱们家！你想不想娶她？”

“除了她，我谁都不想娶。”戈弗雷不肯看父亲的眼睛。

“好吧，既然你没有勇气自己讲，那我替你对她父亲说。那是个漂亮姑娘，也很聪明。”

“不，先生，请先别说，”戈弗雷赶紧说，“我必须自己对她说。”

“那好，去对她说吧。娶了她以后，你必须忘了那些马什么的。做些正经事对你有好处。你应该赶快结婚。”

“请您别急，先生。”戈弗雷请求父亲。

“我想怎样就怎样，”乡绅坚决地说，“如果你不按我想的去做，我将取消你的继承权，你可以离开这里。现在，如果你知道邓斯坦在哪儿——我想你知道——去告诉他，他不用再回来了。从现在起，他得自己付饭钱了。”

“我不知道他在哪儿，先生。不管怎样，只有您才可以对他说让他离开这个家。”

“别跟我争论，戈弗雷，”乡绅的注意力转回他的早餐，“去让用人把我的马备好。”

戈弗雷离开餐厅，他为父亲没有发现全部实情长出一口气。可是，他有些担心父亲会为他安排和南茜的婚事。虽然娶南茜是他最热切的愿望，但他不可能既娶莫丽，又娶南茜。不过，像往常一样，他等待并希望着会发生一些意想不到的变化，把自己从所有这些麻烦中解脱出来。


5
Silas's neighbours

In the weeks following the robbery, the police tried hard to find the pedlar, because so many people suspected him of being the thief. But there was no sign of him in any of the towns and villages round Raveloe.

Nobody was surprised at Dunstan Cass's absence. Once before he had stayed away for six weeks and then come back. Nobody imagined he could have anything to do with the robbery. The villagers continued to discuss Silas and his lost gold, but they had no more explanations to offer.

Silas himself still had his loom and his work, so he went on weaving. But the only thing that had made his life worth living had gone, and now he had nothing to look forward to. A lifetime of empty evenings lay ahead of him. He did not enjoy thinking of the money he would earn, because it reminded him of the money he had lost. As he sat weaving, he sometimes used to moan quietly to himself. And in the evenings, as he sat alone in front of the fire, he used to put his head in his hands and moan again.

But this disaster had one good result. Little by little, Silas's neighbours realized it was wrong to be suspicious of him. He was just a poor, simple, harmless man, who needed their help. They showed their new opinion of him in many different ways. Some of the women, who were baking cakes and preparing meat for Christmas, brought him presents of food. Some of the men, who had nothing to give him, stopped him in the village to ask about his health, or visited him to discuss the robbery. They often finished their conversation by saying cheerfully, 'Now you're the same as the rest of us—we're poor too! Cheer up, Master Marner! If you get ill and can't work any more, the Squire'll give you food and your neighbours will take care of you.' This did not make Silas feel better, but he realized it was meant kindly.

Old Mr Macey, the church clerk, came to the cottage one day, to explain how his opinion of the weaver had changed.

'You see, Master Marner,' he said in his high old voice, 'I used to think you worked for the devil—you've always looked strange, you know. But now I'm sure you're not evil, just a little bit crazy. That's what I tell the neighbours.'

He stopped to give Silas time to reply, but the weaver did not speak. He was sitting with his head in his hands as usual. He knew that the old man was trying to be kind, but he was too miserable to show any interest.

'Come, Master Marner, what's your answer to that?' asked Mr Macey, a little impatiently.

'Oh,' said Silas, slowly lifting his head, 'thank you. Thank you for your kindness.'

'That's all right,' replied the old man, pleased. 'Now, you shouldn't sit here moaning, you know. Here's my advice to you. Ask Tookey in the village to make you a Sunday suit—I don' t expect you've got one—and then you can come to church with your neighbours. It'll make you feel better. You're not an old man yet, although you look like one. How old were you when you came here first? Twenty-five?'

'I don't remember,' answered Silas, shaking his head.

That evening, Mr Macey told a number of villagers at the Rainbow, 'Poor Master Marner doesn't know how old he is! And I don't suppose he knows what day of the week it is! He really is a bit crazy.'

Another villager, Dolly Winthrop, was also worried about Silas's absence from church. She was a large, fresh-faced woman with a sweet, patient smile, who was always busy from early morning until late at night, and who went to church herself every Sunday. She believed in helping her neighbours, and if someone in Raveloe was ill or dying, Dolly was often asked to take care of the patient. This good, sensible woman decided that Silas needed her help. So one Sunday afternoon she took her son Aaron, a pretty little boy of seven, to visit the weaver. As they came closer to the cottage, they heard the sound of the loom.

'Oh dear! Working on a Sunday! That's bad!' said Mrs Winthrop sadly. She had to knock loudly on the door before Silas heard. He said nothing, but opened the door to let them in, and Dolly sat down in an armchair.

'I was baking yesterday, Master Marner,' she said, 'and I've brought you some of my cakes. Here they are.'

'Thank you,' replied Silas, taking the little bag of cakes Dolly was holding out to him. Aaron was hiding behind his mother's chair, in childish fear of the weaver.

'You didn't hear the church bells this morning, perhaps, Master Marner?' Dolly asked gently. 'This cottage is a long way from the village.'

'Yes, I heard them,' answered Silas. For him Sunday bells did not mean anything. There had been no bells at the Light Street chapel.

'Oh!' said Dolly. 'But—but do you have to work on a Sunday? You could make Sunday different from the other days, you know, by washing yourself, and cooking a little piece of meat, and going to church. And Master Marner, Christmas Day will be here soon! If you put on your best clothes and go to church and see the flowers and hear the singing, you'll feel much better! You'll know there is Someone you can trust!'

Dolly did not usually talk so much, but the matter seemed extremely important to her.

'No, no,' Silas replied. 'I don't know anything about church. I've never been to church.'

'Never been!' repeated Dolly. 'Were there no churches in the town you were born in?'

'Oh yes,' said Silas, 'there were a lot of churches. It was a big town, you see. But I only ever went to chapel.'

Dolly did not understand this word, but was afraid of asking any more questions, in case 'chapel' meant something evil. After considering carefully for a moment, she said, 'Well, Master Marner, it's never too late to start going to church. It's very pleasant listening to the singing and the good words. If we go to church, then when trouble comes, Someone will take care of us. And if we do our best, then I believe Someone will help us when we need help.'

Dolly's explanation of her simple religion did not seem at all clear to Silas, but he did understand that she was asking him to go to church. He did not want to agree to that. Just then young Aaron came out from behind his mother's chair, and Silas offered him one of Dolly's cakes.

'Oh Aaron!' said his mother. 'You're always eating! No, don't give him any more, Master Marner. But he can sing a song for you. I'm sure you'll like it. It's a beautiful Christmas carol. Come, Aaron, let's hear it.'

Little Aaron stood up straight and sang his carol in a clear, sweet voice. Dolly listened with delight, hoping that the carol would help to persuade Silas to come to church.

'You see, Master Marner,' she said when Aaron had finished, ' that's Christmas music. The Christmas Day service is wonderful, with all the voices and the music. I hope you'll be there with us. And remember, if you feel ill, I'll be happy to come and cook or clean for you. But I beg you, please stop weaving on Sundays. It's bad for soul and body, I'm sure. We must go now. Goodbye, Master Marner.'

'Thank you, and goodbye,' said Silas, as he opened the door for them. He could not help feeling relieved when she had gone. Now he could weave and moan as much as he liked.

Mr Macey and Dolly had tried hard to persuade Silas to go to church. But in the end he spent Christmas Day alone in his cottage, looking out at the cold grey sky. In the evening, snow began to fall, and he felt more distant and separate from his neighbours than ever. He sat in his robbed home, moaning miserably to himself, not noticing that his fire was no longer burning and that he was getting cold.

But in Raveloe the church bells were ringing and the church was fuller than all through the rest of the year. It was a special day for everybody, and after the service they all hurried home in the biting cold to eat and drink with their families.

At the Red House nobody spoke of Dunstan's absence. The village doctor, Dr Kimble, and his wife were guests there for Christmas lunch, and the day passed happily.

The servants, however, were already preparing for the New Year's Eve dance which Squire Cass gave every year. It was the best party of the year, and guests used to come from miles around. Godfrey was looking forward to this year's party more than usual. But he was still worried.

'What if Dunstan returns?' he thought. 'He'll tell the Squire about my secret marriage! And Molly's asking for more money! I'll have to sell something for cash. But on New Year's Eve, I can forget everything for an evening, and sit with Nancy, and look into her eyes, and dance with her...'



moan v. to make a long, sad sound to show that someone is unhappy. 呻吟。

cheerfully adv. happily. 高兴地。

realize v. understand. 意识到。

impatiently adv. not with patience. 不耐烦地。

patient adj. having patience. 耐心的。

sensible adj. having or showing good sense. 聪明的，明白事理的。

childish adj. of a child. 孩子般的，孩子的。

bell n. 钟（声）。

extreme adj. of the highest degree. 极端的。

consider v. think about. 考虑。

religion n. 宗教。

carol n. a song usually sung at Christmas. 颂歌。

persuade v. cause to believe. 说服。

distant adj. far apart. 遥远的。

separate adj. physically disconnected. 分离的，不相连的。


5　西拉斯的邻居们
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失窃案后的几周里，因为那么多人都怀疑那个小贩是贼，警察就费了很大劲查找他，但是在瑞福洛周围的村子和镇子里都找不到他的踪影。

没有人对邓斯坦·凯斯的失踪表示奇怪，以前有一次他曾离家6周以后才回来。没人想到他会和失窃案有关。村民们仍在谈论西拉斯和他丢了的金子，可人们都找不到更新的解释。

至于西拉斯本人，他还有他的织布机和他的工作，所以他继续织布。可是生活中唯一有价值的东西失去了，他不再有什么可期望的了。今后的一生将只有空虚的夜晚。他不再喜欢去想将要挣到的钱，那会使他想起丢失的钱。坐着干活的时候，他有时会对自己呻吟。晚上，一个人坐在炉火前，他也常会用手抱着头痛苦地呻吟。

不过他的灾难也有一个好的结果。慢慢地，邻居们认识到以前对西拉斯的怀疑是不对的。他只是一个穷困、简单、无恶意的人，需要他们的帮助。他们通过许多不同的方式表达对马南的新看法。有的妇女会在准备圣诞晚餐或者烤面包时送给他一些食物，那些没什么可给他的男人也会在村里叫住他问候他或者到小屋来看他，和他聊关于失窃案的事。谈话结束的时候，他们通常会愉快地说：“现在你和我们这些人一样了——我们也是穷人！高兴起来，马南师傅！如果你病了，不能再工作了，乡绅会给你食物，邻居们会照顾你。”这些虽然不能让西拉斯感觉好受些，但他知道这是好意。

有一天，执事老麦西先生到小屋来解释他对于织布匠看法的改变。

“你知道，马南师傅，”他用苍老的高音说，“我以前以为你为魔鬼工作——你知道你老是看起来怪怪的，可现在我肯定你不邪恶，只是有一点儿古怪，我就是这么对邻居们讲的。”

他停下来等西拉斯回答，可西拉斯没有出声，只是像平常一样用手抱着头坐着，他知道这个老人在试图表示友好，不过他实在是太沮丧了，没有兴趣。

“怎么样，马南师傅，你对我说的怎么看？”麦西先生有点儿不耐烦了。

“噢，”西拉斯慢慢抬起头，“谢谢你，谢谢你的好意。”

“没什么，”老头儿高兴了，“我看你不应该再坐在这儿呻吟了。听听我的意见吧。去找村里的图齐给你做一件礼拜服——我想你一定没有礼拜服——然后和邻居一块儿到教堂来。这样你会好受些。你虽然看着像个老头，可实际上不老。你到这儿时多大？25？”

“我不记得了。”西拉斯摇着头回答。

这天晚上，麦西先生在酒馆对好多村民宣布：“可怜的马南师傅竟然不知道自己多大！我想他也不会知道今天星期几！他真是有点儿疯。”

另一个村民多莉·温思罗普也在为西拉斯不去教堂而担心。这是个气色很好的高大女人，有着温柔、耐心的笑容。她每天从清早忙到深夜，每周日必到教堂礼拜。她把帮助邻居当作自己的责任，村里有人生病或生命垂危，人们总是请她去看护病人。这位善良、聪明的女人觉得西拉斯需要她的帮助，于是，一个礼拜天的下午，多莉带着7岁的儿子阿荣，一个漂亮的小家伙，来看望织布匠。走近小屋，他们听到织布机的声音。

“天哪！礼拜日还工作！这可不好。”温思罗普太太难过地说。她使劲敲门，西拉斯才能听到。他默默地开门让客人进来，多莉坐到一把扶手椅里。

“我昨天烤了吃的，马南师傅，”她说，“今天给你带了些蛋糕来。喏。”

“谢谢你！”西拉斯接过多莉递给他的袋子。阿荣躲在妈妈的椅子后面，他还有些害怕织布匠。

“你今天早晨或许没听到教堂的钟声，马南师傅？”多莉轻轻地问，“这个小屋离村里太远了。”

“我听见了。”西拉斯回答，礼拜日的钟声对他没有任何含意，日光街小教堂没钟。

“噢！”多莉说，“可——可你一定要在礼拜日工作吗？你可以把礼拜日搞得和平时不同一些，你也知道，可以洗洗澡，烤块肉，然后上教堂去。而且马南师傅，马上要到圣诞节了！如果穿上最好的衣服到教堂去看看花，听听歌，你会感觉好多了！你会知道那里有你可以信赖的人！”

多莉平时话并不多，可这事对她很重要。

“不，不，”西拉斯回答，“我不懂教堂的事，我从没去过教堂。”

“从没去过！”多莉重复道，“你出生的城镇没有教堂吗？”

“有，”西拉斯回答，“有很多教堂，因为那是个大镇子，可我只去小教堂。”

多莉不懂这个词，可又不敢再多问，她生怕这个“小教堂”与魔鬼有关。仔细想了一会儿，她说：“马南师傅，什么时候开始上教堂都不算晚，听圣歌和赞美诗的感觉好极了。如果我们经常做礼拜，在有困难的时候，就会有人来帮助我们。只要我们尽力去做，我相信我们会在需要的时候得到帮助的。”

虽然听不太懂多莉对自己简单信仰的解释，可西拉斯知道她在劝说自己去教堂。但他不想照着去做。正在这时阿荣从妈妈的椅子后面出来了，西拉斯给了他一块多莉做的蛋糕。

“嗨，阿荣！”他妈妈叫道，“你总在吃！不，马南师傅，别再给他了。不过他可以给你唱首歌，我想你会喜欢，这是一首圣诞颂歌。来，阿荣，唱给我们听听。”

小阿荣站直了，开始用清晰、甜美的声音唱他的颂歌。多莉高兴地听着，希望歌声能有助于劝说西拉斯去教堂。

“你看，马南师傅，”阿荣唱完她说，“这就是圣诞音乐，圣诞节的礼拜仪式棒极了，有各种声音和音乐。我希望你和我们一起在教堂。记住，如果你不舒服，我很乐意来替你做饭，打扫，但我请求你不要在礼拜日工作。我肯定这对灵魂和肉体都有害。我们得走了。再见，马南师傅。”

“谢谢你，再见。”西拉斯为他们打开门。客人走后他不禁感到很轻松，因为他又可以织布，可以想怎么呻吟就怎么呻吟了。

麦西先生和多莉尽了很大努力想劝西拉斯去教堂，可圣诞日西拉斯还是一个人留在了小屋里，望着窗外冷冷的灰色天空。晚上，开始下雪了，他感到跟邻居们距离更远，更孤独了。他坐在被偷过的家里，对自己痛苦地呻吟着，没注意到火炉里的火已经熄了，自己也越来越冷。

此时，瑞福洛的教堂的钟声在响，教堂里比平时任何时候人都多。对每个人这都是特别的一天，仪式完毕人们都在刺骨的寒冷中匆匆赶回家和家人一起吃喝庆祝。

红屋里没人提起邓斯坦的缺席。乡村医生金布尔先生和他太太被请来一起吃午饭，这一天过得很愉快。

用人们已经开始准备乡绅凯斯每年主办的新年夜舞会了。这是一年中最好的晚会，方圆几里地的客人都会来。戈弗雷比往年都更盼着新年晚会。可他也有一点儿担心。

“邓斯坦回来怎么办？”他想，“他会向父亲告发我的秘密婚姻！莫丽又在要更多的钱！我将不得不卖些东西换钱。不过新年之夜我可以暂时忘掉这一切，我要坐在南茜旁边，看着她的眼睛，和她跳舞……”


6
The New Year's Eve dance

On December 31st it was snowing and very cold. All day there were ladies and gentlemen arriving at the Red House.

Godfrey Cass was waiting at the door for the only guest he cared about, Nancy Lammeter. Finally she arrived, sitting behind her father on his horse, looking more beautiful than ever. Her lovely face blushed as she saw Godfrey come forward to lift her down from the horse. 'Why is he waiting for me?' she thought. 'I thought I made it clear to him that I'll never marry him. People say he leads a bad life, and I can't marry a man like that.'

But the Squire appeared just then, to welcome his guests, and in the excitement nobody noticed Nancy's pink face as Godfrey's strong arms lifted her down. She hurried into the house with the other ladies to change her clothes.

The house was full of servants running here and there. Mrs Kimble, who always helped the Squire arrange these parties, was giving orders in a loud voice. Cooks were preparing food in the kitchens, and there was already a wonderful smell of baking in the air.

Upstairs, the ladies were excitedly putting on their best dresses, while talking to each other all the time. Nancy met her aunt, Mrs Osgood, who introduced her to some visitors of hers. The Misses Gunn were two young ladies who were not beautiful, but dressed very fashionably.

Just then Nancy's older sister Priscilla arrived. She was a large, cheerful girl, with a round face and a nose pink with cold. As they were changing their clothes, Priscilla said to Mrs Osgood, 'Look at our dresses, aunt! Of course Nancy looks beautiful in hers, but this colour makes me look yellow! Nancy says we must wear the same dresses, because we're sisters, although I'm five years older! I'm ugly, I know I am. But I don't mind!' She turned to Mrs Osgood's two visitors. 'In my opinion the pretty girls are useful—I'm sure you agree—to catch the men. I don't think men are worth worrying about. Any woman with a good father and a good home had better stay single. That's what I'm going to do, anyway. We ugly girls don't need husbands!'

Mrs Osgood stood up and said quickly, 'My visitors and I should go downstairs now. Priscilla and Nancy, we'll see you later.' And the three ladies hurried out.

'Oh really, Priscilla!' cried Nancy, when they were alone. 'You never think before you speak! I'm sure the Misses Gunn thought you were very impolite! You almost told them they were ugly!'

'Did I?' asked Priscilla in surprise. 'Well, that's the way I am. I always tell the truth. But I'm the ugly one—just look at me!'

'Priscilla, you know I asked you to choose the dresses.' replied Nancy worriedly. 'I don't mind what colour I wear.'

'You look lovely in this colour, dear child! You know you always have whatever you want in the end, although you never give orders or shout about it. I'm looking forward to seeing you married. It'll be fun watching you make your husband do exactly what you want.'

'Don't say that,' answered Nancy, blushing. 'You know I'm never going to get married.'

Priscilla laughed. ' I'm the one who'll stay single. And if you don't like Godfrey Cass, well, there are plenty of other young men. Come, let's go downstairs now.'

Although Priscilla was right in saying she was not good-looking, she was very popular among her neighbours because she was so cheerful and sensible. And Nancy was not only considered to be the most beautiful girl in and around Raveloe, but also one of the most intelligent.

Seats at the dining-table had been kept for the Lammeter sisters. Priscilla was taken to sit between her father and the Squire. Nancy felt herself blushing again as Godfrey Cass came to lead her to a seat between himself and the vicar, Mr Crackenthorp. She knew that if she married Godfrey, she would one day be the most important woman in Raveloe, the Squire's wife. But she repeated firmly to herself that she could not marry a man of bad character.

As she sat down, the vicar, who was always polite to ladies, said with a smile, 'Ah, Miss Nancy, you're looking lovely this evening. Isn't she, Godfrey?'

Godfrey made no reply, and avoided looking at Nancy. There was too much he wanted to say to her. But the Squire, who always enjoyed his parties and was feeling extremely cheerful, was rather impatient with his son. He thought he had better speak, if Godfrey was too shy to do it himself.

'That's right,' the Squire said loudly. 'When I look at Miss Nancy here, I think she's more beautiful than any girl I've ever seen.'

While they were eating and drinking, people around the table were listening with interest to the Squire's words. 'Perhaps Godfrey will marry Nancy after all!' the vicar's wife whispered to Mrs Osgood. Mr Lammeter's back was very straight as he looked across the table at his daughter. He was a serious, careful gentleman, who considered the Lammeters a better family than the Casses. He had already decided that Godfrey must change his way of life before Nancy could possibly marry him.

Just then Dr Kimble called across the table, 'Miss Nancy, will you save a dance for me?'

'Come, come, Kimble,' said the Squire, 'let the young ones enjoy themselves. My son Godfrey'll be angry if you take Miss Nancy away. I expect he's asked her for the first dance already. Haven't you, Godfrey?'

Godfrey was feeling very uncomfortable by now. Turning to Nancy, he said as lightly as possible, 'I haven't asked her yet, but I hope she'll agree, if nobody's asked her...'

'No, I haven't accepted anyone else,' replied Nancy quietly with a blush.

'So will you please have the first dance with me?' asked Godfrey, beginning to feel better. She had not refused him!

'I will,' answered Nancy coldly. She was still sure she would not marry him, but she wanted to remain polite.

'Ah well, you're a lucky man, Godfrey,' said Dr Kimble with a laugh. 'I think I can hear the music starting now!'

The guests got up from the table in pairs and small groups, to move into the large hall, where the dancing was about to start. The small village band was already playing, as the Squire led the vicar's wife to the end of the hall to start the dance. They were followed by Godfrey and Nancy, and the other ladies and gentlemen.

As the dance went on, Godfrey felt happier and happier. Holding Nancy in his arms, he forgot all his problems. Suddenly the Squire's heavy foot stood on part of Nancy's dress, and some of the material was pulled away at the waist. Nancy asked Godfrey to take her to a quieter place, where she could repair the damage. He took her to a small room near the hall, hoping they would have a few private moments together. But Nancy sat down on the chair furthest away from him, and said coldly, 'Thank you, sir. You needn't stay. I'm very sorry about taking you away from the dance.'

'It's not very kind of you,' said Godfrey, moving close to her, 'to be sorry you've danced with me.'

'I didn't mean that!' replied Nancy, blushing prettily. 'Gentlemen have so many things to enjoy. I'm sure one dance can't matter very much.'

'You know that isn't true. You know one dance with you means more to me than anything else in the world.'

Nancy was a little surprised. Godfrey had not said anything like this to her for a long time. She replied firmly, 'I'm afraid I can't believe you, Mr Godfrey.'

'Nancy, if I changed my life, would you think better of me? Would you—like me, then?' Godfrey knew these were dangerous words, but the sudden chance of speaking to her alone made him say more than he had planned.

'I'd be glad to see a good change in anybody, sir.'

'You're very hard, Nancy,' said Godfrey bitterly. 'You could help me to be better. I'm very miserable—but you don't feel anything.'

'I think people who behave badly don't feel anything,' said Nancy sharply, forgetting to be cool and distant.

Godfrey was delighted. He wanted to make her argue with him, to show him that she cared about him. But just then Priscilla hurried in, saying, 'Dear child, let me look at your dress! I saw the Squire step on it during the dance.'

'I suppose I'd better go now,' Godfrey said disappointedly to Priscilla.

'It doesn't matter at all to me whether you go or stay,' said Priscilla impatiently, looking closely at the waist of Nancy's dress.

'Do you want me to go?' Godfrey asked Nancy.

'Do whatever you like,' replied Nancy, trying to sound cold again.

'Well, I want to stay,' answered Godfrey, and sat down. Tonight he wanted to enjoy being with Nancy for as long as possible, without thinking about what would happen tomorrow.



blush v. become red in the face. 脸红。

pink n. a color of pale red. 粉红色。

welcome v. greet on arrival. 欢迎，迎接。

fashionably adv. in a fashionable manner. 时髦地。

catch v. attract the attention of sb. 吸引。

impolite adj. not polite. 不礼貌的。

popular adj. well-liked by people. 受欢迎的。

vicar n. a priest in the Church of England. 教区牧师。

character n. 品格，性格。

whisper v. speak in a very low voice. 耳语，轻声细语。

private adj. belonging to one person or a group of people. 私下的，属于个人的。

furthest adj. situated at the longest distance. 最远的。

waist n. 腰，腰部。

sharp adj. harsh, severe. 严厉的，尖锐的。


6　新年舞会

[image: alt]

虽然12月31日的天气很冷，而且下着雪，可一整天都有人从四面八方到红屋来。

戈弗雷在门口等待着他唯一关心的客人——南茜·拉默特。终于她来了，坐在马背上，在他爸爸背后，比平时更美丽动人。当戈弗雷过来扶她下马的时候，南茜漂亮的脸一下子红了。“他等我干什么？”她想，“我想我已经清楚地告诉过他我不会嫁给他。人们说他生活糜烂，我可不会嫁给这样的人。”

这时乡绅出来迎接他的客人，人们都很高兴，也就没人注意到戈弗雷用强壮的手臂扶她下来时她的红脸。南茜和其他女子一块儿跑进屋里去换衣服。

屋里用人们在跑这儿跑那儿地服务，金布尔太太在大声下达着命令，她经常帮乡绅安排这些聚会。厨子们在厨房忙着准备饭菜，空气里飘着烤面包的香味。

楼上，女士们一边不停地聊天一边换上最漂亮的衣服。南茜遇到了姨妈奥斯古德太太，姨妈把自己的客人介绍给她，其中有两位年轻女士，甘氏姐妹，她们不太漂亮但穿得很时髦。

这时南茜的姐姐普丽西拉来了，她是个快活的圆脸大个子女孩，鼻子冻得红红的。换衣服时，普丽西拉对奥斯古德太太说：“看我们的衣服，姨妈，南茜穿起来当然漂亮，可我穿起来很老气！南茜说我们是姐妹，要穿一样的衣服，尽管我比她大5岁！我知道我丑，可是我不在乎。”她又转向姨妈的两个朋友，“我想你们也同意女孩子漂亮就容易抓住男人的心，我可不在乎男人。有个好爸爸、好家庭的女人最好单身。我就打算这样。我们丑姑娘不需要丈夫。”

奥斯古德太太赶紧站起来说：“我们要下楼了。普丽西拉，南茜，过会儿见。”3个女人急匆匆出去了。

“真是的，普丽西拉！”只剩她们姐妹俩时南茜大声地说，“你从来不在讲话前先想想！我敢肯定甘氏姐妹认为你很无礼！你差不多是在告诉她们她们是丑姑娘！”

“是吗？”普丽西拉很奇怪，“嗨，我这人就这样，我总是讲实话。可是看看我，我也丑呀！”

“普丽西拉，你知道我是让你来挑的衣服，”南茜为难地说，“我不在乎穿什么颜色。”

“傻孩子，你穿这种颜色好看！虽然你从不会大嚷大叫或者发号施令，可你最后总能得到你想要的。我盼着看到你结婚，看着你让你的丈夫按你的意思去做，多开心呀！”

“别说这些，”南茜的脸红了，“你知道我永远不会结婚。”

普丽西拉笑了，“我才是那个要单身的女人，如果你不喜欢戈弗雷·凯斯，还有很多别的小伙子。走吧，咱们下楼去！”

虽然普丽西拉确实像她说的那样，不太好看，可她在邻居中人缘很好，因为她开朗而且懂事。而南茜不仅是瑞福洛一带最漂亮的女孩，而且也是最聪明的女孩。

餐桌边拉默特姐妹的座位已经留好了，普丽西拉的座位在爸爸和乡绅之间。南茜觉得自己又脸红了，她被戈弗雷领到了他自己与教区牧师克拉肯索普先生之间的座位上。她知道如果嫁给戈弗雷，自己就会成为瑞福洛最显贵的女人，乡绅的妻子。可她反复对自己强调不能嫁给一个品行不端的人。

她坐下时，一贯对女士彬彬有礼的牧师微笑着说：“啊，南茜小姐，您今晚真漂亮，是不是，戈弗雷？”

戈弗雷没有回答，也尽量不去看南茜。他有太多的话想对她说。可这时对晚会心满意足的乡绅对自己的儿子有些不耐烦了。他认为既然儿子太害羞张不开嘴，那么自己最好亲自说了。

“是的，”乡绅大声说，“我觉得南茜比我见过的任何姑娘都要漂亮。”

桌上所有的人都在一边用餐一边饶有兴趣地听着乡绅的话。“大概戈弗雷还是会娶南茜！”牧师的太太小声对奥斯古德太太说。拉默特先生在桌子对面笔直地坐着，看着女儿。这是一位严肃谨慎的绅士，他认为拉默特家比凯斯家还要好。他早就决定在戈弗雷痛改前非之前不会把南茜嫁给戈弗雷。

这时金布尔先生隔着桌子对南茜发出了邀请：“南茜小姐，可不可以和我跳支舞？”

“行了，金布尔，”乡绅插了进来，“让年轻人玩他们的吧！你把南茜小姐带走，我儿子戈弗雷会生气的。我想他已经邀请南茜小姐和他跳第一支舞了，是不是戈弗雷？”

戈弗雷感到很不自在，他转向南茜，尽量小声地说：“我还没有，可我希望她同意，如果还没人请她的话……”

“不，我还没接受任何人的邀请。”南茜轻声回答，脸又一红。

“那你能否和我跳第一支舞？”戈弗雷的感觉好了一点儿。她没有拒绝自己！

“可以。”南茜冷淡地回答。虽然仍然肯定自己不会嫁给他，可南茜想尽量保持礼貌。

“好呀，你是个幸运的小子，戈弗雷。”金布尔先生笑着说，“我想已经开始奏乐了！”

客人们一对对或三五成群地起身走到大厅里，舞会要开始了。在乡村小乐队的伴奏下，乡绅把牧师的太太领到大厅的尽头带头跳起来，接下来是戈弗雷和南茜，然后是其他客人们。

跳着舞，戈弗雷感到越来越幸福。搂着南茜，他忘掉了一切烦恼。忽然乡绅的脚重重地踩住了南茜的长裙，把衣服腰间的部分扯坏了。南茜让戈弗雷带她到一个清静的地方去整理衣服。戈弗雷把她带进了大厅旁边的一间小屋，希望他们能够有一段单独相处的时间。可南茜坐在了离他最远的椅子上，冷冷地说：“谢谢您，先生，您不必待在这儿，很抱歉让您从舞会上出来。”

“这样可不太好，”戈弗雷走近她一点儿，说道，“你为什么不愿意和我跳舞呢？”

“我不是这个意思！”南茜的脸红得很可爱，“绅士们有那么多事可做，我肯定跳支舞没什么重要。”

“你知道不是这样的，你知道和你跳一支舞对我比任何事都重要。”

南茜有些吃惊，戈弗雷很久没有对她说这样的话了。她坚决地回答：“戈弗雷先生，我恐怕不能相信你。”

“南茜，如果我改变我的生活，你会觉得我好一点儿吗？你会——喜欢我吗？”戈弗雷知道这些话很危险，可这突然来的单独谈话的机会使他讲了比计划里多得多的话。

“我对任何人的好的变化都感到很高兴，先生。”

“你太苛刻了，南茜。”戈弗雷有些苦涩，“你可以帮我变好。我很痛苦——可你什么也感觉不到。”

“我认为品行不端的人才会什么也感觉不到。”南茜尖锐地说，忘了冷静和距离。

戈弗雷很高兴，他想让南茜和他争论，这说明南茜仍然在乎他。可这时普丽西拉闯了进来，说：“好孩子，让我看看你的衣服，我看见乡绅在跳舞的时候踩到你了。”

“我想我得走了。”戈弗雷失望地对普丽西拉说。

“你走不走我都无所谓。”普丽西拉不耐烦地说，她在仔细地看南茜衣服的腰部。

“你想让我走吗？”戈弗雷问南茜。

“随你便。”南茜尽可能恢复以前的冷淡。

“那么我想留下来。”戈弗雷说着坐下来。他今天晚上要尽可能多地待在南茜身边，不管明天会怎么样。


7
Silas finds his 'gold'

But while Godfrey Cass was managing to forget his problems by the lovely Nancy's side, his wife was walking with slow, uncertain steps along the snow-covered road to Raveloe. She was carrying her sleeping child in her arms.

For some time now she had planned to come to Raveloe on New Year's Eve. She knew that her husband would be at the centre of a happy, smiling group of friends, and she had chosen this moment to appear in front of all his family and guests at the Red House dance. 'I don't care if Godfrey is ashamed of me! 'she thought bitterly.' I want people to know we're married!' Sometimes she hated her husband, because he was still handsome, and had money, while she was no longer pretty, and very poor. She blamed him for her miserable life, but in her heart she knew she should blame her drinking. It had become a habit with her to spend most of the money Godfrey gave her on gin. She had a bottle in her pocket now, which she had lifted to her lips several times during her journey.

It was already seven o'clock in the evening, and there was a freezing wind. Molly did not know she was very near Raveloe. Her legs were tired and the gin was beginning to make her feel sleepy. She thought she would rest for a while, and, still holding her child, she lay down on the snow. She did not notice that the ground was cold.

In a few moments the child woke up, crying, 'Mummy!' But the mother did not seem to hear. Suddenly, as the child fell gently out of its mother's arms on to the soft snow, it noticed a bright, dancing light on the white ground. Interested, the child stood up to see where the brightness came from, and followed the light to an open door, the door of Silas Marner's cottage. The little one toddled right in through the door and sat down by the bright fire. After a few minutes the child felt pleasantly warm, and fell asleep.

But where was Silas while this was happening? In the evenings he sometimes used to open his door and look out. He had some idea that his money would come back, or that someone would come with information about the thief. Tonight was New Year's Eve, and the villagers had told him to stay awake until midnight, because it would bring him good luck if he saw the beginning of the new year. So tonight he was more restless than usual. He opened his door several times during the evening, and stared out, but he saw and heard nothing in the silent, freezing night. The last time, as he was standing at the door, he had one of his fits, and stood there completely unconscious, holding the door open.

When he became conscious again, he closed the door and turned back to the fire. But when his shortsighted eyes looked at the floor in front of the fire, he seemed to see gold there! Gold—his own gold—taken and then brought back to him in the same strange way! His heart beat excitedly, and for a few moments he was unable to move. At last he reached out his hand to touch the gold, but instead of hard, metal coins his fingers felt soft, warm curls.

With great surprise Silas fell on his knees to look at this wonderful thing. It was a sleeping child. Was he dreaming? Could it be his little sister, who had died when he was a child himself? If it wasn't a dream, how had the child entered the cottage? But thinking of his sister made him remember the past, and his life at the Light Street chapel. He wondered if this child was some kind of message from his past, sent perhaps by the God he had once trusted.

Just then the child woke up, and began to cry. Silas held it in his arms, and spoke softly to quieten it. He remembered that he had made some porridge earlier, and gave a little to the child to eat. She stopped crying, and lifted her blue eyes with a smile to Silas's face as she ate. But then she pulled at her wet shoes, trying to take them off, and Silas suddenly realized she had come to the cottage through the snow. So he picked her up and went to the door. As he opened it and went out into the dark. the child cried 'Mummy!' and reached forward, almost jumping out of his arms. A few steps away, Silas found a young woman's body, half-covered with snow.

At the Red House, everybody was enjoying the party. Some people were still eating, while others were dancing or playing cards. Godfrey was looking forward to his next dance with Nancy. He was watching her dreamily across the room, when suddenly he saw something that made his lips go white and his whole body tremble. It was his own child, carried in Silas Marner's arms. The weaver had come straight into the hall, where the dancing was going on.

Several people turned to look at the strange figure in the doorway. The Squire could not understand why Silas had come in uninvited. He stood up and asked angrily, 'Marner, what are you doing here?'

'I've come for the doctor,' replied Silas hurriedly. 'There's a woman—dead, I think—near my cottage.'

Godfrey had one great fear at that moment, that the woman was not dead. If she were his wife, and she were dead, he would be free to marry Nancy!

While the Squire was calling for Dr Kimble, the ladies came closer to look at the pretty child.

'Whose child is it?' one of them asked.

'I don't know,' replied Godfrey wildly. 'Some poor woman's—she's been found in the snow, I think.'

'You'd better leave the poor child here with us then, Master Marner,' offered Mrs Kimble kindly.

'No—I can't let it go,' said Silas unexpectedly. 'It's come to me—I don't know where from—I want to keep it!'

'Well!' said Mrs Kimble, surprised. 'A single man like you! Take care of a child! Well!' But the little one was holding on to Silas, and smiling up at him confidently.

Dr Kimble hurried into the hall. 'Where is this poor woman? Near the old quarry? Someone had better fetch Dolly Winthrop. I'll need her to help me.'

'I'll go!' cried Godfrey. He wanted to get away, before anyone noticed his white face and shaking hands, and he needed time to think. He ran out into the night.

When he and Dolly arrived at the quarry, the doctor had moved the woman into Silas's cottage, and Godfrey had to wait outside. He walked up and down in the snow, for what seemed like hours. He knew he should tell the truth about the woman and the child, but he could not make himself do what he knew was right. 'Is she dead?' the voice inside his head asked. 'If she is, I can marry Nancy. And then I'll be good, and have no more secrets. And I'll make sure the child is taken care of, of course.'

When Dr Kimble came out of the cottage, Godfrey tried to speak calmly. 'I thought I'd wait to see...' he began.

'Oh, there was no need for you to come. Why didn't you send one of the men to fetch Dolly? The woman's dead. I'm afraid. She's very thin, and looks very poor. But she's got a wedding ring on. She'll be buried tomorrow.'

'I'll just have a look at her,' said Godfrey quickly. 'I think I saw a woman on the road yesterday with a child. Perhaps it was her.' And he ran into the cottage.

There on the bed was his unloved wife. He only looked at her for a moment, but for the rest of his life he never forgot her sad, tired face.

The weaver had come back with the doctor, and was sitting by the fire, with the child on his knees. The little one was awake, but her wide open blue eyes looked up into Godfrey's face without recognizing him at all. The father was glad of this, but also a little sad, especially when he saw the small hand pull lovingly at the weaver's grey hair.

'So, who's going to take care of the child?' Godfrey asked, pretending not to show much interest.

'I am,' replied Silas firmly. 'The mother's dead, and I suppose the child hasn't got a father. She's alone in the world, and so am I. My money's gone, I don't know where, and she's come, I don't know where from. I don't understand it at all, but I'm going to keep her.'

'Poor little thing!' said Godfrey. 'Let me give you something for her clothes.' He put his hand in his pocket and gave Silas some coins.

As he walked back to the Red House, he felt very relieved. Nobody would recognize his dead wife, and soon his secret would be buried with her. Now he could talk of love to Nancy. He could promise to be a good husband to her. Only Dunstan knew about the secret marriage, and perhaps Dunstan would never come home. 'What a good thing I didn't confess everything to the Squire!' he thought. 'Now I can make Nancy and myself happy. And the child? Well, it won't matter to her whether I'm her father or not.'

That week the dead woman was buried in Raveloe, and the child stayed at the weaver's cottage. The villagers were very surprised that Silas had decided to keep her, but they liked him for wanting to help an orphan. The women, especially, were very ready to give him useful advice on taking care of children.

Dolly Winthrop came every day to help Silas. 'It's no trouble,' she said. 'I get up early, so I've got plenty of time. And I can bring you some of Aaron's old baby clothes, so you won't need to spend a lot of money on the child. I can wash her, and give her food, and—'

'Ye—es,' said Silas, hesitating. He was looking a little jealously at the baby in Dolly's arms. 'That's very kind of you. But—but I want to do everything for her myself! I want her to be fond of me! She's my child!'

'Don't worry,' said Dolly gently, giving him the child. 'Look, she loves you the best. See, she's smiling at you!' 

And so Silas learnt how to take care of the little girl. He called her Eppie, which had been his little sister's name. His life was quite different now. When he was working and living only for his gold, he had not been interested in the world outside his cottage, or the people he sometimes met. But now that he had another reason for living, he had to look outward. He spent hours in the fields with Eppie, happily rediscovering the plants he used to know so well. Together they visited his neighbours, who were always delighted to see him and his adopted child. His days and evenings were full, taking care of a trusting, loving child.

Godfrey Cass watched the little girl growing up with great interest. During Eppie's childhood he often gave money to Silas to spend on her, but was careful that nobody should suspect him of being her father. His life was also changing. There was a new firmness about him which everyone noticed. He was looking forward to marrying Nancy very soon. 'Nancy and I will have children!' he thought happily. 'But I won't forget that other child!'



uncertain adj. not feeling sure about what to do. 不确定的。

freezing adj. extremely cold. 冻结的，极冷的。

dancing adj. moving in a lively way. 欢快地跳动的。

toddle v. walk with short unsteady steps. 蹒跚行走。

information n. knowledge, news. 消息。

restless adj. uneasy, agitated. 焦躁不安的。

curl n. 鬈发。

quieten v. make quiet. 使安静。

porridge n. 粥，麦片粥。

pull v. draw. 拉。

wildly adv. madly. 狂暴地。

unexpected adj. not expected. 出乎意料的。

confident adj. trusting, fully assured. 有信心的。

bury v. place (a dead body) in the ground. 埋葬。

especially adv. in particular. 特别地。

pretend v. make oneself seem. 假装。

suppose v. guess. 猜想，料想。

orphan n. a child whose parents are both dead. 孤儿。

jealous adj. showing a feeling of fear or ill will because of possible loss. 嫉妒的。

adopt v. take another person's child into one's own family to become one's own child. 收养。


7　西拉斯找到了他的“金子”

[image: alt]

就在戈弗雷·凯斯坐在可爱的南茜身边试图忘记一切烦恼的时候，他的妻子正在大雪覆盖的道路上缓慢、踟蹰地向瑞福洛的方向跋涉着。她的孩子睡在她的臂弯里。

她已经计划好要在新年之夜到瑞福洛去，她知道她的丈夫一定正在被幸福欢笑的朋友们环绕着，她就是要选择这个时候出现在他的家人和朋友们面前，出现在红屋的舞会上。“我不在乎戈弗雷会以我为耻，”她苦涩地想，“我要让大家知道我们结婚了！”有时她恨她的丈夫，因为他仍然英俊而且富有，可她已经不再漂亮了，而且贫困。她为自己的不幸怨他，但在心底里她知道应该怨自己酗酒。她已经习惯于把戈弗雷给她的钱用来买酒，现在她兜里就有一瓶酒，而且一路上她已经喝了几次。

已经是晚上7点了，风冷得刺骨。莫丽不知道她已经离瑞福洛很近了。她的腿开始发沉，酒精也开始使她昏昏欲睡。她想应该歇一会儿，于是就抱着孩子，躺到了雪地上。她没有注意地上是那么冷。

一会儿孩子醒了，开始哭着喊妈妈。可妈妈好像没有听见。孩子从妈妈的臂中滑落到松软的雪地上时，忽然看到白白的雪地上跳动着一点小小的亮光。出于好奇，孩子站起来想看看光是从哪儿来的。向着亮光，孩子走进了一扇开着的门，这是西拉斯·马南的小草屋。小家伙蹒跚着走进门里，走到明亮的炉火前坐下。没过几分钟，孩子暖和过来，甜甜地睡着了。

这时西拉斯在哪儿呢？他晚上有时会打开门看看外面，总觉得有一天他的金子会回来，或者什么人会给他带来关于贼的消息。今晚是新年夜，村里人告诉他今天午夜前不要睡觉，因为看着新的一年到来会给人带来好运。所以今晚他比平时更坐立不安。他几次打开门向外面看，可是在这个静静的寒冷的冬夜，他什么也看不见，什么也听不见。最后一次站到门口的时候，他又犯病了，站在那儿完全失去了知觉。门开着。

恢复知觉以后，他关上门回到炉火前，但当他的近视眼看到炉前的地板时，他好像发现了金子！金子——他的金子——奇怪地离他而去又以同样的方式奇怪地回到了他的身边！他的心剧烈地跳动起来，好一会儿他都不能移动。终于他伸手去摸那金子，可是没有摸到硬硬的金币，却摸到了软软的暖暖的鬈发。

西拉斯惊奇地跪到地上去看这神奇的东西。这是一个熟睡着的孩子。是不是在做梦？这是不是自己小时候死去的小妹妹？如果不是梦，这孩子怎么到屋里来的？想到妹妹使他想到了自己的过去，想到在日光街小教堂的事。他怀疑这孩子会不会是那他曾经信任过的上帝派来向他传递关于他过去生活的什么信息的。

这时候孩子醒了，开始哭。西拉斯把孩子抱在怀里，轻声地哄着。他想起来自己做的麦片粥，就拿出来喂孩子。孩子不再哭了，一边吃一边抬起蓝眼睛看着西拉斯的脸甜甜地笑。当她使劲想把那双湿湿的鞋子拽掉时，西拉斯想到她一定是从雪里走来的，于是就抱着孩子走向屋门。他打开门走进黑暗中时，孩子喊着妈妈向前挣去，险些从西拉斯的胳膊里跳到地上。几步之外，西拉斯看见一个半埋在雪里的年轻女人。




在红屋里，人们在尽情享受着晚会的快乐，有的人还在吃着东西，有的人在玩纸牌或者跳舞。戈弗雷在等着和南茜的下一个舞。正当他如醉如痴地远远地看着南茜的时候，眼前的景象使他一下嘴唇煞白，浑身发抖。他看到了他的孩子，在西拉斯的怀里。织布匠径直闯进了正在开舞会的大厅。

有人转过去看门口这个奇怪的人。乡绅不明白西拉斯为什么会没有得到邀请就来到晚会上，他站起来生气地问：“马南，你来干什么？”

“我来找大夫，”西拉斯着急地回答，“有个女人在我小屋旁边，我想已经死了。”

戈弗雷这时真怕那个女人没有死，如果那是他的妻子，而且死了，他就可以娶南茜了！

乡绅叫金布尔大夫的时候，女人们都围过来看这个漂亮的小女孩。

“这是谁的孩子？”有人问。

“我不知道，”戈弗雷暴躁地回答，“一个穷女人的——我想是在雪地上发现的那个。”

“你最好把这个可怜的孩子留在我们这儿，马南师傅。”金布尔太太好心地说。

“不——我不让她离开我，”西拉斯的回答出人意料，“她是来找我的，我要留下她，虽然我不知道她从哪儿来。”

“你？”金布尔太太很诧异，“你这么个单身男人！照顾一个孩子！行吗？”可这时候小家伙正靠在西拉斯身上，在信任地对着西拉斯笑。

金布尔大夫跑进大厅：“那可怜的女人在哪儿？在采石场附近吗？最好去叫一下多莉·温思罗普，我需要她的帮助。”

“我去！”戈弗雷喊。趁人们还没发现他苍白的嘴唇和颤抖的手，他想赶快离开，他需要时间仔细想想。他一溜烟跑进黑夜中。

当他和多莉到采石场的时候，大夫已经把女人移到了西拉斯的小屋。戈弗雷得在外面等着。他在外面走来走去，觉得大概过了几个小时。他知道他应当讲出关于女人和孩子的实情，可他怎么也不能让自己去做应当做的事。“她死了吗？”他的脑子里有个声音在问，“如果她死了，我就能娶南茜了，我一定要变好，不再做见不得人的事，而且我一定会好好照料孩子的，一定会。”

金布尔大夫出来的时候，戈弗雷尽可能平静地说：“我想我应当等在这儿看看……”

“噢，你不必亲自来，怎么不派别人去接多莉？我想那女人已经死了。她很瘦弱，看来很穷，却戴着个结婚戒指。明天给她下葬。”

“我得看她一眼，”戈弗雷很快地说，“我昨天在路上看见了一个抱孩子的女人，也许就是她。”说着他跑进了小屋。

床上躺着他已经不再爱的妻子。他只看了她一会儿，但终生都没有忘记她那张忧伤疲惫的脸。

织布匠是和大夫一起回来的，他坐在火炉旁，抱着孩子。小家伙醒着，她睁大了蓝眼睛盯着戈弗雷的脸看，可是根本没认出他来。这使父亲很高兴，可也有些难受，特别是当他看到那双小手在充满爱意地拉着织布匠的灰色头发的时候。

“那谁来照料这孩子呢？”戈弗雷努力掩饰自己的关心。

“我，”西拉斯坚决地说，“她妈妈死了，我想孩子也没有爸爸，她像我一样在这个世上孤苦零丁。我的钱不知到哪儿去了，而她不知从哪儿来了。这一切我都不明白，可我一定要抚养她。”

“可怜的小东西！给你些钱去给她买衣服。”戈弗雷从兜里拿出一些钱交给西拉斯。

回红屋的路上，戈弗雷异常轻松，没有人会认识他死去的妻子，他的秘密很快就要和她一起被埋掉了。现在他可以和南茜谈情说爱了，他可以向她保证做一个好丈夫。只有邓斯坦知道那段秘密婚姻，可他可能永远不会再回来了。“我没有向父亲坦白一切是多么对呀！”他想，“现在我可以让自己和南茜幸福了。可孩子呢？嗨，我是不是她父亲对她也并不重要。”

那个星期这个死去的女人被埋在了瑞福洛，小女孩留在了织布匠的小屋。大家很惊讶西拉斯决定收留这孩子，可又都很高兴他能关心孤儿。女人们更是时刻准备着向西拉斯提供抚养孩子的经验。

多莉·温思罗普每天来帮助西拉斯。“没问题，”她说，“我起得早，所以有足够的时间。我可以把阿荣的旧衣服拿来，你也就不必为孩子花很多钱。我可以给她洗澡，可以给她喂饭，可以……”

“好——吧。”西拉斯犹豫地说。他有点儿忌妒地看着多莉怀里的孩子，“你真好，可——我想自己来为她做一切！我想让她喜欢我！她是我的孩子。”

“别担心，”多莉把孩子交还给西拉斯，温柔地说，“看，她最爱的人还是你。看见了吗，她在对你笑呢！”




于是西拉斯学会了照顾这个小女孩。他管她叫埃比，这是他的小妹妹的名字。他的生活全变了。当他为金子而工作而生活的时候，他对屋外的世界，对那些偶然见到的人们毫无兴趣。现在生活的目的变了，他不得不开始看看外面的世界。他花几个小时陪埃比在地里玩儿，又愉快地重新发现了那些他曾经熟悉过的植物。他们一起去串门，去看那些喜欢见到他和他的养女的邻居们。照看这个信赖他、喜欢他的孩子使他的日日夜夜变得很充实。

戈弗雷·凯斯关注地看着小女孩一点儿一点儿长大。埃比小的时候他经常送钱给西拉斯去给埃比买东西，可他又很小心，怕别人怀疑自己是孩子的父亲。他的生活也变了。每个人都能发现他变得稳重了。他盼着能快些娶南茜。“南茜和我会再有孩子。”他高兴地想，“不过我不会忘了那另一个孩子。”


8
Eppie has grown up

It was a bright autumn Sunday, sixteen years after Silas had found Eppie in his cottage. The Raveloe church bells were ringing, and people were coming out of church after the morning service. First came the new squire, Godfrey Cass, looking a little heavier now, but with a straight back and a firm step. On his arm was his wife Nancy, still a pretty woman. Just behind them came Mr Lammeter and Priscilla. They all went into the Red House.

'You and Priscilla will stay for tea, won't you?' Nancy asked her father.

'My dear, you must ask Priscilla,' replied Mr Lammeter with a smile. 'She manages me and the farm as well.'

'Well, it's better for your health if I manage everything, father,' said Priscilla. 'Then there's nothing for you to worry about. No, Nancy dear, we must go home now. But you and I can have a walk round the garden while the servants are getting the horses ready.'

When the sisters were alone in the garden, Priscilla said, 'My dear, I'm very glad you're going to have a dairy. Making your own butter will give you something to think about all the time. You'll never be sad when you've got a dairy.' And she put her arm through her sister's.

'Dear Priscilla,' said Nancy gratefully. 'I'm only ever sad when Godfrey is. I could be happy if he could accept our life as it is. But it's more difficult for a man.'

'Men!' cried Priscilla impatiently. 'They're always wanting something new! Never happy with what they've got! I'm glad I was too ugly to get married! I'm much happier with father!'

'Oh Priscilla,' said Nancy. 'Don't be angry with Godfrey—he's a very good husband. But of course he's disappointed that we haven't had children—he wanted them so much.'

'Well, father is waiting for me—I'd better go now. Goodbye, my dear.' And the sisters kissed goodbye.

When Priscilla and her father had left, Godfrey said, 'Nancy, I think I'll just go and look at some of the fields we're draining near the old quarry.'

'You'll be back by tea-time, dear?'

'Oh yes, I'll be back in an hour.'

This was a habit of Godfrey's on Sunday afternoons. He enjoyed walking round the fields that belonged to him now. So Nancy often had a quiet hour at about this time, which she spent reading, or sometimes just thinking.

She remembered all the little things that had happened to her, especially during her marriage, in the last fifteen years. The great sadness of her married life had been the death of her only baby. Like most women, she had looked forward to becoming a mother very much. But when the baby died soon after it was born, she made herself accept the fact. She did not allow herself to think about it, or to wish for anything different. Godfrey, however, had been terribly disappointed, especially when it seemed likely that Nancy could have no more children.

Nancy's religion was extremely important to her. She firmly believed that people should accept whatever happened to them in life, because it was God who decided everything. But she understood how difficult it was for Godfrey to accept that their marriage would be childless. 'Was I right,' she wondered for the hundredth time, 'to refuse him, when he said we should adopt a child? I believe that if God hasn't given us a child, it's because God doesn't want us to have one. I'm sure I'm right. But poor Godfrey! It's worse for him than for me. I've got him, and the house, and now the dairy to think about. But although he's always good to me, I know he's unhappy—he wants children so much!'

From the first moment Godfrey had spoken of adopting a child, he had mentioned Eppie's name. She had always been the child he wanted to adopt. He had no idea that Silas would rather die than lose Eppie, and he imagined that the weaver would be glad if the child were adopted by the Cass family. 'After all, the girl will have a much better life with us,' he told himself. 'I can't be really happy if we don't have a child. And I can never tell Nancy the truth about Eppie—I'm afraid she'll hate me for it.'

While Nancy was sitting quietly in the Red House, thinking about her husband, Silas and Eppie were sitting outside their cottage near the quarry. They had been to church too, which they did every week, like the Casses and most of the villagers. Silas had started taking Eppie to church when she was very young, because Dolly Winthrop had persuaded him that every child should have some religious training. Because of Eppie, Silas was completely accepted in Raveloe now. Nobody thought he was strange anymore; in fact, he was almost a popular figure in the village.

He was older now, and could not work as hard as he used to. Recently, as he had more time to think, he had begun to remember the past, and his old friends at the Light Street chapel. He realized how his once lonely life had changed since Eppie had come to him. Now he had friends, and trusted people, and was happy. And he began to see that the God in the Raveloe church was the same God he had been so angry with, the last time he had been to the chapel. It seemed to him that there had been some mistake in his past, which had thrown a dark shadow over his early life. Perhaps now he would never know whether Mr Paston, the chapel minister, still thought he was guilty of stealing. And he would never discover why the drawing of the lots had seemed to prove his guilt. 'But there must be a God of goodness in this world,' he thought, 'because He sent Eppie to me. I must just trust, and believe that He is right.'

He had told Eppie how her mother had died in the snow, and he had given her the dead woman's wedding ring. Eppie was not at all interested in who her real father was, as she thought she had the best father in the world already. At the moment she was sitting close to Silas outside their door in the sunshine. Neither of them had spoken for a while.

'Father,' she said gently, 'if I get married, do you think I should wear my mother's ring?'

'Oh, Eppie!' said Silas, surprised. 'Are you thinking of getting married, then?'

'Well, Aaron was talking to me about it,' replied Eppie, blushing. 'You know he's nearly twenty-four now, and is earning good money, and he'd like to marry soon.'

'And who would he like to marry?' asked Silas with rather a sad smile.

'Why, me, of course, daddy!' said Eppie, laughing and kissing her father. 'He won't want to marry anyone else!'

'And you'd like to marry him, would you?' asked Silas.

'Yes, one day. I don't know when. Aaron says everyone's married some time. But I told him that's not true, because you haven't ever been married, have you, daddy?'

'No, child,' said Silas. 'I was a lonely man before you were sent to me.'

'But you'll never be lonely again, father,' said Eppie lovingly. 'That's what Aaron said. He doesn't want to take me away from you. He wants us all to live together, and he'll do all the work, and you needn't work at all, father. He'll be like a son to you.'

'Well, my child, you're young to be married,' said Silas. 'But he's a good young man. We'll ask his mother what we should do. She always gives us good advice. You see, Eppie, I'm getting older, and I'd like to think of you with a strong young husband to take care of you for the rest of your life. Yes, we'll ask Dolly Winthrop for her opinion.' 



manage v. handle, take control of. 管理。

dairy n. 牛奶厂。

drain v. to make land become dry by causing the water to run off it. 排去……的水。

childless adj. without a child. 没有孩子的。

mention v. talk about, refer to. 提到。

figure n. person. 人物。

shadow n. area of shade, or dark shape. 影子，暗影。

guilty adj. 有罪的。

lovingly adv. with love. 喜爱地，充满爱意地，深情地。

opinion n. what one thinks on a particular question. 看法，观点。


8　埃比长大了

[image: alt]

这是西拉斯在小屋发现埃比16年后的秋天的一个晴朗的礼拜日。瑞福洛教堂的钟声响了，做完晨祷的人们陆续走出教堂。走在最前面的是新的乡绅戈弗雷·凯斯，他比以前胖了一些，可是背很直，步伐也很坚定。他的太太南茜挽着他的胳膊。南茜仍然那么漂亮。在他们后面的是拉默特先生和普丽西拉。大家一起走进了红屋。

“你和普丽西拉会在这儿喝茶吧？”南茜问自己的父亲。

“亲爱的，那得问问普丽西拉，”拉默特先生笑着说，“她既管着农场，也管着我。”

“一切由我来管对你有好处，爸爸。”普丽西拉说，“这样你就不用为各种事操心了。不，亲爱的南茜，我们得回家去了。不过咱们可以趁用人备马的时候到花园里去走一走。”

姐妹两人单独在花园里的时候，普丽西拉说：“我亲爱的，我真高兴你就要有牛奶厂了。自己做奶酪，你就会整天有事可想了。有了牛奶厂，你就再不会发愁了。”她挽起妹妹的胳膊。

“亲爱的普丽西拉，”南茜感激地说，“只有戈弗雷发愁的时候我才会发愁。如果他能接受我们的生活，我会很高兴，可这对一个男人来说太难了。”

“男人！”普丽西拉不耐烦地说，“他们总想要新鲜的东西，从不会对得到的东西感到满意！我真幸运太丑了嫁不出去！我和爸爸在一起要快乐得多。”

“哦，普丽西拉，”南茜说，“你别怪戈弗雷——他是个很好的丈夫。当然他因为我们没有孩子失望——他太想要孩子了。”

“好了，爸爸在等我——我得走了。再见，亲爱的！”姐妹俩互相吻别。

普丽西拉和她父亲走后，戈弗雷说：“南茜，我想我得去看看那几片靠近采石场的正在排水的地。”

“亲爱的，你会在下午茶时间之前回来吗？”

“会，我一小时后回来。”

这是戈弗雷在礼拜日下午的习惯，他喜欢绕着那些现在属于他的土地走一走。南茜会利用这安静的一小时看看书，或是想想事。

她记得以前发生过的所有小事，尤其是结婚15年来的情形。唯一的孩子的夭折是她婚姻生活中最大的痛苦。和大部分女人一样，她渴望着做一个母亲，但她的孩子降生后不久就死了，于是她强迫自己接受了这个事实。她不许自己去想这件事，也不许自己去做其他的设想。然而戈弗雷极其失望，尤其当看到南茜很可能不能再要孩子的时候。

宗教信仰对南茜非常重要，她坚信人们应当接受命运赋予他们的一切，因为那是上帝安排的，但她知道戈弗雷是多么难以接受他们没有孩子的婚姻。“我这样对吗？”南茜第100次问自己，“拒绝按他说的去收养一个孩子？我想上帝没给我们孩子是因为他不想让我们有孩子。我想我是对的。可是可怜的戈弗雷，他比我要痛苦，我拥有了他，拥有了房子，又将有牛奶厂，他虽然对我一直很好，可我知道他并不开心——他太想要孩子了。”

戈弗雷第一次提起收养孩子的时候就讲到了埃比的名字。他一直很想收养她，没有想到西拉斯宁可死也不愿意失去埃比，只认为织布匠会为埃比被凯斯家收养而高兴。“不管怎样，小姑娘跟着我们会过得好得多。”他对自己说，“没有孩子我不会真的幸福。可我又不能说出关于埃比的实情——南茜一定会因此而恨我的。”

南茜静静地坐在家里想着她丈夫的时候，西拉斯和埃比正坐在他们采石场旁边的小屋前面。像平时一样。他们也同凯斯一家和其他村民一道做了礼拜。因为多莉劝西拉斯说每个孩子都应该接受宗教教育，所以西拉斯在埃比很小的时候就开始带她去教堂。由于埃比的原因，西拉斯现在完完全全被瑞福洛的人们所接受了。没人再认为他奇怪，实际上，他几乎成了瑞福洛村里一个很受欢迎的人。

西拉斯年龄大了，不能像原来那样拼命干活了。最近，因为有了更多的思考时间，他开始回忆过去，回忆日光街小教堂的老朋友们。他意识到了自己一度寂寞的生活是怎么因为埃比而改变的。他现在有朋友，信任别人而且幸福。他开始觉得瑞福洛的这个上帝和最后一次去日光街小教堂时他曾气恼过的那个上帝是同一个上帝。他认为自己可能前世做过什么错事，给自己的前半生罩上了一层阴影。可能他永远无法知道小教堂的牧师帕斯通先生是不是仍认为他犯了偷窃罪，他也永远无法发现为什么抽签会证明他有罪。“但这世上一定有一个好的上帝，”他想，“因为他把埃比送给了我。我必须相信他是对的。”

他对埃比讲了她母亲是怎么死在雪地上的，并把她妈妈的结婚戒指给了她。埃比一点儿也不关心她的亲生父亲是谁，因为她觉得自己已经有了一个世界上最好的爸爸。这会儿她正紧挨着西拉斯坐在门外晒太阳。两人都沉默了一会儿。

“爸爸，”埃比轻声说，“如果我结婚，我要不要戴妈妈的戒指？”

“什么，埃比，”西拉斯吓了一跳，“你想结婚了吗？”

“阿荣对我谈起了，”埃比的脸红了，“你知道他都快二十四岁了，而且也挣钱了，他想早点儿结婚。”

“他想娶谁？”西拉斯笑得很悲伤。

“当然是我了，爸爸！”埃比笑着吻了她的父亲，“他除了我谁也不娶。”

“你想嫁给他，是吗？”西拉斯问。

“是的，有一天会的。我也不知道会是哪一天。阿荣说人总要结婚，我说那可不一定，你就没结过婚，对吧，爸爸？”

“是的，孩子，”西拉斯说，“在你来到我身边之前，我一直是一个孤独的人。”

“不过你不会再孤独了，爸爸，”埃比深情地说，“阿荣也这么说，他不想把我从你身边夺走，他想我们大家生活在一起，他干所有的活儿，你不用再工作了，他会像儿子那样孝敬你。”

“可是，我的孩子，你太小了还不该结婚，”西拉斯说，“可他确实是个好小伙子。咱们问问他妈妈，看看该怎么做。她总能帮我们。你看，埃比，我老了，我也希望你有个年轻强壮的丈夫来照顾你以后的生活。好吧，我们去问问多莉·温思罗普的意见。”


9
Godfrey confesses at last

At the Red House Nancy was waiting patiently for Godfrey to come home to tea. Suddenly one of the servants ran into the sitting-room, crying excitedly, 'Madam, there are lots of people in the street! They're all running the same way, towards the quarry! Perhaps there's been an accident!'

'Jane, don't get so excited,' replied Nancy calmly. 'I expect it's nothing serious. Go and get the tea ready. Mr Godfrey will be back soon.' But secretly she was saying to herself, 'I hope nothing's happened to Godfrey!'

So when he came into the room, a few minutes later, she was very relieved. 'My dear, I'm so thankful you've come,' she said, going towards him. 'I was beginning to think—'

She stopped suddenly when she saw Godfrey's shaking hands and white face. She put her hand on his arm, but he did not seem to notice, and threw himself into a chair.

'Sit down—Nancy,' he said with difficulty. 'I came back as soon as I could, to prevent anyone telling you except me. It's terrible news for me, but I'm more worried about how you will feel about it.'

'It isn't father or Priscilla?' said Nancy, trying to control her trembling lips.

'No, it's nobody living,' said Godfrey. 'It's Dunstan, my brother, who left home sixteen years ago and never came back. We've found him... found his body—all that's left of it—in the old quarry.'

Nancy felt calmer now. That was not terrible news.

'You know the men have been draining our fields near the quarry. Well, as a result, the quarry has suddenly gone dry, and we've found him lying at the bottom. We know it's him because he's wearing his watch and his rings.'

Godfrey paused. It was not easy to say what came next.

'Do you think he drowned himself?' asked Nancy, wondering why her husband was so shaken by the death of a brother he had never loved.

'No, he fell in,' replied Godfrey in a low voice. 'Dunstan was the man who robbed Silas Marner. The bags of gold were found with his body.'

'Oh Godfrey! I am sorry!' said Nancy. She understood how ashamed her husband must be. The Casses were so proud of their family name.

'I had to tell you. I couldn't keep it from you,' Godfrey continued, and then stopped, looking at the ground for two long minutes. Nancy knew that he had something more to say. Finally Godfrey lifted his eyes to her face, and said, 'Everybody's secrets are discovered sooner or later, Nancy. I've lived with a secret ever since I married you, but I'm going to confess it now. I don't want you to discover it from someone else, or hear about it when I'm dead. I was weak and hesitating when I was younger—I'm going to be firm with myself now.'

Nancy could not speak. She stared at her husband in horror. What secret could he possibly have from her?

'Nancy,' said Godfrey slowly, 'when I married you, I hid something from you—I was wrong not to tell you. That woman Silas Marner found dead in the snow—Eppie's mother—that poor woman—was my wife. Eppie is my child.'

He paused, looking worriedly at Nancy. But she sat quite still, although her face looked rather white.

'Perhaps you won't be able to love me anymore,' he said, his voice trembling a little.

She was silent.

'I was wrong, I know I was wrong to marry Molly and then to keep it a secret. But I loved you, Nancy, I only ever wanted to marry you.'

Still Nancy was silent, looking down at her hands. And Godfrey almost expected her to get up and say she would leave him and go to live with her father and sister. She was so religious, and so firm in her ideas of right and wrong!

But at last she lifted her eyes to his and spoke. She did not sound angry, but only sad. 'Oh Godfrey, why didn't you tell me this long ago? I didn't know Eppie was yours and so I refused to adopt her. Of course I'd accept your child into our home! But—oh, Godfrey—how sad to think we've spent all these years with no children! Why didn't you confess the truth before we married? We could be so happy now, with a beautiful daughter, who would love me as her mother!' Tears were running down Nancy's face.

'But Nancy,' cried Godfrey, bitterly angry with himself, 'I couldn't tell you everything! I was in danger of losing you if I told you the truth!'

'I don't know about that, Godfrey. I certainly never wanted to marry anyone else. But it wasn't worth doing wrong just so that you could marry me. And our marriage hasn't been as happy for you as you thought it would be.' There was a sad smile on Nancy's face as she said the last words.

'Can you ever forgive me for what I've done, Nancy?'

'You have only hurt me a little, Godfrey, and you've been a good husband to me for fifteen years. But it's the other woman who you've hurt the most, and I don't see how you can put that right.'

'But we can take Eppie into our home now,' said Godfrey.

'It'll be different now that she's grown up,' said Nancy, shaking her head sadly. 'It'll be more difficult for her to get used to us. But it's our duty to take care of your child, and I'll ask God to make her love me.'

'Then we'll go to the weaver's cottage tonight,' said Godfrey, 'and talk to Marner and Eppie about it.'



sitting-room n. 起居室，客厅。

accident n. event unexpected. 事故，突发事件。

bottom n. lowest part of anything. 底部。

sooner or later 早晚。

religious adj. pious, believing in religion. 虔诚的。

forgive v. to say or show that you are not angry with sb. 饶恕。


9　戈弗雷终于坦白了
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红屋里，南茜正在耐心地等着戈弗雷回家喝茶，突然一个用人闯进客厅，激动地喊：“夫人，街上有好多人！大家全都在向采石场跑！可能出什么事儿了！”

“简，别那么激动，”南茜平静地说，“我想不会有什么重要的事。去拿茶来，戈弗雷先生快回来了。”可她心里对自己说，“千万别是戈弗雷有什么事儿！”

几分钟后，当戈弗雷进屋时，她长出了一口气。“亲爱的，谢天谢地，你回来了！”她走上前，“我开始在想……”

她猛地停了下来。她看到戈弗雷双手发抖，脸色惨白。南茜把手放在他臂上，可他好像没感觉。他跌坐在一把椅子上。

“坐下——南茜，”他艰难地说，“我尽可能快地赶回来，我真怕别人来告诉你。这对我是个可怕的消息，可我更担心你会怎么想。”

“是爸爸或普丽西拉吗？”南茜努力克制着嘴唇的抖动。

“不，不关活人的事儿，”戈弗雷说，“是我弟弟邓斯坦，他从16年前离家后一直没有回来。我们找到他了……找到了他的尸体——所有剩下的部分——在采石场里。”

南茜平静多了，这并不是太可怕的消息。

“你知道我让人给我们采石场边上那几块地排水，结果采石场一下子被排干了，我们在坑底发现了他的尸体。我们从手表和戒指认出那是他。”

戈弗雷停了下来。要说出后面的事儿很不容易。

“他是自杀吗？”南茜不明白丈夫为什么会对那个他从来没喜欢过的弟弟的死这样难过。

“不，他是失足掉下去的，”戈弗雷低声说，“邓斯坦是那个偷西拉斯钱的人，从他身上找到了钱袋子。”

“噢，戈弗雷！我太难过了！”她知道丈夫一定感到非常耻辱。凯斯家族的荣誉是至高无尚的。

“我得告诉你，我不能向你隐瞒。”戈弗雷停下来，眼睛盯着地板看了两分钟。南茜知道他还有话要说。终于戈弗雷抬起了眼看着南茜的脸，说：“每个人的秘密早晚都会被发现，南茜。我们结婚以后我一直隐藏着一个秘密，现在我要把它向你坦白。我不想让你从别人那里发现它，或是在我死了以后再听到它。年轻的时候我脆弱而且优柔寡断——现在我要坚强起来。”

南茜害怕地看着丈夫，什么也说不出。他会隐瞒了什么呢？

“南茜，”戈弗雷慢慢地说，“娶你的时候，我隐瞒了些东西——我很不应该不告诉你。那个被西拉斯发现死在雪地上的可怜女人——埃比的妈妈——是我的妻子。埃比是我的孩子。”

他停下来，担心地看着南茜，可她仍然静静地坐着，只是脸更白了。

“你也许不会再爱我了。”他的声音有些发抖。

她沉默着。

“我错了，我知道我不该娶了莫丽而又不说出来。可我爱你，南茜，我只想娶你。”

南茜看着自己的手，仍然沉默着。戈弗雷想她一定会站起来说她要离开他，去和父亲和姐姐生活在一起。她是那么的虔诚，那么的是非分明！

但最后南茜抬眼看着戈弗雷，声音悲伤，但并不愤怒：“戈弗雷，你怎么能那么长时间不告诉我呢？我不知道埃比是你的女儿，所以不同意领养她。我当然应当接纳你的孩子来我们的家。哦，戈弗雷——这么多年没有孩子是多不容易呀！为什么结婚前你不告诉我实情？那样我们多快活，会有一个漂亮的女儿，她会像爱她的妈妈那样爱我！”泪水顺着南茜的脸颊流了下来。

“可是南茜，”戈弗雷对自己很气恼，“我不能告诉你这些！我怕说了实话我就会失去你！”

“我也不知道，戈弗雷，我从没想过要嫁给别人，可你不值得为娶我而做错事，而且我们的婚姻也不像你想的那么幸福。”说到最后南茜苦笑了一下。

“你能宽恕我所做的吗，南茜？”

“你对我的伤害并不严重，况且你已经做了15年的好丈夫。可你对另一个女人的伤害最重，我不知道你能怎么去弥补。”

“我们可以去把埃比接到家里来。”戈弗雷说。

“这并不那么容易，因为她已经长大了，”南茜悲哀地摇着头，“接受我们对她更难。可我们有义务去照料你的孩子，我会求上帝让她爱我。”

“那我们今晚就去织布匠的家，”戈弗雷说，“去对西拉斯和埃比说。”


10
Eppie has to decide

That evening Silas was resting in his chair near the fire, after the excitement of the day. Eppie was sitting close to him, holding both his hands, and on the table was Silas's lost gold. He had put the coins in piles, as he used to.

'You see, that's all I ever did in the long evenings before you came to me,' he was telling Eppie, 'just count my gold. I was only half alive in those days. What a good thing the money was taken away from me! I was killing myself with working all day, and counting money half the night. It wasn't a healthy life. And when you came, with your yellow curls, I thought you were the gold. And then, when I began to love you, I didn't want my gold any more.' He stopped talking for a moment and looked at the money. 'The gold doesn't mean anything to me now. But perhaps, if I ever lost you, Eppie, if you ever went away from me, I'd need my gold again. I'd feel lonely then, and I'd think God had forgotten me, and perhaps I'd go back to my bad old habits.'

There were tears in Eppie's beautiful eyes, but she did not have time to answer Silas, as just then there was a knock on the door. When she opened it, Mr and Mrs Godfrey Cass came in.

'Good evening, my dear,' said Nancy, taking Eppie's hand gently. 'We're sorry to come so late.'

'Well, Marner,' said Godfrey, as he and Nancy sat down, 'I'm glad you've got your money back, and I'm very sorry it was one of my family who stole it from you. Whatever I can do for you, I will, to repay what I owe you—and I owe you a lot, Marner.'

Silas was always uncomfortable with important people like the young Squire. 'You don't owe me anything, sir. You've already been very kind to me. And that money on the table is more than most working people can save in their whole life. Eppie and I don't need very much.'

Godfrey was impatient to explain why they had come. 'Yes, you've done well these last sixteen years, Marner, taking care of Eppie here. She looks pretty and healthy, but not very strong. Don't you think she should be a lady, not a working woman? Now Mrs Cass and I, you know, have no children, and we'd like to adopt a daughter to live with us in our beautiful home and enjoy all the good things we're used to. In fact, we'd like to have Eppie. I'm sure you'd be glad to see her become a lady, and of course we'd make sure you have everything you need. And Eppie will come to see you very often, I expect.'

Godfrey did not find it easy to say what he felt, and as a result his words were not chosen sensitively. Silas was hurt, and afraid. His whole body trembled as he said quietly to Eppie after a moment, 'I won't stand in your way, my child. Thank Mr and Mrs Cass. It's very kind of them.'

Eppie stepped forward. She was blushing, but held her head high. 'Thank you, sir and madam. But I can't leave my father. And I don't want to be a lady, thank you.' She went back to Silas's chair, and put an arm round his neck, brushing the tears from her eyes.

Godfrey was extremely annoyed. He wanted to do what he thought was his duty. And adopting Eppie would make him feel much less guilty about his past. 'But, Eppie, you must agree,' he cried. ' You are my daughter! Marner, Eppie's my own child. Her mother was my wife.'

Eppie's face went white. Silas, who had been relieved by hearing Eppie's answer to Godfrey, now felt angry. 'Then, sir,' he answered bitterly, 'why didn't you confess this sixteen years ago, before I began to love her? Why do you come to take her away now, when it's like taking the heart out of my body? God gave her to me because you turned your back on her! And He considers her mine!'

'I know I was wrong, and I'm sorry,' said Godfrey. 'But be sensible, Marner! She'll be very near you and will often come to see you. She'll feel just the same towards you.'

'Just the same?' said Silas more bitterly than ever. 'How can she feel the same? We're used to spending all our time together! We need each other!'

Godfrey thought the weaver was being very selfish. 'I think, Marner,' he said firmly, 'that you should consider what's best for Eppie. You shouldn't stand in her way, when she could have a better life. I'm sorry, but I think it's my duty to take care of my own daughter.'

Silas was silent for a moment. He was worried that perhaps Godfrey was right, and that it was selfish of him to keep Eppie. At last he made himself bring out the difficult words. 'All right. I'll say no more. Speak to the child. I won't prevent her from going.'

Godfrey and Nancy were relieved to hear this, and thought that Eppie would now agree. 'Eppie, my dear,' said Godfrey. 'althought I haven't been a good father to you so far, I want to do my best for you now. And my wife will be the best of mothers to you.'

'I've always wanted a daughter, my dear,' added Nancy in her gentle voice.

But Eppie did not come forward this time. She stood by Silas's side, holding his hand in hers, and spoke almost coldly. 'Thank you, sir and madam, for your kind offer. But I wouldn't be happy if I left father. He'd have nobody if I weren't here. Nobody shall ever come between him and me!'

'But you must make sure, Eppie,' said Silas worriedly, 'that you won't be sorry, if you decide to stay with poor people. You could have a much better life at the Red House.'

'I'll never be sorry, father,' said Eppie firmly. 'I don't want to be rich, if I can't live with the people I know and love.'

Nancy thought she could help to persuade Eppie. 'What you say is natural, my dear child,' she said kindly. 'But there's a duty you owe to your lawful father. If he opens his home to you, you shouldn't turn your back on him.'

'But I can't think of any home except this one!' cried Eppie, tears running down her face. 'I've only ever known one father! And I've promised to marry a working man, who'll live with us, and help me take care of father!'

Godfrey looked at Nancy. 'Let's go,' he said to her bitterly, in a low voice.

'We won't talk of this any more,' said Nancy, getting up. 'We just want the best for you, Eppie my dear, and you too, Marner. Good night.'

Nancy and Godfrey left the cottage and walked home in the moonlight. When they reached home, Godfrey dropped into a chair. Nancy stood near him, waiting for him to speak. After a few moments he looked up at her, and took her hand.

'That's ended!' he said sadly.

She kissed him and then said, 'Yes, I'm afraid we can't hope to adopt her, if she doesn't want to come to us.'

'No,' said Godfrey, 'it's too late now. I made mistakes in the past, and I can't put them right. I wanted to be childless once, Nancy, and now I'll always be childless.'

He thought for a moment, and then spoke in a softer voice. 'But I got you, Nancy, and yet I've been wanting something different all the time. Perhaps from now on I'll be able to accept our life better, and we'll be happier.'

The following spring, there was a wedding in Raveloe. The sun shone warmly as Eppie walked through the village towards the church, with Silas, Aaron and Dolly. Eppie was wearing the beautiful white wedding dress she had always dreamed of, which Nancy Cass had bought for her. She was walking arm in arm with her father, Silas.

'I promise nothing will change when I'm married, father,' she whispered to him as they entered the church. 'You know I'll never leave you.'

There was quite a crowd of villagers outside the church to see the wedding. Just then Miss Priscilla Lammeter and her father drove into the village.

'Look, father!' cried Priscilla. 'How lucky! We're in time to see the weaver's daughter getting married! Doesn't she look lovely? I'm sorry Nancy couldn't find a pretty little orphan girl like that to take care of.'

'Yes, my dear,' agreed Mr Lammeter. 'Now that we're all getting older, it would be good to have a young one in the family. Unfortunately, it's too late now.'

They went into the Red House, where Nancy was waiting for them. They had come to spend the day with her, because Godfrey was away on business and she would perhaps be lonely without him. The Casses were not going to Eppie's wedding.

When the little wedding group came out of the church, the villagers and Silas's family all went to the Rainbow. There a wonderful wedding lunch was waiting for them, which had been ordered and paid for by Godfrey Cass.

'It's very generous of the young Squire to pay for all this,' said the landlord as he refilled the beer glasses.

'Well, what would you expect?' replied old Mr Macey sharply. 'Remember, it was his own brother who stole the weaver's gold! And Mr Godfrey has always helped Master Marner, with furniture and clothes and so on, since young Eppie came to the cottage. Well, it's only right to help a man like Master Marner. And I'd like you all to remember—I was the first to tell you I thought Master Marner was harmless—and I was right! Now let's drink to the health of the happy young couple!' And the villagers lifted their glasses and cried, 'To Eppie and Aaron!'

When the meal was over and the guests had begun to return to their homes, Silas, Eppie and her new husband walked slowly back to their cottage by the quarry. It had been enlarged by Godfrey Cass's workmen, and was looking lovely in the late afternoon sunshine.

'Oh father,' said Eppie. 'What a pretty home ours is! I think nobody could be happier than we are!'



excitement n. 忙乱，忙碌。

annoy v. make rather angry. 使烦恼，使生气。

selfish adj. thinking chiefly of one's personal interest. 自私的。

duty n. 责任。

natural adj. normal. 自然的，正常的。

lawful adj. recognized by law, legal. 合法的，法定的。

drop into fell into 跌入，落入。

wedding n. a ceremony through which a man and a woman become husband and wife. 婚礼。

a crowd of a group of (people) 一群(人)。

generous adj. noble-minded, willing to give. 慷慨的，大方的。

refill v. fill again. 重新倒满，重新装满。

enlarge v. make larger. 扩大。


10　埃比需要做出选择
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晚上，一天的忙碌过后，西拉斯坐在炉火旁的椅子上休息，埃比拉着他的手坐在他旁边，西拉斯丢的金子放在桌子上。他像从前一样把金币码成一摞一摞的。

“你看，你来之前，我每天晚上就是这样做的，”他给埃比讲，“只是数我的金子。那时我只有半条生命。金子被偷走对我来说真是件好事！那时我在用整天工作，整晚上数钱的方法自杀。那是不健康的生活。你来的时候，因为你的金黄的头发，我把你当成了金子。后来，当我开始爱你，我就不再想什么金子了。”他停了一会儿，看着金子，“现在金子对我毫无意义了，可是一旦失去你，埃比，或是你离我而去，我会重新需要金子。那时我会感到孤独，我会觉得自己被上帝抛弃了，可能我会回到以前的样子。”

埃比美丽的眼睛里充满了泪水，可她还没来得及回答西拉斯就响起了敲门声。她打开门，戈弗雷·凯斯先生和太太进到屋里来。

“晚上好，亲爱的，”南茜轻轻拉着埃比的手，“抱歉我们这么晚来。”

“你好，马南，”戈弗雷一边说，一边和南茜坐下来，“恭喜你找回你的钱。我很惭愧是我们家里的人偷了你的钱。我会尽一切力量去补偿你，马南，我欠你太多了。”

西拉斯一向不擅于和像年轻的乡绅这样重要的人物相处。“你不欠我什么，先生，你一直对我很好，桌上的钱已经比好多人一辈子攒的钱都多了，我和埃比并不需要很多东西。”

戈弗雷急着向西拉斯解释今天的来意。“是的，马南，你这16年来对埃比照顾得非常好，她又漂亮又健康，只是不太强壮。你难道不觉得她应该成为一个淑女，而不是个整天干活的人吗？你知道凯斯太太和我没有孩子，我们想收养个女儿，让她和我们生活在一起，住漂亮的房子，享受所有的好东西。实际上我们想收养埃比，我想你会乐意看到埃比成为一位淑女，而且我保证给你你想要的一切，我想埃比也会经常回来看你的。”

戈弗雷一时不知用什么词语才能表达自己的感受，结果他用词很不慎重。西拉斯既气愤又害怕，过了一会儿，他全身颤抖着对埃比轻声说：“我不会挡你的路，我的孩子。谢谢凯斯先生和太太，他们的心地很好。”

埃比走上前。她的脸很红，可还是努力高昂着头。“谢谢你们，先生、太太，可我不能离开我的爸爸，而且我也不想做什么淑女。谢谢你们。”她说完走回到西拉斯的椅子旁，一只胳膊搂着西拉斯的脖子，拂去眼里的泪水。

戈弗雷被彻底搞烦了，他想履行他心目中自己的责任，而且收养埃比会减轻一些他对过去的负罪感。“可你必须同意，埃比，”他嚷了起来，“你是我的女儿！马南，她是我的孩子，她妈妈是我的妻子。”

埃比的脸变得惨白，刚刚为埃比的回答感到欣慰的西拉斯此时愤怒了。“那么先生，”他痛苦地说，“你为什么不在16年前，在我还没有开始爱她的时候承认？为什么你现在要来把她带走，像挖走我的心一样？上帝把她给了我，是因为你不要她！上帝认为她是我的！”

“我知道我错了，我很抱歉，”戈弗雷说，“可你理智点儿，马南，她会离你很近，而且会常来看你，她对你的感情也会和以前一样。”

“一样？”西拉斯更痛苦了，“怎么会和以前一样？我们所有的时间都在一起，习惯了！我们不能分开！”

戈弗雷认为织布匠太自私了。“我认为，马南，”他坚决地说，“你得想想怎么样对埃比最好。你不应该妨碍她去过更好的生活。我很抱歉，可我想照顾我自己的女儿是我的责任。”

西拉斯沉默了一会儿，他也担心或许戈弗雷是对的，自己留下埃比是不是太自私了。终于他艰难地说：“好吧，我不再说了，你对孩子说吧。她要走，我不会拦着。”

听到这些，戈弗雷和南茜舒了一口气，他们想这回埃比该同意了。“亲爱的埃比，”戈弗雷说，“我虽然以前没有做个好父亲，可我今后会尽所有努力对你好，我的妻子也会成为你最好的母亲。”

“我一直想要一个女儿，亲爱的。”南茜轻声说。

这回埃比没有走上前。她站在西拉斯的旁边，拉着他的手，冷冷地说：“谢谢你们的好意，先生太太，可我离开爸爸就不会再感到幸福。我不在这儿，他就谁也没有了。没有人能把我们分开。”

“但你必须肯定，埃比，”西拉斯担心地说，“你留下和穷人在一起不会后悔。到红屋你会过得好得多。”

“我永远也不后悔，爸爸，”埃比坚决地说，“如果不能和我了解的、我爱的人在一起，我不会渴望富有。”

南茜想自己应当帮着劝劝埃比。“你说得很自然，我的孩子。”她慈爱地说，“可你对你的生父也有义务。他把家门为你打开，你不该不理睬他。”

“可我除这儿之外没有别的家。”埃比泪流满面，“我只知道一个爸爸，而且我已经决定要嫁给一个普通人，他会和我们生活在一起，和我一起照料爸爸。”

戈弗雷看着南茜。“我们走吧！”他低声说，声音很苦涩。

“我们不会再提这件事，”南茜站起身，“我们只希望你们好，亲爱的埃比，还有你，马南。晚安！”

南茜和戈弗雷离开小屋，踏着月色回到家。一进家门，戈弗雷就跌坐在椅子里，南茜站在他旁边，等着他开口。过了一会儿，他抬起头，拉着她的手。

“全完了！”他伤心地说。

她吻了吻他，然后说：“是的，我想她不想和我们走，我们就不可能收养她了。”

“现在太晚了，”戈弗雷说，“我过去做了错事，现在已经不可能弥补了。我曾希望没有孩子，南茜，但现在，我将永远没有孩子了。”

想了一会儿，戈弗雷用更轻柔的声音说：“可我得到了你，南茜，但我总想要更新鲜的东西。也许从现在起，我更能够接受我们的生活，我们会更快活。”

第二年春天，一场婚礼在瑞福洛举行。与西拉斯、阿荣和多莉一起，埃比在暖融融的阳光里穿过村子走向教堂。埃比穿着南茜·凯斯为她买来的、她一直梦想能穿的美丽洁白的婚纱，她的爸爸西拉斯挽着她的胳膊。

“我保证结婚后什么都不会变，爸爸，”进教堂时她对西拉斯耳语，“我永远不会离开你。”

教堂外面很多人来参加婚礼，这时拉默特先生和普丽西拉正乘车走进村子。

“看，父亲！”普丽西拉叫着，“多幸运！我们正赶上织布匠女儿的婚礼！她真可爱！可惜南茜没有收养到一个这样可爱的小孤女。”

“是的，亲爱的。”拉默特应和道，“我们都老了，家里是应该有个小家伙。可惜现在太晚了。”

到红屋时，南茜正在等他们。他们来就是为了陪她。因为戈弗雷外出办事了，南茜也许会很寂寞。凯斯家的人没有参加埃比的婚礼。

仪式进行完，西拉斯一家人和村民们都从教堂出来走进了小酒馆。戈弗雷·凯斯在这里为他们订下了一桌丰盛的酒席。

“乡绅真大方，花钱办这酒席。”酒馆主人边添啤酒边说。

“你以为呢？”麦西先生尖刻地说，“记住，是他弟弟偷了人家织布匠的金子！而且自从埃比到了小屋，戈弗雷先生经常帮助马南师傅，给他衣服、家具什么的。帮助一个像马南师傅这样的人是对的。我想你们都应当记得是我最先说马南师傅不是坏人的——我是对的！现在让我们为新人的健康干杯！”村民们都举起杯喊：“为埃比和阿荣干杯！”

当酒席结束，客人们已开始回家的时候，西拉斯与埃比和她的新婚丈夫一起慢慢走回他们在采石场边上的小屋。小屋已经被戈弗雷·凯斯的工人们扩大了，在下午的阳光下显得格外可爱。

“哦，爸爸，”埃比说，“我们的家多么可爱呀！我想我们是世界上最幸福的人！”


Exercises

A Checking your understanding

Chapters 1—2 Write answers to these questions.

1 Why were the Raveloe villagers afraid of Silas Marner?

2 Where had Silas come from?

3 Why did Silas have to leave the chapel and his friends there?

4 Who do you think stole the money which Silas was accused of taking?

5 What was Godfrey's secret?

6 Why did Dunstan ride Godfrey's horse to the hunt?

7 Why was Silas's door unlocked when Dunstan visited his cottage?

Chapters 3—4 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F) ?

1 Silas kept his gold locked in a cupboard.

2 He suspected Jem Rodney the poacher of stealing his gold.

3 The villagers also suspected the poacher.

4 When Dunstan did not come home after the hunt, his family was very worried.

5 Godfrey did not tell the Squire the whole truth.

6 The Squire did not want Godfrey to marry Nancy Lammeter.

Chapters 5—7 How much can you remember? Check your answers.

1 Which villagers came to visit Silas and cheer him up?

2 What was the best party of the year in Raveloe?

3 Who did Godfrey ask for the first dance?

4 What did Silas feel when he reached out his hand to his 'gold'?

5 How many people knew the name of the dead woman in the snow?

6 What name did Silas give the child, and why?

Chapters 8—10 Find answers to these questions in the text.

1 What was the great sadness of Nancy's married life?

2 What did Eppie tell Silas when they were sitting outside the cottage?

3 What was found in the quarry?

4 Why did Godfrey finally confess his secret to Nancy?

5 Why didn't Eppie want the Casses to adopt her?

B Working with language

1 Complete these sentences with information from the story.

1 Every night Silas counted his gold coins because...

2 The Squire was very angry when...

3 Dolly wanted Silas to go to church on Christmas Day but...

4 Godfrey could not marry Nancy unless...

5 Silas's life changed completely after...

2 Put this summary into the right order and then make four sentences. Check your answers in Chapter 2.

1 and sold him to a neighbour for a good price

2 as Dunstan was walking home after the accident

3 Dunstan rode Godfrey's horse Wildfire to the hunt

4 so he decided to search for Silas's gold

5 then he joined the other riders in the fields

6 he went in and saw that Silas was not at home

7 he saw the light from Silas's cottage through the mist

8 but poor Wildfire fell at a gate and broke his back

C Activities

1 You are a newspaper reporter. Write a report to describe how Dunstan Cass's body was found in the quarry, with the two bags of gold.

2 Imagine that Silas Marner decides to return to the town where he used to live. He visits the chapel minister, to discover if Mr Paston still thinks he was guilty of stealing the money thirty years ago. Write the conversation they have.

3 'I don't want to be rich, if I can't live with the people I know and love.' Do you agree with Eppie? Or do you think she would have a better life with the Casses at the Red House? Write a paragraph, saying what you would do in her situation.
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简　介

你是否想过变成另外一个人？是否曾看着你所认识的某个人想：“他想干什么就干什么，怎么我就不行？”你是否想到变成另外一个人，就算只有一天，你也可以随心所欲了，想干什么就干什么？没人会为此指责你的，因为没人知道那个人就是你——本来么，那已经不是你了。要是变成了另一个人该多么刺激啊！一天，偶尔一下也可以，就是别太久了，否则要是总变成别的人，也许真会成了别人，再难变回自己了。

这些想法对有的人来说是很危险的，尤其对杰基尔博士就是这样，因为他是个聪明绝顶的科学家，他找到了一种方法，把幻想变成了现实。
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1
The mysterious door

Mr Utterson the lawyer was a quiet, serious man. He was shy with strangers and afraid of showing his feelings. Among friends, however, his eyes shone with kindness and goodness. And, although this goodness never found its way into his conversation, it showed itself in his way of life. He didn't allow himself many enjoyable things in life. He ate and drank simply and, although he enjoyed the theatre, he had not been to a play for twenty years. However, he was gentler towards other men's weaknesses, and was always ready to help rather than blame them. As a lawyer, he was often the last good person that evil-doers met on their way to prison, or worse. These people often carried with them memories of his politeness and fairness.

Mr Utterson's best friend was a distant cousin called Richard Enfield, who was well known as a fun-loving 'man about town'. Nobody could understand why they were friends, as they were different from each other in every way. They often took long walks together, however, marching through the streets of London in companionable silence.

One of these walks used to take them down a narrow side-street in a busy part of London. It was a clean, busy, friendly street with bright little shops and shiny doorknockers. Near the end of this street, however, stood a dark, mysterious, windowless building. The door had neither bell nor knocker and looked dusty and uncared for. Dirty children played fearlessly on the doorstep, and nobody ever opened the door to drive them away.

One day, as Mr Enfield and his friend passed the building, Mr Enfield pointed to it.

'Have you ever noticed that place?' he asked. 'It reminds me of a very strange story.'

'Really?' said Mr Utterson. 'Tell me.'

'Well,' began Enfield, 'I was coming home about three o'clock on a black winter morning, when suddenly I saw two people. The first was a short man who was walking along the street, and the second was a little girl who was running as fast as she could. Well, the two bumped into each other and the child fell down. Then a terrible thing happened. The man calmly walked all over the child's body with his heavy boots, and left her screaming on the ground. It was an inhuman thing to do. I ran after the man, caught him and fetched him back. There was already a small crowd around the screaming child. The man was perfectly cool, but he gave me a very evil look, which made me feel sick in my stomach. The child's family then arrived, and also a doctor. The child had been sent to fetch the doctor for a sick neighbour, and was on her way home again.

'"The child is more frightened than hurt," said the doctor—and that, you would think, was the end of the story. But, you see, I had taken a violent dislike to the short man. So had the child's family—that was only natural. But the doctor, who seemed a quiet, kindly man, was also looking at our prisoner with murder in his eyes.

'The doctor and I understood each other perfectly. Together we shouted at the man, and told him we would tell this story all over London so that his name would be hated.

'He looked back at us with a proud, black look. "Name your price," he said.

'We made him agree to a hundred pounds for the child's family. With another black look, the man led us to that door over there. He took out a key and let himself into the building. Presently he came out and handed us ten pounds in gold and a cheque for ninety pounds from Coutts's Bank. The name on the cheque was a well-known one.

'"See here," said the doctor doubtfully, "it isn't usual for a man to walk into an empty house at four in the morning and come out with another man's cheque for nearly a hundred pounds."

'"Don't worry," said the man with an ugly look, "I'll stay with you until the banks open, and change the cheque myself."

'So we all went off, the doctor and the prisoner and myself, and spent the rest of the night at my house. In the morning we went together to the bank. Sure enough, the cheque was good, and the money was passed to the child's family.'

'Well, well,' said Mr Utterson.

'Yes,' said Enfield, 'it's a strange story. My prisoner was clearly a hard, cruel man. But the man whose name was on the cheque was well known all over London for his kind and generous acts. Why would a man like that give his cheque to a criminal?'

'And you don't know if the writer of the cheque lives in that building?' asked Mr Utterson.

'I don't like to ask,' said his friend. 'In my experience, it's not a good idea to ask too many questions, in case the answers are ugly, violent ones. But I've studied the place a little. It doesn't seem like a house. There's no other door, and the only person who uses that door is the man I've just described to you. There are three windows on the side of the house, which look down onto a small courtyard. The windows are shut, but they're always clean. There's a chimney too, which is usually smoking. So somebody must live there.'

The two men continued on their walk. Then Utterson broke the silence.

'Enfield,' he said, 'you're right about not asking too many questions. However, I want to ask the name of the man who walked over the child.'

'Very well,' said Enfield. 'He told us his name was Hyde.'

'What does he look like?'

'He's not easy to describe, although I remember him perfectly. He's a strange-looking man. He's short, but has a strong, heavy body. There's something wrong with his appearance, something ugly and unpleasing—no, something hateful. I disliked him at once.'

Mr Utterson thought deeply. 'Are you sure he used a key?' he asked.

'What do you mean?' asked Enfield in surprise.

'I know it must seem strange,' said his friend. 'But you see, if I don't ask you the name on the cheque, it's because I know it already...'

'Well, why didn't you tell me?' said his friend rather crossly. 'Anyway, he did have a key, and he still has it. I saw him use it only a week ago.'

Mr Utterson looked at him thoughtfully, but said nothing more.



weakness n. fault or defect of character. 缺点；弱点。

evil adj. wicked, sinful, bad, harmful. 邪恶的。

memory n. sth. that you remember. 记忆；回忆。

distant cousin a relative who does not have close blood relationship, far off in family relationship. 远房表亲。

'man about town' one who spends much time in society, in clubs, at parties etc. 交际场里的老手；爱热闹的人。

companionable adj. friendly, sociable. 友好的。

side-street minor street branching off a main street. 不是主要干道，小路，小街。

mysterious adj. difficult to understand. 神秘的；诡秘的。

uncared for not looked after, neglected. 没人理睬。

fearlessly adv. without fear. 毫不畏惧地；无所顾忌地。

doorstep n. a small step outside the main door to a house or building. 门口的台阶。

bump into come against with a blow or knock. 撞上。

calmly adv. not excited, untroubled, quiet. 平静地；镇定地。

inhuman adj. cruel, unfeeling. 无人性的，野蛮的，残忍的。

fetch v. go for and bring back sb. or sth. 接来，去拿。

violent dislike a strong feeling of hatred. 强烈的憎恶。

The doctor and I understood each other perfectly. We knew both of us wanted Hyde to pay the girl's family. 我和医生彼此心照不宣，意为要海德赔钱。

cheque n. written order (usually on a printed form) to a bank to pay money. 美国英语拼法为check [tʃek]，支票。

doubtfully adv. full of uncertainty, feeling doubt. 未确定地，怀疑地。

change the cheque give the money in return. 把支票兑成钱。

criminal n. a person who commits a crime or crimes. 罪犯。

in case if it should happen, because of a possibility. 或许，万一出现什么样的情况。

describe v. say what is like. 叙述，描述。

chimney n. structure through which smoke from a fire is carried away through the wall or roof of a building. 烟囱。

continue v. go on (being or doing), stay at/in. 仍旧；继续。

appearance n. what someone or something looks like. 外表；外观。

unpleasing adj. uncomfortable, disagreeable. 令人不舒服的。


1　一扇神秘的门

[image: alt]

律师厄特森先生是个沉默寡言、严肃的人。在陌生人面前，他非常腼腆，不爱流露自己的情感，可当着朋友，他的眼睛总闪烁着关怀与真诚的光芒。虽然这种真与善他从不挂在嘴上，可他的待人处世能让人感觉到。在生活上，他从不放纵享乐。饮食随意、简单；即使很喜欢看戏，他也有20年没有进过剧院了。可是，他对别人的缺点却是宽容得不能再宽容了，总是想着去帮助他们而不是责备他们。作为一名律师，他经常是罪犯走进监狱或者踏上黄泉之前见到的最后一个好人。这些人的心里会一直保留着对他的温文尔雅和公正无私的记忆。

厄特森先生最要好的朋友是他的一个远房表亲，叫理查德·恩菲尔德。这个人是城里出名的“爱热闹”，交际场里的老手。谁也搞不明白他们为何是朋友，他们可真有天壤之别。但他们却经常一起散步，一走就是好远，穿过伦敦的街道，安安静静地做着伴。

有一次，他们又一起散步。走到伦敦闹市区一条狭窄的背街上。这条街干净、热闹，人们也和善，一家家亮亮堂堂的小商店，门环锃明透亮。但是就在街道的尽头，有一幢阴暗、神秘、没有窗户的楼房，门上既没有铃也没门环，还到处是灰，显然已好久没人打扫了。脏兮兮的孩子们在门口疯玩疯闹，也没人开门轰他们走。

一天，他俩路过这幢房子时，恩菲尔德指着问道：“你注意过那儿吗？它让我想起一个非常奇怪的故事。”

“哦，是吗？”厄特森先生说，“给我讲讲。”

“好吧。”恩菲尔德先生开始讲了，“那是个冬天的早上，天黑漆漆的，大概3点钟吧，我正要回家，突然看见两个人。头一个是个矮个子男子，正沿着街边走，第二个是个小姑娘，跑得很急。两个人一下撞到了一起，小孩儿摔倒了。接着，可怕的事发生了，那个人穿着沉甸甸的靴子，冷静地从孩子身上踩过去，小姑娘躺在地上尖叫着。做这种事真残忍。我从后面追上来，抓住那人，把他拽了回来，这时一小群人围到了又哭又叫的孩子身边。那个人非常镇静，一脸漠然，还狠狠地瞪了我一眼，真是让我反胃。孩子的家人这会儿也赶到了，还来了一个医生。原来小姑娘是去请医生给邻居家病人看病的，她正要回家。”

“‘孩子与其说是伤着了不如说是吓着了。’医生是这么说的。你也许以为故事到这里就该结束了。可是你想，我对那个小个子十分厌恶，小姑娘的家人也一样——当然，这很正常，可连医生（他看上去那么和善、安静），也盯着那个罪犯看，好像恨不能把他给杀了。”

“我和医生彼此心照不宣，都冲着那人大声指责，说要让整个伦敦都知道这事，让人人都唾弃他的名字。”

“他生气地瞪了我们一眼，一副傲慢的样子，‘开个价吧，’他说。”

“我们让他答应付给孩子的家人100英镑。他又瞪了我们一眼，把我们领到那边的那扇门口，掏出钥匙，进了楼。不一会儿，他又出来了，递给我们10镑金币和一张康茨银行的支票，上面写着90英镑，支票上的名字是大家都很熟的人。”

“‘你看，’医生满腹怀疑地说，‘够奇怪的，早上4点，一个人走进一所空房子，然后又拿着另一个人签名的支票出来了，足足100镑呢！’”

“‘放你的心吧，’那个一脸凶相的矮个子说，‘我和你们等到银行开门，看我自己兑钱好了。’”

“我们都离开那儿，医生、那位肇事者和我到我家挨过了后半夜。到了早上，我们一道去了银行，支票是真的，没问题，钱很快就转给小姑娘的家人了。”

“哦，是这样，”厄特森先生说。

“是啊！”恩菲尔德说，“这事真怪。肇事者明明是个冷酷、残忍的家伙，可签支票的人却是伦敦有名善良、慷慨的人。这样的人怎么会把支票给一个罪犯呢？”

“你们也不知道支票的主人是不是住在那幢房子里？”厄特森先生问。

“我可不喜欢问，”他的朋友说，“根据我的经验，提太多的问题可没什么好的。万一得到的答案既令人厌恶又令人不安，那该如何是好？但我还是稍微研究了一下那个地方。它看起来不像一所房子，没别的门，唯一使用那扇门的人就是我刚才和你讲的那个家伙。房子一侧有三扇窗户，可以看到下面的小院，窗户都关着，但一直干干净净的。还有个烟囱常冒着烟，所以肯定有人在那儿住。”

两个人继续走着，厄特森忽然说：

“恩菲尔德，你那条规矩挺不错，就是别问太多问题。尽管如此，我还是想问问踩着孩子身体走过去的那个人叫什么。”

“当然了！”恩菲尔德说，“他告诉我们他叫海德。”

“他长得什么模样？”

“这一下子可说不好，虽然我清清楚楚记得他长得什么样。他长得怪异，个子虽然矮，但是身体粗壮。他的相貌有点不对劲，让人感到丑陋，不舒服——不，是让人憎恶的那种。我看他的第一眼就不喜欢他。”

厄特森先生想了好一会儿，问道：“你肯定他用了钥匙吗？”

“你的意思是？”恩菲尔德一脸诧异的样子。

“我知道我这么问似乎有点怪，”朋友说，“可你想，我并没问你支票上签的是谁的名字，因为我心里已经明白了……”

“那你怎么不早说呢？”朋友不无恼怒地说，“甭管怎么说，那家伙的确有钥匙，上礼拜我还看见他开门来着。”

厄特森先生若有所思地看了他一眼，但没再多说什么。


2
In search of Mr Hyde

After dinner that evening Mr Utterson went into his office and unlocked a cupboard. He took out an envelope. It contained the will of Doctor Henry Jekyll, and was written in the doctor's own handwriting.

'If I die, or if I disappear for more than three months,' the will began, 'I wish to leave everything I own to my dear friend Edward Hyde.'

This will had both worried and annoyed Mr Utterson. To a lawyer it was an unusual and dangerous kind of will. It was bad enough when Edward Hyde was only an unknown name, but now that the lawyer knew something about Hyde, the will worried him more than ever. It had seemed like madness before; now it began to seem shameful. With a heavy heart Mr Utterson replaced the envelope in the cupboard, put on his coat and went to see his old friend Doctor Lanyon.

Doctor Lanyon was enjoying his after-dinner coffee. 'Come in, old friend!' he cried. The two men had known each other since their school days. They sat for several minutes, drinking coffee and talking companionably of this and that. At last Mr Utterson mentioned the thoughts that were worrying him.

'I suppose, Lanyon,' he said, 'that you and I are Henry Jekyll's oldest friends?'

'I suppose so,' said Doctor Lanyon, 'but I don't often see him now.'

'Really?' said Mr Utterson in surprise. 'I thought you and he were interested in the same things.'

'We were at one time,' said Doctor Lanyon. 'But more than ten years ago Henry Jekyll became too—well, imaginative for me. He developed some strange, wild, unscientific ideas. I told him so, and I've seen very little of him since then.'

Mr Utterson looked at his friend's red, angry face. 'Only a disagreement about some scientific question,' he thought. 'It's nothing worse than that.' Calmly he continued, 'Did you ever meet a friend of Jekyll's—a man called Hyde?'

'Hyde?' repeated Lanyon. 'No, never.'

Soon the lawyer said goodnight and went home to bed, where he lay awake for a long time thinking about Enfield's description of Hyde, and Doctor Jekyll's will. When at last he fell asleep, he was troubled by dreams. In his mind's eye he saw a faceless man marching over the child's body. Then he saw his old friend Jekyll in bed, while the same faceless figure stood over him. The facelessness of that figure worried him deeply.

'Very well, Mr Hyde,' said the lawyer to himself, 'I will find you, and I will see your face for myself.'

During the next few weeks Mr Utterson spent many hours in the narrow street where Enfield had seen Hyde. He waited patiently near the mysterious door, hoping for a sight of Mr Hyde—and one dry, clear winter night he was successful. The street was empty and silent and small sounds carried a long way. The lawyer heard footsteps. He stepped back into the shadows and waited. A short figure turned the corner and walked towards the mysterious door. Although Mr Utterson could not see his face, he felt a strong, almost violent, dislike for the stranger.

Mr Utterson stepped forward and touched him on the shoulder. 'Mr Hyde?'

'Yes, that's my name,' said the stranger coolly. 'What do you want?'

'I see that you're going in. I'm an old friend of Doctor Jekyll's. My name is Utterson. You must have heard my name—may I come in with you?'

'Doctor Jekyll is not at home,' replied Mr Hyde. 'How did you know me?' he added sharply.

'First let me see your face,' replied the lawyer.

Mr Hyde hesitated for a moment, then he stood under the street light and the lawyer saw his face. 'Thank you,' said Mr Utterson. 'Now I shall know you again. It may be useful.'

'Yes,' said Mr Hyde, 'it may indeed be useful. Here, too, is my address. You may need it one day.' He gave the lawyer his address, which was in a poor part of London.

'Good God!' thought the lawyer, 'does Hyde know about Jekyll's will? Is that what he's thinking of?' But he said nothing.

'And now,' said Mr Hyde, 'How did you know me?'

'You were described to me.'

'Who did that?'

'I know people who know you.'

'Who?' asked Mr Hyde sharply.

'Doctor Jekyll, for example,' said the lawyer.

'He never told you!' cried Mr Hyde in sudden anger. 'Don't lie to me!' And before the lawyer could answer, he turned the key in the lock and disappeared into the house.

Mr Utterson stared at the closed door. 'Why do I dislike him so much?' he said to himself. 'Enfield was right—there is something evil about the man. Poor Henry Jekyll, I'm worried about you. Your new friend will mean trouble for you.'

Round the corner from the narrow street there was a square of handsome old houses. One of these was Doctor Jekyll's house, and Mr Utterson knocked at the front door. The servant answered and told him that Doctor Jekyll was not at home.

'I saw Mr Hyde go in by the laboratory door in the street at the back of the house,' said the lawyer.

'That's right, Mr Utterson,' replied the servant. 'Mr Hyde has his own key, and comes and goes when he likes. We have orders from Doctor Jekyll to obey him.'

Mr Utterson walked home more worried than ever.




A fortnight later Doctor Jekyll gave a dinner party for a few old friends. Mr Utterson was among them and he remained after the others had left.

'I've been wanting to speak to you for some time, Jekyll,' said the lawyer, 'about your will.'

Doctor Jekyll was a tall, well-made man of fifty with a smooth, kindly face. 'My poor friend,' he said, 'you do worry unnecessarily, you know. Like poor Lanyon when I told him about my new ideas. "Imaginative rubbish" he called them... I'm very disappointed in Lanyon.'

But the lawyer did not want to talk about Doctor Lanyon. 'You know I've never agreed with your will,' he continued.

'You've told me often enough,' said his friend sharply.

'Well, I've learnt something about your friend Hyde,' continued the lawyer.

The colour of the doctor's handsome face changed from pink to greyish-white. 'I don't want to hear any more,' he said. 'You don't understand. I'm in a very difficult, painful situation.'

'Tell me everything,' said Mr Utterson, 'and I'll do my best to help you.'

'You're very kind, but this is a private matter. I'll tell you one thing—I can get rid of Mr Hyde any time I want. You must understand, however, that I take a great interest in poor Hyde. I know you've seen him—he told me, and I'm afraid he wasn't very polite to you. But I really do care about him. And if anything happens to me, I want you to promise to make sure that he inherits my money.'

'I cannot pretend that I shall ever like him,' said the lawyer.

'I'm not asking you to like him,' said his friend. 'I only ask you to help him, when I'm gone.'

'I promise,' said Mr Utterson sadly.



cupboard n. set of shelves with doors, either built into a room as a fixture, or a separate piece of furniture, you can put in documents, clothes or dishes. 柜橱。

will n. someone's written wishes that say who will inherit their money after they die. 遗嘱。

annoy v. make rather angry. 使感到不快；苦恼。

shameful adj. causing or bringing shame, dishonourable. 可耻的；丢脸的；不体面的。

replace v. put back in its place. 放回原处；接替。

imaginative adj. of, having, using imagination. 富有想像力的，幻想的。

developed some strange... ideas formed some unusual thoughts. 形成了一些奇怪的观点。

unscientific adj. not of or belonging to science. 不科学的。

disagreement n. absence of agreement. 分歧，不同意。

mind n. the part of the body in the head that thinks, feels and remembers. 脑子。

in one's mind's eye 在脑海里浮现出。

figure n. human form, especially the appearance and what it suggests. 人形；人影；形象。

patiently adv. having or showing power of enduring trouble, suffering inconvenience. 耐心地。

Good God! 哦！天哪！西方人信仰上帝，总把神挂在嘴边，尤其是惊讶或者害怕的时候。

lie v. make a statement that one knows to be not true. 撒谎。注意该词还有另外一个意思是躺下。

square n. an open area enclosed by streets and buildings. 小方场，广场。

handsome adj. of fine appearance (of men), good-looking. 英俊；漂亮（多指男性）。这里指房子富丽堂皇。

servant n. a person who is paid to work in another person's house.  仆人。

laboratory n. a room where scientists work and do experiments. 实验室。科学家工作、做实验的地方。

fortnight n. two weeks. 两星期。

well-made adj. well-built, healthy. 结实的；匀称的。

unnecessarily adv. no need. 没必要地。

disappointed adj. sad at not getting what was hoped for. 失望的。

greyish adj. somewhat grey. 灰色的。

painful adj. causing pains, sufferings. 痛苦的；难受的。


2　寻找海德先生

[image: alt]

那天晚上，吃过饭，厄特森先生走进自己的办公室，打开柜橱上的锁，拿出一个信封，里面装的是亨利·杰基尔博士的遗嘱，是立书人亲笔写的。

“如果我死了，或者三个月不见踪影，”遗嘱上写道，“我希望把所有一切留给我亲爱的朋友——爱德华·海德。”

这份遗嘱让厄特森先生坐立不安。作为一名律师，他觉得这样的遗嘱既少见又危险。今天之前，他对这个爱德华·海德一无所知，这就够糟的了。可现在知道了一些有关海德的事情，遗嘱就更让他担忧了。如果说以前这一切看起来是疯狂的，那么现在这个名字令人可耻。厄特森先生心事重重地把文件放进柜子里，穿上大衣，去找他的老朋友兰宁医生。

兰宁医生正在品着饭后的咖啡。“哈！老朋友，快进来！”他大声嚷着。他们俩从上学的时候起就认识。俩人坐在一起，一边喝咖啡，一边闲扯着，最后厄特森先生谈起了自己心中的不安。

“我想，兰宁，”他说，“你我应该是亨利·杰基尔结交最久的朋友了吧？”

“我想是吧，”兰宁医生说，“不过，我最近不常见他。”

“哦，是吗？”厄特森有些吃惊地说，“我还以为你和他兴趣相投呢！”

“曾经有过，”医生接着说，“不过，十多年前，亨利·杰基尔变得——嗯，对我来讲太不可思议了。他脑子里装了一些奇怪、荒唐、不科学的想法，我就是这么和他说的。从那以后，我就很少见到他了。”

厄特森先生看着朋友气呼呼、涨红的脸，心想：“只不过是科学见解上的分歧，并没有什么大不了的。”他不动声色地又问：“你有没有见过杰基尔的一个朋友——一个叫海德的朋友？”

“海德？”医生重复了一遍这个名字，“没有，从来没有。”

不一会儿，律师道了晚安，回家睡觉了。可他躺在床上好长时间还想着恩菲尔德说的海德的样子，还有杰基尔博士的遗嘱。好不容易睡着了，可是一个梦接着一个梦，让他心绪不宁。梦里仿佛看见一个没有脸的人重重踩过孩子的身体，又看见老朋友杰基尔躺在床上，那个没有脸的人站在他身上。那个没有脸的人着实让他担心。

“走着瞧，海德先生，”律师自言自语地说，“我一定要找到你，亲眼看看你的模样。”

接下来的好几个星期，厄特森先生在恩菲尔德看见海德的那狭窄的街道上徘徊了好久。他在那扇神秘的门旁耐心等着，希望能发现海德先生的踪迹。终于，一个清冷的冬夜，他遇上了海德。那天晚上，街道空荡荡的，寂静无声，一点响动都能传出去好远，律师突然听见了脚步声。他躲在阴暗处，等着。一个小个子男人转过街角，朝那扇神秘的门走去。虽然看不见陌生人的脸，但厄特森先生还是强烈地感到一种憎恨。

厄特森先生紧走几步，轻轻拍了拍那人的肩膀：“是海德先生吧？”

“正是，”陌生人冷冰冰地说，“你想怎么样？”

“我看见您正要进门。我是杰基尔博士的好朋友，叫厄特森，您一定听他提过我，我能和您一起进去吗？”

“杰基尔博士这会儿不在家，”海德回答说。突然他机警地问道：“你怎么知道我的名字？”

“先让我看看您的脸再说。”律师回答道。

海德犹豫了一下，接着站到路灯下，律师看清了他的脸，说：“谢谢您，我有幸认识您了，这也许会有用的。”

“不错，”海德说，“确实会有用的。喏，还有我的地址，说不定有一天您用得着。”他说了自己的住处，在伦敦的一个贫民区。

“天哪！”律师想，“海德一定知道杰基尔的遗嘱吧？他打的就是这个主意吧？”但律师没说出来。

“那么，”海德问，“你怎么会知道我呢？”

“听人跟我讲起过您。”

“谁说的？”

“咱们都认识的。”律师说。

“是谁？”海德厉声问道。

“譬如说，杰基尔博士。”律师答道。

“他决不会和你说的！”海德突然生气地吼了起来，“别想骗我了！”还没等律师答话，他掏出钥匙开了门，消失在屋里。

厄特森先生盯着紧闭的大门，自言自语道：“我怎么那么不喜欢他呢？恩菲尔德说得对，这个人骨子里有股邪气。可怜的亨利·杰基尔，真让人为你担心，你这个新朋友会给你惹麻烦的。”

在小街的拐弯处有一个广场，里面的建筑都是些富丽堂皇的老房子，其中有一幢是杰基尔博士的。厄特森先生敲响了前门，仆人开了门，告诉他博士这会儿不在家。

“我看见海德先生从屋子后面的街上，从实验室的门进来了。”律师说。

“是的，厄特森先生，”仆人回答说，“海德先生自己有钥匙，想来就来，想走就走，主人吩咐过我们要服从他。”

厄特森先生回家时，心里更担心了。




两个星期后，杰基尔博士请老朋友上他家吃饭，厄特森先生也去了，而且一直呆到别人都告辞了。

“杰基尔，我一直想和你谈谈，”律师说，“是你那份遗嘱的事。”

杰基尔博士五十开外，高高的个子，身材匀称，总是一副安详、和善的表情。“我可怜的朋友，”他说，“真没必要担什么心，就和那个可怜的兰宁一样，我把自己的想法告诉他，他却说是‘幻想的垃圾’……他真让我失望。”

但是律师并不想谈兰宁医生，他接着说：“你明白，我从来就没同意过你那份遗嘱！”

“你早告诉过我好几回了！”博士的话有点刺耳。

“那就好。不过我最近听到一些有关你的朋友海德的事。”律师继续说。

博士那英俊、红润的脸庞一下子变得灰白。“我不想再听了，”他说，“你不明白，我现在的处境有多困难，多痛苦。”

“把一切都告诉我，”厄特森先生说，“我会尽力帮你的。”

“你待我真好，可这是我个人的事。我只能告诉你一件事——只要我愿意，随时可以摆脱这个海德先生。但有一点希望你能理解，我对可怜的海德也极为关注。我知道你见过他——他告诉我了，我担心他对你有所冲撞，但我确实很关心他，要是我出了什么不测，你一定要保证让他继承我的财产。”

“我没法假装自己喜欢他。”律师说。

“我并不要求你喜欢他，”他的朋友说，“我只要你帮助他，要是我不在了。”

“好吧，我答应你。”厄特森先生忧郁地说。


3
The Carew murder

One night in London, nearly a year later, a servant girl was sitting at her bedroom window, looking out at the moonlit street. She saw a tall, handsome old man with white hair coming along the street, and a shorter, younger man walking towards him. The old man spoke politely to the younger one. He seemed, the girl said later, to be asking his way. Then the girl looked more closely at the younger man and recognized him.

'It was Mr Hyde,' she said later. 'He once visited my master.'

Mr Hyde, the girl said, was carrying a heavy stick. He was playing with it impatiently as he listened to the old man. Then suddenly he seemed to explode with anger.

'He was like a madman,' the servant girl said. 'He shook his stick at the old man, who stepped back in surprise. Then he hit the old man violently with the stick and knocked him to the ground. He beat the helpless body again and again. I could hear the bones breaking... It was so terrible that I began to feel ill. Then everything went black and I don't remember any more.'

It was two o'clock in the morning before she was conscious again, and able to call the police. The murderer had disappeared, but the dead man was still lying on the ground with the murder weapon beside him. The stick had broken in the middle, and one half still lay beside the murdered man. The police decided that the murderer had carried away the other half. A gold watch and a purse were found in the dead man's pockets, but no cards or papers—except a letter addressed to Mr Utterson.

A policeman brought this letter to the lawyer the next morning. Together they drove to the police station where the body had been taken.

A police inspector showed him the body.

'Yes, I recognize him,' said Mr Utterson heavily. 'He is Sir Danvers Carew.'

'Thank you, sir,' said the inspector. 'And do you recognize this?' He showed Mr Utterson the broken stick and told him the servant girl's story.

Mr Utterson knew the stick at once. 'That's Henry Jekyll's stick!' he said to himself. 'I gave it to him long ago.'

'Is this Hyde a short, evil-looking man?' he asked.

'That's how the servant girl described him, sir,' agreed the inspector.

'Come with me,' said Mr Utterson to the inspector. 'I think I know where he lives.'

Mr Utterson led him to the address on Mr Hyde's visiting card. It was in a poor part of London, in a dirty street full of cheap bars and eating-houses. This was the home of Henry Jekyll's favourite friend—the man who would inherit Jekyll's quarter of a million pounds.

An old servant opened the door. Under her silvery hair was a smooth face with a false smile and evil eyes, but she was polite enough.

'Yes,' she said, 'Mr Hyde lives here. But he's not at home. My master came in very late last night. He left again after only an hour.'

'Was that unusual?' asked the inspector.

'Not at all,' replied the servant. 'He's often away, and frequently stays away for months at a time.'

'We would like to see his flat,' said Mr Utterson.

'Oh, I can't do that, sir—' began the servant.

'This gentleman is a police inspector,' said Mr Utterson.

'Ah!' said the servant, looking unnaturally pleased about it, 'Mr Hyde's in trouble! What's he done?'

Mr Utterson and the inspector looked at each other. 'He doesn't seem a very popular person,' said the inspector. He turned to the servant. 'Now please let us in and we'll have a look around.'

Mr Hyde had only two rooms in the house. These were extremely comfortable and in excellent taste, with beautiful pictures on the walls and rich carpets on the floor. Everything was wildly untidy, however, and the fireplace was full of half-burnt papers. Among these the detective found part of a cheque book. He also found the other half of the murder weapon.

'Excellent!' he said. 'Now let's visit the bank and see if they recognize this cheque book.'

Sure enough, the bank held several thousand pounds in an account in the name of Edward Hyde.

'We've got him now, sir,' said the inspector. 'We've got the murder weapon, and we've got his cheque book. Now we only need his description on the "Wanted" notices.'

This was not so easy. There were no photographs of the wanted man and no two people could agree about his appearance. They all agreed on one thing, however. 'An evil man, sir,' the servant girl said. 'You could see it in his face.'



moonlit adj. lit by the moon. 洒满月光；有月光的。

look... closely look at sth. attentively. 凑近仔细地看。

stick n. piece of wood cut, shaped for special purpose, a walking stick. 手杖。

explode v. of feelings burst out, show violent emotion. 爆发，爆炸。

everything went black lose one's consciousness, not to remember anything. 眼前一片漆黑。

conscious adj. awake, aware. 苏醒的，有意识的。

weapon n. sth. designed for, or used in, fighting or struggling. 武器，这里是指凶器。

police inspector a person who is in charge of a police station. 警长。

visiting card card on which a person's address is included. 名片，或叫business card，最好不要称为name card，（因为这个词指单位的人员佩戴的胸卡，亦称名卡）。

frequently adv. often, habitually. 经常地。

flat n. British English: suite of rooms on one floor of a building as a residence. 英国英语，公寓；美国英语称为apartment.

popular person person who is liked and admired. 受人欢迎的人。

comfortable adj. well-decorated, well-designed. 舒适的；安逸的。

taste n. ability to enjoy beauty, in art and literature. 味道，这里指品味。

detective n. person whose business is to detect criminals. 侦探；警长。

account n. a way of keeping your money in a bank. 账户；户头。

wanted man person who is suspected of wrong doing is being looked for by the police. 被通缉的人。


3　卡鲁命案
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差不多一年以后的一天晚上，在伦敦，一个女仆坐在她卧室的窗台边，看着洒满月光的街道。这时，她看到一位满头白发、面容矍铄的高个子老人沿着马路走过来，迎着他走过来的是一个身材矮小、年纪稍轻的男人。老人彬彬有礼地和那人说着话，据女仆后来讲，他好像在问路，然后女仆又转眼看了看那个年纪稍微轻一点的人，认出了他。

“是海德先生，”女仆后来讲，“他到主人家来拜访过一次。”

那姑娘说，海德先生手里拿着一根沉甸甸的手杖，一边听着老人的话，一边很不耐烦地把玩着。突然间，他好像怒气一下子爆发了。

“他好像疯了一样，”女仆回忆道，“冲老先生挥着手杖，老先生往后一缩，非常惊讶，接着他抄起手杖，举起来就打，把老先生打倒在地。他拼命用手杖狠揍无助的老人，我都听见了骨头碎裂的声音……这太可怕了，我觉得一阵难受，眼前一片漆黑，就什么也不知道了。”

等她苏醒过来，已是凌晨2点了，她去报了警，凶手早已逃之夭夭。尸体还躺在地上，旁边就是凶器。手杖从中间断开了，一半滚落在尸体旁边，另一半警察断定是凶手拿走了。在死者衣袋里发现了一块金表和一个钱包，但没有名片或任何纸张，只有一封写给厄特森先生的信。

警察第二天一早就把信交给了律师。他们一起赶到警察局，尸体还在那儿停放着。

警长带他看了尸体。

“不错，我认识他，”厄特森先生心情沉重地说，“他是丹佛斯·卡鲁爵士。”

“谢谢您，先生，”警长说，“您也认识这个吗？”说着他拿出折断的手杖让厄特森先生看，又给他讲了女仆看到的情况。

厄特森先生一下认出了手杖，“是亨利·杰基尔的手杖！”他自言自语地说，“是我老早以前送给他的。”

他问：“这个海德先生是不是个相貌凶狠的小矮个？”

“女仆是这么说的，先生。”警长附和道。

“跟我来，”厄特森先生对警长说，“我想我知道他住在哪儿。”

厄特森先生把他带到海德先生名片上的地址，在伦敦的贫民区，在一条到处是低级酒馆和饭馆的街上，这就是亨利·杰基尔心爱的朋友的家，而且他还要继承杰基尔的25万英镑！

一个老女仆开了门，满头白发下面是一张光滑的脸，带着虚饰的微笑和不怀好意的眼神，但不管怎么说，她还算客气。

“是啊，”她说，“海德先生是住在这儿，可这会儿他不在家。昨晚主人很晚才回来，可一个小时之后又走了。”

“这样的事很少发生，是吗？”警长问。

“才不呢！”仆人答道，“他经常出去，一走就是好几个月。”

“我们想看看他的房间。”厄特森先生说。

“哦！那可不行，先生——”女仆说。

“这位先生可是警察局的警长。”厄特森先生说。

“啊！”女仆叫了一声，看起来异常高兴，“海德先生出麻烦了！他干了什么？”

厄特森先生和警长彼此看了看。“海德不太得人心啊！”警长说。接着转身又对女仆说：“那么请允许我们进去看一看。”

在这幢房子里，海德只用了两个房间，都布置得十分舒适，品味高雅。墙上挂着漂亮的画，地上铺着华丽的地毯。但屋里却满地狼藉，壁炉里都是快烧尽的纸片，在这个纸片堆里，警长发现了支票簿的一部分，还找到了另一半凶器。

“太好了！”他说，“现在就去银行，看他们能不能认出这个支票簿来。”

确实，银行的一个户头上以爱德华·海德的名字存了几千英镑。

“先生，他已经在我们手心里了，”警长说，“有凶器，有支票簿，现在只要在‘通缉令’上描述清楚他的相貌特征就行了。”

这可不那么容易。没有通缉犯的照片，能描述他外貌的人，说法又都不一样。只有一点大家都同意，那就是，像女仆所说的：“他是个邪恶的人，从他的脸上一下子就能看出来。”


4
Doctor Jekyll receives a letter

Later that same afternoon Mr Utterson found his way to Doctor Jekyll's house. Jekyll's servant, Poole, let him in at once and took him through the kitchen and across the back garden to the laboratory behind the house. It was the first time that Mr Utterson had seen his friend's laboratory, and he looked around curiously.

The old servant led Mr Utterson through the laboratory and up some stairs to the doctor's private study above. This was a large room with tall, glass-fronted cupboards, a large mirror and a big, businesslike table. A good fire burned in the fireplace and beside it sat Doctor Jekyll, looking white and ill. In a thin, tired voice he welcomed his friend.

'Have you heard the news?' said Mr Utterson after the old servant had left.

'The newsboys were shouting about it in the street,' Doctor Jekyll said. 'A terrible business.'

'Let me ask you something,' said the lawyer. 'Sir Danvers Carew was my client, but you are my client too, and I want to know what I'm doing. You haven't tried to hide the murderer, have you?'

'Utterson, I promise you,' cried the doctor, 'I promise you I'll never see him again. I've finished with him for ever. And now, indeed, he no longer needs my help. You don't know him like I do. He's safe, quite safe. Believe me, nobody will ever hear of Hyde again.'

The lawyer listened with a serious face. He did not like his friend's feverish, excited look.

'You seem very sure of him,' he replied. 'I hope you're right. If he is caught and comes to trial, your name may be mentioned.'

'I'm absolutely sure of him,' answered Jekyll. 'I can't tell you how I know, but I'm certain. But can you please advise me about one thing? I've received a letter and I don't know whether to show it to the police. May I leave it in your hands, Utterson?'

'You're afraid, I suppose, that the letter will lead the police to Hyde?' asked the lawyer.

'No,' said Doctor Jekyll. 'I don't care what happens to Hyde. I was thinking of my own reputation... Anyway, here is the letter.'

It was written in a strange, pointed handwriting and signed 'Edward Hyde'. 'I am sorry that I have been so ungrateful in the past for your many generous acts,' it began. 'Please don't worry about me. I am quite safe and I am certain that I can escape unharmed whenever I wish.'

'Did this letter come by post?' asked the lawyer.

'No,' replied Doctor Jekyll. 'There was no postmark on the envelope. The letter came by hand.'

'Shall I keep the letter and think about it?' asked Mr Utterson.

'I want you to decide for me,' answered his client. 'I'm not sure of anything any more.'

'Very well,' said the lawyer. 'Now tell me—the part in your will about disappearing for three months or more. Was that Hyde's idea?'

'It was,' whispered Doctor Jekyll.

'He was planning to murder you,' said the lawyer. 'You've had a lucky escape.'

'I've had a lesson too,' said his client, in pain and sadness. 'Oh, what a lesson!' And he covered his face with his hands.

On his way out of the house, the lawyer stopped and spoke to Poole.

'By the way,' he said, 'a letter was handed in today for your master. Who brought it, and what did he look like?'

'Nobody came except the postman, sir,' said the servant in surprise.

'That worries me,' thought Mr Utterson as he walked home. 'Clearly the letter arrived by the laboratory door; perhaps it was even written in the study. I must think about this carefully.'

In the street the newsboys were still shouting, 'Read all about it! Terrible murder!'

The lawyer's thoughts were sad. One of his clients was dead, and the life and reputation of another were in danger. Mr Utterson did not usually ask anyone for advice. Today, however, was different.

That evening he sat by his fireside with his chief clerk, Mr Guest, beside him. The lawyer and his clerk had worked together for many years, and knew and understood each other. Also, Mr Guest had been involved in business with Doctor Jekyll and knew him well.

Outside it was foggy and dark, but the room was bright and warm and there was a bottle of good whisky on the table.

'This is a sad business about Sir Danvers Carew,' said Mr Utterson.

'Yes indeed, sir. The murderer was a madman, of course.'

'I would like your opinion about that,' replied the lawyer. 'I have a letter from the murderer here.'

Mr Guest was interested in the study of handwriting. His eyes brightened at once. 'A murderer's letter!' he said. 'That will be interesting.' He looked carefully at the writing. 'Not a madman, I think,' he said. 'But what unusual handwriting!'

Just then a servant entered with a note.

'Is that note from Doctor Jekyll?' asked Mr Guest. 'I thought I recognized the handwriting. Is it anything private, Mr Utterson?'

'Only an invitation to dinnner. Why? Do you want to see the letter?'

'Just for a moment, please, sir.' The clerk put the two letters side by side and studied them carefully. 'Thank you, sir,' he said. 'Very interesting.'

For a moment Mr Utterson hesitated, wondering and worrying. At last he put his thoughts into words. 'Why did you look at the two letters together?' he asked.

'Well, sir, in many ways the two are surprisingly similar.'

'How strange!... Mr Guest, I must ask you not to speak of this business to anyone.'

'Of course not, sir,' said the clerk. 'You can depend on me.' Shortly afterwards he said good night to his master and made his way home.

When he was alone, Mr Utterson locked the two letters in his cupboard. 'Well!' he thought. 'So Henry Jekyll wrote that letter for a murderer!' His face was as calm and expressionless as usual, but his heart was filled with fear for his old friend.



curiously adv. eager to know, greatly interested in sth. 好奇地。

businesslike adj. using, showing system, care. 井然有序的。

fireplace n. hearth for a fire in a room, usually of brick or stone in the wall 壁炉。

client n. someone who pays another person (e. g. a lawyer, a builder) to do a job for him. 委托人，当事人。

finish with no longer be engaged with, not be busy with sth. 一刀两断，与……结束了。

feverish adj. causing fever, having fever. 发热的；热病的。

trial n. examination in a law court before a judge. 审讯，审判。

absolutely adv. definitely and completely. 绝对的。

to be sure of somebody have confidence. 对某人很有把握。

reputation n. what people think or say about someone else. 名誉，名声。

pointed handwriting straight with sharp tip. 有尖头的笔体，直愣愣的。

ungrateful adj. feeling or showing no thanks. 不知恩图报的，没有良心的。

escape v. get free, get away, find a way out. 逃脱，逃走。

come by post letter-carrier or mail-cart send the letter to receivers. 由邮差送来的信。

I've had a lesson I have been given a warning. 我也受到了惩罚，我也得到了教训。

study n. room used by sb. for reading, writing. 在这里作名词，是书房的意思。

chief clerk person who is in charge of office work. 事务所主任。

involve v. to be connected with sth./sb. 与某事有关连，参与。

opinion n. views, beliefs of a group or a person. 看法。

private adj. opposite of public, concerning one person or a group, not people in general. 私人的；个人的。

depend on need, rely on the support in order to exist or to succeed. 依赖，依靠。

expressionless adj. without expression, expression: the look on one's face. 毫无表情的。


4　杰基尔博士收到一封信
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当天下午很晚了，厄特森先生才抽出空去杰基尔博士家。博士的仆人普尔马上让他进去，并领着他穿过厨房和后花园来到屋后面的实验室。这是厄特森先生第一次到他这个朋友的实验室来，他好奇地四处张望。

老仆人带他经过实验室，上楼来到博士的私人书房。屋子很大，周围都是镶着玻璃的柜子，还有一面大镜子和一张井然有序的大办公桌。壁炉里的火烧得很旺，火边坐着杰基尔博士，面色苍白，十分痛苦的样子。他声音微弱、无精打采地和朋友打了招呼。

“你也听说这事了？”老仆人刚一退下，厄特森先生就问。

“报童满街叫喊，”杰基尔说，“这太可怕了。”

“我要问你些事，”律师说，“丹佛斯·卡鲁是我的委托人，但你也是，我要知道自己该如何行事。你不会想把凶手藏起来吧？”

“厄特森，我向你保证，”博士喊道，“我保证再也不见他了，我已跟他一刀两断了。实际上他也不需要我的帮助了。我了解他，你不了解，他现在很安全，非常安全。相信我，没人会再见到海德了。”

律师听着，一脸的严肃，他不喜欢博士那发热病似的兴奋神态。

“看起来你对他挺放心，”他回答道，“希望你是对的。要是抓住了他，弄到法庭上，你的名字也会被提到的。”

“我对他的确有把握，”杰基尔回答说，“我不能告诉你为什么，但我的确放心。可有一件事我要请教一下，我刚收到一封信，我不知道是否应该交给警方，厄特森，我交给你，好吗？”

“我想，你是不是怕这封信会让警方追踪到海德？”律师问。

“不，”杰基尔博士说，“我倒不在乎海德会怎样，我担心的是自己的名声……不管怎么说，这就是那封信。”

这封信笔迹奇特，线条直愣愣的，签名是“爱德华·海德”。信开头写道：“很久以来承蒙您的恩眷，沾沐厚泽，无以为报；实为遗憾。请您不必为我担心，我十分安全，肯定会毫发无损地逃出去，任我遨游。”

“信是邮差送来的吗？”律师问。

“不是，”博士回答道，“信封上没有邮戳，是打发人直接送来的。”

“让我先拿着信，再想想？”律师问。

“希望你能代我作全盘考虑，”他的委托人说，“我已经没有自信了。”

“那好吧。”律师说，“还有一句话，遗嘱里有关你失踪三个月的条款，也是海德的主意吗？”

博士轻轻叹了口气：“是的。”

“他想杀害你，”律师说，“幸亏你死里逃生。”

“这对我也是个教训啊！”他的委托人痛心疾首地说，“天哪！多可怕的教训！”说着，他把脸深深地埋在手里。

出门的时候，律师停下来跟普尔说了几句话。

“顺便问你一件事，”律师说，“主人今天收到了一封信。是谁送来的，长得什么样？”

“除了邮差没有别人来过，先生。”仆人惊讶地回答说。

“这事真让人担心，”回家的路上，厄特森先生边走边想，“显然，信是从实验室的门递进来的，很可能就是在博士的书房里写的，这事得仔细想想。”

街上报童高声叫卖着：“卖报卖报！可怕的凶杀案！”

律师的心情十分低落，一个委托人死了，另一个的性命和名誉也岌岌可危。他一向不向别人求助，但今天情形却不同。

晚上，他坐在炉火边，坐在旁边的是事务所主任盖斯特先生。两人共事多年，彼此熟识、了解。盖斯特先生也曾处理过与博士有关的业务，他们也很熟。

外面雾气蒙蒙，阴冷幽暗，屋里却温暖而明亮，桌上还有一瓶上等的威士忌。

“丹佛斯·卡鲁爵士的事真让人难过。”厄特森先生说。

“不错，先生，那个凶手肯定是发疯了。”

“我倒想听听你的看法，”律师又说道，“我这儿有他写的亲笔信。”

盖斯特先生专门研究过书法，是个鉴定笔迹的行家。一听这话，他眼睛都亮了。“凶手的信！”他叫道，“这太有意思了！”仔细看了看笔迹，他说，“不像是个疯子，只是这笔迹太少见了！”

正说着，仆人走进来，送上一张便条。

“是杰基尔博士的条子吗？”盖斯特问，“我想我认识这笔迹。有什么不方便的吗，厄特森先生？”

“只是请我吃饭的请柬，怎么？你想看看？”

“就看一下，先生。”那职员把两封信并排放在一起，仔细比较。

“谢谢，先生，”他说，“真有意思。”

厄特森先生迟疑了一会儿，越想越担心，最后还是忍不住问了出来：“你为什么把两封信放到一起看呢？”

“呃，先生，这两封信的笔体惊人地相似。”

“这太离奇了！……盖斯特先生，请你千万不要把这事告诉任何人。”

“当然不会，先生，”职员说，“您放心吧！”没多久，他道了晚安，回家去了。

又剩下厄特森先生一个人了，他把两封信锁在柜子里。“明白了！”他想，“一定是亨利·杰基尔为凶手写了那封信。”他的脸上像往常一样毫无表情，心里却为老朋友充满了恐惧。


5
The death of a friend

Time passed. The search for Mr Hyde continued. Sir Danvers Carew was an important and popular man and the police tried desperately to arrest the murderer and bring him to trial. But there was no sign of Mr Hyde himself, although the police and the newspapers discovered a lot about his past life. Nobody, it seemed, could say one good word about the wanted man. He was a cruel, violent man, who had lived an evil life full of hate and jealousy. None of this, however, was any help to the police. Mr Hyde had just disappeared.

As time went by, Mr Utterson became calmer and more at peace with himself. He was truly sorry that his client, Sir Danvers Carew, was dead, but he was also very glad that Mr Hyde had disappeared. As for Doctor Jekyll, he too appeared calmer and happier. He came out into the world again. He invited friends to his house and accepted invitations to theirs. He had always been a good and generous man. Now, however, he became a churchgoer too. He was busy, he spent a lot of time in the fresh air and he looked happy and carefree. For more than two months he was at peace with himself and the world.

On the 8th of January Mr Utterson was invited to dinner at Doctor Jekyll's house. Doctor Lanyon was there too. 'This is quite like old times,' thought the lawyer as he watched Doctor Jekyll smiling at Doctor Lanyon.

On January 12th, however, and again on the 14th, Doctor Jekyll refused to see visitors.

'The doctor is not well,' explained Poole. 'He hopes you will forgive him, but he cannot see anyone.'

Mr Utterson called again next day, and again the day after that. After two months of almost daily meetings with his old friend, the lawyer felt rather lonely. On the sixth evening he invited his clerk, Mr Guest, to dinner with him, and on the seventh night he went to visit Doctor Lanyon.

Doctor Lanyon made him welcome, but Mr Utterson was shocked by the change in the doctor's appearance. His face, which was usually pink and healthy, was grey and thin, and there was a frightened look in his eyes. He was suddenly an old, sick man.

'He looks,' said Mr Utterson to himself, 'like a man who knows he's dying.'

'How are you, Lanyon?' he said. 'You don't look well.'

'I've had a shock, Utterson,' replied Doctor Lanyon. 'And it will cause my death. I have only a few weeks to live.' He paused. 'Well, it comes to us all sooner or later. I've had a good life, on the whole.'

'Jekyll is ill too,' said the lawyer. 'Have you seen him?'

At the name of Jekyll the look on Doctor Lanyon's face changed. 'Please,' he said, holding up a trembling hand, 'don't speak that name in this house.'

'Oh dear,' said Mr Utterson. He hesitated for a moment. 'The three of us have been friends all our lives, Lanyon. We are too old now to make new friends. Can't you forgive and forget? Perhaps I can help?'

'Nothing can be done,' replied Doctor Lanyon. 'Ask him yourself.'

'He won't let me into the house.'

'That doesn't surprise me. One day, Utterson, after I am dead, you will perhaps learn the full story. Meanwhile, if you can sit and talk to me of other things, please stay. Just don't mention that person, as it hurts me to think about him.'

As soon as he got home, Mr Utterson wrote to Doctor Jekyll. In his letter he asked why Jekyll refused to let him into his house, and why he and Doctor Lanyon were no longer friendly. The reply was long and not always easy to understand.

'I'm not angry with our old friend,' Doctor Jekyll wrote, 'but I agree with him that the two of us must never meet again. Meanwhile, you must forgive me if from now on I live a very quiet life. If you find my door closed to you, it's because I must travel this dark, dangerous road alone. I have done wrong and I'm being punished for it, and nobody can help me.'

'What is this?' thought Mr Utterson. 'Hyde has disappeared. Jekyll is his normal self again—at least, he was until last week. Has he gone mad?' Then he remembered Doctor Lanyon's words. 'There is something more,' he said to himself, 'something mysterious, but I have no idea what it is.'

A week later Doctor Lanyon was too ill to leave his bed. Two weeks after that he was dead. After his friend's burial, Mr Utterson went home and into his office. From his locked cupboard he took out an envelope, which he had received soon after his friend's death.

In Doctor Lanyon's handwriting he read 'G. J. Utterson. Private.' The lawyer turned the envelope over and over in his hands before he opened it. What terrible news could it contain? With trembling hands Mr Utterson opened the envelope. Inside was another envelope, with the words 'Not to be opened until the death or disappearance of Doctor Henry Jekyll.'

The lawyer could not believe his eyes. 'Death or disappearance' —the words were the same as in Doctor Jekyll's will. 'I understand why Jekyll wrote those words,' said Mr Utterson to himself. 'But why did Lanyon write them too?' For a moment he wanted to open the envelope and uncover the mystery there and then. But Mr Utterson was too honest a man and a lawyer to do that. He knew he must obey his friend's and client's last wish. He locked the envelope away in his cupboard beside Doctor Jekyll's will.

The lawyer was desperately worried about his friend Doctor Jekyll. He was afraid for him too. He called at the house but the doctor always refused to see him.

'How is he, Poole?' Mr Utterson asked the old servant one day.

'Not very well, sir. He spends all his time in the study above his laboratory. He sleeps there as well. He seems very silent and uneasy. Something is worrying him, sir, but he won't tell anyone.'

For a long time the lawyer called almost every day. Little by little, however, he became tired of his friend's refusal to see him, and his visits became less frequent.



desperately adv. as best one can. 竭力地。

jealousy n. being jealous. jealous: feeling unhappiness because others have better fortune 嫉妒。

as time went by as time passed. 光阴流逝。

to be at peace with in a state of friendship or harmony 与……相安无事。

carefree adj. showing no worry, cheerful. 逍遥自在的。

forgive v. to stop being angry with someone about something. 宽恕；原谅。

dying adj. going to die, close to death. 将死的；快死的。

shock n. surprise, sudden and violent disturbance. 惊吓。

on the whole taking everything into consideration. 不管怎么说，总的来讲。

punish v. suffering or discomfort to sb. for wrong doing. 惩罚。

normal adj. usual, regular, not strange. 正常的。

burial n. burying; putting a dead body in a grave in the ground. 埋葬；葬礼。

uncover v. disclose, make known. 揭开。

call at pay a short visit, go to sb's house or office, stop at. 去拜访。

uneasy adj. anxious, troubled, unhappy. 不高兴；不舒服。

be tired of something uninterested in, feel bored. 对某事感到心灰意冷，厌倦。


5　朋友之死
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时间一天天过去了，搜寻海德的工作还在继续。丹佛斯·卡鲁爵士是个引人注目的重要人物，警方也竭力想抓住凶手，绳之以法。尽管警方和新闻界找出了很多海德以前的事，但还是没有他的影子。而且没有人说通缉犯的好话。他是个残酷、暴烈的人，生活在邪恶里，充满了仇恨和嫉妒。可是所有这些，没一样对警察有帮助，海德先生就那么销声匿迹了。

光阴流逝，厄特森先生慢慢镇定下来，感到比较安心了。他的确为死去的委托人卡鲁爵士难过，但同时也很高兴海德不见了。杰基尔博士也变得比以前安心、快乐了，他又开始了新生活，回到了人世间。他请朋友到家里做客，也接受朋友们的邀请。他以前就非常仁慈和慷慨，现在还居然成了教堂的常客。他很忙，整天在户外的新鲜空气里呆着，兴高采烈，逍遥自在。有两个月的时间，博士生活得很安宁。

1月8日，厄特森先生应邀去杰基尔博士家赴宴，兰宁医生也在。“又像回到了过去的时光，”律师一边望着博士冲着医生微笑，一边想着。

可到了1月12日，接着14日，杰基尔博士又拒绝会客了。

“博士不舒服，”普尔解释说，“他希望您能原谅他，他谁也不见。”

厄特森先生第二天又去了，随后几天也去了。两个月以来，他几乎天天与老朋友见面，现在律师感到莫名的孤独。第六天晚上，他留助手盖斯特先生吃饭，第七天夜里，他去见了兰宁医生。

兰宁医生倒没有不欢迎他，但看到他的样子，厄特森先生不禁大吃一惊。他以前脸色红润又健康，可现在却灰白、消瘦，而且他的眼睛里透着深深的惊恐。他一下子变成了一个衰老、病危的人。

“他那副样子，”厄特森先生心想，“就像知道自己死期将至一样。”

“怎么了，兰宁？”他问，“你气色不大好。”

“厄特森，我受了次惊吓，”兰宁医生答道，“我活不长了，只有几个星期的时间了。”他顿了顿，又说：“唉，人终有一死，这是迟早的事，不管怎么说，我的一生还算不错。”

“杰基尔也病了，”律师说，“你见过他吗？”

一听到杰基尔的名字，兰宁医生神色大变，举起一只颤抖的手。“我求求你，”他说，“别在我这里提那个名字。”

“哦，天哪！”厄特森先生说。停了好一会儿，他又说道：“兰宁，我们三个做了一辈子朋友，我们老了，不会再有新的朋友了，你难道不能原谅和忘掉他的过失吗？也许我能帮点忙？”

“无济于事。”兰宁回答说，“你问他自己吧。”

“他不让我进门。”

“我也料到了。总有一天，厄特森，等我死了，你会知道事情的真相的。再有，要是愿意坐下来和我说点别的。那就请留下来，就是别提那个人，一想到他，我就难受。”

厄特森先生一回到家，就坐下来给杰基尔博士写信，问他为什么拒绝见自己，为什么和兰宁医生断交了。他收到了回信，信写得又长又令人费解。

“我不责怪咱们的老朋友，”杰基尔博士写道，“但我同意他的看法，我们不能再见面了。还有也请你原谅，从现在起我要过一种与世隔绝的生活。我的门对你关上，是因为我必须独自踏上这条危险而又黑暗的路程。我已经做了错事，并为此受到了惩罚，没人能帮助我。”

“这是怎么回事？”厄特森先生想，“海德已经消失了，杰基尔也恢复了原来的老样子——至少上周还是这样。难道他疯了？”接着他想起了兰宁医生的话。“这里面有问题，”他自言自语道，“有哪儿不对劲，可我猜不出有什么秘密。”

一星期后，兰宁医生卧床不起。又过了两个星期，他就去世了。葬礼过后，厄特森先生回到家，走进自己的办公室，打开锁，从柜子里拿出一个信封，是朋友死后不久他收到的。

是兰宁医生的笔迹，他读道：“加·约·厄特森亲启，私人密件。”律师拿着信封，在手里翻来复去地看着。里面会有什么可怕的消息呢？厄特森先生两手颤抖着拆开了信封，里面还有一个信封，写着：“到亨利·杰基尔博士死亡或失踪时方可拆阅。”

律师简直不敢相信自己的眼睛，“死亡或失踪时”，这个说法和杰基尔博士本人的那份遗嘱上的一模一样。“我理解为什么杰基尔会写这些话，”他自言自语道，“但为什么兰宁写得也是这样的话呢？”有那么一个瞬间，他真想拆开信，马上揭开这些秘密。但他是个非常诚实、正直的律师，不会那么做的。他一定要遵从朋友和委托人的遗愿。他又把这封信锁进柜子里，放在杰基尔博士的遗嘱旁边。

律师为自己的朋友杰基尔博士感到十分担心，甚至为他感到害怕。他又去了博士家，但仍被拒之门外。

“普尔，他还好吗？”有一天他问老仆人。

“不太好，先生。他整天关在实验室楼上的书房里，甚至还睡在那儿。他话很少，总是闷闷不乐的。肯定出了什么事，先生，可他谁也不告诉。”

有好长一段时间，律师几乎天天去看他，但渐渐地，他对朋友拒绝见自己感到心灰意冷了，来访的次数也越来越少了。


6
The face at the window

One Sunday soon afterwards Mr Utterson was walking with his friend Enfield when they happened to pass through the narrow side-street again. Enfield pointed to the mysterious door.

'Well,' he said, 'that story is finished. We shall never see Mr Hyde again.'

'I hope you're right,' said the lawyer. 'Did I tell you? I once saw Hyde too and had the same strong feelings of dislike for him as you did. What an evil man!'

'I agree,' said his friend. 'By the way, why didn't you tell me that our mysterious door led to the laboratory at the back of Doctor Jekyll's house? I didn't know then, but I know now.'

'Well, now that you know, let's go into the courtyard and look up at his window. I must tell you, I'm worried about poor Jekyll. Perhaps the sight of a friendly face will do him good.'

Overhead the evening sky was bright, but the courtyard was cool and dark. At an open window of the study above the laboratory, Doctor Jekyll sat, like a prisoner staring at the world outside.

'I hope you are better, Jekyll,' the lawyer called up to him.

The doctor shook his head sadly. 'I'm not well, Utterson,' he said. 'I shall not be here much longer—thank God.'

'You spend too much time indoors! You ought to get out into the fresh air like Enfield and me... By the way, this is my cousin, Mr Enfield... Come now—get your hat and join us for a quick walk.'

'You're very kind,' said the doctor. 'But no, it's quite impossible. I would like to invite you and Mr Enfield inside, but the place is not very tidy...'

'Well then,' said the lawyer gently, 'we can talk to you from here.'

'That's an excellent idea—' began the doctor, with a smile. But suddenly the smile left his face and was replaced by an expression of hopelessness, fear and horror. The two men below saw it, but only for a second, as the window was shut with a bang. The two men looked at each other, then turned and left the courtyard without a word. In silence they crossed the narrow side-street. They did not speak until they came out into a busy, noisy street. Then Mr Utterson at last turned and looked at his companion, whose face was as pale as his own. The expression on Doctor Jekyll's face had upset them both deeply.

'God help him!' whispered Mr Utterson. 'God help the poor man!'

But Mr Enfield only nodded his head very seriously and walked on without a word.



happen to take place, come about by chance. 碰巧做某事。

do him good benefit him. 让他好受点。

courtyard n. an unroofed open space surrounded by walls or buildings. 院子；庭院。

tidy adj. keeping everything in order. 整齐的；干净的。

untidy adj. 杂乱的。

hopelessness n. without hope, feeling no hope. 无助的样子。


6　窗户上的脸
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没过多久，在一个星期天，厄特森先生和恩菲尔德一起散步，正巧又一次走过那条狭窄的小街。恩菲尔德指着那扇神秘的门。

“好了，”他说，“那个故事结束了，我们再也不会见到海德先生了。”

“希望你说得对，”律师说，“我有没有告诉过你，有一次我也见到了这个人，而且和你一样对他有种特别的厌恶。他真是个邪恶的家伙！”

“是啊，”朋友说，“对了，你怎么没告诉我那扇门通向杰基尔博士的实验室呢？我以前还不知道，现在才明白。”

“那么，既然你知道了，咱们不妨进院子看看他家的窗户。坦白跟你说，我对可怜的杰基尔很不放心，也许我们友好的面孔会让他好过点。”

抬头看去，夜空是那么明亮，可院子里却那么阴暗，而且凉嗖嗖的。实验室楼上，书房的窗边，坐着杰基尔博士，像个囚犯似的，盯着外面的世界。

“杰基尔！希望你好点了。”律师抬头冲他喊道。

博士忧郁地摇了摇头。“我情况很糟，厄特森，”他说，“我的日子不会长了，感谢上帝！”

“你在屋里关的时间太久了，应该多出来活动活动，像我和恩菲尔德一样……顺便介绍一下，这是我表弟，恩菲尔德先生……来吧！戴上帽子，出来稍微蹓跶一会儿。”

“你真好，”博士说，“但是不行啊！不可能的。我很想请你和恩菲尔德先生进来坐坐，但我这儿有点乱，不像样子……”

“没关系，”律师谦和地说，“我们就在下面和你谈一会儿，这就挺好。”

“好主意——”博士微笑着，可话还没说完，笑容就不见了，换成一脸无助、担心和恐惧的神情。下面的两位都看见了，但只瞥到一眼，窗户就“呼”地一声关上了。两个人对视了一眼，然后一言不发地转身离开了院子。他们默不作声地穿过小街，一直来到熙熙攘攘的大街上，厄特森先生这才转身看了看他的伙伴，俩人的脸色一样苍白。杰基尔博士脸上的表情让他们为他感到深深地难过。

“上帝保佑他！”厄特森先生喃喃说道，“上帝保佑这个可怜人！”

但恩菲尔德先生只是严肃地点了点头，继续走路，一句话也没说。


7
The last night

It was now March, and Mr Utterson was sitting by the fire after dinner, when he was surprised to receive a visit from Doctor Jekyll's servant, Poole. The old man looked pale and frightened.

'Mr Utterson,' he said, 'something is wrong.'

'Sit down by the fire and tell me all about it.'

'The doctor's locked himself up in his study, sir.'

'That's quite usual, surely,' said the lawyer. 'You know your master's habits as well as I do. He often shuts himself away from the world.'

'Yes, but this time it's different. It frightens me, sir—I've been frightened for more than a week now, and I just can't go on any longer.'

He stopped and stared down at the floor.

'Try and tell me, Poole,' said Mr Utterson gently.

'Something terrible is happening to my master. I can't explain. But... please, sir, can you come with me and see for yourself?'

At once Mr Utterson fetched his coat and hat.

'Thank you, sir,' whispered Poole gratefully.

Together they made their way to Doctor Jekyll's house. It was a wild, stormy night. To Mr Utterson the streets seemed strangely empty and lonely. The square, when they reached it, was full of wind and flying dust. The thin trees were blowing wildly, and untidy grey clouds were sailing past a pale, sickly moon.

'Well, sir,' said Poole, 'here we are, and I hope that nothing is wrong.' He knocked softly at the front door. The door was opened just a little and a voice from inside asked, 'Is that you, Poole?'

'Yes—open the door.'

The hall, when they entered, was brightly lit. A good fire was burning. The room was full of people—every servant in the house was there. They looked like a crowd of frightened children.

'What's all this?' said the lawyer. 'What are you all doing here? Your master would not be pleased.'

'They're frightened,' said Poole simply. No one else spoke. A little servant girl began to cry.

'Quiet!' said Poole sharply, trying to control his own fear. 'Now—fetch me a light and we'll finish this business at once. Mr Utterson, sir, please follow me.' He led the way across the back garden towards the laboratory.

'Come as quietly as you can, sir. I want you to hear, but I don't want him to hear you. And sir—if he asks you to go inside—don't go!'

Mr Utterson's heart gave a little jump of fear, but he bravely followed the servant into the laboratory to the bottom of the stairs.

'Wait here, sir—and listen carefully,' whispered Poole. He himself, again controlling his fear, climbed the stairs and knocked on the study door.

'Mr Utterson would like to see you, sir,' he called.

'Tell him I cannot see anyone,' said a voice from inside the study.

'Thank you, sir,' said Poole. He led Mr Utterson back across the garden and into the house. 'Sir,' he said, 'was that my master's voice?'

The lawyer's face was pale. 'It has changed,' he said.

'Changed? You're right,' said Poole. 'I've worked for Doctor Jekyll for twenty years. That was not my master's voice. Someone has murdered my master. Eight days ago we heard his voice for the last time. "Dear God!" he cried—then no more. The voice you heard just now was the voice of his murderer!'

'This is an extraordinary story, my good man,' said Mr Utterson. He tried hard to appear calm. 'If Dr Jekyll has been murdered—why is his murderer still there? What reason could he possibly have for staying?'

'Perhaps you don't believe me, sir, but I know what I heard. For a week now the person—or thing—in that study has been crying night and day for some special chemical powders. My master was in the habit, when he was particularly busy with his scientific work, of writing orders on pieces of paper and leaving them on the stairs. We've had nothing else this week, nothing except written orders and a locked door. I've been to every chemist in town in search of these chemicals of his, but they were never right. They weren't pure enough, he said. I had to take them back to the shop, and try another chemist. I don't know what these chemicals are, but the person in that study wants them terribly badly.'

'Did you keep any of these written orders?' asked Mr Utterson.

Poole reached in his pocket and brought out a note. The lawyer read it carefully. It said: 'I am returning your chemicals, as they are impure and therefore useless. In the year 18—you made up a mixture of chemical powders for Doctor Henry Jekyll. Please search your cupboards for some more of the same mixture and send it to Doctor Jekyll AT ONCE. This is VERY IMPORTANT.'

'This is a strange note,' said Mr Utterson.

'The chemist thought so too, sir,' said Poole. 'When I took him this note, he cried, "All my chemicals are pure, and you can tell your master so!" and he threw the note back at me.'

'Are you sure this is your master's handwriting?' asked Mr Utterson.

'Of course, sir,' said Poole. 'But what does handwriting matter? I've seen my master's murderer!'

'Seen him?' repeated Mr Utterson.

'Yes! It was like this. I came suddenly into the laboratory from the garden. I think he had left the study to look for something. The study door was open and there he was at the far end of the laboratory. He was searching among some old boxes. He looked up when I came in, gave a kind of cry and ran upstairs and into the study. I only saw him for a moment, but my blood seemed to freeze. Sir, if that was my master, why was he wearing a mask over his face? If it was my master, why did he cry out like a trapped animal and run away from me? I've been his servant for twenty years. And then...' Poole paused, and covered his face with his hands, too upset to speak.

'This is all very mysterious,' said Mr Utterson, 'but I think I begin to understand. Your master, Poole, is ill. And the illness has changed his appearance. Perhaps that also explains the change in his voice. It certainly explains the mask and the way he has been avoiding his friends. And of course, he's searching for these chemicals because he believes they will make him well again. Dear God, I hope he's right! Poor Jekyll—that is my explanation. It's sad enough, Poole, but it's normal and natural, and there's nothing to be alarmed about.'

'Sir,' said the servant, 'that... thing was not my master. My master is a tall, fine, well-built man. The stranger was much shorter... Sir, I have been with my master for twenty years and I know his appearance as well as I know my own. No, sir, that thing in the mask was never Doctor Jekyll, and I believe that he—it—murdered my master!'

'Poole,' said the lawyer, 'if you say that, I must make sure. We must break down the study door.'

'You're right, Mr Utterson!' cried the old servant.

'Very well. Will you help me? If we are wrong, I'll make sure that you're not blamed for it.'

'There's an axe in the laboratory,' suggested Poole.

'You realize, Poole,' said Mr Utterson, 'that this may be dangerous for us both? Let us now be honest with each other. This masked figure that you saw—you're certain that it was not your master.'

'That's right, sir.'

'Did you in fact recognize it?'

'Well, sir, it was all so quick that I'm not really sure. But—well, I think it was Mr Hyde. It was short, like Mr Hyde, and it moved in the same light, quick, active way. And who else could come in by the laboratory door from the street? You must remember, sir, that at the time of the Carew murder Mr Hyde still had the laboratory key with him. But that's not all. Mr Utterson, did you ever meet Mr Hyde?'

'Yes,' replied the lawyer. 'I once spoke with him.'

'Then you will know, sir, that there is something strange about Mr Hyde, something evil.'

'I agree with you,' said Mr Utterson. 'I felt something like that, too.'

'Yes, sir. Well, when that thing in the mask jumped out from behind the boxes and ran up the stairs, I had exactly the same feeling. That thing behind the mask was Mr Hyde!'

'I understand, Poole, and I believe you,' said the lawyer slowly. 'And I believe poor Henry Jekyll has been murdered. I believe too that his murderer is still hiding in the study. Now, Poole, let's go and make an end of it.'

Together they went out into the back garden. The clouds had covered the moon and it was now quite dark. As they passed silently by the wall of the laboratory, they stopped and listened. Further away they could hear the everyday noises of a London evening. From the study above them, however, came the sound of footsteps moving backwards and forwards across the floor.

'It walks like that all day, sir,' whispered Poole, 'yes, and most of the night too. It only stops when some more chemicals arrive from the chemist. Ah, sir, listen to that—do you think those are my master's footsteps?'

The short, light steps were indeed very different from Henry Jekyll's long, heavy ones.

'Have you anything else to tell me, Poole?' asked the lawyer heavily.

'Once, ' said Poole, 'I heard it weeping. '

'Weeping?' repeated Mr Utterson in horror.

'Weeping like a lost child,' said the old servant. 'It tore my heart. I felt like weeping too.'

'Well,' said the lawyer, 'we have a job to do.'

They went into the laboratory and climbed the stairs to the study. 'Jekyll,' called the lawyer in a loud voice, 'I must see you.' He paused for a moment, but there was no reply. 'If you refuse to let me in, then I'll break down the door!'

'Utterson,' said a voice from inside the study, 'I beg you to leave me alone!'

'That's not Jekyll's voice!' shouted Mr Utterson. 'It's Hyde's! Break the door down, Poole!'

The axe rose and fell. The door shook and a scream of pure fear, like a trapped animal, rang from the study. Again the axe crashed against the door. But the wood was strong and the lock was well made. At last, however, the door fell inwards upon the carpet.

The two men stared into the study. They saw a warm, comfortable room with a good fire burning in the fireplace and a few papers on the big table. A friendly, homely room. But face down in the middle of the floor there lay the body of a man. The lawyer turned it over on its back and saw the face of Edward Hyde. He was dressed in clothes that were much too large for him, and in his hand he held a small bottle.

The lawyer shook his head. 'He's taken poison, Poole,' he said. 'I fear we've come too late to save Doctor Jekyll, and too late to punish his murderer too. Now we must find your master's body.'

They searched everywhere, but there was no sign of Henry Jekyll, dead or alive.

'Perhaps your master has escaped,' said Mr Utterson hopefully. He went to check the door from the laboratory into the narrow side-street. It was locked, and covered with dust. On the floor nearby he found a broken key.

'It's a long time since anyone opened this door!' said Mr Utterson.

'Yes,' said Poole, picking up the broken key. 'So how did Hyde get in?'

'This is too difficult for me, Poole,' said the lawyer. 'Let's go back to the study.'

They searched the study again. 'Look, sir,' said Poole, pointing to a small bable in the corner. There were bottles of liquid and some white powders lying in saucers. 'He was testing his chemicals here.'

One of the doctor's books was lying on the floor. Its cover was torn off. The lawyer picked it up. Doctor Jekyll loved his books and always took great care of them. But he had written all over this one—the handwriting was unmistakable—before tearing it and throwing it on the floor.

Then the lawyer noticed the tall mirror on the wall between the glass-fronted bookshelves.

'How strange,' said Mr Utterson. 'Why did Jekyll want a mirror in his study?'

Next they turned to the desk and found a large packet addressed to Mr Utterson. The handwriting was Doctor Jekyll's. The lawyer opened the packet and three envelopes fell out on to the floor. The first contained a will. It was like Doctor Jekyll's first will in every way—except one. The doctor had left all his money, not to Edward Hyde, but to Gabriel John Utterson.

The lawyer looked at the will, then at Poole, and finally at the dead man on the floor.

'I just don't understand,' he whispered. 'Hyde has been here all this time—why didn't he destroy this will?'

He picked up the next envelope. It contained a short note in the doctor's handwriting. Mr Utterson saw the date. 'Poole!' he cried, 'this is today's date on the letter. Jekyll was alive here today. He can't be dead—he has run away or is hiding somewhere. And if so, why? If he's alive, can we be sure that Hyde killed himself? We must be careful, Poole, or we may involve your master in some terrible danger.'

'Why don't you read the note, sir?' asked the servant.

'Because I'm afraid,' said the lawyer, in a worried voice. Slowly, he lifted the letter, and read:




My dear Utterson,

If you are reading this, it means that I have disappeared. Please go home and read Lanyon's letter. Afterwards, please read the confession of

Your unfortunate and unhappy friend,

Henry Jekyll




'This must be the confession,' said Mr Utterson to himself, picking up the third and largest envelope. He put it in his pocket. 'Say nothing about these papers, Poole,' he said. 'If your master has died or disappeared, this paper may save his reputation. It's now ten o'clock. I must go home and study these papers in peace and quiet. But I shall come back here before midnight, and then we shall send for the police.'

They went out, locking the laboratory door behind them. With a heavy heart Mr Utterson walked home to read his letters.



upset v. cause sb or sth. to be disturbed, unhappy, sad. 使人难过，悲伤。

whisper v. speak in a very low voice, especially when talking to oneself. 低语；耳语。

pale adj. with little colour in the face. 苍白的；惨白的。

master n. an old-fashioned word for a man employer. 主人；雇主。

make one's way to get to... 去……（但指费了些许力气才到）。

control one's own fear suppress one's feeling of being afraid of sth. 努力控制着自己的恐惧。

Mr. Utterson's heart gave a little jump of fear. 厄特森先生的心吓得一紧。

carefully adv. paying attention to, taking care. 仔细地，小心地。

extraordinary adj. remarkable, outstanding, special. 非常的；特别的；非凡的。

chemical adj. liquid or solid things used in or made by chemistry. 化学的。

powder n. substance that has been crushed, ground. 粉末。

be in the habit have often and regular practice. 是老习惯了。

particularly adv. especially. 尤其地；特别地。

chemist n. a person who makes and sells drugs and medicines. 化学家；药剂师。

pure adj. clean, unmixed with any other substance. 纯净的；质地纯的。

impure adj. not pure. 不纯的。

mixture n. the result when different things are mixed together. 混合；混合物。

look for search. 寻找。

mask n. a cover worn over the face to hide it. 面具；面罩。

trap v. capture by a trick. 诱捕；用陷阱捕捉。

run away escape. 逃跑。

alarm v. give a warning or feeling of danger to; cause anxiety to. 报警；引起注意；让人担心。

break down open with force. 破门而入；打开。

blame v. fix on sb. the responsibility for sth. 抱怨。

axe n. a heavy stick with a sharp piece of metal on the end, used for cutting down trees. 斧子。

make an end of sth to finish or solve sth. 去了结某事。

footsteps n. (sound of a) step of sb. walking. 脚步声。

weep v. cry; let tears fall from the eyes. 哭泣；流泪。

leave me alone not interfere with me. 让我一个人呆着。

crash strike violently and noisily. 用力碰撞。

turn over completely upset. 翻转过来。

poison n. a strong feeling of hate, love or anger. 毒药；恶意，仇恨。

broken adj. forcibly separated into two or more pieces. 断了的；弄断的。

liquid n. anything that flows and is not a gas. 液体。

saucer n. small curved dish on which a cup stands. 碟子；盘子。

be torn off to be out of place by pulling sharply. 撕掉的。

unmistakable adj. can not be mistaken. 不会弄错的。

notice v. observe, arrest one's attention. 注意到。n. attention; news of sth. about to happen 注意力，通知。

bookshelf n. bookcase. 书架。

packet n. small parcel or bundle. 包；包裹；一小捆。

leave sth. to sb. have at the time of one's death; bequeath by will. 留给某人……东西。

destroy v. break to pieces. 破坏。

confession n. saying or admitting (that one has done wrong); acknowledging. 忏悔；自白；招供。

unfortunate adj. unlucky. 不幸运的；倒霉的。

send for ask sb. to come; fetch sb. 派人去叫，去找。


7　最后一夜
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转眼到了三月份，一天晚饭后，厄特森先生坐在炉火边，一脸惊讶之色，因为来了一位客人，是杰基尔博士的仆人普尔。老人家看上去面无人色，充满了恐惧。

“厄特森先生，”他说，“出事了。”

“来，坐到火边，慢慢说。”

“博士把自己锁在书房里，不出来了，先生。”

“这不是常事吗？”律师说，“你和我一样清楚你的主人的习惯，他不是经常把自己锁起来吗？”

“是，可是这次不一样，太可怕了，先生，有一个星期了，我再也受不了啦。”

他停下来，低头盯着地板。

“来吧，普尔，告诉我是怎么一回事。”律师轻轻地说道。

“主人遇到了可怕的事，我说不清楚，可是……求求您先生，能跟我一起去亲自瞧瞧吗？”

厄特森先生立刻拿来自己的大衣，戴上帽子。

“谢谢，先生。”普尔满心感激地嘟哝着。

他们动身去杰基尔博士的家。那是个狂风呼啸、风雨交加的晚上，厄特森先生感到街上异常地空旷和孤独。到了广场附近，风沙飞扬，细小的树木猛烈地摇摆着，乱七八糟、奇形怪状的黑云飘过苍白、昏暗的月亮。

“先生，”普尔说，“我们到了，但愿没出乱子。”他小心翼翼地敲了敲前门，门开了一道缝，里面传出来一个声音：“是你吗，普尔？”

“没错，开门吧。”

他们走进大厅，里面灯火通明，火烧得很旺，屋里挤满了人——所有的仆人都在，好像一群吓坏了的孩子。

“这究竟是怎么回事？”律师问，“你们都在这儿干什么？主人是会不高兴的。”

“他们都害怕。”普尔轻声说。没人说话，一个小女仆抑制不住，哭出声来。

“安静！”普尔提高嗓门喊了一声，努力把自己的恐惧压下去。“去，拿枝蜡烛来，我们马上把这事弄个水落石出。厄特森先生，请跟在我后面。”他在前面引路，穿过后花园朝实验室走去。

“先生，请您把脚步放轻点，我想让您听听，但您可别让他听见了。先生，要是他让您进去，千万别进去！”

厄特森先生吓得心中一紧，但他马上鼓起勇气，跟着仆人进了实验室，来到楼梯下。

“在这儿等着，先生，仔细听着。”普尔低声说。而他自己抑制住恐惧，上了楼梯，敲了敲书房的门。

“先生，厄特森先生想见您。”他叫道。

“告诉他，我不能见任何人。”书房里传出一个声音。

“谢谢您，先生。”普尔说完，又领着厄特森先生穿过花园回到屋里。“先生，”他问，“那是我主人的声音吗？”

“好像有点变了……”律师说，脸色发白。

“变了？您说得没错，”普尔说，“我服侍了杰基尔博士20年，那根本不是主人的声音。主人已经给人害死了。八天前我最后一次听见他的声音。‘哦！亲爱的主啊！’他喊了一声，然后就再没有声音了。您刚才听到的是凶手的声音！”

“这事太不寻常了，好普尔，”厄特森先生说，尽量让自己保持冷静。“如果杰基尔博士给人害死了，为什么凶手还在这儿？是什么原因让他留在这里呢？”

“好吧，先生，也许您不信我的话，但我明白我听见了什么。快一个星期了，那个人，也许是什么怪物，在书房里没日没夜哭喊着要一种特别的药粉。主人每次一忙，就是这样，把命令写在纸条上，扔在楼梯上，这倒是他一贯的作风。这次也是，我们别的什么也不知道，只有吩咐的纸条和关紧的门。我去过城里所有的药店，找他要的东西，可没一样符合他的要求。他说那些玩意不纯，我又得把东西退回去，再上别的店。我不知道这些药是干什么的，可书房里的那个人要得那么急。”

“你有他写的这种纸条吗？”厄特森先生问道。

普尔把手伸进口袋，掏出一张纸。律师凑近仔细看了看，上面写道：“现将刚购的那批货退还，质地不纯，不合用途。18××年，您曾给亨利·杰基尔博士配过一批药剂，恭请贵号尽量搜寻，若有任何相同药剂存货请立即送来。至关重要，切记，切记。”

“真是个奇怪的条子！”厄特森先生说。

“药剂师也这么认为，先生，”普尔说着，“我给他这个条子，他嚷嚷着说：‘我所有的药品都是纯的，就这么告诉你们主人！’他说着就冲我把纸条扔了回来。”

“你能肯定这是主人的笔迹吗？”厄特森先生问。

“当然了，先生，”普尔说，“可这又有什么关系呢？我看见了凶手！”

“看见他了？”厄特森先生不禁重复了一遍。

“就是看见了嘛！是这样的，有一次我从花园突然去了实验室，我以为他离开书房找什么东西去了，书房的门开着，他就在实验室最里面，在旧箱子里翻什么东西。我进去时他抬头看了我一眼，大叫一声，转身就奔到书房里去了。我只看到他一眼，可血都要冻住了似的。先生，您说要是主人的话，他干吗脸上戴着面罩？要是主人的话，干吗像个四处被追的野兽，从我跟前逃走？我给他当了20年的仆人，可他……”普尔将脸埋在手里，难过得说不下去了。

“的确是桩怪事。”厄特森先生说，“但我想我有点明白了。普尔，你的主人看来是病了，长相也变了，嗓音也变了，这样就能解释为什么他戴面罩了，因为他不愿见朋友；当然了，他拼命地找药，是因为他认为吃了药就会好了。上帝啊！希望他一切都好！哦！可怜的杰基尔！这是我的解释，想起来怪怕人的，但还算正常，也还算自然，不必那么担心。”

“可是，先生，”仆人说，“那个……东西，不是主人。主人是个大高个，又体面又英俊，那个人矮得多……先生，我和主人在一起20年了，还会不记得主人长得什么样？除非我不知道自己长什么样了！不，先生，面罩下的那个东西绝不会是杰基尔博士，而且我认定，就是——它——杀了主人！”

“普尔，”律师说，“你要是这么说，我一定要弄个水落石出了。咱们得把门撞开。”

“这才对啊！厄特森先生！”老仆人大声说道。

“很好。那么你愿意帮助我吗？万一弄错了，我不会让你受责备的。”

“实验室里有把斧子。”普尔建议说。

“普尔，你知道，”厄特森先生说，“这事对咱们俩都够危险的。咱们有话直说，你见到的那个戴面罩的人，你敢肯定不是你的主人。”

“是的，先生。”

“你确实能认出他吗？”

“嗯，先生，时间太短，他跑得很快，不敢真的确定。但是——直说吧，我想那是海德先生。个子和他一样矮，动作一样轻快、敏捷，再有，除了他，谁还能从街上通过实验室的门进来呢？您别忘了，先生，卡鲁凶杀案发生时，钥匙还在海德先生手里呢！这还不算。对了，先生，您见过这个海德先生吗？”

“见过，”律师说，“我跟他说过一次话。”

“那您也该清楚，海德先生有点奇怪，他身上有种邪恶的东西。”

“我同意你说的，”厄特森先生说，“我和你感觉差不多。”

“是这样嘛！面罩下的那个东西从箱子后面跳出来，跑上楼梯，当时我就是那种感觉，觉得面罩下的那个人一定是海德先生！”

“我知道了，普尔，我相信你，”律师一字一顿地说道，“我相信可怜的亨利·杰基尔已经给人害死了，我也确信凶手还在书房里藏着。现在，普尔，咱们就去了结这事。”

他们一起走进后花园，乌云遮住了月亮，周围一片幽暗，两人静悄悄地沿着实验室的墙走过去，停住脚，听了一会儿，远处传来伦敦城天天晚上的吵闹声，但上面的书房里只有徘徊的脚步声，打破了周围的寂静。

“他整天就这么走，先生。”普尔低声说，“哎，大半夜就这么走来走去的，只有新药品送来了，脚步声才会停下来。您听，先生，那是主人的脚步声吗？”

这脚步声又轻，又短，确实和亨利·杰基尔又长、又重的步子很不一样。

“还有什么其他情况吗，普尔？”律师沉重地问道。

“有一次，”普尔说，“我听见他在哭。”

“哭？”厄特森一脸恐怖地重复道。

“哭得像个迷路的孩子，”老仆人说，“我听了直心碎，也特别想哭。”

“行了，”律师说，“咱们还有事要干。”

他们进了实验室，沿着楼梯向书房走去。“杰基尔，”律师大声喊起来，“我要见你！”他停了一会儿，没人回答。“你要是不让我进去，我可就破门而入了！”

“厄特森，”里面传出一个声音，“求求你，让我自己呆着吧！”

“这不是杰基尔的声音！”厄特森先生大喊一声，“这是海德！普尔，砸门！”

手起斧落，房门震了震，屋里传来恐惧的尖叫声，就像野兽被夹住了腿。门上又落了一斧，但上好的木头很结实，锁也打制得很坚固，最后好不容易，门才落在屋里的地毯上。

两人向屋里瞪眼望去，壁炉里的火很旺，又暖和又舒服，一张大桌子上散着几张纸，这是一间又朴素又温馨的屋子。可是屋中间的地板上卧着一具尸体，律师把他扳过来，是爱德华·海德的脸。他穿着比他个儿大得多的衣服，手里捏着一个小瓶子。

律师摇摇头。“他吃了毒药，普尔。恐怕咱们还是来晚了，没法救杰基尔博士，也不可能惩罚凶手了。现在咱们得找到主人的尸体。”

他们找遍了，可就是没有杰基尔的影子，不管是死的，还是活的。

“也许他早逃走了！”厄特森先生充满希望地说。他转身去查看从实验室通往小街的那扇门。门上了锁，到处是灰尘，旁边地上，他找到了一把折断的钥匙。

“好久没人开过这扇门了！”厄特森先生说。

“是啊，”普尔一边答道，一边捡起折断的钥匙。“那么，海德是怎么进来的呢？”

“这真叫我摸不着头脑了，普尔，”律师说，“咱们再回书房看看。”

他们又在书房找了一遍。“先生，你看，”普尔指着屋角的小桌子，上面摆着盛着各种各样液体的小瓶子，碟子里有些白色粉末。“他在这儿实验这些药品。”

地上扔着博士的一本书，封皮已破烂不堪。律师把书捡起来。杰基尔博士一直很爱看书，也爱惜书，可这本书在没有被撕坏和扔到地上之前，上面写满了字，笔迹也没错。

随后律师又注意到两个玻璃书柜之间的墙上，镶着一面又高又大的镜子。

“真奇怪，”厄特森先生说，“杰基尔在书房里放这东西有什么用？”

他们又转身去看书桌，发现有一个大邮包，上面写着“厄特森先生收”，笔迹是杰基尔博士的。律师打开邮包，里面掉出三封信。第一封是遗嘱，和博士的第一份遗嘱一模一样，只有一条除外，博士把所有积蓄不是给了爱德华·海德，而是给了加布里埃尔·约翰·厄特森。

律师看了看遗嘱，又看了看普尔，最后把目光投向地板上的尸体。

“我还是不明白，”他喃喃说道，“海德一直呆在这儿——可他怎么没有把这份遗嘱毁掉呢？”

他又拿起另一个信封，是博士手写的短笺，厄特森先生看了看日期。“普尔！”他叫道，“是今天的日期，杰基尔今天还活着，他肯定没有死——一定是逃跑了，要不就是躲起来了。真是那样的话，那又为什么呢？如果他还活着，我们能肯定海德是自杀的吗？普尔，咱们得小心行事，否则可能会把你的主人拖到什么惨祸里去的！”

“您为什么不念下去，先生？”仆人问。

“我害怕，”律师心事重重地说，然后他慢慢地拾起了信，念道：

“我亲爱的厄特森：

当您看到这张纸条的时候，这意味着我已经失踪了。请您回去看看兰宁医生的信。之后，请您再读我的忏悔书。

您的不幸而痛苦的朋友

亨利·杰基尔”

厄特森先生拾起第三封信，那是个最大的信封，厄特森自言自语说：“这一定是忏悔书了。”他把信放进口袋，说：“普尔，别跟别人说起信的事，要是主人死了或者失踪了，这些东西也许能挽救他的名誉。10点了，我要回家去安安静静地读信，午夜之前我一定赶回来，那时我们再派人去报警。”

他们一同出来，锁上了实验室的门。厄特森先生心情沉重地回家去看这些信。
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Doctor Lanyon's letter

Dear Utterson,

Four days ago, on the 9th of January, I received a letter by the evening post. It was in the handwriting of my old friend Henry Jekyll. I was rather surprised, as we were not in the habit of writing to each other, and I had had dinner with him the night before. When I came to read the letter, I was even more surprised. The letter said:




Dear Lanyon,

You are one of my oldest friends. Although we have sometimes disagreed on scientific matters, I have always remained your friend. I would do anything for you, Lanyon—please will you do something for me now?

Please, old friend, come to my house at once with this letter in your hand. Poole, my servant, has his orders. He will be here with a locksmith. Break the lock of my study door, and then you must go in there alone. Open the glass-fronted cupboard on the left-hand side and look on the fourth shelf from the top. On it you will find some packets of chemical powders, a small bottle and a book. Please take everything back to your house.

If you leave as soon as you receive this letter, you should be back home before midnight. At that time you will receive a visit from a man. Please give him the bottle, the powders and the book, and I shall always be grateful to you.

Do not fail me, Lanyon. Believe me, my life and my peace of mind depend on you. I am in fearful danger and only you can save me.

Your friend,

Henry Jekyll




After reading this letter, I was sure that Doctor Jekyll was mad. But a friend is a friend, and so I went at once to his house. Jekyll's servant had received by the same post a letter similar to mine, and he was waiting for me with the locksmith. Together we went through the old laboratory and climbed the stairs to the doctor's private study. The door was very strong, with an excellent lock, but the locksmith knew his job. Soon the door stood open and I entered the study. I opened the cupboard and found the shelf. Sure enough, the powders, the bottle and the book were there, and I look them home with me.

At home I looked at everything more carefully. There were several packets of white powder and a bottle of red, strong-smelling liquid. The book contained nothing except a list of dates, going back several years. The last date was nearly a year ago. Here and there the doctor had added a few words. The word 'double' appeared very early in the list, followed by the word 'Failed! !'. 'Double' appeared in the list several more times... What was Jekyll doing? The book looked like a list of unsuccessful experiments. How could I, by taking these things to my house, save my friend's life and peace of mind? And what was the reason for this midnight visitor? I put my old gun in my pocket, then I put everything in a box for my midnight visitor to collect.

At midnight exactly there was a knock on my door. A short man was standing in the shadows.

'Are you from Doctor Jekyll?' I asked. He bent his head. Although I could not see his face, there was something unpleasing about him and I was glad I had a weapon. I invited him into the house and there, in the bright light, I took a closer look at him.

His appearance was extremely strange. His clothes were well made and expensive, but they were far too large for him. He looked like a child wearing his father's clothes, but there was nothing childlike about this man. He was short, as I have said, but very strong. At the same time there was a look of sickness and horror about him, and his face was a mask of pain, violence and hate. As a doctor I could perhaps feel sorry for him; as a man I felt only fear and dislike.

'Have you got it?' said the stranger impatiently, reaching out his hand and touching my arm. His touch made my blood run cold. I shook off his hand. 'Come, sir,' I said calmly. 'Sit down and introduce yourself.'

'I apologize, Doctor Lanyon,' the stranger said more politely. 'Doctor Henry Jekyll sent me here on an important matter. I have to collect something from you.'

I gave him the box. He took it with trembling hands. 'At last!' he cried. He turned to me. His face was deathly pale. 'Have you a medicine glass?' he asked.

I gave it to him. He put a little of the red liquid in the glass and added a packet of powder. A small cloud of smoke rose from the glass and the colour of the liquid changed from red to purple, and from purple to a watery green. The stranger put the glass down on the table and looked sharply at me.

'And now,' he said, 'choose carefully. You can leave the room now. Or you can stay and experience something new, something unknown to science. You can be rich, famous and successful, if only you will believe.'

'Sir,' I said, trying to remain calm, 'I don't understand what you're trying to say, and I think you are probably mad. But I will stay.'

'Very well,' said the stranger. 'Now remember your promise. You've been an unbeliever all your life. You laughed at Doctor Jekyll's ideas and called them unscientific rubbish—now see for yourself!'

He put the glass to his lips and drank the liquid. His whole body shook and jumped and he almost fell. He held onto the edge of the table, breathing fast through his open mouth. As I watched, his whole body seemed to change. He seemed to become taller, fatter—his face turned black and its shape began to change... The next moment I jumped back against the wall, trembling with fear and horror. There before my eyes, pale and shaken and sick, stood Henry Jekyll!

I cannot make myself write down the things that Jekyll, with tears in his eyes, confessed to me that night.

Now fear and horror are my only companions. Sleep has left me and I feel that I have not long to live. As I write, I wonder. Did I imagine it all? As a scientist I cannot believe it—but I saw it happen with my own eyes.

I will say just one thing more, Utterson. The evil thing that came into my house that night—as Jekyll told me—was known by the name of Hyde, and was wanted by the police for the murder of Sir Danvers Carew.

Hastie Lanyon




With fear in his heart, Mr Utterson put away Doctor Lanyon's letter, and then opened the confession of Doctor Henry Jekyll.



locksmith n. worker in making locks. 锁匠。

Don't fail me Don't make me disappointed. 别让我失望，落空。

similar adj. alike. 相似的；同样的。

enter v. go into. 走进。

double of two. 双的；两个。

experiment n. a scientific test on sth. in order to find out what happens and to learn sth. new. 实验；试验。

bend v. bow or stoop. 弯下；低下。

expensive adj. costly. 昂贵的。

shake off get rid of. 甩掉。

apologize v. say sorry to sb. 道歉。

purple n. colour of red and blue mixed together. 紫色。

laugh at make fun of. 嘲笑某人，某事。

shake v. move from side to side, up and down, etc. 摇摆；摇动。


8　兰宁医生的信

[image: alt]

亲爱的厄特森：

四天前，也就是1月9日，晚班邮差送来一封信，是老朋友亨利·杰基尔的笔迹。我很奇怪，因为我们没有互相写信的习惯，况且头一天晚上我还和他一起吃过饭，而信的内容更让我奇怪了。信是这么写的：

亲爱的兰宁：

你是我交情最久的朋友之一，尽管在一些科学问题上我们有分歧，我一直把你当朋友看。我愿意为你赴汤蹈火，兰宁，你也愿意帮我做点事吗？

我请求你，老朋友，立刻拿着这封信到我家里来。我已经吩咐过我的仆人普尔，让他找一个锁匠在这儿等着。你们撬开书房的门，但你必须一个人进去，打开左手的玻璃柜，从上面数第四格里，有一些药品包在纸包里，有一个小瓶子，还有一个本子。把这些东西全都拿到你家里去。

如果你收到信尽快赶来，那你午夜前应该已经回到家了。会有一个人去找你，请你把瓶子、药品和书给他，我将感激不尽！

别让我失望，兰宁。相信我，我的性命和内心的平静全靠你了。我处境危急，只有你能救我了。

你的朋友

亨利·杰基尔

读完这封信，我完全相信杰基尔博士已经神智不清了。可朋友终归是朋友，所以我立刻去了他家。杰基尔的仆人也收到了邮差送来的信，和我的差不多，锁匠已经在那儿等着了。我们一起穿过实验室，上楼来到了博士的私人书房。门很结实，锁也很牢，但锁匠知道怎么办。不一会儿，门开了，我走进去，打开柜子，找到了那一格。没错，药粉、瓶子，还有本子都在那儿，我拿着就回家了。

回到家里，我又仔细查看了一遍。有几包白色的药粉和一瓶红色的液体，气味刺鼻。本子里除了一串日期什么都没有，都是几年前的，最近的一个日子也几乎是一年以前的了。有些日期旁，博士加了很短的批语：“双份”，而且在本子上出现得很早，跟着是“失败！”在这串日期上，“双份”又出现了好几次……杰基尔究竟在干什么？本子上列的单子像一连串失败的实验记录。把这些东西拿回来，怎么就能挽救朋友的性命，还给他带来内心的平静呢？午夜来客又是什么原因？我把常用的一把手枪放到口袋里，把那些东西放到盒子里，等着半夜上门的人来取。

正好午夜时分，有人敲响了我的门，一个小个子站在阴影里。

“是从杰基尔博士那儿来的吗？”我问。他低着头。虽然看不清他的模样，可我还是感到他哪儿有点让人不舒服。真庆幸我拿了枪。我请他进了屋，在明亮的光线下，我仔细看了看他。

他的外表十分怪异。衣服都是上等料子，做工精良，但穿在他身上太显大了，好比孩子穿了爸爸的衣服。但是这人没有一点像孩子。他个子不高，正如我说的，但却十分强壮，还有，他看上去很难受，很害怕，脸被痛苦、不安和仇恨笼罩着。作为医生，我也许为他难过，但作为一个普通人，我只有恐惧和厌恶。

“东西都找到了吗？”陌生人很不耐烦地说着，伸出手就摇我的胳膊。这一碰让我的血都快冻住了。我甩开他的手。“嗨，先生，”我不动声色地说，“请坐，我还未有幸认识您呢！”

“请您原谅，兰宁医生，”陌生人一下子谦恭起来，“杰基尔博士让我来办一件很重要的事，我必须从您这儿拿点东西。”

我把盒子递给他，他两只手颤抖着接过去。“终于拿到了！”他叫了一声，又转向我，脸色像死人一样苍白。“有量杯吗？”他问。

我拿给他。他在杯子里倒出少量药水，又放入一点儿白色药粉，一小股烟冒了出来，液体的颜色也由红变紫，由紫变成水绿。陌生人把杯子放在桌上，突然狠狠瞪了我一眼。

“好吧，”他说，“仔细选择一下吧。您可以马上离开这间屋子，也可以呆在这里，看看一种新奇的东西，一种科学上未知的东西。您可以变得富有、成功、有名望，只要相信就行。”

“先生，”我说，尽量保持冷静，“我不明白您想说些什么，而且我相信您可能神智不清，不过我还是决定留下来。”

“好的，”陌生人说，“记住你的承诺。你一生都不肯相信，还嘲笑杰基尔博士的观点，称它们是不科学的垃圾，现在，你请看吧！”

说着，他把杯子搁在嘴边，一口气喝了下去，接着他的整个身体颤抖起来，踉踉跄跄，几乎都要摔倒了。他抓着桌子边，嘴张得大大的，使劲喘着气。我注视着这一切，他的身体好像变了，变得高了，胖了，脸突然发黑，五官也开始变形……我“噌”地往后退了一步，抵着墙，全身抖成一团，又担心，又害怕，因为站在我面前、脸色苍白、浑身战栗、难受不止的，正是亨利·杰基尔！

那天晚上，杰基尔流着眼泪向我忏悔了一切，可是我实在没法打起精神来，把这些都写下来。

现在，恐惧是我唯一的伙伴，睡梦也离我而去。我觉得我的日子没多久了。一边写，我一边纳闷，难道一切都是幻觉吗？作为科学家，我无法相信，但这确确实实是我亲眼看到的。

厄特森，我再告诉你一件事，那晚来我家的那个邪恶的家伙，杰基尔告诉我，就是那个杀害了卡鲁爵士的通缉犯，名字叫海德！

黑斯蒂·兰宁




厄特森先生满怀恐惧地放下了兰宁医生的信，然后打开了亨利·杰基尔博士的忏悔书。


9
Doctor Jekyll's confession

I was born in the year 18—. I inherited a large fortune, a strong healthy body and an excellent mind. I was naturally hard-working and soon I was extremely successful in my chosen work as a scientist. Although I was still young, important people came to me for advice. At an age when most young men are going out and having fun, I was behaving like a grey-haired old man.

This was not easy for me. The outside world saw a serious, hard-working doctor. Behind this quiet character, however, was an active, fun-loving young man-about-town. This, of course, was nothing to be ashamed of, but I did not realize that at the time. I was ashamed, and I soon learned to keep my two lives separate.

I was not dishonest in any way. Both these people were me. The serious, successful young doctor was me, and the wild, fun-loving, irresponsible young man was me too. I thought about this for a long time and slowly I realized that I was not extraordinary in this. Every man has two sides to his character. He is two people. They live together—often uncomfortably—in the same body.

'How fantastic,' I thought, 'if I could separate these two characters and give my fun-loving side his freedom. Then he could go out and enjoy himself unashamedly and leave serious, studious Doctor Jekyll to get on with his important, life-saving work.'

'Was it possible,' I wondered, 'to find a drug that could give each side of my character its own separate face and body?'

After much thought and careful study I believed I had found the answer. I had read many scientific books and spent many hours in my laboratory, searching for the right mixture of chemicals to make my drug. At last I had everything I needed except a special kind of salt. I bought some from a chemist, and then I was ready.

I hesitated for a long time before I began my experiment. Only a small mistake in the mixture of the drug could mean immediate death. But in the end, my wish to know was stronger than my fear. And so, late one disastrous night, I mixed everything together and prepared my drug. I watched the smoke rising from the liquid as it changed colour from red to purple and at last to green. Then, bravely, I drank every bitter drop.

I felt a violent sickness in my stomach and a terrible pain in all my bones. The room seemed to turn round and round and I trembled with fear. Then the fear and pain disappeared and a strange, sweet feeling took its place. Wild thoughts danced through my mind. They were not good, serious thoughts. They were the wild passions of an evil and cruel stranger. But inside myself I felt younger, lighter, more carefree than ever before. 'If this is pure evil,' I thought, 'I like it.'

I stood there, enjoying these strange new thoughts and passions—and suddenly realized that I was shorter. At that time there was no mirror in my study. Later I put one on the wall of my study so that I could watch these changes in my appearance. Now; however, it was three o'clock in the morning and all the servants were asleep. I decided it was safe to go to my bedroom in my new body and take a look at myself in the mirror there. I crossed the garden and entered my house like a stranger. As I came into my room, I saw Edward Hyde for the first time.

At that time, the good side of my character was stronger than the evil side. Henry Jekyll had his faults, but he was mostly a good, kind man. I cannot be sure, but I believe that is the reason why Edward Hyde was so much smaller than Henry Jekyll. But that was not the only difference between the two men. Henry Jekyll had a kind, open, honest face. Pure evil stared out of Edward Hyde's eyes. I felt no dislike, however. Indeed, I welcomed him. Edward Hyde was me, young and strong and full of life.

Later, however, I noticed that Hyde's appearance and manner had a strong effect on other people. Nobody could meet Edward Hyde without a feeling of dislike and horror. I believe I understand the reason for this too. Everyone is a mixture of good and evil. Even the worst criminal has a little good in him. Only Edward Hyde was pure evil.

I stood for a long time, staring at the mirror. 'Am I trapped?' I wondered. 'If I am, I must leave this house before daylight. If I don't, I shall be arrested as a thief.'

I hurried back to my study. With trembling hands I mixed another dose of the drug and drank it. Again I felt that terrible pain and sickness, but a few seconds later I found myself with the face and body and character of Henry Jekyll once more.

I blame myself for the things that happened later. It was not the fault of the drug. That was neither good nor evil. But it opened the prison doors and allowed Edward Hyde to escape. Soon he was out of control. He, you will remember, was wholly evil. Doctor Jekyll was not wholly good, however. He was a normal man with normal faults and weaknesses, and Hyde was too strong for him.

I welcomed Hyde, therefore. I arranged everything very carefully. I bought a flat in a poor part of London, where I kept Hyde's clothes and employed a servant to do the house work. I took a dose of the drug whenever I wanted to forget my old, quiet, serious self for a time. In those early days—God forgive me! —I thought it was all very amusing. Doctor Jekyll was well known. Nobody knew Hyde, however, and in his body I was free to do as I wished.

I will not go into details about my adventures and shameful acts as Hyde. Jekyll remained as good and kind as ever and always did his best to undo the harm that Hyde did. But as time went by, Jekyll became less and less able to control Hyde.

One night Hyde injured a child in the street and a passer-by saw him. That passer-by was your cousin. I recognized him when the two of you came to my window. Your cousin caught Hyde and an angry crowd collected. They asked for money for the child's family. In the end, in order to escape, Hyde had to give your cousin a cheque in the name of Jekyll.

I learned my lesson from this, and opened a new bank account in the name of Hyde. I even gave Hyde a different handwriting. I was sure I was safe—but I was wrong.

Two months before the murder of Sir Danvers Carew I went out on one of my evil adventures. Before I went to bed, I took a dose of the drug and became Doctor Jekyll once more. I woke up in bed the next morning with a strange feeling that something was wrong... I looked around the room, then down at my hand. Henry Jekyll's hand was large, white, and well-made, but the hand I saw that morning on the bedcover was thin, bony, greyish-brown, and hairy. It was the hand of Edward Hyde.

Sick with horror, I stared at it. 'I was Henry Jekyll when I went to bed,' I thought. 'And now I am Edward Hyde... What possible explanation can there be? And, more important, how can I get to my study and take the drug?'

Then I realized that the servants were quite used to the comings and goings of Hyde. I put on Hyde's clothes and marched confidently through the house. Poole stared in surprise to see Mr Hyde so early in the morning, but I did not care. Ten minutes later Doctor Jekyll had returned to his own shape and was sitting down, pretending to eat breakfast.

Too worried to eat, I sat there thinking hard about my situation. I realized that in recent weeks Hyde had become bigger and stronger, both in body and character.

'What will I do,' I thought, 'if Hyde takes control?' I thought about the drug. Once, in the early days, it had failed completely, and sometimes I had had to take a double dose before I changed into Hyde. Now, however, it was quite easy to become Hyde—the problem was to become Jekyll again after my adventures. My good self and my evil self were fighting for my mind and body—and my evil self was winning.

I knew I had to choose between the two, and I chose Doctor Jekyll. Perhaps I was not wholly serious about this, however, because I did not sell Hyde's flat or destroy his clothes. For two months I lived the life of a quiet and responsible man. But soon I began to miss Hyde—his strong young body, his love of life and his dark adventures in the narrow, nameless streets of London. One night, when my life as Jekyll seemed impossibly dull and boring, I mixed a dose of the drug and drank it.

It was like opening the door of a cage and letting a wild animal escape. That night I became a madman, and beat Sir Danvers to death—for no reason at all. I felt only a wild delight as I hit his body again and again. Afterwards I ran to the flat and destroyed all my papers. I was not ashamed of my crime. Instead I was filled with a high, sweet excitement. I relived the murder as I walked back home through the streets. I felt strong and masterful... Edward Hyde had a song on his lips as he mixed a dose of the drug. 'Your very good health, Sir Danvers!' he laughed as he drank. A moment of terrible pain, then poor Henry Jekyll fell to his knees and begged God to forgive him.

When I was myself again, I locked the door that led from the street to my laboratory. I broke the key and threw it away. 'Goodbye for ever, Mr Hyde!' I whispered.

The next day the news of the murder was all over London. The servant girl had seen the crime and recognized Mr Hyde. My other self was wanted by the police.

In some ways I was glad. Now Hyde could not show his face to the world again. If he did, every honest man in London would be proud to report him to the police.

Once again I led a busy, responsible and almost happy life... until one fine, clear January day. I was sitting on a seat in the park, enjoying the sunshine, when suddenly I felt deathly sick. I began to tremble all over. Soon, however, I felt well again—not only well, but young, strong and fearless. I looked down; my clothes were suddenly too big, the hand on my knee was the bony, hairy hand of Edward Hyde. It was so sudden. One moment I was a famous and popular doctor, the next I was a violent criminal who was wanted for murder.

How could I get to my study to take the drug? I had locked the street door to my laboratory and broken the key. I could not, therefore, enter from the street. I could not go in through the house because of the servants. I needed help from outside. I thought of Lanyon, but how could I reach him? And how could I persuade him to let Hyde into his home? How, too, could I persuade him to break into Doctor Jekyll's private study? It looked impossible.

Then I remembered. My appearance was unrecognizable, but my handwriting was unchanged. I could still write a letter in Doctor Jekyll's name! Calling a passing taxicab, I ordered the driver to drive to a hotel quite near Lanyon's house. Of course Jekyll's clothes were much too large for my body, and I had trouble in climbing into the cab. The driver noticed my strange appearance and could not help laughing. I gave him such a black look, however, that the smile froze on his face. In my desperate fear and danger, I was like a pain-maddened animal, ready to kill or wound at any moment. I wanted to pull the driver from his seat and murder him then and there. But I was clever too. My life depended on my coolness, and I fought to control my murderous passions.

We reached the hotel. I paid the driver and went inside, holding up my too-large trousers. The servants smiled when they saw my strange appearance. I stared angrily at them and their smiles disappeared at once. I gave my orders and they led me to a private room and brought me some writing paper and a pen.

Hyde in danger of his life was a new experience for me. He—I write 'he' because I find it hard to write 'I'—he was not human. His only feelings at that time were fear and hate. Hyde was wholly evil, but he was not stupid. He knew that his life depended on two letters, one to Lanyon and one to Poole. If he failed, he would die.

Carefully he wrote the letters and sent a servant to post them. After that he sat all day by the fire in the private room. There too he had dinner, brought by a frightened waiter. At last, when darkness had covered the city, he sat in the corner of a closed taxicab. 'Just drive round!' he ordered, and the driver drove backwards and forwards through the streets of London.

Then, when Hyde thought the driver was beginning to suspect something, he sent the taxicab away and continued on foot. He was a strange figure in his too-large clothes, with fear and hate staring out of his eyes. He walked along talking to himself. Once a woman spoke to him.

'Will you buy my matches, sir?' she begged. Hyde hit her across the face, and she ran away in fear.

My plan was successful. And when I arrived in Lanyon's house, I took the dose of the drug that returned me to my normal appearance.

Immediately afterwards I felt deeply ashamed. Perhaps it was Lanyon's horror that made me feel like that. I do not know. But I hated myself and I was conscious of an important change in my feelings. I was no longer afraid of the police—I was afraid of Hyde himself. The thought of his short, strong, hairy body and his evil, cruel, wholly selfish mind filled me with horror.

Exhausted by the horrors of that day, I slept heavily. I woke in the morning feeling weak and shaky, but quite normal. I still hated and feared the thought of the wild animal inside me, and I had not forgotten the desperate dangers of the day before. But I was at home and close to my drugs, and I was most deeply grateful for my escape.

I was walking across the garden after breakfast, enjoying the clear wintry air, when suddenly my body was again torn by those indescribable feelings which I always experienced after a dose of the drug. I only just reached my study before I was again burning and freezing with the violent passions of Hyde. With feverish speed I mixed the drug. This time I had to take a double dose to return to my old shape. And then, only six hours later, the pains returned and I had to repeat the dose.

From that day onwards the situation worsened. I needed larger and more frequent doses in order to stay in Jekyll's body. The pains came unexpectedly, but most of all when I was asleep. I was afraid to go to bed, or even to sleep for a few moments in my chair. If I did so, I always woke as Hyde.

Soon Jekyll was a sick man, feverish and weakened by pain and fear. As Jekyll grew weaker, Hyde became stronger than ever. He burned with hate for everybody and everything. And Hyde and Jekyll now hated each other with equal passion. Jekyll hated Hyde because Hyde was evil and inhuman, and because Hyde was stronger than he was. Jekyll lived in fear of waking up and finding himself in Hyde's body, with all Hyde's evil passions. Hyde hated Jekyll for a different reason. His fear of death—the punishment for murder—drove him to the hiding-place of Jekyll's body. But he hated this prison and was always fighting to escape from Jekyll's mind and body, and take control. He also hated Jekyll's weakness and his sad, hopeless condition. Most of all, he hated Jekyll's dislike of him. This was why Hyde sometimes did things to annoy Jekyll. He tore the doctor's books and wrote all over them. He burned his letters and even destroyed a picture of the doctor's dead father.

Only Hyde's fear of his own death stops him from killing me. His love of life is terribly strong, and he knows that if he kills me, he too will die. I almost feel sorry for him.

It is useless to continue this confession. The final disaster has arrived, and will put an end to my punishment. I shall soon lose my own face and character for ever. I have only a few doses of the drug left. I sent Poole to the same chemist to fetch some more chemicals. When he brought them, I mixed a dose of the drug. The liquid smoked and changed from red to purple, but it did not turn green. I drank it, and looked in the mirror. But there was no effect. Edward Hyde's face still stared back at me.

I expect Poole has told you that I have searched London for the chemicals I need. It is no good. I have decided that the first chemicals I bought were not absolutely pure. By accident, they contained something unknown to myself or to the chemist that prepared them. And that unknown something made my drug effective. So my drug was an accidental discovery that cannot be repeated.

About a week has passed. I have used the last of the old chemicals, and for the moment I am Henry Jekyll again. But I cannot write much more—I have very little time. If Hyde returns while I am writing this confession, he will tear it to pieces to annoy me. If I finish it, however, he will probably not notice it. He lives only for the moment, and he is already a changed man. He is like a trapped animal now. He sits in my chair trembling and weeping with hate and fear. All the time he listens for the policeman's knock at the door. Will he be caught at last, and put to death? Or will he bebrave enough to take a dose of poison at the last moment?

Well, that is not my business. This is the true hour of my death. When you read this, the Henry Jekyll you know will be dead. The rest of the story is about Edward Hyde. Now, as I put down my pen, I bring the life of unhappy Henry Jekyll to an end.



inherit v. receive property, a title, etc as heir. 继承，拥有（财产，爵位，性格等）。

behave v. act; conduct oneself. 行为举止。

separate adj. divided; not joined or united. 分离的；分开的。

irresponsible adj. not responsible for conduct, etc. 对行为不负责任的。

fantastic adj. wonderful; absurd. 令人惊奇的；奇怪的。

character n. description of a person's abilities and qualities. 性格；个性；天性。

unashamedly adv. not feeling or showing any shame or need for apology. 毫无愧色地。

drug n. substance used for medical purposes. 毒品，但此处是指药品。

bitter adj. tasting like beer or guinine. 苦味的；难以忍受的。

passion n. strong feeling or enthusiasm. 强烈的感情；激情。

fault n. defect; flaw. 缺点；毛病。

mostly adv. chiefly; almost all. 主要地，大多数地。

effect n. influence, result. 作用。

have effect on sb. 对某人有……作用。

dose n. amount (of medicine) to be taken at one time. 一剂药；剂量。

arrest v. catch or seize. 逮捕；抓住。

to be out of control be in a state where authority is lost. 失控。

arrange v. make plans in advance. 安排；布置。

amuse v. make (sb.) laugh or smile. 娱乐；使快乐。

undo harm make up for loss, injury, etc. 弥补所产生的破坏。

passer-by n. person who goes past. 过路人。

adventure n. strange or unusual happening, esp. an exciting or dangerous journey or experience. 奇遇；冒险的经历。

bony adj. full of bones. 瘦骨嶙峋的。

be used to sth be accustomed to sth. 对……习以为常；习惯于某事。

confidently adv. confident, adj. feeling or showing belief in oneself; certain. 有信心地；有把握地。

pretend v. make oneself appear (to be sth, to be doing sth.) 假装。

completely adv. wholly; in every way. 完完全全地。

change into turn into; become. 变成。

dull and boring uninteresting; monotonous. 枯燥的；无聊的。

delight n. great pleasure; joy. 轻松；高兴。

fall to his knees kneel down. 跪倒在地。

lead a…life live a…life. 过……样的生活。

persuade v. convince sb. of sth. 使某人相信；说服。

taxicab n. taxi; cab. 出租车。

could not help laughing 忍不住笑了。

freeze v. cover with ice. 冻住；凝固住。

stupid adj. foolish. 愚蠢的。

suspect v. have an idea or feeling; feel doubt about. 猜想；怀疑。

immediately adv. at once. 立刻；马上。

fill with make or become full. 充满了；注满了。

exhaust v. use up. 用尽；耗尽；用尽力气。

indescribable adj. cannot be described. 无以名状的；无法描述的。

worsen v. make or become worse. 使更糟。

unexpectedly adv. out of expectation. 无法预料地；没有预料到地。

burned with hate filled with strong dislike. 充满了仇恨；燃烧着仇恨。

disaster n. great or sudden misfortune. 灾难；灾祸。

It is no good It's useless. 没有作用；毫无结果。

by accident by chance; happen to be. 巧合的是；偶然。


9　杰基尔博士的忏悔

[image: alt]

我生于18××年，拥有一大笔遗产、一个强健的身体和一个出色的头脑。当然，我也极为勤奋，不久，作为一名科学家，我在自己从事的领域里获得了巨大的成功。年纪虽轻，但不少重要人物都向我讨教。在那样的年纪，大多数年轻人都想出去寻欢作乐，而我的举止却像个花白头发的老人。

这对我来说并不容易。外面的人把我看成一本正经、勤奋工作的博士，但在这安静的性格下，却是活泼、爱玩的交际场里的年轻的花花公子。当然，这没什么可以引以为耻的，但是我那时没有意识到，我感到羞愧难当，这样，很快我就学会了把自己的两种生活截然分开。

我没有一点不诚实，这两个人都是我。那个严肃认真、事业有成的年轻博士是我，那个充满野性、寻欢作乐、不负责任的年轻人也是我。我想了很长一段时间，慢慢地，我明白这样并没有什么特别之处。每个人的性格都有两面性，他就是两个人，住在一起——当然常常是很不舒服地住在一个躯体里。

“那该有多奇妙，”我想，“如果我能分离开两种性格，给爱玩的这一边以充分的自由。这样，他就可以自己出去，玩个痛快，而把严肃认真、勤奋上进的杰基尔博士留下来，继续做对他至关重要、拯救生灵的工作。”

“这可能实现吗？”我怀疑，“能找到一种药，给自己性格的每一面配上不同的脸和躯体吗？”

我思考了很久，在做了仔细研究之后，我相信自己找到了答案。我看了很多科学方面的书籍，在实验室也花了不少时间，一直在寻找正确的化合物的剂量来配制我的药，最后，除了一种特制的盐类，我要的东西都齐了。后来，我从一个药剂师那里买到了，一切准备就绪了。

我在实验之前犹豫了好久，化合物里的成分要是有一点点差错，那就意味着立即死亡。但是，好奇心是如此强烈，终于克服了我的恐惧。在一个该诅咒的夜晚，我把各种成分混在一起，配成了我的药，我目不转睛地盯着一缕烟雾从液体里冒了出来，液体的颜色渐渐由红变紫，最后变成绿色。随后，我壮起胆子，喝干了这剂苦药。

我感到胃里剧烈地难受，骨头缝里都疼，屋子在我眼前转了起来，我怕得浑身发抖。不一会儿，恐惧和痛楚都消失了，取而代之的是一种奇怪而甜美的感觉。脑海里是令人晕眩的鲁莽冲动，都是些不严肃、不好的念头，是一个残忍、邪恶的家伙才有的念头。但是我觉得自己变年轻了，身体也轻快多了，精神上更加愉快。“即使是个十足的恶魔，”我想，“那我也喜欢他。”

我站在那里，在这些奇怪的想法和情绪中放纵自己——猛然间，我注意到自己个子变矮了。那时我的书房里没有镜子，后来我才放了一面，这样我可以观察自己外形的变化。那时已经是凌晨三点了，所有的仆人都睡了，我打定主意，就这个样子去卧室看看自己，这不会有问题的。我穿过花园，像陌生人一样进了屋，走进自己的房间，第一次见到了爱德华·海德的模样。

那时，我性格里好的一面比坏的一面强。亨利·杰基尔有自身的缺点，但总的说来是个正直、善良的人。虽不肯定，但我相信这就是爱德华·海德比亨利·杰基尔矮得多的原因。然而，他们的差别还不仅限于此。亨利·杰基尔有一张和蔼、开朗、诚实的面孔，而海德眼里透出的尽是邪恶的目光。但我并没有觉得不舒服，事实上，我很乐意接受他。爱德华·海德就是我，年轻，强壮，充满了活力。

但后来我发现海德的相貌和举止对别人的影响很大，凡是见到他的人没有不感到既厌恶又害怕的。这个原因，据我看，是因为每个人都是善与恶的混合体，即使是最坏的罪犯也略有好的一面，而只有海德是完完全全由恶组成的人。

我在镜子前面流连了好一阵。“难道我掉进陷阱里了？”我纳闷，“我还能恢复原样吗？天亮之前，我必须离开这间屋子，否则我会被当作小偷抓起来的。”

我赶紧回到书房，用颤抖的双手又配了另一份药喝下去，再一次遭受那可怕的疼痛和难受，但几秒钟过后，我重返原身，又恢复了亨利·杰基尔的身体、面貌和性格。

我为以后发生的事情深深感到自责，不是因为药，药剂本身没有错误，不好也不坏，但是它却打开了牢狱之门，让爱德华·海德得以逃脱，很快我就无法控制他了。你应该不会忘记，他是个彻头彻尾的恶人。杰基尔博士并非一切都好，可不管怎么说，他是个正常的人，有正常人的缺点和弱点，而海德对他来说太强大了。

那时，我很欢迎海德，仔细为他安排好了一切。我在伦敦的贫民区买了一所公寓，存放他的衣服，还雇用了一个仆人做家务。只要我想忘掉安静、严肃的自己，就喝上一剂药。刚开始的时候——愿上帝宽恕我——我觉得很有趣，杰基尔博士有名望，但没人认识海德，在他的躯体里，我愿意多自由就有多自由。

我不想多谈海德的历险和可耻的行为，杰基尔还和以前一样善良，总是尽量去弥补海德造成的破坏。但是随着时间的推移，杰基尔越来越不能控制海德了。

一天晚上，海德在街上弄伤了一个小女孩，有人在路上看到了他，那人就是你表弟，有一次你们俩散步到我的窗下，我认出了他。你表弟一把抓住海德，愤怒的人群聚了过来，要海德给孩子家人赔钱。为了脱身，海德最后给了你表弟一张杰基尔签名的支票。

从这件事上我吸取了教训，以后用海德的名字给他开了新的账户，我甚至给了他一个不同的笔迹。我想一切都万无一失了，但我错了。

在丹佛斯·卡鲁爵士遇害的两个月前，我又来了一次邪恶的冒险。睡觉前我吃了一剂药，变回杰基尔博士，第二天早晨醒来的时候我感到有什么不对劲……我看看房间四周，目光落在自己的手上。亨利·杰基尔的手宽大、白皙，十分匀称，而那天早晨被单上的手却十分瘦削，又灰又黑，而且毛茸茸的。这是爱德华·海德的手。

我瞪着这双手，惊奇得发呆，恐惧让我难受极了。“晚上睡觉的时候还是亨利·杰基尔，怎么醒来却成了爱德华·海德……这如何解释呢？更要命的是，我怎么去书房配药呢？”

我忽然意识到仆人们对海德来去出入已经习以为常了。我穿上海德的衣服，装模作样地穿过房间。普尔惊讶地瞪着眼，奇怪这么早就看见海德先生，但我也管不了那么多了。十分钟后，杰基尔博士又恢复了原形，坐下来，装出吃早餐的样子。

我担心得够呛，哪里还有胃口。我坐在那儿，想着这一切，意识到近几周来海德的体格开始长大，越来越强壮，而且性格也越来越强了。

“我怎么办？”我想，“要是海德控制了局面该如何是好？”我又想到了药，很早以前实验的时候，有过一次彻底失败，有些时候我必须吃两剂药才能变成海德，而现在却越来越容易了——困难的是冒险之后如何再变回杰基尔的样子。我的善良的一半和邪恶的一半在争夺着我的身心，而邪恶的一半渐渐占了上风。

看来我不得不在两者之间进行抉择了，我选择了杰基尔博士。也许我还有所保留，因为我没有卖掉海德的公寓，也没有烧毁他的衣服。有整整两个月，我是个安详、负责的人，但很快我就开始想念海德了——强壮的体魄，旺盛的生命力以及在那些无名、狭窄的伦敦小街上的种种不可告人的冒险经历。一天晚上，我觉得杰基尔的生活实在无聊、枯燥，于是我又制了一剂药，喝了下去。

突然，就像打开笼子的门，放出一只野兽，那天晚上，我像个十足的疯子一样把丹佛斯爵士活生生打死了——而且无缘无故。每打一下，我只感到狂野地兴奋。随后我跑回公寓把所有文件都烧毁了，我并不为自己的罪行感到汗颜，相反却洋洋得意，兴奋舒畅。回家的路上，我边走边重新回味了杀人的滋味。我感到自己那么强大，能主宰别人。爱德华·海德一边配药，一边哼着歌。

“为你的健康干杯，丹佛斯爵士！”他大笑着喝了药。先是一阵剧痛，随后可怜的亨利·杰基尔跪倒在地，乞求上帝的饶恕。

我又恢复了原形。我锁上了由小街通往实验室的门，弄断了钥匙，丢在一边。“海德先生，永别了！”我低声说道。

第二天，凶杀案的消息传遍了伦敦，女仆看到了一切，认出了海德。我的另一半成了警察要找的通缉犯。

我多少有点高兴，现在海德不能在这个世界上露面了，只要他一出来，伦敦所有正直的人都会毫不留情地向警方报告的。

我再一次过上忙碌、认真而快乐的生活，直到……那是1月一个天气晴朗的下午，我坐在公园的长椅上晒太阳，突然感到难受极了，全身颤抖，但很快又感觉一切都好了，而且还更年轻，强壮，无所畏惧。我看看自己，发现衣服一下子大了好多，放在膝盖上的手又成了海德那样，瘦骨嶙峋，长满了毛。几秒钟之前，我还是个名声显赫、受人尊敬的博士，一下子却成了恶毒的凶手，凶杀案的通缉犯。

怎么回书房吃药呢？从小街通往实验室的门锁了，钥匙也弄断了，没法从街上进家里，也不可能从大门进去，因为仆人都在那儿。我需要另外请人帮助，我想到了兰宁，但怎么找到他呢？怎么说服他让海德进他家呢？又怎么说服兰宁去撬开杰基尔博士的私人书房呢？看起来都行不通。

忽然我记起来了！虽然外表认不出我是杰基尔了，但我的笔迹没变，我还能以杰基尔博士的名义写封信！于是我叫了辆出租马车，让车夫驶到离兰宁家很近的一家旅馆那儿。当然杰基尔的衣服是太大了，坐上马车也不太容易。车夫看到我这副模样，忍俊不禁，笑了起来。我白了他一眼，立刻，笑容凝固在他的脸上。在绝望、恐惧和危急中，我好比是让伤痛激疯了的野兽，任何时候都会伤人，我恨不能把车夫从座位上揪下来，立刻就地杀了他。不过我还不笨，知道自己的性命要靠冷静行事，所以我好不容易才把杀人的欲望压了下去。

到了旅馆，我付了车钱，提着肥大的裤子，走进去，侍者望着我奇怪的样子都笑了起来。我恶狠狠地瞪了他们一眼，笑容也一下子不见了。我开了房间，他们领我到了一个单间，并拿来了纸笔。

海德遇到性命攸关的事对我来说还是第一次。他，——我写“他”是因为我没法写那是“我”——他根本不是人。此刻他没别的心思，只有恐惧和仇恨。海德是个彻头彻尾的地狱之子，但他还不傻，他知道自己的性命依赖两封信：一封是给兰宁的，一封是给普尔的，要是没办好，那他必死无疑。

他很仔细地写完两封信，交给当差的送走了。此后一整天他坐守在壁炉边，饭也在房间里吃，是一个吓破胆的侍者端来的。终于，当夜幕全部降临时，他坐上了一辆车门紧闭的出租马车，缩在角落里。“随便去哪儿。”他吩咐道。马车夫就在伦敦的街道上前前后后地转来转去。

后来，他想到马车夫可能会疑心，就把他打发走了，自己接着步行，穿着那套不合身的大衣服，样子很奇特，眼睛里仍然透出两种卑劣的感情：恐惧与仇恨。他一边走，一边自言自语，还碰到了个女人和他搭话。

“先生，买火柴吗？”她诚恳地问道。海德却抽了那女人一耳光，女人吓得逃得远远的。

我的计划成功了。我赶到兰宁家吃了药，又恢复了原形。

可是事后我立刻感到羞愧难当，也许是老朋友失魂落魄的样子使我不安，我也不太清楚。但我十分痛恨自己，而且意识到我在感情上发生了重要的变化。我不再害怕警察——我怕的是海德本人。一想到他那矮小、粗壮、毛茸茸的身体和邪恶、凶狠、极端自私的思想，我就浑身战栗。

那天的担惊受怕让我筋疲力尽，我沉沉睡去，早晨醒来后感到十分虚弱，不断发抖，但人还正常。我仍然痛恨和害怕心中那个狂暴的野兽，也没有忘记头天晚上令人胆寒的危险，不过我又回到了家，药就在手边，我真高兴自己九死一生，终于逃了回来。

早饭后，我去花园散步，呼吸呼吸冬天里凉飕飕的空气。突然身体又是一阵剧痛，就像每次吃过药后无以名状的痛苦折磨着我，刚刚碰到书房的门，心里又是一阵翻腾，忽而冰冷忽而灼热，充斥着海德狂野的欲望。我急不可耐地配了药，这次喝了双倍剂量才使我复原。但是，六个小时后，剧痛又回来了，我又得服药。

从那天起，情况恶化了，药量大了，次数也多了，只有这样才能维持着杰基尔的外貌。不知什么时候，痛楚就来了，尤其是睡觉的时候，我甚至害怕去睡觉，哪怕在椅子上睡几分钟。只要稍稍打一会儿盹，醒来就又变成了海德。

很快，杰基尔就成了一个病人，被发烧、疼痛和恐惧折磨得十分虚弱。而海德却比以前任何时候都更强大，不论对谁，对什么事情都充满了仇恨。他们之间现在对对方也怀着相同的仇恨。对杰基尔来说，他恨海德是因为海德邪恶而且没有人性，同时也因为海德比他强大。他整天提心吊胆，生怕一觉醒来变成海德的样子，有海德那种邪恶的欲望。海德恨杰基尔，原因却不同。他怕死——怕受到杀人的惩罚，这一点迫使他把杰基尔的身体当作藏身之所。但他又憎恨这所监狱，总想挣扎着逃出来，控制一切。他怨恨杰基尔软弱、忧郁、无助的样子，但他最恨的还是杰基尔对他的厌恶，所以他有时跟我捣蛋，激怒我。他撕我的书，在上面涂鸦，他还烧我的信，甚至毁了一幅我父亲的肖像。

只是海德自己怕死，所以才没有杀了我。他对生命渴望极了，他明白要是杀了我，他自己也就死了。我心里不禁对他多少有点怜悯。

继续忏悔也没有用了。最终，灾难还是到了，终于给我的惩罚画上了句号。很快我将永远失去自己的面貌和本性，因为只剩没几副药了。我派普尔去了同一家药店，他买回来后我就配了一剂，同样有沸腾，有烟雾冒出来，颜色从红变到紫，但没变成绿色。我喝下去，望着镜子，然而发现无效，爱德华·海德的面孔还在瞪着我。

我想普尔已经告诉你我找药找遍了伦敦，但却毫无结果，我这才明白第一批货是不纯的，正是我和药剂师都还不认识的那种杂质使我的药成功了。这么说来，我配的药便是偶然的发现，不可能重复的。

一个星期过去了，我用完了最后一点第一批买的药，这会儿我又是亨利·杰基尔了。但我写不了多少东西了，时间不够了。如果写这些忏悔时又变成海德，他会把这些纸撕成碎片来气我的。但如果我写完了，他也许不会注意到的。实际上，他也活不了多久，已经成了变态的人，就像陷阱里的困兽一样，坐在椅子里打战，哭泣，又是恨，又是怕。他一直听着警察的敲门声。他们会抓住他，把他送上绞刑架吗？他有勇气在最后一刻服下毒药吗？

好了，这些事我也管不了了。此刻是我生命真正终结的时刻。看到这个时，您所认识的亨利·杰基尔已经死了，剩下的故事是爱德华·海德的了。我放下了笔，同时也让亨利·杰基尔不幸的一生结束了吧。


Exercises

A Checking your understanding

Chapters 1—2 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 Richard Enfield was a distant cousin of Mr Utterson.

2 The child that Mr Hyde knocked down was very badly hurt.

3 Mr Hyde gave Enfield ninety pounds in gold and a cheque for ten pounds.

4 Mr Enfield had seen Mr Hyde use his key more than once.

5 Doctor Jekyll's will left everything he owned to Edward Hyde.

6 Doctor Lanyon knew Mr Hyde.

Chapters 3—4 Who said these words in the story?

1 'He's often away, and frequently stays away for months at a time.'

2 'He doesn't seem a very popular person.'

3 'An evil man, sir. You could see it in his face.'

4 'I promise you I'll never see him again.'

5 'He was planning to murder you. You've had a lucky escape.'

6 'The murderer was a madman, of course.'

Chapter 5—7 How much can you remember? Check your answers.

1 How long had Mr Utterson, Doctor Jekyll, and Doctor Lanyon been friends?

2 Where did the mysterious door in the side-street go to?

3 Who invited Doctor Jekyll to go for a walk?

4 What did Poole think had happened to Doctor Jekyll?

5 How did Mr Hyde die?

6 What did Utterson and Poole find on Jekyll's desk in the study?

Chapters 8—9 Write answers to these questions.

1 What did Doctor Jekyll ask his friend Lanyon to do for him?

2 How did Doctor Lanyon feel about his midnight visitor?

3 Why did Doctor Lanyon think that he had not long to live?

4 Why did Doctor Jekyll want to separate the two sides of his character?

5 How did Doctor Jekyll feel the first time he became Mr Hyde?

6 What were the differences in character between Jekyll and Hyde?

7 When did Doctor Jekyll first realize that Hyde was getting out of control?

8 Why did Doctor Jekyll lock himself up in his study?

9 Why couldn't Doctor Jekyll make any more of the drug?

B Working with language

1 Choose the best linking word and complete these sentences with in formation from the story.

1 Mr Utterson did not ask Enfield for the name on the cheque although/because...

2 Mr Utterson promised Doctor Jekyll that he would help Hyde after/unless...

3 Mr Utterson recognized the murder weapon so/because...

4 The police tried very hard to find Mr Hyde, and/but...

5 Mr Utterson could not open Lanyon's letter after/until...

6 Because/Although Mr Utterson visited Jekyll every day, Jekyll...

2 Put this summary of chapter 8 in the right order, and then join the parts together to make four sentences.

1 but he was filled with fear and horror

2 and then took them home with him.

3 When Doctor Lanyon received Doctor Jekyll's letter,

4 he told Doctor Lanyon that he could leave the room.

5 he decided to stay in the room and watch,

6 he went to Jekyll's house and got into the study.

7 when he saw the stranger change into Doctor Jekyll in front of his eyes.

8 but before he drank it,

9 He found the powders, the bottle and the book,

10 When the stranger arrived at Lanyon's house at midnight,

11 Although Lanyon thought that the stranger was mad,

12 he mixed himself a dose of the drug,

C Activities

1 Write a paragraph to describe one of the characters in the story.

2 When they were younger, Doctor Jekyll talked to Doctor Lanyon and explained his ideas and his search for a drug that could separate the two sides of a person's character. Imagine that you are Doctor Lanyon and that this meeting has just happened. Write a letter to Doctor Jekyll and tell him that you think these ideas are dangerous and unscientific rubbish.

3 Mr Utterson has just returned to Doctor Jekyll's study at the end of the story. The police have arrived and are asking questions about the death of Mr Hyde. Mr Utterson knows that the true story will not be believed, so he invents a story to tell the police. Imagine the conversation between Mr Utterson and the police inspector.

4 The story of Doctor Jekyll and Mr Hyde is a very famous one. Some people believe that there is a 'Jekyll' and a 'Hyde' in everybody. Imagine that there are two very different sides to your own character, and write a short description of each. (the 'Hyde' character in you does not have to be a criminal or a murderer!)
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简　介

时间是1775年，在巴黎的一家酒馆的楼上的一间屋子里坐着一位白发男人，他正忙着做鞋。他曾在巴士底狱当了18年的囚徒。现在他已是一个自由人了，然而他却不知道自己的名字，也认不出他的朋友。他所知道的就是他必须继续做鞋。

在一辆去巴黎的车上坐着路茜，这是他从未见过面的女儿。路茜把她父亲带回了伦敦，在女儿的爱心和照料之下，他忘掉了过去并学会了重像一个自由人那样去生活。

然而在法国大革命的暴风雨年代，过去既没有消失也没有被忘掉。于是不久过去的危险秘密地把路茜和她所爱的人们带回了巴黎……那儿恐怖的死亡机器——断头台正饥饿地等候着法兰西的敌人们。




查尔斯·狄更斯是英国最伟大的作家之一，他1812年出生于普茨茅斯，1870年去世。他出身贫寒，但在不幸的童年过后，他很快便变得富有和成功。在他众多的著名小说中有《雾都孤儿》、《远大前程》及《圣诞欢歌》。
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The road to Paris—1775

It was the best of times, it was the worst of times. It was the season of light, it was the season of darkness. It was the spring of hope, it was the winter of sadness. It was the year one thousand seven hundred and seventy-five.

In France there was a King and a Queen, and in England there was a King and a Queen. They believed that nothing would ever change. But in France things were bad, and getting worse. The people were poor, hungry and unhappy. The King made paper money and spent it, and the people had nothing to eat. Behind closed doors in the homes of the people, voices spoke in whispers against the King and his noblemen; they were only whispers, but they were the angry whispers of desperate people.

Late one November night, in that same year 1775, a coach going from London to Dover, stopped at the top of a long hill. The horses were tired, but as they rested, the driver heard anther horse coming fast up the hill behind them. The rider stopped his horse beside the coach and shouted:

'I want a passenger, Mr Jarvis Lorry, from Tellson's Bank in London.'

'I am Mr Jarvis Lorry,' said one of the passengers, putting his head out of the window. 'What do you want?'

'It's me! Jerry, Jerry Cruncher, from Tellson's Bank, sir,' cried the man on the horse.

'What's the matter, Jerry?' called Mr Lorry.

'A message for you, Mr Lorry. You've got to wait at Dover for a young lady.'

'Very well, Jerry,' said Mr Lorry. 'Tell them my answer is CAME BACK TO LIFE'.

It was a strange message, and a stranger answer. No one in the coach understood what they meant.




The next day Mr Lorry was sitting in his hotel in Dover when a young lady arrived. She was pretty, with golden hair and blue eyes, and Mr Lorry remembered a small child, almost a baby. He had carried her in his arms when he came from Calais to Dover, from France to England, many years ago. Mr Lorry asked the young lady to sit down.

'Miss Manette,' he said. 'I have a strange story to tell you, about one of the customers of Tellson's Bank. That's where I work.'

'Yes, but I don't quite understand, Mr Lorry,' said the young lady. 'I received a message from Tellson's Bank, asking me to come here to meet you. I understood there was some news about my poor father's money. He died so long ago—before I was born. What is this story you want to tell me?'

'About twenty years ago, Miss Manette, a French doctor married an English lady. They had a daughter, but just before she was born, her father disappeared. Nobody knew what had happened to him. Not long afterwards his unhappy wife died, and their daughter was brought back to England.'

'But this is like my father's story, Mr Lorry. And wasn't it you who brought me back to England?'

'Yes, that's true, Miss Manette. Many years ago I brought you from France to England, and Tellson's Bank has taken care of you since then. You were told that your father had died. But think, Miss Manette. Perhaps your father wasn't dead. Perhaps he was in prison. Not because he had done something wrong! But just because he had a powerful enemy—an enemy with the power to send him to prison and to keep him there, hidden and forgotten, for eighteen years!'

'Can it be true? Is it possible that my father is still alive?' Lucie Manette stared at Mr Lorry. Her face was white and her hands trembled. 'It will be his ghost—not him!'

'No, Miss Manette,' said Mr Lorry gently. 'He is alive, but he has changed very much. Even his name had been forgotten! And we must ask no questions about the past, no questions at all. It would be too dangerous. He has been taken to the house of an old servant in Paris, and we are going there to bring him back to life.'



sadness n. unhappy feelings. 悲伤。

whisper n. whispering sound or speech. 低声耳语。

nobleman n. 贵族。

coach n. four-wheeled carriage pulled by four or more horses. 四轮马车。

passenger n. person being conveyed by bus, taxi, tram, train, ship, etc. 乘客，旅客。

message n. piece of news, or a request, sent to sb. 消息。

customer n. person who buys things. 顾客。

marry v. take as a husband or a wife. 结婚。

receive v. accept, take, get. 接受，接收。

disappear v. go out of sight. 消失。

powerful adj. having or producing great power. 有力的，强的。

tremble v. shake involuntarily. 发抖。

afterwards adv. after, later. 以后，后来。


1　去巴黎的路——1775年
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那是最好的年代，也是最糟的年代。那是光明的时节，也是黑暗的时节。那是希望的春季，也是悲伤的冬日。那是公元1775年。

那时的法国有国王和王后，英国也有国王和王后，他们相信什么事情都不会改变。但是法国的境况很糟糕，而且是每况愈下。人民在贫穷、饥饿和不幸中生活。国王发行纸币进行挥霍，而百姓却要忍饥挨饿。在门户紧闭的家中，人们悄声地谈论着反对国王和他的贵族们的话题。它们只是低声的密谈，但却是绝望中的人们愤怒的声音。

就在那1775年11月的一个深夜，一辆从伦敦赶往多佛的马车停在了一条绵延的山丘的顶部。马匹都已经很累了，但在它们休息时，赶车人听到后面有另一匹马正急速地朝他们赶来。骑马人把马停在马车的旁边并喊道：

“我要找伦敦台尔森银行来的贾维斯·劳里先生。”

“我就是贾维斯·劳里先生，”车内的一位乘客从车窗探出头来说道。“有什么事吗？”

“是我！杰里，杰里·克拉彻，从台尔森银行来的，先生。”马上的人喊道。

“什么事，杰里？”劳里先生问道。

“捎个信儿给您，劳里先生，您得在多佛等候一位年轻女士。”

“好吧，杰里，”劳里先生说，“告诉他们，就说我的答复是‘活过来’。”

口信儿是奇特的，而答复就更奇特了。马车上的人都不明白他们在说什么。

第二天，劳里先生在多佛的旅馆里坐着时，来了一位年轻的女士。她很美，有一头金黄的头发和蓝色的眼睛，这让劳里先生想起了一个小孩儿，几乎是个婴儿。那是在很多年前，在从法国加莱去英国多佛的路上，他曾把她抱在怀里。劳里先生让这位年轻女士坐下来。

“马内特小姐，”他说道。“我有个离奇的故事要告诉你，是关于台尔森银行的一位顾客的。台尔森银行是我工作的地方。”

“好吧，但是我不太明白，劳里先生，”年轻的女士说，“我从台尔森银行接到口信，要我到这儿来见您。我知道一些有关我可怜的父亲的钱的事。他很早就已死了——还在我出生之前。您要告诉我的是什么故事呢？”

“大约20年前，马内特小姐，有位法国医生娶了一位英国女士。他们有了一个女儿，但是还在他们的女儿出生之前，这位父亲却失踪了。没有人知道他出了什么事。不久，他那位伤心的妻子也死了，他们的女儿被带回了英国。”

“但这像是我父亲的故事呀，劳里先生。况且不正是您把我带回英国的吗？”

“是的，是这样的，马内特小姐。很多年前我把你从法国带到了英国，并且自那以后台尔森银行就开始照料你。人家告诉你说你的父亲已经死了。但是设想一下，马内特小姐，或许你的父亲那时并没有死，或许他在监狱里呢。那并不是因为他犯了什么罪！而只是因为他有一个强大的敌人——这个敌人拥有权势将他投进监狱，而且把他在那里与世隔绝、被人遗忘地关了18年！”

“这是真的吗？我父亲可能还活着吗？”路茜·马内特紧盯着劳里先生。她的脸色苍白，双手颤抖着。“那会是他的灵魂，而不是他本人！”

“不，马内特小姐，”劳里先生温和地说。“他还活着，只是有了很大的变化，就连他自己的名字也记不得了！我们绝对不可以问起从前的事，一点都不能问。那样的话就太危险了。他已经被带到巴黎一个旧日的仆人的家里，我们就是要去那里让他回到生活中来。”


2

A wine-shop in Paris

In the part of Paris called Saint Antoine everyone was poor. The streets were narrow and dirty, the food-shops were almost empty. The faces of the children looked old already, because they were so hungry. In the wine-shop of Monsieur Defarge there were not many customers and Defarge was outside, talking to a man in the street. His wife, Madame Defarge, sat inside the shop, knitting and watching. Defarge came in and his wife looked at him, then turned her eyes to look at two new customers, a man of about sixty and a young lady. Defarge went over to speak to them, suddenly kissed the young lady's hand, and led them out of the back of the shop. They followed him upstairs, many stairs, until they reached the top. Defarge took a key out of his pocket.

'Why is the door locked?' asked Mr Lorry in surprise. 'He is a free man now.'

'Because he has lived too long behind a locked door,' replied Defarge angrily. 'He is afraid if the door is not locked! That is one of the things they have done to him.'

'I'm afraid, too,' whispered Miss Manette. Her blue eyes looked worriedly at Mr Lorry. 'I am afraid of him—of my father.'

Defarge made a lot of noise as he opened the door. Mr Lorry and Lucie went into the room behind him. A thin, white haired man was sitting on a wooden seat. He was very busy, making shoes.

'Good day,' said Defarge. 'You are still working hard, I see.'

After a while they heard a whisper. 'Yes, I am still working.'

'Come,' said Defarge. 'You have a visitor. Tell him your name.'

'My name?' came the whisper. 'One Hundred and Five, North Tower.'

Mr Lorry moved closer to the old man. 'Dr Manette, don't you remember me, Jarvis Lorry?' he asked gently.

The old prisoner looked up at Mr Lorry, but there was no surprise, no understanding in his tired face, and he went back to work making shoes.

Slowly Lucie came near to the old man. After a while he noticed her.

'Who are you?' he asked.

Lucie put her arms around the old man and held him, tears of happiness and sadness running down her face. From a little bag the old man took some golden hair. He looked at it, and then he looked at Lucie's hair. 'It is the same. How can it be?' He stared into Lucie's face. 'No, no, you are too young, too young.'

Through her tears Lucie tried to explain that she was the daughter he had never seen. The old man still did not understand, but he seemed to like the sound of Lucie's voice and the touch of her warm young hand on his.

Then Lucie said to Mr Lorry, 'I think we should leave Paris at once. Can you arrange it?'

'Yes, of course,' said Mr Lorry. 'But do you think he is able to travel?'

'He will be better far away from this city where he has lost so much of his life,' said Lucie.

'You are right,' said Defarge. 'And there are many other reasons why Dr Manette shoud leave France now.'

While Mr Lorry and Defarge went to arrange for a coach to take them out of Paris, Lucie sat with her father. Exhausted by the meeting, he fell asleep on the floor, and his daughter watched him quietly and patiently until it was time to go.

When Mr Lorry returned, he and Defarge brought food and clothes for Dr Manette. The Doctor did everything they told him to do; he had been used to obeying orders for so many years. As he came down the stairs, Mr Lorry heard him say again and again, 'One Hundred and Five, North Tower.'

When they went to the coach, only one person saw them go: Madame Defarge. She stood in the doorway, and knitted and watched, seeing everything... and seeing nothing.



narrow adj. measuring little across in comparison with length. 窄的。

knit v. make by looping wool, silk, etc. 编织。

reply v. answer. 回答。

lock v. fasten with a lock. 锁。

wooden adj. made of wood. 木制的。

prisoner n. person kept in prison for crime or until tried in a law-court. 犯人。

stare v. look fixedly. 瞪视。

notice v. observe. 注意，看到。

arrange v. provide for. 安排。

exhaust v. use up completely. 用尽。

patient adj. having, showing, patience. 有耐性的。

obey v. do what one is told to do. 服从，执行。


2　巴黎的一家酒店
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在巴黎的一个名叫圣安东尼的地方，所有的人都很穷。街道狭窄肮脏，食品店几乎都是空的。孩子们的脸已显出老态，因为他们太饥饿了。在得法热先生的酒店里没有多少顾客，得法热则在门外与街上的一个男人交谈着。他的妻子得法热夫人正坐在店里一边织毛衣一边观察着周围。得法热走进店来，他的妻子看着他，然后就把眼光转过去盯着两位新来的顾客，他们是一位大约60岁的男人和一位年轻的女士。得法热走过去同他们说话，他突然吻起了那位小姐的手，接着领着他们从店铺后面走出去。他们跟着他上楼，爬了很多级楼梯才到达楼顶。得法热从兜里掏出一把钥匙来。

“为什么锁着门？”劳里先生惊讶地问，“他现在是个自由人了。”

“因为他在上了锁的房子里生活的时间太长了，”得法热气愤地回答说，“门要是不锁上他就会害怕！这是他们给他造成的恶果之一。”

“我也害怕，”马内特小姐低声地说。她那蓝蓝的眼睛忧心地看着劳里先生。“我害怕他——我的父亲。”

得法热开门时弄出了很多响声，劳里先生和路茜跟在他后面进了屋子。一个瘦削、满头白发的人正坐在一个木头凳子上。他在忙着做鞋子。

“您好，”得法热说，“您还在忙着哪？”

过了一会儿他们才听到一声嘟哝：“是的，我还在干着活。”

“瞧，”得法热说，“有人来看您了。告诉他们您的名字。”

“我的名字？”嘟哝声传过来道。“一百零五，北塔。”

劳里先生走近了老人。“马内特医生，您不记得我了吗，贾维斯·劳里？”他轻声地问道。

这个老犯人抬起头看着劳里先生，但是没有表现出惊奇，疲惫的脸上没有显示出他明白了什么的表情，然后他又重新做起鞋来。

路茜慢慢地走近了老人。过了片刻他才注意到了她。

“你是谁？”他问道。

路茜伸出胳膊抱住了老人并搂紧他，悲喜交加的泪水滚下了脸颊。老人从一个小包里拿出几缕金发。他看看它们，然后又看看路茜的头发。“是一样的，这怎么可能呢？”他凝视着路茜的脸，“不，不，你太年轻了，太年轻了。”

路茜含着泪竭力地要说明她是他从未曾见过的女儿。老人仍旧不明白，但却似乎很喜欢路茜的声音以及她年轻温暖的手触摸他的手。

后来路茜对劳里先生说：“我看我们得马上离开巴黎。您能安排一下吗？”

“是的，当然能，”劳里先生说，“但你认为他能够旅行吗？”

“远离这个让他失去生命中如此之多的城市，他就会好些的。”路茜说道。

“您说得对，”得法热说，“况且让马内特医生马上离开法国还有很多其他的原因。”

在劳里先生和得法热去安排载他们出巴黎的马车时，路茜陪坐在她父亲的身旁。他被这次相会弄得疲倦极了，便在地板上睡着了，他的女儿则安静而耐心地看顾着他，直到该走的时候。

劳里先生回来时，他和得法热给马内特医生带回来些食物和衣服。医生完全照着他们的要求行事，这么多年来他已经习惯了服从命令。在他下楼时，劳里先生听见他一遍又一遍地说着“105，北塔。”

在他们朝马车走去时，只有一个人看到了他们，那就是得法热夫人。她站在门口，边织着毛衣边观察着。她看到了所有的事情……但没有发现任何的问题。
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A trial in London—1780

Tellson's Bank in the City of London was an old, dark, and ugly building. It smelt of dust and old papers, and the people who worked there all seemed old and dusty, too. Outside the building sat Jerry Cruncher, who carried messages for people in the bank.

One morning in March 1780, Jerry had to go to the Old Bailey to collect an important message from Mr Lorry. Trials at the Old Bailey were usually for very dangerous criminals, and the prisoner that morning was a young man of about twenty-five, well dressed and quite calm.

'What's he done?' Jerry asked the doorman quietly.

'He's a spy! A French spy!' the doorman told him. 'He travels from England to France and tells the French King secret information about our English army.'

'What'll happen if he's guilty?' asked Jerry.

'Oh, he'll have to die, no question of that,' replied the doorman enthusiastically. 'They'll hang him.'

'What's his name?'

'Darnay, Charles Darnay. Not an English name, is it?'

While Jerry waited, he looked around at the crowd inside the Old Bailey and noticed a young lady of about twenty years, and her father, a gentleman with very white hair. The young lady seemed very sad when she looked at the prisoner, and held herself close to her father.

Then the trial began, and the first person who spoke against Charles Darnay was called John Barsad.

He was an honest man, he said, and proud to be an Englishman. Yes, he was, or had been, a friend of the prisoner's. And in the prisoner's pockets he had seen important plans and lists about the English armies. No, of course he had not put the lists there himself. And no, he was not a spy himself, he was not someone paid to make traps for innocent people.

Next the young lady spoke. She said that she had met the prisoner on the boat which had carried her and her father from France to England. 'He was very good and kind to my father and to me,' she said.

'Was he travelling alone on the ship?'

'No, he was with two French gentlemen.'

'Now, Miss Manette, did you see him show them any papers, or anything that looked like a list?'

'No, I didn't see anything like that.'

Questions, questions, questions! The trial went on, and finally, a small, red-haired man spoke. He told the judge that he had seen Mr Darnay at a hotel in a town where there were many soldiers and ships. Then one of the lawyers, a man called Sydney Carton, wrote some words on a piece of paper, and gave it to Mr Stryver, the lawyer who was speaking for Mr Darnay.

'Are you quite sure that the prisoner is the man you saw?' Mr Stryver asked the red-haired man.

'Quite sure,' said the man.

'Have you ever seen anyone like the prisoner?' asked Mr Stryver.

'I'd always be able to recognize him.' The red-haired man was very confident.

'Then I must ask you to look at the gentleman over there,' said Mr Stryver, pointing to Sydney Carton. 'Don't you think that he is very like the prisoner?'

Everyone in the court could see that Sydney Carton and Charles Darnay were indeed very similar.

'Well then,' said Mr Stryver, 'it is so easy to find a man like the prisoner that we can even find one in this room. So how can you be so sure that it was the prisoner you saw in that hotel?'

And the red-haired man said not another word.

The lawyers talked and argued, and when at last the trial came to an end, Jerry Cruncher had fallen asleep.

But Mr Lorry woke him up and gave him a piece of paper. 'NOT GUILTY' were the words written on it, and Jerry hurried back to Tellson's Bank with the message.

Sydney Carton seemed to be a man who did not care about anyone or anything. He was Mr Stryver's assistant. In fact, he did most of the real work for Mr Stryver. Stryver was good at speaking at a trial, but he was not good at discovering important facts and details, especially when these details were hidden in a lot of papers. Every night Carton studied the many papers that lawyers have to read, and he wrote down the questions which Stryver should ask at the next day's trial. And every day Stryver asked these questions, and people thought how clever he was.

Outside the Old Bailey Mr Darnay, now a free man, met his friends: Dr Manette and his daughter Lucie, Mr Jarvis Lorry, Mr Stryver, and Mr Carton.

Dr Manette no longer looked like the man in the room above Defarge's wine-shop five years ago. His hair was white, but his eyes were bright and he stood straight and strong. Sometimes his face became dark and sad when he remembered the years in the Bastille prison; at these times only his daughter Lucie, whom he loved so much, could help him.

As they stood there talking, a strange expression came over Dr Manette's face. He was staring at Charles Darnay, but he did not seem to see him. For a few moments there was dislike, even fear in his eyes. 'My father,' said Lucie softly, putting her hand on his arm, 'shall we go home now?'

'Yes,' he answered slowly.

Soon they drove off in a coach, and then Mr Stryver and Mr Lorry walked away, leaving Mr Darnay and Mr Carton alone.

'It must be strange for you,' said Carton, 'to be a free man again, and to be standing here, talking to a man who looks just like you. Let us go out and eat together.'

After they had eaten, Carton said softly, 'How sad and worried Miss Manette was for you today! She's a very beautiful young woman, don't you think?'

Darnay did not reply to what Carton had said, but he thanked him for his help at the trial.

'I don't want your thanks,' replied Carton. 'I have done nothing. And I don't think I like you.'

'Well,' said Darnay, 'you have no reason to like me. But I hope that you will allow me to pay the bill for both of us.'

'Of course. And as you are paying for me, I'll have another bottle of wine.'

After Darnay had left, Carton drank some more wine and looked at himself in the mirror. He was angry because Darnay looked so much like him, but was so different. Carton knew that he was a clever lawyer, and that he was a good and honest man, but he had never been successful for himself. He drank too much, and his life was unhappy and friendless. His cleverness and his hard work in the law only made others, like Mr Stryver, successful and rich. He remembered Lucie Manette's worried face when she watched Darnay in court.

'If I changed places with Darnay,' he whispered to himself, 'would those blue eyes of Miss Manette look at me, in the same way? No, no, it's too late now.'

He drank another bottle of wine and fell asleep.

In a quiet street not far away was the house where Dr Manette and Lucie lived. They had one servant, Miss Pross, who had taken care of Lucie since she was a child. Miss Pross had red hair and a quick, sharp voice, and seemed at first sight a very alarming person. But everybody knew that she was in fact a warm-hearted and unselfish friend, who would do anything to guard her darling Lucie from trouble or danger.

Dr Manette was now well enough to work as a doctor, and he, Lucie, and Miss Pross led a quiet, comfortable life. Mr Lorry, who had become a close family friend, came regularly to the house, and in the months after the trial, Mr Darnay and Mr Carton were also frequent visitors. This did not please Miss Pross at all, who always looked very cross when they came.

'Nobody is good enough for my darling Lucie,' she told Mr Lorry one day, 'and I don't like all these hundreds of visitors.'

Mr Lorry had a very high opinion of Miss Pross, but he wasn't brave enough to argue that two visitors were not 'hundreds'. Nobody argued with Miss Pross if they could avoid it.



trial n. examination in court of law before a judge. 审讯。

criminal adj. of crime. 犯罪的。

enthusiastically adv. full of enthusiasm. 热心地，热情洋溢地。

information n. sth. told; news or knowledge given. 消息，情报。

spy n. person who tries to get secret information. esp. about the military affairs of other countries. 间谍。

trap v. capture by a trick. 陷害。

innocent adj. not guilty. 无罪的。

confident adj. feeling or showing confidence. 有信心的。

similar adj. like. 类似的。

assistant n. helper. 助手。

detail n. collection of such small facts or items. 详情。

gentleman n. polite form of address to male members of an audience. 先生。

write down take a note of. 记下，写下。

straight adj. without a bend or curve. 直的。

expression n. a person's facial appearance. 表情。

dislike v. not like. 不喜欢。

allow v. let, permit. 允许

bill n. statement of charges for goods delivered or services rendered. 账单。

servant n. person who works in a household for wages, food, and lodging. 仆人。

mirror n. 镜子。

successful adj. having the gaining of what is aimed at. 成功的。

alarming adj. causing alarm. 吓人的。

frequent adj. often happening. 时常发生的。

avoid v. keep or get away from. 避免。

regularly adv. in a regular manner. 经常地。


3　伦敦的一次审判——1780年
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伦敦城里的台尔森银行是一座古老、灰暗而且丑陋的建筑。这里充斥着灰尘和废纸的气味，就连在里面工作的人似乎也都古旧而灰头灰脑的。负责为银行里的人传书送信的杰里·克拉彻坐在银行的外面。

1780年3月的一天早晨，杰里要去旧巴勒从劳里先生那儿获取一条重要信息。在旧巴勒的审判往往都是对那些非常危险的犯人进行的，而那天早上的罪犯是一个大约25岁左右的年轻人。他穿着体面，人也很沉着。

“他犯了什么罪？”杰里轻声地问看门人。

“他是一个间谍！一个法国间谍！”看门人告诉他，“他从英国赶到法国，然后把英国军队的动向秘报给了法国国王。”

“如果判他有罪的话他会受什么样的惩罚？”杰里问。

“哦，得判死刑，这是无疑的。”看门人情绪高昂地回答说，“他们会绞死他的。”

“他叫什么名字？”

“代尔那，查尔斯·代尔那。不是一个英国名字，是吧？”

杰里一边等着，一边朝旧巴勒里的人群巡视。他注意到了一位20岁左右的年轻女子和她的父亲——一位白发苍苍的绅士。当年轻女子看着罪犯时显得很悲伤，并紧紧地搂住她的父亲。

审判开始了。第一个起诉查尔斯·代尔那的人名叫约翰·巴萨德。他自称是一个诚实的人，并以自己是英国人而自豪。他承认自己是或曾经是罪犯的一个朋友，而且他曾见过罪犯的衣袋里有一些关于英国军队的重要计划和图表。当然，他否认是他本人把图表放进去的，也否认自己是间谍，他也不是受人收买而去陷害无辜的那种人。

接下来是那个年轻女子发言。她说在她和父亲从法国来英国的船上曾遇到过这个犯人。“他对我父亲和我都很友善。”她说。

“他当时是只身一人乘船旅行的吗？”

“不，他和两个法国人在一起。”

“那么，马内特小姐，你看到他给他们看了什么文件或任何类似表格的东西吗？”

“没有，我没有看见过任何这类的东西。”

问题一个接着一个地提出来！审判继续进行着。最后，一位矮小、红头发的男人说话了。他告诉法官说他曾在一个小镇的一家旅馆见到过代尔那先生，那儿有很多的士兵和船只。接下来一位名叫西得尼·卡登的律师在一张纸上写了几个字并把它递给代尔那先生的辩护律师史太弗先生。

“你能肯定这个犯人就是你见过的那个人吗？”史太弗先生问那个红头发男人。

“非常肯定。”他说。

“你曾见过和这个罪犯长得相像的人吗？”史太弗先生问。

“无论如何我都能把他认出来的。”红头发男人非常自信。

“那么我得请您看看那边的那位先生，”史太弗先生指着西得尼·卡登说，“您不认为他长得非常像这位犯人吗？”

法庭上的每一个人都能看出西得尼·卡登和查尔斯·代尔那长得的确很相像。

“那么说，”史太弗先生说道。“很容易就能找到一个与罪犯相像的人，甚至在这间屋子里我们就能找出一个和罪犯长得酷似的人，那你又怎么能确信你在旅馆里看到的人就是罪犯呢？”

红头发男人再也说不出话来了。

律师们开始争辩讨论。当审判最后结束时，杰里·克拉彻都已睡着了。

但是劳里先生叫醒他并且给了他一张纸条，上面写着“无罪”的字样，杰里便急急忙忙地带着这条消息回了银行。

西得尼·卡登似乎对任何人或任何事都不在乎。他是史太弗先生的助手，实际上，多数实际工作是他代劳的。史太弗先生在法庭上能言善辩，但却不擅长于发现重要的事实和细节，尤其是当这些细节隐藏在一大堆文件中的时候。每天晚上卡登都要研读那些律师必读的文件，然后写下史太弗在第二天的审判中所要问的问题。每天史太弗问到这些问题时，人们都会赞叹他的机智。

在旧巴勒的外面，现在已是自由人的代尔那先生和他的朋友们在一起：有马内特医生和他的女儿路茜、贾维斯·劳里先生、史太弗先生和卡登先生。

马内特医生看上去已不再是5年前在得法热酒店楼上房间里的那个样子了。他的头发白了，但眼睛炯炯有神。他站姿笔直，显得很矍铄。有时当他想起在巴士底狱的日子，脸上就会显得阴沉而悲伤。这时只有他所钟爱的女儿路茜能让他快活起来。

在他们站着谈话时，一种奇怪的表情掠过医生的脸。他盯着查尔斯·代尔那，但又似乎并没有看他。有好一阵儿他的眼中都显出反感甚至是恐惧的神情。

“爸爸，”路茜柔声地说着，并把手放在了他的胳膊上，“我们回家好吗？”

“好吧。”他慢慢地答道。

很快他们就坐上马车走了。然后，史太弗先生和劳里先生也走开了，剩下代尔那先生和卡登先生单独在一起。

“你一定感到奇怪。”卡登说，“你又自由了，而且站在这儿和一个长得酷似你的人谈话。我们一起出去吃一顿吧。”

饭后，卡登轻声地说，“瞧，今天马内特小姐为你多么伤心着急呀！她可是个漂亮的姑娘，你不这么认为吗？”

代尔那没有回应卡登的话，而是对他在法庭上的帮助表示感谢。

“我不要你的感谢。”卡登说，“我没做什么。我想我也并不喜欢你。”

“好吧，”代尔那说，“你没有理由要喜欢我，但是我希望你允许我为我们两个人付账。”

“当然。而且既然你要为我付账，那么我就再来一瓶葡萄酒吧。”

代尔那走后，卡登又喝了些酒，并照了照镜子。让他恼火的是代尔那长得和他如此相像，但是他们又如此不同。卡登明白自己是一个精明的律师，又是一个诚实的好人，但他自己却从未成功过。他酗酒，生活不幸且没有朋友。他在法律方面的聪明才智和辛勤工作仅仅使得他人，比如史太弗先生，名利双收。路茜·马内特在法庭上看着代尔那时的焦急面容仍在他的脑海中。

“如果我和代尔那换个位置，”他悄声对自己说，“马内特小姐的那双蓝眼睛也会那样看着我吗？不，不，现在已经太晚了。”

他又喝了一瓶酒，然后就睡着了。

马内特医生和路茜所住的房子就在不远处的一条宁静的街上。他们有一个仆人，普罗斯小姐。路茜从小时候起就是由她带大的。普罗斯小姐有一头红发，说话急促而尖利。第一眼看上去她会让人感到害怕。但每个人都知道她实际上是个热心而无私的朋友。她会不惜一切地保护她亲爱的路茜免遭麻烦和危险。

马内特医生现在已恢复得很好，已经可以胜任医生的工作了。他、路茜和普罗斯小姐过着宁静而舒适的生活。劳里先生已成为这个家的亲密朋友，经常来这里做客。同时在那个审判会过后几个月，代尔那先生和卡登先生也成了这里的常客，这让普罗斯小姐一点儿都不高兴。每次他们来时她都显得很生气。

“没有人能配得上我亲爱的路茜。”她有一天对劳里先生说，“而且我也不喜欢这成百个的客人。”

劳里先生很看重普罗斯小姐，可他却没有足够的勇气去和她争论说两个客人够不上“成百个”。只要能避免就没人愿意去和普罗斯小姐争吵。


4

The Marquis of Evrémonde

The Marquis of Evrémonde was a disappointed man. He had waited for hours at the palace of the King of France, but the King had not spoken to him. Angrily, the Marquis got into his coach and told the driver to take him home. Very soon the coach was driving fast out of Paris, and the people in the narrow streets had to run to get out of the way—if they could. At the corner of a street in Saint Antoine, one of the coach wheels hit something, and the people in the street screamed loudly. The horses were frightened and stopped.

'What has gone wrong?' asked the Marquis calmly, looking out of the window of the coach. A tall man had picked something up from under the feet of the horses and was crying loudly over it.

'Why is that man making that terrible noise?' asked the Marquis impatiently.

'I'm sorry, Monsieur the Marquis. It is his child,' said one of the people.

'Dead! Killed!' screamed the man.

The people in the street came close to the coach and looked at the Marquis with stony, silent faces. The Marquis looked back at them in bored dislike. To him, they were no more than animals.

'I can't understand,' he said coldly, 'why you people cannot take care of yourselves and your children. I hope my horses are not hurt.' And he threw a gold coin to his driver. 'Give this to that man!'

'Dead!' shouted the father of the child again.

Another man came forward. 'Be brave, Gaspard. Your child has died quickly, and without pain. It is better to die like that than to go on living in these terrible times.'

'You are a sensible man,' said the Marquis from his coach. 'What is your name?'

'They call me Defarge.'

'This is for you,' said the Marquis, and he threw Defarge another gold coin. 'Drive on,' he called to his driver.

Just as the coach was leaving, a coin was thrown back in through the window. The Marquis looked angrily at the corner where Defarge had been standing. Defarge had gone. At the corner there now stood a large, dark-haired woman, knitting. She stared long and hard at the face of the Marquis, but he did not look at her, and drove on.

Later that day, as the sun was going down, the same coach stopped in a village near the Marquis's castle. Several villagers, in poor thin clothes, with thin hungry faces, were standing in the village square. The Marquis looked at their faces and then pointed to one of them.

'Bring that man to me,' he said to his driver.

The man came up to the coach, hat in hand, and the other villagers moved closer to listen.

'I passed you on the road just outside the village,' said the Marquis. 'You were looking at my coach in a very strange way. Why was that?'

'Monsieur, I was looking at the man,' came the reply.

'What man?' asked the Marquis angrily.

'The man who was holding on under your coach,' said the poor man, trembling with fear.

'What was he like?'

'Oh, Monsieur, he was white from head to foot. All covered with dust. Just like a ghost.'

'Where is he now? What happened to him?'

'Oh, he ran away down the hill outside the village.'

The Marquis turned to speak to another man. This was Monsieur Gabelle, the Marquis's official in the village.

'Gabelle,' the Marquis said, 'watch out for this man. If he comes here, put him in prison.'




When the Marquis arrived at his castle, he asked if his nephew, Monsieur Charles, had arrived from England.

'Not yet, sir,' replied the servant, but as the Marquis was eating his dinner, he heard the sound of a coach outside. Soon his nephew entered the room. In England he was known as Charles Darnay.

'You've been away for a long time,' said the Marquis, with his cold, polite smile.

'I've had many problems in England. Perhaps because of you,' Darnay said to his uncle. 'I was in great danger.'

'No, no, I had nothing to do with your problems,' replied the Marquis coldly. 'Unfortunately, our family no longer has the power that it once had.'

'If it still had that power, one word from you would doubtless send me to prison,' said Darnay.

'Possibly. For the good of our family.'

'The name of our family is hated everywhere in France. We are hard, cruel landowners. Our miserable people own nothing. They work for us night and day, but they don't even have enough food for themselves and their children. If this land became mine, I would give it away, and go and live somewhere else.'

'You seem to be very fond of England, although you are not a rich man there,' said the Marquis. 'I believe you know another Frenchman who has found a safe home there. A Doctor, I believe?'

'Yes.'

'With a daughter?'

'Yes.'

'Yes,' said the Marquis with a secret smile on his face. 'So, a new way of life begins. But you are tired. Goodnight, Charles. Sleep well. I shall see you in the morning.'

After his nephew had gone to bed, the Marquis went to his room. The castle was surrounded with darkness. In the villages nearby the hungry people dreamt of a better life, with enough good food to eat, and time to rest from their work.

Early in the morning the dreamers awoke and started their day's hard work. The people in the castle did not get up until later, but when they did, why did the great bell start ringing? Why did people run out of the castle to the village as fast as they could?

The answer lay in the bed of the Marquis. He lay there, like stone, with a knife pushed into his heart. On his chest lay a piece of paper with the words:

'Drive him fast to his grave. This is from JACQUES.'



disappointed adj. sad at not getting what was hoped for. 失望的。

hit v. strike, come against with force. 撞，碰。

scream v. give a loud, sharp cry of. 尖声叫喊。

stony adj. hard, cold, and unsympathetic. 冷酷的，无情的。

take care of look after. 照看，照顾。

coin n. metal money. 硬币。

sensible adj. having or showing good sense. 明智的。

square n. square space in a town, with buildings round it. 广场。

point to direct attention to. 指向。

ghost n. spirit of a dead person appearing to sb. still living. 鬼，幽灵。

official n. person holding a government position or engaged in public work. 官员。

castle n. large building or group of buildings fortified against attack, esp. as in olden times. 古堡，城堡。

enter v. come or go into. 进入。

unfortunately adv. in an unfortunate manner. 不幸地。

doubtless adv. without doubt; very probably. 无疑地。

miserable adj. very unhappy. 不幸的，可怜的。

cruel adj. taking pleasure in the suffering of others. 残忍的。

awake adj. roused from sleep. 被唤醒的。

chest n. upper front part of the body. 胸部。


4　埃弗蒙侯爵
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埃弗蒙侯爵很失望。他在法国王宫里等了好几个小时了，可是国王一直没和他说话。侯爵怒气冲冲地上了马车并告诉车夫送他回家。很快马车就快速地驶出巴黎，人们不得不在狭窄的街道上跑着给它让路——如果他们能做到的话。在圣安东尼的一个街道的拐角处，马车的一个车轮撞上了什么东西，街上的人们都尖叫起来。马匹受了惊吓，停了下来。

“出了什么事？”侯爵从车窗探出头来沉着地问。一个高个子男人已从马蹄底下捡起了什么东西并朝它大哭起来。

“那个男人干嘛弄出那么可怕的声音？”侯爵不耐烦地问。

“对不起，侯爵先生，那是他的孩子。”其中一个人说。

“死了！被撞死了！”那个男人哭喊道。

街上的人们走近马车，带着冰冷、无言的表情看着侯爵。侯爵不耐烦又厌恶地回头看着他们。对他来说，他们不过是些动物而已。

“我真不明白，”他冷冷地说，“你们这帮人为什么不能照顾好自己和你们的孩子。但愿我的马没有受伤。”接着他把一个金币扔给车夫。“把它给那个男人！”

“死了呀！”孩子的父亲又一次嚷道。

另外一个男人走上前来。“勇敢些，加斯珀，你的孩子很快地就死了，而且没有痛苦，这样死掉总比活在这个可怕的年月里要好些。”

“你是一个通情达理的人。”侯爵在马车上说。

“你叫什么名字？”

“他们叫我得法热。”

“这是给你的。”侯爵说着，将另一枚金币扔给得法热。“继续走。”他对他的车夫喊道。

就在马车离开时，一枚金币从车窗扔进了车里。侯爵愤怒地看着得法热一直站着的那个拐角处。得法热已经走了。那个拐角处现在站着一个身材高大、黑头发的女人在织着毛线活儿。她长久地死死盯着侯爵的脸，但他并没有看她而是接着赶路。

那天的晚些时候，太阳落山时，那同一辆马车停在了侯爵的城堡附近的一个村子里。几个衣衫褴褛、面黄饥瘦的村民正站在村里的场地上。侯爵看着他们的脸庞然后指着其中的一个人。

“把那个男人带过来。”他对他的车夫说道。

那个人朝马车走过来，手里拿着帽子，其余的村民都走近前来聆听。

“我在村外的那条路上从你旁边经过，”侯爵说，“你当时正用一种奇特的眼光看着我的马车。为什么要这样？”

“先生，我那时正看着那个男人。”回答说。

“什么男人？”侯爵生气地问。

“就是那个扒在您马车底下的男人。”这个可怜人说道，身子因为害怕而发抖。

“他长得什么样？”

“[image: alt]，先生，他从头到脚都是白的，全身是土，活象一个鬼魂。”

“他现在在哪儿？他怎么啦？”

“哦，他朝村外的山脚下跑去了。”

侯爵转过身去和另外一个人说话。那是加贝尔先生，是侯爵在村子里的官员。

“加贝尔，”侯爵说，“留神这个人。如果他来这儿，就把他送进监狱。”

当侯爵到了他的城堡后，他便问起他侄儿查尔斯先生是否从英格兰回来了。

“还没有，先生。”仆人回答说。但是在侯爵吃晚饭时，他听到外面有马车的声音。不久他的侄子便走进屋来。在英国他的名字是查尔斯·代尔那。

“你离开很长时间了。”侯爵带着冷冷的、有礼貌的微笑说道。

“我在英国遇到了很多麻烦，也许是因为你。”代尔那对他的叔叔说，“我的处境曾经非常危险。”

“不，不，我和你遇到的麻烦没有关系。”侯爵冷漠地说，“很不幸，我们的家族不再有它以往的权势了。”

“如果还有那样的权势，你的一句话就可以毫无疑问地把我送进监狱了。”

“也许吧。为了家族的利益嘛。”

“我们家族的名字在法国所有的地方都令人痛恨。我们是心狠手辣的地主。我们苦难的人民一无所有。他们日夜为我们工作，可他们和他们的孩子却食不果腹。如果把这些土地给我，我就把它们分给别人，然后离开这儿去别处生活。”

“你似乎很喜欢英国，尽管你在那儿算不上一个有钱人，”侯爵说，“我想你认识另外一个法国人，他已在那儿找到了安身之所。他是个医生，对吗？”

“是的。”

“他有一个女儿？”

“是的。”

“啊，”侯爵说，脸上露出神秘的笑容。“那么，一种新的生活方式开始啦。但是你已经累了。晚安，查尔斯，祝你睡个好觉，我明天早上再见你。”

在他侄儿上床后，侯爵进了自己的房间。城堡被夜色包围。附近村子里饥饿的人们在梦想着过上好一点的生活，以便有足够的好食物吃，还可以工作后有时间休息。

一大早人们便从睡梦中醒来开始他们一天的辛勤劳作。城堡里的人很晚才会起床的。可等到他们起床时，为什么那个大钟开始响了起来呢？人们为什么拼命地从城堡往村子里跑呢？

答案就在侯爵的床上。侯爵像一块石头僵躺在床上。一把尖刀插进了他的心脏，在他的胸前放着一张纸条，上面写着：

“快把他送进他的坟墓。这是雅克干的。”
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5

Two men speak of love

Twelve months after the death of the Marquis in France, Charles Darnay had become a successful teacher of French in London. He had known, when he came to London, that he would have to work hard to earn his living, and he was successful. He was also in love. He had loved Lucie Manette from the time when his life was in danger in the Old Bailey. He had never heard a sound so sweet as her gentle voice; he had never seen a face so beautiful as hers. But he had never spoken to her about his love. The death of his uncle in France had become, over the twelve months, like a dream to him, but he had said nothing to Lucie of his feelings, nor of what had happened. He had good reason for this.

But one day in the summer he came to Dr Manette's home in London. He knew that Lucie was out with Miss Pross, and he had decided to speak to her father. Dr Manette was now strong in body and mind, and sad memories of his long years in prison did not come back to him often. When Darnay arrived, the Doctor welcomed him warmly.

'Dr Manette,' said Darnay, 'I know that Lucie is out. But I have come here today to speak to you.'

There was a silence. 'Do you want to speak to me about Lucie?' asked the Doctor, slowly.

'Yes. Dear Dr Manette, I love your daughter dearly. If there was ever love in the world, I love Lucie.

'I believe you,' said Dr Manette sadly. 'It's very hard for me to speak of her at any time, but I believe you, Charles Darnay. Have you spoken to Lucie about your love?'

'No, never. I know how much your daughter means to you, Dr Manette. Her love for you, and your love for her, these are the greatest things in your life, and in hers. I love Lucie. With all my heart I love her. But I do not want to come between you and her. The two of you will never be separated because of me.'

For a moment Dr Manette turned his head away, and his eyes were full of fear, and pain. Then he looked back at Darnay, and tried to smile.

'You have spoken very honestly, Charles,' he said. 'Have you any reason to believe that Lucie loves you?'

'None!'

'Then what do you want from me?'

'A promise. A promise that if Lucie ever tells you that she loves me, you will not speak against me, and will tell her what I have said. I know that she would never accept me if she believed that it would make you unhappy.'

'I can promise you more than that, Charles. If Lucie ever tells me that she loves you, I shall give her to you.'

'Thank you, Dr Manette,' said Darnay, gratefully. 'There is one thing more. My name in England is not my real name. I want to tell you what my real name is, and why I am in England.'

'Stop!' said the Doctor. He had even put his hands over his ears. 'I don't want to know. Tell me when I ask you. If Lucie agrees to marry you, you shall tell me on the morning of your marriage.'

It was dark when Darnay left Dr Manette, and it was some time later when Lucie and Miss Pross came home.

'Father,' Lucie called, 'where are you?' She heard no answer, but there were strange sounds coming from her father's bedroom. Frightened, she ran upstairs and found her father, pale and silent, busy at his old prison work of making shoes. The shadow of the Bastille had fallen on him again. She took his arm and spoke gently to him, and together they walked up and down for a long time until at last Dr Manette went quietly to bed.




Although Mr Carton visited Dr Manette's house quite often, he usually said very little when he was there. One day in August he arrived when Dr Manette was out and he was received by Lucie. She had always been a little shy with him, but on that day she noticed something different in his face.

'Aren't you well, Mr Carton?' she asked.

'No, probably not, Miss Manette, but my way of life is not good for my health.'

'That seems sad,' said Lucie gently. 'Why do you not change your way of life?'

'It's too late for that. I shall never be better than I am. But, Miss Manette, there is something that I want to say to you, but I find it so difficult. Will you listen to me?'

'If it will help you, Mr Carton, I will be happy to listen to you,' said Lucie, but she was pale and trembling.

'Miss Manette, I know that you could never have feelings of love for me, a man who has spent his life so badly.'

'Even without my love, Mr Carton, can I not save you? Can I not help you?'

'No, Miss Manette,' said Carton. 'Even if it was possible for you to love me, it is too late for me. I would only make you sad, and destroy your life. But it has been a last dream of my heart. To see you and your father together, to see the home that you have made for him—this has brought back old and happier memories for me.'

'Can I do nothing to help you?' asked Lucie sadly.

'Only this, Miss Manette. Let me remember that I spoke to you of the feelings of my heart, and that you were kind and gentle towards me.'

'Oh, Mr Carton. Try again to change.'

'No, Miss Manette, it is too late. My bad habits will never change now. But tell me that you will never speak of what I have said today, not to anyone, not even to the person dearest to you.'

'Mr Carton,' said Lucie. 'This is your secret. No one will ever know it from me.'

'Thank you, Miss Manette. I shall never speak of this again. But in the hour of my death, it will be a happy memory for me that my last words of love were to you.'

Lucie had never heard Mr Carton speak like this before. Tears came to her eyes as she thought of his hopeless, miserable life.

'Don't cry,' said Sydney Carton. 'I am not worth your love. But you should know that for you, or for anyone close to you, I would do anything. Please remember always, that there is a man who would give his life to keep someone you love alive and close to you. Goodbye, Miss Manette.'




On the day of Lucie's marriage to Charles Darnay, Mr Lorry and Miss Pross stood, with Lucie, outside the door of Dr Manette's room. Inside, the Doctor and Mr Darnay had been talking together for a long time.

Soon it would be time to leave for the church. Lucie looked very beautiful, and Mr Lorry watched her proudly. He talked about the day, so long ago, when he had brought Lucie, as a baby in his arms, from France to England. Miss Pross, too, had her memories and thought fondly of her brother Solomon. He had stolen money from her many years ago and she had never seen him since then, but she still loved him.

The door of the Doctor's room opened and he came out with Charles Darnay. The Doctor's face was white, but he was calm. He took his daughter's arm and they went out to the waiting coach. The others followed in a second coach and soon, in a nearby church, Lucie Manette and Charles Darnay were married.

After the marriage Lucie and Charles came back to the house for breakfast, and then Lucie had to say goodbye to her father for two weeks—the first time they had not been together since his return from Paris.

When Lucie and Charles had left, Mr Lorry noticed a change in the Doctor. A little sadness was natural, but there was a lost, frightened look in the Doctor's eyes, which worried Mr Lorry very much. When he left to go to Tellson's Bank, he whispered to Miss Pross that he would return as quickly as he could.

Two hours later he hurried back to the house, and Miss Pross met him at the door.

'Oh, what shall we do, Mr Lorry?' she cried. 'He doesn't know me, and is making shoes again!'

Mr Lorry went up to the Doctor's room. 'Dr Manette, my dear friend. Look at me. Don't you remember me?'

But Dr Manette said nothing and worked on in silence. Once again, he was a prisoner in the Bastille, without friends or family, without even a name of his own.

For nine days and nine nights the shoemaker worked on, leaving his table only to sleep, eat, or walk up and down his room. Mr Lorry sat with him night and day, talking gently to him from time to time, trying to bring his friend's mind back to the present.

Then at last, on the tenth morning, the shoemaking work was put away, and Dr Alexandre Manette, pale but calm, was his old self again. Lucie was never told, and in the quiet and happy years that followed her marriage, Dr Manette remained strong in mind and body.



sweet adj. tasting like sugar or honey. 甜的。

memory n. sth. that is remembered. 记忆中的事。

welcome v. show pleasure or satisfaction at sth., at the arrival of sb. or sth. 欢迎。

separate v. make, become or keep divided. 使分离。

full of holding or having plenty. 有很多的。

promise n. an assurance that one will or will not undertake a certain action, behaviour, etc. 诺言，约定。

accept v. receive. 接受，答应。

agree v. say 'yes'. 同意，答应。

frightened adj. afraid. 害怕的。

pale adj. having little color. 苍白的，没有血色的。

shadow n. area of shade, dark shape. 影，阴影。

save v. make or keep safe. 拯救。

possible adj. that can be done, that can exist or happen. 可能的。

destroy v. break to pieces. 破坏。

habit n. sb.'s settled practice, esp. sth. that cannot easily be given up. 习惯。

worth adj. giving a satisfactory or rewarding return for. 值得。

church n. building for public Christian worship. 基督教堂。

fondly adv. lovingly. 爱怜地。

natural adj. ordinary; normal. 普通的，正常的。

silence n. condition of not speaking, answering. 无言。

mind n. what a person thinks or feels. 心思，感想。

present n. the time now passing. 现在，目前。

put away give up. 放弃。

remain v. continue in some place or condition. 依然，继续存在。


5　两个男人谈论爱情
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法国侯爵死了12个月之后，查尔斯·代尔那已经在伦敦成了一名成功的法语教师。在他前往伦敦时他就知道自己将不得不靠勤奋的工作谋生。他成功了。同时他还陷入了爱河之中。还在他的生命在旧巴勒处于危险的境地时，他就已经爱上了路茜·马内特。他从未听到过像她那么甜蜜的声音，他也从未见过她那么美丽的脸庞。可他从未向她表白过爱慕之情。他在法国的叔叔的死在12个月之后，对他来说已经成了一个梦。但他没有对路茜说过他的感受，也从未提起过所发生的事情。对此他自有理由。

但是夏季的一天他去到伦敦马内特医生家。他知道路茜和普罗斯小姐出去了。他已决定要和她的父亲谈一谈。马内特医生的身心现在都已很强壮，过去漫长的监狱生活的悲伤记忆已不常浮现在他眼前了。代尔那来时，医生热情地欢迎了他。

“马内特医生，”代尔那说，“我知道路茜出去了。但我今天到这儿来是想和您谈谈的。”

一阵沉默。“你是想和我谈谈路茜吧？”医生慢慢地问道。

“是的，亲爱的马内特医生，我深深地爱着您的女儿。如果这世界上有爱情的话，那么我就爱路茜。”

“我相信你，”马内特医生忧伤地说，“任何时候谈起她对我来说都很困难，但我相信你，查尔斯-代尔那。你对路茜表白过你对她的爱了吗？”

“没有，从来没有过。我知道您女儿对您来说多么重要，马内特医生。她对您的爱和您对她的爱都是您的及她的生命中最重要的东西。我爱路茜，全心全意地爱她。但是我不想打破你们的关系。你们两个人将永不会因为我而分开。”

有一阵儿马内特医生把头侧转过去，眼中充满了恐惧和痛苦。后来他转过头来看着代尔那，尽力装出一副笑脸。

“你说得很诚恳，查尔斯，”他说，“你有什么理由相信路茜爱你吗？”

“没有！”

“那么你想从我这儿得到什么呢？”

“承诺。这个承诺就是一旦路茜告诉您她爱我，那么您就不要说反对的话，并且告诉她我所说的这些话。我知道如果她认为您会痛苦，那就绝不会接受我的爱。”

“我可以承诺更多的东西，查尔斯。如果路茜告诉我说她爱你，我就会把她交给你。”

“谢谢您，马内特医生。”代尔那感激地说，“还有一件事，我在英国的名字不是我的真实姓名，我想告诉您我的真实姓名，还有我来英国的原因。”

“打住！”医生说。他甚至已经用手捂住了耳朵。“我不想知道。我问你时你再告诉我吧。如果路茜同意嫁给你，你就要在你们结婚的那天早晨告诉我。”

代尔那离开马内特医生时天已经黑了。路茜和普罗斯小姐晚些时候才回家。

“爸爸，”路茜喊道，“您在哪儿？”她没有听到回答，可是从她父亲的卧室里传来了些奇怪的声音。路茜吓坏了，她跑上楼去见到了父亲，他脸色苍白，正在悄无声息地忙着做在监狱里干的老活计——做鞋子。巴士底狱的阴影又一次降临到了他身上。她抓住了父亲的手，温柔地对他说着话，并且和他一起来来回回走了很长时间，直到最后马内特医生安静地上床睡觉了。

尽管卡登先生经常拜访马内特医生家，但他来时总是很少说话。8月的一天他来时马内特医生出去了，路茜接待了他。她在他面前总是有点害羞，但那天她注意到了他的脸上有种不同以往的神情。

“您不舒服吗，卡登先生？”她问。

“不，大概不是吧，马内特小姐。只是我的生活方式对健康不好。”

“那可太不幸了，”路茜柔声说，“您为什么不改变一下您的生活方式呢？”

“那太晚了。我永远不会比现在有什么起色了。但是，马内特小姐，我有一件事想对您说，但又发现这太难了。您会听我说吗？”

“如果那对您有帮助的话，卡登先生，我会乐意听您说的。”路茜说。然而她的脸色苍白，浑身发抖。

“马内特小姐，我知道您是永远不会对我有爱情的。我这个人生活得这么糟糕。”

“即便没有爱情，卡登先生，难道我就不能挽救您吗？我不能帮您吗？”

“不，马内特小姐，”卡登说，“即使您可能爱我，那对我来说也已经太晚了。我只会让您伤心，从而毁了您的生活。但那也是我心中最后的一个梦想。能看到您和您的父亲在一起，看到您为他建起的这个家——这已经为我带回了那古老而幸福的回忆。”

“我就不能为您做点儿什么吗？”路茜悲伤地问。

“仅此而已，马内特小姐，就让我记住我曾对您说过我心中的感情，而您对我又关怀又体贴。”

“哦，卡登先生，再试着去改变一下吧。”

“不，马内特小姐，这太晚了。我的坏毛病永远也不会改掉了。但是请您告诉我您以后绝不会提起我今天对您说过的话，不要告诉任何人，甚至您最亲爱的人。”

“卡登先生，”路茜说，“这是您的隐私，不会有人从我这儿知道这些的。”

“谢谢您，马内特小姐。我不会再说这些了，但在我死的时候，我会因为我最后的爱情表白是对您说的而留下幸福的回忆。”

路茜以前从未听过卡登先生这么说过，一想到他绝望、不幸的生活，她的眼里就充满了泪水。

“不要哭，”西得尼·卡登说，“我不值得您爱，但是您要知道我会乐意对您或任何您亲近的人做任何事情的。请永远记住，这里有一个男人，他将不惜自己的生命去保护您所爱的人的生命，并为了让他和您永远在一起而不惜一切。再见，马内特小姐。”




在路茜嫁给查尔斯·代尔那的这天，劳里先生和普罗斯小姐陪路茜站在马内特医生的房门外。屋子里，医生和代尔那先生已经在一起谈了很长时间。

很快就将是去教堂的时间了。路茜显得非常漂亮。劳里先生骄傲地看着她。他说起了多年前他把路茜抱在怀里从法国去英国那天的事。普罗斯小姐也回忆起往事并深情地想起了她的弟弟所罗门。好多年前他偷了她的钱，从那以后她就再没见过他，但她仍旧爱他。

医生的房门打开了。他和查尔斯·代尔那走了出来。医生的脸色苍白但仍很镇静。他挽起女儿的胳膊走向已在等候的马车。其他人则乘坐第二辆马车跟随其后。很快路茜·马内特和查尔斯·代尔那就在附近的一个教堂里举行了婚礼。

婚礼结束后路茜和查尔斯回到家里吃早餐，然后路茜不得不和父亲告别两个星期——这是他从巴黎回来后他们第一次分开。

路茜和查尔斯走后，劳里先生注意到医生的变化。有一些伤感是自然的，但是在他的眼睛里有一种失落、恐惧的神情，这使劳里先生非常担忧。在他要去台尔森银行时，他小声对普罗斯小姐说他将尽快回来。

两个小时之后他匆忙返回时，普罗斯小姐在门口迎住了他。

“噢，我们该怎么办，劳里先生？”她哭着说，“他不认识我了，而且又开始做起鞋子来了。”

劳里先生上楼来到医生的房间。“马内特医生，我亲爱的朋友，看着我，你不记得我了吗？”

可马内特医生什么话也没说，只是默默地做着他的活儿。他又成了巴士底狱里的囚犯了，没有朋友，没有家，甚至连名字都没有。

连着9天9夜鞋匠一直在做他的活儿，只是在睡觉、吃饭或在屋子里走来走去时才离开工作台。劳里先生日夜陪着他，时不时地轻声和他说着话，竭力想把他朋友的思绪带回到现实中来。

最后，在第10天的早晨，做鞋的工作被抛到了一边。亚历山大·马内特医生——脸色苍白却很平静，这时又恢复了他应有的神情。路茜没有被告知这些，而且在她婚后宁静而幸福的日子里，马内特医生始终保持着强健的心理和身体状态。


6

Stormy years in France

In Monsieur Defarge's wine-shop in Saint Antoine customers came and went all the time. They came to drink the thin, rough wine, but more often they came to listen and to talk, and to wait for news.

One day there were more customers than usual. Defarge had been away for three days, and when he returned that morning, he brought a stranger with him, a man who repaired roads.

'Madame,' Defarge said to his wife, 'this man, who is called Jacques, has walked a long way with me.' One customer got up and went out. 'This mender of roads,' continued Defarge, 'who is called Jacques, is a good man. Give him something to drink.' A second man got up and went out. The man who repaired roads sat down and drank. A third man got up and went out.

'Have you finished, my friend?' said Defarge. 'Then come and see the room I promised you.'

They went upstairs, to the room where Dr Manette had sat making shoes. The three men who had left the wine-shop were waiting. Defarge spoke to them.

'No names. You are Jacques One, Jacques Two and Jacques Three. I am Jacques Four. This is Jacques Five. He brings us news of our poor friend Gaspard, whose child was killed by the Marquis's coach a year ago.'

'I first saw Gaspard,' said Jacques Five, 'holding on under the Marquis's coach as it drove into our village. He ran away, but that night the Marquis was murdered. Gaspard disappeared and was only caught a few weeks ago. The soldiers brought him into the village and hanged him. And they have left his body hanging in the village square, where the women go to fetch water, and our children play.'

When Jacques Five had left them, Jacques One said to his friends, 'What do you say? Shall we put their names on the list?'

'Yes, all of them. The castle and all of the family of Evré monde.'

'Is the list safe?' asked Jacques Two.

'Yes, my friend,' said Defarge. 'My wife remembers everything. But more than that, every name is carefully knitted into her work. Nothing can be forgotten.'

A few days later Defarge reported to his wife some news from his friend 'Jacques' in the police.

'A new spy has been sent to Saint Antoine. His name is Barsad, John Barsad. He's English.'

'What does he look like? Do we know?'

'He's about forty years old, quite tall, black hair, thin face,' said Defarge.

'Good,' said his wife. 'I'll put him on the list tomorrow. But you seem tired tonight. And sad.'

'Well,' said Defarge, 'it is a long time.'

'It takes time to prepare for change. The crimes against the people of France cannot be revenged in a day.'

'But we may not live to see the end.'

'Even if that happens,' replied Madame Defarge, 'we shall help it to come. But I believe that we shall see the day of our revenge against these hated noblemen.'

The next day a stranger came into the wine-shop. At once, Madame Defarge picked up a rose from the table and put it in her hair. As soon as they saw this, the customers stopped talking and, one by one, without hurrying, left the wine shop.

'Good day, Madame,' said the stranger.

'Good day, Monsieur,' said Madame Defarge, but to herself she said, 'About forty years old, tall, black hair, thin face. Yes, I know who you are, Mr John Barsad.'

'Is business good?' asked the stranger.

'Business is bad. The people are so poor.' Madame Defarge looked over to the door. 'Ah, here is my husband.'

'Good day, Jacques,' said the spy.

'You're wrong,' said Defarge, staring at him. 'That's not my name. I am Ernest Defarge.'

'It's all the same,' said the spy easily. 'I remember something about you, Monsieur Defarge. You took care of Dr Manette when he came out of the Bastille.'

'That's true,' said Defarge.

'Have you heard much from Dr Manette and his daughter? They're in England now.'

'No, not for a long time.'

'She was married recently. Not to an Englishman, but to a Frenchman. It's quite interesting when you remember poor Gaspard. Miss Manette has married the nephew of the Marquis that Gaspard killed. Her new husband is really the new Marquis, but he prefers to live unknown in England. He's not a Marquis there, just Mr Charles Darnay.'

Monsieur Defarge was not happy at this news. When the spy had gone, he said to his wife, 'Can it be true? If it is, I hope that Miss Manette keeps her husband away from France.'

'Who knows what will happen?' replied Madame Defarge. 'I only know that the name of Evrémonde is in my list, and for good reason.' She went on calmly knitting, adding name after name to her list of the enemies of the people.




Time passed, and Madame Defarge still knitted. The women of Saint Antoine also knitted, and the thin hungry faces of Jacques and his brothers became darker and angrier. The noise of the coming storm in Paris was growing louder.

It began one summer day in the streets of Saint Antoine, around Defarge's wine-shop, with a great crowd of people. A crowd who carried guns, knives, sticks, even stones—anything that could be a weapon. An angry crowd who shouted and screamed, who were ready to fight and to die in battle.

'Friends and citizens!' shouted Defarge. 'We are ready! To the Bastille!' The crowd began to move, like the waves of the sea.

'Follow me, women!' cried Madame Defarge. A long sharp knife shone brightly in her hand. 'We can kill as well as any man!'

The living sea of angry people ran through Saint Antoine to the Bastille, and soon the hated prison was ringing with the noise of battle. Fire and smoke climbed up the high stone walls and the thunder of the guns echoed through the city.

Four terrible and violent hours. Then a white flag appeared above the walls and the gates were opened. The Bastille had been taken by the people of Paris! Soon the crowds were inside the building itself, and shouting 'Free the prisoners!' But Defarge put his strong hand on the shoulder of one of the soldiers.

'Show me the North Tower. Take me to One Hundred and Five, North Tower! Quickly!'

'Follow me,' said the frightened man, and Defarge and Jacques Three went with him through the dark prison, past heavy closed doors, up stone stairs, until they came to a low door. It was a small room, with dark stone walls and only one very small window, too high for anyone to look out. Defarge looked carefully along the walls.

'There, look there, Jacques Three,' he cried.

'A.M.!' whispered Jacques.

'A.M. Alexandre Manette,' said Defarge softly. 'Let us go now.' But before they left, they searched the room and the furniture very carefully, looking for small hiding-places.

Then they returned to the crowds below. The Bastille and its officers were now in the hands of the people, and the people wanted revenge, and blood.

'At last, it has begun, my dear,' said Defarge to his wife. It was the fourteenth of July, 1789.




In the village where the Marquis had lived, and where Gaspard had died, life was hard. Everything was old and tired and broken down—the people, the land, the houses, the animals. In the past everything and everybody had had to work for the Marquis, and he had given nothing in return.

But now, strangers were travelling about the country, strangers who were poor, like the people, but who talked about new ideas—ideas which had started in Paris and were now running like fire across the country.

The road-mender, who had brought the news of Gaspard to Paris, still worked repairing the roads. One day a stranger came to him as he worked on the road outside the village.

'Jacques,' said the stranger. He shook the road-mender's hand, and turned to look at the Marquis's castle on the hill. 'It's tonight, Jacques,' he went on quietly. 'The others will meet me here.'

It was very dark that night and the wind was strong. No one saw the four men who came quietly to the castle and said nothing. But soon the castle itself could be seen in the dark sky. The windows became bright; smoke and yellow flames climbed into the sky. Monsieur Gabelle called loudly for help, but the people in the village watched and did nothing to save the castle where the Marquis had lived.



rough adj. made or done without attention to detail. 粗制的。

mender n. one who repairs. 修理者。

murder v. kill unlawfully and on purpose. 谋杀。

fetch v. go for and bring back. 接来，取来。

list n. number of names written or printed. 名单。

hang v. put, be put, to death by hanging with a rope round the neck. 绞死。

revenge v. do sth. to get satisfaction for. 报仇。

pick up take hold of and lift. 拾起，捡起。

business n. buying and selling. 买卖。

crime n. serious law-breaking. 犯罪行为。

nephew n. son of one's brother or sister. 侄儿；外甥。

keep away avoid coming, going, to or near. 远离，不接近。

crowd n. large number of people together, but without order or organization. 人群，群众。

stick n. branch cut for a special purpose. （用作某种特殊用途的）棍，棒。

citizen n. person who has full rights in a state, either by birth or by gaining such right. 公民。

wave n. long ridge of water esp. on the sea, between two hollows. 波浪。

thunder n. loud noise which usu. follows a flash of lightning. 雷,雷声。

echo v. send back sound. 发回声。

furniture n. all those things needed in a house, room, office. 家具。

softly adv. not loudly. 轻声地。

in return as repayment. 报答。

meet v. go to a place and await the arrival of. 迎接。

flame n. burning gas. 火焰。

climb v. go or get up, esp. by using one's hand. 攀登。


6　法国的暴风雨年代
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在圣安东尼得法热先生的酒店里，顾客们来来往往络绎不绝。他们来这儿喝点清淡的粗制葡萄酒，但他们更多的是来这儿聆听和交谈的，还有等候消息的。

一天，店里的顾客比平常要多。得法热已经出去3天了。当他那天早上回来时，他带回来了一个陌生人，一个修路工。

“夫人，”得法热对他的妻子说，“这个人叫雅克，他已经和我一起走了很长一段路。”有一个顾客这时起身走了出去。“这个修路工，”得法热接着说，“叫雅克，是个好人。给他来点喝的吧。”第二个人起身走了出去。那个修路的人坐了下来喝酒。第三个人起身走了出去。

“喝完了吗，我的朋友？”得法热说，“那就过来看看我答应给你的房间吧。”

他们上了楼，来到马内特医生曾坐着做鞋子的房间。那三个刚才离开酒店的男人正在等着他们。得法热对他们说：

“没有名字。你们是雅克一，雅克二和雅克三。我是雅克四，这是雅克五。他给我们带来了我们可怜的朋友加斯珀的消息，一年前他的孩子被侯爵的马车轧死了。”

“我第一次看到加斯珀，”雅克五说，“是在侯爵的马车进村时，他扒在车底下。他跑掉了，但是那天晚上侯爵就被暗杀了。加斯珀失踪了，几星期前才被抓到。士兵们把他带到村子里绞死了他，而且他们把他的尸体吊在了村里的场地上。那是妇女们打水以及我们的孩子们玩耍的地方。”

雅克五走后，雅克一对他的朋友们说：“你们有什么说的呢？我们是不是该把他们的名字列在名单上？”

“是的，他们所有的名字。那个城堡里及所有埃弗蒙家族的人。”

“名单安全吗？”雅克二问。

“是的，我的朋友。”得法热说，“我老婆记得所有的事，不仅如此，每一个名字她都织到了毛线活儿里，绝不会被忘掉的。”

几天后，得法热把一些从他在警察局里的雅克朋友那儿得到的消息告诉了他妻子。

“一个新的间谍已被派到了圣安东尼，他叫巴萨德，约翰·巴萨德，是英国人。”

“他长得什么样？我们知道吗？”

“他大约40岁，个儿很高，黑头发，瘦脸庞。”得法热说。

“好的，”他老婆说，“我明天就把他记入名单中。只是你今晚上好像累了，而且有些伤心。”

“唉，”得法热说，“时间太长了。”

“准备变革就得花费时间。法国人的仇不可能一天就报完了。”

“但我们也许不会活着看到结果了。”

“即使是这样，”得法热夫人说，“我们也要尽力让它到来。但是我相信我们会看到我们对那些可恨的贵族们复仇的那一天。”

第二天，一个陌生人来到了酒店。立刻，得法热夫人便从桌上拿起一支玫瑰花插在了头发上。顾客们一看到这个动作便立刻停止了交谈，并一个接着一个从容地离开了酒店。

“你好，夫人。”陌生人说。

“你好，先生。”得法热夫人说。但她心里说：“大约40岁，高个儿，黑头发，瘦脸庞。对了，我知道你是谁，约翰·巴萨德先生。”

“生意好吗？”陌生人问。

“生意不好，人们太穷了。”得法热夫人抬起头看着门，“啊，这是我丈夫。”

“你好，雅克。”间谍说道。

“你错了，”得法热盯着他说，“那不是我的名字，我叫恩斯特·得法热。”

“那都一样，”间谍随口说道。“我记得你的一些事，得法热先生。马内特医生从巴士底狱出来后是你照顾他的。”

“是那样的。”得法热说。

“你常有马内特医生和他女儿的消息吗？他们现在在英国。”

“没有，很长时间都没有了。”

“她最近结婚了。不是嫁给一个英国人，而是一个法国人。如果你联想起可怜的加斯珀，这件事真是有趣。马内特小姐嫁给了被加斯珀杀死的侯爵的侄子，她的新婚丈夫实际上是新的侯爵。可他宁愿不为人知地住在英国。他在那里可不是侯爵，而只不过是查尔斯·代尔那。”

得法热先生听到这个消息后心里不高兴。在间谍走后，他对妻子说：“这会是真的吗？如果是，我希望马内特小姐让她的丈夫远离法国。”

“谁知道会发生什么？”得法热夫人回答说，“我只知道埃弗蒙这个名字在我的名单上，而且有充分的理由。”她继续平静地织着毛线活儿，把一个又一个的名字织进人民公敌名单中。

时间流逝着，得法热夫人仍旧在编织着。圣安东尼的妇女们也都在织着。雅克和他的兄弟们饥饿削瘦的脸变得越来越灰暗，也越来越愤怒。巴黎即将到来的暴风雨的隆隆雷声已愈来愈响了。

事情开始于夏季的一天，在圣安东尼得法热酒店四周的街道上聚集了大队的人群。他们拿着枪、刀、棍子，甚至石头，即一切可以作为武器的东西。他们狂呼怒吼着，准备好去战斗，去牺牲。

“朋友们、公民们！”得法热喊道，“我们做好了准备！向巴士底狱进军！”人群开始移动，像海浪般汹涌向前。

“跟着我，妇女们！”得法热夫人喊道。一把明晃晃的长尖刀在她手中挥舞着。“我们也能像任何男人一样去杀人！”

愤怒的人海穿过圣安东尼冲向了巴士底狱。很快，这让人痛恨的监狱便响起了战斗的声音。烈火和浓烟窜上了高大的石头墙，雷鸣般的炮声在城市中回响。

恐怖而暴烈的4个小时之后，城墙上出现了一面白旗，城门被打开了。巴士底狱已经被巴黎人民攻占了！很快人群便拥入其中，他们呐喊着“释放犯人！”但是得法热把他结实的手放在了一个士兵肩上。

“指给我‘北塔’，带我去北塔105！快！”

“跟我来。”那个吓坏了的家伙说道。得法热和雅克三随他走过黑暗的监狱，路过了沉重紧锁的门，上了石头台阶，来到一个低矮的门前。这是一个狭小的房间，黑暗的石墙上只有一个很小的窗户，它很高，没人能够着它往外看。得法热顺着墙仔细地查看着。

“这儿，看这儿，雅克三。”他嚷道。

“A.M.！”雅克小声念道。

“A.M.，亚历山大·马内特。”得法热轻声说，“我们现在走吧。”但在他们离开之前，他们细心地搜索了一遍房间和家具，寻找着细小的隐藏之处。

然后他们返回到下面的人群中。巴士底狱及其官员们都在人民的手中了，他们要报仇雪恨，要血债血偿。

“最终，它总算开始了，亲爱的。”得法热对他的妻子说。这天是1789年的7月14日。

在侯爵生活和加斯珀死去的那个村庄，生活很艰难。一切东西都是衰老、疲惫和残缺的，包括村民、土地、房屋、牲畜。过去，所有的人力和物力都得为侯爵效劳，而且得不到任何回报。

但是现在，陌生的人们在全国巡游。这些陌生人像当地人一样穷，但是他们谈论着新思想——那些源于巴黎的思想现在正像烈火一样燃遍全国。

那个把加斯珀的消息带到巴黎的修路人，仍旧在修着道路。一天，当他在村子外面的路上干着活儿时，一个陌生人朝他走来。

“雅克。”那个陌生人说。他握着修路人的手，并转身看着山上侯爵的城堡。

“就是今晚，雅克，”他接着平静地说道。“另外的人将要在这儿和我见面。”

那天晚上天很黑，而且风刮得很猛。没有人看见有4个人悄无声息地走向城堡。但是很快城堡就显露在黑暗的夜幕中。窗户明亮，烟雾和黄色的火焰直冲云天。加贝尔先生大声地喊着救命，但村子里的人们只是袖手旁观，没有采取任何行动去营救这座侯爵住过的城堡。


7

A call for help

The troubles in France continued. The citizens of France had fought to win power, and now they used it. Castles were burned, laws were changed, and the rich and powerful nobles died—their heads cut off by that terrible new machine of death, the Guillotine. In Paris the King was put in prison, and in 1792 the people of France sent him to the Guillotine as well. The French Revolution was now three years old, but there were more years of terror to come.

Not all the rich nobles had died. Some had escaped to England; some had even sent or brought their money to London before the Revolution began. And Tellson's Bank, which the French emigrants used, had become a meeting-place where they could hear and talk about the latest news from France.

One wet August day Mr Lorry sat at his desk in the bank, talking to Charles Darnay. The years since Charles's marriage had seen the arrival of a daughter, little Lucie, who was now nine years old. Dr Manette had continued in good health, and at the centre of that warm family circle was always Lucie—a loving daughter, wife, mother, and a kind-hearted friend. Even Sydney Carton, though his old, bad ways were unchanged, was a family friend—and very much a favourite with little Lucie.

But at this moment Charles Darnay was trying very hard to persuade his old friend Mr Lorry not to go to France. 'It's too dangerous. The weather is not good, the roads are bad, think of your age,' he said.

'My dear Charles,' said the banker. 'You think that, at nearly eighty years of age, I'm too old. But that's exactly why I must go. I have the experience, I know the business. My work is to find and hide papers that might be dangerous to our customers. And anyway, Jerry Cruncher goes with me. He'll take good care of my old bones.'

'I wish I could go,' said Charles restlessly. 'I feel sorry for the people in France, and perhaps I could help them. Only last night, when I was talking to Lucie—'

'Talking to Lucie, 'repeated Mr Lorry. 'You talk about your lovely wife at the same time as you talk about going to France. You must not go. Your life is here, with your family.'

'Well, I'm not going to France. But you are, and I'm worried about you.'

Just at that moment a bank clerk put an old, unopened letter on Mr Lorry's desk, and Darnay happened to see the name on it: The Marquis of Evrémonde, at Tellson's Bank, London. Since his uncle's death, this was Darnay's real name. On the morning of his wedding to Lucie he had told Dr Manette, but the Doctor had made him promise to keep his name secret. Not even Lucie or Mr Lorry knew.

'We can't find this Marquis,' said the clerk.

'I know where to find him,' said Darnay. 'Shall I take the letter?'

'That would be very kind,' said Mr Lorry.

As soon as he had left the bank, Darnay opened the letter. It was from Monsieur Gabelle, who had been arrested and taken to Paris.

　Monsieur, once the Marquis

I am in prison, and I may lose my life, because I worked for a landowner who has left France. You told me to work for the people and not against them, and I have done this. But no one believes me. They say only that I worked for an emigrant, and where is that emigrant? Oh Monsieur, please help me, I beg you!

This cry for help made Darnay very unhappy. After the death of the Marquis, he had told Gabelle to do his best for the people. But now Gabelle was in prison, just because he was employed by a nobleman. It was clear to Darnay that he must go to Paris. He did not think that he would be in danger, as he had done everything he could to help the people of his village. He hoped that he would be able to save his old servant.

That night Charles Darnay sat up late, writing two letters. One was to his wife, Lucie; the other was to her father, Dr Manette. He told them where he had gone and why, and he promised that he would write to them from France. He had left secretly, he wrote, to save them from worrying.

The next day he went out, without saying anything to them of his plans. He kissed his wife and his daughter, and said that he would be back soon. And then he began his journey to Paris.

When he arrived in France, Darnay found that he could travel only very, very slowly towards Paris. The roads were bad and every town, every village had its citizens with guns who stopped all travellers, asked them questions, looked at their papers, made them wait or threw them in prison, turned them back or sent them on their way. And it was all done in the name of freedom—the new Freedom of France.

Darnay soon realized that he could not turn back until he had reached Paris and proved himself to be a good citizen, not an enemy of the people.

On his third night in France he was woken by an official and three other men with guns.

'Emigrant,' said the official. 'These three soldiers will take you to Paris, and you must pay them.'

Darnay could only obey and at three o'clock in the morning he left with three soldiers to guard him. Even with them he was sometimes in danger; the people in the towns and villages all seemed to be very angry with emigrants, but finally they arrived safely at the gates of Paris. Darnay had to wait a long time while officials carefully read his papers, which explained the reasons for his journey. One official, seeing Gabelle's letter, looked up at Darnay in great surprise, but said nothing. Another official asked roughly:

'Are you Evrémonde?'

'Yes,' replied Darnay.

'You will go to the prison of La Force!'

'But why?' asked Darnay. 'Under what law?'

'We have new laws, Evrémonde,' said the official sharply, 'and emigrants have no rights. You will be held in secret. Take him away.'

As Darnay left, the first official said quietly to him, 'Are you the man who married the daughter of Dr Manette?'

'Yes,' replied Darnay in surprise.

'My name is Defarge and I have a wine-shop in Saint Antoine. Perhaps you have heard of me.'

'Yes. My wife came to your house to find her father.'

'Why did you come back to France? It will be very bad for you.'

Darnay was taken to the prison of La Force and put in a cold empty room with a locked door and bars across the windows. He thought of Dr Manette and his many years alone, forgotten, in the Bastille.

'Now I, too, have been buried alive,' he thought.



cut off remove by cutting. 切去。

revolution n. complete change. 革命，改变。

emigrant n. person who goes away from one's own country to another to settle there. 移民。

favourite n. a specially preferred person. 最被喜爱的人。

persuade v. convince. 劝说，说服。

bone n. one of the parts that make up the frame work of an animal's body. 骨头。

happen to occur by chance. 碰巧。

secret adj. kept from the knowledge or view of others. 秘密的。

arrest v. seize by the authority of the law. 拘捕。

employ v. give work to, usu. for payment. 雇用。

be able to have the power, means, or opportunity to do sth. 有能力做某事。

journey n. going to a place. esp. a distant place. 旅行。

travel v. make journeys. 旅行。

freedom n. condition of being free. 自由。

prove v. supply proof of. 证明。

perhaps adv. possibly. 可能，也许。

prison n. building in which wrongdoers are kept locked up. 监狱。

empty adj. having nothing inside. 空的。

bury v. place in the ground, in a grave, or in the sea. 埋葬。


7　求救
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法国的风暴在继续着。法国的公民们曾为争得权力而战斗，现在他们可以使用权力了。城堡被烧掉，法律被改换，那些有钱有势的贵族死了：他们的脑袋被那可怕的新死亡机器——断头台给砍掉了。在巴黎，国王被投进了监狱。1792年，法国人民把他也送上了断头台。法国大革命到现在已3年了，但是恐怖还要持续更长的岁月。

并非所有的有钱贵族都已死了，他们有一些逃到了英国；有一些在大革命开始之前就已把他们的钱财带到或寄到了伦敦。台尔森银行为法国移民所利用，现在它已经成了他们聚集在一起打听和谈论从法国来的最新消息的场所。

8月里一个潮湿的日子，劳里先生坐在他银行里的办公桌旁和查尔斯·代尔那交谈。查尔斯婚后已有了一个女儿小路茜来到世上。现在她已经9岁了。马内特医生的身体一直很健康。这个温馨的家庭的中心始终是路茜——一个让人喜欢的女儿、妻子、母亲和善良的朋友。甚至西得尼·卡登，虽然他原先那些不好的生活方式并未改变，也是这个家庭的朋友——而且是小路茜最喜爱的人。

但在此刻，查尔斯·代尔那正竭力说服他的老朋友劳里先生不要去法国。“那太危险了，天气也不好，路也难走，还有您的年纪。”他说。

“我亲爱的查尔斯，”银行家说，“你认为我快80岁了，所以太老了，但这正是我必须去的原因。我有经验，也懂业务。我的工作是去找到并收藏有可能对我们的客户有危险的文件。况且还有杰里·克拉彻和我一起去，他会照顾好我这把老骨头的。”

“我希望我能去。”查尔斯不安地说，“我为法国人民难过，也许我能帮助他们。只是昨天夜里，我和路茜谈起的时候——”

“和路茜谈，”劳里先生重复道。“你谈起去法国一事的同时还谈起你可爱的妻子。你不能去，你的生活在这儿，和你的家人在一起。”

“好吧，我不去法国了。但是你却要去，我是为你担心。”

就在这时一个银行职员把一封旧的，没有打开的信放在了劳里先生的桌子上。代尔那正巧看见了信封上的名字，上面写着：伦敦，台尔森银行，埃弗蒙侯爵。在他叔叔死后，这就成了代尔那真正的名字。在他和路茜举行婚礼的那天早晨他就告诉了马内特医生，但是医生让他发誓将他的名字保密。所以，甚至路茜和劳里先生都不知道。

“我们找不到这个侯爵。”那个职员说。

“我知道上哪儿去找他。”代尔那说，“可以把这封信给我吗？”

“那真是太好了。”劳里先生说。

一离开银行，代尔那就打开了信。信是加贝尔先生写来的，他已经被抓了起来而且被送到了巴黎。

先生，前侯爵：

我在监狱里，而且也许会丧命，罪名是我曾为一个离开了法国的地主效劳。您曾告诉我要为人民效力而且不要反对他们，我这样做了，但是没有人相信我。他们只说我是为一个流亡者效力。还有就是那个流亡者在哪儿？啊，先生，请帮帮我吧，求求您了！

这个求救的哭诉使代尔那十分难受。侯爵死后，他就告诉过加贝尔要尽自己最大的努力去帮助人民，但是现在加贝尔进了监狱，仅仅因为他受雇于一个贵族。代尔那清楚自己必须去一趟巴黎。他认为自己不会有危险，因为他已尽力去帮助过他的村民们。他希望他能搭救老仆人。

那天晚上查尔斯·代尔那熬夜熬到很晚，写了两封信，一封给他的妻子路茜，另一封给他的岳父马内特医生。他告诉了他们他要去哪儿以及为什么要去，并许诺他会从法国写信给他们。他之所以不辞而别，他写道，是为了不让他们担心。

第二天他走时，没有提起任何有关他计划的事。他吻了妻子和女儿，而且说他很快就会回来，然后他就开始了他的巴黎之旅。

到了法国以后，代尔那发现他的巴黎之行只能异常缓慢地进行。路况很糟，而且每个城镇、每个村庄都有拿枪的公民拦截任何过往的行人。他们盘问，查看他们的证件，让他们等候着或把他们送进监狱，让他们返回或押送他们上路。

这一切都是在自由的名义下干出来的——新式的法兰西自由。

代尔那很快意识到在他去巴黎并证明自己是个好公民而不是人民的敌人之前，他是回不去了。

在他到法国的第三天晚上，他被一个官员和另外三个荷枪的人弄醒了。

“流亡者，”那个官员说，“这三个士兵将把你带到巴黎，你必须付给他们钱。”

代尔那只得从命，早上三点时他就和三个保护他的士兵离开了。即使跟他们在一起，他也不时地陷入危险，城里和村子里的人们似乎全都非常痛恨流亡者，但最后他们总算安全到达了巴黎的城门。在官员们仔细地看他的证件时，代尔那不得不等了很长时间。这些证件是用来说明他为什么来法国的。当一个官员看了加贝尔的信后，大为吃惊地抬头看着代尔那，但是没说什么。另一个官员粗暴地问道：

“你是埃弗蒙吗？”

“是的。”代尔那回答。

“你要进拉弗尔斯监狱。”

“可是为什么？”代尔那问，“依据什么法律？”

“我们有了新的法律，埃弗蒙，”那个官员厉声说，“流亡者没有权利；你将被秘密关押起来。把他带走！”

代尔那正要走，第一位官员悄声问他：“你是和马内特医生的女儿结婚的那个人吗？”

“是呀。”代尔那惊讶地回答。

“我叫得法热，我在圣安东尼有一家酒店，也许你听说过我。”

“是的，我妻子曾去你家里找回了他父亲。”

“你为什么要回法国呢？这对你太糟糕了。”

代尔那被送进了拉弗尔斯监狱，而且被关进一个寒冷而空荡的房间。门上了锁，窗户封了铁条。他想起了马内特医生在巴士底狱里多年孤独和被人遗忘的日子。

“现在，我也被活埋了。”他想着。


8

In the hands of the citizens

Tellson's Bank in Paris was in a large building south of the river, close to the heart of the city. Mr Lorry had arrived in Paris some days before Charles Darnay, and was now living in some rooms above the bank. One evening, looking out of the window, he saw that a large grindstone had been brought into the square below. There was a wild, shouting crowd around it, busy sharpening their knives and swords and axes, which were already red with blood. With shaking hands, Mr Lorry closed the window.

He had decided to go downstairs and talk to the bank guards, when suddenly the door of his room opened, and Lucie and her father ran in.

'Lucie! Manette! What has happened? Why are you here?' cried Mr Lorry.

'Charles is in Paris,' cried Lucie. 'He came to help an old family servant. But he's been taken to prison.'

At that moment the shouts of the crowd outside grew louder.

'What is that noise?' asked the Doctor.

'Don't look out!' cried Mr Lorry.

'My friend,' said the Doctor. 'I am safe in Paris. I was a prisoner in the Bastille. Everybody knows about me and how I suffered. Already people want to help me; they gave us news of Charles.'

'Even so, don't look outside. Where is Charles?'

'In the prison of La Force.'

'La Force! Dear Lucie, you can do nothing tonight. You must go to one of the rooms here and wait. I must talk with your father at once.'

Lucie kissed him and left the room.

'Quick, Manette,' said Mr Lorry. 'These people outside, with their bloody knives, are murdering the prisoners. If you are so well known, if you have this power, talk to them. Tell them who you are, and go to La Force. Quick, before it is too late!'

Dr Manette hurried outside. Mr Lorry watched from the window as the Doctor talked to the crowd. He heard shouts of 'Long live the Bastille prisoner! Help his friend in La Force!'

Mr Lorry went to Lucie and found her with her daughter and Miss Pross. Together they waited all night for news, but none came.

In the morning Mr Lorry found rooms for Lucie and her family in a quiet street near the bank. He left Jerry Cruncher with them as a guard, and returned worriedly to Tellson's. At the end of the day a strong, serious man came to see him.

'My name is Defarge. I come from Dr Manette; he gave me this.' Defarge gave him a piece of paper.

The Doctor had written,  Charles is safe, but I cannot leave this place yet. Take Defarge to Lucie.

'Come with me,' said Mr Lorry happily. They went downstairs and at the front door found Madame Defarge, knitting. Without a word, she joined them, and Mr Lorry led them to Lucie's rooms.

There, Defarge gave Lucie a note from her husband.

Dearest—be brave. I am well, and your father has some power here. You cannot answer this, but kiss our child for me.

Only a short letter, but it meant so much to Lucie. Gratefully, she kissed the hands of Defarge and his wife. Madame Defarge said nothing; her hand was cold and heavy, and Lucie felt frightened of her.

Miss Pross came in with little Lucie.

'Is that his child?' asked Madame Defarge, stopping her knitting to stare.

'Yes, Madame,' said Mr Lorry. 'That is our poor prisoner's little daughter.'

'It is enough, my husband,' said Madame Defarge. 'We can go now.' Her voice was as cold as her hand.

'You will be good to my husband?' asked Lucie, afraid. 'I beg you, as a wife and mother.'

'We have known many wives and mothers,' said Madame Defarge. 'And we have seen many husbands and fathers put in prison, for many years. What is one more, among so many?'

As the Defarges left, Lucie turned to Mr Lorry. 'I am more afraid of her than of any other person in Paris, 'she whispered. Mr Lorry held her hands; he did not say anything, but he was also very worried.

The Doctor did not come back from La Force for several days. During that time eleven hundred prisoners were killed by the people. Inside the prison Dr Manette had come before a Tribunal, which was a group of judges appointed by the people. These judges made their own laws and threw prisoners out into the streets to be murdered by the crowds. Dr Manette told the Tribunal that he had been a prisoner in the Bastille for eighteen years, and that his son-in-law was now a prisoner in La Force. The Tribunal had agreed to keep Charles Darnay safe from the murdering crowds, but they would not let him leave the prison.

Dr Manette seemed to become stronger as he lived through these terrible days, doing everything he could to save his daughter's husband. He was able to see Darnay regularly, but noblemen and emigrants were hated by the citizens of new France, and the Doctor could not set Darnay free. The Guillotine, that new machine of death, cut off the heads of many, many people—the powerful and the cruel, but also the beautiful, the innocent, and the good. Each day Lucie did not know if her husband would live or die. She lived every moment in great fear, but her father was sure that he could save his son-in-law.




One year and three months passed and Darnay was still in prison. Dr Manette now had an official job as doctor to three prisons and was able to visit Darnay regularly. He became more and more loved by the rough people of the Revolution. But the Guillotine continued to kill.

'Try not to worry,' he told Lucie. 'Nothing can happen to Charles. I know that I can save him.' But Lucie could not see him or visit him; she could not even write to him.

On the day when Charles Darnay was at last called for his trial, Lucie and Dr Manette hurried to Tellson's Bank to tell Mr Lorry. As they arrived, a man got up and disappeared into another room. They did not see who it was, but in fact it was Sydney Carton, just arrived from London.

There were five judges in the Tribunal, and the trials were short and simple. The voices of truth, honesty, and calm reason were never heard at these trials, and most of the prisoners were sent to the Guillotine, which pleased the noisy crowds. Fifteen prisoners were called before Darnay that day, and in no more than an hour and a half, all of them had been condemned to death.

'Charles Evrémonde, who is called Darnay.'

As Darnay walked in front of the judges, he tried to remember the careful advice that Dr Manette had given him.

'Charles Evrémonde, you are an emigrant. All emigrants must die. That is the new law of France.'

'Kill him!' shouted the people. 'Cut off his head! He's an enemy of the people!'

The President of the judges asked Darnay, 'Is it true that you lived many years in England?'

'Yes, that is true,' replied Darnay.

'So you are an emigrant, surely.'

'No, not in the meaning of the law,' replied Darnay. 'I earn my own living in England. I have never wanted or used the name of Marquis, and I did not want to live by the work of the poor people of France. So I went to live and work in England, long before the Revolution.'

'And did you marry in England?'

'Yes, I married a Frenchwoman. The daughter of Dr Manette, a prisoner of the Bastille and a well-known friend of all good citizens!'

These words had a happy effect on the crowd. Those who had shouted for his death now shouted for his life. Then Monsieur Gabelle and Dr Manette spoke for Charles Darnay. The Doctor spoke well and clearly, and was very popular with the crowd. When he had finished, the judges decided that the prisoner should be set free, and the crowd shouted their agreement loudly. Soon they were carrying Darnay in a chair through the streets of Paris to Dr Manette's house. Lucie was waiting there, and when she ran out and fell into the arms of her husband, the men and women in the crowd kissed one another and danced for happiness. Darnay and Lucie were together again, safe and happy.

'I told you that I would save him,' said Lucie's father proudly. 'Well, I have saved him, and you must not worry now.'

But Lucie was still worried. So many innocent men and women had died, for no reason, and every day brought more deaths. A shadow of fear and hate lay over France, and no one knew what dangers the next day would bring.

*　*　*

It was not possible to leave Paris at once, as Charles did not have the necessary papers. They must live quietly, and hope to leave as soon as they could.

But that night, when Dr Manette, Charles and Lucie were sitting together, they heard a loud knock at the door.

'What can this be?' said Lucie, trembling. 'Hide Charles! Save him!'

'My child,' said the Doctor, 'I have saved him. He is a free man!'

But when he opened the door, four rough men pushed their way into the room.

'The Citizen Evrémonde, where is he? He is again the prisoner of the people.'

'I am here,' said Darnay. 'But why am I again a prisoner?'

'You are accused by citizens of Saint Antoine.'

Dr Manette had said nothing. He seemed to be made of stone, but suddenly he spoke.

'Will you tell me who has accused my son-in-law?'

'I shouldn't tell you this,' said one of the men, 'but Citizen Evrémonde, called Darnay, is accused by Monsieur and Madame Defarge, and by one other person.

'What other?'

'You will hear that tomorrow,' replied the man.



grindstone n. stone shaped like a wheel, turned on an axle, used for sharpening tools. 磨石。

sharpen v. make or become sharp. 使尖锐。

prisoner n. person who kept in prison for crime or until tried in a law-court. 犯人.

bloody adj. bleeding, covered with blood. 流血的。

guard n. soldier or party soldiers keeping guard. 哨兵。

serious adj. thoughtful, not given to pleasure seeking. 严肃的，庄重的。

join v. become a member of. 参加，加入。

beg v. ask earnestly, or with deep feeling. 恳求。

put in cause to be in. 使在内。

among prep. 在……中。

several adj. some. 几个的，数个的。

judge n. 法官。

appoint v. choose and name. 任命。

continue v. go on doing. 继续。

disappear v. be seen no more. 消失。

honesty n. the quality of being honest, freedom from cheating. 诚实。

calm adj. quiet 平静的。

condemn v. sentence to (a punishment, esp. death). 判罪。

president n. head of some government department. 政府机构首长。

earn v. get in return for work or as a reward for one's qualities. 挣得，赚。

popular adj. liked and admired. 受爱慕的。

accuse v. say that sb. has done wrong, broken the law, is to be blamed. 控告。

knock n. short, sharp sound of a blow. 打，敲。


8　在公民们的手里
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巴黎的台尔森银行在河南岸的一座大楼里，接近市中心。劳里先生已先于查尔斯·代尔那几天到达巴黎，现在正住在银行楼上的几间房里。一天傍晚，他朝窗外看时，见到一块巨大的磨石被人扛到了楼下的场地上。一群疯狂、呼叫着的人正围着它。他们忙着磨刀、剑和斧子，这些利刃已经被血染红了。劳里先生颤抖着双手关上了窗户。

他本来决定下楼去和银行卫兵谈谈的，却见房门被突然打开，路茜和她的父亲跑了进来。

“路茜！马内特！发生了什么事？你们怎么来了？”劳里先生喊道。

“查尔斯现在在巴黎，”路茜嚷道。“他来这儿是要营救一位老仆人的，可他现在已被关进了监狱。”

这时候外面人群的喊声更大了。

“那些声音是怎么回事？”医生问。

“别往外看！”劳里先生大声说。

“我的朋友，”医生说，“在巴黎我是安全的。我曾是巴士底狱的一个囚徒，所有的人都知道我以及我是怎么受苦的。人们愿意帮助我，他们给了我们有关查尔斯的消息。”

“即便这样，也别往外看。查尔斯在哪儿？”

“在拉弗尔斯监狱。”

“拉弗尔斯监狱！亲爱的路茜，你今天晚上是无能为力的了，你得待在这儿的一间房子里等着，我必须马上和你父亲谈谈。”

路茜吻了他后便离开了房间。

“快，马内特，”劳里先生说，“外面的这些人正拿着血淋淋的刀子要去杀囚犯。如果你这么有名气，如果你有这个力量，就去和他们谈谈，告诉他们你是谁，然后去拉弗尔斯。快，趁现在还不晚！”

马内特医生赶紧出去了。劳里先生从窗户看见医生对着人群讲话。他听到人们高喊“巴士底狱的囚犯万岁！要帮助他在拉弗尔斯里的朋友！”

劳里先生去见路茜，发现她和她的女儿及普罗丝小姐在一起。他们在一起等了整整一夜的消息，可是什么也没有等到。

早上劳里先生在银行附近一条安静的大街上为路茜和她的家人找到了房子。他留下杰里·克拉彻做保卫，然后焦急地回到了台尔森银行。白天快要过去时，来了一位强壮而严肃的人要见他。

“我叫得法热，我从马内特医生那儿来，他给了我这个。”得法热给他一张纸条。

医生写的是：查尔斯安全，但我还不能离开这儿。带得法热见路茜。

“跟我来。”劳里先生高兴地说。他们下了楼并在前门见到了正在织着毛线活儿的得法热夫人。她没说什么便跟上他们。劳里先生便领他们来到路茜的房间。

得法热在这儿给了路茜一张她丈夫写的纸条。

“亲爱的——勇敢些。我很好，你父亲在这儿有一些影响。你不能回信，但要替我亲亲我们的孩子。”

只是一封短信，但对路茜来说则意味着太多的东西。路茜感激地吻了得法热和他妻子的手。得法热夫人什么话也没说，她的手冰冷而沉重，路茜对她感到害怕。

普罗丝小姐和小路茜一起走了进来。

“那是他的孩子吗？”得法热夫人问，同时停下了编织的活儿，拿眼盯着小路茜。

“是的，夫人，”劳里先生说，“那是我们可怜的囚犯的小女儿。”

“这就够了，我的丈夫，”得法热夫人说，“我们现在可以走了。”她的声音像她的手一样冰冷。

“您会善待我的丈夫吗？”路茜害怕地问，“我恳求您，以一个妻子和母亲的名义。”

“我们知道很多的妻子和母亲，”得法热夫人说，“并且我们也见过很多的丈夫和父亲被送进监狱关押了好多年。有这么多的人，再多一个又算得了什么呢？”

当得法热夫妇走后，路茜冲劳里先生转过身去。“在巴黎，没有比她更使我害怕的人了，”她小声说。劳里先生抓住她的手，什么也没说，但是也很担心。

已有好几天了医生还没从拉弗尔斯回来。就在那段时间里有1100名囚犯被人杀死了。在监狱里马内特医生曾前去见一个审判团，一组由人民指定的法官。这些法官们制定了自己的法律，并把罪犯们扔到大街上让人们处死。马内特医生告诉审判团他曾经在巴士底狱当了18年的囚徒，而现在他的女婿在拉弗尔斯蹲监狱。审判团同意保护查尔斯·代尔那不受街上人群的伤害。但他们不准他离开监狱。

在这些恐怖的日子里生活，马内特医生似乎变得更强健了，竭尽全力地去救他的女婿。他经常能看到代尔那，但贵族和流亡者是遭到新法兰西公民的痛恨的，医生无法救代尔那出来。那座断头台——那新的死亡机器，砍掉了许许多多权贵和暴虐者的人头。但也有美丽、无辜且善良的人被斩首。每天路茜都不知道她丈夫会活下来还是会死去，她每一刻钟都生活在恐惧中，可她的父亲相信他能救出女婿。

一年零三个月过去了，代尔那仍然在监狱里。马内特医生现在有了一个官方工作，那就是做三个监狱的医生，于是他可以经常去看代尔那。他越来越被那些粗鲁的革命者所喜爱了，但是断头台仍旧在杀人。

“尽量别去担心，”他告诉路茜说，“查尔斯不会有什么事的。我知道我能救他。”可路茜不能见他或去探望他，甚至不能给他写信。

在查尔斯·代尔那最终被审讯的那天，路茜和马内特医生匆忙到台尔森银行告诉了劳里先生。他们到达时，有一个人站起身来消失在另一个房间里。他们没有看清那是谁，但实际上他是西得尼·卡登，他刚从伦敦来。

审判团由5名法官组成，审判很简短。在这些审判中，真实、诚实、合理的申辩根本不被听取，因而大多数罪犯都被送上了断头台，以取悦那些吵吵嚷嚷的人们。那天在代尔那之前已有15个人被审讯，在不到一个半小时的时间中，他们便都被判处了死刑。

“查尔斯·埃弗蒙，那个称作代尔那的人。”

在走到法官面前时，代尔那尽力去回想马内特医生给他的周详的忠告。

“查尔斯·埃弗蒙，你是个流亡者。所有的流亡者都得死，这是法兰西的新法律。”

“杀了他！”人们喊着，“砍下他的头！他是人民的敌人！”

首席法官问代尔那：“你在英国住了很多年，这属实吗？”

“是的，属实。”代尔那答道。

“那么你肯定是个流亡者啰。”

“不，按法律规定不是的，”代尔那回答，“我在英国自谋生计，从来没有要过或用过侯爵的称号，我也不曾想过要靠可怜的法国人民的劳作而生活，所以我才去英国生活和工作的，这是革命之前很久的事了。”

“那么你在英国结婚了吗？”

“是的，我娶了一个法国女人，是马内特医生的女儿。他是巴士底狱的囚犯，是所有好公民的知名朋友！”

这些话在人群中产生了好的影响，那些刚才还嚷着要他死的人现在又嚷着要他活下来。后来加贝尔先生和马内特医生也都为查尔斯·代尔那说话。医生说得很好又很清楚，而且他很受人们的欢迎。在他结束了讲话后，法官们决定释放囚犯。人们也大声喊着同意，很快他们便用椅子抬着代尔那穿过巴黎的街道去了马内特医生住的屋子。路茜正在那儿等着，当她冲出来投入她丈夫的怀抱时，人群中的男男女女互相亲吻并为他们的幸福而起舞。代尔那和路茜又安全幸福地待在了一起。

“我告诉过你我会把他救出来的，”路茜的父亲骄傲地说，“好了，我已经救出了他，你就不用再担心了。”

但是路茜仍旧担心。已有那么多无辜的男男女女毫无道理地死了，并且每天都有更多的人死亡。恐惧和仇恨的阴影笼罩着法国，没有人知道明天会带来什么危险。

查尔斯不能马上离开法国，因为没有拿到必须的证件。他们必须静悄悄地生活，并寄希望于能尽快离开。

但是那天晚上，当马内特医生、查尔斯和路茜正在一起坐着时，他们听到了很响的敲门声。

“会是什么人呢？”路茜颤抖着说，“把查尔斯藏起来，救救他！”

“我的孩子，”医生说，“我已经救回了他。他现在是个自由人！”

但是当他打开门时，四个粗壮的人闯进了房间。

“公民埃弗蒙，他在哪儿？他又成了人民的囚徒了。”

“我在这儿，”代尔那说，“可是我为什么又成了犯人呢？”

“圣安东尼的公民们指控你了。”

马内特医生没有说什么。他仿佛成了一个木头人；但他突然说道：

“你能告诉我谁指控我的女婿吗？”

“我本不该告诉你的，”其中一个人说，“可是公民埃弗蒙，即所谓的代尔那是被得法热先生及夫人还有另外一个人指控的。”

“另外那个人是谁？”

“你明天就会听到了。”那个人说。


9

The spy

While this was happening, Miss Pross was out shopping for the family. Jerry Cruncher was with her, and they had just gone into a wine-shop when Miss Pross suddenly stopped, looked at one of the customers, and cried our in a loud voice,

'Oh Solomon, dear Solomon! I've found you at last, dear brother! But whatever are you doing here in Paris?'

'Don't call me Solomon. You'll get me killed. Pay for your wine, and come outside,' said the man in a low, frightened voice.

They went outside. 'You mustn't recognize me here,' said the man. 'It's not safe. Go your way, and let me go mine.'

Miss Pross began to cry at these unbrotherly words, and Jerry Cruncher stepped forward to stare in the man's face.

'Wait a minute,' said Jerry. 'Is your name John Solomon, or Solomon John? Your sister calls you Solomon. I know that your name's John; I remember that. But your other name wasn't Pross at that old Bailey trial. What was your name then?'

'Barsad!' said another voice.

'Yes, Barsad, that's it,' cried Jerry. He turned round and saw Sydney Carton standing behind him.

'Don't be alarmed, my dear Miss Pross,' said Carton, smiling at her. 'But I'm afraid I have to tell you that your brother is a spy, a spy for the French prisons.'

Solomon Pross, also Barsad, went pale. 'That's not true!'

'I saw you come out of the Conciergerie today. I followed you,' said Carton, 'and I found out what you do. And I've decided that you may be able to help me. Come with me to the office of Mr Lorry.'

After a short argument, which Carton won, Barsad followed him to Mr Lorry's office.

'I bring bad news,' Carton said to Mr Lorry. 'Darnay has been arrested again.'

'But I was with him only two hours ago,' cried Mr Lorry. 'He was safe and free!'

'Even so, he has been arrested and taken to the Conciergerie. And I'm not sure that Dr Manette's good name can save him this time. So we must have Mr Barsad's help.'

'I will not help you,' said Solomon Pross, called John Barsad.

'Oh, I think you will,' said Sydney Carton, 'when you hear what I could say about you. Let's think. Mr Barsad is a spy, and a prison guard, but he used to be a spy in England. Is he still paid by the English?'

'No one will listen to you,' said Barsad.

'But I can say more, Mr Barsad,' replied Carton.

Barsad had more problems than Carton knew. He could not return to England because he was wanted by the police there. And in France, before he became a prison guard for the citizens' revolution, he had been a spy for the King's officers. He knew that Madame Defarge, that terrible woman, had knitted his name into her list of enemies of the people. Most of those on her list had already been killed by the Guillotine, and Barsad did not want to be next.

'You seem worried, Mr Barsad,' said Carton calmly.

The spy turned to Mr Lorry. 'Miss Pross is my sister, sir. Would you send her brother to his death, sir?'

'The best thing for your sister, Mr Barsad,' said Carton smoothly, 'is not to have a brother like you. I think I will inform the Tribunal that I suspect you of spying for England. You will be condemned at once,I am sure.'

'All right,' Barsad said slowly, 'I'll help you. But don't ask me to do anything that will put my life in danger, because I won't do it.'

'You're a guard at the Conciergerie prison, where Darnay is, aren't you?' said Carton. 'Come, let us talk privately in the next room.'

When Mr Carton returned alone, Mr Lorry asked what he had done.

'Not much,' replied Carton, 'but if it goes badly for Darnay tomorrow, I can visit him once. It's all I could do.'

'But that will not save him,' cried Mr Lorry sadly.

'I never said it would.'

Mr Lorry was an old man now, with a life of hard work behind him. Tears filled his eyes as he realized he could do nothing to help Lucie and her father now.

Sydney Carton felt very sorry for Mr Lorry. 'You're a good friend of Dr Manette and his daughter, but don't tell them about me or this meeting. It can't help Lucie.' He paused. 'Will you go back to London soon?'

'Yes, my work for Tellson's Bank here is finished. I have the necessary papers to leave Paris. I was ready to go tomorrow.'

'Then don't change your plans,' said Carton, very seriously.




Later that night Sydney Carton visited a shop in a quiet corner of Paris. He wrote on a piece of paper the names of several powders and gave it to the shopkeeper.

'For you, citizen?' asked the shopkeeper.

'Yes, for me.'

'You must be careful, citizen. Keep these things separate. You know what happens if you put them together.'

'Perfectly,' replied Carton.

He spent the rest of that night walking the streets of Paris. He watched the moon rise in the sky, he listened to the sounds of the River Seine flowing through the heart of the city, and he thought calmly about the past, and the future. He thought about all the deaths that the city had already seen... and he thought about Lucie's gentle, loving face and her sad, sad eyes.



recognize v. know, identify again that one has seen, heard, etc. 认识，认出。

step v. move the foot, or one foot after the other. 走，跨步。

argument n. arguing, reasoning. 争论。

follow v. come or go after. 跟随。

smoothly adv. politely. 有礼貌地，温和地。

suspect v. feel doubt about. 怀疑。

privately adv. secretly. 秘密地。

fill v. make or become full. 充满。

realize v. be fully conscious of. 认识，了解。

pause v. make a pause. 暂停。

powder n. 粉，粉末。

future n. time to come. 将来。

separate adj. divided; not joined or united. 分开的。


9　间谍
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发生这件事的时候，普罗斯小姐正出去为全家采购东西去了。杰里·克拉彻和她在一起，他们刚好进了一家酒店。普罗斯小姐突然站住，看着一位顾客大声喊道：

“噢，所罗门，亲爱的所罗门！我终于找到你了，亲爱的弟弟！你怎么会在巴黎呢？”

“别叫我所罗门，你会让我丧命的。把酒钱付了，然后出来。”那个男人因害怕而低声地说道。

他们来到了外面。“你在这儿千万不要同我相认，”那个男人说，“这不安全。你走你的路，我也走我的路。”

面对这毫无姐弟之情的话，普罗斯小姐哭了起来。杰里·克拉彻走上前来盯着这个男人的脸。

“等一等，”杰里说，“你是叫约翰·所罗门，还是叫所罗门·约翰？你姐姐叫你所罗门，我知道你的名字是约翰。我还记得这一点。但你在旧巴勒的审判会上有另外一个名字，不是普罗斯，你那时叫什么来着？”

“巴萨德！”另一个声音说道。

“是的，巴萨德，就是这个。”杰里喊道。他转过身去看见西得尼·卡登正站在他身后。

“别惊慌，亲爱的普罗斯小姐，”卡登对她微笑着说，“只是我得告诉你你弟弟是个间谍，是为法国监狱工作的间谍。”

所罗门·普罗斯，也就是巴萨德的脸变得苍白。“那不是真的！”

“我今天看见你从贡赛杰里①那儿出来。我跟踪你来着，”卡登说，“而且我发现了你是干什么的，我想你或许能帮我。跟我去劳里先生的办公室吧。”

经过短暂的争执，卡登先生胜了，巴萨德跟着他到了劳里先生的办公室。

“我带来了一个坏消息，”卡登对劳里先生说，“代尔那又被抓起来了。”

“可两小时前我还和他在一起的。”劳里先生嚷道。“他当时既安全又自由。”

“尽管这样，他还是已经被抓了起来并被带到了贡赛杰里。我也不知道这次马内特医生的好名声是否能救他。所以我必须得到巴萨德先生的帮助。”

“我不会帮你们的。”所罗门·普罗斯，即所谓的约翰·巴萨德说。

“哦，我想你会的。”西得尼·卡登说，“当你听我说了关于你的事后。让我们想一想，巴萨德先生是个间谍，也是一个监狱看守，但他在英国曾做过间谍。他现在是否还被英国人雇佣呢？”

“没人会听你的。”巴萨德说。

“但我还可以说更多的东西，巴萨德先生。”卡登回答。

巴萨德的麻烦事比卡登知道的还多。他之所以回不了英国是因为他被那里的警察所追捕，而且在法国，在他成为公民们的监狱看守之前，他曾为国王的官员们做过间谍。他知道得法热夫人，那个可怕的女人，已把他的名字织进了人民敌人的名单上了。她名单上的大多数人都已经死在了断头台上，而他可不想成为下一个。

“你似乎很担心，巴萨德先生。”卡登镇静地说。

间谍转向劳里先生说道：“普罗斯小姐是我的姐姐，先生。您难道会送她弟弟去死吗，先生？”

“对你姐姐来说最好的事情，巴萨德先生，”卡登平静地说，“就是没有了像你这样的弟弟。我想我得告知审判团，就说我怀疑你是英国的间谍。我相信你会被马上处决的。”

“好吧。”巴萨德慢慢地说道，“我会帮助你们，可是别想让我做任何有生命危险的事，因为我不会做的。”

“你是贡赛杰里监狱的看守，代尔那就在那里，是不是？”卡登说，“来，让我们在旁边的屋子里私下谈谈。”

当卡登先生一个人回来时，劳里先生问他都干了些什么。

“没干什么，”卡登回答，“只是如果明天代尔那的处境不妙的话，我就能再去看他一次。这就是我所能做的一切了。”

“但是那也救不了他。”劳里先生伤心地哭道。

“我从来没说那能救他。”

劳里先生现已年迈，他一生工作勤勤恳恳，当他意识到他现在无论如何也帮不了路茜和她父亲时，眼中溢满了泪水。

西得尼·卡登为劳里先生感到很难过。“您是马内特医生和他女儿的好朋友，但是别告诉他们有关我或这次会面的事。那帮不了路茜。”他停了停，说道：“你不久就要回伦敦吗？”

“是的，我在这儿的台尔森银行的工作已经结束了，我有离开巴黎所必须的证件，我准备明天就动身。”

“那么别改变计划。”卡登非常严肃地说。




那天晚上西得尼·卡登去了巴黎的一个寂静角落处的商店。他在一张纸上写下了几个药粉的名字并把它给了店主。

“是你用吗，公民？”店主问。

“是的，是我用。”

“你得小心，公民。把这些东西分开着放。你清楚如果把它们放在一起会发生什么事情的。”

“非常清楚。”卡登说道。

那天晚上剩下的时间他都用于漫步巴黎的街道。他看见月亮升起在天空中，听见塞纳河流经这个城市中心时的声响，他平静地想到了过去，还有未来。他想到了这个城市所经历过的死亡……他也想到了路茜那温柔、可爱的脸庞以及她悲伤、忧郁的眼睛。

注释

①　贡赛杰里：Conciergerie，巴黎裁判所附属监狱。


10

The secret paper

When Charles Darnay was led before the Tribunal the next morning, Dr Manette, Lucie and Mr Lorry were all there. The love in Lucie's eyes as she looked at her husband warmed Darnay's heart. It had the same effect on Sydney Carton, though no one saw him standing at the back of the room.

It was the same Tribunal who had let Darnay go free on the day before. But Revolution Laws were not as powerful as the anger of the people.

The President of the Tribunal asked, 'Who has accused Charles Evrémonde again?'

'Three voices,' he was told. 'He is accused by Ernest Defarge, by Teresa Defarge his wife, and by Alexandre Manette, Doctor.'

There was a great noise in the room when Dr Manette's name was heard. When the shouting stopped, Dr Manette stood, pale and trembling.

'President, this cannot be true. You know that the man who is accused, Charles Darnay, is my daughter's husband. My daughter and those who are dear to her are far more important to me than my life. Where is the liar who says that I accuse my daughter's husband?'

'Citizen Manette,' said the President, 'be calm. Nothing can be more important to a good citizen than the freedom of France.'

Defarge came forward to answer questions. He told how he had been at the Bastille at the beginning of the Revolution, when that hated prison had been taken by the citizens.

'I knew that Dr Manette had been kept in a room known as One Hundred and Five, North Tower. It was the only name he had when he came to me in 1775.I went to the room and, hidden in a hole, I found a written paper. It is in Dr Manette's writing.'

'Read it to us,' said the President, and the crowd fell silent and listened.




I, Alexandre Manette, write this in the Bastille in 1767. I have been here for ten long years and I write this in my secret moments, when I can.

One evening in December, 1757, I was walking by the River Seine and a coach stopped beside me. Two men got out and one asked me if I was Dr Manette. When I replied that I was, they asked me to go with them, and made it clear that I could not refuse.

The coach left Paris and stopped at a lonely house. I could hear cries coming from a room upstairs. When I went in, I saw a young woman lying on a bed. She was young and very beautiful. She was also very ill. She kept crying out, 'My husband, my father, and my brother!' Then she listened for a moment, and began once again, 'My husband, my father, and my brother...'

I gave the girl something to make her calmer, but her feverish screams continued. Then I turned to question the two men. They were clearly brothers, and their clothes and voices suggested that they were noblemen. But they took care to prevent me from learning their name.

Before I could speak, the older brother said carelessly, 'There is another patient.' In a different room, they showed me a boy of about seventeen. There was a sword wound in his chest and I could see at once that he was dying.

'How did this happen?' I asked.

'He's just a crazy young peasant. He came here shouting about revenge, and made my brother fight him.' The older brother's voice was cold and hard; he seemed to think the boy was less important than a horse or a dog.

The boy's eyes looked at me. 'Have you seen her... my sister?' It was hard for him to speak.

'I have seen her,' I replied.

'These rich nobles are cruel to us, Doctor. They destroy our land, they take our food, they steal our sisters. My sister loved a man in our village; he was sick, but she married him to take care of him. But my sister is beautiful, and that noble-man's brother saw her and wanted her. They made her husband work night and day without stopping, until he dropped dead where he stood. Then they took my sister away. When my father heard what had happened, the news was too much for his poor heart and he died suddenly. I took my younger sister to a place where she is safe, and came here to find this man. He threw some money at me, tried to buy me like a dog, but I made him pull his sword and fight me to save his life.'

The boy's life was going fast, but he cried, 'Lift me, Doctor.' He turned his face towards the older brother. 'Marquis,' he said loudly, 'I call for you and your brother, and all your family, now and in the future, to pay for what you have done.' Then he fell back, dead.

The young woman's fever continued, but I could not save her. She lived for several more days, and once the Marquis said to me, 'How long these peasants take to die!'

When she was dead, the brothers warned me to keep silent. They offered me money, but I refused it and was taken back to my home.

The next day I decided to write to the King's officials. I knew that nobles who did unlawful things were usually not punished, and I expected that nothing would happen. But I did not realize the danger for myself. Just as I had finished writing my letter, a lady came to see me. She said she was the wife of the Marquis of Evrémonde and she had discovered what her husband and his brother had done. She wanted to help the younger sister of the girl who had died, and asked me where she could find her. Sadly, I did not know and so could not tell her. But that was how I learnt the brothers' name.

The wife of the Marquis was a good, kind woman, deeply unhappy in her marriage. She had brought her son with her, a boy about three years old. 'If I cannot find this poor girl,' she said, 'I shall tell my son to continue the search after my death. You will remember that, little Charles, won't you?'

The child answered, 'Yes!'

Later that day I sent my letter to the King's officials and that night there was a knock at my door. My servant, a boy called Ernest Defarge, brought in a stranger, who asked me to come at once to visit a sick man in the next street.

As soon as I was outside the house, several men took hold of me violently. The Evrémonde brothers came out of the darkness and the Marquis took my letter out of his pocket, showed it to me, and burned it. Not a word was spoken. Then I was brought here to this prison, my living grave.

I have been here for ten long years. I do not know if my dear wife is alive or dead; these brothers have sent me no news of my family. There is no goodness in their cruel hearts. I, Alexandre Manette, in my pain and sadness, I condemn them in the face of God.




When Defarge had finished reading, a terrible sound rose from the crowd, a long wild cry of anger and revenge. Death for the hated Marquis of Evrémonde, enemy of the people! The trial was over, and in less than twenty-four hours Charles Darnay would go to the Guillotine.



effect n. result. 效果。

liar n. person who tells an untruth or who has told an untruth. 说谎者。

tribunal n. 审判团

forward adv. onward so as to make progress. 向前，前进。

hide v. put or keep out of sight. 隐藏，藏起。

refuse v. say 'no' to, showing unwillingness to accept. 拒绝。

feverish adj. having symptoms of fever. 发烧的。

suggest v. bring into the mind. 使想起，暗示。

crazy adj. suffering from mental disorder. 疯狂的。

drop v. fall or sink to the ground. 跌落。

pay for hand over the price of; bear the cost of. 为…付出代价。

warn v. give notice of possible danger. 警告。

sadly adv. unhappily. 不幸地。

fall back move or turn back. 后退。

deeply adv. in a deep manner. 深入地，深刻地。

stranger n. person one does not know. 陌生人。

violently adv. using, showing great force. 用暴力地。

grave n. hole dug in the ground for a corpse. 墓穴。


10　秘密纸条
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在第二天早晨查尔斯·代尔那被带到审判团面前时，马内特医生、路茜和劳里先生都在那儿。路茜看着她丈夫，眼中充满了爱，这使代尔那心中充满了温暖。它对西得尼·卡登产生了同样的影响，虽然没有人看见他站在屋子的后面。

这就是前一天释放代尔那的那同一个审判团，但是革命的法律的威力毕竟没有人民的愤怒那样强大。

审判团首席法官问：“是谁又一次指控查尔斯·埃弗蒙？”

“有3个人指控，”他被人告知说，“他被恩斯特·得法热、他的妻子特丽莎·得法热以及医生亚历山大·马内特所指控。”

当马内特医生的名字被提到后，屋子里响起了一阵巨大的哄闹声。当这些声音停下来时，马内特医生站起身来，脸色煞白浑身发抖。

“首席法官，这不可能是真的。你知道被指控的人查尔斯·代尔那是我女儿的丈夫。而我的女儿以及那些爱她的人对我来说远比我的生命都重要。那个说我指控我女儿丈夫的骗子在哪儿？”

“马内特公民，”首席法官说，“冷静点。对一个好公民来说没有什么比法兰西的自由更重要的。”

得法热走上前来回答问题。他告诉人们在革命开始时当那令人憎恶的巴士底监狱被公民们攻占时，他是如何到里面去的。

“我那时知道马内特医生曾被关在北塔105号牢房，这是他在1775年见到我时的唯一的名字。我去了那个牢房，并在一个隐蔽的小洞里找到了一张写着字的纸，那是马内特医生的手迹。”

“给我们念念。”首席法官说完，人们便坐下来静听。




我，亚历山大·马内特，在1767年巴士底狱中写下这篇记录。我已经在这儿待了漫长的10年了，我是在我能够写作的秘密时刻写这封信的。

在1757年12月的一个晚上，我正沿着塞纳河散步，一辆马车停在了我身边。车上走下两个男人，其中一个问我是不是马内特医生。当我回答说是后，他们便要我跟他们一起走，而且明确告诉我，不能拒绝。

马车离开巴黎，在一座孤零零的房子前停了下来。我听到从楼上房间里传来了哭喊声。在我走进去时，我看见一个年轻女子躺在一张床上。她年轻而且很漂亮。她病得也很厉害，一直在哭喊着：“我丈夫、我父亲，还有我弟弟！”然后她倾听了一会儿，又开始哭喊起来，“我丈夫、我父亲，还有我弟弟……。”

我给那女孩服了一些可以使她平静下来的药。但她狂躁的叫声还是继续着。后来我转身去询问那两个男人，他们显然是兄弟俩，并且他们的穿着和说话腔调表明他们是贵族，可他们提防着不让我知道他们的名字。

我还没来得及说话，那个哥哥便不在乎地说：“这儿还有一个病人。”在另一个房间里，他们指给我看一个17岁左右的男孩。他的前胸有一道剑伤，我一眼就看出他快要死了。

“这是怎么回事？”我问道。

“他只是一个发了疯的小农民，他来这儿大喊大叫着报仇。于是迫使我弟弟和他打了起来。”那位哥哥的声音冷酷而生硬；他似乎觉得这个男孩还不如一匹马或一条狗。

那个男孩的眼睛看着我。“您见到她了吗……我姐姐？”他说话很吃力。

“我已经见到她了。”我答道。

“这些有钱的贵族们对我们很残忍，医生。他们毁坏我们的土地，拿走我们的食物，他们抢走了我的姐姐。我姐姐爱上了我们村子里的一个人；他生了病，但是她还是嫁给了他以便照料他。可因为我姐姐长得漂亮，那个贵族的弟弟见到了她便想占有她。他们强迫她的丈夫日夜工作，不得休息，直到在他站着的地方倒下去死了，然后他们就把我姐姐抢走了。在我父亲听到所发生的这些事后，他虚弱的心脏承受不住这一打击，也猝然死去了。我把我的小妹妹带到了一个安全的地方，然后来这儿找这个人。他扔给我一些钱，企图像买一只狗那样收买我，可我迫使他抽出了他的剑，他要活命，就要同我决斗。”

这个男孩的生命很快就要完结了，但他却喊道：“扶我起来，医生，”他把脸转向那个哥哥，“侯爵，”他大声说，“我诅咒你和你的弟弟以及你所有的家人，无论现在还是将来，都得为你们的所做所为受到惩罚。”然后他便倒地而死。

那个年轻女子还持续地发着烧，但我救不了她。她又活了几天，于是有一次侯爵对我说：“这些农民真难死啊！”

在她死后，这兄弟俩警告我要保持缄默。他们给了我钱但我没有要，于是我被送回了家。

第二天我决定给国王的官员们写信。我知道贵族们做了违法的事情常常得不到惩罚，而且我料到不会有什么结果的。但我没意识到自身的危险。就在我写完信后，一位女士来见我，她说她是埃弗蒙侯爵的妻子，并且已经发现了她丈夫和他弟弟所干的事情。她想要帮助那个已死的女孩子的小妹妹，于是问我她在哪儿能找到她。不幸的是，我不知道，因而也无法告诉她。但我却因此知道了那两个兄弟的名字。

侯爵的妻子是一个好心善良的女人，她对婚姻深感不幸。她还带来了她的儿子，一个大约3岁的男孩。“如果我找不到这个可怜的女孩儿，”她说，“我会告诉我的儿子在我死后继续找她。你要记住，小查尔斯，好吗？”

那个小孩回答说：“好的！”

那天的晚些时侯我把我的信寄给了国王的官员们，当晚就有人敲我家的门。我的仆人，一个叫恩斯特·得法热的男子带进来一个陌生人，叫我立刻去邻街看一个病人。

我刚走出房子，便有好几个人猛地抓住了我，埃弗蒙兄弟从黑暗中走出来，侯爵从他兜里拿出了我写的信，给我看了一眼便烧了。什么话也没说，然后我就被带到了这个监狱，我的活坟墓。

我已经在这里待了漫长的10年了。我不知道我心爱的妻子是死是活。这对兄弟没有给过我任何有关我家里的消息。他们残酷的心中没有一点仁慈。我，亚历山大·马内特在痛苦和悲伤之中，在上帝面前谴责他们。




当得法热念完之后，一阵可怕的声音从人群中响起，那是愤怒和复仇的狂呼。人民痛恨的敌人埃弗蒙侯爵该死！审判结束了，在不到24小时之后，查尔斯·代尔那就要走上断头台了。


11

Madame Defarge's revenge

Lucie held out her arms to her husband. 'Let me kiss him, one last time.'

Most of the citizens had gone out into the streets to shout how they hated the prisoners, but Barsad was still there.

'Let her kiss her husband,' he said. 'It's just for a minute.'

Lucie went over to her husband and he took her in his arms. Dr Manette followed his daughter and fell on his knees before them, but Darnay pulled him to his feet, saying,

'No, no. Now we know how much you suffered, especially when you knew whose son I was. But you kept your feelings secret, because of your love for Lucie. We thank you, with all our hearts, for what you did. I tried so hard to do what my mother had wished, but I never found that poor girl. And how could that terrible story ever have a happy ending?'

He turned to his wife. 'My dearest love, we shall meet again, in the place where there are no worries. God be with you both.'

As Darnay was taken away, Lucie fell to the floor, unconscious. Sydney Carton came quickly forward to help Mr Lorry and Dr Manette. He carried Lucie to her coach and she was taken home. Then he carried her into the house where her daughter and Miss Pross waited, tears falling from their eyes.

'Before I go,' said Sydney Carton, 'may I kiss her?' He touched Lucie's face lightly with his lips, whispered a few words, and went into the next room.

'You are still very popular with the citizens, Doctor. You must try again to talk to the judges.'

'I'll do everything I can. Everything,' Dr Manette said.

Mr Lorry went with Carton to the door.

'I have no hope,' whispered Mr Lorry sadly.

'Nor have I,' replied Carton. 'After today, no judge in Paris would even try to save him. The people would be too angry. I will return here later, to see if there is any news, but there is no real hope.'

He left the house and began to walk quickly towards Saint Antoine. His face was calm and serious; he looked like a man who had decided to do something. 'I must show myself to the people here,' he thought. 'They should know that there is a man like me in the city.'

In Defarge's wine-shop the only customer was Jacques Three, who had been on the Tribunal that had decided Darnay should die. When Carton sat down and asked for a glass of wine, Madame Defarge looked at him carelessly at first. Then much more carefully. She went back to her husband and Jacques Three, who were talking. 'He is very much like Evrémonde,' she said softly.

Defarge himself looked at Carton and said, 'Yes, but only a little,' and the three continued their conversation. Carton listened carefully, while pretending to read a newspaper.

'Madame is right,' said Jacques Three. 'Why should we' stop at Evrémonde?'

'We must stop somewhere,' said Defarge.

'Not until they are all dead, every one of that family,' said his wife.

'You're right, but think how much the Doctor has suffered. Perhaps he has suffered enough.'

'Listen,' said Madame Defarge coldly. 'Don't forget that I was that younger sister. And it was  my family that suffered so much from the Evrémonde brothers. It was my sister who died, and  my sister's husband, and  my father; it was  my brother who was killed. Tell others to stop; don't tell me!'

Carton paid for his wine and went out quickly on his way. He went back to Dr Manette's house, where more bad news was waiting for him. The Doctor's mind had returned to the past once again. He did not recognize his friends, and wanted only to find his old table and to make shoes.

'Listen to me carefully,' Carton said to Mr Lorry. 'I believe that Lucie, her daughter, and perhaps even her father are in great danger. I heard Madame Defarge talking about them tonight. They must leave Paris tomorrow. They have the necessary papers, and so do you. Here are mine—take them and keep them safe with your own. You must leave by coach at two o'clock tomorrow. Keep a place for me in the coach, and don't leave without me. Promise that you will do exactly what I have said. Many lives will depend on it.'

'I promise,' said Mr Lorry.



fell on one's knees 跪下。

suffer v. feel or have pain, loss. etc. 受苦。

especially adv. in particular. 特殊地，尤其。

unconscious adj. not conscious. 失去知觉的。

lightly adv. gently 轻轻地。

conversation n. talking, talk. 谈话。

pretend v. make oneself appear to be sth. or doing sth. 假装。

enough adj. as great as is needed. 足够的。

own pron. 自己的。


11　得法热夫人的报复
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路茜向他的丈夫伸出双臂。“让我吻吻他，最后一次。”

大多数公民已经走上街头，喊着他们是多么痛恨罪犯们，可巴萨德仍旧留在那儿。

“让她吻一下她丈夫吧，”他说，“只须一分钟。”

路茜走向她丈夫，他便把她搂在怀里。马内特医生跟着女儿并在他们面前跪了下来，但代尔那把他拉了起来，说道：

“不，不，现在我们知道您受了多少苦，尤其是当您知道我是谁的儿子的时候。可您隐藏着您的感情，是为着您对路茜的爱。我们谢谢您所做的事情，由衷地谢谢您。我尽力去做了我母亲希望我做的事，可我一直没有找到那个可怜的女孩。况且那么一个可怕的故事怎么会有一个幸福的结局呢？”

他转向他的妻子：“我最亲爱的，我们会再相见的。在无忧无虑的地方，上帝与你们两个人同在。”

当代尔那被带走后，路茜倒在地上，不醒人事。西得尼·卡登快步走过来帮劳里先生和马内特医生的忙。他把路茜抱上了马车送她回家，然后他把她抱进了她女儿和普罗斯小姐等候着的房子，泪水从她们的眼中落下来。

“我走之前，”西得尼·卡登说，“我能吻吻她吗？”他的嘴唇轻轻地吻了路茜的脸颊，小声地说了几句话，然后走进了旁边的一个房间。

“您在公民中仍旧很受欢迎，医生。您必须尽力再同法官们谈谈。”

“我会去做我所能做的一切事情的。一切事情。”马内特医生说。

劳里先生和卡登一起走到了门口。

“我不抱希望了。”劳里先生悲哀地低声说道。

“我也不抱希望了。”卡登回答，“过了今天，巴黎甚至将不会有法官去救他了，人们会过于愤怒的。我过一会儿再来，看看是否有什么消息，但是不会有真正的指望了。”

他离开了房子便快步向圣安东尼走去，他的脸平静而严肃，看上去像一个已下定决心要去做件大事的人。“我得向这里的人展示一下我自己。”他想，“他们得知道在这个城市里有一个像我这样的男人。”

得法热的酒店里唯一的一名顾客是雅克三，他刚去参加了判处代尔那死刑的那个审判会。在卡登坐下要一杯酒时，得法热夫人起初不在意地看着他，接着便非常仔细地看起他来。她回到正在谈话的她丈夫和雅克三身边，轻声地说：“他可真像埃弗蒙。”

得法热自己看着卡登说：“是的，可只有一点儿像。”然后他们三人接着聊天。卡登一边装着看报纸一边仔细听着。

“夫人是对的，”雅克第三说，“我们为什么要在埃弗蒙这儿就打住呢？”

“我们必须适可而止。”得法热说。

“在他们，包括那个家族里的每一个人都死掉之前，我们不能就这样打住。”他妻子说。

“你是对的，但是想一想医生受了多少苦，也许他已经受够了。”

“听着，”得法热夫人冷酷地说，“别忘了我就是那个小妹妹，并且是我的家庭受了埃弗蒙兄弟那么多的苦难。是我的姐姐死去了，还有我姐姐的丈夫，以及我的父亲；是我的哥哥被杀死了。去让别人打住吧，别让我这么做！”

卡登付了酒钱便匆匆出门上了路。他回到了马内特医生的住处。那里有更多的坏消息在等着他。医生的思维又一次回到了从前。他不认识他的朋友了，而只想着要找他的老桌子做鞋。

“仔细听我说，”卡登对劳里先生说，“我确信路茜、她的女儿，也许还有她的父亲都处在极大的危险中。我今晚听到得法热夫人在谈论他们。他们明天必须离开巴黎。他们有必需的证件，你也有。这是我的证件——把它们拿去同你的放在一起妥善保管。你们必须在明天两点钟乘马车离开。在马车上给我留个位置，要等我来了再走。你一定要完全照我说的去做；保全许多人的生命就在此一举了。”

“我答应你。”劳里先生说道。


12

A change of clothes

Charles Darnay passed his last night alone in the prison. He had no hope. He knew he must die, not for anything he had done wrong, but for the crimes of his father and his uncle. He sat down to write to his wife:

 I knew nothing about the time your father spent in prison until he told me. Even then I did not know that it was my family that had been so cruel to him. I told your father that my real name was Evrémonde, and he made me promise not to tell you. I am sure that he had forgotten the paper he had written, but what has happened now is not his fault. Take care of him and our child , and one day we shall all meet again in the happier world that comes after death.

Darnay did not sleep peacefully that night and in the morning he walked up and down his prison, waiting. He counted the hours—nine, gone for ever, ten, eleven, twelve gone for ever. At one o'clock he heard someone outside the door. The door opened and closed and there stood Sydney Carton, holding a warning finger to his lips.

'Be quiet! I come from your wife. She begs you to do exactly what I say, and to ask no questions. There is no time. Take off your boots and put on mine.'

'Carton, my dear friend,' said Darnay, 'it is impossible to escape from this place. You will only die with me.'

'I'm not asking you to escape. Put on my shirt, and my coat.' He did not allow Darnay time to argue or refuse. 'Now sit down and write what I say,' he said. 'Quickly, my friend, quickly!'

'If you remember,' he said, and Darnay wrote, 'the words we spoke so long ago, you will understand this when you see it.' As he said this, Carton took his hand from his pocket.

'What is that in your hand?' asked Darnay.

'Nothing. Have you written "see it"? Good, now go on writing,' said Carton quietly. 'I am happy that I can prove them now. This is not a reason for sadness.' Carton's hand was close to Darnay's face, and he gently pressed a cloth against Darnay's nose and mouth. A minute later Darnay lay unconscious on the ground. Carton quickly dressed himself in Darnay's clothes, and pushed the note that Darnay had written inside Darnay's pocket. Then he went to the door and called softly, 'Come in now.'

The spy Barsad came in.

'Quick, help me,' said Carton. 'You must help me to the coach.'

'You?' asked the spy.

'Him, man, I've changed places with him. You can say that it was too much for him, saying his last goodbye to his friend. That happens quite often, I believe.'

'Yes, often,' replied Barsad. 'But do you promise to keep me out of danger, and go on with this plan to the end? The number must be right. Fifty-two prisoners must die today.'

'Have I not already promised to be true to the death? Hurry, man! Take him to Mr Lorry, put him in the coach yourself, and tell Mr Lorry to leave at once!'

Barsad called two men into the room, and told them to lift the unconscious man and carry him out.

'The time is short, Evrémonde,' said Barsad, in a warning voice.

'I know it well,' replied Carton. 'Be careful with my friend, and leave me.'

The door closed and Carton was left alone. He listened carefully but there were only normal prison sounds. No shouts, no alarm bells. He waited calmly.

Soon he heard the sound of doors opening. The door of his prison cell opened and a man said, 'Follow me, Evrémonde!' and Carton followed him into a large, dark room.

There were many people there, some standing, some sitting, some walking about, some crying. Most of them stood, silent, looking at the ground. A young woman came up to him; she was thin and pale.

'Citizen, Evrémonde,' she said. 'I was with you in La Force.'

'True,' he said softly, 'but I forget what you were accused of.'

'I am innocent. What could a poor little thing like me do? I am not afraid to die, Citizen Evrémonde, but I have done nothing.'

Her sad smile as she said this touched Carton's heart.

'They say that the Revolution will do so much good for the poor people,' said the girl. 'How can my death help the poor? If it is true, I am willing to die, but I do not know how that can be. I heard that you were set free, Citizen Evrémonde,' she went on. 'I hoped it was true.'

'It was, but I was taken again, and condemned.'

'When we go from here, Citizen Evrémonde, will you let me hold your hand? I am not afraid but I am little and weak, and it will help to make me brave.' The young girl looked into his face and he saw a sudden doubt come into her eyes, followed by surprise. He touched his lips with his finger.

'Are you dying for him?' she whispered.

'And his wife and child. Yes.'

'Oh, will you let me hold your brave hand, stranger?'

'Yes, my poor sister, to the last.'



alone adv. without the company or help of others. 独自地。

peacefully adv. calmly, quietly. 安详地，宁静地。

fault n. responsibility for being wrong. 过失，过错。

exactly adv. in an exact manner. 正确地；完全地。

press v. push steadily against. 按，压。

lift v. raise to a higher level or position. 举起，抬起。

normal adj. in agreement with what is representative, usual, or regular. 正常的。

cell n. a small room for one person. 小囚房。

touch v. be in contact with. 碰及，接触。

set free 释放。

doubt n. uncertainty of mind. 怀疑。

brave adj. ready to face danger, pain, or suffering; having no fear. 勇敢的，无畏的。


12　互换衣服
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查尔斯·代尔那独自一人在监狱里过着他最后的一个夜晚。他不抱什么希望了。他知道他必须得死，不是因为他做错了什么事，而是因为他父亲和叔叔所犯下的罪行。他坐下来给他的妻子写信：

在你父亲告诉我以前，我对他在监狱中度过的岁月一无所知。即便那时我也不知道是我的家庭曾那样残忍地对待过他。我当时告诉你父亲我的真实姓氏是埃弗蒙，但他让我发誓不要告诉你。我相信他那时已经忘了他曾在监狱里写的那份记录。但是现在发生的事不是他的过错。你要好好照顾他和我们的孩子。会有一天我们将重逢在一个更幸福的世界里的，人们死后就会到来的那个世界。

代尔那那天晚上没有安睡过，凌晨他在囚室里走来走去地等待着。他数着时间——9点，永远过去了，10点、11点、12点，都永远消逝了。一点钟时他听见有人在门外。门开了又关上。西得尼·卡登走了进来。他伸出一只手指按在嘴上告诉他别出声。

“我从你妻子那儿来；她求你完全按照我说的去做。什么也别问，没时间了。脱掉你的靴子换上我的。”

“卡登，我亲爱的朋友，”代尔那说道，“从这个地方逃跑是不可能的，你只会和我一起去死的。”

“我没让你逃跑。穿上我的衬衫。还有我的大衣。”

他没有给代尔那争辩或拒绝的时间。“现在坐下写下我说的话。”他说，“快点儿，我的朋友，快一点儿。”

“如果你还记得，”他说着，代尔那写着。“我们很久以前说过的话，那么在你看到它时就会明白这一点了。”当他说着这些话时，卡登从兜儿里伸出手来。“你手里是什么东西？”代尔那问。

“没什么。你写完‘看到它’了吗？好的，现在接着写。”卡登平静地说，“我很高兴现在能够验证那些话了。没有理由伤心。”卡登的手靠近了代尔那的脸并轻轻地把一块布按在了代尔那的鼻子和嘴上。一分钟过后，代尔那便失去了知觉，躺在了地上。卡登迅速穿上了代尔那的衣服，并把代尔那刚写的纸条塞进了代尔那的口袋里，然后他走到门边轻声喊道：“现在进来吧。”

那个间谍巴萨德走了进来。

“快，帮帮我。”卡登说，“你必须帮助我上马车。”

“你？”间谍问。

“他，伙计。我已经和他换了位置。你可以声言说他承受不住和他的朋友诀别。这样的事经常发生，我相信。”

“是的，经常发生。”巴萨德答道。“但你许诺过不让我有危险，并把计划坚持到底的呀？数字必须是对的，今天必须死52名囚犯的。”

“我难道还没保证要真的去死吗？快点，伙计！带他去劳里先生那儿，你自己把他抬到马车里去，告诉他们马上就走。”

巴萨德叫了两个人进了牢房；并让他们把那个失去知觉的人抬起来扛出去。

“时间不多了，埃弗蒙。”巴萨德以警告的语气说。

“我很清楚。”卡登回答说，“小心照顾我的朋友，留我一个人在这儿好了。”

门关上了，卡登独自留了下来。他仔细地听着，只有正常的监狱里的声响。没有喊叫，没有警铃。他平静地等待着。

不久他听到了开门的声音。他的囚室的门开了，一个人说道：“跟我走，埃弗蒙！”于是卡登便跟着他来到一个大而暗的房间里。

那里面有很多人，有站着的，有坐着的，有来来回回走着的，有哭喊着的。他们大多数都默默地站着，看着地面。一个年轻女子向他走来，她又瘦又苍白。

“埃弗蒙公民，”她说，“我曾在拉弗尔斯和你在一起待过。”

“是的，”他柔声说，“只是我忘了你是为什么被指控的。”

“我是无辜的。像我这么个可怜的小人物能干什么呢？我不怕死，埃弗蒙公民，只是我什么也没有做。”

她说这话时悲伤的笑容触动了卡登的心。

“他们说革命会给穷人们带来很多好处。”女孩说道。“我的死能帮穷人什么忙呢？如果能，那么我乐意去死。但我不明白这怎么可能呢？我曾听说你被释放了的，埃弗蒙公民。”她接着说。“我当时希望这是真的。”

“是真的，但又被抓起来了，而且宣判了死刑。”

“在我们从这儿走时，埃弗蒙公民，你能让我抓住你的手吗？我不怕死，可是我又小又弱，所以那样会让我勇敢起来的。”年轻的姑娘看着他的脸，他发现她眼中忽然露出一丝怀疑，跟着便是惊讶。他用手指碰了碰嘴唇。

“你为他去死吗？”她低声问。

“还有他的妻子和孩子。是的。”

“噢，你能让我拉着你勇敢的手吗？陌生人？”

“是的，我可怜的小妹妹，直到最后。”


13

The last goodbyes

At that same hour in the early afternoon a coach going out of Paris drives up to the gates of the city.

'Who goes there? Show us your papers!' The guard looks at the papers. 'Alexandre Manette, Doctor. Which is he?'

This is Dr Manette; this helpless old man, whispering crazily to himself.

'The last few days of the Revolution have been too much for him,' said the guard with a cruel laugh. 'Lucie his daughter. The wife of Evrémonde. Which is she?'

This is she. With her child, little Lucie, beside her.

'Hah, your husband has another meeting today. Sydney Carton. Lawyer, English. Which is he?'

He is here, in the corner. He is not well.

'And Jarvis Lorry. Banker, English. Which is he?'

'I am he, and the last,' says Jarvis Lorry.

'Here are your papers, Jarvis Lorry. You may go.'

There are wildly beating hearts in the coach, and trembling hands; there is the heavy breathing of the unconscious traveller. But onwards the coach goes; the horses are fast, and there are no shouts behind them on the road.




Also that afternoon Madame Defarge was talking with her friends.

'My husband is a good citizen, but he is not strong enough. He feels sorry for the Doctor. I say that all the Evrémonde people must go to the Guillotine. The wife and the child must follow the husband.'

'They're both fine heads for the Guillotine,' said Jacques Three. 'Their heads will be a pretty sight when they are shown to the people. Yes, they too, must die.'

'But I'm afraid that my husband may warn them and let them escape,' Madame Defarge went on, 'and I must do something myself. After the death of Evrémonde at three this afternoon we'll go to the Tribunal and accuse them.'

The others agreed willingly. 'No one must escape. More heads must fall.'

'Lucie Manette will be at home now, waiting for the moment of her husband's death,' said Madame Defarge. 'I will go to her. She will say things against the Revolution, and condemn herself. Here, take my knitting and keep my usual seat near the Guillotine.'

'Don't be late,' said her friend.

'To see the death of Evrémonde, I shall not be late,' replied the cruel voice of Madame Defarge.

There were many women in Paris at that time who hated the nobles and wanted to see them die. But of all these women, Madame Defarge was the one most feared. All her life she had been filled with hate. It was nothing to her that an innocent man was going to die because of his father's and his uncle's crimes. She wanted more. Hidden in her clothes were a gun and a sharp knife, and with her usual confident step, she began to walk to Dr Manette's house.

The house was not yet empty. Miss Pross and Jerry Cruncher were there, preparing to follow Mr Lorry's coach. Mr Lorry had decided that two coaches were better than one; with fewer passengers, each coach would travel faster. But Miss Pross was still worried. A second coach leaving from the house might suggest an escape.

'Mr Cruncher,' she said, 'you must go and stop our coach coming here. Drive to the church instead, and I'll meet you there at three o'clock.'

Jerry hurried away. It was twenty past two, and at once Miss Pross began to get herself ready to leave. She was washing her face when she suddenly looked up and saw a figure standing in the room.

Madame Defarge looked at her coldly. 'The wife of Evrémonde; where is she?'

Miss Pross quickly stood in front of the door to Lucie's room. 'You're a cruel, dangerous woman, but you won't frighten me,' she said, breathing hard.

Each woman spoke in her own language, and neither understood the other's words. But Madame Defarge knew that Miss Pross was a true friend of the Doctor's family, and Miss Pross knew that Madame Defarge was the family's enemy.

'I wish to see the wife of Evrémonde. Go and tell her. Do you hear me?' said Madame Defarge. She stared angrily at Miss Pross, but Miss Pross stared back just as angrily.

'I am desperate,' said Miss Pross. 'I know that the longer I can keep you here, the greater hope there is for my darling girl. If you fight me, I'll fight back!'

Madame Defarge stepped forward and called loudly, 'Citizen Doctor! Wife of Evrémonde! Answer me!'

There was no answer and Madame Defarge quickly opened three of the doors and saw that the rooms were empty. One door was still closed.

'If they are not in that room, they are gone. But they can be followed and brought back.' She went towards the door, but Miss Pross jumped forward and held her round the waist. Madame Defarge was used to the fighting in the streets and was strong, but love is stronger than hate and Miss Pross did not let go. Madame Defarge tried to pull out her knife.

'No,' said Miss Pross, 'it's under my arm. You shall not have it.'

Madame Defarge put her hand to the front of her dress and began to pull out the gun. Miss Pross looked down, saw what it was, and hit out at it wildly. There was a loud bang, and a cloud of smoke, and Miss Pross stood alone, trembling with terror.

All this in a second. As the smoke cleared, Miss Pross saw the lifeless body of Madame Defarge on the ground. In horror, she opened her mouth to call for help, but then she thought of the dangers this would bring for her dear Lucie. With shaking hands, she got her hat and coat, locked the door of the room, and went downstairs. As she crossed the bridge on the way to the church, she dropped the key of the locked room in the river and hurried on to meet Jerry Cruncher.

*　*　*

As the death-carts carry the condemned prisoners through the streets of Paris, crowds watch to see the faces of those who are to die. In the chairs around the Guillotine, the friends of Madame Defarge are waiting for her. 'Teresa, Teresa Defarge! Who has seen her? She's never missed before!'

But the death-carts have arrived, and the Guillotine has already begun its work. Crash! —A head is held up, and the women who sit knitting count One.

The supposed Evrémonde helps the young girl down from the cart. He carefully places her with her back to the Guillotine, and she looks up gratefully into his face.

'Because of you, dear stranger, I am calm. I think you were sent to me by God,' she whispers.

'Or perhaps He sent you to me,' says Sydney Carton. 'Keep your eyes on me, dear child, and do not think of anything else.'

'I do not mind while I hold your hand. I shall not mind when I let it go, if they are quick.'

'They are quick. Fear not!'

She kisses his lips; he kisses hers. Now the Guillotine is waiting. The young girl goes next, before him. The women count Twenty-Two, and Carton walks forward.

Twenty-Three.




They said of him that it was the most peaceful face ever seen there. What passed through Sydney Carton's mind as he walked those last steps to his death? Perhaps he saw into the future...

'I see Barsad, Defarge, the judges, all dying under this terrible machine. I see a beautiful city being built in this terrible place. I see that new people will live here, in real freedom. I see the lives for whom I give my life, happy and peaceful in that England which I shall never see again. I see Lucie when she is old, crying for me on this day every year, and I know that she and her husband remember me until their deaths. I see their son, who has my name, now a man. I see him become a famous lawyer and make my name famous by his work. I hear him tell his son my story.

'It is a far, far better thing that I do, than I have ever done; it is a far, far better rest that I go to, than I have ever known.'



helpless adj. without help; not receiving help. 无助的。

lawyer n. person who has studied law, esp. an attorney or solicitor. 律师。

wildly adv. in a violent manner. 狂野地，激动地。

willingly adv. done, given, etc. readily, without hesitation. 甘愿地。

fear v. feel fear of, be afraid of. 害怕，惧怕。

confident adj. feeling or showing confidence. 有信心的。

instead adv. in place of. 代替。

true adj. loyal, faithful. 忠诚的，忠实的。

desperate adj. filled with despair and ready to do anything, regardless of danger. 因绝望而不惜冒险的。

be used to 习惯于。

terror n. great fear. 恐怖。

horror n. feeling of extreme fear or dislike. 恐怖。

miss v. fail to see. 未看见。

count v. say or name in order. 按顺序数。

suppose v. let it be through that; take it as a fact that. 认定；假定。

gratefully adv. feeling or showing gratitude. 感激地。

terrible adj. causing great fear or horror. 可怕的。

famous adj. known widely. 著名的，出名的。


13　最后的道别
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在那天午后不久的同一时刻，一辆出巴黎的马车正驶向城门。

“谁在那儿？请出示你们的证件！”卫兵看着证件说，“亚历山大·马内特医生。哪个是他？”

这是马内特医生，这个无助的老人，正发疯地对自己嘀咕着。

“最近几天的革命让他受不了啦。”卫兵残忍地大笑着说，“路茜是他的女儿，埃弗蒙的妻子。哪个是她？”

这就是她，还有她的孩子，小路茜在她身边。

“哈，你丈夫今天可有另外一个聚会哟。西得尼·卡登律师，英国人。哪一位是他？”

他在这儿，在角落里。他身体不舒服。

“还有贾维斯·劳里，银行家，英国人。是哪一位？”

“我就是，也是最后一位。”贾维斯·劳里说。

“这是你们的证件，贾维斯·劳里，你们可以走了。”

车里的人的心都狂跳着，手也在发抖，还有那个失去知觉的旅行者发出的沉重的呼吸声，但马车在前进，马匹跑得飞快，在他们身后的路上没有喊叫声。

也就在那天下午，得法热夫人正在和她的朋友们谈话。

“我的丈夫是个好公民，可他不够坚定。他可怜医生。我说要让埃弗蒙家的所有人都上断头台，妻子和孩子都得跟那个丈夫一起去。”

“她们俩的头可是断头台上的好货色，”雅克三说，“把她们的头展示给人民将会是一个漂亮的景观。是的，她们也都得死。”

“可我担心我丈夫会报警给她们让她们跑掉。”得法热夫人说，“所以我必须亲自做点什么。在今天下午3点钟埃弗蒙死后，我要去审判团指控她们。”

其他人都欣然同意。“不许有任何人跑掉；必须有更多的人头落地。”

“路茜·马内特现在应该正在家里等着她丈夫死的那一刻。”得法热夫人说，“我要去找她，她会说一些反对革命的话，因而招来罪名。好了，拿着我的毛线活儿，把断头台旁边我一向待的位子留着。”

“别晚了。”她的朋友说。

“去看埃弗蒙的死，我不会晚的。”得法热夫人用冷酷的声音回答道。

那时的巴黎有很多妇女痛恨贵族并希望看到他们死。但在所有这些妇女中，得法热夫人是最可怕的一个。她的生命中充满了仇恨。一个无辜的男人正要因为他父亲或他叔叔的罪孽而死，这对她来说算不了什么。她所要的比这更多。她在衣服里藏了一支枪和一把尖刀，便迈着她一贯自信的步伐，开始朝马内特医生的住处走去。

房子里的人尚未走空。普罗斯小姐和杰里·克拉彻还在里面，正准备着跟上劳里先生的马车。劳里先生已断定两辆马车比一辆要好。乘客少些马车可以走得更快些。可普罗斯小姐仍旧很担心，因为第二辆马车离开这座房子也许会显示出逃跑的迹象。

“克拉彻先生，”她说，“你得去拦一下我们的马车别让它到这儿来，而是改去教堂。我会在3点钟时和你会合。”

杰里赶紧走了。那是2点20分，普罗斯小姐立刻开始为离开而做准备。在她洗脸时，她突然抬头看到一个人正站在房间里。

得法热夫人冷冷地看着她。“埃弗蒙的妻子，她在哪儿？”

普罗斯小姐迅速站到了路茜的房门前。“你是一个残忍、危险的女人，可是你吓唬不了我。”她呼吸艰难地说。

两个女人各自说着自己的语言，彼此都听不懂对方的话。而得法热夫人知道普罗斯小姐是医生家的一个真正的朋友；而普罗斯小姐知道得法热夫人是这个家的敌人。

“我要见埃弗蒙的妻子，去告诉她，你听到了吗？”得法热夫人说道。她愤怒地盯着普罗斯小姐，而普罗斯小姐也同样愤怒地盯着她。

“我豁出去了，”普罗斯小姐说，“我知道我在这儿把你拖得越久，我亲爱的姑娘的希望就越大。如果你打我，我也会反击你的。”

得法热夫人走上前去大喊起来：“医生公民！埃弗蒙的妻子！回我的话！”

得法热夫人没听到答话便迅速打开了其中的三扇房门，看到房间是空的。有一扇门还关着。

“如果他们不在那间房里，那么就是已经走了。可他们会被追上并给抓回来的。”她向那扇门走去，可普罗斯小姐冲上前去抱住了她的腰。得法热夫人已经习惯了在街上打架而且她很壮实，但爱比恨的力量更强大，普罗斯小姐没有松手。得法热夫人企图拔出刀来。

“不。”普罗斯小姐说，“刀在我胳膊底下，你是拿不到的。”

得法热夫人把手伸到裙子前面开始拔枪。普罗斯小姐朝下一看，弄清了那是什么东西，就猛烈地朝外打它。一声巨响，接着又是一团烟。之后，普罗斯小姐便独自站在那儿，恐惧地颤抖着。

这一切都发生在一秒钟内。烟雾消散之后，普罗斯小姐看见得法热夫人断了气的身体躺在地板上。由于恐惧，她张嘴喊着救命，但她又想到这会给她亲爱的路茜带来危险。她颤抖着双手，拿上帽子和外衣，锁上房门便下了楼。在去教堂的桥上，她把开房门的钥匙扔到了河里便匆匆赶去见杰里·克拉彻。




当死囚车载着死刑犯们穿过巴黎的街道时，人们集中注意力看那些临死的人们的脸。得法热夫人的朋友们正坐在断头台周围的椅子上等着她。“特丽莎，特丽莎·得法热！谁见到她了？她以前从来没错过的！”

可是死囚车已经到了，断头台已开始工作了。咔嚓！——一个人头被举了起来，坐在那儿编毛线活的女人们数着“一个。”

那个被当做了埃弗蒙的人帮着那个小女孩下了囚车。他小心地让她背对着断头台，她感激地抬头望着他的脸。

“因为您，亲爱的陌生人，我才这样平静。我想您是上帝送给我的。”她小声说道。

“或许是上帝把你送给我的。”西得尼·卡登说，“眼睛看着我，亲爱的孩子，别的什么事都不要想。”

“我拉着你手的时候就不害怕了，松开手后我也不害怕，如果他们能快点的话。”

“他们很快。别怕。”

她吻了他的嘴唇；他也吻了她的。断头台现在正在等着，下一个就是年轻的女孩子，在他之前。女人们数着二十二，接着卡登走上前去。

二十三。

人们谈论他说他的脸是在那种地方所能见到的最平静的脸。当西得尼·卡登迈着最后的步伐向死亡走去时，他的脑海中想到了什么呢？也许他看到了未来……

“我看见巴萨德、得法热、法官们都在这个可怕的机器下面死去。我看到一个美丽的城市正在这片可怕的土地上建立起来。我看到新一代的人民将在真正的自由中生活。我看到我为之付出生命的人们，他们幸福安宁地生活在我再也见不到的英国。我看见路茜年老的时候，每一年的这一天都会为我哭泣，我知道她和她的丈夫会一直到死都记着我。我看见他们的儿子，有着和我一样的名字，现在长成了一个男人。我看见他成了一位著名的律师并通过他的工作而使我扬名四方。我听见他给他的儿子讲起我的故事。”

“我做的是一件很好的事。它远远好过我所做的所有的事。它将是一个很好的长眠，远比我所知道的要好。”


Exercises

A Checking your understanding



Chapters 1-4 Who in these chapters...

1 ... had brought Lucie Manette back to England as a small child?

2 ... thought his name was One Hundred and Five, North Tower?

3 ... was the prisoner at the trial at the Old Bailey?

4 ... looked very like the prisoner at the trial?

5 ... had a child who was killed by a coach in Saint Antoine?

6 ... was murdered in his bed?

Chapters 5-7 Write answers to these questions.

1 What did Sydney Carton ask Lucie to remember always?

2 What did Darnay tell Dr Manette on the morning of his marriage?

3 What news did Jacques Five bring to Saint Antoine in Paris?

4 Why was Madame Defarge always knitting?

5 Why did Darnay decide that he had to go to Paris?

Chapters 8-10 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 Madame Defarge was kind to Lucie when she visited her.

2 Only guilty people were sent to the Guillotine.

3 John Barsad's real name was Solomon Pross.

4 Barsad refused to help Carton in any way.

5 Dr Manette was kept in prison for eighteen years because he knew too much about the crimes of the Evrémonde brothers.

Chapters 11-13 Find answers to these questions in the text.

1 Why did Madame Defarge hate the Evrémonde family?

2 Why wasn't Dr Manette able to do anything to help Darnay?

3 How did Sydney Carton get a last message to Lucie?

4 Who was the unconscious traveller in the coach leaving Paris?

5 Why wasn't Madame Defarge at the Guillotine to see Evrémonde die?

6 Why was Sydney Carton happy to die?

B Working with language

1 Put this summary of Gaspard's story into the right order, and make five sentences.

1 it knocked down and killed Gaspard's child.

2 The next morning the Marquis was found murdered,

3 taken back to the village near the castle and hanged.

4 After the accident the Marquis drove home to his castle,

5 When the Marquis's coach was driving through Saint Antoine,

6 lying in bed with a knife through his heart.

7 where the women went to fetch water and the children played.

8 but Gaspard travelled with him, holding on under the coach.

9 His body was left hanging in the village square,

10 A year later Gaspard was caught by the soldiers,

2 Complete these sentences with information from Chapter 8.

1 Dr Manette was safe in Paris because...

2 Although Dr Manette was sure he could save Charles, Lucie...

3 Dr Manette had an official job as doctor to three prisons so...

4 When Darnay told the Tribunal that he had married Dr Manette's daughter, ...

5 Darnay was set free by the Tribunal, but...

C Activities

1 Which person in the story did you like most, and which did you like least? Why? Write a paragraph about each person, giving your opinions.

2 Do you think the title of the book,  A Tale of Two Cities, is a good one? What other titles can you think of?

3 Imagine that you are Lucie or Charles, talking to their son, who was born after the end of the story. He is now old enough to hear the story of Sydney Carton, and how and why he died. Write down what you would say.
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简　介

格列佛于1699年开始第一次旅行，在海上遇到风暴，到了一个叫做利力浦特的国家，那儿的人只有15厘米高。他后来逃走了，回到家乡。可是不久又进行下一次旅行，先是到布罗卜丁奈格，然后是勒皮他和拉格奈格，最后到了更为奇怪的慧骃国……

作为一个年轻人，格列佛为人类、为他的祖国——英国而自豪。他在这些奇特的国家旅行，与巨人、魔术师和马交谈，开始时他还为他们的异常主张和奇怪看法感到好笑。但是随着时光流逝，他开始困惑，扪心自问：“为什么我们人类要进行战争、撒谎、诈骗、互相残杀？难道没有更好的方式生活？”
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1
A voyage to Lilliput

I was born in Nottinghamshire and was the third of five sons. My father was not a rich man, but he was able to send me to Cambridge University, where I studied for three years. When I left college, I continued my studies and became a doctor. But I always wanted to travel, and so I made several voyages as a ship's doctor. When I married my wife Mary, however, I planned to stay at home for a while. But after a few years I discovered I was not earning enough money from my patients. I decided to go to sea again, and this time I joined a ship sailing to the islands in the South Pacific Ocean. We started our journey from Bristol on May 4th, 1699.

At first our voyage went well. We sailed across the Atlantic, round the coast of Africa and into the Indian Ocean. But before we could reach the Pacific, a violent storm hit us and drove us to the north-west of Tasmania. The wind drove our ship on to a rock, which broke the ship in half. Some of the sailors and I managed to get a boat into the water, and we rowed away to look for land. But when we were too tired to row any more, a great wave hit our small boat, and we all fell into the sea. I do not know what happened to my companions, but I suppose they were all drowned.

The wind and waves pushed me along as I struggled to keep my head above water. I became very tired and soon felt I could not swim any more. Luckily, just then my feet touched the ground. I walked out of the sea and on to a beach, where there was no sign of any people or houses. I was so exhausted that I lay down and went to sleep.

When I woke up next morning, and tried to get up, I could not move. I was lying on my back and my whole body, my arms and legs were strongly fastened to the ground. Even my hair, which was long and thick, was tied to the ground. The sun began to grow hot, and I was very uncomfortable. Soon I felt something alive moving along my leg and up my body to my face, and when I looked down, I saw a very small human being, only fifteen centimetres tall. He had a bow and arrow in his hands, and there were forty more of these little men following him. I was so surprised that I gave a great shout. They all jumped back, very frightened, and some hurt themselves by falling off my body. Meanwhile, I was struggling to unfasten myself, but just as I managed to pull my left arm free of the ropes, I felt a hundred arrows land on my free hand, and more arrows on my face and body. This was very painful, and made me cry aloud. I lay quietly, to see what would happen next.

When they saw I was no longer struggling, they quickly built a platform next to my head, and an official climbed up there to speak to me. Although I could not understand his language, I understood that they would be friendly towards me — if I did not try to harm them. By now I was extremely hungry, so I used sign language to beg the official for food. He seemed to understand me, because immediately ladders were put against my sides and little men climbed up with baskets of food and drink. They were surprised at how much I could eat and drink. In just one mouthful I ate three of their meat dishes and three of their loaves of bread. I drank two of their barrels of wine, and was still thirsty, because that was only half a litre. While they were bringing me food, I wondered whether to pick up a handful of the little men and throw them to their death. But I was afraid they would shoot at me again, and anyway I was grateful for their kindness in giving me food and drink, so I did not move.

After some time, another official climbed up to the platform and spoke to me. From his signs I understood that they were going to move me. The King of this country (which was called Lilliput) had ordered his people to carry me to the capital city, about a kilometre away. I made signs to ask whether I could be untied, but the official politely refused.

While I was eating, a platform had been prepared to carry me. The people of Lilliput, known as the Lilliputians, are very intelligent and clever with their hands. For me, five hundred men built a special wooden platform with twenty-two wheels. Nine hundred of the strongest men worked for about three hours to lift me on to the platform, and one thousand five hundred of the King's largest horses (each eleven and a half centimetres high) pulled me to the capital. I did not know about any of this, because they had put a sleeping powder in my wine, and I was in a deep sleep.

The King had decided I would stay in the largest available building, just outside the city gates. Its door was only a metre high and half a metre wide, so I could only just get inside on my hands and knees. My guards put ninety-one chains on my left leg, so that I could not escape. Then they cut the ropes that tied me and I was able to get to my feet. As I stood up, I heard cries of astonishment all around me. I felt rather miserable, but at least I could walk about now, in a two-metre circle. I was certainly an interesting sight for the Lilliputians, who had come out of the city in crowds of several thousand to see me.

Now I had a good view of the countryside. The fields looked like flowerbeds in a garden, and even the tallest trees were only two metres high.

I was soon visited by the King himself. He has a strong, handsome face, and is very popular among his people. He arrived with his Queen, his children, and his lords and ladies, all dressed in beautiful gold and silver clothes. In order to make conversation easier, I lay on my side so that my face was close to him. I spoke to him in all the languages I knew, but we still could not understand each other.

The King ordered his people to make me a bed, using six hundred Lilliputian beds. It was not very comfortable, but it was better than sleeping on the stone floor. He ordered the crowds of sightseers to go back to their homes, so that the work of the country could continue and I would not be annoyed. For a long time he discussed with his lords in private what should be done with me. I was told all this later by a good friend of mine. Clearly, such a large person could be a danger to his small people. At last it was decided that, as I had behaved so well up to now, I would be kept alive. Food and drink would be brought to me every day from all the villages, six hundred people would be my servants, three hundred men would make me a new suit, and six teachers would teach me their language.

And so in about three weeks I began to speak the language of Lilliput. The King often visited me, and every time he came, I asked him to take off my chains. He explained that first I must promise not to fight against Lilliput or hurt Lilliputians, and that I must be searched for weapons. I agreed to both these things and carefully picked up two of his officers in my hands. I put them first in one pocket, then moved them to all my other pockets, except two which I kept secret. As they searched, they wrote down in a notebook details of all the things they found.

Afterwards I read some of their report:

'In the second coat pocket we found two very large pieces of wood, and inside them were great pieces of metal, very sharp. In another pocket there was a most wonderful engine, at the end of a long chain. The engine was inside a huge round container, which was made half of silver and half of another metal. This second metal was very strange as we could see through it to some mysterious writing and pictures. The engine made a continuous loud noise.'

The officers could not guess what these things were, but they were, of course, my two pocket knives and my watch. They also found my comb, a purse with several gold and silver coins, my gun and bullets.

The King wanted to know what the gun was used for.

'Bring it out,' he ordered me, 'and show me how it works.'

I took the gun out and put a bullet into it.

'Don't be afraid,' I warned the King. Then I fired the gun into the air.

It was the loudest noise the Lilliputians had ever heard. Hundreds of them thought they were dead, and fell down. The King himself was very frightened. As I gave my gun to the officials to keep, I warned them to be careful with it. They allowed me to keep all my other things, and I hoped that one day soon I would be free.



voyage n. long journey, esp by sea or in space. 航行；（尤指）航海。

want v. have a desire for sth. 想要，希望得到。

discover v. find. 发现。

at first in the beginning. 最初，开始时。

wave n. ride of water, esp on the sea, between two hollows. 波浪（尤指）海浪。

ground n. solid surface of the earth. 地面。

fasten to firmly attach sth or two things together. 将两物牢牢联结在一起。

uncomfortable a. not comfortable. 不舒服的；不舒适的。

platform n. level surface raised above the surrounding ground. 讲台。

sign n. mark, symbol. 符号。

sign language using gestures instead of words. 手势语，手语。

beg v. ask for (money, food, clothes, etc) as charity. 乞求。

put v. move sth. 放。

wooden a. made of wood. 木制的。

sleeping powder n. powder containing a drug that helps sb to sleep. 安眠药粉。

chain n. length of connected metal links or rings. 链子，链条。

flowerbed n. piece of ground in a garden or park for growing flowers. 花坛。

sightseer n. person who visits the sights. 观光客，游人。

go back return. 回，回来。

so that in order that. 以便，为的是。

at last in the end. 最后，终于。

take off v. remove. 除下，除掉。

pocket n. small bag sewn into a garment for carring things. 口袋，衣袋。

half n. either of two equal parts into which a thing is divided. 半，一半。

mysterious a. hard to understand or explain. 神秘的；不可思议的；难解的。

purse n. small bag for money. 小钱袋，钱包。


1　到利力浦特

[image: alt]

我出生在诺丁汉郡，在五个孩子中排行第三。父亲并不富裕，不过还是能送我上剑桥大学，在那儿我学了三年。我离开大学后继续学习，成了一名医生。可是我总想去旅行，就当了船医，出海旅行了好几次。我娶了妻子玛丽后，决定在家呆一些时候。没过几年，我发现从病人身上赚不了多少钱。我决定再次出海，这次登上的是开往南太平洋的轮船。我们于1699年5月4日从布里斯托尔启程。

起初航行很顺利。我们穿过大西洋，绕过非洲海岸，进入印度洋。可是到达太平洋以前，我们遭遇飓风，被刮到塔斯马尼亚的西北。飓风使我们的船撞上了礁石，把船劈为两半。我和一些水手把救生艇放下水，划开去寻找陆地。我们累得再也划不动时，一个巨浪打中了我们的小船，我们都落入海水里。我不清楚我的同伴怎么样了，不过我猜他们都淹死了。

我挣扎着把头露出水面，而风浪推动着我漂流。我精疲力竭，觉得再也游不动了。幸亏那时我的脚刚好踩到了陆地。我从海里走上海岸，四处绝无人烟的迹象。我已累到极点，躺下就睡着了。

第二天我醒了想起来时，却动弹不得。我仰躺着，双手双足都牢牢地固定在地上。甚至连我的已经又长又密的头发，也被固定到地上。太阳开始变得晒人了，我很不舒服。很快我觉察到有活物沿着我的腿向躯体和脸爬来，我向下看，看见了一个只有15厘米高的小人。他手中拿着弓箭，后面还有40多个这样的小人跟着。我惊讶得大叫了一声。他们都吓得往后跳，有些人从我身上跌下去还受了伤。同时，我挣扎着想解开自己，当我左胳膊挣脱了绳子的束缚时，我感到有成百只箭落在左手上，更多的落在脸上和身上。这疼得我大叫起来。我静静地躺着，看接下来会发生什么事。

他们看我不再挣扎了，就迅速在我的头旁建了一个平台，一个官员爬上那儿跟我说话。尽管我不懂他的语言，我明白他会对我友善——只要我不试图去伤害他们。那时我已经饿极了，就用手势语向这个官员要食物。他似乎明白了我的意思，因为立即有梯子搭在我身侧，小人们带着食物和饮料爬上来了。他们非常惊讶我那么能吃能喝。只是一口我就吃下了他们的三个肉菜、三块面包。我喝了他们两桶酒还是很渴，因为那只有半升。他们给我拿食物来时，我在想是否要抓住几个小人把他们摔死在地上。可是我害怕他们又向我放箭，而且我无论怎么说还是感激他们好心给我送食物来，所以我就没有动。

过了一段时间，另一个官员爬上平台来对我说话。从他的手势我明白他们要把我搬走。这个国家（叫做利力浦特）的国王命令他的臣民把我搬到离这儿大约有一公里远的首都去。我作手势问是否可以解开我，可是这个官员有礼貌地拒绝了。

我吃饭时，已经准备好了一个平台来抬走我。利力浦特人很聪明，手又灵巧。为了我，500人造了一个有22个轮子的特制平台。900个最强壮的男人费了差不多3个小时把我抬上平台，1500匹国王最巨大的马（每个11.5厘米高）拉着我去首都。我自己并不知道这些，因为他们在我的酒中放了安眠药粉，我处于沉睡中。

国王决定让我呆在最大的建筑物里，这个建筑物就在城门外。建筑物的门只有1米高半米宽，我只有四肢并用才能进去。我的看守在我的左腿上拴了有91个环的锁链，以免我逃跑。然后他们割断捆我的绳子，我才能站起来。我站起来时听到周围一片惊叹声。我感到很糟糕，但是至少现在可以在两米之内的圈子里活动了。我肯定是利力浦特人颇感兴趣的奇观，因为有几千人成群结队出城来看我。

现在乡村尽收眼底。田野像花园中的花床，最高的树也只有两米。

不久国王亲自来看我。他脸长得坚毅、英俊，很受臣民爱戴。他是与王后、王子、公主及王公和贵妇们一起来的，他们都穿着镶金饰玉的漂亮衣服。为了会谈方便，我侧身躺下，好让脸凑近他。我尽我所知，用各种语言跟他说话，但是我们依然不能相互理解。

国王命他的臣民给我做了张床，用去了利力浦特人的600张床。这张床并不是十分舒服，但比睡在石头上要好一些。他命令围观的人回到自己的家里，以便这个国家继续运转，也不致惹怒我。他同他的臣子们私下讨论了很长时间如何处置我。这消息是我的一个好朋友后来告诉我的。显然，如此庞大的人可能对他的渺小的臣民构成危险。他们最终决定，鉴于到目前为止我表现很好，将留我个活口。每天食物和饮料将从所有的村庄给我送来，600人作我的仆从，300人将给我做套新衣服，6个教师将教我他们的语言。

所以大约三周后我开始使用利力浦特人的语言。国王经常来看我，每次他来，我都请他解下我的锁链。他解释说，首先我必须许诺不跟利力浦特为敌、不伤害利力浦特人，而且要搜身，看我有没有武器。我同意了这些条件，小心地把他的两个官员拈在手中，先把他们放在一个衣袋里，然后把他们移到别的衣袋里去，只有两个我的秘密衣袋除外。他们搜查时，在笔记本上详细地记下了他们找到的所有的东西。

后来我读到他们的部分报告：

“在第二个衣袋里我们找到了两片很大的木块，两者之间是很大的金属，非常锋利。另一个衣袋里有个很奇妙的引擎，在长链末端。引擎装在一个大而圆的容器里，容器一半是由银，一半是由另一种金属做的。第二种金属很特别，透过它可以看到奇特的图文。引擎产生一种持续的响声。”

官员猜不出这是些什么东西。当然，那不过是我的两把小刀和表。他们也找到了我的梳子、有几枚金币银币的钱包、我的枪和子弹。

国王想知道枪是干什么用的。

“取出来”，他命令我，“展示给我看它是怎么工作的。”

我取出枪，装上一颗子弹。

“不要怕”，我预先打声招呼，然后朝天鸣枪。

这是利力浦特人历来听到的最响的声音。好几百人自觉魂飞魄散，纷纷倒地，国王自己也大感恐惧。当我把枪交给官员保存时，警告他们要小心些。他们让我持有其他的所有东西，而我希望不久的一天我将获得自由。


2
Life in Lilliput

I was careful to behave as well as possible, to persuade the King to give me my freedom. Lilliputians soon began to lose their fear of me. They called me the Man-Mountain. Sometimes I lay down and let them dance on my hand, and from time to time children came to play games in my hair. By now I was able to speak their language well.

One day the King invited me to watch the regular entertainments, which are greatly enjoyed by him, his family, and his lords and ladies. I was most interested in the rope-dancing. A very thin rope is fixed thirty centimetres above the ground. People who want to become the King's most important officials jump and dance on this rope, and whoever jumps highest without falling gets the best job. Sometimes the King orders his lords to dance on the rope, to show that they can still do it. This sport is, of course, rather dangerous, and there are occasional deaths as a result. It seems a strange way of choosing officials.

There was another interesting entertainment. The King holds a stick in front of him, and sometimes moves it up and down. One by one, people come up to him and jump over the stick or crawl under it. They go on jumping and crawling as the King moves the stick. The winner is the one who jumps and crawls for the longest time, and he receives a blue ribbon to wear round his waist. The second best receives a red ribbon, and the third best gets a green one. Many of the Lilliput lords wear their ribbons proudly at all times. I had certainly never seen entertainment like this in any of the countries I had visited before.

Some days later a strange black thing was seen on the beach where I had first arrived in Lilliput. When the people realized it was not alive, they decided that it must belong to the Man-Mountain, and the King ordered them to bring it to me. I thought I knew what it was. When it arrived, it was rather dirty because it had been pulled along the ground by horses. But I was delighted to see that it was in fact my hat. I had lost it in the sea when swimming away from the ship.

I begged the King so often for my freedom that at last he and his lords agreed that I need not be a prisoner any longer. However, I had to promise certain things:

· to help the Lilliputians in war and peace

· to give two hours' warning before a visit to their capital, so that people could stay indoors

· to be careful not to step on any Lilliputians or their animals

· to carry important messages for the King if necessary

· to help the King's workmen carry heavy stones

· to stay in Lilliput until the King allowed me to leave.

On his side the King promised I would receive food and drink, enough for 1,724 Lilliputians. I agreed to everything at once. My chains were broken, and I was free at last!

The first thing I did was visit the capital city. The people were warned, so that they would not be in danger. I stepped carefully over the city wall, which was less than a metre high, and walked slowly through the two main streets. It is usually a very busy city, with shops and markets full of people, but today the streets were empty. There were crowds watching me from every window. In the middle of the city is the King's palace. The King had invited me to enter it, so I stepped over the surrounding wall into the palace garden. But unfortunately the palace itself has walls a metre and a half high around it. I did not want to damage these walls by trying to climb over them. So I walked carefully back out of the city and into the King's park. Here I cut down several of the largest trees with my knife, and made two wooden boxes. When I returned to the palace with my boxes, I was able to stand on one box on one side of the wall and step on to the other box on the other side. I lay down on the ground and looked through the windows, right into the King's rooms. You cannot imagine a more beautiful place to live in. The rooms and furniture are perfect in every detail. As I was looking in, I could see the Queen, surrounded by her lords and ladies. She kindly put her hand out of the window for me to kiss.

I think I should give you some general information about Lilliput. Most Lilliputians are about fifteen centimetres tall. The birds and animals are, of course, much smaller than the people, and the tallest trees are only a little taller than I am.

All crimes here are punished. But if someone is accused of a crime and then it is proved that the accuser is lying, the accuser is immediately killed. Lilliputians believe that there are two sides to the law. Criminals must be punished, but people of good character must be rewarded. So if a man can prove that he has obeyed every law for six years, he receives a present of money from the King. They also believe that any man who is honest, truthful, and good can serve his King and country. It is more important to have a good character than to be clever or intelligent. However, only those who believe in God are allowed to be the King's officials.

Many of their laws and customs are very different from ours, but human nature is the same in every country. The Lilliputians, like us, have learnt bad ways — choosing officials because they are able to dance on a rope is just one example.

Now I shall return to my adventures in Lilliput. About two weeks after my first visit to the capital, I was visited by one of the King's most important officials. His name was Reldresal, and he had helped me many times since I had arrived in Lilliput.

I started the conversation. 'I'm so glad they've taken away my chains,' I told him.

'Well, my friend,' he answered, 'let me tell you something. You're only free because the King knows we're in a very dangerous situation.'

'Dangerous?' I cried. 'What do you mean?'

'Lilliput has enemies at home and abroad,' he explained. 'For six years now we've had two political groups, the High-Heels and the Low-Heels. Perhaps the High-Heels were more popular in the past, but as you can see, our present King and all his officials wear the lowest heels. The two groups hate each other, and a High-Heel will refuse to speak to a Low-Heel. That's the problem in Lilliput. Now, we're getting information that the people of Blefuscu are going to attack us. Have you heard of Blefuscu? It's an island very near us, almost as large and important as Lilliput. They've been at war with us for three years, you see.'

'But how did this war start?' I asked.

'Well, you know, of course, that most people used to break their boiled eggs at the larger end. But our King's grandfather once cut a finger while breaking his egg this way, and so his father the King ordered all Lilliputians, from then on, to break the smaller end of their eggs. People who do that are called Small Endians. But Lilliputians feel strongly about this and some Big-Endians have fought angrily against this law. As many as eleven thousand people have been killed because they refused to break their eggs at the smaller end. Some of the Big-Endians have escaped to join our enemies in Blefuscu. The King of Blefuscu has always wanted to defeat Lilliput in war, and now we hear that he's prepared a large number of ships, which will attack us very soon. So you see, my friend, how much our King needs your help, in order to defeat his enemies.'

I did not hesitate for a moment. 'Please tell the King,' I answered warmly, 'that I am ready to give my life to save him or his country.'



be careful to cautions. 注意，小心。

invite v. ask sb formally to go some where or do sth. 邀请，约请。

occasional a. not regular. 偶然的，偶尔的。

entertainment n. things that entertains. 文艺节目。

be proud about showing pride. 感到自豪。

beach n. shore between high and low water mark. 海滩。

delighted a. very pleased. 非常高兴的。

agree to say 'yes'. 同意，允诺。

promise v. assure sb that one will give or do or not do sth. 答应，允诺。

danger n. chance of suffering injury. 危险。

full of crowded. 拥挤的。

empty n. having nothing inside. 空的。

imagine v. form a mental image of. 想像，设想。

furniture n. movable articles put into a house to make it suitable for living. 家具。

accuse v. say that sb has done wrong. 控诉，谴责。

accuser n. sb. who has been said has done wrong. 被控告的人。

receive v. get. 收到，得到。

capital n. city that is the centre of government of a country. 首都，国都。

home n. district or country where one was born or where one has lived for a long time. 家乡，祖国。

important a. of great value. 重大的，非常有价值的。

finger n. any of the five parts extending from each hand. 手指。

hesitate v. be slow to speak because one feels uncertain. 犹豫；踌躇。


2　在利力浦特的生活

[image: alt]

为了说服国王给我自由，我特别小心，尽可能表现得好些。利力浦特人很快就消除了他们对我的畏惧心。他们称我为“人山”，有时我躺下，让他们在我手上跳舞，孩子们偶尔到我的头发里来做游戏。这时候，他们的话我已经能说得很好了。

有一天国王邀请我去看定期表演，这是他、他的家人、以及他的王公和贵妇们极为欣赏的。我对他们的绳舞特别感兴趣。一条极细的绳子固定在离地30厘米的位置，想成为国王的重臣的人在绳上跳来跳去、手舞足蹈，跳得最高又不摔下来的人就会获得最好的职位。有时国王也叫王公到绳子上去舞蹈，以表明他们仍然能做。这种运动当然是相当危险的，因此死亡时有发生，这似乎是一种古怪的选拔官员的法子。

还有一种有趣的娱乐节目。国王手中拿着根棍子，有时上下移动。人们一个接一个地来到他面前，或者从棍子上跳过去，或者从棍子下爬过去。国王移动棍子时他们也不能停下来。爬和跳的时间最长的人是胜利者，他将得到一根蓝带子系在腰间。次好的获得一根红带子，第三名得到绿带子。利力浦特许多王公都自豪地系着他们的带子，从不摘下来。在以前到过的任何国家我肯定是从来没有见到过这类表演的。

一些日子之后，在我最初到达利力浦特的海岸上发现了一个奇怪的黑色东西。当人们发觉那不是活物，他们断定那是人山的，国王命他们给我送来。我想我知道那是什么。由于是用马匹在地面上拖着过来的，东西送到时已经相当脏了。看到那实际上是我的帽子，我很高兴。游离轮船时我把它掉在海里了。

我经常向国王恳求还我自由，最后他和他的王公们同意我不需要再作囚徒。可是我不得不承诺一些事：

·在战争与和平中帮助利力浦特人；

·参观他们的都城要提前两小时通知，以便人们能呆在室内；

·小心不要踩着利力浦特人和他们的牲畜；

·必要时为国王传递重要消息；

·帮助国王的工匠搬运重石头；

·留在利力浦特直到国王允许我离开。

在国王方面，他许诺我将得到足够1724个利力浦特人吃的食物和饮料。我立即同意了一切条件。我的锁链被弄断了，我终于获得了自由！

我做的第一件事是参观都城。人们事先接到了通知，因而他们不致有危险。我小心地跨过不足一米高的城墙，慢慢地走过两条主要大街。这个城市通常非常繁忙，店铺市场挤满了人，不过今天街道却是空的。每个窗口都有一些人在看我。城的中央是王宫。国王曾经邀我进去，因而我跨过围墙进入了御花园。不幸的是，宫殿本身有一米半高的围墙环绕着它。我不想因我的翻墙而把围墙弄坏，所以我小心地往回走出城进入国王的花园。我在那儿用自己的刀子砍倒几棵最大的树，做成两个木盒子。我带着木盒回到王宫，我可以在墙的一边站在木盒上，然后跨到墙的另一边的木盒上。我躺在地上，从窗户望过去，正好看到国王的房间。你再也想不出比这更好的栖身之处了。房间和家具精美入微。我往里看，可以看见王后，她的王公和贵妇们簇拥着她。她友善地把手伸出窗户让我亲吻。

我想我应该给你们讲一些关于利力浦特的大概情况。大多数利力浦特人大约15厘米高。鸟兽当然比人要小不少，而最高的树也只是比我高一点。

这里所有的罪行都要受到惩处。如果有人受到指控而后来证明原告在撒谎，则原告会被立即杀死。利力浦特人相信法律有两面，罪犯必须受到惩处，品行好的人必须受到奖励。因而，如果谁可以证明自己连续六年遵守各项法律，他将得到国王一笔奖励。他们也相信任何人只要诚实、可以信赖、是个好人就能够为国王和国家效力。品行端正比聪明、智慧更重要。但是，只有那些相信上帝的人才能当国王的官员。

他们的许多法律和习俗都与我们的很不一样，可是人的本性在每一个国家都是一样的。跟我们一样，利力浦特人也学会了一些不好的东西，因为谁能在绳上跳舞就选为官员只是其中一例。

现在我再回来讲我在利力浦特的经历。大约在我参观都城两周后，国王的一个最重要的官员来访问我。他的名字叫瑞颛沙，自从我来到利力浦特他已经帮了我许多次忙。

我首先开口谈话。“我很高兴他们已经拿掉了我的锁链。”我对他说。

“嗯，朋友，”他回答说，“让我告诉你，你之所以获释，是因为国王知道我们正处于险境中。”

“险境？”我大声问，“这是什么意思？”

“利力浦特在国内外都有敌人，”他解释说，“我们有两个政治集团，高跟派和低跟派，已经有六年了。高跟派也许过去比较受欢迎，可是你看得出来，现在的国王和所有的官员都穿最低的跟。两个集团相互仇视，高跟派人会拒绝与低跟派人说话。这就是利力浦特的问题。现在，我们得到消息说不来夫斯古的人即将进攻我们。你听说过不来夫斯古没有？那是一个非常靠近我们的岛屿，几乎和利力浦特一样大一样重要。他们和我们已经打了三年的仗。”

“可是仗是怎么打起来的？”我问。

“哦，你当然知道，大多数人过去习惯于从煮蛋的大的一端打破。而我们国王的祖父有一次这样打蛋时弄伤了手指，所以国王的父王下令所有的利力浦特人从那以后从小的一端打破蛋。那样做的人称作小端派。可是利力浦特人强烈反对这一点，有些大端派人愤怒地反抗这项法令。多达1.1万人因为拒绝从小的一端打蛋而被处死。有些大端派人逃脱加入了我们在不来夫斯古的敌人一边。不来夫斯古的国王早就想在战争中打败利力浦特，而现在我们听说他已经准备了大量的战船，不久就要进攻我们。所以，你看，我的朋友，为了打败他的敌人，我们的国王多么需要你的帮助。”

我一点也没犹豫。“请转告国王，”我热情地回答，“为了救他和他的国家我宁愿牺牲生命。”


3
Lilliput at war

The island of Blefuscu is only about a kilometre to the north of Lilliput. I knew that just beyond the narrow sea separating the two countries there were at least fifty warships ready to attack us, with many other smaller ships. But I kept away from that side of the coast, so that the people of Blefuscu would not see me. I had a secret plan.

From the King's workmen I ordered fifty heavy metal hooks, each fastened to a piece of strong rope. I took off my coat and shoes, and walked into the sea with the hooks and ropes in my hands. The water was deep in the middle, so I had to swim for a few metres. But it only took me half an hour to get to Blefuscu.

When the Blefuscans saw me, they were so frightened that they jumped out of their ships and swam to the beach. I then used one hook for each ship, and tied all the ropes together at one end. While I was doing this, the enemy shot thousands of arrows at me, which caused me a lot of pain. I was afraid of getting an arrow in my eyes, but I suddenly remembered I still had an old pair of reading glasses in my pocket, so I put them on and continued my work. When I was ready, I started walking into the shallow water away from Blefuscu. As I walked through the waves, I pulled the enemy's warships behind me. When the people of Blefuscu realized that all their warships were disappearing, their cries were terrible to hear.

As I came nearer to Lilliput, I saw the King and all his lords and ladies standing on the beach. They could only see Blefuscu's warships coming closer, as I was swimming and my head was occasionally under the water. Therefore, they supposed that I had drowned, and that the Blefuscan ships were attacking. But when they saw me walking out of the sea, they welcomed me warmly with cries of astonishment and delight. The King himself came down to the water to meet me.

'Everyone in Lilliput is grateful to you!' he cried. 'For your bravery, you will be one of my lords from now on.'

'Thank you, sir,' I replied.

'And now,' he continued, 'go back and steal all the enemy's ships, so that we can defeat Blefuscu for ever! We'll destroy the Big-Endians, and I'll become King of the whole world!'

But I would not agree to this plan.

'Sir,' I replied, 'I will never help to take a brave nation's freedom away. Lilliput and Blefuscu should live in peace now.'

The King could not persuade me, and unfortunately he never forgot that I had refused to do what he wanted. Although I had saved his country from attack by Blefuscan warships, he preferred to remember my refusal.

From this time on, I heard from my friends that there were secret conversations in the palace between the King and some of his lords, who were jealous of me. These conversations nearly led to my death in the end.

About three weeks later, the King of Blefuscu sent his officials to ask for peace between the two countries. After the Blefuscans had arranged everything with the Lilliputian officials, they came to visit me. They had heard how I had prevented the King from destroying all their ships. After thanking me, they invited me to visit their country.

However, when I asked the King of Lilliput if I could visit Blefuscu, he agreed, but very coldly. I learnt later that he and some of his lords considered I was wrong to have a conversation with enemies of Lilliput. Now I was beginning to understand how difficult and dangerous political life can be.

A few days later I had another chance to help the King. I was woken at midnight by the cries of hundreds of Lilliputians outside my house.

'Fire! Fire!' they shouted. 'The Queen's rooms in the palace are burning! Come quickly, Man-Mountain!'

So I pulled on my clothes and hurried to the palace. A large part of the building was in flames. People were climbing ladders up the walls, and throwing water on the flames, but the fire was burning more strongly every minute. At least the Queen and her ladies had escaped, but there seemed to be no way of saving this beautiful palace. Suddenly I had an idea. The evening before, I had drunk a lot of good wine, and very luckily I had not made water since then. In three minutes I managed to put out the whole fire, and the lovely old building was safe.

I went home without waiting for the King's thanks, because I was not sure what he would say. Although I had certainly saved the palace, I knew it was a crime, punishable by death, to make water anywhere near the palace. I heard later that the Queen was so angry that she refused to enter any of the damaged rooms ever again, and promised to take her revenge on me.



kilometre n. metric unit of length. 千米。

warship n. ship for use in war. 军舰。

keep away not to go near. 使远离，不接近。

take sth off remove an item of clothing. 脱掉，除去。

behind prep. in or to a position at the back of sb/sth. 在…后面。

lord n. nobleman. 贵族。

attack v. make an attack on sb. 攻击，进攻。

steal v. take another person's property secretly without permission. 偷，偷窃。

refuse v. say or show that one is unwilling to do sth. 拒绝。

refusal n. refusing. 拒绝。

conversation n. talk. 交谈，谈话。

destroy v. wreck. 摧毁，毁坏。

midnight n. 12 o'clock of night. 午夜，子夜。

burn v. be on fire. 着火，烧着。

flame n. hot glowing portion of burning gas that comes from something on fire. 火焰。

put out cause sth to stop burning. 熄灭，扑灭。

palace n. official home of a sovereign. 宫殿，皇宫。


3　利力浦特的战争
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不来夫斯古岛离利力浦特北部只有大约1公里。我知道把两国分开的狭仄海水那边至少有50只战船准备袭击我们，此外还有许多小船。可是我不在那侧海岸出现，我有一个秘密计划。

我向国王的工匠定做了50个很重的金属钩，每个都固定在一条结实的绳上。我脱下外衣和鞋，手中拿着钩和绳走下海水。海峡中间水比较深，所以我不得不游了几米，不过我只用了半个小时就到了不来夫斯古。

当不来夫斯古人看见我，他们吓得从船上跳下去游向岸边。我每只船用一个钩子，把所有的绳在一端系在一起。当我这样干着时，敌人向我射出了好几千只箭，弄得我很痛。我怕箭射中我的眼睛，不过我猛然记起我衣袋里还有副旧眼镜，就取出来戴上继续干。我作好后，就开始离开不来夫斯古走进浅水。我在波浪中走着，身后拖着敌人的战船。当不来夫斯古人看出来他们所有的战船离他们而去时，他们的哭叫声听来真是可怕。

当我走近利力浦特，看见国王和他所有的王公及贵妇们站在海边。他们只是看见不来夫斯古的战船越来越近，因为我正在游泳，头不时藏在水下，所以他们以为我已经淹死了，而不来夫斯古的战船正来袭击。当他们看见我从水中走出来时，他们热情地欢迎我，充满了惊讶和喜悦。国王本人则下到水里来接我。

“每个利力浦特人都感激你！”他说，“鉴于你的英勇，从现在起你将作我的一个王公。”

“谢谢您，先生。”我回答。

“现在，”他接着说，“回去把敌人的所有战船都偷过来，以便我们能彻底打败不来夫斯古！我将消灭大端派人，我将成为整个世界之王。”

可是我不能同意他的计划。

“先生，”我回答，“我永远也不会帮助剥夺一个勇敢民族的自由。利力浦特和不来夫斯古现在应该和平相处。”

国王无法说服我，不幸的是，他从不忘记我曾经拒绝做他想做的事，尽管我使他的国家免遭不来夫斯古战船的攻击，他更愿意记住我对他的拒绝。

从这时起，我从几个朋友那儿得知国王和几个嫉妒我的王公在宫里秘密商议。这些密谈后来几乎要了我的命。

大约3周后，不来夫斯古国王派官员来求和。不来夫斯古人与利力浦特官员安排好一切事之后，他们来拜访我。他们已经听说了我如何阻止国王摧毁他们所有的船只。道谢后，他们邀请我去访问他们的国家。

可是，当我问利力浦特国王我是否可以拜访不来夫斯古时，他同意了，不过很冷淡。我后来得知他和几个王公认为我不该与利力浦特的敌人会谈。现在我开始明白政治生活是多么艰难而危险。

几天后，我又有一次机会帮助国王。半夜里我被我房子外面几百名利力浦特人的叫喊声吵醒。

“救火！救火！”他们大叫，“宫里王后的屋子着火啦！快来呀，人山！”

所以我披上衣服就赶往王宫。王宫的很大一部分腾着火焰。人们爬上竖在墙上的梯子向火焰泼水，但是火势仍然有增无减。幸好王后和她的贵妇们已经脱险了，但是似乎没有办法挽救这座美丽的宫殿。我忽然有了主意。那夜前，我喝了不少酒，而且这之后我幸好还没有撒尿。只用3分钟我就把火整个儿扑灭了，美丽的古老建筑得救了。

我没有等国王致谢就回家了，因为我不敢肯定国王会怎么说。虽然我肯定是救了宫殿，我也知道在宫殿附近撒尿是犯罪，罪可处死。我后来听说王后极为生气，拒绝再进入受损的房屋一步，而且扬言要报复我。


4
Gulliver escapes from Lilliput

I soon discovered that Flimnap, one of the King's highest officials, was my secret enemy. He had always disliked me, although he pretended to like me, but now he began to suspect his wife of visiting me privately, and he became jealous. Of course his wife did visit me, but always with her daughters and other ladies who came for regular afternoon visits. When visitors arrived at my house, I used to bring the coaches and horses inside, and put them carefully on my table. There was a high edge round the table, so that nobody would fall off. I sat in my chair with my face close to the table, and while I was talking to one group of visitors, the others used to drive round the table. I spent many hours like this, in very enjoyable conversation.

In the end Flimnap realized that his wife was not in love with me, and had not done anything wrong, but he was still angry with me. There were other lords who also disliked me, and together they managed to persuade the King that I was a danger to Lilliput. I knew they were discussing me in private, but I was seriously alarmed when I discovered what they had decided. Luckily, as well as Reldresal, I had another good friend among the King's officials. Late one night he visited me secretly, in order to warn me.

'You know,' he began, 'that you've had enemies here for some time. Many of the lords are jealous of your great success against Blefuscu, and Flimnap still hates you. They accuse you of crimes against Lilliput, crimes punishable by death! '

'But...' I cried, 'that's not right! I only want to help Lilliput!'

'Listen,' he said. 'I must tell you what I've heard, although my life is in danger if I do. They've accused you of making water in the King's palace, refusing to take all the enemy's ships, refusing to destroy all the Big-Endians, seeing the enemy's officials privately, and planning to visit Blefuscu in order to help the enemy against Lilliput.'

'This is unbelievable!' I cried.

'I must say,' continued my friend, 'that our King reminded his lords how much you had helped the country. But your enemies wanted to destroy you, and they suggested setting fire to your house at night. Then you would die in the fire!'

'What!' I shouted angrily.

'Be quiet, nobody must hear us. Anyway, the King decided not to kill you, and that's when your friend Reldresal started speaking. He agreed you'd made mistakes, but said that a good King should always be generous, as our King is. And he suggested that a suitable punishment would be for you to lose your sight. You'd still be strong enough to work for us, but you wouldn't be able to help the Big-Endians.'

I covered my eyes with my hands. I had wanted to help these people and their King. How could they decide to punish me as cruelly as this?

'Your enemies were most disappointed with Reldresal's plan,' my friend went on. 'They said you were a Big-Endian in your heart, and reminded the King how much you cost Lilliput in food and drink. Reldresal spoke again, to suggest saving money by giving you a little less food every day. In this way you'd become ill, and in a few months you'd die. And so they all agreed. In three days Reldresal will be sent to explain your punishment to you. He'll inform you that the King has been very kind to you, and that you're lucky to lose only your eyes. You'll be tied down, and very sharp arrows will be shot into your eyes. The King's doctors will make sure that you can no longer see.'

'This is terrible news!' I said, 'but thank you for warning me, my dear friend.'

'You alone must decide what to do,' he replied, 'and now I must leave you, so that nobody suspects me of warning you.'

When I was alone, I thought about the situation for a long time. Perhaps I was wrong, but I could not see that the King was being kind and generous in ordering such an inhuman punishment. What should I do? I could ask for a trial, but I was not confident of the judges' honesty. I could attack the capital and kill all the Lilliputians, but when I remembered the King's past kindness to me, I did not want to do that.

At last I decided to escape. And so, before Reldresal came to tell me of my punishment, I went to the north of Lilliput, where our ships lay. I took my clothes off and put them into one of the largest warships. I also put a blanket into it. Then I stepped into the sea, and swam to Blefuscu. By pulling the Lilliput warship behind me, I kept my clothes and blanket dry.

When I arrived, the King of Blefuscu sent two guides to show me the way to the capital. There I met the King, the Queen and the lords and ladies in their coaches. I explained that I had come to visit Blefuscu, as I had been invited. However, I did not say anything about the punishment waiting for me in Lilliput. They welcomed me warmly. That night, as there was no building big enough for me, I slept on the ground, covered by my blanket. It was not as comfortable as my bed in Lilliput, but I did not mind.

I did not spend long in Blefuscu. Only three days after my arrival, I noticed a boat in the sea, near the beach. It was a real boat, large enough for me. Perhaps it had been driven there by a storm. I swam out to it and tied ropes to it. Then, with the help of twenty of Blefuscu's ships and three thousand sailors, I pulled it on to the beach. It was not badly damaged, and it was exciting to be able to start planning my journey back to England and my home.

During this time, the King of Lilliput had written to ask the King of Blefuscu to send me back, as a prisoner, so that I could receive my punishment. The King of Blefuscu, however, replied that I was too strong to be taken prisoner, and that I would soon be returning to my country anyway. Secretly he invited me to stay and help him in Blefuscu, but I no longer believed in the promises of kings or their officials, so I politely refused.

I was now impatient to start my voyage home, and the King ordered his workmen to repair the boat and prepare everything I needed. I had the meat of one hundred cattle and three hundred sheep to eat on the journey, and I also had some live animals to show to my friends in England.

About one month later, I left Blefuscu, on September 24th, 1701. The King, the Queen and their lords and ladies all came down to the beach to wave goodbye.

After sailing all day, I reached a small island, where I slept that night. On the third day, September 26th, I saw a sail, and was delighted to discover that it was an English ship, on its way home to England. The captain picked me up, and I told him my story. At first he thought I was mad, but when I took the live animals out of my pocket to show him, he believed me.

We arrived home at last on April 13th, 1702, and I saw my dear wife and children again. At first I was delighted to be at home again. I earned quite a lot of money by showing my Lilliputian animals to people, and in the end I sold them for a high price. But as the days passed, I became restless, and wanted to see more of the world. And so, only two months later, I said goodbye to my family and sailed away again.



enemy n. person who wants to injure sb. 敌人，仇敌。

pretend v. make oneself appear to be doing sth in order to deceive others. 假装，佯作。

enjoyable a. giving joy; pleasant. 令人愉快的，有趣的。

alarm v. disturb. 使恐慌，使忧虑。

be jealous of sb feeling resentment of sb's achievements. 妒忌。

success n. achievement of a desired end. 成功，成就。

crime n. offence for which one may be punished by law. 罪，罪行。

remind v. inform sb of a fact. 提醒某人注意某事。

remind sb of sth cause sb to remember of sth. 提醒，使想起。

ill a. sick. 有病。

alone a. without any companions. 孤独的。

blanket n. thick wollen covering. 毛毯。

show sb the way tell sb how to get a place. 告诉怎样到达。

coach n. large four-wheeled carriage pulled by horses and used for carrying passengers. 大型四轮载客马车。

enough ad. sufficiently. 足够地，充足的。

anyway ad. whatever the facts may be. 不管怎样，无论如何。

promise n. declaration that one will do or not do sth. 承诺，许诺。

queen n. wife of a king. 王后。

in the end at last. 最后，终于。

restless a. unable to be still or quiet. 不安定的，不安静的。


4　格列佛逃离利力浦特

[image: alt]

不久我发现佛林奈浦，国王的一个高级官员，是我的秘密敌人。他早就不喜欢我，虽然他装出喜欢我的样子，现在他怀疑他的妻子私下里来看我而变得妒忌起来。当然他的妻子是拜访过我，可是她总是和她的女儿及其他贵妇一起下午来例访。当来访客人到了家门，我常常把车马搬进去小心地放到我的桌上。桌缘的边很高，所以不会有谁掉下去。我坐在椅子上，脸靠近桌子，在我跟一群客人谈话时，别的人常常在桌上驱马。我像这样花了很多时间，谈话也很愉快。

最后佛林奈浦意识到他的妻子并没有爱上我，也没有作错什么事，可是他仍然很生我的气。还有别的王公也不喜欢我，他们共同说服了国王，认为我对利力浦特是一大危险。我知道他们暗地里在议论我，但是当我发现他们的决定时我感到非常惊恐。幸运的是，除了瑞颛沙，在国王的官员中我还有一个好朋友。为了提前通知我，一天深夜，他偷偷拜访我。

“你知道，”他开始说，“你在这儿结了仇敌已有一些时候了。许多王公对你不来夫斯古一战的成功有点嫉妒，而佛林奈浦仍然恨你。他们指控你犯了反对利力浦特的罪行，罪可处死！”

“可是……”我嚷道，“不是那样的！我只是想帮利力浦特。”

“听着，”他说，“我必须告诉你我所听到的，尽管我是冒着生命危险这样做的。他们指控你在王宫里撒尿，拒绝夺过敌人的所有船只，拒绝摧毁所有的大端派人，私下会见敌方官员，企图访问不来夫斯古以帮助敌人反对利力浦特。”

“这真是难以置信！”我叫道。

“我必须说，”我的朋友接着说，“我们的国王提醒他的王公你曾经帮了这个国家多大的忙。但是你的敌人想消灭你，他们建议晚上给你的房子放火，然后你将在火中烧死。”

“什么！”我气愤地大叫起来。

“小声点，别让人听见。不管怎么说，国王决定不杀你，那是因为你的朋友瑞颛沙开始说话。他同意你犯了错误，但是又说好的国王，像我们的国王，应该总是大度些。他建议适合你的惩罚是让你失去视力，你将仍然强壮，足以为我们干活，但是你将不能帮助大端派人。”

我双手蒙在双眼上，我曾想帮助这些人们和他们的国王，他们怎么能决定如此残酷地惩罚我呢？

“你的敌人对瑞颛沙的计划很失望，”我的朋友继续说，“他们说你内心就是个大端派人，并且提醒国王你要耗费利力浦特多少吃的喝的。瑞颛沙再次发言，建议每天少给你一点食物来节约钱，这样你将病倒，几个月后你将死去。这样他们都同意了。三天内瑞颛沙将被派来通知你国王对你很仁慈，而你也很幸运只是失去视力，你将被绑住，非常锐利的箭将射进你的双眼，国王的医生将确保你再也看不见。”

“这真是可怕的消息！”我说，“非常感谢你来通知我，我的朋友。”

“你必须自己决定怎么做，”他回答说，“现在我必须走了，以免让人怀疑我来通知了你。”

当剩下我一个人时，我考虑了很久我的处境。也许我错了，但是我看不出国王下令做如此不人道的处罚有什么仁慈和大度。我该怎么办？我可以请求审判，但是我对法官的诚实没有信心；我可以袭击都城杀死所有的利力浦特人；但是当我想起国王过去对我的仁慈我就不想这样做了。

最后我决定逃走。因此，在瑞颛沙来通知我对我的处罚之前，我到了利力浦特北部，那儿停着我们的船只。我脱下衣服，放在最大的一个战船中，还放了一床毯子。然后我走下海，游向不来夫斯古，身后拖着利力浦特的战船，因而我的衣服和毯子没有弄湿。

我到达时，不来夫斯古的国王派了两个向导领我去都城。我见到了国王、王后及王公和贵妇，他们坐在车里。我解释说我是应邀来访问不来夫斯古的，不过我并没有提到利力浦特等着我的处罚。他们热情地欢迎我。那天晚上，因为没有够大的建筑给我住，我只有睡在地上，盖着我的毯子。这没有我在利力浦特的床舒适，不过我不介意。

我没有在不来夫斯古呆多久。只是3天之后，我注意到海岸附近有一只船，那是一只真正的船，大得足够我用。也许是被风暴驱到那儿的。我游向它，并系上绳子，然后在20只不来夫斯古船和3000名水手的帮助下，我把它拖到岸边。它损坏得还不算严重，能够计划着用它返回英格兰和我自己的家真是太令人兴奋了。

这时候，利力浦特国王向不来夫斯古国王写信，请求把我作为一个囚犯送还，以便我接受处罚。但是不来夫斯古国王回信说我太强壮，无法拘捕，而且我不久就要返回自己的国家。暗地里他请求我留下来在不来夫斯古帮他，可是我已经不再相信国王或他们的官员的许诺，所以我礼貌地拒绝了。

我现在着急启程回家，国王命令他的工匠修好我的船，准备我需要的一切。我有100只牛和300只羊的肉供我旅途中食用，还有一些活动物以展示给我在英格兰的朋友们。

大约一个月后，在1701年9月24日我离开了不来夫斯古。国王、王后及他们的王公和贵妇全都到海岸来向我挥手道别。

行驶了一整天，我到了一个小岛，在那儿过了一夜。第3天，9月26日，我看见了一个帆船，并且非常欣喜地发现那是一只英国船，正驶回英格兰。船长把我拉了上去，我给他讲了我的经历。起初他认为我疯了，但当我从衣袋里取出活的动物给他看时，他相信了我的话。

我们最后在1702年4月13日到的家，我又看见了我亲爱的妻子和儿女。刚开始我对又在家里感到欣喜，我向人们展示利力浦特的动物，赚了不少钱，后来我高价把它们卖了出去。可是随着日子一天天过去，我变得烦躁起来，想去见更大的世面。所以，只是在两个月后，我又告别了家人出海航行了。


5
A voyage to Brobdingnag

I left Bristol on June 20th, 1702, in a ship which was sailing to India. We had good sailing weather until we reached the Cape of Good Hope in South Africa, where we landed to get fresh water. We had to stay there for the winter, however, because the ship needed repairs and the captain was ill. In the spring we left Africa and sailed round the island of Madagascar into the Indian Ocean. But on 19th April the wind began to blow very violently from the west, and we were driven to the east of the Molucca Islands. On 2nd May the wind stopped blowing and the sea was calm. But our captain, who knew that part of the world very well, warned us that there would be a storm the next day. So we prepared the ship as well as we could, and waited.

The captain was right. On 3rd May the wind began to get stronger. It was a wild, dangerous wind, blowing from the south this time. We had to take down our sails as the storm hit our ship. Huge waves crashed down on to us, and the wind drove our helpless ship eastwards into the Pacific Ocean.

For several days we struggled with the wind and waves, but at last the storm died away and the sea was calm again. Luckily. our ship was not badly damaged, but we had been driven over two thousand kilometres to the east. None of us knew exactly where we were, so the captain decided to continue sailing eastwards, where we had never been before. We sailed on for another two weeks.

Finally, on 16th June, 1703, we saw a large island with a small piece of land joined to it. I later discovered that this country was called Brobdingnag. The captain sent some of his sailors in a boat to land there and bring back some fresh water. I went with them because I was interested in seeing a new country. We were delighted to be on land again, and while the men looked for a river or a lake, I walked for about a kilometre away from the beach.

When I returned, to my astonishment I saw that the sailors were already in the boat. They were rowing as fast as they could towards the ship! I was going to shout to tell them they had forgotten me, when suddenly I saw a huge creature walking after them into the sea. I realized he could not catch them, because they had nearly got to the ship, but I did not wait to see the end of that adventure. I ran away from him as fast as possible, and did not stop until I found myself in some fields. The grass was about seven metres high, and the corn about thirteen metres high. It took me an hour to cross just one field, which had a hedge at least forty metres high. The trees were much taller than that. Just as I was trying to find a hole in the hedge, so that I could get into the next field, I saw another giant coming towards me. He seemed as tall as a mountain, and every one of his steps measured about ten metres.

In fear and astonishment I hid in the corn, and hoped he would not notice me. He shouted in a voice like thunder, and seven other giants appeared. They seemed to be his servants. When he gave the order, they began to cut the corn in the field where I was hiding. As they moved towards me, I moved away, but at last I came to a part of the field where rain had knocked down the corn. There was no longer anywhere for me to hide, and I knew I would be cut to pieces by the giants' sharp knives. I lay down and prepared to die. I could not stop myself thinking of Lilliput. There, I myself had been a giant, an important person who had become famous for helping the people of that small country. Here, it was the opposite. I was like a Lilliputian in Europe, and I began to understand how a very small creature feels.

Suddenly I noticed that one of the giants was very close to me. As his huge foot rose over my head, I screamed as loudly as I could. He looked around on the ground, and finally saw me. He stared at me for a moment, then very carefully, he picked me up with finger and thumb and looked at me. I was now twenty metres up in the air, and I desperately hoped he would not decide to throw me to the ground. I did not struggle, and spoke politely to him, although I knew he did not understand any of my languages. He took me to the farmer, who soon realized that I was not an animal, but an intelligent being. He carefully put me in his pocket and took me home to show to his wife. When she saw me, she screamed and jumped back in fear, perhaps thinking I was an insect. But in a little while she became used to me, and was very kind to me.



cape n. piece of high land sticking out into the sea. 海角。

the Cape of Good Hope 好望角。

ocean n. mass of salt water that covers most of the earth. 洋，海洋。

island n. piece of land surrounded by water. 岛。

strong a. solid. 强壮的，茁壮的。

sail v. travel on water in a ship. 乘船水上旅行。

week n. period of seven days. 星期，周。

be delighted at sth very pleased. 高兴的，快乐的。

run away from sth try to avoid sth because one is lacking in confidence. 躲避。

thunder n. loud noise that follows a flash of lightning. 雷，雷声。

move v. be in motion. 移动。

piece n. any of the portion into which sth breaks. 碎片。

famous for sth. known to very many people. 著名的，出名的。


5　到布罗卜丁奈格
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我于1702年6月20日离开布里斯托尔，搭乘一艘驶往印度的船。直到我们到达南非好望角，天气一直有利于航行。在好望角，我们登陆取了淡水，不过我们不得不留在那儿过冬，因为船需要维修，船长也生病了。春天里我们离开了非洲绕着马达加斯加岛进入印度洋。4月19日起刮起了猛烈的西风，我们被刮到了摩鹿加群岛以东。5月2日风停了，海面又恢复了平静。可是经验丰富的船长警告我们，第二天还会有风暴，所以我们尽可能把船检修好，准备迎战。

船长说对了。5月3日风势渐猛，这是非常狂乱、危险的风，这次从南面刮来。风暴袭来时，我们不得不取下风帆。巨大的海浪向我们砸来，风把我们无助的船向东刮进了太平洋。

我们与风浪搏斗了好几天，最后风暴平息，海面再次恢复平静。幸运的是，我们的船损坏得并不严重，不过我们被风刮得向东走了2000多公里，谁也说不清我们的具体位置，船长决定继续向东行驶，那是我们从来没有到过的。我们向前又行驶了两周。

最后，在1703年6月16日我们看见了一个大岛，还有一小片陆地与它相连。我后来得知这个国度叫布罗卜丁奈格。船长派几个水手乘一只小船登陆取些淡水，我和他们一起去，因为我对看看一个新国家很有兴趣。再次登上陆地，大家都很兴奋，在他们找河流或湖泊时，我离开岸边向里走了大约1公里。

当我回来时，我惊讶地看见水手们已经在船上，他们正拼命地划向轮船！我正要大喊一声告诉他们落下了我，却发现一个庞然大物朝他们追去。我看得出他已经追不上他们了，因为他们已经快到轮船，不过我并没有等着看最后的结果。我尽快地跑开他，直到进入一片田地才停下来。田里草有7米左右高，玉米有大约13米高。我费了一个小时才走过一块田地，周围的树篱有至少40米高，树远比这高。正当我要在树篱中找个洞，以便我能进入下一块田地时，却看见另一个巨人向我走来。他看起来像一座山那么高，每跨一步都有10米左右。

我又惊又怕，躲在玉米地里，希望他不会注意到我。他像打雷似地喊了一声，另外7个巨人出现了，他们似乎是他的仆人。他发出命令后，他们就开始砍我躲的这块地的玉米。他们向我移近，我就移开，最后我退到了雨水把玉米弄倒了的地方，再也没处可藏，我知道我会被巨人的利刃割成碎片，我躺下等死。我不禁想起利力浦特，在那儿我自己是个巨人，举足轻重，因为帮小国家人的忙而闻名。这里正好相反，我像是利力浦特人到了欧洲，我开始理解一个小生命的感受。

突然我发现其中一个巨人离我很近。当他的大脚提到我的头上时，我竭力尖叫起来。他向地上四处看，终于看见我了。他盯了我一会儿，然后非常小心地用指头和拇指拈起我来看。我现在离地20米，我急切地希望他不会把我往地上摔。我没有挣扎，而是礼貌地对他说话，虽然我知道他不会听懂我的任何语言。他把我拿到了农场主面前，后者很快就明白了我不是动物，而是一个智慧生命。他小心地把我放在衣袋里，把我拿回家给他妻子看。她看见我时尖叫了起来，害怕得躲了回去，也许她以为我是个昆虫，不过一会儿后她就习惯了我，并且对我很友善。


6
Gulliver and his master

Soon after we arrived, the whole family sat down at the table for dinner. There was a large piece of meat on a plate about eight metres across. The farmer put me on the table, with some small pieces of bread and meat in front of me. I was very frightened of falling off the edge of the table, which was ten metres from the ground. The farmer and his family were delighted to watch me eating food with my own small knife and fork. But when I started walking across the table to the farmer, his youngest son, a boy of about ten, picked me up by the legs. He held me so high in the air that my whole body trembled. Fortunately his father took me away at once, and angrily hit the boy hard on the head. But I remembered how cruel children can be to small animals, and I did not want the boy to take his revenge on me. So I fell on my knees and asked them not to punish the child any more. They seemed to understand.

Just then I heard a noise behind me. It sounded like twelve machines running at the same time. I turned my head and saw a huge cat, three times larger than one of our cows. The farmer's wife held it in her arms, so that it could not jump at me. But in fact, because I showed no fear, there was no danger, and the cat even seemed a little afraid of me.

At the end of dinner, a servant came in with the farmer's one-year-old son in her arms. He immediately started crying and screaming, because he wanted to play with me. His mother smiled and put me in his hand. When he picked me up and put my head in his mouth, I shouted so loudly that he dropped me. Luckily, I was not hurt, but it showed me how dangerous life was going to be in Brobdingnag.

After eating, the farmer, or my master, as I shall now call him, went back to his work in the fields. I think he told his wife to take good care of me, because she put me carefully on her bed and locked the bedroom door. I was exhausted, and slept for two hours.

When I woke up, I felt very small and lonely in such a huge room, and on such a large bed. Suddenly I saw two huge rats run towards me across the bed. One came right up to my face, so I pulled out my sword and cut open his stomach. The other ran away at once. I walked up and down on the bed, to control my trembling legs, and looked at the dead rat. It was as large as a big dog, and its tail measured two metres. When my master's wife came into the room some time later, I showed her how I'd killed the rat. She was delighted that I was not hurt, and threw the dead rat out of the window.

My master had a daughter who was about nine years old. She was given the special responsibility of taking care of me, and I owe her my life. During my stay in her country we were always together, and she saved me from many dangerous situations. I called her Glumdalclitch, which means 'little nurse'. She was good at sewing, and managed to make some clothes for me in the thinnest material available. She also made me a small bed, which was placed on a shelf too high for rats to reach. Perhaps the most useful thing she did was to teach me the language, so that in a few days I could speak it quite well.

Soon all my master's neighbours were talking about the strange little creature he had found in a field. One of them came to see me, and as I walked towards him across the table, he put on his glasses. His eyes behind the glasses looked like the full moon shining into two windows. I thought this was very funny, and laughed loudly. Unfortunately, that made him very angry. I heard him whispering to my master all evening, and I was sorry I had laughed at him.

Next day Glumdalclitch came to me in tears.

'You'll never guess what's happened!' she told me sadly. 'Our neighbour has advised Father to show you to people, for money! Father's going to take you to market tomorrow, where there'll be crowds of people ready to pay for entertainment! I'm so ashamed! And perhaps you'll get hurt! Other people won't be as careful with you as I am!'

'Don't worry, Glumdalclitch,' I replied. 'As I'm a stranger here, I don't mind being shown to people like a strange wild animal. I must do what your father wants.' I was secretly hoping I would one day find a way of escaping and returning to my own country.

So the next day my master and his daughter got on their huge horse. Glumdalclitch carried me inside a small box, which had air-holes so that I could breathe. When we arrived at the market town, my master hired the largest room in the public house, and placed me upon the table there. His daughter stayed close to me to make sure that nobody hurt me. I was told to speak in their language, pull out my sword, drink from a cup, and do other things to amuse the crowd. Only thirty people were allowed in to see me at one time. On that first day everybody wanted to see me, and I was shown to over three hundred and fifty people.

My master's plan was so successful that he arranged to show me again on the next market day. I did not look forward to this at all. I was so tired with the journey and the entertainment that I could only walk and speak with difficulty for the next three days. Even when we were at home, neighbours and friends from all parts of the country came to look at me, and my master made me work hard to amuse them. So I had almost no rest.

My master finally realized that he could make a fortune by showing me to people all over the country. So about two months after my arrival in Brobdingnag, we left the farm and started our journey to the capital. As before, Glumdalclitch came with us, to take care of me. On the way we stopped in many towns and villages, so that I could be shown to people. At last, after a journey of nearly five thousand kilometres, we arrived at the capital. Now I had to work even harder, as people came to look at me ten times a day.



family n. group consisting of parents and their children. 家，家庭。

sit down place sb in a sitting position. 坐下。

take sb/sth away remove sb/sth from. 拿去，拿开。

animal n. living thing that can feel and move voluntarily. 动物。

servant n. person who works in sb else's house hold for wages. 用人，仆人。

play with sb handle sb in a casual irresponsible way. 摆弄。

arm n. either of the two limbs of the human body, from the shoulder to the hand. 臂。

kill v. cause death. 致死，杀死。

place v. put sth in a particular place. 把……放在，放置。

tear n. drop of salty water coming from the eye. 泪，泪水。

market n. gathering of people for buying and selling goods. 集市，市场。

make sure that do sth to ensure that sth happens. 设法落实。

pull sth out remove sth by pulling. 拔出，抽出。

country n. nation. 国，国家。

look at sth examine sth closely. 观察，检察。


6　格列佛和他的主人
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我们到达不久，全家人坐在桌前吃饭。一个直径大约有8米的盘子上放着一块巨大的肉。农场主把我放在桌上，我面前放着些小片面包和肉。我非常害怕从桌缘掉下去，这离地有10米高。农场主和他的家人看着我用自己的刀叉吃饭感到很有趣。我开始朝农场主走去时，他的小儿子，一个大约10岁的男孩，抓住我的腿提了起来。他把我举在高空中，我全身都在发抖。幸好他的父亲马上把我拿走了，并且生气地重重地打他的头。我想起小孩子们对小动物会有多么残酷，我可不想他找我报复，所以就双膝跪下，请求他们不要再惩罚这个孩子。他们似乎理解了我的意思。

正在那时，我听见背后发出一个响声，听起来就像十二台机器在同时运转。我扭过头，看见一只巨大的猫，比我们的母牛还大3倍。农场主的妻子把它抱在怀里，以免它向我跳来。但事实上因为我显得一点也不害怕，根本就没有危险，而这猫看起来倒有点怕我。

用餐快结束时，一个仆人抱着农场主的一岁儿子进来。他立即又哭又叫，因为他想跟我玩。他妈妈笑了，把我放在他的手中。他抓起我，把我的头往他嘴里塞，我大声吼叫，他松了手，幸好我没有受伤，但是这表明了我在布罗卜丁奈格的生活将是多么的危险。

饭后，农场主或者说我的主人——从现在起我将这样称呼他——又回到田野里干活。我想他已经告诉了他的妻子好好照看我，因为她小心地把我放在她的床上，并且锁上了卧室的门。我已精疲力尽，就睡了两个小时。

当我醒来时，我感到在如此大的房间里、在如此大的床上自己非常渺小而孤独。突然我看见两只巨大的老鼠穿过床向我奔来，一只正好跑向我的脸，我拔出剑刺破了它的肚皮，另一只立即跑开了。我在床上走来走去，以控制我不住颤抖的双腿，看着这只死老鼠。这只老鼠足有一条大狗那么大，尾巴有两米长。我主人的妻子后来进了房间，我向她表演我是怎样杀死老鼠的。她对我没有受到伤害感到高兴，把死老鼠扔出了窗外。

我的主人有个女儿，大约9岁，她特别负责照看我，全亏她我才能活下来。我呆在她的国家的日子里，我们总是在一起，她许多次把我救出危险。我叫她葛兰达克利赤，意思是“小保姆”。她善于针线活，用最薄的布料给我做了一些衣服，还给我做了个小床，把它放在一个架子上，高得老鼠够不着。也许她做得最有用的事是教我他们的语言，所以几天后我就能说得相当不错了。

不久我主人的邻居都在谈论他在田野里发现的奇怪小生物。其中有一个来看我，我在桌子上向他走去，他戴上了眼镜，镜片后的眼睛就像满月照进两扇窗户。我觉得这很滑稽，就大声笑了。不幸的是，这令他很生气，我听见他跟我的主人一整夜都在咕咕唧唧，我对嘲笑他感到很抱歉。

第二天葛兰达克利赤满面泪痕地来到我跟前。

“你绝不会猜到发生了什么事！”她哀伤地对我说，“我们的邻居建议父亲把你拿去展出赚钱！父亲明天将把你带到市场上，那儿有成群的人愿意掏钱取乐！这太可耻了！而且你可能会受伤！别的人可没有我对你那样小心！”

“不要担心，葛兰达克利赤，”我回答说，“我在这儿是个生人，我不介意像个稀奇的野生动物那样被展出。我必须按你父亲所想的去做。”我暗地里希望有朝一日能找到逃跑的路回到我自己的国家。

这样第二天我的主人和他的女儿骑上了他们庞大的马。葛兰达克利赤用一个小盒子带着我，上面有透气孔以便我呼吸。我们到达市镇后，主人在客栈包了个最大的房间，把我放在那儿的桌子上，他的女儿看着我，以保证没人伤着我。我受命用他们的语言说话，拔出我的剑，用杯子喝，以及做其他一些事来逗乐围观的人。每次只让30个人进去看我。第一天每个人都想看我，我被展给了350多人看。

我主人的计划是如此成功，他安排了在下次集日再去展出我。我一点也不盼望这样，我由于旅途和表演而累得随后三天说话走路都很吃力。就是我们在家里时，邻居和来自全国各地的朋友来看我，我的主人让我卖力表演给他们逗乐。所以我几乎没有休息。

我的主人终于意识到他可以把我拿到全国各地展出而大赚一笔。这样大约在我来到布罗卜丁奈格后两个月，我们离开了农场，启程去都城。和以前一样，葛兰达克利赤一起去，好照料我。路上我们在许多的城镇和村庄停留，以便我能展给人们看。最后，在旅行了几乎5000公里后我们终于到达了都城。现在我必须更卖力地干活，因为每天来看我的人是以前的10倍。


7
At the King's palace

Although Glumdalclitch tried to make things as comfort able as possible for me, such an exhausting life was beginning to have a bad effect on my health. I was becoming thinner and thinner. When my master noticed this, he thought I would not live much longer. But it was clear that he wanted to make as much money out of me as he could. While he was thinking how to do this, he was asked to bring me to the palace. The Queen and her ladies had heard about me and wanted to see me. When we arrived in front of the Queen, I fell on my knees and begged to be allowed to kiss her foot. But she kindly held out her hand to me. I took her little finger in both my arms, and put it very politely to my lips.

She seemed very pleased with me, and finally she said, 'Would you enjoy living here in the palace, do you think?'

'Great queen,' I answered, 'I must do what my master wants, but if I were free, I would want to spend my whole life obeying your orders.'

She immediately arranged to buy me from my master. He was delighted to receive a good price for me, especially as he felt sure I would not live longer than a month. I also begged the Queen to let Glumdalclitch stay with me, because she had always taken such good care of me. The Queen agreed, and Glumdalclitch could not hide her happiness.

When my master had left the palace alone, the Queen said to me, 'Why didn't you say goodbye to him? And why did you look at him so coldly?'

'Madam, I must tell you,' I replied, 'that since he found me, my master has used me as an easy way of making money for himself. He's made me work so hard that I feel tired and ill. He's sold me to you only because he thinks I'm going to die soon. But I feel better already, now that I belong to such a great and good queen.'

The Queen was clearly surprised to hear such intelligent words from such a small creature, and decided to show me to her husband. When the King saw me, he thought at first that I must be a mechanical toy. However, when he heard my answers to his questions, he realized I must be alive, and he could not hide his astonishment.

To discover what kind of animal I was, he sent for three of his cleverest professors. After looking at me carefully, they decided that I was a creature outside the laws of nature. I was much too small to climb their trees, or dig their fields, or kill and eat their animals. They could not understand where I had come from, or how I could possibly survive. And when I told them that in my country there were millions just like me, they did not believe me, but just smiled. However, the King was more intelligent than they were. After speaking to Glumdalclitch and questioning me again, he realized that my story must be true.

They took very good care of me. The Queen's workmen made a special bedroom for me. It was a wooden box, with windows, a door, and two cupboards. The ceiling could be lifted off, so that Glumdalclitch could change my sheets and tidy my room. The workmen even made me two little chairs and a table, and a lock for the door, so that no rats could get in.

The Queen became so fond of me that she could not eat without me. My small table and chair were always placed on the dinner table near her left elbow, and Glumdalclitch stood near me, in case I needed her help. I ate off tiny silver plates, with silver knives and forks. But I never got used to seeing the Queen eat. In one mouthful she ate as much as twelve English farmers could eat in a whole meal. She drank from a cup as big as one of our barrels, and her knives were like huge swords. I was quite frightened of them.

On Wednesday, which is a day of rest in Brobdingnag, like our Sunday, the King and Queen always had dinner together, with their children, in the King's rooms. I was usually invited too. My little chair and table were at the King's left elbow. He enjoyed very much hearing me talk about England — our laws, our universities, our great buildings. He listened so politely that I perhaps talked a little too much about my dear country. In the end he looked at me kindly, but could not stop himself laughing. He turned to one of his lords.

'How amusing it is,' he said to him, 'that an insect like this should talk of such important matters! He thinks his country is so highly developed! But I suppose even tiny creatures like him have a hole in the ground that they call a home. They argue, they love, they fight and they die, as we do. But of course the poor little animals aren't on our level.'

I could not believe what I was hearing. He was laughing at my country, a country famous for its beautiful cities and palaces, its great kings and queens, its brave and honest people. However, there was nothing I could do about it, and I simply had to accept the situation.

The worst problem I had at the palace was the Queen's dwarf. Until I arrived, he had always been the smallest person in the country (he was about ten metres tall). As I was much smaller than him, he was very rude to me and behaved very badly, especially when nobody was looking. Once he took a large bone from the table and stood it on the Queen's plate. Then he took me in both hands and pushed my legs into the top of the bone. I could not pull myself out, and had to stay there, feeling—and looking—extremely stupid. When the Queen finally saw me, she could not stop herself laughing, but she was angry with the dwarf at the same time.

In Brobdingnag there are large numbers of flies in summer, and these awful insects, each as big as an English bird, gave me no peace. The dwarf used to catch some in his hands, and then let them out suddenly under my nose. He did this both to frighten me and amuse the Queen. I had to use my knife to cut them to pieces as they flew around me.

Another time, the dwarf picked me up and dropped me quickly into a bowl of milk on the table. Luckily, I am a good swimmer, so I managed to keep my head out of the milk. As soon as Glumdalclitch saw I was in danger, she ran from the other side of the room to rescue me. I was not hurt, but this time the dwarf was sent away from the palace as a punishment. I was very pleased.

I would now like to describe Brobdingnag. The people who draw our European maps think there is nothing but sea between Japan and America, but they are wrong. Brobdingnag is quite a large country, joined on to northwest America, but separated from the rest of America by high mountains. It is about ten thousand kilometres long and from five to eight thousand wide. The sea around it is so rough and there are so many rocks in the water that no large ships can land on any of the beaches. This means that the people of Brobdingnag do not normally have visitors from other parts of the world.

There are fifty-one cities and a large number of towns and villages. The capital stands on both sides of a river, and has more than eighty thousand houses. It covers three hundred and forty square kilometres. The King's palace covers about eleven square kilometres: the main rooms are eighty metres high. The palace kitchen is huge—if I described it, with its great pots on the fire and the mountains of food on the tables, perhaps you would not believe me. Travellers are often accused of not telling the truth when they return. To avoid this happening to me, I am being careful to describe what I saw as exactly and carefully as possible.



as... as... to the same extent. 同……一样的。

effect n. result or outcome. 结果，效果。

master n. employer. 主人，雇主。

pleased with show satisfaction. 欣喜的，满意的。

hold sth out offer. 给予。

coldly adv. in an unfriendly way. 冷淡地，冷漠地。

way n. method or style of doing sth. 方法，方式。

tired a. feeling that one would like to rest. 疲倦的。

kind n. type 种类。

creature n. living being. 生物。

lift v. raise sth to a higher level. 提起。

fond of having a great liking for sb. 喜爱某人。

elbow n. outer part of the joint where the arm bends. 肘。

cup n. small bowl shaped container. 杯子。

nothing pron. not anything. 没有什么。

rude a. impolite. 粗鲁，无礼。

plate n. shallow dish from which food is served. 餐盘，碟子。

stupid a. not intelligent. 愚蠢，傻的。

keep v. continue to be in the specified condition. 保持。

send away tell sb to go away. 撵走，赶走。

draw v. make pictures with a pencil. 用铅笔画。

rock n. part of the earth's crust. 岩层，岩。

careful a. taking care. 小心，当心。


7　在王宫里
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尽管葛兰达克利赤尽可能使一切对我来说舒适些，如此使人精疲力尽的生活对我的健康还是开始产生了不良影响，我越来越瘦了。当主人注意到这点，他认为我活不长了，但是他显然想从我身上捞到尽可能多的钱。他正在考虑怎么做到这一点时，他被要求带我进宫。王后和她的贵妇听说了我，想见见我。当我们到达王后的面前，我双膝跪下，请求吻她的脚，但是她仁慈地把手伸给了我。我双臂抱着她的小指，非常礼貌地放到我的双唇上。

她似乎对我很高兴，最后她说，“你觉得，你会喜欢住在宫里吗？”

“伟大的王后，”我回答说，“我必须按我主人的要求做，不过要是我是自由的话，我愿意一生都听从您的使唤。”

她马上安排从我的主人那儿买过我。他非常高兴我能卖到好价钱，特别是他很肯定我活不过一个月。我也请求王后让葛兰达克利赤留下来陪我，因为她照料我一直照料得很好。王后同意了，葛兰达克利赤也掩饰不住她的喜悦。

当我的主人独自离开王宫后，王后对我说，“你为什么不对他说再见？你为什么那样冷冷地看着他？”

“夫人，我必须告诉你，”我回答说，“自从他发现了我，他就把我当作他赚钱的捷径，他让我如此努力地干活，我感到疲劳、要病倒似的。他把我卖给你只是因为他认为我不久就要死去。不过我已经感觉好多了，因为我是属于如此伟大而善良的王后。”

王后显然对于从如此小的生物之口听到如此聪明的言辞感到诧异，决定把我拿给她的丈夫看。国王看见我，他起初认为我是个机械玩具。不过，当他听见我回答他的问题时，他意识到我一定是活的，不禁掩饰不住他的惊讶。

为了弄明白我是哪种动物，他叫来了三个最聪明的教授。仔细看过我之后，他们认定我是一种不符合自然法则的生物。我太小，无法攀缘他们的树，挖他们的田地，或者杀死他们的牲畜吃。他们无法理解我是从哪儿来的，我怎么能够生存下来的。在我告诉他们我们国家有数百万像我这样的人时，他们并不相信我，只是一笑置之。但是国王比他们智力要高些，在跟葛兰达克利赤谈话并问我问题之后，他意识到我的故事一定是真的。

他们把我照料得很好。王后的工匠为我做了个特制的卧室，那是个木盒子，有门窗和两个小厨柜，天花板可以揭开，这样葛兰达克利赤可以给我换床单，整理我的房间。工匠甚至还给我做了两个小椅子和一张桌子，一把门锁，这样老鼠就进不去了。

王后如此喜欢我，我不在她就吃不下饭。我的小桌子和椅子总是放在餐桌上靠近她的左肘的地方，葛兰达克利赤站在我附近，预备在我需要她时帮助我。我用小银盘子、银刀和银叉吃。不过我从来也没有习惯看王后吃东西。她一口就吃下了12个英国农场主一顿所能吃的东西。她用一个大得跟我们的桶一样的杯子喝东西，而她的餐刀就像巨大的剑。我很害怕这些餐刀。

在星期三，这是布罗卜丁奈格的休息日，正如我们的星期天，国王和王后总是和他们的孩子一起，在国王的房间用餐。他们通常会邀请我。我的小桌椅放在国王的左肘边。他非常喜欢听我讲英国——我们的法律、我们的大学、我们的伟大建筑。他听得那样有礼貌，也许我谈论我可爱的祖国谈得太多了。最后他慈祥地望着我，控制不住地大笑起来。他扭头对着他的一个王公。

“多么有意思，”他对他说，“像这样的小昆虫也能谈论如此重要的事情！他认为他的国家如此发达！不过我想就是像他这样的小动物在地面也有个他们自己称作家的洞。他们争辩、恋爱、战争、死亡，跟我们一样。当然这种可怜的小动物跟我们不在同一个层次。”

我不能相信我所听到的。他在嘲笑我的祖国，一个以其美丽的城市和宫殿、以其伟大的国王和王后、以其英勇而诚实的人民而闻名的国家。不过我对此毫无办法，只能接受这种处境。

我在宫里最糟糕的问题是王后的侏儒。我到达前，他一直是这个国家最矮小的人（他大约10米高）。因为我远比他矮，他对我很粗鲁，他表现得很不好，特别是当没人在旁看着时。有一次他从桌上拿了一根大骨头立在王后的盘子上，然后抓着我的两只手把我的双腿推进骨头的顶端，我自己出不来，只有呆在那儿，感觉——而且看起来也是——极为愚蠢，王后最终看见了，禁不住笑起来，但同时也对侏儒非常生气。

布罗卜丁奈格夏天有大量的苍蝇，而这种可怕的昆虫每个有英格兰一只鸟那么大，扰得我毫无宁日。侏儒经常抓几个在手中，然后在我的鼻子底下突然松手，他这样做既是惊吓我也是逗王后乐。它们在我身边飞来飞去，我只有用我的刀子把它们砍成碎片。

另有一次，侏儒抓起我然后迅速把我丢进桌上的一碗牛奶里。好在我是个游泳好手，所以我能使头露在牛奶外面。葛兰达克利赤一看见我有危险就从屋子的另一端跑过来救我。我没有受伤，不过这次侏儒被罚出了宫，我对此非常高兴。

现在我想描绘一下布罗卜丁奈格。绘制欧洲地图的人认为在日本和美洲之间除了海什么都没有，但是他们错了。布罗卜丁奈格是个相当大的国家，与北美相连，但高山把它与美洲其他部分隔开了。它大约有1万公里长，5000至8000公里宽。它周围海水汹涌，水中有太多的礁石，绝没有大轮船可以在岸边登陆。这意味着布罗卜丁奈格人正常情况下很少有来自世界其他地方的来客。

有51座城市，大量的市镇和村庄。都城横跨一条河，有8万座房子，面积达340多平方公里，国王的宫殿占地大约11平方公里，主要房屋有80米高。王宫的厨房很大——如果我来描绘，还有火上的大锅和桌上如山的食物，也许你不会相信。旅行者常常被指责在他们回家时不说真话。为了避免这种事发生在我身上，我一直留心尽可能准确、仔细地描绘我所看到的。


8
More adventures in Brobdingnag

Because I was so small, I had several dangerous accidents during my stay at the palace. One day Glumdalclitch put me down on the grass in the palace garden, while she went for a walk with some of the Queen's ladies. A small white dog which belonged to one of the gardeners appeared, and seemed very interested in me. He took me in his mouth and carried me to his master. Luckily, he had been well trained, and did not try to bite me, so I was not hurt.

One day the Queen said to me, 'It would be good for your health to do some rowing or sailing. What do you think? Would you like me to arrange it for you?'

'Madam,' I answered, 'I'd love to row or sail a little every day. But where can we find a boat that's small enough?'

'Leave that to me,' she replied, and called for her work men. She ordered them to make a tiny boat with sails. They also made a wooden container, about a hundred metres long, seventeen metres wide and three metres deep. This container was filled with water, and I was carefully placed in my boat on the water. Every day I used to row or sail there, while the Queen and her ladies watched. There was no wind, of course, but the ladies blew hard to move my boat along.

I nearly lost my life again, when a lady picked me up to put me in the boat. She was not careful enough, and dropped me. With horror, I felt myself falling through the air. But instead of crashing to the ground, I was caught, by my trousers, on a pin in her clothes. I had to stay there without moving a finger, until Glumdalclitch came running to rescue me.

But the greatest danger to me in Brobdingnag came from a monkey. One day Glumdalclitch left me alone in her bedroom while she visited some of the ladies. It was a warm day, and her window was open. I was in the box which I used as my bedroom, with the door open. Suddenly I heard the noise of an animal jumping through the window, and immediately I hid at the back of my box. The monkey, which appeared huge to me, very soon discovered my hiding-place. He picked me up, and held me close to him like a baby. When he heard someone opening the bedroom door, he jumped out of the window and ran on to the roof.

I thought I had never been in such great danger. He was running on three legs and holding me in the fourth. At any moment he could let me fall, and we were at least three hundred metres above the ground. I could hear a lot of shouting in the palace. The servants had realized what was happening, and brought ladders to climb up on to the roof. Glumdalclitch was crying, and hundreds of people were watching from the garden. Meanwhile, the monkey was sitting calmly on top of the roof. He was taking food from his mouth and trying to push it into my mouth. He still seemed to think I was his baby. I suppose it was an amusing sight for the crowd below, but I was in terrible fear of falling.

Finally, several servants climbed on the roof, and as they came nearer, the monkey put me down and ran away. I was rescued and brought down to the ground. I had to stay in bed for two weeks after this, before I felt well enough to meet people again. The monkey was caught and killed.

When I next saw the King, he asked me about this experience. 'How did you feel,' he said, 'when the monkey was holding you up on the roof?'

'Sir,' I replied bravely, 'I was afraid, that's true. But next time an animal like that attacks me, I shall not hesitate. I'll pull out my sword like this' — and I showed him what I would do — 'and give the creature such a wound that it will never come near me again!'

But while I waved my tiny sword in the air, the King and his lords laughed loudly. I had wanted to prove my bravery, but I failed, because to them I was only an unimportant little creature. I realized later that this often happens in England, when we laugh at someone of no family, fortune, or intelligence, who pretends to be as important as our great leaders.

In the next few weeks, I began to have some very interesting conversations with the King. He was an intelligent, understanding person.

'Tell me more about your country,' he said to me one day. 'I would like to hear about your laws, your political life, and your customs. Tell me everything. There may be something that we can usefully copy here in Brobdingnag.'

'I shall be delighted, sir,' I answered proudly. 'Our king controls our three great countries, Scotland, Ireland and England. We grow much of our own food, and our weather is neither too hot nor too cold. There are two groups of men who make our laws. One is called the House of Lords—they are men from the oldest and greatest families in the country. The other is called the House of Commons—these are the most honest, intelligent, and sensible men in the country, and are freely chosen by the people. We have judges to decide punishments for criminals, and we have a large army, which cannot be defeated by any other in the world.'

While I was talking, the King was making notes. For several days I continued my explanation, and I also described British history over the last hundred years. Then the King asked me a large number of questions. These were some of them.

'How do you teach and train young people of good family? If the last son of an old family dies, how do you make new lords for the House of Lords? Are these lords really the most suitable people to make the country's laws? And in the House of Commons, are these men really so honest and intelligent? Do rich men never buy their way into this House? You say the lawmakers receive no pay, but are you sure that they never accept bribes?'

Then he asked questions about our lawcourts. 'Why are your trials so long and so expensive? How much do your lawyers and judges really know about the laws? How carefully do they decide between right and wrong?'

'And why,' he went on, 'are you so often at war? Either you enjoy fighting, or you have very difficult neighbours! Why do you need an army at all? You would not be afraid of any other country, if you were peaceful people. And in the last hundred years you've done nothing but rob, fight, and murder! Your recent history shows the very worst effects of cruelty, jealousy, dishonesty, and madness!'

I tried to answer the King as well as I could, but he did not think our system was a good one.

'No, my little friend,' he said kindly but seriously, 'I'm sorry for you. You've proved to me that your country has nothing valuable to offer us. Perhaps once, in the past, your political life was adequately organized, but now it is clear that there is laziness and selfishness in every part of the system. Your politicians can be bribed, your soldiers aren't really brave, your judges and lawyers are neither reasonable nor honest, and your lawmakers themselves know little and do less. I sincerely hope that you, who have spent most of your life travelling, have a better character than most Englishmen. But from what you've told me, I'm afraid that your countrymen are the worst little nation of insects that has ever crawled upon the ground.'

I am very sorry to have to report these words of the King's, and I only do so because of my love of the truth. I must tell you exactly what happened, even if I do not agree with it. I had to listen patiently, while he was giving his extraordinary opinions of my dear country. We must remember, however, that this King lives in a country almost completely separate from the rest of the world. Because he does not know other countries' systems or customs, he has a certain narrowness of thinking, which we Europeans do not have, of course.

You will find it difficult to believe what happened next.

'Sir,' I said, 'I'd like to give you something to thank you for your kindness to me since I arrived at the palace. Three or four hundred years ago, we Europeans discovered how to make a special powder. When you set fire to it, it burns and explodes immediately, with a noise louder than thunder. You can use it to shoot heavy balls of metal from large guns. It can destroy the largest ships, it can kill a whole army, it can cut men's bodies in half, it can destroy the strongest walls. It's called gunpowder, and it's easy and cheap to make. To show you how grateful I am to you, I'm offering to explain how to make it—then you will be able to destroy all your enemies!'

I was very surprised by the King's reply.

'No!' he cried in horror. 'Don't tell me! I don't want to know how to murder people like that. I would rather give half my country away than know the secret of this powder. How can a tiny creature like you have such inhuman, cruel ideas? Never speak to me of this again!'

How strange that such an excellent king should not take the chance I was offering him! No European king would hesitate for a moment. But he had other strange ideas. He believed, very simply, that every problem can be solved by honest, sensible people, and that the political life of a country must have no secrets and must be open for all to see and understand. Of course, we know that this is impossible, so perhaps his opinion of us is not worth considering.



stay v. not depart. 停留；住。

belong to sb be the property of sb. 属于，是……的财产。

gardener n. person who works in a garden. 园丁，花匠。

train v. bring a person or an animal to a desired standard of behaviour by instruction. 训练。

immediately ad. at once. 立刻；马上。

hiding-place n. where sb is hidden. 隐藏处。

watch v. look at sth. 看，观察。

below prep. at or to a lower position. 在…之下，低下。

climb v. to move esp from a lower to a higher position by using the hands and feet. 爬，攀登。

roof n. structure covering or forming the top of a building. 屋顶，顶部。

wound n. injury caused deliberately to part of the body by cutting. 伤，创伤。

weather n. condition of the atmosphere at a certain place and time. 天气，气象。

group n. a number of people. 群，组。

family n. any group of people related by blood or marriage. 家庭。

expensive a. costing a lot of money. 昂贵的。

lawyer n. person who is trained and qualified in legal matters. 律师。

either or conj. used to show a choice of two alternatives. 不是……便是。

afraid a. full of fear. 害怕，畏惧。

because conj. for the reason that. 因为。

separate from v. to move apart. 分，分开。

arrive v. reach a place. 到达，抵达。

set fire to sth light sth. 点燃，点火。

gunpowder n. explosive powder used in guns. 火药。

like prep. similar to sth. 像，类似，和…一样。

idea n. thought. 思想；主意。

solve v. find an answer. 解决，解答。


8　在布罗卜丁奈格的其他经历

[image: alt]

由于我太小，我在王宫逗留期间有好几次危险事故。一天，葛兰达克利赤把我放在王宫花园的草地上，自己和王后的几个贵妇去散步了。一个园丁的小白狗出现了，它似乎对我很感兴趣，它用嘴叼着我，把我叼到了它的主人那儿。幸运的是，它受到了良好的训练，没有试图咬我，所以我没有受伤。

一天王后对我说，“划船或扬帆会对你的健康有好处。你觉得怎么样？你愿意让我为你安排吗？”

“夫人，”我回答说，“我愿意每天划船或扬帆一会儿，可是哪儿找得到足够小的船呢？”

“交给我吧。”她回答说，然后叫来了她的工匠，命令他们做有帆的小船。他们还做了一个大约100米长、17米宽、3米深的木质容器。这个容器盛上了水，我被小心地放进了水面上我的船里。每天我在那儿划船或者扬帆，王后和她的贵妇在旁边看。当然没有风，不过这些贵妇用力吹，使船移动。

当一个贵妇抓起我往船里放时，我几乎再次丢了性命。她不够小心，把我弄掉了。我惊恐万状，感觉自己在空中往下落。不过没有摔到地上，我的裤子刮住了她衣服上的一个别针。我不得不呆在那儿，连一个指头都不敢动，直到葛兰达克利赤跑过来救我。

但是在布罗卜丁奈格的最大危险来自一只猴子。一天葛兰达克利赤让我独自留在她的房间里，她去拜访一些贵妇。天比较热，窗子是开着的。我正呆在我用做卧室的盒子里，卧室的门是敞开的。突然我听见动物跳过窗子的声音，我立即躲到我的盒子后面去。猴子在我看起来很大，它很快就发现了我的藏身之处。它抓起我，把我紧紧地抱着，像是抱着婴儿。当它听见有人打开卧室门的声音，就立即从窗子跳出去跑上屋顶。

我想我从来没有处于如此大的危险之中。它用三只腿跑一只腿抱着我，随时都可能让我掉下去，而我们至少离地有300米高。我可以听见宫里一片叫嚷声，仆从已经明白发生了什么事，拿来梯子往屋顶上爬。葛兰达克利赤在哭，数百人在花园里看。此时，猴子正平静地坐在屋顶，它正从它的嘴里取出食物往我的嘴里塞。它仍然以为我是它的婴儿。我猜这对于下面围观的人来说是有趣的景观，可是我极为害怕掉下去。

最后几个仆人爬上了屋顶，当他们走近时，猴子放下我跑开了。我得救了，被送到了地面。此后我不得不在床上躺了两周，直到我感觉好些，才再见人。猴子被抓住杀死了。

当我再次见到国王时，他问我这次的经历。“你的感受是什么，”他问，“当猴子抱着你上屋顶时？”

“先生，”我勇敢地回答说，“我确实很害怕，不过下次像这样的动物来袭击我时，我决不会犹豫。我会像这样拔出我的宝剑”——我向他表演我将做什么——“将这动物伤得再也不敢靠近我！”

可是我在空中挥舞我的小剑时，国王和他的王公大声笑了起来，我想证明我的勇敢，可是我失败了，因为对他们来说我是个无足轻重的小动物。我后来想起这在英国也经常发生，当一个没有家庭背景、没有财富或没有智力的人装模作样跟我们伟大的领袖一样重要时我们也会如此嘲笑。

随后几周，我跟国王有过几次非常有趣的谈话。他是一个聪明、理解力强的人。

“再告诉我一些关于你们国家的事，”一天他对我说，“我想听听你们的法律、你们的政治生活以及你们的风俗习惯。告诉我这些方面的全部情况，也许有些东西我们可以搬到布罗卜丁奈格来用。”

“我很高兴，先生，”我骄傲地回答，“我们的国王控制着三个伟大的国家：苏格兰、爱尔兰和英格兰。我们的食物大部分自己出产，天气既不太冷也不太热。有两组人制定我们的法律，其一叫做上议院，他们来自这个国家最古老最伟大的家族，其二叫做下议院，他们是这个国家最诚实、聪明而通情达理的人，是由人民自由选出来的。我们有法官决定对犯罪分子的惩罚，我们有庞大的军队，无敌于全世界。”

在我讲的时候，国王作着笔记。我连续几天进行解释，我也描述了过去百来年不列颠的历史。然后国王问了我一大堆问题。这是其中几个。

“你们怎么教育、训练好家族的年青人？如果一个古老家族的最后一个儿子去世了，你们怎么给上议院选定新的议员？这些议员真是最适合给这个国家制定法律的人吗？在下议院中，这些人是真的诚实而聪明吗？富人从来不用钱买路进入议院吗？你说法律制定者不收报酬，但是你敢肯定他们从来不收受贿赂吗？”

然后他问了一些关于我们的法庭的问题。“你们的审判为什么那么耗时而费钱？你们的律师和法官究竟知道多少你们的法律？他们判定正误有多仔细？”

“为什么，”他接着说，“你们经常打仗？或者是你们喜欢战争，或者是你们的邻居很难处！究竟为什么你们需要军队？如果你们是热爱和平的人民，你们不应该害怕别的国家。而在过去的百年里，你们除了掠夺、打仗和谋杀没有干别的！你们最近的历史显示了残酷、嫉妒、欺诈和疯狂的最糟糕的结果！”

我力图尽可能满意地回答国王，可是他并不认为我们的制度好。

“不，我的小朋友，”他和善而认真地说，“我为你感到遗憾。你向我证明了你们没有什么有价值的东西提供给我们。也许在过去，你们的政治生活曾经组织得恰当，可是现在很明显，这个制度的每一部分都充满了惰性和自私。你们的政客可以受贿赂，你们的战士并不真的勇敢，你们的法官和律师既不通情理也不诚实，而你们的法律制定者自己知道得很少，做得更少。你一生的大多数时光都用于旅行了，我真诚地希望你比大多数英国人品行要好，不过据你所告诉我的，我担心你的国人是地上曾经爬行过的昆虫中最糟糕的小国民。”

我非常遗憾不得不转述国王的这些话，我这样做只是因为我对真相的热爱。我必须原原本本地告诉你们发生的事，即使我并不赞同。在他发表关于我亲爱的祖国的不同寻常的看法时，我不得不耐心地听着。不过我们必须记住，这个国王生活在几乎完全与世隔绝的国度里，因为他不知道别的国家的制度或习俗，他的想法中有一定的狭隘性，这当然是我们欧洲人所没有的。

你将觉得接下来发生的事很难置信。

“先生，”我说，“我想送给你一样东西以表示感谢自我从来到宫里后你对我的厚爱。三四百年前，我们欧洲人发明了怎样制造一种特别的粉末。当你点燃它时，它立即燃烧爆炸，声音比打雷还响，你可以用它来把很沉的金属弹丸从很大的枪中射出，它可以摧毁最大的轮船，消灭整个军队，把人的身躯切成两半，摧毁最坚固的墙壁。它叫火药，制作起来简单廉价。为了表达我是多么的感激你，我自愿给你解释怎么制造它——然后你就有能力消灭你的所有敌人！”

我对国王的回答感到非常吃惊。

“不！”他惊恐地叫道，“不要告诉我！我不想知道怎样去谋杀人。我宁愿割出一半国土也不想知道这种粉末的秘密。你们这样渺小的生物怎么可以有如此不人道、残酷的想法？决不要再跟我提这事！”

多么奇怪！如此优秀的国王，竟然不抓住我提供给他的机会！任何一个欧洲国王绝不会有一丝犹豫。可是他还有其他怪念头。他相信，每个问题都可以被诚实、通情理的人解决，一个国家的政治生活必须没有秘密，必须公开给世人看和理解。当然，我们知道这是不可能的，所以他的看法也许对我们来说不值得考虑。


9
Gulliver escapes from Brobdingnag

I was still hoping to return to England one day. But the ship in which I had arrived in Brobdingnag was the first that had ever come near the coast. So I could not see how I could get away. I began to think more and more about my family and my home.

By now I had been in Brobdingnag for about two years. When the King and Queen travelled to the south coast, Glumdalclitch and I went with them. I really wanted to be close to the sea again, which I had not seen or even smelt for so long. As Glumdalclitch was ill, I asked a young servant to take me down to the beach for some fresh air. The boy carried me in my travelling box, and put me down on the beach, while he looked for birds' eggs among the rocks. I looked sadly at the sea, but stayed in my box, and after a while I fell asleep.

I was woken suddenly when my box was lifted high in the air. I can only suppose that a large bird took hold of the ring on top of the box with his talons, and flew away with it. Through the windows I could see the sky and clouds passing by, and I could hear the noise of the bird's wings. Then I was falling, so fast that I felt quite breathless. There was a loud crash, as the box fell into the sea. Perhaps the bird had been attacked by others, and so had to drop what he was carrying.

Luckily, the box had been well made, and not much sea water came in. But I do not think any traveller has ever been in a worse situation than I was then. I wondered how long I would survive, with no food or drink in the middle of the ocean. I felt sure I would never see poor Glumdalclitch again, and I knew how sad she would be to lose me.

Several hours passed, and then I suddenly heard a strange noise above my head. People were fastening a rope to the ring. Then my box was pulled through the water. Was it a ship that was pulling me along?

'Help! Help!' I shouted as loudly as I could.

I was delighted to hear English voices reply.

'Who's there?' they cried.

'I'm English!' I shouted back desperately. 'Please help me to get out of here! Just put your finger into the ring on top of the box and lift it out of the water! Quickly!'

There were great shouts of laughter.

'He's mad!' I heard one man say.

'Ten men couldn't lift that huge box!' said another. There was more laughter.

Indeed, because I had been with giants for so long, I had forgotten that my countrymen were as small as me. The only thing the sailors could do was to cut a hole in the top of my box, and help me to climb out. I was exhausted and unable to walk far.

They took me to their captain.

'Welcome to my ship,' he said kindly. 'You're lucky we found you. My men saw that huge box on the water, and we decided to pull it along behind the ship. Then we realized there was a man inside! Why were you locked up in there? Was it a punishment for some terrible crime? But tell me all about it later. Now you need to sleep, and then eat.'

When I told him my story, a few hours later, he found it difficult to believe. But after a while he began to accept that what I told him must be true.

'But why do you shout so loudly?' he asked. 'We can hear you perfectly well if you speak normally.'

'You see,' I explained, 'for two years I've had to shout to make myself understood by the giants. I was like a man in the street who was trying to talk to another man at the top of a very tall building. And another thing—your sailors all seem very small to me, because I've been used to looking up at people twenty metres tall.'

He shook his head. 'Well, what a story! I think you should write a book about it when you get home.'

I stayed on the ship for several months, as we sailed slowly home to England. Finally, we arrived in Bristol on June 3rd, 1706. When I reached home, my wife made me promise never to go to sea again, and I thought my adventures had come to an end.



one day at a particular time in the future. 总有一天。

coast n. land bordering the sea. 海岸。

see v. form a picture in the mind of. 想像出，想像。

get away escape. 逃脱，脱身。

smell v. notice sth by using the nose. 闻出，嗅出。

drop v. fall. 落下。

survive v. continue to live. 存在，继续生存。

middle n. the central part. 中央，中间。

lose v. fail to find. 丢失，找不到。

fasten v. fix sth firmly. 固定某物。

get out (of sth) leave a place. 离开某处。

man n. male person under the authority of sb else. （男性的）下属。

punishment n. penalty inflicted on sb who has done sth wrong. 处罚，惩罚。

ask v. request information. 问；询问。

be used to doing sth having learned to accept sth. 习惯于，适应于。


9　格列佛逃离布罗卜丁奈格

[image: alt]

我仍然希望有朝一日回到英国。可是我到达布罗卜丁奈格时乘坐的轮船是第一只曾经靠近此处海岸的。所以我不知道怎样才能逃离。我开始越来越想念我的家人和自己的家了。

这时我到布罗卜丁奈格已经有大约两年了。国王和王后到南部海岸去旅行时，葛兰达克利赤和我也一同前往。我真是想再度靠近大海，这么长时间我既没有看见也没有闻见它了。由于葛兰达克利赤生病了，我叫一个年轻仆人把我带到海滩上呼吸新鲜空气。这个男孩用我的旅行盒提着我，在海滩上把我放下来，他自己去石头中找鸟蛋去了。我忧伤地看着大海，不过还是呆在我的盒子里，过了一会儿我就睡着了。

我的盒子被提到高空中，把我突然惊醒了。我只能猜测一只大鸟的爪子抓住了我盒子顶部的环，带着它飞走了。透过窗户我可以看见天空和云彩飞逝，我还可以听见鸟翅膀的声音。然后我往下跌，快得我觉得几乎透不过气。盒子掉进海水里，溅起很响的水声。也许这鸟儿受到什么袭击，所以不得不丢下它抓的东西。

幸亏盒子做得很好，没有多少海水渗进来，不过我想没有多少旅行者比我此时的处境更糟糕。我思忖着，在大洋之中，没有食物，没有饮水，我能生存多久。我确切地感到再也见不着可怜的葛兰达克利赤了，我知道失去我她将多么悲伤。

几个小时之后，我忽然听见头上有个奇怪的声音，有人正在环上系绳子，然后我的盒子在水中被拖动。是一个轮船在拖着我走吗？

“救命！救命！”我竭力大声喊叫。

我很高兴地听到说英语的声音在回答。

“谁在那儿？”他们喊道。

“我是英国人！”我拼命地嚷，“请帮我从这儿出去！把你的手指放到盒子顶上的环上把它从水里提出来！快一点！”

一片轰然大笑。

“他疯啦！”我听见一个人说。

“10个人也提不起那个大盒子！”另一个说。笑声更响了。

确实，因为我和巨人在一起太久了，我忘了我的国人是和我一样小的。这些水手唯一能做的是在我的盒子顶部挖一个洞、帮我爬出来。我累坏了，不能走远。

他们把我带到他们的船长那儿。

“欢迎到我们船上来，”他和善地说，“你很幸运我们发现了你。我的人发现水里有一个大盒子，我们决定将它挂在轮船后面拖着走。然后我们意识到里面有一个人！你为什么被锁在里面？这是一种对什么可怕的罪过的惩罚吗？不过以后再告诉我这些，你现在需要休息，然后吃点东西。”

几个小时之后，我告诉他我的经历，他觉得难以置信。不过过了一会儿他开始相信我所告诉他的是真的。

“可是你为什么叫喊那么大声音？”他问，“如果你正常地说话我们也能听得很清楚。”

“你看，”我解释说，“两年来我不得不大声喊叫以便让巨人听清楚。我就像一个走在大街上的人，要跟在一座非常高的建筑物顶上的另一个人说话。还有一件事，你的水手在我看起来都非常小，因为我已经习惯了仰着头看20米高的人。”

他摇着头。“嗯，多么好的故事啊！我觉得你回家后应该把它写成一本书。”

我们慢慢地航行回英国，我在这船上呆了几个月。最后我们于1706年6月3日到达布里斯托尔。我回到家时，我妻子要我许愿再也不出海，我想我的历险到此为止了。


10
The flying island of Laputa

I had only been at home for about ten days when a friend of mine asked me to join him on a journey to the East Indies. I still wanted to see more of the world, and as he was offering to give me double the usual pay, I managed to persuade my wife to let me go. The voyage took eight months, and after stopping for a short time in Malaysia, we arrived in the Gulf of Tongking.

'I'll have to stay here for a while on business,' my friend the captain told me. 'But you can take the ship and some of the sailors. Go and see what you can buy and sell in the islands around here.' That sounded interesting to me, so I agreed.

Unfortunately, we sailed straight into a terrible storm, which drove us many miles eastward. Then, by a very unlucky chance, we were seen and chased by two pirate ships. Our ship was not fast enough to escape, and the pirates caught us. They decided to keep the sailors to help sail the ship, but they did not need me. I suppose I was lucky they did not kill me. Instead, they left me alone in a small boat in the middle of the ocean, with only enough food for a few days, while they sailed away.

I am sure the pirates thought I would die. However, I saw land some hours later, and I managed to sail the boat to it. As I stepped out of the boat and walked up the beach, I noticed that although the sun had been very hot, the air suddenly seemed cooler. At first I thought a cloud was passing over the sun. But when I looked up, I saw, to my great astonishment, a large island in the sky, between me and the sun. It was moving towards me, and there were people running around on it. I waved my arms and shouted as loudly as possible. 'Help! Help!' I cried. 'Rescue me!'

When the island was about a hundred metres over my head, they let down a seat on a chain. I sat on it, and was pulled up to the island. I had discovered the flying island of Laputa.

Laputans are certainly strange-looking people. Their heads always turn either to right or left: one of their eyes turns inwards, the other upwards. Their main interests are music and mathematics. They spend so much time thinking about mathematical problems that they do not notice what is happening around them. In fact, rich Laputans employ a servant whose job is to follow his master everywhere. The servant warns him if he is going to step into a hole, and reminds him to reply if someone speaks to him.

I was taken to see the King, but had to wait for at least an hour while he struggled with a difficult mathematical question. However, when he had finished, he spoke politely to me, and ordered his servants to show me to a room. For dinner they gave me three kinds of meat—a square of beef, a triangle of chicken and a circle of lamb. Even the bread was cut into mathematical shapes. In the evening a teacher arrived to help me learn the language, and in a few days I was able to make conversation with the island people.

Laputa is a circle of land, about eight kilometres across, covered with houses and other buildings. It is moved by a simple machine which uses magnets to pull the island closer to land or push it higher into the sky. The island always moves slowly. It can only fly over the country called Balnibarbi, which belongs to the King of Laputa.

It is difficult talking to Laputans, as they have little interest in anything except music and mathematics. They are, however, very worried about the future of the earth, the sun, and the stars, and they often discuss this. I heard a conversation about this shortly before I left Laputa.

'How are you, my friend?' one man asked another.

'As well as can be expected,' came the reply.

'And how is the sun, do you think?'

'I thought he looked rather feverish this morning. I'm afraid he'll get too hot and destroy himself one day, if he goes on like this.'

'I know, it's very worrying. And what about the earth? It's only thirty years until the next falling star comes this way, and the earth was very nearly destroyed by the last one!'

'That's right. We know that the next falling star is almost certain to get too close to the sun, and catch fire! And when the earth passes through that fire, it'll be destroyed immediately!'

'Only thirty years! That's not much to look forward to, is it?' And the two men shook their heads sadly.

After several months on the island, I asked if I could visit the country underneath us. The King agreed, and ordered his officials to put me down on Balnibarbi, and show me round the capital, Lagado.

The most interesting place I saw there was the university, which was full of very clever men, with very clever ideas. They were all working hard to find better, faster, cheaper, easier ways of doing and making things. They had ideas for building houses from the roof downwards, turning rocks into soft material, making rivers run uphill, and saving sunshine in bottles. I cannot remember half of the astonishingly clever ideas which they were working on. One day, they told me, they would find the answers to all these problems, and then their country would be the most wonderful place in the world. Meanwhile, I noticed that the people looked hungry and miserable. Their clothes were old and full of holes, their houses were badly built and falling down. There were no vegetables or corn growing in the fields.

When I visited the School of Mathematics, I could not understand why the students looked so unhappy.

'What's the matter, young man?' I asked one of them. 'You look quite ill.'

'Yes, sir,' he answered. 'You see, we've only just eaten

'Eaten them?' I repeated in surprise. 'Why did you do that?'

'Oh, that's the way we learn here, sir,' he replied. 'Our professors write mathematical questions and answers on paper, then we eat the paper. After that we're only supposed to have bread and water for three days, while the information moves upwards to our heads. But it's awful, sir, not eating much for three days. And we often feel sick. Er... excuse me, sir!' And he ran past me out of the room. This highly developed system of teaching did not seem to be working well.



fly v. move through the air. 飞。

double n. something that is twice another in quantity. 双倍，两倍。

sound v. seem when heard. 听起来。

straight ad. directly. 直接地。

terrible a. causing great fear. 可怕的，吓人的。

wave v. move one's hand as a signal. 向……挥手。

rescue v. save sb from danger. 搭救，救出。

seat n. thing made or used for sitting on. 坐具。

music n. art of arranging the sounds of voices or instrument. 音乐。

wait v. stay somewhere without doing anything until sb comes. 等，等候。

learn v. gain knowledge. 学，学习。

a few not many. 不多。

be able to have the knowledge to do sth. 有能力，能够…的。

machine n. apparatus with several moving part. 机器，机械。

be worry about be anxious. 焦虑，担忧。

feverish a. having a fever. 发烧。

downwards a. moving to what is lower. 向下。

remember v. keep in memory. 记着。

look forward to expect something that is going to happen. 盼望，期待。

order v. command. 命令，指令。

paper n. substance made in thin sheets from wood pulp or rag and used for writing. 纸。

developed a. advanced; mature. 先进的；成熟的。


10　勒皮他飞岛

[image: alt]

我在家里呆了只有10天，就有一个朋友请我加入他的到东印度群岛的旅行。我仍然想见更多的世面，而且他给我高出平常两倍的报酬，我说服了妻子让我去。航行了8个月，在马来西亚短暂停留之后，我们到达了东京湾。

“由于生意关系，我需要在这儿停一阵，”我的船长朋友对我说，“不过你可以用这只船和几个水手，去周围的岛屿转转，看你能买卖些什么。”这对我来说挺有意思，所以我就同意了。

不幸的是，我们径直驶进了一次可怕的风暴中，风暴将我们向东刮了许多英里。然后，由于极为不幸的巧合，我们被两只海盗船发现而被追逐。我们的船不够快，逃不了，海盗们抓住了我们。他们决定留下水手帮他们驾船，可是他们不需要我。很走运他们没有杀我。他们把我独自留在汪洋大海中的一只小船里，食物只够吃几天，他们自己则扬帆而去。

我敢肯定海盗们以为我必死无疑，但是，几个小时以后我看见了陆地，我让小船驶过去。当我跨出小船，走上海滩，我注意到尽管太阳很热，空气却突然变凉了。起初我还以为是云遮了太阳，但是当我一抬头，令我极为惊讶的是，我看见天空中有一个大岛在我和太阳之间，它正向我移来，上面有人在四处跑动。我挥着手臂，尽可能大声地喊。“救命！救命！”我叫道，“救救我！”

当岛屿在我头上大约100米高时，他们放下一个拴在链条上的坐椅。我坐在上面，被拉上了岛屿。我发现了勒皮他飞岛。

勒皮他人绝对是长相奇怪的人。他们的头总是或者向左或者向右转，他们的眼睛一只朝里一只朝外。他们的主要兴趣是音乐和数学，他们把大部分时间都花在思考数学问题上，以致于他们周围发生的事他们都没注意到。事实上，富有的勒皮他人会请个仆人，其职责就是跟着主人到处走。仆人警示他不要踩进坑里，如果有人跟他说话则提醒他回答。

我被带去见国王，可是我不得不等了至少一个小时，因为他在思考一个很难的数学问题。不过在他完成以后，他对我说话很礼貌，叫他的仆人带我去一个房间。晚餐他们给了我3种肉——一块方形牛肉、一块三角形鸡肉和一块圆形羊肉。甚至面包也是切成了数学形状。晚上一个教师来教我学他们的语言，几天后我就能够跟岛民交谈了。

勒皮他是一个圆形陆地，直径大约8公里，上面建有房屋和其他建筑。勒皮他岛用一个简单的机器移动，通过磁力把岛拉近地面或者是推向高空。这个岛总是慢慢地移动，它只能在一个叫巴尔尼巴比的国土上飞，那是属于勒皮他国王的。

跟勒皮他人谈话很困难，因为他们对除了音乐和数学之外的事没有兴趣。但是他们对地球、太阳和星星的未来很是担忧，经常讨论。在我快要离开勒皮他之前我听到了关于这些事的谈话。

“你怎么样，我的朋友？”一个人对另一个问好。

“和预计的差不多。”他回答。

“你觉得，太阳怎么样？”

“我觉得今天早上他看起来有点发烧。如果继续下去，我担心他有朝一日会太烫而毁了自己。”

“我知道，他确实令人担心，地球怎么样？再过30年下一个流星就会掉过来，而上次差点把地球都毁灭了！”

“对，我们知道下一个掉下来的星星几乎肯定会与太阳靠得太近而着火。地球从火中穿过就会立即被摧毁！”

“只有30年！不用等多长时间，对吧？”两个人忧伤地摇着头。

在岛上几个月后，我问我是否可以去拜访我们下面的国土。国王同意了，他命令他的官员把我放到下面的巴尔尼巴比，带我参观都城拉格多。

我在那儿看到的最有意思的地方是大学，那里极为聪明的人才济济一堂，想法也是极为聪明。他们都在努力工作以寻求更好、更快、更廉价、更简便的方法做事或制造东西。他们的主意有从屋顶向下建造房屋，把石头变成软物质、让河流上山坡、把阳光储蓄在瓶子里。他们正在酝酿着的令人惊诧不已的聪明想法我一半也记不住。有一天，他们告诉我，他们将会找到所有这些问题的答案，那时他们的国家将是世界上最美妙的地方。同时，我注意到人们饥饿而可怜，他们的衣服陈旧，满是破洞，他们的房子建造得很差，快要坍塌。田野里也没有蔬菜或谷物生长。

我访问数学院时，我不理解学生们为什么看起来那么不开心。

“怎么回事，年轻人？”我问其中一个，“你看起来病得厉害。”

“是的，先生。”他回答说，“你看，我们只是吃了今天的课程，这令我们感到很不舒服。”

“吃课程？”我惊讶地重复，“你们为什么那样做？”

“噢，那是我们在这儿学习的方法，先生。”他回答，“我们的教授在纸上写上数学问题和解答，然后我们把纸吃下去。这以后在信息向上进入我们的脑子的过程中，我们只能有3天的面包和水。可是3天不吃多少东西真是可怕，先生，我们经常感到要病倒似的。嗯……对不起，先生！”他从我身边跑了出去。这个高度发达的教学体制似乎效果并不好。


11
Glubbdubdrib and Luggnagg

Although the Laputans were kind to me, I did not want to spend a long time in their country. Therefore, I decided to travel from Balnibarbi to the island of Luggnagg, from there to Japan, and then home to England. But before I went to Luggnagg, an official I had met in Lagado persuaded me to visit the small island of Glubbdubdrib.

'You'll find it a very interesting place,' he told me. 'Glubbdubdrib means the island of magicians. All the important people there are good at magic, you see. The President is the best magician of them all. But I must warn you, he has some very strange servants — they're all ghosts! By using magic he can order the ghost of any dead person to be his servant for twenty-four hours, and the ghost must obey.'

It seemed unbelievable, but it was true. When we arrived on the island, we were invited to the President's palace. His servants certainly looked strange to me — there was a smell of death about them. When the President no longer needed them, he waved a hand, and they simply disappeared.

I visited the President every day during my stay, and soon got used to seeing the ghosts. One day the President said, 'Gulliver, would you like to call a ghost? It could be anyone from the beginning of the world up to the present day. You could ask them questions about their lives. And you can be sure they'll tell the truth—ghosts always do. '

'That's very kind of you, sir,' I replied, and thought hard for a moment. 'First, I'd like to see Alexander the Great, please.'

The President pointed out of the window. There in a large field was the ghost of Alexander, with his huge army. This famous king lived long ago in Macedonia in northern Greece. His kingdom covered many countries, from Greece to Egypt, from Persia to parts of India. But he died very young, when he was only thirty-three, and no one knew why. The President called him into the room.

'Great King,' I said to him, 'just tell me one thing. Were you murdered, or did you die naturally?'

'Young man,' he replied, 'nobody murdered me. I drank too much and died of a fever.'

So, in these few words, I had learnt one of the secrets of history! I turned to the President. 'And now, may we see Julius Caesar and Brutus?'

The two Romans took Alexander's place. Brutus, of course, had killed Julius Caesar in Rome on 15th March, 44BC—one of the most famous murders in history. It is terrible to die by the hand of a friend.

'Great Caesar,' I said, 'how do you feel about your murderer, Brutus?'

'Do not call him that,' replied Caesar. 'He is a brave, good man, the best in Rome, and he did the right thing for Rome by killing me. In death, as in life, he has always been my friend.'

I cannot remember how many more ghosts I called to appear. I was very interested in their answers to my questions, which often seemed to offer a different view of history from the one I had been taught at school.

However, it was soon time to leave Glubbdubdrib, and sail to Luggnagg, a much larger island to the south-east of Japan. The Luggnuggians are polite and generous people, and I stayed here for three months. I made many friends among them. One day, one of them asked me, 'Have you ever seen any of our Struldbrugs?'

'I don't think so,' I replied. 'What's that?'

'Well, a Struldbrug is a human being who will never die, but will live for ever. If a Luggnuggian baby is born with a round spot above its left eye, which never disappears, it's a Struldbrug. We have over a thousand of them in the country.'

'How wonderful!' I cried. 'How exciting! How lucky you are in Luggnagg, where a child has a chance of living for ever! And how especially lucky the Struldbrugs are! Disease, disaster, and death can never touch them! And imagine how much we can learn from them! I expect they're among the most important people in the country. They've lived through history and know so much, which they're certain to pass on to the rest of us. If I had the chance, I'd like to spend my whole life listening to the intelligent conversation of these extraordinary people, here in Luggnagg!'

'Well, of course,' answered my Luggnuggian friend with a smile, 'we'll be delighted if you stay longer with us. But I'd like to know how you would plan your life if you were a Struldbrug.'

'That's easy,' I replied. 'First I'd work hard, and earn a lot of money. In about two hundred years I'd be the richest man in Luggnagg. I'd study too, so that I knew more about everything than the cleverest professors. I'd also write down everything important that happened over the years, so that students of history would come to me for help. I'd teach young people what I had learnt. But most of my time I'd spend with other Struldbrugs, friends of mine. Together we could help to destroy crime in the world, and begin to build a new and better life for everyone.'

I had only just finished describing the happiness of endless life, when I realized that my friend's shoulders were shaking and tears of laughter were running down his face.

'I really must explain,' he said. 'You see, you've made a very understandable mistake. You suppose that if someone lives for ever, he is young, healthy, and strong for ever too. And that doesn't happen. Our Struldbrugs have a terrible life. After living for about eighty years, they become ill and miserable. They have no friends and they can't remember much of the past. At that age the law considers them to be dead, so their children inherit their houses and money. Then they sometimes have to beg to get enough food to eat. They lose their teeth and hair, they forget the names of their families, and the only thing they want is to die. But that's impossible!'

I realized how stupid I had been, and felt very sorry for the poor Struldbrugs.

I finally left Luggnagg on a boat sailing to Japan. From there I found a ship which was returning to England. My voyage to Laputa, Balnibarbi, Glubbdubdrib and Luggnagg had taken me away from home for five and a half years.



persuade v. cause sb to do sth by reasoning with him. 劝说某人做某事。

interesting a. which take one's interest. 有趣的。

strange a. unusual; surprising. 奇异的，奇怪的；奇特的。

obey v. do what one is asked by sb. 服从，顺从。

tell v. make sth known in words to sb. 告诉，告知。

reply v. answer. 回答。

ago ad. in the past. 从前。

kingdom n. country ruled by a king. 王国。

young a. not far advanced in life. 年轻的，幼小的。

brave a. courageous. 勇敢的，无畏的。

be interested in concerned. 感兴趣。

view n. a personal opinion. 见解，信念。

generous a. given freely. 慷慨给予的。

baby n. very young child. 婴儿。

disappear v. go out of sight. 不见，消失。

important a. of great concern. 重要的，重大的。

shake v. move quickly and often jerkily from side to side. 急速摇动。

consider v. think about. 考虑，思考。

inherit v. receive as a result of the death of the previous owner. 继承。

sorry a. feeling sad. 感到遗憾，感到悲伤。

feel sorry for sb feel sympathy for sb 对……表示同情。


11　格勒大锥和拉格奈格

[image: alt]

尽管勒皮他人对我很和善，我并不想在这个国家呆多长时间，所以我决定从巴尔尼巴比旅行到拉格奈格岛，从那儿到日本，然后回到英国。可是在我去拉格奈格以前我在拉格多见到的一个官员说服我去参观格勒大锥小岛。

“你会发现那是一个非常有意思的地方。”他告诉我，“格勒大锥的意思是魔术师之岛，那儿所有的重要人物都擅长魔术，你明白吧。总统是他们中间最好的魔术师，但是我得警告你，他有一些非常奇怪的仆人——他们是鬼魂！他可以用魔法命令任何一个死去的人的鬼魂给他当24小时的仆人，而且鬼魂必须服从。”

这似乎难以置信，却是真的。我们到达岛上，被邀请到总统的宫殿。他的仆人在我看来绝对很古怪——他们有种死人的气味。当总统不再需要他们时，只要一挥手他们就不见了。

我在逗留期间天天去拜访总统，不久就习惯了看鬼魂。有一天总统说，“格列佛，你想不想叫一个鬼魂来？可以从世界开始那一时刻起直到现在的任何一个。你可以问他们关于他们一生的问题。而且你可以肯定他们会告诉实情——鬼魂总是这样的。”

“非常感谢你，先生。”我回答说，费力地考虑了一会，“首先，我想见亚历山大大帝，拜托。”

总统向窗外一指，那儿，在一片空地上出现了亚历山大大帝的鬼魂，以及他庞大的军队。这个伟大的国王很久以前生活在北希腊的马其顿。他的王国包括从希腊到埃及，从波斯到印度的部分地区的许多国家，但是他很年轻就死了，只活了33岁，谁也不知道为什么。总统叫他进屋来。

“伟大的国王，”我对他说，“只告诉我一件事，你是被谋杀的还是自然死亡？”

“年轻人，”他回答说，“没有人谋杀我，我喝得太多，死于热病。”

这样，就这几句话，我得知了历史上的一大秘密！我转向总统，“现在，我们可以见尤里乌斯·凯撒和布鲁图吗？”

这两个罗马人站到了亚历山大的地方。当然，布鲁图于公元前44年3月15日在罗马杀死了尤里乌斯·凯撒——这是历史上最为有名的谋杀之一。死于朋友之手太可怕了。

“伟大的凯撒，”我说，“你对你的谋杀者布鲁图怎么看？”

“不要那样叫他，”凯撒回答，“他是一个勇敢的好人，罗马最优秀的人，他杀死我为罗马做了一件正确的事。身后和生前一样，他永远是我的朋友。”

我不记得我还叫了多少鬼魂现身，我对他们对我问题的回答非常感兴趣，这些回答提供了一种对历史的看法，与学校所教的毫不相同。

但是很快我就该离开格勒大锥、驶向拉格奈格——一个在日本东南、大得多的岛屿。拉格奈格人礼貌而慷慨大方，我在那儿呆了3个月。我交了许多朋友。一天，有一个朋友问我，“你见过了我们的斯特鲁布鲁格没有？”

“我想没有。”我回答说，“那是什么？”

“噢，斯特鲁布鲁格是长生不死的人，如果一个拉格奈格婴儿生下来时左眼上有一个圆点，而且圆点是永不消失的，那么这个婴儿就是个斯特鲁布鲁格。我们国家有1000多个这样的人。”

“多么美妙啊！”我叫道，“多么令人兴奋！你们在拉格奈格多么幸运，孩子有机会永生！这些斯特鲁布鲁格是多么特别的运气呀！疾病、灾难和死亡不能奈何他们！你想想我们可以从他们那儿学到多少东西！我想他们是这个国家最重要的人。他们活了这么多年，知道那么多东西，他们肯定要传播给其他的人。如果我有机会，我愿意整个一生都来听这些不同寻常的人的睿智的谈话，就在拉格奈格！”

“噢，当然，”我的拉格奈格朋友笑着回答，“我们将很高兴如果你和我们呆久一点。不过我想知道如果你是个斯特鲁布鲁格的话，你将怎样安排你的生活。”

“那很容易。”我回答，“首先我将努力工作，挣许多钱。用近200年的时间我将成为拉格奈格最富有的人。我也将学习，这样我比最聪明的教授知道的都还多。我也会记下这些年里发生的每一件重大的事情，这样历史学者也会向我求助。我要教年轻人我所学到的。不过大多数时间我将与其他斯特鲁布鲁格，我的朋友，一起度过，我们一起可以帮助消灭世界上的犯罪，开始为每一个人建立新的更好的生活。”

我刚刚描绘完无尽生活的幸福，才发现我的朋友的肩膀抖动、笑得泪水都流到了脸上。

“我必须说明，”我朋友说，“你看，你犯了一个可以理解的错误。你以为如果一个人永远活着，他也永远年轻、健康而且强壮。可是那并没有发生。我们的斯特鲁布鲁格生活得很痛苦。在活了大约80年后，他们变得多病而悲惨。他们没有朋友，也记不住过去。在这个岁数法律认定他们已经死了，所以他们的孩子继承了他们的房屋和钱财。这样他们有时候不得不乞讨以搞到足够的东西吃。他们掉了牙齿和头发，他们忘记了他们家人的名字，他们唯一想要的就是死去。但是那不可能！”

我明白了我是多么愚蠢，为可怜的斯特鲁布鲁格感到难过。

最后我乘了一只驶往日本的船离开了拉格奈格。我在那儿找到了一艘正要回英国的船。我到勒皮他、巴尔尼巴比、格勒大锥和拉格奈格的航行使我离开家已经五年半了。


12
A voyage to the country of the Houyhnhnmes

It was not long before I started my next voyage, on 7th September, 1710, as captain of my own ship this time. The owner of the ship wanted me to sail to the Indian Ocean to do some business for him there, but I was very unlucky. On the way, I had to employ some new sailors from Barbados, but they were men of very bad character. I heard them whispering to the other sailors several times, but I did not suspect what they were planning. One morning, as we were sailing round the Cape of Good Hope, they attacked me and tied me up. They told me they were going to take control of the ship and become pirates. There was nothing I could do. They left me, alone, on the beach of a small island in the middle of the Indian Ocean.

As the ship sailed away, I realized I had no idea where I was. I found a road away from the beach, and walked very quietly and carefully along, in case I was attacked. Several strange-looking animals were lying in a field, and some were sitting in a tree. Their heads and chests were covered in hair, and they had beards as well. They walked sometimes on two, and sometimes on four legs, and could climb trees. They were certainly the ugliest animals I had ever seen in all my travels.

When I met one of these creatures on the road, his face showed great surprise and he lifted a foot high in the air. I did not know if he was going to attack me or not, but I hit him hard with the side of my sword. He screamed so loudly that all the other animals ran to help him. There were about forty of them around me. I kept them away by waving my sword in the air, but their wild cries frightened me, and the horrible smell from their bodies made me feel sick.

Suddenly they all ran away. I noticed that a horse was coming along the road, so I supposed the animals were afraid of him. The horse stopped when he saw me, and seemed very surprised. He neighed several times in a very intelligent, gentle way, and I almost wondered if he was speaking in his own language. When another horse came along, the two horses walked up and down together, while neighing to each other. They seemed like two important people discussing a difficult problem. I watched this with astonishment, and decided that if the animals in this country seemed so sensible, the human beings must be the most intelligent in the world.

The two horses then came close to me, looking at my face and clothes with great interest. They talked to each other again, and then the first horse made clear signs for me to follow him.

He led me to a long, low building. Inside there were several large airy rooms, with no furniture. Other horses were sitting or lying comfortably on the floor, on clean blankets. But where was the master of the house? Were these horses his servants? I began to wonder if I was going mad. Then I realized that the house did not belong to a human, but to the horse who had brought me here. In this country, horses, not people, were in control.

I started learning a little of their language. Their word Houyhnhnm means a horse, and the word itself sounds very like the noise a horse makes. I found it very difficult to say this word, and so I decided to shorten it and call them Houys. Their servants were the horrible-looking animals I had seen earlier. They did all the hard work, and lived in dirty little rooms in another building, where they were tied to the walls. To my horror, these ugly animals, called Yahoos, had human faces which looked very similar to mine. I did not want anyone to think I was a Yahoo, so I tried to make it clear that my habits were very different from theirs. At least I was allowed to sleep in a separate room from them.

At first I thought I would die of hunger, as I could not eat the Yahoos' dirty meat or the Houys' grass and corn. But I soon learnt how to bake little cakes made of corn, which I ate with warm milk. Sometimes I caught a bird, and cooked it, or picked leaves of plants to eat with my bread.

My Houy master was very interested in me, and as soon as I could speak the language, he asked me to explain where I had come from.

'Well, master,' I neighed, 'I've come from a country on the other side of the world. And you may not believe this, but in my country all the important people look like Yahoos.'

'But how is that possible?' he asked gently. 'Your Houys surely wouldn't allow unintelligent creatures like Yahoos to control the country.'

'It may seem strange,' I agreed, 'but you see, I was surprised to find that in this country the Houys are the sensitive and intelligent creatures. And if I'm lucky enough to return home, I'll tell my friends all about it. But I'm afraid they may accuse me of lying.'

My master looked quite worried. 'What is lying?' he asked.

In their language there is no word which means telling lies, and my master had great difficulty in understanding me. I tried to explain.

'Oh,' he answered, still unsure. 'But why does anyone tell a lie? There's no reason for doing it. We use language in this country in order to understand each other, and to give and receive information. If you don't tell the truth, how can people understand each other?'

I began to see how different Houy life was from what I was used to.

'But tell me,' he continued, 'about your country.'

I was delighted to describe recent English history to him, especially some of our most successful wars.

'But why does one country attack another?' he asked.

'There are many reasons,' I replied. 'A king or his lords may want more land. Or there may be a difference of opinion between two countries: for example, whether uniform should be black, white, red or grey. Sometimes we fight because the enemy's too strong, sometimes because he isn't strong enough. Sometimes our neighbours want the things we have, or have the things we want, so we both fight until they take ours or give us theirs. We often attack our best friend, if we want some of his land. There's always a war somewhere. For this reason, being a soldier is one of the best jobs you can have. '

'A soldier,' repeated my master. 'I'm not quite sure what that is.'

'A soldier is a Yahoo who works for his King and country. His orders are to kill as many people as he can,' I answered.

'People who've never hurt him?' asked the Houy.

'That's right,' I said, pleased that he seemed to understand at last. 'Soldiers have killed thousands of people in recent history.'

He shook his head and looked sad. 'I think you must be—what was your word? Ah yes—lying to me. How could you and your countrymen kill so many other Yahoos? And why would you want to?'

I smiled as I replied proudly, 'Sir, you don't know much about European war. With our guns and bullets and gunpowder we can destroy a thousand ships, a hundred cities, and twenty thousand men. You see, —'

'Be quiet!' he ordered. 'I've heard enough. I know Yahoos are bad, but I didn't realize they could possibly do such terrible things.'

After these conversations I began to wonder whether the Houys were right. Why do we humans so often fight wars and tell lies? Peace and truth began to seem more important than making war or making money. I became more and more used to the Houys' ideas and way of life. As the Houys did, I hated the Yahoos for their dirty habits and unpleasant character. By the time I had been there a year, I walked and neighed like the Houys. I felt such a strong love for them that I planned to spend the rest of my life among them, and to try to become more like them. It is a great sadness to me, even today, that this was not possible.

One day my Houy master said, 'Can you explain something to me? Why are the Yahoos so violently fond of those shining stones in the fields? They dig for days to get them out of the ground, and hide them jealously from other Yahoos.'

'I expect they've found pieces of gold or silver,' I said. Because he did not seem to understand, I added, 'We use them as money, to pay for things, you see.

'How strange!' he replied. 'We share everything here. No Houy needs — what do you call it? — money.'

Perhaps you can imagine how I felt. I knew I could be happy for ever with these sensible, gentle creatures, who never lied or stole, in a country which had no disease, no crime, no wars. But this perfect happiness did not last long.

'I'm sorry,' said my master one day. 'My friends and I have decided you can't stay here any longer. You see, you're neither one of us, nor a Yahoo.'

'No!' I cried desperately. 'Don't send me away! How can I go back to England to live with those awful Yahoos!'

'I'm afraid you must,' he replied gently. 'My servants will help you make a boat.'

And so, two months later, although I was very sad to leave, I said goodbye to my dear master and his family, and rowed away from the land of the Houys. I knew that I would never find happiness anywhere else.

After several days travelling eastwards, I arrived in Australia, and from there managed to find a ship returning to Europe. I did not enjoy the voyage. The sailors all laughed at me because I walked and neighed like a horse. They looked just like those horrible Yahoos, and at first I could not let them touch me or come near me. Their ugly faces and unpleasant smell made me feel quite ill.

And when I arrived home in England, after being away for five years, my wife and children were delighted to see me, because they had thought I was dead. But to my horror they looked and smelt like Yahoos too, and I told them to keep away from me.

Even now, five years later, I do not let my children get close to me, although I sometimes allow my wife to sit with me while I eat. I try to accept my countrymen now, but the proud ones, who are so full of their own self-importance—well, they had better not come near me. How sad that people cannot learn from the Houys! I was hoping that perhaps human beings would change their ways after reading the stories of my life with the Houys. But they accuse me of lying in my book. And now I realize that people still lie, steal, and fight, just as they have always done, and probably will always do.

I will say no more. Clearly, there is no hope for human beings. I was stupid to think that I could bring reason and truth into their lives and thoughts. Humans are all Yahoos, and Yahoos they will remain.



start v. set off. 出发，动身。

captain n. person in charge of a ship. 船长。

unlucky a. not lucky. 不幸，运气不佳。

employ v. give work to sb. 雇用某人。

leave v. allow to remain. 留下，剩下。

idea n. a picture in the mind. 概念。

along ad. forward. 向前。

meet v. come together. 遇见，碰见。

frighten v. fill with fear. 使惧怕，使惊恐。

suppose v. consider as probable. 猜想，认为可能。

intelligent a. having or showing intelligence. 聪明的，有头脑。

air n. the space above the ground. 空中。

airy a. having plenty of fresh air moving about. 通风良好的。

master n. employer. 主人，雇主。

building n. constructing house. 建筑。

ugly a. unpleasant to look. 难看的，丑的。

hunger n. the wish for food. 饥饿。

eat v. take food into mouth. 吃。

bake v. cook by dry heat in an oven. （在炉中）烘烤；焙。

neigh n. long high-pitched cry of a horse. 马的嘶叫声。

accuse v. say that sb has done wrong. 指责某人有错，指控。

understand v. grasp the meaning. 懂，理解。

each other pron. each of two. 两者。

different a. not the same kind. 不同的，差异的。

describe v. give a picture in words. 描写，叙述。

example n. fact. 例子，例证。

neighbour n. person living next to another. 邻居。

friend n. person one likes. 朋友，友人。

reason n. the cause of an event. 原因，理由。

pleased a. feeling satisfaction. 高兴的，满意的。

countryman n. a person from one's own country. 同胞。

quiet a. not making oneself noticed by activity. 安静的，不显眼的。

money n. wealth. 财富。

make money earn money. 挣钱，赚钱。

character n. qualities that make a person different from others. 特征，天性。

explain v. make sth clear. 解释，讲解。

happiness n. fortune. 幸运。

cry v. call out loudly in words. 高声喊叫，呼喊。

find v. discover. 意外，发现，撞见。

last long continuing for a long time. 持久。

neither... nor not one and not the other of two. 既非此又非彼。

try v. make an attempt. 试做。

learn from v. gain knowledge by study. 学习。

hope v. desire for sth to happen. 希望。

lie v. make a statement one knows to be untrue. 说谎，撒谎。


12　到慧骃国的航行
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没过多久我又开始了我的下一次航行，时间1710年9月7日，这次是作为自己轮船的船长。轮船的所有者希望我航行到印度洋在那儿给他做点事，可是我非常不走运。路上，我不得不在巴尔巴道斯雇一些新水手，可是他们都是品行很差的人。我听见他们跟别的水手私语了好几次，但是我没有怀疑到他们在策划阴谋。一天早上，当我们正绕过好望角时，他们袭击了我，把我绑了起来。他们告诉我他们将控制轮船去当海盗。我毫无办法。他们把我孤独地留在印度洋中的一个小岛的沙滩上。

当轮船驶开了，我才想起我不知身在何处。我找到了一条离开沙滩的路，静静地小心地走着，以防受到袭击。几个怪模怪样的动物躺在一块地里，有些坐在树上。他们的头和胸长着毛发，也有胡须。他们有时用两肢着地行走，有时用四肢，他们绝对是我在所有旅行中见到的最丑陋的动物。

当我在路上见到一只这种动物时，他脸上露出吃惊的表情，把一只脚高高地举在空中。我不知道他是否要袭击我。但是我用我的剑侧重重地打了他一下。他高声尖叫，其他动物都跑过来帮他。在我周围大约有40个这样的动物。我在空中挥舞着剑，让他们离开我，不过他们狂乱的叫声令我害怕，他们身上的可怕气味令我恶心。

忽然他们全都跑开了。我看见了一匹马从路上走了过来，所以我估计这些动物害怕他。马看见我时停了下来，似乎很吃惊。他以非常智慧、温柔的方式嘶叫了几下，我几乎在想他是否在用自己的语言说话。另外一匹马来了，两匹马一起走上走下，互相嘶叫。他们像似两个重要的人物在讨论一个难题。我惊讶地看着这一切，觉得如果这个国家的动物看来都这么理智，其人类必定是世界上最智慧的。

然后两匹马走近我，非常感兴趣地看着我的脸和衣服。他们又互相谈话，然后第一匹马作出明显的手势让我跟他走。

他把我带到了一个长而低矮的建筑前，里面有几个大而通风的房间，没有家具。其他的马正舒适地站着或躺在地板上、毯子上。可是房子的主人在哪儿？这些马是他的仆从吗？我开始想我是否疯啦。然后我意识到这房子不是属于某个人，而是属于把我带到这儿来的这匹马。这个国家是由马，而不是人控制着。

我开始学了一点他们的语言。他们的词“慧骃”（“Houyhnhnm”）意思是马，词本身听起来也非常像马叫的声音。我感到非常难发这个词，所以我决定把它缩短叫他们“Houy”。他们的仆从是我先前见到的面目可憎的动物。他们干所有的重活，住在另一幢建筑的肮脏小房间里，被栓在墙壁上。令我恐怖的是，这些丑陋的动物，叫作耶胡，长着人类的脸，看起来跟我的非常相像。我不想让谁认为我是耶胡，所以我竭力表明我的习惯跟他们的大不一样。至少我被允许睡在一个和他们隔开的房间里。

起先我以为我会饿死，因为我既不能吃耶胡的脏肉，也不能吃慧骃的草料和谷物。不过我很快就学会了怎样用谷物烤小糕点，我和着热牛奶一起吃。有时我逮住一只鸟烧来吃，或者摘些植物叶来和着我的面包吃。

我的慧骃主人对我很感兴趣，一旦我会说他们的话，他就请我解释我是从哪儿来的。

“好的，主人，”我嘶叫，“我是从在世界的另一边的国家来的。也许你不信，在我的国家所有的重要人物都看起来像耶胡。”

“可是那怎么可能呢？”他温柔地问我，“你们慧骃肯定不会允许愚蠢的耶胡来控制国家。”

“也许这看起来有点奇怪，”我表示赞同，“可是你看，我发现在这个国家里慧骃是理智而智慧生物也很吃惊。如果我运气好能回到家，我会把这些都告诉我的朋友，不过我担心他们会说我在撒谎。”

我的主人看得出来相当担心。“什么是撒谎？”他问。

在他们的语言中没有撒谎一词，我的主人要理解我很困难。我尝试着解释。

“噢，”他回答，仍然不能肯定，“可是为什么要撒谎呢？没有理由那样做。在这个国家我们用语言来相互理解，发出和接收信息。如果你们不说真相，人们怎么能相互理解呢？”

我开始明白慧骃的生活跟我过去习惯的是多么不一样。

“告诉我，”他接着说，“关于你们国家的情况。”

我很高兴地向他描绘最近的英国历史，特别是一些我们最为成功的战争。

“可是为什么一个国家要攻击另一个国家？”他问。

“有许多理由。”我回答，“一个国王或者他的王公想得到更多的土地，或者两个国家意见有分歧，比如说，制服该是黑色、白色、红色还是灰色。有时候我们打仗是因为敌人太强大，有时候是因为他不够强大。有时候我们的邻居想要我们有的东西，或者是有我们想要的东西，所以我们打仗，直到他们拿走我们的，或者把他们的给我们。如果我们想要一些领土，我们会攻击我们最好的朋友。某个地方总会有战争。因此，当个战士是你能得到的最好工作之一。”

“战士？”我的主人重复道，“我不太清楚那是什么。”

“战士是为他的国王和国家工作的耶胡。给他的命令是尽量杀人。”我回答。

“杀害从来没有伤害他的人？”慧骃问。

“对。”我说，高兴地看到他似乎终于理解了，“在最近的历史上战士已经杀死了成千上万的人。”

他摇着头，看上去很哀伤。“我想你一定在——你们的词怎么说的？噢，对——向我撒谎。你和你的国人怎么能杀死那么多耶胡呢？而你们又为什么想那样呢？”

我笑着骄傲地回答，“先生，你不太了解欧洲的战争。用我们的枪、子弹和火药我们可以摧毁1 000只轮船，100座城池，2万人。你看——”

“安静点！”他命令道，“我听够了。我知道耶胡坏，可是我也没想到他们竟然会作出如此可怕的事。”

经过这些谈话后，我开始想慧骃是否是对的。为什么我们人类如此经常地进行战争和撒谎？和平和真话开始看起来比战争或挣钱更重要。我越来越习惯于慧骃的想法和生活方式。和慧骃一样，我也厌恶耶胡的脏习惯和令人不快的性格。到这时我已经在那儿一年了，我像慧骃那样走路和嘶叫。我对他们充满强烈的喜爱，我计划我的余生都和他们一起度过，并且变得更像他们。但这不可能；即使到今天这也是我的一大憾事。

一天我的慧骃主人说，“你可以给我解释一些事吗？为什么耶胡如此狂热地喜欢田野里的那些闪亮的石头？他们连续多少天把它们从地里挖出来，小心翼翼地把它们藏起来不让别的耶胡发现。”

“我估计他们找到了金子或银子。”我说，因为他似乎还不理解，我又加了一句，“我们用来当钱花，来买东西，明白吧。”

“多奇怪！”他回答，“我们这儿什么都共享，没有慧骃需要——你们叫它什么？——钱。”

也许你可以想象我的感受，我清楚，和这些理智、温顺的动物在一起，他们从不撒谎或偷盗，在一个没有疾病、没有犯罪、没有战争的国家里，我将永远幸福。可是这种完美的幸福没有持续多长时间。

“我很抱歉，”一天我的主人说，“我的朋友和我已经决定，你不能在这儿呆下去了。你看，你既不是我们中的一员，也不是一个耶胡。”

“不！”我绝望地叫，“不要赶走我！我怎么能回到英国去与那些可怕的耶胡住在一起呢！”

“我恐怕你必须走。”他温文尔雅地回答，“我的仆从会帮你造一只船。”

这样，两个月后，尽管我为离去感到悲伤，我还是告别了我的主人和他的一家，划船离开了慧骃国。我清楚我在别的地方再也不会找到幸福。

向东航行了几天后，我到达了澳大利亚，在那儿我找到了一艘返回欧洲的轮船。我不喜欢这旅行。水手们都嘲笑我，因为我像一匹马那样走路和嘶叫。他们就像那些可怕的耶胡，起初我不让他们碰我或者靠近我。他们丑陋的脸和令人不快的气味让我感到恶心。

当我到达了在英格兰的家，在离开了5年后，我的妻子和儿女见到我非常高兴，因为他们以为我已经死了。令我感到恐惧的是，他们看起来、嗅起来也像耶胡，我叫他们离我远点。

即使现在，5年以后，我还是不让我的孩子靠近我，尽管我有时让我的妻子在我吃饭时与我在一起坐一会儿。现在我力图接受我的国人，那些骄傲的除外，他们充满了自大的情绪——他们最好不要走近我。人们不能向慧骃学习是多么令人忧伤！我希望人类在读了我与慧骃在一起生活的故事后也许会改变他们的方式。可是他们指责我在书中撒谎。现在我意识到人们仍然在撒谎、抢劫和战争，正如他们一直所做的，而且也许永远会这样。

我不想再说什么。显然，人类是没有希望的。我真愚蠢，我以为我可以把理智和真相带到他们的生活和思想中去。人类都是耶胡，而且将永远是耶胡。


Exercises

A Checking your understanding

Chapters 1-4 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 The King's officials found nothing in Gulliver's pockets.

2 Lilliputians called Gulliver the Man-Mountain.

3 Gulliver put on his glasses in order to see the Blefuscans better.

4 The King of Lilliput was angry because Gulliver refused to steal all the enemy's ships.

5 Flimnap and Reldresal were Gulliver's best friends.

Chapters 5-9 Write answers to these questions.

1 How did Gulliver kill the rat in the bedroom?

2 Who saved Gulliver's life many times in Brobdingnag?

3 Why was the farmer pleased to sell Gulliver to the Queen?

4 What dangers were there for Gulliver at the palace? Find as many as you can.

5 Why did the King of Brobdingnag refuse to learn how to make gunpowder?

Chapters 10-12 How much can you remember? Check your answers.

1 What were the Laputans' two main interests?

2 How did Balnibarbi students learn their mathematics lessons?

3 What was strange about the President of Glubbdubdrib's servants?

4 What was a Struldbrug?

5 What were the Houys' servants called, and who did they look like?

6 What were the three things that Gulliver's Houy master didn't understand?

B Working with language

1 Put together these beginnings and endings of sentences. Check your answers in Chapter 1.

1 Even my hair, which was long and thick,

2 The wind drove our ship on to a rock,

3 I was so exhausted that

4 As I stood up,

5 which broke the ship in half.

6 I lay down and went to sleep.

7 was tied to the ground.

8 I heard cries of astonishment all around me.

2 Choose the best linking word and complete these sentences with information from the story.

1 Gulliver escaped to Blefuscu from Lilliput because/although...

2 The dwarf was sent away from the palace before/after...

3 Gulliver spoke to several ghosts while/during...

4 Gulliver loved the Houys, so/then...

C Activities

1 Which of Gulliver's voyages did you enjoy most? Or, which of these countries would you most like to visit? Say which one, and explain why.

2 You are a television news reporter. Interview Gulliver after his return from the country of the Houys. Write down your conversation, and act it out with a partner if possible.

3 What do you think Gulliver would find strange or interesting about your country today? Imagine that he is visiting your country for the first time, and write about it from his point of view. You could begin:

I found myself walking along a road. Suddenly I saw...
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简　介

年轻的吉姆·霍金斯躺在床上，梦见宝藏和海上历险。过几天这一切都将成为现实。他将要和他的朋友，乡绅屈利劳尼、大夫李甫西乘伊斯帕尼奥拉号帆船离开英格兰到南方的金银岛去寻宝。

岛上的宝藏过去属于一个叫弗林特的海盗，他把那些宝藏埋藏在岛上一个秘密的地方。弗林特船长现在已经死了，但曾和他一起出海的海盗还活着，他们也想找到弗林特的宝藏。他们不知道金子在哪儿，但他们会不择手段地去找。他们这伙人中有老瞎子皮尤，一个叫黑狗的人，还有一个一条腿的海员……他们是那些海盗中最危险的一伙。




罗伯特·路易斯·史蒂文森，1850年生于苏格兰的爱丁堡，学过法律，但在21岁时决定开始写作，《杰克博士和海德医生》和《金银岛》是他的代表作。1894年病逝于萨摩亚岛。
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1
The old seaman

Squire Trelawney, Dr Livesey, and the others have asked me to write down all I know about Treasure Island. My name is Jim Hawkins, and I was in the story right from the start, back in 17—. I was only a boy then, and it all began at the time my father owned the Admiral Benbow inn, at Black Hill Cove. I remember so clearly the day when the old seaman came to stay—I can almost see him in front of me as I write.

He arrived with his sea-chest, a tall, strong man with a cut across one cheek. He sang that old sea song as he walked up to the inn door:

　Fifteen men on the dead man's chest—

　Yo-ho-ho, and a bottle of rum!

The old seaman called for a glass of rum, and stood outside, drinking and looking around. Our inn was on the cliffs above Black Hill Cove, and was a wild, lonely place. But the seaman seemed to like it.

'Do many people come here?' he asked.

'No,' my father told him.

'Then it's the place for me,' said the seaman. 'I'll stay here for a bit. You can call me Captain.' He threw down three or four gold coins. 'Tell me when I've spent all that.'

He was a silent man. All day he walked around the cove, or up on the cliffs; all evening he sat in a corner of the room, and drank rum and water. He only spoke to our other customers when he was drunk. Then he told them terrible stories of his wild and criminal life at sea. Our customers were mostly quiet, farming people; the captain frightened them and they soon learned to leave him alone.

Every day, he asked if any seamen had gone along the road. At first we thought he wanted friends of his own kind, but then we began to understand that there was a different reason. He told me to watch for a seaman with one leg and to let him know the moment when a man like that appeared. He promised to give me a silver coin every month for doing this. I dreamed about this one-legged seaman for many nights afterwards.

The captain stayed week after week, month after month. His gold coins were soon used up, but my father was a sick man and afraid to ask for more.

Dr Livesey came late one afternoon. After he had seen my father, he had dinner with my mother, then stayed to smoke his pipe. I noticed the difference between the doctor with his white hair and pleasant way of speaking, and that dirty, heavy, red-faced seaman, drunk with rum.

The captain began to sing his song:

　Fifteen men on the dead man's chest—

　Yo-ho-ho, and a bottle of rum!

　Drink and the devil had killed off the rest—

　Yo-ho-ho and a bottle of rum! 

Dr Livesey did not like the song. He looked up angrily before he went on talking to old Taylor, the gardener. Others in the room took no notice of the song. The captain beat the table with his hand for silence. The voices in the room died away, all except Dr Livesey's. The doctor continued to speak.

The captain swore softly, then said, 'Silence!'

'Are you speaking to me, sir?' asked the doctor.

'Yes,' the captain told him, swearing again.

'I have only one thing to say to you, sir,' replied the doctor. 'If you keep on drinking rum, the world will soon be free of a dirty scoundrel!'

The captain jumped to his feet with a knife in his hand, but the doctor never moved. He spoke to the captain in a calm and clear voice so that others in the room could hear:

'If you don't put that knife away, I promise you shall die a criminal's death under the law.'

Then followed a battle of looks between them, but the captain soon put away his weapon and sat down like a beaten dog. Soon after, Dr Livesey rode away on his horse. The captain was silent for the rest of the evening, and for many evenings afterwards.



squire [ˈskwaiə] n. [英]乡绅；（某一地区）最大的地主；[美]治安官。(esp. formerly) the main landowner in an English village or country place.

treasure [ˈtreʒə] n. 金银财宝，财富，珍品 wealth in the form of gold, silver, jewels, etc. 同义词：prize, value. treasure-house 宝库

admiral [ˈædmərəl] n. 海军将军；海军上将 the chief or head officer of a number of ships: a full ～ （美国）海军上将；a vice ～ 海军中将；a rear ～ 海军少将；an ～ of the fleet [英]海军元帅。

seaman [ˈsiːmən] n. 海员，水手 a sailor on a ship, other than an officer. 同义词：mariner, sailor, bluejacket. ～ship n. 船舶驾驶术；航海技术；船艺。

rum [rʌm] n. 朗姆酒 a strong drink liked by sailors; a strong alcoholic drink made from the juice of sugar.

afterwards [ˈɑːftəwədz] ad. 以后，过后，后来 later; after that: She stayed for a while ～. 她后来又待了一些时候。The meeting will postponed till ～. 会议将延至以后举行。

use up 用完，用光，耗尽 to finish completely: We have used up our sugar. 我们的糖用完了。～ up one's energy 筋疲力尽。

gardener [ˈgɑːdənə(r)] n. 园丁，园林工人；园艺家 the person that works in a garden, making plants grow.

die away 消失，渐渐停止 (esp. of sound, wind, light) to fade and become less and less and cease: His footsteps ～ d away in the darkness. 他的脚步声在黑暗中渐渐远去。

reply [riˈplai] v. 回答，回复 to answer; say or do as an answer: I asked him where to go, but he didn't ～. 我问他去哪儿，可是他不回答。

swear [swεə] v. 宣（誓），立（誓），发（誓），咒骂 to promise formally or by an oath; to curse: ～ in 宣誓就职。同义词：curse。～word n. 诅咒，骂人语。过去式：swore；过去分词：sworn。


1　老海员

乡绅屈利劳尼、李甫西大夫和其他几位绅士让我把金银岛的故事从头至尾写下来。我的名字叫吉姆·霍金斯，我经历了寻宝的全过程，故事始于公元一千七百多年。那时我还是个孩子，我父亲在布莱克希尔湾开了一家名叫“本葆将军”的客店。我清楚地记得那天客店来了一位老海员——他现在就浮现在我眼前。
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他是个高个子，而且很健壮，脸上有一道伤疤，手里提着一个海员手提箱。他来到客店时唱着那支水手老调：




十五个人趴在死人身上——

唷呵呵，快来尝一瓶朗姆酒！




老海员要了一杯朗姆酒，站在客店外面，一边喝酒，一边向四周观望。我们的客店位于布莱克希尔湾的悬崖上，一个荒野的地方。但那个海员好像对这里很感兴趣。

“有很多人来这里吗？”他问。

“不。”我父亲说。

“那么这就是我要找的地方，”老海员说，“我要在这儿住上一段时间，你们叫我老船长好了。”他拿出三四个金币，“钱花完了就告诉我。”

他是个沉默的人，整天在海湾走来走去，或是站在悬崖上；晚上则坐在屋子的一个角落，喝着搀水的朗姆酒。他只在喝醉时才和别的客人说话。那时他就给客人们讲他在海上野蛮和罪恶生活的可怕经历。我们的客人大都是生性安静的农民；老船长的经历令他们惊恐不安，后来他们就避免和他在一起了。

每天他都问有没有水手从此路过。开始我们以为他是想念自己的朋友，后来我们才意识到还有别的原因。他告诉我要注意一个一条腿的水手，如果此人一出现，立刻向他报信。他许诺每月给我一个银币。那以后我经常梦到他说的那个一条腿的水手。

老船长住了一个星期又一个星期，一个月又一个月。他预付的那点钱早就花光了，但我多病的父亲始终没敢向他再要。

一天傍晚，李甫西大夫来了。他看过我父亲之后，就和我母亲一起吃饭，然后坐在一边抽他的烟斗。我注意到：李甫西大夫举止文雅得体，头发花白，和那位喝醉酒的海员形成鲜明对照，后者肥胖、肮脏、面红耳赤。

老船长又唱起那支水手老调：




十五个人趴在死人身上——

唷呵呵，快来尝一瓶朗姆酒！

其余的都成了酒和魔鬼的牺牲品——

唷呵呵，快来尝一瓶朗姆酒！




李甫西大夫不喜欢这首歌。他抬起头来生气地看了老船长一眼，然后继续和老花匠泰勒聊天。屋里其他人都没有注意老船长唱的歌，老船长使劲拍了一下桌子，让大家安静下来。屋里顿时没了声音，只有李甫西大夫仍在说话。

老船长轻声骂了一句，喊道：

“安静！”

“你在对我说话吗，先生？”大夫问。

“对。”老船长说，又夹着一句咒骂。

“我只想对你讲一句话，先生，”大夫说，“如果你还不戒酒，这世界上很快就会减少一个十足的混蛋！”

老船长跳起来，手里拿着一把刀，但李甫西大夫纹丝未动。他用清晰、洪亮的声音对老船长说话，以使屋里的人都能听清：

“如果你不把刀收起来，我担保你会被送上绞架的。”

他们的目光对峙了一会儿，老船长终于收起了刀子，像一条斗败的狗一样坐在那里。过了一会儿，李甫西大夫骑马走了。这天晚上，老船长没再吭声，以后好几个晚上他也挺老实。


2
Black Dog

One January morning, the captain got up early and walked down to the beach. It was a cold winter's day with the sun still low in the sky. My mother was upstairs with my father, who was now very ill. That year the winter was long and hard, and we knew my father would not see another spring.

I was getting the table ready for the captain's breakfast. Suddenly, the door of the inn opened and a man stepped inside. I had never seen him before. He wore a sailor's short sword by his side, and I noticed he had only three fingers on his left hand.

I asked him what he wanted and he said, 'I'll take a glass of rum.' But before I could fetch it, he told me to come near him. 'Is this table for my old friend Bill?' the stranger asked, with a terrible smile.

I told him I did not know his friend Bill and the breakfast was for a man who was staying at the inn. 'We call him the captain,' I said.

'Does he have a sword cut on his face?' he asked.

'Yes,' I said.

'That's Bill,' said the stranger. 'Is he here?'

I told him the captain was out walking, and the man waited, like a cat waiting for a mouse. I did not like the look on his face and was sure the captain would not be pleased to see him.

When the captain came back, the man pulled me behind the door. The captain opened the door and walked across the room.

'Bill,' said the stranger.

The captain turned quickly and saw us. The colour went from his face and he looked old and sick. 'Black Dog!' he said. He stared at the stranger. 'And what do you want?'

'I'll have a glass of rum,' said Black Dog, 'then you and I'll sit and talk like old friends.'

I fetched the rum and they told me to go away. I went out of the room, but the voices became louder.

'No, no, and that's an end of it!' I heard the captain shout. 'If one is caught, we'll all be caught!'

There were more shouts, and then the sound of the table crashing over. Next, I heard the sound of swords, then out ran Black Dog with blood running down his shoulder. He ran out of the inn and along the road. In a few seconds, he had disappeared from sight.

The captain watched him go, then said, 'Jim, quick! Bring me rum.'

He turned and went back into the inn, but he could only just stand on his feet. I realized he was feeling ill and ran to fetch the rum. Then I heard him falling and hurried back to find him on the floor.

My mother heard the noise and came downstairs. We lifted the captain's head. His eyes were closed and his face was a terrible colour.

At that moment Dr Livesey arrived to see my father. He looked at the captain and said to my mother: 'His heart can't take much more of this. I told him drinking rum would kill him, and it nearly has.'

The captain opened his eyes and tried to sit up. 'Where's Black Dog?' he asked.

'There's no Black Dog here,' said the doctor, 'Get on your feet and I'll help you to your bed.'



upstairs ad. at or to the upper floor(s) of a building. 在楼上，往楼上：He ran upstairs. 他跑上楼去。反义词：downstairs。

stranger n. a person who is unfamiliar. 陌生人；陌生事物：Her mother told her not to trust ～s. 她母亲告诉她别相信陌生人。

quickly [ˈkwikli] ad. 快，快速地 swift; soon finished: ～-drying 快干的。You have to think ～ with the mind and act ～ with the body. 你必须脑子转得快和行动得快。形容词：quick.名词：quickness.

realize [ˈriəlaiz] v. 实现；认识到，认清，了解 to carry out; to understand and believe (a fact): He did not ～ his ambition until he was past middle age. 他直到中年才认识到他的志向。同义词：actualize, embody。

closed a. not open. 关闭的。

sit vi. to rest in a position with the upper body upright and supported at the bottom of the back, as on a chair or other seat. 坐：就座。They all sat keeping warm by the fire. 他们都坐在火周围取暖。过去式：sat；过去分词：sat。


2　黑狗

1月的一个清晨，老船长很早就起来走到海边。那是一个严寒的冬日，太阳还没有升高。我母亲正在楼上照顾病重的父亲。那一年的冬天又漫长又寒冷，我们都知道父亲大概难以活到来年的春天了。
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我正在准备老船长的早餐。忽然，客店的门被推开，一个陌生人闯了进来。我以前从未见过他。他腰间佩着一把水手的短剑，我注意到他左手只有3个手指。

我问他要点什么，他说：“我要一杯朗姆酒。”我正要去取酒，他把我叫过去。“桌上的早餐是不是为我的老朋友比尔准备的？”他狞笑着问道。

我告诉他我不知道他的朋友比尔是谁，早餐是为住在店里的一位客人准备的。“我们都管他叫老船长。”我说。

“他脸上有一道剑伤吗？”他问。

“是的。”我说。

“他就是比尔，”他说，“他在这儿吗？”

我告诉他老船长出去散步了，然后他就等着，像猫在等老鼠一样。我不喜欢这个陌生人的表情，我相信老船长一定不喜欢他。

老船长回来了，陌生人把我拉过去躲在门后。老船长推开门走进屋来。

“比尔。”陌生人叫道。

老船长转过身来看见了我们，脸上顿时变了颜色，一眨眼工夫变得衰老而虚弱。“黑狗！”老船长喊道，他盯着陌生人，“你要怎么样？”

“我想要一杯朗姆酒，”黑狗说，“然后我们坐下来像老朋友那样聊聊天。”

我把朗姆酒取来，他们让我离开。我离开房间，他们说话的嗓门越来越高。

“不，不，事情到此为止！”我听见老船长嚷着，“如果一个人被抓住，我们就会全都被抓住！”

喊声越来越大，还有桌子被掀翻的响声。接着，我听见刀剑的响声，旋即我看见黑狗肩上淌着血没命地往外跑。他跑出客店，上了那条小路，不一会儿就没了踪影。

老船长看见他跑了，就对我说：“吉姆，快拿朗姆酒来！”

他要转身回到客店，但无法挪动脚步。我意识到他病了，赶紧跑去拿酒。我听见响声马上跑回来，看见老船长躺在地上。

我母亲被响声惊动，下楼来帮忙。我们把老船长扶起来，他紧闭着双眼，脸色十分可怕。

正在这时李甫西大夫来看我父亲，他看了看老船长后对我母亲说：“他的心脏受不了这个。我早就警告过他不能喝这么多酒，现在正是酒害了他。”

老船长睁开眼，试着坐起来。“黑狗在哪儿？”他问。

“这里没有黑狗，”大夫说，“站起来吧，我扶你到床上去。”


3
The black spot

Later that day, I took the captain a cool drink.

'Jim,' he said, 'you're the only person here worth anything. You'll bring me some rum, won't you, boy?'

'The doctor said—' I began.

He swore about the doctor. 'Look, Jim, one glass is all I ask. I'll pay you for it.'

'The only money I want,' I said, 'is the money you owe my father. But I'll get you one glass of rum, no more.'

He was grateful and drank it quickly. 'Did the doctor say how long I must lie in my bed!' he asked.

'A week,' I told him.

'A week!' he cried. 'I can't do that. They'll have the black spot on me by then. They'll come for me.'

'Who will? Black Dog?' I said.

'Yes, but there's worse than him. It's my old sea-chest they want, but I'll show them! Jim, if I get the black spot, you go to that doctor. Tell him to bring a crowd of law officers and a local judge to the inn. They can catch Flint's crew—all that are left—at the Admiral Benbow. I was Flint's first ship's officer, and I'm the only one who knows the place. He told me when he was dying. But don't call the law unless they give me the black spot, or if you see the seaman with one leg—he's worse than any of them.'

'But what is the black spot, captain?' I asked.

'That's a message, boy. I'll tell you if they give me that. Keep your eyes open, Jim, and I'll give you half of everything I have.' He talked for a little longer then fell into a heavy sleep, and I left him.

That night, my father died. This put all other thoughts to one side and I had no time to worry about the captain.

The next morning, the captain came downstairs. He didn't eat much food but he drank more rum than usual. He helped himself and we were too busy to stop him. There were visits from neighbours, and my father's burial to arrange.

The day after the burial was cold and foggy. At about three o'clock in the afternoon, I was standing at the door of the inn when I saw a blind man coming along the road. He was feeling his way with a stick.

'Will any kind friend tell a poor blind man where he is?' he said.

'You're at the Admiral Benbow inn, Black Hill Cove, my good man,' I said.

'I hear a young voice,' he said. 'Will you give me your hand, my kind young friend, and take me inside?'

I held out my hand, and the terrible, soft-speaking, eyeless man took hold of it like a dog biting a bone. He pulled me violently towards him.

'Now, boy,' he said, 'take me to the captain or I'll break your arm!' And I had never heard a voice so cruel and cold.

I was so frightened by the blind man's violence that I obeyed him without question, and took him into the room where the sick captain was sitting. He saw the blind man and a look of fear passed across his face.

'Sit where you are, Bill,' said the blind man. 'I can't see, but I can hear a finger move. Hold out your right hand.'

I watched him put something in the captain's hand. 'And now that's done,' said the blind man, and he quickly went out of the inn. I heard his stick tap-tap-tapping away along the road.

The captain opened his hand and looked into it. 'Ten o'clock!' he cried, and jumped up. He put his hand round his neck, made a strange sound, and fell face down on to the floor.

I ran to him, calling to my mother. But the captain was dead.



grateful a. feeling or showing thanks to another person. 感谢的，感激的：I am very grateful to you for your help. 我非常感激你对我的帮助。同义词：thankful. gratefully (ad.), gratefulness (n.)。

crew n. all the people working on a ship, plane, etc.; a group of people working together. 全体船员，全体乘务员；水手们；同事们。

foggy a. not clear because of fog; very misty. 有雾的，多雾的。foggily (ad.), fogginess (n.). Foggy Bottom. 雾谷（指美国国务院）。

obey [əˈbei] v. 服从，顺从，听从 to do what one is asked or ordered to do (by someone): ～ or you will be punished. 你如果不服从就会受罚。

inn [in] n. 小旅馆，小客栈，小酒店，小饭店 a small hotel or place where one can stay and/or drink alcohol, eat meals, etc.: inn keeper, inn holder 小旅馆老板。


3　黑券

那天晚些时候，我送了一杯清凉饮料到老船长屋里去。
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“吉姆，”他说，“这里我只看得起你一个人。你给我拿一杯朗姆酒来好不好？”

“大夫说——”我开始说。

他立即咒骂起大夫来，“听着，吉姆，我只要一杯朗姆酒，我可以付钱。”

“我想要的，”我说，“只是你欠我父亲的钱。我可以给你一杯朗姆酒，不能再多了。”

他非常感激我，然后把酒一饮而尽。“大夫说我要在床上躺多久？”他问。

“一个星期。”我告诉他。

“一个星期！”他嚷道，“那可不行，他们会送黑券来的，他们会来找我的。”

“谁，黑狗吗？”我问。

“对，还有比他更坏的呢。他们想要我的水手箱，我会给他们看的。吉姆，如果我搞到那张黑券，你就去找那个大夫，叫他召集一群警官来，包括治安推事，叫他们都到客店来。这样就可以把弗林特一帮全抓起来——所有余下的人。我以前是弗林特船上的大副，只有我一个人知道那个地方。他临死前告诉我所有的事。他们给我送黑券之前，你先别去报官，除非你看见一条腿的水手——那个独脚水手是最坏的。”

“黑券是什么东西，老船长？”我问。

“那是一条讯息，孩子。他们送来后我会告诉你的。你要留心守望，吉姆，我以后什么都会和你平分的。”他又说了几句话就沉沉地睡去，于是我就走开了。

那天晚上我父亲死了。我只好把别的事情放在一边，也没有时间想老船长了。

第二天早上，老船长下楼来。他没吃多少东西，但比平时喝了更多的朗姆酒。他自斟自饮，我们也无暇阻止他。很多邻居和朋友过来探望，我父亲的葬礼也需要安排。

我父亲葬礼的第二天，天很冷，雾很浓。大约下午三点钟时，我站在客店门口，刚好看见一个瞎子沿着大路走来，他用一根棍子在前面探路。

“哪位好心的人能告诉我这儿是什么地方？”他问。

“我的朋友，你在布莱克希尔湾的本葆将军客店。”我说。

“我听见一个少年的声音，”他说，“好心的孩子，你能不能把手伸给我，带我到店里去？”

我伸出一只手，立刻被那个说话温和的瞎子紧紧钳住，他把我粗暴地拉到他身边。

“现在，孩子，”他说，“领我到老船长那儿，否则我就弄断你的胳膊。”我还从来没听见过这么冷酷、狠毒的声音。

我怕得要死，只好立刻从命，带他到生病的老船长住的房间去。老船长看见了瞎子，脸上充满了恐惧。

“比尔，待在那儿别动，”瞎子说，“我看不见，但我知道你的手在动，伸出你的右手。”

我看见瞎子把一样东西放在老船长手里。“现在事情了结了。”瞎子说，然后迅速走出客店。大路上留下了木棍探路的嗒嗒声。

老船长收回手，仔细看自己的手心。“10点钟！”他喊道，然后跳起来。他一只手卡住自己的脖子，怪叫一声，扑倒在地。

我一边跑过去，一边喊我的母亲。但老船长已经死了。


4
The sea-chest

On the floor close to the captain's hand was a little round piece of paper, blackened on one side. I had no doubt that this was the black spot. On the other side was some writing: You have till ten o'clock tonight. Our old clock reminded me it was now six.

Quickly, I told my mother everything, and we decided to run to the village to hide, before the blind man and his friends returned.

'But first,' my mother said bravely, 'we have to get the key to the sea-chest. Why shouldn't we take the money the captain owes us? His friends certainly won't give it to us!'

The key was around his neck on a piece of string. I cut the string, and we hurried up to his room where the chest had stood since the day he came. There was a letter 'B' painted on the top of it. Inside were two very fine pistols, some silver, pipe-tobacco, and an old clock. Underneath these things were some papers tied up inside a cloth, and a bag of gold coins.

'I'll show these scoundrels I'm an honest woman,' said my mother. 'I'll take what I'm owed and no more.' She began counting the money. There were all kinds of gold coins in the bag—big French gold coins, Spanish doubloons and pieces of eight. It was slow work to find the English gold guineas that we needed.

We were half-way through when I heard a sound that filled my heart with fear; the tap-tapping of the blind man's stick on the frozen road. Then it knocked against the inn door and we did not breathe. But then the tapping started again and slowly died away.

'Mother,' I said, 'take it all, and let's go before the blind man comes back with his friends.'

But my mother went on counting until we heard a low shout coming from the hill outside. 'I'll take what I have,' she said, jumping to her feet.

'And I'll take this for what I'm owed,' I said, and picked up the cloth of papers.

We ran from the inn and along the road to the village. It was dark but there was a full moon. We heard running feet coming towards us.

'Take the money and run on,' my mother said breathlessly. But I refused to leave her. Quickly, I pulled her off the road and down under a small bridge. There we hid, trembling.

Not a moment too soon. Seven or eight men were running past us. Three men ran in front, and I saw that the one in the middle was the blind man. Silently, I climbed back up to the road and lay in the long grass to watch what happened.

'Down with the door!' the blind man shouted.

Four or five of them broke down the door of the Admiral Benbow and ran inside. There was a shout: 'Bill's dead!'

The blind man swore at them. 'Look upstairs and find the chest!' he cried.

I could hear their feet on the stairs, then a voice shouting down to the blind man in the road outside: 'Pew! They've been here before us. The money's here but Flint's papers have gone!'

'It's those people of the inn—it's that boy!' shouted the blind man Pew. 'Search and find'em.'

Just then there came the sound of horses and riders thundering along the road. It was heard by the men in the inn, and in a second they were out in the road, running into the darkness of the fields. They did not wait for blind Pew, who tried to follow them, tapping wildly with his stick. 'Johnny, Black Dog! You won't leave your old friend Pew, boys—not old Pew!'

He was still in the middle of the road when the horses thundered up to the inn. Pew turned with a scream, but he turned the wrong way, and ran straight into the first of the horses. The rider tried to save him, but failed. Down went Pew, under the horse's feet, with a cry that rang high into the night. It was all over in seconds, and Pew didn't move again.

I jumped up and shouted to the riders. One of the men was Captain Dance, the law officer from the nearby town. He had heard reports of a pirate ship in Black Hill Cove and had come looking for the pirates. I told him my story, and he and his men chased the pirates down into the cove. But by the time they got to the beach, the ship was already out to sea.

'Well,' said Captain Dance when he returned, 'at least we finished off Pew.'

We took my mother to a house in the village, then went back to the Admiral Benbow. Inside, everything was smashed and broken.

'What were they looking for, Hawkins?' asked Mr Dance.

'They got the money from the chest,' I said, 'but I think I have what they wanted most. I'd like to get it to a safe place. I thought, perhaps, Dr Livesey...'

'Quite right,' said Mr Dance. 'He's the local judge, and I ought to report Pew's death to him or Squire Trelawney. I'll take you with me to his house.'




Dr Livesey was not at his house but with the squire at his home, so Captain Dance and I went on there.

I had never seen Squire Trelawney so near. He was a big tall man, with a red face, and was sitting beside a fire with Dr Livesey. 'Come in, Mr Dance,' he said.

Mr Dance gave his report and both men listened with deep interest.

'And so, Jim,' said the doctor, 'you have the thing that they were looking for, have you?'

'Here it is, sir,' I said, and gave him the papers tied inside the cloth. The doctor looked at them and put them quietly in the pocket of his coat. After that, Mr Dance went away and I was given some food.

'And now, squire,' said the doctor, 'you have heard of this Flint, I suppose?'

'Heard of him!' cried the squire. 'He was the worst pirate that ever sailed. The Spanish used to tremble just to hear his name!'

'Well, I've heard of him myself,' said Dr Livesey. 'But the question is, did he have money?'

'Money!' said the squire. 'Of course Flint had money! Those scoundrels were after it.'

'Well then, suppose I have here in my pocket a paper that shows where Flint hid his treasure,' said the doctor. 'Would the treasure be worth looking for?'

'Worth looking for!' cried the squire, with great enthusiasm. 'I'll tell you what it's worth. I'll prepare a ship at Bristol, take you and Hawkins with me, and have that treasure if I have to search for a year!'

We opened the cloth and found two things—a book and a paper. The book gave a list of all the money Flint had stolen from different ships during twenty years at sea. The doctor opened the paper and found a map of an island. There was a hill in the centre marked Spyglass, and several names that had been added later. There were three big black crosses—two in the north of the island and one in the south-west. Beside the last cross were the words: Most of the treasure here. On the back of the paper, the same person had written:

　Tall tree. Spyglass shoulder, to the North of North-North-East.

　Skeleton Island East-South-East and by East.

The squire and Dr Livesey were delighted.

'Tomorrow I start for Bristol,' said Squire Trelawney. 'In three weeks we will have the best ship, sir, and the finest crew in England. Hawkins can come as cabin-boy. You, Livesey, are the ship's doctor. I am admiral. We'll take three of my men, Redruth, Joyce, and Hunter.'

'Trelawney,' said the doctor, 'I'll go with you. So, I am sure, will Hawkins. There's only one man I'm afraid of.'

'And who's that?' cried the squire. 'Name the scoundrel!'

'You,' said the doctor, 'because you cannot keep silent. We aren't the only men who know of this paper. Those who broke into the inn tonight want to find the same treasure. We must none of us go alone until we get to sea. You'll take Joyce and Hunter to Bristol. Meanwhile, Jim and I will stay together. And not one of us must say a word about what we have found.'

'Livesey,' replied the squire, 'you're always right. I'll be as silent as a dead man.'



scoundrel n. a wicked, esp. bold and selfish, man. 坏蛋，恶棍；流氓。～ly (ad.). 同义词：villain, blackguard。

honest a. (of people) not likely to lie or to cheat. 诚实的；老实的；正直的：Be ～ in business. 做生意要老老实实。honestly (ad.), honesty(n.).

towards prep. in the direction of, without necessarily reaching. 向，朝；面对：She was walking ～ town when I met her. 我见到她时她正向城里走去。

refuse v. not to accept or do or give. 拒绝；回绝；拒绝接受：It was an offer he felt he couldn't ～. 这是一个他觉得自己无法不接受的提议。

break down to destroy (something); reduce to pieces. 打破，毁掉，破除：～ the traditional barrier between language and literature 扫除语言和文学之间的传统障碍。

just ad. exactly; (at) the exact time or place. 正好，恰好：He came just as I was leaving. 他来时我正好要走。～ then 正在那时。

scream n. a loud cry. 尖叫声。

pirate n. a person who sails the seas stopping and robbing ships. 海盗，海上掠夺者。同义词：freebooter。

smash [smæʃ] v. 打碎，打破；摧毁 to (cause to) break into pieces violently: The boy smashed the vase with a hammer. 男孩用锤子把花瓶砸碎了。

tie [tai] v. （用带，绳，线等）系，缚，拴，捆 to fasten with a cord, rope, etc.: The package came ～d with a red ribbon. 包裹来了，是用一根红丝带捆扎的。

enthusiasm n. a strong feeling of interest and admiration. 热情；热心；热忱；积极性：The play aroused his ～. 这出戏引起他极大的兴趣。同义词：fervor, passion。反义词：apathy。

steal v. to take (what belongs to other) without any right. 偷盗，窃取（过去式：stole；过去分词：stolen）：Someone stole a painting from the museum. 有人从展览馆偷走了一幅画。

skeleton n. the framework of all the bones in a human or animal body. 骨骼；骷髅：a ～ in the cupboard 不可外扬的家丑，隐情。I feel that she has a couple of ～s in her cupboard. 我觉得她有几件不可告人的丑事。

delight n. a high degree of pleasure or satisfaction; joy. 高兴，愉快，快乐：To the teacher's great delight, all his students passed the examination. 使老师极为高兴的是他的学生全部考试及格。delighted (a.), delightedly(ad.).

cabin-boy n. a boy who is a servant on a ship. 船舱服务员：At 15 he was a ～, at 50 commander of the navy. 15岁时他是个船上服务员，但50岁时就是海军司令了。


4　水手箱

老船长手边的地上有一小片圆的硬纸，一面涂着黑色。我相信这就是所谓的“黑券”。黑券的另一面写着：今晚10点以前答复。墙上的老钟刚好敲了6下，告诉我现在6点钟了。
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我立即把一切都告诉了母亲，我们决定在瞎子和他的人回来之前逃到村子里躲起来。

“但是首先，”我母亲勇敢地说，“我们必须找到水手箱的钥匙，干吗不把老船长欠的钱找回来呢？他的朋友肯定不会给我们的！”

水手箱的钥匙套在老船长的脖子上，我割断绳子，取下钥匙，赶紧到他房间去。从他来住店的那一天起，他的箱子一直放在那里。他的水手箱顶部涂着一个字母“B”，里面有两把精制的手枪，一些银锭，一些烟草，一只老式表。这些东西下面还有卷在布里的几页纸和一袋金币。

“我要让那些流氓知道，我是个诚实的女人，”母亲说，“我只要收回欠账，一个子儿也不多拿。”她开始数钱。那一个袋子里各国钱币都有：法国的金路易，西班牙的杜布龙金币和每枚8个里亚尔的银币。从中找到我们需要的英国畿尼是件很费时的事。

钱才数了一半的时候，我听到一种可怕的声音，是那个瞎子用棍子探路的嗒嗒声。接着我们听到棍子敲门的声音，我们屏住呼吸。然后探路的嗒嗒声又响起来，慢慢地消失了。

“妈妈，”我说，“把这些都拿上，我们得赶在瞎子和他的人到来之前逃走。”

可是我母亲还是继续数钱。这时，从小山上传来一声很轻的呼哨。“我先把数好的钱拿走。”她说，忽然跳起来。

“我把这东西带走抵账。”我捡起那个布裹着的小包。

我们跑出客店向村子逃去。天黑了，但月亮很圆。我们听见有好些人朝这边跑来。

“你拿了钱快跑吧。”我母亲上气不接下气地说。我不能丢下她不管。我很快把她拖离大路，来到一座桥下躲起来，浑身直发抖。

不一会儿就有七八个人跑过去。其中有三个人跑在前面，我认出中间的就是那个瞎子。我悄悄地爬到路上，藏在草丛里观察发生的一切。

“把门撞开。”瞎子喊道。

四五个人撞开了本葆将军客店的门，冲了进去。有人喊道：“比尔死了。”

瞎子又骂他们。他嚷道：“上楼去找水手箱。”

我可以听见他们匆匆上楼的声音，不一会儿又有人冲着外面路上的瞎子喊道：“皮尤，他们在我们之前来过，钱还在这儿，可弗林特的藏宝图不见了。”

“是客店的那伙人，那个孩子干的，”瞎子皮尤喊道，“给我找到他们。”

正在这时路上传来了马蹄声，客店里的人听到后马上跑出来，不一会儿就消失在田间的路上。没人等瞎子皮尤，他想跟上他们，用木棍使劲地敲着地，“约翰尼，黑狗，别把你们的伙伴老皮尤丢下不管！”

马队朝客店冲过来时皮尤正走在路中间，他尖叫一声转过身来，但转错方向，径直朝着领头的马跑去。骑马人努力想救他的命，但已来不及了，皮尤的一声惨叫响彻夜空，四只马蹄从他身上践踏而过。只有几秒钟时间，他便不再动弹。

我跳起来招呼骑马的人，他们中一个人是丹斯上尉，附近一个镇的法官。他得悉布莱克希尔湾出现了一只海盗船，便到我们这边来搜捕海盗。我给他讲了我们的经历，他和他的人就去海湾追海盗船了。但他们到海边时，海盗船已走远。

“不过，”丹斯上尉回来后说，“至少我们解决了皮尤。”

我母亲被安顿在村子里的一间房内，然后我们回到本堡将军客店，客店内的一切都被破坏了。

“他们想找什么呢，霍金斯？”丹斯先生问道。

“他们从水手箱里拿走了钱，”我说，“但我有他们想要的东西。我希望把它放到一个稳妥的地方。我想，也许，李甫西大夫……”

“对，说得对，”丹斯先生说，“李甫西大夫是本地的治安推事，我应该向他或是乡绅屈利劳尼报告皮尤已死的事。我带你一起去他家。”




李甫西大夫不在家，据说他和乡绅在一起。于是我和丹斯先生去乡绅家。

我从来没这么近打量过乡绅屈利劳尼。他个子很高，暗红色的脸，和李甫西大夫坐在火炉旁边。“进来，丹斯先生。”他说。

丹斯先生报告了刚才发生的事，那两个人听得津津有味。

“那么，吉姆，”大夫说，“你说他们要找的东西在你身上，是不是？”

“在这儿，先生。”我说着把用布裹着的小包给他。大夫看了看，把小包静静地放在上衣口袋里。过了一会儿，丹斯先生走了，我坐下来吃了些东西。

“那么，乡绅先生，”大夫说，“你听说过这位弗林特船长，对吗？”

“怎么没听说过？！”乡绅大声说，“他是有史以来最残暴的一个海盗。西班牙人听到他的名字就发抖。”

“我也听到过他的名字，”李甫西大夫说，“但问题是，他有钱吗？”

“钱！”乡绅喊道，“弗林特当然有钱！那帮匪徒找的就是钱。”

“那么，假定我口袋里有弗林特藏宝的线索，”大夫说，“那宝藏值得去寻吗？”

“当然值得！”乡绅激动地嚷道，“如果你真的有那个线索，我就在布里斯托尔准备一条大船，带着你和霍金斯一起出海，哪怕花一年工夫也要找到宝藏。”

我们打开布包发现了两件东西，一本书和一张纸。书本上记载着弗林特20年来在海上从不同船上抢来的钱。大夫打开那张纸，一幅海岛地图展现在我们面前，岛的中部有一座小山，标着的名称是“望远镜山”，旁边有一些名字是后来注上的。图中有三个用墨水画着的叉叉：两个在岛的北部，一个在西南部。在西南部的那个叉叉旁边写着：大部分宝藏在此。在地图的背面同一个人写着：




望远镜肩上一棵大树，北北东偏北。

骷髅岛，东南东偏东。




乡绅和李甫西大夫都非常高兴。

“明天我就去布里斯托尔，”乡绅说，“只要过三个星期我们就能备好英国最好的船和精选的水手。霍金斯可以在船上当服务员；你，李甫西，当随船医生；我当船长。我们把我的伙计雷德拉斯，乔伊斯和亨特都带上。”

“乡绅先生，”大夫说，“我跟你一起去，而且我相信霍金斯也会去的。我只对一个人不放心。”

“对谁？”乡绅喊道，“把那混蛋的名字说出来！”

“你，”大夫说，“因为你不能保持沉默。不仅仅是我们知道这张图，那些冲进客店的人也想找到这些宝藏。出海之前我们谁也不能单独出门。你带着乔伊斯和亨特去布里斯托尔；我和吉姆在一起。关于我们的发现，我们中任何人都不能走漏一点风声。”

“李甫西，”乡绅说，“你说得对，我会守口如瓶的。”


5
I go to Bristol

Dr Livesey went to London, to find another doctor to look after his patients while he was away. I waited at his home with Tom Redruth. Weeks passed, and I spent many hours studying Flint's map and dreaming of treasure. Then a letter arrived, addressed to Dr Livesey 'or Jim Hawkins, if the doctor is away':




Old Anchor Inn, Bristol

1st March 17—




Dear Livesey,

I do not know whether you are at home or in London, so I am sending copies of this letter to both places.

The ship is bought and ready for sea. You never saw a better ship—and with the name Hispaniola. I got her through my old friend, Blandly, who, with everyone in Bristol, worked hard to find me a suitable ship when they heard the reason for our voyage—treasure, I mean.




'Dr Livesey won't like that,' I said to Tom Redruth. 'The squire's been talking.' I read on:




I wanted a crew of twenty men—as we may meet pirates or enemy ships—but I had the greatest difficulty finding six. Then good fortune brought me the very man that I needed. I met the man quite by accident, and we began a conversation. I learnt he was an old seaman who kept an inn, and he knew all the seamen in Bristol. The poor man had lost his health on shore and wanted to get work as a cook, and go to sea again.

I felt sorry for him and employed him immediately, to be the ship's cook. Long John Silver, he is called, and he has lost a leg fighting for his country. Well, sir, I thought I had only found a cook, but it was a crew I had discovered! Between Silver and myself, we got together a crew of the toughest seamen you can imagine.

I am in wonderful health, but I shall not enjoy a moment until my ship goes to sea. So come quickly, Livesey, do not lose an hour! And let young Hawkins go at once to say goodbye to his mother, and then come quickly to Bristol with Redruth.

John Trelawney

PS: Blandly found us an excellent man to be captain, and Silver found a man called Arrow to be first officer.




Next day, I went to the Admiral Benbow and said goodbye to my mother. I was sad to leave, but when Redruth and I began our journey to Bristol, my thoughts turned to the voyage and the search for treasure.

Mr Trelawney was waiting for us at an inn, near the sea. 'Here you are!' he cried when we arrived. 'The doctor came from London last night, so now the ship's company is complete. We sail tomorrow!'

After I had finished breakfast, the squire gave me a note to take to Long John Silver at the Spyglass Inn.

It was a bright little place where the customers were mostly seamen. As I entered, a man came out of a side room and I knew immediately he must be Long John. His left leg was cut off above the knee and he walked with a crutch under his left shoulder. He was tall and strong with a big, smiling face.

Now, when I read about Long John in Squire Trelawney's letter, I had been afraid he might be the one-legged seaman that old Bill had talked about. But one look at the man in front of me was enough. I knew old Bill, and Black Dog, and the blind man Pew. I thought I knew what a pirate looked like—a very different person from this clean and smiling man.

'Mr Silver, sir?' I asked, holding out the note.

'Yes, my boy,' he said. 'That' s my name. And who are you?' And then he saw the squire's letter and looked surprised. 'Oh!' he said loudly. 'I see you're our new cabinboy. I'm pleased to meet you.'

Just then, a customer got up suddenly and hurried to the door. I recognized him as the man with only three fingers on his left hand—the one who had come to the Admiral Benbow!

'Stop him!' I shouted. 'It's Black Dog!'

'I don't care who he is,' said Silver. 'He hasn't paid for his drinks. Run and catch him, Harry!'

A man jumped up and ran after Black Dog.

'What was his name?' asked Silver. 'Black what?'

'Dog, sir,' I said. 'Hasn't Mr Trelawney told you about the pirates? He was one of them.'

'A pirate! I didn't know that,' said Silver. 'I've seen him before, when he came with a blind man.'

'That was blind Pew, another pirate,' I said.

'That was his name!' said Silver.

I watched the sea cook carefully. But when the man Harry came back without the pirate, Silver seemed angry and I believed he was.

'I'll come with you to tell Mr Trelawney what's happened,' he said. 'This is a serious matter.'

As we walked back, Silver told me many interesting things about the ships that we passed. I began to think he was going to be a good companion to have when we were at sea.

When we got to the inn, the squire and Dr Livesey were there. Long John told them about Black Dog, saying, 'That was how it was, wasn't it, Hawkins?' And I had to agree. We were all sorry about Black Dog getting away, but there was nothing we could do.

'All the crew must be on board by four o'clock this afternoon,' Trelawney told Long John.

'Right, sir!' said the sea cook, and he left us to return to his inn.

'Trelawney,' said Dr Livesey, 'I don't always think you find the best men, but I'll say this: John Silver seems a good man. Now, let's go and see the ship!'



look after to take care of (someone or something). 照料，照顾，照管：He has looked after his elderly parents for many years. 他照料年迈的父母已多年了。

voyage n. a journey, usu. long, made by boat or ship. 航海，航行；旅行：go on a sea ～ 去航海旅行。同义词：journey, tour, trip。

employ vt. to use (a person) as a paid worker. 雇用：The company employs about 100 men. 这个公司雇用了大约一百人。employee: a person who is employed 被雇用者。employer: a person who employs others 雇用者。

shore n. the land along the edge of a large stretch of water. （江、河、湖泊、海洋等水域的）滨，岸：go on ～ 上岸。The ship reached ～. 船已到岸。同义词：coast, beach, seaside。

company n. companionship; fellowship. 一群人；（一）群；（一）队；（一）伙：A ～ of travellers are (或is) expected to arrive soon. 预计一批旅客很快就要到来。Two's ～, three's a crowd (或none). 〈谚〉两人结伴，三人不欢。

recognize v. to know again (someone or something one has met before). 认出，识别；认识：He was so much changed that I could hardly ～ him. 他变化太大，我简直认不出他来了。

pay v. to give (money) for goods bought, work done, etc.. 付钱给，给……报酬；出钱雇：They ～ their workers well. 他们给工人的报酬不错。过去式及过去分词：paid。

agree v. (with) to accept an idea, opinion, etc., esp. after unwillingness or argument; approve. （对计划、提议等）表示同意（to）；（对意见等）表示赞同：Do you agree to this arrangement? 你同意这个安排吗？I ～ will your argument. 我同意你的论点。

on board in (a ship or public vehicle). 上船（或火车、公共汽车、飞机等）；在船（或火车、公共汽车、飞机等）上：When everybody was ～, the ship sailed. 等所有的人都上了船，船启航了。


5　我去布里斯托尔

李甫西大夫去伦敦了，他去找人在他不在期间为他照看他的病人。我和汤姆·雷德拉斯在他家等他。时间过去了几周，我用了很多时间研究弗林特的藏宝图，有时梦想着得到那些宝藏。不久我们收到一封寄给李甫西大夫的信，上面写着：“如果大夫不在，请交吉姆·霍金斯。”
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布里斯托尔老锚旅馆

17—年3月1日

亲爱的李甫西：

我不知道你是在伦敦还是回到了家里，所以我把这封信一式两份寄到两个地方。

船已购妥并装备好，正待出海。你无法想像比这更出色的帆船了——我们叫她伊斯帕尼奥拉号。我是通过我的老朋友布兰德利搞到这条船的。在布里斯托尔，我们发掘宝藏的消息一传开，大家都乐于为我们效劳。




“李甫西大夫对此不会满意的，”我对雷德拉斯说，“乡绅到底把事情说出去了。”我继续读下去：




我本想找20个船员——我们可能会遇到海盗或者敌船，可是费了很大劲才找到6个人。不过上帝保佑我不费力气就找到了我最需要的那个人。我十分偶然地碰上这个人，然后我们就聊起来。我了解到他是个老水手，现在在这里开一家旅馆，他认识布里斯托尔所有的海员。这个可怜的人在陆地上反而搞垮了身体，他想找个做厨师的活儿，以便再回到海上。

我听了以后十分难过，立刻把他雇用为我们船上的厨师。他叫“高个儿约翰”，姓西尔弗。他曾在为国家而战的战斗中失去了一条腿。先生，我以为只找到了一个厨师，可谁想到我因此又找到了好些水手！在西尔弗的帮助下，我找到了一伙最强壮的水手。

我现在身体状况很好，但在我们的船出海之前我简直无法安下心来。李甫西，快来吧，一小时也不要耽搁。让小霍金斯赶快回家和他母亲道别，由雷德拉斯陪他来布里斯托尔。

约翰·屈利劳尼




布兰德利找到一个出色的船长，西尔弗则找了一个叫埃罗的人做大副。又及。




第二天，我回到本葆将军客店和我妈妈道别。我离开母亲有点儿伤悲，可是当我和雷德拉斯踏上去布里斯托尔的旅程时，我的思绪就转到了寻宝的旅途上。

屈利劳尼先生在海边的一个旅店等我们。“你们终于来了！”我们到了以后他喊道，“大夫昨天晚上从伦敦赶来了。现在全船的人都齐了。咱们明天就出海！”

我吃完早点后，乡绅给了我一张纸条，让我给在望远镜酒店的“高个儿约翰·西尔弗”送去。

这是一间小巧而明亮的酒店，光顾这里的大部分是海员。我刚一进去，就有一个人从一间侧屋里出来，我马上认出他就是高个儿约翰。他左腿从膝盖处锯掉，左肩下拄着一根拐杖。他身高体壮，笑容可掬。

说实话，我在屈利劳尼的信中读到高个儿约翰这个人时，我就担心他是老比尔提到的那个一条腿的海员。但只看一眼眼前这个人我就知道他是个什么人了。我见过老比尔，黑狗和瞎子皮尤。我想我知道海盗是副什么模样——完全不同于这位整洁而和善的人。

“西尔弗先生吗？”我问道，递上那张纸条。

“是的，孩子，”他说，“我叫西尔弗。你是谁？”他看着乡绅的字条，然后叫起来：“噢！你就是船上新来的服务员。很高兴认识你。”

正在这时，一个顾客站起来匆匆向门口走去。我看见他左手只有三个手指——就是那个曾到过本葆将军客店的人。

“抓住他！”我叫起来，“他是黑狗！”

“我不在乎他是谁，”西尔弗说，“但他没付账。哈里，快去抓住他！”

一个人跳起来去追黑狗。

“他叫什么名字？”西尔弗问，“黑什么？”

“狗，先生，”我说，“屈利劳尼先生没和你说起过海盗的事吗？他就是他们中的一个。”

“海盗！我不知道，”西尔弗说，“我以前见过他，他曾和一个瞎子一起来过。”

“那瞎子叫皮尤，也是个海盗。”我说。

“那正是他的名字！”西尔弗说。

我仔细地打量着这位船上的厨师。那个没追上海盗的哈里回来后，西尔弗似乎生气了——我确信他生气了。

“我和你一起去找乡绅，告诉他发生了什么事，”他说，“这件事很严重。”

我们往回走时，西尔弗给我讲了许多关于那些船的趣事。我开始想他也许是一个不错的海上伙伴。

我们到酒店时，乡绅和李甫西大夫已经到了，高个儿约翰告诉他们关于黑狗的事。他说：“这就是事情的经过，对吗，霍金斯？”我只好点头称是。我们都很遗憾让黑狗跑掉了，但我们也无能为力。

“所有船员今天下午4点钟以前在船上集合。”屈利劳尼告诉高个儿约翰。

“是，先生！”西尔弗说，然后回他的酒店去了。

“屈利劳尼，”李甫西大夫说，“我并不认为你找到了一帮最好的船员，但我应该说，高个儿约翰似乎是个好人。现在，我们去看看船吧。”


6
The ship and its men

We went out to the Hispaniola in a small boat. Mr Arrow met us, and it was clear that he and the squire were very friendly. But things were not the same between Mr Trelawney and the captain. Captain Smollett seemed angry with everybody on board, and told us why.

'I don't like this voyage,' he told us. 'I don't like the men, and I don't like my first officer.'

'Perhaps, sir, you don't like the ship?' said the squire, angrily.

'I can't say that, sir, as I haven't yet sailed her,' replied the captain. 'She seems a good ship.'

'Possibly, sir, you don't like your employer either?' said the squire.

'Now, now, let's not argue,' said Dr Livesey. He turned to the captain. 'You say you don't like this voyage,' he said. 'Please explain.'

'I was employed, sir,' said the captain, 'on secret orders, and to sail this ship where that gentleman ordered me to sail it. Now I find every other man on this ship knows more than I do. I don't call that fair, do you?'

'No,' said Dr Livesey, 'I don't.'

'Next,' said the captain, 'I learn we are going to look for treasure—hear it from my own crew! Now, I don't like treasure voyages at the best of times, and I certainly don't like them when they are secret. Also, a captain is usually allowed to choose his own crew.'

'That's true,' agreed the doctor. 'And you don't like Mr Arrow?'

'No, sir,' replied Captain Smollett. 'He's too friendly with the crew.'

'Tell us what you want,' said the doctor.

'First of all, the men are putting the powder and weapons in the front of the ship,' said the captain. 'Now, you have a good place under the cabin. Why not put them there? Second, you are bringing four of your own people. Let them sleep here beside the cabin.'

'What else?' asked Mr Trelawney.

'Only one thing, sir,' said the captain. 'There's been too much talking already. I'll tell you what I've heard. That you have a map of an island; that there's crosses on the map to show where treasure is; and that the island is—' Then he told us the exact place.

'I never told that to anyone!' cried the squire.

'The crew know it, sir,' replied the captain. 'I don't know who has this map, but I want it to be kept secret, even from me and Mr Arrow. If not, I will ask you to let me leave the ship.'

'You want us to keep all this a secret,' said the doctor, 'and you want all the weapons and powder to be kept near us. In other words, you fear a mutiny.'

'I did not say that, sir,' replied Captain Smollett. 'No captain could go to sea believing that.' And he went away.

'Trelawney,' said the doctor, 'I believe you have managed to get two honest men on board—that man, and John Silver.'

'Silver, yes,' said the squire, 'but the captain acts neither like a man, nor a good seaman!'

'Well,' said the doctor, 'we shall see.'

We were moving the weapons and powder when Long John came aboard. The cook came up the side as quick as a monkey and saw what we were doing.

'What's this?' he wanted to know.

'My orders,' said the captain, coldly. 'You may go below, my man. The crew will want supper.'

'Yes, sir,' said the cook, and disappeared quickly.

'That's a good man, captain,' said the doctor.

'That may be, sir,' replied Captain Smollett.



argue vt. to provide reasons for or against (something), esp. clearly and in proper order. 争论，争辩：They argued the case for hours. 他们为这个案子争论好几个小时了。

powder n. any of various fine-grained dry solid explosives. 火药。

keep vt. to guard; protect. 保持；保存，保守（秘密）：keep a secret 保守秘密。过去：kept.过去分词：kept.

mutiny n. (an example of) the act of taking power from the person in charge, esp. from a captain on a ship. 叛变，兵变。mutinous a. 反叛的；参与反叛的。mutineer n. 反叛者，叛变者。同义词：rebellion, revolution, uprising.

neither ad. no more; also not. 也不。neither... nor... 既不……也不……


6　船和船员

我们乘小船去看伊斯帕尼奥拉号船。埃罗正在那里等我们，显然他和乡绅非常友好。但屈利劳尼和船长就不那么友好了。斯摩列特船长似乎对船上所有的人都很生气，并对我们讲了他为什么生气。
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“我不喜欢这次航行，”他说，“我不喜欢这些人，我也不喜欢大副。”

“也许，先生，您不喜欢这条船？”乡绅不高兴地问道。

“我还不能这么说，先生，我还没驾驶她，”船长回答，“船似乎不错。”

“或许，先生，你对你的雇主不满意？”乡绅说。

“好，好，大家别争论了。”李甫西大夫说。他转向船长说：“你说你不喜欢这次航行，为什么？”

“我秘密受雇于人，先生，”船长说，“这位先生让我去哪儿我就去哪儿。而现在我发现船上任何一个人知道的都比我多。我认为这不公平，你说呢？”

“是不公平，”李甫西大夫说，“我也这么认为。”

“还有，”船长说，“我听说我们要去寻宝——我是听我自己的船员说的。老实说，在情况最好的时候我也不喜欢寻宝航行，我更不喜欢这样遮遮掩掩的。并且，船长应该有权选择自己的船员。”

“是这样，”大夫说，“你不喜欢埃罗吗？”

“不是，先生，”船长斯摩列特说，“他对船员们非常友好。”

“告诉我们你想怎样？”大夫说。

“首先，那些人把火药和武器放在船头，”船长说，“其实，船舱下面有个不错的地方，为什么不放在那里呢？其次，你们带来的四个人，让他们睡在船长室隔壁吧。”

“还有吗？”屈利劳尼先生问。

“还有一件事，先生，”船长说，“现在泄露出去的事情太多了。我把我听到的告诉你们。据说你们有一个岛的地图，上面画着叉叉标出了宝藏的位置；那个岛位于——”他说出了那个岛的准确位置。

“我没告诉过任何人！”乡绅说。

“船员知道了，先生，”船长说，“我不知道地图在谁手里，但我希望保密，即使对我和埃罗也一样。否则我就请求离开这条船。”

“你让我们保守秘密，”大夫说，“你把所有的武器都安置在我们附近。这就是说，你担心船上暴乱？”

“我没这么说，先生，”斯摩列特船长说，“相信有暴乱的船长是不会出海的。”说完他走了。

“屈利劳尼，”大夫说，“我认为你物色到了两个正直的人——船长和约翰·西尔弗。”

“西尔弗，没错，”乡绅说，“至于船长，他根本不像个男人，更不像一个好海员！”

“那么，”大夫说，“咱们走着瞧吧。”

高个儿约翰来的时候我们正忙着搬火药和武器。他跳上船，像只灵巧的猴子，看着我们干活儿。

“这是干什么？”他问。

“是我的命令，”船长冷冷地说，“你可以下去了，船员们该吃晚饭了。”

“是，先生。”厨子说，然后就离开了。

“他是个好人，船长。”大夫说。

“也许是，先生。”船长斯摩列特答道。


7
The apple barrel

We sailed at the first light of day. I was more tired than ever before, but everything was so new and interesting I would not leave the deck.

'Let's have a song!' cried one of the men.

Long John began to sing that song I knew so well:

　Fifteen men on the dead man's chest—

And the whole crew joined with him:

　Yo-ho-ho and a bottle of rum!

Even at that exciting moment, I remembered the old Admiral Benbow, and I seemed to hear the voice of old Bill, the seaman, singing with them. But soon the sails began to fill with wind, and the land and other ships moved past on each side. The Hispaniola had begun her voyage to Treasure Island.

I am not going to describe the voyage in detail. The ship was indeed a good ship, the crew were good seamen, and the captain knew his business well. But Mr Arrow was even worse than the captain had feared. The men did as they pleased with him, and after a day or two at sea, he began to drink too much. Where he got the drink was a mystery, and if we asked him, he would only laugh. Then one wild, dark night with a rough sea, he disappeared and was seen no more.

'Fallen overboard!' said the captain. 'Gentlemen, we'll do better without him.'

But we were without a first officer. Mr Trelawney had been to sea before and knew enough to be useful, and one of the men, Israel Hands, was a careful and experienced seaman who was able to help with almost anything. He was a great friend of Long John Silver.

All the crew liked and even obeyed Silver, and he was always pleased to see me in the kitchen, which he kept as clean as a new pin. He kept his parrot in cage, in the corner.

'I call him Captain Flint,' he told me, 'after the famous pirate.'

And the parrot used to scream, 'Pieces of eight! Pieces of eight! Pieces of eight!'

The captain and Mr Trelawney still did not like each other, and the squire didn't try to hide it. The captain spoke few words, but agreed that the crew were better than he'd hoped for, and that the ship was a fine one.

The crew seemed happy, which was not really surprising. No ship's company was ever so well looked after, with plenty to eat and drink; and a barrel of apples open for any man to take one.

And it was the apple barrel that saved our lives.

It was the day before we expected to see Treasure Island. The sun had gone down, all my work was done, and I thought I should like an apple. The barrel was nearly empty and I had to climb right inside to get my apple. As I sat there in the dark, the ship moving gently in the water, I almost fell asleep.

Suddenly, the barrel shook as a heavy man sat down and rested his shoulders against it. The man began to speak and it was Silver's voice. Before I had heard a dozen words, I was trembling with fear. I understood from those words that the lives of all honest men on the ship depended on me alone!

'Flint was captain, not me,' said Silver. 'In the same battle that I lost my leg, old Pew lost his sight. But I got two thousand when I sailed with Flint—and it's all safe in the bank at home.'

'But what if you don't live to get home again?' asked another, doubtful voice. I recognized the voice of the youngest seaman aboard.

'Pirates live rough,' agreed Silver. 'They live dangerously and some get caught and die by the law. But they eat and drink the best, and when the voyage is done, it's hundreds of pounds instead of hundreds of pence in their pockets. Once I'm back from this trip, I'll live like a gentleman. But I began life like you—a clever young seaman without a penny in my pocket!'

'I didn't like this job until this talk with you, John,' said the young seaman, 'but I'm with you now.

They shook hands so hard that the barrel shook as well, with me inside it. By this time, I understood that Silver had just turned an honest seaman into a pirate. Perhaps every man in the crew was now a pirate!

Silver gave a quiet call and a third man came and sat down with them. 'Dick's with us,' said Silver.

'I knew Dick was all right,' replied the voice of Israel Hands. 'But how long are we going to wait? I've had enough of Captain Smollett.'

'Until the last moment!' cried Silver. 'Captain Smollett's a first-class seaman, and the squire and doctor have the map. Let them find the treasure and bring it aboard—then we'll see. I'd rather have Captain Smollett sail us half-way home before I moved, but I know the rest of the men won't wait that long. So I'll finish with the captain and the others at the island.'

'But what do we do with them?' asked Dick.

'They must die,' said Silver. 'We don't want them coming home later, to tell what happened. Now, Dick, get me an apple. I'm thirsty.'

You can imagine my horror! I heard Dick begin to rise, but Hands said, 'Oh, let's have some rum, John.'

Silver sent Dick to fetch the rum, then Israel said something to the cook in a low voice, and I heard only a word or two. But they were important words: 'Not another man will join.' So there were still some honest men on board.

I looked up and saw the moon had risen. At the same time, the voice of one of the crew shouted: 'Land!'

There was the sound of many feet running across the deck. I quickly got out of the barrel and was in time to join Hunter and Dr Livesey and the rest, at the side of the ship.

Away to the south-west, we saw two hills. Rising behind one of them was a third hill, even higher, and with its top still hidden in fog. Captain Smollett gave orders, and the Hispaniola turned so that the ship would sail just clear of the island on the east.

'Has anyone seen that land before?' he said.

'I have, sir,' said Silver. 'I was cook on a ship that stopped here once. There's a safe place to anchor in the south, behind a little island called Skeleton Island. Those three hills we can see are on the big island. They're in a row running south—the biggest is called Spyglass.'

'Thank you,' said Captain Smollett. 'Later on, I'll ask you to give us some help. You may go now.'

Dr Livesey called me, meaning to ask me to fetch his pipe, but I spoke quickly. 'Doctor, get the captain and squire down to the cabin. I have some terrible news.'

He went across and spoke to the other two, then the three of them went below. Soon after, a message came that I was wanted in the cabin.

I told them in as few words as possible what Silver and the others had said, and they listened without speaking. It was a warm night and I saw the moon shining on the sea as I told my story.

'Captain,' said the squire when I'd finished, 'you were right, and I was wrong.'

'But I've never known a crew planning to mutiny that did not show some sign of it before,' said the captain.

'That's Silver,' said the doctor. 'He's a very clever man.'

'He'd look very clever with a rope around his neck, sir!' replied the captain. 'But we must make a plan. We can't go back, or they would know at once. But we have some time before the treasure is found, and there are some honest men among the crew. Your men, squire?'

'As honest as myself,' agreed Mr Trelawney.

'And ourselves,' said the captain. 'That's seven, with young Hawkins here. Now, what other honest men are there?'

'Probably the men Trelawney chose before he met Silver,' said the doctor.

'No,' said the squire. 'Hands was one of them.'

'Well, gentlemen,' said the captain. 'We must wait and watch carefully, until we know our men.'



describe [disˈkraib] v. 描写，描述；形容；叙述，记叙 to give a picture (of someone or something) in words: Can you ～ the accident in detail to me? 你能向我叙述事故的详细情形吗？

mystery [ˈmɪstəri] n. 神秘的事物，不可思议的事物，谜 something which can not be explained or understood: The identity of the thief is still a ～. 贼究竟是谁还是个谜。mysterious (a.)

plenty n. a state of having a large supply of, esp. of the needs of life. 丰富；充足；众多；大量；resources in plenty 丰富的资源。～ of time 充足的时间。

fall asleep to go into a state of sleep. 入睡；静止不动；变得不活跃：the falling asleep of the critical faculty 判断能力的麻痹状态。

tremble v. to shake uncontrollably as from fear, cold, excitement, etc.. 颤抖，抖动，战栗，哆嗦：His voice ～d with emotion. 他的声音因激动而颤抖。

imagine v. to form (a picture or idea) in mind. 想像：Can you ～ these fat men climbing the mountain? 你能想像这些胖子攀登这座高山的情景吗？

even ad. (used just before the surprising part of a statement, to add to its strength) which is more than might be expected. （加强语气）甚至（…也），连（…都）：Even John doesn't go out in the summer. 就连约翰夏天也不出去。

fetch v. to go and get and bring back. （去）拿来：shall I ～ your hat for you?要我替你把帽子拿来吗？～ and carry 做杂务，当听差。

terrible a. very severe indeed. 可怕的，可怖的，骇人的：A ～ sight met my eyes. 我看见了一幅可怕的景象。terribly (ad.)

shine v. to give off light; look bright. 照耀；发光，发亮：The rain has stopped and the sun is shining. 雨已停，阳光照耀。

until prep. up to (the time that). 直到…为止：We won't start until Bob comes. 鲍勃来之后我们才能开始。not until 直到…才。


7　苹果桶

晨曦微露，我们就起航了。我比以前任何时候都累，可是航行对我来说又新鲜又有趣，我一直不愿离开甲板。
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“我们唱个歌吧！”一个人建议。

于是高个儿约翰唱起了我熟悉的老调：




十五个人趴在死人身上——

所有船员都跟着他唱起来：

唷呵呵，快来尝一杯朗姆酒！




即使在这么激动的时刻，我还能记起本葆将军酒店，我好像听见老船长比尔也在和他们一起唱。不一会儿，帆就鼓满了风，陆地和其他的船在两旁迅速地向后退去。伊斯帕尼奥拉号向金银岛的航行开始了。

我不想详尽地描述这次航行。船是条好船，船员也不错，船长也熟稔他的行当。但是埃罗却比船长所担心的更坏。他我行我素，过了一两天以后便开始酗酒。他从哪儿弄来的酒始终是个谜，我们问他时，他只是笑。在一个月黑风高的夜里，他终于失踪了，再也没人见过他。

“他准是掉到海里了！”船长说，“没有他我们会做得更好。”

但我们毕竟少了一名大副。屈利劳尼先生曾当过水手，他的海上知识足够用的。伊斯莱尔·汉兹，船上的一名水手，谨慎且经验丰富，是个几乎任何事都可以托付给他的人。他和高个儿约翰·西尔弗是至交。

所有的船员都喜欢西尔弗，甚至很听他的话，他总是很高兴我在厨房里，他总是把厨房收拾得干干净净。在一个角落里，他在一个笼子里养着一只鹦鹉。

“我管它叫弗林特船长，”他说，“以那个出名的海盗来命名。”

那只鹦鹉常常叫道：“八个里亚尔！八个里亚尔！八个里亚尔！”

船长和屈利劳尼先生还是互不喜欢，乡绅也毫不掩饰这一点。船长很少说话，但他认为船员比他希望的还好，船也是条好船。

船员们似乎都很高兴。这也不足为怪，因为没有一艘船有这样的待遇。船员们有足够的吃喝，还有一桶苹果，任何人都可以吃。

而正是这苹果桶救了我们的命。

那天是我们预计到达金银岛的前一天。太阳已经落山，我也忙完了手中的活计，准备吃个苹果。苹果桶快空了，我只好钻进去拿苹果。我在黑暗中坐着，船在水上轻轻颠晃，我都快睡着了。

忽然，苹果桶剧烈地晃了一下，一个人坐下来，倚在苹果桶上。那个人开始讲话，我听出是西尔弗的声音。只听他说几句话，我就吓得直发抖。那些话使我知道船上所有好人的生命都系于我一身。

“那时弗林特是船长，不是我，”西尔弗说，“在那一仗中我失去了这条腿，老皮尤瞎了眼。我和弗林特出海时得到2000英镑——现在存在家乡的银行里。”

“如果你不能活着回去怎么办？”另一个人怀疑地问。我听出那是船上一个最年轻的船员。

“海盗们都很粗暴，”西尔弗说，“海盗们时刻生活在危险之中，其中有些人被抓住后送上绞架。但海盗们吃得好喝得好，一趟出海归来，就会有几百英镑装入腰包，而不是几百便士。我这次旅行回来后，就像个绅士一样生活。我开始时也和你一样——身无分文。”

“在此谈话之前我并不喜欢这个工作，约翰，”年轻人说，“但现在我和你一起干了。”

他们俩热烈握手，苹果桶剧烈地晃起来，当时我就在里面。这时我意识到西尔弗已经把一个正直的人变成了海盗。也许船上每个人都是海盗！

西尔弗轻轻叫了一声，又一个人过来坐在他旁边。“迪克也是我们的人。”西尔弗说。

“我知道迪克是我们的人，”伊斯莱尔·汉兹说，“还要等多久我们才能下手？我已经无法忍受斯摩列特船长了。”

“要等到最后一刻！”西尔弗喊道，“斯摩列特船长是个一流的水手，而乡绅和大夫那儿有藏宝图。让他们去找到宝藏并运上船——我们再作决定。依我看我们应该让斯摩列特船长送我们半程再干掉他，但我知道其余的人肯定等不了这么久。那么我们就在岛上干掉那些人。”

“我们对他们怎么办呢？”迪克问。

“他们必须得死，”西尔弗说，“我们不能让他们有朝一日回去把真相讲出来。迪克，给我拿个苹果来，我口渴得很。”

你可以想像我有多恐惧！我听见迪克已经站起来，可是汉兹说：“噢，约翰，咱们喝点儿朗姆酒吧。”

西尔弗让迪克去取酒，伊斯莱尔和厨子低语了几句，我只听见几个字，但很重要：“有个人不肯参加我们的行列。”看来还有和我们站在一起的人。

我抬头看去，月亮已经升起来了。正在这时有个人喊道：“陆地！”

甲板上顿时响起了脚步声。我也乘机跳出苹果桶，正好遇上亨特和李甫西大夫等人，便和他们一起冲上船边。

我们朝西南方向望去，可以看见两座小山。其中一座小山后面还有一座高一点的小山，山的顶部还笼罩在雾中。斯摩列特船长下了命令，伊斯帕尼奥拉号掉头从东面靠近小岛。

“有人见过这小岛吗？”他问。

“我见过，先生，”西尔弗说，“我曾在一艘船上做厨子，那船在这儿停过。岛南面有个安全的地方可以下锚，就在那个叫骷髅岛的小岛后面。我们能看见的三座小山在大岛上，它们向南排成一列，那最大的山叫望远镜山。

“谢谢你，”斯摩列特船长说，“以后我还要请你帮忙。你现在可以走了。”

李甫西大夫叫我去给他拿烟斗来，我急促地说：“叫船长和乡绅都到下面船舱去，我有可怕的消息告诉你们。”

他去找那两个人了，然后他们三个人一起下去。不久，有人传话来让我到船舱去。

我尽可能简短地给他们讲了西尔弗和其他人都说了些什么，大家默默地听着。那是一个暖和的夜晚，月光洒满了海面。

“船长，”我讲完后乡绅说，“你是对的，我错了。”

“我还从没遇到过海员酝酿暴乱而不露声色的。”船长说。

“这就是西尔弗，”大夫说，“他是个精明人。”

“他精明得快上绞架啦，先生！”船长答道，“但我们必须想个对策。我们不能返航，那样他们马上就知道了。我们在找到宝藏之前还有时间，船员中还有几个正直的人。你的人如何，乡绅？

“和我一样可靠。”乡绅说。

“加上我们这些人，”船长说，“一共七个人，包括霍金斯在内。还有其他可靠的人吗？”

“屈利劳尼先生在遇到西尔弗之前选的人也许可靠。”大夫说。

“不，”乡绅说，“汉兹就是他们的人。”

“好吧，先生们，”船长说，“我们必须坐观事态发展，等待摸清敌我之间的情况后再说。”


8
Treasure Island

Next morning, there was no wind and we were half a mile from the eastern coast of the island. Although the sun shone bright and hot, I hated the thought of Treasure Island, afraid of what would happen there.

Because there was no wind, the small boats pulled the ship three or four miles round the island, to a safe place to drop the anchor. I went in one of them.

It was hard work pulling the ship, and the men argued. Afterwards, they sat around the deck, and the smallest order was received with an angry look.

'If I give another order,' said the captain, 'the whole crew will mutiny. Only one man can help us.'

'And who is that?' asked the squire.

'Silver,' replied the captain. 'He wants to keep things calm as much as we do; he wants the men to wait. Let's allow them an afternoon on shore. If they all go, we'll have the ship. If some go, Silver will bring them back as gentle as sheep.'

Guns were given to all the honest men. Hunter, Joyce, and Redruth were told what was happening, and were less surprised than we expected them to be. Then the captain went on deck to talk to the crew.

'Men, you've had a hot, tiring day,' he said. 'The boats are still in the water. Any man who wants to can go ashore for the afternoon. You'll hear a gun half an hour before the sun goes down to call you back.'

They all became happier at once. I think they thought they would find the treasure lying around on the beach! After some talk, six men stayed on board, and the others, with Silver, got into the small boats.

I then had the first of the mad ideas that helped to save our lives. If six men were left, we could not take control of the ship; and because only six were left, the captain's men did not need my help. So I quickly went over the ship's side and into the nearest boat.

No one took much notice of me, only one man saying, 'Is that you, Jim?' But Silver called from the other boat, wanting to know if it was me. Then I began to worry if I had done the right thing.

The crews rowed to the beach and our boat arrived first. I ran towards the trees. Silver and the rest were a hundred metres behind, and I heard him shouting, 'Jim, Jim!' But I took no notice, pushing through trees and bushes, and ran until I could run no longer.

I was pleased to lose Long John and began to enjoy looking around this strange island. I crossed wet ground and came to a long, open piece of sand, then went on to a place where the trees had branches that were thick and close to the sand.

Just then I heard distant voices, Silver's among them, and hid behind a tree. Through the leaves, I saw Long John Silver and another of the crew talking together.

'I'm warning you because I'm your friend, Tom,' Silver was saying.

'Silver,' said Tom. 'You're old and you're honest, or so men say; and you've money, too, which lots of poor seamen haven't. And you're brave. Why let yourself be led away with that kind of scoundrel? I'd rather die than—'

Suddenly, there was a noise of distant shouting, then a long horrible scream. I had found one honest man here, and that terrible, distant scream told me of another.

'John!' said Tom. 'What was that?'

'That?' replied Silver. His eyes shone like pieces of broken glass in the sun. 'That'll be Alan.'

'Alan!' cried poor Tom. 'An honest and true seaman! John Silver, you've been a friend of mine, but for no longer. You've killed Alan, have you? Then kill me, too, if you can!'

The brave man turned his back on Silver and began to walk back to the beach. With a shout, Silver threw his crutch through the air. It hit poor Tom between the shoulders, and he fell to the ground with a cry. Silver, as quick as a monkey, was on top of him in a moment. Twice he dug his knife into that poor body.

As I watched, the whole world seemed to swim away before me in a mist—Silver, the birds above, the tall Spyglass hill. When I was myself again, Silver was standing with his crutch under his arm, cleaning the blood from his knife with some grass.

As silently as I could, I began to move away, and as soon as I was clear of the trees, began to run as I had never run before.



although conj. in spite of the fact that; though. 尽管，虽然：They are generous although they are poor. 他们很慷慨，尽管他们不富裕。注意：although不能和but连用。

mad a. showing that one suffers from a disease of the brain or disorder of the mind. 疯的，神经错乱的，精神失常的：She went mad after the death of her son. 她儿子死后她就疯了。比较级：madder；最高级：maddest.

worry v. to make anxious or uncomfortable. 担心，发愁：I shouldn't ～ too much about it if I were you. 我是你的话，我不会为那事过分担心。

row v. to move (a boat) through the water with oars. 划（船）：You must learn to ～ a boat. 你必须学会划船。

distant a. separate in space or time; far off; away. 在远处的，远离的；久远的：The stars are ～ from the earth. 这些星离地球很远。

dig v. to break up and move (earth). 掘地；掘；挖：The dog has been digging in that corner for an hour. 那只狗在那墙角挖了一小时了。过去式及过去分词：dug;现在分词：digging.


8　金银岛

第二天早晨，一丝风都没有，我们距离岛的东岸还有半英里。尽管阳光灿烂而温暖，我却憎恨这个金银岛，害怕可能发生的一切。

[image: alt]

因为没有风，我们用小船拖着大船在岛的周围绕了三四英里，到一个安全的地方下锚。我上了其中一只小船。

用小船拖大船是件苦差事，大家都在抱怨。然后，他们就坐在甲板上，哪怕一个小小的命令也会遭到白眼。

“如果我再下命令，”船长说，“所有的船员都会暴乱，只有一个人能帮我们。”

“谁？”乡绅问。

“西尔弗，”船长回答，“他也和我们一样想稳住局面，他希望他的人不要轻易动手。我建议下午让他们上岸去。如果他们都去，我们就夺回船。如果几个人去，西尔弗带他们回来的时候，他们会像绵羊一样听话。”

枪已分发给所有可靠的人。亨特、乔伊斯、雷德拉斯也知道了事情的真相，他们并不像我们想像的那么惊讶。船长走上甲板向全体船员宣布：

“朋友们，”他说，“大家过了又累又热的一天，小船还在水里。谁要是愿意，下午都可以上岸去。在日落前半小时我放炮通知大家。”

他们一下子都笑逐颜开。我想，他们以为一上岸就能在沙滩上找到他们要的宝藏。他们商量了一下，六名水手留在船上，其他人，包括西尔弗，都登上小船上了岸。

我忽然想到第一个近乎疯狂的想法——正是这主意后来救了我们的命。既然留下六个人，我们就无法控制船；但又因为只留下六个人，船长的人也不是非要我帮忙不可。我迅速逃离大船跳上一只最近处的小船。

没人注意到我，只有一个人问了一句：“是你吗，吉姆？”西尔弗在另一只船上喊了一句，以便确定是不是我。我又开始担心是不是应该这么做。

小船都争先恐后向岸边驶去，我们的小船第一个到达。我上岸后就向树林里跑去，西尔弗他们还在百米之后，我听见他在喊：“吉姆，吉姆！”但我没有理睬他，在树和灌木丛间飞跑，一直跑到不能再跑为止。

我很高兴逃离高个儿约翰，开始巡视这个奇怪的小岛。我穿过一片沼泽地带，来到一片长而开阔的沙地，然后到了沙地附近一片树高叶茂的地方。

我忽然听见远处有说话的声音，西尔弗也在其中，他站在一棵树后面。透过树叶，我看见高个儿约翰正和几个船员说话。

“因为我和你是朋友，我才警告你，汤姆。”西尔弗说。

“西尔弗，”汤姆说，“你年纪大了，又很老实，名声不坏——至少人们是这么说的；又很有钱，不像那些穷海员。你很勇敢，为什么不和那些蠢东西断绝来往呢？要是我，宁可死也不——”

忽然，远处传来一阵叫喊声，然后是一声长长的惨叫。我在这儿找到了一个诚实的人，而那声惨叫让我知道还有另外一个人。

“约翰！”汤姆喊道，“那是什么声音？”

“哪个？”西尔弗答道，他的眼睛像阳光下的碎玻璃一样发亮，“那是艾伦的声音。”

“艾伦！”汤姆嚷起来，“那么忠厚老实的人！约翰·西尔弗，你曾经是我的朋友，但今后不是了。你杀了艾伦，对吗？你也杀了我吧！如果你做得到。”

这个勇敢的人转身背对着西尔弗向岸边走去。西尔弗大叫一声，把拐杖扔出去。拐杖击中了汤姆背脊中央，汤姆大叫一声倒在地上。西尔弗像猴子一样灵巧地蹿到汤姆身边，在他身上狠狠捅了两刀。

看到这一切，整个世界像一团雾飘离而去——西尔弗、头上的鸟儿、高高的望远镜山。我恢复清醒以后，西尔弗已经拄着拐杖站起来了，正用草擦拭刀上的血。

我尽可能不出声，一点一点挪动脚步。等离开那片树林后，我撒腿就跑，比以前任何时候跑得都快。


9
The man of the island

But almost immediately I ran into a new danger. As I ran, I heard some small stones falling from the side of a steep hill. I stopped to look round, and saw a figure jump quickly behind a tree. Frightened, I turned back towards the boats, but the figure appeared again and moved with the speed of an animal. But it was a man, I knew that now.

I remembered I had a pistol if I needed it, and turned back towards this man of the island. He was hiding behind another tree but stepped out to meet me.

'Who are you?' I asked, staring at him.

'Ben Gunn,' he answered, and his voice sounded rough and strange. His skin was burnt nearly black by the sun and his clothes were made from pieces of a ship's sail. 'Poor Ben Gunn,' he went on. 'Alone for three years.'

'Were you shipwrecked?' I asked.

'No, my friend,' he said. 'Marooned.'

I had heard the word before, and knew it meant a cruel punishment often used by pirates—leaving a man alone on some distant, empty island.

'Marooned three years,' he continued, 'living on wild goats and fish. But I'm desperate for real English food. You don't have a piece of cheese, do you? Many nights I've dreamed of cheese.'

'If I can get on board ship again,' I said, 'you can have as much cheese as you want.'

'Who's going to prevent you?' he said. 'And tell me your name.'

'Jim,' I told him.

'Well, Jim,' he said, looking around and lowering his voice to a whisper, 'I'm rich.' I was now sure the poor man was crazy, but he repeated his words. 'Rich, I say! Now, Jim, that isn't Flint's ship, is it?'

I began to think that I had found a friend, and I answered him at once. 'It's not Flint's ship. Flint is dead, but there are some of Flint's men aboard, and that's bad news for us.'

'A man with one leg?' he asked, fear in his voice.

'Silver?' I asked.

'Yes, Silver,' he said, 'that was his name.'

'He's the cook, and their leader, too.' And I told him the whole story of our voyage, and the danger we were now in.

'You're in trouble, Jim,' he said when I'd finished. 'Well, Ben Gunn will help you. Will your squire be generous if I do, do you think? I don't want him to give me a job, but will he give me one thousand pounds out of money that's really mine?'

'I'm sure he will,' I said.

'And take me home on your ship?'

'If we can escape from the others,' I told him, 'we'll need your help to get the ship home.'

He seemed happy with this. 'I was in Flint's ship when he and six seamen hid the treasure,' he said. 'They were on shore nearly a week, then Flint came back alone. Not a man on board could guess how he had killed the others. Then I was in another ship, three years ago, and we saw this island. "Boys," I said, "let's go ashore and find Flint's treasure." Twelve days we searched, and the men got angrier with me every day. Then they went back to the ship. "Ben Gunn," they said, "you can stay here and find Flint's money. Here's a gun, a spade and an axe." Well, Jim, I've been here for three years, and no real food from that day to this. But I've found things to do, oh yes!' Here he closed one eye and smiled at me. 'Now go to your squire and tell him Ben Gunn is a good man.'

'I will,' I said, 'but how will I get on board?'

'There's my boat that I made with my two hands,' he said. 'I keep her under the white rock. We might try that after dark.'

Although there was another hour before the sun went down, we suddenly heard the sound of the ship's gun.

'They've begun to fight!' I cried. 'Follow me.'



rough  a. (of sounds) not gentle or tuneful. 粗野的；粗俗的：a ～ voice 粗野的话语。take the ～ with the smooth 既能享乐也能吃苦。

cruel a. like to cause pain or suffering; unkind. 残忍的，残酷的：Tigers are ～ by nature. 老虎生性残暴。同义词：inhuman, fierce;反义词：pitiful。

desperate a. (of a person) ready for any wild act because of loss of hope. 绝望的，没希望的；危急的：The state of the country is ～. 那个国家的形势非常危急。desperately (ad.).

cheese n. (any of many kinds of ) soft or firm solid food made from pressed and sometimes rippened milk solids. 乳酪，干酪：make the ～ more binding 〈美俚〉使事情更加复杂困难。Say ～！〈口〉笑一笑！（常在拍照时说。）

lower vt. to make or become smaller in amount, price, degree, strength, etc.. 放下，降下，放低：lower the aim of a gun 把枪瞄得低一点。

escape v. (of a person) to reach freedom. 逃出；逃走；逃跑：He escaped from prison. 他从监狱跑了。

hide [haid] vt. 把……藏起来，隐藏 to put or keep out of sight; make or keep secret: You are hiding some important facts. 你隐瞒了一些重要事实。过去式：hid. 过去分词：hidden. hide-and-seek 捉迷藏游戏。


9　岛中人

几乎是在同时，我又碰到了新的危险。在我跑的时候，我听见许多石块从陡峭的山坡上纷纷落下。我停下脚步环视，看见一个身影迅捷地跳到一棵树后。我很害怕，转身向船跑去，那个身影又出现了，跑得和野兽一样快。这回我看清楚了，那是一个人。

[image: alt]

我忽然想起我带着枪，于是转过身去面对那个岛中人。他正躲在一棵树后面，这时他走出来面对着我。

“你是什么人？”我盯着他问。

“本·葛恩。”他说，声音沙哑而怪异。他的皮肤被晒黑了，衣服是船帆的破布条。“我是可怜的本·葛恩，”他继续说，“我一个人在这儿三年了。”

“你的船遇难了吗？”我问道。

“不是，我的朋友，”他说，“是流放。”

我听说过这个词，知道是海盗们使用的一种残酷的惩罚手段——受罚者被放逐到一个遥远的荒岛上。

“三年前我被放逐到这里，”他继续说，“从此一直靠吃野山羊和生鱼过活。但我多么想吃真正的英国饭啊！你是不是带着干酪什么的？我不知多少个夜晚都梦见过干酪。”

“我要是能回到船上去，”我说，“你要多少干酪都可以。”

“那么谁不让你回去呢？”他说，“还有，你叫什么名字？”

“吉姆。”我告诉他。

“那好，吉姆，”他说，他四处张望了一下，把嗓门压低了，“我发财啦！”我确信他一定是疯了，可他重复他的话：“我发财啦！吉姆，那是不是弗林特的船？”

我意识到我找到了一位朋友，我马上告诉他：“那不是弗林特的船，弗林特已经死了，但船上有几个是弗林特的同伙，这是个不幸的消息。”

“他们中有个一条腿的人吗？”他问，声音中有恐惧。

“西尔弗吧？”我问。

“对，这就是他的名字。”

“他是船上的厨子，也是那帮人的头头。”我把这次航行的来龙去脉都讲给他听，也告诉他我们的危险处境。

“你们很危险，吉姆，”他说，“不过，本·葛恩会帮你们的。如果我帮你们脱险，那位乡绅先生会不会比较慷慨？我的意思不是让他给我一个工作。能不能让他从本来就是我的钱中拿出1000英镑来作为酬劳？”

“我相信他一定愿意。”我说。

“而且让我坐你们的船回去？”

“如果我们能摆脱他们的话，”我告诉他，“我们也需要你把船开回去。”

他似乎对我的承诺很满意。“弗林特和六个船员藏宝的时候我正在船上，”他说，“他们上岸有一星期左右，结果只有弗林特一个人回来了。船上的人谁也不知道他怎样干掉了其余的人。三年前，我在另一条船上，我们看见了这个岛。‘伙计们，’我说，‘这里有弗林特的宝藏，我们上岸去找吧。’我们找了12天，大家一天比一天恨我。直到有一天，他们都回到船上。‘本·葛恩，’他们说，‘给你一枝枪，一把铲子和一把斧头。你留在这儿找弗林特的宝藏吧。’就这样，吉姆，我在这里待了三年，我没吃过一顿正经的饭。但我找到了我可做的事！”说到这儿，他闭上一只眼睛，冲我笑，“你去告诉乡绅，本·葛恩是个好人。”

“我会的，”我说，“但我们怎么回船上去？”

“我有一只小船，是我这两只手做的，”他说，“我把它藏在白色岩石下面。天黑以后咱们去试试。”

尽管离日落还有一个小时，我们忽然听见船上传来一声枪响。

“他们开火了！”我惊叫起来，“跟我来。”


10
Inside the stockade

We followed the noise of the fighting and came to a hill. There stood a strong wooden house, big enough for forty people, and with holes for guns on every side. All around the house was a wide open piece of land; and around that was a fence, two metres high, with no doors or openings, and too strong to pull down easily.

As soon as Ben Gunn saw the English flag flying over the house, he said, 'There are your friends.'

'More likely to be the pirates,' I answered.

'Silver would put up the pirate's flag, the Jolly Roger,' said Ben. 'No, there's been a fight, and your friends have won. They're inside the stockade that Flint made years ago.'

'Then I must hurry and join them,' I said.

He wouldn't come with me. 'I won't come until you've seen your gentleman and got his promise. You know where to find me, Jim. And if the pirates sleep on shore tonight, one of them might have an unpleasant surprise!'

The ship's gun BOOMED! and the shot fell only a hundred metres away. Ben Gunn and I each ran our different ways. The firing continued for another hour, and I moved quietly through the trees to the shore. There I saw the Hispaniola in the bay—but the Jolly Roger was flying over her!

On the beach, the pirates were breaking up the captain's little boat with axes. When the ship's gun stopped firing, I went back to the stockade.

'Doctor!' I shouted. 'Squire! Captain! Hallo, Hunter, is that you?'

Dr Livesey came out of the house in time to see me climbing into the stockade, and my friends welcomed me happily. They gave me supper—although they were worried because there was little food left. As I ate, Dr Livesey told me their story.

'We heard you had gone ashore on one of the boats, Jim,' he said. 'We never doubted your honesty, but we were afraid you wouldn't be safe. Hunter and I came ashore to see what was happening, and found the stockade. It seemed a good place to defend ourselves against Silver and his men, because we were sure they would kill us when they returned to the ship. Here, all we needed was enough food, and people to watch for enemies. You see, we know that if the Hispaniola does not return to Bristol by the end of August, a rescue ship will be sent to look for us.

'So we made a plan to get ourselves off the ship,' Dr Livesey went on. 'Hunter, Redruth, and Joyce helped us. Hunter brought the captain's little boat round under the cabin window, and Joyce and I put guns and food and my medicine chest in it. Redruth took four guns and went on deck with Trelawney and the captain. They were able to surprise Israel Hands and the other men, and they managed to persuade one man, Abraham Gray, to join us again.'

'So you left five pirates on the ship?' I said.

'Yes,' said Dr Livesey. 'And we dropped the rest of the weapons over the side into the sea before leaving the ship. But we forgot the ship's gun. We were half-way to the island when the pirates fired it at us.'

'I heard it,' I told him.

'Trelawney tried to shoot Hands but killed another man instead,' said Dr Livesey. 'The pirates on the island heard the gun and ran out of the trees towards their boats. Then our small boat began to go down and we found ourselves in the water. Most of the food was lost and we had only two dry guns out of five. Somehow we got ashore and into the stockade, but we knew there was going to be a fight.'

'But you won,' I said.

'Yes,' agreed Dr Livesey. 'We killed another of their men. badly wounded another, but lost one of our own poor Tom Redruth.'

After the doctor had finished, I told them my story, and about Ben Gunn. Then we began to talk about what to do next. Our best plan was to kill the pirates one by one until the rest ran off or sailed away in the ship.

I was very tired, and fell asleep as the three men talked. It was the sound of voices shouting that woke me the next morning.

'A white flag!' I heard someone say. 'It's Silver!'

I ran to a hole in the wall and looked through. Two men were outside the stockade, one waving a white cloth. The other man was Silver. It was a very cold morning, the sky bright and without a cloud, but Silver and his man were standing in a low mist.

'What do you want?' shouted Captain Smollett.

The man beside Silver replied, 'Cap'n Silver, sir, to talk about peace.'

'Cap'n Silver?' said the captain. 'Who is he?'

Long John answered. 'Me, sir. The men chose me to be captain after you deserted the ship. We're willing to make peace if we can all agree. All I ask is your promise to allow me safely out of the stockade.'

'I don't want to talk to you,' said Captain Smollett, 'but if you want to talk to me, you may come.'

Silver came towards the stockade, threw his crutch over the fence, then climbed after it. With great difficulty, he walked up the hill of soft sand.

'Aren't you going to let me inside?' said Long John. 'It's a cold morning to be outside.'

'If you were an honest man, Silver,' said the captain, 'you could be in your kitchen. You're either my ship's cook, or Cap'n Silver, a dirty pirate! Now, if you've anything to say, say it!'

'Well now, Cap'n Smollett,' said Silver, sitting down in the sand, 'you were very clever, last night. One of you is very quick with a knife, isn't he? Some of my men were frightened, and perhaps I was too. Perhaps that's why I'm here now. But you won't do it again, by thunder! We'll drink less rum and watch more carefully. I was asleep, but I almost caught you. The man you knifed wasn't dead when I reached him.'

'Well?' said Captain Smollett, pretending to understand. But I guessed what Silver was talking about. I remembered Ben Gunn's last words to me. Perhaps he had visited the pirates during the night, when they were lying around their fire, full of rum.

'We want that treasure, and we'll have it!' said Silver. 'Now, you have a map. Give it to us, and stop killing poor seamen when they're asleep, and we'll let you choose what to do. Either come aboard ship with us when we have the treasure, and we'll take you to a safe place; or stay here on the island.'

'Is that all?' asked Captain Smollett.

'It's my last word, by thunder!' said Silver. 'Refuse, and you'll all die.'

'Now you'll hear me,' said the captain. 'If you come up one by one, without weapons, I'll take you home to a fair trial in England. You can't find the treasure without the map. None of you knows how to sail the ship home. And you can't fight us—Gray got away from five of you. If you say no, the next time I see you I'll put a bullet in your back. Now, get out of here quickly.'

Silver's eyes were filled with anger. 'Somebody help me up!' he shouted, but none of us moved. Swearing angrily, he pulled himself across the sand to the fence. There, he was able to lift himself on to his crutch again and then climb out of the stockade.

'Before the hour is over,' shouted Silver, 'I'll break your old house like a rum bottle! And those that die will be the lucky ones!'

As soon as Silver disappeared, we got ready for a battle, placing ourselves around the sides of the stockade. The captain went round to check our places and our guns, and to see that everything was ready.

A minute later, Joyce fired his pistol and the battle had begun. Shots came from every side of the stockade, hitting the wooden house, but the bullets did not get through the thick walls. Then there was silence and the smoke slowly cleared away.

Suddenly, guns were fired again, and a group of pirates ran from the woods and on to the stockade. They climbed over the fence like monkeys while the squire and Gray fired at them. In a few seconds, two fell dead, one was running back into the trees, and four were inside the stockade.

'Fight them in the open!' cried the captain.

I took a sword and ran out into the sun. More pirates were starting to climb into the stockade. One man, wearing a red cap and with a knife in his mouth, was already on top of the fence.

But in that moment, the fight was over and we had won. Gray cut down one man with his sword. Another was shot as he fired into the house, and now lay wounded with his smoking pistol in his hand. The doctor had cut down a third. The men on the fence had disappeared back into the trees. And of the four who had climbed into the stockade, only one was not wounded, and he was climbing out again with the fear of death in him.



unpleasant a. causing dislike; not enjoyable. 使人不愉快的；不讨人喜欢的；不合意的：The only work available is ～. 唯一能找到的工作很不合意。～ly (ad.)

rescue v. to save (from harm or danger); set free. 援救；营救；挽救：～ sb. from danger 营救某人脱离危险。同义词：save.

badly ad. very much. 严重地；厉害地：My arm ached ～. 我手臂痛得厉害。同义词：seriously.

wave v. to move (something in one's hand) as a signal, esp. in greeting. 使波动；使摇晃：She ～d towards the door. 她朝着门口挥手。

mist n. (a period or area of) cloudlike bodies made up of very small drops of water floating in the air, nearly reaching to the ground; thin fog. 薄雾：The hills were shrouded in ～. 群山被蒙上薄雾。

desert v. to leave at a difficult time or leave in a difficult position. 抛弃；离弃；遗弃：They ～ed the farm for the city. 他们离开农场，迁往城市。

pretend v. to give an appearance of (something that is not true), with the intension of deceiving. 伪称；假装：He ～ed sleep when his mother called him. 他母亲叫他时，他假装睡觉。

trial n. (an example of) the act of hearing and judging a person, case, or point of law in court. 讯问，审讯；审判：审理：He would be a witness at the ～. 他将在审讯时出庭作证。

none pron. not any; no amount or part. 没有人，没有任何东西：None of the telephones are working. 没有一部电话能用。none the less 仍然，依然。For all his years, he is none the less vigorous and active. 他虽年老，但仍然生气勃勃，精力旺盛。

shoot vt. to fire (a weapon). 开（枪）；开（炮）：He shot at a bird, but missed it. 他向一只鸟开枪，但没打中。过去式：shot. 过去分词：shot. shoot straight 言行正直。


10　在寨子里

我们循着枪声来到一座小山前。那儿有一座坚固的木头房子，可以容得下40人，每一面墙都有射击孔。房子四周是一片开阔地，还有一圈围栏，两米高，没有出入口，很坚固而且不易拉倒。

[image: alt]

本·葛恩一看见木屋上飘着的英国旗就对我说：“你的朋友在那里。”

“更有可能是那帮海盗。”我说。

“西尔弗一定会挂他们海盗的骷髅旗，”本·葛恩说，“刚才他们打了一仗，你的朋友获胜了。他们正在弗林特几年前建的寨子里。”

“那我得赶快去和我的朋友们会合。”我说。

他不愿和我一起去，“除非你见到了你们那位绅士，得到了他的保证，否则我不会去见他们。吉姆，你知道在哪儿能找到我。要是那帮海盗在岸上过夜，他们中就会有人遭厄运！”

从船上又传来一声炮响，炮弹就落在一百多米以外的地方。我们俩朝着不同方向拔腿就跑。枪炮声持续了一个小时，我悄悄来到岸边的树丛中。我看见伊斯帕尼奥拉号停在海湾里——船上挂着骷髅旗！

在岸上，那帮海盗正用斧子劈船长的小船。炮声停止后，我回到寨子里。

“大夫！”我喊道，“乡绅！船长！你好，亨特！是你吗？”

李甫西大夫立刻从木屋出来，我正翻越围栏，朋友们都高兴地迎接我回来，他们让我吃了晚饭——尽管饭菜剩下的不多了。我吃饭的时候，李甫西大夫给我讲了他们的历险。

“吉姆，我们听说你跟着一条船上了岸，”他说，“我们从未怀疑你的忠实，但我们为你的安全担心。我和亨特上岸想看看发生了什么，却发现了这个寨子。这似乎是我们抵御西尔弗和他那帮人的好地方，我们确信回到船上他们会杀了我们。在这儿，我们需要的是足够的食物和足够的人手对付敌人。你知道，如果伊斯帕尼奥拉号8月底前不能返回布里斯托尔，一只救援船就会来接我们。”

“所以我们就设计弃船而走，”李甫西大夫继续讲下去，“亨特、雷德拉斯和乔伊斯帮助了我们。亨特把船长的小船转移到船舱附近，我和乔伊斯装上了枪、食物和药品。雷德拉斯拿了四枝枪和屈利劳尼及船长一起上了甲板。伊斯莱尔·汉兹一伙显然吓了一跳。雷德拉斯和船长等人想法说服了一个叫亚伯拉罕·格雷的人加入了我们。”

“你们留下五个海盗在船上？”我说。

“是的，”李甫西大夫说，“我们弃船之前把剩下的武器都扔到了海里，但忘记了船上的炮。我们刚走到一半的时候，那帮海盗就用它向我们开火了。”

“我听见枪声了。”我告诉他。

“屈利劳尼想打汉兹却结果了另一个人，”李甫西大夫说，“岛上的海盗听见枪声后从树林中窜出来奔向他们的小船。我们的小船沉没了，我们落了水，大部分食品都丢掉了，而且我们的五枝枪只有两枝没有湿。尽管如此我们还是上了岸，占领了寨子，我们知道一场恶仗不可避免了。”

“但你们胜了。”我说。

“是的，”李甫西说，“我们打死了他们一个人，重伤了另一个，但我们也失去了一位——可怜的汤姆·雷德拉斯。”

大夫讲完以后，我给他们讲了我的历险，以及遇见本·葛恩的事。然后我们开始商量下一步如何行事。我们最好的方案是一个个杀掉海盗，直到剩下的都逃跑或驾船离开。

我感觉特别累，他们三人谈论时我就睡着了。第二天早晨一阵吵闹声把我惊醒了。

“他们举着白旗呢！”有人说，“是西尔弗！”

我跑到一个射击孔前向外张望。有两个人在寨子外边，其中一个挥着白旗，另一个是西尔弗。那是个寒冷、明亮的早晨，天上没有一丝云，西尔弗和他的同伙在低低的雾霭中站着。

“你们要干什么？”船长斯摩列特喊道。

西尔弗旁边那个人说：“西尔弗船长来讲和，先生。”

“西尔弗船长？”船长问，“他是谁？”

高个儿约翰回答：“是我，先生。您弃船而走以后他们选我当船长。如果大家都同意的话，我们希望讲和。我希望你能保证让我安全地走出寨子。”

“我不想和你谈判，”斯摩列特船长说，“但如果你想谈判的话，你可以过来。”

西尔弗向寨子走来，把他的拐杖扔过围栏，跟着爬上围栏，然后艰难地翻过一座小沙丘。

“你不打算让我进去吗？”高个儿约翰说，“这种天在外边很冷的。”

“如果你是个诚实的人，西尔弗，”船长说，“你应该在你的厨房里。你要么是我船上的厨子，要么就是西尔弗船长，一个可恶的海盗！现在，你还有什么要说的，就快说吧！”

“那么，斯摩列特船长，”西尔弗说着，坐在沙地上，“昨天晚上你们很聪明。你们中的一个人用刀出手很快。我们有些人都吓坏了，大概我也一样。所以我才来谈判。但我发誓，这样的事不会再发生了。我们要小心布置岗哨，并且叫大家少喝点儿朗姆酒。我当时睡着了，可我差点儿抓住了你们。我跑到被杀的那个人跟前的时候，他还没死呢。”

“是吗？”斯摩列特船长装作明白地说。我猜到了西尔弗说的事。我想起本·葛恩和我分手前的最后一句话。他大概在海盗们喝醉了倒在篝火边的时候到他们的营地去过。

“我们要岛上的宝藏，而且我们一定会得到！”西尔弗说，“你们有一张寻宝图。只要把它交给我们，并且不要在我们可怜的水手睡着的时候杀他们，我们就会让你们选择如何行事。或者等宝藏装上船后你们跟我们一起坐船走，我们担保让你们安全上岸；或者，你们可以留在此地。”

“你说完了？”斯摩列特船长问。

“我发誓这是我说的最后一句话！”西尔弗说，“你们要是拒绝的话，就都得死！”

“现在你听我说，”船长说，“如果你们一个一个放下武器到这里来，我就把你们送回英国依法审判。没有图你们谁也找不到宝藏，你们谁也无法驾船回家。你们也打不过我们；昨天你们五个人也没斗过葛雷一个。你要是敢说个不字，下次我再碰到你，就要用子弹打穿你的脊背。现在，请快离开这儿！”

西尔弗的眼里充满了愤怒。“拉我一把，让我站起来！”他大声说，但我们一个都没动。他一边骂着，一边爬过沙地来到围栏边，依靠他的拐杖站起来，然后翻过围栏。

“不出一个小时，”他吼着，“我就把你们的小木屋像朗姆酒瓶一样砸烂。你们会觉得生不如死。”

西尔弗一消失，我们就作好战斗准备，大家在寨子四周都布置好。船长巡视一圈，检查了我们的枪，确实一切都已准备好。

只过了一分钟，乔伊斯打响了第一枪，战斗开始了。枪从四面打向木屋，打在墙上，但都没有穿过厚墙。然后枪声停顿了一会儿，硝烟渐渐散开了。

忽然，枪声又响起来，一群海盗从树林里窜出来向围栏跑来，然后像猴子一样敏捷地爬上围栏。乡绅和葛雷向他们射击，当场打死两个，一个人逃回树林里去了，有四个进了寨子。

“出去迎击他们！”船长喊道。

我拿起一把剑跑到太阳底下。越来越多的海盗开始爬进寨子。其中一个戴着红帽子，嘴里衔着刀的人正在围栏上。

就在这时，战斗以我们的获胜而告终。葛雷用剑结果了一个海盗。另一个被击中受伤倒地，他手里的枪还冒着烟。大夫也砍倒了一个海盗。在围栏上的那个海盗逃回树林里去了。那四个闯进寨子的海盗中，只有一个没有受伤，他赶快爬过围栏逃命去了。


11
Sea adventure

The doctor, Gray and I ran back into the house. We saw Hunter lying still, after a knock on the head. Joyce lay dead, shot through the head; and the squire was half-carrying the wounded captain.

The pirates did not return, and we had time to take care of the wounded. Out of the eight men who fell in the fight, only three still breathed. One pirate, Hunter, and Captain Smollett; and of these, the first two were nearly dead. The pirate died first, then Hunter only a few hours later.

The captain's wounds were bad but not dangerous. The doctor told him he must not walk or move his arm, and to speak only when it was necessary.

After dinner, the squire and the doctor sat by the captain's side and talked. Then, a little past noon, the doctor took his hat, his pistols and a sword, put the map in his pocket, and walked off quickly through the trees.

I guessed he was going to see Ben Gunn, and thought the doctor was lucky to be walking in the cool shadows of the wood. The house was hot and smelt of blood, and there were dead bodies lying all around. Suddenly, I wanted to get away from that place—and I had an idea! I would go and look for Ben Gunn's boat! Perhaps we would need it some time. That was my excuse to myself, although I knew it was wrong of me to leave only two unwounded men to guard the stockade. It was also wrong of me to leave secretly, but that is what I did.

I filled my pockets with bread, then took two pistols and the powder for them. When Gray and Mr Trelawney were helping the captain, I climbed quickly out of the stockade and ran into the trees.

I made my way towards the east coast. It was late in the afternoon, but still warm. Soon cool air began to reach me, and suddenly there was the sea. I walked along the edge, then up to a small sand-covered hill.

Ben Gunn had told me his boat was hidden near the white rock, and I found that rock farther along the beach. The little boat was hidden in the grass—a small, rough thing, made of wood and goat-skins.

I knew I should go back to the stockade now, but an idea came to me and I sat down to wait for darkness. As the last of the day disappeared, there were two lights in the blackness. One came from a great fire on the shore where the pirates sat singing and drinking; the other came from the Hispaniola out at sea.

I put the small boat on my shoulders and carried it to the edge of the water, then I put it in the sea. It was a very safe boat, but difficult to control. It turned every way except the one I wanted to go!

The sea carried me out to the Hispaniola. I knew if I cut the anchor rope at the wrong moment, the Hispaniola would make a sudden move out to sea, and my boat might be knocked out of the water. So I took my knife and cut almost through the rope, then waited, listening to the sound of two loud voices coming from the cabin. Both men sounded drunk, and both were angry.

At last the wind turned the ship towards me and now I cut all the way through the rope. As fast as I could, I pushed my little boat along the side of the ship, desperate to get away before the ship crashed into me. Just as I gave the final push, my hand found a rope over the end of the ship.

I don't know why I took hold of the rope, but I did. I pulled my boat near to the ship, then stood up to see through the cabin window. I had wondered why the two men weren't on deck, but one look through the window gave me my answer. It was Israel Hands and the man in the red cap, now locked in battle, each with a hand round the other's neck.

I dropped down in the boat again, looking over my shoulder at the shore. And there, right behind me, was the pirate's fire on the beach! Then the wind, with sudden violence, turned the Hispaniola, and my little boat with it, and we were both sailing fast into the open sea.

There were sudden shouts and the sound of hurrying feet as the two men ran on deck. I lay down in my boat, sure that when we reached the rough, open water, that would be the end for me. I lay there for many hours, but at last I fell asleep, and in my small, helpless boat, dreamed of home and the Admiral Benbow.




It was daylight when I woke up. The sun was still hidden behind Spyglass Hill, which came down to the sea in dangerous cliffs on this side of the island. It was no place to row ashore, or I would be killed on the rocks. Also, the boat was so small that when I rowed, the waves came over the sides of the boat. I decided to wait until the sea took me somewhere safer on the north side of the island.

'I must keep the water out of the boat,' I thought, 'but I can row a little in the smooth places.'

It was very tiring work, and it kept me busy so that I did not look up and see the Hispaniola until she was just half a mile away from me! But something strange was happening to her. First the ship turned north, then suddenly to the west again.

'She's out of control!'I thought.

Then the ship turned again, big and dangerous as she came closer and closer to Ben Gunn's little boat. Suddenly, I was on the top of one wave as she came thundering over the next. And there she was, almost upon me!

I jumped up, pushed the boat under the water with my feet, and caught one of the ship's ropes. Then I heard the Hispaniola hit the little boat, and I was left with no way to escape.



excuse n. the reason, whether true or untrue, given when asking to be forgiven for wrong behaviour. 借口，理由；辩解：There's no excuse for not doing the work. 没有理由不做这工作。

blackness n. the color of night. 黑，黑色；黑暗：Together the two passed out of sight and into the ～ of the night. 两人一起消失在一片漆黑的夜色中。同义词：darkness;反义词：whiteness.

except prep. not including; leaving out; but not: 除…外：Nobody, ～ his most intimate friends, know of it. 除了他最亲密的朋友外，没有人知道那件事。

rope n. strong thick cord made by twisting. 绳；索：rope dancing 走（钢）丝。at the end of one's ～ 山穷水尽。

crash v. to (cause to) have a sudden, violent, and noisy accident. （车辆等）猛撞：The two cars ～ed into each other. 两辆汽车猛烈相撞。

wonder v. to be surprised and want to know (why). 感到疑惑；觉得好奇：Sometimes he ～ed if other men ～ed the same things. 有时他纳闷，不知道别人是否也想知道这些事。

jump v. to spring suddenly and quickly away from where one has been, by using the legs. 跳，跃；跳跃：The boy ～ed over the stream. 小男孩跃过小溪。


11　海上历险

我和李甫西大夫，还有葛雷跑回小木屋里。我们看见亨特躺着一动不动，他的头被重重地击了一下。乔伊斯躺在地上死去了，他头上中了弹，乡绅则搀着受伤的船长。

[image: alt]

海盗们并没有反击，所以我们有时间来治疗伤员。这场战斗中倒下的八个人中有三个还没咽气。一个海盗，亨特，还有斯摩列特船长；他们中前两个都快死了。海盗先死了，过了几个小时亨特也死了。

船长伤得挺重但并不危险。大夫告诉他不能走动也不能动胳膊，只在必要的时候才能说话。

午饭后，乡绅和大夫在船长身边坐下来商讨军情。时间刚过正午，大夫拿起帽子和枪，还有一把短剑，把地图放在口袋里，迅速地消失在树林里。

我猜测他是去和本·葛恩碰头的。我甚至羡慕他走在树林的阴凉里。木屋里热得很，周围有那么多的血，横着那么多尸体。忽然间我想逃离这地方——我有了主意！我去看看本·葛恩的小船。也许我们什么时候用得着它。这只是我自己的借口而已，我知道只留下两个未受伤的人守卫木屋是错误的，而且我这次擅自行动也是不合适的，但我还是这样做了。

我把两只口袋装满了面包，然后拿了两把手枪，带上足够的弹药。乡绅和葛雷正忙于照顾船长的时候，我迅速爬出木屋，跑进了树林。

我一直向东海岸走去。已经是下午晚些时候了，还是那么热。不久凉爽的风阵阵袭来，我突然到了海边。我沿着海边走去，走上一个沙子覆盖的小山。

本·葛恩告诉过我他的小船藏在白岩石附近，我在远处的海边找到了那岩石。小船藏在草丛中——是木头和山羊皮制成的船，又小又粗糙。

我知道我应该立刻回到寨子里去，但一种意念驱使我坐下来等着天黑。在落日的最后一丝余光消失之后，我只能看见两点火光。一个是岸上海盗们巨大的篝火堆，海盗们围着篝火喝酒，唱歌；另一个来自海面上的伊斯帕尼奥拉号。

我把小船扛在肩上运到水边，放在海里。这只船非常安全，但极难控制，它就是不朝我要去的方向前进！

我在海上向伊斯帕尼奥拉号划去。我知道如果我在错误的时刻砍断绳索，伊斯帕尼奥拉号就会突然离岸，我的小船也势必倾覆。我抽出刀来一股一股地割绳索，在绳索将断时稍停片刻。我听见船舱里有两个人高声谈话。两个人好像喝醉了，而且都怒气冲冲的。

终于又来了一阵风，大船向我靠近了一些，于是我割断了最后几股绳索。我以最快的速度沿大船边缘推动我的小船，急于在大船撞上来之前逃开。我刚推完最后一掌，我的手忽然碰到大船上挂下来的一条绳子。

我自己也不知道为什么要抓住绳子，但我已经这样做了。我拉住绳子往大船边靠，然后站起来从船舱的窗户往里看。我原来不知道这两个人为什么没在甲板上，不过我只看这一眼就全明白了。伊斯莱尔·汉兹和那个戴红帽的正打作一团，互相扭着对方的脖子。

我又跳回到座板上，扭头向岸上望去。就在我身后的海滩上是海盗们的篝火堆。忽然来了一阵大风，大船和小船被一起拉到了宽阔的海面上。

忽然传来喊叫声和两个人在甲板上急匆匆跑过的脚步声。我俯卧在小船里，心想要是风把我们带到险恶的海面上，我就死定了。我这样俯卧了几个小时，慢慢地睡着了，躺在毫无依靠的小船上梦见家和本葆将军酒店。

我醒来时天已大亮。太阳还被挡在望远镜山后面。这山一直延伸到海里，形成一面峭壁。没有一个好地方可以靠岸，如果贸然靠岸，我就会摔死在岩石上。况且船这么小，我一划，海浪就从船舷涌进来。我决定等着海浪把我带到岛北边较安全的地方再说。

“一定不能让水进来，”我想，“但是在水流平静的地方可以划上几下。”

这是一件很累的工作，我埋头苦干，以至于在伊斯帕尼奥拉号离开我半英里以后我才看到她！但奇怪的事情发生了。那船先是转向北方，然后又忽然向西驶去。

“她失去控制了！”我想。

那船又转了个方向，一点一点向本·葛恩的船靠拢过来，显得又大又危险。忽然，当大船俯身越过一个浪尖时，我正处在另一个浪尖上，大船头正好在我的上方。

我纵身一跳，把小船踩入水中，抓住大船的一根缆绳。然后我听见大船把小船撞沉的声音，我只知道我已无路可逃了。


12
Israel Hands

I lost no time and climbed up the rope on to the deck of the ship. The two men were there, red-cap on his back, Israel Hands against the side, his face white. There was dark blood around them on the deck, and I was sure each had killed the other in their drunken fight.

Then Israel Hands turned with a low cry of pain. He looked across at me and whispered one word: 'Rum.'

I went below to the cabin where there were empty bottles on the floor and tobacco smoke filled the air. I found a bottle with some rum left in it, and found some water and some bread and cheese for myself. I took the bottle back on deck, where Hands drank half the rum before taking the bottle from his mouth.

'By thunder!' he said. 'I wanted some of that. But where have you come from?'

'I've come to take control of this ship, Mr Hands,' I said, 'so please remember I'm your captain.'

He watched me pull down the Jolly Roger and throw it overboard, then he said, 'I expect you'll want to go ashore now. Suppose we talk about it.' There was some colour back in his cheeks but he looked very sick. 'Who's going to sail the ship now? You can't do it; but if you give me food and drink and a handkerchief to tie up my wound, I'll tell you how to sail her.'

'All right,' I agreed. 'We'll go into North Inlet and quietly put her on the beach there.'

In three minutes I had the Hispaniola sailing easily before the wind, along the coast of Treasure Island. Then I went below and got a handkerchief and helped Hands tie up the great bleeding wound in his leg. He ate a little and drank more of the rum, then he began to look a little better.

We sailed ahead of the wind, the island moving past quickly. After my success, I was less sorry about deserting the stockade. There was only one thing that worried me. It was the way Israel Hands watched me at my work, a cold little smile on his face.

We could not put the ship on the beach when we reached North Inlet because the sea was too high. We had to wait, sitting in silence over another meal.

'Cap'n,' Hands said to me, still with that smile on his face, 'my old mate, O'Brien, is dead. Can you throw him overboard?'

'I'm not strong enough,' I said.

There was a pause, then he said, 'Well now, would you be very kind and go down to the cabin and fetch me a bottle of wine, Jim? This rum's too strong for my head.'

I listened to his words but didn't believe them. He wanted me to leave the deck, that was clear, but why?

'Wine?' I said. 'Will you have white or red?'

'I don't mind,' he said, 'as long as it's strong and there's plenty of it.'

'I'll have to search for it,' I told him.

I went below, then took off my shoes and went quietly up the other stairs to watch him. He was on his hands and knees and, although his leg hurt him, he moved quickly across the deck and took a long knife from among some ropes. I could see the blood on it. Then he hid it under his coat and went back to his place.

This was all I needed to know. Israel Hands could move about and now had a weapon, and he was going to try to kill me. But I knew that he wouldn't use the knife until the ship was safely on the beach. I went back to the cabin, put my shoes on again, and picked up a bottle of wine. Then I went back up on deck.

He took a long drink from the bottle of wine, saying, 'Here's luck!'

Afterwards, we sailed into North Inlet and I forgot to watch Hands carefully. We were nearly on the beach and I was looking over the side of the ship. Perhaps I heard a sound or saw his shadow moving, I don't know. But when I looked round, there he was, half-way towards me with the knife in his right hand!

He threw himself at me and I jumped to one side, leaving him to fall on the deck. Quickly, I took a pistol from my pocket and aimed it at him—but the powder was wet and the pistol didn't fire! He got up and came at me with surprising speed, but suddenly the Hispaniola hit the sand and went over on one side. We were both thrown down and began to roll across the deck, but I was on my feet first and climbed up into the sails, hand over hand. When I was in a safe place, I loaded my pistols, this time with dry powder.

Hands was pulling himself up among the sails now, the knife between his teeth.

'One more step,' I said, 'and I'll kill you!'

'Jim,' he said. He took the knife from his mouth to speak, and looked beaten. 'We'll have to make peace, you and I. You're too sharp and quick for an old sailor like me...'

But then, with a sudden movement, his hand went back and something went speeding through the air. I felt a sharp pain, and I was pinned to the mast by my shoulder. In the terrible pain and surprise of the moment, both my pistols went off and fell from my hands.

They did not fall alone. With a cry, Hands fell into the water. He came up, the water around him red from his blood, then he went down again, for ever.

I felt sick and frightened. The blood from my wound ran over my back and chest, and the knife seemed to burn like hot iron. But I was trembling so badly that it shook the knife out of my skin, and I could move again. I climbed down through the sails, then went below to tie up my wound. There was a lot of blood but it wasn't deep. Next, I went up on deck. It was now evening and a light wind was blowing, so I lowered the sails before climbing down a rope and into the sea.

The water was only waist-deep and I walked ashore. The sun had gone now and, once on dry land, I began to walk to the stockade. Perhaps the others would blame me for deserting, I thought, but Captain Smollett would be pleased I had taken the Hispaniola, I was sure.

When I reached the stockade, the house lay in dark shadow. But on the other side, a large fire had almost burned itself out. This seemed strange, as it had not been our habit to build large fires.

There were no sounds, except for the wind in the trees, and I went quietly round to the eastern side, keeping in the shadows. As I came nearer to the corner of the house, I heard my friends breathing loudly as they slept, and at once felt happier again. I got to the door and looked in, but all was dark and I could see nothing. With my arms out in front of me, I walked in.

Suddenly, there was a high voice screaming in the darkness: 'Pieces of eight! Pieces of eight! Pieces of eight!' It was Silver's parrot, Captain Flint!

Immediately, men began to wake up, and I heard Silver's voice shout, 'Who's there?'

I turned to run, crashed violently against one person, then ran straight into the arms of another.



throw v. to send (something) through the air by a sudden movement or straightening of the arm. 投，掷，扔，抛：Stop ～ing stones at the cars. 别再向汽车上扔石头了。过去式：threw;过去分词：thrown.

desert vt. to leave empty or leave completely. 丢弃，舍弃；抛弃：His presence of mind never deserted him. 他从不失去镇静。deserter n. 背离者，逃兵。

fetch vt. to go and get and bring back. （去）拿来：Run and fetch the doctor! 快去请医生来！fetch and carry 做杂务，打杂。

plenty n. the state of having a large supply of, esp. the needs of life. 丰富，充足；大量：There are good books in plenty. 好书多得很。

pick up to take hold of and lift up. 拿起；捡起；提起：The bird picked up a worm. 鸟把虫叼起。

suddenly ad. happening, done, etc. unexpectedly. 突然地，忽然地，意外地：He fell on the ground suddenly. 他突然摔倒了。sudden adj.

roll v. to (cause to) move along by turning over and over. 滚动，打滚：Rocks were ～ing down the hillside. 石块沿着山坡滚下。

waist n. the narrow part of the human body just above the legs and hips. 腰，腰部：He has no ～. 他胖得看不出腰身。～-deep 齐腰深。

blame v. to consider (someone) responsible for (something bad). 指责，责备；责怪：A bad workman always ～s his tools. 〈谚〉自己笨，怪刀钝。


12　伊斯莱尔·汉兹

我不失时机地抓住缆绳，爬上大船的甲板。两个留守的海盗都在甲板上，戴红帽的仰面躺在甲板上，伊斯莱尔·汉兹靠在船舷上，脸色苍白。他们周围的甲板上有斑斑血迹，我断定他们酒醉之后自相残杀，结果同归于尽了。

这时伊斯莱尔·汉兹翻了一下身，痛苦地呻吟了一声。他看了我一眼，吐出一句话：“朗姆酒。”

我下到船舱里，地上全是空瓶，空气中充满了烟味。我发现只有一只瓶子里还有一点儿酒；我给自己找到一些面包干和干酪。我走上甲板把酒递给汉兹，他一口气就喝下去一半。

“妈的！”他说，“我正需要这个。你是从哪儿来的？”

“我是来接管这条船的，汉兹先生，”我说，“记住，现在我是你的船长。”

他看着我降下了骷髅旗，扔到海里，他说：“我看你是想到岸上去。咱们来谈谈吧。”他的脸上露出一点儿血色，但还很虚弱，“现在谁来驾船呢？你肯定不行；但如果你给我点儿吃喝，帮我用一块手帕包扎伤口，我会告诉你如何驾船的。”

“那好吧，”我说，“我要把船开向岛北的水湾，慢慢地登上那里的海滩。”

不到三分钟我就轻而易举地驾着伊斯帕尼奥拉号沿着金银岛顺风而行了。然后我下去找到一条手帕，帮助汉兹包扎他腿上鲜血直流的伤口。他吃了一点儿东西，又喝了不少酒，看起来比刚才好多了。

我们乘风航行，岛上的景物迅速向后退去。我终于成功了，因而对不辞而别的内疚也减少了许多。只有一件事让我担心，那就是汉兹看我干活儿的表情，他的脸上总带着冷笑。

因为海水太深，当我们到达北部水湾时，我们没法让船冲上岸滩。于是我们默默地坐下来，一边吃些东西一边等待。

“船长先生，”汉兹对我说，脸上还带着狡诈的笑，“我的老伙伴奥布赖恩已经死了。你能把他扔到海里去吗？”

“我没这么大力气。”我说。

他顿了一下对我说：“那么，你现在下去给我找一瓶葡萄酒来怎么样？这朗姆酒劲儿太大了。”

我听明白他的话，但一点儿都不信他。显然，他要我离开甲板，但为什么呢？

“葡萄酒？”我问，“要白的还是红的？”

“都行，”他说，“只要多一些，有点儿劲儿就行。”

“好吧，我去找一找。”我说。

我跑下去，然后脱下鞋爬上梯子看他。他用两手和两个膝盖爬行。尽管腿受伤了，他还是爬得很快，然后从甲板上一盘缆绳下面找出一把长刀。我可以看见上面的血迹。然后他把刀藏在衣服下面，回到原处。

这正是我需要知道的一切。伊斯莱尔·汉兹能够爬行而且他现在有了武器，他想杀掉我。但我相信在伊斯帕尼奥拉号安全抵达沙滩之前他不会杀我的。我回到船舱，穿上鞋，找到一瓶葡萄酒回到甲板上。

他拿起酒瓶喝了个痛快，嘴里喊着：“百事如意！”

然后，我们把船驶往北部水湾，我也忘了注意汉兹。我们快到海滩了，我向船侧面望了一下。也许我听见了什么声音或看见了他的影子在动，当我回过头去的时候，汉兹右手举着刀都快到我眼前了！

他扑向我而我跳到一旁，他摔倒在甲板上。我迅速地掏出手枪瞄准他——但是火药受潮了，枪没响！他起身以惊人的速度向我扑过来，正在这时伊斯帕尼奥拉号突然搁浅，向一侧倾斜。我们都失去平衡，滚向一边，但我先站起来一跃，两手交替着爬上桅杆。我爬到安全的地方，把手枪换上干火药。

汉兹嘴里衔着刀，也慢慢地爬向桅杆。

“你要再上来一步，”我说，“我就杀了你。”

“吉姆，”他说，从口中取下长刀，“咱们来讲和吧，像我这样一个老海员斗不过你这样身手矫捷的年轻人……”

但是突然，他的手向后一挥，就见一件东西嗖的一声飞过来。我感到一阵剧痛，我的肩膀被钉在了桅杆上。就在这巨痛和吃惊之际，我的双枪响了，随即枪也从手中滑落。

掉下去的不光是两枝枪。汉兹大叫一声，掉到了水里。他先是浮上来，血把周围的水染红了，然后又沉下去，永远上不来了。

我感到一阵恐惧和恶心。血从我的伤口流到背上和胸上，那把长刀像火红的烙铁在我的肩膀上。我使劲地发抖，以至于那把刀掉下去了，我又可以动了。我顺着桅杆溜下来，到船舱包扎好伤口。我流了很多血，但伤得不深。然后我来到甲板上。现在已经是晚上了，微风轻拂，我降下帆，然后顺着一条绳子下到海里。

海水仅及我的腰部，我向岸上走去。太阳已经落山了，我一上岸就直奔寨子而去。也许别人会指责我逃跑，我琢磨着，可是斯摩列特船长一定会为我夺回了伊斯帕尼奥拉号而高兴。

我到寨子的时候，木屋笼罩在黑暗中。在另一边有一堆快燃尽的篝火。这很奇怪，这么大的篝火不可能是我们烧的。

周围一点儿动静都没有，只有树林中的风声。我绕到寨子东边，尽可能躲在阴影中。我接近木屋的时候，听见我的朋友们熟睡的鼾声，立即高兴起来。我找到门向里看，屋里一片漆黑，什么也看不见。我伸出手摸索着走进屋。

突然，一个声音响起来：“八个里亚尔！八个里亚尔！八个里亚尔！”是西尔弗的鹦鹉，“弗林特船长”！

随即，人们都醒了，我听见西尔弗喊道：“谁在那儿？”

我转身就跑，刚挣脱了一个人，又被另一个人抓住。


13
A prisoner of the enemy

Somebody brought a light and I saw the inside of the house. Five pirates were on their feet, and another man was lying down with a head wound. But my heart became filled with fear when I saw no prisoners. Were my friends all dead?

'Here's Jim Hawkins!' said Silver. 'How friendly of you to visit us, Jim!'

'Where are my friends?' I asked.

Silver answered in a smooth voice. 'Yesterday morning, Doctor Livesey came down with a white flag. "Cap'n Silver," he said, "you've lost. The ship's gone." We looked out and, by thunder, the ship had gone! "Let's bargain," said the doctor. So we bargained, and here we are, in the house. And your friends? They walked off and I don't know where they are. And now, are you going to join us, Jim?'

'You're in trouble,' I said. 'Ship lost, treasure lost, men lost. And if you want to know who did it—it was me! I was in the apple barrel the night we saw the island, and I heard every word you said. And the ship? It was me who cut her ropes and killed the men aboard her, and it's me who has sailed her to a place where you'll never find her. Kill me if you like, but if you let me live, I'll do what I can to save you when you're arrested and brought to trial for piracy.'

One man swore and jumped forward with his knife.

'Get back there!' cried Silver. 'Did you think you were cap'n here, Tom Morgan? Well, there's never been a man to stand against me and see another day!'

Angry whispers came from the other men.

'Did any of you gentlemen want to argue with me?' shouted Silver. 'Well, I'm ready. Let him take a knife, and I'll see the colour of his inside!'

Not a man answered. I listened to my heart beating. Silver waited calmly, his pipe in his mouth, as he watched his followers. Slowly, they got together at the far end of the house and whispered to each other.

'You seem to have a lot to say,' said Silver. 'Let me hear it, or stop talking.'

'We'll go outside and talk,' replied one man. And he stepped calmly towards the door and disappeared out of the house. One after another, the rest of the men did the same.

'They're going to kill you, Jim,' said Silver when the two of us were alone, 'and they're going to stop me being their captain. When I looked into that bay and saw the ship was gone, I knew it was all over. Now, I'll save your life, if I can, but it must be a bargain—you must save Long John from dying under the law.'

'I'll do what I can,' I told him.

'There's trouble coming, Jim,' he said. 'And talking of trouble, why did the doctor give me the map?'

I stared at him in great surprise. Why indeed?

'Well, he did,' Silver went on. 'And that's strange.'

The door opened and the five pirates came in. They pushed one man forward and he gave something to Silver.

The sea cook looked at what the man had given him. 'The black spot!' he said. He turned the paper over. 'What's this? No longer captain. You're becoming quite a leading man in this crew, George Merry. You'll be cap'n next, I suppose. But tell me what's wrong.'

'I'll tell you what's wrong!' said George. 'First, you made too many mistakes on this trip. Second, you let the enemy out of this trap for nothing. And then there's this boy.'

'Is that all?' asked Silver quietly.

'It's enough,' replied George.

'Well, I'll answer you,' said Silver. 'You all know what I wanted but you wouldn't listen, would you? In my plan, we'd be on the Hispaniola now, every dead man alive and the treasure on ship, by thunder! Next, this boy. Well, we'll use him to bargain with. He might be our last chance. And the doctor? You've been glad enough to have a doctor coming to see you every day—you, John, with your head broken... or you, George, sick and shaking with fever only a few hours ago. I made a bargain, that's why I let'em go!' He threw a piece of paper on to the floor. It was the map with the three crosses.

The pirates jumped on it like cats upon a mouse.

'Very pretty,' said George, 'but how are we going to get away with the treasure, when we have no ship?'

'You tell me, George!' shouted Silver. 'You and the others lost the ship; I found the treasure. But I'll not be your captain any longer!'

'Silver for cap'n!' shouted the pirates.

After a moment, the sea cook smiled. 'George,' he said. 'I think you'll have to wait a while before you get another chance to be captain.'




Early in the morning Dr Livesey came to the stockade.

'We've a surprise for you, doctor,' Silver called out. 'We've a little stranger here.'

The doctor was now inside the stockade. 'Not Jim?'

'The very same Jim,' said Silver.

The doctor stopped. 'Well, well,' he said. Then he went on, 'Let's see these sick men of yours, Silver.'

A moment afterwards, he entered the house. With one look at me, he went to his work among the sick.

'Well, that's done,' he said, after visiting each man. 'And now I'd like to talk to that boy, please.'

'No!' cried George Merry.

'Silence!' shouted Silver. 'Hawkins,' he went on in his usual voice, 'will you promise not to escape?' I gave the promise. 'Then, doctor,' said Silver, 'you just step outside that stockade, and when you're there, I'll bring the boy down on the inside. You can talk through the fence.'

The men's anger exploded after the doctor left the house, and they accused Silver of trying to make a separate peace for himself. Silver waved the map in front of them and told them they were stupid.

'By thunder!' he cried. 'We'll break the peace when the right time comes—and that's not now!' And then he walked out on his crutch, his hand on my shoulder. 'Slowly, boy,' he whispered to me. 'We don't want to worry them.'

Dr Livesey was waiting outside the stockade. 'The boy will tell you how I saved his life,' Silver said through the fence. 'Will you say a good word for me?'

'You're not afraid, John, are you?' asked Dr Livesey.

'I don't like the idea of dying by the law,' said Silver. 'And now I'll leave you and Jim alone.'

'So, Jim,' said the doctor, 'here you are. I'm disappointed in you. You went away when Captain Smollett was wounded, which wasn't a brave thing to do.'

'Doctor,' I cried, 'I've blamed myself enough.'

'Jim,' said the doctor, his voice changed. 'Jim, I can't have this. Jump over and we'll run!'

'No,' I said. 'I promised Silver I wouldn't escape, and I must go back. But listen, I took the ship and she's in North Inlet, on the beach.'

'The ship!' cried the doctor.

I told him my story and he listened in silence. Then he said, 'It's you that saves our lives, Jim, and now we'll save yours. Silver!' he called, then as the cook came nearer, said, 'Some advice—don't hurry to find that treasure. If you do, watch out for storms.'

'What's the game, doctor?' said Silver. 'Why did you give me the map?'

'I can't say more,' said the doctor. 'It's not my secret to tell. But if we both get out of this alive, Silver, I'll do my best to save you. Now, keep the boy close beside you, and when you need help, shout for it.'

Then Dr Livesey hurried off into the wood.



lie vi. (of a person）to be in a flat resting position, as on the ground or a bed. 躺，平躺：The wounded man was lying on the battlefield. 伤兵躺在战场上。过去式：lay; 过去分词：lain.

bargain v. to talk about the conditions of a sale, agreement or contract. 议价，讨价还价：make a ～ with sb. 与某人成交。～ counter [美]廉价货品柜。

calmly ad. quietly. 平静地；宁静地；镇定地：He stood ～ in front of the crowd. 他镇静地站在人群面前。

leading a. guiding, directing. 领导的；指导的：～ question [律师]诱导性的提问。～ seaman （英）海军一等水兵。

suppose v. to take as likely; consider as true. 猜想，料想：I ～(that) he is not yet twenty. 我猜想他还不到二十岁。be ～d to 被期望，应该：we are ～d to be here at seven. 我们应该7时到达这里。

usual a. customary. 通常的，平常的：He asked the ～ questions. 他问了一些寻常的问题。as ～ 像平常一样，照常。反义词：unusual.

disappointed a. (of a person) unhappy at not seeing hopes come true. 失望的，沮丧的：I was ～ to hear that the party had been cancelled. 听说宴会已取消我很失望。

hurry [ˈhʌri] v. 赶紧，匆忙 to (cause to) be quick in action, sometimes too quick: No need to ～. 不必急匆匆。Hurry up, or we'll be late. 快一点，不然咱们要迟到了。


13　敌人的俘虏

有人拿来了火，我看清了房子里的情形。有五个海盗站在那里，还有一个头受了伤躺在地上。我看到没有俘虏，心里就害怕起来。我的朋友们都死了？

[image: alt]

“原来是吉姆·霍金斯！”西尔弗说，“欢迎你来我们这儿，吉姆！”

“我的朋友们在哪儿？”我问。

西尔弗用流畅的语调开始讲：“昨天早上，李甫西大夫打着白旗来找我们。‘西尔弗船长，’他说，‘你们失败了，船已经开走了！’我们跑出去一看，船果然不见了。‘我们来讲条件吧。’大夫说。我们跟他讲妥了条件，我们就到这里来了。你的朋友？他们走了，我也不知道他们去哪里了。现在你愿意和我们一起干吗？”

“你们的处境很不妙，”我说，“船丢了，财宝丢了，人也丢了。如果你们想知道是谁干的，告诉你们，是我干的。我们看见陆地的那天晚上，我躲在苹果桶里听到你们讲的所有的话。至于那条船，也是我割断了绳索，杀死了船上的人，然后把船驶到你们谁也找不到的地方。要杀要放随你们便，但如果你们放了我，将来你们因为当海盗受审判时，我将尽力救你们的命。”

一个人骂着拔出刀站起来。

“住手！”西尔弗喊道，“你以为在这儿你是船长吗，汤姆·摩根？跟我作对的人从来都活不到第二天！”

其他的人发出了不满的声音。

“你们有谁想跟我争吗？”西尔弗嚷道，“我准备好了。让他拿把刀，我定要看看他的五脏六腑是什么颜色！”

没什么人答话。我的心扑扑地跳。西尔弗静静地等着，嘴里叼着烟斗，不停地看着他的同伙。慢慢地，那帮海盗退到木屋的一边，交头接耳低语起来。

“你们像是有许多话要讲，”西尔弗说，“讲出来让我听听，要不就闭嘴。”

“我们到外面去说。”一个人说，他静静地走出木屋。其他人也一个一个走出木屋。

“他们要杀掉你，吉姆，”屋里就剩我们两个人时西尔弗说，“他们不想让我当船长了。当我向海湾望去，看见船失踪了，我就知道全完了。现在我要救你，但我们必须讲条件——你也得帮高个儿约翰免上绞架。”

“我能做的一定去做。”我说。

“就要有麻烦了，吉姆，”他说，“说到麻烦，大夫为什么把那张图给我？”

我盯着他，脸上露出惊讶的表情。为什么呢？

“真的，他把图交给我了，”西尔弗继续说，“这里面一定有文章。”

门开了，五个海盗走进来。他们把其中一个人往前推，那个人交给西尔弗一样东西。

这位海上厨子看了看同伙给他的东西。“黑券！”他说道，然后看纸的背面，“写的什么？下台！你在这伙人中确实是个人物，乔治，我猜接下来一定是你当船长。告诉我为什么。”

“我来告诉你为什么！”乔治说，“第一，在这次航行中你犯了不少错误。第二，你白白从这地方把敌人放走了。还有就是这个孩子的事。”

“还有吗？”西尔弗沉着地问。

“这些就足够了。”乔治说。

“好吧，现在我回答你，”西尔弗说，“你们都知道我想如何行事，但你们都没听，对吗？如果照我说的去做，我们早已回到伊斯帕尼奥拉号上，不会死一个人，船上装满了财宝！还有，这个孩子。现在我们得用他来讲条件。这是我们最后的机会。至于那大夫，约翰，你的头受伤了，你不是曾经很高兴大夫每天来照看你吗？还有你，乔治，几小时前还发烧发抖，病得不行。所以我做了交易，让他们走了！”他把一张纸扔到地上，正是那张画着三个叉叉的地图。

那帮海盗像猫见了老鼠一样扑过去。

“这太好了，”乔治说，“可是咱们没有船，怎么把财宝运走？”

“该你告诉我，乔治！”西尔弗嚷道，“你和他们丢掉了船；我找到了宝藏。但我将不再当你们的船长了。”

“西尔弗当船长！”那帮海盗喊道。

过了一会儿，船上的厨子笑了。“乔治，”他说，“你想当船长还得等上一段时间。”




第二天一早，李甫西大夫就来到寨子。

“我们有件意想不到的事告诉你，大夫，”西尔弗说，“我这儿有位小客人。”

大夫已经进了寨子，“难道是吉姆吗？”

“正是吉姆。”西尔弗说。

大夫停住脚步。“好吧，”他说，“先去看你的病人吧，西尔弗。”

他随即走进木屋，看了我一眼，然后去看那些病人。

“好了，都看完了，”大夫说，“现在我想和那个孩子谈谈。”

“不行！”乔治·墨利大叫起来。

“住嘴！”西尔弗喊道，“霍金斯，”他仍然用那种平和的语调说，“你能保证不逃跑吗？”我答应了他。“那么，大夫，”西尔弗说，“你先走到围栏外边去，你到了那里，我就把孩子带出来，你们可以隔着围栏交谈。”

大夫刚走出木屋，海盗们的不满情绪就爆发了，他们都指责西尔弗单独媾和。西尔弗向他们扬了扬地图，说他们都太蠢。

“妈的！”他叫道，“时机一到，咱们当然要撕毁协议——但不是现在！”他拄着拐杖走出屋子，一只手放在我肩上。“慢点儿走，孩子，”他对我说，“我们不能让他们起疑心。”

李甫西大夫正在寨子外边等着。“这孩子会告诉你我如何救了他的命，”西尔弗隔着围栏说，“你不能给我说句好话吗？”

“你是不是害怕了，约翰？”李甫西大夫问道。

“我不想上绞架，”西尔弗说，“现在你和吉姆单独谈吧。”

“唉，吉姆，”大夫说，“你又回来了。我对你很失望。斯摩列特船长受伤的时候，你倒跑了。真是懦夫行为！”

“大夫！”我哭了，“我已经自责过了。”

“吉姆，”大夫换了一种语气对我说，“吉姆，咱们不能这样。跳过围栏，咱们跑吧。”

“不，”我说，“我向西尔弗保证过不跑，我必须回去。听着，我把船夺过来了，现在停在北面的海滩。”

“船！”大夫叫起来。

我把自己的经历给他讲了，他静静地听着，然后说：“是你救了我们的命，我们也要救你出来。西尔弗！”他叫道。等那厨子走近了，他又说：“我要劝你一句，别太着急去寻宝。如果你那样做了，请小心风暴。”

“大夫，你这玩的是什么把戏？”西尔弗说，“你为什么给我那张图？”

“我不能再多说了，”大夫说，“这不是我个人的秘密。如果我们都能活着离开这儿，西尔弗，我会尽力救你的命。让这孩子待在你身边，如果你需要帮助，就喊我。”

然后李甫西大夫匆匆向树林里走去。


14
Looking for the treasure

We went back to eat our breakfast.

'They have the ship,' Silver told the men, 'and I don't know where it is. But once we have the treasure, we'll find it soon enough. I'll keep the boy close by me when we look for the treasure; then, when we have both ship and treasure, we'll persuade Jim to join us, and give him some of the treasure for all his help.'

The men were happy, but I was afraid. If Silver's plan came true, he would forget Dr Livesey and the others, I was sure. And if things went wrong, how could a boy and a one-legged man fight five strong men?

When we left the stockade, everyone had weapons except me. Silver had two guns; and the parrot, Captain Flint, sat on his shoulder. There was a rope around me and I followed after Silver, who held the other end.

Some of the men carried spades, others food and rum, and we made our way to the beach where the two boats were waiting. The men talked about the map. The cross was too large to be of much help, and the words on the back of the map were no better.




Tall tree. Spyglass shoulder, to the North of North-North-East.

Skeleton Island East-South-East and by East.




We landed the boats at the mouth of the second river, then began to climb Spyglass Hill. Silver and I followed a long way behind the rest, and I had to help him. We were near the top when a man on the left cried aloud. The others started to run towards him.

'He can't have found the treasure,' said Morgan.

And indeed it was something very different—the bones of a human skeleton, a few pieces of clothing still on it. Cold fear filled every heart.

'He was a seaman,' said George Merry.

'Yes,' agreed Silver. 'But look at the way those bones are lying—it isn't natural.' The man lay perfectly straight—his feet pointing one way, his hands, over his head, pointing the opposite way. 'I've got an idea,' said Silver. 'Look! We can see the top of Skeleton Island from here. These bones are a pointer, telling us which way to go!'

He was right. Our compass showed that the body pointed straight towards Skeleton Island, and in a line East-South-East and by East.

We left the skeleton behind, but now the pirates kept together and talked in frightened whispers. At the top of the hill, Silver took out his compass again.

'There are three tall trees,' he said, 'in about the right place. Spyglass shoulder must be that lower place, there. A child could find the treasure now!'

Suddenly, out of the middle of the trees in front of us, a high shaking voice began to sing:

Fifteen men on the dead man's chest—

Yo-ho-ho, and a bottle of rum!

The effect on the pirates was terrible to see. The colour went from their six faces, and they caught hold of each other like frightened children. Morgan fell to the ground, trembling with fear.

'It's Flint!' cried George Merry.

'No!' said Silver, fighting to get the word out. 'It's someone playing games—it's no ghost!'

Then the voice came again: 'Darby M'Graw!' it screamed. 'Darby M'Graw! Fetch the rum!'

The pirates were fixed to the ground after the voice died away, their staring eyes full of horror.

'That does it!' said one. 'Let's go!'

'Those were Flint's last words before he died,' cried Morgan.

'I'm here to get that treasure,' shouted Silver, 'and I'll not be beaten by man or ghost! I was never afraid of Flint in his life and, by thunder, I'll face him dead! There's seven hundred thousand pounds not a quarter of a mile from here. I'll not leave that much money for a drunken old seaman—him dead, too! And there's something strange. There was an echo, and no man ever saw a ghost with a shadow, so why should a ghost's voice have an echo? It's not natural.'

The words calmed George Merry. 'Yes, that's right,' he said. 'Now I think about it, it was like Flint's voice, but not exactly like it. It was like another person's voice... more like—'

'Ben Gunn!' shouted Silver.

'If it was, it's still a ghost,' said Dick. 'Ben Gunn's not here in body, any more than Flint is.'

But the older men laughed. 'Nobody minds Ben Gunn, Dead or alive,' cried George.

The men were happy again, the colour back in their faces as they talked together and began to walk on. George Merry went first, leading the way with Silver's compass.

We reached the first tall tree, but it was the wrong one. So was the second. The third was tall enough to be seen from the sea, both east and west of the island. My companions hurried on, desperate to get their hands on the seven hundred thousand pounds in gold which lay somewhere under the tree's shadows.

Silver pulled at the rope that held me, and turned his eyes upon me with a deadly look. I could read his thoughts. So near to the gold now, everything was forgotten—his promise and the doctor's warning. I knew he hoped to take the treasure, cut every honest throat on that island, find and board the Hispaniola at night, and sail away a rich man and a murderer.

Suddenly, George Merry shouted, 'All together, boys!', and the men began to run. Not ten metres farther on they stopped and cried out. Silver moved quickly, and the next moment we were with them. Before us was a large hole, but it was not a new hole because grass grew on the bottom.

There was no treasure.

The seven hundred thousand pounds had gone!



once conj. from the moment that. 一旦……（就……）：～ you show any fear, he will attack you. 你一旦露出惧色，他就会袭击你。Once bit twice shy. [谚]一次被咬，下次胆小。～ upon a time （常用于故事开头）从前。

land v. to come to, bring to, or put on land or water. 使靠岸；使登陆；使降落：The ship ～ed at the pier on Saturday. 船在星期六靠码头。

indeed ad. certainly; really. 真正地，真实地；当然：She was a very beautiful girl ～. 她确实是个非常美丽的姑娘。

compass n. an instrument for showing direction. 罗盘，罗盘仪。

echo [ˈekəu] n. a sound sent back or repeated. 回声，回音；反响： The economic collapse had dangerous political ～es. 经济崩溃引起了政治上的危险反响。复数：echoes

companion n. a person who willingly or unwillingly shares the work, pleasures, worries, etc.. 同伴；同事；志趣相同的人：They were working ～s. 他们是同事。同义词：comrade, friend, colleague.

grow v. (of (parts of) living things) to increase in size by natural development. 生长，成长：The rice is ～ing fine. 稻子长得不错。过去式：grew；过去分词：grown. ～ downwards 缩小；减少。～ out of 产生自...The mistake ～ out of his carelessness. 错误是由于他的粗心造成的。


14　寻宝记

我们回去吃了早餐。
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“他们有船，”西尔弗说，“我不知道在哪儿，但我们一旦找到宝藏，很快就会找到船。我们寻宝时我会把这孩子带在身边；然后，我们会同时拥有船和宝藏，我们会说服吉姆入伙，分给他一些财宝。”

那伙人都挺高兴，我却害怕起来。如果西尔弗的计划成真的话，他肯定会忘掉李甫西大夫和其他人。而事情如果搞砸了，一个孩子和一个瘸子哪敌得过五个壮汉？

我们离开寨子，除我之外每个人都带着武器。西尔弗带着两枝枪；那只名叫弗林特船长的鹦鹉在他肩上。我跟在他身后，腰里拴着一根绳子，另一端在他手里。

其余的人拿着镐，食物，还有朗姆酒。我们来到停着两只小船的岸边。他们讨论着地图上的标记。叉画得太大了，表示不了确切地点，背面的说明文字也好不到哪儿去。




望远镜肩上一棵大树，方位北北东偏北

骷髅岛，东南东偏东。




我们把小船停在第二条河的河口处，然后上岸开始爬望远镜山。西尔弗和我远远落在这伙人的后面，我还得帮他。我们快到山顶时，左边一个人大叫一声，大伙都向他跑去。

“他不可能发现了宝藏。”摩根说。

的确是件完全不同的事，地上有一具死人的骨架，上面还留着一些衣服的碎片。每个人心里都一阵颤栗。

“他是一个水手。”乔治·墨利说。

“是，”西尔弗说，“不过看看这骨架的姿势，好像很不自然。”死人躺得笔直，脚指着一个方向，手举过头指着相反的方向。“我有个主意，”西尔弗说，“我们从这儿可以看见骷髅岛的顶部，这骨架为我们指明了方向！”

他是对的。指南针显示死人正好指向骷髅岛，方位正好是东南东偏东。

我们离开骨架，但现在海盗们都聚在一起走了，有时还害怕地嘀咕着什么。到山顶的时候，西尔弗又拿出了罗盘。

“那边有三棵大树，”他说，“大约就是那地方。‘望远镜的肩膀’肯定就是那片低地。现在连小孩都能找到宝藏了！”

正在这时，从我们前方的树林里传出带着颤音的水手老调：




　　十五个人趴在死人身上——

唷呵呵，朗姆酒一瓶，快来尝！




那帮海盗们的丑态真是惨不忍睹。他们六个人都变了脸色，互相抓着，像受惊的孩子一样。摩根趴在地上，吓得直发抖。

“是弗林特！”乔治·墨利叫道。

“不！”西尔弗好不容易才说出来，“有人闹着玩儿，不是鬼魂。”

不一会又传来那声音：“达比·麦克格雷！”声音尖厉，“达比·麦克格雷，拿朗姆酒来！”

那帮海盗站在那里一动不动，像脚下生了根，眼里充满了恐惧。

“这就是了！”有人说，“咱们走吧！”

“那是弗林特死前最后一句话。”摩根喊道。

“我来这儿是寻宝，”西尔弗嚷道，“我不会被什么人或鬼打败！妈的，我也不怕他的鬼魂。离这儿不到1/4英里有70万英镑。不能因为碰上个死了的老醉鬼就扔掉这么多财宝不要啊。而且有点儿怪。刚才的声音有回音，而且也没人看见过鬼魂还有影子。为什么鬼魂的声音还有回音？这很奇怪。”

这些话让乔治·墨利平静了一些。“没错，”他说，“我现在想起来了。那声音很像弗林特的，但又不确切。挺像另一个人的声音……更像——”

“本·葛恩！”西尔弗叫道。

“如果是的话，也还是鬼魂的声音，”迪克说，“本·葛恩也是个死人，和弗林特一样。”

年长的几个人笑起来。墨利嚷道：“谁也不把本·葛恩放在眼里，不管他是死是活，谁也不怕他。”

那帮人又高兴起来，脸上渐渐有了血色，他们开始边说边赶路。乔治·墨利走在前面，拿着西尔弗的罗盘领路。

我们走到第一棵大树下，但证明是错的。第二棵也是如此。第三棵树很高，从东西两面的海上都能看见。我的同行者们急忙赶过去，一心想得到藏在树阴下的70万英镑财宝。

西尔弗拽着绳子，恶狠狠地瞪着我。我明白他的心思。现在离宝藏越来越近了，他忘了一切——他的保证和大夫的劝告。我知道他希望找到宝藏后杀掉每一个诚实的人，晚上找到伊斯帕尼奥拉号逃掉，做一个富翁和杀人犯。

忽然，乔治·墨利喊道：“都过来！”大家都跑过去。不出十米，大伙都停下来惊叫起来。西尔弗迅速过去，我们很快和他们在一起了。在我们面前是个大洞，显然不是新挖的，因为底部长满了野草。

洞里没有宝藏。

价值70万英镑的财宝不翼而飞了！


15
End of an adventure

The pirates could not believe it, but Silver remained calm and changed his plan quickly.

'Jim,' he whispered, 'take that, and be ready for trouble.' And he passed me a pistol.

At the same time he began to move quietly and, after a few steps, the hole was between us and the other five. He looked quite friendly now, and I couldn't help whispering, 'So you've changed sides again!'

The pirates began to jump into the hole, and to dig in the ground with their fingers. Morgan found a two-guinea coin, and it went from hand to hand.

'Two guineas!' shouted George Merry, shaking it at Silver. 'That's your seven hundred thousand pounds! You're the man for bargains, are you? You're the one who never made a mistake!'

'Wanting to be captain again, George?' said Silver.

But this time, everyone was on George Merry's side, and they began to climb out of the hole.

'There's just the two of them,' said George. 'The old one-legged man who brought us all here for nothing; and that boy who I'm going to have the heart of!'

He was raising his arm and his voice, ready to lead them, but there was a sudden CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! as three gunshots came from the woods. George Merry fell head first into the hole, and another fell on his side, dead. The other three turned and ran.

A moment later, Dr Livesey, Gray, and Ben Gunn joined us with smoking guns, from among the trees.

'Keep them off the boats!' cried the doctor.

We began to run at a great speed through the trees, and Silver was soon thirty metres behind us.

'Doctor!' he shouted. 'There's no hurry! Look!'

We saw he was right. In a more open place, we could see the three pirates, still running, and we were already between them and the boats. So we sat down to rest while Long John came slowly up to us.

'Thank you, doctor,' he said. 'You came at the right time to save me and Hawkins.' He looked at Ben Gunn. 'So it was you, Ben Gunn, playing the ghost!'

We walked down the hill to the boats and, as we did so, the doctor told Silver and me his story. But it was really Ben's story from beginning to end.

Ben, in his lonely walks around the island, had found the skeleton and found the treasure. He had carried the gold on his back in many journeys, and had taken it to a cave on the northeast corner of the island, two months before the Hispaniola arrived.

Ben had told the doctor this, and the next morning the doctor gave Silver the map—which was now useless—and gave him the food at the stockade, because there was plenty in Ben Gunn's cave. That morning, when the doctor saw I had to go with the pirates to find the treasure, he had left the squire to look after the captain, then took Gray and Ben Gunn with him to be ready to help us.

'I was lucky Hawkins was with me,' said Silver, 'or old John would be dead by now, for sure.'

By this time, we were at the boats. The doctor smashed one with an axe, and then we all got into the other and rowed to North Inlet. The Hispaniola was moving by herself now, the sea high enough to take her off the beach. We went round to Rum Cove, the nearest landing place for Ben Gunn's cave of treasure, then Gray left us there before rowing back to guard the ship for the night.

Mr Trelawney met us at the cave. He didn't blame me for my desertion, but he spoke differently to Silver. 'Silver,' he said, 'you're a scoundrel and a murderer, but I'm told that I must save you from the law.'

'Thank you, sir,' replied Long John.

'I don't want your thanks!' cried the squire.

We all entered the cave. It was large and pleasant, with fresh water coming from a place in the ground, and a floor of sand. Captain Smollett lay in front of a big fire, and in a corner I saw coins and gold bars. It was Flint's treasure!

We had come so far to find this. Already it had cost the lives of seventeen men from the Hispaniola. And how many others? How many ships had gone to the bottom of the sea? How many brave men had been murdered for this? Perhaps no man alive could tell.




Next morning, we moved all the gold to the beach. Then we took it by boat to the Hispaniola. It was a big job for so small a number of men.

The three pirates who were still on the island did not trouble us. They were not going to fight any more, and we decided we must leave them on the island. We left powder, food, clothes and medicine for them.

Then at last, one sunny morning, we sailed out of North Inlet and towards the nearest port in Spanish America. Before afternoon, Treasure Island had disappeared from view, and I had never felt happier to leave a place behind.

The sun was going down when we sailed into the port, and the doctor and Mr Trelawney took me on shore. When we came back, Ben Gunn was waiting for us.

'Silver has gone,' he told us, 'but not empty-handed. He's taken one of the bags of coins, perhps worth three or four hundred guineas.'

I think we were all pleased to lose the scoundrel at so small a price.

We found a crew for the ship at the port, and then had a good voyage home. Only five of the men who had sailed from Bristol with the Hispaniola returned with her. We all took a large piece of the treasure, and some used it sensibly, and some did not.

Captain Smollett no longer goes to sea. Gray saved his money and is now half-owner and captain of a fine ship. Ben Gunn got a thousand pounds which he spent or lost in three weeks, then he came begging and was given a job as a gatekeeper.

Of Silver we have heard no more. That frightening seaman with one leg has gone out of my life. I will never return to Treasure Island, but in my worst dreams I still hear the sharp, high scream of Captain Flint the parrot: 'Pieces of eight! Pieces of eight!'



remain to continue to be (in an unchanged state). 保持，仍是：Peter became a judge, but John remained a fisherman. 彼得已成了一个法官，而约翰还是一个渔夫。

journey n. a trip of some distance, usu. by land. 旅行，路程：I wish you a pleasant ～. 祝你一路顺风！～man n. 雇工，计日工，短工。

cave n. a deep natural hollow place. 洞穴；山洞。

save v. to make safe from danger. 救，挽救：cure the sickness to ～ the patient 治病救人。Saving is getting. [谚]节约等于增加收入。

sunny a. having bright sunlight. 阳光充足的；暖和的：I asked for a ～ room. 我要了一间阳光充足的房间。

gatekeeper [ˈɡeitˈkiːpə] n. 看门人。

worst [wəːst] a. most lacking in quality. 最坏的，最差的：He was the worst of all in the game. 他是比赛中最差的一个。此词是bad, ill的最高级形式；常加定冠词the。make the ～ of 对…作最坏打算。


15　寻宝结局

那帮海盗简直不能相信这一切，但西尔弗仍旧保持镇静并迅速改变了计划。

[image: alt]

“吉姆，”他轻声说，“拿着这个，以便应付乱子。”他交给我一把手枪。

这时他静静地向前走了几步，那个大洞把我们和那五个海盗隔开。他现在显得十分友好，我禁不住嘀咕起来：“你又站到这边来啦！”

那几个海盗跳到洞里，用手指挖地。摩根找到一枚两畿尼的金币，那金币在他们手中传递着。

“两个畿尼！”乔治·墨利喊道，向着西尔弗扬着手中的金币，“这就是你说的70万英镑吗？你不是个做交易的老手吗？你不是从不失手吗？”

“又想当船长了，乔治？”西尔弗说。

但这次所有的人都站在乔治·墨利一边，他们开始爬出土坑。

“他们只有两个人，”乔治说，“一个是个老瘸子，他把咱们骗到这儿来却一无所获；还有那个小杂种，我都想把他的心掏出来。”

他抬起手臂，说话声调越来越高，显然是要领头发动攻击，但忽然从树林中传来“砰！砰！砰！”三声枪响。乔治·墨利第一个头朝下栽到洞里，另一个也倒在他身边，死了。其他三个人转身就跑。

过了一会儿，李甫西大夫、格雷、本·葛恩从树林里出来和我们会合，他们的枪口还冒着烟。

“别让他们接近小船！”大夫喊道。

我们在树林中猛跑，不一会儿西尔弗就落在三十多米以外。

“大夫！”他喊道，“不用着急，你们看！”

他是对的。我们看到在眼前的开阔地上，那三个海盗还在跑，我们已经处在他们和小船之间。于是我们坐下来休息，高个儿约翰也慢慢地赶上了我们。

“谢谢你，大夫，”他说，“你来得正是时候，救了我和霍金斯的命。”他看着本·葛恩，“原来真是你，本·葛恩，扮鬼吓我们。”

我们下山向小船走去，一路上大夫给我们讲了他的故事，而这一切的主要角色都是那位本·葛恩。

在岛上孤独的本发现了那具尸骨和宝藏。他用肩背扛着宝藏，运到岛的东北角一个洞穴里，不知搬了多少趟，直到伊斯帕尼奥拉号抵达前两个月才运完。

本早就把这一切告诉了大夫，第二天早晨大夫就把那张无用的地图交给了西尔弗，把补给品也给了他们，因为本·葛恩的山洞里有足够的补给品。今天早晨，大夫发现我不得不和那帮海盗去寻宝，他就让乡绅照顾船长，然后带上格雷和本·葛恩跟着我们以防不测。

“幸亏霍金斯在我身边，”西尔弗说，“否则我老约翰早死了。”

这时我们已到停着小船的地方。大夫用斧子砸了一只船，然后我们乘上另一只船向北边划去。伊斯帕尼奥拉号在水上漂浮着，海水较深，使得大船漂离了海滩。我们绕道来到最靠近本·葛恩的藏宝洞的朗姆酒湾，然后格雷乘小船到伊斯帕尼奥拉号上过夜守船。

屈利劳尼先生在洞口迎接我们。他并没责备我逃跑的事，但和西尔弗说话的口气就截然不同了。“西尔弗，”他说，“你是个大坏蛋和刽子手，但是他们却要我不对你提出控告。”

“谢谢你，先生。”高个儿约翰说。

“我不需要你道谢！”乡绅喊道。

我们都进了洞穴。洞里宽阔而空气流通，一股清泉从地上流过。斯摩列特船长躺在一堆篝火前，而在另一个角落我看见了金币和金条。是弗林特的宝藏！

我们远道而来就是为了找到这些。伊斯帕尼奥拉号上已有十七人送了命。此外还有多少人呢？还有多少船沉入了海底？多少勇敢的人为此被人谋杀？恐怕没一个活着的人能讲清楚。

第二天，我们把所有的金子都运到海边，然后用小船运到伊斯帕尼奥拉号上。这是一项浩大的工程，尤其是因为我们只有这么几个人。

岛上其余那三个海盗没有再骚扰我们。他们不想再打仗了，我们决定把他们留在岛上，给他们留下了火药、食物、衣物和药品。

最后，在一个阳光明媚的早晨，我们驶离金银岛北部水湾，驶往西属美洲的一个港口。还没到下午，金银岛就消失在视野中了。能离开这个地方，我高兴不已。

我们到达港口时太阳快要落山了，大夫和屈利劳尼先生带着我上了岸。我们回来时，本·葛恩正在等我们。

“西尔弗跑了，”他说，“但不是空手走的，他带走了一袋子金币，大概值三四百畿尼。”

我觉得大家都为这么便宜就甩掉了这个恶棍而感到高兴。

我们在港口找了几个船员，一路平安回到英国。随伊斯帕尼奥拉号从布里斯托尔出航的全体人员只有五个人回来。我们每个人都分得一大笔财宝，有的人花得很谨慎，有的人则不然。

斯摩列特船长不再出海了；格雷把钱存起来，现在已是一艘装备优良的船的合股船主兼船长；本·葛恩分得了1000英镑，但不到三个星期就花光了，成了一名乞丐，后来找到一个看门人的活计。

至于西尔弗，我们没有再听到有关他的任何消息。那个可怕的独腿海员总算从我的生活中消失了。我永远不会再回到金银岛上，但在我的噩梦中常常响起那只叫弗林特船长的鹦鹉那尖厉的叫声：“八个里亚尔！八个里亚尔！”


Exercises

A Checking your understanding

Chapters 1–3 Write answers to these questions.

1　Why did the old seaman decide to stay at the Admiral Benbow Inn?

2　Who did he tell Jim to watch for?

3　Who had only three fingers on his left hand?

4　What happened to Bill after the blind man left?

Chapters 4–6 Who in these chapters ...

1　... was killed by a horse?

2　... wrote a letter to Dr Livesey and Jim?

3　... ran out of the Spyglass Inn as Jim entered?

4　... seemed angry with everybody on board the Hispaniola?

5　... came up the side of the ship 'as quick as a monkey'?

Chapters 7–9 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1　The young seaman Dick decided not to join the mutineers.

2　Silver said that he had been to the island before.

3　The seaman Tom tried to kill Long John Silver.

4　Ben Gunn had been marooned on the island for three years.

5　Ben Gunn didn't want to help Jim.

Chapters 10–12 Who in these chapters...

1　... found the stockade first?

2　... killed a pirate with a knife during the night?

3　... cut the anchor rope of the Hispaniola?

4　... tried to kill Jim on board the Hispaniola?

5　... in the stockade was screaming, 'Pieces of eight!'?

Chapters 13–15 Find answers to these questions.

1　Why did the other pirates give Silver the black spot?

2　Why didn't Silver believe that it was Flint's ghost singing?

3　Why was there no treasure in the hole under the tree?

4　Why had Dr Livesey given Silver the Treasure Island map?

5　How many men who had sailed from Bristol returned to England?

B Working with language

1　Complete these sentences with information from the story.

1　Jim had taken Flint's papers from the sea-chest before...

2　When Jim was in the apple barrel,...

3　The seamen Tom and Alan refused to join the mutiny, so...

4　Although the captain was wounded in the battle...

2　Put these sentences in the right order. Check your order with Chapter 12.

1　and it pinned Jim to the mast by his shoulder.

2　Israel Hands came up behind him with a knife.

3　who fell dead into the sea.

4　Jim escaped from him and climbed up into the sails,

5　When Jim was sailing the ship into North Inlet,

6　But Jim's pistols went off and shot Hands,

7　Then he threw his knife

8　But Israel Hands began to climb up after him.

C Activities

1　Who is your favourite, or least favourite, person in this story? Why? Write a few sentences to describe him.

2　You are Ben Gunn, alone on the island. Write your diary for a day (finding food, looking for a rescue ship, moving the treasure).

3　Imagine that you have found some treasure—perhaps a big box of old Spanish coins. What would you do with it, and why? Write a letter to a friend and describe your plans.
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简　介

“我还想要什么呢？”黑骏马描述他愉快的家和好心的主人时说，“自由！在我生命的头4年，我曾拥有那么广阔的田野，我可以在那儿全速奔驰——没有缰绳，没有嚼口，也没有眼罩。现在，除了有活儿干的时候，我得日夜呆在马厩里”。

在19世纪70年代，有很多活儿要马来干——在各种天气中，拉着各种车子穿过拥挤的城市，走过乡村的小道。

黑骏马受过良好的训练。他知道他永不能踢、咬或是逃跑，永远都得服从命令，不管多累多饿。他总是举止得体，但是当他从一个主人被卖到另一个主人，他懂得了一匹马的一生是多么艰难，某些人又是多么愚蠢和多么冷酷……




安娜·塞维尔于1820年生于诺福克，于1878年去世。出于对虐待动物的强烈不满，她写下了《黑骏马》，以说服人们对马仁慈一些。这是她身染重病的时候花了6年的时间写的，也是她写的唯一的一本书。本书出版后不久她就去世了，从那时以来这本书销售了3,000多万本。
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1
My first home

The first place I can remember well was a pleasant field with a pond of clear water in it. Trees made shadows over the pond, and water plants grew at the deep end. On one side was another field, and on the other side we looked over a gate at our master's house, which stood by the roadside. At the top of our field were more tall trees, and at the bottom was a fast-running stream.

While I was young, I lived on my mother's milk, but as soon as I was old enough to eat grass, my mother went out to work during the day and came back in the evening.

There were six other young horses in the field, although they were older than I was. We all galloped together round the field, and had great fun. But sometimes the others would kick and bite.

'They are young farm horses and haven't learned how to behave,' my mother told me. 'You are different. Your father is well known, and your grandfather twice won the most important race at Newmarket. Your grandmother was quiet and gentle, and you have never seen me kick or bite, have you? I hope you will grow up to be gentle and a willing worker, and never bite or kick.'

I have never forgotten my mother's advice. She was a clever and sensible old horse. Her name was Duchess, but our master often called her Pet. He was a good, kind man, and my mother loved him very much. Whenever she saw him at the gate, she trotted across. He used to pat her and say, 'Well, old Pet, and how is your little Darkie?' I was a dull black colour, so he called me Darkie. He sometimes brought a piece of bread for me, or a carrot for my mother, and I think we were his favourites.

When I was two years old, something happened which I have never forgotten. It was early spring, and there was a light mist over the trees and fields. I and the other young horses were feeding at the lower end of the field when we heard the distant cry of dogs.

The oldest among us lifted his head to listen. 'There are the hounds!' he said, and immediately raced off. The rest of us followed him to the top of the field, where we could see several fields beyond.

My mother and another old horse were standing near. 'They've found a hare,' said my mother, 'and if they come this way, we shall see the hunt.'

Soon the dogs were all racing down the field next to ours, making a loud 'yo-yo-yo-yo!' sound at the top of their voices. After them came men on horses, some in green coats, and all galloping as fast as they could. Suddenly, the dogs became silent and ran around with their noses to the ground.

'They've lost the smell of the hare,' said the old horse. 'Perhaps it will escape.'

But the dogs began their 'yo-yo-yo-yo!' again and came at full speed towards our field. Just then a hare, wild with fear, ran towards the trees. The dogs jumped over the stream and ran across the field, followed by the huntsmen. Six or eight jumped their horses over the stream, close behind the dogs. Before the hare could get away, the dogs were upon her with wild cries.

We heard a terrible scream, and that was the end of the hare. One of the men picked her up and held her by the leg. She was covered in blood, but all the huntsmen seemed pleased.

I was so greatly surprised that at first I did not see what was happening by the stream, but when I did look, I saw a sad sight. Two fine horses were down, one in the stream and the other on the grass. One rider, who seemed unhurt, was climbing out of the water, but the other lay quite still.

'His neck is broken,' said my mother. 'I can't understand why men are so fond of this sport. They quite often hurt themselves and ruin good horses, all for one hare that they could get more easily some other way. But we are only horses, and don't know why men do these things.'

They carried the dead rider to our master's house, and I heard afterwards that it was George Gordon, the only son of a local landowner, and a fine young man.

A man from the village came to look at the black horse on the grass. The animal was in great pain and one of his legs was broken. The man began to feel the horse all over, then he shook his head. Someone ran to our master's house and came back with a gun. Soon after, there was a loud bang and a terrible cry, then all was still. The black horse did not move again.

My mother was very unhappy. 'I've known that horse for years,' she said. 'His name was Rob Roy. He was a good brave horse.' She never went near that end of the field again.

Not many days after, we heard the church bell and saw a long, strange black carriage, pulled by black horses. They were taking the body of young George Gordon to the churchyard to bury him. He would never ride again. I never knew what they did with Rob Roy, but it was all for one little hare.



stream n. river, brook or current 河；溪；川。

gallop v. go at fast pace 飞奔；疾驰。

sensible adj. having good sense 有判断力的；敏感的。

trot v. go at a pace faster than walk 小跑。

dull adj. not clear or bright 不清楚的；晦暗的。

hound n. dog used for hunting and racing 猎犬。

race off run away at full speed 全速跑去。

hare n. fast-running animal, like but larger than rabbit 野兔。

scream n. sharp cry or cries of fear or pain 恐惧或痛苦的尖叫。

ruin v. cause the damage of or destroy 毁坏；损伤。

local adj. of a district or a place 本地的；当地的。

bang n. a sudden, loud noise 突然的巨响；砰。

carriage n. vehicle, esp. with four wheels, pulled by a horse or horses 四轮马车。

churchyard n. 教堂墓地。

bury v. put under ground 埋葬。


1　我的第一个家

[image: alt]

我记忆中的第一个地方是一大片美丽的田野和一个清澈的池塘。树影倒映在塘中，深水中长着水草。田野的一边连着另一片田野，从另一边越过一道门能看见主人的房子就在路边。田野高处是片高高的树林，低处是一条湍流不息的小河。

我小时候吃妈妈的奶，等我长大了，能吃草了，妈妈就白天出去干活，晚上回来。

在这片田野上还有另外6匹年轻的马，他们比我大。我们一起奔跑着穿过田野，非常好玩。不过有时他们会踢打撕咬起来。

“他们是年轻的农场马，没学过怎么举手投足，”妈妈告诉我，“你是不同的。你爸爸很有名，你的祖父曾两次在纽马克特得过最重要的赛马比赛的冠军。你的祖母又安静又温和，你也没看见过我踢人或咬人，是吧？我希望你长大以后能够性情温和、工作勤劳，永远不要踢咬。”

我从没忘记过妈妈的忠告。她是一匹聪慧、明理的老马，叫杜琪丝，不过我们主人常叫她宝贝。他是一个善良的好人，我妈妈非常爱他。每当看到他出现在门口，妈妈就快步跑过去。他常拍拍她说：“喂，老宝贝，你的小黑好吗？”我全身都是深黑色，所以他叫我小黑。有时他带给我一片面包，或是给我妈妈一根胡萝卜，我觉得我们是他的心头肉。

我两岁的时候，发生了一件我永远无法忘掉的事。那是一个初春，树林和田野都笼罩着一层薄雾。我和其他年轻的马们在田野的低地边吃草，这时我们听到远处传来狗的叫声。

我们中年纪最大的一个抬头听了听，说：“是猎犬！”然后他立刻跑了过去。我们也跟着他往高处跑，在那儿我们能看见远处的几片田野。

我妈妈和另一匹老马正站在附近。“他们发现了一只野兔，”妈妈说，“如果他们往这边来，我们就能看到这场狩猎。”

很快猎犬们向我们旁边的田野冲下来，高声地狂吠着。随后人们骑着马跑来了，有的穿着绿色外衣，全都尽力飞奔。突然，狗们静了下来，边跑边用鼻子在周围的地面上嗅。

“他们闻不着兔子的味儿了，”那匹老马说，“也许兔子能跑掉。”

但是狗们又叫开了，并全速向我们的田野冲来。这时一只野兔向树林冲来，简直吓疯了。狗们跳过小河跑过田野，猎人们紧随其后。6或8个人策马跃过小河，紧跟在狗后面。在野兔能逃走之前，狗们已经狂野地吠着扑到了她身上。

我们听到了一声可怕的尖叫，那只野兔就这么完了。一个人抓住她的腿把她拎了起来。兔子全身血淋淋的，但所有的猎人看上去都很高兴。

我吃惊地看着这一幕，没顾得上看河边的情形。可是当我望过去的时候，看到的则是一幅悲惨的景象。两匹好马倒在那里，一匹在河水里，另一匹在草地上。一个骑手正从水里往外爬，看上去没受伤，但另一个却静静地躺在地上。

“他脖子折断了，”我妈妈说，“我真不明白为什么人们如此喜爱这种游戏。他们经常伤了自己，也毁了好马，这一切就是为了一只野兔。而他们本可以很容易地以其他方式获得的。不过我们只是马，搞不懂人们为什么这样做。”

他们把死了的骑手抬到我们主人的房子里，后来我听说那是乔治·高顿，本地农场主的独生子，一个挺不错的小伙子。

一个人从村里出来看草地上的那匹黑马。那马痛得要命，一条腿断了。那人摸了摸马的全身，然后摇了摇头。有人跑回我们主人的房子，拿来了一支枪。随后是一声巨响和一声可怕的长嘶，一切便都静了下来。那匹黑马一动不动了。

我妈妈非常不高兴。“我认识那马有好几年了，”她说，“他叫罗伯·罗伊，是一匹勇敢的好马。”她从此再没靠近过那片田野。

没过几天，我们听到了教堂的钟声，还看见一辆长长的、奇怪的黑色马车，被几匹黑马拉着。他们是在把年轻的乔治·高顿的遗体运到墓地去埋掉。他永远不能再骑马了。我不知他们对罗伯·罗伊是怎么处置的，但这一切都不过是为了一只小野兔。


2
Birtwick Park

I was beginning to grow handsome. My coat was fine and soft, and was a shiny black. I had one white foot, and a pretty white star on my forehead. When I was four years old, Mr Gordon came to look at me. He looked closely at my eyes, my mouth, and my legs, and then I had to walk and trot and gallop for him.

'When he has been trained,' Mr Gordon said to my master, 'he will do very well.'

My master liked to train his horses himself before selling them, and the next day my training began.

To train a horse is to teach him to wear a saddle, and to carry a man, woman or child on his back. The horse must also learn to wear a collar, and to stand still when it is put on; then to have a carriage fixed behind him, and to go fast or slow, whichever his driver wishes. He must never bite or kick or talk to other horses, and must always do what his master tells him, however tired or hungry he feels.

Like all horses that have grown up, I had to wear a bit and bridle. A bit is a great piece of cold hard metal, as thick as a man's finger, which is pushed into a horse's mouth between his teeth and over his tongue, with the ends coming out at the corners. It is held there by straps which go over the horse's head, under his neck, round his nose and under his chin. Reins, which the rider holds, are fastened to each end of the bit. Slowly, with my master's kind words and gentle ways, I learned to wear my bit and bridle.

Next there was the saddle. My master put it on my back very gently, then fixed the straps under my body, speaking quietly to me all the time. Then one morning, he got on my back and rode me round the field on the soft grass. He did this every day until I was used to it. Then he took me to the village where a man fixed metal shoes on to each hoof. My feet felt heavy and strange, but I got used to this, too.

There were more new things to wear. First, a heavy collar on my neck, and a bridle with great side pieces against my eyes, called blinkers. With these on, I could only see in front of me. But in time I got used to everything, and could do my work as well as my mother.

For a fortnight, my master sent me to a neighbour's farm for another kind of training, which was very useful to me. One field was next to the railway and had sheep and cows in it, and I was put in among them. I shall never forget the first train that thundered by, and how I galloped to the far side of the field, trembling with fear at this terrible noise. But after a few days I cared as little as the sheep and cows when a train passed by.

It was early in May when a man came to take me away to Mr Gordon's house. My master said, 'Goodbye, Darkie. Be a good horse, and always do your best.' I put my nose into his hand and he patted me kindly, and then I left my first home.

*　　*　　*

Mr Gordon's house, which was called the Hall, stood in Birtwick Park, near the village. We went into the Park through a large gate, then trotted along a smooth road between some trees to the house and gardens. Beyond this were the stables.

There was room for many horses and carriages. My stable had four good stalls and a large window. It was very pleasant. The first stall was called a loose box, where a horse is not tied up all the time but is free to move around as he likes. It is a great thing to have a loose box. The groom put me into it and gave me some oats. Then he patted me, spoke kindly, and went away. In the stall next to mine stood a little fat grey pony.

'Hello,' I said. 'What is your name?'

'Merrylegs,' he said, turning round. 'I'm very handsome. I carry the young ladies on my back, and sometimes I take Mrs Gordon out in one of the carriages. Are you going to live next to me in the box?'

'Yes,' I said.

'Then I hope you are well-behaved,' he said. 'I don't like anyone who bites.'

A horse's head looked over from the stall beyond. It was a tall brown mare, and she did not look pleased. 'So it's you who has turned me out of my box,' she said.

'I'm sorry,' I said, 'but the man put me in here, so it is not my fault. I don't want to argue with anyone; I just wish to live in peace.'

Later, Merrylegs told me about the tall brown mare.

'Ginger has a bad habit of biting people,' he explained. 'One day, she bit James in the arm, and Miss Flora and Miss Jessie, the children, were afraid to come into the stable after that. If you don't bite, I hope they'll start to come again.'

I told him I never bit anything except grass and could not understand why Ginger bit people.

'No one was ever kind to her before she came here,' said Merrylegs. 'John and James do all they can to please her, and our master is never unkind. I'm twelve years old, and I know that there isn't a better place for a horse all round the country than this. John has been here fourteen years and is the best groom there ever was. And you never saw a kinder stableboy than James. There was no reason for Ginger to bite anyone. It's her own fault that she did not stay in the box.'

The name of the groom was John Manly. The next morning, he got out his brushes and gave me a good grooming, then put a saddle on me. He rode me slowly at first, then at a trot, then at a gallop. As we came back through the Park, we met Mr and Mrs Gordon. They stopped and John jumped off.

'Well, John, how does he go?' said Mr Gordon.

'He's a fine horse, sir,' said John. 'He's fast, but the lightest touch of the rein will guide him. They were shooting birds near Highwood, and a gun went off close by. He pulled up a little, but I just held the rein and he wasn't frightened at all. It's my opinion he was never frightened or beaten when he was young.'

'Good,' said Mr Gordon. 'I'll ride him tomorrow.'

I remembered my mother's advice, and the next day I tried to do exactly what my master wanted me to do. He was a very good rider, and when he came home his wife was waiting for him at the door.

'How do you like him, my dear?' she asked.

'I have never ridden a more pleasant horse,' answered Mr Gordon. 'What shall we call him?'

'What about Blackbird, like your uncle's old horse?' said his wife.

'He's far handsomer than Blackbird,' said Mr Gordon.

'Yes,' she said, 'he's quite a beauty, and he has a kind, intelligent face. Shall we call him Black Beauty?'

'Black Beauty—why, yes, I think that's a very good name,' said Mr Gordon.

John went into the stable and told James.

'I'd call him Rob Roy,' said James, 'if it did not remind everyone of the past. I never saw two horses more alike.'

'That's not surprising,' said John. 'Didn't you know that Farmer Grey's old Duchess was the mother of them both?'

So poor Rob Roy who was killed at the hunt was my brother! Now I understood why my mother was so unhappy when he died.

John was very proud of me, and seemed to know just how a horse feels. And James was kind, too.

A day or two later, I went out in the carriage with Ginger. I wondered how we would get on together, but I found it easy to trot along beside her.

Merrylegs was a happy little pony and was everyone's favourite. We were soon great friends and I became quite happy in my new home.



handsome adj. of fine appearance; good-looking 英俊的；漂亮的。

saddle n. leather seat for rider on horse 马鞍。

collar n. band of leather, esp. put round the neck of a dog, horse or other animals 项圈，（马的）轭具。

bit n. mouth-piece forming part of a horse's bridle （马的）口衔；嚼子。

bridle n. the part of a horse's harness that goes on head 马笼头。

tongue n. 舌，舌头。

strap n. strip of leather or flexible material to fasten things together 带；皮带；束紧带。

rein n. long narrow strap fastened to a bit of bridle 缰绳。

hoof n. horny part of foot of horse, ox, etc. 蹄。

blinkers n. leather squares to prevent a horse from seeing sideways 马眼罩。

fortnight n. period of two weeks 两星期。

thunder v. make a loud, terrible noise 发出雷鸣般的响声。

pat v. tap gently with a hand 轻拍。

stable n. building for lodging and feeding horses 马厩。

stall n. compartment in stable or shed 畜舍的一间。

groom n. person in charge of horses 马夫。

oats n. a kind of grain from hardy cereal plant for horses （供马食用的）燕麦。

pony n. horse of small breed 小马；驹。

mare n. female horse. 母马。

argue (with) v. quarrel 争吵。

stableboy n. boy employed in stable 马童。

fault n. 错误。

groom v. feed, brush, etc., look after (horses) 照料（马）。

go off explode （枪）响起，被发射。

pull up stop 停下。

intelligent adj. clever, quick of mind 聪敏。

remind v. make (person) think of 提醒。

alike adj. similar, like one another 相似的；同样的。

favourite n. things (or people) preferred above all others 最喜爱的东西（或人）。


2　伯特威克庄园

[image: alt]

我开始长得英俊了。我的毛细腻柔软，油黑油黑的，有一只脚是白色的，前额上还有一颗漂亮的白星。在我4岁时，高顿先生来看我。他仔细地看了我的眼睛、嘴巴和腿，然后我为他表演了走步、小跑和奔驰。

“把他训练一下，”高顿先生对我的主人说，“他会做得很好。”

我的主人喜欢在卖马前亲自驯马，于是第二天我的训练开始了。

训练一匹马，要教他学会配戴马鞍，驮男人、女人和小孩。这匹马还得学会戴轭具，在套轭具时，得站稳了不能移动；然后还得学会在身后套上一辆马车，按赶车人的意思快走或慢走。他永远不得踢、咬或者和其他马闲聊，而且不管多累多饿，都必须永远服从主人。

和所有成年的马一样，我得戴上嚼口和笼头。马嚼口是一大片又冷又硬的金属，像人的手指那么厚，塞进马嘴，卡在上下两排牙齿之间，舌头之上，末端从嘴角伸出来。勒住嚼口的绳子绕着马头，经过脖子下面，围着鼻子和下巴颏儿。马夫手里的缰绳紧紧系住嚼口的两端。慢慢地，在我主人的好言好语和温柔的动作引导下，我学会了戴嚼口和笼头。

下一步是戴马鞍。主人非常轻柔地把它放到我的背上，把绳子在我的肚皮下系住。他一直轻轻地跟我说着话。然后一天早上，他骑上我在软软的草上绕着田野走了走。他每天都这样，直到我习惯了为止。然后他带我到村里的一个人那儿，给我的每只脚都钉上了掌。我的脚觉得又沉又怪，不过后来我连这个也习惯了。

还有好多新东西要戴。首先，是脖子上重重的轭具，还有笼头，带着一大块挡住我的眼睛的叫作马眼罩的东西。戴上它们，我只能看见我前方的东西。但渐渐地我适应了这一切，而且能把活儿干得和妈妈一样好了。

有两周的时间，主人把我送到邻居的农场里进行另一项训练，这对我非常有用。这是一片靠近铁路的田野，有羊，有牛，我被放到他们中间。我永远忘不了当第一辆火车轰鸣而过的时候，我是如何害怕得浑身颤抖，如何飞也似地逃得远远的。不过几天以后，再有火车过时，我已和那些牛羊一样若无其事了。

5月初，一个男人来带我去高顿先生家。我主人说：“再见了，小黑，做一匹好马，永远全力而为。”我把鼻子放在他手里，他亲切地拍了拍我，然后我就离开了我的第一个家。

*　*　*

高顿先生的房子叫作大宅，就在村子附近的伯特威克庄园。我们穿过一个大门走进去，小跑着经过一条平坦的通向房子和花园的林间路，尽头是一排马厩。

这里很大，能容得下很多马匹和马车。我的马厩分成挺像样的4个栏，还有一扇大窗。真体面。第一栏叫作“放饲马房”，在这儿马不拴着，想怎么走动都可以。有这么一个自由的空间真是太好了。马夫牵我进屋，喂了我一些燕麦。然后他拍拍我，温和地说了几句就走了。在我隔壁是一匹胖乎乎的小灰马。

“你好，”我说，“你叫什么名字？”

“乐腿儿，”他说着转过身来，“我很漂亮。我驮着小姐们，有时还拉车带高顿夫人出去。你要住在我隔壁吗？”

“是的。”我说。

“那我希望你举止得体，”他说，“我不喜欢爱咬人的马。”

一匹马的头从那边的栏里探出来，那是一匹高高的棕色母马。她看上去不太高兴。“这么说就是你把我从我的栏里赶出来的了。”她说。

“对不起，”我说，“但是是那个人把我放在这儿的，这可不是我的错。我不想和谁吵架，只想平平安安地过日子。”

后来，乐腿儿给我讲了高个儿棕色母马的事情。

“金儿有个坏毛病，就是爱咬人，”他说，“一天，她咬了詹姆斯的胳膊，后来弗劳拉小姐、洁茜小姐和其他孩子就不敢到马厩来了。如果你不咬，我希望他们会再来。”

我告诉他我除了青草以外，什么都不咬，也想不透金儿为什么咬人。

“她来这儿之前没人对她好过，”乐腿儿说，“约翰和詹姆斯想尽办法逗她乐，我们主人也从没有对她不好。我12岁了，我可知道对一匹马来说，附近再没一个地方比这儿更好了。约翰在这儿14年了，是有史以来最棒的马夫。詹姆斯呢，你也找不到比他更好的马童了。金儿没有理由咬任何人。她不能呆在马厩里，这是她的错。”

马夫叫约翰·曼利。第二天早上，他用刷子把我好好刷洗了一通，然后给我备上了鞍。他起先骑上我慢慢地走，然后是小跑，再后是飞奔。我们穿过庄园回来时，碰上了高顿先生和太太。他们停住脚，约翰跳了下来。

“啊，约翰，他怎么样？”高顿先生说。

“先生，他是匹好马。”约翰说，“他速度很快，轻轻地一碰缰绳就知道往哪儿走。有人在树林附近打鸟，有一枪就响在旁边，他吓了一小跳，可是我只管抓着缰绳，他就一点儿也不怕了。我觉得他小时候可能从没受过惊吓，也没挨过打。”

“好啊，”高顿先生说，“我明天骑骑他。”

我还记着妈妈的话，第二天我努力按主人的意思做。他是个非常好的骑手。他回家时，他的太太在门口等着他。

“亲爱的，你觉得他怎么样？”她问。

“我还从没骑过这么让人喜欢的马呢，”高顿先生说，“我们叫他什么名字呢？”

“就跟你叔叔以前的那匹一样，叫黑鸟怎么样？”他太太问。

“他可比黑鸟漂亮多了。”高顿先生说。

“是啊，”她说，“他真美，他有一张善良、聪明的脸。我们叫他黑骏马怎么样？”

“黑骏马——咦，对呀，我觉得这是个非常好的名字。”高顿先生说。

约翰走进马厩把这一切告诉了詹姆斯。

“我愿意叫他罗伯·罗伊，”詹姆斯说，“要是这不会让人想起过去那段事的话。我从没见过两匹马这么相像过。”

“那不奇怪，”约翰说，“你不知道这两匹马的妈妈都是农夫格雷的老杜琪丝吗？”

原来，在那场狩猎中死去的可怜的罗伯·罗伊是我哥哥！现在我明白了为什么他死时我妈妈那么不高兴了。

约翰十分以我为荣，而且好像知道马的心思。詹姆斯也很好。

一两天后，我和金儿一起拉车出去。我开始还担心我们能不能相处得好，后来发现和她一起小跑还是挺自在的。

乐腿儿是一匹乐呵呵的小马驹，也是大家的宝贝。我们很快成了好朋友，我在新家里逐渐开心起来。


3
Ginger's story

What more could I want? Freedom! For the first four years of my life I had a large field where I could gallop around at full speed—with no straps, no bit, and no blinkers. Now I stood in a stable, night and day, except when I was wanted for work, and sometimes when John took me out, I felt so strong, so full of life, that I wanted to jump or dance.

'Calm down, boy!' he would say.

Then, as soon as we were out of the village, he would let me trot fast for a few miles. Some grooms punished a horse for getting too excited, but not John. He knew how to control me with only the sound of his voice, and I was very fond of him.

Sometimes we did have our freedom in the field for an hour or two. This was on fine Sundays in the summer, because the carriage never went out on Sundays. It was wonderful. The grass was cool and soft to our feet, and the air was so sweet. And we could gallop or lie down or roll over on our backs, or do what we liked.

One day Ginger asked me about my old home and my training. When I finished telling her, she said, 'Life has been different for me. I was taken from my mother when I was young, and there was no kind master like yours to look after me. I had a bad time when I was trained. Several men caught me in a corner of the field and one held my nose so hard that I could only just breathe. Then another pulled my mouth open to put the bit in, and I was pulled along and beaten from behind. They didn't give me a chance to understand what they wanted.

'The old master, Mr Ryder, knew about horses, but he gave up most of the business to his son, who was tall and strong, but not gentle. They called him Samson, and he said that no horse could throw him out of the saddle. One day, he made me run round the field on a long rein until I was very tired and miserable. The next morning he did the same again, then he put a saddle and bridle on me, and a new kind of bit into my mouth.

'The new bit was very painful and I pulled away and stood up on my back legs, which made him very angry. He stayed in the saddle and beat me with a whip, but after a long and terrible battle I threw him off and galloped to the other end of the field.

'I watched him go into the stable, but no one came to fetch me. Time went on and the sun was very hot. I was hungry and very thirsty. At last, just as the sun was going down, the old master came out with some oats. He spoke kindly and held out the oats for me to eat, then patted me gently and looked at the blood on my sides where Samson had whipped me.

'"Poor girl!" he said, then led me to the stable. Samson was there. "Keep out of the way," said the master. "You've done a bad day's work for this horse with your bad temper. A bad-tempered man will never make a good-tempered horse." He led me into my box and took off my saddle and bridle. Then he called for some warm water and gently cleaned the blood from my sides.

'After that, he often came to see me, but a man called Joe went on training me. He was quiet and thoughtful and I soon learned what he wanted.

'After my training,' Ginger went on, 'I was bought by a dealer to match another horse of my colour. But then we were sold to a man in London who drove us with a bearing rein—a rein to hold our heads up unnaturally high and to keep them there, for hours and hours, until the pain was terrible. We had to wear two bits instead of one, and mine was so sharp that it made my mouth bleed. Sometimes we waited for hours while our master or mistress was at parties or the theatre, and if we weren't patient, the driver would whip us.'

'Didn't your master care about you at all?' I said.

'Only about how we looked,' replied Ginger. 'He knew very little about horses. The driver told him I had a bad temper but would soon get used to the bearing rein. I was willing to work and learn, but they were so cruel that it made me angry. Then I broke away from the carriage one day, and that was the end of that place.

'I was sold to another man, but he had a groom as bad-tempered as Samson. He hit me across the legs with his stable brush if I didn't move quickly. I hated him, and one day when he made me angry, I bit him! He never came into my stall after that, and I was soon sold again.

'A dealer heard of me and said he thought he knew one place where I should do well. "It's wrong for a fine horse to go bad like that," he said. And I was brought here, not long before you came. Of course, it's very different here. But who knows how long it will last? I've decided that all men are my natural enemies.'

I was sorry for Ginger, but as the weeks went on, she became happier and more gentle.

'I do believe Ginger is getting quite fond of me,' James said one day.

'She'll be as good as Black Beauty one day,' replied John. 'Kindness is all she needs, poor thing!'



freedom n. condition of being free 自由；无拘束。

be fond of like 喜爱；喜欢。

roll v. move along by turning over and over 滚动。

miserable adj. wretched, very unhappy 可怜的；悲惨的。

whip v. 鞭打。

temper n. condition of mind and emotions 心情，脾气。

bad-tempered adj. 脾气坏的。

thoughtful adj. considerate 体贴的；周到的。

bearing-rein a fixed rein from bit to saddle that forces a horse to arch his neck 迫使马昂起头来的马缰。

cruel adj. ready to give pain to others 残忍的。

last v. continue 持续。


3　金儿的故事

[image: alt]

我还想要什么呢？自由！在我生命的头4年，我曾拥有那么广阔的田野，我可以在那儿全速奔驰——没有缰绳，没有嚼口，也没有眼罩。现在，除了有活儿干的时候，我得日夜呆在马厩里，有时约翰带我出去的时候，我觉得自己是那么强壮有力，充满生机，我按捺不住地想跳跃，想舞蹈。

“静一点儿，伙计！”他会说。

我们一出村，他就会让我撒开了跑上几里。有的马夫会惩罚过度兴奋的马，约翰不。他知道怎么能只用声音来控制我，我真喜欢他。

有时在田野里，我们可以尽情享受一两个小时的自由。这时往往是在夏天的周日，因为马车在周日不外出。那真叫妙不可言。青草踏上去凉爽而柔软，连空气都是甜的。我们可以或飞跑或卧倒或是滚来滚去，随心所欲。

一天金儿问起我的老家和我受的训练。我讲完后，她说：“过去我的生活可不是这样。我小时候就被人从我妈妈身边带走，可没有像你的主人那么好的人照顾我。训练时我可受了罪了。几个人在草场的一角捉住我，一个人紧紧地抓住我的鼻子，我都快透不过气来了。另一个掰开我的嘴，塞进嚼子，我一路被拖着，屁股被抽打着。他们不给我时间弄明白他们到底想要我干什么。

“老主人莱德先生倒是懂得马匹，但他已把绝大部分工作转给了他的儿子，那是个又高又壮、又不和气的家伙。他们叫他萨姆森，他说没有哪匹马能把他甩下马鞍。一天，他用长鞭子赶着我绕着田野跑啊跑，直到我精疲力尽。第二天他又这样来了一遍，还给我备上马鞍，绑上笼头，而且还给我嘴里塞进了一种新式嚼口。

“新嚼口让我的嘴很疼，我挣脱开去，用后腿直立起来，这可惹恼了他。他仍坐在马鞍上，用鞭子抽我，经过一番长时间的激烈较量，我终于把他甩了下来，跑到田野的另一边去了。

“我看着他走进马厩，但是没人来把我领回去。时间一分一秒地过着，太阳变得火热。我好饿，还渴得要命。最后，到太阳快落山的时候，老主人带着一些燕麦出来了。他对我和气地讲话，又捧出燕麦来喂我，还轻轻地拍着我，察看了我身上被萨姆森抽打出的鲜血。

“‘可怜的姑娘！’他说着，牵我回了马厩。萨姆森也在那儿。‘滚出去，’老主人说，‘你的臭脾气让这匹马受了一天的罪。一个坏脾气的人永远训练不出好脾气的马。’他带我进了我的圈栏，卸下了我的马鞍和笼头。然后他叫人送来了温水，轻轻地为我擦拭身上的血。

“从那以后，他常来看我，一个叫乔的人继续训练我。他又安静又周到，我很快就能领会他的意图。

“训练之后，”金儿继续道，“我被一个商人买去配他的另一匹颜色和我相仿的马。随后我们被卖到伦敦。新主人用缰绳把我们的头勒得老是不自然地高昂着，一连好几个小时，直到我们痛得受不了。我们得戴两副嚼子，而不是一副，我的嚼口锋利得把我的嘴都划出血了。有时我们的男主人或女主人参加舞会或去剧院，我们得等上好多个小时，如有一点不耐烦，马夫就抽我们。”

“你们的主人就一点也不关心你们？”我说。

“他只在乎我们的外貌。”金儿说，“他对马懂得很少。马夫告诉他说我的脾气很坏，但很快就会适应缰绳。我愿意干活和学新本领，但他们太冷酷了，我就生气了。于是一天我从那辆车上挣脱开逃走了，从此告别了那个地方。

“我被卖给了另一个人，他有一个脾气和萨姆森一样坏的马夫。如果我走得慢一点，他就用马刷打我的腿。我恨他，一天他惹恼了我，我就咬了他！他后来再也没进过我的马厩。很快我又被卖掉了。

“一个商人听说了我，说他知道有一个地方适合我。‘一匹好马不应该就这样一天天变坏。’他说。我就被带到这里，就在你来之前不久。当然，这里倒真是不一样。可谁知道这能维持多久呢？我认定所有人类都是我的天敌。”

我真为金儿难过，不过时间一星期一星期地过去，她变得高兴起来，而且温和起来。

“我确信金儿喜欢我了。”一天詹姆斯说。

“有一天她会变得和黑骏马一样出色的，”约翰说，“可怜的小家伙，她要的不过是善意罢了。”


4
Kindness and cruelty

A neighbour of the Gordons', Mr Blomefield, had a large family of boys and girls who often came to play with Miss Jessie and Miss Flora. One of the girls was the same age as Miss Jessie, two of the boys were older, and there were several little ones. Whenever they came, the children loved to ride Merrylegs.

One afternoon when they were visiting, James brought Merrylegs in and said, 'Now, behave yourself.'

'What did you do, Merrylegs?' I asked him.

'Those young people didn't seem to know when I was tired,' he said, 'so I just threw them off backwards. It was the only thing they could understand.'

'You threw the children off!' I said. 'Oh, no! Did you throw Miss Flora or Miss Jessie?'

'No, of course not! I'm quiet and careful with them, and with the little ones. I'm the best friend and riding teacher those children have. It's not them, it's the boys,' he said. 'The other children rode me for nearly two hours, then the boys rode me, one after the other, for an hour, hitting me with a stick. I didn't get annoyed but I did get tired, so I stopped once or twice to let them know. But boys think a horse is like a machine and can go on as long and as fast as they want it to. They never think that we get tired. As one was whipping me, I stood up on my back legs and he fell off. He got on again and I did the same. Then the other boy tried and I put him down on the grass. They're not bad boys, and don't mean to be cruel, but they have to learn.

'When they told James, he was angry to see those big sticks and told the boys not to use them again.'

'I would give those boys a good kick,' said Ginger.

'I know you would,' said Merrylegs. 'But they expect me to look after those children, and they expect me to be good-tempered, and I will be. You never had a place where they were kind to you, Ginger, and I'm sorry for you. But good places make good horses, and I wouldn't make our people angry for anything! If I started kicking people, they would very quickly sell me, perhaps to someone cruel. I hope that never happens.'

*　　*　　*

I often wondered why Sir Oliver, the oldest horse in the stable, had so short a tail—only about twenty centimetres long—and one day I asked him, 'Did you have an accident?'

'It was no accident!' he said, angrily. 'My long and beautiful tail was cut off when I was a young horse. At that time, some owners thought it was fashionable!'

'How terrible!' I said.

'Yes, terrible and cruel,' said Sir Oliver. 'Now I can never brush the flies off my sides or back legs, and all because of fashion. Some owners cut off the tails of their dogs to make them look brave, or cut their pretty little ears to make them look fashionable. They don't cut off the ends of their children's ears, do they? Why do they think it's all right to do these things to their animals?'

Mr Gordon was never cruel, and he would not stand by and watch others be cruel to animals. We were riding home one morning when we saw a big man driving towards us in a small carriage, pulled by a beautiful little pony. As he got to the Park gates, the pony turned towards them. Without warning, the man pulled the pony's head round so roughly that the little animal almost fell over. Then he began to whip the pony, angrily. The animal tried to move forward, but the man held it back and continued to whip it.

'Sawyer!' shouted my master.

The man looked up. He was a builder who often came to the Park to do work. 'He's too fond of going his own way!' he told my master. 'He's not supposed to turn in through your gates; the road is straight on.'

'You often drive that pony to my house,' said my master. 'It only shows that the horse is intelligent and remembers these things. How could he know you weren't going there today? I've never seen a horse beaten so cruelly or with so much anger. What will people think of you, Sawyer? As well as hurting the horse, you hurt your own good name—do you want people to think of you as a cruel, bad-tempered man?'

We went home slowly, and I could tell by his voice that the master was unhappy at what we had seen.



cruelty n. readiness to give pain to others 残忍。

behave oneself show good manners 举止端庄，循规蹈矩。Behave yourself! 规矩点！

backward(s) adv. towards the back 向后。

annoy v. （多用被动语态）make rather angry 使生气。

accident n. sth. that happens without a cause; sth. unfortunate 不幸；意外事故；事故。

fashionable adj. of fashion, following the fashion 时髦的。

fly n. 苍蝇。

roughly adv. in rough manner, not calm or gentle 粗鲁地；粗野地。

not be supposed to have duty not to 不应该。


4　善意和冷酷
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高顿夫妇的邻居，布劳姆菲尔德先生，有一个大家庭。他有许多孩子，他们经常来和洁茜小姐、弗劳拉小姐玩儿。一个女孩和洁茜小姐同龄，两个男孩大一点儿，另外还有几个小小孩儿。每次他们一来，就喜欢骑乐腿儿。

一天下午他们来串门的时候，詹姆斯牵回乐腿儿并对他说：“来，给我放规矩点儿。”

“你干什么了，乐腿儿？”我问他。

“那些小孩似乎不知道我会累，”他说，“所以我就把他们向后面甩下去。他们只能明白这个。”

“你把孩子们甩下去了！”我说，“啊，不会吧！你也把洁茜小姐和弗劳拉小姐甩下去了？”

“当然不了！我在她们面前可是又安静，又小心，对那些小小孩儿也是一样。我是他们最好的朋友和骑马教练。问题不是他们，是那些男孩子，”他说，“其他小孩已经骑了我快两个小时，然后那些男孩来骑我，一个接一个，又骑了一个小时，还用棍子打我。我倒不烦，可实在是累了，所以我停下来了一两回想让他们知道。但是男孩子们觉得马像机器一样，能让他们随心所欲，要骑多久骑多久，要多快有多快。他们从不觉得我们会累。当一个孩子抽打我时，我直立起来，他掉下去了。可他又爬了上来，我就又直立了一回。后来另一个男孩也来试，我就也把他甩到了草地上。他们不是什么坏孩子，也不是有意对我不好，只是我觉得他们得懂点儿事。

“当他们向詹姆斯告状时，他发现了那些棍子，很生气，警告那些孩子以后不许再这样。”

“要是我，会狠狠踢他们的！”金儿说。

“我知道，”乐腿儿说，“可是他们希望我对那些孩子照应点儿，而且希望我脾气好，我就脾气好吧。你以前从没在一个有人对你好的地方呆过，金儿，我真为你难过。但是好地方出好马，我不会惹咱这儿的人生气的！如果我开始踢人，他们很快就会卖掉我的，也许会卖给哪个狠心的人。我希望这种事永远别发生。”

*　*　*

我经常奇怪为什么奥立佛爵士，就是厩里最老的那匹马，有一条这么短的尾巴——只有约20厘米长——一天我问他：“你遇上什么事故了吗？”

“哪有什么事故！”他气愤地说，“我的又长又美的尾巴在我小时候就被剪掉了。当时的一些马主人认为那样时髦！”

“多可怕！”我说。

“可怕而残忍，”奥立佛爵士说，“现在我再也不能把身体一侧或是后腿上的苍蝇扫下去了，这都是为了时髦。有些主人剪短狗的尾巴，让狗看上去勇猛，或把他们美丽的小耳朵剪成他们认为时髦的样子。他们倒并不剪他们自己孩子的耳垂，是不是？为什么他们觉得对动物做这些事儿就没关系呢？”

高顿先生从不冷酷，而且他也决不对其他人对动物的残酷行为坐视不管。一天早上我们回家，看见一个大个儿男人驾着一辆小马车向我们这边驶来，车子被一匹美丽的小马驹拉着。当他到庄园大门时，马驹朝大门转了过来。那人不容分说突然猛地一拉马头，用力很大，小马差点摔倒。然后那人开始狠狠地抽打小马。小马试着向前挪动，但那家伙又把马拉回来继续抽打。

“索亚！”我的主人喊道。

那人抬头看了一眼。他是个建筑工人，常来这儿干活。“他太爱想怎么干就怎么干了！”他对我的主人说，“他不该朝你的门里转，应该一直照直走。”

“你常赶着他来我这儿，”我的主人说，“这只能说明他很聪明，还记着这些事。他怎么知道你今天不来这儿了？我从没见过哪个人这么凶狠这么生气地打过马。索亚，别人会怎么看你呢？你打伤这匹马的同时，也损害了你自己的名声——你想让大家觉得你是个冷酷的、坏脾气的人吗？”

我们慢慢地往家走，我从主人的声音里判断出来，他为刚才我们见到的事不高兴。


5
The storm

One day in the autumn my master had to go to a distant town on business. John harnessed me to the carriage and the three of us went off. There had been a lot of rain, and the wind was very strong. When we came to the river, the water was so high it nearly reached the wooden bridge, and many of the fields were under water. In one low part of the road the water was half-way up to my knees.

We got to the town and the master's business took a long time. It was late in the afternoon when we started back for home. The wind was much stronger, and as we drove through a wood, I heard my master say, 'I've never been out in a storm as bad as this, John.' Indeed, I thought so too, hearing the terrible noise of that wild wind in the trees.

'I wish we were out of this wood,' said my master.

'Yes, sir,' agreed John. 'We don't want one of those branches coming down on top of us.'

But just as he finished speaking, there was a great noise of wood breaking, and a big tree came crashing down through the other smaller trees and fell across the road right in front of us! I was very frightened and I stopped immediately, but I didn't turn round or try to run away. John jumped out and quickly ran to my side.

'What can we do now, John?' said my master.

'We can't drive over the tree or get round it, sir,' said John. 'We'll have to go back to the crossroads, and take the longer road round to the wooden bridge. It will make us late, but the horse isn't tired.'

It was nearly dark when we got to the wooden bridge. We could see water over the middle of it, but this often happened when the river was high. But the moment my feet touched the first part of the bridge, I was sure something was wrong, and I stopped suddenly.

'Go on, Beauty,' said my master, and he touched me with the whip. I did not move, so he hit me sharply, but I would not go forward.

'There's something wrong,' said John, and he jumped from the carriage and began to look round. He tried to lead me forward. 'Come on, Beauty, what's the matter?'

Of course I could not tell him, but I knew the bridge was not safe.

Just then a man ran out of the house on the other side of the bridge. 'Stop! Stop!' he cried.

'What's the matter?' shouted my master.

'The bridge is broken in the middle,' said the man, 'and part of it was carried away. If you come across, you'll fall in the river!'

'Thank you, Beauty!' John said to me, and turned me gently round to the right-hand road by the riverside.

It got darker and the wind got quieter as I trotted towards home by another, much longer road. The two men were quiet for some time, but then my master spoke.

'We were very close to drowning in that river, John,' he said. 'Men may be clever enough to think of things for themselves, but animals know things without thinking, and that's often saved a man's life, as it has ours tonight. People don't realize how wonderful their animals are, nor do they make friends with them as they should.'

When we arrived back at Birtwick Park, the mistress ran out to meet us. 'I've been so worried!' she said. 'Are you all right? Did you have an accident?'

'We nearly did,' said my master. 'But Black Beauty was cleverer than we were, and saved us all from drowning!'

*　　*　　*

One morning early in December, the master came to the stable with a letter in his hand, looking very serious.

'Good morning, John,' he said. 'Tell me, does James work hard and do what you tell him to do?'

'Yes, sir, always,' replied John.

'And he doesn't stop work when your back is turned?'

'Never, sir.'

'And if he goes out with the horses, does he stop to talk to friends, or go into houses where he has no business, leaving the horses outside?' said the master.

'No, sir,' said John. 'And if anybody has said that about James, I don't believe it. I never had a pleasanter, more honest young man in this stable.'

The master smiled and looked across at James, who was standing by the door. 'James, I'm glad John's opinion of you agrees with my own,' he said. 'I've had a letter from my wife's brother, Sir Clifford Williams. He wants me to find him an honest young groom who knows what he's doing. The man who drives his carriage is getting old and needs a young man who will work with him and be able to do his job one day. How old are you?'

'Nineteen next May, sir,' said James.

'That's young. What do you think, John?'

'It is young, sir,' said John, 'but he's tall and strong. He doesn't have much experience of driving, but he has a light touch and a quick eye.'

'Well, James,' said the master, 'talk to your mother at dinner-time and let me know what you want to do.'

A few days later it was agreed that James would go to Clifford Hall in a month or six weeks, and for the next few weeks he drove the carriage. We went in and out of town, through busy streets, and to the railway station, where the road was narrow and there were lots of other carriages hurrying to and from the station.

Then my master and mistress decided to visit some friends who lived about seventy-five kilometres from our home. 'You can drive us, James,' said my master.



harness n. all the leather-work and metal-work to control a horse. 马具；v. put a harness on horse 套马具。

branch n. division of a tree 树枝。

crash v. fall or strike violently （发出猛烈声音地）碰撞；倒下。

crossroads n. 交叉路口。

sharply adv. very severely, harshly, painfully 狠狠地，很痛地。

drown v. to (cause to) die under water because unable to breathe 溺死；淹死。

experience n. 经历；阅历；经验。


5　暴风雨

[image: alt]

秋天的一天，主人因生意上的事得到远处的镇子上去一趟。约翰给我套上车，我们三个就上路了。雨下得很大，风也非常强劲。当我们来到河边时，水已经快涨上木桥了，大片的田野都被水淹了。在路上地势低洼的地方，水几乎没过了我的膝盖。

我们到了镇上，主人办事用了好长时间。当我们往回赶时，已是快晚上了。风更紧了，当我们穿过一片树林时，我听见主人说：“我还没在这么大的暴风雨中外出过，约翰。”的确，我也这么想呢，狂风在树林间发出那么可怕的呼啸。

“我希望我们快点儿走出这片林子。”主人说。

“是啊，先生，”约翰附和说，“我们可不希望那些树枝砸到头上。”

他话音刚落，随着一阵树木折断的巨响，一棵大树砸过几棵小点儿的树，轰然倒地，横在我们前面的路上！我吓了一大跳，立刻收住脚，不过，我既没有转身，也没有跑开。约翰跳出来飞跑到我身边。

“现在怎么办，约翰？”主人说。

“我们没法儿从这棵树上过去，也绕不开，先生，”约翰说，“我们得到路口，绕远儿走那座木桥。会晚一点儿到家，不过马还不累。”

我们到木桥时，天将近全黑了。水已漫过了木桥的中段。河水上涨时，这是常有的事儿。但是我的蹄子一踏上桥，就觉得不对劲。我立刻收住了脚。

“走啊，黑骏马。”主人说，他用鞭子碰碰我。我没有走，他狠抽了我一下，但我还是不向前走。

“不对劲！”约翰说。他从车上跳下来四处打量。他试着牵着我向前走，“来啊，黑骏马，怎么了？”

我当然没法儿告诉他，但是我知道这桥不安全。

这时桥那头的屋子里跑出来一个人。“站住！站住！”他喊着。

“怎么回事？”我的主人喊道。

“桥中间断了，”那人说，“有一部分被水冲走了，要是你们过来，会掉进水里去的！”

“谢谢你，黑骏马！”约翰对我说，轻轻地牵着我顺着河边右首的路走。

天色更暗了，当我顺着另一条远得多的路小跑回家时，风小些了。两个男人静默了一阵，然后主人开口了。

“我们只差一点儿就淹死在河里了，约翰。”他说，“人们为自己考虑的时候挺聪明，可是，动物根本用不着考虑就能知道，这经常能救人一命，就像今晚救了我们！人们不知道他们的动物有多棒。本应和动物交朋友，可是他们没有。”

到家了，女主人跑出来迎接我们。“我担了好大的心！”她说，“你们都好吗？没出什么事吧？”

“差点儿！”主人说，“但是黑骏马比我们聪明，他使我们没被淹死！”

*　*　*

12月初的一个清早，主人拿着一封信来到马厩，表情严肃。

“早，约翰，”他说，“告诉我，詹姆斯工作认真吗？他听你吩咐吗？”

“是啊，先生，他一直这样。”约翰回答。

“你不在，他也不偷懒吗？”

“从不，先生。”

“如果赶马出去，他会停下来和朋友聊天，或是把马丢在外面而他去乱串门儿吗？”主人问。

“不，先生，”约翰说，“如果有人这么说詹姆斯，我可不信。我在马厩还没碰到过他这么令人愉快、诚实可靠的小伙子呢！”

主人微笑着看着正站在门边的詹姆斯。“詹姆斯，我很高兴约翰对你的看法和我的一致，”他说，“我太太的哥哥，柯立福德·威廉爵士来了封信，要我帮他找一名诚实可信的马夫。他现在的马夫年纪大了，需要找一个年轻人和他一道干，而且得准备有一天接他的班。你多大了？”

“明年5月就19岁了，先生。”詹姆斯说。

“真年轻。你说呢，约翰？”

“是啊，先生，”约翰说，“可是他又高又壮。虽然还没有多少赶车的经验，但是他动作轻，眼神好。”

“好吧，詹姆斯，”主人说，“晚饭的时候和你妈妈谈谈，然后告诉我你的想法。”

几天后商定詹姆斯在1个月或6个星期后去柯立福德府，所以接下来的几周由他赶车。我们进城出城，穿过拥挤的街道，去道路狭窄的火车站，那条路上还有很多别的马车匆匆忙忙地进站出站。

然后主人和太太决定去拜访住在距家大概75公里的地方的一些朋友。主人说：“你可以为我们赶车，詹姆斯。”


6
The fire

The first day we travelled about fifty kilometres, but James drove carefully and made sure that Ginger and I were always on the smoothest part of the road. It was evening when we reached the hotel where we were going to stay that night. It was in the Market Place and two stablemen came out to us.

The chief stableman was a pleasant old man, and he led me into a long stable with six or eight stalls in it, and two or three horses. The younger man brought in Ginger, and James watched while we were groomed.

'I thought I was quick,' James told the old stableman, 'but you're quicker than anyone.'

'I've worked with horses since I was twelve years old, and I can tell you it's good to be able to work with a well-behaved, well-cared for animal like this,' said the stableman, patting my neck. 'Who is your master?'

'Mr Gordon of Birtwick Park,' said James.

'I've heard of him,' said the stableman. 'He's a good judge of horses, and the best rider in this part of the country.'

'He doesn't ride very often now,' said James, 'not since the poor young master was killed.'

'I read about that in the newspaper,' said the stableman. 'A fine horse was killed too, wasn't it?'

'Yes, an excellent horse,' said James. 'He was the brother of this one, and just like him.'

'Terrible!' said the old man. 'It was a bad place to jump, wasn't it? A man's life and a horse's life are worth more than a hare—or they should be!'

Later that evening, the younger stableman brought in another horse, and a young man with a pipe in his mouth came into the stable to talk to him.

'Towler, go up and get some hay and put it down for this horse, will you?' said the stableman. 'But put down your pipe first.'

'All right,' said the other man, and went up a ladder and through a little door. I heard him step across the floor over my head and push down some hay through a hole in the roof, into the new horse's feeding place.

James came in to look at us before he went to bed, and then the door was locked.

I don't know how long I slept, or what time it was when I woke up, but the air seemed thick and I heard Ginger and another horse moving about worriedly. It was quite dark and I could see nothing. The stable was full of smoke, and it was almost impossible to breathe.

The smoke seemed to come from the little door above me, and I could hear a strange noise up there. The other horses were now all awake, moving about restlessly.

At last I heard someone outside, and then the younger stableman ran in with a light. He began to untie the horses, and tried to lead them out. The first horse would not go with him, nor the second or third. He tried to pull me out, but he was so frightened himself that he frightened me, and I would not move.

The noise above was louder now and there was a shout of 'Fire!' outside. The old stableman came in quietly and quickly and got one horse out, then another. By now the flames were coming down through the roof and the noise was terrible.

Then I heard James's voice, quiet and friendly as it always was. 'Come on, Beauty,' he said, 'we'11 soon get you out of this smoke.' He took off his scarf and tied it over my eyes, then led me out, patting me all the time. He took the scarf off, then shouted, 'Take this horse, somebody, while I go back for the other!'

Windows in the hotel were open and people were shouting. I watched the stable door, where the smoke came out thicker than ever. Then I heard one voice above all the others, and recognized it as my master's.

'James Howard! James Howard! Are you there?'

There was no answer, only the crash of something falling in the stable—but the next moment I saw James coming through the smoke, leading Ginger with him.

'My brave boy!' said the master. 'Are you hurt?'

James shook his head, unable to speak because of the smoke.

Suddenly, I heard the sound of wheels and galloping horses. 'It's the fire-engine!' shouted someone.

Two horses ran past me, pulling the heavy fire-engine. The firemen jumped out, and we went quickly into the wide, quiet Market Place, out of their way.

The master led us to a large hotel on the other side where a stableman came to take us in; then the master hurried off to find his wife.

The next morning, he came to see how we were and to speak to James. I did not hear much, but James looked very happy and the master looked proud of him.

How did the fire start? Someone said they saw Dick Towler go into the stable smoking a pipe, but that when Dick came out he didn't have it. The young stableman said that he asked Dick to go up the ladder to put down some hay, but also told him to put down his pipe first. Dick said that he did this, but nobody believed him.

James said the roof and floor had all fallen in and only the black walls were standing; the two poor horses who could not get out were buried under the fallen roof.



smooth adj. having a surface like glass 光滑的；平滑的。

stall n. （畜舍里的）分隔栏，厩。

chief adj. leading, first in rank 主要的；首要的。

pipe n. tube used for smoking 烟斗。

hay n. dried grass 干草。

restlessly adv. 烦躁不安地。

untie v. loosen the rope, string, etc. 松开；解开。

flame n. visible part of the fire 火焰。

scarf n. long strip worn over the shoulders, the hair or round the neck 围巾；头巾；披肩。

recognize v. know, identify again 认识；认出。

engine n. machine or instrument 机器：器械。

fire-engine n. 救火车。


6　大火
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第一天我们赶了大约50公里的路，詹姆斯小心翼翼地赶车，一直注意着让我和金儿走在道路较平坦的那一边。我们到达要住宿的饭店时，已经是晚上了。这是在马克特·普雷斯，两个马夫迎了出来。

马夫长是个令人愉快的老人，他把我牵进了一个有六到八栏的长厩，里面有两三匹马。年轻马夫牵进了金儿。当给我们刷洗时，詹姆斯在一旁看着。

“我以为我手快，”詹姆斯对老马夫说，“可是你比谁都快。”

“我12岁起就干这行了！而且我跟你说，能和像这匹马这样教养好，料理得好的动物一起干活儿，是件愉快的事。”老马夫说着，拍拍我的脖子，“你的主人是谁？”

“伯特威克庄园的高顿先生。”约翰说。

“我听说过他，”马夫说，“他是一个相马的行家，而且是这一带最好的骑手。”

“他现在不常骑马了，”詹姆斯说，“自从可怜的小主人死了以后，他就不骑马了。”

“我在报纸上看到这个消息了，”马夫说，“一匹好马也死了，是吗？”

“是啊，一匹出色的马，”詹姆斯说，“他是这匹马的哥哥，和他长得一样。”

“太可怕了！”老人说，“那地方不能跳，是吗？一个人和一匹马的生命比一只野兔贵重多了——本来就是这么回事！”

晚些时，小马夫又牵进了一匹马，一个小伙子嘴里叼着烟斗跟进来和他聊天。

“透勒，上去给这匹马拿些干草来，好吗？”马夫说，“不过先放下你的烟斗。”

“行啊，”那人说，爬上一架梯子，穿过了一扇小门。我听见他从我头顶的地板走过，从屋顶上的一个孔把干草塞下来，扔进新来的马的槽里。

詹姆斯进来看了看我们，然后就去睡觉了，马厩的门被锁了起来。

我不知睡了多久，也不知醒来时是几点，只看见空气中烟雾重重，听见金儿和另一匹马在不安地四处走动。天色漆黑，我什么也看不见。马厩里浓烟滚滚，简直透不过气来。

烟雾似乎是从我头顶上的小门涌出来，我听见那上面有奇怪的声音。其他的马现在全醒了，焦虑地走来走去。

最后我听见外面有人，年轻的马夫提着灯跑进来。他开始解开马，想把他们牵出去。第一匹马不肯跟他走，第二匹、第三匹也是这样。他想来拉我，可是他自己已经被吓得要命，也把我吓坏了，我也不肯动。

头顶上的怪响现在更大了，外面有人喊“着火了！”这时老马夫安静但迅速地走进来，带了一匹马出去，然后又带出去一匹。现在火焰已从天花板上烧下来，声音可怕极了。

这时我听到了詹姆斯那和往常一样安静友善的声音。“来，黑骏马，”他说，“我们会很快把你弄出这个烟幕阵的。”他解下围巾，蒙住我的双眼，然后带我出来，一路拍着我。他取下围巾，喊道：“来人，勒住这马，我得回去找另一匹马！”

旅店的窗户开着，人们都在大喊大叫。我看着马厩的大门，那儿烟冒得更浓了。然后我听到了一个压住一切的声音，那是我的主人。

“詹姆斯·霍华德！詹姆斯·霍华德！你在那儿吗？”

没有应答，只有马厩里什么东西倒塌的声音——随后我看见詹姆斯从浓烟中钻出来，牵着金儿。

“我勇敢的孩子！”主人说，“你受伤了吗？”

詹姆斯摇摇头。他被烟呛得说不出话了。

突然间，我听到了车轮声和疾驰的马蹄声。“救火车来了！”有人喊道。

两匹马从我身旁跑过，拖着沉重的救火车。消防员跳下来，我们赶紧跑回宽敞、安静的马克特·普雷斯旅店，以免挡着他们的路。

主人带我们去了另一个大旅店，一个马夫出来带我们进去，然后主人赶回去找他的妻子。

第二天一早，他来看望我们，并和詹姆斯谈了几句。我听见的不多，不过詹姆斯看上去很高兴，主人也满怀自豪地看着他。

这场大火是怎么引起的？有人说看见迪克·透勒吸着烟斗走进马厩，而出来时烟斗没带在身边。小马夫说他要迪克上梯子弄些干草下来，但也要他先放下烟斗。迪克说他照办了，不过没人信他。

詹姆斯说房顶和地板都塌了，只有熏黑的墙壁还直立着；两匹可怜的马来不及跑出来，被塌下的屋顶砸死了。


7
Joe Green

The rest of our journey was very easy, and the next evening we reached the house of our master's friend, where a groom took us to a comfortable stable. We stayed two or three days, then returned home. John was glad to see us, and we were glad to see him.

'I wonder who will come in my place,' said James.

'Little Joe Green,' said John. 'He's only fourteen and a half but he has a kind heart and wants to come, so I've agreed to try him for six weeks.'

The next day, Joe Green came to learn all he could before James left. He was a nice happy boy and always came to work singing. But then the day came when James had to leave us.

'I'm leaving a lot behind,' he said sadly to John. 'My mother, and you, a good master and mistress, and the horses. And I shan't know anybody at the new place.'

'It's hard to leave your home for the first time,' said John, 'but if you get on well—which I'm sure you will—your mother will be proud of you.'

Everyone was sorry to lose James, but Joe tried hard to learn, and John was pleased with him.

*　　*　　*

One night I woke up to hear the stable bell ringing loudly. I heard the door open at John's house, and his feet running up to the Hall. He was back quickly.

'Wake up, Beauty!' he said, coming into the stable. 'We must go quickly now!' And before I could think, he had the saddle on my back and the bridle on my head.

The master was waiting at the Hall door with a letter in his hand. 'Ride for your life, John!' he said. 'Give this to Dr White, then rest your horse and be back as soon as you can. Mrs Gordon is very ill.'

Away went John and I, through the Park, through the village, and down the hill. There was a long piece of flat road by the riverside, and John said, 'Now Beauty, do your best!' I needed no whip, and for two miles I galloped as fast as I could—perhaps even faster than my grandfather, who won the race at Newmarket. When we came to the bridge, John slowed me down a little and patted my neck. 'Well done, Beauty!' he said.

Then I was off again, as fast as before. The air was cold and the moon was bright, and it was a pleasant night. We went through a village, then a dark wood, then uphill, then downhill, and after twelve kilometres, we came to the town.

It was three o'clock when we stopped by Dr White's door. John rang the bell, then knocked on the door like thunder. A window was pushed up and Dr White's head appeared. 'What do you want?' he said.

'Mrs Gordon is very ill,' said John. 'You must come at once, or she'll die. Here's a letter.'

The doctor was soon at the door. 'My horse has been out all day and is exhausted. Can I take yours?'

'My master told me to rest him,' said John, 'but take him if you think it's best, sir.'

'I'll soon be ready,' said the doctor.

John stood by me and patted my neck. I was very hot. Then the doctor came out with his riding whip.

'You won't need that, sir,' said John. 'Black Beauty will go until he drops.'

The doctor was a heavier man than John, and not so good a rider, but I did my very best. Joe was waiting at the gate and the master was at the Hall door. He did not say a word. The doctor went into the house with him, and Joe led me to the stable.

My legs were shaking and there was not a dry hair on my body. The water ran down my legs and I was hot all over. Poor Joe! He was young and knew very little. He did the best he could, cleaning my legs and my chest, but he did not put a warm cloth on me; he thought I was so hot that I would not like it. He gave me some cold water to drink, then he gave me some food and went away.

Soon I began to shake and tremble with cold, and I ached all over. I wished John was there, but he had twelve kilometres to walk, so I tried to sleep.

After a long time, I heard John at the door. I gave a low cry, and he was at my side in a moment. I could not tell him how I felt, but he seemed to know immediately. He covered me with three warm cloths, then ran for some hot water and made me a warm drink.

John seemed very angry. 'Stupid boy!' he said to himself, over and over again. 'No cloth put on, and I suppose the water was cold too. Boys are no good!'

I became very ill, and could not breathe without pain. John looked after me day and night, and my master often came to see me too.

'My poor Beauty,' he said one day. 'My good horse, you saved your mistress's life. Yes, you saved her life.'

I was very glad to hear that. John told my master that he never saw a horse go so fast.

One night, Tom Green, Joe's father, came to help John give me my medicine, then stayed for a while. At first both men were silent, then Tom said, 'John, please say a kind word to Joe. The boy is heart-broken; he can't eat his meals, and he can't smile. He knows it's his fault Beauty is ill, but he did his best. He says if Beauty dies, no one will ever speak to him again. But he's not a bad boy.'

After a short pause, John said, 'I know he meant no harm, but I'm proud of that horse, and I hate to think his life may be thrown away like this. But I'll give the boy a kind word tomorrow, if Beauty is better.'

I heard no more of this conversation, as the medicine did well and sent me to sleep, and in the morning I felt much better.

Joe learned quickly after this, and was so careful that John began to give him many things to do. One day, John was out and the master wanted a letter taken immediately to a gentleman's house about five kilometres away. He told Joe to saddle me and take it.

The letter was delivered and we were returning through a field where we saw a cart full of bricks. They were so heavy that the wheels of the cart were half-buried in the soft ground, and the horses could not move the cart at all. The man leading the horses was shouting and whipping them without stopping.

'Don't whip the horses like that,' Joe shouted at him. 'The wheels are half-buried and won't move. I'll help you take some bricks out to make the cart lighter.'

'Mind your own business!' said the man angrily. He was in a terrible temper and more than half-drunk.

Joe turned me, and we galloped towards the house of the brickmaker, Mr Clay. Joe knocked on the door.

The door opened. 'Hallo, young man,' began Mr Clay.

'There's a man in your field whipping two horses to death!' Joe told him, his voice shaking with anger. 'I told him to stop, but he wouldn't. I offered to help him lighten the cart, but he refused. I think he's drunk. Please go, sir!'

'I will!' said the man, and hurried off.

When we got home, Joe told John all about it.

'You did the right thing,' said John. 'Many people would ride by and say it was none of their business. But cruelty is everybody's business.'

Just before dinner, the master sent for Joe. The drunken man was accused of cruelty to horses and Joe was wanted to tell his story to the police.

'I'll tell it gladly,' said Joe.

We heard afterwards that the poor horses were so exhausted and so badly beaten that the man might have to go to prison.

Joe came across and gave me a friendly pat. 'We won't allow cruelty, will we, old friend?' he said.

And he seemed to have grown up suddenly.



journey n. trip; an act of going from one place to another, esp. at a long distance 旅行；远足。

comfortable adj. giving comfort to body; free from suffering, anxiety, pain, etc 安逸的；舒服的。

for one's life as if or in order to escape death 拼命地。

flat adj. smooth and level; even 平坦的。

whip n. lash (long strip, cord, etc.) used for urging a horse or for punishing 鞭子（用以策马或惩罚）。

appear v. come into view; become visible 出现。

exhaust v. use up the strength or energy of; tire out 使精疲力尽。

drop v. fall or sink to the ground 倒下；跌倒。

ache v. have a continuous dull pain 隐隐作痛；持续地疼。

pause n. short stop 中止；停顿。

heart-broken adj. 心碎的。

harm n. damage, injury 伤害；损害。

deliver v. take sth. to some place or the buyers 传送；交付。

bricks n. 砖。

offer v. hold out, put forward 提供；提出。

send for ask or order sb./ sth. to come 派人去叫。

accuse sb. (of) say sb. has done wrong, broken the law or is to be blamed 控告某人；控诉。


7　乔·格林

[image: alt]

接下来的旅途就简单多了，第二天晚上我们就到了主人的朋友家，一个马夫带我们到了一个舒适的马厩。我们住了两三天，然后回家。约翰又见到我们，很高兴，我们也是一样。

“不知道谁会来顶替我呢。”詹姆斯说。

“是小乔·格林，”约翰说，“他只有14岁半，可是他善良，也愿意来，我已同意让他试6个星期的工。”

第二天，乔·格林来了。他得赶在詹姆斯走之前学会干所有的活计。他是个快活可爱的孩子，来干活时老是唱着歌。但终于还是到了詹姆斯离开我们的时候。

“我舍弃了这么多，”他伤心地对约翰说，“我妈妈，你，一个好主人和太太，还有这些马。在新的地方我谁也不认识。”

“第一次离家的确不容易，”约翰说，“但如果你能适应——我相信你能——你妈妈会为你自豪的。”

大家都为詹姆斯的离开而难过。不过乔在很努力地学，约翰和他在一起挺高兴。

*　*　*

一天夜里，我醒来时，马厩的铃猛响着。我听见约翰住的房子的门开了，从脚步声可以听出他飞快地向大宅跑去。很快他又回来了。

“醒醒，黑骏马！”他说着，冲进马厩里，“我们必须马上走！”我还没来得及想，他就把马鞍备好，笼头也给我戴上了。

主人在大宅门口等着，手里拿着一封信。“拼命跑，约翰！”他说，“把这封信交给怀特大夫，让马歇歇，然后再尽快赶回来。太太病得很厉害。”

我和约翰冲了出来，穿过庄园，穿过村子，冲下山去。河边的一长段路很平坦，约翰说：“现在，黑骏马，你尽力吧！”我不需鞭打，尽我所能飞奔了2英里——也许比我那得了纽马克特赛马冠军的爷爷跑得还快。当我们来到桥边时，约翰让我稍微放慢速度，拍着我的脖子说：“真不错，黑骏马！”

我又跑了起来，和刚才一样快。空气寒冷，月光皎洁，这是一个令人愉快的夜晚。我们穿过了一个村子，然后是一片黑黢黢的林子，然后上山、下山，跑了12公里后，我们进了城。

当我们停在怀特大夫的门前时，已是凌晨3点了。约翰按了门铃，然后把门擂得像打雷一样响。一扇窗子被推上去，怀特大夫的头探了出来。“你要干什么？”他说。

“高顿太太病得很厉害，”约翰说，“您必须马上来，先生，不然她会死的！这是信。”

医生很快出现在门口，“我的马出去了一整天，已经很累了，我能骑你的马吗？”

“我主人让我歇一歇马，”约翰说，“不过如果您觉得这样最好，那就骑吧，先生。”

“我很快就准备好。”医生说。

约翰站在我身旁，拍着我的脖子，我热得要命。医生带着鞭子出来了。

“您不需要用鞭子，先生，”约翰说，“黑骏马跑死也不会停下来。”

医生比约翰重，而且骑术不太好，不过我拼尽全力。乔在大门口等着，主人则在大宅门口等着。他一言不发。医生随他进了房间，乔把我带回马厩。

我的腿在瑟瑟发抖，全身上下没有一根毛是干的。汗水顺着腿流下来，我全身热得要命。可怜的乔！他小小年纪，懂得很少。他尽他所能，洗干净我的腿和胸，可是没有给我盖上暖和的布，他觉得我已经很热了，可能不会喜欢盖布。他喂了我一些冷水和一些食物，然后就走开了。

很快我开始发抖，冷得直哆嗦，浑身上下都痛。我真希望约翰在，但是，他得步行12公里，我只好试着睡觉。

过了很久，我听见约翰在门口。我低低地呜咽了一声，他立刻来到我身旁。我没法儿告诉他我的感觉，但他似乎立刻就明白了。他给我盖了3块暖和的布，跑去取了些热水让我趁热喝下。

约翰看上去很生气。“傻小子！”他一遍又一遍地自言自语着，“一块布也不盖，估计水也是冷的。小孩子真不像话！”

我病得很厉害，每呼吸一下都觉得疼。约翰夜以继日地看护我，主人也常来看望我。

“我可怜的黑骏马！”一天他说，“我的好马，你救了你女主人的命。是啊，你救了她的命。”

我听见这个很高兴。约翰告诉主人说他从没见过哪匹马跑得这么快。

一个晚上，汤姆·格林，乔的爸爸，来帮约翰给我喂药，然后又多呆了会儿。起先两个男人都沉默着，然后汤姆说：“约翰，请对乔说句好话吧。这孩子心都碎了，他吃不下饭，也不笑了。他知道黑骏马生病是他的错，不过他尽力而为了。他说如果黑骏马死了，就不会有人再理他了。可他不是个坏孩子。”

短暂的沉默之后，约翰说：“我知道他不是故意的，但是我以这匹马为荣，我不能忍受就这么看着他死去。不过，明天我会对这孩子说句好话，如果黑骏马能好一点儿的话。”

我没再听到下面的谈话，因为药开始起作用，我昏昏欲睡了。早上，我觉得好多了。

这件事之后，乔学习进步很快，而且特别仔细。约翰开始把很多事交给他去办。一天，约翰外出了，主人想把一封信立刻送到5公里外的一位先生家里，他吩咐乔给我备鞍，把信送去。

信被送到了。归途中，我们穿过一片田野，在那儿我们看见一辆装满砖头的马车。沉重的车身压得轮子的一半陷入了松软的地里。马根本拉不动车。赶车的人不断地喊叫，抽打着马匹。

“别抽得那么狠，”乔冲赶车人喊着，“轮子一半儿陷下去了，动不了啦。我帮你卸下些砖来，让车轻一点。”

“你少管闲事！”那人恼怒地说。他正大发脾气，而且已醉得可以了。

乔让我转过身，我们朝着制砖人克雷先生的房子飞奔过去。乔敲了门。

门开了。“喂！小伙子。”克雷先生开口道。

“你田里有个人快把两匹马抽死了！”乔告诉他，气得声音发抖，“我叫他住手，可他不听。我提出帮他把车弄轻些，他也不干。我看他是醉了。您去一下吧，先生！”

“我会去的！”克雷先生说，他立刻就赶了过去。

我们到家后，乔对约翰讲了整个事情。

“你做得对，”约翰说，“很多人会擦身而过，觉得那不关他们的事。但是制止残暴的行为是每个人都应该做的事。”

晚饭前，主人派人来叫乔。那个醉汉被指控虐呆马匹，乔被叫去向警察讲述经过。

“我很乐意去讲一讲。”乔说。

事后，我们听说那两匹可怜的马已累得精疲力竭，还被打得半死。那人有可能要进监狱。

乔过来友好地拍了拍我。“我们不允许残暴的行为，是吗，我的老朋友？”他说。

他看上去一下子长大了。


8
Earlshall Park

I lived at Birtwick Park for three happy years, but then changes came. Our mistress was often ill and the doctor advised her to go and live in a warm country for two or three years. Everyone was very sorry, but the master immediately started making arrangements to leave England.

John did his work silently and sadly, and Joe didn't sing any more. Then we heard that the master had sold Ginger and me to an old friend of his, Lord Gray. Merrylegs was given to the neighbour, Mr Blomefield, and Joe was employed to look after him. John was offered several good jobs but he wanted to wait and look around.

'I want to train young horses,' he told the master.

'I cannot think of anyone more suitable for that work than you, John,' said the master. 'If I can help you in any way, write to me.'

The next morning, John took Ginger and me to Earlshall Park where Lord Gray lived. There was a very fine house and lots of stables. John asked for Mr York, who was going to be our new driver.

Mr York was a good-looking man of about forty, with a voice that expected to be obeyed. He called a groom to take us to our boxes, then invited John to have a drink with him. We were taken to a pleasant stable and put in boxes next to one another, then we were groomed and fed. Half an hour later, John and Mr York came to see us.

Mr York looked at us carefully. 'Is there anything you want to mention about them, Mr Manly?' he said.

'I don't believe there's a better pair of horses in the country,' said John, 'but they're not alike. The black one has the most perfect temper I've ever known. The other was badly treated before she came to us, but has grown better-tempered in the last three years. We've never used a bearing rein with either of them.'

'They'll wear one here,' said York. 'Lady Gray follows the fashion, and if her horses are not reined up tight, she doesn't like it.'

'I'm sorry to hear that,' said John. He came to pat each of us for the last time. I held my face close to him, which was all I could do to say goodbye. And then he was gone, and I have never seen him since.

Lord Gray came to look at us the next day and seemed pleased. He heard what John had said about us. 'Keep an eye on the mare,' he said to York. 'Don't make the bearing rein too tight at first, and I'll mention it to my wife.'

In the afternoon, we were harnessed to the carriage and Lady Gray came out and looked at us. She was a tall, proud-looking woman and did not look pleased, but she said nothing and got into the carriage.

The bearing rein annoyed me but did not pull my head any higher than I was used to carrying it. I was worried about Ginger, but she seemed quite happy.

But the next afternoon when Lady Gray came down the steps, she said, 'York, you must put those horses' heads higher; they don't look nice.'

'I'm sorry, my Lady,' said York, 'but they have not been reined up for three years. But if it pleases you, I can take them up a little more.'

'Do that,' she said.

That day we had to pull the carriage up a steep hill. I wanted to put my head forward to make the work easier, but I couldn't.

'Now you can see what it's like,' said Ginger, when we came back. 'If it doesn't get any worse, I shall say nothing. But I won't have the rein pulled up tight!'

Each day the bearing reins were shortened a little more; then one day Lady Gray came out later than usual and said, 'York, when will you get those horses' heads up? Pull them up at once, and let's have no arguing.'

York came to me first and made the rein very tight. Then he went to Ginger. But the moment he took off the rein in order to shorten it, she stood up on her back legs. York and the groom could not control her. She kicked herself out of the carriage and fell down, kicking me on the leg as she went. York sat on her head to keep her still and shouted, 'Let the black horse out! Undo the carriage! Cut the harness!'

The groom cut me out of the harness and hurried me back to my box, then ran back to York. I was angry and my leg hurt, and I felt that I wanted to kick the first person who came near me.

Soon after, Ginger was led in by two grooms. York was with her and came to look at me.

'I knew those bearing reins would cause trouble,' he said to himself. He saw where I had been kicked and washed the place gently with hot water to help the pain.

Lord Gray was angry when he heard what had happened. He blamed York for taking orders from the mistress, and York said that he would take orders only from Lord Gray himself from now on. But things went on the same as before, except that Ginger was never put into the carriage again. I pulled it with a horse called Max who was used to the tight rein. But those four months pulling Lady Gray's carriage were terrible. The sharp bit cut into my tongue and mouth, the rein hurt my neck and made it difficult to breathe, and I felt tired and very miserable.

In the spring, Lord Gray and some of his family went up to London and took York with them. Two daughters remained at the Hall. Lady Harriet never went out in the carriage, and Lady Anne preferred riding on horseback with her brother or cousins. She chose me for her horse and I enjoyed these rides, sometimes with Ginger, sometimes with Lizzie, a horse liked by the young gentlemen.

There was a gentleman called Blantyre staying at the Hall, who always rode Lizzie and was so pleased with her that Lady Anne wanted to try her.

'I don't advise it,' said Blantyre. 'She's too easily frightened for a lady to ride.'

'My dear cousin,' said Lady Anne, laughing, 'I've been riding horses since I was a baby and have followed the hounds many times. Now, help me up.'

So Blantyre helped her into the saddle, then climbed on me. Just as we were moving off, Lady Harriet asked for a message to be taken to Dr Ashley in the village.

The village was about two kilometres away, and the doctor's house was the last one in it. Blantyre got off to open the gate for Lady Anne but she said, 'I'll wait here for you.'

He went off and we waited.

There was a field with an open gate on the opposite side of the road, and at that moment some young horses came trotting out. They were wild and excited, and there was a boy behind them, waving a large whip. Suddenly, one of the young horses ran across the road, and banged into Lizzie's back legs. She gave a violent kick, nearly unseating Lady Anne, and immediately galloped away at full speed.

I gave a loud neigh for help and made a noise with my feet until Mr Blantyre came running out of the doctor's house. He saw Lizzie and Lady Anne, now far away down the road, and quickly jumped into the saddle, and we raced after them.

For about two kilometres the road was straight, then it turned to the right before becoming two roads. Long before we came to the bend, Lady Anne was out of sight. Which way had she gone? A woman was in her garden, looking up the road. 'Which way?' shouted Blantyre.

'To the right!' cried the woman.

Away we went, up the right-hand road. We saw her for a moment, then she was gone again round another bend. Several times we saw her, but lost her again. Then we came to some rough land, very uneven and full of holes in the ground—the worst possible place for galloping.

On this open ground we could now see Lady Anne clearly, her long hair flying out behind her in the wind, and slowly we began to catch up. There was a wide ditch ahead and I was sure it would stop them, but without a pause Lizzie jumped it—and fell.

I cleared the ditch and landed safely. Lady Anne was lying on the ground, not moving. Blantyre jumped down beside her and called her name, but there was no reply. Her face was white and her eyes were closed.

'Annie, dear Annie, do speak!' he cried.

There were two men cutting grass close by and they saw Lizzie galloping away without a rider and came across.

'Can you ride?' Blantyre asked one of them.

'I'm not a good horseman, sir,' he said. 'But I'll do my best.'

'Ride this horse to the doctor's and ask him to come immediately, then go on to the Hall,' said Blantyre. 'Tell them all you know and ask them to send a carriage.'

The man climbed into my saddle and we galloped off. I tried not to shake him about too much, and he soon discovered that he needed no whip.

There was a lot of excitement at the Hall when they heard what happened. I was put into my box, the saddle and bridle were taken off and a cloth was thrown over me.

Two days later, Blantyre came and patted me.

'You did well,' he said. 'I'm sure you knew Annie was in danger. She must ride only you from now on.'

From this I knew that my young mistress was out of danger and would soon be able to ride again.



arrangement n. putting in order; making plans in advance 安排；筹备

employ v. give work to 雇用

be suitable for be right for sth 适宜于；适合。

expect v. wish 期望

fed v. feed的过去式；feed v. give food to 喂养。

mention v. speak of, talk about 谈论；提及。

treat v. act or behave toward 对待。

steep adj. rising or falling sharply 陡峭的。

take off lift, remove 拿下；取下。

still adj. calm, quiet; without movement 静止的；不动的。

undo v. untie, loosen 松开；解开。

cause v. make happen 引起；带来。

prefer v. like better, choose rather 较喜欢；宁愿。

cousin n. child of one's uncle or aunt 堂（表）兄弟姐妹。

opposite adj. having a position on the other side, facing or back to back 相对的。

violent adj. using great force 猛烈的；凶暴的。

neigh n. cry of a horse 马嘶。

bend n. curve or turn 转弯处。

be out of sight disappear from view 看不见了；从视野中消失。

ditch n. channel in fields or road 壕沟。

clear v. jump over 跳过。

excitement n. 慌张；慌乱；忙乱。


8　沙尔伯爵庄园
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我在伯特威克庄园过了快乐的3年，然后变故来了。我们的女主人经常生病，医生建议她去一个温暖的国家呆两三年。每个人都很难过，但是主人立刻着手安排离开英国。

约翰沉默而难过地做他的事，乔也不再唱歌了。接着我们听说主人把金儿和我卖给了他的一个老朋友，格雷勋爵。乐腿儿给了邻居布劳姆菲尔德家，乔被雇去照料他。主人给约翰找了好几个好工作，然而他想再等等看。

“我想训练年轻的马。”他告诉主人说。

“我简直想不出别人有谁比你更适合这工作，约翰，”主人说，“如果有什么地方需要我帮助，给我写信。”

第二天一早，约翰把我和金儿带到格雷勋爵住的沙尔伯爵庄园。那儿有一幢非常漂亮的大房子和许多马厩。约翰找了约克先生，他是我们的新车夫。

约克先生约40岁，长相英俊，语气中含有权威感。他叫一个马夫带我们去马厩，然后请约翰去喝一杯。我们被带到一个漂亮的马厩，栏厢互相挨着，然后洗了澡，吃了饭。半小时以后，约翰和约克先生来看我们。

约克先生仔细地看着我们，“曼利先生，关于他们您还有什么要交代的吗？”

“在这一带您找不到比他们更棒的两匹马了，”约翰说，“但是他们并不相同。黑色的这匹是我所见过的马中脾气最好的；另一匹来我们这儿以前，曾受过虐待，但是这3年脾气也变好了。我对他们从不用绳套。”

“在这儿他们得戴上，”约克说，“格雷夫人紧跟潮流，如果她的马不被紧紧地勒住，她会不喜欢的。”

“真遗憾。”约翰说。他走上前来最后一次挨个拍了拍我们。我把脸凑近他，我只能这样道再见了。然后他走了，从那以后我再也没见过他。

格雷勋爵第二天来看我们，他好像挺高兴。他听了约翰对我们的描述。“对母马注意点儿，”他对约克说，“一上来别把绳套勒得太紧，我也会对太太说的。”

下午，我们被套上车，格雷夫人出来看了看我们。她是一个高高的、表情傲慢的女人，看上去不是很高兴，但她没吱声就钻进了马车。

绳套弄得我挺烦，不过倒没把我的头拉高到我不习惯的地步。我为金儿担心，但她看上去倒还开心。

可是第二天下午格雷夫人走下台阶时说：“约克，你必须把马头弄得高一点儿，他们看上去可不好看。”

“对不起，夫人，”约克说，“可是他们有3年没被勒过了。不过如果您喜欢这样，我会让他们抬高一点儿的。”

“那就抬高吧。”她说。

那天我们得拉车爬一座很陡的小山。我想探头向前使劲能更轻松完成工作，可是做不到。

“现在你知道这滋味了吧，”回来时，金儿对我说，“如果不会更糟，那我就什么也不表示，但是我可不愿被缰绳紧紧地勒起来！”

每天绳套都勒得更紧一点儿。然后有一天，格雷太太出来得比平时晚，她说：“约克，你什么时候才能让马抬起头来？立刻拉起来，别再争论了。”

约克先过来把我的绳套勒得非常紧，然后他走向金儿。可是他刚一拆下绳套，准备缩短，金儿便后腿直立起来。约克和马夫控制不住她。她从车里挣脱出来，摔倒在地，其间还踢了我的腿一下。约克骑在她头上让她动弹不得，并喊道：“把黑马弄出来，卸下马车，把绳子砍断！”

马夫砍断绳子，把我赶回围栏，然后跑回约克那儿。我很生气，腿也疼，这时谁靠近我，我就想踢谁。

很快，金儿被两个马夫牵进来。约克和她一道进来，他过来看我。

“我就知道那些绳套会惹麻烦。”他自言自语。他看着我被踢伤的地方，并用热水轻轻地冲洗伤口，以止住疼痛。

格雷勋爵听说这事后很生气。他责备约克听了女主人的话。约克说今后他只听格雷勋爵一人的命令。但是一切如常。只是金儿不再被套上马车了。我和另一匹挺习惯绳套的叫马格斯的马一起拉车。可是，给格雷太太拉车的4个月真是糟透了。锋利的嚼口切进我的舌头和嘴巴，绳套勒伤了我的脖子，我呼吸困难，疲惫不堪，境况悲惨。

春天，格雷勋爵和家人去伦敦，约克随行。两个女儿留在家里。哈丽埃特小姐从不坐车出行，安小姐则最喜欢和兄弟们骑马出游。她挑我做她的坐骑，我也喜欢这种游玩，有时和金儿一起，有时和丽奇一起。年轻的先生们喜欢骑丽奇。

有一个年轻人，叫布兰太尔，他留在大宅里。他一直非常喜欢骑丽奇，引得安小姐也想试试。

“你最好别骑，”布兰太尔说，“她太容易受惊吓了，不适合小姐骑。”

“亲爱的表哥，”安小姐大笑着说，“我还是小宝宝时就开始骑马了，还参加过许多次打猎。来，帮我上马。”

布兰太尔只好帮她跨上马鞍，然后他骑上我。正当我们要出发时，哈丽埃特小姐来请我们带一封信给住在村子里的阿什莱大夫。

村子在两公里以外，医生的房子在尽头。布兰太尔下马去为安小姐开门，可是她说：“我在这儿等你。”

他就一个人去了，我们在原地等着。

路对面有一块田地，大门是敞开的，有一些年青的马小跑着撒欢儿。他们野性十足，神情兴奋，有一个男孩挥舞着长鞭跟在后面。突然一匹马跑过公路，撞着了丽奇的后腿。她猛地尥了个蹶子，险些把安小姐掀下来，然后立刻开始全速狂奔。

我长嘶了一声，并用脚刨地发出声音，直到布兰太尔先生从医生家里跑出来。他看见了丽奇和安小姐，她们现在已经在路的尽头了。他立刻跳上马鞍，我们追了过去。

有两公里的路是直的，然后右转，再分岔。我们离转弯还很远时，已经看不到安了。她走了哪条路呢？一个妇女站在她的花园中，抬头看着大道。“哪条路？”布兰太尔喊道。

“右边！”妇女喊。

我们转向右边的路。又看见她了，但接着她又在另一个弯道处消失了。有好几次我们看见了她，接着又看不见了。后来我们来到一片坑坑洼洼的地带，非常不平坦，地面上还有许多坑——是最不适合于疾驰的地方。

在这片开阔地带，我们现在又能清楚地看到安小姐了，她的长发在背后飘扬在风中。慢慢地，我们赶了上去。前方有一条很宽的壕沟，我肯定那沟能截住他们，可是丽奇停也没停就跳了过去，然后摔倒在地上。

我跃过壕沟并安全着地。安小姐躺在地上一动不动。布兰太尔跳下马蹲在她身旁叫着她的名字，可是没有回应。她脸色苍白，双眼紧闭。

“安妮，亲爱的安妮，说话呀！”他喊着。

近处有两个男人正在割草，他们看见背上无人的丽奇跑掉了，忙赶了过来。

“你会骑马吗？”布兰太尔问其中的一个。

“我骑得不好，先生。”他说，“但我会尽力的。”

“骑这匹马去医生那儿，叫他马上来，然后再去大宅，”布兰太尔说，“告诉他们你看到的一切，让他们带辆马车来。”

那人上了我的鞍，我们就飞奔而去。我尽量不使他摇晃得太厉害，他也很快发现对我根本不需用鞭子。

家里的人听说了发生的事情，都非常震惊。我被带回马厩，马鞍和笼头被卸了下来，一块布扔了过来盖在我身上。

两天后，布兰太尔过来拍了拍我。

“你干得不错，”他说，“我敢肯定当时你知道安妮有危险。从今往后她只许骑你。”

从这话我判断出我年轻的女主人已经脱离了危险，而且很快就可以骑马了。


9
The accident and new masters

A man called Reuben Smith looked after us while York was in London. He was gentle and clever with horses, and an excellent driver. But he had one fault—he sometimes drank too much. For weeks or months he was all right, but then without warning he would begin to drink heavily and behave badly. But he was a useful man so York had kept quiet about Smith's drinking, saying nothing to Lord Gray. Then one night Smith drove some ladies and gentlemen home from a party and was so drunk that he could not hold the reins. York could not hide this and Lord Gray told Smith to leave.

However, some time later, York spoke again to Lord Gray, who was very kind-hearted, and he took Reuben Smith back. Smith promised never to get drunk again and kept his promise, and because of this he was told to look after the stables while York was away.

One day the carriage needed some repairs so it was arranged that Smith would take it to town, leave it at the carriage maker's, and then ride me back again. Mr Blantyre wanted to go to the station, so he went with us.

At the station, Mr Blantyre gave Smith some money and said, 'Take care of Lady Anne, Reuben, and don't let anyone else except her ride Black Beauty.'

We left the carriage at the maker's, and Smith rode me to the White Lion hotel. He told the stableman to give me some food and have me ready for four o'clock. One of my front shoes was loose but the stableman did not see it until four o'clock. Smith came back at five and said he would now leave at six because he'd met some old friends. The stableman told him about the loose shoe.

'It'll be all right until we get home,' said Smith.

He finally came back at nine o'clock, shouting loudly and in a very bad temper. We left and almost immediately he began to gallop, often giving me sharp cuts with the whip, although I was going at full speed. Before we were out of the town my shoe came off, but Smith was too drunk to notice.

It was very dark, and on the rough road at that speed, my foot was soon cut and bleeding from the sharp stones. I could not go on; the pain was too great, and I fell violently on both my knees. Smith was thrown off. He tried to get up but couldn't, then he lay still.

I could do nothing but wait.

It was nearly midnight when I heard a horse's feet and the wheels of a carriage. I neighed loudly, and was very happy to hear an answering neigh from Ginger, and men's voices. Then the carriage came out of the darkness and stopped.

Two men jumped down beside Smith. 'It's Reuben,' said one, 'and he's not moving, Robert.'

'He's dead,' said Robert, touching Smith. 'His hands are cold and his head is covered with blood.'

They looked at me and saw my cut knees.

'The horse has been down and thrown him!' said Robert. He tried to lead me forward but I almost fell again. 'He's bad in the foot, too. No wonder he went down, riding over these stones without a shoe! Reuben was drunk, Ned. He would never ride a horse without a shoe unless he was drunk.'

Ned took Smith's body back in the carriage, and Robert tied his handkerchief round my foot and led me slowly home. No one blamed me for the accident. The owner of the White Lion hotel said that Reuben Smith was drunk when he left.

But I had to leave Earlshall, and so did Ginger.

For a month or two I was allowed to live out in a field, and one day Ginger was brought in to join me. She had been ruined by the hard riding of Lord Gray's son, and after twelve months' rest she was going to be sold. And although my knees got better, they looked very ugly and so I was no longer suitable for a fashionable family. It was very pleasant being in the field with Ginger, but one day Robert came in and took me away. We were both very sad to say goodbye to each other, Ginger and I.

I was sold to a man in Bath who kept many horses and different kinds of carriages for hire. I was a 'job horse' and all kinds of people hired me. Some were good drivers, others were very bad. Then one man persuaded my master to sell me to a friend of his who wanted a safe, pleasant horse for riding.

And so that summer I was sold to Mr Barry.

Mr Barry knew very little about horses but he hired a comfortable stable for me, and a man called Filcher to look after me. He ordered the best oats, and plenty of other good food for me to eat, too.

For a while all went well, but then there seemed to be fewer oats and more grass in my meals. The grass food, though very good, was not enough to keep me strong and healthy. However, I could not say anything and it went on for about two months.

Then one afternoon my master rode into the country to see a friend—a gentleman farmer who knew about horses, and who looked very closely at me.

'Your horse doesn't look as well as he did when you first had him, Barry,' he said, feeling my neck and shoulders. 'See how wet and warm he is—after just a gentle ride!'

'My groom says that horses are never in good condition in the autumn,' said my master.

'But this is only August!' said the farmer. 'With your light work and the good food, he shouldn't be like this. I don't know who eats your oats, my friend,' he went on, 'but I doubt that your horse gets any of them. I advise you to watch your groom more closely.'

Oh, how I wanted to speak! I wanted to tell my master where his oats went to. My groom came every morning at six o'clock, bringing his little boy with him. The boy carried a basket and went into the room where the oats were kept. I would see them filling a bag with oats and putting the bag into the basket.

Five or six mornings after the visit to the farmer, the boy left the stable with his basket of oats, but came back soon after, looking frightened, with two policemen holding his arms.

'Show me where your father keeps the food for his chickens,' one policemen said to the boy.

The boy began to cry but there was no escape. Moments later, the policemen found another empty bag like the one in the boy's basket, and they took Filcher away with them. That was the last I ever saw of him.

Another groom was employed, but he was very lazy about cleaning and I became thin and unhealthy from standing in a wet, dirty stable. After all this trouble with grooms, Mr Barry decided to stop keeping a horse and I was sent to a horse fair—a place where hundreds of horses were bought and sold, and more lies were told, I think, than in any other place in the country.

That day I was lucky. I was bought for twenty-five pounds by a man called Jeremiah Barker, but everyone called him Jerry and I shall do the same.



behave v. act, conduct (oneself) 行为；举止。

drunk adj. overcome by drinking alcohol 醉酒的。

arrange v. plan in advance 计划。

come off become separated from 掉下；脱落。

be thrown off fall down from 摔出；摔下。

blame sb. for sth.  fix on sb. the responsibility for sth. done or not done 责备；归咎于。

hire v. temporarily use something for an agreed payment 租用；n. money paid for use 租金。

persuade v. convince, cause sb. to believe by reasoning 说服；使相信。

safe adj. without danger 安全的。

in good condition in good state 处于好状态。

doubt v. feel uncertain, call in question 怀疑；不相信。

escape n. getting away, getting free 逃跑；逃脱。

fair n. market, esp. for cattle, sheep, horse 集市。


9　事故和新主人
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一个叫鲁宾·史密斯的男人在约克去伦敦的时候照料我们。他对马态度温和，为人聪明，是个好车夫。可是他有一个缺点：有时酒喝得太多。几个星期或几个月他都很正常，然而突然间他就会开始酗酒，行为也变得粗鲁。但他基本上还是个能干的人，所以约克对他酗酒的事一直保持沉默，没对格雷勋爵说过什么。一天晚上，史密斯送一些女士和先生们从舞会回家，可他醉得不成样子，连缰绳都抓不住了。约克这回没法再帮他隐瞒，于是格雷勋爵把他辞了。

可是，没过多久，约克又对格雷先生说情，好心的格雷先生答应让鲁宾·史密斯回来。史密斯答应再也不喝醉了。由于他遵守誓言，约克不在时，他就被叫去看守马厩。

一天马车需要进行些修理，史密斯就被叫去赶车进城，把车放到造车厂，再骑我回来。布兰太尔先生想去车站，所以他和我们一起走。

在车站，布兰太尔先生给了史密斯一些钱，说：“照顾好安小姐，鲁宾，除她以外别让别人骑黑骏马。”

我们把车留在车厂，史密斯骑我到了白狮饭店。他让马夫给了我些吃的，吩咐他们4点钟备好我。我的一只前掌松了，可是马夫直到4点才发现。史密斯5点回来了，说他遇上了些老朋友，要在6点才能走开。马夫告诉他我的掌松了。

“坚持到家没问题。”史密斯说。

他最后9点才回来，脾气很坏，还高声叫嚷着。刚一出饭店他就立刻骑着我飞奔起来，还不时狠狠地抽我一鞭子，也不管我已经在全速奔驰了。在我们出城之前，我的掌就脱落了，可是史密斯醉得厉害，根本没发现。

天色很黑了，在那样高低不平的路上，那样快地奔跑，我的脚很快就被锋利的石头划伤了，而且流出血来。我没法儿继续走了；脚疼得太厉害了，我重重地跪了下来。史密斯被甩了出去。他试着爬起来，可是没成功，然后他就一动不动地躺在那里了。

我只好等着。

当我听到马蹄声和马车的轱辘声时已近午夜了。我长嘶了一声，然后惊喜地听到了金儿的应答，还有男人的声音。马车从夜色中驶来并停了下来。

两个男人跳下车站在史密斯身旁。“是鲁宾，”一个说，“他一动也不动，罗伯特。”

“他死了，”罗伯特摸了摸史密斯说，“他的手冰凉，头上满是鲜血。”

他们看了看我，发现了我受伤的膝盖。

“这马摔倒了，把他甩了出去！”罗伯特说，他想牵着我向前走，可我差点儿又摔倒。“他的蹄子也不对劲。怪不得他摔倒呢，没有掌还在这片石头地上跑！鲁宾醉了，耐德。除非他醉了，不然他不会骑一匹没戴掌的马。”

耐德把史密斯的尸体扛进车里，罗伯特用他的手帕把我的脚包了起来，牵着我慢慢地走回家，谁也没为这场事故责怪我。白狮饭店的主人证实鲁宾·史密斯在离开饭店时就已经醉了。

但是我得离开沙尔伯爵庄园了，金儿也是。

有一两个月人们让我生活在田野里，一天金儿也被牵来和我一道。她被格雷勋爵的儿子的一通狠骑给累伤了。经过12个月的休整以后，她将被卖掉。至于我，虽然我膝盖的伤好多了，可它们看上去丑陋不堪，所以我不再适合于留在一个时髦的家庭里。和金儿一块儿在田野真好，可是，一天罗伯特来把我带走了。我和金儿两个互道了再见，心里都很难过。

我被卖给贝思的一个拥有很多马和各种马车并把它们出租的人。我现在成了一匹“工作马”，有各种各样的人来租我。有的是好骑手，其他的则糟透了。后来有一个人说服我的主人把我卖给他的一个朋友，这个人想要一匹安全的、舒服的马来骑。

于是，那个夏天我被卖给了白利先生。

白利先生不懂马，但他为我租了一个很舒适的马厩，还雇了一个叫费舍尔的马夫照料我。他还买最好的燕麦及其他好东西给我吃。

开始时一切顺利，但是接下来，似乎饭里的燕麦少了，而草多了。就算很好的草料也不足以使我保持强壮和健康。但是我不会说话。这种状况持续了大约两个月。

一天下午我的主人骑我下乡去看一个朋友——一个懂马的农场主，他仔细地看了看我。

“你的马看上去可不如刚买的时候了，白利，”他摸摸我的脖子和肩膀说，“看它累得又湿又热——只不过稍微骑了这么一会儿！”

“我的马夫说，马匹在秋天时状态都不好。”我的主人说。

“可是这只是8月份呀！”农夫说，“你的活儿又轻，料又好，他不该是这副样子。我不知是谁在吃你的燕麦，朋友。”他继续道，“但我怀疑你的马到底吃到没有。我建议你对你的马夫多留意一点儿。”

噢，我多想说话啊！我想告诉我的主人他的燕麦到哪里去了。每天早上6点我的马夫带着他的小儿子来马厩。那孩子带着一个篮子走进放燕麦的屋子。我可以看见他们装满一袋燕麦，再把袋子放进篮子里。

访问过农场主五六天后的一天早上，那孩子带着他的燕麦篮子离开马厩，可很快又回来了，他神情惊恐，两个警察抓着他的胳膊。

“告诉我你爸爸把他的鸡饲料藏到哪儿了。”一个警察对孩子说。

男孩哭了起来，可是逃脱不得。片刻之后，警察又发现了一个和篮子里的袋子一样的空口袋。他们把费舍尔带走了，我再也没看见过他。

又雇了另一个马夫，可是他非常懒于打扫马厩，我整天站在潮湿、肮脏的马厩中，变得又瘦又病。被马夫惹出这些麻烦之后，白利先生决定不再养马了。我被送到一个马市上，那儿有几百匹马被买卖。我认为那儿充满着比全国任何一个地方都要多的谎言。

那天我还算幸运。我以25镑被一个叫杰利米亚·巴克尔的人买走了，大家叫他杰利，我也这么叫吧。


10
A London cab horse

Jerry Barker was a small man, but well-made and quick in all his movements. He lived in London and was a cab driver. Jerry's wife, Polly, was a little woman with smooth dark hair and dark eyes. His son, Harry, was nearly twelve years old, and was a tall, good-tempered boy. His daughter, Dolly, was eight, and she looked just like her mother.

Jerry had his own cab and two horses, which he drove and groomed himself. His other horse was a tall, white animal called Captain. The next morning, Polly and Dolly came to see me. Harry had helped his father since early that morning and had already decided that I would be a good horse. Polly brought me a piece of apple and Dolly brought me some bread.

'We'll call him Jack, after the old one,' said Jerry. 'Shall we, Polly?'

'Yes,' she said. 'I like to keep a good name going.'

Captain went out in the cab all morning and I went out in the afternoon. Jerry took a lot of care to make sure that my collar and bridle were comfortable—and there was no bearing rein!

We went to the cab stand where the other cabs were waiting for passengers, and took our place at the back of the last cab. Several of the other drivers came to look at me.

'Too handsome,' said one. 'You'll find something wrong with him one morning.'

Then a man in a grey coat and grey hat came up. His name was Grant, and he looked a happy, sensible kind of man. He had been longer on the cab stand than any of the other men, so they let him through to have a look at me, and waited for his opinion.

He looked me all over very carefully, then said:

'He's the right kind for you, Jerry. I don't care what you paid for him, he'll be worth it.'

My first week as a cab horse was very hard. I was not used to London—the noise, the hurry, the crowds of horses, carts and carriages. But Jerry was a good driver and soon discovered that I was willing to work and do my best. He never used the whip on me, and we soon understood each other as well as a horse and man can do. Jerry kept his horses clean and gave us plenty of food and fresh water, and on Sundays we rested.

I never knew a better man than my new master. He was kind and good-tempered, like John Manly. Harry was clever at stable work and always wanted to do what he could. Polly and Dolly came in the morning to brush out the cab, and to wash the glass, while Jerry gave Captain and me a grooming. There was a lot of laughing and fun between them, which all helped to keep Captain and me happy.

The family came early in the morning because Jerry did not like lateness. It always made him angry when people wanted him to drive hard because of their own lateness.

One day, two wild-looking young men called to him.

'Cabby! Hurry up, we're late for our train at Victoria. Get us there in time for the one o'clock train and we'll pay you double!'

'I will take you at the usual speed, gentlemen,' said Jerry. 'Extra money doesn't pay for extra speed.'

Larry's cab was standing next to ours. He opened the door and said, 'I'm your man, gentlemen! My horse will get you there all right.' And as he shut them in, with a smile at Jerry, he said, 'He always refuses to go faster than a trot!' Then, whipping his horse hard, he went off as fast as he could.

Jerry patted me on the neck. 'Extra money won't pay for that kind of thing, will it, Jack?' he said.

Although he was against hard driving to please careless people, he always went at a fair speed and was not against going faster if there was a good reason.

I remember one morning we were on the stand waiting for a passenger when a young man carrying a large suitcase went by. He stepped on a piece of apple which lay in the road, and fell down heavily. Jerry ran across the road and helped him up, then took him into a shop to sit him down.

Some time later, the young man, looking white and ill, came out again and called Jerry, so we went across the road.

'Can you take me to the South-Eastern Railway?' he said. 'My fall has made me late, and it's very important that I don't miss the twelve o'clock train. I'll pay you extra if you can get me there in time.'

'We'll do our best, sir,' said Jerry, and helped him into the cab.

It was always difficult to drive fast in the city in the middle of the day, when the streets were full of traffic, but Jerry and I were used to it, and no one was faster at getting through the carriages and carts, all moving at different speeds, going this way and that way. In and out, in and out we went, as fast as a horse can do it. And we got to the station just as the big clock showed eight minutes to twelve.

'We're in time!' said the young man, happily. 'Thank you, my friend, and your good horse, too. Take this extra money—'

'No, sir,' said Jerry. 'Thank you, but it isn't necessary. I'm glad we were in time—now hurry and catch your train.'

When we got back to the cab stand, the other men were laughing because Jerry had driven hard to the train.

'How much extra did he pay you, Jerry?' said one driver.

'Nothing,' said Jerry. 'He offered me extra but I didn't take it. If Jack and I choose to have a quick run now and then, that's our business and not yours.'

'You'll never be a rich man then,' said Larry.

'Perhaps not,' said Jerry, 'but I'll be a happy one!'

'And you, Larry,' added Mr Grant, 'will die poor, because you spend too much money on new whips, beating your poor horse until it's exhausted—and then you have to buy another one.'

'Well, I've never had good luck with my horses,' said Larry.

'And you never will,' said Mr Grant. 'Good Luck is very careful who she travels with, and mostly chooses those who are kind and sensible. That's my experience, anyway.'

He turned round again to his newspaper, and the other men went back to their cabs.

*　　*　　*

Winter came early, with snow, rain or strong winds almost every day for weeks. Jerry sometimes went to a coffee-shop near the cab stand, and sometimes Dolly came with some hot soup that Polly had made for him.

One cold windy day, Dolly was waiting for Jerry to finish his soup when a gentleman came towards us. Jerry started to give the soup bowl back to Dolly and was just going to take off my warm cloth when the man said, 'No, no, finish your soup, my friend. I can wait in the cab until you've finished.' Jerry thanked him, then came back to Dolly.

'That's a real gentleman, Dolly,' he said. 'He has time and thought for the comfort of a poor cab driver.'

Jerry finished his soup, then we took the man to Clapham. After that, he took our cab several times, and often came to pat me. It was very unusual for anyone to notice a cab horse, and I was grateful.

Another day, the gentleman saw a cart with two horses standing in the street. The driver was not with them and I don't know how long they had been standing there. However, they decided to move on a few steps.

Suddenly, the cart driver ran out of a building and caught them. He seemed very angry and began to whip the horses hard, even beating them around the head.

Our gentleman saw him and walked quickly across. 'Stop that at once, or I'll call the police!' he said.

The driver was drunk and he began to shout, but he stopped whipping the horses. Meanwhile, our gentleman wrote down the name and address that was on the side of the cart.

'Why do you want that?' shouted the driver.

Our gentleman didn't answer. He came back to the cab. 'Many people have thanked me for telling them how their horses have been used,' he told Jerry.

'I wish there were more gentlemen like you, sir,' said Jerry. 'They're needed in this city.'



cab n. car or carriage that may be hired for journey 出租马车；出租汽车。

passenger n. person being conveyed by bus, taxi, etc. 乘客。

opinion n. view, belief 看法；意见。

crowd n. a large number of people. （人）群。

cart n. 两轮轻便马车或载货马车。

discover v. find out 发现。

fresh adj. pure, cool 新鲜的。

brush out 刷洗干净。

extra adj. beyond what is usual, additional 特别的；额外的。

shut... in enclose 围住；关在……里面。

suitcase n. case for carrying clothes 衣箱。

be full of be completely filled with 充满。

soup n. liquid food 汤。

grateful adj. thankful, pleasant 感激的；高兴的。

address n. place of residence 地址，住址。


10　在伦敦拉出租马车

[image: alt]

杰利·巴克尔是个小个儿男人，但他结实、健壮、动作敏捷。他住在伦敦，是个赶出租马车的。杰利的妻子波莉身材小巧，有一头光滑的黑发和一双乌黑的眼睛。他儿子叫哈利，快12岁了，个子高高的，脾气挺好。女儿多莉8岁，看上去和妈妈很像。

杰利有自己的一辆马车和两匹马，他自己赶马、料理马。他的另外一匹马高大洁白，名叫上尉。第二天上午，波莉和多莉来看我。哈利从那天一大早就帮父亲干活儿，已断定我是匹好马。波莉给我带来一片苹果，多莉给我拿了些面包。

“我们叫他杰克吧，和上回那匹一样，”杰利说，“好吗，波莉？”

“好，”她说，“我喜欢沿用一个好名字。”

上尉整个上午都出去拉车，我则是下午当班。杰利非常注意我的轭具和笼头是否舒服——而且也没有绳套儿啦！

我们去了车站，那儿有其他的马车在等候旅客，我们站在了最后一辆车的后面。几个马车夫过来看我。

“太俊了，”一个说，“有一天早上醒来你会发现他有毛病。”

一个穿灰上衣、戴灰帽的男人走上前来。他叫格兰特，看上去是那种快活、聪明的人。他在车站的时间比其他人都长，所以大家都让开道让他过来看看我，等着听他的意见。

他非常仔细地打量了我，然后说：

“他正适合你，杰利。不管你付了多少钱，他都值。”

我拉车的第一个星期很辛苦。我不习惯伦敦——噪音、匆忙、拥挤的马匹和车辆。但是杰利是个好车夫，很快就发现我愿意工作并且不偷懒。他对我从不用鞭子。很快我们就彼此理解了，那是一匹马和一个人之间所能达到的最深的理解。杰利总把我们收拾得干干净净，还给我们足够的食物和清水，星期日我们还休息。

我从没见过比我的新主人更好的人。他善良、脾气好，就像约翰·曼利。哈利对马厩的活儿很精通，总是在卖力地做。波莉和多莉早上来把马车刷干净、擦玻璃，同时杰利给我和上尉刷洗。这一家大小之间总是笑声不断，乐趣盎然，这一切使我和上尉也很快活。

这一家子早上总是来得很早，因为杰利不喜欢迟到。杰利经常为那些自己晚了，光会催他快赶车的人生气。

一天，两个野里野气的年轻人喊他。

“车夫，快点儿，我们赶维多利亚火车站一点钟的火车，快误点了。快送我们去。双倍付钱！”

“我只用正常速度送你们，先生们，”杰利说，“多付钱买不来超速度。”

拉利的车就在我们旁边，他打开门说：“我为你们效劳，先生们！我的马能保证把你们按时送到。”拉利把他们送进车，关门时，笑着看着杰利说：“他总是不愿意比小跑更快一点！”然后，他狠命抽打着他的马，飞快地跑走了。杰利拍着我的脖子说：“多付钱也买不来那种事，对吗，杰克？”

虽然他反对死命狂奔以取悦那些粗心大意的人，而总是按正常速度行驶，但是遇上理由正当时，他也不反对赶时间。

我记得一天早上，我们正站在车站等旅客，一个小伙子拎着一只大箱子从旁边走过。他踩在了路上的一片苹果上，重重地摔倒了。杰利跑过去帮助他站起来，然后扶他到一家店铺里坐下。

过了一会儿，那小伙子苍白、病弱地走出店铺叫杰利，我们走了过去。

“你能送我到东南火车站吗？”他说，“我跌了这一跤，要迟到了，事情很重要，我不能误12点的火车。如果你能及时送我过去，我会多付钱给你。”

“我们会尽力的，先生。”杰利说，并扶他上了车。

中午在城市中驾车是很难跑快的，街道上满是车辆。但是杰利和我已习惯了，没人能比我们更快了。在这样的街上，所有的车都以不同的速度向不同的方向行驶着，我们在车流中穿行，进进出出，出出进进，以一匹马能达到的最快速度向前跑。当我们到达车站时，大钟正指向差8分钟12点。

“我们及时到了！”小伙子高兴地说，“谢谢你，我的朋友，也谢谢你的好马。拿着，这是小费……”

“不，先生，”杰利说，“谢谢你，可是小费就不必了。我很高兴能及时赶到——现在快去赶你的火车吧。”

当我们回到车站时，其他人都在大笑，因为杰利刚才为追火车而拼命赶车了。

“他付了多少小费给你，杰利？”一个车夫说。

“一个子儿也没有。”杰利说，“他要给我小费，但是我没拿。如果杰克和我愿意时不时快跑一下，那也是我们的事，你们管不着。”

“你这样永远也成不了富翁。”拉利说。

“也许成不了，”杰利说，“但我会是个快乐的人！”

“而你呢，拉利，”格兰特先生加了一句，“会贫穷地死去，因为你花太多钱买新鞭子，把你可怜的马抽个半死——然后你就得再买一匹。”

“唉，我靠我的马从没走运过。”拉利说。

“你走不了运，”格兰特先生说，“好运挑选良伴，挑的常是那些善良、聪明的人。反正这是我的经验。”

他又转回身去看报纸了，其他人也回到了自己的车里。

*　*　*

冬天来得早，带着雪、雨和强劲的风，差不多连着几个星期都是如此。杰利有时去车站附近的一个咖啡店。有时多莉送来一些波莉给他做的热汤。

一个刮风的冷天，多莉正等着杰利喝汤，一个先生走了过来。杰利忙把汤碗递给多莉，正要揭我身上的盖布，那人说：“不，不，把汤喝完，我的朋友。我可以在车里等着你喝完。”杰利谢过他，回到多莉身旁。

“那是个真正的绅士，多莉，”他说，“他肯为一个可怜的赶车人的冷暖着想。”

杰利喝完了汤，我们就把那人拉到克莱范姆。后来他又坐了几次我们的车，常来拍拍我。有人这么注意一匹拉车的马可真少见。我对他心存感激。

又有一天，这位先生看见两匹马拉着一辆车站在街道上。车夫不在，我不知道他们已等了多久。不过，他们开始踱了几步。

突然，车夫从一栋楼里跑出来抓住了他们。他看上去很生气，狠狠地抽打起马，甚至抽打马头。

我们这位先生看见了他，就快步走过去。

“立刻住手，不然我喊警察了！”他说。

车夫醉了，他喊叫起来，不过他不再抽马了。同时，我们的先生抄下了在车身一侧的名字和地址。

“你干吗这样？”车夫喊道。

我们的先生没有回答。他走回我们的车。“很多人都感谢我，因为我告诉了他们，他们的马是被怎样使用的。”他对杰利说。

“我希望有更多的人像您，先生，”杰利说，“这座城市需要这样的人。”
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Goodbye to old friends

One day we were waiting outside one of the London parks when a dirty old cab drove up beside ours. The horse was brown, with bones that showed through her coat. I was eating some hay and the wind took a little of it her way. The poor animal put out her long thin neck and picked it up, then turned and looked for more. There was a hopeless look in her dull eye and I wondered where I'd seen her before. Then she looked straight at me.

'Black Beauty, is that you?' she said.

It was Ginger! But how different she looked! Her face, which was once so full of life, was now miserable and full of pain, and her breathing was very bad.

I moved closer to her so that we could have a quiet talk, and it was a sad story that she told me. After twelve months' rest at Earlshall she was considered to be ready to work again, and was sold to a gentleman. She got on well for a little while, but after a long gallop one day, she became ill again. She was rested, was seen by a horse-doctor, then sold. In this way, she went from owner to owner several times, each one poorer than the one before.

'So at last I was bought by a man who keeps a number of cabs and horses, and hires them out,' said Ginger. 'You look happy and comfortable with life as a cab horse, and I'm glad, but it's different for me. They whip me and work me seven days a week. They say that they paid more for me than I was worth, and now they're trying to get their money back by working me until I drop.'

'You used to stand up and fight when people were cruel to you,' I said.

'Yes, I did once,' said Ginger. 'But men are stronger than we are, and if they're cruel and have no feelings, then there's nothing we can do about it. Oh, I wish the end would come. I wish I was dead.'

I was very sad. I put my nose against hers but could find nothing to say that would cheer her up. I think she was pleased to see me, because she said, 'You're the only friend I ever had.'

A few weeks after this, a cart with a dead horse in it passed by our cab stand. It was a brown horse with a long thin neck, and I believe it was Ginger. I hoped it was, because then her troubles would be over.

*　　*　　*

There was one day when we were very busy. First a fat gentleman with a large bag wanted to go to Bishopsgate Station; then we were called by a lady who wanted to be taken to Regent's Park; then a man jumped into the cab and called out, 'Bow Street Police Station, quick!'

After another journey or two, we came back to the cab stand and Jerry gave me some food, saying, 'We must eat when we can on days like this, Jack.' And he took out the meat and bread Polly had given him.

But neither of us had eaten many mouthfuls before a poor young woman came along the street. She was carrying a child and she looked lost and worried.

'Can you tell me the way to St Thomas's Hospital, please?' she asked. 'I have to take my little boy there, and I'm a stranger in London.' The little boy was crying as she spoke. 'He's in great pain and can't walk, but the doctor says that if I can get him to the hospital, then perhaps he'll get well again.'

'You can't carry him through the crowds,' said Jerry. 'It's five kilometres, and that child is heavy.'

'I'm strong,' said the woman. 'I think I can manage, if I know the way.'

'You can't do it. Just get into this cab and I'll drive you there. Don't you see that it's beginning to rain?'

'No, sir, I can't do that,' she said. 'I've only just enough money to get me home again.'

'Listen,' said Jerry. 'I've got a wife and children at home, and I'd be ashamed of myself if I let a woman and a sick child put themselves in danger. Get in the cab and I'll take you for nothing.'

'Oh, how kind you are!' said the woman, and began to cry.

Jerry opened the door but two men ran up, calling out, 'Cab!'

'It's taken,' said Jerry, but one man pushed past the woman and jumped in, followed by the other. 'This cab is already taken, gentlemen,' Jerry said again, 'by this lady.'

'Lady!' said one of the men unpleasantly, looking at the woman's poor clothes. 'She can wait. Our business is very important, and anyway, we were in first, and we'll stay in.'

A smile came over Jerry's face as he shut the cab door. 'Stay in as long as you like, gentlemen. I can wait while you rest yourselves.' He walked over to the young woman who was standing nearby. 'They'll soon be gone, don't worry,' he said, laughing.

And he was right. When the two men realized that they were going to have a very long wait, they got out, calling Jerry all kinds of bad names. After this, we were soon on our way to the hospital.

'Thank you a thousand times,' said the young woman, as Jerry helped her out of the cab.

'I hope your child will soon be better,' said Jerry. He watched her go in, then patted my neck. It was something he always did when he was pleased.

The rain was now coming down fast and, just as we were leaving the hospital, a lady came down the steps calling, 'Cab!' Jerry seemed to know her at once.

'Jerry Barker, is it you?' said the woman. 'I'm very glad to find you here. It's difficult to get a cab in this part of London today.'

'I'll be proud to take you,' said Jerry. 'Where do you want to go?'

'Paddington Station,' said the woman.

We got to the station and went in under cover. The lady stood beside the cab talking to Jerry for some time, and I discovered that she was once Polly's mistress.

'How do you like cab work in the winter?' she asked Jerry. 'Polly was worried about your cough last year.'

'She worries because I work all hours and in all kinds of weather,' said Jerry. 'But I get on all right, and I would be lost without horses to look after.'

'It would be wrong to harm your health in this work when you have a wife and two children,' said the lady. 'There are many places where good drivers or grooms are wanted. If you ever decide to give up cab work, let me know.' She put something into his hand. 'There's some money for the children.'

Jerry thanked her and, after leaving the station, we went home.

*　　*　　*

Christmas and the New Year are no holidays for cab drivers and their horses. People go to parties and dances, and the work is often late. Sometimes driver and horse have to wait for hours, shaking with cold.

We had a lot of late work during Christmas week and Jerry's cough was bad. On New Year's Eve we took two gentlemen to a house in the West End, and were told to come for them at eleven o'clock. 'You may have to wait a few minutes, but don't be late,' one of them said.

Jerry arrived at the right time and we waited. The wind was very cold and it was snowing. Jerry pulled one of my cloths higher over my neck, then walked up and down, trying to keep warm.

At half-past twelve, Jerry rang the door-bell and asked if the gentlemen still wanted the cab. The man at the door said, 'Oh, yes, you'll be wanted.'

At one o'clock the door opened and two men came out. They got in the cab without a word, and told Jerry where to drive. It was three kilometres away, and when the men got out they didn't say they were sorry for the long wait, but they were angry when Jerry made them pay for the extra waiting time. But it was money hard-earned.

When we got home, Jerry could not speak, and his cough was terrible, but he groomed me and made sure that I was warm and comfortable.

It was late the next morning before anyone came, and then it was only Harry. He cleaned us and gave us our food but was very quiet. Later that morning he came again, and this time Dolly came with him. She was crying, and I discovered from their conversation that Jerry was dangerously ill.

Two days passed, and only Harry and Dolly came to the stable. On the third day, Mr Grant from the cab stand arrived when Harry was in the stable. 'I won't go to the house, boy, but how is your father?' he said.

'He's very bad,' said Harry.

'I'm sorry to hear that,' said Mr Grant. 'He's the best man I know.'

But when he came the next day, Harry was able to tell him, 'Father is better today. Mother hopes he will get over it soon.'

'Thank God!' said Mr Grant. He was a kind man, and did a lot to help the family during this time, because while Jerry was ill, he was earning no money, and we all had to eat.

Jerry got slowly better, but the doctor said he must never do cab work again. The children talked a lot about what their mother and father would do, but a few days later Dolly ran into the stable to find Harry.

'There's a letter from Mrs Fowler, mother's old mistress!' said Dolly. 'She wants father to be her carriage driver, and we're going to live in a cottage in the country—with chickens and apple trees, and everything!'

This was bad news for me. I was not young now, and could not hope for a better master than Jerry, although Mr Grant promised to find a comfortable place for me.

I never saw Jerry again and was very sorry to leave.



hopeless adj. without hope 绝望的，无望的。

dull adj. (color, light, etc.) not bright 暗淡的。

cheer sb. up make sb. happier 使某人高兴起来。

mouthful n. a quantity as much as can be put into the mouth comfortably at one time 一口的量。

manage v. succeed, contrive 完成；设法办到。

ashamed adj. embarrassed by shame 羞耻的。

anyway adv. in any case 无论如何。

cover n. hiding-place, shelter 躲藏之处，躲避之处。

earn v. get in return for work 赚钱；挣。

cottage n. small house in the countryside 村舍；乡舍。


11　告别老友
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一天我们在伦敦的一个公园门外等客，一辆又脏又旧的车从我们身旁经过。那马是棕色的，瘦骨嶙峋。我正在吃草，风把几根草刮到她那边。可怜的家伙伸着她又瘦又长的脖子把草叼了起来，又转过头来找别的草吃。在她黯淡的眼睛中有一股绝望的神情，我寻思自己以前在哪儿见过它。她也定定地看着我。

“黑骏马，是你吗？”她说。

是金儿！可她变化多大呀！她的脸，曾经是那么有生气的一张脸，现在悲惨而痛楚，她的呼吸也非常不好。

我凑近它，这样我们可以小声交谈。她给我讲了一个悲伤的故事。在沙尔伯爵庄园休养了一年后，主人认为她又能干活了，就把她卖给了一位先生。她开始还好，但是有一天经过长时间奔跑后，她又病了。她停止工作，看了医生，又被卖掉了。这样，她被从这个人卖到那个人，一个不如一个。

“最后我被一个有好多辆车和马供出租的人买下了，”金儿说，“看样子你拉车也挺高兴、挺舒服，我也为你高兴，可生活对我就不同了。他们抽打我，让我一周工作7天。他们说买我不值，现在他们要我拼命工作，帮他们把钱挣回来，直到我倒下。”

“你以前对残酷的人都是奋起斗争的呀！”我说。

“是的，我曾经这样做过。”金儿说，“可是人比我们强大，如果他们残暴无情的话，我们就没办法了。哦，我希望死期快点来。真希望我已经死了。”

我非常难过。我把鼻子贴着她的鼻子，可不知道说什么才能让她振作起来。我想她见到我很高兴，因为她说：“你是我曾有过的唯一的朋友。”

几个星期以后，一辆拉着一匹死马的车从我们的车站旁经过。那是一匹棕色的马，有着又瘦又长的脖子，我相信那是金儿。我希望如此，因为那样她的一切苦难就都结束了。

*　*　*

有一天我们非常忙。先是一个带大包的胖先生想去比少普盖特火车站；然后一位太太要我们拉她去雷根特公园；再后是一个人跳上车喊道：“波街警察局。快点！”

又跑了一两趟后，我们回到车站，杰利喂了我一些食物，说：“当我们这样工作时，我们必须得抽空就吃东西，杰克。”说着他掏出波莉给他的肉和面包来吃。

我们俩都还没吃上几口，一个可怜的年轻女人就沿街道走过来了。她抱着一个小孩，看上去不知所措，忧心忡忡。

“您能告诉我去圣托马斯医院怎么走吗？”她问，“我得带我的儿子去医院，我是外地人。”小男孩在她说话时一直哭闹着，“他疼得连路都走不了，大夫说如果把他送到医院，也许他会好起来的。”

“你没法儿抱着他穿过这么挤的人群，”杰利说，“医院有5公里远，再说孩子又重。”

“我有力气，”女人说，“我觉得我能走到，只要知道路怎么走。”

“你没法儿自己去。上车吧，我送你去。你没看到开始下雨了吗？”

“不，先生，我不能坐您的车，”她说，“我只剩下回家的钱了。”

“听我说，”杰利说，“我家里有老婆孩子，如果我眼看着一个妇女和她生病的孩子处于危险之中而不顾，我会感到非常羞耻的。上车吧，我免费送你们。”

“噢，您太好了！”妇女说着，哭了起来。

杰利打开车门，这当儿两个男人跑了过来，喊着：“马车！”

“已经有人要了！”杰利说，可是一个男人冲到妇女前面跳上了车，另一个也跳了上来。“这车已经有人要了，先生们。”杰利又说了一遍，“这位女士要了。”

“女士！”其中一个男人不高兴地说，一边看着妇女那破旧的衣服。“她可以等，我们的事情非常重要，再说，是我们先上的车，我们就在车上呆着。”

杰利听罢，脸上掠过一丝微笑，他关上车门说：“爱呆多久呆多久吧！先生们。在里面歇着好了。我等着你们。”然后他向站在旁边的年轻妇女走过去。“他们很快就会走的，别担心！”他说着，笑起来。

他说对了。那两个男人意识到他们面临着漫长的等待，就用各种难听的话骂着杰利，钻出车门。然后很快我们就向医院赶去。

“非常非常感谢您。”杰利把她扶出车时年轻女人说道。

“我希望你的孩子能很快恢复健康。”杰利说。他看着她进了医院，然后拍了拍我的脖子。当他遇上高兴事儿时，他总爱这么做。

当时雨下得正大，正当我们要离开医院时，一个女士走下台阶，叫道：“马车！”杰利似乎马上认出了她。

“杰利·巴克尔，是你吗？”她说，“真高兴在这儿遇到你。今天在这一带很难叫到车。”

“能拉您我很荣幸！”杰利说，“您要去哪儿？”

“帕丁顿车站。”女士说。

我们到了车站，进入能避雨的地方。女士站在车旁和杰利说了一会儿话。我发现她曾是波莉的女主人。

“冬天赶车怎么样？”她问杰利，“波莉去年很担心你的咳嗽病。”

“她担心是因为我得在各种气候条件下长时间工作。”杰利说，“不过我适应得不错。再说要是不照顾马，我会很失落的。”

“可是你有妻子和两个孩子，把你的健康耗费在这项工作上是错误的，”女士说，“还有很多地方需要好车夫、好马夫。什么时候你打算不再干这活儿了，就告诉我。”她往他手里放了点儿东西，“这是给孩子们的钱。”

杰利谢了她，然后我们就离开车站回家了。

*　*　*

对于马夫和他们的马来说，圣诞节和新年是不算休息日的。人们去聚会、跳舞，我们的活儿都比较晚。有时车夫和马匹不得不等上几个小时，冻得发抖。

圣诞节那一周，我们有很多晚活儿。杰利的咳嗽加剧了。新年前夜，我们把两位先生送到西区一座房子，他们叫我们11点来接。“你们可能得等上几分钟，可是不能迟到。”他们中的一个说。

杰利正点到达，我们等着。风很冷，又下着雪。杰利把我身上的一块盖布拉高罩住我的脖子，他自己则走来走去，试图保持温暖。

12点半了，杰利按门铃问那两位先生是否还想要车。门房答道：“噢，是的，他们还会需要你。”

1点了，门开了，两个男人走了出来。他们坐进车里，什么也没说，只告诉杰利到哪儿去。路有3公里远，到下车时他们也没有为让我们等了这么长时间而说句抱歉的话，反而因为杰利让他们付超时等候费而生了气。我们挣的真是辛苦钱。

我们回到家时，杰利连话也说不出来了，他咳得厉害极了，但他还是给我刷洗了一遍，以确保我温暖、舒适。

第二天早上到很晚还没有人来马厩，最后只有哈利来了。他把我们收拾了一遍，又喂了我们些吃的，却一言不发。上午晚些时候他又来了一趟，这回多莉也一起来了。她哭着，从他们的交谈中，我发觉杰利病情很危险。

两天过去了，只有哈利和多莉来马厩。第三天，车站的格兰特先生来了，哈利正站在马厩里。“我不进屋了，孩子，你父亲怎么样了？”他问。

“他糟透了。”哈利说。

“我真难过，”格兰特先生说，“他是我所认识的最好的人。”

不过第二天当他来时，哈利已能告诉他说：“爸爸今天好点了，妈妈希望他的病很快能好。”

“感谢上帝！”格兰特先生说。他是个善良的人，而且在这期间帮了这家人很多忙，因为杰利病了，就没法挣钱，可我们都得吃饭。

杰利慢慢地好起来了，可医生要他再也别干这行了。孩子们经常讨论爸爸妈妈将要做什么，几天后多莉跑进马厩找哈利。

“妈妈以前的女主人弗乐太太来了一封信！”多莉说，“她要爸爸做她的车夫，我们将住在乡村小屋里，有小鸡、苹果树，和一切！”

对我来说，这可不是好消息。我现在不再年轻了，也不可能遇上比杰利更好的主人了，尽管格兰特先生保证他会为我找一个好主儿。

我再也没有见到过杰利，离开他我非常难过。


12
Hard times

I was sold to a baker who Jerry knew, but the baker's cart driver was a man called Jakes, who drove with the bearing rein up. This made it difficult for me to pull a heavy cart, and I found the work very hard.

One day, after three or four months of this, I was pulling the cart, which was much heavier than usual, up a steep hill. I had to stop several times to rest, which didn't please Jakes.

'Move on, you lazy horse, or I'll make you!' he shouted, and he hit me with his whip.

After a few more metres, I had to stop again. The whip came down across my back once more and the pain was sharp. I was doing my best but the driver was still punishing me cruelly, which seemed very unfair.

Jakes was whipping me a third time when a woman hurried over and said, 'Oh, please don't whip your horse like that. I think I can help, if you'll let me.'

Jakes laughed. 'Oh?'

'He can't use all his strength when his head is held back with that bearing rein,' the woman went on. 'If you take it off, I'm sure he'll do better.'

'Anything to please a lady,' said Jakes, smiling.

The rein was taken off and I moved my head up and down several times to help my aching neck.

'Poor boy, is that what you wanted?' said the woman, patting me. She turned to Jakes. 'If you speak to him kindly and lead him on, I believe he'll do better.'

Jakes took the rein, and I put down my head and moved on. I pulled the cart up the hill, then stopped to take a breath.

'Well, that helped,' said Jakes, 'but if I went without a bearing rein all the time, the other cart drivers would laugh at me. It's fashionable, you see.'

'It's better to start a good fashion than to follow a bad one,' said the woman. 'Many gentlemen don't use bearing reins now.'

She gave me another pat on the neck and walked on.

After that, Jakes always took off my bearing rein when I was going up a hill, and that made my life easier. But pulling heavy carts day after day slowly began to exhaust me and a younger horse was brought in to do my work.

*　　*　　*

I was sold to another cab owner whose name was Nicholas Skinner. He was hard on his drivers, and they were hard on the horses. We worked long hours, had no Sunday rest, and it was a hot summer.

My driver was just as hard as his master, and he had a cruel whip with something sharp at the end which often cut me and made me bleed. It was a terrible life, and sometimes, like poor Ginger, I wished I was dead.

One day I nearly got my wish.

We were at the railway station when a family of four people hired us. There was a noisy man with a lady, a little boy, a young girl, and a lot of heavy luggage.

'Father,' said the young girl, 'this poor horse can't take us and all our luggage. He's too tired.'

'Oh, he's all right, miss!' said my driver. He put a heavy box on the cab with the other luggage.

'Father, please take a second cab,' said the girl. 'I'm sure this is very cruel.'

'Grace, get in at once, and don't be stupid,' said her father. 'The driver knows his own business.'

My gentle friend had to obey, and box after box was lifted up and put on the top of the cab, or next to the driver. Then the driver hit me with his whip and we moved out of the station.

The cab was very heavy and I had not eaten or rested since early that morning. I did my best and got along quite well until we came to Ludgate Hill. By then I was exhausted, and the heavy cab was too much for me. My feet went from under me and I fell heavily, knocking all the breath out of me. I lay quite still because I could not move. Indeed, I expected to die.

There were angry voices above me and luggage was taken off the cab, but it was all like a dream. I thought I heard the girl's voice saying, 'Oh, that poor horse! It's all our fault!'

Someone loosened my bridle and collar, and another voice said, 'He's dead, he'll never get up again.' I heard a policeman giving orders but I did not open my eyes. Cold water was thrown over my head, some medicine was put into my mouth, and I was covered with a cloth.

I don't know how long I was there, but a man with a kind voice persuaded me to try to get up—and I managed it. Then I was gently led to some stables close by.

That evening, I was taken back to Skinner's stables, and the next morning the horse-doctor came to see me.

'He's been worked too hard,' said the doctor. 'There's no strength left in him.'

'Then he must go for dog food,' said Skinner. 'I have no fields for sick horses. It doesn't suit my business. I work them for as long as they'll go, then I sell them for what I can get.'

'There's a horse fair in ten days' time,' said the doctor. 'If you rest him and give him food, he may get better, and then you may get more than his skin's worth.'

Luckily for me, Skinner took the doctor's advice and, after rest and food, I began to feel better. Ten days later, I was taken to the horse fair, a few miles outside London.



punish v. cause suffering for wrong doing 惩罚。

strength n. energy 力气；力量。

bleed v. lose blood 流血。

luggage n. bags, trunks, etc. taken on a journey 行李。

loosen v. make loose 放松。

fair n. periodical gathering for sale of goods, often with shows, at place and time fixed by custom 定期集市。


12　苦日子
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我被卖给了杰利认识的一位面包师。这面包师的车夫是个叫贾克的男人。他喜欢把绳套收得紧紧的。这叫我拉重物时很困难。我发现这工作很不好干。

这样过了三四个月。一天，我正拉车上一个很陡的小山。这次车比以往都沉重得多。我不得不几次停下来休息，这让贾克很不高兴。

“走啊，你这懒马！我要抽你了！”他喊着并用鞭子抽我。

拉了几米，我又得停下来。鞭子又落在我的后背上，疼得钻心。我已经尽力了，可车夫还无情地惩罚我，这非常不公平。

贾克第三次抽我的时候，一位妇女跑过来说：“噢，请你别那样抽你的马。我想我能帮忙，如果你愿意的话。”

贾克笑起来，“噢？”

“他的头被绳套向后拉得抬起来，这样他就使不上力气，”妇女接下去说，“如果你卸下绳套，我肯定他能干好。”

“只要能让女士开心，我什么事都可以干！”贾克笑着说。

绳套拆了下来，我上下活动了几次酸疼的脖子。

“可怜的孩子，你就想这样吧？”女人说着拍拍我。她转向贾克，“只要对他说几句好话，并牵着它，我相信他会干得更好。”

贾克拾起缰绳，我低下头拉起来。我把车拉上了山顶，停下来喘着气。

“咦，倒是管用，”贾克说，“可是如果我一直不用绳套，其他车夫会笑我的。这是潮流，你知道吧。”

“开始一个好潮流比追随一个坏潮流强。”妇女说，“现在很多绅士已不再用绳套了。”

她又拍了拍我的脖子，然后走了。

从那以后，贾克在我上山时就摘下绳套，这让我的日子好过了一些。但是日复一日地拉重车慢慢耗尽了我的体力，一匹年轻的马被带来接替我。

*　*　*

我被卖给了另一个叫尼古拉斯·斯基耐尔的出租马车车主。他对车夫很冷酷，车夫就把气撒在马身上。我们长时间地工作，星期天也不能休息。当时又是炎热的夏天。

我的车夫和他的主人一样冷酷，他的鞭子梢上有什么锐利的东西，经常使我受伤流血。生活真是可怕，有时，我就像可怜的金儿，巴不得自己死掉。

有一天，这个愿望差点儿就实现了。

当时我们在火车站，有一家四口来叫车。这一家有一个吵吵嚷嚷的男人和一位女士、一个小男孩和一个小女孩，还有很多沉重的行李。

“爸爸，”小女孩说，“这匹可怜的马拉不了我们和我们的行李，他太累了。”

“哦，他没问题，小姐！”我的车夫说。他把一个重箱子放到车上，和其他行李放在一起。

“爸爸，坐别的车吧，”小女孩说，“我觉得这太残酷了。”

“格蕾丝，赶快上车，别犯傻了，”她爸爸说，“车夫自己知道。”

我温柔的朋友只好遵从，一个又一个箱子被举起放到车顶上，或是车夫旁。然后车夫抽了我一鞭子，我们走出了车站。

车子很沉。我从清早起就没吃过东西，也没休息过。我尽力在拉，直到鲁德盖特山，我都做得很好。到了那儿我已精疲力尽了，车子实在是太重了。我的脚在身子下面绊了一下，便重重地跌倒了，气都喘不上来了。我静静地躺在地上动弹不得。真的，我希望死掉。

我头顶上响起愤怒的声音，行李被从车上卸下来，这一切都像是个梦。我好像听到那女孩的声音在说：“噢，可怜的马，这全是我们的错！”

有人解下了我的笼头和轭具，另一个声音说：“他死了，再也站不起来了。”我听见一个警察在下命令，可我没有睁开眼睛。冷水浇在我的头上，药喂进我嘴里，一块布盖到了我的身上。

我不知道在那儿躺了多久，后来一个男人和善的声音劝我试着站起来——我做到了。随后我被轻轻地牵到附近的一个马厩。

那天晚上，我被带回斯基耐尔的马厩。第二天一早兽医来看我。

“他干活过于劳累，”医生说，“已经没体力了。”

“那他只有去喂狗了，”斯基耐尔说，“我可没地方养这些病马。这对我的生意不利。我得尽可能地使用他们，然后卖掉，能得一点是一点。”

“10天后有一个马市，”医生说，“如果让他休息一下，再喂些吃的，他会好起来，你也能卖个比马皮好点儿的价钱。”

真幸运，斯基耐尔听从了医生的建议。靠着休息和食物，我开始觉得好一点了。10天后，我被带到伦敦外几英里的马市。


13
My last home

I was sold to a farmer at the horse fair, but it was his young grandson who persuaded him to buy me.

The two of them walked past me and, seeing kindness in the farmer's face, I lifted my head, put my ears forward and tried to look my best.

The farmer stopped and looked at me. 'There's a horse, Willie, that has known better days,' he said.

'Poor thing!' said the boy. 'Do you think he was ever a carriage horse, grandfather?'

'Oh, yes,' said the farmer. 'Look at his fine head and the shape of his neck and shoulder.' He reached out a hand and patted me on the neck. I put out my nose in answer to his kindness, and the boy gently put his hand against my face.

'Look how well he understands kindness,' said the boy. 'Won't you buy him, and make him young and strong again?'

The man who was selling me said, 'The boy can recognize a good horse, sir. This one isn't old, just tired and thin from too much work. In six months, he'll be fine.'

Five pounds changed hands and, soon after, I was taken to my new home. The farmer gave orders for me to have hay and oats every night and morning, and I was let out into a large field in the daytime. Willie, the young boy, was responsible for me, and he came to see me every day, bringing carrots or apples.

During that winter, the rest, the good food, the soft grass and gentle running and trotting all helped to make me feel quite young again. When the spring came, the farmer tried me with a carriage, and I did the work quite easily.

'He's growing young, Willie,' he said. 'We'll give him some gentle work and look for a good home for him.'

*　　*　　*

One day during this summer, the groom cleaned and dressed me with special care, and Willie seemed half-worried and half-excited as he got into the carriage with his grandfather.

'I hope the ladies like him,' said the farmer.

A kilometre or two beyond the village, we came to a pretty house, and Willie went to knock on the door. He asked if Miss Blomefield and Miss Ellen were at home. They were, and Willie stayed with me while the farmer went into the house. He came back about ten minutes later with three ladies. They seemed to like me, but one of them, worried by my knees, wondered if I was safe.

'It's true his knees were broken once,' said the farmer, 'but we don't know why he fell. It was probably a careless driver, and not the horse's fault at all. He seems very safe to me. If you like him, you can try him for a few weeks,' he went on. 'Then your driver will see what he thinks of him.'

One of the three ladies—a tall, white-faced lady, who held the arm of a younger woman—said, 'You have always given us good advice about our horses, so we accept your offer to try him.'

The next morning, a young man came for me. He looked pleased until he saw my knees, then he said, 'I'm surprised you suggested this horse to my ladies.'

'You're only taking him to try him,' said the farmer. 'If he's not as safe as any horse you ever drove, send him back, young man.'

I was taken to a comfortable stable, given some food, then left to myself.

The next day, the groom was cleaning my face when he said, 'That's just like the star that Black Beauty had on his forehead. I wonder where he is now.' He looked more closely at me. 'White star on the forehead, one white foot—and a little white place on his back! It must be Black Beauty! Beauty! Do you know me? I'm little Joe Green, who almost killed you!' And he began patting me all over my back.

I could not say I remembered him, as he was now a fine young man with a black moustache and a deep voice. But I was sure he knew me, and that he was Joe Green, and I was very glad. I put my nose up to him and tried to say that we were friends. I never saw a man so pleased.

That afternoon, I was harnessed to a carriage for Miss Ellen to try me. Joe Green went with her and told her that he was sure I was Mr Gordon's old Black Beauty.

'I shall write to Mrs Gordon and tell her that her favourite horse has come to us,' said Miss Ellen. 'How pleased she will be!'

I have now lived in this happy place a whole year. Joe is the best and kindest of grooms. My work is easy and pleasant, and I feel my strength coming back again.

The ladies have promised that they will never sell me, and so I have nothing to fear; and here my story ends. My troubles are all over, and I am at home; and often, before I am quite awake, I dream I am still in the field at Birtwick, standing with my old friends under the apple trees.



shape n. outer form, outline 外形；样子；形状。

responsible adj. morally or legally liable for carrying out a duty 道义上负有责任。

carrot n. 胡萝卜。

beyond prep. on the farther side of... 在……的那一边。

accept v. receive 接受。

moustache n. hair growing on the upper lip 髭；嘴上胡子。

be awake arouse from sleep 醒来。


13　我最后的家

[image: alt]

我在马市上被卖给了一个农夫，不过是他的小孙子说服他买我的。

他们两个从我身边走过。看到农夫脸上的善意，我抬起头，把耳朵竖起来，尽量使自己看上去好看一点。

农夫停下脚看着我。“这儿有一匹马，威利，他有过好日子，”他说。

“可怜的马！”男孩说，“你是说他曾是一匹拉马车的马吗，爷爷？”

“哦，是啊，”农夫说，“看他优美的头部和他脖子、肩膀的线条。”他伸手拍拍我的脖子。我伸过鼻子回应他的好意，男孩把他的手轻轻地放在我的脸上。

“看他多能理解别人的好意，”男孩说，“你为什么不买了他，让他重新年轻、强壮起来呢？”

卖我的人开口了：“这孩子识货，先生。这马不老，只是干活太多，才这么又累又瘦。6个月后他就会好的。”

5英镑过了手，很快我就被带回了新的家。农夫让我每天早晚吃草和燕麦，白天准我出去到大片田野中。威利，那男孩子，对我很负责。他每天来看我，给我带来胡萝卜或苹果。

冬天里，休息和良好的食物，柔软的草和轻快的小跑都令我重新感到年轻。春天来到的时候，农夫试着让我拉车，我干得相当轻松。

“他越来越年轻了，威利，”他说，“我们会给他些轻活儿干干，再为他找个好去处。”

*　*　*

夏季里的一天，马夫仔细地给我清洗过，又给我打扮了，威利看上去半喜半忧，和爷爷一起坐进马车。

“我希望小姐们喜欢他。”农夫说。

出村一两公里，我们来到了一栋美丽的房子前面，威利上前去敲门。他问布劳姆菲尔德小姐和爱伦小姐是否在家。她们在，农夫就进了屋子，威利则和我呆在一起。10分钟后农夫回来了，还带着3位小姐。她们看上去很喜欢我，可其中的一个有些担心我的膝盖，拿不准我是否安全。

“他的膝盖确实摔坏过一次，”农夫说，“我们也不知道他是怎么摔的。可能是个粗心的车夫，而根本不是这马的过错。在我看来，他非常安全。如果你们喜欢他，可以试几个星期，”他继续道，“那样你们的车夫就能知道他怎么样了。”

3位小姐之一——一位高高的、脸色白白的小姐——挽着另一位小姐的胳膊说：“你以往总是对我们的马提出好建议，所以我们就接受你的提议试试他吧。”

第二天一早，一个年轻人来了。他看上去很愉快，但看到我的膝盖时，他不太高兴，说：“我真惊讶你推荐这匹马给我的小姐们。”

“你就试试他好了，”农夫说，“如果他不如你驾驭过的其他马安全，就退给我，年轻人。”

我被带到了一个舒适的马厩，吃了点儿东西，然后就自己呆着。

第二天，马夫给我洗着脸，说：“他前额上的星记真像黑骏马。也不知他现在在哪儿。”他更仔细地看看我，“前额上的白星，一只白蹄——背上的一小块儿白！一定是黑骏马！黑骏马！你还认识我吗？我是小乔·格林，差点儿让你送命的那个！”他开始拍我的后背。

我没法儿说我想起了他，因为他现在是个有着黑胡子和深沉嗓音的英俊的小伙子啦。但我肯定他认识我，那么他就是乔·格林。我非常高兴。我向他抬起鼻子，想说我们是朋友。我还没见过有谁这么高兴过。

那天下午，我被套上车，让爱伦小姐试试我。乔·格林和她一起去并告诉她他肯定我是高顿先生以前的黑骏马。

“我要写信给高顿夫人，说她心爱的黑骏马来到了我们身边，”爱伦小姐说，“她会多么高兴啊！”

我现在已经在这个快乐的地方生活了整整一年。乔是最好最善良的马夫。我的工作轻松愉快，我觉得我的力气又回来了。

小姐们保证她们永远也不会卖掉我，所以我什么也不用怕了；我的故事也就此打住。那些麻烦都过去了，我现在是在家里。经常地，在我的睡梦中，我梦见自己还在伯特威克的田野中，和我的老朋友们一起站在苹果树下。


Exercises

A Checking your understanding




Chapters 1-3 Write answers to these questions.

1 What happened when Black Beauty was two years old?

2 What part of his training did Black Beauty find very useful?

3 What is a 'loose box'?

4 Why were the children afraid to come into the stable?

5 What happened on fine Sundays in summer, and why?

6 What had Ginger decided before she came to Birtwick Park?




Chapters 4-6 Who said this, and what were they talking about? 

1 'They never think that we get tired.'

2 'At that time, some owners thought it was fashionable.'

3 'He's not supposed to turn in through your gates.'

4 'Black Beauty was cleverer than we were.'

5 'Take this horse, somebody, while I go back for the other!'




Chapters 7-9 Who or what in these chapters... 

1 ...did Joe do wrong after Black Beauty's ride for the doctor?

2 ...did Lady Gray want York to do to her carriage horses?

3 ...jumped a wide ditch and fell with Lady Anne?

4 ...was Reuben Smith too drunk to notice on the ride home?

5 ...stole the oats which were meant for Black Beauty?




Chapters 10-13 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)? 

1 Jerry used the whip a lot and did not understand Black Beauty.

2 Jerry always did exactly what his passengers wanted.

3 Black Beauty hoped that the dead horse in the cart was Ginger.

4 Jerry had to stop doing cab work because of his health.

5 Black Beauty's next two owners were kind to their horses.

6 Black Beauty was sold to a farmer at a horse fair for ten pounds.

7 Joe Green recognized the star on Black Beauty's forehead.




B Working with language

1 Put this summary of Chapter 5 in the right order. 

1 so we had to go back and take a longer road to the river.

2 Just then a man ran up on the other side of the river,

3 John tried to lead me forward, but I still would not go.

4 One autumn day my master had to go to a distant town.

5 shouting that the bridge was broken in the middle.

6 On the way home the storm blew a tree down across the road,

7 because I knew that something was wrong.

8 There had been a lot of rain, and the river was very high.

9 When we came to the bridge, I would not go on to it,




2 Complete these sentences with information from the story. 

1 Ginger had a bad habit of biting people because...

2 When Black Beauty became very ill, Joe Green...

3 Although Mr Barry ordered the best oats, ...

4 The woman with the sick child could not pay for a cab, so...

5 Jerry was told to go to the West End at eleven o'clock, but...




C Activities

1 Who is your favourite, and your least favourite character in this story? Why? Write a few sentences about each of them.

2 Imagine you are James. Write a letter to your mother, telling her all about the night of the fire, and how you saved the horses.

3 At the time of this story horses were very useful and important animals. How are horses' lives different now, in your own country and in other countries? Do you think people are still cruel to horses? Write a short report to answer these questions.

4 Imagine you are a horse (or, if you prefer, some other animal) in today's world, and write about a day in your life.
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内容简介

胸前佩戴着红字的这个女人是个没有任何朋友的罪人。人们对她指指点点，那些受人尊重的人都唾弃她，牧师们用尖锐的言辞抨击她。耻辱不分日夜地追随着她。

故事发生在17世纪的新英格兰。当时，清教徒们飘洋过海来到美洲，建立了新的城镇，同时也带来了自己国家的宗教和习俗。在早期马萨诸塞州的波士顿，教会的势力非常强大——非常冷酷无情。任何违背教会和上帝训诫的人都会受到惩罚。

但是对于赫斯特·普林，这个生下私生子的女人来说，她并不是唯一的罪人。那谁是孩子的父亲呢？他为什么不大胆地公开自己的身份？为什么赫斯特要承受胸佩红字的耻辱，而她的情人却可以逃脱惩罚？他不是也同样有罪吗？


THE SCARLET LETTER

The woman who wears the scarlet letter on her bosom is a woman without friends, a woman who has sinned. Fingers point at her, respectable people turn their faces away from her, the priests speak hard words about her. Shame follows in her footsteps, night and day.

Because this is New England in the 1600s. The Puritans have crossed the sea to the shores of America, building their new towns, bringing their religion and their customs with them from the old country. And in the early years of Boston, in the state of Massachusetts, the church is strong—and unforgiving. Anyone who breaks the laws of the church, and of God, must be punished.

But Hester Prynne, whose husband is not her baby's father, did not sin alone. Who is the father of her child? Why does he not speak out? Why should Hester wear the scarlet letter of shame, and not her lover? Is he not guilty too?
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The Scarlet Letter

红　字




Salem, my home town...

A


Salem, my home town, is a quiet place, and not many ships call at the port here, though in the last century, before the war with Britain, the port was often busy. Now the ships go down the coast to the great seaports of Boston or New York, and grass grows in the streets around the old port buildings in Salem.

For a few years, when I was a young man, I worked in the port offices of Salem. Most of the time, there was very little work to do, and one day in 1849 I was looking through an old wooden box in one of the dusty, unused rooms of the building. It was full of papers about long-forgotten ships, but then something red caught my eye. I took it out and saw that it was a piece of red material, in the shape of a letter about ten centimetres long. It was the capital letter A. It was a wonderful piece of needlework, with patterns of gold thread around the letter, but the material was now worn thin with age.

It was a strange thing to find. What could it mean? Was it once part of some fashionable lady's dress long years ago? Perhaps a mark to show that the wearer was a famous person, or someone of good family or great importance?

I held it in my hands, wondering, and it seemed to me that the scarlet letter had some deep meaning, which I could not understand. Then I held the letter to my chest and—you must not doubt my words—experienced a strange feeling of burning heat. Suddenly the letter seemed to be not red material, but red-hot metal. I trembled, and let the letter fall upon the floor.

Then I saw that there was an old packet of papers next to its place in the box. I opened the packet carefully and began to read. There were several papers, explaining the history of the scarlet letter, and containing many details of the life and experiences of a woman called Hester Prynne. She had died long ago, sometime in the 1690s, but many people in the state of Massachusetts at that time had known her name and story.

And it is Hester Prynne's story that I tell you now. It is a story of the early years of Boston, soon after the City Fathers had built with their own hands the first wooden buildings—the houses, the churches... and the prison.





needlework n. the things made by sewing 刺绣

scarlet adj. bright red 猩红色的；鲜红色的


塞勒姆，我的家乡


塞勒姆，我的家乡，是一个平静的地方，没有太多的船只在这里的港口停靠，但在上个世纪我们和英国开战之前，这个港口还挺繁忙的。如今，船只都沿着海岸南下，驶向波士顿或纽约的大港口了。塞勒姆旧港口建筑物周围的街道上蔓生着野草。

我年轻时，曾在塞勒姆的港口办事处工作过几年。大多数时候，我都很清闲，但是在1849年的一天，我在一间布满灰尘、已经废弃不用的房间里查看一个旧木匣子。匣子中塞满了早已被人遗忘的船只的有关文件，有一件红色的东西引起了我的注意。我把它拿出来才发现原来是一片红色的布料，看起来像是一个字母，约有10厘米长，那是个大写的“A”。这是一件精细的针线活儿，金线滚边，不过由于年代久远，布料已被磨得很薄了。

这真是一件很奇怪的东西。它代表什么？它是多年前某位时髦女士衣衫上的一个装饰吗？或许这是一个标志，表明佩戴者声名显赫，或是有良好的家室背景，抑或地位不凡？

我把它捧在手里猜想着，这个猩红的字母似乎有某种深刻的意义，是我不能理解的。我把这个字母贴在胸前——你一定要相信我所说的——我感觉到一种奇特的灼热。突然间，这个字母似乎不再是一片红布，而是变成了一块烧红的金属。我颤抖起来，红字滑落到了地板上。

接着我看到匣子里还有一捆很旧的文件，就放在紧挨着那个红字的地方。我小心地打开了这捆文件读起来。其中的几张纸介绍了红字的历史，包括了一个名叫赫斯特·普林的女人的生平和经历的很多细节。她早已去世，大约是17世纪90年代的事了，但是在当时的马萨诸塞州，有很多人都听到过她和她的故事。

现在我要讲给你们听的就是赫斯特·普林的故事。这个故事发生在波士顿建城之初，在先辈们用双手建成了第一批木质建筑之后，这些建筑有房屋、教堂……还有监狱。




1
Hester Prynne's shame

On that June morning, in the middle years of the seventeenth century, the prison in Boston was still a new building. But it already looked old, and was a dark, ugly place, surrounded by rough grass. The only thing of beauty was a wild rose growing by the door, and its bright, sweet-smelling flowers seemed to smile kindly at the poor prisoners who went into that place, and at those who came out to their death.

A crowd of people waited in Prison Lane. The men all had beards, and wore sad-coloured clothes and tall grey hats. There were women, too, in the crowd, and all eyes watched the heavy wooden door of the prison. There was no mercy in the faces, and the women seemed to take a special interest in what was going to happen. They were country women, and the bright morning sun shone down on strong shoulders and wide skirts, and on round, red faces. Many of them had been born in England, and had crossed the sea twenty years before, with the first families who came to build the town of Boston in New England. They brought the customs and religion of old England with them—and also the loud voices and strong opinions of Englishwomen of those times.

'It would be better,' said one hard-faced woman of fifty, 'if we good, sensible, church-going women could judge this Hester Prynne. And would we give her the same light punishment that the magistrates give her? No!'

'People say,' said another woman, 'that Mr Dimmesdale, her priest, is deeply saddened by the shame that this woman has brought on his church.'

'The magistrates are too merciful,' said a third woman. 'They should burn the letter into her forehead with hot metal, not put it on the front of her dress!'

'She ought to die!' cried another woman. 'She has brought shame on all of us! Ah—here she comes!'

The door of the prison opened and, like a black shadow coming out into sunshine, the prison officer appeared. He put his right hand on the shoulder of a woman and pulled her forward, but she pushed him away and stepped out into the open air. There was a child in her arms—a baby of three months—which shut its eyes and turned its head away from the bright sun.

The woman's face was suddenly pink under the stares of the crowd, but she smiled proudly and looked round at her neighbours and the people of her town. On the bosom of her dress, in fine red cloth and surrounded with fantastic patterns of gold thread, was the letter A.

The young woman was tall and perfectly shaped. She had long dark hair which shone in the sunlight, and a beautiful face with deep black eyes. She walked like a lady, and those who had expected her to appear sad and ashamed were surprised how her beauty shone out through her misfortune.

But the thing that everyone stared at was the Scarlet Letter, sewn so fantastically on to her dress.

'She is clever with her needle,' said one of the women. 'But what a way to show it! She is meant to wear that letter as a punishment, not as something to be proud of!'

The officer stepped forward and people moved back to allow the woman to walk through the crowd. It was not far from the prison to the market-place, where, at the western end, in front of Boston's earliest church, stood the scaffold. Here, criminals met their death before the eyes of the townspeople, but the scaffold platform was also used as a place of shame, where those who had done wrong in the eyes of God were made to stand and show their shameful faces to the world.

Hester Prynne accepted her punishment bravely. She walked up the wooden steps to the platform, and turned to face the stares of the crowd.

A thousand eyes fixed on her, looking at the scarlet letter on her bosom. People today might laugh at a sight like this, but in those early years of New England, religious feeling was very strong, and the shame of Hester Prynne's sin was felt deeply by young and old throughout the town.

As she stood there, feeling every eye upon her, she felt she wanted to scream and throw herself off the platform, or else go mad at once. Pictures from the past came and went inside her head: pictures of her village in Old England, of her dead parents—her father's face with his white beard, her mother's look of worried love. And her own face—a girl's face in the dark mirror where she had often stared at it. And then the face of a man old in years, a thin, white face, with the serious look of one who spends most of his time studying books. A man whose eyes seemed to see into the human soul when their owner wished it, and whose left shoulder was a little higher than his right. Next came pictures of the tall grey houses and great churches of the city of Amsterdam, where a new life had begun for her with this older man.

And then, suddenly, she was back in the Boston market-place, standing on the platform of the scaffold.

Could it be true? She held the child so close to her bosom that it cried out. She looked down at the scarlet letter, touched it with her finger to be sure that the child and the shame were real. Yes—these things were real—everything else had disappeared.

After a time the woman noticed two figures on the edge of the crowd. An Indian was standing there, and by his side was a white man, small and intelligent-looking, and wearing clothes that showed he had been travelling in wild places. And although he had arranged his clothes to hide it, it was clear to Hester Prynne that one of the man's shoulders was higher than the other.

Again, she pulled the child to her bosom so violently that it cried out in pain. But the mother did not seem to hear it.

The man on the edge of the crowd had been looking closely at Hester Prynne for some time before she saw him. At first, his face had become dark and angry—but only for a moment, then it was calm again. Soon he saw Hester staring, and knew that she recognized him.

'Excuse me,' he said to a man near him. 'Who is this woman, and why is she standing there in public shame?'

'You must be a stranger here, friend,' said the man, looking at the questioner and his Indian companion, 'or you would know about the evil Mistress Prynne. She has brought great shame on Mr Dimmesdale's church.'

'It is true,' said the stranger. 'I am new here. I have had many accidents on land and at sea, and I've been a prisoner of the wild men in the south. This Indian has helped me get free. Please tell me what brought this Hester Prynne to the scaffold.'

'She was the wife of an Englishman who lived in Amsterdam,' said the townsman. 'He decided to come to Massachusetts, and sent his wife ahead of him as he had business matters to bring to an end before he could leave. During the two years that the woman has lived here in Boston, there has been no news of Master Prynne; and his young wife, you see...'

'Ah! I understand,' said the stranger, with a cold smile. 'And who is the father of the child she is holding?'

'That remains a mystery,' said the other man. 'Hester Prynne refuses to speak his name.'

'Her husband should come and find the man,' said the stranger, with another smile.

'Yes, indeed he should if he is still alive,' replied the townsman. 'Our magistrates, you see, decided to be merciful. She is obviously guilty of adultery, and the usual punishment for adultery is death. But Mistress Prynne is young and good-looking, and her husband is probably at the bottom of the sea. So, in their mercy, the magistrates have ordered her to stand on the scaffold for three hours, and to wear the scarlet "A" for adultery for the rest of her life.'

'A sensible punishment,' said the stranger. 'It will warn others against this sin. However, it is wrong that the father of her child, who has also sinned, is not standing by her side on the scaffold. But he will be known! He will be known!'

The stranger thanked the townsman, whispered a few words to his Indian companion, and then they both moved away through the crowd.

During this conversation, Hester Prynne had been watching the stranger—and was glad to have the staring crowd between herself and him. It was better to stand like this, than to have to meet him alone, and she feared the moment of that meeting greatly. Lost in these thoughts, she did not at first hear the voice behind her.

'Listen to me, Hester Prynne!' the voice said again.

It was the voice of the famous John Wilson, the oldest priest in Boston, and a kind man. He stood with the other priests and officers of the town on a balcony outside the meeting-house, which was close behind the scaffold.

'I have asked my young friend' —Mr Wilson put a hand on the shoulder of the pale young priest beside him— 'to ask you once again for the name of the man who brought this terrible shame upon you. Mr Dimmesdale has been your priest, and is the best man to do it. Speak to the woman, Mr Dimmesdale. It is important to her soul, and to you, who cares about her soul. Persuade her to tell the truth!'

The young priest had large, sad brown eyes, and lips that trembled as he spoke. He seemed shy and sensitive, and his face had a fearful, half-frightened look. But when he spoke, his simple words and sweet voice went straight to people's hearts and often brought tears to their eyes.

He stepped forward on the balcony and looked down at the woman below him.

'Hester Prynne,' he said. 'If you think it will bring peace to your soul, and will bring you closer to the path to heaven, speak out the name of the man! Do not be silent because you feel sorry for him. Believe me, Hester, although he may have to step down from a high place and stand beside you on the platform of shame, it is better to do that than to hide a guilty heart through his life. Heaven has allowed you public shame, and the chance to win an open battle with the evil inside you and the sadness outside. Do you refuse to give him that same chance—which he may be too afraid to take himself?'

Hester shook her head, her face now as pale as the young priest's.

'I will not speak his name,' she said. 'My child must find a father in heaven. She will never know one on earth!'

Again she was asked, and again she refused. Then the oldest priest spoke to the crowd about all the evil in the world, and about the sin that brought the mark of the scarlet letter. For an hour or more he spoke, but Hester Prynne kept her place alone upon the platform of shame.

When the hours of punishment were over, she was taken back to the prison. And it was whispered by those who stared after her that the scarlet letter threw a terrible, ghostly light into the darkness inside the prison doors.



mercy n. kindness, pity, and a willingness to forgive 仁慈；宽容；怜悯

magistrate n. someone who judges less serious crimes in a court of law 地方法官；治安法官

misfortune n. very bad luck 不幸

scaffold n. a structure with a raised stage used for killing criminals by hanging them or cutting off their heads 绞刑架

scream v. to make a loud high noise with your voice 尖声大叫

recognize v. to know who someone is or what something is, because you have seen them in the past 认出；辨认出

adultery n. sex between someone who is married and someone who is not their wife or husband 通奸；私通

balcony n. a structure you can stand on that sticks out from the upstairs wall of a building 阳台

ghostly adj. slightly frightening and seeming to be connected with ghosts or spirits 幽灵似的


1．赫斯特·普林的耻辱

这是17世纪中期一个6月的早上，当时波士顿的监狱刚刚建成不久，但是看上去已经很旧了。这是一个阴暗、丑陋的地方，四周杂草丛生。唯一美丽的是门旁的一株野玫瑰，它那鲜艳的花朵散发出甜美气息，好像在向那些入狱的犯人或出监赴死的可怜囚徒善意地微笑着。

一大群人等候在监狱外的小道上。男人们都留着胡须，穿着灰暗的衣服，戴着灰色的高顶帽。人群中也有妇女，所有人的视线都集中在监狱那扇沉重的木门上。人们的脸上没有一丝同情，女人们似乎对即将发生的事更有兴致。她们都是些乡下女人，早上明媚的阳光照着她们强壮的肩膀、宽松的裙子和饱满、红润的脸。她们当中的很多人都出生在英格兰，在20年前和最先来到这里的家庭一起横渡大海，在新英格兰这片土地上共同创建了波士顿城。她们带来了英格兰本土的风俗和宗教——也带来了那个时代英格兰妇女特有的响亮嗓门和强烈偏见。

一个五十多岁、一脸刻薄相的女人说：“如果能让我们这些正直、理智、行事符合教规的女性来审判赫斯特·普林就更好了。我们会像治安官那样给她那么轻的判决吗？不会！”
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“大家都说，”另一个女人说，“丁梅斯代尔先生，就是她的牧师，因为这个女人给他的教众带来的耻辱，简直伤心透啦。”

“那帮治安官真是太宽大了，”第三个女人说道，“他们应该用烧红的烙铁把那个字母烙在她脑门上，而不是让她戴在胸口。”

“她应该去死！”另一个女人叫嚷着，“她把我们大家的脸都丢尽了！啊——她来了！”

牢门打开了，监狱长像一道出现在日光下的黑影似的走了出来。他右手抓着一个女人的肩头，拽着她向前走，但是她推开了他，自己走了出来。她怀里抱着个孩子——一个三个月大的婴儿。那孩子闭上眼睛，转过头去，好避开那耀眼的阳光。

在众目睽睽之下，那个女人脸上突然泛起红晕，但她却露出高傲的微笑，用目光环视着街坊邻里和同镇居民。她的衣服的前胸上露出了一个用红色细布做成、周边用金线绣成精巧花边的字母“A”。

那年轻妇女身材高挑，体态优美，乌黑的长发在阳光下熠熠生辉。她面容姣好，眸如点漆，走起路来的仪态就像一位淑女。那些原先期待着看她流露出悲惨、羞耻的人，都为她在不幸中所焕发的美丽感到有些意外。

但是，吸引所有人目光的还是在她衣服上绣得精妙绝伦的那个红字。

“她倒做得一手好针线，”一个女人说，“但是居然用这种方法来卖弄！让她佩戴这个字是一种惩罚，而不是什么拿来炫耀的东西。”

监狱长走上前来，人们向后退去，让出了一条路，让这个女人走过去。从牢门到市场没几步路。在市场西端，波士顿最古老的教堂前，竖立着那座绞刑台。就在那里，犯人在众目睽睽下被处死，但是这座刑台也被用作犯人示众之地。在上帝眼中犯了过错的人被带到这里，将他们可耻的面孔展现给世人。

赫斯特·普林勇敢地接受了这个惩罚。她踏着木阶走上刑台，转过身面对着众人的注视。

千百双眼睛盯着她，望着她胸前的红字。这一场景也许会令今天的人们发笑，但是在新英格兰创建之初，宗教的影响十分强大，因此赫斯特·普林的耻辱罪恶深深地震撼着全镇老少。

她站在那儿，感到每只眼睛都盯着自己。她真想尖叫，想从刑台上跳下去，或者马上疯掉。过去的记忆一幕幕浮现在脑海里：故国英格兰的小村，她那已经去世的父母——父亲长着白胡子的面容，母亲担忧而关爱的表情。还有她自己的面孔——在她经常照的那面昏暗的镜子中那个小姑娘的脸。她还想到了另一张脸，那是一个年老男人的面孔，瘦削而苍白，带着一种大多数时间都埋头书卷的人特有的严肃表情。只要这个男人愿意，他那双眼睛似乎就能看到别人的灵魂深处。他左肩比右肩稍高。她脑海里接下来出现的是阿姆斯特丹那高大的灰色房屋和宏伟教堂，在那里她和那个老男人开始了一种崭新的生活。

接着，突然之间，她又回到了波士顿的市场，站在绞刑台上。

这一切都是真的吗？她把胸前的孩子抱得太紧，孩子一下哭了。她低头注视着那猩红的字母，还用指头触摸了一下，以证实婴儿和耻辱都确实存在。是的——这些都是现实——其余的一切幻境全都消失了。

不久，这个女人注意到人群边上站着两个人。一个是印第安人，在他身边是一个白人，那人身材矮小，看上去很有智慧。他的穿着显示出曾去荒蛮之地游历过。虽然他已经用衣服做了掩饰，赫斯特·普林还是看出这个男人的肩膀一边高一边低。

她再一次把婴儿紧紧搂在胸前，孩子疼得哭起来。但作母亲的好像根本没听到。

站在人群边上的那个男人，在赫斯特·普林看到他之前，便已经紧紧盯了她好一会儿了。起初，他满脸怒气——但就只有那么一会儿，后来就恢复了平静。不久，他发现赫斯特凝望着他，就知道她已经认出他来了。

“请问，”他问站在旁边的一个男人，“这个女人是谁？为什么要站在那里当众受辱？”

“你肯定不是本地人吧，朋友，”那个人一边回答，一边打量着提问的人和他的印第安同伴，“要不然，你一定听说过这个罪孽深重的普林太太。她使丁梅斯代尔先生的教堂蒙受了奇耻大辱啊。”

“您算说对了，”那人说，“我刚到此地，我在陆上和海上遭遇了很多风险，在南方，我还成了野蛮人的囚徒。这个印第安人帮我获得了自由。请问这位赫斯特·普林是因为什么被押上绞刑台的呢？”

“那女人的丈夫是个英国人，原来住在阿姆斯特丹，”镇上的这个人说，“他决定搬到马萨诸塞来，可是还有生意没完，因此他先把妻子送来了。这女人在波士顿住了两年，那位普林先生始终没有一点儿音讯；而他这位年轻的老婆，你看……”

“啊！我明白了。”外地人冷笑着说，“那她抱着的那个孩子的父亲是谁呢？”

“那还是一个谜呢。”另一个说，“赫斯特·普林不肯说出他的名字。”

“她的丈夫应该来找出那个男人。”外地人又冷笑着说。

“要是他还活着，是该这么做。”镇上那人回答说，“你看，我们的长官决定从宽处理。她犯的显然是通奸罪，对通奸的惩罚通常是死刑。但是普林太太年轻漂亮，而且她的丈夫可能已经葬身海底了。所以，那些长官大发慈悲，只命令普林太太在绞刑台上站三个小时，不过在她的有生之年，胸前要永远佩戴那个代表通奸的‘A’字。”

“合理的判决！”那外地人说，“这可以告诫人们不要再犯这样的罪。不过，孩子的父亲也犯下了罪过，却没有和她一起站在绞刑台上，这可不对。不过他会被发现的！他一定会被发现的！”

他谢过镇上那个人，又跟他的印第安同伴耳语了几句，然后两人便穿过人群离开了。

他们谈话的这段时间里，赫斯特·普林一直盯着那外地人——她很庆幸他们当中隔了一群旁观者。这样站着，总比他们俩单独相对要好受一些，她很怕跟他会面的时刻。她想得出了神，甚至一开始都没有听到身后传来的声音。

“听我说，赫斯特·普林！”那声音又说道。

这个声音发自德高望重的约翰·威尔逊牧师——波士顿最年长的牧师，一位和蔼可亲的人。他与镇上其他的牧师和官员站在议事厅的阳台上，就在绞刑台的后面。

“我已经请我这位年轻的朋友”——威尔逊先生把手放在身旁那位面色苍白的青年牧师的肩膀上——“再问你一次，请坦白说出那个男人的名字，是他给你带来了奇耻大辱。丁梅斯代尔先生是你的牧师，让他来问你最合适不过了。规劝这个女人吧，丁梅斯代尔先生。这对拯救她的灵魂至关重要；对你也是，因为是你为她的灵魂负责。规劝她说出真相吧！”

这位青年牧师有一双忧郁的棕色大眼睛，说话的时候他嘴唇颤抖。他看上去羞涩而敏感，脸上流露出一种紧张而近乎惊恐的神色。但是当他说话的时候，他那简练的语句和优美的声音直达人的内心深处，经常使人热泪盈眶。

他在阳台上迈步向前，俯视着下面的那个女人。

“赫斯特·普林，”他说，“如果你觉得这样做可以使你的灵魂得到平静，并且使你离通向天堂之路更加接近，就说出那个男人的名字！不要因为对他抱有怜悯而保持沉默。相信我吧，赫斯特，虽然那样会令他跌下高位，和你并肩站在这耻辱的高台上，但这总比让他终生隐藏着一颗罪恶的心灵要好得多。上天让你承受这种公开的污辱，同时也给了你机会，让你战胜内心的罪恶和外在的悲哀。你不想给他相同的机会吗？也许他自己过于胆怯，不敢主动接受这样的机会。”
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赫斯特摇了摇头，此刻她的脸变得和那个青年牧师一样苍白。

“我不会说出他的名字。”她说，“我的孩子一定会在天堂找到父亲。她永远不会知道她人世间的父亲。”

她再一次遭到问询，再一次拒绝回答。那位最年长的牧师对人群发表了一通论述世间所有罪恶的演讲，其中包括招致那个红字的罪恶。在长达一个多小时的演讲中，赫斯特·普林始终独自站在耻辱台上。

数小时的惩罚结束后，她被带回监狱。一些人盯着她的背影窃窃私语，说看到她胸前的红字在监狱大门内的黑暗中投下了一道可怕而诡异的闪光。


2
Roger Chillingworth's secret

Back inside the prison, Hester Prynne became strangely fearful and excited. The prison officer, Master Brackett, watched her carefully, afraid that she would do something violent, either to herself or to the child. By night-time, unable to quieten her, and worried about the child who screamed without stopping, Brackett decided to bring a doctor to her.

He described him to Hester as someone who had learned much about natural medicines from the Indians. But the man who followed Brackett into the prison was the man Hester had seen on the edge of the crowd earlier, the man she had watched in fear. His name, she was told, was Roger Chillingworth.

Brackett brought the man in, and stood watching in surprise as Hester became as still as death. The child, however, continued to cry.

'Please leave us alone,' Chillingworth said to the prison officer, 'and you will soon have peace in your house.'

He had entered the room calmly, carrying a small bag, and he remained calm after Brackett had left them. First he went to the child and looked carefully at her. Then he opened his bag, took out some powder, and put it into a cup of water.

'Here, woman!' he said. 'The child is yours, not mine. Give this to her.'

Hester did not move, and when she spoke, her voice was a whisper. 'Don't take your revenge on an innocent child.'

'Silly woman!' he replied, half coldly, half kindly. 'If this poor, miserable baby was my own—mine, as well as yours! —I would give her the same medicine.'

Hester still hesitated, so he took the child and gave her the medicine himself. Almost at once she became quiet, and after a moment fell peacefully asleep.

Chillingworth prepared another drink of medicine and held out the cup to Hester. 'Drink it!' he said. 'It cannot quieten your troubled soul, but it will calm you.'

She took it from him slowly, but her eyes were full of doubt about his reasons for helping her. Then she looked at her sleeping child.

'I have thought of death,' she said. 'I have wished for it, and even prayed for it, but if death is in this cup, then I ask you to think again before I drink it.'

'You need not be afraid,' he replied calmly. 'If I wanted revenge, then what more could I ask for than to let you live—and suffer, under the shadow of this shame?'

As he spoke, he put his finger on the scarlet letter, which suddenly seemed to burn red-hot on Hester's bosom.

She drank the medicine quickly, then sat down on the bed where the child was sleeping. She watched, trembling as the man she had wronged pulled up a chair and sat beside her.

'Hester,' he said, 'you've been weak, but I've been stupid. Look at me! I'm old and ugly. I was ugly from the moment that I was born. But you? You were young and beautiful, and full of life. How could I have imagined, the day that I married you, that you would ever love me? How could a man of books and learning be so stupid?'

'I never felt or pretended any love for you,' said Hester.

'True,' he replied. 'But I hoped to make you love me.'

'I have greatly wronged you,' Hester whispered.

'We have wronged each other,' he said. 'I'm not looking for revenge, Hester. I wish you no harm. But there is a man living who has wronged us both! Who is he?'

'Do not ask me!' she cried, looking straight at him. 'You will never know his name!'

His smile was both dark and confident. 'Believe me, Hester,' he said, 'I shall know him! Although he does not wear a letter of shame on his clothes, as you do, I shall read it on his heart. I shall see it in his eyes. I shall watch him tremble, and I will feel myself tremble with him. But don't be afraid. I won't hurt him, or harm his position in the town if he is an important man here. Nor shall I inform the law. No, let him live! Let him pretend to be an honest man! Heaven will punish him for me. But I will know him!'

'You say you will not harm him,' said Hester, confused and afraid, 'but your words frighten me.'

'One thing I ask you—you, who were my wife,' he said. 'You have kept your lover's secret, now keep mine! Tell nobody that you ever called me husband. No one in this land knows me. But here, on this wild edge of the earth, I shall stay, because you and yours, Hester Prynne, belong to me. Love or hate, right or wrong, my home is where you are and where he is. But keep my secret!'

'Why do you want this?' said Hester, suddenly afraid of this secret agreement, although she did not know why. 'Why not say openly who you are, and send me away at once?'

'Perhaps because I do not want to hear what people say about a husband who loses his wife to another man,' he said. 'Let them think your husband is already dead. Pretend not to know me. Do not tell our secret to anyone, and most of all, not to your lover. Do not fail in this, Hester! Remember, his good name, his position, his life will be in my hands!'

'I will keep your secret, as I have kept his,' said Hester.

'And now, Mistress Prynne,' said the man called Roger Chillingworth, 'I will leave you alone with your child and the scarlet letter!' He smiled, slowly.

Hester stared at him, afraid of the expression in his eyes.

'Why do you smile at me?' she asked. 'Have you tied me into an agreement that will destroy my soul?'

'Not your soul,' he answered, with another smile. 'No, not yours!'



powder n. a dry substance in the form of very small grains 粉末

innocent adj. not guilty of a crime 无罪的

wrong v. treat or judge someone unfairly 冤枉；亏待

confused adj. mixed up in one's mind 困惑的


2．罗杰·奇林沃思的秘密

赫斯特·普林回到监狱之后，便陷入一阵莫名的恐惧和激动之中。监狱看守布拉克特长官小心翼翼地观察着她的一举一动，担心她会做出什么过激的事情来，伤害她自己或孩子。到了夜里，布拉克特长官依然无法使她平静下来，同时也很担心那一直哭个不停的孩子，于是决定请个医生来看看。

布拉克特长官向赫斯特介绍说，那位医生从印第安人那里学过不少天然药物的知识。但是跟在布拉克特身后走进牢房的那个男人正是赫斯特早些时候在人群边上看到的人——当时她充满恐惧地看着他。布拉克特向她介绍说，此人名叫罗杰·奇林沃思。

布拉克特把那人领进牢房，吃惊地发现赫斯特突然像死人一样僵住了，但那个孩子还继续哭着。

“请让我们单独呆一会儿，”奇林沃思对监狱看守说道，“这间牢房很快就会安静下来的。”

他走进牢房时很平静，携带着一个小包。布拉克特离开以后，他也依然镇定自若。他先走到孩子身边仔细看了看，接着打开小包，取出一些粉末，倒进一杯水中。

“听我说，女人！”他说，“这个孩子是你的，不是我的。你把这个给她喝下去吧。”

赫斯特没有动。当她开口的时候，声音小的近乎耳语：“不要拿一个无辜的孩子来报复吧。”

“你这个蠢女人！”那医生不冷不热地应道，“即使这个可怜的孩子是我自己的——我的，也是你的！——我也会给她同样的药。”

赫斯特仍然迟疑不决，他便抱起孩子，亲自给她喂了药。她几乎立即平静了下来，过了一会儿，就乖乖地进入了梦乡。

奇林沃思调了另一杯药水递给赫斯特。“把它喝了！”他说，“它不能平息你躁动的灵魂，但是可以使你镇静下来。”

她慢慢地接过杯子，但目光中充满了怀疑，不知道他帮忙的目的何在。她接着又看了看那熟睡的孩子。

“我想到过死，”她说，“我希望去死，甚至还为此祈祷过，不过，要是这杯药可以致我于死地，在我喝下去之前，我请求你再想一想。”

“你不用害怕，”他平静地回答，“如果我想复仇，我最大的愿望就是让你活着——让你在这种耻辱的阴影下受尽折磨。”

他一边说着，一边把手指放到那红字上，那字立刻像是在赫斯特的胸膛上灼烧起来。

赫斯特将药一饮而尽，然后坐到孩子睡的床上。看着这个她曾经辜负的人拉过一把椅子坐在身边，她不由得全身颤栗起来。

“赫斯特，”他说，“你一直那么软弱，可是我却一直那么愚蠢。看看我！我又老又丑。我从生下来的那一刻就是丑的。但是你呢？你那时年轻漂亮，充满活力。我娶你的时候怎么会以为你会爱上我呢？像我这样一个饱读诗书的男人为什么会如此愚蠢？”

“我对你从没有任何爱意，也没假装有过。”赫斯特说。

“这倒是真的，”他答道，“但是我曾经希望能使你爱上我。”

“我太委屈你了。”赫斯特喃喃地说。

“我们彼此都让对方受了委屈。”他回答说，“我不想报复你，赫斯特，我对你没有恶意。可那个让我们都受了委屈的人还活着，他是谁？”

“不要问我！”她叫道，直视着他。“你永远也不会知道他的名字！”

他脸上露出阴沉和自信的笑意。“相信我，赫斯特，”他说，“我会把他找出来的！尽管他并没有像你这样，在衣服上绣着个耻辱的字母，但是我会在他的心里看到的，会在他眼睛里看到的。我要看着他浑身颤抖，我都能感到自己会和他一起颤栗了。不过不要害怕，我不会伤害他，如果他在这里是一个显赫人物的话，我也不会对他的地位造成什么损害。我不会告发他的。不，我要让他活着！让他假装是一个诚实的人！上天会代我惩罚他。但是我肯定能找出他是谁！”

“你说你不会伤害他，”赫斯特困惑而惊恐地说，“但是你的话让我害怕。”

“我只要求你——我曾经的妻子——做一件事。”他说，“既然你一直都为情人保密，那就也为我保密吧！不要告诉任何人，你曾称我为丈夫。这片土地上没有人认识我。可就在这里，这世界的荒芜边缘，我要留下来，因为赫斯特·普林，你和你的一切都属于我。爱也好恨也好，对也罢错也罢！你和他在哪儿，我的家就安在哪儿。但你要为我保守这个秘密！”

“你为什么要这样做？”赫斯特问，她突然为这个秘密约定而感到莫名的恐惧。“你为什么不公开你的身份，把我立刻赶走呢？”

“可能因为我不愿意听见别人议论我戴了绿帽子。”他说，“让大家都以为你丈夫已经死了吧。装作不认识我！不要把我们的秘密告诉任何人，尤其是你的情人。不要违背诺言，赫斯特！记住，他的名声、地位和性命全都握在我的手心里！”

“我为你保密，就像为他保密一样。”赫斯特说。

“现在，普林太太，”这个自称罗杰·奇林沃思的男人说，“我要走了，留下你守着孩子和那个红字吧！”他慢慢地笑了。

赫斯特瞪着他，被他的眼神吓坏了。

“你冲我笑什么？”她问道，“你是不是把我绑在一个会毁掉我的灵魂的协议上了？”

“不是你的灵魂。”他说着，又露出一丝笑容。“不，不是你的！”


3
A fatherless child

Hester Prynne's time in prison now came to an end, but she did not move away from the town. The father of her child lived here, and here she would stay; although she kept this thought hidden guiltily in her heart. The reason she gave herself for staying was this: 'I sinned here, and I will suffer my earthly punishment here.'

There was a small cottage just outside the town, looking out across the sea towards the forest-covered hills of the west, and Hester and her child went to live in this lonely little house. They had no friends, but Hester soon found that she could earn enough money to buy food and clothes for herself and her daughter.

She was clever with a needle, and the scarlet letter which she wore on her bosom was a perfect example of her work that everyone could see. Soon, Hester's beautiful sewing, with its patterns in gold and silver thread, became the fashion with the rich and important people of the town. Her needlework was seen on the shirts of the Governor, on the fine dresses of the ladies, on the babies' little coats and hats, and on the burial-clothes of the dead. Hester had employment for as many hours as she wanted to work.

She used whatever time she had left to make clothes for the poor people of the town, although she got no thanks for it. And indeed, she found no kindness anywhere. The Puritans of that time were hard judges, and a woman who had sinned as Hester had sinned was always an outsider. Every word, every look, every cold, accusing silence reminded her of the shame and the lonely misery of her life. Even the children ran after her in the street, shouting terrible names.

She lived very simply. Her own dresses were made from dark, sad-coloured cloth, with the scarlet letter bright on the bosom. Her child's clothes were the opposite—in materials of deep, rich colours, with beautiful patterns sewn in gold thread.

Her daughter's name was Pearl. She was a pretty child, but a child of many moods—one minute bright and happy and loving, the next minute dark and angry. A child of sin, she had no right to play with the children of godly families and, like her mother, she was an outsider. In a strange way Pearl seemed to understand this, and often screamed and threw stones at the other children. Hester worried about her daughter's wildness and tried hard to correct her, but without much success. Sometimes, her only hours of peace and quietness were when Pearl was sleeping.

One day, when Pearl was about three years old, Hester went to the house of Governor Bellingham. She was taking a fine shirt she had sewn, but she also wanted to speak to the Governor in person. She had heard that many Puritans in the town wanted to take Pearl away from her. They said it would be better for the child to grow up in a more godly home than Hester Prynne's.

So it was a worried Hester who walked to the Governor's house that morning. She had dressed her daughter in a beautiful red dress, adding to the child's natural beauty, and as Pearl danced along beside her mother, it had a strange effect. The child in her red dress seemed like the scarlet letter in another shape; the scarlet letter given life and movement.

At the Governor's house the door was opened by a servant.

'Is the Governor in?' asked Hester.

'Yes,' replied the servant. 'But there are people with him at the moment. You can't see him now.'

'I'll wait,' said Hester, and stepped into the entrance hall.

The hall was wide with a high ceiling, and there were heavy chairs along one side and a long table in the centre. At the far end of the hall was a big glass door, which opened out into a garden. Hester could see rose bushes and apple trees, and Pearl immediately began to cry for a red rose.

'Shh! Bequiet, child!' said her mother. 'Look, the Governor is coming down the garden path, with three more gentlemen.'

Governor Bellingham, with his grey beard, walked in front. Behind him came John Wilson, the old priest, whose beard was as white as snow; and behind him was Arthur Dimmesdale, with Roger Chillingworth. The young priest's health had been poor for some time, and Roger Chillingworth, well known in the town for his knowledge of medicines, was now both friend and doctor to him.

The Governor pushed open the door—and found himself looking at Pearl, while Hester stood in the shadow of a curtain, half-hidden.

'What have we here?' said Governor Bellingham, surprised to see the little scarlet figure in front of him.

'Yes, what little bird is this?' said old Mr Wilson. 'Who are you, child?'

'My name is Pearl,' answered the little girl.

'Pearl?' replied the old priest. 'But where is your mother? Ah! I see her now.' He turned to the Governor and whispered, 'This is the child we were talking about, and look, here is the unhappy woman, Hester Prynne, her mother!'

'Is that right?' cried the Governor. 'She comes at a good time. We will discuss the matter now.' He stepped through the door into the hall, followed by his three guests. 'Hester Prynne, we have been asking many questions about you recently. Are you the right person to teach this child the ways of God, and so make sure of a place in heaven for her soul? You, a woman who has sinned! Will it not be better for her if we take her away from you, and teach her the truths of heaven and earth? What can you do for her, woman?'

'I can teach my little Pearl what I have learned from this!' answered Hester Prynne, putting her finger on the scarlet letter. 'Every day, it teaches me lessons that I pass on to my child. She will be a better and wiser person than I ever was.'

Bellingham turned to the old priest. 'Mr Wilson, see what this child knows,' he 'said.

The old priest sat down in one of the heavy chairs and tried to bring Pearl across to him, but she escaped through the open door and stood on the step outside, looking like a richly coloured bird ready to fly away.

'Pearl,' said Mr Wilson, with a serious look on his face. 'Listen to me, child. Can you tell me who made you?'

Now Pearl knew the answer very well, because Hester had told her about God many times, and had explained those things which every child should know. But Pearl put her fingers in her mouth and would not speak.

'You must answer good Mr Wilson's question,' said her mother. 'Please, Pearl! Tell him what you know.'

'My mother picked me from the wild rose bush that grows outside the prison door!' said Pearl.

Roger Chillingworth smiled and whispered something in the young priest's ear.

'This is terrible!' cried the Governor. 'The child is three years old, and she does not know who made her! I do not think, gentlemen, that we need to ask any more!'

Hester pulled Pearl towards her and held her hand. 'God gave me the child,' she cried. 'She is my happiness, my pain! You shall not take her! I will die first!'

'My poor woman,' said the old priest, kindly, 'we will find someone who will take care of the child far better than you can.'

'God gave her to me!' repeated Hester, her voice high and afraid. 'I will not let her go!' She turned to Mr Dimmesdale. 'Speak for me!' she cried. 'You were my priest, and you know me better than these men. You know what is in my heart, and how strongly a mother feels when she has nothing except her child and the scarlet letter!'

The young priest stepped forward, his face white and nervous, and with pain in his large dark eyes.

'There is truth in what she says,' he began. His voice was sweet and gentle, but it seemed to ring through the hall like a bell. 'God gave her the child, and is that not part of God's plan for this poor, sinful woman? With the child by her side, every day she will be reminded of her great sin, her shame; and the pain and sadness of it will always be with her. But God has given her a job to do, which will keep her soul alive and save her from further sin. She must love and care for the child, and teach it the ways of God, to know good from evil, right from wrong. And, with God's great mercy, if she brings the child to heaven, then the child also will bring its mother there! No, no, we should leave the mother and child together, and let God's gift do its work saving the mother's soul!'

'You speak, my friend, with a strange passion,' said old Roger Chillingworth, smiling at him.

'And my young friend speaks wisely,' said Mr Wilson. 'What do you think, Governor? Does he speak well for the poor woman?'

'Indeed he does,' replied Governor Bellingham. 'He argues sensibly, and so we will leave things as they are. Master Dimmesdale, you shall be responsible for making sure that the girl receives the right teaching, and that she goes to school when she is old enough to do so.'

The young priest now stood at the side of the group, his face half-hidden by the heavy window curtain. Pearl, that wild and playful little thing, moved softly towards him, took his hand, and put it gently against her cheek. Her mother watched, surprised. 'Is that my Pearl?' she thought, although she knew there was love in the child's heart. And Mr Dimmesdale looked round, put a hand on Pearl's head, hesitated for a moment, then kissed her forehead. Little Pearl laughed and half-ran, half-danced down the hall.

'A strange child!' said old Roger Chillingworth. 'It is easy to see that she is her mother's daughter. But could a clever man guess, from the child's nature and from the way she behaves, the name of her father?'

'It is better to pray for an answer to that question, than to try to guess,' said Mr Wilson. 'Better still to leave it a mystery, so that every good and godly man can show a father's kindness towards the poor fatherless child.'

Hester Prynne and her daughter then left the house. As they went down the steps, a window was thrown open and a head appeared. It was Governor Bellingham's sister, Mistress Hibbins, calling down to invite Hester to a party with the Devil in the forest that night. Some people said that Mistress Hibbins was more than a little mad; others said she was truly a friend of the Devil. Mad, evil, a friend of the Devil, or all three, no one knows, but a few years later she was judged to be a witch and was killed on the scaffold.

'No, thank you!' Hester called back to her, with a smile. 'If they ever took Pearl away from me, I would go with you and sign my name in the Devil's book, even in blood! But little Pearl is still with me, and so I must stay at home and keep watch over her.'



earthly adj. on earth rather than in heaven 尘世的

Puritan n. member of a Protestant religious group in the 16th and 17th centuries, who wanted to make religion simpler 清教徒（16世纪和17世纪基督教一教派成员，主张简化宗教仪式）

bush n. a low thick plant 灌木

beard n. hair that grows around a man's chin 胡须；络腮胡子

richly adv. having beautiful strong colours 色彩浓艳的

remind v. to make someone remember someone that they knew or something that happened in the past 使（某人）想起

passion n. a very strong deeply felt emotion 强烈的情感；激情

witch n. a woman who is supposed to have magic powers, especially to do bad things （尤指做坏事的）女巫


3．没有父亲的孩子

赫斯特·普林的监禁期满了，但是她并没有离开这座城镇。孩子的父亲住在这里，所以她要留下来；虽然她充满罪恶感地把这个念头隐藏在心里。她让自己相信留下来的理由是：“我在这里犯下了罪孽，也应该在这里接受尘世间的惩罚。”

镇外有一间小茅屋，与西边一片森林覆盖的小山隔海相望。赫斯特就带着孩子住进了这间孤零零的小茅屋。她们没有朋友，但是赫斯特不久就发现，她可以挣到足够的钱供自己和孩子吃穿之用。

她的针线活儿做得很好，她胸前佩戴的红字就是她好手艺的一个最佳样品，大家有目共睹。没过多久，赫斯特用金银线绣出来的漂亮图案就开始成了镇里达官贵人们追崇的时尚。她的针线活儿出现在总督的衬衫上、贵妇的精致衣裙上、婴儿的小外衣和小帽子上，还用在寿衣上。赫斯特想做多少活儿就有多少活儿干。

她用全部的闲暇时间来给镇上的穷人做衣服，尽管从来没有人感谢过她。实际上，她到哪儿都感受不到友好的气息。当时的清教徒都是严苛的审判者，像赫斯特这种犯下罪过的女人永远都只能被人排斥。每句话、每个眼神、每次冰冷而充满谴责意味的沉默都在提醒她，她的生活里充满了耻辱、孤独与凄凉。甚至小孩子们都在街上追着骂她。

她过着一种十分简朴的生活，自己的衣服都用阴郁、灰暗的布料缝制，只有胸前的那个红字光鲜亮丽。她孩子的衣服却截然相反——布料的颜色鲜艳夺目，上面用金线绣着美丽的图案。

她的女儿名叫珍珠，是个漂亮的孩子，可是情绪多变——前一分钟还开朗、快乐、活泼可爱，接下来就变得阴沉、愤怒。她是罪孽的产物，没有权利和那些崇敬上帝的人家的孩子玩耍。和她的母亲一样，她也四处遭人排斥。珍珠似乎以奇异的方式理解了这一切，她经常尖叫着抄起石子向其他孩子扔去。赫斯特为女儿身上流露出来的野性担心，她努力去纠正，但是没有任何作用。有时，只有珍珠睡着以后她才能得到片刻的安宁。

珍珠大约三岁时，有一天，赫斯特去了贝林厄姆总督的宅邸。她去送一件缝制好的上等衬衣，此外她还想和总督当面谈谈。她听说镇上有很多清教徒打算将珍珠从她身边夺走。他们认为把孩子移交给比赫斯特·普林更崇敬上帝的家庭更有利于她的成长。

所以那天早上赫斯特是忧心忡忡地走向总督宅邸的。她给女儿穿了一件漂亮的红色外衣，这让本来就漂亮的孩子又增色不少。珍珠蹦蹦跳跳地跟在母亲身旁，给人一种奇怪的感觉。穿着红色外套的孩子像是另一种形式的红字，被赋予了生命和活动能力的红字。

到了总督家门前，一个仆人为她们开了门。

“总督大人在吗？”赫斯特问。

“是的，”那仆人回答，“但是他现在有客人。此刻你不能见大人。”

“我可以等。”赫斯特说着走进门厅。

厅里很开阔，天花板高高的，一边摆了几把沉重的椅子，厅中间放了一张长条桌。门厅尽头是一扇大玻璃门，通向花园。赫斯特可以看到花园里的玫瑰花丛和苹果树，珍珠立刻叫嚷着要一朵红玫瑰。

“嘘，安静点儿，孩子！”她母亲说，“看，总督顺着花园的小路走过来了，还有三位先生跟他在一起呢。”

留着灰胡子的贝林厄姆总督走在前面。约翰·威尔逊牧师跟在他身后，这位年长的牧师胡须像雪一样白；在他身后的是阿瑟·丁梅斯代尔牧师和罗杰·奇林沃思。年轻的牧师最近一段时间身体不好，而罗杰·奇林沃思对医药的丰富知识在城镇中无人不晓，此时已经成了牧师的医生兼朋友。

总督推开门——发现了眼前的珍珠，但窗帘的阴影罩住了赫斯特·普林的部分身形。

“这是谁呀？”贝林厄姆总督吃惊地望着眼前这个鲜红的小人儿。

“是啊，这个小丫头是谁呢？”威尔逊老先生说道，“孩子，你是谁啊？”

“我叫珍珠。”小姑娘回答道。

“珍珠？”老牧师答道，“可你妈妈在哪儿呢？啊！我现在看到她了。”他转向总督耳语道：“这就是我们刚才谈论的那个孩子，看，这就是那个不幸的女人，赫斯特·普林，就是她母亲！”

“是吗？”总督大声道，“她来得正好。我们现在就来谈谈这件事吧。”他进门走到大厅里，三位客人紧随其后。“赫斯特·普林，最近我们讨论了很多关于你的事。你能够按上帝的法则教育这个孩子，并确保她的灵魂可以上天堂吗？你，一个犯了罪的女人！我们把她带走，教导她天堂和尘世的真理，不是更好吗？你又能为这孩子做些什么呢，女人？”

“我能教我的小珍珠从这里学到的东西！”赫斯特·普林把手指放到那个红色字母上回答，“这个字每天都会给我教训，我再把这些道理教给孩子。她会成为一个比过去的我更好、更明智的人。”

贝林厄姆转过身对着老牧师。“威尔逊先生，请来检查一下这个孩子都知道些什么。”他说。

老牧师在一把沉重的椅子上坐下来，想把珍珠拉到面前，但是她穿过敞开的门逃了出去，站在外面的台阶上，像一只色彩斑斓的鸟儿似的，随时准备飞走。

“珍珠，”威尔逊先生一脸严肃地说，“听我说，孩子，你能告诉我是谁创造出你的吗？”

珍珠很清楚答案是什么，因为赫斯特跟她多次谈过上帝，也对她解释过每个孩子都应该知道的事情。但是珍珠把手指放到嘴里并不回答。

“你必须回答威尔逊先生的问题。”她的母亲说，“求你了，珍珠！把你知道的事情告诉他。”

“妈妈从长在监狱门边的野玫瑰丛里把我捡回来的。”

罗杰·奇林沃思微笑着对年轻的牧师耳语了几句。

“这太可怕了！”总督叫道，“这孩子都三岁了，还根本不知道是谁创造了她！依我看，先生们，我们无需再问下去了。”
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赫斯特把珍珠拉到自己身边，握住她的手。“上帝给了我这个孩子！”她大声说道，“她是我的幸福，也是我的痛苦！你们不能带走她！否则我就先死给你们看！”

“可怜的女人，”那老牧师怜悯地说，“我们会找到一个比你更合适的人照顾这孩子的。”

“上帝把这孩子给了我！”赫斯特高声重复说，声音里充满了恐惧。“我绝不会让她离开我！”她转向了丁梅斯代尔先生。“替我说句话吧！”她说，“你曾是我的牧师，你比这些人更了解我。你了解我心里的想法，也了解一个母亲，一个除了孩子和红字一无所有的母亲，这种感受有多么强烈！”

年轻的牧师走上前来，他的面色苍白、紧张，黑色的大眼睛里满是痛苦。

“她所说的有道理，”年轻的牧师开口说。他的声音优美柔和，但却像钟声一样在大厅中回荡。“上帝赐给她这个孩子，这难道不是上帝给这个有罪的可怜女人的旨意吗？让孩子跟在她身边，这样每天她都会记着自己的巨大罪恶和耻辱；痛苦和悲伤将永远跟随她。因为这是上帝给她的使命，这样可以保持她灵魂的活力，防止她陷入更深的罪孽。她必须按上帝的准则爱护和照顾这个孩子，教给她上帝之道，教她学会分辨善恶、判断正误。因上帝的慈悲，如果她能把孩子送上天国，那么孩子也就能把她带到天国！不，我们还是让这个孩子和她的母亲在一起吧，让上帝赐予的这个孩子去拯救母亲的灵魂！”

“我的朋友，你讲这番话真是激动得出奇啊。”老罗杰·奇林沃思笑着对他说。

“而且，我这年轻朋友的话满有道理。”威尔逊先生说，“你怎么看，总督先生？他为这可怜的女人所做的请求很有道理吧？”

“确实如此，”贝林厄姆总督回答，“他说得很有道理。我们只好让事情一切照旧喽。丁梅斯代尔先生，你要负责监督这个孩子接受正确的教育，再有，等她到了适当的年龄，要送她上学。”

年轻的牧师此时站在其他人的一边，厚重的窗帘挡住了他的部分面孔。珍珠，那野性子的小顽皮鬼，轻手轻脚地溜到他身旁，握住他的手，还把小脸贴在上面。她的母亲惊讶地看着。“那是我的珍珠吗？”她想，尽管她明白，这孩子的心中是有爱的。丁梅斯代尔环顾四周，将一只手放在孩子的头上，迟疑了一会儿，然后吻了她的额头。珍珠笑起来，蹦蹦跳跳地朝大厅另一头跑去。

“一个奇特的孩子！”老罗杰·奇林沃思说道，“一眼就能看出，有其母必有其女。不过聪明的人能通过这孩子的天性和举止猜出谁是她的父亲吗？”

“要知道这个问题的答案，还是靠祈祷吧，比猜测要好。”威尔逊先生说，“而最好就是留着这个秘密不去管它。这样，每一个信奉上帝的好男人便都能对这没有父亲的可怜孩子表示父爱了。”

赫斯特·普林带着女儿离开了总督府。在她们走下台阶的时候，有人打开了一扇窗子，探出头来，那是总督的姐姐希宾斯太太。她向赫斯特喊话，邀请她去参加当天晚上在树林中和魔鬼的聚会。有些人说希宾斯太太神经不正常；还有些人说她是魔鬼的好朋友。她要么是神经不正常，要么就是个邪恶的人，要么就是魔鬼的朋友，或者三者都是，没人能确定。但在若干年之后，她被认定为女巫，在绞架上被处决了。

“不了，谢谢！”赫斯特笑着回答说，“要是他们把珍珠从我身边夺走，我也许会跟你去，在魔鬼的名册上也签上我的名字，哪怕是要用血来签呢！但是小珍珠还和我在一起，所以我必须留在家里照顾她。”


4
A man sent by the Devil

For three years the man calling himself Roger Chillingworth had made his home in the town. Only Hester Prynne knew the secrets of his past life, which he had put behind him, but he held the lock and key to her silence and felt quite safe. His plans had changed. There were new, darker arrangements to make; new, secret things to do with his time. He had studied medicine and knew enough for other people to accept and welcome him as a doctor. Medical men were difficult to find in New England at that time.

Soon after his arrival, he became friendly with Mr Dimmesdale, and made the young man his religious guide. It was at this time, however, that the young priest's health began to fail. He grew thin and pale; his voice, though still rich and sweet, now had a sadness and tiredness about it. And sometimes, when he was alarmed by something, he would put his hand over his heart, and his eyes would fill with pain.

The young priest was greatly respected in the town; people thought he was a selfless and deeply religious man. They worried that his long hours of study and hard work for the church were damaging his health, so they were pleased when Roger Chillingworth became a friend of the young man and also offered to be his doctor. 'God has sent this man to help our priest!' they said.

But Mr Dimmesdale would not listen to his friends, and gently turned away all advice. 'I need no medicine,' he said.

But how could he say so when each week his face became paler and thinner; his voice trembled more than before; and putting his hand over his heart became a habit? Was he tired of his work? Did he wish to die?

The older priests put these questions to him, and reminded him that refusing medical help—perhaps help sent by God—was a sin. Mr Dimmesdale listened in silence, and finally promised to take advice from the doctor.

'Though if God wished it,' he said, 'I would be happy to leave behind my work, my worries and my sins and be buried in my grave.'

*　*　*

So this was how the mysterious Roger Chillingworth became the medical adviser of Mr Arthur Dimmesdale. The two men, one young and one old, began to spend much time together, walking along beside the sea or in the forest, often collecting plants to use for making medicines. Chillingworth watched and listened to his patient, asking questions carefully, digging deeper and deeper into the other man's thoughts and feelings. They spoke about public and private things; about health and religion; even about personal matters. But no secret, however much Chillingworth suspected there was one, ever came out of their discussions.

After a time, at the suggestion of Roger Chillingworth, the friends of Mr Dimmesdale arranged for the two men to live in the same house. They thought it was the best and most sensible arrangement, at least until Mr Dimmesdale decided to marry some suitable young lady. (Although for some reason they did not understand, the young man refused to even think about marriage.) Now the good doctor could keep an even closer watch on their young friend's health.

The house was next to the town's graveyard, and Mr Dimmesdale had an apartment in the front of the building, where he could enjoy the morning sun and where there was plenty of room for his many books. In rooms on the other side of the house, Roger Chillingworth arranged his papers, and the special things needed for making medicines.

However, not all the townspeople were happy. Many people suspected that the mysterious doctor was not all he pretended to be. One old man, who had come from London more than thirty years ago, was sure that Chillingworth had lived in that city, using another name. Others spoke of the change in the man since he had come to live in the town. At first, his expression had been calm, thoughtful, the face of a man who spent his time studying. Now, there was something ugly and evil in his face. Some people even believed that Chillingworth had been sent by the Devil and was after the young priest's soul. Everyone, however, was confident that Mr Dimmesdale would be the winner of this battle.

As the months and years went by, the change in Roger Chillingworth grew greater. He had begun with the calmness of a judge, wanting only to know the truth. But as he continued, the need to know burned in him like a fever, and he dug into the priest's soul, like a man searching for gold. And poor Mr Dimrnesdale, sick at heart, too afraid to call any man his friend, could not recognize an enemy either.

One day, he was in Chillingworth's room, looking out of the window at the graveyard opposite, while the older man was arranging some plants that he had collected.

'Where did you get the plants with the dark leaves?' the priest asked Chillingworth.

'From the graveyard,' answered the other man. 'I found them growing on a grave without a gravestone, or anything to tell me the dead man's name. Perhaps these black plants grew out of a heart that hid some terrible secret, one that was buried with him.'

'Perhaps the poor man wanted to tell it, but could not,' said Mr Dimmesdale. He was silent for a while, then went on, 'Tell me, doctor, is my health any better since you began to take care of this poor, weak body of mine?'

Before Chillingworth could answer, they heard a young child laughing. The sound came from the graveyard, and the priest looked down from the open window and saw Hester Prynne and little Pearl walking along the path. Pearl looked as beautiful as the day, but was behaving badly. She jumped from grave to grave, finally dancing on one of the larger graves until her mother called out to her.

'Pearl, stop it! Behave yourself!' cried Hester Prynne.

The girl stopped, but only to collect the purple flowers from a tall plant. She took a handful of them, and fastened their needle-like edges to the scarlet letter on her mother's dress. Hester did not pull them off.

Roger Chillingworth had joined Mr Dimmesdale at the window. 'That child has no respect for others,' he said, 'no idea of right or wrong. I saw her the other day throwing water at the Governor himself! What, in heaven's name, is she? A child of the devil? Has she no kindliness in her?'

'I do not know,' replied Mr Dimmesdale, quietly.

The girl probably heard their voices. She looked up, laughed, then threw one of the purple flowers at Mr Dimmesdale. And when the young priest jumped back with a little cry, she was delighted and laughed even louder.

Hester Prynne also looked up at that moment, and all four of these persons now stared at each other silently until the child laughed again, and shouted:

'Come away, mother! Come away, or that nasty old man up there will catch you! He has already caught the priest! But he won't catch little Pearl!' And she pulled her mother away, then danced off between the graves.

'There goes a woman,' said Roger Chillingworth, after a pause, 'who cannot hide her shame. It is there, for all to see. But is Hester Prynne more, or less, miserable than people who keep their sinfulness hidden?'

'I cannot answer for her,' said Mr Dimmesdale, his face pale. 'There was a look of pain in her face which it hurt me to see, but I think it must be better for sinners to be free to show their pain, as this poor woman Hester does, than to cover it all up in their heart.'

There was another pause, then the doctor said, 'You asked a little while ago for my opinion on your health.'

'I did,' said Mr Dimmesdale. 'Speak freely. Do not be afraid to tell me the truth, whether it is good news or bad.'

'Your illness is a strange one,' said Chillingworth, going back to his plants. 'I find it difficult to understand. Let me ask you, as a friend as well as your doctor, have you told me everything? Is there anything you have not told me which might help me find the true reason for your illness?'

'How can you ask?' replied the priest. 'It would be stupid to call in a doctor and then hide the injury.'

Roger Chillingworth stared hard at the other man's face. 'Yes, but the injury or evil we can see is often only half the problem,' he said. 'Sometimes it is the sickness of a man's soul that is the reason for his sick body. And then, how can a doctor help his patient to get better unless his patient tells him what is troubling his soul?'

'No, not to you!' cried Mr Dimmesdale, his eyes suddenly wild and bright. 'Only God can save a man whose sickness is a sickness of the soul! Let him do with me what he will! But who are you to involve yourself in this matter? Who are you to stand between a sufferer and his God?'

And he ran angrily from the room.

Roger Chillingworth smiled to himself. 'Nothing is lost. We shall be friends again. But look how his passion takes hold of him! He has done a wild thing before now, this godly Mr Dimmesdale, in the hot passion of his heart.'

Not long afterwards, as expected, the young priest returned and apologized. He asked his friend to continue to care for him, and the doctor agreed to do so.

*　*　*

A few days after this, Mr Dimmesdale falls asleep in his chair, while reading in his study. Later, Roger Chillingworth comes into the room and sees that the other man is sleeping. He steps forward, and pulls open the priest's shirt.

After a short pause, he turns away, but with what a wild look of wonder, joy, and horror!



alarm v. to make people very worried 使……恐慌，不安

turn away to refuse 拒绝

suspect v. to think something is probably true 怀疑

opposite adj. one thing that is opposite another is on the other side of the same area, often directly across from it 对面的；相对的

purple adj. a dark colour that is a mixture of red and blue 紫色的

fasten v. fix sth. to sth. 固定

nasty adj. unpleasant 不友善的

patient n. someone receiving medical treatment from a doctor 病人；患者


4．魔鬼派来的人

三年过去了，这个自称罗杰·奇林沃思的人在镇上定居下来。只有赫斯特知道他隐藏起来的过去的秘密，但是他掌握着让她缄口不言的锁和钥匙，并且觉得很安全。他的计划已经改变了。更加阴险的新计划即将形成；他要花时间做一些新的秘密活动。他学过医药，对此的研究已经使他被人们认可为一名医生。当时在新英格兰，精通医术的人尚不多见。

他来到此地不久，就对丁梅斯代尔先生很友好，还让这个年轻人作他的宗教导师。就在此时，丁梅斯代尔先生的身体开始渐渐衰弱下去。他变得苍白消瘦；他的嗓音虽仍然丰润甜美，却含着忧郁和疲惫。有时，他会突然被惊动，然后用手捂住心口，眼睛里充满了痛苦。

这位青年牧师在城镇中很受尊敬，人们都认为他是一个无私而虔诚的教徒，担心他钻研学问过多，教区工作太重，会损害他的健康，因此当他们看到罗杰·奇林沃思和这个青年人成为朋友并自告奋勇成为他的医生后，都感到很欣慰。“上帝派了这个人来帮助我们的牧师。”他们说。

但丁梅斯代尔先生却没有听从朋友们的建议，他委婉地拒绝了所有的善意。“我不需要吃药。”他说。

但他怎么能这样讲呢？每过一周，他的面颊就会变得越发苍白消瘦；声音也比先前颤抖得更加厉害；而且他用手捂住心口的动作已经变成了一种习惯。难道他厌倦了工作？难道他想死吗？

年长的牧师们向他提出质疑，并且提醒他医药的帮助或许是上帝赐予的福旨，对此加以拒绝可是有罪的。丁梅斯代尔先生默默不语地听着，终于答应听取医生的建议。

“虽说这是上帝的旨意，”他说，“可我宁愿丢下工作、烦恼和罪孽，被埋葬在坟墓之中。”

*　*　*

就这样，神秘的老罗杰·奇林沃思成了阿瑟·丁梅斯代尔先生的健康顾问。这一老一少开始常常一起活动：在海滨、林中长时间散步，经常采集一些植物用于制药。奇林沃思观察着他的病人，听他说话，仔细地提问，越来越深地探究他的思想和情感。他们所谈的涉及公事和私事，健康和宗教，甚至涉及个人的隐私。医生虽然揣测这里肯定是有秘密的，但他们的讨论却始终没能把任何秘密揭露出来。

过了一段时间，在罗杰·奇林沃思的建议之下，丁梅斯代尔先生的朋友们安排他俩住在了同一栋房子里。他们认为这是最好、最合理的安排，至少是在丁梅斯代尔先生决定娶某位年轻女士为妻之前。（尽管出于一些他们无法理解的原因，这个青年人想都不愿意去想婚姻的问题。）现在，这位良医可以更加密切地关注他们年轻朋友的健康了。

他俩的房子紧挨着镇上的墓地，丁梅斯代尔先生住前面一个套间，在这里他可以享受早上的阳光，还有宽敞的地方可以放置丰富的藏书。在房子另一侧的几间屋子中，罗杰·奇林沃思安放了他的资料和各种制药用的特殊器具。

然而，并非镇上的所有居民都对此表示欢迎。很多人都怀疑这个神秘的医生根本就不像他所表现出的那样。有一位三十多年前从伦敦来的老人非常确定地说，奇林沃思曾经住在伦敦，当时叫的是另外一个名字。还有一些人说，罗杰·奇林沃思自从在镇上定居以来发生了明显的变化。起初，他外表安详，若有所思，一派学者模样。而如今，他脸上却是一种丑陋而邪恶的表情。一些人甚至认为奇林沃思是魔鬼的使者，要攫取这位青年牧师的灵魂。不过每个人都相信丁梅斯代尔先生会是这场战役的胜利者。

随着时间的流逝，奇林沃思的变化越来越明显。起初他带着裁判者的冷静而来，那时他只想找出真相。但是随着计划的展开，迫切想知道答案的愿望就像高烧一样折磨着他。他像一个淘金者一样掘进牧师的灵魂。而可怜的丁梅斯代尔先生由于内心的折磨，惧怕把任何人视为朋友，因此也无法辨认出谁是敌人。

一天，他待在奇林沃思的房间里，透过窗子看着对面的墓地，而老人正在整理采集来的一些植物。

“你从哪里找到这些黑叶子植物的？”牧师问奇林沃思。

“墓地里。”医生回答说，“在一座坟墓上发现的，坟前没有墓碑，也没别的东西表明死者的名字。可能这种黑色植物是从死者的心里长出来的，那颗心里藏着可怕的秘密，随着他一起埋葬了。”

“也许这个可怜的人是想说出来的，但他就是办不到。”丁梅斯代尔先生说。他沉默了片刻，接着说：“告诉我，医生，从您开始照顾我这虚弱、可怜的身体以来，我的健康状况是否有所好转？”

奇林沃思还没来得及回答，他们就听到了一个小孩子的笑声。这笑声从墓地里传来。牧师从打开的窗子向外望去，只见赫斯特·普林和小珍珠在小径上走着。珍珠看上去和白昼一样美丽，但是十分淘气。她从一个墓上跳到另一个坟墓上，最后在一个比较大的坟墓上跳起舞来，直到她母亲把她叫住。

“珍珠，别跳了！乖一点儿！”赫斯特·普林喊道。

珍珠停了下来，又开始从一株高大的植物上采摘紫色的小花。她摘了满满一把之后，便把针尖一样的花边别在母亲衣服上的红字周围。赫斯特并没有把它们取下来。

罗杰·奇林沃思和丁梅斯代尔先生一起站到窗前。“那孩子对别人一点儿都不敬重。”他说，“也没有是非概念。那天我看到她竟然往总督身上泼水！我的天，这到底是个什么孩子啊？难道她是恶魔的孩子吗？难道她的天性中一丝善良都没有吗？”

“我不知道。”丁梅斯代尔先生静静地回答。

那孩子可能是听到了他们的声音。她笑着抬起头来，朝丁梅斯代尔先生扔来一朵紫色小花。年轻的牧师将身子向后一闪，发出了一声轻呼，珍珠高兴起来，笑得更开心了。

此时，赫斯特·普林也抬起头来，于是这四个人便谁也不说话地面面相觑，直到孩子又笑起来，大叫着：

“走吧，妈妈！走吧，要不上面那个讨厌的老头就来抓你了！他已经抓住了牧师。可他抓不住小珍珠！”然后她蹦蹦跳跳地拽着母亲从坟墓间走开了。
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“那个女人，”罗杰·奇林沃思沉默了一会儿后接着说，“无法掩饰她的耻辱，那耻辱就在那儿，所有人都看得到。和那些把罪恶隐藏起来的人比，赫斯特·普林的痛苦是多还是少呢？”

“我无法为她作答。”丁梅斯代尔先生说，他的脸色苍白。“她脸上有一种痛楚的表情，我看了觉得很难过。但是我认为，一个犯了罪的人能够像这可怜的妇人赫斯特这样，可以自由地表达自己的痛苦，总比全都闷在心里好。”

又是一阵沉默，医生说：“刚才你问我对你的健康有何看法。”

“是啊，”牧师回答说，“我请你坦率地讲出来，别怕告诉我真相，是好是坏都没关系。”

“你的病很奇怪。”奇林沃思一边说着一边又摆弄起他的那些植物。“我觉得很困惑。让我以朋友和医生的双重身份来问你，你是否已经把一切都告诉我了呢？是不是还有什么没对我说？也许这些事恰恰可以帮我找出你真正的病因。”

“你怎么会这样问？”牧师回答道，“请来医生，却又向他隐瞒病情，这不是很愚蠢嘛。”

罗杰·奇林沃思目光炯炯地盯着牧师的面孔。“是的，不过通常我们肉眼可以看到的伤病或罪恶只是问题的一半。”他说，“有时，身体有病的原因很可能是灵魂染疾。如果病人不坦白说出是什么在折磨自己的灵魂，医生是没有办法帮助他恢复的。”

“不！我不会对你说！”丁梅斯代尔先生喊叫起来，他的眼睛突然变得狂野，闪着光亮。“只有上帝可以救治灵魂上的疾病。让他随心所欲地处置我吧。可是，你算什么？竟要来插一手？竟敢置身于受磨难的人和他的上帝之间？”

他愤怒地冲出了房间。

罗杰·奇林沃思暗自笑道：“一无所失。我们很快还会重新成为朋友的。不过看看吧，激情如何完全左右了这个人！这位虔诚的丁梅斯代尔先生，以前也曾在内心激情的驱使之下，干出过荒唐事来！”

不久之后，就像他预料的那样，年轻的牧师回来道歉，请求他的朋友继续照料他，医生同意了。

*　*　*

几天后，丁梅斯代尔先生在书房里看书时，坐在椅子上睡着了。后来，罗杰·奇林沃思走进他的房间，发现他睡着了，于是走上前，扯开了牧师的衬衣。

医生稍停了一瞬，转身走了。然而，他的表情却那么狂野，交织着惊奇、欢乐和恐惧！


5
A night on the scaffold

After this discovery, Roger Chillingworth's plan slowly changed. Although he appeared calm and gentle, without passion, there was inside him a deep, slow-burning cruelty, an evil wish to bring a terrible revenge on his enemy. The priest's guilty sadness was a weapon in his merciless hands. Every day he played, like a cat with a mouse, with the fear and the shame lying hidden in the young man's soul.

But on the outside he was still a friend, kindly and smiling. Arthur Dimmesdale could feel something evil watching him, but he did not know what it was. He looked with doubt and fear—at times even with hate—at the figure of the old doctor; then he would punish himself for these unkind thoughts, blaming them on the guilt and shame eating away at his heart.

And all this black trouble in his soul had made him more famous and popular as a priest than ever. To the people in his church, he seemed very close to God, a man full of gentleness and understanding of the pain and suffering of others.

More than once, Mr Dimmesdale prepared himself to speak to his people about the black secret of his soul. More than once he stood in front of them in church, took a deep breath, and told them... what? He told them he was the worst of sinners, hateful, dishonest, unclean, an evil thing in the sight of God. But did they understand? No! They listened, and then told each other how lucky they were to have a man like this for their priest. Only a strong and godly man, they said, could speak so openly about his weaknesses.

Arthur Dimmesdale could find no peace in his heart. He could not sleep at night, but would sit staring at his face in a mirror, hour after hour. Often, as he looked, his own face would be replaced by the accusing faces of others—dead friends from long ago, his white-bearded father, his mother. And worst of all, Hester Prynne, walking with little Pearl and pointing her finger first at the scarlet letter on her bosom, and then at the priest's own chest.

One sleepless summer night, seven years from the time when Hester stood in public shame on the scaffold, the priest sat up suddenly in his chair. An idea had come to him.

'There might be a moment's peace in it,' he said to himself, and softly went down the stairs and out into the night.

He walked silently through the dark streets to the place of Hester Prynne's first hours of public shame—the scaffold. The priest went up the steps to the platform.

It was midnight, and the town was asleep. Clouds covered the sky, and Mr Dimmesdale could stand there until morning without fear of discovery. Why, then, was he here? What had made him come? Guilt? Shame? He did not know. But a feeling of great horror went through his whole body, and he cried out a terrible scream, which echoed through the night, from one house to another and to the hills beyond the town.

'It is done!' whispered the priest, covering his face with his hands. 'The whole town will wake up and find me here.'

But the people of the town did not wake up, or if they did, they imagined the cry was something which came from their dreams. When he heard no sounds of feet hurrying towards him, the young priest uncovered his eyes and looked around. At a window in Governor Bellingham's house, which was not far away, he saw the Governor himself, in his white nightshirt, with a light in his hand.

'He looks like a ghost,' thought Mr Dimmesdale. And after a moment, the light disappeared from the window.

The priest became calmer. Then he noticed another light, coming towards him along the street. As it came nearer, he saw that the person carrying it was the old priest, Mr Wilson.

'He has been praying at the bedside of some dying man,' thought Mr Dimmesdale.

And so he had. The old priest was now on his way home from the death-bed of Mr Winthrop, who had just died.

As Mr Wilson passed by the scaffold, Mr Dimmesdale found it difficult not to speak...

'Good evening to you, Father! Please come up and spend a pleasant hour with me!'

Good heavens! Had Mr Dimmesdale actually spoken? For one moment he believed that these words had passed his lips, but he had only imagined them. Mr Wilson walked on, looking ahead, not once turning towards the platform.

'I shall be too cold to move soon,' Mr Dimmesdale thought. 'I won't even be able to walk down the steps.' Crazy pictures passed before his eyes. 'Someone will find me here in the early morning, and will run around knocking on doors. Everyone will hurry out in their night-clothes—Governor Bellingham, with his buttons undone; his sister, mad Mistress Hibbins, staring with her wild eyes; and good Father Wilson too, tired after spending half the night at a death-bed. Yes, everyone in the world will come running! And who will they see? They will see their priest, half-frozen to death, covered with shame, and standing where Hester Prynne once stood!'

Now he began to laugh, loudly and wildly, unable to stop himself. Then he heard an answering laugh—a child's laugh—and his heart jumped. It was little Pearl.

'Pearl!' he cried. 'Little Pearl!' Then more softly, 'Hester! Hester Prynne, are you there?'

'Yes, it is me,' Hester Prynne replied. She sounded surprised. 'It is me, and my little Pearl.'

'Where have you come from, Hester?' he asked.

'From Mr Winthrop's death-bed,' she said. 'I've measured him for his burial-clothes, and I am now going home.'

'Come up here, Hester, you and little Pearl,' said the priest. 'You have both been here before, but I was not with you. Come up now, and all three of us shall stand together.'

Hester silently climbed up the steps and stood on the platform, holding Pearl's hand. The priest found and held the child's other hand, and immediately felt a warm, strong feeling in his heart, filling it with new life.

Pearl looked up at the priest. 'Will you stand here with mother and me tomorrow, Mr Dimmesdale?' she whispered.

'No, my little Pearl,' answered the priest. The moment of passionate feeling had passed. Already, he was trembling, and all his fear of public shame had returned. 'I shall stand with you and your mother one day, but not tomorrow.'

'When?' Pearl asked. 'What day?' She tried to pull her hand away from the priest's.

'The great judgment day,' he whispered. 'Then, and there, your mother and I must stand together. But not before then; not in the daylight of this world.'

Before he had finished speaking, a light appeared, far and wide in the night sky. It was almost certainly caused by a meteor, and it lit up the whole street like day. And there stood the priest, with his hand over his heart; and Hester Prynne, with the scarlet letter on her bosom; and little Pearl standing between these two, looking up at the priest with a playful smile. She pointed across the street, but he put both his hands across his chest and looked up at the sky.

However, he knew that little Pearl was pointing her finger at a man standing near the scaffold—Roger Chillingworth. Did the priest see him too? Or, in the strange unearthly light, did he see only the evil smile, the hate behind the eyes, and believe that he was seeing the Devil himself?

The meteor disappeared as suddenly as it had appeared. Mr Dimmesdale, now trembling with terror, said, 'Who is that man, Hester? Do you know him? I hate him, Hester!'

She remembered her promise, and was silent.

'Who is he? Who is he?' cried Mr Dimmesdale. 'Can you do nothing for me? I have a horror of the man!'

'I can tell you who he is,' said little Pearl.

'Quickly, then, child,' said the priest. 'Whisper to me!'

But the child whispered meaningless words into the priest's ear, and laughed.

'Why are you playing games with me?' said the priest.

'You would not promise to hold my hand, and my mother's hand, here tomorrow,' replied the child.

The doctor was now by the platform. 'Mr Dimmesdale!' he said. 'Have you been walking in your sleep? Come, my dear friend, let me take you home.'

'How did you know I was here?' asked the priest, fearfully.

'I did not know,' said Chillingworth. 'I have been with Mr Winthrop, doing what little I could for a dying man. Now I am on my way home. Come with me, please, or you will not be well enough to do your work tomorrow. You should not study so hard, good sir!'

'I will go home with you,' said Mr Dimmesdale, defeated. And, like someone waking up from an ugly dream, he followed the doctor back to their house.



cruelty n. a willingness or desire to make people or animals suffer 残忍；残酷

accusing adj. an accusing look from someone shows that they think that you have done something wrong 非难的；遣责的

echo v. if a sound echoes, you hear it again because it was made near something such as a wall or hill （声音）回响；发出回声

pleasant adj. enjoyable and making you feel happy; nice 令人愉快的；惬意的

passionate adj. very eager 热切的；强烈的

meteor n. a piece of rock or metal that floats in space, and makes a bright line in the night sky when it falls through the Earth's atmosphere 流星

meaningless adj. not having a meaning that you can understand or explain 不可理解的


5．绞刑台上的一晚

自从这个发现之后，罗杰·奇林沃思的计划开始慢慢改变。他虽然表面上平静、温和、不露声色，然而心中却深深埋藏着深重的恶意，准备向敌人发起无情的复仇。牧师那带有罪恶感的悲痛在他残忍的手中成为一件武器。他每天就像猫捉老鼠一样，玩弄着深藏在那个青年灵魂深处的恐惧和羞耻。

但表面看来他依旧是牧师的朋友，总是和和气气地微笑着。阿瑟·丁梅斯代尔可以感觉到有一种邪恶的东西在窥视他，但是又不明所以。他带着疑惑与恐惧——有时甚至是憎恨——盯着老医生的身影；但紧接着他又会为这种不友善的想法而惩罚自己，认为这是侵蚀自己内心的负罪感和羞耻在作祟。

这些阴暗的念头困扰着他的灵魂，反而使他成了一位比以往更出名、更受欢迎的牧师。对于他的教众来说，他几近乎上帝；他和善温顺、对他人的痛苦和不幸充满了理解。

不止一次，丁梅斯代尔先生准备向他的教众倾吐灵魂深处那阴暗的秘密。在教堂中，他不止一次站在他们面前，深吸一口气，告诉他们……告诉他们什么呢？说他是个罪孽无比深重的人，可恶、虚伪、不洁净，是上帝眼中邪恶的化身。但是他们明白他的意思了吗？没有！他们听完后只是互相议论，说有这样一个牧师是多么幸运的事。他们说，只有一个坚定和虔诚的人才会这样坦诚地谈论自身的软弱。

阿瑟·丁梅斯代尔无法求得内心的平静。他晚上无法入睡，只能长时间地坐在镜子前盯着自己的脸。他常常看着看着就发现自己的脸变成了一些责备的面孔——那是很久以前逝去的朋友们，他那须发花白的父亲，还有他的母亲。最折磨人的是，还有赫斯特·普林，她带着珍珠走来，先用手指指着胸口的红字，然后又指指牧师的胸口。

在一个难以入睡的夏日夜晚，此时距赫斯特站在绞刑台上当众受辱已经七年了，牧师从椅子上突然坐直。一个新的念头在他心中油然而生。

“这样也许会获得片刻宁静。”他对自己说，然后蹑手蹑脚地走下楼梯，走进夜色中。

他悄无声息地穿过漆黑的街道，来到当初赫斯特·普林最早公开受辱的地点——绞刑台。牧师沿着台阶走上平台。

此时正当午夜，整个城镇都在睡梦之中。阴云笼罩着夜空，丁梅斯代尔在那儿站到早上都不用担心被人发觉。可他为什么会在这儿呢？是什么驱使他来的呢？是负疚感，还是羞耻心？他不知道。但是一种巨大的恐惧贯穿了他的整个身体，他发出了一声恐怖的喊叫，这喊叫在黑夜中回荡，从一户人家传到另一户人家，一直传到小镇远处的丛山之中。

“这下完了！”牧师用双手遮住脸，喃喃自语道，“全镇的人都会惊醒，发现我在这儿。”

但是镇上的人并没有惊醒，就算醒了，也会误以为这喊叫是梦中发生的事情。年轻的牧师没有听见任何匆匆赶来的脚步声，便不再捂着眼，开始四下张望。不远处是贝林厄姆总督的宅邸，他看到穿着白色睡衣的总督从窗口探出头来，手中拿着一盏灯。

“他看起来像鬼魂一样。”丁梅斯代尔先生想。过了一会儿，那盏灯从窗口消失了。

牧师渐渐平静下来。接着，他注意到又有一点灯光正沿街逐渐向他靠近。灯光越来越近，他看到举着灯的正是老牧师威尔逊先生。

“他一定是刚从某个垂死的人的床边祈祷归来。”丁梅斯代尔先生想。

事实果然如此。温斯罗普先生刚刚去世，老牧师正在回家的路上。

当威尔逊先生走过绞刑台时，丁梅斯代尔先生忍不住要脱口而出……

“晚上好，神父！请你上来陪我好好待上一小时吧！”

天啊！丁梅斯代尔先生当真说出声了吗？一刹那间，他觉得这些话确实已经说出了口，其实那只是他的想象。威尔逊先生依旧朝前走去，眼睛看向前方，根本没朝绞刑台这边转过来。

“我一会儿就会冻僵的。”丁梅斯代尔先生想，“怕是连台阶都下不去了。”一些疯狂的画面闪现在他眼前。“一大早就会有人看到我在这里，接着就会跑去挨家挨户地敲门。每个人都会匆匆忙忙地穿着睡衣跑过来——贝林厄姆总督肯定连扣子都来不及扣就跑出来；他的姐姐，疯女人希宾斯会瞪圆那双粗野的眼睛；好心的威尔逊神父也会来的，他在死者的床边熬了半夜，肯定疲惫不堪。是的，世上所有人都会跑过来。他们会看到谁呢？他们的牧师——冻得半死，正满面羞惭地站在赫斯特·普林曾经示众的地方！”

这时牧师开始狂笑起来，笑得无可遏止。忽然他听到了一声回应——一个小孩子的笑声——他的心提了起来：那是小珍珠。

“珍珠！”他喊道，“小珍珠！”然后他柔声叫道：“赫斯特！赫斯特·普林！是你在那儿吗？”

“是的，是我。”赫斯特·普林答应着，语调中充满诧异。“是我，还有我的小珍珠。”

“你从哪里来，赫斯特？”牧师问道。

“从温斯罗普先生家里，”赫斯特·普林回答说，“我给他量了尺寸做寿衣，现在正回家去。”

“上这儿来吧，赫斯特，你，还有小珍珠。”牧师说，“你们母女俩以前都曾在这儿待过，可是我当时没和你们在一起。上来吧，这样我们三个人就站在一起了！”

赫斯特牵着珍珠的手默默地踏上台阶，站到了台上。牧师摸到孩子的另一只手，握在自己手里。他立刻感到一种温暖、强烈的感觉涌入心房，仿佛注入了新的生命力。

珍珠抬起头看着牧师，悄声问道：“明天你也跟妈妈和我一块儿站在这儿吗，丁梅斯代尔先生？”

“不，我的小珍珠。”牧师回答说。瞬间的激情消失了，他颤栗起来，对当众蒙羞的种种恐惧又重新回到他的心头。“总有一天，我会跟你妈妈和你站在一起，不过明天还不成。”

“什么时候？”珍珠问道，“哪一天？”她极力想把手从牧师手里抽出来。
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“在最后审判日。”牧师低声说，“到了那一天，你妈妈，还有我，必须站在一起。但在那之前不行，在这个世界的光天化日之下是不行的！”

丁梅斯代尔先生还没说完，夜空中便远远地闪过一道宽阔的亮光。那无疑是一颗流星，将整条街道照得如同白昼一般。牧师就站在那儿，手捂着心口；赫斯特·普林也站在那儿，胸前戴着红字；还有小珍珠，站在他们中间，调皮地笑着，抬头看着牧师。她指指街道对面。但牧师双手交叉捂在胸前，仰望着天空。

然而，他知道小珍珠指的是站在绞刑台近旁的一个人——那是罗杰·奇林沃思。牧师也看见他了吗？或者，在这神异的光亮中，他只看到了那狞笑，那眼底的恨意，并由此认为看到了魔鬼的真身？

流星又突然消失了，就如它突然出现一样。丁梅斯代尔先生恐惧得发抖：“那个人是谁，赫斯特？你认识他吗？我恨他，赫斯特！”

她记起了她的诺言，默不作声。

“他是谁？他是谁？”丁梅斯代尔先生喊着，“你就这样袖手旁观？我对这个人害怕极了！”

“我能告诉你他是谁。”小珍珠说。

“那就快说吧，孩子。”牧师说道，“小声对我说！”

但是这个孩子在他耳边嘀咕了几个莫名其妙的词，就笑起来。

“你为什么要拿我开心？”牧师说。

“因为你不愿意答应明天在这里拉着我和妈妈的手！”孩子回答道。

这时医生已走到平台下。“丁梅斯代尔先生！”他说，“你是在梦游吗？来吧，我亲爱的朋友，让我带你回家。”

“你怎么会知道我在这儿？”牧师惊惧地问。

“我并不知道。”奇林沃思回答，“我一直在温斯罗普先生那儿，尽我所能为一个垂死的人尽点绵薄之力。现在正要回去。请跟我走吧，不然明天你会不舒服，没法工作了。你不该那么刻苦地钻研学问，亲爱的先生。”

“我跟你一起回家。”丁梅斯代尔先生垂头丧气地说，好似失魂落魄一般。他就像刚从噩梦中惊醒一样，跟着医生回住处去了。


6
Hester meets the enemy

That meeting with Mr Dimmesdale on the scaffold worried Hester Prynne greatly. She saw the young priest's weakness and his misery, and how close he was to madness; she heard the terror in his voice as he asked her for help. And she decided he had a right to all the help she could give him.

Her position in the town was now rather different. In the seven years since Pearl was born, Hester had worn the scarlet letter patiently and had led a hard-working and blameless life. People no longer hated her; some even respected her.

'She is always ready to give what she can to the poor,' they said, 'although she gets little thanks for the food she takes to them, or the clothes she makes for them.'

And whenever a house was darkened by trouble, Hester was there with warm and kindly words, and the offer of help. But when sunshine came again, she left without looking back or waiting for the grateful thanks of those who had been troubled. And afterwards, when she saw them in the street, she did not lift her head to speak to them but put her finger on her scarlet letter of shame, and passed by.

Beneath her calmness, however, there had often been great loneliness and suffering. These had made her strong and she now felt able to face the man who had once been her husband. It was clear to Hester that this man was the priest's secret enemy, playing the part of a friend and helper, and slowly but surely driving the priest into madness.

In short, she decided to talk to Roger Chillingworth, and to do what she could to stop his cruel and evil revenge.

She did not have long to wait. One afternoon, while walking with Pearl along the beach, she saw the old doctor with a basket in one hand and a stick in the other. He was collecting plants.

'Go down to the water and play while I talk to this gentleman,' Hester told her daughter.

The child flew away like a bird, her small white feet making patterns in the wet sand at the edge of the sea. Her mother walked up to Roger Chillingworth.

'I would like to speak to you,' she said.

'Ah! Mistress Hester!' he answered. 'I hear news of your good work from everyone I speak to. Only yesterday a magistrate whispered to me that the officers of the town were discussing whether the scarlet letter could now be taken off your bosom. "You should do it at once," I told him.'

'It is not for some magistrate to take off this letter,' Hester replied calmly. 'When—if ever—I earn the right to be rid of it, it will fall off without anyone's help.'

'Wear it, then, if you want to,' said Chillingworth. 'It is a fine piece of needlework and looks well on your bosom.'

While they spoke, Hester had been watching him closely and was full of wonder at the change she saw in him. He was no longer the calm, intelligent man she remembered; now there was a cruel, searching look in his eyes, and a cold half-smile came and went on his face. Seven years of getting enjoyment from a cruel revenge had left the Devil's mark on him. His soul seems to be on fire! Hester thought.

'I want to speak to you about Mr Dimmesdale,' she said.

'And what about him?' cried Roger Chillingworth. 'Speak freely, and I will answer.'

'When we last spoke together, seven years ago,' Hester said, 'you made me promise not to tell anyone that we once lived as husband and wife. I agreed to be silent because, as you said then, his position and his life were in your hands. But I see now that I was wrong to keep silent. Since that day, you have been beside him, sleeping and waking. You search his thoughts and his heart, and each day you cause him to die a living death! And it is I who have allowed this to happen!'

'What else can you do?' asked Chillingworth. 'A word from me, and this man would be thrown from his church into a prison—and from there, to the scaffold!'

'Perhaps that would be better!' said Hester. 'Haven't you had your revenge? Hasn't he suffered enough for his sins?'

'No!' answered the doctor. 'Do you remember me, Hester, as I was nine years ago? You thought I was cold, perhaps, but was I not kind and true, and a good friend to others?'

'Yes,' said Hester. 'All that, and more.'

'And what am I now?' he asked, and his face showed the evil that was in him. 'A devil! And who made me this?'

'It was me,' said Hester, trembling. 'Me, as much as he. So why didn't you punish me?'

'You had the scarlet letter,' he said. 'That was enough revenge for me.' He put his finger on it with a smile. 'Now, what do you want to say about this man?'

'I must tell him the truth about you,' said Hester. 'He must know who you are, and why you are doing this to him. What the result will be, I do not know. Do what you want with him. But there is no good for him, no good for me, no good for you, no good for little Pearl. There is no path to guide any of us out of this misery.'

Roger Chillingworth stared at the tall, proud woman in front of him, and heard the pain in her voice. Did he then remember the love he had once felt for her?

'I am sorry for you,' he said. 'You were a good person, and you needed a better love than mine.'

'And I am sorry for you,' said Hester, 'and for the hate that has changed a wise and merciful man into a devil! Try to be human again! Forgive, and leave judgment to God!'

'That is not possible,' replied the old man. 'You planted the evil, and now its black flowers are growing. We cannot change the way things are.'

He turned and walked away, and a dark shadow seemed to follow him along the ground.

Hester stared after him. 'I hate the man!' she whispered to herself. 'How I wish I had never married him!' She turned to look for her child. 'Pearl! Little Pearl! Where are you?'

The child had been busy while her mother had been talking. First she had played at the edge of the water, then she had made little boats out of pieces of wood. Then, seeing some birds feeding on the beach, she had picked up some stones and thrown them until one little grey bird had flown away with a broken wing. For her last game, Pearl collected some grass and used it to make a letter A on her chest.

'Will Mother ask me what it means?' she wondered.

Then she heard her mother calling and, moving as lightly as one of the little sea-birds, she appeared beside Hester and pointed her finger towards the letter A on her bosom.

'My little Pearl,' said Hester, after a moment's silence, 'the green letter means nothing on your childish bosom. But do you know why your mother wears it?'

'Oh, yes!' said Pearl, smiling. 'It is for the same reason that the priest puts his hand over his heart!'

'And what reason is that?' asked Hester.

'I don't know,' replied Pearl. 'Mother, what does this scarlet letter mean? Why do you wear it on your bosom? And why does the priest keep his hand over his heart?'

Hester stared down into her daughter's black eyes. What should she say? The truth? No! If that was the price of the child's understanding, she could not pay it.

'Silly Pearl!' she said. 'There are many things in this world that a child must not ask about. What do I know about the priest's heart? And as for the scarlet letter, I wear it for its gold thread.'

It was the first time that Hester had lied about the letter, and the child did not stop asking the same questions. Two or three times on the way home, several times at supper, and again the next morning, Pearl asked, 'Mother, Mother, what does the scarlet letter mean?' and 'Why does the priest keep his hand over his heart?'

'Stop it!' Hester said, in a sharper voice than she had ever used before. 'Stop it, or I'll shut you in the dark cupboard!'



misery n. great suffering or discomfort 痛苦；苦难

searching look a look from someone who is trying to find out as much as possible about someone's thoughts and feelings 探究的目光

cupboard n. a piece of furniture with doors, and sometimes shelves, used for storing clothes, plates, food etc. 橱柜


6．赫斯特遇到敌人

在绞刑台和丁梅斯代尔先生的会面使赫斯特·普林深感忧虑。她看到了年轻牧师的脆弱和痛苦，还有他濒临颠狂的状态。她听得出当他向她求助时声音中的惊恐。她认为他有权要她倾力相助。

如今她在小镇上的地位已经和原来不一样了。在珍珠出生后的这七年当中，她耐心地佩戴着那个红字，过着艰辛却无可指责的生活。人们不再恨她；她甚至还赢得了一些人的尊重。

“她总是随时准备去尽力帮助穷人，”他们说，“虽然她给人缝衣送食很少能得到感谢。”

不论何时，只要有人被忧愁困扰，她总会出现，用好言抚慰，并主动提供帮助。但当情况好转的时候，她会头也不回地离开，从来不期望那些在困苦中得到过她帮助的人向她致谢。此后，当她在街上遇到他们，也从不抬头和他们说话，只用手指按住那个耻辱红字，侧身而过。

然而，她平静的外表下却埋藏着难以承受的孤独和痛苦。正是这些遭遇使她坚强，使她现在可以去面对前夫。赫斯特很清楚，这个男人就是牧师的秘密敌人，他扮演着一个朋友和救护者的角色，其实却在缓慢而坚定地将牧师推向疯狂。

总之，她打定主意去和罗杰·奇林沃思谈谈，竭尽全力去阻止他那残忍、邪恶的复仇。

机会很快就来了。一天下午，她带着珍珠沿海边散步，看见了那位老医生。他一手挽着篮子，另一只手拄着拐杖，正在采集药草。

“去到水边玩吧，我要和这位先生谈一谈。”赫斯特告诉她的女儿。

这孩子像小鸟一样飞走了，雪白的小脚丫在海边湿润的沙地上留下了一串脚印。她的母亲向罗杰·奇林沃思走去。

“我想和你谈一谈。”她说。

“啊哈！原来是赫斯特太太！”他回答道，“每个跟我谈话的人都说到你的善举。就在昨天，一位治安官还悄悄告诉我，镇上的官员正在讨论是否应该把你胸前的红字取下来。‘你们应该马上这么做。’我这样跟他说。”

“取下这个字不是靠哪个地方治安官。”赫斯特平静地回应道，“当我赢得取下它的权利——如果有那么一天的话——它自然会掉下去，不需要任何人的帮助。”

“你要是乐意，那就戴着吧。”奇林沃思说，“那是件不错的针线活儿，戴在你胸前挺好看的。”

在他俩谈话时，赫斯特一直仔细地打量着老人，她惊奇地注意到他发生了多么明显的变化，原来印象中的那个平和、聪慧的人如今已经踪影皆无，现在的他眼神残忍，随时窥探着什么，一丝冷笑在脸上时隐时现。七年中，他从残忍的报复中寻求快感，这在他脸上也留下了魔鬼的印记。“他的灵魂正在灼烧！”赫斯特想。

“我想和你谈谈有关丁梅斯代尔先生的事。”她说。

“他有什么好谈的？”罗杰·奇林沃思叫起来，“想说什么就说吧，我会回答的。”

“我们上次在一起交谈是七年以前，”赫斯特说，“当时你要我答应不告诉任何人我们曾是夫妻。我答应缄口不言，因为你说那个人的生命和地位全都握在你的手心里。但是我现在才觉得，我不该保持沉默。从那天以后，你就一直日夜不停地缠在他身边，探究他的思想和内心，让他每天都生不如死！都是由于我，才会发生这种事！”

“除此之外，你还能做些什么呢？”奇林沃思问道，“我只消说一句话，就可以把他从教堂投到监狱中去——而且可以让他从监狱走上绞刑台！”

“那样也许倒好些！”赫斯特说，“你不是已经复仇了吗？他不是已经为他的罪孽受尽折磨了吗？”
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“不！”医生回答，“你还记得我九年前的样子吗，赫斯特？你可能认为我冷酷无情，可我不也曾经善良、真诚，是别人的益友吗？”

“是的。”赫斯特说，“而且还不只这些。”

“可我现在成了什么样子呢？”他问道，脸上显露出邪恶的表情。“一个恶魔！是谁把我弄成这样子的？”

“是我。”赫斯特颤抖着说，“是我，我的责任并不比他小。可你为什么不惩罚我呢？”

“你有那个红字。”他回答说，“那已经足以为我报复了。”他面带微笑，把一个指头放在红字上面。“现在，关于那个男人你还想说些什么？”

“我必须告诉他你的真面目。”赫斯特说，“他必须知道你是谁，你为什么要这么对他。我不知道结果如何。你想对他干什么就干吧。但是那样无论对他、对我、对你，或者对小珍珠都不会有任何好处。没有任何出路能帮我们脱离这种痛苦。”

罗杰·奇林沃思盯着眼前这个高挑、骄傲的女人，听出了她声音中的痛苦。他是否记起了过去对她的爱恋呢？

“我真为你难过。”他说，“你是一个好人，本该享有比我更好的人所给予的爱。”

“我也为你难过。”赫斯特回答说，“因为仇恨已经把一个明智、宽容的人变成了恶魔！重新做回人吧！原谅一切，把审判留给上帝！”

“那不可能。”老人回答说，“你种下了罪恶的种子，现在开出了黑色的花朵。我们无法改变事情发展的方向。”

他转身离去，身后的地上似乎拖着一道暗影。

赫斯特瞪着他的背影。“我恨这个人！”她喃喃自语道，“我真的希望从没嫁给过他！”她转过头寻找她的孩子。“珍珠！小珍珠！你在哪儿？”

珍珠趁母亲谈话时一直玩得挺带劲。她先是在水边上玩，接着用碎木片搭了几条小船。后来，她看到几只小鸟在海滩上吃食，就拾起几块石头向它们投去，直到一只灰色的小鸟拖着被打伤的翅膀飞走了。最后，珍珠拾了一些草，编成一个“A”字戴在胸前。

“妈妈会不会问我这是什么意思呢？”珍珠想道。

就在这时，她听到了母亲的召唤，于是像一只小海鸟似的轻盈地来到赫斯特的身旁，用手指指着自己胸前的“A”字。

“我的小珍珠，”赫斯特沉默了一会儿后说，“那绿色的字母戴在你稚气的胸口上是没有意义的。不过你知道妈妈为什么会戴上这个字母吗？”

“噢，我知道！”珍珠笑着说，“这和牧师用手捂住心口的原因一样！”

“那是什么原因呢？”赫斯特问。

“那我可就不知道了。”珍珠答道，“妈妈，这红字是什么意思？为什么你要戴在胸前？为什么牧师总是把手捂在心口上？”

赫斯特凝视着女儿的黑眼睛。她应该说什么？事情的真相吗？不！假如真相是让这个孩子懂事的全部代价，她宁可不付这个代价。

“傻珍珠！”她说道，“这个世界上有很多事是小孩子不该问的。我怎么会知道牧师心里是怎样想的呢？至于这个红字，我戴着它是因为上面的金线。”

这是赫斯特第一次为红字的事说谎，但那孩子仍不肯就此罢休。在回家的路上，她又问了两三次，吃晚饭时也问了几次，第二天早上她又问：“妈妈，妈妈，红字是什么意思？”“为什么牧师要把手捂在心口上？”

“别问了！”她母亲说，以前她从未用过这么严厉的语气跟珍珠说话。“别问了，要不我就把你关进漆黑的橱柜里去！”


7
A walk in the forest

For several days, Hester Prynne waited for a chance to speak privately with Mr Dimmesdale. She would not go to his house because she was afraid of meeting Roger Chillingworth. Then she heard that the priest had gone to visit a family a little distance away and would be returning the next afternoon, through the forest. 'Come, Pearl,' she said the next day. 'We are going for a walk in the forest.'

The trees were tall and close together, and the path through them was dark and narrow under a grey sky.

'Mother,' said little Pearl, 'the sunshine does not love you. It runs away and hides itself because it is afraid of something on your bosom. But it will not run away from me, because I do not wear anything on my bosom yet.'

'And never will, my child, I hope,' said Hester. 'Now, run away and catch the sunshine.'

Pearl ran off, and Hester smiled when she saw that her child had found a circle of sunshine between the trees. But when Hester came near to it, Pearl said, 'It will go now.'

Hester smiled. 'Look, I can put out my hand and hold some of it.' But when she put her hand into the circle, the sunshine disappeared.

They walked on. Then Hester saw someone coming and said, 'Go and play by the river, child, and leave me to speak to the gentleman who is coming.'

'Who is it?' said Pearl.

'Can't you see?' said Hester. 'It is the priest.'

'And he has his hand over his heart!' said Pearl.

'Go now, child, but not too far beyond the river.'

When Pearl had gone, Hester waited under the trees. The priest walked slowly, but he had almost gone by before Hester could find her voice.

'Arthur Dimmesdale!' she said, quietly at first, then louder. 'Arthur Dimmesdale!'

'Who speaks?' he said, turning quickly. He saw a shadow under the trees, and then he saw the scarlet letter. 'Hester! Hester Prynne! Is it you?'

'It is me,' she answered.

He touched her hand, and his touch was as cold as death. They moved back into the shadows of the trees and sat down on a fallen branch. At first they spoke of the weather, the grey sky, the coming storm, but then the priest looked into Hester's eyes.

'Have you found peace?' he said.

She smiled sadly, and looked down at her bosom. 'Have you?' she asked.

'None! Nothing but misery!' he answered. 'But what else could I expect? You wear your scarlet letter openly, on your bosom, Hester. Mine burns in secret! It is good, after these seven years, to talk to someone who knows the truth. If I had one friend—or even an enemy—whom I could talk to openly each day, then perhaps it would save me. But now it is all lies, all emptiness, all death!'

Hester Prynne looked into his face. 'You have the friend that you wish for; someone to cry with you over your sin. You have me, your partner in sin.' She hesitated, then went on, 'And you have an enemy, and you live with him in the same house.'

The priest jumped up and put his hand over his heart. 'What are you saying? An enemy!' he cried. 'In the same house? What do you mean?'

'Oh, Arthur!' she cried. 'Forgive me! In all things except one, I have been true to you. But I agreed to keep a secret. I did it to save your position, Arthur, your work as a priest, here in the town. But I cannot keep the secret any more. I must tell you. The doctor—the old man they call Roger Chillingworth—he was my husband!'

The priest stared at her for a moment—a black, violent look on his face. Then he dropped down on to his knees and buried his face in his hands.

'Why didn't I guess it?' he said quietly. 'Or perhaps I did! The horror in my heart when I first saw him, and when I see him now... Why didn't I understand? Oh, Hester Prynne, you don't know the horror and shame this news brings me! He has been secretly laughing at my sick and guilty heart. Woman, I cannot forgive you for this!'

'You will forgive me!' cried Hester. 'Let God punish me! You shall forgive me!'

She fell to her knees beside him, put her arms around him, and pulled his head against her bosom, not caring that his face rested on the scarlet letter. She could not allow him to hate her. 'For seven long years, all the world has blamed and hated me,' she thought. 'But I shall die if this weak, sinful, unhappy man hates me too.'

'Will you forgive me, Arthur?' she repeated, again and again. 'Don't hate me! Forgive me, please!'

'I forgive you, Hester,' the priest replied at last. His voice was sad, but not angry. 'May God forgive us both! We are not the worst sinners in the world. That old man's revenge has been blacker than our sin, Hester!'

'Yes!' she whispered. 'We loved one another, we told each other. Have you forgotten it?'

'Shh! Hester,' said Arthur Dimmesdale, getting up from the ground. 'No, I have not forgotten!'

They sat down on the tree branch, holding each other's hands. Around them, the trees were dark, and the branches moved noisily in the wind.

'What will Roger Chillingworth do now?' asked the priest. 'Will he continue to keep our secret?'

'He has a secret nature, and I think he will,' said Hester. 'But he will doubtless find other ways to take his revenge.'

'And me! How can I live in the same house, breathing the same air with this deadly enemy?' said Mr Dimmesdale, his hand over his heart again. 'Think for me, Hester! You are strong! Tell me what to do!'

'You must not stay with this evil man,' said Hester.

'But where can I go? I cannot hide from God,' he said.

'God will show mercy,' replied Hester, 'if you are strong enough to take advantage of it.'

'Be strong for me!' he answered. 'Advise me what to do.'

'Is the world so small, then?' said Hester, looking into his eyes. 'Is there nothing beyond this little town? Walk a few miles from here, and the yellow leaves will show no sign of a white man's feet. There you can be free! A short journey will take you from a world where you have been miserable, to one where you may still be happy! Then there is the sea. It brought you here, and if you choose, it can take you back again. Perhaps to London, or to Germany, or France, or pleasant Italy. You'll be beyond Roger Chillingworth there.'

'I can't do it!' answered the priest. 'I cannot walk away and leave my work. Although my own soul is lost, I must do what I can for the other human souls in my care.'

'After seven years of misery, you must leave it all behind you!' said Hester, with passion in her voice. 'Begin again. There is happiness to be enjoyed, there is good to be done. Change this false life for a true one! Teach, write! Work among the Indians! Do anything, except lie down and die! Why wait another day in this place? Go now!'

'Oh, Hester!' cried Arthur Dimmesdale. 'I am not strong enough, nor brave enough, to go out into the wide, strange, difficult world alone.'

Sadly, hopelessly, he repeated the word.

'Alone, Hester!'

'You shall not go alone,' she answered, her voice a deep whisper.



privately adv. with no one else present 单独；私下

violent adj. strong and difficult to control 暴躁的

continue v. to keep doing something for a longer period of time without stopping 继续

take advantage of to use a particular situation to get what you want （巧妙地）利用

false adj. completely untrue 假的；不真实的


7．林中散步

几天以来，赫斯特·普林一直在等待机会想和丁梅斯代尔先生私下谈谈。她不想去他的住处，因为怕遇见罗杰·奇林沃思。不久，她听说牧师到较远的一户人家探访去了，第二天下午才能回来，回来的时候会穿过树林。“跟我来，珍珠，”她在第二天对孩子说，“我们去树林里散步吧。”

树木高而浓密，林中小径在灰色的天空下显得阴暗、狭窄。

“妈妈，”小珍珠说，“阳光并不爱你。它跑开躲起来了，因为它害怕你胸口的东西。但它不会躲着我，因为我胸前还什么都没戴呢！”

“但愿你一辈子也别戴吧，我的孩子。”赫斯特说，“现在，快跑吧，去抓住阳光！”

珍珠飞快地跑开了。赫斯特微笑着看到，她的孩子还真的在树木之间发现了一圈阳光。但是当赫斯特走近的时候，珍珠说：“这下它要走了。”

赫斯特微笑着：“看，我可以伸出手来，抓住一些阳光，”可她刚把手伸进光圈，阳光就消失了。

她们继续散步。后来，赫斯特发觉有人走过来，就说：“到河边玩去吧，孩子，让我和那边走过来的先生单独说几句话。”

“他是谁？”珍珠问。

“你没看到吗？”赫斯特说，“是牧师啊。”

“他的手还捂着心口哪！”珍珠说。

“现在就去吧，孩子，但是别离河边太远。”

珍珠走开后，赫斯特在树下等着。牧师慢慢地走过来，可他几乎都要走过去了，赫斯特还是说不出话来。

“阿瑟·丁梅斯代尔！”她开口了，起初声音很低，后来大了起来。“阿瑟·丁梅斯代尔！”

“谁在说话？”牧师应声说，他急忙转过身，看见树下有个人影，接着发现了红字。“赫斯特！赫斯特·普林！是你吗？”

“是我。”她回答道。

他碰到了她的手，他的触摸就像死亡一样冰冷。两人走回树阴下，坐在一根断落的枝干上。起初他们谈论天气，灰暗的天空，即将到来的暴风雨，接下来，牧师凝视着赫斯特的双眼。

“你得到平静了吗？”他问。

她伤感地笑了，低头望着自己的胸口。“你呢？”她问。

“没有！除了痛苦再没别的！”他回答说，“但是我还能指望什么呢？你公开地在胸口上戴着红字，赫斯特，而我的红字在私下里灼烧着！就这样过了七年之后，能和知道真相的人谈一谈真好。如果我有一个朋友——甚至是一个敌人——我可以每天和他开诚布公地谈话，也许我都可以获救呢。可是如今呢，一切全是谎言，全是空虚，全是死亡！”

赫斯特·普林凝视着他的面孔。“此时就有一个你所期望的朋友，愿意和你一起为你的罪过哭泣。有我陪着你，我们是一同犯下罪孽的人！”她迟疑了一下，但还是把话说了出来。“你也有一个敌人，就和你同住在一所房子里。”

牧师猛地站起身来，双手紧紧抓住胸口。“你说什么？一个敌人！”他叫道，“而且跟我住在一起！你是什么意思？”

“啊，阿瑟！”她叫道，“原谅我吧！我一直对你坦诚相待，可有一件事除外。我当年答应保守一个秘密，那是为了挽救你的地位。阿瑟，你是这个镇上的牧师。但是我不能再保守秘密了。我必须告诉你。那个医生——就是大家叫他罗杰·奇林沃斯的那个老人——他是我从前的丈夫！”

牧师看了她一会儿——露出一种阴郁凄厉的表情。他一下子跪在地上，用双手捂住了脸。

“我怎么就没想到呢？”他悄声说，“也许我早就知道了！从我第一眼看到他起，直到现在看他的时候，我的心都会感到恐惧……我以前怎么就没明白呢？噢，赫斯特·普林，你根本不懂这消息对我来说有多可怕，有多羞耻！他一直在暗地里嘲笑我软弱、负疚的心！女人啊，我不能原谅你！”
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“你应当原谅我！”赫斯特叫道，“让上帝来惩罚我吧！你得原谅我！”

她跪在他身边，伸出双臂搂住了他，把他的头抱在胸前，毫不顾忌这样一来他的面颊恰好贴在那红字上。赫斯特不允许他恨她。“整整七年了，整个世界都在谴责我、痛恨我。”她想，“然而，如果这个柔弱、负疚、痛苦不堪的男人也恨我，我就去死。”

“你会原谅我吗？阿瑟？”她一遍一遍地问道，“别恨我！请原谅我！”

“我原谅你，赫斯特。”牧师终于回答了。他的声音充满悲伤，但没有愤恨。“愿上帝饶恕我们俩吧！我们并不是世上最坏的罪人。那老人的复仇比我们的罪过更见不得人，赫斯特！”

“是的！”她低声说，“我们彼此相爱，彼此倾诉过。你忘记了吗？”

“嘘！赫斯特。”阿瑟·丁梅斯代尔说，他从地上站起来。“不，我没有忘记！”

他们一起坐在树干上，互相拉着手。周围的树木朦胧一片，枝桠在风中摇曳作响。

“罗杰·奇林沃思现在会做什么呢？”牧师问道，“他还肯继续保守我们的秘密吗？”

“他天性行事诡秘，我猜他会保密的。”赫斯特说，“但是他肯定会寻找其他方式进行报复。”

“至于我！我怎能和这个致命的敌人生活在同一个屋檐下，呼吸同样的空气呢？”丁梅斯代尔先生说。他又一次捂住了心口。“为我想一想，赫斯特！你很坚强！告诉我该怎样做！”

“你一定要离开这个邪恶的人。”赫斯特说。

“但是我能去哪里呢？我不能逃避上帝的监督。”他说。

“上帝会怜悯你的，”赫斯特接口说，“只要你足够坚强，能好好利用这个机会。”

“为我坚强起来吧！”他回答说，“告诉我该怎么办。”

“难道这世界就这么狭小吗？”赫斯特注视着牧师的眼睛说，“难道世界就只有这小镇这么大吗？再走出几英里远，枯黄的落叶上便看不见白人的足迹了。到那里你就自由了！只消走过这短短的一段路，你就可以走出这万分苦恼的世界，到一个幸福的地方去！再说还有宽阔的大海，是它把你带到了这里，只要你愿意，它可以把你再送回去。不管是在伦敦、德国、法国、还是怡人的意大利，你都会逃出罗杰·奇林沃思的掌握。”

“我不能那样做！”牧师回答，“我不能丢下工作逃开。虽然我自己的灵魂已经迷失，我必须尽我所能来拯救别的灵魂！”

“你已经熬过七年的痛苦了，你应该把一切都抛下！”赫斯特说，她的声音中饱含深情。“一切从新开始！还有幸福等待你去享受！还有善举要你去做。把你虚假的生活变成真实的吧！传教，写作！就到印第安人中间去做牧师吧。你可以做任何事情，就是不要躺下死掉！你何必还要多等一天呢？立刻离开这里吧！”

“噢，赫斯特！”阿瑟·丁梅斯代尔喊道，“我已经没有那么大的力量和勇气独自到那广袤陌生的艰苦天地去闯荡了！”

他又怀着悲伤与绝望重复了一遍那个词。

“独自一人啊，赫斯特！”

“你不会独自一人前往的！”她答以一声深沉的低语。


8
Hope for the future

Arthur Dimmesdale stared at Hester, with hope, joy and fear in his face. In his heart, he had thought of this too, but only Hester had been brave enough to put it into words. Suddenly, he knew that he wanted this better life that she described; and knew also that he could not live without her. 'God, will you forgive me?' he thought.

'You will go,' said Hester, calmly, as he looked at her.

And so it was decided. At once, a strange feeling of happiness came over him; something which he had thought was dead in him.

'Oh, Hester, God has been merciful!' he cried. 'This is already a better life. Why did we not find it sooner?'

'Let us not look back,' she answered. 'The past is gone! Look!' And she pulled the scarlet letter from her bosom and threw it in among the trees.

She breathed deeply. 'I did not realize how heavy it was until I was free of it!' she thought. Next, she pulled off her hat, and her hair fell down upon her shoulders, dark and rich, softening her face as it did so. She smiled, and her eyes were bright. Suddenly, she was young and beautiful again, and filled with happiness!

Another thought came into her head and she looked at him and smiled. 'You must learn to know Pearl!' she said. 'Our little Pearl. You have seen her—yes, I know you have—but you will see her now with fresh eyes. She is strange, and difficult to understand, but you will love her, and advise me what to do with her.'

'Do you think the child will be glad to know me?' asked the priest, looking worried. 'Children do not usually like me, and I have even been afraid of little Pearl.'

'That is sad,' said Hester. 'But she will love you. Let me call her. Pearl! Pearl!'

The child heard her mother's voice. She had been picking flowers and had put them in her hair and her clothes, but now she came slowly through the trees, to the other side of the little river. Very slowly—because she saw the priest.

They watched her coming.

'How strangely beautiful she looks with those flowers in her hair,' said Hester. 'She is a wonderful child! But I know whose forehead she has!'

'It is a terrible thing to say, but I have often been afraid that others would see a likeness to me in her face, and guess,' said Mr Dimmesdale. 'But she looks much more like you.'

'Do not let her see anything strange,' said Hester. 'Do not be too excited, or too loving. She will not understand. But she will love you in time.'

Pearl had stopped on the other side of the water and was looking at Hester and the priest.

'Come, dear child!' called Hester. 'How slow you are! Here is a friend of mine, who will soon be a friend of yours also. You will have twice as much love, from today. Now, hurry up!'

Pearl did not move. She looked first at her mother, with wild bright eyes, then at the priest. Then she put out a hand and pointed at her mother's bosom.

'You strange child!' said Hester. 'Why don't you come to me? Hurry, or I shall be angry with you.'

The child began to scream, still pointing her finger accusingly at her mother's bosom.

'I know what is wrong,' Hester whispered to the priest. 'She is missing something that she has always seen me wearing.'

'If you can quieten her, please do!' said Mr Dimmesdale.

Hester, her face pale again, turned to the child. 'Pearl,' she said sadly, 'look down beside your feet. There! The other side of the river.'

The child looked round and saw the scarlet letter lying at the edge of the water.

'Bring it to me,' said Hester.

'Come and fetch it!' answered Pearl.

'The child is right about the letter, of course,' Hester said to the priest. 'I must wear it for a few more days, until we have left. The forest cannot hide it, but the sea will drown it.'

She stepped forward and, picking up the scarlet letter, fastened it to her bosom again. Next, she put up her hair again, underneath her hat. A grey shadow seemed to fall across her as she did these things. She put out a hand to Pearl.

'Do you recognize your mother now, child?' she said. 'Will you come to me now?'

'Yes, now I will,' answered the child, and jumped across the water. 'Now you are my mother, and I am your little Pearl!' Gently, she pulled down her mother's head and kissed her. Then she kissed the scarlet letter, too.

'That was not kind!' said Hester. 'You show me a little love, but then you make a joke of it!'

'Why is the priest sitting over there?' asked Pearl.

'He is waiting to welcome you,' said Hester. 'He loves you, my little Pearl, and he loves your mother, too. Come! Will you not love him?'

'Does he love us?' said Pearl, looking closely at her mother's face. 'Will he go back with us, hand in hand, the three of us together, into the town?'

'Not now, dear child,' said Hester. 'But soon he will walk hand in hand with us. We will have a home of our own, and you will sit on his knee and he will teach you many things, and love you dearly. You will love him—won't you?'

'And will he always keep his hand over his heart?' asked Pearl.

'Silly child! What kind of question is that?' said Hester. 'Come, and be nice to him.'

But Pearl made an ugly face and tried to pull away from her mother. And when Mr Dimmesdale kissed her gently on the forehead, she ran down to the river and washed her face, again and again, until the unwelcome kiss was washed away. Then she watched silently as her mother and the priest talked quietly, making arrangements for their new life together.

The plan was soon made. It was decided between them that the Old World, with its crowds and cities, would offer them a better chance of living quietly and privately. And luckily, Hester knew of a ship which had recently arrived from Spain and would soon leave again to sail to Bristol, in England.

'I know the captain,' she said, 'and I can secretly arrange for you, me and little Pearl to sail with him to England.'

'When does the ship leave?' asked Mr Dimmesdale.

'Probably four days from today,' replied Hester.

*　*　*

As he hurried back to the town, leaving Hester and Pearl to return to their cottage, Mr Dimmesdale thought about the plan. 'Four days' time is just right. Three days from today I have to give my Election Sermon, and it will be a most suitable way to end my time here as a priest. At least they will not be able to say that I left without doing my job until the very end!'

He became more and more excited as he made his way back into the town. In this new, happier mood, everything looked and seemed different, even the people he met or passed in the street. He wanted to say to them, 'I am not the man you think I am! I left him behind in the forest!'

Then he passed Mistress Hibbins, the Governor's sister, who, unusually, stopped to speak to him.

'So, Mr Dimmesdale,' she said, 'you have been walking in the forest! You must tell me next time you plan to go. I will come with you, and we can meet our Master.' And she passed on by, giving the priest a secret little smile.

'Why does she talk to me like this?' he thought nervously. 'Does she see the black mark of the Devil in my soul?'

He was glad to reach his house, and hurried upstairs to his study. Here were his books, the window, the fireplace. Here, he had written and studied and prayed. There on the table, with his pen beside it, was the half-finished Election Sermon, which he had left behind two days ago. Now, he saw all these things differently, through the eyes of another man—a wiser man, who had returned out of the forest.

At that moment, there was a knock at his door. 'Come in!' cried Mr Dimmesdale, wondering if a devil would enter. Then old Roger Chillingworth came in, and the priest stood, unable to speak, with his hand over his heart.

'Welcome home, sir,' said the doctor, smiling. 'How was your journey through the forest? You look pale! I think you will need my help if you are going to be able to give your Election Sermon in a day or two. Don't you think so?'

'No—not at all,' replied Mr Dimmesdale. 'The long walk in the fresh air has been good for me, after spending so much time in my study. Thank you, but I do not think I need any more of your medicine, my kind doctor.'

Did Roger Chillingworth know, the priest wondered, that he had met and talked with Hester Prynne? Did he know that in the priest's eyes he was now a hated enemy? Perhaps the friendly words from the doctor to his patient now had double meanings.

'But, my dear sir, we must do whatever we can to make you strong and well,' said Chillingworth. 'The people expect great things from you, and are afraid that in another year you may be gone.'

'Yes, gone to another world,' replied the priest, sadly. 'And may God make it a better one, because I don't expect to be with my people for another year. But, thank you, sir, I do not need your medicine at the moment.'

'I am glad to hear it,' said Chillingworth.

'I thank you from my heart, most watchful friend,' said the priest. 'I can only repay your kindness with my prayers.'

'A good man's prayers are like gold!' answered Roger Chillingworth, as he went out of the room.

After he had gone, Mr Dimmesdale threw away his half-written Election Sermon and sat down to begin it again. All through that night he wrote—and the words seemed to come from God.



realize v. to start to know something that you had not noticed before 发现；意识到

in time sooner or later 迟早

fetch v. bring back 拿来

drown v. to sink under water 淹没

sermon n. a religious talk given as part of a Christian church service, usually based on a part of the Bible （基督教的）布道；讲道

double adj. combining two different qualities 双重的


8．希望

阿瑟·丁梅斯代尔凝视着赫斯特，脸上闪烁着希望和欣喜，但也夹杂着畏缩。他心里也有过这种想法，但是只有赫斯特有勇气将它说出来。突然之间，他意识到他是想去过她描述的那种美好生活的；也同样明白了自己不能没有她。“上帝啊，你能宽恕我吗？”他暗想。

“你就走吧！”赫斯特说，安详地面对着他的注视。

事情就这么决定了。刹那间，一种异常的幸福感笼罩了他，他曾以为这种情感早与他绝缘了。

“哦，赫斯特，上帝已经很仁慈了！”他喊道，“这已经是一种更好的生活了。为什么我们没有早一点想到呢？”

“我们不要回头看了。”她回答道，“过去的都过去了！看！”她把红字从胸前扯下来，抛到了树丛中。

她深深吸一口气。“直到摆脱它我才明白它有多沉重！”她想。接着她摘下了帽子，满头乌黑浓密的秀发披散到了肩膀上，使她的容貌又像过去一样柔和了。她笑了，眼睛放着光彩。突然之间，她恢复了年轻和美丽，全身洋溢着幸福！

她想到另外一件事，看着牧师笑了。“你应该认识认识珍珠！”她说，“我们的小珍珠！你已经见过她了——是啊，我知道的——但现在你要用全新的眼光来看她。她有点儿古怪，不太好理解，但你会爱她的，还要给我出出主意怎么对付她。”

“你觉得孩子会高兴认识我吗？”牧师有点儿不安地问，“小孩子常常都不太喜欢我，我甚至一直害怕小珍珠。”

“那可不太好。”赫斯特回答说，“但是她会爱你的。我把她叫来。珍珠！珍珠！”

孩子听到了母亲的呼唤。她一直在采花，把花插在头发上和衣服上，她慢慢地穿过树林向小河的另一边走来。她走得很慢——因为看到了牧师。

他们看着她走过来。

“她头上戴着那些花，真是漂亮得出奇。”赫斯特说，“她是一个奇妙的孩子！但我知道她的额头像谁！”

“说这个真可怕，我常常担心人们会认出来她长得像我，然后猜出什么来。”丁梅斯代尔先生说，“不过她还是更像你！”

“别让她看出什么不同寻常的地方。”赫斯特说，“既不要太激动，也不要太热情。她不会理解的，但是她会爱你的！”

这时珍珠已经停在小河对岸，瞅着赫斯特和牧师。

“过来，宝贝儿！”赫斯特呼唤着，“你走得真慢！这是我的一个朋友，他很快也会是你的朋友了。从今以后，你要得到双倍的爱了！快到我们这儿来！”

珍珠仍然没动。她那对野性、明亮的眼睛先看看母亲，然后又看看牧师。接着她伸出手，指着母亲的胸口。

“你这个怪孩子！”赫斯特说道，“为什么不到我身边来呢？快点儿，否则我要生气了。”

孩子尖叫起来，手指仍然责备般地指向母亲的胸前。

“我知道哪里不对劲了。”赫斯特对牧师低声说，“她还想着那个我一直戴着的东西。”

“如果你能让她安静下来的话，请快点儿吧！”丁梅斯代尔先生说。

赫斯特的脸又变得苍白了，她转身对着孩子。“珍珠，”她伤心地说，“往你脚下瞧。就在那儿！在河这边的岸上。”

那孩子四下环顾，看到红字就在那里，紧挨水边。

“把它拣回来！”赫斯特说。

“你过来拾吧！”珍珠回答道。

“她对这标记的看法是没错的。”赫斯特对牧师说道，“我还得再戴些日子，直到我们离开这块地方。这片森林还藏不住它，但大海可以把它吞没。”
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她上前把红字拣起来，重新别在胸前，接下来重新挽起了头发，戴上帽子。当她做这些事情时，似乎有一道灰色的阴影笼罩了她。她向珍珠伸出手去。

“现在你认得妈妈了吗，孩子？”她问，“现在你愿意到我这儿来吗？”

“是啊，现在我愿意了！”孩子回答，她跳过小溪。“这样你才是我妈妈了！我也是你的小珍珠了！”她温柔地扳过母亲的额头亲了一下，接着又把那红字吻了一下。

“这可不好！”赫斯特说，“你刚对我表示出一点点爱，然后却要嘲弄我！”

“牧师干嘛坐在那儿？”珍珠问。

“他等着欢迎你呢。”赫斯特回答，“他爱你，我的小珍珠，而且也爱妈妈。来啊！你会爱他吗？”

“他爱我们吗？”珍珠说着，抬起眼睛瞅着母亲的面孔。“他会跟我们手拉着手，三个人一起回镇上去吗？”

“这会儿还不成，我的乖孩子。”赫斯特回答说，“但是很快他就会跟我们手拉着手一起走的。我们会有一个自己的家，你会坐在他的膝头；而他会教给你许多事情，深深地爱你。你也会爱他的，不是吗？”

“他还会一直用手捂着心口吗？”珍珠问道。

“傻孩子！这算什么问题？”赫斯特说，“过来对他表示一下友好吧！”

但珍珠做了个怪脸，极力想从母亲的手里挣脱开。牧师在她的额头上温柔地亲了一下。可珍珠立刻跑到小河边上，一遍又一遍地洗起脸来，直到把那个不受欢迎的吻给完全洗净。然后她便默默地望着赫斯特和牧师小声交谈，他们正为新生活做出种种安排。

计划很快就定好了。他们一致认为旧大陆人烟稠密、城市林立，能为他们隐秘安静的生活提供更好的机会。幸运的是，赫斯特刚好知道最近有一艘船从西班牙开来，不久就会驶往英国的布里斯托尔。

“我认识这个船长。”她说，“我可以秘密地安排你、我和小珍珠一起坐船去英格兰。”

“船什么时候离开？”丁梅斯代尔先生问。

“可能在四天后。”赫斯特回答。

*　*　*

丁梅斯代尔先生匆忙地赶回城里，赫斯特和珍珠则返回她们的小茅屋。他一路考虑着这个计划。“四天时间刚刚好。因为在三天后，我要在庆祝选举的布道会上宣教，这也是我结束牧师生涯的最好方式。至少，他们不能说我没有恪尽职守到最后一刻！”

在返回城镇的路上，他变得越来越激动。在这种新奇的幸福感中，他看到的每样东西、甚至在街上遇到或擦肩而过的人都和原来不一样了。他想对他们说：“我不是你们想象的那个人！我已经把那个人留在树林中了。”

接着他遇到了总督的姐姐希宾斯太太。她一反常态地拦住他说话。

“啊，丁梅斯代尔先生，”她说，“您去树林里散步了！您下次去的时候，请务必跟我打个招呼，我陪您去。我们会见到主人！”她说着就走过去了，留给牧师一个诡异的笑容。

“她为什么这样对我说话？”他紧张地想。“难道她看见了魔鬼在我灵魂上留下的黑暗印记？”

回到住所，他松了一口气，赶忙上楼躲进书房。这儿有他的书籍、窗子、壁炉。他曾在这里写作、研读和祈祷。在桌上他的笔旁，摆着那篇尚未完成的布道词，那是两天前留下的。现在他看到的这一切都不同了，因为那是来自另外一个人的眼光——一个刚从树林中返回的更明智的人。

就在这个时候，传来一记敲门声。牧师大声道：“请进！”思忖着是不是来了恶魔。进来的正是老罗杰·奇林沃思。牧师站在那里说不出话来，一只手捂住了心口。

“欢迎你回来，先生。”医生笑着说，“这次穿越树林的旅行怎么样？你看上去脸色苍白！一两天后就要举行选举的布道呢，我觉得你需要我帮忙。你不这样想吗？”

“不，完全不必了。”丁梅斯代尔先生接口说，“我在书房里闷了太久，在新鲜空气中多走走对我大有好处，谢谢，可我想我已经不需要你的药了，好心的医生。”

牧师思忖着罗杰·奇林沃思是否知道自己同赫斯特·普林已经见面谈过了。他知道在牧师的心目中他已经成了恶毒的敌人了吗？也许现在医生对这个病人所说的友好的话都有双重含义。

“但是，我亲爱的先生，我们必须竭尽所能使你身强力壮。”奇林沃思说，“人们对你的期望很大呢，担心明年一到，他们的牧师就会不在了。”

“是啊，到另一个世界去。”牧师带着悲伤回答说，“但愿上帝保佑，那是个更好的世界，因为，我觉得我没法跟教众们一起度过下一年了！不过，谢谢你，先生，我现在不需要你的药。”

“很高兴听你这么说。”奇林沃思说。

[image: alt]

“我由衷地感激你，我最尽心的朋友。”牧师说，“我只有用祈祷来报答你的善意。”

“好人的祈祷如同黄金！”罗杰·奇林沃思一边说着，一边退出了房间。

当他走后，牧师就把尚未完成的选举布道词扔到一边，坐下又重新写了起来。他彻夜直书——有如神助。


9
Escape

On the morning of Election Day, when the townspeople came together to meet their newly elected Governor, Hester Prynne came into the market-place in her usual dress of grey cloth, with the scarlet letter on her bosom. The quiet, sad look on her face hid the excitement deep inside her. Who in the crowd could guess her thoughts that day?

Look for the last time at the scarlet letter and its wearer! In a little while I will be beyond your reach! I will be free, and the scarlet letter of shame, which has burned on my bosom for seven long years, will lie for ever at the bottom of the sea!

Little Pearl, sensitive to her mother's excitement without knowing the reason for it, was dancing along at Hester's side, singing or giving happy little shouts.

'Why are the people not working today, Mother?' she asked, when she saw the crowd in the market-place. 'And look how many strangers there are here today—Indians and sailors among them. What is everyone waiting for?'

'They are waiting to see the new Governor go past,' answered Hester. 'And the magistrates and the priests, and all the great and good people, with the soldiers marching in front of them to the music.'

'Will Mr Dimmesdale be there?' asked Pearl. 'Will he hold out both his hands to me, as he did that day in the forest?'

'He will be there, child,' said Hester. 'But he will not speak to you today, and you must not speak to him.'

'What a strange, sad man he is,' said the child. 'He held your hand and mine at night on the scaffold, and again in the forest. But here on this sunny day, among all the people, he does not know us, and we must not speak to him. What a strange, sad man, with his hand always over his heart.'

'Be quiet, Pearl!' said Hester. 'You don't understand these things. Don't think about the priest. Look around, and see how happy everyone is today, on this holiday.'

And it was true. Most people were smiling, and there was a lot of talk and laughter. The sailors from the Spanish ship, with their sunburnt faces and long beards, were noisier than most. They shouted and laughed, and drank wine from bottles. Sailors in those days obeyed only the laws of the sea, and were allowed to do much as they liked on land. Even the Puritans smiled at their noisy ways.

So it was no surprise to anyone to see a respectable man like old Roger Chillingworth come into the market-place, speaking with the captain of the ship.

Moments later, when the two men went their separate ways, the captain walked across to Hester Prynne. As usual, people avoided standing near her, which meant that she and the captain could talk privately.

'So, mistress,' said the captain, 'another one to join you! And with two doctors—our own ship's doctor and this other doctor—we need not fear ship-fever on this voyage!'

'What do you mean?' said Hester, alarmed. 'You have another passenger?'

'Didn't you know that this doctor—Chillingworth, he calls himself—has decided to travel with you?' said the captain. 'Oh, but you must know! He told me he's a good friend of the gentleman you spoke about.'

'They—they know each other well,' agreed Hester, trying desperately to look calm. 'They live in the same house.'

No more words were spoken between them, but at that moment she saw old Roger Chillingworth, standing in a far corner of the market-place. He was smiling at her—a smile which, even across the wide and busy square, carried secret and fearful meaning.

Before she could think clearly again, there was the sound of music, and a moment later she saw the band coming, followed by soldiers. Little Pearl laughed and jumped up and down excitedly. Next came the magistrates, and then the priests. Mr Dimmesdale was among them, but although his feet marched with the music, it is doubtful whether he actually heard it, as he seemed to be deep in thought.

Hester watched him, and her heart was heavy. Was this the same man who had sat with her in the forest, holding her hand? He looked so different now, walking proudly, with his head held high, and without a single look at her.

'It was a dream,' she thought. 'There can be no real love between us. How can there be? A man in his position.'

Pearl noticed the sadness which had suddenly come over her mother, and became worried and uncomfortable. When the priests had gone by, she looked into her mother's face and said, 'Is that the same priest who kissed me in the forest?'

'Be quiet, little Pearl!' whispered her mother. 'We must not talk in the market-place about the things that happen to us in the forest!'

Then she heard her name spoken, and turned to see Mistress Hibbins behind her.

'Now, who would believe it?' the old lady whispered to Hester. 'Look at our priest, Mr Dimmesdale! He looks so godly today! And only a little while since he went from his study to walk in the forest! Ah! And we know what that means, Hester Prynne! Can you be sure, Hester, that he is the same man that you met among the trees?'

'Mistress Hibbins, I don't know what you are talking about,' said Hester. Was the old woman as mad as she seemed? Did she really dance in the forest with the Evil One, the Devil himself?

'Come, come, Hester! The Dark One knows those who have signed their names in his book!' And laughing crazily, Mistress Hibbins walked on.

By this time, the first prayers had been said in the church meeting-house, and Hester could hear Mr Dimmesdale beginning his sermon. She stood close to the scaffold platform where she could hear most of his words.

His voice was strong and clear and sweet. Sometimes he spoke quietly, and at other times with great passion. But Hester, who knew the guilt and misery in his heart, could hear in his voice a cry of pain. A cry from the very soul of the man! She listened, unable to move from the scaffold, that place of public shame which she knew so well.

Little Pearl, meanwhile, had moved away and was playing and dancing about in the market-place. Whenever she saw something which interested her, she ran across to it. She ran to stare at a group of Indians, then ran into the centre of a group of sailors, who laughed and tried to join in her game, but she would not let them.

The captain tried to kiss her, but she danced away. Then he called to her.

'Your mother is the woman with the scarlet letter, isn't she?' he said. 'Will you give her a message? Tell her that I spoke with the old doctor, and he will bring the other gentleman to the ship with him. She need only take herself and you. Will you tell her that?'

Pearl ran through the crowd to her mother, and repeated the captain's words. Hester listened with a growing misery. The plan for herself and the priest now seemed hopeless.

And even as she suffered this great disappointment, a crowd was coming together around Hester, mostly people from the countryside who had heard about but not seen 'the woman with the scarlet letter' and wanted to stare at her. The Indians, too, came to look.

And while Hester stood in the centre of that circle of shame, Mr Arthur Dimmesdale stood in the church and received the love and respect of all who listened to him.

When he finished his sermon, there was silence inside the meeting-house. A minute later, the crowd began to leave the church, all talking at once. How beautifully their good Mr Dimmesdale had spoken, they said! What a wise and godly man he was!

There was a sadness too, not in the words themselves but in the way he spoke them. A sadness of someone who is about to die. Yes, their priest, whom they loved, and who loved them, had the sound of a man who would not be in this world for much longer.

And Mr Dimmesdale? It was his proudest moment.

Now the band began to play again, and the soldiers got ready to lead everyone to the town hall. The people stepped back to make room for the Governor, the magistrates, the officers of the town, and the priests. They shouted and waved, but the noise began to die away as the crowd saw their young priest, Mr Dimmesdale.

How weak and pale he looked, suddenly! Where was the proud man who had marched to the church earlier; the man who had spoken with such passion in the meeting-house? His face was the face of a man already half-dead.

One of the other priests, old Mr Wilson, stepped forward to offer his help, but Mr Dimmesdale waved him away. They were near the scaffold now, and there stood Hester Prynne, holding little Pearl's hand. And there was the scarlet letter on her bosom. Arthur Dimmesdale stopped, unable to go on. And then he turned to the scaffold and held out his arms.

'Hester,' he said, 'come here! Come, my little Pearl!'

His face had the look of a man, both sad and joyful, who has finally won a battle inside himself.

The child ran to him and threw her arms around his knees. Hester Prynne, moving slowly like a woman in a dream, also came near, but paused before she reached him. At that moment, Roger Chillingworth pushed through the crowd and caught hold of the priest's arm.

'Stop!' he whispered to Mr Dimmesdale. 'What are you doing? Wave back that woman! Push away that child! All will be well. Do not do this! I can still save you!'

'You are too late!' answered the priest. 'With God's help, I shall escape you now!' He put out his hand to Hester.

'Hester Prynne! God has made me strong enough, at this last moment, to do the thing that I failed to do seven years ago. Come now, and be strong with me. Come and stand with me on the scaffold!'

There was great excitement in the crowd, but the priests and magistrates could not believe what they were seeing, and they remained silent. They saw the young priest with Hester's arm around him, and his hand holding little Pearl's hand. The three of them climbed the steps of the scaffold, and were followed by old Roger Chillingworth.

'Is this the only place that you could find to escape from me?' whispered Chillingworth. 'The scaffold!'

'It is God who led me here!' said Mr Dimmesdale, 'and I thank Him for it.' But he trembled as he turned to Hester. 'Is this not better than what we planned in the forest?'

'I don't know!' she replied hurriedly. 'Better? We may both die, and little Pearl may die with us!'

'God will decide, but He is merciful,' said the priest. 'Let me do now what God has told me to do. I am a dying man, Hester. Let me accept my shame before I die.'

He turned and looked down at the crowd.

'People of New England!' he cried. 'You who have loved me! Look at me now, as I stand here with this woman. For seven long years you have called her a sinner and hated her. You have seen the scarlet letter on her bosom, and have crossed the street to avoid her. But there has been someone living among you whose sin and shame you have not known!' He stepped forward, away from Hester and the child. 'God knew him! The Devil knew him! And now, at the hour of his death, you shall know him! He stands in front of you! Look again at Hester's scarlet letter. With all its mysterious horror, it is only a shadow of what is on my own bosom! Look! Look! See for yourselves!'

And he pulled open his shirt for them to see his chest!

Cries of horror came from the crowd. For a moment, the priest stood proudly—a man who has won a battle over his own pain and fear. Then he fell to the ground.

Hester lifted him, and held his head against her bosom. Chillingworth knelt down beside him, an empty, dull look on his face.

'You have escaped me!' Chillingworth repeated again and again. 'You have escaped me!'

'May God forgive you,' the young priest said to him. 'You, too, have sinned deeply.' He turned his dying eyes towards Hester and the child. 'My little Pearl!' he said, his voice almost a whisper. 'Will you kiss me now?'

Pearl kissed him, and her tears fell on her father's face.

'Hester!' said the priest. 'Goodbye!'

'Won't we meet again?' she whispered, her face close to his. 'Won't we meet in heaven, and be together for ever?'

'Hester, Hester, I don't know,' he said. 'But God is merciful! He has proved his mercy. He gave me this burning pain to suffer on my bosom! He sent me that dark and terrible old man, to keep the pain always red-hot! He has brought me here, to die a death of shame, in front of the people! Without all this, I would be lost for ever! For this I thank Him. I thank God! Goodbye...!'

The final word came with the priest's dying breath.



sensitive adj. able to understand other people's feelings and problems 能理解（别人的感情和问题）的

sunburnt adj. having skin that is red and painful, as a result of spending too much time in the sun 晒伤的

desperately adv. very much 非常地

come over if a strong feeling comes over some one, they suddenly experience it 突然感觉……

meeting-house n. a building where you worship 聚会所

make room for make space for 腾出地方

die away if a sound dies away, it becomes gradually weaker and finally stops （声音）慢慢变弱，逐渐消失

dull adj. not bright 暗淡的


9．逃亡

选举日那天早晨，当镇上的居民都聚集起来，迎接新当选的总督时，赫斯特·普林也来到市场。和往常一样，她仍然穿着那身灰色的衣服，胸前戴着红字。她脸上那种平静而忧伤的表情深深隐藏了心底里的激动。熙熙攘攘的人群中，又有谁知道她的想法呢？

最后看一眼这红字和佩戴红字的人吧！再过一小会儿，我就会远走高飞了！我要自由了，这个在我胸前灼烧了七年的代表耻辱的红字，将永远埋葬在海底。

小珍珠敏感地觉察到母亲的兴奋，尽管她并不知道原因。她在母亲身旁边跳边唱，快乐地轻声叫喊着。

“为什么今天每个人都不干活儿了呢，妈妈？”当她看到聚集在市场上的人群时，这样问道，“看，今天在这儿有很多陌生人，其中还有印第安人和水手。大家都在等谁呢？”

“他们在等新任的总督经过。”赫斯特说，“官员和牧师们也要从这里走过去，还有所有的大人物和好心人，前面要有士兵踩着音乐的拍子开路呢。”

“丁梅斯代尔先生会来吗？”珍珠问，“他会朝我伸出双手，就像那天在树林里那样吗？”

“他会来的，孩子。”她母亲回答，“但是他今天不会跟你说话，你也不能招呼他。”

“他真是个忧伤的怪人！”孩子说，“那天夜里，他握住你和我的手，一起站在绞刑台上。在树林里，他也这样做了。可是今天阳光这么明媚，又有这么多人，他却不认识我们，我们也不能和他说话！他真是个忧伤的怪人，总是用手捂着心口！”

“别作声，珍珠！”赫斯特说，“你不明白这些事情。别想着牧师了，往周围看看吧，看看大伙在今天这个节日有多高兴。”

赫斯特说的不错。多数人脸上都带着笑意，四周都是聊天声和笑声。从西班牙的船上下来的水手闹得最欢，他们的脸都被太阳晒伤了，胡子老长。他们又叫又笑，拿着酒瓶子喝酒。那个时代的水手只遵循海上的法令，一旦上了陆地，就可以为所欲为。甚至连清教徒都对他们这种闹哄哄的方式表示宽容。

所以，当人们看到老罗杰·奇林沃思这样一位可敬的人走进市场，和那艘船的船长交谈时，也并不感到惊讶。

一会儿工夫，二人各自走开了。船长踱过市场，来到赫斯特·普林站的地方。和往常一样，人们避免离赫斯特太近，所以赫斯特能够同船长私下里交谈。

“是这样，女士，”船长说，“还有一个人要加入你们！有了两位医生——我们自己船上的医生和这位医生——在这次航行中，我们不必担心会发生船热病了。”

“你是什么意思？”赫斯特警惕地问，“你还有一位乘客？”

“怎么，你还不知道？那位医生——他说他叫奇林沃思——打算和你们一起走。”船长说，“你肯定知道的吧！因为他告诉我，他还是你提到的那位先生的密友呢。”

“他们——彼此是很熟悉。”赫斯特尽量不动声色地回答说，“他们住在同一所房子中。”

船长和赫斯特·普林没有再说什么。但就在此时，她注意到老罗杰·奇林沃思正站在市场远远的一个角落里朝她微笑。虽然隔着宽阔喧闹的广场，那笑容竟也透出诡秘而可怕的含义。

赫斯特·普林还没来得及好好想想，一阵音乐声就传了过来。过了一会儿，她看到乐队走过来，士兵们紧随其后。小珍珠笑着，兴奋地跳上跳下。紧随卫队而来的是官员们，然后是牧师们。丁梅斯代尔先生就在他们当中。虽然他的脚步随着音乐在前进，但他是否真的听到了那音乐声却值得怀疑，因为他似乎是在沉思。
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赫斯特看着她，心情十分沉重。这就是那个和她一起坐在树林中，握住她的手的那个男人吗？他现在好像变了一个人，高昂着头，骄傲地走着，看都没看她一眼。

“那是一个梦吧。”她想，“我们之间不可能有真爱。怎么可能会有呢？和一个处在他那种地位的人。”

珍珠注意到母亲突然悲伤起来，于是也变得忧虑不安了。当牧师走过她们身边的时候，她望着母亲的脸问：“这就是那个在树林里亲我的牧师吗？”

“别出声，小珍珠！”她母亲悄悄说，“我们在市场这儿可不准谈起树林里的事。”

接着她听到有人叫她的名字。转头一看，是希宾斯太太在她身后。

“现在，谁会相信？”那个老女人对赫斯特低声说，“看看我们的牧师，丁梅斯代尔先生！今天他看上去多么神圣啊！就在不久之前，他还走出书房，到树林里去散步呢！啊！我们清楚那意味着什么，赫斯特·普林！不过，赫斯特，你能确定他就是你在树林里遇到的那个人么？”

“希宾斯太太，我不明白你在说什么。”赫斯特说，这个老女人真像看上去那样疯癫吗？她真的曾在树林中和那个邪恶的家伙，也就是魔鬼共舞吗？

“行了，行了，赫斯特！魔鬼知道谁在他的册子上签了名！”希宾斯太太狂笑着走开了。

此时，教堂聚会所中已经做完场前祈祷，赫斯特听到丁梅斯代尔先生开始布道了。她紧靠绞刑台站定，这里几乎能听到他说的每个字。

他洪亮的声音清晰甜美，时而平静，时而饱含激情。但是赫斯特了解他心中的负疚与痛苦，因而可以听出他声音中痛苦的呼号。那是这个男人灵魂深处的呼号！她倾听着，无法从绞刑台旁边移开——这个令人当众受辱的地方她再熟悉不过了。

与此同时，小珍珠早已跑开了，在市场里四处玩耍。不论看到什么有趣的东西，她都会跑过去。她跑去盯着一群印第安人看，又跑到水手们当中，但当他们笑着想和她一起玩的时候，她却不让了。

船长想亲她一下，她却跑开了。于是船长对她喊道：

“你妈妈就是那个戴着红字的女人，是不是？”他说，“你给她带个信儿吧？告诉她我和那个老医生说好了，他会带另外那位先生跟他一起上船。你妈妈只要带着你来就行了。你能转告她吗？”

珍珠跑着穿过人群去找母亲，向她重复了船长的话。赫斯特听着，心头越发沉重起来。现在看来她和牧师的计划无望实现了。

她正承受着巨大的失望时，一群人向她围了过来，大都是从附近乡下来的人。他们早就听说过“戴着红字的女人”，但没见过，都想亲眼看看。连那些印第安人也都围过来看。

就在赫斯特站在那耻辱的包围圈中时，阿瑟·丁梅斯代尔先生正站在教堂里，接受听众的爱戴与崇拜。

当他结束布道的时候，聚会所里一片肃然。片刻过后，人们走出教堂，马上开始谈论起来。丁梅斯代尔先生讲得多好啊！他是多么睿智、多么神圣啊！

他的布道带着一种哀伤——不在他的词句当中，而是在他讲话的方式里——那是一种人之将死的哀伤。是啊，受到他们爱戴、也同样爱着他们的牧师，听起来仿佛行将离世。

而丁梅斯代尔先生呢？这是他一生中最自豪的时刻。

这时乐队又开始演奏了。士兵们准备带领所有人走到市政厅。人群纷纷后退，给总督、治安官、镇上的其他官员还有牧师们让出地方。人们欢呼着，挥着手。但是看到年轻的牧师丁梅斯代尔先生时，他们的声音渐渐静了下来。

突然之间，他看上去是那么虚弱、那么苍白！刚才那个自豪地走向教堂的人哪里去了？那个热情洋溢地在聚会所布道的人哪里去了？他看起来就像一个垂死的人。

另一位牧师，年长的威尔逊先生迈步上前，要来搀扶他。丁梅斯代尔先生却挥手叫他走开。他们现在到了绞刑台附近，赫斯特就站在那儿，拉着小珍珠的手！而红字就在她胸前！阿瑟·丁梅斯代尔走到这里停下了脚步，再也不能前进了。他转过身面对着绞刑台，伸出了双臂。

“赫斯特，”他说，“到这里来！过来，我的小珍珠！”

他的脸上的神情悲喜交集，那是终于战胜了自己的神情。

那孩子朝他跑去，伸出双臂搂住了他的双膝。赫斯特·普林像梦游一样，也缓缓向前走去，只是没到他的身边就站住了。就在此刻，罗杰·奇林沃思从人群中挤出来，一把抓住了牧师的胳臂。

“别这样！”他低声对丁梅斯代尔先生说，“你在干什么？让那女人回去！把孩子推开！一切都会没事的！别这么做！我还能拯救你！”

“你来得太迟了！”牧师回答说，“有了上帝的帮助，我现在要逃脱你了！”他向赫斯特伸出了手。

“赫斯特·普林！上帝让我在这最后的时刻变得坚强，让我来完成七年前没能做的事情。现在过来吧，和我一起坚强面对吧。来，和我一起站到这绞刑台上！”

人群一片哗然。可是牧师们和官员们无法相信眼前所见的，只好保持沉默。他们看到赫斯特用手臂挽着年轻的牧师，他的手紧握着珍珠的小手，三个人一起登上了绞刑台。老罗杰·奇林沃思紧随在后。

“这是你能找到的唯一一处可以摆脱我的地方吗？”奇林沃思低声道，“就是这座绞刑台！”

“是上帝引领我到这里来的！”丁梅斯代尔先生说，“我为此感谢上帝。”然而他转身面对赫斯特时发抖了。“这样做不是比我们在树林中计划的更好吗？”

“我不知道！”她急切地回答，“会更好吗？我们俩也许都会死，还有小珍珠陪葬！”

“上帝会判定一切，而上帝是仁慈的！”牧师说，“让我按上帝的指示去做吧。我已经是个垂死的人了。赫斯特，那就让我在临死前承担起我的耻辱吧！”

他转过身俯看人群。
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“新英格兰的人们！”他喊道，“你们一直热爱着我！现在请看着我，我和这个女人一起站在这里。在过去漫长的七年里，你们称她为罪人，并且憎恨她。你们看到她胸前的红字，也曾穿过街道躲避她。但是就在你们中间，却有一个人，他的罪孽和耻辱却不为你们所知！”他向前迈了一步，离开了母女二人。“可上帝知道他的所做所为，魔鬼也知道！如今，在他濒死之际，你们也应该知道他是谁！他就站在你们面前！你们再看看赫斯特的红字，它虽然神秘、可怕，但只不过是我胸前这东西的影子而已，看吧！看吧！你们自己看看吧！”

他猛地扯开衬衣，向人们露出胸膛。

人群中发出惊恐的叫声。这一刻，牧师自豪地站在那里——就像一个终于战胜了痛苦与恐惧的人。随后，他就瘫倒在了地上！

赫斯特托起他，让他的头靠在自己胸前。奇林沃思跪在他身旁，表情空洞呆滞。

“你总算逃脱了我！”奇林沃思一再地重复说，“你总算逃脱了我！”

“愿上帝饶恕你吧！”牧师说，“你，同样罪孽深重！”他将失神的目光转向赫斯特和孩子。“我的小珍珠，”他的声音低得如同耳语一般，“你现在愿意亲吻我吗？”

珍珠亲吻了他，她的泪珠滑落在父亲的脸上。

“赫斯特！”牧师说，“别了！”

“我们难道不能再相会了吗？”她把脸贴近他的脸悄声说，“我们难道不能在天堂相聚吗？永远地在一起？”

“赫斯特，赫斯特，我不知道。”他说，“但上帝是仁慈的！他证明了他的仁慈。他给了我胸前这灼烧的痛楚！他派来那个阴森可怖的老人，使那痛楚灼烧不停！他把我带到这里，让我在众人面前，死在耻辱之中！如果没有这些，我就要永世沉沦了！为此我感激他，我感激上帝！别了！”

说完这最后一句话，牧师也停止了呼吸。


10
Hester Prynne's sadness

After many days, when there had been time for people to arrange their thoughts, there was more than one report about what had been seen on the scaffold.

Most of those watching said that they saw a scarlet letter, like Hester Prynne's, on the priest's chest. But how long had it been there? There were various explanations, all of which were no more than guesses. Some said that Mr Dimmesdale had burned the letter into his chest on the same day that Hester Prynne received her scarlet letter. Others said that old Roger Chillingworth had caused it to appear, by some devilish magic. And others said it was a terrible sign of a guilty heart, and of God's punishment. The reader may choose from these possible explanations.

However, there were some who were watching who said that there was no mark at all on Mr Dimmesdale's chest. Neither, they said, had his dying words accepted any part of, or responsibility for, Hester Prynne's shame. The priest, they said, by choosing to die in the arms of that sinful woman, was simply trying to teach his people that even the most godly of them were all sinners in the eyes of God.

But nothing was more extraordinary than the way old Roger Chillingworth changed after Mr Dimmesdale's death. This unhappy man grew weaker every day. Revenge had been his food and drink, and without it, his life had no meaning. Before the end of a year, he was dead.

But he left all his money—together with land and houses in England—to little Pearl, the daughter of Hester Prynne.

So Pearl became the richest person of those days in New England. This, of course, changed the way people behaved towards Hester and her daughter. Many families, thinking about the future, now saw Pearl, not as a child of sin, but as a most suitable wife for one of their sons! But soon after Chillingworth died, Hester and Pearl disappeared, and for many years no one knew where they had gone.

People told the story of the scarlet letter to their children, and their children's children. The scaffold where the poor priest died remained, and was as strong a warning of shame as it ever was.

And then, one afternoon, some children were playing near Hester's old cottage when they saw a tall woman in a grey dress go up to the door. In all those years it had never once been opened, but she seemed to unlock it before going inside. She turned in the doorway and looked back—long enough for those watching to see the scarlet letter on her bosom. Hester Prynne had returned!

But where was little Pearl, now a young woman? Was she alive or dead? No one knew, nor did they ever find out. But for the remainder of Hester's life, she received letters from England. And in the cottage were beautiful, expensive things which Hester never used, but which spoke of somebody's loving thoughts towards her. And once, someone saw Hester decorating a baby's dress with the richest of gold thread.

All these things led people to believe that Pearl was not only alive but also married and happy. And that she did not forget her mother and always kept her home in England open for her, if Hester should ever want it.

But Hester Prynne's life was in New England. Here she had sinned, and here she would end her life. She had returned willingly, and once again put on her scarlet letter.

Never again did it leave her bosom. However, in the years that followed, it became a sign not of shame but of sadness. It reminded others that here was a woman who had done wrong, but who had been punished enough. And people, especially women, came to her for advice, for her wise words, for comfort in their times of trouble and misery and suffering.

When she died, a new grave was dug next to an old one, but there was only one gravestone for the two graves. It was a simple stone—you may still see it there today and on it was just one letter; a letter that had been scarlet, a letter that both began this sad story, and brought it to an end.



devilish adj. very bad 恶毒的

willingly adv. out of own will 自愿地


10．赫斯特·普林的悲伤

过了许多天，人们总算有了充分的时间来调整思路，于是关于绞刑台上的那一幕就有了多种说法。

绝大多数在场的人说，他们在牧师的胸前看到了一个红字，与赫斯特·普林所佩戴的十分相似。至于其存在的时间长短，说法则各不相同，而且都是些臆测。一些人说，丁梅斯代尔先生自从赫斯特·普林戴上她的红字那一天开始，就将那个字母也烙在自己的胸口了。另一些人则说，那烙印是由老罗杰·奇林沃思用邪恶的魔力显示出来的。还有一些人认为，那是一颗负罪的心的可怕印记，是上帝惩罚的烙印。读者可以从这几种说法中自行选择。

不过，也有一些在场的人声明，他们没有在牧师胸前看到任何标记。据他们讲，牧师的临终致辞没有承认他同赫斯特·普林的耻辱有丝毫牵连。他们说，牧师选择在那个堕落的女人的怀抱中咽气，只为教导他的教众，在上帝的心目中，就算最神圣的人也是罪人。

但最引人注目的是，丁梅斯代尔先生死后，罗杰·奇林沃思老人发生了变化。这个不快乐的人一天比一天虚弱。因为复仇就是他的食物和水，没有了复仇，他的生命便毫无意义。不出一年，他就死了。
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他把所有的财产——包括在英国的土地和房产——都留给了赫斯特·普林的女儿小珍珠。

于是，小珍珠就成了当时新英格兰最富有的人。这么一来，人们对赫斯特母女的态度自然不同了。许多家庭在考虑将来的时候，都不再把珍珠视为罪恶所生的孩子，反而把她看做是儿子们将来最合适的妻子！但是奇林沃思去世后不久，赫斯特和珍珠就消失了，后来许多年当中，都没有人知道她们的行踪。

人们把红字的故事告诉孩子们，以及孩子的孩子们。那个可怜牧师的丧生之地——绞刑台还保留着，它始终是一个有力的耻辱的警示。

后来，有一天下午，几个孩子正在赫斯特住过的茅屋附近玩耍，忽然看见一个身穿灰衣的高个子女人走近屋门。多年以来，屋门从没打开过，但是那女人似乎在走进房子之前开了锁。她在门口处转过身来，回头张望——时间足以让人看到她胸前的红字。赫斯特·普林回来了！

可是小珍珠在哪里呢？她现在应该长大了。她还活着吗？谁也不知道，谁也没有找到答案。不过，从赫斯特后来的生活来看，她常接到来自英国的信件，而且那间茅屋里有一些漂亮的奢侈用品，虽然赫斯特从来不用，但这些东西表达了别人对她的牵挂。有一次，有人看到赫斯特用最华美的金线绣一件婴儿的衣服。

所有这些都使人们相信，珍珠不但活在世上，而且结了婚，生活得很幸福。她一直惦记着母亲，如果赫斯特乐意的话，珍珠在英格兰的家永远准备迎接她的母亲。

但是对赫斯特·普林来说，她的生命在新英格兰。她在这里犯下罪孽，也要在这里终老此生。她心甘情愿地回来了，并且又戴上了那个红字。

从那以后，那红字就再也没离开过她的胸前。但是随着岁月的流逝，它不再是耻辱的烙印，却变成了一个令人哀伤的标志，提醒人们有一个做过错事的女人，而她承受了足够多的惩罚。人们，尤其是女人们，前来寻求她的建议，聆听她睿智的言语，以便在艰难苦痛的时刻得到安慰。

她去世的时候，在一座老坟旁边，又挖建了一座新坟，但两座坟只有一块墓碑。这是一块很普通的石头——今天你可能还会在那儿看到它，在那上面只有一个字母；这个字母曾被漆成猩红色。这个悲伤的故事以它开始，也以它结束。


ACTIVITIES
 Before Reading

1．Read the story introduction of the book. Which of these ideas would you agree with, and which do you think the Puritans of New England would agree with?

1) Adultery is a terrible sin which must be punished.

2) Adultery means a marriage has broken down and so it is best for everyone to finish the marriage.

3) It is more important to forgive than to punish.

4) You should be kind to somebody who has sinned, and help them to be good again.

5) You must never tell a lie.

6) If telling the truth will hurt another person, you should stay silent.

7) A child of adultery is a bad child, and must stay away from other children.

2．Can you guess what happens to these people in the story? Choose as many answers as you like.

Hester　　Hester's child　　Hester's lover　　Hester's husband

1) ...has a long life.

2) ...has a short life.

3) ...goes to prison.

4) ...finds happiness.

5) ...is punished for past sins.

6) ...becomes a stronger person.

7) ...leaves Boston.

8) ...forgives a sinner.


ACTIVITIES
 While Reading

1．Read Chapters 1 and 2. Choose the best question-word for these questions and then answer them.

Who/What

1) ...was in the old wooden box with the papers?

2) ...punishments did the women suggest for Hester?

3) ...could the magistrates send to the scaffold?

4) ...was Hester's punishment for her sin?

5) ...had probably died before reaching Massachusetts?

6) ...name did Hester refuse to give to the priest?

7) ...did the prison officer bring to see Hester?

8) ...was Hester afraid that Roger would do to her and her child?

9) ...did Roger want to find?

10) ...did Roger want to do to this person?

11) ...did Roger ask Hester to do?

2．Before you read Chapter 3, can you guess what difficulties Hester will face? For each sentence, circle Y(Yes) or N (No).

1) Someone tries to kill her. Y/N

2) The Puritans want to take her child away from her. Y/N

3) The women try to make her leave the town. Y/N

4) People try to stop her getting any work. Y/N

5) Nobody in the shops will sell her any food. Y/N

3．Read Chapters 3 to 5. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)? Rewrite the false ones with the correct information.

1) People gave Hester a lot of work because they felt sorry for her.

2) People wanted to take Pearl away from Hester and send her to England.

3) Arthur thought that Pearl should stay with her mother.

4) As time passed, some people began to think that Roger Chillingworth was sent by the Devil, not by God.

5) Arthur Dimmesdale often talked about the sickness of his soul, but Chillingworth refused to listen.

6) When Arthur told people that he was a hateful sinner, they believed him and talked about getting a new priest.

7) When Arthur saw Hester and Pearl, he asked them to go away and leave him alone on the scaffold.

8) Arthur was able to stand on the scaffold at night, but he was too afraid of public shame to do it in the daylight.

4．Before you read Chapter 6, what advice would you give Hester now? Choose some of these ideas.

1) You should tell Roger that you will tell everyone his secret unless he leaves Arthur alone.

2) You should tell Arthur to tell the world his secret.

3) You should tell Arthur to leave Boston.

4) You should leave Boston and make a new life somewhere else.

5) You should tell Arthur the truth about Roger.

5．Read Chapters 6 to 8. Then match these halves of sentences.

1) Hester had the respect of many people now...

2) Roger had changed from a kind person into an evil one...

3) Hester wanted Roger to forgive her and Arthur and become a wise, kind man again...

4) Arthur thought life was easier for Hester...

5) Hester advised Arthur to leave Boston...

6) Arthur was worried about getting to know Pearl...

7) Pearl did not want to go to her mother...

8) Hester and Arthur decided to return to England...

9) ...but Roger thought it was too late for that now.

10) ...until she had put the scarlet letter back on her bosom.

11) ...because everyone knew about her sin.

12) ...because she worked hard and lived a godly life.

13) ...because children did not usually like him.

14) ...since there they could live a quiet life more easily.

15) ...after he had spent seven years getting a cruel revenge.

16) ...so that he could begin a happy life somewhere else.

6．Before you read the last chapters, try to guess what happens on Election Day. Choose some of these ideas, and then choose names to complete those sentences.

1) Hester/Arthur/Pearl/Roger will leave Boston on the ship.

2) Roger/Arthur will tell everyone who Pearl's father is.

3) Hester/Arthur will kill Roger.

4) Hester/Arthur/Pearl will stand on the scaffold together.

5) Arthur/Roger will die.


ACTIVITIES
 After Reading

1．When Hester and Pearl sailed back to England, what did Hester tell Pearl about her life with Roger and Arthur? Complete their conversation (use as many words as you like).

PEARL: Mother, why didn't your husband come with you to Boston?

HESTER: _______________________

PEARL: And how did you get to know my father?

HESTER: _______________________

PEARL: But how could you fall in love with him? You already had a husband, so it was a sin—breaking God's law.

HESTER: _______________________

PEARL: Two years! That's a long time. And when he suddenly appeared again, how did you feel?

HESTER: _______________________

PEARL: But why didn't he accuse my father in public?

HESTER: _______________________

PEARL: How horrible! Why didn't you tell me all this before, when my father was alive?

2．Pearl's last question in the activity above is an interesting one. Here are some possible answers. Choose the one you think best and explain why you prefer it.

1) You were too young to understand.

2) It was better for you not to know.

3) I didn't have the right to tell you other people's secrets.

4) Your father and my husband both had secrets, and children can't keep secrets.

5) If you didn't know, other people couldn't find things out from you.

6) I had wronged my husband, and I didn't want your father to go to prison, or die, so I had to keep their secrets from everybody. That meant you as well.

3．Here are some quotes from the story. What do they tell us about the speakers, or other characters in the story?

1) 'Heaven has allowed you public shame, and the chance to win an open battle with the evil inside you and the sadness outside. Do you refuse to give him [the child's father] that same chance—which he may be too afraid to take himself?

2) 'It is not for some magistrate to take off this letter. When—if ever—I earn the right to be rid of it, it will fall off without anyone's help.

3) 'You planted the evil, and now its black flowers are growing. We cannot change the way things are.'

4) 'That old man's revenge has been blacker than our sin, Hester!'

5) 'What a strange, sad man he is. He held your hand and mine at night on the scaffold, and again in the forest. But here on this sunny day, among all the people, he does not know us, and we must not speak to him.'

4．Look at these words from the story. Which heading would you put them under? Can some words go under more than one heading? Is there any word which does not belong under any heading?


  
    	FEELINGS
    	THE LAW
    	RELIGION
    	SEWING
  

  
    	cloth
    	magistrate
    	pattern
    	revenge
  

  
    	godly
    	material
    	priest
    	sermon
  

  
    	guilty
    	mercy
    	prison
    	shame
  

  
    	heaven
    	misery
    	punishment
    	sin
  

  
    	innocent
    	needle
    	Puritan
    	soul
  

  
    	joy
    	passion
    	respect
    	thread
  



5．This is how one of the townspeople described Arthur Dimmesdale's last moments. Put the parts of sentences in the right order, and join them with the best linking word from each pair. Begin with number 4.

1) He stood there in front of the crowd and cried out

2) after/but he pushed the doctor away

3) if/because almost at once the priest fell to the ground.

4) Yes, I was there, quite close to Mr Dimmesdale

5) yet/and climbed up onto the scaffold with Mistress Prynne and the child.

6) However,/Whatever, the poor child did not have a father for very long,

7) that/to see the great, scarlet letter 'A' on his chest,

8) While/After little Pearl had kissed him,

9) though/when he stopped next to the scaffold

10) whether/that he was as great a sinner as Hester Prynne.

11) and then/now that he died in Mistress Prynne's arms.

12) and/or called out to Mistress Prynne and her little girl.

13) Meanwhile,/Finally, he pulled open his shirt for us

14) The old doctor hurried up to him and caught his arm,

15) he thanked God for his mercy,

16) who/which means, of course, that he is the father of Hester Prynne's child!

6．Imagine that you could give the story a different ending. Choose one of the endings below, and use the notes to write a paragraph. Which ending—including the original one—do you prefer, and why?

● Arthur confesses on scaffold/does not die/sails to England with Hester and Pearl (What happens to Roger?)

● Arthur does not confess/leaves with Hester and Pearl for new life somewhere in America (Does Roger stay or go?)

● Arthur does not confess/Roger tells Arthur's secret/Arthur goes to prison/Hester and Pearl go on living in Boston

● Arthur confesses/goes to prison/Hester sent back to Roger/dies mysteriously (What happens to Pearl?)

7．If you could choose a different letter for Hester to wear, which word would it be for—S for sinful, B for brave? Choose a letter for Hester, Roger, Arthur, and Pearl to wear, and explain why that word says something important about that character.
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内容简介

吉姆离开英格兰开始了水手生涯，他快乐地憧憬着等待他的海上新生活。他认为自己是个勇敢、尽责的人，就像他小时候读过的航海故事中的主人公一样，时刻准备着迎接将要到来的危险。

但当危险真正来临时，吉姆却没有准备好。他是“帕特纳号”的大副，这艘旧船载着800名乘客在横渡印度洋时遇险了。这正是勇者应当挺身而出的时候，但吉姆却没能表现得像他梦想中的英雄那样。很快，“懦夫”这个词在东方所有的海港传开了。

只有一个人相信吉姆。这个人是马洛，他试着帮助吉姆找到新的生活，后来，他把这段故事讲给朋友们听。故事讲述了吉姆找寻失去的荣誉的过程——通向灵魂阴暗处的心路历程，在那里，梦想和恐惧就像掠过月亮表面的阴影……


LORD JIM

When Jim leaves England to begin his life as a sailor, he dreams happily of the adventures waiting for him at sea. He sees himself as the brave man who always does his duty, just like the heroes in the sea stories he read as a boy. When danger comes, he will be ready for it.

But danger does come, and Jim is not ready for it. He is the first mate on board the Patna, an old ship taking 800 passengers across the Indian Ocean. When the accident happens and it is time for a brave man to do his duty, Jim fails to act like the hero of his dreams. Soon, the word 'coward' is whispered around all the sea ports of the Eastern seas.

Only one man believes in Jim. Marlow tries to help him find a new life, and in later years he tells the story to his friends. It is the story of Jim's search for his lost honour—a journey into the dark places of the soul, where dreams and fears move like shadows across the face of the moon...
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1
Jim's early life

In the Eastern ports where he worked for most of his life, Jim was very popular. He was an excellent seaman, who was liked and trusted by everyone. He was tall and strongly built, with a deep voice and a confident way of talking. To his employers and the ship captains, he was just Jim, nothing more. He had a special reason for not wanting people to know his other name. But nothing remains secret for long in sea ports, and soon someone who knew about his past was certain to arrive. When this happened, Jim always left his well-paid job immediately, and moved on to another port. Over several years he was known first in Bombay, then Calcutta, then Rangoon, Penang and Jakarta, as he moved towards the rising sun. Finally, when he could no longer bear this kind of life, he ran away from sea ports and white men for ever, hiding himself in the jungle, in a distant Malaysian village, far away from anyone who knew him. The natives of the village gave him an extra name. They called him Tuan Jim, or, as we would say, Lord Jim.

Jim had spent his childhood in a comfortable, peaceful home in the southwest of England. His father was a vicar, a kind man who always did his duty, and who had no doubts about what was right or wrong. The family house was warm and welcoming, with plenty of room for Jim and his four older brothers to play in. Close to it, on a hill, was the small grey church, standing, like a rock, where it had stood for centuries. There had been vicars in Jim's family for a hunderd years, but one of his brothers had already shown an interest in the Church, so his father had to find some other work for his youngest son. When Jim spent a whole summer reading sea stories, his father was delighted, and decided that Jim would join the merchant navy at once.

He was sent to a training ship on a busy, wide river near London; there two hundred boys slept, ate and worked together, learning everything a sailor needs to know. Because he was strong, and quick, and intelligent, he learnt fast, and was generally liked. The work seemed easy to him, and he was confident of his bravery in any danger. Sometimes at night he used to forget the crowd of noisy boys around him, and escape into his own dream world of sea stories. He saw himself swimming bravely through the waves to save passengers from sinking ships, fighting natives on lonely islands, and giving orders to frightened sailors to save their lives. He was always the brave man who did his duty, just like the heroes in the stories that he had read at home.

One evening he heard a sudden shout, 'Something's happened! On deck, all of you! Hurry!' He jumped to his feet, and joined the other boys as they ran up on to the deck.

It was a dark and stormy night. The wind was blowing strongly and heavy rain was falling. Jim stood without moving, staring at the cruel black waves. Was it him that the storm wanted? What would it be like, to fall into that cold water and drown?

'Send the lifeboat out!' came the order. In the darkness two small ships had crashed into each other, and there were distant voices crying for help. Boys ran past Jim, who still did not move. They jumped into the lifeboat and began to row as fast as they could towards the two damaged ships.

'Row together, you young dogs!' shouted a voice from the boat, 'if you want to save any lives!'

Jim had now run to the side of the ship and was looking down. He felt a hand on his shoulder. 'Too late, young man,' said the captain. Jim looked up, disappointed. The captain smiled. 'Better luck next time,' he said. 'This will teach you to move quickly in an emergency.'

The lifeboat came dancing back through the waves, half full of water. The boys had saved two men, who now lay exhausted in the bottom of the boat. Jim no longer felt afraid of the sea. It seemed to him that he cared nothing for the storm. He would live through greater dangers than that, and would show the world how brave he was. That night he sat alone, while the boys who had saved the two men's lives told their excited friends the whole story. When they described the waves, and the cold, and the sinking ships, Jim felt angry. They were so proud of what they had done! He, too, had wanted to show his bravery. But perhaps it was better this way. He had learnt more from this experience than any of them. The next time a brave man was needed, he alone, he felt sure, would know how to fight the wind and the seas. And as the other boys talked and laughed together, Jim dreamed happily of the next adventure and his chance to prove himself.

After two years of training, he went to sea. He made many voyages on many different ships, but surprisingly there were no adventures. The sea had not yet tested him, or shown him the secret truth of his pretences. However, although he was still very young, he soon became chief mate of a fine ship. Unfortunately, he was badly hurt during a storm at sea, and when the ship reached an Eastern port, he was taken to hospital. His broken leg needed time to mend, and so he was left behind when his ship sailed away.

Time passed slowly in the hospital, where the patients played cards, and slept, and told each other stories. There were brightly coloured flowers in the gardens, and warm, soft air blew in through the open windows. The hospital was on a hill, and had an excellent view of the port, which was always busy, as it was on one of the main sea routes to the East. Jim felt wonderfully calm as he looked out every day at the ships like toys in the sea, with the endless blue of the Eastern sky above, and the smiling peace of the Eastern seas all around.

As soon as he could walk, he left the hospital and started looking for a ship to take him back to England. While waiting, he naturally spent time with other European seamen in the port. Many of them had become lazy. They were used to the easy life of a white sailor in the East, and did not want to return to the bad weather, harder conditions and more dangerous duties of the West. They talked, not of work, but of luck, and chance, and money. At first, Jim refused to listen to them. But soon he began to find these men strangely interesting. How did they make a success of their lives, with so little work and so little danger? And suddenly, he decided not to go home to England, and took a job as chief mate of the Patna.

The Patna was a local ship, as old as the hills, and in very bad condition. Her captain was a German whose home was in Australia, a very large, fat, cruel man, who felt that he owed no duty to anybody. He had arranged to take eight hundred pilgrims to the city of Mecca in Saudi Arabia.

Jim watched as the native people hurried on to the ship, filling every corner like water in a container. Eight hundred men and women had come from north and south, from islands and villages, over mountains and down rivers. At the call of an idea they had left their forests, their farms, their homes—strong men, young boys, little girls, women with heads covered, and sleeping babies. 'Look at these animals,' said the German captain to his new chief mate.

The Patna left the port, and started across the Indian Ocean towards the Red Sea. The five white seamen lived separately from the pilgrims, who were packed close together on every deck and in every corner. The days were hot and heavy, and the ship moved slowly across a flat, lifeless sea. There were no clouds in the burning sky, and it was too hot to think or feel.

The nights were beautiful. A wonderful calm seemed to cover the world, and the young moon shone down on the smooth, cool sea. Jim thought that there was nothing but peace and happiness in nature, as he breathed in the soft air, while in all the dark corners around him the pilgrims slept, trusting the white men to keep them safe.

Two Malays stood silently at the wheel. Jim walked along the deck, and looked at the dark water. He did not see the shadow of what was to come. In fact, he felt that nothing could hurt him on a night like this. He had been responsible for the ship for several hours now, and he was feeling sleepy.

'Anything to report?' The captain had come up noiselessly behind him. His face was red, with one eye half closed, the other staring and glassy. His fat body shook when he walked, and his clothes were dirty and unbuttoned. Jim answered his captain politely, but moved a little away from the ugly figure who had destroyed the night's peace.

The ship continued to move smoothly over the flat sea. 'You can't imagine how hot it is down below,' said a voice. It was the young second engineer, who had come up on deck for some fresh air. He did not seem able to speak clearly. 'Why I work on this old ship, I don't know,' he went on. 'We engineers work twice as hard as you sailors, and—'

'Don't speak to me like that, you dog!' shouted the captain. 'Where did you get your drink?'

'Not from you, captain!' laughed the engineer. 'You're too mean for that! No, the good old chief gave me some.'

The chief engineer was a well-known drinker, who normally kept his drink to himself. Tonight, however, he had given some to the second engineer, who was not used to it. The chief and the captain had worked together on many ships, and people in the Patna's home port said that they had been guilty of every crime you could think of, at one time or another.

Jim watched the captain getting angrier and angrier, and the young man shouting louder and louder. He smiled to himself. These men did not belong to the world of adventure. They had nothing to do with him. He was almost asleep on his feet.

Suddenly the engineer was thrown forward on to his face, and lay silent on the deck. Jim and the captain stared at the calm sea, and looked up at the stars. What had happened? They could still hear the engines turning. Had the earth stopped? Now the cloudless sky and the quiet sea looked less safe than before. 'What was that?' cried the engineer, holding his arm in pain. There was a noise like distant thunder, and the ship trembled. The two Malays at the wheel looked at the white men, but received no orders, so did not move. The Patna lifted a little in the water, and then continued smoothly on her way.



trust v. to feel sure that someone is good and honest; to believe in someone 信任。

jungle n. an area of land with dense forest and tangled vegetation, typically in the tropics 热带丛林。

vicar n. a priest in the Church of England who is in charge of a church in a particular area （英国国教的）教区牧师。

welcoming adj. pleasing; a place that makes you happy and relaxed （地方）令人愉悦的。

merchant navy ships (and the sailors who work on them) that carry goods from country to country 商船队。

deck n. any of the floors of a ship 甲板。

row v. to propel (a boat) with oars 划船。

emergency n. a serious, unexpected, and potentially dangerous situation requiring immediate action 紧急情况；不测事件。

live through to survive a difficult experience or period 度过（困境）。

go to sea to become a sailor 去当水手。

pretence n. an act of pretending 假装。

chief mate a ship's officer who is one rank below the captain 大副。

pilgrim n. someone who travels a long way to a place of religious importance 朝圣者。

container n. an object for holding something 容器。

glassy adj. (of a person's eyes or expression) showing no interest or animation （眼神等）无神的。

mean adj. selfish in a petty way 吝啬的。


1．吉姆的早年生活

吉姆大半辈子都在东方的海岸工作，他在那里很受欢迎。他是个出色的水手，每个人都喜欢他，信任他。他个头高挑，身材魁伟，嗓音浑厚，谈吐中流露着自信。对于他的那些雇主和船长而言，他就是吉姆，仅此而已。他不希望人们知道他的姓，这是有特别原因的。但在港区，没有什么秘密能隐藏很久。很快，肯定会有某个对他知根知底的人来到这里。每到这个时候，吉姆都会立即辞去他薪水丰厚的工作，转移到另一个海港。几年里，他先后辗转于孟买、加尔各答、仰光、槟榔屿和雅加达，不断朝着太阳升起的地方迁徙。终于，他再也无法忍受这样的生活了。他永远离开了海港和白人，独自隐匿在马来西亚丛林的一个偏僻乡村中，远离所有认识他的人。当地村民给他取了一个名字，图安吉姆，翻译成我们的话就是“吉姆老爷”。

吉姆的童年是在英格兰西南部一个舒适、祥和的家庭度过的。父亲是牧师，为人和善，总是尽职尽责，明辨是非。吉姆的家很温馨，足够他和四个哥哥尽情玩耍。旁边不远处是一座小山，山上有一座灰色的小教堂，它如同一块岩石，已经矗立了好几个世纪。一百年来，吉姆的家族中一直有人从事牧师职业，但他的一个哥哥已经表现出了对教会的兴趣，因此父亲得为小儿子找点儿别的事做。因为吉姆整个夏天都在读关于航海的故事，父亲高兴地决定立即让他加入商船队。

吉姆被送到一艘训练船上，训练船在伦敦附近一条忙碌、宽阔的河上。在那里，两百个年轻人同吃同睡，一起干活儿，学习水手需要知道的所有知识。吉姆强壮而聪敏，学东西快，而且大家都喜欢他。这些活儿对他来说似乎很轻松，他也坚信自己面对任何危险都能勇往直前。有时他会在夜里忘掉身边那一群吵闹的年轻人，独自沉溺在航海故事的梦幻中。他仿佛看见自己英勇地与海浪搏斗，从正在下沉的船只中救出乘客，在孤岛上与土人搏斗，命令被吓破了胆的水手自救。他是个勇敢而尽责的人，和他在家读的故事里的主人公一样。

一天晚上，他突然听见有人喊：“出事了！所有人上甲板！快！”他跳起来，和其他年轻人一起跑向甲板。

这是一个漆黑的暴风雨夜，外面狂风肆虐，大雨倾盆。吉姆一动不动地站在那里，凝视着残酷的黑色海浪。这暴风雨是要吞噬他吗？掉进这么冰冷的水中被淹死会是什么样呢？
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有人命令：“把救生艇划过去！”两艘小船在黑暗中撞在了一起，远处传来一声声求救的呼喊。小伙子们从吉姆身边跑过，但他仍然一动不动。他们跳进救生艇，以最快的速度划向两艘被毁的船只。

“一起划船，小家伙们！”救生艇上有一个声音喊着，“如果你们想救人的话！”

此时吉姆已经跑到了船的一侧向下看。他感到肩膀上有一只手。“太晚了，年轻人。”船长说。吉姆满脸沮丧地抬起头。船长微笑着说：“希望你下次好运。这件事将教你学会在紧急状况中要快速行动。”

救生艇冲过惊涛骇浪颠簸着划了回来，灌了半船的水。小伙子们救回的两个人现在筋疲力尽地躺在救生艇里。吉姆不再害怕大海了。在他看来，他似乎对风暴已毫不在乎。他会度过比这更大的危险，向世界展示他的勇气。那一夜他独自坐着，听去救了人的小伙子们向兴奋的朋友们讲述整个经过。他们描述着海浪、寒冷和沉船；吉姆觉得很气愤，他们对自己做的事如此骄傲！吉姆也想展现他的勇敢，但现在的结果可能更好。他比其他任何人从这次经历中学到的都多。他相信，下一次需要勇者出手时，只有他知道如何与风浪和大海搏斗。其他年轻人在一起说笑着，而吉姆则幸福地想象着下一次历险，下一个证实自己的机会。

两年的训练结束后，他当了水手。他在很多只船上作过多次航行，但奇怪的是一直没有什么历险。大海还没有考验他，没有揭示外表之下真实的他。虽然他年纪轻轻，却很快在一艘不错的船上当了大副。不幸的是，他在海上的一次暴风雨中受了重伤。船只驶达东方海港时，他被送到了医院。他骨折的腿需要时间恢复，所以船启航时，他被留了下来。

医院里的时间过得很慢。病人们玩牌，睡觉，彼此讲故事。花园里开着艳丽的花，和煦的轻风透过敞开的窗户吹进来。医院坐落在一座小山上，可以清楚地看到港口。因为处于通往东方的主航线上，这个港口总是很忙碌。每天，吉姆看着海面上玩具一样的船只，上面是东方无边无际的蓝色天空，四周弥漫着东方海域祥和、宁静的氛围。每到这时，吉姆就感到格外的平静。

他刚能下床走路，就马上离开医院，想找一艘船带他回英格兰。在等船的时候，他自然同港口其他的欧洲海员待在一起。他们当中有许多人已经变得懒惰起来。他们习惯了白人海员在东方的安逸生活，不想回到气候恶劣、条件更艰苦、职责更危险的西方。他们谈论的不是工作，而是运气、机会和金钱。起初，吉姆不愿意听他们的谈话，但很快他开始发现这些人有趣得很。他们没干多少活儿，没有担多大的风险，但却很成功。他们是如何做到的呢？突然，他决定不回英格兰老家了，他做起了帕特纳号船的大副。

帕特纳号是一艘本地船，已经破旧不堪了。船长是一个德国人，家在澳大利亚，长得又高又壮，是个心狠手辣的人，觉得自己对任何人都没有责任。他已经安排运送八百个朝圣者去沙特阿拉伯的麦加。

吉姆看到许多本地人匆忙上船，填满了每个角落，就像往容器里注满水。这八百个男男女女从南北各地的小岛或村庄翻山涉水而来。在信仰的召唤之下，他们离开了森林、农场和家园。他们当中有身强力壮的男子，年幼的孩子，裹着头巾的女人，还有熟睡的婴儿。“瞧瞧这些畜牲们。”德国船长向新来的大副说。

帕特纳号离开港口，穿越印度洋驶向红海。朝圣者挤满了每层甲板的各个角落，而五个白人水手睡在别的地方。天又闷又热，船缓慢地行驶在死气沉沉的海面上。炽热的天空中没有一片云，天热得让人无法思考，没有知觉。

夜色很美。一种惬意的宁静似乎笼罩着这个世界，上弦月照在平静、清凉的海上。吉姆呼吸着柔和的空气，觉得大自然中只剩下安宁和幸福。朝圣者在他周围每一个黑暗的角落里熟睡着，满心相信白人会保证他们的安全。

两个马来人静静地站在舵轮旁。吉姆沿着甲板漫步，望向黑暗的海水。他没有看到即将到来的阴影。事实上，他觉得在这样的一个夜晚没有什么能伤害他。此时他值班已经有好几个小时了，他感到几分睡意。

“有什么事要报告吗？”船长从他后面悄无声息地走过来。他的脸很红，一只眼皮耷拉着，另一只眼无神地大睁着。他走路时身上的肥肉一颤一颤的。他的衣服脏兮兮的，扣子也没系。吉姆彬彬有礼地回话，但却退开几步。这个丑陋的人破坏了夜的平静。

船继续在平静的海上航行。“你们想象不出下面有多热！”一个声音说道，是年轻的大管轮。他上甲板来呼吸新鲜空气。他的口齿不太清楚。“我真不知道自己为什么要在这艘旧船上工作，”他继续说，“我们轮机员的工作比你们船员加倍辛苦，而且……”

“别那样跟我说话，你这家伙！”船长吼道，“你的酒从哪儿弄来的？”

“我没喝你的酒，船长！”轮机员笑着说，“你那么吝啬，怎么会给我酒喝呢！不是你的，是好心的老轮机长给的。”

轮机长是出了名的酒鬼，通常都是有酒自己喝的。但今晚他也给了大管轮一些，大管轮喝了不太适应。轮机长和船长曾在很多船上一起共事，据帕特纳号船籍港的人说，这两个人无恶不作，一直没老实过。

吉姆看着船长的火气越来越大，年轻人的声音也越来越高。吉姆暗自笑了笑。这些人不属于历险的世界。他们与他毫无关系。他站着都快睡着了。

突然，轮机员向前栽了下去，然后便倒在甲板上没了动静。吉姆和船长盯着平静的海面，又抬头看了看星星。这是怎么回事？他们仍然能听见发动机在运转。是地球停止了转动吗？此时，无云的天空和平静的海面似乎不像刚才那样安全了。“怎么回事？”轮机员喊道，痛苦地捂着自己的胳膊。远处仿佛有雷鸣传来，船在颤抖。舵轮旁的两个马来人看着白人上司，但没有接到命令，所以没有动。帕特纳号在水中升高了一点儿，然后继续平稳地前进。


2
Marlow meets Jim

A month or so later, at the official inquiry, Jim was asked what had happened to the Patna. Trying to describe the experience honestly, he replied, 'The ship went over whatever it was as easily as oil running over a stick.'

The inquiry was held in the crowded police court of an Eastern port. Jim stood there, in front of them all, while many eyes looked at him out of dark, white, and red faces, like staring shadows. They saw a large, good-looking young man, with a straight back and unhappy eyes. The three judges, two of whom were sea captains, sat together under a large window. They asked Jim clear questions, which he answered truthfully. Outside, the sun was beating down, and the air was heavy in the courtroom. Jim's voice seemed very loud to him; it was the only sound in the world. The painful questions they asked him appeared to come from inside him, like the questioning of his conscience.

'So after you realized the ship had hit something underwater, your captain ordered you to go and see if there was any damage?' asked one of the sea captains.

'Yes,' said Jim. 'I discovered a big hole in the metal wall of the ship, below the water. I didn't think of danger just then. I was surprised, because it had happened so quickly. I was on my way back to tell the captain, when I met the second engineer. He had broken his left arm when he was thrown forward earlier. When I told him about the damage, he cried, "My God! The whole ship will be full of water in a minute!" He pushed me away with his right arm and ran up on to the bridge, shouting as he went. I followed him, and was in time to see the captain hit him. The captain ordered him to keep quiet and go and stop the engines.'

Jim hoped that if he described everything exactly, and gave all the facts, the people in the courtroom would understand the full horror of it. Every small detail of what had happened was important. Fortunately he remembered it all very clearly. There was something else as well, something unseen and evil, that had helped to cause the disaster. He wished to make that clear. He wanted to go on talking, to find out the truth. But although he spoke calmly and carefully, he felt like a trapped animal, desperately searching for a way out.

The questioning continued. Jim was beginning to feel very tired. His mouth was tastelessly dry, and his head felt hot, while the rest of his body was cold. While he waited for the next question, his eyes rested on a white man sitting by himself. He had a worn, clouded face, with clear, quiet eyes. Jim answered another question, and wanted to cry out, 'Is it worth going on? Is it really worth it?' He met the eyes of the white man, who was looking at him differently from all the others in the courtroom. It was an honest, intelligent look. Telling the truth was not enough, thought Jim; words were no good to him any longer. And that man appeared to understand his hopeless difficulty.

That stranger with the clear, quiet eyes was Marlow. And later on, in distant parts of the world, Marlow often remembered Jim, and talked about him. It was usually after dinner in a friend's house, when men sat comfortably in their armchairs on the veranda and smoked their cigars, that Marlow was asked to talk. In the darkness, as he sat surrounded by sweet-smelling flowers and a group of listening men, every detail of that fresh young face and straight figure came back to Marlow. He could almost imagine himself back in the past, and he often began with a warning to his listeners.

*　　*　　*

My friends, It's easy enough to talk about young Jim, but don't be too quick to judge him. A good dinner, an excellent cigar, and a beautiful evening of freshness and starlight like this make us forget how difficult life can be. We all try to do what is right, but the best of us can take the wrong route occasionally. Yes, I was at the official inquiry, and saw Jim there, but I had seen him before.

The first news we had of the Patna was a mysterious message from Aden, that a damaged ship full of pilgrims had been found without its officers, in the Indian Ocean. The whole waterfront—boatmen, natives, officials, clerks—talked of nothing else for two weeks. Then, one fine morning, I was standing near the port office, when I saw four men walking towards me, and suddenly realized that they must be the missing officers from the Patna. I recognized the captain, a fat, ugly German, who was well known in all the Eastern ports as a an irresponsible and dishonest seaman. Behind him was the chief engineer, a tall, thin man, and the second engineer, with a broken arm. The fourth was a young man with fair hair and square shoulders, who stood with his hands in his pockets, turning his back on the others. This was my first view of Jim, and I was strangely interested in him, because he looked so clean-faced, so strong, so brave. I felt almost angry. If a man who looks like that can go wrong, I thought, who can you trust?

Captain Elliott was the chief port official in those days, and as soon as he realized the captain of the Patna had arrived, he sent for him. Elliott believed strongly in duty and responsibility, and didn't mind who he shouted at. Through the open windows of his office we all heard what he thought of the Patna's captain, and in a very few moments the fat man came running angrily out of Elliott's office. He saw me looking at him, and said, 'That crazy Englishman in there called me a dog!' I smiled. 'Dog' was the politest word that had reached me. 'But I don't care!' he continued, his face purple with anger. 'The Pacific is big, my friend. If you English take away my master's certificate, if you won't let me command a ship here, I'll go to—to Apia, to Honolulu—they know me there!' I could easily imagine what kind of people knew him there.

I looked over at the young man again, wanting to see him angry, unhappy, ashamed. But he looked completely unworried, and I couldn't understand it. I liked the look of him; he appeared to be that good, honest kind of man who is not interested in ideas, but who does his work well and lives his life bravely to the end. I've had my own ship for a long time now, and I've trained enough young sailors in my time to be able to judge whether you can trust a man or not. It worried me that perhaps I had made a mistake with Jim. Was there something missing in his character? What had made him act like that?

The two engineers were now standing in front of their captain, but he turned away from them and hurried over to a horse and trap. He climbed in, shouted impatiently at the driver, and before anyone could do anything to stop him, the horse and trap disappeared in a cloud of dust. Where did he go? To Apia, or Honolulu? Nobody ever saw him again.

At the official inquiry, which took place a week later, and lasted three days, Jim was the only one who was questioned. The captain had escaped, and both the engineers were in hospital. The one with the broken arm had a bad fever, and the chief engineer had been drinking brandy for three days and could no longer talk sensibly. In my opinion, the only truth worth knowing was not how, but why, the officers had left the ship, and I realized the inquiry would not discover this. Judges are not paid to look into a man's soul, but only to see the results of his actions.

One of the inquiry officials was Captain Brierly, known in all the Eastern ports as a brave officer and an excellent seaman. Young, healthy and successful, he seemed to be one of those lucky men who never make a mistake, and who therefore have a high opinion of themselves. We all thought nothing could touch him or his self-confidence. But we were wrong, because he killed himself a week after the inquiry. I think now that while the other two judges were questioning Jim, Brierly was holding his own silent inquiry, questioning himself. I think his conscience was accusing him of—who knows what? It wasn't anything to do with money, or drink, or women. But at the end of it, he found himself guilty, and drowned himself, leaving letters for his chief mate and the ship's owners.

During the inquiry I had a conversation with him, which I remember especially well, because of his sudden death only a few days later. He spoke to me at the end of the first day.

'Don't you think it's stupid?' he asked me angrily. I looked at him in surprise. Brierly was normally very calm. 'Why are we attacking that young man? Why should he eat all that dirt? Why doesn't he run away?'

'He probably hasn't any money,' I answered.

'We should put an end to this now,' Brierly continued. 'This kind of thing destroys people's confidence in us seamen. I'll give you some money, Marlow, and you talk to him. Tell him to leave. Give him another chance. People will forget about it very soon, and he can get on with his life. Of course I can't suggest this to him myself, but you could.'

And so I saw, just for a moment, the real Brierly. Naturally I refused to do what he wanted, because I didn't like the way he expected me to arrange Jim's escape, and because I thought it was brave of Jim to accept the blame. I certainly did not realize how important it was to Brierly, who was perhaps remembering some mistake in his own past.

At the end of the second day of the inquiry, I was talking to someone I knew, while leaving the courtroom. I noticed Jim's wide shoulders in front of us. My friend saw a yellow dog running between people's legs, and said with a laugh, 'Look at that miserable dog!' I saw Jim turn round immediately. He stepped forward and stared at me. My friend reached the door and went out, and the crowd disappeared. Suddenly Jim and I were alone, where there had been hundreds of people a few moments earlier. The building was strangely silent.

'Did you speak to me?' asked Jim, very low. His face was darkening, and he looked violent.

'No,' I said, watching him. 'You've made a mistake.'

'I won't let anyone call me names outside this court,' he said. I could see that he was deeply angry, although he spoke so quietly.

'But I really don't know what you mean,' I said, trying hard to remember what I had said or done.

'I'll soon show you I'm not a dog!' he cried, moving towards me.

Then, finally, I understood. 'My God!' I said. 'You don't think I called you a...'

'But I'm sure... I heard someone say it,' he replied.

Silently I showed him the corner of the building, where the dog was sitting in the shadows. At first he did not seem to understand, then he looked surprised, and then ashamed. The red of his fair, sunburnt skin deepened suddenly from his neck right up to his hair. I felt very sorry for him. He had opened his soul to me, and got nothing back. He turned and ran outside.

I had to run fast to catch up with him, and started a breathless conversation. By now his self-control had returned, and he apologized. 'You see,' he explained, 'there are so many staring people in court who probably think—what I thought you said. In court I have to accept that, and I do, but outside it's different.'

I don't pretend I understood him, but I wanted to know more about him, so I invited him to dinner at the Malabar House Hotel, where I was staying.



inquiry n. a court case to find out why something happened 询问，质询。

conscience n. knowing in your mind what is right or wrong about your own actions 良知。

courtroom n. the room or building in which a court of law meets 法庭；审判室。

trap v. to catch an animal using a special equipment 用陷阱捕猎。

desperately adv. in a desperate way; in despair 绝望地。

veranda n. a roofed platform along the outside of a house, level with the ground floor 阳台。

waterfront n. a part of a town or city alongside a body of water 码头区。

master's certificate licence that gives the holder the right to be a ship's captain 商船的船长执照。

ashamed adj. feeling embarrassed or guilty 惭愧的。

sensibly adv. in a state of showing common sense 明智地。

guilty adj. culpable of a specified wrongdoing 有罪的。

darken v. make or become unhappy or angry 变得阴郁。

sunburnt adj. (of skin) red and painful, as a result of overexposure to the sun 晒黑的。

self-control n. the ability to control one's emotions or behaviour, especially in difficult situations 自我控制，自制力。


2．马洛与吉姆相识

大约一个月以后，吉姆接受了官方的审讯。法官让他说说帕特纳号到底遇到了什么事。他尽可能实事求是地描述那段经历：“船撞到了什么东西，但很顺利地通过了，就像油淌过木棍一样。”

审讯是在一个东方港口拥挤的治安法庭进行的。吉姆面对大家站在那儿，许多双眼睛看着他，有黑人，有白人，还有当地人，都像幽灵一样盯着他。他们看到的是一个身材魁梧、相貌英俊、腰杆笔直、眼神忧郁的年轻人。三个法官坐在一扇大窗户下，其中有两人是船长。他们清楚地提问，吉姆都如实作答。屋外的太阳火辣辣的，屋子里很沉闷。吉姆觉得自己的声音特别大，仿佛是世界上唯一的声响。法官的问题让他痛苦，它们好像来自他的内心，在审问他的良知。

“那么，你意识到船撞到了水面下的什么东西之后，船长让你看看船有没有受损，对吗？”一个船长问。

“是的，”吉姆说，“我发现船的金属壁破了一个大洞，在水面下。那时我想到的不是危险。我太吃惊了，因为事情发生得太快。我正要回去报告船长时，遇见了大管轮。他刚才摔倒的时候把左胳膊摔断了。我告诉了他船的破损情况，他喊道：‘上帝啊！整艘船马上就会灌满水！’他用右臂将我推开，边喊边冲上舰桥。我跟在他后面，刚好撞见船长打了他一拳。船长命令他不要出声，去把发动机关掉。”

吉姆希望准确地描述每件事情，把一切都和盘托出，就能让法庭上的人清楚地体会到船上的恐慌。每个小细节都至关重要。还好，这些他都记得很清楚。但还有某种别的因素，某种看不见的罪恶的东西，促使了这场灾难的发生。他希望把这一点说清楚。他想继续说下去，找出真相。他平静而仔细地述说着，但尽管这样，他仍感觉自己像一只掉进陷阱的动物，绝望地寻找着出路。

问讯还在继续。吉姆累了。他嘴巴发干，头也有点儿热，但身体的其他部分却感觉冷。他在等待下一个问题时，眼神落在一个独自坐着的白人身上。那人脸色憔悴、阴沉，但眼睛是明亮而平静的。吉姆又回答完一个问题，他真想大喊：“还值得问下去吗？真的值得吗？”他与那个白人的眼神相遇了。那人正看着他，但与法庭中其他的人不同，这人的目光充满诚实与智慧。吉姆明白，把事实说出来也无济于事；言语对他已经没有用了。这个白人似乎体会到了他的无助。

眼睛明亮而平静的陌生人名叫马洛。在后来的日子里，马洛常常会在远方记起、谈起吉姆，通常是在朋友家吃完饭，大家惬意地坐在阳台的扶手椅上抽雪茄的时候，会有人要求马洛说说吉姆。在黑暗中，马洛在芬芳的花朵和围坐的听众中间仿佛又看到了那年轻的脸庞和笔直的身形，每个细节都清清楚楚。他几乎以为自己又回到了过去。在讲述之前他往往会给听众一个忠告。

*　　*　　*

我的朋友们，谈论年轻的吉姆很容易，但不要急于去评判他。一顿可口的晚餐，一支上品雪茄，一个有着清新空气和闪闪星光的美好夜晚，就像今晚一样，会让我们忘记生活的艰辛。我们都尽力去做正确的事，但我们中最优秀的人也会偶尔误入歧途。的确，我出席了那次审讯，在那儿看见了吉姆，但我以前已经见过他了。

我们得到的有关帕特纳号的最初信息来自亚丁，那神秘的消息说，一艘满载朝圣者的破损船只在印度洋被发现，船上没有船员。两周以来，码头区的所有人——船夫、当地人、官员和职员全在谈论此事。接着，一个晴朗的早晨，我正站在港口办公室附近，看见四个人向我走来，突然意识到他们正是帕特纳号上失踪的船员。我认出了那个船长，那个难看的德国胖子，他的不负责任和不诚实在东方的所有港口是出了名的。他身后跟着又高又瘦的轮机长和断了一只胳膊的大管轮。第四个人是一个肩膀宽厚的金发青年，他双手插在口袋里，背对其他人站着。这是我第一次见到吉姆。我莫名地对他很感兴趣，因为他面容清秀，看起来强壮而勇敢。我几乎有些愤怒。如果这样的人也能犯错误，还有谁能信得过呢？

[image: alt]

那时埃利奥特船长是港口的首席官员，他得知帕特纳号的船长到了之后，就马上派人把他找来。埃利奥特很看重义务和责任，无论对谁都敢大发雷霆。透过他敞开的办公室窗户，所有的人都听见了他对帕特纳号船长的怒斥，不一会儿那个胖子愤怒地跑了出来。他见我看着他，说：“那个英国疯子骂我是狗！”我笑了笑，“狗”是我听到的用在他身上的最礼貌的词了。“但我不在乎！”他继续说，脸气得发紫，“太平洋大着呢，我的朋友。如果你们英国人没收了我的船长执照，不许我指挥这儿的船，我就去——去阿皮亚，去檀香山——那儿有人认识我！”我不难想象认识他的人都是什么样儿的。

我再次打量那个年轻人，以为会看到他的愤怒、悲伤与羞愧。但他看上去镇定自若，让我无法理解。我喜欢他的样子；他看上去善良而诚实，是个没有什么想法，但却会努力工作，勇敢地活到最后的人。那时，我拥有自己的船已有些时日了，我训练过很多年轻船员，因此能判断出一个人是否可以信赖。我担心自己对吉姆的判断也许有误。他的性格中会不会缺少了某些东西？是什么让他做出这样的举动？

两个轮机员现在就站在船长前面，但是船长走开了，匆忙奔向一辆轻便马车。他爬进去，不耐烦地叫车夫出发，在人们能够阻止他之前，马车已经绝尘而去。他去了哪里，阿皮亚还是檀香山？从此再没有人见过他。

一星期后，为期三天的审讯开始了，但接受问讯的只有吉姆一人。船长逃跑了，两个轮机员都在医院里。胳膊断了的那个发起了高烧，而轮机长则喝了三天白兰地，根本不能清醒地说话。在我看来，唯一值得了解的事实不是船员怎样离开了船，而是他们为什么离开；而我也知道，审讯是查不出真相的。法官的工作不是去探察人的灵魂，而只是看他行动的结果。

布赖尔利船长是法官之一，他既是个勇敢的高级船员，也是个出色的水手，在东方所有的海港都赫赫有名。他年轻、健康、成功，似乎是那些从不犯错的幸运儿之一，因此也很有些自以为是。我们都认为什么都无法触动他和他的自信。但是我们错了，因为在审讯后一个星期他就自杀了。现在想起来，我觉得当其他两个法官审问吉姆的时候，布赖尔利正在默默地审问他自己。我想是他的良心让他受到了谴责——谁知道呢？这与钱、酒和女人都无关。但最后他发现自己有罪，所以自溺而死，给他的大副和船主留了几封信。

在审讯期间，我同他交谈过一次，我记得特别清楚，因为仅仅几天后他就突然死了。他在第一天审讯结束时跟我聊了起来。

“你不认为这样很愚蠢吗？”他愤怒地问我。我惊讶地看着他，因为布赖尔利通常都很平静。“为什么我们要攻击那个年轻人？为什么他要背上所有的黑锅？为什么他不逃走？”

“也许是因为他没有钱。”我回答。

“我们应该结束这件事，”布赖尔利接着说，“这种事会摧毁人们对咱们水手的信任。我给你一些钱，马洛，你去和他谈谈，让他离开，再给他一次机会。人们会很快忘记这件事的，他可以继续他的生活。当然，我不能亲自去告诉他这样做，但是你能。”

就这样，我在片刻间看到了真实的布赖尔利。我自然拒绝了他的要求，因为我不喜欢他让我去安排吉姆逃跑，再者我也认为吉姆能承担责任很勇敢。当然，我没有意识到这件事对布赖尔利多么重要，他或许想起了自己过去犯下的错误。

第二天审讯结束时，我一边往外走，一边同熟人说话。我注意到我们前面正是吉姆那宽阔的肩膀。我的朋友看见一条黄狗在人们腿之间跑来跑去，于是笑着说：“看那条可怜的狗！”我看见吉姆立即转过身。他向前走了几步，盯着我。我的朋友走到门口出去了，人群也消失了。刚才还有好几百人的地方突然只剩下了吉姆和我。房子里安静得出奇。

“你刚才是在对我说话吗？”吉姆用低沉的声音问。他脸色阴沉下来，看起来很凶。

“不是，”我看着他说，“你搞错了。”

“我不会让任何人在法庭之外辱骂我。”他说。虽然他语气平静，但看得出来他很愤怒。

“但我真的不明白你的意思。”我回答，努力去回忆我说了或做了什么。

“我很快就会让你知道我不是一条狗！”他大声喊着向我靠近。

这下我终于明白了。“上帝！”我说，“你不会认为我叫你……”

“但我确定……我听到有人这样说。”他回答。

我默默地指了指房子的角落，有一条狗正坐在那儿的阴影里。起初他似乎没明白我的意思，转而惊奇，继而羞愧。他被晒黑的皮肤一下子红了，从脖子红到了发根。我为他感到难过。他向我打开了他的心扉，却没有得到任何回应。他转身向外跑去。

我不得不快步跑过去追他，上气不接下气地和他交谈起来。此时他恢复了自制，向我道歉。“你看，”他解释着，“人们在法庭上盯着我，当中有很多人可能在想——我以为你说的那句话。在法庭上我不得不接受，而我也接受了，但在法庭之外是不同的。”

我没假装听懂了他的话，但我想进一步了解他，所以邀请他到我住的马拉巴酒店吃饭。


3
Jim tells his story

The big hotel dining-room was more than half full of people, eating, drinking and talking, while the dark-faced waiters hurried from table to table. And opposite me sat Jim, with his blue, boyish eyes looking straight into mine. I liked his young, honest face and his seriousness. He was the right kind; he was one of us. But how could he talk so calmly? Was it because he was controlling himself, or because he did not care?

Towards the end of dinner, I mentioned the inquiry. 'It must be awfully hard for you,' I said.

I was surprised by what happened next. He put out a hand quickly and held my arm, staring fixedly at me. 'It is—hell,' he cried. People at tables near us turned to look. I stood up, and we went outside, to sit on the veranda with our coffee and cigars. From our chairs we looked out at the sea, where the lights of the ships shone like stars in the thick, warm darkness.

'I couldn't run away,' Jim began. 'The captain did, but that's no good for me. The others have got out of it too, but I couldn't, and I wouldn't. I can never go home now, you know. I'm sure my dear old Dad has seen the story in the newspapers by now. I can never explain all this to the poor old man. He wouldn't understand.'

I looked up. I had the feeling he was extremely fond of his 'old Dad', and I imagined how proud the country vicar had been of his sailor son.

Jim went on, 'Look, you mustn't think I'm like those others—you know, the captain and the engineers. What happened to me was different.' I said nothing to agree or disagree with this, but I didn't know if he really believed what he was saying. 'I don't know what I'll do after the inquiry. Nobody will employ me as an officer again. I haven't any money to go anywhere else. I'll have to get occasional work on a ship, as an ordinary seaman.'

'Do you think you can?' I asked. I wanted to hurt him, to break his self-control.

He jumped up and turned away, then came back and looked miserably down at me. 'Why did you say that? You've been very kind to me. You didn't laugh when I—' here his voice trembled '—made that stupid mistake.' Looking away from me, he stared into the darkness. 'It's a question of being ready. I wasn't, not then.' And then, turning to me, 'Look, I'd like to explain—I'd like somebody to understand—one person at least! You! Why not you? Ah! What a chance I missed! My God! What a chance I missed!'

He was silent for a while, with a quiet, distant look in his eyes, as he thought of that lost opportunity. I watched him moving into his own private world of heroic dreams and adventures. Ah, he was romantic! He was very far away from me, although his chair was only a metre away from mine. Suddenly I saw from his delighted expression that he had reached the heart of his impossible world, and come to the end of his perfect dream. His young face wore a smile that your faces will never wear, my friends, nor mine either.

I brought him roughly back to the present by saying, 'You missed a chance when you left the ship, you mean!'

He turned quickly towards me, his dream broken and his eyes suddenly full of pain. 'You see,' he said after a moment, 'the hole in the side of the ship was so big! A piece of metal as big as my hand fell off while I was looking at it!'

'That made you feel bad,' I said.

'Do you suppose I was thinking of myself? There were eight hundred people on that ship, and only seven boats. I expected to see the hole widen and the water flow over them as they lay sleeping... What could I do?' He passed a hand over his head. 'The captain had sent me to check the damage again. At first I wanted to wake all the passengers up, but my mouth was too dry, and I couldn't speak. I felt completely helpless. When I looked at the unconscious sleepers around me, I saw dead men. Nothing could save them! There was no time! I could not repair the damage, and I could not save eight hundred people in seven boats! I saw, as clearly as I see you now, that there was nothing I could do. It seemed to take all the life out of my body. I just stood there and waited. Do you think I am afraid of death?' He banged his hand angrily on the table, so that the coffee cups danced. 'My God! I tell you I am not!'

He was not afraid of death, perhaps, but, my friends, I'll tell you what he was afraid of—the emergency. He was able to imagine, only too well, all the horrors of the end—water filling the ship, people screaming, boats sinking—all the terrible details of a disaster at sea. I think he was ready to die, but I suspect he wanted to die quietly, peacefully. Not many men are prepared to continue their fight to the end, when they find themselves losing to a much stronger enemy, like the sea.

'The engines had stopped, and it seemed very quiet on the ship,' he went on. 'I ran back up to the bridge, and found the captain and the two engineers trying to lower one of the ship's boats down into the sea. "Quick!" the captain whispered to me. "Help us, man!"

'"Aren't you going to do something?" I asked.

'"Yes! I'm going to get away," he said over his shoulder.

'I didn't understand then what he meant. The three of them were desperately pulling and pushing at the boat, and calling each other names, but something was wrong with the ropes and the boat wouldn't move. I stood away from them, watching the sea, black and calm and deadly. My head was full of ideas, and I was thinking hard, but I couldn't see any chance of survival for us. You think I'm a coward, because I just stood there, but what would you do? You can't tell—nobody can. I needed time...'

He was breathing quickly. He was not speaking to me, but seemed to be on trial in front of an unseen judge, who was responsible for his soul. This was a matter too difficult for the court of inquiry to decide. It was about the true nature of life, about light and darkness, truth and lies, good and evil.

As he spoke, his eyes shone. 'Ever since I was a boy, I've been preparing myself for difficulties and danger. I was ready, I tell you! Ready for anything! But—' and the light went out of his face '—this was so unexpected! Well, I'll tell you the rest. As I was standing there on the bridge, the second engineer ran up and begged me to help them. I pushed him away, in fact I hit him. "Won't you save your own life—you coward?" he cried. Coward! That's what he called me. Ha! ha! ha!'

Jim threw himself back in his chair and laughed loudly. I had never heard anything as bitter as that noise. All around us on the veranda conversation stopped. People stared at him.

After a while he continued with his story. 'I was saying to the Patna, "Sink! Go on, sink!" I wanted it to finish. Then in the sky I saw a big black thunder cloud coming towards us, and I knew the ship couldn't survive a storm. I saw that George, the third engineer, had now joined the other three, who were still trying to get the boat lowered. Suddenly George fell backwards, and lay without moving on the deck. He was dead. Heart trouble, I think. And just then there was a loud crash as the captain and the two others managed to get the boat down into the water. They were in the boat, and I could hear them shouting from below, "Jump, George! Jump!"'

Jim trembled a little, and then sat very still, as he relived the awful moment. 'There were eight hundred living people on that ship, and they were shouting for the one dead man to jump! "Jump, George, we'll catch you!" I felt the ship move—I thought she was going down, under me...' Jim put his hand to his head again, and paused for a moment. 'I had jumped... it seems,' he added. His clear blue eyes looked miserably at me, and I felt like an old man helplessly watching a childish disaster.

'It seems you did,' I agreed.

'When I was in the boat, I wished I could die. But I couldn't go back. I'd jumped into an everlasting deep hole...'

Nothing could be more true. He described to me the full horror of the hours he spent in that small boat with the three men. They called him evil names, angrily accused him of killing George, even talked of throwing him out of the boat. 'I didn't care what happened to me,' Jim went on. 'I wondered if I would go crazy, or kill myself. You see, I had saved my own life, while everything that was important to me had sunk with the ship in the night. We were certain the ship had sunk, you know. As we rowed away, we couldn't hear any cries, or see her lights. The captain said we were lucky to survive. And I decided not to kill myself. The right thing was to go on, wait for another chance, test myself...' After a long silence, he continued, 'Another ship picked us up the next day. The captain and the others pretended we had tried to save the passengers, but the Patna had sunk too fast. The story didn't matter to me. I had jumped, hadn't I? That's what I had to live with. It was like cheating the dead.'

'And there were no dead,' I said.

He turned away from me at that. I knew that a French ship had found the Patna sailing out of control. The captain had put several of his officers on board, and they sailed her to the nearest port, Aden. Although the Patna was badly damaged, it had not sunk, and nobody had died, except George, the third engineer, whose body was found on the bridge. The pilgrims were all put on to other ships to continue their journey to Mecca.

But everybody went on talking about the Patna. And now, when seamen meet in the Eastern ports, they very often discuss the strange story of the pilgrim ship, and the officers who ran away, just as I am telling you about it tonight.



occasional adj. occurring infrequently or irregularly 偶尔的。

romantic adj. sentimental, inclined to dream or imagine an idealized world 浪漫的，爱空想的。

delighted adj. very pleased and happy 高兴的。

childish adj. of, like, or appropriate to a child 幼稚的。

survive v. continue to live or exist in spite of (an accident or ordeal) 活下来。


3．吉姆讲述自己的故事

酒店的大餐厅坐了一多半的人，在吃饭、喝酒和闲谈，深色皮肤的服务生在餐桌间匆忙地来来去去。吉姆坐在我对面，用他那双孩子气的蓝眼睛直视着我。我喜欢他年轻、诚恳、严肃的脸。他是个真正的水手，是我们的同类。但他说话时怎么会这样平静呢？是因为他在控制自己，还是因为他不在乎？

晚餐快结束时，我提起了审讯。我说：“这肯定难为你了。”

接下来的事让我震惊不已。他迅速伸手抓住我的胳臂，死死地盯着我，大声说：“这简直是——地狱。”邻桌的人都扭头看我们。我起身和他走出去，拿着咖啡和雪茄坐在阳台上。我们坐在椅子上看海，船只的灯光宛如星光，在浓重、闷热的黑夜中闪烁着。

“我不能逃，”吉姆开口说道，“船长逃走了，但那样做对我没有好处。其他人也与这件事脱了干系，但我不能，也不愿那样做。你知道，我现在永远回不了家了。我亲爱的老父亲一定已经在报上看到了我的事。我永远无法向这个可怜的老人解释这一切。他不会理解的。”

我抬头看着他，觉得他肯定非常喜欢他的“老父亲”，也想象得出这位乡村牧师如何为他当海员的儿子而自豪。

吉姆继续说：“哎，你千万不要认为我和其他人一样，你知道，我是说船长和轮机员。发生在我身上的事是不一样的。”我既没有表示同意，也没有表示反对，我不知道他是否真的相信他自己的话。“我不知道审讯结束后我该怎么办。没有人会雇我当高级船员了。我也没有钱去别的地方。我只能在船上找点儿零活儿，做个普通水手。”

“你觉得你能吗？”我问他。我想刺伤他，让他失去自控。

他跳起来走开，又回来痛苦地低头看着我。“你为什么这样说？你对我一直很好。你没有因为我犯下的愚蠢错误嘲笑我。”他的声音有点儿颤抖。他把目光从我身上移开，凝视着黑夜。“这是有没有做好准备的问题。我没有准备好，当时没有。”然后，他转向我说，“瞧，我想解释——我希望有人会理解——至少有一个人！就是你！为什么不呢？啊，我竟错过了这个机会！上帝啊，我竟错过了这个机会！”

他沉默了一会儿，目光平静而出神，他在想那个失去的机会。我看着他走进自己充满英雄梦想和历险的世界中。啊，他很浪漫！虽然我们的椅子相隔只有一米，他却离我很遥远。突然，从他快乐的表情中，我看出他已经到达了他心中的虚幻世界，到达了他完美梦想的终点。他年轻的脸上带着你们永远不会拥有的笑容，我的朋友们，我也永远不会有那样的笑容。
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“你是说，弃船而去时，你错过了一个机会！”我无情地把他拉回到现实。

他快速转向我，他的梦破碎了，眼中顿时充满痛苦。“要知道，”他停顿了一会儿说，“船上的洞太大了！我看见的时候，一块和我的手一般大的金属掉了下来。”

“这让你感觉很糟糕吧。”我说。

“你以为我当时想的是自己吗？船上有八百人，但只有七条救生艇。我以为缺口会变大，让他们在睡梦中被海水淹没……我能做什么呢？”他伸手抚额，“船长让我再去检查一下破损的地方。起先我想叫醒所有的乘客，但我的嘴干得说不出话来。我感到无助。我看着身边毫不知情的梦中人，仿佛看到的都是死人。他们没救了！没有时间了！我无法把缺口修好，也无法用七艘救生艇救活八百人！我很清楚自己无能为力了，就像现在看见你这么清楚。这让我完全没了力气。我站在那儿一动不动地等着。你认为我怕死吗？”他愤怒地用手捶了一下桌面，震得咖啡杯跳了起来，“上帝！我告诉你我不怕！”

他或许不怕死，但是，朋友们，让我告诉你们他怕什么——他害怕紧急情况。他能想象出所有可怕的结局——水灌满船舱，人们惊恐尖叫，船慢慢下沉——海难中所有可怕的细节他都想到了。我想他对死亡已有准备，但他希望平静安宁地死去。当人们发现自己正被大海这样比自身强大许多的对手打败时，没有多少人能将战斗进行到底。

“发动机停了，船上很安静，”他接着说，“我跑回舰桥，看到船长和两个轮机员正在放一艘救生艇。‘快！’船长低声对我说，‘帮个忙，老兄！’

“‘你没打算采取什么措施吗？’我问。

“‘对！我打算马上离开这里。’他回头说。

“我当时没明白他的意思。他们三个拼命地把救生艇拖过来、推过去，互相对骂着，但绳子出了问题，救生艇一动未动。我站在一旁看着平静、黑暗而致命的大海，脑子里涌出各种各样的想法，我绞尽脑汁，但看不到任何生还的希望。你认为我是一个懦夫，因为我只是站在那儿，但如果换成你，你会怎样呢？你回答不上来吧——没有人能答上来。我需要时间……”

他说得上气不接下气。他不是在对我说话，倒像是在面对一个看不见的法官接受灵魂的审判。这个问题让审判庭去判定太难了。这关系到生命的真正本质，关系到光明与黑暗，真实与谎言，善与恶。

他说话的时候，眼睛闪闪发亮。“我从小就一直想着要准备应对各种困难和危险，我做好了准备，我告诉你！我准备好应对任何情况！但——”他的神色暗淡下来，“——事情发生得太出人意料了！好，我告诉你接下来发生了什么。我站在舰桥上，这时大管轮跑过来，央求我帮他们一把。我把他推开，实际上我打了他。‘你难道连自己的命都不救吗？你这个懦夫！’他嚷道。懦夫！他就是这样叫我的。哈！哈！哈！”

吉姆往后一倒，靠在椅子上，大声笑着。我从未听过如此苦涩的笑声。阳台上，我们身边的人都停止讲话，瞪大眼睛看着他。

过了一会儿，他接着讲述他的故事。“我对着帕特纳号说：‘沉没吧！沉下去，沉没吧！’我希望这一切结束。天空中有一大片黑色的雷雨云朝我们飘过来，我知道暴风雨就要来临，这艘船在劫难逃了。我看见二管轮乔治此时也加入进去，他们还在努力把救生艇放下来。突然，乔治仰面倒在甲板上不动了。他死了。我想是因为心脏病。就在那时，船长和另外两个人终于把救生艇放到水中，我听见一声巨响。他们上了救生艇，我能听到他们在下面喊：‘跳下来，乔治！跳下来！’”

吉姆回想着那个可怕的时刻，微微颤抖了一下，然后一动不动地坐着。“船上有八百个活生生的人，而他们却在喊着让一个死人跳下去！‘跳下来，乔治，我们会接住你的！’我感到船在移动——我想它在下沉，在我的脚下……”吉姆又伸手抱住了头，停了一会儿，“我跳下去了……似乎是。”他补充道。他用清澈的蓝眼睛痛苦地看着我，我感觉自己像一位老人无助地看着一场幼稚的灾难。
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“你似乎是跳下去了。”我表示赞同。

“在救生艇上，我真希望死掉。但我回不去了。我跳进了一个无底深渊……”

他说的太对了。他向我描述了他和那三人在救生艇上经历的可怕的几个小时。他们用脏话骂他，愤怒地指责他杀了乔治，甚至说要把他扔出去。“我不在乎我会出什么事，”吉姆接着说，“我不知道我会不会发疯，或是自杀。你明白，我救了自己的命，而我看重的一切都在那个夜晚和船一起沉没了。我们确信船沉了，你知道。我们把小艇划走的时候，没有听见喊叫声，也看不到船上有光亮。船长说我们能活下来真是幸运。我决定不自杀了。正确的路是活下去，寻找下一次机会，检验自己……”他沉默良久，然后接着说，“第二天，另一艘船救了我们。船长和另两个人佯装我们曾试图救乘客，但帕特纳号沉得太快了。这套说辞对我不重要。我确实跳下去了，不是吗？我必须承认。这就像欺骗了死人。”

“但没有人死。”我说。

听我这么说，他转过身去。我知道一艘法国船发现帕特纳号在航行中失去控制。船长派几个船员把船带到了最近的港口亚丁港。尽管帕特纳号破损严重，但并没有沉，也没有人溺亡，只有二管轮乔治死了，人们在舰桥上发现了他的尸体。所有的朝圣者都被安顿到别的船只上，继续他们的麦加之旅。

但每个人都继续谈论着帕特纳号。现在，当水手们在东方的港口相遇时，还经常谈起这艘载着朝圣者的船只的离奇故事和逃走的几位船员，正如我今晚跟你们讲述的这样。


4
Marlow offers to help

Our coffee and cigars were finished. I knew that tomorrow—or was it today? It was well past midnight—the inquiry judges would take up the weapon of the law and punish Jim. I told myself repeatedly that the young man was guilty, but I wanted to help him get away. My friends, if you can't understand my reasons, you haven't been listening to me all this time.

So I suggested Brierly's plan of escape to Jim. I would lend him some money—he could pay it back when he liked—and I would also write a letter to a friend of mine in Rangoon, who would give him a job. Jim could leave that same day, and save himself the shame of the final day in the crowded courthouse. I was impatient to begin writing the letter immediately. But Jim refused.

'Run away? No, I couldn't think of it,' he said, shaking his head. 'It's awfully good of you, but no.'

I am sure that things looked terribly uncertain to him at that moment, but he did not hesitate. He was young and strong, and there was something fine in his wild hope that he would survive.

I felt angry, however. 'The whole miserable business is bitter enough for a man like you...' I started saying.

'Yes, it is, it is,' he whispered, his eyes fixed on the floor. The way he spoke touched me to the heart. 'The captain escaped—the others went to hospital—they all got away...' He waved them scornfully away with his hand. 'But I've got to accept this thing. I'm not going to avoid any of it.'

'Oh really, my dear man...' I said crossly.

'You don't understand,' he replied, looking straight into my eyes. 'I jumped, but I don't run away.'

Neither of us knew how to continue the conversation. I stood up at last, saying, 'I had no idea it was so late.'

'I expect you've had enough of this,' he said, 'and to tell you the truth, so have I.'

Well, he had refused my offer of help, and he was ready to go now. Outside, the night was waiting for him, quietly and dangerously. For a few seconds we stood together silently.

'What will you do after—after...?' I asked, very low.

'Go to hell, probably,' he replied.

I judged it best to answer lightly, 'Please remember, I would very much like to see you before you go.'

'Nothing will prevent you,' he said bitterly. 'Everybody will know where I am.'

And then, as we said goodbye, he stupidly imagined that I did not want to shake hands with him. First he offered his hand, then pulled back, then hesitated, then—it was too awful for words. I had to shout at him, 'Jim! Shake hands with me, man!' Finally it was over, and he disappeared into the night. I heard his heavy footsteps. He was running, with nowhere to go to. And he was only twenty-three.

Next morning, the last day of the inquiry, I was in court again. It was really very wrong of me, because my chief mate was expecting me to visit my ship, but I had to know what would happen to Jim. Outside, the streets were full of colour and bright sunshine, but the courtroom was dark and airless. Jim stood there, pink and fair and serious, while the judge spoke. 'This court has decided that the officers of the Patna, who were responsible for all the ship's passengers, were guilty of forgetting their clear duty, when they left the ship in the moment of danger. The court has therefore decided to take away the master's certificates of the captain and chief mate.'

The room was silent, then people started to leave. I saw Jim, his face as black as thunder, walking out slowly and a little uncertainly. As I was watching him, a man called Chester spoke to me. I knew him a little. He was a West Australian who normally traded in the Pacific, but had come here looking for a cheap ship to buy. He watched Jim walking away.

'That young man's no good, is he?' he said. 'But I can give him a job. I've discovered a guano island among the Walpole rocks which is going to make me rich. It's rocky, and a bit dangerous to land there. I can't get anybody to take the job, but I need a man to do the work there for me. I don't care if he's a bit of a coward, or hasn't got his certificate. He'll have forty natives to collect the guano, and I'll give him a couple of guns, of course. You could persuade him to take the job, Marlow, couldn't you?'

I stared at him in horror. I knew the place he was talking about. There was no water on the island and very little rain fell there. I had a sudden picture of Jim on a shadowless rock, up to his knees in guano, with the screams of seabirds in his ears, and the sun beating down on his head.

'I wouldn't advise my worst enemy to accept your offer,' I said scornfully.

'It's just the job for him.' Chester smiled unpleasantly. 'I can promise the island wouldn't sink under him—and I believe he's a bit sensitive on that question.'

'Good morning,' I said sharply, and walked away, leaving him staring angrily after me.

I hurried down to the waterside, and found Jim looking miserably at the sea. He didn't hear me come up, but turned quickly when I touched his shoulder. He followed me back to the hotel obediently. I realized that he had nowhere in the whole world where he could be alone with his suffering.

He spent the rest of the day in my room, where he stood looking out on the veranda, while I sat at my desk, busily writing letters. We did not speak to each other. I wrote all the letters I owed people, and then I wrote to people who would certainly be surprised to receive a letter from me. It became dark, and still I went on writing. It was clear that he was very unhappy. Occasionally I saw his strong shoulders shaking, and I was glad his family could not see him like that. Suddenly, with a crash, he pushed open the glass door on to the veranda, and stepped out into the blackness, standing there like a lonely figure by a dark and hopeless sea. I began to think he was taking it all too seriously. Should I persuade him to accept Chester's offer? I knew there was nothing except myself between him and the dark sea. But I said nothing.

The time was coming when I would hear him described as a hero. It's true, I tell you. Towards the end, he found honour and a perfect happiness in the Malaysian jungle. When I saw him for the last time, a few years later, he was completely in control, strong and successful, loved and trusted by the natives of Patusan. But that is not the way I remember him. I shall always see his lonely, shaking figure on that hotel veranda, suffering in the darkness.

A crash of thunder made me lift my head, and lightning suddenly lit up the night. A few moments later, we were in the middle of a storm, with an angry wind shaking the windows. He stepped inside, closing the door behind him.

'Well, that's over,' he said, sounding almost normal. This encouraged me to look up at him. 'I think I'm all right now,' he went on. 'Thank you—for letting me—here in your room—nowhere else to go.' The rain was falling heavily on the veranda by now. 'Well—goodbye,' he said, and turned to go.

'Wait! Come back!' I cried. 'Look! Let me help you!'

'You can't,' he replied miserably. 'I can't take money...'

'It's not money I'm offering you!' I answered angrily. 'Look at this letter I'm writing! It's to a man I know well, asking him to give you work. I would only do this for a good friend. Just think about that.'

His face changed in a moment. 'My God!' he shouted. 'I never realized! How can I thank you? It's just what I wanted—an opportunity to start again! I know I can do it! Look—I'm sorry—I can't stay—I'm too excited!'

I waved my hand as he ran from the room. I had probably saved him from an early death, or perhaps from madness, but I felt sad. He was so young, and believed so fully in himself and in the beauty of life! I was no longer young, and I knew that his fate, like mine, was written in large letters on the face of a rock, and nothing he could do would change it.

My friend not only employed Jim, but welcomed him into his house. Unfortunately, only a year later, the second engineer from the Patna arrived unexpectedly in Rangoon, and Jim decided to leave the port at once. I was extremely disappointed to hear this, but helped Jim to find a second job in a port a thousand kilometres south of there. His new employers thought a lot of Jim, and trusted him with all their business. But one day the name of the Patna was mentioned, and Jim was too sensitive to bear it. Again, he left the place immediately. From now on, he moved from port to port to find work, trying to hide his terrible secret, until someone who knew the story spoke of it, and then he moved on again. I felt responsible for him, and helped and encouraged him as much as I could, but I knew that he was losing confidence in himself, although he was always cheerful and polite to me. What would be the end of it all? How long could Jim go on running away from his past?

I decided to ask for advice from someone I trusted more than most men. He was a rich German trader called Stein, who had a large business buying and selling all kinds of things in the islands, ports and jungle villages of the East. He was tall and thin, with a sympathetic, intelligent face, and white hair brushed back from a high forehead. Although his life had been long and adventurous, he now spent most of his time studying and collecting butterflies. In fact, by now he had become a world-famous collector. He was liked by everyone, for the bravery of his past, and the kindness he showed to all of us.

When I visited him in his large, dark study, he was looking delightedly at the best butterfly in his collection. 'A wonderful example!' he said, smiling. 'So beautiful! So perfect!'

'I have another example of nature to discuss with you,' I said. 'But I'm afraid it's a man, not an insect.'

His smile disappeared, but he listened encouragingly. 'I understand very well,' he said, when I had finished telling him Jim's story. 'He is romantic.'

I felt like a patient asking his doctor for advice, so it seemed natural to say, 'What is good for it?'

'There is only one kind of medicine! One thing alone can stop us from being ourselves—death!'

The problem appeared simple, but hopeless. 'Yes,' I said, 'so, the real question is not how to get better, but how to go on living.'

Stein agreed sadly. 'For a butterfly it is enough to be beautiful, and to live. But for man it is different, if he is sensitive. Every time he shuts his eyes, he sees himself as a hero, as a perfect man. It's all a dream—he can never be as fine as that. And so it is painful when he opens his eyes, to find he cannot make his dream come true. It is terrible for him. But you ask me—how to live?' His voice sounded suddenly strong and confident. He looked away from me into the shadows of his past. 'There is only one way. Follow the dream, and again, follow the dream, and so—to the end.'

No doubt Stein was right. He had travelled very far in life, always bravely, always without hesitating, and fate had brought him friends, love, adventure. But it seemed a lonely, difficult life to me. 'Nobody could be more romantic than you,' I told him. 'And sometimes you dream of a beautiful butterfly, but when it appears, you don't let the opportunity go, do you? You catch it! But Jim—'

Stein lifted his hand. 'Do you know how many opportunities I have missed? How many dreams I have lost?' He shook his head sadly. 'Perhaps I myself don't know. Everyone knows of one or two dreams like that. And that is the trouble... Well, it's getting late. Tonight you will sleep here, and tomorrow we will think of a way of helping the young man.'

He showed me to my room, and shook hands with me. 'Good night,' he said. I watched him return the way he had come. He was going back to his butterflies.



repeatedly adv. many times 多次地。

scornfully adv. in a contemptuous way 轻蔑地。

footstep n. a step taken in walking, especially as heard by another person 脚步；脚步声。

airless adj. not having enough air, or having air that does not move, so that it seems difficult to breathe 缺乏新鲜空气的。

guano n. the dropping of seabirds 海鸟粪。

early death death happening before the usual or expected time 过早去世。

sympathetic adj. feeling sorry for someone who is in a bad situation and understanding how they feel 同情的。

shut v. to close 关上，关闭。


4．马洛伸出援手

我们喝完咖啡，也抽完了雪茄。我知道明天——也许应该说是今天了，现在已经过了午夜——审判官会根据法律制裁吉姆。我反复告诉自己，这个年轻人是有罪的，但我想帮助他逃跑。我的朋友，如果你们不理解我为什么这样做，那你们刚才肯定没有认真听。

我向吉姆建议了布赖尔利的逃跑计划。我表示能借给他一些钱——他什么时候还都可以——我还会给仰光的一个朋友写信，请他给吉姆一份工作，吉姆可以在当天离开，逃过最后一天在法庭上众目睽睽下蒙受的屈辱。我迫不及待想马上动笔写信，但吉姆拒绝了。

“逃跑？不，我连想都不能这么想，”他摇着头说，“你对我很好，但我不能这样。”

我确信他当时前途未卜，但他毫不犹豫地拒绝了我。他年轻力壮，心里还有不切实际的美梦，认为自己会幸免于难。

但我生气了。“这件倒霉事对你这样的人而言已经够受的了……”我开始说起来。

“对，是的，是的。”他低声说，眼睛盯着地面。他说话的样子触动了我。“船长逃走了——其余人都躲进了医院——他们都跑了……”他轻蔑地挥着手，“但我必须承担这件事。我不会逃避任何处罚。”

“哦，事实上，伙计……”我生气地说。

“你不明白，”他回答，眼睛直视着我，“我跳了，但没有逃。”

我们俩都不知道怎样把谈话继续下去。最后我站起来说：“我都不知道已经这么晚了。”

“我想你已经听够了，”他说，“实话对你说，我也受够了。”

就这样，他拒绝了我的帮助，准备离开。外面等着他的是沉默而危险的夜。我们一起默默无语地站了一会儿。

“往后——往后你怎么办？”我用很低的声音问道。

“也许下地狱吧。”他答道。

我想轻描淡写的回答会是最好的，于是说：“请记住，你走之前我很想见见你。”

“没有什么会阻拦你，”他伤心地说，“每个人都会知道我在哪儿。”

于是我们道别，他傻傻地认为我不想和他握手。他先主动伸出手，然后又缩了回去，犹豫了一会儿，然后——真是说不出的别扭。我不得不对他喊道：“吉姆！和我握握手吧，小伙子！”一切结束后，他消失在夜色中。我听见他沉重的脚步声。他奔跑着，却无处可去，而他才23岁。

次日是审判的最后一天，我一大早就到了法庭。我不该这么做，因为我的大副在等我去船上看看，但是我必须知道吉姆会怎么样。法庭外阳光灿烂，街道上五彩斑斓，但法庭里光线很暗，空气也不畅通。吉姆站在那儿，白皙的脸涨红了，一副严肃的表情。法官宣判：“法庭判决帕特纳号的船员有罪，他们对船上所有的乘客负有责任，然而在船只遇险时，他们却忘记了自己明确的职责，弃船而去，法庭因此决定吊销船长和大副的执照。”
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屋子里静悄悄的，人们渐渐散去。我看见了吉姆，他脸色阴沉，脚步迟疑地慢慢朝外走去。当我正看着吉姆的时候，一个名叫切斯特的人跟我说起了话。我对此人略知一二，他是澳大利亚西部人，常在太平洋一带做生意，他来这儿是想买一只便宜的船。他看着吉姆走出去。

“那个年轻人不怎么样，对吧？”他说，“但是我能给他一份工作。我在沃波尔暗礁区发现了一个鸟粪岛，它能让我发财。那里暗礁很多，在那儿登陆有点儿危险。我找不到愿意做这份工作的人，但是我需要一个人在那儿为我工作。我不介意他是不是懦夫，有没有执照。他要带着四十个当地人去收集鸟粪，当然我还会给他几杆枪。你能劝说他接受这份工作吗，马洛？”

我惊恐地看着他。我知道他说的地方。那个岛上没有水，也很少下雨。我的眼前突然出现了一个画面：吉姆站在光秃秃的礁石上，踩着没膝的鸟粪，耳边是海鸟的尖叫，烈日照在他的头上。

“即使是我的死对头，我都不会劝他去接受这份工作的。”我轻蔑地说。

“这个活儿适合他，”切斯特笑得叫人讨厌，“我敢保证，那个海岛不会在他的脚下沉没的——我相信，他对这个话题有些敏感。”

“再见。”我冷冷地说，转身走开了，丢下他在后面愤怒地瞪着我。

我快步走到海边，发现吉姆正忧郁地望着大海。他没听见我走过来，但我碰了碰他的肩膀，他很快就转过身。他顺从地跟着我回到酒店。我知道，他在这个世界上找不到什么地方去独自承受他的痛苦。

他在我的房间度过了那一天余下的时光，他站在那里看着外面的阳台；我坐在桌前忙着写信。我们相互没有说话。我把欠着别人的信全写完了，之后又写了几封信给其他几个人，这些人收到我的信一定会无比惊讶。我一直写到天黑。吉姆显然很不开心。我不时看见他宽厚的肩膀颤抖着，幸好他的家人看不到他这个样子。突然，“砰”的一声，他推开通往阳台的玻璃门，走到黑暗中，站在那儿，像黑暗、无望的大海上的一个孤影。我感觉他把这一切看得太严重了。我应该劝他接受切斯特提供的机会吗？我知道，在他和黑暗的大海之间，除了我再没有别的了。但我什么都没说。

总有一天我会听到人们像谈论英雄一样说起他。事实也的确如此。他后来在马来西亚的丛林中找到了荣誉和完满的幸福。几年以后我最后一次看见他时，他已经完全把握了自己的命运，变得强壮、成功，还赢得了帕图桑当地人的爱戴和信任。但他留给我的记忆并不是这些。我永远记得他在酒店阳台上孤独颤抖的身影，在黑暗中承受着痛苦。

随着一声雷鸣，我抬起头，闪电突然间照亮了黑夜。片刻之后，暴风雨铺天盖地而来，狂风摇晃着窗户。他走进来，关上身后的门。

“好了，一切都过去了。”他说，听上去已经恢复了常态。我这才抬头看他。“我想我现在好了，”他继续说，“谢谢你——让我——待在你的房间——我没有其他去处。”此时雨水密集地打在阳台上。“那么——再见。”他说着就要转身离去。

“等等！回来！”我喊着，“看！让我帮帮你吧！”

“你帮不了的，”他凄惨地回答，“我不能要你的钱……”

“我没有要给你钱！”我生气地说，“看我正在写的这封信！这是给我的一个熟人的，我请他给你一份工作。我只会为好朋友做这些。你考虑一下吧。”

他的脸色一下子变了。“上帝啊！”他喊道，“我没想到会是这样！我要怎么感谢你呢？这正是我想要的——一个让我重新开始的机会！我知道我能行的！看——对不起——我不能待在这儿——我太激动了！”

他跑着离开房间，我挥了挥手。也许我救了他，让他免于早逝或疯狂，但我很难过。他如此年轻，如此自信，如此相信生活的美好！而我已不再年轻了，我知道他的命运和我的一样已成定局，是他改变不了的。




我的朋友不仅雇用了他，还让他在自己家里住。不幸的是，仅仅一年之后，帕特纳号的大管轮出人意料地出现在仰光，吉姆决定立即离开这个港口。听到这个消息我很失望，但我又帮吉姆在南边一千多公里之外的一个港口找了一份工作。新的老板很欣赏他，把所有的生意都交给了他。但有一天，有人提到了帕特纳号，吉姆对这个名字仍很敏感。他又一次立即离开了。从那以后，他不断从一个港口迁移到另一个港口，试图隐瞒他可怕的秘密，一有知情人提到这件事情，他又会继续迁移。我觉得自己对他负有责任，总是尽力帮助他，鼓励他，但我知道虽然在我面前他总是乐呵呵的，也很有礼貌，但他已逐渐对自己失去了信心。这一切将如何收场？吉姆还能从他的过去逃离多久呢？
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我决定去向一个人寻求建议。比起大多数人，我更信得过这个人。他是一位德国富商，名叫斯坦，他的生意很大，在东方的海岛、港口和丛林村庄将各种东西买进卖出。他高大瘦削，有一张富有同情心而智慧的脸，花白的头发从高高的额头向后面梳过去。他的一生漫长而充满传奇色彩，但现在他将大部分时间都用于研究和收集蝴蝶，而且如今已经成了世界著名的蝴蝶收藏家。大家都喜欢他，因为他过去的英勇行为，也因为他对所有人都很友善。

我去他昏暗的大书房拜访他时，他正兴致勃勃地欣赏着他最好的藏品。“这个标本真棒！”他笑着说，“多漂亮，多完美啊！”

“我有另一件大自然中的样本要与你探讨，”我说，“但不是昆虫，而是一个人。”

他收起了笑容，鼓励我说下去。我讲完了吉姆的故事，他说：“我能理解他，他很浪漫。”

我感觉自己像是一个求医的病人，所以自然而然地问：“那应该怎么办呢？”

“只有一种药能救他！只有一样东西可以使我们不再是自己——那就是死亡！”

问题听起来很简单，但却没有解决的希望。“对，”我说，“因此真正的问题不是如何使情况好转，而是怎样活下去。”

斯坦悲伤地认同了我的观点。“对蝴蝶而言，美丽地活下去就足够了；但对于一个敏感的人，情况就不同了。每当他闭上眼睛，他就把自己想象成一个英雄，一个完美的人。而这只是一个梦——他永远不会那么好。因此，当他睁开眼睛发现梦想无法成真时，就会痛苦不堪。这对他很残酷。但你问我——怎么活下去？”他的声音突然浑厚、自信起来。他把目光从我身上移开，移到他过去的影子上。“只有一条路。追寻梦想，一次又一次地追寻着梦想，这样——直到最后。”

毫无疑问斯坦是对的。他的人生之旅已经走了很远，他一直那么勇敢，那么果断，命运给他带来了朋友、爱情和历险。但在我看来，他的一生是孤独、艰难的。“没有人会比你更浪漫，”我对他说，“有时你会梦到一只蝴蝶，但当它出现时，你不会让机会溜走，对吗？你会抓住它。可是吉姆——”

斯坦举起手。“你知道我失去过多少机会，丢掉了多少梦想吗？”他悲伤地摇头，“或许我自己也不知道。每个人都有一两个那样的梦想。这就是麻烦……好吧，不早了。今晚你就在这儿睡吧，明天咱们想个办法帮助这个年轻人。”

他带我去了房间，和我握手道晚安。我看着他，他从来路回去了。他又回他的蝴蝶世界去了。


5
Jim goes to Patusan

Marlow's cigar had gone out. He stood up, moved to the edge of the veranda, and stared out into the darkness. Behind him, the circle of listeners in their armchairs waited for the story to continue. At last, one of them said encouragingly, 'Well?'

Marlow turned to face them, carefully relit his cigar, and then continued with his story.

*　　*　　*

I don't suppose any of you have heard of Patusan? It doesn't matter. There are many stars in the sky that most people have never heard of, and which are of no importance to them anyway. Patusan was like one of these stars. It was occasionally mentioned by officials in Batavia, and it was known by name to a very few in the trading world. But nobody had ever been there, and, I suspect, nobody wanted to go there. That was where Stein arranged to send Jim. It was like sending him to the moon; he left his past world behind him, and started a completely new life.

Stein knew more about Patusan than anybody else. I have no doubt he had been there, perhaps looking for butterflies, when he was younger. It was at breakfast the next morning after our talk about Jim that he mentioned the place. I had just repeated what poor Brierly had said to me, 'He should creep away somewhere and hide.'

Stein looked up at me with interest. 'That could be done,' he said, drinking his coffee.

'You know, bury himself somewhere,' I explained.

'Yes, he is young, and could make another life for himself. Well, there is Patusan.' He added, 'And the woman is dead now.'

I didn't know the woman he had mentioned, but I learnt from Stein that she had been an intelligent, good-looking Dutch-Malay girl. She had married a worthless Portuguese man, who made her life extremely miserable. Because Stein felt sorry for her, he gave her husband a job, as manager of Stein & Company's trading-post in Patusan. Unfortunately, the Portuguese, whose name was Cornelius, was dishonest and lazy, so the trading-post lost money. Now that the woman had died, Stein wanted to replace Cornelius, and he generously suggested offering the job to Jim.

'There may be some difficulty with Cornelius,' said Stein. 'He'll be angry with Jim for taking his job. I don't think he'll want to leave Patusan, so he may cause trouble. But that has nothing to do with me. As he has a daughter, I think I shall let him keep the house he's been living in, if he wants to stay.'

Patusan is an area of deep jungle, far up the river, about sixty kilometres from the sea. There is a native village of the same name. Behind the roofs of the native houses, you can see the forest, and behind that there are two steep hills very close together, separated by a narrow valley. I saw all this later, when I visited Jim in Patusan. We were standing outside the very fine house that he had built for himself, on a warm, silent evening, watching an almost full moon rise behind the black hills. Red, and round, and nearly perfect, it sailed slowly upwards between the sides of the valley, finally moving away above the hill-tops, like a soul escaping from a buried body.

'Wonderful effect,' said Jim by my side. 'Worth seeing, isn't it?' He spoke proudly, and that made me smile. Did he feel he could control even the movements of the moon? He was in control of so many things in Patusan! Things that had once seemed as far beyond his control as the moon and the stars.

But Stein and I had no idea of this when we talked about sending him to Patusan. We both wanted to get him away, away from himself rather than anyone else. We knew he would be safer in a quiet, lonely place, with nobody who knew or cared about his past.

I must tell you, however, that I had another reason for sending him away. I was about to go home to England for a while, and I think I wanted, more than I myself realized at the time, to be free of him—do you understand? —before I left. I was going home, and he had come to me from there, with his miserable trouble and his shadowy dreams, like a man carrying something heavy on his tired shoulders in a thick mist. I cannot say I had ever seen him clearly, right up to the day when I had my last view of him. But the less I understood him, the closer I felt to him. After all, I did not know much more about myself. And then, I repeat, I was going home—to that distant place we all come from. We, the famous and the unknown, travel in our thousands all over the world, earning beyond the seas our good name, our fortune or perhaps just enough bread for that day. But when we go home, we meet again our friends, our family, and others—those whom we obey and those whom we love. More than that, we have to meet the soul of the country, that lives in its air, in its valleys, in its rivers and its trees—a wordless friend and judge. To breathe in the peace of home, to be happy there, I think we have to return with a clear conscience. I know that Jim felt something of this. He would never go home now. Never! He could not bear the idea of it.

And so, like a much older brother, I felt responsible for Jim. I was worried about what would happen to him. For example, he could start drinking. The world is small, and I was afraid of meeting him one day, in a foreign port, a red-eyed, dirty drunk, asking to borrow five dollars from me. You know how often that happens, when you can only just recognize a sadly changed figure from the past, who reappears in your life for a moment. That seemed the worst danger I could see for him or for me, but I knew I had no imagination. And Jim had plenty. People with imagination often go further than others in life, for good or evil. How could I tell what Jim would do?

You see, I'm telling you so much about my fears for him because there is not much of the story left. I hear you ask, was I right to be afraid for him? I won't say. Perhaps you can decide, better than I can. Anyway, Jim did not go wrong, not at all. In fact, he developed wonderfully, and lived his life bravely and honestly to the end. I ought to be delighted, because I was closely involved in his success. But somehow I am not as pleased as I expected to be. I ask myself if he really managed to carry himself out of that mist in which I had seen him. And another thing, the last word has not been said—will probably never be said. Our lives are too short for anyone to judge us fully. And we ourselves never have time to say our last word—the last word of our love, our trust, our sadness, our guilt, our fight against the darkness.

I won't tell you much more about Jim. In my opinion he reached greatness, but you may see it differently. My words may not be enough to persuade you, as I'm afraid you people think more of your bodies than your imaginations. I don't want to be rude; it is sensible to have no dreams—and safe—and useful—and boring. But surely, my friends, you too have known, once in your time, the brightness of life, the fire that burns in you so strongly and unexpectedly, then, too soon, disappears!

Jim's fame never reached the outside world, of course, from a place so lonely and far from anywhere. At one time Patusan was famous for its pepper, and in the seventeenth century Dutch and English traders travelled far through the jungle in their desperate search for this valuable plant. These heroic adventurers did not care about disease, hunger or death. Some of them left their bones whitening in a distant land, so that companies at home could make fortunes selling pepper. For a hundred years, they sent back news of Patusan, describing its rivers and jungle, its natives and customs, and the great Sultan who controlled the fate of all who lived there.

But now the pepper has all gone, nobody writes or talks about Patusan any longer, and the present Sultan is a young boy whose uncles have stolen his fortune.

It was Stein who told me all this. He was perfectly honest with me over the breakfast table that morning. It was an extremely dangerous place, where people could lose their lives at any time. This situation was mostly caused by Rajah Allang, the worst of the young Sultan's uncles. He controlled the river and the land around it, and, by robbing and murdering, made the local Malays fear and obey him. They could not get away, because they had nowhere to go and no way of escaping.

Well, I told Jim about Stein's generous offer, but I also described what I knew of Patusan and the dangers involved. I watched the expression on his face change from tiredness to surprise, interest and delight.

'This is the chance I've been dreaming of! I'm so grateful to Mr Stein! But of course it's you I have to thank...'

I spoke quickly to stop his flow of words. 'Stein was helped when he was young, and now he wants to help you. And I just mentioned your name, that's all.'

He reddened, saying shyly, 'You've always trusted me.'

'That's true. But do you trust yourself?'

'I've got to prove myself. But you won't be sorry you trusted me, I promise!'

'Remember, you must decide. You are responsible for this—this plan, you and no one else.'

'Why, this is exactly what I want!'

I smiled. He was so enthusiastic! 'You see,' I said, 'you wanted to go out and shut the door behind you.'

'Did I?' he asked, looking suddenly unhappy. 'Well, you've shown me a door, haven't you?'

'Yes. If you go through it, I can promise it will be shut behind you. No one will ask what has happened to you in that distant, unknown place. You will be alone, and you will have to manage everything yourself. The outside world will forget about you completely.'

'Forget about me completely, that's it!' he whispered to himself, his eyes shining delightedly.

'Well, if you understand the conditions, you'd better find a horse and trap, and drive to Mr Stein's house as soon as possible.' And before I had finished speaking, he had run out of the room.

He did not return until next morning, because he had stayed there for dinner and the night. He could not stop talking.

'What a wonderful man Mr Stein is! And how well he speaks English! In my pocket I've got a letter for Cornelius—you know, the man I'm replacing. And look—here's a silver ring that Mr Stein has given me. It was given to him by an old Malay friend of his called Doramin. He's one of the most important chiefs in Patusan. It seems that they fought side by side when Mr Stein was there, having all those adventures, so if I show Doramin this ring, he'll help me. I think Mr Stein saved his life once—he's a brave man, isn't he? He's hoping things are all right in Patusan—he hasn't had any news for over a year, so he doesn't really know. And the river's closed, but I'm sure I'll be able to get in.'

He almost frightened me with his excited talk. After all, he wasn't a boy going on holiday, but a grown man making a dangerous journey into the unknown. He noticed my expression, and it seemed to calm him a bit. 'You probably don't realize,' he said, 'how important the ring is to me. It means a friend, and it's a good thing to have a friend. Like you.' He paused. 'I'm going to stay there, you know.'

'If you live long enough, you'll want to come back.'

'Come back to what?' he asked absently.

'Is it to be never, then?' I asked after a moment.

'Never,' he repeated dreamily, then suddenly jumped up. 'My God! Mr Stein's ship sails in two hours' time!'

I went back to my own ship, and Jim came to say goodbye to me there. I gave him a gun and two boxes of ammunition, in case he needed them. 'The gun may help you to remain,' I said, then corrected myself quickly, 'may help you to get in, I mean.' But Jim was not troubled by this. He thanked me warmly, shouted goodbye, and jumped into his own boat. As his boatmen rowed away, I suddenly noticed he had left the ammunition behind, and I ordered my men to get a boat into the water at once. Jim was making his men row like madmen, and we could not catch him before he reached Stein's ship. In fact, our two boats arrived at the same moment.

We both stepped on to the deck, where I gave him the ammunition boxes. The ship was ready to sail. Stein's captain, a half-caste, spoke to me. He did not think Jim had any chance of survival, and was only prepared to take his passenger to the mouth of the river. 'Anybody who goes further into Patusan will certainly die,' he said. 'Between you and me, your friend is already a dead man.'

Then, while the captain shouted his orders, and the sails rose around us, Jim and I stood alone together on deck, shook hands, and said our last hurried words to each other. I no longer felt annoyed with him, as I had sometimes done in the past. It was clear to me what miserable danger he was going into. I believe I called him 'dear boy' and he called me 'old man'. For an unexpected, short moment we were very close.

'Don't worry,' he said. 'I promise to take care of myself. My God! Nothing can touch me. What a wonderful opportunity!'

As my boat pulled away from the ship, I saw him high up on deck, in the light of the dying sun, waving to me. I heard, 'You shall hear of me.' Because the sun was in my eyes, I couldn't see him well—it was my fate never to see him clearly—but I must say he looked very unlike a dead man to me.



trading-post n. a store or small settlement established for trading, typically in a remote place （设在人口稀少地区的）贸易站。

generously adv. liberal in giving and sharing 慷慨地。

beyond one's control impossible for sb. to control 不受某人控制。

wordless adj. without words, silent 沉默的。

drunk n. a person who is drunk or who habitually drinks to excess 醉鬼。

involved adj. connected, typically on an emotional or personal level 有关联的，参与进去的。

Sultan n. a ruler in some Muslim countries 苏丹（某些伊斯兰国家最高统治者的称号）。

Rajah n. the king or ruler of an Indian state （印度的）王公。

enthusiastic adj. showing a lot of interest and excitement about something 满腔热情的。

ammunition n. a supply or quantity of bullets and shells 弹药。

half-caste n. a person of mixed race 混血儿。

mouth n. the opening or entrance to a harbour or bay （江河的）入海口。

annoyed adj. slightly angry 烦恼的。


5．吉姆去帕图桑

马洛抽完雪茄，站起来走到阳台边，凝视着一片黑暗。听众围坐在他身后的几把扶手椅上，等着他把故事讲下去。最后有一个人充满期待地问：“后来呢？”

马洛转过身面向他们，小心地重新点起雪茄，继续讲故事。

*　　*　　*

我想你们没有人听说过帕图桑吧？这没有关系。天上有很多星星，大多数人从来都没有听说过，这其实对他们也不重要。帕图桑就像这样的一颗星星。它偶尔会被巴达维亚的官员提及，商界也有少数人知道它的名字。但没有人去过那儿，我想也没有人想去那儿。斯坦就打算把吉姆送到这个地方。这就像把他送到月球上；他会把过去的世界丢在身后，开始崭新的生活。

斯坦比谁都更了解帕图桑。我确信他去过那里，也许是年轻的时候去寻找蝴蝶。就在我们谈话后的第二天早上吃早饭的时候，他提到了这个地方。当时我刚刚重复了可怜的布赖尔利对我说的话，“他应当逃到某个地方藏起来。”

斯坦饶有兴味地抬头看着我，边喝咖啡边说：“这倒可以。”

“你知道，让他去到某个不为人知的地方。”我解释着。

“对，他还年轻，能够为自己创造出另一番生活。嗯，他可以去帕图桑。”他补充说，“那个女人现在死了。”

我不认识他说的那位女子，但斯坦告诉了我一些她的事：她聪明、漂亮，是荷兰和马来西亚的混血。她嫁给了一个一无是处的葡萄牙男人，他毁了她的一辈子。斯坦可怜她，于是给她丈夫找了份活儿，在帕图桑管理斯坦公司的贸易站。不幸的是，那个名叫科尼利厄斯的葡萄牙人既爱耍滑头，又是个懒骨头，因此贸易站亏损了。既然现在这位女子已经不在人世，斯坦打算让其他人代替科尼利厄斯，他慷慨地提出把这份工作给吉姆。

“科尼利厄斯那边可能会有些麻烦，”斯坦说，“他会因为吉姆抢走这份工作而对他怀恨在心。我想他不愿意离开帕图桑，所以可能会制造一些麻烦，但这些与我无关。他有一个女儿，我想，如果他想留下来的话，我会让他继续保留现在的房子。”

帕图桑在丛林深处，位于河流上游很远的地方，距离大海60公里。当地有一个同名的村子。越过村子的屋顶，可以看到后面的森林，森林背后是两座陡峭的山，挨得很近，中间有一条狭长的山谷。这些是我后来去帕图桑看望吉姆时见到的。那是个温暖、宁静的夜晚，我们站在他自己盖的那间精巧的屋子外面，看着一轮将满的月亮从黑黝黝的山上升起。圆月泛着红色，看上去近乎完美，在山谷中慢慢升起，最终跃出山顶，宛如灵魂从被埋葬的尸体中逃逸。
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“这景象多棒。”吉姆在我身边说，“值得一看吧？”他自豪地说。我微微一笑。他难道认为连月亮的移动也在他的控制中吗？他掌握着帕图桑的这么多东西！而这些事曾经就和月亮还有星星一样遥远，是他望尘莫及的。

但斯坦和我商量把吉姆送去帕图桑时，我们从没有想过这些。我们都想把他送走，与其说让他远离其他人，不如说让他远离自己。我们知道，在一个宁静、孤独，谁都不知道，也不在乎他的过去的地方，他会更安全。

但我必须告诉你们，当初我想把吉姆送走还有另一个原因。那时我正打算回英格兰老家待一段时间，所以希望在离开之前摆脱他，现在想想，当时这种想法强得我自己都没意识到——你们能理解吗？我就要动身回家了，可他却从英格兰来到我面前，带着痛苦的折磨和虚幻的梦想，就像一个在浓雾中用疲惫的肩膀扛着重物的人。直到最后一次见面我都不敢说我看清过他。但我对他了解越少，反而感觉越亲近。毕竟，我对自己也并不怎么了解。那么，我再说一遍，我当时正打算回家——我们都从那个遥远的地方而来。无论功成名就，还是默默无闻，我们都成群结队地奔赴大海彼岸，在世界各地为名声、财富，抑或只是足够当天填饱肚子的面包而打拼。但还乡之时，我们将见到朋友、家人和其他的人——那些我们遵从和热爱的人。更有甚者，我们还要再次感受这个国度的灵魂，它存活在空气、山谷、河流和树木中——它是一位无言的朋友与裁决者。为了感受到家的安宁，为了在那儿能快乐地生活，我想我们应当带着干干净净的良心回去。我知道吉姆也有这种感觉。事到如今，他永远都不会回去了。永远不会！连这么想想也让他受不了。

因此，我像一个老大哥一样，深感自己对吉姆所负的责任。我担心他的将来。比如，他可能开始酗酒。世界这么小，我害怕某一天会在一个外国港口遇见他，一个脏兮兮的红眼睛醉汉向我要5美元。你们知道这种事情是很常见的，而那时你只能辨认出一个潦落不堪的昔日轮廓，在一瞬间重现在你的生命中。这是我预见到的对吉姆和我而言最糟糕的危险，虽然我知道自己没有什么想象力，但吉姆的想象力很丰富。想象力丰富的人在生活中总是走得比别人更远，或许是往好的方向走，或许是往坏的方向走。我怎么知道吉姆会做些什么呢？

你看，我一直在说我对他有这么多担心，因为剩下的故事不多了。我听见你们问，我是否应该这样为他担心。我不会回答。也许你们可以去判断，你们会判断得更好。不管怎样，吉姆没有走错，一点儿也没有。事实上，他走得非常好，一直勇敢而诚实地走到了生命的尽头。我应当感到高兴，因为我与他的成功有密切的关系。然而，我并没有像自己所料想的那样开心。我问自己，他真的从我看到他时包围他的那片雾气中走出来了吗？另外，他的一生还没有最后的定论——也许永远不会有。人生苦短，任何人都无法对我们做出全面的评判。而我们永远都没有时间为自己定论——表达我们的爱、信任、悲哀、罪恶感以及与黑暗的抗争。

关于吉姆的故事我没有什么要说给你们听的了。在我看来他很了不起，但你们可能会有不同的看法，我的话也许不足以说服你们，因为我担心你们更在乎实体而不是想象。我不想无礼；没有梦想是理智的——安全的——有益的——但也是乏味的。不过可以肯定的是，朋友们，你们在某个时刻也曾经懂得生命的光华，那团火焰在你心中燃烧得那么浓烈，那么出人意料，之后却转瞬间消逝了！

当然，吉姆的名声从未传到外面的世界，他所在的地方太偏僻了，离哪儿都很遥远。帕图桑曾因胡椒名噪一时，在17世纪，荷兰和英国的商人深入丛林，不顾一切地寻找这种名贵的植物。这些英勇的探险者不畏疾病、饥饿和死亡。为了让家乡的公司通过贩卖胡椒赚取财富，他们中有些人埋骨于遥远的异乡。一百年里，他们向家乡送回帕图桑的消息，描述着这里的河流、丛林、土著人和当地的风俗习惯，以及掌控着每个居民命运的伟大的苏丹。

但现在那里没有胡椒了，也没有人去写或是去谈论帕图桑了，现任的苏丹是个孩子，他的叔叔们偷走了他的财富。

这些都是斯坦告诉我的。那天早上他在早餐桌上对我坦言那里是一个极其危险的地方，人们随时可能丧命。很多时候这是王公阿朗造成的，他是小苏丹的叔叔中最坏的一个。他控制着河流及其周围的土地，又通过抢夺和杀戮让当地的马来人畏惧并顺从他。他们无法离开，因为他们无处可去，也没有办法逃走。

我把斯坦的慷慨提议告诉了吉姆，也说了我所知道的帕图桑的情况和存在的危险。我看见他疲惫的脸流露出惊讶，闪烁着兴趣和喜悦。

“这就是我梦想的机会！我太感谢斯坦先生了！但当然我也应该感谢你……”

我赶紧打断了他的话，“斯坦年轻时也受过别人的帮助，所以现在他想帮助你。我不过提了你的名字，仅此而已。”

他脸红了，不好意思地说：“你总是那么相信我。”

“是的。但你相信自己吗？”

“我会证明自己的。我保证你不会为相信我而后悔！”

“记住，你必须作出决定。这件事由你决定，只能由你，其他任何人都不行。”

“啊，这恰恰就是我想要的呀！”

我微笑着。他是那么有激情！“你看，”我说，“你想走出来，关上身后那扇门。”

“是吗？”他问道，突然显得不开心，“哦，你给我指了一扇门，是吗？”

“是的。如果你走过这扇门，我保证它会在你身后关上。在那个偏僻的、不知名的地方，没有人会去问及你的往事。你会孤单一人，独自去处理每件事。外面的世界会把你彻底忘掉。”

“彻底把我忘掉，正是这样！”他低声对自己说，他的眼睛闪着快乐的光。

“好吧，如果你明白这些情况，最好找一辆马车，尽快赶到斯坦先生家。”我的话还没说完，他就已经跑出去了。

他直到第二天早上才回来，他在斯坦家吃了饭，又留宿了一晚。他对我说个不停。
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“斯坦先生太好了！他的英语说得真棒！我的口袋里装着给科尼利厄斯的信——你知道，就是我要顶替的那个人。看——这是斯坦先生给我的一枚银戒指。这是他的一位名叫多拉曼的马来老朋友送给他的。他是帕图桑最有地位的头领之一。斯坦先生曾在那儿和他并肩战斗，经历了各种危险，所以如果我把这枚戒指给他看，他就会帮助我。我想斯坦先生曾救过他一命——斯坦是个勇敢的人，不是吗？他希望帕图桑的一切安然无恙——他已经一年多都没有那边的消息了，所以也不清楚那边情况怎么样。河已经被封住了，但我相信我能够进去。”

他激情四溢的讲话差点儿把我吓着了。毕竟，他不是一个要去度假的孩子，而是一个将踏上未知世界的危险征程的成年人。他注意到我的表情，似乎平静了一点儿。他说：“你也许意识不到这枚戒指对我意味着什么。它意味着一个朋友，有朋友是一件好事。像你这样的朋友。”他停顿了一下，又说，“我会留在那儿生活，你知道。”

“如果你能活很久，你也许还想回来。”

“回来干什么呢？”他一脸茫然地问。

“那你永远不回来了？”过了一会儿，我问。

“永远不，”他心不在焉地重复着，然后突然跳了起来，“天啊！斯坦先生的船两个小时后就要开走了！”

我回到自己的船上，吉姆来向我告别。我给了他一杆枪和两盒子弹，以备不时之需。“枪也许能帮你活下来，”我说完又赶紧纠正，“我是说有枪或许能帮助你进去。”但吉姆对此毫不在乎。他热情洋溢地感谢我，大声和我道别，然后跳到自己的小船上。那船离开后，我突然发现他把子弹落下了，我命令手下立即划船去追。吉姆让船上的人发疯似地往前冲，所以直到他到达斯坦的船，我们才赶上他。实际上两艘船是同时到达的。

我们都上了甲板，我把装子弹的盒子交给他。船准备启航了。斯坦的船长是一个混血儿，他和我聊了起来。他认为吉姆活不下来，他只准备把他的乘客带到河流入海口。“进入帕图桑的人都必死无疑，”他说，“咱们俩私下说，你的朋友已经是个死人了。”

然后，船长大声发出命令，船帆在我们身边升起，吉姆和我在甲板上单独站在一起，相互握手，匆匆对彼此说了最后想说的话。他不再像以前那样让我感到烦恼。我很清楚他将面对怎样可怕的危险。我相信当时我叫他“亲爱的孩子”，他叫我“老伯”。在那一瞬间，我们出乎意料地亲近。

“别担心，”他说，“我保证会照顾好自己。老天！什么都不会伤害到我的。这是个多好的机会啊！”

当我的小船离开大船时，我看见他高高地站在甲板上，在落日的余辉中朝我挥手。我听见他说：“你会听到我的消息的。”因为迎着太阳，我看不清他——我注定永远都看不清他——但我必须说，在我看来，他一点儿都不像要死的样子。


6
Marlow visits Jim

The coast of Patusan is straight and dark, on a misty sea. When I arrived there, nearly two years later, I could see blue mountain tops beyond the thick green jungle. Fortunately, the river was open then, and our ship stopped at the fishing village, called Batu Kring, at the mouth of the river. We needed to take on board a native to guide our little ship up the river to the trading-post at Patusan. The man who agreed to come with us was the chief or headman of the village. He talked confidently to me (only the second white man he had ever seen), and most of his talk was about the first white man he had ever seen. He called him Tuan Jim, and spoke of him with great respect.

I thought of Jim's last words to me, 'You shall hear of me.' It was perfectly true. I was hearing of him.

At first, the headman told me, the natives had been very frightened of the lonely, white-uniformed figure, who had arrived so unexpectedly, and who gave them orders. He wanted them to take him by boat to the trading-post immediately. They were afraid Rajah Allang would be angry with them if they obeyed the stranger, but they were in greater fear of the white man's anger. After a lot of whispering among themselves, they decided that three of them would take Jim up the river by canoe.

That is how Jim entered the country where he became known and respected, from the blue mountains beyond the jungle to the white tops of the waves on the coast. Behind him were the waves of the sea, endlessly rising and sinking, and ahead of him were the immovable forests, reaching up towards the sunshine, but as dark and shadowy as life itself. And his opportunity sat waiting by his side, like an Eastern bride hiding her lovely face from her future husband.

But Jim told me later that he had never in his life felt so miserable and tired as in that canoe. He sat there, with his back straight and the sun beating down on his head, holding the gun I had given him. He felt almost sick with worry and the heat.

As soon as the canoe reached the trading-post, the three boatmen jumped out and ran off into the trees. Jim saw a stockade with high wooden posts on his left, and some native houses further away. He jumped out too, and at first seemed to be alone. But then a gate in the stockade was thrown open, and a lot of Malays ran towards him. At the same time, a boat full of men with weapons appeared on the river, so that he could not escape in the now empty canoe. There was no way out. The boatmen had handed him over to the Rajah's men.

'Luckily there was no ammunition in my gun,' Jim told me, 'so I didn't try to kill anyone, and they didn't hurt me. I just asked them what they wanted. They didn't know what to say. Finally a servant ran up to say the Rajah wanted to see me. "All right," I said, "I want to see him too," and I simply walked in through the gate. And do you know the best thing about it? I'll tell you. It was lucky for them that they didn't kill me.'

He was speaking to me in front of his house on that first evening of my visit, after we had watched the moon move away over the hills, like a soul rising from a dead body. Moonlight is confusing and mysterious; it makes real things look shadowy, and shadows look real. But Jim by my side seemed very strong—not even moonlight could make him look shadowy to me. Perhaps, indeed, nothing could touch him since he had survived his fight with evil.

All was silent, all was still in this lost corner of the world. The silvery grey houses crowding along the wide shining river seemed like a line of ghostly animals, pushing forward to drink from the lifeless water. Here and there, a warm red light shone through the thin house walls, where human beings ate, and talked, and rested.

'You know,' Jim said to me, 'I often watch those little lights go out one by one. I love seeing people go to sleep under my eyes, safe and happy, with no fears for tomorrow. Peaceful here, isn't it? Ask any man, woman or child here if they trust me...' He paused, and spoke with deep meaning. 'Well, now I know I am all right, anyway.'

'So you've found that out at last,' I replied. 'I was always sure you were.'

'Were you?' He touched my arm lightly. 'Well, then—you were right. My God! Just think what it means to me! How could I ever leave here? And after what you tell me of Mr Stein's offer... Leaving—it would be harder than dying. No, don't laugh, but I must feel—every day, every time I open my eyes—that I am trusted—that nobody can say—you know? Leave! Where would I go? Why? For what?'

I had told him (indeed it was the main reason for my visit) that Stein wanted to hand over the whole trading-post, with everything it contained, to Jim. At first Jim had refused to accept this generous offer, but I had made him realize that he had earned it. 'Stein is only giving you what you have made for yourself,' I had told him. And Jim had to give in, because all his successes, the trust, the fame, the love—all these things, which had given him control over his life and fate, had also made him a prisoner. He looked with an owner's eye at the land and its people, but it was they who owned him, to the last breath in his body.

The trust and respect of these people was something to be proud of. I, too, was proud for him. It was certainly wonderful. He had shown he was a brave, intelligent, well-organized leader of men. He clearly felt deeply and seriously about his work in Patusan—the work that had proved to him that he was 'all right'. That is why he seemed to love the land and the people with a kind of wild selfishness.

While I was in Patusan, Jim took me to visit the Rajah. 'This is where I was a prisoner for three days when I arrived,' he whispered to me, as we walked slowly through a silent and respectful crowd. 'Dirty place, isn't it? And they only gave me a small plate of rice and a bit of fried fish to eat! They took my gun away, of course, but they didn't lock me up. I was able to walk around inside the stockade.'

At that moment we arrived in front of the Rajah, and I noticed how Jim changed his way of speaking at once. His manner was calm and polite, and he spoke slowly and seriously, giving a lot of thought to his words. This had just the right effect on the evil old Rajah, who was clearly afraid of Jim, but still respected and trusted him.

Although their conversation was difficult for me to follow, I understood that Jim was acting as a kind of judge, and telling the Rajah the difference between right and wrong. Some poor villagers had been robbed while on their way to trade at Doramin's house, and it was clear that everyone knew the Rajah's men were responsible for this robbery. But to the Rajah, Doramin was a hated enemy, and the Rajah cried out suddenly, 'It's Doramin who is a thief!' His weak old body shook with anger, and all around us, his family and servants stared, their mouths open.

Then Jim began to speak. 'Nobody,' he said calmly, 'should prevent any man from getting his food and his children's food honestly. Nobody should ever steal.' There was a great stillness in the room. Finally the old Rajah looked up, shaking his head tiredly, and said, 'You hear, my people! No more of these little games.'

One of his servants came forward to offer us two cups of coffee. 'You needn't drink,' Jim whispered quickly to me.

I didn't understand what he meant at first, but just watched him as he drank. Then I realized, and felt extremely annoyed. 'Why the hell do you put me in danger like this?' I whispered back to him, smiling pleasantly all the time. I drank the coffee, of course—I couldn't avoid doing that—and we left soon afterwards.

'I'm very sorry about that,' said Jim quietly to me as we walked back to our boat. 'I really don't think he would try to poison us. Personally, I never think about it. You see, if I want to do any good here, I have to show I don't care about the danger. Many people trust me to do that—for them.'

'But anyone can see he's afraid of you,' I said crossly, all the time watching for the first sign of stomach pain.

'That's just it! He's probably afraid of me because I'm not afraid of his coffee.' He pointed to part of the stockade, where the tops of several posts were broken. 'Look, that's where I jumped over, on my third day as a prisoner. The Rajah and his advisers had spent all the time since my arrival trying to decide what to do with me, and I had just been waiting for something to happen. But suddenly I realized what extreme danger I was in, so I just ran at the stockade, and flew over like a bird. I picked myself up on the other side and ran as fast as I could towards the village houses, about four hundred metres away. Behind me I could hear shouting, as the Rajah's men started to follow me. Ahead of me was a creek. I jumped across it and landed in very soft, wet mud. I couldn't move my legs at all, and lay there, trying desperately to pull myself out with my arms. The mud came right up to my chin, and as I dug wildly, I thought I was burying myself even deeper. I was becoming exhausted, but I made one last great attempt—and at last felt myself creeping weakly out of the mud on the other side of the creek. Think of me, muddy and alone, in that terrible place, with no friends or anyone to help me! I ran through the village—women and children ran screaming from me, men stood still, staring at me in horror—I don't suppose I looked at all like a human being.

'Finally, I turned a corner, and fell into the arms of several surprised-looking men. I just had breath to cry, "Doramin!" They carried me to Doramin's house, which was inside its own stockade, and put me down in front of a large, important-looking man, sitting in a chair. Somewhere in my muddy clothes I managed to find Stein's silver ring. Everyone was shouting excitedly, and running here and there. I could hear shots in the distance from the Rajah's men, but here I was safe. Doramin's people were closing the heavy gates of the stockade, and giving me water to drink. Doramin's wife took care of me—she was very kind to me.'

About sixty families in Patusan considered Doramin their chief. His men frequently had fights with the Rajah's people, mostly about trading. The problem was that the Rajah thought he alone should trade in Patusan; he became wild with anger when he discovered anyone else buying or selling. He was a cruel, evil and cowardly man, who had made a habit of robbing and killing Doramin's people, until Jim came.

There was a third leader in Patusan, an Arab half-caste called Sherif Ali, who had persuaded some of the natives to join him. They lived high up on the top of one of the two mountains, and from there often came down at night to steal food and animals, kill people and burn buildings. Parts of the countryside were blackened and empty, and the local people were suffering badly. In this confused situation, none of the three leaders trusted or respected each other, and until Jim's arrival, there seemed no way of bringing peace to the country.

If you once saw Doramin, you would never forget him. He was much larger than most Malays, with a heavy body dressed in richly coloured clothes, and a big, flat, round head, with proud, staring eyes. No one ever heard him raise his voice. He never moved without help; when he walked, two strong young men dressed in white held his elbows. In the afternoons, he sat silently by his wife's side, looking out, through an opening in the stockade, at the dark green jungle, the distant purple mountains, and the silver shining river.

This old couple had a son called Dain Waris, a polite, handsome young man of twenty-four or five. They loved him deeply, although they never showed it. I liked him as soon as I met him. I realized he was both brave and intelligent, and I believe he trusted and even understood Jim. 'Dain Waris is the best friend I ever had, except for you,' Jim told me proudly. 'We fought together, you know. Against Sherif Ali. You see, when I arrived, the Rajah, Doramin and Sherif Ali were all afraid of each other. I soon realized what I had to do, but I needed Dain Waris's help. He was the first to believe in me, and he persuaded his father to agree to my plan.'

Jim's plan! I heard the whole story of it from him during my visit. He had decided that it was necessary to defeat Sherif Ali, and planned to attack his mountain home. Doramin owned several heavy old guns, used in the past for fighting jungle wars. One dark night, Jim arranged for teams of men using ropes to pull these guns right up to the top of one of the mountains. It was difficult, hot work, and all the time Jim and the men were lifting and pulling, old Doramin sat watching silently in his chair. The Malays already believed that Jim was doing the impossible. How could those guns, too heavy for one man to lift, reach the mountain top? This was the beginning of their great respect for Jim.

From there, Doramin's men had an excellent view of the other mountain top, where Sherif Ali and his followers were asleep. As soon as the sun rose, the first shots were fired, on Jim's order, and the battle began. Jim, with Dain Waris by his side, led a group up the second hill towards Sherif Ali's stockade. He knew he had to win this fight—Doramin's people were depending on him. He and Dain Waris were the first to break into the Arab's stockade. Close behind them came Tamb'Itam, Jim's personal servant and a fearless fighter. He was a Malay from the north, a stranger to Patusan, who for a time had been a prisoner of the Rajah. When he escaped, he came to Jim, and ever since had followed him everywhere, like a shadow.

The battle was violent, but short. The stockade was burnt down and Sherif Ali and his men were defeated. Some were dead, but most of them were chased away into the jungle.

When this wonderful news reached the village, people were delighted. They ran in and out of their houses, shouting, singing and laughing excitedly. Of course Jim was delighted too. He had succeeded in doing what he had promised, and now he could believe in himself again. I can't tell you how completely lonely he appeared to me, but somehow his loneliness added to his greatness. He seemed to be one of those men who can only be measured by the greatness of their fame, and his fame, remember, was the greatest thing for many a day's journey around, even beyond the jungle. His word was the one truth of every passing day, and reports of his fame travelled far and wide, heard on the lips of whispering men, full of wonder and mystery.

No one ever saw Sherif Ali again, and when some of his men crept back from the jungle later, it was Jim, advised by Dain Waris, who chose a headman from among them. The Rajah was afraid that Jim would attack him too—he could lose his land, his money, his women, his servants! —and therefore he behaved very carefully. So Jim found himself in complete control of one of the most dangerous corners of the world.

Old Doramin, however, had a secret wish. He wanted to see his son take the Rajah's place one day, and just before I left, he spoke to me about it. 'Of course Tuan Jim knows best,' he said, 'but if I could only have a promise! I worry about the future of our country. You see, the land is always here, but white men come and go. One day this white man, too, will—'

'No, no,' I replied quickly, without thinking. 'He won't go.'

Doramin looked into my face. 'That is good news indeed,' he answered calmly. 'But why do you say that?'

And his wife, a small, thin, motherly woman, asked sadly, 'Why did he travel so far away from his home? Has he no family, no old mother, who will always remember his face?'

I could not answer. Strangely enough, that evening, my last in Patusan, I was asked the same question again.



headman n. the chief or leader of a tribe （部落的）头人，村长。

canoe n. a light, slender boat that has pointed ends and is propelled by paddles 独木舟。

bride n. a woman on her wedding day or just before and after the event 新娘。

stockade n. a barrier or enclosure formed from upright wooden posts or stakes （一排）栅栏，（一排）围桩。

hand over pass to someone else 交出，移交。

confusing adj. difficult to understand because there is no clear order or pattern 令人困惑的。

robbery n. the crime of stealing things from a person or a place, especially by using violence 抢劫。

crossly adv. Angrily 生气地。

creek n. a small, narrow stream or river 小河，溪。

sherif n. an Arabian ruler （阿拉伯）酋长。

fire v. to shoot with a gun 放（枪、炮等）。

defeat v. to win a victory over 击败，战胜。

creep v. to move slowly and carefully, especially in order to avoid being heard or noticed 蹑手蹑脚地走；缓慢（或悄悄）地行走。

motherly adj. of, resembling, or characteristic of a mother, especially in being caring, protective, and kind 母亲的；慈母般的。


6．马洛看望吉姆

在薄雾笼罩的大海上，帕图桑的海岸笔直而阴暗。大约两年之后，我去了那儿，越过浓密葱郁的丛林，我能看到远处蓝色的山顶。幸运的是，河流当时是开放的，我们的船在河口处一个名叫巴都克灵的渔村停下。我们需要带一个当地人上船为我们指路，把我们的小船沿河开到帕图桑的贸易站。同意跟我们去的男子是村子里的头领。我是他见到的第二个白人，他谈吐很自信，而他和我谈论的多半是他见到的第一个白人。他称呼这个白人图安吉姆，一说到他就满怀敬意。

我想起吉姆对我说的最后那番话：“你会听到我的消息。”千真万确。我正在听他的消息。

这位头领告诉我，一开始，当地人很害怕这个形单影只、穿着白色制服的人，他出乎意外地来到他们中间，发号施令。他让他们立即划船带他去贸易站。他们担心遵从这位陌生人会惹恼王公阿朗，但他们更怕惹恼这个白人。他们私下商量之后，决定让三个人用独木舟带吉姆沿河而上。

吉姆就这样走进了这个国家，在这里他开始为人所知，并受到尊敬，从丛林远方的蓝色山脉到海岸边白色的浪尖都传诵着他的名字。在他身后，海浪永不停息地起起落落；在他前方，矗立不动的森林挺立在阳光中，但却又如生命本身一样暗淡和模糊。机会坐在他身边等待着，像是一位东方的新娘，在未来的丈夫面前藏起她美丽的脸庞。

但吉姆后来告诉我，他在那只独木舟上感到了从未有过的痛苦和疲惫。他笔直地坐在那儿，火辣辣的太阳照在头上，手里拿着我送他的那杆枪。焦虑和炎热几乎让他病倒了。

独木舟一到贸易站，三个划船的人就跳下船逃到了树林中。吉姆看到他左边有一个由高高的木桩围成的栅栏，远处还有一些当地的住房。他也跳下船，起先周围似乎只有他一个人。但后来栅栏上的一扇门猛地开了，很多马来人向他跑来。与此同时，一艘船出现在河上，上面载满手持武器的人，这样一来吉姆也无法坐空的独木舟逃走。他根本无路可逃。那几个划船的人把他交给了王公的手下。

“幸运的是我的枪里没装子弹，”吉姆告诉我，“因此我没有试图杀任何人，他们也没有伤害我。我只是问他们想做什么。他们不知道说什么。最终一个仆人跑过来说王公想见我。‘好的，’我说，‘我也想见他。’于是我就这么穿过大门走进去。你知道最精彩的是什么吗？我告诉你吧。没杀我他们算是走运了。”
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我去看他的第一个夜晚，我们站在他家门前聊天，看着月亮从山上移开，就像灵魂从尸体上升起，迷离而神秘的月色把真实的物体变成了影子，又把影子变得宛如实体。但我身边的吉姆看起来很强壮——甚至月光也无法让他在我眼中变得模糊。也许确实如此，自从他在与邪恶的抗争中幸存下来，什么都伤害不到他了。

万籁俱寂，在世界上这个被人遗忘的角落，一切都凝滞了。宽阔的河面波光粼粼，河边一座座银灰色的房子像一排动物的鬼影，探着头在毫无生气的水中酣饮。四下里有温暖的红光从薄薄的墙壁透出来，人们在屋子里面吃饭、聊天、休息。

“你知道吗，”吉姆对我说，“我常常看着这些微弱的灯光一点点熄灭。我喜欢看着人们入睡，他们安全、幸福，不用为明天担心。这儿很安宁吧？你可以去问这儿的任何一个男人、女人或孩子，问他们是否信任我……”他停顿了一下，然后意味深长地说，“好了，无论如何，现在我知道自己没事了。”

“嗯，你终于知道自己没事了，”我回答说，“我一直相信你会的。”

“是吗？”他轻轻地碰了碰我的胳膊，“好吧——你说对了。天啊！想想这对我意味着什么！我怎么能够离开这里呢？在你告诉我斯坦先生给我的帮助之后……离开——比死还困难。不，别笑，我必须感觉——每一天，每次我睁开双眼——自己被信任着——没有人能说——你知道吗？离开！我能去哪儿？又为什么离开？离开能得到什么？”

我告诉吉姆，斯坦想把整个贸易站和其中的东西都送给他（实际上这也是我来看他的主要原因）。起初吉姆拒绝接受这个慷慨的提议，但我让他明白他受之无愧。“斯坦不过是把你自己挣得的东西给你。”我对他说。吉姆不得不让步，因为他得到的一切成功、信任、名誉和爱——所有这些东西，既让他成了自己生活和命运的主人，同时又把他变成了一个囚犯。他用拥有者的目光看着这片土地和这里的居民，但实际上是他们拥有了他，直到他生命的最后一息。

能受到这些人的信任和尊敬是值得骄傲的。我也为他骄傲。这确实很了不起。他证实了自己是个勇敢、睿智、有很强组织能力的领袖。显然，他对在帕图桑的工作感情深厚，态度严肃——是这份工作证明他“没事了”。他也因此带着近乎疯狂的私欲爱着这片土地和那里的人民。

我在帕图桑的时候，吉姆带我去见了王公。“我刚来的时候就在这儿当了三天囚犯，”我们慢慢穿过满怀敬意的沉默人群时，他小声对我说，“这里很脏吧？他们当时只给我一小碟米饭和一点儿炸鱼吃！当然，他们拿走了我的枪，但没有把我关起来。我可以在栅栏里走动。”

我们来到王公的面前，我注意到吉姆说话的方式突然变了。他表现得沉着而有礼，说话慢条斯理，口气严肃，每句话都深思熟虑。这正好对付阴险老道的王公，他显然害怕吉姆，但仍然尊敬他，信任他。

虽然我很难跟上他们的谈话，但我听出吉姆正在担任某种法官的角色，告诉王公孰是孰非。有几个可怜的村民在去多拉曼家做买卖的路上被抢劫了，显然，每个人都知道这是王公的人干的。但王公对多拉曼恨之入骨，他突然大喊：“多拉曼才是贼！”愤怒让他年迈、虚弱的身体颤抖着，他的家人和仆人在我们周围瞠目结舌地看着他。

然后吉姆开口了。他平静地说：“任何人都不应当阻止别人以诚实的方式为他自己和他的孩子挣得食物。任何人都不应当偷窃。”屋子里安静了好一会儿。最后老王公抬起头，疲惫地摇着头，说：“听见了吧，大伙儿！别再用这些小花招了。”

一个仆人走过来，给我们端来两杯咖啡。“你不用喝。”吉姆很快地小声对我说。

我起先不明白他的意思，只是看着他把咖啡喝下去。之后我才明白过来，觉得恼火极了。“你为什么带我到这么危险的地方来？”我低声对他说，却一直愉快地微笑着。当然，我也把咖啡喝了下去——我不能不喝——之后我们很快就离开了。

“我很抱歉，”吉姆在返回船上的途中平静地对我说，“我真的不认为他会对我们下毒。我自己从没有这样想过。你明白，如果我想在这儿做点儿好事，就必须表现得无所畏惧。很多人都相信我会为他们讨公道。”

“但任何人都看得出来，他怕你。”我生气地说，一直留心着肚子痛的迹象。

“就是这样！他怕我可能是因为我不怕他的咖啡。”他指着一小片栅栏，有几根桩子的顶端已经断了，“看，我就是从那儿跳过去的，那是在我被囚禁起来的第三天。王公和他的谋士们从我一来这里就一直在考虑怎么处置我，而我只是在等待着。但我突然意识到了自己处境危险，于是我跑向栅栏，像鸟一样一跃而过。我从栅栏的另一边站起来，用最快的速度跑向大约400米外的村庄。我听得见身后的叫喊声，王公的人开始追我。在我前方是一条小河。我跳了过去，落在松软潮湿的泥里。我的腿动不了，我躺在那儿，使劲儿想用胳膊把自己拉起来。泥巴没到我脸，我发疯似地挖着泥，却感觉我把自己埋得更深了。我的气力渐渐耗尽，但我做了最后一次努力——终于感觉自己在河的对岸从泥巴中无力地慢慢爬出来。想一想，我那时浑身是泥，独自一人，在那个可怕的地方，没有任何朋友、任何人可以帮我！我跑着穿过村子——女人和孩子从我身边尖叫着跑开，男人一动不动地站着，恐惧地看着我——我想我看上去一定不成人样。
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“最后，我转了个弯，然后就倒进几个表情惊讶的人的手臂中。我只剩下了一口气够我喊出‘多拉曼’的名字，他们把我带到多拉曼的宅子里，房子外面也围有栅栏。他们把我放在一个高大、威严的人面前，他坐在一张椅子上。我终于从沾满泥水的衣服里找到了斯坦给的银戒指。每个人都兴奋地叫喊着，到处跑动。我能听见王公的人在远处开枪，但在这里我是安全的。多拉曼的人把栅栏沉重的大门关上，还给我水喝。多拉曼的妻子照料我，她对我很好。”

帕图桑大约有60个家族把多拉曼看作他们的首领。多拉曼的人经常和王公的人发生冲突，大多是为了生意上的事。王公认为只有他才能在帕图桑做生意；一发现别人做买卖就气得发疯。他是一个残酷、邪恶、懦弱的人，常常抢劫、杀害多拉曼的人，直到吉姆到来。

帕图桑还有一个领导者，是个阿拉伯混血，他就是酋长阿里，他说服了一些当地人跟他一起干。他们盘踞了两山之一的山顶，常常夜里下山偷盗食物、牲口，还杀人放火。乡下好多地方都被烧成一片焦土，空无一人，当地人深受其害。在这种混乱的局面下，三个首领互不信任，互不尊敬，似乎没有办法让这里得到安宁，直到吉姆来了才改变了这一切。

如果你见过多拉曼，就永远不会忘记他。他比大多数马来人块头都要大，他那肥硕的身躯上套着鲜艳的衣服，脑袋又大又圆，头顶平平的，傲然的双眼炯炯有神。他从不高声说话。没有别人帮着，他根本动都不动；他走路的时候，总有两个穿白衣服的年轻彪悍的小伙子扶着他的胳膊肘。下午他总是安静地坐在妻子旁边，从栅栏的一个缺口向外张望，看着暗绿色的丛林，远处紫色的群山，以及银波闪烁的河流。

这对老夫妇有个儿子，名叫戴恩·沃里斯，小伙子彬彬有礼、英俊潇洒，有二十四五岁。老两口很疼爱他，虽然他们从不表露出来。我一见他就很喜欢，看得出他有勇有谋，而且我相信他不仅信任吉姆，甚至还理解他。“除了你，戴恩·沃里斯是我最好的朋友，”吉姆自豪地告诉我，“我们并肩与酋长阿里斗争。你要明白，我来这里时，王公、多拉曼和酋长阿里彼此畏惧。我很快意识到我该做什么，但我需要戴恩·沃里斯的帮助。他是第一个相信我的人，他还劝说他的父亲支持我的计划。”

吉姆的计划！我做客的日子里听吉姆讲述了整个故事。他决意要打败酋长阿里，并计划攻打他在山上的寨子。多拉曼有几架很沉的以前用于丛林战的老式火炮。在一个黑夜，吉姆安排几队人用绳索把这几架火炮拉到一个山顶上。这是个苦力活，吉姆一直和那些人又抬又拉，老多拉曼坐在椅子上安静地看着这一切。马来人开始认为吉姆做的事情是不可能成功的。这些火炮太重了，一个人扛都扛不起来，怎么能运到山顶？他们对吉姆的无比尊敬便始于此。
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从那儿，多拉曼的人可以看清另一座山的山顶，酋长阿里和他的追随者们正在那里睡觉。太阳一升起来，吉姆便下令开炮，战斗打响了。吉姆领着一支队伍爬上另一座山，直奔酋长阿里的寨子。戴恩·沃里斯跟在他旁边。他知道自己必须打赢这场战斗——多拉曼的人就指望他了。他和戴恩·沃里斯带头冲进阿拉伯人的寨子。紧随其后的是坦比坦，吉姆的仆人，一个无畏的战士。他是从北方来的马来人，在帕图桑人地两生，曾经是王公的囚犯。他逃出来后投奔了吉姆，自此之后就像影子一样处处跟随着他。

战斗很激烈，但很短暂。寨子被烧毁了，酋长阿里和他的手下被打败了。有的人死了，但大多数都被赶进了丛林。

这个激动人心的消息传到了村子里，人们喜出望外。他们兴奋地跑进跑出，又是喊，又是唱，又是跳。吉姆当然也很高兴。他承诺的事情兑现了，他又找回了自信。我无法告诉你们他在我眼中有多么孤独，但在某种程度上，这种孤独让他更了不起。有些人只能用名气的大小去衡量，而他就是其中之一。别忘了，他的名声在那附近几天行程的范围内都如雷灌耳，甚至丛林之外的人都知道他。在过去的每一天里，人们把他的话当作唯一的真理，他声名远扬，人们低声谈论着他，带着几分惊奇，几分神秘。

没有人再见过酋长阿里，他的几个手下后来从丛林溜回来，吉姆听从戴恩·沃里斯的建议，从他们中间选了一个人做头领。王公害怕吉姆攻打他，让他失去土地、钱财、女人和佣人，因此行事非常小心。就这样，在这个世界上最危险的角落之一，吉姆感到自己掌握了一切。

但年老的多拉曼还有个深藏的愿望。他希望儿子有一天能取代王公的位置。在我临行前，他把这个想法告诉了我。“当然，图安吉姆知道怎样最好，”他说，“如果我能得到一个许诺就好了！我为这国家的未来担忧。你看，这片土地自古以来都在这里，但白人来了，又走了。有一天这个白人也一样，会——”

“不，不，”我连想都没想就立刻回答，“他不会走的。”

多拉曼看着我的脸。“这确实是个好消息，”他平静地说，“但你为什么这么说呢？”

他的妻子，一个瘦小、充满母性的女人伤心地说：“他为什么远离家乡？难道他没有家，没有一个总是记得他模样的老母亲吗？”

我无法回答。奇怪的是，当晚，也就是我在帕图桑的最后一个晚上，又有人问了我同样的问题。


7
Jim in love, and in danger

This brings me to the story of his love. Remember the unspeakably awful Cornelius? I saw him and spoke to him myself, as he crept around Patusan with evil in his heart, and lying promises on his lips. How his poor wife had come to marry him is a mystery to me. I do not know, either, what had happened to her daughter's father, who was not Cornelius. The fact remains that she already had her daughter when she married the Portuguese. Bitterly disappointed with his life, he seemed to hate the woman and her child, and behaved very badly to both of them. The two women lived very lonely lives at the trading-post, with no other friends or companions. When the older woman died, a short time before Jim's arrival, the daughter was lonelier than ever.

Jim decided to leave Doramin's place after only a few days there, and move into the house at the trading-post, where Cornelius and the girl lived. Although Doramin warned him this would be dangerous, Jim felt it was his duty to take care of Stein's business. At first Cornelius pretended to be delighted that Jim was staying with him, but he soon showed his real character. Jim realized that Cornelius had been stealing from Stein at every opportunity. There seemed to be almost nothing left of the business, and some of the papers were missing.

'It was miserable there,' Jim told me. 'Cornelius was too mean to give me any regular meals. And then I heard the Rajah was planning to murder me! Pleasant, wasn't it?' He added that he didn't know what made him stay there for six weeks, but of course we can guess. He was very sorry for the motherless girl. It appears Cornelius frequently shouted at her, although he was too cowardly to hit her.

'Call me father, and with respect, too,' he used to scream into her face. 'Your mother was an evil woman, and you're evil as well!' The girl usually put her hands over her ears and ran away, while Cornelius chased her, shouting wildly and often throwing dirt at her. But sometimes she used to listen in silence, staring scornfully at him and replying with a poisonous word or two. Jim told me he could not leave the house while the poor girl was so unhappy; his conscience would not let him. But every day he received another message that there were plans to drown, shoot or poison him, and he realized he was in great danger. He no longer slept well at night. He noticed that Cornelius was acting very strangely, giving hesitating answers to Jim's questions, creeping secretly round the house in the dark, and having mysterious meetings with people at night.

One night, however, Jim was woken by the girl. She was holding a burning torch high above his head, and was whispering, 'Get up! Get up!' He jumped to his feet and she put his gun into his hand. 'Can you fight four men?' she asked.

He answered politely, 'Certainly—whatever you want,' and followed her outside. On the veranda he noticed that Cornelius's bed was empty.

The girl led him away from the house towards the trading-post buildings. She turned and whispered to Jim, 'They were going to attack you while you slept.'

Jim felt miserably disappointed. He did not want to hear any more about these attempts to kill him. He had only come outside with her because he thought she wanted his help. But they walked on together. It was a beautiful night, quite cool, with a soft wind blowing from the river. Remember, my friends, this is a love story I am telling you now.

The girl stopped outside one of the buildings and held her torch up high like a flag. 'They're in there, waiting for the sign,' she whispered. 'But you have been sleeping so restlessly. I watch you every night.'

'You've been watching me?' Jim felt first surprised, then delighted. But at that moment a movement caught his eye, and he saw a dark figure move quickly past. 'Cornelius!' he called in a strong voice. There was a deep silence.

'Run! Go to Doramin!' the girl said, excitedly. 'For the moment you are safe—they know you're awake, they know you're big, strong, fearless—but what about tomorrow? Or any other night? How can I always be watching?'

Jim was terribly touched by the feeling in her voice. He realized that the only escape from his loneliness was—in her. If he went away from her, he told me, it would be the end of everything. So the only thing to do was to enter the building and find his murderers.

He moved forward, and the girl, understanding his plan, ran round to the side of the building, and put her torch through the open window, so that he had enough light to see.

Jim threw open the door and went in. From a dark corner a man ran towards him, holding a knife. Jim shot him in the head and killed him. Three more men came forward, holding out their empty hands to show they had no weapons. 'Walk outside!' Jim ordered. At the door he was joined by the girl, still holding the torch. Her black hair fell to her waist, and her white dress touched the ground as she walked.

The three men walked in front, followed by Jim and the girl, until they reached the river. 'Jump!' shouted Jim, and the men jumped. Jim watched them swim into the distance. He turned to the girl. His heart seemed suddenly to grow too big for his chest, and he was unable to speak. They looked at each other for a long time, then she threw the burning torch far into the river. The calm soft starlight came down on them; it was one of those nights that seem made for love. I don't suppose he could express himself very well, but there are moments when our souls need silence more than words.

I met the girl, of course, on my visit. She had a child's sensitive face, and moved quickly and lightly, like a little bird. Her skin was smooth and her hair a deep blue-black, flowing thickly on to her lovely shoulders. She spoke and understood quite a lot of English, and used to listen carefully to our conversations, keeping her big clear eyes fastened on our lips. Her love for Jim surrounded him completely; I felt I could almost touch it. I suppose you think I, too, am romantic, but I'm just telling you what I saw. I realized she loved him deeply and jealously, but what she was jealous of, I did not know. After all, the land, the people, the forests were on her side, guarding Jim day and night and keeping him prisoner. Even Tamb'Itam, ready to die for the Tuan, was proud to guard Jim. And the girl herself, I believe, never went to sleep until Jim and I had separated for the night. More than once I saw her and Jim, through the window of my room, stand quietly together on the veranda—two figures very close, his arm around her waist, her head on his shoulder.

He called her Jewel. Pretty, isn't it? A strange name, of course, but it probably explained the surprising story I had heard on my way to Patusan, in a village about three hundred kilometres south of there. Local people told me that the mysterious white stranger who had taken control of the area had discovered a very large and valuable jewel. As he was often seen walking with a girl, behaving with great respect and care towards her, it was supposed that she wore the white man's jewel hidden in her dress. It was true that Jim took the girl on evening walks, and that romance had taken hold of him, but the rest of the story was just imagination. He did not hide his jewel; in fact, he was extremely proud of it.

'I—I love her dearly,' he told me. 'You see, it's so wonderful when you feel you're needed by someone. And her life was so awful before! She trusts me to take care of her. And I will! You know, I've been here only two years now, and I really can t imagine living anywhere else. The thought of the world outside is enough to frighten me, because—' and he looked down at his boots '—I haven't forgotten why I came here. Not yet!' We walked by the river in silence for a few moments. 'Isn't it strange that all these people, who would do anything for me, will never understand? If you asked them who is brave, who is faithful, who they would trust with their lives... They would say, Tuan Jim. But they can never know the real, real truth.' He paused again. 'It doesn't matter. I am—almost—happy with what I've done. And they believe in me—that's what they've done for me. I shall always remain here.'

When he left me, I saw the girl's white figure coming towards me. She had clearly been waiting for this opportunity. She wanted something simple but impossible—a promise, an explanation. Because she had grown up in Patusan and knew nothing of the strange world outside, her one great fear was that Jim, who had come from there, would one day return to it. She had watched us closely and listened to all our conversations, afraid perhaps that I was planning to take Jim away from her. And now she spoke to me, desperate to know what her fate would be. I was deeply touched by her helplessness; she was young, beautiful, and very unhappy.

'He promised he would never leave me,' she whispered, holding her lovely head in her hands.

'Why don't you believe him?' I replied. 'I certainly won't take him away.'

'They always leave us,' she said, even more quietly. 'I don't want to suffer like my mother. She cried bitterly while she was dying. My father also promised never to leave, you know.'

'Ah! but Jim isn't like that,' I said. She was silent; it seemed strange to me. 'What has he been telling you?'

'I don't know!' she cried miserably. 'He says there's something he can never forget! What is it? Tell me! You both remember something! Is it alive? Is it dead? I hate it! Will it come for him? Will he see it in his sleep, perhaps, when he cannot see me, and then leave me? Will it be a sign—a call?'

I was deeply moved by her pain. I wanted very much to bring calm to her soul, and to say, 'Have no fear!' But how do you kill fear? Can you shoot a ghost through the heart, can you cut off its head? I spoke with a heavy heart, with a kind of anger. 'There is nothing in that unknown world outside, no face, no voice, no one alive or dead who can take Jim away from you.'

'He told me that,' she answered softly. 'But why did you come? You make me afraid. Do you—do you want him?'

'I shall never come again,' I said bitterly. 'And I don't want him. No one wants him. This world you don't know is too big to miss him. And you've got his heart in your hand. You must feel that. You must know that.'

'Yes, I know that,' she whispered, hard and still, like a figure in stone.

I was getting excited. I felt I almost had a chance of killing the ghost at last. 'In the whole world there is no one who will ever need his heart, his head, his hand! From all the millions of people out there, I can tell you that as long as he lives, there will never come a call or a sign for him! Never! Why are you afraid? You know he's strong, faithful and brave. He is more than that. He has greatness—and the world doesn't want him, it has forgotten him!'

I stopped. There was a deep silence over Patusan.

'Why?' she asked quietly. I felt the ghost escaping, and, confused, did not answer. 'Why?' she repeated. 'Tell me!'

Suddenly I cried out angrily, 'Because he is not good enough.'

'That is what he said,' she replied scornfully. 'You lie!'

'Listen!' I cried. 'Nobody, nobody is good enough...'

She turned away. How could I explain? He had told her and she had not believed him. Who knows if we both lied or not?

But none of that mattered. You see, I had decided that Jim, who was the only one I really cared about, had at last taken control of his fate. He had told me he was—almost—happy with what he'd done. Not many of us can say that. Can any of you here? No, I thought not. So it did not matter who trusted him, who loved him, who hated him.

The next morning Jim came with me on the first part of my journey out of Patusan. As our canoe moved fast down the river, the trading-post and the houses disappeared behind us.

'That man Cornelius hates you,' I said, remembering a recent conversation with the Portuguese. 'He thinks you've stolen everything from him. He could be dangerous.'

'My dear Marlow, I feel that if I go straight, nothing can touch me. Everything depends on me, and my God! I know I can do it. Cornelius isn't worth worrying about.'

The air was hot and heavy, and smelt of mud. We were silent for a time, knowing we would separate soon. Suddenly the sky seemed to widen, there was a freshness in the air, and at last we were out of the jungle. Ahead of us was the open sea. I breathed deeply, I felt free again. The girl was right. There was a sign, a call from the wider world outside, for me!

'This is wonderful!' I cried, then looked at the unfortunate man beside me. He sat with his head bent low on his chest, and did not look up, perhaps afraid to see what his romantic conscience had written on the clear sky.

I remember the smallest details of that afternoon. We landed on a white beach, near the mouth of the river, to wait for my ship. Two natives came to tell Jim that the Rajah's men were stealing their eggs. He told them gently to wait, and they sat down obediently on the ground.

'You see, I can't go away,' he said to me. 'The people here need me now. They would fight among themselves if I left. I must stay. I shall be faithful.' I remembered Stein's words—follow the dream, to the end. 'And there's Jewel,' he went on. 'She's everything to me. When shall you and I meet again, I wonder?'

'Never—unless you come out,' I replied. He didn't seem very surprised. He was quiet for a while.

'Goodbye, then,' he said after a pause. 'Perhaps it's best this way.' We shook hands, and I walked to the ship's boat, which by now was waiting for me in shallow water.

'Will you go home again soon?' asked Jim, just as I was getting in.

'In a year or so, if I am alive then,' I said.

The boat started moving away from the beach. Jim, at the water's edge, spoke louder. 'Tell them...' he began. I ordered the boatmen to stop rowing, and waited. Tell who? 'No–nothing,' he said, and waved us away. I did not look at the beach again until I had climbed on board the ship.

By that time the sun had gone down and the coast looked very black, but I could still see Jim on the beach. The two natives were standing close to him, no doubt telling the white lord about their miserable, difficult lives, and he was listening patiently. They soon disappeared in the growing darkness, but Jim remained, white from head to foot. He had the sea at his feet, and the opportunity by his side—still hidden from him. What do you think, my friends? Was it still hidden? For me that white figure in the stillness of coast and sea seemed to stand at the heart of a great mystery, catching all the light left in a darkened world... And then, suddenly, I lost him...



awful adj. extremely bad or unpleasant; terrible 可怕的。

companion n. a person with whom one spends time or travels 同伴。

torch n. a portable light produced by the flame of a stick of resinous wood or of a flammable material wound about the end of a stick of wood 火把。

restlessly adv. unable or unwilling to keep still, especially because you are impatient or bored 不安宁地。

jealously adv. fiercely protective or vigilant of one's rights or possessions 小心守护地，唯恐失去地。

faithful adj. remaining loyal and steadfast 忠诚的。

obediently adv. willing to obey 顺从地。


7．爱与险境中的吉姆

说到这儿，就得讲讲他的爱情故事。还记得那个可怕得无法形容的科尼利厄斯吗？我见到了他，并和他说了话，当时他正怀着邪恶的念头在帕图桑游荡，四处骗人。我一直不知道他可怜的妻子是怎么嫁给他的。她女儿的父亲不是科尼利厄斯，同样，我也不知道在这位父亲身上发生了什么。事实上，她嫁给这个葡萄牙人的时候就已经有这个女儿了。科尼利厄斯对他的生活失望透顶，也恨这个女人和她的孩子，对母女两个很不好。这对母女在贸易站过着十分孤独的生活，没有朋友和同伴。吉姆来这里不久前那位母亲死了，留下她的女儿比从前更孤独。

吉姆在多拉曼的寨子只过了几天就决定离开，搬到贸易站的房子住，科尼利厄斯和那个女孩住在那儿。虽然多拉曼警告他去那里可能会有危险，但吉姆觉得自己有责任照顾斯坦的生意。一开始，科尼利厄斯假装欢迎吉姆和他住到一起，但很快就露出了真面目。吉姆发现科尼利厄斯在用一切机会偷斯坦的东西。生意已经赔得几乎什么都不剩了，一些文件也丢了。

“在那儿的日子糟透了，”吉姆告诉我，“科尼利厄斯太吝啬，连我的一日三餐都不保证。接着我又听说王公计划杀我！真不错，是不是？”他还说他不知道为什么在那儿待了六个星期，但我们可以去猜测。这是因为他可怜那个失去母亲的女孩。科尼利厄斯虽然没有胆量打她，但总是向她大吼大叫。

“尊敬地叫我父亲，”他过去常常对着女孩大叫，“你妈妈是个坏女人，你也一样！”女孩总是捂着耳朵跑掉。科尼利厄斯去追她，边跑边疯狂地叫喊，还常常用难听的话骂她。有时她会安静地听着，藐视地瞪着他，用一两个恶毒的词回敬他。吉姆告诉我，这个可怜的女孩过得太苦了，他不能在这个时候离开；良心不允许他这样做。但每天他都会听到一些新的消息，说有人计划淹死他、枪击他或对他下毒，他意识到自己正面临很大的危险，晚上也睡不好觉了。吉姆注意到科尼利厄斯行为古怪，回答他的问题时总是支支吾吾的，还在夜里偷偷摸摸地在房子里走动，神秘地跟什么人见面。

然而，一天夜里，吉姆被女孩叫醒了。她举着一支点燃的火把，在他头顶上低声说：“起来！起来！”他跳起来，女孩把他的枪交到他手上。“你打得过四个人吗？”她问。
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他礼貌地回答：“当然——你想做什么我都能办到。”然后他跟着她走了出去。在阳台他注意到科尼利厄斯的床是空的。

女孩带他出门朝贸易站的房子走去。她转过身低声对他说：“他们打算在你睡着的时候对你下手。”

吉姆太失望了。他不想再听什么有关想杀他的企图。他以为她需要帮助才跟她跑到外面来。但他们继续一起走着。夜色很美，清新凉爽、轻柔的风从河边吹过来。记住，我的朋友们，我现在向你们讲的是一个爱情故事。

女孩在一间屋子外停下了，高举的火把像一面旗帜。“他们在那里面，等着行动的信号，”她低声说，“但你一直睡得不安稳。我每天夜里都守着你。”

“你一直守着我？”吉姆先是惊讶，接着是欣喜。但与此同时，他发现有什么在动，他看到一个黑色的身影很快地跑了过去。“科尼利厄斯！”他沉声喊道。接着是一段寂静。

“快跑！去找多拉曼！”女孩情绪激动地说，“你现在是安全的——他们知道你醒了，他们知道你强壮有力，无所畏惧——但明天怎么办呢？其他的日子怎么办呢？我怎么能一直守着你呢？”

吉姆被她声音中流露的情感深深打动了。他意识到，摆脱孤独的唯一办法是和她在一起。他告诉我，如果离开她，一切就都结束了。所以他只有闯入房子，找到要杀他的人。

他向前走去，女孩明白他想做什么，她绕到房子的另一侧，把火把探进打开的窗户，好让他有足够的光线看清。

吉姆猛地推开门走进去。一个人从黑暗的角落冲出来，拿着刀扑向他。吉姆开枪击中他的头，把他打死了。又有三个人走出来，朝吉姆摊开空空的双手，表明他们没有带武器。“出去！”吉姆命令他们。在门口女孩过来和他一起走出去，她还举着火把，黑色的头发垂到腰间，走路的时候白色的裙子会触到地面。

三个男子走在前面，吉姆和女孩走在后面，一直走到河边。“跳下去！”吉姆大声命令，那几个人跳进河里。吉姆看着他们游到远处，然后转过身，面朝女孩。他的心脏似乎突然胀大了，仿佛就要冲出胸口，他说不出话来。他们彼此对视了很久，然后她把燃着的火把远远地扔进河里。宁静柔和的星光照在他们身上；这样的夜晚正是为爱营造的。我想吉姆不大善于表达，但有些时候，灵魂更需要沉默，而非言语。

当然，我去拜访吉姆时也看见了这个女孩。她有一张孩子般生动的脸，动作如小鸟般敏捷轻盈。她皮肤光滑，头发浓密，呈深深的蓝黑色，柔顺地落在漂亮的肩膀上。她能说也能听懂很多英文，她总是用心听我们的谈话，大而清澈的眼睛一直盯着我们的嘴唇。吉姆被她的爱完全包围了；我觉得自己几乎可以触摸到这种爱。我猜你们认为我也很浪漫，但我只是告诉你们我看到的事实。我知道她深爱着他，唯恐失去他，但我不知道她担心什么。毕竟，这片土地、这些人以及这片森林都站在她一边，日夜守着吉姆，囚禁着他。甚至连乐意为图安而死的坦比坦也为守卫吉姆而自豪。我相信，每天晚上，女孩直到看见吉姆和我告别才去睡。不止一次，我从房间的窗户看见她和吉姆一起安静地站在阳台上——两个身影靠得很近，他用胳膊搂着她的腰，她把头靠在他肩膀上。

他叫她宝石。很美吧？这个名字固然奇怪，但它或许解释了我在去帕图桑的路上，在那以南三百公里的村子里听到的令人惊讶的故事。当地人告诉我，控制这片土地的神秘白人发现了一颗很大、很贵重的宝石。因为人们常看见他和一位女孩走在一起，对她很敬重，很关心，所以猜测女孩的衣服里藏着这位白人的宝石。吉姆确实常在晚上带着女孩去散步，而且心中充满对她的爱，但故事剩下的部分仅仅是人们的想象。他没有把宝石藏起来；实际上，他对此很自豪。

“我——我很爱她，”他告诉我，“你明白，被某个人需要的感觉是多么美妙。她的生活以前是那么糟糕！她相信我能照顾好她。我会的！你知道，我现在只在这儿待了两年，我真的无法想象在其他地方生活。想起外面的世界我就恐惧，因为——”他低下头看他的靴子，“——我没有忘记我是为什么来到这里的。还没有忘记！”我们沿着河沉默地走了一会儿，“这儿的人什么都愿意为我做，但他们永远都理解不了这些，这很奇怪，不是吗？如果你问他们，谁是勇敢、忠诚、他们愿意将生命托付的人……他们会说，图安吉姆。但他们永远都不知道真正的事实。”他又停顿了一下，“没关系。我——基本上——对自己所做的一切很高兴。他们也信任我——那是他们为我做的。我会一直留在这里。”

他离开后，我看见女孩白色的身影向我走来。显然她一直在等待这个机会。她希望得到一个简单却不可能的东西——一个承诺，一种解释。她在帕图桑长大，对外面光怪陆离的世界一无所知，所以她最担心的就是吉姆，这个从外面世界来的人，也许有一天还会回到原来的地方。此前她一直密切地注视我们，仔细聆听我们所有的谈话，也许是害怕我要把吉姆从她身边带走。现在她拼命想从我这儿知道她的命运。她的无助打动了我；她年轻、漂亮，却很痛苦。

“他答应永远不离开我。”她用手托着她美丽的头颅低声说。

“你为什么不相信他？”我回答，“我当然不会带他走。”

“他们总是会离开我们，”她的声音更低了，“我不想经受妈妈受过的苦。她死的时候哭得很伤心。要知道，我父亲也曾允诺永远不离开她。”

“哦，可吉姆不会这样的。”我说。她没有说话；我觉得有些奇怪，问她：“他一直怎么对你说的？”

“我不知道！”她伤心地哭起来，“他说有些事情他永远都忘不了！那是什么事？请告诉我！你们俩都记得一件事！它还存在吗？或是已经不在了？我恨它！它会来纠缠他吗？他会在梦中，在看不见我的时候看见它，然后离开我吗？它会是一种信号——一种召唤吗？”

我被她的痛苦深深触动了。我很想抚慰她的心，对她说：“别怕！”但你怎么能消除恐惧呢？你可以射中鬼魂的心脏，砍掉它的脑袋吗？我心情沉重，带着几分怒气说：“在外面那个你不了解的世界，没有任何东西——任何面孔，任何声音，任何活人或死人会把吉姆从你身边带走。”

“他是这样告诉我的，”她轻声回答，“但你为什么来呢？你让我害怕。你——你需要他吗？”

“我永远都不会再来了，”我忿忿地说，“我不会带他走。没有谁要带他走。你所不知的世界太大了，缺他一个无所谓。你已经把他的心握在手上了。你一定感觉得到。你一定知道。”

“是的，我知道。”她轻声说，语气坚定而宁静，像一尊石像。

我激动起来。我感到最终除掉那个鬼魂的机会到了。“在整个世界里，永远都不会有谁想要他的心和他的人！在无以计数的人中，我可以告诉你，永远不会有什么召唤或是信号在他活着的时候来找他！永远不会！你为什么害怕？你知道他强壮、忠诚、勇敢。他的好不止这些。他有高尚的品德——而这个世界并不需要他，它已经忘记他了！”

我停下来。帕图桑的土地上一片宁静。

“为什么？”她静静地问。我感到鬼魂已经逃走，但我一时没想清楚，所以没有回答。“为什么？”她又重复了一遍，“告诉我！”

突然我愤怒地喊道：“因为他不够好。”

“他也这样说，”她轻蔑地回答，“你撒谎！”

“听着！”我大声说，“没有人，没有人是完美的……”

她转身离开了。我如何解释呢？他已经告诉她了，而她不相信。谁能知道我们两个人有没有撒谎呢？

但这些都不重要。你们知道，我已经确定吉姆，我唯一真正关心的人，已经最终掌握了他的命运。他告诉我，他对自己所做的基本上感到很高兴。我们中没有多少人敢这么说的。你们当中有谁可以吗？我认为没有。所以谁信任他，谁爱他，谁恨他，这些都不重要。

第二天早晨，吉姆陪我开始了离开帕图桑的第一段行程。独木舟飞速沿河而下，贸易站和那些房子在我们身后消失了。

“那个科尼利厄斯恨你，”我想起了最近和那个葡萄牙人的谈话，说，“他认为你从他那儿抢走了一切。他可能会是个危险人物。”

“我亲爱的马洛，我觉得如果我不做错事，任何东西都不会伤害到我。这里的一切都依赖我，天啊！我知道我能够做到。科尼利厄斯不值得担心。”

空气闷热，带着泥土的气味。我们知道很快就要分别了，所以有一会儿没有说话。突然，天宽地阔，空气也变得新鲜起来，我们终于出了丛林，前面就是开阔的大海了。我深吸了一口气，觉得又重获自由了。那位女孩是对的。外面的宽阔世界在召唤着我。

“太美了！”我大声说，然后看了看我身边那个不幸的人。他坐在那儿，头低低地埋在胸口，没有抬头，也许是害怕晴空让他想起浪漫旧梦。
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我还记得那天下午的一点一滴。我们在靠近入海口的一片白色海滩上岸，等待我的船开过来。两个当地人过来，告诉吉姆王公的人偷他们的鸡蛋。他和气地让他们等一等，他们于是顺从地在地上坐下。

“你看，我不能走，”他对我说。“这儿的人需要我。我走了他们会自相残杀。我必须留下。我应当守信。”我记起了斯坦的话——追逐梦想，直到最后。“而且宝石在这儿，”他接着说，“她是我的一切。不知道你我什么时候能再见面啊。”

“永远不会了——除非你出来。”我回答。他并没有流露出惊讶的神色，只是沉默了一会儿。

“那么，再见了，”他停顿了一下说，“也许这是最好的结局。”我们握了握手，我走向正在浅水中等我的小船。

“你会很快回家吗？”我上船的时候吉姆问。

“大概一年后．如果我那个时候还活着的话。”我说。

小船离海滩越来越远了。吉姆站在海边，大声说：“告诉他们……”我让划船的人停下来，等着他把话说完。告诉谁？“没有——没什么。”他说着，挥手让我们离去。我直到登上大船的甲板才回头向海滩望去。

太阳落山了，海边一片黑暗，但我看见吉姆还在那里。那两个当地人紧靠他站着，一定是在向这位白人老爷讲述他们悲惨、困苦的生活。吉姆耐心地聆听着。天色越来越暗，很快就看不到他俩了，但吉姆还在那儿，从头到脚都是白的。大海在他脚边，机会在他身旁——仍不清晰。你们怎么认为，我的朋友们？它还隐匿着吗？对我而言，那个站在宁静海岸上的白色身影似乎处在一个巨大的神秘事物的中心，抓住黯淡世界残留下来的所有光亮……然后，突然，我看不到他了……


8
The end of the story

With these words Marlow finished speaking, and the men around him got up from their armchairs. They did not seem to want to discuss the story, although it was incomplete. And only one of these listeners ever heard the last word of the story. It came to him more than two years later, in a thick packet containing many pages of writing. He had returned to dark, rainy England, and knew he would never go back to the East, but the packet made him think of distant seas under a bright, hot sun, and faces and voices from the past.

He opened Marlow's letter to him, and began to read.

*　　*　　*

I don't suppose you've forgotten Jim. You alone have shown interest in him, although you did not agree that he was in control of his fate. Well, you must judge for yourself now. Here is Jim's last message to the world—a greyish piece of paper, on which he wrote simply, 'An awful thing has happened', and then, 'I must now at once...' Nothing more. I imagine he could not describe the true horror of what he saw. I can understand that. I also send you an old letter, which was found carefully put away in his desk. It is from his father, and Jim probably received it a few days before joining the Patna. The good old vicar writes four pages of fatherly advice and family news; the mother and daughters send all their love to their sailor son and brother. Jim never answered it, but he kept it lovingly all those years. Who knows what conversations his suffering soul had with those clear-eyed, ghostly figures, living their peaceful lives in that quiet corner of the world?

And in the rest of this letter I will tell you the end of Jim's story. It is a real adventure, romantic beyond the wildest dreams of his boyhood, but with an ending that seems in some way unavoidable. Something like this had to happen. I have found out almost all the details, but I wonder how Jim himself would tell the story. It is hard for me to believe that I shall never hear his voice again, or see his fresh, young, excited face.

About a year ago I arrived at Samarang, and went to visit Stein as usual. I was surprised and pleased to see Tamb'Itam, Jim's servant, at Stein's house, and hoped that perhaps Jim had come on a visit. But as soon as I met Stein, I realized something was wrong. The old man was looking miserable.

'Come and see the girl,' he said sadly. 'They arrived two days ago. It's terrible! Terrible! You must talk to her, make her forgive him. Young hearts do not forgive easily.' Refusing to say any more, he absolutely pushed me through a door.

I found myself in a large, cool room. The girl was sitting at a long table, resting her head on her arms. She opened her eyes and recognized me at once. I felt cold to the bone as I looked at her hard, sad face and her black, staring eyes.

'He has left me,' she said quietly. 'I wanted to die with him! But he refused! Ah, you men are unfaithful! What makes you so bad? I shall never cry for him! Not one tear! He could see my face, hear my voice! And he still went away from me! Driven by some evil thing he had heard or seen in his sleep...'

I was bitterly disappointed. 'You must forgive him,' I said. 'We all want forgiveness.' My voice sounded strange to me. Her frozen face did not change, and she made no sign as I left the room. I was glad to escape, and went to find Tamb'Itam, who told me as much of the story as he knew.

It all began with a man called Captain Brown, one of the most evil seamen in the Western Pacific. From Cape York to Eden Bay he was famous for cheating, robbing and murdering; he was a cruel, violent and proud man, with no idea of duty, conscience or honour. At this moment in his life he was also desperate, because he had not earned much from his recent adventures, and his men were hungry and tired. They had stolen a Spanish ship, and were sailing it across the Java Sea, towards the Indian Ocean, when suddenly Brown realized that Patusan would be a good place to get food and water. Perhaps he had heard of it, as a largish village up the river, or perhaps it was just a name on his map. Anyway, they left their ship at the mouth of the river, and took the ship's boat up to the trading-post. However, the headman of the fishing village at Batu Kring had managed to warn the Patusan people, who started firing their guns as soon as Brown's boat appeared. Brown angrily ordered his men to fire back; he had not been expecting a fight. He noticed the creek (which Jim had jumped over in his escape from the Rajah's men), and told his men to row into it. They landed, and climbed a small hill, which gave them a good view of the village and the Rajah's stockade. They cut down some trees to make their own stockade, and waited for the natives to attack, in the growing darkness.

The people of Patusan were frightened and confused. Their white lord was away in another part of the country, so it was Dain Waris who had ordered the shooting. Women and children left their homes and crowded into Jim's house, where Jewel was in control. She also kept the ammunition, while Jim was absent. Doramin, his son, Jewel, the Rajah's adviser Kassim, and all the local chiefs and headmen met in Jim's house to decide what to do. Jewel and Dain Waris wanted to drive away the white men, but Doramin only seemed interested in keeping his son safe. Kassim was playing a clever game, hoping that these white men would attack and defeat Doramin's men before Jim returned. Meanwhile he smiled and listened, pretending to offer the Rajah's help against the white men.

Part of Kassim's plan involved Cornelius, because he spoke English. So the next day Kassim and Cornelius went to talk to Brown in his stockade. Brown listened to these offers of help and began to feel more hopeful. He had come to Patusan just to steal food, but perhaps here was an opportunity for him. Perhaps he could take control of Patusan, and make himself a rich man. He would work with this white man they called Tuan Jim, for a while anyway—until it became necessary to kill him. This indeed was Cornelius's advice. 'You must kill him as soon as you can,' he said repeatedly. 'Then you can have everything!'

While this was happening, Dain Waris's canoes went silently down to an island at the mouth of the river. This was on Doramin's orders, in order to cut off Brown's escape route back to his ship, but also, I suspect, to keep his son out of harm's way. Kassim sent food to Brown and his men, but did not tell them about the canoes.

Later that day Brown saw from his stockade one of the villagers walking out of a house. He gave an order to one of his men, who fired a single shot. The native fell to the ground, dead. 'That's right!' cried Brown delightedly. 'Put the fear of sudden death in them!'

Darkness fell, and soon one of the white men decided to go back to the boat to get his pipe. When he reached the creek, there was a bang, and he cried out in pain, 'I've been hit!' Brown and the others listened to him dying slowly in the mud for several hours; they knew they could not help him.

At last it was morning, and Brown saw a group of Malays coming towards the creek, with a tall white man in the middle of them. Jim had returned to Patusan during the night, to the great happiness of the villagers, and was coming to talk to Brown. 'He'll come and order you to leave his people alone,' Cornelius had told Brown.

Soon Jim left the villagers behind and came on alone. Brown went down to the creek to meet him. He knew at once that he and Jim would never understand each other. Jim's clean white clothes, his honest eyes, and confident look made Brown hate him immediately. They spoke to each other, two men completely opposite in character, separated only by a muddy creek. Most of the time Jim listened, while Brown talked, choosing his words carefully. He knew nothing of Jim's past, but he was extremely clever at finding the weakest place in a man's soul, and, by an evil chance, he found his way to Jim's.

'You can't blame me for shooting that native last night!' he cried. 'If you have to save your own life in the dark, you don't care how many other people die, do you? I know I've done wrong in the past, but what about you? Why did you come and bury yourself here? You're no better than I am! Don't be a coward! There are two hundred of you to every one of us. Either come and fight us, or let us go!'

Jim's face was like thunder. Finally, after a long silence, he replied, 'Well, if you promise to leave the coast, we will let you go, and not fire on you unless you fire first.' He turned away.

The conversation was at an end, and Jim went back to the village to speak to Doramin and the headmen. Some of them were doubtful about allowing the white men to leave. 'They are cruel, evil robbers, who have killed one of us!' they cried. 'We should kill them!'

But Jim said gently, 'They have done evil things, certainly; but fortune has not been kind to them. Men can act badly sometimes, and still not be completely evil. It is best to let them go with their lives.' He paused, then went on, 'Have I ever given you bad advice? Trust me. I am ready to answer with my life for any harm that comes to you if the white men are allowed to go.'

All the headmen gave their opinion. Most of them simply said, 'We believe Tuan Jim. We will do what he advises.'

And so it was agreed. Brown and his men were allowed to leave the hill, get into their boat, and row out of the creek into the river.

That evening Jim sent Tamb'Itam down the river with a message for Dain Waris. 'Tell him that his men must not fire at the whites when they leave. That is the agreement here.'

'It is an important message,' said Tamb'Itam. 'Give me a sign for Dain Waris, so that he knows these words come from you.'

Ever since Jim came to Patusan, he had worn Stein's silver ring. Everyone knew the ring, as it had been Doramin's present to Stein long ago. Jim now took it off his finger and gave it to Tamb'Itam, as a sign for Dain Waris.

The next morning Jim stood outside the Rajah's stockade, watching Brown and his men leave Patusan, in a thick grey mist. But on board Brown's boat was the evil Cornelius, hiding under a sail. He was disappointed that Brown had not killed Jim, and he had decided to take his revenge in a different way. He had promised to show Brown another creek, which led to the small island further down the river, where Doramin's son and his men were waiting with their canoes. It was easy for Brown, who saw the chance to take revenge for his own misfortunes. Dain Waris and his men, with Tamb'Itam, were watching the bigger creek, and did not expect anyone to attack from the narrow creek behind them. When Brown's men fired their guns, several natives fell, including Dain Waris, who was shot through the head. The others ran away, screaming with fear. The white robbers were never seen again in Patusan, but it was known that their ship sank in the Indian Ocean a month later.

Cornelius also died, because Tamb'Itam saw him on the island and realized what he had done. The narrow creek was impossible to find without help from someone who knew it. Cornelius tried to escape, but Tamb'Itam killed him with his knife. This done, Tamb'Itam hurried back to his canoe, to take news of the disaster to his lord.

At first Jim was angry. He wanted to chase the robbers, and began to give orders about collecting men and boats, but Tamb'Itam hesitated.

'Forgive me, Tuan,' he said, ashamed, 'but it is not safe for me, your servant, to go among the people.'

Then Jim understood the awful truth. He had run away from one world, and now his new world, the one he had made with his own hands, was falling around him. He sat silently like a stone figure, while Tamb'Itam talked of fighting, and the girl talked of danger. Who can tell what thoughts passed through his head? I think it was then that he tried to write—to somebody—and could not finish the message. Loneliness was closing on him. People had trusted him with their lives, but they would never be able to understand him.

Meanwhile in the village there was great sadness, and anger, as the body of the chief's son was brought home by canoe. Doramin looked at his dead son, and slowly, very slowly, took Jim's silver ring off the cold, stiff hand. The crowd cried out in horror when they saw that well-known ring, and Doramin suddenly let out a great violent shout, deep from the chest, like a wounded animal—a cry of pain and anger. Then there was silence.

At about this time, Jim left his house and started walking towards the river. 'Time to finish this,' he said.

The girl followed him, calling out, 'Won't you fight?'

'There is nothing to fight for,' he replied.

'Won't you escape?' she cried again.

'There is no escape,' he said.

'So you are leaving? Don't you remember you promised you would never leave me?'

'Enough, poor girl,' he answered. 'If I stayed, I would not be worth having.'

She ran to him, and, crying bitterly, held him in her arms. 'I shall hold you like this! You are mine!'

Jim pulled himself away, looked into her face for a long moment, then ran to the water's edge. He jumped into a canoe, with Tamb'Itam, and as they moved away, the girl screamed, 'You are unfaithful!'

'Forgive me!' he cried.

'Never!' she called back. 'Never!'

When Jim arrived at Doramin's stockade, the crowd of crying, confused people separated, respectfully and fearfully, to allow him to enter. He walked slowly through them, right up to the old chief, who was sitting in his usual chair, with a gun on his knees. Doramin's wife was bending miserably over her son's body, which was covered with a sheet. Jim lifted the sheet to look at his dead friend, then dropped it without a word. He waited for a moment, then said gently, 'I am responsible. I come in sadness, with no weapon. I am ready.'

The heavy old man was helped up from his chair, and the silver ring, which Jim had worn so proudly, fell to the floor. With an expression of mad pain and anger on his face, Doramin stared at Jim standing stiffly in front of him. Then, looking him straight in the eyes, he lifted his gun and shot his son's friend through the chest. Jim looked proudly and bravely round at all the staring faces, then, with a hand over his lips, he fell forward, dead.

And that's the end. He disappears under a cloud, mysterious, forgotten, and much too romantic. Perhaps in that last, short moment he saw the face of his opportunity, waiting for him like an Eastern bride. He left the arms of a living woman who loved him, to marry the shadowy ghost of imagined honour and duty. Is he completely happy now, I wonder? We ought to know; he is one of us. Was I so very wrong, after all, to believe in him? Who knows? He is gone, and the poor girl is living a soundless, frozen life in Stein's house. Stein looks much older now, and is feeling his age. He often says he is 'preparing to leave all this', while he waves his hand sadly at his butterflies.



greyish adj. slightly grey 略带灰色的。

revenge n. punishing someone who has harmed you 复仇；报复。

stiff adj. not easily bent; rigid 僵硬的。


8．结局

说到这里，马洛停了下来，周围的人从椅子上站起来。虽然故事还没结束，大家似乎不想再听下去了。只有一个听众知道故事结局。那是两年多以后，他收到了一个装满手稿的包裹。他回到阴暗、多雨的英格兰，知道自己再也不会去东方，但这个包裹令他想到了远方艳阳下的大海，以及往昔的音容笑貌。他打开马洛的信，开始读起来。

*　　*　　*

我想你还记得吉姆吧。只有你似乎对他有兴趣，虽然你认为他并没有把握自己的命运。好了，现在你必须自己去评判。这里有吉姆留给这个世界的最后一个信息——一张泛灰的纸，他在上面只写着“一件可怕的事发生了”，接着是“我现在必须立即……”然后就什么都没了。我猜想他无法描述他所见到的真正让人恐惧的事。我可以理解。我还寄给你一封很久以前的信，它被小心地收在吉姆的抽屉里。信是他的父亲写的，吉姆可能是在上帕特纳号的前几天收到的。这位善良的老牧师写了四页，有父亲的忠告和家里的消息；母亲和几个女儿向他们当水手的儿子和兄弟送去了她们所有的爱。吉姆从未回信，但多年来他一直珍藏这封信。谁知道他受苦的灵魂与那些记忆中在世界宁静的角落中平静地生活着的、目光清澈的人有过怎样的对话呢？

我会在这封信接下来的部分告诉你吉姆故事的结局。这是一场真正的历险，比他儿时最疯狂的梦想更具传奇色彩，但在某种程度上，结局似乎是注定的。事情不得不那样发生。我弄清了几乎所有的细节，但我不知道如果让吉姆自己去讲这个故事，他会怎么讲。我很难相信我再也听不到他的声音，也看不到他充满朝气和激情的年轻面孔了。

大约一年以前，我到了三宝垄，照例去拜访斯坦。我在他家惊喜地见到了吉姆的仆人坦比坦，我以为或许吉姆也在。但我一见到斯坦，就意识到肯定出了什么事。这位老人看上去很悲痛。

“来看看这位女孩，”他伤心地说，“他们是两天前到的。糟糕，太糟糕了！你必须和她谈谈，让她原谅他。年轻人不容易宽恕别人。”他不想再说下去，只是推我进了一扇门。

我发现自己进了一个凉爽的大房间。女孩正坐在一张长桌旁，头枕在胳膊上。她睁开双眼，一眼就认出了我。我看着她冰冷、忧伤的脸和凝视着我的黑眼睛，我感觉冷到了骨头里。

“他离开了我，”她平静地说，“我想和他一起死！但他不同意！哈哈，你们男人都不守信用！你们为什么这么无情无义？我永远不会为他哭泣！我不会掉一滴眼泪！他可以看到我的脸，听到我的声音！而他还是离我而去了！他被睡梦中听到或看到的邪恶的东西驱赶着……”

我很失望。“你必须原谅他，”我说，“我们都希望得到宽容。”我觉得自己的声音有些奇怪。她的脸依然僵滞不动，我离开屋子时她也没有任何表示。我很高兴能脱身。我找到坦比坦，他把他知道的事都告诉了我。

所有这一切是由一个布朗船长引起的，他是西太平洋最邪恶的水手之一。从约克角到伊登湾，他因诈骗、抢掠和杀人而臭名昭著；他是个残酷、暴力、傲慢的人，根本没有责任感、良知与荣誉感。当时，他好几次行动都没有捞到多少钱，他的人马又饿又累，他很绝望。他们偷了一艘西班牙船，当时正穿过爪哇海，驶向印度洋，这时布朗突然想到帕图桑可能是一个寻找食物和水的好地方。他可能听说这里是河边一个比较大的村庄，也许他只是在地图上看到过这个名字。总之，他们把船停在河口，驾小船沿河而上到了贸易站。但巴都克灵渔村的头领向帕图桑的人报了信，布朗的船一出现，村民就开始射击。布朗愤怒地命令他的人开枪回击；他没料到会有冲突。他注意到那条小河（就是吉姆逃脱王公的手下追捕时跳过去的那条小河），让他的人划了过去。他们上了岸，爬上一座小山，看到了村庄和王公的寨子。他们砍下几棵树建造了自己的栅栏，随着暮色降临，等待着当地人回击。

帕图桑的村民既害怕，又不知所措。吉姆刚好不在，所以由戴恩·沃里斯指挥大家射击。妇女和孩子离开自己的家，挤在吉姆的屋子里，由宝石指挥。吉姆不在的时候，宝石还保管着弹药。多拉曼父子、宝石、王公的谋士卡桑，以及所有当地的头领都聚集在吉姆家共商对策。宝石和戴恩·沃里斯想把这些白人赶走，但多拉曼只求他儿子平安无事。卡桑则有一个阴险的打算，他指望这些白人在吉姆回来之前向多拉曼的人开战，并打败他们。他笑嘻嘻地听着，假意表示王公会帮忙对付这些白人。

卡桑的计划把科尼利厄斯包括在内，因为他会说英语。第二天卡桑和科尼利厄斯去布朗的驻地和他谈判。布朗听他们说要帮助他，希望大了起来。他来帕图桑原本只是为了偷取食物，但这或许还是他控制帕图桑，大发横财的一个机会。他愿意和被大家称作图安吉姆的白人共事一段时间——必要时再杀掉他。这实际上是科尼利厄斯的建议。“你能得手的时候必须立即杀掉他，”他反复说，“然后你就能拥有一切了！”

这些事情发生的同时，戴恩·沃里斯带领几只独木舟悄悄地沿河而下，来到河口处的一个岛上。这是多拉曼的命令，目的是截断布朗逃回船上的路线，但我猜测，也是为了确保他儿子远离伤害。卡桑送食物给布朗和他的手下，但没有提独木舟的事。

那天晚些时候，布朗在他的驻地看见一个村民从屋子里走出来。他命令手下开了一枪。村民倒地死了。“对！”布朗高兴地喊道，“把突然死亡的恐惧带到他们中间。”

暮色降临了，不久，一个白人决定回船上取他的烟斗。当他走到小河边时，只听“砰”的一声枪响，他痛苦地喊道：“我中弹了！”布朗和其他人听见他在泥巴里垂死挣扎了好几个小时；他们知道帮不了他。

终于到了早晨，布朗看见一群马来人向小河边走来，一个高大的白人走在他们中间。吉姆连夜回到了帕图桑，村民们无比高兴，他要和布朗谈判。“他会来命令你不要动他的人。”科尼利厄斯告诉过布朗。
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不一会儿，吉姆把村民留在身后，独自走过来。布朗沿着小河向他走去。他立即就知道，他和吉姆永远都不会相互理解。吉姆干净的白衣服、诚实的眼睛和自信的表情立即引起了布朗的憎恨。两个性格迥异的人隔着一条泥泞的小河交谈起来。大多数时候是吉姆在听，布朗字斟句酌地说。他对吉姆的过去一无所知，但他很善于发现一个人灵魂中的弱点，很不幸，他找到了对付吉姆的办法。

“你不能怪我昨晚开枪打死那个村民！”他喊道，“如果你不得不在黑暗中保住自己的命，就不会在乎会有多少人死掉，对吗？我知道我以前做过错事，但你呢？你为什么要藏在这里？你比我强不到哪儿去！别当个懦夫！你们的人是我们的两百倍之多。要么来和我们对阵，要么放我们走！”

吉姆脸色阴沉。他沉默良久，最后说：“好吧，如果你保证离开海岸，我们就放你们走，只要你们不先开火，我们就不动手。”说完他转身走了。

谈话结束了，吉姆回到村子与多拉曼和头领们商谈。有的人怀疑是否应该放这些白人走。“他们是残酷、邪恶的强盗，还杀了我们的一个人！”他们喊着，“我们应该杀了他们！”

但吉姆轻声说：“他们当然做过恶事；但他们并不走运。人有时会做坏事，但并不因此就完全是个坏人。最好放他们一条生路。”他停顿了一下，接着说，“我给过你们错误的建议吗？相信我。我愿意用性命担保，让这些白人离开不会伤害到你们。”

头领们各抒己见。多数人只说：“我们相信图安吉姆，他怎么说我们就怎么做。”

他们就这样达成了一致。布朗和他的人获准下山回到他们的小船上，从小河进入大河。

当晚，吉姆让坦比坦沿河而下给戴恩·沃里斯送个信。“告诉他，白人走的时候，让他的手下一定不要开枪。这是我们的协定。”

“这是一条重要消息，”坦比坦说，“让我带个信物给戴恩·沃里斯吧，好让他知道这是您的吩咐。”

吉姆自从来到帕图桑就一直带着斯坦给的银戒指。每个人都知道这枚戒指，它是多拉曼很久以前给斯坦的礼物。吉姆从手上摘下戒指，交给坦比坦，作为给戴恩·沃里斯的信物。

第二天早晨，吉姆站在王公寨子的栅栏外，看着布朗和他的人在灰色的浓雾中离开帕图桑。但心怀鬼胎的科尼利厄斯就在布朗的小船上，藏在船帆下面。布朗没有杀掉吉姆让科尼利厄斯感到失望，于是他决定换一种方式去报复。他答应为布朗指一条小河，它通往河流深处的小岛，多拉曼的儿子带着人在那儿的独木舟里埋伏。布朗对此自然是求之不得，他看到为自己复仇的机会来了。戴恩·沃里斯带着人和坦比坦一起守着这条河，谁也没有想到会有人从身后的小河攻打他们。布朗他们开了枪，好几个当地人倒下了，戴恩·沃里斯也倒下了，他的头部中了弹。剩下的人害怕地乱喊乱叫，纷纷落荒而逃。白人强盗再也没有在帕图桑出现，据说一个月后他们的船在印度洋沉没了。

科尼利厄斯也死了。坦比坦在岛上看见他，明白他做了些什么。如果没有知情人告密，谁都发现不了这条狭窄的河。科尼利厄斯想溜走，但坦比坦一刀杀了他。之后，坦比坦赶紧回到独木舟上，去向他的主人报告噩耗。

吉姆听后勃然大怒。他想追击这伙强盗，并下令汇集人手和船只，但坦比坦有些犹豫。

“原谅我，图安，”他惭愧地说，“但作为您的仆人，我现在去村民中间会有危险。”

这时吉姆意识到，这是一个可怕的事实。他从一个世界逃走，而现在他亲手创建的新的世界正在崩塌。他如同石像般默默地坐着，此时，坦比坦在说着打起来该如何，女孩则在谈论危险。谁知道吉姆在想些什么呢？我想他就是在这个时候写的那张纸条——他想写给某个人——但他却无法把这条消息写完。孤独感笼罩着他。人们把生命托付于他，却永远无法理解他。

与此同时，村子笼罩在悲痛和愤怒中，族长儿子的尸体被独木舟送了回来。多拉曼看着死去的儿子，慢慢地把吉姆的银戒指从儿子冰冷、僵硬的手指上脱下来。人们看到那枚熟悉的戒指，惊恐地叫了起来。多拉曼突然像一只受伤的动物一样爆发出一声大吼——那是悲痛和愤怒的哭喊。然后是一片沉默。

大约在这个时候，吉姆离开了他的屋子朝河边走去。“是结束这些的时候了。”他说。

女孩跟着他，喊着：“你不去开战吗？”

“没有理由开战。”他回答。

“你不逃走吗？”她又喊道。

“无路可逃了。”他说。

“那你要走了吗？你难道不记得你答应过永远都不离开我？”

“够了，可怜的女孩，”他回答说，“即便我留下来，也不值得你拥有了。”

她向他跑去，一边痛哭，一边抱住他，“我会这样搂着你！你是我的！”

吉姆挣脱开，注视着她好一会儿，然后跑向水边。他跳进一只独木舟和坦比坦离开了，女孩大声喊着：“你不守信用！”

“原谅我！”他大声说。

“我永远都不原谅你！”她回答，“永远都不！”

吉姆来到多拉曼的寨子，人们哭泣着，不知所措。他们分成两列，怀着敬畏让他进去。他慢慢地从人群中间走过，径直走到老族长面前，老族长还坐在他常坐的椅子上，膝上放着一把枪。多拉曼的妻子伤心地俯在儿子盖了白布的尸体上。吉姆把布揭开，看了看他死去的朋友，然后一言不发地放下来。过了一小会儿，他轻声说：“这件事是我的责任。我很难过，我来这里，没有带武器，我准备好了。”
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人们把肥胖的老人从椅子上扶起来，吉姆曾骄傲地戴在手上的那枚银戒指落到了地上。多拉曼盯着僵直地站在他面前的吉姆，脸上充满极端痛苦和愤怒的神情。然后，他直直地看着吉姆，举枪打向儿子的朋友的胸膛。吉姆骄傲、英勇地注视着周围所有凝视着他的面孔，然后，一只手捂着嘴，向前倒地死了。

这就是结局。他就这么神秘地消失了，被人忘却了，这或许过于浪漫。在最后短暂的一瞬间，他或许看清了他的机会，就像一位东方的新娘一样等着他。他离开了爱着他的、活着的女人，去和想象中的荣誉和责任的幽魂结合。我想知道，他现在得到幸福了吗？我们应当知道；因为他是我们中的一员。追根究底，我信任他难道错了吗？谁知道呢？他走了，而那个可怜的女孩在斯坦家里过着寡言少语、凝滞的生活。斯坦看上去老了很多，他也感到自己老了。他时常伤感地指着他的蝴蝶说，他“正在准备离开这一切”。


ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1．Read the story introduction on the first page of the book. What do you know now about Jim? Choose T (True) or F (False) for each of these sentences.

1) Jim is delighted to become a sailor. T/F

2) He is made captain of the Patna. T/F

3) He always does his duty as a brave man. T/F

4) No one believes in Jim after the accident. T/F

5) Later on, Jim tells his story to his friends. T/F

6) Jim goes to live in south-east Asia. T/F

2．Can you guess what happens to Jim in the story? Circle Y (Yes) or N (No) for each of these possibilities.

1) When the accident happens, Jim...

a) hesitates too long before giving an order. Y/N

b) saves himself first. Y/N

c) kills someone. Y/N

d) escapes from a ship that is about to sink. Y/N

e) leaves drowning men to die in the sea. Y/N

2) In the search for his lost honour, Jim...

a) discovers he is brave after all. Y/N

b) becomes even more disappointed with himself. Y/N

c) has a great adventure. Y/N

d) ends his life, friendless and unloved. Y/N

e) is considered a hero by all around him. Y/N


ACTIVITIES



While Reading

1．Read Chapter 1, and answer these questions.

1) Why was Jim popular in the Eastern ports?

2) Why do you think Jim didn't want people to know his other name?

3) Who called him Lord Jim?

4) What was Jim's family like?

5) What happened one stormy night on the training ship?

6) Where was the Patna going, and why?

7) What do you think happened to the Patna at the end of Chapter 1, and what do you think will happen next?

2．Read Chapters 2 and 3. Who said this, and to whom? Who or what were they talking about?

1) 'I didn't think of danger just then.'

2) 'Don't be too quick to judge him.'

3) 'We should put an end to this now.'

4) 'I won't let anyone call me names outside this court.'

5) 'It is—hell.'

6) 'Do you think you can?'

7) 'Nothing could save them!'

8) 'I'm going to get away.'

9) 'It seems you did.'

10) 'I'd jumped into an everlasting deep hole...'

3．Before you read Chapter 4, what do you think of Jim's actions so far? Think about or discuss these questions.

1) What was Jim guilty of?

2) Were there any good reasons for what he did?

3) Should he be punished? If so, how? If not, why not?

4) Was anyone else more at fault than Jim? If so, who, and how should they be punished?

5) Do you think Jim is brave, or cowardly, or a bit of both?

4．Read Chapters 4 and 5. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)? Rewrite the false sentences with the correct information.

1) The inquiry court decided not to punish Jim in any way.

2) A man called Chester offered Jim a job on a guano island.

3) Marlow promised Jim a job on his own ship.

4) Jim always left his job if the Patna was mentioned.

5) Stein was scornful of Jim's problem and refused to help.

6) In Jim's time, most people in the East knew Patusan well.

7) Stein sent Jim to Patusan as manager of his trading-post.

8) Marlow was not sure how Jim's character would develop.

9) Patusan was a safe place because of the Sultan's uncle, who controlled the area and who was kind to the local Malays.

10) Jim was planning to stay in Patusan for a very short time.

5．Read Chapters 6 and 7. Choose the best question-word for these questions, and then answer them.

Who/Why

1) ... was Jim happy with his work in Patusan?

2) ... were Rajah Allang, Doramin, and Sherif Ali?

3) ... was the first person in Patusan to believe in Jim?

4) ... was Jim delighted after the attack on Sherif Ali?

5) ... did Jim move into the house at the trading-post?

6) ... saved Jim from being attacked in his bed?

7) ... did local people talk about the discovery of a jewel?

8) ... did the girl speak privately to Marlow?

9) ... did Marlow warn Jim about?

10) ... did Jim feel he had to stay in Patusan?

6．Before you read Chapter 8 (The end of the story), can you guess what happens? Choose some of these ideas.

1) After a few years Jim returns to England and his family.

2) Jim lives to an honourable old age.

3) He meets a sudden, but honourable death.

4) He is killed by someone he thinks is a friend.

5) He leaves Jewel for another woman.

6) He does something shameful and cowardly.

7) Something happens that destroys the natives' trust in him.

7．Read Chapter 8, and answer these questions.

1) Why did Captain Brown go to Patusan?

2) What was Kassim's plan?

3) What was Cornelius's advice to Brown, and why?

4) Why did Jim allow Brown and his men to leave Patusan?

5) How and why did Cornelius die?

6) Why did Jim offer himself to Doramin for punishment?


ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1．Who's who? Match the characters to their descriptions, and then choose the opinion of Jim that best fits that character.


	Marlow	a successful German trader

	Stein	one of the young Sultan's uncles

	Chester	Cornelius's step-daughter

	Rajah Allang	the former trading-post manager

	Doramin	a West Australian trader

	Jewel	the storyteller

	Captain Brown	an old Malay friend of Stein's

	Cornelius	an evil seaman



1) 'He promised never to leave me, and now he's gone! He's strong, he's fearless, but he's unfaithful!'

2) 'I knew he was no good. Once a coward, always coward! Why didn't he take the job I offered him?'

3) 'Did he achieve greatness? I think he did, in the end. Was I right to believe in him? I still don't really know.'

4) 'Why did I ever trust the white man? My son is dead because of him. The Tuan has broken his promise to us and he must die!'

5) 'How I hate him! He's taken my job and the girl, and now he lives in my house! But I'll get my revenge on him in the end!'

6) 'Poor young man! He followed the dream, that's true, but where did it lead him? Such a waste of a life!'

7) 'I've got to be careful with Tuan Jim. He could attack me, and then I'd lose everything—my land, money, women, servants...'

8) 'I'm sure there's some dark secret in his past. Why else would he bury himself in a hole like this?'

2．Here is a newspaper report about the Patna. Put the parts of sentences in the right order, and join them with the linking words, to make a paragraph of five sentences. Start with number 4.

and / as / by / however / that / when / which

PATNA OFFICERS FOUND GUILTY

1) The Patna was sailing across the Indian Ocean to Mecca, with eight hundred passengers on board,

2) ______ fortunately all the passengers were rescued by a French ship.

3) This damaged it so badly

4) At the courthouse today the officers of the Patna were found guilty of forgetting their duty,

5) ______ knocked a hole in the metal wall of the ship.

6) ______, the Patna did not sink,

7) ______ there were not enough lifeboats for everyone on board,

8) ______ leaving the ship in a moment of danger.

9) ______ the officers were sure the Patna would sink.

10) ______ suddenly it hit something in the water,

11) they decided to save their own lives, and escaped in a small rowing-boat.

3．Jim went to see Stein to discuss the job in Patusan (see Chapter 5). What did they talk about? Complete Jim's side of their conversation.

STEIN: Well, young man, are you interested in this job?

JIM: ______

STEIN: There's no need to thank me. It's not an easy job I'm offering you. Patusan is a dangerous place, you know.

JIM: ______

STEIN: Of course I trust you. Marlow speaks very highly of you. Now, to business. Here is a letter for Cornelius.

JIM: ______

STEIN: Yes, it is. And he'll be angry with you for taking his job. So be careful of him—and also of Rajah Allang, one of the local leaders, who will probably try to kill you.

JIM: ______

STEIN: You're very confident! However, you may need help.

JIM: ______

STEIN: The best person would be Doramin, one of the Malay chiefs. If you show him this silver ring, he'll help you.

JIM: ______

STEIN: Oh yes, he'll know it—he gave it to me!

JIM: ______

STEIN: Yes, a good friend. We fought side by side in battle. I'm hoping things are all right in Patusan, but I've had no news for over a year. And I hear the river is closed...

JIM: ______

STEIN: I'm sure you will, young man. I'm sure you will.

4．What was the history of Stein's silver ring? Use these notes to describe why the ring passed from one owner to the next.

1) From Doramin to Stein many years earlier

2) From Stein to Jim before he left for Patusan

3) From Jim to Dain Waris (sent with a message carried by Tamb'Itam)

4) From Dain Waris's dead body, back to Doramin

5．What were the two messages that Jim never finished? Perhaps the first (see the end of Chapter 7) was to his family, and the second (see the beginning of Chapter 8) was to Marlow. Complete them with words from the story.

1) Tell them I am all ______. Tell them I am ______ and well, and doing ______ that I love and can be ______ of. Not a ______ goes by without my ______ about them, but I can never ______ now. My ______ is here, where I am needed, and ______, and respected. Tell them I am happy, if ______ means doing your ______ and making life ______ for other people.

2) An awful thing has happened. Because of my ______, Brown and his men have ______ Dain Waris and several other ______. I am to ______ for this, and I will have to pay the ______. There is no ______ for me. No one can ______ me now. I've had my ______, and my ______ is over. I must now, at once, go to Doramin's ______ and ______ myself to him. It is the ______ of everything.

6．Here are three things that Jim said at different points in the story. Can you explain what he was talking about? Try to use some of these words in your explanations.

conscience, coward, duty, faithful, forgive, guilty, hero, honour, respect, shame, soul, suffer, trust

1) 'Ah! What a chance I missed! My God! What a chance I missed!'

(Jim to Marlow, Chapter 3)

2) 'Well, now I know I am all right, anyway.'

(Jim to Marlow, Chapter 6)

3) 'If I stayed, I would not be worth having.'

(Jim to Jewel, Chapter 8)

7．Imagine that Jim had time to ask Marlow's advice after Dain Waris's death, in Chapter 8. Here are four possible pieces of advice from Marlow. Which plan do you think Marlow would have advised? Which would you have suggested? Why?

1) You're lucky enough to have a woman who loves you. Take her with you, and escape down the river. The villagers won't notice you've gone until it's too late to catch you. You and Jewel can start a new life together in another country...

2) You have most of the guns and ammunition in your house. Together, you, Jewel and Tamb'Itam can fight off any attack by the natives. They'll soon realize you are still in control. Stay in your house, and watch out for trouble!

3) You'll have to talk to Doramin, but make sure you have a gun in your hand when you visit him, and get Tamb'Itam to watch your back. Tell the old man you are deeply sorry about his son, but you are not to blame for his death. It was Cornelius who was responsible for the cowardly attack on Dain Waris and his men.

4) Tell Tamb'Itam to collect men and boats at once. Your only chance now is to chase and catch the robbers, then you can bring them back to Patusan, and Doramin can take his revenge on them personally.

8．Think about or discuss these questions, giving reasons for your opinions.

1) How can bravery and cowardice be measured? Which of Jim's actions were brave, in your opinion, and which were cowardly?

2) All his life Jim was very conscious of his duty. Which duty do you think should come first?

· to your country

· to your family and friends

· to your own ideas of honour

· to society's ideas of honour

· to your boyfriend/girlfriend/husband/wife
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内容简介

埃克斯莫尔的所有居民都对杜恩家族的人又恨又怕。当杜恩家族的人从杜恩山谷里骑马出来，在当地的农庄打家劫舍时，没人能阻挡他们。他们生性野蛮、体格强健，任何试图反抗他们的人很快便会招致杀身之祸。例如约翰·里德的父亲就是在骑马从集市回家的途中被他们所杀害。在那个没有法制的时代，只有国王的士兵们才能惩戒杜恩家族的人。但国王远在伦敦，而且他自己还有一身麻烦事。

约翰渐渐长大了，他在农庄上辛勤劳作，梦想着能替父报仇。但有一天，他遇见了洛娜·杜恩。她正是他梦寐以求的女孩——温柔、美丽、可爱——约翰情不自禁爱上了她。

可他怎么能娶仇人杜恩家的女孩呢？更何况还有个卡弗·杜恩——杜恩家族中最邪恶、最危险的人物——也在盘算着娶洛娜为妻……


LORNA DOONE

The Doones are hated and feared all over Exmoor. When they ride out from Doone valley to steal and rob from the local farms, no one can stop them. They are wild, strong men, and anyone who tries to fight them will soon be murdered. Like John Ridd's father, shot down while riding home from market. And in these lawless days only the King's soldiers can punish the Doones, but the King is far away in London and has troubles of his own.




As John grows up, he works hard on the farm and dreams of revenge for his father's death. But one day he meets Lorna Doone. She is the girl of his dreams — gentle, beautiful, loving — and John loses his heart to her.




But how can he marry a girl from the hated Doone family? And then there is Carver Doone, the most evil and dangerous of all the Doones, who plans to marry Lorna himself...
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Lorna Doone




1
The end of school days

I am John Ridd, a farmer of the village of Oare in Somerset, and I have a story to tell you. It is about some things that happened to me in my younger days.

On the 29th November 1673, when I was twelve years old, John Fry, a worker from our family's farm, came to collect me from my school at Tiverton. He rode his horse up to the gate, leading my own little horse behind him. He was two weeks early, so I knew something was wrong.

'What are you doing here, John?' I asked him. 'It's not the holidays yet.'

He would not look at me. 'Oh, I know that, young Master Ridd. But your mother has saved the best apples, and cooked some wonderful cakes — all for you.'

'And Father? How is Father?' I said. It was usually Father who came to collect me, and it was strange that John Fry hadn't said anything about him.

'Oh, he's very busy on the farm just now,' he said. But John wasn't his usual self, and I knew this was a lie.

When I had packed my bags and said goodbye to my friends, I got on my horse and we started the journey home.

It was a long journey from Tiverton to Oare, and in places the road was very bad. John Fry would still not tell me why he had come to collect me, or answer my questions about Father. He looked unhappy about something, but I tried to hope for the best, as boys always do.

On the hill at the end of Dulverton town, we saw a big coach with six horses. In the front seat of the coach sat a foreign-looking woman, and next to her was a little dark-haired girl. I could see from the girl's soft skin that she was from a rich family, and I felt too shy to look at her more than once. She didn't look at me at all. Opposite them sat a very beautiful lady, in fashionable clothes, and next to her was a little boy, who was about two or three years old. The woman in the front, I thought, must be the servant of the family. I always remembered the family afterwards, because I had never seen people who were so grand, and so rich.

After Dulverton, the road got worse and worse, and soon we came into a very dangerous part of the country. This was Exmoor, a place of high, wild hills and deep valleys, and on Exmoor lived a family of robbers called the Doones. Everyone was afraid of them. They had robbed and murdered on Exmoor for many years, and had grown very strong. Now it was getting dark, and a fog was coming down. It was just the kind of night when the Doones would be out — and we were coming near to the path that they always used.

I wanted to ride fast, and cross the Doone path as quickly as possible, but John Fry knew better.

'Go slowly and quietly,' he said, 'if you want to see your home again.'

But when we came to the valley where the Doone path was, we heard the sound of horses.

'Hide!' said John, and we rode our horses off the path, and hid. But I wanted to look at the Doones, and went up onto a hill above the path. From there I saw a frightening sight.

Below me, moving quietly, were thirty horsemen. They were heavy, strong men, like all the Doones, and they were dressed for battle, carrying guns. Tied to their horses were all the things they had stolen. Some had sheep or other animals. But one man had a child across his horse — a little girl. She had on a very expensive dress, and I thought it was probably for this that the Doones had stolen her. I could not see whether she was alive or dead, but the sight of that child made me sad, and angry.

When we got home to the farm, my father did not come out to meet us, not even when the dogs ran up and made a lot of noise. 'Perhaps he has visitors,' I thought, 'and is too busy to come out.' But really I knew this was not true. I went away and hid. I didn't want anyone to tell me anything. I heard my mother and sister crying when they came out to find me, but I could not look at them.

Later they told me everything: my father had been killed. He had been murdered by the Doones.

It happened on his way back from the market at Porlock, on a Saturday evening. He was riding with six other farmers, and the Doones stopped them and asked them for their money. The other farmers passed their money over at once, but my father was brave. He rode at them, waving his long stick above his head. He managed to hit quite a few heads, but one Doone was waiting at the side of the road with a gun, and shot him.

*　　*　　*

Although we knew it was the Doones who had killed my father, it was useless even to ask the local judges or law officers to do anything about it. They were afraid of the robbers, too — or were even helping them. The Doones did almost anything they wanted on Exmoor.

They were not local people. They came from the north of England, where their leader, Sir Ensor Doone, had been a rich man, with a lot of land. But he argued with his cousin, the Earl of Lorne, who had even more land, and because of the trouble he caused, the King took away nearly everything that Sir Ensor owned. A proud, angry man, Sir Ensor refused to make peace with his cousin, and without his land and farms he became very poor. Then he found that people who had once been happy to know him now turned away from him.

After this, Sir Ensor lived his life outside the law. With his wife and family and a few servants, he looked all over the country for a place to live, where no one would know him, and he could start again. He chose Exmoor, where few people live, and found the perfect place to build a new home.

This was the place we now call Doone valley. It is a green valley far from any town, surrounded by steep, rocky mountains. At first Sir Ensor lived peacefully, and the local people were friendly, even bringing him presents of food. But as his sons grew older, they did not want to work as farmers, and they began to take whatever they needed from the local farms and villages. They carried off farmers' daughters to be their wives and give them sons, and so over the years the Doone family became bigger and bigger.

They began as robbers, but robbery had quickly led to violence and murder. The people of Exmoor were too afraid to fight back because the Doones were big, strong men and excellent fighters, and now only soldiers could hope to break into their valley and defeat them.

So there was no punishment for my father's murderer. We buried him quietly, and my mother was left without a husband, to manage our farm and take care of her three children. We were too young to be of much help to her yet. I was the oldest, then there was Annie, two years younger than me, then little Lizzie.

For a while, I wanted revenge. I was strong, and growing stronger every day. But my mother always calmed me down when I talked of revenge. She did not want to lose me too, and I used to worry about what would happen to her and my sisters if I were killed. We tried to get on with our lives, but we missed my father terribly. Sometimes my mother and Annie would remember him and cry, and sometimes John Fry saw me with tears in my eyes — which I said was because of the cold wind. Lizzie, though she was the cleverest of us all, was too young to really understand what had happened.

So the months passed. I learnt how to shoot with my father's gun, and I worked hard on the farm to help my mother.



master n. a title prefixed to the name of a boy 小主人；少爷

fashionable adj. characteristic of or influenced by a current popular trend or style 流行的；入时的

shoot v. kill or wound (a person or animal) with a bullet or arrow 射死；射伤

argue v. exchange diverging or opposite views heatedly 争吵；争执

earl n. a man with a high social rank 伯爵

surround v. be all around, encircle 环绕

carry off take away by force 抢夺

break into enter forcibly 强行闯入

violence n. behaviour involving physical force intended to hurt, damage, or kill 暴力行为

manage v. be in charge of; run 管理；经营

revenge n. something one does to punish someone who has done some injury or wrong 复仇

calm somebody down make somebody tranquil or quiet 使冷静下来


1．校园生活的结束

我叫约翰·里德，是萨默塞特郡奥尔村的一名农夫，我有个故事要讲给你听。那是年轻时发生在我身上的一些事。
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1673年11月29日，当时我十二岁，我家农庄上的一名工人约翰·弗赖伊来蒂弗顿我就读的学校接我。他骑马来到校门口，身后牵着我的小马。他比以往提前了两周，所以我意识到肯定出了什么问题。

“你到这儿来干吗，约翰？”我问他，“还没放假呢。”

他不愿与我对视：“哦，这我知道，里德少爷。不过你妈妈给你留了些最好的苹果，还做了很好吃的蛋糕——全都是给你的。”

“那父亲呢？父亲还好吗？”我问。平时一般都是父亲来接我的，但奇怪的是，约翰·弗赖伊对他只字未提。

“哦，他正在农庄上忙着呢，”约翰说。可他跟平时不太一样，我知道他在撒谎。

我收拾好行装，跟朋友们告别后，便骑上马，跟约翰一起踏上了回家的路。

从蒂弗顿到奥尔村路途遥远，有几段路面还很糟糕。约翰·弗赖伊还是不肯告诉我为什么来接我的人是他，也不肯回答同父亲有关的问题。他似乎为什么事而闷闷不乐，但我仍尽量往好的方面想，就像小男孩们通常所做的那样。
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在达尔弗顿镇尽头的那座山上，我们看见了一辆六匹马拉的车。马车前座上坐着一个外国人模样的女子，她身边是个黑发小姑娘。从小姑娘柔嫩的皮肤能看出她出身富贵家庭，但我却害羞得不敢多看她一眼。而她根本就没有看我。她们对面坐着一位容貌出众、衣着入时的夫人，身边是个约摸两三岁光景的小男孩。我猜想坐在前座的女子一定是这家的仆人。此后我时常想起这一家人，因为我从没见过如此高贵富有的人家。

过了达尔弗顿，路况越发糟糕了，我们很快便来到了乡下最危险的一个地区。这里就是埃克斯莫尔，一个由高耸的荒山和深谷围成的地方。这儿居住着以抢劫为生的杜恩家族，所有人都对他们心怀恐惧。他们多年来一直在埃克斯莫尔劫掠、杀人，逐渐成了气候。天色正慢慢变暗，雾气也弥漫起来。这样的夜晚正是杜恩家族通常出来活动的时间——而我们正在接近他们平时出没的那条路。

我想骑快些，好尽快穿过杜恩路，但约翰·弗赖伊比我更有经验。

“慢慢走，别出声，”他说，“要是你还想见到自己家的话。”

但当我们来到杜恩路所在的山谷时，却听见了马蹄声。

“快躲起来！”约翰说道，我们骑马走下小路躲藏起来。但我想看看杜恩家族的人，于是便爬上了能俯视小路的一座小山。在那里，我看见了可怕的一幕。

我身下的小路上，三十名骑马的人正静悄悄地前行。跟所有杜恩家族的人一样，他们身材魁梧强壮；他们身披战衣，携带着枪支。马上捆着他们打劫的所有战利品，有的人还牵着绵羊和其他一些家畜。但其中一人的马背上却横放着一个小孩——一个小姑娘。她衣着华贵，我想这很可能就是杜恩家族的人将她抢来的原因。我看不清她是否还活着，但眼前这情形让我既难过又愤怒。

当我们回到农庄的家中时，父亲没出来迎接我们，就连那几条狗跑上前来汪汪乱叫时也不见他的踪影。“也许他有客人，”我想，“忙得没工夫出来了。”但其实我明白事实并非如此。我离开众人躲了起来，不希望任何人告诉我任何事。当母亲和姐姐出来找我时，我听见了她们的哭泣声，但却无法抬眼看她们。

后来，她们把一切都告诉了我：父亲被杀害了。他被杜恩家族的人给杀了。

那是一个星期六的晚上，父亲在从帕洛克的集市回来的路上遭遇了不测。他当时和另外六名农夫骑马同行，被杜恩家族的人拦路抢劫。其他农夫立刻将自己的钱交了出去，但我父亲很勇敢。他在头顶上空挥舞着自己的长棍子，骑着马朝对方冲了过去。他击中了好几个人的头，但杜恩家族有一个人端着枪守候在路边，开枪将他射死了。

*　　*　　*

虽然我们知道杀害父亲的是杜恩家族的人，但即使请求本地法官或检察长采取行动也毫无用处。他们也害怕那些强盗——有时甚至会成为强盗的帮凶。杜恩家族的人在埃克斯莫尔几乎为所欲为。

他们不是本地人。他们来自英格兰北部，其首领恩索尔·杜恩爵士曾是那里的富翁，拥有良田千顷。但恩索尔爵士跟拥有更多田产的堂兄洛恩伯爵发生了争执，而正因为他引起了纷争和事端，国王下令剥夺他的财产，使他变得几乎一无所有。高傲而愤怒的恩索尔爵士拒绝同堂兄和解，而失去了田产和农庄后，他变得一贫如洗。接着，他发现曾与他交好的人们如今对他唯恐避之不及。

此后，恩索尔爵士过上了目无法纪的生活。他带着妻子、家人和几名仆人找遍全国，寻觅一个没有人认识他的地方定居，以便从头开始。他选择了人烟稀少的埃克斯莫尔，并在这里找到了一处绝好的地方来建设新家园。

这就是现在被我们称作杜恩山谷的地方。这是个远离市镇、葱葱郁郁的山谷，群山环绕，山势陡峭，岩山林立。刚开始，恩索尔爵士过着平静的生活，当地人都很友善，甚至还馈赠给他食物。但他的儿子们长大后却都不愿当农夫，并且开始从当地的农庄和村落中抢劫他们所需的一切物品。他们强抢农家女为妻，为他们生儿育女。如此经年累月，杜恩家族日渐壮大了。

他们一开始只是抢劫，但抢劫很快就演变成暴行和杀戮。埃克斯莫尔的居民不敢反击，因为杜恩家族的人身材魁梧壮硕，擅长打斗。到如今，可能只有士兵有希望闯进山谷将他们打败。

因此，杀害我父亲的凶手没有得到任何惩罚。我们默默地将他埋葬了，而失去了丈夫的母亲得承担起经营农庄和照顾三个孩子的责任。那时我们还太小，帮不上什么忙。我是三个孩子中的老大，其次是小我两岁的安妮，最小的是莉齐。

曾有一段时间，我想替父报仇。我体格强健，而且一天比一天强壮。但当我提到报仇的事时，母亲总是让我冷静下来。她不想再失去我，而我则担心万一自己被杀，母亲和妹妹们将会怎么样。我们设法继续生活下去，但都非常思念父亲。有时妈妈和安妮会想起他而哭起来；有时约翰·弗赖伊会看见我眼中噙着泪水——我会说这是让冷风给吹的。莉齐虽然是我们中最聪明的一个，但她还太小，无法真正明白究竟发生了什么事。

日子就这样一天天过去了。我用父亲的枪学会了如何射击，同时帮着母亲在农庄上辛勤劳作。


2
A boy and a girl

Saint Valentine's Day, 1675, was the day that changed my life for ever, though I did not know it then.

I was fourteen. My mother had been ill and was not eating very well, so I went out to find something that she liked — good, fresh fish, caught from clear water.

I went first along the Lynn river that runs through our valley, then I turned into Bagworthy Water. Though I knew that this river led to Doone valley, I did not think about it. I went on catching fish and moving up the river, then suddenly found myself standing at the bottom of the cliffs outside Doone valley.

In front of me was a waterfall, a steep hill of smooth, fast-moving water. It was a wild, lonely place, surrounded by tall trees, and it was already getting late. I knew I should turn for home — but I also wanted very much to see what was at the top of that waterfall. It looked a dangerous climb, but if I did not climb it, I would always remember that I was too frightened to do it.

So I climbed.

The water beat against my legs, once knocking me down so that I nearly drowned, but I pulled myself up and went on. When I reached the top at last, my arms and legs were aching and my feet were cut by the rocks. I fell in the grass, exhausted.

When I opened my eyes, for a few seconds I didn't know where I was. But, kneeling beside me, touching my face with a leaf, was a very young girl.

'Oh, I'm so glad,' she whispered softly, as I sat up and looked at her. 'Now you'll try to be better, won't you?'

I had never heard as sweet a sound as this girl's voice, nor seen anything as beautiful as the large dark eyes that watched me, full of care and wonder. I stared at her without speaking, noticing her long, shining black hair.

'What is your name?' she said, 'and how did you get here, and what have you got in your bag?'

'They're fish for my mother,' I said. 'Very special fish. But I'll give you some, if you like.'

'Dear me — you re so proud of them, when they're only fish! But look at your feet — they're bleeding. Let me tie something round them for you.'

'Oh, I'm not worried about them,' I said bravely. 'My name's John Ridd. What's your name?'

'Lorna Doone,' she answered, in a soft voice, and looked down at the grass. She seemed afraid of her own name. 'Lorna Doone. Didn't you know?'

I stood up and touched her hand, and tried to make her look at me, but she turned away. I felt sorry for her — and even more sorry when she started to cry.

'Don't cry,' I said. 'I'm sure you've never done any harm. I'll give you all my fish, Lorna, and catch some more for my mother.'

But she looked so sad, with the tears running down her face, that my heart ached for her and I gave her a kiss. At once my face turned red — here was I, just a simple farmer's boy, but she, though young, was clearly a lady and far above me.

She turned her head away, and I felt I should go. But I couldn't. She turned back to look at me.

'You must go,' she said. 'They will kill us if they find us together. You have found a way up into the valley, which they could never believe. You must go now, but when your feet are better, you can come and tell me how they are.' She smiled at me, and I could see that she liked me.

We talked for a while longer, but then a shout came down the valley. Lorna's face changed from playfulness to fear. We whispered our goodbyes, then Lorna ran away from me and lay in the grass, pretending to be asleep. I hid behind some rocks, and saw twelve cruel-looking men come walking down the valley, looking for Lorna. One of them — the biggest of them all, a man with a long black beard — found her. 'Here she is,' he said. 'Here's our little Queen.' He picked her up and kissed her so hard that I heard him. Then he put her on his shoulders, and carried her away. But as she went up the valley on the back of this frightening man, Lorna turned and secretly held up her hand to me.

Now I had to find a way out of the valley and get home. I almost broke my neck several times, climbing down the mountain, and I did not get home until long after dark. My mother was angry with me, but I would not say where I had been.

After my adventure, I thought a lot about the strange little girl I had met in Doone valley. But I never really imagined I would go back to the valley again. So after a while I thought less about her, and got on with my work on the farm.



exhausted adj. completely tired 精疲力竭的


2．少年偶遇

1675年的圣瓦伦廷节是改变了我人生的一天，虽然我当时并没有意识到这一点。

当时我十四岁。母亲病了一场，胃口不太好，于是我出门去找一些合她胃口的东西——从清水里抓来的新鲜可口的鱼。

我先沿着穿过村庄的林恩河往前走，然后转向巴格沃思河。虽然我明知道这条河流往杜恩山谷，却没有多想。我顺河而上边走边抓鱼，过了一会儿却猛然发现自己站在了杜恩山谷外的峭壁下。
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在我面前悬着一道瀑布，一挂平滑迅疾的水流从陡坡上倾泻下来。这里荒凉僻静，四面环绕着高大的树木。夜幕已开始渐渐降临。我知道自己该掉头回家了——但我也很想看看瀑布顶上是怎样一番光景。看样子要爬上去很危险，但要是我不这么做，肯定会一直为自己的怯懦而耿耿于怀。

于是我开始往上爬。

水击打着我的双腿，有一次还将我掀翻下去，差点淹死。但我奋力站起身，继续往上爬。当我终于爬到山顶时，四肢阵阵酸痛，双脚已被岩石划破。我精疲力竭地倒在草地上。

当我睁开双眼时，一时间竟不知自己身在何方。但此时有个小女孩正跪在我身边，用一片树叶拂动着我的脸庞。

“哦，我真高兴，”我坐起身望着她的时候，她柔声低语道，“现在你会努力让自己好起来的，对吧？”

我从没听过像这个小女孩的嗓音这般甜美的声音，也从没见过如此美丽的黑色的大眼睛。这双眼睛正关切而好奇地注视着我。我一言不发地凝望着她，注意到了她那头乌黑闪亮的长发。

“你叫什么名字？”她问，“你怎么到这儿来的？你的袋子里装的是什么？”

“那是给我妈妈的鱼，”我说，“是种很特别的鱼。不过如果你喜欢，我可以给你几条。”

“天哪——不过是些鱼，值得你这么为它们感到骄傲！再看看你的脚——它们在流血！让我给你包扎一下吧。”

“哦，我可不担心我的脚，”我勇敢地说，“我叫约翰·里德。你叫什么名字？”

“洛娜·杜恩，”她轻声答道，低下头望着草地。她似乎害怕说出自己的名字。“洛娜·杜恩。难道你没听说过吗？”

我站起身碰了碰她的手，试着让她抬起头看我，但她扭开了身子。我为她感到难过——而当她开始哭泣时，我就愈发难过了。

“别哭，”我说，“我相信你从没干过什么坏事。我把所有的鱼都给你，洛娜，我会替我妈妈另外捉几条的。”

但她神情悲切，泪水不断地从脸颊上淌落下来，让我不免为之心疼。我吻了她一下，脸立刻涨得通红——我只是个普通农夫的儿子，而她虽然还年幼，却显然是个淑女，地位远在我之上。

她扭过头去。我觉得自己该走了，却欲行又止。她转过身望着我。

“你必须走了，”她说，“要是他们发现咱俩在一起，会杀了我们的。你竟然找到了一条进入山谷的路，他们怎么也不会相信的。你现在必须马上离开，不过等你的脚好些以后，可以来告诉我它们恢复得怎么样了。”她冲我浅浅一笑，我能看出她很喜欢我。

我们又聊了一会儿，突然从山谷下传来一声呼喊。洛娜活泼的脸立刻变得惊惶不安。我们低声道了别，洛娜从我身边跑开，躺到草地上假装睡着了。我躲在一堆岩石后，看见十二名凶神恶煞的男人沿着山谷走过来寻找洛娜。其中一人——那个最强壮的、蓄着黑色长胡子的家伙——找到了她。“她在这儿，”他说，“我们的小女王在这儿。”他将她抱起来，使劲亲了一下，那动静大得连我都听见了。然后他把她驮上肩头带走了。当那个可怕的男人驮着她走进山谷时，洛娜转过头悄悄冲我扬起了手。

现在我得想办法走出山谷回家去。下山的时候，我有好几次都差点摔断脖子；直到天色很晚了，我才回到了家。尽管妈妈对我很生气，我还是不肯说出自己究竟去了哪里。

那次冒险后，我曾多次想起在杜恩山谷里遇见的那个陌生的小女孩，但我从没真想过要重返山谷。因此，过了一阵子，我对她思念稍减，继续在农庄干活。


3
Back to Doone valley

The months and the years went by, and I grew very tall and strong, as my father had been. By the time I had finished growing, I was bigger than any man on Exmoor, and could pick up John Fry with one hand and hold him in the air — until he begged me to put him down.

My sister Annie grew more and more beautiful every year, with her wide blue eyes and soft brown hair. She was so kind and so gentle that everyone loved to be with her, and it is easy to understand why my mother's cousin, Tom Faggus, fell in love with her.

Tom Faggus was someone that our family was both proud and ashamed of. For a time he was one of the most famous robbers in England, and people still tell the stories of his adventures all over the country. He had been an honest farmer once, but a rich man had used the law to steal his farm, and after that Tom took his revenge on all rich men he met on the roads. Perhaps that was why he was so popular with the people, as he stole only from the rich, gave generously to the poor and the sick, and never hurt anyone in his life.

While I was still a boy, he came to our farm one day, asking my mother for food and a bed for the night. At first my mother told him to go away, fearing that we children would learn bad ways from him, but in the end she agreed.

'You may be a bad man in some ways,' she said to him, 'but there are far worse than you. So come and sit by the fire, and eat whatever we can give you.'

Tom always had a smile and a good word for everybody, and was great fun to be with. All the time he was with us, I saw Annie looking at him very kindly, and over the years we had many more visits from him.

As for Lizzie, I never thought anyone would fall in love with her! She was small and thin, and perhaps a little too clever — you never knew what she was going to say next. But I should not talk in this way about my own sister.

My mother didn't seem to grow any older, and was still pretty, and as good-hearted as ever. She had never forgotten my father, and as the years went by, she still sometimes cried for him.

In all this time, if I thought of Lorna Doone at all, it was only as a kind of dream. And the Doone men went on robbing and killing, just as they pleased.

Then one Christmas, when I was twenty-one, my Uncle Ben was robbed by the Doones on his way across Exmoor. He had been coming to visit us, and when he didn't arrive, my mother sent me out to look for him. I found him on a high, lonely path, tied on to his horse with his nose to its tail. He was very angry, and wanted revenge on the Doones. He asked me to show him where they lived, so that he could learn the best way to attack them 'when the time was right'. So a day or two later I took him up into the mountains that looked down on the valley.

I had not been back this way since I was fourteen, and on the way, I thought of the girl I had met in this valley — of her lovely dark eyes, her sweet smile, her sadness... and her loneliness.

At the top of a steep cliff, we looked down into the long, green Doone valley. At either end was a narrow gap in the mountain walls. At the further end was the waterfall which I had climbed seven years before, and at the other was what we called the Doone-gate. This was two rocky cliffs facing each other, with only a narrow path between them. It was like the gate of a castle, and it seemed impossible to break into the valley. But Uncle Ben saw a way.

'Do you see how you could attack them?' he said. 'If you put big guns along the cliffs on both sides, and fired down into the valley, you could defeat the Doones in half an hour.'

But I was not listening to him. I was looking across to the waterfall end of the valley, and a little figure in white walking there, someone who walked with a very light step. My heart began to beat more quickly, and the blood came to my face. In seven years I had half-forgotten her, and she would never remember me, I thought. But at that moment, once and for all, I saw my future in front of me: Lorna Doone.

On the way home I was quiet, and Uncle Ben asked me many times what was wrong with me. But I could not tell him. The truth was, I had decided to go back into Doone valley.

I waited until Saint Valentine's day — the exact day when I had first entered the valley. Again, I followed the river, and again I climbed the waterfall. Although I was seven years older, the climb was not easy. When I got to the top, I looked around me carefully.

In the early spring sunshine, the valley was beautiful. As I looked at the stream and the fields of grass on either side of it, I forgot about any dangers — and then I heard someone singing, in a beautiful voice. At first I hid behind a rock, but when I looked out, I saw the lovely sight of Lorna Doone coming towards me, along by the side of the stream. Her beauty frightened me. How could I — only a farmer — talk to her? But something seemed to pull at me and I came out from behind the rock.

At first, she turned to run away, not knowing who I was, but then I said, 'Lorna Doone!' and she seemed to remember me. A smile broke out on her face.

'I'm John Ridd,' I said, 'the boy who gave you those beautiful fish, seven years ago today.'

'Oh, yes — the boy who was so frightened that he hid behind those rocks. I remember.'

'And do you remember how kind you were, and how you wanted to help me? And then you went away, riding on a big man's shoulders, and pretending you had never seen me. But you looked back and waved at me.'

'Oh, yes. I remember everything, because it isn't often I see anybody, except — I mean... Well, I just remember, that's all. But don't you remember, sir, how dangerous this place is?'

But I couldn't answer her. She had kept her eyes on me all the time — large eyes, of a softness and brightness and beauty that took my breath away. I felt love taking hold of me — a love too deep and too strong for words. How could I explain feelings that I did not really understand myself?

She turned her eyes away from me. 'I don't think you can possibly know, John Ridd, the dangers of this place, or what its people are like.'

I could see that she herself was very frightened. She was trembling, from fear that someone might see me while I was there, and hurt me. To tell the truth, I also grew afraid, and thought I had better go and say no more, until the next time I came.

I touched her white hand softly. 'Don't be afraid,' I said. 'I'll go now, but I'll come again soon, and bring you some fresh eggs from our farm.'

She reminded me again of the danger. 'But,' she went on, 'it seems that you still remember your secret way in,' and she smiled at me kindly.



fall in love with to start to love someone or something very much 爱上

have a good word for somebody to praise somebody 替某人美言几句

face v. be positioned with the face or front towards or in a specific direction 面对

defeat v. win a victory over 打败

to tell the truth to be frank 说实话


3．重返杜恩山谷

日复一日，年复一年，我渐渐长得十分高大强壮，就像父亲当年那样。等到我长成型时，比埃克斯莫尔所有的男人都魁梧。我能单手托起约翰·弗赖伊，并把他举到空中——直到他哀求我将他放下。

我的妹妹安妮长着一双蓝色的大眼睛和一头柔软的褐色头发，出落得一年比一年美丽。她为人温柔善良，人人都喜欢跟她在一起。这就不难理解为什么母亲的表弟汤姆·费格斯会爱上她了。

汤姆·费格斯是个让我们家人既自豪又惭愧的人物。他曾一度是英格兰地区最出名的强盗之一，至今人们仍在讲述他在全国各地冒险的故事。他原本是一名老实巴交的农夫，但一个有钱人钻了法律的空子夺取了他的农庄，此后汤姆就开始向他遇到的所有有钱人进行报复。这也许就是他为何如此受欢迎的原因：他劫富济贫，而且一生从未伤害过任何人。

当我还是小孩子的时候，有一天他来到了我们的农庄，请求母亲给他些食物，并让他留宿一夜。起初，母亲决意赶他走，担心我们这些孩子会被他带坏，但最终她还是同意他留下了。
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“你在某些方面也许是个坏人，”她对他说，“但还有人比你坏得多。还是过来坐在火炉边上吧，随便吃点我们能给你的东西。”

汤姆总是面带微笑，对每个人都赞美有加，跟他在一起很有意思。他跟我们在一起时，我总是看见安妮非常温柔地望着他，而这些年来，他来做客的次数越发频繁了。

说到莉齐，我从来没想过会有人爱上她！她身材瘦小，而且或许还聪明得有些过头了——你永远也不知道她下一句话会说什么。但我不该这么说自己的妹妹。

母亲似乎一点都没变老，仍然同过去一样漂亮、善良。她从没忘记过父亲，虽然这么多年过去了，她有时仍会为他哭泣。

一直以来，就算我曾想起过洛娜·杜恩，也只不过像是一场梦。而杜恩家族的人则继续随心所欲地抢劫和杀戮。

我二十一岁那年的圣诞节，本叔叔在穿过埃克斯莫尔的路上遇到杜恩家族的打劫。他原本是要来我家做客，却一直没到，于是母亲便派我出去找他。我在一条地势较高的偏僻小路上找到了他，他鼻子贴着马尾巴被绑在马背上。他怒火冲天，想找杜恩家族的人报仇。他让我把杜恩家族的老巢指给他看，以便一旦“时机成熟”，能有最好的方法去袭击他们。于是一两天后，我带着他爬上了能俯瞰山谷的那条山脉。

十四岁以后，我就再没走过这条路。路上，我想起了曾在这个山谷里遇见的那个女孩——想起她可爱的黑眼睛、甜美的微笑、淡淡的忧伤……和孤寂。

我们站在陡峭的悬崖顶上，俯瞰脚下狭长葱郁的杜恩山谷。山谷的两端各有一道狭窄的缺口。较远的那头是我七年前曾攀登过的瀑布，而另一头则是被我们称为杜恩大门的地方。那里有两道石崖相对而立，中间只有一条狭窄的小路，就像城堡的大门，要想闯进山谷似乎是不可能的。但本叔叔看出了一条途径。

“你看出该如何袭击他们了吗？”他问道，“只要沿着两侧的悬崖架设大炮朝山谷里开火，就能在半小时内把杜恩家族打败。”

但我没听进去。我正望向山谷尽头的瀑布。那里有个身穿白衣的娇小身影在走动，脚步十分轻盈。我的心跳开始加速，血液升腾到脸庞上。七年来，我差不多已将她遗忘了，而且我想她也绝不会记得我。但就在那一刻，我终于看到了自己的未来：那就是洛娜·杜恩。
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在回家的路上，我一言不发。本叔叔多次问起我究竟怎么了，我却无法如实相告。事实上，我已决定要重返杜恩山谷。

我一直等到圣瓦伦廷节——这一天正好是我当年第一次进山谷的日子。我再次沿着河流前行，攀上了瀑布。虽然我比当年长大了七岁，要爬上去仍然不太容易。我爬上瀑布顶端后，小心地环顾四周。

在早春阳光的照耀下，山谷里景色秀美。我望着溪流和两岸的草地，忘记了所有的危险——接着，我听见有人在用美妙的歌喉吟唱。起初我躲到了一块岩石后，但当我探出头张望时，看见可爱的洛娜·杜恩正沿着岸边朝我走过来。她的美貌令我心惊。我——一名普普通通的农夫——怎么配跟她说话呢？但冥冥中似乎有人牵着我，我从岩石后走了出来。

一开始，她不知道我是谁，掉头便跑。我连忙喊了一声：“洛娜·杜恩！”她似乎记起了我，脸上霎时露出了微笑。

“我是约翰·里德，”我说，“那个在七年前的今天给你那些漂亮的鱼的男孩。”

“哦，没错——那个吓得躲到那堆岩石后头的男孩。我想起来了。”

“那你还记不记得你当时有多善良、多想帮助我？然后你假装从没看见过我，坐在一个大个子男人的肩膀上离开了。但你当时向后看了看，还冲我挥了挥手。”

“哦，是的。我全都记得，因为我很少见到生人，除了——我是说……呃，反正我还记得，没别的。可是，先生，难道你不记得这个地方有多危险了吗？”

我无法回答她的问题。她一直望着我——那双明亮的大眼睛温柔而美丽，让我透不过气来。我感到爱情将我紧紧抓住——这种爱如此深切和强烈，简直无法用言语来形容。我怎么能解释连自己都无法真正理解的感情呢？

她将目光从我身上移开：“约翰·里德，我想你不可能知道这里有多危险，这里的人究竟是怎样一副嘴脸。”

我能看出她十分恐慌。她一直瑟瑟发抖，生怕有人看见我在这儿并加害于我。说实话，我也渐渐害怕起来，觉得自己最好还是什么都别说了，先离开这里，等下次来再说。

我轻抚了一下她白皙的手。“别害怕，”我说，“我这就走。但我很快会再来，还会从我家农庄给你带一些新鲜鸡蛋来。”

她再次提醒我当心危险。“但是，”她接着说，“看样子你还记得进山谷的秘密通道，”说完她冲我温柔地笑了笑。


4
Lorna's story

I went home with my head in the clouds, and my heart on fire with love. All that week I could not stop thinking about Lorna, and I did my work on the farm in a dream. Soon, I went to see her again.

This time when she saw me, she came quickly towards me. 'Mr Ridd, are you mad?' she said. 'There are men on guard all round the valley. We must hide at once.' She took my hand and led me to her secret place, which was a kind of room hidden in the rock of the mountain. It was a green, peaceful place, open to the sky above, but the only way into it was through a narrow entrance in a cave.

I gave her the eggs I had brought her as a present, and at this she began to cry.

'What have I done?' I asked.

'It's nothing you've done,' she said. 'It's just a sadness that I feel when I see anything from the world outside — and you've been very kind, and I'm not used to kindness.'

I wanted to put my arms around her, and kiss her, but I knew this would be wrong. So I sat and listened, and I think this made her like me more, because she began to tell me her life story. She told me everything — everything except what her feelings were towards John Ridd.

'Only two people ever listen to me, or try to help me,' she began. 'One is my grandfather, Sir Ensor Doone, and the other is my uncle, a clever man, whom they call the Counsellor. My grandfather is a very old and very hard man — except with me. He seems to know what is right and wrong, but not to want to think about it. And the Counsellor smiles a lot and talks about what is right and good — but he never does a good thing himself.'

'My Aunt Sabina used to take care of me, and she taught me very carefully. She was a good person, honest and kind, and when she died, it was like losing a mother. Now there is only one woman I can talk to — Gwenny, my servant. She is my closest friend.'

'I don't remember my father, but they say he was the eldest son of Sir Ensor Doone, and the bravest and best of them all. They say, because of that, that I am their "Queen".'

'I dream of a world outside this one, Mr Ridd — a world of peace. This valley is green and beautiful, but all around me is violence and robbery, and stupid behaviour. I can't come down to their level. I can't forget myself and live like them. And strange questions come to me, that they can never answer. When I try to think about the past, about my early childhood, I can't remember anything. I want to know what I am, and why I am in this place. I suppose you think that's strange. Perhaps people who are happy and at peace don't need to ask questions like those.'

Here, Lorna began to cry again. I could think of nothing to say, but I dried her eyes for her.

'Mr Ridd, I am ashamed and angry at myself for talking so much, like this. But you, who have a mother who loves you, and sisters, and a quiet home, can't tell how lonely it is to live as I do.'

'I have this secret place to come to, because I begged them for it. Only grandfather and the Counsellor come here — and sometimes Carver, the Counsellor's son. No one in the valley is as strong or brave as him. But he is not like his father. He is rough and violent, always quick to be angry, and will listen to no opinion except his own. There is talk of him wanting to marry me, but I would rather die than marry Carver Doone.'

'Now you see how unhappy I am here. I would escape, and go anywhere, but I know it would hurt my grandfather.'

This was too much for Lorna, and she couldn't tell me any more. She broke down and cried. I talked to her gently and kindly until she began to worry again about the danger I was in. I said I would come back and see her again, but she made me promise not to come back for another month — so that I would not add to her problems with fears about me. During that time, we agreed that if she were in any danger, she would put a dark coat over a white rock, near her secret room. I would be able to see this from a hill above the valley, and then I would come.



with one's head in the clouds full of idealistic dreams; out of touch with reality 想入非非地

dream of v. think of something that you would like to happen 向往；梦想

rough adj. not gentle; violent or boisterous 粗鲁的

escape v. break free from confinement or control 逃走


4．洛娜的故事

我心中燃烧着爱的烈火，想入非非地回到了家。整整那一周，我都无法停止对洛娜的思念，像梦游一般在农庄上劳作。很快，我又去见她了。

这一次她看见我时，飞快地朝我走了过来。“里德先生，你疯了吗？”她说，“山谷周围全都有人站岗，我们必须马上躲起来。”她拉着我的手，将我带到她的秘密藏身之处。那是隐藏在山上岩石间的一小块地方。那里树阴浓密，十分幽静，抬头就能看见天空，而唯一的通道就是山洞的一条狭窄的入口。

我将带来的鸡蛋作为礼物送给了她，她看到这情形立刻哭了起来。

“我做错什么了吗？”我问。

“跟你没关系，”她说，“只是当我看见来自外面世界的东西时，就会有一种悲伤的感觉——而你又一直对我这么好，我不太习惯有人对我好。”

我想伸出双臂拥她入怀、亲吻她，但我知道这样做是不对的，于是便坐下来听她说话。我想这样让她更喜欢我了，因为她开始给我讲述她的故事。她把一切都告诉了我——除了她对约翰·里德的感觉。

“只有两个人会听我说话，会尽量帮助我，”她娓娓道来，“一个是我的祖父恩索尔·杜恩爵士，另一个是我的叔父，他是个聪明人，大家都叫他亲王。我祖父是个年迈而且极难相处的人——对我例外。他似乎知道何为善恶对错，但却不愿去想。亲王则总是笑呵呵的，喜欢高谈阔论何为正义善良——但自己却从不干什么好事。”

“萨比娜阿姨过去时常照顾我，还非常用心地教导我。她是个好人，为人诚实善良。她过世的时候，我难过得像失去了生母。现在我只能跟一个女人说话了——那就是格温妮，我的女仆。她是我最亲密的朋友。”

“我对我父亲没什么印象，但听他们说，我父亲是思索尔·杜恩爵士的大儿子，也是他最勇敢、最出色的儿子。他们说，正因为如此，我就是他们的‘女王’。”

“我向往着一个不同于这里的世界，里德先生——一个祥和的世界。这片山谷青翠美丽，但我身边却充斥着暴力、抢劫和愚蠢的行为。我不能沦落到他们那种地步。我不能迷失自我，像他们那样生活。而且我会想出一些他们永远也无法回答的怪问题。每当我试图回忆过去、回忆自己的孩提时代时，我总是什么都想不起来。我想知道自己是什么人、为什么会在这里。我想你一定觉得这很奇怪。也许快乐平和的人不需要问这种问题。”
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说到这儿，洛娜又开始哭泣了。我不知道该说什么才好，只能为她擦干眼泪。

“里德先生，真是惭愧，我唠唠叨叨说了这么多话，真有点气我自己。但你有疼爱你的母亲，有妹妹们，还有一个安宁的家，你无法了解像我这样生活有多么孤寂。”

“我向他们苦苦哀求，才得以来到这个隐秘的地方。只有祖父和亲王会来这儿——亲王的儿子卡弗偶尔也会来。山谷里没人比他更强壮勇猛。但他并不像他的父亲。他粗暴易怒、一意孤行。有传言说他想娶我，但我宁死也不愿嫁给卡弗·杜恩。”

“现在你明白我在这儿有多么不开心了吧。我可以逃走，到别的地方去，但我知道这样会伤祖父的心。”

这些话极大地触动了洛娜的伤心处，她已经无法继续对我讲下去了。她情绪失控，哭了起来。我温柔而亲切地安抚着她，直到她再次为我身处险境担忧起来。我说会再回来看她，但她要我保证一个月内不再来——免得她除了自己的烦恼外，还要为我担心。那一次，我们约定如果她遇到什么危险，就在她的秘密山洞附近的一块白色岩石上放一件深色外套。我能从山谷上面的小山上看见这外套，然后就会赶过来。


5
To London

But I was not able to see Lorna again as soon as I had hoped. Before the month had passed, I was called away from home, in a very strange and unexpected way.

One afternoon, as I was outside the house feeding the horses, a stranger rode up to our gate and shouted at me. He was a tough-looking, hard-faced man, about forty years old, with small, quick eyes, and he was dressed very differently from the way we dress in Exmoor. He said he was looking for Plover's Barrows farm, and a man called John Ridd. When I told him he had found them both, he introduced himself as Jeremy Stickles, a servant of the King, and he gave me a letter. I looked at him in alarm, but he said there was nothing in the letter to worry me.

At the top of the letter, my name was written in large letters. I read:




TO JOHN RIDD:

This letter is to order you to appear before the King's judges in London, and tell them anything you know about some matters which may be harmful to the King and the country.




Jeremy Stickles seemed very pleased by my fear and surprise at the letter, but he said again that no one was going to hurt me. All I had to do was tell the truth.

When my mother read the letter, she became very worried and began to cry. She wondered how the King had heard of me, and what he wanted to do with me. But Mr Stickles, who wasn't really as hard as he seemed, explained everything carefully to her. He told her that the King only knew of me because the stories of my great size and strength had reached even London. He had heard I was a good man, and thought I could help him, that was all.

This made my mother feel better, but I was very unhappy. I was thinking of Lorna. How could I tell her I was going away? I had promised not to go back to the valley for a month, and that was still a few days away. But how terrible it would be if she came to look for me at the end of the month, and I was not there! I would have to break my promise and go before the agreed time.

Mr Stickles was happy to stay at the farm for one or two days, to try our good Exmoor food. So I used the time to look for Lorna. But I saw nothing of her in the valley, and no signal that she needed me. There was nothing else I could do. Mr Stickles wanted to go, and I had to leave for London without seeing her.

*　　*　　*

A journey to London was both long and dangerous in those days, because of all the robbers on the roads. As I said goodbye to my mother and sisters and took my last look at the farmhouse, I felt very miserable. But Jeremy Stickles was a good companion. As we rode, he told me many amusing stories of London life, and we became the best of friends.

I did not like London. It was a crowded, dirty place, not at all like Exmoor — and, even worse, I had to wait more than two months before the King's judges were ready to see me. There was a lot of trouble in London at that time, with arguments between the King and the City of London. Nobody had time to talk to John Ridd, but I was not allowed to leave and go home. At last, I was called to see Judge Jeffreys.

Jeremy Stickles had told me about Judge Jeffreys. He was the King's chief judge, and there were terrible stories about him. He became very angry if anyone argued with him, and he had sent many of the King's enemies to their deaths.

In the room I walked into, there were three men sitting on high seats, and they were dressed in very rich clothes. In front of each of them was a desk, with pen and paper. The man in the middle seemed to be the most important. He was a big, heavy man, with a square chin and a kind of fire in his eyes. He was a man that almost anyone would be afraid of. This was certainly Judge Jeffreys.

He gave me a terrible stare, and asked me who I was and where I came from. When I had told him, he said: 'Well done, John Ridd. You have answered me without fear. I remember this matter now. I will ask you some questions.' He looked at me more closely. 'In Exmoor,' he said, 'there is a family of robbers. Is that true?'

I told him it was.

'And why isn't your local judge doing anything about them?'

'I suppose he's afraid, my Lord. The robbers are very strong, and their valley is hard to attack.'

'But they must still answer to the law!' Judge Jeffreys said. 'What's the name of these people, and how many of them are there?'

'They are the Doones, and we think there are about forty men in the valley.'

'I will do something about these thieves,' he said. 'Perhaps I will come down to the west myself.' But then he stared hard at me again, and asked: 'Is there any sign, in Exmoor, of any dislike of the King?'

'No, my Lord. We don't know much about him.'

'That's a good answer,' he laughed. 'But the King knows he has enemies in the country. I see you know nothing about them, though. You're a good man, John Ridd. Keep out of trouble. Keep away from the King's enemies, and from the Doones as well, and you will be safe. I was going to use you as a spy, but I see you're too honest. I will send someone else. But never tell anyone what I've said to you.' Here he stared at me very angrily, but when he saw he had frightened me enough, he smiled again. 'Now go home, John. I will remember you — and I don't think you will forget me.'

I had no money left to hire a horse for the journey back to Exmoor, so I had to walk the whole way. It took me seven days, and I was very glad to get home again.



alarm n. anxious or frightened awareness of danger 忧虑；惊恐

signal n. a gesture, action, or sound conveying information or an instruction 信号

companion n. a person with whom one spends time 同伴

amusing adj. causing somebody to laugh or smile; entertaining 好笑的；有趣的

keep away from to avoid going somewhere or seeing somebody 离……远点


5．伦敦之行

但是，我没能像预期中那么快与洛娜再次相见。一个月的时间还没过去，我就被人莫名其妙地从家里叫走了。

有一天下午，我正在屋外喂马，一个陌生人骑马来到我家大门口，冲着我大喊。那人长着一张冷酷刻板的脸，约摸四十岁上下，小眼珠转得飞快，衣着打扮跟埃克斯莫尔居民迥然不同。他说自己正在找普罗沃斯巴若斯农庄和一个名叫约翰·里德的人。当我告诉他二者都近在眼前时，他自我介绍说，他叫杰里米·斯蒂克尔斯，是国王的仆人。接着，他递给我一封信。我惶恐地望着他，但他说信中没什么会让我担忧的事。

信纸顶端用很大的字体写着我的名字。信上写道：




致约翰·里德：

此信命令你前往伦敦拜见国王的法官们，并向他们如实禀报你所知道的可能对国王和国家不利的事。




看到我读信时所表现出的恐惧和惊讶，杰里米·斯蒂克尔斯似乎感到很满意，但他重申没人会伤害我，我所需要做的只是说出真相。

当母亲读到这封信时，她担心得哭了起来。她很想知道国王是如何得知我的存在的，以及他想把我怎么样。但斯蒂克尔斯先生其实没有看上去那么刻板，他仔细地向母亲解释了一切。他告诉她，国王之所以知道我的存在，只是因为关于我体型庞大、力气过人的传闻已经传到了伦敦。国王听说我是个好人，觉得我能帮助他，就这么简单。

这一席话让母亲感觉好些了，但我却闷闷不乐。我在想洛娜。我如何才能将自己要走的消息告诉她呢？我向她保证过一个月之内不会回到山谷，而现在离一个月的期限还有几天。可万一她在这个月底来找我，而我却不在那儿，那该有多糟糕啊！我只能不守承诺，在约定期限前到那儿去了。

斯蒂克尔斯先生很高兴能在农庄呆上一两天，尝尝我们埃克斯莫尔的美食。于是我便利用这段时间来寻找洛娜。但我在山谷中没见到她的半点身影，也没见到她需要我帮助时用的信号。我无计可施。斯蒂克尔斯先生想上路了，而我只好在没见到洛娜的情况下前往伦敦。

*　　*　　*

在那个年代，去往伦敦的路途遥远而危险，因为沿途不时有强盗出没。我同母亲和妹妹们告别，最后看了一眼农庄的房子，心里非常难受。幸好杰里米·斯蒂克尔斯是个不错的旅伴。我们一路骑马前行，他给我讲了很多关于伦敦生活的趣闻，我们成了最好的朋友。

我并不喜欢伦敦。那是个拥挤而肮脏的地方，跟埃克斯莫尔截然不同——而更糟糕的是，我还得再等两个多月国王的法官们才能接见我。当时伦敦一片混乱，国王和伦敦市民之间纠纷不断。没有人有空搭理约翰·里德，而我也没获准离开伦敦回家。最终，杰弗里斯法官召见了我。

杰里米·斯蒂克尔斯给我描述过杰弗里斯法官。他是国王的首席法官，有不少关于他的令人心惊胆颤的传闻。要是有人胆敢同他争论，他就会暴跳如雷。他还曾经把国王的许多敌人送上了断头台。
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我走进了一个房间，里面有三位衣着华贵的人坐在高高的椅子上，每人面前都有一张书桌，上面摆放着纸笔。中间那人看样子是最重要的人物。那是一位身材高大壮硕的男子，方下巴、目光如炬，几乎人人见了他都会惧怕三分。这位一定是杰弗里斯法官。

他严厉地瞪了我一眼，询问我的身份和籍贯。我回答完后，他说：“很好，约翰·里德，你回答我的问题时毫不畏惧。我现在想起来了。我要问你几个问题，”他紧紧逼视着我。“在埃克斯莫尔，”他问道，“有一个强盗家族，这是真的吗？”

我告诉他的确如此。

“那为什么你们当地的法官没对他们采取任何行动？”

“我想是因为他害怕那些强盗，法官大人。那些强盗势力非常强大，而且他们的山谷也很难攻破。”

“但他们还是得接受法律的制裁！”杰弗里斯法官说，“这些人叫什么名字，总共有多少人？”

“他们姓杜恩，估计山谷里有四十人左右。”

“我会对这些盗贼采取行动的，”他说，“也许我会亲自到西部去一趟。”但紧接着，他又使劲盯着我，问道：“在埃克斯莫尔有没有对国王不满的迹象？”

“没有，法官大人。我们对国王知道的不多。”

“回答得很好，”他笑着说，“但国王知道他在国内有敌人。不过我看出你对他们一无所知。你是个好人，约翰·里德，别给自己惹麻烦。离国王的敌人们远点，也离杜恩家族远点，这样你就安全了。我原本想让你做一名间谍，但看得出你为人太实在了。我会另外派人去的。不过永远别把我说的话告诉任何人。”说到这里，他恶狠狠地瞪着我；但当他看出他已经把我吓得够呛时，又笑了。“好了，回家去吧，约翰。我会记住你的——而且我想你也不会忘记我的。”

我已经没有余钱雇马回埃克斯莫尔，所以只能一路走回去。我走了整整七天，十分庆幸能再次回到家中。


6
Lorna's new troubles

When I arrived at the farm, Mother held me tightly and cried for half an hour. I gave everyone all the presents I had bought for them in London, but of course what I wanted to do most of all was find Lorna, and see how she was. I wanted to tell Mother all about her, but the thought of my father's murder by the Doones stopped me. There was little chance that Lorna would love me, so why should I worry my mother about it?

As soon as I could, I went to Doone valley — but, there, I could not believe my bad luck. When I looked from the cliff top, I saw Lorna's sign — her coat on a white rock! She had needed me, and now perhaps I was too late to help her.

I climbed round the outer cliffs to the waterfall, and was soon looking down towards the green fields of the valley. I stood and waited — not caring, now, if anyone saw me — and then at last a little figure came towards me.

I could see she was frightened, so I went towards her slowly.

'Miss Lorna, I saw your sign on the white rock, that you needed me.'

'Oh, yes, but that was a long time ago — two months or more, sir,' and she looked away. She looked so sad that I thought everything was over between us, and tried to turn away and go. But when she saw that I was hurt and ashamed, she ran towards me and took my hands.

'Oh John, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to hurt you,' she said. How happy I was, to hear her call me ' John'! Then she led me away to her secret room, through the cave in the mountain. Since it was partly open to the sky, plants and flowers were able to grow there, and now, in the late summer, it was beautiful.

She could not look at me at first, but when she did, I could see that she had been crying.

'My grandfather is not well,' she said. 'And now Carver Doone and his evil father, the Counsellor, have more control over the Doones. They want me to marry Carver. Not immediately — I am only seventeen. But they want me to give my promise, in front of my grandfather, that I will marry Carver. They say it's for the peace of the Doones. That's why I left the signal out for you, Mr Ridd. They wanted to force me, but my grandfather would not let them. They won't do it — at least while grandfather is alive. But they're watching me, and following me, and I can't go where I want any more. Gwenny is helping me. If she wasn't, I couldn't even be here, talking to you. But perhaps even you don't care about me any more.'

Her eyes filled with tears, and I quickly explained about my journey to London. I told her how much I had missed her and how I had worried about her all this time. Then I showed her the present I had brought her from London — a ring with blue and white stones. At first she cried even more, and then came and sat so close to me that I began to tremble. Then I picked up her hand and, while I was pretending to look at its beauty and softness, put the ring on her finger.

'Oh, Mr Ridd!' she said, her face going red. 'I thought you were much too honest and simple ever to do something like this! No wonder, you are good at catching fish. But no, John, you have not caught me yet, not completely, though I like you very much — and if you will only keep away, out of danger, I will like you even more.'

With tears still in her eyes, which seemed to come partly from wanting to love me as much as I loved her, she kissed my head. Then she gently took my ring off her finger, and, kissing it three times, gave it back to me. 'John, I cannot take it now,' she said. 'It would not be right. I will try to love you dearly — as dearly as you could wish. Keep the ring for me until then. Something tells me I will earn it — very soon.'

This time, I promised Lorna that I would not come back to see her for two months. If Carver or the Counsellor became violent towards her, she would signal me as before. Two months was a long time to wait, but because of what she had said to me, I was happy.

Very soon after that I told my sister Annie about Lorna. I knew she would keep my secret, and it was good to be able to talk to her about my troubles. Then she gave me a surprise. Tom Faggus had asked her to marry him, and she had agreed. But although Mother liked Tom, we both knew she would not like her daughter to marry him! And how would she feel about me wanting to marry Lorna Doone? We promised to help each other, if we could.

*　　*　　*

On the very first day after the agreed two months, I went to find Lorna. But this time when I got to the top of the waterfall, she was not there.

I waited for hours, but she didn't come. Then I saw something that made me afraid for her. While I was hiding behind a tree, a big man appeared, walking lazily down the valley. He wore a wide hat, a dark jacket and tall boots, and he carried a gun over his shoulder. As he came closer, I could see his face clearly, and there was something in it that turned me cold, with a kind of horror. It was a face that never smiled — and in his eyes was only cruelty. I did not doubt that this was Carver Doone.

And this was the man, I thought angrily, who planned to marry Lorna. He had no idea I was there, but I almost hoped he would discover me. If we could fight hand to hand, a fight between us would be fair, as he was the only man I knew who was near my size. But I knew it would be a mistake to fight Carver. Whether I won or lost, the Doones would learn about me, and I would never see Lorna again.

When, by the evening, Lorna had still not appeared, I went home. I went back to the valley every day for two weeks, but never saw Lorna. I saw Carver Doone again, though, walking with his gun round the top of the valley, and that worried me. I was sure that Lorna was in danger; I would go into Doone valley and find her.

This time, I decided to go by the Doone-gate. It was a dangerous route, but I knew it would be useful to know how the Doones defended the main entrance to their valley.

At night the Doone-gate, with its tall black cliffs and sharp rocks, was a frightening place. There were no guards outside, and very quietly and carefully, I entered the narrow, dark path between the cliffs. Soon I saw a light shining round a corner of the cliff and, staying close to the rock wall, I stepped carefully up to the corner and looked round it.

Two guards were sitting by the light, with their guns on the ground beside them. Here, the cliffs widened out into broken, rocky ground, with deep shadows between the rocks. The guards were clearly not expecting an attack, and were drinking and talking. I stood and watched, and while I was wondering what to do, they began to argue, and then to fight. This gave me my chance. I went slowly along the cliff wall, and then moved quickly into the shadows of the open rocky ground. The guards were so busy with their fight that they did not see or hear me, and I was soon past them and going down the hillside into Doone valley.

Lorna had told me that her grandfather's house was the first one after the gate. So, carefully and quietly, I went towards it and stood below one of the windows. I could not shout or call out because there were other guards around the small village, but luck was with me that night. Lorna came to the window, opened it, and looked out up at the night sky. I whispered her name. She jumped in alarm, but then looked down and saw who I was.

'John!' she said. 'Oh, John, you must be mad!'

'I was going mad, because I didn't know what had happened to you. But you knew I would come.'

'I hoped you would! But do you see they have put these bars across my window?' She put her hand out through them, and I took it and kissed it, and then held both her hands in mine.

'Oh, John, you'll make me cry,' she said, though I could see she had already been crying. 'We can never be together. Why should I make you unhappy? Try to forget me.'

'Never,' I said. 'If we want to belong to one another, Lorna, no one can stop us — only God, if he wishes it. Now tell me, why have you been kept in prison here?'

'My grandfather is very ill now. I am afraid he won't live long. The Counsellor and his son are the masters of the valley. They want me here where they can see me, so that I can't escape from Carver; and Gwenny is not allowed to move about now, so I couldn't send you a message, or signal you. You must watch this house day and night, John, if you wish to save me. There is nothing they wouldn't do, if my poor grandfather — Oh, I can't think only of myself, when I should think of him.'

'How can I leave you even one more night here, Lorna?' I said.

'You must, John,' she said. 'You're so brave, but I love you too much to let you stay any longer. Yes, it's true! But I cannot leave my grandfather while he is dying. So, if you love me, John, you must go.'

'I'll go for now. But when I hear that your grandfather has died, I will come and get you out of here. If I promise to take you safely away, will you come with me?'

'Yes,' she said. 'Of course I will.'

So now I took her hand in mine again, and put my ring on her finger. I had kept it in my pocket since the day I had first brought it to her. This time she kept it, though she cried and held my hand tightly.

'Oh, John. This can never, never be!' she said.



watch v. keep under careful or protective observation 监视

shadow n. a dark area or shape produced by a body coming between light rays and a surface 黑影

belong to be the property of 属于

keep in prison keep somebody somewhere by force 关押

for now used when something is not happening at the present time but may change in the future 暂时；目前


6．洛娜的新麻烦

我回到农庄后，母亲紧紧抱着我哭了半个小时。我把在伦敦给大家买的礼物送给他们，不过当然，我最想做的还是找到洛娜，看看她是否安好。我想把关于她的一切都告诉母亲，但一想到父亲是被杜恩家族的人杀害的，我就没说出口。洛娜几乎不可能会爱上我，那又何必让母亲为此担心呢？

我尽快赶去了杜恩山谷——但我简直不敢相信自己的运气竟然这么差。当我从悬崖顶上望下去时，看见了洛娜的信号——她搭在一块白色岩石上的外套！她曾经需要我的帮助，而现在或许我来得太晚没法帮她了。

我攀过外围的悬崖来到瀑布前，很快便俯瞰到了山谷中的绿野。我站在那里等待着——此刻我毫不在意是否会被人看见——终于，一个小小的身影朝我走了过来。

我能看出她很害怕，便慢慢朝她走过去。

“洛娜小姐，我看见了你放在白色岩石上向我求助的标志。”

“哦，没错，但那已经是很久以前的事了——两个月或者更久以前吧，先生。”她将目光移开。她的表情如此悲伤，让我觉得我们之间的一切都完了，我想要转身离去。但当她看见我伤心、羞愧难当时，又跑上前来抓住了我的手。

“哦，约翰，对不起。我不是故意要伤害你的，”她说。听到她叫我“约翰”，我心里是多么高兴啊！接着，她带我穿过山洞来到她的秘密所在。因为那里能见到一些阳光，因而花木得以繁茂。现在时值夏末，风景很美。

一开始，她不愿看着我；但当她望向我时，我能看出她之前一直在哭。

“我祖父的身体不太好，”她说，“而现在卡弗·杜恩和他邪恶的父亲——就是亲王——对杜恩家族的控制力更强了。他们要我嫁给卡弗，倒不是现在——我才十七岁。但他们想让我在祖父的面前发誓将来嫁给卡弗。他们说这么做是为了维持杜恩家族的和平。正因为如此，我给你留下了信号，里德先生。他们想强迫我，但祖父不允许。他们没法得逞——至少在祖父活着的时候没法如愿。但他们一直在监视我、跟踪我，我再也没法随意走动了。多亏了格温妮帮我，要不然我甚至不能到这儿跟你说话。但也许连你也不再关心我了。”

她的眼中噙满泪水，我赶忙解释了自己的伦敦之行。我告诉她在这段时间里，我有多么思念她、多么担心她。接着，我给她看了从伦敦带给她的礼物——一枚用蓝白两色石头镶嵌而成的戒指。一开始，她哭得更厉害了，然后，她走过来紧挨着我坐下，我不由自主微微颤抖起来。我抬起她的手，假装看它有多么美丽柔软，趁势将戒指戴到了她手指上。
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“哦，里德先生！”她说着，一脸绯红，“我本以为你很老实单纯，永远也不会做出这样的事来！毫无疑问，你抓鱼很在行。但是，约翰，你还没抓住我，没完全抓牢我。虽然我很喜欢你——但只要你跟危险保持距离，我就会更喜欢你。”

她的眼中含着泪水，看来她多少想像我爱她那样爱我，她吻了吻我的额头。接着，她温柔地将我送的戒指从手指上取下，吻了三次，还给了我。“约翰，我现在还不能接受它，”她说，“这样是不对的。我会试着更爱你——像你所希望的那样深爱你。在此之前，请替我保管这枚戒指。直觉告诉我我会赢得它——很快。”

这一次，我答应洛娜两个月内不去找她。一旦卡弗或亲王用暴力对待她，她会像以前那样给我发信号。两个月的等待是漫长的，但由于她所说的那番话，我仍然满心欢喜。

此后不久，我将洛娜的事告诉了妹妹安妮。我知道她会替我保守秘密，而且能跟她倾诉我的烦恼也是件好事。接着，她让我大吃一惊：汤姆·费格斯向她求婚了，而她也已经答应了。但是，虽然母亲很喜欢汤姆，可我们俩都知道她是不会愿意把女儿嫁给他的！而对于我想娶洛娜·杜恩的事，母亲又会有什么反应呢？我们约定将尽可能帮助对方。

*　　*　　*

在约定的两个月后的第一天，我去找洛娜了。但这次，当我来到瀑布顶端时，她却不在那儿。

我等了好几个小时，她仍然没有来。接着，我所见的一幕让我替她担心起来。我躲藏在一棵大树后时，一名身材高大的男子出现在眼前，迈着慵懒的步伐走进了山谷。他头戴一顶阔边帽，身穿一件深色上衣，脚蹬高帮靴，肩上还扛着一支枪。等他走近时，我能清楚地看见他的脸。他的脸上有某种东西让我惧怕得浑身发凉。那是一张永远没有笑容的脸——眼里只有冷酷。我毫不怀疑地断定此人就是卡弗·杜恩。

他就是那个打算娶洛娜的人，我愤愤地想着。他不知道我在那儿，但我却几乎有点希望他能发现我。如果我们能赤手空拳地较量一番，那将是一场公平的较量，因为他是我所认识的人中唯一跟我身形相当的一个。但我知道，跟卡弗较量将是个错误的举动。无论我是赢是输，杜恩家族都会知道我的存在，而我将永远无法再见到洛娜。

直到晚上，洛娜还是没有出现，我便回家了。此后的两周内，我每天都回到山谷中，却从没见到过洛娜。但我又一次见到了卡弗·杜恩，他扛着枪在山顶来回走动，这让我很担心。我敢肯定洛娜身处险境，我得去杜恩山谷找她。

这一次，我决定从杜恩大门进去。这条路线很危险，但我知道，这样能了解杜恩家族在山谷主要人口处的设防，对以后很有用。

夜色笼罩下的杜恩大门，周围是高高的黑色悬崖和尖利的岩石，是个让人胆战心惊的地方。外面没有卫兵，我小心翼翼地悄然走上了悬崖之间狭窄而昏暗的小路。很快，我就看见悬崖的一角有一道灯光射出来。我紧贴着岩壁，蹑手蹑脚地走到那个角落，四下打量了一番。

两名卫兵正坐在灯下，枪就放在身边的地上。悬崖延伸到这里，变成了坑洼不平的岩石路面，乱石交错，投下深深的黑影。卫兵们显然没预料到会有人来袭击，正喝酒聊天呢。我站在那里观望。正当我思量着该怎么办时，他俩开始争执，继而打斗起来。这就给了我机会。我沿着岩壁慢慢走过去，接着飞快地走到那片开阔的岩石路面上的黑影中。卫兵们正忙着打斗，丝毫没有察觉到我。我很快经过他们身边，沿着山坡走进了杜恩山谷。

洛娜曾经告诉过我，走进杜恩大门后的第一座房子就是她祖父的。于是，我轻手轻脚地走过去，站在其中一扇窗户下面。我不能大喊大叫，因为这座小山村里还有其他的卫兵守护。但那天晚上，我的运气很好。洛娜正好来到窗前将窗户打开，抬头望向夜空。我轻声呼唤着她的名字。她吓了一跳，接着向下看了看，才看清了我是谁。

“约翰！”她说，“哦，约翰，你一定是疯了！”

“我的确就快要疯了，因为我不知道你究竟出了什么事。但你知道，我一定会来的。”

“我的确在盼望你的到来！但你看到他们在我的窗户上安装了木条吗？”她把手从木条间伸出来，我握住那只手吻了吻，然后将她的双手握在我掌心里。

“哦，约翰，你快要把我给弄哭了。”她说道，虽然我看见她早就开始哭了。“我们永远也不可能在一起。我为什么要让你不开心呢？试着忘掉我吧。”

“永远不会的，”我说，“如果我们希望属于彼此，洛娜，那就没有人能阻止我们——除了上帝，如果他希望那样的话。好了，告诉我，你为什么被关在这儿了？”

“我祖父现在已经病入膏肓，我担心他撑不了多久了。亲王和他的儿子已经成了山谷的主人。他们想让我呆在他们的视线范围内，这样我就无法从卡弗身边逃脱了；而格温妮现在也被禁止到处走动了，所以我没法捎信或是留信号给你。如果你想救我的话，约翰，你就必须日夜监视这座房子。他们将会不择手段，一旦我可怜的祖父——哦，我不能光想着自己，我应该为他着想。”

“我还怎么能让你在这儿多留一个晚上呢，洛娜？”我说。

“你必须这样，约翰，”她说，“你很勇敢，但我太爱你了，不能让你在这儿多作停留。是的，这是真心话！但是我不能在祖父奄奄一息的时候离开他。所以，如果你爱我的话，约翰，你就必须离开这里。”

“我现在暂时离开。不过等我一听说你祖父去世的消息后，就会来带你离开这里。要是我保证能让你安全地离开，你会不会跟我走？”

“会，”她说，“我当然会。”

于是，我再次把她的一只手握在手中，把我的戒指戴到她手指上。从我第一次把戒指带给她的那天起，我就一直把它放在衣兜里。尽管她边哭边紧抓着我的手，但这一次，她留下了戒指。

“哦，约翰，这个梦永远也无法实现，永远也无法实现！”她说。


7
Lorna leaves the valley

I left Doone valley by my own secret route and went home to make plans for bringing Lorna to the farm. It was time to tell Mother all about Lorna and the danger she was in.

At first Mother was very angry and unhappy at my news. She talked wildly about going away and leaving the farm, but after a time she began to calm down.

'When you see her, Mother,' I said, 'I'm sure you will love her like a daughter. And I know she will love you with all her heart — she is so good and gentle.'

Mother was too kind-hearted to be angry for long. She cried a little more, then smiled and said, 'Well, God knows what is good for us. You must bring her here, John, and I will teach her how to be a farmer's wife.'

Lorna and I had agreed a new signal. There was a tall tree near her grandfather's house, which I could see from the cliff top above the valley. In the top branches of the tree there were seven large birds' nests from the last summer. Gwenny could climb like a cat, and if one morning saw only six nests, then Lorna's grandfather was dead and she was in great danger.

It was a bad winter that year. We had more snow than anyone could remember, and on Exmoor the snow was soon so deep that no one could walk on it safely. I had to find a way to cross this, but I had an idea. Lizzie had once shown me a book about the icy countries of the far north, where people wore 'snow shoes'. The book had pictures of these wide, flat shoes which stopped travellers' feet going down through the snow. For the first time I thanked my sister in my heart for reading so many books! I found some wood and animal skins, and soon I had made some snow shoes, like the ones in Lizzie's book.

We had a sled on the farm, which we used when the ground was covered in ice. A horse could not pull it in this weather — but, with my snow shoes, I could! I could use it to carry Lorna and her servant.

Some days later I saw only six birds' nests in the tree, and that evening I tied myself to the sled, and left for Doone valley. I took the sled to the waterfall, which was now a fall of ice, and tied it up there. Then I continued on foot, going around the south side of the valley towards the Doone-gate. But when I looked down, I saw there was a quicker way to reach Lorna. The sides of the valley, like everything else, were covered in deep snow, and here the snow was smooth and icy. I looked around to check that there were no Doones in sight, then sat down on the icy snow and pushed myself off. In seconds I had slid all the way down the mountainside, and landed in a hill of soft snow at the bottom.

At Sir Ensor's house, I whispered Lorna's name below the window, as before. This time, Gwenny let me in, when she was sure who I was. But inside I saw a terrible sight. Gwenny looked almost mad with hunger, and Lorna lay back on a chair, as white as the valley all around us.

'Good God!' I said, and ran to her. I took her in my arms but she was so weak that she could not speak at first.

'We've been kept in here for days without food,' said Gwenny. 'And they were going to keep us here until Lorna agreed to marry Carver.'

'We must leave at once,' I said. 'Will you come with me, Lorna? I promise to take you safely through the snow.'

Lorna gave me her lovely smile. 'Of course I will, dear,' she whispered. 'Of course I will.'

'And you too, of course, Gwenny,' I said. 'Be quick now, and help me to get your mistress ready.'

From outside, I had heard the sounds of singing. There were usually guards around the house, Gwenny told me, but tonight the Doones were drinking and dancing to welcome Carver as their new leader. This would give us our chance — with all this happening, the robbers would never notice us leaving.

We were soon ready. I picked up my beautiful Lorna and carried her through the snow and the darkness to the other end of the valley. Gwenny was able to follow us, putting her feet in the places where my snow shoes had been. I made Lorna comfortable in the sled, with her little servant beside her, and I told her to hold on to Lorna tightly. The waterfall was now a path of ice — very steep and dangerous, but I was able to take the sled down it, using my stick, and all my strength, to stop it going too fast on the ice.

When we were down the waterfall, I tied myself to the sled and began to pull. It was hard work for me — but the best work I had ever done in my life! There was no time to lose, with Lorna so weak from hunger and cold, so I pulled fast, and an hour later we were home.

My mother and sisters came to the door, and helped me to carry Lorna in. We put her in a chair by the fire, and gave her some soup. Then she slept, while I watched over her. After a time, she began to wake up. She put her trembling hands into mine, and looked at me with so much love in her eyes that I could not find the words to speak to her. We sat like this for several minutes, and then we heard a little sound behind us.

It was Mother, crying with happiness to see us so loving. At this, Lorna got up and went to her. She knelt beside Mother's chair and looked up into her face. Mother put her hand on Lorna's hair. 'My sweet child,' she said softly.

A few days later, when Lorna and I were sitting together by the fire, she said to me:

'John, you gave me a beautiful ring, and now I want to give you something. It is only a very poor, old thing, but it's all I have. My grandfather gave it to me before he died. I hope you will take it.'

Then she put on my finger the strangest ring I had ever seen. It was very old, and there was a picture on it. It was hard to see what the picture was, but it looked almost like a cat in a tree.

'I shall wear it, my love,' I said, 'until the day I die.'



nest n. a place made or chosen by a bird for laying eggs and sheltering its young 鸟巢

sled n. a vehicle for traveling over snow or ice 雪橇

in sight visible 看得见


7．洛娜逃离山谷

我沿着自己的秘密路线离开了杜恩山谷，回家准备制定计划将洛娜带到农庄来。是时候告诉母亲有关洛娜的事和洛娜目前所处的险境了。
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一开始，母亲对于我带来的消息非常生气，闷闷不乐。她激动地说着要走、要离开农庄的话，但过了一阵子，她开始冷静下来。

“等您看见她的时候，母亲，”我说，“我敢肯定您会像爱自己女儿一样爱她的。而我也知道，她会全心全意地爱您——她为人很好，很温柔。”

母亲是个非常心软的人，没有生太久的气。她又哭了一小会儿，然后破涕为笑道：“嗯，天知道对我们而言，何所谓福。你得把她带到这儿来，约翰，我会教她如何做一名农夫的妻子的。”

洛娜和我约定了一个新信号。她祖父的房子旁边有一棵高大的树，我能从山谷上面的悬崖顶上望见它。树冠顶端的树枝上有七只去年夏天留下来的大鸟巢。格温妮能像猫一样爬上树去。要是哪天早上我只看见六只鸟巢，那么洛娜的祖父就已经过世了，而洛娜则处于极度危险的境地。

那年冬天的天气很糟糕。在所有人的记忆中，没有哪年下过比这年更多的雪。在埃克斯莫尔，积雪很快就厚得让人无法安全行走了。我必须想办法解决这个问题，还好我已经有主意了。莉齐曾给我看过一本书，书上写的是在遥远的北方的冰雪国度，那里的人穿的是“雪地靴”。书上有这种又宽又平、能防止行人的脚陷进雪地里的鞋子的图片。我第一次打心眼里感激自己的妹妹博览群书！我找了些木头和兽皮，很快就做了几只雪地靴，就像莉齐的书里画的那样。

我家农庄上有一架雪橇，供我们在地面结冰的时候使用。在这样的天气里，马是没法拉雪橇的——但穿上雪地靴以后，我就拉得动了！我可以用这架雪橇来拉洛娜和她的仆人。

过了一些日子，我看见树上只剩下六只鸟巢了。那晚，我将雪橇绑在身上，动身前往杜恩山谷。我把雪橇拉到已经结成冰帘的瀑布前，将它拴在那里，然后继续徒步绕过山谷南侧，朝杜恩大门走去。但当我向下望去时，看见了一条到达洛娜那里的捷径。山谷的两侧同别的地方一样，也覆盖着厚厚的一层雪，而且这里的雪面上还结了一层光洁的冰。我四下张望，确定周围没有杜恩家族的人，便坐在冰雪上溜了下去。几秒钟后，我便一路滑下了山，落在山脚柔软的雪堆里。

我像以前那样，在思索尔爵士屋外的窗下轻声呼唤洛娜的名字。这一次，格温妮在确定我是谁后，让我进了屋。但在屋里，我看到了一幕可怕的景象。格温妮已经快饿疯了，洛娜躺在椅子上，脸色苍白得像周围的山谷。

“我的天哪！”我说着，朝她飞奔过去，将她揽在怀中。但她一开始竟虚弱地说不出话来。

“我们已经被关在这儿饿了好多天了，”格温妮说，“他们还会继续将我们关押在这儿，直到洛娜同意嫁给卡弗为止。”

“我们必须马上离开这里，”我说，“你会跟我走吗，洛娜？我保证能带你安全地穿过雪地。”

洛娜给了我一个可爱的微笑。“我当然会跟你走了，亲爱的，”她低声说道，“我当然会了。”

“当然还有你，格温妮，”我说，“好了，快点，帮我给你的女主人做好准备。”

此时，我听到窗外传来阵阵歌声。格温妮告诉我说，屋子周围通常都有卫兵看守，但今晚，杜恩家族的人都在喝酒、跳舞，庆贺卡弗成为他们的新头目。这将为我们制造机会——周围这一切将使得这帮强盗不会留意到我们的逃离。

我们很快就准备好了。我抱起我美丽的洛娜，带着她穿过黑暗的雪地，来到山谷另一端。格温妮踏着我的雪地靴留下的脚印，跟在我们身后。我将洛娜舒舒服服地安置在雪橇里，让她的小仆人躺在洛娜身边，告诉她要紧紧抓住洛娜。瀑布如今成了一条冰道——陡峭而危险，但我仍能利用木棍推着雪橇，用尽全身力气防止雪橇在冰面上滑得过快。
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下了瀑布，我将雪橇绑在身上开始拉雪橇。这对于我而言是个苦力活——但也是我这辈子干过的最棒的活！不能再耽误时间了，饥寒交迫的洛娜已经很虚弱了。于是我飞快地拉着雪橇，一个小时后，我们到家了。

母亲和妹妹们来到门口，帮我将洛娜抱进屋。我们将她放在壁炉边的椅子上，给她喝了些汤。接着，她睡着了，而我则在一旁看着她。过了一阵子，她渐渐醒了过来。她将颤抖的双手放进我手中，双眸充满爱意地望着我，我不知该对她说些什么才好。我们就这样坐了几分钟，接着听见身后传来细微的响动。

那是母亲，她见到我们如此恩爱，高兴得哭了起来。见此情形，洛娜站起身朝她走了过去。她跪在母亲的椅子旁，抬头望着她的脸。母亲将手放在洛娜的头发上。“我亲爱的孩子，”母亲柔声说道。

几天后，当我和洛娜一起坐在壁炉边时，她对我说：

“约翰，你给了我一枚漂亮的戒指，现在我想送给你一样东西。这只是一件很不值钱的旧物，但却是我所拥有的一切。祖父在临死前把它给了我，我希望你能收下。”

接着，她将一枚我所见过的最奇怪的戒指戴到我的手指上。戒指已经有些年头了，上面有一幅画。很难看清那上面画的是什么，但看起来似乎是一只趴在树上的猫。

“我会戴着它的，我的爱人，”我说道，“直到我死的那一天。”


8
The attack

Soon everybody in our part of Exmoor knew that Lorna Doone was at Plover's Barrows farm. So I knew the Doones would come looking for Lorna as soon as they could. But, for now, the weather saved us. They could not move in the snow, and when the rains came in spring, they had even bigger problems. The rains were heavy, and when the snow also turned to water, the rivers became very high. In Doone valley the robbers' homes were almost under water. They needed most of their men to take care of their village. If they attacked us, we knew it could not be with as many men as they would like.

Spring also brought a visitor for Annie. The snows had kept Tom Faggus away from the farm all winter, but now he came to see her, and he had something to tell her.

'Before the snows came,' he said, 'I went to London. And I have something to show for it.' Then out of his pocket, he took a letter. It looked very important, and had the King's sign on it. 'What do you think it is?'

We all looked at it, but it was full of long lawyers' words and no one could understand what it meant.

'I'll tell you what it means,' laughed Tom. 'It means that I am not a criminal any more. This letter says that the King is ready to forget all my years as a robber, and I am a free man.'

We all wondered how this could be, but then Tom explained. 'I spoke to Judge Jeffreys. He knows me. He said, "If you promise never to rob again, you can go free. There's enough for the King to worry about in this country already, with all his enemies. So if we can forget about you, that's good enough for us."'

Everyone felt proud of Tom. We thought it had been very brave of him to go to Judge Jeffreys. But now he had something even better to tell us. With the money he still had, Tom had bought some land. He was going to live an honest life, and be a farmer again.

So we were not surprised when Tom asked Mother if he could marry Annie. Mother was not very sure of the new 'farmer Faggus'. She was afraid that he would get bored with farming and go back to being a robber. But she could see that he loved Annie very much, and between us, Annie and I managed to persuade her.

*　　*　　*

Now we began to prepare for the Doones' attack. Though the rivers were still high, people had begun to see a few of the robbers out on the roads, and we knew it would not be long before we would have to fight them.

As we were preparing, we received another visitor: my old friend Jeremy Stickles. This time, though, he had not been sent to find me. To our surprise, he told us that he had been spying in Exmoor for many months. He had been sent down this way again by Judge Jeffreys and the King.

'You must not tell anyone what I'm doing,' he said. 'But I have been sent to do important work. The King has many enemies, and now I have been given some soldiers — though only a few — to help me look for them. But I have to ask you: can my soldiers and I stay here for a while?'

I agreed immediately. When the Doones attacked, it would be a great help to have soldiers staying in the house. I told Jeremy all about Lorna, and he promised to help defend our farmhouse against any Doone attack.

The next day Stickles came with his men. There were only six of them, but even to have these was a help. All we could do now was wait, and be ready each night for an attack.

One day I came home late from the fields, and found all the women trembling with fear. Lorna had seen Carver Doone !

She had gone out in the evening to look at some flowers by our stream. There were thick bushes on the other side, and when Lorna looked up, she saw two cruel black eyes staring at her. She was too frightened to move. Carver could not cross the stream because the water was too high, but he lifted his gun and fired at the ground by Lorna's feet.

'Unless you come back tomorrow,' he said, 'and tell me how to destroy that farmer, Ridd, who will soon be a dead man because of you, this will be the place of your death.'

Lorna told us this, trembling. We knew that Carver would not wait until tomorrow, and we got ready for an attack that night.

When the Doones attacked a farm, they always started fires in the hay ricks first — to frighten everyone and show what they could do. So when darkness came, I went with my best gun and a heavy stick to one of the hay ricks, and waited beside it.

I had made sure that Lorna stayed in the house, but little Gwenny climbed a tree near the river. From there she could see up the river to the only place where it was possible to cross. Soon the moon came up, and before very long, Gwenny came running towards me.

'Ten of them, coming across the river,' she said. 'They'll be here in a minute.'

'Go into the house and tell Mr Stickles and his men. I'll stay here and watch,' I said.

The robbers broke down our gate, and rode towards the house. I could see the soldiers hiding in the shadows, waiting for the order to fire, but the Doones then turned towards the hay ricks.

'Kill every man and every child, and burn the farm,' came the deep voice of Carver Doone. 'Start over there.' He was pointing to the hay rick where I was, though he could not see me. 'But remember, Lorna is mine, and I will kill any man who touches her.'

As Carver spoke, I pointed my gun at him, but — will you believe me? — I didn't shoot. I had never killed a man, nor even badly hurt one. I did not think it was an easy thing to do. Now, I can say that I wish I had killed him. But I put my gun down, and picked up my stick — a more honest weapon than a gun, I thought.

Two young Doones came towards me, with burning sticks. The first put his stick to the hay rick I was standing near, and it started to burn. I hit him on the arm, and heard his bone break as he fell over with a shout of pain. The other man ran to see what had happened, and I took his fire stick and broke it. Then he jumped at me, but I caught him, broke his arm, and threw him on top of his friend.

I could still see Carver and wanted to jump at him — but I knew he would simply shoot me. While I was thinking about it, there came a loud noise and six tongues of flame from near the farmhouse. Stickles had ordered his men to fire at the Doones as they came towards the house. Two fell and the others ran back. They had something to think about now; no one had ever fought the Doones as we were doing that night.

Now my moment had come. I came out from my place near the burning rick. I knew Carver Doone by his size even in the shadowy moonlight, and I took hold of him by the beard. 'Do you call yourself a man?' I said.

For a second he was too surprised to do anything. No one had ever looked at him the way I did now. He lifted his gun, but I was too quick for him and knocked it out of his hand.

'Now, Carver Doone, take warning,' I said. 'You think you are so much better than everyone else, but you are no more than an evil robber. Lie low in the dirt from which you came.'

Then I kicked his feet from under him and knocked him down. When they saw that he was down, the other Doones ran, but Carver simply got up and walked away, shouting at me and everyone.

We wondered whether to chase the Doones, but Mr Stickles said it would be too dangerous on the moor in the dark. One thing was certain: the robbers had known defeat that night on our farm — something they had never experienced since the day they came to Exmoor. And they went home without four of their men. Two were dead, shot by the soldiers, and the other two were the men whose arms I had broken by the hay ricks. We buried the dead men in the fields, and Jeremy Stickles sent the two wounded men to the prison in Taunton.



between us in confidence 私底下

unless conj. except when; if not 除非

hay n. grass that has been cut and dried 干草

rick n. a large pile of straw or grass that is kept in a field until it is needed 干草堆；草垛

make sure confirm or ensure 设法确保

weapon n. a thing designed or used for inflicting bodily harm or physical damage 武器

moor n. 沼泽地


8．农庄遭袭

很快，我家附近的埃克斯莫尔人全都知道了洛娜·杜恩住在普罗沃斯巴若斯农庄。因此，我知道杜恩家族的人很快就会来寻找洛娜的。不过眼下恶劣的天气暂时救了我们。他们在雪地里无法行动，而当春雨降临时，他们的麻烦就更大了。雨下得很大，再加上冰雪融化，河水迅速上涨。杜恩山谷里的强盗老巢几乎被水淹没了。他们中的大部分人手都得留守村庄。我们知道，如果他们想袭击我们，他们是来不了多少人的。

春天还为安妮带来了一位客人。大雪使得汤姆·费格斯整个冬天无法前来农庄，不过现在他来看望她了，并且还有些事要告诉她。

“在下雪之前，”他说，“我去过伦敦。我有东西要给你们看。”接着，他从衣兜中掏出一封信。那封信看起来很重要，上面有国王的印鉴。“你们觉得这是什么？”

我们看了看，但里面全是律师们惯用的冗长的句子，没人能理解那是什么意思。

“我来告诉你们这封信意味着什么吧，”汤姆笑着说：“它意味着我不再是一名罪犯了。信上说，国王准备宽恕我多年来的强盗生涯，我现在是一名自由人了。”

我们都想知道这是怎么回事，汤姆接着解释道：“我跟杰弗里斯法官谈过了。他认识我。他说：‘如果你发誓不再抢劫，就可以得到自由。国内的敌人已经够让国王操心的了，所以如果你能不让我们操心，那对我们而言就够好了。’”

大家都为汤姆感到骄傲。我们都觉得他很勇敢，有胆量去见杰弗里斯法官。而现在，他还有更好的消息要告诉我们：他用自己剩下的钱买了一些地，要开始过正正当当的生活，重新做一名农夫。

因此，当汤姆问母亲他是否能娶安妮为妻时，我们毫不惊奇。母亲对新的“农夫费格斯”仍有所怀疑，担心他会厌倦农活、重操旧业。但她看得出他很爱安妮，而我和安妮在私底下说服了她。

*　　*　　*

现在，我们开始为应付杜恩家族的袭击做准备了。虽然河水水位仍然很高，但人们已经开始在路上看到零星的强盗出没了。我们也知道，过不了多久就得跟他们决战了。

正当我们做准备的时候，又迎来了另一位访客：我的老朋友杰里米·斯蒂克尔斯。但这一次，他不是奉命来找我的。令我们惊讶的是，他说自己已经在埃克斯莫尔秘密侦察了好几个月。是杰弗里斯法官和国王再次派他来的。

“你们千万不要将我正在做的事告诉任何人，”他说。“我奉命前来是有重要的工作要干。国王的敌人众多，而现在我手下配备了一些士兵——虽然只有为数很少的几个——来协助我寻找国王的敌人。但我得问问你：我和我的士兵们能在这儿呆一阵子吗？”

我立刻答应了。等到杜恩家族发动袭击的时候，有士兵呆在我家将会起到很大的作用。我将洛娜的事全都告诉了杰里米，他答应帮忙保卫农庄，抵抗杜恩家族的任何袭击。

第二天，斯蒂克尔斯带着他的手下来到了我家。他们只有六个人，但就算这样也非常管用。我们现在所能做的就只有等待，每晚都做好抵抗袭击的准备。

有一天，我在地里干活，回家稍晚了点儿，到家后发现所有女人都吓得发抖。洛娜看见了卡弗·杜恩！

那天傍晚洛娜出门到小溪边看花。溪流对岸是茂密的灌木丛，她抬头看去，发现一双残酷的黑眼睛正瞪着她。她吓得一动也不敢动。由于水位过高，卡弗没法穿过小溪，但他举起枪，朝洛娜脚边的地上开了一枪。

“除非你明天就回来，”他说，“并且告诉我如何干掉里德——就是那个很快就要因你而送命的农夫，否则这里就将是你的葬身之地。”

洛娜颤抖着将这一切告诉了我们。我们知道卡弗不会等到明天，于是准备好当晚迎敌。

杜恩家族的人在袭击农庄时，通常会先在于草堆里放火——为的是惊吓众人并展示自己的本事。于是，当夜幕降临时，我带着自己最好的枪和一根粗重的棍子来到一个干草堆旁等候。

我已事先让洛娜呆在屋里了，而小格温妮则爬上了河边的一棵树。在那儿，她能看见河流上游唯一可以渡河的地方。月亮很快升了起来，没过多久，格温妮便朝我跑了过来。

“他们有十个人，正在渡河，”她说，“很快就会到这儿了。”

“到屋里去告诉斯蒂克尔斯先生和他的手下。我留在这儿放哨，”我说。
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强盗们砸烂了我们的大门，骑着马朝房子冲过来。我能看见士兵们躲藏在阴影中，等待着开火的命令。而杜恩家族的人随后转向了干草堆。

“杀掉所有男人和小孩，烧掉农庄，”卡弗·杜恩阴沉的声音传了过来，“从那边开始。”他指着我所在的干草堆，不过他看不见我。“但你们要记住，洛娜是我的，谁敢碰她我就杀了谁。”

就在卡弗说话的时候，我用枪瞄准了他，但是——你信不信？——我没有开枪。我从没杀过人，甚至都没有重伤过别人。我觉得那可不是一件容易的事。而现在，可以说我真希望自己当时杀了他。但当时我放下了枪，拾起木棍——我觉得这是一件比枪支要实在得多的武器。
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两名年轻的杜恩家族的人举着火把朝我这边冲过来。前面那人将火把伸向我身边的干草堆，草堆燃烧了起来。我击中了他的胳膊，听见他骨头断裂的声音，而他则痛得大叫一声跌倒在地。另一人跑过来看发生了什么事，我夺过他的火把，折成两段。接着，他朝我扑过来，但我抓住了他，扭断了他的胳膊，将他扔到他的同伙身上。

我仍能看见卡弗，并想朝他扑过去——但我知道他自然会朝我开枪。我刚想到这儿，便传来一声巨响，只见农庄的屋子附近喷出六道火舌。当杜恩家族的人朝屋子冲过去时，斯蒂克尔斯命令自己的手下朝对方开枪了。两名杜恩家族的人栽倒在地，其余的人则扭头狂奔。他们总算尝到滋味了；没有人像我们当晚那样痛击过杜恩家族。

现在，轮到我出马了。我从燃烧的干草堆附近的藏身处走了出来。就算是在昏暗的月光下，我也能根据身形辨认出卡弗·杜恩。我揪住了他的胡子。“你能称自己是个男子汉吗？”我问。

一时间，他惊讶得不知所措。以前从来没有人像我这样盯着他。他举起自己的枪，但我还没等他有所动作，便抢先将枪从他手中击落了。

“卡弗·杜恩，现在我警告你，”我道，“你自以为比所有人都强，但你只不过是一个邪恶的强盗。还是滚回你那肮脏的老巢去吧。”

接着，我从下面踢中了他的双脚，将他放倒在地。杜恩家族的其他人看见他栽倒后便落荒而逃了，但卡弗站起身，冲着我们大吼大叫着离开了。

我们思量着是否追击杜恩家族的人，但斯蒂克尔斯先生说，夜晚过沼泽地太危险了。有一件事是肯定的：那天晚上，这帮强盗在我们的农庄上领教了失败的滋味——这是他们自从到埃克斯莫尔以来从未经历过的事。而且他们当中有四个人没能回去，其中两人被士兵们击毙，另两个家伙则在干草堆边被我折断了手臂。我们将死者埋葬在田野里，杰里米·斯蒂克尔斯将两名伤者送进了道恩顿监狱。
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Lorna's true story

The Doones' attack had been defeated. We knew that they would come again, as soon as they could, in larger numbers. But for now, Jeremy Stickles gave me something else to think about. My dearest wish was to marry Lorna as soon as I could, but after Jeremy's story I began to wonder if it would ever be possible.

A few days after our battle with the Doones, Jeremy said he had something to say to me.

'John, I didn't think the time was right to tell you this before. But now you must hear what I have to say. As you know, I've been riding around Exmoor for many months, looking for information that might be useful to the King. I remembered all that you told me about Lorna, and I think I have discovered something about her. It may not be easy for you to hear, John. Are you ready?'

'I will do my best,' I said.

So he began his story.

'Six or seven months ago, before the snows began, I stopped at an inn on my way from Dulverton to Watchet. The inn was all by itself, right by the sea, and was very quiet. I was the only person staying there, and the woman who owned the inn sat down and talked to me during my meal. She was dark and foreign-looking, and intelligent. I was very interested to know how an unusual woman like her had come to live in this lonely inn, and she told me her story.'

'She said that she was from Italy, and her name was Benita. Many years ago, while she was working in Rome, she had met an English family. They were travelling in Italy because they'd had a terrible argument in England with another family. Benita did not know much about the argument, except that it had been about land.'

'Benita liked this English family. They were very rich, but they were also kind. So when they asked her to travel with them and take care of their children, she agreed. She loved the children — a little girl and boy — so she was very happy in her work.'

'At first everything went well. Together, Benita and the family travelled up through northern Italy and into France. But on the French side of the Pyrenees, the husband of the family had a riding accident and was killed.'

'His wife was deeply unhappy, and would not move from the place where he had died for many months. But finally she decided to go home to England and try to start life again. Benita stayed with her, and they took a ship to the Devon coast. They stayed at Exeter, and then left in a coach for Watchet, in the north of Somerset. The lady had a house there, where she planned to live.'

'They were warned, at Dulverton, about robbers on the roads, but the lady would not listen. She even travelled at night, which, as we know, is a very dangerous thing to do. So of course they were attacked by robbers. It happened near the sea. The coachmen drove onto the sand, and the robbers followed on their horses. The coach's wheels began to go down in the soft sand, and as the robbers came nearer, the lady pointed to one of them and said: "I know that man! He is our family's old enemy."'

'Then a great wave crashed against the coach and turned it over. Benita hit her head on the door and could not remember what happened. The next thing she knew was that she was lying on the sand and the robbers had gone. She looked around for her mistress and saw her sitting on a rock, with her dead son in her arms. The little girl had disappeared. Benita and the two coachmen took the lady into the town, but later that night, she died. This is a sad story!' said Jeremy. 'Give me a drink, boy!'

I saw that there were tears in the brave man's eyes.

'What was the lady's name?' I asked. 'And what happened to the little girl? And why did Benita stay there?'

'I will answer the last question first,' said Jeremy. 'That's the easiest. Benita stayed in that place because the Doones — if that's who they were — stole everything from the coach, and she had no money. She could not go back to Italy. She married a man who lived near the place because he was kind and could give her a home.'

'But the little girl, Jeremy. What happened to her?'

'John — can't you see it? You are more likely to know than anyone in the world! As certain as I sit here, that little girl is Lorna Doone !'

The truth was, I had guessed this, almost from the beginning of Jeremy's story. But it was almost too painful to believe, and I wanted Jeremy to say it. When he described the coach leaving Dulverton, the picture was very clear to me — because I remembered that coach, with the foreign-looking woman, the beautiful lady, the little boy, and the young dark-haired girl. I had seen them — on the day John Fry came to collect me from school, on the day I learnt my father had died.

I also remembered the frightening sight I saw later that night: of the Doones riding with the things they had stolen, and the one with a little girl across his horse in front of him. I also remembered my anger. Now I saw how the very same day had been the blackest and unhappiest of both my and Lorna's childhood days, and how from the very start, our lives had been joined together.

But there was still one question to answer. 'What was the family's name?' I said.

'The father was Lord Dugal — he came from a very grand family. But there is more to this. Look at your ring, John — the one that Lorna gave you. Look at that strange sign, of a cat in a tree. I saw that same sign above the inn door! That is the sign of the House of Lorne. It is the family that Lorna's mother came from. John, your Lorna belongs to one of the richest and most famous families in England!'



inn n. a public house, traditionally an establishment also providing food and lodging 小旅馆

accident n. an unfortunate incident that happens unexpectedly and unintentionally 意外

point v. direct someone's attention in a particular direction by extending one's finger 指着

house n. an important family 显赫的家族


9．洛娜的身世

杜恩家族的偷袭被粉碎了。我们知道他们还会纠集更多的人马，尽快卷土重来。但杰里米·斯蒂克尔斯让另一些事暂时占据了我的思绪。我最大的愿望就是能尽快娶洛娜为妻，但在听完杰里米给我讲的故事后，我开始怀疑这个愿望是否有实现的可能。

在我们同杜恩家族的战斗结束几天后，杰里米说他有事要跟我讲。

“约翰，此前我认为时机不到，不适合告诉你这件事。但现在，你必须听我说一些不得不说的事。如你所知，我已经骑马在埃克斯莫尔附近侦察了好几个月，找寻可能对国王有用的信息。你对我说过的关于洛娜的一切我都记得，而且我觉得自己还发现了一些跟她有关的事。知道这件事后你可能会很难受，约翰。你准备好了吗？”

“我尽量吧，”我说。

于是，他开始讲述他的故事。

“六七个月前，还没开始下雪，我在从达尔弗顿到沃切特的路上歇脚，住进了一家小旅馆。小旅馆就建在海边，孤零零的，非常静谧。我是唯一在那里住宿的人，小旅馆的老板娘就在我吃饭的时候坐下来跟我聊天。她肤色较深，像是个外国人，很聪明。对于像她这么一个不寻常的女子怎么会来到这里，住在这样一间孤零零的小旅馆里，我很感兴趣。于是她给我讲述了她的故事。”

“她说自己来自意大利，名叫贝妮塔。很多年前，当她还在罗马工作时，遇到了一家英国人。他们来意大利旅行是因为同英国的另一个家族发生了激烈的争执。贝妮塔对这场争执知之甚少，只知道同土地有关。”

“贝妮塔很喜欢这家英国人。他们非常富有，但也很和蔼。因此，当他们让她一路同行并照顾他们的小孩时，她同意了。她很喜欢那两个孩子——一个小女孩和一个小男孩——所以她工作得很开心。”

“一开始，一切都很顺利。贝妮塔和这家人穿过意大利北部来到了法国。但在法国边境的比利牛斯山脉，这一家的男主人在骑马时不慎意外身亡了。”

“他的妻子十分伤心，在此后数月内都不肯离开丈夫去世的地方。但最终她还是决定回英格兰老家，试着重新开始生活。贝妮塔陪伴在她身边，他们一起坐船来到了德文海岸。在埃克塞特稍作逗留后，他们坐马车前往位于萨摩塞特郡北部的沃切特。那位夫人在那里有一栋房子，她打算在此定居。”

“在达尔弗顿，有人警告他们要当心路上的强盗，但夫人非但不肯听，还在夜里赶路。我们都知道，这是非常危险的。结果不出所料，他们遭到了强盗的袭击。袭击发生在海边。马车夫将车赶上了沙滩，强盗们骑马尾随其后，马车的轮子逐渐陷入柔软的沙地。等到强盗们走近些时，夫人指着其中一人说：‘我认识那个人！他是我们家族的宿敌。’”
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“接着，一个巨浪击向马车，把马车掀翻在地。贝妮塔的头撞在了车门上，记不得当时发生了什么事。等她苏醒过来时，发现自己正躺在沙滩上，强盗们全都走了。她四下张望着找寻自己的女主人，发现她正坐在一块岩石上，怀里抱着自己死去的儿子。小女孩消失不见了。贝妮塔和两名马车夫将夫人带到了小镇上，但她那天晚上过了没多久便去世了。真是个悲伤的故事！”杰里米说道，“给我一杯酒，小伙子！”

我看见这位勇敢的人眼中噙着泪水。

“这位夫人叫什么名字？”我问，“那个小女孩怎么样了？为什么贝妮塔要留在那儿？”

“我先回答最后一个问题吧，”杰里米说，“这个问题最简单。贝妮塔留在那儿是因为杜恩家族的人——如果当时那伙人真是杜恩家族的人的话——抢走了马车上所有的东西，而她身无分文，没法回意大利去。她嫁给了住在附近的一个男人，因为他为人和善，还能给她一个家。”

“但那个小女孩呢，杰里米？她怎么样了？”

“约翰——你难道不明白吗？你是这世上最有可能知道的人！就像我现在确确实实坐在你面前一样，那个小女孩就是洛娜·杜恩！”

事实上，我几乎在杰里米的故事一开头就已经猜到了。但这故事痛苦得让人难以置信，我希望杰里米能亲口告诉我。当他描述马车离开达尔弗顿时，这画面对我而言再清晰不过了——因为我记得那辆马车，还有车上坐着的外国女子、美貌的夫人、小男孩和那个黑发小姑娘。我见过他们——就在约翰·弗莱伊到学校来接我的那天，也就是我得知父亲死讯的那天。

我还记得那晚迟些时候所见到的可怕的一幕：杜恩家族的人骑马带着他们抢劫来的东西，其中一人的马背上还横放着一个小姑娘。我还记起了自己当时的怒火。这下我明白了，那一天是我和洛娜童年时代最黑暗、最悲痛的日子，而打从一开始，我们的生命就已经联系在一起了。

但还有一个问题没有答案。“这个家族姓什么？”我问道。

“洛娜的父亲是杜加尔勋爵——他出身于一个非常高贵的家族。但事情远不止这么简单。看看你的戒指，约翰——洛娜给你的那枚戒指。看看那奇怪的标记，一只趴在树上的猫。我在小旅馆的门上也看见了同样的标记！那是洛恩家族的标记，洛娜的母亲就出身于这个家族。约翰，你的洛娜是英格兰最富有、最显赫的家族的一员！”
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Gone

Now I had to tell Lorna. So, a day or two later, with an aching heart, I went to tell her what Jeremy had said. I'm afraid that some of my sadness was for me, because now, more than ever, it was certain: Lorna was far, far above me. How could she possibly marry a simple farmer now?

We sat in the garden, and she held my hand while she listened without a word to what I said. But by the look in her beautiful eyes, and by her trembling hand, I could tell how she was feeling. At the end, she turned away and cried for her poor parents. But she spoke not even one word of anger about what had happened to them.

Then, to my surprise, she turned to me and caught me in her arms and kissed me as she had never done before. 'John, I have you. You, and only you. And I want no one else. It does not matter how rich or important my family is.'

It was impossible to doubt those clear deep eyes, and bright trembling lips. But I was afraid of what the future would bring. To me, she was Lorna Doone, but to the world, she was Lady Lorna Dugal — young, beautiful, and rich. And if the world learnt about her, it would want to take her away from me.

*　　*　　*

Now the date of Tom and Annie's wedding was decided, and I went to Dulverton to buy a present for them. As I was riding, I had time to think more about what Jeremy had told me.

It was clear from his story that Lorna's mother's family, the Lornes, were the family with whom Sir Ensor Doone had argued about land, before he came to Exmoor. This explained why Lorna's mother had called him her 'old enemy', when she saw him that terrible night. And this must be why the Doones had carried Lorna away and kept her, and never told her who she really was. If they could marry her to a Doone before she learnt the truth, perhaps they hoped in this way to get the Lorne family's land. They would be rich and important again — and at the same time have revenge on the Lornes. But it would have to be a lawful marriage, so Sir Ensor had taken good care of Lorna and kept her safe from the wild Doone men. And Carver, seeing how beautiful Lorna had become, had decided to marry her himself.

In Dulverton I stayed with Uncle Ben, and his granddaughter, Ruth. She was a beautiful and intelligent girl, and had often been very kind to me.

I did not spend too much money on a present in Dulverton. I was saving for my own wedding to Lorna. I had told her that if her family's great riches ever came to her, I would not touch any of her money. In fact, we had both agreed that we would give nearly everything to the poor, and live simply.

Three days later, dreaming hopefully of the future, I walked into the kitchen at home — and saw immediately that something was wrong. Then Mother and Annie told me that Lorna had gone.

Two men had come from London. They were lawyers and had been sent by the King's judges to take Lorna away. The judges had heard that she was still alive, and they and her uncle had ordered her to come to London. Her uncle was Earl Brandir — the last living person in her family — and Lorna now had to live with him. She could not refuse. She was not yet twenty-one, so she had to do what this uncle and the judges said. Of course, she had begged the lawyers not to take her. But they said they had their orders, and they could not wait for her to say goodbye to me.

Upstairs, by my bed, Lorna had left me a letter. I ran up to read it. She said she loved me, and she said 'Goodbye', and the letter finished like this:

John, we have been through so many troubles and dangers, but there is no doubt that we belong together. You must believe me. Whatever happens, I am yours.

But I could not stop myself from thinking: 'It is over.'

*　　*　　*

Later, I wondered how the judges and Lorna's uncle had heard that Lorna was still alive. Perhaps Jeremy Stickles had mentioned her in his spying reports to the King and Judge Jeffreys. Perhaps the Doones themselves had sent the news to London — in order to get their revenge on me. The daughter of so famous a family would not be allowed to marry a simple farmer and live quietly in Devon. Jeremy was away on one of his spying trips now, so I could not ask him about it. But, anyway, there was nothing he could do.

The weeks and months passed, and life on the farm seemed lonely and empty. After Annie married Tom, and went to live with him, I felt even more alone. Sometimes I used to go over and see her in her new home, but it was not the same as having her by my side, the friend and companion from my childhood days.



aching adj. suffering from a continuous or prolonged dull pain 疼痛的

lady n. a title used by peeresses, female relatives of peers, the wives and widows of knights, etc. 女勋爵

learn about to gain knowledge or information 获悉

save v. save for future use 储存


10．洛娜离去

现在，我得把事实真相告诉洛娜。于是，一两天以后，我怀着悲痛的心情跟她讲述了杰里米告诉我的故事。我想我的伤感有一部分是为了我自己，因为此时此刻，比以前更加确定无疑的是：洛娜的地位要远远高于我。现在她怎么可能嫁给一名普通的农夫呢？

我们坐在花园里，她握着我的手，一言不发地听我讲述。但从她美丽的双眼中透出的神情和她颤抖的双手，我能了解她的感受。听完故事，她扭过头为她可怜的父母痛哭起来。但对于他们所遭遇的不幸，她却连一句愤慨之词也没有。

接着，令我惊讶的是，她转向我，伸开双臂将我抱住亲吻起来。她以前从没这么做过。“约翰，我拥有你，就只有你。别的人我都不要。无论我的家族有多么富有、显赫，都没有关系。”

她那清澈深邃的双眼和红润颤抖的双唇勿庸置疑。但我仍担心将来可能会发生的事。对于我而言，她是洛娜·杜恩，但对于世人而言，她是洛娜·杜加尔女勋爵——年轻、貌美、富有。要是世人知道了她的情况，一定会想把她从我身边带走。

*　　*　　*

现在，汤姆和安妮的婚期已定，我前往达尔弗顿为他们买件礼物。骑马的时候，我有时间进一步想想杰里米所说的话了。

从他讲的故事中不难看出，洛娜的母亲属于洛恩家族，就是恩索尔·杜恩爵士在来到埃克斯莫尔之前曾与之发生过田产争执的家族。正因为如此，洛娜的母亲在当年那个可怕的夜晚看见他时，才会称他为“宿敌”。而一定也正因为此，杜恩家族的人才将洛娜抢走并抚养长大，但却从不告知她的真实身份。也许他们希望能在她获悉真相之前将她嫁给一名杜恩家族的人，借此夺得洛恩家族的田产。这样，他们又能重新富有和显赫起来——同时也向洛恩家族报了仇。但这场婚姻必须合法，因此恩索尔爵士精心照顾洛娜，使其免受野蛮的杜恩家族人的伤害。而卡弗见到洛娜出落得如此美丽，便决定要娶她为妻。

在达尔弗顿，我同本叔叔以及他的孙女露丝住在一起。她是个聪明漂亮的女孩，对我一直很好。

在达尔弗顿，我并没有花太多钱买礼物，我正在为自己和洛娜的婚礼存钱。我曾告诉过她，如果她家族的巨大财富有一天到了她手里，我也决不会碰她一分钱。事实上，我们俩一致同意会将拥有的绝大部分财物都捐给穷人，只过简单的生活。
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三天后，我带着对未来的憧憬，走进了家里的厨房——却立刻发现有些不对劲儿。接着，母亲和安妮告诉我，洛娜走了。

从伦敦来了两个人。他们是律师，奉国王的法官的派遣前来将洛娜带走。法官们听说洛娜尚在人间，就和她的舅公一起命令她前往伦敦。她舅公是布兰迪尔伯爵——她的家族中最后一位尚在人世的人——而洛娜现在必须同他生活在一起。她不能拒绝。她还未年满二十一岁，只能听从舅公和法官们的命令。当然，她当时也曾请求律师们不要带她走，但他们说自己也是奉命行事，而且不能等到她跟我告别。

洛娜在楼上我的床边给我留了一封信。我跑上楼读信，她在信中说她爱我，还说了“再见”。信的结尾这样写道：

约翰，我们一起经历了很多困难和危险，但毫无疑问，我们属于彼此。你必须相信我。无论发生什么事，我都是你的。

但我无法阻止自己这样想：“一切都结束了。”

*　　*　　*

后来，我寻思法官和洛娜的舅公是怎么知道洛娜尚在人间的。也许杰里米·斯蒂克尔斯在自己的侦察报告里向国王和杰弗里斯法官提到了她；也许杜恩家族的人将消息散布到了伦敦——借此向我报复。像她这样的名门望族之女是不可能被允许嫁给一名普通农夫、安安静静地住在德文郡的。杰里米现在已经去执行他的侦察任务了，因此我无法向他求证。但无论如何，他也无能为力。

时光飞逝，农庄上的生活寂寞而空虚。自从安妮嫁给汤姆并搬去与他同住后，我越发感到孤独了。有时我会过去看望住在新家的她，尽管她从我幼年时代起便一直伴随我左右，是我的朋友和伙伴，但如今总归不太一样了。


11
Tom Faggus in danger

We still lived in fear of another attack from the Doones, and now that the soldiers had gone we had no one to help us. The main reason for their first attack — Lorna — was gone, but I was sure that Carver now hated me with all his heart, and would destroy us all if he could.

However, Jeremy Stickles brought us some good news one day. The King had at last agreed that the robbers should be punished, and that Jeremy should do whatever was necessary to catch them. So perhaps the Doones were saving their strength, preparing for a much bigger fight than their argument with me.

Then something happened which made everyone afraid for the future. Suddenly, King Charles the Second died. There was terrible trouble in England, as everyone argued over who should be the new King, and soon fighting began.

I wondered if all this would bring any danger for Lorna. But the truth was, I knew very little about her now. She had not written to me since the day she had left, or even sent a message. I only knew what I had heard from travellers in the town. They said that young Lady Lorna Dugal was much talked about in London, as one of the most beautiful women in the city. I became more and more certain that she had forgotten all about John Ridd, among the brighter stars of London.

In June, the fighting became more serious. There was now a new King — James, the son of Charles the Second — but many people in Dorset and Somerset were against him, and had joined an army of rebels. There was no chance now that Jeremy Stickles and his soldiers would fight the Doones. King James needed all his men to fight the rebels. At first we were very worried. Surely the Doones would attack us now. But the Doones had seen a new hope for their future. They had joined the King's enemies, hoping to win back their old land in the fighting. So they had sent most of their men to join the rebels, and were too busy again to worry about the Ridds — at least for a while.

As for me, I had decided that this battle between the King and his enemies was not my fight. Most people in the towns and villages around Oare were on the King's side and we gave no help to his enemies, but sensible people stayed at home. Too many men would die in the fighting anyway, without our joining them.

However, I did get involved in the troubles, because one rainy day Annie came to see us, with some bad news. She ran into the kitchen, her face wet with tears.

'Oh, John!' she cried. 'You must help me!'

'Whatever is the matter, Annie dear?' I said.

'It's Tom,' Annie cried. 'He's gone to join the rebels, and you must, oh, you must go after him and bring him back.'

We had been afraid of this. Tom could not forget the excitement of his old life and had become bored with farming. Mother was very unhappy and did not want me to go, but I had to help my unhappy sister. And although I knew it would be dangerous, I was quite glad of the chance of adventure. Perhaps — who knows? — I would learn some news of Lorna on my travels.

So I promised to fetch Annie's husband home, and early the next morning I rode away on our fastest horse. I went from town to town, asking for news of the fighting, but it was four days before I finally found the two armies at Bridgwater. There had been a great battle the night before, which the rebels had lost, and many of them now lay dead or dying on the battlefield. I shall never forget that terrible sight. I thought Tom must be dead, and I walked all over the battlefield, looking for his body. Several times I stopped in my search, to give some poor dying man a last drink from my water bottle.

After a time I found myself near an old farm building, and I suddenly saw that the riderless horse standing in the doorway was without doubt Tom Faggus's horse. I hurried into the building, and found Tom lying on the ground, badly wounded. He could still speak, but only in a whisper, because of the pain.

'Put me on my horse, John,' he said, 'and she'll take me home. No one can catch her — she's the fastest horse alive. It's my best chance of escaping.'

He was right. The King's soldiers were still riding around the battlefield, looking for rebels to kill. So I tied up Tom's wound as best I could, put him on his horse, and turned the horse's head for home.

'Thank you, John. I am safe now,' he whispered. He lay along his horse's neck, to close the wound in his side. 'But look out for yourself, John Ridd.'

I watched Tom's horse disappear into the distance, and only a minute later I turned and saw soldiers coming towards me. 'Stop,' they said, 'in the name of the King.'

'I'm not a rebel,' I said. 'I'm on the King's side and —'

But they would not listen to me. 'You are an enemy of the King,' they said, 'and the punishment is death.'

I tried to argue with them, and as they laid their hands on me, I knocked one soldier to the ground. This made them even angrier, and the captain ordered his men to tie me to a tree and shoot me at once.

There was nothing I could do against twenty men, so I closed my eyes and tried to think about Lorna and my mother. The captain gave the order to fire, but at the same moment I heard a horse coming towards us, and another voice shouting, 'Stop!'

It was Jeremy Stickles! He rode his horse between me and the guns, and started to argue with the captain. His voice was the sweetest sound I had heard for a long time!

The argument was soon over. I heard Jeremy mention Judge Jeffreys once or twice, and before long he had persuaded the captain not to shoot me. 'This man, John Ridd, is my prisoner,' said Jeremy, 'and I shall take him to London for trial there.'

As we rode away together, I thanked Jeremy with all my heart for saving my life.

'You're not safe yet, John,' he said. 'I know you're not an enemy of the King, but many people will not believe you. If you want to stay a free man and keep your farm and land, there's only one thing you can do — you must come to London with me and tell your story to Judge Jeffreys.'



now that as a result of something 因为

destroy v. put an end to the existence of (somebody or something) 毁灭；杀害

dying adj. at the time of death 垂死的

without doubt certainly 毫无疑问的

in the name of for the sake of 以……的名义

captain n. a rank of officer in the army 上尉

trial n. a formal examination of evidence in order to decide guilt in a case of criminal or civil proceedings 审问；审讯


11．汤姆遇险

我们仍生活在担忧中，怕杜恩家族的人会再一次发动袭击，因为士兵们已经走了，我们没有帮手了。他们第一次发动袭击的主要诱因——洛娜——已经走了，但我敢肯定卡弗现在对我满怀仇恨，如果可能的话，他会将我们全都杀掉。

但有一天，杰里米·斯蒂克尔斯给我们带来了一些好消息。国王最终同意惩罚这些强盗，并让杰里米竭尽所能抓获他们。因此，也许杜恩家族的人正养精蓄锐，准备发动一次比上次跟我的争斗的规模要大得多的战斗。

然而不久后，发生了一些事，使得每个人都开始为将来担忧。国王查尔斯二世突然去世了，英格兰陷入一片混乱，人人都在争论着谁该继承王位。战争很快就打响了。

我猜测着这一切会不会给洛娜带来危险，但事实上，我现在已经很久没有她的消息了。她从离开的那天起，便从未给我写过信，甚至连个口信都没捎过。我只知道从镇上的旅行者们那儿听来的一些消息。他们说，年轻的洛娜·杜加尔女勋爵是伦敦人津津乐道的话题，因为她是城里最美丽的女人之一。我越来越肯定，在伦敦更加灿烂的群星之中，她已经忘记了关于约翰·里德的一切。

六月，战争愈发激烈了。现在有了一个新国王——詹姆斯，是查尔斯二世的儿子——但在多塞特郡和萨摩塞特郡，有很多人反对他，这些人还组建了一支叛军。因此，杰里米·斯蒂克尔斯和他的士兵们也没机会同杜恩家族作战了。詹姆斯国王要派所有的手下同叛军作战。一开始，我们很担心，杜恩家族的人现在肯定要来袭击我们了。但杜恩家族看到了他们未来的新希望。他们加入了国王的敌对军，盼着能在战争中赢回自己以前的田产。因此，他们将大部分人手都派去加入了叛军，忙碌得根本无暇理会里德一家——至少暂时如此。

至于我，我已决定决不参与国王和叛军之间的这场战争。奥尔村附近村镇的大部分居民都支持国王，没有给叛军提供任何支援。但明智的人们都留在了家里。反正即便我们不加入国王的军队，战争中牺牲的人也已经够多的了。

然而，我还是被卷入了这场战乱。一个雨天，安妮跑来见我们，并带来了一个坏消息。她跑进厨房，满脸都是泪水。

“哦，约翰！”她哭喊道，“你得帮帮我！”

“到底出什么事了，亲爱的安妮？”我问。

“是汤姆，”安妮哭诉道，“他跑去参加叛军了。你必须，哦，你必须赶紧追上他，把他带回来。”

我们一直都担心这一点。汤姆忘不了过去生活的刺激，已经厌倦了农庄生活。母亲很不高兴，也不希望我去，但我必须帮助我那伤心的妹妹。虽然明知很危险，我还是很高兴能有机会去冒险。也许——谁知道呢？——也许我能在旅途中听到一些关于洛娜的消息。

于是我答应去把安妮的丈夫带回家。第二天一早，我骑上家里速度最快的马出发了。我从一个城镇到另一个城镇，打听着战争的消息，花了四天时间才最终在布里奇沃特发现了那两支军队。头天晚上这里刚进行了一场激战，叛军战败，战场上躺着很多尸体和垂死的士兵。我永远也不会忘记那可怕的一幕。我想汤姆肯定死了，于是我走遍整个战场找寻他的尸体。有好几次，我在搜索途中停下来，从自己的水壶里给几个垂死的可怜人最后一口水喝。

过了一会儿，我发现自己来到了一座旧农舍附近。我突然看见门口站着一匹没人骑的马，那匹马毫无疑问是汤姆·费格斯的。我赶紧走进农舍，发现汤姆受了重伤躺在地上。由于疼痛，他不能大声说话，只能轻声低语。

“把我放到马背上，约翰，”他说，“她会带我回家的。没有人能抓住她——她是这世界上跑得最快的马。这是我逃跑的最好机会。”

他说得没错。国王的士兵们还骑着马在战场周围搜寻并处死叛军。于是，我尽我所能把汤姆的伤口包扎好，将他放到马背上，把马头转向回家的方向。

“谢谢你，约翰。我现在安全了，”他低声说着，伏在马脖子上，压住体侧的伤口。“但你自己也要小心，约翰·里德。”

我目送汤姆的马消失在远方。刚过了一分钟，我转头看见一群士兵朝我走过来。“我们以国王的名义命令你站住，”他们说道。

“我不是叛军，”我说道，“我是支持国王的，而且——”
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但他们根本不听我说。“你是国王的敌人，”他们说，“而对你的惩罚就是将你处死。”

我试图向他们辩解，当他们将手放到我身上时，我将其中一名士兵打翻在地。这让他们越发生气了，上尉命令手下将我绑在树上立即枪毙。

我无力对抗二十个人，只能闭上眼睛尽量去想洛娜和母亲。上尉下令开枪，但与此同时，我听到一匹马朝我们奔过来，另一个声音高喊道：“住手！”

是杰里米·斯蒂克尔斯！他骑着马站在我和枪支之间，开始同上尉争辩。他的声音是长久以来我听到过的最动听的嗓音！

争辩很快就结束了。我听见杰里米有一两次提到了杰弗里斯法官的名字，没多久他便说服了上尉不枪毙我。“这个叫约翰·里德的人是我的犯人，”杰里米说，“我会带他回伦敦接受审讯的。”

我们一同骑马离开，我真心地感谢杰里米救了我的命。

“你还没有脱离危险，约翰，”他说道。“我知道你不是国王的敌人，但很多人不会相信你。如果你想继续做一个自由人，保留自己的农庄和土地，就只能去做一件事——你必须跟我去伦敦，把你的故事告诉杰弗里斯法官。”


12
Love and revenge

London, of course, was where Lorna was, but it was five weeks before I saw her. Because I was a kind of prisoner, I was not allowed to move freely around the city and I had to report every day to the judges' rooms. However, I came before Judge Jeffreys at last. He remembered me, believed my story, and gave me papers which said I was a free man and an honest servant of the King.

I was now free to go and see Lorna but, to tell the truth, I was a little afraid. It had been a year since she left Exmoor — a year without one word or letter from her. Did she remember the old days in our farmhouse? Did she still love her poor, simple farmer, a man without great riches or a famous family name? It was true that the Ridds had held their own land on Exmoor for hundreds of years, but Lorna came from a family that had Scottish kings in its history.

Everybody in London knew Lady Lorna Dugal. They spoke of her great beauty, and told me how rich she was, and that the Queen was very friendly with her. But if Lorna still loved me, then neither riches nor a proud family would keep me away from her.

So, with fear and hope in my heart, I went to Earl Brandir's house. It was a very grand place. I was taken upstairs to a little sitting-room, and told to wait. Then, suddenly, the door opened and Lorna was standing before me, in a simple white dress, with her long black hair falling down her back. She was more beautiful than ever.

She came towards me, holding out her hand. Gently, I took her hand in mine, then bent and kissed it.

'Is that all?' she whispered. I saw the shine of tears in her eyes, and in another second she was crying in my arms.

'Darling Lorna,' I cried, holding her close to me. 'I love you dearly, but surely, you don't care for me now.'

'Yes, I do, John. Yes, I do. Oh, why have you behaved so unkindly?'

'I am behaving,' I replied, 'as well as I can. No other man in the world could hold you like this, without kissing you.'

'Then why don't you do it, John?' asked Lorna, looking up at me, with a laugh in her bright eyes.

After that, of course, there was no more talking, for about five minutes. Then my darling pulled away from me, and began to question me.

'John Ridd, you must tell me the truth, the whole truth. Why have you never, for more than a year, taken any notice of your old friend, Lorna Doone?'

'Because,' I answered, 'my old friend, and true love, sent me not one word or letter in all that time.'

'What!' cried Lorna. 'Oh no, my poor John! I have often suspected something like this, but she always said —' With these words, she rang a bell very violently, and a few seconds later her servant, little Gwenny, came in.

'Gwenny,' said Lorna, 'what have you done with all the letters I gave you to send to Mr Ridd? No more lies, now.'

Gwenny gave me a very black look. 'I didn't send them,' she said. 'You're a grand lady now, mistress. You should marry some grand lord, not a poor farmer from Exmoor. I was only thinking of you.'

'Gwenny, you may go,' said Lorna, her voice full of quiet anger. 'I don't want to see you or speak to you for at least three days.'

At this, Gwenny ran out of the room, crying noisily, and Lorna turned to me. 'Oh John, try not to be too angry with her. She loves me very much, and I'm afraid that if you take me, you'll still have to take Gwenny too.'

'I'll take fifty Gwennies,' I said, 'if you want me to.'

After this, we spoke of ourselves. I tried to tell Lorna that, when she was free to decide her own future, she must think very carefully. The world would say she was mad if she chose to become a farmer's wife. Of course, at Plover's Barrows farm she would have a comfortable home, plenty of good food, and all the love and care I could give her. But it was not the same as being a grand lady, who owned half of Scotland and who could marry any lord she wanted.

Lorna could not wait for me to finish. 'I decided long ago, dear John,' she said, very seriously, 'that you must be my husband. I think it was the day you climbed up the waterfall, with your shoes off, and a bag of fish for your mother. So, after all these years of loving, shall little things like money and a family name separate us? They mean nothing. I have not been here a year, John, without learning something. Oh, how I hate it! Only my uncle and Gwenny really care for me. All the rest are only interested in my land and money. Oh John, you must never leave me — it would break my heart.'

Of course, I gave in at once, and said, 'Darling, you must do exactly what you please.'

For that she gave me the sweetest of kisses; and as I left, I went grandly down the great stairs of Earl Brandir's house, thinking of nothing else except that.

*　　*　　*

For the rest of my time in London I went to see Lorna every day, forgetting all about my poor mother and the work that needed doing on the farm. Then one day I received a letter from Lizzie, and I realized that I must get home as quickly as possible. My darling Lorna cried and held me close, but she understood why I had to go.

Lizzie's news was this: Jeremy Stickles and his soldiers had finally made their attack on Doone valley — but it had failed, and Jeremy had been injured. This was the worst possible thing for Exmoor. Now the Doones would make more trouble than ever before — and of course they would attack our farm.

When I got home, I learnt that the Doones were robbing everyone around them, and the whole of Exmoor was living in fear of them. Then a few weeks later something even more terrible happened.

The Doones came one evening to the farmhouse of Kit Badcock, a neighbour of ours, while he was out working in his fields. They broke down the door and stole his young wife Margery. Two of them carried her, screaming and fighting, to their horses, and then rode away. Meanwhile, the other Doones were searching the house for food and drink to steal, and one of them found the Badcocks' little son crying in the kitchen. He picked the baby up, threw him into the air, and let him fall on to the hard stone floor. The child's neck was broken, and he died at once.

It made me sick just to think of the cruelty of this man, and when people heard this terrible story, they were very angry. They said it was time for the people of Exmoor to take their own revenge.

Men from all the farms and villages of Exmoor came to see me. 'We cannot expect any more help from the King against the Doones,' they told me. 'Because Jeremy Stickles's attack failed, the King has refused to send any more soldiers. But we've had enough of the Doones. We want to attack them ourselves, and we want you to lead us, John.'

I said I was no leader, but they would not listen to this. 'Try to lead us,' they said, 'and we will try to follow.'

In the end I agreed to do as they asked. I thought we had a chance against the Doones, if enough of us decided to fight. There were fewer of them now — some had been killed in the rebel fighting, and some during Jeremy's attack. We arranged to meet again and make a plan. Tom Faggus, now quite well, rode over to join us — and he soon had a very clever idea.

'We're not soldiers,' he said, 'and we'll never defeat the Doones if we try to fight all of them in their valley. So we must lay a trap. You know the caves on Exmoor where gold was once found? Well, we'll tell a story around Exmoor that men have been digging secretly and have found a new cave, with rocks full of gold. We'll say that the gold will be taken away on a certain night, at a certain time. The Doones will naturally plan to attack and steal this gold, but some of us will make a trap for them in the caves. Meanwhile, the rest of us will attack the valley, as soon as we know that some of the robbers have left.'

The second part of our plan was this: Tom would take some of our men and pretend to attack the Doone gate, while our main attack would really come from the waterfall end of the valley — the route I had discovered so long ago.

The plan went well. The story about the gold was whispered in the right ears, and on the agreed night our spies watched a large group of robbers leave Doone valley on their way to the caves. Meanwhile, as the moon rose above the hills, I was leading my twenty men to the bottom of the waterfall. John Fry, our old farm-worker, was in the mountains which looked down into the valley. When he saw the fighting start at the Doone-gate, he would fire his gun as a signal to us.

Soon the sound of John's gun rang around the mountains, and I and my men climbed up the waterfall and into the valley. Tom's men were making as much noise as possible at the Doone-gate, and all the Doones had run to join the fight there. We went quietly along the valley, keeping to the shadows under the trees, until we came to the Doone-town. Then we got to work with our fire sticks, and before long every Doone house was on fire. We took good care, however, to burn no women or children, and we made sure that they were all out of the houses first.

When they saw the flames and smoke rising from their houses, the Doone men came running back from the gate. By the time they reached us, the whole valley was burning — houses, trees, everything, right up to the sides of the mountains. As the men came towards us, we saw that there were only twelve of them. In the bright firelight, they could not see us, but we had them right in front of our guns. There were so few of them that I thought we could take them as prisoners. But my men did not wait for a word from me — they saw the chance of revenge on the men who had burnt their homes and stolen their women for so many years. They fired, and five Doones fell dead.

The robbers fired back wildly, but they could not see us clearly in the shadows. Soon all the guns were empty and the battle became hand-to-hand fighting, with knives and sticks. I stood to one side — the only Doone I wanted to meet was Carver. But as I started-to look for him, I saw something white in the grass, moving close to the ground. I ran to see what it was, and found the Counsellor. I recognized him from Lorna's descriptions, and here he was, on his hands and knees, trying to escape from the fighting. The white thing I had seen was his long white hair. When he saw me, he got to his feet. He knew at once who I was.

'John Ridd!' he said. 'Won't you be kind to an old man? Let me get away from this violence, John.'

'I will let you go free, sir,' I said, 'but on one condition. Tell me honestly, which Doone killed my father?'

'I will tell you honestly,' he said, 'though it hurts me to say it. It was my son, Carver.'

'I thought it was him,' I said. 'But you were not there, so I don't blame you.'

'I've always been against violence,' the Counsellor said, shaking his head sadly. 'And now, John, let me go.'

He was an evil, lying old man, but I let him go. I don't know what happened to him, but he was never seen again on Exmoor.

Then I went to look for Carver, but did not find him. Afterwards, I heard that he had led the Doones who had gone to the gold caves. Our trap was successful, and all the Doones had been killed — all except Carver, who had ridden his horse through the attackers and escaped.

The Doones were totally defeated, though. When the sun came up above their valley the next day, all their houses were nothing but blackened wood. We had lost sixteen men in the fighting, but out of nearly forty Doone men, only Carver and the Counsellor were left alive.

But the thought that Carver, that cruel and violent man, was still living somewhere on the moors, did not give me much peace.



Scottish adj. of or relating to Scotland or its people 苏格兰（人）的

question v. to ask questions to find out what they know about something 质问

black adj. full of feelings of anger or hate 生气的

think of take into account or consideration 着想；考虑

noisily adv. full of or making a lot of noise 大声地

care for look after and provide the needs of 关心

break one's heart overwhelm someone with sadness 让……心碎

give in cease fighting or arguing 屈服；让步

have enough of be thoroughly tired or sick of something and want it to stop 受够了

burn v. to hurt someone with fire or heat 烧伤

evil adj. someone who deliberately does very cruel things to harm other people 邪恶的

lying adj. not telling the truth 撒谎的

blackened adj. becoming or made black or dark 烧黑的


12．爱与复仇

伦敦，当然就是洛娜所在的地方，但我直到五个星期后才见到她。由于我算是一名犯人，所以不能随意在城中走动，还必须每天去法官们的办公室报到。但是，我最后还是见到了杰弗里斯法官。他还记得我，相信我说的事情，还给我开具了一些文件来证明我是自由人，是国王忠实的仆人。

我现在自由了，可以去见洛娜了，但是说实话，我有一点担心。她离开埃克斯莫尔已经一年了——一年以来音讯全无。她还记得在我家农舍里度过的那些日子吗？她还爱着她那个贫穷普通的农夫、那个既没有财富也没有显赫家世的人吗？尽管几百年来，里德一家的确一直在埃克斯莫尔拥有自己的土地，但洛娜可是出身于一个历史上曾出过苏格兰国王的家族。

在伦敦，人人都知道洛娜·杜加尔女勋爵。他们谈论着她那闭月羞花之貌，告诉我她是多么富有，还说女王对她非常友好。但是，如果洛娜依然爱我，那么无论是财富还是值得骄傲的家族都不能阻止我跟她在一起。

于是，我怀着担忧和希望来到了布兰迪尔伯爵的府第。这是个雄伟豪华的地方。我被带到了楼上的一间小起居室，并被告知在此等候。不久，门突然开了，洛娜穿着一袭简单的白衣站在我面前，长长的黑发垂在后背上。她比以前更美丽了。

她走向我，伸出手来。我温柔地握住她的手，弯腰吻了一下。

“就这些吗？”她柔声说。我看见了她眼中的莹莹泪光，紧接着她便倒在我臂弯中抽泣起来。

“亲爱的洛娜，”我将她紧紧拥在怀中大声说道，“我深爱着你，但你现在显然已经不在乎我了。”

“不，我还在乎你，约翰。真的，我在乎你。哦，你为什么这么冷淡呢？”

“我在尽力控制自己，”我回答道，“这世上没有别的男人能像这样抱着你，却不吻你。”

“那你为什么不吻我呢，约翰？”洛娜边问边抬起头望着我，明亮的眼中带着一丝笑意。

当然，此后大约五分钟内，我们没有任何言谈。接着，我亲爱的洛娜从我怀中抽出身，开始质问我。

“约翰·里德，你必须告诉我真相，全部的真相。为什么这一年多以来，你完全不顾念自己的老朋友洛娜·杜恩？”

“那是因为，”我回答道，“我的老朋友，也是我的挚爱，一直以来都没有给我捎去任何消息或是信件。”

“什么？”洛娜大喊道，“哦，不，我可怜的约翰！我一直都在怀疑是不是发生了这样的事，但她总是说——”说着，她使劲按动响铃。几秒钟后，她的仆人小格温妮走了进来。
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“格温妮，”洛娜问道，“我让你寄给里德先生的信呢，你都怎么处理了？别再撒谎了，说。”

格温妮向我怒目而视。“我没把它们寄出去，”她说，“您现在是有身份地位的女勋爵，小姐。您应该嫁给一位显赫的爵士，而不是埃克斯莫尔的穷苦农夫。我只是在为您着想。”

“格温妮，你可以走了，”洛娜说着，她的声音尽量压抑着心中的愠怒，“至少三天之内，我都不想见到你或是跟你说话。”

听到这番话，格温妮嚎啕大哭着跑出了房间。洛娜转向我说：“哦，约翰，别对她太生气。她很爱我，而且我想如果你想接受我，恐怕也得接受格温妮。”

“要我接受五十个格温妮都可以，”我说，“只要你愿意。”

此后，我们谈起了我俩的事。我试探着告诉洛娜，等到她可以自由决定自己的将来时，必须非常慎重地考虑。要是她选择做一名农夫的妻子，世人都会说她疯了。当然，她可以在普罗沃斯巴若斯农庄拥有一个舒适的家、丰富的美食以及我所能给予的全部的爱和呵护。但这样的生活同拥有半个苏格兰、能嫁给任何一名爵士的高贵女勋爵的生活是迥然不同的。

洛娜不等我把话说完。“我很久以前就已经决定了，亲爱的约翰，”她非常严肃地说，“你必须成为我的丈夫。我想应该就是在你光着脚、带着一包为你母亲抓的鱼爬上瀑布的那天吧。所以，经过了这么多年相亲相爱的日子，难道像金钱和家族声望这样的小事会将我们分开吗？它们一文不值。约翰，我在这里的一年，也让我体会到一些事情。哦，我真讨厌这样的生活！只有舅公和格温妮真的关心我，别人都只是对我的田产和财富感兴趣。哦，约翰，你永远都不要离开我——那样会让我心碎的。”

当然，我立刻就屈服了。我说：“亲爱的，你必须按照自己的意愿来做。”

听到这话，她给了我最甜蜜的吻。离开时，我愉快地走下布兰迪尔伯爵家宽大的楼梯，心中只想着那些甜蜜的吻。

*　　*　　*

接下来呆在伦敦的日子里，我每天都去看望洛娜，完全忘记了可怜的母亲和农庄里需要我干的活。直到有一天，我收到了莉齐的信，意识到自己必须尽快赶回家。我亲爱的洛娜哭着紧紧抱住我，但她理解我为什么必须要走。

莉齐信上写道：杰里米·斯蒂克尔斯和他的士兵们终于对杜恩山谷发动了袭击——但却惨遭失败，杰里米还受了伤。这对于埃克斯莫尔而言，是最糟糕的事。现在，杜恩家族的人将会比以前制造更多的麻烦——当然，他们一定会袭击我家的农庄。

我到家后，得知杜恩家族的人正在附近到处抢劫，整个埃克斯莫尔的人都生活在对他们的恐惧中。几个星期后，更可怕的事情发生了。

一天晚上，杜恩家族的人趁我们的邻居基特·巴德科克在田间劳作时来到了他家的农舍。他们破门而入，抢走了他年轻的妻子玛格丽。两个人将哭喊挣扎着的玛格丽带上马，扬长而去。与此同时，其他杜恩家族的人在屋里四下搜寻食物和酒，其中一人发现了巴德科克家的小儿子在厨房里哭泣。他将小孩子拎起来抛到空中，任其摔落到坚硬的石头地面上。小孩的脖子摔断了，当场毙命。

一想到那人的残忍，我就感到恶心。当人们听说了这个可怕的事情后，群情激愤。他们说，埃克斯莫尔的人复仇的时候到了。

埃克斯莫尔所有农庄和村落的男人们都来见我。“我们不能再指望国王援助我们来抗击杜恩家族了，”他们对我说，“杰里米·斯蒂克尔斯的袭击失败了，国王拒绝派遣更多的士兵来。但我们已经受够了杜恩家族的欺负。我们想自己发动袭击，希望你能领头，约翰。”

我说自己不是做头儿的料，但他们不肯听。“请试着领导我们，”他们说，“我们也会试着听从你的指挥。”

最后，我答应了他们的请求。我认为如果有足够多的人决定参加战斗，我们就有机会打败杜恩家族。现在对方的人数已经减少了——有些在叛乱中被杀掉了，另一些则在杰里米发动的袭击中战死了。我们又安排了一次会面，制定了一个计划。汤姆·费格斯已经恢复健康，他也骑马赶来加入了我们的行列——很快，他便想到了一个聪明的办法。

“我们不是士兵，”他说，“若是跟杜恩家族的所有人在杜恩山谷中作战，我们永远也无法战胜他们。因此，我们必须设一个圈套。你们知道埃克斯莫尔那些曾发现过金矿的山洞吗？呃，我们就在埃克斯莫尔附近散布消息，说有些人一直在秘密挖掘，而且已经发现了一个满是金矿的新山洞。我们放出消息，说这些金矿石会在某一天夜里的某一个时刻被运走。杜恩家族的人自然会计划发动袭击、抢走金矿石，而我们当中的一部分人将在山洞中为他们布下陷阱。与此同时，剩下的人一旦得知部分强盗已离开山谷，就向山谷发动进攻。”

我们计划的第二部分是这样的：汤姆将带领我们当中的一部分人假装袭击杜恩大门，而我们的主要进攻点却是山谷尽头的瀑布那里——也就是我很久以前发现的路线。

计划进展得很顺利。关于金矿石的消息通过恰当的途径散布开来。在我们计划好的那天夜里，我们的探子观察到一大群强盗离开了杜恩山谷，踏上了前往山洞的路。与此同时，当月光照耀到山头时，我正带领手下的二十人前往瀑布下方。约翰·弗赖伊，我家农庄上的老伙计，正在山头俯视着山谷。等他一看到杜恩大门口的战斗打响，就会鸣枪给我们信号。

很快，约翰的枪声便在群山间回响了起来。我和我的手下爬上瀑布，冲进了山谷。汤姆的手下正在杜恩大门竭尽所能制造响动，杜恩家族所有的人都跑过去加入那里的战斗了。我们在树影下静悄悄地一路走进山谷，直捣杜恩镇。接着，我们开始用火把放火。没过多久，杜恩山谷里的每一栋房子都燃烧起来了。不过我们很小心，没有烧到任何妇女和儿童，并事先确保他们都出了房门。

当杜恩家族的男人们见到自家房子上升腾起火光和烟雾时，都从大门那儿跑了回去。等到他们靠近我们时，整个山谷都在燃烧——房屋、树木，所有的一切，一直烧到山边。当他们朝这边过来时，我们看到他们只有十二个人。在明亮的火光中，他们看不见我们，但我们的枪口却已瞄准了他们。他们的人数这么少，我觉得我们可以活捉他们。但我的手下没等我发号施令——他们瞅见了机会，能向这些多年来烧毁他们家园、抢夺他们妻子的仇人们报复。他们开了枪，五个杜恩家族的人倒地毙命。
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强盗们疯狂地开枪还击，但却无法看清躲在树影中的我们。很快，所有的枪支都没有子弹了，战斗变成了使用刀棍的白刃战。我站在一旁——我唯一想见到的是卡弗·杜恩。但当我开始找寻他的踪影时，却发现草丛中有个白色的东西正贴着地面移动。我跑过去看个究竟，发现是亲王。我根据洛娜以前的描述认出了他，他在那儿试图爬着逃离战斗。我所看见的白色东西是他那长长的白胡子。当他看见我时，便站起身来。他立刻知道我是谁了。

“约翰·里德！”他说道，“你不会对一位老人不客气吧？让我离开这场混战吧，约翰。”

“我会让你离开的，先生，”我说，“但我有一个条件。老实告诉我，是杜恩家族的哪个人杀害了我的父亲？”

“我会跟你说实话，”他说，“虽然这么说让我很伤心。是我的儿子卡弗干的。”

“我就知道是他，”我说，“但你当时并不在场，所以我不怪你。”

“我一直都反对暴力，”亲王边说边哀伤地摇着头，“好了，约翰，让我走吧。”

他是个邪恶的、满嘴谎言的老头，但我还是放他走了。我不知道他后来怎么样了，但此后没人再在埃克斯莫尔见过他。

接着，我去找卡弗，但却没找到。后来我才听说他带领杜恩家族的人去金矿山洞了。我们的陷阱很成功，所有杜恩家族的人都被杀掉了——除了卡弗。他骑着马突破重围逃脱了。

不过，杜恩家族的人已被彻底击败了。第二天，当太阳照耀着他们的山谷时，所有房屋都已成了烧黑的木头。我们在战斗中牺牲了十六个人，但杜恩家族将近四十个人中，只有卡弗和亲王两人还活着。

可是，一想到卡弗这个残暴的家伙还活在这片沼泽地上，我就不得安宁。


13
The last battle

The next thing that happened was the return of Lorna — my Lorna, my own darling. She stepped out of her coach and ran into the house, as happy as a bird to get home again. All the house was full of brightness and sunshine as she ran here and there, laughing and talking. Oh, how she loved this old chair, and she must see the kitchen fire, and where was her old friend the cat? As for me, I threw my best hat over the hay ricks and shouted for happiness.

Lorna was now free to make her own decisions, she told us. Earl Brandir had died. She had grown to love this fine old gentleman, and was very sad at his death. But now she could do what she wanted — even marry that good servant of the King, John Ridd.

At last, the waiting and the worrying was over, and happiness was ours. But in her softest moments, when she was alone with me, Lorna could not quite hide the fear that still lay deep in her heart. I felt it too — a fear that something evil, something terrible, could still happen.

There was great excitement all over Exmoor when people heard of our wedding. Everyone had heard of the defeat of the Doones, and the strength of John Ridd, and the beauty of Lorna. People came from more than thirty miles around.

Mother, Annie, and Lizzie arranged everything, with the help of Uncle Ben's granddaughter, Ruth, who had also come for the wedding.

When the day came, and Lorna stepped up to my side in Oare church and took my hand, I was afraid to look at her. She was so beautiful, so fresh and lovely in her simple white dress. But when we had each said 'I will', and my ring was on her finger, we turned to each other. Her laughing eyes were serious now, and full of so much love that my heart nearly stopped beating. Darling eyes, the loveliest, the most loving eyes — then the sound of a shot rang through the church, and those eyes were clouded with death.

Lorna fell at my feet, and her bright red blood ran over the wooden floor. I lifted her up, whispering soft words of love, but as she leant her head on my chest, her eyes closed and she breathed her last goodbye to life. Then I laid my wife in my mother's arms — and went out for my revenge.

Of course, I knew who had done it. There was only one man in the world who could do a thing like this. I jumped on my horse and rode away fast. I don't remember who showed me the way. I only know that I took it. And the men fell back before me.

Soon the shouts of some men told me that I was getting close. And there, ahead of me, rode a man on a great black horse; and I knew that the man was Carver Doone.

'His life, or mine,' I said to myself; 'whatever God decides. But the two of us cannot live in this world one more hour together.' I had no weapons, and I knew he had a gun, but I also knew, as surely as night follows day, that I would kill this man.

He rode up onto the moors, and I followed. His horse was fast, but he did not know this part of Exmoor. He rode straight into a little valley from which I knew there was no escape — because at the end of it there was only a black, bottomless bog.

As I rode after him, I reached up to a tree that was growing in the rocks above me, and broke off a great branch. Then Carver turned a corner and saw what he was riding towards. He pulled back from the bog in fear, and turning his horse, he fired, and rode straight at me.

The bullet hit me somewhere, but I took no notice. I put my horse across his path, lifted the branch above my head and brought it down hard on his horse's head. Both horse and man crashed to the ground.

Before Carver could move, I jumped down. He got up with a black look on his face and started to speak. For an answer I hit him on the side of the face. I would not dirty my mouth by speaking to this man now. Then he ran at me and put his hands around my neck. I had never met strength like this, and felt my neck would break. But I took hold of his arm, and almost pulled it from his shoulder. Then I took him by the neck, as he had done to me. His eyes burned with anger, and he threw himself against me. But God gave me great strength that day. In two minutes he was lying on the ground, half dead.

'I will not hurt you any more,' I said, when I could breathe again. 'Carver Doone, you are beaten. Go on your way, thank God you are alive — and never come near me again.'

But it was too late. The black bog had him by the feet. As he lay like a mad dog in front of me, the ground itself began to pull him in. In our murderous battle, we had not noticed where we were going. I only just managed to jump, with my last strength, from the terrible blackness. But I could do nothing for Carver. While his mad eyes stared, and his arms waved wildly above his head, the black bog pulled him down and he disappeared from sight.

I don't know how I got home. I had lost a lot of blood. By the time I got to the farm, I was riding in a dream. John Fry took my horse away and Mother led me indoors.

'I have killed him,' I said, 'as he killed Lorna. Now let me see my wife. She belongs to me, though she is dead.'

'You cannot see her now, John,' said Ruth, coming forward. 'Annie is with her now.'

'What does that matter? Let me see my dead one, and then die.'

All the women moved away from me, crying. Only Ruth stood by me, and put her little hand in mine.

'John, she is not your dead one. She may still be your living one, and your wife. But you must not see her now. The sight of you like this will certainly kill her.'

I could not understand what she was saying, but I let them lead me upstairs to my bed. The bullet had broken a bone in my chest, and I was soon in a fever. It was only much later that I learnt how Ruth had saved Lorna's life.

When I had run out of the church, Ruth had taken control. She made John Fry and the other men carry Lorna home immediately. There, she cut off the wedding dress, pulled the bullet from Lorna's wound, and stopped the bleeding with cold water. All this time, Lorna lay still and white, and everyone was sure that she would die.

But Ruth covered the wound with a cloth, kept her warm, and made her drink a little wine from a spoon. And after a while everyone could see that Lorna was still breathing. She lay close to death for many days, but with Ruth's loving care, she slowly began to get better.

Meanwhile, I lay in my bed, only half-conscious, and in my fever I did not believe them when they told me Lorna was still alive. I knew in my heart that she was dead, and I had no interest in life — a life without Lorna was worthless, without meaning.

Mother cried, and thought that I would die, but after six weeks the fever left me. I was so weak that I could not leave my room. Outside, the sun shone on the spring flowers, but in my misery I cared nothing for the beauty of the world.

Then, the next morning, Ruth came to see me. 'John,' she said, 'are you well enough to see your wife? I was afraid to bring her before, while you were so ill.'

'I don't understand,' I said, staring at her. She went away, then came back, and behind her was Lorna. Ruth closed the door, and ran away; and Lorna stood before me.

But she did not stand for long. She ran to me and managed to get into my arms, although they were too weak to hold her. She put her warm young face against mine, and would not look at me, preferring kissing to looking.

I felt my life come back to me. I felt the happiness of living, and of loving. I felt the sweetness and the sadness of my Lorna's tears, and the softness of her loving lips. And the world, suddenly, was a good place again.

*　　*　　*

I have not much more to tell. Over the days that followed, Lorna sat beside me, and we watched each other getting better. We have never tired of watching each other since.

Now, we live peacefully on the farm. Though Lorna still has great riches, we never use the money, except for some poor neighbour. I sometimes buy her beautiful clothes, but she soon gives them away, or keeps them for the children.

Tom and Annie are happy. Except for a few small adventures, Tom remains on the right side of the law, and they have honest children. Lizzie married the captain of Jeremy Stickles's soldiers, who had stayed with us when we fought the Doones. Ruth is not married yet, but there is a man who loves her, as much as I love Lorna, and I'm sure he will win her soon.

But of Lorna herself, my darling wife, I won't say much. A man should not talk too much about the best thing in his life. Year by year, her beauty and her loving kindness grow greater; and after all this time, and all that has happened to us, she is still my Lorna Doone.



bog n. an area of ground that is always very wet and soft 沼泽

murderous adj. capable of, intending, or involving murder or extreme violence 谋杀的；疯狂的

win somebody to gain support or favour of somebody 赢得某人的支持或喜欢


13．最后一仗

接下来发生的事就是洛娜回来了——我的洛娜，只属于我的亲爱的洛娜。她走出马车跑进屋子里，高兴得像一只返巢的小鸟。她有说有笑地跑到这又跑到那，整个屋子里都充满了欢乐和阳光。哦，她多么喜欢这把旧椅子，她得看看厨房里的火，她的老朋友猫咪呢？而我则将自己最好的帽子扔上了干草堆，高兴得放声呼喊。

洛娜告诉我们，她现在可以自己做决定了。布兰迪尔伯爵已经过世了。她已渐渐地喜欢上了这位善良的老绅士，对他的去世感到很难过。但她现在可以做自己想做的事了——甚至可以嫁给那个国王忠实的仆人，约翰·里德。

终于，所有等待和焦虑都结束了，幸福是属于我们的。但当她跟我独处时，在她最温柔的时刻，她仍难掩心中深埋的担忧。我也感觉到了这种担忧的存在——怕还会发生一些邪恶而可怕的事。

当埃克斯莫尔的人们听说我们的婚讯后，全都兴奋不已。人人都听说了杜恩家族的覆灭、约翰·里德的力量和洛娜的美貌。人们从方圆三十英里开外的地方赶来。

在赶来参加婚礼的本叔叔的孙女露丝的帮助下，母亲、安妮和莉齐安排好了一切。

那一天到来的时候，在奥尔村的教堂里，洛娜走到我身边，握住我的手，我不敢看她。她穿着简单的白色礼服，如此美丽、清新、可爱。而等到我们分别说了“我愿意”，我将戒指戴上她的手指后，我们便转向了对方。她笑意盈盈的双眼此刻郑重而充满了爱意，让我的心几乎停止了跳动。那亲爱的双眸，最可爱最深情的双眸——接着，一声枪响在教堂里响起，而这双眼睛蒙上了死亡的阴影。
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洛娜倒在我脚边，鲜红的血流淌在木地板上。我将她抱起来，轻柔地说着爱抚的话语。但她将头靠在我胸膛上，双目紧闭，奄奄一息，正在渐渐同生命告别。接着，我将自己的妻子放在母亲的臂弯里——出门寻仇去了。

当然，我知道这是谁干的。这世上只有一个人能干出这种事来。我骑上马飞奔而去。我不记得是谁给我指了路，只知道自己一路追去。人群在我面前闪开。

很快，有人叫喊着告诉我，我就快追上了。在我前方有一个骑着大黑马的人，我知道那人就是卡弗·杜恩。

“要么他死，要么我亡，”我对自己说，“让上帝来决定吧。但我们二人已不能再在这世上共存了，多一个小时都不行。”我没有武器，并且我知道他有一支枪。但就像知道黑夜过后必然是白昼一样，我确信自己会杀死这个人。

他骑马跑上了沼泽地，我紧随其后。他的马跑得很快，但他却不熟悉埃克斯莫尔这一带的地形。他径直骑进了一个小山谷，我知道那里没有出路——因为山谷的尽头只有一小片黑暗无底的沼泽。

我一路跟随其后，伸手够向头顶一棵长在岩石上的树，折下了一根粗大的树枝。接着，卡弗转过一个弯，看清了前方的情景。他吓得拉紧缰绳躲开沼泽，调转马头开了一枪，朝我径直冲过来。

子弹射中了我身上某个地方，但我毫不在意。我将自己的马挡在他前进的路上，把树枝举过头顶，向下用力打在他的马头上，使他连人带马跌落在地。

还没等卡弗动弹，我便跳下了马背。他恶狠狠地站起身，想开口说话。作为回答，我击中了他的脸。我现在不能开口跟这人说话，免得弄脏了自己的嘴。接着，他朝我扑过来，双手掐住了我的脖子。我从没见过如此巨大的力量，觉得自己的脖子都快断了。但我抓住了他的胳膊，几乎要把它们从他肩上撕扯下来。接着，我也照他先前掐我那样掐住了他的脖子。他眼中燃烧着怒火，将身体向我压过来。但上帝那天赐予了我巨大的力量。两分钟后，他半死不活地躺倒在地。

“我不会再打你了，”等喘过气来之后，我说道，“卡弗·杜恩，你被打败了。你走吧，你得感谢上帝你还活着——别再靠近我了。”
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但这话已经太迟了。黑色的沼泽缠住了他的双脚。当他像条疯狗一样躺在我面前时，地面开始将他拉入沼泽。在你死我活的打斗中，我们都没注意到正在向沼泽靠近。我凭借最后一丝力气勉强跳出了那片可怕的黑暗。但对卡弗，我已无能为力。他瞪圆了疯狂的双眼，双手在头顶狂乱挥舞。黑暗的沼泽将他拉了下去，他从我眼前消失了。

我不知道自己是怎么回到家的。我大量失血，好像在梦游一样骑马回到农庄。约翰·弗赖伊将我的马牵走，母亲把我引进了屋子里。

“我把他杀了，”我说，“因为他杀了洛娜。现在让我看看我的妻子吧。她是属于我的，虽然她已经死了。”

“你现在不能见她，约翰，”露丝说着走上前来，“安妮正陪着她。”

“那又怎么样？让我看看我的亡妻，然后随她而去吧。”

所有女人都哭着从我身边走开了。只有露丝站在我身旁，将她的小手放到我手中。

“约翰，她不是你的亡妻。她有可能还活着，还是你的妻子。但你现在一定不能见她。你这副模样肯定会害死她的。”

我不明白她在说什么，但还是任由他们将我带到了楼上自己的床上。子弹打断了我胸部的一根骨头，我很快就开始发烧了。过了很久之后，我才得知露丝是如何救了洛娜的命的。

当时我跑出教堂后，露丝稳住了局面。她让约翰·弗赖伊和其他男人一起立刻将洛娜抬回家。在家里，她剪开婚礼礼服，从洛娜的伤口中取出了子弹，用凉水止住了血。在此期间，洛娜面色惨白、一动不动地躺着，人人都以为她必死无疑。

但露丝用一块布为她包扎了伤口，替她保暖，用勺子喂她喝了点酒。过了一会儿，大家都看出洛娜仍在呼吸。她卧床数天，一直在死亡的边缘挣扎，但在露丝的精心照料下，她慢慢有了好转。

与此同时，我一直处于半昏迷状态，卧床不起。当他们告诉我洛娜还活着时，高烧中的我不肯相信他们的话。我打心底认为她已经死了，而自己也对生活失去了兴趣——没有洛娜的人生没有价值，毫无意义。

母亲哭了，她认为我要死了，但六星期以后，我的烧退了。我很虚弱，还不能离开房间。窗外，阳光照耀着春天的鲜花，但囿于悲痛中的我却无心欣赏这世界的美丽。

接着，第二天早上，露丝来看我。“约翰，”她说，“你恢复得怎么样了，能见你的妻子了吗？你病得厉害的时候，我不敢带她过来。”

“我不明白你在说什么，”我盯着她说。她走了出去，过了一会儿又回来了，站在她身后的正是洛娜。露丝关上门跑开了；洛娜站在了我面前。

但她没站多久。她跑过来扎进我怀里，尽管我的双臂尚无力将她抱住。她将温暖而年轻的脸颊贴在我脸上；她不想看着我，她更想吻我。

我觉得自己又恢复了生命的活力，感受到了生活的快乐，爱的快乐。我感受着我的洛娜喜忧参半的泪水和深情柔软的双唇。世界霎那间又变成了美好的所在。

*　　*　　*

我没更多要说的了。在接下来的日子里，洛娜陪在我身边，我们彼此看着对方慢慢恢复健康。此后，我们从未厌倦过这样的凝望。

如今，我们在农庄过着平静的生活。虽然洛娜仍然很富有，我们却从不花这些钱，只是用来接济贫苦的邻居。我偶尔会给她买漂亮的衣服，但她很快就将它们送人了，或是留给孩子们。

汤姆和安妮过得很幸福。除了几次小小的冒险外，汤姆一直遵纪守法，他们的孩子也都很诚实。莉齐嫁给了杰里米·斯蒂克尔斯手下的一名上尉，他在我们抗击杜恩家族期间曾住在我家。露丝还没有嫁人，但有个人很爱她，就像我爱洛娜一样。我敢肯定他很快就会赢得她的芳心。

但我不会对洛娜——我亲爱的妻子发表过多的评论。男人不应多谈论自己一生中最珍贵的东西。年复一年，她的美貌和善良与日俱增。在经历了漫长的岁月和诸多波折后，她仍是我的洛娜·杜恩。


ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1．Read the story introduction of the book. How much do you know now about the story? Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1) Exmoor is a place where few people live. T/F

2) The Doones live on a hill on Exmoor. T/F

3) John comes from a family of farmers. T/F

4) John's father is shot while stealing from a farm. T/F

5) Lorna looks beautiful, but she is cold and proud. T/F

6) Two men want to marry Lorna Doone. T/F

2．Can you guess what will happen in the story? Choose answers to these questions.

1) Who will die?

a) Lorna Doone.

b) John Ridd.

c) Carver Doone.

d) John Ridd's mother.

2) Who will marry Lorna Doone?

a) Carver Doone.

b) John Ridd.

c) Somebody else.

d) Nobody.

3) What will happen to the Doones in the end?

a) They will be caught and put in prison by the soldiers.

b) They will move to another part of the country.

c) They will continue to rob and murder on Exmoor.

d) Most of them will be killed in a battle with Exmoor farmers.


ACTIVITIES



While Reading

1．Read Chapters 1 and 2. Choose the best question-word for these questions, and then answer them.

What / Why

1) ... did John remember the family in the coach?

2) ... was the news at home that John didn't want to hear?

3) ... didn't the local people fight back when the Doones attacked them?

4) ... did John go looking for on Saint Valentine's Day?

5) ... did John want to climb the waterfall?

6) ... seemed to make Lorna sad?

7) ... did Lorna tell John to go?

2．Read Chapters 3 to 5. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)? Rewrite the false ones with the correct information.

1) Tom Faggus robbed the rich, but he never hurt anyone.

2) Uncle Ben did not see any way of attacking Doone valley.

3) When John saw Lorna again, he fell deeply in love.

4) Lorna could not remember her early childhood.

5) She told John that Carver Doone was kind and gentle, and she would be happy to marry him.

6) When John left, he promised to come back the next week.

7) Jeremy Stickles came to the farm to arrest John.

8) John thought London was an unpleasant place.

9) Judge Jeffreys sent John home to spy for the King.

3．Before you read Chapter 6 (Lorna's new troubles), what do you think those troubles will be? Choose some of these ideas.

1) The Doones try to force Lorna to promise that she will marry Carver.

2) Lorna's grandfather dies, and Lorna has to marry Carver.

3) John fights Carver Doone, and gets hurt.

4) The Doones find out about John's visits.

5) The Doones keep Lorna prisoner in her house.

6) Lorna has no way of getting a message to John.

4．Read Chapters 6 to 8. Who said this, and to whom? Who, or what, were they talking about?

1) 'They say it's for the peace of the Doones.'

2) 'I thought you were much too honest and simple ever to do something like this!'

3) 'I was going mad, because I didn't know what had happened to you.'

4) 'I'm afraid he won't live long.'

5) 'I know she will love you with all her heart.'

6) 'You must bring her here, and I will teach her how to be a farmer's wife.'

7) 'We've been kept in here for days without food.'

8) 'I shall wear it, my love, till the day I die.'

9) 'It means that I am not a criminal any more.'

10) 'I have been sent to do important work.'

11) 'Ten of them, coming across the river. They'll be here in a minute.'

12) 'I will kill any man who touches her.'

5．Read Chapters 9 to 11, and then answer these questions.

1) Who was Lorna, and what happened to her real parents?

2) Who was the 'old enemy' that Lorna's mother recognized?

3) In what way did the 'blackest and unhappiest' day of John's and Lorna's childhood join their lives together?

4) How did Lorna feel about marrying a simple farmer now?

5) Why did the Doones never tell Lorna who she really was?

6) Why did Lorna have to go to London'?

7) Why did John think Lorna had forgotten about him?

8) How did John help Tom Faggus?

9) Why was John so pleased to see Jeremy Stickles again?

6．Before you read Chapters 12 and 13, how do you think the story ends? Choose some of these ideas.

1) John finds Lorna in London, and she still loves him.

2) Earl Brandir refuses to allow Lorna to marry John.

3) Lorna has married a rich lord, but runs away with John.

4) Jeremy Stickles and his soldiers attack Doone valley.

5) John leads the Exmoor people in an attack on the Doones.

6) The Doones' houses are burnt and all the men die in the fires.

7) All the Doones are killed except Carver and his father.

8) John marries Lorna and goes to live in London.

9) Carver Doone shoots Lorna at the wedding and kills her.

10) Carver shoots John, who nearly dies from his wound.

11) John fights Carver to the death and breaks his neck.

12) After a terrible fight, John watches Carver die.

13) The story ends happily.


ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1．Here is Ruth, writing about the day of the wedding in her diary. Put the parts of sentences in the right order, and join them with these linking words to make a passage of seven sentences. Start with number 10.

after / and / and / and after / because / but / however / so / when / where

1) badly wounded from his fight with Carver,

2) ______ we heard the sound of Carver's gun in the church.

3) ______ at last he realized that his wife was alive and well.

4) I told the men to carry Lorna home.

5) ______ in his fever the poor man did not believe us.

6) I managed to make her drink a little wine.

7) ______ we put him to bed too,

8) ______ I took Lorna to see him for the first time,

9) There, I cut off her wedding dress, took out the bullet,

10) It was a terrible moment

11) ______ he lay in a fever for several weeks.

12) Today, he is the happiest man on earth,

13) ______ John had run out to chase Carver,

14) ______ yesterday John's fever left him.

15) We told him many times that Lorna was still alive,

16) Then John arrived home,

17) ______ I had stopped the bleeding,

18) Slowly, ______, both he and Lorna began to get better,

2．Perhaps this is what some of the characters in the story were thinking. Which six characters were they, and what was happening in the story at that moment?

1) 'She's a lovely girl, and we're very happy together, but oh! Life on the farm is so boring! And just a few hours away there's excitement, and fighting, and adventure... It's no use, I have to go...'

2) 'What on earth is he thinking of? In love with a Doone! The family that killed his father! I don't know whether to cry, or hit him, or go away from here right now...'

3) 'It's just not right! She's a lady now, with grand friends — why is she still writing to that rough farmer? Well, I'll have nothing to do with it — I'm going to hide this one too...'

4) 'I'll have to tell him now, but I don't think he's going to like it. He's a good, honest man, but he's only a simple farmer, and when this news gets out, that young lady will be able to marry any man in the country...'

5) 'I'll make him sorry that he pulled my beard! He won the battle tonight, but I'll be back. And then he'll be on his knees in front of me! Lorna belongs to me, and nobody — nobody is going to keep her from me...'

6) 'He's certainly big and strong, that young man. And he looks me straight in the eye when he answers a question. I like that. But a spy? I don't think so. He's too honest — you can read his face like a book...'

3．There are 18 words from the story hidden in this word search. Find the words and draw lines through them. The first and last letters of each word are given below, and the words go from left to right and from top to bottom.

A______K　D______D　M______R　S______D　V______Y

B______G　F______E　N______T　S______L　W______L

C______H　G______P　R______L　S______M

D______G　I______N　S______D　S______Y
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Now write down all the letters that don't have a line through them (begin with the first line and go across each line until the end). You will have 31 letters, which make a sentence of 7 words.

1) What is the sentence?

2) Who said it, and to whom?

3) What did happen, in the end?

4．Complete this letter from Jeremy Stickles to Judge Jeffreys, using the words below.

broke, broken, buried, burning, defeated, farm, have, living, lost, ordered, others, ring, sign, towards, uncle, waiting

The Doones attacked John Ridd's _____ last night, but Ridd and I were ______ for them. Two of them went ______ the hay ricks with ______ sticks, and Ridd caught them and ______ their arms. Then I ______ my men to fire. We killed two men, and the ______ ran. We ______ the dead men today, and I sent the two men with _______ arms to Taunton. Ridd told me it was the first time the Doones had ever been ______.

Young Lorna Doone is now ______ with the Ridds, but I ______ discovered that she is not a Doone at all, but the ______ daughter of Lord Dugal. She has an old family _______, with the ______ of the House of Lorne on it. I expect her ______, Earl Brandir, will be interested in this news.

5．Imagine that you could give the story a different ending. Choose one of the endings below and write the notes into a paragraph. Then say which ending you prefer, and why.

● Lorna married / lord in London (Was John sad all his life? Did he forget Lorna / marry an Exmoor girl?)

● Lorna died / John / unhappy (Did he ever marry again?)

● John and Lorna married / lived in London (How did John feel about living in London?)

● Carver escaped from the bog (Did he leave the country / become a good man / make his peace with John?)
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简　介

查尔斯·狄更斯曾经说过：“在我所有的作品中，我最喜欢这一部。正如许多父母一样，我内心里有一个宠儿，他的名字就叫大卫·科波菲尔。”

狄更斯自己的童年艰难困苦，少年大卫的生活也同样不容易。父亲在他未出生前就去世了，8岁时母亲改嫁，继父摩德斯通先生严酷残暴，他的姐姐摩德斯通小姐也一样铁石心肠，不近人情。大卫成长过程中遭遇过许多不友善的人——残忍的校长、狡诈的朋友，还有心怀歹意的尤赖亚·希普。然而，在大卫的生活中也不乏善良之人：有可爱的保姆辟果提，少言寡语、不善言辞的巴克斯先生，有貌似严肃但却菩萨心肠的姨婆，有生活不如意的米考伯夫妇。他们时而兴高采烈，时而忧虑不安，却始终期待着“转机”的到来。有恬静温柔的阿格尼斯，一位聪慧的知心朋友；还有朵拉，一位最最可爱的女孩，金发碧眼，甜美漂亮，天真无邪……




查尔斯·狄更斯（1812—1870）是英国最伟大的小说家之一。他出身于贫苦家庭（父亲曾因负债被捕入狱），经过不懈努力，获得了财富和荣誉。
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1
David Copperfield's childhood

I was born at Blunderstone, in Suffolk, in the east of England, and was given my poor father's name, David Copperfield. Sadly, he never saw me. He was much older than my mother when they married, and died six months before I was born. My father's death made my beautiful young mother very unhappy, and she knew she would find life extremely difficult with a new baby and no husband.

The richest and most important person in our family was my father's aunt, Miss Betsey Trotwood. She had in fact been married once, to a handsome young husband. But because he demanded money from her, and sometimes beat her, she decided they should separate. He went abroad, and soon news came of his death. Miss Trotwood bought a small house by the sea, and lived there alone, with only one servant.

She had not spoken to my father since his marriage, because she considered he had made a mistake in marrying a very young girl. But just before I was born, when she heard that my mother was expecting a baby, she came to visit Blunderstone.

It was a cold, windy Friday afternoon in March. My mother was sitting by the fire, feeling very lonely and unhappy, and crying a little. Suddenly a stern, strange-looking face appeared at the window.

'Open the door!' ordered the stern-faced lady.

My mother was shocked, but obeyed at once.

'You must be David Copperfield's wife,' said the lady as she entered. 'I'm Betsey Trotwood. You've heard of me?'

'Yes,' whispered my mother, trembling.

'How young you are!' cried Miss Betsey. 'Just a baby!'

My mother started sobbing again. 'I know I look like a child! I know I was young to be a wife, and I'm young to be a mother! But perhaps I'll die before I become a mother!'

'Come, come!' answered Miss Betsey. 'Have some tea. Then you'll feel better. What do you call your girl?'

'My girl? I don't know yet that it will be a girl,' replied my mother miserably.

'No, I don't mean the baby, I mean your servant!'

'Her name's Peggotty. Her first name's Clara, the same as mine, so I call her by her family name, you see.'

'What a terrible name! However, never mind. Peggotty!' she called, going to the door. 'Bring Mrs Copperfield some tea at once!' She sat down again and continued speaking. 'You were talking about the baby. I'm sure it'll be a girl. Now, as soon as she's born...'

'He, perhaps,' said my mother bravely.

'Don't be stupid, of course it'll be a she. I'm going to send her to school, and educate her well. I want to prevent her from making the mistakes I've made in life.' Miss Betsey looked quite angry as she said this. My mother said nothing, as she was not feeling at all well. 'But tell me, were you and your husband happy?' asked Miss Betsey.

This made my poor mother feel worse than ever. 'I know I wasn't very sensible—about money—or cooking—or things like that!' she sobbed. 'But we loved each other—and he was helping me to learn—and then he died! Oh! Oh!' And she fell back in her chair, completely unconscious.

Peggotty, who came in just then with the tea, realized how serious the situation was, and took my mother upstairs to bed. The doctor arrived soon afterwards, and stayed all evening to take care of his patient.

At about midnight he came downstairs to the sitting-room where Miss Betsey was waiting impatiently.

'Well, doctor, what's the news? How is she?'

'The young mother is quite comfortable, madam,' replied the doctor politely.

'But she, the baby, how is she?' cried Miss Betsey.

The doctor looked strangely at Miss Betsey. 'It's a boy, madam,' he replied.

Miss Betsey said nothing, but walked straight out of the house, and never came back.




That was how I was born. My early childhood was extremely happy, as my beautiful mother and kind Peggotty took care of me. But when I was about eight, a shadow passed over my happiness. My mother often went out walking, in her best clothes, with a gentleman called Mr Murdstone. He had black hair, a big black moustache and an unpleasant smile, and seemed to be very fond of my mother. But I knew that Peggotty did not like him.

A few months later Peggotty told me that my mother was going to have a short holiday with some friends. Meanwhile Peggotty and I would go to stay with her brother Daniel in Yarmouth, on the east coast, for two weeks. I was very excited when we climbed into the cart, although it was sad saying goodbye to my mother. Mr Murdstone was at her shoulder, waving goodbye, as the driver called to his horse, and we drove out of the village.

When we got down from the cart in Yarmouth, after our journey, Peggotty said, 'That's the house, Master David!'

I looked all round, but could only see an old ship on the sand. 'Is that—that your brother's house?' I asked in delight. And when we reached it, I saw it had doors and windows and a chimney, just like a real house. I could not imagine a nicer place to live. Everything was clean and tidy, and smelt of fish. Now I was introduced to the Peggotty family. There was Daniel Peggotty, a kind old sailor. Although he was not married, he had adopted two orphans, who lived with him and called him Uncle. Ham Peggotty was a large young man with a gentle smile, and Emily was a beautiful, blue-eyed little girl. They all welcomed Peggotty and me warmly.

I spent a wonderfully happy two weeks there, playing all day on the beach with Emily, and sleeping in my own little bed on the ship. I am sure I was in love with little Emily in my childish way, and I cried bitterly when we had to say goodbye at the end of the holiday.

But on the way home to Blunderstone, Peggotty looked at me very worriedly. 'Master David, my dear,' she said suddenly in a trembling voice. 'I must tell you—you'll have to know now... While we've been away, your dear mother—has married Mr Murdstone! He's your stepfather now!'

I was deeply shocked. I could not understand how my mother could have married that man. And when we arrived home, I could not help showing my mother how very miserable I was. I went straight to my room and lay sobbing on my bed, which made my poor mother very unhappy too. As she sat beside me, holding my hand, Mr Murdstone suddenly came in.

'What's this, Clara, my love?' he asked sternly. 'Remember, you must be firm with the boy! I've told you before, you're too weak with him!'

'Oh yes, Edward, I'm afraid you're right,' my mother replied quickly. 'I'm very sorry. I'll try to be firmer with him.'

And when she left the room, Mr Murdstone whispered angrily to me, 'David, do you know what I'll do if you don't obey me? I'll beat you like a dog!'

I was still very young, and I was very frightened of him. If he had said one kind word to me, perhaps I would have liked and trusted him, and my life would have been different. Instead, I hated him for the influence he had over my dear mother, who wanted to be kind to me, but also wanted to please her new husband.

That evening Mr Murdstone's sister arrived to 'help' my mother in the house. A tall dark lady, with a stern, frowning face, she looked and sounded very much like her brother. I thought she was planning to stay with us for a long time, and I was right. In fact, she intended to stay for ever. She started work the next morning.

'Now, Clara,' she said firmly to my mother at breakfast, 'I am here to help you. You're much too pretty and thoughtless to worry about the servants, the food and so on. So just hand me your keys to all the cupboards, and I'll take care of everything for you.'

My poor mother just blushed, looked a little ashamed, and obeyed. From then on, Miss Murdstone took complete control of the house, keeping the keys hanging from her waist as she hurried through the house, checking that everything was being done just as she wished.



extremely adv. highly 非常，极为。 The weather is extremely cold. 天气非常冷。

handsome a. good-looking 好看的，漂亮的。

demand v. ask for 要，要求。

go abroad go to a foreign country 出国。

lonely a. alone 独自一个，孤独的。

shocked a. disturbed 震惊，惊吓。

reply v. answer 回答。

terrible a. bad, dreadful 不好的，可怕的。

at once right now 马上，立即。

prevent v. stop 阻止，制止。

sensible a. aware 知道的，觉察的。

completely adv. fully 完全地。

arrive v. reach 到达。

take care of be responsible for 照顾，负责。

be fond of like, love 喜欢，爱。

wave goodbye depart 告别，挥手告别。

adopt v. take (sb.) into one's family as a relation 收养。

orphan n. a parentless child 孤儿。

childish a. like a child 儿童的，幼稚的。

miserable a. wretched, very unhappy 可怜的，不幸的。

firm a. hard, strict 严厉，严格。

reply v. answer 回答。

trust v. believe 相信。

ashamed a. feeling shame 感到羞耻，惭愧。

check v. examine 检查。


1　大卫·科波菲尔的童年
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我出生在英国东部萨福克郡的布兰德斯通，并沿用了我不幸的父亲之名——大卫·科波菲尔。可悲的是，他从未见过我的面。他同我母亲结婚时比我母亲大许多，在我出生前6个月就谢世了。他的死使我年轻美貌的母亲感到极为痛苦，因为她知道没有丈夫独自带婴儿的日子将会异常艰难。

在我们家族中最富有、最重要的人物要数我父亲的姨妈——贝茜·特拉伍德小姐。其实她结过一次婚，嫁的是一个英俊的青年。但是，由于这位丈夫总找她要钱，有时还动手打她，她便决定与他分手。他出了国，不久就有消息说他已去世了。特拉伍德小姐在海边买了一所小房子，独自生活在那里，身边只随了一位用人。

自从我父亲结婚后她就不理睬我父亲了，因为她认为我父亲娶这么年轻的小姐做妻子是个错误。然而，在我出生前，当她听说我母亲临产时，就来到布兰德斯通拜访我们。

那是在三月份的一个寒冷、多风的星期五下午，我母亲正独自坐在火炉旁，因感到孤单和不幸而轻声抽泣着。突然一张严肃、陌生的脸出现在窗外。

“开门！”这位满脸严肃的女人命令道。

我母亲吓了一跳，但还是很快开了门。

“你就是大卫·科波菲尔的妻子吧，”她边进门边说，“我叫贝茜·特拉伍德，你听说过吧？”

“听说过。”母亲轻声答道，声音发颤。

“你真年轻呀，”贝茜小姐叫道，“简直还是个孩子！”

母亲又开始抽泣，“我知道我看着像个孩子！我知道我年纪还小，不该为人妻，不该为人母！但也许我会在成为一个母亲之前死去！”

“行了，行了！”贝茜小姐回答说，“喝口茶吧，这样你会好受些。你叫你的女孩什么？”

“我的女孩？我还不知道是不是女孩。”我母亲疑惑地答道。

“不，我不是指小孩，我是说你的女用人！”

“她叫辟果提。她的教名是克拉拉，因为和我同名，所以我就以她的姓称呼她，就这样！”

“多难听的名字！不过没关系，辟果提！”她走到门边叫道，“马上给科波菲尔太太上点茶水！”她又坐下来，继续说道：“你刚才说到孩子，我肯定她会是个女孩。那么，只要她一出生，……”

“他，或许是。”母亲勇敢地更正道。

“别犯傻，当然应该是她，我会送她上学，让她接受良好的教育。我要让我生活中所犯的错误避免在她身上重演。”贝茜小姐说此话时显得很愤怒。母亲没吭声，因为她感觉不太舒服。“好吧，告诉我，你和你丈夫过得幸福吗？”贝茜小姐问道。

这个问题让我母亲更感难受。“我知道我很不开窍——在钱方面，做饭方面，等等！”她抽泣着说，“但我们彼此相爱——他帮助我慢慢学——可他死了，唉！唉！”她倒在椅子上，失去了知觉。

辟果提正巧端着茶进来，意识到情况的严重性，把我母亲扶到楼上。医生随即叫到，并彻夜守护着病人。

大约午夜时分，医生下楼来到客厅，贝茜小姐已经等得很不耐烦了。

“大夫，有什么消息吗？她怎么样了？”

“年轻的母亲情况很好，小姐。”大夫很礼貌地回答。

“她，孩子，她怎么样？”贝茜小姐追问。

大夫很纳闷地看着贝茜小姐，“是个男孩，小姐。”他回答道。

贝茜小姐二话没说，径直走出屋子，从此不再登门。




就这样我来到了世上。孩提时的我非常幸福，因为有我美丽的母亲和善良的辟果提照顾我。然而，在我8岁左右，我的幸福生活开始蒙上了阴影。我母亲经常穿着最好的衣服，和一位叫摩德斯通的先生出去散步。那人有一头黑发，留一大撇黑胡子，笑容阴沉，似乎很喜欢我母亲。但我知道辟果提不喜欢他。

几个月后，辟果提告诉我，母亲要和几位朋友出去度短假。辟果提可以趁此机会带我去东海岸的雅茅斯镇和她兄弟丹尼尔生活两个星期。登上马车时我兴奋不已，虽然与母亲分手有些伤感。摩德斯通先生和我母亲并肩站着，向我们挥手道别。这时，马车夫吆喝一声，把我们拉出村去。

当我们结束旅程，在雅茅斯下车时，辟果提说：“到家了，大卫少爷。”

我环顾四周，只看见沙滩上的一艘旧船，便高兴地问道：“那个——那个就是你兄弟的家？”我们走到近处一看，船上有门，有窗，有烟囱，俨然是一所名符其实的住房。我再也想象不出比这更好的住处了。屋内一切陈设干净、整齐，散发着鱼腥味。这时，我被介绍给辟果提一家。家里有丹尼尔·辟果提，一位善良的老水手，他没有结婚，但收养了两个孤儿。孩子们和他生活在一起，管他叫叔叔。哈姆·辟果提是一位壮小伙子，脸上总是现出亲切的笑容，埃米莉是一位美丽的小姑娘，长着一对蓝眼睛。他们都热情地欢迎我和辟果提的到来。

在这儿的两个星期我过得相当愉快，整天和埃米莉在海滩上玩，夜里就睡在船屋里我的小床上。我相信当时我的确以孩童的方式爱上了小埃米莉。当假日结束我俩不得不道别时我哭得很伤心。

在我们回布兰德斯通的路上，辟果提很忧郁地看着我。“大卫少爷，亲爱的，”她突然说道，声音颤抖，“我必须告诉你——你现在该知道了……在我们离家的这段时间，你亲爱的母亲嫁给了摩德斯通先生！他如今已是你的继父了！”

我非常震惊，不明白母亲怎么会嫁给那个人。我们回到家后，我控制不住自己，让母亲看出了我有多痛苦。我径直走进我的卧室，倒在床上哭泣，弄得我可怜的母亲也伤心起来。正当她坐在我床边，拉着我的手时，摩德斯通先生突然走了进来。

“怎么了，克拉拉，我亲爱的？”他严肃地说道，“记住，对孩子应该严厉点！我已经跟你说过，你太娇惯他了！”

“哦，是的，爱德华，恐怕你是对的，”母亲赶紧答道，“我很抱歉，我会尽量对他严厉些。”

她离开房间后，摩德斯通先生压低声音，愤愤地说道，“大卫，你知道你要是不听话我会怎么对待你吗？我会像揍一条狗一样揍你！”

我当时还小，很怕他。当时他要是跟我说上一句和蔼的话，或许我会喜欢他，信任他，我后来的生活也就会完全不同。然而，我恨他给我亲爱的母亲施加压力，她总想好好待我，可还得讨好她的新丈夫。

当天晚上，摩德斯通先生的姐姐来到家中“帮助”我母亲料理家务。她又高又黑，眉头紧锁，板着面孔，神态和说话声音和她兄弟别无两样。我想她可能要长期和我们待在一起了，果不出所料，她准备永远住下去。第二天一早她就开始行动起来了。

“现在，克拉拉，”早餐时她严肃地告诉我母亲，“我到这儿是来帮助你的。你在安排用人、食品等方面显得太幼稚，太没主意。所以你把所有橱子、柜子的钥匙交给我，我来为你照料一切。”

可怜的母亲只是一阵阵脸红，显得很羞愧，最终还是同意了。从那以后，摩德斯通小姐完全掌管了家事，她把钥匙挂在手腕上，来回地穿梭在屋里屋外，检查着每一件事是否照她的意思办了。


2
David is sent away to school

I was very unhappy during this time. Mr Murdstone insisted on my studying, and so my mother gave me lessons. In the past she and I had enjoyed our studies together, and she had taught me a lot in her gentle way. But now both Mr and Miss Murdstone were present during my lessons, and somehow I could not concentrate or remember what I had learnt. My poor mother was very sympathetic, and tried to encourage me, sometimes even whispering the answer to me. But the Murdstones had sharp ears.

'Clara, my love!' Mr Murdstone used to say crossly. 'Remember! Be firm! You're making the boy's character worse by helping him like that!'

'Oh, Edward, I'm sorry,' my mother replied, looking embarrassed and hanging her head like a guilty child.

One morning when I arrived in the sitting-room as usual for my lesson, I saw that Mr Murdstone had a thin stick in his hand. I could not take my eyes off it.

'You must be very careful today, David,' he said with his unpleasant smile, holding the stick in both hands.

I knew what would happen then. A terrible fear took hold of me, and all that I had learnt disappeared immediately from my memory, so that I could not answer any of my mother's questions. Mr Murdstone got up from his chair.

'Well David,' he said heavily, 'I think you've worried your mother enough today. We'll go upstairs, boy. Come,' and he picked up the stick. I heard my mother crying as we went upstairs.

'Please, Mr Murdstone!' I cried. 'Don't beat me! I've tried to learn, really I have, sir!'

But he did not listen to me. In my bedroom, he held my arms and started hitting me with the stick. I managed to get hold of his hand, and bit deep into it. He cried out angrily, and began to hit me as hard as he could. Above the noise of my screams, I could hear my mother and Peggotty crying outside the door. Then the next moment, he was gone. I heard him lock the door. And I was lying, sore and bleeding, on the floor. The whole house seemed suddenly very quiet.

I stayed there for a time, without moving. In the evening Miss Murdstone brought me some bread and milk, which she left on the floor beside me, frowning angrily at me as she went out. I was kept locked in that room for five days and nights, and saw nobody except Miss Murdstone, who brought me food but never spoke to me. To a small boy, the five days seemed like years, and I can still remember how frightened and guilty I felt.

But during the fifth night I heard a strange noise at the keyhole. It was Peggotty, trying to give me a message.

'Master David, my dear,' she whispered, sobbing, 'they are going to send you away to boarding school! Tomorrow!'

'Oh Peggotty!' I cried. 'Then I won't see you and mother very often!'

'No, my love. But don't forget, I'll take care of your mother. She needs her cross old Peggotty! I'll stay with her, although I hate these Murdstones. And remember, David, I love you as much as I love your mother, and more. And I'll write to you.'

'Thank you, dear Peggotty!' I whispered back, tears rolling down my face. 'Will you write to your brother too, and Ham, and little Emily, and tell them I'm not as bad as the Murdstones think? And send my love to them, especially little Emily?'

Peggotty promised to do what I asked. The next morning Miss Murdstone told me that because of my wickedness I was going away to school. She had already packed my case for me. My mother was only allowed to say a very quick goodbye to me, when the horse and cart arrived. The driver put my case on the cart, and we drove slowly out of Blunderstone.

I was still sobbing loudly when suddenly I saw Peggotty running after us on the road. The driver stopped and waited for her. With difficulty she climbed up onto the cart.

'Here, Master David!' she cried breathlessly. 'A little present from me and your dear mother! Take care of yourself, my dear!' She put a small purse and a paper bag into my hands, and held me so close to her fat body that I thought I would never breathe again. Then she jumped down and ran back along the road to the village.

As we continued our journey, I dried my tears and looked at what she had given me. The bag was full of Peggotty's special cakes, and in the purse were eight bright shilling coins. Thinking of my mother and Peggotty made me start crying again, but just then the driver, Mr Barkis, began to talk to me. He was a large, red-faced man, who clearly found conversation difficult.

'Did she make those cakes?' he asked slowly, having finished the one that I had offered him.

'You mean Peggotty, sir? Yes, she does all our cooking.'

'Does she?' replied Mr Barkis with great interest. There was a long silence while he considered his next question.

'Does she have a young man?' he asked. 'You know, someone who wants to marry her?'

'Peggotty? A young man?' I repeated, surprised. 'Oh no, she's never had any young men.'

'Ah!' replied Mr Barkis, looking very pleased. Again he thought for a long time before speaking.

'Well,' he said at last, 'perhaps if you write to her—will you be writing to her? You could give her a message from me. You could say "Barkis is willing". Would you do that?'

'"Barkis is willing",' I repeated innocently, wondering what the message meant. 'Yes, of course. But you could tell her yourself, Mr Barkis, when you return to Blunderstone tomorrow.'

'No, no' he said, 'no, you just give her the message. Remember, "Barkis is willing".'

After this conversation Mr Barkis was completely silent for the rest of the journey. When we arrived in Yarmouth, I bought paper at the hotel and wrote this letter to Peggotty:




My dear Peggotty,

I have arrived safely in Yarmouth. Barkis is willing.

Please give my love to mother.

Yours, David

P.S. He says it's important—Barkis is willing.




In Yarmouth I was put on the long-distance coach to London, and travelled all through the night. At the coach station in London I was collected by a teacher, Mr Mell, and taken to Salem House, the school which the Murdstones had chosen for me.

The school was a large old building with a dusty playground, surrounded by a high brick wall. It looked strangely deserted. I was very surprised to find that none of the boys were there, and was told that they were all on holiday, and that I had been sent there during the holidays as a punishment for my wickedness. The headmaster and teachers were on holiday too, all except for Mr Mell, who had to look after me.

I spent a whole month in that miserable place, doing my lessons in the dirty, empty classroom, which smelt of old food and unwashed boys. Every evening I had to eat my supper with Mr Mell, and then go straight to bed. The worst thing was the sign I had to wear round my neck. It said: BE CAREFUL! HE BITES. I was only allowed to take it off when I went to bed.

Although I was extremely lonely and unhappy at this time, I was not looking forward to meeting all the other boys. I felt sure they would laugh at me and especially at the sign I was forced to wear. But one day Mr Mell told me that the headmaster, Mr Creakle, had returned, and wanted to see me. So I went, trembling, to his part of the house.

I realized at once that Mr Creakle lived much more comfortably than the boys or the teachers. He was a small, fat man with a purple nose, who was sitting in an armchair with a bottle and a glass in front of him.

'So, this is the boy who bites, is it?' he asked unpleasantly. 'I know your stepfather, boy. He's a man of strong character, he is. He knows me, and I know him. Do you know me? Answer me, boy!' He pulled violently at my ear.

'Not yet, sir,' I answered, tears of pain in my eyes.

'Ah, but you soon will! Oh yes, I have a strong character too, you'll see!' He banged his hand hard on the table.

I was very frightened, but I made myself ask the question I had been considering for a whole month. 'Please, sir, I'm very sorry for what I did to Mr Murdstone. Could—could I take this sign off, before the other boys see it...'

Mr Creakle gave a sudden, terrible shout and jumped out of his chair. I did not wait to see whether he was going to hit me, but ran out of his room and hid in my bed for the next hour.

However, the boys were not as cruel to me as I had feared. I made a friend almost immediately, a boy called Tommy Traddles, who was known to be the unluckiest boy in the school. I was also noticed, and even smiled on, by the great James Steerforth, one of the oldest boys, at least six years older than me. He was a handsome, intelligent, curly-haired young man, who had become an important figure at the school, with great influence over the younger boys.

'How much money have you got, Copperfield?' he asked me.

'Eight shillings, Steerforth,' I answered, remembering the present my mother and Peggotty had given me.

'You'd better give it to me. I'll take care of it for you,' he offered in a friendly way.

I opened Peggotty's purse and turned it upside-down into his hand.

'Perhaps you'd like to spend some of it now?' he suggested, smiling. 'A bottle of wine, a tin of biscuits, a few cakes, that sort of thing? I can go out whenever I like, so I can buy it for you.'

'Ye-es, that's very kind of you,' I said, although I was a little worried that all my money would disappear.

When we went upstairs to bed, I realized that all my money had been spent, as eight shillings' worth of food and drink was laid out on my bed in the moonlight. Of course I did not want to eat and drink it all by myself, so I invited Steerforth and the others to help themselves. The boys were very willing, and we spent a pleasant evening, sitting on our beds, whispering to each other. I discovered that the boys all hated Salem House, which they considered one of the worst schools in the country. They especially hated Mr Creakle, who was in the habit of beating them regularly with a heavy stick which he carried with him at all times. The only boy he dared not beat was Steerforth. I admired Steerforth even more when I heard this.

When we were all too tired to stay awake, Steerforth got up to go. 'Goodnight, young Copperfield,' he said, putting a hand on my head. 'I'll take care of you.'

'It's very kind of you,' I replied gratefully.

'You haven't got a sister, have you?' he asked sleepily.

'No, I haven't,' I answered.

'What a pity! If you had one, I'm sure she'd be a pretty, bright-eyed little girl. I would have liked to meet her.'

I thought of him a lot that night, with his laughing, handsome face, and his careless, confident manner. I could never have imagined what a dark shadow he would throw over the lives of people who were dear to me.

I stayed at Salem House for three more months. Although one or two of the teachers, like Mr Mell, were kind to us boys, and tried to teach us properly, we were too afraid of Mr Creakle and his stick to concentrate on our studies. But Tommy Traddles and I cheered each other up if we were beaten, and I was lucky enough to be friendly with the great Steerforth, in spite of the difference in our ages.

However, my home, even with the Murdstones there, seemed a much pleasanter place than school, and I was glad when the Christmas holidays arrived, and I was allowed to return to Blunderstone. I was a little surprised to find that my mother had a new baby, and I could see at once that she was not well. She looked tired and worried, and very thin. But she and Peggotty were delighted to see me, although they dared not show it if the Murdstones were present. My stepfather and his sister seemed to hate me even more than before, if that were possible, and they made my life quite miserable whenever they could. In fact, I was almost pleased when it was time to return to school, and see Traddles and Steerforth again.

As the cart drove away, I remember my mother standing outside our house, with her baby in her arms, smiling sadly at me. That was the last time I saw her, and that is how I shall always remember her.



insist on urge 坚持，强调。

concentrate v. focus one's attention on 集中精力于，专心，注意。

sympathetic a. having or showing sympathy 有同情心的，表示同情的。

embarrassed a. awkward, ashamed 难堪的，局促不安的。

take hold of seize 抓住。

worry v. 困扰，使烦恼。

pick up take hold of and lift 拾起，捡起。

hold n. act and manner of holding 抓，把握。get hold of sth. 抓住某物。

sore a. painful 疼痛的。

bleeding a. 流血的。

guilty a. showing or feeling guilt 有罪的，感觉有罪的。

take care of 照料。

cross a. bad-tempered 脾气糟的。

whisper v. speak (words) with noisy breath so that only a person close by can hear 低语，耳语。

send my love to them 代我问他们好。

say a quick goodbye 匆匆道别。

sob v. 呜咽，啜泣。

shilling n. (until 1971) British coin with the value of twelve pennies, one twentieth of a pound （到1971年止）先令（英国钱币，值十二便士，为一镑的二十分之一）。

offer v. hold out, put forward 提供，提出。

message n. a piece of news, or a request, sent to sb. 消息、讯息。

willing a. ready to help, to do what is needed, asked 愿意按照所需所求予以帮助或去做的，乐意的。

long-distance 长途。

coach n. four-wheeled carriage pulled by four or more horses, used to carry passengers and mail before railway was built 四轮马车。

collect v. fetch 接来，拿来。

deserted a. abandoned 无人居住的。

punishment n. punishing or being punished 处罚或被人处罚。

smell (of sth.) give out a smell 发出气味，有……气味。

straight adv. directly, without delay 直接地，不延误。

look forward to 期待。

laugh at 嘲笑。

tremble v. shake involuntarily 战栗，发抖。

purple a. of red and blue mixed together 紫色的。

frightened a. 害怕的。

cruel a. (of person) taking pleasure in the suffering of others, ready to give pain to others （指人）残忍的，残暴的。

figure n. person, esp. his character or influence 人物（尤指其性格或影响力）。

influence over sb. 对某人的影响力

You'd better give it to me. 你最好把东西给我。had better 最好。

disappear v. go out of sight 不见，消失。

awake a. roused from sleep 被唤醒的，醒着的。

What a pity! 真遗憾！

confident a. feeling or showing confidence, certain 感觉有信心的，有把握的。

throw a dark shadow over 给……蒙上浓重的阴影。

cheer sb. up fill with gladness, hope, high spirits, comfort 使（某人）充满欢喜、希望、高兴、鼓舞、安慰。

in spite of not to be prevented by 尽管。

at once 立刻，马上。

thin a. having not much flesh 瘦的。

present a. being in the place in question 出席的，在场的。


2　大卫被送往学校

[image: alt]

这段时期我很不愉快。摩德斯通先生坚持要我学习，所以母亲就教我功课。在过去，母亲和我都可以从教和学当中得到乐趣，她用她温和的方式教给我许多知识。但如今，我们上课时摩德斯通先生和小姐都在场，这在很大程度上让我不能集中精神，记住所学的内容。可怜的母亲同情我，设法提示我，有时甚至悄声告诉我答案，可摩德斯通先生和小姐的耳朵特别尖。

“克拉拉，亲爱的！”摩德斯通先生总是很恼怒地说道，“记住！要严厉！你这样帮着孩子会把他的脾气惯得更糟！”

“哦，爱德华，很抱歉。”母亲答道，满脸尴尬，像一个认错的孩子似地低下了头。

一天早上，我像往常一样来到客厅学功课，看见摩德斯通先生手上拿着一根细木棍，我的眼睛直钩钩地盯着它不放。

“你今天要非常小心，大卫。”他冷笑道，双手握着那根木棍。

我知道接下来要发生什么。一阵强烈的恐惧占据了我的心头，把我所学会的东西从我的记忆中一扫而光，以至于母亲问我的问题我一个都回答不上来。摩德斯通先生从座位上站起来。

“好了，大卫，”他严厉地说，“我想你今天够难为你母亲的了，我们上楼吧，孩子，来吧。”他拿起木棍。我们俩上楼时我听见母亲在哭泣。

“求您了，摩德斯通先生！”我哭道，“别打我！我已经尽力学习了，我真的尽力了，先生！”

可他并不理睬。到了我的卧房，他抓住我的双臂，抡起木棍就打。我使劲抓住他的手，狠狠地咬了他一口。他愤怒地叫了一声，开始使出浑身的劲儿来打我。在我一阵阵的尖叫声背后，我听见母亲和辟果提在门外哭泣的声音。过了一会儿，他走了。我听见他锁上了门。我躺在地上，浑身疼痛，还流着血。整个屋子似乎突然一下子变得寂静了。

我一动不动地在地上躺了很长时间。晚上，摩德斯通小姐给我拿来一些面包和牛奶，放在我身边的地上，出门时还生气地冲我皱皱眉头。我被锁在房间里五天五夜，其间除了摩德斯通小姐默不作声地给我送点食物，未见有其他任何人来。对一个孩子来说，这五天时间简直就像数年，我至今还记得当时有多恐惧、有多内疚。

第五天夜里，我听到有一个奇怪的声音从锁眼里传来。那是辟果提，设法给我送口信来了。

“大卫少爷，亲爱的，”她低声抽泣道，“他们要把你送到寄宿学校去！明天！”

“哦！辟果提！”我哭道，“那我就不能常见着你和妈妈了！”

“不能了，我亲爱的。但你放心，我会照顾你母亲，她需要我这位脾气大的老辟果提！我会留下来陪她，尽管我讨厌摩德斯通姐弟。记住，大卫，我爱你跟爱你母亲一样，只多不少。我会写信给你。”

“谢谢你，亲爱的辟果提！”我轻声回答，泪水滚落到脸颊。“请你也写信给你的兄弟，还有哈姆，小埃米莉，告诉他们我并不像摩德斯通姐弟认为的那么坏。带给他们我的问候，特别是小埃米莉，好吗？”

辟果提答应了我的请求。第二天一早，摩德斯通小姐告诉我，由于我的劣行，我要被送往学校。她已经为我准备好行装。母亲只被允许在马车到达时说一句简单的道别话。马车夫把我的手提箱放到车上，我们就慢慢地离开了布兰德斯通。

我一直不停地大声哭喊着，突然看见辟果提从后面追来。马车夫停下来等她，她很吃力地爬上了车。

“给你，大卫少爷！”她上气不接下气地说道，“这是我和你亲爱的母亲留给你的小礼物！好好照顾自己，亲爱的！”她把一个小钱包和一个纸袋塞给我，又把我紧紧地贴到她肥胖的怀里，当时我觉得可能再也喘不上气了。然后，她跳下车，沿着马路跑回了村庄。

我们继续往前赶路，我擦干泪水，打开她给我的东西。纸袋里是辟果提做的拿手糕点，钱包里有8先令闪亮的硬币。一想到母亲和辟果提我又一次哭起来。这时，车夫巴克斯先生开始说话了。他是一位红脸壮汉，显然很不擅长与人交谈。

“是她做的这些点心？”他吃了我给他的一块蛋糕后，不紧不慢地问道。

“你是指辟果提吧，先生？是的，我们家的饭菜全是由她做的。”

“是吗？”巴克斯先生饶有兴趣地应了一句。沉默了好一会儿，他想好了另一个问题。

“她有小伙子吗？”他问，“就是，有没有人想娶她？”

“辟果提？小伙子？”我不解地重复道，“哦，没有，她从未有过任何小伙子。”

“噢！”巴克斯先生答道，面露喜色。他又想了很长时间才开口说话。

“那么，”他最后说道，“或许你给她写信时——你会给她写信吧？你可以替我捎个信，你写上‘巴克斯很愿意’，可以吗？”

“‘巴克斯很愿意’，”我天真地重复道，捉摸着这句话的意思。“可以，当然。可你可以自己告诉她呀，巴克斯先生，等你明天回到布兰德斯通的时候。”

“不，不，”他说，“不，你只管给她写上。记住：‘巴克斯很愿意。’”

说完这些，巴克斯先生一路上就完全沉默了。到了雅茅斯，我在客栈买了些信纸，给辟果提寄了这样一封信：

亲爱的辟果提：

我已安全到达雅茅斯。巴克斯很愿意。

请代我问候我母亲。

你的大卫。

附：他说此事很重要——巴克斯很愿意。




在雅茅斯我被送上一辆去伦敦的长途四轮马车，行驶了一整夜。在伦敦车站，有位叫梅尔先生的教师接待了我，并把我送到萨伦学校，那是摩德斯通先生为我选定的学校。

学校由一幢很大的旧楼和一片杂乱的操场组成，四周围着很高的砖墙。我很奇怪，学校里空无一人，后被告知，学生们都放假了，而我却在假期里被送到学校是对我的劣行的一种惩罚。校长和老师们也都放假了，除了这位不得不照看我的梅尔先生以外。

我在这个糟糕的地方待了整整一个月，在肮脏不堪的空教室里做功课，闻着食物霉烂的气味和那种没洗干净的孩子身上的臭味。每天晚上我都得和梅尔先生一起吃晚饭，然后直接上床睡觉。最糟糕的是我必须在脖子上挂块牌子，牌子上写有“小心，他咬人”的字样。只有在上床睡觉时这块牌子才允许被摘下来。

尽管这段时间我感到特别孤单，特别无聊，但我还是不期望见着其他孩子们。我觉得他们肯定会嘲笑我，尤其笑我不得不挂着的那块牌子。然而有一天，梅尔先生告诉我，校长克里古尔先生回来了，并要我去见他。于是我哆哆嗦嗦地来到他的房间。

我一眼就发现克里古尔先生住得比孩子们和老师们要舒服得多。他个子矮小，身材肥胖，长着一个酒糟鼻。他坐在扶手椅上，面前放着一瓶酒和一个酒杯。

“这，就是那个咬人的孩子，对吧？”他很不高兴地问道，“我认识你继父，孩子。他是个脾气特倔的人，他的确是。他认识我，我也认识他。你认识我吗？回答我，小子！”他粗暴地揪起我的耳朵。

“还不认识，先生。”我回答，疼得直掉泪。

“噢，你很快会认识的！噢，对了，我也是个脾气倔强的人，你会知道的！”他狠狠地捶了一下桌子。

我很害怕，但还是竭力稳住自己，问了一个困扰了我一整个月的问题，“求您了，先生，我非常抱歉我对摩德斯通先生所做的一切。我能——我能在其他同学看到之前摘下这块牌子吗……？”

克里古尔先生发出一声突兀、可怕的叫声，从椅子上跳起来。我没等看清他是否想揍我就跑回了宿舍，并在床上待了足足一个钟头。

然而，同学们对我并不像我担心的那样残酷。我很快就结识了一位叫汤米·特拉德的朋友，他被公认为学校里最不幸的孩子。我还引起了学校里最年长的孩子之一的詹姆士·斯提福兹的注意，甚至互相见面致意。他至少比我大6岁，长得英俊、人很聪明，留一头卷发，是学校里的出名人物，对年幼的孩子颇具影响力。

“你有多少钱，科波菲尔？”他问我。

“8先令，斯提福兹。”我回答他说，回想着母亲和辟果提送给我的礼物。

“你最好给我，我替你保管。”他很友善地提议。

我打开辟果提给的钱包，把钱一古脑全倒在他手上。

“你现在大概想先花掉一部分吧？”他笑着建议道，“可以买瓶酒，买个饼干，一些糕点什么的？我随时可以外出，所以我可以帮你买回来。”

“那——好吧，你真是个热心人。”虽然我有点担心我的钱会分文不剩，但还是这么说了。

当我们上楼睡觉时，我意识到我的钱已经全部被花光了，因为借着月光可以看见，价值8先令的食品和饮料已经堆在我的床上。我当然不会一个人独享这些东西，所以邀请斯提福兹和其他的同学一起吃，随便吃。孩子们都非常乐意，那晚过得很愉快。我们坐在自己的床上，悄声聊开了。我发现孩子们都讨厌萨伦学校，认为这是全国最臭的学校之一。他们尤其讨厌克里古尔先生，说他有揍学生的癖好，用他那根从不离身的粗木棍。还说他唯一不敢揍的学生就是斯提福兹。我听了后对斯提福兹更加肃然起敬。

当我们都感觉没劲再熬夜时，斯提福兹站起来要走。“晚安，小科波菲尔，”他把手放在我的头上，说道，“我会保护你的。”

“你真是个好心人。”我感激道。

“你没有姐妹，是吧？”他困倦地问道。

“没有，我没有姐妹。”我答道。

“真遗憾！要是你有的话，我敢肯定她是个漂亮的大眼睛姑娘，我就可以有幸见见她啦。”

那晚，他让我捉摸不透，他的笑声，他那英俊的脸，他那不拘小节、桀骜不驯的气度。而我怎么也想象不到后来他会给我的亲友们的生活蒙上一层沉重的阴影。

我在萨伦学校又待了三个月。虽然也有一两个教师，如梅尔先生，对孩子们很和气，也设法给我们以正规的教育，但我们都害怕克里古尔先生和他的棍子，所以根本没法专心学习。不过，汤米·特拉德和我总是在挨打的时候互相安慰，而且我还很幸运与大孩子斯提福兹保持友好，虽然我们俩年龄相差很多。

不管怎样，我的家，虽然有摩德斯通姐弟在，总显得比学校亲切。所以在圣诞来临之际，我很高兴，我可以回到布兰德斯通去了。我有些吃惊，母亲已经又生了一个小孩，看得出来她身体欠佳。她看上去很疲倦，忧心忡忡，而且瘦弱不堪。但她和辟果提见到我时都很高兴，尽管有摩德斯通姐弟在场时不敢表露出来。继父和他姐姐比以前更讨厌我了，只要有可能，他们就会抓住一切机会让我生活在痛苦之中。所以，当返校的日子来临，想着我又可以见到特拉德和斯提福兹时，我反而感到欣喜。

马车开始启动，我记得母亲站在屋外，怀里抱着小孩，苦涩地微笑着。这是我最后一次见着她，这也是我至今依旧记得的她的模样。


3
David the orphan

Life went on as normal for me at school, until my birthday two months later in March. I remember that day very well. It was cold, icy weather, and we boys had to blow on our fingers and rub our hands to keep warm in the freezing classrooms. When a message came for me to go and see Mr Creakle, I thought that Peggotty must have sent me a birthday present, and so I hurried gladly along to his room. But there I realized something unusual had happened, because it was Mr Creakle's wife who was waiting to speak to me.

'David, my child,' she said kindly, holding my hand, 'we all have to accept that our loved ones can die at any moment.'

I looked at her, trying to understand what she meant.

'I'm sorry to tell you,' she continued, 'that your mother is dangerously ill.'

There was a mist in front of my eyes, and suddenly burning tears ran down my face. I knew the truth.

'Your mother is dead,' she said.

I was already sobbing loudly and I felt I was an orphan, quite alone in the world.

Mrs Creakle packed my case herself, and sent me home on the coach for the funeral. I did not realize at the time that I would never return to Salem House.

When I arrived home, Peggotty met me at the door, and we cried miserably in each other's arms. Mr Murdstone seemed very sad, and did not speak to me at all. Miss Murdstone, however, showed her usual firmness of character (which she and her brother were so proud of) by checking that I had brought all my clothes back from school. After that she showed no interest in me at all. There was a deathly stillness in the house. Peggotty took me up to the room where my dear mother's dead body lay, with my little brother, who had died a few hours after her. Everything was fresh and clean in the room, but I could not look at my mother's lovely face, which would never smile at me again, without crying.

'How did it happen, Peggotty?' I asked, sobbing.

'She was ill for a long time, Master David. She got worse after the baby was born, you see. She was sometimes unhappy and forgetful, but she was always the same to me, her old Peggotty. Those two downstairs often spoke crossly to her and made her sad, but she still loved them, you know—she was so sweet and loving! I always sat beside her while she went to sleep. It made her feel better, she said.' There was a short silence while Peggotty dried her eyes, then took both my hands in hers. 'On the last night, she asked me for some water, and then gave me such a patient smile! She looked so beautiful! The sun was beginning to rise, and she put her head on my arm, on her stupid cross old Peggotty's arm, and died like an innocent child going to sleep!'

After my mother's funeral, I began to wonder what would happen to me. The Murdstones did not even seem to notice that I was in the house. They had told Peggotty to leave, as they did not want her as their servant any more, so Peggotty was going to her brother's in Yarmouth, until she decided what work to do next. She suggested taking me with her for a holiday, and to my surprise the Murdstones agreed.

So next morning Mr Barkis appeared at the door with his cart, and Peggotty's cases were put on it. We climbed up and sat beside him. Peggotty was naturally a little sad to leave her old home, where she had been so happy with my mother and me, and at first she cried a little. But when Mr Barkis saw her drying her eyes and looking more cheerful, he too began to look happier, and he whispered to me, 'Barkis is willing! You told her that!' Aloud he said to Peggotty, 'Are you comfortable? '

Peggotty laughed and said that she was.

'And are you comfortable, Master David?' he asked.

I said that I was. Mr Barkis was so pleased with this conversation that he repeated it many times during the journey, and Peggotty and I both had to keep giving him the same answer.

When we arrived in Yarmouth and got down from the cart, we said goodbye to Mr Barkis. Daniel and Ham Peggotty were waiting for us. Daniel and Ham were exactly the same as I remembered them, cheerful and generous as ever, but little Emily seemed different somehow. She was taller and prettier, but she did not want to play with me, or spend her time with me. I was rather disappointed, because I still considered she was the most beautiful girl I had ever seen, and I thought I was in love with her. Daniel and Ham were very proud of her intelligence and beauty, and just smiled when she laughingly refused to sit next to me. But they all listened with interest to my stories of school life at Salem House. I told them about the other boys, especially the handsome, clever Steerforth. I admired him so much that I could not stop myself telling them all about him. Suddenly I noticed that Emily was listening eagerly, her blue eyes shining and a smile on her lips. She blushed when she saw that we were all looking at her, and hid her face behind her hands.

'Emily's like me,' said Peggotty kindly, 'and would like to see David's friend Mr Steerforth.'

The days passed happily, although Emily and I did not play together as we had done before. Mr Barkis was a frequent visitor, and soon Peggotty explained to me that she had decided to marry him.

'I'll love you just as much, David, my dear, when I'm married!' she told me, holding me close to her. 'And I'll be able to come and see you in the cart any time I like. Barkis is a good man and I'm sure I'll be happy with him. He's got a nice little house, and I'll keep a little bedroom there for you to use whenever you want. You'll always be welcome to come and stay!'




So when I returned to Blunderstone, Peggotty had become Mrs Barkis, and I was glad to think of her in her own house, with a husband to take care of her. At home, my stepfather and his sister did not seem pleased to see me, and were clearly trying to find a way of getting rid of me. As they considered school too expensive, they finally arranged for me to start work, although I was still only ten years old, and very small for my age. I was sent to London, to work in a warehouse in the east of the city, near the river.

My job was to wash bottles, which would then be filled with wine, or to pack the filled bottles in cases. I was paid only six shillings a week. There were several other boys who worked with me, but I was the only one who had been to school. All the warehouse workers were coarse, rough people, who were used to working in dirty conditions for long hours. No words can describe the horror I felt, when I realized what my life was going to be like from now on. I was deeply ashamed at having such a job and I was also afraid that I would forget everything I had learnt from my mother and my teachers. I would never find friends like Traddles or Steerforth, or be able to get a better position in life. It was an extremely unhappy time for me.

My stepfather had asked Mr Quinion, the manager, to find me somewhere to stay in London, so at the end of my first day I was called to Mr Quinion's office and introduced to an important-looking, rather fat, middle-aged man with a head as bald as an egg. His name was Mr Micawber, and he offered me a spare room in the house he was renting with his family. I agreed to take it, and Mr Micawber and I walked home together.

The Micawbers were obviously very poor, but tried hard not to let this show. The house had several floors of rather dirty, empty rooms with very little furniture. Mrs Micawber was a thin, tired-looking woman with a baby in her arms. The baby was one of twins, and in all my experience of the family, I never saw Mrs Micawber without at least one of the twins. They also had a four-year-old son and a three-year-old daughter. Their only servant was a young orphan girl.

'I never thought,' Mrs Micawber told me sadly as she showed me my room, 'when I lived with Mother and Father, before I was married, that I would ever be as poor as this. But as Mr Micawber is for the moment in difficulties, I must of course accept the situation. I'm afraid he owes a lot of money, but his creditors will just have to wait! You can't get blood out of a stone, nor can anyone get any money at all out of Mr Micawber at present!'

I soon realized that neither Mr nor Mrs Micawger had ever been able to manage money. The little that Mr Micawber earned was not enough, either to keep his creditors happy, or to pay for the needs of his growing family. So his creditors were constantly at the door, demanding payment, and meals were rather irregular in the Micawber house. Mr and Mrs Micawber's moods varied according to the situation. One moment Mr Micawber looked extremely miserable and depressed, the next he was brushing his shoes and singing a song before going out. Mrs Micawber's character was similar to her husband's. Sometimes I came home to find her lying on the floor, with her hair undone, looking wild and desperate, but an hour later she was cheerfully eating a good supper.

I lived with these kind people for several months, and became very fond of them. I bought my own food out of my wages, because I knew the Micawbers hardly ever had enough for themselves, and I lived mostly on bread and cheese. As they were so short of money, once or twice I offered to lend them a few shillings, which they refused to accept. But at last Mr Micawber's creditors became tired of waiting for their money, and went to the police, who arrested him for debt. He was taken to the King's Prison, and asked me to visit him there. When I arrived, I was shown to his room, where he was waiting for me. He seemed quite brokenhearted, and even cried a little.

'This is a black day for me, Copperfield!' he sobbed. 'I hope my mistakes will be a warning to young people like you! Remember, if a man earns twenty pounds a year, and spends nineteen pounds and nineteen shillings, the result is happiness. But if he spends twenty pounds and one shilling, the result is misery! By the way, Copperfield, could you lend me a shilling for some beer? Mrs Micawber will pay you back as soon as you arrive home.' And when the beer arrived, he appeared much more cheerful. We had a pleasant evening, telling stories and jokes.

He stayed in prison for several weeks, and I visited him regularly. I was delighted to hear on one of my visits that he would soon be free, as his creditors had unwillingly accepted the fact that he had no way of paying his debts. I gave the news to Mrs Micawber when I returned home. We celebrated by sharing our supper and a glass of wine together.

'May I ask what you will do, madam, when Mr Micawber is free?' I asked politely.

'My family,' said Mrs Micawber grandly, 'believe that Mr Micawber should move to the country, to Devon, and carry on his business interests there. Mr Micawber is a very clever man, Master Copperfield.'

'I'm sure he is,' I agreed.

'Although they haven't found anything exactly right for him yet, my family think he should be ready, in Devon, in case something turns up.' She put down her empty glass.

'And will you be going with him, madam?' I asked.

'I must! I will!' Mrs Micawber's voice rose to a scream. 'He is my life! My love! My husband! The father of my children! I will never desert Mr Micawber! You can't ask me to desert him!'

I felt very uncomfortable, as I had not asked her to desert him at all, but she soon became calm again and finished her supper. I was becoming used to the Micawbers' changes of mood.

I now realized that when the Micawbers left London, as they were planning to do, I would be very lonely in the city. I still hated my work in the warehouse, and wanted to make a better life for myself. I thought about it for a long time, and decided there was only one thing I could do. I would try to find my one surviving relation, my father's aunt. Miss Betsey Trotwood, and ask her to help me. I knew that she lived somewhere near Dover, in Kent. I could go there by coach, because Peggotty had once sent me ten shillings to keep, in case I ever needed it. The time had come to use that money.



normal a. usual, regular 常态的，平常的。

rub v. move backward and forward on the surface 擦，搓。

mist n. filmy appearance before the eyes 朦胧不清。

orphan n. a person (esp. child) who has lost one or both his parents by death 父亲、母亲或父母双亲死亡的人，孤儿。

funeral n. burial or cremation of a dead person with the usual ceremonies 葬礼。

firmness n. 坚定。

check v. examine in order to learn whether sth. is correct 检查，核对。

stillness n. deep silence 寂静。

stupid a. slow-thinking, foolish 鲁钝的，愚蠢的。

to my surprise 令我吃惊的是。

exactly adv. quite 完全地。

generous a. ready to give freely 慷慨的，大方的。

somehow adv. for some reason or other 说不上什么理由，为某种理由。

disappointed a. sad at not getting what was hoped for 失望的。

admire v. have a high regard for 钦佩，羡慕。

blush v. become red in the face from shame or confusion 脸红。

frequent a. often happening, habitual 时常发生的，惯常的。

keep v. 保留。

stepfather n. one's mother's later husband 继父。

get rid of 摆脱，除去。

warehouse n. building for storing goods before distribution to retailers 仓库，货栈。

coarse a. vulgar, not refined 粗鲁的。

rent v. pay rent for the use of sth. 租用。

obviously adv. easily seen, clearly 明显地。

furniture n. all those movable things such as chairs, beds, desks, etc. 家具。

twin n. either of the two children born together of the same mother 双胞胎之一。

owe v. be in debt to 欠债。

creditor n. person to whom one owes money 债主。

mood n. state of mind or spirits 心情，情绪。

vary v. be different 改变。

depressed a. being sad, low in spirits 愁苦，沮丧。

similar a. like, of the same sort 类似的，同样的。

arrest v. seize (sb.) by the authority of the law 依法拘捕。

broken-hearted a. crushed by grief 伤心的，断肠的。

misery n. great suffering of mind or body 痛苦。

celebrate v. do sth. to show that a day or an event is important 庆祝，祝贺。

scream n. loud, shrill, piercing cry or noise 尖叫声。

desert v. leave, go away from 离开，离弃。

calm a. not excited, quiet 镇定的，宁静的。

survive v. continue to live or exist 残存，继续生存。

somewhere adv. in, at, to somewhere 在某处，到某处。


3　孤儿大卫
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学校生活一切照常，直到两个月后我三月份生日的那天。我对那天的情景记忆犹新。那是个寒冷冰冷的一天，孩子们坐在冰冷的教室里不得不哈着热气搓手取暖。有人带给我口信让我去见克里古尔先生，我以为是辟果提给我送生日礼物来了，所以兴冲冲地来到了他的房间。一到那儿我意识到事情有些异常，因为是克里古尔先生的妻子等在那里，准备跟我谈话。

“大卫，孩子，”她握住我的手温和地说道，“我们都必须有思想准备，我们的亲人会随时离开我们。”

我看着她，竭力想理解她的意思。

“我很难过，”她继续道，“你母亲病得很厉害。”

我的眼前一片模糊，忽地，眼泪顺着脸颊往下流。我知道了真相。

“你母亲死了。”她说。

我大声地哭开了，感觉到自己已是个孤儿，孤单单一个人活在这世上。

克里古尔夫人亲自为我收拾行李，把我送上马车，回家参加葬礼。我当时没有想到我再也不能回萨伦学校了。

我到家时，辟果提在门口迎我，我们俩抱头痛哭。摩德斯通先生似乎很悲伤，几乎不跟我说话。摩德斯通小姐则带着她一惯严肃的表情（她和她兄弟都以此为荣）检查了一下我是否把我在学校的衣物都拿回来了。之后，她对我不再有任何兴趣。家里面死一般地寂静。辟果提把我带到楼上安放我母亲遗体的房间，还有我的小弟弟的遗体，他是在母亲去世数小时后死去的。房间里每一件东西都清新整洁，可我看不见母亲动人的脸，它再也不会对着我微笑，再也不会哭泣。

“怎么会这样，辟果提？”我抽泣着问道。

“她病了很长时间，大卫少爷。生完孩子后身体更虚了，你知道。她有时会闷闷不乐，而且容易忘事。但在我，在她的老辟果提看来，她一直没变。楼下那两位时常怒斥她，令她难堪，可她依然爱他们，你知道——她是那么的恬静可爱！她睡觉时我总坐在她身边，她说这样她感觉好受多了。”辟果提停了片刻，擦了擦眼泪，然后握住我的双手，“最后那天晚上，她向我要了点水喝，然后冲我那么欣慰地笑了笑！她看上去美极了！太阳开始升起，她把手枕在我的胳膊上，枕在她笨拙的老辟果提的胳膊上，像天真的孩童一般睡着了，永远地睡着了。”

母亲的葬礼结束后，我开始考虑我今后的安排。摩德斯通姐弟像是压根儿没注意到我的存在。他们叫辟果提离开，因为他们不想继续雇佣她。所以辟果提准备先去雅茅斯她兄弟家，直到她决定下一步干什么为止。她提出来想带我一起去度假，奇怪的是摩德斯通姐弟居然答应了。

就这样，第二天一早巴克斯先生驾着他的马车出现在门口，辟果提的行李随即被搬上了车。我们爬上马车，坐在他身边。就要离开旧居，离开她曾经与我和母亲度过快乐时光的地方，辟果提自然有些伤感，车刚启动她就轻轻地哭泣起来。可后来，当巴克斯先生看见她擦干了眼泪，情绪好了些时，他自己也愉快了许多，他悄声对我说：“巴克斯很愿意！你是那么说的吧！”他提高嗓门对辟果提说：“你感觉舒服点了吗？”

辟果提笑了，并回答说是的。

“你舒服点了吗，大卫少爷？”他问。

我说是的。巴克斯先生对这句话是如此的满意以至于一路上重复问了好几遍，辟果提和我只好一遍一遍给他同样的答复。

我们到达雅茅斯，下了马车，与巴克斯先生道别。丹尼尔和哈姆·辟果提在那里迎接我们。丹尼尔和哈姆和我记忆中的模样无异，依旧那么开心，那么坦荡，而小埃米莉却多少有些不同。她长高了，也更漂亮了，可她不再愿意和我一起玩，不情愿跟我待在一起。我很失望，因为我仍然认为她是我见过的最美丽的女孩，我想我爱上了她。丹尼尔和哈姆很为她的聪慧和美丽而自豪，当她笑着拒绝坐到我身边时，他们只是报以一笑。但他们都饶有兴趣地听我讲叙萨伦学校的故事。我跟他们讲其他孩子，尤其是那位英俊聪明的斯提福兹，我是如此佩服他以至于不停地告诉他们有关他的所有的事。突然，我注意到小埃米莉听得非常出神，她的蓝眼睛扑闪扑闪的，嘴角挂着笑容。当她发现我们大家都看着她时，她脸红了，并用双手捂住了自己的脸。

“小埃米莉跟我一样，”辟果提友好地说，“都想见见大卫的这位朋友——斯提福兹先生。”

那些天过得很愉快，尽管埃米莉和我不像以前那样一块儿玩了。巴克斯先生是这儿的常客，很快，辟果提向我解释，她决定嫁给他。

“我结婚后会照样爱你，大卫，亲爱的，”她把我拉到跟前说，“我随时都会坐车去看你。巴克斯是个好人，我相信跟他一起生活会很快乐。他有一所很不错的小房子，我会在那儿给你留一个小卧室，以备你随时使用。你的到来是永远受欢迎的。”

就这样，当我回到布兰德斯通时，辟果提已经成了巴克斯太太了。想到她能住上自己的房子，并有丈夫照顾她，我就很高兴。到家中，继父和他姐姐似乎并不乐意见到我，很明显，他们正设法寻找打发我的办法。因为考虑到学校开销太大，最后他们决定给我安排工作，尽管我当时只有10岁，并且看上去不到10岁。我被送到伦敦，在市区东郊一条小河旁的仓库里工作。

我的工作是洗刷那些用来装酒的瓶子，或者把灌了酒的瓶子集装成箱。他们只付我一星期6先令的工钱。那儿还有其他一些孩子和我一起干活，但我是唯一上过学的。所有仓库工人都很粗鲁、庸俗，他们已经习惯于在肮脏的环境下连续工作数小时。当我意识到我的生活从此之后便是这个模样，我就产生一种不可名状的恐惧。我为做这样的工作感到十分羞愧，我害怕我会把母亲和老师们教给我的知识都忘光。我再也找不到像特拉德和斯提福兹那样的朋友了，也不可能有更好的生活境遇。那一段生活我过得很不愉快。

我继父要求经理奎宁先生为我在伦敦寻找一处住处，所以第一天工作结束后我被叫到奎宁先生的办公室，并认识了一位大人物长相、脑袋像鸡蛋一样光亮的肥胖的中年男子，他叫米考伯先生。他给我提供了他们家正租用着的一所房子的一间空房，我答应接受，于是米考伯先生和我就一同回家了。

米考伯先生一家显然穷困潦倒，但他们尽量掩饰这一点。房子分为数层，有几间肮脏不堪的空房间，没什么家具。米考伯太太是个消瘦、一脸倦容的女人，怀里抱着婴儿，婴儿是双胞胎中的一个。我和这个家相处的经历中从未见到米考伯太太没抱孩子的时候。他们还有一个4岁的男孩和一个3岁的女孩。他们唯一的保姆是一个小孤儿。

“我从未想到，”米考伯太太带我看房间的时候伤心地说，“我结婚前和父母住在一起的时候，我从未想到我会穷到这个地步，但是，如今米考伯先生正处于困难时期，我当然必须接受这种现状。恐怕他是欠了很多钱，但他的债主得等一等。石头里是挤不出血来的，同样，目前任何人都不能从米考伯先生那儿逼出一分钱。”

我很快意识到无论是米考伯先生还是米考伯太太都没法弄到钱。米考伯先生仅有的一点收入远远不够，既不能让他的债主放心，也不能承担他那日见膨胀的家庭支出。所以，他的债主们就常常出现在他的家门口索取债务，而米考伯先生家中却常常是上顿不接下顿。米考伯夫妇的情绪会随境况的改变而改变。忽儿，米考伯先生看上去极其痛苦、消沉，忽儿，他又会边擦皮鞋边哼哼小曲儿准备外出。米考伯太太的性格很像她丈夫。有时，我走进家里见她躺在地上，头发蓬乱，表情疯狂而绝望。但一小时后，她就会兴高采烈地享受一顿丰盛的晚餐。

我和这些友善的人住了几个月就开始喜欢他们了。我用自己的工资买食物，因为我知道米考伯一家很难够自己吃的，而我的食物大致上也只是面包和奶酪。由于他们如此缺钱，有那么一两次我主动提出借他们几先令，但被他们拒绝了。然而，米考伯先生的债主们最终没有耐心再等待下去，就找来警察，以拖欠债务之名拘捕了米考伯先生。他被送往王家监狱，他要求我去那儿看他。我一到那儿就被带到他的房间，他早已在那里等我。他似乎痛心疾首，甚至还伤心落泪。

“这是我倒霉的日子，科波菲尔！”他抽泣道，“希望我的错误能给像你这样的年轻人一个警示！记住，如果一个人一年收入20英镑，花费19英镑19先令，结局是幸福，但假如他花费20英镑零1先令，结果就是痛苦！顺便问一下，科波菲尔，你能借我1先令买点啤酒吗？回家米考伯太太会还给你的。”啤酒买回来后，他似乎高兴了许多。我们俩愉快地过了一晚上，不停地讲故事，说笑话。

他在监狱里关了几个星期，其间我时常去探望他。有一次他告诉我他将很快被释放，因为他的债主们最终很不情愿地接受了米考伯先生无法偿债的事实，我真替他高兴。我回家时把这一消息告诉了米考伯太太，我们一起吃晚餐并开了一瓶酒以示庆祝。

“我想问问，夫人，米考伯先生获释后你们打算干什么？”我很礼貌地问了一句。

“我娘家人，”米考伯太太自豪地说道，“认为米考伯先生应该离开这儿去德文，去那儿展示他的经商兴趣。米考伯先生是个聪明人，科波菲尔少爷。”

“我相信他是。”我表示同意。

“尽管我娘家人还没有给他找到具体的事做，他们认为他应该为去德文时刻准备着，等待机遇的降临。”她放下空酒杯。

“您跟他一起走吗，夫人？”我问。

“我必须去！我一定去！”米考伯太太的声音高得都要尖叫起来，“他是我的生命！我的爱！我的丈夫！孩子们的父亲！我不能抛弃米考伯先生！要我那么做绝对不成！”

我觉得很尴尬，因为我压根儿就没让她抛弃他，但她很快又平静下来，吃完了她的晚餐。我开始习惯米考伯夫妇的情绪的大起大落了。

米考伯夫妇按预定计划离开伦敦的同时，我才意识到我在这个城市中将会孤身一人。我仍然讨厌仓库的工作，总想让自己生活得好一些。为此我考虑了很久，终于决定走唯一的一条路。我要去找我唯一活着的亲人，我父亲的姨妈贝茜·特拉伍德小姐，并争取她的帮助。我知道她住在肯特郡的多佛镇附近。我可以坐马车去，因为辟果提给过我10先令，她让我留着以备急需之用。现在是用这笔钱的时候了。


4
David and his aunt

So, after helping the Micawbers to pack their few clothes, and waving goodbye to them at the coach station on their way to Devon, I went to the warehouse for my last day at work. I did not tell anyone I would not be coming back the following week. In the evening I packed my case, and put the ten shillings in the little purse Peggotty had once given me. I looked around for someone to help me with my case, which was rather heavy for me, and saw a tall young man with a horse and cart passing by.

'Could you please take my case to the coach station?' I asked him politely.

The young man put the case into his cart. Then, looking round quickly to make sure there were no witnesses, he pushed me roughly against the wall and took my purse out of my trembling hand. Before I could say a word, he had driven the horse and cart down the road and out of sight round the corner. I knew I would never see him, my case or my ten shillings again.

I sat down on the pavement and cried. Now I had lost everything I owned in the world, and had no money for the coach fare to Dover. In the end I decided I would have to walk there, and I started the long journey. It took me six days to cover the hundred kilometres, as I got tired very easily, and had to rest. I sold my jacket for a shilling, so that I could buy bread and milk on the way, and at night I slept in disused farm buildings or under trees. Sometimes I was afraid of the dangerous-looking beggars and thieves I met on the road, but I knew I had to keep going. As I walked, I thought of my mother's gentle, pretty face. I felt sure she would approve of what I was doing, and that encouraged me to continue.

But when I arrived in Dover, it seemed a much larger town than I had imagined. I spent a whole morning asking people if they knew where Miss Betsey Trotwood lived. Finally I found someone who recognized the name and showed me the way to her house. I stood at her front door, in the neat little garden, for a few moments, trembling with fear, and wondering what my aunt would think of me. My face and hands were dirty, my hair was unbrushed, and my clothes were torn and dusty. Perhaps she wouldn't even want to invite me into her house!

Just then a handsome but strict-looking grey-haired woman came out of the door towards me. I knew she must be my aunt.

'Go away!' she said crossly. 'I don't allow anyone to walk on my grass!'

'Please, madam,' I said bravely, 'please, aunt...'

'WHAT?' cried Miss Betsey in great surprise.

'Please, aunt, I'm your nephew.'

'Good heavens!' she cried, and sat down rather suddenly on the grass.

'I'm David Copperfield, your nephew's son, of Blunderstone in Suffolk, where you came on the night I was born, and saw my dear mother. I've been very unhappy since she died. My stepfather sent me to work in London, and I hated it, and ran away, and someone stole my case and my money, and I've had to walk all the way, and I haven't slept in a bed for six nights!' Here my selfcontrol broke, and I fell to the ground, sobbing bitterly.

My aunt jumped to her feet, picked me up and took me into her sitting-room, where she mixed some medicine in a glass and made me drink it. She also wrapped me in a large blanket and put me on her sofa. Then she rang the bell for her servant, Janet.

'Please ask Mr Dick to come here, Janet,' she said.

A tall, grey-haired, pleasant-looking gentleman entered a few minutes later, laughing rather strangely to himself.

'Now, Mr Dick,' said my aunt firmly, 'don't be a fool, because we all know you're intelligent.' Mr Dick looked very serious at once. 'No doubt you remember that I had a nephew, David Copperfield? Well, this is his son. He has run away.'

'Oh, really? David's son! Run away! Well!' said Mr Dick.

'Now the question is, Mr Dick, what shall I do with him?'

'Well—' Mr Dick looked vacantly at me, and then suddenly his eyes shone. 'If I were you, I would wash him!'

'Well done, Mr Dick! You always have the right answer!' said my aunt delightedly.

And so they washed me, and gave me clean clothes and delicious food. While I was eating, my aunt stared at me, occasionally whispering 'Good heavens!' to herself. When she could see that I felt better, she asked me question after question, and I told her the story of my life.

'Good heavens!' she said again, when I had finished. 'Why did your poor mother marry again? What a terrible mistake!'

'Perhaps she was in love,' suggested Mr Dick, smiling his rather foolish smile.

'In love!' said Miss Betsey crossly. 'Perhaps the poor silly girl thought she was in love! But now, Mr Dick, another question. What should we do with the boy?'

'Well—' said Mr Dick, thinking. Then an idea suddenly came to him. 'You should put him to bed!'

'Thank you again, Mr Dick, for your common sense!' said my aunt happily. 'Janet, put the boy to bed!'

And so, in a comfortable clean little bed, in a pleasant airy room at the top of Miss Betsey Trotwood's house, I floated away into the world of my dreams.

At breakfast next morning I bravely asked my aunt, 'Are you—have you—what's going to happen to me?'

'I've written to your stepfather,' she replied.

'Oh! Are you going to send me back to the Murdstones? Please don't, aunt! Please let me stay here!' I cried, trembling.

'I don't know what I'll do yet. We'll have to wait and see,' she answered firmly.

This news made me very depressed, but there was nothing I could do about it and my aunt soon began to talk about something else.

'What do you think of Mr Dick, child?'

'He looks a little—well, mad. Is he mad, aunt?'

'Well, his family called him mad, and wanted to lock him up for ever. But I met him, and thought—I still think—he's an extremely sensible, intelligent person. So I offered to take care of him, and he's lived in my house for ten years. Nobody knows what useful advice he's given me! I trust him completely!'

When I heard how generous my aunt had been to poor harmless Mr Dick, I began to understand her character better. In spite of her stern appearance and frequent crossness, she was very kind to people who needed her help. I hoped she would be kind to me.

Several days later, I was looking out of the sitting-room window when I saw Mr and Miss Murdstone riding into my aunt's garden. My aunt had seen them too, and hurried out, waving her umbrella angrily at them and shouting. 'Go away! Don't ride on my grass! Who do you think you are? Go away, I tell you!'

'Aunt!' I cried out. 'They're Mr and Miss Murdstone!'

'I don't care!' she shouted. 'Nobody is allowed to ride on my grass!' And she went back into her house, banging the door behind her. The Murdstones had to lead their horses out of the garden, and then return to ring the doorbell. They looked very uncomfortable and unsure of themselves. Janet showed them into the sitting-room, where my aunt, Mr Dick and I were waiting.

'Miss Trotwood—' began Mr Murdstone, stepping forward.

'Excuse me,' said my aunt sharply. 'I imagine you are the Mr Murdstone who married my nephew's widow. In my opinion, it would have been much better if you had never married the poor child.'

'I agree with you, Miss Trotwood,' said Miss Murdstone, smiling falsely. 'My brother would certainly have been happier if he hadn't married her, because I consider poor dear Clara was, in fact, just a child.'

'Fortunately,' said my aunt, 'you and I, madam, are too old and plain for anyone to say that about us.'

Miss Murdstone did not seem eager to agree to this. Her brother, however, wanted to get down to business.

'Miss Trotwood,' he said, a little crossly, 'having received your letter, I've come to explain to you, in case you haven't realized it yet, that this boy is extremely wicked and violent. Both my sister and I have tried to change his character, but sadly we have failed.'

'I must add,' said Miss Murdstone, 'that of all the boys in the world, I believe this is the worst boy.'

'I see,' said my aunt. 'Now tell me, has David inherited any money from his father or mother?'

'No, madam,' answered Mr Murdstone. 'My dear Clara naturally trusted me to take care of David, and I'm ready to do that, if he comes back with me now. But I alone shall decide what to do with him, Miss Trotwood—understand that. I am here, for the first and last time, to take him away. If you decide to keep him with you, you keep him for ever.'

'What do you say, David?' asked my aunt, turning to me.

'Please don't let me go with them, aunt!' I begged. 'They've always been unkind to me, and they made my mother very unhappy. I'll be so miserable if I have to go back with them!'

'What do you think, Mr Dick?' asked my aunt.

Mr Dick thought for a moment. 'Get a suit of clothes made for him immediately,' he said.

'What would I do without you, Mr Dick!' asked my aunt, shaking his hand enthusiastically. Then she turned to Mr Murdstone.

'You'd better go. I'll keep the boy and take my chance with him. I don't believe a word of your story. Do you think I don't know how you broke that poor girl's heart? And how you hated her son, and punished him for it? I can see by your face that I'm right.' We all stared at Mr Murdstone. It was true that his face was white and he was breathing fast. 'Goodbye, sir, and goodbye to you too, madam,' added my aunt, turning suddenly to Miss Murdstone. 'If I see you riding on my grass again, I'll knock your hat right off your head!'

The Murdstones said nothing in reply to these fierce words, but walked quickly out of the house.

'Thank you, thank you, aunt!' I cried. 'I'll do my best to make you proud of me!' and I kissed her many times.

'Mr Dick, you and I will adopt this boy together,' said my aunt, her stern expression softening into a smile.




And so a new life began for me. I was soon able to forget the warehouse and the Murdstones, in learning to please my aunt, and to play games with Mr Dick, who spent much of his time with me.

But one day my aunt suggested that I should go to boarding school in Canterbury. I was delighted, as I was eager to continue my studies, and Canterbury was very near my aunt's home in Dover. So the next day my aunt and I went to Canterbury, where I admired the beautiful old buildings in the ancient city centre.

'Is it a large school, aunt?' I asked politely.

'I haven't decided which school you'll go to yet,' she replied. 'First we're going to ask my old friend Mr Wickfield's advice about it. He lives and works in Canterbury, you see.'

Soon we stopped in front of a very old house, with a very clean front doorstep, and fresh white curtains at the windows. A strange-looking person, dressed in black, with short red hair and a very thin white face came out to meet us. I thought he must be a servant. He was about fifteen, but looked much older.

'Is Mr Wickfield at home, Uriah Heep?' asked my aunt.

'He is, madam,' replied Uriah, smiling unpleasantly. He showed us into the sitting-room, where I noticed two large paintings on the wall, one of a grey-haired gentleman and the other of a lady with a sweet, gentle face. Just then a gentleman entered the room, looking a little older than his picture. I soon discovered he was Mr Wickfield, my aunt's lawyer.

'Mr Wickfield,' said my aunt, 'this is my nephew. I have adopted him, and I want to send him to a good boarding school here in Canterbury. Can you help me find a school for him?'

Mr Wickfield thought for a moment. 'There's a very good school I can recommend, Dr Strong's, but the boy can't board there, and it's too far to travel from Dover every day. However, he could live here, if you liked, in my house. There's plenty of room for him.'

'That's very kind of you, Mr Wickfield. I'll pay you for his food, of course,' said my aunt.

'Come and meet Agnes, who takes care of everything and manages the house,' said Mr Wickfield. We all went upstairs to another sitting-room, prettily furnished, where a girl of my own age was sitting. On her face I saw immediately the beautiful, calm expression of the lady in the painting downstairs, and I knew she must be Mr Wickfield's daughter, Agnes. When I saw the way Mr Wickfield looked at Agnes and held her hand, I realized that she was the only thing that made life worth living for him. The lady in the painting was her mother, who had died some years before, and Agnes was now in complete charge of the house. She welcomed me warmly as a guest, and showed me the comfortable bedroom I would sleep in. My aunt was very happy to leave me in the care of Mr Wickfield and his daughter.

'I must leave now, David,' she told me. 'Mr Wickfield will take you to school tomorrow, and make all the arrangements. I'm sure you will work hard, and do well.'

'Thank you, aunt!' I said, trying not to cry. 'And give my love to Mr Dick! And thank you again!'

When she had gone, I dried my tears and spent a pleasant evening with the Wickfields. We ate supper and talked in the pretty little sitting-room. Agnes played the piano and tried to amuse her father, but he often looked serious and rather sad. During the evening he drank a good deal of wine. I wondered why he seemed unhappy.

The next day I had my first experience of a well-organized school. It could not have been more different from Salem House. The headmaster, Dr Strong, was a gentle, kind man who enjoyed teaching and never punished anybody. I soon made friends with the other boys, and as time went on, with the teachers too. But although I liked school very much, I was always happy to return to the Wickfields' quiet house every evening. There, Agnes used to help me with my studies and listen sympathetically to my problems, and her father always seemed pleased to see me. I often wrote to my aunt and Peggotty, and Mr Dick came to visit me once a week.

The strangest person in my new life was Uriah Heep. Soon after I arrived in Canterbury, we had a conversation one evening. He was doing a lot of Mr Wickfield's work, and was working late in his small office, just off the hall of the Wickfields' house.

'Come in, come in, Master Copperfield!' he cried when he saw me passing the door. I entered, and found him reading a large dusty book, and making careful notes in a notebook.

'What are you studying, Uriah?' I asked politely.

'I'm going to be a lawyer,' he replied, rubbing his thin hands together and smiling his oily smile.

'You're Mr Wickfield's assistant, aren't you? Perhaps one day you'll be his partner,' I said, trying to make conversation.

'Oh no, Master Copperfield!' cried Uriah, rolling his eyes upwards. 'I could never rise so high! No, I'm much too humble for that! But thank you, Master Copperfield, for thinking kindly of me. And may I say, that if ever you have the time (and I'm sure a young gentleman like you is much too busy to spare the time for a poor person like me), my mother and I would be glad to offer you a cup of tea at our humble home.'

'Of course—if I have time,' I answered, and left the room quickly. I did not feel comfortable with him, for some reason.

But the following week he invited me to tea again, and I did not want to appear rude, so I agreed. That evening he and I walked to the small house where he lived with his mother. It was a warm day and we were drinking our tea near the open door when a gentleman I recognized passed by. It was Mr Micawber! He saw me sitting near the door and called out. 'Copperfield! Is it really you?'

I was delighted to see him again, and Mrs Heep invited him in for some tea. I had to introduce him to the Heeps, but I did not think that Uriah would be a good influence on Mr Micaw ber. However, I was interested to discover that the Micawbers were now living in Canterbury, as nothing had 'turned up' in Devon. They seemed to be very short of money again, and surrounded by creditors as usual. I left the Heeps' house as soon as possible, taking Mr Micawber with me, as I did not want him to tell Uriah all about my life at the warehouse in London.




And so the years passed. I learnt everything that Dr Strong and his teachers could teach me, and at seventeen, came to the end of my schooldays. My aunt suggested that, before deciding what profession to choose, I should spend a month in London or travelling round the country. This would give me time to consider my next step. I agreed enthusiastically, and although I was sorry to say goodbye to my sweet friend Agnes and her father, I was looking forward to leading the life of an independent young gentleman.



witness n. person who was actually present at an event and should, for this reason, be able to describe it 目击者。

out of sight 看不见的。

pavement n. paved way at the side of a street for people on foot（街边）人行道。

own v. possess, have as property 拥有。

in the end 最后。

thief n. person who steals, esp. secretly and without violence 贼，小偷。

approve of give one's approval of 赞成，同意，认可。

recognize v. identify again (sb. or sth.) that one has seen, heard, etc. before 认出，认明。

nephew n. son of one's brother or sister 侄儿，外甥。

Good heavens! 天啊！

medicine n. substance, esp. one taken through the mouth 药，药剂。

wrap v. cover or roll up 包，卷。

blanket n. thick, wollen covering used on beds 毯子。

run away 逃走。

delicious a. giving delight to the senses of taste and smell 美味的。

common sense 常识。

float v. be held up in air, gas or on the surface of liquid 漂浮。

reply v. answer 回答。

lock sb. up put (a person) in a locked room in a prison, a mental home 将（某人）锁在房间、监狱、疯人院。

stern a. severe, strict 严厉的，严肃的。

wave v. move to and from, up and down 挥舞，摆动。

bang v. hit violently, shut with a noise 猛击，砰然关上。

in my opinion 依我看来。

in fact 事实上。

plain a. (of a person's appearance) not pretty or handsome（指人的容貌）不美的，不漂亮的。

eager a. full of, showing strong desire 热切的，渴望的。

in case because of a possibility 万一。

wicked a. (of a person, his acts) bad, wrong, immoral（指人，某行为）坏的，错的，不道德的。

inherit v. receive property as heir 继承。

trust v. allow (sb.) to do sth. without anxiety, knowing that he will act sensibly 对某人放心，信得过。

a suit of clothes 一套衣服。

take one's chance trust to luck 碰运气。

fierce a. violent and angry 愤怒的。

adopt v. take (sb.) into one's family as a relation with legal guardianship 以合法监护人身份将某人收养。

ancient a. belonging to times long past 古代的。

recommend v. speak favourably of, say that one thinks sth. is good for a purpose 推荐。

plenty of 很多。

board v. get meals for a fixed weekly/monthly payment 包饭，供膳。

furnish v. put furniture in 布置家具于。

furnished 备有家具的。

in charge of 负责。

guest n. person staying at or paying a visit to another's house 宾客，客人。

make all the arrangement 安排一切。

a good deal of 大量的。

oily a. (of speech or manner) too smooth, fawning, trying by fawning to win favours （指言语或态度）太圆滑的，奉承的。

assistant n. helper 助手。

partner n. person who takes part with another or others in some activity, esp. one of the owners of a business 合伙人，伙伴。

humble a. obscure and unimportant 卑下的。

for some reason 因为某种原因。

rude a. impolite, not showing respect or consideration 无礼的。

be short of 缺乏。

be surrounded by 被……围困，被……围绕。

as usual 如平常。

profession n. occupation 职业。

sweet a. pleasant or attractive 可爱的，有吸引力的。

lead v. spend (life) 过（生活）。


4　大卫和他的姨婆

[image: alt]

就这样，帮着米考伯夫妇整理好不多的衣物，把他们送到去往德文的马车站，与他们挥手告别后，我来到仓库干完了最后一天的活。我没有向任何人透露下星期将不再回来工作。晚上，我整理好自己的提箱，把10先令放进辟果提给我的小钱包里。我四处张望，希望有人能帮我提这个对我来说还太沉的箱子，这时过来一位赶马车的高个子青年。

“您能帮我把这个箱子带到马车站吗？”我很礼貌地问道。

那青年人把箱子放到马车上，然后环顾四周，确信周围没有外人时，就狠狠地把我推倒在墙边，并把钱包从我发抖的手中夺走。我还没来得及叫喊，他已经驾着马车上路，一拐弯就不见了。我知道我再也见不着他了，再也见不着我的钱包和我那10个先令了。

我站在路边哭泣。我失去了我所有的东西，而且也没有了去多佛的路费。最后我决定步行到那儿，就开始了长途跋涉。100多公里的路程我走了6天时间，因为我走不多久就累了，只好休息下来。我把茄克衫卖了，换来一先令钱买路上吃的面包和牛奶。到晚上，我就睡在废旧农场的木屋里或者大树下。有时在路上遇上一些满脸凶相的乞丐和小偷让我很害怕，但我知道我必须继续走下去。我边走边想象我母亲慈爱、动人的脸，我肯定她会支持我的做法，这种想法激励着我继续前进。

然而，当我走到多佛时才知道这个小镇比我想象得要大得多。我整整花了一上午时间打听贝茜·特拉伍德小姐的住处。最后，终于有一个人知道这个名字并指给我到她家的路。我在她门前的小花园里站了一会儿，害怕得直打哆嗦，不知道姨婆会怎么看我。我满脸污垢，两手肮脏不堪，头发蓬乱，衣服又脏又破。或许她都不欢迎我进她的房子！

正在此时，门口出现一位端庄、严肃的灰头发妇人，她向我走来，我想她肯定是我的姨婆。

“走开！”她愤愤地说，“我不许任何人踩我的草地！”

“求您，夫人，”我鼓足勇气说道，“求您，姨婆…”

“什么？”贝茜小姐十分震惊地叫道。

“求您，姨婆，我是您的重外甥。”

“天哪！”她叫了一声，忽地坐在了草地上。

“我是大卫·科波菲尔，您外甥的儿子，在萨福克郡的布兰德斯通。我出生的那天晚上您来过，并见了我亲爱的母亲。自从她去世后我非常不幸。继父把我送到伦敦干活，我恨死了，跑了出来，我的箱子和钱都被人偷走了，我只好一路步行到这儿，我6个晚上没有挨着床了！”说到这里，我再也抑制不住自己，倒在地上痛哭起来。

姨婆迅速站起来，扶起我，把我带到客厅，并拿来一些药化在杯子里让我喝了。她用一块大毯子把我裹住，放在沙发上。然后摇了摇铃，招呼她的女仆詹妮特。

“叫迪克先生到这里来，詹妮特。”她说。

几分钟后，一位高个子、灰头发、面色和悦的先生十分古怪地笑着走进来。

“现在，迪克先生，”姨婆严肃地说，“别装傻了，因为我们都知道你很聪明。”迪克先生立刻严肃起来。“你肯定记得我有过一个外甥，叫大卫·科波菲尔。这位，就是他的儿子，他跑出来了。”

“哦，是吗？大卫的儿子！跑出来了！啊？”迪克先生说。

“现在的问题是，迪克先生，我应该怎么办才好？”

“嗯，——”迪克先生神情茫然地看着我，突然他两眼放光，“我要是你，就先他给他洗洗澡！”

“很好，迪克先生！你总会有正确的答案！”姨婆兴奋地说道。

于是他们就为我洗澡，给我干净的衣服和美味的食物。我吃饭的时候，姨婆盯着我看，偶尔自叹一声“我的天！”。她见我感觉好些了就一个问题接一个问题地问我，我就把我的生活经历统统讲给她听。

“我的天！”我讲完后，她又说了一句，“你可怜的母亲为何要改嫁呢？她犯了个多大的错误呀！”

“或许是出于爱情。”迪克先生猜测道，嘴角挂着笨拙的笑容。

“爱情！”贝茜小姐愤愤地说道，“或许是因为这位可怜的傻女孩自己认为谈上了恋爱！但是，现在，迪克先生，另一个问题是，我们拿这个孩子怎么办？”

“嗯——”迪克先生思索着说道。然后，他突然想出了一个主意，“你应该带他上床睡觉！”

“再次感谢你，迪克先生，你真懂常理、知常情！”姨婆高兴地说道，“詹妮特，带这个孩子去睡觉！”

就这样，在贝茜·特拉伍德小姐的房子顶层，在安逸的卧室里，在一张干净而舒适的小床上，我进入了梦乡。

第二天早餐时分，我鼓起勇气问姨婆：“您打算——您准备——我今后会怎么样？”

“我已经给你继父写了信。”她回答。

“啊！那您准备把我送回给摩德斯通姐弟吗？求您别这样，姨婆！求您让我留在这里。”我哭起来，声音发颤。

“我还不知道怎么办，我们必须等等看。”她严肃地说。

这一消息令我很沮丧，但我也毫无办法。姨婆立刻转入了别的话题。

“你认为迪克先生怎么样啊，孩子？”

“他有点儿——嗯，不正常。他是不太正常吧，姨婆？”

“嗯，他的家人认为他不正常，想把他锁起来，但我看见他的时候我认为——我至今认为——他是一个非常敏感、聪慧的人，所以我主动提出照顾他。他在我这儿住了10年了，没人知道他给我提的建议多么有益，我完全信赖他。”

听到姨婆对可怜无邪的迪克先生如此豁达时，我更了解她的性格了。尽管她看上去很严厉，而且常常满脸怒容，但她对需要帮助的人非常热心。我希望她对我也热心。

几天后，透过客厅的窗户我看见摩德斯通先生和小姐骑马来到了姨婆的花园，姨婆也看见了他们，急匆匆地出去，挥着伞气愤地冲他们喊，“走开，别踩着我的草地，你们是什么人，走开，我警告你们！”

“姨婆！”我叫道，“他们是摩德斯通先生和小姐！”

“我才不管呢！”她嚷道“任何人都不允许践踏我的草地！”她走进屋子，“嘭”地一声关上门。摩德斯通姐弟只好把马牵出草地，退回去按门铃。他们似乎很尴尬、很不自信。詹妮特把他们带进了客厅。姨婆、迪克先生和我还等着他们。

“特拉伍德小姐——”摩德斯通先生上前一步说道。

“对不起，”姨婆尖锐地说，“我想你就是那位娶我外甥的遗孀作妻子的摩德斯通先生吧。依我看，你要是不娶那位可怜的女人，情况就会好多了！”

“我同意您的说法，特拉伍德小姐，”摩德斯通小姐装出一副笑脸说道，“我弟弟当初要是没娶她当然会更幸福，因为我认为，可怜的克拉拉实际上只是个孩子。”

“幸运的是，”姨婆说，“你和我，女士，都太年老、太平庸，不值得任何人来说我们。”

摩德斯通小姐对这点似乎不急于表示同意。而她弟弟则希望尽快转入正题。

“特拉伍德小姐，”他说道，显得有点生气，“收到您的信我就赶来向您解释，以免您还蒙在鼓里。这孩子极为恶劣、粗暴，我姐姐和我坚持想改变他的性格，可遗憾的是，我们都失败了。”

“我必须补充一点，”摩德斯通小姐说道，“这世界上所有的孩子中，我相信他是最坏的一个。”

“我明白了，”我姨婆说，“好吧！现在告诉我，大卫从他父亲或母亲那儿继承到钱了吗？”

“没有，女士，”摩德斯通先生回答道，“我亲爱的克拉拉自然相信我能照顾好大卫，我也准备这么做，要是他现在跟我回去。我会自己决定该怎么对待他，特拉伍德小姐——明白了吧？我到这里来是第一次，也是最后一次，来把他带走。如果您决定把他留下，那您就永远留着他吧。”

“你说呢，大卫？”姨婆转过来问我。

“请不要让我跟他们走，姨婆！”我恳求道，“他们对我一向残酷，他们让我母亲不幸福。要是我跟他们回去，我会痛苦不堪！”

“你的意见呢，迪克先生？”姨婆问道。迪克先生想了一想，“给他弄块布来，立刻做套衣服。”他说道。

“离了你我真是什么也干不了，迪克先生！”姨婆热情地握住他的手说道。然后，她转身对摩德斯通先生说：

“你最好走吧。我会留下这孩子，看他到底是什么样的孩子。我不相信你说的任何一句话，你认为我不知道你是怎么伤透那位可怜的女孩的心，你是怎样恨她的儿子并因此而惩罚他？我可以从你脸上看出我是对的。”我们都盯着摩德斯通先生看，他的脸的确很苍白，并且呼吸急促。“再见，先生。还有你，女士。”姨婆突然转向摩德斯通小姐，补充道，“要是我再看见你踏进我的草坪，我会把你的帽子从你的脑袋上敲掉！”

摩德斯通姐弟对这些严厉的措词没做任何回答，他们很快走出了房间。

“谢谢您，谢谢您，姨婆！”我叫道，“我会尽力让您为我自豪！”我亲了她好几下。

“迪克先生，你和我将一起收养这个孩子。”姨婆说着，严肃的表情转化成一丝微笑。




自此，我的新生活开始了。我努力让姨婆高兴，并和迪克先生玩游戏，他大部分时间都和我在一起，这样我很快就忘记了仓库和摩德斯通姐弟。

可有一天，姨婆提议我应该到坎特伯雷寄宿学校去上学。我很高兴，因为我自己急切希望能继续学习，而坎特伯雷离多佛的姨婆家又很近。于是，姨婆陪我来到了坎特伯雷，我很欣赏这座城市中心美丽的旧式建筑。

“那是一所很大的学校吗，姨婆？”我很有礼貌地问道。

“我还没决定你上哪所学校，”她回答，“我们首先要听听我的老朋友威克菲尔先生对此的看法。他就住在坎特伯雷，在这儿工作，明白了吧。”

很快，我们在一幢十分古旧的房子前停了下来。门前的台阶十分干净，窗户挂着洁白的窗帘。有一位相貌古怪、身着黑衣、留红色短发、面孔精瘦苍白的男子出来迎接我们。我想他一定是这家的仆人。他大概15岁，但看上去要大得多。

“威克菲尔先生在家吗，尤赖亚·希普？”姨婆问他。

“在家，小姐。”尤赖亚回答，不自在地笑了笑。他领我们进了客厅，我注意到客厅墙上挂着两幅画像，一幅是位灰头发男子，另一幅是位恬静、温柔的女士。这时，一位先生走进客厅，显得比画像上的老些。我立刻意识到他就是威克菲尔先生，我姨婆的律师。

“威克菲尔先生，”姨婆说道，“这是我的外孙，我收养了他，我想送他上一所较好的寄宿学校，就在坎特伯雷城，您能帮我找一所吗？”

威克菲尔先生想了一会儿，“我可以推荐他去一所非常好的学校，斯特朗博士学校，可学生不能寄宿，而且每天从多佛赶到这里也太远了。不过，他可以住在这儿，在我家，如果您愿意的话。家里有的是空房间。”

“您真是太好了，威克菲尔先生。当然他的生活费由我负担。”姨婆说。

“来吧，见见阿格尼斯，她掌管着家里的一切。”威克菲尔先生说。我们来到楼上的另一个客厅，这里的陈设非常漂亮，一位年龄跟我相仿的姑娘坐在那儿。从她脸上我立刻看出了楼下画像中那位女士的那种美丽、安详的神情。我想她一定是威克菲尔先生的女儿阿格尼斯。从威克菲尔先生看阿格尼斯的眼神中和他握她手的方式中我意识到她是他生活中的唯一寄托。画像上的女士是她的母亲，几年前去世了，现在的这个家完全由阿格尼斯负责。她把我当成贵宾一样热情招待，并带我看了为我准备的舒适的卧房。姨婆很放心把我交给威克菲尔先生和她的女儿照顾。

“我要走了，大卫，”她跟我说，“威克菲尔先生明天带你去学校，并为你安排一切。我相信你一定会好好学习，干出成就的。”

“谢谢您，姨婆！”我说道，尽力忍住不哭，“并代我问候迪克先生！再次感谢您！”

她走后，我擦干眼泪，和威克菲尔一家度过了愉快的一晚。我们就在这美丽的客厅里吃晚餐，聊天。阿格尼斯弹奏钢琴，设法取悦她父亲，可他总是很严肃，很忧郁。一晚上他喝了好多酒，我不知道他为什么显得不高兴。

第二天，我第一次感受到了一个正规学校的气氛。它与萨伦学校有着天壤之别。校长斯特朗博士温和、友善，热爱教学，从不惩罚任何人。不久我就和这里的孩子们成了朋友，而且时间一长，跟老师们也成了朋友。然而，尽管我非常喜欢学校，我还是很高兴每天晚上回到威克菲尔先生那安静的家。在那儿，阿格尼斯常常帮助我做功课，并极为同情地听我诉说我的难题。她父亲见着我也总是显得很高兴。我常写信给姨婆，给辟果提，迪克先生每星期都来看我一次。

我新生活中遇到的最奇特的人物就是尤赖亚·希普。我到坎特伯雷后不久，一天晚上我们进行了一次谈话。威克菲尔先生的很多事情都由他在做，他在他的小办公室里干得很晚，那间办公室离威克菲尔先生家的大厅很近。

“进来，进来，科波菲尔少爷！”他看见我从门前经过就叫住了我。我进去了，见他正在读一本厚厚的、满是灰尘的书，并认真地做着笔记。

“你在学什么，尤赖亚？”我礼貌地问道。

“我准备做一名律师，”他边说边搓着他细瘦的手指，讨好地笑了笑。

“你是威克菲尔先生的助手，是吗？或许哪天你会成为他的合作伙伴。”我没话找话地说道。

“哦，不，科波菲尔少爷！”尤赖亚叫起来，两眼往上一翻。“我不会升得这么高！不，我太卑微，够不上那种职位！但还是谢谢你，科波菲尔少爷！谢谢你能这么看我。恕我冒昧，如果你有时间（我肯定像你这样的年轻人会忙得匀不出时间给我这样的可怜人），我母亲和我很高兴邀请你去我们卑微的家里喝杯茶。”

“当然可以——只要我有时间。”我回答道，并很快离开了房间。不知什么原因，跟他在一起我感到很不自在。

紧接着的第二个星期，他再次邀请我去喝茶，我不想失礼，所以同意了。那天晚上，他带我到了他和他母亲居住的小屋子。那天天气暖和，我们坐在敞开的门边喝茶，这时有一个我熟识的身影从门口走过。是米考伯先生！他见我站在门口就叫起来，“科波菲尔！真的是你吗？”

我很高兴和他重逢，希普太太邀请他进屋喝茶，我只好把他介绍给希普母子。但我并没想到尤赖亚后来会对米考伯先生产生巨大的影响。不管怎么说，我感兴趣的是知道米考伯一家现住在坎特伯雷，因为在德文并没出现“转机”。他们似乎又缺钱了，又像以前那样债台高筑。我尽快离开了希普家，把米考伯先生带出来，因为我不想让他告诉尤赖亚我在伦敦仓库工作时的全部生活。




一晃几年过去了，我学到了斯特朗博士和老师们能教给我的所有知识。17岁那年我的学生生涯结束了。姨婆建议我在决定选择职业前先去伦敦或附近的城镇度一个月假，这样可以有充分的时间考虑一下下一步的打算。我热切地表示同意，尽管与恬静的朋友阿格尼斯和她父亲道别令我难过，我还是期望能过一种独立的、年轻人的生活。


5
David meets old friends again

I decided to go to London first, to stay at a hotel for a few nights, and see all the sights of that great city. I knew it would be very different from the last time I was in London, when I was working at the warehouse. Now I was adult, and educated, and had money.

The hotel I chose was called the Golden Cross, and because I looked so young, I was given a very small, dark room in the roof. But I did not feel confident enough to complain.

That evening I was returning from the theatre when I recognized someone going into the hotel. I could not prevent myself from saying at once, 'Steerforth! Do you remember me?'

He stared at me for a moment. Then he cried, 'Good heavens! It's little Copperfield!'

I was so delighted to see him that I held both his hands, saying, 'My dear Steerforth, you have no idea how pleased I am to see you again!' I remembered how much I had admired him, and all my love for him came back. I had to brush away the tears from my eyes.

'Don't cry, Copperfield, old boy!' he said kindly. 'I'm glad to see you too. What are you doing here?'

'I've just finished school, and my aunt has sent me to London to look around before deciding on a profession. What about you, Steerforth?'

'Well, I'm studying at Oxford University, but nothing exciting ever happens there! That's why I'm in London for a few days. But it's boring here too, isn't it?'

'In London?' I asked, surprised. 'I think it's wonderful! There's so much to do and see! I've just been to the theatre—the actors were excellent and—'

'David, David!' laughed Steerforth. 'It does me good to see your fresh, innocent face, so full of excitement! Now, let me see, which room are you staying in?'

'Number 44. It's rather high up,' I confessed, blushing.

'They've put you in number 44? I'll soon change that.' And when Steerforth complained to the manager, I was immediately given a large, airy, comfortable room on the first floor, next to his. That night as I fell asleep I thought happily of the next few days, which Steerforth and I were planning to spend together.

A week passed very quickly, with visits to the theatre, the museums and the zoo. We went sightseeing, riding, swimming and boating. Steerforth was the perfect companion to have, and I admired him even more than before. In fact, I loved him with all my heart.

One day I said to him, 'You know, Steerforth, I really must go and visit my mother's old servant, Peggotty. She was very good to me when I was a child.'

'Yes, David, I remember you told me. She lives in Yarmouth now, doesn't she? Why don't we go there together?'

'Oh yes, Steerforth! You'd enjoy meeting her brother, and all the family! They're very kind, good people.'

'Even if they are only working people,' said Steerforth. I looked quickly at him to see what he meant, but he was smiling at me, so I knew he was joking, and I smiled too.

We travelled to Yarmouth by coach, and when we arrived, Steerforth stayed at the hotel while I went to Barkis's house to find Peggotty. When I knocked at the door, Peggotty opened it, and did not recognize me for a moment. I had continued to write to her regularly, but we had not seen each other for seven years, and I was no longer the small boy she remembered. But when she realized I was her Master David, she sobbed and sobbed with delight, holding me in her arms as she had always done. Soon she was calmer, and we talked about the events of the last few years. I heard that she was very happy with Mr Barkis, who, however, was ill in bed at the time. She was so pleased to see me that she insisted I should sleep at her house during my stay in Yarmouth, in the little bedroom she had always kept for me.

The next day I took Steerforth with me to visit Daniel Peggotty. It was a dark and windy winter evening. As we came closer to the old boat, we heard happy voices and laughter inside. I opened the door, and suddenly I was surrounded by Daniel, Ham and Emily, all looking very surprised.

'Look! It's Master David! Look how he's grown!'

And for a moment we were all shaking hands and talking and laughing at the same time. I did not forget to introduce Steerforth. They welcomed him warmly as my best friend.

'Well!' cried Daniel Peggotty, his large face red and shining with delight. 'It's wonderful, Master David, that you two gentlemen have come here tonight of all nights! The best night of my life! Because tonight, gentlemen, my little Emily—' and he took Emily's small white hand in his rough red one and placed it on his heart—'has agreed to become Ham's wife!'

'I congratulate you with all my heart,' said Steerforth politely to Ham, without taking his eyes off Emily, who was blushing prettily.

'Master David knows how I love this girl,' continued old Daniel, 'and my dearest wish was for her to have a good husband to take care of her. And there's no one I trust more than Ham! He's only a rough sailor like me, but he's honest, and sincere, and I know she'll come to no harm while he lives!'

Meanwhile, Ham was blushing too. I did not know what to say, unsure whether I still loved Emily and was therefore jealous of Ham, or whether I was glad they were going to be happy together. But Steerforth always knew the right thing to say, and with a few well-chosen words he made us all feel much more comfortable.

We spent the rest of the evening very pleasantly, telling stories and singing songs, and it was midnight when Steerforth and I left the old boat.

'Well!' said Steerforth to me as we walked across the sand in the cold night air. 'What a lovely girl! And what a coarse young man she's engaged to!'

I was shocked by these unexpectedly cold words. But when I turned to him and saw him smiling, I replied warmly, 'Ah, Steerforth! You pretend to laugh at people who are poorer or less educated than yourself, but I've just seen you spend the whole evening with the Peggotty family, making them happy! I know you understand and love them, and I admire you all the more for it!'

He stopped and looked at me, saying rather sadly, 'David, you're serious, aren't you? I wish I were as good as you!'

For the next two weeks I was often with Peggotty and Barkis, while Steerforth went sailing or fishing with Daniel and Ham, or found other things to do, so I did not see very much of him. Finally we decided to return to London.

While we were travelling back on the coach, I turned to say something, and was surprised to see how miserable he looked

'Oh, David!' he said unhappily. 'I wish I could control myself better! I hate myself sometimes!'

'Steerforth! What can you mean!' I cried. 'You're the best, the most intelligent, the kindest of men!'

'Thank you, David,' he said, shaking his head, 'but you don't know how bad I am.'

'Bad!' I repeated. 'My dear Steerforth! Don't say that! I know your character well, and I'm proud to call you my friend!'

In a little while his mood changed, and he became cheerful again. I soon forgot his words, but I remembered them later.

In London I discovered that my aunt had arrived at the Golden Cross Hotel, and had booked a room there for several days. We were delighted to see each other, and had a long conversation that evening. She had come to ask me a particular question.

'David,' she said very seriously, 'I've been thinking about your future profession. How would you feel about becoming a lawyer?'

I thought for a moment. 'Well, aunt, it sounds a very good idea. I confess I hadn't considered it before, but I think I'd like it.'

'Very good,' said my aunt, jumping up. 'In that case, let's go immediately to see Mr Spenlow. He's a partner in an important law firm, and I think he'll agree to train you. We'll have to pay him, of course, but after several years you'll be a properly trained lawyer, and be able to earn your own money.'

And so we carried out this plan. My aunt paid Mr Spenlow's firm a thousand pounds, and I promised to work hard and do my best to become a successful lawyer. Before she returned to Dover, my aunt rented a small flat for me, at the top of a house near the lawcourts, and I moved in at once.

At first it seemed very exciting to walk through the busy streets after a long day in the courts or at Mr Spenlow's dusty office, and know that I had my own home to return to. But when I had climbed up all the stairs, and entered my sitting-room, it no longer seemed so exciting. In fact, my flat looked empty and depressing. So, after two days of loneliness, I was very glad to receive my first visitor, Steerforth, and because I was so happy to see him, I invited him and two friends of his to dinner the next evening.

As it was my first dinner party, I did not know what to buy, but I ordered cooked dishes of chicken and fish from the restaurant, bought cheese and fruit from the market, and had a large number of bottles of wine delivered. I was quite frightened by how much money I had spent, but when Steerforth and his friends arrived, I soon became more cheerful. The party was a great success, and we all enjoyed ourselves very much. We ate, and drank, and smoked, and drank again. I was constantly opening bottles of wine, and became unusually talkative. I began to feel rather strange, and when. I caught sight of myself in a mirror, I seemed very pale. I had to confess to myself that I looked drunk.

Someone suggested going to the theatre, and in a kind of mist we left my flat and walked through the streets. Steerforth was holding my arm and laughing. Then a man in a little box looked out of the fog, and took money from somebody. Soon we were sitting high up in a very hot, very crowded theatre. There were bright lights, and there was music, but I could not understand what anyone was saying, and the whole building seemed to swim in front of my eyes.

Then someone suggested going to visit some friends in another part of the theatre, so we went downstairs. Suddenly I saw, quite clearly, Agnes Wickfield, sitting with a lady and a gentleman. She was looking at me with a surprised expression on her face.

'Good heavens!' I cried. 'Agnes! You're in London!'

'Quiet!' she whispered. 'People are trying to listen to the actors. You'll disturb them!' Then she added kindly, 'David, please do what I say. Ask your friends to take you home.'

I had always taken Agnes's advice, and I did so this time. I do not remember how I got home, but I do remember Steerforth helping me to undress and get into bed. What a terrible, sleepless night I spent! How ill I felt! How dry my mouth was! But the next morning I felt even worse. I was so miserable and ashamed that I had been so stupid, and that Agnes had seen me drunk. I could not even apologize to her, because I did not know where she was staying in London. I spent the whole day with my head in my hands, in my dirty, smoky room, surrounded by empty wine bottles.

But the next day a note was delivered to my flat. It was from Agnes, asking me to visit her at the house where she was staying. I went straight there after my day's work at the office.

She looked so quiet and good, and reminded me so much of my happy schooldays in Canterbury, that I could not help crying.

'I'm so sorry, Agnes,' I said, 'that you saw me like that. I wish I were dead!'

'David, don't be unhappy,' she said cheerfully. 'You know you can trust me, and I'll always be your friend.'

I took her hand and kissed it. 'Agnes, you're my good angel!'

She shook her head. 'No, David, but if I were, I'd warn you—to stay away from your bad angel.'

'My dear Agnes!' I cried. 'Do you mean Steerforth?'

'I do, David,' she replied, looking firmly at me.

'Agnes, you're wrong! He is my trusted friend! He helps and guides me! It wasn't his fault that I got drunk, you know!'

'I wasn't thinking of that. I judge him from what you've told me about him, and your character, and his influence over you.' Agnes spoke very seriously, and her words went straight to my heart. 'I'm certain I'm right. You've made a dangerous friend, David, because you're so trusting. Please remember what I say—and forgive me for saying it.'

'I will, if you forgive me for getting drunk.'

Agnes agreed, smiling, and then said suddenly, 'Have you seen Uriah Heep?'

'No,' I replied. 'Is he in London? What's he doing here?'

'I'm worried, David,' answered Agnes with sadness in her beautiful eyes. 'I think he's going to be Father's partner.'

I remembered Uriah Heep's oily smile, and how uncomfortable he always used to make me feel.

'What? That creature? He's so unpleasant! You must prevent your father from agreeing to it, Agnes!'

Agnes smiled miserably. 'My poor father has no choice. You know how unhappy he has often been? And of course you've seen him drinking. You see, he loved my mother very much, and when she died, he didn't care so much about his work. That's when he started drinking. Uriah's very clever—he knows all this, and he's been very useful to Father, doing all the work that Father had forgotten or didn't want to do. Father really needs Uriah now, to keep his business going. And Uriah himself pretends to be humble and grateful, but in fact he's in a strong position, and is insisting on becoming a partner. Father is ashamed of himself, but he has to agree. Poor Father! I'd do anything to help him, anything!' And Agnes sobbed bitterly.

I had never seen Agnes cry before. It made me so sad that I could only say helplessly, 'My dear Agnes! Please don't cry!' However, in a few minutes she was calm again, and I was able to leave her, promising to visit her and her father in Canterbury very soon.



sights n. noteworthy buildings, places, features 名胜，风景。

adult n. person grown to full size and strength 发育成熟的人。

complain n. say that one is not satisfied that sth. is wrong 报怨，发牢骚。

idea n. feeling that sth. is probable. 认为某事可能发生的想法。

have an idea 知道，认为。

boring a. making (sb.) feel tired by being dull or tedious 令人心烦的。

confess v. acknowledge 承认。

go sightseeing 观光。

perfect a. without fault, excellent 完美的，极佳的。

companion n. person with similar tastes, interests 志趣相同者。

joke v. make jokes 开玩笑。

sob v. draw in the breath sharply and irregularly from sorrow or pain, esp. while crying 呜咽，啜泣。

event n. happening, usually sth. important 事件，重要事件。

voice n. sounds made when speaking or singing 说话声，歌唱声，噪音。

congratulate v. tell sb. one is pleased about sth. happy or fortunate that has come to him 庆贺，道贺。

without taking his eyes off Emily 始终凝视着埃米莉。

sailor n. seaman 水手。

come to no harm 不会遇到危险，平安。

jealous a. feeling or showing unhappiness because of the better fortune of others 妒羡的。

be engaged to 订婚。

pretend v. make oneself appear (to be sth., to be doing sth.) either in play or to deceive others 佯装，伪装。

serious n. solemn, thoughtful 严肃的。

book v. arrange in advance to have 预订。

particular a. relating to one as distinct from others 单独的，特殊的。

sound v. give an impression when heard 听起来，似乎。

in that case 若是那样的话。

train v. give teaching and practice in order to bring to a desired standard of behavior, efficiency or physical condition 教育，训练。

carry out 执行。

promise v. make a statement that one will or will not do sth. 许诺。

loneliness n. state or being alone, without companions 寂寞。

restaurant n. place where meals can be bought and eaten 饭馆。

deliver v. take to houses, to the buyers 递送，交付。

enjoy oneself experience pleasure, be happy 玩得愉快。

catch sight of begin to see 看见。

pale a. (of a person's face) having little colour, bloodless 脸色苍白的，没有血色的。

swim v. seem to be moving round and round, have a dizzy feeling 似在转动，晕眩。

disturb v. break the quiet, calm, peace or order of, upset 扰乱，惊动。

undress v. remove the clothes of 除去或脱去衣服。

apologize v. say one is sorry 道歉。

warn v. give notice of possible danger or unpleasant consequences, inform in advance what may happen 警告，预告。

stay away from 远离。

fault n. responsibility for being wrong 过失，过错。

judge v. form an opinion 判断。

choice n. right or possibility of choosing 选择的权力或可能性。

keep one's business going 继续开展业务。

grateful a. feeling or showing thanks 感激的，感谢的。

ashamed a. feeling shame 感到羞耻的。


5　大卫重逢老朋友

[image: alt]

我决定先到伦敦，在旅馆里住上几天，把那大城市的风光景致游览个遍。我知道这一次与我上次到伦敦仓库工作时的情景会大不一样。如今我已长大成人，受过教育，身上有了钱。

我选择了一家取名“金十字”的旅馆，由于我看上去很年轻，他们就给我开了一间阁楼上又小又黑的房间。而我当时还没有足够的勇气抱怨。

那天晚上，我从戏院回来，见一个熟悉的身影走进旅馆。我禁不住脱口叫道：“斯提福兹！你还认识我吗？”

他看了我一会儿，然后叫起来，“我的天！是小科波菲尔！”

见到他，我欣喜异常，我紧握住他的双手说：“亲爱的斯提福兹，你不会知道再次见到你我有多高兴！”我记得我是多么地敬重他，现在这种感情又复苏了。我的双眼涌满泪花，我只好赶紧擦掉。

“别哭，科波菲尔，老伙计！”他和善地说道，“我也很高兴见到你，你在这里干什么？”

“我刚毕业，我姨婆让我在选择职业之前先到伦敦转转。你呢，斯提福兹？”

“嗯，我在牛津大学上学，可那儿没什么好玩的事！所以我来伦敦待几天，但这儿也很无聊，是吧？”

“伦敦吗？”我很纳闷，问道，“我觉得很好呀！有那么多事可做可看！我刚去了戏院——那些演员棒极了，还有——”

“大卫，大卫，”斯提福兹笑道，“看到你这张好奇、天真的脸，这么激动，真让我高兴！现在，告诉我，你住哪个房间？”

“44号，在楼顶上。”我红着脸直说了。

“他们把你安置在44号？我马上给你换房。”斯提福兹找老板谈了以后，他们很快把我安排在二楼的一间宽敞、通风、舒适的房间，而且在斯提福兹的隔壁。晚上躺下睡觉时，我很高兴，想着接下来的几天我可以和斯提福兹在一起玩。

一周很快过去了，我们一起看戏，参观博物馆、动物园，我们一起观光、骑马、游泳、划船，斯提福兹是一位难得的好伙伴，我比以前更敬重他了。实际上，我已经真心真意喜爱他了。

一天，我跟他说，“你知道，斯提福兹，我必须去看看我母亲的老女仆，辟果提，我小时候她对我很好。”

“是，大卫，我记得你跟我说过。她住在雅茅斯，是吧？干吗不一起去呢？”

“哦！对呀，斯提福兹！你一定很乐意见见她的哥哥及她的全家！他们都是非常友好、善良的人。”

“即使他们只是普通的劳苦大众。”斯提福兹说。我瞥了他一眼，想弄清他话中的含义，但他冲我笑笑，我想他是在开玩笑，所以我也笑了笑。

我们乘坐长途马车到雅茅斯，到了之后，斯提福兹先在一家旅馆歇脚，我到巴克斯家去找辟果提。我敲了敲门，辟果提出来了，她当时没认出我。我虽然一直给她写信，从未间断，但我们彼此已有7年没见面，我已不再是她记忆中的小男孩了。然而，当她意识到我就是她的大卫少爷时，她激动得哭了又哭，还像从前那样把我拥在她怀里，她很快就平静了下来，我们互相说起近几年发生的事情。她说她跟巴克斯先生过得很幸福，可他现在却生病在床。她见到我是那么高兴，坚持要我在雅茅斯逗留期间住到他们家，睡那间她一直为我保留着的小卧房。

第二天，我带斯提福兹去拜访丹尼尔·辟果提。那是个黑暗、多风的夜晚，我们走近老船屋，听得里面传出快乐的说笑声。我推开门，丹尼尔、哈姆和埃米莉突然围过来，惊奇地看着我。

“看！是大卫少爷！他长成大人了！”

一时间我们都握着手又说又笑。我没忘了介绍斯提福兹。他们把他当作我的好朋友热情接待。

“好啊！”丹尼尔·辟果提叫道，激动得大脸庞又红又亮，“太好啦，大卫少爷，你们两位先生选择今晚到这里！这是我一生中最美好的夜晚！因为今天晚上，先生们，我的小埃米莉——”他把小埃米莉白皙的小手握在自己粗糙发红的手中并放到胸口——“已经答应嫁给哈姆当妻子！”

“我衷心地祝贺你。”斯提福兹出于礼貌对哈姆说道，可他的眼睛始终没有离开脸颊菲红的美丽的埃米莉。

“大卫少爷知道我有多爱这孩子，”老丹尼尔继续道，“我最大的心愿就是她能找到一位好丈夫照顾她。而我最信任的人莫过于哈姆！他虽然只是一个像我一样粗鲁的水手，但他朴实、真诚，我知道只要有他在，她决不会受到任何伤害！”

这时，哈姆也脸红了。我不知道说什么好，不知道是应该因还爱着埃米莉而妒嫉哈姆，还是应该为他们的幸福而高兴。然而，斯提福兹总能说出合适的话语，他的几句很得体的话让大家都觉得自在多了。

接下来的时间我们过得很愉快，大家讲故事、唱歌，一直到午夜时分，我和斯提福兹才离开船屋。

“咳！”我们在寒冷的夜色中穿过沙滩，斯提福兹说，“多可爱的女孩！却要嫁给这么粗俗的男人！”

他突然说出这么尖刻的话使我感到震惊，可当我回过头看他脸上挂着笑容时，我热情地附和道：“啊，斯提福兹！你假装嘲笑那些比你寒酸、没文化的人，可我刚看到你和辟果提一家整个晚上在一起，逗他们开心！我知道你了解他们，喜欢他们，我更加仰慕你了！”

他停下脚步看着我，心情沉重地说：“大卫，你是认真的，对吧？我真希望我能像你这么好！”

接下来的两个星期我常和辟果提和巴克斯在一起，而斯提福兹常随丹尼尔和哈姆去航海、钓鱼，或者找些其他事干，所以我不常见着他。最后我们决定回伦敦。

当我们坐上返程的长途马车时，我转身想跟他说些什么，却惊奇地发现他居然是满面愁容。

“噢，大卫！”他痛苦地说，“我真希望能更好地把握住自己！我有时恨死我自己了！”

“斯提福兹！你在说什么呀！”我叫道，“你是最优秀、最聪明、最好心肠的人！”

“谢谢你，大卫！”他摇了摇头，说道，“但你不知道我有多坏。”

“坏！”我重复道，“我亲爱的斯提福兹！别胡说了！我很了解你的性格，和你成朋友是我的荣幸。”

片刻之后，他的情绪有了改观，重新高兴起来。我很快忘了他的这些话，可后来我又回想起来了。

回伦敦后，我发现姨婆早就等在“金十字”旅馆了，而且已经在那儿住了好几天了。彼此相见我们都很高兴，当晚聊了很久。她为一个问题专程来问我。

“大卫，”她十分严肃地说，“我一直都在考虑你今后的工作问题，你觉得做律师怎么样？”

我想了一会儿，“好啊，姨婆，听起来这主意不错。我承认我以前没想到过，但我想我会喜欢的。”

“很好，”姨婆说着跳起来，“既然这样，我们马上去见斯本罗先生，他是一家颇为重要的律师事务所的合伙人，我想他会同意收你为徒，当然我们得付学费。可几年下来你就能成为一名训练有素的律师，而且可以自己挣钱。”

紧接着，我们实施了这项计划。姨婆付给斯本罗事务所1000英镑，我答应努力学习，尽可能成为一名成功的律师。姨婆回多佛之前，给我租了一套小房子，位于法院附近一幢楼的顶层，我很快搬了进去。

一开始，我每天从法院或斯本罗事务所那满是尘土的办公室工作一天之后，穿过热闹繁华的街区，想到我也有自己的家可回，就异常兴奋。可当我爬完所有的楼梯，走进客厅，似乎就不再那么兴奋了。事实上，我的房间看上去空荡荡的，令人抑郁。所以，孤单单地待了两天后，我很高兴我的第一位客人斯提福兹来访。见到他后我非常开心。于是又邀请他和他的两位朋友第二天晚上到我的寓所聚餐。

由于我是头一次搞聚餐，不知道该买什么，就从餐馆里预定了现成的一只鸡和一条鱼，又从商店里买了些奶酪和水果，还让人送到家好几瓶酒。自己一下子花掉那么多钱，真有点可怕。可当斯提福兹和他的朋友到来之后，我的心情立刻好转了。聚会办得十分成功，我们玩得很开心，我们边吃边喝边抽烟，然后又喝。我不停地打开一瓶又一瓶的酒，而且变得异常健谈，我开始感觉不对劲，照着镜子一看，自己已脸色苍白。我不得不承认自己的醉态。

有人提议去看戏，我们就迷迷糊糊地走出我的寓所来到街上。斯提福兹嘻笑着搀着我的胳膊。小包箱里有一个人从雾里探出头来，偷走了另一个人的钱。很快，我们坐进了燥热、拥挤的戏院，而且高高在上。戏院里有明亮的灯光，有音乐，但我听不懂演员在说什么，整个建筑物仿佛在我眼前晃动。

之后，有人提议去戏院的另一头看看几位朋友，所以我们又下了楼。突然，我十分清楚地看见阿格尼斯·威克菲尔，她与一位女士和一位先生坐在一起。她看着我，一脸惊讶的神色。

“我的天！”我叫起来，“阿格尼斯！你在伦敦！”

“安静！”她小声说道，“别人都在听戏，你会吵着他们的！”然后她又善意地加了一句：“大卫，请照我说的做，让你的朋友送你回家。”

阿格尼斯的意见我向来都听，这次也一样。我不记得当时是怎么回的家，但我依然记得是斯提福兹帮我脱了衣服，把我弄上床。多么可怕、难眠的一宿！我感觉好难受！口干舌燥！而第二天上午情况更糟，我为自己所干的蠢事感到既痛苦又羞愧，还让阿格尼斯看见了我的醉态。我甚至设法向她致歉，因为我不知道她住在伦敦的哪个地方。我双手捧着自己的脑袋，在脏乱不堪、乌烟障气、满是空酒瓶的屋子里待了一整天。

第二天，有人给我的寓所送来一张便条，是阿格尼斯写的，她要求我到她现在住的地方去找她。我下了班就直奔她那儿。

她看上去是那么文静，气色那么好，让我回想起在坎特伯雷城那段美好的学生生活，我情不自禁地哭起来。

“真抱歉，阿格尼斯，”我说，“让你瞧见我的蠢样。我真没脸见你！”

“大卫，别难过了，”她愉悦地说道，“你知道你可以相信我，我永远是你的朋友。”

我抓起她的手吻了一下，“阿格尼斯，你是我的天使！”

她摇了摇头，“不，大卫，如果我真是，我要提醒你——离开你的坏天使。”

“亲爱的阿格尼斯！”我叫道，“你是指斯提福兹？”

“是的，大卫。”她回答，坚定地注视着我。

“阿格尼斯，你错了！他是我信任的朋友！他帮助我，引导我！我喝醉不是他的错，你知道！”

“我不是指醉酒的事。我是从你谈起他的话语中，从你的性格和他对你所产生的影响来判断的。”阿格尼斯认真地说道，她的话触动了我的心。“我认定我是对的。你结识了一位危险的朋友，大卫，因为你太容易轻信他人了。请记住我的话——并请原谅我的直率。”

“我会的，只要你能原谅我的酒后失态。”

阿格尼斯笑着答应着，然后她突然问道，“你见过尤赖亚·希普吗？”

“没有啊，”我回答，“他在伦敦吗？他来这里来干什么？”

“我很担心，大卫，”阿格尼斯回答，美丽的双眼蒙上一层郁忧。“我想他将要成为父亲的合伙人了。”

我想起尤赖亚·希普那讨好般的笑，他总是让人那么地不舒服。

“什么？那个怪物？他实在不讨人喜欢！你必须阻止你父亲与他合伙经营，阿格尼斯！”

阿格尼斯苦笑了一下，“可怜的父亲没有别的选择，你知道他为何总是那么忧郁吗？当然你也见过他酗酒。你知道，他非常爱我的母亲，她死后，他便不再那么专心于他的工作。也就是那时他开始酗酒。尤赖亚很聪明——他知道这一切，他对父亲帮助很大，帮父亲做所有他忘记做或者不想做的事情。如今，为了能继续维持他的公司，父亲的确已经离不了尤赖亚了。尤赖亚自己则装出一幅卑谦、感恩戴德的样子，而实际上，他占据上风，坚持要做父亲的合伙人。父亲为自己感到羞愧，可也不得不同意。可怜的父亲！我愿意做任何事情来帮助他！任何事！”阿格尼斯伤心痛哭。

以前我从未见阿格尼斯哭过。我难过得只能说些无济于事的话，“亲爱的阿格尼斯！求你别哭了！”不过，几分钟后，她又恢复了平静，我也能告辞出来了，我答应她我会很快去坎特伯雷看望她和她的父亲。


6
David falls in love

Agnes had asked me to be polite to Uriah if I met him, and so, when I saw him the next day near the lawcourts, I was careful not to offend him. He looked even stranger than before, with his small evil head and long thin body, and his wide oily smile. When we shook hands, I noticed how cold and wet his hand felt, just like a fish.

'Would you—would you like to come to my rooms for coffee, Uriah?' I offered, trying to hide my horror of him.

'Oh, Master Copperfield, I mean, Mister Copperfield, I should say now! How kind of you! I'm too humble to expect such kindness! But I would like that!'

And when we reached my flat, he looked at me with an unpleasantly confident smile, and said, 'Perhaps you've heard that I'm going to become Mr Wickfield's partner, Mr Copperfield?'

'Yes,' I replied. 'Agnes has told me about it.'

'Ah! I'm glad to hear that Miss Agnes knows about it,' he answered. 'Thank you for that, Mr Copperfield!'

I was annoyed with myself for mentioning Agnes's name, and hated hearing him say it, but I said nothing and drank my coffee.

'You said once, Mr Copperfield,' continued Uriah, rubbing his hands together happily, 'that perhaps I'd be Mr Wickfield's partner one day. It was kind of you to say so. A humble person like me remembers things like that! And now it's true! I'm glad to think I've been able to help poor Mr Wickfield. Oh, how very careless he has been! If I hadn't been his assistant, he would certainly have lost his business, his house, and all his money by now. Of course, I'm helping him because I admire him—and not only him...'

Suddenly, although the room was warm, an icy coldness spread through my body, as I stared into his cruel little face.

'Miss Agnes is looking beautiful at the moment, isn't she?' he went on, smiling horribly. 'Mr Copperfield, I trust you, because as you know, I've always liked you, although I'm so humble, and you're a gentleman. So I'd like to tell you my little secret. In spite of my low position, I love Miss Agnes! I've given my heart to her, and I hope to marry her one day!'

There was a purple mist in front of my eyes. I wanted to hit his ugly face, or stab a knife right into his wicked heart. I was almost mad with anger. But I thought of Agnes's request, and I managed to control myself.

'Have—have you spoken to Agnes about your—your love?' I asked as calmly as I could.

'Oh no, Mr Copperfield. I'm waiting for the right moment. Perhaps I'll ask her when I become her father's partner. She'll think kindly of me, you see, when she realizes how much her father needs me. She loves him so much! Ah, what a good daughter my Agnes is! And what an excellent wife she'll be to me!'

Dear, sweet Agnes, my adopted sister! I did not know any man good enough to be her husband. Could she ever marry this worthless insect? When Uriah left my flat, I spent a sleepless night worrying about what I should do. In the end I decided to say nothing to Agnes about Uriah's plan, as she already had enough to worry about.




A year had passed since I first started work in Mr Spenlow's firm. I often went to court with him, and began to understand the details of some of the most difficult cases. Mr Spenlow was kind to me, and occasionally talked to me, not only about law but also about other matters. I discovered that his wife had died, and that he lived in a large country house just outside London, with his only daughter and her paid companion. One day he invited me to his house for the weekend, and I accepted gratefully. So on Friday evening Mr Spenlow's coach and horses drove us to the house.

When I saw the Spenlows' home, I realized how rich Mr Spenlow must be. It was a lovely old building, with large gardens. As soon as we entered, Mr Spenlow asked one of the servants, 'Where's Miss Dora?'

'Dora!' I thought. 'What a beautiful name!' We went into the sitting-room, and I suppose Mr Spenlow introduced me. I did not notice, because nothing mattered at that moment. I just stared stupidly at his daughter Dora, lost in wonder at her beauty, and unable to say anything. I had fallen in love in a second.

As I stared, I heard a voice speaking to me, but it was not Dora's. It was her companion, whom I had not noticed at all while Mr Spenlow was making the introductions. When I saw that the companion was Miss Murdstone, I was surprised, certainly, but nothing could take my attention away from Dora for more than a second or two.

Mr Spenlow explained that Miss Murdstone had been kind enough to come and look after his poor motherless daughter, and to be her confidential friend and companion. But it seemed to me that Dora was neither friendly nor confidential towards her stern companion.

As for me, the rest of the weekend passed in a kind of fog. We ate meals, and went for walks. People spoke to me, and I answered. But I have no idea what I actually said. All I remember was Dora's golden hair, and Dora' s blushing face, and Dora's beautiful blue eyes! Occasionally I was lucky enough to speak to her alone, and then I was so shy that I blushed as much as Dora herself. I was very jealous of the little dog that she carried everywhere with her. Sometimes I thought she liked me a little, and at other times I was sure she would never love me. I was wildly, desperately in love!

I had wondered if Miss Murdstone would try and blacken my name with the Spenlows, but on that first evening she had taken me to one side.

'David Copperfield,' she said coldly. 'I see no need for either of us to speak about the past to anyone here. I imagine we are agreed on that.'

'Certainly, ma'am. We are agreed on that, although I shall never change my opinion of you.'

I put Miss Murdstone out of my mind, and for several weeks after meeting Dora, I lived in a dream. I did my work automatically, and I never stopped thinking of her. The greatest happiness I could imagine was being engaged to Dora. I dared not hope that one day we would be married.

While walking round London one day, hoping to meet Dora out shopping, I met my old schoolfriend Tommy Traddles. He was living in the city, like me, and was also studying to become a lawyer. I arranged to visit him, and went to his house after work the next day. He lived in one room in a rented house, in a very poor part of the city. His room was small, and almost empty.

'Copperfield! I'm glad to see you!' he said warmly. 'you can see I haven't got much furniture, but I'm hoping to earn more money later, when I've finished my studies.'

'Didn't you have a rich uncle, Traddles?' I asked.

'Yes, but I've always been unlucky, you know. He decided he didn't like me, so he didn't leave me anything when he died. I'm really very poor, and I have to do several jobs to pay for my studies.' Traddles looked surprisingly cheerful. 'But I must tell you, Copperfield, as you're an old friend, that I'm engaged! To a lovely girl, who comes from a large family, and lives in Devon!'

I was thinking of Dora as I shook hands with him and congratulated him enthusiastically. 'Will you get married soon?' I asked.

'No, she's very poor too, so we'll have to wait a long time, until we've saved enough money. She's such a dear girl, Copperfield. She says she'll wait for me until she's sixty, if necessary! And I'm quite happy here with the people who rent the house—the Micawbers are very kind.'

'Who did you say?' I cried. 'The Micawbers! I know them!'

Just then Mr Micawber himself knocked at the door and entered. His stomach was a little fatter and his face a little older than before, but he looked as confident as ever; I went up to him and shook his hand.

'How are you, Mr Micawber?' I asked. 'Do you remember me?'

'Is it possible? Can it be? Have I the pleasure of seeing my old friend Copperfield again?' he replied, a smile spreading over his large face. He turned to call downstairs, 'My dear! Come and meet this gentleman, my love!'

When Mrs Micawber came in, she was also delighted to see me, and we talked for some time about the twins, and the other children, and her husband's business interests. But this conversation soon made Mr Micawber rather depressed.

'You see, Copperfield,' he said miserably, 'nothing has turned up yet. Sometimes I wonder whether anything ever will turn up. I can't pay for our food, or even our water. It's hard enough for me to accept the situation, but how can I expect my dear wife to live like this? Perhaps it would have been better if I had never asked her to marry me!' He put his head in his hands.

'Micawber!' cried his wife. 'How can you say that! You know I have always loved and admired you, and always will love and admire you! My dear husband!' And they fell into each other's arms, sobbing on each other's shoulders. In a few moments they had both dried their eyes and looked quite cheerful again. I realized that the Micawbers had not changed at all, but this quick change of mood was rather a surprise for Traddles.

Before I left, I made sure I had a word in private with my old schoolfriend. 'Traddles,' I whispered, 'take my advice—don't lend Mr Micawber any money. He's got a lot of debts.'

Traddles looked uncomfortable. 'Thank you, Copperfield,' he whispered in reply, 'but I've already lent him some. I don't know whether he'll give it back—you know how unlucky I am!'

When I got back to my rooms, I found Steerforth waiting for me there. I thought of Agnes's warning about him, but when I saw his open, good-looking face, I could not believe he could be a bad influence on anyone. However, there was something rather strange in his manner that night. Sometimes he seemed quite depressed, almost desperate, but a minute later he was laughing wildly, and I had no idea why he was like that.

'I've just been to Yarmouth, David!' he told me.

'Oh!' I replied. 'You've seen the Peggotty family, I expect?'

'I haven't seen much of them, but I have got some news for you. It's about old Barkis. I'm afraid his illness has got much worse, and the doctor thinks he'll die very soon.'

'Oh dear!' I said. 'Poor Peggotty will be so sad!'

'Yes, it's bad luck,' replied Steerforth carelessly. 'But people die in this world every minute. I'm not afraid of death! I want to live life in my own way, and nobody can stop me!' He threw his head back proudly. I looked into his handsome face, wondering why he was so excited, which was unusual for him.

'Steerforth, I think I'll have to go to Yarmouth myself,' I said. 'Perhaps I can help Peggotty at this difficult time.'

Smiling, he put his hands on my shoulders. 'I wish I could be as good as you! David, promise me that if anything ever happens to separate us, you'll think of me at my best! Promise me that!'

'Steerforth, you have no best or worst for me,' I answered. 'You will always have your place in my heart!'

And as he turned to go, he gave me his hand, and smiled in his old friendly way. That is how I like to remember him, now that I shall never touch his hand again, or see him smile.

When I arrived in Yarmouth, I went straight to Barkis's house. In the sitting-room I found Daniel, Ham and Emily. Ham was standing by the door, while Emily was sobbing in Daniel's arms. None of them seemed surprised to see me.

'Emily's very young, Master David,' explained Daniel. 'It's hard for her to accept death. That's why she's crying. Now cheer up, Emily my dear, Ham has come to take you home. What's that?' He bent his grey head down to hear her whispered reply. 'You want to stay here with your old uncle? But you should go with Ham—he'll be your husband soon!'

'That's all right,' said Ham. 'If it makes Emily happy, it'll make me happy. I'll go home alone.' He went over to Emily and gave her a gentle kiss. She seemed to turn away from him a little. As Ham went out, I went upstairs to see poor Barkis.

He was lying unconscious in bed, looking very pale and ill. Peggotty was sitting beside him. She jumped up and took me delightedly in her arms, just as she used to do. Then she turned to her husband. 'Barkis, my dear,' she said almost cheerfully, 'here's Master David, who brought us together, you remember? He carried your messages for you. Can you speak to him?'

Barkis lay silently there, not moving. We sat beside him all through that long night. In the early morning, he suddenly opened his eyes, reached out his hand to me, and said clearly, with a pleasant smile, 'Barkis is willing!' And then he closed his eyes, and died.

'He was a good man!' said Peggotty, with tears in her eyes. 'I shall miss him!'

I was able to help Peggotty with the arrangements for the funeral. Barkis was buried in Blunderstone churchyard, close to my mother and little brother. We discovered that Barkis had saved quite a lot of money, which he left to Peggotty and Daniel. So I knew that Peggotty would not need to work in future.

On the day before the funeral, we all arranged to meet at the old boat. It was my last evening in Yarmouth, as I was returning to London the following day. When I arrived, I was surprised to see that Ham and Emily were not there. Peggotty was feeling more cheerful now, and Daniel was talking to her. Just then Ham came to the door.

'Master David, come outside a minute, would you?' he asked. I stepped outside, and Ham shut the door carefully. It was raining heavily, and as we stood on the lonely beach, I noticed how very pale Ham's face was.

'Ham!' I cried. 'What's the matter?'

'Master David!' he sobbed wildly. I had never seen such a strong man cry like that before. 'It's Emily! I'd have died for her! I love her with all my heart! But she's run away and—worse than that! Oh, how I wish God had saved her from this ruin!'

I shall never forget his desperate face turned towards me, and the pain in his honest eyes.

'You're educated, Master David!' he continued. 'You know how to express yourself! Help me! How can I ever explain to him in there? He loves her even more than I do!'

I saw the door open, and tried to stop Ham speaking, but it was too late. Daniel Peggotty came out, and when he saw us, he seemed to realize immediately what we were talking about. The expression on his face changed in a moment, and he pulled us both back inside. I found myself with a letter in my hand which Ham had given me.

'Read it, sir,' said Daniel, his face pale and trembling and his eyes wild. 'Read it slowly, please.'

The room was completely silent as I read aloud:




Dear Ham,

Please, please, forgive me for running away and leaving you. When you see this, I'll be far away. I shall never return to my dear home unless he marries me and brings me back as a lady. Oh, I'm so sorry, and so ashamed! I know this will break your heart, but believe me, I'm not good enough for you! I'm too wicked. Tell Uncle I'll always love him, even if he can never love me again. And I'll always think of you, dear Ham, even if you hate me for what I've done. Forgive me, and goodbye!

Emily




Daniel did not move for a long time after I had finished reading. I took his hand, but he did not notice. Suddenly he appeared to wake up, and said in a low voice,

'Who's the man? I want to know his name.'

Ham looked quickly at me, and I felt a shock run through my whole body. I fell on to a chair and could not speak.

'Don't listen, Master David,' Ham said, hesitating, 'we don't blame you for it.' Peggotty put her arm round my neck, but I could not move. 'A—gentleman's been here very often recently,' continued Ham in a broken voice, 'and—today people saw Emily driving off with him in his coach!'

'Tell me!' cried Daniel wildly. 'Is his name Steerforth?'

'It is!' replied Ham just as wildly, 'and I'm sorry, Master David, but he's the wickedest man I've ever known!'

After a moment Daniel spoke. He looked suddenly much older. 'I wish I'd drowned him when I had the chance! But it's too late now. There's no peace for me here while my dear girl is away. I'm going to look for her, and bring her back home. Don't any of you try to stop me! Ham, you must stay here in Yarmouth. Keep a light always burning in the window of this house, so that if the poor girl ever comes back, she can find her way home across the sand. I'm going to London, and France, and all over the world if necessary. I'm prepared to spend my whole life travelling until I find her. If anything happens to me, if I don't come back, tell her I forgive her—tell her my love for her is unchanged!'

And although we all tried hard to persuade him to stay, he refused to listen. He took his coat, hat, bag and stick, and stepped out into the darkness. We watched him walking along the London road, until he disappeared from sight. I often thought of that lonely figure in the next few weeks and months, walking through strange streets in foreign cities, looking for his adopted child. When I thought of him, I remembered his last words to us: If anything happens to me, if I don't come back, tell her I forgive her—tell her my love for her is unchanged!



offend v. hurt the feeling of 伤……的感情。

evil a. wicked, bad, harmful 邪恶的，有害的。

hide v. keep out of sight 隐藏。

reach v. go to, go as far as 到达。

annoyed a. angry and irritated 恼怒。

mention v. say the name of 提到。

spread v. become more widely extended or distributed 传布，散开。

secret n. sth. kept from view or knowledge of others 秘密。

stab v. push a knife into 用锐器刺向。

request n. asking or being asked 请求。

realize v. be fully conscious of, understand 完全认知，了解。

insect n. a sort of small animal, eg. ant, fly, wasp 昆虫。

detail n. small particular fact of item 细节琐碎的事。

accept v. (consent to) receive (sth. offered) 接受。

suppose v. take it as a fact that 认定，假定。

matter v. be of importance 关系重要，要紧。

be lost in wonder 沉入惊异中，惊异。

fall in love come to feel love for 爱上（某人）。

confidential a. having the confidence of another or others 获他人信任的。

take my attention away 转移我的注意力。

look after take care of 照顾。

go for walks 出去散步。

I see no need... 我认为没有必要……。

imagine v. think of as probable 认为可能发生或存在。

opinion n. belief or judgement not founded on complete knowledge 看法。

like prep. such as 如，像。

decide v. think about and come to a conclusion 考虑并下结论。

save v. keep for future use 储蓄。

necessary a. which has to be done 必需的。

stomach n. the front part of the body below the chest 肚子。

as confident as ever 依旧自信。

have a word 谈话。

in private 单独，私下。

lend v. give the use of (sth.) for a period of time on the understanding that it or its equivalent will be returned 借出。

give back return 偿还。

expect v. suppose, think 想，认为。

see much of sb. 常见到某人。

separate v. make divided, not joined 分离，分开。

have your place in my heart 你在我心中占有一席位置。

cheer up become happy 高兴起来。

bend v. cause to be out of a straight line or surface 弯曲。

unconscious a. not conscious (of all senses) 无意识的，失去知觉的。

used to 表示过去经常的习惯。

through prep. from beginning to the end 自始至终。

reach out stretch out 伸出。

bury v. place (the dead body) in the ground, in a grave or in the sea 埋葬。

churchyard n. burial ground near a church 教堂墓地。

beach n. shore between high and low-water mark, covered with sand and water-wore pebbles 海滩。

express v. make known, show by words, looks and actions 表达，表示。

forgive v. say that one no longer has the hard feelings towards 原谅。

lady n. woman who has good manners and some claim to social position 贵妇，（有教养和社会地位的）妇女。

appear v. seem 似乎，显得。

in a low voice 低声地。

hesitate v. show signs of uncertainty or unwillingness in speech or action 犹豫，踌躇。

blame v. fix on sb. the responsibility for sth. done (badly or wrongly) 责备。

neck n. part of the body that connects the head and the shoulder 脖子，颈。

drown v. cause to die in water because of unable to breathe 使某人淹死。

persuade v. cause (sb.) to do sth. by reasoning 劝服。

foreign a. of, in, from, another country 外国的。


6　大卫坠入爱河

[image: alt]

阿格尼斯曾要求过我，要是我碰到尤赖亚，一定要对他客气点。所以，当我第二天在法院附近看见他时，我很谨慎不去冒犯他。他看上去比以前更古怪了，阴险的小脑袋，细长的躯体，僵硬、狰狞的笑脸。我们握了握手，他的手是如此的冰冷潮湿，活像捏着条冷血鱼。

“你愿意——愿意到我的寓所去喝杯咖啡吗，尤赖亚？”我主动提议，竭力想隐藏对他的恐惧感。

“噢，科波菲尔少爷，我是说科波菲尔先生，我愿意现在就去！你真是好心！我太卑微，不敢奢望如此善意的邀请！但我愿意接受！”

我们到达寓所时，他以一种令人讨厌的自信笑着看着我，说：“或许你已经听说了，我将成为威克菲尔先生的合伙人，科波菲尔先生？”

“听说了，”我回答，“阿格尼斯跟我说过。”

“噢，我很高兴阿格尼斯小姐知道此事，”他答道，“谢谢你告诉我，科波菲尔先生！”

我很懊恼自己提到了阿格尼斯的名字，而且讨厌听到他称呼这个名字。可我并没说什么，只顾喝我的咖啡。

“你曾经说过，科波菲尔先生，”尤赖亚高兴地搓着双手，继续道，“或许有一天我会成为威克菲尔先生的合作伙伴。谢谢你的吉言。一个像我这么卑微的人会时刻铭记这样的话！而现在，这成真的了！想到能帮助可怜的威克菲尔先生我很高兴。哦，他是那么地粗心！要是没我做他的助手，他现在肯定已经丢掉了公司、房子和所有的钱财。当然，我帮助他是因为我敬重他——而且不光是他……”

突然，我浑身感到一阵透凉，尽管房间里很暖和。我紧盯着他那张残酷的脸。

“如今的阿格尼斯出落得很漂亮，是不是？”他露出可怕的微笑，继续说道，“科波菲尔先生，我信赖你，因为你知道，我一直喜欢你，尽管我如此卑微，而你是位绅士。所以，我想告诉你一个小秘密：不管我地位有多低下，我爱阿格尼斯小姐！我已经把心交给了她，我希望有朝一日娶她为妻！”

我眼前蒙上一层浓雾，我想揍他那张丑陋的脸，或是用刀刺穿他恶毒的心。我气得都快发疯了，但想到阿格尼斯的请求，我还是设法控制住了自己。

“你——对阿格尼斯表达过你的——你的爱吗？”我尽可能平静地问道。

“哦，没有，科波菲尔先生。我正在等待时机。或许在我成为她父亲的合伙人时，我会向她求婚。当她意识到她父亲有多么需要我时，你知道，她会平心静气考虑我。她是那么地爱她父亲！啊，我的阿格尼斯是个多好的女儿！她将会是我多么出色的妻子！”

至爱至亲的阿格尼斯，我的义姐！我不知道有谁能配得上做她的丈夫。难道她要嫁给这个一钱不值的怪物吗？尤赖亚离开我的寓所后，我一宿未眠，思考着我能为此做些什么。最终我决定不把尤赖亚的阴谋告诉给阿格尼斯，因为她已经够烦心的了。




到斯本罗先生事务所工作已经有一年了。他常带我去法院，我开始对一些比较复杂的案例的细节有所了解，斯本罗先生对我不错，时常跟我聊天，内容不光是有关法律的知识，还有一些其他事情。我了解到他妻子已经去世，他与唯一的女儿和她的侍伴住在伦敦城外不远的一所乡间别墅。一天，他邀请我去他家度周末，我很感激地接受了邀请。于是，斯本罗先生的马车把我们带到了他的家中。

当我看到斯本罗先生的住宅时，我才意识到斯本罗先生有多富裕。这是一座可爱的旧式建筑，花园很大。我们一进门，斯本罗先生就问其中的一位用人：“朵拉小姐在哪儿？”

“朵拉！”我心想，“多美的名字呀！”我们走进了客厅，斯本罗先生可能把我介绍了一番。我没注意这一点因为当时什么都不重要了，我只是呆呆地盯着他的女儿朵拉，为她的美貌出神，嘴里说不出半句话来。在这一瞬间我坠入了爱河。

就在我目瞪口呆之际，我听见有人跟我说话，但不是朵拉的声音，而是她的侍伴，斯本罗先生作介绍时我压根儿没留意她。当我看清这位侍伴是摩德斯通小姐时，我自然很吃惊，但当时没有任何东西可以把我的注意力从朵拉身上移开，哪怕只一两秒钟。

斯本罗先生解释说，摩德斯通小姐能来照顾他失去母爱的可怜的女儿，并成为她的密友和侍伴，真是难能可贵。可在我看来，朵拉对她这位严肃的伙伴既不友好也不亲密。

至于我，接下来的这段周末时光就像在云雾中度过。我们在一起吃饭，散步，别人问我什么我就回答什么，但我不知道自己到底说了些什么。我全部的记忆就是朵拉的金发、朵拉红扑扑的脸蛋、朵拉美丽的蓝眼睛！有时，我有幸能单独跟她说话，可我却那么腼腆，脸红得跟朵拉一样。我很嫉妒那条跟朵拉形影不离的小狗。时而，我想她有点喜欢我，时而又肯定她不可能爱上我。我疯狂地、绝望地爱上了她！

我不知道摩德斯通小姐是否会在斯本罗一家面前尽力说我的坏话。可当天晚上她把我叫到一边。

“大卫·科波菲尔，”她冷冷地说道，“我看我们俩谁也没有必要对这儿的任何人提起我们的过去。我想你我都会赞成吧。”

“当然，小姐，你我都赞成。但我永远不会改变对你的看法。”

摩德斯通小姐很快被我忘在脑后。遇见朵拉后的几个星期，我都生活在梦境之中。我机械地工作着，却无时无刻地想她。我最大的快乐就是想象跟朵拉订婚的情景。我不敢奢望有一天我俩会结成夫妻。

一天，我在伦敦街头溜达，指望能看见朵拉从哪家商场出来。这时，我遇见了老同学汤米·特拉德尔。他住在伦敦城，也跟我一样在学做律师。我安排了时间去看他。第二天下了班，我来到了他的住处。他住的是一个租来的房间，位于城市的贫民窟。房间很小，几乎是空空荡荡。

“科波菲尔！真高兴见到你！”他热情地说，“你看我这儿没什么家什，可我希望不久就能赚钱，就在我学完之后。”

“你不是有一个很富有的叔叔吗，特拉德尔？”我问道。

“是的，可是你要知道，我总是不走运。他不喜欢我，所以在他死后，没留下任何东西给我。我的确很穷，而且不得不做好几份工作来支付我的学费。”特拉德尔的情绪出奇地好。“可我必须告诉你，科波菲尔，因为你是我的好朋友，我一定得告诉你，我已经订婚了！跟一个很可爱的女孩，她出生于一个大家庭，就住在德文！”

我热切地握住他的手向他道喜，心里却想着朵拉。“你们很快要结婚？”我问道。

“不，她也很穷，所以我们必须得等一段时间，等到我们攒够钱。她是个那么可亲的女孩，科波菲尔，她说她会等我到60岁，如果有必要的话！而且我在这里跟我的房东处得很愉快——米考伯一家非常友善。”

“你说什么？”我叫起来，“米考伯一家！我认识他们！”

正在这时，米考伯先生本人敲了敲门进来了。他的肚子比以前圆了点儿，脸也比以前苍老了些，但他还像以前那样自信。我走上前去跟他握手。

“你好吗，米考伯先生？”我问道，“还记得我吗？”

“这可能吗？是真的吗？我能有幸再次见到我的老朋友科波菲尔？”他回答，大脸庞绽开笑容。他转身朝楼下喊道：“亲爱的！快来见见这位先生，我的宝贝！”

米考伯太太进来了，她也很高兴见到我。我们聊起了她的双胞胎和其他几个孩子，还谈到她丈夫的业务经营。但这个话题弄得米考伯先生的心情马上沉重起来。

“你知道，科波菲尔，”他痛苦地说道，“没有任何转机。我有时怀疑是否真有转机出现。我已买不起食物，甚至买不起水。这种状况对我来说已够艰难的了，我怎能让我亲爱的妻子也如此生活呢？或许当初我没要求她嫁给我就好了！”他把脑袋埋在双手中。

“米考伯！”他妻子哭道，“你怎么能这么说呢！你知道我爱你、敬重你，而且永远爱你、敬重你！我亲爱的丈夫！”然后，他们拥抱在一起，抱头痛哭。几分钟后，他们俩都擦干眼泪，情绪再次好转，我意识到米考伯夫妇根本没什么改变。但这种情绪忽高忽低的突然转变使特拉德尔很是吃惊。

在告辞之前，我下决心要跟老同学单独说几句。“特拉德尔，”我小声说道，“记住我的劝告——不要借钱给米考伯先生，他已债台高筑。”

特拉德尔神色很不自在。“谢谢你，科波菲尔，”他小声回答，“可我已经借给他一些钱了，不知道他是否能还给我——你看我多背运！”

我回到自己的住处，发现斯提福兹在那儿等我。我想到阿格尼斯对我的忠告，可当我看着他开朗、英俊的脸，就不相信他能对别人产生什么坏影响。然而，那天晚上他的情绪很不对劲。时而他似乎很消沉，几乎绝望，可没过片刻，他又发疯地笑起来。我不知道他怎么会这样。

“我刚去了雅茅斯，大卫！”他告诉我。

“噢！”我回答，“那你见着辟果提一家了，我猜？”

“我没常见他们，可我的确有消息告诉你。是有关老巴克斯的。恐怕他的病已经恶化，医生说他活不多久了。”

“噢，老天！”我说，“可怜的辟果提该会有多伤心！”

“是的，运气不佳，”斯提福兹满不在乎地说道，“可这个世上每分钟都有人死去。我一点都不怕死！我想以我自己的方式生活，没有人能阻止我！”他桀骜不驯地仰了仰头。我看着他英俊的脸，奇怪他怎么这么激动，激动得有点儿失常。

“斯提福兹，我想我该自己去一趟雅茅斯，”我说，“或许我能在辟果提困难的时候帮她一把。”

他把手搭在我肩上，笑了笑。“真希望我能像你这么好！大卫，答应我，如果有什么事发生使我俩分开，你要多想想我的好处！答应我吧！”

“斯提福兹，对我来说，你身上没有好坏之分，”我回答，“在我心目中永远有你的位置！”

当他转身要走时，他伸出手，以他惯常那种友好的方式笑了笑。这是我记得他的模样，可如今我再不能握他的手，再见不着他笑了。

到达雅茅斯后，我径直来到了巴克斯家。走进客厅，我看见丹尼尔、哈姆和埃米莉都在。哈姆站在门边，埃米莉倒在丹尼尔的臂弯里哭泣。见着我他们谁也不吃惊。

“埃米莉还年轻，大卫少爷，”丹尼尔解释说，“她很难接受死亡。所以她哭了。现在，高兴点，我亲爱的埃米莉，哈姆来接你回家。你说什么？”他低下满是灰发的头，凑近她听她轻声地回答，“你想和你的老叔叔待在这儿？可你得和哈姆回去——他就要成为你的丈夫了！”

“没关系，”哈姆说，“如果埃米莉高兴，我也就高兴。我可以一个人回家。”他走到埃米莉跟前，轻轻地吻了她一下。她似乎略微回避了一下。哈姆走后，我上楼去看可怜的巴克斯。

他昏睡在床上，脸色苍白，病得不轻。辟果提坐在他身边。她跟以前一样跳起来高兴地拥抱了我。然后她转向她丈夫。“巴克斯，亲爱的，”她几乎是兴奋地说道，“大卫少爷来了，是他使我俩走在一起，记得吗？他把你的口信捎给我。你能跟他说话吗？”

巴克斯静静地躺着，一动不动。我们彻夜守在他身边。第二天一早，他突然睁开眼睛，伸出手握住我，带着高兴的微笑，清楚地说了一句：“巴克斯很愿意！”然后就闭上眼睛，死了。

“他是个好人！”辟果提两眼噙着泪，说，“我不会忘了他！”

我帮助辟果提安排了后事。巴克斯葬在布兰德斯通的教堂墓地，离我母亲和小弟弟不远。我们得知巴克斯存有一大笔钱，留给辟果提和丹尼尔。所以，我知道辟果提今后不需要工作了。

葬礼前一天，我们决定在船屋碰头。这是我在雅茅斯的最后一晚，因为我第二天就要回伦敦了。到那儿以后，我很奇怪没有见着哈姆和埃米莉，辟果提情绪好多了，丹尼尔在跟她聊天。这时，哈姆来到门口。

“大卫少爷，请出来一下好吗？”他说。我走了出来，哈姆轻轻地关好门。雨下得很大，当我们俩孤零零地站在海滩上时，我发现哈姆脸色十分苍白。

“哈姆！”我叫道，“出什么事了？”

“大卫少爷！”他失声痛哭。我从未见过这样一个强壮的男子如此伤心地哭过。

“是埃米莉！我情愿为她而死！我全身心地爱她！可她离家出走了——甚至更糟糕！噢，真希望上帝能把她从这场灾难中解救出来！”

我永远忘不了他转向我时脸上那绝望的表情，忘不了他诚实的眼睛里流露出的痛苦。

“你是受过教育的人，大卫少爷！”他继续道，“你知道如何表达自己！帮帮我！我怎么能跟那边的他解释？他甚至比我更爱她！”

我看见门开了，想制止哈姆继续往下说，可已经晚了。丹尼尔·辟果提已经走出来了。他看见我们时似乎立刻意识到我们在说什么。一时间他脸上的表情改变了，他把我俩拉回屋里。我这才发现我手上拿着哈姆刚给我的一封信。

“念念，先生，”丹尼尔说道，他脸色苍白，浑身发颤，目光咄咄逼人，“请念慢一点。”

屋子里一片寂静，我开始念道：

亲爱的哈姆：

请，请你原谅，我离开家，离开你。你读到此信时，我已经在很远的地方了，我将不再回我亲爱的家，除非他娶了我并以夫人的身份把我带回家。噢，真是很对不起，我非常惭愧！我知道这会伤透你的心，但相信我，我配不上你！我太卑贱了。告诉叔叔我会永远爱他，即便他永不再爱我。我会永远记得你，亲爱的哈姆，即便你恨我的所作所为。原谅我，再见！

埃米莉

我读完信后，丹尼尔很长时间一动不动。我握住他的手，他没有反应。突然他像是刚苏醒似地低声问道：

“那个男人是谁？我想知道他的名字。”

哈姆很快看了我一眼，我感觉浑身一阵颤栗，我跌坐在椅子上，说不出话来。

“你可以不听，大卫少爷。”哈姆迟疑地说道，“我们不会怪你的。”辟果提把手臂搭在我脖子上，可我动弹不了。“一位——先生最近总在这儿出现。”哈姆断断续续地继续道，“然后——今天，有人看见埃米莉坐在他的马车上走了！”

“告诉我！”丹尼尔疯狂地叫起来，“他的名字是不是斯提福兹？”

“是的！”哈姆同样疯狂地回答，“很抱歉，大卫少爷，可他是我所知道的最为卑劣的人！”

过了一会儿，丹尼尔说话了，他突然像是苍老了许多。“要是有机会我会溺死他！但现在一切都晚了！我亲爱的孩子不在这儿了，我是不会安心的。我要去找她，把她带回家。你们谁也别拦我！哈姆，你必须守在雅茅斯。让屋子窗户上永远亮一盏灯，这样，可怜的孩子一旦回来，也好让她穿过沙滩找到回家的路。我要去伦敦、法国，以至全世界，如果必要的话。要准备一辈子流浪下去，直到我找到她。要是我出了什么事，要是我回不来了，告诉她我原谅她——告诉她我对她的爱永远不变！”

虽然我们大家都竭力劝他不要去，但他听不进去。他拿起外套、帽子、背包和手杖，走出屋子，踏进夜色之中。我们目送他走上去往伦敦的路，直到看不见为止。在此后的几周直至几个月中，我时常想起这个孤独的身影，想象他走上异乡陌生的街头，寻找他的养女。想到他我就记起他跟我们说的最后几句话：要是我出了什么事，要是我回不来了，告诉她我原谅她——告诉她我对她的爱永远不变！


7
Good news and bad news for David

All this time I had gone on loving Dora more than ever. The more evil there seemed to be in the world, the more brightly Dora's star shone down on me. I am sure I considered her a beautiful angel, far above the rest of us poor humans, and I had no real hope of persuading her to love me.

Peggotty had come to London with me, as she was feeling rather lonely after Barkis's death and Daniel's departure, and I could not stop myself telling her all about Dora. She was very interested, and most encouraging.

'The young lady should be very proud to have such a handsome, intelligent young man as you, Master David!' she cried. 'And I'm sure her father will be delighted to accept you as her husband!' But I could not share her hopeful view of the situation.

However, a wonderful thing happened. During a long conversation with Mr Spenlow in the office, he mentioned that it was Dora's birthday the following week, and invited me to a picnic to celebrate it. As soon as I heard this, I went completely mad, and could not think at all clearly. In the next week I bought expensive new clothes and boots, and arranged to hire a handsome white horse. On the day of the picnic, I got up at six in the morning and went to Covent Garden market to buy the freshest and most beautiful flowers for Dora, and by ten o'clock I was riding towards the Spenlows' house.

How lovely Dora looked, in her sky-blue dress and white hat, when I met her in the garden in front of the house! And when she accepted my flowers with delight, I almost thought I would die of happiness.

'You'll be glad to hear, Mr Copperfield,' she said, smiling prettily, 'that cross Miss Murdstone isn't here. She'll be away for at least three weeks. Instead I have my dear friend, Miss Julia Mills, here with me.'

Sitting next to Dora was a young lady I had not noticed before. Although she was only about twenty, she looked very calm and wise. I later discovered that she had had an unhappy experience in love, and had decided never again to become personally involved in matters of the heart.

'How delightful for you!' I answered, blushing as I always did when I spoke to Dora. 'And everything that is delightful to you is delightful to me, Miss Spenlow!' Miss Mills said nothing, but smiled kindly on us both.

To get to the picnic place, which was some way from the house, Mr Spenlow, Dora and Miss Mills drove in an open carriage, while I rode by their side on my handsome white horse. I shall never have such a ride again. Dora sat with her back to the horses, looking towards me, and holding my flowers close to her sweet face. Our eyes often met, and I am surprised I did not fall off my horse. I did not notice the dust, or the road we were taking. Sometimes Mr Spenlow spoke to me about the scenery, and I replied politely, but I cannot remember what I said. All I could see was Dora.

I was very disappointed when we arrived, to find that other guests had been invited. I was quite jealous even of the ladies, because they talked to Dora and took her away from me, but I hated all the men as soon as I saw them. There was a very unpleasant, talkative man with a red moustache, who insisted he knew all about preparing food, and soon had most of the young ladies round him. One of them was Dora. I felt that he was now my worst enemy.

When we started eating, I saw to my horror that Red Moustache was sitting, with a huge plate of chicken, at Dora's feet! I could not think clearly, but I pretended to be cheerful. I sat with a young lady dressed in pink, and talked amusingly to her, and looked at her, and fetched her whatever she needed. Sometimes I looked over at Dora, and she looked back at me, but she had Red Moustache and I had the young lady in pink.

After the meal, the young lady's mother took her away, and I walked alone into a wood, feeling angry and desperate. I was just planning to ride away on my handsome white horse, although I did not know where to, when I saw Dora and Miss Mills coming to meet me.

'Mr Copperfield,' said Miss Mills, 'you are unhappy.'

'No, no, Miss Mills!' I protested firmly. 'Perfectly happy!'

'And Dora,' continued Miss Mills, 'you are unhappy.'

'Oh good heavens, no, Julia!' cried Dora. 'Not at all!'

'Mr Copperfield and Dora,' said Miss Mills, looking old and wise, 'enough of this foolishness! You love each other! Confess it and be happy! Take the chance that life offers you! Listen to one who speaks from bitter experience!'

I was so hot and excited that I took Dora's little hand immediately and kissed it—and she let me! I kissed Miss Mills's hand too, and life seemed wonderful again.

Dora shyly put her arm in mine and we walked about together, until, much too soon, we heard the other guests calling her name. So we had to go back, and when they wanted Dora to sing a song, Red Moustache offered to fetch the guitar from the carriage for her. But Dora told him nobody except me knew where it was.

So I fetched the guitar, and I held her gloves, and I sat beside her while she sang. And I knew that in that great crowd of people she was singing only for me, who loved her.

When the guests left, I rode beside the carriage all the way back to the Spenlows' house. Mr Spenlow, who had drunk a lot of wine, was asleep in his seat, and Miss Mills was smiling in a motherly way, as Dora and I whispered happily to each other. Once Miss Mills called me to her side of the carriage.

'Dora is coming to stay with me,' she told me quietly, 'the day after tomorrow. Perhaps you would like to visit us?'

'Miss Mills! How can I ever thank you?' I said. 'What a friend you are—to Miss Spenlow and me!'

When we arrived at the Spenlows' house, I had to say goodbye to Dora and ride back to London. On the way, I remembered everything she had done or said ten thousand times. I decided I had to tell her I loved her as soon as possible, and ask whether she loved me too. It was the most important question in the world, and only Dora could give me the answer to it.

So, two days later, I dressed in my finest clothes and went to the address Miss Mills had given me. The servant took me to the sitting-room, where I found Julia Mills learning a song, and Dora painting the flowers I had given her! After a short conversation Miss Mills made an excuse and left the room, and Dora and I were alone together.

'I hope your poor horse wasn't tired the other night,' said Dora, raising her beautiful eyes to mine. 'It was a long way for him, to and from the picnic place.'

I must ask her today! I thought. My whole body was trembling. 'It was a long way for him,' I answered. 'For me it seemed very short, because of my happiness in being so near you.'

There was a moment's silence. Then Dora said, 'You didn't seem to care for that happiness earlier in the day, when you were sitting with the lady in pink. But I expect you don't mean what you say. And of course you're quite free to do whatever you like!'

I don't know how I did it. It happened so quickly. Suddenly I had Dora in my arms and I couldn't stop speaking. I told her how I loved her. I told her I would die without her. And when she blushed and cried a little, I said I had loved her day and night since the moment I had first seen her. I told her that nobody had ever loved or could ever love as much as I loved her.

Somehow I found myself sitting quietly next to Dora on the sofa, holding her little hand. We were engaged! I suppose we realized that one day we would get married, but for the moment we were going to keep our engagement secret from Mr Spenlow. When Miss Mills came in, she was delighted to hear our news, and promised to help us as much as possible.

Now began one of the happiest times of my life. When I look back, I see how foolish I was, but how loving and sincere! I visited Dora every day, and I did not have time for anyone or anything else. But in the middle of my excitement I suddenly thought of Agnes, of her clear calm eyes and her gentle face, and I sat down immediately to write to her, and tell her all about Dora. I knew that as my adopted sister she would share my happiness, and I wanted her approval.




One day when Peggotty and I were having tea in my flat, Tommy Traddles came to visit me. 'My dear Copperfield!' he cried. 'I've been several times before, but you've been out.'

'My dear Traddles,' I replied, 'yes, I'm very sorry, I've been visiting my—Miss D, you know.'

'I expect she lives in London, doesn't she? Mine—that's Sophy—beautiful name, isn't it? Mine lives in Devon, I think I told you. So I don't see her very often. She really is the dearest girl! She's very busy at home, you know, looking after the other nine children. And her mother, who's unable to walk.'

'What a wonderful girl she must be!' I agreed politely. 'And tell me, Traddles, how is Mr Micawber?'

'I'm not living in his house at the moment,' said Traddles, 'because his creditors demanded payment of his debts recently, and he had to move to another house. To avoid these unpleasant men, he's even changed his name to Mortimer, and he only comes out of the house after dark, wearing glasses.'

'So nothing has turned up for him yet? And what about the money you lent him, Traddles?'

'I'm afraid I may not get it back. But Mr Micawber promises to give it back one day. He's a fine, honest man, isn't he?' And Traddles looked hopefully at me.

Before I could reply, we heard footsteps on the stairs. I was very surprised to see my aunt coming upstairs. She was carrying two cases and her cat, and was followed closely by Mr Dick, carrying two more cases.

'My dear aunt!' I cried. 'What an unexpected pleasure!' We kissed each other, and I shook hands with Mr Dick. Traddles left quietly, as he could see we would be discussing family matters. Peggotty made some more tea for my aunt, who had sat down heavily on her cases.

'Dear aunt!' I said. 'Make yourself more comfortable! Sit in an armchair, or sit on the sofa!'

'Why do you think I'm sitting on my cases?' she asked, looking seriously at me.

I shook my head, unable to guess.

'Because what I'm sitting on is all I have! Because I've lost all my money, my dear!'

I couldn't have been more shocked if the house and all of us in it had fallen into the River Thames.

'Yes,' continued my aunt, putting her head calmly on my shoulder. 'I'll tell you all about it tomorrow, David, but tonight we must find a bed for Mr Dick, and I'll sleep here, to save money.' So that night, my aunt agreed to take my bed, while I planned to sleep on the sitting-room sofa, and I took Mr Dick to a neighbour's house to rent a room. When I returned, I found my aunt walking up and down in front of the sitting-room fire.

'That Peggotty woman is very fond of you, David!' she said. 'She's been offering to give us some of her money—the money she inherited from her husband! Of course I refused at once. But she's a good woman. And she's been telling me about the trouble at Yarmouth—'

'Yes, poor Emily!' I could not stop myself saying.

'Silly Emily, you mean! But I'm sorry for you, because you cared for her once. And now Peggotty tells me you're in love again!'

I blushed. 'I love Dora with all my heart, aunt!'

'I suppose the little thing is very lovely, is she?'

'No one can imagine how lovely she is!'

'She isn't at all silly, is she?' asked my aunt.

I had never considered this possibility before, and could only repeat what my aunt had said. 'Silly, aunt?'

'Well, well, I only ask,' replied my aunt gently. 'David, you're very loving, like your poor mother, and you need a good, serious, sensible person to love.'

'Aunt, if you only knew how sensible Dora is!' I replied.

'Oh David!' she answered. 'Blind, blind, blind!'

This made me feel a little uncomfortable, but I was glad she knew my secret. I thought perhaps she was rather tired, so I said goodnight. She went to my bedroom, and I lay down on the sofa.

How miserable I was that night! I knew I should be thinking of my poor aunt's situation, but I could not prevent myself from thinking of Dora. How could I marry her if I had no money, no expensive clothes to wear, no handsome white horse to ride or flowers to give her?

The next morning I got up early to have a walk in the fresh air, and on the way home, a carriage stopped beside me, and Agnes Wickfield got out. I immediately felt better when I saw her beautiful calm face smiling at me. She had heard that my aunt was in trouble, and had come to London to see her. We walked together to my flat.

'You know that Uriah Heep is my father's partner now?' she said quietly. 'His influence over my father is far too great. Father is much, much worse. He looks years older, and I'm afraid that, encouraged by Uriah, he drinks more than ever. Uriah and his old mother live with us now, so I can't always be with Father—to—to protect him from whatever Uriah is planning. I just hope that love and truth will always be stronger than evil!'

I could not give her my opinion of Uriah, because by then we had arrived at the flat. My aunt was very pleased to see Agnes again, and made us sit down on the sofa next to Peggotty.

'Now let me explain to you all what happened to my money,' said my aunt firmly. I was surprised to see that Agnes was pale and trembling. Betsey Trotwood continued, 'I saved a lot of money over the years, and my lawyer, Mr Wickfield, used to help me invest it in the right companies. But recently I thought he wasn't such a good lawyer as he used to be, so I decided to invest my money myself. What a lot of mistakes I made! Who knows where it's gone? In gold, and foreign banks, and so on. It's no good worrying about it, but I can tell you, there's nothing left.'

The colour was beginning to return to Agnes's face. 'So it—it wasn't my father's fault, dear Miss Trotwood?'

'Not at all, Agnes,' said my aunt cheerfully. 'Now can any of you give me some advice? I've asked my servant Janet to rent my little house in Kent. That will bring in about seventy pounds a year. I think we'll need more than that, to live on.'

'You and David could share this flat very cheaply, with Mr Dick just round the corner in his rented room,' suggested Agnes. 'And I think I can find a little job for David. Do you remember Dr Strong, the headmaster of the Canterbury school? Now that he's retired and come to live in London, he needs a private secretary to work for him in the mornings and evenings, at his house. He was asking Father about it the other day. What do you think?'

'Agnes!' I cried. 'What would we do without you? You are my good angel, I told you so before! I could easily be Dr Strong's secretary, as well as continuing my work in Mr Spenlow's firm. I'll go and see him today, and arrange it with him.'

Agnes gave me her beautiful smile as she got up to leave. I went downstairs with her, and as we walked together to the coach station, I saw an old beggar with a white stick in the street. He was holding out his thin hand for money, and crying, 'Blind! Blind! Blind!' It sounded like an echo of what my aunt had said the day before. Oh Agnes, dear sister! If I had only known then what I discovered long afterwards!



human n. mankind 人类。

departure n. going away 离开。

share v. have in common 共有，共享。

picnic n. pleasure trip on which food is carried to be eaten outdoors 野餐。

hire v. obtain or allow the use of service of sth. in return for the fixed payment 出租，租用。

at least 至少。

wise a. having or showing experience, knowledge, good judgement, prudence, etc. 明智的。

become involved in 卷入。

by their side 在他们一旁。

scenery n. general natural features of a district 一地区之天然景色。

moustache n. hair allowed to grow on the upper lip（长在嘴唇上面的）胡子。

enemy n. one who has ill feeling or hatred toward sb. or sth. 仇敌。

pink n. pale red colour or various kinds 粉红色。

protest v. affirm strongly 坚决声明。

guitar n. six stringed musical instrument, plucked with the fingers or a plectrum 吉他。

glove n. covering of leather, knitted wool for the hand, usu. with separate fingers 手套。

crowd n. a large number of people together 人群。

all the way 一直。

excuse n. reason given to explain or defend one's conduct 借口，托词。

tired a. weary in body and mind 疲倦的。

body n. the whole physical structure of man or animal 身体，躯体。

moment n. point or very brief period of time 瞬间。

care for 喜欢，想要。

happen v. take place, come about 发生。

nobody pron. no person 没有人。

I found myself sitting quietly... 我不知不觉静静坐在……。

keep secret 保守秘密。

sincere a. (of feeling) genuine, not pretended 诚恳的。

avoid v. get away from 避开。

footstep n. sound of the step sb. walking 脚步声。

stair n. (any one of) the series of fixed steps leading from one floor of a building to another 楼梯。

follow v. come, go after 跟随。

discuss v. examine and argue about 商讨。

guess v. form an opinion not on careful thought, calculation or definite knowledge 猜想。

fire n. burning fuel to heat a room 炉火。

walk up and down 来回走动。

at once immediately 马上。

silly a. foolish 愚蠢的。

sensible a. having or showing good sense, reasonable, practical 明智的。

blind a. without the power to see 盲目的，瞎的。

fresh a. cool, refreshing 清新的。

on the way home 回家的路上。

flat n. suit of rooms on one floor of a building 一套房间，公寓。

be in trouble 陷入困境。

truth n. that which is true 真相，真实。

invest v. put money in 投资。

gold n. precious yellow metal used for making coins, ornaments, jewellery 黄金。

bank n. establishment for keeping money and valuables safely, the money being paid out on the customer's order 银行。

retired a. having stopped working 退休了的。

private secretary 私人秘书。

firm n. (two or more persons) carrying on a business 商行，事务所。

echo n. sound reflected or sent back 回声，回音。

discover v. find out 发现。

afterwards adv. after, later 后来。	


7　大卫的好消息和坏消息

[image: alt]

在这段日子里，我对朵拉的爱越来越强烈。似乎这世上有越多的罪恶、黑暗，朵拉这颗星就会照得我心里越亮。我确信自己已经把她看作是美丽的天使，远远地高于我们这些可怜的凡人之上。我并不真想说服她来爱我。

辟果提和我一起来到伦敦，因为巴克斯的死和丹尼尔的离开使她感到非常孤独。我控制不住把有关朵拉的事全告诉了她。她很感兴趣，并且一个劲儿地鼓励我。

“有你这样英俊、聪明的年轻人追求她，这位年轻小姐应该感到十分自豪，大卫少爷！”她叫道，“而且我相信她父亲也会很高兴接受你这位女婿！”然而，我不敢赞同她对我的处境所持的乐观态度。

不过，绝好的机会出现了。在办公室与斯本罗先生的一次长谈中，他透露下周是朵拉的生日，并邀请我一起去野餐以示庆祝。听到这消息，我完全喜疯了，根本不能冷静地考虑什么。到了第二周，我买了一身昂贵的衣服和一双靴子，订租了一匹漂亮的白马。野餐那天，我6点钟起床，到科文特花市给朵拉买了最新鲜最漂亮的一束花。10点钟，我骑着马来到了斯本罗先生家。

在门前的花园里我遇见了朵拉，多么可爱的朵拉，穿一身天蓝色的衣服，戴一顶白色的帽子！当她高兴地接过我的鲜花时，我感觉自己都快要幸福死了！

“跟你说了你准高兴，科波菲尔先生，”她妩媚地一笑，说道，“那位严厉的摩德斯通小姐不在。她至少三个星期不会回来。我嘛，有我的好朋友朱莉亚·米尔斯和我作伴。”

坐在朵拉身边的是一位我刚才没注意到的年轻小姐。尽管她大约只有20岁，可她显得很沉稳，很机智。我后来知道，她有过一段不愉快的恋爱史，所以决定再也不卷入个人情感的漩涡中。

“真替你高兴！”我红着脸回答，我一跟朵拉说话就脸红。“所有你高兴的事，我也高兴，斯本罗小姐！”米尔斯小姐没说什么，只是善意地冲我俩笑笑。

野餐地点距离住所有一段距离，斯本罗先生、朵拉和米尔斯小姐坐在敞篷的马车上，我骑着我那漂亮的白马伴在他们旁边。我再也感觉不到那种骑马的感觉了。朵拉背对着马匹坐着，看着我，把我送给她的花贴到她甜美的脸上，我们的目光常常相遇，我奇怪自己居然没从马上摔下来。我注意不到飞扬的尘土，记不得我们走过的路线。有时，斯本罗先生跟我说几句赞美风景的话，我出于礼貌回答了，可我不记得自己说了什么，我所看见的只有朵拉。

到达目的地时，我很失望地发现，被邀请的还有其他客人。我甚至连小姐太太都嫉妒，因为她们总拉着朵拉说话，把她从我身边带走。我更恨那些男士们，从第一眼见到他们起。其中有一位很烦人、喋喋不休、留着红色小胡子的家伙，自称精通做饭之道，很快把绝大多数女士吸引到他身边，其中也包括朵拉。我觉得他是我当时最危险的敌人。

我们开始用餐时，我惊恐地发现“红胡子”端着一大碗鸡肉坐在朵拉的脚边！我的脑子不能清醒地思考了，可我仍装出一副高兴的样子。我坐到一位穿粉红衣服的年轻小姐身边，饶有兴致地跟她交谈，看着她，并帮她取她所需要的任何东西。时不时地，我抬头看朵拉几眼，她也回看我几眼，可她有“红胡子”，我有粉衣姑娘。

饭后，这位年轻小姐的母亲把她带走了，我独自走进树林，心中既气愤又绝望。我准备骑上我那漂亮的小白马走开，尽管我不知道自己要去哪里，这时，我看见朵拉和米尔斯小姐向我走来。

“科波菲尔先生，”米尔斯小姐说，“你不高兴。”

“不，不，米尔斯小姐！”我坚定地否认，“我非常高兴！”

“还有你，朵拉，”米尔斯小姐继续道，“你不高兴。”

“哦，上帝！不，朱莉亚，我很高兴！”朵拉叫道。

“科波菲尔先生，朵拉，”米尔斯小姐说道，看上去既老练又聪明，“愚蠢的把戏玩够了！你们俩各自都爱着对方！承认吧，高兴起来！抓住生活给你们创造的机会！相信一位有过痛苦经历的人的话吧！”

我热血沸腾，激动万分，猛地抓起朵拉的手吻了一下——她没有抗拒！我也吻了米尔斯小姐的手，生活似乎又重放光彩了。

朵拉很腼腆地把自己的手搭在我的臂弯里，我们一起朝前走，可是没过多会儿，我们听到有客人叫她的名字，我们只好往回走。他们要求朵拉唱一首歌，“红胡子”自告奋勇提出为她去取吉他，但朵拉告诉他，除了我，谁也不知道吉他在哪儿。

这样，我取来了吉他。她唱歌时我坐在她旁边，给她拿着手套。我知道，在这一群人中间，她只为我一个人，一个爱她的人歌唱。

客人们离开后，我骑着马一路护送马车回到斯本罗住宅。斯本罗先生喝了很多酒，在座位上睡着了。米尔斯小姐露出母亲般慈爱的微笑，看着朵拉和我幸福地窃窃私语。其中有一次，米尔斯小姐把我叫到她那一侧的马车前。

“朵拉要去我那儿，”她平静地告诉我，“后天。你或许愿意去看看我们？”

“米尔斯小姐！我怎么才能感谢你呢？”我说，“你是多好的朋友——斯本罗小姐和我的朋友！”

我们到达斯本罗住所后我不得不和朵拉道别，骑马回伦敦。一路上，我成千上万次地回忆起朵拉和我说的和做的每一件事情，我决定尽快告诉她我爱她，并问她是否也爱我。这是世界上最重要的问题，而且只要朵拉才能给我问题的答案。

于是，两天后我穿上最好的衣服，按米尔斯小姐给我的地址来到她家。用人把我领进客厅，我看见米尔斯小姐正在学唱一支歌，朵拉正在画我送给她的花！短短地聊了几句后，米尔斯小姐找了个借口离开了，朵拉和我就单独留在客厅。

“我希望前天夜里你的马不至于太累吧，”朵拉抬起她美丽的大眼睛看着我，说，“从野餐地点来回地跑，对它来说是段很长的路。”

我一定要今天问她！我心里想着，浑身上下都在颤抖。“对它来说是一段很长的路，”我回答，“可对我却似乎很短，因为在你身边就是我的快乐。”

沉默了一阵后，朵拉说道：“在那天的早些时候，你好像并不在乎这种快乐，当你坐在那位穿粉红色衣服的女孩身边。不过，我希望你只是说说而已。当然，你有权爱怎么做就怎么做！”

我不知道我是怎么做的。一切发生得如此迅速。我突然抱住朵拉，滔滔不绝地说个没完。我告诉她我有多爱她，我告诉她没有她我就会死掉。当她红着脸，轻声地哭泣时，我说，从看见她的一瞬间起，我日日夜夜都在爱她，我告诉她，没有人曾像我这么爱她，并永远像我这样爱她。

不知不觉地，我发现自己安静地坐在朵拉身边，握着她的小手。我们订下了终身！我想我们明白将来有一天我们会结婚，但目前我们打算先对斯本罗先生保守我们已经订婚的秘密。米尔斯小姐进来了，她很高兴听到这个消息，并答应尽最大努力帮助我们。

这样，我一生中最幸福的时光开始了。我现在回想起来，觉得自己好傻，可又是那么可爱，那么真诚！我每天去看朵拉，没有时间顾及别人，干别的事情。然而，在我兴奋之中我突然想到了阿格尼斯，想到她沉稳的目光和温柔的神情，我立刻坐下来给她写信，告诉她有关朵拉的一切。我知道，作为我的义姐，她会分享我的快乐，而且我需要她的支持。




一天，我正和辟果提在我寓所喝茶，汤米·特拉德尔来找我。“亲爱的科波菲尔！”他叫道，“我来过好几次，你都没在家。”

“亲爱的特拉德尔，”我回答，“是的，我很抱歉，我总去找我的——D小姐，你知道。”

“我想她住在伦敦，是吧？我的——索菲——很美的名字，是吧？我的那位住在德文，我想我跟你说过。所以我不常见她。她的的确确是最可亲的姑娘！她在家非常忙，你知道，要照看其他9个孩子，还有她的母亲，不能行动的母亲。”

“她真是位了不起的姑娘！”我礼貌地附和道，“告诉我，特拉德尔，米考伯先生怎么样了？”

“我现阶段没住他们家，”特拉德尔说，“因为他的债主们最近总是催债，他只好搬到别处去住。为了避免这些讨厌的人，他甚至把自己的名字改作摩尔提么，他只在天黑后出门，并带上眼镜。”

“看来他还是没遇到转机？你借给他的钱怎么样了，特拉德尔？”

“恐怕是要不回来了，可米考伯先生答应我总有一天会还给我。他是一个好人、一个很善良的人，是吧？”特拉德尔乐观地看我一眼。

我正要回答，只听得楼梯口一阵脚步声。我很吃惊看见姨婆正往上走。她提着两个箱子，抱着她的宠猫，身后紧跟着迪克先生，提着另外两个箱子。

“亲爱的姨婆！”我叫道，“多么意外的惊喜！”我们互相亲吻了一下，我和迪克先生握了握手。特拉德尔悄悄地离开了，因为他知道我们接下来就要商讨家事。辟果提给姨婆另沏了一些茶，可她却重重地坐在了她的箱子上。

“亲爱的姨婆！”我说，“您可以让自己舒服点！坐到椅子上或是沙发上吧！”

“你知道我为什么坐在箱子上吗？”她问，很认真地看着我。

我摇了摇头，猜不出来。

“因为我坐着的就是我的全部所有！我失去了全部的积蓄，我亲爱的！”

没有比这让我更震惊的消息了，哪怕是这房子和这房子里的人都掉进了泰晤士河。

“是的，”姨婆接着说道，把头静静地枕在我的肩上，“明天我会告诉你一切，大卫，但今晚我们必须给迪克先生找个地方睡觉，我可以睡在这里，省点钱。”就这样，那天晚上，姨婆同意了睡我的床，我自己则准备睡客厅的沙发，我给迪克先生租了一间邻居的房间。我回来时，发现姨婆正在客厅里踱来踱去。

“那位叫辟果提的女人对你很好，大卫！”她说，“她提出要拿出她从她丈夫那儿继承到的一部分钱给我们！我自然一口回绝了，可她是个好人。她把雅茅斯的悲剧告诉我了。”

“是的，可怜的埃米莉！”我情不自禁地叫道。

“你是说愚蠢的埃米莉吧！可我为你感到惋惜，因为你曾经一度关心过她。辟果提告诉我你如今又爱上了一个人！”

我脸红了。“我是真心爱着朵拉，姨婆！”

“我猜那小东西一定很可爱，是吗？”

“没有人能想象得出她有多可爱！”

“她一点儿都不愚蠢吧，是吗？”姨婆问。

我以前从未考虑过这种可能性，所以只重复着姨婆的问话，“愚蠢吗，姨婆？”

“好了，好了，我只是随口问问，”姨婆温和地回答，“大卫，你很多情，像你的母亲一样，你需要有个善良、认真、懂事理的人来爱你。”

“姨婆，你要知道朵拉有多懂事理就好了！”我回答。

“噢，大卫！”她回答，“盲目，盲目，盲目呀！”

她的话使我很不舒服，可我很高兴她知道了我的秘密。我想或许她太累了，就跟她道了晚安。她进了我的卧室，我躺在沙发上。

那是多么痛苦的一宿！我知道我该考虑考虑可怜的姨婆的处境，但我控制不住要想朵拉。我要是没钱，没有贵重的衣服，没有漂亮的白马，或者没有鲜花送给她，我怎么能跟她结婚？

第二天早上，我起得很早，边散步边呼吸着新鲜空气。往回走时，一辆马车在我身边停下来，阿格尼斯·威克菲尔走下车。看到她那美丽、沉稳的脸正冲我微笑，我顿时觉得心情好多了。她听说我姨婆遇上了麻烦，特到伦敦来看望她。我们就一起朝我的寓所走去。

“你知道吗，尤赖亚·希普如今已是我父亲的生意合伙人了？”她平静地说道，“他对我父亲的影响太大，父亲身体更加糟糕了。他看上去苍老了好几岁，而且受到尤赖亚的挑唆，恐怕酒喝得比以前更凶了。尤赖亚和他的老母亲如今和我们住在一起，所以我不能总跟父亲在一起——来——来保护他不受尤赖亚的牵制。我仅仅希望亲情和真诚会战胜罪恶！”

我没能谈谈我对尤赖亚的看法，因为那时我们已经走到了我的寓所。姨婆很高兴又一次见到阿格尼斯，并把我们让到辟果提旁边的沙发上坐下。

“现在我来跟你解释我的钱到底出什么事了，”姨婆坚定地说。奇怪的是，我看见此时的阿格尼斯脸色苍白，浑身发抖。贝茜·特拉伍德继续说，“这些年来我存了一大笔钱，我的律师威克菲尔先生曾帮助我把钱投资到合适的企业。但最近我觉得他已不是原来的那个好律师了，所以我只好自己决定投资方向。我犯了个多大的错误！谁知道那些钱都去了哪里？换成了黄金，入了外国银行，亦或是别的。为此犯愁没有用，但我可以告诉你，这钱现在已一分不剩了。”

阿格尼斯的脸上重新恢复了血色，“那么说这——这不是我父亲的错，亲爱的特拉伍德小姐？”

“根本不是，阿格尼斯，”姨婆情绪高昂地说道，“现在谁能给我出点主意吗？我已经让我的女仆詹妮特租掉了我在肯特的小别墅。那会给我们带来每年70英镑左右的收入，我想我们靠这些生活是远远不够的。”

“您和大卫住这套房子，迪克先生就住拐脚处租来的那间房间，开销很小嘛，”阿格尼斯建议道，“而且我想我能给大卫找一份差事。你还记得斯特朗博士吗，坎特伯雷城那所学校的校长？他现已退休，住在伦敦，他需要一位私人秘书，早晚到他家为他工作。他那天向父亲打听此事。你觉得如何？”

“阿格尼斯！”我叫起来，“没有你我们能做什么呢？你是我的好天使，我以前就已经告诉过你！我可以毫不费力地做斯特朗博士的秘书，同时可以继续在斯本罗先生的事务所工作。我今天就去见他，把此事跟他谈妥。”

阿格尼斯起身告辞时冲我甜美地一笑。我送她下楼，并一同走到长途马车站，在街上我看见一位年老的乞丐，手拿一根白手杖。他伸着干瘦的手要钱，嘴里叫着，“盲目！盲目！盲目呀！”听起来与我姨婆那天说的那几句相响应。啊，阿格尼斯，亲爱的姐姐！要是我当时就知道这个我很久以后才明白的道理就好了！


8
David's new life

With Agnes's encouragement I felt much stronger, and no longer depressed. My life now had a purpose. I intended to work as hard as I could, to help my aunt and to earn enough money to marry Dora. I got up every morning at five o'clock, walked to Dr Strong's house on the other side of London, worked with him for two hours every morning, and then walked back to Mr Spenlow's office, where I spent most of the day in the lawcourts. Then I returned to Dr Strong's for two or three more hours in the evening, and finally came home to my flat, where my aunt, Peggotty and Mr Dick would be waiting for me. I was glad to be able to tell my aunt that Dr Strong would pay me seventy pounds a year for my work. With that, and the rent from my aunt's house in Kent, we could live quite well, if we were careful. Because I was young and healthy, I did not mind hard work, and whenever I was tired, I told myself, 'You're doing it for Dora!' and that made me work even harder.

When I met Traddles one day near the courts, I told him about my new situation, and he was very sympathetic.

'But I have news for you too, Copperfield!' he said. 'The Micawbers are moving to Canterbury.'

'Oh! That means something must have turned up for them!' I replied, interested.

'Yes, Mr Micawber is going to become assistant to someone called Uriah Heep, a partner in a firm of Canterbury lawyers.'

'Heep!' I cried in horror. 'I know him! Why would Mr Micawber want to work for him?'

'Well, I do know that Heep has paid all Mr Micawber's debts in London,' answered Traddles. 'The whole family is leaving tomorrow. They asked me to tell you.'

I wondered why Heep wanted Micawber to work for him, and I felt sure Uriah had some evil plan in his ugly head.

The next day Peggotty was returning to Yarmouth to look after Ham, while Daniel was away. After I had taken her to the coach station and said goodbye to her, I hurried to Miss Mills's house. I had not yet told Dora about the changes in my life, because I had not wanted to explain it all in a letter, but today she was visiting Julia Mills and was expecting me to come to tea.

How happy and beautiful Dora looked when she met me in the sitting-room! And how shocked and miserable she looked when I asked her immediately, 'Can you love a beggar, Dora?' My pretty little Dora! She had no idea what I meant.

'Don't be silly, David!' she cried. 'What are you talking about?'

'It's true, Dora, my love!' I cried. 'I've lost all my money! I'm a beggar!' And I looked so serious that Dora was frightened, and began to sob bitterly on my shoulder.

'But I love you, Dora, and always will!' I continued. 'It doesn't matter if we are poor, because I'll work hard to buy our bread. We don't need much as long as we have each other! Tell me your heart is still mine, dear Dora!'

'Oh yes!' she cried. 'Oh yes, it's all yours! Only, don't frighten me again! Don't talk of hard work and bread! I don't understand! I hardly ever eat bread!'

I loved her more than ever. But I felt she was not very practical. In a few moments, when she had stopped crying and was calmer, I tried again to make her understand.

'My dearest! May I mention something?'

'Oh, please don't be practical!' begged Dora, tears coming to her lovely eyes. 'It frightens me so much!'

'My dear one, if we work together, and share our problems, it will make us, and our love, stronger.'

'But I'm not strong at all!' she cried miserably. 'Ask Julia! She'll tell you—I'm weak, and foolish!'

'But if you thought sometimes, my sweet Dora, that you are engaged to a poor man—if you tried to see how your father manages the servants, or how much food costs in the markets, it would be helpful to us. We must be brave, dear Dora! Our path in life is steep and rocky—'

I was becoming quite enthusiastic, but I suddenly realized I had said far too much. Poor little Dora was sobbing and screaming with fear, and in a moment was lying unconscious on the sofa. I really thought I had killed her. I threw water on her face and went down on my knees to ask her to forgive me. I called myself a selfish, heartless creature, and shouted for Julia Mills. At last she hurried in, and I explained what had happened. When Dora opened her eyes, her friend helped her upstairs.

While Dora was upstairs, washing her face and calming herself, I asked Miss Mills's advice on the best way to encourage Dora to become more practical. Miss Mills shook her head sadly.

'I must be honest with you, Mr Copperfield. Our dearest Dora is a beautiful, innocent child of nature, full of light and happiness. She is above the things of this world, which we poor humans have to worry about. I think you'll just have to accept that fact.'

When Dora came downstairs again, she looked so lovely that I felt bitterly angry with myself for making her unhappy, even for a moment. We had tea, and she sang her French songs to me, and played the guitar. We were happy again, until the moment when I stupidly mentioned that I had to get up at five o'clock the next morning. Suddenly her pretty face looked sad, and she did not play or sing again. When I got up to go, she came up close to me, and said lovingly, 'You bad boy, don't be so silly! Don't get up at five o'clock! Why should you?'

'But my love, I have work to do! I have to work in order to live!' I replied.

'Work? Don't be so foolish, David dear!' and she seemed to think that was the end of the matter, as she gave me a kiss straight from her innocent little heart.

I loved her, and went on loving her. But I went on working hard too, and worrying about earning money. Some evenings, as I sat opposite my aunt in my little sitting-room at the end of another exhausting day, I was quite frightened, when I thought of the problems I was going to have to solve alone.




Several months passed in this way. Dora and I wrote to each other every day, and occasionally I was able to visit her at Miss Mills's house. But one morning when I arrived at the office for work, Mr Spenlow greeted me very coldly and asked me to step into his office, where we could talk privately. When I entered the room, I was surprised to see Miss Murdstone standing by his desk, staring unpleasantly at me. I knew at once that Dora's father had discovered our secret, and I guessed who had told him.

'Mr Copperfield,' said Mr Spenlow, frowning sternly at me, 'I am sorry to say that Miss Murdstone has found some letters which appear to be from you to my daughter Dora. Are they yours?'

I looked at the letters he handed to me, blushed, and whispered, 'Yes, sir,' Poor little Dora! I hoped she had not been frightened by that horrible Murdstone woman. I hated to think of Dora's unhappiness at losing my letters.

'I suspected something was wrong when Miss Spenlow came back from her last visit to Miss Mills,' said Miss Murdstone, looking very pleased with herself. 'I always said Julia Mills was not a suitable friend for Miss Spenlow, and I was right!'

Mr Spenlow appeared to agree, but rather sadly.

'I am very sorry, sir,' I said, 'but it is all my fault. Please don't blame Dora—'

'Miss Spenlow to you, young man!' said her father angrily.

'I know it wasn't right to keep it secret, sir, but I love your daughter, and I hope that one day—'

'Don't speak to me of love, Mr Copperfield!' cried Mr Spenlow. 'You are both much too young! We'll throw these letters in the fire, and you must promise to forget the whole thing. There is no question of your marrying Dora!'

'But sir, I can't forget her! I love her!' I protested.

'That is my last word, Mr Copperfield! When you have time to consider, you'll realize it's wiser to do as I say. Now go to your work!'

I spent all day thinking of poor sweet Dora, and how she must be feeling. In the evening I hurried round to Miss Mills's house, but although she spoke wisely of love and broken hearts, she could not offer me any practical advice.

The next day, after a sleepless night, I arrived at the office at the normal time, and discovered all the clerks standing talking at the front door. This was so unusual that I stopped to ask what had happened.

'Why, don't you know?' asked one of them. 'The police have found Mr Spenlow dead!' I fell back, shocked.

'You look very pale, Mr Copperfield!' said another. 'Sit down here, sir!'

'Tell me—tell me what happened,' I gasped.

'Well, he went into town to dinner last night, and the carriage and horses came back at midnight without him. He was driving himself, you see. So the servants went to look for him, and found him dead in the road. He must have been ill, and have fallen out of the carriage. Anyway, he was dead when they found him.'

This was a terrible shock to me. Perhaps his anger with me had made him ill. In that case I was partly to blame for his death. But I am sorry to say I was also jealous of Dora's sadness. While she was crying for her dead father, she was not thinking of me, and I selfishly wanted to be the only person in her life.

In the next few weeks I became quite desperate because I could not see or speak to my sweet Dora. Miss Mills reported that Dora cried all day, and when my name was mentioned, only sobbed more loudly and said, 'Oh poor dear Father! How wicked of me to keep a secret from him! Oh! Oh!' So I did not feel encouraged to visit her. Soon after her father's funeral, Dora was taken to live with her two aunts at Putney, in south London, where she seemed to be further away from me than ever.

My aunt, meanwhile, began to be seriously worried about my health, as I was getting more and more depressed. So she suggested I should go to Dover for a few days, to make sure that her house was still in good condition, and then to Canterbury, to visit the Wickfields. I agreed willingly, as I was always happy to see Agnes. It was easy to take a few days' holiday from my work at the lawcourts and with Dr Strong.

I was glad to find that the person who was renting my aunt's house in Dover was looking after it well. I was then free to continue my journey to Canterbury, that beautiful ancient city, which seemed very little changed since my schooldays. The soft, clean air made me feel better than I had done for weeks.

When I arrived at the Wickfields' House, I found Mr Micawber in Uriah Heep's old office. We were pleased to see each other, but we both felt a little embarrassed. I realized that he did not want to talk about confidential matters concerning the firm of Heep and Wickfield, and he knew that I disliked his employer, Heep. So conversation was difficult, and in the end I was glad to leave him, and go upstairs to look for Agnes.

I found her in her sitting-room, and she looked up at me with such a warm welcome in her smile that I was very moved.

'Ah, Agnes! ' I said. 'I've missed you so much recently! You helped me such a lot in the old days that I suppose I never learnt to think for myself. I always feel I need your help and advice. I get into such trouble, and I get so worried, and have so little confidence in myself, but when I'm with you, you give me purpose! You make me strong! What is your secret, my dear adopted sister?'

Agnes gave me her hand, which I kissed, and she went on, in her sisterly way, to listen sympathetically as I told her everything that had happened in the past few weeks. As usual, she knew the right thing to do. She advised me to write to Dora's aunts, to ask if I could visit Dora occasionally, and she encouraged me in my hopes of marriage. I felt again that peace which Agnes always brought to me.

We had not been sitting together long when Mrs Heep came in. She did not leave us for a moment all that evening, and I wondered whether Uriah had told her to watch over us. Whenever I looked at Agnes's lovely face, I saw Mrs Heep's evil black eyes staring at me.

The next day, Mrs Heep did not leave Agnes and me alone even for a minute. The Heeps, mother and son, seemed to me like two ugly great black birds hanging over the house, and they made me so uncomfortable that I went out for a walk in the afternoon. I was walking along a path near the house, wondering if I should warn Agnes about Uriah's plan of marriage, when I heard footsteps behind me, and turned to see Uriah himself running after me.

'Wait for me, Mr Copperfield!' he cried.

'Actually,' I said, 'I came out to be alone.'

'Ah!' he said, with his oily smile, 'you don't like my mother being there all the time, do you?'

'No, I don't,' I replied, not caring if I sounded rude.

'But you see,' he continued, 'in my humble position, I have to be very careful. I'm not married to my Agnes yet, and you're a dangerous rival, Mr Copperfield.'

'What!' I cried in disgust. 'You allow Miss Wickfield no peace in her own home because of me? Don't you realize I think of her as my very dear sister, nothing more? Let me tell you I am engaged to another lady! There! Is that enough for you?'

'Oh Mr Copperfield!' cried Uriah, gratefully shaking my hand with his cold fishy one. 'I'll tell Mother to stop watching you at once! Why didn't you tell me that before? I know you've never liked and trusted me, as I've liked you!'

We returned to the house together in silence. That evening after dinner, when Agnes and Mrs Heep had left us, Uriah said to Mr Wickfield, 'Let's have some wine, partner, and drink to young Mr Copperfield's health. It isn't often we have the pleasure of his company, is it, partner?'

I knew Uriah was deliberately encouraging Mr Wickfield to drink too much, but I saw that although Agnes's father was aware of his weakness, he could no longer stop himself. As the evening passed, I was disgusted to see that Uriah became more and more cheerful as Mr Wickfield became more and more drunk. Finally Uriah stood up with a glass in his hand.

'Come, partner!' he said with his evil smile. 'Let's drink to the health of the most beautiful woman in the world!'

Poor, broken Mr Wickfield looked for a moment at the picture of his dead wife on the wall, so similar to Agnes.

'I may be humble,' continued Uriah, 'but I admire, no, I love your daughter Agnes!'

Suddenly a horrible cry came from Mr Wickfield. He had stood up, and was screaming with anger. He behaved so wildly and desperately that I thought he had gone mad. 'My child and you, Heep! No, never! You've taken everything from me, my business, my good name, my home, but you'll never take her!'

'Perhaps I've said too much too soon,' said Uriah, looking uncomfortable. 'But you'll be sorry, partner, if you say any more! You need me, remember? You've got nothing without me! Remember that before you accuse me of anything!'

Just then the door opened and Agnes entered silently.

'You're not well, Father, come with me,' she whispered gently, and helped the ashamed old man out. I thought she must have heard what had been said.

Later that night she came to say goodnight to me in the sitting-room, where I was alone, reading.

'Agnes, my dear sister,' I said to her, 'promise me that you will never agree to marry that evil creature, for any reason!'

Through her tears she smiled calmly at me. 'Don't worry, brother, I'm not afraid of him. My duty is to take care of Father, and I trust in God for the rest. Goodnight, David.'



purpose n. that which one means to do, get, be, etc. 目的，计划。

lawcourt n. court of justice 法庭。

healthy a. having good health, strong and able to resist disease 健康的。

mind v. be troubled by, object to 介意，反对。

whenever adv. whatever time 无论何时。

sympathetic a. having or showing pity and tenderness 同情的。

some pron. 某个。

hurry v. move or do sth. quickly 匆忙。

explain v. make plain or clear 说明，解释。

shoulder n. that part of the body of a human being or animal where an arm or foreleg is joined to the trunk 肩。

continue v. go on 继续。

weak a. lacking in strength, easily broken, unable to resist hard wear or use 弱的，虚弱的。

cost v. require the payment of 花费，价值。

market n. public place where people meet and sell goods 市场。

steep a. rising or falling sharply 陡峭的。

kill v. put to death 杀死。

go down on my knee 跪下。

creature n. living person 人。

child of nature 自然之子。

this world 尘世。

work in order to live 为生存而工作。

opposite a. facing front or back to back 面对面的，背对背的。

exhausting a. tiring 令人疲惫的。

solve v. find a way out of a difficulty 解决。

occasionally adv. now and then 时而。

lose v. no longer have 失去。

suspect v. have an idea or feeling 猜想。

something was wrong 出了毛病，不正常。

suitable a. right for the purpose or occasion 合适的。

There is no question of... It's impossible to ……不可能。

normal a. in agreement with what is usual, regular 正常的，平常的。

be to blame deserve censure 应受责备。

report v. give an account of 报告。

all day 整天。

while conj. during the time that, at the same time as 正当……时候。

take v. carry away 带走。

further adv. more far 更远地。

meanwhile adv. in or during the time between 其时，当其时。

in good condition 状态良好。

embarrassed a. feeling awkward or ashamed 困窘的。

employer n. person who employs others 雇主。

watch v. keep the eyes on 警戒。

hang v. fix the top so that the lower part is free 悬挂。

wonder v. ask oneself 问自己。

walk along a path 沿小路走。

rival n. person who competes with another 竞争者，对手。

disgust n. strong feeling of dislike or distaste 厌恶，嫌恶。

There! 瞧！

in silence 默不作声。

drink to sb's health 为某人的健康干杯。

company n. being together with another or others 伴随。

deliberately adv. on purpose 故意地。

no longer 不再。

accuse v. say that sb. has done wrong, broken the law 控诉，指控。

she must have heard 肯定听到了。

say goodnight 道晚安。

duty n. what one is obliged to do by morality, law 责任，义务。

rest n. what remains, the remainder 其余。


8　大卫的新生活

[image: alt]

有阿格尼斯的鼓励，我的劲头更足了，并不再消沉。我的生活如今有了目标。我打算尽可能努力工作，为帮助我姨婆，也为娶朵拉而挣足够的钱。我每天早上5点钟起床，走着去位于伦敦城另一端的斯特朗博士家，每个上午跟他干两个小时，然后走回来到斯本罗先生的办公室，把我大部分时间花在法庭上。晚上，我又回到斯特朗博士处，干上两到三个小时，最后才回到我的寓所，我姨婆、辟果提和迪克先生在那儿等我。我很高兴地告诉姨婆，斯特朗博士将付给我每年70英镑的酬劳。加上姨婆在肯特的房租，我们能生活得很不错，只消谨慎安排就是了。由于我年轻、健康，我不在乎工作艰辛。累的时候，我对自己说，“一切为了朵拉！”那样我就会更努力地工作。

一天，我在法院附近遇上特拉德尔，我告诉他我的近况，他表示很同情。

“可我也有消息告诉你，科波菲尔！”他说，“米考伯一家搬到了坎特伯雷城。”

“噢！那就是说他们有了转机！”我很感兴趣地回答。

“是的，米考伯先生将成为一位名叫尤赖亚·希普的人的助手，他是坎城一家律师事务所的合伙人。”

“希普！”我惊恐地叫道，“我知道他！米考伯先生怎么会想到给他干？”

“嘿，反正我知道希普为米考伯先生偿还了他在伦敦欠下的所有债务，”特拉德尔回答，“他们一家明天就离开。他们要我告诉你。”

我不明白希普为什么找米考伯给他干活，但我肯定尤赖亚丑陋的脑子里又在捉摸什么坏计划。

第二天，辟果提要回雅茅斯照顾哈姆，因为丹尼尔不在。我把她送到长途马车站，跟她道别后，我急冲冲地来到米尔斯小姐的住处。我还未曾告诉朵拉我生活中的变化，因为我不想仅以一封信解释这一切。而今天她要来看看朱莉亚·米尔斯，并约我一起喝茶。

当我在客厅见着朵拉时，她是那么高兴，那么美丽！当我突然问她：“你会爱一个穷光蛋吗，朵拉？”时，她是那么震惊，那么痛苦！我美丽的小朵拉！她不明白我的意思。

“别犯傻了，大卫！”她叫道，“你在说什么？”

“真的，朵拉，我的宝贝！”我叫道，“我失去了所有的钱！我成了穷光蛋！”我显得很认真，竟把朵拉吓哭了，她靠在我肩上痛苦地抽泣起来。

“可我爱你，朵拉，永远爱你！”我继续道，“穷并没关系，因为我会努力工作，买到面包，只要有你有我，我们不需要更多的！告诉我你的心依然属于我，亲爱的朵拉！”

“噢，是的！”她哭道，“噢，是的，全部属于你！只要你别再吓我！别再谈努力工作和面包！我不懂！我几乎没吃过面包！”

我比以前更爱她了，但我感觉到她很不现实。过了一会儿，当她停止哭泣，渐渐平静下来时，我又一次试图让她明白。

“我最亲爱的！可以跟你说些事吗？”

“噢，请别谈现实”！她乞求道，可爱的双眼涌出泪水，“它让我好害怕！”

“我的爱人，如果我们一起工作，一起克服困难，那将会使我们的爱情更坚固。”

“可我一点儿都不坚强”！她痛苦地哭道，“你问朱莉亚！她会告诉你——我很懦弱，很愚蠢！”

“可如果你有时想一想，我的心肝朵拉，你要嫁的是一位穷人——如果你用心注意一下你父亲是怎么管理用人们，市场上的食品需要多少钱，那对我们将很有帮助。我们必须勇敢，亲爱的朵拉！我们的生活道路坎坎坷坷，很不平坦——”

我开始情绪激昂，可突然我发现自己说得太过火了。可怜的小朵拉恐怖地抽泣，尖叫着，不一会儿倒在沙发上，失去了知觉。我真以为自己杀了她。我往她脸上洒水，并跪下来请求她原谅。我骂自己是自私、无情的畜生，并大声呼喊朱莉亚·米尔斯。最后她赶来了，我解释了发生的一切。朵拉睁开眼睛时，她朋友扶着她上了楼。

当朵拉上楼洗脸以使自己镇静的时候，我征求米尔斯小姐的意见，怎样通过最合适的渠道让朵拉变得更切实际。米尔斯小姐忧郁地摇了摇头。

“实不相瞒，科波菲尔先生。我们最亲爱的朵拉是一位美丽、天真的自然之子，充满了生机和快乐。她超越了世间万物，不像我们凡俗之辈这样操心。我想你只能接受这一事实。”

当朵拉又下楼时，她看上去是那么的可爱以致我痛恨自己带给她痛苦，即使是片刻的痛苦。我们开始喝茶，她给我唱法文歌曲，弹奏吉他。我们重新快乐起来，直到我愚蠢地提到我第二天必须五点钟起床。突然，她美丽的脸上露出忧伤，不再继续弹唱。当我起身要走时，她来到我跟前，动情地说道：“你这个坏东西，别这么犯傻了！用不着五点就起来！为什么你该这样？”

“可是，我的宝贝，我有工作要做！为了生存我必须工作！”我回答。

“工作？别犯傻了，大卫，亲爱的！”她似乎觉得事情就这么解决了，并发自她天真的内心给了我一个吻。

我爱她，而且一直都爱她。可我也得坚持拼命工作，拼命挣钱。有几天晚上，当我累了一整天，在我那小客厅里与我姨婆相对而坐时，想着我必须一个人克服这些困难，就感到十分害怕。




就这样过去了好几个月。朵拉和我每天通信，时而我也能去米尔斯小姐的住所看她。可有一天早上，当我来到办公室工作时，斯本罗先生冷冷地和我打了一声招呼，并要我到他办公室跟我单独谈谈。我走进房间，意外地发现摩德斯通小姐站在他的书桌边，很不愉快地盯着我。我立刻意识到朵拉的父亲已经发现了我们的秘密，而且猜到是谁告的状。

“科波菲尔先生，”斯本罗先生朝我严肃地皱皱眉，说道，“我很抱歉告诉你，摩德斯通小姐发现了一些似乎是你写给我女儿朵拉的信。是你写的吗？”

我看了一下他递给我的几封信，红着脸轻声说道：“是的，先生。”可怜的小朵拉！希望她没被这位可怕的摩德斯通女人吓着。我不愿想象朵拉在丢失我的信后的痛苦状。

“我就觉察到斯本罗小姐上次从米尔斯小姐那儿回来时有些不太对劲。”摩德斯通小姐说，显得对自己很满意。“我一直说朱莉亚·米尔斯不是斯本罗小姐合适的朋友，我说对了！”

斯本罗先生表示同意，可他十分忧郁。

“非常抱歉，先生，”我说，“那都是我的错。请别责怪朵拉——”

“你只能称她斯本罗小姐，年轻人！”她父亲气愤地说道。

“我知道保守秘密不对，先生，但我爱您的女儿，我希望有一天——”

“别跟我谈爱，科波菲尔先生！”斯本罗先生叫起来，“你们俩都太年轻！我们会把这些信件烧掉，你必须保证忘掉这整件事。你不可能娶朵拉！”

“可是，先生，我不能忘掉她！我爱她！”我反驳道。

“这是我的最后通牒，科波菲尔先生！你要有时间考虑一下，就会意识到照我说的做是明智的。现在，干活去吧！”

我一整天都在想可怜的心肝朵拉，想她会是什么感觉。到了晚上，我急急忙忙来到米尔斯小姐处，可虽然她对爱情和破碎的心有高见，但她也不能给我提供切合实际的建议。

第二天，经过无眠的一夜后，我按老时间照常来到办公室，可我发现所有的职员都站在前门聊天。这一现象很反常，我停下来问他们发生了什么。

“怎么，你不知道？”其中一位回答，“警察发现斯本罗先生死了！”我大为震惊，向后倒去。

“你脸色苍白，科波菲尔先生！”另一位说道，“坐这儿吧，先生。”

“告诉我——告诉我怎么回事，”我喘着粗气说道。

“嗯，他昨晚去城里吃晚饭，午夜时分马和马车回来了，车上没有他。他是自己驾着车去的，你知道。所以用人们出去找他，发现他已死在路边。他一定是病了，从马车上摔了下来。不管怎样，反正他们找到他时他已经死了。”

这对我可是一个可怕的打击。或许是因为他对我的愤怒使他发病。要是那样的话，对他的死我就要负部分的责任。可我很抱歉，我还嫉妒朵拉的悲伤。因为当她为死去的父亲哭泣的时候，心里就没有我了，而我却自私地想成为她生活中唯一的人。

接下来的几周我变得十分绝望，因为我不能与我的心肝朵拉见面或聊天。据米尔斯小姐说，朵拉整天哭泣，当别人提到我的名字时，她只会哭得更厉害，并且说道：“噢，可怜的、亲爱的父亲！我有多坏呀，竟然对他严守秘密！噢！噢！”所以我没有勇气去看她。她父亲的葬礼结束不久，朵拉被带到伦敦南部的普特纳，和她的两位姑姑生活在一起。她似乎离我更远了。

与此同时，姨婆开始真正地担心起我的身体状况，因为我一天比一天抑郁。所以她建议我去多佛待几天，看看她的房子是否依然完好，然后再去坎特伯雷城看看威克菲尔父女。我欣然同意了，因为我总是很高兴见着阿格尼斯。而且从我工作的法院和斯特朗博士那儿请几天假比较容易。

我很欣慰，发现租用我姨婆在多佛那套房子的人把房子照看得很好。这样，我就有更多的时间继续我旅行的下一站，坎特伯雷，那个美丽而古老的城市，自从我上学时代到现在似乎也没什么改变。这儿轻柔、洁净的空气令我的感觉好了许多，走出了这几个星期以来的阴影。

我到威克菲尔住所时，看见米考伯先生在尤赖亚·希普原来的办公室。我们彼此都很高兴见到对方，但都感到有点尴尬。我注意到他不想透露有关希普·威克菲尔律师事务所的机密消息，他知道我不喜欢他的雇主希普。所以谈话很难展开，最后，我很高兴跟他告别，来到楼上找阿格尼斯。

我在客厅里发现了她，她抬眼看我，热情地朝着我微笑，以示欢迎，我颇为感动。

“啊，阿格尼斯！”我说，“我最近非常想你！你在过去给过我那么多帮助，我想我从未学会独立思考。我总感觉需要你的帮助和建议。现在我陷入了困境，十分苦恼，没有一点自信，但跟你在一起时，你却使我目标明确！你让我充满力量！你的秘诀是什么，我亲爱的姐姐？”

阿格尼斯伸给我一只手，我吻了一下，她继续像大姐姐一样，十分同情地倾听我诉说过去这几周里发生的每一件事情。像往常一样，她知道该怎么做。她建议我给朵拉的姑姑写信，询问是否能常去看朵拉，她还鼓励我实现结婚的希望，我又一次感受到阿格尼斯带给我的心灵的宁静。

我们俩还没坐多会儿，希普太太就进来了。她整个晚上都没有离开我们一步。我不知道是否是尤赖亚派她来监视我们的。我每次注视阿格尼斯可爱的脸时，总看见希普太太邪恶的黑眼睛紧盯着我不放。

第二天，希普太太没给阿格尼斯和我留下片刻单独在一起的时间。这希普母子，在我看来，就像是徘徊在房子里的两只丑陋的大黑鸟，他们使我感到十分不舒服，所以到了下午，我就独自走出去散步。我沿着房子附近的一条小道走着，捉摸着我是否应该告诉阿格尼斯尤赖亚的结婚计划，这时我听见身后的脚步声，转身看见尤赖亚自己跑来追我。

“等等我，科波菲尔先生！”他叫道。

“其实，”我说，“我出来是想单独待会儿。”

“啊！”他僵硬地一笑，说，“你不喜欢我母亲总在那里，是吧？”

“是的，不喜欢。”我回答，没在乎自己的说话是否粗鲁。

“可你知道，”他继续说道，“处在我这样卑微的位置，我不得不十分谨慎。我还没有把阿格尼斯娶过门，而你是一位危险的对手，科波菲尔先生。”

“什么！”我厌恶地叫道，“你不让威克菲尔小姐在自己家里有片刻的宁静是因为我？你没发现我只是把她当成我十分亲密的姐姐，仅此而已？我告诉你吧，我已经和另一位女士订了婚！瞧！放心了吧？”

“噢，科波菲尔先生！”尤赖亚叫道，用他那冰凉的手，颇为感激地握了握我的手，“我马上告诉母亲停止对你的监视！你干吗不早跟我说呢？我知道你从来都没有喜欢过我、相信过我，而我却喜欢你！”

我们俩一起走回屋里，谁也没说话。那天吃完晚饭后，阿格尼斯和希普太太出去了，尤赖亚对威克菲尔先生说：“我们来点酒吧，我的伙伴，祝年轻的科波菲尔先生健康。我们不是能常常有幸请着他的，是吧，朋友？”

我知道尤赖亚故意鼓动威克菲尔先生酗酒，但我看出尽管阿格尼斯的父亲意识到自己身体虚弱，但他已不能克制自己。一晚上下来，我看见，随着威克菲尔先生越喝越醉，尤赖亚变得越来越高兴，这使我很气愤。最后，尤赖亚手中举着一杯酒站起来。

“来，我的伙伴！”他阴险地笑了笑，说，“让我们为世界上最美丽的女人的健康干杯！”

可怜的、心碎的威克菲尔先生抬头看了一会儿墙上已过世的妻子的画像，她那么像阿格尼斯。

“我也许卑微，”尤赖亚继续道，“但我敬重，不，我爱你的女儿阿格尼斯！”

突然，威克菲尔先生发出一声可怕的叫喊，他站起身来，愤怒地尖叫着。他的行为如此疯狂、绝望，我真觉得他已经疯了。“我的孩子和你，希普！不，不可能！你夺走了我的一切，我的事业，我的名誉，我的房子，但你决夺不走她！”

“或许我说得太多太早了，”尤赖亚不自在地说道，“但你要再说话，你会后悔的，伙伴！你需要我，记得吗？没有我你什么都得不到！在你指责我任何事之前记住这一点！”

正在这时，门开了，阿格尼斯静静地走进来。“你不舒服，父亲，来，跟我走。”她温和地轻声说道，扶着这位深受羞辱的老人走出了房间。我想她一定听见了刚才的话。

那天晚上晚些时候，我正一个人在客厅里看书，她进来道晚安。

“阿格尼斯，我亲爱的姐姐，”我对她说，“答应我你决不同意嫁给那个恶毒的畜生，不管出于什么原因！”

透过泪水，她平静地冲我笑笑，“别担心，弟弟，我不怕他。我的职责就是照顾父亲，我相信上帝会安排一切。晚安，大卫。”


9
David gets married

When I returned to London, I was delighted to discover that Dora's aunts had decided to allow me to visit her. So every Saturday and Sunday I walked to their house in Putney, and spent the afternoons there. Sometimes Dora sang or played the guitar, sometimes we walked by the river, and sometimes I brought Traddles or my aunt with me. What happy times they were!

Mr Spenlow had seemed a very rich man to me, but when he died the lawyers discovered that Dora would not inherit much from him after all, as there were many debts to pay. So I did not feel worried that anyone would suspect me of marrying Dora for her money. Mr Spenlow's firm lost a lot of business after his death, and I realized I would have to find another profession. I had always been good at writing, so I continued as secretary to Dr Strong, and also began reporting what was said in parliament, for the daily newspapers. I even wrote some stories, which were published in magazines, and was very pleased with the money I was earning.

The months passed, and I reached my twenty-first birthday. Traddles was still studying to be a lawyer, and still hoping to marry 'the dearest girl in the world'. I had moved out of my flat into a pleasant little house, and at last Dora's aunts had agreed to our marriage. I was looking forward to the happiest day of my life. The next few days went by very fast in a mist of excitement and happiness. My aunt and Mr Dick moved into an even smaller house near mine, and Peggotty travelled from Yarmouth to be present at my wedding.

I had always wanted Agnes to meet Dora, so I was glad when they met, the day before the wedding. It was beautiful to see Dora's pretty face next to Agnes's calm one, and Dora whispering her secrets into Agnes's ears, as a child does to its mother. But after Agnes had gone to see my aunt, Dora said seriously to me, when we were alone, 'Perhaps if I'd had Agnes as a friend when I was younger, David dear, I wouldn't be so foolish and silly.'

'But I love you as you are, Dora!' I replied.

'I wonder why you ever fell in love with me!'

'Because nobody can see you, and not fall in love with you!'

'But if you'd never seen me, David, I wonder who you'd have married...'

I laughed and kissed her pretty lips, and she was soon as cheerful as usual again.

I cannot remember much about the wedding, except Dora by my side, in her beautiful dress and with a blushing face. Only when we were driving away from Putney together, did I wake from the dream. I believed it at last! It was my dear little wife I was sitting next to, whom I loved so much!

It seemed strange to return from our week's holiday and to find myself in my own small house with Dora. It was difficult to believe that we were going to spend the rest of our lives together. But soon I realized that married life was not as comfortable as it appeared. Neither Dora nor I knew anything about managing the house. We had a servant, of course, who managed us. She served our meals late, drank all our wine, and stole all our silver spoons. When she finally left, we had another who behaved in a similar way. I felt I had to speak to Dora about it.

'My love,' I began, 'couldn't you perhaps control the servants a little better?'

'David, don't be cross with your little Dora,' she said, coming to sit on my knee. But I wanted to show I could be firm.

'My sweet Dora, I really do think you should do something. I mean, yesterday I had no supper at all because the beef was burnt, and last week, when Traddles came to dinner, the meat wasn't cooked at all!'

'You knew before you married me what a silly girl I am! You shouldn't have married me if you were going to be angry with me! I don't think you love me at all!' And large tears ran down her pretty little face.

'Dora, my love! Of course I love you! Don't cry!' I could not continue our conversation then. But when she was calmer, and had dried her tears, she said very seriously, 'David, will you do something for me? Will you call me your child-wife?'

'Whatever do you mean, my dearest?' I asked in surprise.

'Just that, whenever you feel I'm being very foolish, you should remember that I'm like a child, not as clever as you, or anyone else. Don't be disappointed with me, just remember that your child-wife loves you very, very much.'

Of all the conversations we had, I remember that one very clearly. It made a strong impression on me, and I am glad now that I did not try to change Dora any more. I had fallen in love with an innocent child-like girl, and I could not expect her to become a wise, experienced woman in such a short time. But this meant that I had to carry all our problems on my own shoulders, and sometimes I felt sorry that I did not have a real partner in life, with whom to share these worries.

At about this time, my first book was published, and was a great success. Dora and my aunt were equally proud of me. I was becoming, however, rather worried about Dora. She had been ill for some time, and did not seem to be getting better. She was not strong, and could not walk anywhere by herself. I began to carry her downstairs every morning, and upstairs every night, and my aunt came every day to look after her. My little wife was still very pretty, and cheerful, but I knew how light she was, and how weak. I began to fear she would not be with me for much longer.

Early one morning when I was walking in the garden, I saw Daniel Peggotty opening the gate and coming towards me. His clothes were dusty, and he looked older than before, with white hair escaping untidily from under his hat. But his face was brown, and he looked healthy and strong.

'Master David!' he said gladly, when he saw me. 'I've come to tell you—you were always our friend—I've found her!'

'You've found little Emily!' I cried delightedly. 'But where—and how?'

'I heard she'd travelled with that wicked Steerforth to Italy, and lived there for a while. But in the end he became tired of her, and left her. She didn't know what to do, or where to go, poor thing! But she came back to London. And that's where I found my dear child! Because I've been all over Europe looking for her, but I knew she'd come back to England one day. So every night I've been searching the city streets for her. And last night I found her, hopeless and exhausted, on a bridge looking down into the river. If I hadn't found her then, I don't like to think what she would have done! But God was looking after my dear girl, and she's safe with me now.' He passed his strong hand over his eyes, and smiled at me. 'I've planned what we'll do, Master David, and I want to tell you about it. Emily and I are going to Australia. It's a new country, where nobody knows anything about her past. We'll be able to start a new life together. We'll be leaving in about six weeks.'

'Very sensible,' I said. 'And what about the rest of your family? Are Ham and Peggotty going to Australia too?'

'No, they aren't. Poor Ham will never be the same again. I really think his heart is broken. But he's got a good job, and is very popular in Yarmouth, so he'll stay there. My sister wants to stay too, partly because of you, Master David, and partly to look after Ham. She cooks and cleans for him in Yarmouth, you know.'

'Well, my friend,' I said, shaking hands firmly with the old boatman, 'I wish you and Emily all the best in your new life.'

'I'll do my duty, whether I'm in England or Australia,' said Daniel. 'And I'll never be separated from my little Emily again!'



pay debt 偿付欠债。

parliament n. supreme law-making council or assembly 国会。

publish v. have (a book, periodical) printed and announce that it is for sale 出版。

be pleased with 满意，感到满意。

at last in the end 最后，终于。

go by pass 过，经过。

mine pron. 我的。

wedding n. marriage ceremony 婚礼。

next to coming immediately after, in order and in space 紧邻的。

laugh v. make sounds and movement of the face and body, showing amusement, joy 笑，发笑。

believe v. feel sure of the truth of sth. 相信。

silver spoon 银勺。

behave v. act, conduct oneself 行为。

I really do think... 我确实认为。

run v. (of liquid, grain, sand) flow and spread 流，滴。

I'm being very foolish... 我表现得很不通情理……。

make an impression 留下印象。

success n. sb. or sth. that succeeds 成功的人或事。

equally adv. in an equal manner, in the same degree 同样地。

fear v. afraid 害怕。

escape v. get free 摆脱，逃脱。

Italy 意大利。

become tired of sth. 厌倦。

thing n. creature（可爱的、可厌的）人。

search v. look carefully at (sth.) in order to find 搜寻。

past n. what happened in time before the present 过去，过去的事情。

popular a. liked and admired 受欢迎的。

boatman n. man who rows or sails a small boat for pay 船员。


9　大卫结婚了
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我回到伦敦，欣喜地发现朵拉的姑姑决定允许我去看望朵拉。所以，每到星期六和星期天，我就徒步走到普特纳她们的家，把下午的时间花在那儿。有时，朵拉唱歌、弹吉他，有时，我们到河边散步，有时我带上特拉德和我姨婆一起去。那是多快乐的一段时光！

斯本罗先生在我看来似乎很富有，但他死后，律师们发现朵拉居然从他那儿继承不到什么，因为还有很多债务要还。所以，我不用担心别人会怀疑我与朵拉结婚是图她的钱。斯本罗先生死后，事务所失去了许多业务，我意识到我必须另找一份职业。我的文笔一直不错，所以我继续充当斯特朗博士的秘书，此外，我开始为一些日报报导国会日常议事。我甚至写一些短篇故事，发表在一些杂志上，我很高兴就此挣到钱。

几个月过去了，我迎来了21岁的生日。特拉德依旧在学律师，依旧准备和他那位“世界上最可爱的女孩”结婚。我已从我的公寓搬出，搬到一所比较舒适的小房子里。终于，朵拉的姑姑们同意了我们的婚事。我盼望着这一生中最幸福的一天。接下来的几天在激动和喜悦中过得飞快。姨婆和迪克先生搬进了离我不远的一所更小的房子，辟果提也从雅茅斯赶来，准备参加我的婚礼。

我一直想让阿格尼斯见见朵拉，所以我很高兴婚礼前一天她们见面了。朵拉美丽的脸挨着阿格尼斯恬静的脸，真是美妙极了。朵拉对着阿格尼斯的耳朵说着悄悄话，就像一个孩子跟她母亲说话一样。可当阿格尼斯去看我姨婆，房间里就剩我们俩时，朵拉认真地对我说：“也许我要是从小就有阿格尼斯这样的朋友，大卫，亲爱的，我就不会这么蠢，这么笨。”

“可我爱你这样，朵拉！”我回答。

“我不明白你为什么竟然爱上我！”

“因为任谁见到你都会产生爱慕之心！”

“但假如你从未遇见我，大卫，我猜想你要娶的人会是…”

我笑起来，亲吻她美丽的嘴唇，她很快又像往常一样高兴了。

我不记得婚礼上更多的事情，只记得朵拉在我身边，穿一身漂亮的衣服，羞红了脸。一直到我们驾车离开普特纳，我才从梦中醒来。我最终相信了这一切！坐在我身边的是我钟爱着的、我的亲爱的娇妻！

度完一周的蜜月，和朵拉一起回到我的小房子，自己似乎总觉着别扭。很难相信这以后我俩要一起度过下半辈子。然而，我很快意识到婚后的生活并不像表面看上去那么舒适。朵拉和我谁也不知道如何管家。当然，我们有一位用人来管我们。她饭开得晚，喝掉了我们所有的酒，还偷走了我们所有的银汤勺。最后她走了，我们又请了一位用人，但情况一模一样。我觉得有必要跟朵拉谈谈了。

“我的宝贝，”我开始了，“你能不能，哪怕是稍微管好一点用人们？”

“大卫，别冲你的小朵拉发火。”她说着，走过来坐到我膝盖上。但我想显示一下我的严厉。

“我的心肝朵拉，我真觉得你应该做点什么。我是说，昨天我压根儿没吃晚饭，因为牛肉烧糊了；上星期特拉德来家里吃饭，肉根本就没做熟！”

“结婚前你知道我是个多笨的女孩！你要对我发火就不该娶我！我想你根本就不爱我！”大大的泪珠顺着她美丽的脸庞滑下来。

“朵拉，我的宝贝！当然我爱你！别哭了！”我不能再继续谈这个话题了。可她平静下来后，擦干眼泪，十分认真地说道：“大卫，能为我做点事吗？你能叫我童妻吗？”

“你这是什么意思，我最亲爱的？”我奇怪地问道。

“就这意思，不管什么时候你觉得我很愚蠢，你就记住我像个孩子，不如你聪明，不如任何人。别对我失望，只要记住你的童妻非常非常爱你。”

在所有我们俩的谈话中，这一次我记得很清楚。给我留下了很深的印象，我很高兴我当时没再设法改变朵拉。我爱上了天真的、没长大的女孩，我不能期望在短时间内把她变成一位聪慧、能干的女人。可这意味着我将一个人承担所有的困难，有时我感到很遗憾，生活中没有一位真正的伴侣，一位能分担忧愁的伴侣。

这期间，我的第一本书问世，而且十分成功。朵拉和姨婆为我同样骄傲。然而，我开始非常担心朵拉的身体状况。她病了一段时间，似乎并没有好转。她浑身没劲，不能自己走动。我开始每天早上背她下楼，每天晚上背她上楼，姨婆也天天来照顾她。我的娇妻依旧很美丽、很开心，但我知道她体重有多轻，身体有多虚弱。我开始害怕她可能不会跟我生活太久了。

有一天一大早，我在花园里散步，看见丹尼尔·辟果提推开门朝我走来。他的衣服上满是尘土，看上去比以前老了许多，白头发零乱地散落在帽子外边。但他脸色棕红，显得健康。

“大卫少爷！”他看见我高兴地说，“我来告诉你——你是我们永远的朋友——我找到她了！”

“你找到小埃米莉了！”我兴奋地叫起来，“在哪儿——怎么找着的？”

“我听说她和恶棍斯提福兹去了意大利，在那儿住了一段。最后他厌倦她了，离开了她。她不知道怎么办，不知该去哪儿，可怜的孩子！但她回到了伦敦。我就是在那儿找到了我亲爱的孩子！因为我已经找遍了整个欧洲，我知道她总有一天会回到英国，所以我每天晚上走街串巷寻找她。昨天晚上我发现了她，万念俱灰、疲惫不堪，站在一座桥上看着河水。要是我当时没发现她，我不敢想象她会怎么办！然而，上帝在照看着我亲爱的孩子，她现在安全了，和我在一起。”他用强劲有力的手抹了一下眼睛，冲我笑了笑。“我已订好计划我们下一步该做什么，大卫少爷，我想把打算告诉你。埃米莉和我准备去澳大利亚，那是个新国家，没有人知道她的过去。我们俩要一起开创一种新生活。我们6个星期后出发。”

“非常明智的决定，”我说，“那家里其他人怎么办？哈姆和辟果提也去澳大利亚吗？”

“不，他们不去。可怜的哈姆不再是以前的他了。我想他的心是彻底地碎了。可他有一份好工作，在雅茅斯很受欢迎，所以他留在那儿。我妹妹也想留下，一半是因为你，大卫少爷，一半是为了照顾哈姆，她在雅茅斯给他做饭、洗衣，你知道。”

“好啊，我的朋友，”我说着，紧紧地握着这位老船员的手，“我祝你和埃米莉在新的生活中一切顺利！”

“我会尽自己的职责，不管在英国还是澳大利亚，”丹尼尔说，“我再不和我的小埃米莉分开了！”


10
Death and discovery

Traddles and I had both received rather strange letters from Mr Micawber, in which he asked us to come to Canterbury, with my aunt. At this meeting, he said, he would show to all of us the proof of Uriah Heep's wickedness. Dora was too ill to come with us, so Traddles, my aunt, Mr Dick and I travelled to Canterbury by coach, spent the night in a hotel there, and arrived punctually at the Wickfields' house the next morning. Mr Micawber met us at the door and showed us into Uriah Heep's office. Uriah himself seemed rather surprised to see us, but pretended to welcome us as old friends. Mr Micawber brought Agnes into the room too, and then stood firmly by the door.

'Don't wait, Micawber,' said Uriah to his assistant.

But Mr Micawber did not move. He stared coldly at his employer.

'Did you hear what I said, Micawber?' said Uriah angrily, his little eyes becoming redder while his long face went very pale.

'Yes!' replied Micawber. 'But I don't choose to leave. Listen to me, Heep! I don't care if I lose my job! I don't wish to work any longer for the wickedest man in England!'

Uriah fell back, shocked. Looking slowly round at us, with a dark, evil expression on his face, he said, 'I see! You've all arranged this between you! But I know who to blame for this! It's you, Copperfield! You're jealous of my new position, aren't you? But I know things about all of you which I can use against you—for example, I know about your father's business mistakes, Miss Agnes, and I know about your past in the warehouse, Copperfield! So be careful, I warn you all!'

'Mr Micawber,' I said calmly, 'please tell us what you were going to say about this man!'

Just then Traddles, who had disappeared a few minutes before, reappeared with Mrs Heep. Uriah had not noticed Traddles before. 'Who are you?' he demanded angrily.

'I am a lawyer and a friend of Mr Wickfield, sir,' said Traddles, in a businesslike way. 'And he's asked me to carry out all his business arrangements from now on.' This came as a surprise to me as well as to Uriah.

'The old fool has been drinking too much again!' said Uriah, looking uglier than ever. 'You can't believe anything he says! And you've bribed my assistant, I suppose, to speak against me!'

'It's you who have been dishonest,' said Traddles firmly, 'as we shall hear from Mr Micawber.' And we all looked expectantly towards that large, important-looking gentleman. He was clearly delighted to have such an interested audience, and cleared his throat several times before starting to speak. As he spoke, his voice became louder and louder with excitement, until he was almost shouting.

'Ladies and gentlemen,' he began, 'when very poor and desperate for work, I came to Canterbury as assistant to this evil man Heep. I am sorry to say I was soon involved in all his wicked plans. I may be poor, but I can't accept his lies, his cheating, his bribes and all the rest of it. And so I've brought you here today, ladies and gentlemen, to hear me accuse Heep publicly! One, he has confused and lied to his partner so often that poor Mr Wickfield now thinks he has himself been dishonest. Two, he has sometimes copied Mr Wickfield's signature on to false documents and cheques. Three, for years he has been stealing large amounts of money from Mr Wickfield and the firm!'

'You can never prove it!' cried Uriah wildly.

'I have taken copies of all the necessary documents,' said Mr Micawber confidently, 'while working as your clerk. And just to make sure, I've given them to Mr Traddles to keep safely.'

'Uriah, my dear boy,' cried his mother, sobbing bitterly, 'tell them how humble you are! Say you didn't mean to hurt anyone! Say you're sorry, and arrange matters with these gentlemen! Do, dear boy!'

'Mother, be quiet!' he whispered angrily. 'Don't help my enemies! Copperfield here would have given you a hundred pounds to say what you've just said!'

Suddenly my aunt attacked Uriah, hitting his head with her umbrella. 'Give me back my investments!' she cried. 'I thought Mr Wickfield had lost my money, and I didn't want to hurt Agnes by saying so! But now I know you 've had control of the firm, and you 've stolen my money...' Somehow I managed to get her away from him before she hurt him too badly.

Then Mrs Heep fell on her knees to all of us, begging us to forgive her dear boy, and to remember how humble he always was.

'Be silent, Mother!' said her son. He turned to Traddles and asked unpleasantly, 'Well? What are you asking me to do?'

'Not asking, demanding, Heep. You will give us the keys to all your boxes and drawers, all your documents and chequebooks, everything in fact that belongs to the firm. You will stay in this house until we've checked all the documents.'

'And if I don't agree?' he asked, frowning.

'Copperfield, perhaps you would fetch a couple of policemen. Things move slowly in the lawcourts, but in the end Mr Wickfield will get his business back, and you, Heep, will be in prison for a very long time.'

Uriah realized that he had to do what we wanted, and went to fetch the documents, with Mr Dick at his side. At the door, with his blackest, most evil expression, Heep turned and said to me, 'I've always hated you, Copperfield!' Then he was taken away.

In the next few days Traddles and Micawber worked very hard together to put right what Uriah had done. They discovered my aunt's money and gave it back to her, and paid all the firm's debts. Mr Wickfield decided to sell his business, and retire. The Wickfields would not have much money, but at least they did not owe anything. In the end Uriah Heep and his mother left Canterbury, but we all thought he was too evil to stay out of trouble for long.

My aunt had a wonderful idea for the Micawber family. 'Have you ever thought of going to live in Australia?' she suggested. 'It's a new country, with a lot of business opportunities.'

Mr Micawber was very interested. 'Something could easily turn up there,' he agreed. My aunt generously offered to lend him the necessary money to pay for the journey, and the whole Micawber family started planning and packing immediately.




When I returned to London, I realized my poor Dora was much worse. She stayed upstairs all the time now, and the sitting-room seemed very quiet without my little child-wife in her usual place. One day when I was sitting with her in her room, she said lovingly, 'You know, David dear, I'm afraid I was too young.'

'Don't say that, Dora!' I whispered, conscious that she was speaking of herself in the past.

'I was a silly little girl, David, and you know it. It's just as well that I won't live much longer. Perhaps if I lived, you'd wish you'd married someone more sensible, more practical, someone like...' She did not finish what she was saying.

'But we've been so happy, Dora!' I said, trying not to cry.

She took my hand and kissed it. 'We have, haven't we? David, do you think if you asked Agnes, she'd come and see me? I have something particular to say to her.'

'Of course, my love, I'll write to her tonight.'

Agnes came the next day, and went straight upstairs to see Dora. Although the doctor and my aunt had told me there was no hope that Dora would live, when I held her hand and saw her love for me in her innocent blue eyes, I could not believe she would be taken from me. But when Agnes came downstairs so calmly and silently, and said nothing, but raised her hand and pointed upwards, I knew! It was over, and I remembered only darkness for a long time afterwards.

In the middle of my terrible sadness I received a message from Emily. She asked me to take a letter from her to Ham—her last words to the man who had loved her so much—before she and Daniel left England for Australia. They were sailing in two weeks' time, and the Micawbers were going on the same ship. I remembered my childish love for little Emily, and agreed to do what she asked.

The weather was very stormy as I travelled through the night to Yarmouth. Several times the coach was almost knocked off the road by the wind and the rain. By the time we arrived in Yarmouth, most of the local people were in the streets, afraid to stay in their houses, in case the roof or the chimney blew down. Many women were crying, afraid for their husbands or brothers who were out fishing in their small boats. The sea itself, with its huge waves crashing noisily on the beach, frightened us all very much.

I went to the hotel, and tried to sleep a little after my tiring journey. But the wind made so much noise that I could not sleep, and I went down to the beach again, where a lot of people were standing together, watching the waves. By now the storm had got even worse.

'Two ships have gone down, sir!' a local fisherman shouted to me. 'A few miles away! We couldn't save any of the men on them! The waves were too high! And look! There's another!'

And suddenly I gasped in horror. I could see a great ship, which had been pushed violently on to the rocks by the waves. It was in danger of falling back into the waves, or of breaking in half, at any moment. Several figures were visible on the ship, especially one very active, curly-haired young man, who seemed to be giving orders. The crowd on the beach cried out as the ship rolled and a huge wave swept over it, carrying the men into the rushing water. In a moment the only figure we could see was the curly-haired young man, holding desperately on to the side of the ship and calling for help. What could we do? It was certain death for any man to enter those waves.

Just then I saw Ham Peggotty running through the crowd to the edge of the water. One end of a rope was tied around his waist, and the other end was held firmly be three strong men standing on the beach.

'No, Ham!' I cried, trying to hold him back. 'Don't try to rescue that poor sailor! You'll kill yourself!'

'Let me go, Master David!' he replied cheerfully, shaking both my hands. 'If God thinks it's time for me to die, then I'm ready! Friends, I'm going in! Give me more rope!'

He dived in under a great wave, and swam strongly towards the ship. In another moment he would have reached it, when a high green hill of water appeared, and the ship went down with a great crash. The people on the beach pulled on Ham's rope, and he arrived at my feet—dead. They carried him to the nearest house, and I called a doctor, but nothing could be done for him. He had been beaten to death by that great wave, and his generous heart had stopped for ever.

As I sat hopelessly by his bed, a fisherman who had known me when Emily and I were children, came to tell me he recognized the curly-haired sailor, whose body had been thrown out of the water by the waves. I went to see. And there on the beach where she and I had played, I saw Steerforth lying, with his handsome face on his arm. He would never smile at me or Emily again.




I was surrounded by too many ghosts to return to London and my old life. I was selfishly sad that I had lost my child-wife and my childhood friend, and sometimes I felt I wanted to die. So I left England, and travelled for many months in Europe. I lived in a dark, miserable dream, with no hope or interest in my future.

One evening I arrived in a village in Switzerland, and received a packet of letters that had been waiting for me. The first one I opened was from Agnes. She gave me no advice, but she told me simply that she trusted me to find a purpose in life, and that she would always be proud of me, and love me as a sister.

As the light died out of the sky, and I watched the colour of the snow on the mountain tops change, I felt I was waking from my unhappy dream, and I began to understand how much I loved Agnes. She had been the one who had always guided and supported me, and now I realized I needed her love for the rest of my life. Had falling in love with Dora been a mistake? We had both been very young, it is true. I had always called Agnes sister, and now perhaps I no longer had the right to ask whether her love for me was more than sisterly.

However, I decided to return, and travelled home to England, after three years of absence. I was delighted to find that Traddles had married his Sophy, and was doing well as a lawyer. My aunt had moved back to her old Dover house, and was living happily there with Mr Dick and Peggotty. When I visited my aunt, I took the opportunity of asking her about Agnes.

'Has she—has she any young man she'd like to marry?' I asked as lightly as possible.

My aunt looked carefully at me as she replied, 'I suspect she has, David. She's never mentioned it to me, but I think—I feel sure she's going to marry soon.'

I was firm with myself and did not show my feelings. I borrowed a horse and rode to Canterbury to ask Agnes myself. When I saw that beautiful, gentle face again, I knew I had come home. I knew how dear she was to me, and would always be.

'Agnes,' I said, 'I am so grateful to you, for making me what I am, for helping me to be good! But I think you have a secret. Let me share it, Agnes, as your brother! Tell me whom you love!'

Agnes turned away from me and burst into tears. Somehow these tears did not sadden me, but gave me hope. 'My dear Agnes! Don't cry!'

'David, leave me! I can't talk about it now!' she sobbed.

'Agnes, you're dearer to me than anything in the world. Don't think I'll be jealous of any man you choose to marry. I only want you to be happy!'

She had stopped crying now and was calmer. 'If I have a secret, David, it is—not a new one. It has been my secret—for a long time!'

I was wild with hope. 'Not a new one'! Did she mean...? 'Dearest Agnes! Dare I hope to call you more than a sister!' She was in my arms and sobbing again, but this time with happiness. 'I went away, Agnes, loving you! I returned home, loving you!'

We held each other for some time, sure now of each other's love.

'There is something I must tell you, David,' she said gently, looking calmly into my face. 'I have loved you all my life!' She added, 'And something else—before our sweet Dora died, she asked me—can you guess—to fill the empty place in your heart.' And Agnes laid her head on my shoulder, and cried. And I cried with her, although we were both so happy.




My story has almost come to an end. I have published several books now, and I am a well-known writer. Agnes and I have been married for twenty years, and live in perfect happiness, with our children around us. We have heard from Daniel Peggotty in Australia. He and Emily have made friends there and are happy. Mr Micawber has become an important figure in a large Australian town, and his family are quite used to living there. My aunt, Mr Dick and Peggotty are all white-haired and old now, but still very fit, and they love playing with our children whenever they can. My old friend Traddles has two sons of his own, and will soon become a judge.

When I think of my friends and family, Agnes's lovely face shines above them all. She is here, next to me, as I write, and I hope that when my life comes to its end, she will be with me in the shadows, pointing upwards to the light!



proof n. evidence 证据。

be too ill to come 病得太重，不能来。

punctually adv. neither early nor late 准时地。

choose v. pick out from a greater number 选择。

fall back move or turn back 后退。

arrange between you 私下安排。

position n. job, employment 职位。

mistake n. wrong act 错误。

reappear v. appear again 再出现。

businesslike a. calmly with common sense 一本正经的。

bribe v. influence unfairly with favours or gifts 贿赂。

audience n. gathering of persons for the purpose of hearing a speaker 听众。

lie n. untrue statement purposely made to deceive 谎言。

cheat v. act in an dishonest way to win an advantage or profit 欺骗。

confuse v. put into disorder, mix up in the mind 使混乱，使糊涂。

copy v. imitate 仿效，摹仿。

cheque n. written order to a bank to pay money 支票。

document n. sth. written or printed, to be used as a record or an evidence 文件。

drawer n. box-like container which slides in or out of a piece of furniture 抽屉。

belong to be the property of 属于。

a couple of 几个，两三个。

prison n. building in which wrongdoers are kept locked up 监狱。

opportunity n. favourable time or chance 机会，时机。

pack v. put things in a box and get ready for a journey 整理行装。

all the time 总是，一直。

It's just as well... with no loss of advantage 无何损失。

point v. direct attention to 指向。

leave for 出发，动身去。

sail v. travel on the water 乘船旅行。

stormy a. marked by strong wind or heavy rain or snow or hail 暴风雨的。

by the time 到……时候。

local a. of, special to, a place or a district 当地的。

roof n. top covering of a building 房顶。

chimney n. structure through which smoke from a fire is carried away through the wall or roof of a building 烟囱。

gasp v. struggle for breath 喘气。

visible a. that can be seen 看得见的。

edge n. outer limit or boundary of a surface 边缘。

waist n. part of the body between the ribs and the hips 腰，腰部。

rescue v. deliver, make safe 救，救出。

beat v. hit repeatedly 连续击打。

ghost n. spirit of the dead person appearing to sb. still living 幽灵。

miserable a. wretched, unhappy 不幸的，悲惨的。

packet n. small parcel or bundle 捆，小包。

right n. sth. to which one has a just claim 权利。

absence n. being away 离开，不在。

delighted a. happy 高兴的。

burst into tears 突然哭了起来。

sadden v. make sad 使……痛苦。

wild with hope 欣喜若狂。

mean v. signify 意思是。

look into look at the inside of 注视。

come to an end 结束。

make friends 交朋友。

be used to be accustomed to 习惯于。

fit a. in good health 健康的。

judge n. public officer with authority to hear and decide cases in a law court 法官。


10　死亡与发现

[image: alt]

特拉德和我都接到米考伯先生写来的奇怪的信，他要我俩和我姨婆去一趟坎特伯雷城。这次会面，他说，他要让我们看看尤赖亚·希普的恶劣行径的罪证。朵拉身体太弱不能和我们一起去，所以，特拉德、姨婆、迪克先生和我搭上长途马车，来到了坎特伯雷，在当地的旅馆住了一宿，第二天早上很准时地来到威克菲尔住所。米考伯先生在门口迎接我们并把我们带到了尤赖亚·希普的办公室。尤赖亚本人见到我们似乎很吃惊，但装着迎接老朋友似地欢迎了我们。米考伯先生把阿格尼斯也带到了办公室，自己则坚定地站在门口。

“出去，米考伯，”尤赖亚对他的助手说道。

可米考伯先生没走，他冷冷地盯着他的雇主。

“你听见我的话了吗，米考伯？”尤赖亚生气地说道，他的小眼睛越来越红，他的长脸开始苍白。

“听见了，”米考伯回答，“可我不准备离开。听着，希普！我不在乎丢掉饭碗！我不想再为英国最恶毒的人卖命！”

尤赖亚大惊失色倒退一步，之后，他慢慢地环视着我们，带着一种阴暗、邪恶的表情说道：“我明白了！你们几个都串通好了！可我知道谁该受谴责！是你，科波菲尔！你嫉妒我的新职位，是不是？可我知道可以用来对付你们的所有事情——比方说，我知道你父亲生意上的失误，阿格尼斯小姐；我知道你在仓库的一段过去，科波菲尔！所以，小心点，我警告你们！”

“米考伯先生，”我平静地说，“请你告诉我们，关于这个人你要说些什么！”

正在这个时候，几分钟之前离开了房间的特拉德尔带着希普太太重新出现了。尤赖亚在此之前没注意到特拉德尔。“你是谁？”他愤愤地问道。

“我是一名律师，威克菲尔先生的朋友，先生，”特拉德尔说道，俨然一副公事公办的样子，“他要求我从现在起处理他的一切业务往来。”这话出乎我的意料，尤赖亚也始料不及。

“这个老浑蛋又喝多了！”尤赖亚说，显得比以前更丑陋。“你们不要相信他说的任何一句话！我料想你是贿赂了我的助手，让他反对我！”

“不诚实的是你，”特拉德尔坚定地说道，“米考伯先生会讲给我们听。”我们都迫不及待地看着这位宽脸庞、大人物长相的先生。他显然很高兴拥有如此专注的听众，在开始说话之前清了好几下嗓子。说的时候，他的声音因激动而越来越大，直至几乎成了高喊。

“女士们，先生们，”他开始道，“由于贫穷，极需工作，我来到坎特伯雷城担任这个恶魔希普的助手。我很抱歉，我很快卷入了他全部的罪恶计划。我虽贫穷，可我不能忍受他的谎言、他的欺诈行为、他的贿赂和其他种种劣行。所以我今天把你们叫来。女士们，先生们，倾听我对希普的公开控诉！第一，他经常扰乱、迷惑他的合伙人，以致可怜的威克菲尔先生误以为是他自己不诚实。第二，他有时仿造威克菲尔的签字签写文件和支票。第三，几年来他一直盗用威克菲尔先生和事务所的大量现金！”

“你证明不了这一切！”尤赖亚疯狂地叫道。

“我保留了所有重要文件的副本，”米考伯先生自信地说，“在作为你的职员而工作的时候。为确凿起见，我已把它们交由特拉德先生妥善保管。”

“尤赖亚，我亲爱的孩子，”他母亲痛哭道，“告诉他们你是多么卑谦恭顺！说你无意伤害任何人！说你很抱歉，愿意和先生们协调这些事！说，亲爱的孩子！”

“母亲，安静点！”他愤愤地低声说道，“不要帮助我的敌人们！科波菲尔情愿出价100英镑买你刚才一番话！”

突然，我姨婆对尤赖亚发起进攻，她用伞打他的脑袋，“把我的投资还给我！”她叫道，“我以为是威克菲尔先生把钱弄丢了，我没这么说是不想伤害阿格尼斯！而现在我知道是你控制了事务所，是你偷了我的钱……”在她没来得及痛揍他之前，我设法把她拉开了。

这时，希普太太给我们大家跪下了，乞求我们饶恕他亲爱的孩子并想想他以前一惯的卑微相。

“安静，母亲！”她儿子说。他转向特拉德尔，令人不悦地问道，“怎样？你让我做什么？”

“不是让你，而是命令你，希普。你把你所有箱子、抽屉的钥匙，所有的文件、支票簿，以及所有属于事务所的东西都交出来。你必须留在这所房子里直到我们核对完所有的文件。”

“要是我不同意呢？”他皱了皱眉，问道。

“科波菲尔，或许你该去叫几个警察来。通过法庭事情处理起来要慢些，但最终威克菲尔先生会要回他的事务所，而你，希普，将要在牢里待上很长一段时间。”

尤赖亚意识到他必须按我们的要求去做，于是就去取文件，迪克先生跟在他身边。走到门口，希普转过身，带着最阴暗、最邪恶的表情跟我说道：“我早就恨你，科波菲尔！”然后他被带走了。

接下来的几天，特拉德尔和米考伯一起辛苦工作，把尤赖亚所干的一切更正过来。他们发现了我姨婆的那笔钱，并把钱退给了她，还付清了公司的所有债务。威克菲尔先生决定卖掉公司，然后退休。威克菲尔父女剩下的钱不多，但至少他们不欠下什么。最后，尤赖亚·希普和他母亲离开了坎特伯雷，可我们都认为他那么恶毒，离惹祸的日子不远了。

姨婆给米考伯一家出了一个极妙的主意。“你们想过移居澳大利亚吗？”她建议道，“那是个新国家，多的是做生意的机会。”

米考伯先生很感兴趣，“那儿很容易出现转机，”他赞同地说。姨婆很慷慨地提出借他一路所需的费用，于是米考伯一家上下很快就开始准备，收拾行装。




我回到伦敦，意识到可怜的朵拉病得更厉害了。她现在一直待在楼上，客厅里没有我的小童妻在她以往的位置上似乎非常安静。一天，我在她房间坐在她身边，她动情地说，“你知道，大卫，亲爱的，恐怕我太年轻了。”

“别这么说，朵拉！”我轻声说道，感觉她在说自己的过去。

“我是一个傻小孩，大卫，你是知道的。我活不长了正好。或许要是我活下去，你会希望自己应该娶一位更懂事理、更现实的人，就像……”她没有接下去说完。

“但我们一直那么快乐，朵拉！”我说，竭力不让自己哭出来。

她握住我的手，吻了吻。“我们是快乐，不是吗？大卫，你觉得假如你要阿格尼斯来一趟，她会来看我吗？我有特别的事要跟她说。”

“当然，我的宝贝，我今晚就给她写信。”

第二天，阿格尼斯来了，径直来到楼上看望朵拉。尽管医生和姨婆都告诉过我朵拉活下来的希望很渺茫，当我握着她的手，从她天真无邪的蓝眼睛里看出她对我的爱时，我还是不相信她会离我而去。但当阿格尼斯平静、悄然地下楼来，一句话不说，只是抬手指了指楼上时，我明白了！一切都结束了，此后很长一段时间我的记忆里只有一片黑暗。

正当我处在万分悲痛之中，我收到了埃米莉的便条，她要我在她和丹尼尔离开英国前往澳大利亚之前给哈姆送去一封信——她对这位曾经是那么爱她的人所说的最后的话。他们两周后起航，米考伯一家在同一艘轮船上。我回想起对小埃米莉那孩童般的爱，就同意了她的要求。

我去往雅茅斯的那晚是一个暴风雨天气。有几次，风和雨差点把马车掀到路下。我们到达雅茅斯时，大多数当地的人都跑到街上，他们害怕待在家里，怕房顶或烟囱会被风刮倒。许多妇女都在哭泣，担心驾着小船出海的丈夫们或兄弟们。大海的巨浪呼啸着拍打海岸，没有人不害怕。

我来到旅馆，准备睡一会，消消旅途的劳累。可风声如此狂虐，让我无法入睡，于是我又来到海岸边，那里聚集了很多人，注视着海浪。此时暴风雨更猛烈了。

“已经沉了两艘船了，先生！”当地一位渔民对我喊道，“就在几里开外！我们无法营救船上的人！浪太高了！瞧，又有一艘船！”

突然，我惊恐地倒吸一口凉气。我看见一艘巨轮被海浪无情地搁在了礁石上。随时都有可能被冲回浪里，或折成两半的危险。船上有几个人影依晰可见，尤其是一位非常活跃的、卷头发的青年，看上去像是在指挥。当轮船摇晃了几下，一个巨浪横扫过去，把船上的人卷入激流时，岸上的人群发出一阵叫喊。这时，我们唯一能看见的只剩那位卷头发的青年人了，他拼命地抓着船沿呼救。我们能做什么？任何人进入这海浪中都必死无疑。

正在这时，我看见哈姆·辟果提冲出人群，跑向海边。一条绳子的一端系在他的腰上，另一端由站在岸上的三个壮小伙子紧紧地拉着。

“别，哈姆！”我叫道，试图拉回他，“不用试着去救那可怜的水手！你自己会没命的！”

“让我去，大卫少爷！”他握住我的两个手，心甘情愿地回答，“如果上帝认为现在是我的死期，那么我已经准备就绪！伙计们，我要下去了！放绳！”

他潜入到一个巨浪底下，很有力地朝轮船游去。再有一会儿，他就要触到轮船了，这时，一个巨大得像山一样的绿色海浪迎面袭来，轮船被打得粉碎沉了下去。岸上的人们收回哈姆的绳索，他来到我的脚边——死了。他们把他扛到距离最近的一所房子，我叫来了医生，但已无济于事。他被那一阵巨浪打死了，他的博大的心脏停止了跳动。

我心灰意冷地坐在他床边，一位在我和埃米莉还小的时候就认识我的渔夫进来告诉我，他认出了那位卷头发的水手，他的尸体被海浪冲上了海滩。我过去一看，在埃米莉和我过去常玩的海滩上，斯提福兹躺在那儿，胳膊枕在他那英俊的脸下面。他再也不会对我或埃米莉笑了。




我被太多的幽灵包围着，我不能再回伦敦，回到我的旧生活。我只顾悲痛失去了我的童妻，失去了儿时的朋友，有时我觉得自己都想死。所以我离开了英国，到欧洲游历了数月。我生活在黑暗、痛苦的梦境中，对未来毫无希望和兴趣。

一天晚上，我到达瑞士的一个小村落，收到了早已等在那儿的一捆信。我首先拆开的是阿格尼斯的信，她没给我任何建议，只简单地告诉我，她相信我能寻找到生活的目标，她将永远为我骄傲，并且像姐姐一样爱我。

天空的夜色逐渐消退，我注视着山顶上的雪慢慢转变颜色，感觉自己正从不愉快的梦境中醒来，我开始明白自己是那么地爱阿格尼斯。她才是一直引导我、支持我的人，现在我意识到我的余生需要她的爱。爱上朵拉是个错误吗？我们俩都很年轻，这是事实。我一直把阿格尼斯称做姐姐，或许现在我已没资格问她对我的爱是否能超越姐弟般的爱。

不管怎样，在阔别三年之后，我决定回去，回到英国的家。我欣喜地发现，特拉德已经和他的索菲结婚，还干律师，干得不错。姨婆已搬回到多佛她的老房子里，和迪克先生和辟果提愉快地生活在一起。我去看望我姨婆时，趁机打听了一下阿格尼斯的情况。

“她有——她有意中人了吗？”我尽可能轻松地问道。

姨婆仔细地打量着我回答：“我估计她有，大卫。她从未跟我提起过，可我认为——我肯定她很快就要结婚了。”

我稳住自己不流露任何情绪。我借了一匹马，骑到坎特伯雷当面去问阿格尼斯。当我再一次看着她美丽、温柔的脸时，我感觉自己回到了家。我知道她对我有多亲，而且永远那么亲。

“阿格尼斯，”我说，“我是那么感激你，感谢你造就如今的我，感谢你帮助我走上正路！可我觉得你有事瞒着我，说给我听听，说给你的弟弟听，阿格尼斯！告诉我你爱的是谁！”

阿格尼斯转过身去，痛哭起来。可不知怎么地，她的眼泪并不令我忧伤，反而给了我希望。“我亲爱的阿格尼斯！别哭了！”

“大卫，别管我！我现在没法说！”她抽泣道。

“阿格尼斯，在这个世界上，你对我比任何人都亲。别以为我会嫉妒你选择要嫁的男人，我只想让你快乐！”

她这时停止了哭泣，平静多了。“要是我有什么秘密，大卫，那也是——不是什么新的。那一直是我的秘密——保留了很长时间。”

我欣喜若狂，“不是新的”！难道她指的是……？“最亲爱的阿格尼斯！我能叫你比姐姐更亲的称呼吗！”她投进我的怀里，又一次哭起来，但这次是出于高兴。“我离开时，阿格尼斯！爱着你，我回到家时，爱着你！”

我们互相拥抱了一会儿，感受着对方对自己的爱。

“有一件事我必须告诉你，大卫，”她温柔地说，并平静地看着我的脸，“我一辈子都在爱你！”她又说道，“还有一件事——我们亲爱的朵拉临死前，她要求我——你猜猜看——填补她在你心中的空缺。”阿格尼斯把头靠在我肩上哭起来，我也跟着哭了，尽管我们都感到幸福。




我的故事将近尾声。我至今已出版了好几本书，成了一位著名的作家。阿格尼斯和我结婚已有20年，生活得幸福、美满，而且现已儿女成群。我们收到了远在澳洲的丹尼尔·辟果提的消息，他和埃米莉在那儿广交朋友，生活得很快乐。米考伯先生在澳洲一个大集镇里成了一位重要人物。他一家很习惯那儿的生活。我姨婆、迪克先生和辟果提已成了白发苍苍的老人，但依然很健朗，他们只要一有时间就来陪我们的孩子们一起玩耍。我的老朋友特拉德尔已有两个儿子，自己很快将升为法官。

当我想着我的朋友、家人时，阿格尼斯可爱的脸总闪耀在我眼前。现在，她就在我身边，陪伴我写作。我希望等我的人生之路走到尽头时，她能在黑暗中与我同在，为我指引光明！

〈完〉


Exercises

A Checking your understanding

Chapters 1–2 How much can you remember? Check your answers.

1 What was Mrs Copperfield's, and her servant's, first name?

2 Which town did Daniel Peggotty live in?

3 How long was David kept locked in his room after his beating?

4 How much money did Peggotty give David?

5 What was Barkis' message to Peggotty?

6 Who collected David from the coach station in London?

7 What was the name of David's school?

8 What was the headmaster's name?

9 Who was the unluckiest boy in the school?

10 What was different about David's home when he returned?

Chapters 3–5 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 After Mrs Copperfield's death Peggotty was asked to stay on as the Murdstones' servant.

2 David started work in the warehouse at the age of twelve.

3 Mrs Micawber was not used to having so little money.

4 Miss Betsey Trotwood recognized David as soon as she saw him.

5 Mr Dick's suggestions were all very practical.

6 Dr Strong's boarding school was in Dover.

7 Steerforth was studying at Oxford University.

8 Mr wickfield asked Uriah Heep to become his partner.

B Working with language

1 Put this summary of Chapter 6 in the right order, and then join the parts together to make five sentences.

1 that he wanted to marry Agnes one day

2 the day after Barkis's funeral Ham brought the terrible news

3 David returned to Yarmouth

4 he explained to David

5 soon afterwards David met Tommy Traddles and the Micawbers

6 when Uriah Heep came to David's rooms for coffee

7 in order to help his old friend Peggotty

8 that Emily had run away with Steerforth

9 and immediately fell in love with Dora Spenlow

10 whose husband, Barkis, was dying

11 one day David was invited to Mr Spenlow's house

12 who were delighted to see him again

2 Put together these beginnings and endings of sentences. Check your answers in Chapter 7.

1 Sitting next to Dora was a young lady

2 I was very surprised

3 I did not notice the dust,

4 Miss Mills said nothing,

5 I told her

6 If I had only known then,

7 but smiled kindly on us both.

8 I would die without her.

9 to see my aunt coming upstairs.

10 what I discovered long afterwards!

11 or the road we were taking.

12 I had not noticed before.

C Activities

1 Write Julia Mills's diary for the day when David explained to Dora that he no longer had any money (Chapter 8).

2 Do you think David was right to marry Dora? Why did he not think of marrying Agnes until later?

What would you have done in his situation? Write an essay giving your opinions.

3 You are a Yarmouth newspaper reporter. Write a report of the storm, the shipwreck and Ham's rescue attempt (Chapter 10).


[image: alt]


[image: alt]


[image: alt]


[image: alt]


京权图字：01-2002-6595




Originally published by Oxford University Press, Great Clarendon Street, Oxford. © 2000

This edition is licensed for sale in the People's Republic of China only and not for export therefrom.

'Oxford' is a registered trademark of Oxford University Press.

只限中华人民共和国境内销售，不包括香港特别行政区、澳门特别行政区及台湾省。不得出口。




图书在版编目（CIP）数据




园会＝The Garden Party and Other Stories / （新西兰）曼斯菲尔德（Mansfield, K.）著；（英）克尔（Kerr, R.）改写；刘敏译．—北京：外语教学与研究出版社，2003.12（2014.12 重印）

（书虫·牛津英汉双语读物）

ISBN 978-7-5600-3925-1




Ⅰ．园…　Ⅱ．①曼…②克…③刘…　Ⅲ．英语—对照读物，故事—英、汉　Ⅳ．H319.4：I




中国版本图书馆CIP数据核字（2003）第112696号




出版人：　蔡剑峰

责任编辑：周　晶

出版发行：外语教学与研究出版社

社　　址：北京市西三环北路19 号（100089）

网　　址：http://www.fltrp.com

版　　次：2004年1月第1版

书　　号：ISBN 978-7-5600-3925-1

*　　*　　*

凡侵权、盗版书籍线索，请联系我社法律事务部

举报电话：（010）88817519

电子邮箱：banquan@fltrp.com

法律顾问：立方律师事务所　刘旭东律师

　　　　　中咨律师事务所　殷　斌律师


关于本书

短篇小说就像是一张张照片，抓住人们生活中的某一瞬间并将这一记忆永久封存。它们就在那儿，或微笑，或蹙眉，或忧伤，或快乐，或严肃，或惊奇……在这微笑和蹙眉的背后，是生活中的所有经历，有恐惧和喜悦，也有希望和梦想。

这些敏锐而又优雅的故事给我们展示的是平凡人的生活，以及构成平凡人生活的琐碎而又微不足道的小事情。其中包括一次园会和一起死亡事件；一次拼命找工作的经历；一次孤独的跨越欧洲的火车旅行；与一位身藏危险秘密的女人的相遇。还有不近人情的孩子们；年轻姑娘第一次参加舞会时的感受；女主人的贴身女仆的想法；以及新西兰偏僻农场中一个女人的故事。

我们从巴黎一位艺术家的画室开始我们的故事，这个年轻人对于周围的女人们来说是个谜……


THE GARDEN PARTY
AND OTHER STORIES

Short stories can be like photographs, catching people at some moment in their lives and trapping the memory for ever. There they are, smiling or frowning, looking sad, happy, serious, surprised... And behind those smiles and those frowns lie all the experiences of life, the fears and delights, the hopes and the dreams.




These sensitive and delicate stories give us pictures of ordinary people, and of the small, unimportant events that shape their lives. There is a garden party and a death, a desperate search for work, a journey alone across Europe by train, a meeting with a woman who has a dangerous secret. There are children being cruel, the feelings of a young girl at her first dance, the thoughts of a lady's maid, and of a woman on a lonely farm in New Zealand.




We begin in an artist's studio in Paris, with a young man who is a mystery to the women around him...
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Feuille d'album

He really was an impossible person. Too shy, and he had nothing at all to say. When he came to your studio, he just sat there, silent. When he finally went, blushing red all over his face, you wanted to scream and throw something at him.

The strange thing was that at first sight he looked most interesting. Everybody agreed about that. You saw him in a café one evening, sitting in a corner with a glass of coffee in front of him. He was a thin boy, who always wore a blue shirt and a grey jacket that was a little too small for him. He looked just like a boy who has decided to run away to sea. You expected him to get up at any moment, and walk out into the night and be drowned.

He had short black hair, grey eyes, white skin and a mouth that always looked ready for tears. Oh, just to see him did something to your heart! And he had this habit of blushing. If a waiter spoke to him, he turned red!

'Who is he, my dear? Do you know?'

'Yes. His name is Ian French. He paints. They say he's very clever. Someone I know tried to mother him. She asked him how often he had a letter from home, if he had enough blankets on his bed, how much milk he drank. Then she went to his studio to make sure he had enough clean shirts. She rang and rang the bell, but nobody came to the door, although she was sure he was there... Hopeless!'

Someone else decided he ought to fall in love. She called him to her, took his hand, and told him how wonderful life can be for those who are brave. But when she went to his studio one evening, she rang and rang... Hopeless.

'What the poor boy really needs is excitement,' a third woman said. She took him to cafés and night-clubs, dark places where the drinks cost too much and there were always stories of a shooting the night before. Once he got very drunk, but still he said nothing, and when she took him home to his studio, he just said 'goodnight' and left her outside in the street... Hopeless.

Other women tried to help him—women can be very kind—but finally they, too, were defeated. We are all busy people, and why should we spend our valuable time on someone who refuses to be helped?

'And anyway, I think there is something rather odd about him, don't you agree? He can't be as innocent as he looks. Why come to Paris if you don't intend to have any fun?'

He lived at the top of a tall, ugly building, near the river. As it was so high, the studio had a wonderful view. From the two big windows he could see boats on the river and an island covered with trees. From the side window he looked across to a smaller and uglier house, and down below there was a flower market. You could see the tops of huge umbrellas with bright flowers around them, and plants in boxes. Old women moved backwards and forwards among the flowers. Really, he didn't need to go out. There was always something to draw.

If any kind woman had been able to get into his studio, she would have had a surprise. He kept it as neat as a pin. Everything was arranged in its place, exactly like a painting—the bowl of eggs, the cups and the teapot on the shelf, the books and the lamp on the table. There was a red Indian cover on his bed, and on the wall by the bed there was a small, neatly written notice: GET UP AT ONCE.

Every day was the same. When the light was good he painted, then cooked a meal and tidied the studio. In the evenings he went to the café or sat at home reading or writing a list which began: 'What I can afford to spend'. The list ended 'I promise not to spend more this month. Signed, Ian French'.

Nothing odd about that; but the women were right. There was something else.

One evening he was sitting at the side window eating an apple and looking down on to the tops of the huge umbrellas in the empty flower market. It had been raining, the first spring rain of the year, and the air smelled of plants and wet earth. Down below in the market, the trees were covered in new green. 'What kind of trees are they?' he wondered. He stared down at the small ugly house, and suddenly two windows opened like wings and a girl came out on to the balcony, carrying a pot of daffodils. She was a strangely thin girl in a dark dress, with a pink handkerchief tied over her hair.

'Yes, it is warm enough. It will do them good,' she said, putting down the pot, and turning to someone in the room inside. As she turned, she put her hands up to her hair to tidy it, and looked down at the market and up at the sky. She did not look at the house opposite. Then she disappeared.

His heart fell out of the window and down to the balcony, where it buried itself among the green leaves of the daffodils.

The room with the balcony was the sitting-room, and next to it was the kitchen. He heard her washing the dishes after supper, saw her come to the window to shake out the tablecloth. She never sang or combed her hair or stared at the moon as young girls are said to do. She always wore the same dark dress and pink handkerchief.

Who did she live with? Nobody else came to the window, but she was always talking to someone. Her mother, he decided, was always ill. They took in sewing work. The father was dead... He had been a journalist. By working all day she and her mother just made enough money to live on, but they never went out and they had no friends.

He had to make some new notices...'Not to go to the window before six o'clock: signed, Ian French. Not to think about her until he had finished his painting for the day: signed, Ian French.'

It was quite simple. She was the only person he wanted to know because she was, he decided, the only person alive who was exactly his age. He didn't want silly girls, and he had no use for older women. She was his age. She was—well, just like him.

He sat in his studio, staring at her windows, seeing himself in those rooms with her. She was often angry. They had terrible fights, he and she. And she rarely laughed. Only sometimes, when she told him about a funny little cat she once had, who used to scratch and pretend to be fierce when she gave it meat to eat... Things like that made her laugh. Usually, they sat together very quietly, talking in low voices, or silent and tired after the day's work. Of course, she never asked him about his pictures, and of course he painted the most wonderful pictures of her, which she hated because he made her so thin and so dark...

But how could he meet her?

Then he discovered that once a week, in the evening, she went shopping. On two Thursdays he saw her at the window in a coat, carrying a basket. The next Thursday, at the same time, he ran down the stairs. There was a lovely pink light over everything. He saw it reflected in the river, and the people walking towards him in the street had pink faces and pink hands.

Outside the house he waited for her. He had no idea what he was going to do or say. 'Here she comes,' said a voice in his head. She walked very quickly, with small, light steps... What could he do? He could only follow...

First she went to buy some bread. Then she went to a fish shop. She had to wait a long time in there. Then she went to the fruit shop and bought an orange. As he watched her, he knew more surely than ever that he must talk to her, now. Her seriousness and her loneliness, even the way she walked—separate, somehow, distant from the other people in the street—all this was so natural, so right to him.

'Yes, she is always like that,' he thought proudly. 'She and I are different from these people.'

But now she was going home, and he had not spoken to her. Then she went into another shop. Through the window, he saw her buying an egg. She took it carefully out of the basket—a brown egg, a beautiful one, the one he himself would have chosen. She came out of the shop, and he went in. A moment later he was out again, following her through the flower market, past the huge umbrellas, walking on fallen flowers.

He followed her into the house and up the stairs. She stopped at a door and took a key out of her purse. As she put the key in the lock, he ran up to her.

Blushing redder than ever, but looking straight at her, he said, almost angrily: 'Excuse me, Mademoiselle, you dropped this.'

And he gave her an egg.



Feuille d'Album n. a French expression for 'a page from an album' (perhaps a book of family photographs). （法语）画页。

studio n. a room where an artist paints, and may also live. 画室。

at first sight as soon as sb./sth. is seen. 一见之下，立即。

mother v. care for (sb./sth.) as a mother does; rear. 像母亲般关怀或照管。

innocent adj. knowing nothing of evil or wrong. 天真无邪的；单纯的。

intend v. have (a particular purpose or plan) in mind; mean. 打算；意欲；想要。

backward(s) and forward(s) first in one direction and then in the other. 来回地。

as neat as a pin very clean and tidy. 非常整洁的。

shake out open or spread sth. by shaking. 用摇动等方法打开或展开。

take in accept (work to do in one's home) for payment. （为赚钱）承揽（在家中做的工作）。

scratch v. make marks on or in (a surface) with a sharp tool, nail, claw, etc.; make a shallow wound in (the skin) in this way. 刮，划，抓。

fierce adj. violent or angry. 凶猛的；凶狠的。

reflect v. (of a surface) throw back (light, heat and sound). （指物体表面）反射（光、热、声）。

Mademoiselle n. the French word for 'Miss' (an unmarried woman). （法语）小姐（指未婚女子）。


画页

他真是个令人难以忍受的人。那么怕羞，跟人压根儿就无话可说。他进了你的工作室，就一声不吭地坐在那儿。当他满脸通红终于要走的时候，你真想冲他大叫，把什么东西朝他扔过去。

奇怪的是，他给人第一眼的印象却显得非常有趣。对于这一点，大家都有同感。某个晚上你会在咖啡馆里看到他，面前放了杯咖啡，在角落里坐着。他是个瘦瘦的小伙子，总是穿一件蓝衬衣和一件有些嫌小的灰色夹克。他看上去就像个决定要逃亡海上的男孩儿。你觉得他随时都会起身，走进夜色，淹没在海里。

他留着一头短短的黑发，长着灰色的眼睛，白皙的皮肤，还有那看起来总像要哭的嘴巴。噢，只要看见他你就会心动！他还有爱脸红的习惯。即使是侍者跟他说话，他也会脸红！

“他是谁，亲爱的？你认识吗？”

“认识。他叫伊恩·弗伦奇，画画的，听说很聪明。有个我认识的人试图像母亲一样地照顾他。她问他多长时间能收到一封家信，床上的毯子够不够用，以及喝多少牛奶。后来她去他的画室想看看他的干净衬衫够不够穿。她一遍又一遍地按门铃，但是没人应门，尽管她确信他就在里面……无可救药！”

另一个女人认为他应该去恋爱。她把他叫到身边，拉着他的手，告诉他对于那些勇敢者来说，生活会有多么美好。但是，当她有一天晚上去他的画室时，她一遍又一遍地按门铃……无可救药。

“这个可怜的小伙子真正需要的是刺激。”第三个女人说。她把他带到咖啡馆和夜总会，都是些昏暗的地方，在那里饮料卖得特别贵，并且总能听到头天夜里发生的枪击案。有一次他喝得酩酊大醉，可还是一言不发。她送他回画室时，他只说了句“晚安”就完事了，把她一人留在了外面的大街上……无可救药。

还有些女人试图帮他——女人们有时非常仁慈——可她们最终也都失败了。我们都很忙，为什么要把我们宝贵的时间花到拒绝接受帮助的人身上呢？

“不管怎么说，我还是认为他这人挺古怪的，你们说呢？他不可能像表面看上去的那样天真无邪。如果不想找乐子的话，为什么要来巴黎呢？”

他住在河边一幢难看的高楼顶层。因为楼很高，他从画室可以看到美丽的风景。从那两扇大窗户往外望，可以看到河上的船只，还有一座长满树木的小岛。从侧面窗户往外望，可以看到更小更难看的房子，再往下看有一个花市。你能看到很多大伞的顶部，伞的四周摆着艳丽的鲜花和盆栽植物。老妇人们在花丛中走来走去。他真的没有必要出去，因为在这里总能找到画画的素材。

任何一个好心的女人要是能进入他的画室的话，肯定会吃惊的。他把房间收拾得干干净净，一切都布置得井井有条，就像是一幅画一样——盛着鸡蛋的碗，放在架子上的杯子和茶壶，摆在桌上的书和灯。床上盖着一条红色的印度床罩，床边的墙上贴着一小张书写工整的便条：马上起床。

每天的日子都过得一模一样。光线充足的时候他画画，然后做饭，收拾画室。晚上他去咖啡馆，或者坐在家里读书，或者写份清单，开头是“我能够支付的钱数”。结束语是“我保证这个月的开销绝不超过上个月。伊恩·弗伦奇（签名）。”

这倒没有什么古怪的；但女人们是对的。他有其他的怪异之处。

有一天晚上，他坐在侧面窗户旁吃苹果，望着下面空无一人的花市里那些大伞的顶部。外面一直在下雨，这是这一年中的第一场春雨。空气中弥漫着草木的芳香和湿润的泥土气息。楼下市场里的树木涂上了一层新绿。“这是些什么树呢？”他心里琢磨着。他凝视着下面一所又小又难看的房子，突然两扇窗户像翅膀一样地打开了，一个女孩儿来到了阳台上，手里还捧着一盆水仙花。这是个瘦得出奇的女孩儿，穿一件深色衣服，头发上扎着条粉红色的手帕。

“是的，天气够暖和了，对这些花有好处。”她边说边把花盆放下，转身朝向屋里的什么人。再转过来时，她抬手整理了一下头发，低头望望市场，又抬头看看天空。她没有朝对面的房子张望，接着就消失了。

他的心飞出了窗外，直落到那个阳台上，掩埋在水仙花绿色的叶丛中。

那个带阳台的房间是起居室，隔壁是厨房。他听见晚饭后她洗刷碗碟的声音，看见她走到窗边抖桌布的身影。她从不像别的年轻女孩子那样唱歌、梳头，或是凝视月亮。她总穿着那件深色衣服，系着那条粉红色的手帕。

她跟谁住在一起呢？没有别的人走到窗边，可她总是在跟屋里的什么人讲话。他猜想她母亲老是在生病，她们揽些缝缝补补的活计来生活，她父亲已经死了……他以前曾是个新闻记者。她们母女俩工作一整天挣的钱只够维持温饱，可是她们从不出门，也没有朋友。

他得写一些新的便条……“6点钟之前不准到窗边：伊恩·弗伦奇（签名）；没有完成当天的绘画之前不许想她：伊恩·弗伦奇（签名）。”

事情很简单。她是他惟一想结识的人，因为他觉得她是世间所有活着的人中仅有的一个和他年龄相同的人。他不喜欢傻傻的姑娘，也不需要年纪大些的女人。她跟他一样大。她——嗯，和他很像。

他坐在画室里，凝视着她的窗口，仿佛看到自己就在那些房间里，和她在一起。她老爱生气。他们吵得很凶，他和她。她很少笑，只有偶尔讲起自己以前养的一只滑稽小猫的时候，她才会笑。她每次喂这只猫吃肉的时候，它总是摩拳擦掌，装作很凶猛的样子……只有这样的事才会使她发笑。他们通常总是非常安静地坐在一起，要么低声交谈，要么默默无语，因为劳作了一天，已感觉很疲乏了。她当然从来不会过问他画的那些画，他当然也为她画了最漂亮的画像，可她却讨厌这些画，因为他把她画得那么瘦、那么黑……

可是他怎样才能结识她呢？

后来他发现，她每周要出去买一次东西，而且是在晚上。有两个星期四他都在窗口看到她穿着件外衣，提着一只篮子。到了又一个星期四的同一时刻，他跑下楼去。周围的一切都笼罩在一片可爱的粉红色亮光里。他看见河水泛着粉红色的光，大街上朝他走来的行人的脸和手也被映成了粉红色。
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他在房子外面等她。他不知道要做什么，也不知道要说什么。“她来了，”他脑海中有个声音说道。她走得很快，步子又小又轻……他能做什么呢？他只能跟着……

她先去买了点儿面包，然后又去了鱼店。她在那里等了很长时间。接着她又去了水果店，买了个橘子。他在观察她的时候，比以往任何时候都清楚自己一定得跟她说话，现在就去。她的严肃、孤独，甚至是她走路的样子——不知道是为什么，这使她与街上的其他人隔离开来——可是所有这一切对他来说却是那么自然，那么恰到好处。

“是的，其实她一直都是这样，”他自豪地想，“我和她跟这些人是不一样的。”

可现在她要回家了，他还没能跟她说上话。接着她又进了另一家商店。透过窗户，他看见她买了一只鸡蛋。她小心翼翼地把鸡蛋从篮子中取出来——蛋是棕色的，样子很美，换了他也会挑这只蛋的。她从这家商店出来，而他走了进去。过了一会儿他又出来了，跟着她穿过花市，经过那些大伞，踩着掉在地上的花。

他跟着她进了房子，上了楼梯。她在一扇门前停下，从钱夹里掏出钥匙。当她把钥匙插进门锁的时候，他跑了上去。

他的脸从来没有这么红过，可他却直视着她，几乎是有点儿愤怒地说：“对不起，小姐，您掉了这个。”

他递给她一只鸡蛋。


The doll's house

When dear old Mrs Hay went home after staying with the Burnells, she sent the children a doll's house. It was so big that Pat, the hired man, could only just lift it, and they had to leave it outside in the garden. It was all right there; it was summer. And perhaps the smell of paint would go before they had to take it indoors. Really, the smell of paint (so sweet of dear, generous Mrs Hay!) — but the smell of paint was so strong that it was enough to make anyone seriously ill, or so Aunt Beryl thought. You could smell the paint even when it was wrapped up. And when they unwrapped it...

There it stood, a doll's house, painted a thick, dark, oily green. Its two solid little chimneys were painted red and white, and it had a bright yellow door and real glass windows.

It was perfect! Who cared about the smell? It was part of the wonder of the doll's house, part of the newness.

'Open it quickly, someone!'

The fastening at the side was stuck fast, and Pat had to use his knife to get it open. But then... the whole front of the house swung back and—you could see everything! The sitting-room, the kitchen, the two bedrooms. That is the way for a house to open! Why don't all houses do that? How exciting, to be able to see everything you want to see, all at once!

'Oh—oh!' The Burnell children were quite unable to speak. It was too wonderful. They had never seen anything like it in their lives. There was paper on the walls, and pictures, just like in real houses. There was red carpet on the floors, except in the kitchen; red and green chairs, beds with real covers on them, tiny plates and cups.

But what Kezia liked more than anything, what she liked most awfully, was the lamp. It stood in the middle of the table, a beautiful little gold and white lamp, all ready to be lit. Of course, you couldn't really light it, but there was something inside it that looked like oil and moved when you shook it.

The mother and father dolls sitting stiffly in their chairs and their two little children in bed upstairs were really too big for the doll's house. They didn't look quite right. But the lamp was perfect. It seemed to smile at Kezia, to say, 'I live here.' The lamp was real.

*　　*　　*

The Burnell children could not walk to school fast enough the next morning. They burned to tell everybody about the doll's house.

'I shall describe it,' said Isabel, 'because I'm the eldest. You two can join in, but I must speak first.'

Lottie and Kezia said nothing. Isabel was bossy, but she was always right.

'And I shall choose who's going to come and see it first,' Isabel said. 'Mother said I could.'

Their mother had told them that they could ask the girls at school, two at a time, to come and see the doll's house. Of course, they were not invited to tea, or to come into the house, but they could come into the garden and stand there quietly, while Isabel showed them all the lovely things in the doll's house.

It was too bad that they arrived at school just as the bell was ringing, and they had no time to talk to anyone. Never mind! Isabel looked very important and mysterious, and whispered to some of her friends, 'I've got something to tell you at play-time!'

When play-time came, everyone wanted to be near Isabel. The little girls almost fought to put their arms around her, to walk beside her and be her special friend. Laughing and pushing one another, they gathered closely around her. The only two who stayed outside the circle were the two who were always outside—the Kelveys. They knew they were not wanted.

To be perfectly honest, the school the Burnell children went to was not the kind of school their parents really wanted for them. But they had no choice. It was the only school for miles. And because of this, all the children in the area, the Judge's little girls, the doctor's daughters and all the children of milkmen and farmers, were forced to mix together. And there were plenty of rude, rough little boys, too. But worst of all, there were the Kelveys. The Burnell children were not allowed to speak to them. They walked past the Kelveys with their heads in the air. And because others followed where the Burnells led, nobody spoke to the Kelveys. Even the teacher had a special voice for them, and a special smile for the other children when Lil Kelvey came up to her desk to give her some very tired-looking flowers she had picked by the side of the road.

They were the daughters of a neat, hard-working little woman, who went from house to house, doing people's washing for them. This was awful enough. But where was Mr Kelvey? Nobody knew. But everybody said he was in prison. So they were the daughters of a woman who washed people's clothes and a man who was in prison. Very nice companions for other people's children!

Then there was the way they looked. It was hard to understand why Mrs Kelvey dressed them in such an odd way. The truth was, she made their clothes from old bits and pieces which were given to her by the people she worked for. Lil, for example, who was a solid, plain child, came to school in a dress made out of an old green tablecloth of the Burnells, and a red curtain that had belonged to the Logans. Her hat came from Miss Lecky at the post office, and had a long red feather stuck in it. What a sight she looked! It was impossible not to laugh.

And her little sister, 'our Else', as Lil always called her, wore a long white dress that looked like a night-dress, and a pair of boy's boots. But our Else would have looked strange in any clothes. She was a tiny white creature with huge eyes—just like a little bird. Nobody had ever seen her smile; she hardly ever spoke. Everywhere Lil went, our Else followed, holding a piece of Lil's skirt in her hand. In the playground or on the road to or from school, you could always see Lil, with our Else close behind her. When she wanted something, our Else pulled on Lil's skirt, and Lil stopped and turned around. The Kelveys always under stood one another.

Now they stood at the edge of the circle, outside the group of friends. You couldn't stop them listening. When the little girls turned round and gave them angry looks, Lil, as usual, smiled all over her silly red face, but our Else just stared and said nothing.

Isabel talked on, in a proud voice. She described the car pet, the beds with real covers, the kitchen with its tiny cups and plates.

When she finished, Kezia said, 'You've forgotten the lamp, Isabel.'

'Oh yes,' said Isabel. 'There's a lovely little lamp on the table. It's just like a real one.'

'The lamp's best of all,' cried Kezia. She wanted Isabel to talk for longer about the lamp, to let everyone know how special it was. But nobody was listening to Kezia. Isabel was choosing the first two who were going to come and see the doll's house. She chose Emmie Cole and Lena Logan. But all the others knew that they would have a chance to see it another day. They all wanted to be nice to Isabel. They all had a secret to whisper to her. 'Isabel's my friend.'

Only the little Kelveys were forgotten. There was nothing more for them to hear.

*　　*　　*

Days passed, and more and more children were taken to see the doll's house. It was the one thing they talked about. 'Have you seen the Burnells' doll's house? Oh, isn't it lovely? Haven't you seen it yet? Oh, dear!'

The little girls talked about the doll's house at dinner-time, as they sat under the trees in the school playground, eating their thick meat sandwiches and buttered cake. The little Kelveys listened, while they ate their bread and butter out of a piece of newspaper.

'Mother,' said Kezia, 'please can I ask the Kelveys, just once?'

'Of course not, Kezia.'

'But why not?'

'Run away, Kezia. You know why not.'

*　　*　　*

At last the day came when everyone except the Kelveys had seen the doll's house. That day, there was less to talk about. It was dinner-time. The little girls sat together under the trees, and suddenly, as they looked at the Kelveys eating out of their piece of newspaper, they wanted to be unkind to them.

Emmie Cole started it. 'Lil Kelvey's going to be a servant when she grows up,' she whispered.

'Oh, how awful!' said Isabel Burnell.

Emmie looked at Isabel in a way she had seen her mother look, when she was talking about things like this.

'It's true,' she said.

Then Lena Logan joined in. 'Shall I ask her?' she said.

'You don't dare,' said Jessie May.

'Oh, I'm not frightened,' said Lena. She laughed and did a little dance in front of the other girls. 'Watch! Watch me now!' she said, and she danced right over to the Kelveys.

Lil looked up from her bread and butter. Our Else stopped eating. What was coming now?

'Is it true that you're going to be a servant when you grow up, Lil Kelvey?' Lena screamed at her.

Silence. Lil gave no answer, but she smiled her silly, red-faced smile. She didn't seem to mind the question at all. Poor Lena! The other girls began to laugh at her.

Lena didn't like that. She stepped right up to Lil 'Yah, your father's in prison!' she shouted in her face.

This was so wonderful to hear that all the little girls rushed away together, deeply excited by what Lena had done. How fast they ran, how high they jumped, how wild and free they felt that morning!

In the afternoon, Pat came to take the Burnell children home. There were visitors. Isabel and Lottie, who liked visitors, went upstairs to change their dresses, but Kezia slipped quietly out into the garden. There was nobody there. She began to swing on the big white garden gate. Then, looking down the road, she saw two little figures coming towards her, one in front, the other close behind. It was the Kelveys. She got down from the gate. For a moment she thought about running away. The Kelveys came nearer. Then Kezia climbed back up on the gate. She had decided what she must do. She started swinging on the gate again.

'Hello,' she said to the Kelveys.

They were so surprised that they stopped. Lil gave her silly smile. Our Else stared.

'You can come and see our doll's house if you want to,' Kezia said.

Lil turned red. She shook her head.

'Why not?' asked Kezia.

'Your ma told our ma you mustn't speak to us.'

'Oh, well,' said Kezia. She didn't know what to say. 'It doesn't matter. But you can still come and see our doll's house. Come on. Nobody's looking.'

But Lil shook her head again.

'Don't you want to?' asked Kezia.

Suddenly, there was a pull on Lil's skirt. She turned round. Our Else was looking at her with big, desperate eyes. She wanted to see the doll's house. Lil looked at her very doubtfully. But then our Else pulled her skirt again. Lil stepped forwards. Like two little lost cats, they followed Kezia across the garden to where the doll's house stood.

'There it is,' said Kezia.

They said nothing. Lil breathed loudly. Our Else was as still as stone.

'I'll open it for you,' said Kezia kindly. 'Look, here's the sitting-room and the kitchen, and that's the—'

'Kezia!'

Oh, how they jumped!

'Kezia!'

It was Aunt Beryl's voice. They turned round. She was standing at the back door, staring at them. Aunt Beryl just couldn't believe her eyes.

'How dare you bring the little Kelveys into our garden!' she said to Kezia, in a cold, angry voice. 'You know as well as I do that you aren't allowed to talk to them.'

'Run away, children, run away and don't come back!' she said to the Kelveys. 'Off you go immediately!'

She did not have to tell them twice. They were out of the garden in a moment, Lil red-faced and ashamed, with our Else hanging onto her skirt.

'Bad, disobedient little girl!' Aunt Beryl said bitterly to Kezia, and she closed the doll's house with a bang.

Aunt Beryl had been having a terrible day, but now that she had got rid of those little animals the Kelveys and shouted at Kezia, she felt a lot better. She went back into the house singing.

When the Kelveys were far away from the Burnells' house, they stopped and sat down by the side of the road. Lil's face was still burning, and she took off her hat. They stared across the fields, where the Logans' cows were eating grass. What were the little Kelveys thinking?

Our Else moved closer to her sister. She had already forgotten the angry lady. She put out a finger and touched the feather on Lil's hat. She smiled her rare smile.

'I seen the little lamp,' she said softly.

Then both were silent once more.



wrap v. cover or enclose sth. (in soft or flexible material). 包裹。

fastening n. device that fastens sth. 将某物固定的装置。

all at once suddenly. 突然。

burn to do sth. want to do sth. very much. 极欲做某事。

bossy adj. (derog.) fond of giving people orders; domineering. （贬）爱发号施令的；专横的；飞扬跋扈的。

at a time in sequence; separately. 依次；逐一；每次。

neat adj. in good order; showing care in appearance; tidy. 整齐的；整洁的。

nice adj. (ironic) bad; unpleasant. （反语）坏的；令人不愉快的。

stick v. to join or fasten together, or to push sth. into sth. else. 粘住；插入，穿入。

slip v. go somewhere quietly or quickly, e.g. in order not to be noticed or without being noticed. 悄悄或匆匆到某处。

hang on to sth. hold sth. tightly. 抓紧。

disobedient adj. not obedient. 不顺从的；不服从的。

now... (that) because of the fact that. 由于……；既然……。


娃娃屋

亲爱的海老太太在伯内尔家小住之后，回到自己家里，很快便给孩子们送去了一座娃娃屋。娃娃屋很大，雇来干活的帕特勉强能搬动它，他们只得把它放在外面花园里。放在那儿还不错；因为正值夏季。等到他们非得把它搬进室内不可时，也许油漆味早就散尽了。确实，娃娃屋散发出一股油漆味（亲爱的海老太太真是太好、太大方了！）——但是这股油漆味实在太重，重得叫人直想呕吐，贝里尔姨妈就是这么认为的。甚至在还没有打开包装的时候就能闻到这股味。当他们把包装一打开……

娃娃屋就立在那里，漆着厚厚一层闪亮的深绿色油漆。小屋上两个结实的小烟囱被漆成红白两色，还有一扇光亮的黄色小门和装着真玻璃的窗户。

太完美了！谁还会在乎那股气味呢？这也是组成这座奇妙的娃娃屋的一部分，也是说明小屋之新的一部分呀。

“来人呀，快把它打开！”

边上的钩子卡得紧紧的，帕特只能用刀子把它撬开。于是……房子的整个前面翻了过来——你能看到房子里所有的东西！起居室、厨房和两间卧室。这才是打开屋子的办法呢！为什么房子不都这样打开呢？一下子就能看到你想看的所有东西是多么令人兴奋啊！

“噢——噢！”伯内尔家的孩子激动得说不出话来。真是太美妙了。他们有生以来还没有见过这样的东西。墙上贴着墙纸，还挂了图画，就像在真正的房子里一样。除了厨房以外，其他房间的地板上都铺着红地毯；房间里放着红红绿绿的椅子，铺着真被褥的床，还有小盘子和小茶杯。

但是凯齐娅最最喜欢的，喜欢得不得了的还是那盏灯。这是盏漂亮小巧的金色和白色相间的灯，立在桌子中央，仿佛随时可以点亮。当然你是无法真的把它点亮的，但那里面装有像油一样的东西，一晃就动。

僵硬地坐在椅子上的娃娃爸爸和妈妈，以及他们那两个在楼上睡觉的小孩子，对于娃娃屋来说显得太大了，看上去不太协调。但是那盏灯却太完美了。它好像在对凯齐娅微笑，好像在对她说：“我就住在这儿。”这可真是一盏名副其实的灯。

*　　*　　*

第二天早晨上学时，伯内尔家的孩子们总嫌走得不够快。她们急切地想把娃娃屋的事告诉每一个人。

“我来讲，”伊莎贝尔说，“因为我是老大。你们两个可以帮腔，但得由我先讲。”

洛蒂和凯齐娅什么也没说。伊莎贝尔挺霸道，但她总是对的。

“谁先来看小屋也得由我挑，”伊莎贝尔说，“妈妈说我可以这样的。”

母亲告诉她们可以请学校的女孩儿来看娃娃屋，每次来两个人。当然不能邀请她们吃茶点，也不准进到屋里来，但是她们可以到花园里，安安静静地站在那儿，由伊莎贝尔把娃娃屋里所有的可爱之处指给她们看。

真是太糟糕了，她们赶到学校的时候，铃声正好响了，她们没有时间跟任何人交谈。可是没关系！伊莎贝尔显出非常权威而又神秘的样子，悄声对她的几个朋友说：“游戏时间我有事情要告诉你们！”

游戏时间到了，每个人都想靠近伊莎贝尔，小姑娘们你争我抢地搂住她，走在她的旁边，做她特别要好的朋友。姑娘们嘻嘻哈哈，你推我攘，把她紧紧围住。只有两个人站在圈子外面，这两个人总是站在圈子外面的——她们就是凯尔维姐妹。她们明白这里不欢迎她们。

说实话，伯内尔家的孩子上的学校，并不是她们的父母真正想让她们上的那种学校。可是他们别无选择，这是方圆数英里内仅有的一所学校。因为这个原因，这一地区的所有孩子，包括法官家的小姑娘们，医生的女儿们，还有所有那些送奶人和农民的孩子，都被迫混在了一起。这里面也有很多粗野无礼的小男孩儿，但最糟糕的是，凯尔维姐妹也在这个学校。伯内尔家的孩子是不许同她们讲话的。她们走过凯尔维姐妹身边时，都把头仰得高高的。因为大家都以伯内尔家为楷模，所以就没有人跟凯尔维姐妹说话了。就连老师都用一种异样的声调跟她们讲话。当利尔·凯尔维把她在路边采的蔫巴巴的花送到老师桌前时，老师朝其他孩子意味深长地笑了笑。

她们的母亲是个干净利落而又勤快的矮个子女人，挨家挨户为别人洗衣服。这已经很糟糕了。可是凯尔维先生在哪儿？谁也不清楚。但人人都说他关在监牢里。所以说她们是洗衣妇和囚犯的女儿。她们可真不配做别人家孩子的伙伴！

而她们的外表也够瞧的。凯尔维太太为什么把她们打扮得这般怪模怪样，实在是让人费解。实际上，她给她们做的衣服都是用旧布头拼起来的，这些旧布头是她帮工的人家给的。比如说利尔，这是个身材结实、相貌平平的孩子，她上学穿的衣服是用伯内尔家绿色的旧桌布和洛根家的红窗帘改做的。她戴的帽子是在邮局工作的莱基小姐给的，上面还插着一根长长的红羽毛。瞧她那副模样！简直没法叫人不笑。

她那位总是被她叫作“我们的埃尔斯”的小妹妹，穿着一件样子像睡衣的白色长袍和一双男孩儿的靴子。但不管我们的埃尔斯穿什么衣服，瞧着总觉得怪得很。她瘦小、苍白，长着一双大眼睛——简直就像一只小鸟。从来没有人见她笑过；她也几乎从不说话。利尔走到哪儿，我们的埃尔斯就拉着她的裙子边跟到哪儿。在操场上，在上学放学的路上，你总能看到利尔走在前面，我们的埃尔斯紧跟在后面。当我们的埃尔斯想要什么东西的时候，就拉拉利尔的裙子，利尔就会停下来，转过身去。凯尔维姐妹总能理解彼此的意图。

现在她们就站在这群朋友围成的圈子边上。你总不能不让她们听吧。当小姑娘们转过身来愤怒地看着她们的时候，利尔就像往常一样，红红的傻乎乎的脸上堆满了笑容，而我们的埃尔斯则只是瞪着眼睛，一声不吭。

伊莎贝尔还在继续讲着，她的声音得意非凡。她描述着小屋里的地毯，铺着真被褥的床，还有摆放着小杯子和小盘子的厨房。

等她讲完，凯齐娅说：“你忘了讲那盏灯了，伊莎贝尔。”

“噢，对，”伊莎贝尔说，“桌子上还放着一盏可爱的小灯，跟真的一模一样。”

“这盏灯最最好。”凯齐娅嚷道。她想让伊莎贝尔再多谈谈这盏灯，好让每个人都知道这盏灯的特别之处，但是没有人听凯齐娅说。伊莎贝尔正在挑选头两个去看娃娃屋的女孩儿。她选中了埃米·科尔和莉娜·洛根，不过其他人都知道她们总会有一天有机会去的。她们都想跟伊莎贝尔套近乎。她们都有个秘密要悄悄告诉她：“伊莎贝尔是我的朋友。”

只有小凯尔维姐妹被遗忘了。她们没什么可听的了。

*　　*　　*

几天过去了，越来越多的孩子被带去看了娃娃屋。娃娃屋成了她们谈论的惟一话题。“你去看过伯内尔家的娃娃屋了吗？噢，真可爱呀！你还没看过？噢，天哪！”

小姑娘们吃饭的时候还在谈论娃娃屋。她们坐在学校操场的大树下面，吃着厚厚的夹肉三明治和涂着黄油的蛋糕。小凯尔维姐妹一边吃着用报纸包的黄油面包，一边听着别人谈话。

“妈妈，”凯齐娅间，“我能让凯尔维姐妹来吗，就一次？”

“当然不可以，凯齐娅。”

“可是为什么呢？”

“走开，凯齐娅。你知道为什么不行。”

*　　*　　*

这一天终于到了。除了凯尔维姐妹外，所有人都去看过了娃娃屋。那一天，大家几乎没有什么可谈论的了。当时正是吃饭时间。小姑娘们围坐在大树底下，当她们看到凯尔维姐妹在吃报纸包的食物时，突然想要整整她们俩。

埃米·科尔首先开始。“利尔·凯尔维长大要当佣人。”她悄悄地说。

“噢，多糟啊！”伊莎贝尔·伯内尔说。

埃米学着母亲谈论这类事情时的样子看着伊莎贝尔。

“没错。”她说。

接着莉娜·洛根加入了她们的谈话。“我去问问她好不好？”她说。

“谅你也不敢。”杰西·梅说。

“噢，我才不怕呢。”莉娜说。她笑了起来，并在其他女孩子面前跳起了舞。“瞧吧！现在瞧我的吧！”她说着就跳着舞来到了凯尔维姐妹跟前。

利尔抬起头，我们的埃尔斯也停下不吃了。到底是怎么回事？

“你长大以后要去当女佣，这是真的吗，利尔·凯尔维？”莉娜尖声问她。

一阵沉默。利尔没有答话，只是傻傻地、红着脸笑了笑。她好像根本就不在意这个问题。可怜的莉娜！其他女孩儿开始笑话她了。

莉娜可不喜欢这样，她径直朝利尔走去。“唷，你爸爸在坐牢呢！”她在利尔面前大叫。

听到这样的话真是太妙了，小女孩儿们全都跑开了，为莉娜的所作所为感到异常兴奋。那天上午她们跑得那么快，跳得那么高，感觉是那么的狂野和自在！

下午的时候，帕特来接伯内尔家的孩子回家。家里来客人了。伊莎贝尔和洛蒂喜欢有客人来，她们到楼上换衣服去了，可是凯齐娅却悄悄地溜到了花园里。那儿一个人都没有。她开始攀在花园的白色大门上荡来荡去。这时，她沿路望去，看见有两个小小的身影正朝她走来，一个在前，另一个紧跟其后。是凯尔维姐妹。她从门上下来。她考虑了片刻，想要从这儿跑开。凯尔维姐妹走得更近了。凯齐娅又攀到了门上。她已打定主意要做什么了。她又开始在门上荡来荡去。

“你们好。”她对凯尔维姐妹说。

她们大吃一惊，不由得站住了。利尔傻乎平地笑了，我们的埃尔斯瞪着眼睛。

“如果你们愿意，可以来看我们的娃娃屋。”凯齐娅说。

利尔涨红了脸。她摇了摇头。

“为什么不呢？”凯齐娅问。

“你妈告诉我妈，不许你们跟我们说话。”

“噢，是这样。”凯齐娅说。她不知道该说什么好，“没关系，你们还是可以来看我们的娃娃屋。来吧，没人看见。”

但是利尔又摇了摇头。

“你们难道不想看吗？”凯齐娅问。

突然利尔的裙子被扯了一下。她转过身去。我们的埃尔斯正用她那双大眼睛渴求地望着她。她想去看看娃娃屋。利尔很迟疑地看着她。我们的埃尔斯又拉了一下她的裙子，于是利尔往前走去。她们就像是两只迷途的小猫，跟着凯齐娅穿过花园，来到娃娃屋跟前。

“这就是。”凯齐娅说。

她们什么都没说。利尔喘着粗气，我们的埃尔斯像块石头一样一动不动地站着。

“我来给你们打开，”凯齐娅和气地说，“看，这是起居室和厨房，那是——”

“凯齐娅！”

噢，她们被吓得跳了起来！

“凯齐娅！”

这是贝里尔姨妈的声音。她们转过身。贝里尔姨妈就站在后门口，两眼瞪着她们。她真不敢相信自己的眼睛。

“你竟敢把凯尔维家的孩子带到我们的花园里来！”她用冷酷而又愤怒的声音对凯齐娅说，“你和我都很清楚，你是不准和她们讲话的。”

“走开，小孩儿，走开，再也不要来！”她对凯尔维姐妹说，“你们立刻滚出去！”
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她根本不必再说第二遍，她们马上离开了花园，利尔满脸通红，羞愧难当，我们的埃尔斯紧紧地拉着姐姐的裙子。

“你这个不听话的坏姑娘！”贝里尔姨妈狠狠地对凯齐娅说着，“砰”地一声把娃娃屋关上了。

贝里尔姨妈那天一直很不痛快，但因为她把凯尔维家的小崽子给撵走了，又冲凯齐娅吼了一番，觉得好受多了。她唱着歌返回屋里去了。

当凯尔维姐妹离开伯内尔家很远了的时候，她们停了下来，在路边坐下。利尔的脸还在发烧，她摘下了帽子。她们向田野的那边望去，洛根家的牛正在那里吃草。小凯尔维姐妹在想什么呢？

我们的埃尔斯往姐姐身边靠了靠。她已经忘记了那位愤怒的女士。她伸出一只手指，抚摸着利尔帽子上的羽毛，露出了难得的笑容。

“我看见那盏小灯了。”她轻声说。

接下去两人又默默无声了。


The garden party

They need not have worried. The weather was perfect—warm, and without a cloud in the sky. The gardener had been at work since dawn, cutting and brushing the lawns, until the green grass shone. And the roses—the roses were wonderful. Hundreds of flowers had opened during the night. You could almost believe that the roses knew about the garden party!

While the Sheridan girls were having breakfast, the men came with the marquee.

'Where shall we put the marquee, mother?' asked Meg.

'My dear child, please don't ask me. I'm determined to make you children organize everything this year. Forget that I am your mother. Pretend I'm one of your guests.'

But Meg could not possibly talk to the men. She had just washed her hair. Jose, as usual, wasn't even dressed yet.

'You'll have to go, Laura. You're the artistic one in this family.'

Laura flew out of the house, still holding a piece of bread and butter in her hand. Food always tasted delicious out of doors, and Laura loved arranging things. She always felt that she could do it better than anyone else.

Four men were waiting on the garden path. They were carrying big bags of tools, and looked very serious. Laura wished she had left her bread and butter in the house. She blushed, and tried to look business-like.

'Good morning,' she said, copying her mother's voice. But it sounded so silly that she was ashamed, and asked, just like a little girl, 'Oh, have you come—is it about the marquee?'

'That's right, miss,' said the tallest of the men. He pushed back his hat and smiled down at her.

His smile was so friendly that Laura felt better immediately. What nice eyes he had—small, but a lovely dark blue! All the men were smiling now. 'Cheer up! We won't bite!' they seemed to be saying. How very nice workmen were! And what a beautiful morning! She mustn't mention the morning; she must be business-like. The marquee.

'Well, shall we put it on the lawn over there?'

She pointed with the hand that was not holding the bread and butter. They all turned and stared. The tall man frowned.

'I don't like it,' he said. 'You wouldn't notice it there. You see, with a thing like a marquee, you want it where it hits you—bang in the eye, as you might say.'

Laura had been brought up in a way which made her wonder for a moment whether a workman should use an expression like 'bang in the eye' to her. But she understood what he meant.

'A corner of the tennis court,' she suggested. 'But the band's going to be in one corner.'

'Having a band, are you?' said another workman. He was pale, with a tired look in his dark eyes. What was he thinking?

'Only a very small band,' Laura said gently. Perhaps he wouldn't mind a very small band. But the tall man said, 'Look here, miss, that's the place. By those trees. Over there.'

By the karaka trees. The marquee would hide them. And the karaka trees were so lovely, with their big, shiny leaves and orange fruit. Must they be hidden by a marquee?

They must. The men were already carrying their bags of tools across the lawn. Only the tall man was left. Suddenly, he bent down, touched a rose, and pulled it gently towards him to smell it.

When Laura saw him do that, she forgot about the karakas. He was a workman who loved the perfume of roses. How many of the men that she knew cared about things like that? Oh, how nice workmen are, she thought. Why couldn't she have them for her friends, instead of the silly boys she danced with and who came to Sunday night supper? She liked these men much better.

It's all the fault, she decided, of these stupid differences in social class. Well, for her there were no differences. Absolutely none at all, not a single one... And now there came the sound of hammers. Someone whistled, someone called out, 'Are you all right, mate?' 'Mate!' How friendly they were! Just to show how happy she was, how she liked being among these friendly men, Laura took a big bite out of her bread and butter. She felt just like a work-girl.

'Laura, Laura, where are you? Telephone, Laura!' a voice cried from the house.

'Coming!' She ran across the lawn, up the path and into the house. In the hall, her father and Laurie were brushing their hats, getting ready to go to the office.

'I say, Laura,' said Laurie, 'take a look at my coat, can you, before this afternoon? I think it needs ironing.'

'All right,' she said. Suddenly, she couldn't stop herself. She ran up to Laurie and threw her arms around him. 'Oh, I do love parties, don't you!' she cried.

'I'll say I do!' said Laurie's warm, boyish voice. He gave his sister a gentle push. 'Run off to the phone, old girl.'

The telephone. 'Yes, yes; oh yes. Kitty? Good morning, dear. Come to lunch, my dear! It will be nothing special—just what's left over. Yes, isn't it a perfect morning? Yes, wear your white dress. One moment—mother is saying something.'

Mrs Sheridan's voice floated down the stairs. 'Tell her to wear that sweet hat she wore last Sunday.'

'Mother says you must wear that sweet hat you wore last Sunday. Good. One o'clock. Bye-bye!'

Laura put down the phone, took a deep breath, and stretched out her arms. Then she stood still, listening. The house was alive with sounds of running feet and distant voices. Somewhere down in the kitchen, a door opened and closed. Sunlight, and little warm winds, played in and out of the windows. Darling little winds.

The door-bell rang, and she heard a man's voice and then Sadie saying, 'I'm sure I don't know. Wait. I'll ask Mrs Sheridan.'

'What is it, Sadie?' Laura came into the hall.

'The flowers have come from the shop, Miss Laura.'

And there they were, by the door. Box after box, full of pots of pink lilies. No other kind. Nothing but lilies, big pink flowers, wide open and almost frighteningly alive.

'O—oh, Sadie!' said Laura. She bent down to touch them, half expecting the flowers to burn her fingers.

'It must be a mistake,' she said softly. 'Nobody ever ordered so many. Sadie, go and find mother.'

But at that moment Mrs Sheridan appeared.

'It's quite right,' she said calmly. 'I ordered them. Aren't they lovely?' She touched Laura on the arm. 'I was passing the shop yesterday, and I saw them in the window. I thought—for once in my life I shall have enough lilies! The garden party will be a good excuse.'

'But I thought that we children had to organize everything this year,' said Laura. Sadie had gone, and the man from the flower-shop was outside. She put her arm around her mother's neck, and gently, very gently, she bit her mother's ear.

'My darling child, you wouldn't like me to be a sensible mother, would you? Don't do that. Here's the man.'

He was carrying in another box of lilies.

'Put them here, please, on either side of the door,' said Mrs Sheridan. 'Don't you agree that they'll look best there, Laura?'

'Oh, yes, mother.'

In the sitting-room, Meg, Jose and little Hans were arranging the furniture.

'Now we should put the piano here, and move everything else except the chairs out of the room, don't you think?'

'Exactly.'

'Hans, move these tables into the smoking-room, and then brush the carpet, and—one moment, Hans.'

Jose loved giving orders to the servants, and they loved obeying her. She made them feel that they were all acting together in some exciting play.

'Tell mother and Miss Laura to come here at once.'

'Very good, Miss Jose.'

She turned to Meg. 'I want to hear what the piano sounds like, in case I have to play this afternoon.'

Porn! Ta-ta-ta, tee-ta! At the sound of the piano, Jose's face changed. She looked with eyes full of suffering at her mother and Laura as they came in. 'This life is weary,' she sang.

'A tear—a sigh.

A love that changes,

And then—goodbye!'

But on the word 'goodbye', although the piano sounded desperately sad, a big, bright, completely unsympathetic smile appeared on Jose's face.

'Aren't I singing well today, Mummy?' she said happily, and started to sing again.

'This life is weary,

Hope comes to die.

A dream...'

But Sadie had come in.

'What is it, Sadie?'

'Please, Miss Jose, cook says she needs the flags for the sandwiches.'

'The flags for the sandwiches, Sadie?' Mrs Sheridan said in a dreamy voice. And the children knew by her face that she hadn't got them. 'Let me see. Tell cook I'll get them to her in ten minutes.'

Sadie went.

'Now, Laura,' said her mother quickly, 'come with me into the smoking-room. I've got the names on the back of an envelope. You'll have to write them on the flags for me. Meg, go upstairs and brush your hair. Jose, go and dress immediately. Quickly, children, or I shall have to speak to your father about you. And Jose—if you go into the kitchen, try and calm cook down, will you? I'm quite frightened of her this morning.'

Mrs Sheridan found the envelope, and told Laura what to write on the flags for the sandwiches.

'Chicken and banana. Have you done that one?'

'Yes.'

'Egg and—' Mrs Sheridan held the envelope away from her. 'Fish. Can this possibly say fish?'

'Yes, mother dear,' said Laura, looking over her shoulder.

'Fish. It sounds absolutely horrible. Egg and fish.'

The flags were finished at last, and Laura took them to the kitchen. Jose was there, talking to the cook, who looked perfectly calm and cheerful.

'I have never seen such beautiful sandwiches,' Jose was saying enthusiastically. 'How many kinds are there?'

'Fifteen, Miss Jose.'

'Well, cook, I congratulate you.'

Cook smiled happily.

'Godber's has come,' said Sadie. She meant that the man from Godber's shop had brought the chocolate cakes. Godber's chocolate cakes were famous. Nobody ever made their own if they could buy Godber's.

'Bring them in and put them on the table, my girl,' ordered cook.

Sadie brought them in and went back to the door. Of course, Laura and Jose were far too grown up to care about chocolate cakes. All the same, those cakes looked nice. Very nice. Cook began arranging them on plates.

'Don't they remind you of all the parties we had when we were children?' said Laura.

'I suppose they do,' said Jose, who never liked to think about the past. 'They look delicious, I must say.'

'Have some, my dears,' said cook in her comfortable voice. 'Your ma won't know.'

Oh, impossible. Chocolate cake, and so soon after breakfast? It was unimaginable. All the same, two minutes later, Jose and Laura were licking chocolate off their fingers.

'Let's go into the garden,' suggested Laura. 'I want to see how the men are getting on with the marquee. They're such awfully nice men.'

But the door was blocked by cook, Sadie, Godber's man and Hans.

Something had happened.

Cook was making little 'tuk-tuk-tuk' sounds. Sadie had her hand over her mouth. Hans was trying so hard to understand that his eyes were closed tight. Only Godber's man was enjoying himself. It was his story.

'What's the matter? What's happened?'

'There's been a horrible accident,' cook said. 'A man's been killed.'

'A man killed! Where? How? When?'

But Godber's man wanted to tell the story.

'You know those little cottages just down the road from here, miss?' Of course she knew them. 'Well, there's a young fellow living there, Scott he's called, he's got a horse and cart. Something frightened the horse in town this morning, the cart turned over, and this fellow Scott was thrown out. He fell in the road on the back of his head. Killed.'

'Dead!' Laura stared at Godber's man.

'Dead when they picked him up,' Godber's man said with enjoyment. 'They were taking the body home as I was coming here.' Then he said, 'He's left a wife and five little ones.'

'Jose, come here!' Laura took her sister's hand and pulled her across the kitchen and through the door.

'Jose,' she said, 'how can we stop everything?'

'Stop everything, Laura!' cried Jose. 'What do you mean?'

'Stop the garden party, of course.' Why did Jose pretend not to understand?

But Jose was even more surprised. 'Stop the garden party? My dear Laura, don't be unreasonable. Of course we can't stop the party. Nobody expects us to. Don't be so silly.'

'But we can't possibly have a garden party with a man dead just outside the front gate.'

That really was silly, because the Sheridans' house was on a hill,	 and the cottages were right down at the bottom of the hill. There was a wide road between them. True, they were still much too near. They were not suitable neighbours for people like the Sheridans.

The cottages were ugly little low brown things. Nothing but rubbish grew in their gardens. Even the smoke coming from their chimneys looked poor and mean. The people who lived in them lived by washing other people's clothes, or mending shoes or cleaning chimneys. And they all had far too many children.

When the Sheridan children were little, they were not allowed to go near the cottages, in case they heard bad language or caught some awful disease. But now that they were grown up, Laura and Laurie sometimes walked past. It was dirty and unpleasant, but Laura and Laurie believed that they should experience all sides of life. They must go everywhere; they must see everything.

'Think how that poor woman will feel if she hears a band playing,' said Laura.

'Oh, Laura!' Jose began to be seriously annoyed.'If you want to stop a band every time someone has an accident, you're going to have a very difficult life. I'm just as sorry about it as you are.' A hard look came into her eyes. She looked at her sister in the way she had looked when they were little girls fighting together. 'You won't bring a drunk workman back to life by stopping a party,' she said softly.

'Drunk! Who said he was drunk?' Laura said angrily. She said, just as she had done when she was little, 'I'm going to tell mother.'

'Please do, my dear,' said Jose sweetly.

'Mother, can I come into your room?' said Laura, standing with one hand on her mother's door.

'Of course, child. Why, what's the matter? You look quite pink.' Mrs Sheridan turned from her mirror. She was trying on a new hat.

'Mother, a man's been killed,' Laura began.

'Not in our garden?' said her mother.

'No, no!'

'Oh, how you frightened me!' Mrs Sheridan took off the big hat and smiled at her daughter.

'But listen, mother,' said Laura. Breathlessly, she told the awful story. 'Of course, we can't have our party, can we?' she said. 'The band, and everybody arriving. They'd hear us, mother; they're nearly neighbours!'

To Laura's great surprise, her mother behaved just like Jose. It was worse, because she seemed to be amused. She refused to take Laura seriously.

'But my dear child, be sensible. We only know about the accident by chance. If someone had died there normally—and I don't know how they keep alive in those dirty little holes—we'd still be having our party, wouldn't we?'

Laura had to agree, but she felt it was all wrong.

'Mother, isn't it really terribly heartless of us?' she asked.

'Darling!' Mrs Sheridan got up, holding the hat, and before Laura could stop her, she put it on Laura's head. 'My child,' she said, 'the hat is yours. It's much too young for me. You look wonderful in it. Look at yourself!' And she held up a mirror.

'But mother,' Laura began again. She couldn't look at herself. She turned away from the mirror.

This time Mrs Sheridan became angry, just as Jose had done.

'You are being very stupid, Laura,' she said coldly. 'People like that won't expect us to cancel our party. And it's not very thoughtful of you to ruin the day for everyone else.'

'I don't understand,' said Laura, and she walked quickly out of the room and into her own bedroom. There, quite by chance, the first thing she saw was a lovely girl in the mirror, wearing a beautiful black and gold hat. She had never imagined that she could look like that.

Is mother right? She thought. And now she hoped that her mother was right. Am I being stupid? Perhaps it was stupid. For a moment she imagined that poor woman again, and the little children and the body being carried into the house. But now it seemed shadowy and unreal, like a picture in the newspaper. I'll remember it again after the party's over, she decided. And somehow that seemed to be the best plan...

Lunch was over by half-past one. By half-past two they were all ready to begin the party. The band had arrived, and sat in a corner of the tennis court.

'My dear!' screamed Kitty Maitland, 'aren't they all too like monkeys in their little red jackets!'

Laurie arrived from the office. When she saw him, Laura remembered the accident again. She wanted to tell him about it. If Laurie agreed with the others, it meant that they were right. And she followed him into the hall.

'Laurie!'

'Hallo!' He was half-way upstairs, but when he turned and saw Laura, he stopped and stared at her. 'My word, Laura! You look wonderful,' said Laurie. 'What an absolutely topping hat!'

Laura said quietly, 'Is it?' and smiled at Laurie. She didn't tell him about the accident.

Soon after that, people started to arrive. The band began to play; the hired waiters ran from the house to the marquee. Wherever you looked, there were couples walking, looking at the flowers, greeting friends, moving on over the lawn. They were like bright birds that had come to visit the Sheridans' garden for this one afternoon, on their way to—where? Ah, what happiness to be with people who are all happy, to shake hands, kiss, smile.

'Darling Laura, how well you look!'

'What a beautiful hat, child!'

'Laura, you look quite Spanish. I've never seen you look so lovely.'

And Laura, happy, answered softly, 'Have you had tea? Won't you have an ice-cream? The coffee and brandy ice creams really are rather special.' She ran to her father and begged him: 'Daddy darling, can the band have something to drink?'

And the perfect afternoon slowly opened, slowly turned to the sun, and slowly closed like a flower.

'The most enjoyable garden party...'

'The greatest success...'

'Quite the most delicious...'

Laura helped her mother with the goodbyes. They stood side by side until all the guests had gone.

'All over, all over,' said Mrs Sheridan. 'Go and find all the others, Laura. Let's go and have some fresh coffee. I'm exhausted. Yes, it's been very successful. But oh, these parties, these parties! Why do you children insist on giving parties!' And they all sit down in the empty marquee.

'Have a sandwich, Daddy dear. I wrote the flag.'

'Thanks.' Mr Sheridan took a bite and the sandwich was gone. He took another. 'Did you hear about a nasty accident that happened today?' he said.

'My dear,' said Mrs Sheridan, holding up her hand, 'we did. It nearly ruined the party. Laura wanted us to cancel everything.'

'Oh, mother!' Laura did not want them to laugh at her.

'It was a horrible thing, though,' said Mr Sheridan. 'The fellow was married, too. Lived in one of those cottages down there. Leaves a wife and a whole crowd of kids, they say.'

There was a long silence. Mrs Sheridan played with her cup. Really, it was most unfortunate that father had mentioned...

Suddenly, she looked up. They still had all these perfectly good sandwiches and cakes which had not been eaten at the party. She had one of her clever ideas.

'I know,' she said. 'Let's send that poor creature some of this food. We'll pack a basket. All those children will love it. And I'm sure all the neighbours are calling in. How helpful it will be for her to have some extra food ready. Laura! Get me the big basket from the kitchen cupboard.'

'But mother, do you really think it's a good idea?' said Laura.

Again, how strange, she seemed to be different from them all. To take the left-over food from their party. Would the poor woman really like that?

'Of course! What's the matter with you today? An hour or so ago you were insisting on us being sympathetic.'

Oh well! Laura ran to get the basket. Her mother heaped food into it.

'Take it yourself, darling,' she said. 'Run down with it now. No, wait, take some lilies too. These lilies will seem like something really special to people of that kind.'

'She'll get her dress dirty if she takes flowers,' said Jose.

That was true. Just in time. 'Only the basket, then.And Laura!'—her mother followed her out of the marquee—'whatever happens, don't...'

'What, mother?'

No, it was better not to put ideas into the child's head. 'Nothing! Run along.'

It was beginning to get dark as Laura shut the garden gate. Below her, the road shone white. The little cottages were in deep shadow. How quiet it seemed after the excitement of the day. She was going down to a cottage where a man lay dead, and she couldn't believe it. Why couldn't she? She stopped for a moment. And it seemed that kisses, voices, laughter, the fresh smell of the lawn were somehow inside her. She had no room for anything else. How strange! She looked up at the pale sky, and all she thought was, 'Yes, it was the most successful party.'

She crossed the wide road. She was among the cottages. Men and women hurried past. Children played in the narrow streets. Noises came from inside the mean little houses. In some there was lamp-light, and shadows moved across the windows.

Laura bent her head and hurried on. She wished now that she had put on a coat. People were staring at her dress and her black and gold hat—oh, how she wished it was a different hat! It was a mistake to come here; she had known all the time that it would be a mistake. Should she go back, even now?

No, too late. There was the house. It must be this one. There were people standing outside. Beside the gate an old, old woman sat in a chair, watching. She had her feet on a newspaper. The voices stopped as Laura came near. They moved to one side to let her walk past. She felt that they were expecting her. They had known that she would come.

Laura felt very shy and frightened. 'Is this Mrs Scott's house?' she asked a woman, and the woman answered, with a strange little smile, 'It is, my girl.'

Oh, how she wanted to escape from this! She actually said out loud, 'Help me, God,' as she walked up the tiny path and knocked at the door. I'll just leave the basket and go, she decided. I won't even wait for them to empty it.

Then the door opened. A little woman in black appeared.

Laura said, 'Are you Mrs Scott?' But to her horror the woman answered, 'Come in, please, miss,' and she was shut in the passage.

'No,' said Laura, 'I don't want to come in. I only want to leave this basket. Mother sent—'

The little woman in the dark passage seemed not to hear her. 'This way, please, miss,' she said in an oily voice, and Laura followed her.

She found herself in a little low kitchen, lit by a smoky lamp. There was a woman sitting by the fire.

'Em,' said the little creature who had let her in. 'Em! It's a young lady.' She turned to Laura. 'I'm her sister, miss,' she said. 'You'll excuse her, won't you?'

'Oh, but of course!' said Laura. 'Please, please don't disturb her. I only want to leave—'

But at that moment the woman by the fire turned round. Her face—red-eyed and wet—looked terrible. She didn't seem to understand why Laura was there. What did it mean? Why was a stranger standing in the kitchen with a basket? And more tears fell from those poor red eyes.

'All right, my dear,' said the sister. 'I'll thank the young lady.' And she gave Laura an oily smile.

Laura only wanted to get out, to get away. She went out into the passage, a door opened, and she walked into the bedroom, where the dead man was lying.

'You'd like to see him, wouldn't you?' said Em's sister. 'Don't be afraid, my girl. He looks a picture. Not a mark on him. Come along, my dear.'

Laura went up to the bed.

A young man lay there, asleep—sleeping so deeply that he was far, far away from them both. So distant, so peaceful. He was dreaming. Never wake him up again. His eyes were closed, deep in his dream. What did garden parties and baskets and dresses mean to him? He was far away from all those things. He was wonderful, beautiful. While they were all laughing and the band was playing, this beautiful thing had come to the cottages. Happy... happy... All is well, said that sleeping face. This is what should happen. I am at rest.

But at the same time, it made you want to cry, and Laura couldn't go out of the room without saying something to him. She burst into tears, like a little girl.

'Forgive my hat,' she said.

And this time she didn't wait for Em's sister. She found her way out of the house, past all the people. At the corner of the street she met Laurie.

He appeared out of the shadows. 'Is that you, Laura?'

'Yes.'

'Mother was getting anxious. Was it all right?'

'Yes, quite. Oh, Laurie!' She ran to him and took his arm.

'I say, you're not crying, are you?' asked her brother.

Laura shook her head. She was.

Laurie put his arm round her shoulders. 'Don't cry,' he said, in his warm, loving voice. 'Was it awful?'

'No,' said Laura. 'It was absolutely wonderful. But Laurie—' She stopped. She looked at her brother.

'Isn't life,' she began, 'isn't life...' But what life was, she couldn't explain. It didn't matter. She knew he understood.

'Isn't it, darling?' said Laurie.



garden party formal social gathering on a lawn or in a garden, usu. in the afternoon. 游园会（通常在下午举行）。

marquee n. large tent used for garden parties, flower shows, circuses, etc. （游园会、花展、马戏表演等用的）大帐篷。

business-like efficient; systematic. 有效的；有条不紊的。

cheer up (cause sb. to) become happier or more cheerful. （使某人）高兴起来。

hit v. be very noticeable. 一眼就能看出来。

court n. indoor or outdoor space marked out for tennis or similar ball games. （网球等的室内或室外的）球场。

karaka tree a New Zealand tree with orange fruit. 卡拉卡树，新西兰一种结橙色果实的树。

perfume n. fragrant or pleasant smell. 香味；芳香。

whistle v. make the sound of a whistle. 吹口哨。

old adj. (attrib.) used as a term of affection or intimacy. （作定语）表示亲昵或亲密关系的用语。

what is left over things remaining when the rest is finished, esp. food at the end of a meal; leavings. 残留物；剩余物；（尤指）残羹剩饭。

float v. stay on or at the surface of a liquid and not sink; be held up in air or gas. 漂浮；飘。

stretch v. extend or thrust out (a limb or part of the body) and tighten the muscles, esp. after being relaxed or in order to reach sth. 伸长，伸展。

order v. request sb. to supply or make (goods, etc.). 订购；订做；预订。

sensible adj. (approv.) having or showing good sense; reasonable. （褒）明智的；合理的。

in case because of the possibility of sth. happening. 因为可能发生某事；以防万一；万一。

weary adj. very tired, esp. as a result of effort or endurance; exhausted. 疲倦的，疲劳的（尤指因费力或持久所致）；精疲力竭的。

dreamy adj. vague or unclear. 模糊的；不清楚的。

suppose v. accept as true or probable; believe; imagine; assume. 认定；以为；假定。

lick v. pass the tongue over (sb./ sth.). 舔。

block v. prevent (sb./sth.) from moving or progressing; hinder; obstruct. 阻挡；阻碍；堵塞。

turn (sb./sth.) over (cause sb./sth. to) face in another direction by rolling. 使翻身或转身。

throw v. cause to fall off. 使摔倒，摔下。

pick (sb.) up rescue sb. (e.g. from the sea). 救起（如从海上）。

chimney n. structure through which smoke or steam is carried away from a fire, furnace, etc. and through the roof or wall of a building. 烟囱。

annoyed adj. rather angry. 颇为生气的。

breathlessly adv. 气喘吁吁地。

behave v. act or conduct oneself in a specified way. （举止或行为）表现。

amuse v. make (sb.) laugh or smile. 逗（某人）笑。

by chance by accident; accidentally; unintentionally. 偶然地；意外地；非有意地。

cancel v. decide that sth. already arranged and decided upon will not be done or take place; call off. 取消；废除。

shadowy adj. like a shadow; indistinct. 似影子的；模糊的。

my word exclamation expressing surprise or consternation. 用来表示惊奇或惊恐的叹词。

topping adj. excellent. 极好的。

side by side close together, facing in the same direction. 肩并肩地。

exhausted adj. very tired. 极其疲倦的。

nasty adj. painful; severe. 疼痛的；严重的。

call in / around make a short visit; go to sb.'s house, etc.(to get sth. or to go somewhere with sb.). 拜访。

extra adj. more than or beyond what is usual, expected or necessary; additional. 额外的；外加的；附加的。

or so suggesting vagueness or uncertainty about quantity. 大约。

sympathetic adj. feeling, showing or resulting from sympathy. 同情的；出于同情的。

heap v. put (things) in a pile. 堆积（物品）。

mean adj. poor and dirty in appearance; shabby-looking. 难看的；简陋的；破旧的。

escape from get free; get away. 逃脱，逃走。

oily adj. flattering, fawning. 油滑的；谄媚的。

disturb v. break the rest, concentration or calm of (sb./sth.). 打扰，干扰，骚扰。

at rest free from trouble or anxiety. 安宁。

burst into tears suddenly begin to cry. 突然哭起来。


园会

他们不必担心。天气再好不过了——暖融融的，没有一丝云彩。园丁们天不亮就开始忙着修剪、清理草坪，直到把青翠的草地收拾得光彩照人。玫瑰花——玫瑰花也艳丽极了。几百朵玫瑰在一夜之间竞相绽放，让你不得不相信它们仿佛也知道要开园会了！

当谢里登家的姑娘们还在吃早饭的时候，搭帐篷的人就到了。

“妈妈，我们把帐篷搭在哪儿？”梅格问。

“乖孩子，请别问我。我决定今年所有的事情都让你们这些孩子来管。别想着我是你们的妈妈，把我当作你们的一位客人吧。”

不过梅格是不可能去和那些人商议这个问题的。她刚洗了头发，而乔斯同平常一样还没有穿戴整齐。

“劳拉，只有你跑一趟了。我们家里你最有艺术眼光。”

劳拉跑了出去，手里还拿着她那块黄油面包。在户外吃东西总是很香甜的，再说，她也乐意管事。她总觉得自己比别人管得好。

四个工人在花园小路上等着。他们背着大工具袋，样子很严肃。劳拉真希望刚才把那块黄油面包留在了屋里。她的脸红了，却努力做出一本正经的样子。

“早上好。”她模仿着母亲的声调说。但是这种声调听起来愚蠢极了，她很不好意思，接着像个小女孩儿似的问：“噢，你们来——是来搭帐篷的吗？”

“没错，小姐。”个头最高的那个人回答道。他把帽子往后面推了推，低头冲她微笑。

他的笑容是如此的友善，劳拉马上感觉好多了。他的眼睛多好看呀——虽然不大，却是那种迷人的深蓝色！所有的人都在微笑。“高兴点儿！我们不会咬你的！”他们仿佛在这么说。多好的工人！多美的早晨！但她可不能谈论这些；得像个办事的样子。搭帐篷吧。

“嗯，我们把帐篷搭在那边的草坪上行吗？”

她用没拿黄油面包的手指着草坪。大家都转身望去。高个子皱起了眉头。

“我不喜欢，”他说，“搭在那儿让人注意不到。你要明白，帐篷这样的东西得搭在一眼就能看到的地方——用你的话来说，就是可以让你眼睛一亮的那种地方。”

劳拉从小受的家教使她迟疑了一会儿，她不知道工人对她说话是否应该使用“眼睛一亮”这样的字眼。但她明白他的意思。

“搭在网球场的角上吧，”她提议道，“可乐队还要占一角呢。”

“还有乐队，是吗？”另一位工人说。他面色苍白，黑眼睛里透着疲惫。他在想什么呢？

“只不过是支很小的乐队。”劳拉轻声回答说。对于很小的乐队他可能是不会介意的。这时高个子说：“小姐，看这儿。这真是块好地方。就在那些树旁边，就在那儿。”

搭在卡拉卡树周围，那么这些树就会被帐篷挡住。可这些长着发亮的大叶子、结着橘黄色果实的树是多么可爱呀。它们非得被帐篷挡住不可吗？

非被挡住不可了。工人们已经背起工具袋走过草坪了，只有高个子没动。突然间，他弯下身去，用手抚摸着一朵玫瑰，轻轻地把花拉到跟前，去闻花的芳香。

劳拉看着高个子，竟忘记了卡拉卡树的事。这位工人竟然会喜欢玫瑰花的香味。她认识的男人中有几个人会在乎这样的东西呢？噢，工人们真是太好了，她想。为什么她不能跟工人们交朋友，却非得和那些同她跳舞、星期天来赴晚餐的傻乎乎的男孩儿们交往呢？跟那些男孩儿们相比，她更喜欢这些人。

劳拉认定一切都是这些愚蠢的阶级差别造成的。然而，对于她来说是没有这些差别的。绝对没有，一丁点儿也没有……这时传来了锤子的敲击声。有人吹着口哨，有人大声喊道：“还行吗，伙计？”“伙计！”他们是多么友善啊！只是为了证明她有多么快活，证明她多么喜欢待在这些友好的人当中，劳拉咬了一大口黄油面包。她觉得自己就像是个女工。

“劳拉，劳拉，你在哪儿？有你的电话，劳拉！”有人在房子里喊着。

“来啦！”她跑过草坪，沿着小路跑进屋里。大厅里，父亲和劳里正在刷帽子，准备去上班。

“喂，劳拉，”劳里说，“下午之前帮我检查一下外套好吗？可能需要熨一熨。”

“没问题。”劳拉答道。突然间，她情不自禁地跑向劳里去拥抱他。“噢，我真喜欢聚会！你呢？”她大声问道。

“我也喜欢！”劳里用他那热情而又孩子气的声音回答道。他也轻轻地抱了抱妹妹。“快去接电话，小丫头。”

得接电话。“喂，是我；噢，是的。基蒂？早上好，亲爱的。来吃午饭吧，亲爱的！没什么特别招待的——只有些剩饭菜。是呀，多么美妙的早晨呀！对，穿上你的白裙子。等一下——妈妈有话说。”

从楼上传来谢里登夫人的声音：“告诉她戴上上个星期天戴的那顶漂亮帽子。”

“我妈妈叫你务必戴你上星期天戴的那顶漂亮帽子。好的，1点钟，再见！”

劳拉放下电话，深吸了一口气，舒展开双臂。然后她一动不动地站着，侧耳聆听。奔跑的脚步声和远处的话语声让整个房子都活了起来。在厨房的某个地方，有扇门忽开忽闭。阳光和煦暖的微风从窗口进进出出，仿佛在嬉戏玩耍。好可爱的微风。

门铃响了，她听到一个男子的声音，紧接着她听到萨迪说：“我不知道有这回事。请等一下，我去问问谢里登夫人。”

“什么事，萨迪？”劳拉走进大厅。

“在店里订的花到了，劳拉小姐。”

那些花就在门旁放着。一箱又一箱的，箱子里装满了盆栽的粉色百合花。没有其他品种，只有百合花。大朵大朵的粉色百合花怒放着，那股生机咄咄逼人。

“噢——噢，萨迪！”劳拉叫道。她弯下身去，抚摸着这些花，好像它们会灼伤她的手指一样。

“一定是弄错了，”她柔声说，“没有人会订那么多花。萨迪，去找妈妈。”

就在这时，谢里登夫人来了。

“没错，”她不慌不忙地说，“是我订的花。这些花不好看吗？”她拍拍劳拉的手臂，“昨天我路过花店，看见橱窗里摆着这些花。我就想——我这一辈子得过一次百合花的瘾！开园会正好是个好借口。”
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“可是我以为今年我们这些孩子会负责所有的事情呢。”劳拉说。萨迪已经走开了，花店的人还在外面。她用胳膊搂着母亲的脖子，很轻、很轻地咬了咬她的耳朵。

“好孩子，你不会喜欢一板一眼的母亲的，对不对？别这样，有人来了。”

送花人又搬进来一箱百合花。

“请放到这里，搁在门的哪边都行。”谢里登夫人说，“劳拉，你不觉得花放在那里最漂亮吗？”

“噢，是的，妈妈。”

在起居室里，梅格、乔斯和小汉斯正在摆放家具。

“我们得把钢琴摆在这儿，把其余的东西都搬走，只留下椅子。你们觉得怎么样？”

“很好。”

“汉斯，把这些桌子搬到吸烟室去，再把地毯扫扫，还有——等一下，汉斯。”

乔斯喜欢对仆人们发号施令，而他们也乐于听从。她使他们感觉到所有人都在一场精彩的戏中演出。

“叫妈妈和劳拉小姐赶快过来。”

“好的，乔斯小姐。”

她又转身对梅格说：“我想试试钢琴的声音，万一下午我得弹琴呢。”

砰！哒—哒—哒，嘀—哒！随着钢琴的节奏声，乔斯的脸色也跟着改变了。当妈妈和劳拉进来时，她用那双充满痛苦的眼睛看着她们。“生活多么令人厌倦。”她唱道。

“有眼泪——有悲叹。

爱情反复易变，

分手——在顷刻间！”

但是唱到“分手”二字时，琴声虽愈加悲绝，但是乔斯的脸上却绽开了灿烂的、全然不为之所动的笑容。

“我今天唱得不错吧，妈妈？”乔斯开心地问道，接着又唱了起来。

“生活多么令人厌倦，

希望化成泡影。

一场梦……”

这时萨迪进来了。

“什么事，萨迪？”

“对不起，乔斯小姐。厨娘说她需要三明治标签。”

“是三明治标签吗，萨迪？”谢里登夫人含混地问道。从她的脸上，孩子们一眼看出她并没预备好。“让我想想。告诉厨娘，10分钟后我会拿给她的。”

萨迪离开了。

“好了，劳拉，”妈妈急匆匆地说，“跟我到吸烟室去。我把名字都写在信封背面了，你赶快帮我抄到标签上。梅格，上楼去，梳好头发。乔斯，马上去穿好衣服。孩子们，快点儿，不然我会向你们的爸爸告状的。还有，乔斯——要是你去厨房的话，你要让厨娘沉住气，好吗？我今天早上真有些怕她。”

谢里登夫人找到信封，告诉劳拉要在三明治标签上写些什么内容。

“鸡肉和香蕉。写完了吗？”

“写完了。”

“鸡蛋和——”谢里登夫人把信封举得远远地，“鱼肉。上面写的是鱼肉吧？”

“是鱼肉，亲爱的妈妈。”劳拉从母亲身后看了看，回答说。

“鱼肉。听起来真难吃。鸡蛋和鱼肉。”

终于写完了标签。劳拉把这些标签送到厨房。乔斯正在那儿跟厨娘交谈。厨娘看起来非常冷静，情绪极高。

“我还从来没见过这么精致的三明治，”乔斯极感兴趣地说，“有多少种？”

“有15种，乔斯小姐。”

“哇，祝贺你，厨娘。”

厨娘高兴地笑了。

“戈德伯糕点店的人来了。”萨迪说。她的意思是戈德伯糕点店的人送巧克力蛋糕来了。戈德伯的巧克力蛋糕远近闻名。如果买得到戈德伯的蛋糕，没有谁会自己动手做的。

“把蛋糕拿进来放在桌上，我的姑娘。”厨娘吩咐道。

萨迪把蛋糕拿进来后又出去了。劳拉和乔斯年龄都不小了，她们当然不至于贪嘴。可是这些蛋糕看起来挺诱人的，实在是非常诱人。厨娘开始往盘子里摆放蛋糕。

“这些蛋糕总能让我们想起小时候参加的每一次宴会，不是吗？”劳拉说。

“是这样的。”乔斯说。她从来不喜欢想过去的事情，“蛋糕看起来确实好吃。”

“孩子们，吃点儿吧。”厨娘用令人舒服的语调说，“你们的妈妈不会知道的。”

噢，不可能吃得下去的。刚刚吃完早饭怎能再吃得下巧克力蛋糕？简直无法想象。尽管如此，两分钟后，只见乔斯和劳拉都在舔她们手指头上的巧克力。

“我们去花园吧，”劳拉提议道，“我想看看工人们帐篷搭得怎么样了。他们都是些非常好的人。”

但是门被厨娘、萨迪、戈德伯糕点店的伙计和汉斯给堵住了。

准是出了什么事。

只见厨娘口中发出轻轻的“啧—喷—啧”声，萨迪用手捂着嘴巴，汉斯极力想弄明白是怎么回事，搞得自己的眼睛都紧闭起来了。只有戈德伯糕点店的伙计显出很得意的样子。这可是他的独家报导。

“出了什么事？到底怎么了？”

“刚发生了场可怕的事故，”厨娘说。“死了个人。”

“死了个人！在哪儿？怎么死的？什么时候？”

可是戈德伯糕点店的伙计想要讲述事故的经过。

“小姐，您知道您家这条路边上的那些小农舍吧？”她当然知道。“嗯，那儿住着个小伙子，叫斯科特，他有辆马车。今天早上在镇上，他的马受了惊吓，马车翻了，把他给甩了出去。他摔在路上，后脑勺着地，死了。”

“死了！”劳拉盯着戈德伯糕点店的伙计。

“等他们过去救他的时候就已经死了。”那伙计兴致勃勃地说，“我来的时候，他们正往家里抬尸体呢。”他接着说道，“他撇下了老婆和五个小东西。”

“乔斯，到这儿来！”劳拉拉着姐姐的手，拽着她走过厨房，穿过房门。

“乔斯，”她说，“我们怎么才能终止这一切呢？”

“终止这一切，劳拉！”乔斯叫道，“什么意思？”

“当然是停办园会了。”为什么乔斯装作不明白呢？

可是乔斯显得更吃惊了。“停办园会？亲爱的劳拉，不要感情用事了。我们当然不能停办园会，也没人希望我们这么做，别犯傻了。”

“可我们总不能眼见大门外死了人，还照样举办园会吧？”

的确有点儿傻，因为谢里登家的房子在山上，而这些农舍就建在山脚下，中间隔着条宽马路。它们确实还是靠得太近了，它们是不配与谢里登这样的大户人家为邻的。

这是些难看、窄小、低矮的棕色农舍。园子里只有垃圾，就连烟囱里冒出的烟都显得贫穷、寒酸。住在这里的人靠替别人洗衣服、修鞋子或是扫烟囱生活，他们都生养了过多的孩子。

谢里登家的孩子小的时候是不准走近这些农舍的，以防他们听到粗话或是染上可怕的疾病。但他们长大后，劳拉和劳里有时会走过那里。那里肮脏，令人生厌，可是劳拉和劳里认为他们应该体验生活的各个方面。他们必须什么地方都走走，什么东西都见见。

“想想那个可怜的女人听到乐队演奏时会是怎样的感受吧。”劳拉说。

“哦，劳拉！”乔斯真的开始生气了，“如果一有人出事，你就要停止乐队演奏，那你也活得太辛苦了。我也和你一样对这件事感到难过。”她的目光变得冷峻起来。她就像小时候打架时那样看着妹妹。“停办园会是不能使醉酒的工人起死回生的。”她低声说。

“醉酒！谁说他喝醉了？”劳拉生气地说。就像小时候那样，她说：“我告诉妈妈去。”

“请吧，亲爱的。”乔斯甜甜地说。

“妈妈，我能进来吗？”劳拉站在母亲的房门口，一只手扶着门，问道。

“当然可以，孩子。怎么了，出了什么事？你看起来面红耳赤的。”谢里登夫人从镜子前转过身来。她正在试一顶新帽子。

“妈妈，有个人死了。”劳拉说。

“不是在我们家花园吧？”母亲问。

“不，不是的！”

“哦，你吓死我了！”谢里登夫人摘下那顶大帽子，冲着女儿微笑。

“听着，妈妈。”劳拉说。她上气不接下气地讲述了那个可怕的故事。“我们当然不能举行园会了，对不对？”她说，“乐队，还有那么多人都要来。他们准会听到的，妈妈；他们差不多也算得上是邻居呀！”

令劳拉大为吃惊的是，母亲的反应竟和乔斯的完全一样。更令人难以忍受的是，母亲好像觉得她很好笑，不肯把她的话当回事。

“但是亲爱的孩子，理智些。我们只不过是偶然听说这个事故罢了。要是有人正常地死去呢——我真不知道那些人在那些肮脏窄小的破屋里是怎么活下去的——我们还会举行园会，对不对？”

劳拉不得不对此表示赞同，但是她又觉得这样说是不对的。

“妈妈，那我们这样岂不是太无情了吗？”她问母亲。

“亲爱的！”谢里登夫人手里拿着帽子，站起身，劳拉还没来得及阻止，帽子已经戴在了劳拉的头上。“孩子，”她说，“帽子给你了，我戴太年轻了。你戴上真漂亮，看看吧！”说着她举起一面镜子。

“可是，妈妈。”劳拉又说开了。她不肯照镜子，把脸转向了一边。

这下谢里登夫人也像乔斯刚才那样动了怒。

“你真是在犯傻，劳拉，”她冷冰冰地说，“那样的人并不会指望我们取消园会的。你这样毁了其他人今天的兴致，也太缺乏考虑了。”

“我不明白。”劳拉说着，飞快地走出母亲的房间，回到自己的卧室。她偶然之间第一眼看到的是镜子里一位可爱的姑娘，头戴一顶漂亮的黑色和金色相间的帽子。她从来没想过自己竟会这般俏丽。

妈妈是对的吗？她暗自思考。现在她真希望母亲是对的。我是不是在犯傻？也许是的。有那么一会儿她又想到了那个可怜的女人和那些小孩子，还有那具被抬进屋的尸体，但是现在这一切就像是报纸上登载的图片一样，显得模糊而虚幻。等园会结束以后再去想它吧，她打定了主意。这看起来是个好主意……

1点半用过午餐。两点半时，一切准备就绪，园会可以开始了。乐队已经到了，他们坐在网球场的一角。

“天啊！”基蒂·梅特兰尖叫了一声，“他们穿着小红夹克实在太像猴子了！”

劳里下班了。劳拉一看到他，就又想起了那场事故。她想告诉他。如果劳里和其他人的看法一致，那就说明他们是对的。于是她跟着他进了大厅。

“劳里！”

“嗨！”劳里正在上楼梯。但当他转身看到劳拉的时候，他停了下来，盯着她。“天啊，劳拉！你看上去太漂亮了！”劳里说道，“那顶帽子简直太棒了！”

劳拉轻声回答道：“是吗？”并且冲他微微一笑。她没有告诉他那场事故的事。

很快客人们陆陆续续都到了。乐队开始演奏；雇来的侍者在房子和帐篷之间奔忙。到处可以看到成双成对的人在漫步、赏花、寒暄，在草坪上走动。他们就像是快乐的小鸟儿，在飞行的途中来到谢里登家的花园度过这个下午，他们要飞到——飞到哪儿去呢？啊，和这些快乐的人在一起，同他们握手、亲吻、微笑是多么惬意的事啊。

“亲爱的劳拉，你真好看！”

“多美的帽子呀，孩子！”

“劳拉，你看起来真像个西班牙女郎。我从没见你像今天这么楚楚动人。”

劳拉兴高采烈，柔声回答：“您用茶了吗？要不要来份儿冰淇淋？咖啡白兰地冰淇淋味道真的很特别。”她跑到父亲身边恳求道：“亲爱的爸爸，能让乐队也喝点儿什么吗？”

这个美妙的下午就像是花儿一样，慢慢地绽开，慢慢地转向太阳，又慢慢地闭合。

“最开心的园会……”

“最大的成功……”

“最美味的……”

劳拉帮母亲送客人走。她们并排站着，直到宾客散尽。

“结束了，结束了。”谢里登夫人说，“劳拉，去把其他人都找来，我们去喝点儿新鲜咖啡。我累坏了。不错，园会办得非常成功。可是，哦，园会，园会！为什么你们这些孩子总是一个劲儿地要办园会呢！”大家在空无一人的帐篷里坐了下来。

“吃块三明治吧，亲爱的爸爸。标签是我写的。”

“谢谢。”谢里登先生只咬了一口，三明治就没了。他又拿起一块。“你们听说今天发生的惨祸了吗？”他说。

“亲爱的，”谢里登夫人扬扬手说，“我们听说了。这差点儿毁了我们的园会呢。劳拉想取消所有这一切。”

“哦，妈妈！”劳拉不想被大家取笑。

“这件事太可怕了，”谢里登先生说，“那人还成家了，就住在那边的一座农舍里。听说撇下了妻子和一大群孩子。”

大家都陷入了长久的沉默。谢里登夫人摆弄着茶杯。说真的，父亲说这些真让人沮丧……

突然间，谢里登夫人抬起头。他们还剩有好些园会上没吃的三明治和蛋糕。她有了一个聪明的主意。

“我有个办法，”她说，“我们送些点心给那个可怜人吧。我们装上一篮子，那些孩子会喜欢吃的。我敢肯定邻居们都会去看他们。有一些额外的现成食物对她来说是非常有用的。劳拉！帮我从厨房的柜橱里把那个大篮子拿来。”

“可是妈妈，您真的认为这是个好主意吗？”劳拉问。

真奇怪，她好像又跟大家不一样了。拿这些宴会上剩下的东西，那个可怜的女人真的会喜欢吗？

“当然了！你今天究竟是怎么回事？大约一个小时前你还坚持要我们有同情心。”

唉，好吧！劳拉跑去拿篮子。母亲把食物堆放在篮子里。

“你自己送去吧，亲爱的，”她说，“现在就赶快去。不，等一下，带上几枝百合花吧。对那种人来说，这些百合花是非常特别的东西。”

“拿花会弄脏她的衣服的。”乔斯说。

确实如此。提醒得真是及时。“那就只拎篮子吧。还有，劳拉！”——她妈妈跟出了帐篷——“不管发生什么事，不要……”

“什么，妈妈？”

算了，最好还是不要往孩子的头脑中灌输这些东西了。“没什么！快走吧。”

劳拉关上花园大门走出去的时候，天色已开始暗了下来。她脚下的路面泛着白光。深深的阴影笼罩着那些小农舍。白天的兴奋过后，现在是多么安静呀。她要到停放着死人的农舍去，她真有点儿不相信。为什么呢？她停了一会儿，满脑子里装的好像都是园会上的亲吻、说话声、笑声，还有草坪的清新味道，再也容不下别的了。多么奇怪！她仰头看着昏暗的天空，脑海里只有一个念头：“是的，这是一次最成功的园会。”

她穿过宽宽的马路，走进一片农舍。这里的男男女女都行色匆匆，孩子们在狭窄的街道上玩耍。破旧的小房子里不断传来嘈杂的声音。有的房子里亮着灯，能看见人影在窗前晃动。

劳拉低下头匆匆赶路。此刻她真希望刚才该穿件外套。人们都在盯着她的礼服和她那顶黑色和金色相间的帽子——哦，要是换顶别的帽子该多好！到这儿来真是个错误；从一开始她就知道这是个错误。但到了这个时候她还能回去吗？

不行，太晚了。这就到那户人家了，肯定没错。人们站在屋外，门边的椅子上坐着一位年纪很大的老妇人，在四处张望。她的脚下垫着张报纸。劳拉走近时，说话声停了下来。他们退到一边，给她让出一条路来。她觉得他们好像都在等她，知道她要来似的。

劳拉觉得很害羞，也很害怕。“这是斯科特夫人家吗？”她问一位妇人。那个女人怪怪地一笑，回答说：“是的，我的姑娘。”

噢，她多想离开这里呀！当她走上窄小的门径敲门时，她真的大声说了出来：“上帝，帮帮我！”她打定主意：放下篮子就走，甚至不等他们把篮子腾空。

这时门开了。出来的是一个穿黑衣服的矮个子女人。
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劳拉问：“您是斯科特夫人吗？”但让她感到害怕的是这个女人答道：“请进来，小姐。”说着，她就给关在过道里了。

“不，”劳拉说，“我不想进来，我只是想把这个篮子留下，我母亲送给——”

这个站在黑暗过道里的矮个子女人好像没有听到她说话。“请这边走，小姐，”她讨好地说，劳拉只得跟着。

她发现自己走进了一间低矮的小厨房，厨房里点着一盏冒烟的灯。一个女人坐在炉火旁。

“埃姆，”这个带她进来的小个子女人说道，“埃姆！是位年轻的小姐。”她回头对劳拉说：“我是她的妹妹，小姐，”她说，“您不会怪她失礼吧？”

“噢，当然不会！”劳拉说，“请，请别打扰她。我只想留下——”

但就在这时，坐在炉火旁的女人把头转了过来。她的脸看起来可怕极了——眼睛红红的，泪水涟涟。她好像不明白劳拉为什么会在这儿。这究竟是怎么回事？这个陌生人为什么会提着篮子站在她家的厨房里呢？她那可怜的红眼睛里又涌出了更多的泪水。

“好吧，亲爱的，”她妹妹说，“我会向这位年轻小姐道谢的。”她冲劳拉讨好地笑了笑。

劳拉一心想赶快出去离开这儿。她走到过道里，有扇门开着，她便走进了那间卧室，死人就停放在这里。

“您想看看他吗？”埃姆的妹妹说，“不要害怕，姑娘。他看上去好极了，连个疤痕都没有。过来呀，亲爱的。”

劳拉走到床边。

一个年轻人躺在那里，睡着了——睡得那么沉，完全置身于远离她们的另一个世界。那么遥远，那么静谧。他正在做梦，永远不要再把他唤醒。他紧闭着双眼，深深地沉醉在梦里。园会、篮子、礼服，这些对于他来说还有什么意义呢？所有这一切都离他很遥远了。他很棒，很美。当人们在喧闹欢笑，乐队在高奏乐曲的时候，这美妙的事情降临到了这所农舍。幸福……幸福……沉睡中的那张脸仿佛在说：一切都很好。就应该是这样。我可以长眠了。

可那时候，那还是让人想哭，劳拉不能不对他说点儿什么就离开那间屋子。她突然间像个小姑娘似的大哭起来。

“原谅我的帽子。”她说。

这次没等埃姆的妹妹领路，她就走过那些人的身边，自己找到路出了房子。在街道拐角处她遇见了劳里。

他从暗处走出来：“是你吗，劳拉？”

“是我。”

“妈妈着急了。没事吧？”

“没事。噢，劳里！”她向他跑去，挽起他的胳膊。

“我说，你不是在哭吧，是吗？”她的哥哥问。

劳拉摇了摇头。她的确在哭。

劳里伸出手搂住她的肩膀。“别哭，”他用温暖亲切的声音说，“很吓人吧？”

“不，”劳拉说，“一切都很好。可是，劳里——”她停了下来，看着她的哥哥。

“难道人生，”她开始说，“难道人生……”可人生究竟是什么，她也无法解释。不过没关系，她知道劳里懂她的意思。

“可不就是吗，亲爱的？”劳里说。


Pictures

Eight o'clock in the morning. Miss Ada Moss lay in her narrow bed, staring up at the ceiling. Her room, which was right at the top of a tall house in Bloomsbury, smelled of wet clothes and face powder and the bag of fried potatoes she had brought in for supper the night before.

'Oh dear,' thought Miss Moss. 'I am cold. I wonder why I always wake up so cold in the mornings now. My knees and feet and my back—especially my back—are like ice. And I was always so warm in the old days. It isn't because I'm thin. I'm just as well-covered as I always was. No, it's because I don't have a good hot dinner in the evenings.'

She imagined a row of good hot dinners passing across the ceiling, each with a bottle of good strong beer.

'I'd like to get up now,' she thought, 'and have a big sensible breakfast.' Pictures of big sensible breakfasts followed the good hot dinners across the ceiling. Miss Moss pulled the blanket up over her head and closed her eyes. Suddenly, her landlady burst into the room.

'There's a letter for you, Miss Moss.'

'Oh,' said Miss Moss, in a voice which was much too friendly, 'thank you very much, Mrs Pine. It's very good of you to bring me my letters.'

'Oh, it's nothing,' said the landlady. 'I hope it's the letter that you've been waiting for.'

'Yes,' said Miss Moss brightly, 'yes, perhaps it is. I wouldn't be surprised.'

'Well, I'd be very surprised,' said the landlady. 'That's the truth. And can you open it right now, please? A lot of landladies wouldn't even ask—they'd just open it themselves. Things can't go on like this, Miss Moss, indeed they can't. First you tell me you've got the money to pay your rent, then you say you haven't, then there's a letter lost in the post or a theatre manager who's gone to Brighton but will be coming back soon—I'm sick and tired of it all, and I've had enough. At a time like this, too, with the price of everything sky-high and my poor boy away at the war in France! If you can't pay your rent, there's plenty of other people who would give me good money for a room like this. As my sister Eliza was saying to me only yesterday, Miss Moss, I've been much too soft-hearted with you!'

Miss Moss did not seem to be listening to this. She tore open the letter. It was from a film company.

'No suitable parts for a lady of your experience at present,' she read.

She stared at it for a long time before she spoke to her landlady.

'Well, Mrs Pine,' she said. 'I think you'll be sorry for what you've just said. This is from a theatre manager who wants to see me immediately about a part in a new musical show.'

But the landlady was too quick for her. She tore the letter out of Miss Moss's hand.

'Oh is it, is it indeed!' she cried.

'Give me back that letter. Give it back to me at once, you bad, wicked woman,' cried Miss Moss. She could not get out of bed because she had a hole in her nightdress.

'Well, Miss Moss,' said the landlady, 'if I don't get my money by eight o'clock tonight, you can get out of my house, my lady.'

The door banged and Miss Moss was alone. She threw back the bedclothes, and sat on the side of the bed, shaking with anger and staring at her fat white legs. 'The old cat,' she said, 'the rotten old cat!' Then she began to pull on her clothes.

'Oh, I wish I could pay that woman! Then I'd tell her what I think of her!' She suddenly saw her face in the mirror, and gave herself a little smile.

'Well, old girl,' she said, 'you're in trouble this time, and no mistake.' But the person in the mirror stopped smiling.

'You silly thing,' said Miss Moss. 'It's no good crying. You'll make your nose all red. Come on! Get dressed, and go out and find a job. That's what you've got to do.'

She picked up her bag and shook it. A few small coins fell out.

'I'll have a nice cup of tea at an ABC café before I go anywhere,' she decided. 'I've got enough money for that.'

Ten minutes later, a large lady in a blue dress and a black hat covered in purple flowers looked at herself in the mirror, and sang:

'Sweetheart, remember that hope never dies

And it al—ways is dark—est before sunrise.'

But the person in the mirror wouldn't smile at her, and Miss Moss went out.

When she came to the ABC café, the door was open. A man was carrying boxes of bread in, and two waitresses were combing their hair and talking.

'My young man came home from France last night,' one of the girls sang happily.

'Oh, I say! How topping for you!' cried the other.

'Yes, wasn't it! He brought me a sweet little brooch. Look, it's got "Dieppe" written on it.'

'Oh, I say! How topping for you!'

The man with the boxes of bread came in again, almost knocking Miss Moss over.

'Can I have a cup of tea, please?' she asked.

But the waitress went on combing her hair. 'Oh,' she sang, 'we're not open yet.' She turned to the other girl. 'Are we, dear?'

'Oh, no,' said the other waitress.

Miss Moss went out. 'I'll go to Charing Cross,' she decided. 'That's what I'll do. And I'll have coffee, not tea. Coffee's more filling. Those girls! Her young man came home; he brought her a brooch...' She began to cross the road.

'Look out, Fatty!' shouted a taxi-driver. Miss Moss pretended not to hear.

'No, I won't go to Charing Cross,' she decided. 'I'll go straight to Kig and Kadgit. They open at nine. If I get there early, Mr Kadgit may have something for me... "I'm so glad to see you, Miss Moss. I've just heard from a manager who wants a lady... exactly the right part for you... three pounds a week... go and see him immediately. It's lucky you came so early."'

But there was nobody at Kig and Kadgit except an old woman washing the floor in the passage.

'Nobody here yet, Miss,' the old woman said.

'Oh, isn't Mr Kadgit here?' said Miss Moss. 'I'll sit down and wait for him, if I may.'

'You can't wait in the waiting-room, Miss. I haven't cleaned it yet. Mr Kadgit never comes in before eleven-thirty on a Saturday. Sometimes he doesn't come in at all.'

'How silly of me,' said Miss Moss. 'I forgot it was Saturday.'

'Mind your feet, please, Miss,' said the old woman. And Miss Moss was out in the street again.

The nice thing about Beit and Bithem was—it was always crowded. You walked into the waiting-room and you met everybody you knew. The early ones sat on chairs, and the later ones sat on the early ones' knees, while the men stood around the walls, talking and joking with the ladies.

'Hello,' said Miss Moss, in her friendly way. 'Here we are again!'

And young Mr Clayton did a couple of dance-steps and sang: 'Waiting for the Robert E. Lee!'

'Mr Bithem here yet?' asked Miss Moss, powdering her nose.

'Oh, yes, dear!' cried all the girls together. 'He's been here for ages. We've been waiting for more than an hour!'

'Oh dear,' said Miss Moss. 'Any work for us, do you think?'

'Oh, a few jobs in Africa,' said young Mr Clayton. 'A hundred and fifty a week for two years, you know.'

'Oh!' cried the girls. 'Isn't he a scream? Isn't he too funny?'

A dark girl with a sad face touched Miss Moss on the arm. 'I just missed a lovely job yesterday,' she said. 'Six weeks on tour, and then the West End. The manager said I would have got it if I'd been a bit stronger-looking. He said the part was made for me—only I'm too thin.' She stared at Miss Moss, and the dirty, dark red rose on her hat looked as sad and disappointed as she was.

'Oh, dear, that was awfully bad luck,' Miss Moss said, trying hard not to sound too interested. 'What was the show called, may I ask?'

But the sad, dark girl understood what Miss Moss wanted, and a mean look came into her heavy eyes.

'Oh, it wasn't a part for you, my dear,' she said. 'He wanted someone young, you know, a dark Spanish type like me. I was too thin, that was the only problem.'

The door opened and Mr Bithem appeared. He kept one hand on the door, and held up the other for silence.

'Look here, ladies' —and here he paused and gave them his famous smile—'and all you boys.' They all laughed loudly at that. 'I've got nothing for you this morning. Come back on.Monday. I'm expecting several phone calls on Monday.'

Miss Moss pushed desperately through the crowd. 'Mr Bithem, I wonder if you've had any news from...'

'Now, let me see,' said Mr Bithem slowly, staring at her. He had seen Miss Moss four times a week for—how many weeks was it? 'Now, who are you?'

'Miss Ada Moss.'

'Oh yes, yes; of course, my dear. Not yet, my dear. Now I had a call for twenty-eight ladies today, but they had to be young and able to kick their legs up a bit. Come back the week after next—there'll be nothing before that.'

He gave her a big smile, all for herself, and touched her lightly on her fat arm before disappearing back into his office.

At the North-East Film Company they were waiting on the stairs. Miss Moss stood and waited next to a fair little baby-girl of about thirty, in a white hat with fruit all round it.

'What a crowd!' Miss Moss said. 'Is something special happening today?'

'Didn't you know, dear?' said the baby, opening her huge, pale eyes. 'There was a call at nine-thirty for pretty girls. We've all been waiting for hours. Have you worked for this company before?'

'No, I don't think I have,' said Miss Moss.

'They're a lovely company,' said the baby. 'A friend of mine has a friend who gets thirty pounds a day... Have you been in many films?'

'Well, I'm not really an actress,' said Miss Moss. 'I'm a trained singer. But things have been so bad lately that I've been doing a little acting.'

'It's like that, isn't it, dear?' said the baby.

'I had an excellent education at the College of Music,' said Miss Moss. 'I've often sung in West End shows. But I thought, for a change...'

'Yes, it's like that, isn't it, dear?' said the baby.

At that moment a beautiful secretary appeared at the top of the stairs.

'Are you all waiting for news from the North-East Film Company?'

'Yes!' they all cried.

'Well, it's been cancelled. I've just had a phone call.'

'And I really needed that money,' a disappointed voice said.

The secretary had to laugh. 'Oh, there was no money in it,' she said. 'The North-East never pay their crowd people.'

There was only a little round window at the Bitter Orange Company. No waiting-room, nobody at all except a girl who came to the window and said, 'Well?'

'Can I see the manager, please?' Miss Moss said pleasantly.

The girl closed her eyes for a moment. Miss Moss smiled at her. The girl did not smile back. She frowned. She seemed to smell something unpleasant. Suddenly, she picked up a piece of paper and pushed it through the window at Miss Moss.

'Fill in this form!' she said, and banged the window shut.

'Can you ride a horse—drive a car—dive—fly a plane—shoot?' Miss Moss read. She walked along the street, asking herself those questions. A rough, cold wind was blowing. It pulled at her clothes, hit her in the back and then laughed cruelly in her face. It knew that she could not answer the questions.

In the Square Garden, she found a rubbish basket, and dropped the form in it. Then she sat down on a bench and took out a little mirror to powder her nose. But the person in the mirror made an ugly face at her, and Miss Moss had to cry. She cried for a long time; it cheered her up wonderfully.

'Well, that's over,' she said. 'It's nice to be able to sit on this bench and rest my feet for a bit. And my nose will soon stop being red. Look at the birds! How close they come. I suppose someone feeds them. No, I've got nothing for you...' She looked past them. What was that big building—the Café de Madrid? Oh, look at that poor child! Down he went with such a crash. Never mind! Up again!... If I don't get my money by eight o'clock tonight... Café de Madrid. 'I could just go in and sit there and have a coffee, that's all,' thought Miss Moss. 'Lots of artists go there, too. I might be lucky... A dark handsome gentleman comes in with a friend, and sits at my table, perhaps... "No, Julian, I've searched London for a singer who can take the part, and I just can't find the right person. You see, the music is difficult; have a look at it."' And Miss Moss heard herself saying: 'Excuse me, but I happen to be a singer, and I have sung that part many times... "Extraordinary! Come back to my studio and I'll try your voice now. "... Ten pounds a week... Why should I feel frightened? It's not fear. Why shouldn't I go to the Café de Madrid? I'm an honest woman—I'm a professional singer. And I'm only trembling because I've had nothing to eat today... "You can get out of my house, my lady." ... Very well, Mrs Pine. Café de Madrid. They have music there in the evenings... "Why don't they begin?" The singer has not arrived... "Excuse me, I happen to be a singer; I have sung that music many times."'

It was almost dark in the café. Men, tall potted plants, red seats, white stone tables, waiters in black jackets. Miss Moss walked past them all and sat down.

Almost immediately, a very large gentleman wearing a very small hat came and sat opposite her.

'Good evening!' he said.

Miss Moss said, in her cheerful way: 'Good evening!'

'Fine evening,' said the large gentleman.

'Yes, very fine. Lovely, isn't it?' she said.

He waved a finger at a waiter. 'Bring me a large whisky.' Then he turned to Miss Moss. 'What's yours?'

'Well, I think I'll take a brandy, thank you very much.'

Five minutes later he turned to Miss Moss and blew a cloud of cigar smoke in her face.

'Like the hat,' he said, looking at the purple flowers.

Miss Moss blushed a deep pink and her heart began to beat very fast.

'I've always worn a lot of purple,' she said.

The large gentleman looked at her for a long time, tap ping with his fingers on the table.

'I like a woman with a bit of meat on her bones,' he said.

Miss Moss, to her surprise, laughed quite loudly.

Five minutes later the large gentleman stood up.

'Well, am I coming to your place, or are you coming to mine?' he asked.

'I'll come with you, if you don't mind,' said Miss Moss, and she followed him out of the café.



be sick and tired of have had enough of sb./sth./ doing sth.; be impatient or bored with sb./sth./ doing sth. 对某人（某事或做某事）不耐烦或感到厌烦。

part n. role played by an actor in a play, film, etc. （戏剧、电影等中的）人物，角色。

cat n. malicious woman. 狠毒的女人。

rotten adj. morally corrupt. 道德败坏的；腐化的。

in trouble in a situation that involves danger, punishment, pain, worry, etc. 在危险、受罚、痛苦、忧虑等的处境中。

purple adj. having the colour of red and blue mixed together. 紫色的。

I say. used to express surprise, shock, etc. or (unstressed) to start a conversation. 用以表示惊讶、震惊等；（不重读时）用以引起话题。

knock sb./sth. over upset sb./sth. by striking him/it. 撞倒。

hear from receive news from (sb.), usu. by letter. 得到（某人的）消息（常指接到某人的信）。

scream n. person or thing that causes laughter. 令人大笑的人或事物。

tour n. official series of visits for the purpose of playing matches, giving performances, etc. 巡回比赛、演出等。

the West End the area of London that includes most theatres, fashionable and expensive shops, etc. 伦敦西区（伦敦多数剧院、时髦及豪华商店等的所在地）。

heavy adj. marked by or exhibiting weariness. 昏昏欲睡的，显得疲倦的。

next to in or into a position immediately to one side of (sb./sth.); beside. 在……的旁边。

fill in complete, supply information as on a form. 填写。

crash n. fall or strike (sth.) suddenly and noisily. 突然倒下；撞击（某物）发出声响。

professional adj. showing or using the qualities of training of a member of a profession. 专业的。


电影

早上8点钟。埃达·莫斯小姐躺在她窄窄的床上，两眼直盯着天花板。她的房间正好位于布卢姆斯伯里区一幢高楼的最顶层，房间里混杂着湿衣服、香粉和炸土豆的味道，那包炸土豆是她昨晚带回来当晚饭的。

“噢，天啊，”莫斯小姐思忖着，“我觉得好冷。我真不知道为什么这些日子早上醒来的时候，总觉得那么冷。我的膝盖、脚和背——尤其是背——冷得像冰块一样。我从前可总是暖暖和和的。这并不是因为我瘦的缘故，而且我盖的被子也和以前一样多。不，这准是因为我晚上总吃不上可口的热乎乎的晚餐。”

她想像着一盘盘可口的热乎乎的晚餐排着队从天花板上穿过，每样晚餐还配有一瓶上等的烈性啤酒。

“我想现在起床，”她想，“去吃一顿丰盛的早餐。”天花板上那可口的热乎乎的晚餐上过去之后，随之而来的是丰盛的早餐。莫斯小姐拉起毯子蒙在头上，闭上了眼睛。突然，房东太太闯了进来。

“有你一封信，莫斯小姐。”

“噢，”莫斯小姐用一种过于友好的声调说，“太感谢您了，派因太太。您帮我拿信，真是太好了。”

“噢，这没什么，”房东太太说，“我希望这是你一直在等的那封信。”

“对，”莫斯小姐欢快地说，“对，可能是的。我不觉得意外。”

“嗯，可我觉得很意外，”房东太太说，“我说的是真话。能不能请你现在就把信拆开？许多房东甚至问都不问——就自己拆开看了。不能再这样拖下去了，莫斯小姐，确实不能再这样了。你先是说你有钱付房租了，后来又说你没钱，然后又是信被邮局搞丢了，再有就是剧院经理去布赖顿了，但很快就能回来——我对这些都听腻了，简直受够了。眼下这年头，所有东西的价钱都高上了天，我那可怜的孩子又远在法国打仗！要是你付不起房租，有的是人愿意出高价租这间房子。我姐姐伊莱扎昨天还跟我说来着。莫斯小姐，我对你可真够仁慈的了！”

莫斯小姐好像没听到这些。她把信拆开。信是一家电影公司寄来的。

“我们现在没有适合您这种经历的女士扮演的角色。”她看着信。

她盯着信看了很久才和房东太太说话。

“嗯，派因太太，”她说，“我想你会为你刚才说过的话后悔的。这封信是一位剧院经理写来的，他想马上见我，跟我谈谈有关一部新音乐剧中的角色的事。”

但是房东太太手疾眼快，从莫斯小姐手里一把扯过信来。

“噢，是吗，真是这样吗！”她叫道。

“把信还给我，马上把信还给我，你这个不要脸的坏女人。”莫斯小姐叫了起来。她下不了床，因为她的睡衣上破了个洞。

“好吧，莫斯小姐，”房东太太说，“到今晚8点钟时，要是我还拿不到钱的话，你就从我的房子里滚出去，我的小姐。”

门“砰”地一声关上了，房间里只剩下莫斯小姐一人。她一把掀开被子，坐在床边，气得浑身发抖，两眼盯着自己白胖的腿。“老恶妇，”她说，“不要脸的老恶妇！”然后她开始穿衣服。

“噢，要是我有钱付给那个女人该多好！然后我就告诉她她在我心目中是个什么样子！”她突然在镜子里看到自己的脸，然后冲着自己微微一笑。

“嗯，老姑娘，”她说，“这次你可有麻烦了，绝对没错。”镜子中的那个人已经不再笑了。

“你这个傻东西，”莫斯小姐说，“哭有什么用，只会把你的鼻子弄得通红。来吧！穿好衣服，出去找工作。这才是你应该做的。”

她拿起背包晃了晃，从包里掉出了几枚小硬币。

“不管去哪儿，我得先到ABC咖啡馆好好喝上一杯茶，”她打定主意，“我的钱足够喝茶了。”

十分钟后，只见一位身穿蓝裙子，头戴黑底紫花帽子的胖女人边照镜子边唱歌：

“希望永远不会破灭哟

我的爱人你要记在心

太阳升起前哟

总是最黑暗的时分。”

可是镜子里的人不再冲她微笑了。莫斯小姐走了出去。

当她走到ABC咖啡馆的时候，店门已经开了。一个男人正在往咖啡馆里搬一箱箱的面包，两个女招待边梳头边聊天。

“我男人昨晚从法国回来了。”其中一个女招待高兴地说道。

“噢，真的吗！瞧把你高兴的！”另一个大声说。

“是啊，谁说不是呢！他给我带了个漂亮的小胸针。你看，上面还写着‘迪耶普’三个字呢。”

“噢，真的吗！真把你美死了！”

那个搬面包箱的男人又进来了，差点儿把莫斯小姐撞倒。

“请给我来杯茶好吗？”她问道。

但那个女招待继续梳着头。“哦，”她唱歌似地说，“我们还没开门呢。”她转身对另一个女招待说：“开门了吗，亲爱的？”

“哦，还没开呢。”另一个女招待说。

莫斯小姐走了出去。“我去‘查理十字街’吧，”她拿定主意，“就到那儿去。我要喝咖啡，不喝茶了。咖啡更能填饱肚子。这些姑娘！她男人回家了；还给她带回一个胸针……”她准备过马路。

“当心，肥婆！”一个出租车司机大声叫道。莫斯小姐装作没听见。

“不，我不去‘查理十字街’了，”她又有了一个决定，“我直接去‘基格和卡德吉特’吧。那儿9点钟开门。要是我去得早，卡德吉特先生可能会有消息告诉我……‘莫斯小姐，很高兴见到你。我刚从一位经理那里听说，他需要一位女士……这个角色挺适合你的……一周三英镑……赶快去找他吧。你来得早，算你运气。’”

但在“基格和卡德吉特”里，除了一位在过道擦地板的老妇人外，一个人都没有。

“这儿还没来人呢，小姐。”老妇人说。

“哦，卡德吉特先生不在吗？”莫斯小姐问，“如果可以的话，我坐下来等他。”

“你不能在等候室等，小姐。那儿我还没有打扫干净呢。每逢星期六，不到11点半卡德吉特先生是不会来的，有时干脆一整天都不来。”

“我多傻呀，”莫斯小姐说，“我忘了今天是星期六了。”

“请留心您的脚，小姐。”老妇人说。莫斯小姐又来到了大街上。

“拜特和比瑟姆”这个地方的好处在于——这儿总是挤满了人。走进等候室，你碰到的每一个人都是你认识的。早来的人坐在椅子上，晚来的人坐在早来的人的膝盖上，男人们靠墙边站着，跟女人聊天、开玩笑。

“你好，”莫斯小姐友好地说，“我们又见面了！”

年轻的克莱顿先生走了几个舞步，唱道：“在等罗伯特·E．李！”

“比瑟姆先生来了吗？”莫斯小姐边问边往鼻子上扑粉。

“哦，来了，亲爱的！”所有的姑娘们一块儿喊道，“他已经来了很久了，我们都等了一个多小时了！”

“哦，天啊，”莫斯小姐问，“你们觉得我们会有事做吗？”

“哦，有几个去非洲的差事，”年轻的克莱顿先生说，“要知道，去上两年，每星期能挣150英镑。”

“噢！”姑娘们叫道，“他可真滑稽，真有趣！”

一位皮肤黑黑的、哭丧着脸的姑娘碰了碰莫斯小姐的胳膊。“我昨天错过了一个好差事，”她说，“先巡回演出六周，然后再去伦敦西区。经理说我要是看起来再强壮点儿，就能得到这份工作了。他说这个角色挺适合我的——只是我太瘦了。”她盯着莫斯小姐，她帽子上那朵肮脏的、暗红色的玫瑰看起来跟她本人一样忧伤、失望。

“哦，亲爱的，真是太倒霉了，”莫斯小姐尽量使自己的声音听起来漫不经心，“我可不可以问问那个剧叫什么名字？”

那个哭丧着脸、黑皮肤的姑娘一下看破了莫斯小姐的心思，她那双疲倦的眼睛里闪现出一丝恶意。

“哦，那个角色不适合你，亲爱的，”她说，“你知道，人家要的是年轻姑娘，像我这样黑黑的，西班牙风格的。我太瘦弱了，这是惟一的问题。”

门开了，比瑟姆先生出现了。他一只手扶着门，举起另一只手示意大家安静。

“注意了，女士们”——说到这儿他停了一下，露出他广为人知的笑容——“还有你们这些小伙子们。”等候室里的人哄堂大笑起来。“今天早上是没什么指望了，星期一再来吧，我想星期一会来几个电话。”

莫斯小姐在人群中不顾一切地朝前挤。“比瑟姆先生，我想知道你有没有什么消息……”

“嗯，让我想想。”比瑟姆先生慢吞吞地说，两眼盯着她看。他每周看见莫斯小姐四次——已经连续多少个星期了呢？“你是谁？”

“埃达·莫斯小姐。”

“哦，对，对；是的，亲爱的。还没有消息，亲爱的。今天我接到个电话，要招28个女的，可人家要年轻的，还要能跳几下舞的。下下周再来吧——这之前不会有什么了。”

他冲莫斯小姐咧嘴笑笑，轻轻地拍了拍她那肥胖的胳膊后才走进办公室，不见了踪影。
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在东北电影公司里，人们都在楼梯上等候。莫斯小姐站在那儿等着，旁边是一位30岁左右长着漂亮娃娃脸的女人，她戴着顶白帽子，帽子四周点缀着水果。

“人真多呀！”莫斯小姐说，“今天有什么特别的事吗？”

“你还不知道吗，亲爱的？”那娃娃脸睁着大而无神的眼睛说，“9点半时来了个电话，要招漂亮姑娘。我们都在这儿等了几个钟头了。你以前在这家公司干过吗？”

“没有，我想我没在这儿干过。”莫斯小姐说。

“这家公司还不错，”娃娃脸说，“我一个朋友的朋友在这儿一天挣30英镑……你拍过很多部电影吗？”

“嗯，我不能算是真正的演员，”莫斯小姐说，“我是个受过训练的歌手。但最近情况实在是糟透了，我也只得演点儿戏。”

“像是那么回事，对吧，亲爱的？”娃娃脸说。

“我在音乐学院接受过良好的教育，”莫斯小姐说，“我经常在伦敦西区的演出中唱歌。但是我想换换行当……”

“是的，像是那么回事，对吧，亲爱的？”娃娃脸说。

就在那时，一位漂亮的秘书出现在楼梯顶上。

“你们都在等东北电影公司的消息吗？”

“对！”大家齐声大叫。

“哦，已经取消了。我刚接到一个电话。”

“可我确实需要那笔钱。”一个失望的声音说。

秘书不禁笑了起来。“哦，那儿根本就没钱，”她说，“‘东北’从来不付钱给群众演员。”

苦橘电影公司对外只有一个小小的圆窗户。这里没有等候室，除了一个姑娘以外，一个人都没有。这个姑娘走近窗口问道：“什么事？”

“请问我能见见经理吗？”莫斯小姐和气地问。

那姑娘闭了会儿眼睛。莫斯小姐朝她微笑，可那姑娘并不理睬。她皱起眉头，好像是闻到了什么难闻的气味。突然，她拿起一张纸，从窗口塞给莫斯小姐。

“填张表！”她说着，“砰”地关上了窗户。

“你会骑马——开车——跳水——开飞机——射击吗？”莫斯小姐念道。她边沿着街道往前走，边问着自己这些问题。猛烈的冷风刮着，扯着她的衣服，击打着她的后背，在她面前无情地嘲弄着她。这风也知道她无法回答这些问题。

在广场花园，她看到个垃圾筐，就把表格扔了进去。然后她在一张长凳上坐下，拿出一面小镜子，往鼻子上扑粉。但是镜子里的人冲她扮了个难看的鬼脸，她不禁哭了起来。她哭了很久；哭过之后又振奋起来。

“好了，都过去了，”她说，“能坐在长凳上让我的脚稍微休息休息还是挺舒服的。我的鼻子很快就会不红了。看看这些小鸟！它们离得好近呀。我想一定有人喂它们。不，我可没东西喂你们……”她的目光离开了这些小鸟。那是一座什么大楼呢——马德里咖啡馆吗？噢，瞧那可怜的孩子！他扑通一声摔倒了。不要紧！他又站起来了！……到今晚8点钟时，要是我还拿不到钱的话……马德里咖啡馆。“我不妨进去坐一坐，喝杯咖啡，就这样。”莫斯小姐寻思着，“许多艺术家也光顾那里。也许我的运气不错……一位皮肤黑黑的英俊绅士带着个朋友进来，和我同坐一桌，也许……‘不，朱利安，我想找个能唱这个角色的歌手，可找遍了伦敦，也没发现合适的人。你知道，这曲子难度很大；你瞧。”’莫斯小姐仿佛听到自己在说：“打扰一下，我刚好就是一个歌手，那个角色我唱过好多回了……‘太棒了！到我的工作室去，我要马上给你试音。’……一周10英镑……我干吗这么害怕呀？别害怕。我为什么不能去马德里咖啡馆呢？我是个正派女人——我是个专业歌手。我只是有点儿打哆嗦，这是因为我今天还没吃东西……‘你就从我的房子里滚出去，我的小姐。’……等着瞧吧，派因太太。马德里咖啡馆。那里晚上都会有音乐节目……‘节目怎么还不开演？’歌手还没来呢……‘对不起，我正巧是个歌手，那首曲子我唱过好多回了。’”

咖啡馆里暗沉沉的。男人们、高大的盆栽植物、红椅子、白石桌、穿黑色上衣的侍者，莫斯小姐从他们中间穿过，找了个地方坐下。

她刚一坐下，一个头戴小帽子的大块头男士就在她对面坐了下来。

“晚上好！”他招呼道。

莫斯小姐愉快地回答：“晚上好！”

“真是个美妙的夜晚。”大块头男士说。

“是的，挺不错的。真是美极了，不是吗？”她说。

他挥动手指向侍者示意。“来一大杯威士忌。”他又转向莫斯小姐，“你要点儿什么？”

“嗯，我想要杯白兰地，多谢了。”

过了五分钟，他转向莫斯小姐，并把一大口雪茄烟喷在她脸上。

“我喜欢你的帽子。”他看着她帽子上的紫花说。

莫斯小姐羞红了脸，心跳开始加快。

“我向来爱穿紫色。”她说。

那个大块头男士的手指在桌上敲着，久久地打量着她。

“我喜欢身上有肉的女人。”他说。

令莫斯小姐自己都感到吃惊的是，她竟然大声笑了起来。

五分钟后，大块头男士站了起来。

“嗯，是我去你那儿呢，还是你到我这儿来？”他问道。

“如果你不介意的话，我跟你去。”莫斯小姐说着，跟着他走出了咖啡馆。


The little governess

Oh dear, she wished she wasn't travelling at night. She would much rather have travelled by day, much rather. But the lady at the Governess Agency had said: 'Take an evening boat. Then you can get into a "Ladies Only" carriage on the train next day, and that will be much safer than sleeping in a foreign hotel. Don't leave your seat on the train except to go and wash your hands, and when you do that, make sure you lock the door. The train arrives at Munich at eight o'clock in the morning, and Frau Arnholdt says that the Hotel Grunewald is only one minute away. She will arrive at six the same evening, so you can have a nice quiet day to rest and practise your German. When you want something to eat, I advise you to go to the nearest baker's and get a cake and some coffee. You haven't been abroad before, have you?'

'No.'

'Well, I always tell my girls that it's better to believe that other people are all bad than all good. It sounds hard, but we've got to be women of the world, haven't we?'

It was nice on the boat. The attendant in the Ladies' Sitting Room was so kind, and changed her money for her and helped her to find a comfortable place to lie down. She lay there and watched the other passengers taking off their hats and arranging themselves for the night. The attendant put a green shade over the lamp and sat with her sewing on her knees. 'I like travelling very much,' thought the little governess. She smiled as she fell asleep.

But when the boat stopped and she moved sleepily forward with all the people who knew where to go and what to do—then she felt afraid. Just a little afraid, just enough to wish—oh, that it was day and that she had someone, another woman, to travel with her.

'Tickets, please. Show your tickets. Have your tickets ready.'

She was off the boat. Immediately, a man in a leather hat came forward and touched her on the arm. 'Where for, Miss?' He spoke English—he must be a guard or an official of some kind with a hat like that. But then—without asking—he took her bag and started pushing past people, shouting: 'This way!' He had such a rude, determined voice.

'But I don't want help with my bag.' What a horrible man! 'I don't want any help. I can carry it myself.' He walked so fast that she had to run, and she tried to pull the bag out of his hand. He took no notice, but continued down the long, dark platform and across the railway line. She was sure that he was a robber as she, too, crossed the railway line. On the other side—oh, thank goodness!—there was a train with 'Munich' written on it.

The man stopped. 'Here?' asked the rude voice.

'Yes, a Ladies' carriage.' She opened her little purse to find something small enough to give to this horrible man, while he threw the bag into an empty carriage. There was a 'Ladies Only' notice stuck to the window. She got into the train and gave him a coin.

'What's this?' shouted the man, looking at it angrily. 'What have you given me? It isn't enough!' Did he think that he could trick her like that just because she was a girl and travelling alone at night? Never, never! She kept her purse safe in her hand and refused, simply refused, to see or hear him.

'Ah no. Ah no. This is not enough. You make a mistake.' He jumped onto the train and threw the money back at her.

Trembling with terror, she put out an icy hand and took the money. 'That's all you're going to get,' she said. For a minute he stood, staring at her with his sharp eyes. Then he said something she did not understand, and disappeared into the dark. Oh, how thankful she was! How simply terrible that had been. As she stood up to see if her bag was all right, she saw her face in the mirror—white, with big, round eyes. 'You're all right now,' she said to the mirror face, feeling that it was more frightened than she was.

People stood talking in groups on the platform; a strange light from the station lamps made their faces green. A boy was selling tea; a woman offered blankets for hire. White smoke floated in the dark air. 'How strange it all is,' thought the little governess, 'and the middle of the night, too.' She looked out from her safe corner of the carriage. She was not frightened any more, but proud that she had not given that man any money. 'I can take care of myself—of course I can. The great thing is not to—'

Suddenly there was a sound of men's voices and loud laughter. It came nearer. The little governess froze in her corner as four young men passed, staring in at her through the window. One of them, bursting with the joke, pointed at the 'Ladies Only' notice, and they all stopped to stare at the little girl in the corner. Oh dear, they were in the next carriage. She heard them talking and laughing, and then there was a sudden silence before one of them, a tall thin fellow with black hair, threw open her door.

'We invite you to share our carriage, Mademoiselle,' he said in French. She could see the others, standing behind him. She sat very straight and very still. 'Please be so kind,' said the tall man, and behind him one of the others exploded into screams of laughter. 'The young lady is too serious,' said the man. Then they all went laughing back to their carriage and she was alone again.

'Close the doors! Close the doors!' Someone ran up and down beside the train.

'I wish it wasn't dark. I wish there was another woman in my carriage. I'm frightened of the men next door.' The little governess looked out of the window, and saw—the man in the leather hat coming back again. His arms were full of luggage. But—what was he doing? He tore the 'Ladies Only' notice off the window, while an old man climbed into the carriage. 'But this is for ladies only.'

'Oh, no, Miss. You make a mistake.'

'Close the doors!' A whistle blew and the train started.

Tears came to her eyes, but through them she saw the old man taking off his hat. He looked very old. Ninety, at least. But he had a nice face, pink, with little blue eyes. And he asked her, so politely, 'Would you like me to move to another carriage, Mademoiselle?'

What, make him carry all those heavy things? She couldn't do that! 'No, it's quite all right.'

'Ah, a thousand thanks.'

The train left the station and rushed into the dark. She looked out of the window but could see nothing—just the occasional light on a hill or the shape of a tree. In the carriage next door the young men were singing—the same song again and again. 'I wouldn't dare go to sleep if I were alone in here,' thought the little governess. She was glad that the old man was there. Really, he looked so nice, sitting there, so straight-backed and neat, reading his German newspaper. Some old men were horrible, but he... He put down his newspaper. 'Do you speak German, Mademoiselle?'

'Yes, a little,' said the little governess, blushing a deep pink.

'Ah, then, perhaps you would like to look at my papers. I have several here.'

First, she took off her hat, and put it safely with her bag. How kindly the old man watched her as her little hand turned over the big white pages. Her beautiful golden hair hung over her face. How sad to be a poor little governess and have such wonderful hair! Perhaps the kind old man was thinking that. Perhaps he thought, 'Poor little girl, travelling all alone at night. I wish I could be a grandfather to her and look after her!'

'Thank you very much,' she smiled, giving back the papers.

'But you speak German extremely well,' said the old man. 'You have been in Germany before, of course?'

'Oh, no, this is the first time I have ever been abroad at all.'

'Really! I am surprised. I had the feeling you had travelled a great deal before. Well, you will like Munich,' said the old man. 'Munich is a wonderful city. Museums, pictures, theatres, shops—you can find everything in Munich. I have travelled all over Europe, but I am always glad to get back to Munich.'

'I am not going to stay in Munich,' said the little governess shyly. 'I am going to be governess to a doctor's family in Augsburg.'

Ah, he knew Augsburg. A fine city, too. 'But you should take a little holiday in Munich before you go.'

'Oh, I am afraid I could not do that,' said the little governess seriously. 'Also, if one is alone...' He understood. He, too, looked serious, and they were both silent after that. The train flew on through the night. It was warm in the carriage. There were distant noises of doors opening and closing, rain on the windows. She fell asleep.

A sudden loud noise woke her. What had happened? The old man sat frowning. 'Ha! ha! ha!' came from the next carriage.

'Such thoughtless young men,' said the old man. 'I am afraid that they have woken you up with their noisy behaviour.' No, not really. She wanted to wake up now. She looked at her watch. Half-past four. A cold blue light filled the window. She looked out on fields, white houses, trees. How pretty it was! How pretty and how different! Even those pink clouds in the sky looked foreign. She rubbed her cold hands together, and felt very happy.

The train began to go more slowly. It gave a long whistle. They were coming to a town. Tall pink and yellow houses went by. A woman threw open her window and stared out at the train. More women appeared. And then—Look! What lovely flowers—and at the railway station, too! Colours you would never see at home.

The train stopped. A fat woman walked along the platform, carrying baskets of strawberries. Oh, she was thirsty! She was very thirsty!

The old man got up, smiling, and put his coat on. She smiled back at him as he left the carriage. While he was gone, the little governess looked at herself in the mirror and arranged her hair like a girl who is quite old enough to travel by herself. But she was so thirsty! She opened the window, and the fat woman with the strawberries came to her immediately. 'How much?' asked the little governess. 'Oh, my goodness! Much too expensive!' And she sat down in her corner again.

A whistle blew. She hoped the old man would not be left behind. Oh, here he was! And she smiled at him like an old friend as he came back into the carriage, holding—a basket of strawberries! 'Mademoiselle, please accept these...'

'What, are they for me?' She looked alarmed, uncertain.

'Certainly, for you,' said the old man. 'I myself am no longer able to eat strawberries. Please. Try one.'

'Oh, thank you!' she gasped. 'They look so delicious.'

'Eat them all up,' said the old man, looking pleased and friendly. They were so big and juicy that she had to take two bites of each one. The juice ran all over her fingers. While she was eating them, she pretended to herself that the old man was her grandfather. What a perfect grandfather he would be!

When she had finished the strawberries, she felt that she had known him for years. She told him all about Frau Arnholdt and the arrangements for meeting her in Munich. Frau Arnholdt would not arrive until the evening. He listened, and then he said, 'I wonder if you would let me show you a little of Munich today. Just the English Garden, and perhaps a museum... It would be so much more pleasant for you than sitting in a hotel room, and it would give an old man a great deal of pleasure.'

She said 'yes' immediately, and only wondered later if that had been a sensible thing to do. After all, she really did not know him. But he was so old and so kind—not to mention the strawberries. And it was her last day, really, her last day to enjoy herself.

'I will take you to your hotel,' he said, 'and call for you there at ten o'clock.' He gave her a card with his name on it. So then everything was arranged, everything was all right. And the little governess began to feel excited at being abroad, and enjoyed looking out of the window at all the new and foreign things, and talking about them all to the kind old grandfather until they reached Munich. He guided her carefully through the crowds at the station, and took her straight to her hotel. 'I will call for you at ten o'clock,' he said, and then he was gone.

'This way, Miss,' said a waiter, who had been staring at the little governess and the old man.

She followed him up the stairs to a dark bedroom. Ugh! What an ugly, cold room! How horrible it would be to spend the whole day here! 'Is this the room Frau Arnholdt ordered for me?' asked the little governess.

The waiter kept staring at her—he seemed to think there was something peculiar about her. He began to whistle, then changed his mind. 'Certainly,' he said.

Well, why didn't he go? Why did he stare at her like that? 'Go away,' said the little governess, in her cold English way. His little eyes widened in surprise. 'Go away at once,' she repeated icily.

He went to the door, but then he turned round. 'And your gentleman friend,' he said. 'Shall I send him upstairs to you when he comes?'

*　　*　　*

Big white clouds over the white streets—and sunshine everywhere.Tall trees on both sides of the streets, trams full of fat, smiling people, a sound of laughter from open windows.And beside her, looking neater and more beautifully brushed than ever, her grandfather, who was showing her Munich. She wanted to run, to hang on his arm, to cry, 'Oh, I am so very happy!'

He guided her across the roads, waiting while she looked at everything and watching her with his kind eyes. She ate bread and meat and drank beer out of a huge glass like a flower vase. It didn't make you drunk like English beer. And then they went to look at pictures in the museum.

When they came out of the museum, it was raining. The grandfather put up his umbrella, and held it over her as they walked to a restaurant to have lunch. 'It will be easier if you take my arm,' he said. 'And, you know, that is the custom here in Germany.' So she took his arm and walked beside him, and the walk was so interesting that he forgot to put the umbrella down even when the rain stopped.

After lunch they went to the English Garden. 'I wonder what the time is,' said the little governess. 'My watch has stopped. We've seen so many things that I feel it must be quite late.'

'Late!' he laughed, 'late! But there is so much more to see, and you have not yet tried our delicious ice-cream!'

'Oh,' cried the little governess, 'I have enjoyed myself more than I can say. It has been wonderful! But Frau Arnholdt is calling at the hotel for me at six, so I should be there by five.'

'And you shall be there, but first we will sit down in this café and have a chocolate ice-cream.'

She was happy again. The ice-cream slipped down beautifully, and she sat with her back to the clock that pointed to twenty-five minutes to seven. 'Really and truly,' she said, 'this has been the happiest day of my life.' Her grateful baby heart was full of love for her dear old grandfather.

When they left the English Garden, the day was almost over. 'You see those big buildings there,' said the old man. 'That is where I live—I and my old housekeeper who looks after me.' She was very interested. 'Now, before I take you back to your hotel, will you come up for a few minutes and see my little home?' Of course, she would love to.

The passage was quite dark. 'Ah, I suppose my old woman has gone out to buy me a chicken.' He opened the door, and shy but curious, she went into a strange room. She did not know quite what to say. It wasn't pretty, but it was neat, and, she supposed, comfortable for such an old man. 'Well, what do you think of my little home?' He took a bottle and two pink glasses out of a cupboard. 'If ever you want to spend one or two days in Munich, there will always be a place for you here, and an old man ready to look after you.' He poured some wine into the pink glasses, and his hand shook a little as he poured. It was very quiet in the room.

She said, 'I think I ought to go now.'

'But you will have a little glass of wine with me—just one tiny glass before you go?' said the old man.

'No, really, no. I never drink wine, or anything like that.' And although she was afraid she was being awfully rude, she was quite determined. 'No, really, please.'

'Well, will you sit here by me for five minutes while I drink your health?'

The little governess sat down on the edge of the sofa, and he sat beside her and drank. 'Have you really been happy today?' asked the old man, and he sat so close to her that she could feel his knee against hers. Before she could answer, he took her hands in his. 'And are you going to give me one little kiss before you go?' he asked, pulling her towards him.

It was a dream. It wasn't true! It wasn't the same old man at all. Ah, how horrible! The little governess stared at him in terror. 'No, no no!' she gasped, pulling away from him.

'One little kiss. A kiss.Just a little kiss, my dear.' He pushed his face into hers, his lips smiling. How his little blue eyes shone!

'Never—never. How can you!' She jumped up, but he was too quick for her, and he pushed her against the wall and pushed his hard old body against hers. Although she fought him, shaking her head desperately from side to side, he kissed her on the mouth. On the mouth! Where nobody had ever kissed her before...

She ran, ran down the street until she found a wide road with trams and a policeman standing in the middle. 'I want to get a tram to the station,' cried the little governess.

'Excuse me?'

'The station!'

'There—there's a tram now,' and he watched, very much surprised, as the little girl with her hat on one side and tears pouring down her face, jumped on to the tram and sat there with her hands over her mouth.

*　　*　　*

When the little governess reached the Hotel Grunewald, the same waiter who had shown her to her room was there, putting glasses on the tables. He seemed oddly pleased to see her and to answer her questions. 'Oh, yes, the lady came. I told her you had arrived and then gone out again with a gentleman. She asked me when you were coming back again—but of course I could not say. And then she went to see the manager.' He picked up a glass and examined it closely. He smiled as he put it down again.

'Where is the lady now?' asked the little governess, shaking so violently that she had to hold her handkerchief up to her mouth.

'How should I know?' cried the waiter, and he pushed past her to greet some new guests coming through the door of the hotel. 'That's it! That's it!' he thought. 'That will teach her.' And as he picked up the new guests' luggage, he repeated again the little governess's words, 'Go away. Go away at once. Shall I! Shall I!' he shouted to himself.



governess n. woman employed to teach young children in their home (usu. living as a member of the household). 家庭女教师（通常似家庭成员般一起生活）。

Frau the German word for 'Mrs' (a married woman). （德语）夫人，太太（指已婚妇女）。

shade n. thing that shuts out light or makes it less bright. 遮光物。

determined adj. with one's mind firmly made up; resolute. 有决心的；意志坚定的；坚决的。

trick v. deceive (sb.). 欺骗，欺诈（某人）。

offer v. give opportunity for (sth.); provide. 为（某事物）提供机会；给予。

freeze v. (cause a person or an animal to) stop suddenly; make or become unable to move, speak, or act, because of fear, shock, etc. （使人或动物）突然停住；惊呆；吓呆。

explode v. (of feelings) burst out suddenly. （指感情）迸发。

occasional adj. happening, coming, done, etc. from time to time; not regular. 偶然的；偶尔的；非定时的。

thoughtless adj. inconsiderate of others; selfish. 不顾及他人的；自私的。

rub v. act or process of rubbing. 擦；磨；摩擦。

at home 在本国；在国内。

leave sb./sth. behind fail or forget to bring or take sb./sth. 未能或忘记带某人或某物。

gasp v. utter sth. in a breathless way. 气喘吁吁地说。

call for collect (sb./sth.). 接（人或物）。

tram n. public passenger vehicle, usu. driven by electricity, running on rails laid along the streets of a town. （有轨的）电车。

custom n. usual, generally accepted and long established way of behaving or doing things. 习俗；风俗。

call at make a short visit. 拜访。

slip down beautifully pleasant to drink, eat, etc. 很好喝（吃等）。

pour v. cause (a liquid or substance that flows like liquid) to flow in a continuous stream. 灌注，倾泻。

drink your health express good wishes to your health by drinking (toast). 为你的健康干杯。


家庭女教师

噢，天啊，她多么希望不在夜间旅行啊。她宁肯在白天旅行，宁肯在白天。可是家庭女教师办事处的那位女士说：“搭乘夜间的船只，第二天再换乘火车，乘坐‘女士专用’车厢，这样要比在外国旅馆里过夜安全得多。在火车上，除了去洗手间，否则不要离开你的座位，去洗手间时一定要锁好房门。火车早上8点钟到达慕尼黑，阿恩霍尔德夫人说车站离格罗尼沃尔德旅馆只有一分钟的路程。她会在当天晚上6点钟到那儿，你可以安静地好好休息一天，练练德语。你要是想吃东西，我建议你去最近的面包店要一块蛋糕，喝点儿咖啡。你以前没出过国吧？”

“没有。”

“嗯，我总是告诉到这儿来的女孩子们，最好相信别人都是坏人，而不要相信他们都是好人。这听起来很冷酷，但是在这个世界上，我们身为女人不得不这样，你说对吗？”

乘船挺不错的。女士舱的服务员很和气，为她兑换钱币，还帮她找了个舒服的地方让她躺下。她躺在那儿，望着其他乘客把帽子摘下来，准备睡觉。服务员用绿色的罩子把灯罩住，在她身边坐下来，把针线活放在膝盖上做了起来。“我真喜欢旅行呀。”小教师心想。她微笑着睡着了。

但是当船停下来，她困倦地随着那些知道自己要往哪儿去以及去干什么的人群往前走时——她害怕起来。但只是有点儿害怕，这使她不禁期盼起来——噢，现在要是白天，并且有位女旅伴就好了。

“检票，请出示您的票，把票准备好。”

她下了船。马上就有个戴皮帽子的男人走过来，碰了碰她的胳膊。“去哪儿，小姐？”他用英语说——戴这种帽子的人很可能是个警卫或是某类职员。可紧接着——问都没问她一声——他就拎起她的包，开始推开行人往前走，他大叫着：“这边儿走！”他的声音很粗鲁，不容置疑。

“我不需要人帮我拎包。”多可怕的一个人！“我不需要人帮忙，我自己拎得动。”他走得很快，她得跑着才能追上。她试图从他手里把包夺回来。但他毫不理会，继续沿着又长又黑的站台往前走，穿过了铁路线。当她也跟着穿过那条铁路线时，她深信这人是个强盗。对面——噢，谢天谢地！——有辆火车，上面写着“慕尼黑”。

那人停了下来。“是这儿吗？”他粗鲁地问。

“对，女士车厢。”就在她打开小钱包，想找点儿小钱给这个令人讨厌的男人的时候，那人把她的包扔进了一节空车厢。车厢的窗户上贴着一张“女士专用”的条子。她上了火车，给了那人一枚硬币。

“这是什么？”那个男人吼道，生气地看着给他的钱，“你给了我些什么？不够！”他以为她是个晚上独自出门的女孩子就可以这样骗她吗？没门儿，绝对没门儿！她把钱包牢牢地攥在手里，不肯理他，她根本就不想理睬他。

“噢，不。噢，不。这不够，你搞错了。”他跳上火车，把钱朝她扔过来。

她害怕得浑身发抖，伸出冰冷的手把钱捡起来。“只能给你这么多。”她说。他在那儿站了片刻，那双尖利的眼睛盯着她。然后，他说了句什么，她也没听懂，他就消失在黑暗中了。噢，她真觉得庆幸！刚才的事真是太可怕了。当她起身查看自己的包是否放好了的时候，她在镜子里看到了自己的脸——面色苍白，双眼圆睁。“你现在没事了。”她对着镜中的那张脸说，感觉那张脸比她自己还要害怕。

人们成群地站在站台上聊天；车站上那古怪的灯光把人们的脸映成了绿色。一个男孩儿在卖茶叶；一个女人在出租毯子。黑暗的天空中飘着白烟。“多么不可思议呀，”小教师心想，“这可是在半夜啊。”她从车厢自己那安全的角落里往外望着。她不再觉得害怕了，相反，她觉得很自豪，她没有给那个男人一分钱。“我能自己照顾自己了——我当然能。重要的是不去——”

突然传来了男人的说话声和大笑声。声音越来越近了。四个年轻小伙子经过她这儿的时候，透过窗户盯着她瞧，小教师待在角落里一动也不敢动。其中一人指着“女士专用”的条子，跟他们开了个玩笑，他们都停下来盯着角落里的这个小女孩儿看。噢，天啊，他们就在隔壁车厢。她听到他们又说又笑，忽然静了下来，其中一个黑头发、身材瘦高的小伙子推开了她车厢的门。

“我们邀请您来我们车厢，小姐。”他用法语说道。她看到另外几个人在他身后站着。她笔直地坐在那儿，一动不动。“请您赏光。”高个子说。他身后有个人哄然大笑起来。“这位小姐太严肃了。”这人又说道。然后他们笑着回到了自己的车厢，这里又剩下她一个人了。

“关上车门！关上车门！”有人在火车边跑来跑去。

“要不是在夜里该多好，但愿我这节车厢再来一位女士。隔壁那些人真令我害怕。”小教师朝窗外望去，她看见——那个戴皮帽子的男人又回来了。他怀里抱了满满一大堆行李。可——他来干什么呀？他把“女士专用”的条子从窗户上撕了下来，这时一个老头儿爬进了车厢。“可这节车厢是女士专用的呀。”

“哦，不，小姐，你弄错了。”

“关门了！”汽笛鸣响，火车开动了。

泪水涌出了她的眼睛。透过泪眼，她看到那个老头儿摘下了帽子。他看上去很老，至少有90岁。但他的脸红红的，长着一双蓝色的小眼睛，看上去很和善。他非常客气地问她：“要不要我换个车厢，小姐？”

什么，让他一个人把那些沉重的东西都搬走吗？她不能这样做！“不用了，这样可以。”

“啊，万分感谢。”

火车出了站，在黑暗中向前疾驶。她往窗外望去，但什么也看不见——只能偶尔看见山上的灯光或者树的轮廓。隔壁车厢里的年轻人在唱歌——同一首歌唱了一遍又一遍。“要是一个人在这儿的话，我可不敢睡觉。”小教师想。她很高兴有位老人在这儿。他笔直端正地坐在那儿看德文报纸，看上去真是非常和善。有些老头儿很让人讨厌，但是他……老人放下报纸问她：“你会说德语吗，小姐？”

“是的，会一点儿。”小教师回答道，她的脸变得通红。

“啊，那么，也许你想看看我的报纸吧，我这儿有好几份呢。”

她先把帽子摘掉，把它好好地和包放在一起。当她的小手翻着大张的白色报纸时，老人在多么慈祥地望着她呀！她那美丽的金发垂在脸旁。也许这位和蔼的老人在想，作为一个贫穷的小家庭教师，拥有这样一头秀发是多么令人悲哀啊！他可能还会想：“可怜的小姑娘，竟然独自在夜间旅行。我真希望作她的祖父去照顾她！”

“太谢谢您了。”她微笑着把报纸还回去。

“你的德语讲得很好，”老人说，“你以前一定去过德国吧？”

“哦，没有，这是我第一次出国。”

“真的吗？我很吃惊。我感觉你以前好像经常旅行。嗯，你会喜欢慕尼黑的。”老人说，“慕尼黑是座很棒的城市，博物馆、绘画、剧院、商店——应有尽有。我去过欧洲的各个地方，但我总是很高兴能回到慕尼黑来。”

“我不会在慕尼黑久住，”小教师不好意思地说，“我要去奥格斯堡一个医生家当家庭教师。”

啊，他知道奥格斯堡，那也是座不错的城市。“不过你去奥格斯堡之前，还是应该在慕尼黑度个短假。”

“哦，恐怕我不能那样做，”小教师严肃地说，“而且，如果是独自一人……”他明白她的意思。他也严肃起来，接下去他们就都不出声了。火车继续在夜色中飞驰。车厢里很暖和。远处传来开门关门以及雨点打在窗户上的声音。她就这样睡着了。

突然一声巨响把她吵醒了。出了什么事？老人皱着眉头坐在那儿。隔壁传来“哈！哈！哈！”的声音。

“这些自私的年轻人，”老人说，“恐怕他们吵吵闹闹的，把你给弄醒了吧？”不，真的没有。她本来就要醒了。她看看手表，4点半了。一束冰冷的蓝光照在窗户上。她望着外面的田野、白房子、还有树木。多漂亮啊！多漂亮多特别啊！连那天空中的粉色云彩都显得充满了异国情调。她搓着冰冷的双手，感觉真是快乐极了。

火车开始减速了，发出长长的鸣笛声。他们驶入了一个小镇。高高的粉色和黄色的房屋从车边掠过。有个女人打开窗户，盯着火车看。更多的女人出现了。接着——快看呀！多可爱的花儿呀——就在车站旁边！这些颜色你在国内是根本看不到的。
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火车停下来了。一个胖女人沿着站台走来，手里提着装满草莓的篮子。噢，她觉得口渴了！真是渴得要命！

老人微笑着站起身，把外衣穿上。他离开车厢时，她也朝老人笑了笑。他走后，小教师照了照镜子，理了理头发，就像个可以独自出门旅行的大姑娘那样。可她确实太渴了！她打开车窗，那个卖草莓的胖女人马上就走了过来。“多少钱？”小教师问。“噢，我的天！太贵了！”她又在角落里坐下。

汽笛响了。她希望老人不要被落下。哦，他来了！当他回到车厢时，她像老朋友似的冲他微笑，他手里拿着——一篮子草莓！“小姐，请收下……”

“什么，给我的吗？”她看起来很惊慌，不太确信的样子。

“当然是给你的，”老人说，“我自己已经不能吃草莓了。请尝一尝吧。”

“哦，谢谢您！”她高兴得倒吸了口气，“这些草莓看起来真是太鲜美了。”

“把它们都吃了吧。”老人说。他看起来很高兴，也很亲切。草莓又大，汁水又多，她得咬上两口才能吃完一个。她的手指上沾满了草莓汁。她在吃草莓的时候，把老人假想成自己的祖父。他会是个多么完美的祖父啊！

她吃完草莓，感觉自己好像已经认识他好多年了似的。她把阿恩霍尔德夫人以及在慕尼黑如何与她会面的安排都告诉了这位老人。阿恩霍尔德夫人晚上才能到。他听她讲完，然后说：“不知道你今天想不想让我带你在慕尼黑转转，就看看英国花园，也可能再去看看博物馆……这要比你在旅馆房间里坐着开心多了，也会给我这个老人带来很多乐趣。”

她马上就回答说“行”，过后她才去想这样做是否明智。毕竟她并不真正了解他。但是他年纪这么大了，人又那么好——更不用说还送草莓给她吃了。这是她的最后一天，真的，最后一个可以痛痛快快玩的日子。

“我先带你去旅馆，”他说，“然后10点钟我去那儿接你。”他给了她一张名片。于是一切都安排妥当了，一切都那么尽如人意。小教师开始为自己身处异国他乡而感到兴奋，她欣赏着窗外所有那些新奇陌生的事物，跟这位好心的老祖父谈论着这一切，就这样一直到他们抵达慕尼黑车站。他小心地领着她穿过车站上的人群，把她直接送到旅馆。“我10点钟来接你。”他说完就走了。

“这边请，小姐。”那个一直在盯着小教师和老人的服务员说道。

她跟着他上了楼，来到一间黑暗的卧室。啊唷！多难看、多冰冷的房间啊！要是在这里待上一整天，那简直是糟糕透了！“这就是阿恩霍尔德夫人给我订的房间吗？”小教师问道。

服务员还在打量着她——他好像觉得她有什么异样似的。他开始吹口哨，随后又改变了主意。“当然。”他说。

嗯，他为什么还不走？为什么这样看着她？“走开。”小教师用冷漠的英国人的方式说道。服务员吃惊地睁大了他的小眼睛。“马上给我走开。”她冷冷地重复道。

他向门口走去，接着又转过身来。“您那位绅士朋友，”他问，“他来的时候，我该带他上楼来吗？”

*　　*　　*

干净的街道上空飘着大朵白云——阳光照耀着万物。街道两旁长着高高的树木，电车上坐满了胖胖的、微笑着的乘客，开着的窗口传来阵阵笑声。她那位看起来比刚才更整洁、更漂亮的祖父就在她身旁，在带她游览慕尼黑。她想跑起来，想挽着他的胳膊，想大声喊叫：“噢，我太幸福了！”

他领着她过马路，不管她看什么东西，他都等着她，和蔼地看着她。她吃了些面包和肉，还喝了点儿啤酒。啤酒是用大玻璃杯盛着的，那玻璃杯的样子像花瓶一样。跟英国啤酒不一样，这种啤酒不会醉人。然后他们又去博物馆看绘画作品。

他们从博物馆出来的时候，天下雨了。祖父为她撑起了伞，他们步行去一家餐馆吃午饭。“你要是挽着我的胳膊，我打起伞来会轻松些。”他说，“而且你要知道，这也是德国的风俗。”于是她搀着他的胳膊，走在他旁边。这样走着很有意思，雨都停了，可他却忘记把伞收起来。

吃完午饭，他们又去了英国花园。“不知道现在几点了，”小教师说，“我的表停了。我们看了那么多东西，我觉得时间一定很晚了。”

“晚了！”他笑着说，“晚了！可我们还有那么多东西要看，你还没能尝尝我们美味的冰淇淋呢！”

“哦，”小教师大声说，“我今天玩得太开心了，简直无法用语言表达。真是开心极了！但是阿恩霍尔德夫人6点钟要去旅馆找我，所以我应该在5点之前就回去。”

“你能赶回去的，不过我们还是先去咖啡馆坐坐，吃一份巧克力冰淇淋吧。”

她又高兴起来。冰淇淋很好吃。她背对着钟表坐在那儿，时针指在了6点35分。“说真的，”她说，“这是我一生中最快乐的一天。”她那孩子般满怀感激的心充满了对她这位老祖父的爱。

他们离开英国花园的时候，几乎已经是晚上了。“你瞧那边那些高大的楼房，”老人说，“我就住在那儿——就我和一个照顾我的老管家。”她很感兴趣。“那么，在我送你回旅馆前，你想不想上来待几分钟看看我的小家？”她当然想去了。

过道里很黑。“啊，我想老太婆出去给我买鸡去了。”他把门打开。带着点儿羞涩和好奇，她走进了一间陌生的屋子。她真不知道该说些什么。房间并不漂亮，但很整洁。她想，像他这样的老头儿住在这里还算舒服。“嗯，觉得我的小家怎么样？”他从壁橱里拿出一瓶酒和两个粉色的玻璃杯。“你要是什么时候想在慕尼黑住上一两天的话，随时欢迎你来这儿住，我这个老头儿乐意照顾你。”他往粉色的杯子里倒了些酒。他倒酒的时候，手有些发抖。房间里静悄悄的。

她说：“我想我得走了。”

“你难道不想和我喝上一小杯吗——在你走之前就喝很小一杯好吗？”老头儿说。

“不喝了，真的，不喝了。我从来不喝酒这类的东西。”虽然她担心这样做极为不礼貌，但是她很坚决。“求您了，真的不喝。”

“嗯，你在我身边坐五分钟，让我为你的健康干一杯好吗？”

小教师坐在沙发边上，他挨着她坐下来把酒喝了。“你今天真的很开心吗？”老人问道。他坐得离她很近，她都能感觉到他的膝盖抵着她的膝盖了。没等她回答，他就抓住了她的手。“你能轻轻地吻我一下再走吗？”他说着就把她往怀里拉。

这简直是一场梦。这不可能是真的！这根本不是原来的那个老头儿。啊，太可怕了！小教师惊恐地盯着他。“不要，不要，不要！”她喘着气，想挣脱出来。

“就吻一下，一下，只吻一下，亲爱的。”他把脸使劲地凑过来，他的嘴在笑。他那蓝色的小眼睛闪着光！

“千万不要——千万不要。你怎么能这样！”她跳了起来，可是他比她要快得多，他一下子把她按到了墙上，硬梆梆的老身子骨紧紧地压住她。尽管她也反抗，头拼命地摆来摆去，但他还是吻了她的嘴。竟然是在嘴上！以前还从来没人吻过她的嘴唇……

她顺着大街跑啊跑，一直跑到有电车的宽马路上，一个警察正站在路中央。“我要坐电车去火车站。”小教师哭着说。

“你说什么？”

“火车站！”

“那边——现在就有辆车。”他很吃惊地看着这个帽子歪在一边，泪流满面的小女孩儿跳上电车，双手捂着嘴巴坐在那儿。

*　　*　　*

当小教师回到格罗尼沃尔德旅馆的时候，曾带她去房间的那位服务员正在往桌子上放玻璃杯。他好像很高兴见到她并回答她的问题，但是这种高兴有点儿怪。“哦，是的，那位女士来了。我告诉她你已经到了，又和一位先生出去了。她问我你什么时候再回来——我当然说不出了。然后她就去见经理了。”他拿起一个杯子仔细查看着。等再把杯子放下的时候，他笑了起来。

“那位女士现在在哪儿？”小教师问道。她抖得太厉害了，不得不拿手帕捂住嘴。

“我怎么会知道？”服务员大声说着，从她身旁挤过去迎接那些正要进门的新客人。“活该！活该！”他心想，“那会给她个教训。”当他扛起新来的客人的行李时，他重复着小教师的话：“走开，马上给我走开。该我吗？该我吗？”他冲自己大声叫道。


Her first ball

Leila found it hard to say exactly when the ball began. Perhaps it began in the car taking her there. It did not matter that she shared the car with the Sheridan sisters and their brother. She sat back in her own little corner of it, and away she went, past dancing houses and fences and trees.

'Have you really never been to a ball before, Leila? But how strange—' cried the Sheridan girls.

'We lived so far from anyone else,' Leila said softly. 'In the country we had no near neighbours.'

Oh dear, how hard it was to be calm like the others! She tried not to smile too much; she tried not to care. But everything was so new and exciting. Meg's roses, Jose's necklace, Laura's little dark head above her white dress—she would remember these things for ever.

Her cousin Laurie reached over and touched Laura on the knee.

'Listen,' he said. 'We'll do the third and ninth dances together, as usual. OK, darling?'

Oh, how wonderful to have a brother! Leila was so excited that she suddenly wanted to cry, because she was an only child, and no brother had ever said 'OK, darling?' to her; no sister would ever say, as Meg said to Jose at that moment, 'I've never seen your hair look so lovely as it does tonight!'

But there was no time to cry. They were at the hall already. The street was bright with moving lights and happy faces; little white shoes chased each other like birds.

'Hold on to me, Leila; you'll get lost,' said Laura.

'Come on, girls, let's go straight in,' said Laurie.

Leila put her hand on Laura's arm, and somehow the crowd carried them along and pushed them past the big golden lamp, along the passage and into the little room marked 'Ladies'. Here it was even more crowded and noisy. Everyone was pushing forwards, trying to get to the mirror.

There was a big gas light in the ladies' room. It wouldn't wait; it was dancing already. When the door opened, it jumped up almost as high as the ceiling.

Dark girls, fair girls were combing their hair, opening and closing bags, fastening buttons. And because they were all laughing, it seemed to Leila that they were all lovely.

'Aren't there any hairpins?' cried a voice. 'I need some hairpins.'

'Be a darling and put some powder on my back,' cried someone else.

'But I must have a needle and cotton! I've torn miles off my skirt!' screamed a third.

Then a voice said, 'Pass them along, pass them along!' and the basket of dance programmes went from hand to hand. Lovely little pink and silver programmes with tiny pink pencils. Leila's fingers shook as she took one. She wanted to ask, 'Should I take one, too?' But then Meg cried, 'Ready, Leila?' and they pushed through the crowd towards the doors of the dance-hall.

The band was silent, waiting to begin playing, but the room was full of the noise of talking and laughter. Leila felt that even the little coloured flags which hung from the ceiling were talking. She forgot to be shy. She forgot how, earlier that day, she had sat on her bed with one shoe off and one shoe on and begged her mother to ring up her cousins and say that she couldn't come. The feeling she had had, that she wanted to go home, to be back at her dark lonely house out in the country, suddenly changed to a feeling of complete happiness that she was here at this ball.

She looked at the shining, golden floor, the flowers, the coloured lights, and at the stage, with its red carpet and golden chairs, and the band ready to play, and she thought, 'How lovely! How simply lovely!'

All the girls stood together on one side of the doors, and the men stood on the other side. Older ladies, in dark dresses, walked with little careful steps over the shiny floor towards the stage.

'This is my little country cousin Leila. Be nice to her. Find her partners. I'm looking after her,' Meg was telling all the girls.

Strange faces smiled sweetly at Leila. Strange voices answered, 'Of course, my dear.' But Leila knew that the girls didn't really see her. They were looking at the men. Why didn't the men begin? What were they waiting for? They stood there, not talking, just smiling to themselves. Then quite suddenly, they were coming towards the girls, flying towards them over the golden floor.

A tall, fair man flew up to Meg, took her programme and wrote something in it. Meg passed him on to Leila. 'May I have the pleasure?' He wrote in her programme, smiled at her and moved on. Then a dark man came up to Leila, then cousin Laurie and a friend. Then quite an old man—fat and rather bald, too—took her programme and said, 'Let me see, let me see!' He looked at his programme, which was black with names, and at Leila's programme. He seemed to have so much trouble finding a free dance for her that Leila felt ashamed.

'Oh, please don't bother!' she said eagerly.

But the fat man wrote something in her programme and looked at her again. 'Do I remember this bright little face?' he said softly. 'Have I seen this little face before?'

At that moment the band began playing; the fat man disappeared. He was carried away on a wave of music that flew over the shining floor, breaking the groups of people into couples and throwing them out to the corners of the room.

Leila had learnt to dance at school. Every Saturday afternoon, the girls were taken to a little hall where Miss Eccles (of London) gave her 'top quality' lessons. But the difference between that poor little hall—with an old woman banging on the piano and Miss Eccles shouting at the girls to lift their feet—the difference between that place and this wonderful place of music and golden light was so great that Leila felt she would die if she didn't dance soon.

'Our dance, I think.' Someone smiled and gave her his hand. She didn't need to die, after all. She floated away like a flower on a stream.

'Quite a good floor, isn't it?' said a voice close to her ear.

'I think it's most beautifully slippery,' said Leila.

'Excuse me?' The voice sounded surprised. Leila said it again. There was a tiny pause before the voice said, 'Oh, quite,' and they danced on.

He danced so beautifully. That was the great difference between dancing with men and dancing with girls, Leila decided. Girls bumped into you and stepped on your feet.

The flowers were no longer flowers; they were pink and white flags flying by.

'Were you at the Bells' last week?' the voice said. It was a tired voice. Leila wondered whether she should ask him if he needed to stop and rest.

'No, this is my first ball,' she said.

He gave a little laugh. 'Oh, I say!'

'Yes, it really is the first ball that I've ever been to.' Leila felt quite excited, just talking about it. 'You see, I've lived in the country all my life...'

At that moment the music stopped, and they went to sit down. Leila's partner did not say very much. He stretched out his legs, played with a button on his jacket and looked around the room. But it didn't matter. The band began to play again, and her second partner seemed to appear from nowhere.

'Floor's not bad,' said the new voice. 'Were you at the Neaves' last Tuesday?'

Again, Leila explained that this was her first ball. It was strange that her partners did not seem to find this more interesting. It was so exciting! Her first ball! She was at the beginning of everything.

'How about an ice-cream?' said her partner. And they went through the doors, down the passage to the supper-room. Leila's face felt hot, and she was terribly thirsty. How sweet the ice-creams looked on their little glass plates, and how deliciously cold the spoons were!

When they came back to the hall, the fat man was waiting for her by the door. It gave Leila quite a shock to see how old he was; he ought to be on the stage with the mothers and fathers. And when she compared him with her other partners, his clothes looked old, too, and not terribly clean.

'Come along, little lady,' said the fat man. He held her loosely, and they moved so slowly that it was more like walking than dancing. But he said nothing at all about the floor, 'Your first ball, isn't it?' he said.

'How did you know?'

'Ah,' said the fat man, 'that's what it is to be old! You see, I've been doing this for the last thirty years.'

'Thirty years!' cried Leila. Twelve years before she was born!

'Terrible to think about, isn't it?' the fat man said sadly. Leila looked at his bald head, and she felt quite sorry for him.

'I think it's wonderful that you can still dance so well,' she said kindly.

'Kind little lady,' the fat man said. He held her a little closer. 'Of course,' he said, 'you won't be able to go on as long as this. Oh, no,' said the fat man, 'long before you're as old as I am, you'll be sitting up there on the stage in your nice black dress, watching. And these pretty arms will be little short fat ones.' The fat man shook his head sadly at the thought. 'And you'll smile just like those poor old dears up there, and point to your daughter, and tell the old lady next to you how some terrible man tried to kiss her at a ball. And your poor heart will ache, ache'—he held her even closer, to show how sorry he felt for that poor heart— 'because no one wants to kiss you now. And you'll say how awful these slippery floors are, how dangerous to walk on. Yes, little lady?' the fat man said softly.

Leila gave a light little laugh, but she did not feel like laughing. Was it—could it all be true? Was this first ball only the beginning of her last ball? The music seemed to change. It sounded sad, sad. Oh, how quickly things changed! Why didn't happiness last forever? For ever wouldn't be a bit too long!

'I want to stop,' she said in a breathless voice. The fat man led her to the door.

'No,' she said, 'I don't want to go outside.'

She stood there by the wall, trying to smile. But deep inside her a little girl threw herself down on her bed and burst into tears. Why did he have to ruin it all?

'I say, you know,' said the fat man, 'you mustn't take me seriously, little lady.'

'Of course I don't!' said Leila, biting her lip.

More people stood up to dance. The band was getting ready to play again. But Leila didn't want to dance any more. She wanted to be at home, looking out of her bedroom window at the stars.

But then the lovely music started, and a young man came to dance with her. She decided to dance with him and then go, as soon as she could find Meg. Very stiffly, she walked out onto the dance-floor. But in a moment her feet simply danced away with her. The lights, the flowers, the dresses, the pink faces, all became one beautiful flying wheel. When her next partner bumped her into the fat man, she just smiled at him happily. She didn't even recognize him again.



ball n. formal social gathering for dancing. 正式舞会。

chase v. run after in order to capture or overtake. 追捕；追逐；追赶。

hold on to sb. keep grasping or gripping sb.; not let go of sb. 抓住。

lonely adj. (of places) far from inhabited places; not often visited; remote. （指地方）偏僻的，人迹罕至的；偏远的。

bald adj. (of people) having little or no hair on the scalp. （指人）秃头的，无发或少发的。

ashamed adj. feeling shame, embarrassment, etc. about sth./sb. or because of one's own actions. 为……感到羞耻；感到惭愧。

carry away take away. 拿走；冲去，掠走。

slippery adj. (of a surface) difficult to hold, stand on or move on without slipping because it is smooth, wet, polished, etc. （指物体表面）光滑的，滑的。

bump into sb./sth. knock or strike sth. with a dull-sounding blow; collide with sth. 碰撞或敲击某物（发出低沉的响声）；与某人或某物相撞。

from nowhere 不知来自哪里。


她的第一次舞会

利拉发现很难确切地说舞会是从什么时候开始的，可能在送她去参加舞会的车上就已经开始了。虽然她同谢里登家的姑娘们以及她们的哥哥同乘一辆车，但这并没什么关系。她坐在车后部属于她的小角落里，从那些不断跳跃舞动的房屋、篱笆和树木旁边经过。

“你真的从来没有参加过舞会吗，利拉？真奇怪——”谢里登家的姑娘们叫了起来。

“我们住得离别人家太远了，”利拉温柔地说，“在乡下我们没有近邻。”

噢，天呐，要像别人那样保持平静有多难啊！她尽量克制自己别笑得太厉害；竭力表现出满不在乎的样子。可是所有这一切都是那么新鲜，那么令人兴奋。梅格的玫瑰花、乔斯的项链、劳拉那件白色的礼服衬着她深色的头发——她永远也忘不了这一切。

她的表哥劳里伸手拍了拍劳拉的膝盖。

“听着，”他说，“同往常一样，我们还是一起跳第三和第九支舞。行吗，亲爱的？”

噢，要是有个哥哥该有多好啊！利拉是那么激动，突然想大哭一场，因为她是独生女，从来没有兄弟对她说过“行吗，亲爱的？”；也从来没有姐妹对她说过“我从没见你的头发像今晚这么漂亮！”那样的话，就像刚才梅格对乔斯说的那样。

不过没有时间哭鼻子了。他们已经到了舞会大厅。街道上到处是晃动的灯火和人们快活的脸；小白鞋子像小鸟一样互相追逐着。

“拉住我，利拉，要不然你会走丢的。”劳拉说。

“快点儿，姑娘们，我们直接进去吧。”劳里说。

利拉拉着劳拉的胳膊，人群拥着她们往前走，推着她们经过一盏金灿灿的大灯，穿过走道，涌入一间标有“女士更衣室”字样的小房间。这里比外面更拥挤更嘈杂。大家都在往前挤，想挤到镜子前面去。

女士更衣室里挂了一盏大汽灯，它似乎按捺不住，已经翩翩起舞了。门开的时候，汽灯的火苗差点儿跳到了天花板上。

肤色深浅不一的姑娘们都在各自梳理着头发、开合手提包、系扣子。因为人人笑逐颜开，利拉觉得她们个个都很可爱。

“没有发夹了吗？”一个声音嚷道，“我需要发夹。”

“帮忙给我的背上搽些粉。”另一个人也叫了起来。

“我可是非得用针和棉线才行！我的裙子撕了那么长的一个口子！”还有一个人在尖叫。
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接着传来了“传过去，传过去！”的说话声。盛着节目单的篮子在人们手中传递着。传过来的是小巧精致的粉色和银色相间的节目单，还带有粉色的小铅笔。利拉拿了一份，她的手指在瑟瑟发抖。她很想问一声：“我也得拿一份吗？”这时梅格叫道：“好了吗，利拉？”她们挤过人群，朝舞会大厅的大门走去。

乐队寂静无声地等着演奏，可房间里却是人声鼎沸，洋溢着欢声笑语。利拉觉得连天花板上挂的小彩旗都在私语。她忘记了羞涩，忘记了那天一大早，她坐在床上只穿好了一只鞋，恳求妈妈给表哥和表姐们打电话说她不去参加舞会的情景。她曾有过的那种想要回家，想要回到乡下那幽暗偏远的房子里的感觉突然完全变成了一种喜悦之情，她很高兴能到这里来参加舞会。

望着流光溢彩的金色地板、花、彩灯，铺着红地毯、摆着金色椅子的舞台，准备演奏的乐队，她暗自思忖：“多美啊！真是太美了！”

女孩子们都站在门的一侧，男士们则站在另一侧。那些上了年纪的身着黑装的女士们，小心翼翼地迈着碎步走过亮晶晶的地板，朝舞台走去。

“这是我乡下来的小表妹利拉，你们可要好好关照她，帮她找舞伴。她可是我要照顾的对象啊。”梅格告诉所有的女孩子说。

一张张陌生的面孔都对着利拉甜甜地微笑。一个个陌生的声音都答应道：“当然会啦，亲爱的。”但是利拉明白这些女孩子们并没有真的在看她，她们的目光都在男人们身上。他们怎么还不开始？还等什么呢？他们站在那儿一句话也不说，只是暗自微笑。突然间他们朝姑娘们走来，简直就像是从金色的地板上朝她们飞来。

一个金发的高个小伙子朝梅格飞奔过来，拿起她的节目单，在上面写了些什么。梅格把他推到利拉身边。“能有幸同你跳舞吗？”他在她的节目单上也写了点儿什么，冲她笑了笑，继续往前走。随后，一个黑人小伙子向利拉走过来。紧接着，表哥劳里和他的一个朋友也过来了。这以后，一个年岁较大的男人——一个秃顶的胖男人——拿起她的节目单说：“让我看看，让我看看！”他看看自己那张黑压压写满了名字的节目单，又看了看利拉的。他好像在很费力地找一支没有安排上的可以和利拉一起跳的舞曲，利拉都觉得不好意思了。

“哦，请别费心了！”她恳切地说。

但是这个胖子还是在她的节目单上写了些什么，然后看了看她。“我还记得这张漂亮的小脸吗？”他柔声说，“我以前见过吗？”

就在那时，乐队开始演奏了，那个胖子也随之不见了踪影。音乐的浪潮在光亮的地板上流淌，把人们分成两人一对，冲到房间的各个角落，那个胖子被这音乐的浪潮卷走了。

利拉在学校的时候学过跳舞。每逢星期六下午，姑娘们就会被带到一个小厅里，在那里由（来自伦敦的）埃克尔丝小姐给她们上“高质量”的舞蹈课。那个简陋的小厅——一个老妇人在“砰砰”地敲击着钢琴，埃克尔丝小姐朝她们大吼着，叫她们把脚抬高——那里同这个充满了音乐和金黄色灯光的美妙地方相比简直有天壤之别。这差别太大了，利拉觉得她再不赶快跳舞的话，肯定会死去的。

“我想该我们俩跳了。”有人微笑着向她伸出了手。她终于不必去死了。她轻快地走了过去，就像一朵顺着溪水漂流的花。

“地板真不错，是吧？”那人贴近她的耳边说。

“这地板真是光滑极了。”利拉说。

“对不起，你说什么？”那声音听起来有些吃惊。利拉又说了一遍。片刻缄默之后，那人回应道：“哦，是很滑。”他们继续跳着。

他跳得好极了。利拉判定这就是跟男舞伴跳舞和跟女舞伴跳舞的巨大差别。跟女舞伴跳舞，她们总会撞到你，踩你的脚。

花已不再是花了；它们变成了飞舞着的粉白相间的彩旗。

“上星期你去参加贝尔家的舞会了吗？”那个人又问。他的声音听起来有些疲惫。利拉不知道她是否应该问他需不需要停下来休息。

“没有，这是我第一次参加舞会。”她说。

他微微笑了一下：“哦，是吗！”

“是的，我真的是第一次来参加舞会。”利拉觉得很激动，自顾自地讲道：“你要知道，我一直生活在乡下……”

这时音乐停了，他们找位子坐了下来。利拉的舞伴话不多。他伸开双腿，手里摆弄着外衣上的扣子，两眼朝四下里张望着。可这并没有什么关系。乐队又开始奏乐了，她的第二个舞伴不知道从什么地方钻了出来。

“地板还不赖，”新舞伴说，“上星期二你去参加尼夫家的舞会了吗？”

利拉又解释了一遍说这是她第一次参加舞会。奇怪的是，她的舞伴好像对舞会并不是很感兴趣。这是多么令人激动的舞会啊！她的第一次舞会！她的一切都才刚刚开始。

“想吃冰淇淋吗？”舞伴问她。两人穿过房门，沿着走廊向晚餐厅走去。利拉的脸发烫，口渴得要命。盛在小玻璃盘上的冰淇淋看上去是那么香甜，勺子也凉凉的，舒服极了！

当他们返回舞厅时，那个胖子正在门口等她。看到他那么老，利拉着实吃了一惊；他应该在舞台上跟那些当了爸爸妈妈的人在一起。利拉拿他跟她的其他舞伴相比，觉得他的衣服也显得破旧，而且不怎么干净。

“过来呀，小姑娘。”胖子说。他只是松松地揽着她，两人缓缓地移动着，与其说是在跳舞，不如说是在散步。可他却只字未提地板。“第一次来跳舞，是吗？”他问。

“你是怎么知道的？”

“哦，”胖子说，“上了年纪就会这样的！你要知道，我参加这样的舞会都有30年了。”

“30年！”利拉叫了一声。她出生前12年他就已经参加这样的舞会了！

“想想都觉得可怕，对吗？”胖子哀伤地说。利拉望着他的秃头，为他深感难过。

“你的舞跳得还是这么好，我觉得真是了不起。”她好心地说。

“好心的小姑娘，”胖子说着把她搂得稍微紧了些，“当然，”他说，“你不会总这样下去的。哦，不会的，”胖子说，“远不到我这般年龄，你就会穿着漂亮的黑衣服坐在舞台上看别人跳舞了。这纤美的臂膀也将会变得粗短肥胖。”想到这儿，胖子难过地摇了摇头，“你会像坐在那边的那些可怜的老太太那样微笑着，指着你的女儿，告诉身旁的老太婆说某个可恶的男人如何想在舞会上吻她。你那可怜的心会感到一阵阵疼痛”——他把她搂得更紧了，想要表明他为那颗可怜的心感到有多么难过——“因为没有人想吻你了。你会抱怨这光滑的地板是多么可怕，走在上面有多么危险。对不对，小姑娘？”胖子轻声说。

利拉淡然一笑，可其实她并不想笑。这是真的吗——这一切会是真的吗？难道她的第一次舞会就是她最后一次舞会的开始吗？音乐似乎也变了调，变得那么凄切，那么悲哀。哦，事物真是瞬息万变啊！幸福为什么不能永存呢？即使是永恒也不算太长啊！

“我不想跳了。”她气喘吁吁地说。胖子领着她走到门口。

“不，”她说，“我不想出去。”

她靠着墙边站着，想笑一笑。但在内心深处，有一个小女孩儿扑倒在床上突然大哭起来。他为什么要毁了这一切呢？

“我说，你呀，”胖子说，“你可别把我的话当真，小姑娘。”

“我才不会呢！”利拉咬着嘴唇说。

更多的人站起来跳舞了。乐队准备演奏下一支曲子了。可是利拉不想再跳了。她想回家，想在家透过卧室的窗户看星星。

可这时又响起了美妙的音乐，一个小伙子过来请她跳舞。她决定先跟他跳舞，然后一找到梅格她就走。她步伐僵硬地走到舞池中间。但一眨眼的工夫，她的脚步便飞舞起来。灯、花朵、衣服、粉红的脸庞，这一切都变成了一只美丽的飞轮。当她的又一个舞伴把她撞到胖子身上时，她只是快乐地朝他微笑着。她甚至都没有认出他来。


The woman at the store

All that day the heat was terrible. The wind blew close to the ground, lifting the white dust from the road and driving it into our faces. The horses moved wearily, half-blinded by the dust. The pack-horse was sick—with a big sore place on her back. She kept stopping, looking too tired to go on. Hundreds of birds screamed high overhead. There was nothing to see except mile after mile of coarse grass, with the occasional purple flower or grey-green bush.

Jo rode ahead. He wore a blue shirt and a white handkerchief round his neck, with a red pattern that looked like bloodstains on it. For once, he was not singing,

'I don't care, for don't you see,

My wife's mother was in front of me!'

He had sung it every day for a month; now we felt lost without it.

Jim rode beside me, white-faced. He kept licking his dry lips. We had not spoken much since dawn.

'My stomach needs some real food inside it,' said Jo. 'Now, Jim, where's this store you keep talking about? You say you know a fine store with a paddock for the horses, and a creek, and a friend of yours waiting there with a bottle of whisky to share. I'd like to see that place, I really would...'

Jim laughed. 'Don't forget, Jo, there's a woman, too, with blue eyes and yellow hair, and something else to share with you. Don't forget that!'

'The heat's making you crazy,' said Jo. We rode on. I fell half asleep, and dreamed that I was back home with my mother. I woke up to find that we were arriving somewhere.

We were on a hill, and below us there was a building with an iron roof. It stood in a garden; there was a paddock, a creek and some trees. Smoke rose from the chimney, and as I looked, a woman came out, followed by a child and a yellow sheep dog.

The horses found a final burst of speed, and Jo began singing, 'I don't care, for don't you see...'

The sun came through the clouds and shone on the woman's yellow hair and on the gun she was carrying. The child hid behind her, as we got off our horses, and the yellow dog ran into the building.

'Hallo!' screamed the woman. 'The kid said there were three brown things coming over the hill. I ran out quick, I can tell you, to see what it was.'

'Where's your old man?' asked Jim.

The woman looked away, frowning. 'Gone shearing. Been away a month. You going to stop here? There's a storm coming.'

'Of course we are,' said Jo. 'So you're on your own, are you?'

She stood, looking from one to the other of us, like a hungry bird. I smiled to myself at the way the men had joked about her. Certainly she had blue eyes and yellow hair, but she was so ugly! Her hands were rough and red, and her stick-like legs were pushed into a pair of dirty old boots.

'I'll put the horses in the paddock,' said Jim. 'Got any horse medicine? One of them's got a sore back.'

'Wait a second.' The woman breathed deeply. Then she shouted violently, 'You can't stop here! You've got to go. I've got nothing for you! '

'God help us!' said Jo heavily. He pulled me to one side. 'Gone crazy,' he said. 'On her own too much, if you know what I mean. Show some sympathy, and she'll change her mind.'

But there was no need for sympathy. She changed her mind anyway. 'Stay if you like,' she said. Then she turned to me. 'Come on—I'll give you the medicine for the horse.'

We went up the garden path. The yellow dog lay across the door, and she kicked it out of the way.

'The place isn't tidy. Had no time.Been ironing. Come in.'

It was a large room. The walls were covered in pictures cut from magazines. There was a table, some broken chairs, a pile of clothes she had been ironing. A door led into the store; through another door I saw the bedroom.

She left me there and went into the store for the medicine. I could hear her talking to herself. 'Now where did I put that bottle?' Down in the paddock Jo was singing, while Jim put up the tent. The sun was going down. There are no long evenings in our New Zealand days; the sun goes down and half an hour later it's night.

Sitting alone in that ugly room, I felt afraid. The woman was a long time. What was she doing in there? 'What a life!' I thought. 'Imagine living here all alone with that child and that dog. Mad? Of course she's mad! I wonder how long she's been here—I wonder if she'll talk to me.'

'What was it you wanted?' she shouted from the store.

'Some medicine for the horse.'

'Oh, I forgot what I was looking for. I've got it now.'

She came out and gave me a bottle.

'My, you look tired, you do. Shall I make you a few scones for supper? I've got some meat you can have, too.'

'All right.' I smiled at her. 'Bring the kid down to the paddock and eat with us.'

'Oh, no,' she said, shaking her head. 'I'll send the kid down with the food and some milk. Want some scones to take with you tomorrow?'

'Thanks.'

She came and stood by the door.

'How old is the kid?' I asked.

'Six next Christmas.Had a lot of trouble with her. Always sick when she was a baby, she was.'

'She doesn't look much like you. Is she like her father?' I asked.

'No!' she shouted. 'She's like me. Any fool could see that!'

I went down to the paddock and gave Jim the medicine for the sick horse. Jo had washed. He was combing his wet hair, smiling to himself.

I went to the end of the paddock, past the trees, and washed in the creek. The water was clear and soft as oil. I lay in the water and looked up at the trees. The air smelled of rain.

When I got back to the tent, Jim was lying by the fire. I asked him where Jo was.

'Didn't you see how he'd cleaned himself up?' said Jim. 'He said to me before he went off to find her, "She isn't much, but she's a woman. She'll look good enough in the dark!"'

'You told us she was pretty,' I said. 'That wasn't exactly true!'

'No, listen,' Jim said. 'I don't understand what's happened to her. I haven't been here for four years. I used to know the husband well. A fine, big fellow. And she worked in bars on the West Coast—she was as pretty as a doll. Told me once she knew a hundred and twenty-five different ways of kissing!'

'Oh, Jim, she can't be the same woman!'

'Of course she is. I can't understand it. I think the old man's gone off and left her. That's just a lie about shearing!'

Through the dark we saw the kid coming towards us with a basket of food and some milk. I took them from her.

'Come here,' Jim said to her.

She went to him. She was a tiny, thin kid, with white hair and weak, pale blue eyes.

'What do you do all day?' asked Jim.

She stuck one finger in her ear. 'Draw.'

'What do you draw? Leave your ear alone!'

'Pictures.'

'What of? Cows and sheep?'

'Everything. I'll draw you when you're gone, and your horses and the tent, and that one' —she pointed at me— 'with no clothes on in the creek. I saw her but she couldn't see me.'

'Thanks a lot. How nice of you,' said Jim. 'Where's your Dad?'

'I won't tell you,' the kid said. 'I don't like your face.' She stuck a finger in the other ear.

'Here,' I said. 'Take the basket and go and tell the other man that supper's ready.'

She ran off and we started eating. We had finished before Jo arrived. He was very red-faced and cheerful, and he had a whisky bottle in his hand.

'Have a drink, you two,' he shouted. 'She wants us all to go and drink with her tonight.' He waved one hand in the air. 'We're good friends, her and me.'

'I can believe that!' laughed Jim. 'But did she tell you where her old man's gone?'

Jo looked up. 'Shearing,' he said. 'You heard her, you fool.'

*　　*　　*

The woman had tidied the room. She had even put flowers on the table, beside the oil lamp, the glasses and the whisky bottle. The kid was drawing on a piece of wrapping paper.

The woman's hair hung loose. Her face was pink and her eyes shone. She sat with her feet touching Jo's under the table. In the hot room, with insects flying round the lamp, we all got slowly drunk.

The woman was shouting. 'Six years I've been here,' she told us, 'and it's broken me, living here. I told him, it's broken me, taken away everything I had. Left me with this kid and nothing else. Trouble is,' she went on, 'he left me alone too much. He'd go off for weeks, leave me all alone here. He'd never stay long.'

'Ma,' said the kid, 'I drew a picture of them on the hill, and you and me and the dog.'

'Shut your mouth!' shouted the woman.

Suddenly there was lightning, followed by the crash of thunder.

'Good thing the storm's come,' said Jo. 'I've been feeling it in the air for days.'

'Where's your old man now?' asked Jim slowly.

Her head dropped forward onto the table. 'He's gone shearing and left me all alone again,' she cried.

'Watch the glasses,' said Jo. 'Come on, have another drink. No use crying about it.'

She dried her eyes and took the glass. 'It's a lonely life for a woman,' she said. Jo took her hand.

Every minute the lightning grew brighter and the thunder sounded nearer. I got up and went over to the kid, who immediately hid her drawings by sitting on them. 'You're not to look,' she said.

'Oh, come on, show us.' Jim came over to us, and we were just drunk enough to joke and laugh the kid into showing us the pictures. They were extraordinary drawings for a child to do—clever, but very nasty. No doubt about it, the kid's mind was diseased. While we looked at the pictures, she got madly excited, laughing and trembling all over.

'Ma!' she screamed. 'Now I'm going to draw what you told me I must never draw—now I'm going to!'

The woman rushed at her and hit her on the head.

'You'll get worse than that if you dare say that again!' she shouted.

Jo was too drunk to notice, but Jim caught the woman by the arm. The kid did not make a sound.

We listened to the thunder. Then the rain began to fall, hitting the iron roof like bullets.

'You'd better sleep here, not in the tent,' said the woman.

'Good idea,' said Jo quickly.

'Go and get your things from the tent. You two can sleep in the store with the kid. Mr Jo can have this room.'

It sounded a crazy arrangement, but nobody said anything. Jim and I took a lantern and went down to the tent. We ran through the rain, laughing and shouting like two children who are having a wonderful adventure.

When we came back, the kid was already in the store, lying on a blanket. Jo shouted, 'Good night, all!' We took a lamp and closed the door of the store.

Jim and I sat down on two packing cases. We looked around at the bags of potatoes, the smoked meats hanging from the ceiling, the advertisements for coffee on the walls—and couldn't stop laughing. The kid sat up and stared at us. We took no notice of her.

'What are you laughing at?' she said uneasily.

'You!' shouted Jim. 'You, and this whole place, my child.'

She screamed with anger and beat herself with her hands. 'I won't be laughed at, I won't!'

'Go to sleep, Miss, or do some drawing,' said Jim. 'Look, here's a pencil and a bit of paper.'

Through the noise of the rain we heard Jo's footsteps in the next room, then the sound of a door opening and closing.

'It's a lonely life for a woman,' whispered Jim.

'A hundred and twenty-five different ways!'

The kid threw the piece of paper at me. 'There you are,' she said. 'I've done it because Ma shut me in here with you two. The thing she said I never ought to draw. I drew the one she said she'd shoot me if I did. I don't care! I don't care!'

The kid had drawn a picture of the woman shooting a man and then digging a hole to bury him in.

She threw herself to the floor, and rolled around, biting her fingers.

Jim and I sat until dawn with the drawing beside us. The rain stopped, and the little kid fell asleep, breathing loudly. We got up and went down to the paddock. A cold wind was blowing—the air smelled of wet grass. Just as we got on to the horses, Jo came out of the building—he waved to us to ride on.

'I'll catch you up later!' he shouted.

A bend in the road, and the whole place disappeared.



sore adj. painful or aching from a wound, infection, or (of muscles) hard use. （因受伤、感染或〈肌肉〉激烈运动而产生的）疼痛的。

pattern n. arrangement of lines, shapes, colours, etc., esp. as decorative design on clothes, carpets, wallpaper, etc. 图案，花样，式样（尤指衣物、地毯、壁纸等的）。

paddock n. small field where horses are kept or exercised. （放牧和驯马用的）小围场。

shear v. cut the wool off (a sheep) with shears. 剪（羊的）毛。

tent n. shelter or dwelling made of canvas, etc. supported by poles and ropes attached to pegs driven into ground. 帐篷。

scone n. soft flat cake of wheat flour or barley meal baked quickly. 烤饼（用小麦面或大麦面快速烘烤的）。

clean oneself up wash oneself. 把身体洗干净。

point at aim or direct at sth. （以某事物）瞄准或对着。

wrapping paper strong or decorative paper for wrapping parcels or presents. （结实的或装饰性的）包装纸。

extraordinary adj. beyond what is ordinary; very unusual; remarkable. 不平常的；非常的；格外的。

adventure n. unusual, exciting or dangerous experience or undertaking. 不寻常的、有刺激性的或危险的经历或工作；奇遇；冒险。

take no notice of pay no attention to. 不注意；不理会。

bury v. place (a dead body) in a grave or in the sea. 将（尸体）土葬或海葬。

roll v. (cause sth. to) move on wheels or rollers or by turning (over and ver). （使某物）滚动。

catch up reach (and sometimes overtake) sb. who is ahead (e.g. in a race); reach the same stage as sb. 赶上（有时超过）某人；达到与某人相同的境界。


女店主

那天从早到晚一直酷热难熬。热风贴着地面袭来，吹起路上的白色浮灰，朝我们迎面扑来。我们的马疲惫地往前走着，它们的眼睛被灰尘迷住都快看不见了。那匹驮马病了——她背上有一大片地方在发炎。她走几步就得停一停，看起来实在是太疲倦，无法继续行进了。数百只鸟在我们头顶上方的高空中尖声鸣叫。放眼望去，目之所及只有一望无际的杂草，草丛中零星点缀着紫色的花或是灰绿色的灌木。

乔骑马走在前面。他穿着件蓝色的衬衫，脖子上围着块白围巾，围巾上红色的图案看上去像是斑斑血迹。这一次他居然没唱那首歌：

“我不在乎，难道你没看见吗，

我的丈母娘就在我前面！”

这一个月来，他每天都在唱这首歌；现在他不唱了，我们倒觉得有些不知所措。

吉姆和我并肩而行，他脸色苍白，舌头不停地舔着干裂的嘴唇。从拂晓开始，我们就没怎么说话。

“我的肚子需要填点儿实实在在的东西。”乔说，“对了，吉姆，你老是挂在嘴边的那家小店在哪儿呢？你说你知道一家不错的小店，那里有遛马的围场，有一条小溪，还有一位拿着一瓶威士忌等你去共饮的朋友。我想见到这个地方，我真想……”

吉姆笑了起来。“别忘了，乔，还有个金发碧眼的女人呢，她有别的东西要跟你分享呢。可别忘了这个呀！”

“我看你是热疯了。”乔说道。我们继续前行。我半睡半醒，梦见自己回到了家中，和母亲在一起。我醒来时，发现我们到了一个地方。

我们爬到了一座山上，山下有一幢铁皮屋顶的房子。房子坐落在一个园子里；这里有围场、有小溪、还有树木，烟囱里冒着烟。我正看着，只见一个女人出来了，身后跟着个小孩儿和一条黄色的牧羊犬。

我们的马进行最后的冲刺，乔又开始唱起来：“我不在乎，难道你没看见吗……”

太阳穿过云层，阳光照在那个女人金色的头发和手里握的枪上。我们下马的时候，小孩儿躲在她身后，那条黄狗跑进了屋里。

“喂！”那女人尖声叫道，“我家孩子说三个棕色的东西翻山过来了。我不妨告诉你们，我这么快跑出来就是为了看看是什么东西。”

“你家老头子呢？”吉姆问道。

女人转过脸去，皱起了眉头。“剪羊毛去了。都走了一个月了。你们要在这儿歇脚吗？暴风雨就要来了。”

“当然。”乔说，“就你一个人在家，对吗？”

她像是一只饥饿的鸟一般站在那里，逐个打量着我们。想到那两个男人拿这个女人开玩笑的样子，我不禁暗自窃笑。她的确长着一双蓝眼睛和一头金发，但她实在是太丑了！她的手又粗又红，棍子一样的双腿塞在一双又脏又旧的靴子里。
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“我去围场遛遛马，”吉姆说，“有治疗马伤的药吗？有一匹马的背部发炎了。”

“等一下。”女人深深地吸了口气。然后她怒气冲冲地大叫起来，“你们不能待在这儿！你们得给我走！别想从我这儿得到什么！”

“我的上帝！”乔沉重地说。他把我拉到一边。“发疯了，”他说，“太孤独了，明白我的意思吗？对她表示些怜惜之情，她就会改变主意的。”

可是没必要这样做了。反正她已经改了主意。“你们愿意住就住吧。”她说。她又对我说：“来吧——我给你治马伤的药。”

我们沿着园子里的路向前走去。那条黄狗横卧在门口，她走过去一脚把它踢开。

“这里很乱，没空收拾，我一直在熨衣服呢。进来吧。”

房间很大。墙上糊着从杂志上剪下来的画页，屋里有张桌子，几把破椅子，还有一摞她熨烫的衣服。有一扇门通往店铺；透过另一扇门能看见里面的卧室。

她把我一个人留在那儿，自己进店铺找药去了。我听见她在自言自语：“我把瓶子放在哪儿了？”在围场那边，乔在唱歌，而吉姆在搭帐篷。太阳落山了。在新西兰，黄昏是很短暂的，太阳落山半个小时后就是夜晚了。

孤零零一人坐在这个丑陋的房间里，我感觉有些害怕。那女人去了很久了。她究竟在那儿干什么呢？“这过的是什么日子啊！”我寻思道，“想想看，独自生活在这里，只有那个孩子和那条狗和她做伴。疯了？她一定是疯了！真不知道她在这里住了多久了——也不知道她会不会和我聊聊。”

“你要的是什么东西？”她在店铺里大声问道。

“治马伤的药。”

“哦，我忘了要找什么东西了。现在找到了。”

她出来给了我一个瓶子。

“天啊，瞧你累的，你肯定是累了。要不要我给你们烤几个饼当晚饭？我这里还有些肉你们也可以吃。”

“好的，”我冲她笑笑，“把孩子也带到围场来，我们一起吃饭吧。”

“哦，不啦，”她摇着头说，“我让孩子给你们送点儿吃的东西和牛奶。明天走的时候想不想带上些烤饼？”

“多谢了。”

她过来站在门边。

“孩子多大了？”我问。

“到圣诞节满六岁。老是生病。一丁点儿大的时候就整天生病。”

“她长得不怎么像你，是像她爸吧？”我又问道。

“不！”她叫嚷起来，“她像我，这连傻瓜都看得出！”

我走到围场，把治疗那匹病马的药给了吉姆。乔已经洗过了。他面带微笑，正在梳理湿漉漉的头发。

我走到围场尽头，经过树林到小溪里洗澡。溪水清澈见底，润滑如油。我躺在水中，仰望着那些树木。空气中可以闻到山雨欲来的味道。

当我回到帐篷时，吉姆正在火堆旁边躺着。我问他乔去哪儿了。

“你没看见他把自己洗得干干净净吗？”吉姆说，“他去找她之前还对我说：‘她是不怎么样，可她是个女人呀。在黑暗中看起来就会好多了！’”

“你告诉我们说她长得漂亮，”我说，“可实际上却不是那么回事！”

“不是这样的，听我说，”吉姆说，“我也弄不清楚她到底怎么搞的。我有四年没来这儿了。我以前跟她丈夫很熟，她丈夫是个好人，身材魁梧。她以前在西海岸的酒吧工作——漂亮得像个洋娃娃。有一次她还告诉我说她知道125种不同的接吻方式呢！”

“噢，吉姆，她不可能是那个女人！”

“肯定是的。我也弄不明白。我想她老头子可能是离家出走弃她而去了。说什么剪羊毛去了，那是在撒谎！”

透过夜幕我们看到那孩子拿着一篮食物，还有牛奶正朝我们走来。我从她手中把东西接过来。

“过来。”吉姆对她说。

她走到他身边。她是个瘦弱的孩子，头发灰白，淡蓝色的眼睛无精打采。

“你整天都在做什么？”吉姆问道。

她把一根手指头伸到耳朵里说：“画画。”

“你画些什么呢？别摆弄你的耳朵了！”

“图画。”

“什么图画？是牛和羊吗？”

“什么都有。你们走以后我会把你们都画下来，还有你们的马、你们的帐篷，还有那个人——”她指指我——“光着身子待在河里。我看见她了，可她看不见我。”

“多谢了，你可真是太好了。”吉姆说，“你爸爸去哪儿了？”

“我才不告诉你呢，”那孩子说，“我不喜欢你那张脸。”她又把手指头伸到了另一只耳朵里。

“喂，”我说，“拿上这个篮子回去，告诉我们中的另外一个人，就说晚饭准备好了。”

她跑开了，我们开始吃晚饭。我们都吃完了，乔才回来。他满脸通红、兴高采烈，手里还拿着一个威士忌酒瓶。

“你们两个，来喝一杯。”他大声叫道，“她叫我们今天晚上都过去和她喝酒。”他的一只手在空中比划着，“我们成好朋友了，我和她。”

“这我相信！”吉姆笑着说，“可是她告诉你她老头子去哪儿了吗？”

乔抬头望望。“剪羊毛去了呗，”他说，“你们都听到了呀，真是傻瓜。”

*　　*　　*

那女人已经把房间收拾好了，她还在桌上放了些花，花的旁边点着油灯，还摆着玻璃杯和威士忌酒瓶。孩子正在一张包装纸上画画。

那女人的头发松松地垂着，她的面色红润，双眼奕奕闪光。她坐在那儿，脚在桌子底下碰着乔的脚。闷热的房间里，虫子绕着油灯飞舞，我们渐渐地都有了醉意。

那女人在大声喊叫。“我在这儿都六年了，”她告诉我们，“住在这儿把我给毁了。我对他说，我给毁了，我的一切都给夺走了。只给我留下个孩子，其他什么都没有了。我苦恼的是，”她接着说，“他老是把我一个人扔下。他一走就是几个星期，把我一个人孤零零地扔在这儿。他从来都不会待很长时间。”

“妈，”孩子说道，“我画了一张他们在山上的画，还有你、我和狗。”

“闭上你的嘴！”那女人叫道。

突然打起了闪，接着就是轰隆隆的雷声。

“太好了，暴风雨来了，”乔说，“这几天从空气里一直能感觉得到。”

“你老头子现在在哪儿？”吉姆慢吞吞地问。

她头向前趴到了桌子上。“他剪羊毛去了，又把我一个人扔下了。”她哭了起来。

“当心杯子。”乔说，“来，再来一杯。哭也没用。”

她擦干眼泪，拿起杯子。“这种生活对女人来说实在是太寂寞了。”她说。乔握住了她的手。

闪电越来越亮，雷声越来越近，一刻都没停。我站起来走到孩子跟前，她马上把画压到屁股底下，藏了起来。“不许看。”她说。

“哎哟，拿来，让我们看看。”吉姆也到我们这边来了。我们借着几分醉意逗着她让我们看了她画的画。这些画对于一个孩子来讲有些反常——运笔熟练，但是画面让人恶心。毫无疑问，这个孩子的脑子肯定有毛病。我们看她的画时，她兴奋得发狂，又是大笑，又是浑身发抖。

“妈！”她尖叫道，“现在我可要画那些你从来都不叫我画的东西了——现在我可要画了！”

那女人冲过去打她的头。

“你要是再敢这么说，小心比这还厉害！”她大吼道。

乔醉得什么也没觉察到，而吉姆却一把抓住了女人的胳膊。孩子一声没吭。

我们听着雷声。紧接着雨就下起来了，雨点像子弹一样击打着铁皮屋顶。

“你们最好睡在这儿，别睡帐篷了。”那女人说。

“好主意。”乔赶快应道。

“去把你们帐篷里的东西拿过来。你们两个和孩子一起睡在店里，乔先生睡这个房间。”

这个安排听起来太愚蠢了，可谁也没说什么。我和吉姆打着灯笼去帐篷那儿。我们俩在雨中奔跑，笑着、大叫着，就像两个正在进行一次奇妙冒险的孩子。

我们回来的时候，孩子已经躺在毯子上，被安置在店铺里了。乔叫道：“大家晚安！”我们接过灯，关上了店门。

我和吉姆坐在两个包装箱上，环顾着四周成袋的土瓦，天花板上挂着的熏肉，墙上贴着的咖啡广告——我们禁不住笑起来。孩子坐了起来，盯着我们看。我们没有去理会她。

“你们笑什么呢？”她不安地问。

“笑你呢！”吉姆高声说，“笑你，还有这整个地方，我的孩子。”

她生气地叫了起来，并用手打自己。“我不许你们笑话我，不许！”

“睡吧，小姐，要不你就画画，”吉姆说，“看，这里有枝铅笔，还有一小块纸。”

透过雨声，我们听到了乔在隔壁房间里的脚步声，接着我们听到了开门和关门的声响。

“这种生活对于女人来说实在是太寂寞了。”吉姆小声说。

“125种不同的方式！”

孩子朝我扔来一张纸。“给你，”她说，“我画这个是因为我妈把我同你们两个关在这里。我画的是她从来都不许我画的东西。她说要是我画了，她就毙了我，可我还是画下来了。我不在乎！我才不在乎呢！”

孩子画的是那个女人开枪打死了一个男人，然后挖坑去埋葬他。

她扑倒在地板上，咬着手指头在地上打滚。

我和吉姆伴着身边那幅画一直坐到天明。雨停了，孩子也睡着了，发出很响的呼吸声。我们起身朝围场走去。一阵冷风刮来——空气中散发着湿草的清香。正当我们翻身上马的时候，乔从房里走了出来——他挥手示意我们骑马赶路。“我回头追你们！”他喊道。转过一个弯，整个地方就不见了。


Millie

Millie stood and watched until the men disappeared from view. When they were far down the road, Willie Cox turned round on his horse and waved to her. But she didn't wave back. Not a bad young fellow, Willie Cox, but a bit too free and easy in his ways. Oh, my word! It was hot. Hot enough to fry your hair.

Millie put her hand up to keep the sun out of her eyes, and looked out over the dry, burnt paddocks. In the distance along the dusty road she could see the horses, like brown flies jumping up and down. It was half-past two in the afternoon. The sun hung in the pale blue sky like a burning mirror, and away beyond the paddocks the blue mountains trembled and jumped like the sea.

Sid wouldn't be back until half-past ten. He had ridden over to the town with four of the farm boys, to help find the young fellow who'd murdered Mr Williamson. Such a terrible thing! And Mrs Williamson left alone with all those kids. Strange! She couldn't believe that Mr Williamson was dead. He was such a joker. Always making people laugh.

Willie Cox said they'd found him in one of the farm buildings, shot bang through the head. The young English fellow who was with the Williamsons to learn about farming had disappeared. Strange! Why would anyone shoot Mr Williamson? He was so popular. My word! What would they do to that young man when they caught him? Well, you couldn't feel sorry for him. As Sid said, if they didn't hang him, he could just go out and kill someone else. There was blood all over the place. Willie Cox said he got such a shock when he saw it, that he picked a cigarette up out of the blood and smoked it. My word! He must have been half crazy.

Millie went back into the kitchen. Slowly, she washed the dinner plates. Then she went into the bedroom, stared at herself in the piece of mirror, and dried her hot, wet face with a towel. What was the matter with her that afternoon? She wanted to cry—about nothing! She decided to change her clothes and have a good cup of tea. Yes, that would help.

She sat on the side of the bed and stared at the coloured picture on the wall, Garden Party at Windsor Castle. In the middle of green lawns and shady trees sat Queen Victoria, with ladies in flowery dresses all around her. Behind them you could see the castle, with British flags flying from its towers. 'I wonder if it really looked like that.' Millie stared at the flowery ladies, who smiled coolly back at her. 'I wouldn't want their lives. Running round all day after the old Queen...'

On the table that Sid had made for her from packing cases, there was a photograph of her and Sid on their wedding day. Now that was a nice picture! She was sitting in a chair in her white dress, with Sid standing with one hand on her shoulder, looking at her flowers. Behind them there was a waterfall, and Mount Cook in the distance, covered with snow. She had almost forgotten her wedding day. Time passed so quickly, and with nobody to talk to...'I wonder why we never had kids... Well, I've never missed them. Perhaps Sid has, though. He's softer than me.'

Then she sat quiet, thinking of nothing at all, with her red hands on her knees. Tick-tick went the clock in the silent kitchen. Quite suddenly, Millie felt frightened. A strange trembling started inside her—in her stomach—and then spread all over to her knees and hands. 'There's somebody outside.'

She went softly into the kitchen. Nobody there. The back door was closed. She stopped and listened, and the furniture seemed to stretch and breathe... and listen, too. There it was again—something moving, outside. 'Go and see what it is, Millie Evans.'

She ran to the back door, opened it, and just saw somebody run and hide behind the wood pile. 'Who's there?' she called in a loud, brave voice, 'Come out! I seen you! I know who you are. I've got my gun.' She was not frightened any more. She was terribly angry. Her heart banged like a drum. 'I'll teach you to frighten a woman,' she shouted, and she took a gun and ran out of the house, over to the wood pile.

A young man lay there, on his stomach, with one arm across his face. 'Get up!' She kicked him in the shoulders. He didn't move. 'Oh, my God, I believe he's dead.' She knelt down and rolled him onto his back. She sat in the dust, staring at him; her lips trembled with horror.

He was not much more than a boy, with fair hair and a light beard on his chin. His eyes were closed, his face covered in dirt and dust. He wore a cotton shirt and trousers; there was blood on one of his trouser-legs.

'I can't,' said Millie, and then, 'You've got to.' She bent over and felt his heart. 'Wait a minute,' she whispered, 'wait a minute,' and she ran into the house for brandy and a bucket of water. 'What are you going to do, Millie Evans? Oh, I don't know. I never saw anyone unconscious before.' She knelt down, put her arm under the boy's head, and poured brandy between his lips. It ran out at the sides of his mouth. She took a cloth and washed his face and neck with the cool water. Under the dirt and dust, his face was as white as the cloth, thin, and marked by little lines.

A strange and terrible feeling took hold of Millie Evans. Deep inside her chest, it grew like a plant after rain, and burst painfully into leaf. 'Feeling better? All right, are you?' The boy breathed sharply, his eyes opened, and he moved his head from side to side. Millie touched his hair. 'Feeling fine now, aren't you?' The pain in her chest made her breathless. 'It's no good crying, Millie Evans. You've got to be sensible.' Suddenly he sat up and pulled away from her, staring at the ground. 'There, there,' cried Millie, in a strange, shaky voice.

The boy turned and looked at her, still not speaking. His eyes were so full of pain and terror that she had to shut her teeth together hard to stop herself crying. After a long pause he said, in the voice of a little child talking in his sleep, 'I'm hungry.' His lips trembled.

She stood up. 'Come on into the house and have a proper meal,' she said. 'Can you walk?'

'Yes,' he whispered, and followed her slowly to the door. Then he stopped. 'I'm not coming in,' he said. He sat down in the shade of the house.

Millie watched him. 'When did you last eat?' He shook his head. She went and put meat and bread and butter on a plate, but when she brought it to him, he was standing up, looking around. He did not take the plate of food she held out to him. 'When are they coming back?' he whispered.

At that moment she knew who he was. She stood there, holding the plate, staring. He was Harrison, the English fellow who'd killed Mr Williamson. 'I know who you are,' she said, very slowly, 'I must have been blind not to see it from the start.'

He made a movement with his hands, which seemed to say, 'That's all nothing.' Again, he asked, 'When are they coming back?'

And she meant to say, 'Any minute now. They're on their way now.' Instead, she said to the poor frightened face, 'Not until half-past ten.'

He sat down and closed his eyes. Tears ran down his face. Just a kid.And all those men after him. 'Try a bit of meat,' Millie said. 'It's what you need. Get some good food in your stomach.' She sat down beside him, with the plate of food on her knees. 'Here—try a bit.' She broke the bread and butter into little pieces, and she thought, 'They won't catch him. Not if I can stop them. Men are all rotten. I don't care what he's done or not done. Do what you can to help him, Millie Evans. He's only a sick kid.'

*　　*　　*

Millie lay on her back in bed, with her eyes open, listening. Sid turned over, pulled the sheet round him and said, 'Good night, old girl.' She heard Willie Cox and the other fellows drop their clothes on the kitchen floor, and then their voices, and Willie Cox saying, 'Lie down, lie down, you little devil,' to his dog.

The house grew quiet. She lay there and listened. It was hot. She was frightened to move, because of Sid. 'He must escape, he must. I don't care about the law and all that rubbish they've been talking about,' she thought angrily. She listened to the silence. He ought to be moving...

Before there was any sound from outside, Willie Cox's dog got up and went to the back door. A feeling of terror rose in Millie. 'What's that dog doing? What a fool that young fellow is with a dog here. Why doesn't he lie down and sleep?' The dog stopped, but she knew it was listening.

Suddenly, with a sound that made her cry out in horror, the dog started barking and rushing about. 'What's that? What's happening?' Sid got out of bed.

'It's nothing, it's only Willie's dog. Sid, Sid!' She took his arm, but he pushed her away.

'By God, there's something out there!' Sid quickly pulled his trousers on. Willie Cox opened the back door, and the dog rushed madly out of the house.

'Sid, there's someone in the paddock,' one of the men shouted.

'What is it—what's that?' said Sid. 'Here Millie, take the lantern. Willie! There's someone in with the horses!'

The men ran out of the house, and at the same moment, Millie saw Harrison rush across the paddock on Sid's horse and down the road.

'Millie, bring that lantern, quick!' She ran out in her nightdress to give it to him. They were away down the road in a second.

And as she watched Harrison in the distance, and the men rushing after him, a strange and crazy delight came to her, drowning all other feelings. She ran into the road—she laughed and screamed and danced in the dust, waving the lantern in the air.

'After him, after him, Sid! Catch him, Willie! Go on, go on! Shoot him down! Shoot him!'



in the distance far away. 在远方；在远处。

up and down backwards and forwards; to and fro. 上上下下；前前后后。

joker n. person who is fond of making jokes; foolish and irresponsible person. 爱开玩笑的人；愚蠢而不负责任的人。

flowery adj. (of language, gestures or decoration) too elaborate or ornate. （指语言、手势或装饰）矫揉造作的，过分修饰的，过分华丽的。

tick v. (of a clock, etc.) make a series of ticks. 滴答声（尤指钟表的）。

kneel down go down on one knee or both knees; rest on the knee(s). 单膝或双膝跪下；屈膝。

bucket n. round open container with a handle for carrying or holding liquids, sand, etc. （带提梁的）圆桶；提桶。

proper adj. that fits, belongs or is suitable; fitting or appropriate. 适合的；适用的；恰当的。

devil n. wicked spirit. 魔鬼；鬼怪。

bark v. (of dogs, etc.) give a bark or barks. （指狗等）吠叫。

By God. 绝对，一定。


米利耶

米利耶站在那儿目送着那些男人从视野中消失。他们都走了很远了，威利·考克斯还从马背上转过身来向她挥手，但她却没有回应他。威利·考克斯是个不错的小伙子，但是他的行为举止有些过于随便。哎哟！天气真是太热了，简直要把人的头发烤焦了。

米利耶扬起手遮住阳光，朝那被太阳烤干的围场望去。在那条尘土飞扬的路的远处，她看到了马群，这些马就像是棕色的苍蝇一样上上下下地跳动着。现在是下午两点半。太阳仿佛一面燃烧着的镜子，悬挂在淡蓝色的天空中，过了围场，那蓝色的山脉像大海一般翻腾起伏。

锡德不到10点半是不会回来的。他和农场上的四个小伙子骑马进城去帮着寻找那个杀死威廉森先生的年轻人。这件事太可怕了！撇下威廉森太太一人带着他们的孩子们。真奇怪！她无法相信威廉森先生已经死了。他是个那么爱开玩笑的人，总能使大家哈哈大笑。

威利·考克斯说他们是在一个农舍发现他的，一枪正中脑袋。那个在威廉森家学习经营农场的英国小伙子不见了。奇怪！为什么会有人枪杀威廉森先生呢？他是那么受欢迎。天啊！他们抓住那个年轻人会怎么处置他呢？嗯，没有人会同情他的。正如锡德说的，如果不把他吊死的话，他还会去杀别人的。农舍里到处是血。威利·考克斯说他看到那场面时太震惊了，他竟然从血泊中捡起一枝香烟抽。天啊！他可能也快疯了。

米利耶回到厨房。她慢慢地洗完餐盘，然后走进卧室，凝视着镜中的自己，用毛巾把又烫又湿的脸擦干。她那天下午是怎么了？她就是想哭一场——没有任何原因！她决定换换衣服，然后美美地喝上一杯茶。对，这样做会有所帮助的。

她坐在床边，凝视着墙上那幅名为《温莎城堡游园会》的彩色图画。在绿色的草坪和树阴中央坐着维多利亚女王，一些衣着华丽的贵妇人围在她的周围。在她们身后，还能看见城堡，城堡的顶部飘舞着英国国旗。“我真想知道这一切是不是真的。”米利耶定定地看着那些如花似玉的贵妇人，她们在冷漠地微笑着回看她。“我才不想过她们那种生活呢。整天围着老女王转……”

在锡德用包装箱给她改做的桌子上，放着一张她和锡德的结婚照片。那真是一张不错的照片！她穿着白色婚纱坐在椅子上，锡德站在旁边，一只手搭在她的肩上，双眼注视着她手里的花儿。在他们身后有一条瀑布，远处是白雪覆盖的库克山。她差不多都把结婚那天的情形给忘了。时间过得太快了，也没有人可以聊聊……“我不知道为什么我们一直没有孩子……算了，我可从来没想要个孩子，但是锡德可能想要。他的性情比我温和。”

她静静地坐着，那双红红的手放在膝盖上，脑子里什么也没想。寂静的厨房里传来钟表的“滴答”声。突然间，米利耶觉得非常害怕。她的内心深处产生了一丝奇怪的震颤——就在肚子里——接着又传遍了四肢。“外面有人。”

她蹑手蹑脚地走进厨房，里面没人。后门也关得好好的。她停下来侧耳倾听，家具好像伸展着四肢，喘着气……也在侧耳倾听。又有响动了——有什么东西在移动，就在外面。“去看个究竟，米利耶·埃文斯。”

她跑到后门，把门打开，正好看到有个人跑到木头堆后面躲了起来。“谁在那儿？”她毫不畏惧地高声喊道，“出来！我看见你了！我知道你是谁。我拿着枪呢。”她不再恐惧了，只觉得怒不可遏。她的心像擂鼓似的“咚咚”地跳着。“我要教训教训你，叫你吓唬女人。”她大叫着，拿起枪，出了房子，朝木头堆跑去。

一个年轻人趴在那儿，脸压在一只手臂上。“起来！”她踢他的肩膀，可他一动不动。“噢，我的上帝，我想他已经死了。”她跪下去，把他翻过来。她坐在地上，盯着他看；吓得嘴唇直哆嗦。

他看上去只不过是个孩子，一头金黄的头发，下巴上长着淡淡的胡须。他双眼紧闭，脸上沾满泥土。他身穿棉布衬衫和棉布裤子，一条裤腿上沾着血迹。
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“我受不了，”米利耶说，接着又说，“你受不了也得受。”她弯下身，摸摸他的心口。“等一下，”她低声说，“等一下。”接着她跑到房里取来了白兰地和一桶水。“你要干什么，米利耶·埃文斯？哦，我也不知道。我以前从没见过不省人事的人。”她跪下来，用一只手臂托起那个男孩儿的头，往他的嘴里倒了点儿白兰地。酒顺着嘴边流了出来。她拿出一块布，蘸着凉水擦洗他的脸和脖子。除去泥土之后，他的脸色白得像布一样，瘦削的脸上已有了细小的皱纹。

米利耶·埃文斯被一种奇异而又恐怖的感觉控制了。在她的内心深处，这种感觉就像是雨后的幼苗那样生长着，痛苦地长出了叶子。“感觉好点儿了吗？好些了，对吗？”男孩儿急促地喘着气，睁开双眼，头摆来摆去的。米利耶抚摸着他的头发。“现在感觉好些了，是不是？”她内心的痛苦使她喘不过气来。“哭也没有用，米利耶·埃文斯。你得理智些。”他突然坐了起来，从她身边挪开，两眼盯着地面。“好啦，好啦。”米利耶用一种奇怪而又颤抖的声音叫了起来。

男孩儿转过来看着她，仍然一言不发。他的眼睛里充满了痛苦和恐惧，她不得不使劲咬紧牙关不让自己哭出来。过了好一会儿，他用小孩子梦呓般的声音说道：“我饿。”他的双唇颤抖着。

她站了起来。“到屋里去，好好吃一顿。”她说，“你能走路吗？”

“能。”他小声说，跟着她慢慢走到门口，停了下来。“我不进去了。”他说。他在房子的阴凉处坐了下来。

米利耶注视着他。“你上一顿饭是什么时候吃的？”他摇了摇头。她进去把肉和黄油面包放在盘子里，可等她把食物拿来的时候，他已经站了起来，朝四周张望着。他没去拿她递过来的食物。“他们什么时候回来？”他小声地问。

就在那一刻她知道了他的身份。她站在那儿，手里端着盘子，定定地看着他。他就是哈里森，那个杀害了威廉森先生的英国人。“我知道你是谁了，”她一字一顿地说，“一开始我竟然没看出来，我真是瞎了眼了。”

他摆了摆手，好像在说：“这一切都无所谓了。”他又问了一遍：“他们什么时候回来？”

她本打算说：“随时都有可能。他们现在已经在回来的路上了。”可是面对那张可怜而惊恐的脸，她改口说：“要到10点半。”

他坐下来，闭上了双眼。眼泪顺着他的脸颊淌了下来。他还只是个孩子，可是所有的男人都在追捕他。“吃点儿肉吧，”米利耶说，“你需要吃点儿肉，你得让肚子里有点儿东西。”她在他身旁坐了下来，把装食物的盘子放在膝盖上。“来——吃一点儿。”她把黄油面包掰成小块，心里琢磨着：“他们抓不住他的。要是我能阻止他们的话，他们就抓不住。男人们都很邪恶。我才不在乎他做没做什么事呢。尽你所能帮助他，米利耶·埃文斯。他只不过是个生病的孩子。”

*　　*　　*

米利耶仰卧在床上，睁着眼睛侧耳倾听。锡德翻了个身，把被子往身上拢了拢说：“晚安，老姑娘。”她听见威利·考克斯和其他小伙子把衣服扔到了厨房地板上，接着听到了他们说话的声音，又听到威利·考克斯对他的狗吆喝：“趴下，趴下，你这小鬼。”

房子里安静下来。她躺在那儿侧耳倾听。天气很热，可她一动都不敢动，生怕把锡德吵醒。“他一定得逃走，一定。我才不在乎什么法律，才不在乎他们谈论的那些废话呢。”她愤愤地想着。她仔细地听了听，什么声音都没有。他应该正在转移……

外面还没有任何声响，威利·考克斯的那条狗就已经爬起来蹿到后门那儿去了。恐惧在米利耶心中陡然而生。“那条狗在干什么？那个年轻人也真傻，知道这儿有条狗，为什么不躺下睡觉呢？”狗不动了，但是她知道它一定在听着。

突然间，那条狗狂吠着到处乱窜，发出的声响使她惊恐地大叫起来。“什么声音？出了什么事？”锡德从床上起来。

“没什么事，只是威利的狗在叫。锡德，锡德！”她抓住他的胳膊，可是他把她给甩开了。

“没错，外面肯定有事！”锡德赶快把裤子穿上。威利-考克斯把后门打开，那条狗疯了似地蹿了出去。

“锡德，围场里有人。”其中一人大喊。

“什么——怎么回事？”锡德问，“喂，米利耶，拿灯来。威利！马群这儿有人！”

男人们都从房中跑出来，就在这时，米利耶看到哈里森骑着锡德的马飞奔穿过围场，上了大路急驰而去。

“米利耶，把那盏灯拿过来，快呀！”她穿着睡衣跑出来把灯递给他。他们一转眼也上了大路，追了下去。

当她远远地看到哈里森，那些男人们在后面猛追的时候，一种奇怪的狂喜油然而生，盖过了其他一切感情。她跑到马路上——在尘土中大笑、大叫、乱跳，在空中挥舞着手中的灯。

“追上他，追上他，锡德！抓住他，威利！加油，加油！开枪打他！打他！”


The lady's maid

Eleven o'clock. A knock at the door.

... I hope I haven't disturbed you, madam. You weren't asleep—were you? But I've just given my lady her tea, and there was a nice cup left, so I thought perhaps...

... Not at all, madam. I always make a cup of tea at this time. She drinks it in bed after she's said her prayers, to warm her up. I start to boil the water when she kneels down, and I always say to the water, 'Now, don't be ready too quick.' But it always boils long before my lady finishes her prayers. You see, madam, we know such a lot of people, and my lady has to mention all their names in her prayers—everyone. She keeps all their names in a little red book. Oh dear! Whenever we have a new visitor, and my lady says after they've gone, 'Ellen, bring me my little red book,' I feel quite wild, I really do.

And do you know, madam, she kneels right down on the hard carpet. It makes me worried sick to see it, knowing her the way I do. I've tried putting a soft woollen blanket down. But the first time I did it she gave me such a look—such a sweet, suffering look it was, madam. 'Did our Lord Jesus have soft woollen blankets, Ellen?' she said. But—I was younger then—I wanted to say, 'No, but our Lord Jesus wasn't as old as you, and He didn't have your poor bad back!' Terrible of me, wasn't it? But she's too good, you know, madam. When I went in to see if she was all right just now, and saw her lying there asleep—so pretty—I couldn't help thinking, 'Now you look just like your dear mother on her deathbed.'

... Yes, madam, I took care of everything after the death. Oh, she did look sweet. I did her hair—ever so soft and pretty it was—and I put the most lovely flowers all round her head. She looked a picture! I shall never forget those flowers.

... Only the last year, madam. She came to live with us after she became a bit—well—forgetful, as they say. Of course, she was never dangerous; she was the sweetest old lady. But what happened was—she thought she'd lost something. She couldn't sit still. All day long she used to search the house, up and down, up and down. When she saw me, she'd say, 'I've lost it; I've lost it,' just like a child. And I'd say, 'Come along and we'll have a nice game of cards.' But she'd take my hand—I was a favourite of hers—and whisper, 'Find it for me, Ellen. Find it for me.' Sad, wasn't it?

... No, she never got any better, madam. The last thing she ever said was—very slow, 'Look in—the—Look—in—' And then she was gone.

... No, madam, I never noticed it. Perhaps some girls. But you see, it's like this. I've got nobody but my lady. My mother died when I was four, and I lived with my grandfather, who had a hairdresser's shop. I used to sit under a table in the shop, brushing my doll's hair. I suppose I was copying the assistants. They were really kind to me. I used to sit there all day, as quiet as can be—the customers never knew I was there.

... But one day I managed to get a pair of scissors, and—would you believe it, madam? —I cut off all my hair! What a little monkey! Grandfather went mad, he was so angry. He picked up the red-hot curling tongs—I shall never forget it—caught hold of my hand and shut my fingers in the tongs. 'That'll teach you!' he said. It was an awful burn. You can still see the mark.

... Well, you see, madam, he'd been so proud of my hair. He used to sit me in a high chair, before the customers came, and give me such a beautiful hair-do. I remember the assistants all standing and watching. Grandfather used to give me a penny to sit still for him. But he always took it back afterwards. Poor Grandfather!

When he burned my hand, I was so frightened! Do you know what I did, madam? I ran away. Yes, I did, right down the street and round the corner. Oh dear, I must have looked funny, with my hand rolled up in my skirt and my hair sticking out all over my head. People must have laughed when they saw me...

... No, madam, Grandfather never forgave me. He couldn't even eat his dinner if I was in the room. So my aunt gave me a home. She was a dress-maker. Tiny little woman, she was. She had to stand on a chair to measure some of her ladies. And it was when I was helping her that I met my lady...

... Not so very young, madam. I was already thirteen. And I don't remember ever feeling I was—well—a child. You see, there was my uniform and one thing and another. My lady insisted on my wearing a proper uniform from the start.

... Oh yes—once I felt like a child! That was—funny! It was like this. My lady had her two little nieces staying with her, and there was a fair in a park nearby. 'Now, Ellen,' she said, 'I want you to take the two young ladies for a ride on the donkeys.'

Off we went. Quiet little girls, they were. They both held my hand. But when we came to the donkeys, they were too shy to go for a ride. So we stood and watched. Those donkeys were so beautiful! They were a lovely silver-grey colour and they had little red saddles and bells on their ears. And quite big girls—older than me—were riding them. And they looked so nice, just enjoying themselves. I don't know why, but when I saw those donkeys, with their little feet and their eyes—so gentle—and their big soft ears—well, I wanted more than anything in the world to ride on a donkey's back!

... Of course, I couldn't. I had to look after my young ladies. But all the rest of the day I thought about those donkeys. I had nothing but donkeys on my mind. I felt I would burst if I didn't tell someone; and there was no one to tell. But when I went to bed—I was sleeping in cook's bedroom at the time—as soon as the lights were out, I could see them again. My donkeys, with their neat little feet and sad eyes.

Well, madam, would you believe it, I waited for a long time and pretended to be asleep, and then I suddenly sat up and said, as loud as I could, 'I want to ride on a donkey. I want a donkeyride!' You see, I had to say it, so I pretended I was talking in my sleep. That's just what a silly child would do, isn't it?

... No, madam, never now. Of course, I wanted to when I was younger. But I never did. He had a little flower-shop. Funny, wasn't it? I've always loved flowers. We were having a lot of parties in the house at that time, and I was in and out of the flower-shop all the time. And Harry and I (his name was Harry) started arguing about what flowers were best—and that was how it began.

Flowers! You wouldn't believe it, madam, the flowers he used to give me. It was lilies more than once, and that's the honest truth. Well, of course, we were going to get married and live in rooms over the shop. I was going to arrange the flowers in the shop-window. Oh, how often I've arranged that window! Not really, of course, madam. Just in my dreams. I've done it all red and green for Christmas, and with a lovely star for Easter all made out of daffodils. I've put—well, that's enough about that.

The day came when we were going to choose our furniture. Shall I ever forget it? It was a Tuesday. My lady wasn't very well that afternoon. She didn't say anything, of course—she never complains. But she kept asking me if it was cold, and rubbing her little hands together. I knew she wasn't well. I didn't want to leave her, and I said, 'Shall I tell him that we'll go another day?'

'Oh, no, Ellen,' she said, 'you can't disappoint your young man.' So sweet, madam, never thinking about herself. It made me feel worse than ever.

And then she dropped a little perfume bottle, madam, and she tried to bend right down and pick it up herself—a thing she never did. 'Whatever are you doing!' I cried, and I ran to stop her.

'Well,' she said, smiling, 'I shall have to get used to doing things for myself now.' Oh, madam, I almost burst into tears when she said that! I couldn't stop myself, and I asked her if she would rather I didn't get married.

'No, Ellen,' she said—that was how she spoke, madam, just like that—'No, Ellen, not for the world!' But while she said it, madam, I was looking in her mirror. Of course, she didn't know I could see her, and she put her little hand on her heart just like her dear mother used to, and she looked so sad... Oh, madam!

When Harry came, I had his letters all ready, and the ring, and a dear little silver brooch with a heart on it that he'd given me. I opened the door to him. I never gave him time to say a word. 'There you are,' I said. 'Take them all back,' I said, 'it's all over. I'm not going to marry you,' I said, 'I can't leave my lady.' White! He turned as white as a woman. I had to shut the door, and I stood there, shaking all over, until he went. Then I opened the door and I ran out into the middle of the road, and I just stood there... staring. People must have laughed if they saw me...

...What's that? The clock? Oh, madam, you should have stopped me! Let me cover up your feet. I always cover up my lady's feet, every night. And she always says, 'Goodnight, Ellen. Sleep well and wake up early!'

...Oh dear, I sometimes think... whatever would I do if anything happened... But thinking's no good, is it, madam? Thinking won't help. When I find myself doing that, I say to myself, 'Come along, Ellen! Stop it this moment, my girl! Stop that silly thinking...!'



maid n. woman servant. 女仆；侍女。

prayer n. solemn request to God or to an object of worship. 祈祷；祷告。

woollen adj. made wholly or partly of wool. 纯毛的；（含毛）混纺的。

can't help doing sth. cannot prevent or avoid (sth.) 不得不；不由自主。

deathbed n. bed in which a person is dying or dies. 临终时躺卧的床。

red-hot (of a metal) so hot that it glows red. （指金属）热得通红的，炙热的。

curling tongs metal device for curling hair, using heat. 卷发钳。

hairdo n. style or process of arranging (esp. a woman's) hair. 发型；（尤指女子的）美发。

stick out project. 突出；伸出。

dress-maker n. person who makes women's clothes. （专做女服的）裁缝。

nothing but only. 仅仅；只。

burst v. (cause sth. to) break violently open or apart, esp. because of pressure from inside; explode. （使某物）爆炸；胀破。

argue about express an opposite opinion; exchange angry words; quarrel. 争论；争辩；争吵。

Easter n. annual Christian festival that occurs on a Sunday in March or April, and celebrates the resurrection of Christ after the crucifixion; period about this time. 复活节（基督徒一年一度的节日，于3月或4月的一个星期日，纪念基督在十字架上受刑死后复活）；复活节期间。

complain v. say that one is dissatisfied, unhappy, etc. 投诉；抱怨。

not for the world whatever the inducement is or was. 绝对不。


女主人的贴身女仆

11点钟。有人敲门。

……希望我没有打扰您，太太。您还没睡——是吧？我刚给我们夫人送了茶，这儿还剩下一满杯呢，所以我想，也许……

……没什么，太太。我总在这个时候沏茶。她做完祷告后，就在床上喝茶来暖暖身子。她跪下去的时候，我就开始烧水。我总是对水说：“听着，别开得太快了。”可往往是水都开了好半天了，我们夫人还没有做完祷告。您知道，太太，我们认识这么多人，我们夫人祷告时要把他们的名字全都念叨一遍——一个也不漏。她把他们所有人的名字都记在一个小红本子上。哎呀！每次来了新客人，他们走后我们夫人就会说：“埃伦，把小红本子给我拿来。”我都气坏了，真是气坏了。

您知道吗，太太，她就跪在硬邦邦的地毯上。我是了解她的，看着她那个样子真叫我担心得不得了。我试过给她铺上一条柔软的羊毛毯。不过我第一次那么干的时候，她就那样看了我一眼——那是多么亲切又多么痛苦的眼神啊，太太。“我们的主有柔软的羊毛毯吗，埃伦？”她说。可是——我那时候还年轻——我想说：“没有，但是我们的主可不是您这般年纪，他的后背也不像您那可怜的后背一样有毛病！”我很坏，是吧？可她实在是太好了，您知道的，太太。刚才我进去看她是否一切都好的时候，我看到她躺在那儿已经睡着了——真美——我禁不住在想：“现在您看上去，和您亲爱的母亲临终时躺在床上的样子一个样。”

……是的，太太，后事全是由我操办的。噢，她看上去真的很安详。我给她做的头发——她的头发非常柔软，非常美——我在她头上插满了最漂亮的花。她看上去就像画一样美丽！我永远也忘不了那些花。

……那是去年才发生的事，太太。她来和我们一起住，在她变得有点儿——嗯——健忘以后，他们是那么说的。当然啦，她可一点儿也不危险；她是个最和气不过的老太太。可事情是这样的——她总以为自己丢了什么东西。她无法安安静静地坐着，整天都在房子里找东西，到处找，到处找。她见着我就对我说：“我把它弄丢了；我把它弄丢了。”像个孩子似的。我会说：“来，我们好好玩会儿牌吧。”可她却拉着我的手——我是她最喜欢的人——小声说：“帮我把它找回来，埃伦。帮我找回来。”真叫人难过，是不是？

……没有，她再也没有好起来，太太。她说的最后几个字是她说得很慢：“看——那里——看——那里——”然后她就去世了。

……没有，太太，我从没注意过。也许有些女孩子可以。不过，您看，事情是这样的。除了我们夫人，我就没什么亲人了。我四岁的时候母亲就死了，我和爷爷住在一起，爷爷是开理发店的。那时我老是躲在店里的桌子底下，给我的洋娃娃梳头。我想我是在学那些店员的样吧。他们对我真的很好。我就整天坐在那儿，尽量安静——那些顾客从来都不知道我在那儿。

……可有一天我设法弄到了一把剪子，于是——您会相信这事吗，太太？——我把我的头发都剪了下来！真像个小猴子！爷爷都快发疯了，他气坏了。他抄起一把炽热的烫发钳——我永远都忘不了——抓起我的手，就把我的手指头钳在了里面。“这是给你的教训！”他说。这下子真把我烫得够戗。现在还能看见伤疤呢。

……嗯，您知道，太太，他一直以我的头发为骄傲。他老是在顾客还没来的时候，让我坐到一把高椅子上，给我做一个漂亮的发型。我记得店员们都站在旁边看。爷爷总给我一个便士让我安静地坐好，但是过后他总要把钱拿走。可怜的爷爷！

他烫我的手时，我简直给吓坏了！您知道我干出了什么事吗，太太？我逃走了。是的，我逃了。我沿着大街往前跑，跑到街角时拐了过去。哎呀，我的模样肯定很滑稽：手包在裙子里，满头的头发奓着。人们看见我的时候肯定会笑话我的……

……不，太太，爷爷根本没有原谅我。如果我在屋里，他甚至连饭都吃不下。所以我姑姑把我领了去。她是个裁缝，一个身材矮小的女人。她得站在椅子上才能够得着为一些女顾客量身。就是在我给她帮忙的时候，我遇上了我们夫人……

……也不是特别小，太太。我那时已经13岁了。我不记得我有过那种——嗯——是个孩子的感觉。你想，我得穿制服，还有这样那样的事情。一开始我们夫人就坚持让我穿正规的制服。

……哦，对了——我曾经有过一次感觉自己像个孩子！那真是——好笑！是这么回事。我们夫人和她的两个小侄女一起住，附近的公园有个集市。“喂，埃伦，”她说，“我想让你带两位小姐骑着驴子出去走一走。”

我们就出发了。她们真是温顺的小姑娘，两个人都拉着我的手。可是我们走到驴子跟前时，她们却畏畏缩缩地不敢骑，所以我们只好站在那儿看着。那些驴子可真漂亮！它们的毛色是那种可爱的银灰色，驮着个小小的红马鞍，耳朵上还挂着铃铛。有些大姑娘——比我都大——正在那儿骑驴子。她们看上去那么高兴，玩得很快活。我也不知道是什么原因，当我看到那些长着小蹄子的驴子，看到它们的眼神——那么温柔——还有那柔软的大耳朵——嗯，整个世界上我最想做的事情就是骑驴子！

……当然了，我是不能骑的。我得照顾我们的年轻小姐。但在那天余下的时间里，我一直在想着那些驴子。我的脑子里装的只有驴子。我觉得如果我不找人说说的话，会憋坏的，可我没人可以倾诉。上床睡觉时——那时我睡在厨娘的卧室里——灯一关，我就又看见它们了。我的驴子呀，它们那漂亮的小蹄子，还有那忧伤的眼神。

嗯，太太，您可能不会相信，我等了好长时间，装作睡着了，然后“霍”地坐起身来，用最大的声音叫起来：“我真想骑驴子，我真想骑啊！”您知道，我不说不行啊，所以我就假装在说梦话。傻孩子才会这么做，是不是？

……不，太太，现在再也不了。当然啦。我年轻的时候是想那么做的，可我以后再也不想了。他开了一家小小的花店。很好笑，是不是？我向来喜欢花的。那时候，我们这幢房子里举行很多晚会，我老是进进出出那家花店。我和哈里（他叫哈里）开始争论什么花最漂亮——我们就那样开始了。

那些花呀！您可能不信，太太，他以前老给我送花。他不止一回地送给我百合花呢，我可一点儿没有瞎编。嗯，当然了，我们打算结婚了，婚后就住在花店上面的房间里，以后要由我来摆放橱窗里的那些花了。噢，我摆过多少次橱窗啊！当然了，我可不是真摆，太太，我只是在梦里摆。过圣诞节，我把它整个布置得红红绿绿的，过复活节，我做了颗可爱的星星，全都是用水仙花做的。我还挂起了——哦，说得够多了。

我们选家具的日子到了。这我哪能忘得了？那天是星期二。那天下午我们夫人身体不太舒服。当然了，她什么都没说——她从来不抱怨的。可她一个劲儿地问我天冷不冷，两只小手还不停地搓来搓去。我知道她不舒服。我不想离开她，于是我就说：“我告诉他我们改天再去好吗？”

“哦，不要，埃伦，”她说，“你可不能让你那小伙子失望。”她真太和善了，太太，从来都不想着自己。这让我更不好受了。

这时她的小香水瓶掉到了地上，太太，她要弯腰自己把它捡起来——这事儿她可从来没做过。“您在干什么呀！”我叫着跑过去拦住她。

“哦，”她笑着说，“我现在得适应自己做事了。”噢，太太，她说这话的时候，我都差点儿哭了！我控制不了我自己，我问她是不是不希望我嫁人。

“不能这样，埃伦，”她说——她就是这么说的，太太，就是这样——“不能这样，埃伦，绝对不能这样！”但是她说这话的时候，太太，我正看着她的镜子。当然啦，她不知道我能看得见她，只见她把小手捂在心口上，就像她亲爱的妈妈以前常做的那样，她看起来是那么的悲伤……哦，太太！
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哈里来的时候，我把他写给我的信都预备好了，还有他给我的戒指和一枚可爱的银制小胸针，胸针上刻有一颗心。我给他开了门，根本就没给他说话的时间。“给你，”我说，“把这些东西都拿回去，”我说，“事情都了结了，我不准备嫁给你了，”我说，“我不能离开我们夫人。”白了！他的脸色变白了，白得就像女人的脸一样。我不得不把门关上。我站在那儿，浑身抖个不停，直到他走了才停下。然后我把门打开，跑到路中间，我就站在那儿……呆呆地望着。人们要是看见我，肯定会笑话我的……

……什么声音？是钟在响吧？哦，太太，您早应该拦住我的！我把您脚下的被子给您盖好。我们夫人脚下的被子也总是我给盖好的，每天晚上都是如此。她总对我说：“晚安，埃伦，睡个好觉，起个大早！”

……哎呀，我有时就想……要是万一发生点儿什么事，我该怎么办呢……不过光想是没什么好处的，是不是，太太？光想是没用的。我发现自己这么做的时候，就会对自己说：“赶快，埃伦！马上打住，我的姑娘！不要再胡思乱想了……！”


ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1. Read the story titles on the contents page. In which story do you think you will find these people?

1) A woman whose job is teaching children in their own home.

2) Some children who are given a wonderful present.

3) A rich family who enjoy inviting guests to their home.

4) A shy country girl who has never been to a dance before.

5) A woman who keeps a shop in a lonely country area.

6) A poor woman who spends her life serving other people.

7) Someone who is trying to find work in the theatre or films.

2. Read the introduction of the book. Which of these things do you think you will find in the stories?


  
    	a fatal accident
    	madness
    	a dangerous journey
  

  
    	a murder
    	a wedding
    	a forbidden love affair
  

  
    	a jealous lover
    	happy endings
    	family disagreements
  

  
    	money worries
    	a new baby
    	an undiscovered crime
  



3. What do you think might happen to the people described in the introduction? Choose Y (yes) or N (no) for each sentence.

1) The girl will enjoy her first dance. Y/N

2) The woman will leave the lonely farm. Y/N

3) The artist will fall in love. Y/N

4) The desperate search for work will be successful. Y/N

5) The train journey across Europe will end in disaster. Y/N

6) The cruel children will be punished. Y/N


ACTIVITIES



While Reading

1. Read the first story, Feuille d'album. Here are some untrue sentences about it. Change them into true sentences.

1) Ian French was a journalist, who lived in a dirty, untidy flat.

2) He was confident and talkative, but women didn't find him very interesting.

3) He fell in love with a girl when he met her in the street.

4) When he first spoke to her, he gave her some flowers.

2. Read The doll's house, and answer these questions.

1) What did Kezia like best about the doll's house, and why?

2) Why did the other children never speak to the little Kelveys?

3) In what ways were the little Kelveys seen as different?

4) Why do you think the other girls were so cruel to the Kelveys?

5) Why do you think Kezia invited the Kelveys into the garden to see the doll's house?

3. Read The garden party up to the middle of the story. Can you guess how the story continues? Choose one of these ideas.

1) The Sheridans cancel the party.

2) They have the party, but there is no music.

3) They have the party a week later.

4) They have the party, and afterwards they send some left-over food to the family of the dead man.

5) They have the party, and collect some money for the family of the dead man.

4. Read Pictures. Who said this, and to whom? What were they talking about?

1) 'I'm sick and tired of it all, and I've had enough.'

2) 'Give it back to me at once, you bad, wicked woman.'

3) 'I've got enough money for that.'

4) 'They had to be young and able to kick their legs up a bit.'

5) 'I could just go in and sit there and have a coffee, that's all.'

6) 'What's yours?'

5. Read The little governess. Then put these parts of sentences into the correct order, to make a paragraph of four sentences. Begin with number 3.

1) and accepted his offer to show her round Munich for the day.

2) She made her escape and hurried back to the hotel,

3) The little governess did not know the ways of the world,

4) so she was soon talking to him happily,

5) When an old man got into her carriage on the train,

6) but found she had missed her meeting with her new employer.

7) However, the old man was not as pleasant as he seemed,

8) and her first journey abroad ended in disaster.

9) which she finally realized when he demanded a kiss.

10) he was polite to her and kind in a grandfatherly way,

6. Read Her first ball, and answer these questions.

1) Why had Leila never been to a ball before?

2) What did the young men talk about while dancing with Leila?

3) How long had the fat man been going to balls?

4) What did he tell Leila that made her want to cry?

5) What made her feel happy again?

7. Read The woman at the store. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)? Change the false ones into true sentences.

1) The woman at the store had not changed at all in four years.

2) She lived alone, with only a child and a dog for company.

3) The woman said that her husband was dead and buried.

4) Because of the storm, the travellers slept in the building.

5) The kid talked about her mother shooting and burying a man.

8. Read Millie. Then put these parts of sentences into the correct order, to make a paragraph of four sentences. Begin with number 5.

1) that she wanted to help him escape.

2) As Millie watched them rushing after Harrison,

3) she saw that he was just a young and terrified boy.

4) and she screamed at the men to shoot him down.

5) When Millie found Harrison behind the wood pile,

6) but her heart was so full of pity for him

7) the men sleeping in the house were woken by a barking dog.

8) She knew that he had killed a man,

9) all her feelings of pity for the boy disappeared,

10) However, when he took Sid's horse in the night and rode away,

9. Read The lady's maid, and answer these questions.

Why

1) ...was it no trouble for Ellen to bring the visitor a cup of tea?

2) ...did her grandfather burn her hand when she was young?

3) ...couldn't she remember ever feeling she was a child?

4) ...did she tell Harry she wouldn't marry him?

5) ...did she worry about the future?


ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1. Perhaps this is what some of the characters in the stories were thinking. Which characters were they (there is one from each story), and what was happening in the story at that moment?

1) 'Well, here's a new one! The first time she's been out, I imagine. Young, shy, and rather pretty. But it won't last long—they start to look old so quickly. Now where's my programme...?'




2) 'Where does the child get her strange ideas from? Sometimes I don't understand her at all. How could we disappoint all our friends? It really is too selfish of her. Now, what can I do to take her mind off this nonsense? Ah, I know...'




3) 'Nearly home now. What a lovely evening! Spring's on its way—I do love the spring flowers. Now, where's my key... Who's that? Someone's following me! Who can it be?'




4) 'She shouldn't leave me in here with these two! They're laughing at me, and they're horrible! I don't care what she said. I'm going to draw it. Then she'll be sorry!'




5) 'I mean it! I'll give her one more day, and if she doesn't bring me the money, she'll have to go. She's been lying to me for long enough, and I can get good money for that room...'




6) 'Is she really going to leave me after all these years? How will I manage without her? I'm just not used to doing things for myself—I don't know how to!'




7) 'Sweet little thing... Wonderful hair! And so innocent! No idea of how the world goes... Well, she's cost me enough for one day. Time to invite her to pay a little visit...'




8) 'What's that I can hear in the garden? Whose voices are those? No, I don't believe it! How many times have I told her she must never, never...'




9) 'What's she doing in there? Has she really gone to get me something to eat? Does she know who I am? Oh God! What will they do to me when they get back...?'

2. At the end of Feuille d'album, how did the conversation between Ian French and the girl continue? Complete their conversation (use as many words as you like).

IAN: Excuse me, Mademoiselle, you dropped this.

GIRL: That's not mine. I haven't dropped any eggs!

IAN: _____________________________________________

GIRL: Well, thank you. That's very kind of you. But who are you?

IAN: _____________________________________________

GIRL: Oh yes, the tall building. So you're an artist, are you? What kind of pictures do you paint?

IAN: _____________________________________________

GIRL: You'd like to paint me? Oh no, I don't think so...

IAN: _____________________________________________

GIRL: She's not my mother, she's my grandmother.

IAN: _____________________________________________

GIRL: Visit us? Oh, I don't know. We don't have many visitors, but... well, yes, all right.

IAN: _____________________________________________

GIRL: Come tomorrow if you like. Yes, come for coffee at ten.

3. Here is Lil, from The doll's house, now grown up. She is talking about her childhood, when she was at school. Choose a suitable word for each gap.

'We had no money as kids, ______ what was much worse, we had ______ friends. The other girls at school ______ not even allowed to talk to ______. There was one girl, Kezia Burnell, ______ tried to be nice to us. ______ Burnells had this great big doll's ______ in their garden—the other girls ______ stop talking about it. Anyway, Kezia ______ us in to see it, but ______ were only in the garden for ______ minute before that old cat, Kezia's ______, came and threw us out! It ______ our Else so happy, though. She ______ ever spoke when she was a ______, just followed me around, holding my ______, But I always knew when she ______ something, and she really wanted to ______ that doll's house, with its little ______, just like a real one! She ______ forgot it, poor Else!'

4. Here are some remarks made by characters in The garden party. Who said them, and what do the remarks tell you about the people and their opinions?

1) 'You won't bring a drunk workman back to life by stopping a party.'

2) 'I say, Laura, take a look at my coat, can you, before this afternoon? I think it needs ironing.'

3) 'No, wait, take some lilies too. These lilies will seem like something really special to people of that kind.'

4) 'But we can't possibly have a garden party with a man dead just outside the front gate.'

5) 'It was a horrible thing, though. The fellow was married, too. ... Leaves a wife and a whole crowd of kids, they say.'

5. These three women, from Pictures, Her first ball, and The lady's maid, had very different lives. Choose the right notes for each woman, and use them to write short descriptions.

Miss Moss/Leila/The lady's maid

1) an unloved child / began work aged thirteen / chose not to marry / cheerful / unselfish / anxious about the future

2) a singer and actress / getting old and fat / no work / lived alone / no friends or family / friendly / brave / not lucky

3) young and pretty / protected life / parents and relations / no need to earn a living / shy / innocent / easily upset




Now imagine these three women five years after the end of the stories. What do you think their lives are like now?

6. What do you think happened to the little governess after the end of the story? Choose one of these ideas, and continue the story.

1) Suddenly, the little governess came face to face with an angry-looking lady, who stared at her. 'Miss!' the lady said. 'Are you the English governess I expected to meet here?' The little governess blushed. 'Oh, Frau Arnholdt!' she cried. 'Please...'




2) With tears running down her face, the little governess ran to the hotel manager's office, and rushed in without knocking. 'Oh, please help me!' she cried. 'Something terrible has happened to me!' The manager stared at her in surprise...




3) Too upset to think properly, the little governess turned and ran out of the hotel into the street. Where could she go? It was almost dark, and she was alone in a strange city, without a single friend, and with very little money...

7. After the end of The woman at the store, Jo catches up with his friends. Put his conversation with Jim in the correct order, and write in the speakers' names. Jim speaks first (number 3).

1) ______ 'She's a killer, Jo! That husband of hers—he's not away shearing, he's dead and buried. And she shot him!'

2) ______ 'That kid's sick in the head! Any fool could see that!'

3) ______ 'Jo! Good to see you safe and well!'

4) ______ 'Shut it, mate! Her old man's gone shearing, and she gets a bit lonely—end of story! Come on, let's get moving...'

5) ______ 'Oh, is that so? Listen. Jo, I've got something to tell you about that woman.'

6) ______ 'Shot him? You're crazy! Where did you get that idea?'

7) ______ 'She may be sick, Jo, but she saw what her Ma did, I'm sure of it. And that woman shot and buried her husband!'

8) ______ 'I've been well looked after! She's a good woman, Jim—knows how to take care of a man!'

9) ______ 'The kid told us—well, not in words, she drew a picture.'

10) ______ 'What about her? Why are you looking at me like that?'

8. Complete this newspaper report of the story told in Millie (use as many words as you like). What do you think Millie might have said? Was she pleased, or angry, at Harrison's death?

KILLER OF MR WILLIAMSON CAUGHT AND SHOT

Harrison, the young Englishman who is believed ______, disappeared after the shooting. However, last night he ______. Sid Evans and his men were woken ______. They shouted at Harrison to stop, but ______ so ______.

Mrs Millie Evans, wife of Sid Evans, told us, 'What happened to Mr Williamson was ______. I ______.'

9. Do you think the characters in these stories made the right decisions and did the right things? If not, what do you think they should have done?

1) Ian French found an unusual way to meet the girl he had seen.

2) Kezia invited the Kelveys to see the doll's house, although her mother and aunt had told her not to do that.

3) The Sheridans had their party, although a man from the cottages near their house had just been killed.

4) Miss Moss followed the large gentleman out of the café.

5) The little governess accepted an invitation from a man she had met on the train.

6) The fat man told Leila what he was thinking.

7) The travellers rode away and left the child with the woman at the store.

8) Millie didn't tell Sid that she had seen and helped Harrison.

9) Ellen decided not to marry Harry so that she could look after 'her lady'.

10. Here are some different titles for the stories. Which stories could they go with? Can you suggest some more titles of your own?


  
    	A Shocking Death
    	Gone Shearing
  

  
    	The Comfort of Lilies
    	The Little Lamp
  

  
    	A Life of Service
    	A Kind Heart
  

  
    	Springtime in the Heart
    	The Dancing Partner
  

  
    	A Woman in Trouble
    	Talking to Strangers
  



11. Which story did you enjoy most? Which character did you feel most sympathetic towards, or find most interesting? Why?
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简　介

这部小说于1874年首次出版，立即畅销。故事发生在静谧的英国乡村的田野上、农场里。当时，人们收获靠手工，车靠马拉，他们的生活随着季节的变化而起伏。

当然，那安静的乡村世界早已成为过去，但是，那支配着人们生活的激情却丝毫未变。春去秋来，循环往复，爱却一如既往，猛烈地、不可阻挡地燃烧着。

美丽的芭丝谢芭·伊芙丁自己拥有农场，没有必要嫁人。但是，她无法永远阻挡爱情。那位牧人盖伯瑞尔·奥克，他对芭丝谢芭的默默的爱稳定持久；那位农场主伯德伍德，他人至中年，严肃庄重，从未尝过爱情滋味；那位托伊中士，他红色戎装，英俊年轻……芭丝谢芭虽然自信、独立，但是，爱的猛烈、爱的激情，她要学的东西还很多很多。




托马斯·哈代（1840—1928）是英格兰最伟大的小说家之一，他的大部分作品，包括《远离尘嚣》，背景都是其位于英格兰南海岸的家乡——多塞特郡。
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1
Gabriel Oak falls in love

Gabriel Oak was a sensible man of good character, who had been brought up by his father as a shepherd, and then managed to save enough money to rent his own farm on Norcombe Hill, in Dorset. He was twenty-eight, a tall, well-built man, who did not seem, however, to think his appearance was very important.

One winter morning he was in one of his fields on the side of Norcombe Hill. Looking over his gate, Gabriel could see a yellow cart, loaded with furniture and plants, coming up the road. Right on top of the pile sat a handsome young woman. As Gabriel was watching, the cart stopped at the top of the hill, and the driver climbed down to go back and fetch something that had fallen off.

The girl sat quietly in the sunshine for a few minutes. Then she picked up a parcel lying next to her, and looked round to see if the driver was coming back. There was no sign of him. She unwrapped the parcel, and took out the mirror it contained. The sun shone on her lovely face and hair. Although it was December, she looked almost summery, sitting there in her bright red jacket with the fresh green plants around her. She looked at herself in the mirror and smiled, thinking that only the birds could see her. But behind the gate Gabriel Oak was watching too.

'She must be rather vain,' he thought. 'She doesn't need to look in that mirror at all!'

As the girl smiled and blushed at herself, she seemed to be dreaming, dreaming perhaps of men's hearts won and lost. When she heard the driver's footsteps, she packed the mirror away. The cart moved on downhill to the toll-gate. Gabriel followed on foot. As he came closer he could hear the driver arguing with the gatekeeper.

'My mistress's niece, that's her on top of the furniture, is not going to pay you the extra two pence,' said the driver. 'She says she's offered you quite enough already.'

'Well, if she doesn't pay the toll, your mistress's niece can't pass through the gate,' replied the gatekeeper.

Gabriel thought that two pence did not seem worth bothering about, so he stepped forward. 'Here,' he said, handing the coins to the gatekeeper, 'let the young woman pass.'

The girl in the red jacket looked carelessly down at Gabriel, and told her man to drive on, without even thanking the farmer. Gabriel and the gatekeeper watched the cart move away. 'That's a lovely young woman,' said the gatekeeper.

'But she has her faults,' answered Gabriel.

'True, farmer.'

'And the greatest of them is what it always is with women.'

'Wanting to win the argument every time? Oh, you're right.'

'No, her great fault is that she's vain.'

A few days later, at nearly midnight on the longest night of the year, Gabriel Oak could be heard playing his flute on Norcombe Hill. The sky was so clear and the stars so visible that the earth could almost be seen turning. In that cold, hard air the sweet notes of the flute rang out. The music came from a little hut on wheels, standing in the corner of a field. Shepherds' huts like this are used as a shelter during the winter and spring, when shepherds have to stay out all night in the fields, looking after very young lambs.

Gabriel's two hundred and fifty sheep were not yet paid for. He knew that, in order to make a success of the farming business, he had to make sure they produced a large number of healthy lambs. So he was determined to spend as many nights as necessary in the fields, to save his lambs from dying of cold or hunger.

The hut was warm and quite comfortable inside. There was a stove, and some bread and beer on a shelf. On each side of the hut was a round hole like a window, which could be closed with a piece of wood. These air-holes were usually kept open when the stove was burning, because too much smoke in a small, airless hut could kill the shepherd.

From time to time the sound of the flute stopped, and Gabriel came out of his hut to check his sheep. Whenever he discovered a half-dead new lamb, he brought the creature into the hut. In front of the stove it soon came back to life, and then he could return it to its mother.

He noticed a light further down the hill. It came from a wooden hut at the edge of a field. He walked down to it and put his eye to a hole in the wood. Inside, two women were feeding a sick cow. One of the women was middle-aged. The other was young and wore a cloak. Gabriel could not see her face.

'I think she'll be all right now, aunt,' said the younger woman. 'I can come and feed her again in the morning. What a pity I lost my hat on the way here!' Just then the girl dropped her cloak, and her long hair fell on to the shoulders of her red jacket. Gabriel recognized the girl of the yellow cart and the mirror, the girl who owed him two pence.

The women left the hut, and Gabriel returned to his sheep.

As the sun was rising the next morning, Gabriel waited outside his hut until he saw the young woman riding up the hill. She was sitting sideways on the horse in the usual lady's position. He suddenly thought of the hat she had lost, searched for it, and found it among some leaves on the ground. He was just going to go up to her to give it back, when the girl did something very strange. Riding under the low branches of a tree, she dropped backwards flat on the horse's back, with her feet on its shoulders. Then, first looking round to make sure no one was watching, she sat up straight again and pulled her dress to her knees, with her legs on either side of the horse. This was obviously easier for riding, but not very ladylike. Gabriel was surprised and amused by her behaviour. He waited until she returned from her aunt's hut, and stepped out into the path in front of her.

'I found a hat,' he said.

'It's mine,' she said. She put it on and smiled. 'It flew away.'

'At one o'clock this morning?'

'Well, yes. I needed my hat this morning. I had to ride to the hut in that field, where there's a sick cow belonging to my aunt.'

'Yes, I know. I saw you.'

'Where?' she asked, horrified.

'Riding all the way up the hill, along the path,' said Gabriel, thinking of her unladylike position on the horse's back.

A deep blush spread from her head to her neck. Gabriel turned sympathetically away, wondering when he dared look at her again. When he turned back, she had gone.

Five mornings and evenings passed. The young woman came regularly to take care of the sick cow, but never spoke to Gabriel. He felt very sorry he had offended her so much by telling her he had seen her when she thought she was alone.

Then, one freezing night, Gabriel returned, exhausted, to his hut. The warm air from the stove made him sleepy, and he forgot to open one of the air-holes before going to sleep. The next thing he knew was that the girl with the lovely face was with him in the hut, holding his head in her arms.

'Whatever is happening?' he asked, only half-conscious.

'Nothing now,' she answered, 'but you could have died in this hut of yours.'

'Yes, I suppose I could,' said Gabriel. He was hoping he could stay there, close to her, for a long time. He wanted to tell her so, but he knew he could not express himself well, so he stayed silent. 'How did you find me?' he asked in the end.

'Oh, I heard your dog scratching at the door, so I came to see what the matter was. I opened the door, and found you unconscious. It must have been the smoke from the stove.'

'I believe you saved my life, Miss—I don't know your name.'

'There's no need to know it. I probably won't see you again.'

'My name is Gabriel Oak.'

'Mine isn't. You sound very proud of your name.'

'Well, it's the only one I shall ever have.'

'I don't like mine.'

'I should think you'll soon get a new one.'

'Well! That's my business, Gabriel Oak.'

'I'm not very clever at talking, miss, but I want to thank you. Come, give me your hand!'

She hesitated, then offered her hand. He took it, but held it for only a moment. 'I'm sorry,' he said. 'I didn't mean to let your hand go so quickly.'

'You may have it again then. Here it is.'

Gabriel held it longer this time. 'How soft it is, even in winter, not rough at all!' he said.

'There, that's long enough,' she said, but without pulling it away. 'But I suppose you're thinking you'd like to kiss it? You may if you want to.'

'I wasn't thinking any such thing,' said Gabriel, 'but—'

'Oh no you won't!' She pulled her hand sharply away. 'Now discover my name,' she added, laughing, and left.



sensible adj. showing good sense. 有头脑的；通情达理的。

character n. features that make a person different from others. 品性；特性。in/out of ～, 合乎（不合乎）某人的性格。

shepherd n. a man who looks after sheep. 牧羊人。

rent v. pay for the use of sth. 租用。rental, 租金数额。rent-free adj. 不收租金的。

cart n. an open wagon pulled by one or more horses. 马车。

furniture n. 家具。

summery adj. typical of the summer. 夏季的。

vain adj. 1 proud of his/her appearance. 自负的；自视过高的。2 useless. 徒劳的；无用的。in ～ 无效果地；徒然。

blush v. & n. to become red in the face. 脸红。～ (with sth) (at sth), （因某事物）脸红。

toll n. money to be paid when using some roads. 通行费；使用费。toll-gate n. a gate across the road which is opened when the toll has been paid. （收费路上的）收费门。

mistress n. a woman who employs other people. 女主人。

niece n. daughter of one's brother or sister. 侄女。

fault n. imperfection or flaw. 缺点；缺陷。

flute n. a musical instrument played with the mouth and fingers. 笛子。

visible adj. in sight. 看得见的。invisible adj. 看不见的。

hut n. a very small, often wooden house. 小木屋。

lamb n. young sheep. 羊羔。

stove n. a heater. 炉子。

check v. make sure that sth is correct. 检查（以确保平安）。

half-dead adj. 半死的。

feed v. give food to. 喂养；饲养。

cloak n. a sleeveless coat which is wrapped round the body. 斗篷；披风。

owe v. be in debt to (sb). 欠（某人）债。

sideways adj. & adv. to, towards or from the side. 斜着的；斜向一边的。

ladylike adj. suitable for a lady. 淑女的；文雅的。

amuse v. make (sb) laugh or smile. 逗（某人）笑。amusement n. 消遣；娱乐。

step v. lift and put down the foot, as in walking. 跨步；迈步。

path n. way or track made for or by people walking. 小路；小径。

sympathetically adv. 同情地。

regular adj. coming repeatedly at times. 定期的。regularly adv.

cow n. full-grown female of the ox family. 母牛。

offend v. cause sb to feel upset. 触怒；冒犯。

exhausted adj. very tired. 极其疲倦的。

half-conscious adj. 半清醒的。unconscious adj. 昏迷的。

scratch v. & n. make marks with nails, claws, etc. 抓；刮；划。(idioms有关的习语）～ (sb/sth) (from sth) 退出比赛；～ the surface (of sth) 处理问题不深入彻底；(start sth) from ～ 白手起家；(be/come) up to ～ （使某人／某事）合格；令人满意。

hesitate v. pause in doubt. 迟疑；犹豫。

suppose v. believe, assume. 猜想；料定。


1　盖伯瑞尔·奥克在恋爱

[image: alt]

盖伯瑞尔·奥克有头脑，性格好，他的父亲把他带大成为一个牧羊人。以后他设法攒足了钱在多塞特的诺科姆租下自己的农场。他28岁，身材高大魁梧，不过他好像并不认为自己的外表很重要。

一个冬日的早晨，他正在诺科姆山边的一块地里。越过大门，盖伯瑞尔能够看到一辆黄色的装满家具和花木的马车朝路这边驶来。一位面容姣好的年轻女人坐在那堆东西上。当盖伯瑞尔正盯着看时，马车在山顶停了下来。车夫爬下马车，回去拣掉了的东西。

姑娘在太阳下静静地坐了几分钟，然后她拿起身边的一个包袱，四下看看车夫是否回来了。没有车夫的影子。她打开包袱，从里面拿出镜子。太阳照在她漂亮的脸上和头发上。她坐在那里，身着红色上衣，被鲜绿的花木簇拥着，虽然正值12月，可她看上去却像在夏日。她看着镜子里的自己笑了，以为只有鸟会看到。但是在大门后边盖伯瑞尔也正在看着。

“她一定很虚荣，”他想，“她根本不需要照镜子！”

当姑娘看到镜子里的自己笑着羞红了脸时，她似乎在做梦，也许幻想着赢得的和失去的男人心。当听到车夫的脚步声时，她收起了镜子。马车继续向山下的路卡驶去。盖伯瑞尔徒步跟随着。当他走近时，他听到车夫在和守卡人争吵。

“我的女主人的侄女就坐在家具上，不会再给你两便士，”车夫说，“她说她给你的钱已足够了。”

“好吧，如果你的女主人的侄女不付过路钱，她就不能从路卡通过。”守卡人回答。

盖伯瑞尔觉得不值得为两便士如此劳神，所以他走向前。“给，”他说，把硬币递给了守卡人，“让这个姑娘过去。”

穿红色上衣的姑娘不经意地向下看看盖伯瑞尔，吩咐车夫继续赶路，甚至都没有谢谢这个农夫。盖伯瑞尔和守卡人看着马车走远了。“那个年轻姑娘很漂亮。”守卡人说。

“不过她有她的缺点。”盖伯瑞尔回答。

“没错，农夫。”

“最严重的缺点总是与女人为伴。”

“每次都想取胜？噢，你说得对。”

“不，她最大的缺点是虚荣。”

几天后，在一年中最长的那个午夜，可以听到盖伯瑞尔·奥克在诺科姆山上吹笛子。天空是那样晴朗，星星是那样清晰可辨，似乎都能看到地球在转动。在那寒冷的空中回荡着甜美的笛声。在田野的一隅停着一辆车，车上有一间棚屋，音乐就从那里传出。冬春两季里，当牧羊人必须整夜待在户外田野里照料羊羔时，这种棚屋就权当他们的遮风避寒处。

盖伯瑞尔的250只羊还没有付钱。他懂得若想靠养羊发迹，他就得保证这些羊能生出大批健康的羊羔。所以他决定需要留在田野里多少个夜晚他就留多少个夜晚，以免羊羔被冻死、饿死。

棚屋里很温暖也很舒服。里面有一个炉子，架子上有面包和啤酒。在棚屋的两侧各有一个像窗户的圆孔，可以用一块木头关上。当炉子燃着火时，这些通气孔通常是开着的，因为狭小、不通风的小屋中若有过多的烟，会使牧羊人丧生的。

笛声不时地停下来，盖伯瑞尔走出他的小屋查看羊群。一旦发现半死的新生羊羔，他就把那可怜的东西带到屋里。新生羊羔在炉子前很快就活过来了，然后他就把羊羔送还给它的妈妈。

盖伯瑞尔注意到在山下有灯光。灯光来自田地边的一座木屋。他下山走近木屋，把眼睛凑向木屋的一个洞。里边有两个女人正在喂一头生病的母牛。其中一个是中年妇女，另一个年轻，穿着一件斗篷。盖伯瑞尔看不到她的脸。

“姑妈，我想她很快会好的，”年轻些的那个女人说，“早晨我可以再来喂她。多可惜，我来这里的路上把帽子丢了！”就在这个时候，姑娘脱掉了斗篷，长长的头发披在她的红色上衣的肩上。盖伯瑞尔认出这姑娘就是那个坐在黄色马车上照镜子的、欠他两便士的姑娘。

两个女人离开了小屋，盖伯瑞尔也回到羊群中。

第二天早晨当太阳升起时，盖伯瑞尔在他的小屋外等着，直到他看见那个姑娘骑马上山来。她以女士通常所用的姿势双腿朝向一边地坐在马上。突然他想起她丢失的帽子，就去找寻，并在地上的落叶中发现了那顶帽子。他正打算上前把帽子还给那位姑娘，那位姑娘却做了件很特别的事。当骑马行进在一棵树的矮枝下，她向后平躺在马背上，两脚搭在马的肩上。接着，她先四下看看，确信没有人在看她时，又重新坐直，把裙子拉至膝部，两腿分开，搭在马的两侧。这样骑起来当然容易些，只是不像女士所为。盖伯瑞尔对她的行为觉得又惊奇又有趣。他一直等到她从她的姑妈屋里返回时，才走到路上停在她的面前。

“我找到了一顶帽子。”他说。

“是我的，”她说，并把帽子戴上笑了笑，“是被风刮跑的。”

“是在今天凌晨一点的时候？”

“是的。我今早需要我的帽子。我得骑马去那块地里的那间小屋，那儿，我姑妈的一头牛生病了。”

“对，我知道。我看见你了。”

“在哪儿？”她问，大吃一惊。

“我看见你沿着这条路一路骑马上了山。”盖伯瑞尔说，想到了她骑在马上不雅观的姿势。

她从头到脖子变得绯红。盖伯瑞尔同情地转身走开，不知道什么时候自己敢再看她。当他回身时，她已走了。

以后的五个早晚，这个姑娘都定期来照料病牛，但一直没与盖伯瑞尔讲话。盖伯瑞尔对惹恼她深感不安，因为他告诉她自己看见了她，而她却以为那时无人在旁。

在一个滴水成冰的夜晚，盖伯瑞尔精疲力尽地回到自己的小屋。炉子里散出的热气让他感到瞌睡，在睡着前，他忘记打开一个通气孔。接下来，他只知道那位面容姣好的姑娘和他一起在屋里，用胳膊扶着他的头。

“究竟发生了什么事？”他迷迷糊糊地问。

“现在没事了，”她回答说，“你本来可能死在你的这间小屋里。”

“是的，我想会的。”盖伯瑞尔说。他希望能挨着她待很长时间。他想让她知道，但他明白他不是很会表达自己的心情，所以就沉默不语。“你是怎么发现我的？”他最后问道。

“我听到你的狗在抓门，就来看是怎么回事。我打开门，发现你正昏迷不醒。一定是炉子里的烟熏的。”

“我想你救了我的命，小姐——我不知道你的名字。”

“没有必要知道。我也许不会再见到你。”

“我叫盖伯瑞尔·奥克。”

“我的名字不一样。你好像很为你的名字骄傲。”

“是的，它将是我唯一的名字。”

“我不喜欢我的名字。”

“我想不久你就会有一个新名字。”

“哼，那是我的事，盖伯瑞尔·奥克。”

“我不很善于交谈，小姐，不过我想谢谢你。来，把手给我！”

她有点犹豫，接着伸出了手。他接住她的手，但只握了一下。“很抱歉，”他说，“我并不是故意这么快就松开你的手。”

“那你还可以再握住。给你。”

盖伯瑞尔这一次握得时间长一些。“多么柔软啊，即便在冬天也一点儿不粗糙！”他说。

“喂，你握的时间够长了，”她说，但没有抽回手，“我猜你是否正在考虑要吻我的手？如果你愿意，你可以这么做。”

“我根本没这么想，”盖伯瑞尔说，“不过——”

“[image: alt]，不，你不可以！”她突然把手抽了回去，“现在看你能不能搞清我叫什么名字。”她加了一句，笑着走掉了。


2
Disaster for Gabriel Oak

Young Farmer Oak was in love. He waited for the girl's regular visits to the sick cow just as impatiently as his dog waited to be fed. He discovered that her name was Bathsheba Everdene, and that she lived with her aunt, Mrs Hurst. His head was so full of her that he could think of nothing else.

'I'll make her my wife,' he declared to himself, 'or I'll never be able to concentrate on work again!'

When she stopped coming to feed the sick cow, he had to find a reason for visiting her. So he took a young lamb, whose mother had died, and carried it in a basket across the fields to Mrs Hurst's house.

'I've brought a lamb for Miss Everdene,' he told Bathsheba's aunt. 'Girls usually like looking after lambs.'

'Thank you, Mr Oak,' replied Mrs Hurst, 'but Bathsheba is only a visitor here. I don't know if she'll keep it.'

'To tell you the truth, Mrs Hurst, the lamb isn't my real reason for coming. I want to ask Miss Everdene if she'd like to be married.'

'Really?' asked Mrs Hurst, looking closely at him.

'Yes. Because if she would, I'd like to marry her. Do you know if she has any other young men courting her at the moment?'

'Oh yes, a lot of young men,' said Mrs Hurst. 'You see, Farmer Oak, she's so handsome, and so well-educated too. Of course, I haven't actually seen any of her young men, but she must have at least ten or twelve!'

'That's unfortunate,' said Farmer Oak, staring sadly at the floor. 'I'm just a very ordinary man, and my only chance was being the first to ask to marry her. Well, that was all I came for. I'd better go home now, Mrs Hurst.'

He had gone halfway across the first field when he heard a cry behind him. He turned, and saw a girl running after him. It was Bathsheba. Gabriel blushed.

'Farmer Oak,' she called breathlessly, 'I want to say—my aunt made a mistake when she told you I had a lot of young men courting me. In fact, I haven't got any, and I've never had any.'

'I am glad to hear that!' said Gabriel, with a wide smile, holding out his hand to take hers. But she pulled her hand away quickly. 'I have a nice comfortable little farm,' he added, a little less confidently. 'And when we are married, I'm sure I can work twice as hard as I do now, and earn more.'

He stretched out his arm towards her. Bathsheba moved rapidly behind a tree to avoid him. 'But, Farmer Oak,' she said in surprise, 'I never said I was going to marry you.'

'Well!' said Gabriel, disappointed. 'To run after me like this, and then say you don't want me!'

'I only wanted to explain that my aunt was wrong,' she answered eagerly. 'Anyway, I had to run to catch up with you, so I didn't have time to decide whether I wanted to marry or not.'

'Just think for a minute or two,' replied Gabriel hopefully. 'I'll wait a while, Miss Everdene. Will you marry me? Do, Bathsheba. I love you very much!'

'I'll try to think,' she answered. 'Give me time,' and she looked away from him at the distant hills.

'I can make you happy,' he said to the back of her head. 'You shall have a piano, and I'll practise the flute to play with you in the evenings.'

'Yes, I'd like that.'

'And at home by the fire, whenever you look up, there I'll be, and whenever I look up, there you'll be.'

'Wait, let me think!' She was silent for a while, and then turned to him. 'No,' she said, 'I don't want to marry you. It'd be nice to have a wedding, but having a husband—well, he'd always be there. As you say, whenever I looked up, there he'd be.'

'Of course he would—it would be me.'

'That's the problem. I wouldn't mind being a bride, if I could be one without having a husband. But as a woman can't be a bride alone, I won't marry, at least not yet.'

'What a silly thing for a girl to say!' cried Gabriel. And then he said softly, 'But darling, think again!' He moved round the tree to reach her. 'Why won't you have me?'

'Because I don't love you,' she replied, moving away.

'But I love you—and I'm happy to be liked, if that's all you feel for me.' He spoke more seriously than he had ever spoken before. 'Only one thing is certain in this life—I shall love you, and want you, and keep on wanting you until I die.' His feelings were plain to see in his honest face, and his large brown hands were trembling.

'It seems wrong not to accept you when you feel so strongly,' she replied unhappily. 'I wish I hadn't run after you! But we wouldn't be happy together, Mr Oak. I'm too independent. I need a husband who can keep me in order, and I'm sure you wouldn't be able to do that.'

Gabriel looked hopelessly away and did not reply.

'And, Mr Oak,' she continued in a clear voice, 'I'm so poor that my aunt has to provide a home for me. You're just starting your farming business. It would be much more sensible for you to marry a woman with money. Then you could buy more sheep and improve your farm.'

'That's just what I'd been thinking!' answered Gabriel in surprise.

What common sense she had, he thought admiringly.

'Well then, why did you ask to marry me?' she said angrily.

'I can't do what I think would be—sensible. I must do what my heart tells me.' He did not see the trap she had set for him.

'Now you've confessed that marrying me wouldn't be sensible, Mr Oak. Do you think I'll marry you after that?'

'Don't mistake my meaning like that,' he cried, 'just because I'm honest enough to tell you the truth! I know you'd be a good wife for me. You speak like a lady, everyone says so, and your uncle at Weatherbury has a large farm, I've heard. May I visit you in the evenings, or will you come for a walk with me on Sundays? You don't have to decide at once.'

'No, no, I cannot. Don't insist, don't. I don't love you, so it would be foolish,' she said with a laugh.

No man likes to see his feelings laughed at, so Gabriel Oak said, turning away, 'Very well, then I won't ask you again.'

Gabriel did not see Bathsheba again and two days later he heard that she had left the area, and was now in Weatherbury, a village twenty miles away. Her departure did not stop Gabriel from loving her. In fact he loved her even more deeply now that they were apart.

The next night, before going to bed, Gabriel called his two dogs to come into the house for the night. His old dog, George, obeyed the call, but the younger one was missing. Gabriel was having difficulty training this young dog, which, although enthusiastic, still did not understand a sheep dog's duties. He did not worry about the dog's absence, but went to bed.

Very early in the morning he was woken by the sound of sheep bells, ringing violently. Shepherds know every sound that sheep bells make, and Gabriel immediately realized that his sheep were running fast. He jumped out of bed, threw on his clothes and ran up Norcombe Hill, to his fields near the chalk-pit.

There were his fifty sheep with their lambs, all safe, in one field. But in the other field, the two hundred pregnant sheep had completely disappeared. He noticed a broken gate, and felt sure the sheep had gone through it. There was no sign of them in the next field, but ahead of him at the top of the hill he saw the young dog, looking black against the morning sky. It was standing quite still, staring down into the chalk-pit.

Gabriel felt sick as he realized the horrible truth. He hurried up the hill to the edge of the chalk-pit, and looked down into it. In the deep pit lay his dead and dying sheep, two hundred of them, which would have produced two hundred more in the next few weeks. The young, untrained dog must have chased them up to the edge of the pit, where they fell to their death.

His first feeling was pity for those gentle sheep and their unborn lambs. Then he thought of himself. All his savings, which he had worked so hard for in the last ten years, had been spent on renting the farm. Now his hopes of being an independent farmer were destroyed. He covered his face with his hands.

After a while he looked up. 'Thank God I'm not married to Bathsheba,' he thought. 'What would she have done, married to a husband as poor as I shall be!'

The young dog was shot the next day. Gabriel sold all his farm tools to pay what he owed for the sheep. He was no longer a farmer, just an ordinary man who owned the clothes he was wearing and nothing more. Now he had to find work where he could, on other men's farms.



concentrate v. focus intensely on sth. 精神集中；专心致志（于某事）。～ (on sth/doing sth) 专心做某事；～ the/one's mind 使某人认真地考虑某事。

tell (you) the truth （用以引出自白或承认的话）老实说。

court v. with a view to marriage. 向（女子）求爱或求婚。

disaster n. event that causes great damage. 灾难。

stare v. (～ at sb/sth) look with the eyes wide open. 盯着看。

avoid v. keep oneself away from (sb/sth). 避开；躲避。

breathless adj. panting. 气喘吁吁的。

eager adj. keen. 热切的；渴望的。

distant adj. far away in space or time. 遥远的。distantly adv. 远地。

mind v. feel annoyance at (sth). 介意；反对。

bride n. newly married woman. 新娘。～ groom 新郎。

feeling n. an emotion, for example, love or hate. 感情。

tremble v. shake involuntarily (from fear, cold, etc). 颤抖；战栗。

independent adj. not controlled by other people. 独立的；自立的。dependent, 依赖的。

improve v. get better or make things better. 提高；改善。

admire v. to look at with pleasure, to like. 羡慕；爱恋。admiring adj. admiringly adv.

confess v. acknowledge, often reluctantly. 承认。

insist v. ～ (on sth) not accepting a refusal. 坚持；坚决主张。

departure n. 1 going away. 离开；离去。2 ～ from sth action different from. 违背；背离。

apart adj. separately. 分开的。

chalk-pit n. a deep hole where chalk has been dug. 白垩矿坑。

pregnant adj. (women) expecting a baby; (sheep) soon to produce a lamb. 怀孕的。

disappear v. vanish. 消失；失踪。

chase v. run after in order to overtake. 追逐；追击。

destroy v. damage (sth) so badly that it no longer exists. 摧毁；毁灭。

shoot v. (pt. pp shot) fire (a gun or some other weapon) at sth. 射杀。


2　盖伯瑞尔·奥克遭遇灾难
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年轻的农夫奥克陷入了爱河。他急切地等待着那个姑娘定期去看病牛，就像他的狗等着喂食一样。他发现她叫芭丝谢芭·伊芙丁，与她的姑妈赫思特太太住在一起。他满脑子想的都是她，别的什么也不想。

“我要让她做我的妻子，”他心想，“否则我将无法集中精力工作！”

当她不再来喂病牛时，他只好找个理由去拜访她。他带了一只失去妈妈的小羊羔，把小羊羔装在筐里，穿过田地来到赫思特太太的家。

“我给伊芙丁小姐带来了一只小羊羔，”他对芭丝谢芭的姑妈说，“姑娘们一般都喜欢照料羊羔。”

“谢谢你，奥克先生，”赫思特太太回答说，“可是芭丝谢芭在这儿只是个客人。我不知道她是否会留着这只羊羔。”

“不瞒您说，赫思特太太，这只羊羔并非我来这儿的真正原因。我想问问伊芙丁小姐她是否愿意结婚。”

“是吗？”赫思特太太问，认真地看着他。

“是的。如果她愿意，我想和她结婚。您知不知道目前是否有其他的年轻人在追求她？”

“噢，有，有许多年轻人，”赫思特太太说，“你知道，农夫奥克，她长得那么漂亮，又受过良好的教育。当然，追求她的年轻人实际上我一个也没见过，不过，她至少有十多个追求者。”

“那可太糟糕了，”农夫奥克说，沮丧地盯着地板，“我只是一个很普通的人，我唯一的机会在于是第一个向她求婚的人。好吧，这就是我来的目的。现在我该回家了，赫思特太太。”

他在第一块地里刚走了一半的路就听到身后有人喊了一声。他转身看到一个姑娘向他跑来。正是芭丝谢芭。盖伯瑞尔红了脸。

“农夫奥克，”她上气不接下气地喊，“我姑妈说有许多年轻人在追求我，我想说她搞错了。事实上，我一个也没有，从来也没有过。”

“很高兴听到你这样说！”盖伯瑞尔说，开心地笑着，伸出手去握住她的手。但她很快就抽回了她的手。“我有一个收益不薄的小农场，”他补充说，显得有点儿不自信，“咱们结婚后，我一定会加倍工作，挣更多的钱。”

他向她伸出胳膊。芭丝谢芭跑到树后躲避他。“可是，农夫奥克，”她吃惊地说，“我可从没说要与你结婚。”

“算了！”盖伯瑞尔失望地说，“这么在后边追我，然后又说你不需要我！”

“我只是想解释我姑妈搞错了，”她迫不及待地回答，“我得跑着追你，所以我没有时间决定是否要与你结婚。”

“那就考虑几分钟，”盖伯瑞尔满怀希望地回答，“我可以等一会儿，伊芙丁小姐。你愿意和我结婚吗？和我结婚吧，芭丝谢芭。我非常爱你！”

“我会认真考虑的，”她回答说，“给我时间。”她把目光从他身上移向远处的山峦。

“我会使你幸福的，”他冲着她的后脑勺说，“你将会有一架钢琴，我吹笛子，晚上可以与你一起演奏。”

“是啊，能那样我很高兴。”

“在家中的炉火旁，无论你什么时候抬起头，我都会在跟前，无论我什么时候抬起头，你就在跟前。”

“等等，让我想想！”她沉默了一会儿，然后转向他。“不，”她说，“我不想和你结婚。举行婚礼固然不错，但有一个丈夫——唉，他总在你的眼前。就如同你说的，无论什么时候我抬起头来，他就在跟前。”

“当然他会在你的跟前——那就是我呀。”

“问题就在这儿。如果能做新娘又不必有一个丈夫，我倒是不介意做新娘。但是既然一个女人独自不可能成为新娘，我就不愿意结婚，至少现在还不愿意。”

“一个姑娘这样说多傻呀！”盖伯瑞尔大声说，接着又柔声说道，“亲爱的，再想一想！”他绕到树后去够她，“你为什么不要我？”

“因为我不爱你。”她回答，躲开了。

“可是我爱你——不过有人喜欢我，我也非常幸福，当然假如你喜欢我的话。”他比以往任何时候都更加严肃地说，“在我的一生中只有一件事是确定无疑的——我会爱你，需要你，终生需要你，直到我死的那一天。”从他诚实的脸上可以明白无误地看出他的感情，他黝黑的大手在颤抖。

“在你感情这么强烈时，不接受你似乎是不合适的，”她闷闷不乐地说，“我真希望刚才没有追你！不过，奥克先生，咱们在一起不会幸福的。我个性很要强。我需要一个能管得了我的丈夫，我肯定你做不到。”

盖伯瑞尔失望地把目光移开，默不作声。

“奥克先生，”她用清晰的声音继续说，“我很穷，都得要我的姑妈给我提供住处。你的农场刚刚起步，找一个有钱的女人对你来说更明智。那样你就可以买更多的羊来发展你的农场。”

“这正是我一直在考虑的！”盖伯瑞尔惊讶地回答。她多明白事理啊，他不无称赞地想。

“既然如此，你为什么还要我和你结婚？”她生气地说。

“我理智上觉得明智的事，我做不到。我只能做我的心要我去做的事情。”他没有看出她给他设的圈套。

“奥克先生，既然你已承认和我结婚是不明智的，你认为我得知这个以后还会与你结婚吗？”

“别误会我的意思，”他喊道，“因为我诚实地告诉了你实情！我知道对我来说你会是个好妻子。你说起话来像一个淑女，人们都这么说，我听说过你的叔叔在威瑟伯里有一个大农场。我可以在晚上拜访你吗？要么星期天你出来和我一起散步？你不必立刻决定。”

“不，不，不行。别坚持了，千万别了。我不爱你，所以与你接触是愚蠢的。”她大笑着说。

没有哪个人愿意看到自己的感情被嘲笑，所以盖伯瑞尔边转身准备走边说道：“好吧，既然如此，我再不会向你提起此事。”

盖伯瑞尔没有再见到芭丝谢芭，两天后，他听说她已离开了这个地方。她去了威瑟伯里，距这里20英里的一个村庄。她的离去并没有使盖伯瑞尔停止爱她。事实上，由于他们分开了，他对她爱得更深了。

第二天夜里睡觉前，盖伯瑞尔把两条狗唤到屋里过夜。那条年龄大的狗，乔治，听从呼唤，而那条年龄小的则不见了踪影。盖伯瑞尔一直未能把这条小狗训练出来。它很有热情，但不懂得一只牧羊犬的职责。狗虽然不在，但他并没有多想，就上床睡觉了。

一大早，他就被剧烈的羊铃声惊醒了。牧羊人懂得羊铃所发出的每一声声响，盖伯瑞尔立刻意识到他的羊群在飞快地奔跑。他从床上跳起来，匆忙穿上衣服，向诺科姆山上白垩矿场旁自己的田地跑去。

五十只母羊和它们的小羊羔都安全地在一块地里。但另一块地里，两百只怀孕的羊却踪影全无。他注意到一扇门被弄坏了，断定羊是从那里跑走的。旁边的一块地里也没有羊的影子，在他面前的山顶上，他看到了那只年龄小的狗，在晨光的映衬下像一个黑影子。它一动不动地站着，俯视着白垩矿场。

盖伯瑞尔意识到了可怕的事实，他感到一阵揪心。他跑到山上的白垩矿场旁，向下面望去。两百只羊，死了的和快要死的，都躺在矿场底部。这两百只羊再过几个星期本来就可以生产两百多只羊羔。一定是那只年幼的，不驯顺的狗把它们追赶到矿场边，它们从那里掉下去丧了命。

他首先是为那些温顺的羊和它们尚未出世的羊羔感到惋惜。接着他又想到了自己。过去十年中他辛苦劳动积攒的积蓄都被用来租农场。现在他想要成为一个独立的农场主的希望完全破灭了。他用双手捂住了脸。

过了一会儿，他抬起头来。“谢天谢地，我没有和芭丝谢芭结婚，”他想，“嫁给一个像我这样一贫如洗的丈夫，她该如何是好呢！”

第二天，那只年幼的狗被杀死了。盖伯瑞尔卖掉了他所有的农具，来付他买羊所欠的钱。他不再是个农场主了，只是一个普通人。除了身上穿的衣服，他一无所有。现在他得去别人的农场去找工作。


3
The fire

Two months later Gabriel went to the great fair at Casterbridge, hoping to find a job as farm manager. But when he realized by late afternoon that none of the farmers at Casterbridge wanted a farm manager, or even a shepherd, he decided to try his luck at another fair the next day. It was fifteen miles further away, in a village the other side of Weatherbury. The name Weatherbury reminded him of Bathsheba, and he wondered if she still lived there. He set out on foot as it was getting dark, and had already walked three or four miles when he saw a cart, half-full of hay, by the side of the road. 'That's a comfortable place to sleep,' he thought, and he was so tired after his long, disappointing day at the fair that when he climbed into the cart, he fell asleep immediately.

A couple of hours later, however, he was woken by the movement of the cart. It was being driven towards Weatherbury by two farm workers, who had not noticed Gabriel. He listened to their conversation.

'She's a handsome woman, that's true,' said one, 'but proud too! And very vain, that's what people say!'

'Oh, if she's vain, Billy Smallbury, I'll never be able to look at her! I'm such a shy man, as you know!' said the other. 'A single woman, and vain! And does she pay her farm workers well?'

'I don't know about that, Joseph Poorgrass.'

Gabriel thought they could be talking about Bathsheba, except that the woman they were discussing seemed to be the mistress of a farm. As the cart was now quite near Weatherbury, Gabriel jumped out, unseen by the two men. He climbed a gate into a field, intending to sleep for the rest of the night under a hay-rick, but then he noticed an unusual light in the darkness, about half a mile away. Something was on fire.

He hurried across the fields towards the fire. Soon, in the rich orange light of the flames, he could see a hay-rick burning fiercely. It was too late to save the rick, so for a few minutes he stood and stared at the flames. But when the smoke cleared for a moment, he was horrified to see, very close to the burning rick, a whole row of wheat-ricks. These probably contained most of the wheat produced on the farm that year, and could catch fire at any moment.

As he rushed towards the wheat-rick that was most in danger, he saw he was not alone. A crowd of farm workers had seen the fire and run into the field to help save the wheat, but they were so confused they did not know what to do. Gabriel took control and gave orders.

'Get a large cloth!' he shouted. 'Put it over the wheat-rick, so the wind can't blow the flames from the hay-rick on to it! Now, you, stand here with a bucket of water and keep the cloth wet!' The men hurried to obey him. The flames, prevented from burning the bottom and sides of the wheat-rick, began to attack its roof.

'Get me a ladder! ' cried Gabriel. 'And a branch, and some water!' He climbed up the wheat-rick and sat on the top, beating down the flames with the branch. Billy Smallbury, one of the men who had been in the cart, climbed up with a bucket of water, to throw water on Gabriel and keep the flames off him. The smoke was at its thickest at this corner of the rick, but Gabriel never stopped his work.

On the ground the villagers were doing what they could to stop the fire, which was not much. A little further away was a young woman who had just arrived on her horse, with her maid on foot. They were watching the fire and discussing Gabriel.

'He's a fine young man, ma'am,' said Liddy, the maid. 'And look at his clothes! They're all burnt!'

'Who does he work for?' asked the woman in a clear voice.

'I don't know, ma'am, nor do the others. He's a stranger.'

'Jan Coggan!' called the woman to one of her workers. 'Do you think the wheat is safe now?'

'I think so, yes, ma'am,' he answered. 'If the fire had spread to this wheat-rick, all the other ricks would have caught fire too. That brave young man up there on top of the rick is the one who's saved your wheat.'

'He does work hard,' said the young woman, looking up at Gabriel, who had not noticed her. 'I wish he worked for me.'

As the ricks were no longer in danger, Gabriel started to climb down, and at the bottom he met the maid.

'I have a message from the farmer, who wishes to thank you for all you've done,' she said.

'Where is he?' asked Gabriel, suddenly aware of the chance of getting some work.

'It isn't a he, it's a she,' answered the girl.

'A woman farmer?' asked Gabriel.

'Yes, and a rich one too!' said a villager who was standing near. 'She inherited her uncle's farm, when he died suddenly. She has business in every bank in Casterbridge!'

'She's over there, wrapped in a cloak, on her horse,' added the maid. In the darkness Gabriel could only see the shape of a woman sitting on a horse. He walked over to her. Although his face was black from the smoke and his clothes were burnt by the fire, he remembered to lift his hat politely, and asked, looking up at her, 'Do you want a shepherd, ma'am?' She let her cloak fall back from her head in surprise. Gabriel and his cold-hearted darling, Bathsheba Everdene, stared at each other. She did not speak. He only repeated sadly, 'Do you want a shepherd, ma'am?'

Bathsheba turned away into the shadows to consider. She was a little sorry for him, but also glad that she had improved her position since they last met. She realized she had almost forgotten his offer of marriage on Norcombe Hill.

'Yes,' she answered quietly, blushing a little, 'I do want a shepherd. But—'

'He's just the right man, ma'am,' said one of the villagers.

'That's right!' said a second, and a third.

'Then will you men tell him to speak to the farm manager?' said Bathsheba in a businesslike way, as she rode off.

Gabriel soon arranged the details of his employment with Bathsheba's farm manager, Benjy Pennyways, and walked on to the village to find a place to live. As he walked, he thought of Bathsheba. How quickly the young girl he remembered had become the capable mistress of a farm!

When he passed the churchyard, and the ancient trees around it, he noticed that someone was standing behind one of the trees.

'Is this the right way to Weatherbury?' asked Gabriel.

'Oh yes, straight on,' said a girl's voice, low and sweet. After a pause she added, 'You're not a Weatherbury man?'

'No, I'm the new shepherd, just arrived.'

'Only a shepherd! You seem almost like a farmer to me.'

'Only a shepherd,' repeated Gabriel in a dull voice, thinking of the disaster that had destroyed his hopes of being a farmer.

'Please don't tell anyone in the village that you've seen me,' begged the girl. 'I'm rather poor, and I don't want anyone to know about me.' Her thin arms trembled in the cold.

'I won't tell anyone,' said Gabriel, 'but you ought to be wearing a cloak on a night like this.'

'Oh, it doesn't matter. Please go on and leave me.'

He hesitated. 'Perhaps you'd accept this. It's not much, but it's all I have to spare.' He put a coin into her small hand, and as he touched her wrist he noticed how quickly the blood was beating. It was the same quick, hard beat that he felt in his lambs when they were close to death.

'What's the matter? Can't I help you?' he asked. He felt a deep sadness in this thin, weak creature.

'No, no! Don't tell anyone you see me! Good night!' She stayed in the shadows, and Gabriel went on to Weatherbury.



fair n. a country market where workers are employed, and wheat and animals are bought and sold. 集市。

luck n. chance that brings good or bad fortune. 运气；造化。

remind v. ～ sb of sb/sth cause sb to remember. 使某人回想起某人（某事）。

conversation n. informal talking. 谈天，交谈。

single adj. not married. 独身的；未婚的。

intend v. have (a purpose or plan) in mind. 打算；想要。

on fire burning. 燃烧；着火。

hay-rick n. large stack of cut and dried grass, used as food for horses and cows. 干草堆。

burn v. damage by fire, heat or acid. 烧毁；烧焦。

flame n. hot glowing of burning gas coming from sth on fire. 火焰。

rush v. come or go with great speed. 奔；冲。

obey v. do what one is told or obliged to do. 服从；执行（命令）。

attack v. act harmfully on (sth/sb). 侵袭；腐蚀。

ladder n. 梯子。

branch n. armlike division of a tree. 树枝。

maid n. a girl or woman servant. 女仆。

on foot 步行。

safe adj. not dangerous. 安全的。

message n. news, request, etc. sent to sb. 口信；消息。

aware adj. ～ of sb/sth having knowledge of sb/sth. 对（某人／某事）意识到；明白。

inherit v. ～ sth (from sb) receive (property) as a result of the death of the previous owner. 继承。inheritance n.

arrange v. 1 ～ with sb about sth; ～ (with sb) to do sth agree with sb about sth. 约定；商定。2 organize in advance. 安排；筹备。arrangement n.

capable adj. 1 competent. 能干的；有能力的。2 ～ of (doing) sth having the power necessary for sth. 有能力做某事。

churchyard n. ground near a church where dead people are buried. 教堂的庭院（常用作墓地）。

spare v. ～ sth (for sb/sth) be able to afford to give (money, time, etc.). 提供；匀出。

wrist n. 手腕。

beat v. move rhythmically. 跳动。


3　火灾
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两个月后，盖伯瑞尔去了位于卡斯特桥的大集市，希望找一份农场经理的工作。在下午快结束时，他意识到卡斯特桥没有哪个农场主需要农场经理，甚或是一个牧羊人，他决定第二天到另一个集市去碰碰运气。这个集市在威瑟伯里另一边的一个村庄，还要再走15英里。威瑟伯里这个名字使他想起了芭丝谢芭，他不知道她是否还住在那儿。天将黑时，他步行着上路了。走了三四英里，他看到一辆马车停在路边，车上装着半车干草。“那个地方睡觉挺舒服。”他想，经过在集市上漫长、令人失望的一天后，他太累了。一爬上车他立刻就睡着了。

一两个小时后，马车的颠簸惊醒了他。两个农场工人正把马车赶向威瑟伯里，他们没有注意到盖伯瑞尔。他听到了他们的谈话。

“她是个很漂亮的女人，这倒不假，”一个说，“可是太傲慢！人们都说她很自负！”

“唉，比利·斯摩伯里，要是她很自以为是，我就连正眼看她也不敢了！你知道，我是一个害羞的人！”另一个说，“一个单身女人，而且自负！她给她的农场工人报酬高吗？”

“这个我不知道，约瑟夫·普格拉斯。”

盖伯瑞尔想他们谈论的可能是芭丝谢芭，只是他们谈论的女人好像是一个农场的女主人。马车快到威瑟伯里时，盖伯瑞尔跳下了车，那两个人也未发现。他翻越过一个大门进了一块地里，打算在一个干草垛下过夜，就在这时，他注意到大约一英里远的地方黑暗中有不寻常的火光。有东西着火了。

他穿过田地向着火的地方跑去。接着，他看到熊熊的火光中，干草垛肆虐地燃烧着。现在已来不及救干草垛了，有好几分钟他就站在那儿盯着火焰。可是当烟散开一点儿后，他吃惊地看到有一排麦垛就紧挨着燃烧着的干草垛。这个农场这一年产的大部分麦子可能都在这儿，这些麦垛随时有着火的可能。

当他向最危急的一个麦垛冲去时，他看到在场的并不只是他一人。一群农场工人看到着了火，都跑到地里来帮着抢救麦子。只是他们太混乱了，不知道该做什么。盖伯瑞尔控制住局面，开始发号施令。

“找一大块布来！”他喊道，“用布把麦垛裹住，这样干草垛上的火苗就不会被吹到麦垛上！你，拿一桶水站在这儿，让布保持湿润！”人们立刻听从他的指挥。火焰烧不着麦垛的底部和边部，开始袭击顶部。

“给我找一架梯子！”盖伯瑞尔大声说，“再找一个树枝和一些水！”他爬上麦垛，坐在顶上，用树枝打灭火苗。斯摩伯里，马车上两人中的一个，提着一桶水爬了上来。他把水浇在盖伯瑞尔身上以免火苗烧到他的身上。盖伯瑞尔待的这个角上浓烟滚滚，但他却一刻也没有停歇。

地面上，村民们也在尽自己所能地灭着火，尽管地面上的火并不大。不远处有一位骑马刚到的年轻姑娘，她的女仆步行跟着她。她们望着大火，议论着盖伯瑞尔。

“小姐，他真是个了不起的年轻人，”女仆利蒂说，“看他的衣服！全都烧了！”

“他为谁做事？”女人用清晰的嗓音问。

“我不知道，小姐，其他人也不知道。他没来过这儿。”

“简·考根！”女人向她的一个工人喊道，“麦子现在没有危险了吗？”

“我想没有危险了，小姐，”他答道，“如果火烧到这个麦垛，所有其他麦垛也都会着火的。垛顶上那位勇敢的年轻人就是救了你的麦子的人。”

“他确实很卖力，”年轻姑娘抬头看着盖伯瑞尔说道，他却没注意到她，“我真希望他是我的雇工。”

麦垛没有什么危险了，盖伯瑞尔爬了下来，并在下面遇到了那个女仆。

“我带来了农场主的口信，农场主想为你所做的一切感谢你。”她说。

“他在哪儿？”盖伯瑞尔问，突然意识到这是一个找些活儿干的机会。

“不是他，是她。”姑娘答道。

“女农场主？”盖伯瑞尔问。

“是的，而且还是个富有的农场主！”站在旁边的一个村民说，“她的叔叔去世后，她继承了他的农场。她与卡斯特桥的每家银行都有来往！”

“她就在那儿，裹着斗篷，骑着马。”女仆加了一句。黑暗中盖伯瑞尔只能看见马上一个女人的轮廓。他向她走去。尽管他的脸被烟熏黑了，衣服也被火烧坏了，但他并没有忘记有礼貌地举举帽子。他抬头看着她问道：“小姐，你需要牧羊人吗？”她吃了一惊，斗篷从头上滑落下来。盖伯瑞尔与他冷酷的心上人，芭丝谢芭·伊芙丁，对视着。她没有说话。他沮丧地又问了一句：“你需要牧羊人吗，小姐？”

芭丝谢芭把头扭向阴影里考虑着。她有点儿为他难过，但又很高兴自从他们上次见面后自己的地位已今非昔比了。她意识到她差不多都不记得他在诺科姆山上曾向她求婚。

“需要，”她平静地回答，脸有点儿红，“我的确需要一个牧羊人。只是——”

“小姐，他很合适。”一个村民说。

“一点儿不错！”第二个村民、第三个村民说。

“那你们告诉他去和农场经理说一声，好吗？”芭丝谢芭一边骑马离开，一边以一种公事公办的口气说。

盖伯瑞尔很快就与芭丝谢芭的农场经理本杰·宾尼威斯安排妥了有关他受雇的一些具体事宜，然后向村里走去，去找一个住的地方。他一边走，一边想芭丝谢芭。他认识的那个年轻姑娘才几天就成了一个农场的女主人！

在经过教堂及教堂周围的古树时，他注意到有个人站在一棵树后。

“这是去威瑟伯里的路吗？”他问。

“噢，是的，一直往前走。”一个姑娘的声音，声音虽然低但甜美。停了一下她又说：“你不是威瑟伯里人？”

“不是，我是新来的牧羊人，刚到这里。”

“只是个牧羊人！我觉得你差不多像个农场主。”

“只是个牧羊人。”盖伯瑞尔闷声闷气地重复着，想到了那场灾难，那场使他想成为农场主的希望化为泡影的灾难。

“请你千万别对村里的任何人说看见了我，”姑娘哀求说，“我很穷，我不想让人们知道我的事。”她瘦弱的胳膊由于天冷而颤抖着。

“我谁也不告诉，”盖伯瑞尔说，“你在这样的晚上应该穿一件斗篷。”

“噢，没关系。请你继续赶路吧，你走吧。”

他犹豫着，“也许你会接受这个。虽然不多，可我就这点儿富余。”他把一枚硬币放进她的小手里，触到她的手腕时，他察觉到她的脉搏跳动得异常快。他的羊羔临近死亡时，他也曾在它们身上感到了同样迅速、剧烈的跳动。

“出了什么事？我不能帮你吗？”他问道。他感到这瘦弱可怜的人儿怀有一种深深的悲哀。

“不，不！别告诉任何人你见到我了！再见！”她待在黑暗中，盖伯瑞尔继续向威瑟伯里走去。


4
Fanny Robin disappears

The farm manager had advised Gabriel to go straight to the malthouse in Weatherbury, to ask for somewhere to stay. That was the place where the men of the village spent their evenings, drinking beer and talking by the fire. When Gabriel entered the warm, dark room, some of Bathsheba's workers recognized him.

'Come in, shepherd, you're welcome,' said one.

'Gabriel Oak is my name, neighbours.'

The ancient maltster, with his white hair and long white beard, turned his old head stiffly towards Gabriel. 'Gabriel Oak of Norcombe!' he said. 'I knew your grandparents well! My boy Jacob and his young son Billy know your family too.' His boy Jacob was bald and toothless, and young Billy was about forty.

'You must be very old, maltster,' said Gabriel politely, 'to have such an old son as Jacob here.'

'Yes, I've lived for over a hundred years,' replied the little old man proudly. 'Sit down and drink with us, shepherd.'

The cup of warm beer passed round the circle of drinkers. There was silence for a moment. Then Gabriel turned the conversation to the matter closest to his heart.

'What kind of mistress is Miss Everdene?' he asked.

'We know almost nothing of her, shepherd,' answered Jan Coggan, a big, cheerful man with a red face. 'She only arrived here a few days ago, when her uncle died. But the Everdenes are a good family to work for. Of course, it's the farm manager who'll be giving us our orders.'

'Ah!' said the maltster, frowning. 'Benjy Pennyways!'

'You can't trust him!' added Jacob darkly.

Soon afterwards Gabriel left with Jan Coggan, who had offered the shepherd a bed in his house. The remaining men were just preparing to leave when suddenly a young man called Laban Tall rushed into the malthouse, almost too excited to speak.

'It's Benjy Pennyways!' he cried. 'Miss Everdene's caught him stealing wheat from the barn! She's sent him away! And worse than that—Fanny Robin, you know, Miss Everdene's youngest maid, is missing! The mistress wants us to look for her tomorrow. And Billy Smallbury, she wants you to go to Casterbridge, to see if you can find the young soldier who's been courting Fanny.'

That night the news spread fast round the village, but did not reach Gabriel, whose dreams were only of Bathsheba. Through the long slow hours of darkness he saw her lovely face and forgot that she did not love him.

The next morning Bathsheba and her maid Liddy were dusting some books, when a visitor arrived at the front door. It was Mr Boldwood, who had a large farm in Weatherbury.

'I can't see him like this, Liddy!' said Bathsheba, looking in horror at her dusty dress. 'Go down and tell him I'm busy.'

When Liddy came back, after Mr Boldwood had gone, Bathsheba asked, 'What did he want, Liddy? And who is he, exactly?'

'He just wanted to ask if Fanny had been found, miss. You know, as she had no family or friends, he was kind enough to pay for her to go to school, and found her a job here with your uncle. He's your neighbour. His farm is next to yours.'

'Is he married? And how old is he?'

'He isn't married. He's about forty, very handsome—and rich. All the girls in the area have tried to persuade him to marry. But he just doesn't seem interested in women. Have you ever had an offer of marriage, miss?'

'Yes, I have, Liddy,' answered Bathsheba after a pause, thinking of Gabriel. 'But he wasn't quite good enough for me.'

'Oh, how nice to be able to refuse, when most of us are glad to accept the first offer! And did you love him, miss?'

'Oh no. But I rather liked him.'

In the afternoon Bathsheba called her workers together, and spoke to them in the old hall of the farmhouse.

'Men, I want to tell you that I'm not going to employ a new farm manager. I shall manage the farm myself.' There were gasps of surprise from the men. She gave her orders for the next week's farm work and then turned to one of the men. 'Billy Smallbury, what have you discovered about Fanny Robin?'

'I think she's run away with her young man, ma'am. The soldiers have left Casterbridge, and I suppose she's gone with them.'

'Well, perhaps we'll discover more later. One of you can go and tell Mr Boldwood what Billy says. Now, men, I hope I can trust you all to do your work well for me. Goodnight.'

Later that evening, in a town many miles north of Weatherbury, a small white shape could be seen walking slowly along a path beside a large building. It was a dull, snowy night, with heavy grey clouds hanging low in the sky, the kind of night when hopes are destroyed and love is lost.

'One. Two. Three. Four. Five.' The white shape was counting windows in the building. Then it began to throw small stones, covered in snow, at the fifth window. At last the window opened, and a man called out, 'Who's there?'

'Is that Sergeant Troy?' asked a girl's voice.

'Yes,' answered the man. 'Who are you?'

'Oh Frank, don't you know me?' cried the girl desperately. 'I'm your—I'm Fanny Robin.'

'Fanny!' gasped the man in surprise. 'How did you get here?'

'I walked most of the way from Weatherbury. But, Frank, are you glad to see me? Frank, when will it be?'

'What are you talking about?'

'You know, you promised. When shall we be married, Frank?'

'Oh, I see. Well—you need proper clothes—we must inform the vicar. It takes time. I didn't expect you to come so soon.'

'Oh Frank, I love you so! And—you said you'd marry me—'

'Don't cry now! It's foolish. If I said so, of course I will. I'll come and see you tomorrow to decide the details.'

'Oh yes, Frank, do! I'm staying at Mrs Twill's in North Street. Come tomorrow, Frank! Goodnight, Frank!'



advise v. give opinion to sb. 劝告；建议。

malthouse n. a building where malt (used in beer) is made. 麦芽制作间（此处指酒吧）。

stiff adj. not easily bent. 僵直的。

bald adj. (of people) having little or no hair on the scalp. 秃头的；少发的。

cheerful adj. in good spirits. 快乐的。

maltster n. a person who makes malt. 用麦芽做啤酒的人。

barn n. a large farm building for keeping wheat or hay in. 谷仓。

reach v. 1 stretch out in order to grasp. 伸手以触到某物。2 be able to stretch up to. 够得着某物。3 communicate with (sb) esp. by telephone. 与（某人）取得联系。4 get to or arrive at. 到达（某处）。

dust v. & n. remove dust from (sth) by brushing. 将尘土抹去、拂去。

dusty adj. covered with dust. 落满灰尘的。（idm习语）a dusty answer rejection of a request. 轻率地回绝。not so dusty fairly good. 还好；还不坏。

persuade v. ～ sb (into or out of sth) cause sb to do sth by arguing. 劝说某人做某事。

gasp v. & n. quick deep breath of pain, surprise, etc. 深吸气；喘气。

trust v. treat (sb/sth) as reliable. 依赖；信任。

hang v. 1 remain in the air. 悬浮于空中。2 be supported, or support from above. 悬挂；吊。3 kill by hanging from a rope around the neck. 上吊；绞死。

proper adj. suitable. 合适的。

inform v. ～ sb (of/ about sth) 通知某人；告诉某人。

vicar n. a priest in the Church of England. 牧师。


4　范妮·罗宾失踪了
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农场经理劝盖伯瑞尔径直去威瑟伯里的酒吧问问住的地方。这是一个村里人消磨晚上时光、喝酒、围着火聊天的地方。盖伯瑞尔走进这个暖和、昏暗的屋子时，芭丝谢芭的一些雇工认出了他。

“进来，牧羊人，欢迎你。”一个村民说。

“我叫盖伯瑞尔·奥克，乡亲们。”

年老的酒店老板，留着白发和长长的白胡子，僵硬地把头转向盖伯瑞尔。“诺科姆的盖伯瑞尔·奥克！”他说，“我与你的祖父母很熟！我儿子雅各布和他的小儿子比利也认识你们家。”他的儿子雅各布头已经秃了，牙也没了。小儿子比利大约有四十岁了。

“有雅各布这样大的儿子，你一定年纪不小了，老板。”盖伯瑞尔礼貌地说。

“是的，我活了有一百多年了，”小老头骄傲地答道，“牧羊人，坐下和我们喝一杯。”

盛有热啤酒的杯子在一圈饮酒者中传递着。一阵沉默之后，盖伯瑞尔把话题转到他最关心的事情上。

“伊芙丁小姐是个什么样的女主人？”他问。

“牧羊人，我们对她几乎一无所知。”简·考根答道。

这是一个有着一张红脸、大大的个子、快快活活的人。“几天前她叔叔死后她才来到这里。不过，给伊芙丁家族干活儿没错。当然，对我们发号施令的是农场经理。”

“噢！”酒店老板皱着眉说，“本杰·宾尼威斯！”

“他让人信不过！”雅各布恨恨地接着说。

盖伯瑞尔接着就与简·考根离开了，简说在他家里可以给盖伯瑞尔找个床位。正当其他人准备离去时，一个名叫拉班·托尔的年轻人冲进酒店。他激动得有点儿说不出话来。

“是本杰·宾尼威斯！”他大声说，“伊芙丁小姐抓住他在谷仓偷麦子！小姐已把他打发走了！还有更糟的事呢——伊芙丁小姐最年轻的女仆范妮·罗宾失踪了！女主人要我们明天去找她。另外，比利·斯摩伯里，女主人要你去卡斯特桥，看是否能找到一直在追求范妮的那个年轻士兵。”

那天夜里，消息传遍了整个村庄，唯有盖伯瑞尔不知晓，因为他脑子里只想着芭丝谢芭。在漫长的黑夜里，他看到了她姣美的面庞，忘记她并不爱他。

第二天早晨，芭丝谢芭和女仆利蒂在清扫书上的灰尘时，一位来访者来到了前门。此人是伯德伍德先生，他在威瑟伯里拥有一个大农场。

“利蒂，我不能这样去见他！”芭丝谢芭说，惊慌地看着自己满是灰尘的裙子，“下去告诉他我很忙。”

伯德伍德先生走后，利蒂返了回来。芭丝谢芭问：“他有什么事，利蒂？他究意是谁？”

“小姐，他只想问问是否找到范妮了。你知道，范妮没有家，也没有朋友，伯德伍德先生好心地给她付钱让她去上学，还在你叔叔这里给她找了事干。他是你的邻居，他的农场就挨着你的农场。”

“他结婚了吗？他有多大年纪？”

“他还没有结婚。四十来岁，很英俊，也很有钱。这个地方的姑娘们都想劝他结婚。可他好像对女人不感兴趣。小姐，有人向你求过婚吗？”

“有过，利蒂，”芭丝谢芭停了一下说，想起了盖伯瑞尔，“不过，他有点儿配不上我。”

“噢，我们大部分人都是一有人求婚就赶快接受，而你却能拒绝，多好啊！小姐，你爱他吗？”

“不，不过我挺喜欢他。”

下午，芭丝谢芭把她的雇工都召集到屋子的旧大厅里。

“乡亲们，我想告诉你们我并不打算雇一个新的农场经理。我想自己管理农场。”人群中传出惊叹声。她布置了下星期农场的工作，然后转向其中一人，“比利·斯摩伯里，范妮·罗宾有消息吗？”

“小姐，我猜她是跟她的那个年轻人跑了。士兵们已经离开了卡斯特桥，我想她跟他们一起走了。”

“好吧，也许以后会发现些什么。你们一个人去告诉伯德伍德先生比利的话。乡亲们，我希望我可以相信你们所有的人会为我好好干的。晚安。”

那天晚上晚些时候，在威瑟伯里以北好几英里远的一个镇上，人们可以看到一个白色的、矮小的影子在一幢大建筑物旁的小路上慢慢地走着。这是一个阴沉的、下着雪的夜晚，乌云低低地挂在天边，这是那种希望破灭、失去爱情的夜晚。

“一、二、三、四、五。”白色的影子数着建筑物上的窗户。然后她开始朝第五个窗口投掷裹着雪的小石头。终于，窗户打开了，一个人喊道：“谁在那儿？”

“是托伊中士吗？”一个姑娘的声音问。

“是我，”那人答道，“你是谁？”

“[image: alt]，弗兰克，你不认识我了吗？”姑娘绝望地喊道，“我是你的——我是范妮·罗宾。”

“范妮！”那人惊叫道，“你是怎么到这里的？”

“我从威瑟伯里一路走着来的。弗兰克，见到我你高兴吗？弗兰克，那事定在什么时候？”

“你说什么？”

“你知道，你答应过的。我们什么时候结婚，弗兰克？”

“噢，明白了。可是——你需要合适的衣服——我们需要通知牧师。这些需要时间。我没料到你这么早就来。”

“[image: alt]，弗兰克，我非常爱你。你说过要和我结婚——”

“好了，别哭。别犯傻。如果我那样说过，当然我会和你结婚。我明天去看你，咱们到时商量细节。”

“好的，弗兰克，你可一定要来！我住在北街退尔太太旅店。明天一定来，弗兰克！再见，弗兰克！”


5
Bathsheba sends a valentine

When Bathsheba first appeared at the weekly Casterbridge market, where farmers bought and sold their wheat and animals, she caused a sensation. Men's heads turned to look at her, the only woman there. Like any woman, she was happy to be admired, but she was also determined to sell her wheat at a good price, and to do business with the other farmers like a man. There was one farmer, however, who did not seem to notice her, and this annoyed her a little. It was Mr Boldwood.

One Sunday afternoon, on the thirteenth of February, Bathsheba and Liddy were in the sitting-room together. It was a dull, cold day, and they were both very bored.

'Have you ever tried to discover who you're going to marry, miss,' asked Liddy, 'with a Bible and a key?'

'I don't believe in such foolish games, Liddy.'

'Well, some people believe it works.'

'All right, let's try it,' said Bathsheba suddenly, jumping up from her seat. Together they opened the big family Bible and put a key on a page.

'Now you think of someone you could marry, miss,' said Liddy, 'then read aloud the words on that page, and if the Bible moves, perhaps you'll marry him.'

Bathsheba read the words, holding the Bible. As they watched, the Bible turned in her hands, and Bathsheba blushed.

'Who were you thinking of?' asked Liddy curiously.

'I'm not going to tell you,' answered her mistress.

'By the way, did you notice Mr Boldwood in church this morning?' asked Liddy, making it very clear who she was thinking of. 'He didn't turn his head once to look at you!'

'Why should he?' replied Bathsheba, annoyed. 'I didn't ask him to look at me.'

'Oh no. But everybody else in church was looking at you.'

Bathsheba did not reply to this. After a few minutes she said, 'Oh, I nearly forgot the valentine card I bought yesterday!'

'A valentine! Who's it for, miss? Farmer Boldwood?'

'No, of course not. It's for one of the village children, that sweet little boy of Jan Coggan's. I'll write the address on the envelope now, and we'll post it today.'

'What fun it would be to send it to that silly old Boldwood!' laughed Liddy.

Bathsheba paused to consider. It was certainly a little depressing that the wealthiest and most important man in the area did not seem to admire her, as all the other men did.

'We'll throw a coin to decide,' she said lightly. 'No, we shouldn't play with money on a Sunday. I know, we'll throw this book. If it comes down open, I'll send the valentine to Jan's son. If it comes down shut, I'll send it to Boldwood.' The little book went up in the air and came down shut. Bathsheba immediately picked up her pen and wrote Boldwood's address on the envelope.

'Now we need a seal,' she said. 'Look for an interesting one, Liddy. Ah, let's use this one. I can't remember what it says, but I know it's funny.' When she had sealed the envelope, Bathsheba looked closely at the words left by the seal:

'MARRY ME.'

'Just right!' she cried. 'That would make even a vicar laugh!' And so the valentine was sent, not for love, but as a joke. Bathsheba had no idea of the effect it would have.

It arrived at Mr Boldwood's house on the morning of St Valentine's Day, 14th February. He was puzzled, but strangely excited by it. He had never received one before, and all day he thought about it. Who could the woman be, who admired him so much that she sent him a valentine? He kept on looking at it, until the words on the large red seal danced in front of his tired eyes, and he could no longer read them. But he knew what they said:

'MARRY ME.'

The valentine had destroyed the peaceful routine of Boldwood's life. That night he dreamed of the unknown woman, and when he woke up very early, the first thing he saw was the valentine, with its message in red, on the table by his bed.

'Marry me,' he repeated to himself. He was too restless to sleep any more so he went out for a walk. He watched the sun rise over the snowy fields, and on his way home he met the postman, who handed him a letter. Boldwood took it quickly and opened it, thinking it could be from the sender of the valentine.

'I don't think it's for you, sir,' said the postman. 'I think it's for your shepherd.'

Boldwood looked at the address on the envelope:

To the new shepherd,

Weatherbury Farm,

Near Casterbridge.

'Oh, what a mistake! It isn't mine, or my shepherd's. It must be for Miss Everdene's shepherd. His name is Gabriel Oak.'

At that moment he noticed a figure in a distant field.

'Ah, there he is now,' Boldwood added. 'I'll take the letter to him myself.' The shepherd started walking towards the malthouse, and Boldwood followed him, holding the letter.



weekly adj. & adv. once a week or every week. 每周一次的。

sensation n. state of great excitement, interest, etc. among many people. 轰动；群情激动。

annoy v. cause slight anger to (sb). 使（某人）不悦；惹恼。annoyed adj. 恼怒的。

curious adj. eager to know or learn. 好奇的；感兴趣的。curiously adv.

by the way, 顺便提一下。

valentine n. an unsigned card, expressing love, sent to arrive on St. Valentine's Day, 14th February. 在圣瓦伦廷节寄给情人的贺卡（通常匿名）。

fun n. pleasure. 开心的事；有趣。

seal n. a stamp which prints words on wax, or the wax itself on the envelope. 封蜡；封印。v. close an envelope with melted wax. 用蜡封上信封。

joke n. thing said or done to cause amusement. 笑话：玩笑。make a ～ about/ of sb/sth speak lightly about sb/sth. 拿某人（某事）开玩笑。v. tell jokes (to sb) (about sth). （与某人）开玩笑。

routine n. fixed and regular way of doing things. 常规；例行公事。

restless adj. 1 constantly moving. 运动不止的。2 unable to be still. 不安的；静不下来的。

postman n. person employed to collect and deliver letters, etc. 邮递员；邮差。

figure n. human form. 身材；人影。


5　芭丝谢芭寄出一张情人卡

[image: alt]

在每周一次的卡斯特桥集市上，农场主们买卖着自己的麦子和牲畜。芭丝谢芭第一次出现在集市上就引起了一阵轰动。男人们都扭过头去看她，因为她是集市上唯一的女人。像所有的女人一样，受到别人的赞扬，她很高兴。不过，她也决心要把她的麦子卖个好价钱，像男人一样地和其他农场主做买卖。只有一个农场主似乎没注意到她，这使她有点儿不高兴。这人就是伯德伍德先生。

2月13日，这个星期日的下午，芭丝谢芭和利蒂都在起居室。天气阴沉、寒冷，她们两人都觉得很无聊。

“小姐，你试没试过用一本圣经或是一把钥匙算出你将与谁结婚？”利蒂问。

“利蒂，我不相信这种愚蠢的游戏。”

“可是有人觉得它很灵验。”

“好吧，那我们试试。”芭丝谢芭一边从座位上跳起来，一边突然说。她们一起打开一本大的家里用的圣经，把一把钥匙放在其中一页上。

“小姐，现在你想一个你可能与之结婚的人，”利蒂说，“然后朗读那页上的话，如果圣经动了，也许你就会和他结婚。”

芭丝谢芭拿着圣经，读上面的话。她们盯着看时，圣经在她手中动了一下，芭丝谢芭红了脸。

“你刚才想的是谁？”利蒂好奇地问。

“我不告诉你。”她的女主人说。

“哎，今天早晨在教堂你注意伯德伍德先生了吗？”利蒂问，指明她想的是谁，“他一次也没有回头看你！”

“他干吗要回头看我？”芭丝谢芭不高兴地说，“我并没有要求他看我。”

“噢，不。我是说教堂里的其他人都在看你。”

芭丝谢芭没有吭声。过了一会儿，她说：“哎呀，我差点忘了昨天买的情人卡！”

“情人卡！给谁的，小姐？给农场主伯德伍德？”

“不，当然不是。是给村里的一个孩子的，就是简·考根家那个可爱的男孩。我现在就把地址写在信封上，我们今天就把它发出去。”

“要是把它送给那个傻乎乎的老伯德伍德该多有意思！”利蒂大笑着说。

芭丝谢芭不再说话，若有所思。其他人都很欣赏她，而这一带最富有、最重要的人却好像对她不在乎，这的确有点儿令人沮丧。

“我们来扔硬币决定，”她随意地说，“不，星期天我们不该玩钱。我们来扔这本书。如果它开着掉下来，我就把情人卡送给简的儿子；如果合着掉下来，就送给伯德伍德。”那本小书被抛向空中，合着掉了下来。芭丝谢芭立刻拿起笔，在信封上写下伯德伍德的地址。

“我们需要一个封蜡，”她说，“利蒂，找一个有意思的。噢，我们用这个。我不记得上面是什么字了，可我知道很有意思。”把信封封上后，芭丝谢芭仔细地看着封蜡留下的字：

“和我结婚吧。”

“就要这个！”她喊道，“这把牧师也会逗笑的！”就这样，情人卡被发出去了，不是为了爱情，而是作为玩笑。芭丝谢芭根本不知道它会引起的后果。

情人卡在2月14日，情人节的这天早晨到了伯德伍德家里。他很困惑，但也有一种莫名的激动。以前他从没有收到过情人卡，他一整天都在想这件事。这个女人会是谁呢，这样喜欢他，还送他情人卡？

他一直盯着这张情人卡，直到那大红封蜡上的字在他疲惫的眼前跳动了起来。他无法看清这几个字，但他知道是什么：

“和我结婚吧。”

这张情人卡打破了伯德伍德平静的生活。那天夜里，他梦见了一个素不相识的女人。他醒得很早，一眼就看到床边桌子上那张情人卡，和红色封蜡上面的字。

“和我结婚吧。”他默默地重复着。他烦燥不安无法成眠，就出去散步。他看着太阳在白雪覆盖的田野上升起。在回家的路上，他碰见了邮递员，邮递员给了他一封信。他立刻接住并打开了信，以为是寄情人卡的人写来的。

“先生，我想信不是寄给你的，”邮递员说，“是给你的牧羊人的。”

伯德伍德看着信封上的地址：

给新来的牧羊人，

威瑟伯里农场，

卡斯特桥附近。

“哎，错了！不是我的，也不是给我的牧羊人的。一定是给伊芙丁小姐的牧羊人的。他叫盖伯瑞尔·奥克。”

这时，他注意到远处有一个人影。

“[image: alt]，他就在那儿，”伯德伍德接着说，“我把信给他送去。”牧羊人向着酒吧走去，伯德伍德手里拿着信去追他。


6
Fanny's mistake

At the malthouse the men were discussing Bathsheba.

'How's she getting on without a farm manager?' the old maltster asked the younger men.

'She can't manage the farm alone,' replied Jacob, 'and she won't listen to our advice. Proud, she is. I've often said it.'

'You have, Jacob, you have, that's true,' agreed little Joseph Poorgrass.

'But she's intelligent,' said Billy Smallbury, 'and must have some common sense.'

'It seems her old uncle's furniture wasn't good enough for her,' said the maltster. 'I hear she's bought new beds, chairs and a piano! If she's a farmer, why does she want a piano?'

Just then they heard a heavy footstep outside, and a voice called, 'Neighbours, can I bring a few lambs in there?'

'Of course, shepherd,' they all replied.

Gabriel appeared in the doorway, his cheeks red and his healthy face shining. On his shoulders were four half-dead lambs, which he put down carefully, close to the fire.

'I haven't got a shepherd's hut here, as I used to have at Norcombe,' he explained. 'These new lambs would die if I couldn't keep them warm for a while. It's very kind of you, maltster, to let me bring them in here.'

'We've been talking of the mistress, and her strange behaviour, shepherd,' said the maltster.

'What have you been saying about her?' asked Gabriel sharply, turning to the others. 'I suppose you've been speaking against her?' he added angrily to Joseph Poorgrass.

'No, no, not a word,' said Joseph, trembling and blushing with terror.

'Well, look here, neighbours.' Gabriel, although normally one of the quietest and most gentle men on earth, had suddenly become aggressive. 'The first man I hear saying anything bad about our mistress will receive this in his face,' and he banged his great heavy hand down on the maltster's table.

'Now don't get so angry, shepherd, and sit down!' said Jacob.

'We hear you're a very clever man, shepherd,' added Joseph Poorgrass from behind the maltster's bed, where he had been hiding. 'We all wish we were as clever as you, don't we, neighbours?' There was general agreement.

'I think mistress ought to have made you her farm manager, you're so suitable for the job,' continued Joseph. He could see that Gabriel was no longer angry.

'I don't mind confessing I was hoping to be her farm manager,' said Gabriel in his honest way. 'But Miss Everdene can do as she likes, and she's chosen to manage her own farm—and keep me as an ordinary shepherd only.' He sounded rather depressed, and looked sadly into the fire.

Before anyone could reply, the door opened and Mr Boldwood came in. He greeted them all and handed the letter to Gabriel.

'I opened this by mistake, Oak,' he said, 'but it must be for you. I'm sorry.'

'Oh, it doesn't matter at all,' answered Gabriel, who had no secrets from anyone. He read this letter:

Dear friend,

I don't know your name, but I want to thank you for your kindness to me on the night I left Weatherbury. I'm also returning the money you gave me. I'm happy to say I'm going to marry the young man who has been courting me, Sergeant Troy. As he is a nobleman's son, I know he wouldn't like me to accept a gift from anyone. Please don't tell anyone about my marriage. We intend to surprise Weatherbury by arriving there as husband and wife, very soon. Thank you again.

　Fanny Robin.

'You'd better read it, Mr Boldwood,' said Gabriel. 'It's from Fanny Robin. She wants to keep this a secret but I know you're interested in her. I met her on my way to Weatherbury, but I didn't know then who she was.'

When Mr Boldwood had finished reading the letter, he looked very serious. 'Poor Fanny!' he said. 'I don't think this Sergeant Troy will ever marry her. He's clever, and handsome, but he can't be trusted. What a silly girl Fanny is!'

'I'm very sorry to hear that,' said Gabriel.

'By the way, Oak,' said Mr Boldwood quietly, as he and the shepherd left the malthouse together, 'could you tell me whose writing this is?' He showed Gabriel the envelope containing the valentine.

Gabriel looked at it, and said simply, 'Miss Everdene's.' Then he realized that Bathsheba must have written to Mr Boldwood without signing her name, and he looked, puzzled, at the farmer.

Mr Boldwood replied rather too quickly to Gabriel's unspoken question. 'It's quite normal to try to discover who has written the—valentine. That's the—fun of it.' There was no fun at all in his manner. 'Goodbye, Oak,' he added, and walked slowly back to his empty house.

A few days later, in the town north of Weatherbury where the soldiers were staying, a wedding was arranged. As the church clock in the square struck half-past eleven, a handsome young soldier marched into the church and spoke to the vicar. Then he stood still in the centre of the church, waiting for his bride. The church was full of the women and girls who had attended the morning service and had decided to wait to see the wedding. They watched the young man's straight back, whispering among themselves. The soldier waited without moving a muscle. The church clock struck a quarter to twelve, and still the bride did not come. The whispers stopped, and there was silence. The young man stood as stiff and straight as the church columns around him. There was a little quiet laughter from some of the women, but soon they were silent again, waiting for the end.

As the church clock struck twelve, they listened to the heavy notes ringing out from the church tower. The vicar left his position near the soldier, and disappeared into a back room. Every woman in the church was waiting to see the young man's face, and he knew it. At last he turned, and marched bravely back the way he had come, through the rows of smiling women.

When he got outside and crossed the square, he met a girl hurrying towards the church. When she saw him, the anxiety on her face changed to terror.

'Well?' he said, staring coldly at her.

'Oh Frank, I made a mistake! I thought it was the other church, the one near the market, and I waited there till a quarter to twelve, and then I realized my mistake. But it doesn't matter, because we can just as easily get married tomorrow.'

'You're a fool, to play games with me!' he replied angrily.

'So shall we get married tomorrow, Frank?' she asked, not understanding how seriously she had offended him.

'Tomorrow!' he repeated, and laughed. 'I don't want another experience like that for a while, I can promise you!'

'But Frank,' she begged in a trembling voice, 'it wasn't such a terrible mistake! Now, dear Frank, when will our wedding be?'

'Ah, when? God knows!' he said, and turning away from her, walked rapidly away.



discuss v. talk or write about sth. 谈论；讨论。discussion n.

manage v. 1 be in charge of (sth). 经营；管理。2 succeed in doing sth. 做成（某事）。

common sense 常识；情理。

aggressive adj. 1 apt or ready to attack. 好攻击的；好争吵的。2 forceful. 强有力的。

bang v. hit violently and often unintentionally. 猛击。

depressed adj. sad and without enthusiasm. 沮丧的。

greet v. give a conventional word of welcome when meeting sb. 问候；致意。greeting n. 问候；招呼。a ～ card, 贺卡。

nobleman n. person of noble birth or rank. 贵族；出身高贵的人。

realize v. be fully aware of; understand. 意识到；承认。

sign v. 1 write one's name on (sth). 签名；签字。2 convey information or a request by making a gesture. 示意；做手势。3 be engaged or engage (sb) by signing a contract. （签约）应聘或受雇。

whisper v. & n. speak softly and privately. 低语。whispering campaign 散布流言诽谤某人。

column n. 1 tall pillar, usu. round and made of stone. 柱子；石柱。2 one of two or more vertical sections of printed material on a page. （印刷品每页上的）列；栏。3 part of a newspaper regularly dealing with a particular subject. （报纸的）专栏。

beg v. ask earnestly or humbly (for sth). 恳求；祈求。

God knows 1 I don't know. 我不知道。2 certainly. 的确；确实。


6　范妮的错误
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酒吧里，人们正在议论芭丝谢芭。

“没有农场经理，她怎么办呢？”年老的酒吧老板问那些年轻人。

“她一个人搞不好农场，”雅各布说，“又不听我们的劝告。我总说，她很骄傲。”

“你是这样说的，雅各布，你是这样说的，你说得对。”矮小的约瑟夫·普格拉斯赞同地说。

“可是她很聪明，”比利·斯摩伯里说，“她一定很有见识。”

“好像她对她年老的叔叔的家具不满意，”酒吧老板说，“听说她买了新床、新椅子，还有一架钢琴！如果她要当农场主，她干吗要钢琴呢？”

就在这时，他们听到门外重重的脚步声，一个声音喊道：“乡亲们，我可以把这几只羊羔带进去吗？”

“当然可以，牧羊人。”他们一起答道。

盖伯瑞尔出现在门口，他两颊通红，健康的脸庞放着光。在他的肩上有四只半死的羊羔，他小心翼翼地把它们放在靠近火的地方。

“我在这儿没有牧羊人小屋，过去在诺科姆我有一个，”他解释说，“如果不让这几只新生的羊羔暖和一会儿，它们会死的。老板，你让我把它们带进来，真是太感谢你了。”

“牧羊人，我们正在谈论女主人以及她的不寻常的所作所为。”酒吧老板说。

“你们在说她什么呢？”盖伯瑞尔转向众人，厉声问。“我想你们是在说她的坏话吧？”他对着约瑟夫·普格拉斯，生气地又问了一句。

“没有，没有，一句坏话也没说。”约瑟夫说。他由于害怕颤抖起来，脸也涨红了。

“哼，告诉你们，邻居们，”盖伯瑞尔，这个世上最安静、最温柔的人，突然变得咄咄逼人，“我要是听到谁说女主人的坏话，他的脸上首先就会尝到这个。”接着，他把他的大手重重地击在了酒吧老板的桌子上。

“牧羊人，别生气，坐下！”雅各布说。

“牧羊人，我们听说你是个很聪明的人，”约瑟夫·普格拉斯从酒吧老板的床后边接口说，他一直躲在那儿，“我们都希望我们像你一样聪明，是吧，邻居们？”人们都表示同意。

“我认为女主人应该让你当她的农场经理，你太适合于这个工作了。”约瑟夫接着说。他能看出盖伯瑞尔已经不生气了。

“我可以坦白我很希望给她当农场经理，”盖伯瑞尔诚实地说，“不过，伊芙丁小姐有权做自己愿做的事情，她已决定要自己管理农场，而只要我做个普通的牧羊人。”他的声音很沮丧，眼睛悲伤地盯着火。

别人正要答话，门开了，伯德伍德走了进来。他和大家打过招呼，把信递给了盖伯瑞尔。

“奥克，我拆错了信，”他说，“这信一定是给你的。我很抱歉。”

“咳，没关系。”盖伯瑞尔对谁也没有要保密的，接着，他看起信来：

亲爱的朋友，

我不知道你的名字，但我想谢谢你，因为在我离开威瑟伯里的那天夜里，你对我非常好。我也想把你给我的钱还给你。我很高兴地告诉你，我就要与追求我的年轻人托伊中士结婚了。他是一个贵族的儿子，我知道他不喜欢我接受别人的礼物。请不要告诉别人我结婚的事。我们打算不久之后以夫妻的身份出现在威瑟伯里，让人们大吃一惊，再一次感谢你。

范妮·罗宾

“你最好读一读这封信，伯德伍德先生，”盖伯瑞尔说，“是范妮·罗宾写来的。她不想让别人知道，可我知道你很关心她。我在来威瑟伯里的路上碰到了她，那时我不知道她是谁。”

伯德伍德看完信后，脸上的表情很严肃。“可怜的范妮！”他说，“我认为这个托伊中士不会和她结婚。他聪明英俊，但无法让人信赖。范妮是个多么傻的姑娘啊！”

“听你这么说我很难过。”盖伯瑞尔说。

“顺便问一下，奥克，”伯德伍德和牧羊人一同离开酒吧时，他平静地说，“你能告诉我这是谁的字迹吗？”他让盖伯瑞尔看那个装着情人卡的信封。

盖伯瑞尔看了看信封，随口说：“伊芙丁小姐的字迹。”随后他意识到芭丝谢芭一定是给伯德伍德先生写了一封没有署名的信。他迷惑不解地看着这位农场主。

盖伯瑞尔的问题还没说出口，伯德伍德先生就抢着回答说：“想弄清楚是谁写的情人卡是很正常的，这就是——乐趣。”他的态度却没有显示出任何乐趣。“再见，奥克，”他补充了一句，然后慢慢走回了他的空屋子。

几天后，在士兵们驻扎的威瑟伯里以北的一个镇上，一场婚礼正在筹备之中。广场上，教堂的钟在十一点半敲响时，一个年轻英俊的士兵向教堂走去，他向牧师讲明了情况，然后静静地站在教堂中央，等待着他的新娘。教堂里满是参加早祷的女人和姑娘们，她们想等着看婚礼。她们望着年轻人笔直的后背，悄声议论着。这个士兵一动不动地等待着。教堂十二点差一刻的钟声敲响了，新娘还是没有到。窃窃私语声停止了，教堂里寂静无声。那个年轻人僵直地站着，就像他身边教堂里的柱子。有些女人发出低低的笑声，但她们很快就又安静了下来，等待着最后的结果。

教堂的钟声敲响了十二点，人们听到教堂塔顶传出低沉的音调。牧师从位于士兵身旁的他的位置上离开，走进了后面的房间。那个年轻人知道教堂中所有的女人都在等着看他脸上的表情。终于，他转过身来，穿过一排排面带讥笑的女人，勇敢地从来的路上走了回去。

出了教堂，穿过广场时，他碰上一个急急忙忙往教堂赶来的姑娘。她看到他时，脸上的焦急变成了恐惧。

“好啊？”他瞪着她冷冷地说。

“唉，弗兰克，我弄错了。我以为是另一个教堂，是靠近集市的那个教堂，我在那儿一直等到差一刻十二点，才意识到我搞错了。不过，没关系。明天我们也能一样容易地结婚。”

“你真蠢，跟我玩这种游戏！”他生气地答道。

“弗兰克，那我们明天结婚吗？”她问道，并不明白她已惹怒了他。

“明天！”他重复道，大笑起来，“告诉你，我可不想再重复一次这样的经历！”

“可是，弗兰克，”她用颤抖的声音恳求说，“这也不是什么大不了的错！亲爱的弗兰克，我们什么时候举行婚礼？”

“哼，什么时候？天知道！”他说着，快步转身走了。


7
Farmer Boldwood proposes marriage

On Saturday at Casterbridge market Boldwood saw the woman who was disturbing his dreams. For the first time he turned his head and looked at her. It was in fact the first time in his life that he had looked at any woman. Up to now he had considered women to be distant, almost foreign creatures, who had nothing to do with him. Now he saw Bathsheba's hair, and every detail of her face. He noticed her figure, her dress, and even her feet. She seemed very beautiful to him, and his heart began to move within him. 'And this woman, this lovely young woman, has asked me to marry her!' he thought. As he was watching Bathsheba selling wheat to another farmer, he was filled with jealousy.

All this time Bathsheba was aware of his eyes on her. At last she had made him look at her! But she would have preferred him to admire her from the beginning, without the encouragement of her valentine. She felt sorry she had disturbed the usual calmness of a man she respected, but considered she could not apologize to him without either offending or encouraging him.

Mr Boldwood did not try to speak to her, and returned home to his farm. He was a man of strong feelings, which normally lay hidden deep inside him. Because he was serious, and did not joke with his neighbours, people thought he was cold. But when he loved or hated, it was with his whole heart. If Bathsheba had known how strong the feelings of this dark and silent figure were, she would have blamed herself terribly for her thoughtlessness. But nobody guessed what lay behind his calm appearance.

A few days later Mr Boldwood was looking at Bathsheba's fields, which were next to his own, when he saw her helping Gabriel Oak with the sheep. To Boldwood, Bathsheba shone like the moon on a dark night. His heart, which had never been touched before, was filled completely with his love for her. He decided to go and speak to her.

As he stopped at the gate of the field, Bathsheba looked up and noticed him. Gabriel was watching her face and saw her blush. He immediately thought of the envelope, with the valentine, that Boldwood had shown him, and suspected Bathsheba of encouraging the farmer to fall in love with her.

Boldwood realized they had noticed him, and suddenly felt unsure of himself. He did not know enough about women to discover from Bathsheba's manner whether she wanted to see him or not. And so he did not enter the field, but walked on, past the gate.

Bathsheba, however, knew that he had come to see her, and felt extremely guilty. She promised herself never again to disturb the peace of this man's life. Unfortunately her promise was made too late, as such promises often are.

It was not until the end of May that Boldwood was brave enough to declare his love. He went to Bathsheba's house, where the maids told him their mistress was watching the sheep-washing. Every spring the sheep were washed in a special pool, to keep their wool clean and to get rid of insects on their skin. Boldwood walked across the fields to the pool, where he found the farm workers busily washing the sheep.

Bathsheba was standing near them, and saw Boldwood coming towards her. She moved away, walking beside the river, but she could hear footsteps behind her in the grass, and felt love all around her, like perfume in the air. Boldwood caught up with her.

'Miss Everdene!' he said quietly.

She trembled, turned, and said, 'Good morning.' She had guessed the truth from the way he spoke those two words.

'I feel—almost too much to think,' he said simply. 'My life does not belong to me any more, Miss Everdene, but to you. I've come to propose marriage to you.'

Bathsheba tried not to show any expression on her face.

'I'm now forty-one,' he continued. 'I've never married, or thought I ever would marry. But we all change, and I changed when I saw you. More than anything else, I want you as my wife.'

'I think, Mr Boldwood, that although I respect you very much, I don't feel—enough for you—to accept your proposal.'

'But my life is worthless without you!' he cried, calm no longer. 'I want you—to let me say I love you, again and again!' Bathsheba remained silent. 'I think and hope you care enough for me to listen to what I have to say!' he added.

Bathsheba was about to ask why he should think that, when she remembered the valentine. After all, it was quite natural for him to think she admired him.

'I wish I could court you with beautiful words,' the farmer went on, 'but I can only say I love you madly and want you for my wife. I wouldn't have proposed if you hadn't allowed me to hope.'

'Mr Boldwood, this is difficult for me! I'm afraid I can't marry you. I'm not in love with you! I should never have sent that valentine—forgive me—it was a thoughtless thing to do.'

'No, no, don't say it was thoughtless! Say it was the beginning of a feeling that you would like me. Just consider whether you can accept me as a husband. I know I'm too old for you, but believe me, I'll take more care of you than a younger man would. You'll have nothing to worry about. You'll have everything you want. God only knows how much you mean to me!'

Bathsheba's young heart was full of pity for this sensitive man who had spoken so simply and honestly.

'Don't say it, don't! You feel so much, and I feel nothing,' she replied. 'Don't discuss it any more. I can't think! Oh, I've given you such pain!'

'Tell me that you don't refuse completely. Give me some hope! May I ask you again? May I think of you?'

'Yes, I suppose so.'

'May I hope you will accept my proposal next time?'

'No, don't hope! I must go now. Give me time to think.'

'Yes, I'll give you time,' he answered gratefully. 'Thank you, I'm happier now.'

'No, please, don't be happier, Mr Boldwood, if happiness only comes from my agreeing! I must think.'

'I'll wait,' he agreed. They turned away from each other, and returned to their separate houses.



propose v. 1 suggest or offer marriage. 求婚（尤指正式地）。2 put forward for consideration. 提议；建议。

disturb v. move (sth) from a settled or usual position or state. 搅乱；弄乱。

in fact 事实上。

jealousy n. being jealous. 妒羡；忌妒。

encourage v. give support or confidence. 鼓励。encouragement n.

blame v. consider that sb is responsible for sth done badly. 责备。be to blame (for sth), be responsible for sth bad. 对某坏事负有责任。

manner n. person's way of behaving towards others. 态度；举止。

guilty adj. feeling guilt. 感觉有罪的；内疚的。

expression n. look on a person's face that shows a mood or feeling. 神色；表情。

respect v. look up to; admire an older or more important person. 尊敬。

respectable adj. of good social position and good behaviour. 有身份的；值得尊敬的。

pity n. a sympathetic understanding of another person's unhappiness. 同情；不幸。

sensitive adj. 1 easily hurt. 易受伤害的。2 emotionally upset. 感情容易冲动的。3 having or showing perceptive feeling. 有细腻感情的。

grateful adj. showing appreciation for sth good done. 感激的。gratefully adv.

separate adj. existing apart. 各自的；分开的。


7　农场主伯德伍德求婚
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星期六，在卡斯特桥的集市上，伯德伍德看到了那个搅乱了他的梦的女人。这是他第一次扭过头来看她。实际上，这是他有生以来头一次盯着女人看。到目前为止，他一直都把女人当作遥远的，甚至是陌生的、与他无关的生物。现在，他看到了芭丝谢芭的头发，看到了她脸上的每一处细节。他注意到了她的身材、她的穿着，甚至她的脚。在他看来她很漂亮，他的心开始跳动。“这个女人，这个漂亮、年轻的女人要我和她结婚！”他心想。当他看到芭丝谢芭把麦子卖给另一个农场主时，内心充满嫉妒。

芭丝谢芭知道伯德伍德的眼睛一直在盯着自己。她终于使他开始看她了！不过，她更希望他从一开始就喜欢她，而不是由于情人卡的作用。她打扰了一个她所尊敬的人一惯的安宁，她为此感到内疚，可又觉得不能向他道歉，否则，要么会惹恼他，要么便会使他得到鼓励。

伯德伍德先生没有和她说话，他回到了农场的家里。他是一个感情强烈的人，他的情感通常都深深地埋在心底。他严肃，不和邻居们开玩笑，所以人们都觉得他很冷漠。可他爱谁或是恨谁时，却是全心全意的。如果芭丝谢芭知道这个黝黑、沉静的人感情是多么强烈的话，她一定会为自己的不慎重而自责不已。不过，谁也不知道在他沉静的外表后面藏着什么。

几天后，伯德伍德先生望着在他的地旁边的芭丝谢芭的田地，看见她在帮盖伯瑞尔·奥克照料羊群。伯德伍德觉得芭丝谢芭像黑色夜空中的月亮，闪闪发光。他的那颗从不为什么所动的心充满了对她的爱意。他决定去对她表明心声。

当他停在田地的大门口时，芭丝谢芭抬起头来，注意到了他。盖伯瑞尔看着她，发现她脸红了。他立刻想到伯德伍德给他看的那个装着情人卡的信封，估计是芭丝谢芭引得这位农场主爱上了她。

伯德伍德意识到他们在注意自己，他突然感到没有信心。他不很了解女人，所以无法从芭丝谢芭的态度上弄清她是否愿意见他。所以他没有进地里去，而是一直走过了大门。

芭丝谢芭知道他是来看她的，心里感到很不安。她向自己保证决不再打扰这个人平静的生活了。不幸的是，她的保证太迟了，这种保证常常会这样。

直到五月底，伯德伍德才鼓起勇气宣布了他的爱情。他来到芭丝谢芭的家，女仆告诉他女主人去监督给羊洗澡了。雇工们每年春天都在一个特别的池子里给羊洗澡，这样可以清洁羊毛，也可去除羊身上的寄生虫。伯德伍德穿过田地走向池塘，他发现农场雇工们都在那里忙着给羊洗澡。

芭丝谢芭站在他们跟前，她看到伯德伍德向她走来。她走开了，沿着河边走去，但她能听到身后草里的脚步声。她感到她的四周弥漫着爱意，像空气中的香味。伯德伍德追上了她。

“伊芙丁小姐！”他轻声叫道。

她颤抖了，转身说：“早晨好。”她从他说话的语气已猜出了他的来意。

“我想了许多，几乎都想不清楚了，”他直截了当地说，“伊芙丁小姐，我的生活不再属于我，而是属于你。我是来向你求婚的。”

芭丝谢芭努力不让感情在脸上表现出来。

“我今年41岁，”他接着说，“从未结过婚，甚至从未想过会结婚。但人都是会变的，我见到你时，我变了。我现在最想让你做我的妻子。”

“伯德伍德先生，我觉得尽管我非常尊敬您，但这并不足以让我接受你的求婚。”

“没有你我的生活将毫无意义！”他嚷道，有些沉不住气了，“希望你允许我一遍遍地说我爱你！”芭丝谢芭沉默不语。“我希望你能把我当回事，听我说说我的心里话。”他又说道。

芭丝谢芭正准备问他怎么会这样想时，突然记起了那张情人卡。既然如此，伯德伍德认为芭丝谢芭喜欢他是很自然的。

“我希望我能用漂亮的言词追求你，”农场主继续说，“但我只能说我发疯地爱着你，而且想要你做我的妻子。要不是你燃起了我的希望，我是不会求婚的。”

“伯德伍德先生，这令我太为难了！我恐怕不能和你结婚。我并不爱你！我不该寄那张情人卡——请原谅——那样做是欠考虑的。”

“不，不，别说那件事是欠考虑的！说那是你喜欢我的开始。考虑一下你是否愿意我做你的丈夫。我明白，对你来说我有点儿太老了，可是相信我，我会比年轻的人更懂得照顾你。你没有需要操心的事。你会拥有你需要的一切！只有天知道你对我意味着什么！”

芭丝谢芭那颗年轻的心对这个敏感的人充满了怜悯，他讲得如此直率而诚恳。

“别这么说，别这么说！你的感情如此强烈，而我却什么都不觉得，”她回答说，“别再说这个了，我无法考虑！唉，我使你这么痛苦！”

“告诉我，你并没有完全拒绝我。给我一线希望！我可以再求婚吗？我可以想你吗？”

“可以，我想可以。”

“我可以希望你下次会接受我的求婚吗？”

“不，别抱希望！我现在得走了。给我时间让我想想。”

“行，我给你时间，”他感激地说，“谢谢你，现在我高兴些了。”

“请别这样，伯德伍德先生，要是仅仅因为我同意，你就觉得那么高兴，那你就先别高兴！我必须考虑考虑。”

“我可以等。”他同意了。然后他们分手，各自回到自己的家里。


8
Bathsheba's sheep in danger

Because Bathsheba was not at all in love with Farmer Boldwood, she was able to consider his proposal of marriage calmly. It was an offer which many women of good family in the area would have been delighted to accept. He was serious, respectable and rich. If she had wanted a husband, she could not have found a good reason for refusing to marry him. But she was still enjoying her new position as mistress of a farm and house, and although she respected and liked him, she did not want to marry him. However she was honest enough to feel that, as she had begun the courting by sending him the valentine, she ought not to refuse him now.

There was only one person whose opinion she trusted more than her own, and that person was Gabriel Oak. So the next day she decided to ask his advice. She found him with Jan Coggan, sharpening the shears which would be used to shear the sheep.

'Jan, go and help Joseph with the horses,' she ordered. 'I'll help you, Gabriel. I want to talk to you.'

The shears were sharpened on a stone which was turned by a wheel, which was itself turned by a handle. Bathsheba could not manage the handle, so she held the shears while Gabriel turned the handle. 'You aren't holding them right, miss,' he told her. 'Let me show you how.' He let go of the handle, and put his large hands round hers, to hold the shears. 'Like that,' he said, continuing to hold her hands for a peculiarly long time.

'That's enough,' said Bathsheba. 'I don't want my hands held! Turn the handle!' They went on sharpening the shears.

'Gabriel, what do the men think about me and Mr Boldwood?'

'They say you'll marry him before the end of the year, miss.'

'What a foolish thing to say! I want you to contradict it, Gabriel.'

'Well, Bathsheba!' said Gabriel, staring at her in surprise.

'Miss Everdene, you mean,' she said.

'Well, if Mr Boldwood really asked you to marry him, I'm not going to contradict that, just to please you.'

'I said I wanted you just to say it wasn't true that I was going to marry him,' she said, less confidently.

'I can say that, if you wish, Miss Everdene. I could also give my opinion of the way you've behaved.'

He continued with his work. Bathsheba knew that he would always give his honest opinion, even if she asked him whether she should marry another man, and there was nobody else she could trust. 'Well, what is your opinion of my behaviour?' she asked.

'No good, respectable woman would behave like that,' he replied. 'You should never have sent him that valentine.'

Bathsheba blushed angrily. 'Luckily I don't care about your opinion! Why do you think I'm not good or respectable, I wonder? Because I didn't agree to marry you, perhaps!'

'Not at all,' said Gabriel quietly. 'I've long ago stopped thinking about that.'

'Or wishing it, I suppose,' she said, expecting him to protest that he still loved her.

'Or wishing it,' repeated Gabriel calmly.

Bathsheba would not have minded being spoken to angrily by Gabriel for her thoughtlessness, if only he had told her he loved her. But his cold words of blame annoyed her greatly.

'I cannot allow any man to accuse me of bad behaviour!' she cried. 'So you will leave the farm at the end of the week!'

'All right, I will,' said Gabriel calmly. 'In fact I would rather go at once.'

'Go at once then!' she replied angrily. 'Don't let me see your face any more.'

'Very well, Miss Everdene.' And so he took his shears and walked quietly away.

It was only twenty-four hours after Gabriel had left the farm that three men came running to report a disaster to Bathsheba.

'Sixty of your sheep—' said Joseph Poorgrass, breathless.

'Have broken through the gate—' said Billy, also breathless.

'And got into a field of young clover!' said Laban Tall.

'They're eating the clover, and they're all swollen up!'

'They'll all die if someone doesn't do something!'

'Oh you fools!' cried Bathsheba. 'Go straight to the field and get them out!'

She rushed towards the clover field, followed by the men. Her sheep were all lying down, their stomachs badly swollen. Joseph, Billy and Laban carried the sheep back into their own field, where the poor creatures lay helplessly without moving.

'Oh, what can I do, what can I do?' cried Bathsheba.

'There's only one way of saving them,' said Laban.

'Someone must make a hole in the sheep's side,' explained Billy, 'with a special tool. Then the air comes out, and the sheep will survive.'

'Can you do it? Can I do it?' she asked wildly.

'No, ma'am. If it isn't done very carefully, the sheep will die. Most shepherds can't even do it.'

'Only one man in the area can do it,' said Joseph.

'Who is he? Let's get him!' said his mistress.

'It's Gabriel Oak. Ah, he's a clever man!' replied Joseph.

'That's right, he certainly is,' agreed the other two.

'How dare you say his name to me!' she said angrily. 'What about Farmer Boldwood? Perhaps he can do it?'

'No, ma'am,' answered Laban. 'When his sheep ate some clover the other day, and were swollen just like these, he sent for Gabriel at once, and Gabriel saved their lives.'

'I don't care! Don't just stand there! Go and find someone!' cried Bathsheba. The men ran off, without any clear idea where they were going, and Bathsheba was left alone with her dying sheep. 'Never will I send for him, never!' she promised herself.

One of the sheep jumped high in the air, fell heavily and did not move. It was dead. Bathsheba knew she must swallow her pride, and called to Laban, who was waiting at the gate.

'Take a horse, and go and find Gabriel,' she ordered. 'Give him a message from me, that he must return at once.'

Bathsheba and her men waited miserably in the field. Several more sheep jumped wildly into the air, their stomachs horribly swollen and their muscles stiff, then died. At last a rider could be seen across the fields. But it was not Gabriel, it was Laban.

'He says he won't come unless you ask him politely,' Laban reported to Bathsheba.

'What!' said the young woman, opening her eyes wide. Joseph Poorgrass hid behind a tree in case she became violent. 'How dare he answer me like that!' Another sheep fell dead. The men looked very serious, and did not offer their opinion. Bathsheba's eyes filled with tears, and she did not try to hide her anger and her injured pride.

'Don't cry about it, miss,' suggested Billy sympathetically. 'Why not ask Gabriel in a gentler way? I'm sure he'll come then.'

'Oh, he's cruel to me!' said Bathsheba, drying her eyes. 'But I'll beg him, yes, I'll have to!' She wrote a few words quickly on a piece of paper, and at the last moment added at the bottom:

Gabriel, do not desert me!

She blushed a little as she wrote this, and gave the letter to Laban, who rode off again to find Gabriel.

When Gabriel arrived, Bathsheba knew from his expression which words in her note had made him come. He went straight to work on the swollen sheep, and managed to save almost all of them. When he had finished, Bathsheba came to speak to him.

'Gabriel, will you stay on with me?' she asked, smiling.

'I will,' said Gabriel. And she smiled at him again.

A few days later the sheep-shearing began. The sheep were shorn every year at the beginning of June, and their wool was sold. The shearing was always done in the great barn, which had stood on the farm for four centuries. Today the sunshine poured in on the shearers. Bathsheba was watching them carefully to make sure that the sheep were not injured, and that all the wool was cut off. Gabriel was the most experienced shearer. He loved being watched by Bathsheba, and felt warm with pride when she congratulated him on his speed.

But he was not happy for long. Farmer Boldwood arrived at the door of the barn, and spoke to Bathsheba. They stepped outside into the bright sunlight to carry on their conversation. Gabriel could not hear what they were saying, but noticed that Bathsheba was blushing. He continued shearing, feeling suddenly very sad. Bathsheba went back to the house, and returned a short while later in her new green riding dress. She and Boldwood were obviously going for a ride together. As Gabriel's concentration was broken for a moment, his shears cut the sheep's skin. Bathsheba, at the door of the barn, noticed the animal jump, and saw the blood.

'Oh Gabriel!' she said. 'Be more careful!' Gabriel knew she was aware that she herself had indirectly caused the poor sheep's wound. But he bravely hid his hurt feelings, and watched Boldwood and Bathsheba ride away, feeling as sure as the other workers that the couple would soon be married.



offer n. 1 statement offering to do. 提议。2 amount offered. 出价。on ～ 降价出售。under ～ （指待售房屋）已有人出价要买。

sharpen v. (cause sth to) become sharp. 使（某物）锋利。

shear v. cut the wool off sheep. 剪羊毛。

shears n. large cutting instrument shaped like scissors, etc. for shearing sheep. 大剪刀。

handle n. part of a tool, by which it may be held or carried. 柄；把手。

contradict v. say sth that conflicts with (sth said or written) by sb. 批驳；驳斥。

protest v. ～ (about/against sth) express strong disagreement. 抗议；反对。

accuse v. ～ sb (of sth) say that sb has done wrong. 谴责；指控。

clover n. a green plant which can kill sheep if they eat a lot of it. 三叶草。

swollen adj. larger than normal. 肿胀。

survive v. continue to live. 幸存。

promise v. & n. assure (sb) that one will give or do or not do sth. 许诺；答应（某人）给予某物。

swallow v. not express (a feeling, etc.) openly. 不流露。

cruel adj. make others suffer. 残忍的。

desert v. 1 go away from (a place) without intending ever to return. 离弃。2 abandon. 抛弃。

congratulate v. ～ sb (on sth) tell sb that one is pleased about his achievements. 庆贺；祝贺。

wound n. injury caused to part of the body by cutting. 伤；创伤。

couple n. two people that are seen together or associated. 一对（尤指男女）。


8　芭丝谢芭的羊群遇到了危险

[image: alt]

芭丝谢芭一点儿也不爱农场主伯德伍德，所以她可以平心静气地考虑他的求婚。他的求婚是这个地区许多家境富裕的女人求之不得的。伯德伍德严谨、可敬，而且富有。如果芭丝谢芭要找一个丈夫的话，她找不出理由拒绝和他结婚。不过，她现在还相当喜欢她这个农场女主人的新位置。尽管她尊敬他，喜欢他，但并不想和他结婚。她诚心诚意地觉得，既然是由于自己给他寄了情人卡而开始了这场求婚，所以不应该现在拒绝他。

只有一个人的意见比她自己的意见更加值得信赖，这个人就是盖伯瑞尔·奥克。第二天，她决定去问问他的意见。她发现他和简·考根在一起磨剪羊毛的剪刀。

“简，你去帮约瑟夫弄马去，”她命令说，“我来帮你，盖伯瑞尔。我想和你谈谈。”

剪刀在一块由一个轮子带着转动的石头上打磨，轮子连着一个摇柄。芭丝谢芭摇不了摇柄，所以她拿着剪刀，盖伯瑞尔摇摇柄。“小姐，你拿剪刀的方法不对，”他对她说，“我来教你怎么拿。”他松开摇柄，用他的大手握住她的手，拿着剪刀。“像这样拿着。”他说，好半天一直握着她的手。

“行了，”芭丝谢芭说，“我不想让人握着我的手！去摇摇柄！”他们继续磨剪刀。

“盖伯瑞尔，人们怎么看我和伯德伍德先生？”

“小姐，人们说你在年底前会和他结婚。”

“这样说真愚蠢！盖伯瑞尔，我要你反驳这种说法。”

“怎么回事？芭丝谢芭！”盖伯瑞尔吃惊地瞪着她说。

“你该称呼伊芙丁小姐吧。”她说。

“如果伯德伍德先生真的要你和他结婚，我可不想为了取悦你而去反驳那种说法。”

“我说我只想要你说没有我打算和他结婚这回事。”她有点儿心虚地说。

“伊芙丁小姐，如果你希望，我可以去说。我还可以对你的所作所为谈谈我的看法。”

他继续干他的活儿。芭丝谢芭知道即使她问他自己是否应该和另一个男人结婚，他也总是会实实在在地说出他的看法的。没有谁比盖伯瑞尔更使她信任了。“那你怎么看我做的那件事？”她问。

“没有一个善良、体面的女人会那样做的，”他回答说，“你决不该送他那张情人卡。”

芭丝谢芭气红了脸，“幸好我不在乎你说的！我不知道你怎么会觉得我不好，不体面！也许是因为我不同意和你结婚！”

“根本不是，”盖伯瑞尔平静地说，“很久以前我就不想那件事了。”

“我猜也不抱希望了。”她说，希望他会抗议说他仍爱着她。

“不抱希望了。”盖伯瑞尔平静地重复。

要是盖伯瑞尔告诉芭丝谢芭他爱她的话，芭丝谢芭并不会在意他由于她欠考虑而斥责她。但是他责备时冷漠的言词却使她很恼火。

“我不能允许任何人指责我行为不检点！”她大声说，“你这个周末走吧！”

“行，我会走的，”盖伯瑞尔平静地说，“实际上我更愿意现在就走。”

“那现在就走吧！”她生气地说，“别再让我看见你。”

“很好，伊芙丁小姐。”他拿起剪刀，默默地走了。

就在盖伯瑞尔刚离开农场的第二天，三个人跑来向芭丝谢芭报告一起灾难。

“你的60只羊——”约瑟夫·普格拉斯上气不接下气地说。

“撞坏了大门——”比利也上气不接下气地说。

“到了一片长着嫩三叶草的地里！”拉班·托尔说。

“羊正在吃三叶草，肚子都胀起来了！”

“要是不想办法，它们会死的！”

“哼，你们这帮蠢才！”芭丝谢芭嚷道，“快去地里，把羊弄出来！”

她朝长着三叶草的地里跑去，那几个人跟在后面。她的羊一个个肚子胀得鼓鼓的，全都躺着。约瑟夫、比利和拉班把羊扛回自己的地里，那些可怜的羊一动不动地躺在那里。

“哎呀，我该怎么办，我该怎么办？”芭丝谢芭大声地说着。

“要救这些羊只有一个办法。”拉班说。

“用一种特殊的工具在羊身体的一侧钻一个洞，”比利解释说，“肚子里的气被放出来，羊就有救了。”

“你会干吗？我会干吗？”她气急败坏地问。

“不会，小姐。如果操作不当，羊会死的。大多数牧羊人也都干不了。”

“这一带只有一个人能干这件事。”约瑟夫说。

“是谁？我们去找他！”女主人说。

“盖伯瑞尔·奥克。他是个聪明的人！”约瑟夫回答说。

“对，他是很聪明。”另外两人附和着说。

“你们怎敢在我面前提他的名字！”她生气地说，“农场主伯德伍德怎么样？也许他会？”

“不行，小姐，”拉班答道，“那天他的羊吃了三叶草，肚子也鼓成这样，他立刻派人去请盖伯瑞尔，盖伯瑞尔把羊救活了。”

“我不管这些！别站在那儿！去找个人来！”芭丝谢芭大声说。那几个人跑开了，并不知道该往哪里去。只剩下芭丝谢芭和她垂死的羊。“我决不去请他，决不！”她暗自下定决心。

一只羊跳了起来，重重地落在地上，不动了。羊死了。芭丝谢芭明白她必须收起她的自尊，她招呼等在大门口的拉班。

“牵一匹马，去把盖伯瑞尔找来，”她命令说，“告诉他我让他必须立刻回来。”

芭丝谢芭和她的雇工们在地里苦苦地等着。又有几只羊抽疯似的跳了起来，它们的肚子鼓得可怕，肌肉僵硬，然后就死了。终于，一个人骑着马穿过了田地。但那不是盖伯瑞尔，而是拉班。

“他说除非你客气地请他，否则他不回来。”拉班向芭丝谢芭报告说。

“什么！”这年轻女人说，眼睛瞪得大大的。约瑟夫·普格拉斯藏到了树后，害怕她会发疯。“他怎么敢这样答复我！”又有一只羊落在地上死了。人们表情严肃，不发表意见。芭丝谢芭的眼里满是泪水。她并不想隐藏她的愤怒和受伤的自尊心。

“别哭，小姐，”比利同情地建议说，“干吗不用更客气的方式去请盖伯瑞尔呢？我敢保证他会来的。”

“唉，他对我真冷酷！”芭丝谢芭擦干眼泪说，“我会恳求他，当然，我只能恳求他！”她在一张纸上很快地写了几个字，最后又在下边加了一句：

盖伯瑞尔，别抛弃我！

写这句话时，她脸红了。她把信给了拉班，拉班又骑马去找盖伯瑞尔了。

盖伯瑞尔来了，芭丝谢芭从他的表情得知是字条上的话促使他来的。他立即着手给那些肚子鼓胀的羊治病，差不多把所有的羊都救活了。他干完时，芭丝谢芭走过来跟他说话。

“盖伯瑞尔，你愿意继续留在我这儿吗？”她笑着问。

“愿意。”盖伯瑞尔说。她又冲他笑笑。

几天后，要开始剪羊毛了。每年六月初都要剪羊毛，然后把羊毛卖掉。剪羊毛总是在巨大的仓房里进行，这个仓房在农场已有四百年了。这一天，阳光照在剪羊毛的雇工身上。芭丝谢芭仔细地看着他们，她要确保羊没有被伤到，而且羊毛也剪干净了。盖伯瑞尔剪得最熟练。他很愿意让芭丝谢芭看着，当她祝贺他剪得快时，他感到无比自豪。

不过，他没高兴多久。农场主伯德伍德来到了仓房门口，和芭丝谢芭说话。他们走出去，在灿烂的阳光下继续交谈。盖伯瑞尔听不到他们在说什么，但他注意到芭丝谢芭脸红了。他继续剪着羊毛，突然感到很沮丧。芭丝谢芭回到屋里，片刻又返身出来，穿着崭新的绿色骑马服。她显然要与伯德伍德一起去骑马。由于注意力不集中，盖伯瑞尔的剪子剪到了羊的皮肉。在仓房门口的芭丝谢芭注意到那只羊跳了一下，也看到了血。

“[image: alt]，盖伯瑞尔！”她说，“当心点儿！”盖伯瑞尔知道芭丝谢芭意识到了她自己是这只可怜的羊受伤的间接原因。盖伯瑞尔坚强地藏起自己受伤的感情，看着伯德伍德和芭丝谢芭一同骑马走了，并和其他雇工一样确信这一对很快就会结婚。


9
Bathsheba meets a handsome soldier

Farmers always gave a special supper to the sheep shearers when they had finished their work. This year Bathsheba had ordered her maids to put a long table in the garden, with the top end of the table just inside the house. The farm workers took their seats, and she sat at the top of the table, so that she was with them, but a little apart. There was an empty place at the bottom of the table. At first she asked Gabriel to sit there, but just then Mr Boldwood arrived, apologizing for his lateness.

'Gabriel,' said Bathsheba, 'will you move again please, and let Mr Boldwood sit there?' Gabriel moved away in silence to another seat. They all ate and drank, and celebrated the end of the sheep-shearing by singing their favourite songs. Mr Boldwood seemed unusually cheerful, and at the end of the meal he left his seat and went to join Bathsheba at her end of the table, just inside the sitting-room. It was growing dark, but Gabriel and the other men could not avoid noticing how Boldwood looked at her. It was clear that the middle-aged farmer was deeply in love.

After a while Bathsheba said goodnight to her farm workers, and closed the sitting-room door and windows. Now she and Boldwood were alone. Kneeling in front of her, he took her hands.

'Tell me, tell me what you've decided!' he begged.

'I'll try to love you,' she answered in a trembling voice. 'And if you think I'll make a good wife, I'll agree to marry you. But, Mr Boldwood, any woman would hesitate before deciding on something as important as marriage. Could you wait a few weeks until I'm sure?'

'I'll be away on business for five or six weeks anyway. Do you really think that by that time you will...'

'I feel almost sure that when you come back, at harvest time, I'll be able to promise to marry you. But, remember, I can't promise yet.'

'I don't ask for anything more. I can wait. Goodnight, Miss Everdene!' And he left her.

Bathsheba now realized how thoughtlessly she had behaved towards him, and understood how deeply he loved her. She was very sorry for her mistake and was therefore punishing herself by agreeing to marry him.

That evening she went round the farm as usual, lighting her lamp whenever necessary, to check that all the animals were safe. On her way back, she was walking along the narrow public path which led to her house. It was very dark there, among the trees, and she was a little surprised to hear some footsteps coming towards her. It was unfortunate that she would meet the traveller at the darkest point of the path. As she was about to pass the dark shape, something seemed to attach her skirt to the ground, and she had to stop.

'What's happened? Have I hurt you, friend?' a man asked.

'No,' said Bathsheba, trying to pull her skirt away.

'Ah! You're a lady! The spur on my boot has got tied up with your dress. Have you got a lamp? I'll light it for you.'

The light from the lamp shone suddenly on a handsome young man in a bright red and gold army uniform. He looked admiringly at Bathsheba.

'Thank you for letting me see such a beautiful face!' he said.

'I didn't want to show it to you,' she said coldly, blushing. 'Please undo your spur quickly!' He bent down to pull rather lazily at his boots. 'You are making it even worse,' she accused him angrily, 'to keep me here longer!'

'Oh no, surely not,' smiled the soldier. 'Don't be angry. I was doing it so that I could have the pleasure of apologizing to such a lovely woman.'

Bathsheba had no idea what to say. She wondered whether to escape by pulling the material away, but did not want to tear her best dress.

'I've seen many women in my life,' continued the young man, staring into her face, 'but I've never seen a woman as beautiful as you. I don't care if you're offended, that's the truth.'

'Who are you, then, if you don't care who you offend?'

'People know me in Weatherbury. My name's Sergeant Troy. Ah, you see, your skirt's free now! I wish you and I had been tied together for ever!'

She pulled her dress quickly away from his spurs, and ran up the path and into her house. The next day she discovered from Liddy that Sergeant Troy's supposed father was a doctor, but people said his real father was a nobleman. He had been brought up in Weatherbury, and was well known as a young soldier with a great interest in girls. Bathsheba could not remain angry for long with someone who admired her as much as he obviously did. It was unfortunate that Boldwood, when courting her, had forgotten to tell her, even once, that she was beautiful.

Sergeant Troy was certainly an unusual man. He lived only in the present, caring nothing for the past or the future. Because he never expected anything, he was never disappointed. To men he usually told the truth, but to women, never. He was intelligent and well-educated, and proud of his success with women.

A week or two after the sheep-shearing, Bathsheba was in the hayfields, where her workers were cutting the hay. She was surprised to see a bright red figure appear from behind a cart. Sergeant Troy had come to help on the farm. She blushed as the young soldier came to speak to her.

'Miss Everdene!' he said. 'I didn't realize it was the "Queen of Casterbridge market" I was speaking to the other night. I apologize for expressing my feelings so strongly to you then. Of course, I'm not a stranger here. I often helped your uncle on the farm, and now I'm helping you.'

'I suppose I must thank you for that,' replied the Queen of Casterbridge market rather ungratefully.

'You're cross because I was honest when I spoke to you that night. But I couldn't look at you, and say you aren't beautiful!'

'You are pretending, Sergeant Troy!' said Bathsheba, laughing in spite of herself at his clever way of talking.

'No, Miss Everdene, you must let me say how lovely you are! What's wrong with that?'

'It's wrong because—it isn't true,' she said, hesitating.

'But you know that everybody notices how beautiful you are, don't you?'

'Well, no—that is, I've heard Liddy say they do, but...' She paused. She had never intended to become involved in this kind of conversation with the soldier, but somehow he had trapped her into replying. 'Thank you for helping the men with the hay,' she continued. 'But please don't speak to me again.'

'Oh Miss Bathsheba! That's too hard! I won't be here long. I'm going back to the army in a month.'

'But you don't really care about a word from me, do you?'

'I do, Miss Everdene. Perhaps you think it's foolish of me to want just a "good morning", but you have never loved a beautiful woman like yourself, as I do.'

'But you only saw me the other night! I don't believe you could fall in love so fast. I won't listen to you any more. I wish I knew what time it was. I've spent too much time with you.'

'Haven't you got a watch, miss? I'll give you one,' and he handed her a heavy gold watch. 'That watch belonged to a nobleman, my father, and is all the inheritance I have.'

'But Sergeant Troy, I can't take this! It's your father's, and so valuable!' said Bathsheba, horrified.

'I loved my father, true, but I love you more.' The young man was not pretending now, as he looked at Bathsheba's beautiful, excited face.

'Can it be true, that you love me? You have seen so little of me! Please take it back!'

'Well then, I'll take it,' he said, 'because it's all I have to prove that I come of good family. But will you speak to me while I'm in Weatherbury? Will you let me work in your fields?'

'Yes! Or no, I don't know! Oh, why did you come and disturb me like this!'

'Perhaps, in setting a trap, I've caught myself. Such things sometimes happen. Goodbye, Miss Everdene!'

Blushing and almost crying, Bathsheba hurried home, whispering to herself, 'Oh what have I done? What does it mean? I wish I knew how much of what he says is true!'



celebrate v. mark (a happy or important event, etc.) with festivities and rejoicing. 庆祝；祝贺。

kneel v. go down on one or both knees. 跪下。

on business for the purpose of doing business. 因公。

harvest n. cutting and gathering of wheat and hay in summer. 收获；丰收。

attach v. ～ sth to sth fasten sth with sth. 将某物系在、缚在另一物上。

spur n. horse-riders wear spurs on the heels of their boots and press them into the sides of their horses to make them go faster. 马刺。

uniform n. distinctive clothing worn by all members of an organization or group. 制服。

undo v. untie or unfasten. 解开；松开。

bring up raise, rear or educate. 养育；培养。

apologize v. say one is sorry. 道歉。apology n.

stranger n. person that one does not know. 陌生人。

cross adj. ～ (with sb) (about sth) rather angry. 恼怒的。

pause v. make a pause. 中止；停顿。

trap v. ～ sb (into sth/doing sth) catch sb by a trick. 使某人上当。

fall in love (with sb) feel a sudden attraction for sb. 突然爱上某人。

valuable adj. worth a lot of money. 贵重的；值钱的。


9　芭丝谢芭遇到一位英俊的士兵
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农场主们在剪羊毛的雇工们剪完羊毛后，总要设宴款待他们一次。今年，芭丝谢芭命令女仆们在院子里摆了一张长桌子，桌子的上端在屋子里。雇工们纷纷入座，她在主座上坐下。这样，她和他们既坐在一起，又保持一点距离。在桌子的尾端空着一个位子。起初，芭丝谢芭让盖伯瑞尔坐在那里，但伯德伍德刚好来了，并抱歉地说他来晚了。

“盖伯瑞尔，”芭丝谢芭说，“请你再动一下，让伯德伍德先生坐在那里好吗？”盖伯瑞尔默默地移到了另一个座位上。人们一边吃喝，一边唱着自己喜爱的歌曲，庆祝剪羊毛工作结束。伯德伍德好像异常兴奋，宴会快结束时，他离开他的座位，到位于起居室的桌子上端，和芭丝谢芭坐在了一起。天渐渐黑了，盖伯瑞尔和其他人都注意到伯德伍德看芭丝谢芭的样子。很显然，这位中年农场主坠入了情网。

过了一会儿，芭丝谢芭和她的雇工们道别，关上了起居室的门和窗户。现在，只剩下她和伯德伍德。他跪在她的面前，握住她的手。

“告诉我，告诉我你的决定！”他恳求地说。

“我将尽量爱你，”她用颤抖的声音回答，“如果你觉得我会是一个好妻子，我会同意和你结婚。可是，伯德伍德先生，任何女人在决定像婚姻这样的大事时，都会犹豫的。在我决定之前，你能等几个星期吗？”

“我由于业务上的事会离开五、六个星期。你真的觉得那时你会……”

“我几乎敢肯定当你在收割季节回来时，我就能答应和你结婚。不过，记住，我现在不能许诺。”

“我不要求别的。我可以等待。晚安，伊芙丁小姐！”他们分手了。

芭丝谢芭现在意识到她当初的举动是多么轻率，她也明白他是怎样深爱着自己。她对自己所犯的错误非常内疚，因此，她想用与他结婚来惩罚自己。

那天晚上，她像往常一样到农场各处去查看所有的牲口是否都安然无恙，并不时地把灯点亮。回去的时候，她沿着一条通向她的屋子的小路走着。小路从树林中穿过，所以很黑。当她听到有脚步声走来时，她有点儿吃惊。糟糕的是她与这位旅行者相遇的地方恰好是路上最黑的地方。她正要与那个黑色人影擦肩而过时，地面上有什么东西挂住了她的裙子，她只好站住。

“怎么了？我伤着你了吗，朋友？”一个男人的声音问。

“没有。”芭丝谢芭说，想把裙子拉开。

“噢，是一位女士！我靴子上的马刺把你的裙子缠住了。你有灯吗？我给你照着。”

灯光照在一个英俊的年轻人身上，他身穿大红色和金色相间的军装。他赞赏地看着芭丝谢芭。

“谢谢你让我看到一张如此美丽的面庞！”他说。

“我可不想让你看我的脸，”她冷冷地说，红了脸，“请你赶快松开你的马刺！”他弯腰慢慢地拉他的靴子。“你把事情搞得更糟了，”她生气地指责，“让我在这儿待这么久！”

“噢，不，我没有那个意思，”士兵笑着说，“别生气。我这样做就有机会向一位可爱的女人道歉，这是我很乐意做的。”

芭丝谢芭不知说什么好。她在想是否该拽出裙子，赶快走开，可她不想撕坏自己最好的裙子。

“我一生中见过许多女人，”年轻人盯着她，继续说，“但我从未见过像你一样漂亮的女子。我不在乎你是否生气，我说的是实话。”

“如果你不在意你惹了谁，那你是谁呢？”

“威瑟伯里的人都认识我，我是托伊中士。你看，裙子解开了！我真希望我和你能永远拴在一起！”

她迅速把裙子从马刺上拉开，沿着路跑回了屋里。第二天，芭丝谢芭从利蒂那里得知托伊中士所谓的父亲是一个医生，可人们说他真正的父亲是个贵族。他在威瑟伯里长大，人人都知道他是个对女孩子有极大兴趣的年轻士兵。对于像他这样明显地赞赏自己的人，芭丝谢芭是不会生他气的。遗憾的是，伯德伍德在追求她时，一次也没提起她长得漂亮。

托伊中士当然不是一般的人，他只管眼前，不考虑过去和将来。由于他从不期望什么，所以他也从未失望过。对男人，他是讲真话的，但对女人，却从没有一句实话。他聪明，受过良好的教育，对自己在女人方面所取得的成功很自豪。

在剪完羊毛一、两周后，芭丝谢芭正在干草地里，她的雇工们正在割草。她很惊讶地看到马车后面走出一个红色的人影。托伊中士来到农场帮忙。当那个年轻的士兵走上前来和她讲话时，她红了脸。

“伊芙丁小姐！”他说，“我没有意识到那天晚上和我讲话的是‘卡斯特桥市场的女王’。我为自己当时露骨的表白道歉。当然，我在这儿也不是外人。我过去常帮你叔叔在农场干活儿，现在我帮你。”

“既然如此，那我得谢谢你了。”“卡斯特桥市场的女王”不领情地说。

“你因为那天晚上我对你说了实话生气了。可我不能看着你，说你不漂亮！”

“托伊中士，你在说谎！”芭丝谢芭为他聪明的谈话方式忍不住笑起来。

“没有，伊芙丁小姐，你一定要允许我说你是多么漂亮！这有什么错呢？”

“有错，因为这不是真的。”她有点儿犹豫地说。

“你心里清楚人们都注意到你是多么漂亮，难道不是吗？”

“不，我只听利蒂说过人们都这么说，可是……”她不说了，她根本没想过跟这个士兵谈论这个，是他故意让她回答这个问题。“谢谢你帮着割草，”她接着说，“别再跟我讲话了。”

“[image: alt]，芭丝谢芭小姐！这太不近人情了！我在这儿待不了多久。我一个月后就要回军队去。”

“我说话对你根本无所谓，不是吗？”

“不，伊芙丁小姐，我只听一声‘早安’就满足了。也许你觉得这样很傻，但你从未像我一样爱上一个你这样漂亮的女人。”

“可你只是那天晚上才见到我！我不信你这么快就会爱上我。我不想听你再说下去。我想知道现在几点了，我跟你待的时间太长了。”

“你没表吗，小姐？我给你一块，”他递给她一块沉甸甸的金表，“这块表属于一个贵族，我的父亲，是我继承的全部财产。”

“托伊中士，我不能要这块表！这是你父亲的，而且如此珍贵！”芭丝谢芭惊恐地说。

“我爱我的父亲，这不假，可我更爱你。”这个年轻人看着芭丝谢芭美丽、激动的面庞，不无真情地说。

“你爱我，这会是真的吗？你根本就没见过我几次！请你把这块表拿回去！”

“既然如此，我就不给你了，”他说，“它是证实我出身高贵的唯一的东西。我在威瑟伯里这段时期你会跟我讲话吗？你会让我在你的地里干活儿吗？”

“会的！也许不会，我不知道！唉，你为什么要来这样打扰我呢！”

“也许是为了设陷阱，我把自己陷住了。这种事情有时也会发生。再见，伊芙丁小姐！”

芭丝谢芭红着脸，差不多都要哭了，匆忙回到了家。她低声自语着：“唉，我都干了些什么？这意味着什么？我希望我知道他说的有多少是真话！”


10
Bathsheba in love

Once or twice during the next few days Bathsheba saw Troy working in her hayfields. He behaved in a pleasant, friendly manner towards her, and she began to lose her fear of him.

'Cutting your hay is harder work than sword practice!' he told her one day, a smile lighting up his handsome face.

'Is it? I've never seen sword practice,' she answered.

'Ah! Would you like to?' asked Troy.

Bathsheba hesitated. She had heard wonderful stories from people who had watched soldiers practising, stories of shining metal flashing through the air.

'I would like to see it, very much.'

'Well, I'll show you. I can get a sword by this evening. Will you...' and he bent over her, whispering in her ear.

'Oh no!' said Bathsheba, blushing. 'I couldn't.'

'Surely you could? Nobody would know.'

'Well, if I came, Liddy would have to come with me.'

'I don't see why you want to bring her,' Troy said coldly.

'Well then, I won't bring her—and I'll come. But only for a very short time.'

So at eight o'clock that evening, Bathsheba found herself, in spite of her doubts, climbing the hill near her house and going down the other side. Now she was in what seemed like a natural theatre, a deep, round hollow in the ground. It was completely hidden from her house and the path. This was the place where Troy had asked her to meet him.

And Troy, in his bright red uniform, was there.

'Now,' he said, producing his sword, which flashed in the evening sunlight, 'let me show you. One, two, three, four. Like this! A sword can kill a man in a second.'

Bathsheba saw a kind of rainbow in the air, and gasped.

'How cruel and murderous!' she cried.

'Yes. Now I'll pretend to fight you. You are my enemy, but the only difference from a real fight is that I'll miss you each time. Stand in front of me, and don't move!'

Bathsheba was beginning to enjoy this. 'I'll just test you first,' added Troy, 'to see whether you're brave enough.'

The sword flashed in the air, from her left to right side. It seemed to go through her body. But there it was again in Troy's hand, perfectly clean and free from blood.

'Oh!' she cried, frightened. 'Have you killed me? No, you haven't! How did you do it?'

'I haven't touched you,' said Troy quietly. 'Now, you aren't afraid, are you? I promise I won't hurt you, or even touch you.'

'I don't think I'm afraid. Is the sword very sharp?'

'Oh no—just stand very still. Now!'

In a second, Bathsheba could no longer see the sky or the ground. The shining weapon flashed above, around and in front of her, catching light from the low sun and whistling as it rushed through the air. Never had Sergeant Troy managed his sword better than today.

'Your hair is a little untidy,' he said. 'Allow me,' and before she could move or speak, a curl dropped to the ground. 'You are very brave, for a woman!' he congratulated her.

'It was because I didn't expect it. Now I'm afraid of you, I am, really!'

'This time I won't even touch your hair. I'm going to kill that insect on your dress. Stand still!'

Not daring to tremble, she saw the point of his sword coming towards her heart, and, sure that this time she would die, closed her eyes. But when she opened them, she saw the insect, dead, on the point of the sword.

'It's magic!' she cried. 'And how could you cut off one of my curls with a sword that isn't sharp?'

'It's sharper than any knife,' he said. 'I had to lie to you about that, to give you the confidence to stand still.'

Bathsheba's feelings were almost too much for her to control, and she sat down suddenly in the grass.

'I could have died,' she whispered.

'You were perfectly safe,' Troy told her. 'My sword never makes a mistake. I must leave you now. I'll keep this to remind me of you.' He bent to pick up the curl of hair, which he put carefully in his pocket, next to his heart. She was not strong enough to say or do anything. He came closer, bent again, and a minute later his red coat disappeared through the grass. Bathsheba blushed guiltily and tears rolled down her face. In that minute Troy had kissed her on the lips.

Determined, independent women often show their weakness when they fall in love, and Bathsheba had very little experience of the world, or of men. It was as difficult for her to see Troy's bad qualities, which he kept carefully hidden, as to admire Gabriel Oak's good ones, which were not all obvious at first sight.

One evening a few days later, Gabriel went to find his mistress. He knew that she was falling in love, and had decided to warn her of the mistake she was making. He found her walking along a path through the fields.

'I was worried about your walking alone, miss,' he said. 'It's rather late, and there are some bad men in the area.' He was hoping to introduce Troy's name as one of the 'bad men'.

'I never meet any,' said Bathsheba lightly.

Gabriel tried again. 'Farmer Boldwood will be taking care of you in future, of course.'

'What do you mean, Gabriel?'

'Well, when you and he are married, miss, as everybody expects. You've let him court you, after all.'

'Everybody is wrong, Gabriel. I didn't promise him anything. I respect him, but I won't marry him.'

'I wish you had never met that young Sergeant Troy, miss,' he said sadly. 'He's not good enough for you.'

'How dare you say that! He's of good family, and well-educated!' replied Bathsheba angrily.

'He can't be trusted, miss. Don't trust him, I beg you.'

'He's as good as anybody in the village! He goes to church regularly! He told me so himself.'

'I'm afraid nobody has ever seen him in church. I certainly haven't.' Gabriel's heart ached when he saw how completely Bathsheba trusted the soldier.

'That's because he enters by the old tower door and sits at the back, where he can't be seen,' she replied eagerly.

'You know, mistress,' said Gabriel in a deep voice full of sadness, 'that I love you and shall love you for ever. I accept that I can't marry you now that I'm poor. But Bathsheba, dear mistress, think of your position! Be careful of your behaviour towards this soldier. Mr Boldwood is sixteen years older than you. Consider how well he would look after you!'

'Leave my farm, Gabriel,' said Bathsheba, her face white with anger. 'You can't speak like that to me, your mistress!'

'Don't be foolish! You've already sent me away once. How would you manage without me? No, although I'd like to have my own farm, I'll stay with you, and you know why.'

'Well, I suppose you can stay if you wish. Will you leave me here now please? I ask not as your mistress, but as a woman.'

'Of course, Miss Everdene,' said Gabriel gently. He was a little surprised by her request, as it was getting dark, and they were on a lonely hill some way from her house. As she moved away from him, the reason became clear. The figure of a soldier appeared on the hill and came to meet Bathsheba. Gabriel turned away and walked sadly home. On his way he passed the church, where he looked closely at the old tower door. It was covered with climbing plants, and clearly had not been used for years.

Half an hour later Bathsheba arrived home, with Troy's words of love still in her ears. He had kissed her a second time. Wild and feverish with excitement, she sat down immediately to write to Boldwood, to inform him that she could not marry him. The letter would reach him on his business trip. She was so eager to send the letter at once that she called Liddy to post it.

'Liddy, tell me,' she said urgently, when her maid entered the room, 'promise me that Sergeant Troy isn't a bad man. Promise me that he doesn't chase girls, as people say!'

'But, miss, how can I say he doesn't if he—'

'Don't be so cruel, Liddy! Say you don't believe he's bad!'

'I don't know what to say, miss,' said Liddy, beginning to cry. 'I'll make you angry whatever I say!'

'Oh, how weak I am! How I wish I'd never seen him! You see how much I love him, Liddy! Don't tell anyone my secret, Liddy!'

'I'll keep your secret, miss,' said Liddy gently.



sword n. a long sharp weapon used by soldiers. 剑。

light up (of a person's face, etc.) become bright. 容光焕发。

theatre n. building for the performance of plays and similar entertainments. 剧院；戏院。

hollow n. a large hole or dip in the ground. 洞；孔。

rainbow n. arch containing the colours of spectrum, formed in the sky. 彩虹。

murderous adj. likely to murder. 凶残的；杀人的。

whistle v. move swiftly with a noise like a whistle. 迅速移动并发出似口哨声。n. clear shrill sound made by forcing through a small hole between partly closed lips. 口哨声。

curl n. a piece of hair growing in a round shape. 一绺卷发。

roll v. move on wheels or by turning. 滚动。

weakness n. defeat or fault, esp. in a person's character. 缺点；弱点。

obvious adj. easily seen; clear. 明显的；清楚的。

trust v. have confidence in someone. 信任；相信。

ache v. 1 suffer from a continuous dull pain. 持续地隐隐作痛。2 ～ for sb/sth have a longing for sb/sth. 渴望得到某人（某物）。

request n. act of asking for sth in speech or writing esp. politely. 要求；请求。at one's ～, 应某人之请求。


10　芭丝谢芭坠入情网
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以后的几天中，芭丝谢芭有一两次看到托伊在干草地里干活儿。他对她表现出一种和蔼、友好的态度，她不再害怕他了。

“给你割草比练剑更苦！”一天，他对她说，英俊的脸上带着微笑，更加容光焕发。

“是吗？我从没见过练剑。”她答道。

“你愿意看一次吗？”托伊问。

芭丝谢芭有点儿犹豫。她曾听过那些看过战士练剑的人讲的那些美妙的故事，关于闪亮的金属在空中飞舞的故事。

“我非常愿意看看。”

“好，我表演给你看。我今晚可以弄到一把剑。那你……”他俯身对她耳语着。

“噢，不！”芭丝谢芭羞红了脸说，“我不能。”

“你当然可以。谁也不会知道。”

“要是我来，利蒂也得跟我来。”

“我不懂你为什么要带她来。”托伊冷冷地说。

“那好吧，我不带她——我自己来。不过，只来一小会儿。”

那天晚上八点，尽管疑虑重重，芭丝谢芭还是爬上她家附近的那座山，然后又从另一面下山。现在她来到的地方看起来像一个天然剧场，一个很深的、圆形的谷底。无论是从她的房间里还是从路上都看不到这个地方。这就是托伊要她和他会面的地方。

身着大红军服的托伊正等在那里。

“现在，”他拿出剑说，剑在夕阳的余辉中闪着光，“让我给你表演表演。一、二、三、四。像这样！剑能在倾刻间杀死一个人。”

芭丝谢芭看到空中有一种彩虹，她有点儿透不过气来。

“多么残酷凶险啊！”她喊道。

“是的。现在我假装和你搏斗。你是敌人，与真正的搏斗唯一不同的是每次我都不击中你。站在我面前，别动！”

芭丝谢芭觉得这样挺好玩的。“我先考验你一下，”托伊又说，“看你是否勇敢。”

剑从她的左边至右边，在空中一闪而过。似乎要从她的身体穿过，可它又落到了托伊手中，干净如初，没有一点儿血污。

“天哪！”她惊恐地喊道，“你杀死我了吗？不，没有！你是怎么弄的？”

“我没碰你，”托伊平静地说，“怎么，你害怕了，是吗？我说过不会伤着你，连碰都不会碰着你。”

“我并不以为自己害怕。剑很锋利吗？”

“不锋利，站着别动。好！”

刹那间，芭丝谢芭看不到天和地。剑光闪闪，在她的周围上下翻飞，映着夕阳的余晖，在空中呼啸作声。托伊中士从未像今天这样把剑练得这么好。

“你的头发有点儿乱，”他说，“请允许我——”她还没能动一下或说句话，一绺头发已落到了地上。“作为一个女人，你非常勇敢！”他赞叹道。

“那是因为我不知道你会这样。现在，我害怕你了，真的！”

“这次，我都不会碰着你的头发。我要杀死你裙子上的那只虫子。站着别动！”

她连抖一下都不敢，就这么看着他的剑尖向自己的心脏刺来。她闭上了眼，觉得这次自己必死无疑。等她睁开眼时，她看到那只虫子在剑尖上死了。

“太神奇了！”她叫起来，“你怎么能用不锋利的剑削掉我的头发呢？”

“这把剑比任何一把刀都锋利，”他说，“我只能对你说谎，为的是让你有信心站着别动。”

芭丝谢芭无法控制自己，跌坐在草地上。

“我差点儿没了命。”她低声说。

“你绝对安全，”托伊对她说，“我的剑不会出半点儿差错。现在，我得走了。这个我得留着，好让我想着你。”他弯腰捡起那绺头发，仔细地放到衣袋里，紧贴着他的心口。她仍然瘫在那里，说不出话也动弹不得。他走近她，俯下身来，他的红上衣马上就消失在草丛里了。她负疚地脸红了，并流下了眼泪。就在这一刻，托伊吻了她的双唇。

自主强干的女人坠入情网时，往往会暴露出自身的弱点。芭丝谢芭不谙世事，也不了解男人，因此她很难看到托伊精心掩藏的坏品质，正如她无法欣赏盖伯瑞尔·奥克的好品质一样，况且这种好的品质在初识时并不明显。

几天后的一个晚上，盖伯瑞尔去找他的女主人。他知道她在恋爱，于是决定告诫她，她正在犯错误。他找到她时，她正在田间的一条小路上散步。

“你一个人散步，我挺替你担心，小姐，”他说，“天很晚了，这一带可是有那么几个坏蛋哪！”他是想引出托伊的名字，把他归在“那么几个坏蛋”里。

“我一个也没碰见。”芭丝谢芭轻声说。

盖伯瑞尔重新试探，“将来农场主伯德伍德就会照料你了。”

“你什么意思，盖伯瑞尔？”

“我是说你和他结婚以后，小姐。大家都这样想。总归是你让他向你求婚的呀。”

“大家都想错了，盖伯瑞尔。我什么也没答应他。我尊重他，可我不会嫁给他的。”

“你真不该见那个年轻的托伊中士，小姐。”他哀伤地说，“他不大配得上你。”

“你怎么敢这样说呢！他家境好，又受过良好的教育。”芭丝谢芭生气地回答道。

“他这个人不可信，小姐。别相信他，求你啦。”

“他和这个村里的其他任何人都一样，按时上教堂，这是他亲口对我说的。”

“恐怕谁也没在教堂里见过他吧，我是肯定没见过他。”盖伯瑞尔看到芭丝谢芭那样信任那个士兵，心隐隐作痛。

“那是因为他总是从旧塔门进教堂，而且总坐在后排人们看不见的地方。”她急切地回答道。

“你知道吗，主人，”盖伯瑞尔声音低沉，充满伤感，“我爱你，而且将永远爱你。我承认现在我穷，无法娶你。可是芭丝谢芭，我亲爱的主人，你也得想一想自己的情况啊！与那个士兵交往时要小心。伯德伍德先生大你16岁，你想想，他肯定会照料好你的！”

“盖伯瑞尔，你得离开我的农场，”芭丝谢芭说，她的脸气得发白，“你不能用那样的口气和我说话，我是你的女主人！”

“别傻了！你已经把我赶走一次了，你没有我怎么能行？不行的。虽然我也想有自己的农场，可是我还是要留下来，你知道这是为了什么。”

“那好吧，如果你想留下来，也可以。不过，请你现在走开好吗？我作为一个女人，而不是你的女主人，求你了。”

“当然可以，伊芙丁小姐。”盖伯瑞尔轻声说道。

她的请求令他稍感意外，因为此刻天色渐晚，而这座偏僻寂静的山离她的住所尚有一段距离。当她转身走开时，他明白为什么了。一个士兵的身影出现在山上，前来与芭丝谢芭相会。盖伯瑞尔转身伤心地回家去了。路过教堂时，他仔细查看了一下那个旧塔门，只见上面覆满藤蔓，显然已经有些年头没有人出入了。

半小时后，芭丝谢芭回到了家，满耳朵灌着托伊的情话。他第二次吻了她，这使她激动不已，热情高涨。于是，她立刻坐下来给伯德伍德写信，告诉他自己不能嫁给他。这封信会在他外出办事途中送到他的手里。她想马上把信发出去，于是叫来利蒂，让她去寄。

“利蒂，你告诉我，”女仆进屋后，她便急切地说，“对我保证托伊中士不是坏人，对我保证他不像人们说的那样追逐女人。”

“可是，小姐，他追不追女人我也不好说呀……”

“别这么让我痛苦啦，利蒂。对我说你不相信他是坏人。”

“我不知道说什么好，小姐，”利蒂说着哭了起来，“不管我说什么，都会让你生气的！”

“哎呀，我可真软弱，我真不该看见他！你知道我爱他爱极了，利蒂！你千万别把我的秘密告诉别人啊，利蒂！”

“我会替你保密的，小姐。”利蒂轻声地说。


11
Farmer Boldwood becomes desperate

Liddy was allowed a week's holiday to visit her sister, who lived a few miles away. To avoid seeing Mr Boldwood, Bathsheba herself arranged to visit Liddy at her sister's home for a day or two. She left her cleaning-woman, Maryann, in charge of the house, and set out on foot one evening.

She had walked only about two miles when she saw, coming towards her, the one man who she did not wish to see. His changed appearance showed her that he had received her letter.

'Oh, is it you, Mr Boldwood?' she said, with a guilty blush.

'You know how I feel about you,' he said slowly. 'A love as strong as death. A letter cannot change that feeling.'

'Don't speak of it,' she whispered.

'Then I have nothing to say. Your letter was excellently clear. We are not going to marry.'

Bathsheba said confusedly, 'Good evening,' and walked on a little further. But Boldwood could not let her go.

'Bathsheba—darling—is it really final?'

'Indeed it is.'

'Oh Bathsheba, have pity on me! I am mad with love for you! Don't refuse me now! You turned to me, and encouraged me, before I ever thought of you!'

'What you call encouragement was a childish joke. I'm deeply sorry I sent the valentine. Must you go on reminding me of it?'

'I love you too much to blame you for it! Bathsheba, you are the first woman I have ever loved. How nearly you promised to marry me! What has happened to your kindness towards me?'

Bathsheba looked him quietly and openly in the face and said, 'Mr Boldwood, I promised you nothing.'

'How can you be so heartless! If I had known how awfully bitter this love would be, I'd have avoided you, and been deaf to you! I tell you all this, but what do you care!'

Bathsheba's control was breaking. She shook her head desperately as the man's angry words rained down on her.

'Forgive me, sir! I can't love as you can!'

'That's not a good reason, Miss Everdene! You aren't the cold woman you're pretending to be! You're hiding the fact that you've a burning heart like mine. Your love is given to another man!'

He knows! she thought. He knows about Frank!

'Why didn't Troy leave my darling alone?' he continued fiercely. 'Tell me honestly, if you hadn't met him, would you have accepted my proposal?'

She delayed her answer, but she was too honest to stay silent. 'Yes,' she whispered.

'In my absence he stole my most valuable prize from me. Now I've lost my respect and my good name, and everybody laughs at me. Marry him, go on, marry him! I would have died for you, but you have given yourself to a worthless man. Perhaps he has even kissed you! Tell me he hasn't!'

She was frightened of Boldwood's anger, but she answered bravely, 'He has. I'm not ashamed to speak the truth.'

'I would have given a fortune to touch your hand,' cried Boldwood wildly, 'but you have let a man like that—kiss you! One day he'll be sorry, and realize the pain he's caused me!'

'Be kind to him, sir,' she cried miserably, 'because I love him so much!'

Boldwood was no longer listening to her. 'I'll punish him! Sweet Bathsheba, forgive me! I've been blaming you, but it's his fault. He stole your dear heart away with his lies. When I find him, I'll fight him! Keep him away from me, Bathsheba!'

The desperate man stood still for a moment, then turned and left her. Bathsheba walked up and down, crying and whispering to herself, then threw herself down by the road, exhausted. She knew that Troy was away in Bath at the moment, but would be returning to Weatherbury very soon. If he came to visit her, and Boldwood saw him, a fierce argument would be the result, and Troy could be hurt. But perhaps Gabriel and Boldwood were right, and she should not see him again? If she could only see Troy now, he would help her to decide! She jumped to her feet, and hurried back along the road to Weatherbury.

That night Maryann, the only person sleeping in Bathsheba's house, was woken by strange noises in the field where the horses were kept. She looked out of her bedroom window just in time to see a dark figure leading Bathsheba's horse and cart out of the field. She ran to Jan Coggan's house for help. Jan and Gabriel immediately rode after the thief. After riding for some time in the dark, they finally caught up with the cart at a toll-gate.

'Keep the gate closed!' shouted Gabriel to the gatekeeper. 'That man's stolen the horse and cart!'

'What man?' asked the gatekeeper, puzzled.

Gabriel looked closely at the driver of the cart, and saw a woman—Bathsheba. She turned her face away from the light when she heard his voice, but Jan Coggan had also recognized her. She was quick to hide her surprise but not her annoyance.

'Well, Gabriel,' she asked coldly, 'where are you going?'

'We thought someone had stolen the horse and cart.'

'How foolish of you! Some important business made me change my plans. I'm on my way to Bath. I may visit Liddy at her sister's later. I arrived home during the night, so I didn't wake Maryann up. I just took the horse and cart myself. Thank you for taking all this trouble, but it wasn't necessary.'

The gatekeeper opened the gate and she passed through. Coggan and Gabriel turned their horses and rode slowly home. Gabriel said, 'I think we'll keep this strange trip of hers to Bath a secret, Jan,' and Jan agreed.

So at first the people of Weatherbury had no idea where she had gone. She stayed away for two weeks, and there were reports that she had been seen in Bath with Sergeant Troy. Gabriel knew in his heart that this must be true. He worked as hard as ever on her farm, but all the time there was a deep ache inside him.



be in charge of be responsible for. 对……负责。

set out start. 出发。

childish adj. 1 (characteristic) of a child. 孩子（特有）的。2 immature; silly. 幼稚的；傻里傻气的。

remind v. ～ sb of sth/sb cause sb to remember. 使某人回想起。

deaf adj. 1 ～ to sth/sb unwilling to listen to sth. 对某事／人听不进。2 unable to hear at all. 聋的。

ashamed adj. 1 ～ to do sth reluctant to do sth because of shame. 因为羞愧而勉强做某事。2 (～ of sth/sb/oneself) feeling share, embarrassment, etc. 感到羞耻。

forgive v. stop being angry or bitter towards sb or about sth. 宽恕；原谅。

puzzled adj. unable to understand. 困惑的；茫然的。

quick adj. (capable of) doing sth in a short time. 迅速的。

agree v. consent. 同意；答应。～ (to sth) / ～ (with sb)

report n. 1 common talk. 传闻；谣言。2 spoken or written account of sth heard, said, done, etc. 报告；报道。


11　农场主伯德伍德绝望了
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利蒂获准休假一周去看她住在几英里外的姐姐。芭丝谢芭为了避免见到伯德伍德先生，自己也安排去利蒂的姐姐家同利蒂待一两天。一天傍晚，她把房子交给清洁女工玛丽安照管，便徒步出发了。

刚刚走了大约两英里，她便看到那个她不想见到的男人向她走来。他的表情发生了变化，说明他收到了那封信。

“哟，是你呀，伯德伍德先生！”她说，负疚地红了脸。

“你知道我对你的感情，”他慢慢地说，“像死一样强烈的爱。一封信是改变不了这种感情的。”

“别说这个了。”她低声说道。

“不说这个我就没别的可说了。你的信已经说得明明白白，咱们不能结婚。”

芭丝谢芭心烦意乱地说：“再见吧。”说着便向前走了几步，可是伯德伍德并不放她走。

“芭丝谢芭——亲爱的——真的不能改变了吗？”

“真的不能了。”

“芭丝谢芭呀，可怜可怜我吧！我爱你都快发疯了，现在别拒绝我！是你先主动的，你激起了我的感情，才使我开始想念你的呀！”

“你所说的激起，实际上是一个很孩子气的玩笑。我对那张情人卡感到非常抱歉。你非得让我想起它来吗？”

“我太爱你了，不会因此而责备你的。芭丝谢芭，你是我所爱过的第一个女人，你差点儿就答应嫁给我了！你对我的好心哪里去了？”

芭丝谢芭静静地、大胆地看着他的脸，然后说：“伯德伍德先生，我什么也没答应你！”

“你怎么能这样无情啊！如果早知道这爱会让我如此痛苦，我早就避开你了，早就不听你说的话了。我对你说了这么多，可是你却听不进一句！”

芭丝谢芭的感情快抑制不住了，她听着这个男人劈头盖脸愤怒地诉说，绝望地摇着头。

“请原谅我，先生！我无法像你那样去爱！”

“这可不是理由，伊芙丁小姐！你并不像你所装出的那样冷酷，你也有一颗像我一样燃烧的心，可你把它藏起来了。你把爱给了别人！”

他居然知道！她想。他知道弗兰克的事！

“托伊干吗不放过我亲爱的人呢？”他语气很激烈，“你实话告诉我，如果你没有遇见他，你会接受我的求婚吗？”

她没有马上回答，可她是个诚实的人，无法保持沉默。“是的。”她低声说道。

“他趁我不在，偷走了我最珍贵的东西。现在我已失去自尊，失去了好名声，人们都在笑话我。嫁给他吧，去嫁给他吧！我本可以为你而死，可是你却把自己给了那么一个不值钱的人。他也许都吻过你了吧。告诉我他没吻过你！”

伯德伍德的愤怒令她恐惧，但是，她还是勇敢地说：“他是吻过我了，我并不对说实话感到羞耻。”

“我愿用一笔财产作交换摸一下你的手，”伯德伍德疯狂地喊道，“可你却让那样的一个人——吻你！总有一天他会后悔的，他会明白他给我造成的痛苦！”

“请宽恕他，先生，”她悲伤地喊道，“因为我太爱他了！”

伯德伍德不再听她的话了，“我要惩罚他！可爱的芭丝谢芭，请原谅我！我一直在责备你，可这是他的错！他用谎言偷走了你的芳心。我见到他，一定会揍他！别让他见到我，芭丝谢芭！”

这个绝望的人静静地站了一会儿，便转身走开了。芭丝谢芭来回踱步，哭着，自语着，然后坐在路边，筋疲力竭。她知道此刻托伊远在巴斯，不过很快就会回到威瑟伯里。如果他来看她，让伯德伍德看到，结果将会是一场激烈的争吵，托伊会受伤的。不过，也许盖伯瑞尔和伯德伍德说得对，她不应该再见他了？但愿她此刻能见到托伊，他会帮她拿主意的！她跳起来，沿着路匆匆赶回威瑟伯里。

晚上，玛丽安独自睡在芭丝谢芭的房子里。圈马的地里传来的奇怪声响惊醒了她。她从卧室窗户往外一看，正巧看到一个黑影赶着芭丝谢芭的马车往外走。她赶忙跑到简·考根家求援，简和盖伯瑞尔立即骑马去追盗贼。在黑暗中骑行了一会儿，他们终于在路卡处追上了那辆马车。

“别开卡门！”盖伯瑞尔向守卡人喊道，“那个男的偷了马车！”

“什么男的？”守卡人问道，一脸的迷惑。

盖伯瑞尔仔细看了一下赶车的人，却看到一个女人——芭丝谢芭。芭丝谢芭听到他的声音，扭脸避开灯光，可是简·考根也已经认出了她。她很快便掩饰住自己惊诧的表情，却藏不住一脸的恼怒。

“是你，盖伯瑞尔，”她冷冷地发问，“你要去哪儿？”

“我们还以为有人偷走马车了呢。”

“你们真蠢！我有要紧的事要办，所以改变了计划，我要去巴斯。我以后再到利蒂的姐姐家去看她。我晚上才到家，所以就没叫醒玛丽安，自己赶出了马车。谢谢你们费的这番周折，不过这没必要。”

守卡人打开卡门，她便出去了。考根和盖伯瑞尔掉转马头，慢慢往回骑。盖伯瑞尔说：“我想，她这次到巴斯的奇怪旅行应该保密。”简对此表示同意。

这样，威瑟伯里的人起初并不知道她去哪儿了。她有两个星期没在，接着有人说在巴斯看见她同托伊中士在一起。盖伯瑞尔心里知道这消息没错。他虽然还像往常一样在她的农场里辛勤劳作，但心灵深处却一直隐隐作痛。


12
Bathsheba makes her choice

On the same day that Bathsheba arrived home, Mr Boldwood went to apologize to her for speaking so violently the last time he had seen her. He knew nothing of her trip to Bath, and supposed she had only been to visit Liddy. But at her door he was told he could not see her, and he realized she had not forgiven him.

On his way home through Weatherbury he saw the coach from Bath. It stopped at the usual place, and a soldier in a red and gold uniform jumped down. Sergeant Troy picked up his bag and was about to take the road to Bathsheba's house, when Boldwood stepped forward.

'Sergeant Troy? I am William Boldwood.'

'Indeed?' said Troy, showing little interest.

'I want to speak to you—about two women.'

Troy saw the heavy stick Boldwood was holding, and realized how determined he was. He decided it was worth being polite.

'I'll listen with pleasure, but do speak quietly.'

'Well then, I've heard about your relationship with Fanny Robin, and I think you ought to marry her.'

'I suppose I ought. Indeed, I want to, but I cannot.'

'Why can't you?'

Troy was going to reply immediately, but he stopped himself. 'I am too poor,' he said, looking quickly at Boldwood to see if the farmer believed him. Boldwood did not notice the look.

'I don't want to talk about right or wrong, I just want to discuss business with you. I was engaged to Miss Everdene, when you came and—'

'Not engaged,' said Troy.

'More or less engaged,' insisted Boldwood. 'If you hadn't come, she would certainly have accepted my proposal by now. Well, her position in society is so much higher than yours that you can't hope to marry her. So all I ask is that you don't bother her any more, and marry Fanny.'

'Why should I?' asked Troy carelessly.

'I'll pay you. If you leave Weatherbury today, I'll give you fifty pounds. Fanny will have fifty pounds for wedding clothes, and I'll give her five hundred pounds the day she marries you.' Boldwood's manner showed that he was a little ashamed of offering money, but he was prepared to do almost anything to prevent Troy marrying Bathsheba.

Troy appeared to consider the offer. 'It's true I like Fanny best, although she's only a maid. Fifty pounds now, you said?'

'Here's the money,' said Boldwood, handing the soldier a purse of gold coins.

'Stop, listen!' said Troy in a whisper. Light footsteps could be heard on the road, coming from Bathsheba's house. 'It's Bathsheba! She's expecting me. I must go and speak to her, and say goodbye to her, as you and I have arranged.'

'Why do you need to speak to her?'

'She'll look for me if I don't. Don't worry, you'll hear every word I say to her. It may help you in your courting, when I've gone! Stand over there behind the tree, and listen.'

Troy stepped forward and whistled a double note.

'Frank, darling, is that you?' It was Bathsheba's voice.

'Oh God!' said Boldwood, unheard behind the tree.

'Yes, it's me,' replied Troy.

'You're so late, Frank,' she continued. 'The coach arrived a long time ago! Frank, it's so lucky! There's nobody in my house except me tonight, so nobody will know about your visit.'

'Excellent,' said Troy. 'But I'll just have to collect my bag, so you run home and I promise to be there in ten minutes.'

'Yes, Frank.' She ran back to her house.

Troy turned to Boldwood, who had stepped out from behind the tree, his face white and his whole body trembling.

'Shall I tell her I cannot marry her?' laughed the soldier.

'No, no, wait! I have more to say to you!' whispered Boldwood, the muscles in his face strangely out of control.

'Now,' said Troy, 'you see my problem. I can't marry them both. But I have two reasons for choosing Fanny. First, I like her best, I think, and second, you're paying me for it.'

At that moment Boldwood lost control. He attacked Troy fiercely, holding his neck with both hands.

'Wait,' gasped Troy, who had not expected this, 'let me breathe! If you kill me, you injure the woman you love!'

'What do you mean?' cried the farmer. 'I should kill you like a dog!' But he let go of Troy's neck, and listened.

'You heard how Bathsheba loves me and expects me to visit her tonight. Soon the whole village will know this. The only way to save her good name, and her position in Weatherbury, is for me to marry her.'

'True, true,' agreed Boldwood after a pause. 'Troy, marry her! Poor, weak woman! She must love you madly to give herself so completely to you!'

'But what about Fanny?' asked the soldier cleverly.

'Don't desert her, Troy, I beg you! I don't mean Fanny, I'm speaking of Bathsheba! How can I persuade you? I know! I'll pay you five hundred pounds on the day you marry Bathsheba!'

Troy was secretly shocked at Boldwood's wild offer.

'And I'll receive something now as well?' he asked.

'Yes, all the money I have with me!' He counted the coins in his pocket. 'Twenty-one pounds—it's all for you!'

'Give me the money, and we'll go to her house. I'll ask her to marry me. Of course I won't say anything about the money.'

They went along the road to the farmhouse, and Boldwood waited outside while Troy entered. He returned in a moment with a piece cut out of a Bath newspaper.

'Here, read this,' he said, smiling. And Boldwood read:

MARRIAGES: On the 17th, in Bath, Frank Troy, Sergeant, to Bathsheba Everdene of Weatherbury.

The paper fell from Boldwood's hands, as the soldier began to laugh. 'Fifty pounds to marry Fanny. Twenty-one pounds not to marry Fanny, but Bathsheba. And now you see I'm already Bathsheba's husband. You're a fool, Boldwood. Although I may be a bad man, I'd never bribe anyone to marry, as you've tried to. And Fanny? She left me long ago, and I don't know where she is. I've searched everywhere for her. Now take your money back! I don't want it!' and Troy threw the gold coins into the road.

'You black-hearted dog! I'll punish you one day, remember that!' cried the broken man. Troy laughed loudly as he closed Bathsheba's front door.

Through the whole of the long night that followed, Boldwood's dark figure could be seen walking over the hills of Weatherbury like a ghost.

Just before the clock struck five the next morning, Gabriel and Coggan were walking to the hayfields past their mistress's house, when they saw a surprising sight. Bathsheba's bedroom window was open, and looking out of it was a handsome man, with his red jacket undone. It was Sergeant Troy.

'She's married him!' whispered Coggan. Gabriel said nothing, but he felt so ill that he had to rest on the gate for a moment. He thought with pity of her future, as he knew her marriage to Troy could not be happy for long.

'Good morning, friends!' shouted Troy cheerfully to the men.

'We must be polite to him,' whispered Coggan, 'if he's married the mistress.'

'Good morning, Sergeant Troy,' said Gabriel miserably.

'Now that I've left the army, I'll soon be down in the fields with you again,' said Troy lightly. 'My new position won't change that, and I'll be friendly with you all, just as before. Drink to my health, men.' And he threw a coin towards Gabriel, who refused to pick it up. Coggan, however, put it in his pocket.

As they went on their way, they noticed Mr Boldwood riding past them. Gabriel forgot his own sadness when he saw the bitterness and deep despair on the farmer's face.



coach n. 1 a large four-wheeled carriage pulled by horses. 四轮大马车。2 a person who trains sportsmen. 教练。

stick n. a short thin piece of wood. 棍；棒。

engaged adj. 1 (～ to sb) having agreed to marry. 已订婚的。2 occupied. （指人）忙着；时间占用着。3 (Brit) (of a telephone line) in use. （指电话）占线。

purse n. a small bag for money. 小钱包。

collect v. bring or gather sth together. 收集；收拾。

control n. power or authority to direct. 能力：控制。lose ～ 失去控制；be/get out of ～ become no longer manageable. 失去控制；be in ～ (of sth) manage. 管理或支配（某物）。

bribe v. give a bribe to sth. 行贿。～ sb into doing sth 贿赂某人做某事。

ghost n. spirit of a dead person appearing to sb who is still living. 幽灵。

polite adj. having or showing that one has good manners. 客气的；有礼貌。

despair n. state of having lost all hope. 绝望。


12　芭丝谢芭作出抉择

[image: alt]

芭丝谢芭到家的那天，伯德伍德先生前去准备向她致歉，告诉她上次见她时自己说话不该那么粗声粗气。他并不知她去过巴斯，只以为她是刚去看过利蒂。但是到了她家门口，有人告诉他不能见她，他这才知道她并未原谅他。

在穿过威瑟伯里回家的路上，他看见了来自巴斯的马车。车停在老地方，一个身着红色镶金制服的士兵跳了下来，是托伊中士，他提起包，正准备向芭丝谢芭家走。伯德伍德走上前来。

“托伊中士吗？我叫威廉·伯德伍德。”

“是吗？”托伊说着，一副不感兴趣的样子。

“我想和你谈谈——谈谈两个女人的事。”

托伊看到伯德伍德拿着的大棒，知道这人决意要谈。他觉得礼貌点儿还是划算的。

“我很乐意听你说，不过请不要声张。”

“好吧。我听说你与范妮·罗宾有关系，我想你应当娶她为妻。”

“我想是应当。我也确实想这样，可我不能。”

“为什么不能？”

托伊准备马上回答，可又停住口。“我太穷了。”他一边说，一边瞥了一眼伯德伍德，想看看这位农场主信不信自己的话。可伯德伍德并没有注意到他的表情。

“我并不想谈论是非，我只是想和你谈正事。你来的时候，我和芭丝谢芭已经订婚了——”

“没有订婚吧。”托伊说。

“差不多订婚了，”伯德伍德坚持道，“如果不是你来，现在她肯定早已接受我的求婚了。嗯，她的社会地位远比你高，你就别指望娶她了。所以，我请你做的事就是，别再烦她，和范妮结婚吧。”

“我干吗要这样？”托伊漫不经心地问道。

“我付给你钱。如果你今天就离开威瑟伯里，我付你50镑。范妮也会得到50镑去买嫁衣。她嫁给你那天，我会再给她500镑的。”伯德伍德的样子像是因付钱而略显羞赧，但是，他准备不惜一切阻止托伊把芭丝谢芭娶到手。

托伊似乎在考虑这一提议，“我是喜欢范妮，虽然她只是个女仆。现在付50镑，对吗？”

“给你钱。”伯德伍德说着，把一袋金币递给了那个兵。

“等一下！你听！”托伊悄声说道。轻微的脚步声从路上传来，来自芭丝谢芭的房子。“是芭丝谢芭！她在等我，我得跟她去说句话，告个别。按你我安排的那样。”

“你干吗要和她说话？”

“我不和她说句话，她会找我的。别担心，我对她说的每个字都会让你听到的，我走后，这些话对你追求她会有用处的。过来站在树后听着。”

托伊迈步向前，用口哨吹了一个双音。

“弗兰克，亲爱的，是你吗？”这是芭丝谢芭的声音。

“喔哟，天哪！”伯德伍德说道，不过因在树后，没有人听到。

“是的，是我。”托伊回答道。

“你来晚了，弗兰克，”她接着说，“马车早就到了！弗兰克，咱们真走运！今晚，我屋里除了我没有别人，谁也不会知道你来。”

“好极了，”托伊说，“不过我得去拿我的包。这样吧，你先回去，我保证十分钟后到。”

“好吧，弗兰克。”她跑回了家。

伯德伍德从树后走出来，脸色惨白，浑身发抖。托伊向伯德伍德转过身去。

“我对她说不能娶她，好吗？”士兵笑了起来。

“别，别！等一下！我还有话对你说！”伯德伍德低声说。他脸部的肌肉不可思议地失去了控制。

“这下你看到我的问题了吧，”托伊说，“我又不能娶她们两个人。不过我选择范妮有两个理由，首先，我想我最喜欢她；再说，你还为此付钱。”

伯德伍德再也控制不住了。他猛地袭向托伊，用双手掐住了他的脖子。

“等等，”托伊有点儿透不过气来了，他没想到会是这样，“让我出口气！你要是掐死我，你就会伤害你爱的女人。”

“什么意思？”农场主喊道，“我杀你就像杀一只狗！”他松开托伊的脖子，听他说话。

“芭丝谢芭怎样爱我，你都听到了。她晚上还等着我去呢，这事全村人很快就都会知晓的。要想为她保留好名声，保住她在威瑟伯里的地位，唯一的办法就是让我娶她。”

“对，说得对，”伯德伍德顿了一顿后说道，“娶了她吧，托伊！可怜的弱女子！她这么完全献身给你，肯定是爱你爱得发疯！”

“不过，范妮怎么办？”那士兵机巧地问。

“别抛弃她，托伊，我求你！我不是说范妮，我是说芭丝谢芭。我怎么说服你呢？我知道！你娶芭丝谢芭的那天，我给你500镑！”

伯德伍德这样胡乱给钱，令托伊暗自吃惊。

“现在我也会得到点儿什么吗？”他问道。

“是的，我身上带的钱全都给你！”他数着衣袋里的硬币，“21镑——都给你！”

“把钱给我，然后咱们去她家。我请她嫁给我。当然，我不会提钱的事。”

他们二人沿路向农场走去，托伊进了房内，伯德伍德则在外边等候。不一会儿，托伊出来了，手里拿着一张巴斯一家报纸的剪报。

“来，看看这个。”他微笑着说。伯德伍德念道：

结婚启事：中士弗兰克·托伊与威瑟伯里的芭丝谢芭·伊芙丁于17日在巴斯结婚。

剪报从伯德伍德手中滑落，士兵笑了起来。“给了我50镑娶范妮，又给我21镑要我别娶范妮，娶芭丝谢芭。现在你看见了吧，我已经是芭丝谢芭的丈夫了。你是个傻瓜，伯德伍德。虽然我可能是个坏人，可是我决不会像你那样花钱买动别人去娶老婆。范妮呢？她早就离我而去了，我不知道她现在在哪儿，我四处寻找过她。把你的钱拿回去吧，我不想要！“托伊说着，把钱扔到了路上。

“你这条黑了心的狗！记着，我总有一天要惩罚你的！”伯德伍德心情沮丧地大叫。托伊大笑着关上了芭丝谢芭家的前门。

那个长长的夜晚，人们都能看见伯德伍德黑乎乎的身影像幽魂一样整夜在威瑟伯里的山中行走。

次日清晨，还不到五点，盖伯瑞尔和考根向干草地走去，路过女主人的房子时，突然看到一个意外的情景。芭丝谢芭卧室的窗户打开着，有个英俊男子正在向外张望，红色上衣解开着。那是托伊中士。

“她嫁给他啦！”考根悄声说道。盖伯瑞尔什么也没有说，可心里堵得慌，只得靠在大门上歇一会儿。他为她的将来感到惋惜，因为他知道，她与托伊的婚姻会好景不长。

“早上好啊，朋友们！”托伊兴高采烈地向他们喊道。

“咱们得对他礼貌一点儿，”考根悄声说道，“他不是娶了咱们女主人么。”

“早上好，托伊中士。”盖伯瑞尔痛苦地说。

“我退了伍，就会很快再和你们到地里干活儿的，”托伊轻快地说，“我的新身份也不会改变这一点的，我还会对你们友好如初。为我的健康喝一杯去吧，伙计们。”他向盖伯瑞尔扔出一个硬币，盖伯瑞尔没捡，但考根把硬币捡起来放到了衣兜里。

他们走在路上，看到伯德伍德先生骑马从他们身边经过。盖伯瑞尔看到农场主脸上的苦楚与深深的绝望，便忘记了自己的悲伤心情。


13
The storm

There was always a harvest supper for the farm workers after all the hay and wheat had been cut. On behalf of his wife, Sergeant Troy decided to have it one evening at the end of August, in the great barn. The weather was unpleasantly warm that night. On his way to the harvest supper Gabriel stopped to check the eight huge hay- and wheat-ricks. If, as he suspected, there was a storm, the ricks, which were all uncovered, would be badly damaged.

He went on to the barn, where the farm workers had already finished eating and started dancing. Gabriel had to wait until Sergeant Troy had finished his dance with Bathsheba before he could warn him about possible damage to the ricks. Troy, however, was enjoying himself too much to listen to Gabriel's message.

'Friends,' he was saying, 'I've ordered brandy to be served to you all, so that we can celebrate my wedding properly.'

'No, Frank, don't give them brandy,' begged Bathsheba, 'it will only do them harm!'

'Don't be silly!' said Troy. 'Friends, let's send the women home! Then we men can drink and sing as much as we like!' Angrily, Bathsheba left the barn, followed by the other women.

Gabriel left soon afterwards. Later, when he went to check that Bathsheba's sheep were safe, he noticed that they looked very frightened. They were crowded together in a corner, their tails pointing the same way. To the shepherd this meant they were expecting a storm. He went to look at the ricks again. Should the whole harvest of the farm, worth at least seven hundred and fifty pounds, be lost because of a woman's weakness? Never, if I can prevent it! thought Gabriel.

He returned to the barn to ask the other farm workers to help him cover the ricks. But the only noise he could hear coming from the barn was the men's loud and regular breathing, and when he entered, he found them all asleep, including Troy. The brandy, which they had been too polite to refuse, had made them drunk in a very short time, as they were not used to drinking anything stronger than beer. It was useless trying to wake them.

Gabriel left the barn, and returned to the ricks, two of which he managed to cover with the heavy material kept on the farm for this purpose. The only way to cover the other six ricks was by thatching them with straw, and this was a long and difficult job to do alone.

The moon disappeared, and there was a slow, light wind, like the breath of a dying man, as Gabriel climbed the ladder and started thatching high up on top of the third rick. Lightning flashed in the sky, and there was a loud crash of thunder. In the sudden brightness Gabriel could see every tree around him, until the light disappeared just as suddenly, leaving him in the blackest darkness. He knew his position was dangerous, but considered his life was not valuable enough to worry about.

Another flash of lightning allowed him to see the figure of a woman running towards the rick. Was it Bathsheba?

'Is that you, ma'am?' he called to the darkness.

'Who's there?' said Bathsheba's voice.

'It's Gabriel. I'm on the rick, thatching.'

'Oh Gabriel! I'm so worried about the ricks! Can we save them? The thunder woke me. I can't find my husband. Is he there?'

'No, he isn't. He's—asleep in the barn.'

'He promised me the ricks would be covered, and he hasn't done it! Can I help you? Let me help!'

'You can bring the straw up to me in armfuls, if you aren't afraid to climb the ladder in the dark,' said Gabriel.

'I'll do anything to help!' she said. She started to go up and down the ladder, carrying the straw. In the brightness of the lightning Gabriel saw their two shadows, wildly enlarged, on the hill in front of him. Then came the loudest crash so far.

'How terrible!' cried Bathsheba, and held on to his arm. The lightning flashed in a wild dance of death, and thunder came from every part of the huge sky. Bathsheba and Gabriel could only stare, and tremble at the strange and dangerous beauty of the storm.

As they watched, a tall tree in front of them seemed to be burning with a white flame. There was a final, violent crash of thunder, and in the bright light they saw that the tree had been torn in half by the lightning.

'That was close to us!' said Gabriel. 'We'd better go down.' They climbed down and stood together in the darkness, Bathsheba seeming to think only of the storm, Gabriel thinking only of her.

At last he said, 'The storm appears to have passed, but the rain will be coming soon. I'll go up and finish thatching the ricks.'

'Gabriel, you are kind to me! Oh why aren't the others here? Don't tell me, I know. They're all drunk in the barn, aren't they? It was my husband's fault. Gabriel, I want to tell you something.' The soft flashes of the dying lightning showed her face, very white against the black sky. 'I care about your good opinion of me, so I want to explain why I went to Bath that night. It wasn't to marry Troy, it was to break off my relationship with him. Perhaps you wonder why I married him then? Well, I suppose I must tell you. It was because he told me he had seen a woman more beautiful than me, and said that if I wanted him as a husband, I must marry him at once! I was wild with love and jealousy, so I married him!' Gabriel did not reply.

'I'll bring some more straw up to you, shall I?' she offered.

She made several more journeys before he noticed her tiredness. 'I think you'd better go indoors now,' he said, as gently as a mother. 'I'll finish the work alone.'

'If I'm useless, I'll go,' said Bathsheba. 'But, oh, if you feel...!'

'You aren't useless, but you're tired. You've done well.'

'And you've done better,' she said gratefully. 'Thank you a thousand times, Gabriel! Goodnight.'

She disappeared in the darkness. He went on thatching in a kind of dream. She had spoken more warmly to him tonight than she had ever done when she was unmarried and free to speak as warmly as she liked.

The wind changed and became stronger. At the same time heavy rain started falling. As Gabriel worked on the top of the ricks, he suddenly remembered that, eight months before, he had been fighting against fire in the same place as desperately as he was fighting against water now—and for love of the same woman, who did not love him.

It was not until seven o'clock in the morning that Gabriel climbed down from the last rick, exhausted and wet to the skin. He noticed figures coming out of the barn, walking slowly and painfully to their homes. They all looked ashamed except Troy, who was whistling cheerfully as he entered the farmhouse. None of them thought of looking at the ricks.

On his way back to Coggan's house, Gabriel met Boldwood.

'How are you, sir?' asked Gabriel.

'Yes, it's a wet day. Oh, I'm very well, thank you.'

'You look a little different, sir.'

'No, you're wrong, Oak. I'm just the same. Nothing hurts me. But you look tired.'

'I've been working all night to get our ricks covered. Never worked so hard in my life! Yours are safe of course, sir?'

'Oh yes.' Boldwood added after a silence, 'What did you ask?'

'Your ricks are all covered?'

'No, none of them. I forgot to tell the men to thatch them. I expect most of my wheat will be destroyed in this rain.'

'Forgot,' repeated Gabriel to himself. It was difficult to believe that the most careful farmer in the area would lose all his harvest because of a moment's forgetfulness. This would never have happened before Boldwood fell in love with Bathsheba.

Boldwood clearly wanted to talk, although it was still raining heavily. 'Oak, you knew I wanted to get married.'

'I thought my mistress was going to marry you,' said Gabriel sympathetically. 'However, nothing that we expect ever happens.'

He spoke with the calmness of a man used to disaster.

'Perhaps the villagers laugh at me,' said Boldwood with a pretended lightness.

'Oh no, I don't think so.'

'But the truth is that we were never engaged, so she never broke off the engagement, you see.' But Boldwood could not remain calm. 'Oh Gabriel,' he said wildly, 'I'm weak and foolish, and I feel it's better to die than to live!' After a silence, he continued more normally. 'I've accepted the fact of her refusal now. I'm sorry, of course, but no woman has ever controlled my life. Well, good morning.'



behalf n. on ～ of sb/on sb's ～ as the representative of or spokesman for sb; in the interest of sb. 做某人的代表；为某人之利益。

suspect v. 1 believe. 相信。2 feel doubt about (sth). 怀疑。

brandy n. a strong alcoholic drink. 白兰地酒。

storm n. occasion of violent weather conditions, with strong winds and usu rain. 风暴；雷暴天气。

drunk adj. of someone who has drunk too much alcohol. 醉的。n. a person who is drunk. 醉鬼。

thatch v. make a roof for houses or ricks with straw. 用茅草盖（屋顶）；用茅草做顶。

flash n. sudden bright burst of light or flame. 闪光；闪烁。

thunder n. loud noise that follows a flash of lightening. 雷声；雷。

armful n. quantity that can be carried by one or both arms. 单臂或双臂围住的量。

break off sth end sth suddenly; discontinue sth. 中断某事。

relationship n. a feeling or situation connecting two people. 关系。

journey n. travelling usu by land from one place to another. 行走；旅行。

destroy v. damage (sth) so badly that it no longer exists. 毁坏；摧毁。

forgetful adj. likely to forget. 健忘的；好忘记的。forgetfulness n.

silence n. 1 condition of being quiet. 寂静；无声。2 not speaking. 沉默；缄默。


13　风暴
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每当所有的干草和麦子收割完毕，农场主总会请在农场干活儿的工人们吃一次丰收晚餐。托伊中士代表他的妻子决定于八月底的一个晚上在大谷仓举办晚宴。那晚，天气很热，使人颇感不适。盖伯瑞尔走在路上，停下来查看那八个麦垛。如果像他想的那样有风暴，那么，这些完全没有覆盖的麦垛将会惨遭毁坏。

他向前走，到了谷仓，工人们已经吃完，开始跳起舞来。盖伯瑞尔只得等托伊中士同芭丝谢芭跳完舞，才提醒他麦垛可能会遭受的损失。可是，托伊兴致正浓，盖伯瑞尔的话哪里听得进去。

“朋友们，”他说，“我为你们大家订了白兰地，大家可以尽情庆祝我的婚礼！”

“弗兰克，不行啊，别给他们喝白兰地，”芭丝谢芭央求道，“这对他们没好处！”

“你别犯傻！”托伊说，“朋友们，咱们把女人们送回家，留下咱们男人喝个痛快，喝个痛快！”芭丝谢芭生气地走了，后边跟着其他妇女们。

盖伯瑞尔随后也很快离开了。后来，他又去查看芭丝谢芭的羊是否安全，注意到那些羊显得很惊恐。它们在角落里挤成一团，尾巴翘向同一个方向。牧羊人一看就明白，这表明羊群知道暴风雨即将来临。他又去查看麦垛。这是农场的全部收成，至少也值750镑，能让它因为一个女人的软弱而毁于一旦吗？不能，我得设法保护！盖伯瑞尔想。

他返回谷仓，想请其他人帮他把麦垛盖上。但是，谷仓里只传来人们大声而有节奏的呼吸声，他进去发现人们都睡着了，包括托伊。出于礼貌而无法拒绝的白兰地很快就让他们醉倒了，因为他们并不习惯喝比啤酒劲儿大的酒。想叫醒他们是不行了。

盖伯瑞尔离开谷仓回到麦垛边，用农场上的遮盖布把其中两垛盖上。若想把其他六垛也盖起来，唯一的办法便是用稻草盖，可一个人单独干，既费时又费力。

月亮消失了，轻风缓缓刮起，仿佛垂死的人的呼吸。盖伯瑞尔爬上梯子，开始在第三垛上盖稻草。天上开始打闪，雷声大作。闪电划过的一刹那，盖伯瑞尔看到了四周的每一棵树；电光旋即消失，又把他淹没在漆黑的黑暗之中。他知道自己处境危险，但却认为他的生命不值得担心。

又一次闪电中，他看到一个女人的身影向麦垛跑来。难道是芭丝谢芭吗？

“是你吗，太太？”他向黑暗中大喊。

“谁呀？”是芭丝谢芭的声音。

“盖伯瑞尔，我在麦垛上盖稻草呢。”

“是你，盖伯瑞尔！我正担心这些草垛、麦垛呢！有办法吗？雷声把我惊醒了，我又找不到我的丈夫。他在这儿吗？”

“他没在。他——他在仓房睡着了。”

“他还答应要把麦垛盖上，可他并没有盖！我能帮你吗？我来帮你干吧。”

“你要不怕在这黑天里爬梯子，就给我往上抱稻草吧。”盖伯瑞尔说。

“只要能帮忙，我干什么都可以！”芭丝谢芭喊道。她开始在梯子上爬上爬下地递着稻草。在闪电的光亮里，盖伯瑞尔看见了他们两个身影夸张地映在面前的小山上。又是一声炸雷。

“太可怕了！”芭丝谢芭一边大叫，一边拉住了他的胳膊。一道电光闪过，跳着狂烈的死亡之舞，接着雷声从广阔天空的四面八方传来。这是罕见的暴风雨，很危险，芭丝谢芭和盖伯瑞尔看了，浑身直发抖。

他们看到面前的一棵大树似乎着了火，闪着白色的火苗。接着又是一声巨雷，在耀眼的亮光中，他们看见那棵树被闪电劈成了两半。

“这离咱们太近了！”盖伯瑞尔说，“咱们最好下去。”他们爬下来，在黑暗中站在一起。芭丝谢芭似乎只想着风暴，而盖伯瑞尔却只想着她。

最后，他说：“风暴像是过去了，不过雨很快就会来的。我上去把麦垛盖完吧。”

“盖伯瑞尔，你对我真好！哎呀，其他人在哪儿呢？不说我也知道，都醉倒在仓房里了吧？都怨我丈夫。盖伯瑞尔，我想告诉你。”闪电将尽，柔和的亮光照亮了她的脸，在黑色天空的映衬下显得非常苍白，“你觉得我好，我十分在意，所以我想对你解释那一晚我去巴斯的原因。我并不是去嫁给托伊的，而是想去和他断绝关系。可能你纳闷我为什么又嫁给了他吧？这个，我想我必须告诉你。他告诉我他看到一个比我漂亮的女人，如果我想让他做我的丈夫，我就必须立即同他结婚！我爱得发狂，嫉妒得要命，就和他结了婚！”盖伯瑞尔没有说什么。

“我再给你抱些稻草，好吗？”她提议。

她又上下了几趟，他才注意到她的倦容。“我想你还是回屋里去吧，”他像母亲一样温柔地说，“我一个人把活儿干完。”

“如果我没用，我就走，”芭丝谢芭说，“可你要是觉得……”

“你不是没用，你是累了。你干得挺好的。”

“你干得更好，”她感激地说，“我对你感激不尽，盖伯瑞尔！晚安。”

她消失在黑暗中。盖伯瑞尔继续盖稻草，像在做梦一样。比起她未婚时和自由自在地热情交谈时，今晚她的态度可热情多了。

风向变了，风也更大了。与此同时，雨开始倾盆而下。盖伯瑞尔在麦垛上干着活儿，突然记起八个月前他也曾在这儿奋力救火，正如他现在拼命救灾一样——为了同一个他爱的女人，而这个女人却并不爱他。

直到早上7点，盖伯瑞尔才从最后一堆麦垛上下来。他筋疲力尽，浑身湿透。他看到有人从仓房中出来，缓慢、痛苦地走回家去。他们都面带愧色，可托伊却不，他兴高采烈地吹着口哨回到房里。他们谁也没想到要看麦垛一眼。

盖伯瑞尔在回考根家的路上，遇到了伯德伍德。

“你好吗，先生？”盖伯瑞尔问道。

“是啊。下雨天。噢，我挺好的，谢谢。”

“你看上去有点儿异样，先生。”

“没有，奥克，你说错了。我还是那样。没什么让我不高兴的。不过你看起来倒是很疲劳。”

“我一整夜都在给麦垛盖稻草。一辈子还没干过这么狠呢！你的麦垛没事吧，先生？”

“嗯，挺好的。”伯德伍德沉默了一会儿，又说：“你问什么来着？”

“你的麦垛都盖好了吗？”

“没有，一垛也没盖。我忘记对他们说了。估计我的大部分麦子都让这场雨给毁了。”

“忘记了。”盖伯瑞尔自语道。难以相信这一带最细心的农场主会因一时疏忽而毁掉全部收成。这种事在伯德伍德爱上芭丝谢芭以前是绝不可能发生的。

伯德伍德显然想说说话，尽管天还下着大雨。“奥克，你知道我曾想结婚吧。”

“我本以为我的女主人会嫁给你的，”盖伯瑞尔同情地说，“可是我们预料的事情没有发生。”

他说话时语气平静，就像一个饱经灾患的人。

“可能村民们都在嘲笑我吧。”伯德伍德故作轻松地说。

“没有吧，我觉得不会。”

“但事实上我俩从未订过婚，所以她也从未违背婚约，你看是吧。”可伯德伍德无法继续保持平静，“盖伯瑞尔啊，”他激烈地说，“我又软弱，又蠢，我觉得活着还不如死了好！”沉默片刻之后，他恢复了常态，接着又说：“我接受了她的拒绝，当然，我很遗憾没有一个女人曾经支配过我的生命。好吧，就这样，再见。”


14
Bathsheba discovers the truth

Summer turned into autumn and one Saturday evening in October Bathsheba and her husband were riding home from Casterbridge market.

'Yes, if it hadn't rained so hard, I'd have won two hundred pounds easily, my love,' Troy was saying. 'The horse I put my money on fell over in the mud, you see. Such bad luck!'

'But Frank,' said Bathsheba miserably, 'do you realize you've lost more than a hundred pounds in a month with this awful horse-racing? It's foolish of you to spend my money like that! You'll promise not to go to the next race, on Monday, won't you?'

'It doesn't matter whether I go or not. I've already put money on an excellent horse in the Monday race. Don't cry, Bathsheba! If I'd known you were so cautious, I'd never have—'

He did not finish what he was saying. Just then they noticed a woman walking towards them. Although it was almost dark, they could see that she was poorly dressed.

'Please, sir, do you know what time the Casterbridge workhouse closes?' she asked in a voice of extreme sadness.

Troy jumped in surprise, but kept his face turned away from her before replying, 'I don't know.'

When the woman hear him speak, and looked up to his face, her expression showed both pain and happiness. She gave a cry, and fell to the ground, unconscious.

'Oh poor thing!' cried Bathsheba. 'I'll help her!'

'No, stay on your horse, and take mine!' ordered Troy, jumping down. 'Take the horses to the top of the hill.'

Bathsheba obeyed, and moved away. Troy lifted up the woman.

'I thought you were far away, or dead!' he told her, in a strangely gentle voice. 'Why didn't you write to me, Fanny?'

'I was afraid to.'

'Have you any money? No? Here's all I have, it's not much. I can't ask my wife for any more at the moment.' The woman said nothing. 'Listen,' continued Troy, 'I'll have to leave you now. You're going to the Casterbridge workhouse? Well, stay there for tonight and tomorrow anyway, but I'll find somewhere better for you. I'll meet you on Monday morning at ten o'clock on the bridge just outside town. I'll bring you all the money I can. Goodbye!'

At the top of the hill Bathsheba turned and saw the woman walking slowly on towards Casterbridge. Troy soon caught up with his wife. He looked very upset.

'Who is that woman?' Bathsheba looked closely into his face.

'She's not important to either of us,' he replied coldly.

'I think you know her,' Bathsheba went on.

'I don't care what you think!' he answered, and they continued their ride in silence.

The two miles to Casterbridge seemed a very long way to the woman, who was tired and ill. Sometimes she walked, sometimes she rested a little, beside the road. All through the night her eyes were fixed on the lights of Casterbridge, the end of her journey. At six o'clock the next morning she finally fell in front of the door of the workhouse, and the people there took her in.

Bathsheba and her husband did not speak much that evening, or the following day. But on Sunday evening Troy said suddenly, 'Bathsheba, could you let me have twenty pounds? I need it.'

'Ah!' she said sadly, 'for the races tomorrow. Oh, Frank, only a few weeks ago you said I was far sweeter than all your other pleasures! Now won't you stop risking money on horses, which is more a worry than a pleasure? Say yes to your wife, Frank, say yes!' Her beautiful face would have persuaded most men, including Troy if he had not been married to her, but he no longer loved her enough to agree to anything she wanted.

'Well, the money isn't for racing anyway,' he said. 'Don't keep me short of money, Bathsheba, or you'll be sorry.'

'I'm sorry already,' she replied, 'sorry that our love has come to an end.'

'Love always ends after marriage. I think you hate me.'

'No, not you. I only hate your faults.'

'Then why not help me to improve? Come, let's be friends. Just give me the twenty pounds.'

'Well, here's the money. Take it.'

'Thank you. I expect I'll be away before breakfast tomorrow.'

'Must you go, Frank? Stay with me! There was a time when you used to call me darling. Now you don't care how I spend my time.'

'I must go,' said Troy, taking out his watch. He opened the back of the watch case, and Bathsheba, who happened to be looking, saw that there was a curl of hair hidden inside.

'Oh Frank!' she gasped. 'A woman's hair! Whose is it?'

Troy closed the watch immediately and replied carelessly, 'Why, yours of course. I'd quite forgotten I had it.'

'You're lying, Frank. It's yellow hair. Mine is darker.'

'Well, all right, if I must tell you, it's the hair of a young woman I was going to marry before I met you.'

'Tell me her name! Is she married?'

'I can't tell you her name, but she's single.'

'Is she alive? Is she pretty?'

'Yes to both questions.'

'How can she be pretty, poor thing, with hair that colour?'

'Her hair has been admired by everybody who's seen her. It's beautiful hair! Don't be jealous, Bathsheba! You shouldn't have married me if you didn't trust me!'

'This is all I get for loving you so much!' cried Bathsheba bitterly. 'I would have died for you when I married you, and now you laugh at my foolishness in marrying you! But you'll burn that hair, won't you, Frank, to please me?'

Troy only answered, 'I have a duty to someone in my past. Mistakes were made which I must put right. That's more important than my relationship with you. If you're sorry you married me, well, so am I!'

'Frank, I'm only sorry if you love another woman more than me,' said Bathsheba in a trembling voice. 'You like the woman with that pretty hair. Yes, it is pretty! Was she the woman we met on the road last night?'

'Well, yes. Now you know the truth, I hope you're happy.'

'You haven't told me everything. Tell me the whole truth,' she said, looking bravely into his face. 'I never thought I'd beg a man to do anything, but my pride has all gone!'

'Don't be so desperate!' said Troy crossly. He left the room.

Bathsheba was in deep despair. She knew that she had lost her independence as a woman, which she had been so proud of. She hated herself for falling in love so easily with her handsome husband, who, she now realized, could not be trusted.

The next morning Troy left the house early. Bathsheba was walking in her garden, when she noticed Gabriel Oak and Mr Boldwood deep in conversation in the road. They called to Joseph Poorgrass, who was picking apples, and soon he came along the path to Bathsheba's house.

'Well, what's the message, Joseph?' she asked, curious.

'I'm afraid Fanny Robin's dead, ma'am. Dead in the Casterbridge workhouse.'

'No! Why? What did she die from?'

'I don't know, ma'am, but she was never very strong. Mr Boldwood is sending a cart to bring her back to be buried here.'

'Oh, I won't let Mr Boldwood do that! Fanny was my uncle's maid, and mine too. How very sad to die in a workhouse! Tell Mr Boldwood that you will drive my new cart over to Casterbridge this afternoon to fetch her body. And Joseph, put flowers on the cart for poor Fanny. How long was she in the workhouse?'

'Only a day, ma'am. She arrived, ill and exhausted, on Sunday morning. She came on foot through Weatherbury.'

The colour left Bathsheba's face at once. 'Along the road from Weatherbury to Casterbridge?' she asked eagerly. 'When did she pass Weatherbury?'

'Last Saturday night it was, ma'am.'

'Thank you, Joseph, you may go.'

Later that afternoon Bathsheba asked Liddy, 'What was the colour of poor Fanny Robin's hair? I only saw her for a day or two.'

'She used to keep it covered, but it was lovely golden hair, ma'am.'

'Her young man was a soldier, wasn't he?'

'Yes, and Mr Troy knows him well.'

'What? Mr Troy told you that?'

'Yes. One day I asked him if he knew Fanny's young man, and he said he knew him as well as he knew himself!'

'That's enough, Liddy!' said Bathsheba, her anxiety making her unusually cross.



mud n. soft wet earth. 泥；淤泥。

race n. (in this story) when horse-riders compete to see whose horse is the fastest. 竞赛；比赛。

workhouse n. a home for very poor people. 济贫院。

upset adj. depressed. 不安的；不适的。

risk v. expose (sb/oneself) to danger. 使（某人）面临危险。n. possibility of meeting danger. 危险；风险。run the ～ (of doing sth) 冒可能做（某事）的危险。

hate v. feel hatred towards (sb/sth). 憎恨；憎恶。

duty n. 1 moral or legal obligation. 责任；义务。2 ～ (on sth) tax charged on certain goods, esp. on imports. 税；关税。

bury v. place (a dead body) in a grave or in the sea. 埋葬。

anxiety n. troubled feeling in the mind caused by fear and uncertainty about the future. 焦虑；担忧。anxious adj. ～ (about/for sb/sth)


14　芭丝谢芭发现真相
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夏去秋来。十月份一个星期六的傍晚，芭丝谢芭夫妇俩从卡斯特桥市场骑马回家。

“真是的，如果不是下大雨，我可以轻轻松松地挣200镑，亲爱的，”托伊说道，“我下注的那匹马在泥地上摔倒了。真是背运！”

“可是，弗兰克，”芭丝谢芭痛苦地说，“你有没有想过，一个月内你就在这要命的赛马场输掉100多镑？你这样花钱太愚蠢！你得保证不去下星期一的赛马会，行吗？”

“我去不去都没关系，我已经把钱押在星期一参赛的一匹好马身上了。别哭啊，芭丝谢芭！如果我早知道你这么谨小慎微，那我决不会——”

他没有把话说完。就在这时，他们看到一个女人向他们走来。虽然天已快黑了，可他们还是能看出她衣着破旧。

“请问一下，先生，您知不知道卡斯特桥济贫院什么时候关门？”她问道，声音中透出极度的悲伤。

托伊吃了一惊，扭过脸避开她，然后才答道：“我不知道。”

那个女人听到他说话，又抬头看看他的脸，显得既痛苦又幸福。她叫了一声，倒在地上不省人事了。

“啊，可怜的人！”芭丝谢芭喊道，“我得帮帮她！”

“别去，你骑在你的马上，把我的马拉住。”托伊一边发令，一边跳下马来，“把马牵到山顶去。”

芭丝谢芭听从吩咐走了。托伊把那女人扶了起来。

“我还以为你远走高飞了，或是死了呢！”他对她说，话语中奇怪地透着温柔，“你为什么不给我写信呢，范妮？”

“我不敢写。”

“你有钱吗？没有？我身上的钱都在这儿，不多。我现在不能再向我妻子要了。”那女人一言不发。“听着，”托伊接着说，“现在我得走了。你是要去卡斯特桥济贫院吗？好吧，就先在那里过了今晚和明天，完了我给你找个好点儿的地方。星期一上午10点我在城外桥上等你。我会尽可能多带钱。再见！”

到了山顶，芭丝谢芭转过身来，看见那女人缓缓地向卡斯特桥走去。托伊很快追上了他的妻子，脸上显得忐忑不安。

“那个女人是谁呀？”芭丝谢芭仔细端详着他的脸问。

“她对我俩都无关紧要。”他冷冷地答道。

“我想你认识她吧。”芭丝谢芭又说。

“你爱怎么想就怎么想！”他答道。接着他们默默地向前骑着。

那个女人既劳累，又生着病，对她来说，到卡斯特桥的两英里似乎特别遥远。她沿着大道停停走走。一整夜，她的眼睛都盯着目的地卡斯特桥的灯光。早上6点，她终于倒在济贫院门前，那儿的人们把她接了进去。

那天晚上，或者说第二天，芭丝谢芭和她丈夫之间都没怎么说话。但是，到了星期天晚上，托伊忽然说：“芭丝谢芭，我需要20英镑，你能给我吗？”

“啊，”她伤心地说，“准备明天的赛马吧？弗兰克，你不是说我比你的其他乐趣更令你快活吗？这才几个星期啊！你能不能不再赌马，多让人提心吊胆啊！答应你的妻子，弗兰克，说你不去了！”她那美丽的面庞能劝服大多数男人。如果托伊没有结婚，他也会动摇，但是现在，他对她的爱已有所减弱，不再对她言听计从了。

“好吧，我不用这钱去赌马，”他说，“别让我缺钱花，芭丝谢芭，要不你会遗憾的。”

“我已经有遗憾了，”她答道，“遗憾我们俩的爱情已经到头。”

“爱情总是随着婚姻而结束。你恨我了吧。”

“我不恨你，我只恨你犯的错误。”

“那干吗不帮我改正呢？来吧，咱们是好朋友。就给我20镑。”

“好吧，钱在这儿。拿着。”

“谢谢。明天早饭后我得出去。”

“你必须走吗，弗兰克？留下陪我吧！过去你总叫我亲爱的，现在你并不在乎我怎样打发时光了。”

“我必须走。”托伊说着，取出他的表来。他打开表的后盖，芭丝谢芭恰巧看见了表里藏着一绺头发。

“哎呀，弗兰克！”她叫道，“那是女人的头发？谁的呀？”

托伊赶紧合上表盖，漫不经心地答道：“怎么了，你的呗。我都快忘了这头发了。”

“你撒谎，弗兰克。那是黄头发，我的头发是深色的。”

“好啦，好啦，如果一定要说，我告诉你。那头发是我见到你以前准备娶的一个年轻姑娘的。”

“告诉我她的名字！她结婚了吗？”

“我不能说出她的名字，不过，她还是单身。”

“她还活着吗？漂亮吗？”

“活着，漂亮。”

“那可怜的人儿长着那样的头发怎么能好看呢？”

“她的头发人见人爱，真漂亮啊！别嫉妒呀，芭丝谢芭。你要是不信任我，就不该嫁给我！”

“我那么爱你，这就是你对我的报答！”芭丝谢芭痛苦地哭道，“我嫁给你的时候，愿为你而死，现在你却笑我嫁你是犯傻！你愿不愿意为了让我高兴，把那绺头发烧掉，弗兰克？”

托伊只是说：“我对以前碰到的人负有责任。我必须纠正过去所犯的错误，这比我俩之间的关系更重要。如果你后悔和我结婚，好，我还后悔呢！”

“弗兰克，我只是遗憾你爱另一个女人胜过爱我，”芭丝谢芭声音颤抖着说，“你喜欢长着漂亮头发的女人。是，很好看！她是不是昨晚咱们在路上碰到的那个女人？”

“没错，是的。现在你知道真相了，高兴了吧。”

“你并没有告诉我全部经过。快把全部真相告诉我，”她说，大胆地盯着他的脸，“我从未想过我会求一个男人做什么事，我的自尊全没了！”

“别这么不顾一切嘛！”托伊怒冲冲地说着离开了。

芭丝谢芭陷入深深的绝望之中。她知道她已失去作为一个女人的独立自主，这曾经是令她引以自豪的。她恨自己那么轻率地爱上了这位英俊的丈夫，现在她意识到这人并不可靠。

次日一早，托伊早早就离开了家。芭丝谢芭正在花园里散步，忽然注意到盖伯瑞尔·奥克和伯德伍德先生正埋头说着话。他们叫约瑟夫·普格拉斯过去，正在摘苹果的普格拉斯很快沿着通向芭丝谢芭房屋的小路走来。

“喂，约瑟夫！什么事？”她好奇地问。

“好像范妮·罗宾死了，死在卡斯特桥济贫院里了。”

“是吗！怎么死的？”

“我也不知道，太太。不过她身体本来就不结实。伯德伍德先生准备派一辆马车把她拉回来葬在这儿。”

“啊，不能让伯德伍德先生派马车，范妮是我叔叔的女仆，也是我的。死在济贫院多惨哪！你去对伯德伍德先生说，你今天下午赶我的新马车去卡斯特桥把她的遗体拉回来。还有，约瑟夫，在马车上给可怜的范妮放些花。她在济贫院待了多久了？”

“刚一天，太太。她星期天上午到那里时就有病，又累得要命。她步行穿过威瑟伯里。”

芭丝谢芭脸上立刻失去了血色。“沿路从威瑟伯里到了卡斯特桥？”她急切地问道，“她什么时候路经威瑟伯里的呢？”

“上星期六晚上，太太。”

“谢谢你，约瑟夫，你可以走了。”

下午晚些时候，芭丝谢芭问利蒂：“可怜的范妮·罗宾的头发是什么颜色？我只见过她一两天。”

“她那会儿总把头发包起来，是漂亮的金发，太太。”

“她的那个年轻男人是个士兵，对不？”

“对，托伊先生和他很熟。”

“你说什么？托伊先生对你说过吗？”

“对呀。有一天我问他认不认识范妮的男人，他说他和那人熟得不得了。”

“够了，利蒂！”芭丝谢芭说，她的焦虑不安使她异乎寻常地发起脾气。


15
Fanny's revenge

That afternoon Joseph Poorgrass was bringing Fanny's coffin back from Casterbridge. Feeling a little frightened of the dead body behind him in the cart, and depressed by the autumn fog, he stopped for some beer at a pub, where he met Jan Coggan and Laban Tall. There Gabriel Oak found the three men, completely drunk, two hours later. As Joseph was clearly incapable of driving the cart, Gabriel drove it to Weatherbury himself. On the way into the village, the vicar stopped him.

'I'm afraid it's too late now for the burial,' he said, 'but I can arrange for the body to be buried tomorrow.'

'I could take the coffin to the church for the night, sir,' offered Gabriel, hoping to prevent Bathsheba from seeing it.

But just then Bathsheba herself appeared. 'No, Gabriel,' she said. 'Poor Fanny must rest in her old home for her last night. Bring the coffin into the house.'

The coffin was carried into a small sitting-room and Gabriel was left alone with it. In spite of all his care, the worst had happened, and Bathsheba was about to make a terrible discovery. But suddenly he had an idea. He looked at the words written simply on the coffin lid—Fanny Robin and child. With a cloth Gabriel carefully removed the last two words. Quietly he left the room.

Bathsheba was in a strange mood. She felt lonely and miserable, but she had not stopped loving her husband, in spite of her anxiety about his past. She was waiting for him to come home, when Liddy knocked and entered.

'Ma'am, Maryann has just heard something...' she hesitated a little. 'Not about you or us, ma'am. About Fanny. There's a story in Weatherbury that...' Liddy whispered in her mistress's ear.

Bathsheba trembled from head to foot.

'I don't believe it!' she cried. 'There's only one name on the coffin lid! But I suppose it could be true.'

She said no more, and Liddy went quietly out of the room. Bathsheba felt almost sure she knew the truth about Fanny and Troy, but she wanted to be certain. She entered the sitting-room where the coffin lay. Holding her hot hands to her forehead she cried, 'Tell me your secret, Fanny! I hope it isn't true there are two of you! If I could only look at you, I'd know!'

After a pause, she added slowly, 'And I will.'

A few moments later, she stood beside the uncovered coffin. Staring in, she said, 'It was best to know the worst, and I know it now!' Her tears fell fast beside the dead pair in the coffin, tears for Fanny and for herself. Although Bathsheba, not Fanny, had married Troy, in death Fanny was the winner. She was taking her revenge now on Bathsheba for the difficulties she had experienced in her life.

Bathsheba forgot the passing of time as she looked at Fanny's cold white face and yellow hair, and did not realize Troy had arrived home. He threw open the door and came in. He did not guess who was in the coffin.

'What's the matter? Who's dead?' he asked.

Bathsheba tried to push past him. 'Let me out!' she cried.

'No, stay, I insist!' He held her arm and together they looked into the coffin.

Troy stood completely still when he saw the mother and baby. Little by little his shoulders bent forward, and his face showed deep sadness. Bathsheba was watching his expression closely, and she had never been more miserable. Slowly Troy knelt to give Fanny Robin a gentle kiss.

Bathsheba threw her arms round his neck, crying wildly from the depths of her heart, 'Don't, don't kiss them! Oh Frank, no! I love you better than she did! Kiss me too, Frank! You will kiss me too, Frank!'

Troy looked puzzled for a moment, not expecting this childlike cry from his proud wife. But then he pushed her away.

'I will not kiss you!' he said.

'Can you give me a reason?' asked Bathsheba, fighting to control herself. Perhaps it was unfortunate that she asked.

'I've been a bad, black-hearted man, but this woman, dead as she is, is more to me than you ever were, or are, or can be. I would have married her, if I'd never seen your beautiful face! And I wish I had married her!' He turned to Fanny. 'But never mind, darling,' he said, 'in the sight of God you are my wife!'

At these words a long, low cry of despair and anger came from Bathsheba's lips. 'If she's—that, what—am I?'

'You are nothing to me, nothing,' said Troy heartlessly. 'A ceremony in front of a vicar doesn't make a marriage. I don't consider myself your husband.'

Bathsheba wanted only to get away from him and his words. She ran straight out of the house. She stayed out all night, wrapped in a cloak, waiting for the coffin to be taken for burial. As soon as the men had taken it away the next morning, she re-entered the house, very cautiously to avoid Troy, but her husband had gone out very early and did not return.



coffin n. a long box in which a dead person is placed before burial. 棺材。

fog n. thick mist. 雾。

pub n. public house. 酒馆。

revenge n. deliberate punishment or injury inflicted in return for what one has suffered. 报复；报仇。take ～ on (sb) (for sth)

mood n. 1 state of one's feelings or mind at a particular time. 心境；情绪。2 fit of bad temper. 发脾气；情绪低落。(be) in the mood for (doing) sth/to do sth 有做某事的心思或兴致。

bend v. (cause sb/sth to) bow or stoop (in a specified direction). （使某人）弯腰；弯身。

in the sight of sb in sb's opinions. 依某人的意见；在某人看来。

ceremony n. formal act performed on a religious or public occasion. 仪式；典礼。


15　范妮的复仇
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那天下午，约瑟夫·普格拉斯把范妮的棺木从卡斯特桥运回。身后的马车上放着的尸体让他觉得有点儿害怕，秋雾也使他感到压抑，他便停下马车进一家酒馆喝啤酒。在酒馆他遇到了简·考根和拉班·托尔。两小时后，盖伯瑞尔在酒馆找到这三个人时，他们都已醉得不省人事了。约瑟夫是没法赶车了，于是，盖伯瑞尔便自己把车赶回威瑟伯里。在进村的路上，牧师拦住了他。

“现在天太晚了，恐怕不能埋了，”他说，“不过，我可以安排明天下葬。”

“我把棺木放到教堂过夜吧，先生。”盖伯瑞尔提议道，他不想让芭丝谢芭看见。

就在这时，芭丝谢芭出现了。“不行，盖伯瑞尔，”她说，“可怜的范妮应该在她的老家过上最后一夜，把棺木抬进房里吧。”

于是，棺木被抬进了一间小起居室，盖伯瑞尔独自留下守灵。尽管他小心翼翼，最糟糕的事情还是发生了，芭丝谢芭即将发现真相，这可太糟了。突然，他有主意了。他看着简简单单写在棺木盖上的字——“范妮·罗宾及孩子”，用一块布小心地把最后三个字盖住，然后悄悄离开了房间。

芭丝谢芭心情很怪。她既觉得孤单、痛苦，对丈夫的过去颇为担扰，但仍未停止对她丈夫的爱，她正在等待他回家，这时利蒂敲门进来了。

“太太，玛丽安刚刚听到点儿风声……”她犹豫了一下，“不是关于你或我们，是有关范妮的事。威瑟伯里的人们传言……”利蒂俯在她的女主人耳边耳语起来。

芭丝谢芭从头到脚都颤抖起来。

“我不相信！”她叫道，“棺材盖上只有一个名字！可这传说也可能是真的。”

她不再说什么，利蒂悄声出了门。芭丝谢芭几乎已确信范妮和托伊的事，可她还想证实一下。她走进停放棺木的那间起居室，把发烫的手放在额头，喊道：“把你的秘密告诉我，范妮！希望这不是真的，不是两个人！我要是能看你一眼，就会知道的！”

停了一会儿，她又缓慢地说：“我要看看你！”

又过了片刻，她站在揭开盖子的棺木边，一边向里看，一边说：“最好还是知道最坏的情况，现在我知道了！”她的眼泪落在棺木里那死去的两个人身边，这泪水是为范妮而流，也是为自己而流。虽然是芭丝谢芭嫁给了托伊而不是范妮，可死去的范妮才是获胜者。她活着时遭受了种种磨难，现在正在向芭丝谢芭复仇。

芭丝谢芭看着范妮那张凉冰冰的、惨白的脸，看着那黄头发，忘记了时间，也没有意识到托伊已经回家。他推开门进来，没弄明白棺材里是谁。

“怎么啦？谁死了？”他问道。

芭丝谢芭想从他身边挤过去。“让我出去！”她喊道。

“不行，待在这儿，我要你留下！”他抓住她一只胳膊，和她一起往棺木里看。

托伊看到那母亲和婴儿，呆立不动。然后他才一点一点地弯下身，脸上显出深深的悲伤。芭丝谢芭仔细观察他的表情，他可从没这样伤心过。慢慢地，托伊跪下，给范妮·罗宾轻轻一吻。

芭丝谢芭双手搂住他的脖子，从心底里大声狂喊：“别！别吻她们！噢，弗兰克，别！我比她爱你！你也得吻吻我，弗兰克！你得吻吻我，弗兰克！”

一时间，托伊十分迷惑，他没料到自己这位高傲的妻子会这样孩子般地叫喊。随后，他把她推开了。

“我不会吻你的！”他说。

“你能给我个理由吗？”芭丝谢芭问道，努力克制着自己。也许她并不该问。

“我一向是个黑了心的坏蛋，可是这个女人，这个死去的女人，对我来说比你更加重要，过去是，现在是，将来也是。我要不是看到你这张漂亮的脸，早就娶了她了！我真应该娶了她！”他转向范妮。“不过别在意，亲爱的，”他说，“在上帝的眼里，你才是我的妻子！”

听到这些话，芭丝谢芭发出一声长长的绝望而愤怒的叫声：“如果她——是，那我——是什么？”

“你什么也不是，什么都不是，”托伊狠心地说，“仅仅在牧师面前举行个仪式并不能缔造婚姻，我并不认为我是你的丈夫。”

芭丝谢芭此刻只想从他身边跑开，不去听他说的那些话。她径直跑到房子外面，身上裹着一件斗篷，在外面待了一整夜，等着棺木被抬出下葬。次日清晨，人们刚把棺木抬走，她便重新回到屋内，小心地躲避着托伊。但是，她的丈夫一大早便外出了，没有回来。


16
Sergeant Troy leaves

When Bathsheba ran out of the house the previous night, Troy first replaced the coffin lid, then went upstairs to lie on his bed and wait miserably for the morning.

The day before, on Monday, he had waited for Fanny, as arranged, on the bridge just outside Casterbridge, for over an hour. He had Bathsheba's twenty pounds and seven pounds of his own to give Fanny. When she did not come, he became angry, remembering the last time she had failed to arrive, on her wedding day. In fact she was at that moment being put in her coffin at the workhouse, but he did not know that. He rode straight to the races at Budmouth and stayed there all afternoon. But he was still thinking of Fanny, and he did not risk any money on the horses. Only on his way home did he suddenly realize that illness could have prevented her from meeting him, and only when he entered the farmhouse that evening did he discover that she was dead.

On Tuesday morning Troy got up and, without even thinking about Bathsheba, went straight to the churchyard to find the position of Fanny's grave. He continued on foot to Casterbridge to order the best gravestone available for twenty-seven pounds, which was all the money he had. Having arranged for it to be put on the grave that afternoon, he returned to Weatherbury in the evening, with a basket of flowering plants. The new gravestone was already in place, and he worked solidly for several hours in the churchyard, putting the plants carefully into the soft earth of her grave. When it started raining, however, he decided to spend the rest of the night in the shelter of the church, and finish his planting in the morning.

The rain that night was unusually heavy, and water began to pour from a broken pipe on the church roof straight on to Fanny's grave. As the earth there had only recently been dug, the grave became a kind of muddy pool. Soon the plants were floating on top of the grave, and then were washed away in the stream of water flowing through the churchyard.

When Troy woke up, stiff and still tired, he went out of the church to finish work on the grave. The rain had stopped, and the sun was shining through the red and gold autumn leaves. The air was warm and clear. As Troy walked along the path, he noticed it was very muddy, and covered with plants. Surely these could not be the ones he had planted? He turned the corner and saw the damage the heavy rain had done.

The new gravestone was stained with mud, and there was a shallow hole in the grave, where the water had poured in. Nearly all the plants had been washed out of the grave.

This strange accident had a worse effect on Troy than any of his troubles, worse even than Fanny's death. He had tried to show his love for her, knowing that he had failed to do so when she was alive. Planting the flowers was also a way of softening his feelings of sadness and guilt at her death. And now his work had been destroyed! He was too depressed to start work on the grave again. He left it as it was, and went silently out of the churchyard. A minute later he had left the village.

Meanwhile Bathsheba had spent a day and a night as a willing prisoner in a small bedroom in her house. Except when Liddy brought her food or messages, she kept the bedroom door locked so that her husband could not come in. Liddy knew there was trouble between husband and wife, but did not know the reason. On Wednesday morning she brought breakfast up to Bathsheba.

'What heavy rain we had in the night, ma'am!' she said.

'Yes, and there was a strange noise from the churchyard.'

'Gabriel thinks it was water from a broken pipe on the church roof, and he's gone there to see. Are you going to the churchyard, ma'am, to look at Fanny's grave?'

'Did Mr Troy come in last night?' Bathsheba asked anxiously.

'No, ma'am, he didn't. And Laban Tall says he saw Mr Troy walking out of the village towards Budmouth,' replied Liddy.

Budmouth, thirteen miles away! At once Bathsheba's heart felt lighter. 'Yes, Liddy, I need some fresh air. I'll go to see Fanny's grave,' she said, and after breakfast she walked almost cheerfully to the churchyard.

She saw the hole in the grave and the expensive new gravestone, but did not think it could be Fanny's. She looked round for a plain grave. Then she noticed Gabriel reading the words on the gravestone, and her eyes followed his:

This stone was put up by Francis Troy in loving memory of Fanny Robin, who died on October 9, 1866, aged 20

Gabriel looked anxiously at her to see if she was upset, but she remained calm. She asked him to fill in the hole, and have the broken water pipe repaired. Finally, to show she did not hate the woman who had caused her such bitterness, she replanted the flowers herself, and cleaned the muddy gravestone, so that the words could be read clearly. Then she went home.

Troy, meanwhile, was walking towards the south. He could not decide what to do next. All he knew was that he had to get away from Weatherbury. At the top of a hill he saw the sea, stretching for miles in front of him. Now he felt more cheerful, and decided to swim. So he climbed down the cliffs, undressed on the beach and jumped into the sea. The water was so smooth that he swam confidently out to where it was very deep. Here he was surprised and a little frightened to find that he was being carried further out to sea. He suddenly remembered that the Budmouth coast was famous for the number of swimmers drowned there every year, and he began to be afraid that he would soon be one of them. However strongly he swam, the sea pulled him further away from the coast, and he was already beginning to feel tired and breathless.

Just then he saw a small boat moving out to sea, towards a ship. With his right arm he swam, and with his left he waved wildly, shouting as loudly as he could. The sailors saw him at once, and rowed over to rescue him.



previous adj. coming before in time or order. （时间上）先的；前的。

replace v. 1 put (sth) back in its place. 将（某物）放回原处。2 take the place of (sth／sb). 代替；取代。replacement n. replaceable adj. 可更换的。

pool n. small area of still water. 水池；水坑。

float v. stay on or at the surface of a liquid and not sink. 漂浮；飘。

stain v. ～ sth (with sth) change colour of sth; make dirty marks on sth. 染污；沾污。

prisoner n. a person kept in prison, as a punishment or awaiting trial. 犯人。prison n. 监狱。

plain adj. 1 ordinary and simple. 简单的；普通的。2 clear. 清楚的；明白的。

cliff n. steep, usu high, face of rock. 峭壁；悬崖。

wave v. ～ (at/to sb) (of a person) move one's hand to and fro or up and down. 挥手；招手。

row v. propel (a boat) by using oars. 划（船）。

rescue v. save or bring away sb/sth from danger. 搭救或救出某人。


16　托伊中士离家出走
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前一天晚上，芭丝谢芭跑出屋子后，托伊把棺木重新盖好，然后上楼躺下，痛苦地等待早晨到来。

再前一天是星期一，他如约在卡斯特桥城外的那座桥上等待范妮，等了一个多小时。他拿着芭丝谢芭给的20镑和他自己的7镑，准备给范妮。她没有来，他便生气了，想起婚礼那天她也未到的情景。实际上，她此刻正在济贫院被放入棺材，而他却一无所知。他径直骑马去了巴德茅斯的赛马场，在那里逗留了一个下午。但是，他心里仍旧惦记着范妮，于是没有在赛马身上下注。走在回家的路上，他才意识到她正生病，很可能无法赴约。那天晚上他回到家后才发现她已经死了。

星期二早晨，托伊起了床，想也没想芭丝谢芭，便到教堂墓地找到了范妮的坟墓。然后，他又继续步行前往卡斯特桥，用他所有的27镑订了一块最好的墓碑并请人于那天下午送到墓旁。傍晚时，他带着一篮花苗回到威瑟伯里。他回去时，新墓碑已经安放到位。他在教堂墓地连续干了几个小时，把那些花苗栽到她坟上松软的土里。然而，天下起了雨，他决定在教堂里过夜，第二天早上把花苗继续栽完。

那晚，雨下得异常大，雨水从教堂顶上的一截破管子里径直倾泻到范妮的墓上。由于坟墓上的土是刚刚挖过的，所以坟墓变成了一个泥浆池。花苗很快漂了起来，接着又被流经墓地的雨水冲走了。

托伊一觉醒来，浑身僵直，疲惫不堪。他走出教堂准备把活儿干完。雨已停了，阳光透过金红色的秋叶。天气温暖、清爽。托伊走在小路上，看到路上很泥泞，而且满是花苗。这些花苗不会是自己栽的那些吧？他拐过弯，看到了大雨所造成的损失。

新墓碑上沾满泥土，坟墓上有一个坑，里面灌满了水。几乎所有的花苗都被冲走了。

这一异常事件对托伊的影响超过他所遇到过的任何困难，甚至超过范妮的死对他的影响。他本想表明一下自己对她的爱意，因为这点在她生前他没有能做到。栽种花苗也可以缓解一下她的死给他带来的伤感和内疚。现在他的努力竟这样毁于一旦！他沮丧至极，无法重新在墓地干活儿了，只好听其自然，默默走出了墓地。不一会儿，他便离开了村子。

与此同时，芭丝谢芭将自己在房内的一间小卧室里关了一天一夜。除了利蒂送饭、捎信外，她一直锁着卧室房门，以防丈夫进门。利蒂知道这夫妻二人在闹别扭，可又不知道为了什么。星期三早上，她又给芭丝谢芭送来了早饭。

“昨晚的雨下得可真大，太太！”她说。

“是啊，教堂墓地那边也有奇怪的声响。”

“盖伯瑞尔猜想是教堂顶上破管子里流水的声音，他到那儿察看去了。太太，你要去墓地看看范妮的墓吗？”

“托伊先生昨晚回来过吗？”芭丝谢芭急切地问道。

“没有，太太。拉班·托尔说他看见托伊先生出村向巴德茅斯去了。”利蒂答道。

巴德茅斯？13英里远哪！芭丝谢芭立刻觉得心情轻松了。“利蒂，我去。我需要新鲜空气。我要去看看范妮的墓。”她说道。吃完早饭，她几乎是心情愉快地到了教堂墓地。

她看到墓上的坑，也看到了那块昂贵的新墓碑，不过觉得那不会是范妮的。她四下观看，想找到一座简朴的坟墓，却注意到盖伯瑞尔正在念墓碑上的字，她的眼睛也跟着看下去：

谨立此碑怀念可爱的范妮·罗宾。

她于1866年10月9日逝世，年20岁。

立碑人弗兰西斯·托伊

盖伯瑞尔担忧地望着她，怕她心烦意乱，但她却保持着平静。她让他把坑填上，让人把破管子修理好。最后，为了显示她对这个使她如此痛苦的妇女并无怨恨，她亲自重栽了花苗，清洗干净满是泥土的墓碑，这样，上面的字便看得清楚了。干完这些事，她便回了家。

这时，托伊正向南面走去。他难以确定下一步该干什么，他只知道自己必须离开威瑟伯里。他在一座山顶看到了大海，在他面前绵延数英里。此刻，他的心情好了一些，于是决定去游个泳。他从山崖上下去，到海滩上脱掉衣服跳进海水里。海水十分柔滑，他信心十足地游到了很深的地方。这时，他发现自己被冲向大海，觉得既意外，又有点恐惧。他忽然记起巴德茅斯海边每年淹死的人数之多，是出了名的，他害怕自己也成为其中的一员。但是，无论他多么用力，大海还是把他推离海岸，他已经觉得疲乏、呼吸急促了。

就在此时，他看到一条小船出海驶向一艘轮船。他一边右手划水，左手狂乱地挥舞，一边大声呼喊。水手们立刻发现了他，于是划船过来把他救起来。


17
Farmer Boldwood begins to hope

When Troy did not return, Bathsheba felt neither happiness nor sadness. She had no hope for the future. She was sure that one day he would return, and spend the rest of her money. Then they would have to sell the farm. She could do nothing to prevent it.

One Saturday at Casterbridge market, a stranger came up to her. 'I must tell you, ma'am,' he said, 'your husband is dead.'

'No, it can't be true!' gasped Bathsheba. Darkness came over her eyes, and she fell. But not to the ground. Boldwood, who had been standing in a corner watching her, ran forward to catch her.

'Tell me more,' he said to the stranger, as he held the unconscious girl gently in his arms.

'The police found her husband's clothes on the beach. He must have been swimming, and drowned off the Budmouth coast.'

There was a strange excitement in Boldwood's face, but he said nothing. He carried her to a private room at the hotel, where she could rest until she felt well enough to ride home.

When she arrived home, still feeling weak and confused, Liddy had already heard the news. 'Shall we get some black clothes made for you, ma'am?' said the maid, hesitating a little.

'No, Liddy. It isn't necessary. You see, I think he may still be alive. I feel—I think I'm sure he's alive!'

But the following Monday Troy's death was reported in the local newspaper. A witness had seen him in deep water, shouting and waving for help. And when his clothes and his watch, found on the beach, were delivered to the farmhouse, Bathsheba began to doubt that he was alive. She opened the back of his watch case and took out the curl of golden hair.

'He was Fanny's and she was his,' she said to herself. 'They should be together. I mean nothing to either of them. Why should I keep her hair?' She held the curl over the fire. 'No, I won't burn it, I'll keep it in memory of her, poor thing!'

Through the autumn and winter Bathsheba's life was more peaceful. She no longer took such an interest in the farm, and very sensibly appointed Gabriel Oak her farm manager. He had already been doing the job unofficially, and now would be paid for it. At last his good qualities were being recognized. Gabriel's luck had certainly changed. Boldwood could not concentrate on farming these days either. His wheat and hay had all been so damaged by the rain that it was worthless. Weatherbury people were shocked by the changes they had noticed recently in Farmer Boldwood. Soon he himself realized that something must be done, and arranged for Gabriel to manage his farm too. So Gabriel was responsible for both the important farms in the area, while their owners sat alone in their lonely farmhouses.

After a time Boldwood started to hope that one day, if Bathsheba remarried at all, she would marry him. He tried to maintain a friendly, businesslike relationship with her, keeping his love for her out of sight, until the right moment came to propose again. He had no idea how long he would have to wait to marry her, but he was prepared to wait for the rest of his life.

The right moment did not come until the following summer when most of the Weatherbury people attended the great sheep fair at Greenhill. Gabriel was there with Bathsheba's and Boldwood's sheep, and so were both his employers. This year a travelling circus put up its tent and offered the public a horseriding show. Most of Bathsheba's farm workers were already in the tent, when Bathsheba herself arrived to see the show. At the back of the tent, behind a curtain, were the circus riders, and one of them, pulling on his boots, was Sergeant Troy.

After being rescued, Troy had decided to stay on the ship and work as a sailor, but he was not happy with this travelling life, and finally returned to England. He hesitated to go back to Bathsheba and a comfortable life on the farm. Perhaps Bathsheba would fail at farming and then he would be responsible for her. And anyway, perhaps she would not welcome him back. For the moment he was working as actor and horserider with the circus. So it was with no plans for the future that Troy found himself at Greenhill fair, dangerously close to Weatherbury.

When he looked through a hole in the curtain to see the audience, he was horrified to see his wife. She looked more beautiful than he remembered. Perhaps she would laugh at him, a nobleman's son, working in a circus! As he rode into the tent, he was careful to keep his face away from her, and remain wrapped in his cloak. She did not seem to recognize him.

When the show was over, Troy went out into the darkness. In the large tent where meals and drinks were being served, he saw Bathsheba talking to a man. Was she forgetting her husband so soon? thought Troy angrily. He decided to listen to their conversation, and knelt down outside the tent, making a little hole with his knife in the heavy cotton so that he could see the two people inside.

She was drinking a cup of tea, which Boldwood had just brought her. Troy watched her every movement. She was as handsome as ever, and she belonged to him. After a few moments Troy got up and walked slowly from the tent. He was considering what to do next.

Meanwhile Boldwood had offered to ride back to Weatherbury with Bathsheba, as it was getting late, and she accepted. Her pity for the man she had hurt so deeply made her behave more kindly towards him than was perhaps sensible. Her kindness made poor Boldwood dream of their future marriage, and suddenly, unable to stop himself, he said, 'Mrs Troy, will you marry again someday?'

'You forget that my husband's death has never been proved, so I may not really be a widow,' she said, confused. 'I've a feeling he's alive, and I'm not thinking of marrying anyone else.'

'Do you know, Bathsheba, that according to the lawyers, you can remarry seven years after your husband's supposed death, that is, six years from now? Could you—promise to marry me then?'

'I don't know. Six years is too far away. I'm bitterly sorry I behaved so stupidly towards you, but—I can promise I'll never marry another man while you want me to be your wife, but—'

'You could put right the mistake you made by promising to be my wife in six years' time!' There was wild hope in his eyes.

'Oh, what shall I do? I don't love you, but if I can give you happiness by just promising, then I will—consider—and promise—soon. Shall we say, by Christmas?'

'You'll promise at Christmas. Well, I'll say no more.'

As Christmas came nearer, Bathsheba became more anxious, and one day she confessed her difficulty to Gabriel.

'The saddest reason of all for agreeing to his proposal,' she said, 'is that if I don't, I'm afraid he'll go mad. His feelings are so extreme. I don't say that because I'm vain, but I believe I hold that man's future in my hands. Oh Gabriel, it's a terrible worry!'

'Then why don't you promise, ma'am? I don't think people would think it wrong. The only thing that makes it wrong in my view is that you don't love him.'

'That is my punishment, Gabriel, for playing that foolish trick with the valentine on him.' Gabriel had given her a reasonable, sensible answer, as she knew he would, but she felt annoyed with his cool advice. Not once had he spoken of his love for her, or said that he could wait for her too. She would have refused him of course, but at least it would have shown that he still admired her.



drown v. 1 die in water (or other liquid) because one is unable to breathe. 淹死。2 ～ sth (in sth) flood or drench sth. 淹没；浸透。

appoint v. choose sb for a job or position of responsibility. 挑选；任命。

maintain v. 1 keep sth in existence at the same level. 保持；维持。2 keep (sth) in good condition or working order. 保养；维修。

circus n. a travelling show of animals and performers. 马戏团。

curtain n. piece of material hung to cover a window. 窗帘。

audience n. group of people who have gathered together to hear or watch sb／sth. 观众；听众。

widow n. a woman whose husband has died. 寡妇。

extreme adj. (of people and their opinions) far from moderate. 偏激的；极端的。

trick n. thing done in order to deceive or outwit sb. 诡计；花招。


17　农场主伯德伍德开始盼望
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托伊出而不归，芭丝谢芭既不觉得高兴，也不感到伤心，她对将来没有什么期望。她确信他总有一天要回来，接着花她的钱。到了那时，他们只得把农场卖掉，她无法避免此事发生。

一个星期六，她正在卡斯特桥市场，一个陌生人向她走来。“我得告诉你，太太，”他说，“你丈夫死了。”

“没有，不可能！”芭丝谢芭气喘吁吁地说。她眼前一黑，倒了下去，但没有倒在地上。原来伯德伍德一直站在拐角看着她，此时跑上前来扶住了她。

“告诉我，还有什么其他消息。”他一边对那陌生人说，一边把失去知觉的姑娘轻轻揽在怀里。

“警察在海滩上发现了她丈夫的衣服，他准是在巴德茅斯岸边游泳时淹死了。”

伯德伍德脸上出现一丝不可思议的激动，但他什么也没有说。他把她抱到旅店的一间僻静房间，让她在那里休息，直至她能够骑马回家。

她到家时，仍觉得虚弱与惶惑。利蒂已经听说了这件事。“我们给你定做黑衣服吧，太太？”她有点儿犹豫地说。

“不用，利蒂。没必要。你知道吧，我觉得他可能还活着。我感觉——我想我确信他还活着！”

但是，到星期一，当地报纸报道了托伊的死讯，一个目击者曾看到他在深水中呼喊并挥手求救。人们把在海滩上发现的衣服和表送回农场时，芭丝谢芭开始怀疑他是否还活着。她把表的后盖打开，把那一绺金发取了出来。

“他属于范妮，范妮也属于他，”她自语道，“他们应当在一起的。对于他俩来说，我什么都不是。我干吗保留她的头发？”她把那绺头发举到火上，“不行，不能烧掉。我得留着纪念她，可怜的东西！”

整个秋天至冬天，芭丝谢芭的生活都较以前平静。她已不很关心农事，因为她的农场经理人盖伯瑞尔·奥克把农场经营得井井有条。他早已干起了经理人的工作，而且即将拿经理人的工资。他的好品质终于得到承认，他时来运转了。这些日子，伯德伍德的心思也集中不到农事上。他的麦子和干草遭受大雨破坏，已经一文不值了。威瑟伯里的人们对农场主伯德伍德身上发生的变化都感到震惊。很快，他自己也意识到必须采取措施了，于是他让盖伯瑞尔来替他经营农场。就这样，盖伯瑞尔经营起了这一带的两个大农场，而农场的主人们则在他们的农舍里独自端坐着。

过了一段时间，伯德伍德开始希望有那么一天芭丝谢芭如果再婚，会选择嫁给他。他努力与她保持一种公事公办式的友好关系，把自己对她的爱意掩藏起来，直至等到求婚的好时机再次到来。他不清楚要等多久才能娶她为妻，但是，他已经准备守候终生了。

直至第二年夏天，威瑟伯里的大部分人都到格林希尔参加盛大的绵羊集市时，好时机才姗姗来到。盖伯瑞尔带着芭丝谢芭和伯德伍德的羊到了集市上，他的两位雇主也来了。这一年，一个流动马戏团支起了帐篷给人们表演跑马节目。芭丝谢芭的雇工们差不多都已进了帐篷，她才赶来。在帐篷后部的幕布背后站着马戏团的骑手，其中一个正在穿靴子的，正是托伊中士。

托伊被救以后，决定留在船上当一名水手，但他又不愿过那种漂泊的生活，于是最终返回了英格兰。对于回不回芭丝谢芭身边过那种舒适的农家生活，他很是犹豫。也许芭丝谢芭不善于务农，那么他还得负责养她。无论怎样，芭丝谢芭都不会欢迎他回去的。眼下，他在这家马戏团当跑马演员。就这样，在对未来一无所知的情况下，托伊来到了格林希尔集市，处于距离威瑟伯里很近的危险境地。

他从幕布上的洞看了一眼外面的观众，却看到了他的妻子，令他颇感惊恐。她比他记忆中的更漂亮了。她如果看到他这个贵族人家的儿子在马戏团工作，一定会嘲笑他的！他骑马进入帐篷时，一直裹着斗篷，小心地把自己的脸避开她，她似乎并没有认出他来。

节目结束后，托伊来到暗处。在大帐篷里供应饭食饮料的地方，他看到芭丝谢芭在和一个男人交谈。她这么快就把丈夫忘了？托伊气愤地想。他决定听一听他们在说些什么，于是在帐篷外面跪了下来，用小刀在厚布上面割了个小洞，他便可以看到帐篷里的人了。

她正在喝茶，茶是伯德伍德刚给她端来的。托伊注视着她的一举一动。她还像以往那样好看，她属于他。过了一会儿，托伊站起身来离开帐篷，他正在考虑下一步该怎么做。

此时，伯德伍德提议与芭丝谢芭一道骑马回威瑟伯里，因为天慢慢黑了。芭丝谢芭同意了。她曾深深伤害过这个男人，因而对他怀有怜悯，于是她对他的言谈话语十分和气，或许有些失了分寸。她的和气使可怜的伯德伍德幻想起他们二人将来结婚的事。突然间他无法控制自己了，说道：“托伊夫人，你会再婚吗？”

“你忘了吧，我丈夫的死从未得到证实，所以，我可能还不是寡妇呢，”她迷茫地说，“我有一种感觉，他还活着。所以我还没有考虑嫁给任何人。”

“你知道，芭丝谢芭，依据法律，假定你的丈夫已死，那么七年之后你便可以再婚，也就是说从现在起六年以后。能不能——答应到时候嫁给我？”

“我不知道，六年的时间太长了。我十分后悔那样愚蠢地对待你，可是——我可以保证只要你还想让我做你的妻子，我就决不嫁给他人，可是——”

“你可以用保证六年以后做我的妻子来改正你所犯的错误！”他的双眼里显现出急切的希望。

“唉，我怎么办呢？我又不爱你，不过如果我保证一下就能让你幸福，那我愿意——考虑——尽快对你作出保证。到圣诞节前，怎样？”

“你要在圣诞节作出保证，好吧，那我就不再说什么了。”

随着圣诞节临近，芭丝谢芭更加忧虑起来，于是有一天，她向盖伯瑞尔坦露了她的难处。

“我接受他的求婚，最让我伤心的原因就是，”她说，“如果我不接受，那他就有可能发疯。他的感情太过狂热。我这样说并不是因为我自负，而是因为，这个人的未来掌握在我的手中。盖伯瑞尔，这事可真让人揪心哪！”

“那你为什么不答应他呢，太太？我想人们不会觉得这有什么错的。我觉得这件事情唯一不合适的一点就是你并不爱他。”

“这是对我的惩罚，盖伯瑞尔，因为我在情人节跟他开了那种愚蠢的玩笑。”盖伯瑞尔给了她一个合情合理的回答，她知道也会如此。但是，他这种冷静的忠告令她感到恼火。他不只一次地对她谈及他的爱，还说过他也可以等她。当然她也会拒绝他的，不过，至少那样会表明他仍然爱慕她。


18
Mr Boldwood's Christmas party

For months Weatherbury people had been discussing the party that Mr Boldwood was going to give just before Christmas, and now the day had finally arrived. Bathsheba was getting ready for it.

'I'm upset, Liddy, it's foolish of me, I know,' she said. 'I wish I didn't have to go to the party. I haven't spoken to Mr Boldwood since the autumn, when I promised to see him at Christmas, so I'll have to go. My black silk dress, please.'

'Surely you don't need to wear black tonight, ma'am? You've been a widow for fourteen months now. That's a long time.'

'No, if I wear a bright dress, people will say I'm encouraging Mr Boldwood. How do I look, Liddy?'

'I've hardly ever seen you look so lovely, ma'am.'

'I risk offending him if I don't go. Oh, I wish I could have continued as I've been for the last year or so, with no hopes or fears, and no pleasures and no sadness.'

'If Mr Boldwood asked you to run away with him, what would you say, ma'am?' said Liddy with a smile.

'Now, Liddy, no joking. This is far too serious. I won't marry anyone for a long time. Get my cloak. It's time to go.'

At the same time, in his farmhouse, Boldwood was also dressing. He was trying on a new coat which had just been delivered. Tonight he wanted to look his best.

Just then Gabriel entered, to report on farm business.

'Oh, Oak,' said Boldwood. 'You're invited to the party tonight, of course.'

'I'll try to come, if I'm not too busy,' said Gabriel quietly. 'I'm glad to see you looking happier, sir.'

'Yes, I confess I'm cheerful tonight. But my happiness depends on a hope. Oak, my hands are shaking. Could you help me with the buttons on this coat?' And as Gabriel came forward to help, he went on feverishly, 'Oak, does a woman keep her promise to become engaged? You know women better than I do—tell me.'

'I don't think I understand women well at all. But if she wants to put right a mistake, she may keep a promise like that.'

'I think she will,' whispered Boldwood. 'She says she can think of me as a husband seven years after Troy's disappearance.'

'Seven years,' said Gabriel, shaking his head. 'A long time.'

'But it isn't seven years!' answered Boldwood impatiently. 'It's only five years, nine months and a few days now!'

'Don't build your hopes on her promise, sir. Remember, she disappointed you once. And she's young.'

'She never promised me that first time, so she's never broken her promise to me yet. I trust her to keep her word. But let's talk business for a moment, Oak. You work so hard as my farm manager that I want you to have a larger share of the profits. I know a little about your secret. You have warm feelings for her too, but you've let me succeed in courting her! I want to show you how grateful I am for that.'

'Oh, that's not necessary, thank you,' said Gabriel hurriedly. 'I must get used to my disappointment as other men have.' He left, rather worried by Boldwood's strange manner.

Outside the front door of Boldwood's house a group of men were talking quietly.

'Sergeant Troy was seen in Casterbridge this afternoon,' said Billy Smallbury. 'His body was never found, you know, neighbours.'

'Should we tell the mistress?' asked Laban Tall. 'Poor woman! What a mistake she made in marrying him!'

Just then Boldwood came out and walked to the gate. He did not notice the men, who were standing in the darkness.

'I hope to God she'll come!' he whispered. 'Oh, my darling, my darling, why do you make me wait like this!'

They all heard his words clearly. The sound of wheels came from the road, and Bathsheba arrived. Boldwood took her into the house, and the door closed behind them.

'I didn't realize he was still in love with her!' said Billy.

'Poor Mr Boldwood, the news will be hard for him,' said Jan Coggan. 'We'll have to tell the mistress her husband's still alive. We'll go in and find the right moment to speak to her.'

But the right moment never came. Bathsheba had planned to stay at the party for only an hour, and she was in fact preparing to leave when Boldwood found her alone in an upstairs room.

'Mrs Troy, you can't go!' he said wildly. 'We've only just begun!'

'I'd like to go now. I think I'll walk home.'

'You know what I want to say to you?' Bathsheba looked silently at the floor. 'You do give it?' he said eagerly.

'Give what?' she asked, although she knew well what he meant.

'Your promise! Just a business arrangement between two sensible people who no longer think of love. To marry me in five to six years! You owe it to me!'

'I have no feeling in that matter at all,' she replied, hesitating. 'But if I must, I promise—if I'm really a widow.'

'You'll marry me in five and three-quarter years' time?'

'Let me think! I'll marry nobody else. Oh, I don't know! Is Frank really dead? Perhaps I should ask a lawyer!'

'Say the words, my dear one, and I won't speak about it anymore. A long engagement, then marriage—Oh Bathsheba! Promise yourself to me!' he begged wildly, forgetting his cool, businesslike manner. 'I've loved you so much and for so long!'

'Very well,' she said after a pause, 'I'll marry you six years from now if we're both alive and if my husband doesn't return.'

'Then wear this ring for me.' Boldwood took from his pocket a diamond engagement ring, and held it out to her.

'No, no, I can't, I don't want anyone to know!'

'Just wear it tonight, to please me!' Bathsheba could say no more, and weakly let him put it on her finger. He left her.

In a few minutes she was calmer. She put on her cloak and went downstairs. She paused at the foot of the stairs. Boldwood was standing near the fire, and he had just noticed that a group of villagers were whispering among themselves.

'What's the matter, men?' he asked cheerfully. 'Is anybody engaged or married, born or dead? Tell us the news, Tall.'

'I wish somebody was dead,' replied Laban Tall in a whisper.

'What was that, Tall?' asked Boldwood. 'Speak out, if you have anything to say.'

At that moment there was a knock on the front door. One of the men opened it. 'A stranger wants to see Mrs Troy,' he said.

'Ask him to come in,' said Boldwood.

The message was given, and Troy, wrapped up to his eyes in the cloak, stood in the doorway. Those who knew he was in the area recognized him immediately. Boldwood did not. He said, 'Come in, stranger, and have a Christmas drink with us!'

Troy entered, threw off his cloak and looked Boldwood in the face. But it was only when he laughed that Boldwood recognized the man who had destroyed his hope and happiness once and was about to do it again.

Troy turned to Bathsheba. She had dropped miserably on to the lowest stair. Her mouth was blue and dry, her eyes empty and staring. He said, 'Bathsheba, I've come here for you!' She did not reply. 'Come home with me, do you hear!' He went towards her.

A strange, thin voice, full of despair, came from the fireplace. 'Bathsheba, go with your husband!' said Boldwood.

She did not move, and when Troy stretched out his hand to pull her towards him, she fell back with a quick, low scream.

A second later there was a loud bang, and the hall was filled with smoke. At Bathsheba's cry, Boldwood's despair had turned to anger. From the wall above the fireplace he had taken a gun and shot Troy, who now lay very still. Boldwood turned the gun on himself, but was stopped by one of his men.

'It doesn't matter!' Boldwood gasped. 'There's another way to die!'

He crossed the room to Bathsheba, and kissed her hand. Then he went out into the darkness before anyone could prevent him.



invite v. ask sb in a friendly way to go somewhere. 邀请；约请。

depend v. 1 ～ on/upon sb/sth be sure, or confidently expect, that sth will happen. 坚信；信赖。2 be decided by sth. 取决于……

share n. part of a large amount which is divided among several or many people. 一份；份额。

profit n. financial gain. 利润；收益。

lawyer n. a person who is trained and qualified in legal matters, esp. a solicitor. 律师。

ring n. a small circular band of precious metal, often set with a gem or gems, worn esp. on the finger. 戒指。

fireplace n. an open space for a fire in a room, usu. made of a brick or stone and set into a wall. 壁炉。

scream n. a loud shrill piercing cry or noise. 大而尖的声音。


18　伯德伍德先生举办圣诞宴会
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几个月来，威瑟伯里的人们一直在谈论伯德伍德先生将在圣诞节之前举行的宴会，现在这一天终于来到了。芭丝谢芭正为赴宴作准备。

“我挺心烦的，利蒂。我真蠢，我知道，”她说，“真希望我能不去。去年秋天我答应圣诞节去见他，从那以后我就没和他说过什么话，所以，我是得去。请帮我穿上黑绸裙子。”

“你今晚用不着穿黑色吧，太太？你守寡已经14个月了，时间够长的了。”

“不行，我要是穿上鲜亮衣裙，人们会说我在鼓励伯德伍德先生。我看起来怎么样？”

“我还没见过你这么漂亮呢，太太。”

“如果我不去，就会得罪他。唉，真想继续过这种日子，这一年多来，既没有希望，也没有恐惧，既没有欢乐，也没有哀愁。”

“如果伯德伍德先生要你和他远走高飞，你会说什么，太太？”利蒂微笑着说。

“利蒂，别开玩笑了。这可是严肃的事。我嫁给谁都长不了。给我拿斗篷，该走了。”

这时，伯德伍德也在房里穿衣打扮。他正在试穿刚刚送到的一件新上衣。今晚，他想以最佳状态出场。

就在这时，盖伯瑞尔进来了，汇报农事进展情况。

“来，奥克，”伯德伍德说，“你今晚是一定要参加宴会的。”

“如果我不太忙，就尽量来，”盖伯瑞尔平静地说，“看到你快活起来我真高兴，先生。”

“你说得对，今晚我是快活。不过，我的快活取决于一个希望。奥克，我的手在抖。你能帮我系一下扣子吗？”盖伯瑞尔走上前来，伯德伍德接着热情地说：“奥克，女人答应订婚以后还会守约吗？你比我更了解女人——给我说说。”

“我觉得我并不十分了解女人，不过，如果她想纠正错事，可能会遵守那诺言的。”

“我想她会的，”伯德伍德轻声说道，“她说在她的丈夫消失七年以后，她可以考虑我成为她的丈夫的。”

“七年哪，”盖伯瑞尔说着摇了摇头，“时间太长了。”

“可现在不是七年了！”伯德伍德急切地说，“现在只剩五年九个月零几天了！”

“别把你的希望建立在她的许诺上面，先生。记住，她曾使你失望过一次，而且她还年轻。”

“那一次她本来就没答应过我什么，所以她也说不上违背诺言。我相信她会说话算话的。咱们还是来说说正事吧，奥克。你为我经营农场，干得这么卖力，我想让你多拿一点儿利润分成。你的秘密我也知道一点儿，你对她也怀有热情，可你却让我去追求她！我想对你表示我由衷的感激！”

“嗨，那没必要，谢谢你了。”盖伯瑞尔匆忙说道，“我也必须像其他男人一样，学着习惯这种失意。”他离开了，伯德伍德奇怪的表现令他十分担心。

伯德伍德房子的前门外，一群男人正在悄声议论。

“今天下午有人在卡斯特桥看到托伊中士了，”比利·斯莫伯里说，“没有人见过他的尸体，乡亲们。”

“咱们应不应当告诉女主人呢？”拉班·托尔问道，“可怜的女人！她嫁给他就是个大错误！”

这时，伯德伍德出来向大门走去。他并没有注意到那些人，因为他们站在暗处。

“上帝保佑，让她来吧！”他悄声自语，“哦，亲爱的，我亲爱的人，你干吗让我这样等待呢？”

他的话他们听得清清楚楚。路上传来车轮声，芭丝谢芭到了。伯德伍德将她领进房内，并关上了门。

“真没想到他还爱着她。”比利说。

“可怜的伯德伍德先生，那消息可够他受的，”简·考根说，“我们总得告诉女主人他的丈夫还活着。咱们进去，找个合适的时机告诉她吧。”

可是这合适的时机却没有出现。芭丝谢芭本来打算只待一个小时，伯德伍德在楼上房间发现芭丝谢芭一人独处时，她正准备离开。

“托伊太太，你不能走！”他狂热地说，“我们才刚刚开始啊！”

“我想现在就走，我准备走着回去。”

“你知道我想对你说什么吗？”芭丝谢芭默默地看着地面。“你真的给我吗？”他很急切地说。

“给什么？”她问道。其实她知道他所指的是什么。

“你的诺言呀！就当两个不再思想爱情的理智的人对一件事情进行安排吧。五、六年以后嫁给我！你理应这样的！”

“这件事我完全没有感觉，”她犹豫着回答，“但如果我必须保证，那我就保证——如果我真正成了寡妇的话。”

“你将在五年又九个月后嫁给我吗？”

“让我想一下！我不会嫁给别的人。唉，我也不知道！弗兰克真的死了吗？我也许应该找个律师问一问！”

“把那句话说一遍，我亲爱的人，以后我就不会再提这事了。长长的订婚期，然后再结婚——芭丝谢芭啊！答应把你给我吧！”他狂热地恳求道，忘却了他那冷静而公事公办的作派，“我真爱你，爱了这么久！”

“那好吧，”她停了一会儿后说道，“如果咱们两人六年以后都还活着，如果我丈夫到时没有回来，我就嫁给你。”

“那你就把这个戒指戴上。”伯德伍德从衣兜里摸出一个订婚钻戒，举在她的面前。

“不行，不行，我不能戴，不能让任何人知道这事！”

“就今天晚上戴一戴，只让我高兴一下！”芭丝谢芭不能再说什么，无力地让他给自己戴上了戒指。然后他便走开了。

过了一会儿，她镇静一点儿了。她披上斗篷下了楼，先是在楼梯下停了停。伯德伍德站在炉边，刚刚注意到一群村民在一旁窃窃私语。

“什么事啊，伙计们？”他兴高采烈地问道，“是不是有人订婚了，要么是结婚了？生孩子了还是有人去世了？给我们讲讲新鲜事吧，托尔。”

“我倒希望有人真的死了。”拉班·托尔低声答道。

“你说什么，托尔？”伯德伍德问道，“大点声说出来。”

正在此时，前门传来敲门声。一个人去开了门。“有个陌生人要见托伊太太。”他说。

“请他进来。”伯德伍德说。

话传了出去，托伊用斗篷齐眼遮挡着脸站在门口。知道他在这一片活动的那几个人马上便认出了他，但是，伯德伍德没有认出他来。他说：“请进来，这位陌生的人，跟我们喝一杯圣诞喜酒吧。”

托伊进了门，脱掉斗篷，盯着伯德伍德的脸。但是，直到他哈哈大笑起来伯德伍德才认出了这个人，这个毁了他的希望和幸福，现在又要来毁他的人。

托伊转向芭丝谢芭，她早已痛苦地跌倒在最后一级楼梯上。她的嘴又青又干，眼睛茫然地瞪着。他说：“芭丝谢芭，我回来找你了！”她没有回答。“跟我回家吧，听见我的话了吗！”他向她走了过去。

壁炉边传来一个奇怪的细细的声音，充满了绝望：“芭丝谢芭，跟你丈夫走！”是伯德伍德在说话。

她一动不动，托伊伸手去拉她时，她迅速发出一声低沉的叫声，向后倒去。

刹那间，只听得“砰”的一声，大厅里顿时充满烟味。原来，伯德伍德听到芭丝谢芭的叫声，心中的绝望变成了愤怒。他从壁炉上方的墙上摘下一支枪来，向托伊开了一枪。此时，托伊一动不动地躺在地上。伯德伍德又把枪对准自己，但是被一个人拦下了。

“没关系的！”伯德伍德气喘吁吁地说，“别的死法也行！”

他走到房间另一边的芭丝谢芭身边，吻了吻她的手。然后，他出门走进黑暗之中，没有人能拦得住他。


19
Bathsheba and Gabriel

Gabriel arrived at Boldwood's house about five minutes after the shooting. The villagers were all shocked and silent, but Bathsheba was sitting on the floor, calmly holding Troy's head.

'Gabriel,' she said simply, 'I'm afraid it's too late, but ride to Casterbridge for a doctor. Mr Boldwood has shot my husband.' Gabriel obeyed at once, and while riding along was thinking so hard about the shooting that in the darkness he failed to notice a man walking along the road to Casterbridge. That man was Boldwood, on his way to Casterbridge to confess to his crime.

Bathsheba ordered the body to be removed to her house, and by herself she washed and dressed her dead husband for burial. But when the doctor, the vicar and Gabriel arrived, and she no longer needed to be strong, her self-control finally broke, and she became very ill. On the doctor's advice she was put to bed, and her illness continued for several months.

At his trial the following March Boldwood was found guilty of murder, for which the usual punishment was death. However, Weatherbury people began to protest publicly that he should not be held responsible for the crime. Over the last few weeks the villagers had noticed how his moods changed from wild despair to feverish excitement. He had forgotten his farm and even lost the previous year's harvest. And a pile of carefully wrapped parcels of dresses and jewels was found at his house, addressed to 'Bathsheba Boldwood' and dated six years ahead. These were accepted by the judges as signs of his madness, and in the end Boldwood was sent to prison for life. Gabriel knew that Bathsheba blamed herself for Troy's death, and would have blamed herself even more for Boldwood's.

Her health improved only very slowly. She hardly ever went out of the house or garden, and did not discuss her feelings with anyone, even Liddy. But by the summer she was beginning to spend more time in the open air, and one August evening she walked to the churchyard. She could hear the village children inside the church practising their singing for Sunday. She went straight to Fanny's grave, and read Troy's words on the large gravestone:

This stone was put up by Francis Troy in loving memory of Fanny Robin, who died on October 9, 1866, aged 20

Underneath, on the same stone, were the words she had added:

In the same grave lies Francis Troy who died on December 24, 1867, aged 26

As she listened to the sweet voices of the children coming from the church, and thought of the pain she had experienced in her short life, tears came to her eyes. She wished she were as innocent as those children again. She was still crying when she suddenly noticed Gabriel Oak, who had come up the path on his way to the church, and was watching her sympathetically.

'Are you going in?' she asked, trying to dry her tears.

'I was,' he replied. 'I'm one of the church singers, you know, and tonight's my practice evening. But I don't think I'll go in now.' There was a pause, while they both tried to think of something to say. At last Gabriel said slowly, 'I haven't seen you, to speak to, for a long time. Are you better now?'

'Yes, I am,' she replied. 'I came to look at the gravestone.'

'Eight months ago it happened!' said Gabriel. 'It seems like yesterday to me.'

'And to me it seems like years, long years ago.'

'There's something I must tell you,' said Gabriel, hesitating. 'The fact is, I won't be your farm manager much longer. I'm thinking of leaving England, and farming in America.'

'Leaving England!' she cried in surprise and disappointment. 'But everyone thought you would rent poor Mr Boldwood's farm and manage it yourself!'

'The lawyers have offered it to me, it's true. But I'll be leaving Weatherbury next spring. I have my reasons.'

'And what shall I do without you? Oh Gabriel, we're such old friends! You've helped me so much in the past, and now that I'm more helpless than ever, you're going away!'

'It's unfortunate,' said Gabriel unhappily. 'It's because of that helplessness that I have to go,' and he walked so quickly out of the churchyard that she could not follow him.

In the next few months Bathsheba noticed miserably that Gabriel communicated with her as little as possible, and then only by messenger. She could not avoid thinking that he, the last friend she had, had lost interest in supporting her, and was about to desert her. On the day after Christmas she received the letter from him which she had been expecting. In it he explained that he would leave the farm in three months' time.

Bathsheba sat and cried bitterly over this letter. She was deeply hurt that Gabriel no longer loved her. She was also worried about having to manage the farm by herself again. She thought about it all morning, and was so depressed by the afternoon that she put on her cloak and found her way to where Gabriel lived. She knocked at the door.

'Who is it?' said Gabriel, opening the door. 'Oh, it's you, mistress!'

'I won't be your mistress much longer, will I, Gabriel?' she said sadly.

'Well, no, I suppose not.'

Because these two people, who knew each other well, were meeting in a strange place, they felt like the strangers they were when they first met, and neither spoke for a moment.

'Gabriel, perhaps I shouldn't have come, but I—I thought I must have offended you, and that's why you're going away.'

'Offended me! You couldn't do that, Bathsheba!'

'Couldn't I?' she said gladly. 'But then why are you going?'

'I'm not going to America, you know. I decided not to, when you seemed against the idea. No, I've arranged to rent Mr Boldwood's farm, and I could have been your farm manager as well, if—well—if people hadn't said things about us.'

'What?' said Bathsheba, surprised. 'What things?'

'Well, if you must know, that I'm just waiting and hoping for the chance to marry you some day.'

'Marry me! That's too foolish—too soon—to think of!'

'Yes, of course, it's foolish. I certainly agree.'

'"Too soon" were the words I used.'

'I'm sorry, but I think you said "too foolish".'

'I'm sorry too,' she replied with tears in her eyes. '"Too soon" was what I said. But it doesn't matter a bit, not at all—but I only meant "too soon". Indeed, you must believe me!'

Gabriel looked into her face for a long time. 'Bathsheba,' he said, coming closer, 'If I only knew one thing—whether you'd allow me to love you, and marry you after all—if I only knew!'

'But you never will know,' she whispered.

'Why not?'

'Because you never ask.'

'Oh!' said Gabriel delightedly. 'My darling—'

'You should never have sent me that cruel letter this morning. It shows you don't care a bit about me!'

'Now Bathsheba,' he said, laughing, 'you know very well that I had to be very careful, as a single man working for you, a good-looking young woman. I've been so worried about your good name. That's why I was going to leave.'

'And that's the only reason? Oh, I'm so glad I came!' she cried thankfully, as she got up to leave. 'I've thought so much more about you since I imagined you didn't even want to see me again. But Gabriel, I shouldn't have come to visit you! I seem to be courting you! How awful!'

'Well, I've courted you, my beautiful Bathsheba, for a very long time, so one visit from you isn't much to ask.'

As he walked back to the farmhouse with her, they talked of his plans for Boldwood's farm. They spoke very little of their feelings for each other. They were such old friends that expressions of love were probably unnecessary. Their shared interests and their long, friendly relationship had given them a complete understanding of each other's character, and this finally developed, after their wedding, into a love that nothing could destroy.



body n. dead body; corpse. 尸体。

trial n. examination of evidence in a lawcourt, by a judge and often a jury, to decide if sb is guilty. 审讯；审判。

judge n. a public officer with authority to decide cases in a lawcourt. 审判官；法官。

in the open air not inside a house. 在户外。

innocent adj. 1 knowing nothing of evil or wrong. 单纯的。2 not guilty. 无辜的；清白的。

dry v. (cause sb/sth) become dry. （使某物）变干。dry (sth) out, 完全变干；干透。

communicate v. ～ (with sb) exchange information, news, ideas, etc. 交流情况；交换消息。

messenger n. a person carrying a message. 送信者；报信者。

mean v. 1 ～ sth (to sb) (intend to) convey sth; signify sth. 意指某事。2 be a sign (that). 意味；包含。

awful adj. extremely bad or unpleasant. 可怕的；糟糕的。

develop v. ～ (sb/sth) (into sth) (cause sb／sth to) grow gradually. 发展；发育。development n.


19　芭丝谢芭与盖伯瑞尔
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枪击事件过去约五分钟后，盖伯瑞尔赶到了伯德伍德的家。村民们都被吓住了，一言不发。芭丝谢芭坐在地上，平静地捧着托伊的头。

“盖伯瑞尔，”她淡淡地说，“恐怕太晚了，请你骑马到卡斯特桥给请个医生来。伯德伍德先生向我丈夫开枪了。”盖伯瑞尔立即遵命行事，他一边骑马前行，一边满脑子考虑枪击托伊的事，所以没有注意到黑暗中有个人也在沿着大路走向卡斯特桥。那个人便是伯德伍德，准备去卡斯特桥坦白自己的罪行。

芭丝谢芭吩咐人们把尸体抬到她家，然后独自给死去的丈夫洗净、穿衣，准备埋葬。然而，等医生、牧师和盖伯瑞尔来到时，她已用不着再硬撑了，她再也无法克制自己，一病不起。遵照医生吩咐，人们把她抬到床上。她连续病了几个月。

三月份，经过审判，伯德伍德被判犯有杀人罪。这种罪通常是要处以死刑的。然而，威瑟伯里的人们公开抗议，认为他并不应对此罪行负责。在事发前几星期，人们便已经注意到他情绪的变化，原先是绝望之极，后来又激动不安。他完全置农场于不顾，甚至连头一年的收成也损失掉了。在他家，人们找到几个精心包好的包裹，装着衣服和首饰，上面写着“给芭丝谢芭·伯德伍德”，日期则是六年以后。法官们认为，这表明他已精神失常，因而伯德伍德最终被判终生监禁。盖伯瑞尔明白，芭丝谢芭在为托伊的死而自责，如果伯德伍德死了，她甚至会更加自责的。

她康复得非常之慢，几乎从未出门，也从未同任何人谈起过她自己的感情问题，包括利蒂。不过，夏天到来时，她在户外的时间多起来了。八月的一个傍晚，她走到了教堂墓地。她听见村里的孩子们正在教堂里练习星期天的祷歌。她径直走向范妮墓边，念着大大的墓碑上托伊的话：

谨立此碑怀念可爱的范妮·罗宾。

她于1866年10月9日逝世，年20岁。

立碑人弗兰西斯·托伊

在同一墓碑的下方，刻着她加上的字：

同一墓穴中安息着弗兰西斯·托伊，他于1867年12月24日逝世，年26岁。




她听着教堂里传来的孩子们甜美的歌声，想着自己这短短的生命中所经历的痛苦，不禁热泪盈眶。她真希望自己也能像那些孩子一般天真无邪。她正哭着，突然注意到盖伯瑞尔·奥克已在向教堂走来，正同情地注视着她。

“你要去教堂吗？”她边问，边把泪水擦干。

“我本来要去的，”他答道，“我是教堂唱诗班的，今晚轮到我排练。不过，我现在不想进去了。”两人都顿住了，都在尽力找话说。最后，盖伯瑞尔缓缓地说：“我好长时间没有见你，也没有和你说话了。你现在好些了吗？”

“好些了，”她回答，“我来看看这墓碑。”

“八个月以前的事了！”盖伯瑞尔说，“可我觉得好像是昨天一样。”

“我可觉得像好多好多年以前似的。”

“我有话得告诉你，”盖伯瑞尔犹豫地说，“我不能再为你经营农场了，我在考虑离开英国，去美国种地。”

“离开英国！”她喊道，既感到意外，又觉得失望，“可人们都以为你会租下伯德伍德的农场自己经营呀！”

“没错，律师们向我提过，可我到春天就要离开威瑟伯里。我有我的理由。”

“没有你我怎么办呢？盖伯瑞尔啊，咱们做了这么长时间朋友了。过去你给了我那么多帮助，现在我比任何时候都需要帮助，可你却要走了！”

“真是不幸，”盖伯瑞尔不快地说，“就是因为这种无援无助我才不得不走的。”说着，他快步走出墓地，她想跟却没能跟得上他。

接下来的几个月，芭丝谢芭痛苦地注意到，盖伯瑞尔一直尽量减少与她直接交往，最后只与她保持书信往来了。她不由得认为这个最后的朋友已不想再帮助她，并准备遗弃她。圣诞节后的一天，她收到了他的信。与她的预料一样，信中，他解释说，他将于三个月后离开农场。

芭丝谢芭拿着信坐在那里，伤心地哭了起来。盖伯瑞尔不再爱她，使她深受伤害。同时她也因自己又要管理农场而感到担忧。整个上午她都在考虑这件事情，直到下午，她深感沮丧，于是披上斗篷向盖伯瑞尔的住处走去。她敲了敲门。

“谁呀？”盖伯瑞尔一边开门，一边问道，“啊，是你呀，主人。”

“我当不了几天主人了，是不是，盖伯瑞尔？”她悲伤地说。

“嗯，是的，我想是吧。”

此时，这两个彼此相熟的人在新的地方相会，因此，他们都觉得像彼此初次见面时那样陌生，两人都一时无话。

“盖伯瑞尔，也许我本不该来，可我——我想肯定是我得罪你了，所以你才想要离开。”

“得罪我！你不会得罪我的，芭丝谢芭！”

“我不会吗？”她高兴地说，“那你为什么要走呢？”

“我不去美国了。我看你似乎不赞成我去，我就决定不去了。我已经打算租下伯德伍德先生的农场，而且，要不是人们说咱俩的那些话，我还可以给你经营农场。”

“什么？”芭丝谢芭诧异地问道，“说咱俩什么？”

“呃，如果你真要知道，我告诉你。他们说我在等待并盼望有一天找机会娶你。”

“娶我！这太愚蠢——太快了——简直无法想像！”

“当然了，是太愚蠢，我同意。”

“我是说‘太快了’。”

“对不起，我还以为你说的是‘太愚蠢’呢。”

“我也对不起你，”她两眼含着泪回答道，“我说的是‘太快了’，不过这没关系，一点儿关系都没有——我的意思只是说‘太快了’。真的，你得相信我！”

盖伯瑞尔长时间地望着她的脸。“芭丝谢芭，”他说着走近了她，“我真想知道一件事——你让不让我爱你，让不让我娶你——我真想知道！”

“可你绝不会知道的。”她悄声说。

“为什么不会？”

“因为你从来不问。”

“啊！”盖伯瑞尔喜悦地说道，“亲爱的——”

“你今天早上怎么能把那封残酷的信送给我！那说明你一点儿也不把我当回事！”

“芭丝谢芭，”他笑着说，“你非常清楚，我必须十分小心行事才行，我是个给你干活儿的单身男人，你却是个漂亮的年轻女人。我一直为你的好名声而担忧，所以我才准备走的。”

“就为这个原因？啊，我真庆幸我来了这儿，”她欣慰地喊道，说着起身准备离去，“自从我以为你不想再见到我以来，我一直在想你呀！可是，盖伯瑞尔，不应该是我来看你！倒像是我在追你！这太可怕了！”

“不对，是我在追你，漂亮的芭丝谢芭，追了你好久，所以请你来看我一次也不算多。”

他陪她走回屋去。一路上，他们谈论着他经营伯德伍德农场的打算，而关于彼此之间的感情却谈得很少。他们二人已相知很深，互相表述爱情或许已无必要。他们二人的共同利益、相互之间的长久友谊已经使他们对彼此的性格十分了解，而这种了解在他们结婚之后，又发展成了一种无坚不摧的爱情。


Exercises

A Checking your understanding

Chapter 1–5 How much can you remember? Check your answers.

1 Where was the sheep farm that Gabriel rented?

2 How much was the toll that Bathsheba refused to pay?

3 What was the name of Bathsheba's aunt?

4 How many of Gabriel's sheep died in the chalk-pit?

5 Name two of Bathsheba's farm workers at Weatherbury.

6 What was the name of the missing maid?

7 What were the words on the seal Bathsheba used for the valentine?




Chapter 6–9 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 Gabriel had a shepherd's hut at Weatherbury.

2 Boldwood believed that Troy would marry Fanny.

3 Fanny could have married Troy if she had arrived at the church on time.

4 Boldwood declared his love to Bathsheba as soon as he received the valentine.

5 Gabriel always gave honest advice.

6 Seventy of Bathsheba's sheep died from eating clover.

7 Bathsheba first met Sergeant Troy in her garden.

8 Troy had sometimes helped Bathsheba's uncle on the farm.




Chapter 10–19 Write answers to these questions.

1 How did Gabriel know that Troy never went to church?

2 Why did Bathsheba go to Bath?

3 Why did Boldwood offer Troy money?

4 Why did none of the farm workers help Gabriel save the wheat during the storm?

5 Why did Fanny die?

B Working with language

1 Complete these sentences with information from the story.

1 The peaceful routine of Boldwood's life was destroyed when...

2 Gabriel showed Fanny's letter to Boldwood although...

3 Gabriel warned Bathsheba not to...

4 Troy often asked his wife for money to...

5 Fanny took all night to walk to Casterbridge because...




2 Put together these beginnings and endings of sentences. Check your answers in Chapter 8.

1 So the next day she decided

2 They say you'll marry him

3 I cannot allow any man

4 They went on

5 You should never have

6 At last a rider could be




a sharpening their shears

b to accuse me of bad behaviour

c sent him that valentine

d before the end of the year, miss

e seen across the fields

f to ask his advice

C Activities

1 You are a newspaper reporter. Write a report either of the shooting at Boldwood's farmhouse, or of Boldwood's murder trial.

2 Write Bathsheba's diary either for the day she watched Troy's sword practice (Chapter 10) or for the day she discovered the truth about her husband and Fanny (Chapter 14).

3 What does this story tell you about farming life in England in the last century? Prepare a talk on this, with as many details as possible.

4 Compare the characters of the three men in Bathsheba's life, Boldwood, Troy and Gabriel.
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简　介

爱情未必总是幸福的历程，相爱的人也未必总是彼此善待。我们都熟知很多恋人因外来压力不能相聚的故事——有时是因为他们的家庭，有时是迫于他们所处社会的世俗习惯。

在《呼啸山庄》中，使恋人隔开的主要原因来自他们自身。这个故事中的人物，像现实世界的人们一样，有弱点——正是这些弱点导致了他们的不幸。他们高傲、自私；他们经常陷于感情纠葛之中，又不能决定自己的命运。爱情经常由于这些原因而失败，但现实生活中很少有像这个故事中所描述的这样动人心魄。




艾米莉·勃朗特（1818—1848）出生和生活于英格兰北部的约克郡，也是《呼啸山庄》这个故事发生的地方。她与她的姐姐夏洛蒂和妹妹安妮都属当时英格兰最伟大的小说家之列。
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1
Mr Lockwood visits Wuthering Heights

1801 I have just returned from a visit to my landlord, Mr Heathcliff. I am delighted with the house I am renting from him. Thrushcross Grange is miles away from any town or village. That suits me perfectly. And the scenery here in Yorkshire is so beautiful!

Mr Heathcliff, in fact, is my only neighbour, and I think his character is similar to mine. He does not like people either.

'My name is Lockwood,' I said, when I met him at the gate to his house. 'I'm renting Thrushcross Grange from you. I just wanted to come and introduce myself.'

He said nothing, but frowned, and did not encourage me to enter. After a while, however, he decided to invite me in.

'Joseph, take Mr Lockwood's horse!' he called. 'And bring up some wine from the cellar!' Joseph was a very old servant, with a sour expression on his face. He looked crossly up at me as he took my horse.

'God help us! A visitor!' he muttered to himself. Perhaps there were no other servants, I thought. And it seemed that Mr Heathcliff hardly ever received guests.

His house is called Wuthering Heights. The name means 'a windswept house on a hill', and it is a very good description. The trees around the house do not grow straight, but are bent by the north wind, which blows over the moors every day of the year. Fortunately, the house is strongly built, and is not damaged even by the worst winter storms. The name 'Earnshaw' is cut into a stone over the front door.

Mr Heathcliff and I entered the huge main room. It could have been any Yorkshire farmhouse kitchen, except that there was no sign of cooking, and no farmer sitting at the table. Mr Heathcliff certainly does not look like a farmer. His hair and skin are dark, like a gipsy's, but he has the manners of a gentleman. He could perhaps take more care with his appearance, but he is handsome. I think he is proud, and also unhappy.

We sat down by the fire, in silence.

'Joseph!' shouted Mr Heathcliff. No answer came from the cellar, so he dived down there, leaving me alone with several rather fierce-looking dogs. Suddenly one of them jumped angrily up at me, and in a moment all the others were attacking me. From every shadowy corner in the great room appeared a growling animal, ready to kill me, it seemed.

'Help! Mr Heathcliff! Help!' I shouted, trying to keep the dogs back. My landlord and his servant were in no hurry to help, and could not have climbed the cellar steps more slowly, but luckily a woman, who I supposed was the housekeeper, rushed into the room to calm the dogs.

'What the devil is the matter?' Mr Heathcliff asked me rudely, when he finally entered the room.

'Your dogs, sir!' I replied. 'You shouldn't leave a stranger with them. They're dangerous.'

'Come, come, Mr Lockwood. Have some wine. We don't often have strangers here, and I'm afraid neither I nor my dogs are used to receiving them.'

I could not feel offended after this, and accepted the wine. We sat drinking and talking together for a while. I suggested visiting him tomorrow. He did not seem eager to see me again, but I shall go anyway. I am interested in him, even if he isn't interested in me.

*　　*　　*

Two days later　Yesterday afternoon was misty and bitterly cold, but I walked the four miles to Wuthering Heights and arrived just as it was beginning to snow. I banged on the front door for ten minutes, getting colder and colder. Finally Joseph's head appeared at a window of one of the farm buildings.

'What do you want?' he growled.

'Could you let me in?' I asked desperately.

He shook his head. 'There's only Mrs Heathcliff indoors, and she won't open the door to you.'

Just then a young man appeared and called me to follow him. We went through the back door and into the big room where I had been before. I was delighted to see a warm fire and a table full of food. And this time there was a woman sitting by the fire. She must be Mrs Heathcliff, I thought. I had not imagined my landlord was married. She looked at me coldly without saying anything.

'Terrible weather!' I remarked. There was silence.

'What a beautiful animal!' I tried again, pointing to one of the dogs that had attacked me. She still said nothing, but got up to make the tea. She was only about seventeen, with the most beautiful little face I had ever seen. Her golden wavy hair fell around her shoulders.

'Have you been invited to tea?' she asked me crossly.

'No, but you are the proper person to invite me,' I smiled.

For some reason this really annoyed her. She stopped making the tea, and threw herself angrily back in her chair. Meanwhile the young man was staring aggressively at me. He looked like a farm worker, but seemed to be part of the family. I did not feel at all comfortable. At last Heathcliff came in.

'Here I am, sir, as I promised!' I said cheerfully.

'You shouldn't have come,' he answered, shaking the snow off his clothes. 'You'll never find your way back in the dark.'

'Perhaps you could lend me a servant to guide me back to the Grange?' I asked.

'No, I couldn't. There aren't any servants here except Joseph and the housekeeper. Get the tea ready, will you?' he added fiercely to the young woman. I was shocked by his unpleasantness.

We sat down to eat. I tried to make conversation with the three silent people round the table.

'How happy you must be, Mr Heathcliff,' I began, 'in this quiet place, with your wife and—'

'My wife! My wife's ghost, you mean?'

I suddenly realized I had made a serious mistake. So his wife was dead! Of course he was too old to be married to that young girl. She must be married to the young man next to me, who was drinking his tea out of a bowl and eating his bread with unwashed hands. Perhaps the poor girl had found no one better to marry in this uninhabited area. I turned politely to the young man.

'Ah, so you are this lady's husband!' This was worse than before. His face went red, and he seemed only just able to stop himself hitting me. He muttered something I could not hear.

'Wrong again, Mr Lockwood,' said Mr Heathcliff. 'No, her husband, my son, is dead. This,' he added, looking scornfully at the young man, 'is certainly not my son.'

'My name is Hareton Earnshaw,' growled the young man.

We finished our meal in silence, and when I looked out of the window, all I could see was darkness and snow.

'I don't think I can get home without a guide,' I said politely. No one answered me. I turned to the woman.

'Mrs Heathcliff,' I begged, 'What can I do? Please help me!'

'Take the road you came on,' she replied without interest, opening a book. 'That's the best advice I can give.'

'Mr Heathcliff, I'll have to stay here for the night!' I told him.

'I hope that will teach you not to walk over the moors in bad weather,' he answered. 'I don't keep guest bedrooms. You can share a bed with Hareton or Joseph.'

I was so angry with them all that I could not stay there a moment longer, and rushed out into the darkness. I saw Joseph by the back door, caught hold of the lamp he was carrying, and ran with it to the gate. But the dogs chased after me and attacked me, and I was soon knocked to the ground. Heathcliff and Hareton stood at the door, laughing, as I shouted at the dogs and tried to get up. In the end I was again rescued by the housekeeper, Zillah, who ordered away the dogs and helped me to my feet.

I was so bruised and exhausted that I did not feel strong enough to walk home, and although I did not want to, I had to spend the night at Wuthering Heights. Nobody wished me goodnight, as Zillah took me upstairs to find a bed for me.



landlord n. man who has a house and lets people live there, for money. 男房东。

scenery n. a view or views of natural features, especially in open country. 风景。

cellar n. room in the ground under a house. 地窖。

description n. saying what something or someone is like. 描绘。

moor n. open, rough land on hills. 荒野。

gipsy n. someone with dark hair and eyes who lives in a caravan and never stays long in one place. 吉普赛人。

shadowy adj. not clear. 幽暗的。

even if although. 即使。

misty adj. with sort of thin cloud near the ground. 有雾的。

bitterly adv. very coldly. 严寒的。

wavy adj. bent. 卷曲的。

annoy v. make someone rather angry. 使生气。

aggressive adj. always ready to quarrel or attack. 爱挑衅的。agressively adv.

conversation n. informal talk in which people exchange news, thoughts, etc. 交谈。

mutter v. say words in a low voice. 咕哝。

scornful adj. with no respect. 轻蔑的。

rescue v. save someone or something from danger. 救出。

exhausted adj. very tired. 精疲力尽的。


1　洛克伍德先生造访呼啸山庄

[image: alt]

1801年

我刚刚拜访我的房东希斯克利夫先生回来。我喜欢从他那儿租来的那座房子。画眉山庄无论离哪个村镇都有数英里之遥，正合我的心意。约克郡这儿的风景太美了！

希斯克利夫先生实际上是我唯一的邻居，我觉得他的性情与我相仿。他也不喜欢人群。

在通向他房子的院门前我见到了他。“我姓洛克伍德，”我说道，“我租用着您的画眉山庄。我是来同您打个招呼的。”

他没说话，却皱了一下眉头，不太愿意让我进去。但待了一会儿又决定请我进屋。

“约瑟夫，牵走洛克伍德先生的马！”他喊道，“到地窖里拿些酒上来！”约瑟夫是个很老的仆人，脸上表情乖戾。牵马时气鼓鼓地看了我一眼。

“上帝保佑！来了客人！”他自言自语地嘟囔着。我想可能再没有别的仆人了。看来希斯克利夫先生几乎从不接待客人。

他的房子叫呼啸山庄。意思是“狂风肆虐的山丘上的房子”，名字起得恰如其分。房子周围的树不是直着长，而是被常年累月里从荒原过来的北风吹弯了。好在房子造得结实，即使是冬天最烈的风暴也毁不了。房子正门的一块石头上刻着“欧肖”这个名字。

希斯克利夫先生和我进到极大的正房。它很像是约克郡一个普通农家的厨房，只是没有做饭的迹象，桌旁也没坐着农夫。希斯克利夫先生看上去显然不像个农夫，他的头发和皮肤是深色的，像吉卜赛人，但有绅士的派头。他还能对自己的外表再多上点儿心，但已经算得上英俊了。我觉得他很高傲，而且郁郁寡欢。

我们在火旁坐下，都没说话。

“约瑟夫！”希斯克利夫先生高声喊道。地窖里没有回答，于是他钻了下去，只剩下我单独和几条恶狗在一起。突然其中一条气势汹汹地跳起来扑向我，随即其他的几条也都攻向我。这大屋子的每个阴暗角落都蹿出一条嗥叫的恶兽，一副要杀了我的架势。

“救命呀！希斯克利夫先生！救命！”我一边竭力不让狗近身，一边高声喊道。我的房东和他的仆人根本不急于来解救我，不慌不忙地从地窖的楼梯往上爬。但幸运的是有个女人，我猜她是这儿的女管家，冲进屋里把狗制服了。

“搞什么鬼？”希斯克利夫先生无礼地问我道，这时他终于进了屋。

“是您的狗，先生！”我回答，“您不应该把一个生人撇下，和它们在一起。它们很危险。”

“好了，好了，洛克伍德先生，喝点酒。我们这儿不常来生人，恐怕我和我这些狗都不知道怎么接待客人。”

这么一来我倒没了被冒犯的感觉，接过了酒。我们坐在一起边喝边聊了一会儿。我提议明天再来拜访他。他对再见我似乎并没有热情，但无论如何我也得去。我对他很有兴趣，虽然他对我没有。

两天后

昨天下午有雾，天气阴冷，但我走了四英里去呼啸山庄，刚到就开始下雪了。我在前门使劲儿敲了10分钟，觉得越来越冷。最后约瑟夫终于从一间农舍的窗子里探出头来。

“你想干什么？”他吼道。

“你能让我进去吗？”我绝望地问。

他摇了摇头。“只有希斯克利夫夫人在家，她不会给你开门的。”

就在这时出现了一个年轻人，叫我跟他走。我们从后门进了我曾去过的那间大屋。看到暖暖的一炉火和一张摆满饭菜的桌子，我精神一振。这次有一个女人坐在火旁。我猜她一定就是希斯克利夫夫人了。我没料到我的房东已有家室。她冷冰冰地看着我，一声没吭。

“这坏天气！”我说。还是沉默。

“真是条好狗！”我指着攻击过我的一条狗，又试探了一次。她还是没说话，却起身沏茶。她只有17岁上下，一张脸蛋儿是我所见过的最美的。她波浪般的金发披在肩上。

“有人请你来喝茶吗？”她别扭地问了我一句。

“不，但您可以请我，”我微笑着说。

这话不知为何让她真的有些不悦。茶也不沏了，怒气十足地一屁股坐回她的椅子。同时，那个年轻人也挑衅似地盯着我。他看起来像个农场做工的，但又似乎是这个家庭的成员。我觉得很不自在。最后希斯克利夫终于进来了。

“我来了，先生，我说过我要来的！”我高高兴兴地说。

“你不该来，”他回答，一边抖落衣服上的雪，“天黑了你别想找到回去的路。”

“也许您能派个仆人领我回画眉山庄？”我问道。

“不，我做不到。这儿除了约瑟夫和女管家就没有仆人了。把茶沏好，行吗？”他蛮横地对那个年轻女人加了一句。他的不悦让我大吃一惊。

我们坐下开始进餐。我试着同桌边这三个默不作声的人搭话。

“您该有多幸福啊，希斯克利夫先生，”我说道，“在这个宁静的地方，与您的夫人和……”

“我的夫人！你指的是我夫人的灵魂吗？”

突然间我意识到我犯了个严重的错误。原来他的夫人已经死了！他这个年龄当然不会娶那么年轻的姑娘。她嫁的一定是我旁边的这个年轻人，他正从碗里喝茶，用来吃面包的手也没有洗。也许这可怜的姑娘在这人烟稀少的地方也找不到更好的人可嫁了。我恭敬地转向那年轻人。

“啊，原来您是这位夫人的丈夫！”这一下比刚才更糟。他的脸红了，似乎差点儿就忍不住要揍我。他嘟囔了些什么，但我没听清。

“又错了，洛克伍德先生，”希斯克利夫先生说，“不，她的丈夫，我儿子，已经死了。这位，”他边讥讽地看着那年轻人，边补充道，“当然不是我的儿子。”

“我叫哈里敦·欧肖。”年轻人吼道。

我们在沉默中吃完了饭，这时我往窗外望去，能看到的只是一片黑暗和雪花。

“我想，没有向导我回不了家的。”我礼貌地说。没人理睬我的话。我转向那女人。

“希斯克利夫夫人，”我恳求道，“我能怎么办？请帮帮我！”

“顺着你来的原路回去，”她毫不关心地回答，同时打开了一本书，“这是我能给你的最好的建议。”

“希斯克利夫先生，我不得不在这儿过夜了！”我告诉他。

“我希望你能接受这个教训，天气不好时别到荒原上走，”他回答，“我没为客人准备卧室。你可以同哈里敦或约瑟夫睡一张床。”

我对他们几个简直是怒不可遏，在这儿我一会儿也待不下去了，当即冲出门，到了黑暗之中。我看见约瑟夫在后门那儿站着，于是一把抓过他手里的那盏灯，拿着奔大门跑去。但那些狗追着攻向我，我很快就被击倒在地上。在我对着狗高声呵斥，试图站起来，希斯克利夫和哈里敦却站在门前笑着。最后，又是女管家齐拉救了我，她叱退了狗，扶我站起来。

我浑身是伤，精疲力竭，感觉没力气走回家，虽然我不想留下，但不得不在呼啸山庄过夜了。齐拉带我上楼为我找张床的时候，谁也没对我说晚安。


2
Catherine Earnshaw's room

1801 'Quietly, sir!' whispered the housekeeper, as we climbed up the dark stairs. 'My master will be angry if he discovers which bedroom you're sleeping in. For some reason he doesn't want anyone to sleep there, I don't know why. They're strange people in this house, you know. Here's the room, sir.'

But I was too tired to listen. 'Thank you, Zillah,' I said, and, taking the candle, I entered the room and closed the door.

The only piece of furniture in the large, dusty bedroom was a bed, placed next to the window. There were heavy curtains which could be pulled around it, to hide the sleeper from anyone else in the room. Looking inside the curtains I saw a little shelf full of books, just under the window. I put my candle down on the shelf, and dropped thankfully on to the bed. I closed the curtains around the bed, and felt safe from Heathcliff and everyone else at Wuthering Heights.

I noticed that there were names written on the wall in childish handwriting—Catherine Earnshaw, Catherine Heathcliff and Catherine Linton. Then I fell asleep, but I was woken very suddenly by a smell of burning. My candle had fallen on to a Bible on the shelf and was burning it. When I opened the Bible to see if it was damaged, I found that wherever there was an empty page, or half a page, someone had written on it, and on the first page was written 'Catherine Earnshaw's diary, 1776'. Who was the girl who had slept in this bed, written her name on the wall, and then written her diary in the Bible, twenty-five years ago? I read it with interest.

'How I hate my brother Hindley!' it began. 'He is so cruel to poor Heathcliff. If only my father hadn't died! While he was alive, Heathcliff was like a brother to Hindley and me. But now Hindley and his wife Frances have inherited the house and the money, and they hate Heathcliff. That horrible old servant Joseph is always angry with Heathcliff and me because we don't pray or study the Bible, and when he tells his master, Hindley always punishes us. I can't stop crying. Poor Heathcliff! Hindley says he is wicked, and can't play with me or eat with me any more.'

My eyes were beginning to close again and I fell asleep. Never before had I passed such a terrible night, disturbed by the most frightening dreams. Suddenly I was woken by a gentle knocking on the window. It must be the branch of a tree, I thought, and tried to sleep again. Outside I could hear the wind driving the snow against the window.

But I could not sleep. The knocking annoyed me so much that I tried to open the window. When it did not open, I broke the glass angrily and stretched out my hand towards the branch. But instead, my fingers closed around a small, ice-cold hand! It held my hand tightly, and a voice cried sadly, 'Let me in! Let me in!'

'Who are you?' I asked, trying to pull my hand away.

'Catherine Linton,' it replied. 'I've come home. I lost my way!' There seemed to be a child's face looking in at the window.

Terror made me cruel. I rubbed the creature's tiny wrist against the broken glass so that blood poured down on to the bed. As soon as the cold fingers let go for a moment, I pulled my hand quickly back, put a pile of books in front of the broken window, and tried not to listen to the desperate cries outside.

'Go away!' I called. 'I'll never let you in, not if you go on crying for twenty years!'

'It is almost twenty years!' replied the sad little voice. 'I've been out here in the dark for nearly twenty years!' The hand started pushing through the window at the pile of books, and I knew it would find me and catch hold of me again. Unable to move, I stared in horror at the shape behind the glass, and screamed.

There were rapid footsteps outside my bedroom door, and then I saw the light of a candle in the room.

'Is anyone here?' whispered Heathcliff. He could not see me behind the curtains, and clearly did not expect an answer. I knew I could not hide from him, so I opened the curtains wide.

I was surprised by the effect of my action. Heathcliff dropped his candle and stood without moving, his face as white as the wall behind him. He did not seem to recognize me.

'It's only your guest, Lockwood,' I said. 'I'm sorry, I must have had a bad dream and screamed in my sleep.'

'To the devil with you, Mr Lockwood!' growled my landlord. 'Who allowed you to sleep in this room? Who was it?'

'It was your housekeeper, Mr Heathcliff,' I said, quickly putting my clothes on. 'And I'm angry with her myself! No one can sleep in a room full of ghosts!'

'What do you mean?' asked Heathcliff, looking suddenly very interested. 'Ghosts, you say?'

'That little girl, Catherine Linton, or Earnshaw, or whatever her name was, must have been wicked! She told me she had been a ghost for nearly twenty years. It was probably a punishment for her wickedness!'

'How dare you speak of her to me?' cried Heathcliff wildly. But as I described my dream, he became calmer, and sat down on the bed, trembling as he tried to control his feelings.

'Mr Lockwood,' he said finally, brushing a tear from his eye, 'you can go into my bedroom to sleep for the rest of the night. I'll stay here for a while.'

'No more sleep for me tonight,' I replied. 'I'll wait in the kitchen until it's daylight, and then I'll leave. You needn't worry about my visiting you again either. I've had enough company for a long time.'

But as I turned to go downstairs, my landlord, thinking he was alone, threw himself on the bed, pushed open the window and called into the darkness. 'Come in! Come in!' he cried, tears rolling down his face. 'Catherine, do come! My darling, hear me this time!'

But only the snow and wind blew into the room.

How could my dream have produced such madness? I could not watch his suffering any more, and went downstairs.

I waited in the kitchen until it was light enough outside for me to find my way through the deep snow back to Thrushcross Grange. The housekeeper there, Ellen Dean, rushed out to welcome me home. She thought I must have died in the previous night's snowstorm. With a warm fire, and a hot meal, I began to recover from my unpleasant experiences.

After my stay at Wuthering Heights, I thought I would never want to speak to any human being again, but by the end of the next day I was beginning to feel lonely. I decided to ask Mrs Dean to sit with me after supper.

'How long have you lived in this house?' I asked her.

'Eighteen years, sir. I came here early in 1783 when my mistress was married, to look after her. And when she died, I stayed here as housekeeper.'

'Who was your mistress?' I asked.

'Her name was Catherine Earnshaw,' she replied.

'Ah, my ghostly Catherine,' I muttered quietly to myself.

'She married Mr Edgar Linton, a neighbour,' added Mrs Dean, 'and they had a daughter, Cathy, who married Mr Heathcliff's son.'

'Ah, so that must be the widow, young Mrs Heathcliff at Wuthering Heights!'

'That's right, sir. Did you see her? I looked after her as a baby, you know. How is she? I do want to know.'

'She looked very well, and very beautiful. But I don't think she's happy.'

'Oh, poor thing! And what did you think of Mr Heathcliff?'

'He's a rough, hard man, Mrs Dean. But I'm very interested in him. Tell me more about him.'

'Well, he's very rich, of course, and mean at the same time. He could live here at Thrushcross Grange, which is a finer house than Wuthering Heights, but he would rather receive rent than live comfortably. But I'll tell you the whole story of his life, as much as I know, that is, and then you can judge for yourself.'



discover v. to find out. 找到，发现。

candle n. stick of wax that gives light when it burns. 蜡烛。

Bible n. the holy book of the Christians and the Jews. 《圣经》。

damage v. break or hurt something. 毁坏。

inherit v. receive a house, money, title, etc. from someone who has died. 继承。

punish v. make someone suffer because he has done wrong. 惩罚，处罚。

disturb v. stop someone thinking or working well. 打搅，扰乱。

stretch out v. straighten (the limbs or body) to full length. 伸开四肢。

desperate adj. having no hope and ready to do any wild or dangerous thing. 绝望的，拼命的。

in horror great fear. 恐惧。

scream v. cry out loudly. 尖叫。

growl v. make a low, angry sound in the throat. 怒吼。

tremble v. shake because you are afraid, cold, weak, etc. 发抖。

previous adj. of an earlier time. 先前的，早先的。

mistress n. a woman who is in control (of a family, school, etc.) 女主人，主妇。

widow n. woman whose husband is dead. 寡妇。


2　凯瑟琳·欧肖的房间
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1801年

“别出声，先生！”我们爬上黑暗的楼梯时女管家轻声对我说。“如果我的主人发现你睡在那间卧室，他会生气的。因为某些原因，他不愿任何人睡在那儿，我不知为什么。这座房子里尽是怪人，这你知道。就是这个房间，先生。”

但我太累了，也没顾得上听。“谢谢，齐拉。”我说，然后拿着蜡烛，进了房间，关上门。

这是一间很大的卧室，积满灰尘，唯一的家具就是那张靠窗放着的床。有几重厚厚的帘子，拉起来可以把床围住，这样房里的其他人就看不见睡觉的人了。我往帘子里头看了一眼，看到窗子的正下方有一个装满了书的架子。我把蜡烛放到架子上，心满意足地躺上了床。我把床的围帘拉上，有一种与希斯克利夫和呼啸山庄所有其他人隔开的安稳感觉。

我注意到墙上写着些名字，笔迹很幼稚——凯瑟琳·欧肖，凯瑟琳·希斯克利夫和凯瑟琳·林顿。然后我就睡着了，但突然我被一阵着火的味儿呛醒了。是蜡烛倒在了架子上的一本《圣经》上，正烧着呢。当我打开那本《圣经》看有没有烧坏时，发现凡是有空白页，或半页空白的地方都写满了字，而第一页上就写着“凯瑟琳·欧肖的日记，1776年”。25年前在这床上睡过、在墙上写上自己的名字，然后又在《圣经》上写日记的姑娘是谁？我饶有兴致地读了下去。

“我恨死我哥哥亨德雷了！”日记开始写道，“他对可怜的希斯克利夫太凶了。如果我爸爸还没过世该多好！他活着的时候，希斯克利夫就像是我和亨德雷的兄弟一般。但现在亨德雷和他老婆弗朗西丝继承了房子和财产，而他们恨希斯克利夫。约瑟夫那可恶的老仆人又总是因为希斯克利夫和我不祈祷或不读《圣经》而对我们吹胡子瞪眼，当他状告到主人那儿，亨德雷肯定要惩罚我们。我止不住要哭。可怜的希斯克利夫！亨德雷说他邪性，再也不让他跟我一起玩儿，不让他跟我一起吃饭。”

我的眼睛又慢慢合上，睡着了。在这以前我从来没有经历过那么可怕的一夜，被最令人恐惧的梦魇烦扰着。突然间我被窗子上轻轻的敲击声弄醒了，一定是树枝的缘故，我想，打算接着再睡。我能听到外面风卷着雪花打在窗子上的声音。

但我无法入睡。敲击声太让人心烦，我试图打开窗户。窗子打不开，于是我恼怒地砸碎了玻璃向外伸手去够那根树枝。但树枝没够着，却抓住了一只冰凉的小手！小手紧紧抓着我的手，一个声音哭诉道，“让我进去！让我进去！”

“你是谁？”我问道，想把手抽回来。

“凯瑟琳·林顿，”它回答，“我回家了！我迷路了！”似乎有一张孩子的脸由窗外探进来。

恐惧使我心狠起来。我把那小东西细小的手腕儿在破玻璃上拉来拉去，直到血淌到了床上。那冰冷的手指一放松，我就赶紧把手抽了回来，在窗子缺口前堆了一摞书，尽量不去听外面那苦苦哀求的声音。

“滚开！”我嚷道，“我决不会让你进来的，再叫20年也没用！”

“已经快有20年啦！”那凄楚孱弱的声音回答道。“我流落在外面这黑暗里已经将近20年啦！”那只手开始伸过窗子的破口来推那摞书，我知道它会找到我而且又会抓住我的。我一动不能动，惊恐地盯着玻璃后面的影子，放声尖叫起来。

我的卧室门外很快就传来了急促的脚步声，然后就看到房间里有了烛光。

“有人吗？”希斯克利夫低声问。我在帘子后面，他看不见，因而显然不指望会有人回答。我知道自己躲不过他了，就把帘子拉开了。

我这个动作的后果让我吃了一惊。希斯克利夫手里的蜡烛掉了，呆呆地站在那儿，他的脸煞白得像他身后的墙。他好像没认出我来。

“我不过是您的客人，洛克伍德啊，”我说，“对不起，想必我做了个恶梦，在睡梦中尖叫出来了。”

“见鬼去吧，洛克伍德先生！”我的房东咆哮道，“谁允许你睡在这房间的？是谁？”

“是您的女管家，希斯克利夫先生，”我说，同时很快地穿上了衣服。“我也很生她的气！没人能睡在这满是鬼魂的房间！”

“你什么意思？”希斯克利夫问，突然露出很感兴趣的样子。“鬼魂，你说？”

“那个小姑娘，凯瑟琳·林顿，或欧肖，或不管她叫什么，一定是个邪种！她告诉我她已经做了将近20年的鬼了。这可能就是对她邪恶的惩罚！”

“你怎么竟敢对我说起她来？”希斯克利夫狂怒地高声叫道。但随着我描述着梦境，他开始平静下来，在床边坐下，颤抖着，试图控制他的情绪。

“洛克伍德先生，”最后他开腔了，一边抹去他眼里的一滴泪，“后半夜你可以去我的卧室睡。我要在这儿待一会儿。”

“今晚我没法再睡了，”我回答，“我要到厨房坐到天亮，然后就走。您也不必担心我会再来拜访您了。就这伴儿已够折腾我好一阵子了。”

当我转身下楼时，我的房东以为只剩他自己了，一头倒在床上，推开窗户，对着黑暗喊叫起来。“进来吧！进来吧！”他哭喊着，眼泪顺着他的脸淌下来。“凯瑟琳，来吧！我的爱人，这次你听到我了吧！”

但只有雪花和着风吹进房来。

我的梦怎么会让他如此疯狂？我不忍再看他凄苦的样子，下楼去了。

我在厨房等着，直到外面的天光能使我在深深的雪地里找到回画眉山庄的路。画眉山庄的女管家，艾伦·迪恩，赶出来迎接我。她以为我一定在头一夜的暴风雪中死了呢。烤着暖暖的一炉火，吃了一顿热乎乎的饭菜，我开始从我不快的经历中恢复了过来。

打我在呼啸山庄过了一夜之后，我想我再也不会同任何人说话了，但到了第二天后半晌我又开始觉得孤单。我决定让迪恩夫人在晚饭后陪我坐一会儿。

“你在这房子里住了多久啦？”我问她。

“18年啦，先生。我是在1783年初我的女主人结婚时来这儿的，来照顾她。她死后，我就做了这儿的女管家。”

“你的女主人是谁？”我问。

“她名叫凯瑟琳·欧肖。”她回答。

“啊，我的鬼魂凯瑟琳。”我喃喃地自语道。

“她嫁给了艾加·林顿先生，一个邻居，”迪恩夫人补充说，“后来他们生了个女儿，凯茜，嫁给了希斯克利夫先生的儿子。”

“哦，一定就是那个寡妇，呼啸山庄里年轻的希斯克利夫夫人！”

“对，先生。您见到她了吗？她小时候是我看的，您知道。她怎么样？我真的很想知道。”

“她看上去很好，非常漂亮。但我觉得她并不开心。”

“噢，可怜的人儿！那您觉得希斯克利夫先生怎么样？”

“他是个粗暴、苛刻的人，迪恩夫人。但我对他挺有兴趣。给我再说些他的事。”

“嗯，他很富有，但也很吝啬。他本可以住在画眉山庄，这儿房子要比呼啸山庄好，但他宁愿收租金也不愿住得舒坦。我会给您讲所有有关他的事儿，就是尽我所知的，然后您就可以自己判断了。”


3
Ellen Dean's story—Catherine and Heathcliff as children

1770 When I was a child, I was always at Wuthering Heights, because my mother was a servant with the Earnshaw family. They are a very old family who have lived in that house for centuries, as you can see from their name on the stone over the front door. I grew up with Catherine and Hindley Earnshaw, and we three played together as children.

One day, their father Mr Earnshaw came back from a long journey. He had travelled sixty miles to Liverpool and back on business, and was very tired.

'Look what I've brought you!' he told us all, unwrapping something he was holding carefully in his arms. Catherine and Hindley were expecting presents, and they rushed eagerly to see what it was. They were very disappointed to see only a dirty, black-haired gipsy child.

'I found him all alone in the busy streets of Liverpool,' Mr Earnshaw explained to them, 'and I couldn't leave him to die. He can sleep in your room.' But Hindley and Catherine were angry because they had not received any presents, and refused to let the strange child share their room. However Mr Earnshaw insisted, and little by little the boy became accepted by the family. He was called Heathcliff, as a first and last name. No one ever discovered who his parents had been.

Catherine and he became great friends, but Hindley hated him, and was often cruel to him. Old Mr Earnshaw was strangely fond of this gipsy child, and frequently punished his son for behaving badly to Heathcliff. Hindley began to be jealous of his father's feelings for Heathcliff, and saw them both as enemies.

This situation could not last. As Mr Earnshaw grew old and ill, Heathcliff became even more his favourite, and Hindley often quarrelled with his father. When Hindley was sent away to study, I hoped that we would have peace in the house. But then it was that old servant Joseph who caused trouble. He tried to persuade his master to be stricter with the children, and was always complaining that Heathcliff and Catherine did not spend enough time studying the Bible or attending church services.

Catherine was a wild, wicked girl in those days. We had to watch her every moment of the day, to stop her playing her tricks on us. She was proud, and liked giving orders. But she had the prettiest face and the sweetest smile you've ever seen. I could forgive her anything when she came to say she was sorry.

She was much too fond of Heathcliff, and the worst punishment we could invent was to keep her separate from him. Her father could no longer understand her or her behaviour, and Catherine did not realize that his illness made him less patient with her.

At last Mr Earnshaw found peace. He died quietly in his chair by the fire one October evening in 1775. The night was wild and stormy, and we were all sitting together in the big kitchen. Joseph was reading his Bible at the table, while Catherine had her head on her father's knee. He was pleased to see her so gentle for once, and she was singing him to sleep. I was glad the old gentleman was sleeping so well. But when it was time to go to bed, Catherine put her arms round her father's neck to say goodnight, and immediately screamed, 'Oh, he's dead, Heathcliff! He's dead!'

Heathcliff and I started crying loudly and bitterly too. Joseph told me to fetch the doctor, so I ran to the village, although I knew it was too late. When I came back, I went to the children's room, to see if they needed me, and I listened for a moment at their door. They were imagining the dead man in a beautiful distant place, far from the troubles of this world. And as I listened, crying silently, I could not help wishing we were all there safe together.



journey n. going from one place to another. 旅行。

little by little gradually. 逐渐地，一点一点地。

jealous adj. with angry and sad feelings because you want what another person has. 妒忌的。

quarrel v. talk angrily because you can't agree. 争论，争吵。

persuade v. make someone believe or do something by talking to him. 说服，劝导。

stormy adj. with strong wind, rain, etc. 有暴风雨的。


3　艾伦·迪恩讲述的故事

——凯瑟琳和希斯克利夫的童年

[image: alt]

1770年

我小时候一直在呼啸山庄，因为我母亲在欧肖家做用人。欧肖家是一个很古老的家族，在那幢宅子住了好几百年，你能从门前石头上刻着的名字看出来。我是同凯瑟琳和亨德雷·欧肖一起长大的，小时候我们仨都在一起玩儿。

一天，他们的父亲欧肖先生出远门回来。他赶了60英里去利物浦办事后又赶回来，非常疲倦。

“看我给你们带来了什么！”他对我们大家说，一边打开了怀里小心抱着的东西。凯瑟琳和亨德雷正指望着是礼物呢，兴冲冲地围上来看到底是什么东西。当他们只看到一个脏兮兮、黑头发的吉卜赛孩子时，大失所望。

“我看到他孤零零地待在利物浦繁忙的街头，”欧肖先生对他们解释说，“我总不能让他就那么死了吧。他可以睡在你们的房里。”但亨德雷和凯瑟琳气恼没有得到礼物，不肯让这个野孩子睡在他们的房间。在欧肖先生的坚持下，一家人还是渐渐地接受了这个孩子。他叫希斯克利夫，既是名，也是姓。始终没人搞清楚他的父母是谁。

凯瑟琳和他成了好朋友，但亨德雷不喜欢他，对他常常很粗暴。老欧肖先生异乎寻常地喜欢这个吉卜赛孩子，时常因为自己的儿子对希斯克利夫不友善而惩罚他。亨德雷开始嫉妒他父亲对希斯克利夫的感情，视他俩为敌。

这种情况不可能持续下去。随着欧肖先生变得年迈多病，他越发地偏爱希斯克利夫了，而亨德雷则常同他父亲吵架。当亨德雷被送到外头上学后，我本指望我们能在家里过上安稳日子。但又轮到老仆人约瑟夫招惹是非。他试图怂恿他的主人对孩子们再严厉些，总是抱怨希斯克利夫和凯瑟琳不下功夫研读《圣经》和参加教堂的礼拜。

凯瑟琳当时是个任性、淘气的姑娘。我们一天到晚都得盯着她，一不留意就会被她捉弄。她很骄傲，喜欢发号施令。但您从没看到过比那更可爱的小脸和甜甜的微笑。只要她过来说抱歉，我就什么都原谅她了。

她太喜欢希斯克利夫了，不让她和希斯克利夫在一起是我们所能采取的最严厉的惩罚。她的父亲已无法理解她和她的所作所为，而凯瑟琳也没有意识到父亲的病情已使他对自己不像以前那样惯着了。

欧肖先生最终安息了。1775年10月的一个晚上，他安祥地死在火炉旁他的椅子上。那天晚上狂风肆虐，我们都一起坐在大厨房里。约瑟夫伏案读着他的《圣经》，凯瑟琳把头枕在她父亲的膝头。好不容易看到她这么乖，欧肖先生很高兴，她唱着歌儿催他入眠。老先生睡得这么好，我很欣慰。但该上床睡觉的时候，凯瑟琳用胳膊搂着她父亲的脖子道晚安时，她突然尖叫起来，“啊，他死了，希斯克利夫！他死了！”

希斯克利夫和我也都开始嚎啕痛哭。约瑟夫叫我去喊大夫，虽然我知道太晚了，但还是跑去了村子。回来后，我到孩子们的房间去看看他们是否需要我，我在门前站着听了一会儿。他们正在那儿想像死去的人如何在一个遥远、美丽的地方远离凡世的烦恼。我边听边默默地哭着，不禁开始祈望我们都能在天堂相安无事地相处。


4
Catherine Earnshaw gets to know the Lintons

1775 Hindley came home for his father's burial. What was more surprising was that he brought a wife with him. She was called Frances, a thin, pale woman with a frequent cough. Now that Hindley was the master of the house, he ordered Joseph and me to spend our evenings in the small back-kitchen, as we were only servants, while he, his wife and Catherine sat in the main room. Catherine and Heathcliff were treated very differently. Catherine received presents, and could continue her lessons, but Heathcliff was made to work on the farm with the men, and, as a farm worker, was only allowed to eat with us in the back-kitchen. They grew up like two wild animals. Hindley did not care what they did, as long as they kept out of his way, and they did not care even if he punished them. They often ran away on to the moors in the morning and stayed out all day, just to make Hindley angry. I was the only one who cared what happened to the two poor creatures, and I was afraid for them.

One Sunday evening they were missing at bedtime, and Hindley ordered me angrily to lock the front door. But I did not want them to stay out in the cold all night, so I kept my window open to look out for them. In a while I saw Heathcliff walking through the gate. I was shocked to see him alone.

'Where's Catherine?' I cried sharply.

'At Thrushcross Grange, with our neighbours the Lintons,' he replied. 'Let me in, Ellen, and I'll explain what happened.' I went down to unlock the door, and we came upstairs very quietly.

'Don't wake the master up!' I whispered. 'Now tell me!'

'Well, Catherine and I thought we'd just walk to the Lintons' house. We wanted to see if Isabella and Edgar Linton are punished all the time by their parents, as we are.'

'Probably not,' I answered. 'I expect they are good children and don't need to be punished.'

'Nonsense, Ellen! Guess what we saw when we looked in at their sitting-room window? A very pretty room, with soft carpets and white walls. Catherine and I would love to have a room like that! But in the middle of this beautiful room, Isabella and Edgar Linton were screaming and fighting over a little dog! How stupid they are, Ellen! If Catherine wanted something, I would give it to her, and she would do the same for me. I would rather be here at Wuthering Heights with her, even if I'm punished by Joseph and that wicked Hindleyul, than at Thrushcross Grange with those two fools!'

'Not so loud, Heathcliff! But you still haven't told me why Catherine isn't with you?'

'Well, as we were looking in, we started laughing at them so loudly that they heard us, and sent the dogs after us. We were about to run away, when a great fierce dog caught Catherine's leg in its teeth. I attacked it, and made it let go of her leg, but the Lintons' servants appeared and caught hold of me. They must have thought we were robbers. Catherine was carried unconscious into the house, and they pulled me inside too. All the time I was shouting and swearing at them.

'"What a wicked pair of thieves!" said old Mr Linton. "The boy must be a gipsy, he's as dark as the devil!" Mrs Linton raised her hands in horror at the sight of me. Catherine opened her eyes, and Edgar looked closely at her.

'"Mother," he whispered, "the young lady is Miss Earnshaw, of Wuthering Heights. I've seen her in church occasionally. And look what our dog has done to her leg! It's bleeding badly!"

'"Miss Earnshaw with a gipsy!" cried Mrs Linton. "Surely not! But I think you must be right, Edgar. This girl is wearing black, and Mr Earnshaw died recently. It must be her. I'd better put a bandage on her leg at once."

'"Why does her brother Hindley let her run around with such a companion?" wondered Mr Linton. "I remember now, he's the gipsy child Mr Earnshaw brought home from Liverpool a few years ago."

'"He's a wicked boy, you can see that," said Mrs Linton. "And did you hear the bad language he used just now? I'm shocked that my children heard it."'

'I was pushed out into the garden, but I stayed to watch through the window. They put Catherine on a comfortable sofa, cleaned her wound and fed her with cakes and wine. I only left the house when I was sure she was well taken care of. She's a breath of fresh air for those stupid Lintons. I'm not surprised they like her. Everybody who sees her must love her, mustn't they, Ellen?'

'I'm afraid you'll be punished for this, Heathcliff,' I said sadly.

And I was right. Hindley warned Heathcliff that he must never speak to Catherine again, or he would be sent away from Wuthering Heights, and it was decided that Catherine would be taught to behave like a young lady.

She stayed with the Linton family at Thrushcross Grange for five weeks, until Christmas. By that time her leg was fine, and her manners were much better than before. Frances Earnshaw visited her often, bringing her pretty dresses to wear, and persuading her to take care of her appearance, so that when she finally came home after her long absence, she almost seemed a different person. Instead of a wild, hatless girl, we saw a beautiful, carefully dressed young lady.

When she had greeted all of us, she asked for Heathcliff.

'Come forward, Heathcliff!' called Hindley. 'You may welcome Miss Catherine home, like the other servants.'

Heathcliff was used to being outside all day, and had not bothered to wash or change his clothes. His face and hands were black with dirt. In spite of this, Catherine was very glad to see him and rushed up to kiss him. Then she laughed.

'How funny and black and cross you look! But that's because I'm used to Edgar and Isabella, who are always so clean and tidy. Well, Heathcliff, have you forgotten me?'

But, ashamed and proud, the boy said nothing, until suddenly his feelings were too much for him.

'I won't stay to be laughed at!' he cried, and was about to run away, when Catherine caught hold of his hand.

'Why are you angry, Heathcliff? You... you just look a bit strange, that's all. You're so dirty!'

She looked worriedly at her hands, and her new dress.

'You needn't have touched me!' he said, pulling away his hand. 'I like being dirty, and I'm going to be dirty!'

As he ran miserably out of the room, Hindley and his wife laughed loudly, delighted that their plan to separate the two young people seemed to be succeeding.

The next day was Christmas Day. Edgar and Isabella Linton had been invited to lunch, and their mother had agreed, on condition that her darlings were kept carefully apart from 'that wicked boy'. I felt sorry for poor Heathcliff, and while the Earnshaws were at church, I helped him wash and dress in clean clothes.

'You're too proud,' I scolded him as I brushed his black hair. 'You should think how sad Catherine is when you can't be together. And don't be jealous of Edgar Linton!'

'I wish I had blue eyes and fair hair like him! I wish I behaved well, and was going to inherit a fortune!'

'He has none of your intelligence or character! And if you have a good heart, you'll have a handsome face. Who knows who your parents were? Perhaps a king and queen, far more important than the Lintons!'

In this way I encouraged Heathcliff to have more confidence in himself. But when the Earnshaws and the Lintons arrived back from church, the first thing Hindley did was shout at Heathcliff.

'Get out of my sight, until we've finished eating! I'll pull that long hair of yours if you don't obey me at once!'

'It is long,' said Edgar. 'I'm surprised he can see anything.'

This was too much for Heathcliff. He looked desperately around for a weapon, picked up a bowl of hot soup and threw it at Edgar, who started screaming. Hindley immediately took hold of Heathcliff and pushed him upstairs.

'I'm sure Hindley's going to hit him!' cried Catherine. 'I hate it when Heathcliff is punished! It's your fault, Edgar, you annoyed him! Why did you speak to him?'

'I didn't,' replied Edgar, tears in his eyes. 'I promised Mother I wouldn't. I spoke about him, not to him.'

'Well, don't cry,' said Catherine with scorn. 'You've made enough trouble already. Here comes my brother.'

Hindley returned, hot and breathless.

'That'll teach him!' he said. 'And now let's have lunch!'

The others seemed to forget Heathcliff, but I noticed Catherine could not eat much, and I knew she was sorry for her friend. In the evening there was music from a travelling band, and dancing in the main room. Catherine said the music sounded sweeter from high up, and so she went to sit in the dark on the stairs. When I went to find her, however, I discovered she had gone right to the top of the house to talk to Heathcliff through his locked bedroom door, and had then climbed out on to the roof and in through his window. I persuaded them both to come out of the room the same way, as I had no key to the door, and took Heathcliff down into the warm servants' kitchen with me, while Catherine returned to her guests and the dancing.

'You must be hungry, Heathcliff,' I said. 'You haven't eaten all day. Have some Christmas cake, do.'

'I can't eat anything,' he growled, putting his head in his hands. 'I've got to think how I can have my revenge on Hindley. I only hope he doesn't die first! He'll be sorry he's treated me like this, Ellen!'



burial n. burying or putting a dead body in a grave. 安葬。

as long as conj. so long as. 只要。

nonsense n. silly ideas. 胡说，废话。

run away: go away. 奔跑。

occasionally adv. sometimes. 偶然地。

bandage n. long strip of cloth to put round a part of the body that is hurt. 绷带。

wonder v. feel surprised. 对……感到吃惊。

take care of look after someone or something. 照料，照顾。

miserable adj. very unhappy. 痛苦的，悲惨的。adv. miserably

on condition that if. 如果。

fortune n. a lot of money. 财产（富）。

confidence n. sure feeling that you can do something. 自信。

pick up v. lift someone or something from the ground. 拾起，抱起。

band n. group of people who play music together. 乐队。

have your revenge on someone harm someone who has harmed you or your friend. 对……进行报复。


4　凯瑟琳·欧肖认识了林顿一家
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1775年

亨德雷回家参加他父亲的葬礼。更令人惊奇的是他带回来个妻子。她叫弗朗西丝，是个瘦削苍白的女人，总是咳嗽个不停。这会儿亨德雷成了这宅子的主人，他责令约瑟夫和我晚上待在后面的小厨房里，因为我们是下人，而他、他妻子和凯瑟琳则坐在正屋里。凯瑟琳和希斯克利夫的境遇大不相同。凯瑟琳收到了礼物，可以继续学习，但希斯克利夫被遣去与男人们一起在农庄干活，一个干农活的，只能被允许和我们在后面厨房里一起吃饭。他们俩像两个小野人似地长大了，亨德雷对他们的所作所为不闻不问，只要他们别碍着他的事；而他们就算被亨德雷惩罚也不吃他那一套。他们常常一大早就跑到荒原上，一整天都待在外面，就是为了气气亨德雷。只有我才关心这两个可怜的小东西，替他们担惊受怕。

一个星期天的晚上，该睡觉的时候还没见他们人影，亨德雷怒冲冲地命令我锁上前门。但我不想他们大冷天整夜待在外头，所以我就没关我的窗户，留意着他们。过了一会儿，我看到希斯克利夫走进了大门。见到只有他一个人，我大吃一惊。

“凯瑟琳哪儿去了？”我尖声叫道。

“在画眉山庄，在我们的邻居林顿家，”他回答，“让我进去，艾伦，我会跟你解释是怎么回事。”我下去开了门，我们一声不响地走上楼。

“别吵醒了主人！”我小声说，“现在说吧！”

“呃，凯瑟琳和我本打算走到林顿家，我们想看看伊莎贝拉和艾加·林顿是不是也像我们这样天天受他们父母的罚。”

“八成不会，”我答道，“我想他们都是好孩子，没必要惩罚。”

“不是那么回事儿，艾伦！猜猜我们从他们起居室的窗子望进去时看到了什么？那是一个很漂亮的房间，铺着软软的地毯，四壁洁白。凯瑟琳和我要是有那么一间该多好！但就在这漂亮房间的中间，伊莎贝拉和艾加·林顿正围着一条小狗又吵又闹！他们多傻啊，艾伦！如果凯瑟琳想要什么东西，我就会给她，她对我也一样。就算约瑟夫和那个坏亨德雷惩罚我，我也宁愿跟凯瑟琳在呼啸山庄，而不愿在画眉山庄与那两个傻瓜在一起！”

“小声点儿，希斯克利夫！但你还没告诉我凯瑟琳为什么没和你在一起？”

“呃，我们往里看的时候开始笑出声来，声音太大被听见了，他们就放狗追我们。就在我们要跑开的当儿，一条凶猛的大狗咬住了凯瑟琳的腿。我打了狗，让它放开她的腿，但林顿家的仆人出来抓住了我。他们肯定是把我们当贼了。凯瑟琳人事不醒，被抬进了房里，他们把我也拽了进去。我一直在不停地大叫大骂他们。

“‘这两个小恶贼！’老林顿先生说，‘这小子一定是个吉卜赛人，看他黑得像鬼一样！’林顿夫人一看到我，双手惊恐地举了起来。凯瑟琳睁开眼，艾加紧盯着她。

“‘妈妈，’他低声说，‘这小姑娘是呼啸山庄的欧肖小姐。我在教堂碰见过她一两次。看我们的狗把她腿咬的！出了这么多血！’

“‘欧肖小姐和一个吉卜赛人在一起！’林顿夫人叫道，‘绝对不可能！但我想你说得没错，艾加。这小姑娘穿着黑衣服，而欧肖先生是最近刚过世的。一定是她。我得马上把她的腿包扎一下。’

“‘她哥哥亨德雷怎么能让她和这么个伴儿到处跑？’林顿先生问，‘我想起来了，他是几年前欧肖先生从利物浦带回家的那个吉卜赛孩子。’

“‘他是个坏小子，你一眼就能看出来，’林顿夫人说，‘你没听见刚才他骂的粗话？我的孩子们听到了这些话，真让人害怕。’”

“我被推到院子里，但我待着没走，从窗子往里看。他们把凯瑟琳放到一个舒适的沙发上，为她清洗伤口，喂她蛋糕，给她葡萄酒喝。看到她的确受到善待我才离开他们家。她给林顿家那些笨蛋带去了些新鲜空气。他们对她好，我不奇怪。谁见到她都会喜欢她，你说是吗，艾伦？”

“恐怕你会招来惩罚的，希斯克利夫。”我黯然说道。

我说的不错。亨德雷警告希斯克利夫再也不许和凯瑟琳说话，要不就把他撵出呼啸山庄，还决定要管教凯瑟琳，让她言谈举止像个年轻淑女的样子。

她在画眉山庄林顿家里住了五个礼拜，直到圣诞节。她腿好了以后，举止比以前规矩多了。弗朗西丝·欧肖常去看她，给她带去漂亮衣服穿，劝说她要注意打扮，所以当久别的凯瑟琳终于回到家时，好像完全变了个人。我们看到的是一个漂漂亮亮、穿戴仔细的淑女，不再是那个毛手毛脚、帽子也不戴的小姑娘了。

跟我们大家打完招呼，她问起希斯克利夫。

“过来，希斯克利夫！”亨德雷叫道，“你可以像其他仆人一样欢迎凯瑟琳小姐回家。”

希斯克利夫成天在外面待惯了，也不换洗自己的衣服。他的脸和双手黑黑的，沾满尘土。即使这样，凯瑟琳见了他还是很高兴，冲上去吻了他。然后开怀笑了起来。

“你看上去真好笑，那么黑，还闷闷不乐的！但那是因为我看惯了艾加和伊莎贝拉的缘故，他们总是干干净净、整整齐齐的。唉，希斯克利夫，你把我忘了吗？”

但这孩子既觉得羞愧，又很骄傲，什么都没说，直到最后他突然受不了了。

“我不在这儿让你们嘲笑我！”他叫道，正准备跑出去，凯瑟琳一把抓住了他。

“怎么生气啦，希斯克利夫？你……你只不过看上去有点怪怪的，仅此而已。你真脏！”

她不大放心地看了看自己的手和新衣服。

“你不必来碰我！”他说着，把手抽了回来。“我喜欢脏，以后还是脏！”

当他窘迫地跑出房间时，亨德雷和他妻子大笑起来，看到拆开这两个年轻人的计划似乎就要得逞，他们很开心。

第二天是圣诞节。艾加和伊莎贝拉·林顿被请来吃午饭，他们的母亲答应了，条件是要保证她的宝贝儿要离那个“坏小子”远远的。我为可怜的希斯克利夫感到难过，趁欧肖一家去教堂的功夫，我帮他洗了澡换了干净衣裳。

“你太要强了，”替他梳那头黑发时我埋怨他，“你应该想想你们不能在一块儿凯瑟琳该多难过啊。别去嫉妒艾加·林顿！”

“我多想自己像他那样长着蓝蓝的眼睛，浅色的头发！我但愿自己能举止得体，将来还可以继承一大笔财产！”

“你的聪明和优点他可一点儿也没有！如果你心地善良，你就会变得英俊。谁又知道你父母是什么人物？说不定是国王和王后呢，比林顿家显赫多了！”

我就是这样鼓励希斯克利夫，让他对自己有更多自信。但当欧肖一家和林顿一家从教堂回来时，亨德雷二话没说就冲着希斯克利夫吼叫起来。

“我们吃完饭之前别让我看见你！你要是不马上照办我就扯你的长头发！”

“头发真长，”艾加说，“想不到他还能看见东西。”

希斯克利夫忍无可忍。他孤注一掷地往周围看了看，想找个家伙，接着抄起一盆热汤朝艾加泼了过去。艾加尖叫起来。亨德雷当即抓住希斯克利夫，把他推上了楼。

“亨德雷肯定会打他！”凯瑟琳哭道，“我不愿希斯克利夫挨罚！都是你，艾加，你惹怒了他！你为什么要跟他说话？”

“我没有，”艾加答道，眼里含着泪。“我答应妈妈不跟他讲话。我只是说到他，没对他说话。”

“哎，别哭了，”凯瑟琳奚落道，“你惹的事儿够多了。我哥来了。”

亨德雷满脸通红、气喘吁吁地回来了。

“这下他就会学乖了！”他说。“我们现在吃午饭吧！”

其他人好像把希斯克利夫抛到了脑后，但我看出凯瑟琳吃不下东西，我知道她是为她的朋友感到难过。那天晚上有一个巡回乐队来演奏音乐，在正屋里跳起了舞。凯瑟琳说音乐从高处听更柔美，就去坐到了黑黑的楼梯上。但我去找她时，发现她已经直接跑到房子的顶层，隔着上了锁的门跟希斯克利夫说话。然后她又爬到房顶上，从他的窗户钻了进去。我劝说他们俩照原样从房间里出来，因为我没有那扇门的钥匙。我把希斯克利夫领到下面仆人的厨房，那儿暖和，而凯瑟琳则回到客人们中间跳舞去了。

“你一定饿了，希斯克利夫，”我说，“你一整天没吃东西了。吃些圣诞蛋糕吧，吃吧。”

“我什么也吃不下，”他吼道，把头埋在双手里。“我要想个法子报复亨德雷。我只盼着他别先死了！他会后悔这样对我的，艾伦！”


5
Catherine and Edgar

1778 In the summer of this year Hindley's wife Frances had her first, and last, baby. They called the boy Hareton. But the poor woman had been ill for a long time, although we had not realized it, and died soon after Hareton was born.

Hindley only had room in his heart for two people, himself and his wife, so when she died, he was in despair. He neither cried nor prayed. Instead he swore at God and man, and drank himself to sleep every night. The servants all left him, except for Joseph and me. Joseph enjoyed being able to scold his wicked employer, with warnings from the Bible, and I could not leave Miss Catherine. After all, I had grown up with her and Hindley.

But the master's behaviour was a bad example for Catherine and Heathcliff. At fifteen, Catherine was the most beautiful girl for miles around, but she was proud and quick-tempered. She led what was almost a double life. At Wuthering Heights, under Heathcliff's influence, she annoyed Hindley, laughed at Joseph, and was rude to me. But at Thrushcross Grange, which she often visited, she showed a different, calmer side of her character, and was polite, intelligent and amusing. The Lintons all liked her, and poor Edgar had fallen in love with her.

Heathcliff was sixteen at this time. He did not have time to study any more, and the long hours of work on the farm made him tired and dull. There was always an angry expression on his face, and he did not even try to keep himself clean and tidy. He seemed to want people to dislike him. Catherine and he still spent time together, when he was not working in the fields, but he no longer expressed his fondness for her in words, and he looked angry if she touched or kissed him.

One afternoon, when Hindley had gone into town, Heathcliff came into the main room after lunch. I was helping Catherine to arrange her hair, as she had invited Edgar Linton to visit her while Hindley was absent.

'Catherine, are you going anywhere this afternoon?' asked Heathcliff. 'Why have you got that silk dress on? Nobody's visiting you, I hope.'

'No-o, I don't think so,' replied Catherine, looking quickly at me. 'But you should be at work by now, Heathcliff.'

'That devil Hindley isn't away very often. I'm taking a holiday. I won't work any more today. I'm staying with you this afternoon. He'll never know.'

Catherine thought for a moment. Somehow she had to prepare him for Edgar's visit. 'Isabella and Edgar said they might call here this afternoon. If they come, you'll be scolded for not working.'

'Tell Ellen to say you're busy and can't see them,' he said. 'Those friends of yours take up all your time. You spend most of your evenings with them, not with me.'

'Well, why should I always spend my time with you?' she asked crossly. 'What can you talk about? How can you amuse me?'

'You never told me before that you didn't like my company, Catherine!' cried Heathcliff.

Just then we heard a horse outside, and there was a light knock on the door. Edgar Linton entered, his handsome face full of delight at receiving Catherine's unexpected invitation. I wondered if Catherine was comparing her two friends, as Edgar came in and Heathcliff ran out.

'I haven't come too soon, have I?' asked Edgar politely.

'No,' answered Catherine. 'Leave us alone, Ellen.'

'I'm just doing my work, miss,' I replied, pretending to dust the furniture. Hindley had told me to be present if Edgar Linton came to visit Catherine.

She came up to me, and whispered crossly, 'Go away, Ellen!' Keeping her back to Edgar, she cruelly scratched my arm.

'Oh!' I screamed, to show Edgar what had happened. 'What a wicked thing to do, miss! You have no right to hurt me!'

'I didn't touch you, you lying creature!' she cried angrily, and, unable to control herself, hit me hard on the face.

'Catherine, love! Catherine!' cried Edgar, shocked.

The baby, Hareton, who followed me everywhere, immediately started sobbing and saying, 'Wicked aunt Catherine!'

She picked him up and shook the poor child until he screamed. Edgar rushed up to her and tried to stop her. At once she turned and hit him over the ear as hard as she could.

The young man looked very pale and went straight to the door.

'Where are you going, Edgar Linton?' she asked. 'Don't leave me! I shall be miserable all night!'

'Can I stay after you have hit me?' he replied. 'You've made me afraid and ashamed of you. I won't come here again!'

'Well, go then, if you want to!' she cried. 'I'm going to cry until I'm ill!' and she dropped on to the floor, her shoulders shaking and the tears rolling down her face.

Edgar managed to get as far as the door. But here he hesitated, and I called out to him to encourage him to leave.

'Miss is just a selfish child, sir! You'd better ride home and forget her!'

But as he could not stop looking at her, I knew there was no hope for him. Nothing would keep him away from her now. And sure enough, he came back into the room and shut the door. This time I left them alone, and stayed in the kitchen with little Hareton, but when I came to warn them that Hindley had returned, I realized that their quarrel had only brought them closer together.



soon after not long after a time. 不久。

swore v. past tense of swear, said bad words. 诅咒，咒骂。

scold v. speak angrily to someone because he has done something wrong. 责骂。

fall in love with sb begin to love with sb. 爱上（某人）。

dull adj. stupid, not clever. 迟钝的，呆笨的。

no longer adv. not now. 不再。

amuse v. make someone smile or laugh. 逗笑，逗乐。

pretend v. make it seem that something is true when it is not. 假装。

at once adv. immediately, now. 立即。

hesitate v. stop for a moment to show that you are not sure about what you are doing. 犹豫。

warn v. tell someone about danger or about a bad thing that will perhaps happen. 告诫。


5　凯瑟琳与艾加
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1778年

这年夏天，亨德雷的妻子弗朗西丝生下她的第一个，也是最后一个孩子。他们给这个男孩起名叫哈里顿。尽管我们没有意识到，其实那个可怜的女人已是病了不短时间，在生下哈里顿后不久就死了。

亨德雷的心里只容得下两个人，他和他妻子，她这么一死，亨德雷万念俱灰。他既不哭，也不祈祷。反而怨天尤人，一天到晚地喝酒。仆人们都离开了他，只剩下约瑟夫和我。约瑟夫很高兴能有机会引用《圣经》中的警句来斥责他那恶毒的主人几句，而我则离不开凯瑟琳。不管怎么说，我是与她和亨德雷一块儿长大的。

但主人的所作所为对凯瑟琳和希斯克利夫起了坏影响。凯瑟琳15岁时，出落成方圆数英里最漂亮的姑娘，但她傲气十足，性情暴躁。她几乎是过着一种双重生活在呼啸山庄，受希斯克利夫的影响，她惹亨德雷生气，拿约瑟夫取笑，对我也无礼。但在她常去的画眉山庄，就表现出她性格中恬静的一面，她彬彬有礼，聪明风趣。林顿一家都喜欢她，可怜的艾加已经爱上了她。

希斯克利夫当时l6岁。他再也没有时间去学习，终日在农庄里长时间劳作使他身心疲惫、无精打采。他的脸上总是有一种愤愤然的表情，也不上心保持自己的整洁。他好像是想让人讨厌他。他不下地干活儿时，凯瑟琳还时常和他待在一起，但他不再开口表达对她的深情，凯瑟琳碰他或吻他时，他甚至看上去很恼怒。

一天下午，亨德雷进城去了，希斯克利夫吃完午饭后进了正屋。我正在帮凯瑟琳梳理头发，因为她请了艾加·林顿在亨德雷不在家的时候来看她。

“凯瑟琳，你下午要去哪儿吗？”希斯克利夫问道，“为什么穿上了丝绸礼服？我希望不是有人要来看你吧。”

“没，没有，我不这么想，”凯瑟琳回答，说着瞥了我一眼。“但你现在应该上工了，希斯克利夫。”

“亨德雷那恶棍不常出去。我今天休假。我今天不干活儿了，下午和你在一起。他不会知道的。”

凯瑟琳寻思了一会儿。她反正要让他对艾加的造访有个准备。“伊莎贝拉和艾加说今天下午要来这儿。如果他们来了，你不干活儿会受责骂的。”

“告诉艾伦说你没空儿，不能见他们，”他说，“你的这帮朋友占用了你全部时间，你多数晚上都和他们在一起，而不是和我。”

“那，为什么我要总和你在一起呢？”她愠怒地问道。“我们能谈些什么？你能怎样逗我开心？”

“你以前从没告诉我你不喜欢和我在一起，凯瑟琳！”希斯克利夫大声道。

就在此时我们听到外面传来马蹄声，然后是轻轻的敲门声。艾加·林顿走进来，出乎意料地受到凯瑟琳的邀请，他那英俊的脸上满面春风。我搞不清凯瑟琳是不是在对她的两个朋友做比较，艾加进来时，希斯克利夫跑了出去。

“我没来得太早吧，是么？”艾加彬彬有礼地问。

“没有，”凯瑟琳回答，“出去吧，艾伦。”

“我还在干活儿呢，小姐，”我回答，假装掸家具上的灰尘。亨德雷吩咐我如果艾加·林顿来看凯瑟琳，我要在场。

她朝我走过来，懊恼地小声说，“走吧，艾伦！”她背对着艾加，恶狠狠地抓着我的胳膊。

“噢！”我尖叫起来，要让艾加看看到底是怎么回事。“这么做太恶毒了，小姐！你没权伤害我！”

“我没动你，你这个嚼舌头的东西！”她恼怒地喊道，失去了自控，重重地打在我的脸上。

“凯瑟琳，亲爱的！凯瑟琳！”艾加叫道，大吃一惊。

哈里顿那孩子一向是我去哪儿他去哪儿，他马上开始哭出声来，叫着，“坏姑姑凯瑟琳！”

她提起他，摇着这惨兮兮的孩子，直到他尖叫起来。艾加冲上去想制止她。她当即转过身，用尽全身力气打了他一耳光。

这年轻人面色惨白，直奔门而去。

“你去哪儿，艾加·林顿？”她问道，“别离开我！我整夜都会难受的！”

“你打了我，我还能待下去么？”他回答，“你让我怕了你，为你感到羞耻。我不会再来了！”

“好，走罢，随你便！”她哭喊道，“我要哭出病来！”说着倒在地板上，肩膀战栗着，眼泪顺着脸庞淌下来。

艾加已走到门口。但在那儿犹豫着，我向他喊着，催他离开。

“小姐只是个自私的孩子，先生！你最好骑马回家，忘了她吧！”

但他忍不住看着她，我就知道他没指望了。现在什么都没法使他离开她。自然而然，他回到房里关上门。这次我不管他们了，到厨房和小哈里顿待着，但当我去提醒他们亨德雷回来了时，我看得出他们这一吵不过是让他们走得更近了。


6
Heathcliff disappears

1778—9 Hindley came into the kitchen, swearing terribly, just as I was about to hide little Hareton in a cupboard. I was always afraid that Hindley would hurt his small son, either by accident or on purpose, when he was drunk, so I tried to keep Hareton out of the way. But this time Hindley discovered my plan.

'Ah, you keep my son in a cupboard, do you!' he cried angrily, picking up a sharp kitchen knife. 'With the devil's help I'II make you swallow this, Ellen!' And he pushed the knife between my teeth.

I was never afraid he would hurt me, and calmly took the knife out of my mouth.

'But that can't be my son, can it?' he continued aggressively, staring at the frightened little boy. 'If it is, he should be punished for not running to greet his father. Perhaps I'll cut his ears off!' And then suddenly his manner changed. 'No, Hareton, darling, don't cry! Kiss me, kiss your father! What? You won't? Then I'll break your neck!'

Poor Hareton, screaming wildly, was carried upstairs by his father. Suddenly Hindley stopped on the stairs to listen, almost forgetting what he was holding. Heathcliff had come into the house and stood at the bottom of the stairs, looking up. Just then the child jumped out of Hindley's arms and fell. I only had time to gasp in horror, before I saw that Heathcliff had caught him.

Heathcliff stared down at the child he was holding. He must have felt sorry he had saved the life of his enemy's son. I rushed to take the poor little boy in my arms, and Hindley came slowly downstairs.

'Look what you've done, Mr Hindley!' I cried. 'You nearly killed your own son! What would his mother say if she were alive?'

'Take him away, Ellen. And you, Heathcliff, go away too. I won't murder you tonight, unless perhaps I set the house on fire. But that depends how I feel.' And he poured himself a drink.

'Don't drink any more, Mr Hindley!' I begged.

'What difference does it make?' he growled. 'Get out, both of you! To the devil with you!'

We left him swearing at us, and went back into the kitchen.

'It's a pity he can't kill himself with drink,' muttered Heathcliff. 'Dr Kenneth says he'll live longer than any of us, he's so strong.'

He walked out of the door and, I thought, into the fields. In fact I discovered later that he was sitting just under the window, and could hear everything that was said in the kitchen.

I was singing little Hareton to sleep when Catherine came in.

'Are you alone, Ellen?' she whispered. 'Where's Heathcliff?'

'He's out on the farm,' I answered.

She looked sad and worried, and I even saw a tear or two on her face. But I had not forgotten how she had lied, and behaved so badly to me as well as to Edgar Linton, so I did not feel sorry for her, or encourage her to talk.

'Ellen, will you keep a secret for me?' she asked in the end, giving me her sweetest smile. 'I must tell you! I need your advice. Today Edgar Linton has asked me to marry him, and I gave him an answer. Now, before I tell you if it was yes or no, you tell me which I should have said.'

'Really, Miss Catherine, how can I know? Perhaps you should have refused him. He must be a fool to ask you, after you were so rude and violent this afternoon.'

'Well, I accepted him, Ellen!' she said crossly. 'But should I have done so? Should I? What do you think?'

'First, do you love him?' I asked.

'Of course I do,' she replied.

'Why do you love him, Miss Catherine?'

'Well, I do, that's enough. Well, because he's handsome, and a pleasant companion.'

'Oh, that's bad,' I said, shaking my head.

'And because he loves me.'

'That's worse.'

'And because he'll be rich, and I shall be the most important woman for miles around.'

'Worst of all. But there are several other handsome, rich young men in the world. Why don't you marry one of them?'

'I don't know any of them. I only know Edgar.'

'Well, I don't know why you're unhappy, Miss Catherine. Your brother will be pleased, and Mr Edgar's parents will, too. You love Edgar, and Edgar loves you. What's the problem?'

'Here! And here!' replied Catherine, beating her head and her chest. 'In my heart and soul I know I'm wrong! Ellen, I can't live apart from Heathcliff! He is more myself than I am. Our souls are the same! I have nothing in common with Edgar. But I can't marry Heathcliff now! Hindley has made him become a poor, dull farm worker. He'll never know how I love him.'

I suddenly heard a movement outside the window, and saw Heathcliff stand up and walk away. I realized he had been listening until he heard Catherine say she could not marry him. Then he stayed to hear no more.

'Quiet, Miss Catherine!' I said. 'Just imagine how hard it will be for Heathcliff when you marry Mr Edgar! He'll have no friends at all when you leave him.'

'Leave him? Why should we be separated?' she asked angrily. 'Who will separate us? Nobody will dare! Edgar must learn to accept him as my friend. Didn't you ever think, Ellen, that if Heathcliff and I married, we would be very poor? But if I marry Edgar, I can help Heathcliff with my husband's money.'

'That's the worst reason you've given so far for marrying Mr Edgar,' I replied, shocked.

'It isn't! Heathcliff is more important to me than myself. My love for Edgar is like the leaves on the trees—I'm sure time will change it. But my love for Heathcliff is like the rocks in the ground—not beautiful, but necessary and unchanging. He's always, always in my heart—'

Just then Joseph entered the kitchen. I whispered to Catherine that I was sure Heathcliff had heard some of what she said. She jumped up, frightened, and rushed outside. But although we all looked everywhere for Heathcliff, there was no sign of him that night, or for many nights in the future.

At about midnight, while we were still waiting for him to come home, we noticed the wind was getting stronger. We could hear it whistling down the chimney, and howling all around the house. Suddenly there was a terrible crash of thunder, and the branch of a tree fell on to the roof. We were not hurt, but Joseph immediately dropped on to his knees to pray. The rain was beating down on the windows, but Catherine stayed outside, although by now her hair and clothes were completely wet.

In the end we all went to bed. I managed to persuade Catherine to come in, but she insisted on sleeping in the kitchen, in case Heathcliff returned during the night. In the morning we discovered that she had caught a fever, as a result of getting wet. She became seriously ill, and it was several weeks before Dr Kenneth would allow her out of bed.

When she recovered, she was invited to stay for a while at Thrushcross Grange. Unfortunately old Mr and Mrs Linton caught the fever too, and died within a few days of each other. Catherine returned to us, prouder and quicker-tempered than ever, but not as strong as before.

'If she gets ill again, it could be fatal,' Dr Kenneth warned us. 'My advice to you is to do whatever she wants, and don't make her angry!' So we had to obey all her orders, and Joseph and I were not allowed to scold her any more.

Edgar Linton was still in love with her, and thought himself the happiest man on earth when he married her three years after his parents' death. She insisted on having me with her, so we moved together to Thrushcross Grange, although I was very sad to leave little Hareton with his father.




It's very late, Mr Lockwood. I think you should go to bed, or you'll be ill tomorrow. I can tell you the rest of the story another time.




Four weeks later　In fact I was ill the next day, and have been ill since then. The terrible night I spent at Wuthering Heights was the cause of my illness, and I blame Mr Heathcliff for it. Dr Kenneth has warned me I won't be able to go out until the spring. All I can do is lie in bed, listening to the howling wind and staring at the grey northern sky.

So I've decided to ask Mrs Dean to come upstairs and finish telling me her story. She tells me she's happy to continue.



cupboard n. piece of furniture, for keeping things in. 碗橱，柜。

on purpose adv. with a particular idea. 故意地，有目的地。

set something on fire make something begin to burn. 点燃。

pour v. to flow steadily and rapidly. 倒，灌。

whisper v. speak very softly. 低声说，耳语。

handsome adj. good-looking. 漂亮的。

companion n. someone who is with another person. 同伴，朋友。

have something in common have some of the same interests as another person. 有共同点。

separate v. divide something. 分开。

in the future from now. 将来，从此以后。

chimney n. sort of big pipe that takes smoke from a fireplace out of a building. 烟囱。

thunder n. big noise in the sky when there is a storm. 雷。

insist on say strongly that you must do something. 坚持。

blame v. say that is because of someone or something that wrong happened. 责怪、埋怨。

continue v. start again after stopping. 继续。


6　希斯克利夫失踪了
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1778—1779年

我正想把小哈里顿藏进碗橱里，亨德雷就骂骂咧咧地进到厨房。我一直怕亨德雷会在喝醉了酒后有意无意地伤害他的小儿子，所以我想法儿让哈里顿别碍事。但这次亨德雷看出了我的心思。

“啊，你把我儿子放在碗橱里，是吗！”他火气冲冲地嚷道，拿起一把锋利的菜刀。“魔鬼帮帮我，我要让你把它吞下去，艾伦！”说着把刀塞进我的牙缝。

我从没怕过他会伤害我，很镇静地把刀从我口里拿出来。

“但这不可能是我儿子，对吗？”他又挑衅似地接着说道，瞪着被吓坏了的小男孩。“如果这是，他应该受到惩罚，因为他没跑出来问他父亲好。或许我会割掉他的耳朵！”然后他的态度突然变了，“不，哈里顿，亲爱的，别哭！亲亲我，亲亲你父亲！怎么？你不？那我就拧断你的脖子！”

可怜的哈里顿狂呼乱叫着被他父亲抱向楼上。亨德雷突然在楼梯上停下听着什么，几乎忘了他抱的是什么。希斯克利夫来到屋里，站在楼梯下面往上看。就在这时那孩子跳出亨德雷的手臂，掉落下来。就在我吓得倒吸冷气的时候，只见希斯克利夫一把接住了他。

希斯克利夫紧盯着他手中抱着的孩子。他一定后悔救了他仇人儿子的命。我赶上去把那可怜的小男孩接到我怀里，亨德雷慢条斯理地朝楼下走来。

“看您做了些什么，亨德雷先生！”我叫道，“您差点弄死自己的儿子！如果他妈还活着会怎么说？”

“把他带走，艾伦。还有你，希斯克利夫，也走开。我今晚不会杀你，除非可能我把这房子烧了。但那得看我心情如何。”他给自己倒了杯酒。

“别再喝啦，亨德雷先生！”我乞求道。

“那又怎么样？”他咆哮道，“滚，你们两个都滚！你们见鬼去吧！”

我们没理会他对我们的咒骂，回到厨房。

“可惜没喝死他，”希斯克利夫低声说，“肯尼士大夫说他会比我们命长，他那么壮。”

他走出门，我想是到田里去了。其实到后来我得知他当时坐在窗户下面，厨房里说什么他都能听见。

我哼着曲儿催小哈里顿入睡时凯瑟琳进来了。

“你一个人吗，艾伦？”她小声说，“希斯克利夫哪儿去啦？”

“他去农庄了。”我回答。

她模样忧郁，心事重重，我甚至看到她脸上有一两滴泪珠。但我没忘她是如何说瞎话的，还有对我和艾加·林顿那样粗暴，所以我不同情她，也不想听她说什么。

“艾伦，你肯为我保密吗？”她最后问道，露出了她最甜美的微笑。“我必须告诉你！我需要你的意见。今天艾加·林顿向我求婚了，我给了他答覆。现在我先不说，你告诉我应该怎么说。”

“说真的，凯瑟琳，我怎么知道？也许你应该回绝他。今天下午你对他那么粗暴无礼他还向你求婚，一定是个傻瓜。”

“哼，我接受了他，艾伦！”她愠怒地说道，“可我该这么做么？我应该么？你怎么想？”

“首先，你爱他吗？”我问。

“我当然爱他。”她回答。

“你爱他什么，凯瑟琳小姐？”

“这，我爱他，这就够了。嗯，因为他英俊，跟他在一起很快活。”

“哦，不妙。”我摇摇头说。

“还因为他爱我。”

“更糟糕。”

“还因为他会很富有，我会成为方圆数英里最尊贵的女人。”

“糟得不能再糟了。那这世上还有其他一些英俊富有的年轻人。你怎么不挑一个嫁？”

“我不认识他们，我只认识艾加。”

“那，我就不知道你为何闷闷不乐了，凯瑟琳小姐。你哥哥会高兴的，艾加先生的父母也会高兴的。你爱艾加，艾加也爱你。有什么问题？”

“这儿！还有这儿！”凯瑟琳答道，边说边敲着自己的头和心口。“在我心灵深处我知道我错了！艾伦，我生命里不能没有希斯克利夫！他比我更像我自己！我们心心相印！而我与艾加毫无共同之处。但我现在不能嫁给希斯克利夫！亨德雷把他变成了一个穷困、枯燥乏味的农场工人。他永远不会知道我有多爱他。”

我突然听见窗外有动静，然后看见希斯克利夫站起来走开了。我意识到他一直在听，直到凯瑟琳说她不会嫁给他。之后他就没留下来听了。

“静一静，凯瑟琳小姐！”我说，“想想你嫁给艾加对希斯克利夫有多残酷啊！你离开他，他就一个朋友也没有了。”

“离开他？我们为什么要分开？”她怒问道，“谁会拆散我们？没人敢！艾加要学着把他作为我的朋友来接受他。你难道没想过，艾伦，如果希斯克利夫和我结婚，我们就会一贫如洗吗？可如果我嫁了艾加，我可以用我丈夫的钱帮助希斯克利夫。”

“到目前为止，这是你说的要嫁给艾加先生的最糟糕的一个理由，”我答道，感到很吃惊。

“不是！对我来说，希斯克利夫比我自己还重要。我对艾加的爱就像树叶——肯定会随着时间而变化。但我对希斯克利夫的爱如地上的磐石——虽不华丽，却必不可少，一成不变。他永远、永远在我心里——”

就在这时约瑟夫进了厨房。我轻声告诉凯瑟琳我肯定希斯克利夫听到了她说的一些话，她神色惊恐地跳起来，冲了出去。那天晚上，虽然我们哪儿都找遍了，也没见到希斯克利夫的影子，此后很多天他都没露面。

那天午夜，我们还坐着等他回家，注意到风越刮越大。我们能听见风呼啸着从烟囱里灌下来，房子周围一片怒号声。突然一声骇人的霹雷，一根树枝落到房顶上。我们没伤着，可约瑟夫当时就扑通跪在地上开始祈祷。雨敲打着窗户，但凯瑟琳待在外面，尽管她的头发和衣裳此时都已经湿透了。

最后我们都上床睡觉去了。我把凯瑟琳劝进屋来，可她坚持要睡在厨房，怕希斯克利夫夜里回来。第二天早晨我们发现她发烧了，因为淋湿的缘故。她病得很厉害，过了好几个礼拜肯尼士大夫才允许她下床。

她病好后，被请去画眉山庄去住一段。不幸的是年迈的林顿夫妇也患了热病，几天之内相继去世。凯瑟琳回到我们这儿，比以前更骄横，脾气也更暴躁了，但身体不如以前健壮了。

“要是她再得病，可能会致命，”肯尼士大夫告诫我们，“我劝你们顺着她，别让她生气！”因此我们得对她言听计从，不许约瑟夫和我再责备她。

艾加·林顿依然爱着凯瑟琳，他在父母过世三年后娶了她，自以为是世上最幸福的人。她执意要我陪她，所以我们一起搬到画眉山庄，尽管把小哈里顿留给他父亲让我很难过。




天很晚了，洛克伍德先生。我觉得您该睡觉了，否则明天会生病的。我再找时间给您讲剩下的事。




四周后事实上第二天我是病了，一直卧床不起。病因就是我在呼啸山庄度过的那可怕的一夜，我把这归咎于希斯克利夫先生。肯尼士大夫告诫我春天之前不能出门。我只好躺在床上，听着风的怒号，盯着北方灰暗的天际。

于是我决定请迪恩夫人上楼来给我讲完她的故事。她说她乐意讲下去。


7
Heathcliff returns

1783 Well, sir, when Miss Catherine became Mrs Linton, and we went to live at Thrushcross Grange, I must say I was surprised and pleased by her behaviour. She showed great fondness for her husband, and for his sister, Isabella. He, of course, was very anxious that no one should disobey her, or make her angry. If she was depressed for a time, he blamed it on the illness she had had, and was sympathetic. But for most of the time, I believe they shared a deep and growing love for each other.

Unfortunately this happiness did not last. One evening I was bringing in a basket of apples from the garden, when a voice behind me said, 'Ellen, is that you?'

It was a deep, rather unusual voice. I turned, to see a tall, dark man in the shadow near the kitchen door.

'Don't you know me?' he asked. 'Look, I'm not a stranger!'

'What!' I cried in surprise, for it had been four years since he disappeared. 'Heathcliff! Is it really you?'

'Yes,' he replied, looking up at the windows of the house. 'Are they at home? Where is she? Tell me, Ellen! I must speak to her!'

'I'm not sure if you should see her,' I hesitated. 'Will the shock be too much for her?'

'Go and tell her I'm here, Ellen!' he said impatiently. 'Don't make me suffer like this!'

I left him at the door, and went upstairs to find Mr and Mrs Linton. They were sitting quietly together, looking out over the peaceful valley. The room, and the view, and the two people, seemed so calm that I did not want to disturb them. But I had to deliver my message.

'A man wants to see you, madam,' I muttered.

'I'll go downstairs and see him then,' replied Catherine. 'Bring the tea up, Ellen, while I'm away.' She left the room.

'Who is it, Ellen?' asked Mr Edgar.

'It's that Heathcliff, sir. You remember, he used to live at Wuthering Heights.'

'What! The gipsy, who worked on the farm?' he cried.

'Mrs Linton would be angry if she heard you talking about him like that, sir. She was very upset when he ran away. She's very fond of him, you know.'

Mr Edgar put his head out of the window and called to his wife, 'Don't stand there in the cold, love! Bring the person in, if it's anyone special.'

Catherine rushed upstairs and into the room, wild and breathless. She threw her arms round her husband's neck.

'Oh Edgar darling! Heathcliff's come back!'

'Well, well,' said Mr Edgar crossly, 'there's no need to get excited.'

'I know you didn't like him,' she said, 'but please, I beg you to be friends with him now. Shall I ask him to come up?'

'You're suggesting inviting him up here, into our sitting room? Don't you think the kitchen is more suitable for him?'

Catherine looked at her husband, half angry and half laughing. 'No,' she said, 'I can't sit in the kitchen. Ellen, bring two tables, one for your master and Miss Isabella, the other for Heathcliff and myself. We'll sit apart from them, as we're of a lower class! Will that please you, Edgar darling? Decide quickly! I must have him near me!'

'Ellen, you go and bring him up,' said Mr Edgar. 'And Catherine, try not to behave foolishly. Remember, he's only a servant!'

When Heathcliff entered the sitting-room, I was surprised to see how much he had changed. He wore a confident, intelligent expression on his face, and his manner was no longer rough. Although I recognized the same black fire in his eyes, the farm boy had become a gentleman.

Mr Edgar was as surprised as I was, but welcomed Heathcliff as politely as he could. However, he grew more and more annoyed as he watched his wife's delighted face. She could not take her eyes off Heathcliff.

'Tomorrow I won't be able to believe that I've seen and touched you, Heathcliff!' she cried, catching hold of his hands. 'But how cruel of you to run away and keep silent for four years, and never think of me!'

'I've thought of you more than you've thought of me,' he replied quietly. 'I heard you had married, Catherine, and I came, just to see you once, and then take my revenge on your brother Hindley. Your welcome may change my plans. You know, I've had a bitter, hard life since I last heard your voice, and if I've survived, it's all because of you!'

'Catherine,' said Mr Edgar, trying to remain polite, 'please pourout the tea, or it will be cold. Mr Heathcliff will have a long walk to wherever he's staying tonight, and I'm thirsty.'

But Catherine was too excited, and Mr Edgar too angry, to drink any tea. After a while their guest left. We discovered that he had been invited to stay at Wuthering Heights, by Hindley. I could not understand why Hindley, who hated him, would want his company, and I felt sure it would have been better for all of us if Heathcliff had never come back.

Catherine could not keep her happiness to herself. In the middle of the night she woke me to talk about Heathcliff.

'I just can't sleep, Ellen!' she said. 'And Edgar won't listen when I tell him how happy I am! He's so selfish!'

'He never liked Heathcliff,' I replied, 'and he'll be angry if you go on talking about him. You think he's weak, but he could be as determined as you, about something he thinks is important.'

'No!' she laughed. 'I have such confidence in Edgar's love that I think I could kill him, and he wouldn't blame me for it. He will have to learn to accept Heathcliff as my friend.'

'Do you know why Heathcliff is staying at Wuthering Heights?'

'Oh, yes. He explained that he went there to look for me. Hindley asked him to play cards, and when he discovered Heathcliff had a lot of money, invited him to stay there. You know how greedy my brother is. He'll make Heathcliff pay rent, and hope to win money from him at cards. Heathcliff wants to stay there to be near me. I'm so happy, Ellen! And I want everyone around me to be happy too!'

Catherine behaved so sweetly to her husband in the next few days that Thrushcross Grange seemed full of sunshine, and in spite of his doubts, Mr Edgar allowed Heathcliff to visit her regularly. However, Heathcliff's visits produced a result which none of us had expected. Isabella, Mr Edgar's sister, a pretty girl of eighteen, suddenly declared that she was in love with Heathcliff. Mr Edgar, who loved her dearly, was shocked. He knew that if he and Catherine had no sons, Isabella would inherit the considerable Linton fortune. He did not like the idea of the fortune passing to Heathcliff, as Isabella's husband. But more importantly, he suspected that Heathcliff was hiding his ture wickedness under his gentlemanly appearance.

Catherine tried hard to persuade Isabella that Heathcliff was not worth loving, but poor Isabella was jealous of Catherine's relationship with Heathcliff and would not listen. Finally, Catherine told Heathcliff himself that Isabella was in love with him. She thought she knew what his answer would be.

'How could I ever love that stupid girl?' he asked. 'She has a miserable pale face, and weak blue eyes, just like your husband! But... she will inherit the family wealth from him, won't she?'

'That's true,' replied Catherine. 'But don't think about that, Heathcliff. I hope Edgar and I will have several sons, and then they will inherit it.'

Catherine did not speak of this matter again, but I am sure Heathcliff often thought about it. I watched him carefully in the next few days. I hoped he would do nothing to hurt Mr Edgar, who was a kind master to me. I was worried, too, about what was happening at Wuthering Heights. Hindley and his son Hareton seemed like lost sheep to me, and I knew there was a wicked wolf just waiting for the chance to attack them.



depress v. make someone feel sad and dull. 使沮丧，使消沉。

sympathetic adj. feeling sorry for someone. 同情的。

disappear v. go away so that it cannot be seen. 消失，失踪。

valley n. low land between hills or mountains. 山谷，峡谷。

deliver v. take something to the place where it must go. 传递，送上。

be suitable for be right for that person, happening, place, etc. 合适的，适当的。

keep silent keep nothing, keep a secret. 沉默不语，保守秘密。

survive v. go on living through a difficult or dangerous time. 幸存，活下来。

thirsty adj. wanting something to drink. 口渴的。

selfish adj. thinking too much about yourself and what you want. 自私的。

greedy adj. wanting too much. 贪婪的。

in spite of not taking notice of. 不管。

regularly adv. at regular times. 定期地。

suspect v. think that something is true, but not be certain. 猜想，怀疑。

stupid adj. foolish. 愚蠢的。


7　希斯克利夫回来了
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1783年

好的，先生。凯瑟琳小姐成了林顿夫人，我们就去住到画眉山庄，我得说她的表现让我又惊又喜。她看上去对丈夫非常疼爱，对他妹妹伊莎贝拉也不错。自然，他很小心不叫人逆她的愿或给她气生。在她心情郁闷时，他就归咎于她得的那场病，大加同情。但在大部分时间里，我相信他们相互之间的深情不断增长着。

遗憾的是这种幸福没有持续下去。一天晚上，我正拎着一篮子苹果从花园往家里去，这时我身后有一个声音说道，“艾伦，是你么？”

这声音低沉，不大熟悉。我转过身，看到在厨房门旁的阴暗处有一个又高又黑的人。

“你不认识我了？”他问道，“瞧，我不是个生人！”

“什么！”我惊叫道，因为他已经失踪四年了，“希斯克利夫！真是你吗？”

“是的，”他回答，抬头看着房子的窗户。“他们在家吗？她在哪儿？告诉我，艾伦！我得和她说话！”

“我说不好你是不是应该见她，”我犹豫道，“这会不会对她太突然了？”

“去通报她我在这儿，艾伦！”他不耐烦地说，“别让我这样受苦！”

我把他留在门口，上楼去找林顿夫妇。他们静静地坐在一起，眺望着宁静的山谷。这房间、这景致，还有那两个人，看上去那么平和安宁，我真不愿打搅他们。可我不得不通报讯息。

“有个人想见您，夫人。”我低声说。

“那我就下楼去见他，”凯瑟琳答应，“艾伦，我不在这会儿你把茶端上来。”她离开了房间。

“是谁，艾伦？”艾加先生问。

“是那个希斯克利夫，先生。您记得，他以前住在呼啸山庄。”

“什么！那个吉卜赛人，在农庄干活儿的那个？”他叫喊道。

“先生，如果林顿夫人听见您这么说他，会生气的。他出走时她很难过。她非常喜欢他，这您知道。”

艾加先生把头探出窗子，高声对他妻子说，“别站在凉地里，亲爱的！要是贵客，就把他带进来。”

凯瑟琳冲上楼进了房间，兴奋若狂，气喘吁吁。她张开双臂，一下搂住了丈夫的脖子。

“哦，亲爱的艾加！希斯克利夫回来啦！”

“好，好，”艾加先生不痛快地说道，“没有必要激动。”

“我知道你不喜欢他，”她说，“但求求你，求你现在跟他做朋友。我能让他上来么？”

“你想请他上到这儿，到我们的起居室？你难道不觉得他去厨房更妥当吗？”

凯瑟琳似怒似笑地看着她的丈夫。“不，”她说，“我不能坐到厨房里。艾伦，搬两张桌子，一张给你的主人和伊莎贝拉，另一张给希斯克利夫和我。我们不跟他们一起坐，因为我们层次低！这样你高兴了罢，亲爱的艾加？快拿主意！我必须让他离我近点！”

“艾伦，你去把他领上来，”艾加先生说，“还有，凯瑟琳，你别做傻事。记住，他只是个下人！”

当希斯克利夫进到起居室，我惊讶地看到他变化太大了。他脸上带着自信、睿智的表情，举止也不再粗野。虽然我还能看出他的眼中依然有一团黑色的火焰，但这个干农活的小伙子已经变成了一个绅士。

艾加先生同我一样感到惊讶，但他还是尽可能礼貌地对他表示欢迎。可当看到妻子满脸喜色，他越来越气恼。她的目光无法离开希斯克利夫。

“到明天我都不能相信我已经见到了你，摸到了你，希斯克利夫！”她抓住他的手，兴奋地说，“可你多忍心啊！出走之后杳无音讯都四年了，也从不想我！”

“我想你要比你想我多，”他平静地说，“我听说你结婚了，凯瑟琳，我是来见你一面，然后去报复你哥哥亨德雷的。你对我的欢迎也许会改变我的计划。从最后一次听到你声音到现在，我一直过着辛酸艰苦的生活，如果说我还能幸存下来，那都是为了你！”

“凯瑟琳，”艾加先生说道，尽量保持着礼节，“请倒茶吧，否则茶就凉了。希斯克利夫先生还要走一段长路到他今晚住的地方，我也渴了。”

但凯瑟琳兴奋异常，而艾加先生怒气很盛，都喝不下茶。过了一会儿，他们的客人走了。我们发现他被请去住在呼啸山庄，是亨德雷先生邀请的。我无法理解亨德雷那么恨他，为何还想和他在一起，我也肯定如果希斯克利夫压根儿没回来对我们大家都会更好些。

凯瑟琳无法独享她的快乐。大半夜叫醒我聊希斯克利夫的事。

“我就是睡不着，艾伦！”她说，“我要跟艾加讲我有多高兴，他又不肯听！他真自私！”

“他向来不喜欢希斯克利夫，”我回答，“如果你再谈他，他会生气的。你认为他软弱，但只要是他认为重要的事。他可能像你一样执著。”

“不！”她笑道，“我对艾加的爱太有信心了，我想我就是杀了他，他也不会怪我的。他要学会把希斯克利夫当我的朋友来接受。”

“你知道希斯克利夫为什么住在呼啸山庄吗？”

“噢，是的。他解释说他去那儿找我。亨德雷请他玩牌，当他看出希斯克利夫很有钱，就请他住在那儿了。你知道我哥哥有多贪财。他会收希斯克利夫的租金，而且指望玩牌赢他的钱。希斯克利夫住在那儿是想离我近点儿。我真高兴，艾伦！我希望我身边的每个人也都高兴！”

在接下去的日子里凯瑟琳对她丈夫表现得非常亲热，画眉山庄似乎阳光明媚，因此尽管艾加先生心存疑窦，他还是允许希斯克利夫常来看她。然而希斯克利夫的来访却导致了一个我们都未曾料想的结果。艾加先生的妹妹伊莎贝拉，一个18岁的可爱姑娘，突如其来地公开说她爱上了希斯克利夫。艾加先生对妹妹十分钟爱，对此感到震惊。他明白如果他与凯瑟琳没有儿子的话，伊莎贝拉将继承林顿家族相当可观的财产。他不想让财产落入成了伊莎贝拉丈夫的希斯克利夫手中。而更非同小可的是，他怀疑在希斯克利夫绅士般的外表下隐藏着真实的险恶居心。

凯瑟琳竭力劝伊莎贝拉说希斯克利夫不值得她爱，但可怜的伊莎贝拉妒嫉凯瑟琳与希斯克利夫的关系，对此听不进去。最后，凯瑟琳告诉希斯克利夫本人说伊莎贝拉爱上了他。她以为自己知道他会怎么回答。

“我怎么能爱那个傻姑娘？”他反问道，“她那张脸凄惨苍白，一双蓝眼睛也毫无神采，像你丈夫似的！可……她将从他那儿继承家族的财产，对吧？”

“对，”凯瑟琳答道，“但别惦记那个，希斯克利夫。我希望艾加和我会生几个儿子，那么他们就会继承财产。”

凯瑟琳没再提起这件事，可我肯定希斯克利夫经常在盘算着它。在过后的几天里我留心观察他。我希望他别做什么伤害艾加先生的事，艾加先生对我是个仁慈的主人。我也在担心呼啸山庄的事态如何在我看来，亨德雷和他儿子哈里顿像是迷途的绵羊，而我知道有一只恶狼正在伺机对他们发起进攻。
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Catherine is ill

1783 The next time Heathcliff came to Thrushcross Grange, he met Isabella by chance in front of the house. I was watching from the kitchen window, as he went up to her, and, supposing that no one else could see him, kissed her.

'Look, madam!' I cried to Catherine, who was passing through the kitchen. 'That devil Heathcliff told you he could never love Miss Isabella! And now he's kissing her!'

So when Heathcliff entered the house, Catherine was ready to scold him.

'Leave Isabella alone, Heathcliff!' she ordered. 'You'll make Edgar angry!'

'You think I'm afraid of that weak little creature?' he growled. 'Anyway, what difference does it make to you? I can kiss her if she likes it. I'm not your husband, you needn't be jealous of me!'

'I'm not jealous of you!' replied Catherine. 'If you like Lsabella, you can marry her. But do you like her?'

'It's you I want to talk about, Catherine. You know you've treated me badly. And I'm going to have my revenge! Thank you for telling me Isabella's secret. I swear I'll make good use of it!'

At this point I went to look for my master, and told him that Catherine and Heathcliff were quarrelling in the kitchen.

'How can my wife call that man a friend?' he cried angrily. 'I've been too weak with her. I can't allow him to visit her any more. Call two servants, Ellen.' He went to the kitchen. I followed him, telling the servants to wait in the hall.

'Catherine!' said Mr Edgar to his wife as he entered. 'Do you think it's right to listen to this wicked man's talk?'

'Have you been listening at the door, Edgar?' asked Catherine coldly. Heathcliff laughed, which made Mr Edgar even angrier.

'You, sir,' he said to Heathcliff, 'are poisoning our family life. I should never have accepted you as Catherine's friend. I must inform you that you will never be allowed to enter this house again, and that if you don't leave within three minutes, you will be thrown out.'

'Well, well!' replied Heathcliff, looking scornfully at Mr Edgar's small figure. 'So, you're going to throw me out yourself, are you?'

My master looked towards the door. I realized he wanted to call the servants, as he knew he was not strong enough to fight Heathcliff alone. But Catherine must have guessed his plan. She hurried to the door and locked it. Mr Edgar looked at her in angry surprise.

'You must fight him like a gentleman, without anyone to help you!' she told her husband. 'That'll teach you to scold me!'

Mr Edgar tried to get hold of the key, but she threw it quickly into the hottest part of the fire. He went very pale, and could not stop his whole body trembling.

'Oh Edgar!' cried his wife. 'You've lost the fight already! You aren't a man, you're a mouse!'

'So that,' said Heathcliff, pointing at Mr Edgar, 'is the thing you preferred to me, Catherine. Is he crying, or is he going to die of fear?'

He went up to look more closely at Mr Edgar, who suddenly recovered and hit Heathcliff hard on the neck. While Heathcliff was getting his breath back, Mr Edgar walked out of the other kitchen door into the garden.

'Now you'll never be able to come here again,' said Catherine to Heathcliff. 'Go away quickly! He'll return with men and guns.'

Heathcliff was sensible enough to take her advice. He broke down the locked door and escaped, just as the master and his men returned.

Catherine, who was over-excited, ordered me to go upstairs with her. I hoped she would not discover that I had told Mr Edgar about her quarrel with Heathcliff.

'I'm wild with anger, Ellen!' she said, when we reached the sitting-room. 'All this trouble is because of Isabella! Tell Edgar I'm in danger of becoming seriously ill. I hope it's true, I want to frighten him. He's upset me badly. Why did he listen to us talking in the kitchen? Heathcliff says wicked things, but I know I can control him. Well, if I can't have Heathcliff as my friend, if Edgar is going to be mean and jealous, I'll try to break both their hearts by breaking my own. You must remind Edgar how quick-tempered I am, and What Dr Kenneth said about my health. Edgar must let me do what I want!'

I did not feel sympathetic towards Catherine, and certainly did not want to frighten my poor master by telling him she was ill. As I was leaving the room, however, he entered.

'Catherine,' he said, 'you must tell me one thing. You must choose between me and Heathcliff. Which do you intend to have?'

'Leave me alone!' she cried wildly. 'I'm ill, can't you see, I can't even stand! Edgar, leave me!'

She fell, stiff and pale, on to the floor. Mr Edgar looked very frightened.

'Don't worry, sir,' I whispered to him. 'She told me she would try to make you afraid by pretending to be ill.'

Unfortunately she heard me. She jumped up, her hair loose and her eyes staring, and rushed to her bedroom. We heard the key turn in the lock.

For the next few days she refused to speak to anyone, even me. I took her food up to her room, but she would not eat. Mr Edgar spent his time in the library, and did not ask about his wife. He hoped, I suppose, that she would come and ask him to forgive her. But I knew she was too proud to do that.

On the third day she unlocked her door and called me. She ate and drank eagerly, then lay down again.

'Oh, why don't I die, since no one cares about me!' she muttered. 'Edgar doesn't love me at all! What is he doing all this time, Ellen?'

'He's reading books in the library, madam,' I answered.

'Reading books!' she cried, shocked. 'And I'm dying up here! My God! Does he know how I've changed, how ill I am? Can't you tell him I'm seriously ill, Ellen?'

'You forget, Mrs Linton, that you've eaten tonight. I'm sure you'll feel better tomorrow morning.' I still wanted to make her realize how selfish she was being, although I was a little worried by her pale, almost ghostly face.

'I begin to see that you don't like me, Ellen. How strange! I always thought everybody loved me! Now they are all my enemies—Isabella and Edgar and you! I'll die with cold faces around me! I've had terrible dreams these past few nights, you know. Open the window, Ellen! I'm so hot!'

I refused, as it was the middle of winter. She was feverish.

'Who is that over there?' she asked, staring at her own face in a mirror opposite her bed. I could not make her understand it was herself, and I began to be afraid that her illness was real.

'Stay with me, Ellen,' she cried, holding my hand. 'I'm frightened of that face! I'm frightened of being alone! I wish I were in my bed at Wuthering Heights, with the wind howling through the trees. Do let me feel a breath of air from the moors, just one breath!'

I opened the window for a moment, then closed it. The cold air seemed to calm her. 'I wish I were a young girl again, wild and free, out on the moors with Heathcliff! Open the window again, wider this time! Why won't you?'

'Because I don't want you to die of cold,' I replied.

'But it's my only chance of life!' she cried, jumping out of bed and going to the window. I tried to force her back to bed, but her fever made her surprisingly strong. We looked out together into the icy darkness. There was no moon, and no lights were visible anywhere. But Catherine was sure she could see Wuthering Heights.

'Look!' she said. 'There's my old home, and the churchyard near it. I won't lie there alone, Heathcliff! I won't rest until you're in the grave with me!'

I was still holding her back from the window, and wondering what to do next, when Mr Edgar entered.

'Please help, sir,' I called, 'Mrs Linton is ill.'

'Catherine's ill?' he gasped. 'Shut the window, Ellen! Catherine! Why—'

When he saw his wife's face, he was so shocked that he stopped speaking and stared at her in horror. She was almost unconscious and did not recognize him at first.

'Ah, it's you, is it, Edgar Linton?' she said after a few moments. 'You don't come when you're wanted, and now you come when you're not wanted! But whatever you say, nothing can keep me from my home, my place of rest, out there in the open air, with a gravestone at my head!'

'She's feverish, sir, and doesn't know what she's saying,' I whispered. 'If she has food and rest, she'll recover.'

'I want no further advice from you, Ellen Dean,' said Mr Edgar coldly. 'You knew how ill she was, and you didn't tell me!'

I ran downstairs and out of the kitchen door to fetch the doctor. I thought I heard the sound of horses in the distance, which seemed strange at two o'clock in the morning. And when I found Dr Kenneth, he told me someone had seen Isabella and Heathcliff meeting secretly in the garden earlier that evening.

That night none of us slept. We all sat together and waited, while the doctor stayed with his patient. He told us he hoped that Catherine would recover, if we kept her very quiet.

In the morning we discovered that Isabella's room was empty. She had run away with Heathcliff! When Mr Edgar heard the news, he just said, 'She chose to go with him. Don't speak to me of her again. I no longer think of her as my sister.'



afraid (of) full of fear. 害怕的，担心的。

wicked adj. very bad, evil. 恶毒的。

get hold of catch something. 抓住。

tremble v. shake because you are afraid, cold, weak, etc. 发抖。

escape v. get free from something or someone. 逃跑。

sympathetic adj. feeling sorry for someone. 同情的。

pretend v. make it seem that something is true when it is not. 假装。

forgive v. say or show that you are not angry with someone any more. 原谅，宽恕。

opposite adj. across from where you are; other. 对面的。

unconscious adj. not knowing what is happening. 失去知觉的，昏迷的。

gravestone n. stone that you put on a grave, with the name of the dead person. 墓碑。

whisper v. speak very softly. 低声说，耳语。


8　凯瑟琳病了
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1783年

希斯克利夫再次来画眉山庄时碰巧在宅子前面见到了伊莎贝拉。他朝她走过去的时候，我正从厨房的窗户里看着，他以为没人能看见他，就吻了她。

“看哪，夫人！”我喊着凯瑟琳，她正从厨房走过，“希斯克利夫那恶棍告诉你他决不会爱伊莎贝拉小姐！这会儿正吻她呢！”

所以希斯克利夫一进房子，凯瑟琳已经打定主意责备他了。

“别碰伊莎贝拉，希斯克利夫！”她用命令的口吻说道，“你会惹怒艾加的！”

“你以为我怕那个弱不禁风的小东西？”他吼叫道，“再说，这跟你有什么关系？只要她愿意，我就可以吻她。我不是你的丈夫，你不必吃我的醋！”

“我没吃你的醋！”凯瑟琳回答，“如果你喜欢伊莎贝拉，你可以娶她。可你真的喜欢她吗？”

“我想谈论的是你，凯瑟琳。你明白你们怎么待我的。我要报复！谢谢你告诉我伊莎贝拉的秘密。我发誓要好好利用这一点！”

到了这地步我就去找了我的主人，告诉他凯瑟琳和希斯克利夫正在厨房里争吵。

“我妻子怎么会称这个人为朋友？”他怒吼道，“我对她一直太纵容了。我不能允许他再来看她。叫两个仆人，艾伦。”他朝厨房而去。我跟着他，叫仆人在厅里等着。

“凯瑟琳！”艾加先生一进门便对妻子说道，“你觉得听这恶棍说话合适吗？”

“你在门口听着的吗，艾加？”凯瑟琳冷冷地问道。希斯克利夫笑了起来，艾加先生火气更大了。

“你，先生，”他对希斯克利夫说，“在破坏我的家庭生活。我本来就不应该把你当凯瑟琳的朋友看待。我必须奉告你决不许你再进这房子，如果你三分钟内不离开，你就会被扔出去。”

“好，好！”希斯克利夫回答，满脸讥讽地看着艾加先生瘦小的身躯。“这么说，你要亲自把我扔出去喽，是吗？”

我的主人往门那儿看了一眼。我意识到他想叫仆人，因为他明白他自个儿无力与希斯克利夫斗。但凯瑟琳想必猜出了他的心思。她赶到门前，锁上了门。艾加先生又气又惊地盯着她。

“你必须像个绅士一样跟他打，别叫人帮忙！”她告诉丈夫，“对你责骂我会是个教训！”

艾加先生试图去抢钥匙，可她当即把钥匙扔进炉火的中央。他的脸色变得煞白，无法控制全身的颤抖。

“噢艾加！”他妻子叫道，“你已经输了！你不是个男人，你是只老鼠！”

“你就喜欢这么个东西，”希斯克利夫指着艾加先生说，“而不喜欢我，凯瑟琳。他是要哭出来，还是会吓死？”

他凑上前去更接近地看着艾加先生，艾加先生冷不防地缓过劲来重重打在希斯克利夫的脖子上。趁希斯克利夫正往回喘气的当儿，艾加先生从厨房的旁门走出去，到了花园。

“哎，你再也不能来这儿了，”凯瑟琳对希斯克利夫说，“快走罢！他就要带着人、带着枪来了。”

希斯克利夫明智地听从了她的劝告。主人和他的手下回来时，他刚好砸坏锁着的门逃走了。

凯瑟琳十分激动，吩咐我陪她上楼。我希望她别发现是我告诉了艾加先生她和希斯克利夫吵架的事。

“我气疯了，艾伦！”我们刚进起居室她就说，“麻烦都是伊莎贝拉惹起的！跟艾加说我快病得不行了。我盼着真生病，我想吓唬吓唬他。他让我狼狈坏了。他为什么要偷听我们在厨房的谈话？希斯克利夫说了些难听的，可我有把握能控制他。好，如果我不能有希斯克利夫这个朋友，要是艾加开始小器、嫉妒，我就让自己伤心来使他们俩都心碎。你千万要提醒艾加我脾气多暴躁，还有肯尼士大夫是怎么说我的健康情况的。艾加得让我做我想做的事！”

我对凯瑟琳不感觉同情，当然也不想去吓唬我那不幸的主人，告诉他她病了。但我正要离开房间的时候，他进来了。

“凯瑟琳，”他说，“你必须给我说清楚一件事，你必须在我和希斯克利夫之间做出选择。你想要哪一个？”

“别烦我！”她狂怒地喊道，“我病了，你看不见吗，我站都站不住了！艾加，别烦我！”

她脸色煞白，直挺挺地倒在地板上。艾加先生惊恐万分。

“别担心，先生，”我轻声对他说，“她告诉我她要装病来吓唬您。”

不巧被她听见。她跳起来，披头散发、双目圆瞪，跑向她的卧室。我们听到锁被拧上了。

此后好几天她对谁都一言不发，连我在内。我把饭端到她房间，可她不肯吃。艾加先生待在书房，也不过问他妻子。我想，他是指望她会来请求他原谅。但我清楚她那么傲慢，是不会那样做的。

到第三天她打开房门把我叫去。她狼吞虎咽地又吃又喝，接着又躺倒了。

“噢，我怎么不死，反正没人关心我！”她咕哝道，“艾加根本就不爱我！这段时间他在干吗，艾伦？”

“他在书房看书，夫人。”我回答。

“看书！”她惊异地嚷道，“我在上面都快死了！上帝！他知道我变化有多大，病得有多重吗？你就不能告诉他我病得不行了，艾伦？”

“您忘了，林顿夫人，您今晚吃了东西。我肯定您明天早上会感觉好些的。”我还是希望能使她认识到她有多自私，尽管她苍白、如幽灵般的脸色令我有点儿担心。

“我开始觉察到你不喜欢我了，艾伦。真想不到！我总以为人人都喜欢我！而如今他们都成了我的对头——伊莎贝拉和艾加，还有你！周围都是冷冰冰的面孔，我要死了！前几个晚上我一直在做恶梦，你知道。打开窗户，艾伦！我太热啦！”

因为正值隆冬，我不肯。她有点发烧。

“那是谁？”她盯着床对面镜子中她自己的脸问道。我无法使她明白那就是她自己，所以我开始担心她是真病了。

“陪着我，艾伦，”她抓着我的手叫道，“那张脸让我害怕！我害怕一个人待着！我希望我是躺在呼啸山庄我的床上，风在树林间呼啸。就让我感受一下荒原上吹来的空气吧，就一下！”

我把窗打开了一会儿，接着又关上。冰冷的空气似乎使她安静了些。“我希望我又成了小姑娘，疯疯癫癫、自由自在，同希斯克利夫一起到荒原去！再把窗子打开，这次开大点！你为什么不肯？”

“因为我不想你冻死。”我回答。

“可只有这样我才有活下去的可能！”她叫着，从床上跳下来奔窗户而去。我试图拉她回床上去，可发烧让她力气大得出奇。我们一起望着外面冰冷的黑暗。没有月亮，也看不见灯光。但凯瑟琳一口咬定她能看到呼啸山庄。

“看！”她说，“那是我原来的家，还有附近的教堂墓地。我不要独眠在那儿，希斯克利夫！除非你和我同穴而葬，否则我不会安息的！”

我仍然抱着她，不让她靠近窗户，搞不清下面该怎么办，这时艾加先生进来了。

“请帮帮忙，先生，”我叫道，“林顿夫人病了。”

“凯瑟琳病了？”他吃了一惊，“关上窗户，艾伦！凯瑟琳！为什么——”

一看到妻子的脸，他吓坏了，话也不说了，只顾惊恐地盯着她。她几乎人事不省，开始没认出他来。

“噢，是你，是吗，艾加·林顿？”她过了好一会儿才说道，“需要你的时候你不来，不需要的时候你倒来了！无论你怎么说，什么也别想阻止我回家，我安息的地方，在外面的旷野里，头顶上立着一块墓碑！”

“她有些发烧，先生，在说胡话，”我低声说，“如果她吃了东西，再休息一下就会好的。”

“我不想再听你的意见，艾伦·迪恩，”艾加先生冷冷地说道，“你本来知道她病得有多重，却不通报我！”

我跑到楼下，出了厨房门去找大夫。我觉得好像听到远处有马嘶声，此刻是凌晨两点钟，似乎有点儿蹊跷。我找到肯尼士大夫时，他告诉我有人看见伊莎贝拉和希斯克利夫当天晚上早些时候在花园里幽会。

那天晚上我们谁都没睡。大夫陪病人待着，我们则坐在一起等。他对我们说如果我们能让她心平气和，凯瑟琳有望痊愈。

到了早晨我们发现伊莎贝拉的房间空着。她跟希斯克利夫跑了！艾加先生听了这个消息，他只说，“是她自己要跟他走。别再对我提起她。我不再认她这个妹妹。”


9
Isabella's story

1784 For two months we heard nothing of Isabella or Heathcliff. During that time Catherine was dangerously ill with brain fever, and Dr Kenneth warned us that even if she recovered, her brain would never return to normal. However she did seem to get better, and no one could have been happier than my master, when he saw her sitting up in bed for the first time, and beginning to take an interest in the people and things around her. He loved her so much, and took such good care of her, that I really thought she would recover. There was another reason for her to live. She was expecting a baby, and we all hoped she would have a son, who would inherit the Linton fortune.

Then Mr Edgar received a letter from Isabella, telling him that she and Heathcliff were married. With it was a long letter for me, which said:




Wuthering Heights

Dear Ellen,

I arrived here last night and heard that Catherine is ill. My brother refuses to write to me, so you are the only one I can write to. Tell Edgar I still love him and Catherine, and want to return to Thrushcross Grange, but I can't!

The rest of this letter is for you alone, Ellen. Two questions—how did you manage to get on with the people in this house? They don't seem human! And (this interests me very much) what is Mr Heathcliff? A man? A madman? A devil? When you come to visit me, you must explain to me what sort of creature I've married. And you must come very soon, with a message from Edgar.

Heathcliff brought me here last night. This house is going to be my home, he says. He disappeared as soon as we arrived, so I entered the kitchen alone. What a miserable, depressing place it is now, Ellen! By the fire stood a dirty child. I realized he must be Catherine's nephew, Hareton, and tried to shake his hand. But he greeted me by swearing at me, so I went into the hall to find somebody else. When I knocked at another door, it was opened by a tall, thin man, with long, dirty hair hanging down to his shoulders. I knew this must be Hindley Earnshaw, Catherine's brother and Hareton's father. His eyes, and Hareton's, reminded me of Catherine.

'What do you want?' he asked roughly.

'My name was Isabella Linton,' I replied. 'Now I'm married to Mr Heathcliff.'

'Ah, so that devil has returned! Good!' he growled.

You can imagine, Ellen, how unhappy I felt in that unpleasant house. I knew that only four miles away was my real home, Thrushcross Grange, containing the only people I loved in the world. But those four miles were like an ocean, which I could not cross! Don't tell Edgar or Catherine this, but I had hoped to find a friend at Wuthering Heights, someone to support me against Heathcliff. Now I realized that no one here would help me.

After a long silence I said, 'Please ask a maid to show me my bedroom. I'm tired after my journey.'

'We have no maids here,' he answered. 'Joseph will show you Heathcliff's room, if you like. And—and—you'd better lock the bedroom door tonight!'

'Why, Mr Earnshaw?' I asked. I did not want to lock myself in with Heathcliff.

He brought out a gun, which had a knife attached to it.

'Look at this,' he said. 'Every night I try to open his bed room door. Up to now he's locked it. But one night he'll forget, and Then I'll kill him!'

'Why do you hate him so much?' I asked.

'Because he's taken everything from me!' he shouted angrily. 'There's nothing left for Hareton to inherit! But I'm going to get it all back! and his money too, and then his blood. Then the devil can have his soul!'

He seemed mad to me, Ellen. I left him, and went to find the old servant, Joseph. It seemed that Heathcliff's room was locked, and there were no guest bedrooms, so in the end I slept on a chair in the child's room. What a welcome to my new home!

I know Heathcliff blames Edgar for Catherine's illness. He has warned me he'll make me suffer for it. Oh, I do hate him—I'm so nuserable—I've been such a fool! Don't tell anyone at Thrushcross Grange about this, Ellen. Come quickly—don't disappoint me!

Isabella




As soon as I had read this, I asked Mr Edgar if I could take a message from him to his sister.

'You may visit her this afternoon, Ellen, if you like. Tell her I'm not angry, just sorry to have lost her. I can't imagine she will ever be happy. I shall never visit her or write to her.'

When I arrived at Wuthering Heights that afternoon, I was shocked to see how much worse the house looked than when I used to live there. I realized that Hindley did not care what conditions he lived in, and Joseph clearly spent more time praying than cleaning. Heathcliff and Isabella were both in the main room. Heathcliff looked more like a gentleman than I had ever seen him, but his wife had not bothered to brush her hair or change her dress. I had to explain to poor Isabella that Mr Edgar had refused to write to her. She cried a little when she heard that. Then Heathcliff asked me question after question about Catherine's illness.

'If you really love her,' I told him, 'you'll keep away from her now. She mustn't be over-excited. Her health will always be weak. And her loving husband is a very good nurse to her!'

'Her loving husband!' repeated Heathcliff scornfully. 'Don't compare my feeling for her with his! No, Ellen, before you leave this house, I'll make you promise to arrange a meeting for me with Catherine. I must see her!'

'I'll never agree to that,' I said. 'She's just beginning to recover. She's almost forgotten you, and now you want to upset her again!'

'Ellen, you know as well as I do that she can never forget me! If she thinks once of Edgar Linton, she thinks a thousand times of me! He can't love her as I can! And Catherine has a heart as deep as mine!'

'Catherine and Edgar are very fond of each other!' said Isabella suddenly. 'Don't speak of my brother like that!'

'Your dear brother doesn't care enough about you to write to you,' replied Heathcliff, smiling sourly.

'That's because he doesn't know how much I've suffered,' she answered quietly, turning away to hide the tears on her face.

'Sir,' I said, 'it seems to me that Miss Isabella, Mrs Heathcliff, I should say, is unhappy. You must treat her kindly. Try to look after her. Let her have a maid, for example.'

'I'm not going to be soft with her,' he replied with a laugh. 'She was stupid enough to run away with me. I never pretended to love her. Now I think she's beginning to realize that I scorn her. She's an even weaker fool than her brother, but she's going to be useful to me. That's why I'm keeping her with me.'

'Ellen, he says he married me to have his revenge on Edgar! But I won't let him carry out his plan, whatever it is. I'll die, or I'll see him dead first!'

'You're getting violent, Isabella!' said Heathcliff. 'Go upstairs now. I want to speak to Ellen Dean in private. Go on!' And he pushed her roughly out of the door.

'Don't you feel pity for her?' I asked, when we were alone. 'Have you ever felt pity for anybody in your life?'

'Why should I? She's just like an insect under my foot. The more she cries, the more I enjoy hurting her. Now, Ellen, listen. I'll wait every day and every evening in the Grange garden, until I find a chance to see Catherine. If I meet Edgar Linton or his servants, I'll shoot them. But don't you think it'd be better to avoid a fight? You could tell me when she'll be alone. Then there'll be no violence.'

I argued and complained, and refused fifty times, but in the end he forced me to agree. I promised to let him know when Edgar Linton was away from home. I suppose it was wrong of me, but I hoped it would be Heathcliff's last meeting with Catherine.



normal adj. or usual, ordinary. 正常的。

refuse v. say 'no' to what someone wants to do etc. 拒绝。

devil n. wicked spirit. 魔鬼。

nephew n. son of your brother or sister. 侄子，外甥。

support v. keep something or someone up. 支持。

be attached to like someone. 喜爱，爱慕。

compare v. think about two or more things or people so that you can see the differences. 比较，对照。

arrange v. to plan in advance; prepare. 安排，准备。

be fond of love or like someone or something. 喜好。

in private alone; away from other people. 单独。

insect n. small animal with six legs. 昆虫。


9　伊莎贝拉的故事

[image: alt]

1784年

两个月来伊莎贝拉和希斯克利夫音讯全无。在这期间凯瑟琳的脑膜炎很重，肯尼士大夫提醒我们就算她病好了，她的脑子也无法完全复原。尽管如此她看上去还是好了起来，当我的主人看到她第一次在床上坐起来并开始注意她周围的人和事时，他比谁都高兴。他对她爱意无限，关心无微不至，于是我真的相信她一定会好起来。她要活下去还有另一个原因。她怀了孩子，我们都希望她能生个儿子来继承林顿家族的财产。

后来艾加先生收到了伊莎贝拉来的一封信，告诉他她已同希斯克利夫结婚了。同来的还有一封给我的长信，写道：




亲爱的艾伦：

我昨晚到了呼啸山庄，听说凯瑟琳病了。我哥哥不肯给我写信，所以我只能给你写。告诉艾加我还爱着他和凯瑟琳，还想回到画眉山庄，可我不能！

下面的内容是写给你一个人的，艾伦。有两个问题——你是怎么跟这宅子里的人相处的？他们好像没有人性！还有（我很想知道）希斯克利夫先生是什么东西？是人么？是个疯子？还是个魔鬼？你来看我的时候，你一定得跟我说说我到底嫁给了个什么东西。你一定要尽快来，带一个艾加的口信来。

希斯克利夫昨晚把我带到这儿。这宅子将是我的家，他说。一到这儿他就不见了，所以我一个人进了厨房。现在那儿真是个乱七八糟、令人难受的地方，艾伦！火炉旁站着一个邋遢的孩子，我琢磨他一定就是凯瑟琳的侄子哈里顿了，于是想跟他握握手。可他用咒骂的方式来欢迎我，所以我到厅里去找其他人。我去敲另一扇门，开门的是一个瘦高挑儿的男人，头发又长又脏，披到肩上。我知道这一定就是亨德雷·欧肖，凯瑟琳的哥哥，哈里顿的父亲。他的眼睛，还有哈里顿的眼睛，让我想起凯瑟琳。

“你想干什么？”他粗鲁地问。

“我叫伊莎贝拉·林顿，”我回答，“我已嫁给了希斯克利夫先生。”

“哦，这么说那个恶棍回来啦！好！”他咆哮道。

你可以想像得到，艾伦，我在那讨厌的宅子里会多难过。我清楚这儿离我真正的家画眉山庄只有四英里，那儿有我在这世上唯一爱着的人。但那四英里像一片汪洋，我过不去！别把这个告诉艾加或凯瑟琳，我原指望能在呼啸山庄找到一个朋友，一个能帮助我对付希斯克利夫的人。如今我明白这儿没人能帮我。

沉默了许久之后我说，“请让个女仆带我去我的卧室。我走了那么远的路，累了。”

“我们这儿没有女仆，”他回答，“约瑟夫会带你去希斯克利夫的房间，如果你愿意，还有——还有——今晚你最好锁上卧室的门！”

“为什么，欧肖先生？”我问。我不想把自己和希斯克利夫锁在房间里。

他拿出一枝枪，上面还带着一把刀子。

“看看这个，”他说，“我每天晚上都想橇开他卧室的门。到目前为止他都上锁。可要是哪天晚上他忘了，我就会杀了他！”

“你为什么这么恨他？”我问。

“因为他抢走了我的一切！”他嚎道，“什么也没剩下让哈里顿去继承！但我会把它全夺回来的！还有他的钱，还有他的血。然后魔鬼就能收去他的灵魂！”

我看他好像疯了，艾伦。我离开了他，去找那个老仆约瑟夫。希斯克利夫的房间似乎是锁着的，也没有给客人住的卧室，所以最后我在孩子的房里睡下了。到了我的新家，他们就这么欢迎我！

我明白希斯克利夫把凯瑟琳的病归咎于艾加。他威胁过我，要我为此吃苦头。啊，我真恨他——我真命苦——我真是个傻瓜！别对画眉山庄的任何人讲，艾伦。快来吧——别让我失望！




伊莎贝拉

于呼啸山庄




一读完信，我就问艾加先生我能否替他给他妹妹带个口信。

“你今天下午可以去看她，艾伦，如果你愿意。告诉她我不是生气，只是为失去她而难过。我无法想像她会幸福。我不会去看她，也不会给她写信。”

那天下午我到呼啸山庄时，看到房子比我以前住的时候脏乱得多，我很吃惊。我想亨德雷不在乎他住的环境，约瑟夫花在祈祷上的时间无疑比打扫卫生多。希斯克利夫和伊莎贝拉都在正房里。希斯克利夫比我以前任何时候看到他时都更像个绅士，可他的妻子却懒得梳理头发、更换衣服。我不得不向可怜的伊莎贝拉解释说艾加先生不肯给她写信。她听到这个哭了一会儿。然后希斯克利夫就一遍一遍地问我凯瑟琳的病情。

“要是你真的爱她，”我对他说，“你现在就离她远点。她不能太激动。她的身体一直都会很弱。她那深情的丈夫把她护理得非常好！”

“她那深情的丈夫！”希斯克利夫讥讽地重复了一句，“别把我对她的感情与他的相比！不，艾伦，你离开这房子之前，我要让你答应安排我与凯瑟琳见一面。我一定要见她！”

“我决不会答应的，”我说，“她刚刚开始恢复。她差不多把你忘了，而你现在又要再去惹她！”

“艾伦，你我都知道她决不会忘了我！如果她想起艾加·林顿一次，她就会想我一千次！他不会像我那样爱她！凯瑟琳有一颗如我一般深情的心！”

“凯瑟琳和艾加彼此非常相亲相爱！”伊莎贝拉突然说道，“别那样说我哥哥！”

“你那亲爱的哥哥对你的关心还不足以让他给你写信。”希斯克利夫回道，悻悻地一笑。

“那是因为他不知道我有多苦。”她静静地回答道，她转过身去不让人看见她脸上的泪水。

“先生，”我说，“伊莎贝拉小姐，我应该说希斯克利夫夫人，好像并不快乐。你得对她好点。尽量照顾她。比如说，给她找个女仆。”

“我不会和气地对她，”他笑着答道，“她太傻了，跟我私奔。我从没假装爱她。此刻我想她开始明白我看不起她。她甚至比他哥哥还软弱愚蠢，但她对我会有用。所以我才留她在我这儿。”

“艾伦，他说他娶我是为了报复艾加！不管他打什么鬼主意，我不会让他得逞的。要么我死，要么我要看着他先死！”

“你开始过激了，伊莎贝拉！”希斯克利夫说道，“现在上楼去。我想同艾伦·迪恩单独谈谈。快去！”他粗野地把她推出门外。

“难道你不怜悯她吗？”只剩我们两个时我问，“你这一生可曾怜悯过什么人吗？”

“我为什么要怜悯？她就像我脚下的一只虫子。她越叫唤，我就越喜欢折磨她。好了，艾伦，听着。我每天从早到晚都会在画眉山庄的花园里等着，直到我有机会看到凯瑟琳为止。要是让我遇上艾加·林顿或他的家仆，我就开枪打死他们。可你不觉得最好能避免一场争斗吗？你可以告诉我什么时候她会一个人待着。这样就不会有人受伤了。”

尽管我同他争执、抱怨，无数次地拒绝，但最终他还是强迫我答应下来。我应允在艾加·林顿出门的时候通知他。我觉得我做得不对，但我希望着这是希斯克利夫最后一次见凯瑟琳。


10
Heathcliff visits Catherine for the last time

1784 Heathcliff had given me a letter for Catherine, but I decided not to show it to her until Mr Edgar was out of the house. My chance came four days after my visit to Wuthering Heights. As it was a Sunday, Mr Edgar and all the servants went to church, leaving me alone to look after Catherine.

She was sitting downstairs, by an open window, enjoying the spring sunshine. Her appearance had changed since her illness, but there was a strange beauty in her pale face. She did not read or sew any more, but used to sit there silently, staring into the distance. Her eyes seemed fixed on something far away, something beyond normal sight.

I showed her the letter, but she looked confused and could not seem to understand it, so I had to explain.

'It's from Mr Heathcliff,' I said gently. 'He's in the garden, and wants to see you. What shall I tell him?'

She said nothing, but bent forward in her chair to listen. We both heard someone coming through the hall. Heathcliff had realized the house was almost empty, and had found an open door. Catherine looked eagerly towards the entrance to the room. He appeared, and in two steps was by her side. For five whole minutes he held her in his arms and kissed her again and again. It gave him great pain to look at her face. He could see, as I could, that she would never recover, that she was certain to die.

'Oh, Catherine! Oh, my life! How can I bear It!' he cried.

'You and Edgar have broken my heart,' said Catherine, 'And you both want me to pity you! How strong you are, Heathcliff! You'll live for years after my death! Will you forget me, and be happy with others, when I'm in my grave?'

'It's wicked of you to say that, Catherine. You know your words will burn for ever in my memory after you've left me. You know I could never forget you!'

'I don't want you to suffer more than I do, Heathcliff. I only want us to be together, always.'

Heathcliff turned away, his shoulders shaking.

'That isn't my Heathcliff,' Catherine said to me. 'I'll always love my Heathcliff, and take him with me. He's in my soul, you see. Oh, Ellen, I do want to escape from this prison. There's a beautiful world waiting for me out there. You feel sorry for me now because I'm ill. Well, very soon I'll feel sorry for you, because I'll be beyond you all!'

Heathcliff turned towards her, his fierce eyes wet. For a moment they looked at each other, and then they were in each other's arms again. No one could have separated them.

'How cruel you've been to me, Catherine!' he cried wildly. 'You loved me, so why did you marry Edgar Linton? It's all your fault! I haven't broken your heart, you've broken it! And you've broken mine too! Do you think I want to live after you are dead?'

'If I've done wrong, I'm dying for it!' sobbed Catherine. 'It's your fault too, Heathcliff! You left me, remember? But I forgive you. Now forgive me!'

'It's hard to forgive, when I look at your sad eyes, and feel your thin hands. Kiss me again, Catherine! I forgive you for making me suffer, but how can I forgive you for dying?'

Catherine sobbed quietly, hiding her face in his shoulder, and tears rolled down Heathcliff's dark face.

Suddenly I noticed, through the window, the servants coming back from church. I was afraid Mr Edgar would find Heathcliff with Catherine.

'My master will be here in a moment,' I warned them.

'I must go, Catherine,' said Heathcliff.

'No, no!' she screamed. 'Don't go! It's the last time! Edgar won't hurt us! Heathcliff, I'll die if you go!'

'All right, my darling, I'll stay. If he shot me in your arms, I'd die happy.'

At that moment my master appeared at the door. When he saw Heathcliff holding his wife, he went pale with anger.

'Here, take care of her first,' said Heathcliff, putting Catherine in her husband's arms, 'then speak to me later if you wish.' He walked out of the house.

Catherine seemed to be unconscious, and Mr Edgar was so worried about her that he forgot about Heathcliff for the moment. She recovered a little, but did not recognize any of us, and was clearly very ill. We put her to bed immediately, and at twelve o'clock that night her daughter, Cathy, was born, two months early. That's the young lady you saw at Wuthering Heights, Mr Lockwood. Two hours later, Catherine died, without calling for Heathcliff, or recognizing Edgar. My poor master was in the depths of despair. I thought it was very unfortunate that Catherine had only given him a daughter, not a son. Now the Linton fortune would pass to Isabella and her husband after Mr Edgar's death.

Catherine's dead body lay peacefully on her bed. In death she looked more beautiful than in life. I wondered if she was now 'beyond us all', as she had said, and hoped that her soul had found a home with God.

In the morning I went to look for Heathcliff. I found him in the Grange garden, where he had been waiting for news all night.

'She's dead, I know!' he called to me as I came closer. 'Don't cry, she doesn't need your tears! Tell me—tell me, how did—?' He tried to say her name, but could not manage it. 'How did she die?' he said at last, staring fiercely at me. 'Don't be sorry for me, I don't want your pity!'

'Poor creature!' I thought. 'You have a heart just like other men, but you are too proud to show it!'

Aloud I said, 'She died quietly, in her sleep. Her life finished in a gentle dream. I hope she wakes as calmly in the other world!'

'Where are you, Catherine?' he cried in despair. 'Don't leave me here, where I can't find you! I pray that you will never rest while I'm alive. You said I killed you—haunt me then! Murdered people do haunt their murderers, I believe. Come back as a ghost—drive me mad—I don't care! Oh, God! I can't bear it! I cannot live without you, my soul!'

He howled like a wild animal, and hit his forehead several times against a tree, until the wood was covered in blood. I knew I could no longer help him, so I left him.

Catherine was buried the following Friday. Her brother Hindley, although invited, did not come, and Isabella was not invited, so it was only Mr Edgar and the servants who attended the ceremony. To our surprise, she was not buried in the church with the Lintons, nor with the Earnshaws. She lies in an open corner of the churchyard, where she can breathe the air from the moors. Her husband's grave is next to hers.



fix on v. to direct (one's eyes, attention; etc.) steadily at. 使（目光，注意力等）集中于。

entrance n. way into a place. 入口， 门口。

grave n. the place in the ground where a dead person is buried. 墓穴，坟墓。

prison n. place where they lock up criminals. 监狱，牢房。

sob v. cry. 啜泣。

in a moment very soon. 很快，立即。

recover v. to return to the proper state of health, strength, ability, etc. 恢复（健康、体力、能力等）。

haunt v. to be always in the thoughts of (someone). 萦绕心头。

ceremony n. special programme at an important happening. 典礼，仪式。


10　希斯克利夫最后一次看望凯瑟琳

[image: alt]

1784年

希斯克利夫给了我一封给凯瑟琳的信，但我决定在艾加先生不在家时再给她看。从呼啸山庄回来后过了四天，我找到了一个机会。那是个礼拜天，艾加先生和所有家仆都到教堂去了，留我一个人照看凯瑟琳。

她在楼下一个开着的窗户旁坐着，享受着春天的阳光。她得病之后容貌变了，但她惨白的面庞有一种莫名的美。她不再读书，也不再做针线活儿，但常静静地坐在那儿，呆呆地望着远方。她的目光好像盯着远处的什么东西，正常视线以外的东西。

我把信给她看，可她显得有些茫然，似乎无法理解，所以我不得不解释一下。

“是希斯克利夫写的，”我轻声说，“他在花园里，想见你。我该怎么跟他说？”

她什么也没说，但从椅子里欠起身在听着。我们俩都听到有人从厅里走过来。希斯克利夫意识到房子里没有什么人了，就找了扇敞开的门。凯瑟琳急切地望着房门。他出现了，两步就走到她的身边。他把她抱在怀里，一遍遍地吻她，足足有五分钟。他看着她的脸，十分痛苦。他和我都能看出来，凯瑟琳永远不会复原了，她肯定是要死了。

“噢，凯瑟琳！噢，我的命根子！我如何能忍受得了！”他痛苦地叫道。

“你和艾加伤透了我的心，”凯瑟琳说，“你们却都想让我怜悯你们！你多健壮啊，希斯克利夫！我死后你还能活好多年！等我入土之后，你会忘了我，和别的人幸福地生活吗？”

“你这么说太过分了，凯瑟琳。你明白在你离开我之后，你的话仍将会烙印在我记忆中。你知道我永远都不会忘记你的！”

“我不想你比我多受罪，希斯克利夫。我只想我们俩在一起，永远。”

希斯克利夫转开身，他的双肩在颤抖。

“这不是我的希斯克利夫，”凯瑟琳对我说道，“我将永远爱我的希斯克利夫，把他带在身边。他在我的灵魂里，你知道。哦，艾伦，我真想逃离这牢狱。那儿有一个美丽的世界在等着我。你为我难过是因为我病了。可很快我就会为你们感到难过，因为我将会在你们所有人之上！”

希斯克利夫转过来面对着她，炽烈的双眼里含着泪。他们先是相对而视，然后又拥抱在一起。没人能把他们分开。

“你对我多无情啊，凯瑟琳！”他发疯似地说道，“你爱我，那为什么却嫁给了艾加·林顿？都是你的错！我没有伤你的心，是你自己伤了自己的心！而且你还伤了我的心！你以为你死了我还想活下去吗？”

“如果是我错了，那我该死！”凯瑟琳抽泣道，“你也有错，希斯克利夫！你离开了我，还记得吗？但我原谅你。你也原谅我吧！”

“我一看到你忧郁的双眼，摸着你瘦弱的双手，我就很难原谅。再吻吻我吧，凯瑟琳！我原谅你给我的痛苦，可我怎能原谅你要死去？”

凯瑟琳无声地啜泣着，把脸埋在他的肩上，泪水顺着希斯克利夫黝黑的面庞淌落下来。

我突然从窗子看到仆人们正从教堂往回走。我怕艾加先生会看到希斯克利夫和凯瑟琳在一起。

“我的主人马上就到了。”我提醒他们。

“我得走了，凯瑟琳。”希斯克利夫说。

“不，不！”她高声叫起来，“别走！这是最后一面了！艾加不会伤害我们的！希斯克利夫，你要走我会死的！”

“好，我亲爱的，我不走。如果他把我杀死在你的怀里，我会幸福地死去。”

这时，我的主人在门口出现了。看到希斯克利夫正抱着自己的妻子，他的脸气得煞白。

“哎，先照看她，”希斯克利夫说，把凯瑟琳交到她丈夫的怀里，“要是你想跟我说话，另找个时间。”他走出了房子。

凯瑟琳好像是晕过去了，艾加先生非常担心，一时间竟忘了希斯克利夫的事。她的知觉恢复了一点，可认不出我们，显然是病得很重。我们当即把她放到床上，就在当天晚上12点她的女儿凯茜出世了，早产了两个月。她就是你在呼啸山庄看见的那年轻女士，洛克伍德先生。两个小时后，凯瑟琳死了，既没有喊希斯克利夫，也没认出艾加。我那可怜的主人陷入了深深的绝望。我想，凯瑟琳只给他生了个女儿却没有儿子，真是太不幸了。这样在艾加先生死后林顿家的财产就会传给伊莎贝拉和她的丈夫。

凯瑟琳的遗体宁静地躺在她的床上。她死后的样子比生前更美。我不知道是否现在她“在我们之上”，像她曾说过的那样，我祈望她的灵魂已在上帝那儿找到了归宿。

早晨我去找希斯克利夫。在画眉山庄的花园里我找到了他，他一整夜都在那儿等着消息。

“她死了，我知道！”我走近时他对我叫道，“别哭，她不稀罕你的眼泪！告诉我——告诉我，是怎么——？”他想说她的名字，但说不出来。“她是怎么死的？”他最后说道，凶神恶煞般地盯着我。“别为我难过，我不需要你的怜悯！”

“可怜的家伙！”我想，“你的心跟别的男人也都一样，但你的自尊心太强，不肯表现出来而已！”

我大声说，“她是在睡梦中平静地死去的。她的生命在安祥的梦中结束了。我希望她能在另一个世界同样平静地醒来！”

“你在哪儿，凯瑟琳？”他绝望地喊着，“别把我留在这儿，我找不到你！我祈求在我还活着的时候你永远不要安息。你说是我害死了你——那就来索我的命吧！我相信被害死的人会找害他们的人索命的。变作鬼魂回来吧——把我逼疯——我不在乎！噢，上帝！我受不了啦！我活着不能没有你，我的爱人！”

他像一头野兽般地嗥叫着，好几次把前额撞到一棵树上，直到树干上沾满了鲜血。我明白我也帮不了他，就离开了。

凯瑟琳是那个礼拜五安葬的。虽然请了他的哥哥亨德雷，可他没来，又没有请伊莎贝拉，所以只有艾加先生和仆人们参加了葬礼。我们感到奇怪的是她没被葬在教堂林顿家人下葬的地方，也没同欧肖家的人葬在一起。她躺在教堂墓地开阔的一角，她在那儿能呼吸到荒原吹来的空气。她丈夫的墓和她的相邻。


11
Isabella escapes

1784 That Friday evening the wind changed, and brought first rain, then snow. Next morning the spring flowers were all hidden under deep snow. Mr Edgar stayed in his room. I was in the sitting-room with the baby, when I was surprised to hear a girl's voice behind me. I turned round, and saw it was Isabella Heathcliff. I was quite shocked by her appearance. Her hair was loose, and wet with snow and rain. She wore a light silk dress and thin shoes, which did not seem at all suitable for a long walk in the snow. Under her ear was a deep wound, which was bleeding. Her face was scratched and bruised, and she looked very tired. I could see that she was expecting a baby.

'I've run all the way here from Wuthering Heights,' she said, gasping for breath. 'I couldn't count how many times I've fallen down! Ellen, please ask a maid to find some dry clothes for me, and then I'll go on to the village. I'm not staying here.'

'First, my dear young lady,' I told her, 'you'll get warm and dry, and I'll put a bandage on that wound. Then we'll have some tea.' She was so exhausted that she let me help her without protesting, and finally we sat down together near the fire with our cups of tea.

'Oh, Ellen,' she said, 'I cried bitterly when I heard of Catherine's death, you know. And Heathcliff is desperately sad! But I can't feel sorry for him. This is the last thing of his I've got,' and she took off her gold wedding-ring and threw it in the fire. 'I'll never go back to him. But I can't stay here, in case he comes to find me. And anyway I don't want to beg for Edgar's help, or make trouble for him. To escape from Heathcliff I must go a long way away. How could Catherine have liked him, Ellen? I wish he would die, and then I could forget him completely!'

'Don't say that,' I protested, 'he's a human being. There are worse men than him in the world!'

'He isn't human,' she replied. 'I gave him my heart, and he destroyed it, so I can't feel pity for him. But I must tell you how I managed to escape. Hindley Earnshaw should have been at Catherine's burial yesterday, but he had been drinking so much that he couldn't go. Last night he and I were sitting silently in the kitchen at about midnight, when Heathcliff came home. Hindley decided to lock the doors so that Heathcliff could not get in. He told me his plan was to murder his hated guest that night, with the weapon he had shown me. I hate Heathcliff too, but I could not agree to murder, so I called out a warning from the kitchen window. Heathcliff swore horribly at me and broke one of the windows. Hindley put his right arm out through the hole, with the gun in it, and aimed it at his enemy. But before he could fire, Heathcliff caught hold of the gun and pulled it away from Hindley. The knife cut into Hindley's wrist, and blood poured out. Heathcliff jumped into the kitchen through the window, and started kicking and hitting Hindley, who was lying unconscious on the kitchen floor.

'I ran off to find Joseph. When we came back, Heathcliff was putting a bandage on Hindley's wrist. Joseph was shocked at the sight of his master, and would have gone to the police, if Heathcliff hadn't forced me to describe what happened. I had to agree that Hindley had certainly attacked Heathcliff first.

'The next day, I decided to have my revenge on Heathcliff, by telling Hindley that 'that devil' had hit and kicked him when he was unconscious. And I told Heathcliff to his face that he could never have made Catherine happy, if she had been his wife. This made him so angry that he threw a knife at me, which cut my neck, and then he rushed towards me, swearing violently. I knew I had to get away quickly, and as I ran out of the kitchen, I saw Hindley attack Heathcliff. Both of them were rolling on the floor, fighting. I came over the moors through the snow to the Grange. At last I'm free! And I shall never, never spend another night at Wuthering Heights.'

After drinking her tea, Isabella left the Grange. From our village she travelled by coach to the south, where she made her new home near London. There, a few months later, she had a son. She called him Linton.

Heathcliff must have discovered this from the servants. One day when I saw him in the village, he said, 'I hear I've got a son, Ellen, whose name's Linton! I suppose Isabella wants me to hate him! She can keep him for the moment. But tell Edgar Linton I'll have the boy one day! He's mine!'

After Catherine's death my poor master, Mr Edgar, was a changed man. He no longer went to church, or saw any friends. He occasionally went for lonely walks on the moors, and regularly visited his wife's grave. But fortunately Catherine had left him something of herself, her daughter Cathy. This tiny child soon won his heart.

It's strange, Mr Lockwood, to compare Hindley and Edgar. They both lost their wives, and were left with a child. Hindley did not believe in God, and showed no interest in his son Hareton. But Edgar believed, and loved his daughter Cathy deeply.

Hindley himself died six months after his sister Catherine. We never discovered exactly what happened, but Heathcliff said he had drunk himself to death. It appeared that Heathcliff had won Hindley's house, land and money from him when playing cards, so he was now the master of Wuthering Heights. Hareton inherited nothing from his father, and could only stay on at Wuthering Heights as a servant, working for the man who had been his father's enemy.



bleed v. lose blood. 流血。

scratch v. cut or mark something with a rough or sharp thing. 抓破。

bandage n. long strip of cloth to put round a part of the body that is hurt. 绷带。

protest v. complain. 反对。

in case so as to be safe if something happens. 如果，以防。

coach n. a large enclosed four-wheeled horse — drawn carriage. 四轮马车。

believe in to have faith or trust in. 信仰，信任。


11　伊莎贝拉跑了
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1784年

那个礼拜五的晚上风向变了，先来了一阵雨，接着是雪。第二天早晨春天的花儿都被厚厚的雪掩埋了。艾加先生待在自己的房间里。我正在起居室里和婴儿在一起，这时出乎意料地听到身后有一个姑娘的声音，我回过身，看到是伊莎贝拉·希斯克利夫。她的样子让我吓了一大跳。她散乱的头发湿漉漉地沾满雨雪。她穿着一件薄薄的丝绸外衣和一双单鞋，这装束看着根本不适合在雪地里走远路。她的耳根有一处很深的伤口，淌着血。脸上伤痕累累，看上去疲惫不堪。我能看出她怀孕了。

“我是从呼啸山庄一路跑到这儿的，”她上气不接下气说道，“我也数不清跌了多少跤！艾伦，请叫一个女仆给我找些干衣裳，然后我就到村里去。我不待在这儿。”

“首先，我的好小姐，”我对她说，“你先暖和暖和，等身子干了，然后我把伤口给你包扎一下。最后我们再喝点茶。”她累极了，所以乖乖地由着我拾掇她，最后我们端着茶在炉火旁一起坐了下来。

“哦，艾伦，”她说，“听到凯瑟琳的死讯，我大哭了一场，你知道。希斯克利夫也是悲痛欲绝！但对他我可怜不起来。这是我身上最后一件他的东西，”说着摘下她的结婚戒指扔进火里。“我再也不回到他那儿去了。可我不能留在这儿，以防他来找我。况且反正我不想求艾加帮忙，说不定还会给他添麻烦。要躲开希斯克利夫，我得走得远远的。凯瑟琳怎么会喜欢他，艾伦？我盼着他死，这样才能把他忘得一干二净！”

“别那么说，”我分辩道，“他是一个人。世上还有比他更坏的人！”

“他不是人，”她回答，“我把心交给了他，他却把它毁了，所以我不能可怜他。我得告诉你我是怎么逃出来的。亨德雷·欧肖昨天本来是要参加凯瑟琳的葬礼的，但他喝多了，没去成。昨晚约摸半夜的时候，他和我坐在厨房里，默默无言，这时希斯克利夫回来了。亨德雷想锁上门不让希斯克利夫进来。他对我说他准备当天晚上用他给我看过的武器去杀了他恨之入骨的房客。我也恨希斯克利夫，可我不能同意去杀人，所以我就朝厨房的窗户外大声警告。希斯克利夫对我破口大骂，砸坏了一个窗户。亨德雷右手拿着枪，从破洞里伸出去瞄准他的仇人。可他还没来得及开枪，希斯克利夫一把把枪抓住，夺了过去。刀子割进了亨德雷的手腕，血顿时涌了出来。希斯克利夫从窗户跳进厨房，开始对躺在地板上已人事不知的亨德雷拳打脚踢。

“我跑出去找约瑟夫。我们回来时，希斯克利夫正给亨德雷包扎手腕。约瑟夫一见他主人的样子惊恐万分，要不是希斯克利夫逼着我说出怎么回事，他就去报警察了。我不能不同意说的确是亨德雷先攻击希斯克利夫的。

“第二天，我决定报复希斯克利夫，于是告诉亨德雷在他昏迷不醒时那‘恶棍’曾对他拳打脚踢。而且我还当着希斯克利夫的面说，如果凯瑟琳当了他妻子，他也决不能让她幸福。这话让他勃然大怒，拿刀就朝我扔过来，砍在我脖子上，接着他又大骂着向我冲来。我明白我必须马上逃走，就在我跑出厨房的当儿，我看见亨德雷攻向希斯克利夫，他们俩在地板上厮打着滚作一团。我在雪地里越过荒原朝画眉山庄而来。我终于自由啦！我坚决不会再在呼啸山庄多过一个晚上。”

喝完茶，伊莎贝拉离开了画眉山庄，她从我们的村子出发，乘马车去了南方，并在伦敦附近建立了一个新家。几个月后，她在那儿生了个儿子，给他起名叫林顿。

希斯克利夫一定是从仆人们那儿听说了这个消息。一天，我在村里看见他，他说，“我听说我有了个儿子，艾伦，他叫林顿！我猜伊莎贝拉是想让我恨他！她可以暂时养着他。但要告诉艾加·林顿，这孩子总有一天是我的！他是我的！”

凯瑟琳死后，我那可怜的主人艾加先生似乎成了另一个人。他不再上教堂，也不看朋友。他偶尔会上荒原独自走走，定期去看看妻子的墓。但好在凯瑟琳给他留下了她的血肉，女儿凯茜。这个小孩子很快赢得了他的欢心。

洛克伍德先生，要比较亨德雷和艾加就会令人不解。他们都失去了妻子，都留下了一个孩子。亨德雷不信上帝，对哈里顿毫不关心。而艾加信上帝，并且非常爱他的女儿凯茜。

亨德雷在他妹妹死后六个月也死了。我们一直没弄清楚到底是怎么回事，尽管希斯克利夫说他是喝酒醉死的。好像希斯克利夫玩牌赢走了亨德雷的宅子、土地和钱财，所以现在他成了呼啸山庄的主人。哈里顿从他父亲那儿一个子儿也没继承到，只能在呼啸山庄当仆人，为他父亲原来的仇人干活儿。


12
Bringing up Cathy

1797 During the next twelve years I was happier than I had ever been before. All my time was spent looking after little Cathy, who brought sunshine into our lives. She was a real beauty, with the Earnshaws' dark eyes and the Lintons' fair skin. She wasn't as proud and quick-tempered as her mother, but she was used to getting what she wanted. Her father loved her so much that he gave her everything, and never scolded her.

Until she was thirteen she had never been outside the Grange garden alone. She knew nothing of Wuthering Heights or Heathcliff. She often asked me about the hills in the distance, beyond the moors, and wanted to ride her pony there. I knew the master would not let her leave the safety of the Grange to go so far, especially as the road to the hills passed close to Wuthering Heights. So I always told her she would be able to go there when she was older. I did not know what she was planning.

Mr Edgar received a letter from his sister Isabella. She wrote that she was dying of a fever, and asked him to visit her for the first and last time. She also wanted him to take care of her son Linton after her death. Although my master hated travelling, he did not hesitate to do as she requested. He told me to look after Cathy carefully, and left at once.

He was away for three weeks. Cathy did not cause me any trouble at first. She spent her days walking her dogs and riding her pony in the large garden. But one day she asked if she could stay out the whole day, and away she went on her little pony, with her two dogs running behind.

There was no sign of her at tea-time, and I began to be seriously worried. I went outside to look for her. At the gate I found a workman, who had seen her jump the low wall separating the garden from the road, and then ride on towards the hills and Wuthering Heights.

I was very frightened now. She could be lost on the moors! She could have tried to climb the hills, and fallen! I walked across the moors as fast as I could, and arrived breathless at Wuthering Heights. How glad I was to see one of her dogs lying outside the kitchen door! I knocked loudly, and Zillah let me in. I knew she had been the housekeeper there since Hindley's death.

'Ah,' she said, 'you've come for your little mistress! She's here, quite safe! The master, Mr Heathcliff, isn't here. He won't be back for a while.'

Cathy was sitting comfortably in the kitchen, talking eagerly to Hareton. He was now a big, strong young man of eighteen, who was staring rather stupidly at her. I was delighted to find her again, but I pretended to be angry to punish her.

'Well, miss! You are wicked, going such a long way all alone! I've been all over the moors looking for you! Your father will be angry!'

'What have I done?' she sobbed, suddenly frightened. 'Father didn't forbid me to leave the Grange garden! He won't scold me, Ellen. He's never cross, like you! And I've been to the hills, Ellen! This—man—showed me, because I didn't know the way.'

I made her put on her hat and prepare to leave.

'Whose house is this?' she asked suddenly. 'It's your father's, isn't it?' she added, turning to Hareton.

'No,' he replied, looking down. His face went very red.

'Whose then—your master's?' she asked.

He swore, and turned away.

"Ellen, he didn't say 'miss' to me. Servants should always say 'miss', shouldn't they?"

Hareton frowned and looked very angry, but said nothing.

'You, get my horse,' she ordered him. 'Hurry!'

'What the devil do you mean? I'm not your servant!' he growled.

'You see, Miss Cathy? Nice words to be used to a young lady! Now come along, let's fetch the pony and leave, 'I said.

'But Ellen,' she cried, staring horrified at him, 'how dare he speak to me like that! He must do as I tell him!'

'He's not your servant, miss,' said Zillah, who had been listening to the conversation. 'He's your cousin.'

'He can't be my cousin!' cried Cathy, with a scornful laugh. 'Father has gone to fetch my cousin from London.He's a gentleman's son, not—not a farm worker like him!' She pointed at poor Hareton, whose clothes were old and dirty.

I was very annoyed with her and Zillah. Now Heathcliff would hear about his son's arrival, which we had hoped to keep secret from him. And Cathy would certainly ask her father whether she had a cousin at Wuthering Heights. On our way home I explained to her that if her father discovered she had visited Wuthering Heights, he would perhaps be so angry with me that he would send me away. She could not bear to think of that, so she promised to keep her visit a secret from him.

We heard from Mr Edgar that his sister had died, and that he was returning soon with his young nephew. Cathy was wild with excitement. She would see her dear father again, and have a cousin of the same age to play with.

But when the coach arrived, young Linton had to be carried into the house. He was a pale, thin boy, who looked very like Mr Edgar. He seemed so weak that I wondered how long he would live. I thought he would have no chance of life if his father Heathcliff took him to live at Wuthering Heights.

In fact Linton only stayed one night with us. Later that evening Heathcliff's servant Joseph arrived and asked to speak to the master. Although it was late and Mr Edgar was tired after his journey, Joseph insisted, so I took him to the master's room.

'Heathcliff has sent me for his son, and I can't go back without him,' he said.

Mr Edgar was silent for a moment. On his face was an expression of deep sadness. He had hoped to keep Linton with him, as Isabella had wished. But he could not refuse the boy's father.

'Tell Mr Heathcliff,' he said calmly, 'that Ellen will take his son to Wuthering Heights tomorrow. He's asleep at the moment, and I won't disturb him.'

'No!' said Joseph, banging the table with his hand. 'I must take him back now!'

'Not tonight!' answered Mr Edgar. 'Leave the house now, and tell your master what I said!'

'Very well!' shouted Joseph, as he walked out. 'If he doesn't arrive early in the morning, Heathcliff will come for him!'



pony n. small horse. 小马。

housekeeper n. woman whose job is to look after a house, do the shopping, etc. 主妇，女管家。

delighted adj. very pleased, happy, etc. 快乐的，高兴的。

forbid v. say that someone must not do something. 禁止，不许。

frown v. move the eyebrows together when angry, worried, thinking, etc. 皱眉。

arrival n. getting to a place. 到达，到来。

bang v. knock, beat or push forcefully, often with a loud noise. 敲、打、推（常常很大声音）。


12　凯茜长大了
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1797年

在以后的12年里，我比以前任何时候都过得舒心。我所有的时间都花在照看小凯茜身上，她给我们的生活带来了阳光。她是一个不折不扣的小美人，长着欧肖家的黑眼睛，林顿家的白皮肤。她不像她母亲那样孤傲和脾气暴躁，但也是习惯了要什么有什么。她的父亲对她非常宠爱，什么都给她，也从不责骂。

她13岁之前从未单独出过画眉山庄的门。她对呼啸山庄和希斯克利夫的事一无所知。她常问我远处荒原那边的山丘是什么样的，想骑着她的小马到那儿去。我知道主人不会让她离开画眉山庄的庇护，跑到那么远的地方，尤其是通向山丘的路离呼啸山庄很近。所以我总是告诉她等她长大些才能去。我不知道她是怎么打算的。

艾加先生收到一封她妹妹伊莎贝拉来的信。她在信中说她患了热病，将不久于人世，头一次、也是最后一次请求他去看望她。她还想托付他在她死后照顾她的儿子林顿。尽管我的主人实在不愿出门，可他还是毫不犹豫地依了她。他嘱咐我小心看管凯茜，然后就上路了。

他走了三个星期。开始凯茜没给我添什么麻烦。她整天在大花园里溜狗，骑她的小马。但有一天她问能不能到外面待一整天，然后骑上她的小马，后面跟着两条狗就走了。

到了吃茶点的时候还没见她的人影，我开始真的担心起来。我到外面找她。我在大门前碰到一个佣工，他曾看见她跳过花园和路之间的矮墙，骑着马朝山丘和呼啸山庄的方向去了。

这时我吓坏了。她可能在荒原里迷了路！她可能爬山时摔了下来！我以最快的速度走过荒原，上气不接下气地赶到呼啸山庄。当看到厨房的门前躺着凯茜的一条狗，我真是如释重负！我大声敲门，齐拉把我让了进去。我知道亨德雷死后她就成了这儿的女管家。

“哦，”她说，“你是来找你家小姐的！她在这儿，平安无事！主人希斯克利夫先生不在家。他一时还回不来。”

凯茜舒舒服服地坐在厨房里，跟哈里顿兴致勃勃地说着话。他已是个18岁的小伙子，长得高大强壮，正傻呆呆地盯着她看。我很高兴找到了她，但我还是作出生气要惩戒她的样子。

“好啊，小姐！你真是够野的，一个人跑了这么远！我到荒原找遍了你！你父亲会生气的！”

“我怎么啦？”她呜咽起来，忽然觉得有点害怕。“父亲并不禁止我离开画眉山庄！他不会骂我的，艾伦。他从不发怒，像你一样！我去了山上，艾伦！是这个——人——给我指的路，因为我不认识。”

我叫她戴上帽子，准备告辞。

“这是谁的房子？”她冷不丁地问道，“是你父亲的，是吗？”她转向哈里顿，加了一句。

“不。”他回答，眼睛看着下面，脸变得通红。

“那是谁的——你主人的？”她问。

他骂了一句，转过身去。

“艾伦，他没叫我‘小姐’。仆人该称我‘小姐’，对么？”

哈里顿眉头一皱，看上去很恼怒，但没说话。

“你，给我备马，”她命令道，“快点！”

“你他妈的什么意思？我不是你的仆人！”他怒吼道。

“你知道了，凯茜小姐，对一个年轻的小姐就用这种文雅的语言！跟我走吧，我们牵上小马离开吧。”我说。

“可艾伦，”她嚷道，反感地瞪着他，“他怎敢那样对我说话！他得照我吩咐的去做！”

“他不是你的仆人，小姐，”齐拉说道，她一直在听着他们的对话，“他是你表哥。”

“他不可能是我的表哥！”凯茜讥笑着喊道，“父亲到伦敦去接我表弟去了。他是个有教养人家的公子，不是——不是像他这样一个农场工人！”她指着衣衫邋遢、可怜巴巴的哈里顿。

她和齐拉让我很气恼。这样希斯克利夫就会听到他儿子回来的消息，我们本打算不让他知道的。而且凯茜也肯定会问父亲她是不是有个表哥在呼啸山庄。在回去的路上，我对她解释说要是她父亲得知她去了呼肃山庄，会对我很生气，有可能会把我赶走。她不愿想象这种结果，所以答应不让父亲知道她来呼啸山庄的事。

我们收到艾加先生的信说他妹妹已经去世了，他很快就带着他的小外甥回来。凯茜欣喜若狂。她又能见到父亲了，而且还将有一个同龄的表弟和她一起玩。

可当马车到来的时候，小林顿是被抱着进的房子。他是个皮肤苍白、身体瘦弱的少年，样子很像艾加先生。他看上去很虚弱，我不禁怀疑他还能活多久。我想如果他父亲希斯克利夫把他带到呼啸山庄去住的话，他就根本没有活下去的机会。

其实林顿只同我们一起住了一夜。当天晚上希斯克利夫的仆人约瑟夫来了，想求见主人，有话要说。虽然已经很晚，艾加先生长途跋涉也很疲惫，可约瑟夫执意要见，于是我就把他领到主人的房间。

“希斯克利夫派我来接他的儿子，不带上他我不能回去，”他说。

艾加先生好一会儿没做声，满面愁容。他本来希望按伊莎贝拉的遗愿把林顿留在他身边。可他无法拒绝孩子的父亲。

“转告希斯克利夫先生，”他平静地说，“艾伦明天会把他儿子送到呼啸山庄。他现在已经睡了，我不愿叫醒他。”

“不行！”约瑟夫手拍着桌子说道，“我现在必须把他带回去！”

“今天晚上不行！”艾加先生回答，“马上离开这座房子，把我的话告诉你的主人！”

“好极了！”约瑟夫往外走的时候叫嚷道，“要是他明天一大早没到，希斯克利夫会来接他的！”


13
Heathcliff's son at Wuthering Heights

1797 Linton was very surprised to be woken so early, and told that he had another journey to make, before breakfast. As we rode the four miles to Wuthering Heights, he kept asking me questions about his new home, and the father he had never seen. When we arrived, Heathcliff, Hareton, and Joseph all came out of the house to inspect the child.

'Master, that's not a boy,' said Joseph after a while. 'Look at that white skin and fair hair! Mr Edgar's sent you his daughter instead!'

'God! What a beautiful creature!' laughed Heathcliff scornfully. 'That's worse than I expected!'

I helped the trembling child off the horse and into the house. Heathcliff took him roughly by the arm.

'I hope you'll be kind to him, Mr Heathcliff,' I said. 'He's weak, and ill. And he's all the family you've got!'

'Don't worry, Ellen,' replied Heathcliff with a smile. 'As Isabella's son he'll inherit Thrushcross Grange one day, and I don't want him to die before that. He'll be educated as a gentleman. But I'm bitterly disappointed at having such a weak, crying baby for a son!'

So poor Linton was left in his father's care. At first Cathy was nuserable, because she would not now have anyone to play with, but she soon forgot him. Whenever I met Zillah, the housekeeper, in the village, I used to ask her about Linton.

'He's often ill,' she told me. 'And so selfish! He has to have a fire even in summer! He calls for cakes and hot drinks all the time. He only ever thinks of himself. Mr Heathcliff can't bear being in the same room as him!'

Several years passed without any more news of Linton. In 1800 Cathy reached the age of sixteen. We never celebrated her birthday, because it was also the day her mother died. On this particular day she came downstairs, dressed for going out, and suggested a walk on the moors with me. Her father gave permission.

It was a lovely spring morning, and I was very happy walking in the sunshine, watching Cathy running ahead of me. But we had walked further than I had realized, and I called to her to come back. She did not seem to hear me. We were on the moors, close to Wuthering Heights, when I caught sight of two men talking to her. I recognized Heathcliff and Hareton at once. I hurried to catch up with her.

'Miss Cathy,' I said breathlessly, 'we must go home. Your father will be getting worried.'

'No, he won't, Ellen. This gentleman wants me to go to his house and meet his son. He says we've already met, but I don't remember, do you? Let's go, Ellen!'

Although I protested, she and Hareton were already halfway to Wuthering Heights. Heathcliff and I followed behind.

'It's very bad of you, Mr Heathcliff,' I scolded him. 'Mr Edgar will blame me for letting her go to your house.'

'I want her to see Linton, Ellen,' he replied. 'Listen to my plan. It's really a very generous one. I want the two cousins to fall in love and marry. You know Cathy won't inherit anything from her father. My son Linton will inherit all the Linton fortune when Edgar dies. If she marries Linton, she'll be wealthy. Of course, if Linton dies, then the money comes to me, as his only other relation.'

I was still angry with Heathcliff, but it was too late to stop Cathy entering Wuthering Heights. She was delighted to rediscover her cousin Linton, who was keeping warm by the fire.

'If he is my cousin, and you are his father,' she said to Heathcliff, smiling, 'then you must be my uncle! Why don't you ever visit us at the Grange?'

'I visited it once or twice too often before you were born,' he said. 'I must tell you that I quarrelled violently with your father once. He hates me, and if you tell him you want to come here, he'll forbid it.'

'Well, if I can't come here, Linton can come to visit me at the Grange,' suggested Cathy happily.

'It'll be too far for me,' said her cousin weakly. 'It would kill me to walk four miles.'

Heathcliff looked scornfully at his son.

'I don't think my plan will ever succeed, Ellen!' he whispered to me. 'Who would fall in love with a selfish baby like that?' He went to the kitchen door and called, 'Hareton! Come and take Miss Cathy round the farm.' Cathy was eager to see the animals, and she and Hareton went out.

As we watched them through the kitchen window, Heathcliff seemed to be thinking aloud.

'I've taken my revenge on his father, by making Hareton work for me. I treat him badly, as they used to do to me, and he suffers, as I used to. He's intelligent, and strong, and handsome, but I've taught him to scorn those qualities. So now he's just an uneducated farm worker, and knows nothing of the world. That's how he'll always be. And my son? He's stupid, and weak, and ill. But he's gentleman, and he'll marry Cathy, and he'll be rich!'

Meanwhile Linton had got up from his armchair and gone out to join Cathy and Hareton. Through the open window I could hear the two younger ones laughing at Hareton's coarse way of speaking. I began to dislike Linton rather than pity him.

When we arrived back at the Grange, Cathy told her father about the visit. He did not want to frighten her, and, in my opinion, did not explain clearly enough why she should never communicate with Linton again. At the time she seemed to accept her father's wish.

During the next few weeks, however, I noticed Cathy's behaviour change. She was always writing on little pieces of paper, which she kept in a locked drawer in her room, and every morning she got up surprisingly early to go down to the kitchen. I suspected something, and one day I decided to break open her drawer. In it I was horrified to find a whole pile of love letters from Linton. The two cousins had been writing to each other in secret for several weeks, and Cathy had used the milkman as a messenger. I told her at once that I knew her secret, and made her promise not to send or receive any more letters. We burnt Linton's letters together.



inspect v. look at something carefully. 细看，审看。

disappointed at unhappy at not seeing hopes come true. 失望。

celebrate v. do something to show that a day or a happening is special. 庆祝。

catch up with reach or go past a person or thing that is going the same way. 赶上。

generous adj. liking to give things to people. 大方的，慷慨的。

be eager to warn to do something very much. 渴望的。

armchair n. comfortable chair with high sides where you can rest your arms. 扶手椅，安乐椅。

communicate with talk, write, or send message to someone. 讲话，传递（消息）。

quality n. something typical of a person or material. 品质，素质。

horrify v. frighten or shock someone. 吓唬，使震惊。

messenger n. someone who carries a message from one person to another. 通信员，送信人。


13　希斯克利夫的儿子在呼啸山庄
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1797年

林顿很奇怪自己为什么那么早就被叫醒，而且还要接着走，连早餐都没吃。在我们去呼啸山庄的四英里路途中，他一直在问我有关他的新家和他那从未见过面的父亲的事。我们一到，希斯克利夫、哈里顿和约瑟夫都走出房子来审视这孩子。

“主人，那不是个男孩子，”过了一会儿约瑟夫说，“看那白皙的皮肤和浅色的头发！艾加先生把他的女儿给你送来充数！”

“上帝！多漂亮的小家伙！”希斯克利夫轻蔑地笑起来，“比我预想的还不如！”

我把战战惊惊的孩子扶下马，陪他进了房子。希斯克利夫粗野地抓着他的胳膊。

“我希望你对他好一点，希斯克利夫先生，”我说，“他体弱多病，况且他也是你唯一的家人！”

“别担心，艾伦，”希斯克利夫笑着答道，“他是伊莎贝拉的儿子，总有一天会把画眉山庄继承下来，在此之前我可不希望他死。他会被调教成个绅士。但要这么个弱不禁风、哭哭啼啼的孩子作儿子，让我大失所望！”

可怜的林顿就这样被留下来由他父亲照顾。开始凯茜很难过，因为这样一来没有人陪她玩了，但不久她就把他忘了。无论什么时候我在村子里碰到女管家齐拉，都会向她打听林顿的情况。

“他常生病，”她告诉我，“还特别自私！夏天他都得要点上炉火！他一刻不停地要点心和热茶。他只想着自己。希斯克利夫先生跟他在一个房间里根本待不下去！”

又是几年过去了，没再听到林顿的消息。1880年凯茜满16岁了。我们从未庆祝过她的生日，因为她母亲也是那一天去世的。就在这个不寻常的日子她一身出门的装束走下楼来，提议和我到荒原上去走走。她父亲同意了。

那是个可爱的春天的上午，走在阳光下，看着凯茜在前面蹦蹦跳跳，我心情很愉快。但在我不经意之间，我们已走出了很远，我喊她回来。她好像没听见我的话。我们在荒原上，离呼啸山庄不远，这时我看见有两个男人在跟她说话。当时我就认出是希斯克利夫和哈里顿。我赶紧追上她。

“凯茜小姐，”我喘着粗气说道，“我们得回家了。你父亲会开始担心了。”

“不，他不会，艾伦。这位先生想让我到他家去见见他儿子。他说我们曾见过面，可我不记得了，你记得吗？我们去吧，艾伦！”

尽管我不同意，可她和哈里顿已经走到去呼啸山庄的半路上了。希斯克利夫和我在后面跟着。

“你没安好心，希斯克利夫先生，”我指责他，“艾加先生会怪我让她去你家的。”

“我想让她见见林顿，艾伦，”他答道，“听听我的打算。这的确是个很大度的计划。我想让这两个表姐弟相爱结婚。你清楚凯茜继承不到他父亲的任何东西。我儿子林顿在艾加死后会继承林顿家所有家产。如果她嫁给林顿，她就会很富有。当然，如果林顿死了，财产就归我了，因为我是他唯一的家人。”

我还在生着希斯克利夫的气，但已经来不及制止凯茜进呼啸山庄去了。她很高兴又见到表弟林顿，他正在炉火旁取暖。

“他是我表弟，而你是他父亲，”她微笑着对希斯克利夫说，“那你肯定就是我姑父啦！你为什么从不到画眉山庄去看我们？”

“我在你出世之前多去了那儿一两次，”他说，“我必须告诉你有一次我同你父亲吵得很凶。他恨我，要是你告诉他你要到这儿来，他会坚决不许的。”

“那好，要是我不能来这儿，林顿可以去画眉山庄去看我。”凯茜满心欢喜地出主意道。

“对我来说太远了，”她的表弟细声细气地说，“走四英里我会累死的。”

希斯克利夫轻蔑地看着自己的儿子。

“我想我的计划是不可能成功了，艾伦！”他小声对我说，“谁会爱上像他那么个自私的小东西？”他走到厨房门口叫道，“哈里顿！来带凯茜小姐到农庄看看。”凯茜很想看看牲畜，于是她同哈里顿出去了。

我们从厨房的窗户看着他们，希斯克利夫好像是在自言自语。

“让哈里顿替我干活，我已经报复了他父亲。我对他百般虐待，他们以前对我也是那样；他很痛苦，我以前也一样。他聪明、健壮、英俊，但我教他看不起这些优点。所以他如今成了个没教养的干农活的，对这个世界一无所知。他将来永远就是这个样子啦。而我的儿子呢？他愚蠢、孱弱多病。可他是个绅士，他会娶凯茜，还会很富有！”

这时林顿从躺椅中站起来，出去找凯茜和哈里顿。我由开着的窗户听到那两个年纪较小的年轻人正在奚落哈里顿的说话口音粗俗。我开始有些不喜欢林顿，不那么同情他了。

我们回到画眉山庄后，凯茜把去呼啸山庄的事告诉了父亲。在我看来，他可能是不想吓着她，没有跟她解释清楚她为什么不能再和林顿交往。当时她似乎是接受了父亲的告诫。

可在过后的几个星期里，我注意到凯茜的举动有些异样。她老是在小纸条上写字，把纸条锁在她房间的抽屉里，每天早晨起床出奇地早，然后下到厨房。我怀疑她在搞什么鬼，于是一天我决定撬开她的抽屉。我震惊地发现里面是一大撂林顿写来的情书。这两个表姐弟偷偷地相互通信已有好几个星期了，凯茜是让送牛奶的替他们捎信。我马上告诉她我知道了她的秘密，逼着她答应不再写信和收信。我们一起把林顿的信烧了。
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Secret visits

1800 The months passed, and soon it was autumn. Mr Edgar caught a bad cold, which seemed to get worse and worse. He stayed indoors the whole winter, so Cathy only had me as a companion on her walks. She had become very quiet and sad since her relationship with Linton had ended, and was very worried about her father's illness. One day when we were walking in the Grange garden, I noticed her crying.

'Cathy, what's the matter, love?' I asked.

'Oh, Ellen,' she sobbed, 'what shall I do if Father dies? And if you die? I'll be left alone!'

'I hope he and I have years more of life ahead of us. All you need do is look after your father, and let him see you're cheerful. But I think he would be really ill if he thought you loved Linton, whose father would like to see Mr Edgar dead.'

'I'll never, never do anything to worry or annoy Father,' she promised. 'I only want him to recover. I love him more than anyone else in the world, more than myself!'

Just then we reached the gate, and I saw a gentleman on a horse looking over it. It was Heathcliff.

'Miss Linton!' he called. 'There's something I must tell you!'

'I won't listen,' answered Cathy. 'Father and Ellen both say you're a wicked man.'

'But this is about my son Linton, not me. What a trick you played on him! You wrote him all those love letters, and then I suppose you got tired of it, and stopped! Well, you've broken poor Linton's heart. I swear, he's dying of love for you, and he'll be in the grave by next summer unless you help him! Be generous, come and visit him. I'll be away all next week, so your father won't be angry if you come.'

He rode away. Although I tried to persuade Cathy that Heathcliff could not be telling the truth, my young mistress was very upset, and determined to discover how Linton was.

The next morning we rode to Wuthering Heights. We found Linton alone, lying on a sofa. He looked feverish and ill, and had a bad cough.

'Will you shut the door?' he said crossly, as we entered. 'It's so cold! No, Cathy, I can't breathe if you kiss me! I want a drink.'

Cathy poured him a glass of water.

'And are you glad to see me, Linton?' she asked hopefully.

'Yes, I am,' he replied. 'But you should have come before! My father swore at me, and said it was my fault you didn't come. Will you come and visit me again?'

'Yes, Linton,' Cathy said gently, holding his hand. 'If Father agreed, I'd spend half my time with you. I wish you were my brother, then we could spend all our time together!'

'But my father says you would love me best if you were my wife, so that would be better.'

'I've never love anybody more than Father,' she replied seriously. 'Sometimes men hate their wives, like your father. He hated your mother, my aunt Isabella. That's why she left him.'

'That's not true!' cried the boy. 'Anyway, your mother hated your father! And she loved mine!'

'You're lying! I hate you!' she shouted angrily, and gave the sofa a violent push. He fell back, and started coughing so badly that even I was frightened. At last he recovered. Cathy was crying in a corner, afraid that she had really hurt him.

'How do you feel now, Linton?' she asked after a while. 'I'm sorry, I didn't mean to hurt you.'

'I wish you felt as ill as I do, you cruel thing! And I was better today, before you came!' His voice was full of pity for himself.

'We must go,' I said. 'You can see, Miss Cathy, that he isn't dying of love for you! It's not your fault that he's ill. Come along!' But I could not stop Cathy whispering something in Linton's ear, before we left the room.

On the way home I told her I would not allow her to visit him again.

'He's a selfish child, Miss Cathy, and I don't think he'll live till he's twenty. I'm glad you're not going to marry him.'

Cathy looked sad. 'I'm sure he'd recover if I looked after him. And I don't think we'd quarrel if we knew each other better.'

'Well, miss, if you try to go there again, with or without me, I'll tell your father.'

But the next day I fell ill, and had to stay in bed for three weeks, which was very unusual for me. My little mistress went from her father's bedroom to mine, and back again, and looked after us both with the greatest care. But I never wondered what she did in the evenings, when Mr Edgar had gone to bed, and I no longer needed her.

I only discovered the truth on the first day I was able to get up. In the evening I asked her to read to me, and was surprised how sleepy she seemed. She went to bed early. I felt rather worried about her health, and went to her room an hour later to see if she needed anything. Her bedroom was empty. I sat there in the dark, waiting for her to return.

When she arrived, shaking the snow off her shoes, she was shocked to find me there. I guessed where she had been, but I made her tell me the whole story. Every night since I had been ill, she had ridden to Wuthering Heights and spent the evening with her cousin. Sometimes she was happy with Linton, when he was cheerful and less selfish, but most of the time she was miserable. However, she insisted that the visits should continue, because Linton needed her, and she wanted to see him.

Although she begged me to say nothing to her father, I went straight to the master and told him. He forbade her to visit Wuthering Heights again. She had to obey her father, although it made her very sad.

Well, Mr Lockwood, all this happened only about a year ago. I never thought I would be telling a stranger this story! But who knows how long you'll be a stranger? You're too young to live alone for long, and no one could see Cathy and not love her. Anyway, I'll continue my story.



trick n. unkind game to make someone look silly. 恶作剧。

tell the truth say what is true. 说实话。

come along come on. 走吧。

forbid v. to command not to do something. 禁止，不许。

any way in any case. 不管怎样。


14　密访
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1800年

过了几个月，很快就到秋天了。艾加先生得了重感冒，似乎病情日渐严重。他整个冬天都待在屋里，所以凯茜散步时只有我来陪她。自从她同林顿的关系结束后，她变得很沉默、忧郁，也非常担心父亲的病情。有一天我们在山庄花园散步时我看到她哭了。

“凯茜，怎么啦，亲爱的？”我询问道。

“哦，艾伦，”她抽泣道，“要是父亲去世了我该怎么办？要是你再去世了呢？我就会被孤零零地撇下！”

“我倒希望他和我都能多活些年。你只需要照顾好你父亲，让他看到你快乐。但我想如果他认为你爱上了林顿，他会真的很痛苦，林顿的父亲盼着艾加先生死呢。”

“我永远、永远不会做让我父亲担心或不快的事，”她许诺道，“我只希望他能痊愈。他是世上我最爱的人，我爱他胜过我自己！”

就在我们刚到大门的时候，我看见一个绅士打扮的人骑在马上往里张望。是希斯克利夫。

“林顿小姐！”他喊道，“我有话得跟你说！”

“我不听，”凯茜回答，“父亲和艾伦都说你是个坏人。”

“可要说的是我儿子林顿的事，不是我。你对他施了什么鬼花招！你给他写了这么多情书，然后我想你是厌倦了，不写了！好了，你伤透了可怜的林顿的心。我肯定他会因为爱你而被折磨死的，要是你不帮帮他，到不了明年夏天他就要入土了！仁慈点儿罢，来看看他。我下个星期都不在家，所以你来的话你父亲不会生气的。”

他骑着马走了。尽管我百般劝说凯茜希斯克利夫一定没讲真话，可我家小姐还是很放心不下，执意要去看看林顿的情况。

第二天上午我们骑马去了呼啸山庄。我们发现林顿孤单地躺在沙发上，他像是得了病，在发烧，咳嗽得也很厉害。

“你们关上门行吗？”我们进屋时他不快地说，“太冷了！不，凯茜，别吻我，我会喘不上气来的！我想喝水。”

凯茜给他倒了杯水。

“你见到我高兴么，林顿？”她满怀期望地说。

“是的，我高兴，”他答道，“但你早就该来的！我父亲骂我，说你不来是我的过错。你还会来看我吗？”

“是的，林顿，”凯茜抓着他的手轻声说，“要是父亲同意，我可以抽一半时间来陪你。你是我弟弟该多好，那样我们就总能在一起了！”

“但我父亲说你要是成了我妻子的话，你就会最爱我，那样就更好了。”

“我不会爱任何人胜过我父亲，”她认真地说道，“有时候男人恨他们的妻子，像你父亲。他恨你母亲、我姑姑伊莎贝拉。所以她离开了他。”

“一派胡言！”小伙子嚷道，“不管怎么说，你母亲恨你父亲！她爱我父亲！”

“你撒谎！我恨你！”她喊道，使劲地推了一下沙发。他倒向后面，开始拚命地咳嗽，连我都吓坏了。最终他缓了过来。凯茜在一个角落里哭着，害怕自己真的伤着了他。

“你现在感觉怎么样，林顿？”过了一会儿她问道，“对不起，我不是故意要伤害你。”

“但愿你也得我这么重的病，你这个无情的东西！你来之前，今天我本来好些了！”他腔调里对自己充满了怜悯。

“我们得走了，”我说，“你看得出来，凯茜小姐，他不是因为对你的爱而要死的！他生病不是你的过错。走罢！”我们离开房间之前，我拦不住她在林顿的耳边悄悄说着什么。

在回家的路上我告诉她我不会允许她再去看他。

“他是个自私的孩子，凯茜小姐，我看他活不过20岁。我庆幸你不会嫁给他。”

凯茜满脸愁容。“如果我去照顾他，他肯定能好起来。如果我们能更了解对方，我想我们不会吵架的。”

“好，小姐，要是你还想再去那儿，不管要不要我去，我都会告诉你父亲。”

可第二天我病了，只好在床上躺了三个星期，这于我是很不常有的事。我家小姐从她父亲的卧室跑到我的卧室，又跑回去，精心照顾我们两个人。但我从没想到过在晚上艾加先生入睡后，我也不需要她照顾的时候，她都干了些什么。

到我头一天能下床的时候我才察觉真相。那天晚上我请她给我读点东西，没想到她显得很困。她早早地上了床。我有些担心她的身体，过了一个小时我去她房间看她是不是需要点什么，她的卧室空无一人。我坐在黑暗中等她回来。

她一进门，抖落鞋上的雪时看到我在那儿，她吓了一大跳。我猜到她去了哪儿，可我还是让她自己向我交代了整个来龙去脉。我生病后，她每天晚上都骑马到呼啸山庄去陪她表弟。在林顿心情愉快、不那么自私的时候，她有时也会高兴，可大多数时间里她都很难过。但她坚持继续去呼啸山庄，因为林顿需要她，她也想见他。

虽然她央求我不要对她父亲吐露任何风声，我还是径直到主人哪儿告诉了他。他严禁凯茜再去呼啸山庄。这让她很伤心，可她不得不听父亲的话。

好了，洛克伍德先生，这都不过是一年以前发生的事情。我从没想到会跟一个生人说这件事！可很难说您将来还算不算生人？您很年轻，不能总单独生活，谁见了凯茜都会喜欢上她的。不提这些了，我接着讲我的故事。
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A trap

1800 A few days after the master had forbidden Cathy to visit Linton, he asked my opinion of the boy.

'Tell me honestly, Ellen, what do you think of his character?'

'Well, sir, I don't think he's wicked, like his father. But you'll have plenty of time to get to know him, sir. He's too young to marry yet.'

Mr Edgar walked to the window and looked out. It was a misty February evening, but the churchyard was just visible.

'I've often prayed for death, Ellen. I've been very happy with my little Cathy. But I've been just as happy lying, through the long June evenings, on her mother's grave, and looking forward to the moment when I can join Catherine there! I haven't got much time left, Ellen. What can I do for Cathy before I die? Should she marry Linton? I wouldn't mind him being Heathcliff's son, if only he loved her and could be a good husband to her.'

'God will show us what to do, sir,' I replied.

In the spring Mr Edgar was still ill, and he continued to worry about Cathy's future. One day he wrote to Linton inviting him to visit the Grange. Linton wrote a long letter back, explaining that his father would not allow him to do that. He begged his uncle to let him meet Cathy for a walk or a ride on the moors between the Grange and Wuthering Heights, as they could not meet in either house. Mr Edgar refused at first, and Linton sent him several more letters. I am sure they had all been carefully checked by Heathcliff before they were posted.

Finally Mr Edgar agreed. He hoped that, if Cathy married Linton, who would inherit the Linton fortune, she would at least be able to remain in her family home. He had no idea that Linton was seriously ill. Neither did I. I never imagined that a father could treat a dying child as cruelly and wickedly as we later discovered Heathcliff had done.

It was a hot, sunny day in summer when Cathy and I rode out to meet her cousin. We were both shocked to discover that he could neither ride nor walk, and was lying on the grass, waiting for us. He looked even paler and weaker than the last time I had seen him. During our meeting he did not seem interested in Cathy or her news. Cathy noticed this immediately.

'Well, Linton,' she said after a while, 'you don't want to talk to me, so I think I'll go home.'

'No, no!' he cried, getting quite excited. 'Not yet! Stay—at least another half-hour! My father will be angry with me if you leave early!'

'I suppose we can stay a few minutes longer,' said Cathy.

We waited, talking to each other quietly while Linton slept a little. Sometimes he cried out in pain.

'Do you think his health is better now than before?' whispered Cathy.

'I'm sorry, Miss Cathy, I think it's much worse,' I answered.

Cathy called her pony, and the sound woke Linton up.

'If you see my father,' he said, hesitating, 'could you tell him I've been cheerful? He'll be here soon!' And he looked round in terror.

'I'll be here next Thursday!' cried Cathy, as she jumped on her pony. 'Come on, Ellen!'

In the week that followed, Mr Edgar's illness grew worse every day. Cathy could not avoid realizing how serious it was, and sat by his bedside day and night, looking sad and pale. Her father's room had become her whole world. On Thursday I thought a ride in the fresh air would be good for her, and Mr Edgar gladly gave her permission to see Linton. He was hoping that she would not be left alone after his death. I did not want to worry him in his last moments, so I did not tell him that Linton was also dying.

We rode on to the moors and found Linton lying in the same place as before. He was looking very frightened. 'I thought you weren't going to come!' he said.

'Why won't you be honest?' cried Cathy at once. 'Why have you brought me here again, if you don't want to see me? My father's very ill and I should be with him.'

Tears rolled down Linton's face. He seemed terrified.

'Oh, I can't bear it!' he sobbed. 'Cathy, I daren't explain! But if you leave me, he'll kill me! Dear Cathy, my life is in your hands! Kind, sweet Cathy, perhaps you will agree, and then he won't hurt me!'

Cathy was no longer impatient. 'Agree to what, Linton?' she asked gently. 'Tell me everything! You wouldn't do anything to hurt me, would you, Linton? I'm your best friend.'

'I daren't tell you! My father—' the boy gasped. Just then Heathcliff appeared. He did not look at Cathy and Linton, who continued talking to each other, but he spoke quietly to me.

'Ellen, how is Edgar? Is he dying, as the villagers say?'

'It's true, the master is dying,' I answered.

'That boy over there is dying too. I only hope Edgar dies before him. If Linton dies first, my plan will fail.' He shouted angrily to his son, 'Get up, Linton!' and then said politely to Cathy, 'Miss Cathy, would you help him back to the house. He can't walk far alone.'

'Father has forbidden me to enter your house,' said Cathy.

'Well, come along, Linton. I'll have to take you home then,' said Heathcliff.

'No! No! No! Please, Cathy! You must come with me!' screamed Linton wildly. He held desperately on to her arm.

Cathy could not refuse the boy, who seemed almost mad with fear. So we all walked the few steps to Wuthering Heights. When we had entered the house, however, I was horrified to see Heathcliff lock the front door. The key was in his hand.

'Hareton, Joseph and Zillah are all out of the house,' he said calmly, 'so we are quite alone.'

'Give me that key!' cried Cathy angrily. 'I'm not afraid of you!' She took hold of his closed hand and bit it. He hit her violently several times, on both sides of the head, and she fell into a chair, trembling. I rushed at him, but he pushed me away.

'Cry as much as you like, Miss Cathy,' he said. 'In a few days I'll be your father, and I'll punish you just like that, as often as necessary!'

When Heathcliff went out to look for our horses, Cathy and I hurried round the kitchen looking for a way to escape. But all the doors and windows were locked. Linton was sitting calmly in a chair near the fire, happy that he was not being punished this time. We persuaded him to explain his father's plan to us.

'Father is afraid I'll die soon, you see, so he wants us to be married tomorrow morning. You'll have to stay here all night, Cathy. Then perhaps he'll let you go home in the morning.'

'You marry this beautiful, healthy young lady?' I cried. 'You must be mad! And wicked too! You and your father have tricked us into coming here!' And I shook him until he started coughing.

'I must go home now. Father will be worried already,' said Cathy. 'I love Father better than you, Linton!'

Heathcliff returned and sent his son upstairs to bed.

'Mr Heathcliff,' begged Cathy, 'Father will be miserable if I don't go home. Please let me go. I promise to marry Linton. Father would like it, and I love him. Why do you force me to do something I want to do?'

'He can't force you!' I cried. 'I'll go to the police!'

'To the devil with you, Ellen! Miss Cathy, I'm delighted that your father will be miserable. In that case you will certainly stay here for twenty-four hours. You won't leave here until you've kept your promise to marry Linton.'

'Please send Ellen to let Father know I'm safe!' sobbed Cathy bitterly. 'Poor Father! He'll think we're lost!'

'Your father must have hated you when you came into the world (I did, at least), and he'll hate you as he leaves it. Go on crying. That's what you'll be doing when you're Linton's wife. He'll make a cruel, selfish husband, I think.'

Heathcliff took us upstairs to Zillah's room, where we spent the night, locked in. Neither of us could sleep. At seven the following morning he came to fetch Cathy, and took her away. From that moment I saw nobody except Hareton, who brought me food, for four whole days and nights.

On the fifth morning Zillah came into the room. She was surprised and pleased to see me, and told me the villagers all thought Cathy and I had got lost on the moors, and died, four days ago. I ran out of the room to look for Cathy.

The big kitchen was full of sunshine, and the door was open, but the only person there was Linton.

'Where is she? Where is Miss Cathy?' I cried wildly.

'Upstairs, in a locked room,' he replied calmly, eating a piece of sugar. 'We won't let her go yet. Father says I shouldn't be soft with Cathy. We've had the wedding ceremony, so she's my wife now, and must stay with me. I don't care if she cries, or is ill!'

'Have you forgotten her kindness to you last winter, when you wrote that you loved her, and she used to come through wind and snow to see you? Now you believe your father's lies about her! And you leave her alone, ill and crying in a strange house! You pity yourself, but you won't pity her! What a heartless, selfish boy you are!'

'I can't stay with her! She cries so much I can't bear it! I can't sleep with all that noise. She promised that if I gave her the key to our room, she'd give me all her nice books, and her pony, but I told her she had nothing to give. They're all mine, or they'll belong to me very soon. And then she cried, and took a little gold case from around her neck. Inside were two pictures, one of her mother and one of her father. I wanted to take them both from her, but she wouldn't let me, so I screamed for help. My father came, and ordered her to give him the pictures and the case. When she refused, he—he hit her on the face and knocked her down, and broke the gold case under his foot. He took away the picture of her mother.

'And were you pleased to see Miss Cathy hurt?' I asked.

'My father was right to punish her. But I didn't like seeing her mouth full of blood. She can't speak because of the pain. Now you've made me tired with all this talking! You won't find the key to the room! Go away!'

As there seemed to be no chance of persuading him to help her escape, I decided to go back to the Grange as quickly as possible, and rescue her later.

What a welcome I received from the servants at the Grange, who thought I was dead! But I did not have time to tell them my story. I went straight to my master's room. He was lying in bed, very weak and close to death. I told him how Heathcliff had trapped us, and that Cathy was probably married to Linton by now. Mr Edgar realized that his enemy wanted to get hold of the Linton fortune, through his son. He asked me to send for his lawyer, to make arrangements so that Cathy would not lose all her inheritance.

I did as he asked, but the lawyer sent a message, saying that he could not come until the next day. I also sent four strong men with weapons to Wuthering Heights, to demand my young lady's freedom. I was very angry when they returned without her, because Heathcliff had sent them away.

But I needn't have worried. In the middle of the night, as I was taking some water to the master, I heard a knock on the front door, and went to open it. It was my little mistress!

'Ellen, Ellen!' she sobbed. 'Is Father still alive?'

'Yes,' I cried, 'and thank God you're safe with us again!'

'I managed to make Linton help me escape from the room! Now I must see Father!'

I could not bear to be present at their meeting. I waited outside the bedroom door. But they were both calm. Cathy's despair was as silent as her father's happiness. He died in perfect peace, Mr Lockwood. Kissing her, he whispered, 'I'm going to join her, and you, dear child, will join us!' He did not move or speak again.

Cathy did not cry, but sat silently by his dead body all morning. At lunch-time the lawyer arrived, too late to help Cathy. Heathcliff had bribed him to stay away. He gave us Heathcliff's orders. All the servants except me had to leave. Cathy, Mrs Heathcliff now, was only allowed to stay at the Grange until her father was buried.



look forward to wait for something with pleasure. 期待，盼望。

at least no less than. 至少，起码。

honest adj. not stealing or cheating. 诚实的，可靠的。

impatient adj. not wanting to wait. 不耐烦的；急燥的。

persuade v. make someone believe or do something by talking to him. 说服，劝导。

in that case if that happens. 假如那样的话。

belong to be owned by someone or something. 属于。

care v. feel interest, worry, sadness, etc. 介意。

knock... down hit someone so he falls to the ground. 撞倒在地。

rescue v. save someone or something from danger. 救援，救出。

trap v. catch or trick a person or animal. 诱捕，使上当。

despair n. feeling of no hope. 绝望。

bribe v. to influence unfairly by favors or gifts. 贿赂，行贿。


15　圈套
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1800年

就在主人不准凯茜去看林顿过后几天，他问我对那个小伙子有什么看法，

“跟我说实话，艾伦，你觉得他品行怎么样？”

“嗯，先生，我觉得他不恶毒，不像他父亲。可是要了解他，您得花很多功夫，先生。他太小，还不能结婚。”

艾加先生走到窗前，朝外望去。那是一个雾濛濛的2月的夜晚，刚刚能看到教堂墓地。

“我常盼着死去，艾伦。有我的小凯茜，我非常幸福。但在那6月的漫漫长夜里我躺在她母亲的坟冢上，期望着能在另一个世界与她重逢的时候，我也同样欣慰！我剩下的时间不多了，艾伦。我死之前能为凯茜做些什么呢？她该嫁给林顿吗？只要他爱她，能做个好丈夫，我不会在乎他是希斯克利夫的儿子。”

“上帝会教我们怎么做的，先生。”我回答。

到了春天艾加先生的病情依旧，他还在为凯茜的前程担忧。有一天，他写信给林顿请他来画眉山庄作客。林顿回了一封长信，解释说他父亲不许他来。他恳求舅舅让他见凯茜一面，到画眉山庄和呼啸山庄之间的荒原上去散步或者骑马，因为他们在哪个家里都不能会面。艾加先生开始不同意，接着林顿又给他写了几封信。我肯定那些信在寄出前都经希斯克利夫仔细审查过。

最终艾加先生同意了。他希望如果凯茜嫁给林顿（他将继承林顿家的财产），那她至少还能住在她自己家的房子里。他不知道林顿已重病缠身，我也不知道。我怎么也想不到一个父亲能那么无情、狠毒地对待一个垂死的孩子，这是我们后来才发现的。

在一个炎热、阳光明媚的夏日，凯茜和我骑马去见她表弟。看见他既不能骑马又不能走路，而是躺在草地上等着我们，我们都大吃一惊。他比上次我见到他时脸色更苍白、身体更虚弱。我们在一起的时候他好像对凯茜和凯茜说的事都不感兴趣。凯茜当时就看出来了。

“那好，林顿，”她停了一会儿说道，“你不想和我说话，那我想我还是回家吧。”

“不，别走！”他叫起来，有些激动，“先别走！留在这儿——至少再待半个钟头！如果你早走了，我父亲会对我发火的！”

“我想我们还能再待几分钟。”凯茜说。

林顿小睡了一会儿，我们边等边小声说着话。有时他疼得叫出声。

“你觉得他的身体比以前好些了吗？”凯茜低声说。

“很遗憾，凯茜小姐，我觉得大不如从前。”我回答。

凯茜唤了一声她的小马，声音把林顿弄醒了。

“如果你见到我父亲，”他犹犹豫豫地说道，“你能不能跟他说我挺高兴的？他马上就会来了！”说罢惊恐地往四下看了看。

“我下礼拜四来！”凯茜大声说，一边跳上马。“走罢，艾伦！”

在此后的一周里，艾加先生的病日渐恶化。尽管很不情愿，凯茜还是意识到了病情严重性，于是不分昼夜地守在他的床前，她愁眉不展，气色很差。她成天只在父亲的房间待着。到了礼拜四，我琢磨骑马透透新鲜空气会对她有好处，而且艾加先生很高兴地允许她去看林顿。他希望死后不至于把她孤孤单单地撇下。我不想让他在最后的日子有什么放心不下的，所以没告诉他林顿也快死了。

我们骑着马上了荒原，看到林顿还像上次一样躺在同一个地方，面带惊惧之色。

“我以为你不来了呢！”他说。

“你为什么不说实话？”凯茜顿时哭了，“要是你不愿见我，为什么还要把我叫来？我父亲的病很重，我应该陪着他。”

眼泪顺着林顿的面庞往下淌，像是很害怕的样子。

“噢，我受不了啦！”他呜咽道，“凯茜，我不敢说！可要是你离开我，他会杀了我的！亲爱的凯茜，我的命攥在你的手里！善良、可爱的凯茜，你或许会答应，这样他就不会折磨我了！”

凯茜不再那么不耐烦。“答应什么，林顿？”她轻声问，“全都告诉我！你不会做伤害我的事，对么，林顿？我是你最好的朋友。”

“我不敢告诉你！我父亲——”这孩子喘了口气。就在这时希斯克利夫出现了。他没看凯茜和林顿，他们还在接着说话，他悄悄地对我说。

“艾伦，艾加怎么样啦？他是快死了吗？村里的人是这么讲的。”

“是的，老爷将不久于人世了。”我回答。

“那孩子也快要死了。我只希望艾加死在他前面。要是林顿先死，我的计划就落空了。”他向儿子怒斥道，“起来，林顿！”然后又彬彬有礼地对凯茜说，“凯茜小姐，你能扶他回家去吗。他一个人走不了太远的路。”

“父亲不让我进你们家的宅子。”凯茜说。

“好罢，走，林顿。那我来带你回家。”希斯克利夫说。

“不！不！不！求你啦，凯茜！你一定要跟我来！”林顿大叫起来。他没命地抱着凯茜的胳膊。

凯茜无法拒绝他，他好像是吓得快发疯了。于是我们一起走这几步到了呼啸山庄。可当我们一进屋，我吃惊地看到希斯克利夫把前门锁上了。钥匙在他手里。

“哈里顿、约瑟夫和齐拉都不在，”他平静地说，‘所以只有我们自己。’

“把钥匙给我！”凯茜愤怒地喊道，“我不怕你！”她抓住他攥着的手咬了一口。，他使劲打了她头两侧几下，她倒在了椅子里，浑身颤抖着。我朝他冲过去，但他把我推开了。

“你愿意怎么哭就怎么哭，凯茜小姐。”他说，“过不了几天我就是你父亲啦，只要需要，我会就这样教训你！”

希斯克利夫出去找我们的马的时候，凯茜和我忙着在厨房里找逃路。但所有的门和窗户都上了锁。林顿在炉火旁的椅子里安然地坐着，很高兴他这次没受到惩罚。我们劝说他把他父亲的计划告诉我们。

“父亲怕我很快就要死了，你知道，所以他想让我们明天上午结婚。你一整夜都要在这儿待着了，凯茜。上午他可能就让你回家。”

“你和这个漂亮、健康的年轻小姐结婚？”我叫道，“你一定疯了！而且恶毒！你和你父亲用计把我们骗到这儿！”我晃着他，直到他开始咳嗽为止。

“我现在必须回家。父亲肯定已经担心了，”凯茜说，“我爱我父亲胜过爱你，林顿！”

希斯克利夫回来后把儿子送到楼上的床上。

“希斯克利夫先生，”凯茜哀求道，“要是我不回家，父亲会很难过的。求您让我走吧。我答应嫁给林顿。父亲会喜欢这样的，我爱他。你为什么要逼着我做我原本愿意的事？”

“他不能强迫你！”我叫道，“我要去找警察！”

“见你的鬼去罢，艾伦！凯茜小姐，你父亲难过我很开心。要是这样，你自然要在这儿待24小时。你得实现要嫁给林顿的诺言，否则别想离开这儿。”

“请让艾伦去给我父亲报个平安！”凯茜泣不成声，“可怜的父亲！他会以为我们迷路了！”

“你来到这世上时你父亲一定恨你（至少我是这样），而在他离开这世上时还会恨你。接着哭吧。你当了林顿的妻子就只能以泪洗面了。我想必他会是个无情、自私的丈夫。”

希斯克利夫把我们弄到楼上齐拉的房间里，被锁在里面过了一夜。我们俩都睡不着。第二天早晨7点他来找凯茜，把她带走了。在此之后整整四个昼夜里，除了哈里顿来给我送吃的，我就谁的面也没见到了。

第五天的早晨齐拉来到了房间。她见到我很吃惊，也很高兴，告诉我村里人都以为凯茜和我四天前就在荒原上迷路死了。我跑出房间去找凯茜。

大厨房里洒满了阳光，门是开着的，但只有林顿一个人在。

“她在哪儿？凯茜小姐在哪儿？”我厉声问道。

“楼上，锁在房间里，”他不动声色地答道，正吃着一块糖。“我们还不能放她走。父亲说我对凯茜不能手软。我们已经举行了婚礼，所以她现在是我妻子，得和我在一起。我不在乎她哭不哭、病不病！”

“你忘了她去年冬天对你多好，你写信给她说你爱她，她顶风冒雪来看你？如今你听信了你父亲说她的鬼话！你把她孤独地撇在一旁，任她在一个陌生的房子里生病、痛苦！你可怜自己，却不肯可怜她！你真是个没心没肺、自私的小子！”

“我无法和她待在一起！她没命地哭，我受不了！吵得我睡不着。她答应要是我把我们房间的钥匙给她，她就把她所有的书还有小马给我，但我告诉她说她没有什么东西可给我的啦。它们已经是我的了，或者说很快就会属于我。然后她哭了起来，从脖子上拿下一个小金框。里面有两张肖像，一张是她母亲，另一张是她父亲。我想把它们都从她手里拿过来，可她不肯，所以我就大叫起来。我父亲来了，命令她把画像和金框都交给他。她不肯，他——他就扇了她一记耳光，把她打倒在地，用脚踩坏了金框。他把她母亲的肖像拿走了。”

“看到凯茜小姐受虐待你挺开心吧？”我问。

“我父亲惩罚她没错。但我不喜欢看她满嘴是血的样子。她疼得说不出话来。你让我说了这么多话我都累了！你找不到房间钥匙的！走开！”

看来要劝说他帮凯茜逃走是没什么指望了，我决定尽快赶回画眉山庄，过后再救她。

回到画眉山庄，我受到仆人们的热情迎接，他们都以为我死了！但我没时间跟他们讲原委。我径直去了主人的房间。他躺在床上，极度虚弱，快要不行了。我告诉他希斯克利夫是如何骗我们入了圈套，还有凯茜很可能已嫁给了林顿。艾加先生明白过来他的仇敌是想通过他的儿子来抢夺自己的财产。他叫我去找他的律师，做好安排使凯茜不至于失去全部的继承权。

我照他说的做了，可律师捎信来说第二天才能来。我还派了四个壮汉带着武器到呼啸山庄去解救我家小姐。他们空手而归，我很生气，因为希斯克利夫把他们赶了回来。

可我没必要担心。当天深夜，我正去给主人送水，听见前门有敲门声就去开门。正是我家宝贝小姐！

“艾伦，艾伦！”她呜咽着，“父亲还活着吗？”

“是的，”我哭了，“感谢上帝你又平平安安地回到了我们身边！”

“我想法儿让林顿帮我逃出了那房间！现在我得见父亲！”

他们会面时我不忍在场。我在卧室门外等着。但他们俩都很平静。凯茜的绝望和她父亲的欣慰都在沉默中表达了。他是非常安祥地死去的，洛克伍德先生。他亲着她，微弱地说，“我要去见她了，而你，亲爱的孩子，也会和我们团聚的！”他再也没有动、没有说话。

凯茜没哭，但整个上午都在他的遗体旁默默地坐着。午饭时律师来了，太晚了，已帮不了凯茜。希斯克利夫贿赂了他要他别管这事，他传达了希斯克利夫的指令。除我之外，所有的仆人都被遣走了。只允许凯茜，现在是希斯克利夫夫人，在她父亲下葬前住在画眉山庄。


16
Cathy becomes a widow

1800—1 On the evening after the burial, Heathcliff came to fetch Cathy.

'Why not let her stay here with me?' I begged.

'I'm looking for someone to rent the Grange from me,' he answered. 'You'll stay on here as housekeeper, Ellen, but Cathy must come to Wuthering Heights. From now on she'll have to work for her food.'

'I shall work,' replied Cathy. 'And I'll look after Linton. He's all I've got to love in the world. I'm just sorry for you, Mr Heathcliff. You have nobody to love you! You are as lonely and miserable as the devil! Nobody will cry for you when you die! I'm glad I'm not you!'

'Go and get your clothes, you wicked girl,' he said. 'We'll be leaving in a few minutes.' When she had gone, he walked across the room to look at the picture of Cathy's mother, Catherine, which was hanging on the wall.

'Do you know what I did yesterday, Ellen?' he said, turning quickly away from the picture. 'I went to the churchyard, and asked the man who was digging Edgar's grave to open the lid of Catherine's coffin for me. Her face looked just the same! I could not stop looking at her. When the man closed the lid, broke open one side of her coffin, the side away from Edgar's grave, and covered it up with earth. And I bribed the man to bury me there when I die, next to her, and to take the side of my coffin away too, so that I shall have her in my arms, not Edgar!'

'You were very wicked, Mr Heathcliff, to disturb the dead!'

'I disturbed nobody, Ellen, and I feel much happier now. She is the one who has disturbed me. For eighteen years she has haunted me. You know I was wild, almost mad, after she died. For days I prayed for her ghost to return to me. On the day of her burial, I went to her grave in the evening. There was a bitter wind, and snow on the ground. I wanted so much to have her in my arms again! So I dug down through the loose earth to her coffin, and was about to pull the lid off, when I felt a warm breath on my face. She seemed to be with me, not in the earth, but close to me. I was so happy that she was with me again! I filled in the grave, and ran eagerly home to the Heights. I looked impatiently round for her. I could feel her but I could not see her! And since then, she has played plenty of tricks on me like that. When I sleep in her bedroom, I can hear her outside the window, or entering the room, or even breathing close to me, but when I open my eyes, I'm always disappointed. Slowly, slowly, she's killing me, with the ghost of a hope that's lasted eighteen years!'

He was talking almost to himself, so I did not answer. When Cathy came in, he stood up, ready to go.

'Goodbye, Ellen!' whispered my dear little mistress. 'Come and visit me!' As she kissed me, her face felt as cold as ice.

'Oh, no you won't, Ellen!' said Heathcliff. 'I'll send for you if I want you!' and together they left the Grange.

I haven't seen Cathy since then. Once I went to the Heights to visit her, but I was not allowed to see her. About six weeks ago I had a long conversation with Zillah, the housekeeper, who gave me news of Cathy. It appeared that, when she arrived at the Heights, she did her best to look after her sick husband. He was obviously dying, although Heathcliff refused to call the doctor. Only a few weeks after her arrival, Linton died in the night, with only Cathy by his bedside. Heathcliff inherited all of Linton's, and what had been Cathy's, fortune, so Cathy is now very poor.

She must be very miserable, and very lonely, in that dark, unpleasant house. Heathcliff hates her, and Joseph and Zillah don't speak to her, because they think she's too proud. Poor Hareton would like to be friendly with her, but she scorns him because he's uneducated. I would like to leave my job here, rent a little cottage and ask Cathy to come and live with me, but Mr Heathcliff will never permit that. Of course, if she married again, she could leave that house, but I can't arrange that.



fetch v. go and get someone or something. 去取，带走。

from now on after this. 从此以后，今后。

lid n. cover for a box, pot, etc. 盖子。

coffin n. box in which a dead person lies. 棺材。

bury v. put a person or thing in the ground, in a grave, etc. 埋葬，掩埋。

cottage n. small house in the country. 农舍，小屋。


16　凯茜成了寡妇
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1880—1881年

葬礼后的当天晚上，希斯克利夫来领凯茜。

“你就不能让凯茜和我在一起吗？”我乞求道。

“我在找人来租我的画眉山庄，”他回答，“你住在这儿做管家，艾伦，但凯茜必须来呼啸山庄。从现在起她要干活才有饭吃。”

“我会干活的，”凯茜回答，“我来照顾林顿，他是这世上我唯一需要去爱的人。我只是为你感到难过，希斯克利夫先生。没有人爱你！你就像个鬼一样孤独痛苦！你死的时候没人会为你掉眼泪！我庆幸我不是你！”

“去取你的衣服，你这个混账丫头，”他说，“我们几分钟后就走。”她出去后，他走到房间的另一头，看着挂在墙上凯茜母亲凯瑟琳的画像。

“你知道昨天我干了什么，艾伦？”他很快把视线从画像上转回来说道，“我去了教堂墓地，让给艾加掘墓的人替我打开了凯瑟琳的棺材盖。她的面容看上去跟以前完全一样！我禁不住地盯着她看。那人盖上棺材后，我把她棺材不靠艾加墓的一面砸开了，然后用土埋上。我还收买了那个人，等我死后把我埋在那儿，埋在她旁边，我也要把我棺材的一面去掉，这样我就可以搂着她了，艾加不能！”

“你真恶毒，希斯克利夫先生，去惊动死去的人！”

“我谁也没惊动，艾伦，我现在感觉高兴多了。她才是惊动了我的人。18年来她在索我的命。你知道，她死后我变得狂野，几乎发了疯。好几天我都在祈求她的鬼魂能回到我身边。在她下葬的那天，我晚上去了她的墓前。当时凄风阵阵，地上积着雪。我太想再把她抱在怀里啦！所以我挖开盖在她棺材上疏松的泥土，正想掀开盖子，突然觉得我的脸上有一股温暖的气息。她好像就在我身边，不在泥土里，而且紧靠着我。她又和我在一起了，我欣喜不已！我覆盖好坟墓，急冲冲地跑回呼啸山庄家里。我焦急地四下里找她。我能感觉到她，但看不见她！打那以后她如法炮制地屡次捉弄我。我睡在她房间的时候，我能听到她在窗外，或进了屋，或就在我身边呼吸，可当我一睁开眼，我总是失望。慢慢地、慢慢地，她用持续了18年之久的幽灵般飘渺的希望试图弄死我！”

他几乎是在自言自语，所以我也没有回答。凯茜进来了，他站起来，准备走。

“再见，艾伦！”我亲爱的小女主人小声说，“来看我！”她亲我的时候，我觉得她脸上冰凉。

“噢，你不能，艾伦！”希斯克利夫说，“如果我需要你，我会派人来叫你的！”他们一起离开了画眉山庄。

此后我就没有见过凯茜。有一次我去呼啸山庄看她，但没让我见她。大概六个星期以前我和女管家齐拉长谈了一次，她跟我讲了凯茜的消息。看来在凯茜到呼啸山庄后一直尽心尽力照顾她生病的丈夫。很明显他快要死了，尽管如此，希斯克利夫还是不让找大夫。在她到呼啸山庄仅几个星期之后，林顿在夜里死了，当时只有凯茜陪在他床边。希斯克利夫继承了林顿的（原本是凯茜的）所有财产，所以现在凯茜一贫如洗。

在那栋阴暗、压抑的宅子里，她一定过得很痛苦、很孤独。希斯克利夫恨她，约瑟夫和齐拉也因为觉得她孤傲而不跟她说话。可怜的哈里顿想对她友善一点，可她又看不起他没教养。我愿意辞了这儿的工作，租上一间小农舍让凯茜来和我一起住，但希斯克利夫决不会答应的。当然，要是她再嫁人的话她就能离开那宅子，可要我安排我又无能为力。


17
Mr Lockwood visits Wuthering Heights again

1802 After hearing the end of Mrs Dean's story, I made my plans for the future. I decided I did not want to spend another winter at the Grange, and told her I would ride to the Heights to inform my landlord. She handed me a letter to give to Cathy Heathcliff.

When I arrived at the gate, Hareton met me and took me into the house. Cathy was there, preparing vegetables for lunch. She did not bother to greet me.

'She may be beautiful,' I thought, 'but she's not very polite.' I passed by her chair, and cleverly dropped Mrs Dean's note in front of her, so that Hareton wouldn't see it. She, however, just said aloud, 'What's that?'

'A letter from the housekeeper at the Grange,' I said, annoyed with her. She gasped, and tried to pick it up, but Hareton got there first.

'Mr Heathcliff will want to look at this,' he said, putting it in his pocket. But when Cathy pretended to cry, Hareton could not bear to make her sad, and he threw the letter down on the table. She eagerly read every word, and asked me several questions about the people at the Grange.

'Mrs Dean will want an answer to her letter,' I reminded her.

'You must tell her that I have no paper or pens to write with. I haven't even any books!' she answered sadly.

'No books!' I cried. 'How can you manage without them in this lonely place?'

'I always used to read so much that Mr Heathcliff decided to take away my only pleasure and destroy my books. I've looked all over the house for them. Joseph only reads the Bible, but some of my books are in Hareton's room! Why did you take them, Hareton? Just because you enjoy stealing? They can't be any use to you!'

'I think Mr Hareton wants to learn,' I said, hoping to prevent a quarrel between them. 'No doubt he took them away to study them.'

'Yes,' replied Cathy, laughing. 'I hear him trying to read to himself sometimes and it's extremely funny! He makes some terrible mistakes!'

After a moment's shocked silence Hareton left the room. He returned almost immediately with his arms full of books, and threw them angrily down at Cathy's feet.

'Take them!' he shouted. 'I never want to see them again!'

'I won't have them now,' she said. 'I'll hate them because they'll make me think of you.'

Hareton picked up the books and threw them on the fire, then walked quickly out of the house.

Mr Heathcliff came in as Hareton went out. He had a restless, anxious expression on his face.

'Mr Heathcliff,' I said, 'I must tell you I'm leaving for London next week, for six months, and I shan't want to rent the Grange any more after October.'

'So, Mr Lockwood, you've got tired of the moors already, have you? Well, have your lunch with Hareton and me, anyway. Cathy, take your lunch in the kitchen with Joseph and Zillah.'

I did not enjoy lunch with my two silent companions, and left the Heights straight afterwards.

'What a pity,' I thought, 'that Cathy Heathcliff and I didn't fall in love, as Mrs Dean would have liked! Then I could have taken her away from this miserable place for ever!'




Several months later, in September, I was travelling to visit friends in Yorkshire. I found myself near Thrushcross Grange, and decided to spend a night there. After all, I was still paying rent for it. When I arrived, I was surprised to find a different housekeeper, who told me Mrs Dean had become housekeeper at the Heights. I wanted to have a walk after travelling all day, so I left orders for the woman to cook my supper and prepare a bedroom for me, and I walked the four miles to Wuthering Heights.

As I came close to the old house, I noticed that there were flowers in the garden, and the doors and windows stood open. I could see two people inside, and I stopped for a moment, curious to hear a little of their conversation.

'Read it again, stupid!' said a voice as sweet as a silver bell. 'Read it correctly this time, or I'll pull your hair!'

'You must kiss me if I get it right,' answered a deep voice. The man was sitting at a table, reading from a book. His handsome face shone with pleasure, and his eyes often left the book to look at the small white hand that lay on his shoulder. The girl stood behind him, bending over to help him. Her face—it was fortunate he could not see her face, or he would never have been able to concentrate on his studies. I could see it, and I was bitterly sorry that I had thrown away my chance of seeing that beauty every day of my life.

I did not want to disturb their happiness, so I went round to the back door, where I discovered my old friend Ellen Dean.

'Oh, Mr Lockwood, welcome back!' she cried. 'Are you staying at the Grange again?'

'Yes, Mrs Dean, just for one night. But tell me, why are you housekeeper here now and not at the Grange?'

'Zillah left, you see, and Mr Heathcliff wanted me here.'

'I have a little business with him, about the rent.'

'Oh! Mr Heathcliff is dead, sir. He died three months ago. I manage all Mrs Heathcliff's business for her. She hasn't learnt to do it herself yet, you see.'

'Heathcliff is dead!' I repeated, surprised. 'Well! Tell me how it happened, Mrs Dean!'

'Sit down, sir, and drink some beer. I'll gladly tell you. His life ended very strangely.'



inform v. tell something to someone. 告诉，通知。

no doubt certainly. 无疑地。

after all when you thought something else would happen. 毕竟，究竟。

curious adj. eager to know or learn. 好奇的，很想知道的。

concentrate v. think hard about, or look hard at something. 集中。


17　洛克伍德先生再访呼啸山庄
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1802年

听完了迪恩夫人的故事，我为自己的将来做好了计划。我拿定主意不想在画眉山庄过第二个冬天了，我告诉她我要骑马到呼啸山庄去通知我的房东。她交给我一封信要我带给凯茜·希斯克利夫。

我到大门口时，哈里顿迎我进了房子。凯茜在，正准备午餐用的蔬菜。她懒得和我打招呼。

“她也许漂亮，”我想，“可她太无礼了。”走过她的椅子时我巧妙地把迪恩夫人的便条丢在她面前，这样哈里顿就看不见了。可她却大声说道，“那是什么？”

“画眉山庄女管家的信。”我说，有些生她的气。她愣了一下，刚想要拣起来，但哈里顿先拿到了。

“希斯克利夫先生会想看看的。”他说，把信揣进了口袋里。可当凯茜假装哭的时候，哈里顿不忍让她伤心，把信扔到桌子上。她急切地读着每一个字，还问了我几个关于画眉山庄里的人的问题。

“迪恩夫人想要回信。”我提醒她。

“你一定要告诉她我没有可用来写信的纸和笔。我连书都没有！”她难过地说。

“没有书！”我叫道，“在这么孤寂的地方没有书你是怎么过的？”

“我过去总是很喜欢读书，所以希斯克利夫先生决定剥夺我唯一的乐趣，把我的书毁掉。我整个屋子都找遍了。约瑟夫只读《圣经》，可我的一些书却在哈里顿的房间里！你为什么要拿那些书，哈里顿？只是因为你喜欢偷东西吗？它们对你没什么用！”

“我想哈里顿先生是想学习，”我说，希望他们别吵起来。“无疑他拿走书是去研读的。”

“是的，”凯茜笑着答道。“我听到他有时自己试着读书，可笑极了！有时犯严重的错误。”

哈里顿很吃惊，呆呆地说不出话来，过了一会儿离开了房间。他随后即抱着一怀抱书回来，怒气冲冲地将书扔在凯茜的脚边。

“拿走吧！”他嚷道，“我再也不想看了！”

“我现在也不想要它们了，”她说，“我会恨它们的，因为它们会让我想起你。”

哈里顿捡起书扔进了火里，然后快步走出了房子。

哈里顿一出去希斯克利夫先生就进来了，满脸焦虑不安的表情。

“希斯克利夫先生，”我说，“我得告诉您我下周要去伦敦，要走六个月，所以10月份以后我就不想再租用画眉山庄了。”

“这么说，洛克伍德先生，您已经厌倦荒原了，是吗？好，不管怎么样，您跟哈里顿和我一起用午餐吧。凯茜，你在厨房同约瑟夫和齐拉吃午餐。”

跟两位默不作声的人一起用午餐真不是件乐事，之后我就直接离开了呼啸山庄。

“真遗憾，”我想，“凯茜·希斯克利夫和我没有像迪恩夫人希望的那样彼此相爱！那样的话我就带她永远离开这个伤心的地方。”




几个月之后，正值9月，我去看望在约克郡的朋友，途中我发现自己离画眉山庄不远，于是决定去那儿过一夜。没想到到了那儿却发现管家已换了个人，新的管家告诉我迪恩夫人已到呼啸山庄去做管家了。经过一整天的旅行我想散散步，于是吩咐女管家为我做好晚餐，准备一间卧室，然后我步行四英里去呼啸山庄。

当我走近那栋老宅子，我注意到花园里开着花，门和窗也都是开着的。我能看见里面有两个人，我驻足站了一会儿，好奇地听到他们之间的一点谈话。

“再读一遍，笨蛋！”一个银铃般甜美的声音说道，“这次别读错了，否则我就拽你的头发！”

“我要是读对了你一定要吻我。”一个低沉的声音回答。这个人坐在桌旁，正读一本书。他英俊的面庞洋溢着喜悦的光彩，他的双眼不时离开书本看着搭在他肩上的白皙的小手。那姑娘站在他身后，弯着腰辅导他。她的面庞——幸亏他看不到她的面庞，否则他决不能集中精神学习。可我能看到这面庞，我真是懊悔自己丢掉了此生终日与这个美人相见的机会。

我不想打搅他们的快乐，所以绕到了后门，在那儿看到了我的老朋友艾伦·迪恩。

“噢，洛克伍德先生，欢迎回来！”她叫道，“您又在画眉山庄住了？”

“是的，迪恩夫人，只住一夜。先告诉我，你为什么在这儿做管家而不在画眉山庄了？”

“齐拉走了，你知道，希斯克利夫先生想要我到这儿来。”

“我和他还有一些事务，租房子的事。”

“噢！希斯克利夫先生死了，先生。他三个月以前死的。我替希斯克利夫夫人处理一切事务。她还没学会自己来干，你知道。”

“希斯克利夫死了！”我惊异地重复道。“那么，告诉我是怎么回事，迪恩夫人！”

“请坐，先生，喝点啤酒。我很乐意告诉您。他的生命结束得很奇特。”


18
Heathcliff's end

1801—2 I was delighted to come back to the Heights, and hoped I could make Cathy's life more comfortable. But she was restless, and complained of loneliness. At first she continued to annoy Hareton, by laughing at him, but after a while she decided she really wanted him as a friend. She apologized for being rude to him, and offered to teach him everything she knew. From that moment on, the two cousins have always been together, studying. Hareton has a lot to learn, and Cathy is not the most patient of teachers. But what they have in common is their love for each other. You see, Mr Lockwood, it was easy enough to win Cathy's heart. But now I'm glad you didn't try. I'll be the happiest woman in England when those two marry!

Heathcliff noticed little of what was happening around him, and would never have been aware of the cousins' feelings, if it hadn't been for Joseph. In the middle of our lunch one day, the old man rushed into the room, shaking with anger.

'I'll have to leave! I wanted to die here, where I've been a servant for sixty years! But now she's taken my garden from me! She's stolen the boy's soul, master! I can't bear it!'

'Is the fool drunk?' asked Heathcliff. 'Can you explain this, Hareton?'

'I've pulled up two or three of his fruit-trees,' confessed Hareton, 'but I'll put them back again.'

'It was my fault,' added Cathy bravely. 'I asked him to do it. We wanted to plant some flowers there.'

'Who the devil gave you permission?' growled Heathcliff.

'You should let me have a bit of garden, as you've taken all my land!' replied Cathy sharply. 'And you've taken Hareton's land too! He and I are friends now! I'll tell him about you!'

The master stood up, staring at her fiercely.

'Out of the room, wicked girl!' he shouted. 'I'll kill you if I get near you!'

'If you hit me, Hareton will hit you. He won't obey you any more, and soon he'll hate you as much as I do!'

'You'd better leave, Cathy,' whispered Hareton urgently. 'I won't quarrel with Mr Heathcliff.'

But it was too late. I was sure Heathcliff was going to hit her. He took hold of her, one strong hand in her hair and the other raised over her head. But when he looked into her face, his anger suddenly disappeared, and he let his arm fall to his side. He sat heavily down in his chair and put his hand over his eyes for a moment. We all stared at him.

'You must learn not to make me angry,' he said, trying to be calm. 'Go away, all of you! Leave me alone!' A little later he went out, saying he would return in the evening.

As darkness fell, Cathy and Hareton were busy at their studies in the kitchen. I was sitting with them, happy to see them helping each other so well. I feel they're almost my children, Mr Lockwood, and I'm very proud of them. As the master entered the house, he had a full view of us three. They lifted their eyes to meet his. Perhaps you haven't noticed it, but their eyes are very similar, and they are exactly like those of Catherine Earnshaw. Mr Heathcliff stopped and stared, then looked away. At a sign from me, Cathy and Hareton went quietly out into the garden, leaving me alone with Mr Heathcliff.

'It's silly, isn't it, Ellen,' he muttered, 'that I have worked all my life to destroy these two families, the Earnshaws and the Lintons. I've got their money and their land. Now I can take my final revenge on the last Earnshaw and the last Linton, I no longer want to! There's a strange change coming in my life. I'm in its shadow. I'm so little interested in daily events that I even forget to eat and drink. I don't want to see those two, that's why I don't care if they spend time together. She only makes me angry. And he looks so like Catherine! But everything reminds me of Catherine! In every cloud, in every tree I see her face! The whole world reminds me that she was here once, and I have lost her!'

'You don't feel ill, sir, do you? Are you afraid of death?'

'I'm not ill, Ellen, and I'm not afraid to die. But I can't continue like this! I have to remind myself to breathe—almost to remind my heart to beat! I have a single wish, for something my whole body and heart and brain have wanted for so long! Oh God! It's a long fight! I wish it were finished!'

For some days after that, Mr Heathcliff avoided meeting us at meals. He ate less and less. Late one night I heard him leave the house. He did not return until the morning. When he came in, I noticed a change in his expression. There was a strange, wild happiness in his face, although he was pale and trembling.

'Will you have some breakfast, sir?' I asked.

'No, I'm not hungry,' he answered.

'I don't think you should stay outside at night, sir. You'll catch a bad cold or a fever!'

'Leave me alone, Ellen,' he replied.

I began to worry about him. He was strong and healthy, but a man must eat in order to live. For the next three days he ate nothing. At every meal the food lay untouched on the plate in front of him. He did not look at the food, or at us. He seemed to be looking at something quite close to him, something we could not see. His fierce black eyes followed it with such eager interest that he sometimes stopped breathing for as much as half a minute.

He did not sleep either. For three days he had spent the night in Catherine Earnshaw's old bedroom, and I could hear him walking up and down, and talking, calling, crying all night.

One morning I managed to speak to him, and make him listen to me. 'Mr Heathcliff, you must have some food and sleep. Look at yourself in the mirror! You look ill and tired.'

'It's not my fault that I can't eat or rest. You wouldn't tell a drowning man to rest when he can see the shore! I'm close to what I've wanted for eighteen years, very close! But my soul's happiness is killing my body!'

'It's a strange kind of happiness, master. Take my advice, and pray to God to forgive you for what you've done wrong in the past, if you think you're going to die.'

'Thank you, Ellen, you've reminded me of something. It's the way I want to be buried. My coffin will be carried to the churchyard in the evening. You and Hareton will be present, nobody else. And make sure my orders about the two coffins are obeyed! I want no ceremony, or words from the Bible—I don't believe in any of that.'

He spent the next night, and the next day, in Catherine's room, muttering and sobbing all the time. I sent for Dr Kenneth, but the door was locked, so the doctor could not see him. The following night was very wet, and in the morning as I walked in the garden, I noticed that the bedroom window was wide open.

'He must be very wet if he's in bed,' I thought, 'the bed is so close to the window. I'll go and look.' I found another key which fitted the lock, and opened the door. Mr Heathcliff was there in bed, lying on his back. His eyes were staring at me, so eagerly and fiercely, and he seemed to be smiling! His face and clothes were wet from the rain, and he did not move. I realized he was dead!

I closed the window. I combed his long, black hair from his forehead. I tried to close his eyes, but they would not shut. Suddenly frightened, I called for Joseph. The old servant came at once, but refused to touch the body.

'Ah, the devil's taken his soul! I warned him that would happen!' he cried. 'You see how wicked he is, smiling at death! But thank God Hareton Earnshaw will have the house and land now, that he should have inherited from his father!' And he went down on his knees to pray.

Hareton was, in fact, the only one who was sad at Heathcliff's death. He and I were present at the burial. Heathcliff was buried next to Catherine's grave, as he had wished. As we were not sure of his age or anything else about him, there is only one word on his gravestone—Heathcliff. The villagers are very frightened of his ghost. They say he often haunts the churchyard and the moors.

Hareton and Cathy will be married on New Year's Day, and they'll move to the Grange. I'll be their housekeeper. Joseph will take care of Wuthering Heights, but most of the rooms here won't be used again.

You'll pass the churchyard, Mr Lockwood, on your way back to the Grange, and you'll see the three gravestones close to the moor. Catherine's, the middle one, is old now, and half buried in plants which have grown over it. On one side is Edgar Linton's, and on the other is Heathcliff's new one. If you stay there a moment, and watch the insects flying in the warm summer air, and listen to the soft wind breathing through the grass, you'll understand how quietly they rest, the sleepers in that quiet earth.



offer to to express willingness (to do sth). 表示愿意（做某事）。

confess v. to admit (a fault, crime, something wrong). 坦白，承认。

look into to examine the meaning or cause of. 观察，调查。

be proud of having or expressing personal satisfaction and pleasure in something. 自豪的。

fierce adj. angry, violent, and cruel. 严厉的。

drown v. to die under water because unable to breathe. 淹死，溺死。

churchyard n. an open space around and belonging to a church, often used for burials. 教堂周围属于教堂的空地，通常用作墓地。


18　希斯克利夫的结局
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1801—1802年

回到呼啸山庄我很高兴，我希望能使凯茜的生活过得更舒心些。可她很烦躁，抱怨说孤独。开始她还招惹哈里顿，嘲笑他，但过了一段时间她觉得自己真的想要他做朋友。她为自己对他的无礼道了歉，并提出要把她会的一切都教给他。从此，这两个表兄妹就形影不离，在一起学习。哈里顿有好些要学的，而凯茜又不是个很耐心的老师。但他们的共同点是他们彼此相爱。你看，洛克伍德先生，要赢得凯茜小姐的心不难。可现在我庆幸您没有试。他们俩结婚时我就是英格兰最幸福的女人了！

希斯克利夫对他身边发生的事几乎没有注意到，要不是约瑟夫，他也决不会察觉这对表兄妹的感情。一天，我们正吃着午饭，那个老头冲进屋里，气得浑身发抖。

“我得离开！我本想死在这儿，我在这儿做了60年的仆人！可她现在把我花园抢走了！她偷走了这孩子的魂儿，主人！我无法忍受了！”

“这傻瓜喝醉了？”希斯克利夫问。“你能解释一下吗，哈里顿？”

“我拔了他两三棵果树，”哈里顿坦白道，“但我会把它们种回去的。”

“是我的错，”凯茜大胆地插话道，“是我让他拔的。我们想在那儿种些花儿。”

“谁他妈的批准的？”希斯克利夫咆哮道。

“你把我全部土地都拿走了，总该让我有一片花园吧！”凯茜不饶地反驳道。“而且你还夺走了哈里顿的土地！他和我现在是朋友！我要把你的事告诉他！”

主人站了起来，两眼恶狠狠地盯着她。

“滚出这房间，坏丫头！”他嚷道。“要是让我走近你，我会杀了你！”

“如果你打我，哈里顿会打你的。他不会再听你的话，过不了多久，他也会像我一样恨你！”

“你最好离开这儿，凯茜，”哈里顿小声催促道。“我不会同希斯克利夫先生争吵。”

但太晚了。我肯定希斯克利夫要打她了。他抓住她，一只大手揪住她的头发，另一只手举过了她头顶。可当他看到她的脸的时候，怒气突然消失了，把手臂放了下来。他重重地坐回椅子上，双手捂住眼睛待了一会儿。我们都目不转睛地看着他。

“你要学着别惹我生气，”他说道，想镇静下来，“滚开，都滚！别烦我！”不一会儿他出去了，说晚上回来。

夜幕降临，凯茜和哈里顿在厨房忙着学习。我在旁边坐着，看到他们互帮互助处得那样融洽我很高兴。我觉得他们是我自己的孩子似的，洛克伍德先生，我为他们感到非常自豪。主人进到房子时，一眼就看见了我们三个。他们抬起眼，与希斯克利夫相对而视。可能您没留意，他们俩的眼睛很相像，而且跟凯瑟琳·欧肖的眼睛几乎一模一样。希斯克利夫先生站住凝视了一会儿，然后眼光转向了别处。在我的示意下，凯茜和哈里顿悄悄溜进了花园，只剩下我和希斯克利夫先生。

“真傻，是吧，艾伦，”他喃喃道，“我倾尽一生精力要摧毁这两个家庭，欧肖和林顿家。我得到了他们的钱财和土地。如今我可以对最后一个姓欧肖的和最后一个姓林顿的施加最后的报复，我却不想干了！我的生命里发生着奇怪的变化，我正处在这变化的阴影之中。我对日常的事务提不起兴趣，甚至想不起吃喝。我不想见到他们俩，所以我不管他们是不是在一起。她只会惹我生气，而他长得真像凯瑟琳！可什么东西都能让我想起凯瑟琳来！在每一朵云团、每一棵树上我都能看到她的脸！整个世界都在提醒我她曾经在这儿，而我却失去了她！”

“您没感到不舒服吧，先生，是吗？您惧怕死么？”

“我没病，艾伦，我也不怕死。可我不能继续这样下去了！我得提醒自己要喘气——几乎得提醒自己的心去跳！我只有一个愿望，那是我许久以来殚精竭力、挖空心思想得到的东西！噢，上帝！这是一场漫长的搏斗！我希望它结束吧！”

在以后的几天里，希斯克利夫先生吃饭的时候躲着我们。他吃得越来越少。有一天深夜我听见他出了宅子，第二天上午才回来。他进来时，我注意到他神情有些异样。尽管气色苍白、全身颤抖，可脸上洋溢着诡秘、疯狂的喜悦。

“您用点早餐吗，先生？”我问。

“不，我不饿。”他回答。

“我觉得您不该在外面过夜，先生。您会感冒发烧的！”

“别管我，艾伦。”他回答。

我开始为他担心。他身体强健，但要活着总要吃饭呀。此后三天他什么也没吃，每顿饭放到他面前他都没动。他根本不看饭菜，也不看我们。他似乎在看着就在他身边的什么东西，我们却看不见。他炽烈的黑眼睛聚精会神地紧盯着它，有时甚至半分钟也不喘气。

他也不睡觉。他在凯瑟琳·欧肖从前住的卧室里连续待了三个晚上，我能听到他走来走去，整夜地说话、嗥叫、痛哭。

一天早晨我跟他搭话，让他听我的。“希斯克利夫先生，你一定得吃得睡。用镜子看看您自己！您看上去疲病交加的。”

“我吃不下、睡不着不是我的错。当一个快淹死的人看见岸边时，你不会让他歇息吧！我就要得到18年来梦寐以求的东西，快了！可我灵魂的欢乐扼杀着我的肉体！”

“那是一种怪诞的欢乐，主人。听我的，如果您认为自己将不久于人世，就祈求上帝宽恕您以往的过错吧。”

“谢谢，艾伦，你提醒了我一件事，是关于我下葬的方式。我的棺材要在晚上抬到教堂墓地。你和哈里顿要在场，不要别人。要保证按我放置两口棺材的命令去做！我不要葬礼，也不要读《圣经》——我一概不信。”

他当天晚上和第二天白天都待在凯瑟琳的房间，一直在喃喃自语和呜咽抽泣。我叫人去找肯尼士大夫，但卧室的门上了锁，大夫没法看他。那天晚上很潮湿，早晨我在花园里走，注意到那卧室的窗户是大开着的。

“如果他在床上一定会被打得很湿，”我想，“床离窗户很近。我要去看看。”我找到了能开那把锁的另一把钥匙，打开门。希斯克利夫先生在床上仰面躺着，他的双眼瞪着我，热切而激动，似乎是在微笑！他的脸和衣裳被雨打湿了，他没有动弹。我意识到他是死了！

我关上窗，为他梳理了额头长长的黑发。我试着帮他闭上眼睛，可它们不肯阖上。突然间我很害怕，喊叫起约瑟夫来。那老仆人马上就来了，但不肯动遗体。

“啊，魔鬼取走了他的灵魂！我警告过他会这样的！”他叫道，“你看他有多邪恶，死的时候还笑！谢天谢地，哈里顿·欧肖现在将拥有这房子和土地，他本应从他父亲那儿就继承到的！”他跪下开始祈祷。

实际上只有哈里顿对希斯克利夫的死感到难过。他和我参加了下葬。如他自己所愿，希斯克利夫被埋在凯瑟琳的墓旁。因为我们不知道他确切年龄或其他情况，所以墓碑上只有一个字——希斯克利夫。村里人很害怕他的鬼魂，他们说他经常在教堂墓地和荒原上游荡。

哈里顿和凯茜将在元旦那天结婚，然后他们搬到画眉山庄去。我将给他们做管家。约瑟夫看管呼啸山庄，但大多数房间都不会再使用了。

您回画眉山庄的路上会经过教堂墓地，洛克伍德先生，您可以看见靠近荒原的三个墓碑。中间凯瑟琳的已经旧了，被周围生长的杂草掩住了一半。一边是艾加·林顿的，另一边是希斯克利夫的新墓碑。如果您在那儿待一会儿，看着在温暖夏日的空气里纷飞的昆虫，听着在草丛中喘息的柔风，您就会知道在静谧的泥土下，长眠的人在多么平静地安息。


Exercises

A Checking your understanding

Chapters 1–6 How much can you remember? Check your answers.

1 Who was the ghost Mr Lockwood saw at Wuthering Heights?

2 Which family had owned Wuthering Heights for centuries?

3 Give the names of the two housekeepers in the story.

4 Where did Mr Earnshaw find the gipsy child?

5 What did Mr and Mrs Linton die of?

6 Give the name of Hareton's father.




Chapters 7–12 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 Edgar and Catherine had never been really happy together since their wedding.

2 Heathcliff fell in love with Isabella.

3 Catherine's illness was more serious than Ellen thought at first.

4 Hindley Earnshaw was planning to kill Heathcliff.

5 Catherine died in Heathcliff's arms.

6 Heathcliff came to Thrushcross Grange to collect his son.




Chapters 13–18 Write answers to these questions.

1 Why was Cathy's birthday never celebrated?

2 Why didn't Cathy inherit her father's fortune?

3 How did Cathy keep her evening visits to Linton a secret from Ellen?

4 How did Heathcliff arrange for his son to marry Cathy?

5 Who will Cathy's second husband be?

B Working with language

1 Choose the best linking word and complete these sentences with information from the story.

1 Isabella ran away with Heathcliff because/although...

2 Edgar married Catherine before/after...

3 Heathcliff told Cathy he would keep her locked up at Wuthering Heights in case/until...

4 Hareton would have inherited Wuthering Heights if/unless...

2 Put together these beginnings and endings of sentences. Check your answers in Chapter 18.

1 As the master entered the house

2 Perhaps you haven't noticed it

3 Mr Heathcliff stopped and stared

4 There was a strange, wild happiness in his face

5 I sent for Dr Kenneth, but the door was locked

6 He did not look at the food




7 or at us.

8 then looked away.

9 he had a full view of us three.

10 so the doctor could not see him.

11 although he was pale and trembling.

12 but their eyes are very similar.

C Activities

1 You are a newspaper reporter. Write a report to describe Heathcliff's burial, which you attended, giving as much information about Heathcliff's life as you can.

2 Do you think Catherine should have married Heathcliff rather than Edgar? What would you have done in her position? Write an essay giving your opinions.

3 Write Ellen Dean's diary for one of the four days she was kept prisoner by Heathcliff at Wuthering Heights.
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内容简介

如果你心中怀有强烈的感情，是否该急切而热烈地向全世界表达出来？这样做是否明智？如果你在他人面前总是面容镇定，语调从容，这是否意味着你的心中缺乏激情的火焰呢？

达什伍德姐妹被迫和寡母一起搬到德文郡，离开原来的家让她们十分难过，但如今那处房产已归她们富有的异母兄长所有。两姐妹虽然一贫如洗，却不乏爱慕者——腼腆的爱德华·费拉尔斯，浪漫英俊的威洛比先生，以及忧郁而沉默的布兰登上校。

然而真爱的旅途并非一帆风顺。婚姻的希望破灭了，罪恶的秘密凸现出来，心破裂成碎片。两姐妹中哪一位对此有着更强烈的感受呢？是镇定、理性、勇敢地微笑着却一言不发的埃莉诺，还是浪漫、激烈而感情澎湃地哭泣到天明的玛丽安娜？


SENSE AND SENSIBILITY

If you have strong feelings, is it better to express them, eagerly and passionately, to the whole world? Is it wise? And if you always show the world a calm face and a quiet voice, does this mean there is no passion, no fire in your heart?

When the Dashwood sisters have to move to Devon with their widowed mother, they are sad to leave the family home, now owned by their wealthy half-brother. The girls are quite poor, but they still have several admirers. There are shy Edward Ferrars, the romantic and handsome Mr Willoughby, and the sad and silent Colonel Brandon.

But the course of true love does not run smoothly at first. Hopes of marriage disappear, guilty secrets come to light, hearts are broken. But which sister feels it more? Calm and sensible Elinor, smiling bravely and saying not a word—or romantic Marianne, sobbing wildly and passionately all night long...
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1
The Dashwood family

For very many years there had been Dashwoods living in Sussex, in the south of England. The family owned a large area of land around their country house, Norland Park. Recently the head of the family, an unmarried man of great age, had invited into his home his nephew, who was expected to inherit the house and land, with his wife and children. The nephew, Mr Henry Dashwood, and his wife behaved kindly and thoughtfully towards the old gentleman, not from interest in his fortune, but from goodness of heart, so that he was able to spend his last years comfortably with these pleasant and cheerful companions.

By his first wife Mr Henry Dashwood had one son, John; by his present wife, three daughters. John, a respectable, serious young man, had received a large inheritance from his mother, and had also added to his wealth by his own marriage. To him, therefore, the Norland fortune was not as important as to his sisters, who had very little money of their own.

When the old gentleman died, it was discovered that he had not left his fortune to Henry Dashwood to do what he liked with, but only to use during his lifetime. On Henry Dashwood's death, the inheritance would pass to his son John, and to John's son, a child of four years old. The old man had become fond of the small boy on his occasional visits to Norland, and so a spoilt child was preferred to Henry Dashwood's gentle wife and daughters, in spite of their years of loving care. No unkindness had been intended, however, and as a sign of his affection for the girls, the old gentleman left them one thousand pounds each.

At first Mr Henry Dashwood was bitterly disappointed, as he had wanted the fortune more for his wife and daughters than for himself. But he soon realized that if he was careful with money in the next few years, he could save enough to provide generously for his family. Unfortunately, he did not live to carry out this plan, as he survived his uncle by only one year, and ten thousand pounds was all that remained for his widow and daughters.

Just before his death he sent for his son, and begged him to take care of his stepmother and sisters. Mr John Dashwood had not the strong feelings of the rest of the family, but such a request at such a time naturally had an effect on him, so he promised to do everything he could to make his father's family comfortable. He was not a bad young man, but rather cold-hearted, and rather selfish, although he was, in general, well respected. If he had married a pleasanter woman, he would probably have been even more respected and perhaps have become pleasanter himself, but his wife was colder and more selfish than he was.

As soon as his father was dead and buried, Mrs John Dashwood arrived unexpectedly at Norland with her child and her servants. She wished to make it clear that, as the house belonged to her husband from the moment of his father's death, she did not need any invitation from her mother-in-law. To a widow in Mrs Dashwood's situation, this appeared unforgivable. In fact, Mrs Dashwood, a sensitive and generous woman, felt so strongly about her daughter-in-law's unpleasant behaviour that she would have left the house immediately, if her eldest daughter had not begged her to reconsider.

Elinor, this eldest daughter whose advice was so useful, had a great deal of intelligence and common sense and, although only nineteen, frequently acted as her mother's adviser. To the advantage of the whole family, she was often able to persuade Mrs Dashwood to hold back the violent enthusiasms which were likely to lead them all into difficulties. Elinor had an excellent heart, full of affection, and although her feelings were strong, she knew how to control them. This was something which her mother had not yet learnt to do, and which Marianne, one of her sisters, had decided never to learn.

Marianne was, like Elinor, generous, clever, and sensitive, but, unlike Elinor, she was eager in everything; her feelings were always strongly felt and expressed. In this, she was very similar to her mother. Elinor saw with concern how little her sister could control her feelings, but her mother loved Marianne for her sensibility. Now, after Mr Henry Dashwood's death, Mrs Dashwood and Marianne encouraged each other in the violence of their unhappiness, becoming more and more miserable as they remembered the past and thought bitterly of the future. Elinor, too, suffered deeply, but she could still make an effort to discuss business with her brother, be polite to her sister-in-law, and try to persuade her mother to be calmer.

The youngest sister, Margaret, was a pleasant girl of thirteen, but as she already had some of Marianne's sensibility and not much of her intelligence, she seemed likely to grow up without her sisters' advantages.

Mrs John Dashwood now made sure that everyone knew she was mistress of Norland, and that her mother-in-law and sisters-in-law were there as visitors. Her husband, however, reminded her of the promise he had given to his dying father, that he would take care of his stepmother and sisters.

'I had thought, my dear,' he added, 'of giving the girls one thousand pounds each. It would certainly be a generous present for them.'

Mrs John Dashwood did not at all, approve of this. It would mean taking three thousand pounds from the fortune of their dear little boy. She begged her husband to think again. How could he rob his child, and his only child too, of so much money? And how could the Miss Dashwoods, who were related to him only by half blood, which she considered no relation at all, possibly expect him to be so generous?

'It was my father's last request to me,' replied her husband. 'I must keep my promise to him. I must do something for them when they leave Norland for a new home.'

'Well, then, do something for them, but you need not give them three thousand pounds. Consider that when you have given the money, it will never come back. Your sisters will marry, and it will be gone from the family for ever.'

'You are right, my dear,' said her husband seriously. 'Perhaps I should give them half that. Five hundred pounds would be a valuable present for them.'

'Oh, beyond anything! What brother on earth would do half as much for his sisters, even if really his sisters! And as it is—only half blood!—But you have such a generous nature!'

'I would not wish to do anything mean. It is better, on such occasions, to do too much, rather than too little. Even they themselves cannot expect more.'

'There is no knowing what they may expect,' said the lady, 'but the question is, what you can afford to do.'

'Certainly, and I think I can afford to give them five hundred pounds each. As it is, without my money, they will each have more than three thousand pounds on their mother's death; a very comfortable fortune for any young woman.'

'Indeed it is, and in fact I begin to think they need no extra money at all. They will be able to live very comfortably together on the interest of their ten thousand pounds.'

'That is very true, and therefore I wonder whether on the whole it would be more advisable to pay some money regularly to my stepmother during her lifetime, instead of giving money to the girls. A hundred a year would make her, and the girls while they live with her, perfectly comfortable.'

His wife hesitated a little over this plan. 'That is certainly better than giving fifteen hundred pounds all at once, but if Mrs Dashwood should live for longer than fifteen years, it would cost us more. She is very fit and healthy, and only just forty. And it is an unpleasant thing to have to pay the money out every year. One feels one's fortune is not one's own.'

'I believe you are right, my love. Whatever I can give them occasionally will be of far greater assistance than a yearly allowance, because they would only live more expensively if they felt sure of receiving a larger income. If I give them a present of fifty pounds now and then, I will, I think, be keeping my promise to my father in the fullest manner.'

'To be sure you will. Indeed, to tell the truth, I am certain your father had no idea of your giving them any money at all. The assistance he was thinking of was, I dare say, looking for a comfortable small house for them, helping them to move their furniture, and sending them occasional presents of fish and meat in season. Do consider, Mr Dashwood, how very cheaply they will live! No carriage, no horses, and only one or two servants! I cannot imagine how they will spend half their money, and it is foolish to think of giving them more. They will much more be able to give you something.'

'I believe you are perfectly right,' said Mr Dashwood. 'Now I understand clearly what my father meant.' And he decided to offer no more to his father's widow and daughters than such neighbourly assistance as his wife suggested.

Meanwhile, his stepmother, impatient to leave Norland, which held so many memories for her, had been looking for a suitable house to move into, not too far away. Several houses which she would have approved had already been turned down by Elinor, as too large for their income, and the search continued. Six months passed, with the two families living at Norland. Mrs Dashwood came to dislike her daughter-in-law more and more, and would have found it impossible to live in the same house with her for so long, if something had not happened to make Mrs Dashwood want to keep her daughters at Norland for a while.

She had noticed a growing attachment between her eldest girl and Mrs John Dashwood's brother, a gentlemanly and pleasing young man, who had come to Norland soon after his sister's arrival, and who had spent the greater part of his time there since then. Edward Ferrars was the elder son of a man who had died very rich, but his future wealth was uncertain because the whole of his fortune depended on his mother's wishes. Neither of these facts influenced Mrs Dashwood; it was enough for her that he loved her daughter, and that Elinor returned his affection.

Edward Ferrars was not handsome, nor were his manners especially pleasing at first sight, but when he lost his shyness, his behaviour showed what an open, affectionate heart he had. His mother and sister wanted him to make a fine figure in the world in some way, but Edward was not ambitious. All his wishes were for home comforts and the quietness of private life. Fortunately he had a younger brother, Robert, who was more promising.

Mrs Dashwood completely approved of Edward, in spite of his quiet manner, which was so unlike the way she felt a young man should behave. As soon as she saw the smallest sign of love in his behaviour to Elinor, she considered their serious attachment as certain, and looked forward to their marriage in the near future.

'In a few months, my dear Marianne,' she said, 'Elinor will be married. We shall miss her, but she will be happy.'

'Oh mama! How shall we manage without her?'

'My love, we shall live within a few miles of her, and see her every day. You will have a brother—a real, affectionate brother. But you look serious, Marianne. Do you disapprove of your sister's choice?'

'Perhaps I am a little surprised, mama. He is very pleasant, but there is something missing. There is no fire in his eyes. And I am afraid, mama, he has no real taste. He does not seem very interested in music, and I think he knows little of drawing or painting. And he is so calm when we discuss or read beautiful writing! It breaks my heart to hear him talk so quietly and with so little sensibility about things that matter so much to me. I could not be happy with a man who does not share all my feelings. Elinor may be happy with him, as she has not my feelings. But mama, the more I know of the world, the more I am certain I shall never see a man I can really love.'

'Remember, my love, you are not seventeen yet. It is too early in life to lose hope of happiness. Why should you be less fortunate than your mother?'

Elinor herself felt that Edward stood very high in her opinion. She believed that he also felt warmly towards her, but she was not sure enough of this to be comfortable with her sister's and mother's dreams of marriage for her. Edward sometimes appeared strangely depressed when he was with her, which worried her a little. She knew that his mother was making life difficult for him, and would perhaps disapprove of his marrying a woman with no great fortune. But sometimes she feared that he thought of her as no more than a friend.

Marianne and her mother had no such doubts, believing strongly that any intelligent young man must love Elinor, and that love itself would solve all problems. Marianne, indeed, was quite horrified when her sister cautiously described her feelings for Edward as liking and respect, rather that love.

'Like him! Respect him!' she cried. 'Oh, cold-hearted Elinor! Why should you be ashamed of expressing love?'

Mrs John Dashwood had also noticed the attachment between her brother and Elinor. It made her uneasy, and she took the first opportunity of upsetting her mother-in-law by explaining her family's high ambitions for Edward and the importance of his marrying well, and the danger for any young woman attempting to trap him into marriage. Mrs Dashwood could not prevent herself from giving a sharp answer, and left the room at once, determined, in spite of the inconvenience, to remove herself and her daughters from Norland as soon as possible.

On the same day, she received a letter from Sir John Middleton, a gentleman who was a distant relation of hers. He wrote to offer her a small house near his home in Devonshire, where she and her girls could make their new home. Although it was only a cottage, he promised to do anything necessary to make it more comfortable. His letter was written in such a friendly way, and she was so anxious to leave Norland and her unfeeling daughter-in-law, that, after first asking Elinor's opinion, Mrs Dashwood wrote to accept Sir John Middleton's kind offer.



thoughtfully adv. always thinking of the things you can do to make people happy or comfortable 体贴地，关心地

inheritance n. money, property etc that you receive from someone who has died 继承的遗产

spoilt adj. someone, especially a child who is spoilt is rude and behaves badly because their parents have always given them what they want and allowed them to do what they want 宠坏的

sensitive adj. easily hurt, upset, or offended by things that people say （感情）易受伤害的

mistress n. the female owner of a house 女主人

afford v. to have the financial means for 有经济实力于……

advisable adj. to be recommended; sensible 可取的，明智的

in season if vegetables or fruit are in season, it is the time of year when they are ready to eat （蔬菜、水果、肉类）当令，应时

make a fine figure to be outstanding 超群出众

ambitious adj. determined to be successful, rich, powerful, etc 野心勃勃的

promising adj. showing signs of being successful in the future 很有前途的

taste n. someone's judgement about what is good or suitable when they choose clothes, music, etc （对衣服、音乐等的）鉴赏力，品味

horrify v. to make someone feel very shocked and upset or afraid 使震惊

sharp adj. severe, angry, and criticizing 尖锐的，严厉的


1．达什伍德一家

达什伍德家族多年来一直居住在英格兰南部的萨塞克斯郡。这个家族在他们的乡间别墅诺兰庄园周围拥有一大片土地。家族的族长是一位单身老人，他最近将他的侄子及其妻儿请到家里。他侄子名叫亨利·达什伍德，将继承庄园和地产，他和妻子和善体贴地对待这位老人并不是出于自身利益的考虑，而是完全发自内心的善意，想让老人能够在他们的陪伴下愉快地安度晚年。

亨利·达什伍德先生与他的第一任妻子有一个儿子，名叫约翰。他与现任的太太育有三个女儿。约翰是一位受人尊敬的、严肃的青年，他不但从她母亲那儿继承了一大笔遗产，而且通过婚姻使自己的财富进一步增长。因此，诺兰庄园对于他来说，远不如对他囊中羞涩的妹妹们来的重要。

那位老人死后，大家发现他并没有把他的产业留给亨利·达什伍德任意处置，而是规定亨利·达什伍德只在生前拥有使用权，他死后，这份遗产将传给他的儿子约翰，然后传给约翰4岁的儿子。这个孩子虽然只是偶尔来诺兰庄园，但老人却十分宠爱他。这个被宠坏的孩子比起亨利·达什伍德温柔的太太和女儿们更受老人的青睐，尽管她们多年来一直悉心照料着他。然而，这并不是老人存心的不善之举，为表达他对几位女孩的感情，他遗赠给她们每人一千英镑。

起初，亨利·达什伍德先生极为失望，因为他更希望妻子和女儿们得到这份遗产，而非他自己。但他很快就意识到，如果他在今后的几年中谨慎理财，就能够积攒下足够的钱让家人过上优越的生活。不幸的是，他没能活着完成这个计划，他在他叔叔去世后仅仅一年就撒手人寰了，只给他的遗孀和女儿留下了一万英镑。

临死前，他将儿子叫到跟前，请求他照顾继母和妹妹们。尽管约翰·达什伍德先生对家里的其他成员没有多少感情，但那样一个请求在那种时刻提出来，自然会让他为之所动。于是他保证尽力使他父亲的家人过舒适的日子。他并不是一个品行恶劣的年轻人，只是比较冷漠和自私，尽管他总的来说颇受人尊敬。如果他当初娶的是一位比较讨人喜欢的太太，他或许会更受人尊敬，他自己说不定也会更加讨人喜欢。但他的太太却是一个比他更冷漠，更自私的人。

他父亲去世并安葬后，约翰·达什伍德夫人出人意料地带着孩子和仆人来到诺兰庄园。她想要向大家挑明，既然这房子从她公公去世那一刻起就归她丈夫所有，没有她婆婆的邀请她也能来。对一位身在达什伍德夫人这般处境中的寡妇来说，这种行为看来是不可原谅的。事实上，敏感而慷慨的达什伍德夫人对儿媳招人厌的行为十分不满，要不是她的长女求她三思，她会立即搬出去。

长女埃莉诺的建议总是很有用，她拥有非凡的智慧和判断力。虽然只有19岁，她却常常能为母亲出谋划策。为了全家的利益，她总是能说服达什伍德夫人克制冲动，因为头脑发热有可能将她们全部引入困境。埃莉诺善良而富有爱心。尽管有着强烈的情感，但她懂得如何驾驭它们。而这一点正是她母亲还未曾学会，而妹妹玛丽安娜决定永远都不去学的。

玛丽安娜与埃莉诺一样慷慨、聪颖、敏感，但她与埃莉诺的不同之处在于她无论做什么事都很急切。她有着强烈的感情，并将它们用同样强烈的方式表达出来。在这一点上，她很像她的母亲。埃莉诺为妹妹不会控制自己的情感而担忧，但她母亲却喜爱玛丽安娜的敏感。眼下，在亨利·达什伍德先生死后，达什伍德夫人与玛丽安娜相互影响，加深了对方的苦恼。回想起过去的岁月，再苦闷地想到未来，她们愈发陷入痛苦的深渊。尽管埃莉诺也感到深深的痛楚，但她仍然能够努力地与兄长谈正事，礼貌地对待嫂子，并尽力劝说母亲镇定下来。
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三姐妹中年龄最小的玛格利特13岁，是个很讨人喜欢的小女孩。由于她已经有点儿像玛丽安娜那样敏感但却远不如姐姐聪明，长大后可能不如姐姐出色。

约翰·达什伍德夫人现在确信每个人都已经明白她才是诺兰庄园的女主人，而她婆婆和三位小姑只是借住在那里的访客而已。然而，她丈夫提醒她不要忘了他曾经向临死的父亲许诺照顾继母和妹妹们。

“亲爱的，我考虑过，”他补充说，“给三个姑娘每人一千英镑。那对于她们来说一定是件慷慨的礼物。”

约翰·达什伍德夫人根本不赞同这个想法。这样做意味着从他们宝贝儿的财产中拿走整整三千英镑。她恳求她丈夫三思而后行。他怎能从他的孩子，而且是他唯一的孩子手中抢走那么多钱呢？那几个姑娘与他仅有同父异母的血缘关系，她认为她们根本算不上亲戚，她们又怎能期望他如此慷慨？

“这可是父亲对我的临终请求啊，”她丈夫回答道，“我必须信守诺言。她们离开诺兰庄园迁往新居时我必须为她们做些什么。”

“好吧，那你就为她们做些什么，但你也用不着给她们整整三千英镑啊。你得考虑到钱一旦给了，就再也回不来啦。你的妹妹们迟早会嫁人的，这笔钱就从家族中永久流失了。”

“你说的对，亲爱的，”她丈夫严肃地说，“或许我应该把给她们的钱减半。给每人五百英镑对她们来说也算厚礼了。”

“哦，那绝对是厚礼！世上有哪位兄长能为他的妹妹们，即便是亲妹妹，做你要做的一半那么多呢？更何况她们跟你只有一半的血缘关系！你真是慷慨！”

“我不想太吝啬。在现在这种情况下做得太多总比做得太少好。即使她们自己也没期望我做得更多。”

“她们期望什么咱们就不知道了，”他太太说，“但问题是，你能够做些什么。”

“当然，我认为可以给她们每人五百英镑。事实上，没有这笔钱她们每人也将在她们母亲去世后继承三千多英镑。这对任何一位年轻女子来说都算一笔相当可观的财富了。”

“千真万确。其实我已经开始认为她们根本不需要任何额外的钱财。她们仅凭那一万英镑的利息就能在一起过上舒适的生活了。”

“确实如此。因此我在考虑在我继母有生之年定期贴补她些钱是不是比把钱给她的三个女儿来得更明智些。每年一百英镑就能使她们母女在一块儿过得很舒适了。”

他妻子对于这个计划有点儿犹豫。“这当然要比一下子掏出一千五百英镑好，可是如果达什伍德夫人15年后还活着，我们花的钱可就不止一千五百镑了。她现在身体健康，而且只有40岁。更何况每年都要付钱给别人本身就不是一件令人愉快的事，那会让人觉得你的财富不是你自己的。”

“我觉得你说的对，亲爱的。如果我不时地给她们些什么，无论是什么东西，都会比一份年金更有用，因为让她们确信能获得一笔更高的收入只会使她们的生活开销水涨船高。如果我不时地给她们50英镑，就能不折不扣地信守对我父亲的诺言。”

“你肯定会的。事实上，我相信你父亲根本没想让你给她们钱。我敢说他想的那种帮助只是让你为她们找一个舒适的小房子，帮助她们搬运家具，并不时给她们送一些新鲜的鱼和肉。请你好好想一下，达什伍德先生，那样一来她们只需要多么低的生活开销！没有马车，没有马匹，只有一两个仆人！我实在想象不出她们怎么能花掉手头上一半的钱，因此考虑给她们更多的钱是愚蠢的。她们反而更有能力给你些什么。”

“我认为你说的完全正确，”达什伍德先生说，“现在我清楚父亲的意思了。”于是他决定只向他父亲的遗孀和女儿们提供他妻子所建议的那种邻里间一般的帮助。

与此同时，他的继母已经迫不及待地想要离开这留有她太多回忆的诺兰庄园了。她一直试图在不远的地方找一个合适的新住所。几个她原本看中的房子都已经被埃莉诺否决了，理由是她们的收入不足以支持那么大的房子。于是她们只能继续寻找。六个月过去了，两家人还都住在诺兰庄园里。达什伍德夫人对儿媳的厌恶与日俱增，要不是发生了一件事使她想让女儿们在诺兰庄园再住一段时间，她根本无法跟儿媳一起住那么久。

她已经注意到她的长女与儿媳的哥哥之间日益增长的感情。他是一个讨人喜欢的年轻人，很有绅士风度。他紧随妹妹来到诺兰庄园，之后大部分时间都住在那里。他叫爱德华·费拉尔斯，是家中的长子。他父亲临死前留下一大笔遗产。但是他将来能得到多少财富仍然是个未知数，因为这得取决于他母亲的遗嘱。达什伍德夫人对这些都不在乎。在她眼里，他爱她的女儿，埃莉诺也对他的感情做出了回应，这就足够了。

爱德华·费拉尔斯并不英俊，他的言谈举止乍看之下也并不是特别讨人喜欢。不过一旦他甩掉了羞涩腼腆，就能表现出开朗而富于爱心的一面。他的母亲和妹妹希望他能在某一方面出人头地，但是他自己并不是一个雄心勃勃的人。他只希望有一个舒适的家庭，过宁静的生活。值得庆幸的是他还有一个比较有前途的弟弟，罗伯特。

达什伍德夫人完全认可了爱德华，尽管她认为一个年轻人不该像爱德华那样沉默寡言。她刚在他对埃莉诺的举动中捕捉到最微小的爱情的迹象，就断定他们会认真发展下去，并且期待着他俩在不久的将来结婚。

“几个月之后，我亲爱的玛丽安娜，”她说道，“埃莉诺就要结婚了。我们会想念她的，但她会很幸福。”

“哦，妈妈！没有她我们可怎么办啊？”

“亲爱的，我们会住在离她只有几英里远的地方，每天都能和她见面。你会有一个哥哥——一个真正的、懂得关心人的哥哥。但你看起来很严肃，玛丽安娜。难道你不认可你姐姐的选择吗？”

“也许我有一点儿吃惊，妈妈。他非常讨人喜欢，但总是缺少了些什么。他的眼里没有热情。而且恕我直言，妈妈，他缺少真正的品味。他似乎对音乐并不太感兴趣，而且对绘画也没什么了解。我们谈论或朗读优美的文章时他又总是一副淡然的样子。听他以那么平淡的口吻，那么缺乏感性的方式谈论那些对我来说如此重要的事物，真是令我心碎。跟一个无法体会我所有感受的男人在一起是无法令我感到快乐的。埃莉诺和他在一起或许会幸福，因为她也没有我那种感受。但是，妈妈，我对这个世界了解越多，就越觉得永远也找不到一个我能够真正去爱的男人。”
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“记住，亲爱的，你还不满17岁。现在还远不到失去对幸福的憧憬的时候。你怎么就不能跟妈妈一样走运呢？”

埃莉诺感觉爱德华在她心目中占有很高的地位。她相信他也对她怀有好感，但是她不能确定，也无法像母亲和妹妹那样憧憬她的婚姻。有时爱德华和她在一起时会奇怪地变得情绪低落，这多少令她感到担忧。她知道他母亲总是找他的麻烦，而且可能会反对他娶一位没有多少钱的女子为妻。但有时她担心爱德华只不过把她当朋友看待而已。

玛丽安娜和她母亲则没有这样的疑惑，她们坚信任何一个聪明的年轻人都会爱上埃莉诺，而爱情本身会解决所有问题。当听到姐姐谨慎地将她对爱德华的感觉说成喜欢和尊敬而非爱情时，玛丽安娜着实被吓了一跳。

“喜欢他！尊敬他！”她尖叫道，“哦，无情的埃莉诺！为什么你要为表达爱意而感到羞愧呢？”

约翰·达什伍德夫人也已经注意到了哥哥与埃莉诺之间的感情。这使她心神不宁，急忙找机会让婆婆死心，向她解释说他们全家对爱德华寄予厚望，他找一门好婚事非常重要，任何一个企图用婚姻困住他的年轻女子都不会有好结果。达什伍德夫人实在忍不住尖刻地把她顶了回去，然后立即转身离开了房间，下定决心尽早和女儿们搬出诺兰庄园，尽管那样做会带来诸多不便。

同一天，她收到了远房亲戚约翰·米德尔顿爵士的来信。他在信中表示愿意向她提供一栋离他在德文郡的家不远的小房子，作为她和女儿们的新住所。尽管那只是一间小农舍，但他保证尽力让它变得更舒适些。他的信措辞十分友好，而达什伍德夫人又急于离开诺兰庄园和她那无情的儿媳，于是在征求了埃莉诺的意见后回信告诉约翰·米德尔顿爵士她愿意接受他慷慨的帮助。


2
A new home

Mrs Dashwood took great pleasure in informing her stepson and his wife that she had found a house, and that she and her daughters would soon trouble them no longer. Mrs John Dashwood said nothing, but her husband showed some surprise.

'I do hope,' he said politely, 'that you will not be far from Norland.'

Mrs Dashwood replied, with a smile, that they were going to Devonshire. Edward Ferrars, who was in the room at the time, turned quickly towards her when he heard this.

'Devonshire!' he repeated. 'Are you really going there? So far from here! And to what part, may I ask?'

'A place called Barton, four miles north of the city of Exeter,' replied Mrs Dashwood. 'It is only a cottage, but I hope that many of my friends will come to visit me there.' She gave a very kind invitation to Mr and Mrs John Dashwood to visit her at Barton, and to Edward she gave one with even greater affection. Although her recent conversation with her daughter-in-law had made her determined to leave Norland as soon as possible, she did not in the least intend that Edward and Elinor should be separated. By giving such a clear invitation to Edward, she wished to show that her daughter-in-law's disapproval of the attachment between Edward and Elinor had not had the smallest effect.

Mr John Dashwood told his stepmother again and again how extremely sorry he was that she had taken a house so distant from Norland that he could not give her assistance in moving her furniture. He really did feel sorry, because he had decided to limit his promise to his father to this one offer of help, which would not now be of any use.

The furniture was sent to Devonshire by ship; it mainly consisted of sheets, dinner plates, books, and a handsome piano of Marianne's. Mrs John Dashwood was sorry to see the boxes leave; she felt it unnecessary for Mrs Dashwood, who had such a small income, to have any good furniture at all.

Mrs Dashwood took the house, Barton Cottage, for twelve months. It was furnished and ready for them to move into at once. All the necessary arrangements were quickly made. Elinor advised her mother to sell her carriage, which, with the horses, would cost too much to keep, and to limit the number of their servants to three. Two of the servants were sent to Devonshire immediately, to prepare the house for their mistress's arrival.

On his death bed, Henry Dashwood had told his wife of the promise his son had made, and Mrs Dashwood had never doubted that John would keep that promise. Now, as she and her daughters were about to leave Norland, was a most suitable time for him to offer them help. But Mrs Dashwood soon began to lose hope. He so frequently talked of the rising costs of managing his house and land that he seemed in need of more money himself, rather than having any intention of giving money away.

Soon they were ready to depart, and many were the tears that fell during their goodbyes to the home they loved so much. 'Dear, dear Norland!' said Marianne, walking alone in the park on their last evening. 'I shall miss you all my life!'

During the first part of their journey to Devonshire, they were too miserable to notice anything. But when they entered Barton Valley, they became more cheerful, and began to show interest in the countryside that would soon be part of their everyday life. It was a pleasant, green valley, with thick woods and open fields. After driving for more than a mile, they reached their house.

Barton Cottage was well built and in good condition. There were two sitting-rooms downstairs, and four bedrooms and two servants' rooms upstairs. Compared with Norland, it was certainly poor and small, and the girls' tears flowed as they remembered their family home, but they soon dried their eyes and made every effort to be happy.

Mrs Dashwood was, on the whole, very pleased with the house, but she looked forward to making some changes.

'We can make ourselves quite comfortable here for the moment,' she said, 'as it is too late in the year to start any building work. To be sure, the house is rather too small for us, but perhaps next year, if I have plenty of money, as I expect I shall, we may think about enlarging the sitting-rooms, and adding a new dining-room and another bedroom. That may be easily done. It is a pity the stairs are not more handsome, but I suppose it would not be difficult to widen them. I shall see how much I have saved in the spring.'

It was not quite clear how all this work could be done from the savings of an income of five hundred a year by a woman who had never saved in her life. So, meanwhile, they were wise enough to accept the house as it was. They spent their first day arranging their things around them, to make themselves a home.

Soon after breakfast the next day, they received a visit from their landlord, the gentleman who owned Barton Cottage. Sir John Middleton was a good-looking, cheerful man of about forty, who seemed really delighted by their arrival. He welcomed them to Barton, offering them anything from his own house and garden, Barton Park, that was lacking at the cottage. He showed a warm interest in their comfort, and hoped that they would meet his own family socially as often as possible. His kindness was not limited to words, because soon after he had left them, a large basket full of fruit and vegetables arrived from the Park, followed by another of meat and fish.

His wife, Lady Middleton, came to visit them the next day. The Dashwoods were, of course, very anxious to see a person on whom so much of their comfort at Barton must depend. Although at first they admired the elegance of her appearance and her manners, they soon realized that she did not have her husband's warmth, or anything of interest to say.

However, there was no lack of conversation, as Lady Middleton had wisely brought her eldest child with her, a fine little boy of about six. As a result, there was always something to talk about; the ladies had to ask his name and age, admire his beauty, and ask him questions which his mother answered for him. A child should be taken on every social call in order to assist conversation. In the present situation it took at least ten minutes to determine whether the boy was most like his father or mother, and why. Everybody thought differently, and everybody was astonished at the opinions of the others.

The Dashwoods would soon be given the chance to discuss the rest of the children, as Sir John had made them promise to have dinner at the Park the next day.

Barton Park was about half a mile from the cottage. It was a large, handsome house, where the Middletons lived in great comfort. Neither of them had taste, or any interest in books or music. Sir John was a sportsman, Lady Middleton a mother; he could only go shooting for half the year, while his wife was able to spoil her children all year round. He was so hospitable that they almost always had relations or friends staying in the house, but Lady Middleton's main interest lay in the elegance of her table and her domestic arrangements, of which she was extremely proud. Sir John's enjoyment of society was much more real than his wife's; he took delight in collecting about him more young people than his house would hold, and the noisier they were, the better he liked it. Barton Park was famous for its summer parties and excursions, and its winter dances.

Sir John was delighted with Mrs Dashwood and her young, pretty daughters. When they arrived at the Park that evening, he was at the door to welcome them, and repeated several times his concern that he had been unable to get any fashionable young men to meet them. There was, he said, only one gentleman there, a particular friend who was staying at the house, but who was neither very young nor very sociable. He apologized for the smallness of the party, and promised that it would never happen again. Luckily, Lady Middleton's mother had just arrived, and as she was a cheerful, pleasant woman, he hoped the young ladies would not find the evening too dull.

Mrs Jennings, his mother-in-law, was a cheerful, fat, rather vulgar old lady, who laughed and talked a great deal. During dinner she said many amusing things about lovers and husbands, and hoped the Miss Dashwoods had not left their hearts behind them in Sussex. Colonel Brandon, Sir John's particular friend, seemed as different from his friend as Mrs Jennings was from her daughter. He was silent and serious. His appearance, however, was not unpleasing, in spite of his being, in Marianne's and Margaret's opinion, an absolute old bachelor, because he was on the wrong side of thirty-five.

After dinner, Marianne was invited to sing and play the piano. Sir John was loud in his admiration at the end of every song, and as loud in his conversation with others while every song lasted. Lady Middleton frowned at him for talking, but then requested a song which Marianne had just finished. Only Colonel Brandon listened attentively, without any false show of delight. Marianne felt a respect for him that the others, with their lack of taste, did not deserve. He clearly took pleasure in music, although perhaps not with her own depth of feeling. However, she was reasonable enough to accept that a man as old as thirty-five, like the colonel, may well have outlived real feeling and true enjoyment.

Mrs Jennings was a widow, with a comfortable fortune. She had lived to see both her daughters respectably married, and now had nothing to do but to marry off the rest of the world. She spent most of her time planning weddings for all the young people she knew, and was remarkably quick at discovering attachments. Soon after her arrival at Barton, this quickness enabled her to inform the Middletons and the Dashwoods that Colonel Brandon was very much in love with Marianne. She was perfectly sure of it. It would be an excellent marriage, as he was rich and she was handsome. For a long time Mrs Jennings had been eager to get Colonel Brandon well married, and she was always anxious to get a good husband for every pretty girl.

The immediate advantage to herself was that she could make endless jokes against them both. At the cottage she laughed at Marianne, and at the Park she laughed at the colonel. Marianne herself did not know whether to be amused or annoyed.

'It is such a silly accusation, mama! And I think it very unfeeling of Mrs Jennings, to laugh so cruelly at old Colonel Brandon. He is old enough to be my father!'

'My dear,' said Mrs Dashwood, smiling, 'I cannot think a man five years younger than myself so extremely ancient as he appears to you.'

'But mama, really! He must have long outlived any feelings of love by now, if he ever had any when he was younger. When is a man to be safe from such cruel jokes, if age and bodily weakness cannot protect him?'

'Bodily weakness!' said Elinor. 'I know that he is older than we are, but surely you must accept that he still has the full use of his arms and legs?'

'Did you not hear him complain of having a bad back?'

'My dearest child,' said her mother, laughing, 'it must seem to you quite astonishing that my life has lasted to the great age of forty.'

'Mama, be serious. I know very well that Colonel Brandon is not old enough for his friends to worry yet about losing him. He may live for another twenty years. But thirty-five should have nothing to do with marriage.'

'Perhaps,' said Elinor, 'thirty-five and seventeen had better not have anything to do with marriage together. But a single woman of twenty-seven, for example, could easily consider Colonel Brandon's thirty-five years no disadvantage.'

'A woman of twenty-seven,' said Marianne, after a moment's thought, 'can never hope to feel true love again. And if her home is uncomfortable, or her fortune small, I suppose that she could accept the duties of a nurse in order to become a wife. It would be a marriage of convenience, if Colonel Brandon married such a woman. The world would be happy with it, but in my eyes it would be no marriage at all.'

'It seems a little hard,' said Elinor reasonably, 'that you consider Colonel Brandon so ill that he is in need of nursing, only because he happened to complain yesterday of a pain in his shoulder. After all, it was a cold, wet day.'

But Marianne's views remained the same. Soon after this, however, when Elinor had left the room, Marianne spoke to her mother with some urgency in her voice.

'Mama, I am anxious about Edward Ferrars. I am sure he is ill. We have now been here almost two weeks, and he still has not come to see Elinor.'

'My dear, be patient!' answered Mrs Dashwood. 'I did not expect him so soon. And I feel sure Elinor does not expect him either. When we were talking yesterday of a new fireplace for the spare bedroom, she said there was no hurry, as the room would not be needed for some time.'

'How strange! What can be the meaning of it? How cold, how calm their last goodbyes were! And Elinor is so self-controlled; she is never sad or restless or miserable. I cannot understand her.'



for the moment used to say that something is happening or true now but will probably change in the future 暂时，目前

excursion n. a short journey arranged so that a group of people can visit a place, especially while they are on holiday （尤指一群人度假时的）短途旅行

outlive v. to continue to exist after something else has ended or disappeared 比……经久

marry off (of a parent or guardian) give (a son or daughter) in marriage 让（儿子或女儿）结婚

accusation n. a statement saying that someone is guilty of a crime or of doing something wrong 指控

marriage of convenience a marriage that has been agreed for a particular purpose, not because the two people love each other 利益婚姻

urgency n. the quality of pressing importance 紧要


2．新家

达什伍德夫人高兴地告诉继子和儿媳她已经找到了新居，因此她和女儿们很快就不必再打扰他们了。约翰·达什伍德夫人听后一言不发，而她丈夫则显得有点儿吃惊。

“我真的希望，”他礼貌地说道，“你们不会搬到离诺兰庄园太远的地方。”

达什伍德夫人微笑着回答她们将迁往德文郡。此时正在房间里的爱德华·费拉尔斯听到后马上转过身来。

“德文郡！”他重复道，“你们真的要搬到那儿去吗？离这儿那么远！能告诉我是德文郡的哪个地方吗？”

“一个叫作巴顿的地方，就在埃克塞特城以北四英里的地方，”达什伍德夫人答道，“虽然那只是一栋小屋子，但我还是希望能有很多朋友来做客。”她友好地邀请约翰·达什伍德夫妇去她巴顿的新家做客，给爱德华的邀请则更加热情。尽管不久前与儿媳的口角使她下决心尽早搬出诺兰庄园，但她从来没想过要把爱德华与埃莉诺拆散。她希望通过向爱德华发出明确的邀请，证明她儿媳对爱德华与埃莉诺相爱的反对是没有任何效果的。

约翰·达什伍德先生一遍又一遍地向继母解释，由于她选择搬到一个离诺兰庄园那么远的地方，他无法帮助她运送家具过去，他为此感到抱歉。他的确感到抱歉，因为他已把对父亲的许诺降低到这一件事上了，现在连这个也用不着了。

家具被装船运往德文郡，主要是被褥、餐具、书籍和玛丽安娜的一架漂亮的钢琴。约翰·达什伍德夫人遗憾地看着一箱箱东西被搬走，她觉得收入微薄的达什伍德夫人根本不需要任何好家具。

达什伍德夫人租下了新居巴顿小屋，租期12个月。房子已经布置妥当，她们立即就能入住。所有必要的安排很快就做好了。埃莉诺建议母亲卖掉马车，因为马车和马的养护费用太高，她们养不起。她还建议把仆人的数量减到三人。其中两人立即被派往德文郡的新家，为女主人的到来做准备。

亨利·达什伍德临死前曾经把他儿子的许诺告诉妻子，而达什伍德夫人一直相信约翰会信守诺言。眼下，她和女儿们马上就要离开诺兰庄园了，这是他兑现诺言向她们提供帮助的绝佳机会。但是达什伍德夫人很快就开始感觉希望渺茫。约翰总是说起他的房子和田庄开销越来越大，似乎他自己的钱都不够用，更不用说打算掏出钱来给别人了。

她们很快就准备好，可以出发了，在跟心爱的家告别时她们却流下了眼泪。“亲爱的，亲爱的诺兰庄园啊！”玛丽安娜在出发前的最后一个夜晚到花园里独自散步时自言自语道，“我一辈子都会怀念你的！”

在她们去德文郡的路上，前半程她们都情绪低落，没有留意任何东西。进入巴顿山谷后，大家心情好了一些，并开始对即将成为她们生活一部分的乡间表现出兴趣。这是个令人心旷神怡的翠绿山谷，到处是茂密的树林和辽阔的田野。她们往前又走了一英里多就到了新家。

巴顿小屋建造得好，维护得也不错。楼下是两个起居室，楼上是四个卧室和两个仆人住的房间。跟诺兰庄园相比，它实在是既小又简陋，想起原先居住的庄园，女孩们都禁不住潸然泪下。但大家很快就擦干泪水，尽量使自己开心起来。

达什伍德夫人对房子总的来说非常满意，但还是希望再做一些调整。

“目前我们可以在这儿住得比较舒服，”她说道，“因为这个季节要再大兴土木已经有点儿晚了。这房子当然还是小了些，不过也许来年，如果我有了足够的钱——我认为我会有的——我们或许可以考虑将客厅扩大，增建一个餐厅和一个卧室。这都不是什么难事。可惜的是楼梯不够好看，不过我想把它改宽也不难。我要看看明年春天我能攒下多少钱。”

不知道一个从未攒过钱的女人怎么能从她一年五百英镑的收入中省下足够的钱来支付所有这些计划的开销。因此，眼下她们凑合住下是很明智的选择。她们到新家后的头一天收拾了一下，努力营造出家的感觉。

第二天吃完早饭后不久，她们就迎来了这里的房东，巴顿小屋的所有者约翰·米德尔顿爵士。他是个讨人喜欢的英俊男人，年纪约莫四十岁。她们的到来看来令他真的很高兴。他欢迎她们来到巴顿并表示不管小屋里缺什么，她们都可以到巴顿庄园去拿。他十分关心她们住得是否舒适，并且希望她们能尽可能多地与他家常来常往。他的友善可不光是说说而已，因为他走后不一会儿就有满满一大篮水果和蔬菜从庄园送来，接着又是一大篮鱼和肉。

第二天，他的太太米德尔顿夫人来看望她们。达什伍德一家自然对她的来访感到紧张，因为她们在巴顿的舒适生活很大程度上取决于她。尽管她外表高贵、举止优雅，但她们很快发现她缺乏她丈夫的热情，谈话也索然无味。

尽管如此，主客间并没有冷场。米德尔顿夫人英明地带上了她最大的孩子，一个六岁左右的漂亮小男孩。因此，大家总是不乏谈资。几位女士得询问他的名字和年龄，夸他长得漂亮，并问他一些由他母亲替他回答的问题。在社交拜访时带上孩子总是能帮助大家找到话说。眼下，她们至少用了十分钟讨论这孩子长得更像母亲还是父亲以及理由。每个人的想法都不一样，每个人听到其他人的看法时都很惊讶。

达什伍德一家很快就会有机会谈论其他几个孩子了，因为米德尔顿爵士邀请她们第二天在庄园共进晚餐。

巴顿庄园离小屋只有半英里，是一座漂亮的大房子，米德尔顿一家在那里过得极为舒适。夫妇两人对书籍和音乐都没有什么兴趣。约翰爵士喜欢运动，他太太则把心思全放在了孩子身上。他每年有一半的时间都会出去打猎，而他太太却能一年到头地宠溺她的孩子们。约翰爵士热情好客，家里总是有亲戚朋友来做客，不过他太太的兴趣主要在她引以为豪的餐点和家居布置上。跟他太太比起来，约翰爵士是真心爱热闹，专门喜欢招一大群年轻人到家里来，而且他们越吵，他就越高兴。巴顿庄园夏天的聚会和远足，以及冬天的舞会都很出名。

约翰爵士乐于与达什伍德夫人和她年轻漂亮的女儿们在一块儿。那天晚上她们抵达巴顿庄园时，他亲自到门口欢迎她们，并且几次为找不到时髦的年轻人来坐陪而道歉。他说家里只有一位男客，是一位住在他那里的密友。不过那人不善社交，而且年龄稍大。他抱歉地说这次聚会规模不大，并保证这样的事以后再也不会发生了。幸好米德尔顿夫人的母亲刚到。由于她是一位开朗、讨人喜欢的女士，他希望她的到来能使几位年轻女士们不觉得这个夜晚过得太无聊。

他岳母詹宁斯夫人是个开朗的胖老太太，爱说爱笑跟优雅毫不沾边。她在餐桌上讲了很多关于爱人和丈夫的奇闻趣事，还说希望达什伍德家的几位小姐没有把她们的心留在萨塞克斯。约翰爵士的密友布兰登上校跟他的这位朋友相比，就如同詹宁斯夫人和她女儿那样不同。他沉默而严肃。虽然他性格不讨人喜欢，但他的外表并不令人生厌，不过他在玛丽安娜和玛格利特眼里，是个十足的老光棍，因为他已经是过了35岁，直奔40而去的人了。

晚宴过后，玛丽安娜应邀唱歌并演奏钢琴。约翰爵士在每首歌结束时都会大声地赞美一番，可在她歌唱的过程中他也同样大声地与别人交谈。米德尔顿夫人因此向他皱眉头，但之后却请求玛丽安娜唱一首她刚唱完的歌曲。只有布兰登上校全神贯注地倾听着，并不假装出快乐的样子。玛丽安娜对他产生了一种敬意，这是其他那些没有品位的人所不配得到的。他显然喜欢音乐，尽管也许不如她自己的感受那么强烈。然而她有理由认为像上校这样一个35岁的男人，或许早已失去了真切的感受和真正的快乐。

詹宁斯夫人虽是位寡妇，却拥有一笔可观的财富。她在有生之年看着两个女儿都嫁得很体面。现在她除了给别人做媒便无所事事。她大多数时间都在为她所认识的年轻人安排婚事，而且在发现恋情方面堪称神速。这种天赋让她到巴顿后不久就能够告诉米德尔顿和达什伍德两家，布兰登上校已经深深地爱上了玛丽安娜。她对此非常确定。男方富有，女方漂亮，这将是一门理想的婚姻。詹宁斯夫人很久以来一直想为布兰登上校找一门好婚事，而且她总是急切地想为每一个漂亮女孩找个好丈夫。

她能从中获得的直接好处便是可以不停地拿他俩开玩笑。在巴顿小屋她拿玛丽安娜开玩笑，在庄园她则拿上校开玩笑。玛丽安娜自己也不知道该一笑置之还是生气。

“这真是荒唐的指控，妈妈！而且我觉得詹宁斯夫人这样残忍地拿老布兰登上校开玩笑太无情了。他都老得能当我父亲了。”

“亲爱的，”达什伍德夫人微笑着说道，“我不认为一个比我小5岁的男人会像他在你眼里那样老。”

“但说真的，妈妈！他心中一定早已没有爱情了，即使他年轻时曾经有过。没有年老体衰的保护，一个男人何时才能不受这种残忍玩笑的折磨呢？”

“年老体衰！”埃莉诺说道，“我知道他比我们年长，不过你得承认他的胳膊和腿脚还很好使。”

“你没听到他抱怨背疼吗？”

“我最亲爱的孩子，”她母亲笑着说道，“看来对你来说，我能活到40岁‘高龄’一定是件令人吃惊的事了。”

“妈妈，请严肃一点儿。我很清楚布兰登上校还没老到要他朋友担心失去他的地步。他或许还能再活20年。但是一个35岁的男人实在不该再谈婚论嫁了。”

“也许吧，”埃莉诺说道，“一个35岁的男人和一个17岁的女孩最好不要在一起谈婚论嫁。但一个27岁的单身女人无疑会认为布兰登上校的年龄并没有什么不好。”

“一个27岁的女人，”玛丽安娜想了想说，“永远不可能再感受到爱情了。如果她在娘家过得不舒适，或是囊中羞涩，我想她可以为了结婚而接受像当护士一样的婚姻生活。这将是以实利为目的的婚姻。别人会乐于看到布兰登上校娶这样一个女人为妻，但在我眼里这根本算不上婚姻。”

“在我看来，”埃莉诺理智地说，“布兰登上校昨天碰巧抱怨肩膀疼，你就认为他病重到需要有人照料，这实在有些刻薄。毕竟，昨天又冷又潮。”

但是玛丽安娜并没有改变看法。然而，过了一会儿埃莉诺离开房间后，她急切地对母亲说：“妈妈，我为爱德华·费拉尔斯感到担忧，他肯定病了。我们到这儿都快两个星期了，他却还没来看望埃莉诺。”

“耐心点儿，宝贝！”达什伍德夫人回答道，“我并没有指望他那么快就能来。而且我确信埃莉诺也没有这样的期望。我们昨天讨论为那间闲置的卧室安装新壁炉时，她说不用着急，反正一时之间也用不到。”

“真怪啊！这到底是什么意思？他们最后告别时太冷静，太缺乏激情！埃莉诺的自制力太强了；她从来都不会悲伤、焦虑或痛苦。我无法理解她。”


3
A handsome stranger

The Miss Dashwoods now began to feel really at home at Barton. They went walking, and practised their drawing and music with far greater enjoyment than at any time since the death of their father. They did not have many visitors, except for those from Barton Park, as there were few other houses within walking distance. There was, in fact, a large, comfortable-looking house about a mile from the cottage, in the village of Allenham, but they heard that its owner, an old lady of good character called Mrs Smith, was unfortunately not well enough to mix in society.

There were beautiful walks all around them, in the green wooded valleys and on the hills behind the cottage. One morning, Marianne and Margaret, taking no notice of their mother's and Elinor's warnings of rain, decided to walk on one of these hills. They climbed to the top, delighted to see blue sky between the clouds, and laughing at the wind that caught at their hair and clothes.

'Nothing in the world could be better than this!' called Marianne. 'What a pity mama and Elinor did not come with us!'

But in a few minutes the blue sky disappeared, the dark clouds gathered, and driving rain began to beat down on their faces. Surprised and disappointed, they were forced to turn back. Fortunately, they were not far from home; it was just a matter of running with all possible speed down the steep side of the hill which led to their garden gate.

At first Marianne was ahead, but a false step brought her suddenly to the ground, and Margaret, unable to stop herself, carried on down the hill and through the garden gate.

A gentleman who was out shooting was walking up the hill when Marianne's accident happened. He put down his gun and ran to help her. She had hurt her ankle, and could not stand. The gentleman offered his assistance, and in spite of Marianne's protests, took her up in his arms and carried her down the hill. He took her straight into the house and placed her carefully on a sofa in the sitting-room.

Elinor and her mother rose in astonishment as the stranger entered, carrying Marianne. While they both looked at him, secretly admiring his unusually handsome appearance, he apologized most politely for his rude entrance. Even if he had been old, ugly and vulgar, Mrs Dashwood would have been extremely grateful to him for taking care of her child, but the influence of his looks and elegance touched her deepest feelings. She thanked him again and again, and asked the name of the person to whom she owed so much. He replied that his name was Willoughby, his present home was at Allenham, and he sincerely hoped that she would allow him to call tomorrow to enquire after Miss Dashwood. Permission was immediately given, and he then departed, to make himself still more interesting, in the middle of a heavy shower of rain.

There was general admiration of his manly beauty. Marianne had seen less of his person than the others, because of her natural confusion when he lifted her in his arms, but his appearance and behaviour seemed all that was perfect to her. Her imagination was busy, her thoughts were pleasant, and the pain of a turned ankle went unnoticed.

When Sir John next visited them, he heard all about Marianne's accident, and was eagerly asked whether he knew of any gentleman of the name of Willoughby at Allenham.

'Willoughby!' cried Sir John. 'Of course I do! He comes here every year. I shall invite him to dinner on Thursday.'

'What sort of young man is he?'

'A good man to know, I can tell you. He shoots well, and there isn't a better rider in England.'

'And is that all you can say for him?' cried Marianne. 'But what does he think? What are the interests close to his heart?'

Sir John looked puzzled. 'Well, I don't know as much as that about him. But he's pleasant, and sociable, and has got the nicest little gundog I ever saw. Did you see his dogs.'

'But who is he?' asked Elinor. 'Where does he come from? Where does he live? Has he a house at Allenham?'

This time Sir John had more exact answers to give. He told them Mr Willoughby had no house of his own in Devonshire, but stayed there only while visiting the old lady, Mrs Smith, at Allenham. It appeared that he was related to her, and would inherit her fortune.

'Yes,' Sir John added to Elinor, 'he is well worth catching. He has a house and land in Somerset as well. And if I were you, I wouldn't allow my younger sister to have him, in spite of all this falling down hills. Miss Marianne must not expect to have all the men to herself. Brandon will be jealous, if she does not take care.'

'I do not believe,' said Mrs Dashwood, smiling, 'that either of my daughters will make any attempts at what you call catching him. It is not an employment to which they have been brought up. Men are very safe with us, however rich they are. I am glad to hear, however, that he is a respectable young man, whom we can meet socially.'

'I remember last Christmas,' said Sir John, 'at a little dance at the Park, he danced from eight till four without once sitting down. And he was up again at eight to go shooting.'

'Was he?' cried Marianne, with shining eyes. 'That is what I like, a young man who is enthusiastic and eager in all he does, who never gets tired.'

'I see how it will be,' said Sir John. 'You will be interested in him now, and never think of poor Brandon.'

Marianne's rescuer, as Margaret called him, arrived at the cottage early next morning, and was received by Mrs Dashwood with more than politeness. During his visit, Willoughby rapidly became aware of the sense, elegance, affection and domestic comfort of the family to whom an accident had introduced him. Both Elinor and Marianne had pretty faces and lovely figures, but in Marianne's beautiful dark eyes burned an eager fire which drew Willoughby to her. She could not be silent when he spoke of music and dancing, and showed no shyness in their discussion. They soon discovered how many interests and opinions they shared, and long before his visit came to an end, they were talking and laughing together like old friends.

Willoughby visited Barton Cottage every day after that. At first, his intention was supposedly to enquire politely after Marianne's health, but soon he pretended no longer, and came to spend the whole day at her side, in complete enjoyment of her company. They read, they talked, they sang together, and Marianne found in Willoughby all the taste and sensibility which Edward Ferrars unfortunately lacked. Mrs Dashwood considered him as faultless as Marianne did. Even Elinor saw nothing wrong in him, except for the habit, which Marianne shared, of being too ready to express an opinion about other people, and of putting his personal pleasure above social correctness.

Marianne now began to realize she had been wrong to believe there was no such creature as the perfect man. Willoughby met her idea of perfection exactly, and his behaviour showed that he shared her wishes for their future. Her mother, too, had thoughts of their marriage, and secretly congratulated herself on having two such sons-in-law as Edward and Willoughby.

Elinor, however, was concerned to see that Mrs Jennings had been right, and Colonel Brandon appeared to be deeply in love with Marianne. What hope could there be for a silent man of thirty-five, against a sociable one of twenty-five? Perhaps she pitied him even more, because Willoughby and Marianne seemed determined to laugh at him for being old and dull.

'Brandon is just the kind of man,' said Willoughby one day, 'whom everybody speaks well of, and nobody cares for.'

'He is respected by all the family at the Park, however,' said Elinor sharply, 'and his conversation is always pleasant.'

'But he has nothing of interest to say!' cried Marianne.

'He has common sense, that is what I like about him. He is perfectly respectable, well informed, and, I believe, sincere.'

'Well, Miss Dashwood,' said Willoughby, laughing, 'I have three unanswerable reasons for disliking Colonel Brandon. He told me it would rain when I wanted it to be fine, he does not approve of my new carriage, and I cannot persuade him to buy my horse. So in spite of your very sensible opinion, I shall go on disliking him for ever!'

When they moved to Barton, the Dashwoods never imagined that their days would be so completely filled with parties, visits and excursions. Sir John could not rest if there were young people to amuse, and every day there was a boat trip, or a supper party, or a drive in the countryside, or a dance at the Park. In every meeting of the kind Willoughby was included, which gave him the opportunity to develop his connection with the Dashwood family, to show his deep admiration for Marianne, and to receive, in her behaviour to himself, the clearest possible proof of her affection.

Elinor could not be surprised at their attachment. She only wished it could be less openly shown, and once or twice tried to suggest to Marianne that she should have more self-control. But Marianne, and Willoughby too, believed that real feelings should never be hidden, and that it would be false to do so. When Willoughby was present, Marianne had eyes for no one else.

Elinor's happiness was not as great as her sister's. In Devonshire she had found no companion who could make her forget the delights of her former home and Sussex friends. Only Colonel Brandon came closest to being the kind of friend she needed. He often fell into conversation with her, as he seemed to find some relief in talking to her about Marianne.

'Your sister, I understand, does not approve of second attachments,' he said one evening, his eyes fixed on Marianne, who was dancing with Willoughby.

'No,' replied Elinor. 'Her opinions are all romantic. She believes that we fall in love once only in our lives. But I hope that in a few years she will become more sensible.'

'That may happen. But when a romantic young mind is forced to change, what serious results there can be! I speak from experience. I knew a young lady once who—'

Here he stopped suddenly and appeared to think he had said too much. Elinor felt almost sure that his was a story of disappointed love, and her pity for him grew.

The next morning, Elinor heard a piece of news that astonished her. Marianne told her with the greatest delight that Willoughby had promised to give her a horse, so that he and she could go riding together. She had not given a moment's thought to the cost of keeping the animal, or to what society might think of her receiving such an expensive present from a young man who was not a relation. It took Elinor some time to make her understand that she could not possibly accept the gift, but finally Marianne agreed, although unwillingly.

The next day Elinor gained a still clearer picture of Marianne's attachment to Willoughby. Margaret came excitedly to tell her that she was sure Marianne would marry Willoughby very soon.

'Oh, Elinor!' she cried. 'I have such a secret to tell you. I saw them last night after tea. Mr Willoughby was begging Marianne for something, and then he cut off a long lock of her hair, kissed it, and put it in his pocket.'

Elinor now felt sure they were engaged, and was only surprised that they had not told their relations and friends.

Sir John's latest plan for their amusement was to visit a very fine house and garden, called Whitwell, the following day. A large group of them would go in carriages, taking food and drink with them in baskets, and a most enjoyable day was expected. As Whitwell belonged to Colonel Brandon's brother-in-law, the colonel would go with them; it appeared that he alone could arrange for them to visit the house.

Unfortunately, however, while they were at breakfast at the Park, where the whole party had gathered, a letter was delivered to the colonel. He looked quickly at it, and hurried out of the room without a word. In a few moments he returned, looking more serious than usual, and explained that urgent business called him to London, and he would not, therefore, be able to join the party visiting Whitwell. He would not explain further, in spite of Mrs Jennings' insistent questioning. Everybody except Elinor tried hard to persuade him to put off his business, so that the excursion could take place, but he could not be influenced, and left the house, after wishing them a good day.

As the excursion was no longer possible, it was decided that the party would drive around the countryside instead, and the carriages were ordered. Willoughby's was first, and Marianne never looked happier than when she got into it. He drove away very fast, and they were soon out of sight. Nothing more was seen of them until their return in the afternoon.

That evening, as they all sat down to dinner, Mrs Jennings spoke quietly to Marianne, but loud enough for Elinor to hear. 'I have found you out, Miss, in spite of your cleverness. I know where you spent the morning.'

Marianne blushed, and said quickly, 'Where?'

Mrs Jennings smiled knowingly. 'I hope you like your house, Miss Marianne. It is certainly very large, and when I come to see you in it, I hope you will have refurnished it. It badly needed new furniture when I was last there.'

Marianne turned away in confusion. Mrs Jennings laughed loudly, and explained that she had discovered from the servants that Marianne and Willoughby had gone to Allenham and spent a considerable time going all over Mrs Smith's house.

Elinor found this difficult to believe. Marianne had never been introduced to Mrs Smith, and it would have been very bad manners for her to enter the house while Mrs Smith was in it. However, when she asked her sister, she found that the story was true, and Marianne was quite angry with her for doubting it.

'Why should I not visit the house?' cried Marianne. 'I never spent a pleasanter morning in my life!'

'I am afraid,' replied Elinor, quietly but firmly, 'that whatever is pleasant is not always correct.'

After some minutes of serious thought, Marianne said, 'Perhaps, Elinor, you may be right. I should not have gone. But the rooms are lovely! There is a beautiful little sitting-room which would be delightful with modern furniture.' She would have described every room in the house if Elinor had let her.

Elinor had no time to wonder why Colonel Brandon had been so suddenly called away. All her thoughts now centred on Marianne and Willoughby's extraordinary silence about their engagement. There seemed no reason why they should not openly tell her mother and herself, even if they did not plan to marry very soon. Willoughby was not rich; indeed, he often complained he was poor, so he might have to wait for his inheritance before marrying. But this secrecy was so opposed to their general ideas of openness and honesty that Elinor began to doubt whether they were really engaged.

Nothing could express more affection for them all than Willoughby's behaviour. He seemed to consider the cottage his home, and when Mrs Dashwood mentioned the future building work she was planning, he appeared almost horrified, and begged her not to change even one stone.

'No, Mrs Dashwood!' he cried. 'Do not spoil this house! It is perfect as it is! Remember what happiness I have known here! Promise me you will change nothing, nothing at all!'

To please him, Mrs Dashwood dutifully promised.

'I am glad of your promise. Now I would ask you one more thing. Tell me that not only your home will remain the same, but that I shall always find you and your family unchanged, and that you will always consider me with the kindness which has made you all so dear to me.'

The promise was given, and Willoughby's behaviour that evening was a proof of his happiness in their society.



driving adj. violent, intense or forceful 猛烈的

enquire after to ask someone about how they are and what they are doing 问候

gundog n. a dog trained to find and bring back dead birds shot for sport （受过训练能寻找并带回被射杀禽鸟的）猎狗

rescuer n. a person who saves another 救助者

unanswerable adj. definitely true and therefore impossible to argue against 无可辩驳的

conversation n. an informal talk in which people exchange news, feelings and thoughts （非正式的）谈话，交谈

lock n. a length or curl of hair 一束长发

insistent adj. repetitive and persistent 重复的，持续的

knowingly adv. in a way that knows you know something secret or embarrassing 会意地

dutifully adv. in a way of doing what you are expected to do 顺从地


3．英俊的陌生人

达什伍德家的小姐们现在已经开始习惯了巴顿。她们一起出去散步，练习绘画和乐器，自父亲去世后她们从没这样快乐过。除了巴顿庄园的人，她们很少有客人，因为附近徒步可及的范围内也没有什么其他的人家。其实，在离她们大约一英里的艾伦汉姆村有一座漂亮的大房子，她们听说房子的主人史密斯夫人是一位好心肠的老太太，可是她身体不好，不宜参加社交活动。

在树林茂密的翠绿山谷中和小屋后边的山上，到处都是漂亮的林荫小道。一天清晨，尽管母亲和埃莉诺警告说要下雨，玛丽安娜和玛格利特还是决定去其中一座小山上散步。她们爬到山顶，兴奋地看着蓝天白云，吹拂在她们头发和衣裙上的风把她俩逗得开怀大笑。

“世界上没有比这更好的了！”玛丽安娜喊道，“真可惜妈妈和埃莉诺没跟我们一块儿来！”

但是不一会儿，蓝天就消失得无影无踪，乌云聚集起来，倾盆大雨朝她们劈头盖脸地袭来。吃惊而失望的两个人被迫往回赶。幸运的是她们并没有走得离家太远，只要从小山较陡的一面全速冲下去就是她们花园的大门了。

起先玛丽安娜跑在前面，但她一脚踩空突然跌倒在地上，而玛格利特跑得停不下来，一路冲下山坡，冲进了花园里。

玛丽安娜出事时，一位外出打猎的绅士正沿着山坡上来。他放下猎枪跑向她。她扭了脚，站不起来。那位绅士向她伸出援手，尽管玛丽安娜表示反对，他还是把她抱下了山，又径直将她抱进屋里，小心翼翼地放在客厅的沙发上。

这个陌生人抱着玛丽安娜进屋时，埃莉诺和她母亲吃惊地站了起来。当她俩看着他，并暗暗欣赏他那英俊非凡的外表时，他非常礼貌地为自己冒昧地闯入向她们道歉。即使他苍老、丑陋、粗俗，达什伍德夫人也会为他对她女儿的照料而感激不尽，而现在他的相貌和气质深深地打动了她。她反复向他道谢，并询问这位恩人的姓名。他回答他姓威洛比，目前住在艾伦汉姆，之后又真诚地表示希望她能允许他明天来问候达什伍德小姐。他的请求立即得到了满足，然后他就转身离去了。他在倾盆大雨中消失的背影使人对他更感兴趣了。

大家都被他的阳刚之美所倾倒。被他抱在怀里时玛丽安娜一直处于一种迷茫状态，对他的观察不如其他人那么仔细，但是他的长相和举止在她看来似乎很完美。她的想象力得到了充分的激发，脑子里充满了令人愉悦的念头，完全没有注意到脚踝处的疼痛。

约翰爵士来看望她们的时候，听了玛丽安娜出事的经过。他被急切地问及是否认识一位住在艾伦汉姆村、姓威洛比的先生。

“威洛比！”约翰爵士叫道，“我当然认识他！他每年都来这儿。我要请他星期四来共进晚餐。”

“他是个什么样的年轻人？”

“他是个很值得结识的人，这点我敢打包票。他打猎技术高超，还是全英格兰数一数二的骑手。”

“这就是你对他的全部了解吗？”玛丽安娜叫道，“他有些什么想法？他感兴趣的又是什么呢？”

约翰爵士看起来很困惑。“我对他的了解可没有那么多。不过他讨人喜欢、爱好交际，还养了一只小猎犬，是我见过的最漂亮的。你看到他的狗了吗？”

“可他到底是谁呢？”埃莉诺问道，“他是哪里人？他住在哪儿？他在艾伦汉姆有房子吗？”

这一次，约翰爵士终于能够给出准确的回答了。他告诉她们威洛比先生在德文郡没有属于他自己的房子，他来艾伦汉姆看望史密斯夫人时才暂住在这儿。他似乎是她的亲戚，并且将继承她的财产。

“是的，”约翰爵士向埃莉诺补充说道，“他真的很值得你好好抓住。他在萨默塞特郡也拥有房子和地产。如果我是你的话，就不会让妹妹得到他，就算是她跌下山坡才认识了他。玛丽安娜小姐可不要期望一人占有所有男士。她不小心行事的话，布兰登会嫉妒的。”

“我不认为，”达什伍德夫人微笑着说道，“我的哪个女儿会试图像你说的那样去‘抓住他’。她们从小到大都没人教她们这样做。不管多么富有的男士，和我们相处都是安全的，但我很高兴听你说他是个值得尊敬的年轻人，我们今后可以和他多交往。”

“我记得去年的圣诞节，”约翰爵士说道，“在庄园举行的一次小型舞会上，他从晚上8点一直跳到第二天凌晨4点，根本没有坐下来休息过。第二天8点钟他又起床出去打猎了。”

“是吗？”玛丽安娜喊道，她的眼睛闪闪发光，“我就喜欢做什么事都充满激情、永远不知疲倦的年轻人。”
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“我明白是怎么一回事了，”约翰爵士说道，“你现在对他着迷了，心里根本没有可怜的布兰登。”

那个被玛格利特称作“玛丽安娜的救星”的人第二天一早来到小屋，并受到了达什伍德夫人热情的招待。这次拜访使威洛比很快发现，通过一起意外事件结识的这家人通情达理、举止文雅、相亲相爱、安安逸逸。埃莉诺和玛丽安娜都有漂亮的脸蛋和窈窕的身材。但玛丽安娜美丽的黑色眸子中的火焰更吸引他。在他谈论音乐和舞蹈时她从不保持沉默，在谈话时也从不害羞。他俩很快就发现彼此有着许多相同的兴趣和观点。他来了没多久，两人就已经像老朋友那样在一起谈笑风生了。

在那之后，威洛比每天都来巴顿小屋做客。起初，他只是礼节性地问候玛丽安娜的健康状况，但他很快就不再假装，而是整天陪在她身边，尽情享受她的陪伴。他们一块儿读书、交谈、唱歌，而玛丽安娜发现威洛比身上有着爱德华·费拉尔斯所缺乏的品位和情感。达什伍德夫人也像玛丽安娜那样认为他几乎无可挑剔。就连埃莉诺在他身上也找不出什么缺点，除了玛丽安娜也有的那种喜欢对别人评头论足和将自己的快乐凌驾于社交准则之上的习惯。

玛丽安娜现在开始意识到她原先认为世上没有完美男人的想法是错的。威洛比恰好符合她对完美一词的定义。而他的一举一动都表现出他对他们的未来抱有和她一样的期待。她母亲也有让他们结婚的念头，而且暗自庆幸自己能有爱德华和威洛比这样两位好女婿。

然而埃莉诺担忧地发现詹宁斯夫人的判断是正确的，布兰登上校看来确实深深爱着玛丽安娜。可是在一位善交际的25岁男人面前，一位不善言辞的35岁男人能有什么希望呢？威洛比与玛丽安娜似乎决心联手嘲笑他既老又呆，这使得埃莉诺更加同情他了。

“布兰登就是那种人，”威洛比有一天说道，“每个人都说他好，但没有人真的在乎他。”

“但是巴顿庄园全家上下都很尊敬他，”埃莉诺尖锐地答道，“而且与他交谈总是令人愉快。”

“但他说话没有任何趣味！”玛丽安娜叫道。

“他很有判断力，这是我喜欢他的地方。他值得尊敬，见闻广博，而且我认为他很真诚。”

“好吧，达什伍德小姐，”威洛比笑着说道，“我有三个无可辩驳的不喜欢布兰登的理由。我希望有个好天气的时候他告诉我要下雨，他不喜欢我的新马车，还有我无法说服他买我的马。所以尽管你的意见很有道理，我还是会继续不喜欢他！”

搬来巴顿时，达什伍德一家从来不曾想过她们的生活会像现在这样排满了聚会、来访和出行。只要有年轻人在，约翰爵士就不会闲着。每天都会有各式各样的活动，不是去划船，就是举行晚宴聚会；不是去乡间坐车兜风，就是在庄园举行舞会。每个活动威洛比都会参加，这使他有机会跟达什伍德一家更多地接触，有机会向玛丽安娜表达深深的爱慕，并在她对他的一举一动中获得最明确的爱的证明。

埃莉诺对他俩之间的感情一点儿也不感到吃惊。她只是希望这种感情表露得再含蓄一些，她几次试图向玛丽安娜暗示，让她更加自持一些。但是玛丽安娜和威洛比都认为真正的感情无需任何掩饰，因为这样做是虚假的。威洛比在场的时候，玛丽安娜从不看其他人一眼。

埃莉诺过得不像妹妹那样快乐。在德文郡她没有找到哪个人能让她忘却从前的家和在萨塞克斯郡的朋友们曾带给她的快乐。只有布兰登上校最接近她所需要的那种朋友。他们经常在一起聊天，与她谈论玛丽安娜似乎能给他一些慰藉。

“我想你妹妹不赞成第二次的感情。”一天晚上他看着正在和威洛比跳舞的玛丽安娜说道。

“对，”埃莉诺回答，“她的头脑里都是浪漫的想法。她认为人一生中只会爱一次。但我希望再过几年她能变得更理性些。”

“这有可能。但如果一个浪漫的女孩被迫做出改变，可能会产生多么严重的后果啊！我这话是经验之谈。我曾经认识一个年轻女子，她……”

说到这儿他突然停了下来，似乎认为自己已经说得太多了。埃莉诺几乎肯定他要讲的是一段失意的恋情。她变得更加同情他了。

第二天早上，埃莉诺听到了一则令她吃惊的消息。玛丽安娜异常兴奋地告诉她，威洛比已经许诺要送她一匹马，这样他们就能一起骑马出去了。她根本不曾考虑养那头牲畜的开销，也没想过她接受一位与她非亲非故的年轻人赠送的如此厚礼会让周围的人怎样想。埃莉诺花了不少时间才让玛丽安娜明白她不能接受这件礼物。虽然心里不情愿，但玛丽安娜最后还是同意了。
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次日，埃莉诺对玛丽安娜与威洛比的感情有了更进一步的认识。玛格利特激动地跑来告诉她说她肯定玛丽安娜很快就会嫁给威洛比了。

“哦，埃莉诺！”她喊道，“我有个秘密要告诉你。昨晚喝完茶我看到他俩了。威洛比先生正在向玛丽安娜请求着什么，然后他剪下她长长的一绺头发，亲吻了它并把它放进口袋里。”

埃莉诺现在确信他们已经订婚了，但对他们还没有通知亲友感到惊讶。

约翰爵士最新的娱乐计划是第二天去一座名叫惠特韦尔的漂亮宅邸及其花园游玩。一大帮人将乘坐马车前往那里，带上装满食物和饮料的野餐篮子。他们期待在那里度过美好的一天。惠特韦尔的主人是布兰登上校的妹夫，因此上校也将随行前往。似乎只有他能安排他们访问那里。

然而不幸的是，当大伙儿在巴顿庄园集合吃早饭的时候，一封信送到了布兰登上校的手中。他匆匆扫了一眼就一言不发地急忙走出房间。过了一会儿他回来时看上去比平时更严肃。他解释说他有急事必须立即赶往伦敦，所以不能和大家一块儿去了。尽管詹宁斯夫人一直向他发问，他还是不愿意再多做解释。除了埃莉诺外，每个人都努力试图说服他把那件事推后，好让大家能够出游。但他还是不为所动，在祝他们玩得愉快后，就走出了房间。

由于出游计划泡汤了，大伙儿决定乘马车去乡间兜风。马车很快就准备好了。威洛比的马车排在最前面，而玛丽安娜上车时看上去比以前任何时候都高兴。他驾车飞驰，两人很快就从人们的视野中消失了。在他们那天下午回来之前，谁也没见到他们的踪迹。

那天晚上大家坐下来吃晚饭的时候，詹宁斯夫人小声地跟玛丽安娜说话。但埃莉诺还是听到了谈话的内容。“尽管你们很聪明，小姐，但还是被我发现了。我知道你们一上午去了哪儿。”

玛丽安娜的脸一下子红了，她很快地问：“哪里？”

詹宁斯夫人心照不宣地一笑说：“玛丽安娜小姐，我希望你喜欢你们的房子。它毫无疑问很宽敞，我希望等我去那儿拜访你们的时候，它已经整修一新了。我上一次去时，那房子急需添置新家具。”

玛丽安娜困惑地转过脸去，詹宁斯夫人高声笑着解释说她从仆人那里得知玛丽安娜和威洛比上午去了艾伦汉姆并花了不少时间参观了史密斯夫人的房子。

埃莉诺觉得这很难令人相信。玛丽安娜还没有被引见给史密斯夫人，而在史密斯夫人仍然在那里的时候去看房子是一件很失礼的事。但当她询问妹妹时，却发现这是真的。玛丽安娜对她的怀疑感到很生气。

“我为什么不该去看那座房子？”玛丽安娜叫道，“这是我一生中最快乐的一个上午。”

“恕我直言，”埃莉诺平静而坚定地答道，“令人高兴的事不一定都是正确的。”

认真地想了几分钟后，玛丽安娜说道：“也许吧，埃莉诺，你或许是对的。我本不该去的。但那些房间真是太漂亮了。有一个漂亮的小客厅，如果配上时髦的家具简直就太完美了。”要不是埃莉诺打断她，玛丽安娜肯定会逐一描绘房子里的每个房间。

埃莉诺现在没工夫思考为什么布兰登上校那么突然地被叫走，她满脑子都在想为什么玛丽安娜和威洛比对他们的订婚保持了不同寻常的沉默。即便他们不想很快结婚，他们也似乎没有理由不告诉母亲和自己。威洛比的确并不富有，他经常抱怨自己贫穷，因此他或许得等到继承了遗产才能结婚。然而这种保密行为和他们一贯的开诚布公反差如此之大，连埃莉诺都开始怀疑他们是否真的订婚了。

没有什么比威洛比的一举一动更能体现他对她们的感情。他似乎将巴顿小屋看作自己的家。当达什伍德夫人提到她打算对房子进行改建时，他看上去几乎吓了一跳。他请求她连一块石头也不要改动。

“达什伍德夫人，请您不要这样做！”他大声说，“请不要糟蹋这房子，现在这样是最好的。请想想我在这儿得到多少快乐！请您保证不对这房子作任何改变，一点儿也不要变！”

为了让他高兴，达什伍德夫人答应了。

“您的保证让我感到欣慰。不过我还要再请求您一件事。请您告诉我不仅您的屋子会保持原样，而且您和您的家人也不会变，你们将永远亲切地对待我，正是这种亲切使你们对我来说如此珍贵。”

达什伍德夫人做了保证。威洛比那晚的举止证明他与她们在一起非常愉快。


4
Departures and arrivals

The next morning, Mrs Dashwood, with two of her daughters, went to visit Lady Middleton. Marianne wished to remain at home, and her mother, thinking that no doubt Willoughby had promised to call on her while she was alone, was quite happy to agree. When they returned from the Park, they found, as expected, Willoughby's carriage waiting outside the cottage. But what they did not expect, as they entered the house, was to see Marianne rush out of the sitting-room, sobbing uncontrollably, and run upstairs. Surprised and worried, they went into the room, where they found only Willoughby. His face showed signs of the same strong feelings that had moved Marianne.

'Is Marianne ill?' cried Mrs Dashwood.

'I hope not,' he replied, trying to look cheerful. 'Indeed, it is I who may expect to be ill, as I am now suffering under a very heavy disappointment. I am unable to visit you any longer. My cousin, Mrs Smith, has this morning decided to send me to London on business. As a poor dependent relation, I must do what she asks. I have already left Allenham, and now I have come to say goodbye to you.'

'This is very unfortunate. But Mrs Smith's business will not keep you from us for very long, I hope.'

He reddened as he replied, 'You are very kind, but I have no hope of returning to Devonshire immediately. My visits to Mrs Smith are never repeated within the year.'

'And is Mrs Smith your only friend? Is Allenham the only house where you are welcome? My dear Willoughby! Surely you do not need to wait for an invitation to Barton Cottage?'

His colour deepened, and, with his eyes fixed on the ground, he only replied, 'You are too good.'

Mrs Dashwood looked at Elinor with surprise, and Elinor felt just as astonished.

After a moment's silence, Willoughby added confusedly, 'At present—my—my time is not my own... I cannot hope...' He stopped. Then, smiling weakly, he said, 'It is foolish to go on in this manner. I will not punish myself any longer by remaining among friends whose society it is impossible for me now to enjoy.' Hurriedly he said goodbye and left the house. His carriage was soon out of sight.

Mrs Dashwood's concern and alarm at his sudden departure were too great for her to express. Elinor also felt extremely disturbed by Willoughby's changed behaviour. One moment she feared that he had never had any serious intention of marrying Marianne, and the next, that some unfortunate argument had taken place between him and her sister. But her strongest feeling was one of pity for Marianne, who must now be in the depths of the most violent sorrow; and her romantic nature would consider it a duty to feed and encourage her misery.

Soon Mrs Dashwood felt able to discuss the situation with her eldest daughter. She was now more cheerful, and had persuaded herself that Willoughby was only leaving Devonshire on the orders of his rich relation, because Mrs Smith suspected, and disapproved of, his engagement to Marianne. 'His dearest wish,' she went on, 'will be to return to Barton as soon as he can.'

Elinor, listening patiently, agreed that this was quite possible.

'But if they are engaged,' she said, 'although it may be necessary to hide the truth from Mrs Smith, there is no reason to hide it from us.'

'My dear child!' cried her mother. 'It is strange for you to accuse Willoughby and Marianne of hiding their feelings, when you have accused them of showing their feelings too openly.'

'I want no proof of their affection,' said Elinor, 'but of their engagement I do.'

'I am perfectly happy with both. Has not his behaviour to Marianne, for at least the last fortnight, shown that he loved her and considered her his future wife? Is it possible, Elinor, to doubt their engagement? Willoughby must be aware of your sister's love for him. How could he leave her, perhaps for months, without telling her of his affection?'

'I confess,' said Elinor, 'that everything points towards their engagement, except for one thing—their silence on the subject—and for me that is the greatest difficulty of all.'

'Oh Elinor, I do not understand you! You prefer to believe in bad rather than good. Do you suspect Willoughby? But is he not a man of honour and feeling? You cannot really think he is deceiving Marianne? '

'I hope not, I believe not,' cried Elinor. 'I sincerely love Willoughby, and I find it painful to suspect his intentions. Perhaps, indeed, you are right, and there is a simple explanation for his strange behaviour this morning.'

They saw nothing of Marianne until dinner, when she took her place at the table without saying a word. Her eyes were red and her face pale; she avoided looking at anyone, and could neither eat nor speak. She continued in the depths of misery all evening. Any mention of anything to do with Willoughby made her burst into tears instantly, and although her family were most anxious for her comfort, it was impossible for them to keep clear of every subject which her feelings connected with him.

Marianne would have thought herself very insensitive if she had been able to sleep at all the first night after parting from Willoughby. She would have been ashamed to look her family in the face, if she had not risen from her bed more in need of rest than when she lay down on it. But there was no danger of this happening. She spent most of the night sobbing bitterly, and got up with a headache. She passed the rest of the day, and several more days after that, in feeding her sorrow, by playing all Willoughby's favourite songs, by reading the books they used to read together, and by walking alone on the hills where they used to walk, until her heart was so heavy that no further sadness could be added. No letter from Willoughby came, and none seemed expected by Marianne. Her mother was surprised, and Elinor again began to worry.

One morning, about a week later, Elinor persuaded Marianne to join her sisters in a walk. As they went along the road away from the cottage, they saw a gentleman riding towards them, and at once Marianne cried out in delight, 'It is he! I know it is!'

She ran eagerly to meet him, but Elinor called out, 'Marianne, I think you are wrong. It is not Willoughby.'

But Marianne would not listen, and continued running until she was quite near the rider, when she stopped suddenly. She had realized it was not Willoughby, and her disappointment was almost too great to bear. Just then, the gentleman called to her, and she recognized Edward Ferrars.

He was the only person in the world who could at that moment be forgiven for not being Willoughby, and she smiled at him, holding back her tears. After the greetings, however, she watched with growing surprise his polite and distant behaviour to Elinor, which was very unlike a lover's. And when she heard that he had already been in Devonshire for a fortnight, without coming to see Elinor, she almost began to feel dislike for him.

'Have you been to Sussex recently?' asked Elinor.

'I was at Norland about a month ago,' replied Edward.

'How does dear, dear Norland look?' cried Marianne.

'Dear, dear Norland,' said Elinor, 'probably looks much the same as it usually does at this time of year—the woods and walks thickly covered with dead leaves.'

'Oh!' cried Marianne, 'those falling leaves gave me such delight! How I used to love seeing them driven around me by the wind! Now there is no one to watch them, no one to care.'

'It is not everyone,' said Elinor, 'who has your passion for dead leaves.'

They all returned to the cottage together, where Edward received the kindest possible welcome from Mrs Dashwood. Under her warm influence he began to lose his shyness, or coldness, and to become more like himself, but he still did not seem cheerful. This was noticed by the whole family.

'Well, Edward,' said Mrs Dashwood, after dinner, 'what are your mother's plans for you at present? Does Mrs Ferrars still want you to be a politician?'

'No, I hope my mother realizes I can never do that. I am afraid she and I will never agree in our choice of a profession for me. As you know, I did not enjoy studying law. I have always preferred the Church, but that is too ordinary for my family.'

'So how are you to become famous? Because that is what all your family wants, I understand.'

'I shall not attempt it. I have no wish to be grand or important, and I have every reason to hope I never shall be.'

'I know you are not ambitious, Edward.'

'No. I wish, like everybody else, to be perfectly happy, but in my own way. Greatness will not make me happy.'

'How right you are!' cried Marianne. 'What has wealth or greatness to do with happiness?'

'Greatness has very little,' said Elinor, 'but wealth has much to do with it.'

'Elinor!' cried Marianne, shocked. 'Money can only give happiness where there is nothing else to give it. Beyond answering our basic needs, money is of no use to us at all.'

'Perhaps,' said Elinor, smiling, 'we may agree in the end. Your basic needs and my wealth are very much alike, I expect. Come, what is your basic figure?'

'Two thousand a year, not more than that.'

Elinor laughed. 'Two thousand a year! One is my wealth! I guessed what you would say.'

'And yet two thousand a year is not a large income. A family cannot live on less. The right number of servants, a carriage, and horses for riding, cannot be paid for with less than that.'

Elinor smiled again, to hear her sister describing so accurately her future life with Willoughby.

During Edward's visit, Elinor was careful to behave to him with her usual politeness and interest, but in her heart she was alarmed by his coldness towards her. It was clear that he was unhappy, and she doubted very much whether he still loved her. She could see, however, that his feelings were confused; sometimes, for a moment, he looked at her as he used to, and this gave her hope again.

The next day, as Marianne was passing some tea to Edward, she noticed a ring on his finger, and mentioned it.

'I never saw you wear a ring before, Edward,' she cried. 'Is that your sister's hair in the ring? But surely hers is darker?'

Edward blushed deeply, and looking quickly at Elinor, said, 'Yes, it is Fanny's hair. It looks lighter than it really is.'

Elinor had met his eye, and knew the truth. She felt sure that the hair was her own, but it must have been taken from her without her knowing. She was not in the mood, however, to disapprove of this action, and changed the subject quickly.

The Dashwoods were sorry to hear that Edward had to leave them after only a week. Although he expressed his great pleasure at seeing such old friends, and could give no good reason for his departure, there seemed to be something forcing him to leave.

Elinor blamed his mother for his rather odd behaviour. His lack of cheerfulness could easily be explained by his lack of independence. She wondered when, if ever, his mother would finally drop all her ambitions for him, and allow him to make his own choices in life. A more comforting thought was the memory of his pleasant looks and words to her during his visit, and above all, the proof of his affection that he wore round his finger.

In spite of the painfulness of Edward's departure, Elinor was determined to hide her feelings, and show a brave face to the world. Doing this did not lessen her sadness, but at least prevented her family from worrying about her. Marianne could not admire such behaviour, so unlike her own; she believed that self-control was easy for calm natures like Elinor's, and simply impossible for passionate ones like hers.

One morning soon after Edward had left, Sir John and Lady Middleton and Mrs Jennings came to visit the Dashwoods, bringing with them Mr and Mrs Palmer. Charlotte Palmer was Mrs Jennings' younger daughter, but was completely unlike her sister, Lady Middleton, in every way. She was short and rather fat, had a very pretty face, and smiled or laughed all the time. Her husband was a serious-looking young man, who made no effort to please or be pleased. He read the newspaper for most of the visit, only lifting his head from time to time to give a cross, unsmiling answer to his wife's foolish questions. She, however, took an immediate liking to Elinor and Marianne, and spent much time in conversation with Elinor in particular. When Elinor realized that their home was in Somerset, near Willoughby's, she hoped to hear more about his character, so she asked Mrs Palmer if they knew him.

'Oh yes, I know him extremely well,' replied Mrs Palmer. 'Not that I ever spoke to him, indeed, but I have often seen him in town. Everybody likes and admires him. I know very well why you ask. I am delighted that your sister is to marry him!'

'You know much more of the matter than I do,' said Elinor, surprised, 'if you have any reason to expect that.'

'Don't pretend it's not true, because you know it's what everybody in London is talking of.'

'My dear Mrs Palmer!'

'On my honour, they all talk of it. I met Colonel Brandon on Bond Street, and he told me of it immediately.'

'You surprise me very much. I would not expect Colonel Brandon to give such information, even if it were true.'

'Well, when I met him, I said, "Colonel, I hear there is a new family at Barton Cottage, and mama says the girls are very pretty, and that one of them is engaged to Mr Willoughby. Is it true?" And he said nothing, but from his expression I knew it was certain. Of course, I have known Coloner Brandon a long time. I believe,' she added in a low voice, 'he would have been very glad to marry me if he could. But mama did not think him a good enough husband for me. In any case, I am much happier as I am. Mr Palmer is just the kind of man I like.'



cousin n. a relative descended from a common ancestor, such as a grandparent, by two or three steps in a diverting line 远亲

deceive v. to make someone believe something that is not true in order to get what you want 欺骗

bitterly adv. in a way that makes you very unhappy, or show that you are very unhappy 痛苦地

fortnight n. two weeks 两星期

politician n. someone who works in politics, especially an elected member of a parliament or similar institution 政治家（尤指议员等）

accurate adj. accurate information, reports, descriptions etc are correct because all the details are true （信息、报道、描述等）准确的

cross adj. angry or annoyed 生气的，恼怒的


4．去与来

第二天早上，达什伍德夫人要和两个女儿一起去拜访米德尔顿夫人。玛丽安娜希望留在家里，她母亲知道肯定是威洛比答应在玛丽安娜独自在家时来看她，所以就爽快地答应了。她们从庄园回来时，发现正如她们预料的一样威洛比的马车停在屋外。但令她们感到意外的是进门时却看到玛丽安娜大哭着冲出客厅跑上楼去。她们吃惊而焦虑地走进房间，发现威洛比独自待在里面，像玛丽安娜一样神情激动。

“玛丽安娜病了吗？”达什伍德夫人大声问。

“我希望没有，”他回答道，并尽力装出快活的样子，“其实我才快要病倒了，因为我正忍受着极度失望的折磨。我以后不能来看你们了。我的亲戚史密斯夫人今天早上决定派我去伦敦办事。我只是她的一个穷亲戚，凡事都得依靠她，因此必须对她惟命是从。我已经离开了艾伦汉姆，我现在是来和你们告别的。”

“这太不幸了。不过但愿史密斯夫人的差事不会让你和我们分离太久。”

他涨红了脸答道：“您真是太好了，但我恐怕一时回不了德文郡。我一年内都不会再来看史密斯夫人了。”

“那么你就只有史密斯夫人这一个朋友吗？难道只有艾伦汉姆这一栋房子欢迎你吗？我亲爱的威洛比啊！你来巴顿小屋做客用不着等我们事先邀请吧？”

他的脸变得更红了，眼睛直勾勾地盯着地板，他只是回答道：“你们对我太好了。”

达什伍德夫人吃惊地望着埃莉诺，而埃莉诺也同样感到吃惊。

片刻的沉默过后，威洛比语无伦次地补充说：“眼下，我，我不能自己支配时间……我无法希望……”他停住了。然后，他无力地笑着说：“继续这样说下去实在很傻。既然以后再也不能享受跟朋友在一起的快乐，再耽搁下去只是对自己的惩罚。”他匆匆地道别后起身离去。他的马车很快就看不到了。

达什伍德夫人对威洛比突然离去的担忧和惊慌已经超出了她所能表达的范围。埃莉诺也为威洛比的异常举动而心神不宁。她一会儿害怕威洛比根本就没有认真想过娶玛丽安娜为妻，一会儿又担心他们之间发生了一场不幸的争吵。但她最强烈的情感是对玛丽安娜的怜悯，她这会儿一定陷入了最深沉的悲伤；而她浪漫的天性只会加重她的哀愁。

达什伍德夫人很快就平静下来，可以跟长女谈论眼下的情况了。她现在感觉好了一些，也已经说服自己相信威洛比只不过是奉他富有的亲戚之命才离开德文郡的，因为史密斯夫人怀疑并且不赞同他同玛丽安娜的婚约。“他最大的愿望，”她继续说道，“肯定是尽早回到巴顿来。”

埃莉诺耐心听着，也觉得事情很有可能是这样的。

“但是如果他俩真的订婚了，”她说道，“尽管隐瞒史密斯夫人或许是必要的，但实在没有理由不让我们知道啊。”

“我亲爱的孩子！”她母亲大声说，“你一边指责威洛比和玛丽安娜隐藏他们的感情，一边又指责他们过于公开直露地表露感情，这实在是很奇怪。”

“对于他们之间的感情我不需要任何证据，”埃莉诺说道，“但是我的确想要他们已有婚约的证据。”

“对这两件事我毫不怀疑。难道他在玛丽安娜面前的表现——至少是近两周来——没有证明他深爱她并把她当成自己未来的妻子吗？埃莉诺，我们怎么可能怀疑他们之间的婚约呢？威洛比一定意识到了你妹妹对他的爱情。他怎么能够在向她表白之前离她而去，更何况也许一去要好几个月？”

“我承认，”埃莉诺说道，“所有迹象都表明他们已经订婚了，除了一件事——那就是他们对这事三缄其口——而在我看来这是最大的问题所在。”

“哦，埃莉诺，我真的不明白你在想什么！你更愿意相信坏事而非好事。难道你怀疑威洛比吗？难道他不是一个看重荣誉和感情的人吗？你总不会认为他在欺骗玛丽安娜吧？”

“我希望他没有，我也相信他没有，”埃莉诺大声说，“我真诚地喜爱威洛比，而且怀疑他的意图也让我难过。或许你是对的，他今天上午的奇怪行为只是出于很简单的原因罢了。”

她们直到吃晚饭的时候才见到玛丽安娜，她一言不发地在餐桌旁找到自己的位置坐下。她双眼发红，脸色苍白；她没有抬头看任何人，吃不下饭也不说话。她整晚都沉浸在痛苦中。一有人提起跟威洛比有关的事，她都会立刻痛哭流涕，然而尽管她的家人都非常体谅她的感受，但还是不可能避开所有让她想起他的话题。

如果玛丽安娜在与威洛比分开的第一个晚上还能够安然入睡，她一定会觉得自己感情迟钝。如果在起床的时候不比上床时更疲惫的话，她与家人四目相对的时候一定会羞愧难当。但这根本不用担心。她整晚都在痛苦地哭泣，以至于起床时头痛得厉害。在这天剩余的时间里，以及接下来的几天中，她弹奏所有威洛比喜欢的歌曲、读他们以前一起读过的书、独自在他们以前经常一起去的小山上散步，以此增加她的悲伤直到她的心沉重到无法承受为止。威洛比没有来信，似乎玛丽安娜也并不期盼他的来信。她母亲感到很惊讶，而埃莉诺则再一次担忧起来。

一周后的一天上午，埃莉诺说服玛丽安娜跟她和妹妹一起出去散步。她们沿着屋外的小路往远处走的时候看到一位绅士策马朝她们而来。玛丽安娜立刻快乐地叫喊起来：“是他！我知道那就是他！”

她飞奔过去迎接他，但是埃莉诺喊道：“玛丽安娜，我想你弄错了，那不是威洛比。”

可是玛丽安娜根本听不进去，她一直跑到离骑马者没多远的地方突然停了下来。她已经意识到那个人并不是威洛比。她失望极了。就在这时，那位绅士喊了她一声，她认出那人是爱德华·费拉尔斯。

这一刻，他是世界上唯一一个能被原谅不是威洛比的人，于是她强忍住泪水向他露出微笑。然而寒暄之后，她却惊讶地发现他在埃莉诺面前那种礼貌而疏离的举止完全不像是一个恋人的行为。当她听说他已经在德文郡待了两周却没来看望埃莉诺的时候，她几乎开始厌恶他了。

“你最近去过萨塞克斯郡吗？”埃莉诺问。

“我一个月前去过诺兰庄园。”爱德华回答。

“亲爱的诺兰庄园现在怎么样了？”玛丽安娜大声问。

“亲爱的诺兰庄园，”埃莉诺说，“也许跟往年这个时候一样——树林里和林间小径上都盖满了落叶。”

“哦！”玛丽安娜大声说，“那些落叶曾让我如此地快乐！我过去最喜欢看到它们在我周围随风飘零！现在没有人会去欣赏和在乎它们了。”

“不是每个人，”埃莉诺说，“都像你那样喜欢落叶。”

他们一起回到小屋，爱德华在那里受到了达什伍德夫人最热情的欢迎。被她的热情感染，他开始变得不那么害羞了，或者说不那么冷淡了，他自然了一些，但似乎还是心情低落。大家都注意到了这一点。

“那么爱德华，”达什伍德夫人吃过晚餐后说，“你母亲现在对你有什么打算呢？费拉尔斯太太仍然希望你从政吗？”

“不，我希望我母亲意识到我绝对无法从政。恐怕我和她在我职业的选择上永远无法达成一致。您知道，我不喜欢学习法律。我一直更倾向于进入教会，但这在我家人看来太一般了。”

“那么你怎样才能出名呢？因为在我看来这正是你家人所希望的。”

“我不会有任何这样的企图。我不希望出人头地，而且我有足够的理由认为我永远都会做一个平凡的人。”

“爱德华，我知道你这人没有野心。”

“我没有。我希望跟别人一样过得快乐，不过是以我自己的方式。出人头地并不能使我感到快乐。”

“你说的太对了！”玛丽安娜大声赞同，“财富与出人头地跟快乐又有什么关系呢？”

“出人头地跟快乐没有什么关系，”埃莉诺说，“但是财富却和快乐关系密切。”

“埃莉诺，”玛丽安娜震惊地说，“金钱只有在没有其他东西能够带来快乐的地方才能带来快乐。除了满足我们的基本需求，金钱对我们来说毫无用处。”

“也许吧，”埃莉诺微笑着说，“我们或许最终能够达成一致。我估计你所说的基本需求和我所说的财富基本上是一码事。说吧，你说的基本需求折合成钱数是多少？”

“一年两千英镑，不会超过这个数目。”

埃莉诺笑了。“一年两千英镑！而我说的财富不过一年一千英镑。我就猜到你会这样说。”

“但是一年两千英镑并不算很高的收入。一家人是无法靠低于这个数字的收入生活的。适当数量的佣人、一辆马车还有马，低于这个数目的收入就无法维持这些东西了。”

埃莉诺听到妹妹如此精确地描绘未来与威洛比在一起的生活，再一次笑了起来。

爱德华做客期间，埃莉诺谨慎地在他面前表现出她一贯的礼貌和关心，但是对方的冷淡使她暗自警觉起来。他明显情绪不佳，而她非常怀疑他是否仍然爱她。但她看得出来他的心中充满了困惑；有时他会用从前看她的那种眼神望她一会儿，这重新给了她希望。

次日，玛丽安娜递茶给爱德华的时候，注意到他手上戴着一枚戒指，于是开口问他。

“我以前从来没有见过你戴戒指，爱德华，”她说，“戒指上是你妹妹的头发吗？但是她头发的颜色肯定比这更深。”

爱德华的脸涨得通红，他很快地看了埃莉诺一眼，说：“是的，这是范妮的头发。看起来比实际颜色要浅些。”

埃莉诺已经看到了他的眼睛并知道了真相。她确信那是自己的头发，但那一定是趁她不注意时剪去的。然而她没有心情来谴责这种行为，于是很快转换了话题。
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达什伍德一家听说爱德华一周后就要走都感到十分遗憾。他说与老朋友们重逢很快乐，但却无法给出离开的合适理由，似乎有什么东西迫使他离开。

埃莉诺将他的反常归罪于他的母亲。他缺乏独立才会这么闷闷不乐。她不知道他的母亲何时才会放弃对他的所有期望，允许他自己选择生活。让她稍感慰藉的是回忆他做客期间令人愉快的外表和言语，最重要的是他对她感情的证明就戴在他的手指上。

尽管爱德华的离开令她感到痛苦，埃莉诺决心隐瞒内心的感受，做出一副勇敢的样子。尽管这样做并不能减少她的痛苦，但至少能不让她的家人为她担心。玛丽安娜无法欣赏这种与自己迥然相异的做法；她认为自控对像埃莉诺这种天性冷静的人来说很容易，但是对她那种天性充满热情的人来说简直是不可能的。

爱德华走后没多久的一天上午，约翰爵士、米德尔顿夫人和詹宁斯夫人前来拜访达什伍德一家，与他们同行的还有帕尔默夫妇。夏洛特·帕尔默是詹宁斯太太的小女儿，但完全不像她的姐姐米德尔顿夫人。她个子不高，比较胖，脸蛋很漂亮，总是在笑。她丈夫是一个表情严肃的年轻人，他既不屑讨好人也不屑被人讨好。他在做客的多数时间里都在读报纸，只是时不时地抬起头来不耐烦地板着脸敷衍他妻子愚蠢的问题。不过他妻子很快就喜欢上了埃莉诺和玛丽安娜，大部分时间都与埃莉诺交谈。埃莉诺发现他们住在离威洛比家不远的索美塞，想更多地了解一下他的人品，于是问帕尔默夫人是否认识他。

“哦，是的。我当然认识他，”帕尔默夫人说，“我没有跟他说过话，但是我经常在城里看到他。大家都喜欢他。我知道你为什么问我这个。我很高兴你妹妹要嫁给他了！”

“如果你有充足的理由这么说，那你比我对这件事知道得还多。”埃莉诺吃惊地说。

“不要假装这不是真的，因为你要知道大家在伦敦就是这么议论的。”

“我亲爱的帕尔默夫人！”

“我以我的名誉起誓，他们都是这样说的。我在邦德街遇到了布兰登上校，他立刻跟我说了这件事。”

“你让我很吃惊。我没有想到布兰登上校会向你提供这样的消息，即使这是真的。”

“当我遇到他的时候，我说：‘上校，我听说巴顿小屋里搬来了一家人，妈妈说那家的女儿们非常漂亮，其中一个已经与威洛比先生订婚了。这是真的吗？’他什么都没说，但是看他的表情我就知道这千真万确。当然，我跟布兰登上校是老相识了。我相信，”她低声补充说，“如果可以的话，他一定会很愿意娶我的。但是妈妈并不认为他适合做我丈夫。不管怎样，我现在很幸福。帕尔默先生正是我喜欢的那种男人。”


5
Lucy Steele's secret

The Palmers returned to Somerset the next day. But it Was not long before Sir John had more visitors at Barton park. On a morning's excursion to Exeter, he and his mother-in-law had met two young ladies, the Miss Steeles, whom Mrs Jennings discovered to be distant cousins. Sir John, always eager for society, immediately invited them to stay at the Park as, soon as they were available, and, most fortunately, they were able to accept the invitation almost at once.

The young ladies arrived. Their appearance was by no means unfashionable, their dress was elegant, and their manners were very polite. They were delighted with the house and furniture, and they happened to be so madly fond of children that Lady Middleton had an excellent opinion of them by the time they had been at the Park for an hour. Sir John hurried off to Barton Cottage to tell the Miss Dashwoods.

'They are the sweetest girls in the world!' he said. Elinor smiled at this. She knew that, for Sir John, the sweetest girls in the world were in every part of England, with every possible kind of face, figure, and character. Sir John wanted the whole family to walk to the Park immediately and look at his guests. Kind, thoughtful man! It was painful to him even to keep a third cousin to himself. But in spite of his efforts, he could only gain the Dashwoods' promise to visit the Park in a day or two.

When the promised visit took place, they found nothing to admire in the appearance of the elder Miss Steele, who was nearly thirty, with a very plain face. However, the younger, Miss Lucy Steele, who was not more than twenty-three, had a considerable beauty. Her face was pretty, she had a sharp, quick eye, and she held herself with a certain air. Elinor soon noticed the pleasing manners and constant attentions with which they were winning Lady Middleton's approval. They were full of praise for the beauty and intelligence of her children, and full of admiration for Lady Middleton herself. Fortunately for those who use these clever tricks, a fond mother can never hear enough praise of her children, and therefore will swallow anything. Lady Middleton watched proudly as her spoilt children pulled the Miss Steeles' hair, stole their sewing scissors, and tore their books; she felt no doubt that the Miss Steeles were enjoying this quite as much as her children. She was only surprised that Elinor and Marianne should sit so calmly, without taking any part in the enjoyment.

'How playful dear little William is!' she said lovingly, as her second boy violently pulled Miss Steele's finger. 'And here is my sweet Annamaria, such a quiet little thing!' She bent to kiss her daughter, but unfortunately a pin in her dress scratched the child's neck. Violent screams rang out, and the Miss Steeles rushed to help the suffering child. The little girl realized that the louder she screamed, the more attention she would receive, and nothing could be done to calm her. Finally her mother was forced to carry her upstairs, in search of her nurse, and the four young ladies were left in a quietness which the room had not known for many hours.

'Poor little creature!' said the elder Miss Steele.

'I do not think there was any real cause for alarm,' said Marianne firmly.

'What a sweet woman Lady Middleton is,' said Lucy Steele.

Marianne was silent, as it was impossible for her to say what she did not feel. It was Elinor who was forced to reply.

'She is a very fond mother,' she said, truthfully.

'And the children!' cried Lucy. 'I love to see children full of life and fun! I cannot bear them quiet.'

'I confess,' replied Elinor, 'that while I am at Barton Park, I never think of quiet children with any displeasure.'

A short silence was broken by the elder Miss Steele, who suddenly changed the subject by saying, 'How do you like Devonshire, Miss Dashwood? I suppose you were very sorry to leave Sussex. Norland is a beautiful place, is it not?'

'We have heard Sir John admire it,' said Lucy quickly.

Elinor was surprised that the Miss Steeles seemed to know so much about her family. 'Indeed, it is a lovely place.'

'And had you a great many handsome young bachelors there?' asked Anne Steele. 'I am afraid you may find it dull here. I do like a place with a lot of good-looking young men, but they must dress well and behave politely. I suppose your brother was quite an elegant young man before he married?'

'Well,' replied Elinor, 'if he was before he married, he still is, because he has not changed at all.'

'Oh dear, I never think of married men being handsome young men—they have other things to do.'

'Good heavens, Anne!' cried her sister. 'You can talk of nothing but young men—you will make Miss Dashwood believe you think of nothing else!' And she turned to another subject.

This one meeting with the Miss Steeles would have been quite enough for Elinor, who disliked the vulgar freedom and foolishness of the elder, and the clever pretences of the younger. She left the Park without wishing to know them better. The Miss Steeles, however, thought differently, and so did the sociable Sir John. Soon the young ladies of both houses were sitting or walking together for an hour or two almost every day. Anxious that they should get to know each other well, Sir John had helpfully informed the Miss Steeles of all the details of the Dashwoods' lives, and soon Anne Steele congratulated Elinor on her sister's fortunate engagement to a very fine young man.

'What a good thing to be married so young,' she added. 'I hear he is extremely handsome. I hope you may have such good luck yourself—but perhaps you have someone already.'

The Miss Steeles also heard from Sir John, with many smiles and jokes, about Elinor's suspected attachment to a young man who had recently visited Devonshire.

'His name is Ferrars,' whispered Sir John, so that everyone could hear, 'but it's a great secret.'

'Ferrars!' repeated the elder Miss Steele. 'Mr Ferrars? Your sister-in-law's brother, Miss Dashwood? A very pleasant young man. We know him very well.'

'How can you say that, Anne?' cried Lucy, who nearly always corrected everything her sister said. 'We have only seen him once or twice at my uncle's.'

Elinor was astonished. Who was this uncle? Where did he live? And how did they come to know Edward? She wished very much to have the subject continued, but nothing more was said about it, and she preferred not to ask questions hereself.

In the next few days, Lucy missed no opportunity of engaging Elinor in conversation. She was naturally clever, and often amusing, and as a companion for half an hour Elinor found her quite pleasant. However, she knew nothing of books, music or painting, in spite of her constant efforts to appear well informed. Elinor pitied her for her lack of education, but disliked her insincerity, her dishonesty, and the narrow self-interest that lay behind all her words and actions.

One day, as they were walking alone together, Lucy said, 'You will think my question strange, no doubt, but do you personally know your sister-in-law's mother, Mrs Ferrars?'

Elinor did think the question strange. 'I have never seen her,' she answered, a little distantly.

'Then you cannot tell me what sort of woman she is?'

'No,' replied Elinor, cautious of giving her real opinion of Edward's mother. 'I know nothing of her.'

Lucy looked fixedly at Elinor. 'I wish I could tell you—I hope you will believe I am not just being curious or impolite.' She hesitated. 'I do want your good opinion. And I am sure I would not have the smallest fear of trusting you, indeed I would be very glad of your advice. I am in such an uncomfortable situation! I am sorry you do not happen to know Mrs Ferrars.'

'I am also sorry,' said Elinor in great astonishment, 'if it could be of any use to you to know my opinion of her. But I never understood you were at all connected with that family.'

'I do not wonder at your surprise. Mrs Ferrars is nothing to me at present, but the time may come when we may be very closely connected.' She looked shyly down as she said this, with only a quick look sideways at Elinor.

'Good heavens!' cried Elinor. 'What do you mean? Connected—with Mr Robert Ferrars?' And she did not feel much delighted with the idea of such a sister-in-law.

'No,' replied Lucy, 'not with Mr Robert Ferrars—I never saw him in my life—but,' fixing her eyes on Elinor, 'with his elder brother, Edward.'

Elinor looked at Lucy in silent astonishment.

'You must be surprised,' continued Lucy, 'because of course he never mentioned it to any of your family. It is a great secret, and none of my relations know of it except Anne. I would never have told you, if I had not trusted you completely. And I really thought I ought to explain my behaviour in asking about Mrs Ferrars. I know Mr Ferrars will not be displeased when he hears I have told you, because he has the highest opinion in the world of all your family, and looks on you and the other Miss Dashwoods quite as his own sisters.'

Elinor forced herself to speak calmly. 'May I ask how long you have been engaged?'

'We have been engaged for four years now.'

'Four years!' Elinor still felt unable to believe it.

'My sister and I often stayed at my uncle's house near Plymouth, here in Devonshire. Edward came to study law there for four years, and so we met, and became engaged. I was very unwilling to enter into it, as you may imagine, without his mother's approval, but I was too young and loved him too well to be as cautious as I ought to have been. Dear Edward! Look, I carry his picture everywhere with me.'

She took from her pocket a small painting and showed it to Elinor. Elinor's last doubts of the truth of Lucy's story disappeared as she recognized Edward's face.

'You can't think how I am suffering,' continued Lucy. 'Everything is so uncertain, and we see each other so infrequently! I wonder my heart is not broken.' Here she put a hand to her eyes, but Elinor did not feel sympathetic.

'Sometimes,' Lucy added, 'I think it would be better for both of us if I broke off the engagement completely.' She looked sharply at her companion. 'But then I cannot bear the thought of making him miserable. And to me, too, he is so very dear. What would you advise me to do, Miss Dashwood?'

'I am afraid I cannot advise you in such a situation. You must decide for yourself.'

'Poor Edward! His mother must provide for him one day, but he is so depressed about his future! Did you not think him unhappy when he arrived at Barton recently?'

'Yes,' said Elinor, aware of yet another fact in support of Lucy's story.

'He had been staying with us at my uncle's. It made him so miserable, not being able to stay more than a fortnight, and seeing me so upset. He still feels just the same. I heard from him before I left Exeter.' Taking a letter from her pocket, she waved the envelope in Elinor's direction.

Elinor recognized Edward's writing, and finally had to accept that they must be engaged. Her heart sank within her.

'Poor Edward does not even have a picture of me,' Lucy went on, 'although I have his. But I gave him a lock of my hair in a ring recently, and that was some comfort to him, he said. Perhaps you noticed the ring on his finger?'

'I did,' said Elinor. Her voice was calm, but her calmness hid an unhappiness greater than she had ever felt before. She was shocked, confused, and miserable.

Here their conversation ended, and Elinor was left alone, to think. She felt sure that Edward's affection was still hers. He certainly loved her, and had never intentionally deceived her. Unfortunately, he was now tied by an early and foolish engagement to a pretty, but insincere, vulgar and selfish girl, whose main interest lay in his future income. Elinor's tears flowed more for Edward than herself. She had lost her chance of happiness with him, but would only be miserable for a time, while he had nothing at all to look forward to in life.

Over the next few days, Elinor took great care to hide her unhappiness. She was glad to spare her family the shocking news of Edward's secret engagement, as she knew that their affection and sorrow would only add to her misery. At convenient moments, she returned to the subject in quiet conversation with Lucy. She learnt that Lucy was determined to hold Edward to the engagement, and that Lucy was jealous of her because Edward, apparently, always spoke of her with great admiration. Indeed, what other reason could Lucy have for telling Elinor her secret, if not to warn her to keep away from Edward?

Elinor realized with great sadness that Edward was not only without affection for his future wife, but that he had not even the chance of being reasonably happy in marriage.



available adj. someone who is available is not busy and has enough time 有暇的

swallow v. to immediately believe a story, explanation etc that is not actually true 轻信

truthfully adv. honestly 如实地

confess v. acknowledge or admit 坦白

suspect v. to think that something is probably true or likely, especially something bad 猜想，怀疑

fixedly adv. looking at only one thing 专注地

astonishment n. great surprise or amazement 惊愕

provide for to give someone the things they need, such as money, food, etc 供养

reasonably adv. to a satisfactory degree, although not completely 相当地


5．露西·斯蒂尔的秘密

帕尔默夫妇于次日返回了索美塞。但是很快约翰爵士就为巴顿庄园带来了新的客人。一天上午，他和他的岳母在去埃克塞特的路上遇见了斯蒂尔家的两位小姐，詹宁斯太太发现她们原来还是远房亲戚。一贯热衷于社交活动的约翰爵士立刻邀请她们在有空的时候去他的庄园小住。她们几乎马上就接受了邀请，这真是再好不过了。

这两位年轻小姐来到了庄园。她们外表时髦，穿着高雅，举止彬彬有礼。她们对房子和家具赞不绝口，她们对孩子狂热的喜爱更使她们在到来仅仅一个小时后就给米德尔顿太太留下了十分良好的印象。约翰爵士匆忙赶往巴顿小屋告诉达什伍德家的小姐们。

“她们是世界上最可爱的女孩！”他说。埃莉诺听了这话笑了。她知道对于约翰爵士来说，英格兰到处都是世上最可爱的女孩，她们有着各种各样的长相、身材和性格。约翰爵士想要达什伍德一家立刻动身前往他的庄园去见见他的客人们。真是个善良体贴的人！对他来说，让她们错过一个认识他的远亲的机会也是痛苦的。但是尽管他费尽口舌，达什伍德一家只答应一两天后再去庄园拜访。

当达什伍德一家按照许诺来到庄园的时候，她们并不觉得年长的斯蒂尔小姐相貌过人，她已年近30，相貌平庸。然而，年纪稍小的露西·斯蒂尔小姐确实是个美人。她不过23岁，有漂亮的脸蛋，明亮而活泼的眼睛，身上带有一种独特的气质。埃莉诺很快注意到她们赖以赢得米德尔顿太太欢心的得体举止和持久的殷勤。她们不停地夸米德尔顿太太的孩子们漂亮聪颖，对米德尔顿太太本人更是充满溢美之词。一个溺爱孩子的母亲永远听不够对她孩子的夸奖，因此她会接受任何赞美，这对那些耍这种花招的人来说真是幸运。米德尔顿太太自豪地看着被她宠坏了的孩子们拉扯斯蒂尔姐妹的头发，偷走她们的缝纫剪刀，撕坏她们的书籍。她毫不怀疑斯蒂尔姐妹和她的孩子们一样乐在其中。她只是奇怪为何埃莉诺和玛丽安娜安静地坐着而不与孩子们同乐。

“亲爱的小威廉玩得多么起劲儿啊！”她钟爱地说。她的小儿子正拼命地拉扯着斯蒂尔小姐的手指。“还有我的宝贝安娜玛丽娅，多么安静的小东西！”她弯腰去亲吻女儿，但不幸的是她裙子上的一枚别针划到了孩子的脖子。孩子放声尖叫，斯蒂尔姐妹赶忙去安慰被弄痛的孩子。小女孩意识到她哭得越响就越受人注意，于是不顾一切地闹，怎么也没法让她安静下来。最后，她母亲不得不抱她上楼去找她的保姆，把四位小姐留下来，房间里已经好几个小时没这么安静了。

“可怜的小家伙！”年长的斯蒂尔小姐说。

“我不认为有什么好紧张的。”玛丽安娜口气坚决地说。

“米德尔顿太太是位多么和蔼亲切的女士啊！”露西·斯蒂尔说。

玛丽安娜闭口不语，因为她做不到口是心非。倒是埃莉诺被迫答话。

“她是个很爱孩子的母亲。”她如实地说。

“还有那些孩子们！”露西大声说，“我喜欢看到孩子们活泼快乐！我无法忍受他们太安静。”

“我承认，”埃莉诺回答，“在巴顿庄园的时候，我从来不觉得安静的孩子有什么令人不快的地方。”

短暂的沉寂后，年长的斯蒂尔小姐突然转换了话题说：“达什伍德小姐，你觉得德文郡怎么样？我猜你离开萨塞克斯郡很难受。诺兰庄园是一个美丽的地方，不是吗？”

[image: alt]

“我们听约翰爵士称赞过那里。”露西很快地说。

埃莉诺很吃惊，因为这两位斯蒂尔小姐似乎知道很多她家的事。“那儿确实是个漂亮的地方。”她说。

“那儿有很多年轻英俊的单身汉吗？”安妮·斯蒂尔问道，“我猜你可能觉得这里很沉闷。我喜欢有很多英俊小伙子的地方，但是他们必须穿着得体，举止文雅。我猜你哥哥婚前一定是个很高雅的年轻人吧？”

“这么说吧，”埃莉诺回答，“如果他婚前是那样的话，那么他现在依旧是那样，因为他一点儿也没有变。”

“哦，亲爱的，我从不把已婚男子看作英俊的年轻人——他们有别的事情要做。”

“天哪，安妮！”她妹妹大声说，“你就会一个劲儿地谈论小伙子——你会让达什伍德小姐以为你除此之外就什么都不想了！”接着她转换了话题。

这次与斯蒂尔姐妹的会面让埃莉诺受够了。她既讨厌当姐姐的粗俗的口无遮拦和愚蠢，又无法忍受做妹妹的自作聪明的假惺惺。她离开庄园的时候毫无与她们深交的愿望。然而斯蒂尔姐妹以及好交际的约翰爵士却有不同的想法。不久之后两家的小姐们几乎每天都有一两个小时在一起小坐或外出散步。约翰爵士热切希望她们能很好地相处，于是把关于达什伍德一家的事都详细地告诉了斯蒂尔姐妹。于是不久之后安妮·斯蒂尔就向埃莉诺祝贺，说她妹妹能与一位非常优秀的小伙子订婚真是幸运。

“那么年轻就能结婚是一件多么美好的事啊，”她补充说，“我听说他帅极了。我希望你自己也有这样的好运——但是也许你已经有对象了。”

谈笑中斯蒂尔姐妹从约翰爵士那里听说埃莉诺似乎与一个最近刚来过德文郡的年轻人之间有恋情。

“他姓费拉尔斯，”约翰爵士低声说，却让大家都听到，“这可是个天大的秘密。”

“费拉尔斯！”年长的斯蒂尔小姐把这个名字重复了一遍，“费拉尔斯先生？是你嫂子的哥哥吗，达什伍德小姐？他是个非常讨人喜欢的小伙子，我们跟他很熟。”

“你怎么能这么说呢，安妮？”露西嚷道，她姐姐说什么她都会纠正，“我们只是叔叔家见过他一两次而已。”

埃莉诺十分吃惊。这个叔叔是谁？他住在哪里？他们是如何认识爱德华的？她非常希望沿着这个话题继续谈下去，但是她们没再多说，而她也不想追问。

在接下来的几天里，露西利用一切机会跟埃莉诺交谈。她天资聪颖，说话时常很风趣，作为一起聊上半个小时的伴儿，埃莉诺觉得她还是挺好的。但是她对书籍、音乐和绘画一无所知，尽管她一直努力装出很懂的样子。埃莉诺同情她缺乏教育，但同时又讨厌她的不真诚、不诚实和她言行背后那狭隘的自私自利。

有一天她俩一起散步的时候，露西说：“你肯定会觉得我的问题很奇怪，你认识你嫂子的母亲费拉尔斯夫人吗？”

埃莉诺确实觉得这个问题很奇怪。“我没见过她。”她回答，口气有一点儿冷漠。

“那么你无法告诉我她是什么样的人喽？”

“我不能，”埃莉诺回答，小心翼翼地不把她对费拉尔斯母亲的真实看法透露出来，“我对她一无所知。”

露西两眼紧盯埃莉诺。“我希望我能够告诉你——我希望你相信我既不好奇也不想无礼，”她迟疑了一下，“我真的希望你对我有个好印象。我确信我一点儿也不害怕信任你，事实上我很乐意听你的建议。我的处境实在让人难受！我很遗憾你不认识费拉尔斯夫人。”

“我也很遗憾，”埃莉诺惊讶地说，“如果知道我对她的看法对你有任何帮助的话。但是我从来都不知道你跟那个家族有任何关系。”

“你的惊讶并不让我吃惊。费拉尔斯夫人目前跟我没有任何关系，但是也许有一天我们会成为亲戚。”她一边说一边羞涩地低下头，很快地用余光瞟了埃莉诺一眼。

“天哪！”埃莉诺说，“你是什么意思？结亲——与罗伯特·费拉尔斯先生吗？”想到要有这么一个妯娌她可不觉得高兴。

“不，”露西回答，“不是与罗伯特·费拉尔斯先生——我从来没有见过他——而是，”她双眼盯着埃莉诺说，“与他的哥哥，爱德华。”

埃莉诺吃惊地默默望着露西。

“你一定很吃惊，”露西继续说，“因为他肯定不曾向你的家人提起过这件事。这是个很大的秘密，除了安妮外我家的人都不知道。如果我不是完全信任你的话，我也不会告诉你。我认为应该向你解释一下我为什么问起费拉尔斯夫人。我知道费拉尔斯先生听说我告诉你这件事后不会不高兴的，因为他对你们全家都有很好的印象，并把你和达什伍德家的其他几位小姐看作他自己的姐妹。”

埃莉诺努力使自己用平静的口吻讲话。“能告诉我你们订婚多久了吗？”

“我们已经订婚四年了。”

“四年了！”埃莉诺仍然感到难以置信。

“我姐姐和我经常住叔叔家里，就在德文郡，靠近普利茅斯。爱德华在那里学了四年法律，于是我们相遇并且订了婚。就像你能想象的那样，我非常不情愿在没有得到他母亲同意的情况下与他订婚，但是那时我太年轻，而且实在是太爱他了，以至于我没有保持应有的谨慎。亲爱的爱德华！你看，我无论到哪儿都带着他的画像。”

她从口袋里拿出一幅小小的画像给埃莉诺看。认出爱德华的脸的同时，埃莉诺完全相信了露西的话。

“你无法想象我所受的煎熬，”露西继续说，“一切都是那么不确定，我们见面的次数又那么少！我甚至怀疑我的心已经碎了。”说到这里她抬手挡住了眼睛，但是埃莉诺却没有感到一丝同情。

“有时候，”露西补充说，“我觉得解除婚约或许对我俩都更好。”她双眼紧盯着埃莉诺，“但是一想到这会让他痛苦，我就承受不了。而且我那么喜欢他。你会建议我怎么做呢，达什伍德小姐？”

“在这种情况下恐怕我给不了你任何建议。你必须自己决定。”

“可怜的爱德华！他母亲总有一天得供养他，可他自己对未来是如此悲观。你不认为他最近来巴顿的时候很不开心吗？”

“的确如此。”埃莉诺说，她意识到这又为露西的话找到了证据。

“他此前一直跟我们一起住在我叔叔家里。他只能待不到两周，又看到我那么难过，为此他心里也很不好受。他的情绪现在还是没有好转。我离开埃克塞特之前收到他的一封信。”说着，她从口袋里拿出一封信朝埃莉诺挥了一下。

埃莉诺认出了爱德华的笔迹。由此她不得不最终认定他们一定是已经订婚了。她的心凉了。

“可怜的爱德华甚至连我的画像都没有，”露西继续说，“尽管我有他的画像。但是我最近给了他一束头发，他把它缠在戒指上，他说那对他来说是些许的慰藉。也许你注意到了他的戒指？”

“是的。”埃莉诺说。她的声音很镇定，但是那镇定下隐藏了她平生最大的忧愁。她感到十分震惊、困惑和痛苦。

她们之间的谈话到此结束了，埃莉诺独自一人留在那里陷入了沉思。她确信爱德华的感情仍然属于她。他肯定是爱她的，而且从来不曾有意欺骗她。不幸的是，他现在被早先的愚蠢婚约绑住了，对方漂亮但虚伪、粗俗而自私，只看重他未来的收入。埃莉诺的眼泪更多的是为爱德华而非她自己而流。她已经失去了跟他在一起共享幸福的机会，但是她只会难过一段时间，而他这一生却没有任何指望了。

在接下来的几天中，埃莉诺小心翼翼地隐藏她的苦恼。让她感到欣慰的是，她向家人隐瞒了爱德华令人吃惊的秘密婚约，因为她知道她们的关怀和悲伤只会加重她的痛苦。在方便的时候，她会跟露西悄悄地再回到这个话题上。她得知露西决心坚持与爱德华的婚约，而且露西嫉妒她，因为爱德华总是毫不掩示地带着爱慕的口吻谈论她。的确，露西向埃莉诺吐露她的秘密无非是警告她跟爱德华保持距离，除此之外还能有什么其他的理由呢？

埃莉诺十分难过地意识到爱德华不但对他未来的妻子毫无感情，甚至没有在这份婚姻中获得什么幸福的机会。


6
Elinor and Marianne in London

Mrs Jennings now began to make plans to return to her house in London, and quite unexpectedly invited the elder Miss Dashwoods to stay with her there.

'I've set my heart on it,' she said in her comfortable way. 'We shall have a very pleasant time together, I know, and if you do not like to go visiting with me, you can always go with one of my daughters. I have had such good luck finding husbands for my girls that I am sure your mother will think me a suitable person to look after you. If I don't get at least one of you married, it won't be my fault!'

Elinor was unwilling to accept, as she knew that her mother would miss her and Marianne very much. She was also aware that Edward and the Miss Steeles would be in London at that time, and wished to avoid meeting them. But Marianne's eagerness to see Willoughby, who would most likely be in town by then, gave Mrs Dashwood an excellent reason for insisting that they should accept Mrs Jennings' generous invitation, and so it was agreed.

During the three-day journey, Elinor had plenty of opportunity to compare Marianne's delightful expectations with her own acceptance of a cheerless future. It was clear from Marianne's bright eyes and happy smiles that she depended on finding Willoughby in London, and Elinor determined to find out more about his character and intentions.

On their arrival at Mrs Jennings' handsome house, the young ladies were given Charlotte's old room, a large and comfortable apartment. Elinor immediately sat down to write to her mother, and Marianne also sat down with pen and paper.

'I am writing home, Marianne,' said Elinor. 'Perhaps you should put off writing for a day or two?'

'I am not writing to mama,' replied Marianne quickly.

Elinor realized Marianne must be writing to Willoughby, and thought with pleasure that the fact of their corresponding must mean they were engaged.

The letters were finished, and sent to the post. During the rest of the evening, Marianne appeared very agitated. She ate almost nothing, and seemed to be anxiously listening to the sound of every carriage. Suddenly after dinner there was a knock on the front door, and Marianne jumped up, moving eagerly towards the sitting-room door. She could not help crying, 'Oh Elinor, it is Willoughby!' and seemed almost ready to throw herself into his arms, when Colonel Brandon entered.

It was too great a shock to bear with calmness, and she immediately left the room. Elinor greeted the colonel. She was particularly sorry that a man so in love with her sister should see that Marianne felt nothing but bitter disappointment in meeting him. He was clearly astonished and concerned to see Marianne leave the room in such a way.

'Is your sister ill?' he asked anxiously.

Elinor answered unwillingly that she was, and talked of headaches, and over-tiredness, and anything that could reasonably explain her sister's behaviour. Their conversation continued on more impersonal subjects, until Mrs Jennings entered the room, with all her usual noisy cheerfulness.

'Oh Colonel!' said she, 'I am so glad to see you! And you see I have brought two young ladies with me. Your friend Miss Marianne is here too—you will not be sorry to hear that. I don't know what you and Mr Willoughby will do about her, between you! But Colonel, where have you been since we saw you at Barton Park? Come, let's have no secrets among friends!'

He replied politely, but gave no real answer, and did not stay long. The ladies all agreed to go to bed early.

The next morning Marianne looked happy again. Yesterday's disappointment seemed forgotten in the cheerful expectation of what was to happen that day. They spent the morning shopping in a fashionable part of London with Mrs Palmer. During this time Marianne was restless and inattentive, always looking out at the street, and wildly impatient to be at home again. As soon as they returned, she ran in eagerly.

'Has no letter been left for me?' she asked the servant.

'No, miss,' he replied.

'Are you quite sure? No card, or letter, or note? How very strange!' she said in a low, disappointed voice.

'Strange indeed!' Elinor thought worriedly. 'If Willoughby is in town, why does he not come, or write? Oh my dear mother, you must be wrong to permit an engagement, between a daughter so young and a man so little known, to continue in such a doubtful and mysterious manner!' For the rest of the day Marianne seemed agitated, unable to concentrate on anything.

When they met at breakfast the next morning, Mrs Jennings said, 'If this sunny weather goes on much longer, Sir John will not want to leave Barton to come to London. It's a sad thing for a sportsman to lose a day's shooting.'

'That is true,' cried Marianne, suddenly cheerful, 'I had not thought of that. This fine weather will keep many sportsmen in the country. But now it is January, it cannot last. I expect we shall have frosts soon, and then they will all come to town. Why, it may even freeze tonight!'

During the next few days, Elinor was both amused and saddened to see Marianne's new-found interest in the weather. 'The wind has changed, has it not, Elinor? I feel sure it is colder than this morning. I think we shall have a frost tonight.'

Mrs Jennings was always very kind to her two young guests. Her domestic arrangements were generous, and her friends were pleasant, if a little dull. Colonel Brandon visited them almost every day; he came to look at Marianne and talk to Elinor, who saw with concern his continued affection for her sister.

About a week after their arrival, they discovered Willoughby's card on the table when they returned from their morning's drive.

'Good heavens!' cried Marianne. 'He has been here while we were out.' From this moment her mind was never quiet; the expectation of seeing him every hour of the day made her unfit for anything. She insisted on being left at home the next morning, when the others went out.

When a note was delivered the next day, she stepped quickly forward to take it. 'For me!' she cried. But it was for Mrs Jennings, and she was again disappointed.

'You are expecting a letter then?' said Elinor, unable to keep silent any longer.

'Yes! A little—not much.' There was a short pause.

'You have no confidence in me, Marianne.'

'Elinor, how can you say that? You, who have confidence in no one!'

'Me!' replied Elinor in some confusion. 'Indeed, Marianne, I have nothing to tell.'

'Nor I,' answered Marianne firmly. 'So our situations are alike. Neither of us has anything to tell; you, because you communicate nothing, and I, because I hide nothing.'

And Elinor, aware that she had promised not to tell Lucy Steele's secret, felt she could not demand greater openness from Marianne than she was herself ready to offer.

The next evening was spent at a dance at Lady Middleton's London home. Once Marianne realized Willoughby was not present, she took no interest in any of the guests, and complained that she found dancing too tiring. But worse was yet to come. On their return, Mrs Jennings told them that Willoughby had been invited, and expressed her surprise that he had not appeared. Marianne looked extremely hurt, and Elinor decided to write to their mother, asking her to find out the truth from Marianne.

Elinor had only just finished her letter the next morning, when Colonel Brandon arrived. Marianne, who hated visitors of any kind except one, left the room before he entered it, and Elinor found herself alone with him. He sat for a time without saying a word, and then asked her, in an agitated manner, whether he should congratulate her on gaining a brother-in-law. Elinor was not prepared for such a question, and asked him what he meant. He tried to smile as he continued, 'Your sister's engagement to Mr Willoughby is very generally known.'

'Her own family do not know it,' Elinor answered.

Surprised, he said, 'I am so sorry, I fear you may think me impolite. I had not supposed any secrecy was intended, as they openly correspond. Just now, when the servant let me in, I saw an envelope in his hand, with Mr Willoughby's address on it in your sister's writing. I came to enquire, but I am afraid I know the answer. Is it impossible for me to...? But I would have no chance of succeeding. Tell me, I beg you, that it is all arranged. Then I shall have no choice but to hide my feelings.'

'I—I am not astonished to hear of their correspondence,' replied Elinor, choosing her words carefully, 'and I am well aware of the affection they have for each other, although they have not yet informed us of the details of their engagement.'

He listened silently. 'I wish your sister all imaginable happiness, and I hope that Willoughby will try to deserve her,' he said in a voice full of feeling, and then rose to leave.

In the next few days, Willoughby neither came nor wrote. Marianne was losing hope, becoming depressed and careless of her appearance. She took no pleasure in dressing for a party she and Elinor were to attend with Lady Middleton. When they arrived in the hot, crowded room, she sank into a chair, not even looking at the other guests. Elinor, however, saw Willoughby standing nearby, in conversation with a very elegant young lady. She turned to Marianne, who noticed him at that moment. Her whole face shone with sudden delight, and she would have run to him at once, if her sister had not caught hold of her.

'Good heavens!' Marianne cried. 'He is there! Oh, why does he not look at me? Why cannot I speak to him?'

'I beg you, be calm,' said Elinor. 'Try to hide your feelings.'

But this was impossible for Marianne. She sat there, her anxiety and impatience written clearly on her face.

At last Willoughby turned round and looked at them both. Marianne jumped up and held out her hand affectionately to him. He came closer, and spoke to Elinor rather than her sister, asking in a hurried manner after Mrs Dashwood.

Marianne blushed deeply and cried, 'What is the meaning of this, Willoughby? Will you not shake hands with me?'

He could not avoid it then, but he held her hand only for a moment. 'I did myself the honour of calling on you last week, when you were unfortunately not at home.'

'But have you not received my letters?' cried Marianne in the wildest anxiety. 'There must be some terrible mistake. Tell me, Willoughby, I beg you, what is the matter?'

He looked ashamed, but, on catching the eye of the young lady with whom he had been talking, his expression seemed to harden. 'Yes,' he said, 'I had the pleasure of receiving information of your arrival in town, which you were so good as to send me,' and turned away to join his friend.

Marianne, looking horribly white, was unable to stand, and Elinor helped her to a chair. Soon Willoughby was seen to leave the party, and as Marianne was clearly unwell, Elinor asked Lady Middleton to take them home. Nothing was said between the sisters, as Marianne was suffering too much to speak. Elinor now realized that for Willoughby the attachment was over, and she felt extreme distaste for his manner of ending it.

Neither sister slept much that night, and it was still dark when Elinor was woken by the sound of agitated sobbing. She saw Marianne, only half dressed, writing as fast as a constant flow of tears would permit her.

'Marianne, may I ask?' said Elinor gently.

'No, Elinor, ask nothing, you will soon know all.'

This was said with a sort of desperate calmness, which lasted only as long as she spoke. It seemed probable that she was writing for the last time to Willoughby.

The letter was given to a servant, to be delivered by hand, and the sisters went down to breakfast. Soon afterwards, a letter arrived for Marianne, who went deathly pale, and instantly ran out of the room. Mrs Jennings laughed comfortably.

'Is that a love letter from Willoughby? Well, well, I never saw a young woman so passionately in love in my life. I hope he won't keep her waiting much longer!'

Eager to know what Willoughby had written, Elinor hurried to their room. Marianne was lying on her bed, sobbing violently. Elinor took her sister's hand, kissed her affectionately several times, and burst into tears herself. Marianne, although unable to speak, seemed to feel her sister's loving sympathy, and silently gave her Willoughby's letter to read.




My dear madam,

I have just had the honour of receiving your letter, for which I thank you. I am concerned to find there was anything in my behaviour last night that you did not approve of, and I beg your forgiveness. I shall always remember my former visits to your family with the most grateful pleasure, but I hope I have never given anyone reason to think that I felt more for you than I ever expressed. You will accept that I could never have meant more, when you understand that my affections have long been engaged, and it will not be many weeks before the lady and I are married.

I obey your orders to return your letters, and the lock of hair which you so kindly offered me.

Your obedient servant,

John Willoughby




Elinor was horrified. She had expected a confession, explanations and reasons, but not expressed in a manner so far from every honourable and gentlemanly feeling. How could Willoughby have written a letter so cruel, so hurtful? It was a relief to her that Marianne had escaped any connection with such a man. She turned to her sister, who now felt able to speak.

'Poor Elinor! How unhappy I make you!'

'I only wish there were anything I could do which might be of comfort to you.'

'Oh Elinor, I am so miserable!' said Marianne, before her voice was completely lost in passionate and bitter sobbing.

'Calm yourself, dear Marianne. Think of how much more you would have suffered if the discovery of his real character had come at the end of your engagement.'

'Engagement!' cried Marianne. 'There has been no engagement. He has not made or broken any promise to me.'

'But he told you that he loved you?'

'Yes—no—never absolutely. He never said it in so many words, but every day I read it in his eyes. I felt myself as firmly engaged as if lawyers had written the agreement for us.'

'Unfortunately, he did not feel the same.'

'He did, Elinor, for weeks and weeks he did! This lock of hair, which he says I offered him—he begged and begged me for it on his knees! And now—Oh! Oh!'

Elinor was quite alarmed for her sister's health, as the violence of her sobbing grew, but she managed to persuade her to take some medicine to calm her restless pain of mind and body. Kind Mrs Jennings showed real concern when she visited the patient. She had heard that Marianne's rival was a Miss Grey, a young woman with fifty thousand pounds a year, and that Willoughby had seriously overspent on his carriages and horses, and needed money urgently. Mrs Jennings had no words hard enough to describe his behaviour. She was sincerely sorry she had joked so often about Marianne's attachment, but, with a return of her natural cheerfulness, hoped that it would be all for the best, because now Marianne could marry Colonel Brandon after all.



set one's heart on to be determined to do something or decide that you definitely to have it 下定决心

corresponding n. writing letters to someone and receive letters from them 通信

agitated adj. so nervous or upset that you are unable to keep still or think calmly 紧张不安的，焦虑的

impersonal adj. having no personal reference or connection 与个人无关的

confidence n. a feeling that you can trust in someone, so that you can tell them something and be sure they will not tell other people 信任

distaste n. a feeling of dislike for someone or something that you think is unpleasant or morally offensive 厌恶

rival n. a person, group, or organization that you compete with in sport, business, a fight, etc 对手，竞争者


6．埃莉诺和玛丽安娜在伦敦

詹宁斯夫人现在计划返回她在伦敦的寓所，而且出人意料地邀请达什伍德家两位年纪较长的小姐去那儿小住。

“我已经决定了，”她以惯常的轻松口吻说，“我想我们会在一起度过美好的时光，如果你们不喜欢跟我一块儿出去，你们可以和我女儿一起结伴出行。我给两个女儿都找到了不错的丈夫，我相信你们的母亲会觉得让我来照顾你们是合适的。如果我没能让你们中的至少一个结成婚，那可就不是我的错了！”

埃莉诺不愿意接受，因为她知道母亲会非常想念她和玛丽安娜。她也意识到爱德华和斯蒂尔小姐那个时候也会在伦敦，她希望能够避开他们。但是由于威洛比到时很有可能在伦敦，玛丽安娜渴望见到威洛比的心情就成了达什伍德夫人坚持她们应该接受詹宁斯夫人慷慨邀请的最佳理由。于是事情就这么定下来了。

在三天的行程中，埃莉诺有足够的机会来比较玛丽安娜兴奋的期待和她自己对阴郁未来的接受。玛丽安娜明亮的眼睛和幸福的微笑清楚地表明她期待能在伦敦找到威洛比，而埃莉诺则决心更加深入地了解此人的性格和意图。

到达詹宁斯夫人漂亮的住所后，两位小姐被安排住在夏洛特原来的房间——一间十分宽敞舒适的屋子。埃莉诺马上坐下来给她母亲写信，而玛丽安娜也拿起笔和纸坐下来。

“我在给家里写信，玛丽安娜，”埃莉诺说，“也许你应该推迟一两天再给家里写信。”

“我不是在给妈妈写信。”玛丽安娜很快地回答。

埃莉诺意识到玛丽安娜一定是在给威洛比写信。她高兴地想，既然他们在通信，那就一定意味着他们已经订婚了。

两封信写完后被送往邮局。在晚上剩余的时间里，玛丽安娜显得非常躁动不安。她几乎什么东西也没有吃，而且似乎是在焦虑地听每一辆过往马车发出的声响。晚餐过后突然从前门传来敲门声，玛丽安娜一下子跳起来，急不可待地冲到起居室门口，情不自禁地喊道：“哦，埃莉诺，是威洛比来了！”就在她几乎已经准备好扑进他怀里的时候，布兰登上校走了进来。

这个震惊大得让她无法镇静地承受，于是她立即离开了房间。埃莉诺问候了上校，特别为他感到难过，一个如此深爱玛丽安娜的男人在见到她的时候却发现她除了痛苦的失望之外没有任何感觉。看到玛丽安娜这样离开房间显然让他很吃惊，也很担心。

“你妹妹病了吗？”他担心地问。

埃莉诺不情愿地回答说她确实病了，又说了头疼、劳累过度以及其他一切能够合理解释她妹妹举动的理由。之后他们又聊了泛泛一些话题，直到詹宁斯夫人带着她惯有的聒噪神采飞扬地走进房间。

“哦，上校！”她说，“见到你太高兴了！你看我带了两位年轻小姐来。你的朋友玛丽安娜小姐也在这里——你听到这个一定不会感到遗憾吧。我不知道你和威洛比先生之间为了她会发生什么！但是上校，自从我们在巴顿庄园分别后你都上哪儿去了呀？说吧，我们朋友之间用不着有什么秘密！”

他礼貌地回答了提问，但是没有给出实质性的答案，而且没过多久就离开了。女士们都觉得该早点上床睡觉。

第二天早上，玛丽安娜看起来又恢复了快乐的样子。她今天又开始满怀兴奋的期许，似乎完全忘掉了前一天的失望。她们花了一个上午跟帕尔默夫人一起去伦敦一个时髦的地区购物。这段时间里玛丽安娜显得烦躁不安而漫不经心，总是朝大街上张望，急不可耐地想要回家。她们一回来，她就冲进屋子。

“有我的信吗？”她问仆人。

“没有，小姐。”仆人回答。

“你确定吗？没有卡片、信件或是字条什么的？真奇怪！”她失望地低声说。

“的确奇怪！”埃莉诺担忧地想，“如果威洛比在城里的话，他为什么不来或是写信呢？哦，我亲爱的妈妈，女儿还这么年轻，你却让她跟一个我们根本不了解的男子确定婚约，而且还让这种关系在这样可疑而捉摸不定的情况下继续下去，你肯定是错了！”在这天余下的时间里，玛丽安娜显得躁动不安，无法集中精神做任何事情。

她们第二天一起吃早饭的时候，詹宁斯夫人说：“如果这样阳光灿烂的天气持续下去的话，约翰爵士就不会想要离开巴顿庄园到伦敦来了。一个酷爱运动的人错过打猎的好日子是一件令人遗憾的事。”

“的确如此，”玛丽安娜大声说着，突然高兴起来，“我没有想到这一点。这样好的天气会让很多酷爱运动的人待在乡间。但现在是一月，这样的天气不会持续很久了。我预计很快就会有霜冻，那时他们就会都回到城里来。甚至今天晚上都有可能上冻！”

在接下来的几天中，埃莉诺看到玛丽安娜新近对天气产生兴趣感到既有趣又难过。“风向变了，不是吗，埃莉诺？我确信现在比今天早上又冷了些。我想今晚应该会有霜冻。”

詹宁斯夫人对她两位年轻的客人总是非常和蔼可亲。她的招待十分周到，她的朋友们也讨人喜欢，只是有些无趣。布兰登上校几乎每天都来看望她们，他过来看一看玛丽安娜并且与埃莉诺交谈。埃莉诺注意到了他对她妹妹的感情仍在继续。

来了一周后，一天早上她们出去兜风，回来后在桌子上发现了一张威洛比的卡片。

“我的天哪！”玛丽安娜喊道，“我们出去的时候他来过这儿。”从这一刻起她的思绪再也无法平静下来，总是觉得他随时会来，根本无法安静下来做任何事。第二天早上其他人出去的时候她坚持留在家里。

第二天有人送来一封便笺，她立刻跑上前去接过来。“是给我的！”她喊道。但是那其实是写给詹宁斯夫人的，她再一次失望了。

“这么说你在等信喽？”埃莉诺说，她再也无法保持沉默了。

“是的！只是觉得可能会有我的信——不太肯定。”玛丽安娜回答时迟疑地停了一下。

“你不信任我，玛丽安娜。”

“埃莉诺，你怎么能这么说呢？你又信任过谁呢！”

“我！”埃莉诺有点困惑地回答，“实际上，玛丽安娜，我没有什么好说的。”

“我也没有，”玛丽安娜坚决地回答，“所以我们一样，都没有什么好说的；你没有什么可说，而我也没有什么要隐瞒。”

埃莉诺意识到她自己曾许诺不泄漏露西·斯蒂尔的秘密，因此她觉得自己无法要求玛丽安娜更加坦率。

第二天晚上她们去参加了米德尔顿夫人在伦敦的寓所里举行的舞会。玛丽安娜发现威洛比不在场后，对所有的客人都没了兴趣，而且抱怨说她觉得跳舞太累。但是更糟的还在后头。她们参加完舞会回来后，詹宁斯夫人告诉她们，威洛比也受到了邀请，听说他没有露面，她很惊讶。玛丽安娜看上去受到了很大的打击，埃莉诺决定写信给她们的母亲，请求她从玛丽安娜那里问出真相。

次日早晨埃莉诺刚写完信，布兰登上校就来了。玛丽安娜觉得除了威洛比之外的所有来访者都很可恶，于是没等他进来就起身离开了，扔下埃莉诺一个人和客人在一起。他一言不发地坐了一会儿，然后有点儿不安地询问埃莉诺他是否该恭喜她有了一个妹夫。埃莉诺没有想到他会问这样一个问题，于是问他到底什么意思。他强笑着往下说道：“很多人都知道你妹妹与威洛比先生订婚了。”

“但是她的家人并不知道这件事。”埃莉诺回答。

他惊讶地说：“我很抱歉，恐怕你会认为我很无礼。既然他俩公开地通信，我就没有想到这件事要保密。就在刚才仆人让我进来的时候，我看见他手上拿着一个信封，上面写着威洛比先生的地址，是你妹妹的笔迹。所以我才询问此事，但恐怕已经得到了答案。我是否有可能……？但是我没有机会成功。我请求你告诉我一切都已成定局。那么我只好隐瞒自己的感受。”

“我——我并不惊讶他们之间有通信，”埃莉诺谨慎地措辞，“而且我很清楚他们彼此间的感情，尽管他们并没有跟我们说他们订婚的细节。”

他安静地听着。“我祝愿你妹妹获得一切能够想象到的幸福，而且希望威洛比能尽力使自己配得上她。”他充满感情地说完后就起身离开了。

在接下来的几天中，威洛比既没有登门也没有写信来。玛丽安娜渐渐失去了希望，变得情绪低落，对自己的外表也漫不经心了。她与埃莉诺和米德尔顿夫人一起出去参加舞会前着装打扮时丝毫不感到快乐。她们一到闷热而拥挤的会场，她就径自坐在椅子里，甚至看都不看其他客人一眼。然而埃莉诺却看见威洛比就站在旁边，正在与一位十分高雅的年轻女子交谈。她转向玛丽安娜，她这时也注意到了他。她的脸被突然而来的喜悦点亮了，要不是她姐姐一把抓住她，她会立即冲向他。
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“我的天哪！”玛丽安娜喊道，“他在这里！哦，为什么他不看我？为什么我不能跟他说话？”

“我请求你保持镇静，”埃莉诺说，“努力隐藏你的感情。”

但是这对玛丽安娜来说是不可能的。她坐在那里，满心的焦虑和不耐烦清楚地写在脸上。

最后威洛比终于转过身来看到了她们俩。玛丽安娜跳起来，热情地向他伸出手。他走近了一些，但却没有理会玛丽安娜，而是向埃莉诺匆匆询问达什伍德夫人的近况。

玛丽安娜涨红了脸，大声说：“你这是什么意思，威洛比？你不愿意跟我握手吗？”

玛丽安娜的话使他无法推托，但是他只握了一下。“上周我荣幸地上门拜访，但不幸的是你恰好不在家。”

“但是难道你没有收到我的信吗？”玛丽安娜焦急地说，“一定是发生了可怕的错误。告诉我，威洛比，求你告诉我到底发生了什么事？”

他看上去很惭愧，但是当他与刚才交谈的那位年轻女子目光相交时，他的表情似乎强硬了起来。“我收到了，”他说，“我很高兴得知你来到城里的消息，你能写信告诉我真是太好了。”说完，他就转身跟他的朋友交谈去了。

玛丽安娜看上去脸色白得吓人，她再也站立不住，埃莉诺把她扶到一张椅子上坐下。她们很快就看到威洛比离开了舞会，由于玛丽安娜明显感觉不适，埃莉诺请求米德尔顿夫人送她们回家。姐妹俩沉默着，因为玛丽安娜痛苦得说不出话来。埃莉诺现在意识到对于威洛比来说这段恋情已经结束了，她对他结束这段恋情的方式感到极为厌恶。

姐妹俩那一夜都没有睡好。天色还没放亮的时候埃莉诺被一阵激动的哭泣声吵醒了。她看到玛丽安娜衣服都没有穿好，正一边流泪一边很快地写信。

“玛丽安娜，我可以问……”埃莉诺轻声问。

“不，埃莉诺，什么也别问，你很快就会知道一切的。”

玛丽安娜说这话的时候带着一种绝望的镇静，说完又哭了起来。看起来她是在给威洛比写最后一封信。

信写完后交给了一个仆人，玛丽安娜嘱咐他亲手交给威洛比，然后姐妹俩下楼吃早饭。不久之后来了一封写给玛丽安娜的信，玛丽安娜读了信之后脸色变得像死人一样白，并且立刻冲出了房间。詹宁斯夫人轻松地笑起来。

“那是威洛比写来的情书吗？好吧，好吧，我这辈子从来没见过一个年轻女子如此狂热地陷入爱情。我希望他不会让她再等很久！”

由于急于想知道威洛比在信中写了什么，埃莉诺急忙跑回她们的房间。玛丽安娜正躺在她的床上号啕大哭。埃莉诺握住她妹妹的手，充满感情地亲吻了她几次，她自己也哭了。尽管玛丽安娜哭得无法说话，也似乎感受到了她姐姐充满爱的同情，她一言不发地把威洛比的来信递给埃莉诺。




我亲爱的女士，

我刚才荣幸地收到了你的来信，我为此向你表示感谢。昨晚我恐怕有让你不满的举动，为此我请求你的原谅。我将永远铭记我从前拜访你家的愉快经历，但是希望我不曾给任何人任何理由认为我对你的感情比我所表达的更加强烈。我的感情早已经有所归属，而且数周之后我就将和她结为连理，我想你能明白我对你不可能有任何过分的意图。

我遵照你的意思把你写给我的信件和一束你慷慨赠予的头发归还给你。

你恭顺的仆人，

约翰·威洛比




埃莉诺读完信后吓呆了。她以为信中会是忏悔、解释和理由，却没想到完全没有一丝值得尊敬而具有绅士风度的感觉。威洛比怎么能够写出一封如此残酷、如此伤人的信呢？让她感到欣慰的是玛丽安娜已经不会再与这样一个男人有什么关系了。她转身面对玛丽安娜，她妹妹这时已经能够说话了。

“可怜的埃莉诺！我害得你这么难过！”

“我只是希望我能做点儿什么让你觉得好受一些。”

“哦，埃莉诺，我是如此痛苦！”玛丽安娜说完又痛哭失声，说不出话了。

“让自己冷静下来，亲爱的玛丽安娜。想一想要是他的真面目在你们婚约的最后一刻才被发现的话，你遭受的痛苦会比现在更大。”

“婚约！”玛丽安娜喊道，“并没有什么婚约。他没有作出或是违背任何承诺。”

“但是他不是曾经告诉你说他爱你吗？”

“是的——不，他从来没有确定地说过。他从来没有用言语表达出来，但是我每天都从他眼睛里读到爱情。我感觉我们已经订婚了，就好像律师已经为我们写好了婚约。”

“不幸的是，他的感觉跟你不一样。”

“他的感觉和我一样，埃莉诺，很多个星期里他的感觉的确和我一样！那束头发，就是他说我主动送给他的那束——是他跪下来一遍遍地请求我给他的！可是现在——哦！哦！”

埃莉诺很担心妹妹的身体，因为她哭得越来越厉害了，但是她成功地劝说她吃了药来抑制肉体和精神上的双重痛苦。好心的詹宁斯夫人来看望玛丽安娜的时候表现出了真诚的关心。她听说玛丽安娜的情敌是一位格蕾小姐，她享受着五万英镑的年金。而威洛比由于在马车和马匹上严重超支，正急需钱用。詹宁斯夫人甚至找不出足够严厉的话来谴责他。她为自己经常拿玛丽安娜的感情开玩笑真诚地向她道歉，不过，她生性乐观，希望这样一来更好，因为现在玛丽安娜终于可以与布兰登上校结婚了。


7
The truth about Willoughby

The next day Marianne felt just as miserable, and could talk about nothing but Willoughby. With affectionate words Elinor encouraged her to talk about her feelings. Marianne was determined to avoid Mrs Jennings' presence, however.

'She cannot feel, Elinor!' she cried. 'Her kindness is not sympathy. She is only interested in me because she will enjoy telling her friends all the details of my sad situation!'

It is unfortunate that many people of excellent intelligence and character, like Marianne, are neither reasonable nor fair. Then something happened after breakfast which sank Mrs Jennings still lower in Marianne's opinion. The sisters were in their room when Mrs Jennings hurried in, holding out a letter in her hand, and with a cheerful smile on her face.

'Now, my dear,' she cried, 'I bring you something that I am sure will do you good.'

At once Marianne imagined a letter from Willoughby, full of affection and believable explanations, instantly followed by Willoughby himself, who would throw himself passionately at her feet. The work of one moment was destroyed by the next. In front of her eyes was her mother's writing, never unwelcome till then, and in the bitterness of her disappointment she felt she had reached the depths of her suffering. She could not speak, and the tears poured down her face.

Mrs Jennings was not at all aware of what she had done, and with many kind words of sympathy, soon left the Miss Dashwoods to read the letter together. It brought them no comfort, as it expressed Mrs Dashwood's complete confidence in, and affection for, Willoughby. Marianne's tears flowed even faster when she thought how shocked and saddened her dear mother would be to hear the news. She was now very eager to return home to Devonshire. Elinor sat down, with a heavy heart, to write to her mother again, telling her how Willoughby had behaved, and asking what they should do.

Just then, there was a knock on the front door, and Marianne, looking out of the window, saw Colonel Brandon outside. She hurried away to her room, and Elinor remained to greet him. He seemed disturbed and unhappy, and asked anxiously after Marianne.

'I have come, hoping to find you alone,' he said, in some confusion, 'because... My only wish is to give comfort, no, not comfort—to support your sister in this difficult time. My feeling for her, for yourself, for your mother... Will you allow me to prove it by telling you some details of—of... If I did not consider it useful, I would not bother you...' He stopped.

'I understand you,' said Elinor. 'You have something to say about Mr Willoughby, that will open his character to us. Telling me would be the greatest proof of friendly feeling for Marianne. I beg you, let me hear it immediately.'

'I must tell you a little about myself first. Perhaps you remember at Barton Park, when I mentioned a young lady I once knew? She was very like your sister, with an eager mind, a warm heart and great sensibility. She was a distant cousin of mine, and from our earliest days we played together and loved each other. But at seventeen she was married, against her wishes, to my brother. Just before the wedding, she and I planned to run away and get married secretly, but my father discovered the plan, and sent me away to join the army. It was an extremely unhappy marriage. My brother did not love or respect her, and spent his time on pleasures most unsuitable for a husband. She was very young, had no friends or family to advise her (I had been sent abroad by then), and my brother's bad example was always with her. I cannot describe the shock I received when I heard, two years later, of her divorce...'

He could not speak for a moment, and when he saw Elinor's concern and sympathy, took her hand and kissed it gratefully.

'When I returned to England three years later, I began to search for her, but she was no longer with her first seducer, the man for whom she had left her marriage. There was every reason to fear she had left him only to sink deeper into a life of dishonour. After six months, however, I did find her, in a debtors' prison. She was so changed, so thin, so ill! She had only a short while to live, so I made sure she was properly looked after, and I was with her in her last moments.'

He stopped for a moment to control himself, then went on. 'With a firmer mind, and a happier marriage, she could have been everything you will live to see in your sister. She left to my care her little girl, Eliza, the child of her first seducer. I sent Eliza to school, and then put her in the care of a very respectable woman living in the country. She is now seventeen. Imagine my horror, when she suddenly disappeared a year ago! For eight long months I searched, and found nothing. You can imagine what I thought, and feared, and how I suffered.'

'Good heavens!' cried Elinor. 'Could Willoughby—'

'The first news of Eliza came in the letter I received at Barton Park, on the morning of our planned excursion to Whitwell. That was why I left so suddenly. Willoughby did not know that I was called away to help someone he had made poor and miserable. But if he had known, would he have cared? No! He had done what no man of feeling would do. He had left the girl whose innocence he had seduced—left her with no home, no friends, and no money.'

'This is beyond everything!' cried Elinor.

'Now you understand what he is like. Imagine what I have felt all these weeks, knowing his character, and seeing your sister as fond of him as ever. Who can tell what his intentions were towards your sister? One day, she will doubtless feel grateful, when she compares her situation with that of my poor Eliza. At least there is no dishonour in your sister's suffering, and every friend of hers must feel concern for her unhappiness, and respect for her bravery in bearing it.'

Elinor thanked the colonel warmly for his kind words. 'Have you,' she continued, 'seen Willoughby since you left Barton?'

'Yes. Once,' he replied seriously. 'As Eliza had confessed to me the name of her seducer, I accused him of dishonourable behaviour and challenged him to a duel. We met by appointment, but both of us returned unwounded. And my poor Eliza has had the child she was expecting, and now remains in the country.'

After this, the colonel left, and Elinor very soon passed on the details of the conversation to her sister. The effect was not quite what she had hoped. Marianne listened attentively, and appeared to accept Willoughby's guilt. She no longer avoided the colonel when he came to the house, and talked to him in a gentle, pitying voice. But she seemed even more depressed, now that Willoughby's good character had been lost, as well as his heart.

Mrs Dashwood's letter of reply arrived next day. Her disappointment was almost more painful than Marianne's, and her anger even greater than Elinor's. But she advised them not to shorten their stay with Mrs Jennings, which had been expected to last five or six weeks, as a speedy return to Barton would only remind Marianne of former happy times with Willoughby. She also hoped that Elinor would see more of the Ferrars family, who would soon be arriving in London.

Sir John, Mrs Jennings, and Mrs Palmer all spoke forcefully about Willoughby, and determined to have nothing to do with him ever again. They talked so much about him, however, that it was a happy relief to Elinor when Lady Middleton showed only calm and polite unconcern. Whenever the subject was discussed she would say gently, 'It is very shocking indeed!', but privately she was already planning to visit Mrs Willoughby, who would be a woman of elegance and fortune.

Mrs Jennings was disappointed to see that the colonel did not look more cheerful now that he no longer had a rival for Marianne. There seemed to be a better understanding between the elder Miss Dashwood and the colonel, and Mrs Jennings, who had quite forgotten Edward Ferrars, began to think that Elinor would become Mrs Brandon.

A fortnight after Willoughby's letter had arrived, Elinor had the painful duty of informing Marianne that he was married. Marianne received the news bravely at first and said nothing; but the tears came later, as wildly and as passionately as before.

About this time, Elinor was sorry to see the Miss Steeles arrive in London, as their presence always gave her pain. Lucy pretended to feel great delight in finding them in town, and Elinor had to use all her self-control to answer politely.

A pleasanter meeting took place a little later, when their brother, John Dashwood, came to visit them at Mrs Jennings'. He enquired after their health and their mother's, and was introduced to Colonel Brandon, who happened to be there. As it was a fine day, he asked Elinor to take a short walk with him. As soon as they were out of the house, his questions began.

'Who is Colonel Brandon? Is he a man of fortune?'

'Yes, he has a large house with some land, and, I believe, about two thousand pounds a year.'

'I think, Elinor, I will soon be congratulating you on making a very respectable marriage. He seems most gentlemanly, and he likes you, I am sure of it.'

'He has not the smallest wish to marry me.'

'You are wrong, Elinor. A very little effort on your side will catch him. Some of those little encouragements, which ladies can so easily give, will fix him, in spite of the smallness of your fortune. You should try for him. How amusing if Fanny had a brother, and I had a sister, marrying at the same time!'

'Is Mr Edward Ferrars,' Elinor said calmly, 'going to marry?'

'It is not actually arranged yet, but the lady is Miss Morton, Lord Morton's only daughter, with thirty thousand pounds of her own. Edward's mother will most generously allow him a thousand a year, if he marries Miss Morton. I wish we could live so comfortably. I am afraid our income is not large enough for us to live as we would like.' And he shook his head sadly at the thought of his own difficulties.

The following week Mr and Mrs John Dashwood gave a grand dinner party. The Middletons, Mrs Jennings, Colonel Brandon, the Miss Dashwoods and the Miss Steeles were all invited. Elinor and Lucy both knew that Mrs Ferrars would be present as well.

'Pity me, dear Miss Dashwood!' whispered Lucy, as they walked up the stairs. 'In a moment I shall see the person on whom all my happiness depends—my future mother-in-law!'

Mrs Ferrars was a little, thin woman, with a disagreeable expression. She was not a woman of many words, but she made it very clear that she strongly disliked Elinor, and as strongly approved of Lucy.

'If she knew Lucy's secret,' thought Elinor, amused, 'how she would hate her!' She felt almost relieved that she could not now hope to become Edward's wife, with such a mother-in-law.

The next morning, Elinor received a visit from Lucy, who had been so delighted by Mrs Ferrars' welcoming behaviour to her that she felt she simply had to tell her dear friend about it.

'She was so kind to me! Did you not notice it? And your sister-in-law too! What elegant, delightful women they are!'

Before Elinor could bring herself to reply, the door opened and Edward walked in. It was a very difficult moment for the three of them, but Elinor took control of the situation. Anxious to show that nothing was wrong, she welcomed him in her usual way. Lucy kept silent, watching Elinor narrowly out of the corner of her eye, while Edward did not know what to say, in his confusion, and could not keep the conversation going. Soon Elinor decided bravely to leave the engaged couple alone for a while, and went to fetch Marianne.

Rushing delightedly into the room, Marianne cried, 'Dear Edward! This is a moment of great happiness!' and looked lovingly at him and her sister. There was a short silence.

'My dear Edward!' Marianne continued. 'Why did you not come last night, to your sister's dinner party? We were all there.'

'I had—an appointment—somewhere else.'

'An appointment! But was that so important, when such friends wanted to see you?'

'Perhaps, Miss Marianne,' said Lucy smoothly, 'you think young men never keep their appointments or their promises.'

Elinor was very angry, but Marianne just answered, 'No, I trust Edward. He is the most thoughtful, unselfish person I have ever met. He would never knowingly hurt anyone, I know.'

This praise was so unacceptable to Edward that he very soon got up to leave, and Elinor had every reason to expect that this painful meeting would not be repeated.

*　　*　　*

John and Fanny Dashwood continued to see Elinor and Marianne at London parties and dances, and John began to wonder about inviting his sisters to stay for a few days.

Fanny, however, was astonished at this suggestion. 'My love, I would ask them with all my heart if it was possible. But I had just decided to ask the Miss Steeles to stay with us. We can ask your sisters some other year, you know.'

Mr Dashwood agreed at once, and Fanny, delighting in her escape, and proud of her quick thinking, wrote to invite Lucy and her sister. This made Lucy really happy. Such an opportunity of being near Edward and his family was the most useful thing in the world for her. And when the invitation was shown to Elinor, she began for the first time to share Lucy's expectations, and prepared herself to hear officially of the engagement.



divorce n. the legal ending of a marriage 离婚

seducer n. somebody who entice other person into sexual activity 诱惑者

duel n. a fight with weapons between two people, used in the past to settle a quarrel （旧时两男子使用武器以解决争执的）决斗

be expecting if a woman is expecting, she is going to have a baby 怀孕

narrowly adv. in a thorough way, looking in detail 仔细地

officially adv. publicly and formally 正式地


7．关于威洛比的真相

第二天玛丽安娜的痛苦丝毫没有减轻，除了威洛比她无法谈论任何事情。埃莉诺温柔地鼓励她说出自己的感受。但是玛丽安娜铁了心要避开詹宁斯夫人说。

“她无法体会，埃莉诺！”她说，“她的热心不是同情。她对我感兴趣，只是因为这样可以把我的悲惨处境详细地说给朋友们听，那会让她很快活！”

不幸的是很多像玛丽安娜这样聪明又好心的人，往往既不理智也不公正。早餐后发生的一件事情使玛丽安娜对詹宁斯夫人的印象更差了。两姐妹在她们房间里的时候，詹宁斯夫人突然冲了进来，满脸笑容地拿出一封信。

“现在，亲爱的，”她大声说，“我给你带来一样东西，肯定会让你好受些。”

玛丽安娜立刻把它想象成一封威洛比的来信，信中饱含感情和令人信服的解释。威洛比本人将随后到来，并将充满感情地拜倒在她脚下。但这幻想立刻就被打破了，出现在玛丽安娜眼前的是她母亲的笔迹，尽管此前母亲的来信从来都不是不受欢迎的。极端的失望让玛丽安娜陷入了痛苦的深渊。她无法说话，泪水沿着脸颊流淌下来。

詹宁斯夫人根本没有意识到她做了什么，她说了许多好心的表示同情的话后就离开了，留下达什伍德姐妹一起看那封信。信中的内容并没有给她们带来什么安慰，因为信中写的全是达什伍德夫人对威洛比的绝对信任和好感。想到她亲爱的母亲听到真相后将会多么震惊和难过，玛丽安娜的眼泪流得更快了。她现在急于返回德文郡的家中。埃莉诺心情沉重地坐下来再次给她母亲写信，告诉她威洛比的所作所为，并询问她们该怎么办。

就在此时，前门传来了敲门声。玛丽安娜从窗户看到布兰登上校站在外面。她急忙转身回到自己的房间去，而埃莉诺则留下来迎接他。他看上去心事重重，情绪低落，并且焦急地询问玛丽安娜的情况。

“我来是希望能单独见你，”他有点困惑地说，“因为……我只是想安慰，不，不是安慰——是在这艰难的时刻支持你的妹妹。我对她的感情，对你的感情，对你母亲的感情……你会允许我给你讲一些细节来证明这一切吗？这些细节是关于……如果不是我认为这些细节很有用，我就不会来打扰你了……”说到这里他停住了。

“我明白你的意思，”埃莉诺说，“你想说一些关于威洛比先生的事情，让我们看清他的本质。你把这些细节告诉我将是你对玛丽安娜感情的最好证明。我请求你马上告诉我。”

“我必须首先告诉你一些关于我自己的情况。也许你记得在巴顿庄园我曾经提到过一位我曾经认识的年轻小姐吧？她和你妹妹很像，一样充满激情、热心、感性。她是我的一位远房表妹，我们从小青梅竹马。但是她17岁的时候违心嫁给了我的哥哥。婚礼举行前夕，她和我计划私奔，然后再秘密结婚。但是我们的计划被我父亲发现了，于是他把我送去参军。那是一段不幸的婚姻。我哥哥既不爱她也不尊敬她，把时间都花在对一个做丈夫的男人来说最不适合的放纵享乐上。她还很年轻，也没有朋友或家人给她出主意（我那时被派到国外去了），而我哥哥这个坏榜样却一直在她眼前。我无法描述两年后听说她离婚时的震惊……”

一时间他说不出话来，看到埃莉诺的关怀和同情，他握住她的手感激地吻了吻。

“三年后我回到英格兰，开始到处寻找她的下落，但她已经离开了第一个引诱她的男人，也就是那个她为之放弃婚姻的人。我担心她离开他之后将陷入更堕落的生活。然而六个月后，我终于找到了她，却是在关押负债者的监狱里。她完全变了，变得如此消瘦，如此病弱！她已经奄奄一息了，我尽了一切努力来保证她得到良好的照料，并陪她走完了最后的日子。”

他停了一会儿来控制自己的情绪，然后接着往下讲：“要是她的意志更加坚强一些，要是她的婚姻更加幸福一些，她本可以拥有你将在你妹妹身上看到的一切。她把她跟第一个引诱她的男人所生的小女儿伊丽莎托付给我。我送伊丽莎去上学，然后把她寄养在乡下一位受人尊敬的女士那里。她现在17岁了。想象一下一年前她突然失踪时我的恐惧！在漫长的八个月时间里我到处寻找她的下落但却一无所获。你能够想象我想到了什么，害怕什么，受了多大的折磨。”

“我的天哪！”埃莉诺喊道，“难道是威洛比——”

“关于伊丽莎的最初消息是我在巴顿庄园收到的一封信，就是在我们打算远足去惠特韦尔的早晨收到的那封信。这也是我突然离开的原因。威洛比不知道我是被叫去帮助一个受到他伤害和折磨的人。但是即便他知道了，他会在乎吗？不会！他做了任何一个有良知的人都不会做的事情。他引诱一个女孩献出童贞后又抛弃了她——她无家可归，无友可依，身无分文。”

“这太过分了！”埃莉诺喊道。

“现在你知道他是哪种人了吧。想象一下这几个星期来我的感受，我知道他的人品，却看到你妹妹还是像往常那样喜欢他。谁知道他对你妹妹有什么企图？总有一天，当她将自己的处境跟我可怜的伊丽莎相比时，她肯定会心怀感激。至少在你妹妹所受的煎熬中没有耻辱，而她的每一位朋友肯定都关注她的痛苦，并且为她承受痛苦的勇气而尊敬她。”

埃莉诺为上校这番善意的话热忱地向他道谢。“你有没有，”她继续说，“在离开巴顿庄园后再见过威洛比？”

“是的，我见过他一次，”他严肃地回答，“伊丽莎向我坦白了引诱她的那个男人的姓名，我斥责了他可耻的行为并向他提出决斗的挑战。我们约定了见面并进行了决斗，但是我们两人都没有受伤。而我可怜的伊丽莎已经生下了他的孩子，她现在住在乡下。”

说完这些，上校就离开了，而埃莉诺很快就把谈话的所有细节告诉了妹妹。但这并没有产生她所希望的作用。玛丽安娜专注地听着，并且似乎接受了威洛比犯下的罪行。上校来拜访她们的时候，她不再故意避着他，而是用一种温柔而同情的语气同他交谈。但是她的情绪似乎变得更加低落了，因为她不仅失去了威洛比的心，现在还否定了他高尚的品格。

次日，达什伍德夫人的回信到了。她甚至比玛丽安娜更失望，比埃莉诺更愤怒。但是她建议她们不要缩短行程——她们原计划在詹宁斯夫人那里住五到六周，因为匆匆返回巴顿小屋只会使玛丽安娜重新想起她原先与威洛比在一起的快乐时光。而且费拉尔斯一家很快就会到伦敦，她希望埃莉诺能跟他们多见见面。

约翰爵士、詹宁斯夫人和帕尔默夫人都严厉地指责威洛比，并决定不再与他有任何瓜葛。他们没完没了地谈论他，以至于当米德尔顿夫人仅仅表现出冷淡而礼貌的不屑时埃莉诺反而感到轻松。每当大家谈论这个话题的时候，她就会轻声说：“这的确令人震惊！”但是私下里她已经决定去拜访威洛比夫人，因为后者肯定是一个高雅而富有的女人。

詹宁斯夫人失望地发现虽然现在布兰登上校追求玛丽安娜已经没有竞争对手了，他看上去并不比原先高兴。达什伍德家的大小姐似乎与上校更谈得来，于是已经把爱德华·费拉尔斯全然忘在脑后的詹宁斯夫人，开始认为埃莉诺将成为布兰登夫人。

威洛比来信后两周，埃莉诺不得不履行她痛苦的使命，告知玛丽安娜威洛比结婚的消息。起先玛丽安娜勇敢地接受了这个事实，什么都没有说；但她很快就哭了起来，而且跟以前一样厉害。

就在这个时候，埃莉诺遗憾地发现斯蒂尔姐妹也来到了伦敦，而她们的出现总是让她难受。露西假装很高兴她们也在伦敦，而埃莉诺则不得不用她所有的自控力来礼貌地应付她。

不久之后，她们的哥哥约翰·达什伍德来詹宁斯夫人处看望她们，大家聚在一起都十分高兴。他询问了她们和她们母亲的健康状况，并被介绍给碰巧在场的布兰登上校。那天天气不错，约翰邀请埃莉诺跟他一起出去散步。他俩一走出屋子，他就开始不停地提问。

“那个布兰登上校是什么人？他很有钱吗？”

“是的，他有一座很大的房子，还拥有一些土地，而且我相信他每年有大约两千镑的收入。”

“我想，埃莉诺，我很快就要祝贺你获得一份体面的婚姻了。他看上去很有绅士风度，而且他很喜欢你，这点我肯定。”

“他根本没有任何娶我的念头。”

“你错了，埃莉诺。你只要稍稍努力一下就能抓住他的心。尽管你拥有的财产很少，但只要你给他一些小姐们很容易就能给予的小小的鼓励，就能套牢他。你应该努力得到他。范妮的哥哥和我的妹妹同时结婚将是一件多么有趣的事情啊！”

“你是说爱德华·费拉尔斯先生，”埃莉诺镇静地说，“要结婚了？”

“实际上还没有安排妥当，女方是默顿小姐，默顿男爵的独生女，她拥有三万英镑的财产。如果爱德华娶默顿小姐为妻，他母亲会慷慨地给他一千英磅的年金。我倒希望我们能过如此舒适的生活。恐怕我们的收入不够让我们过想过的生活。”他想到了自己的困境，不禁难过地摇了摇头。

接下来的那周，约翰·达什伍德夫妇做东举行了一场盛大的晚餐聚会。米德尔顿夫妇、詹宁斯夫人、布兰登上校、达什伍德姐妹和斯蒂尔姐妹都在受邀之列。埃莉诺和露西都知道费拉尔斯太太也会出席。

“可怜我吧，亲爱的达什伍德小姐！”她们一起上楼的时候露西低声说，“我马上就要见到那个关系到我全部幸福的人了——我未来的婆婆。”

费拉尔斯夫人是一位瘦小的女人，脸上表情乖戾。她不是个健谈的人，但她清楚无误地表示她很不喜欢埃莉诺，而对露西却是赞赏有加。

“如果她知道了露西的秘密，”埃莉诺忍俊不止地想，觉得很有趣，“她不知该有多恨她呢！”当她想到有这样一位婆婆在，不能嫁给爱德华这件事反倒让她松了一口气。

第二天早晨，埃莉诺接待了露西的来访。受到费拉尔斯夫人热情招待的露西极度兴奋，她感到必须把这一切告诉她的朋友。

“她对我的态度真是好极了！你注意到了吗？还有你的嫂子！她们都是多么高雅和令人愉快的女人啊！”

埃莉诺还没有来得及答话，房门就打开了，进来的是爱德华。这一刻对三个人来说都十分尴尬，但是埃莉诺控制住了场面。她急于表示一切正常，于是以平常的方式欢迎他的到来。露西则保持沉默，用余光紧盯着埃莉诺，而爱德华则迷茫得不知道说什么好，也无法让谈话继续下去。很快，埃莉诺勇敢地决定还是让这对订了婚的恋人单独待一会儿，而她自己则去叫玛丽安娜。

这时，玛丽安娜快活地冲进了房间，大声喊道：“亲爱的爱德华！这真是让人高兴的一刻！”说着还充满爱意地看着他和她姐姐。房间里出现了暂时的寂静。

“我亲爱的爱德华！”玛丽安娜继续说，“你昨晚为什么不来参加你妹妹举办的晚餐聚会呢？我们都去了。”

[image: alt]

“我——在其他地方——有一个约会。”

“一个约会！但是那个约会有那么重要吗，比那么多朋友都想见你还重要吗？”

“也许，玛丽安娜小姐，”露西脱口而出，“在你看来年轻男子从来不遵守他们的约定或诺言。”

埃莉诺非常生气，但是玛丽安娜仅仅回答道：“不，我信任爱德华。他是我所见过的最体贴，最无私的人。他永远不会故意伤害任何人，这我知道。”

这番褒奖对爱德华来说如此刺耳，他很快就抽身离开，埃莉诺有足够的理由相信这样令人痛苦的见面不会再有第二次了。

*　　*　　*

约翰·达什伍德和范妮·达什伍德在伦敦的聚会和舞会上不断地与埃莉诺和玛丽安娜见面。约翰开始考虑是否邀请妹妹们去他那里小住几日。

然而范妮听到这个想法后却很吃惊：“亲爱的，如果可能的话，我将最真诚地邀请她们来住。但是我刚刚决定邀请斯蒂尔姐妹来跟我们一起住。我们不妨改年再邀请你的妹妹们。”

达什伍德先生立即就同意了，范妮为自己编出借口蒙混过关感到高兴，更为自己的机敏反应而得意。于是她写信邀请露西姐妹。这让露西喜出望外。这样一个接近爱德华和他家人的机会对她来说称得上是世上最有用的东西了。而当她把这封邀请函给埃莉诺看的时候，后者首次有了和露西同样的期待，并已经准备好听到两人正式订婚的消息了。


8
Edward's engagement

Mrs Jennings was very busy at this time, as her daughter Charlotte had just had a baby and was clearly in need of a fond mother's advice. She visited Charlotte at least twice a day, and it was at the Palmers' house that she heard a most interesting piece of news. She hurried excitedly back to tell Elinor.

'My dear Miss Dashwood, have you heard? Your sister-in-law is ill! Charlotte's doctor told me! And do you know why? It appears that Edward Ferrars, the young man I used to joke with you about, has been engaged for over a year to Lucy Steele! And no one knew a word of the matter except her sister Anne! Could you have believed such a thing possible? What happened was this. The Miss Steeles are staying with your brother and his wife, as you know. Anne, who is a kind creature but of no great intelligence, thought that there would be no difficulty, as Fanny Dashwood seemed to like Lucy so much, so she told her all about the engagement. Well, your sister-in-law fell on to the floor, and started sobbing and screaming so violently that your brother had to send for the doctor. Lucy and Anne were told to pack their bags and leave at once. Of course, the Ferrars family wanted Edward to marry that rich Miss Morton. But I have no pity for them. I cannot bear people who think money or greatness is important. There is no reason why Edward should not marry Lucy. She knows better than anyone how to make the most of everything, and if Edward's mother allowed him five hundred pounds a year, they could live comfortably.'

Mrs Jennings, to Elinor's relief, no longer suspected her of having any interest in Edward, but she could talk of nothing else. Elinor, knowing that Marianne would be fierce in her anger against Edward, was now anxious to tell her sister the truth and to prepare her to hear the subject discussed.

Marianne listened to Elinor's story with horror, and cried without stopping. For some time, Edward seemed a second Willoughby to her. She could not understand his behaviour, or accept that he could feel affection for such a person as Lucy.

'How long have you known this, Elinor?' she asked.

'Four months. Lucy told me of her engagement at Barton, and I promised to keep it secret.'

'What! All the time you were looking after me in my misery, this has been on your heart? How could you bear it?'

'By feeling that I was doing my duty. I had to keep Lucy's secret, and I did not want to worry my family and friends.'

'Four months! And yet you loved him!'

'Yes. But I loved my family too, and I was glad to spare them the sorrow of knowing how I felt. Now I no longer feel unhappy. I do not consider Edward has behaved badly in any way, and I wish him every happiness. He will always do his duty, and Lucy does not lack sense. They will marry, and time will teach him to forget that he ever thought another woman better than her.'

'If such is your way of thinking, your self-control is perhaps a little less to be wondered at. I understand it better.'

'I know you do not suppose I have ever felt much, but, Marianne, for four months I have had all this on my mind, and been unable to speak of it to a single creature. I was told about it by the person whose early engagement destroyed my hopes of happiness. She saw me as a rival, and was delighted to see me defeated. I have had to listen to her talking about Edward again and again; I have had to pretend to show no interest in him; I have had to bear the unkindness of his sister and the rudeness of his mother—without enjoying any of the advantages of an attachment to him. I know now that I shall be divided from Edward for ever. If you can ever think me capable of feeling, Marianne, surely you may suppose that I have suffered now.'

These words went straight to Marianne's heart. 'Oh, Elinor!' she cried. 'You have made me hate myself for ever. How unkind I have been to you, you who have been my only comfort!' And the two sisters fell sobbing into each other's arms.

Marianne was so sorry she had misjudged her sister that she promised to do anything Elinor wanted—to discuss the engagement in public without bitterness, to meet Lucy without showing any dislike, and even to talk to Edward himself, if chance brought them together, with her usual friendliness.

The next morning brought a test of her self-control, when John Dashwood came to visit Mrs Jennings and his sisters.

'You have heard, I suppose,' said he, with a most serious expression, 'of our very shocking discovery yesterday.'

Silently, they all showed that they had; it seemed too awful a moment to speak.

'Your sister-in-law,' he continued, 'has suffered terribly. So, too, has Mrs Ferrars. But I would not alarm you too greatly. The doctor says Fanny is strong, and will get better, in time. She says she will never think well of anybody again. And I cannot wonder at it, as she was so deceived! How ungrateful those young women were, after she had shown them so much kindness! "I wish with all my heart," says poor Fanny in her affectionate way, "that we had invited your sisters instead of them."'

Here he stopped to be thanked; then continued.

'What poor Mrs Ferrars suffered cannot be described. She could not believe Edward was secretly engaged, when all the time she had been planning a most excellent marriage for him. She sent for him, and he came to see her. I am sorry to tell you what happened next. All our attempts to persuade Edward to end the attachment were useless. Even when his mother explained that if he married Miss Morton, she would generously allow him a thousand pounds a year, and even when she offered to make it twelve hundred pounds, he still insisted that he would not break the engagement. Mrs Ferrars then told him he would receive no money at all from her, and if he entered any profession, she would do her best to prevent him succeeding in it.'

'Good heavens!' cried Marianne. 'Can this be possible!'

'Your surprise is very natural, Marianne,' said her brother. 'It is astonishing that Edward could not be persuaded.'

Marianne, about to disagree fiercely, remembered her promises to Elinor, and said nothing.

'Well,' cried Mrs Jennings, 'I think he has behaved like an honest man. He must keep his promise to marry Lucy Steele. If he broke it, the world would think him a worthless scoundrel.'

'I respect your views, madam,' said John Dashwood politely, 'but I am afraid that a good, thoughtful mother like Mrs Ferrars, with such a very large fortune, cannot approve of her son's secret engagement to this most unsuitable young woman. I am sorry to say that it has all ended in a most unhappy separation. Mrs Ferrars told Edward to leave her house, and he obeyed at once. She does not wish to see him ever again, and has now decided, very understandably, that Robert, not Edward, should inherit her fortune when she dies. Poor Edward! His younger brother will be wealthy while he remains poor. I feel for him sincerely.'

John Dashwood left soon afterwards, and the three ladies immediately joined together in their firm disapproval of Mrs Ferrars' behaviour and their warm praise of Edward's.

The next morning, Elinor received a letter from Lucy.




I hope, my dear Miss Dashwood, you will not mind my writing to you. I know that, as a true friend, you will be pleased to hear my news. Edward and I, although we have suffered terribly in all our recent troubles, are quite well now, thank God, and happy in each other's love. We are very grateful to our friends, yourself not the least among them, for helping us through our many difficulties. I shall always remember your great kindness, and so will Edward. I am sure you will be glad to hear that I spent two happy hours with him yesterday. I offered him his freedom, and was ready to consider our engagement at an end, if that was what he wanted. But he would not hear of it, and said he did not care about his mother's anger, as long as he had my affections. Life will not be easy for us, it is true, but we must wait, and hope for the best. He will enter the Church soon, and if you ever have the opportunity to recommend him to anybody who can give him a living, I am sure you will not forget us. And dear Mrs Jennings too—I hope she will say a good word for us to any friend who may be able to help us. I beg you to remember me to her, most gratefully and respectfully, and to Sir John and Lady Middleton, and the dear children, and give my love to Miss Marianne.

Yours truly, Lucy Steele




Elinor felt sure that Lucy wanted the letter to be seen by Mrs Jennings, and showed it to her immediately.

Mrs Jennings was full of praise for Lucy's warm heart. 'How prettily she writes!' she said. 'She calls me dear Mrs Jennings, you see. I wish I could get him a living, with all my heart.'

The Miss Dashwoods had now been in London for more than two months, and Marianne was becoming more and more impatient to go home. She missed the air, the freedom, the quiet of the country. Elinor, although almost as anxious to leave as her sister, was aware of the difficulties of a long journey. This problem appeared to be solved when the Palmers invited Mrs Jennings and the Miss Dashwoods to their home in Somerset, only a day's journey away from Barton. They planned to travel there at the end of March. The invitation was gladly accepted; Elinor and Marianne would stay a week with the Palmers, and then continue their journey to Barton.

Soon after this arrangement had been made, Colonel Brandon called at Mrs Jennings' house and was told the news.

'My dear colonel, I do not know what you and I will do without the Miss Dashwoods,' said Mrs Jennings. 'How lonely and dull we shall be!'

She hoped these words, and the sad picture they painted, would persuade him to make the offer of marriage which might prevent any loneliness or dullness in the future. And with delight, she saw that her plan had succeeded. When Elinor moved to a quiet corner of the room, Colonel Brandon joined her there, and talked very seriously to her for several minutes. Although Mrs Jennings was too honourable to listen, she could not help seeing that Elinor was blushing and looking agitated. Some of the colonel's words reached Mrs Jennings' ears, and astonished her greatly. 'I do apologize for the smallness of the house.' What could he mean? She knew very well that there were fifteen bedrooms and five sitting-rooms in his house at Delaford. 'I am afraid it cannot happen soon.' What an unlover-like thing to say! There could be no reason at all to delay their marriage.

In fact, the colonel was talking on a quite different subject. He had heard of Edward's difficulties, and, knowing him to be a friend of Elinor's, wished to help the young man. A living at Delaford had just become vacant, and the colonel was asking Elinor to offer it to Edward.

'At least it would be a start for Mr Ferrars. The vicar's duties there are light, and there is a cottage that goes with the post, although I do apologize for the smallness of the house. The income is only two hundred pounds a year, so I am afraid his marriage cannot happen very soon.'

Elinor expressed her grateful thanks for the colonel's generous offer, and promised to tell Edward the good news.

When Colonel Brandon had left, Mrs Jennings spoke to Elinor with a knowing smile. 'Well, Miss Dashwood, I couldn't help overhearing the colonel's words, and I can tell you, I was never better pleased in my life!'

'Yes,' said Elinor, 'it is a matter of great happiness to me. But I was so surprised when he spoke to me about it!'

'My dear, I'm not in the least astonished by it. I wish you every happiness, and if I want to see a happy couple, I know where to look for them in future!'

'At Delaford, I suppose,' said Elinor with a smile.

'That's right, my dear, And I can tell you, you won't find the house small! Now, I must go out, but we'll continue our conversation later. I'm sure you want to tell your sister about it.'

'Certainly, madam, but I shall not mention it to anyone else at present.'

'Oh,' said Mrs Jennings, disappointed. 'Then you would prefer me not to tell Charlotte, or Sir John, or Lucy.'

'Yes, madam, if you don't mind. I must speak to Mr Ferrars first, to arrange matters with him.'

This was, at first, extremely puzzling for Mrs Jennings, but after a moment's thought she had a happy idea. Edward must be the vicar they had chosen to carry out the wedding ceremony! She hurried excitedly off on her morning visits, aware of the important secret that she was not allowed to tell. By chance, as she left the house, she met Edward at the door. He had called only to leave a note, but Mrs Jennings insisted on his going in to see Miss Dashwood, who had particular news to give him.

Elinor had begun to write a letter to Edward when she looked up to find him standing in front of her. Her astonishment and confusion were very great. Edward too was confused, and for a few moments neither knew what to say to the other. At last, however, the colonel's offer was made, and Edward, although astonished at this kindness from a stranger, was deeply grateful for the opportunity. He soon realized that he owed more than he could express to Elinor, and also began to suspect that the colonel might have a particular reason for wishing to help any friend of hers. There was sadness in his eyes as he rose to say goodbye.

'When I see him again,' said Elinor to herself, as the door shut behind him, 'I shall see him the husband of Lucy.'

When Mrs Jennings returned, she was eager to find out more. 'Well, my dear, and how soon will the young man be ready?'

'In two or three months, I imagine,' replied Elinor.

'Two or three months! My dear, how calmly you talk! Can the colonel wait so long? I know you wish to do a kindness to Mr Ferrars, but could you not find someone who is already a vicar?'

'My dear madam, what can you be thinking of? The colonel's only intention is to be of use to Mr Ferrars.'

'Good heavens, my dear! Surely you do not mean that the colonel only marries you in order to give ten pounds to Mr Ferrars as his vicar's fee for the ceremony!'

The confusion could not continue after this, and there was much amusement as Elinor explained. Mrs Jennings was just as delighted with the true situation, and looked forward to visiting Lucy and Edward in the vicar's house at Delaford in a few months' time. Elinor now knew that Edward's marriage to Lucy was certain; she herself had helped to smooth the path towards it.



fond adj. affectionate, tender 慈爱的

scoundrel n. a bad or dishonest man 恶棍，无赖

vicar n. a priest in the Church of England who is in charge of a church in a particular area 教区牧师

ceremony n. a formal or traditional set of actions used at an important social or religious event 典礼，仪式


8．爱德华订婚

这段时间詹宁斯夫人非常忙碌，因为她女儿夏洛特刚生完孩子，正急需一个慈爱母亲的建议。她每天至少要去看望夏洛特两次，也正是在帕尔默家里她听到了一则十分有趣的消息。于是她激动地急着赶回来告诉埃莉诺。

“我亲爱的达什伍德小姐，你听说了吗？你的嫂子病了！是夏洛特的医生告诉我的！你知道是为什么吗？好像是因为爱德华·费拉尔斯，就是那个以前我经常拿来和你开玩笑的那个年轻人，他已经跟露西·斯蒂尔订婚一年多了！而除了她姐姐安妮之外，没有人知道这事！你能相信这种事吗？事情是这样的。正如你知道的那样，斯蒂尔姐妹正与你哥嫂住在一起。安妮心地善良，但是人不太聪明，她觉得应该不会出什么岔子，因为范妮·达什伍德似乎很喜欢露西，于是她一五一十地把订婚的事情告诉了她。可是你嫂子听到后突然跌倒在地，又哭又叫，以至于你哥哥不得不去叫医生来。露西和安妮立即被要求收拾东西离开。当然，费拉尔斯的家人都希望爱德华娶富有的默顿小姐为妻。可我一点儿也不同情他们。我无法容忍过分看重金钱和地位的人。爱德华没有理由不娶露西为妻。她比其他人更懂得如何勤俭持家，如果爱德华的母亲每年给他五百英镑，他们就能生活得很舒适了。”

詹宁斯夫人不再怀疑她对爱德华有任何兴趣了，这让埃莉诺感到如释重负，但詹宁斯夫人不停地谈论这件事。埃莉诺知道玛丽安娜会对爱德华的行为感到极为气愤，于是想赶快告诉她妹妹真相，并让她有心理准备听到别人谈论这个话题。

玛丽安娜震惊地听埃莉诺讲述她的故事，边听边不停地哭泣着。有那么一阵子，爱德华在她看来似乎是又一个威洛比。她无法理解他的行为，也不能接受他会对露西这样的人产生感情。

“你知道这件事多久了，埃莉诺？”她问。

“有四个月了。露西是在巴顿的时候把她订婚的事告诉我的，而我答应替她保守秘密。”

“什么！你在我痛苦的时候一直照顾我，而这件事一直窝在你心里？你怎么能够承受得了啊？”

“只要想到我是在尽我的义务就能承受。我必须保守露西的秘密，而且我不想让家人和朋友们为我担心。”

“四个月！况且那时候你还爱着他！”

“是的。但是我也爱我的家人，能免去她们知道我的感受后经受的痛苦我很高兴。现在我不再感到难过了。我不认为爱德华做错了什么，我希望他幸福。他会尽他的责任，而露西也不笨。他们会步入婚姻，而时间会教他忘却他曾经认为另一个女人比她更好。”

“如果这就是你思考问题的方式，那么你的自控力也不是太让人无法理解。我现在能明白一点儿了。”

“我知道你以为我没有过什么强烈的感情，但是，玛丽安娜，四个月来我把这一切藏在心底，无法对任何一个人倾诉。告诉我这一切的人正好是那个以她早先的婚约毁掉我对幸福希望的人。她把我看作对手，并乐于看到我被击败。我不得不听她一遍又一遍地谈论爱德华；我不得不装作对他毫无兴趣；我不得不忍受他姐姐的刻薄和他母亲的无礼——却享受不到任何对他的感情带来的好处。现在我知道我要永远与爱德华分离了。如果你认为我也能够有感情的话，玛丽安娜，你肯定会相信我现在正感受着痛苦。”

这些话径直说到了玛丽安娜心里。“哦，埃莉诺！”她大声说，“你会让我永远恨自己。我对你一直都那么无情，而你却一直在充当我唯一的安慰！”说完两姐妹抱头痛哭。

玛丽安娜为自己对姐姐的误解而感到抱歉。作为补偿，她答应去做任何埃莉诺要她做的事情——装作若无其事地公开谈论订婚的事，与露西见面时不表现出任何厌恶，甚至在碰巧遇见爱德华的时候以她一贯的友好口吻同他聊天。

次日上午约翰·达什伍德来看望詹宁斯夫人和他妹妹们的时候，玛丽安娜的自控力受到了一次考验。

“我猜你们已经听说了，”他表情严肃地说，“我们昨天发现了一件令人十分震惊的事情。”

大家都以沉默来表示听说了；这似乎是个不适合开口说话的时刻。

“你们的嫂子，”他继续说，“受到了很大的折磨。费拉尔斯夫人也一样。但我不想让你们过分受惊。医生说范妮身体很好，她过一阵子就会好起来。她说她永远都不会再把别人往好处想了，这一点儿也不让我吃惊，因为她受到了如此重大的欺骗！那些年轻女子是多么不知好歹啊，她那么好心地对待她们！‘我全心全意地希望，’可怜的范妮充满感情地说，‘我们邀请的是你的妹妹们而不是她们。’”

说到这里他停了下来听两姐妹道谢的话，然后他继续往下说。

“可怜的费拉尔斯夫人所受的折磨无法用言语来形容。她无法相信在她一直张罗着为爱德华找一门好婚事的时候，他却已经私下里订婚了。她派人把他找来。我对接下来发生的事感到遗憾。我们所有试图劝说爱德华结束这段关系的努力都徒劳无功。他母亲向他解释说如果他娶默顿小姐为妻，她就会慷慨地每年给他一千英镑，甚至当她把这个数额提高到一千两百英镑的时候，他仍然坚持说他不会违背婚约。于是费拉尔斯夫人告诉他说，既然如此，她一分钱都不会给他，而且无论他从事任何职业，她都会竭尽全力阻止他获得成功。”

“我的天哪！”玛丽安娜喊道，“这怎么可能！”

“你的惊讶再正常不过了，玛丽安娜，”她兄长说，“爱德华仍没被说服的确令人吃惊。”

玛丽安娜正欲强烈地表示异议，但突然想起了她对埃莉诺的承诺，于是选择了保持沉默。

“你瞧，”詹宁斯夫人大声说，“我想他的行为像个诚实的人。他必须信守诺言娶露西·斯蒂尔为妻。如果他违背了自己的诺言，全世界都会认为他是个一文不值的无赖！”

“我尊重您的看法，夫人，”约翰·达什伍德礼貌地说，“但恐怕像费拉尔斯夫人这样一位善良而眼光长远、同时拥有巨额财富的母亲，是不可能同意儿子暗中与这样一个门不当户不对的年轻女子订婚的。我得遗憾地说这件事以极不愉快的家庭分裂结束了。费拉尔斯夫人命令爱德华搬出她的房子，而他立即就照办了。她再也不想见到他了，而且已经做出了一项可以理解的决定，那就是让罗伯特，而不是爱德华，在她去世后继承她的遗产。可怜的爱德华！他的弟弟将变得富有，他却只能守着贫穷。我真诚地同情他。”

约翰·达什伍德不久之后便离开了，而三位女士则立即联合起来，一致谴责费拉尔斯夫人的所作所为，而对爱德华的行为大加赞赏。

第二天早晨，埃莉诺收到了一封露西的来信。




我希望，亲爱的达什伍德小姐，你不介意我给你写信。作为一名真正的朋友，我知道你会乐于听到关于我的消息。尽管我们最近的烦恼让我们备受折磨，但感谢上帝，爱德华和我现在都很好，而且幸福地享受着彼此的爱情。我们非常感激我们的朋友们，尤其是你，帮助我们度过一个又一个难关。我将永远铭记你的善良，爱德华也是。我相信你会乐于知道我昨天与他度过了两个小时的快乐时光。我提出给他自由，愿意终止我们之间的婚约，如果这是他所希望的话。但是他不想听，并说他不在乎他母亲的怒气，只要他拥有我的感情。生活对我们来说不会是一件易事，这是实情，但是我们必须等待，并且期待最好的结果。他很快就将进入教会任职，如果你有机会能够把他推荐给任何能给他一份养家糊口的工作的人，我相信你是不会忘记我们的。还有亲爱的詹宁斯夫人也是——我希望她会在任何能够帮助我们的朋友面前替我们说点儿好话。我请求你代我以最感激和最尊敬的方式向她问好，也向约翰爵士和米德尔顿夫人，还有亲爱的孩子们问好，并对玛丽安娜说我爱她。

你真挚的，露西·斯蒂尔




埃莉诺确信露西希望詹宁斯夫人看到这封信，于是她立即将信送去让她过目。

詹宁斯夫人一个劲儿地夸奖露西心地善良。“她写得多么得体啊！”她说，“你瞧，她称呼我亲爱的詹宁斯夫人。我真希望能够为他找到一份工作。”

达什伍德姐妹俩已经在伦敦住了两个多月了，玛丽安娜开始越来越急着想回家。她想念乡间的空气、自由和宁静。尽管埃莉诺也和妹妹一样急着想离开，却清楚地意识到长途奔波的困难。这个问题后来似乎得到了解决，因为帕尔默夫妇邀请詹宁斯夫人和达什伍德姐妹去他们在索美塞的家中做客，那里离巴顿仅有一天路程。计划三月底成行。她们愉快地接受了邀请；埃莉诺和玛丽安娜将在帕尔默夫妇家住一周，然后返回巴顿。

这个安排作出后不久，布兰登上校来詹宁斯夫人家拜访并被告知了这个消息。

“我亲爱的上校，我不知道两位达什伍德小姐走后你和我有什么事可做，”詹宁斯夫人说，“我们将会多么寂寞和无聊啊！”

她希望这些话和这些话所描绘出来的令人伤感的情形，能够说服他主动求婚从而避免未来的孤独和寂寞。令她高兴的是，她发现这计划成功了。当埃莉诺走到房间里一个安静的角落时，布兰登上校走过去非常严肃地跟她交谈了几分钟。尽管詹宁斯夫人不能放低身价过去偷听，她还是能看到埃莉诺脸涨得通红，看上去很激动的样子。上校的一些话传到了詹宁斯夫人的耳朵里，这话让她非常吃惊。“我很遗憾房子不大。”他说这话什么意思？他在德拉福德的房子有15个卧室和5个客厅，这她知道得一清二楚。“恐怕这不会很快实现。”这完全不像一个情人说的话！完全没有理由推迟他们的婚姻。

事实上，上校谈论的是一个截然不同的话题。他已经听说了爱德华的困境，而且也知道爱德华是埃莉诺的朋友，因此他希望帮助这个年轻人。在德拉福德刚好有一个职位空缺，上校正让埃莉诺把它提供给爱德华。

“至少这对费拉尔斯先生来说是一个开始。牧师在那里的工作很清闲，而且有一座专供担任这份工作的人居住的小屋子，尽管我很遗憾房子不大。这份工作的收入每年只有两百英镑，所以恐怕他结婚的愿望不会很快实现。”

埃莉诺对上校慷慨的帮助表示了感谢，并且答应将这个好消息告诉爱德华。

布兰登上校离开后，詹宁斯夫人面带会意的微笑对埃莉诺说：“你瞧，亲爱的达什伍德小姐，我禁不住无意听到上校的话，而我可以告诉你，这让我高兴极了。”

“是啊，”埃莉诺说，“这对我来说的确是一件高兴事儿。但是他跟我说这件事情的时候我真的很惊讶！”

“亲爱的，我对此可一点儿也不感到惊讶。我祝你幸福，而且如果我想看到一对幸福的夫妇的话，我知道将来去哪儿找。”

“我猜是在德拉福德。”埃莉诺微笑着说。

“没错，亲爱的。而且我可以告诉你，你不会觉得房子很小！现在我得出门了，不过我们之后可以接着聊。我确信你想把这件事告诉你妹妹。”

“当然了，夫人，但是我现在不会告诉其他任何人。”

“哦，”詹宁斯夫人失望地说，“这么说你不希望我告诉夏洛特、约翰爵士或是露西喽。”

“是的，夫人，如果你不介意的话。我必须先同费拉尔斯先生谈一谈，跟他把事情落实好。”

这句话起初让詹宁斯夫人极为困惑。但是想了一会儿以后她有了个让人高兴的想法。爱德华一定是他们选定来主持婚礼的牧师！她激动地赶紧出发去拜访她上午要见的人，脑子里装着一个不允许泄漏的重要秘密。碰巧的是，她出门的时候刚好遇见了爱德华。他原本只是来送一封便笺，但是詹宁斯夫人却坚持要他进屋去见达什伍德小姐，说她有特别的消息要告诉他。

埃莉诺刚开始给爱德华写信，抬头却发现爱德华就站在她跟前。她感到非常惊讶和困惑。爱德华也感到很迷惑，两人一时间都不知道该说什么。不过，最后埃莉诺还是把上校提供的帮助告诉了爱德华，而爱德华尽管对来自一位陌生人的热心帮助感到惊讶，但还是深深地感激他提供了这样一个机会。他很快意识到他欠埃莉诺的情比他所能够表达的还要多，而且他开始怀疑上校为了特殊的理由才愿意帮助她所有的朋友。他起身告辞的时候双眼中充满了哀伤。
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“下次再见时，”门在他身后合上的时候埃莉诺自言自语地说，“他就是露西的丈夫了。”

詹宁斯夫人回来后，急切地想要知道更多的细节。“亲爱的，那个年轻人要多久才能做好准备呢？”

“我想要两三个月吧。”埃莉诺回答。

“两三个月！亲爱的，你说这话的时候怎么这么平静啊！上校等得了那么长时间吗？我知道你想为费拉尔斯先生做一件好事，但是你就不能找一个已经取得牧师资格的人吗？”

“我亲爱的夫人，你在想什么啊？上校的唯一意愿就是对费拉尔斯先生有所帮助。”

“我的天哪，亲爱的！你不会说上校跟你结婚是为了给费拉尔斯先生10英镑作为主持婚礼的酬劳吧？”

这番话后两人间的误会无法再继续下去了，而在埃莉诺解释这一切的时候两人都乐坏了。詹宁斯夫人知道实情后也一样很高兴，而且期待着过几个月后去德拉福德的牧师住宅拜访露西和爱德华。埃莉诺现在知道爱德华与露西结婚已经是板上钉钉的事情了；她自己帮着他们铺平了通向婚姻的道路。


9
Marianne's illness

Before leaving London, Elinor paid one last visit to her brother and his wife. Fanny did not wish to see her, and stayed in her room, but John was very interested in the news of Edward's good luck. He could not understand why the colonel should give away a living, when he could have sold it. But he had something more particular to say to his sister. Taking her hand, he spoke in a very serious whisper.

'There is one thing I must say, because I know it will please you. I know, in fact, Fanny heard her mother say, that although perhaps she did not approve of... of a certain attachment of Edward's—you understand me—it would have been far preferable to her than this engagement to Miss Steele. Of course all that is quite in the past now, and out of the question. But I thought I would just tell you, my dear Elinor. Not that you have any reason to be sad. There is no doubt of your doing extremely well. Has Colonel Brandon been with you lately?'

Elinor was glad to be spared the need to reply by the entrance of Mr Robert Ferrars. She had only met him once before and had found him a thoughtless and insensitive young man, full of his own self-importance. This short meeting only served to support her low opinion of his head and heart. He talked happily of Edward's inheritance, which he would now enjoy, and laughed loudly at the idea of Edward as a poor vicar living in a cottage.

'His engagement certainly was very shocking news,' he added. 'I said to my mother, "My dear madam, I do not know what you intend to do, but for myself, I must say that if Edward marries this young woman, I shall never see him again." I saw the girl once, you know, just a plain, country girl, with no elegance or beauty. I cannot help thinking that if I had heard of the connection earlier, I could have persuaded Edward to break it off. But now it is all too late. He must be punished, that is certain.'

Elinor was relieved that she could not stay long, and sincerely hoped she would not see Robert Ferrars again.

The journey to Cleveland, the Palmers' home in Somerset, took two days. Their house was comfortable and modern, with large, well-kept gardens and woods. On her arrival Marianne went straight into the garden. She was feeling more agitated than usual, aware of being only eighty miles from Barton and only thirty from Willoughby's country house, but she loved being back in the romantic countryside. She determined to spend as much time as possible taking lonely walks through the gardens and woods. Alone, she would be free to delight in her misery, thinking, dreaming, remembering.

The hours passed quietly at Cleveland. Mrs Palmer had her child, and Mrs Jennings her sewing. Elinor was surprised to find Mr Palmer very capable of being a pleasant companion, and only occasionally rude to his wife and mother-in-law. Colonel Brandon, who was also a guest of the Palmers', spent a great deal of time with Elinor, talking to her about the vicar's house at Delaford and the repairs he was planning to have done to it. His pleasure in her conversation and his respect for her opinion would have been enough to justify Mrs Jennings' view of his attachment, and even, perhaps, to make Elinor suspect it herself. She still felt certain, however, that while he spoke to her, it was Marianne at whom he looked, and of whom he thought. When Marianne mentioned that she had a sore throat, and felt unwell, the colonel appeared extremely worried. In his concern Elinor saw the quick feelings and needless alarm of a lover.

Two delightful evening walks in thick wet grass had given Marianne a violent cold. She felt heavy and feverish, with pains all over her body, but at first refused all medicines, saying that a good night's rest was all that she needed.

The next day, however, she was worse, unable to do anything except lie miserable on a sofa, and after another restless, feverish night, Elinor was very ready to send for the Palmers' doctor. After examining his patient, he said that she was suffering from an infection, and would recover in a few days. But the word 'infection' greatly alarmed Mrs Palmer, who feared that her baby might catch it, and she persuaded her husband to take her and the child to stay with a near relation, until there was no further danger of illness at Cleveland. Mrs Jennings kindly insisted on staying with the Miss Dashwoods, as she felt responsible for the young ladies in their mother's absence, and Colonel Brandon also offered to stay, in case a gentleman's help was needed. Poor Marianne now felt really ill, and extremely miserable, as their return to Barton would have to be considerable delayed.

Several days passed, and Marianne's condition remained the same. The doctor came every day, talking each time of a speedy recovery, and Elinor was just as hopeful. In her letters home, she had not told her mother of the seriousness of Marianne's illness, and now congratulated herself on not alarming Mrs Dashwood unnecessarily. But that evening, Marianne became restless again, and Elinor stayed beside her bed, watching her turning feverishly from side to side. Suddenly Marianne sat up and cried wildly, 'Is mama coming?'

'Not yet,' replied Elinor, hiding her terror, and helping her sister to lie down again. 'It is a long way from Barton.'

'But she must come soon!' cried Marianne desperately. 'I shall never see her again if she does not come soon!'

Elinor was so alarmed that she sent for the doctor at once, and decided to send a messenger to Barton to fetch her mother. She spoke immediately to Colonel Brandon, who, although greatly depressed and fearing the worst, was ready to help in any way, and offered to drive to Barton himself. How grateful Elinor was for the comfort of such a friend as the colonel at that moment! Not a second was lost in delay of any kind, and the colonel drove off into the night, leaving Elinor to watch over her sister.

Both sisters suffered greatly during that night, Marianne in her sleepless pain and fever, and Elinor in cruel anxiety that her mother would arrive too late to see her dear child alive. When the doctor came, he had to confess that his medicines had failed, and that the infection was stronger than ever. Elinor was calm, except when she thought of her mother, but she was almost without hope. She stayed by her sister's bed all morning, her thoughts confused and sorrowful.

But at midday, she began to see signs of the fever going down. Cautiously, she told herself not to hope, but soon it seemed almost certain, and on the doctor's next visit, he was able to congratulate her on Marianne's slow but sure recovery. Mrs Jennings showed her delight by talking and laughing without stopping, but Elinor's feelings were of a different kind. Her relief and happiness were strong, but silent. That evening Marianne fell into a quiet, comfortable sleep, and Elinor knew that at last she was out of danger.

Her thoughts now began to turn to her mother's arrival, which was expected at any moment. Mrs Jennings persuaded her to leave Marianne's bedside for a few minutes to drink some tea, but Elinor soon returned, to sit by her sleeping sister and wait for the travellers from Barton. The night was cold and stormy, but as long as Marianne slept peacefully, Elinor did not mind the beating of the rain on the windows, or the noise of the wind blowing round the house.

At eight o'clock she heard a carriage drive up to the front door. Knowing what her poor mother must be feeling, Elinor found it impossible to be calm, and hurried downstairs. She rushed into the sitting-room, and saw—Willoughby.

With a look of horror, she stepped backwards, and was about to leave the room, when he said rapidly, 'Miss Dashwood, I beg you to stay. I have something I must tell you.'

Elinor was astonished. 'To tell me? Well, sir, if you must. But be quick. I have no time to spare.'

'Tell me first, is your sister really out of danger?'

'We hope she is,' replied Elinor coldly.

'Thank God! I heard she was ill, and I have driven all day to get here. I have come to offer some kind of explanation, to show you that I have not always been a scoundrel, and to receive something like forgiveness from Ma—your sister.'

'Marianne has already forgiven you.'

'Has she?' he cried eagerly. 'But listen, I must explain. When I first met your family, I had no other intention than to pass the time pleasantly while in Devonshire. My income was never large, and my debts are always very great, so I was planning to attach myself to a woman of fortune. But I soon found myself sincerely fond of your sister, and the happiest hours of my life were spent with her. I allowed myself, most wrongly, to put off asking her to marry me. At last I determined to speak of marriage, but unfortunately my relation, Mrs Smith, had just discovered a connection'—he reddened, and looked away—'but you have probably heard the whole story from Colonel Brandon.'

'I have,' replied Elinor, also blushing, 'and I cannot see how you will explain away your part in that terrible business.'

'No, I know I was at fault,' cried Willoughby, 'but I must ask you to believe that I had no idea Eliza was in such need. I suffered too, because Mrs Smith was extremely angry at my behaviour, and refused to allow me any more money, or see me again. I knew that if I married Marianne, I would be poor, and I couldn't bear the thought of that. So I came to Barton Cottage, to say goodbye to her. How happy I had been, the day before, ready to become engaged to her! And how miserable I was when I saw her sorrow and deep disappointment! Oh God! What a hard-hearted scoundrel I was!'

There was a short silence, while Willoughby recovered his self-control, and Elinor's heart softened a little towards him.

'And then in London, Marianne's notes to me! Every word was a knife in my heart! She was far dearer to me than any other woman in the world, but by then I was engaged to Miss Grey!'

'Do not speak like that of my sister, Mr Willoughby,' said Elinor. 'Remember that you are a married man now.'

He began to laugh wildly. 'Married, yes. Did you like the letter I wrote to Marianne? Miss Grey happened to see Marianne's last note to me, and read it. Her jealous anger made her think of a cruel punishment for me. She told me what to write, and watched over me as I wrote the letter. They were all her own gentle words, her own sweet thoughts. I could not risk losing her—I needed her money to pay my debts.'

'You ought not to speak of Mrs Willoughby in this way. You have made your choice, and should respect your wife.'

'She does not deserve your pity. I have no chance of domestic happiness with her. But do you think me less guilty than before? Will you tell your sister, when she is recovered, what I have told you? If ever, one day, by some happy chance, I were free again—' Elinor stopped him with a frown. 'Well, I shall leave now. I shall live in terror of one event—your sister's marriage.'

'She can never be more lost to you than she is now.'

'But someone else will have her. And if that someone were he, whom of all men I could least bear... But I must go. Goodbye.' And he almost ran out of the room.

Elinor's heart was full as she returned to her sleeping sister. The past, the present, the future—Willoughby's visit and the pity she felt for him, Marianne's health and her mother's expected arrival, made her so agitated that she did not notice her hunger or tiredness. Only half an hour later, a second carriage arrived at the house. Elinor hurried to the door, just in time to receive and support her mother as she entered, half-dead with fear. In a moment Elinor was able to give the good news, and Mrs Dashwood's tears silently expressed her relief. Colonel Brandon shared her feelings in an even greater silence. In two minutes Mrs Dashwood was with her suffering child, made dearer than ever by absence, unhappiness and danger.

Marianne's recovery continued every day, and Mrs Dashwood soon found an opportunity to tell Elinor another piece of news. On the long drive from Barton to Cleveland, Colonel Brandon had been unable to hide his feelings, and had told Mrs Dashwood that he had long wanted to marry Marianne. Mrs Dashwood was now as certain of the colonel's excellent character as she had once been of Willoughby's, and hoped that Marianne would, in time, come to accept Colonel Brandon's offer of marriage.



sore adj. a part of your body that is sore is painful and often red because of a wound or infection 疼痛的

infection n. a disease caused by bacteria or a virus that affects a particular part of one's body （由细菌或病毒造成的身体某部分的）感染

domestic adj. concerning family relationships and life at home 家庭生活的

frown n. act of wrinkling one's brows, especially in displeasure or concentration 皱眉


9．玛丽安娜的病

离开伦敦之前，埃莉诺去看了她哥哥和嫂子最后一次。范妮不想见她，于是待在自己的房间里没出来，但是约翰却对爱德华交好运的消息很感兴趣。他无法理解上校为什么要向他提供这样一份生计，他本可以拿它卖钱的。但是他有一些特别的事情要跟妹妹说。他拉着她的手，非常严肃地低声说。

“有一件事我必须告诉你，因为我知道这会让你感到高兴的。我知道，其实范妮曾听见她母亲说，尽管也许她不赞成……爱德华的某一份感情——你知道我指的是什么吧——选择你还是远远胜过与斯蒂尔小姐的婚约。当然这些现在都已经过去，也不可能了。但我只是想告诉你，我亲爱的埃莉诺，你没有理由感到伤心。毫无疑问你做得很好。上校最近和你在一起吗？”

这时罗伯特·费拉尔斯走了进来，埃莉诺很高兴自己无需回答刚才的提问了。她之前只见过罗伯特一面，发现他是一个没有思想、缺乏感情、自命不凡的年轻人。这次短暂的见面只不过加深了她对他的头脑和心灵的不良印象。他快活地谈起原本将属于爱德华的遗产现在已是他的囊中之物，并且在说到爱德华将成为一名住在小农舍里的穷牧师时放声大笑。

“他的婚约的确令人震惊，”他补充说，“我对我母亲说：‘我亲爱的妈妈，我不知道你打算怎么做，但是对我来说，我必须说如果爱德华娶那个年轻女子为妻，我将从此不再见他。’我见过那个女孩一面，你知道，她只不过是一个普通的乡下女孩，既不高雅也无美貌可言。我一直在想，如果我早一点儿知道这个婚约的话，我本可以说服爱德华放弃它的，但是现在一切都晚了。他必须受到惩罚，这是肯定的。”

让埃莉诺感到轻松的是她不用待多久，而且她真心希望永远不再遇见罗伯特·费拉尔斯。

帕尔默夫妇在索美塞的家名为克里夫兰，前往那儿的旅途花了两天的时间。他们的房子既舒适又时髦，还有一座维护良好的大花园和一片树林。玛丽安娜一到那儿就径直走进花园，她的情绪比平时更加焦躁，因为她知道现在自己离巴顿只有80英里，离威洛比的乡间寓所仅有30英里。但是她很高兴回到充满浪漫气息的乡间。她决心尽可能把时间都用来独自在花园里或树林中散步。独处的时候，她将能够自由地在痛苦中寻找快乐，自由地思考、梦想、回忆。

在克里夫兰时间悄然流逝。帕尔默夫人要照顾她的孩子，而詹宁斯夫人则把时间消磨在做针线活儿上。埃莉诺惊讶地发现帕尔默先生是一个很不错的人，只是偶尔会对他妻子和岳母态度粗鲁。同时在帕尔默家做客的还有布兰登上校，他大部分时间都和埃莉诺在一起，谈论在德拉福德的牧师住宅以及将其整修一新的计划。他在与她交谈中所获得的乐趣和他对她意见的尊重已经足够证明詹宁斯夫人的看法，甚至足以使埃莉诺自己也怀疑他是否真的爱上她了。然而她仍然确信当他与她交谈的时候，他看的、想的却是玛丽安娜。当玛丽安娜提到她嗓子疼，身体不舒服的时候，上校显得十分担心。从他对玛丽安娜的关心中，埃莉诺看到了一个坠入情网者的情绪变化和大惊小怪。

连续两个夜晚在茂密的湿草丛中愉快地散步让玛丽安娜得了重感冒。她感到头晕发烧，全身疼痛，但起初她拒绝吃药，说只要好好休息一晚就行了。

然而次日她的病情加重了，什么事情都不能做，只能难受地躺在沙发上，而且夜里也没睡好，还发烧了，埃莉诺当即请来了帕尔默夫妇的医生。给病人做完检查后，医生说她受到了感染，过几天就会好的。但是“感染”这个词使帕尔默夫人一下子警觉起来，她害怕她的孩子会被传染，于是说服丈夫带她和孩子去附近一个亲戚家里小住，直到克里夫兰的疾病威胁完全消除后再搬回来。詹宁斯夫人好心地坚持留下来陪伴达什伍德姐妹，因为她觉得她应该在她们母亲不在的情况下对她们负责。布兰登上校也提出留下来，以防她们需要男士的帮助。可怜的玛丽安娜现在真的病得很重，而且为她们返回巴顿的行期将被向后推延很长一段时间而难过。

几天后，玛丽安娜的病情还是没有丝毫好转。医生每天都来，每次都说病人很快就能康复，埃莉诺对此也充满了希望。在写回家的信中，她向母亲隐瞒了玛丽安娜病情的严重性，而且为免除达什伍德夫人不必要的担心而感到庆幸。但是当天晚上，玛丽安娜又睡不安稳了，埃莉诺陪在她床边，看着她在床上辗转反侧。玛丽安娜突然坐起来大声喊道：“妈妈来了吗？”

“还没有来，”埃莉诺回答道，尽力掩饰住她心中的恐惧，并帮助妹妹躺下来，“从巴顿过来有很长一段路程。”

“可是她得快点儿来！”玛丽安娜绝望地喊道，“如果她不尽快赶到的话，我就再也见不到她了！”

妹妹的话令埃莉诺感到惊慌，她立即派人去请医生来，并且打算叫人送信去巴顿叫母亲过来。她立刻跟布兰登上校说了她的想法。尽管上校情绪十分低落，担心最坏的情况发生，但还是随时准备提供帮助。他提出由他亲自驾车赶往巴顿。那一刻埃莉诺对布兰登上校充满感激！事不宜迟，上校很快出发消失在茫茫夜色中，留下埃莉诺照料她妹妹。

夜里姐妹俩都非常受罪，玛丽安娜受到失眠、疼痛和高烧的折磨，埃莉诺则受到焦虑情绪的煎熬，她担心母亲无法及时赶来看到她亲爱的孩子还活着。医生到的时候，不得不承认他开的药没有起效，感染反而加重了。除了想到母亲的时候，埃莉诺还是保持着镇静，但是她几乎已经失去希望了。她整个上午都守在妹妹的床前，思绪混乱而悲伤。

但是在中午的时候，她开始看到退烧的迹象。她谨慎地告诉自己不要抱有太大的希望，但她很快就几乎可以肯定高烧正在消退。医生再来探望病人的时候，他已经能够对玛丽安娜尽管缓慢但却肯定的康复向埃莉诺表示祝贺了。詹宁斯夫人不停地说笑，快乐的情绪展现无余。但是埃莉诺的感觉却很不同。她如释重负的快乐是强烈的，但也是沉默的。当天晚上玛丽安娜进入了宁静而舒适的梦乡，埃莉诺知道她终于脱离危险了。
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埃莉诺的念头现在转到了随时可能到来的母亲身上。詹宁斯夫人劝她离开玛丽安娜几分钟去喝了点儿茶，但是埃莉诺很快就回到妹妹的床边等待母亲和上校从巴顿赶来。那天晚上很冷，风雨大作，但是只要玛丽安娜安详地睡着，埃莉诺就不介意打在窗户上的雨，或是在屋外呼啸的风。

8点钟的时候她听到马车驶到前门的响声。埃莉诺十分清楚可怜的母亲此时的心情，于是无法再保持镇静的她匆忙下楼，快步冲进客厅，却发现来者是威洛比。

带着恐惧的神情，她往后退了几步并且准备离开房间，就在此时他迅速地说道：“达什伍德小姐，我求你留步。我有件事必须告诉你。”

埃莉诺感到非常惊讶。“告诉我？好吧，先生，如果你必须说的话。不过你得快点儿。我没有时间。”

“请你先告诉我，你妹妹真的脱离危险了吗？”

“我们希望如此。”埃莉诺冷淡地回答。

“感谢上帝！我听说她病了，于是坐了一整天马车赶来这里。我是来做出解释的，向你们证明我不总是个无赖，并且得到玛——你妹妹的原谅。”

“玛丽安娜已经原谅你了。”

“她已经原谅我了吗？”他急切地大声说，“但是请听我讲，我必须解释。第一次见到你们一家人的时候，我只是想在德文郡度过一段美好时光。我的收入一直不多，而债务却总是数目庞大。因此我计划娶一位富有的女子为妻。但是我很快发现我是真心喜欢你妹妹，我生命中最幸福的那些时光就是与她一起度过的。我错误地没有及时向她求婚。最终我下定决心要向她求婚，但不幸的是我的亲戚史密斯夫人正好在这时发现了我之前的一段感情”——说到这里他脸红了，眼光也移向别处——“不过也许你已经从布兰登上校那里听说整件事了。”

“是的，”埃莉诺回答，她的脸也红了，“我无法想出你怎样解释清楚你在那件可怕的事中所扮演的角色。”

“不，我知道我错了，”威洛比大声说，“但是我必须请求你相信我并不知道伊丽莎陷入如此困境。我也很痛苦，因为史密斯夫人对我的行为十分生气，并拒绝再给我钱，甚至不愿意再见到我。我知道如果娶玛丽安娜为妻的话，我会很穷，而这是我无法忍受的。因此我来到巴顿小屋向她道别。前一天我还那么快乐，都已经准备好跟她订婚了！看到她的悲伤和深深的失望时我又是多么痛苦！哦，上帝啊！我真是个冷酷的混蛋！”

短暂的沉默过后，威洛比恢复了自控，而埃莉诺则对他心软了一些。

“之后在伦敦，玛丽安娜给我写信！每一个字都像是刺入我心脏的匕首！对我来说她是这个世界上最珍贵的女子，但是那个时候我已经与格蕾小姐订婚了！”

“请你不要这样说我的妹妹，威洛比先生，”埃莉诺说，“记住你现在是个已婚的男人。”

他开始大笑起来。“已婚的，没错。你喜欢我写给玛丽安娜的信吗？那是因为格蕾小姐碰巧看到了玛丽安娜写给我的最后一封信。她的妒火促使她想出了一个残酷的办法来惩罚我。她告诉我要写的内容，并且监视我按她的要求写完信。信上写的都是她自己的文雅辞藻，她自己的甜蜜想法。可我不能冒失去她的风险——我需要她的钱来偿还我的债务。”

“你不该这样说威洛比太太。你作出了自己的选择，你应该尊重你的妻子。”

“她不配得到你的同情。和她在一起，我没有机会获得家庭幸福。但是你是否觉得我的罪过比以前轻一点了呢？等你妹妹康复后，你会把我对你说的话告诉她吗？如果有一天，某个偶然的机会让我重获自由——”埃莉诺皱了一下眉头使他没有继续往下说。“好吧，现在我该走了。我将生活在对一件事的恐惧中——你妹妹的婚姻。”

“你已经失去她了，不论她结婚与否。”

“但是另外一个人会得到他。而如果那个人是他的话，那个让我最无法忍受的人……但是我必须走了。再见。”说着他几乎是跑着离开了房间。

埃莉诺叫到熟睡的妹妹床边，满脑子都在想刚才的事。过去、现在，还有将来——威洛比的来访和她对他的同情，玛丽安娜的健康和预期中母亲的到来，这一切使她情绪亢奋，以至于全然忘记了饥饿与疲劳。只过了半个小时，又一辆马车驶抵这座房子，埃莉诺快步跑向大门，正好赶在她被吓得半死的母亲进门的时候上前搀扶住她。埃莉诺赶快把好消息告诉了她，而达什伍德夫人心里一松，无声地流下泪来。布兰登上校也松了一口气，但没说什么。几分钟后达什伍德夫人就见到了她正受到病痛折磨的孩子。分别、不幸和危机让母亲格外心疼女儿。

玛丽安娜一天天地康复起来，而达什伍德夫人很快找到了一个机会告诉埃莉诺另一则消息。在从巴顿到克里夫兰的长途旅行中，布兰登上校无法掩饰他的情感，并且告诉达什伍德大人他一直想娶玛丽安娜为妻。达什伍德夫人现在毫不怀疑上校的高尚人格，就像以前信任威洛比一样，她希望随着时间的流逝，玛丽安娜可以慢慢接受布兰登上校的求婚。


10
Return to Barton

Marianne recovered so well that within a week she was able to travel home, with her mother and Elinor, in Colonel Brandon's carriage. Elinor was pleased to see that Marianne showed a new firmness of mind and calmness of expression. Although she was clearly still upset when she thought of the past, she was now able to control her feelings, and show a cheerful face to her family. She started planning a new life for herself.

'When I am stronger, Elinor, we will take long walks together every day. I shall never get up later than six, and I shall spend every morning practising my music or reading.'

Elinor smiled, doubting whether this plan would last very long, but happy to see Marianne enthusiastic again.

A couple of days later, the weather was so fine that Mrs Dashwood encouraged Elinor to take Marianne out for a gentle walk, and the sisters set out along the quiet country road.

'There, exactly there,' said Marianne, pointing to the hill behind the house, 'is where I fell, and first saw Willoughby. I am thankful to find that I can see the place with so little pain! Can we talk on that subject now, do you think, Elinor?'

She was affectionately encouraged to speak openly.

'I know how badly I have behaved! My illness has given me time to think. I should never have been so incautious in my behaviour with Willoughby, and so impolite to other people. I know now that my own uncontrolled feelings caused my suffering, and even my illness was all my own fault. I have been unkind and unfair to almost everybody I know!—but especially to you, dearest Elinor. Did I follow your example? No! Did I help or comfort you, when you were suffering? No! I only thought of my own sorrow and my own broken heart.'

Elinor, impatient to calm her, praised her honesty.

'I can never forget Willoughby,' continued Marianne, 'but my memories no longer make me miserable. If I only knew that he did not always intend to deceive me, that he had some good in him, I would have much greater peace of mind.'

Elinor took a deep breath, and passed on to her sister what Willoughby had told her. Marianne said nothing, but tears ran down her face. They were now on their way back to the cottage, and as they reached the door, she kissed Elinor gratefully, whispered, 'Tell mama,' and went slowly upstairs.

When Mrs Dashwood heard the story, she expressed some pity for Willoughby. But for her, nothing could remove the guilt of his behaviour towards Eliza, and then Marianne.

In the evening, when they were all together, Marianne spoke again of Willoughby. 'I wish to tell you both,' she told her mother and Elinor, in a trembling voice, 'that what Elinor told me this morning was a great relief to me. I could never have been happy with him, after knowing all this.'

'I know, I know!' cried her mother. 'My Marianne, happy with a scoundrel like that? No!'

'Marianne, you consider the matter,' said Elinor, 'exactly as a sensible person should. And I expect you realize that marriage to him would have involved you in many troubles and disappointments. You would always have been poor, and perhaps your influence on his heart would have lessened, as he realized his selfish demands could not be met.'

'Selfish? Do you think him selfish?' said Marianne. 'Yes, you are right, it is true. How foolish I was!'

'I am more to blame than you, my child,' said Mrs Dashwood. 'I should have discovered his intentions earlier.'

During the next few days Marianne continued to get stronger, and life at Barton fell back into the old routines.

Elinor grew impatient for some news of Edward, but the news arrived in a rather unexpected way. Mrs Dashwood's manservant, Thomas, had been sent to Exeter one morning on business, and on his return finished his report with these words:

'I suppose you know, madam, that Mr Ferrars is married.'

Marianne looked quickly at Elinor's white face, and burst into uncontrolled sobbing. Mrs Dashwood did not know which daughter to take care of first. She and Margaret led Marianne to another room, and then Mrs Dashwood hurried back to Elinor, who, although clearly upset, had been able to start questioning Thomas. At once Mrs Dashwood took that trouble upon herself.

'Who told you that Mr Ferrars was married, Thomas?'

'I saw him myself, madam, with his lady, Miss Steele, as her name was then. Miss Steele called to me from a carriage, and asked after the young ladies' health. Then she smiled and said she had changed her name since she was last in Devon.'

'Was Mr Ferrars in the carriage with her?'

'Yes, madam. He was sitting next to her, but I didn't see his face. And Mr Ferrars isn't a gentleman for talking much.'

'Did Mrs Ferrars look well?'

'Yes, madam, very well, and extremely happy.'

Thomas was then sent away, and Elinor and her mother sat in thoughtful silence. Mrs Dashwood now realized that Elinor had hidden her feelings for Edward, in order to spare her mother any unhappiness. She felt guilty that Marianne's suffering had taken up so much of her time, when her eldest daughter was probably just as much in need of her care and attention. Elinor herself was extremely miserable. She had always had a secret hope that something might happen to prevent his marrying Lucy. But now he really was married, and she could not bear the thought of it.

A few days later, a gentleman was seen riding up to their front door. At first Elinor thought it must be Colonel Brandon, but it was not him. In fact, it looked just like Edward. She looked again. It was Edward. She moved away from the window, and sat down. 'I will be calm. I will—must—be calm.'

Her mother and sisters had recognized Edward too, but not a word was spoken, and they all waited in silence for their visitor to appear. He entered, looking pale, agitated and afraid. Mrs Dashwood greeted him kindly, and wished him every happiness. He blushed, and said something no one could hear.

Elinor, desperately, began to talk about the weather. When she had finished expressing her extreme delight in the dryness of the season, a very awful pause took place. It was ended by Mrs Dashwood, who felt it necessary to hope that Mrs Ferrars was well. Edward replied hurriedly that she was.

Another pause.

'Is Mrs Ferrars in Plymouth?' asked Elinor, bravely.

'Plymouth!' he said, surprised. 'No, my mother is in London.'

'I meant,' said Elinor, taking up her sewing from the table, 'to ask about Mrs Edward Ferrars.'

He blushed, looked puzzled, hesitated, then said, 'Perhaps you mean—my brother—you mean Mrs Robert Ferrars.'

'Mrs Robert Ferrars!' repeated Marianne and Mrs Dashwood in the greatest astonishment. Elinor could not speak.

'Yes,' said Edward, hurriedly, 'you may not have heard that my brother is now married to—to—to Miss Lucy Steele.'

Elinor could sit there no longer. She ran out of the room, and as soon as the door was closed, burst into tears of happiness. Until then Edward had avoided looking at her; now he watched her hurry away, and seemed to fall into a dream. At last, without saying a word, he got up, left the room, and walked out of the house.

Great was the astonishment he left behind him. One thing, however, was certain. Edward was now free, and it was not hard to guess how he would use this freedom. Walking about in the fresh air made him feel brave enough to return, and when they all sat down to tea at four o'clock, Edward had won his lady, gained her mother's permission, and was the happiest man alive.

His heart was now open to Elinor, with his weaknesses and mistakes confessed, and his boyish attachment to Lucy discussed with all the wise experience of a man of twenty-four.

'My engagement to Lucy certainly was foolish,' said he, 'but it would not have happened if my mother had allowed me to choose a profession. I had nothing to do, and no friends to advise me, so I imagined myself in love. When I met you, my dear Elinor, I realized at once how weak I had been.'

Elinor's mother and sisters were delighted; they could not love Edward enough, nor praise Elinor enough.

And Elinor—how can her feelings be described? From the moment of learning that Edward was free, to the moment of his asking her to marry him, her mind was in a storm. But when all doubt was past and she heard his voice expressing his deep love and affection for her, she knew her happiness was complete.

Edward stayed at the cottage for a week, and one of the first subjects of discussion was of course Lucy's marriage. It appeared that Robert had visited her several times, trying to persuade her to set Edward free. Lucy had realized that it was now Robert, not Edward, who would inherit his mother's fortune. Being of similarly selfish character, they were attracted to each other, and decided to get married with speed and secrecy.

Edward's mother was, naturally, horrified by Robert's marriage. She did not greatly approve of Edward's engagement to Elinor either, but in the end was persuaded to accept it, and even, rather unwillingly, gave Edward ten thousand pounds; she had given the same to Fanny on her marriage. This was much more than was expected by Edward and Elinor, who could now afford to marry very soon, and move into the vicar's house at Delaford.

There they were visited by all their friends and relations, who found them one of the happiest couples in the world. Even Mrs Ferrars came to visit them, although they were never favourites with her. That honour was reserved for Robert and Lucy, who, by endless attentions and respectful messages, finally regained their place in her heart. The whole of Lucy's behaviour in the matter may be seen as a most encouraging example of what self-interest can do to gain wealth and position. With Mrs Ferrars' generous help, Robert and Lucy lived in great comfort, often visiting John and Fanny Dashwood; only their frequent domestic disagreements spoiled their happiness.

Elinor's move to Delaford did not separate her from her family, as her mother and sisters spent half their time with her. Mrs Dashwood was anxious to bring Marianne and Colonel Brandon together, which was also Elinor's and Edward's wish. Knowing how good, how kind the colonel was, and how fondly he was attached to her, what could Marianne do?

At the age of seventeen she had believed that passionate feeling was the most important thing in life. She had had her heart broken, and learnt to recover from it. Then at nineteen, with feelings of only warm friendship and respect, she agreed to marry a man she had once considered dull, and far too old for marriage!

But so it was. Colonel Brandon was now as happy as all those who loved him believed he deserved to be, and Marianne, who could never love by halves, came in time to love her husband as much as she had loved Willoughby.

Willoughby himself was saddened to hear of her marriage, but he did not die of a broken heart. He even managed to get some enjoyment out of life, as his wife was not always unpleasant, and his home not always uncomfortable. But Marianne remained his idea of the perfect woman, and he often refused to admire a new young beauty as 'nothing to compare with Mrs Brandon'.

Mrs Dashwood stayed on at Barton Cottage, and as Margaret soon grew old enough for dancing and falling in love, Sir John and Mrs Jennings did not miss Elinor and Marianne as much as they had feared. Barton and Delaford were connected by strong family affection, and there was constant communication between the two places. Elinor and Marianne lived in great happiness, loved and respected by their husbands, and almost within sight of each other. The passing of the years only served to bring them all closer together.



routine n. the usual or normal way in which you do things 惯例，常规

awful adj. very bad or unpleasant 糟糕的


10．返回巴顿

玛丽安娜康复得很快，一周之内她就能够和母亲以及埃莉诺一道乘坐布兰登上校的马车踏上回家的旅途了。埃莉诺很高兴看到病愈后的玛丽安娜显示出一种全新的坚强意志和镇静表情。尽管想到过去的时候还是明显很沮丧，但她现在已经能够控制自己的情感，并在家人面前露出一张快活的笑脸。她开始为自己规划新的生活。

“等我更强壮些的时候，埃莉诺，我们要每天出去长途散步，而且我每天早上都要在六点前起床，练习音乐或阅读。”

埃莉诺笑了，她怀疑妹妹的计划是否会持续很长时间，不过她很高兴看到玛丽安娜重新变得精力充沛。

几天后，天气非常好，达什伍德夫人鼓励埃莉诺带着玛丽安娜出去走走。两姐妹沿着安静的乡间小径出发了。

“那儿，就是在那儿，”玛丽安娜指着屋后的一座小山说，“我就是在那里跌倒，第一次见到威洛比的。还好我再见到这里已经不那么难过了！我们现在能够谈论这个话题了吧，你说呢，埃莉诺？”

埃莉诺充满感情地鼓励她敞开心扉。

“我知道我的行为多么任性！生病让我有时间思考，我不应该如此莽撞地处理与威洛比的关系，也不应该那么无礼地对待他人。我知道是我自己没有控制好情绪导致了我的痛苦，甚至我生病也是自己的过错。我似乎对所有人都缺乏善意和公正！——特别是对你，最亲爱的埃莉诺。我向你学习了吗？没有！在你难过的时候，我帮助你、安慰你了吗？也没有！我只考虑到自己的悲伤和我自己破碎的心。”

埃莉诺急忙安慰她并且夸奖她的诚实。

“我永远都不会忘记威洛比，”玛丽安娜继续说，“但是回忆不再令我感到痛苦了。只要我知道他没有一直存心欺骗我，他还有一些优点，我的心情就会平静得多。”

埃莉诺深深吸了一口气，然后把威洛比告诉她的话说给妹妹听。玛丽安娜听完什么都没有说，然而泪水顺着她的脸庞流了下来。她们现在正朝着屋子往回走，当她们走到门口的时候，玛丽安娜感激地亲吻了埃莉诺，并且低声对她说：“告诉妈妈。”然后慢慢地走上楼去。

听到这个故事后，达什伍德夫人表达了对威洛比的些许同情。但是对她来说，没有什么能够洗刷他对伊丽莎和玛丽安娜犯下的错误。

晚上，当她们聚到一起的时候，玛丽安娜再次提到了威洛比。“我想告诉你们，”她用颤抖的声音对母亲和埃莉诺说，“埃莉诺今天早晨告诉我的事情对我来说是一种巨大的解脱。在得知这些事情后，我跟他在一起不可能幸福。”

“我知道，我知道！”她母亲大声说，“我的玛丽安娜，你跟一个像他那样的无赖在一起能幸福吗？当然不可能！”

“玛丽安娜，你看待这件事的方式，”埃莉诺说，“正是一个理智的人应该有的。我希望你意识到与他的婚姻会将你带进诸多的麻烦和失望之中。你将长久受贫困的烦扰，而当他意识到他自私的要求无法得到满足的时候，你对他的心灵的影响力也将减退。”

“自私？你认为他自私吗？”玛丽安娜说，“是的，你说的对，千真万确，我真傻！”

“我比你更应该受到责备，我的孩子，”达什伍德夫人说，“我本应该早点儿发现他的企图。”

在接下来的几天中，玛丽安娜的身体渐渐好起来，而一家人在巴顿的生活也渐渐回到了往日的状态。

埃莉诺急着想听到有关爱德华的消息，可那消息却是以一种出人意料的方式到来的。达什伍德夫人的男仆托马斯有一天上午被派往埃克塞特办事，他回来汇报后说：

“我想夫人已经听说费拉尔斯先生结婚了。”

玛丽安娜快速地瞟了一眼埃莉诺惨白的脸，然后发出了难以控制的啜泣声。这让达什伍德夫人不知道该先安慰哪个女儿才好。她和玛格利特先领着玛丽安娜去另外一个房间，然后她匆忙返回埃莉诺身边。埃莉诺尽管很沮丧，但还是开始询问托马斯具体的情况。达什伍德夫人一来就将这件麻烦事揽到自己身上。

“托马斯，是谁告诉你费拉尔斯先生结婚的？”

“我亲眼见到他了，夫人，跟他的太太斯蒂尔小姐在一起，那是她娘家的姓。斯蒂尔小姐从马车上喊我的名字，并且问候了小姐们的健康。然后她微笑着说她自从上一次到德文郡后就改姓了。”

“费拉尔斯先生跟她一起在马车里吗？”

“是的，夫人。他就坐在她身旁，但是我没有看见他的脸。再说费拉尔斯先生本来话就不多。”

“费拉尔斯夫人看上去好吗？”

“是的，夫人，很好，而且心情极好。”

托马斯被打发走后，埃莉诺和她母亲陷入了无声的沉思。达什伍德夫人现在意识到埃莉诺为了避免引起母亲的担心而隐藏了对爱德华的感情。让她感到愧疚的是玛丽安娜的痛苦占用了她太多的时间，其实她的长女当时或许也需要同样多的关注。埃莉诺自己则非常难过，她一直在暗中希望会有某件事能够阻止爱德华与露西结婚。但是他现在真的结婚了，这让她无法忍受。

几天后，她们看见一位绅士骑马来到门前。起初埃莉诺以为那一定是布兰登上校，但她想错了。事实上，来人看上去像是爱德华。她又仔细看了一下才发现那人正是爱德华。她从窗前走开，坐下来。“我会保持镇定的。我会——必须——保持镇定。”

她母亲和两个妹妹也认出了爱德华，但是她们什么都没有说，只是默默地等待着来访者的出现。他走进来，看上去脸色苍白、紧张而胆怯。达什伍德夫人友好地问候他并祝他幸福。他的脸红了，并咕哝着说了一些没人能够听见的话。

埃莉诺开始绝望地谈论天气。当她表达完她对这个季节干燥天气的极端喜爱后，一个尴尬的停顿出现了。最后还是达什伍德夫人开口圆场，她感到有必要问候费拉尔斯夫人。爱德华急忙回答说她很好。

之后便又是一段停顿。

“费拉尔斯夫人在普利茅斯吗？”埃莉诺勇敢地问。

“普利茅斯！”他惊讶地说，“不，我母亲在伦敦。”

“我问的是，”埃莉诺一边从桌子上拿起她的针线活儿一边说，“爱德华·费拉尔斯夫人。”

他的脸红了，看上去迷惑而犹豫，然后他说：“也许你指的是——我的弟弟——你说的是罗伯特·费拉尔斯夫人。”

“罗伯特·费拉尔斯夫人！”玛丽安娜和达什伍德夫人惊讶地重复道。埃莉诺则一句话也说不出来。

“没错，”爱德华急匆匆地说，“你们也许还没听说我弟弟现在已经娶了——露西·斯蒂尔小姐为妻。”

埃莉诺再也坐不住了。她跑出房间，房门一关上，幸福的泪水便夺眶而出。直到这时爱德华一直避免正眼看她；现在他看到她急匆匆地离开，似乎跌入了梦境中。最后，他一言不发地起身离开了。

他走后，众人极端惊讶。但有一件事情是肯定的，那就是爱德华现在自由了，而且不难猜出他将会如何使用他的自由。在户外的新鲜空气中散步给了他回来的勇气，而当下午4点钟大家坐在一起喝茶的时候，爱德华已经赢得了埃莉诺的芳心，获得了她母亲的许可，成了世上最幸福的男人。

他的心扉现在终于向埃莉诺敞开了。他承认了自己的弱点和以前所犯的错误，并以一个24岁的男人全部的睿智经验谈论起他对露西那孩子气的恋情。

“我与露西的婚约毫无疑问是愚蠢的，”他说，“但是如果母亲允许我自由选择职业，这一切就不会发生。我无所事事，也没有朋友向我提供建议，所以就想象自己坠入了爱河。当我遇见你，亲爱的埃莉诺，我立即意识到我以前是多么脆弱。”

埃莉诺的母亲和妹妹们非常高兴；她们非常喜欢爱德华，也不停地夸奖埃莉诺。

而埃莉诺——怎么才能描述她现在的感受呢？自从她得知爱德华重获自由，一直到他向她求婚的那一刻，她想了太多。但是当所有的疑惑都成为过去，当她听到他表达出对她的爱恋之情，她知道她期待的幸福已经到来。

爱德华在埃莉诺家里住了一个星期，大家最先谈论的一个话题当然就是露西的婚姻了。看样子罗伯特去拜访了她几次，试图说服她给爱德华自由。而露西已经意识到现在是罗伯特而不是爱德华来继承他母亲的财产，由于两人有着相似的自私自利的性格，他们很快就彼此吸引，进而决定闪电般地秘密结婚。

爱德华的母亲自然被罗伯特的婚姻吓呆了。她也不是非常赞同爱德华与埃莉诺的婚约，但是最后她还是被说服接受了事实，甚至不情愿地给了爱德华一万英镑；范妮结婚的时候她也给了她那么多钱。这大大超出了爱德华和埃莉诺的预期，有了钱，他们很快结了婚，并搬进了德拉福德的牧师住宅。

他们的朋友和亲戚纷纷登门，都觉得他们是世界上最幸福的夫妻之一。甚至费拉尔斯夫人也来看望了他们，尽管他们从来都不是她最钟爱的。这项殊荣属于罗伯特和露西，他俩凭借着没完没了的关心和措辞恭敬的信函而重新赢得了在她心目中的地位。露西的所作所为可以被看作是为谋求自身利益而赢得财富和社会地位的典范。由于得到了费拉尔斯夫人的慷慨帮助，罗伯特和露西生活极为舒适，他们经常去拜访约翰·达什伍德和范妮·达什伍德；只有他们之间时常发生的争吵才会让他们的幸福受到破坏。

虽然埃莉诺搬到了德拉福德，但并没有与家人分开。她的母亲和妹妹们有一半的时间都和她在一起。达什伍德夫人急着想把玛丽安娜和布兰登上校撮合作一起，这也是埃莉诺和爱德华的愿望。得知上校是多么正直、多么善良，又是多么爱恋她之后，玛丽安娜还能怎么办呢？

17岁的时候，玛丽安娜认为激情是生命中最重要的东西。她的心为此而破碎过，后来又学着从打击中恢复过来。现在，尽管只对对方怀有热忱的友谊和尊敬，19岁的她还是答应嫁给一个曾经被她认为过于迟钝，年纪太大而不适合成为她终身伴侣的男人。

但是事实就是这样。布兰登上校现在很幸福，就像那些喜爱他的人希望的那样，而永远不能有所保留地去爱一个人的玛丽安娜，正慢慢地像当年爱威洛比那样地去爱她的丈夫。

威洛比本人听到她结婚的消息后很难过，但是他并未伤心而死。他甚至成功地在生活中找到了一些乐趣，因为他的妻子有时也挺讨人喜欢，而他的家有时也相当舒适。但是玛丽安娜在他眼里仍然是一个完美的女人，因而他经常拒绝赞赏新结识的年轻美貌的女子，并说她们“根本没法跟布兰登夫人相提并论”。

达什伍德夫人仍然住在巴顿小屋，而随着玛格利特很快长大并到了参加舞会和恋爱的年龄，约翰爵士和詹宁斯夫人并不像他们曾经担心的那样太过想念埃莉诺和玛丽安娜。牢固的亲情纽带将巴顿和德拉福德维系在一起，而且两家之间一直保持着经常的联系。埃莉诺和玛丽安娜都生活得很幸福，拥有丈夫的爱和尊重，而且彼此住得很近。时间的流逝反而使她们更加紧密地联系在一起。
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ACTIVITIES



Before Reading




1．Read the story introduction on the first page. Can you guess which of these ideas are true?

1) Both Elinor and Marianne suffer because...

a) they fall in love with unsuitable men.

b) they are too poor to attract interesting men.

c) they are both deceived by their admirers.

d) they fall in love with the same man.

2) Eventually the two sisters...

a) move back into their family home.

b) inherit their half-brother's fortune.

c) confess their guilty secret.

d) become more like each other.

e) marry for love.

2．Read the story introduction again, and say whether you agree or disagree with these statements, and why.

1) People with practical commonsense opinions are usually quite boring.

2) People who are full of passionate and romantic feeling all the time are very amusing.

3) True love can only be felt by the young. Middle-aged people cannot expect to fall in love.

4) Everyone should marry by the age of thirty-five.

5) Love is the most important thing in a woman's life; work, or sport, is the most important thing in a man's.


ACTIVITIES



While Reading




1．Read Chapters 1 to 3. Who said this, and to whom? What, or who, were they talking about?

1) 'I would not wish to do anything mean.'

2) 'One feels one's fortune is not one's own.'

3) 'How shall we manage without her?'

4) 'It is too early in life to lose hope of happiness.'

5) 'Surely you must accept that he still has the full use of his arms and legs?'

6) 'How cold, how calm their last goodbyes were!'

7) 'Yes, he is well worth catching.'

8) 'In spite of your very sensible opinion, I shall go on disliking him for ever!'

9) 'Your sister, I understand, does not approve of second attachments.'

10) 'I have such a secret to tell you.'

11)'I have found you out, miss, in spite of your cleverness.'

12) 'Promise me you will change nothing, nothing at all!'

2．Before you read Chapter 4 (Departures and arrivals), can you guess the answers to these questions?

1) Who is going to depart?

2) Who is going to arrive?

3) Are Marianne and Willoughby going to tell everyone about their engagement?

4) Why was Colonel Brandon called away so suddenly?

3．Read Chapters 4 to 6. Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)? Rewrite the false sentences with the correct information.

1) Willoughby was planning to return to Devonshire very soon.

2) Elinor could not explain Willoughby's strange behaviour although she was confident that his intentions were honourable.

3) Edward Ferrars would rather be a vicar than a lawyer.

4) The lock of hair in Edward's ring belonged to his sister Fanny.

5) The Steele sisters were very fond of Lady Middleton's children.

6) Lucy Steele and Edward Ferrars had been secretly engaged for four years.

7) Elinor realized that Lucy was warning her to keep away from Edward.

8) Elinor told her family about Edward's secret engagement at once.

9) Marianne was anxious to see Colonel Brandon in London.

10) At the party in London, Willoughby spoke warmly and passionately to Marianne.

11) Willoughby decided to marry for money, to pay his debts.

12) Mrs Jennings was understanding about Willoughby's behaviour.

4．Before you read Chapter 7 (The truth about Willoughby), can you guess what the truth about Willoughby might be? Mark each of these possibilities Y (Yes) or N (No).

1) He already has a wife.

2) He has seduced a young girl.

3) He has much larger debts than anyone imagined.

4) He has killed someone in a duel.

5) He has stolen money from his cousin, Mrs Smith.

5．Read Chapters 7 to 9. Choose the best question-word for these questions, and then answer them.

Why/What/Who

1) ... was Marianne so upset when her mother's first letter arrived?

2) ... did Colonel Brandon tell Elinor about Willoughby's past?

3) ... relation to Colonel Brandon was the girl who was seduced by Willoughby?

4) ... fought a duel over this girl?

5) ... did John Dashwood advise Elinor to do?

6) ... did Mrs Ferrars choose as a wife for Edward?

7) ... told Fanny Dashwood about Lucy's engagement to Edward?

8) ... made Marianne realize that Elinor was capable of real feeling?

9) ... did Mrs Ferrars decide to leave her fortune to Robert, instead of Edward?

10) ... offered a living to Edward?

11) ... was the reason for Marianne's illness at Cleveland?

12) ... did Willoughby come to Cleveland?

6．Before you read Chapter 10 (Return to Barton), what do you think is going to happen? Choose some of these ideas.

1) Marianne decides that she will never marry, and Elinor marries Colonel Brandon.

2) Lucy finds a richer husband, so Edward is free to marry Elinor.

3) Mrs Dashwood marries Colonel Brandon.

4) Willoughby's wife dies, and Marianne marries Willoughby.

5) Both sisters make happy marriages.


ACTIVITIES



After Reading




1．Here are some thoughts of characters in the story. Decide which characters they are, and describe what is happening at this point in the story. Then explain what the remarks show about each character, and their opinion of others.

1) 'How sad to see those fine dinner plates go! What possible use will they have for things of such high quality? And that piano! It looks very well in a large sitting-room like the one here, but is most unsuitable for a little country cottage...'

2) 'Miss Grey will have me, I'm sure of it. Fifty thousand a year! No more worries about debts, no need to sell my horses... I'm sorry about Marianne, but it's not my fault. I can't bear to be poor, and if Mrs Smith won't allow me any more money...'

3) 'Now I've met her, I can see I was right to be worried. She's just the type Edward would admire. The poor fool talks about her far too often. But she can't have him—because he's mine!'

4) 'She's dancing with him again. Look at that smile! She never smiles at me like that. I suppose it's natural. He's young, good-looking, self-confident, sociable... What chance do I have?'

5) 'What a scoundrel I am, for lying to her about that ring! I ought to tell her the truth, go away, and never see her again—but I can't bear it. Oh, why was I such a fool, four years ago!'

6) 'I do believe I've encouraged him to do it! Yes, he's going over to speak to her now. I mustn't listen, of course, but... yes, she's blushing! Oh, how wonderful! I'm sure they'll make each other very happy. I'm delighted for them both.'

2．Marianne tells Elinor that Willoughby has offered to give her a horse (see the middle of Chapter 3). Here is the conversation between Marianne and Elinor. Complete Marianne's side of the conversation.

ELINOR: Marianne, what's happened? You look very excited!

MARIANNE: ______

ELINOR: Last night? No, I can't possibly guess. Just tell me!

MARIANNE: ______

ELINOR: A horse? Willoughby promised you that? Marianne, what are you thinking of?

MARIANNE: ______

ELINOR: You mean you intend to go riding with Willoughby—just the two of you?

MARIANNE: ______

ELINOR: You must know what's wrong with that. People will talk. In any case, you cannot accept a horse as a present.

MARIANNE: ______

ELINOR: Because it would be such an expensive gift! People would think there was an understanding between you and Willoughby.

MARIANNE: ______

ELINOR: I know it's not their business, but people still talk.

MARIANNE: ______

ELINOR: Yes, I do understand how much you want it. But where will you keep it? How much will it cost to feed, to look after?

MARIANNE: ______

ELINOR: You know very well Mama couldn't possibly afford it.

MARIANNE: ______

ELINOR: I think you'll find that is the right decision, Marianne.

3．In this story, Elinor's actions and reactions are usually considered to represent 'sense', while Marianne's represent 'sensibility'. Look at the two examples given below, and add as many as you can to the list.

SENSE

· After her father's death, Elinor hides her deep sadness in order to discuss business with her brother and be polite to his wife.

SENSIBILITY

· Marianne falls in love with Willoughby because of his attractive appearance and romantic behaviour.

Do you think either sister has changed by the end of the story? If so, how much? Do you think the changes will last?

4．Here is the letter that Marianne writes to Willoughby after she meets him in London. Choose one suitable word to fill each gap.

Willoughby, how could you ______ to me like that ______ night? You were obviously ______ to speak to me, ______ my hand, or spend ______ time with me at ______. You turned away as ______ as you could. What ______ I done? Are you ______ with me? You know ______ well how much you ______ to me. I've never ______ my feelings for you, ______ perhaps this was rather ______. But you showed your ______ for me in so ______ ways. I cannot understand ______ has changed you! I ______ not changed.

I must ______ you to reply at ______. I am ill with ______! My heart is simply ______! Willoughby, have you no ______? If I really mean ______ to you any more, ______ return all of my ______, and the lock of ______ which you begged me ______ give you.

Marianne

5．Do you agree or disagree with these statements about the characters in the story? Discuss your answers.

1) In those times marriage was a practical business, so Lucy, being poor, was right to try to find the richest husband she could.

2) Willoughby was not completely to blame for Marianne's broken heart. She should have been more cautious about allowing herself to fall in love with him.

3) Edward should have been open about his feelings for Elinor, and broken his engagement to Lucy.

4) Elinor knew that Lucy saw her as a rival, not as a friend, so there was no need for Elinor to keep Lucy's secret.

6．Here is the beginning of an alternative ending to the novel (see the middle of Chapter 10). Complete the ending in your own words, giving your opinions about whether these marriages will be successful or not.

Elinor grew impatient for some news of Edward, and it was not long before the Dashwoods heard that he and Lucy were married. Elinor had prepared herself for this moment, and was able to remain calm, despite Marianne's sympathetic sobbing. She found most relief in the company of Colonel Brandon, who came regularly to Barton to comfort her. In fact, as Mrs Jennings had hoped, the understanding between them grew into a real attachment. Very soon, the colonel, having realized Marianne could never love him, asked Elinor to do him the honour of marrying him, and was accepted.

Several months after Elinor's wedding, news came of Mrs Willoughby's sudden death in a riding accident. Marianne found herself thinking of Willoughby more and more, and when he arrived at Barton one day...

Which ending do you prefer—this one, or the one in the story? Explain why.
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简　介

总是希望和周围的朋友攀比，这是人类的一大弱点。如果他们有钱，我们也希望有钱。如果他们很穷，那么我们也不在乎同样受穷。我们不会因为自己的愚蠢而羞愧，我们只会因为比周围的朋友更蠢才感到羞愧。这就是“人比人”的问题。

其实这里还有“往前看”的问题。我们无所谓错过什么，假如从未期待拥有。我们也不会因为贫穷而失望，既然我们不曾指望富有。

匹普又穷又没受过什么教育，但好在他的朋友们也都一样。对他们来说，这并没有什么；这就是生活的本来面目。然而，一旦匹普得知他有“远大前程”，他开始不再安分了。

他羞于与自己的伙伴们为伍，他甚至还自惭形秽。他的“前程”显然有摧毁他的生活的“危险”。




查尔斯·狄更斯（1812—1870）是英国最伟大的小说家之一。尽管出生清贫（他父亲因负债而入狱），他却在有生之年获得盛名而且富有。
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人物介绍

Pip匹普又名Handel汉德尔；教名菲利普

Abel Magwitch, a convict 阿伯尔·马格韦契，一名罪犯

Mrs Joe Gargery, Joe's wife and Pip's sister 乔·葛吉瑞夫人，乔的妻子，匹普的姐姐

Joe Gargery, the village blacksmith 乔·葛吉瑞，乡村铁匠

Compeyson, a convict 康培生，一名罪犯

Mr Pumblechook, Joe's uncle 潘波趣先生，乔的舅舅

Mr Wopsle, church clerk 伍甫赛先生，教堂里的执事

Biddy, Mr Wopsle's young cousin 毕蒂，伍甫赛先生的表妹

Miss Havisham 郝薇香小姐

Estella, adopted by Miss Havisham 艾丝黛拉，被郝薇香小姐收养

Herbert Pocket 赫伯特·朴凯特

Matthew Pocket, Herbert's father 马修·朴凯特，赫伯特的父亲

Orlick 奥立克

Mr Jaggers, a London lawyer 贾格斯先生，一名伦敦律师

Mr Wemmick, Mr Jaggers' clerk 文米克先生，贾格斯先生的雇员

Bentley Drummle 本特利·朱穆尔

Startop 史达多蒲

Miss Skiffins, engaged to Wemmick 斯基芬小姐，已与文米克先生有婚约

The aged parent, or the Aged, Wemmick's father 年老的父亲，或老年人，文米克的父亲


1
Pip meets a stranger

My first name was Philip, but when I was a small child I could only manage to say Pip. So Pip was what everybody called me. I lived in a small village in Essex with my sister, who was over twenty years older than me, and married to Joe Gargery, the village blacksmith. My parents had died when I was a baby, so I could not remember them at all, but quite often I used to visit the churchyard, about a mile from the village, to look at their names on their gravestones.

My first memory is of sitting on a gravestone in that churchyard one cold, grey, December afternoon, looking out at the dark, flat, wild marshes divided by the black line of the River Thames, and listening to the rushing sound of the sea in the distance.

'Don't say a word!' cried a terrible voice, as a man jumped up from among the graves and caught hold of me. 'If you shout I'll cut your throat!' He was a big man, dressed all in grey, with an iron chain on his leg. His clothes were wet and torn. He looked exhausted, and hungry, and very fierce. I had never been so frightened in my whole life.

'Oh! Don't cut my throat, sir!' I begged in terror.

'Tell me your name, boy! Quick!' he said, still holding me. 'And show me where you live!'

'My name's Pip, sir. And I live in the village over there.'

He picked me up and turned me upside-down. Nothing fell out of my pocket except a piece of old bread. He ate it in two bites, like a dog, and put me back on the gravestone.

'So where are your father and mother?' he asked.

'There, sir,' I answered, pointing to their graves.

'What!' he cried, and was about to run, when he saw where I was pointing. 'Oh!' he said. 'I see. They're dead. Well, who do you live with, if I let you live, which I haven't decided yet?'

'With my sister, sir, wife of Joe Gargery, the blacksmith.'

'Blacksmith, you say?' And he looked down at his leg. Then he held me by both arms and stared fiercely down into my eyes.

'Now look here. You bring me a file. You know what that is? And you bring me some food. If you don't, or if you tell anyone about me, I'll cut your heart out.'

'I promise I'll do it, sir,' I answered. I was badly frightened and my whole body was trembling.

'You see,' he continued, smiling unpleasantly, 'I travel with a young man, a friend of mine, who roasts boys' hearts and eats them. He'll find you, wherever you are, and he'll have your heart. So bring the file and the food to that wooden shelter over there, early tomorrow morning, if you want to keep your heart, that is. Remember, you promised!'

I watched him turn and walk with difficulty across the marshes, the chain hanging clumsily around his leg. Then I ran home as fast as I could.

My sister, Mrs Joe Gargery, was very proud of the fact that she had brought me up 'by hand'. Nobody explained to me what this meant, and because she had a hard and heavy hand, which she used freely on her husband as well as me, I supposed that Joe and I were both brought up by hand. She was not a beautiful woman, being tall and thin, with black hair and eyes and a very red face. She clearly felt that Joe and I caused her a lot of trouble, and she frequently complained about it. Joe, on the other hand, was a gentle, kind man with fair hair and weak blue eyes, who quietly accepted her scolding.

Because Joe and I were in the same position of being scolded by Mrs Joe, we were good friends, and Joe protected me from her anger whenever he could. So when I ran breathless into the kitchen, he gave me a friendly warning. 'She's out looking for you, Pip! And she's got the stick with her!' This stick had been used so often for beating me that it was now quite smooth.

Just then Mrs Joe rushed in.

'Where have you been, you young monkey?' she shouted. I jumped behind Joe to avoid being hit with the stick.

'Only to the churchyard,' I whispered, starting to cry.

'Churchyard! If I hadn't brought you up, you'd be in the churchyard with our parents. You'll send me to the churchyard one day! Now let me get your supper ready, both of you!'

For the rest of the evening, I thought of nothing but the stranger on the marshes. Sometimes, as the wind blew round the house, I imagined I heard his voice outside, and I thought with horror of the young man who ate boys' hearts.

Just before I went to bed, we heard the sound of a big gun on the marshes. 'Was that a gun, Joe?' I asked.

'Ah!' said Joe. 'Another convict's escaped. One got away last night. They always fire the gun when one escapes.'

'Who fires the gun?' I asked. Joe shook his head to warn me.

'Too many questions,' frowned my sister. 'If you must know it's the men in the prison-ships who fire the gun.'

'I wonder who is put into prison-ships, and why?' I asked, in a general way, quietly desperate to know the answer.

This was too much for Mrs Joe. 'Listen, my boy, I didn't bring you up by hand to annoy people to death! There are ships on the river which are used as prisons. People who steal and murder are put in the prison-ships, and they stay there for years sometimes. And they always begin their life of crime by asking too many questions! Now, go to bed!'

I could not sleep at all that night. I was in terror of the young man who wanted my heart, I was in terror of the man with the iron chain, I was in terror of my sister, who would soon discover I had stolen her food. As soon as there was a little light in the sky outside my window, I got up and went quietly down to the kitchen. I stole some bread, cheese and a big meat pie, hoping that, as there was a lot of food ready for Christmas, nobody would notice what was missing. I did not dare take the whole brandy bottle, so I poured some into a smaller bottle to take away with me. Then I filled up the brandy bottle with what I thought was water from a big brown bottle. I took a file from Joe's box of tools, and ran out on to the dark marshes.

The mist was so thick that I could not see anything. Although I knew my way to the shelter very well, I almost got lost this time. I was near it when I saw a man sitting on the ground, half asleep. I went up and touched his shoulder. He jumped up, and it was the wrong man! He was dressed in grey, too, and had an iron chain on his leg. He ran away into the mist.

'It's the young man!' I thought, feeling a pain in my heart.

When I arrived at the shelter, I found the right man. He looked so cold and hungry that I felt sorry for him. Trembling violently he swallowed the brandy and ate the food like a hunted animal, looking around him all the time for danger.

'You're sure you didn't tell anyone? Or bring anyone?'

'No, sir. I'm glad you're enjoying the food, sir.'

'Thank you, my boy. You've been good to a poor man.'

'But I'm afraid there won't be any left for him.'

'Him? Who's that?' My friend stopped in the middle of eating.

'The young man who travels with you.'

'Oh, him!' he replied, smiling. 'He doesn't want any food.'

'I thought he looked rather hungry,' I answered.

He stared at me in great surprise. 'Looked? When?'

'Just now, over there. I found him half asleep and I thought it was you. He was dressed like you, and—' I was anxious to express this politely '—he had the same reason for wanting to borrow a file.'

'Then I did hear them fire the gun last night! You know, boy, when you're on the marsh alone at night, you imagine all kinds of things, voices calling, guns firing, soldiers marching! But show me where this man went. I'll find him and I'll finish with him! I'll smash his face! Give me the file first.'

I was afraid of him now that he was angry again.

'I'm sorry, I must go home now,' I said. He did not seem to hear, so I left him bending over his leg and filing away at his iron chain like a madman. Halfway home I stopped in the mist to listen, and I could still hear the sound of the file.



stranger n. a person who is unfamiliar. 陌生人。

churchyard n. an open space around and belonging to a church. 教堂周围属于教堂的空地。

marsh n. low land that is soft and wet. 沼泽地；湿地。

exhaust v. to tire. 疲惫；使筋疲力尽。

fierce adj. angry, violent, and cruel. 凶狠的；残忍的。

gravestone n. a stone put up over a grave. 墓石；墓碑。

blacksmith n. a person who makes and repairs things made of iron. 铁匠。

tremble v. shake because you are afraid, cold, weak, etc. （因害怕、寒冷、体弱等而）发抖。

frequently adv. happening often. 时常发生。

monkey n. a small wild animal, person, esp. a child who is fond of mischief. （戏语）顽皮的人（尤其指小孩）。

fair hair 金发。

convict n. a person convicted of crime and undergoing punishment. 囚犯。

frown v. draw the eyebrows together, causing lines on the forehead. 皱眉头。

terror n. great fear. 恐怖。

brandy n. strong alcoholic drink made from wine. 白兰地酒。

mist n. 雾（密度低于 fog而高于 haze）。

violently adv. severely. 剧烈地。

politely adv. in a refined manner. 文雅地。

smash v. break, be broken. 打破。


1　匹普与一位陌生人相遇

我的教名叫菲利普，但是在我小时候，我仅会说匹普。因此，匹普就成了大家对我的称呼。我和姐姐住在埃森克斯的一个小村庄，姐姐比我大二十多岁，她与村里的铁匠乔·葛吉瑞结了婚。当我还是一个婴儿时，父母就离开了人间，所以我对他们根本没有什么印象，但是，我常常去离村庄大约一英里的教堂墓地，瞻仰墓碑上他们的名字。

我的最初记忆是12月份一个阴冷的下午，我正坐在那个教堂墓地的一块墓石上，眺望着远处低平的、被泰晤士河形成的黑线分割开的黑压压的沼泽荒地，倾听着远处大海的咆哮声。

“别出声！”一个骇人的声音大喊道，接着一个人从墓地里窜出来，一把抓住我，“你敢叫的话，我就割断你的喉咙！”他身材高大，穿着一身灰色衣服，腿上拴着一副铁镣铐。他的衣服湿淋淋的并且破烂不堪。他看上去筋疲力尽、饥寒交迫、十分凶残的样子。我一生中从没有像这样被吓着过。

“噢！先生，不要割我的喉咙！”我害怕地乞求着。

“小子，告诉我你叫什么名字！快点儿！”他仍然抓着我说，“指给我看你住在哪儿！”

“先生，我叫匹普，我住在那边的村庄里。”

他把我头朝下拎起来。一块放了很久的面包从我的口袋里掉了出来，此外一无所有。他像只饿狗似的两口吞下面包，然后把我放回墓石上。

“那么，你的爸爸妈妈在哪儿？”他问道。

“先生，在那儿。”我指着他们的坟墓回答。

“什么！”他叫起来，拔腿就要跑。这时他看到了我所指的地方，“噢！”他说，“我明白了，他们已经死了。那么，如果我放过你的话——这事我还没决定呢，你跟谁一起生活呢？”

“和我姐姐，先生，她是铁匠乔·葛吉瑞的妻子。”

“你说，铁匠？”他低下头看看自己的腿，然后抓住我的双臂，恶狠狠地盯着我的双眼。

“你看这儿。给我带把锉刀来。你知道什么是锉刀吗？再给我弄点儿吃的。如果你不照办，或者把我的情况告诉别人，我就把你的心挖出来。”

“我保证照办，先生。”我回答。我非常害怕，整个身体在颤抖。

“听我说，”他狞笑着继续说道，“同我一起来的还有一个年轻人，是我的朋友，他烤炙小孩的心脏并把它们吃掉。不管你在哪儿，他都会找到你并吃掉你的心脏。所以，如果你要保住你的心脏，明天一大早，把锉刀和食物送到那边的木棚里。记住，你发过誓的！”

我注视着他转过身去，拖动脚上笨拙的脚镣，艰难地穿过沼泽地。然后我拼命地往家跑。

我姐姐乔·葛吉瑞夫人为“亲手”把我带大这一事实感到很自豪。没有人给我解释这是什么意思，而且因为她有只坚实有力的手，这只手可自由“落”在她的丈夫和我的身上，所以我以为乔和我都是被“亲手”养大的。她不是一个漂亮的女人，身材瘦高，黑色的头发和眼睛，一副赤红的面孔。她确实觉得乔和我给她添了不少麻烦，常常为此发牢骚。相反，长有金色头发和浅蓝色眼睛的乔是一个和蔼、心地善良的人，总是老老实实地接受她的训斥。

因为我和乔都处于被乔夫人责骂的地位，所以我们俩是好朋友，乔随时都在保护我免遭她的怒斥。所以，当我上气不接下气地跑进厨房时，他给了我一个友好的忠告：“她正在外面找你，匹普！她还拿了根棍子！”这根棍子常被用来打我，以至于现在变得非常光滑了。

正在这时，乔夫人闯了进来。

“到哪里去了，你这个小淘气鬼？”她大叫着。我跳到乔的背后，以避开棍子的击打。

“只去了教堂墓地。”我小声嘟囔着，接着哭了起来。

“教堂墓地！如果不是我照顾你，你早就和我们的父母一起被埋在教堂墓地里了。有一天你会把我送到坟墓去！现在，我给你们准备晚餐，你们俩！”

接下来的整个晚上，我满脑子都是沼泽地里那个陌生人。有时，当风在房屋周围掠过时，我以为自己听到外面他的声音，惊恐地想起吞吃小孩子心脏的那个年轻人。

我刚要睡觉，沼泽地里传来一阵猛烈的枪声。“乔，那是枪声吧？”我问道。

“噢！”乔说，“又有一个囚犯逃走了。昨晚上就逃了一个。当有囚犯逃跑时，他们总是要开火。”

“谁开的枪？”我问道，乔摇摇头以示警告。

“问得太多了，”我的姐姐皱着眉头说，“如果你一定要知道的话，是监狱船上的人开的枪。”

“不知道是谁被关在船上监狱里，为什么？”我漫不经心地问道，内心却极度渴望知道答案。

对于乔夫人来说，这是问得太多了，“听着，我的孩子，我一手把你带大可不是让你来烦死人的！在那条河里有一些专门用来当监狱的船。小偷和杀人犯被关在那些船上监狱里，有时他们在那里要待上很多年。而且，他们总是通过提出过多的问题来开始他们的犯罪生涯的！现在，睡觉去！”

那天晚上，我根本无法入睡。我害怕那个想要吃我心脏的年轻人，我害怕那个带着铁脚镣的人，我害怕我的姐姐，她马上就会发现我偷了她的食物。窗外的天空刚刚朦朦亮，我就起了床，悄悄地下楼进了厨房。我偷了一些面包、奶酪和一个大肉饼，心存侥幸地想，为过圣诞节准备了那么多吃的，不会有人发现少了东西。我没敢拿整瓶的白兰地酒，所以往一个更小的瓶子里倒了一些以便携带。然后，我用自己认为是盛水的褐色大瓶子里的东西把白兰地瓶子灌满。我从乔的工具箱里拿了一把锉刀，随后跑出了家门，直奔黑魆魆的沼泽地。

大雾弥漫，我什么也看不见。虽然我对去木棚的路了如指掌，但这次几乎迷了路。我接近木棚时，看见一个人坐在地上，几乎睡着了。我走过去，拍拍他的肩膀，他一跃而起，他不是我遇见的那个人！他也穿着灰布衣服，腿上也戴着一副铁镣铐。他跑进了浓雾之中。

“是那个年轻人！”我想，心头感到一阵刺痛。

当我到达木棚时，我看到了昨天那个人。他看上去饥寒交迫，我不禁为他感到难过。他大口大口地吃东西、喝白兰地；他身子颤抖得很厉害，边吃边警戒地环顾四周，活像一只被追捕的野兽。

“你确定你没告诉任何人？没有带任何人来吧？”

“没有，先生，你吃得这么香，我真高兴，先生。”

“谢谢你，我的孩子。你善待了一个可怜人。”

“但恐怕不会给他剩什么了。”

“他？谁呀？”我的朋友停下吃了半截的东西问道。

“就是和你一起来的那个小伙子。”

“噢，他嘛！”他笑着说，“他不想吃东西。”

“我看他的样子很饿。”我回答说。

他十分惊讶地盯着我，“看样子？什么时候？”

“刚才，在那边儿。我发现他快要睡着了，我还认为是你呢。他穿的衣服和您一样，还有……”我希望礼貌地进行表述，“……他有同样的理由要借一把锉刀。”

“如此说来，我昨晚确实听到了他们的枪声！你知道，孩子，当你孤身一人在沼泽地里过夜时，你会想像形形色色的东西，尖叫的声音，扫射的枪支，行军的士兵！带我到这个人逃走的地方去，我会找到他，杀了他！我要打烂他的脸！先给我锉刀。”

他再一次发怒，我又害怕起他来。

“对不起，我现在该回家了。”我说。他似乎没听见，弯着腿，像疯子一样锉着脚镣；我趁机溜走。回家的半路上我在浓雾中停住了脚步，仍然能听到锉脚镣的声音。


2
Catching a convict

All that morning I was frightened that my sister would discover that I had stolen from her, but luckily she was so busy cleaning the house, and roasting the chickens for our Christmas lunch that she did not notice that I had been out, or that any food was missing. At half-past one our two guests arrived. Mr Wopsle had a large nose and a shining, bald forehead, and was the church clerk. Mr Pumblechook, who had a shop in the nearest town, was a fat, middle-aged man with a mouth like a fish, and staring eyes. He was really Joe's uncle but it was Mrs Joe who called him uncle. Every Christmas Day he arrived with two bottles of wine, handing them proudly to my sister.

'Oh Uncle Pumblechook! This is kind!' she always replied.

'It's no more than you deserve,' was the answer every time.

Sitting at table with these guests I would have felt uncomfortable even if I hadn't robbed my sister. Not only was Pumblechook's elbow in my eye, but I wasn't allowed to speak, and they gave me the worst pieces of meat. Even the chickens must have been ashamed of those parts of their bodies when they were alive. And worse than that, the adults never left me in peace.

'Before we eat, let us thank God for the food in front of us,' said Mr Wopsle, in the deep voice he used in church.

'Do you hear that?' whispered my sister to me. 'Be grateful!'

'Especially,' said Mr Pumblechook firmly, 'be grateful, boy, to those who brought you up by hand.'

'Why are the young never grateful?' wondered Mr Wopsle sadly.

'Their characters are naturally bad,' answered Mr Pumblechook, and all three looked unpleasantly at me.

When there were guests, Joe's position was even lower than usual (if that was possible), but he always tried to help me if he could. Sometimes he comforted me by giving me extra gravy. He did that now.

'Just imagine, boy,' said Mr Pumblechook, 'if your sister hadn't brought you up—'

'You listen to this,' said my sister to me crossly.

'If, as I say, she hadn't spent her life looking after you, where would you be now?'

Joe offered me more gravy.

'He was a lot of trouble to you, madam,' Mr Wopsle said sympathetically to my sister.

'Trouble?' she cried. 'Trouble?' And then she started on a list of all my illnesses, accidents and crimes, while everybody except Joe looked at me with disgust. Joe added more gravy to the meat swimming on my plate, and I wanted to pull Mr Wopsle's nose.

In the end Mrs Joe stopped for breath, and said to Mr Pumblechook, 'Have a little brandy, uncle. There is a bottle already open.'

It had happened at last! Now she would discover I had stolen some brandy, and put water in the bottle. Mr Pumblechook held his glass up to the light, smiled importantly at it and drank it. When, immediately afterwards, he jumped up and began to rush round the room in a strange wild dance, we all stared at him in great surprise. Was he mad? I wondered if I had murdered him, but if so, how? At last he threw himself gasping into a chair, crying 'Medicine!' Then I understood. Instead of filling up the brandy bottle with water, I had put Mrs Joe's strongest and most unpleasant medicine in by mistake. That was what the big brown bottle contained.

'But how could my medicine get into a brandy bottle?' asked my sister. Fortunately she had no time to find the answer, as Mr Pumblechook was calling for a hot rum to remove the taste of the medicine. 'And now,' she said, when the fat man was calmer, 'you must all try Uncle Pumblechook's present to us! A really delicious meat pie!'

'That's right, Mrs Joe!' said Mr Pumblechook, looking more cheerful now. 'Bring in the pie!'

'You shall have some, Pip,' said Joe kindly.

I knew what would happen next. I could not sit there any longer. I jumped down from the table, and ran out of the room.

But at the front door I ran straight into a group of soldiers. Mrs Joe was saying as she came out of the kitchen, 'The piehas-gone!' but stopped when she saw the soldiers.

'Excuse me, ladies and gentlemen,' said the officer in charge. 'I'm here in the King's name, and I want the blacksmith.'

'And why do you want him?' said my sister crossly.

'Madam,' replied the officer politely, 'speaking for myself, I'd like the pleasure of meeting his fine wife. Speaking for the King, I'd like him to repair these handcuffs.'

'Ah, very good, very good!' said Mr Pumblechook, clapping.

The soldiers waited in the kitchen while Joe lit the forge fire and started work. I began to feel better now that everyone had forgotten the missing pie.

'How far are we from the marshes?' asked the officer.

'About a mile,' replied Mrs Joe.

'That's good. We'll catch them before it's dark.'

'Convicts, officer?' asked Mr Wopsle.

'Yes, two escaped convicts out on the marshes. Has anyone here seen them?'

The others all shook their heads. Nobody asked me. When the handcuffs were ready, Joe suggested we should go with the soldiers, and as Mrs Joe was curious to know what happened, she agreed. So Joe, Mr Wopsle and I walked behind the men through the village and out on to the marshes.

'I hope we don't find those poor men, Joe,' I whispered.

'I hope not either, Pip,' he whispered back. It was cold, with an east wind blowing from the sea, and it was getting dark.

Suddenly we all stopped. We heard shouts in the distance.

'This way! Run!' the officer ordered, and we all rushed in that direction. The shouts became clearer. 'Murder!' 'Escaped convict!' 'Help!' At last we discovered two men fighting each other. One was my convict, and the other was the man who had run away when I had seen him near the shelter. Somehow the soldiers held the men apart and put the handcuffs on them.

'Here he is, I'm holding him for you!' shouted my convict.

'Officer, he tried to murder me!' cried the other man. His face was bleeding and he was clearly very frightened.

'Murder him! No,' said the first, 'that would be too easy. I want him to suffer more, back on the prison-ship. He's lying, as he did at our trial! You can't trust Compeyson!'

Just then he noticed me for the first time. I shook my head at him, to show that I had not wanted the soldiers to find him. He stared at me, but I did not know if he understood or not.

The prisoners were taken to the riverside, where a boat was waiting to take them on to the prison-ship. Just as he was about to leave, my convict said, 'Officer, after my escape, I stole some food, from the blacksmith's house. Bread, cheese, brandy and a meat pie. I'm sorry I ate your pie, blacksmith.'

'I'm glad you did,' replied Joe kindly. 'We don't know why you're a convict, but we wouldn't want you to die of hunger.'

The man rubbed his eyes with the back of his dirty hand. We watched the small boat carry him out to the middle of the river, where the great black prison-ship stood high out of the water, held by its rusty chains. He disappeared into the ship, and I thought that was the last I had seen of him.



deserve v. to be good or bad enough to have something. 应得。

ashamed adj. having a feeling of shame. 羞耻。

elbow n. the joint between the upper and lower arms. 肘。

stare v. look fixedly, be wide open. 盯着；睁大；张开。

whisper v. using the breath but not the vocal cords. 低声而语，耳语。

character n. moral strength. 品格。

comfort v. to cause to feel comfortable. 安慰。

imagine v. form a picture in the mind. 想像。

sympathetically adv. having or showing sympathy. 表示同情的。

gravy n. juice which comes from meat while it is cooking. 肉汁。

surprise n. something which happens suddenly. 意外，惊奇。

murder v. to kill a person against the law. 谋杀；凶杀。

gasp v. struggle for breath. 喘气；喘息。

delicious adj. pleasing to one's taste or smell. 香，好吃的。

rum n. 朗姆酒。

handcuff n. one of a pair of metal rings joined by a short chain, fastened round a prisoner's wrists. 手铐。

clap v. show approval, applaud, by striking the palms of the hands together loudly. 鼓掌，拍手。

lit (light) v. 生火。

forge n. furnace or hearth for melting. 铁匠炉。

direction n. a way towards something. 方向；方位。

bleed v. to lose blood. 流血。

suffer v. to feel pain or sorrow. 感到痛苦。

rub v. to move one thing backwards and forwards on the surface of another. 摩擦；擦。

rusty adj. reddish-brown coating formed on iron by the action of water and air. 生锈的。

disappear v. to go out of sight. 消失。


2　抓住一名罪犯

一上午，我一直害怕姐姐会发现我偷了她的东西，但是，幸运的是她只顾忙于打扫房间，为我们的圣诞节午饭准备烤鸡，并没有注意到我出过门，也没发现少了任何食物。1点半钟，我们的两位客人到了。伍甫赛先生的鼻子很大，秃顶的前额闪闪发光，他是教堂里的执事。潘波趣先生在最近的镇上有一个商店，他是个体胖腰圆的中年人，鱼嘴，双眼外凸。他是乔的亲舅舅，可喊他舅舅的是乔夫人。每年圣诞节，他都带两瓶葡萄酒来，高傲地递给我姐姐。

“噢，潘波趣舅舅！您真是太好了！”她总是这样说。

“这是一点儿小意思。”每一次都是这种回答。

和这些客人围桌而坐，即使没偷姐姐的东西，我也不会好受。不但潘波趣的胳膊肘在我眼前晃悠，而且我还不能说话，加之他们给我的是最不好的肉块。即使这些鸡们活着的时候也一定会对它们身体的这些部位感到害臊的。更糟糕的是，这些大人一刻也不让我安宁。

“进餐之前，让我们感谢上帝赐给我们面前的食物。”伍甫赛先生以他在教堂常用的低沉语调说。

“你听见了吗？”姐姐在旁边耳语道，“感谢！”

“特别是，”潘波趣先生坚定地说，“孩子，要感谢那些把你亲手带大的人。”

“为什么年轻人从来不感激？”伍甫赛先生难过地问。

“他们的品行天生就是坏的。”潘波趣先生回答说，三个人不悦地看着我。

当有客人的时候，乔的地位甚至比平时还要低（如果可能的话），但只要做得到，他总会设法帮助我。有时，他给我额外添点肉汁，以安慰我。现在，他就是这样做的。

“设想一下，孩子，”潘波趣先生说，“如果不是你姐姐亲手把你带大……”

“好好听着。”我姐姐恶声恶气地对我说。

“如果，正如我所说，她不消耗自己的生命照顾你，你现在会在哪儿呢？”

乔又给我加了一些肉汤。

“他给你添了不少麻烦，夫人。”伍甫赛先生同情地对我姐姐说。

“麻烦？”她喊了起来，“麻烦？”接着她开始罗列我的生病、意外及干的坏事，除了乔，其他人都用反感的目光瞅着我。乔又往我那肉块漂浮的碟子里添了些肉汤，而我恨不得揪下伍甫赛先生的鼻子。

最后，乔夫人停下来喘了口气，然后对潘波趣先生说：“舅舅，喝点儿白兰地吧。有一瓶已经打开了。”

祸事降临了！现在，她会发现我偷了一些白兰地，并把水倒进瓶子里。潘波趣先生把杯子举到空中，自负地笑了笑，然后一饮而尽。酒刚落肚，他突然蹦了起来，开始绕屋子乱撞，脚下踏着奇怪、狂野的舞步，我们大家惊异地盯着他。他疯了吗？我不知道我是否害了他。果真如此，怎么做到的呢？最后，他气喘吁吁地一屁股靠倒在椅子上，嘴里嚷嚷着：“药！”我这才明白。我往白兰地瓶里装的不是水，而是乔夫人那药效极强、味道极苦的药水。那就是褐色大瓶子里装的东西。

“可是，我的药怎么能进到白兰地酒瓶里呢？”我姐姐问。幸好她顾不上去找答案，因为潘波趣先生叫喊着要些热朗姆酒，以除掉药的味道。“现在，”当那个肥胖的家伙惊魂渐定时，她说，“你们大家必须尝尝潘波趣舅舅给我们送的礼物！一个味道鲜美的肉饼！”

“很好，乔夫人，”潘波趣先生说，看样子他现在稍微高兴了点儿，“拿肉饼！”

“你也会有一份肉饼，匹普。”乔和蔼地说。

我料到下一步会发生什么事情，我不能在这儿继续坐下去了。我从椅子上跳下来，拔腿跑出了屋子。

但是，在门口，我迎头撞上了一队士兵。乔夫人从厨房里出来，嘴里正在叨咕：“肉饼——不翼而飞！”可是，当她看到士兵们时，闭上了嘴。

“对不起，女士们、先生们，”统领士兵的军官说，“我以国王的名义来到这里，而且我要找铁匠。”

“你们找他干吗？”我姐姐没好气地问。

“夫人，”军官客气地说，“就我自己而言，我乐意见到他美丽的妻子，要是就国王而言，我希望他修理一下这些手铐。”

“啊，很好，很好！”潘波趣先生拍着手说。

士兵们在厨房等候，而乔生上炉火，开始干活儿。我渐渐地不害怕了，大家都把丢肉饼的事抛到脑后去了。

“从这里到沼泽地有多远？”军官问。

“大约一英里。”乔夫人回答。

“那不太远。我们将在天黑前抓到他们。”

“是罪犯吗，长官？”伍甫赛先生问。

“是的，有两个逃犯还躲在沼泽地里，你们有谁见过他们吗？”

其他的人都摇摇头。幸亏没有人问我。手铐修好后，乔提议我们跟着这些士兵一起去，由于乔夫人好奇地想知道发生了什么事情，所以她同意了。因此，乔、伍甫赛先生和我走在队伍的后面，穿过村庄向沼泽地开进。

“我希望我们找不到那些可怜的人，乔。”我小声说道。

“我也希望那样，匹普。”他小声回了一句。天气很冷，从海上刮来一股东风，夜幕降临了。

突然，我们都停了下来，远处传来喝呼声。

“这个方向！追！”军官命令道。我们迅速向那个方向跑去。喝呼声越来越近，“谋杀！”“逃犯！”“救命呀！”最后我们看见两个人正在互相厮打。一个是我帮助的那个囚犯，另一个是我在木棚附近见过的那个逃窜的人。士兵们设法把两人分开，并一一戴上手铐。

“他在这儿，我帮你们抓住了他！”我的那个囚犯喊着。

“长官，他企图杀害我！”另一个囚犯哭喊着，他的脸上流着血，很显然，他被吓坏了。

“杀害他！不，”第一个逃犯说，“杀他太容易了。我要让他多受受折磨，让他回船上监狱去。他在说谎，就像他在试探我们！你们不要相信康培生！”

这时他才注意到我。我向他摇了摇头，表示我并不想让士兵们找到他。他盯着我，我不知道他是否明白我的意思。

逃犯们被带到河边，那儿有一只小船正等着把他们送到船上监狱去。正要离开的时候，我的那个囚犯说：“长官，我逃跑后，从铁匠家里偷了些吃的，面包、黄油、白兰地和一个肉饼。我很抱歉，我吃了你的肉饼，铁匠。”

“你这样做我很高兴，”乔客气地说，“我们不知道你因为什么成为一名罪犯，但我们不希望你饿死。”

这个罪犯用他的脏手背擦了擦眼睛。我们注视着那艘小船把他带进河中央。在那里，被锈迹斑斑的铁链连在一块儿的监狱船高高耸立在水面上。他被押进船里，消失得无影无踪。我心想，这是我见他最后一面了。


3
An opportunity for Pip

I always knew I would be apprenticed to Joe as soon as I was old enough, and so I used to spend most of the day helping him in the forge. However, I also attended the village evening school, which was organized by an ancient relation of Mr Wopsle's. Her teaching mostly consisted of falling asleep while we children fought each other, but Mr Wopsle's young cousin, Biddy, tried to keep us under control and teach us to read, write and count. Mr Wopsle 'examined' us every three months. In fact he did not ask us any questions at all, but read aloud from Shakespeare, waving his arms dramatically and enjoying the sound of his own voice.

One night, about a year after the escaped convicts had been caught, I was sitting by the kitchen fire, writing a letter to Joe. I didn't need to, because he was sitting right next to me, but I wanted to practise my writing. After an hour or two of hard work, I passed a letter to him.
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'Pip, old boy!' cried Joe, opening his kind blue eyes very wide. 'What a lot you've learnt! Here's a J and an O, that's for Joe, isn't it, Pip?'

I wondered whether I would have to teach Joe from the beginning, so I asked, 'How do you write Gargery, Joe?'

'I don't write it at all,' said Joe. 'But, you know, I am fond of reading. Give me a good book or newspaper, a good fire and I ask no more. Well! When you come to a J and an O, how interesting reading is!'

'Didn't you ever go to school, Joe, when you were young?'

'No, Pip. You see, my father drank a lot, and when he drank, he used to hit my mother, and me too, sometimes. So she and I ran away from him several times. And she used to say, "Now, Joe, you can go to school." But my father had such a good heart that he didn't want to be without us. So he always came to find us, and took us home, and hit us. So you see, Pip, I never learnt much.'

'Poor Joe!'

'But remember, Pip, my father had a good heart.'

I wondered about that, but said nothing.

'He let me become a blacksmith, which was his job too, only he never worked at it. I earned the money for the family, until he died. And listen to this, Pip, I wanted to put this on his gravestone:

Whatever the fault he had from the start,

Remember, reader, he had a good heart.'

'Did you invent that yourself, Joe?' I asked, surprised.

'I did,' said Joe proudly. 'It came to me in a moment. From my own head. But, Pip, sad to say, there wasn't enough money for the gravestone. My poor mother needed it. In bad health, she was. She died soon after. Found peace at last.' Joe's blue eyes were watery. 'I was lonely then, and I met your sister. Now, Pip,' Joe looked firmly at me, because he knew I was not going to agree with him, 'your sister is a fine woman!'

I could think of nothing better to say than 'I'm glad you think so, Joe.'

'So am I,' said Joe. 'I'm glad I think so. Very kind of her, bringing you up by hand. Such a tiny baby you were! So when I offered to marry your sister, I said, "And bring the poor little child to live with us. There's room for him at the forge!"'

I put my arms round Joe's neck and cried into his shirt.

'Don't cry, old boy!' he said. 'Always the best of friends, you and me!' As I dried my tears, he continued, 'So here we are, Pip! Now if you teach me a bit (and I warn you now that I'm very stupid) Mrs Joe must never know. And why? Because she likes to be—in charge—you know—giving the orders.'

'Joe,' I asked, 'why don't you ever rebel?'

'Well,' said Joe, 'to start with, your sister's clever. And I'm not. And another thing, and this is serious, old boy, when I think of my poor mother's hard life, I'm afraid of not behaving right to a woman. So I'd much rather seem a bit weak with Mrs Joe than shout at her, or hurt her, or hit her. I'm just sorry she scolds you as well, Pip, and hits you with the stick. I wish I could take all the scolding myself. But there it is, Pip.'

Just then we heard the sound of a horse on the road. Mrs Joe and Uncle Pumblechook were returning from market. The carriage arrived, and in a rush of cold air, they were in the kitchen.

'Now,' said Mrs Joe, excitedly throwing off her cloak, 'if this boy isn't grateful tonight, he never will be!'

'She's offering the boy a great opportunity,' agreed Pumblechook. Trying to look grateful, I looked at Joe, making the word 'She?' with my lips. He clearly did not know either.

'You were speaking of a she?' he said politely to them.

'She is a she, I suppose,' Mrs Joe replied crossly. 'Unless you call Miss Havisham a he. And even you wouldn't do that.'

'The rich Miss Havisham who lives all alone in the big house in town?' asked Joe.

'There aren't any other Miss Havishams that I know of! She wants a boy to go and play there. She asked Uncle Pumblechook if he knew of anyone. And Uncle Pumblechook, thinking of us as he always does, suggested this boy. And what's more, Uncle Pumblechook, realizing that this boy's fortune may be made by going to Miss Havisham's, has offered to take him into town tonight in his carriage, and let him sleep in his own house, and deliver him tomorrow to Miss Havisham's. And just look!' she cried, catching hold of me. 'Look at the dirt on this boy!'

I was washed from top to toe in Mrs Joe's usual violent manner, and handed over, in my tightest Sunday clothes, to Mr Pumblechook. In the carriage taking me into town, I cried a little. I had never been away from Joe before, and I had no idea what was going to happen to me at Miss Havisham's.

Mr Pumblechook seemed to agree with my sister that I should be punished as much as possible, even when eating, and so for breakfast next morning he gave me a large piece of bread with very little butter, and a cup of warm water with very little milk, and insisted on checking my learning.

'What's seven and thirteen, boy?' He continued testing me all through breakfast. 'And nine? And eleven?'

So I was glad to arrive at Miss Havisham's house at about ten o'clock. It was a large house, made of old stone, and with iron bars on the windows. We rang the bell, and waited at the gate. Even then Mr Pumblechook said, 'And fourteen?' but I pretended not to hear him. Then a young lady came to open the gate, and let me in. Mr Pumblechook was following me when she stopped him.

'Do you wish to see Miss Havisham?' she asked.

'If Miss Havisham wishes to see me,' answered Mr Pumblechook, a little confused.

'Ah!' said the girl, 'but you see, she doesn't.'

Mr Pumblechook dared not protest but he whispered angrily to me before he turned away, 'Boy! Behave well here and remember those who brought you up by hand!' I thought he would come back and call through the gate, 'And sixteen?' but he did not.

The young lady took me through the untidy garden to the house. Although she called me 'boy', she was the same age as me, but she seemed much older than me. She was beautiful, and as proud as a queen. We went through many dark passages until we reached a door, where she left me, taking her candle with her.

I knocked at the door and was told to enter. I found myself in a large room, where the curtains were closed to allow no daylight in, and the candles were lit. In the centre of the room, sitting at a table, was the strangest lady I have ever seen, or shall ever see. She was wearing a wedding dress made of rich material. She had a bride's flowers in her hair, but her hair was white. There were suitcases full of dresses and jewels around her, ready for a journey. She only had one white shoe on. Then I realized that over the years the white wedding dress had become yellow, and the flowers in her hair had died, and the bride inside the dress had grown old. Everything in the room was ancient and dying. The only brightness in the room was in her dark old eyes, that stared at me.

'Who are you?' said the lady at the table.

'Pip, madam. Mr Pumblechook's boy. Come—to play.'

'Come close. Let me look at you.' As I stood in front of her, I noticed that her watch and a clock in the room had both stopped at twenty minutes to nine.

'You aren't afraid of a woman who has never seen the sun since you were born?' asked Miss Havisham.

I am sorry to say I told a huge lie by saying, 'No.'

'Do you know what this is?' she asked, putting her hand on her left side.

'Yes, madam.' It made me think of my convict's travelling companion. 'Your heart, madam,' I added.

'My heart! Broken!' she cried almost proudly, with a strange smile. Then she said, 'I am tired. I want to see something different. Play.'

No order could be more difficult to obey in that house and that room. I was desperate enough to consider rushing round the table pretending to be Pumblechook's carriage, but I could not make myself do it, and just stood there helplessly.

'I'm very sorry, madam,' I said, 'my sister will be very angry with me if you complain, but I can't play just now. Everything is so strange, and new, and sad...' I stopped, afraid to say more. Miss Havisham looked down at her dress, and then at her face in the mirror on the table.

'So strange to him, so well-known to me,' she whispered. 'So new to him, so old to me. And so sad to us both! Call Estella!'

When Estella finally came, with her candle, along the dark passage, Miss Havisham picked up a jewel from her table and put it in Estella's hair. 'Very pretty, my dear. It will be yours one day. Now let me see you play cards with this boy.'

'With this boy! But he's a common working boy!'

I thought I heard Miss Havisham whisper, 'Well! You can break his heart!' She sat, like a dead body ready for the grave, watching us play cards in the candle-light. I almost wondered if she was afraid that daylight would turn her into dust.

'What coarse hands this boy has! And what thick boots!' cried Estella in disgust, before we had finished our first game. I was suddenly aware that what she said was true.

'What do you think of her?' whispered Miss Havisham to me.

'I think she's very proud,' I whispered back.

'Anything else?'

'I think she's very pretty.'

'Anything else?'

'I think she's very rude. And—and I'd like to go home.'

'And never see her again, although she's so pretty?'

'I don't know. I'd—I'd like to go home now.'

Miss Havisham smiled. 'You can go home. Come again in six days' time. Estella, give him some food. Go, Pip.'

And so I found myself back in the overgrown garden in the bright daylight. Estella put some bread and meat down on the ground for me, like a dog. I was so offended by her behaviour towards me that tears came to my eyes. As soon as she saw this, she gave a delighted laugh, and pushed me out of the gate. I walked the four miles home to the forge, thinking about all I had seen. As I looked sadly at my hands and boots, I remembered that I was only a common working boy, and wished I could be different.

My sister was curious to know all the details of my visit, and kept asking me question after question. Somehow I felt I could not, or did not want to, explain about Miss Havisham and her strange house. I knew my sister would not understand. And the worst of it was, that old fool Pumblechook arrived at tea-time, to ask more questions. Just looking at his fishy staring eyes and open mouth made me want to keep silent.

'Leave this boy to me, madam,' he told Mrs Joe. 'I'll make him concentrate. Now, boy, what's forty-three and seventy-two?'

'I don't know,' I said. I didn't care, either.

'Is it eighty-five, for example?' he joked.

'Yes!' I answered, although I knew it wasn't. My sister hit me hard on the head.

'Boy!' he continued. 'Describe Miss Havisham.'

'Very tall and dark,' I said, lying.

'Is she, uncle?' asked my sister eagerly.

'Oh yes,' answered Mr Pumblechook. So I knew immediately that he had never seen her. 'This is the way to get information from this boy,' he added quietly to Mrs Joe.

'How well you make him obey you, uncle!' said Mrs Joe.

'Now, boy! What was she doing when you arrived?'

'She was sitting in a black carriage,' I replied.

Mr Pumblechook and Mrs Joe stared at each other. 'In a black carriage?' they repeated.

'Yes,' I said, becoming more confident. 'And Miss Estella, her niece, I think, handed in gold plates with cake and wine through the windows.'

'Was anybody else there?' asked Mr Pumblechook.

'Four dogs, huge ones. They ate meat out of a silver basket.'

'Where was this carriage, boy?'

'In her room. But there weren't any horses.'

'Can this be possible, uncle?' asked Mrs Joe.

'She's a strange woman, madam. It's quite possible. What did you play at, boy?'

'We played with flags,' I answered. What lies I was telling! 'Estella waved a blue one, and I had a red one, and Miss Havisham waved one with little gold stars on, out of the carriage window.'

Fortunately they asked no more questions, and were still discussing the wonderful things I had seen, when Joe came in from the forge. When I saw his blue eyes open wide in surprise, I felt very sorry I had lied, and that evening, as soon as I found Joe alone for a moment, I confessed to him that I had lied about my visit to Miss Havisham.

'Is none of it true, Pip?' he asked, shocked. 'No black carriage? But at least there were dogs, weren't there, Pip? No? Not even one dog?'

'No, Joe, I'm sorry.'

'Pip, old boy!' His kind face looked very unhappy. 'If you tell lies, where do you think you'll go when you die?'

'I know, Joe, it's terrible. I don't know what happened. Oh I wish I didn't have such thick boots and such coarse hands! I'm so miserable, Joe. That beautiful young lady at Miss Havisham's said I was common. And I know I am! Somehow that made me tell lies.'

'One thing to remember, Pip,' said Joe, lighting his pipe slowly, 'is that lies are always wrong. You can't stop being common by telling lies. That's not the way to do it. And you're learning all the time, Pip! Look at that letter you wrote me last night! Even the King had to start learning at the beginning, didn't he? That reminds me, any flags at Miss Havisham's? No? That's a pity. Look here, Pip, this is a true friend speaking to you. Take my advice. No more lies, live well, and die happy.'

Encouraged by Joe's honest words I went to bed, but I couldn't stop myself thinking that Estella would consider Joe's boots too thick and his hands too. coarse, and our whole family common. That was a day I shall never forget.



opportunity n. favourable time or chance. 机会，时机。

apprentice n. v. learner of a trade who has agreed to work for a number of years in return for being taught. 学徒，（当）徒弟。

ancient relation 远房亲戚。

Shakespeare 莎士比亚。

cousin n. child of one's uncle or aunt. 表兄弟（姐妹），堂兄弟（姐妹）。

drink a lot 酗酒。

invent v. make up, think of. 虚构，杜撰。

proudly adv. having or showing a proper pride or dignity. 自豪地，骄傲地。

tiny adj. very small. 甚小的。

stupid adj. slow-thinking, foolish. 愚蠢的。

rebel v. show resistance, protest strongly. 反抗。

behave v. act. 行为举止。

carriage n. one with four wheels, pulled by a horse or horses, for carrying people. 四轮马车。

cloak n. a type of coat that has no sleeves, fastens at the neck and hangs loosely from the shoulders, worn especially in the past.（尤指旧时的）披风，斗篷。

lip n. one or other of the fleshy edges of the opening of the mouth. 唇。(to open one's lips 开口。)

suggest v. bring (an idea) into the mind. 提及。

deliver v. take (letters, goods, etc.) to houses. 递送。

violent adj. using, showing, accompanied by, great force. 用暴力的。

manner n. way in which a thing is done or happens. 方式。

tight adj. neat, tidy. 整洁的。

punish v. cause (sb.) to suffer pain or discomfort for wrongdoing; cause pain or discomfort to sb.. 处罚，惩罚。

confuse v. put into disorder; mix up in the mind. 使混乱；使糊涂。

protest v. complain. 抗议。

passage n. corridor in a building. 走廊。

curtain n. piece of cloth or lace hung up at a window. 窗帘。

bride n. woman on her wedding day, newly married woman. 新娘。

companion n. person who goes, works or travels with another. 同伙，同伴。

obey v. to do what somebody tells you to do. 服从。

pretend v. to make oneself appear to be something or to be doing something. 假装，装扮。

coarse adj. not fine and small. 粗糙。

disgust n. strong feeling of dislike or distaste. 厌恶。

offend v. hurt the feelings of, give offence to. 激怒。

curious adj. not usual, strange, wishing to know. 好奇的。

concentrate v. to keep (all one's thoughts, efforts etc.). 专心。

describe v. to say what something is like. 描述。

eager adj. wanting very much to do something. 渴望。

confident adj. feeling or showing confidence, certain. 自信。

fortunately adv. luckily. 幸运。

confess v. say or admit (that one has done wrong), acknowledge. 供认。

common adj. heard or seen in a lot of places, usual. 普通的，平常的。

advice n. the opinion you give to other people on what you think they should do. 劝告。

encourage v. to give courage to, to urge to go on. 鼓励。

honest adj. telling the truth. 诚实的。


3　匹普的一次机会

我向来明白，一到学徒的年龄，我就得做乔的学徒。因此，我过去大部分时间都呆在铁匠铺里帮忙。但是，我也参加村办夜校，这所学校是由伍甫赛先生的一位远房亲戚创办的。她上课的时候通常是打瞌睡，我们一群孩子就在下面打闹。但是，伍甫赛先生的表妹，毕蒂，设法把我们控制住，教我们读、写和算术。伍甫赛先生每三个月就“考”我们一次。事实上，他什么问题也不问我们，只是戏剧性地挥动着双臂，大声朗读莎士比亚的作品，沉醉在他自己的声音里。

一天晚上，这大约是两个逃犯被捕的一年以后，我正坐在厨房火炉旁，给乔写信。我其实大可不必这样做，因为他就坐在我身旁。但是，我是想锻炼我的写作。经过一两个小时的努力后，我把一封信递给他。

“亲爱的乔，我希望你很好，很快我就能把我所学的东西教给你了，可有趣了，乔，爱你的匹普”

“匹普，好小子！”乔喊着，睁大他那仁慈的蓝眼睛，“你学了这么多了！这儿是一个J和O，这是乔字，对吗，匹普？”

我不知道是否必须从头教乔，所以，我问道：“你怎么拼写葛吉瑞，乔？”

“我根本就不写，”乔说，“但是，你知道，我喜欢阅读。只要给我一本好书或者报纸，一盆炉火，我就别无所求。啊！当你读到J和O，阅读是多么有趣呀！”

“乔，你小时候没上过学吗？”

“没有，匹普。你知道，我爸爸酗酒，当他酗酒时，常打我妈妈，有时候也打我。因此，她和我几次逃离他。她过去常对我说，‘现在，乔，你能上学了。’可是，我爸爸有如此的好心肠，他不能没有我们。因此，他总是来找我们，并把我们带回家，继续揍我们。所以你就明白了，匹普，我一丁点儿也没学过。”

“可怜的乔！”

“但是记住，匹普，我爸爸有一副好心肠。”

我对此表示怀疑，但是没说什么。

“他让我当了一名铁匠，这也是他的工作，只是他从来不干这活儿。直到他死，都是我挣钱养家。听着这一点，匹普，在他的墓碑上我曾想这样写：

无论他一开始就有什么过错。

记住，读者，他有一副好心肠。”

“乔，那是你自己想出来的吗？”我惊讶地问道。

“是的，”乔自豪地说，“从我自己的头脑里突然冒出来的。但是，匹普，悲哀的是，我没有足够的钱去立这块墓碑。我可怜的妈妈需要钱，她身体不好。不久，她也离开了人间，最后找到了安宁。”乔的蓝眼睛湿润了，“我从此孤独一人，并认识了你姐姐。嗳，匹普，”乔坚定地盯着我，因为他知道我不会赞成他的，“你姐姐是个好女人！”

我想不出什么话好说，只好说：“我很高兴你这样想，乔。”

“我也是这样想的，”乔说，“我很高兴我这样想。她非常仁慈，亲手把你带大。你当时是那么小的一个婴儿！所以，当我向你姐提出结婚时，我说，‘带着这个可怜的小孩子和我们一起生活吧，铁匠铺里有他容身的地方！’”

我搂着乔的脖子，泪水打湿了他的衬衫。

“不要哭，老伙计！”他说，“你和我永远是最好的朋友！”当我擦干眼泪，他继续说，“这就是我们想要的东西，匹普！现在你如果教我一点儿（我提醒你，我很笨），乔夫人决不会知道。为什么呢？因为她喜欢——下命令——你知道——就是发号施令。”

“乔，”我问道，“你为什么不反抗呢？”

“唉，”乔说，“首先，你姐姐聪明，而我不行。另一方面，这是真的，老伙计，每当想起我可怜的妈妈苦难的生活，我就担心对女人举止失当。所以，我宁可对乔太太示弱一点儿，也不愿高声喝呼她、伤害她或打她。我很抱歉，她也责骂你，匹普，还用棍子打你。我希望全部的责骂由我一人承担。可是，不现实，匹普。”

正在这时，我们听到路上的马蹄声，乔夫人和潘波趣舅舅赶集回来了。马车到了，随着一股冷风涌入，他们进了厨房。

“嘿，”乔夫人一边说，一边激动地脱掉她的斗篷，“如果这孩子今晚不感恩的话，那他就是一个忘恩负义的家伙！”

“她要给这孩子提供一个很好的机会。”潘波趣应和着说。我尽力表现出一副感恩的样子看着乔，双唇成说“她？”字的形状。显然他也不知就里。

“你们正在谈论一个女性？”他有礼貌地对他们说。

“我想‘她’就是女的吧，”乔夫人不高兴地回答，“除非你把郝薇香小姐叫‘他’，即使是你也不会这样叫吧。”

“那个在城里独住一幢大宅、腰缠万贯的郝薇香小姐吗？”乔问道。

“我所知道的没有第二个郝薇香小姐！她想要一个孩子到她那儿去玩玩。她问潘波趣舅舅是否有认识的小孩子，一向为我们着想的潘波趣舅舅推荐了这个孩子。还有，潘波趣舅舅意识到把这个孩子送到郝薇香小姐那儿也许可以赚上一笔，所以主动提出今晚就用他的马车带匹普到镇上，让他睡在自己家里，明天把他送到郝薇香小姐家里。瞧！”她抓着我喊了起来，“看看这个脏孩子！”

乔夫人以常用的粗暴手法给我从头到脚洗了洗澡，给我穿上最整洁的礼拜服，把我交给潘波趣先生。在马车载我进城的路上，我哭了一小会儿。以前我从来没有离开过乔，我也不知道在郝薇香小姐家将会发生什么。

潘波趣先生似乎赞成我姐姐想尽一切办法惩罚我的做法，甚至在吃饭时也不放过。所以，第二天吃早饭，他给了我一大块几乎没涂黄油的面包，以及一杯只加了丁点儿牛奶的温水，并坚持检查我的学习情况。

“7加13得几，孩子？”整个早餐，他不断地考我，“加9？加11？”

因此我很高兴能在大约十点到达郝薇香小姐家。那是一座宽敞的住宅，用旧石所砌，窗户架有铁栏杆。我们按了门铃后，在门口耐心等候。直到这时候潘波趣先生还在说：“加14？”不过，我假装没听见。接着，一位年轻的小姐过来打开了门，让我进去。潘波趣先生想跟着我进来，却被她阻止了。

“你想见郝薇香小姐吗？”她问道。

“如果郝薇香小姐想见我的话。”潘波趣先生有点儿不理解地说。

“噢！”那女孩说，“可是，你要知道，她不想见你。”

潘波趣先生不敢表示异议，但是，他在走开之前，恶狠狠地小声对我说：“孩子！在这儿要规矩点，记住是谁亲手把你养大的！”我想他也许会返回来，通过门缝大喊，“加16？”但是，他没有这样做。

那个年轻的小姐领着我穿过一座脏乱的花园来到这所房子。尽管她叫我“孩子”，她的年纪其实和我一样大，可是，看上去她比我大多了。她长得很漂亮，像王后一样高傲。我们穿过几条漆黑的过道，来到一个房间门口，在这儿她带着蜡烛离开了我。

我敲了敲门，里面叫我进去。我发现自己在一个大房间里，这里的窗帘关得紧紧的，不让一缕日光透进来，但点着蜡烛。在屋子的中央，桌子旁坐着的是一位我从没见过、将来也不会见得到的如此奇怪的夫人。她穿着一身华贵的结婚礼服，头上戴着新娘礼花，但她已是满头银发了。她周围摆放着装满衣物和珠宝的箱子，像要准备旅行．她只穿着一只白鞋。这时我才意识到，这么多年来白色的结婚礼服已经变黄了，头上戴的花朵已经枯萎了，身着礼服的新娘已经老了。屋里的一切都显得既古老又死气沉沉的。屋子里仅有的亮点便是她那双正盯视着我的黑色的老眼。

“你是谁？”在桌子旁的女士问。

“匹普，夫人，潘波趣先生的孩子，来这儿——玩的。”

“过来，靠近点儿，让我瞧瞧你。”当我站在她的面前时，我发现她的手表和屋子里的钟表都停止在8点40分。

“你不怕一个自你出世以来就没有见过阳光的女人吗？”郝薇香小姐问道。

“不怕。”很抱歉我撒了个弥天大谎。

“你知道这是什么吗？”她把手放在左边胸口问道。

“知道，夫人。”这使我想起我那个囚犯的同伴，“您的心脏，夫人。”我补充说。

“我的心脏！破碎啦！”她几乎是骄傲地嚷道，脸上带着一种怪异的微笑。然后，她说：“我累了，想看点儿新花样，玩儿吧。”

在这座住宅和这间房屋里，没有比这更难服从的命令了。我甚至绝望地想到扮成潘波趣的马车绕着桌子转。可是，我无法让自己这么做，只能无助地站在那儿。

“很抱歉，夫人。”我说，“如果您向我姐姐告状，她会对我发怒的。但是，我刚才没法玩儿。这里的一切都很陌生，很新鲜，也太凄凉了……”我住口了，害怕说得太多。郝薇香小姐低头看了看她的衣服，然后，看了看桌子上镜子里自己的脸。

“对他来说，如此陌生，对我来讲习以为常，”她自言自语道，“对他那么新鲜，对我那么陈旧，而对我们俩都太凄凉了！叫艾丝黛拉！”

艾丝黛拉拿着蜡烛沿着漆黑的过道进来时，郝薇香小姐从桌子上拿起一件首饰放在艾丝黛拉头上，“真漂亮，亲爱的。它总有一天会属于你的。现在让我看看你和这孩子玩牌吧。”

“和这个孩子！他可是一个普通工人家的孩子。”

我想我听到郝薇香小姐小声说：“嗨！你可以伤透他的心！”她坐下，像一具准备入墓的尸体，在烛光下看着我们玩牌。我忍不住想，她是否惧怕日光会把她化为尘埃。

“这个孩子的双手多么粗糙！靴子多么笨重！”我们打完第一局之前，艾丝黛拉厌恶地喊道。我忽然意识到，她是对的。

“你认为她怎么样？”郝薇香小姐对我耳语道。

“我认为她很傲慢。”我小声回了一句。

“还有呢？”

“我认为她很美。”

“还有呢？”

“我认为她很无礼，还有——还有我想回家了。”

“不想再见到她了，尽管她很漂亮？”

“我不知道。现在，我——我想回家了。”

郝薇香小姐笑着说：“你可以回家了。6天以后再来。艾丝黛拉，给他些吃的。去吧，匹普。”

于是我发现自己又回到了青天白日下草木疯长的花园里。艾丝黛拉把给我的那些面包和肉放在地上，好像我是只狗似的。我被她的行为激怒了，眼泪夺眶而出。一看到这一切，她得意地一笑，把我推出了门外。我走了四英里的路回到铁匠铺，一路上回想着所看到的一切。我伤心地看着我的双手和靴子，记起自己只是一个普通工人家庭的孩子，希望我能改变这一切。

我姐姐好奇地想知道我出访的细节，一个问题接着一个问题地问我。不晓得什么缘故，我感到不可能，也不想解释郝薇香小姐和她那奇怪的住宅。我知道我姐姐不会明白的。更糟糕的是，老傻瓜潘波趣在喝茶的时间到来，问了更多的问题。只要看看他那瞪着的鱼跟和张着的嘴巴，我就不想开口。

“把这孩子交给我，夫人，”他告诉乔夫人，“我会让他聚精会神。喂，孩子，43加72等于几？”

“不知道。”我说，我什么也不在乎。

“举个例子，是85吗？”他开玩笑说。

“是！”我回答，尽管我知道不是那个数。我姐姐狠狠地在我头上凿了个栗暴。

“孩子！”他继续说，“描述一下郝薇香小姐。”

“又高又黑。”我撒谎说。

“她是这样的吗，舅舅？”我姐姐急切地问道。

“噢，是的。”潘波趣先生回答。因此，我马上明白了，他从来没有见过她。“这是从这个孩子那里得到消息的方法。”他平静地对乔夫人补充说。

“你使得他多顺从你呀，舅舅！”乔夫人说。

“喏，孩子！当你到达时她正在干什么？”

“她正坐在一辆黑马车上。”我回答说。

潘波趣先生和乔夫人面面相觑。“在一辆黑马车上？”他们重复道。

“是的，”我变得更自信，“艾丝黛拉小姐，我想那是她的侄女，通过窗户递进来盛有蛋糕和葡萄酒的金盘子。”

“那里还有其他人吗？”潘波趣先生问。

“有四只巨大的狗。它们吃装在银盘子里的肉。”

“这辆马车在哪儿，孩子？”

“在她的房间里。但是，没有马。”

“这可能吗，舅舅？”乔夫人问道。

“她是个怪女人，夫人。那是很有可能的。你玩儿什么啦，孩子？”

“我们玩旗子。”我回答说。瞧瞧我撒的什么谎！“艾丝黛拉挥舞着蓝色的一面旗，我的是红色的，郝薇香小姐从马车窗户往外挥动着一面镶着金色小星星的旗子。”

幸运的是他们没再问问题，当乔从铁匠铺回来时，他们仍然在讨论我所见到的漂亮的东西。看到他吃惊地瞪着蓝色的眼睛，我对自己撒谎的行径感到内疚。那天晚上，我一发现乔独自一人时，就向他供认了关于我去拜访郝薇香小姐所编造的谎话。

“那全都不是真的，匹普？”他摇着头问，“没有黑马车？但是，至少有狗吧，对吗，匹普？没有？一条狗也没有？”

“没有，乔，很抱歉。”

“匹普，老伙计！”他慈祥的脸上看上去很不高兴，“如果你说谎，当你死了，想想你会去哪儿？”

“我知道，乔，那是可怕的，我不知道发生了什么事情。噢，我希望我没有如此笨重的靴子和粗糙的双手！我是如此悲惨，乔。在郝薇香小姐家那个漂亮的年轻小姐说我是普通人。我知道我是！莫名其妙地那就使得我说了谎。”

“有一件事情要记住，匹普，”乔慢条斯理地点上烟斗说，“说谎总是错误的。你不能通过说谎来改变普通人的身份，那样做是没有出路的。你一直都在学习，匹普！看看你昨天晚上给我写的那封信！即使是国王也要从头开始学起，不是吗？这倒提醒我，郝薇香小姐家有旗子吗？没有？真遗憾。瞧这儿，匹普，这是一个真正的朋友在对你说话。记住我的劝告，不再说谎，活得自在，死得愉快。”

被乔诚实的话语所鼓励，我去睡觉了。但是，我抑制不住地想，艾丝黛拉会认为乔的靴子太厚重，他的双手太粗糙，以及我们的家庭太普通。那是我永远不会忘记的一天。


4
A present from a stranger

I desperately wanted to be accepted by Estella. I realized I could never become well-educated just by attending old Mrs Wopsle's evening school, so I asked Mr Wopsle's cousin Biddy to teach me everything she knew. She helped me as much as she could, but I knew it would take a long time to reach Estella's level.

One evening I went to fetch Joe from the village pub, where my sister sometimes allowed him to smoke his pipe and have a beer. Mr Wopsle and Joe were sitting with a stranger, a man I'd never seen before. One of his eyes was half closed, and he wore a big hat which covered most of his head. He suddenly looked interested when I arrived, and rubbed his leg in a rather strange way. He had just ordered hot rum for the three of them.

'It's lonely country round here, gentlemen,' he said.

'Yes,' said Joe, 'just marshes down to the river.'

'Do people ever spend the night on the marshes?'

'No,' replied Joe, 'except an escaped prisoner sometimes. Difficult to find, they are. Went out to look for one once, me, and Mr Wopsle, and young Pip here. Didn't we, Pip?'

'Yes, Joe.'

The stranger looked at me with his good eye.

'What's his name? Pip? Your son, is he?'

'The boy is the blacksmith's wife's brother,' explained Mr Wopsle in his official church clerk's voice.

When the drinks arrived, the stranger did something that he wanted nobody to see except me. He mixed his hot rum and water, not with a spoon, but with a file, which he put back in his pocket when he had finished. As soon as I saw the file, I knew it was the one I had stolen from Joe, and I knew that this man knew my convict. I stared at him in horror.

The men continued their conversation in a friendly way until Joe stood up to leave, and took my hand.

'Wait a moment,' said the stranger. 'I'd like to give the boy something,' and wrapping a coin in some old paper from his pocket, handed it to me. 'That's yours!' he told me, giving me a look full of meaning.

'Thank you, sir,' I said, still staring at him. Together Joe and I walked home, Joe with his mouth open all the way so that my sister would not notice the smell of rum on his breath.

But when we arrived home, we found the stranger had given me two pound notes as well as the coin. My sister thought it must have been a mistake, and kept the pound notes in case he came back for them. But I knew they came from my convict, and I felt that having criminal friends made me more common than ever.

The next time I went to Miss Havisham's, I was shown into a different room to wait. Several ladies and gentlemen, relations of hers, were there. They all turned and looked at me in disgust when I was the first to be called by Estella.

As Estella was leading me along the dark passages, she stopped suddenly and put her face close to mine.

'Look at me, boy! Am I pretty?'

'Yes, I think you're very pretty.'

'Am I rude to you?'

'Not as much as last time.'

She hit my face as hard as she could.

'Now, you coarse little boy, what do you think of me?'

'I won't tell you.'

'Why don't you cry again, you fool?'

'Because I'll never cry for you again,' I said, which was a very false promise, because I was crying inside at the time, and only I know how much I cried for her later.

On our way upstairs we met a gentleman coming down in the dark. He was a large, heavy man, with a very dark skin, sharp eyes, and a huge head, almost bald on the top. His hands smelt strongly of perfumed soap. I didn't know then how important he would be later on in my life.

'Who's this?' he asked Estella, stopping to look at me.

'A local boy. Miss Havisham sent for him,' she replied.

'Well, in my experience most boys are bad,' he said to me.

'Behave yourself!' He bit the side of his large finger as he frowned at me, and then continued downstairs.

This time Miss Havisham was in another room, which I had not seen before. All the furniture was covered in dust. In the candle-light I could see a long table, in the middle of which was a large yellow shape, with hundreds of insects feeding off it.

'This,' said Miss Havisham, pointing to the table, 'is where they will put me when I'm dead. I'll lie on the table, and my relations can come and look at me.' She put a bony hand on my shoulder, but I didn't want her to touch me. I was afraid she would die there and then. 'And that,' she added, pointing to the yellow shape, 'that was my wedding cake. Mine!' She looked all round the room angrily. 'Come!' she said suddenly. 'Help me walk round the room. And call Estella!'

I held her arm to support her as she walked. We were still going slowly and painfully round the room when Estella brought in the relations who had been waiting downstairs. They stood watching us at the door. I thought they blamed me for Miss Havisham's cold manner towards them.

'Dear Miss Havisham!' said one of the ladies lovingly. 'How well you look!'

'I do not,' replied Miss Havisham sharply. 'I am yellow skin and bone.'

'How could Miss Havisham look well, after all her suffering?' said a second lady quickly. 'Impossible! What a silly idea!'

'And how are you?' Miss Havisham asked this lady. As we were close to her then, I would have stopped, but Miss Havisham insisted on walking past. It seemed rather rude.

'Not well at all,' said this lady sadly. 'I don't want to talk too much about my feelings, but—well—I often lie awake at night thinking of you, dear Miss Havisham!'

'Well, don't!' said Miss Havisham crossly as we hurried past the little group again.

'I'm afraid I can't stop myself. I often wish I were less sensitive and loving. But that's my character and I have to live with it!' And she started crying softly. 'Look at Matthew now!' she added, through her tears. 'Matthew never comes to see dear Miss Havisham. But I—'

When she heard Matthew's name, Miss Havisham stopped walking and stood looking at the speaker, who suddenly became silent.

'Matthew will come in the end,' said Miss Havisham firmly, 'when I die and am laid on that table. You will stand around and look at me, you here, you there, you next to her, you two there. Now you know where to stand. And now go!'

The ladies and gentlemen went slowly out of the room, some protesting quietly that they had not seen enough of their dear relation. When they had all gone, Miss Havisham said to me,

'This is my birthday, Pip. I don't allow anyone to speak of it. My relations always come on this day once a year. This day, long before you were born, was my wedding day. Perhaps I shall die on this day too. And when they lay me in my wedding dress on that table, I'll have my revenge on him!'

In the heavy air of that dark, dusty room, she was a ghostly figure in her yellow-white dress. There was a long silence.

As usual I left the house and walked towards the gate, but this time something strange happened. In the garden I met a pale young gentleman with fair hair.

'Hello!' he said. 'Come and fight! This way!'

I was so surprised that I followed him without a word.

'Wait a minute,' he said, turning round quickly. 'I must give you a reason for fighting. There it is!' And he pulled my hair, then pushed his head hard into my stomach. I was ready to fight him after this, but he danced about so much that I couldn't get close to him.

'Follow the laws of the game!' he said, eagerly preparing himself for our fight. He seemed to know so much about fighting that I was very surprised when I knocked him down with my first hit, and then again with my second. He always got up immediately and seemed very glad to be fighting in the correct manner. I admired him greatly for his bravery and his cheerfulness. Finally he had to agree I had won, and we said goodbye.

When I reached the gate, I found Estella waiting for me. She seemed very pleased about something. I wondered if she had been watching our fight. Before I went out, she said,

'Here! you can kiss me if you like.'

I kissed her cheek. It was true I wanted to kiss her very much, but I felt that kiss was almost like a coin thrown to a poor common boy, and not worth anything.

I didn't see the pale young gentleman there again. I continued my visits to Miss Havisham for almost a year. She took great pleasure in watching my growing admiration for Estella, and my unhappiness when Estella laughed at me.

'Go on, my love,' she used to whisper in Estella's ear, 'break men's hearts and have no mercy! I want my revenge!'

Meanwhile my sister and that fool Pumblechook never stopped discussing Miss Havisham and her considerable wealth. They were sure I could expect a large present from her, either before or after her death. But one day Miss Havisham decided it was time to apprentice me to Joe, and told me to bring him to her house. My sister was very angry because she was not invited as well.

Dear old Joe simply could not believe his eyes when he and I entered Miss Havisham's room the next day. The darkness, the candles, the dust, the ancient furniture, the old lady in her bride's dress—it was almost too much for Joe's limited intelligence. That may be why he refused to speak to Miss Havisham directly, but spoke only to me during the conversation. I was ashamed of him, especially as I could see Estella laughing at me over Miss Havisham's shoulder.

'So,' began Miss Havisham, 'you, Joe Gargery, blacksmith, are ready to take Pip as an apprentice?'

'You know, Pip,' replied Joe, 'how we've both been looking forward to working together. Haven't we, Pip?'

'You don't expect any payment when he becomes your apprentice?' she continued.

'Now, Pip,' said Joe, rather offended, 'that question doesn't need an answer. Between you and me. Does it, Pip?'

Miss Havisham looked kindly at Joe. I think she understood more of his character than Estella did. She picked up a little bag from the table. 'Pip has earned something here. There are twenty-five pounds in this bag. Give it to your master, Pip.'

The strange situation seemed to have made Joe go mad. Even now, he insisted on speaking to me.

'This is very generous of you, Pip. Very generous. Now, old boy, we must try to do our duty to each other. Mustn't we, Pip?'

'Goodbye, Pip!' said Miss Havisham. 'Take them out, Estella!'

'Shall I come again?' I asked.

'No, Gargery is your master now. Gargery! Remember, I'm giving you this money because he has been a good boy. Don't expect anything more!'

Somehow I managed to get Joe out of the house, and in the daylight he gradually became normal again. In fact I think his intelligence was improved by the interview, because as we walked home he invented a surprisingly clever plan.

'Well,' cried my sister, as we arrived, 'so you've finished visiting your fine ladies, have you? I'm surprised you bother to come home at all!'

'Miss Havisham asked me to send,' said Joe, as if trying to remember the exact words, 'her-best wishes, was it, Pip? to Mrs J. Gargery...'

'Best wishes,' I agreed.

'And apologized for not being well enough, what was it, Pip?'

'To have the pleasure,' I said.

'To have the pleasure of a lady's company,' he nodded, giving the impression of a man glad to pass on a message correctly.

'Well!' said my sister, pleased. 'She could have sent that message earlier, but better late than never. And what did she give the boy?'

'Nothing,' said Joe firmly, stopping Mrs Joe from speaking by raising his hand. 'What she gave, she gave to his sister, Mrs J. Gargery. That's what she said. Didn't she, Pip?'

'And how much did she give?' asked my sister, laughing. She was actually laughing!

'What would you say to ten pounds?' asked Joe.

'Not bad,' said my sister.

'It's more than that. What would you say to twenty pounds?'

'That's good!' said my sister.

'Well, here you are, it's twenty-five pounds!' said Joe delightedly, handing the bag to my sister.



attend v. to go to, to be present at. 参加，出席。

fetch v. to go to get something and to come back with it. （去）取来。

pub n. public house. 酒馆。

rum n. alcoholic drink made from sugar cane juice. 甘蔗酒；朗姆酒。

horror n. a feeling of great fear or dislike. 恐怖。

wrap v. to cover completely with. 裹；包。

smell n. that which can be noticed by the nose. 气味。

criminal n. a person who has done something seriously, against law. 罪犯。

false adj. not true, not real. 假的，不真实的。

promise v. to tell somebody that you will certainly do something. 允诺。

perfumed adj. 加香味的。

furniture n. things like tables, chairs, beds, which are needed in a house. 家具。

insect n. a small animal with six legs. 昆虫。

bony adj. very thin. 很瘦。

blame v. to say that a person did something wrong. 责备。

sharply adv. angrily, not gently. 严厉地。

sensitive adj. quick to receive impressions. 敏感的。

character n. the sort of person you are. 性格。

silent adj. making no noise. 沉默的。

protest v. to express objection. 反对，抗议。

wedding n. marriage ceremony. 结婚。

revenge n. deliberate infliction of injury upon the person(s) from whom injury has been received. 报仇。

ghostly adj. like, suggesting, a ghost. 鬼的。

admire v. to think someone or something is very good. 钦佩，赞美。

cheerfulness n. happy and contented willing. 高兴的。

mercy n. kindness. 慈悲。

considerable adj. important, quite big. 可观的。

wealth n. valuable things. 财富。

invite v. to ask someone to dinner, or to a social occasion. 邀请。

ancient adj. very old, belonging to the past. 陈旧的。

payment n. paying or being paid. 支付。

situation n. a position or condition at the moment. 局面。

generous adj. ready to give things to people. 慷慨的。

improve v. to make or become better. 改善，提高。

apologize v. to say sorry. 道歉。

nod v. to bend the head a little and quickly. 点头。

impression n. feelings, reaction, or opinions. 印象。

actual adj. existing as a real fact. 实际的。


4　陌生人的礼物

我非常想被艾丝黛拉所接受。我意识到，只参加老伍甫赛女士的夜校，不可能成为有良好教养的人，因此，我请求伍甫赛先生的表妹毕蒂，把她所有的知识都教给我。她尽全力帮助我，但是，我知道要达到艾丝黛拉的水平，需要花费很长的时间。

一天晚上，我去村子上的小酒店接乔。有时，我姐姐允许他在那儿抽抽烟喝杯啤酒。伍甫赛先生和乔正在同一个陌生人坐着，这个人我以前从没见过。他的一只眼半闭着，戴着的一顶大帽子几乎把他的头都盖住了。我到达时，他突然感兴趣地看着我，并用一种奇特的方式磨蹭着腿。他刚为他们三人要了热朗姆酒。

“这周围是荒凉的农村，先生们。”他说。

“是的，”乔说，“从这儿到河边都是沼泽地。”

“有人在沼泽地里过过夜吗？”

“没有，”乔回答说，“除了偶尔会有一两个逃犯以外。很难找到他们。我和伍甫赛先生，还有这个小匹普出去寻找过一次，是吗，匹普？”

“是的，乔。”

陌生人用他那只好眼睛看着我。

“他的名字叫什么？匹普？他是你的儿子，是吗？”

“这个孩子是铁匠妻子的弟弟。”伍甫赛先生用他那一板一眼的教堂职员腔调解释说。

当酒上来时，陌生人做了一件只让我不让别人看见的事。他用一把锉刀搅拌着他的热朗姆酒和水，而不是用勺子。搅拌好后，他把锉刀放回口袋。我一看到这把刀，就知道是我从乔那儿偷的那一把，就知道这个人认识我的那个囚犯。我恐慌地盯着他。

他们继续友好地谈话，直到乔站起来，拉着我的手要离开为止。

“等一会儿，”陌生人说，“我想给这孩子点儿东西，”边说边用从口袋里掏出的一些旧报纸包起一枚硬币，递给我，“这是你的！”他告诉我，并使了个意味深长的眼色。

“谢谢你，先生。”我说，仍然盯着他。我和乔一起往家走，乔一路上张着嘴，以便我姐姐不会在他呼吸时注意到朗姆酒味。

但当我们到家时，发现那个陌生人不仅给了我硬币，还给了我两张一英镑的钞票。我姐姐认为，那一定是搞错了，于是把钞票收起来，以备他回来要。可是，我知道它们来自我那个囚犯，感觉与囚犯做朋友会令我比以前更低贱。

我第二次拜访郝薇香小姐时，被领进另一间屋子等候。那儿有几位女士和先生，都是她的亲戚。当艾丝黛拉首先喊的是我的时候，他们都转过身，用一种厌恶的目光看着我。

艾丝黛拉带我沿着黑过道走时，她突然停住脚步，用她的脸靠近我的脸。

“看着我，孩子！我漂亮吗？”

“是的，我认为你很漂亮。”

“我对你粗鲁吗？”

“比上次好一些。”

她用尽全身力气扇了我一个耳光。

“现在，你这个粗俗的小孩子，你觉得我怎么样？”

“我不告诉你。”

“你为什么不再哭鼻子了，你这个傻瓜？”

“因为我永远不会再为你哭鼻子。”我说，但这话是自欺欺人，因为当时我的内心正在哭泣，且只有我知道日后我为她洒了多少泪。

我们上楼时，遇见一位先生正在摸黑下楼。他是个身材魁梧的家伙，皮肤黝黑，目光炯炯，硕大的脑袋几乎秃了顶。他的双手有一股浓烈的肥皂味。我当时并不知道他在我以后的生活中会有多么重要。

“这是谁呀？”他停下脚步，看着我问艾丝黛拉。

“一个当地的男孩，郝薇香小姐叫他来的。”她回答。

“噢，依我的经验看，大部分男孩都很坏，”他对我说，“规矩点！”他咬着大拇指外侧，皱着眉头看我一眼，然后，下楼去了。

这一次，郝薇香小姐是在另一间屋子里，这间屋子我以前从未见过。所有家具上都蒙着一层灰。在烛光中能看见一张长桌，桌子中间有一个黄色的大模子，模子已经被虫子咬得千疮百孔。

“这，”郝薇香小姐指着桌子说，“就是我死后的栖身之处。我将躺在桌子上，而亲戚们就能来看我。”她把一只骨瘦如柴的手放在我肩上，但我不想让她碰我。我害怕她那时那刻就会死去。“那个，”她指着黄色的模子补充说，“那是我的结婚蛋糕。我的！”她生气地环视了一下屋子。“过来！”她突然说，“扶着我在屋里转转。叫艾丝黛拉！”

我搀着她的手臂扶她走。当艾丝黛拉带着那些在楼下等候的亲戚到来时，我们仍然在慢慢地、艰难地绕着屋子兜圈。他们站在门口看着我们。我觉得这些来客把郝薇香小姐对他们的冷淡归咎于我。

“亲爱的郝薇香小姐！”其中一位女士亲切地说，“你看上去气色多好呀！”

“不好，”郝薇香小姐尖刻地回答，“脸色蜡黄皮包骨头”。

“经历了那么多苦难后，郝薇香小姐的气色怎么还能好呢？”第二个女士赶紧说，“那不可能！多么愚蠢的想法！”

“你怎么样？”郝薇香小姐问这位女士。由于当时我们离她已经很近，我本想停下来的，可是郝薇香小姐坚持走过去。这看起来相当不礼貌。

“一点儿也不好，”这位女士难过地说，“我不想大肆宣扬自己的感受，但是——唉——我晚上常常醒着躺在床上想你，亲爱的郝薇香小姐！”

“哦，可别这样！”我们加快速度再次经过这一小群人时，郝薇香小姐阴阳怪气地说。

“我害怕不能控制自己。我常希望自己不要那么敏感多情。可是，那是我的秉性，我必须接受它！”她开始柔声哭起来，“看看马修！”她流着泪接着说，“马修从不来探望亲爱的郝薇香小姐。可我——”

一听到马修的名字，郝薇香小姐便停住了脚步，站在那里看着说话的人，后者突然变沉默了。

“马修最终会来的，”郝薇香小姐坚定地说，“在我死后被放在那张桌子上的时候你们会围站在这儿看着我，你在这儿，你在那儿，你站在她旁边，你俩在那儿。现在你们知道站哪儿了，都走吧！”

女士和先生们慢慢走出房间，一些人小声抗议说还没有看够他们亲爱的亲戚。他们都走后，郝薇香小姐对我说，“今天是我的生日，匹普。我不允许任何人提起这件事。我的亲戚每年总是这一天来这里一次。远在你出生前的这一天，是我结婚的日子，也许我也应该在这一天死去。当他们把穿着结婚礼服的我放在那张桌子上时，我就向他报了仇了！”

在那间黑暗、布满灰尘的房间的沉闷的空气里，她是个穿着泛黄的白衣服的幽灵。一段长时间的沉寂。

我像往常一样离开了屋子向大门口走去。但是，这次发生了一件奇怪的事。在花园里，我遇见了一位面色苍白的金发少年绅士。

“喂！”他说，“过来打一架！这边！”

我非常惊讶，于是默默地听从了。

“等一等，”他迅速地转过身来说，“我必须给你一个打架的理由，就这个！”他揪着我的头发，用头狠狠地撞我的肚子。之后，我准备迎战，他却左躲右闪，我无法接近他。

“遵守游戏规则！”他说，热切准备投入战斗。他看起来如此熟悉对战，所以当我第一拳就把他打倒在地，并且第二拳又再次打倒他时，我感到很意外。他总是立即爬起来，似乎对这种正确的搏击方式感到很高兴。我很钦佩他的勇敢和快乐。最后，他不得不同意是我取胜，于是我们告别。

当我到达门口时，发现艾丝黛拉正在等我。她好像对发生的某件事情感到很高兴。我纳闷她是否看到了我们的打斗。我出门之前，她说：

“喂！如果你愿意，你可以吻我。”

我吻了她的面颊。我确实非常想吻她，可是，我感到那吻一文不值，跟把一枚硬币丢给一个可怜卑微的孩子没多大区别。

我再也没有见过那个面色苍白的少年绅士。近一年的时间里，我继续去拜访郝薇香小姐。她很高兴看到我对艾丝黛拉的倾慕之情日益增长，也喜欢看到我被艾丝黛拉嘲弄时的沮丧之情。

“继续，宝贝，”她常在艾丝黛拉耳边耳语说，“打碎男人的心，决不仁慈手软！我要报仇雪恨！”

其间，我姐姐和傻瓜潘波趣从来没有停止过讨论郝薇香小姐和她可观的财富。他们确信我能指望从她那儿得到一大笔馈赠，在她死前或在她死后。可是有一天，郝薇香小姐认为我该给乔当学徒了，告诉我把他带到她家来。我姐姐很生气，因为没有一起邀请她。

第二天，当我和他进入郝薇香小姐的房间时，亲爱的老乔简直不敢相信自己的眼睛。黑暗、蜡烛、尘土、陈旧的家具、穿着新娘盛装的老年女士——这大大超出了乔的有限学识。那可能是他拒绝直接与郝薇香小姐说话，而在整个谈话过程中，只跟我讲话的原因。我为他感到害臊，尤其是看到艾丝黛拉越过郝薇香小姐的肩膀嘲笑我的时候。

“那么，”郝薇香小姐开始说，“你，乔·葛吉瑞，铁匠，准备收匹普当徒弟？”

“你知道，匹普，”乔回答说，“我们俩一直多么盼望能在一起干活儿。是吧，匹普？”

“他当你的徒弟，你不想收费吗？”她接着说。

“喂，匹普，”乔很恼火地说，“那个问题不需要回答。答案就在你和我之间。不是吗，匹普？”

郝薇香小姐慈爱地看着乔。我想她比艾丝黛拉更了解他的性格。她从桌子上拿起一个小袋子，“匹普在这里挣了些东西。这个袋子里有25英镑。匹普，把钱给你的师傅。”

这奇怪的情形似乎让乔发疯。直至现在，他还坚持对我说话。

“你真大方，匹普。慷慨大方。现在，老伙计，我们必须努力恪尽职守。是吧，匹普？”

“再见，匹普！”郝薇香小姐说，“带他们出去吧，艾丝黛拉！”

“我还能来吗？”我问道。

“不能，现在葛吉瑞是你的师傅了。葛吉瑞！记住，我给你这笔钱是因为他是个好孩子。别期望别的！”

我想办法把乔弄出了屋子，青天白日下，他慢慢地又恢复了正常。事实上，我现在认为通过这次拜访，他的智商得到了提高，因为在我们走回家时，他想出了一个超常聪明的主意。

“哈，”我们一到家，我姐姐就叫喊道，“你们已经结束了对你们那些高贵的小姐们的拜访，不是吗？你们还想得起回家，真令我惊讶！”

“郝薇香小姐让我送上，”乔说，好像在努力地想准确的字眼，“她——最好的祝福，是吧，匹普？给乔·葛吉瑞夫人……”

“最美好的祝福。”我赞同说。

“并对做得不是太完美表示道歉，那是什么来着，匹普？”

“荣幸。”我说。

“有某位女士陪伴的荣幸。”他点点头，给人的印象是一个男人因为正确地传递了一个口信而很高兴。

“哇！”我姐姐高兴地说，“她本可以早一点儿送上这个口信的，不过，晚送总比不送好。她给这个孩子什么了？”

“什么也没给，”乔坚定地说，他举起手阻止乔夫人说话，“她给的东西，是送给他姐姐，乔·葛吉瑞夫人的。那就是她说的话。不是吗，匹普？”

“她给了多少？”我姐姐笑着问道，她其实是在大笑！

“你说给了十英镑怎么样？”乔问道。

“不错。”我姐姐说。

“不只这些。你说给了20英镑怎么样？”

“那太好了！”我姐姐说。

“喏，给你，是25英镑！”乔高兴地说，同时把钱袋递给我姐姐。


5
Pip's sister is attacked

In a single year everything had changed. Before I went to Miss Havisham's and met Estella, I had always wanted to be apprenticed to Joe, and I had always been happy at home, in spite of my sister's scolding. Now I was ashamed of my home and my work. I was very miserable. Because of Joe, however, I stayed at the forge and did my best to work hard. I'm glad that I never told him how unhappy I was then. I tried to follow his example and become an honest, happy, hardworking man. But all the time I thought of Estella. My worst fear was that one day she would come to the forge and see me working as a common blacksmith, with black face and hands. She would certainly turn away in disgust.

In the evenings I studied as hard as I could, educating myself for Estella. Whatever I learnt, I shared with Joe, not, I'm afraid, so that he would be more educated, but so that I would be less ashamed of him in front of Estella. One Sunday Joe and I went out on the marshes, as usual, to study together. I don't think he ever remembered anything from one week to the next, but he smoked his pipe comfortably, looking as intelligent as he could. I had a question I had been intending to ask him.

'Joe, do you think I should visit Miss Havisham again?'

'Well, Pip,' said Joe, 'will she think you expect her to give you something? She told me she wouldn't give you anything else.'

'But, Joe, I've been apprenticed nearly a year now, and I've never thanked her!'

'That's true, Pip,' said Joe slowly.

'Could you give me a half day's holiday tomorrow, Joe? I would like to visit Miss Est—Havisham.'

'Her name isn't Estavisham, as far as I know, Pip,' said Joe very seriously.

'I know, Joe! Please, Joe!'

'All right, Pip, but if she isn't happy to see you, better not go again.'

Joe had another blacksmith working for him at the forge. His name was Orlick, and he had no friends or family in the village. He was a big, strong, lazy man, who moved about in a strangely unhurried way, his shoulders bent and his eyes on the ground. For some reason he never liked me, even when I was a child, and when I became Joe's apprentice, he seemed to hate me. When he heard about my half-day holiday, he threw down his hammer angrily.

'Come now, master!' he said to Joe. 'If young Pip's having a holiday, give me one too!'

'Well,' nodded Joe after thinking for a moment, 'I will.'

Just then my sister, who had secretly been listening outside the forge, called to Joe through one of the windows, 'You fool! You think you're a rich man, giving a holiday to a lazy man like that Orlick! I wish I were his master! I'd soon show him!'

'You want to be everybody's master!' Orlick told her angrily. 'And what's more, you're a wicked, ugly, old woman!'

'What did you say?' cried my sister, beginning to scream. 'Oh! Oh! What did you call me? Hold me, someone!' Little by little she was deliberately making herself angry. Joe and I had seen this happen many times before.

'Hold you!' said Orlick in disgust. 'If you were my wife, I'd hold you tight round the neck until you couldn't breathe!'

'Oh!' screamed my sister. 'Me, a married woman! Being spoken to like this! In my own house! And my husband standing nearby! Oh! Oh!' And like a mad woman she pulled her hair loose, and rushed at the forge door, which I had, luckily, locked.

Poor Joe had no choice. He had to challenge Orlick to fight. But Joe was the strongest man in the village, and very soon Orlick, like the pale young gentleman, was lying on the ground. Then Joe unlocked the door and picked up my sister, who had dropped unconscious to the ground, but only after watching the fight through the window. She stayed in the kitchen for the rest of the day, and Joe and Orlick shared a glass of beer peacefully together in the forge.

That afternoon when I arrived at Miss Havisham's house, it wasn't Estella who opened the gate, but a cousin of the old lady's. Miss Havisham looked just the same as before.

'Well?' she said, 'I hope you don't expect me to give you anything.'

'No, indeed, Miss Havisham. I only want you to know that I'm very grateful to you for helping me become Joe's apprentice.'

'Good. Come and see me again, on your birthday. Ah!' she cried suddenly, 'you're looking for Estella, aren't you? Answer!'

'Ye—yes,' I admitted. 'I hope Miss Estella is well?'

'She's abroad, receiving a lady's education. She's more beautiful than ever, and admired by all who see her. Do you feel you've lost her?' She gave such an unpleasant laugh with these last words that I didn't know what to say, and as I left the house I felt even more miserable.

On my way through town I met Mr Wopsle, and together we started the long walk home to the village. It was a dark, wet, misty night, and we could only just see someone ahead of us.

'Hello!' we called. 'Is that Orlick?'

'Yes!' he answered. 'I'll walk home with you. Been in town all afternoon, I have. Did you hear the big gun firing, from the prison-ships? Must be some prisoners who've escaped.' That made me think of my convict. We didn't talk any more, but walked along in silence. We heard the gun firing several times.

It was late by the time we got to the village, and we were surprised to see lights on at the pub, and people running in and out. Mr Wopsle went in to discover what was happening, and after a few minutes rushed out, calling, 'Something wrong up at the forge, Pip! Run! They say perhaps it was an escaped convict who got into the house while Joe was out. Someone's been attacked!'

We didn't stop running until we reached the forge. In Mrs Joe's kitchen there was a doctor, and Joe, and a group of women. And on the floor in the middle of them all was my sister, lying unconscious. She would never scold us again.

Joe had been at the pub that evening, and when he arrived home just before ten, he found her on the floor. Nothing had been stolen. She had been hit violently on the back of the head with a heavy weapon. On the floor beside her was a convict's iron chain. It did not belong to the prisoners who had escaped that day.

The police spent the next week investigating the attack, but did not arrest anybody. I felt sure the iron chain belonged to my convict, but I did not think he had attacked my sister. The attacker could have been either Orlick, or the stranger who had shown me the file. But several witnesses had seen Orlick in town all evening. My only reason for suspecting him was his quarrel with my sister, but she had quarrelled with everyone in the village ten thousand times. And if the stranger had come to ask for his two pounds back, my sister would gladly have given it to him. So I could not imagine who her attacker was.

She lay ill in bed for a long time. She could not speak or understand much, and her character was greatly changed. She had become quiet, patient, and grateful for all our care. She used to write a word or draw a picture when she wanted something, and we tried to discover what she meant. She needed someone to take care of her all the time, and luckily old Mrs Wopsle had just died, so Biddy came to live with us. She understood my sister perfectly and looked after us all very well.

One day my sister drew a T, and seemed to want it very much. I brought her toast, and tea, but Biddy knew immediately.

'It's not a T, it's Orlick's hammer!' she cried. 'She's forgotten his name but she wants to see Orlick!'

I must say I expected to see my sister accuse Orlick of attacking her, but instead she seemed very pleased to see him. She often used to ask for him after that, and nobody knew why.

One Sunday I asked Biddy to come for a walk on the marshes.

'Biddy,' I said seriously, 'promise to keep this a secret. I'm going to tell you something. I want to be a gentleman.'

'Don't you think you're happier as you are?' she replied.

I had often wondered this myself, but I didn't want to hear it from her. 'It's a pity, I know,' I said. 'It would have been much better if I could have been happy working at the forge. Perhaps you and I would have spent more time together. I would have been good enough for you, wouldn't I, Biddy?'

'Oh yes,' she said sadly. 'But I don't ask for very much.'

'The point is,' I continued crossly, 'if nobody had told me I was coarse and common, I wouldn't have thought about it!'

Biddy looked at me, interested. 'That wasn't a true or polite thing to say. Who said it?'

'It was the beautiful young lady at Miss Havisham's, and I admire her greatly, and I want to be a gentleman for her!' The words rushed out before I could stop them.

Biddy said gently, 'She may not be worth the trouble, Pip.'

'That may be true, but I can't stop myself admiring her.'

Biddy was the most sensible of girls, and did not try to persuade me anymore. As we walked home, I felt rested and comforted.

'Pip, what a fool you are!' I said to myself. I realized how much happier I would always be with Biddy than with Estella.

'Biddy, I wish I could make myself fall in love with you!' I said suddenly. 'You don't mind my speaking so openly, as you're such an old friend?'

'No, of course not. But you never will fall in love with me, you see,' she answered, a little sadly.

I wondered if I should continue working with Joe in a plain, honest way of life, and perhaps marry Biddy. Or dare I hope that Miss Havisham would make my fortune and marry me to Estella?



attack v. to fight against. 攻击。

educate v. to teach. 教育。

lazy adj. not wanting to work. 懒惰的。

secret n. something only a few people know. 秘密。

wicked adj. bad, wrong, immoral. 恶劣的。

ugly adj. not beautiful, not nice to look at. 丑陋的。

scream v. to cry out loudly in fear, pain or anger, etc. 尖叫。

deliberately adv. done on purpose, intentional. 故意的。

loose adj. free, not fastened or tied. 松开的。

challenge v. to call to compete in a fight or match, etc. 挑战。

abroad adv. in or to a foreign country. 在国外，到国外。

ahead adv. before. 在前。

silence n. the state of being silent, absence of sound. 无声。

investigate v. examine inquire into. 调查。

suspect v. to believe to true. 怀疑。

quarrel v. to argue very strongly with somebody. 争吵，吵架。

patient adj. able to wait for a long time and not complain or get angry. 忍耐的，容忍的。

accuse v. to charge (someone) with doing wrong or breaking the law, blame. 控诉，指控。

dare v. to be brave enough to. 敢。


5　匹普的姐姐被袭击

仅仅一年时间，一切都发生了变化。在我去郝薇香小姐家及遇见艾丝黛拉之前，我总是想做乔的徒弟，在家里总是很愉快，尽管在家里会受到姐姐的训斥。现在，我以我的家和工作为耻。我很痛苦。然而，因为乔的缘故，我待在铁匠铺拼命地工作。我现在庆幸从来没有告诉他我当时是多么不快乐。我尽可能地以他为榜样，成为一个诚实、快乐、勤劳的人。但是，我无时无刻不在想艾丝黛拉。我最担心的是有一天她会来到铁匠铺，发现我只不过是一个黑脸黑手的卑微铁匠。她肯定会厌恶地转身离去。

晚上，我拼命地学习，为艾丝黛拉而自修。我无论学到什么，都悉数教给乔，现在想起来，当时恐怕不是为了让他多受些教育，而是为了在艾丝黛拉面前不那么为他感到羞耻。一个星期天，乔和我来到沼泽地，照常一起学习。我相信他不会把这周学到的东西记到下一周。但是他悠闲自得地吸着烟斗，看上去倒挺睿智，我有一个问题一直想问他。

“乔，你认为我应该再去拜访郝薇香小姐一次吗？”

“呃，匹普，”乔说，“她会不会认为你在期望她给你什么东西呢？她告诉过我，她不会再给你任何东西。”

“可是，乔，现在我当徒弟快一年了，而我还从没有感谢过她！”

“这倒也是，匹普。”乔慢腾腾地说。

“明天你能给我半天假吗，乔？我想去看望艾丝黛——郝薇香小姐。”

“据我所知，她的名字不是艾丝黛薇香，匹普。”乔十分严肃地说。

“我知道，乔！求你啦，乔！”

“好吧，匹普，不过，如果她不高兴见到你，最好别再去。”

乔的铁匠铺里还有另一名铁匠帮他干活儿。他叫奥立克，他在村里既没有朋友也没有家人。他个头儿很大、很强壮，是一个懒惰的家伙，行动起来出奇地慢，含着胸，两眼盯着地上。不知什么原因，他从来不喜欢我，即使我还是一个小孩子时，我当了乔的徒弟后，他好像仇恨我。当听说我要请半天假时，他生气地扔下手头的锤子。

“喂，师傅！”他对乔说，“如果给小匹普放假的话，也得给我放假！”

“好，”乔想了一会儿后点点头说，“我会的。”

正在那时，一直在铁匠铺外面偷听的我的姐姐从一扇窗户外对乔喊道：“你这个傻瓜！你认为你是富翁，给像奥立克这样的懒蛋放假！我希望我是他的师傅！我马上就会让他明白的！”

“你想当所有人的师傅！”奥立克愤怒地对她说，“还有，你是一个恶毒、丑陋的老女人！”

“你说什么？”我姐姐喊着，她开始尖叫起来，“啊！啊！你骂我什么？来人，扶着我！”她渐渐地使自己故作忿怒起来。这种好玩儿的情形，乔和我以前见过许多次。

“扶你！”奥立克厌恶地说，“如果你是我老婆，我会紧紧地掐住你的脖子直到你咽气！”

“哎哟！”我姐姐尖叫道，“我，一个结了婚的女人！遭到这般污辱！在我自己家里！而我的丈夫就站在旁边！哎哟！哎哟！”她像一个发了疯的女人一样抓乱头发，往铁匠铺门上撞，幸亏我早已把门锁上了。

可怜的乔别无选择，他不得不向奥立克挑战。不过，乔是村里最强壮的人，很快，奥立克就像那个面色苍白的少年绅士一样躺倒在地。然后，乔打开门，抱起我姐姐，她已经晕倒在地，不过，这是在她通过窗户看完了这场打斗以后发生的事情。这一天其余的时间，她都待在厨房里，而乔和奥立克在铁匠铺里一起友好地分享了一杯啤酒。

那天下午，我到达郝薇香小姐家时，应门的不是艾丝黛拉，而是这位老女士的表亲。郝薇香小姐看上去仍和以前一样。

“哦？”她说，“希望你不是指望我给你任何东西。”

“不是，确实不是，郝薇香小姐，我只想让你知道，我十分感激你帮助我当了乔的徒弟。”

“很好。在你的生日那天再来看看我吧。啊！”她突然喊起来，“你是来看艾丝黛拉的，不是吗？回答！”

“是——是的，”我承认说，“我希望艾丝黛拉身体很好？”

“她出国啦，接受上等教育去了。她比以前更漂亮了，见过她的人都赞不绝口。你感到失去她了吗？”她带着讥笑说最后一句话，让我不知该说什么好。离开这座房子时，我感到更加悲伤。

在经过镇上的路上，我遇到伍甫赛先生，我们一起长途跋涉往村庄走去。那是一个天色漆黑、潮湿雾大的夜晚，我们只能看到前面有一个人。

“喂！”我们喊道，“那是奥立克吗？”

“是的！”他回答，“我跟你们一起回家。我一下午都在镇上。你们听到从船上监狱传来的激烈的枪声了吗？想必是有些犯人越狱了。”这话使我想起我那个囚犯。我们再也没有说话，只是静悄悄地走着。我们听到了好几次枪声。

我们回到村里时，已经很晚了，我们吃惊地看到酒馆里灯光通明，人们在那儿跑进跑出。伍甫赛先生走了进去，看看发生了什么事情，几分钟后他跑了出来，嘴里喊道：“铁匠铺出事了，匹普！快跑！他们说可能乔不在家时，有个逃犯闯进了你们家。有人被击伤了！”

我们马不停蹄地跑到铁匠铺。在乔夫人的厨房里有一位医生、乔和一群妇女，人群中间的地板上是我姐姐，不省人事地躺着。她永远不会再训斥我们了。

那天晚上，乔一直待在酒馆里，他10点之前到家时，发现她躺在地板上。没有丢任何东西。她的后脑勺儿被重武器狠狠地敲击过。她身旁的地板上是一个囚犯的铁链。这副铁链不是那天逃走的那些罪犯的。

警察用了一周的时间调查这起袭击事件，但是没有逮捕任何人。我确信铁链是属于我那个囚犯的，可我不认为是他袭击了我姐姐。袭击者可能是奥立克或是让我看到那把锉刀的陌生人。但有好几个人看见奥立克整晚待在镇上。我怀疑他的唯一原因是他和我姐姐吵过架，可是，她和村上的每一个人吵了无数次架。而且如果那个陌生人来索要他的两英镑钞票，我姐姐会愉快地还给他。因此，我推断不出是谁袭击了她。

她卧病在床很长一段时间。她不能说话，理解力下降，她的性格也产生了巨大变化。她变得安静、有耐性了，并对我们大家的照料很感激。当她想要什么东西时，她常常用笔写下某个词或画一张图，我们设法搞清她的意思。她随时需要有人来侍候，幸亏老伍甫赛夫人刚去世，所以，毕蒂来和我们住在一起。她对我姐姐的意思理解得很好，无微不至地照料我们。

一天，我姐姐画了一个T，好像特别想要它。我给她烤面包，又给她茶，可是毕蒂马上明白了。

“那不是T字，它是奥立克的锤子！”她喊起来，“她忘记了他的名字，但是，她想见奥立克！”

我必须说，我期望见到我姐姐控诉袭击她的奥立克，可恰恰相反，她似乎很高兴见到他。从那以后，她常常叫他来，没有人知道为什么。

一个星期天，我要求毕蒂到沼泽地去散步。

“毕蒂，”我认真地说，“答应为这件事保密。我打算告诉你一些事情。我想要做个绅士。”

“你认为你现在这样不快活吗？”她反问道。

我自己常常思忖这一点，但我不想听到这句话从她嘴里说出。“很遗憾，我知道，”我说，“如果在铁匠铺工作能令我快乐的话，情况就好多了。也许你和我就可以多花些时间待在一起。我就可以对你足够好，不是吗，毕蒂？”

“噢，是的，”她伤心地说，“但是，我不要求太多。”

“关键在于，”我粗鲁地接着说，“如果没有人告诉我我既粗俗又卑微的话，我不会这样想的！”

毕蒂饶有兴趣地看着我说：“那不是真的，那么说不礼貌。这话是谁说的？”

“是郝薇香小姐府上一位年轻美丽的小姐，我很仰慕她，我要做个绅士，就是为了她！”我不假思索就脱口而出。

毕蒂轻柔地说：“不值得为她烦恼，匹普。”

“也许吧，但我抑制不住自己对她的仰慕之情。”

毕蒂是个最通情达理的姑娘，她没再试图劝我。在返回家的路上，我感到既轻松又舒坦。

“匹普，你真傻！”我心想。我意识到和毕蒂在一起总是比和艾丝黛拉在一起要快乐得多。

“毕蒂，我希望我能爱上你！”我突然说道，“你是如此知心的朋友，我这样公开地说你不介意吧？”

“不，当然不会。但是你永远不会爱上我，你明白的。”她有点儿伤心地回答。

我不知道是否将继续和乔一起工作，过一种简朴、诚实的生活，也许还会和毕蒂结婚。或者斗胆希望郝薇香小姐赐我横财，并让我和艾丝黛拉结婚？


6
Great expectations

One Saturday evening, when I had been apprenticed to Joe for four years, he and I were sitting in the pub, with some of the villagers, listening to Mr Wopsle. He was giving a dramatic reading of a newspaper report of a murder trial, and we all enjoyed watching him act the main characters. His witnesses were old and feeble, his lawyers were clever and sharp-eyed, and his accused was a violent, wicked murderer.

Suddenly we became aware of a strange gentleman who had also been listening, and was now looking coldly at us.

'Well!' he said to us, biting the side of his finger. 'So you've decided the accused was the murderer, have you?'

'Sir,' answered Mr Wopsle firmly, 'yes, I do think he is guilty.' We all nodded our heads in agreement.

'But,' said the stranger, 'do you or do you not know that the law of England supposes every man to be innocent until he is proved—proved—to be guilty?'

'Sir,' began Mr Wopsle, 'as an Englishman myself, I—'

'Come!' said the stranger, 'don't avoid the question. Either you know it, or you don't know it. Which is it?'

'Of course I know it,' answered poor Mr Wopsle.

'Then why didn't you say so at first? Another question. Do you know that this trial isn't finished yet?'

Mr Wopsle hesitated, and we all began to have a rather bad opinion of him.

'And you were going to say that the accused was guilty, before the end of the trial, before he has been proved guilty!' We realized that the unfortunate Wopsle had no understanding of the law, or indeed anything at all.

Now the stranger stood in front of our little group.

'I'm looking for the blacksmith, Joe Gargery,' he said, 'and his apprentice, Pip.' He did not recognize me but I knew he was the gentleman I had met on the stairs when visiting Miss Havisham. There was even the same smell of perfumed soap on his large hands. 'I want to speak to you two in private,' he said, and so Joe and I left the pub and walked home with him.

'My name is Jaggers, and I'm a lawyer,' he said, when he reached the forge. 'Joe Gargery, I am sent by someone who suggests cancelling this boy's apprenticeship to you. Would you want any money, if you lost your apprentice?'

'I'd never stand in Pip's way, never,' said Joe, staring. 'The answer is no.'

'Don't try to change that answer later,' said Mr Jaggers. 'Now, what I have to say, and remember, I'm only an agent, I don't speak for myself, is that this young man has great expectations.'

Joe and I gasped, and looked at each other.

'I have been told to say that he will be very rich when he is older. In addition, the person who sent me wants the young man to be removed from his home and educated as a gentleman who expects to inherit a fortune.'

My dream had come true. Miss Havisham was making me rich!

'Now, Mr Pip,' continued the lawyer, 'there are two conditions. The first is that you always use the name of Pip. The second is that the name of the person who has been so generous to you must remain a secret, until that person chooses to tell you. You are forbidden to ask any questions or try to discover who the person is. Do you accept these conditions?'

My heart was beating fast as I whispered, 'Yes.'

'Now, to details. I have been given enough money for you to live the life of a gentleman in London while you are studying. You will come to me to ask for whatever you need. I suggest Mr Matthew Pocket as a teacher.' I remembered that was the name of one of Miss Havisham's relations, the one who did not visit her often. 'You must buy some new clothes. Shall I leave you twenty pounds?' He counted twenty coins out of his large purse onto the table. 'And when can you come to London? Next Saturday?'

I agreed, feeling very confused. He looked at Joe, who seemed even more confused.

'Well, Joe Gargery? Perhaps, I only say perhaps, I promise nothing,' he said, throwing his purse carelessly from one hand to another, 'perhaps I have been told to give you a present when you lose your apprentice.'

Joe put his great strong hand on my shoulder in the gentlest possible way. 'Pip can go freely to fortune and happiness, he knows that. But if you think that money can ever pay me back for losing the little child—who came to the forge—and always the best of friends!' He could not continue.

Dear good Joe! I was so ready to leave you, and so ungrateful to you! I can see you now, with your strong blacksmith's arm in front of your eyes, and your shoulders shaking, and tears on your cheeks. But at the time I was so excited by my good luck that I forgot what I owed to Joe. Mr Jaggers clearly thought Joe was a fool for refusing money, and left the house, reminding me to go straight to his office in London in a week's time.

Joe told Biddy what had happened, and both congratulated me. They were very quiet and sad at first, because I would be leaving them, but I promised I would never forget them and would often return to visit them. Biddy tried to explain the good news to my sister but the poor woman could not understand.

As Joe and Biddy became a little more cheerful, discussing my possible plans for the future, I became more miserable. Now that I could be a gentleman, as I had always wished, I was not sure if I wanted to leave my home, which was full of happy memories.

That week passed slowly. I took a last walk through the churchyard to the marshes. At least I need never think about my convict again. No doubt he was dead by now.

I had something special to ask Biddy. 'Biddy,' I said, when we were alone, 'don't you think you could teach Joe a bit?'

'What do you mean, teach him?' asked Biddy.

'Well, I love dear old Joe more than anyone else, but his education and manners could be improved.'

Biddy opened her eyes very wide. 'Oh?' she said. 'So his manners aren't good enough, then?'

'Oh, they're all right for here, but when I receive my fortune, I'll want him to meet important people, and behave correctly.'

'Haven't you ever thought,' asked Biddy, not looking at me, 'that he wouldn't want to meet important people, he wouldn't want to be taken away from this job that he does well, and the village where he's loved?'

'Now, Biddy,' I said crossly, 'are you jealous of my good luck? I didn't expect this of you. This is a bad side of your character, Biddy.'

'Whether you scold me or thank me, I'll always do my best for the family at all times. And I'll always remember you, whatever you think of me,' said poor Biddy.

I was not pleased with this interview, and thought it was strange that the news of my expectations had not made me happier.

When I went into town to order my new clothes, Mr Pumblechook was waiting for me at the door of his shop.

'My dear friend, if you will allow me to call you that,' he cried, shaking both my hands, 'let me congratulate you on your fortune! Nobody deserves it more than you!' He seemed so much more sensible than before that I agreed to have lunch with him.

'When I think,' he said happily, 'that I, Pumblechook, was able to help in my small way, by taking you to play at Miss—'

'Remember,' I stopped him, 'we must never say anything about the person who is being so generous to me.'

'Don't worry, trust me, my dear friend. Have some wine, have some chicken! Oh chicken, you didn't think when you were running around on the farm that you would be lucky enough to be served to one who—May I? May I?' and he jumped up to shake my hand again.

As we drank our wine, Pumblechook reminded me of the happy times he and I had spent together during my childhood. I did not remember it quite like that, but I began to feel he was a good-hearted, sincere man. He wanted to ask my advice on a business matter. He said he was hoping to find a young gentleman who would put money into his business, and seemed very interested in my opinion. 'And may I? May I?' He shook hands with me again.

'You know, I always used to say, "That boy will make his fortune. He's no ordinary boy."' He had certainly kept his opinion very secret, I thought.

There was one person I really wanted to visit before going to London. Dressed in my new clothes I went to Miss Havisham's house, where her cousin opened the gate to me again.

'Well, Pip?' said Miss Havisham to me when she saw me.

'I'm going to London tomorrow, Miss Havisham,' I said, choosing my words carefully, 'and I wanted to say goodbye. I've been so lucky since I saw you last, and I'm so grateful for it!'

'Good, good!' she replied, looking delightedly at her cousin who was staring at my new clothes. 'I know about it. I've seen Mr Jaggers. So, a rich person has adopted you?'

'Yes, Miss Havisham.'

She smiled cruelly at her cousin, who was looking rather ill.

'Remember to do what Mr Jaggers tells you. And you will always keep the name of Pip, won't you? Goodbye, Pip.' She gave me her hand and I kissed it. It seemed the natural thing to do. And so I left the old lady in her bride's dress in the candle-light, with the dusty furniture around her.

On Saturday morning I was in such a hurry that I only said a quick goodbye to my family, before setting out to walk the few miles into town for the London coach. As I left the peaceful sleeping village, the mist over the marshes was rising, to show me the great unknown world I was entering. Suddenly I realized what I was leaving behind—my childhood, my home, and Joe. Then I wished I had asked him to walk with me to the coach, and I could not stop crying. Whenever the horses were changed on the journey, I wondered with an aching heart whether to get down and go back to say goodbye properly. But the mist had completely risen now, and my new world lay ahead of me.



dramatic adj. showing the feelings or character in a lively way. 生动的。

trial n. the act of trying. 审判。

aware adj. having knowledge, conscious. 知觉。

suppose v. to pretend. 假定。

innocent adj. not having done wrong, pure. 天真。

hesitate v. to stop and consider before an action. 踌躇。

guilty adj. have done something against the law. 有罪。

cancel v. to stop something which is planned from happening. 取消。

forbid v. not to allow, to say that someone must not do something. 禁止。

count v. to say the numbers. 数数。

excite v. to make someone feel strongly. 使激动。

refuse v. to say that you will not do something, not to accept. 拒绝。

congratulate v. to speak with praise for a happy event or for being successful. 祝贺。

explain v. to make something clear, so that it can be understood. 解释。

jealous adj. feeling or showing fear or ill will because of possible or actual loss of rights or love. 嫉妒的。

shake v. to move quickly from side to side. 摇，抖动。

sensible adj. having or showing good sense, reasonable, practical. 明智的，切实的。

sincere adj. honest, true, not pretended. 真诚的，不虚伪的。

opinion n. what you think about something or somebody. 意见，看法。

ordinary adj. usual, not special. 平常的；普通的。

cruelly adv. ready to give pain to others. 残忍地。

childhood n. the time during which you are a child. 童年。

properly adv. suitable. 适当地，适宜地。


6　远大前程

在给乔当学徒四年后的一个星期六的晚上，乔和我以及一些村民正坐在酒馆里，聆听伍甫赛先生读报。他抑扬顿挫地朗读报纸上一篇关于谋杀案审判的报道，我们都津津有味地欣赏他扮演各种主要角色。他演的证人都年老体弱；他演的律师都精明睿智、目光如炬；他演的被告是个暴力、邪恶的杀人犯。

突然，我们注意到一位也一直在听的陌生人，他正冷眼看着我们。

“喂！”他边咬着手指边对我们说，“所以你们就认定被告是凶手，对吗？”

“先生，”伍甫赛先生坚定地回答，“是的，我想他确实有罪。”我们都赞同地点点头。

“但是，”陌生人说，“你们知不知道英国的法律假定每个人在被证实——证实——有罪之前都是清白的？”

“先生，”伍甫赛先生开始说，“作为一个英国人，我——”

“得啦！”陌生人说，“不要回避这个问题。你们或者知道，或者不知道，答案是哪个？”

“我当然知道。”可怜的伍甫赛先生回答。

“那你为什么开始不这样讲？还有一个问题，你知道这次审判还没结束吧？”

伍甫赛先生踌躇着，我们大家开始对他产生很糟糕的评价。

“而在审判结束前，在他被证实有罪之前，你就想说被告有罪！”我们意识到，不幸的伍甫赛不懂法律，或实际上什么都一窍不通。

现在，陌生人站在我们这一小群人前面。

“我正在寻找铁匠乔·葛吉瑞，”他说，“还有他的徒弟，匹普。”他没有认出我来，可是我知道他是我拜访郝薇香小姐时，在楼梯上遇见的那个绅士，甚至还能闻到他那双大手上的肥皂的香味。“我想私下跟你们俩谈谈。”他说，于是乔和我跟他一起离开小酒店走回家去。

“我叫贾格斯，是一名律师，”到达铁匠铺时，他说，“乔·葛吉瑞，我是由别人派来的，这个人提议取消这个孩子做你徒弟之约。如果你失去你的徒弟，要不要钱？”

“我从来没有阻拦过匹普，从来没有，”惊异万分的乔说，“回答是不。”

“以后可别反悔，”贾格斯先生说，“现在，我要说的，记住，我只是一个代理人，我不是代表我自己讲话，就是这个年轻人要有远大前程啦。”

我和乔倒吸一口气，面面相觑。

“我已经被告知，当他大一点儿，他将非常富有。另外，派我来的那个人希望这位年轻人从他家里搬出来并接受教育，以成为一名日后继承一大笔财富的绅士。”

我的梦想变成了现实，郝薇香小姐将要让我富有起来！

“现在，匹普先生，”律师接着说，“有两个条件：首先，你永远使用匹普这个名字。其次，对你如此慷慨的那个人的名字必须保密，直到那个人愿意告诉你为止。你不得问任何问题，也不能试图发现这个人是谁，你接受这些条件吗？”

当我小声说“是”时，我的心跳得很厉害。

“现在，谈点细节问题。我已被授予足够的钱，以供你在伦敦学习期间过上优越的生活。你需要什么尽管来向我要。我建议马修·朴凯特作你的教师。”我记起那是郝薇香小姐一个亲戚的名字，这个亲戚不常来看她。“你得买几件新衣服。我给你留20英镑吧？”他从硕大的钱包里数出20个硬币放在桌子上，“还有，你什么时间能动身去伦敦？下星期六？”

我同意了，但内心疑窦丛生。他看了看乔，乔好像更加迷惑不解。

“喂，你是乔·葛吉瑞？或许，我只能说或许，我不作任何许诺，”他说，漫不经心地把钱包从一只手抛到另一只手中，“或许我已被告知说，当你失去你的徒弟时，送你一份礼物。”

乔把他那粗壮有力的大手轻轻地搭在我的肩上，“匹普能自由自在地享受财富和幸福，他知道这一点。但是，如果你认为用金钱就能补偿我失去这个小男孩——来铁匠铺的这个小孩子——永远是最知心的朋友！”他再也说不下去了。

亲爱的好人乔！我竟如此心甘情愿地要离开你，对你一点儿都不领情！现在，看到你双手捧面，两肩颤抖，泪流满面，我能理解你了。但在当时，我的好运使我如此兴奋，以致忘了我欠乔的。贾格斯先生显然认为乔拒绝要钱是一个大傻瓜，于是在提醒我一周内直接到他的办公室之后，离开了屋子。

乔告诉了毕蒂所发生的一切，俩人都祝贺我。起先，他们都因我将离开显得非常平静、伤心，但我发誓永远不会忘记他们，会经常回来看望他们。毕蒂设法告诉我姐姐这条好消息，但这个可怜的女人无法理解。

当乔和毕蒂变得高兴一点儿，开始讨论我未来可能的计划时，我感觉更加伤感。现在，我能够做一个一直向往的绅士了，我却不能肯定，我是否愿意离开这个充满着幸福回忆的家。

那一周过得很慢。我做了最后一次穿过教堂墓地去沼泽地的散步。至少我再也不用考虑我那个囚犯。无疑他现在已经归天了。

我有些特别的事情要问毕蒂。“毕蒂，”当我们俩单独在一起时，我说，“你不认为你能教乔一点儿东西吗？”

“你什么意思，教他？”毕蒂问。

“喏，我爱亲爱的老乔胜过其他任何人，不过，他的教育和举止还是能有所改进的。”

毕蒂眼睛睁得很大，“噢？”她说，“照这么说他的举止不够好，是吗？”

“噢，在这儿当然没问题，不过，当我接受我的钱财时，我打算让他去见识重要人物，希望他举止得体。”

“你想过没有，”毕蒂没有看我问，“他不想去见识重要人物，他不想离开这份干得很好的工作，以及这个他一直深爱的村庄。”

“喂，毕蒂，”我不高兴地说，“你嫉妒我的好运吗？我不希望你这样。这是你性格不好的一面，毕蒂。”

“不管你责骂我还是感谢我，我都将每时每刻为这个家作出最好的奉献。我会永远想念你，不管你想起我什么。”可怜的毕蒂说。

我对这次会面不甚满意，且对我的远大前程的消息并没有让我更快乐一点儿感到奇怪。

当我来到镇上订做新衣服时，潘波趣先生正在商店门口等着我。

“我亲爱的朋友，如果你允许我这样称呼你，”他摇晃着我的双手喊道，“让我为你的好运祝贺！没有人比你更应该得到它！”他看起来比以前通情达理得多，于是我同意和他吃午饭。

“当我想起，”他兴高采烈地说，“我，潘波趣，能尽我绵薄之力，领你到——”

“记住，”我打断他的话，“我们必须绝口不提对我如此慷慨的人一丁半点儿。”

“别担心，相信我，我亲爱的朋友。喝些葡萄酒，吃些鸡肉！噢，鸡肉，当你在田地里跑时，你绝料不到自己会那么幸运，能被送到一个——我可以说吗？我可以说吗？”他跳起来，再次握握我的手。

我们喝着葡萄酒，潘波趣提醒我孩提时代他和我共同度过的美好时光。这与我记忆中的大相径庭，不过，我开始觉得他是一个好心肠、诚实的人。他想就一桩生意征询我的意见。他说他正希望找一个会把资金投入到他的生意中的年轻人，他好像对我的看法很感兴趣。“可以吗？可以吗？”他再一次握握我的手。

“你知道，我过去常说：‘那孩子会发达的。他不是一个普通的孩子。’”我想，他肯定把他的观点保留得很隐蔽。

去伦敦之前，有一个人我确实想要去拜访。我穿上新衣服，去了郝薇香小姐府上，给我开大门的又是她的表妹。

“噢，是匹普？”郝薇香小姐看到我时说。

“我准备明天去伦敦，郝薇香小姐。”我字斟句酌地说，“我想来跟你告别，自从上次见到你，我就交上好运啦，为此，我深表感激！”

“很好，很好！”她回答说，愉快地看着正在盯着我的新衣服的表妹，“这件事我知道，我见过贾格斯先生啦。那么，一个富有的人收养你啦？”

“是的，郝薇香小姐。”

她冷冷地对她的表妹笑笑，后者脸色非常难看。

“记住按照贾格斯先生告诉你的去做。你将永远保留匹普这个名字，对吗？再见，匹普。”她向我伸出手来，我吻了她的手，这样做似乎是很自然的事情。于是我离开了在烛光下穿着新娘礼服、周围是尘封的家具的这位老女士。

星期六的早晨，由于如此匆忙，我只是在出发到镇上乘去伦敦的马车之前，仓促地和家里的人说了声再见。我离开这个正在沉睡的宁静的村庄时，笼罩着沼泽地的迷雾正在升起，好像在昭示着我即将步入的未知的大千世界。突然我意识到，我遗留下了什么——我的童年，我的家，还有乔。这时，我希望我原先曾叫他和我一起走去坐马车，我抑制不住地哭起来。在旅途中，无论什么时候换马匹，我都心痛地思忖要不要下车，回去好好地说声再见。但是，现在大雾已经完全升起来了，呈现在我面前的是一个崭新的世界。


7
Pip arrives in London

At that time everybody in England agreed that London was a wonderful city. So I was surprised to find it rather ugly, with narrow dirty streets, and people crowded into tiny houses. I was frightened by its huge size. At Smithfield, the meat market, I was shocked by the dirt and blood everywhere. Then I came to Newgate Prison, where a drunk old man showed me the place where prisoners were hanged, and told me excitedly that four men would die there tomorrow. I was disgusted by this news. My first impression of London could not have been worse.

However I managed to find Mr Jaggers' office, noticing that other people were waiting for the great man too. After some time he appeared, walking towards me. His clients all rushed at him together. He spoke to some, and pushed others away. One man held on to the lawyer's sleeve.

'Please, Mr Jaggers,' he begged, 'my brother is accused of stealing silver. Only you can save him! I'm ready to pay anything!'

'Your brother?' repeated the lawyer. 'And the trial is tomorrow? Well, I'm sorry for you, and him. I'm on the other side.'

'No, Mr Jaggers!' cried the man desperately, tears in his eyes. 'Don't say you're against him! I'll pay anything!'

'Get out of my way,' said Mr Jaggers and we left the man on his knees on the pavement.

Now Mr Jaggers turned to me and told me that on Monday I would go to Matthew Pocket's house to start my studies, but until then I would stay with his son, Herbert, who lived nearby.

Wemmick, Mr Jaggers' clerk, showed me the way to Mr Pocket's rooms. He was a short, dry man, with a square, expressionless face, between forty and fifty years old. His mouth was so wide that it looked like a post-box, and gave the impression of smiling all the time.

'Is London a very wicked place?' I asked him, trying to make conversation as we walked.

'You may be robbed or murdered in London. But that may happen to you anywhere, if there is any profit in it for the criminal.'

I was not sure whether I looked forward to living in London, where people like Wemmick accepted crime so calmly.

We arrived at Herbert Pocket's rented rooms. The building was the dirtiest I had ever seen, with broken windows and dusty doors. It stood in a little square with dying trees around it. I looked in horror at Mr Wemmick.

'Ah!' he said, not understanding my look. 'Its quiet position makes you think of the country. I quite agree. Goodbye, Mr Pip.'

I went up the stairs, where there was a note on Mr Pocket's door, saying 'Returning soon.' His idea of 'soon' was not the same as mine. About half an hour later I heard footsteps rushing upstairs, and a young man of my age appeared breathless at the door. 'Mr Pip?' he said. 'I'm so sorry I'm late!'

I greeted him in a confused manner, unable to believe my eyes. Suddenly he looked closely at me and gasped.

'But you're the boy at Miss Havisham's!'

'And you,' I said, 'are the pale young gentleman!'

We both started laughing, and shook hands.

'Well!' he said, 'I hope you'll forgive me for having knocked you down that day.' In fact I had knocked him down. But I did not contradict him.

'Do you know why I was there?' he asked. 'I had been invited to Miss Havisham's to see if she liked me. I suppose I didn't make a good impression on her. If she had liked me, I could be a rich man and engaged to Estella by now.'

'Were you disappointed?' I asked.

'Oh! I wouldn't want to marry Estella! She's a hard, proud girl, and Miss Havisham has brought her up to break men's hearts, as a revenge on all men.'

'Is she a relation of Miss Havisham's?' I asked.

'No, only adopted. Why were you at Miss Havisham's then?'

'To make my fortune, the same as you! But I was lucky.'

'You know Mr Jaggers is Miss Havisham's lawyer? It was kind of him to suggest that my father should teach you. My father is Miss Havisham's cousin, you know.'

Herbert Pocket made an excellent impression on me. He always spoke openly and honestly. There was nothing secret or mean in his character, and we soon became good friends. I told him of my past life in the village, and my expectations.

'Call me Herbert,' he said. 'Would you mind my calling you Handel? There's a wonderful piece of music by Handel, called The Blacksmith, which reminds me of you.' Of course I agreed, and as we sat down to dinner, Herbert told me Miss Havisham's sad story.

'Her mother died young. Her father was very rich and very proud, with only one child, Miss Havisham, by his first wife. Then he married his cook, and had a son by her. This son, a half-brother to Miss Havisham, was a bad character, and didn't inherit as much from his father as Miss Havisham did. And so perhaps he was angry with her for influencing her father against him.

'Anyway, a certain man appeared, and pretended he was in love with Miss Havisham. She was certainly in love with him, and gave him whatever money he asked for. My father was the only one of her relations who dared to tell her that this man should not be trusted. She was so angry that she ordered my father straight out of the house, and he has never seen her since. Her other relations were not interested in her happiness but only in inheriting her wealth, so they said nothing. The couple fixed the wedding day, the guests were invited, the dress and the cake were brought to the house. The day came, but the man did not. He wrote a letter—'

'Which she received at twenty to nine, when she was dressing for her wedding?' I said.

'Yes, so she stopped the clocks at that moment. She was very ill for a while, and since then has not seen daylight. People think that her half-brother sent the man to get money from her, and that he shared the profits. Perhaps he hated her for inheriting most of the Havisham fortune. Nobody knows what happened to the two men. So now you know as much as I do!'

We talked of other things. I asked Herbert what his profession was.

'Oh, working in the City,' he said happily. 'Insuring ships. There's a lot of money in that, you know. Huge profits!'

I began to think that Herbert must have greater expectations than I had.

'Where are your ships at the moment?' I asked admiringly.

'Oh, I haven't started yet. I'm working in a counting-house just now. They don't pay me much, but I'm looking about me for a good opportunity. Then I'll make my fortune!'

Looking around the room, at the old, worn furniture, I realized that Herbert must be very poor. And although he seemed full of hope for the future, somehow I thought he would never be very rich or successful.

He and I spent a happy weekend visiting London together. Although it was all very exciting, I could not avoid noticing the dirt and bad smells and heat, and I compared it sadly with my village home, which now seemed so far away.



crowd n. a lot of people together. 人群。

shock n. a sudden bad surprise. 震惊。

impression n. strong effect produced on the mind, feelings, etc. 印象，感想。

client n. customer. 顾客。

pavement n. paved way at the side of a street for people on foot. 街道边的人行道。

profit n. money gained by a business. 盈利。

calmly adv. quiet, not worried. 平静地。

contradict v. say (that sth. said or written) is not true, deny (the words or a person). 反驳，驳斥。

engaged adj. having agreed to marry. 订婚。

adopt v. take (sb.) into one's family as a relation, esp. as a son or a daughter. 收养。

inherit v. receive (property, a title, etc.) as heir. 继承。

influence n. a power that produces a good or bad effect on the mind of (a person). 影响。

straight out 直言地。

fix v. to join firmly to something, so that it cannot be moved. 使固定。

insure v. to pay money to a company, who must pay you if you lose something or have an accident. 保险。

compare v. to judge if things are the same or different. 比较。

sad adj. not happy. 令人难过的。


7　匹普到达伦敦

在那时，英国的每个人都称赞伦敦是一座美妙的城市。所以，当我发现这座城市丑陋不堪、街道狭窄肮脏、人们拥挤在窄小的房子里时，我很吃惊。我被它的宽大吓呆了。在一个叫史密斯菲尔德的肉市场，随处可见的污物和血迹让我毛骨悚然。然后，我来到新门监狱，那儿一个喝得醉熏熏的老人把绞首架的地方指给我看，并兴奋地告诉我，明天那儿将有4个人要被处死。这个消息让我生厌。我对伦敦的第一印象糟糕透顶。

我设法找到贾格斯先生的事务所，我注意到，一些人也在等候这位大人物。过了一会儿他露面了，径直朝我走来。他的顾客一起向他冲来。他对其中一些说了几句话，把其他人推开。有一个人抓住律师的衣袖。

“求您啦，贾格斯先生，”他乞求说，“我兄弟被指控偷窃银器。只有你才能救他！我甘愿支付任何东西！”

“你的兄弟？”律师重复道，“审判是在明天吗？呃，对你和他我感到很抱歉。我是另一方的。”

“不，贾格斯先生！”这个人绝望地哭喊道，双眼满是泪水，“不要说你反对他！我愿付任何代价！”

“滚开。”贾格斯先生说，我们离开了，任由他跪在人行道上。

现在，贾格斯先生转向我，告诉我星期一我将去马修·朴凯特的家，开始我的学业。不过，之前我将和他的儿子，住在附近的赫伯特生活在一起。

贾格斯先生的雇员文米克带我去朴凯特先生的房间。他是一个干瘪矮小的家伙，一张方脸毫无表情，年龄在四五十岁之间。他的嘴那么大，看上去像一个邮箱，总是给人始终在微笑的印象。

“伦敦是一个很坏的地方吗？”我们走着的时候我问他，试图打开僵局。

“在伦敦，你可能被抢或被杀。但那种事情无论你身处何处都有可能发生，只要罪犯有利可图。”

我不知道是否盼望在伦敦生活，这儿的人们都像文米克一样平静地接受犯罪。

我们到达赫伯特·朴凯特租的房屋。这是我见到过的最肮脏的房子，门窗破碎，房门上满是尘土。这座房子坐落在一个小方院内，周围有一些要死不活的树木。我惊恐地看着文米克先生。

“啊！”他没有理解我的眼神，说，“幽静的位置让你想起农村。我很赞成这点。再见，匹普先生。”

我走上楼梯，在朴凯特的门上贴有一张纸条，上面写着“外出即归”。他的“即归”意思和我的意思不一样。大约半小时之后，我听到冲上楼的脚步声，一个和我年龄相仿的年轻人上气不接下气地出现在门口。“是匹普先生吗？”他说，“对不起，我回来晚了！”

我有点糊涂地向他问候，不能相信自己的眼睛。突然他走近来盯着我，屏住呼吸。

“你是在郝薇香小姐家里的那个孩子！”

“你，”我说，“是那个面色苍白的少年绅士！”

我们握握手，开始大笑起来。

“喂！”他说，“希望你能原谅我那天把你打倒了。”事实上，是我把他打倒了。但我没有反驳他。

“你知道为什么我在那儿？”他问，“郝薇香小姐让我去见她，看看我是否中她的意。我猜，我没有给她留下好的印象。如果她喜欢我的话，我现在可能是一个富翁，并和艾丝黛拉订婚了。”

“你失望吗？”我问道。

“噢！我不想和艾丝黛拉结婚！她是一个让人难以忍受的、傲慢的女孩子，郝薇香小姐把她带大，是为了让她去伤男人的心，报复所有的男人。”

“她是郝薇香小姐的亲戚吗？”我问。

“不是，只不过是养女罢了。那么，你为什么在郝薇香小姐家呢？”

“去撞大运，和你一样！不过，我是幸运的。”

“你知道贾格斯先生是郝薇香小姐的律师吗？他仁慈地建议让我父亲教你。我父亲是郝薇香小姐的表兄，你知道。”

赫伯特·朴凯特给我一个极好的印象，他说的话总是那么直率和诚实。他的性格中没有什么秘密和卑鄙之处，我们很快就成了好朋友。我告诉他过去的乡村生活以及我对未来的期望。

“叫我赫伯特，”他说，“不介意我叫你汉德尔吧？有一支汉德尔创作的美妙的乐曲，叫《铁匠》，这首曲子让我想起你。”我当然同意，当我们坐下来吃晚饭时，赫伯特给我讲了郝薇香小姐悲惨的故事。

“她的妈妈年轻时就去世了。她的父亲富有而高傲，孤身带着发妻留下的唯一的孩子，郝薇香小姐。之后，他和他的厨娘结婚，生了一个儿子。这个儿子，郝薇香小姐同父异母的弟弟，是一个很坏的人，他从父亲那里继承的家产远没有郝薇香小姐那么多。或许因此，他对她影响父亲反对他很生气。

“不管怎么说，有一个人出现了，他假装爱上了郝薇香小姐。她当然也爱他，无论他要什么，她都给他。我父亲是她亲戚中唯一一个敢告诉她这个人不可信的人。她很生气，下令让我父亲离开。从此，他再也没有见到她。其他的亲戚对她的幸福不感兴趣，只想继承她的财富。因此，他们什么也不说。两人定好结婚的日子，邀请好宾客，买回结婚礼服和蛋糕。结婚那天到来之际，新郎却不见了。他写了一封信——”

“她是在8点40分收到的，当时她正在盛装打扮吧？”我说。

“不错，所以她在那一时刻停止了钟表。她大病了一场，自从那以后再没见过阳光。人们认为是她同父异母的弟弟派那个人来骗她钱财，并从中得利。也许他恨她继承了郝薇香家族大多数的财产。没有人知道那两个男人发生了什么事情。现在你知道的和我一样多了！”

我们谈了些其他事情。我问赫伯特，他的职业是什么。

“噢，在市里工作，”他愉快地说，“从事船只保险。这一行很赚钱，你知道。利润丰厚！”

我开始想，赫伯特一定比我有更远大的前程。

“此刻你的船在哪儿？”我羡慕地问。

“噢，我还没有开展工作。我刚刚在一家账房找到工作。他们所付薪水不多，不过，我正在寻找良机。之后，我就会发达了！”

看看屋子四周，看看古老破旧的家具，我意识到赫伯特一定很清贫。尽管他似乎对未来充满希望，不知为什么我想他不会很富有，也不会成功的。

我和他一起游览了伦敦，度过了一个愉快的周末。虽然这座城市处处让人兴奋，但我无法不注意到它的脏乱、恶臭以及闷热，我满心伤悲地拿它和我那现在似乎遥不可及的乡下的家相比较。


8
Visiting Mr Wemmick and Mr Jaggers

Herbert introduced me to his father, who lived the other side of London, in Hammersmith. In the next few months I studied hard with Mr Pocket, who was always a most kind and helpful teacher. I divided my time between Herbert's and his father's home. If I needed money, I collected it from Wemmick at Mr Jaggers' office, and there seemed to be plenty of money available.

There were two other gentlemen studying at Mr Pocket's. They were quite different from each other. Bentley Drummle came from a rich family living in the country. He was lazy, proud, mean and stupid. I much preferred Startop, who was a pleasant, sensitive young man. He and I used to row our boats up and down the river together. But Herbert was my greatest friend, and we used to spend most of our time with each other.

One day when I was collecting my money from Wemmick, he invited me to his house at Walworth, a village outside London.

'You don't mind walking there, Mr Pip?' he asked. 'I like to get some exercise if I can. For dinner we're having a roast chicken. I think it'll be a good one because I got it from one of our clients. I always accept any little presents from clients, especially if it's cash, or anything that can easily be changed into cash. You see these rings I'm wearing? Given by clients, just before they died. All hanged, they were. By the way, I hope you won't mind meeting my aged parent?'

'No, of course not,' I said quickly.

'You haven't had dinner with Mr Jaggers yet?' Wemmick continued. 'He's inviting you, and the other three young gentlemen, tomorrow. There'll be good food and drink at his house. But I'll tell you something, Mr Pip. When you're there, look at his housekeeper.'

'Why?' I asked. 'Is there something strange about her?'

'She's like a wild animal. But Mr Jaggers has trained her! Oh yes! He's stronger, and cleverer, and more complicated than anyone else in London. And you know, another strange thing about him, he never locks his doors or windows at night.'

'Isn't he ever robbed?' I asked in surprise.

'All the thieves in London know where he lives, but none of them would dare to rob him. They are all afraid of him, you see. They know he wouldn't rest until he had seen them hanged. He's a great man, Mr Pip.'

Wemmick's house at Walworth was a tiny wooden house in the middle of a garden. On top of the roof was a small gun.

'We fire the gun at nine o'clock every evening,' said Wemmick proudly. 'And behind the house—I call it the Castle—I keep animals, and grow my own vegetables. So, in case of enemy attack, we can always eat our own food. What do you think of it?'

I congratulated him on his home. He was clearly delighted to show a visitor all his ideas and improvements.

'I do everything myself, you know,' he said. 'It helps me forget the office for a while. Would you mind being introduced to the Aged now? He would like it very much.'

So we entered the Castle, where we found a cheerful old man sitting by the fire.

'Well, aged parent,' said Wemmick, 'how are you?'

'Very well, John,' replied the old man, nodding happily.

'Here's Mr Pip, aged parent. Nod your head at him, Mr Pip, he's completely deaf, but he likes to see people nod at him.'

'This is a fine house of my son's, sir,' cried the old man, nodding back at me. 'It should be kept by the nation for the public to visit after my son's death.'

'You're proud of it, aren't you, Aged?' said Wemmick, his face losing all its usual hardness as he looked at the old man.

'I hope Mr Jaggers admires your home, Mr Wemmick?' I asked.

'He's never been here. Never met the Aged. Never been invited. No, the office is one thing, and private life is another. At the office I never speak of the Castle, and at the Castle I don't think about the office.'

The Aged was obviously looking forward to the evening ceremony of firing the gun. At nine o'clock exactly Wemmick fired it. As the tiny house shook, the Aged jumped up and down in his armchair, crying excitedly. 'I heard it! That's the gun!'

Supper was excellent, and I spent the night in the smallest bedroom I had ever seen. Next morning, as Wemmick and I walked back to London, I noticed his face becoming dryer and harder, and his mouth becoming more like a post-box again. When we arrived at the office, nobody could have guessed that he had a home, or an aged parent, or any interests at all outside his work.

Wemmick was right in saying that Mr Jaggers would invite me to dinner. Startop, Drummle, Herbert and I were asked to go to the office at six o'clock the next evening. There we found Jaggers washing his hands and face carefully with perfumed soap. He did this every evening before going home. He seemed to be washing away his clients and his work, like dirt. We all walked to his house together.

The housekeeper brought in the first dish. She was about forty, with a strange wild expression on her pale face. She seemed almost afraid of her master, and looked anxiously at him whenever she entered the room.

The food was indeed very good, and the conversation was cheerful. But somehow Mr Jaggers made us all show the worst side of our characters, and encouraged Drummle, who we all disliked, to annoy us. When Drummle stupidly said that he was stronger than any of us, we all protested, foolishly showing each other our muscles to prove how strong we were. Suddenly Mr Jaggers clapped his large hand on the housekeeper's, as she was removing a dish. We stopped talking immediately.

'Gentlemen,' he said, 'look at my housekeeper here. She is stronger than any of you. Molly, show them your wrists.'

'No, please, master,' she begged, trying to pull away, but he held her hand firmly.

'Show them, Molly,' he said, and she held her wrists out to us. 'I've never seen stronger hands than these,' he said. There was silence for a few minutes. 'All right, Molly, you can go,' he said, and she hurried out.

During the rest of the dinner, Mr Jaggers continued to enjoy watching us quarrelling with Drummle. He gave the impression, surprisingly, of liking Drummle very much. But I was glad when the dinner was over, and Herbert and I could walk quietly back to our rooms together.



collect v. to fetch, to go to get. 取。

available adj. able to be got, ready for use. 可以得到。

cash n. coins or paper money, not a cheque. 现金。

housekeeper n. a person who has charge of the running of a house. 女管家。

complicated adj. not simple. 复杂的，纷繁的。

roof n. the covering on the top of a building. 屋顶。

castle n. a strong defence building. 城堡。

improvement n. the act of improving, the state of being improved. 改进；过人之处。

obviously adv. clear, easy to understand. 明显地。

ceremony n. a special set of acts to be done on special occasions. 仪式。

pale adj. having not much colour, rather white. 苍白。

stupidly adv. foolish, silly. 愚笨地。

muscle n. that part of flesh which can be tightened and loosened to move parts of the body. 肌肉。

wrist n. the place where the hand joins the arm. 手腕；腕部。


8　拜访文米克先生和贾格斯先生

赫伯特把我介绍给他父亲，他的父亲住在伦敦的另一边，在汉麦尔斯密斯。接下来的几个月，我跟朴凯特先生努力地学习，朴凯特先生永远是一位很慈祥、很有帮助的老师。我的时间是在赫伯特和他父亲两个家中度过。如果需要钱，我就到贾格斯先生事务所的文米克那里取，那儿的钱好像取之不尽，用之不竭。

在朴凯特先生家里学习的，还有另外两名绅士。他们之间性情迥异。本特利·朱穆尔来自乡下一个富有的家庭。他懒惰、傲慢、卑鄙又愚蠢。我更喜欢史达多蒲，他是一个快活、聪敏的年轻人。我和他经常一起在河中泛舟。但是，赫伯特是我最知心的朋友，我们大部分的时间通常是一起度过的。

一天，当我到文米克那里取钱时，他邀请我去他在沃尔鄂斯的家，那是伦敦郊区的一个村庄。

“走着去你不介意吧，匹普？”他问道，“可能的话，我喜欢锻炼锻炼。我们将以烤鸡作晚餐。我想它的味道应该不错，因为，这是我从一位诉讼委托人那里得到的。我总是从诉讼委托人那里收受点礼品，尤其是现金，或者是能够容易兑换成现金的任何东西。你看到我戴的这些戒指了吗？是顾客们死前给的。他们都是被绞死的。顺便说一句，你不会介意见到我年迈的父亲吧？”

“不会，当然不会的。”我很快地回答。

“你还没有和贾格斯先生吃过饭吧？”文米克接着说，“明天他打算邀请你和另外三位年轻绅士到他家去，那儿会有丰盛的酒席。不过，我想告诉你一些事情，匹普先生。当你在那里的时候，看看他的女管家。”

“为什么？”我问，“她有什么与众不同的地方吗？”

“她像一只野兽。但是，贾格斯先生已经驯服了她！噢，是的！在伦敦他比其他任何人更强壮、聪明、老谋深算。你知道，关于他还有一件奇怪的事情，他晚上从不锁门窗。”

“他从来没被盗过？”我惊奇地问。

“伦敦的小偷都知道他住在什么地方，可是，没有一个敢去偷他的东西。他们都害怕他，你明白。他们知道，除非他看着他们全被绞死，他才会善罢甘休。他是一个了不起的人物，匹普先生。”

文米克在沃尔鄂斯的小木屋坐落在一个花园的中央。屋顶上有一把小猎枪。

“我们每天晚上9点开枪，”文米克自豪地说，“在房子后面——我叫它城堡——我养家畜和种疏菜。因此，一旦敌人来袭，我们总能吃上自己的食物。你认为如何？”

我向他称赞他的房子。很显然，他乐于向来访者展示他的想法与过人之处。

“每件事情都是我自己做的，你知道，”他说，“这样能帮助我暂时忘掉事务所的事。现在向老人介绍你，你不反对吧？他会十分乐意的。”

于是我们走进城堡，看到了一位正坐在壁炉旁的快乐的老人。

“喂，老父亲，”文米克说，“你好吗？”

“很好，约翰。”老人高兴地点点头回答。

“这是匹普先生，老父亲。向他点点头，匹普先生，他耳朵全聋了，但是，他喜欢看到人们向他点头。”

“这是我儿子的好房子，先生。”老人喊道，向我点头回敬，“我儿子死后，这座房子应该被国家保护起来，以供人们参观。”

“你为这座房子感到自豪，对吗，老父亲？”文米克说，当他看着老人时，以往脸上冷冰冰的表情悄然消失。

“我想贾格斯先生羡慕你的家吧，文米克先生？”我问。

“他从没来过这儿。从没见过老人。我从来没有邀请过他。不，事务所是一码事，个人的生活是另一码事。在事务所，我从来不提这座城堡的事，而在这座城堡里，我不考虑事务所的事。”

显而易见，这位老人正盼望着晚上的开枪仪式。9点整，文米克准时开枪。随着小房子的震动，老人在椅子上跳上跳下，兴高采烈地叫喊着：“我听到了！那是枪声！”

晚餐很棒，我在从未见过的最小的卧室里度过了一夜。第二天早晨，当我和文米克走回伦敦时，我注意到他的脸变得越来越干硬，他的嘴又变得像一个邮箱。当我们到达事务所时，没有人能猜到他有一个家，或一位老父亲，或他工作之外的许多乐趣。

文米克说贾格斯先生将邀请我吃晚饭是对的。第二天晚上6点钟，史达多蒲、朱穆尔、赫伯特和我被叫到事务所。在那儿，我们看见贾格斯先生用香皂仔细地洗手洗脸。他每天晚上回家之前都这么做。他似乎要洗掉他的顾客和工作，就像洗掉尘土一样。我们一起走路上他家。

女管家送上第一道菜。她大概40岁左右，苍白的脸上有一种奇怪的狂野表情。她好像害怕她的主人，不管什么时候进到这间屋子，她都不安地看着他。

吃的确实是美味佳肴，谈话也是欢快的。但不知何故，贾格斯先生使得我们大家都暴露出自己性格最坏的一面，并鼓动我们都不喜欢的朱穆尔向我们挑衅。当朱穆尔大言不惭地说他比我们都强壮时，我们都表示反对，愚蠢地相互展示我们的肌肉以证明我们是多么强壮。突然，贾格斯先生拍了一下正在移动盘子的女管家的手。我们立即鸦雀无声。

“绅士们，”他说，“看看我这儿的女管家。她比你们任何人都要强壮。莫莉，给他们看看你的手腕。”

“不，求求您啦，主人。”她乞求着说，企图挣脱开来。但是，他紧紧地抓着她的手。

“给他们看看，莫莉。”他说。她伸出自己的手腕给我们看。“我从来没有见过比这双手更强壮的。”他说。沉寂了片刻，“很好，莫莉，你可以走了。”他说。她急忙出去了。

晚饭的后半段时间，贾格斯先生饶有兴趣地看着我们和朱穆尔争吵。让人奇怪的是，他给人们一个非常喜欢朱穆尔的印象。我很高兴晚餐结束了，我和赫伯特能一起静静地回我们的房间了。


9
A visit from Joe

'My dear Pip,

Mr Gargery asks me to tell you he will be in London soon, and could visit you at 9 o'clock on Tuesday morning, at Mr Herbert Pocket's rooms, if that is all right with you. He and I talk about you every night, and wonder what you are saying and doing.

Best wishes,

Biddy.

P.S. I hope you will not refuse to see him, even though you are a gentleman now. He is such a good man.'

I received this letter on Monday, and realized that Joe would arrive the next day. I am sorry to confess that I did not look forward to seeing him at all. If I could have kept him away by paying money, I certainly would have paid money. I knew that his clothes, his manners and uneducated way of speaking would make me ashamed of him. Luckily Herbert would not laugh at him.

At nine o'clock the next morning I heard Joe's clumsy boots on the stairs, and at last he entered Herbert's rooms.

'Pip, how are you, Pip?' He shook both my hands together, his good honest face shining with happiness.

'I'm glad to see you, Joe. Give me your hat.'

But Joe insisted on holding it carefully in front of him. He was wearing his best suit, which did not fit him at all.

'Well! What a gentleman you are now, Pip!'

'And you look wonderfully well, Joe.'

'Yes, thank God. And your poor sister is no worse. And Biddy is as hard-working as ever. But Wopsle isn't our church clerk any longer! He's become an actor! Acting in one of your London theatres, he is!' Joe's eyes rolled around the room, noticing the expensive furniture I had bought recently.

'Do sit down to breakfast, Mr Gargery,' said Herbert politely. Joe looked round desperately for a place to put his hat, and finally laid it lovingly on a shelf. Breakfast was a painful experience for me. Joe waved his fork in the air so much, and dropped so much more than he ate, that I was glad when Herbert left to go to work. I was not sensitive enough to realize that it was all my fault, and that if I hadn't considered him common, he wouldn't have been so clumsy.

'As we are now alone, sir—' began Joe.

'Joe,' I said crossly, 'how can you call me sir?'

He looked at me quietly for a moment. 'Wouldn't have come, you see,' he said slowly and carefully. 'Wouldn't have had the pleasure of breakfast with you gentlemen. But I had to come. Got a message for you, Pip. Miss Havisham says Estella's come home and would be glad to see you.'

I felt the blood rush to my face as I heard her name.

'And now I've given my message,' said Joe, standing up and picking up his hat. 'Pip, I wish you even more success.'

'But you aren't leaving already, Joe?' I protested.

'Yes, I am,' he said firmly. Our eyes met, and all the 'sir' melted out of his honest heart as he gave me his hand. 'Pip, dear old boy, life is full of so many goodbyes. I'm a blacksmith, and you're a gentleman. We must live apart. I'm not proud, it's just that I want to be in the right place. I'm wrong in these clothes, and I'm wrong in London, but I'm fine at the forge, or in the kitchen, or on the marshes. You won't find so much wrong with me if you come to see Joe, the blacksmith, at the old forge, doing the old work. I know I'm stupid, but I think I've understood this at last. And so God bless you, Pip, dear old boy, God bless you!'

His words, spoken simply and from the heart, touched me deeply. By the time I had managed to control my tears, and looked round for him, he had gone.

I decided to visit Miss Havisham as soon as possible. Next day, when I arrived to take my seat on the coach to our town, I discovered I was sitting in front of two convicts, who were being taken to the prison-ships by their guard. The prisoners wore handcuffs, and iron chains on their legs. With horror I suddenly recognized one of them—it was the man in our village pub who had given me the two pound notes! And strangely enough, during the journey I heard the prisoners talking about it.

'So Magwitch asked you to give the boy two pounds? Trusted you to do it?'

'That's right. And I did what he asked. The boy had helped him, you see. Fed him, and kept his secret.'

'What happened to Magwitch in the end?'

'They sent him to Australia for life, because he tried toes cape from the prison-ship.'

I knew I looked so different that he would not recognize me, but I was afraid all the same. All the horror of my childhood experience with the escaped convict had come back to me, just when I thought it was safe to forget it.

But once we had arrived, and I was on my way to Miss Havisham's house, I thought only of my bright future. She had adopted Estella, she had more or less adopted me. She perhaps wanted me to inherit the dark old house and to marry Estella. But even though I was in love, I didn't hide from myself the fact that I would be unhappy with Estella. I loved her because I couldn't stop myself loving her.

I was surprised to see Orlick opening the gate to me.

'So you aren't working for Joe any longer?' I asked.

'As you see, young master,' he said rudely.

I knew he could not be trusted, and I decided to tell Mr Jaggers that Orlick was not responsible enough to work for Miss Havisham. Mr Jaggers would probably send him away.

When I entered Miss Havisham's room, there was a well-dressed lady sitting with her. When she lifted her head and looked at me, I realized it was Estella. She had become so beautiful that I felt very distant from her. In spite of all my education, I still seemed to be the coarse, common boy she used to laugh at.

'She's changed very much, hasn't she, Pip?' asked Miss Havisham, laughing wickedly. I replied confusedly. I could see that Estella was still proud, and I knew that it was she who made me feel ashamed of home, and Joe, but I also knew that I could never stop loving her.

She and I walked in the ancient garden, talking quietly about our childhood meetings. Now that we were adults, she seemed to accept me as a friend. I could not have been happier. I felt sure Miss Havisham had chosen us for each other. What a fool I was!

Suddenly she stopped and turned to me. 'Miss Havisham may want us to spend more time together in future. But in that case I must warn you that I have no heart. I can never fall in love.'

'I can't believe that,' I replied. As she looked straight at me, I recognized something in her face. Had I seen that expression recently, on another woman?

When we went back to the house, Miss Havisham spoke to me alone. 'Do you admire her, Pip?' she asked eagerly.

'Everybody who sees her must admire her.'

She pulled my head down to hers with her bony arm and whispered, 'Love her, love her, love her! If she likes you, love her! If she hurts you, love her! If she tears your heart to pieces, love her!' I could feel the muscles on her thin arm round my neck. She seemed so angry that she could have been talking about hate, or revenge, or death, rather than love.



clumsy adj. awkward, without skill. 笨拙的。

roll v. to move by turning over and over. 转动。

desperately adv. be in despair. 失望地。

bless v. ask God's favour for. 保佑，祝福。

trust v. to believe in a person or thing. 信任。

responsible adj. deserving credit. 可信赖的。

probably adv. likely to be true. 可能地。

eagerly adv. want very much. 热切地。


9　乔的来访

“我亲爱的匹普：

葛吉瑞先生让我告诉你，他很快会到伦敦去，如果你方便的话，他将于星期二早晨9点钟在赫伯特·朴凯特的房间里拜访你。我和他每天晚上都谈论你，想知道你说些什么话，干些什么事情。

祝好，

毕蒂。

又及：尽管你现在是一位绅士了，我希望你不会拒绝见他。他真是一个好人。”

我星期一收到了这封信，意识到第二天乔就会到来。很抱歉我不得不承认，我一点儿也不想见他。如果我能给点儿钱把他打发走，我一定付钱。我知道他的穿戴、举止和没教养的说话方式，会让我蒙羞。幸运的是，赫伯特不会嘲笑他。

第二天早晨9点钟，我听到乔的那双笨拙的靴子上楼声，最后，他进了赫伯特的房间。

“匹普，你好吗，匹普？”他摇晃着我的两只手，他那友好诚实的脸上流露出愉快的表情。

“很高兴见到你，乔。把帽子给我。”

但乔坚持小心翼翼地把帽子拿在面前。他穿着一套最好的衣服，但衣服一点儿也不合身。

“喂！你现在是一名绅士啦，匹普！”

“你的气色也不错，乔。”

“是的，感谢上帝。你可怜的姐姐也不错。毕蒂像以前一样努力地干活儿。不过，伍甫赛不再是我们的教堂执事啦！他成了一名演员！他现在在你们伦敦某家戏院演戏！”乔的眼睛扫视着屋子四周，发现了我最近买的那些昂贵的家具。

“坐下吃早餐吧，葛吉瑞先生。”赫伯特礼貌地说。乔绝望地四周寻找一个放帽子的地方。最后，他恋恋不舍地把帽子放在一个架子上。对我来说，早餐是一次痛苦的经历。乔频繁地在空中挥舞着他的叉子，吃的还没有掉的多，所以当赫伯特离开去工作时，我很高兴。我没有那么敏锐，能意识到一切都是我的过错，也没有意识到如果我不认为他粗俗，他也不会如此笨拙。

“现在只剩下我们两个了，先生——”他开始说。

“乔，”我粗鲁地说，“你怎么能叫我先生呢？”

他平静地看了我一会儿，“本不打算来的，你明白，”他慢慢地、字斟句酌地说，“本不会有幸和你们两位绅士共享早餐的。但是，我必须来。有一个消息要告诉你，匹普。郝薇香小姐说，艾丝黛拉回来了，她很乐意见见你。”

我听到她的名字时，感觉血液涌上了面庞。

“现在我已经转告了我的消息，”乔说，站起身拿起他的帽子，“匹普，我祝你更加成功。”

“你不会就要走了吧，乔？”我不情愿地说。

“是的，我这就走。”他坚定地说。我们四目相接，他向我伸出手来，所有的“先生”都被他那诚挚的心融化掉了。“匹普，亲爱的老伙计，生命中充满了离别。我是一个铁匠，而你是一位绅士。我们必须分开生活。我不妄自尊大，我需要去合适的地方，我不适合穿这样的衣服，也不适合在伦敦生活，我适合在铁匠铺，在厨房，或在沼泽地里。如果你回来看看乔，看看那个在破旧的铁匠铺干老本行的铁匠，你不会发现我会有那么多不顺眼的地方。我知道我愚蠢，不过，我想我终于明白了这一点。愿上帝保佑你，匹普，亲爱的老伙计，愿上帝保佑你！”

他那简明扼要但却发自内心的话深深地触动了我。等我设法控制住眼泪，转身找他的时候，他已经走了。

我决定尽可能快地去拜访郝薇香小姐。第二天，当我赶到回镇上的马车那儿并在自己的座位上坐好时，我发现自己正坐在两名罪犯前面，他们将被卫兵押送到船上监狱去。罪犯戴着手铐和脚镣。突然，我恐慌地认出了他们中的一个——是在我们小酒店给我两英镑钞票的那个人！奇怪的是，在旅途期间，我听到罪犯们在谈论这件事。

“因此，马格韦契让你给那个孩子两英镑吗？他信任你去办这件事？”

“说得对。我是按他的要求做的。那个孩子救过他，你知道。为他提供食物，替他保密。”

“马格韦契最终怎么了？”

“他们把他终生发配到澳大利亚，因为他企图越狱。”

我知道，我看上去与以前大不相同，因此他不会认出我来，可是，我仍然害怕。就在我以为可以高枕无忧地忘却时，我童年时代和那个逃犯经历的所有恐怖又回来了。

但一到目的地，走在去郝薇香小姐家的路上，我想到的只是我的辉煌前程。她收养了艾丝黛拉，也或多或少收养了我。或许她要我继承那座黑暗的旧宅，并让我和艾丝黛拉结婚。即使沉醉在爱河之中，我对自己也丝毫不隐瞒这样一个事实，即与艾丝黛拉在一起我不会幸福的。我爱她，因为我无法抑制地爱着她。

看到奥立克给我开门，我大吃一惊。

“你不再为乔干活儿了吗？”我问。

“如你所见，年轻的主人。”他粗鲁地说。

我知道他不可信，我决定告诉贾格斯先生，奥立克为郝薇香小姐干活儿不太可靠。贾格斯先生很可能会把他赶走。

我进到郝薇香小姐的房间，有一位衣着华丽的女子和她坐在一起。她抬起头看我的时候，我认出这是艾丝黛拉。她变得如此漂亮，致使我感到同她的距离十分遥远。尽管我受到全面的教育，我似乎还是她过去嘲笑的粗俗、平庸的孩子。

“她变化很大，不是吗，匹普？”郝薇香小姐恶意地笑着问，我慌乱作答。我能看出，艾丝黛拉仍然很傲慢，我也知道是她使我为我的家和乔感到羞愧，但是，我同样知道，我永远不能停止对她的爱。

我和她在那个古老的花园里散步，平静地谈论着童年会面的事情。现在我们都是成人了，她好像接受我做她的朋友。我高兴得无与伦比。我确信郝薇香小姐为我们挑选了对方，我真是一个大傻瓜！

突然，她停住脚步转向我，“郝薇香小姐可能希望我们将来共度更多的时光。但是，假如那样的话，我必须警告你，我是个没心肝的人。我永远也不会坠入爱河。”

“我不相信。”我回答说。当她直勾勾地看着我时，我看出了她脸上的某种东西。最近我在其他女人脸上看到过那样的表情吗？

当我们回到屋里时，郝薇香小姐单独对我说：“你钦慕她吗，匹普？”她热切地问。

“谁见了她都会钦慕她的。”

她用骨瘦如柴的手把我的头拉到她身旁，小声对我说：“爱她，爱她，爱她！如果她喜欢你，爱她！如果她伤害你，爱她！如果她把你的心撕成碎片，爱她！”我能感觉到她那搂着我脖子的瘦臂上的肌肉。她看起来那么生气，似乎本该谈的是仇恨、报复或死亡，而不应是爱。


10
Pip and Herbert talk about love

I returned to London, dreaming of the beautiful girl, now a woman, who had so influenced my childhood, and who, I hoped, would share my future life. I am sorry to say I did not think about dear, good Joe at all. I felt I had to express my feelings to someone, and so that evening I told Herbert my secret.

Instead of being surprised, as I expected, my friend replied,

'I know that already, Handel. You never told me, but it was obvious. You've always loved Estella. It's very lucky that you seem to have been chosen to marry her. Does she, er, admire you?'

I shook my head sadly. 'Not at all. And Herbert, you may think me lucky. I have great expectations, I know. But all that depends on one person! And I still don't really know how much I'll receive, or when! Nothing is certain!'

'Now, Handel,' said Herbert cheerfully, 'don't lose hope. Mr Jaggers himself told you you would have a large fortune, didn't he? He would never make a mistake about something like that. Anyway, you'll be twenty-one soon. Perhaps you'll discover more then.'

'Thank you, Herbert!' I said, feeling much better.

'But I want to ask you something, my dear Handel,' said Herbert, looking serious for once. 'Think of Estella, and her education, and how unhappy you may be with her. Couldn't you possibly—and I'm saying this as a friend, remember—couldn't you forget about her?'

'I know you're right, Herbert,' I said miserably, 'but I can never stop loving her.'

'Well, never mind!' said Herbert. 'Now I have something to tell you myself. I am engaged.'

'May I ask the young lady's name?'

'Clara. Her mother's dead, and she lives with her father. We must keep our feelings for each other secret, because I haven't enough money to marry her yet. As soon as I start insuring ships we can marry.' Herbert tried to look hopeful about his future, but this time he couldn't even manage his usual cheerful smile.

One day I received a letter which made my heart beat fast.

'I am coming to London the day after tomorrow by the midday coach. Miss Havisham wants you to meet me.

Estella.'

If there had been time, I would have ordered several new suits. I ate nothing until the day arrived, and all morning I waited impatiently for the coach. She seemed more beautiful than ever, and her manner to me was very pleasant, as I took her to the house in London where Miss Havisham had arranged for her to stay. Her life seemed to be planned by Miss Havisham right down to the smallest detail. I only hoped I was part of that plan.



instead of 代替。

admire v. regard with wonder. 赞美。

cheerfully adj. joy. 愉快地，高兴地。

suit n. a set of clothes for a man, jacket and trousers. 一套衣服。

arrange v. to make plans to do something. 安排。


10　匹普和赫伯特谈论爱情

我回到伦敦，梦想着那个漂亮的女孩，一个对我童年产生重大影响的、现已成年的女士，我希望和这位女孩共度未来。很抱歉我压根儿就没想起亲爱的好人乔。我觉得必须向别人表达我的感情，因此，那天晚上，我把秘密告诉了赫伯特。

与期盼中的吃惊相反的是，我的朋友回答。

“我早就已经知道了，汉德尔。你从来没有告诉我，但那是显而易见的。你一直爱着艾丝黛拉。很幸运的是，你似乎被选中来与她结婚。她，呃，喜欢你吗？”

我伤心地摇摇头，“一点儿也不。赫伯特，你也许认为我幸运。我有一个远大前程，我知道。但是，所有这一切都掌握在一个人手里！我仍然没有彻底弄清我到底会得到多少，或什么时候得到！事事都拿不准！”

“喂，汉德尔，”赫伯特愉快地说，“不要灰心。贾格斯先生他自己告诉过你，你将有一大笔财富，不是吗？这种事情他从来没有出过错。无论怎样，你很快就到21岁了。那时，或许你会看得更透。”

“谢谢你，赫伯特！”我说，心里感觉好多了。

“但是，我要向你问点儿事情，亲爱的汉德尔，”赫伯特平生第一次这么认真地说，“想想艾丝黛拉，以及她受的培育，还有你和她在一起时会有多么不快乐，你就不能——记住，我是以一个朋友的身份这么说的——你不能把她忘掉吗？”

“我知道你说得对，赫伯特，”我悲伤地说，“但是，我从来不能终止爱她。”

“嗨，别提这些了！”赫伯特说，“现在，我自己有一些事情要告诉你。我订婚了。”

“我可以问这位年轻小姐的名字吗？”

“克莱拉。她母亲去世了，她和父亲生活在一起。我们必须把自己的感情深埋心底，因为，我还没有足够的钱和她结婚。我的船只保险业务一开张，我们就可以结婚了。”赫伯特想使他的前途显得更有希望，但是，这一次他甚至不能挤出平素乐观的微笑。

一天，我收到了一封信，这封信让我内心狂跳不已。

“后天我乘午班马车到伦敦。郝薇香小姐要你来接我。

艾丝黛拉。”

如果有时间，我本可以订做几套新衣服。我粒米未进地迎接这一天的到来，整个上午我急不可待地等待着马车。她好像比以前更美丽了，当我带她去郝薇香小姐早已为她安排好的住处时，她对我的态度十分好。她的生活看起来完全被郝薇香小姐事无巨细地安排好了。我只希望我是计划中的一部分。


11
Pip attends a burial

One evening a black-edged envelope was delivered to me at Herbert's rooms. The letter inside informed me that Mrs J. Gargery had died the previous Monday, and that the burial would be next Monday, at 3 p.m. This news came as a shock to me. It was the first time that someone close to me had died, and I could not imagine life without my sister, even if I had never loved her, or even thought about her recently.

I arrived at the forge early on Monday afternoon. Joe was sitting in the front room, wrapped in a black cloak.

'Dear Joe, how are you?' I asked.

'Pip, dear old boy, you knew her when she was a fine woman...' and he could say no more.

Biddy, in her neat little black dress, was busy serving food. Old friends from the village were talking quietly among themselves, and I noticed the awful Pumblechook trying to catch my eye, as he drank brandy and swallowed large pieces of cake.

'May I, my dear sir? May I?' he asked, his mouth full, and shook my hand enthusiastically.

My sister's dead body was carried slowly out of the house and through the village, followed by all of us. We could see the marshes, and the sails of ships on the river. And there, in the churchyard, next to my unknown parents, my poor sister was laid quietly in the earth, while the birds sang and the clouds danced in the sky.

Biddy, Joe and I felt better when all the guests had gone, and we had a quiet supper together. I decided to spend the night at the forge, which pleased Joe very much. I was pleased with myself for offering to do so.

I waited until I found Biddy alone. Then I said, 'I suppose you won't be able to stay here now, will you, Biddy?'

'No, Mr Pip. I'll stay in the village, but I'll still look after Mr Gargery as much as I can.'

'How are you going to live, Biddy? If you want any money—'

'I'm going to be the village schoolteacher,' she said quickly, her cheeks pink. 'I can earn my own money.'

'Tell me, Biddy, how did my sister die?'

'She had been worse than usual, when one evening she said, very clearly, "Joe". And so I ran to the forge to fetch him. And she put her arms round his neck and laid her head on his shoulder, quite happy. Once she said "Sorry", and once "Pip". She never lifted her head up again, and an hour later she died.'

Biddy cried, and I cried too.

'What happened to Orlick, Biddy?'

'He's still in the village. He doesn't work for Miss Havisham any more. You know, he—he follows me sometimes.'

'You must tell me if he bothers you, Biddy. I'll be here more often now. I'm not going to leave poor Joe alone.'

Biddy said nothing.

'Come, Biddy, what do you mean by this silence?'

'Are you quite sure, then, that you will come to see him?'

'Oh Biddy!' I said sadly. 'This really is a bad side to your character! Don't say any more!' And that evening I thought how unkind, how unjust, Biddy was to me.

Next morning I looked in at the forge before leaving, and said goodbye to Joe, who was already hard at work.

'I shall be back to see you soon, Joe!'

'Never too soon, sir,' said Joe, 'and never too often, Pip!'

As I walked away, I think I knew that I would not go back. Biddy was right.

In London, I did some serious thinking. I could see that my character had not improved since I had heard about my expectations. I was spending far too much money. What was worse, I was a bad influence on Herbert, who was also spending too much. I would have offered to pay his bills, but he was too proud to listen to such a suggestion. I had hoped that on my twenty-first birthday I would discover more about my future, but Mr Jaggers explained that he could not give me any more information, except that from now on I would have five hundred pounds a year to spend as I liked. I suddenly thought of a way I could help Herbert.

When I asked Wemmick if he could advise me on how to help a friend start up in business, his post-box mouth opened wide.

'Choose one of the six London bridges,' he said, 'and throw your money over it. That's better than investing money for a friend. That's my official opinion, of course.'

'Ah, so you would give me a different opinion at Walworth?'

'You'll be welcome there, Mr Pip, on private business.'

Next Sunday I visited Wemmick and his aged parent at the Castle. This time there was a lady called Miss Skiffins, clearly a regular visitor, who made the tea, and sat next to Wemmick on the sofa. When he and I were alone, Wemmick listened carefully to my request, and after thinking hard, found an answer.

With his help I arranged to invest some money in a shipping company called Clarrikers. Finally I signed an agreement with them, in which they promised to offer Herbert a job, and later to make him a partner. At last I felt that my expectations had done some good to someone.



burial n. the act, action, or ceremony of putting a dead body into a grave. 葬礼。

swallow v. take into the stomach through the throat. 吞食。

enthusiastically adv. a person who is habitually full of enthusiasm (about something). 热切地。

cheek n. a fleshy part on either side of the face below the eyes, esp. in human beings. 脸颊。

pink adj. pale red. 粉红色，淡红色。

unjust adj. in accordance with what is not right and true. 不公正。

suggestion n. an idea, plan, etc. that is suggested. 建议。

invest v. to put money into a business so as to make more money. 投资。

regular adj. with the same interval of time in between. 常规的。

agreement n. an arrangement or promise of action, as made between people, groups, businesses, or countries. 协约，合同。


11　匹普参加一个葬礼

一天晚上，我在赫伯特的屋里收到了一封贴着黑边的信。信中说乔·葛吉瑞夫人上星期一去世，葬礼将于下星期一下午3点举行。这个消息对我不啻晴天霹雳。对我来讲，这是第一次亲近的人离我而去，我不能想像生活里没有了我姐姐，尽管我从来也没爱过她，甚至最近想也没想起过她。

星期一下午，我早早地到达了铁匠铺。乔穿着黑色的斗篷，正坐在前屋。

“亲爱的乔，你好吗？”我问道。

“匹普，亲爱的老伙计，当她是一个很好的女人时，你知道她……”他泣不成声。

穿着整洁的小黑衣服的毕蒂正忙着准备饭菜。村里来的老朋友正在轻声交谈着，我注意到糟糕的潘波趣一边喝着白兰地、吞食着大块的蛋糕，一边企图捕捉我的眼神。

“可以吗，我亲爱的先生？可以吗？”他问，嘴里塞满了食物，热切地摇着我的手。

我姐姐的尸体被缓慢地抬出屋子，通过村庄，我们紧随其后。我们能看到沼泽地和河里航行的船只。在教堂墓地，紧挨着我素未谋面的父母，我那可怜的姐姐安静地躺在泥土里，哀鸟悲鸣，天空中乌云翻滚。

当客人们都走了，我、乔和毕蒂心情稍好一些，我们一起吃了顿安静的晚餐。我决定在铁匠铺过夜，这使乔十分高兴。我对自己提出这样做也感到高兴。

我一直等到毕蒂独自一人的时候。这时我说：“我猜你不能再待在这儿了，是吧，毕蒂？”

“是的，匹普先生。我会住在村里，但我会继续尽全力照顾葛吉瑞先生的。”

“你打算靠什么生活，毕蒂？如果你需要钱的话——”

“我打算做一名乡村教师，”她迅速说道，脸颊上泛起红晕，“我能自己挣钱。”

“告诉我，毕蒂，我姐姐是怎么死的？”

“一天晚上，她的情况尤为糟糕。我听到她清楚地叫了声‘乔’，于是我跑到铁匠铺叫他。她搂着他的脖子，头靠在他肩上，看上去很快乐。她说了一句‘对不起’，又叫了声‘匹普’。她再也没有抬起头，一小时后她离开了人间。”

毕蒂痛哭起来，我也泪流满面。

“奥立克怎么样了，毕蒂？”

“他仍在村里。他不再为郝薇香小姐干活儿。你知道，他——他有时尾随着我。”

“如果他骚扰了你，你一定要告诉我，毕蒂。以后我会常回来的。我不打算让可怜的乔孤伶伶的。”

毕蒂没有言语。

“嘿，毕蒂，你沉默不语是什么意思？”

“那么，你能保证会常来看他吗？”

“噢，毕蒂！”我伤心地说，“这正是你性格不好的一面！不要再说了！”那天晚上，我想毕蒂对我是多么不友好，多么不公道。

第二天早晨，走之前，我探头到铁匠铺里，向已经在辛勤干活儿的乔告别。

“我很快就会回来看你的，乔！”

“用不着太快，先生，”乔说，“用不着太频繁，匹普！”

现在想来，我当时离开时，就知道自己不会回来了。毕蒂的看法完全正确。

在伦敦，我做了认真的考虑。我明白，自从我知晓自己的前途之后，我的品行毫无改进。我花钱如流水，更糟的是，我对赫伯特产生了不好的影响，他也是大把大把地花钱。我很乐意为他支付账单，但是，他太高傲，不愿听到这种建议。我希望在我21岁生日那天能够获悉更多有关我前途的消息，可是贾格斯先生解释说从现在起除了我一年会有500英镑的花销外，他不能给我更多的信息。我突然想出一个能帮助赫伯特的办法。

当我征询文米克的意见，问他如何帮助一位朋友开始自己的生意时，他的邮箱嘴张得大大的。

“在伦敦市的六座桥中任选其一，”他说，“把你的钱扔在桥上。那样做比为朋友投资更好。当然那是我公事公办的意见。”

“噢，那么说在沃尔鄂斯你还会给我不同的建议？”

“欢迎您因私莅临寒舍，匹普先生。”

那个星期天，我到城堡拜访了文米克和他年迈的父亲。这一次，多了位叫斯基芬小姐的女士，很显然她是一位常客。斯基芬小姐泡好茶，挨着文米克坐在沙发上。当只有我和他独处时，文米克仔细地听完我的请求，一阵冥思苦想后，找到了一个答案。

在他的帮助下，我设法在一家叫克拉雷克斯的船务公司投了一部分资。最终，我和他们签订了合同，在合同上，他们承诺提供给赫伯特一份工作，稍后让他成为股东。最后，我感到我用自己的前程为他人做了一些有益的事情。


12
Pip discovers the truth

While Estella lived in London, staying with friends of Miss Havisham's, I often visited her. She had an endless stream of admirers, and I was jealous of all of them. I never had an hour's happiness with her, but I still thought about her, day and night, and my dearest wish was to marry her. Several times Miss Havisham ordered me to bring Estella to visit her, and of course I always obeyed. Estella was as proud and cold as ever, with her admirers, with Miss Havisham and with me.

One man who admired her and followed her everywhere was the unpleasant Bentley Drummle. One day I asked her about him.

'Estella, why do you encourage someone like Drummle? You know very well he's stupid, and nobody likes him.'

'Don't be foolish, Pip,' she answered. 'Perhaps I encourage him because that has a certain effect on the others.'

'But he isn't worth it!' I cried angrily.

'What difference does it make?' she answered tiredly. 'If I smile at him, it's because it means nothing to me. You should be glad that I don't give you false looks or smiles. At least I am always honest with you.'

But while my heart was aching for Estella, I had no idea that I would soon be hit by a disaster which would completely destroy my hopes and dreams. The chain of events which had begun before I ever met her was slowly reaching its end.

Herbert and I had moved to rooms in a house by the river, in the Temple area. One evening he was abroad on business and I was alone at home, reading. It was terrible weather, stormy and wet, with deep mud in the streets. The wind rushing up the river shook the whole building, and the rain beat violently against the windows. As I closed my book at eleven o'clock, I heard a heavy footstep on the stairs. When I went to the door with my lamp, I saw a man coming slowly upstairs. He was wearing rough clothes, and he was about sixty, with a brown face and long grey hair. But what really surprised me was that he was holding out both hands to me.

'Can I help you?' I asked politely but coldly.

'Ah! Yes.' he said, dropping his hands, 'yes, I'll explain.' He came into the sitting-room, where he looked round admiringly at my furniture and books. He held out his hands to me again, but I refused to take them. Then he sat down heavily in a chair, and rubbed his eyes with one rather dirty hand.

'You see,' he said, 'it's disappointing. Looked forward to this day for so long, I have. But it's not your fault. I'll explain. Is there anybody near who can hear us?'

'Why do you, a stranger, visiting me late at night, ask that question?' I asked. And then suddenly I knew who he was! In spite of the years that had passed, I was sure he was my convict! And when he held out his hands again, this time I took them. He raised my hands to his lips and kissed them.

'You helped me all those years ago, Pip! Never forgotten it!' He seemed to want to put his arms around me, but I stopped him.

'If you are grateful to me for what I did in my childhood, I hope you have improved your way of life now. It wasn't necessary to come here to thank me. But you must understand that...' I stopped speaking as I noticed how strangely he was staring at me.

'What must I understand?' he asked, his eyes fixed on me.

'That I don't wish to be your friend. You and I met once in the past, but now our lives are separate. Will you have a drink before you leave?' As I handed him a glass of rum, I noticed that his eyes were full of tears. 'I'm sorry if that sounds hard,' I added. 'I didn't mean it to be. Good luck in the future!' We drank together. 'How have you been living recently?'

'I was sent to Australia, you know, because I escaped from the prison-ship. After several years I finished my punishment, and so I was allowed to work for myself. I did every kind of job there. It was a hard life, but I made a lot of money.'

'I'm glad to hear it,' I said. 'That reminds me, I must give you back the two pounds you sent me. I don't need it now.' And I handed him two new pound notes from my purse. Still watching me, he held them near the lamp until they caught fire.

'May I ask,' he said, 'how you have done so well, since you and I met on those lonely marshes?' His eyes were still fixed on mine, and I began to tremble.

'I—I've been chosen to inherit a fortune,' I whispered.

'Perhaps I can guess how much,' said the convict. 'Could it be, well, five hundred pounds a year?' I stood up, holding on to the back of my chair, my heart beating like a hammer.

'The agent who arranged it all,' he continued, 'was he perhaps a lawyer, name of Jaggers?'

Suddenly I realized the awful truth. I could not speak nor breathe, and fell on to the sofa. He brought his fierce old face close to mine, and bent over me.

'Yes, Pip, dear boy, I've made a gentleman of you! You see, I promised myself that all the money I earned out there in Australia should go to you! I'm your second father, Pip! I'm not a gentleman myself, and I didn't go to school, but I've got you, Pip! And look what a gentleman you are! And what books you've got! You'll read them to me, Pip! And I'll be proud of you even if I can't understand them! Didn't you ever think it could be me who was sending the money?'

'Oh no, no, no,' I replied. 'Never, never! Wasn't anyone else involved at all?'

'No, just me, and Jaggers, of course. Who else could there be? Dear boy, I kept myself going, you see, through all the hard work, just by thinking of you. And I promised myself I'd come back to England one day, and see my boy.' He laid his hand on my shoulder. 'Now you must find a bed for me,' he added, 'and remember, not a word to anybody. I was sent away for life, and they'll hang me if they discover I've come back.'

My feelings were horribly confused. The man who had paid for my education and luxuries for years was risking his life to see me. I could not like him, in fact my whole body trembled with disgust when he touched me, but I had to protect him.

He went to sleep in Herbert's room. After locking all the doors carefully, I sat weakly down by the fire and tried to make sense of my life. How foolish my dreams had been! Miss Havisham had never intended to make me rich, or let me marry Estella. But there was something worse than that. It was for this convict, who could be caught and hanged at any moment, that I had deserted Joe. I could never, never, never forgive myself for that.



stream n. a very small river. 溪流。

ache v. to give continuous pain. 疼痛。

disaster n. sudden great misfortune. 灾难。

stormy adj. marked by strong wind, heavy rain or snow or hail. 暴风雪的。

lamp n. container to give light. 灯。

disappoint v. fail to do. 失望。

punishment n. punishing or being punished. 惩罚。

agent n. a person who act for another. 监护人。

fierce adj. violent; cruel; angry. 残忍的，凶恶的。

involve v. have as a necessary consequence. 牵涉。

luxury n. great comfort. 奢侈。

desert v. to leave empty or leave completely. 遗弃，抛弃。


12　匹普弄清真相

艾丝黛拉和郝薇香小姐的朋友一起住在伦敦时，我常去拜访她。她有无穷尽的仰慕者，我嫉妒所有这些人。我和她没有分享过一小时的快乐，但我仍然日夜想念她，我的最美好的愿望是和她结婚。郝薇香小姐几次要求我带着艾丝黛拉去看她。当然啦，我总是服从。艾丝黛拉对她的崇拜者、对郝薇香小姐、对我像以往一样的傲慢和冷淡。

有一个喜欢她并且如影随行地跟着她的人是讨厌的本特利·朱穆尔。一天，我向艾丝黛拉问起了他。

“艾丝黛拉，为什么你亲近像朱穆尔这样的人？你很清楚他是愚蠢的，没有人喜欢他。”

“不要犯傻了，匹普，”她回答说，“也许我亲近他是因为那样做对其他人有某种影响。”

“可是，他不值得亲近！”我气愤地喊道。

“这有什么区别吗？”她疲倦地回答，“如果我对他微笑，那是因为微笑对我毫无意义。你应当感到高兴，我没有给你虚假的表情或微笑。至少我对你始终是真诚的。”

但是，当我正为艾丝黛拉痛心时，我还没有意识到，我很快会受到毁灭性的打击，我的希望和梦想将被击得粉碎。早在我认识她以前就已经开始的一连串的事件正慢慢地接近尾声。

我和赫伯特搬到位于坦普尔地区的河岸附近。一天晚上，他外出办事，我独自在家里看书。天气恶劣，暴风骤雨，空气潮湿，大街上泥泞不堪。冲刷着河岸的狂风振动着整栋楼房，大雨猛烈地击打着窗户。当我在11点钟合上书本时，听到楼梯上有沉重的脚步声。我拿着灯走到门口，看到一个人正缓慢地走上楼。他穿着一身粗布衣服，年约六十，古铜色的脸，蓄着一头灰色长发，但最让我吃惊的是他伸着双手向我走来。

“我能帮你什么忙吗？”我礼貌但冷淡地说。

“啊，是的，”他放下双手说，“是的，我会解释的。”他进到客厅，羡慕地看看周围的家具和书籍。他再次向我伸出双手，但被我拒绝了。然后，他一屁股坐在椅子上，用一只脏兮兮的手揉着眼睛。

“你知道，”他说，“很让人失望。这一天我盼望了很久。但这不是你的错。我会解释的。旁边没有人能听到我们谈话吧？”

“你一个陌生人，为什么深更半夜到我屋里来，问这种问题？”我问道。就在这时，我突然认出了他是谁！尽管岁月流逝，我确信他就是我那个囚犯！当他又一次伸出双手时，我接过他的双手。他把我的双手捧到嘴边吻了吻。

“很多年以前，你帮助过我，匹普！我永远不会忘记此事！”他好像要拥抱我，但是，我阻止了他。

“如果你感激我在童年时所做的一切，我希望你现在的生活已有所改善。完全没必要到这里来感谢我。但是，你必须明白……”我发现他很奇怪地盯着我，便停止了说话。

“我必须明白什么？”他说，眼睛紧紧盯着我。

“我不希望做你的朋友。我和你一度相遇，但现在，我们的生活是各自独立的。你走之前，要喝点东西吗？”当我递给他一杯朗姆酒时，我发现他的眼睛盈满了泪水。“如果我说得太刻薄，请原谅，”我补充说，“我本不想这样。祝你未来好运！”我们一起干杯，“你近来过得怎么样啊？”

“我被发落到澳大利亚，你知道，因为我从船上监狱逃跑。几年以后，我刑满释放，因此，我获准干活挣钱。在那儿，我什么活儿都干过。生活很艰苦，但我挣了很多钱。”

“我听了真高兴，”我说，“这提醒了我，我必须把你送给我的两英镑钱还给你。我现在不需要它了。”我从钱包里拿出两张崭新的一英镑钞票递给他。他把钞票拿到灯旁点着，仍然看着我。

“请问，”他说，“自从我和你在那个寂寞的沼泽地相见后，你是怎么富起来的？”他的眼睛仍然盯着我的眼睛，我开始发抖。

“我——我被选中去继承一笔财富。”我小声地说。

“或许我能猜出是多少，”逃犯说，“可能是，嗯，一年500英镑？”我抓着椅背站起来，心怦怦地跳。

“安排这一切的人，”他继续说，“他或许是一名律师吧，叫贾格斯？”

我突然明白了可怕的真相。我说不出话，呼吸困难，瘫倒在沙发上。他弯下腰，那可怕的老脸靠近我的脸。

“是啊，匹普，亲爱的孩子，我把你培养成了一名绅士！你明白，我向自己发誓，把在澳大利亚挣来的钱全部给你！我是你的再生之父，匹普！我自己不是一个绅士，我没有上过学，但是，我得到了你，匹普！瞧，你现在是一名多么优秀的绅士！你有这么多书！你将给我读这些书，匹普！即使我对书本一窍不通，我也会为你感到自豪！你从没想到给你钱的竟会是我吧？”

“噢不，不，不，”我回答，“从来没有，从来没有！再没有人知道此事吧？”

“当然没有，只有我和贾格斯。还能有谁呢？亲爱的孩子，我挺过这么多艰苦的劳作，你知道，只是因为想到你。我坚信总有一天会回到英国来，见见我的孩子。”他把手放在我的肩上，“现在，你必须给我找张床，”他补充说，“记住，不能向任何人透露只言片语。我是被终生发配到那儿的，如果他们发现我已经回来了，将会绞死我。”

我的心情被搅得极为混乱。多年来一直给我支付教育和奢侈享受费用的这个人，正冒着生命危险来看我。我不可能喜欢他，事实上当他碰我时，我全身由于厌恶而发抖，但我不得不保护他。

他到赫伯特的房间去睡觉。小心地把所有的门锁牢后，我瘫软地坐在火炉旁，竭力思考我的人生。我的梦想多么愚蠢！郝薇香小姐从来没有打算让我富有，也没有打算让我和艾丝黛拉结婚。但还有比这个更糟糕的事情。就是因为这个随时可能被捕获和绞死的逃犯，我抛弃了乔。为这我永远、永远不能原谅自己。


13
Planning Magwitch's future and hearing about his past

I slept a little, but woke early. I felt I needed some fresh air, and went downstairs and out of the building. On the way down I fell over a man hiding in a dark corner, who ran away immediately. This worried me. I suspected he had followed my convict to the house. Would he now inform the police?

My guest and I had breakfast together. He ate noisily and greedily, like an animal. I tried hard not to be disgusted by his manners. He told me his name was Abel Magwitch, and after breakfast he lit his pipe and held out his hands for mine again.

'All I want is to stand and look at you, dear boy!' he said. 'A real gentleman, made by me! You're going to have everything a London gentleman should have, a carriage, and horses, and everything!' He threw a great thick wallet on to the table. 'All that is yours. I've come back to England to watch you spend it.'

'Stop!' I cried desperately. 'We must discuss your plans. How long are you going to stay here?'

'How long?' he repeated, surprised. 'I'm not going back.'

'But where will you be safe?'

'Dear boy, who knows I'm here? You, Jaggers and Wemmick, that's all. Anyway, I know I can live with the fear of death. I've done that all my life.'

All I knew was that I must keep him out of sight until Herbert returned. Then we could produce a better plan for the future. I decided to rent a room for him in a house near ours, where I thought he would be safe for the moment. I bought him different clothes, and had his hair cut, but to me he looked just the same, and I lived in constant fear that he would be recognized by someone who had known him in the past.

My unwanted guest and I spent five long days and evenings together, with the wind and rain beating on the windows. Those few days seemed more like a year to me. He slept, or ate, or played cards. Sometimes he listened to me reading, with a proud smile on his face. I could not sleep or eat. I used to watch him sleep, wondering what bloody crimes lay in his past, and knowing that I alone protected him from a horrible death.

I cannot describe my joy when Herbert finally returned. At last I could share my terrible news with my friend. He, too, was shocked to hear that my great expectations came from the prisoner I had helped so long ago, and when I introduced him to our guest, Herbert could hardly hide his dislike.

When we were alone, he said to me, 'You look so pale, Handel. This has been a painful time for you.'

'Herbert, something must be done. He wants to spend even more on me! He must be stopped!'

'You mean you can't accept any more of his money?'

'How can I? You know he's a criminal! How do I know where his money comes from? And think what I owe him already! I have no way of paying him back. Oh Herbert, if I didn't have you as a friend, I'd be desperate!' I could only just control my tears. Herbert kindly pretended not to notice.

'My dear Handel,' he said, 'if you want to pay back what you owe him, you could always join my company, Clarrikers. I'm going to be a partner there soon, you know.' Poor Herbert! He did not suspect whose money was helping him become a partner.

'But there's another thing,' added Herbert. 'This man has a fierce and violent character. He's come here with a fixed idea, which he's been looking forward to for half his life. If you destroy his idea, his Life will be worthless.'

'And he will allow himself to be arrested and hanged,' I continued, nodding. 'Yes, I've thought that ever since he arrived. If that happened, I'd feel guilty for ever.'

'So you cannot destroy his dream now. First we must get him out of England, where he risks death every moment. Then you will explain that you can't accept his money. I'll help you all the way, trust me.' I shook Herbert's hand gratefully.

Next morning after breakfast we asked Magwitch to tell us more about his past life, so that we could protect him better.

'You promise to keep it a secret, Pip's friend?' he said to Herbert. 'Well I'll put it in a few words. In prison and out of prison. That's been my life, more or less. Don't remember my parents. No idea where I was born. I slept in fields, I stole food, sometimes I worked. And I grew to be a man. It was about twenty years ago I met Compeyson. I'd kill him now, at once, if I met him! He's the man I was fighting when the soldiers found me on the marshes, Pip. He was handsome and educated, so people thought he was a gentleman and trusted him. I was a partner in his business, and a dirty business it was, too. We persuaded rich people to invest their money with us, we used stolen banknotes, we wrote false cheques. Compeyson was clever, but what a wicked, cold heart he had! He always got the profits but never the blame.

'His former partner, Arthur, lived in Compeyson's house and was very ill. In fact he was dying. He and Compeyson had got a lot of money our of a rich lady some years before, and Arthur kept dreaming of this lady. Late one night he appeared at the sitting-room door, pale and shaking, crying, "Compeyson, she's there! In my room! All dressed in white, ready for the wedding! She's angry, she says she wants revenge! You broke her heart, you know you did! And now she says I'm going to die!"'

'Compeyson and his wife put Arthur back to bed, but at five o'clock in the morning we heard screams coming from his room, and he died soon after.

'I should have realized it was a mistake getting involved with Compeyson. In the end we were both arrested for several crimes. And what happened? At the trial he lied and lied. I was the criminal, in and out of prison all my life, and I got fourteen years on the prison-ship. He was the gentleman, of good character and with important friends, and only got seven years.'

Magwitch had become very excited, and had to breathe deeply to calm himself. 'I promised myself I'd smash his handsome face when I saw him on the prison-ship. I was just going to, when a guard caught hold of me. I managed to escape by diving into the river. That's how I reached the marshes, and the churchyard. And then Pip, my boy, you told me Compeyson was on the marshes too. He must have escaped, like me. So I hunted him and smashed his face, and I was going to take him back to the prison-ship, so that he wouldn't have the pleasure of being free, when the soldiers caught us. Again he was clever. His punishment for escaping was light. But I was brought to trial again, and sent to Australia for life.'

'Is Compeyson dead?' I asked after a silence.

'Heard no more of him,' he said, shaking his head. 'But if he's alive, he hopes I'm dead, that's certain!'

Herbert passed me a note he had been writing. It said:

'The name of Miss Havisham's half-brother was Arthur. Compeyson is the man who pretended to be in love with her.'



desperate adj. ready for any wild act because of loss of hope. 不顾一切的，亡命的。～ly adv.

constant adj. happening all the time. 经常不断。

partner n. somebody who does something with you. 合作者。

arrest v. to seize by law. 逮捕。

hang v. to die by hanging with a rope round the neck. 绞刑。

handsome adj. good-looking. 漂亮的。

persuade v. to cause to do something by arguing, explaining. 说服，劝说。

banknote n. a piece of paper money printed for the national bank. 钞票。

cheque n. an order written to a bank to pay money to someone. 支票。

blame v. to say that a person did something wrong. 责怪。

smash v. to break into pieces. 打碎。

dive v. to go under water. 潜水。

half-brother n. brother by one parent only. 同父异母或同母异父的兄弟。


13　规划马格韦契的未来和听他讲述自己的身世

我睡了一会儿，但是醒得很早。我感觉需要呼吸点儿新鲜空气。于是下了楼走到屋外。沿着路走时，我撞到了一个躲在黑暗角落里的人身上，这个家伙立刻跑掉了。这使我忧虑。我怀疑他跟踪我那个囚犯到了这座房子。他现在会去通知警察吗？

我和我的客人共进早餐。他很响亮地狼吞虎咽，像只野兽。我极力控制对他的行为的厌烦情绪。他告诉我，他叫阿伯尔·马格韦契。早餐后，他点上烟斗，又向我伸出手来。

“我所要求的就是能站在这里瞧瞧你，亲爱的孩子！”他说，“真是一名绅士，由我一手培养出来的！伦敦的绅士有的东西你也会有：一辆马车，还有马匹，样样东西都有！”他把一个鼓鼓囊囊的大皮夹子扔到桌子上，“那都是你的。我回到英国就是要看你花光它。”

“停！”我拼命地喊道，“我们必须讨论一下你的计划。你打算在这里待多长时间？”

“多长时间？”他吃惊地回答，“我不打算回去了。”

“可是你住在哪里才安全？”

“亲爱的孩子，谁会知道我在这儿？只有你、贾格斯和文米克，再没有别人知道了。无论怎样，我知道我可以生活在恐惧中。我这一生都是这么过来的。”

我知道，在赫伯特回来之前，我必须把他藏起来。然后，我们能够更好地规划未来。我决定在附近为他租一套房子，我想他在那儿目前会比较安全。我给他买了不同的衣服，让他理了发，但是，对我来讲，他跟过去看起来没有什么两样，我生活得提心吊胆，生怕过去认识他的人会认出他来。

我和我那讨厌的客人在风雨交加中一起度过了5个昼夜。对我来讲，那几天简直是度日如年。他要么睡觉，要么吃饭，要么玩牌。有时，他带着自豪的微笑听我念书。我吃不下，睡不香。我常常看着他睡觉，想象着他过去所犯下的血腥的罪行，意识到我在孤身一人保护他免于一死。

赫伯特总算回来了，我无法形容我的快乐。我终于能把那可怕的消息告诉我的朋友了。听说我的远大前程是来自很久以前我救过的罪犯，他也被震惊了，而当我把他介绍给我们的客人时，赫伯特流露出了厌恶的情绪。

当我们俩单独在一起时，他对我说：“你看上去很苍白，汉德尔。这对你来说是一段痛苦的时间。”

“赫伯特，必须采取些措施。他想在我身上投入更多！必须阻止他！”

“你的意思是说再也不接受他的钱了？”

“我怎么能接受？你知道他是一个罪犯！我怎么知道他的钱是从哪儿来的？想想我已经欠下他的账！我没有办法还他。噢，赫伯特，如果我没有你这个朋友，我会绝望的！”我勉强抑制住眼泪。赫伯特好心地假装没看见。

“我亲爱的汉德尔，”他说，“如果你想要还清你欠他的东西，你随时可以加入我的公司，克拉雷克斯。我马上就会成为那儿的一个股东，你知道。”可怜的赫伯特！他没有怀疑是谁的钱帮助他成为股东。

“还有一件事情，”他补充说，“这个家伙有一种凶恶、残暴的性格。他是带着考虑好的想法有备而来的，他对这个想法已经期盼了半生。如果你毁灭了他的想法，他的生活将毫无意义。”

“他会让自己被捕，被拖上绞刑架，”我点着头继续说，“是的，他一到这儿我就想到了那一点。如果那样的话，我会永远感到愧疚。”

“所以你现在不能破坏他的梦想。首先，我们必须把他弄出英格兰，在这儿，他随时都有死亡的危险。然后，你可以解释说你不能接受他的钱。我会始终帮助你，相信我。”我感激地握了握赫伯特的手。

第二天上午，早饭后，我们让马格韦契多给我们讲点儿他过去的经历，以便我们能够更好地保护他。

“你保证会为此事保密吗，匹普的朋友？”他对赫伯特说，“好吧，我用几句话讲清楚。进进出出监狱，那或多或少可算是我的一生。不记得我的父母，不清楚自己在哪儿出生。我在野地里睡觉，我偷过吃的，有时我也干活儿。我就是这样长大成人的。大约20年前，我遇见了康培生。如果我现在遇见他，我会立刻杀了他！他就是士兵们在沼泽地里发现我时正和我厮打的那个家伙，匹普。他英俊，有教养，因此，人们认为他是一名绅士并相信他。我是他生意上的合伙人，那是一份不干净的生意。我们说服有钱人向我们投资，我们使用偷来的钞票，开假支票。康培生很精明，但是，他有一颗邪恶、冷酷的心！他总是得到好处，却从来没有受到谴责。

“他以前的合伙人，阿瑟，住在康培生家里，病得很重，事实上已是奄奄一息。几年前，他和康培生从一位富家小姐那里骗取了一大笔钱，阿瑟不停地梦见这位小姐。一天深夜，他脸色苍白全身颤抖着出现在起居室门口，叫喊起来，‘康培生，她在那儿！在我的房间！全身穿着白色衣服，准备结婚！她发怒了，她说她要报仇！你伤透她的心，你知道你干的好事！她现在说我将会死掉！’

“康培生和他妻子把阿瑟弄回床上，但在早晨5点钟，我们听到他房间传来尖叫声，很快他就死了。

“我早该认识到与康培生纠缠在一起是个错误。结果我们俩因为数种罪行被逮捕。但怎么样？在审判中，他谎话连篇。我是惯犯，我一生都进出监狱，于是我被判了14年船上监狱徒刑。他是绅士，品行良好，又有要人朋友，只判了7年徒刑。”

马格韦契变得十分激动，不得不深吸一口气，使自己平静下来，“我向自己许诺，当我在船上监狱见到他时，我要打烂他漂亮的脸蛋。我刚要动手，一名警卫把我拦住。我潜入水中设法逃掉了。我就那样到了沼泽地，到了教堂墓地。这时，匹普，我的孩子，你告诉我康培生也在沼泽地里。他一定跟我一样，越狱逃跑了。因此，我找到他，打烂他的脸，正当我打算把他带回船上监狱，以使他无法享受自由的乐趣时，士兵们抓住了我们。他再次显示了他的精明，他的越狱惩罚很轻。而我再一次受到审判，被终身发配到澳大利亚。”

“康培生死了吗？”沉默了一会儿我问道。

“再没听到他的消息，”他摇着脑袋说，“但是，如果他还活着，他会希望我死了，那是肯定的！”

赫伯特把他写的条子递给我，上面写道：

“郝薇香小姐同父异母兄弟的名字就叫阿瑟。康培生就是假装和她相爱的那个家伙。”


14
Pip visits Estella and Miss Havisham again

Before taking Magwitch abroad, I felt I must see both Estella and Miss Havisham. When I visited Estella's London home, I found she had gone to stay with Miss Havisham, and so, leaving Magwitch in Herbert's care, I went by coach to the town I knew so well.

Before walking to Miss Havisham's, I went to the hotel for breakfast. It was an unpleasant shock to discover Bentley Drummle there, but I could imagine his reason for visiting the area. When he noticed me, he immediately called to the waiter, making sure I could hear, 'Listen, you! The lady isn't going riding today. And remember, I' m not having dinner here tonight, I'll be at the lady's.' And Drummle smiled wickedly at me, knowing that what he said cut me to the heart. He went out, shouting for his horse.

If he had spoken Estella's name, I would have hit him. I was so angry with him, and so depressed about my future, that I could not eat the breakfast. Instead I went straight to the old house.

I found Miss Havisham and Estella sitting in the same room, with candles burning as usual.

'Miss Havisham,' I said, 'I must tell you that I'm as unhappy as you ever wanted me to be. I've discovered who has been paying for my education. Now I know I shall never be rich, or important. I cannot tell you any more. It isn't my secret, but another person's.' I stopped, considering what to say next.

'Go on,' said Miss Havisham, looking interested.

'I thought it was you, Miss Havisham! And you encouraged me in my mistake!'

'Why should I be kind to anybody after all I've suffered!' cried Miss Havisham angrily.

'Yes, you're right,' I said quickly, to calm her. 'But you also encouraged your relations to think I would inherit some of your fortune.'

'Why shouldn't I?' she cried wildly.

'Bur Matthew Pocket and his son are different. They aren't selfish or greedy, they're generous and honest. I want you to know that.'

She looked carefully at me. 'What do you want for them?'

'I'm asking for money,' I replied, my cheeks red. 'I would like you to help my friend Herbert become a partner in his company. I started paying for this myself two years ago, and I want to keep it a secret from him—but now I find I can't continue the payments. I can't explain why. It's part of the other person's secret.'

Miss Havisham looked at the fire, and then at me again.

'What else?' she asked.

Turning to Estella, I tried to control my trembling voice. 'You know I love you, Estella,' I said. 'I have loved you long and dearly.' She shook her head.

'I know, I know I have no hope of ever marrying you, Estella. But I have loved you ever since I first saw you in this house. It was cruel of Miss Havisham to encourage me to hope, but I don't think she meant to be unkind.'

'What you say,' said Estella very calmly, 'doesn't touch my heart. I can't feel love as you do. And I've warned you of this. Haven't I?'

'Yes,' I answered miserably, 'but I couldn't believe it.'

'It's the way I've been brought up.'

'Estella, Bentley Drummle is in town here. You go riding with him, don't you? Is he having dinner with you tonight?'

'It is all true,' she answered, a little surprised.

'You cannot love him, Estella!' I cried.

'Didn't you listen? I can never love anyone!' And then she added, 'But why not tell you the truth? I'm going to marry him.'

I covered my face with my hands. After a moment I lifted my head and cried, 'Don't throw yourself away on an animal like him! Even if you won't marry me, there must be others who love you. Any of them would be a thousand times better than Drummle!'

'I can't marry a man who expects me to love him. So Drummle will do well enough as my husband. You will soon forget me.'

'Never, Estella! You are part of myself. You are in every line I've read, in every view I've seen, in every dream I've dreamt. To the last hour of my life, you will remain part of me. God bless you and God forgive you!' I held her hand to my lips for a moment. As I left, Estella's lovely face looked at me in wonder, but Miss Havisham was staring at me with a mixture of pity and guilt.

It was all over. To calm my feelings I walked all the way back to London. At night the Temple gates were always closed, but the night-porter let me in when I told him my name. He gave me an envelope addressed to Mr Pip. Inside, in Wemmick's writing, it said: 'DON'T GO HOME.'



ride v. sit on a horse. 骑马。

depress v. to lower in spirits. 沮丧。

selfish adj. thinking of oneself, and not of other people. 自私的。

lift v. to move something to a high place. 举起；抬起。

remain v. to stay; to be left. 留下；剩下。


14　匹普再次拜访艾丝黛拉和郝薇香小姐

送马格韦契到国外之前，我觉得必须见见艾丝黛拉和郝薇香小姐。当我到达艾丝黛拉在伦敦的住处，发现她已经走了，住在郝薇香小姐那里，因此，留下马格韦契让赫伯特关照后，我乘马车去了我了如指掌的小镇。

走路去郝薇香小姐家之前，我到旅馆吃早饭。我扫兴地发现了本特利·朱穆尔也在那儿，我能想像出他来这个地方的原因。当他看见我，他立即喊着对侍者说，以便让我听得见：“听着，你！小姐今天不骑马了。记住，今天晚上我不在这儿吃晚饭了，我将在小姐家吃。”朱穆尔恶毒地朝我笑了笑，知道他说的话深深地刺痛了我。他走出旅馆，嚷嚷着要他的马。

如果他说出艾丝黛拉的名字，我会揍他的。我对他如此气恨，对自己的未来如此沮丧，连早饭也吃不下去。我于是径直去了那座旧宅。

我发现郝薇香小姐和艾丝黛拉仍坐在那间屋子里，蜡烛一如既往地燃着。

“郝薇香小姐，”我说，“我必须告诉你，我就像你一直希望的那样不快活。我已经发现了是谁一直在资助我的学业。我现在明白了，我不会成为富翁或大人物。我不能告诉你更多。那不是我的秘密，而是别人的秘密。”我闭上嘴，考虑下一步说什么。

“继续说。”郝薇香小姐饶有兴趣地看着我说。

“我想是你，郝薇香小姐！你促使我犯了错误！”

“为什么我在遭受一切后，要对任何人那么仁慈！”郝薇香小姐生气地叫喊道。

“是的，你说得很对，”为让她平静下来，我迅速说道，“但你也促使你的亲戚认为我会继承你的一部分财产。”

“我为什么不能这样？”她疯了似地叫喊。

“不过，马修·朴凯特和他的儿子不同。他们不是自私自利或贪婪的人，他们慷慨诚实。我希望你知道这一点。”

她仔细地看着我，“你想为他们要什么呢？”

“我要钱，”我回答，脸红了起来，“我希望你帮助我的朋友赫伯特成为他公司的股东。我自己两年前开始为此投资，而且我想让这件事成为秘密——但现在我发现我不能继续投资了。我不能解释为什么。那是别人的秘密的一部分。”

郝薇香小姐看看火炉，然后看看我。

“还有什么？”她问道。

我转向艾丝黛拉，极力控制我颤抖的声音，“你知道我爱你，艾丝黛拉，”我说，“长期以来我一直深深地爱着你。”她摇了摇头。

“我知道，我知道和你结婚已经化为泡影，艾丝黛拉。但是，自从我在这座房子里见到你，我就爱上了你。郝薇香小姐残酷地助长了我的这种希望，不过，我认为她不是恶意的。”

“你说的话，”艾丝黛拉十分平静地说，“触及不到我的心。我不像你那样，能感觉到爱。我早就警告过你这一点，不是吗？”

“是的，”我悲伤地回答，“可是，我无法相信。”

“我就是这么被养大的。”

“艾丝黛拉，本特利·朱穆尔在镇上。你和他一起骑马，是吗？他今天晚上要和你一起吃晚饭？”

“一点没错。”她回答，看起来有点儿吃惊。

“你不能爱他，艾丝黛拉！”我喊道。

“你刚才没听吗？我永远也不会爱上任何人！”然后，她补充说，“但何不告诉你真相呢？我将要和他结婚了。”

我用双手捂着脸。过了一会儿，我抬起头，喊道：“不要把自己扔给一只像他那样的野兽！即使你不嫁给我，也应该还有爱你的人。他们当中任何一个都会比朱穆尔好上一千倍！”

“我不能嫁给一个盼我去爱他的男人。因此，朱穆尔做我的丈夫就已足够了。你很快就会忘掉我的。”

“永远不会，艾丝黛拉！你是我自己的一部分。你在我读到的每一行字里，在我看到的每一个景像里，在我做的每一个梦中。到了我生命的最后一刻，你还将留在我心中。上帝保佑你，上帝宽恕你！”我拿起她的手在唇边放了一会儿。我离开时，艾丝黛拉可爱的面容惊奇地看着我，但是，郝薇香小姐盯着我，眼神中怜悯和内疚交集。

一切都结束了。为了使自己的情绪平静下来，我步行回了伦敦。坦普尔的大门晚上总是关闭着。但当告诉守夜人我的名字后，他为我打开了门。他给了我一封写着“匹普收”的信。信内是文米克的笔迹，写道：“切勿回家。”


15
Shelter for Magwitch

I spent a restless night at a hotel, worrying about the reasons for Wemmick's warning. Early in the morning I went to see him at the Castle. He told me he had heard I was being watched, and that someone was looking for Magwitch. He also knew that Compeyson was alive and in London. While I was absent, Wemmick had warned Herbert to move our guest to a safer place. Clara, the girl Herbert was in love with, lived with her old father in a house on the river, quite near the open sea, and Herbert had arranged to rent rooms for Magwitch in this house. It was further away from the centre of London and our home, and we could easily take Magwitch abroad by boat from there.

'Our friend is there now,' said Wemmick, 'and you can visit him tonight, but don't go back there after that. And remember, Mr Pip,' he added firmly, 'remember to get his cash. You don't know what may happen to him. Don't let anything happen to his cash.'

I could not explain to Wemmick how I felt about Magwitch's money, so I said nothing.

That evening I visited the house, and met Clara, a lovely girl, obviously in love with Herbert. How lucky she and Herbert were! I thought of Estella, and felt very sad.

Magwitch seemed quieter and more likeable than the last time I had seen him. He accepted all our arrangements for him gratefully. I was almost sorry to say goodbye to him.

I decided to keep a rowing boat near our rooms, so that Herbert or I could row up and down the river, as far as Clara's house. If Magwitch saw us on the river, he could draw his bedroom curtain to show everything was all right.

For the next few weeks, life went on as normal. Herbert went to work and visited Clara in the evenings. I rowed on the river, and waited for news from Wemmick.

One evening, instead of reading alone in my room, I went to the theatre where Mr Wopsle was acting. He noticed me in the audience, and kept looking at me in a very strange way. After the play we met outside the theatre, and he asked immediately,

'You didn't see that man sitting right behind you, Mr Pip?'

I felt suddenly cold. 'Who was he?' I asked.

'You remember, Mr Pip, that Christmas Day, when you were a boy? We went on to the marshes with the soldiers and found the escaped convicts fighting each other. Well, one of those two was looking over your shoulder tonight.'

'Which one?' I asked, holding my breath.

'The one with the bleeding face,' he answered.

So Compeyson was still following me! I knew Magwitch was in great danger. Later that evening Herbert and I discussed the problem, and promised each other to be more careful than ever.

About a week later I met Mr Jaggers by chance in the street, and he invited me to dinner that evening. Wemmick was there too. Mr Jaggers told me Miss Havisham wished to see me on business, so I said I would go the next day.

Then Jaggers said, 'Well, Pip! Our friend Drummle has won a great prize! He has married Estella!'

I had been expecting this news for some time but it still came as a terrible shock.

'I wonder,' continued Jaggers, 'who will be the stronger in the end, the wife or the husband? He may beat her—'

'Surely he isn't wicked enough to do that!' I cried.

'He may, or he may not. But she is certainly more intelligent than him. We shall see.'

Just then I noticed the housekeeper putting a dish on the table. I stared at her. I had seen exactly such eyes, and such hands, very recently! And suddenly I was absolutely certain that this woman was Estella's mother.

Later, as Wemmick and I left Jaggers' house together, I asked him about his employer's housekeeper. He told me that, many years before, she had been jealous of her husband and another woman, and had been accused of murdering this woman. Jaggers was her lawyer, and at her trial he managed to show that she was not strong enough to kill anyone. She was also suspected of killing her three-year-old daughter, who had disappeared. But because of Jaggers' clever arguing, she was judged innocent of murder. After the trial she left her husband and became Jaggers' housekeeper.



absent adj. not here, not present. 不在；缺席。

normal adj. usual. 正常。

audience n. the people who listen to or watch a play. 观众。

Christmas n. the birthday of Jesus Christ. December 25th. 圣诞节。

absolutely adv. completely. 完全。

employer n. the person who employs people. 雇主。


15　马格韦契庇身之所

我在一家旅店度过了一个不眠之夜，为文米克发出警告的原因担忧着。一大早我就去城堡见他。他告诉我，他听说有人正监视我，有人正在寻找马格韦契。他还知道康培生还活着，就在伦敦。我不在的时候，文米克已经提醒赫伯特把我们的客人转移到安全的地方。克莱拉，这个和赫伯特相爱的姑娘，和她年迈的父亲住在靠近河边的一座房子里，那儿离公海很近。赫伯特已经为马格韦契在那儿租了间房子。房子离伦敦市中心和我们的家很远，我们可以很容易地用船把马格韦契从那儿送往国外。

“我们的朋友现在就在那儿，”文米克说，“你今晚就能去看他，不过，之后不要再去那儿。记住，匹普先生，”他坚定地说，“记住要拿到他的钱。你不知道他会发生什么事。不要让他的钱发生任何事情。”

我无法向文米克解释我对马格韦契的钱是种什么感觉，因此，我什么也没说。

那天晚上，我去了那座房子，遇见了克莱拉，一个可爱的姑娘，显而易见，她正和赫伯特相爱。她和赫伯特是多么的幸运！我想到了艾丝黛拉，感到十分伤心。

马格韦契看起来更安静，比我上一次见到他时更讨人喜爱些了。他不无感激地全部接受了我们为他做的安排。我几乎有些舍不得跟他告别。

我决定在住处附近放一只小划船，以便我或者赫伯特能在我们的住处和克莱拉家之间的河道划上划下。如果马格韦契看到我们在河上，他可以拉开他卧室的窗帘表示一切正常。

接下来的几周，生活过得平安无事。赫伯特照常工作，晚上去拜访克莱拉。我在河里划船，等着文米克的消息。

一天晚上，我没有独自在屋子里看书，而是去伍甫赛先生演戏的剧院看戏。他在观众中发现了我，不停地用一种十分奇怪的方式看着我。演出结束后，我们在戏院外面碰面，他立即问我：

“你没看见那个人就坐在你后面吗，匹普先生？”

我突然感到寒冷，“他是谁？”我问道。

“你还记得，匹普先生，那个圣诞节，当你还是一个孩子的时候吗？我们和士兵们去了沼泽地，找到了两个正在厮打的逃犯。呃，其中的一个今天晚上就从你的肩膀上看过来。”

“哪一个？”我屏住呼吸问。

“脸上流血的那一个。”他回答说。

这么说康培生仍然在跟踪我！我知道马格韦契非常危险。那天晚上稍晚些时候，我和赫伯特讨论了这个问题，互相许诺要比以往更加小心。

大约一周后，我在大街上偶然遇见了贾格斯先生，他邀请我晚上去吃晚饭。文米克也在那里。贾格斯先生告诉我，郝薇香小姐因公事希望见我，我于是答应第二天去一趟。

然后，贾格斯说：“喂，匹普！我们的朋友朱穆尔赢得了一个大奖！他已经和艾丝黛拉结婚啦！”

我等待这个消息已经有一段时间了，但它仍引起了我内心的巨大震动。

“我不知道，”贾格斯继续说，“谁是最终的强者，妻子还是丈夫？他可能会打她——”

“他肯定不会坏到做那种事情！”我喊道。

“他也许会，也许不会。但是她肯定比他聪明。我们等着瞧。”

正在这时，我注意到正把一盘菜放到桌子上的女管家。我盯着她。我确实见过那样的眼睛，那样的手，就在最近！突然，我恍然悟到，这个女人就是艾丝黛拉的母亲。

后来，当我和文米克一起离开贾格斯的家时，我向他问起他的雇主的女管家。他告诉我，很多年以前，她吃她丈夫和另外一个女人的醋，被指控谋杀了那个女人。贾格斯是她的辩护律师，在审判中，他设法表明她身体羸弱，无法杀害任何人。她还被怀疑杀害了3岁的女儿，因她女儿失踪了。但由于贾格斯的聪明善辩，她被判无罪。审判后，她离开了她丈夫，成了贾格斯的女管家。


16
Miss Havisham realizes how Pip has suffered

When I went to see Miss Havisham the next day, as she had requested, her house looked darker than ever, and I realized how lonely she was without Estella. She looked sadly at me.

'Tell me, Pip,' she said, stretching out her hand to me, 'how can I help your friend? You said something about it last time.'

I explained my agreement with Clarrikers to make Herbert a partner. Nine hundred pounds still had to be paid.

'And you will be happier if I pay this?'

'Much happier.'

'Can't I help you yourself, Pip?'

'There is nothing you can do,' I answered.

She wrote a cheque which she handed to me. 'Mr Jaggers will give you the money. And—here, Pip,' handing me another piece of paper, 'here is a note with my name on. If, one day, you can write under my name "I forgive her", please do it.'

'Oh Miss Havisham,' I said, 'I can do it now. We have all made mistakes. I can't be bitter with anyone.'

'What have I done, Pip!' she cried, dropping to her knees in front of me. 'I should never have brought up Estella like that, or allowed you to be hurt!'

'Could I ask you something about Estella? How and why did you adopt her?'

'I never knew her parents,' she said quietly. 'I asked Jaggers to find a little girl for me to adopt, and he brought Estella here, when she was about three.'

We had no more to say to each other, and so I left. But on my way through the old garden I had a strange feeling that something was wrong, and I ran back upstairs to check that Miss Havisham was all right. As I opened the door of her room, I saw her sitting close to the fire. Suddenly a great flame lit the room. She turned and rushed towards me, screaming, her hair and clothes on fire. Somehow I managed to cover her with my coat and put out the flames with my hands.

I sent for a doctor, who cleaned her wounds. Her bed was placed on the great dining table, where her wedding cake had been, and she lay there, covered with a white sheet, half conscious. I could not stay, but left her in the care of the doctor and several nurses, and returned to London.

My hands and right arm had been badly burnt. But although I was in great pain, I was desperate to know if Magwitch was safe.

'Everything's fine, Handel,' Herbert told me calmly, as he gently put bandages on my hands. 'He seems much pleasanter than before. I actually like him now. Do you know, yesterday he was telling me about his past. Apparently at one time he was married to a young woman who was jealous of another woman. There was a fight, and his wife killed the other. Luckily for her, she had a clever lawyer at her trial, and was never punished for the murder. She and Magwitch had a daughter, who Magwitch dearly loved. Both wife and child disappeared after the trial, and he thought his wife must have killed their daughter.'

'How old was the child?' I asked, trying to control my excitement.

'She would have been about your age, if she had lived.'

'Herbert,' I said, 'am I ill or mad or anything?'

'No,' replied Herbert, after examining me carefully, 'although you do look a little excited.'

'Listen, Herbert. Magwitch is Estella's father.'

The next day, although I felt ill and weak, because of my burns, I went straight to Jaggers' office. He admitted that Estella was his housekeeper's daughter, adopted by Miss Havisham to give her the chance of a better life. But even he, the great Jaggers, did not know that Magwitch was Estella's father.



stretch v. to make longer or tighter. 伸，拉。

knee n. the middle joint of the leg. 膝；膝盖。

flame n. one of the glowing tongues of light that shoot out from a blazing fire. 火焰。

wound n. a hurt caused by cutting, stabbing, shooting, etc.. 伤口。

excitement n. state of being excited. 激动。

examine v. look at closely and carefully. 检查。

burn n. a hurt place. 烧伤。

great adj. unusually good. 卓越的；优异的；聪慧的；能干的。


16　郝薇香小姐意识到匹普蒙受了不少痛苦

当我第二天如约前去看郝薇香小姐时，她的屋子看起来比以前更黑暗。我意识到，没有艾丝黛拉，她是多么孤独，她伤心地看着我。

“告诉我，匹普，”她向我伸出手说，“我怎样才能帮助你的朋友？你上次提到了这件事。”

我讲述了为让赫伯特成为股东而与克拉雷克斯的协议。还得再付900英镑。

“如果我支付这些，你会更高兴吗？”

“高兴多了。”

“我不能帮助你吗，匹普？”

“你帮不上什么忙。”我回答说。

她开了一张支票递给我，“贾格斯先生会给你钱。还有——给，匹普，”她递给我另一张纸，“这是有我签名的票据。如果，有一天，你能在我的名字下面写上‘我原谅她’，请你这样做。”

“噢，郝薇香小姐，”我说，“我现在就能这样做。我们都有错儿，我不能怨恨任何人。”

“我都做了些什么，匹普！”她跪倒在我面前叫喊着，“我不应该像那样把艾丝黛拉抚养长大，或不应该让你受到伤害！”

“我可以问你有关艾丝黛拉的情况吗？你怎样以及为什么收养了她？”

“我从来不知道她父母的情况，”她平静地说，“我要贾格斯为我找一个小女孩收养，他把艾丝黛拉带到这儿，当时她大约3岁。”

我们之间无话可说，因此，我离开了。但是，在穿过那个旧花园的路上，我有一种奇怪的感觉，感觉有点儿不太对劲，便跑回楼上去看郝薇香小姐是否安然无恙。我打开她的房门，看见她紧靠火炉坐着。突然，一个巨大的火焰点燃了屋子。她转过身尖叫着向我扑来，她的头发和衣服都着火了。我想方设法用我的外套盖住她，用双手扑灭了火焰。

我派人请来一位医生，医生给她清洗了伤口。她的床放在那张大餐桌上，那儿曾摆放过她的结婚蛋糕，她盖着白床单躺在那儿，陷入半昏迷状态。我不能久留，将她交由医生和几名护士照看后，我回到了伦敦。

我的双手和右臂烧得很厉害。但是，虽然疼痛难忍，我还是迫不及待地想知道马格韦契是否安全。

“一切都平安无事，汉德尔，”赫伯特一边心平气和地告诉我，一边轻轻地把我的手缠上绷带，“他看上去比以前更高兴。事实上，我现在喜欢上他了。你知道吗，昨天，他告诉了我他的身世。显然他曾经和一个年轻的女人结了婚，这个女人嫉妒另外一个女人。两人发生了争斗，他的妻子杀了另外一个女人。幸运的是，在审判过程中，她拥有一位精明的律师，她从来没有因为谋杀受到惩罚。她和马格韦契有一个女儿，马格韦契非常爱这个女儿。审判之后，妻子和孩子失踪了，他认为他的妻子一定杀了他们的女儿。”

“这个孩子有多大？”我尽力控制着激动的心情问道。

“如果她还活着的话，和你的年龄差不多。”

“赫伯特，”我说，“我是病了、疯了，还是出了什么别的毛病？”

“不是，”赫伯特仔细地端详了我以后回答，“虽然你看上去有点儿激动。”

“听着，赫伯特。马格韦契是艾丝黛拉的父亲。”

第二天，尽管因为烧伤感到不舒服，身体虚弱，我还是直接去了贾格斯的事务所。他承认，艾丝黛拉是他的女管家的女儿，她被郝薇香小姐收养，以给她一个过上更好生活的机会。但即使是他，聪明能干的贾格斯，也并不知道马格韦契是艾丝黛拉的父亲。


17
Pip is close to death

I paid Clarrikers Miss Havisham's nine hundred pounds, and felt glad that Herbert's future, at least, was safe. Clarrikers were going to send Herbert to India, to open a new office there. So while helping my old friend, I would be losing him at the same time.

Wemmick advised us to move Magwitch out of the country in the middle of the week. So we decided to row the boat down to Clara's house on Wednesday, collect Magwitch, and continue right down the river to Essex, where we could stop one of the foreign ships sailing from the port of London to Germany or Holland. With luck, nobody would notice us or suspect us. Our friend Startop agreed to row instead of me, as my hands were still too painful.

However, when I went back to our rooms on Monday, my head full of arrangements for the journey, I found a letter, addressed to me and delivered by hand. It said:

'lf you want information about your guest, you should come tonight or tomorrow night to the old house near the limekiln on the marshes. Tell no one. You must come alone.'

I did not have time to consider. I rushed out again and was just in time to catch the afternoon coach.

I stopped in town only to ask about Miss Havisham. She was still very ill, it seemed. Then I walked fast on to the dark lonely marshes. Soon I arrived at the lime-kiln, which was still burning, although the workmen had all gone home. I pushed open the door of the old house, which I thought was uninhabited, but to my surprise there was a bed, a table and a candle inside. Suddenly the candle was blown out, I was attacked from behind and my arms were tied close to my sides with a thick rope. The pain in my injured arm was terrible. In a moment the candle was lit again, and I recognized my attacker. Orlick! I saw he had been drinking, and I knew I was in a very dangerous situation.

'Now,' he said fiercely, 'I've got you!'

'Why have you brought me here?' I asked.

'Don't you know?' he replied, drinking straight from a bottle. 'Because you're my enemy. I lost that job at Miss Havisham's because of you. And what's more, Biddy would have liked me if you hadn't been there. You've been in my way ever since you were a child. And now I'm going to have your life! Tonight you're going to die!'

I felt I was looking down into my own grave. I could see no possible way of escape.

'More than that,' he said, 'I don't want anything left of you. I'll put your body in the kiln. Even your clothes will be burnt, and in the morning there'll be nothing left.'

I realized I had not told anybody where I was going. Nobody would know where to look for me.

'Another thing,' he said, smiling cruelly, 'it was your fault your ugly sister was attacked. I did it, I hit her with the iron chain your convict left on the marshes, but I did it because I hated you!' He drank again. I watched the level of the liquid go down. I knew that when he finished the bottle, my life would end.

'And I know all about that convict you're hiding. I've waited and watched outside your rooms and on the stairs. You fell over me once. I've got a friend who's going to inform the police about him. Yes, Compeyson'll make sure he's hanged, when you're dead!'

The last of the rum went down his throat, and picking up his hammer he came towards me. Determined to fight, I shouted as loudly as I could. Suddenly the door was thrown open and Herbert and Startop rushed in. With a violent shout Orlick jumped over the table and escaped into the night.

My two friends had found Orlick's letter to me, which, in my hurry, I had dropped in my room in London. They had suspected some wicked plot, and come straight to the town, and then to the marshes, to find me. Luckily they had arrived just in time.

They took me back to London that night, and looked after me carefully all the next day, so that, although my arm was still aching, and I felt very weak, I was fit enough for the planned journey on Wednesday.



lime-kiln 石灰窑。

rope n. a strong, thick line or cord. 粗绳子。

injure v. to harm, to hurt. 使受伤。

liquid n. a substance like water, which is not gas or solid. 液体。

hide v. to put a thing or yourself where it or you cannot be found. 隐藏。

fit v. to be the right size and shape. 适合。


17　匹普死里逃生

我把郝薇香小姐的900英镑付给了克拉雷克斯，我感到很高兴，至少，赫伯特的前程是平安无事了。克拉雷克斯打算派赫伯特到印度去开办一个新的事务所。所以，在帮助我的老朋友的同时，我也正在失去他。

文米克劝我们在本周中期把马格韦契转移到国外。于是我们决定在星期三划船到克莱拉的家去接马格韦契，然后顺河而下到艾西克斯，在那儿，我们能够拦下一艘从伦敦港航行到德国或荷兰去的外国船只。运气好的话，没有人会发现或怀疑我们。我们的朋友史达多蒲同意代替我划船，因为我的手仍然很痛。

然而，星期一那天，当我满脑子都是从旅行安排地回到我们的住处时，我发现了一封写给我的、专人手递的信。信中写道：

“如果想知道你客人的消息，请于今天或明天晚上到沼泽地石灰窑附近那间旧屋来。勿让别人知道。你必须独自一人来。”

我来不及思考，就又冲了出去，正好赶上下午班马车。

我只在镇上停了一小会儿，打听一下郝薇香小姐的情况。她似乎仍然病得很重。然后，我快步向荒凉黑暗的沼泽地走去。我很快到达了石灰窑，虽然工人们都已回家，石灰窑仍在燃烧。我推开那间我以为没人居住的老屋的门，吃惊地发现里面有一张床、一张桌子和一枝蜡烛。突然蜡烛灭了，有人从背后袭击了我，我的双臂被一条粗绳子结结实实地反绑在身体两侧。带伤的胳膊上疼痛难忍。过了一会儿，蜡烛又点亮了，我认出了袭击者。是奥立克！我刚才见他正在喝酒，我知道我的处境十分危险。

“现在，”他凶恶地说，“我可逮住你啦！”

“你为什么把我骗到这儿来？”我问道。

“你不知道？”他回答说，对着瓶子饮了一口酒，“因为你是我的敌人。因为你，我失去了郝薇香小姐家的那份工作。还有，如果你不到那儿去的话，毕蒂会喜欢我的。从你还是个小孩子起，你就处处碍我的路。现在我要要你的命！今天晚上你就会死掉！”

我感觉我正走向死亡之墓。我看不到半点儿逃走的希望。

“这还不够，”他说，“我不会让你留下任何痕迹。我将把你的身体放到石灰窑里，甚至连你的衣服都会被化为灰烬，到了早晨就什么也不留了。”

我意识到我没有告诉任何人我的去向。没有人会知道该到哪儿找我。

“还有一件事情，”他残忍地笑着说，“由于你的过错，你那讨厌的姐姐遭到袭击。那是我干的，我用你那个罪犯留在沼泽地的铁链击倒了她，我这么做是因为我恨你！”他又喝了一口酒。我看到酒的液面在下降。我知道，当他喝完这瓶酒，我的生命就结束了。

“我对你藏的那个罪犯了如指掌。我曾在你的屋子外面和楼梯等候监视着你。有一次你还撞到了我身上。我有一个朋友，这个朋友打算向警察告发他。对了，康培生一定会让他上绞刑架的，就在你死后！”

最后一滴朗姆酒下肚，他拿起锤子向我走来。我决心抗争，于是拼命地大声叫喊。突然，门被撞开了，赫伯特和史达多蒲冲了进来。奥立克大叫一声，跳上桌子，逃窜到黑夜之中。

我的两个朋友发现了奥立克给我的信，由于慌乱，我把信落在伦敦的屋子里。他们怀疑有什么阴谋，便直接来到镇上，然后去了沼泽地找我。幸运的是，他们到得正是时候。

他们连夜把我带回伦敦，第二天一整天都细心地照料我，所以，虽然我的手臂仍然疼痛，感觉很虚弱，我还是能胜任计划中的星期三的旅行。


18
The end of Magwitch's story

It was a cold, bright morning when we set out cheerfully down the river. I steered the boat, Herbert and Startop rowed. At Clara's house Magwitch was waiting for us, wrapped in a dark cloak.

'Dear boy!' he said, putting his hand on my shoulder as he sat down heavily in the boat. 'Thank you!'

We rowed eastwards down the river all day, looking round all the time to check that no one was following us. Magwitch seemed quite happy, smoking his pipe and watching the water.

'You don't know what a pleasure it is to me, Pip,' he said once, 'to be with my dear boy, in the open air.'

'You'll be completely safe, and free, tomorrow,' I said.

'I hope so, dear boy. But looking into the future, well, that's like looking for the bottom of the river, isn't it? Can't be done.' He remained silent after that.

We decided to spend the night at a little riverside pub. It seemed safe because there were no other guests, but the pub owner asked us a question which worried us.

'Did you see that boat go past, gentlemen? Rowed by four men, with two others on board. It's been up and down the river several times. Could be a Customs boat.'

When he left us alone, we discussed this information in whispers. In the end we decided to go to bed, and then set out the next morning just in time to catch the ship to Hamburg. I woke early, and when I looked out of the window, I saw two men examining our boat, but I decided not to wake Herbert or Startop, who needed their rest after rowing all the previous day.

Late in the morning we rowed into the centre of the river. We could see the ship to Hamburg coming closer. Magwitch and I picked up our bags, and said goodbye to Herbert and Startop, so that we would be ready to stop the ship and get on board. Suddenly a boat rowed by four men appeared from nowhere and came out very fast into the centre of the river, close to us. A fifth man was steering, and a sixth, his face hidden in his cloak, whispered instructions to the steerer. They all stared at us.

'You have a convict there who's returned from Australia,' shouted the steerer. 'That's the man, in the cloak. His name is Abel Magwitch. I'm a Customs officer and I arrest him!'

Suddenly their boat was touching ours. The Hamburg ship was almost on top of us, and the ship's captain shouted the order to stop engines, but it was too late. At the same moment the Customs officer put his hand on Magwitch's shoulder, and Magwitch pulled the cloak off the other man in the boat. It was Compeyson! And as I watched, he fell backwards into the water, his face full of terror. The huge ship hit our tiny boat with a great crash. Somehow the Customs officers managed to get me on board their boat, with Herbert and Startop, but our boat sank, and the two convicts had disappeared.

Soon, however, we discovered Magwitch in the water, badly injured, and pulled him into the boat. He told me that he had fallen into the water with Compeyson, and then been hit by the ship. I believed what he said. At the time there was no sign of Compeyson, whose dead body was found several days later.

Magwitch was taken to prison to wait for his trial. I arranged for Jaggers to be his lawyer, but Jaggers warned me there was almost no hope of saving his life. Magwitch's thick wallet was handed over to the police, and Wemmick was quite annoyed with me about it.

'Really, Mr Pip, to lose so much cash!' he said. 'You see, Compeyson was so determined to get his revenge that you couldn't have saved Magwitch. But you certainly could have saved the cash. That's the difference. But could I ask you something, Mr Pip? Would you come for a walk with me on Monday morning?'

It seemed a strange request, and although I did not really feel like accepting, he politely insisted.

I arrived at the Castle early on Monday morning, and after a glass of rum and milk, we set out on the road.

'Well, well!' said Wemmick suddenly. 'Here's a church! Let's go in!' And when we were inside, there was another surprise.

'Well, well!' he said again. 'Look what I've found in my pockets! Let's put them on!' As he had 'found' two pairs of white gloves, and his post-box mouth was as wide as it could possibly be, I began to suspect something. And when I saw the Aged come in with a lady, I knew I was right.

'Well, well!' said Wemmick, still pretending to be surprised, 'here's the Aged, and Miss Skiffins! Let's have a wedding!'

And so Wemmick was married to Miss Skiffins, and we all celebrated afterwards at a little pub near the church.

I was delighted for Wemmick, but I could not stop worrying about Magwitch. He had been so badly injured that he was moved to the prison hospital, where I visited him every day. I read to him, and talked to him, and did everything I could to make him comfortable. But day by day I watched him becoming weaker, although he never complained. To the prison guards he was a dangerous criminal, but to me he was an unfortunate man, who had at least some goodness in him. I could not leave him now.

At his trial Jaggers was proved right. The judge decided that Magwitch, a convict sent away for life who had returned, must be hanged. I could not accept this terrible punishment, and wrote to all the important people I could think of, asking for mercy for Magwitch. But all of them refused to help.

I noticed, on my daily visits to him, that he was getting much worse. He lay in bed, looking calmly at the white ceiling. Sometimes he could not speak, and just pressed my hand. One evening as I entered his room, he smiled weakly at me.

'Dear boy,' he said, 'you're never late.'

'I don't want to lose a moment of the time I'm allowed to visit you,' I said.

'Thank you, dear boy. God bless you! You've never deserted me, dear boy!' He had spoken his last words.

I touched his chest, remembering that I had wanted to desert him once. He put both his hands on mine.

'Dear Magwitch, listen to me. You had a child once, who you loved and lost.' He pressed my hand gently. 'She's alive. She's a lady and very beautiful. And I love her!'

He was too weak to speak any more, but he just managed to lift my hand to his lips. Then he looked peacefully up at the white ceiling again. Slowly his eyes closed and his head dropped quietly on to his chest.



steer v. guide. 驾驶。

customs n. the place where you must show your luggage when you enter a country. 海关。

instruction n. an order or advice on how to do something. 命令。

tiny adj. very small. 很小。

crash n. a sudden loud noise as made by a violent blow, fall, break, etc.. 轰隆声。

insist v. to declare firmly. 坚持。

celebrate v. to do something to show that a day or event is important. 庆祝。

chest n. the top front part of the body. 胸部。


18　马格韦契的故事结束

那是一个寒冷但阳光明媚的早晨，我们高兴地动身下了河。我掌舵，赫伯特和史达多蒲划桨。在克莱拉家里，马格韦契披着一件黑斗篷，正在等候我们。

“亲爱的孩子！”他说，同时重重地在船上坐下，把手搭在我的肩上，“谢谢你！”

我们全天向河东方向划去，随时向四周张望，警惕有没有人跟踪我们。马格韦契吸着烟斗，望着水面，看上去很高兴。

“你不知道，我是多么高兴，匹普，”他一度说道，“自由自在地和我亲爱的孩子在一起。”

“你明天就会彻底安全自由了。”我说。

“我希望如此，亲爱的孩子。但是，展望未来，呃，就像透过河水寻找河底一样，不是吗？不可能做到的。”之后，他陷入了沉默。

我们决定在一个河边小客栈过夜。这儿看起来很安全，因为没有其他客人。但是，客栈老板向我们问的一个问题却让我们担忧。

“你们看见有艘船划过去了吗，先生们？4个人划船，船上还有另外两个人。这艘船划来划去好几次了。可能是海关的船。”

他离开后，我们小声地讨论了这个信息。最后，我们决定去睡觉，然后在第二天早晨出发，以赶上去汉堡的船只。我一大早就醒了，当我向窗外望去时，看到两个人在检查我们的船，但是，我决定不去叫醒赫伯特和史达多蒲，他们划了一整天船，需要休息。

早晨晚些时候，我们划进河中心。我们能够看到去汉堡的船正在接近我们。我和马格韦契拿起我们的包裹，向赫伯特和史达多蒲告别，以便我们做好准备拦下并走上那艘船。突然，一艘4人划的船不知从什么地方冒了出来，飞快地到了河中心，向我们逼近。第5个人掌舵，第6个人用斗篷掩着他的脸，在那个舵手耳边低语着。他们都盯着我们。

“你们那里有一个从澳大利亚来的罪犯，”那个舵手叫喊着，“就是穿斗篷的那个人，他叫阿伯尔·马格韦契。我是海关警官，我要逮捕他！”

眼看他们的船就要撞上我们的船。那艘汉堡的船也离我们近在咫尺，该船船长叫喊着命令关掉发动机，可是已经太晚了。就在此时，那个海关警官揪住马格韦契的肩膀，马格韦契扯掉那艘船上那个人的斗篷。是康培生！我正看着的时候，他仰面朝天掉进水里，脸上充满了恐惧。巨轮把我们的小船撞得粉碎。海关警官们设法把我和赫伯特、史达多蒲救到他们的船上。可是，我们的船沉了，那两个逃犯也不见了。

但是，我们很快在水面上发现了伤得很重的马格韦契，便把他拖到船上。他告诉我，他和康培生一块儿掉进水里，被船撞伤了。我相信他说的话。当时，水面上不见康培生的踪影，几天后，他的尸体才被发现。

马格韦契被投入监狱听候审判。我安排贾格斯出任他的律师，但是，贾格斯提醒我救他的命几乎是没有希望了。马格韦契厚厚的钱夹子被送交警察局，为此文米克对我很恼火。

“真的，匹普先生，失去这么多钱！”他说，“你明白，康培生如此坚定地要报仇，你不可能救马格韦契的。可是，你本来确实能救那笔钱。那是有区别的。但我能请求你一件事吗，匹普先生？星期一早晨你能来和我散步吗？”

这好像是一个奇怪的要求，虽然我不是很乐意接受，他还是有礼貌地坚持。

星期一一大早，我到了城堡，喝了一杯加奶的朗姆酒后，我们起身到路上走走。

“啊，啊！”文米克突然说，“这儿有座教堂！我们进去吧！”我们进入里边后，又碰到了另外一件惊喜。

“啊，啊！”他又说道，“瞧我在口袋里发现了什么！把它们戴上吧！”随着他“发现”两副白手套时，以及他的邮箱嘴拼命地张大，我开始猜想起什么。当我看见那位老人和一位小姐进来时，我知道我猜对了。

“啊，啊！”文米克说，仍然假装很吃惊的样子，“老人家和斯基芬小姐都在这儿！让我们举行一个婚礼吧！”

这样，文米克和斯基芬小姐结了婚，随后，我们大家在教堂附近的一个小酒馆里举行了庆贺仪式。

我为文米克高兴，但是，我抑制不住为马格韦契的担忧。他伤得如此之重，以致被转到监狱医院，我每天都到那儿看看他。我给他读书，跟他讲话，做每一件让他感觉高兴的事情。但是，我看到他的体质日复一日变弱，尽管他从来不说。对于监狱警卫来说，他是一个危险的罪犯，但对我来讲，他是一个不幸的人，至少他身上还有一些善良的东西。我现在不能离开他。

贾格斯说的没错。在审判中，法官宣布，马格韦契，一个被终身发配的逃回来的罪犯，必须被绞死。我无法接受这个可怕的惩罚，写信给我能够想起来的所有大人物，请求给予马格韦契宽大处理。但是，他们都拒绝帮忙。

在每天例行的探视中，我发现他的状况越来越糟。他躺在床上，安静地瞅着白色的天花板。有时，他说不了话，只是紧紧地抓着我的手。一天晚上，当我进到他的房间时，他虚弱地对我笑了笑。

“亲爱的孩子，”他说，“你总是来得那么早。”

“我不想失去获准看望你的每一分钟。”我说。

“谢谢你，亲爱的孩子。上帝保佑你！你从来没有抛弃我，亲爱的孩子！”他说了最后几句话。

我摸摸他的胸部，想起我曾经想要抛弃他。他把双手放在我的手上。

“听我说，亲爱的马格韦契。你曾经有一个你疼爱但已失去的孩子，”他轻轻地握握我的手，“她还活着。她变成了一位小姐，长得十分漂亮。我爱她！”

他太虚弱，无法再说什么，但是，他使出最后一点儿力气，把我的手拉到他的唇边。然后他再次平和地仰视着白色的天花板。他的眼睛慢慢地闭上了，他的头静静地垂在他的胸前。


19
A wedding

The excitement of all these events made me seriously ill for several weeks. Herbert was abroad, on business for Clarrikers, and there would have been nobody to look after me, if Joe had not heard about my illness and come to London to nurse me.

When I was getting better, he told me some of the local news. Miss Havisham had died, and left all her fortune to Estella, except for ￡4000, which Matthew Pocket inherited. And Orlick had been arrested for breaking into Pumblechook's house and stealing his money. Dear old Joe seemed just the same, but as I got better, he began to remember I was a gentleman, and call me sir again, and when I got up one morning, I discovered he had gone.

I decided to go back to the village, to thank him for all his help, and to carry out a plan I had been considering for some time. I wanted to ask Biddy to marry me, and I knew I would be happy with her. So I went by coach to the old town, as I had done so many times before, and walked to the forge. But as I came closer, I could not hear the sound of Joe's hammer, and I noticed fresh white curtains at the windows, and bright flowers everywhere. Suddenly I saw Biddy and Joe at the door, arm in arm.

'Pip!' cried Biddy happily, running to kiss me. 'Pip, it's my wedding day, and I'm married to Joe!'

I was still weak from my illness, and the shock was too much for me. They had to help me into the house and let me rest in a chair. They were both so pleased that I had come, by accident, to make their day perfect. I could only be glad that I had never spoken of my plan to Joe, when he was looking after me.

'Dear Biddy,' I said, 'you have the best husband in the whole world.'

'I couldn't love him more than I do,' she replied.

'And dear Joe, you have the best wife in the world, and she will make you as happy as even you deserve to be, dear good Joe!' Joe put his arm over his eyes. 'And Joe and Biddy, I want to thank you from the bottom of my heart for all you've done for me. Tell me you forgive me for not being grateful, and not being good. And think better of me in the future!'

'Oh dear old Pip,' said Joe, 'God knows we forgive you, if there is anything to forgive!'

So I left the forge, and started a new life, working as a clerk for Clarrikers, Herbert's company. I was sent to the new office in India to take charge, while Herbert came back to England to marry his Clara.

Herbert and his wife invited me to live with them, and we all stayed out in India for many years. In the end I too became a partner in the company. We worked hard and honestly, and made good profits.

It was not until eleven years later that I returned to England and saw Biddy and Joe again, although I had been writing regularly to them. One evening in December I gently pushed open the old kitchen door, and there, sitting by the fire next to Joe, in my old place, was—Pip! Joe and Biddy's son had my name and looked just like me. They also had a little daughter, and were the happiest of parents.

'Dear Pip,' said Biddy quietly to me after supper, 'have you quite forgotten her? Tell me, as an old friend.'

'My dear Biddy, I can never forget her. But that was all a dream, which has passed!'

But I was secretly planning to revisit Miss Havisham's old house, alone, as a way of remembering Estella. I had heard that her husband had been. very cruel to her. They had separated, and then he had died two years ago. Perhaps she had remarried by now.

The old house had been knocked down, and there was nothing left but piles of stones in the garden. In the moonlight I walked sadly around, until suddenly I saw a woman's figure in the shadows. I went closer and then—

'Estella!' I cried.

'You recognize me? I have changed a lot,' she answered.

She was older, but still beautiful. I had never before seen such a soft light in those once proud eyes, or felt such a friendly touch of her once cold hand.

'It's strange, Estella! After so many years, we meet by chance, here, where we first met!'

'Yes, it's strange. I haven't been here for years, although the land belongs to me. But tell me, you still live abroad?'

'Yes, I still do. I'm doing well in India.'

'I've often thought of you. Since—my husband—died, I have given you a place in my heart.'

'You have always held your place in my heart,' I answered.

There was silence for a few moments.

'I didn't think I would say goodbye to you here,' she said.

'It's painful saying goodbye, Estella.'

'But last time you said, "God bless you, God forgive you!" You could say that to me now, now that I understand how much you loved me, now that I have suffered, now that I am a better person. Tell me we are friends.' She spoke more eagerly than I had ever heard her speak before.

'We are friends,' I said, taking her hand.

'And will continue being friends, even when we are apart,' said Estella.

We walked, hand in hand, out of the old garden. As the morning mist had risen long ago when I first left the forge, so the evening mist was rising now, and in the clear moonlight I saw no shadow of another separation from her.



event n. something which happens. 事件。

perfect adj. without fault, excellent. 极佳的。

shadow n. the dark shape a thing makes where it stops light from reaching. 影子。

land n. ground owned as property. 地产；拥有的土地。

moment n. a period of time considered too short to measure; point of time. 瞬间，片刻。

separation n. breaking or coming apart. 分离；分开。


19　一场婚礼

所有这些事情带来的亢奋使我大病了几个星期。赫伯特因克拉雷克斯的公事出国了，如果不是乔听说我病了并来伦敦护理我，这里是没有人会照顾我的。

我渐渐好起来后，他告诉我当地一些消息。郝薇香小姐已经死了，除了4000英镑由马修·朴凯特继承外，剩下的所有财产归艾丝黛拉所有。奥立克因为闯入潘波趣的家偷钱，已经被逮捕了。亲爱的老乔好像没什么变化，但是，当我更好一些，他开始想起我是一位绅士，又开始叫我先生，而一天早晨我起床时，发现他已经走了。

我决定回铁匠铺，去感谢他的一切帮助，并实行我已经考虑了一段时间的一个计划。我想请求毕蒂和我结婚，我知道和她在一起我会幸福的。于是我像以前那样乘马车返回古老的小镇，走回到铁匠铺。但当我走近，我听不到乔的锤子声，我注意到窗户上挂着崭新的白色窗帘，到处是色彩鲜艳的花朵。突然我看到毕蒂和乔臂挽臂站在门口。

“匹普！”毕蒂高兴地叫起来，跑过来吻我，“匹普，今天是我结婚的日子，我和乔结婚啦！”

疾病仍然使我身体虚弱，而这个打击对我来说太大了。他们不得不把我弄进屋，让我在一张椅子上休息。他们俩都非常高兴，因为我的意外到访使得他们的婚礼更加完美。我只能暗自庆幸在乔照顾我时，我从来没有对他讲过我的计划。

“亲爱的毕蒂，”我说，“你有世界上最好的丈夫。”

“我特别爱他。”她回答说。

“亲爱的乔，你有世界上最好的妻子，她会给予你应得的快乐，亲爱的大好人乔！”乔用手臂遮着双眼，“乔和毕蒂，我从内心感谢你们为我所做的一切。请告诉我，你们原谅我对你们不够感激，不够好。相信我将来会好起来的！”

“噢，亲爱的老匹普，”乔说，“如果有什么可原谅的，上帝知道我们原谅你了！”

我于是离开铁匠铺，开始了新的生活，在赫伯特的公司克拉雷克斯做了一名职员。当赫伯特回到英格兰和他的克莱拉结婚时，我被派到印度接管新事务所的工作。

赫伯特和他的妻子邀请我和他们住在一起，我们在印度住了许多年。最终，我也成了该公司的一个股东。我们努力诚实地工作，并取得了丰厚的利润。

11年后，我才再次回到英格兰看望毕蒂和乔，其间我经常写信给他们。12月的一个晚上，我轻轻地推开那扇旧厨房门，在那儿，在我以前常待的地方，在火炉旁边紧挨着乔坐着的是——匹普！乔和毕蒂的儿子取了我的名字，长得也很像我。他们还有一个小女儿，他们是最幸福的父母。

“亲爱的匹普，”晚饭后，毕蒂悄悄地对我说，“你差不多忘记她了吧？作为一个老朋友，告诉我。”

“我亲爱的毕蒂，我从来不能忘记她。不过，那只不过是场梦，一切都过去了！”

但是，我正秘密地计划去单独重访郝薇香小姐的故居，以此作为对艾丝黛拉的纪念。我听说过，她的丈夫对她十分粗野。他们已经离婚。两年前，他已经死了。或许目前她已经再婚了。

那座旧宅已经坍塌了，除了花园中的垒垒乱石外，别无所剩。我在月光下伤心地转来转去，突然我看见阴暗处有个女人的身影。我走近一些，然后——

“艾丝黛拉！”我叫喊起来。

“你还认得我？我变了许多。”她回答。

她是老了一些，但是仍然很漂亮。我以前从来没有在这双曾经傲慢的眼睛里见过这样温柔的光芒，或在她曾经冰冷的手上感觉到如此友好的碰触。

“真奇怪，艾丝黛拉！这么多年后，我们会不期然地在这里，我们第一次见面的地方，相遇！”

“是的，很奇怪。虽然这块地是属于我的，但是，我已经多年不来这里了。告诉我，你还住在国外吗？”

“是的，我还在国外。我在印度干得很好。”

“我常想起你，自从——我的丈夫——死后，你在我心中占据了一席之地。”

“你始终占据着我的整颗心灵。”我回答。

沉默了一会儿。

“我从没想过会在这儿跟你告别。”她说。

“告别是痛苦的，艾丝黛拉。”

“但上次你说，‘上帝保佑你，上帝原谅你！’你现在还可以这样对我说，既然我已经明白你是多么爱我，既然我遭受了种种痛苦，既然我是个更好的人了。告诉我，我们是朋友。”她用超乎寻常的热切口吻说道。

“我们是朋友。”我握着她的手说。

“即使我们分开，也会继续是朋友。”艾丝黛拉说。

我们手拉着手走出那个破败的花园。就像很久以前我离开铁匠铺时，晨雾徐徐升起一样，现在夜雾正在升起，在这清朗的月光下，我再也看不到与她分离的阴影。


Exercises

A Checking your understanding

Chapters 1–6 How much can you remember? Check your answers.




1 What food did Pip steal from the kitchen for the convict?

2 What was Pip's sister's name?

3 What did Mr Pumblechook drink, by accident, instead of brandy?

4 What was the name of the rich old lady who invited Pip to her house?

5 How much money did she give for Pip to be apprenticed to Joe?

6 What was the name of Joe's assistant blacksmith?




Chapters 7–12 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 Pip's first impression of London was disappointing.

2 Herbert Pocket would have liked to be engaged to Estella.

3 Wemmick lived in a castle in London.

4 Pip was ashamed of Joe when Joe came to see him in London.

5 Biddy understood Pip's character better than Pip himself did.




Chapters 13–19 Find answers to these questions in the text.

1 What was the name of the man who had broken Miss Havisham's heart?

2 Why did Pip ask Miss Havisham for money?

3 Who were Estella's parents?

4 Who attacked Pip's sister, and why?

5 What happened to Compeyson in the end?

6 Why couldn't Pip marry Biddy?

B Working with language

1 Choose the best linking word and complete these sentences with information from the story.

1 Pip's sister did not discover the pie had gone until/in case...

2 Pumblechook was only polite to Pip before/after...

3 Pip went on loving Estella because/although...

4 Pip knew Magwitch would always be in danger if/unless...

2 Put this summary of Magwitch's failed escape (in Chapter 18) in the right order, and then join the parts together to make six sentences.

1 as the Hamburg ship was coming closer

2 Pip, his friends, and Magwitch rowed down the river

3 in the Customs boat Magwitch recognized Compeyson

4 after several days of searching

5 he was badly injured

6 who was so frightened he fell into the water

7 the ship crashed into the small boat

8 to catch the ship to Hamburg

9 but Pip, Herbert and Startop were all unhurt

10 a Customs boat appeared

11 Compeyson's dead body was found

12 although Magwitch was rescued

C Activities

1 Write Pip's diary for the day he first visited Miss Havisham and met Estella (Chapter 3).

2 Act out Magwitch's final trial (Chapter 18), playing the parts of Pip, Magwitch, Jaggers, the judge and witnesses. Or you are a newspaper reporter. Write a report of Magwitch's final trial (Chapter 18), putting in as much information about Magwitch as you can.

3 Do you think Pip's and Estella's characters have improved by the end of the book? Write an essay giving your opinions.
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内容简介

对于富人和时尚人士来说，19世纪70年代的纽约社交界充斥着各种规矩：何时应该打黑领带，或者何时适宜进行下午拜访；可以邀请谁参加晚上的聚会，或者听歌剧时可以挨着谁坐；哪些人受欢迎，哪些人不受欢迎。




埃伦·奥兰斯卡伯爵夫人是一位波兰伯爵的妻子，曾在欧洲生活多年，现在孤身一人回到了她在纽约的家。她希望摆脱自己不幸婚姻带来的痛苦，但她不了解纽约社交界的各种规矩。而纽兰·阿彻则深谙于此；他的未婚妻——年轻的梅·韦兰——也按照这些规矩生活着，因为她无法想象还有其他的生活方式。




纽兰、梅和埃伦陷入了一场爱情、名誉和责任的战斗之中。在这场战斗中，礼貌的微笑背后隐藏着强烈的情感，一切尽在不言中，而那穿过拥挤房间的意味深长的一瞥，更是胜过千言万语。


THE AGE OF INNOCENCE

For the rich and the fashionable, New York society in the 1870s was a world full of rules: rules about when to wear a black tie, or the correct time to pay an afternoon visit; rules about who you could invite to your evening parties or sit next to at the opera; rules about who was an acceptable person, and who was not.




Countess Ellen Olenska, who has lived for many years in Europe as the wife of a Polish Count, returns alone to her family in New York. She hopes to leave the pain of her unhappy marriage behind her, but she does not understand the rules of New York society. Newland Archer, however, understands them only too well, and the girl he is engaged to marry, young May Welland, lives her life by the rules, because she cannot imagine any other way of living.




Newland, May, and Ellen are caught in a battle between love, honour, and duty – a battle where strong feelings hide behind polite smiles, where much is left unsaid, and where a single expressive look across a crowded room can carry more meaning than a hundred words.
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1　A stranger in New York

纽约的陌生人

2　Newland has doubts

纽兰存有疑虑

3　The Countess causes trouble

伯爵夫人招惹麻烦

4　A second visit to the Countess

对伯爵夫人的第二次拜访

5　May surprises Newland

梅让纽兰大感意外

6　The wedding and beyond

婚礼及其后

7　Newland in Boston

纽兰在波士顿

8　The Beaufort scandal

博福特的丑闻

9　Ellen returns to New York

埃伦返回纽约

10　Newland visits Paris

纽兰造访巴黎
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PEOPLE IN THIS STORY

Newland Archer's family

Newland Archer

Janey Archer, Newland's sister

Adeline Archer, Newland's mother

Louisa van der Luyden, Adeline's cousin

Henry van der Luyden, Louisa's husband

the Misses du Lac, Newland's aunts

the Duke of St Austrey, Louisa's English cousin




May Welland's family

May Welland

Mr Welland, May's father

Mrs Welland, May's mother

Countess Ellen Olenska, May's cousin

Count Olenski, Ellen Olenska's husband

Mrs Manson Mingott, grandmother to May and Ellen

Medora Manson, Ellen's aunt

Mr Lovell Mingott, uncle to May and Ellen

Mrs Lovell Mingott, Mr Mingott's wife

Regina Beaufort, niece to Mrs Manson Mingott

Julius Beaufort, Regina's husband




Other people in the story
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Sophy Jackson, Sillerton Jackson's sister

Mrs Lemuel Struthers, a friend of Julius Beaufort

Monsieur Rivière, Count Olenski's French secretary

Mr Letterblair, a lawyer, and Newland Archer's employer

the Carfrys, English friends of Mrs Archer

the Blenkers, friends of Ellen Olenska

Fanny ring, Julius Beaufort's mistress, later wife

Dallas, Mary, and Bill Archer, Newland Archer's children

Fanny Beaufort, daughter of Julius Beaufort and Fanny Ring


人物介绍

纽兰·阿彻的家族

纽兰·阿彻

珍妮·阿彻，纽兰的妹妹

阿德琳·阿彻，纽兰的母亲

路易莎·范德卢顿，阿德琳的表姐

亨利·范德卢顿，路易莎的丈夫

几位杜拉克小姐，纽兰的姨妈

圣奥斯特雷公爵，路易莎的英国表弟




梅·韦兰的家族

梅·韦兰

韦兰先生，梅的父亲

韦兰太太，梅的母亲

埃伦·奥兰斯卡伯爵夫人，梅的表姐

奥兰斯基伯爵，埃伦·奥兰斯卡的丈夫

曼森·明戈特太太，梅的外婆，埃伦的奶奶

梅多拉·曼森，埃伦的姑妈

洛弗尔·明戈特先生，梅的舅舅，埃伦的叔叔

洛弗尔·明戈特太太，明戈特先生的妻子

雷吉娜·博福特，曼森·明戈特太太的侄女

朱利叶斯·博福特，雷吉娜的丈夫




其他人物
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索菲·杰克逊，西勒顿·杰克逊的妹妹

莱缪尔·斯特拉瑟斯太太，朱利叶斯·博福特的朋友

里维埃先生，奥兰斯基伯爵的法国秘书

莱特布莱尔先生，律师，纽兰·阿彻的老板

卡弗莱一家，阿彻太太的英国朋友

布伦克斯一家，埃伦·奥兰斯卡的朋友

范妮·林，朱利叶斯·博福特的情人，后成为其妻子

达拉斯·阿彻、玛丽·阿彻、比尔·阿彻，纽兰·阿彻的子女

范妮·博福特，朱利叶斯·博福特和范妮·林的女儿


1
A STRANGER IN NEW YORK

When Newland Archer arrived at the New York Academy of Music, one January evening in the early 1870s, the opera had already begun. There was no reason why the young man should not have come earlier. He had had dinner at seven, alone with his mother and sister, and then sat unhurriedly smoking his cigar in his private library. But fashionable young men did not arrive early at the opera. That was one of the unwritten rules of society, and in Newland Archer's New York these rules were as important as life and death.

Another reason for the young man's delay was that he enjoyed looking forward to pleasures just as much as actually experiencing them, and Gounod's Faust was one of his favourite operas. As he opened the door at the back of his box, he felt he had chosen just the right moment to arrive. Christine Nilsson, the Swedish singer whom all New York had gathered to hear, was singing, 'He loves me – he loves me not – he loves me!'

She sang in Italian, of course, not in English, since an unquestioned law of the musical world demanded that the German words of French operas sung by Swedish singers should be translated into Italian, for the clearer understanding of English-speaking audiences. This seemed as natural to Newland as all the other laws that governed his life, like never appearing in society without a flower in his buttonhole, and having two silver-backed brushes for his hair.

He turned his eyes away from the singer and looked at the audience. Directly opposite him was the box of old Mrs Manson Mingott, who was now so fat that she was unable to attend the opera, but whose family often came on fashionable nights. Tonight the front of the box was filled by her daughter-in-law, Mrs Lovell Mingott, and her daughter, Mrs Welland. A little behind these ladies in their heavy silks sat a young girl in white, with her eyes fixed on the singer. As Madame Nilsson's voice rose above the silent audience (the boxes always stopped talking during this song), a warm pink spread over the girl's face and shoulders, right down to the top of her evening dress. She dropped her eyes to the enormous bunch of white flowers on her knee, and touched them gently.

Newland recognized his gift to her, and was pleased. 'The dear girl!' he thought. 'She has no idea what this opera is all about.' He watched her face, thinking fondly of her simple innocence. It would be his manly duty and pleasure to educate her. 'We'll read all the great books together, by the Italian lakes...'

It was only that afternoon that May Welland had let him know she 'cared' (the word that nice New York girls used to confess their love). Already his imagination, jumping ahead of the engagement ring, the first kiss, and the wedding, showed her at his side, sharing his interests as they travelled round the ancient places of Europe together.

He did not want the future Mrs Newland Archer to remain a simple, innocent girl. He intended that, with his help, she would become a social success among the married women of his circle, confident in any situation, always able to make clever and amusing conversation. If he had looked deep within himself (as he sometimes nearly did), he would have found there the wish that his wife should have the same social experience and eagerness to please as the married lady whose company he had enjoyed for two quite pleasant years.

How this wonderful being of fire and ice was to be created, he had never taken the time to consider. He knew his views on women were shared by all the carefully dressed, buttonhole-flowered men who greeted him from their boxes or visited him in his own, and he did not see a need to think differently.

'My God!' said Lawrence Lefferts suddenly. He was one of the group of Newland's friends in the box – a man who knew more about 'form' than anyone else in New York. He always knew what was, or was not, socially correct behaviour, and he always had the answers to all the mysterious questions, such as when a black tie should or should not be worn.

'Look!' he added, handing his opera-glasses to his old friend Sillerton Jackson, who was standing next to him.

Newland saw with surprise that a new figure had entered old Mrs Mingott's box. It was that of a young woman, a little less tall than May Welland, with curly brown hair and a dark blue, unusually low-cut evening dress. Sillerton Jackson returned the opera-glasses to Lawrence Lefferts, and the young men in the box waited eagerly to hear what old Mr Jackson had to say, since he knew as much about 'family' as Mr Lefferts knew about 'form'. He also knew the details of all the scandals and mysteries that had lain under New York's calm surface for the last fifty years. There was a moment's silence. Then Sillerton Jackson said simply, 'I didn't think the Mingotts would have attempted that.' Newland felt annoyed that the box which was the centre of attention for so many men was the one in which his fiancée was sitting, and he could not at first imagine why the newcomer was creating such excitement. Then he remembered who she was, and immediately felt even more annoyed. No, indeed, no one would have thought the Mingotts would have attempted that!

He was in no doubt that the young woman was May Welland's cousin, whom the family always spoke of as 'poor Ellen Olenska'. He knew that she had suddenly arrived from Europe a day or two previously, and he had heard from May that she herself had been to see poor Ellen, who was staying with her grandmother, old Mrs Mingott. There was nothing mean or ungenerous in the young man's heart, and he was glad that his future wife was being kind (in private) to her unhappy cousin. But to welcome Countess Olenska into the family circle was a very different thing from producing her in society, at the opera, of all places, and in the very box with the young girl whose engagement to him, Newland Archer, was to be announced within a few weeks.

Of course, he knew that old Mrs Mingott was as socially daring as any man in New York. In spite of having no beauty or family connections, she had made an excellent marriage when quite young, and had become extremely wealthy when her husband died. Since then she had done exactly what she wanted, and made sure that all her children and grandchildren, not to mention half of New York, obeyed her orders.

As he was thinking, Newland suddenly became aware of the conversation going on around him in his box.

'After all,' a young man was saying, 'just what happened?'

'Well – she left him. Nobody tries to say she didn't,' someone replied.

'But her husband, this Polish Count,' said the young man, 'he's an awful man, isn't he?'

'The very worst type,' said Lawrence Lefferts. 'I knew him in France. Rather handsome. When he isn't with women, he collects paintings. Pays any price for both, I understand.'

There was a general laugh. Lefferts continued, 'Anyway, she ran off with his secretary. It didn't last long. I believe her uncle, Lovell Mingott, went to bring her back – she was living alone in Venice. He said she was desperately unhappy. That's all right – but bringing her to the opera's another thing.'

'It's strange that they've brought Miss Welland along as well,' whispered someone, with a sideways look at Newland.

'Oh, she's here on Grandmother's orders, no doubt, 'Lefferts laughed. 'The old lady has doubtless demanded the whole family's support for the Countess.'

Suddenly Newland felt he must be seen by his fiancée's side, to inform the waiting world of his engagement to May Welland, and to help her through any difficulties caused by her cousin's situation. He left his box and hurried round to old Mrs Mingott's. As he entered, his eyes met May's, and he saw she had immediately understood his reason for coming. People in their social circle never expressed their feelings in free and open discussion, and the fact that she and he understood each other without a word seemed, to the young man, to bring them closer than any explanation would have done. Her eyes said, 'You see why I am here,' and his answered, 'I would not for the world have wanted you to stay away.'

'You know my niece, Countess Olenska?' Mrs Welland asked as she shook hands with her future son-in-law.

Newland greeted Ellen Olenska politely, and then sat down beside May. In a low voice he said, 'I hope you've told Madame Olenska that we're engaged? I want everybody to know – I want you to announce it this evening at the ball.'

May's face turned pink, and she looked at him with shining eyes. 'If you can persuade Mother,' she said, 'but why change the date we agreed for the announcement?' She saw his answer in his eyes and added, smiling confidently now, 'Tell my cousin yourself – I give you permission. She says you used to play together when you were children.'

She made way for him by pushing back her chair, and Newland rose and seated himself at Countess Olenska's side.
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Newland rose and seated himself at Countess Olenska's side.

'We did use to play together, didn't we?' the Countess asked, turning her serious eyes to his. 'You were a bad boy, and kissed me once behind a door.' She looked out over the audience. 'Ah, how this brings my childhood back to me – I see everybody here in short trousers and pretty little dresses,' she added in her almost foreign accent, her eyes returning to his face.

The young man was shocked that she should make jokes about New York's most important people, who were, at this moment, passing judgement on her. He answered a little stiffly, 'Yes, you have been away a very long time.'

'Oh, centuries and centuries,' she said, 'so long that I'm sure I'm dead and buried, and this dear old place is heaven.'

And this, for reasons Newland could not explain, seemed an even less polite way of describing New York society.




That night most of New York was expected to attend the Beauforts' ball. The Beauforts were one of the few families to own a house with a ballroom, and this fact helped New Yorkers to forget certain uncomfortable things about Julius Beaufort. The question was, who was Beaufort? He had arrived from nowhere to build up a fortune for himself in banking, but he was a man with bad habits, a bitter tongue and a mysterious past. Regina Beaufort, indeed, belonged to one of America's oldest families. As a penniless young beauty, she had been introduced to New York society by her cousin, Medora Manson, and had made what people thought was a most foolish marriage to Julius Beaufort.

Foolish or not, only two years after her marriage, it was agreed that her house was the most luxurious and comfortable in New York. Growing younger and blonder and more beautiful each year, she was the queen of Beaufort's palace, and drew all the world there without lifting her jewelled little finger. Some people whispered that it was Beaufort himself who trained all the servants, taught the cook new dishes, chose the plants for the gardens, and invited the guests. But to the world he gave the appearance of a carefree man of wealth, who just happened to be present at his wife's brilliant parties.

Newland Archer arrived a little late at the ball, as fashionable young men usually did. He had been thinking hard during his walk from the opera. Now he was beginning to fear that the Mingotts might go too far – that, in fact, they might be under old Grandmother Mingott's orders to bring Countess Olenska to the ball. That, thought Archer, would be a serious mistake.

As he entered the ballroom, he could see Mrs Welland and her daughter standing opposite him. Surrounding May Welland was a small group of young men and girls, and from the handshaking, laughing and smiles, it was clear that she had announced her engagement. Newland paused a moment. He had wanted the announcement to be made, but he would have preferred it to be done at a quieter time, not in the heat and noise of a crowded ballroom. He was glad to see that May shared this feeling. Her eyes met his and their look said, 'remember, we're doing this because it's right.'

He made his way towards her, and after receiving warm congratulations from many of the group, he drew his fiancée into the middle of the dance floor and put his arm around her waist.

'Now we won't have to talk,' he said, smiling into her clear eyes, as they started dancing. She made no answer, but her lips trembled into a smile. 'Dear,' whispered Newland, pressing her to him. What a new life it was going to be, with this whiteness, this beauty, this goodness at his side!

When the dance was over, the couple sat down in a quiet corner, and Newland pressed her hand to his lips.

'You see, I made the announcement, as you asked me to,' she said.

'Yes, I couldn't wait,' he answered, smiling. 'Only I wish it didn't have to be at a ball.'

'Yes, I know.' She looked at him intelligently. 'But after all, even here we're alone together, aren't we?'

'Oh, dearest – always!' Newland cried.

Clearly she was always going to understand, she was always going to say the right thing. He continued happily, 'The worst of it is that I want to kiss you and I can't.' But looking quickly round, he could see there was no one nearby, and so he placed a kiss lightly on her lips. She sat silent, and the world lay like a sunlit valley at their feet.

'Did you tell my cousin Ellen?' she asked a moment later, in a dream-like voice.

He remembered that he had not wanted to speak of such things to the strange foreign woman, and had to lie. 'I didn't have the chance in the end.'

'Ah.' She looked disappointed, but continued, 'You must, because I didn't either. She's been away so long that she's rather sensitive, and might feel hurt if we didn't tell her.'

Newland looked at her lovingly. 'Dearest! Of course I'll tell her.' He looked anxiously towards the crowded ballroom. 'But I haven't seen her yet. Has she come?'

'No, at the last minute she decided her dress wasn't good enough for a ball, so she didn't come.'

'Oh, well,' said Newland, secretly delighted. Nothing about his fiancée pleased him more than her determination not to see anything unpleasant, like the real reason for her cousin's absence.




During the next day Newland and May, with May's mother, paid their first social visits as an engaged couple. At old Mrs Mingott's house, they discovered that Countess Olenska was out. But just as their visit came to an end and they were preparing to leave, she returned, followed by the unexpected figure of Julius Beaufort. And in the hall, while May and her mother were putting on their coats, Newland realized that the Countess was looking at him with a questioning smile.

'Of course you know already – about May and me,' he said to her, with a shy laugh. 'I meant to tell you last night.'

The smile passed from Countess Olenska's eyes to her lips; she looked younger, more like the playful Ellen Mingott of his boyhood. 'Of course I know, yes. And I'm so glad.' She held out her hand. 'Goodbye. Come and see me some day,' she added, still looking at Newland.

On their way home, none of them mentioned Ellen Olenska, but Newland knew Mrs Welland was thinking, 'It's a mistake for Ellen to be seen, so soon after her arrival, with Julius Beaufort.' The young man himself was thinking, 'And she ought to know that an engaged man doesn't spend his time visiting married women. But perhaps that's acceptable in the circles she's been moving in.' He thanked heaven he was a New Yorker, and about to marry one of his own kind.



academy n. a college where students are taught a particular subject or skill 学院

opera n. a dramatic work in which most of the words are sung to music 歌剧

unhurriedly adv. slowly and calmly 不慌不忙地，从容不迫地

unwritten adj. an unwritten rule, law, agreement etc is one that everyone knows about although it is not official 不成文的，惯例的

box n. a small seating area in a theatre separated off from where other people sit 包厢

buttonhole n. a hole for a button to be put through to fasten a shirt, coat etc 纽孔，扣眼

daughter-in-law n. your son's wife 儿媳

(a) bunch of flowers a number of flowers fastened together 一束鲜花

confess v. to admit something that you feel embarrassed about 承认，坦白

company n. when you are with other people and not alone 陪伴

mysterious adj. mysterious events or situations are difficult to explain or understand 难以解释的

opera-glasses n. a kind of optical devices usually used at opera performances 观剧镜

annoyed adj. slightly angry 恼火的

fiancée n. the woman whom a man is going to marry 未婚妻

newcomer n. someone who has only recently arrived somewhere or only recently started a particular activity 新来的人

ungenerous adj. not sympathetic in the way you deal with people, and tending to criticize them, get angry, or treat them unkindly 小气的，不宽宏大量的

announce v. to tell people something officially 宣布

connections n. people who are related to you, but not very closely 亲属关系，姻亲关系

awful adj. very bad or unpleasant 糟糕的，极讨厌的

desperately adv. very or very much 极其地，极度地

sideways adj. to or towards one side 斜向一侧的，斜向一边的

doubtless adv. used when saying that something is almost certain to happen or be true 肯定地，无疑地

son-in-law n. your daughter's husband 女婿

ball n. a formal party for dancing 舞会

announcement n. the act of telling people that something important is going to happen 宣布

childhood n. the period of time when you are a child 童年

accent n. the way someone pronounces the words of a language, showing which country or which part of a country they come from 口音

stiffly adv. in a very formal or unfriendly way 生硬地

fortune n. a very large amount of money 财产

penniless adj. someone who has no money 一文不名的，一贫如洗的

luxurious adj. very expensive, beautiful, and comfortable 奢华的

carefree adj. having no worries or problems 无牵挂的，无忧无虑的

brilliant adj. excellent 极棒的

congratulations n. words saying you are happy that someone has achieved something 祝贺的表示，贺词

sensitive adj. easily upset or offended by events or things that people say 敏感的，神经过敏的

lovingly adv. in a way that show you love someone 钟情地

determination n. the quality of trying to do something even when it is difficult 坚定，决心

unexpected adj. used to describe something that is surprising because you were not expecting it 始料未及的，突如其来的

playful adj. very active, happy, and wanting to have fun 爱玩耍的，顽皮的


1
纽约的陌生人

19世纪70年代初一月的某个夜晚，当纽兰·阿彻来到纽约音乐学院时，歌剧已经开场。这个年轻人本没有理由不早点到。七点钟时，他已经和母亲、妹妹一起用了晚餐，然后坐在自己的私人图书室里不慌不忙地抽雪茄。然而，时尚的年轻人去听歌剧时是不会早到的，那是社交界不成文的规矩之一。在纽兰·阿彻所身处的纽约，这些规矩是与生死一样重要的大事。

这位年轻人晚到还有另一个原因，那就是，他不单喜欢享受快乐，且同样喜欢期盼快乐到来的感觉；而古诺的《浮士德》正是他最喜欢的歌剧之一。当他打开包厢后面的门时，他觉得自己来得刚好是时候。克里斯蒂娜·尼尔森，这位让全纽约的人都齐聚一堂来听她演唱的瑞典歌唱家，正在唱着“他爱我——他不爱我——他爱我！”

当然，她不是用英语，而是用意大利语演唱的。根据音乐界公认的法则，由瑞典歌唱家演唱的法国歌剧的德语文本，必须翻译成意大利语，以便让讲英语的听众理解得更清楚。对纽兰来说，这一点和他生活中遵循的所有其他规矩一样理所当然：比如，纽扣眼里永远得插一朵花才能在社交界露面；还要有两把梳理头发的银背刷子。

他把目光从歌唱家身上移开，扫视着观众。正对着他的是曼森·明戈特老太太的包厢。她因为过度肥胖，如今已经不能来听歌剧了。不过，在有时尚人士社交活动的晚上，她的家庭成员往往会出席。今晚，坐在包厢前排座位的是她的儿媳洛弗尔·明戈特太太和她的女儿韦兰太太。这两位身着层层锦缎的妇人身后坐着一位穿白衣的年轻姑娘，她正目不转睛地看着歌唱家。当尼尔森夫人的歌声划破观众席寂静的上空时（演唱这首歌期间，各包厢的人们总是会停止交谈），一抹红晕泛起在姑娘的面颊，漫过肩头，直至她晚礼服的领线。她垂下眼睛望着膝上那一大束白花，用手轻抚着。

纽兰认出那是他送给她的礼物，为此而感到心满意足。“亲爱的姑娘！”他心里想，“她一点儿都不懂这歌剧讲的是什么。”他注视着她的脸庞，心中不禁对她的质朴纯真涌出一丝柔情。教导她将是他作为男人的职责和荣幸。“我们将一起在意大利的湖畔阅读所有的名著……”

就是在那天下午，梅·韦兰才让他知晓她对他感到“中意”（纽约的好姑娘们用该词来承认爱意）。而他的想象却早已越过了订婚戒指、初吻以及婚礼，浮现出他们共同游历欧洲古迹的场景。她依偎在他身旁，分享他的兴趣爱好。

他并不希望未来的纽兰·阿彻太太继续做一个质朴纯真的姑娘。他打算协助她成为自己圈子里已婚女性的社交典范：在任何场合都充满自信，总能进行机智而有趣的交谈。如果他曾深入探究自己的内心（有时候他几乎已经做到了），那么他就会发现自己心底潜藏着这样的愿望：自己的妻子跟那位已婚女士一样地圆通世故，一样地渴望取悦于人——他曾跟一位已婚女士结伴，度过了相当快活的两年。

至于要如何培养出一位既热情如火但又冷若冰霜的名媛，他却从来没有花时间去想过。他知道，那些在自己的包厢里和他打招呼，或者到他的包厢来拜访的男士，他们不单穿着讲究、纽扣眼里别着鲜花，对女性的看法也和他一致，因此他并不觉得自己需要有标新立异的想法。

“我的天哪！”劳伦斯·莱弗茨突然叫了出来。他是纽兰包厢里的一位朋友，他比纽约的任何人都更了解“礼仪”。他总是知道在社交场合里，什么行为得体，什么行为不得体。而且他总是能够回答一切难以解答的问题：比如，什么时候应该打黑领带，或者什么时候不应该打黑领带。

“看哪！”他接着说，并且把观剧镜递给站在身旁的老朋友西勒顿·杰克逊。

纽兰见到一个陌生的身影进入了明戈特老太太的包厢，颇为诧异。那是一位年轻女子，个子比梅·韦兰略矮，一头棕色卷发，身穿一件深蓝色晚礼服，领口开得异常低。西勒顿·杰克逊把观剧镜还给劳伦斯·莱弗茨，包厢里的年轻人都急切地等着听杰克逊老先生开讲。因为杰克逊老先生对“家族”问题的了解，就如同莱弗茨先生对“礼仪”的了解一样多。他还知道过去五十年间隐藏在纽约社会平静表象之下的所有丑闻和秘史的细节。沉默片刻之后，西勒顿·杰克逊仅仅说了一句：“没想到明戈特家的人会这样做。”未婚妻就座的包厢成了众多男士的焦点，这令纽兰觉得很恼火。起初，他想不通为何这位新来的女士会使得众人如此激动。接着，他记起来她是何许人，随即感到更加恼火。是，的确没有人会想到明戈特家的人会这样做！

他确定那位年轻女子就是梅·韦兰的表姐，她家人一直把她称为“可怜的埃伦·奥兰斯卡”。他知道，一两天前她突然从欧洲回来，住在梅的外婆明戈特老太太那儿。而且他从梅那里得知，她已经亲自去看过可怜的埃伦了。这位年轻人并不自私，也不小气，他未来的妻子（私下里）善待她不幸的表姐，他为此感到高兴。然而，接纳奥兰斯卡伯爵夫人进入这个家庭圈子是一回事，把她带入社交圈，让她在歌剧院亮相，还恰恰是出现在他纽兰·阿彻未婚妻所在的那个包厢，则完全是另外一回事。纽兰打算在几周内公布他和梅订婚的消息。

当然，他知道明戈特老太太在社交方面跟纽约的男士一样敢作敢为。她既无美貌，也无家族背景，却能在自己相当年轻时就博得了一段绝佳的婚姻，并在其丈夫过世之后变得极其富有。从那以后，她无拘无束地按照自己的意愿行事，并确保所有的子女和孙辈们——更不必说还有一半的纽约人——都遵从她的命令。

就在纽兰陷入沉思时，突然听到包厢里周围人的谈话。

“究竟，”一个年轻人说，“发生了什么事？”

“唔——她离开了他。没有人会去否认这一点。”有人答道。

“不过她的丈夫，那位波兰伯爵，”那个年轻人接着说，“他很差劲，不是吗？”

“不是一般的差劲。”劳伦斯·莱弗茨说，“我是在法国认识他的，人长得挺不错。他不是和女人在一起时，就收集油画。据我所知，他对两者都毫不吝啬，愿意付出任何价钱。”

这话引得大家都笑了起来。莱弗茨继续说道：“反正，她跟他的秘书跑了。可这并没有维持多久。我认为是她叔叔洛弗尔·明戈特去带她回来的——她当时一个人住在威尼斯。他说她极其不开心。那也就罢了——但把她带到歌剧院来却另当别论。”

“他们把韦兰小姐也带来了，这真奇怪。”有人一边小声说，一边斜眼看了看阿彻。

“噢，毫无疑问，她来这儿是奉了老祖母的旨意。”莱弗茨笑着说，“老太太肯定要求整个家族都支持伯爵夫人。”

突然，纽兰觉得自己必须出现在未婚妻身边，向众人宣布他与梅·韦兰订婚的消息，并帮助她渡过因表姐的处境给她带来的任何难关。他离开包厢，匆匆绕到明戈特老太太的包厢。进入包厢的时候，他与梅正好目光相交，他看出她立刻明白了他的来意。他们社交圈的人从不随意公开表露自己的情感，而这个年轻人觉得，她与他不说一句话就能互相理解，这比任何解释都使他们更加贴近彼此。她的眼睛在说：“你明白我为什么会来这儿。”而他的眼睛则回答：“无论如何我都不想让你离开我身边。”

“你认识我的侄女奥兰斯卡伯爵夫人吗？”韦兰太太与她未来女婿握手时问。

纽兰礼貌地向埃伦·奥兰斯卡打了招呼，然后在梅的身旁坐下。他低声说：“我希望你已经告诉奥兰斯卡夫人我们订婚了。我想让大家都知道——我想让你今晚在舞会上宣布这个消息。”

梅的脸变得绯红，她看着他，两眼闪闪发亮。“如果你能说服妈妈就行。”她说，“不过，我们已经定好了宣布订婚的日期，为什么要变呢？”她从他的眼神中得出了答案，便信心十足地笑着说：“你自己告诉我表姐吧，我批准你那么做。她说你们小时候常常一起玩耍。”

她把椅子向后挪了挪，给他让出了路。纽兰起身坐到奥兰斯卡伯爵夫人身边。

“我们过去的确常常在一起玩，不是吗？”伯爵夫人问，一边用严肃的目光看着他的眼睛。“你那时是个调皮的男孩，有一次在门后面吻了我。”她的目光扫视着观众，“啊，这场面多么让我回想起自己的童年，我能回想起这里的每个人穿着短裤和漂亮的小裙子的样子。”她用近乎异国的口音补充道，目光又回到他的脸上。

年轻人感到震惊——她居然拿纽约最有头有脸的人物来开玩笑，而这些人此刻正在对她评头品足。他有点生硬地回答说：“是啊，你离开这儿已经很久了。”

“啊，好像有好多个世纪了。”她说，“时间长得让我都以为自己已经死去并且入土为安了，而这方亲切的故土就是天堂。”

说不清为什么，纽兰觉得这样形容纽约社交圈就更加失礼了。




那天晚上，纽约大部分的重要人物均获邀参加博福特家的舞会。博福特家是少数拥有舞厅的家庭之一，而这足以让纽约人忘掉关于朱利叶斯·博福特的那些令人不安的情况。他们的问题是：博福特究竟是何许人？他不知从何处来到纽约，之后从事银行业发迹。不过，他不单陋习颇多，言辞尖刻，过去的经历又很神秘。雷吉娜·博福特确实来自美国历史最悠久的家族之一。她原本是位一文不名的年轻美人，通过表姐梅多拉·曼森的引荐，晋身纽约社交界，再嫁给朱利叶斯·博福特。这桩婚姻在别人眼中是一个极其愚蠢的举动。

不论愚蠢与否，就在她结婚仅仅两年之后，人们已经公认她拥有了纽约最豪华、最舒适的住宅。金发碧眼的她一年比一年年轻，一年比一年漂亮。她是博福特宫殿里的女王，无需抬起戴着珠宝的小手指便能把整个社交界的人都吸引到宫殿里来。有些人私下议论说，博福特先生亲自训练全体仆役，教授厨师烹制新菜肴，为花园挑选各种植株，还亲自邀请宾客。然而，他留给社交界的印象，却是一位什么事儿都不用操心的富翁，只是碰巧出席了他妻子的盛大聚会而已。

纽兰·阿彻来到舞会时稍微迟了些，这是时尚年轻人的惯常举动。从歌剧院走到博福特家的路上，他一直在努力思考。现在，他开始担心明戈特家的人可能会做出离谱的事情，他们可能真的按照明戈特老太太的意思，把奥兰斯卡伯爵夫人带到舞会上来。阿彻认为那将会是一个严重的错误。

当他走进舞厅时，看见韦兰太太和她的女儿站在另一头。梅·韦兰的周围聚集着一群年轻的小伙和姑娘。他们在和梅握手，有的大声笑着，有的则面带笑容，很明显她已经宣布了自己订婚的消息。纽兰犹豫了一下。他希望宣布订婚消息，但不是在拥挤舞厅的热闹喧嚣之中宣布，而是选一个较为安静的时机。他看出梅也有同样的感觉，这让他很欣慰。他们的目光遇上，神情像是在诉说：“别忘了，我们这样做是因为它符合常理。”

他穿过人群朝她走去，在接受了众人热烈的祝贺之后，他拉着未婚妻来到舞厅中央，把胳膊搭在她的腰间。

“现在，我们不需要说话了。”他望着她清澈的眼睛微笑着说。两人开始翩翩起舞。她没有答话，但双唇绽出一丝微笑。“亲爱的。”纽兰轻声唤道，一边将她抱紧。有这样一位纯洁、美丽、善良的姑娘在身旁，他将会过上怎样的一种新生活啊！

跳完舞后，这对情侣坐在一个安静的角落，纽兰将她的手紧紧压在自己唇上。

“你看，我是照你的要求宣布的。”她说。

“是的，我不能再等了。”他含笑回答，“我只是希望不是在舞会上宣布。”

“是的，我知道。”她会意地看着他，“但反正在这儿宣布，我们也是单独在一起，不是吗？”

“哦，我最亲爱的——永远都是！”阿彻大声说道。

显然，她永远都会理解他，永远都会讲得体的话。他开心地接着说：“最糟糕的是，现在我想吻你却不能。”他朝四周迅速扫了一眼，发现近处无人，于是他轻轻地吻了一下她的双唇。她坐着一语不发，世界横在他们脚下，像一片洒满阳光的峡谷。

“你告诉我的表姐埃伦了吗？”片刻过后，她用一种如梦如幻的语调问。

他想起自己原本不想向那位陌生的外国女士讲这种事，便只好撒谎说：“我一直没有机会讲。”

“噢。”她看上去很失望，不过她又说，“你一定要讲，因为我也没讲。她在外漂泊多时，变得非常敏感。如果我们不告诉她，她也许会伤心的。”

纽兰怜爱地望着她。“我最亲爱的，我当然会告诉她！”他面带忧虑地朝拥挤的舞厅扫了一眼，“不过，我还没见着她呢。她来了吗？”

“没有，她在最后一刻认定她的衣服不够漂亮，不能参加舞会，所以没有来。”

“噢，这样啊。”阿彻嘴上这样说着，心里暗自高兴起来。他的未婚妻竭力回避任何不快的事情，比如她表姐避不露面的真正原因，这比什么都更加令他欣慰。

第二天，纽兰和梅，在梅的母亲的陪同下，以订婚情侣的身份，进行了第一轮社交拜访。在明戈特老太太的住所，他们得知奥兰斯卡伯爵夫人外出了。然而，就在拜访接近尾声，他们正准备告辞的时候，她回来了，身后还跟着朱利叶斯·博福特，这大出众人意表。梅和她的母亲在门厅里穿外衣的时候，纽兰意识到伯爵夫人正打量着他，笑容里带着疑问。

“当然你已经知道了——关于我和梅的事情。”他腼腆地笑着对她说，“我昨晚原本想告诉你的。”

笑容从奥兰斯卡伯爵夫人的眼睛移到她的双唇，她看上去更年轻，更像他孩提时认识的那个顽皮的埃伦·明戈特。“是的，我当然知道了，而且我很高兴。”说着她伸出手。“再见。有空过来看看我。”她又说道，眼睛依旧注视着纽兰。

在他们回家的路上，没有人提起埃伦·奥兰斯卡，但纽兰知道韦兰夫人在想什么，“埃伦回来之后没多久，就让大家看见她和朱利叶斯·博福特在一起，真是个错误。”年轻人自己则在想：“她应该知道，一个已经订婚的男人是不会花时间去拜访已婚的女人的。不过，也许这在她一直以来活动的圈子里是被认为可以接受的。”他感谢上苍自己是一个纽约人，并且准备娶一个和自己同一类的人。


2
NEWLAND HAS DOUBTS

The next evening old Mr Sillerton Jackson came to have dinner with the Archers. Newland's mother, Adeline Archer, had long been a widow, and did not often go into society, but she liked to be well informed about what was going on. Her old friend Sillerton Jackson used to study people's lives with a collector's patience and a scientist's attention to detail. So whenever anything happened that Mrs Archer wished to know about, she asked Mr Jackson to dinner.

In a perfect world, Mr Jackson would have hoped for Mrs Archer's food to be a little better. But after all, you couldn't have everything. If you had dinner with the Mansons or the Lovell Mingotts, who cared about eating and clothes and money, you ate the finest food and drank the best wines. On the other hand, if you were invited by the Archers or the van der Luydens, who had no time for the coarser kinds of pleasure, you could talk about the Swiss Alps and the most recent books. So when a friendly command came from Mrs Archer, Mr Jackson, who liked to find the best in every situation, would say to his sister Sophy, 'I over-ate last time I went to Mrs Mingott's – it'll do me good to eat a bit less at Adeline's.'

Mrs Archer and her unmarried daughter Janey lived on the ground floor of the family house, while Newland had the whole of the first floor to himself. Mother and daughter spent all their time together, reading or sewing in their beautifully furnished sitting room, or occasionally travelling, in search of the scenery or works of art they both admired so much. The long habit of living together in such closeness had given them similar interests, the same vocabulary, and even the same way of beginning a sentence with 'Mother thinks' or 'Janey thinks', when each of them wanted to give an opinion that was, in fact, their own.

They looked almost like sisters, both tall, pale, and a little round-shouldered, with long noses and sweet smiles. As the years passed, however, Mrs Archer's black silks were stretched more tightly round her thickening waist, while Miss Archer's brown and purple dresses hung more loosely on her virgin figure.

Mother and daughter loved each other deeply, and admired and respected Newland. This admiration secretly pleased him, and he loved them for it; he considered it a good thing for a man to be respected and obeyed in his own house.

Newland had his own reasons for staying at home that evening. He knew old Jackson would talk about Ellen Olenska, and of course Mrs Archer and Janey wanted to hear what he had to tell. All three would be a little embarrassed by Newland's presence, now that his future connection to the Mingott family had been announced, and the young man waited with amused curiosity to see what effect this would have on their conversation.

Mrs Archer began indirectly, by talking about Mrs Struthers, a guest whom New York society had been surprised to see at the Beauforts' ball. 'It's a pity she was invited,' she said gently, 'but Julius Beaufort insisted, I hear.'

'Beaufort will never understand what is and is not acceptable,' said Mr Jackson, cautiously inspecting the fish, and wondering for the thousandth time why Mrs Archer's cook always burnt it.

'Oh, of course Beaufort is not a gentleman,' said Mrs Archer. 'And Mrs Struthers is...' She looked briefly at Janey and paused. There were facts that were not suitable for an unmarried woman to know – or at least, to discuss in public.

'Mrs Struthers is a woman who once lived as a—' Mr Jackson, catching sight of Janey, whose eyes were wide with interest, stopped, then went on, 'Until Lemuel Struthers came along, and – in the end – married her.' He left a little pause before and after the words 'in the end', and the pauses were full of meaning.

'Oh well, so many people behave badly nowadays, it doesn't matter,' said Mrs Archer carelessly. In fact, the ladies were not interested in Mrs Struthers, and Mrs Archer chose the moment to ask what she and Janey really wanted to know.' And Newland's new cousin – Countess Olenska? Was she at the ball too?'

Adeline Archer had been very glad to hear of her son's engagement. Young men could do such unexpected, foolish things, and some women would do anything to trap a husband. But Newland had made an excellent choice – May Welland was one of the wealthiest and most beautiful girls in New York, and from a highly respected family. Mrs Archer felt that now she could relax, confident that her only son would live in safe and blameless domesticity for the rest of his life.

However, she thought it was a little unfortunate that his engagement meant he would be related to Madame Olenska, who seemed to have forgotten, if indeed she had ever understood, the importance of following society's rules at all times.

Mr Jackson leaned back in his chair. 'No, she was not at the ball,' he said heavily and deliberately.

'Perhaps the Beauforts don't know her,' Janey suggested, looking innocent, though she knew very well that was not true.

'Mrs Beaufort may not, but Beaufort certainly does,' replied Mr Jackson. 'Madame Olenska was seen walking up Fifth Avenue this afternoon with him by the whole of New York.'

'Oh dear!' cried Mrs Archer. 'How could she!'

Janey said, greatly daring, 'I heard she had on a dark blue dress at the opera, perfectly plain and flat – like a night-dress.'

'Janey!' said her mother, shocked, and Janey Archer blushed. 'Anyway,' continued Mrs Archer, 'she showed better taste in not going to the ball.'

'I don't think it was a question of good taste,' said Newland, wanting to annoy his mother a little. 'May said Ellen intended to go, and then decided her dress wasn't good enough.'

Mrs Archer smiled, pleased to learn her guess was correct. 'Poor Ellen! We must remember how strangely she was brought up by Medora Manson. What can you expect of a girl who was allowed to wear black silk at her very first evening ball?'

Newland suddenly became argumentative. 'She's "poor Ellen" certainly, because she had the bad luck to make a miserable marriage, but I don't see what she has to be ashamed of.'

'People do say that she...' began Mr Jackson, and stopped, looking at Janey again.

'Oh, I know!' cried Newland. 'They say the secretary helped her to get away from her cruel husband, who kept her more or less a prisoner. Well, what's wrong with that? Which man wouldn't offer his help in a case like that?'

[image: alt]

'Which man wouldn't offer his help in a case like that?' cried Newland.

'I hear she intends to get a divorce,' said Janey bravely.

'I hope she will!' cried Newland.

The word 'divorce' fell like a bomb in the calm purity of the Archer dining room. Mrs Archer gave her son a meaningful look, and the young man, conscious of the bad taste of discussing such personal matters in front of the servants, quickly changed the subject.

After dinner, as was the custom, the ladies went up to the sitting room, while Newland took his guest to the library. As Mr Jackson sat down in a comfortable armchair and happily lit one of Newland's excellent cigars, he said, 'You think the secretary just helped her to get away, my dear Newland? Well, he was still helping her a year later then, because someone met them living in Switzerland together.'

Newland reddened. 'Living together? Well, why not? Why shouldn't she start a new life? I hate the idea that a woman of her age should bury herself alive if her husband chooses to live with other women.' He turned away angrily to light his cigar. 'Women ought to be free, as free as we are,' he added, too irritated to realize the full meaning of his discovery.

Mr Sillerton Jackson stretched his feet closer to the fire and whistled in amusement. 'Really, Newland?' he said, with a smile. 'Well, it seems Count Olenski shares your view, because I don't think he's lifted a finger to get his wife back.'

That evening, after Mr Jackson's departure, Newland sat at his desk in the library, looking at the large photograph of May Welland which she had given him. With a new sense of fear he looked at the serious eyes and smiling, innocent mouth of the young creature who would soon be his responsibility. She was the terrifying product of the society he belonged to and believed in – a young girl who knew nothing and expected everything. Suddenly she seemed like a stranger, and he began to realize that marriage was not the safe harbour he had been taught to expect, but a voyage into unexplored seas.

The arrival of the Countess Olenska had disturbed him, and made him unsure of what was right, for the first time in his well-ordered life. Naturally, he would be a far kinder and more sensitive husband to May than Count Olenski had been to Ellen. But clearly, things could still go wrong in his marriage to May. What could he and she really know of each other, since it was his duty to hide his past from her, and her duty, as a marriageable girl, to have no past to hide? What if they should tire of each other, or annoy each other? He thought about his friends' marriages, and saw none that offered the loving friendship which he had been hoping for with May.

He was sincerely in love, and he knew that doubts were common in young men who were going to be married. He blamed Countess Olenska. Here he was, recently engaged – a moment for pure thoughts and cloudless hopes – and involved in a scandal which could bring all the kinds of problem he would much rather avoid.




A few days later the scandal worsened. The Lovell Mingotts, led iby old Mrs Manson Mingott, had sent out cards inviting a number of guests to a dinner. The invitations were headed with the words, 'To meet the Countess Olenska'. Forty-eight hours later, the unbelievable had happened: everyone except the Beauforts and Sillerton Jackson had refused the Mingotts' invitation. It was clear that New York society had decided not to meet the Countess Olenska.

When Newland heard of this, he was extremely angry, and persuaded his mother to ask her influential cousin, Louisa van der Luyden, for her support.

The New York of Newland Archer's day was broadly made up of three groups of people. At the bottom were the respectable, ordinary families like the Leffertses or the Jacksons. Above them were the wealthy people of good family like the Mingotts and the Archers. And right at the top were just three families, the Dagonets, the lannings, and the van der Luydens, all of whom were related to high-born European families.

Mrs Archer and Newland drove straight to the van der Luydens' large dark house in Madison Avenue. Here Louisa received them in her high-ceilinged sitting room full of solid, old-fashioned furniture, and listened politely to Mrs Archer's story. Her usual answer to any request for help was, 'I shall first have to talk this over with my husband,' but this time she rang for a servant and told him, 'If Mr van der Luyden has finished reading the newspaper, please ask him to be kind enough to come.'

In a few minutes Henry van der Luyden entered the room. He greeted Mrs Archer and congratulated Newland on his engagement. Then he listened quietly as Mrs Archer repeated what she had told his wife. There was a silence while the two almost royal figures considered the situation, the weight of social responsibility lying heavily on their thin, elderly shoulders. Newland and his mother waited respectfully.

Finally Henry van der Luyden spoke. 'As long as a member of a well-known family is supported by that family, their decision should be considered final. I had no idea that people were starting to behave so badly.' He looked at his wife, who bent her head in agreement. 'Newland, you may be aware that Louisa's English cousin, the Duke of St Austrey, is coming to stay with us for a few days. We are inviting a few friends to dinner here, to meet him, and I am sure Louisa will be as glad as I am if Countess Olenska will let us include her among our guests.'

'Thank you so much, Henry—' Mrs Archer began.

'There is nothing to thank me for, dear Adeline. This kind of thing must not happen in New York, and shall not, as long as I can prevent it.' And he guided his guests towards the door.

Two hours later everyone knew that the most respected couple in New York had invited Madame Olenska to dinner the following week, to meet their relation, the Duke of St Austrey.




It was generally agreed in New York that Countess Olenska had 'lost her looks'. She had been a brilliantly pretty child, who was adopted by her aunt, Medora Manson, after both her parents died young. Poor Medora married three unsuitable husbands, one after the other, and was widowed three times. However, she brought up Ellen as well as she could. They travelled constantly, and it was while travelling in Europe that Ellen met and married Count Olenski. When the marriage ended in disaster, she had returned to her relations in New York, to rest and to forget.

When Newland saw her enter the van der Luydens' dining room on the evening of the dinner, he disagreed at once with the general opinion of her appearance. She was paler and thinner than when she was younger, but there was a mysterious beauty about her – a sureness in the way she carried her head, an unspoken experience of suffering that lay behind those intelligent eyes. She was the youngest woman present, but the smooth soft faces of the older women seemed almost childlike compared with hers. It frightened Newland to think what had happened to her, to give her eyes like that.

When the men joined the ladies after dinner, the Duke went straight up to the Countess and they talked together like old friends. It was clear she had met him on her travels in Europe. At the end of their conversation, instead of waiting for another gentleman to come and talk to her, which was the custom in New York, she got up and came to sit beside Newland.

'May is a dear girl – so handsome and intelligent,' she said, smiling at him. 'Are you very much in love with her?'

Newland reddened, laughing. 'As much as a man can be.'

'How delightful! And you discovered each other yourselves – it wasn't arranged for you in any way?'

Newland looked at her in disbelief, and asked with a smile. 'Have you forgotten that in our country we don't allow our marriages to be arranged for us?'

She blushed, and at once he was sorry for his careless remark.

'Yes, I'd forgotten. You must forgive me if I sometimes make these mistakes. Things were so different, so bad, where I've come from.' She looked down and he saw that her lips trembled.

'I'm so sorry,' he said quickly, 'but you are among friends here, you know.'

'Yes, I know. Wherever I go, I have that feeling. That's why I came home. I want to forget everything in my recent past, to become a complete American again, like the Mingotts and the Wellands. Ah, here's May arriving, and you will want to hurry away to her,' she added, but without moving. Her eyes turned back from the door to rest on the young man's face.

The after-dinner guests were now entering the room, and Newland saw May with her mother. 'Oh, she's surrounded by people. She's being introduced to the Duke just now,' he said.

'Then stay with me a little longer,' Madame Olenska said in a low voice, just touching his knee with her finger. It was the lightest touch, but to him it was as exciting as a kiss.

'Yes, let me stay,' he whispered. But just then Mr van der Luyden came up, with a guest who wanted to meet the Countess, so Newland had to give up his seat.

Madame Olenska held out her hand to him, to say goodbye. 'Tomorrow, then, after five – I shall expect you,' she said.

'Tomorrow...' Newland heard himself repeating, although they had made no arrangement during their conversation.

As he moved away, he saw, waiting to meet the Countess, a number of the couples who had refused to meet her at the Lovell Mingotts', and it proved to him yet again the great influence that the van der Luydens had on New York society.



widow n. someone whose husband dies 寡妇

collector n. someone who collects things that are interesting or attractive 收藏家

coarse adj. talking in a rude and offensive way, especially about sex 粗俗的

over-eat v. to eat too much, or eat more than is healthy 暴食，吃得过饱

furnish v. to put furniture and other things into a house or room 为……配备家具

occasionally adv. sometimes, but not regularly and not often 偶尔，偶然

admire v. to have a very good opinion of someone or something 欣赏

vocabulary n. all the words that someone knows or uses 词汇

round-shouldered adj. someone who is round-shouldered has shoulders that are bent forwards or slope downwards 圆肩的

virgin adj. without sexual experience 处女的，贞洁的

respect v. to admire or have a high opinion of someone because of their good qualities 尊敬

embarrassed adj. ashamed, nervous, or uncomfortable in a social situation 难堪的，尴尬的

gentleman n. a man of good family who always behaves well 绅士

nowadays adv. now, compared with what happened in the past 现今，现在

blameless adj. not guilty of anything bad 无可指责的

domesticity n. life at home with your family 家庭生活

be related to sb to be connected by a family relationship with someone 和某人有姻亲关系

at all times always — used especially in official rules and statements 随时，总是

night-dress n. a piece of clothing, like a thin dress, that a woman wears in bed 睡衣

blush v. to become red in the face, especially when embarrassed 脸红

good taste the ability to behave in a way that society considers correct 得体

argumentative adj. someone who is argumentative often argues or likes arguing 好争论的

miserable adj. extremely unhappy, for example because you feel lonely, cold, or badly treated 痛苦的

purity n. the quality or state of being pure 纯净

meaningful adj. clearly expressing the way someone feels, even though nothing is said 意味深长的

custom n. something that is done by people in a particular society because it is traditional 惯例，习俗

armchair n. a comfortable chair with sides that you can rest your arms on 扶手椅

redden v. to become red, or to make something red 脸红；染红

amusement n. the feeling you have when you think something is funny 兴味，乐趣

departure n. the act of leaving a place, especially at the start of a journey 离开

voyage n. a long journey in a ship or spacecraft 航行，旅行

well-ordered adj. arranged or ordered well 井井有条的，有条不紊的

sensitive adj. able to understand other people's feelings and problems 体贴的，体恤的

marriageable adj. suitable for marriage 到达结婚年龄的

what if used to ask what you should do or what the result will be if something happens, especially something unpleasant 要是……怎么样

pure adj. morally good 纯洁的

invitation n. a card inviting someone to attend a party, wedding etc 请柬

unbelievable adj. very shocking 让人难以置信的

broadly adv. in a general way, relating to the main facts rather than details 大致上

respectable adj. someone who is respectable behaves in a way that is considered socially acceptable 体面的

high-born adj. born into the highest social class 出身高贵的，出身名门的

old-fashioned adj. not modern, no longer fashionable 老派的，守旧的

respectfully adv. in a way of feeling or showing respect 恭敬地

brilliantly adv. extremely 极度地

unsuitable adj. not having the right qualities for a particular person, purpose, or situation 不适合的

unspoken adj. not said for other people to hear 未说出口的

delightful adj. very pleasant 令人高兴的，使人愉快的

disbelief n. a feeling that something is not true or does not exist 不相信

forgive v. to stop being angry with someone and stop blaming them, although they have done something wrong 原谅

give up to allow someone else to have someone or something 放弃；让出

arrangement n. something that has been agreed on 约定
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纽兰存有疑虑

第二天晚上，西勒顿·杰克逊老先生前来与阿彻一家共进晚餐。纽兰的母亲阿德琳·阿彻已经寡居多年，她并不常参与社交界的活动，但却喜欢知悉圈子中的大小事情。而她的老朋友西勒顿·杰克逊则习惯以收藏家的耐心和科学家对细节的关注来探究人们的私生活。因此，每当阿彻太太想要了解发生的某件事，她便会请杰克逊先生前来吃晚餐。

要是身处在一个完美的世界，杰克逊先生会希望阿彻太太的饭菜稍加改善。不过，毕竟鱼和熊掌不可兼得。曼森一家和洛弗尔·明戈特一家对吃穿和花钱都很讲究。如果你与他们其中一家共餐，便可以享用到最美味的菜肴和最上等的酒水。另一方面，如果你受邀于无暇顾及粗俗享乐形式的阿彻一家或范德卢顿一家，你却可以跟他们畅谈瑞士的阿尔卑斯山和最新的书籍。因此，当阿彻太太发出友好的邀请时，凡事总习惯往好处看的杰克逊先生会对妹妹索菲说：“上次在明戈特太太家我吃得有点儿多了——到阿德琳家吃少点儿对我会有好处的。”

阿彻太太和她未嫁的女儿珍妮住在宅邸的一楼，二楼全部归纽兰使用。母亲和女儿时时刻刻都待在一起，在装修精美的起居室里读书或者做针线活。她们偶尔也外出旅行，寻访两人都无比欣赏的秀美风光或艺术作品。长期如此亲密的共同生活培养了她们相近的兴趣，造就了她们使用相同的词汇，甚至相同的讲话方式。每当她们想发表各自的意见的时候，母亲会以“珍妮认为”来打开话匣子，而珍妮则会说“母亲认为……”。

母女俩长得仿如姐妹：身材高大，脸色透白，肩膀略圆，长鼻梁，笑容甜美。然而，随着岁月的流逝，阿彻太太的黑色绸缎衣裙在她日渐发福的腰身上绷得越来越紧，而阿彻小姐那棕紫相间的衣裙，却在她那处女的身架上显得愈发宽松。

母女俩深爱着对方，并且都钦佩和尊重纽兰。她们的钦佩让他内心感到满足，他也因此爱着她们俩。他认为，一个男人在自己家里受到尊重并拥有权威是件好事。

那天晚上，纽兰有自己的理由待在家里。他知道老杰克逊会谈起埃伦·奥兰斯卡，阿彻太太和珍妮当然也想听一听他要讲些什么。三个人都会由于纽兰的在场而略显尴尬，因为他与明戈特家族未来的关系已经公之于众。年轻人饶有兴趣地等着，想看看这将对他们的谈话产生什么样的影响。

阿彻太太拐弯抹角地从斯特拉瑟斯太太开始谈起。她在博福特家的舞会上露面，令纽约社交界十分意外。“她获得邀请，这真令人遗憾。”她温和地说，“不过，我听说是朱利叶斯·博福特坚持要请她的。”

“博福特永远也不会了解什么可以让人们接受，什么不行。”杰克逊先生一边说着，一边小心地审视着鱼肉。他想了不下千次，为何阿彻太太的厨师总是把鱼烧焦。

“哦，博福特当然不是一位绅士。”阿彻太太说，“不过斯特拉瑟斯太太……”她瞥了珍妮一眼，停下话头。有些事不适合让未婚女子知晓——最起码，不适合在公开场合谈论。

“斯特拉瑟斯太太曾经是一个——”杰克逊先生看见珍妮的眼睛因为好奇而睁得大大的，于是他稍作停顿，然后接着说：“后来莱缪尔·斯特拉瑟斯出现了，而且——最后终于——娶了她。”他在说“最后终于”几个字的前后都稍作停顿，这些停顿意味深长。

“哦，如今好多人行为都不检点，这也算不了什么。”阿彻太太漫不经心地说。其实，两位女士感兴趣的并非斯特拉瑟斯太太。随后，阿彻太太看准时机，问了她和珍妮真正想了解的事情：“还有纽兰的那位新表姐——奥兰斯卡伯爵夫人？她也参加了舞会吗？”

阿德琳·阿彻得悉儿子订婚后，一直非常高兴。年轻男人可能会做出其不意的蠢事，而有些女人为了钓到一个丈夫则会不择手段。不过，纽兰作出了一个绝佳的选择——梅·韦兰是纽约最富有也最漂亮的姑娘之一，而且她来自一个很有名望的家族。阿彻太太觉得现在自己可以放心了，她确信自己唯一的儿子在以后的日子里将会过着安稳而无可挑剔的家庭生活。

然而，他的订婚意味着他将和奥兰斯卡夫人有姻亲关系，这让她感到有些遗憾。那个女人好像忘记了——如果她确实曾经明白过——时刻遵循社交界规则的重要性。

杰克逊先生向后靠在椅子上。“不，她没到舞会上去。”他缓慢而从容地说道。

“也许博福特夫妇并不认识她。”珍妮一脸单纯地推测说，尽管她深知这并非事实。

“博福特太太可能不认识她，但博福特先生肯定认识。”杰克逊先生回答说，“今天下午，全纽约的人都看见奥兰斯卡夫人和他一起沿着第五大道散步。”

“我的天！”阿彻太太叫道，“她怎么能这样！”

珍妮大着胆子说：“我听说她穿了一件深蓝色的衣裙去看歌剧，衣裙素色无花纹，就像睡衣一样。”

“珍妮！”她母亲一脸错愕，珍妮·阿彻脸一红。“不管怎么说，”阿彻太太接着说，“她没有去舞会，总算是得体的了。”

“我认为这不是她得体不得体的问题。”纽兰说，故意想让母亲感觉不爽，“梅说埃伦本来是打算去的，只是后来又觉得她的那身衣裙不够漂亮，所以才没去。”

阿彻太太笑了，对于自己的猜测获证实感到高兴。“可怜的埃伦！我们必须谨记，梅多拉·曼森对她进行了怎样稀奇古怪的培养教育。一个姑娘首次参加舞会，居然会穿黑色绸缎衣裙去，你还能指望她作何表现呢？”

纽兰突然想争辩几句：“她当然是‘可怜的埃伦’，因为她运气不佳，结下了倒霉的婚姻，但我不认为她就非得为什么事情感到羞耻。”

“人们确实说她……”杰克逊先生开口说，接着停下来，又瞥了珍妮一眼。

“哦，我知道！”纽兰大声说，“他们说那个秘书帮埃伦离开了她冷酷的丈夫，那个把埃伦当成囚犯看待的人。哎，即便那样又有什么问题吗？遇到这种情况，有哪个男人不会伸出援助之手呢？”

“我听说她打算离婚。”珍妮大着胆子说。

“我希望她会！”纽兰大声说。

“离婚”这个字眼像炸弹一样落在了阿彻家纯净安宁的餐厅里。阿彻太太意味深长地看了儿子一眼，而年轻人也意识到在用人面前谈论这些私事有伤风雅，于是急忙转换话题。

晚餐之后，按照惯例，女士们到起居室去，而纽兰则带着他的客人去图书室。杰克逊先生坐进一把舒适的扶手椅，高兴地点燃一支纽兰的上等雪茄，然后说：“亲爱的纽兰，你觉得那个秘书仅仅是帮她逃跑吗？可是，一年之后，他还在继续帮助她呢，因为有人在瑞士看见他们住在一起。”

纽兰脸红了：“住在一起？啊，为什么不可以？她为什么就不应该开始新的人生呢？像她这种年纪的女子，如果丈夫选择和别的女人鬼混，她就应当把自己活活葬送吗？我痛恨这种观点。”他气愤地转过身去点燃雪茄。“女人应当拥有自由，和我们一样的自由。”他补充道。因为过于恼火，他根本没有意识到自己这一发现的全部意义。

西勒顿·杰克逊先生把脚伸得离炉火更近一些，调侃地吹了个口哨。“你真这么想吗，纽兰？”他面带笑容地说，“嗯，看来奥兰斯基伯爵和你观点相同，我想他未曾费过一丁点儿力气要把他妻子弄回去。”

那天晚上，杰克逊先生离开之后，纽兰坐在图书室的书桌前，目光落在梅·韦兰送给他的那张大照片上。他注视着这位年轻女子那双严肃的眼睛，以及那微笑着的天真的嘴角，突然有种以前从未有过的忧虑——不久，他就要承担起照顾她的责任。这个令人心悸的姑娘，是他所归属并信奉的这个社会的产物。她对一切全然不知，却又充满期待。突然，她变得很陌生，而他开始意识到，婚姻并非如他所受教导告诉他应期待的那样，是一个安全的港湾，而是进入未知海域的一次航行。

奥兰斯卡伯爵夫人的到来搅乱了他的思绪，让他在有条不紊的人生中第一次对孰是孰非产生了怀疑。当然，相比奥兰斯基伯爵对待埃伦的方式，他这个丈夫对梅肯定要更亲切，更体贴。不过很明显，他和梅的婚姻仍然有可能出问题，因为向她隐瞒自己的过去是他的义务，而作为已到婚龄的姑娘，她的义务却是拥有没有可隐瞒的过去。这样一来，他们对彼此又有多少理解呢？倘若他们两人互相厌倦或者互相怄气，该怎么办呢？他想起朋友们的婚姻，发现没有一个能与伴侣建立充满爱意的朋友关系。他一直渴望与梅建立那种关系。

他是真心爱着她，而且他知道，即将结婚的年轻人存有疑虑是很普遍的。他把这归咎于奥兰斯卡伯爵夫人。眼下他刚刚订婚，正处于思想纯净、憧憬光明的时刻，却卷入了一宗丑闻。这宗丑闻可能会为他带来各种他渴望避免的麻烦。




几天之后，丑闻愈演愈烈。在曼森·明戈特老太太的指挥下，洛弗尔·明戈特家广发请柬，邀请宾客参加宴会。请柬开头用了这样的措词：“为欢迎奥兰斯卡伯爵夫人”。四十八小时之后，发生了让人难以置信的一幕：除了博福特夫妇和西勒顿·杰克逊，其他人都拒绝了明戈特家的邀请。很明显，纽约社交界已经决定不欢迎奥兰斯卡伯爵夫人。

纽兰得悉此事后大为光火，他说服母亲去请求她颇有影响力的表姐路易莎·范德卢顿，希望她给予支持。

纽兰·阿彻那个时代的纽约大致由三个群体构成。底层是体面的平民家庭，像莱弗茨家族和杰克逊家族。再往上就是有教养的富裕家族，像明戈特家族和阿彻家族。而在最顶端的则只有三个家族，达戈内特家族、兰宁家族和范德卢顿家族，他们都与欧洲的贵族有姻亲关系。

阿彻太太和纽兰乘马车径直前往范德卢顿家位于麦迪逊大道那座阴沉的大宅。路易莎在高顶的客厅里接待他们，那里摆满了质地坚实的旧式家具。她礼貌地倾听了阿彻太太的叙述。她对任何寻求帮助的请求一贯都是回答说：“我得先和我丈夫商量一下。”可是这一次，她拉铃叫来一名用人，然后对他说：“如果范德卢顿先生看完了报纸，劳驾他过来一趟。”

几分钟之后，亨利·范德卢顿走进房间。他向阿彻太太打了招呼，又对纽兰的订婚表示了祝贺。接着，他静静地听阿彻太太将之前对他妻子所讲的内容复述了一遍。屋里一片寂静，这两位俨然皇室成员般的人物考虑着眼下的情况，社会责任的重担压在他们瘦弱衰老的肩头。纽兰和他的母亲则恭恭敬敬地等待着。

最后，亨利·范德卢顿开口说：“只要出身名门的人获得家族的支持，就应该把家族的决定视为最终决定。我现在才知道，世道竟然沦落至如此地步。”他看了看妻子，见她点头表示赞同。“纽兰，你可能已经知道，路易莎在英国的表弟圣奥斯特雷公爵要来和我们待上几天。我们准备邀请几位朋友来参加宴会，欢迎他。如果奥兰斯卡伯爵夫人愿意成为我们的客人，我相信路易莎会跟我一样高兴的。”

“太感谢你了，亨利——”阿彻太太说。

“没什么好谢的，亲爱的阿德琳。这种事情不应该发生在纽约，只要我阻止得了，将来也不会让它再发生。”然后，他领着客人走向门口。

两小时后，人人都得知，纽约最受人尊敬的夫妇邀请奥兰斯卡夫人参加他们下周为欢迎亲戚圣奥斯特雷公爵举办的宴会。




在纽约，人们普遍认为奥兰斯卡伯爵夫人“容颜已逝”。她曾经是个光彩照人的漂亮女孩，父母年纪轻轻的便过了身，之后她被梅多拉·曼森姑妈收养。可怜的梅多拉接连嫁了三个不合适的丈夫，然后守了三次寡。然而，她尽其所能地将埃伦抚养成人。她们常常旅游，而埃伦正是在欧洲旅行时，邂逅并嫁给了奥兰斯基伯爵。当这段婚姻以悲剧收场之后，她便回到纽约的亲属身边，寻求安宁与忘却。

在举行宴会的那天晚上，当纽兰看见她走进范德卢顿家的餐厅时，他当即否定了关于她容貌的普遍看法。她比早些年苍白和瘦削些，但她身上散发着一种神秘的美——她抬头时散发出的自信，还有聪慧的双眼背后藏着她无法言说的苦痛经历。她是在场女性中最年轻的一位。然而，其他年长女性的脸庞平滑柔嫩，看起来比她稚嫩许多。纽兰不敢去想是怎样的经历赋予了她一双那样的眼睛。

餐后，男士们纷纷走向女士们，公爵径直走向伯爵夫人，和她像老朋友一样交谈起来。很明显，她在欧洲游历时和他见过面。谈话结束之后，按照纽约的常规，她应该等着另一位绅士过来和她交谈，可她并没有这样做，而是站起身走到纽兰身边坐下。

“梅是一个可爱的姑娘，那么漂亮，那么聪明。”她说道，并朝他微笑，“你很爱她吧？”

纽兰脸红了。他笑着说：“男人对女人的爱能有多深，我对她的爱就有多深。”

“真令人高兴！你们是自己认识的——完全不是别人安排的吧？”

纽兰带着难以置信的表情看着她，面带笑容地问：“你忘了吗——在我们国家，我们不允许别人安排婚姻呀！”

她的面颊刷的一下红了，他立即为自己草率的言辞感到懊悔。

“是的，我忘了。如果有时候我犯了这样的错误，你一定得原谅我。在我以前待的地方，情况非常不同，非常糟糕。”她低下了头，他见到她的双唇在颤抖。

“非常抱歉，”他连忙说，“不过你瞧，你现在周围都是朋友。”

“是的，我知道。无论我走到哪里，我都有这种感觉，那正是我回家来的原因。我想把最近的一切全部忘掉，重新变回一个彻底的美国人，就像明戈特家和韦兰家的人一样。啊，梅来了，你一定想立即赶到她身边去。”她接着说，身子却没动。她的目光从门口回转，重新落在年轻人的脸上。

餐后来的宾客纷纷走了进来，纽兰看到梅和她母亲在一起。“哦，她被人们围住了。别人正在向公爵介绍她呢。”他说。

“那就多陪我一会儿吧。”奥兰斯卡夫人低声说，并用手指碰了一下他的膝盖。虽然只是轻轻的一碰，却犹如亲吻一般令他兴奋。

“好的，我留下。”他小声说。但这时，范德卢顿先生带来了一位想见伯爵夫人的客人，于是纽兰只好让出了自己的座位。

奥兰斯卡夫人伸出一只手，向他告别。“那么，明天，五点钟以后——我等你。”她说。

“明天——”纽兰听见自己重复说，尽管他们之前交谈时并没有约定。

他走开的时候，见到曾拒绝到洛弗尔·明戈特家与伯爵夫人会面的几对夫妇正等着见她。对他来说，这再一次证明了范德卢顿夫妇在纽约社交界巨大的影响力。


3
THE COUNTESS CAUSES TROUBLE

The Countess had said, 'After five,' and at half past five the next day Newland was ringing the bell of her house in West Twenty-third Street. She had rented it from her aunt Medora, who was travelling again, but it was a strange area to live in – a narrow street of poor-looking houses which needed painting, a street inhabited by dressmakers and writers.

'The Count must have robbed her of her fortune as well as her dreams,' Newland thought as he looked around him.

The young man had not had an enjoyable day. He had lunched at the Wellands', hoping for some time alone with May. He wanted to tell her how beautiful she had looked the night before, and to beg her to bring forward the date of their marriage, which was planned for next autumn. But when he mentioned the idea at lunch, Mrs Welland had just shaken her head at him in hurt surprise, saying, 'May needs twelve sets of everything, and every piece must be sewn by hand...'

Then he had been forced to go with the ladies on their afternoon of social visits, calling on several families in turn to announce the engagement. As he left the Wellands' house, May's mother called after him, 'Tomorrow we'll do the Chiverses and the Dallases.' And to his horror Newland realized her plan was to visit the friends of both families in alphabetical order, and that they were only in the first quarter of the alphabet. He knew he would not enjoy the next few months.

He had meant to tell May of the Countess's request – or command, rather – that he should call on her that afternoon, but in the short time they had been alone, he had had more urgent things to say to May, and the moment for telling her had passed.

The door was opened by a dark-haired servant girl, who did not speak English. She showed him into a sitting room, and disappeared. Newland looked around curiously. The room was unlike any he had known. There were a few pieces of fine old furniture, some Italian-looking pictures, and just two roses in a tall thin vase, perfectly positioned. The room had its own special atmosphere which seemed to wrap around him – even the smell was different, suggesting exotic places like Samarkand in central Asia. 'How will May furnish our house?' he thought. 'Probably in the same purple and yellow as at her parents'. At least I'll be able to arrange my library as I like.'

After a while he heard a carriage arrive outside, and looking through the curtains he caught sight of Julius Beaufort helping Madame Olenska out. In a few moments she entered the room.

'How do you like my funny house?' she asked, showing no surprise at seeing him. 'To me it's like heaven.'

'You've arranged it delightfully,' he said.

'I suppose what I like is the wonderful feeling of being here in my own country and my own town, of being alone in it.'

'You like being alone so much?'

'Yes, as long as my friends prevent me from feeling lonely.' She sat down, lying back in her chair and putting her hands behind her head. 'This is the hour I like best, don't you?'

A sense of his own importance made him say, 'I was afraid you'd forgotten the time. Beaufort must have been a very interesting companion.'

She looked amused. 'Why – have you waited long? Mr Beaufort took me to see some houses – my family want me to move to a better area. But what does it matter where one lives?'

'This street just isn't fashionable.'

'Fashionable! Do you all think so much of that? Why not make one's own fashions? But I suppose I've lived too independently. Now I want to do what you all do. I want to feel cared for and safe.'

He was touched. 'That's what your friends want you to feel.' But he suspected she still did not realize how close to social disaster she had been, before the van der Luydens had saved her. So he said, 'last night the best families in New York were looking after you.'

'I know, it was such a nice party!' she replied lightly.

These words were hardly adequate, Newland felt, for the social importance of that event.

'The van der Luydens,' he said seriously, 'are the most influential people in New York. Unfortunately, because they are elderly and in poor health, they do not often receive guests.'

'Isn't that the reason for their great influence?' she said thoughtfully. 'It's because they are hardly ever seen.'

He stared at her, and suddenly realized she was right. He laughed, and thought no more about the van der Luydens.

'But you'll explain these things to me, won't you?' Madame Olenska continued. 'You'll tell me all I ought to know?'

'It's you who are telling me, opening my eyes to things I've looked at so long that I no longer really see them.' He wanted to say, 'Don't be seen driving about the streets with Beaufort,' but he was being too deeply drawn into the atmosphere of the room to give advice of that kind. He felt a long way from New York; he was in Samarkand, from where New York looked strangely small and distant, as indeed it would.

The Countess bent over the fire, holding her thin hands out to the flames, and her face seemed pale in the firelight.

'Your family,' Newland added, 'can advise you, especially the older women.'

She shook her head. 'Oh, I know! All my aunts, and my grandmother. But only if they don't hear anything unpleasant! Does no one want to know the truth here, Mr Archer? The real loneliness is living among all these kind people who only ask me to pretend!' She put her head in her hands and started crying.

'Madame Olenska! Oh, don't, Ellen!' he cried, jumping up and bending over her. He took one of her hands, holding and rubbing it like a child's, but she soon freed herself and looked up at him with wet eyes.

'Does no one cry here, either? I suppose there's no need to, in heaven,' she said with a laugh.

Newland realized with horror that he had called her 'Ellen'. The use of first names between young people was only permitted if they were engaged. Somewhere in his mind's eye he could see the tall white figure of May Welland – she seemed very far away.

Suddenly the servant came in and spoke in Italian to the Countess. She showed in a strange-looking couple – the Duke of St Austrey and Mrs Struthers, a large lady with unnaturally black hair, painted lips, and an expensive fur coat. They had come to invite Madame Olenska to a musical evening at Mrs Struthers' house on Sunday evening. Madame Olenska accepted with delight, and Mrs Struthers waved a cheerful hand at Newland.

'And bring your young gentleman with you,' she said.

Newland escaped as quickly as he could. He had no wish to become involved with the socially unacceptable Mrs Struthers. As he went out into the wintry night, the feeling of Samarkand disappeared. New York was all around him again, and May Welland the loveliest woman in it.

He went straight to a flower shop, to send her the daily box of sweet-smelling white flowers, which he realized he had forgotten to send that morning. While in the shop, he noticed a huge bunch of yellow roses. They were not May's kind of flower – too rich, too strong, too exotic for her. He gave the assistant the Countess's address and told him to send them there at once, but he did not like to put his name on the card.




The next day he persuaded May to escape for a walk in the park. It was a sunny winter's day, with snow on the ground, and the cold air brought out the colour in May's lovely face. Newland felt proud to have such beauty walking next to him, and he felt his doubts and worries disappear.

They talked about the flowers he sent her every day, and he confessed that he had sent roses to the Countess. May was delighted he was being so kind to her cousin. Then Newland started talking about their own plans, their future, and Mrs Welland's insistence on a long engagement.

'But aren't we very happy as we are?' May asked, smiling brilliantly up at him.
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'But aren't we very happy as we are?' May asked.

'We could be even happier. We could be together all the time. We could be travelling.'

'That would be lovely,' she replied. 'But Mother would not understand us wanting to do things so differently from other couples.'

Suddenly he felt quite desperate. Would he ever be able to reach the real May Welland, through the wall of custom and social expectation which divided them? And what if, when he finally broke down the wall, there was nobody there?

'Do we have to do things the way everyone else does?' he cried, almost wildly. 'Can't you and I be different, May?'

Her eyes rested on him with a bright, unclouded admiration. 'But we can't just run away together, can we?' she asked. 'You know, like people in books.'

'Why not – why not – why not?'

She looked a little bored by his insistence. 'I'm not clever enough to argue with you. But that sort of thing is rather – vulgar, isn't it?'

'Are you so much afraid of being vulgar?'

She was clearly shocked by his question. 'Of course I am – and so are you,' she replied sharply. Then, sure of having found the right way to close the discussion, she went on lightheartedly: 'Oh, did I tell you that I showed Ellen my ring? She thinks it's the most beautiful one she ever saw...'




All next day he felt depressed. He could see his life stretching tidily ahead of him, with no excitement, no unplanned events, and he was filled with unreasoning horror at the thought of doing the same thing every day at the same hour. The word 'sameness!' repeated itself maddeningly inside his head.

In the afternoon Janey came to see him in his library.

'Newland, Mother's very angry,' she said.

'Angry? With whom? About what?'

'Your friend Madame Olenska. She was at Mrs Struthers' party last night, on a Sunday evening, Newland, when people are at church. She went with the Duke and Mr Julius Beaufort.'

When he heard the last name, a senseless anger took hold of Newland, but he controlled himself and just laughed. 'Well, what of it? I knew she meant to go.'

Janey went pale. 'You knew she meant to go and you didn't try to stop her? To warn her?'

'Stop her? Warn her?' He laughed again. 'I'm not engaged to the Countess Olenska!' The words sounded strange in his ears.

'Well, I think you'd better come down and speak to Mother.'

In the sitting room Mrs Archer was looking very anxious. 'I'm so worried the van der Luydens will be offended,' she said.

'Why should they be offended?' Newland asked.

'Because she went to the house of that vulgar woman.'

'Well, Mrs Struthers may be vulgar,' said Newland, 'but she has good music, and amuses people on Sunday evenings, when the whole of New York is dying of boredom.'

'Good music? All I know is, there was a woman who got up on a table and sang the things they sing at the places you go to in Paris. There was smoking and champagne.'

'Well, that kind of thing happens in other places, and the world still goes on.'

At this moment in the argument the servant came to the door and announced, 'Mr Henry van der Luyden.'

A visit from this gentleman was such an unusual event that both ladies looked quite frightened, but Newland remained calm.

'Come in, sir,' he said, going forward to greet his relation. 'We were just talking about you – and the Countess Olenska.'

Mrs Archer went pale, and put a hand to her heart.

'Ah – a delightful woman,' replied Mr van der Luyden. 'I have just been to see her. The Duke told me to go and see how cleverly she's arranged her sitting room. And it's true – quite remarkable! I would take Louisa to see the Countess if the area were less unpleasant.' There was dead silence. Mr van der Luyden continued, 'The fact is, between ourselves, I wanted to give her a friendly warning about allowing the Duke, or anyone else, to carry her off to parties with him.'

'Has the Duke been carrying her off to parties?' asked Mrs Archer innocently.

'I'm afraid so, dear Adeline. But Madame Olenska was very grateful for my few words of guidance.'

And so Mrs Archer's anxiety about Ellen Olenska's behaviour was calmed, for the moment, at least.




Two weeks later Newland was sitting doing nothing in the offices of Letterblair, Lamson and low, the firm of lawyers whom he worked for, when he was called to the private office of the head of the firm, Mr Letterblair. The old man was clearly a little worried. It appeared that the Countess Olenska wished to get a divorce from her husband. Her family, especially old Mrs Manson Mingott, wanted to avoid the scandal this would cause. They had sent a number of papers to Mr Letterblair, asking that Newland Archer, as a future member of the family, should take on the case. They wanted Newland, on behalf of the Letterblair firm, to advise the Countess against divorce.

Newland was at first unwilling to get involved in the Countess's private life. But once he had read the papers, which included letters from her husband, he was so horrified by her suffering at the hands of the Count that he agreed to take on the case. He was determined to give her his support, no matter what she decided to do. So he made an appointment with her, at her house, in order to discuss the case.



inhabit v. if animals or people inhabit an area or place, they live there 居住于

call on to visit someone for a short time 拜访，探望

alphabetical adj. arranged according to the order of letters in the alphabet 按字母顺序的

alphabet n. a set of letters, arranged in a particular order, and used in writing 字母表

atmosphere n. the feeling or mood that a person has in a particular place or situation 氛围

exotic adj. seeming exciting or unusual because it is connected with foreign countries 异国情调的

carriage n. a vehicle with wheels that is pulled by a horse, used in the past 马车

curtain n. a piece of hanging cloth that can be pulled across to cover a window, divide a room etc 窗帘

companion n. someone you spend a lot of time with, especially a friend 同伴

independently adv. confidently and do things by yourself in your own way, without needing help or advice from other people 不受约束地

suspect v. to think that something is probably true, especially something bad 推测

adequate adj. enough in quantity or of a good enough quality for a particular purpose 适当的，足够的

thoughtfully adv. in a way serious and quiet because you are thinking a lot 沉思地，思考地

firelight n. the light produced by a small fire 火光

loneliness n. a feeling of unhappiness because you are alone or do not have anyone to talk to 孤独

unnaturally adv. in a way different from anything produced by nature 假地，非天然地

fur n. the skin of an animal with the hair still on it 毛皮

cheerful adj. happy, or behaving in a way that shows you are happy 兴高采烈的，高兴的

wintry adj. cold or typical of winter 冬天的

assistant n. someone whose job is to help customers in a shop 店员

insistence n. an act of demanding that something should happen and refuse to let anyone say no 坚持

all the time continuously or very often 一直，始终

desperate adj. willing to do anything to change a very bad situation, and not caring about danger 绝望的

expectation n. a felling or belief about the way something should be done or how someone should behave 期望

vulgar adj. low, common, coarse, lacking in manners 粗俗的

light-heartedly adv. in a way cheerful and not worried about anything 心情轻松地

unreasoning adj. an unreasoning feeling is not based on facts or good reasons 缺乏理智的

maddeningly adv. very annoyingly 使人疯狂地，叫人受不了地

senseless adj. happening or done for no good reason or with no purpose 无意义的，无目的的

offend v. to make someone angry or upset by doing or saying something that they think is rude, unkind etc 使生气，冒犯

boredom n. the feeling you have when you are bored, or the quality of being boring 无聊，厌烦

champagne n. a French white wine with a lot of bubbles, drunk on special occasions 香槟

remarkable adj. unusual or surprising and therefore deserving attention or praise 非凡的

firm n. a company or business 事务所；公司

horrify v. to make someone feel very shocked and upset or afraid 使震惊；使恐惧

at the hands of caused or done by a particular person — used about something bad or unpleasant that someone does 从……那里，由于……的作用

appointment n. an arrangement for a meeting at an agreed time and place, for a particular purpose 约会，约定


3
伯爵夫人招惹麻烦

伯爵夫人说“五点钟以后”，于是第二天五点半，纽兰来到西二十三街，摁响了伯爵夫人家的门铃。房子是她从梅多拉姑妈手中租下的——梅多拉姑妈眼下又去旅游了。不过，选择住在这种地方颇为奇怪——狭窄的街道两边立着一幢幢外观简陋、需要粉刷的房屋，里面住的都是裁缝和作家。

“那个伯爵肯定不仅掠夺了她的梦想，还抢走了她的财产。”纽兰环顾四周，心里这样想。

年轻人今天过得不太愉快。他在韦兰家吃的午餐，指望单独跟梅处一会儿。他想告诉她昨天晚上她看起来有多么漂亮，并想恳求她将定于明年秋天的婚期提前。可当他在午餐提到这个想法时，韦兰太太面露惊讶受伤之情。她对他摇摇头说：“梅每样东西都需要十二件套，每一件都得手工缝制……”

之后，他被迫跟随女士们进行下午的社交拜访，逐家去告知订婚的消息。他离开韦兰家时，梅的母亲在他身后喊道：“明天我们去奇弗斯家和达拉斯家。”纽兰这才发现，她打算按照字母顺序去拜访两个家族的友人，而他们目前还处在字母表的前四分之一，这让他感到惊恐。他知道，接下来的几个月他不会好过了。

他本来打算告诉梅有关伯爵夫人要求——或者该说是命令——他今天下午去看她，可是在他俩单独相处的短暂时刻，他还有更要紧的事情要对梅讲，于是告诉她的时机就这样错过了。

来开门的女佣是个黑头发的姑娘，不会讲英语。她领着他走进会客厅，然后就不见了踪影。纽兰好奇地四处张望，这屋子与他之前见过的任何房间都不一样：屋里有几件精致的旧家具，一些意大利风格的绘画，一个仅插了两枝玫瑰的细长花瓶，玫瑰摆放的角度完美无瑕。这房间以一种独特的氛围包围着他——甚至连气味都有所不同，令人想起像撒马尔罕之类，位于中亚地区的异域。“梅会怎样布置我们的家呢？”他想，“应该会和她父母家一样使用紫色和黄色，但至少我能按照自己的意愿布置我的图书室。”

过了一会儿，他听见外面来了一辆马车。透过窗帘，他看见朱利叶斯·博福特正搀扶着奥兰斯卡夫人下车。片刻之后，她便走进会客厅。

“你觉得我这可笑的房子怎么样？”她问。见到纽兰，她毫不惊讶。“对我来说，这就是天堂了。”

“你把它布置得很温馨。”他说。

“我想，我喜欢的是一个人呆在这里的感觉。这里是我自己的国家、自己的城市。”

“你这么喜欢一个人呆着？”

“是的，只要朋友们别让我觉得孤单就行。”她坐下来，靠在椅背上，把双手放在脑后。“这是我最喜欢的时光，你呢？”

出于自尊，他说道：“我刚才还担心你忘了时间呢。想必博福特是个很有趣的伴儿吧。”

她像是被逗乐了。“怎么——你等了很久吗？博福特先生带我去看了几处房子——家人希望我搬到较佳的地段。可一个人住在哪里又有什么关系呢？”

“这条街完全不够时尚。”

“时尚！你们都很看重这点吗？为什么不创造自己的时尚呢？不过我想，我过去生活得太独立了。现在，我想要跟着大家的做法去做，我想要得到关心和安全感。”

她的话触动了他。“那正是你的朋友们希望你感受到的。”不过他推测，她仍然不知道自己曾经险些遭遇社交灾难，直到范德卢顿夫妇挽救了她。于是他说：“昨晚，纽约最上层的几个家族都在关注你。”

“我知道，那次聚会非常愉快！”她轻松地说。

纽兰觉得，她的说法完全表达不出那场聚会的社交重要性。

他严肃地说：“范德卢顿夫妇是纽约最有影响力的人物。可惜他们上了年纪而且健康状况不佳，所以不常接待客人。”

“那难道不是他们拥有巨大影响力的原因吗？”她若有所思地说，“正因为他们很少露面。”

他瞪大眼睛看着她，突然意识到她是正确的。他笑了起来，不再去想范德卢顿夫妇。

“不过你会向我解释这些事情，对吗？”奥兰斯卡夫人接着说，“所有我应当了解的情况，你都会告诉我吧？”

“现在是你在开导我，让我睁开眼睛认清那些我因为看得太久而不能真正看清的事情。”他本想说，“不要让人看见你跟博福特一起坐车逛街。”然而，此刻他已经深深沉浸在屋子的气氛里，无法提出那样的忠告。他觉得自己离纽约好远，仿若身处撒马尔罕，从那儿看，纽约显得异常渺小和遥远。他的感觉跟真实无异。

伯爵夫人屈身靠近炉火，将瘦削的双手伸向火焰，在火光的映照下，她的脸显得苍白。

纽兰又说：“你的家人可以给你忠告，尤其是年长的女士们。”

她摇摇头说：“噢，我知道！我那些姑妈，还有我的奶奶。不过前提是她们没有听见过任何不愉快的事！这里难道没有人想了解真相吗，阿彻先生？活在所有这些只会要求我伪装的好人中间，那才真的孤单呢！”她用双手捂住脸哭了起来。

“奥兰斯卡夫人！噢，别这样，埃伦。”他喊道，并且跳起来，弯下身子去看她。他抓起她一只手，握在手里，像抚摸孩子的手似的抚摸着。但她很快便挣脱开，抬起泪眼看着他。

“这儿也没有人哭，对吗？在天堂里，我想压根儿就没有哭的必要。”她笑着说。

纽兰意识到自己刚才叫她“埃伦”，感到惊恐。年轻人之间，只有在订婚后才获允许以彼此的名字称呼。他脑子里依稀看见梅·韦兰那高挑的白色身影——看起来很远很远。

突然，女佣走进来，用意大利语跟伯爵夫人交谈。她领进来两位打扮奇怪的客人——圣奥斯特雷公爵和斯特拉瑟斯太太。后者是一位身材高大的女士，头发黑得不太自然，唇上涂着口红，身穿一件价格不菲的皮毛大衣。他们来邀请奥兰斯卡夫人参加周日晚上在斯特拉瑟斯太太家举行的音乐会，奥兰斯卡夫人欣然接受。斯特拉瑟斯太太兴高采烈地朝纽兰挥手致意。

“你带着这位年轻绅士一起来。”她说。

纽兰找机会迅速脱身，他可不想与这位在社交界不受欢迎的斯特拉瑟斯太太扯上任何关系。当纽兰离开房子，走进冬季的黑夜时，那种身处撒马尔罕的感觉消失了。纽约再一次包围着他，而那位最可爱的女子梅·韦兰就身在其中。

他径直走向花店，让店员为梅送去一匣芬芳的白色鲜花，他每天都会给梅送花，那天早上却给忘了。在花店里，他注意到一大束黄色的玫瑰。梅不会喜欢这些花——对她来说，它们太浓烈、太绚丽、太富有异国情调。他给店员留下伯爵夫人的地址，吩咐他立刻把这些黄玫瑰送过去，可是他不想在卡片上留下自己的姓名。




第二天，他说服梅从家脱出身来，到公园去散步。这是一个晴朗的冬日，地面上覆盖着白雪，寒冷的空气让梅俏丽的脸庞红粉绯绯。有这样一位美人走在身旁，纽兰为此感到自豪，他觉得自己的疑惑和忧虑由此一扫而光。

他们谈到他每天送给她的花，然后，他坦承自己给伯爵夫人送了玫瑰。梅听到他如此善待自己的表姐，非常高兴。接着，纽兰开始谈论他们自己的计划，他们的未来，以及韦兰太太对漫长订婚期的坚持。

“但我们这样不是很快乐吗？”梅问道，并朝他露出灿烂的笑容。

“我们可以过得更快乐，我们可以整天在一起，我们可以去旅行。”

“那倒是很美好。”她回答说，“不过，要是我们想做的事情，跟其他情侣的那么不同，妈妈是不会理解的。”

突然间他感到十分绝望。他能否打破他和梅之间，那道由规矩和世人期许所筑起的屏障？万一他到了彼方，发现那里空无一人时该怎么办？

“我们非得遵从别人做事的方式吗？”他几近失控地大喊，“梅，你和我难道就不能与众不同吗？”

她望着他，目光中流露出对他的倾慕，清澈明亮。“可我们总不能就这样远走高飞吧，对吗？”她问，“你知道，就像书本中的人物那样。”

“为什么不能——为什么不能——为什么不能？”

她看上去对他的执拗有些厌烦。“我没那么聪明，无法和你争论。可那种事情有些——粗俗，不是吗？”

“你就这么害怕粗俗吗？”

她显然被他这个问题惊呆了。“我当然害怕了——你也会的。”她毫不客气地回答。接着，她确信自己找到了结束讨论的好办法，于是心情轻松地续道：“噢，我告诉过你了吗？我给埃伦看过我的戒指了，她觉得这是她见过的最美的戒指了……”




第二天一整天，纽兰都感觉闷闷不乐。他可以预见自己未来的生活将有条不紊地延续下去，没有波澜，没有意外。想到每天在同一时间都做同样的事，他心中便充满了莫名的恐惧。“千篇一律！”这个词在脑海中不停回转，让他无法忍受。

下午，珍妮来图书室找他。

“纽兰，妈妈非常生气。”她说。

“生气？跟谁？为什么？”

“你的朋友奥兰斯卡夫人。昨天是周日，是人们去教堂的日子。她昨晚却去参加斯特拉瑟斯太太的聚会。她是跟公爵和朱利叶斯·博福特先生一起去的。”

当纽兰听到最后那个名字的时候，一团无名怒火涌上心头，不过他克制住自己，只是笑了笑：“好了，这有什么大不了？我原本就知道她要去的。”

珍妮脸色煞白。“你原本就知道她要去，而你却没有设法阻止她？或者警告她？”

“阻止她？警告她？”他又笑了起来，“我又没有和奥兰斯卡伯爵夫人订婚！”这句话他自己听着有一种奇怪的感觉。

“我想，你最好下楼和妈妈谈谈。”

客厅里，阿彻太太看起来非常焦虑。“我很担心范德卢顿夫妇会生气。”她说。

“他们为什么要生气？”纽兰问。

“因为她去了那样一个粗俗的女人家里。”

“哦，斯特拉瑟斯太太也许是有些粗俗，”纽兰说，“不过，她那儿有曼妙的音乐，在星期天晚上整个纽约无聊得要命的时候给人们提供消遣。”

“曼妙的音乐？据我所知，有个女人站到了桌子上，唱着那种你在巴黎去的那些地方才唱的东西。还抽烟喝香槟呢。”

“嗯，那种事情在其他地方也有，可世界还是如常运作。”

争论至此，用人来到门口通报说：“亨利·范德卢顿先生来访。”

这位绅士的来访太不寻常，因此两位女士看起来惊恐万分，但纽兰却很镇静。

“请进，先生。”纽伦说着，走上前去欢迎这位亲戚，“我们刚才正在谈论您，还有奥兰斯卡伯爵夫人呢。”

阿彻太太脸色煞白，一只手放在胸口。

“啊——一个讨人喜欢的女子。”范德卢顿先生说，“我刚去看过她。公爵让我去看看她把客厅布置得有多巧妙。确实不错——相当不同凡响！如果周围的环境不那么让人不愉快，我会带路易莎去看她的。”接下来是一片死寂。范德卢顿先生又说：“事实上，我跟你私底下讲，我是去忠告她，叫她别让公爵或者其他任何人带着她去参加聚会。”

“公爵总是带着她参加聚会吗？”阿彻太太率真地问道。

“恐怕是这样的，亲爱的阿德琳。不过，奥兰斯卡夫人很感激我寥寥数言的规劝。”

阿彻太太对于埃伦·奥兰斯卡行为的焦虑因此终于平息下来，至少目前是这样。

两个星期之后，在纽兰就职的莱特布莱尔—拉姆森—洛律师事务所中，他正坐在自己的办公室里无所事事时，被叫到事务所负责人莱特布莱尔先生的私人办公室。这位老先生显然有些焦虑。原来是奥兰斯卡伯爵夫人想和丈夫离婚。她的家人，尤其是曼森·明戈特老太太，希望避免由此可能引发的丑闻。他们给莱特布莱尔先生寄来了许多文件，并指名要作为家族未来一员的纽兰·阿彻接手这件案子。他们想让纽兰代表莱特布莱尔事务所，劝说伯爵夫人不要离婚。

起初，纽兰并不愿意卷入伯爵夫人的私生活。可是当他看过那些文件，其中包括她丈夫的来信之后，她在伯爵那里遭受的苦难让他惊恐万分。于是他同意接手这件案子。他下定决心，无论她作何决定，都要给予她支持。然后，他和她约好在她家里对案子进行讨论。
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A SECOND VISIT TO THE COUNTESS

As Newland walked up Fifth Avenue after dinner that evening, he could see a number of carriages outside the Chiverses', where they were having a party for the Duke. He passed the Beauforts' house, and saw Julius himself come out and drive away in his carriage.

'Probably on his way to that new lady friend of his,' thought Newland. All of New York knew about Beaufort's mistresses, and Miss Fanny ring was the latest in a long line.

He walked on into the narrow street where the Countess lived, surrounded by the houses of painters and writers. He and his family belonged to the part of New York society that believed in the importance of literature and art, but fashionable and well-born families rarely mixed socially with artists. Newland himself knew many artists and musicians, whom he met in the little bars and clubs which were beginning to open in the back streets, but he would never expect to meet them in a gentleman's house. He imagined that the Countess, whose house was full of books, was used to a much more open society, where writers and artists came and went freely, and that this might be one of the things she would miss from her old life.

He reached her house and was let in by the servant girl, who was smiling mysteriously. In the hall was a fur-lined coat and a silk opera-hat with the letters J.B. in gold on it; it was clear that Julius Beaufort was visiting Madame Olenska. Newland was so angry that he almost left at once. But then he remembered he had not told the Countess he wished to see her privately, so he could not blame her for opening her doors to other visitors.

In the sitting room Beaufort was standing in front of the fire, smiling down at the Countess. She was half lying on a sofa, her head supported on one hand; her sleeve had fallen away to leave her white arm visible up to the elbow. Instead of the usual close-fitting, all-covering silk dress which New York ladies wore when receiving evening visitors, she was wearing a long dress of soft red material, with black fur around the neck and down the front. The effect was certainly pleasing.

'Well, well – three whole days at Skuytercliff!' Beaufort was saying in his loud voice as Newland entered. Skuytercliff was the van der Luydens' country house, just outside New York, and it seemed the Countess was invited there. 'It's a pity – you'll miss the musical evening I've planned for you on Sunday.'

She held out her hand to greet Newland, as she replied to Beaufort. 'Ah, that does tempt me! Except for the other evening at Mrs Struthers', I've not met a single artist since I've been here.'

'I know one or two painters, very nice people, who I could bring to see you if you'd allow me,' said Newland daringly.

'Painters in New York?' asked Beaufort with a laugh. He gave the impression there were none, since he did not buy their pictures. And Madame Olenska said to Newland, 'That would be delightful. But I was thinking of singers, actors, musicians. My husband's house was always full of them.'

Newland felt confused – how could she speak so calmly of her married life? But he was pleased to see she wanted to speak to him privately, because she made it clear to Beaufort that he must leave. And a few minutes later they were alone together.

'So you care for painting, then?' she began by asking.

'Oh yes, enormously. When I'm in Paris or London, I never miss a show. I try to see all the new pictures.'

'My life used to be full of such things too. But now I want to throw off my old life, to become just like everybody else here.'

Newland reddened. 'You'll never be like everybody else.'

'Ah, don't say that! If you knew how I hate to be different!' Her face looked dark and sad as she spoke.

He waited a moment and cleared his throat. 'I know you want – a divorce. Mr Letterblair told me. That's why I've come. You see, I'm in the firm.'

Her eyes brightened. 'You mean you can manage it for me? I can talk to you instead of to Mr Letterblair? Oh, that will be so much easier! You'll help me, won't you?'

'First...' he hesitated, 'perhaps I ought to know a little more.'

She seemed surprised. 'You've read the papers? You know about my husband's mistresses? What could be worse than that? Our church allows divorce in such cases.'

'That's true, but...' Newland was thinking of a letter from the Count he had read, accusing his wife of having had an affair with his secretary. How much truth was there in that? Only Ellen could tell. 'Of course, you know that if your husband chooses to fight the case, as he threatens to, he can say things...'

'Yes?'

'Things that... that might be – disagreeable – to you, and say them publicly – even if they aren't true.'

'What harm could such accusations, even if he made them publicly, do me here in New York?'

Newland thought, 'She still knows so little about us!' He tried to explain. 'This is a very small world, compared to the one you've lived in. Our ideas about marriage and divorce are particularly old-fashioned, especially if the woman has... put herself, by some unusual behaviour, in a position where – where offensive accusations can be made against her.'

Her head bent down low, and Newland waited, hoping desperately for a little anger, or at least just a word to tell him that no accusation would be true. No word came.

A clock ticked softly in a corner, and the whole room seemed to be waiting silently with Newland.

'Yes,' she whispered at last. 'That's what my family say. And you're one of them, or will be soon. Do you share their view?'

He looked away from her for a moment. How could he say, 'Yes, if what your husband says is true?'

Instead he said gently, 'Is a divorce really worth it, when there's the possibility – the certainty – of a lot of unpleasantness?'

'But my freedom – isn't that worth it?'

'It's my business, you know, to help you to see these things as the people who are fondest of you see them.' He was filling the silence with meaningless talk. He could do nothing else, since she would not or could not say the one word that would have cleared the air, and told him the truth.

Suddenly she stood up. 'Very well, I will do what you wish,' she said.

The blood rushed to his face, and he caught her hands in his. 'I... I do want to help you,' he said.

'You do help me. Good night, my cousin. '

He bent and kissed her hands, which were cold and lifeless. When she took them away, he turned to the door, found his coat and hat in the hall, and ran out into the winter night, bursting with unspoken words.




A week later Newland was at Wallack's theatre, watching one iof that season's most popular plays. He had seen it several times, and one particular scene was his favourite. He was watching it now. In a room, two lovers said goodbye, sadly, almost wordlessly, and the man started towards the door. The woman turned away from him to the fireplace and looked down into the fire. She was wearing a long grey dress with long black ribbons falling down her back. At the door her lover turned for one last look at her; then he walked quietly back, lifted one of the ribbons, kissed it, and left the room without her hearing him or changing her position. And on this silent parting the curtain fell.

Newland thought this as fine as anything he had ever seen in the theatres of Paris and London. The silence and the dumb misery of the lovers' goodbye moved him greatly. And it reminded him – he could not have said why – of his goodbye to Madame Olenska after their conversation a week earlier.

When he had left her, he had the feeling that Count Olenski's accusation was almost certainly true. Ellen was young, she was frightened, she was desperate – what more natural than that she should be grateful to her rescuer? The pity was that, in the law's eyes and the world's, one affair with the secretary made her as wicked as her husband, with his many mistresses. And Newland had explained to her that simple, kind-hearted New York was exactly the place where she could least hope for understanding.

Having to make these facts plain to her, and watching her miserable acceptance of them, had been extremely painful to him. He was glad that he alone knew her secret, which would have horribly embarrassed her relations. And when he told her family she had decided not to ask for a divorce, they were all very grateful to him for sparing them so much unpleasantness.

These thoughts reminded him so strongly of his last talk with Madame Olenska that, as the curtain fell on the lovers' parting, his eyes filled with tears and he stood up to leave the theatre. In doing so, he saw Madame Olenska in a box with the Beauforts and some other people. He had tried to avoid meeting her socially, but now their eyes met, and as Mrs Beaufort waved to him to join them, it was impossible to refuse.

He greeted the Beauforts, but soon found himself sitting beside the Countess. She turned and spoke to him in a low voice.

'Do you think,' she asked, looking towards the stage, 'the lover will send her a bunch of yellow roses tomorrow morning?'

Newland reddened and his heart jumped in surprise. He had visited her only twice and each time had sent her yellow roses, but without giving his name. She had never mentioned them before. Now the fact that she knew he had sent them, and connected them to the scene they had just watched, filled him with pleasure.

'I was thinking of that too,' he said.

To his surprise she blushed, and said after a pause, 'What do you do when May is away?'

'I get on with my work,' he replied, a little annoyed by the question. The Wellands always spent February in Florida, as
 their doctor considered the warm weather there necessary for Mr Welland's chest, and they were there now. Newland had realized there was no chance of persuading them to break the habit of a lifetime, so he had not tried. He would have liked to go with them, but he too was tied by custom and habit – no serious-minded young men took holidays in mid-winter.

He was conscious Madame Olenska was looking at him. 'I understand – that you were right about the divorce,' she said a little breathlessly. 'But sometimes – life is difficult.'

'I know.'

'And I wanted to tell you that I do feel you were right, and that I'm grateful to you.' She lifted her opera-glasses quickly to her eyes as she heard Beaufort coming to sit next to her.

Newland stood up, and left the box and the theatre.

The day before, he had received a letter from May, in which she had asked him to be kind to Ellen in her absence. 'She likes and admires you so much, and although she doesn't show it, she's very lonely and unhappy. You're almost the only person in New York who can talk to her about what she really cares for.'

His wise May – how he loved her for that letter! But he did not want, as an engaged man, to be too obviously the Countess's defender and companion. She could probably take care of herself better than May imagined – she had several gentlemen around her who would be only too glad to be of assistance. But even so, he never saw her without feeling that, after all, May was right. Ellen Olenska was lonely and she was unhappy.




The next morning Newland searched the flower shops for yellow roses, but found none. As a result of this search, he arrived late at the office, and noticed that his lateness made no difference at all to anyone. He was filled with sudden despair at the uselessness of his life. He was just one of the many young men in the old-fashioned law firms like Mr Letterblair's, who sat at their desks or simply read the newspapers for a certain number of hours every day. They didn't need to earn money, but it was thought that young men should have something to do, and the law, being a profession, was considered to be more suitable work for a gentleman than business. Few of them had any ambition, and over many of them the grey dullness of an empty life was already spreading.

It made Newland cold with fear to think it might be spreading over him too. 'I'll never do anything worthwhile!' he thought angrily. 'And my interest in books and paintings and music, my European travels – will I be able to keep any of that up when I'm married?' He thought about men he knew – men who in their younger days had been full of hopes and dreams, as he was now. 'And what happened to them?' he thought. 'Their lives became nothing more than one long, mindless, comfortable routine of dinners and visits and evening parties.'

From his office he sent a note to Madame Olenska, asking if he could call on her that afternoon, but he received no reply that day or the next. This unexpected silence made him unreasonably angry. On the third morning he received a note from her, and to his surprise it had been posted from Skuytercliff. It said:

I ran away the day after I saw you at the theatre, and these kind friends are allowing me to stay here as long as I like. I wanted to be quiet, and think things over. I feel so safe here. I wish you were with us. Yours sincerely, Ellen Olenska

'What is she running away from?' he wondered. 'And why does she feel the need to be safe? However, she's certainly made an impression on the van der Luydens – they don't usually encourage their visitors to stay longer than a weekend.'

He felt disappointed that she was away. Then he remembered that he had an invitation from the Chiverses to spend this weekend with them at their country house, Highbank, which was not far from Skuytercliff. He wrote a hurried telegram and sent it off at once, accepting the invitation.



well-born adj. born into a very rich or important family 出身高贵的，出身名门的

musician n. someone who plays a musical instrument, especially very well or as a job 音乐家

back street a small quiet street that is away from the main part of a town 偏僻街道，后街

sleeve n. the part of a shirt, coat etc that covers the arm 袖子

close-fitting adj. close-fitting clothes are tight and show the shape of your body 紧身的

tempt v. to attract someone, or to make someone want to do something 吸引

care for like someone or something 喜欢

enormously adv. very or very much 极大地，极其

throw off to get free from something that has been limiting your freedom 摆脱

affair n. a sexual relationship outside marriage 私通

disagreeable adj. not at all enjoyable or pleasant 令人不快的

accusation n. a statement saying that someone is guilty of a crime or of doing something wrong 指责

offensive adj. very rude or insulting and likely to upset people 无礼的

lifeless adj. lacking the positive qualities that make something or someone interesting, exciting, or active 没有生气的

scene n. a part of a play in which the action happens in one place （戏剧中的）一场

wordlessly adv. without using words 无言地

fireplace n. a special place in the wall of a room, where you can make a fire 壁炉

ribbon n. a thin piece of material worn on a woman's dress or hair 丝带

dumb adj. unable to speak, because you are angry, surprised, shocked etc 说不出话的

wicked adj. evil, of bad character 邪恶的，罪恶的

lifetime n. the period of time during which someone is alive or something exists 一生

serious-minded adj. having a serious attitude or way of thinking 严肃的

breathlessly adv. in a way hard to breathe, especially because you are very tired, excited, or frightened 气喘吁吁地

assistance n. help or support 帮助

despair n. a feeling that you have no hope at all 绝望

profession n. a job that needs a high level of education and training 职业

ambition n. determination to be successful, rich, powerful etc 雄心，志向

worthwhile adj. important, valuable, useful 有价值的

mindless adj. completely stupid and without any purpose 盲目的，不用脑子的

routine n. the usual order in which you do things, or the things you regularly do 常规

telegram n. a short urgent message sent by electric current along wires, and then printed and delivered 电报


4
对伯爵夫人的第二次拜访

那天晚上晚餐之后，纽兰沿着第五大道漫步向前，他看到几辆马车停在奇弗斯家门口，他们家此刻正在为公爵举行聚会。走过博福特家时，他看到朱利叶斯走了出来，驾着马车离开。

“很可能是准备去见他那位新结识的女性朋友。”纽兰心想。整个纽约都知道博福特交过哪些情人，他的新欢是范妮·林小姐。

他继续步行至伯爵夫人居住的那条狭窄街道，周围全都是画家和作家的房子。在纽约的社交界，他和他的家族属于注重文学和艺术的圈子。不过，出身高贵的上流社会家族却很少与艺术家进行社交往来。纽兰本人认识许多艺术家和音乐家，他在一些偏僻街道上刚开办的小酒吧和俱乐部里与他们见过面。不过，他从不会期望在绅士的家中见到他们。他想，伯爵夫人的家中堆满书籍，过去应该习惯于一个开放得多的社会。在那里，搞写作和搞艺术的人来去自由，而这也许是她所怀念的昔日生活的一部分。

他来到她家，被脸上露出神秘笑容的女佣领进了门。门厅里放着一件毛皮衬里的大衣和一顶丝质歌剧礼帽，礼帽上用金线绣着J. B.两个字母。很明显，朱利叶斯·博福特正在拜访奥兰斯卡夫人。纽兰非常生气，差一点扭头离开。但他随即想起自己之前并未告诉伯爵夫人他希望单独与她会面，因此，他不能责怪她向其他客人敞开了大门。

客厅里，博福特正站在炉火前面，低头看着伯爵夫人微笑。她倚坐在沙发上，一只手托着头；袖子滑落，露出她白皙的胳膊，一直到肘部。在纽约，女士们晚上会客时通常都穿遮盖全身的紧身丝绸衣服，她却没有跟从。她身穿一件柔软的红色面料的长裙，黑色皮毛镶边沿颈部一直延伸至胸前，效果绝对赏心悦目。

“好啊，好啊——到斯库特克利夫待上整整三天！”纽兰进去的时候，博福特正在大声说着。斯库特克利夫是范德卢顿夫妇的乡间别墅，就在纽约市郊。看来，伯爵夫人受邀前往那里。“真是遗憾——你将错过我为你安排的周日音乐晚会。”

她一边伸出手和纽兰打招呼，一边接着博福特的话题：“啊，我真想去！除了在斯特拉瑟斯太太家的那天晚上，我来这儿以后，连一位艺术家都没见过呢。”

“我认识一两位画家，人都很好。如果你愿意，我可以领他们来见你。”阿彻大胆地说。

“纽约有画家吗？”博福特笑着问。那样子就好像在说，既然他没有买他们的画，纽约就没有画家。奥兰斯卡夫人对纽兰说：“那太好了。不过我想到的是歌唱家、演员和音乐家。在我丈夫家里总能见到这些人。”

纽兰觉得困惑不已——她怎么能如此平静地说起自己的婚姻生活？不过，当她明确表示要博福特离开时，他明白了她想要和他单独谈话，为此感到高兴。几分钟之后，他们便单独呆在一起。

“这么说，你喜欢画画？”她先开口问。

“哦，是的，非常喜欢。我在巴黎和伦敦的时候，从不错过任何展览，我尽量看全所有的新作品。”

“我的生活过去也充满了这些东西，可现在，我想摆脱过去的生活，变得跟这里每个人完全一样。”

纽兰满脸通红，说道：“你永远不会跟其他人一样。”

“啊，别那样说！如果你明白我多么讨厌与众不同就好了！”她说话的时候脸色看起来阴郁而忧伤。

他略等片刻之后，清了清嗓子说：“我知道你想——离婚，莱特布莱尔先生告诉我了，这就是我来这里的原因。你知道，我在事务所工作。”

她的眼睛里露出喜色。“你是说你可以为我处理此事？我可以跟你谈，而不用跟莱特布莱尔先生谈？哦，这就轻松多了！你会帮我的，对吗？”

“首先……”他迟疑了一下，“也许我应该多了解一点。”

她看起来很惊讶。“你看过那些文件了？你知道我丈夫有情人的事？还有什么比那更糟糕呢？在这种情况下，我们的教会是允许离婚的。”

“这没错，但是……”纽兰想起了自己看到伯爵的一封来信，信中指责妻子与他的秘书有婚外情。那信里有多少是事实呢？只有埃伦自己能说清楚。“当然，你知道，如果你丈夫选择打官司，就像他威胁你说的那样，他可能讲一些……”

“怎么样？”

“讲一些……可能——令你不快的事情，公开讲出来——即便那些不是事实。”

“就算他公开对我做出那些指责，在纽约这里又能对我造成什么伤害呢？”

纽兰心想：“她仍然不了解我们！”于是他试着解释：“和你过去生活的地方比起来，这里只是一个很小的圈子。我们对结婚和离婚的观念特别守旧；尤其是女子，如果她……因为一些违背常规的行为，而使自己受到无礼的指责。”

她的头垂得很低，纽兰则等待着，急切地期望她会有些许愤怒，哪怕是只言片语，告诉他那些指责都不是事实。而她却一言不发。

钟表在角落里轻轻地嘀嗒响着，整个屋子仿佛都在和纽兰一起默默地等待着。

“是的，”她终于小声说道，“我的家人就是这样说的。你是他们当中的一员，或者不久将是。你和他们的观点一样吗？”

他把目光从她身上移开了片刻。他怎么能说：“是的，假如你丈夫说的是事实？”

他改为柔声说：“如果有可能——肯定——会带来诸多的不快，离婚还真的值得吗？”

“可是我的自由——难道就无所谓了吗？”

“你知道，我的职责是帮助你，让你知道那些最喜爱你的人怎样看待这些事情。”他用毫无意义的话语来打破沉默。既然她不肯或者不能说出一句澄清事实的话，把真相告诉他，那他也没有什么可做的了。

突然，她站起身来。“很好，我会按照你希望的去做。”她说。

他的脸涨红，他抓起她的双手说：“我……我确实想帮助你。”

“你确实帮了我。晚安，表妹夫。”

他俯身吻她的手，那双手冷冰冰的，毫无生气。她把手抻回来，他转身向门口走去，在门厅里取回他的外套和帽子，然后冲进了冬季的夜色中，让刚才没有说出口的话自胸口溢出。




一个星期之后，纽兰来到沃勒克剧院观看当季最热门的一个剧目。这部戏剧他以前看过好几次，其中一场是他的最爱。他此刻在看的就是这一场。在一个房间里，一对恋人简短地道别，声音哀伤。男人动身向门口走去，女人则转过身背朝他走向壁炉，低头看着炉火。她穿着一条灰色长裙，长长的黑丝带垂在背后。她的爱人在门口转过身，看了她最后一眼，接着又悄悄走回来，挽起一根丝带吻了一下才离开屋子。整个过程中，她没有听见他的动静，也没有改变姿势。就在这静静的分手场面中，帷幕落下了。

纽兰觉得这一场与他在巴黎或伦敦的剧院里看过的所有表演同样精彩。这对恋人告别时的沉默和不能言喻的痛苦深深打动了他。这让他回想起——他说不出是因为什么——一周前他与奥兰斯卡夫人结束谈话后的告别场面。

他离开奥兰斯基夫人时，几乎可以肯定奥兰斯基伯爵的指责是事实。埃伦年纪轻轻，既恐惧又感到绝望，对向她伸出援手的人心生感激，不是顺理成章吗？遗憾的是，在法律和世人的眼中，她与那个秘书的婚外情，和她丈夫拥有众多情人同样可恶。纽兰已经向她解释了，在单纯而善良的纽约，她休想得到丝毫谅解。

不得不向她说明这些事实，而且目睹她痛苦地加以接受，这使他极其难受。他很庆幸只有自己知道她这个原本会让其家人极为难堪的秘密。当他告知她的家人，她决定放弃离婚的诉求时，大家对他十分感激，因为他们不必去经历那些因离婚诉求而出现的不愉快事情。

思绪让他想起他与奥兰斯卡夫人的上次谈话。那历历在目的情景，令他在那对恋人分别，帷幕落下的时候，眼里蓄满泪水。他站起身要离开剧院时，发现奥兰斯卡夫人正坐在一个包厢里，和博福特夫妇及其他一些人在一起。之前，他一直避免在社交场合与她见面。不过，现在他们的目光交汇，于是博福特太太向他招手请他加入时，他无法拒绝。

他和博福特夫妇打了招呼，之后很快意识到自己坐在了伯爵夫人身旁。她转过身，小声和他说话。

“你认为明天早上，他会送她一束黄玫瑰吗？”她看着舞台问。

纽兰脸红了，他的心因为惊讶而怦怦跳。他只拜访过她两次，每次都给她送去了黄玫瑰，不过没有留下姓名。她以前从未提及过那些花。如今看来，她已经知道那些花是他送去的，而且还把它们与刚才看到的一场联系起来，这使他心中充满愉悦。

“我也正在想这件事。”他说。

令他意外的是，这回她脸红了。停顿片刻之后，她问：“梅不在的时候，你都做些什么？”

“我继续工作。”他回答说，对这个问题有些不高兴。韦兰一家总是在二月份去佛罗里达，因为他们的医生认为那里温暖的气候对韦兰先生的肺部有好处。他们这会儿就在那儿。纽兰知道自己无法说服他们放弃长久以来的习惯，所以没有尝试过。他本来想和他们同行，但碍于风俗习惯而没有这样做——认真严肃的年轻人不会在隆冬时节休假。

他觉察到奥兰斯卡夫人在看着他。“我明白——关于离婚的事，你是对的。”她略带喘息地说：“可有时候——生活很艰难。”

“我知道。”

“我当时想告诉你，我确实觉得你是对的，我很感激你。”她听到博福特走过来要坐到她身旁时，迅速把观剧镜举到眼睛上。

纽兰站起来，离开包厢，走出了剧院。

前一天，他收到了一封梅的来信。在信中，她请求他在她不在期间善待埃伦。“她非常喜欢和崇拜你。虽然她没有表现出来，但她非常孤单和不快乐。在纽约，差不多只有你能跟她谈谈她真正喜欢的东西。”

他聪慧的梅——因为这封信，他是多么爱她！然而他已订婚，故不想太着迹地伴着伯爵夫人，为她辩解。她照顾自己的能力肯定超出了梅的想象——围绕在她身边的几位男士巴不得给她提供帮助。但即便这样，他每次看见她时，都觉得梅终究是对的，埃伦·奥兰斯卡既孤单又不快乐。

第二天早上，纽兰到花店找黄玫瑰，却没有找着。他跑了几间花店，所以迟了回事务所，但他发现这对别人没有丝毫影响。他对自己生命的徒然顿时感到绝望。他只是在莱特布莱尔先生这种老派的律师事务所里众多年轻人当中的一位，每天花几个小时坐在办公桌前面，或者就只是读读报纸。他们不需要赚钱，只是人人都觉得年轻人不能无所事事。对一位绅士来说，以法律作为职业，比经商更加合适。这些年轻人鲜有人胸怀大志，空虚生活所带来的灰色沉闷，已然在他们很多人当中展现出来。

想到这种沉闷也会蔓延到自己身上，纽兰觉得不寒而栗。“我永远也做不了什么有价值的事情！”他气愤地想，“我对书籍、绘画和音乐的兴趣，还有我的欧洲之旅——在我结婚之后，这些事情还有哪一样能够继续？”他想起他认识的那些人——他们年轻时满怀希望和梦想，就像他现在一样。“可他们怎么样了呢？”他想，“他们的生活变成了日复一日的聚餐、拜访和晚会，漫长、盲目但舒适。”

他让事务所的人给奥兰斯卡夫人送去一封便函，询问可否在当日下午去拜访，但他当天以及第二天都没有收到回复。这一出人意料的沉默让他没来由的气愤。第三天上午，他才收到她的一封短信，而令他惊讶的是，信是从斯库特克利夫寄来的。信上写着：

在剧院见到你的第二天，我逃跑了。这些好心的朋友允许我留在这里，想待多久都可以。我想安静下来，把事情好好想一想。我觉得在这里很安全，真希望你能和我们在一起。埃伦·奥兰斯卡，谨启。

“她在逃避什么呢？”他为此感到疑惑，“她为什么需要安全感呢？不过，她肯定让范德卢顿夫妇很有好感——他们通常不会挽留客人待上超过一个周末。”

她的离开让他感到失望。接着，他记起自己曾收到奇弗斯夫妇的邀请，请他前往他们位于海班克的乡间别墅共度周末，那地方离斯库特克利夫不远。于是，他匆匆写了一封电报并立刻发出去，说他接受他们的邀请。


5
MAY SURPRISES NEWLAND

At Highbank Newland was a dutiful guest until lunch on Sunday, when he borrowed a carriage and drove over to Skuytercliff.

The van der Luydens' large country house never looked particularly welcoming, and now in the depths of winter it looked even less so. The servant who opened the door explained that Mrs van der Luyden and the Countess were at church. Newland said he would walk to the church to meet the ladies.

And as he walked along the path, he was delighted to see a figure in a red coat coming towards him. He hurried forward, and Madame Olenska stopped short with a smile of welcome.

'Ah, you've come!' she said, giving him her hand. 'Mrs van der Luyden has gone on to visit some friends, so I'm alone. '

The red coat made her look brilliantly pretty, like the Ellen of the old days. He replied, 'I came to see what you were running away from.'

Her smile disappeared, but she answered, 'You'll see soon. 'She added, more cheerfully, 'What does it matter, now that you're here to protect me?'

The blood rose to his face and he caught the sleeve of her coat. 'Ellen, what is it? You must tell me.'

'Oh, let's run a race first! My feet are freezing!' And she ran away from him, her red coat bright against the snow. Newland started after her, and they met, laughing, under a tree.

She looked up at him and smiled. 'I knew you'd come.'
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Ellen looked up at Newland and smiled. 'I knew you'd come.'

'That shows you wanted me to,' he replied, his heart beating wildly with delight.

They walked along together. The ground seemed to sing under their feet, and there was a mysterious brightness in the air.

'May asked you to take care of me,' she said after a while.

'I didn't need any asking.'

'Ah – what a poor, helpless, defenceless thing you must all think I am! But women here seem not to feel the need.'

He lowered his voice to ask, 'What sort of need?'

'Ah, don't ask me! I don't speak your language.'

He stood still on the path, looking down at her. 'What did I come for, if I don't speak yours?'

'Oh, my friend...!' She laid her hand lightly on his arm.

'Ellen, why won't you tell me what's happened?'

'I will tell you, but where? One can't be alone for a minute in that enormous house, with servants always in and out of every room! Is there nowhere in an American house where one may be by oneself? You're all so shy and yet so public at the same time.'

'Ah, you don't like us!' said Newland sadly.

Just then they passed an ancient stone house, called the Patroon's house, which the first owner of Skuytercliff had built and lived in, three hundred years before. The van der Luydens kept it to show to their visitors as a place of historical interest.

'What luck!' cried Ellen. 'We can go in and have a quiet talk. Someone's even lit a fire. No one will disturb us there.'

They went in and sat down by a bright fire.

'When you wrote to me, you were unhappy,' said Newland, watching her expressive face.

'Yes, I was. But I can't feel unhappy when you're here.'

'I shan't be here very long.' His lips felt stiff with the effort of saying just so much and no more.

'I know. But I live in the moment when I'm happy. I don't look ahead.'

The words stole through him like a temptation. He got up and stood looking out through the window, with his back to her. What if she had been running away from him, and she had waited to tell him until they were alone together in this secret place?

'Ellen, please tell me. Tell me who you're running away from.'

For a long moment she was silent, and in that moment Newland imagined her, almost heard her, stealing up behind him to throw her light arms around his neck. But while he waited, his whole mind and body ready for that wonderful thing to happen, he saw a heavily-coated man walking along the path to the house. The man was Julius Beaufort.

'Ah!' said Newland, bursting into a laugh. 'So that's it?'

Madame Olenska ran to his side, slipping her hand into his, but when she saw Beaufort, her face went pale. 'I didn't know he was here,' she whispered. Her hand still held Newland's, but he drew away from her and, walking into the hall, threw open the door of the little house. 'Come in, Beaufort, this way! Madame Olenska is expecting you!' he said.




During his journey back to New York the next day, Newland thought bitterly of Beaufort. He was clearly the man Ellen was running away from. He was chasing her, and Julius Beaufort only ever had one purpose in mind when chasing pretty women.

The next two or three days went by very slowly. There were moments when Newland felt he was being buried alive under his future. He heard nothing from Ellen until the fourth evening, when a note from her arrived at his house. It said simply:

Come late tomorrow. I must explain to you. Ellen

The young man spent all night thinking about the note. There were several ways of answering it. The reply he finally decided on, at sunrise, was to pack a bag with some clothes and jump on a boat which was leaving that day for Florida.




When he walked down the sandy main street of St Augustine and saw May Welland standing there with the sun in her hair, he wondered why he had waited so long to come. Here was truth, here was reality, here was the life that belonged to him!

'Newland – has anything happened?' she asked.

'Yes – I found I had to see you.' he replied, and she blushed happily. They sat down on a bench under some orange trees, and he put his arm round her waist and kissed her. It was like drinking from a cool mountain stream on a hot summer's day.

He explained to May's parents that he had come because he felt he might be getting a cold. Mr Welland understood all anxiety over health only too well, and insisted he should stay at least a week with them, to prevent any possible illness taking hold.

He walked and read and went boating with May in the warm Florida sunshine. All the time he was thinking about their wedding, which seemed unimaginably far away.

The day before he left, they were walking through the orange trees again, when suddenly he burst out, 'Can't you understand, May? I want to make our dreams real! I want you to be my wife, now rather than later, this year rather than next!'

For a moment May was silent. Then, clear-eyed, she looked straight at him. 'I'm not sure I do understand. Is it – is it because you're not certain of continuing to care for me?'

Newland was shocked into saying, 'My God – perhaps – I don't know!' Both were silent for a moment.

'If that is it – then, is there someone else? let us talk honestly, Newland. I've felt a difference in you since our engagement was announced.'

'My dear, what madness!' he managed to say.

'It won't hurt us to talk about it. You could so easily have made a mistake – anyone can.'

'If I had made a mistake of the kind you suggest, is it likely I would be begging you to marry me sooner?'

She thought for a moment. 'Yes.' she said at last. 'You might want to decide the matter, once and for all.'

Her calm intelligence took his breath away, but he could see how painful this was for her. She continued, 'You know, a girl sees more than her parents imagine. I've always known there was someone in your past. I saw her once – her face was sad and I felt sorry for her – and I remembered that when we got engaged.'

'My dear child – is that all? If you only knew the truth!'

'Then there is a truth I don't know?'

'I mean, the truth about that old story.'

'But that's what I want to know. Newland, I couldn't build my happiness on a wrong done to another woman! I understand that when two people really love each other, they might have to go against public opinion. And if you feel yourself in any way – promised to that woman – and if there is any way you can keep your word – even by her getting a divorce, then, Newland, don't give her up because of me!'

He had never admired May so much as at that moment. How brave of her to speak so plainly, and how generous to offer to give him up to his former mistress! But with all her intelligence, she had not seen what was troubling him.

'There was no promise of the kind you think. But I love you for saying that. I mean, every woman's right to her freedom—'He stopped, surprised by the direction his thoughts were taking.

May turned her blushing face towards him, and as he bent to kiss her, he saw her eyes were full of happy tears. For a moment he had seen a woman who could think for herself, a woman who was prepared to break away from society's rules. But the next moment he was disappointed to see the old, dutiful May return. She seemed to be aware of his disappointment, but without knowing what to do about it. They walked silently home.




Two days after his return to New York, Newland called on old Mrs Manson Mingott, to persuade her to use her influence with the Wellands about an early wedding date for him and May. She was amused by his urgency, and agreed to help. The Countess, who was visiting her grandmother, was also there, and listened thoughtfully to this conversation. Newland had a few minutes alone with her, when she walked with him to the front door.

'When can I see you?' he asked in a low voice.

'Whenever you like, but it must be soon if you want to see the little house again. I'm moving next week.'

For a moment he was back again in the exotic atmosphere of her sitting room. 'Tomorrow evening?' he asked.

'Tomorrow, yes, but come early. I'm going out later.'




It was only half-past eight when he arrived at her house. In the sitting room he found Medora Manson, Ellen's aunt, who had just arrived back from a long trip to Cuba. She greeted him, and while they waited for Ellen to join them, told him she had a letter from the Count to give to her niece. 'Yes, my poor, foolish Olenski,' she added, 'all he asks is to take her back as his wife!'

'Good God!' cried Newland, jumping up.

'You are horrified? Of course I do not defend him. But just think what she is giving up if she stays here! Palaces, jewels, art, priceless furniture, music, brilliant conversation – forgive me, my dear young man, but one does not find that here. The truth is, Mr Archer, I have heard of your influence over dear Ellen, and I hoped I might count on your support – to persuade you...'

'That she ought to go back? I would rather see her dead!' cried the young man violently.

'Ah,' said Mrs Manson calmly. 'Am I to understand you prefer that?' She pointed to a huge bunch of expensive flowers on the sofa, with Beaufort's card just visible. 'After all, marriage is marriage... and my niece is still a wife...'

At that moment Ellen appeared in the doorway.

'We were saying, my dear,' smiled Mrs Manson, 'here is something a fond admirer has sent you.'

Madame Olenska turned, saw the flowers, and a silent anger seemed to run through her. She rang for her servant and told her to take them to a neighbour who was ill. 'Take them at once!' she cried. 'I don't want them in the house!' She turned to Newland. 'Mr Archer, my aunt is just leaving. Would you take her to the carriage? I'll leave myself when the carriage comes back.'

When he returned, the Countess was sitting by the fire.

'Your aunt thinks you will go back to your husband,' he said.

'Many cruel things have been believed of me.'

'Oh Ellen – forgive me – I'm a fool!'

'I know you have your own troubles. You think the Wellands are unreasonable about your marriage, and of course I agree with you.' He realized she was changing the subject.

'Yes. I went south to ask May to shorten the engagement. We had an honest talk, our first, in fact. She thinks my impatience is a bad sign. She thinks it means I want to marry her at once to get away from someone whom I – care for more.'

'But if she thinks that, why isn't she in a hurry too?'

'Because she's not like that. She's so much nobler. She has offered to give me up, for the other woman.'

Madame Olenska looked into the fire for some time. Down the quiet street Newland could hear her horses returning.

'That is noble,' she said.

'Yes. But I don't intend to marry anyone else.'

'Ah.' There was another long pause. 'This other woman – does she love you?'

'Oh, there's no other woman. I mean, the person May was thinking of was never—'

'Then why, after all, are you in such a hurry to marry?'

'There's your carriage,' said Newland.

'Yes, I should go. I am expected at Mrs Struthers'. I must go where I am invited, or I shall be too lonely.' She smiled a little.

Newland did not want her to leave. 'May guessed the truth,' he said. 'There is another woman – but not the one she thinks.'

She did not answer, and did not move. He sat down beside her and took her hand. But she jumped up and freed her hand.

'Don't make love to me! Too many men have done that!'

It was the bitterest thing she could have said to him.

'I have never made love to you, and I never shall. But you are the woman I would have married if it had been possible.'
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'You are the woman I would have married if it had been possible,' said Newland.

'But it's you who've made it impossible!' she cried.

He stared at her, his mind full of darkness in which there was a single point of blinding light.

'I've made it impossible?'

'You, you, you!' Her lips were trembling. 'You made me give up the idea of divorce, to spare my family the publicity, the scandal. And because my family was going to become your family, I did what you told me. I did it for you, and for May!'

'Good God!' he cried. 'And I thought... oh, don't ask me what I thought!'

She blushed deeply. 'But I do ask you.'

'There were accusations in your husband's letter...'

'I had nothing to fear from that letter, absolutely nothing! All I feared was to bring scandal on the family, on you and May.'

'Good God!' he cried again, putting his face in his hands.

The silence that followed lay on them like a gravestone, and it seemed to Newland that nothing would ever lift that load from his heart. He did not move, or raise his head from his hands.

'At least I loved you!' he said, out of the darkness.

On the other side of the room, he heard a sound like a child crying softly. He ran to her.

'Ellen! What madness is this? Why are you crying? Nothing's done that can't be undone. I'm still free, and you're going to be.' He had her in his arms, her face like a wet flower at his lips. Why, oh why, had he stood for five minutes arguing with her across the room, when just touching her made everything so simple?

She gave him back all his kiss, but after a moment he felt her stiffening in his arms, and she put him aside.

'Ah, my poor Newland – I suppose this had to happen. But it doesn't change things in the least.'

'It changes the whole of life for me.'

'No, it mustn't, it can't. You're engaged to May Welland, and I'm married to the Count.'

Newland stood up. 'Nonsense! It's too late for that sort of thing. We've no right to lie to other people or ourselves.'

'You say that because it's the easiest thing to say at the moment. In reality it's too late to do anything but what we'd both decided on. You see, from the very beginning I realized how kind, how noble you were. Very good people don't impress me – I feel they've never been tempted. But you know, you understand, you've felt the world outside, tempting you with its golden hands – and yet you won't accept happiness bought with cruelty. That's better, nobler, than anything I've ever known.'

She spoke quietly, without tears, and each word burnt its way into Newland's heart. 'Don't let us undo what you've done!' she cried. 'I can't go back now to that other way of thinking. I can't love you unless I give you up.'

They remained, facing each other, divided by the distance her words had created. Suddenly, he was angry. 'And Beaufort? Is he to replace me? You're seeing him this evening, aren't you?'

'I shall not go out this evening,' she said calmly.

'You tell me you're lonely – I've no right to keep you from your friends,' he said bitterly.

'I shan't be lonely now. I was lonely, I was afraid. But the emptiness and darkness are gone now.'

He turned away, with a sense of complete exhaustion.

At that moment the doorbell rang, and a minute later the servant came in with a telegram for the Countess. It said:

GRANDMOTHER'S TELEGRAM SUCCESSFUL. PARENTS AGREE WEDDING AFTER EASTER. TOO HAPPY FOR WORDS AND LOVE YOU DEARLY. YOUR GRATEFUL MAY




Half an hour later, when Newland unlocked his own front door, he found a similar telegram waiting for him in the hall, saying:

PARENTS AGREE WEDDING TUESDAY AFTER EASTER GRACE CHURCH. SO HAPPY. LOVE MAY

He started laughing wildly and could not stop. He was making so much noise that his sister came out of her bedroom.

'Newland, whatever is the matter? It's very late!'

'Nothing's the matter, Janey, except that I'm going to be married in a month!'

Janey fell on his neck and pressed him to her thin chest. 'Oh, Newland, how wonderful! I'm so glad! But why do you keep on laughing? Do stop, or you'll wake Mother.'



dutiful adj. doing what you are expected to do and behaving in a loyal and obedient way 尽本分的，恭顺的

the depths of winter the middle of winter, especially when it is very cold 隆冬

freezing adj. very cold 极冷的

defenceless adj. weak and unable to protect yourself from attack or harm 无防卫能力的，无助的

historical adj. relating to the past 历史的

stiff adj. firm, hard, or difficult to bend 硬的

temptation n. the desire to do something that you know is wrong 诱惑

bitterly adv. in a way that someone or something makes you very unhappy, or shows that you are very unhappy 愤恨地

sunrise n. the time when the sun first appears in the morning 黎明，拂晓

unimaginably adv. in a way that is hard to imagine 不能想象地

burst out to suddenly say something in a forceful way 突然说出，大声喊叫

once and for all if you deal with something once and for all, you deal with it completely and finally 一劳永逸地，一次了结地

take one's breath away to be extremely exciting 使某人惊讶得透不过气来

public opinion the opinions or beliefs that ordinary people have about a particular subject 公众舆论

plainly adv. honestly, and without trying to hide the truth 坦率地

think for oneself to have ideas and thoughts of your own rather than believing what other people say 独立思考

priceless adj. extremely valuable 无价的，稀世之珍的

count on to depend on someone or something, especially in a difficult situation 指望，依靠

doorway n. the space where a door opens into a room or building 门道，门口

shorten v. to make something shorter 缩短

noble adj. being courageous and honest, thinking about other people 高尚的

blinding adj. so bright or strong that you cannot see properly 炫目的，使人眼花缭乱的

publicity n. the attention that someone or something gets from newspapers, television etc 舆论

gravestone n. a stone above a grave showing details of the person buried there 墓碑石

stiffen v. if you stiffen, your body suddenly becomes firm, straight, or still because you feel angry or anxious 变得绷紧

replace v. to start doing something instead of another person, or start being used instead of another thing 取代

emptiness n. a feeling of great sadness and loneliness 空虚

exhaustion n. extreme tiredness 精疲力竭

Easter n. a Christian holy day in March or April when Christians remember the death of Christ and his return to life 复活节


5
梅让纽兰大感意外

在海班克，纽兰一直是位尽本分的客人。直至周日午餐过后，他才借了一辆马车，驾车前往斯库特克利夫。

范德卢顿夫妇的乡间大宅从不让人觉得特别舒适，而此时正值隆冬，越发显得冰冷。开门的用人告诉纽兰，范德卢顿太太和伯爵夫人去做礼拜了。纽兰说他会步行去教堂见两位夫人。

沿着小路走时，他瞥见一个穿着红色大衣的身影正朝自己走来，不由欣喜万分。他急忙赶上前去，奥兰斯卡夫人不由立即止住脚步，微笑相迎。

“啊，你来了！”她说着向他伸出手，“范德卢顿太太还要去拜访几位朋友，所以就我一个人了。”

红色大衣让埃伦显得格外漂亮，很像从前的她。他回答说：“我来看看你在逃避些什么。”

她的笑容消失了，不过她回答说：“你很快就会明白。”之后，她稍为露出欢容，补充道：“现在有你在这里保护我，那又有什么关系呢？”

他涨红了脸，抓住她的衣袖问：“埃伦，出什么事了？你必须告诉我。”

“哦，我们先来一次赛跑！我的脚都要冻僵了！”她从他身边跑开，红色大衣在白雪的映衬下非常耀眼。纽兰在她身后追赶，在一棵树下追上了她，两人笑了起来。

她抬头望着他，笑着说：“我就知道你会来。”

“那说明你希望我来。”他回答说，心因为喜悦而狂跳不已。

他们一起往前踱步。大地仿佛在他们脚下欢唱，天空闪耀着一种神秘的光彩。

过了一会儿，她说：“梅要求你照顾我的。”

“我用不着谁来要求。”

“啊——你们所有人一定把我想得太可怜、太无助、太不能保护自己了！不过，这儿的女人好像并没有这种需要。”

他沉声问：“什么样的需要？”

“啊，你别问我！我不懂你的语言。”

他佇立在小径上，低头望着她。“如果我和你没有共同语言，那我来这儿干什么？”

“哦，我的朋友……！”她把手轻轻地放在他的手臂上。

“埃伦，你为什么不告诉我发生了什么事？”

“我会告诉你的，但是在哪里告诉你呢？在那个巨大的房子里，老是有用人进出各个房间，想独自呆上一会儿都办不到！美国家宅中就没有让人独处的地方吗？你们都那么腼腆，同时又那么开放。”

“啊，你不喜欢我们！”纽兰难过地说。

就在这时，他们走过帕特龙府的一间古老的石屋。斯库特克利夫首任主人在三百年前建造了这间石屋，并在此居住。范德卢顿夫妇现在保留了这间石屋，并将它作为一处历史名胜展示给客人们看。

“太幸运了！”埃伦喊道，“我们可以进去，安静地谈一谈。里面还有人生起了炉火。在那里没人会打扰我们。”

他们走了进去，在明亮的炉火旁坐下。

“你写信给我的时候很不愉快。”纽兰凝视着她表情丰富的脸说。

“是啊。可你在这儿，我就不会觉得不愉快了。”

“我在这儿呆不了多久。”为了不让自己说得太多，他双唇有些僵硬了。

“我知道。不过，我只图一时快乐，我不会把事情看得太长远。”

他渐渐感受到了这些话的诱惑。他站起身望向窗外，背对着她。假如她一直逃避的原来是他，而她是想等他们在这隐秘之处单独相处时再告诉他，那该怎么办？

“埃伦，请告诉我。告诉我你在逃避谁。”

她沉默了很长一段时间，期间纽兰幻想她会悄悄走到他身后，张开轻盈的双臂搂住他的脖子。他几乎听见她的动静。他等待着，整个身心都准备好迎接这美妙的事情，可就在这时，他看见一个穿着厚重外套的男人，正沿着小路朝宅子走过来——那人正是朱利叶斯·博福特。

“啊！”纽兰猛地笑起来，说：“原来是这么回事？”

奥兰斯卡夫人跑到他身旁，悄悄把手伸进他手里。可当她看见博福特时，脸色变得煞白。“我并不知道他在这儿，”她小声说，依然握着纽兰的手，但他把手抽了回去，然后走到门厅，猛地打开小屋的门。“快进来，博福特，走这边！奥兰斯卡夫人正等着你呢！”他说。




第二天纽兰启程回纽约，途中他想起博福特时心生怨恨。博福特显然就是埃伦想逃避的那个人。他在追求她，而朱利叶斯·博福特追求漂亮女人从来只有一个目的。

接下来的两三天，时间过得非常缓慢。有时，纽兰感觉自己正被前途活埋。他没有听到埃伦的任何消息，直至第四天傍晚，才在家里收到她的一封便函。上面简短地写着：

明天傍晚过来，我一定要向你解释。

埃伦

年轻人整晚都在想那封便函。答复的方式有好几种。直至黎明时分，他终于决定了回答的方式，就是收拾几件衣服放入旅行箱，然后跳上一班当天驶往佛罗里达的轮船。

纽兰沿着圣奥古斯丁的沙面大路往前走，当他看见梅·韦兰站在那里，头发上洒满了阳光时，怀疑自己为何等了这么久才来。这里才是真实世界，这里才有属于他的生活！

“纽兰——发生什么事了吗？”她问。

“是的，我觉得我必须见见你。”他回答说。她的脸上一下子现出幸福的红晕。他们坐在橘树下的一张长凳上。他伸出胳膊搂住她的腰并亲吻她。这感觉就像在炎热的夏日里喝上清凉的山泉。

他对梅的父母解释说，他过来是因为他感觉自己可能要感冒。对于健康的一切忧虑，韦兰先生感同身受，因此他坚持要纽兰留下和他们待上至少一个星期，以防止他得病。

在佛罗里达温暖的日光下，他和梅一起散步、读书、划船。他无时无刻不在想着他们的婚礼，但它似乎是难以想象地遥不可及。

他离开前的一天，他们又来到橘树林中散步。他突然脱口而出：“梅，难道你不明白吗？我希望让我们的梦想变成现实！我希望你成为我的妻子，不用等到以后，现在就嫁给我！我想今年就结婚，不要等到明年！”

梅沉默了片刻。然后，她用清澈的眼睛直视着他，说道：“我不敢肯定自己是否真的明白。这是否——是否因为你没有把握会继续喜欢我呢？”

纽兰震惊，他说：“我的天——也许吧——我不知道。”两人一时间都沉默不语。

“如果那是真的——那么，我们之间是否有第三个人？我们坦率地谈谈吧，纽兰。自从我们订婚的消息宣布之后，我感觉你变了。”

“亲爱的，你在胡说些什么？”他挤出这句话。

“我们谈论一下也无妨。犯错极其容易——任何人都会。”

“假如我犯了你说的那种错误，我会求你快点儿嫁给我吗？”

她默想片刻，终于说道：“会，你也许想——一劳永逸地解决这个问题。”

她的镇定和睿智让他大吃一惊，但他可以看出这对她来说是多么痛苦。她接着说：“你知道，一位姑娘能看通的，比她父母所想象的要多。我早就知道你过去的生活中曾有一个人。我见过她一次——那时她脸色很悲伤，我为她感到难过——后来我们订婚时我还记得。”

“亲爱的——你说的就是那件事啊？你要是知道真相就好了！”

“这么说，还有我不知道的真相？”

“我的意思是说，那段往事的真相。”

“可我就是想知道那件事的真相。纽兰，我不能把自己的幸福建立在对另一个女人的不公平之上！我明白，当两个人真心相爱，他们也许不得不违背公众舆论。如果你觉得自己……对那个女人有任何许诺……又假如有什么办法让你能够履行自己的承诺……甚至通过让她离婚的方法，那么，纽兰，不要因为我而抛弃她！”

他从未像此时此刻那样对梅充满钦佩之情。她如此坦率地讲话，这是多么有勇气啊！而且，她居然提出放弃他以成全他以前的情人，这是多么慷慨大度啊！可是，即便她聪慧至此，却依然没有看出他此刻因何事而烦恼。

“根本没有你想的那种承诺，但我很喜欢你这么说。我是说，每个女人都有权得到自由——”他停下来，为自己想到的事情吃了一惊。

梅转过头来望着他，脸色泛红。他低下头去吻她，发现她双眼噙满了幸福的泪水。有那么一会儿，纽兰看到了一个能够独立思考、准备挣脱社会约束的女人。但下一刻眼前人又变回从前那个行规矩步的梅，这让他感到失望。她似乎觉察到他的失望，但却不知道该对此做些什么。两人默默无语地走回家去。




纽兰返回纽约两天后拜访了曼森·明戈特老太太，想游说她运用对韦兰夫妇的影响力，把他和梅的婚礼日期提前。她被他的急切逗乐了，所以同意帮忙。前去看望奶奶的伯爵夫人正好也在场，她听着这番谈话，神情若有所思。之后，她陪纽兰走到前门，他们单独待了几分钟。

“我什么时候可以去见你？”他小声问。

“什么时间都行。不过，如果你想再看看那所小房子，就一定要快。下个星期我就要搬家了。”

那一瞬间，他仿佛又回到她客厅里，身处于异域风情的气氛中。“明晚怎么样？”他问。

“明天，好吧，不过要早些，晚点我要外出。”




他到她家的时候才八点半。在客厅里，他见到了埃伦的姑妈梅多拉·曼森。她去了长途旅行，刚自古巴回来。她和他打了招呼。在他们等着埃伦时，她说自己带了一封伯爵的信，要交给她的侄女。“是啊，我那可怜的傻瓜奥兰斯基，”她又说，“他只要她回去，继续当他的妻子！”

“我的天！”纽兰喊道，并跳了起来。

“你吓坏了？当然我不会替他辩解。可是，如果她继续留在这里，想想她要放弃些什么！宫殿、珠宝、艺术、价值连城的家具、音乐和聪敏的谈话——请原谅，亲爱的年轻人，那些东西这里一样都没有。阿彻先生，事实上我听说你对亲爱的埃伦很有影响力，因此我希望能得到你的支持——让你确信……”

“确信她应该回去？那我宁愿看她去死！”年轻人激动地喊。

“啊。”曼森太太平静地说，“你是要我相信，你宁愿让她去死吗？”她指指沙发上一大束昂贵的花，当眼处放着博福特的名片。“婚姻毕竟是婚姻……我侄女现在仍然是别人的妻子……”

正说着，埃伦出现在门口。

“我们正在说，亲爱的，”曼森太太笑着说，“这是有个仰慕者给你送来的东西。”

奥兰斯卡夫人转过身，看见了那束花，一股无声的愤怒仿佛在她体内流窜。她拉铃叫来用人，让她把花送给隔壁生病的邻居。“立刻把花送走！”她大声说，“我不要在家里看见这东西！”她转身对纽兰说：“阿彻先生，我姑妈刚刚要走，请你把她送上马车，好吗？等马车回来的时候我再走。”

他回来的时候，伯爵夫人正坐在炉火旁。

“你姑妈认为你会回到你丈夫的身边。”他说。

“人们相信我会接受很多残忍的事情。”

“哦，埃伦——请原谅——我是个傻瓜！”

“我知道你有自己的烦恼。你觉得韦兰夫妇对你的婚事不通情理，我当然赞同你的意见。”他意识到她在转换话题。

“是的。我去了南方，要求梅缩短订婚期。我们俩坦率地谈了一次，事实上这是我们头一回如此坦率地谈。她认为我的急不可耐是一种不好的征兆。她觉得，我想立刻同她结婚，是为了逃避某人——一个我更喜欢的人。”

“可如果她是那样想的话，干吗不也急着结婚呢？”

“因为她不是那种人，她要高尚得多。她提出要为另外那个女人而放弃我。”

奥兰斯卡夫人凝视了炉火好一会儿。纽兰听见下面安静的街道上，传来她的马返回的声音。

“那确实很高尚。”她说。

“是的。不过，我并不打算娶别人。”

“噢。”她又静默了好一会儿，“这另外那个女人——她爱你吗？”

“啊，根本就没有另外一个女人。我是说，梅所想象的那个人从来都没——”

“那你究竟为何这样急着结婚呢？”

“你的马车来了。”纽兰说。

“是啊，我得走了。我约好了去斯特拉瑟斯太太家。我必须接受别人的邀约，不然我会太孤单。”她略微笑了笑。

纽兰不想让她离开。“梅猜对了，”他说，“确实有另外一个女人——但不是她想的那一位。”

她没有答话，也没有动。他坐到她身边，抓住她的手。可她却跳起来把手挣脱。

“可别向我求爱！太多男人这样做了！”

这是她能够跟他说的最尖刻的话了。

“我从来没向你求过爱，今后也不会。但是，假如有可能的话，你才是我想要娶的女人。”

“可正是你让这变得不可能！”她喊道。

他睁大眼睛看着她，在一片昏暗的思绪中，有一点炫目的光。

“是我让这一切变得不可能？”

“是你，是你，是你！”她的嘴唇在颤抖，“是你让我放弃离婚的想法，好让我的家族避开舆论和丑闻。因为你将会成为我家族的一员，所以我按照你说的做了。我这样做是为了你，为了梅！”

“我的天！”他叫道，“我当时想的是……噢，别问我想的是什么！”

她脸涨得通红：“可我确实问了你。”

“你丈夫的信里有些指责……”

“那封信里没有什么让我害怕的内容，绝对没有！我担心的就只有给家族，给你和梅，带来丑闻。”

“我的天！”他又一次叫道，并用双手捂住了脸。

随后的沉默像墓碑石一样压在他们身上，而对纽兰来说，似再没有任何东西能够卸去他心头的重负。他没有动，头也没有从双手上抬起。

“至少我爱过你！”他的话语划破了那片黑暗。

他听见房间的另一头有一声孩子般的抽噎。他跑到她身边。

“埃伦！你疯了么？你哭什么？没有覆水难收这回事。我还是自由身，你不久也是。”他用胳膊搂住她，他唇下那张脸就像被打湿的花朵。为什么，噢，为什么他竟然站了五分钟时间，在屋子另一头与她争论？原来只要一碰触她就能使一切变得如此简单。

她回应他的吻。但过了一会儿，他觉得她在他怀中变得绷紧，接着她把他推到一边。

“啊，我可怜的纽兰——我想这一切注定会发生，但这丝毫改变不了现实。”

“它改变我的整个生活。”

“不，那不应该，也不可能。你已经和梅·韦兰订了婚，而我还维持着和伯爵的婚姻关系。”

纽兰站了起来，他说：“瞎说！说这种话已经太晚了。我们没有权利欺骗他人、欺骗自己。”

“你讲这样的话，是因为眼下这样说最容易。事实上，除了我们两个已经作出的决定，要做其他事已经太晚了。听我说，从一开始我就知道你是多么善良、多么高尚。大好人不能打动我——我觉得他们从未被诱惑过。但是你明白，你理解。你体验过外面的世界用金手诱惑你的滋味——然而，你不接受用冷酷换取的幸福。这比我所知的一切都更好、更高尚。”

她止住泪水，静静地说着，每个字都烙在了纽伦的心头。“我们还是不要改变你已经做了的事吧！”她大声说，“我现在不能回头去那样想了。只有放弃你，我才能爱你。”

他们依旧面对着面，但已然被她这番话制造的距离分隔开了。他突然觉得很生气。“那么是博福特？他会取代我的位置？你今晚要去见他，对吗？”

“我今天晚上不出去了。”她平静地说。

“你告诉我你很孤单——我没有权利让你离开你的朋友们。”他愤愤地说。

“现在我不孤单了。我曾经孤单过，也曾经恐惧过，但现在空虚与黑暗的感觉已然消散。”

他背过脸去，有一种精疲力竭的感觉。

就在此刻，门铃响了。一分钟之后，用人走进来，手里拿着一封给伯爵夫人的电报。上面写着：

外婆电报奏效。爸妈同意复活节后结婚。幸福难言。爱你。你感恩的梅。




半个小时之后，纽兰打开自己家的前门，他在门厅里见到了一封内容相近的电报在等着他，上面写着：

爸妈同意复活节后的周二在格雷斯教堂举行婚礼。很高兴。爱你的梅。

他不能自已地狂笑起来。他妹妹听见笑声，从卧室里走了出来。

“纽兰，究竟怎么啦？已经很晚了！”

“没什么，珍妮，再过一个月我就要结婚了！”

珍妮紧紧搂着他的脖子，把他按到自己瘦弱的胸前。“哦，纽兰，太好了！我真高兴！可是，你为什么笑个不停？别笑了，不然会吵醒妈妈的。”


6
THE WEDDING AND BEYOND

The sun shone weakly down on Grace Church, and a light spring wind blew dust everywhere. Inside the church almost every seat was taken, and in the centre stood the bridegroom and his best man, waiting for the bride to arrive.

Newland was familiar with the preparations necessary for a fashionable New York wedding, as he had often been a best man himself at his friends' weddings. For his own wedding he had obeyed all his best man's commands, following his instructions down to the last detail. It was easier to obey blindly than to think, to doubt, to question. 'I've sent flowers to the eight bridesmaids,' he thought, 'I've written thankyou letters for the wedding presents, paid for the use of the church, and made arrangements for the honeymoon. I think I've done everything.'

'Got the ring all right?' whispered his best man, looking pale. He was feeling the heaviness of the responsibility.

Newland did what he had seen so many bridegrooms do – feel quickly in a jacket pocket – and found the little gold ring, which had Newland to May, April 22, 1874 written inside.

He looked at the faces he knew so well in the seats all around him. 'How like a first night at the opera,' he thought, 'waiting for the curtain to rise!' He saw his mother and Janey, crying with happiness, he saw Julius Beaufort next to his beautiful wife, he saw Lawrence Lefferts, the expert on 'form'. He wondered how many social mistakes Lefferts' eager eyes would discover during the wedding, and then he suddenly remembered that he too had once thought such things important. A stormy discussion about whether the wedding presents should be put on show to the guests had darkened the last hours before the wedding, and it seemed unbelievable to him that adults could get so angry over something so meaningless. Yet there was a time when he had had just as strongly-felt opinions on such matters.

'And all the while, I suppose,' he thought, 'real people were living somewhere, and real things were happening to them...'

'She's coming!' the best man whispered excitedly, but Newland knew better. It was true the great doors had opened, but only for the arrival of May's family, not the bride herself.

As the family came in, there was a thin older woman, who almost made his heart stop beating. Medora Manson and her niece were now living in Washington, and neither of them was expected at the wedding. Newland stared hard at Medora, trying to see who came behind her. There was no one.

'Newland – I say – she's here!' said the best man.

Newland realized he had been in a kind of dream for the last few minutes, because the bride, on her father's arm, with her bridesmaids behind her, was already halfway towards him. He opened his eyes and felt his heart begin to beat normally again. The music, the flowers, the cloud-like figure all in white coming closer, all these sights and sounds, so familiar in themselves, so very strange to him today, were making him feel confused.
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The bride, on her father's arm, was already halfway towards him.

'My God,' he thought, 'have I got the ring?' and once more he did what all bridegrooms do, desperately pushing his hand down into his pocket until his fingers touched gold.

Then, in a moment, May was beside him, looking so beautiful that he stood a little straighter and smiled into her eyes.

A short time later, the ring was on her finger, and they were ready to walk through the church past their smiling friends and then out into the sunshine as man and wife. 'Your arm – give her your arm!' whispered the best man, and once more Newland came back to reality. 'What was it that set me dreaming this time?' he wondered. Perhaps it was seeing a dark-haired lady at the back of the church, who, when she turned round, was laughably unlike the person he was thinking of.

And now he and his wife were getting into the carriage. She turned to him with a brilliant smile and they held hands.

'Dearest!' said Newland – and suddenly a black hole opened up in front of him and he felt himself falling deeper and deeper into it, while his voice went on speaking smoothly and cheerfully. 'Yes, I thought I'd lost the ring – well, every bridegroom thinks that, I suppose. But you did keep me waiting, you know. I had time to think of every horror that might possibly happen.'

She surprised him by throwing her arms round his neck, right in the middle of Fifth Avenue. 'But none can ever happen now, can it, Newland, as long as we two are together?'




Newland's aunts, the du lacs, had offered the young couple their country home near Skuytercliff for the first week of the honeymoon, but when Newland and May got out of the train at the nearest station, they discovered one of the van der Luydens' servants waiting for them.

'I'm sorry, sir,' he said, 'but there's a problem with the water at the du lacs', so Mr van der Luyden has arranged for you to stay at the Patroon's house at Skuytercliff instead.'

Newland stared at the man, unable to speak, but May's eager voice broke out, covering the embarrassed silence, 'Oh, the Patroon's house will be perfect – won't it, Newland? It's so kind of the van der Luydens to think of it!'

And as they stepped into the van der Luydens' carriage, she said to Newland, 'I've never been inside it – have you? The van der Luydens opened it to show Ellen, it seems, when she was staying at Skuytercliff. She told me it's the only house she's seen in America where she could imagine being completely happy.'

'Well, that's what we're going to be, isn't it?' cried her husband, smiling brightly.

'Ah, it's just our luck beginning,' she replied, 'the wonderful luck we're always going to have together!'




After their stay at the Patroon's house, they sailed to Europe to continue their honeymoon. They spent June in Paris, so that May could order new clothes, July in the Swiss mountains, and August in a quiet little town on the northern French coast. Their final two weeks were in London, so that Newland could order his clothes. They did not go to the Italian lakes – thinking about it, Newland could not imagine his bride there. In fact, travelling interested her even less than he had expected.

Newland had decided to behave to May exactly as all his friends behaved to their wives, and to put away his thoughts about freedom for women. There was no use giving freedom to a wife who had not the smallest idea that she was not free. He knew that the fineness of May's feeling for him, and her nobility of character, made her a wife of whom he could be proud, but her insistence on obeying the rules of society worried him.

In London, at a dinner party given by some friends of Mrs Archer's, the Carfrys, they met a young Frenchman called Monsieur Rivière. Newland liked him, in spite of his thin, ugly face, and had an interesting conversation about books with him. Later, Newland suggested to May that they could invite the Frenchman to dinner, to continue the conversation.

May was surprised. 'But he's almost like the Carfrys' servant! They pay him to teach French to their nephew! Why would we invite him to dinner? Surely not, Newland!'

Newland did not protest, because he did not feel strongly enough about it. He realized, with a sudden cold feeling inside him, that in future many problems would be solved for him in this way, and he tried to find comfort in the old saying that the first six months of marriage were always the most difficult.




When they returned from their honeymoon, and moved into the well-built, expensively furnished house Mr Welland had bought for them, life became easier for Newland. He had his routine of going to the office, and then seeing some of his friends in a bar or a club, and occasionally taking May to the theatre or the opera.

But in the spring of the following year May persuaded him that they should spend August with her parents in their comfortable beach house in fashionable Newport. Newland had agreed, because he could think of no good reason for refusing, but he knew he would not enjoy it. May reminded him that when he was single, he had enjoyed spending the summer there, and he knew it was true. He was surprised to find how much his opinions had changed since then.

But he could not say that he had been mistaken in his choice of bride. May was one of the handsomest and most popular young married women in New York, and a thoughtful, sweet-tempered companion. He had trained himself to think of his feelings for her cousin as a momentary madness, as the last of a young man's attempts to find love. It now seemed unthinkable that he could have dreamed of marrying Ellen Olenska, and she remained in his memory as the saddest of a long line of ghosts.

One day, while they were in Newport, he and May visited old Mrs Manson Mingott, who had her own house there. Newland discovered from the two women's conversation that Ellen and her aunt were spending the summer with some people called the Blenkers, at Portsmouth, a much less fashionable town further north. Then old Mrs Mingott added, 'But dear Ellen's come to spend the day with me today,' and Newland's heart almost stopped beating, as it had done at his wedding.

'She's just outside, I think.' Mrs Mingott said, and she called out through the window across the garden, 'Ellen! Ellen!'

There was no answer, so Mrs Mingott rang for a servant.

'Where's the Countess Olenska?' she demanded.

'Walking down to the beach, madam,' replied the servant.

The old lady turned to Newland. 'Be a good boy – run and fetch her for me,' she said. He stood up in a kind of dream – he was seeing the little fire-lit sitting room again, and hearing the sound of Ellen's horses returning down the deserted street.

He walked down to the beach, and stopped before he reached the sand. There, in front of him, on a long grassy piece of land, was a wooden summerhouse, with windows and doors open to the warm summer air. Inside the summerhouse stood a lady, looking out to sea. 'Have I just woken up?' wondered Newland. That figure from the past was a dream, and the reality was what was waiting for him away from the beach – his young wife, dinner with the Wellands, summer with the Wellands... 'What am I? Just a son-in-law and a husband,' he thought.

The figure in the summerhouse had not moved. For a long moment the young man stood there, watching the sailing boats out at sea. The lady seemed to be held by the same sight.

'She doesn't know – she hasn't guessed,' he thought. 'Would I know if she came up behind me, I wonder?' And suddenly he told himself, 'If she doesn't turn before the red sail crosses in front of that rock, I'll go back up to the house.'

The boat with the red sail was moving out to sea with the tide. It moved slowly towards the rock, and then passed it. Newland waited until the sail was a long way past the rock, but still the figure in the summerhouse did not move.

He turned and walked up the hill to the house.




As they drove home in the gathering darkness, May said, 'I'm sorry you didn't find Ellen. I'd have liked to see her again. But perhaps she no longer cares for her friends. I mean, why give up New York and go to Washington? I wonder if she would be happier with her husband, after all.'

Newland burst into an angry laugh. 'That's cruel of you – you know she would suffer terribly if she went back to him!'

'It's a pity she ever married a foreigner, then,' said May calmly, sounding very like her mother. Newland did not reply.

That evening, at May's parents' home, he felt it was the Welland house, and the life he was expected to live in it, that had become unreal, while the short scene at the beach was as close to him as the blood in his body.

All that night he lay awake at May's side, watching the moonlight on the carpet, and thinking of Ellen Olenska.



bridegroom n. a man on his wedding day 新郎

best man a male friend or relative of the bridegroom who assists him at his wedding 伴郎

familiar with knowing something very well 熟悉……

preparation n. arrangements for something that is going to happen 准备工作

bridesmaid n. a young woman or girl who helps a bride before and during the wedding ceremony 伴娘

honeymoon n. a holiday for a man and woman who have just got married 蜜月

stormy adj. a stormy relationship, meeting etc is full of strong and often angry feelings 激烈的

darken v. to become less hopeful or positive, or to make something like this 使阴郁

halfway adv. at a middle point in space or time between two things 中途，半路上

laughably adv. in a way impossible to believe or be serious about, because it is so silly or bad 荒唐可笑地

nobility n. the quality of being noble 崇高，高尚

old saying a well-known short statement that expresses an idea most people believe is true and wise 古话，老话

thoughtful adj. always thinking of the things you can do to make people happy or comfortable 体贴的，关心别人的

sweet-tempered adj. having a character that is kind and gentle 性情温和的

momentary adj. continuing for a very short time 短暂的

unthinkable adj. impossible to accept or imagine 不可思议的，不能想象的

ghost n. the memory or effect of someone or something bad that lived, existed, or happened in the past（对过去存在或发生过的不好的事情或不好的人的）记忆，回忆

summerhouse n. a house that somebody lives in only during the summer 避暑别墅

moonlight n. the light of the moon 月光


6
婚礼及其后

阳光淡淡地铺洒在格雷斯教堂上，春日的轻风将灰尘吹得到处都是。教堂里几乎座无虚席，教堂中央站着新郎和他的伴郎，他们正在等待新娘的到来。

对于要在纽约举行一个时尚婚礼所需要的准备工作，纽兰了然于胸，因为他之前经常在朋友们的婚礼上担任伴郎。等到他自己的婚礼，他服从伴郎的各项指令，一字不差地予以执行。盲从往往比思考、怀疑和质询要轻松得多。他想：“我已经把花送给八位伴娘，为结婚礼物写好答谢信，支付了使用教堂的费用，并为度蜜月作好安排。我想，我已经完成了一切任务。”

“戒指放好了吗？”伴郎小声问，脸色看起来有些苍白。他感觉到了自己所肩负的重担。

纽兰做了个他见很多新郎都做过的动作——他在外套口袋里快速摸了摸，然后找到了那枚小小的金戒指，戒指内圈上刻着“纽兰致梅，1874年4月22日”。

他看了看周围座位上那一张张熟悉的面孔。“多像歌剧院的第一夜演出，”他想，“正在等待帷幕升起！”他看见了高兴得直抹眼泪的母亲和珍妮，看见了坐在漂亮妻子身旁的朱利叶斯·博福特，还看见了熟稔“礼仪”的专家劳伦斯·莱弗茨。他很好奇，在这场婚礼中，莱弗茨那双热切的眼睛会挑出多少在社交场合犯的错误。接着，他突然想起自己也曾把这些事情看得非常重要。关于是否应该向宾客们展示结婚礼物，他们激烈争论，在婚礼前的最后时刻吵得昏天黑地。一群成年人竟然会为这样毫无意义的事情而大动肝火，这让纽兰感到难以置信。然而，曾几何时，他也曾对这些事情持有同样强烈的看法。

“我始终认为，”他想，“在某个地方，还生活着真实的人，他们正经历着真实的事……”

“她来了！”伴郎兴奋地低声说，但纽兰比他更清楚。大门确实是打开了，不过来的是梅的家人，而不是新娘本人。

新娘家人鱼贯而入，其中一位年纪稍长的瘦削女士，几乎让纽兰的心停止了跳动。梅多拉·曼森和她的侄女现在住在华盛顿，没人料到她们会来参加婚礼。纽兰使劲地盯着梅多拉，想看看她后面是谁，结果发现她身后没人。

“纽兰——我说——她来了！”伴郎说。

纽兰这才意识到刚才的几分钟里自己恍若梦中，因为此时新娘已经行至半途。她挽着父亲的手臂，身后跟着各位伴娘。他睁开眼睛，感觉心跳开始恢复正常。伴随着乐曲和鲜花，那身着一袭白衣、如云般的身影向他走来。所有这些情景和声音原本是那样熟悉，今天对他来说却异常陌生，让他觉得纷繁杂乱。

“天哪！”他想，“我带戒指了吗？”他又一次重复了所有新郎都会做的动作，拼命把手插入口袋中，直至触摸到金戒指为止。

转眼之间，梅已经来到他身旁。她看起来是如此美丽，他挺直身子，看着她的眼睛微笑。

片刻之后，戒指戴到了她手指上。接着他们已准备好以夫妻的身份，从面带笑容的友人面前走出教堂，踏进阳光之中。“你的胳膊——把你的胳膊伸给她！”伴郎悄声说，这让纽兰再一次回到了现实。“这次又是什么把我带入梦幻之境呢？”他心中纳闷。也许是因为瞥见教堂后面的一位黑发女士。可笑的是，当那位女士转过身来，却与他想起的那个人相差千里。

此刻，他和妻子正准备登上马车，她转向他，面带灿烂的笑容，两人的手握在了一起。

“亲爱的！”纽兰说——突然，他面前出现了一个黑色的深渊，他感到自己跌入其中，越陷越深。与此同时，他的嗓音却依然流畅而愉快地响着：“是啊，我以为我弄丢了戒指——好吧，我想每个新郎都会那样想的。不过你知道，你确实让我等，让我有时间去想可能发生的各种可怕的事。”

令他惊讶的是，就在第五大道的正中间，她伸出双臂搂住了他的脖子。“可是纽兰，只要我们俩在一起，任何可怕的事都不会发生了，对吗？”




杜拉克家的几位姨妈把她们位于斯库特克利夫附近的乡间别墅腾出来，给纽兰和新婚太太在那里度过蜜月的第一周。纽兰和梅在离别墅最近的车站下了火车后，却发现范德卢顿夫妇家的一位用人正在等他们。

“非常抱歉，先生。”他说，“杜拉克家的供水出了点问题，因此范德卢顿先生安排你们改住到斯库特克利夫的帕特龙府。”

纽兰盯着来人，不知说什么好。梅用热情洋溢的声音打破了令人尴尬的沉默：“噢，去帕特龙府正好——对吗，纽兰？范德卢顿夫妇帮我们想到这地方，真是太好了！”

他们踏入范德卢顿夫妇的马车时，梅对纽兰说：“我还从没进过那房子呢——你去过吗？范德卢顿夫妇好像把那房子开放给埃伦看，就是她呆在斯库特克利夫的时候。她告诉我，在美国见到的房子中，这是唯一一所让她觉得可以在里面幸福生活的住宅。”

“嗯，我们将会非常幸福的，对吗？”她丈夫大声说，并绽放出灿烂的笑容。

“啊，我们的幸运将由这里开始，”她回答说，“幸福之神将永远眷顾我们！”

在帕特龙府住了一周后，他们乘船前往欧洲继续蜜月旅行。六月份时，他们住在巴黎，让梅定做新衣服；七月份去了瑞士的山区，八月份则待在法国北部海岸一个宁静的小镇。他们蜜月旅行的最后两周在伦敦度过，好让纽兰定做自己的新衣服。他们没有去意大利的湖区——纽兰，无法设想妻子会去那儿。事实上，她对旅行的兴趣甚至比纽兰预料的还要小。

纽兰决定要依足朋友们对待妻子那样对待梅，把自己那些关于女性自由的想法抛诸脑后。解放一位丝毫不觉得自己不自由的妻子是毫无意义的。纽兰明白，梅对他的似水柔情，她的高尚品格，足以使身为丈夫的他感到自豪，然而她对社交规则的恪守让他觉得忧虑。

在伦敦的时候，他们参加了阿彻太太的朋友卡弗莱一家为他们举行的晚宴。在那里，他们邂逅了一个叫做里维埃的年轻法国男人。尽管里维埃长着一张瘦削难看的脸，但纽兰很喜欢他，并跟他就一些书进行了有趣的交谈。后来，纽兰向梅提议，他们可以邀请那个法国人来吃晚饭，继续谈书。

梅颇感意外，她说：“可他简直就像是卡弗莱家的用人！他们聘请他给他们的侄子教授法语。我们为什么要邀请他来吃晚饭？当然不行，纽兰！”

纽兰没有提出异议，因为他对此愿望并不强烈。可他忽然感到一阵寒心。他意识到，将来许多问题都会以这种方式解决。他试着从一句古话中寻找慰藉：婚姻生活中的头六个月总是最为艰难的时期。




他们蜜月归来后搬进了韦兰先生为他们购买的房子，一幢建造精良、并放置了许多昂贵家具的住宅，生活对于纽兰来说变得愈发安逸。他又照惯例去事务所工作，然后在酒吧或俱乐部里和朋友碰面，偶尔也带着梅去看戏或是听歌剧。

但到了第二年春天，梅游说纽兰随同她的父母前往大受欢迎的纽波特度过八月，梅的父母在那里拥有一座舒适的海滨小屋。纽兰同意了，因为他想不出任何正当的理由来拒绝，但他知道自己不会喜欢这种安排。梅提醒他，说当他还是单身时，他很喜欢去那里度过夏季，他也明白这是事实。可从那以后，他的想法竟然已经发生了如此大的改变，他为此大吃一惊。

但他并不能说自己选错了新娘。梅是纽约最美丽、最受欢迎的已婚年轻女性之一，而且还是一个虑事周全、性情温和的伴侣。他已能克制自己，认定自己对她表姐的感觉是一阵短暂的疯狂，是一个年轻人试图寻找爱情的最后努力。想起自己曾梦想着娶埃伦·奥兰斯卡，实在是不可思议。她只是那一长串记忆中最愁苦的那一个。

在纽波特期间，一天，他和梅去拜访曼森·明戈特老太太，她本人在那里也有住宅。纽兰从两位女士的交谈中获悉，埃伦和她姑妈，以及一家叫布伦克斯的，正在普茨茅斯消夏，那是一座靠北且不太受欢迎的城镇。接着，明戈特老太太说：“不过，亲爱的埃伦今天来和我呆了一天。”纽兰的心几乎停止了跳动，就像在他婚礼上的那次一样。

“我想，她就在外面。”明戈特太太说完，隔着窗户朝花园那头大声喊道，“埃伦！埃伦！”

没有回答，于是明戈特太太拉铃叫来了用人。

“奥兰斯卡伯爵夫人在哪儿？”她问。

“她走路去下面海滩，夫人。”用人回答说。

老太太转向纽兰，对他说：“好孩子——跑去把她给我追回来。”他站起身，仿佛身处梦境一般——他再次看见了炉火映照的小客厅，听到了埃伦的马车沿着空荡荡的街道返回的声音。

他一路朝下面的海滩走去，到达沙滩之前却停住了脚步。在他面前一片长长的草地上有一座用木头盖的避暑别墅，门窗都开着，迎进夏日的暖风。别墅里站着一位女士，注视着外面的大海。“我刚从梦中醒来吗？”纽兰心想。过去的那个人影只是一场梦，而现实则在海滩之外等着他——他年轻的妻子、和韦兰一家的聚餐、和韦兰一家共度的夏天……“我是什么人？不过是一个女婿和丈夫。”他想。

别墅里的人影纹丝不动。年轻人在那里站了很久，凝视着海上航行的帆船。那位女士仿佛也被同样的景色吸引住。

“她不知道——她猜不到。”他想。“如果是她出现在我身后，我会不会知道呢？”突然他自言自语地说：“如果在红色帆船越过那块礁石之前她没有转过身来，我就回到房子里去。”

红色帆船随着潮水滑行，慢慢地驶向礁石，然后越过去。纽兰等待着，直到帆船离开礁石很长一段距离，小屋里的人影依然没动。

他转身朝山上的房子走去。




他们在渐浓的夜色中驱车回家时，梅说道：“真遗憾你没有找到埃伦。我本来想再见见她的，可是她也许不在意她的朋友们了。我是说，为什么要放弃纽约去华盛顿呢？我终究还是疑惑，她跟她丈夫在一起是不是会更快活一些。”

纽兰爆发出一阵充满怒意的笑声：“你太残忍了——你知道，如果她回到丈夫身边，会遭受痛苦的折磨！”

“她嫁给外国人本来就是个遗憾。”梅平静地说，语气酷似她的母亲。纽兰没有出声。

那天傍晚，在梅的父母家里，他感觉到韦兰的家和他在这个家里所被期望过的那种生活变得虚幻；而海滨那短暂的一幕，却像他身体里的血液一样与他密不可分。

晚上，他躺在梅的身边，看着映在地毯上的月光，想着埃伦·奥兰斯卡，一夜未眠。


7
NEWLAND IN BOSTON

The next day Newland told May he was going to see about buying a new horse for her carriage, and drove north to Portsmouth. He found the Blenkers' house, but Ellen was not there. The Blenkers told him she had received a telegram the day before, and gone to Boston, where she would be staying at the Parker House Hotel.

When he returned to Newport, he told May he had urgent business in Boston. He was ashamed of the way he was able to lie so easily, but it had to be done. He travelled all night, by boat and train, and arrived in a hot and dirty midsummer Boston.

After having breakfast at a hotel, he sent a messenger to the Parker House Hotel with a note for Countess Olenska. The man returned after ten minutes. 'The lady was out, sir,' he said.

'It must be a mistake!' thought Newland. 'How could she be out so early? How stupid of me not to send a note earlier!'

He went out, and as he started to walk across the park towards Ellen's hotel, he saw her, sitting on a bench under a tree. Her head was bent low, and she looked quite miserable. He came a step nearer, and she turned and saw him.

'Oh!' she said, her face breaking into a slow smile of wonder and happiness, and she made room for him on the bench.

'I'm here on business – just got here,' Newland explained. 'But what on earth are you doing here?' He had really no idea what he was saying; he seemed to be shouting to her across endless distances; he thought she might disappear again before he could reach her.

'I'm here on business too,' she answered.

'You do your hair differently now,' he said, his heart beating wildly as he looked at her.

'Differently? No, it's the best I can do without my servant.'

'You didn't bring her? You're staying alone at the hotel?'

She looked at him, with a little challenging smile in her eyes. 'Does that seem so dangerous to you?'

'No, not dangerous, but—'

'But unusual? I see, I suppose it is. I hadn't thought of it, because I've just done something so much more unusual.' Her eyes still watched him with a little challenge. 'I've just refused to take back some money – which belonged to me.'

Newland jumped up and moved a step or two away. Then he came back and stood in front of her.

'Someone – has come here to meet you – with this offer?'

'Yes.'

'And you refused, because of the conditions?'

'I refused,' she said after a moment.

He sat down by her again. 'What were the conditions?'

'Oh, they were not demanding. Just to sit at the head of his dinner table now and then.'

There was another silence. Newland was searching for the right words. 'He wants you back – at any price.'

'A considerable price. At least, it's considerable for me.'

'You came to Boston in order to meet him?'

She stared, and then laughed. 'Meet him – my husband? Here? He spends his summers in more fashionable places.'

'He sent someone to you, with a letter?'

'Not a letter, just a message. He hardly ever writes to me.'

Newland blushed, thinking of the accusation in the only letter he knew the Count had written to her. 'Why is that?'

'Why should he write? What are secretaries for?'

The young man's blush deepened, and he was about to ask, 'Did he send his secretary, the one you ran away with?' But he stopped, in order to spare Ellen the embarrassment of replying.

'The messenger has insisted on waiting until this evening,' added Madame Olenska, smiling, 'in case I change my mind.'

'And you came out here to think things over?'

'I came out for a breath of air. The hotel's too hot. I'm taking the afternoon train back to Portsmouth.'

They sat silent, not looking at each other. Finally she turned her eyes again to his face and said, 'You've not changed.'

He felt like saying, 'I had, until I saw you again,' but instead he stood up suddenly and looked round at the untidy park.

'This is horrible. Why don't we go out in a boat? It will be cooler on the water. We could take the boat to Point Arley and back.' She looked up at him hesitatingly and he went on, 'There won't be many people on the boat. My train for New York doesn't leave until the evening. Why shouldn't we?' Suddenly he broke out, 'Haven't we done all we can?'

'Oh!' she whispered. 'You mustn't say things like that to me.'

'I'll say anything you like; or nothing. What harm can it do to anybody? All I want is to listen to you.'

She took a little gold watch from her pocket.

'Oh, don't think about time!' he cried. 'Give me the day! Come now, at once! It's a hundred years since we last met – it may be another hundred before we meet again.'

Her anxious eyes were on his face. 'Why didn't you come down to the beach to fetch me, the day I was at Grandmother's?'

'Because you didn't look round. I wanted you to look round.' He laughed at the childishness of his behaviour.

'But I deliberately didn't look round. I knew it was you. I recognized your carriage when you drove up to the house. So I went down to the beach.'

'To get away from me as far as you could?'

She repeated softly, 'To get away from you as far as I could.'

He laughed again. 'Well, you see it's no use. I may as well tell you that I came here to find you. And I have found you. But look here, we must start or we'll miss our boat.'

They went back to the hotel, so that Madame Olenska could leave a note for the messenger. While Newland waited for her, he watched the stream of people passing in and out of the hotel. 'They all look so like each other,' he thought. And then suddenly came a face which was different from the rest – the face of a young man, pale with heat, or worry, or both. 'Probably a foreign businessman,' thought Newland, and then forgot about him.

When she came out, they took a taxi to the harbour, and were soon on a boat moving smoothly out into the open sea. As they left the city behind them, it seemed to Newland they were leaving their old familiar world behind as well. Were they starting on some voyage from which they might never return? He was afraid to ask Madame Olenska if she felt the same – she trusted him to remain calm and not speak of his feelings. There had been days and nights when the memory of their kiss had burned on his lips, and the thought of her had run through him like fire. But now that she was beside him, they seemed to have reached the kind of deeper nearness that a touch or a word might destroy.

When they arrived at Point Arley, the hotel dining room was full of a noisy party of school-teachers on holiday, so Newland asked for a private room, with a view over the sea. There he and Madame Olenska sat down to their lunch, like two old friends who had so much to say to each other...

They talked of all that had happened in the year and a half since they had met. They talked of ideas and social changes, the narrow minds of New Yorkers, and the reasons why she had decided to move to Washington.

'There are more varieties of people and of opinion there,' she said. 'Our New York friends seem to follow blindly the old ideas from England. But it seems stupid to have discovered America only to make it into a copy of another country.'

'Ah, it's what I've always told you,' said Newland sadly. 'You don't like us. We're dull. We've no character, no colour. I wonder,' he broke out, 'why you don't go back to him?'

Her eyes darkened, and he expected an angry reply. But she sat in silent thought, and he grew frightened that she might answer that she wondered too.

At last she said, 'I believe it's because of you.'
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'I believe it's because of you,' said Ellen Olenska.

Newland reddened, but dared not move or speak.

'At least,' she continued, 'it was you who made me understand that under the dullness there are things so fine and sensitive that even those I most cared for in my other life look cheap by comparison. For a long time I've hoped this chance would come – so that I could tell you how you've helped me, what you've made of me...'

Newland broke in with a laugh. 'And what do you think you've made of me? I'm the man who married one woman because another woman told him to.'

'I thought – you promised – not to say such things!'

'Ah – how like a woman! None of you will accept a bad situation, or do anything about it!'

'Is it a bad situation – for May?' she asked in a low voice. 'Because that's what we've always got to think of, isn't it? That's what you've shown me.'

'I've shown you?' he echoed, looking blindly out at the sea.

'If it's not worthwhile,' she said painfully, 'to have given up our wishes, to save other people from misery, then everything I came home for, everything you've taught me, everything that makes my other life look so poor because no one there bothers about it – all these things are a pretence or a dream...'

'And if it's not worthwhile,' he finished for her, 'there's no reason on earth why you shouldn't go back?'

Her eyes stared desperately into his. 'Oh, is there no reason?'

'Not if you were hoping for the success of my marriage,' he said fiercely. 'My marriage is certainly not worth staying for. Well, what do you expect? You let me see a real life, just for a moment, and at the same time asked me to go on with a false one. It's more than any human being can bear – that's all.'

'Oh, don't say that – when I'm bearing it!' she burst out, her eyes filling with tears.

Newland sat dumbly, staring at her. 'You too – oh, all this time, you too?' She did not answer, but let the tears run down her face. He was thinking, with a strange sort of happiness, 'Now I shall never again feel completely alone.'

But after a moment he was in despair again. There they were, close together, yet so tied to their separate lives that they might as well be half a world apart.

'What's the use – when you will go back?' he cried out.

She sat without moving. 'Oh, I won't go yet!'

'Not yet? Some time, then? Some time in the future?'

At that she gave him her clearest look. 'I promise you, not as long as you can bear it. Not as long as we can look straight at each other like this.'

He turned to look out at the sea again. What her answer really said was, 'If you lift a finger, you'll drive me back to all the horrors you know of, and all the temptations you half guess.' The thought kept him to his side of the table, safely away from her.

'What a life for you!' he cried.

'Oh, it's bearable – as long as it's a part of yours.'

'And as long as mine's a part of yours?'

'Yes.'

'And that's to be all – for either of us?'

'Well, it is all, isn't it?'

At that he jumped up, forgetting everything but the sweetness of her face. She stood up too, and their hands met. They stood in that way for a long time, looking deep into each other's eyes, reading each other's hearts.

'Don't – don't be unhappy,' she said, with a break in her voice, as she drew her hands away.

And he answered, 'You won't go back – you won't go back?'

'I won't go back,' she said.

In silence they took the boat back to Boston harbour, and Newland left Madame Olenska at the Parker House Hotel.




The next morning he arrived back in New York, to start work again, as he had told May he would do. Although he had not even managed to kiss Madame Olenska's hand or persuade her to meet him again, he felt surprisingly calm. He realized he must not tempt her to come closer to him, or she would simply return to her husband. He was determined to wait, and trust her to decide when they could meet again.

On the way to his office he recognized the young man that he had seen coming out of the Parker House Hotel. The man recognized him at the same moment, and came over to shake his hand.

'Surely, Monsieur, we met at the Carfrys'?' said the foreigner.

'Ah, yes! Monsieur Rivière!' said Newland. 'What are you doing in New York? Come and have lunch with me.'

The young Frenchman thanked him, but asked if he could instead call on Newland at his office that afternoon. They agreed a time, and Newland gave him directions.

When Monsieur Rivière arrived, he looked pale and serious. He explained that he had been sent to Boston with a message from his employer for the Countess Olenska.

The blood rushed to Newland's face. 'In other words, you are Count Olenski's messenger?'

'That is true, but this is my own message I am bringing you. You may not know, Monsieur, that Madame Olenska's family are trying to persuade her to return to her husband.'

'Good God!' cried Newland. He sat in silent shock, realizing he had been cut out of the family's discussions. Somehow, they must know he was no longer on their side. He remembered May saying recently that Ellen might be happier with her husband, and his angry reply. May had not spoken Ellen's name since then.

He stared at the Frenchman. 'I didn't know,' he said.

'Exactly, Monsieur. And I beg you... I beg you – Don't let her go back!' The Frenchman spoke with desperate sincerity.

'May I ask if you advised the Countess not to go back?'

The Frenchman reddened. 'No, Monsieur, I gave her the Count's message as I had been ordered to do. But after talking to her, I realized that she has changed. Monsieur, her life with him now would be unbearable. I worked for the Count for many years, and returned to his employment only recently – but I promise you, I shall never work for him again!'

'Thank you,' said Newland simply. Both men were very moved. They shook hands, and Monsieur Rivière left the office.



midsummer n. the middle of a summer 仲夏

messenger n. someone whose job is to deliver messages or documents, or someone who takes a message to someone else 信使，使者

on business in the process of doing things as a part of your job 因事，因公

considerable adj. fairly large, especially large enough to have an effect or be important 相当大的

embarrassment n. the feeling you have when you are embarrassed 尴尬

in case as a way of being safe from something that might happen or might be true 以防万一

trust v. to have confidence in someone 信任

echo v. to repeat what someone else has just said 重复（他人的话）

painfully adv. with pain or causing pain 痛苦地

bear v. to suffer pain or unhappiness 忍受

might as well used to say that the effect of an action or situation is the same as if it was another one 倒不如

bearable adj. something that is bearable is difficult or unpleasant, but you can deal with it 可以忍受的

surprisingly adv. unusually or unexpectedly 使人惊奇地

direction n. instructions about how to get from one place to another （行路）指引

somehow adv. in some way, or by some means, although you do not know how 不知怎么

sincerity n. the quality showed when someone is sincere and really means what they are saying 真诚

employment n. the act of paying someone to work for you 雇用


7
纽兰在波士顿

第二天，纽兰告诉梅，他要去为她的马车物色一匹新马，然后驱车北上前往普茨茅斯。他找到布伦克斯家，不过埃伦不在那儿。布伦克斯家的人告诉他，前一天埃伦收到一封电报，然后去了波士顿，她会住在帕克旅馆。

他回到纽波特之后，对梅说他在波士顿有紧急公务要处理。他为自己能够如此轻而易举地撒谎感到羞愧，可又不得不那么做。他整夜在赶路，又是乘船又是坐火车，终于来到仲夏时节炎热而肮脏的波士顿。

在旅馆吃过早餐后，他吩咐信使去帕克旅馆给奥兰斯卡伯爵夫人送一封便函。十分钟后，信使回来跟他说，“那位女士出去了，先生。”

“一定是弄错了！”纽兰想，“这么早她怎么会出去呢？我真傻，怎么没有早点给她送信！”

他出了门，刚要穿过公园去埃伦住的旅馆时，看见她正坐在树下的长凳上。她低垂着头，看上去十分痛苦。他又向前迈了一步，她转过头看到了他。

“哦！”她说，脸上慢慢绽放出惊喜的笑容。她挪了挪身子，在长凳上给他空出了位置。

“我来这儿办公事——刚刚到的。”纽兰解释说，“可你究竟在这里做什么呢？”他实际上不知道自己在说些什么；他仿佛是在很遥远的地方朝她叫喊；他觉得只要靠近她，她便会再次消失。

“我也是来办公事。”她回答。

“你的发型变了。”他说，看着她的时候心里怦怦乱跳。

“发型不同吗？没有，这是我自己梳的。用人不在身边，我只能尽力而为。”

“你没有把她带上吗？你一个人住在旅馆？”

她看着他，眼里露出一丝挑衅的笑意。“在你看来，就那么危险吗？”

“不，不是危险，只不过——”

“不过是不合常规？我明白了，我想也是吧。我没有想过这一点，因为我刚刚做了一件更加不合常规的事。”她的眼神依旧略带挑衅，“我刚刚拒绝拿回一笔钱——一笔属于我的钱。”

纽兰跳起来，后退了一两步，接着又回来站在她跟前。

“有人——来这儿见你了——带着这个提议？”

“是的。”

“而你拒绝了，因为对方所提的条件？”

“我拒绝了。”片刻之后她说。

他又坐到她身旁。“条件是什么？”

“哦，要求并不高，只是偶尔在他的餐桌首位坐坐。”

又是一阵沉默，纽兰在思考恰当的措词。“他想让你回去——不惜任何代价。”

“很高的代价。至少对我来说是巨额。”

“你来波士顿是为了见他？”

她瞪大眼睛，接着笑起来。“见他——我丈夫？在这里？夏季他会到更受欢迎的地方度过。”

“他派了一个人来，带来一封信？”

“不是一封信，只是一个口讯。他几乎从来不给我写信。”

纽兰知道伯爵曾给她写过一封信，想起信中的那些指责，他不禁面色通红。“那是为什么？”

“他干吗要写？要秘书是做什么的？”

年轻人的脸更红了，他差一点就要问：“他是派秘书来的吗？就是和你逃走的那个秘书？”不过他忍住了，以免埃伦为了要回答问题而觉得尴尬。

“那位信使坚持要等到傍晚，”奥兰斯卡夫人笑着补充说，“以防万一我改变了主意。”

“那么你出来就是为了仔细考虑这件事情？”

“我出来是为了透透气。旅馆里太闷热了。我准备乘下午的火车回普茨茅斯。”

他们默默无语地坐着，谁都没看对方。最后，她把目光转回到他的脸上，说：“你没有变。”

他很想说：“我变了，是因为再次见到你，才让我变回从前的自己。”但最终却猛地站起来，打量着公园周围脏乱的环境。

“这里太糟糕了。我们为何不坐船出去逛逛？在水面上会凉快一些。我们可以乘船去趟阿利角，然后再回来。”她抬起头望着他，有些迟疑。他接着说：“船上不会有多少人的。我回纽约的火车傍晚才开。我们干吗不去呢？”突然他又冒出一句：“难道我们不是已经做了我们能做的一切了吗？”

“哦！”她小声叫起来，“你千万别对我说那些事了。”

“你喜欢什么我就说什么，或者干脆什么都不说。这又能伤害谁呢？我只想听你说话。”

她从口袋里取出一只小金表。

“啊，不要考虑时间！”他叫道，“把今天给我吧！现在就来，立刻就来！我们上次见面，已经是一百年前的事了——也许要再过一百年我们才能重逢。”

她看着他的脸，目光焦虑。“我在奶奶家那天，你为什么不来海滩接我？”

“因为你没回头，我想要你自己回头。”他为自己这种孩子气的行为笑了起来。

“可我是故意不回头的，我知道是你。你们驾车来家里的时候，我认出了你的马车，所以我去了海边。”

“为了尽可能地远离我？”

她柔声重复道：“为了尽可能地远离你。”

他又笑了起来。“哦，你知道，那是没用的。我还可以告诉你，我来这儿就是为了找你，而且我找到你了。不过你瞧，我们得动身了，要不然会误了船的。”

他们回到旅馆，这样奥兰斯卡夫人可以给信使留个便条。纽兰一边等她，一边注视着络绎不绝的人在旅馆进进出出。“他们全都长得如此相似。”他想。这时，突然出现了一张与众不同的面孔——一张年轻男人的脸。那张脸显得苍白，可能是因为炎热或焦虑，或者两者皆有。“也许是一个外国商人。”纽兰心想，接着就把他忘掉了。

她从旅馆出来后，他们乘坐出租马车前往码头，很快就登上了一艘船，平稳地驶向一望无际的大海。船只逐渐驶离城市，纽兰觉得过去熟悉的世界也跟他们渐离渐远。他们是否踏上了一去不返的航程？他不敢去问奥兰斯卡夫人是否与他有同样的感觉——她相信他会保持镇定，不说出他的感受。他们亲吻的记忆曾日日夜夜地灼烧着他的双唇，对她的思念像火般灼遍他全身。然而此刻她在他身旁，他们的亲近仿佛到了另一种境界，只消一言一动就会破坏这种气氛。

他们来到阿利角后，发现旅馆的餐厅吵吵嚷嚷，挤满了一群前来度假的教师，于是纽兰要了一个可以观海景的包间。他和奥兰斯卡夫人在那里坐下来吃午餐，就像两个有太多话要互相倾诉的老朋友……

他们谈论自他们相遇之后一年半时间里发生的一切，谈论各种见解和社交界的变化，纽约人的狭隘观念，还谈了她决定搬往华盛顿的原因。

“那里有更多类型的人，以及更多类型的观点。”她说，“我们纽约的朋友们好像都盲从英格兰的陈旧观念。可是，如果发现美洲大陆只是为了把它变成另外一个国家的翻版，那似乎是很愚蠢的。”

“啊，这就是我一直对你所说的。”纽兰难过地说。“你不喜欢我们。我们单调乏味，没有个性，没有特色。可我很疑惑，”他脱口而出，“你为什么不回到他身边去呢？”

她的眼神黯淡下来，而他等待着她愤怒的回应。然而，她坐着一声不吭，陷入了思考。他开始害怕了，唯恐她说她也感到疑惑。

终于，她开口说：“我想是因为你的缘故。”

纽兰的脸涨得通红，可他不敢动，也不敢开口说话。

“至少，”她接着说，“是你让我明白，在刻板沉闷的背后还有那么美好而体贴的人和事，这让我在另一种生活中最喜爱的事物也相形见绌。长久以来，我都希望有这样一次机会——好让我告诉你，你给了我怎样的帮助，你令我有了怎样的改变……”

纽兰笑了一声，打断了她的话：“可你知道你怎样改变了我吗？我娶了一个女人，是因为另一个女人要我这么做。”

“我想——你答应过——不讲这些事情！”

“啊——真是十足的女人啊！你们这些女人既不愿接受糟糕的局面，也不愿为此做点儿什么！”

“那真是糟糕的局面吗——对梅来说？”她低声问，“因为这正是我们一直得考虑的事情，不是吗？你自己的表现也是如此。”

“我自己的表现？”他重复道，眼睛茫然地望着大海。

她痛苦地说：“如果我们不值得为了让他人免受痛苦而放弃自己的希望，那么我回家来所为的一切，你教给我的一切，让我的另一种生活因为无人关心而显得如此可悲的一切——这所有的一切都是虚伪或者梦幻……”

“如果是不值得，”他替她接着说，“那你就完全没有理由不回去了吗？”

她神色绝望地盯着他说：“噢，真的是没有理由吗？”

“没有，如果你希望我的婚姻幸福美满，”他激动地说，“你肯定不值得为了我的婚姻而留下。那么，你期待发生什么呢？你才让我见识了真正的生活不久，却同时又要求我继续过虚伪的生活。这是任何人都无法忍受的——我说完了。”

“啊，别那么说——我也在忍受着啊！”她叫道，眼里噙满了泪水。

纽兰呆呆地坐在那儿，凝望着她。“你也——噢，这些日子，你也在忍受吗？”她没有回答，而是任由眼泪顺着脸颊流淌下来。他思索着，内心有一种奇特的愉悦感。“我再也不会感到完完全全的孤独了。”

但过了一会儿，他再次陷入绝望。他们虽然人在这儿，靠得很近，然而却被各自的生活束缚着，跟隔着半个世界没有分别。

“这有什么用处呢——既然你要回去？”他大声说。

她坐着没有动。“哦，我现在还不会走呢！”

“还不会？那么，到某个时间就走？将来的某个时间？”

听到这里，她用最清澈的眼神望着他，说道：“我答应你，只要你能坚持住，只要我们能像现在这样正视对方，我就不走。”

他再一次转过头望着大海。她的回答实际上是说：“只要你抬一根手指头，就会把我赶回旧时的生活去，你知道那种日子有多让人厌恶，而那些诱惑你不过只猜到部分。”这个念头让他坐在桌子这一边，与她保持着安全距离。

“这对你来说会是怎样的一种生活啊！”他叫道。

“哦，这种生活我可以忍受——只要它属于你生活的一部分。”

“只要我的生活也属于你生活的一部分？”

“是的。”

“而这就是全部——对我们两人来说？”

“对，这就是全部，不是吗？”

听到这里，他跳起来，除了她甜美的脸庞，他什么都不记得了。她也站起身来，两人的手握在一起。他们就那样站了很久，深情地凝望着对方，品味着彼此的心意。

“不要——不要不高兴了。”她说着，话音中有些停顿，同时把手抽了回去。

他回答说：“你不会回去——你不会回去？”

“我不会回去。”她说。

他们默默地乘船返回了波士顿码头，之后纽兰把奥兰斯卡夫人送回帕克旅馆才离去。




次日早晨，他回到纽约，重新开始了工作，就像他之前跟梅说的那样。尽管他连奥兰斯卡夫人的手也没吻过，更没有劝说她和自己再次会面，但他却觉得出奇地平静。他明白他绝不能诱惑她更靠近自己些，要不然她就会回到她丈夫身边去。他决心等待，让她来决定他们何时可以再见面。

在去事务所的路上，他认出了一个年轻人，他在帕克旅馆见过他。与此同时，那个年轻人也认出了他，于是走过来和他握手。

“先生，我们一定在卡弗莱家见过面吧？”那个外国人说。

“啊，没错！里维埃先生！”纽兰说，“你到纽约来有何贵干？过来和我吃午饭吧。”

年轻的法国人向他表示感谢，不过，他问纽兰是否可以在当天下午去事务所拜访他。他们约定了时间，然后纽兰告诉他怎么走。

里维埃先生登门的时候脸色苍白，神情严肃。他解释道，他的雇主派他前往波士顿，捎口讯给奥兰斯卡伯爵夫人。

纽兰涨红了脸。“那也就是说，你就是奥兰斯基伯爵的信使？”

“没错，不过我来找你不是伯爵的意思。你也许不知道吧，先生，奥兰斯卡夫人的家人正在努力劝说她回到丈夫身边。”

“我的天哪！”纽兰叫道。他震惊地坐在那里，默默无言。他意识到自己已不获邀参与家庭讨论。他们一定是不知怎么看出他已经不站在他们一边了。他回想起梅最近说的一句话——埃伦也许跟她丈夫在一起更幸福——以及当时他愤怒的回答。从那以后，梅就没有提过埃伦的名字。

他盯着法国人，说：“我不知道。”

“一点没错，先生。所以我请求你……请求你——别让她回去！”法国人极其真诚地说。

“我可否问一下，你是否建议伯爵夫人不要回去？”

法国人脸红了。“不，先生，我按照伯爵的吩咐，转述了他的话。但和夫人谈过之后，我发现她变了。先生，现在回到他身边生活会让她无法忍受的。我曾经为伯爵工作多年，只是最近才又受雇于他——不过我向你保证，我再也不会为他工作了！”

“谢谢你。”纽兰只是说了一句。两个人内心都很激动。他们握了握手，里维埃随即离开了事务所。


8
THE BEAUFORT SCANDAL

In November of that same year, Mrs Archer gave a dinner party. Janey, Newland and May were there, with Sillerton Jackson and his sister Sophy. Their first subject of conversation was Julius Beaufort's financial situation. His business was failing rapidly, and what was worse, it appeared that he had taken unlawful steps to try to solve his problems.

'Poor cousin Regina!' said Mrs Archer sadly. No one really liked Beaufort, and it was almost a pleasure to think the worst of his private life, but the idea of his bringing dishonour on his wife's family was too shocking for even his enemies to enjoy. Nothing could save Regina Beaufort from social ruin, if there were any truth in the reports of her husband's misbehaviour.

The talk then turned to Mrs Struthers' musical evenings, which by now had become acceptable to much of New York society – though not yet to Mrs Archer. Shaking her head, this lady said to May, 'You know, dear, I've never quite forgiven your cousin Ellen for being the first to attend her Sunday evenings.'

May blushed, and said quietly, 'Oh, Ellen – well, what can you expect? She's lived abroad – and she doesn't care about society. In fact, I'm not sure what she does care about.'

Everyone knew that Countess Olenska's family disapproved very strongly of her refusal to return to her husband. After all, a young woman's place was under her husband's roof, especially if she had left it in a way that... well... if one looked into it...

Soon the ladies left the gentlemen alone with their cigars, and Sillerton Jackson said to Newland, 'If Beaufort is ruined, there'll be some unpleasant discoveries. He hasn't spent all his money on Regina, you know.'

Newland was not paying attention. He was wondering why May had blushed at the mention of Ellen's name. It was four months since the midsummer day he had spent with Ellen in Boston. He had not seen her since, and she had become the centre of his secret thoughts and hopes. He had written to her once, asking when they were to meet again, and she had replied with two words: 'Not yet.'

He became aware that Mr Jackson was speaking again. 'It's certainly a pity that Madame Olenska refused to accept her husband's latest offer.'

'A pity? In God's name, why?'

'Well, what's she going to live on, if Beaufort–'

Newland jumped up and banged his hand down angrily on the table. 'What do you mean by that, sir? Explain yourself!'

Mr Jackson spoke calmly, but his sharp little eyes were watching Newland's face with interest.

'Well, my dear boy, old Mrs Mingott tells me the Countess is no longer given much of an income by the family. And the few savings Medora Manson has left are all in Beaufort's hands, so if it comes to a crash, she'll lose everything. So what the two women will live on then, I can't imagine.'

Newland, aware that in his anger he might say something unwise, changed the subject, and took Mr Jackson up to join the ladies in the sitting room.

That evening, when they were at home in their sitting room, he watched May bending over a lamp to light it. 'How young she is!' he thought; and then, with a kind of horror, 'how young we both are! For what endless years this life will have to go on!'

'Look here,' he said, 'I may have to go to Washington next week, on business. There's an important court case coming up. '

She thought for a moment, and then smiled at him. 'The change will do you good,' she said, 'and you must see Ellen.' She looked him straight in the eyes with her cloudless smile.

Those were the only words that passed between them on the subject, but in the unspoken language which they had both been trained to use, that meant: 'I support my family's efforts to persuade Ellen to return to her husband. For some reason you have chosen not to tell me, you have advised her against this, and because of your advice, there is a great deal of unpleasant talk about her behaviour. I know you intend to see Ellen when you're in Washington – perhaps you're even going there in order to see her. I am giving you my full permission to see her – I want you to let her know what will happen if she continues to go against her family's wishes.'

She moved towards the door. 'I am going to bed, dear,' she said. At the door she turned and paused for his kiss.




The crash came a few days later. With false confidence Beaufort had persuaded a large number of people that his bank was safe, and money had poured in. But it had not been enough to pay his enormous debts, and he was ruined. So, too, were many of the people who had trusted him, and ugly things were being said of his wicked behaviour. It was one of the worst financial scandals in the history of Wall Street.

While Mr Letterblair was telling Newland the details of the disaster, a note was delivered to the young man. It said:

Please come to Grandmother's house as soon as possible. She has had a stroke – somehow she heard this awful news about the bank before anyone else. Uncle Lovell is away shooting, and the idea of the dishonour has made poor Father ill, so he can't leave his room. Mother and I need you very badly. May

At Mrs Mingott's house Newland found his wife and her mother looking pale and worried. The doctor, however, was quite hopeful and the old lady's determination to get well soon began to have an effect on her relations.

It appeared that on the previous evening Regina Beaufort had come to visit Mrs Mingott, and begged her aunt to support her and her husband in their desperate situation. This request had made Mrs Mingott extremely angry. When she was able to speak again, she told her daughter Mrs Welland what had been said.

'I said to Regina, "Honour's always been honour, and honesty's always been honesty in this house, and will be until I'm carried out of it feet first." And when she said, "But I'm your niece!" I said, "You were Beaufort's wife when he covered you with jewels, and you'll have to stay Beaufort's wife now that he's covered you with dirt."'

Anger had probably caused Mrs Mingott's stroke, and Mrs Welland and May were horrified at Regina's behaviour. Everyone knew that a wife should not ask her family to cover up her husband's financial dishonour; a wife simply had to accept the rough as well as the smooth, the bad times as well as the good.

As they sat discussing it all, a servant called Mrs Welland into Mrs Mingott's room. She came out again a few minutes later, looking annoyed. 'She wants me to send a telegram to Ellen Olenska. She wants her here at once,' she said.

There was a moment's silence. 'I suppose it must be done,' she added doubtfully.

'Of course it must be done,' said May. 'We must carry out Grandmother's wishes.' She turned to Newland with a smile. 'Will you send the telegram for us, Newland? There's just time before lunch.'

She sat down and wrote the telegram. As she handed it to him, she said, smiling, 'What a pity! This means you will miss Ellen.' Turning to her mother, she explained, 'Newland has to go to Washington for a court case, and now the doctor tells us Grandmother will live, it doesn't seem right to ask him to give up such important business in order to stay here, does it?'

Mrs Welland replied quickly, 'Of course not, dearest. Your grandmother would be the last person to wish it.'

As Newland left the room with the telegram, he heard his mother-in-law add, 'But why does she want Ellen here?' and May's clear voice reply, 'Perhaps to explain to her again that her duty is with her husband.'




That afternoon the announcement of the Beaufort failure was in all the newspapers. The whole of New York was darkened by the story of Beaufort's dishonour – he had not only lied to people about the safety of their savings, but his bank had continued to take in money for twenty-four hours after its failure was certain. And no one pitied his wife, because she did not seem to understand the seriousness of his crimes, but talked of the disaster as 'a misfortune' and was sure that 'her true friends would not desert her'. Her true friends were sure they would.

Old Mrs Mingott continued to get better, and gave orders that no one should ever mention the name of Beaufort to her again.

The next day the Wellands received a telegram, announcing Madame Olenska's arrival from Washington the following evening. This started a long discussion at the Wellands', where Newland and May were having lunch, about who could meet Ellen at Jersey City railway station. Mr and Mrs Welland were visiting Mrs Mingott that afternoon, the Lovell Mingotts were busy, and May could not be asked to travel so far alone.

Newland, becoming aware of their discussion, said, 'Shall I fetch her? I can easily get away from the office, and I can take May's carriage.' His heart was beating excitedly as he spoke.

'Oh, thank you so much, Newland!' said Mrs Welland gratefully, and May smiled at him, pleased.

May's carriage was waiting outside, for her to drive Newland back to the office after lunch. As they got in and sat down, she said, 'I didn't want to worry Mother, but how can you meet Ellen tomorrow, when you're going to Washington?'

'Oh, I'm not going,' said Newland.

'Not going? Why, what's happened?' Her voice was as clear as a bell, and full of wifely concern.

'The case has been put off for a few weeks.'

'Put off? How odd! I heard from Mother that Mr Letterblair is going to Washington tomorrow, to defend a case.'

'Well – that's it. The whole office can't go.'

'Then it hasn't been put off?' she continued, with an insistence so unusual that he blushed for her.

'No, but my going has been,' he answered. It did not hurt him half as much to tell May a lie, as to see her trying to pretend she had not discovered it.

'I'm not going until later on, luckily for the convenience of your family,' he said. As he spoke, he felt she was looking at him, and he turned his eyes to hers in order not to appear to be avoiding them. Their eyes met for a second, and perhaps they saw more deeply into each other's meaning than either of them really wanted...

'Yes, it is awfully convenient,' May brightly agreed, 'that you can meet Ellen after all. You saw how pleased Mother was.'

'Oh, I'm delighted to do it.' The carriage stopped at his office, and as he jumped out, she laid her hand on his. 'Goodbye, dearest,' she said, her eyes so blue that he wondered afterwards if they had shone on him through tears.

[image: alt]

May laid her hand on Newland's. 'Goodbye, dearest,' she said.

He turned and hurried into his office, repeating to himself in a sort of song, 'It's all of two hours from Jersey City station to Mrs Mingott's! It's all of two hours – and it may be more!'



financial adj. relating to money or the management of money 财务的

dishonour n. a loss of honour or respect from other people, because you have behaved in a morally unacceptable way 耻辱

misbehaviour n. bad behaviour that is not acceptable to other people 不当行为

disapprove v. to think that someone or something is wrong or bad 不赞成

bang v. to hit something hard, making a loud noise 砰地敲

savings n. all the money that you have saved, especially in a bank 存款

court case a criminal or legal matter which involves a trial 诉讼案件

debt n. money that is owed to someone 债务

stroke n. a sudden serious illness when a blood vessel in the brain bursts 中风

doubtfully adv. in a way not sure that something is true or right 疑惑地，怀疑地

misfortune n. very bad luck, or something that happens to you as a result of bad luck 不幸

desert v. to leave someone or something and no longer help or support them 抛弃，离弃

put off to delay doing something or to arrange to do something at a later time or date, especially because there is a problem or you do not want to do it now 延期，推迟

convenience n. the quality of being suitable or useful for a particular purpose, especially by making something easier or saving you time 方便

convenient adj. useful to you because it saves you time, or does not spoil your plans or cause you problems 方便的

afterwards adv. after an event or time that has already been mentioned 后来


8
博福特的丑闻

同年11月，阿彻太太举办了一次宴会。出席者包括珍妮、纽兰和梅，还有西勒顿·杰克逊和他妹妹索菲。他们一开始就谈到朱利叶斯·博福特的财务状况。博福特的生意急转直下，更糟的是，他似乎用一些非法手段试图去解决自己的问题。

“可怜的雷吉娜表妹！”阿彻太太面带忧虑地说。没有人真正喜欢博福特，把他的私生活往坏处想几乎成为一种乐趣。然而，他给妻子家族带来的耻辱太令人震惊，就连他的敌人都不愿幸灾乐祸了。如果有关她丈夫不当行为的传闻属实，那就没有什么能够挽救雷吉娜·博福特被社交界摒弃的命运。

话题之后转到斯特拉瑟斯太太的音乐晚会，晚会现在已经被纽约上流社会大部分人所接受——尽管阿彻太太不在其中。这位女士摇摇头，对梅说：“你知道吗，亲爱的，我仍未完全原谅你的表姐埃伦，因为她是最先参加周日晚会的宾客之一。”

梅脸红了，小声说：“嗯，埃伦——好吧，你能期待她怎么样呢？她曾经在国外生活——而且她对社交圈毫不在意。事实上，我也不知道她究竟会在意些什么。”

每个人都知道，奥兰斯卡伯爵夫人的家人强烈反对她拒绝回到丈夫身边的决定。毕竟，一个年轻女子的归宿应该是住在丈夫家中，尤其是她离开的方式是……嗯……如果有人愿意深究的话……

很快，女士们离开了，留下绅士们单独待在一起抽雪茄。这时，西勒顿·杰克逊对纽兰说：“如果博福特破产了，一些令人不快的事情就会随之暴露出来。你知道，他的钱并不是全都花在雷吉娜身上的。”

他的话纽兰没有听着。他正想着，为什么一提到埃伦的名字梅就脸红了。他与埃伦在波士顿共度的那个仲夏之日已经过去四个月了。自那以后他再也没有见过她，他不为人知的想法和期盼，大多和她有关。他曾给她写过一次信，问她什么时候能再见面，而她的回答只有三个字：“还不行。”

他注意到杰克逊先生又在说了：“可惜奥兰斯卡夫人拒绝接受她丈夫的最新提议。”

“可惜？究竟为什么？”

“嗯，她打算依靠什么生活呢，如果博福特——”

纽兰跳了起来，气愤地拍桌子，发出砰的一声。“你这样说是什么意思，先生？请解释一下！”

杰克逊先生说话时很平静，但他那双锐利的小眼睛颇有兴致地紧盯着纽兰的脸。

“嗯，亲爱的小伙子，明戈特老太太告诉我，家里已经大大削减了对伯爵夫人的补贴。而梅多拉·曼森的那点存款都存在博福特那儿。那么，如果博福特破产了，她将失去一切。因此，我无法想象，到那时，这两个女人将靠什么生活下去。”

纽兰知道，自己正怒火中烧，也许会不小心说出一些不明智的话，因此他把话题岔开，带杰克逊先生上楼去会客厅找女士们。

那天晚上，纽兰和梅在自己家里的客厅。纽兰看到梅俯身去点灯时，心想：“她真年轻啊！”这时，他感觉到了一丝恐惧。“我们都还年轻啊！这种生活还得没完没了地持续多少年！”

“听我说，”他说，“下个星期我可能得去一趟华盛顿，是公事。有一件重要的诉讼案件要开庭审理了。”

她想了一会儿，然后对他笑了笑：“换换环境对你有好处，”她说，“而且你一定要去看看埃伦。”她直视着他的眼睛，脸上露出开朗的笑容。

他们两人就这个话题只说了这么几句话。然而，按照他们接受训导使用的那套，这些话的言外之意是：“我支持家人劝服埃伦回到她丈夫身边。由于某种你没有主动告诉我的原因，你建议她不要回去。正是由于你的建议，才招致别人对她行为的种种非难。我知道你在华盛顿期间打算去看埃伦——也许你就是特意去华盛顿见她的。我完全同意你去见她——我希望你让她明白，如果她继续违抗家人的意愿将会导致什么样的后果。”

她一边朝门口走去，一边说：“我要去睡了，亲爱的。”她在门口转过身，停下来等着他来吻。




博福特的破产就发生在几天之后。他装出底气十足的样子，让许多人相信他的银行是安全的，于是源源不断地存钱进去。但这还不足以偿付他巨额的债务，于是他破产了。许多之前信任他的人也遭此厄运，关于他的恶劣行径就出现了难听的议论。这是华尔街历史上最糟糕的金融丑闻之一。

莱特布莱尔先生正在给纽兰讲述这场灾难的细节时，一封信函送到了年轻人手中。上面写道：

请尽快赶来外婆家。她突发中风——不知什么原因，她先过所有人知道了有关银行的可怕消息。洛弗尔舅舅外出打猎去了。可怜的爸爸觉得脸上无光，也生了病，不能出门。妈妈和我非常需要你。梅

纽兰赶到明戈特老太太家时，看到他妻子和岳母脸色苍白、面带焦虑。不过，医生还是相当乐观，而且老太太恢复健康的决心很快便安抚了家人的焦虑。

似乎是在前一天晚上，雷吉娜·博福特来拜见明戈特太太，恳求她的姑妈支持，让她和丈夫渡过难关。这个请求让明戈特太太气得说不出话。等她又能讲话之后，她把交谈的内容告诉了女儿韦兰太太。

“我对雷吉娜说：‘在这个家里，名誉终归是名誉，诚实终归是诚实，到我死了都不会变！’她又说：‘可我是您的侄女呀！’我就说：‘博福特给你穿金戴银时，你是他的太太。现在他让你灰头土脸，你还得继续做你的博福特太太。’”

也许是愤怒令明戈特太太中风。雷吉娜的行为让韦兰太太和梅感到惊恐万分。每个人都知道，妻子不应该要求娘家人掩盖她丈夫经济上的耻辱；无论坎坷还是坦途，无论逆境还是顺境，做妻子的只能接受命运。

当他们坐着讨论整件事的时候，用人请韦兰太太去明戈特太太的房间。她几分钟之后出来，看上去有些不悦。“她要我给埃伦·奥兰斯卡发一封电报，希望她马上过来。”她说。

他们沉默了片刻。“我想这电报一定得发了。”她接着说，语气迟疑。

“当然得发了。”梅说，“我们必须遵从外婆的意愿。”她转向纽兰，嫣然一笑。“你去替我们发电报好吗，纽兰？午饭前正好还来得及。”

她坐下来书写电文，写完后交给了纽兰，并笑着说：“真遗憾！这意味着你见不到埃伦了。”她转过身来对母亲解释道：“纽兰得去华盛顿处理一起诉讼案件。现在既然医生说外婆已经度过危险，似乎不应该让纽兰放弃这么重要的一项工作而留在这里，对吗？”

韦兰太太赶紧回答：“当然不应该，亲爱的。你外婆最不愿意那样做了。”

纽兰带着电文离开房间时，他听见岳母又说：“可她为什么要让埃伦来这儿呢？”梅用清澈的声音回应说：“也许是为了再次向她说明，她的职责是和丈夫在一起。”




当天下午，博福特破产的公告登上了大大小小的报纸。博福特无耻行径的传闻令整个纽约蒙上了一层阴影——他不仅欺骗人们说他们的存款很安全，而且在破产已成定局之后的二十四个小时里，银行还在吸纳资金。没有人同情他的妻子，因为她似乎没有认识到丈夫罪行的严重性，还把这场灾难说成是“运气不好”，并肯定“真正的朋友不会弃她于不顾。”然而，她真正的朋友则肯定会这样做。

明戈特老太太的身体继续好转，她下令不准任何人再对她提起博福特的名字。

第二天，韦兰一家接到电报，说奥兰斯卡夫人将于翌日傍晚从华盛顿赶回。纽兰和梅正好在韦兰家吃午饭，他们家就谁去泽西城火车站接埃伦的问题，展开了长时间的讨论。韦兰先生和韦兰太太那天下午要去看望明戈特太太，洛弗尔·明戈特一家很忙，也不能让梅独自一人去那么远的地方。

纽兰听到了他们的讨论，于是说：“我去接她吧？我从事务所离开很方便，我又可以坐梅的马车过去。”他说话的时候，心兴奋地咚咚直跳。

“噢，太谢谢你了，纽兰！”韦兰太太心存感激地说。梅则朝他露出满意的笑容。

梅的马车在外面等着，午饭之后她要把纽兰送回事务所。他们踏入马车坐定之后，她说：“我刚才不想让妈妈担心，可你明天怎么能去接埃伦呢，你不是要去华盛顿吗？”

“噢，我不去了。”纽兰说。

“不去了？为什么，出什么事了？”她的声音像银铃般清脆，并充满了妻子的关切。

“案子延期了几个星期。”

“延期了？好奇怪啊！我听妈妈说，莱特布莱尔先生明天要去华盛顿，为一个案子辩护。”

“嗯——就是那个案子。事务所的人不能全去呀。”

“这么说，案子没有延期？”她接着说，那种坚持很不寻常，让他都替她脸红了。

“没有，不过我去的时间推迟了，”他回答说。和对梅说谎话相比，他发现她想假装没有识破他，这事更是令他痛苦。

“我以后再去，这刚好能为你们家提供一点方便。”他说道。他说话时觉得她在盯着自己，于是他把目光转向她的眼睛，以免显得自己在回避她的注视。两人的目光交汇片刻，也许他们在彼此的目光中看到了更深的含义，那是两个人都不想看到……

梅愉快地赞同说：“是的，毕竟你能去接埃伦，确实是太方便了。妈妈刚才多高兴啊，你也看到了。”

“哦，我很高兴去接她。”马车停在他事务所门口，他从车上跳下来时，她把手放在他手上。“再见，最亲爱的。”她说。她的眼睛特别蓝，让他过后心想，那目光会不会是透过泪水看向他的。

他转过身，匆匆走进事务所，心里像唱歌一般重复着：“从泽西城车站到明戈特老太太家一共要两个小时！一共要两个小时——也许还更长！”


9
ELLEN RETURNS TO NEW YORK

The following evening Newland was waiting at Jersey City station for the Washington train. In his senseless schoolboy happiness he pictured Madame Olenska getting out of the train, then her arm in his as he guided her to the carriage, and then a journey that would go on for ever. He had so much to say to her!

The train came in, and he saw her pale face in the crowd of passengers. They reached each other, their hands met, and he drew her arm through his. 'This way – I have the carriage,' he said. After that it all happened as he had dreamed.

'Do you know,' he said, as they drove away from the station, 'I almost couldn't remember you? How can I explain? Each time you happen to me all over again.'

'Oh, yes, I know! I know! It happens to me too!'

'Ellen – Ellen – Ellen!'

She made no answer and he sat in silence, watching her as she looked out of the window. How little they knew of each other, after all! The precious moments were slipping away, but he had forgotten everything he meant to say.

'What a pretty carriage!' she said, suddenly turning her face from the window. 'Is it May's? She sent you to fetch me, then? How kind of her!'

Her mentioning May's name made him angry, so he burst out, 'Your husband's secretary came to see me, you know.'

'I'm not surprised. He'd met you in England, hadn't he?'

'Ellen – I must ask you one thing. Was it Rivière who helped you to get away – when you left your husband?'

'Yes. I owe him a great debt,' she replied calmly.

'I think you're the most honest woman I ever met!'

'Oh no – but probably one of the least difficult.'

'Well – you've had to look at things as they are.'

'Yes – I've had to look at wickedness, it's true.'

'It hasn't blinded you!'

'It doesn't blind one, but it dries up one's tears.'

The answer seemed to come from depths of experience beyond Newland's reach.

'If you're not blind, then, you must see this can't last,' he said. 'Our being together – and not together.'

'No. You shouldn't have come today,' and suddenly she turned, threw her arms around him and pressed her lips to his. In a moment she drew away, and they sat silent and unmoving, until Newland started speaking hurriedly.

'Don't be afraid of me. A stolen kiss isn't what I want. Look, I'm not even trying to touch your sleeve. When we're apart, and I'm looking forward to seeing you, every thought is burnt up in a great flame. But then you come and you're so much more than I remembered, and what I want of you is so much more than an hour or two, with weeks of thirsty waiting between, that I can sit perfectly still beside you like this, just quietly trusting my dream to come true.'

For a moment she was silent. 'What do you mean by trusting it to come true?' she whispered.

'Why – you know it will, don't you?'

'Your dream of you and me together?' She burst into a sudden hard laugh. 'You choose a good place to tell me about it!'

'You mean, in my wife's carriage? Shall we get out and walk? I don't suppose you mind a little snow?'

She laughed again, more quietly. 'No, I don't want to walk, because I want to see my grandmother as soon as possible. We'll sit quietly, and we'll look, not at dreams, but at realities.'

'The only reality for me is this.'

There was a long silence. 'Is it your idea, then, that I should live with you as your mistress, since I can't be your wife?'

He was shocked by her plain speaking, and had difficulty finding the words. 'I want – I want to get away to a place where we could simply be two human beings who love each other, who are the whole of life to each other, and nothing else will matter.'

She laughed. 'Oh my dear – where is that country? Have you ever been there? Believe me, it's a miserable little place!'

'Then what exactly is your plan for us?' cried Newland.

'For us? But there's no us in that sense! We're only Newland Archer, husband of Ellen Olenska's cousin, and Ellen Olenska, cousin of Newland Archer's wife, trying to be happy behind the backs of the people who trust them.'

'Ah, I'm beyond that,' whispered Newland.

'No, you're not! You've never been beyond. And I have,' she said in a strange voice, 'and I know what it looks like there.'

He sat silent, in wordless pain. Then he rang the bell to tell the driver to stop. 'I'll get out here,' he said, opening the door and jumping out. 'You're right, I shouldn't have come.' She bent forward, about to speak, but he had already called out the order to drive on. As the carriage rolled away, he felt something stiff and cold on his face, and realized that he had been crying, and the icy wind had frozen his tears.




That evening Newland had dinner at home with May, who did not mention Ellen Olenska once. After dinner they sat together in the sitting room. May was doing her sewing, while Newland was reading. Occasionally he raised his eyes from his book and looked at May with secret despair. He would always know her thoughts; never would she surprise him by an unexpected mood or a new idea. Now she was simply becoming a copy of her mother, and mysteriously, in the same way, trying to turn him into a Mr Welland. He stood up impatiently, and at once she looked up.

'What's the matter, dear?'

'The room's too warm. I want a little air.' He pulled the heavy curtains and opened a window, so that he could put his head and shoulders out into the icy darkness.

'Newland! Do shut the window. You'll catch your death.'

'Catch my death!' he echoed, and felt like adding, 'I've caught it already. I am dead – I've been dead for months now.'

As he walked back to his chair, he laid a hand on her hair. 'Poor May!' he said.

'Poor? Why poor?' she asked with a little laugh.

'Because I shall never be able to open a window without worrying you,' he replied, also laughing.

For a moment she was silent. Then she said very low, her head bent over her sewing, 'I shall never worry if you're happy.'

'Ah, my dear! And I shall never be happy unless I can open the window!'

'In this weather?' she said. Without replying he buried his head in his book again.

Six or seven days passed. Newland heard nothing from Madame Olenska and became aware that her name would not be mentioned in his presence by the family. He did not try to see her, but a plan was slowly taking shape in the back of his mind.

Then one day May told him her grandmother wanted to see him, and Newland hurried over to Mrs Mingott's house. His plan was simple. He would see Ellen there and find out on which day and by which train she was returning to Washington. He would join her on that train, and travel with her, as far as she wanted to go – his choice would be Japan. He would leave a note for May that would prevent his ever coming back.

But old Mrs Mingott told him with great delight that she had managed to persuade Ellen to stay in New York and look after her. Newland felt confused. He would be able to see Ellen now and then, but their future would be limited to secret meetings and letters. He would find himself telling more lies to May, and going against habit and honour and all the ancient rules he and his people had always believed in...

As he was walking down Fifth Avenue, he saw Mrs Mingott's carriage outside the Beauforts' house, and knew Ellen must be visiting Regina Beaufort. He waited, and stopped Ellen as she was coming out of the front door.

'I must see you tomorrow – somewhere we can be alone,' he said. 'At the Museum of Art, in the park? At half-past two?'

She turned away without replying, and got quickly into the carriage. 'She'll be there!' he told himself confidently.




In the Museum of Art they walked slowly through the rooms. There were no other visitors, and their steps echoed loudly.

'It's a strange place,' said Madame Olenska.

'Some day, I suppose it'll be a great museum.'

He sat down and watched the light movements of her figure, so girlish even under her heavy furs, as she looked at the paintings.

'What is it you wanted to tell me?' she asked.

'I believe you came to New York because you were afraid of my coming to Washington. Did you know I was planning to?'

She looked down. 'Well – yes. I knew.'

'Well, then?' he insisted.

'Well, then. This is better, isn't it? We shall hurt others less. Isn't it, after all, what you always wanted?'

'To meet you in this way, in secret? It's the opposite of what I want. I think it's horrible!'

'Oh, I'm so glad! So do I!' she cried out.

'Then, what is it, in God's name, that you think is better?'

Instead of answering, she whispered, 'I promised to stay with Grandmother, because I thought I'd be safer here.'

'Safer from me? Safer from loving me?'

'Safer from harming other people.' She looked at him with a kind of terror, and blushed. 'Shall I – once come to you, and then go home?' she suddenly said in a low clear voice.

'Dearest!' said Newland, the blood rushing to his forehead. 'But what do you mean by going home?'

'Home to my husband.'

'And you expect me to say yes to that?'

'What else is there? I can't stay here and lie to the people who've been good to me. I can't go away with you and destroy their lives, when they've helped me to remake mine.' She turned away. 'I must go,' she said.

He followed, and caught her hand. 'Well, then, come to me once,' he said, unable to bear the thought of losing her. 'When?' he insisted. 'Tomorrow?'

She hesitated. 'The day after.'

'Dearest!' he said again. For a moment they continued to look into each other's eyes, and he saw that her face, even paler now, was flooded with a deep inner happiness. Then she walked hurriedly away, turning in the doorway to wave goodbye.




The next evening Newland and May went to the opera, as guests of the van der Luydens. The Swedish singer Christine Nilsson was singing in Faust, just as she had done two years before, when Newland had first seen Ellen in her grandmother's box. Tonight Newland had moved to sit with some of his men friends, and from here he had a good view of his wife as she sat in the van der Luydens' box.

'How innocent and trusting she looks!' he thought. He remembered how nobly she had once offered to give him up, and suddenly he decided to tell her the truth, to throw himself on her generosity, and ask for the freedom he had once refused.

He got up and walked round the theatre, slipping into the back of the van der Luydens' box. 'I've got a bad headache,' he whispered to May. 'Will you come home with me?'

May said a few words to her mother and Mrs van der Luyden, and soon she and Newland were driving home.

They went into their sitting room together. 'Hadn't you better go to bed at once?' she asked anxiously.

'My head's not as bad as that,' Newland replied. 'There's something important I want to say to you – about myself.'

She sat silent, looking extremely pale, but calm.

'Madame Olenska —' he said, but his wife raised her hand to stop him. The gaslight shone on her gold wedding ring.

'Oh, why should we talk about Ellen tonight? Is it really worthwhile, dear? You've understood her, no doubt, better than we all did; you've always been kind to her. But what does it matter, now it's all over?'

'All over – what do you mean?'

'Why – she's going back to Europe. Grandmother agrees, and has arranged to make her independent of her husband.'

Newland turned away and covered his face. May sat without moving or speaking. At last he turned back to her.

'It's impossible,' he said. 'How do you know that?'

'I saw Ellen yesterday – at Grandmother's. And I had a note from her this afternoon. Do you want to see it?'

He could not find his voice. She handed him a short letter, which Newland took with a trembling hand and read. It said:

May dear, I have at last made Grandmother see that if I return to Europe, I must live by myself – she has been as kind and generous as ever. I am going back to Washington to pack, and I sail from New York next week, with poor Aunt Medora. If any of my friends want to try to change my mind, please tell them it would be useless. Ellen

Newland burst out laughing wildly. 'Why did she write this?' he asked.

May looked at him with her clear blue eyes. 'I suppose because we talked things over yesterday. I told her I understood how hard it had been for her here. I knew you'd been the one friend she had always felt sure of, and I wanted her to know that you and I were the same – in all our feelings. 'She added slowly, 'She understood my wishing to tell her this. I think she understands everything.'

She went up to Newland, and taking one of his cold hands, pressed it quickly to her face. 'My head aches too. Good night, dear,' she said, and turned to the door.




It was, as Mrs Archer smilingly said to Mrs Welland, a great event for a young couple to give their first big dinner. It had been May's idea to give a dinner for Ellen, the evening before she sailed for Europe. Now, as Newland looked round at the familiar faces at his table – May, the van der Luydens, Lawrence Lefferts, Sillerton and Sophy Jackson, the Lovell Mingotts, and Ellen – he began to realize that New York society almost certainly thought he and Ellen were lovers, but they were pretending his was a wonderfully happy marriage. And now that Ellen was leaving, it was easy for them all to pretend that they admired and respected her. He hated this dishonesty, and began to feel like a prisoner, constantly guarded by his friends and relations.

He could not remember what he said to anyone during dinner, and soon it was time for his guests to leave. There had been no chance to speak privately to Ellen. 'Goodbye,' he said to her in the hall, as he helped her on with her coat. 'But I shall see you soon in Paris.' His voice sounded loud in his ears.

'Oh,' she whispered, 'if you and May could come...!'

And then she was getting into the van der Luydens' carriage, and he could no longer see her face.

A few minutes later May came to find him in the library. 'It did go well, didn't it?' she said.

Newland made an effort to speak. 'Now that you're here, there's something I must tell you. I tried to, the other night.'

'Yes, dear. Something about yourself?'

'Yes. I've been horribly tired lately —'

'Oh, I've seen it coming on, Newland! You've been so wickedly overworked at the office!'

'Perhaps it's that. Anyway, I want to make a break – to go away at once. On a long trip, away from everything —'

'A long trip? Where, for example?'

'Oh, I don't know, India – or Japan.'

She stood up, and came nearer to his chair.

'As far as that? But I'm afraid you can't, dear.' Her voice trembled a little. 'Not unless you take me with you. That is, if the doctors will let me go... but I'm afraid they won't. You see, Newland, I've been sure since this morning of something I've been hoping for so much...'

[image: alt]

'But I'm afraid you can't, dear,' said May. 'Not unless you take me with you.'

He stared up at her, his face deathly white, and she knelt down to hide her face against his knee.

'Oh, my dear,' he said, with his cold hand on her hair. There was a devilish kind of laughter inside his head.

'You didn't guess?' asked May.

'Yes – I – no. That is, of course, I hoped...' They looked at each other for a moment and again fell silent. 'Have you told anyone else?' he added.

'Only my mother and yours.' She paused, blushing. 'And Ellen. You know I told you I'd had a long talk with her one afternoon?'

'Ah...' said Newland, his heart stopping.

He felt that his wife was watching him closely. 'Did you mind my telling her first, Newland?'

'Mind? Why should I?' He made a last effort to think clearly. 'But that was a fortnight ago, wasn't it? I thought you said you weren't sure till today.'

Her colour burned deeper, but she kept her eyes on his. 'No, I wasn't sure then – but I told her I was. And you see I was right!' she cried, her blue eyes wet with victory.



passenger n. someone who is travelling in a vehicle, plane, boat etc, but is not driving it or working on it 乘客

precious adj. something that is precious is valuable and important and should not be wasted or used without care 珍贵的

slip away if something such as an opportunity slips away, it is no longer available （时间等）悄然逝去

blind v. to permanently destroy someone's ability to see 使瞎，使失明

impatiently adv. in a way annoyed because of delays, someone else's mistakes etc 不耐烦地

echo v. if a sound echoes, you hear it again because it was made near something such as a wall or hill 发出回声

girlish adj. behaving like a girl, looking like a girl, or suitable for a girl 像女孩子的

remake v. to build or make something again 重制，翻新

generosity n. a generous attitude, or generous behaviour 宽宏大量，胸怀宽广

gaslight n. the light produced from burning gas 煤气灯光

dishonesty n. behaviour in which you deceive or cheat people 不诚实

overworked adj. made to work too hard 过分劳累的

devilish adj. very bad, difficult, or unpleasant 邪恶的，魔鬼似的

fortnight n. two weeks 两星期

victory n. the success you achieve by winning or achieving something 胜利
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埃伦返回纽约

第二天傍晚，纽兰在泽西城车站等候从华盛顿开来的火车。他怀着学生时代那种懵懂的幸福感，想象着奥兰斯卡夫人从车上下来，挽着他的手臂，在他的带领下走向马车，然后踏上了永无止境的旅途。他有那么多话要和她讲！

火车到站了，接着他在成群的乘客中间发现了她苍白的脸。他们走向对方，手握到了一起，他让埃伦挽着他的手臂。“这边走——我驾来了马车。”他说。此后的情形和他梦想中的一模一样。

“你知道吗？”他说，马车正驶离车站，“我几乎想不起你的样子了。怎么说呢？每次见到你，都好像初次见面那样。”

“哦，对，我知道！我知道！我也有这种感觉！”

“埃伦——埃伦——埃伦！”

她没有回应。他一言不发地坐在那里注视着她，而她则望向窗外。他们之间毕竟互相了解得太少了！宝贵的时光在一点点流逝，而他却把想说的话忘得一干二净。

“好漂亮的马车啊！”她说着突然从窗边转过脸来，“是梅的吗？那么，是梅让你来接我的？她真是太好了！”

她提到梅的名字让他气恼，于是他脱口而出：“你丈夫的秘书来见过我，你知道吧。”

“我并不觉得意外。他是在英国和你相识的，对吗？”

“埃伦——我必须问你一件事。是里维埃帮你逃走的吗——当你离开你丈夫的时候？”

“是的，我欠他一个大人情。”她平静地回答。

“我想你是我见过的女人中最诚实的一个！”

“噢，不——不过也许算个最不难对付的女人吧。”

“嗯——你不得不实际地看待事实。”

“对——我不得不正视邪恶，这是事实。”“这并没有让你失去判断力！”

“它没有让我失去判断力，可它挤干了我的眼泪。”

这个回答好像来自经历的深渊，一个对纽兰来说遥不可及的地方。

“如果你没有失去判断力，那么你一定知道事情不能这样继续下去，”他说，“我们在一起，却又不在一起。”

“对，今天你就不应该来。”她突然转过身，伸开双臂搂住他，双唇紧紧贴在他的唇上。她随即抽身离开，然后他们静静地坐着，一动不动，直到纽兰匆忙发话。

“不要怕我。我想要的并不是一个偷偷摸摸的吻。瞧，我甚至都没想要碰你的衣袖。我们分开的时候，我一直盼望着见到你，所有的想法都被熊熊烈火燃尽了。可现在你来了，远远不止我记忆中的那样；在无数个星期焦急的等待后，我想要从你身上得到的，也远远不止一两个小时。因此，我才能像这样安安静静地坐在你身边，平静地期待着梦想成真。”

她沉默了片刻。“你说期待梦想成真是什么意思？”她小声问。

“呃——你知道它会实现的，对吗？”

“你梦想着和我在一起？”她猛然大笑，“你真是选了一个好地方来告诉我！”

“你的意思是说在我妻子的马车里？那我们下去走走好吗？我想你不会介意外面下着点儿雪吧？”

她又笑起来，不过声音轻了一些：“不，我不想下去走走，因为我想尽快见到奶奶。我们就这样安静地坐着，不要看梦想，而是来看一看现实吧。”

“对我来说，这就是唯一的现实。”

接下来是长时间的沉默。“那么，你的想法是我应该跟你在一起，做你的情妇，既然我不可能成为你的妻子？”

她直白的话语令他感到震惊，他艰难地寻找着措词：“我想——我想逃到一个地方，在那儿我们仅仅是两个彼此相爱的人，我们是彼此生活的全部，其他任何事情都无关紧要。”

她笑了：“哦，亲爱的——那个国度在哪儿？你去过吗？相信我，那只是一个糟糕的小地方！”

“那你对我们的事到底作何打算呢？”纽兰大声说。

“我们的事？从那个意义上讲并不存在我们！我们仅仅是埃伦·奥兰斯卡的表妹夫纽兰·阿彻，和纽兰·阿彻妻子的表姐埃伦·奥兰斯卡，两个企图背着信赖他们的人寻欢作乐的人。”

“啊，我要的不只是这些。”纽兰低声说。

“不，你要的仅此而已！你从来没有尝试过要得更多，可我尝试过，”她用一种陌生的声音说，“我知道那是什么样子。”

他静静地坐着，心中感到无言的痛苦。接着，他拉铃叫车夫把车停下。“我要在这儿下车。”他说完打开车门跳下去，“你说对了，我就不应该来。”她俯身向前，想要说什么，可他已经大声吩咐车夫继续赶车。马车向前驶去，他觉得脸上有些又硬又冷的东西，这才意识到自己哭了，刺骨的寒风冰封了他的眼泪。




当天晚上，纽兰和梅在家里吃饭，梅对埃伦·奥兰斯卡只字未提。晚饭后，他们一起坐在会客厅，梅做她的针线活儿，纽兰则在看书。他偶尔从书本上抬起眼睛看着梅，心里感到绝望。他对她的想法总是一清二楚，她绝对不会有他意想不到的情绪或新想法。如今，她逐渐变成她母亲的翻版，而不知怎的，她还试图用同样的方法把他变成另一位韦兰先生。他烦躁地站起身，她立刻抬起头。

“怎么了，亲爱的？”

“房间里太热了，我需要透透气。”他拉开厚重的窗帘，打开窗户，这样他就能把头和肩探到冰冷的黑夜中。

“纽兰！关上窗户吧。你会生病的。”

“生病！”他重复道，很想接着说，“我已经生病了。我正病着——已经病了好几个月了。”

他走回座椅，一只手放在她头发上，说道：“可怜的梅！”

“可怜？为什么可怜？”她略微一笑，问道。

“因为只要我打开窗户，你就会担心。”他回答，也笑了起来。

她沉默了片刻。然后低声说：“只要你高兴，我绝不会担心。”她边说边埋头做着针线活儿。

“啊，亲爱的！除非我把窗户打开，否则我永远不会高兴的！”

“在这种天气？”她说。他没有回答，又埋头去看他的书。

六七天过去了。纽兰没有听到奥兰斯卡夫人的任何消息。他开始明白，家里人不会再当着他的面提起她的名字。他也不想见她，不过一个计划已经在他脑海中慢慢成形。

一天，梅告诉纽兰，外婆想见他，于是纽兰匆匆赶往明戈特老太太的家。他的计划很简单。他会在那里见到埃伦，然后弄清楚她返回华盛顿的日期和车次。他要到车上与她会合，并和她一起去旅行，只要她想，去多远都行——他个人会选择去日本。他还会给梅留下一封信，以杜绝他回来的任何可能。

然而，明戈特老太太满怀喜悦地告诉他，她已经设法说服埃伦继续留在纽约照顾她。纽兰觉得脑子里乱糟糟的。他将能够时常见到埃伦，但他们的未来仅仅局限于幽会和通信。他将对梅说更多的谎言，而他的行事将违背他及他圈子里的人一直深信不疑的习惯、名誉和所有古老的规则……

他沿着第五大道往前走时，看见明戈特太太的马车停在博福特家外面，他知道肯定是埃伦在拜访雷吉娜·博福特。于是他等在那里，当埃伦从前门出来的时候拦住了她。

“我明天一定要见你——在一个我们可以单独相处的地方，”他说，“在公园的艺术博物馆如何？两点半？”

她没有回答便转身离开，很快上了马车。“她会去的！”他自信地对自己说。




在艺术博物馆里，他们慢慢地出入于各间展室。里面没有其他参观者，他们的脚步声发出了响亮的回音。

“这地方真奇怪。”奥兰斯卡夫人说。

“我想，有一天它会成为一个很棒的博物馆。”

他坐下来，欣赏她在看画作时身体轻盈的动作。即使穿着厚重的毛皮外衣，她的动作也显得像个小姑娘似的。

“你想和我说什么？”她问。

“我认为你来纽约是因为害怕我到华盛顿去。你知道我打算要去吗？”

她低下头说：“嗯——是的，我知道。”

“嗯，那怎么样？”他继续问。

“嗯，那么还是这样更好，不是吗？我们给别人的伤害会少一些。说到底，这不正是你一直希望的吗？”

“就这样与你幽会？这与我想要的刚好相反。我觉得这糟透了！”

“哦，真高兴，我也这样觉得！”她叫道。

“既然这样，你究竟认为怎样才更好呢？”

她没有回答，而是小声说：“我答应和奶奶呆在一起，是因为我觉得在这里危险较少。”

“危险？因为我这个人还是因为爱我？”

“因为不会伤害到其他人。”她面带恐惧地看着他，两颊泛起红晕。“我来你身边一次，然后就回家好吗？”她突然问道，声音低沉但清晰。

“最亲爱的！”纽兰说，额角通红，“可你说回家是什么意思呢？”

“回我丈夫家。”

“你指望我会同意吗？”

“那还有什么办法呢？我不能留在这里，对那些善待我的人撒谎。我也没法在他们帮助我重新开始生活之后，和你一走了之而毁掉他们的生活。”她转身离开。“我必须走。”她说道。

他跟了上去，一把抓住她的手。“好吧，既然这样，那就来找我一次吧。”他说。一想到要失去她，他就无法忍受。“什么时候？”他追问道，“明天吗？”

她犹豫了一下，“后天吧。”

“最亲爱的！”他又说。他们的目光继续对视了一会儿。他发现她的脸此刻更加苍白，却洋溢着一种内心深藏的愉悦。然后，她匆匆离开，走到门口时转过身来挥手告别。




翌日傍晚，纽兰和梅受范德卢顿夫妇之邀去了歌剧院。瑞典歌唱家克里斯蒂娜·尼尔森正在演唱《浮士德》。两年前纽兰第一次看见埃伦出现在她祖母的包厢里时，尼尔森唱的也是这一曲。这天晚上，纽兰和他的一些男性友人坐在了一起，从这里他可以清楚地看到坐在范德卢顿夫妇包厢里的妻子。

“她看起来多么单纯、多么容易信赖别人啊！”他想。他记起她曾经多么高尚地提出要放弃他。突然，他决定对她说出真相，以便仰仗她的宽宏大量，请求得到他曾经拒绝过的自由。

他起身绕行到范德卢顿夫妇的包厢，悄悄从后面溜了进去。“我头疼得厉害，”他小声对梅说，“跟我回家好吗？”

梅跟母亲及范德卢顿夫人说了几句话，很快便同纽兰一起驾车回家了。

他们一起走进了自己家的会客厅。“你赶紧上床休息不好吗？”她担心地问道。

“我的头痛不那么厉害。”纽兰回答，“我有一件重要的事想对你讲——是关于我自己的。”

她默默地坐着，脸色非常苍白，但表情却很平静。

“奥兰斯卡夫人——”他说道，但妻子举起一只手示意他住口。煤气灯光照射在她那枚金制的结婚戒指上。

“噢，今晚我们干吗要谈论埃伦呢？真的有意义吗，亲爱的？毫无疑问，你比我们所有人都更理解她，你一直对她很好。不过，既然都已经过去了，这还有什么关系呢？”

“都过去了——你这话什么意思？”

“嗨——她要回欧洲了。外婆同意了，并且已经作好安排，让她能不依靠她丈夫而独立生活。”

纽兰转过身去，捂住了脸。梅坐在那里，没有动，也没有说话。最后，他回转身来面朝着她。

“这不可能。”他说，“你是怎么知道的？”

“我昨天见到埃伦了——在外婆家里。今天下午我收到她一封信。你想看看吗？”

他一时张口结舌。她递给他一封短信，纽兰用颤抖的手接过，看了起来。上面写着：

亲爱的梅，我终于让奶奶明白，假如我回到欧洲，我必须自己生活——她一向都是这么善良，这么宽宏大量。我要赶回华盛顿打点行装，下周和可怜的梅多拉姑妈一起从纽约乘船离开。如果我的朋友有谁想劝我改变主意，请告诉他们那是没有用处的。埃伦

纽兰爆发出一阵狂笑。“她为什么要写这些？”他问道。

梅用清澈的蓝眼睛望着他。“我想是因为我们昨天谈论了一些事情。我告诉她，我理解她在这里的处境有多么艰难，我知道你是她一直信赖的唯一朋友。我想让她明白，我和你一样——我们的感情是完全一致的。”她缓缓地接着说，“她理解我想跟她说这话的心情。我觉得她一切都明白了。”

她走到纽兰跟前，拿起他一只冰冷的手，迅速按在自己的脸颊上。“我的头也有些痛。晚安，亲爱的。”她说完，转身朝门口走去。




正像阿彻太太笑着对韦兰太太说的那样，一对年轻夫妻第一次举办大型宴会可是件大事。梅提议，在埃伦乘船去欧洲前夜为她举办一场宴会。此刻，纽兰环顾餐桌旁那些熟悉的面孔——梅，范德卢顿夫妇，劳伦斯·莱弗茨，西勒顿·杰克逊和索菲·杰克逊，洛弗尔·明戈特夫妇和埃伦。他开始意识到，纽约社交圈几乎可以认定他和埃伦是一对情人，可他们却装作认为他的婚姻非常幸福美满。如今埃伦即将离开，他们所有人也轻而易举地装出他们钦慕并尊敬她的样子。他讨厌这种伪装，他开始感觉自己像个囚犯，一直被他的朋友和亲人们看守着。

他记不得自己在宴会期间和其他人说过些什么。很快就到了宾客们告辞的时间了，他却一直没有机会和埃伦私下交谈。“再见，”他在门厅里对她说，同时帮她把外套穿上，“不过我很快就会到巴黎去看你。”他觉得自己的声音听上去很响亮。

“噢，”她小声说，“如果你和梅能来……！”

她踏进了范德卢顿夫妇的马车，他再也看不到她的脸了。

几分钟之后，梅来图书室里找他。“宴会确实进行得很顺利，对吗？”她说道。

纽兰鼓起勇气说：“既然你来了，那我有件事必须告诉你，那天晚上我就想说的。”

“好啊，亲爱的。一件关于你自己的事？”

“是的。我最近一直觉得特别累——”

“嗯，我看到你越来越累了，纽兰！你在事务所一直劳累过度！”

“也许是吧。不管怎样，我想休息一段时间——马上就走。去一个长途旅行，抛开一切——”

“长途旅行？到什么地方去？”

“哦，我不知道，去印度——或者日本。”

她站起身来，走到他的椅子跟前。

“要去那么远吗？不过恐怕你不能走，亲爱的。”她的声音有些颤抖，“除非你带上我。就是说，如果医生让我去的话……不过恐怕他们不会允许。你知道吗，纽兰，从今天上午起，我已经肯定了一件我一直非常期盼的事……”

他盯着她，脸色煞白。她蹲下身子，把脸埋在他的膝盖上。

“噢，亲爱的。”他说着，用冰冷的手抚摸她的头发，脑海内回荡着一阵邪恶的狂笑。

“你没有猜到？”梅问道。

“猜到了——我——没有。我是说，当然我希望……”两人对视片刻，再次陷入了沉默。“你告诉过别人吗？”他又问。

“只有我妈妈和你母亲。”她停顿了一下，脸涨得通红，“还有埃伦。你知道，我告诉过你，有一天下午我们进行了一次长谈。”

“啊……”纽兰说，他的心几乎停止了跳动。

他感觉到妻子在目不转睛地注视着他。“纽兰，我先告诉了她，你介意吗？”

“介意？我为什么要介意？”他尽最后努力理清思路，“不过那是两个星期之前的事了，对吗？你刚才不是说今天才确定下来的吗？”

她的脸红得更厉害了，不过她继续注视着他。“对，当时我还没有把握——但我告诉她我有了。你看我说对了！”她大声说，蓝色的双眼噙满了胜利的泪水。
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NEWLAND VISITS PARIS

Newland sat at the desk in his library, and looked round at the room where most of the real things of his life had happened over the last thirty years. There his wife, nearly twenty-six years ago, had blushingly told him she was expecting a baby. There his elder son Dallas had taken his first steps towards him, shouting, 'Dad!' There his daughter Mary, who was so like her mother, had announced her engagement to the dullest of Reggie Chivers' sons. And there his great friend Theodore Roosevelt had told him, 'Forget about the professional politicians, Archer! It's men like you the country wants.'

'Men like you' – how those words had impressed Newland! How eagerly he had answered the call! At last he had found something worthwhile to do, and he worked long hours in local government. After a while, however, he felt he had done what he could, and returned thankfully to a quieter life. He was admired and respected in New York; his days were full, and they were filled usefully. 'I suppose that's all a man should ask,' he thought.

Something he knew he had missed – the flower of life. But when he thought, so despairingly at first, of Ellen Olenska, over the years she became the picture of perfection, and that picture kept him from thinking of other women. He had been a good husband to May, and when she had suddenly died – carried off by the illness through which she had nursed their youngest child, Bill – he had honestly mourned her. Their long years together had shown him that it did not matter so much if marriage was a dull duty, as long as the couple always behaved in a responsible, dutiful way to each other. If they failed to do that, the marriage just became a battle of selfish interests. Thinking back over his life, he saw there was honour in his past, and he mourned for it. After all, there was good in the old ways.

His eyes rested on his first photograph of May, which still kept its place on his desk. There she was, just as he had seen her under the Florida orange trees. And she had remained the same – never quite as noble as on that day, but never far below – brave, generous, trusting, but with so little imagination that the world of her childhood had fallen into pieces and rebuilt itself without her noticing the changes. Her children protected her by hiding their modern opinions from her, as Newland hid his. And she died thinking the world a good place, full of happy, loving families like her own; she could bear to leave it because she trusted that, whatever happened, Newland would continue teaching Dallas to obey the same rules that he had been taught, and that Dallas (when Newland followed her) would do the same for little Bill. Of Mary she was as sure as of her own self. So, having saved little Bill from death, and given her life in the effort, she went happily to her place in the Archer family grave.

The telephone rang, and Newland answered it. How far they were from the days when a messenger boy was the fastest way of communicating!

'Chicago wants you.'

Ah, it must be Dallas, who was there on business for his firm.

'Hallo, Dad. Yes, Dallas here. I say – how do you feel about sailing to France on Wednesday on the Mauretania? I've got to be back in early June for my wedding' – the voice broke into a laugh – 'so we must hurry. I say, Dad, do come. Think it over? No, sir, not for a minute. If you can find a single reason why not – no, I knew you couldn't. Oh good! I knew you'd agree.'

It would be their last trip together, because in June Dallas was marrying Fanny Beaufort – she was Julius Beaufort's daughter by his second wife, Fanny ring, the mistress he had married after poor Regina died. It was tempting for Newland to take this last chance of being alone with his first-born son. And France! He had not been there since his honeymoon. May had disliked travelling, and preferred the conversation of friends and family to that of foreigners.

Since her death, nearly two years before, there had been no reason for Newland to continue in the same routine. But the worst of doing his duty was that it had made him unable to do anything else. There are moments, however, when a man's imagination suddenly rises above its daily level, and looks down over all the crossroads and turning points in the long road of life. Newland hung there and wondered...




Looking out of his hotel window at the streets of Paris in the spring sunshine, he felt his heart beating with a young man's confusion and eagerness. In the first impatient years he had often imagined the scene of his victorious return to Paris and Ellen, but now that he was here, he felt shy, old-fashioned, dull – just a grey shadow of a man compared with the brilliant figure he had dreamed of being...

Dallas's hand came down cheerfully on his shoulder. 'Hallo, Father, this is wonderful, isn't it?' They stood for a while, and then the young man continued, 'By the way, I've got a message for you: the Countess Olenska expects us both at half-past five.'

He spoke lightly, carelessly, but turning to look at him, Newland thought he could see a knowing smile in his eyes.

'Didn't I tell you?' Dallas went on. 'Fanny made me promise to see Madame Olenska. She was awfully good to Fanny as a little girl, when Mr Beaufort sent Fanny over to France from Argentina. Fanny didn't have any friends, and Madame Olenska was very kind to her. So I telephoned today and asked to see her.'

Newland stared at him. 'You told her I was here?'

'Of course – why not?' Dallas slipped his arm through his father's. 'I say, Father, what was she like? Confess – you and she were great friends, weren't you? Wasn't she awfully lovely?'

'Lovely? I don't know about that. She was different.'

'Ah – there you have it! She's different, and one doesn't know why. It's exactly what I feel about Fanny.'

His father looked shocked. 'But my dear boy – you and Fanny... that's quite a different situation...'

'Oh Dad, don't be so old-fashioned! Wasn't she – once – your Fanny? I mean, the woman you'd have given up everything for, but you didn't.'

'I didn't,' echoed Newland, frowning.

'No, dear old boy, you didn't. But Mother said – she sent for me the day before she died, you remember? She said she knew we were safe with you, and always would be, because once, when she'd asked you to, you'd given up the thing you most wanted.'

Newland received this strange communication in silence. At last he said in a low voice: 'She never asked me.'

'No, you never did ask each other anything, did you? You just sat and watched each other, and guessed at what was going on underneath. But I think you older people knew more about each other's private thoughts than we ever have time to find out about our own.'

It seemed to take an iron hand from Newland's heart to know that his wife had, after all, guessed and pitied. For a long time he looked out of the window, while the stream of life rolled by... 'I'm only fifty-seven!' he found himself thinking. Summer dreams were past, but surely it was not too late for a quiet autumn of friendship, with Ellen as his companion.

Together he and Dallas walked through the streets towards Madame Olenska's apartment, the son full of excited enthusiasm for Paris, the father busy with his thoughts.

More than half a lifetime divided him from Madame Olenska. She had lived in this ancient beautiful city, among people he did not know, in a rich atmosphere of theatres, and paintings, and books, and conversations he could only guess at. During all those years he had lived with his unchanging memory of her, but her memory of him might no longer be as bright as the flame he carried in his own heart.

They found the building, and looked up at the fifth floor to a balcony, and windows with pale green shutters, which were open.

'I think I'll sit down for a moment,' said Newland, pointing to a bench under some trees in the square.

'Why – aren't you well?' his son asked.

'Perfectly well. But I'd like you to go up without me.'

'But Dad, does that mean you won't come up at all?'

'I don't know,' said Newland slowly.

'But what shall I say?'

'My dear boy, don't you always know what to say?'

'Very well. I'll say you're old-fashioned, and prefer walking up the stairs because you don't like lifts.'

His father smiled. 'Just say I'm old-fashioned.'

Puzzled, Dallas shook his head and went inside.

Archer sat down on the bench, and continued to look up at the balcony and the windows with the pale green shutters. In his mind he could see Dallas entering the room with his rapid, light step, and a dark lady with a pale face, who would look up quickly and hold out a long thin hand with three rings on it.

'It's more real to me here than if I went up,' he suddenly heard himself say, and the fear of losing that last shadow of reality kept him in his seat.

He sat for a long time on the bench in the thickening darkness, his eyes never turning from the windows. At last a lamp was lit inside the apartment, and a servant closed the shutters.

At that, Newland Archer stood up slowly and walked back alone to his hotel.

[image: alt]



professional adj. relating to a job that needs special education and training 职业的

thankfully adv. feeling grateful and glad about something, especially because a difficult situation has ended or been avoided 感激地

despairingly adv. in a way showing a feeling that you have no hope at all 感到绝望地

perfection n. the state of being perfect 完美

mourn v. to feel very sad and to miss someone after they have died 哀悼

rebuild v. to build something again, after it has been damaged or destroyed 重建

communicate v. to exchange information or conversation with other people, using words, signs, writing etc 通讯

crossroads n. a place where two roads meet and cross each other 十字路口

victorious adj. having won a victory, or ending in a victory 胜利的

knowing adj. showing that you know all about something, even if it has not been discussed directly 会意的，心照不宣的

frown v. to make an angry, unhappy, or confused expression, moving your eyebrows together 皱眉

underneath adv. directly under another object or covered by it 在下面

enthusiasm n. a strong feeling of interest and enjoyment about something and an eagerness to be involved in it 热情

shutter n. a wooden or metal cover for windows, to keep out the heat and light 百叶窗


10
纽兰造访巴黎

纽兰坐在图书室的写字台前，环视这间屋子。过去三十多年来，他一生中大部分真实的事情都发生在这间图书室。大约二十六年前，他的妻子在这里红着脸告诉他她怀孕的消息。他的长子达拉斯在这里第一次向他蹒跚走来，喊着“爸爸！”长相酷似母亲的女儿玛丽在这里宣布与雷吉·奇弗斯最乏味的那个儿子订婚。在这里，他伟大的朋友西奥多·罗斯福告诉他：“去他的职业政治家吧，阿彻！国家需要的是像你这样的人才。”

“像你这样的人——”这一席话曾经让纽兰何等刻骨铭心！他曾经何等热情地响应召唤！最终，他找到了一些有意义的事情去做，并在当地政府机构辛勤地工作。然而，一段时间过后，他感觉自己已经竭尽所能，于是欣然隐退，重新过上较为平静的生活。在纽约，他受人仰慕和尊重。他的日子过得很忙碌，也过得很充实。“我想，这就是一个人的全部追求。”他想。

他知道他遗失了一样东西——生命之花。起初，他想到埃伦·奥兰斯卡的时候心情非常绝望。然而这么多年来，她已经成为完美的化身，使他不会去想别的女人。对梅来说，他一直是个好丈夫。他们最小的孩子比尔生病，她照顾他时突然染病而离世，他对她衷心哀悼。他们多年的共同生活已经向他证明，只要婚姻双方能够一直做到对彼此尽责，即便是一种枯燥的责任也无关紧要。如果他们没有做到，那么婚姻就会变成一场私利的斗争。回首往事，他知道自己也曾有过荣耀的时刻，同时也为之痛心。毕竟，旧的方式也有好的一面。

他的目光停留在他得到的第一张梅的照片上，它依然占据着写字台上惯常的位置。照片上的她，正如当年他在佛罗里达的橘树下见到的样子。她始终如一，再也没有像那天那样高尚，但也没有差很多——她勇敢、大度、容易信赖他人，但特别缺乏想象力。她儿时的那个世界已经分崩离析并进行了重塑，她都丝毫没有觉察。孩子们像纽兰一样向她隐瞒自己新潮的观念，以此来保护她。她去世时依然认为人世间是个好地方，到处是像她自己家那样幸福美满的家庭。她能够安心地离开人间，因为她相信，无论发生什么事，纽兰都会向达拉斯继续灌输他自己曾被教导必须遵从的那些观念，而达拉斯（当纽兰随她而去之后）也会将同样的观念教导给小比尔。至于玛丽，她对她就像对自己那样有把握。因此，从死亡的边缘拯救回小比尔之后，她便撒手而去，心满意足地到阿彻家的墓穴中就位。

电话铃响了，纽兰摘下电话。从前信差是最快的通讯方式，他们离那些日子多么遥远了！

“芝加哥有人要和你通话。”

啊，一定是达拉斯，他被公司派往那里出差。

“嗨，爸爸。是的，我是达拉斯。我说——你觉得周三乘坐‘毛里塔尼亚’号去法国怎么样？我得在六月初赶回来结婚呢。”话音突然变成笑声——“所以我们得赶紧。我说，爸爸，一定要来啊。考虑一下？不，先生，一分钟也不行。如果你能为不去找到一条理由——对了，我知道你不能。噢，太好了！我就知道你会同意的。”

这将是他们最后一次共同的旅行了，因为在六月份，达拉斯就将迎娶范妮·博福特——她是朱利叶斯·博福特和第二任妻子范妮·林所生的女儿。可怜的雷吉娜去世之后，他就娶了之前的这位情人。对纽兰来说，这是单独跟长子一起相处的最后机会，颇具吸引力，而且是去法国！自从蜜月归来之后，他就再未踏足那里。梅不喜欢旅行，与其和外国人说话，她宁愿和朋友家人交谈。

她去世快两年了，自那以后，纽兰已经没有理由再继续原来的那一套。但是，尽责的最坏后果就是，他没有能力再去做其他事情了。然而，有时候，想象力会突然超越平日的水平，俯视人生漫长曲折的道路上所有的十字路口和转折点。纽兰呆坐在那里，思索着……

纽兰从旅馆窗口向外张望着春日照耀下的巴黎街头，他感觉自己的内心躁动着年轻人的困惑和渴望。在头几年焦躁不安的日子里，他常常会想象自己战胜一切，重返巴黎，和埃伦在一起。可如今他真的来到这里，却觉得自己畏缩、老派、乏味——与他曾经梦想成为的光辉形象相比，他只是一个灰色的身影……

达拉斯高兴地把手搭在他的肩头，说：“嘿，爸爸，真是太棒了，不是吗？”他们站了一会儿，接着年轻人又说：“对了，我有个口信要告诉你：奥兰斯卡伯爵夫人五点半等着见我们。”

他说得很轻松，有些漫不经心。纽兰转过身看着他，发现他眼神里有一丝会意的笑。

“我没告诉过你吗？”达拉斯继续说，“范妮让我保证一定要去看望奥兰斯卡夫人。范妮还是个小姑娘的时候，博福特先生把她从阿根廷送来了法国，夫人对她特别好。那时，范妮一个朋友也没有，奥兰斯卡夫人对她很友善。所以今天我给她打了电话，说想去看她。”

纽兰盯着他说：“你告诉她我也来了？”

“当然啦——为什么不呢？”达拉斯把胳膊塞到父亲的胳膊里，“我说，爸爸，她长得什么样？说实话吧——你和她过去是好朋友，对吗？她是不是非常可爱？”

“可爱？我不知道。她是与众不同。”

“啊——你说得对！她与众不同，但又不知道为什么。这跟我对范妮的感觉完全相同。”

父亲看上去非常惊讶。“可是，亲爱的孩子——你和范妮……那完全是另一回事……”

“噢，爸爸，别这么迂腐了！她不是——曾经——是你的范妮吗？我是说，就是你愿为她抛弃一切的女人，只不过你没那样做。”

“我没有那样做。”纽兰皱着眉头重复道。

“是的，亲爱的老男孩，你没有那样做。但妈妈说过——她去世的前一天把我叫过去，你还记得吗？她说，她知道我们跟你在一起很安全，而且会永远安全，因为有一次，当她要求你时，你放弃了最向往的东西。”

纽兰默默地回味着这句奇怪的话。终于，他小声说道：“她从来没有要求过我什么。”

“对，你们俩从没有相互要求过什么，对吗？你们只是坐着互相观察，猜测对方心里想些什么。可我觉得，你们老一辈人了解对方心里的想法，比我们了解自己的想法还多。我们都没有时间去了解自己。”

纽兰的心头仿佛卸下了沉重的铁枷——妻子终究猜出了他的心事并表示了同情。他久久地望着窗外，生活的急流在身边滚滚向前……“我才五十七岁！”他发觉自己在想。夏日的梦想已然过去，然而陪在埃伦身边，享受宁静秋日友谊的果实肯定还不算太迟。

他和达拉斯一起穿街走巷，朝奥兰斯卡夫人的公寓走去。儿子对巴黎充满了兴奋、热情，而父亲则陷入了自己的思绪之中。

他与奥兰斯卡夫人分开了大半生时间。她住在这座古老而美丽的城市里，生活在他不认识的人们中间。这里到处都是剧院、画作、书籍，还有那些他只能去猜测其内容的谈话。这些年里，他对她一直怀着不变的记忆，而她对他的记忆也许不再像他深藏内心的激情那样鲜明了。

他们找到了那个大楼，抬头望向五楼，那里有一个阳台，窗户上的浅绿色百叶窗正开着。

“我想我要坐一会儿。”纽兰说，手指着广场树下的一张长凳。

“怎么了——你不舒服吗？”儿子问道。

“我好得很。不过，我想让你一个人上去。”

“可是，爸爸，你是不是压根儿就不打算上去呢？”

“我不知道。”纽兰缓缓地说。

“可我要怎么说呢？”

“亲爱的孩子，你不是总知道该说什么吗？”

“好吧。我就说你守旧，不喜欢坐电梯，宁愿自己爬楼梯。”

父亲笑着说：“说我守旧就够了。”

达拉斯一脸困惑地摇摇头，走了进去。

阿彻坐到长凳上，继续抬头望着那个阳台和开着浅绿色百叶窗的窗户。他可以想象达拉斯迈着轻快的步伐走进房间，一位肤色较深、面孔白皙的夫人迅速抬起头来，伸出一只瘦长的手，上面戴着三枚戒指。

“对我来说，呆在这儿比上去更真实。”他突然听到自己在说。由于害怕失去最后那个真实的影子，他一直呆在座位上没有动。

暮色渐浓，纽兰在长凳上坐了许久，目光始终没有离开过窗户。终于，公寓里点起了一盏灯，用人关上了百叶窗。

这时，纽兰·阿彻慢慢站起身来，一个人朝旅馆的方向走了回去。


ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1 Read the back cover and the story introduction. What do you know now about the people in the story? Circle Y (Yes) or N (No) for each of these sentences.

1) Ellen Olenska hopes to return to her husband. Y / N

2) May thinks it is important not to offend people. Y / N

3) Newland used to be in love with Ellen. Y / N

2 This story is set in New York in the 1870s. Can you guess what kind of social rules there were in those days? Decide which of these statements might be true or not true.

1) Divorce had to be avoided to save a family's good name.

2) People had a duty to express their feelings openly.

3) Arriving late at social events was a fashionable thing to do.

4) It was acceptable for young unmarried women to live alone.

5) It was acceptable for married men to have affairs with women.

3 The story begins with Newland Archer engaged to May Welland. Here are four possible developments. Choose the one that you think most likely, or the one that you would like to happen.

1) Newland will marry May.

2) Newland will marry Ellen.

3) Newland will marry a different woman.

4) Newland will never marry.


ACTIVITIES



While Reading

1 Read Chapters 1 to 3. Answer these questions in two ways; first, from the point of view of New York society in the 1870s; and secondly, from the point of view of your own culture, in your own time. Are there differences between the two sets of answers?

1) Was Ellen Olenska wrong to leave her husband, the Polish Count, and come home to America?

2) At his mother's dinner, was Newland right to say that Ellen had nothing to be ashamed of?

3) Was Newland wrong to visit Ellen at her home without making sure that May knew about his visit first?

4) Was Mr van der Luyden right to warn Ellen not to accept invitations to unsuitable events like Mrs Struthers' party?

2 Before you read Chapter 4, can you guess which of these things Newland will do?

1) He will advise Ellen against divorce, as her family wishes.

2) He will offer Ellen his complete support, divorce or no divorce.

3 Read Chapters 4 to 6. Who is speaking, to whom, and what are they talking about? What do the words tell us about them?

1) 'This is a very small world, compared to the one you've lived in.'

2) 'But my freedom – isn't that worth it?'

3) 'You could so easily have made a mistake – anyone can.'

4) 'I can't love you unless I give you up.'

5) 'I wonder if she would be happier with her husband, after all.'

4 Read Chapters 7 and 8, and try to summarize the characters' feelings by completing these sentences.

1) Ellen has been avoiding Newland because ________.

2) Newland loves Ellen more than ever and ________.

3) May must suspect that Newland is in love with Ellen but ________.

5 Before you read Chapter 9, choose some advice to offer Newland and Ellen before they meet at the station. Explain your choices.

Advice for Newland:

1) Tell Ellen you will never meet her alone again.

2) Ask Ellen to run away with you to Europe as soon as possible.

3) Persuade Ellen to stay in New York and meet you in secret.

Advice for Ellen:

4) Go back to your husband, the Count.

5) Stay in New York and become Newland's mistress.

6) Tell May about your relationship with Newland.

6 Before you read Chapter 10, which happens more than twenty-five years later, imagine what might happen. Choose some of these ideas, or think of some of your own.

1) Newland leaves May the next day, takes the next boat for Europe, finds Ellen, and they stay together, unmarried, for life.

2) May dies in childbirth; Ellen returns, and marries Newland.

3) Some years later Ellen returns to New York and wants to have an affair with Newland, but he is no longer interested.

4) Newland stays with May, and never sees Ellen again.

5) A year later, Newland leaves May and joins Ellen in Europe, but their life together is bitter and unhappy.


ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1 Read these sentences about, or said by, Newland, Ellen, and May. Explain what you think they mean. What, in your opinion, do the sentences tell us about the attitudes of these characters?

1) Newland: It was his duty to hide his past from her, and her duty, as a marriageable girl, to have no past to hide.

2) Ellen: 'The real loneliness is living among all these kind people who only ask me to pretend!'

3) May: 'Mother would not understand us wanting to do things so differently from other couples.'

2 Here is May's diary, for the day after her grandmother's stroke. Fill each gap with one suitable word.

Now I know, there is no _____ he loves her. He looked so _____ at lunch today (the way he _____ to look when we were first _____), when he offered to take my _____ and pick her up from the _____, and poor Mother (she would be _____ if she knew!) accepted so very_____. Then of course he had to _____ to me – he has done that_____, but this time it seemed much _____ somehow. I do wonder if he _____ how completely I understand him, and _____ him as well, for the awful _____ that I can see he is _____. Does he know how much I _____ him, in spite of everything? I'll _____ give him up, unless he himself _____ to leave me. I can only _____ that one day his heart will _____ to me. He is so very _____ to me.

3 Here are the thoughts of five characters from the story. Who are the characters, and who or what are they thinking about? What has just happened in the story?

1) 'There'll be trouble if he gets involved with that foreign girl – most unsuitable, she is. I've seen the signs before in young men – losing their temper, not wanting a word said against the lady, talking all that nonsense about divorce. Ah well. I think I'll just have another of his cigars before I go.'

2) 'Oho! Now there's a lovely-looking woman, just entering old Mrs Mingott's box. Everybody's looking at her. Who can she be? I'll get Regina to find out. I like a low-cut dress – why hide what you've got, that's what I say. She looks a lot more fun than half the women here tonight.'

3) 'Oh, I'm so excited! It's such wonderful news! I'll never get to sleep again now. She's a delightful girl, just right for Newland – I'm sure they'll be happy together. But I can't understand why he was laughing like that. It was almost uncontrollable. I'm surprised he didn't wake Mother...'

4) 'That's no way for a grand-niece of mine to behave. There'll be no helping hand from me, that's for sure, and I don't want to hear her name spoken in this house again! Brought me close to death, she has, she and that wicked husband of hers!'

5) 'It's lovely to have him here with us, and it's nice to see that he's so much in love, but I don't think he has any idea how much there is to do before a wedding. There are still all the sheets and towels to sew, and May's dress – so many preparations to make. I'm afraid he'll just have to wait...'

4 When May talks to Ellen about Newland, she also tells her she is expecting a child. A fortnight later she reports this conversation to Newland (see the end of Chapter 9). Complete what May and Ellen say to each other in this conversation.

MAY: Ellen dear, there's something ________.

ELLEN: What is it, May? Sit down beside me and ________.

MAY: Ellen, ever since you returned to New York, I know what a difficult time ________.

ELLEN: Yes, it hasn't ________. I'm not sure I'll ever understand________.

MAY: We New Yorkers are rather different ________. And you have been ________.

ELLEN: Yes, a very long time. And I am so grateful to ________.

MAY: He's very fond ________.

ELLEN: And I am of him. He's the one friend I ________.

MAY: I know that, and I've been glad that he ________. Of course, in the future he'll have other family responsibilities, so he may not________.

ELLEN: Family...? Do you mean, dear May, that ________?

MAY: Yes, I am. And Newland will ________!

ELLEN: Yes, I'm sure he will be. He doesn't ________?

MAY: Not yet. I'll tell him very soon. But I wanted you ________.

ELLEN: Yes, thank you for telling me, May. I'm so pleased ________. It's ________.

MAY: And what ________?

ELLEN: My plans? Oh, I – well, I think I will ________. I hope to persuade Grandmother to ________.

MAY: I'm sure, if you explain, Grandmother will ________.

ELLEN: I hope so, May – indeed, I do hope so...

5 Which of these statements do you agree or disagree with? Give your reasons.

1) It's better not to try to turn a dream from the past into reality.

2) Women ought to be free, as free as men.

3) It doesn't matter if a marriage is dull, as long as the couple respect each other.

4) When two people love each other, they may have to go against public opinion.

5) Sometimes you have to give up your own wishes, to save other people from misery.

6) A wife simply has to accept the rough as well as the smooth, the bad times as well as the good.

6 What did you think of this story? Think about these questions and how you would answer them, and write a short report of the story.

1) In every love triangle, there are always winners and losers. In this story, who were the winners and who were the losers, in your opinion?

2) Was Newland right to marry May, when he was already in love with Ellen?

3) When May offered Newland his freedom, should he have broken his engagement, and run away with Ellen?

4) How did you find the ending? Did you feel it was satisfying, unexpected, or disappointing? Describe your reaction.
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内容简介

弗里西亚群岛位于荷兰和德国所属的北海沿岸。在群岛附近航行有时会有危险，尤其是在恶劣天气下，因为这里有不少沙洲，涨潮时会隐藏在浅水下面。沙洲间的航道很窄，不易察觉，而沙洲本身也会随着海风和潮汐发生改变。




年轻的阿瑟·戴维斯是个航海爱好者，他热情勇敢、技术娴熟，喜欢驾着他的“达尔茜贝拉”号游艇穿梭于这片复杂、危险的海域。戴维斯邀请他的朋友卡拉瑟斯从伦敦赶来，二人一起出海度假，可在船上待了几天之后，卡拉瑟斯才弄清此行的真正目的。看来，他们是要去解开一个谜，还要解开一个名叫多尔曼的男人身上的疑团。两个好朋友开始了调查——与此同时，他们也引来了一位德国炮艇艇长的密切关注。




故事发生在1902年，因此这段海岸的危险之处不仅仅在于沙洲。第一次世界大战的阴云不断汇聚，年复一年，慢慢地愈来愈暗……


THE RIDDLE OF THE SANDS

The Frisian Islands lie along the North Sea coast of Holland and Germany, and sailing around these islands can be dangerous, especially in bad weather, because of the sandbanks that lie hidden beneath the shallow waters at high tide. The channels between the sandbanks are narrow and easy to miss, and the sandbanks themselves change with the wind and the tides.




Arthur Davies is young, enthusiastic, and a brave and skilful sailor, who takes great delight in sailing his yacht Dulcibella through these difficult and dangerous waters. He asks his friend Carruthers to come out from London and join him for a sailing holiday, but his reasons for doing this only become clear to Carruthers after several days on board. It seems there is a riddle to solve, and a little mystery about a man called Dollmann. The two friends begin to investigate – and the commander of a German gunboat begins to take a close interest in them.




For the year is 1902, and sandbanks are not the only danger on this coast. The gathering storm-clouds of the First World War are slowly growing darker, year by year...
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THE REASON WHY

Why has this book been written?

In October 1902, my friend Carruthers came to my office, and told me the story of the yachting trip that he and his friend Mr Davies had recently taken in the Baltic and the North Sea.

The account of his adventures both astonished and alarmed me, and when he asked for my help in preparing this book for publication, I agreed readily. It is well known that Britain's coastal defences are dangerously weak, so the secret information discovered by Carruthers and Davies is of great importance, and I fully support their wish to make this information public.

The difficulty they had was that an Englishman, from an old and famous family, would be shown in their story to be a traitor, and this would cause pain and misery to an innocent young lady, whom they are anxious to protect. The names Carruthers and Davies, therefore, are not their real ones, and the names of all other persons in this account have also been changed.

But why publish secret information of national importance? Should it not be kept secret, known only to the government, whose job is to make good use of such information?

Indeed, that would normally be the best thing to do, but not in this case. The government, although informed of the great danger facing this country, has chosen to do nothing – and that is the reason why this book has been written.




London, 1903



traitor n. someone who does something disloyal to his country 叛国者


缘起

为什么要写这本书呢？

1902年10月，我的朋友卡拉瑟斯来到我的办公室，向我讲述了不久前他和朋友戴维斯驾驶游艇在波罗的海和北海航行的故事。

卡拉瑟斯讲述的冒险经历让我既吃惊又担忧。所以，当他请我帮他写这本书来出版时，我欣然应允。众所周知，英国薄弱的海防危机四伏，卡拉瑟斯和戴维斯发现的秘密情报因此极为重要。所以，他们想要将这一情报公之于众时，我全力支持。

麻烦之处在于，他们将在书中揭露一位出身名门世家的英国男子的叛国罪行，但这样会伤害到一位他们竭力想要保护的无辜姑娘。因此，“卡拉瑟斯”和“戴维斯”两个名字并不是真名，故事中其他人物的名字也都一一做了改动。

可是，为什么要把国家级机密情报公之于众呢？难道不该只把它局限在政府范围内，由政府来行使职责、充分利用此类情报吗？

通常情况下这的确是最佳选择，但这次不一样。英国政府明明知道国家面临严重危险，却选择了不作为。因此，我们才写了这本书。




1903年于伦敦


1
An invitation to the Baltic Sea

The letter arrived as I was dressing for dinner in my rooms in Pall Mall on the evening of 23rd September 1902. London was deserted at that time of the summer, and I had become very bored and depressed with my daily routine of work at the Foreign Office, and dinner at my club in the evening. All my friends were away enjoying themselves at country house parties, but here was I, a fashionable young man with a bright future, who knew all the best people and belonged to all the best clubs – and who was forced to remain in London because of my job.

I had encouraged my friends to believe that the Foreign Office could not manage without me during the summer, but the plain truth was that my work was neither interesting nor important. It consisted mostly of taking messages for absent officials, whose own holiday plans had upset mine.

Although my friends had sent me sympathetic letters, it was clear that I had not been greatly missed, and now, at the end of September, I realized another bitter truth. Two more days, and I would be free to start my holiday – but I had nowhere to go! The country house parties were all breaking up, and though I could always go home to Yorkshire, of course, which fashionable young man wants to spend his holiday with his own family?

I was, without doubt, extremely depressed.

So, when a letter, with a German stamp and marked 'urgent', arrived that evening, I felt a touch of interest, even excitement, as I opened it and read:

Yacht Dulcibella

Flensburg, 21st September

Dear Carruthers,

You will probably be surprised to hear from me, as it's a long time since we met. But I write in the hope that you might like to come out here and join me in a little sailing and, perhaps, duck shooting. This part of the Baltic is very beautiful and there should be plenty of ducks soon, if it gets cold enough. The friend who was with me has had to leave, and I really need someone else, as I'd like to stay out here for a while.

If you can come – and I do hope you can – send a telegram to the post office at Flensburg. I know you speak German perfectly, and that will be a great help.

Yours ever,

Arthur Davies




Then followed directions as to how to reach him, and a long list of various things for the yacht that he would like me to buy and bring out.

The letter was a turning point in my life, though I did not know it at the time. During my lonely dinner that evening I was undecided. Yachting in the Baltic in October! I must be mad even to think of it. I was used to the kind of yachting party that took place in warm summer weather, on comfortable, luxurious yachts with servants to bring meals and drinks. But what kind of yacht was the Dulcibella? Davies, I remembered, was not rich. We had been at Oxford University together and had been quite friendly, but I had not seen much of him in the three years since then. On the few occasions we had met, I found him rather dull.

His letter, too, seemed rather unpromising. His friend had left him – why? The Baltic was beautiful – yes, but what about October storms? Did I really want to spend my holidays freezing in the Baltic, with a man who was sure to bore me to death?
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Two days later I was on the night ferry to Holland, with a huge pile of luggage and a ticket for Flensburg in my pocket. I'd had to go all round London to find the things that Davies wanted for the yacht, and I felt I was being generous and unselfish. Davies had said that he needed a friend, so I was doing a friend's duty and answering his call. It was just possible, of course, that I might enjoy myself as well.

The train took me east, then north, through Germany, and by ten o'clock the next evening I was standing on the station platform at Flensburg, and Davies was greeting me.

'It's awfully good of you to come.'

'Not at all. It's very good of you to ask me.'

We watched each other cautiously. Davies, in ordinary old clothes, did not look like my idea of a yachtsman. Where were the fashionable white trousers and dark blue jacket, like the ones lying neatly in my big suitcase?

'You've brought a lot of things,' said Davies, looking anxiously at my luggage.

'You asked me to get most of them,' I replied. 'I've brought you the hammer, the rope and the rubber boots you wanted. Oh, and the gun you were having repaired.'

'Oh yes! Thank you. I didn't mean those. It's that large case. You couldn't manage with just the small bag?'

'No, of course not,' I answered, puzzled.

'Well, never mind. It's not far to the dinghy,' and he bent down to pick up my luggage.

'But where are your men?' I asked.

'Oh, I never have any paid men on the Dulcibella,' he said cheerfully. 'The whole fun is doing it yourself. It's quite a small yacht, you know.'

I looked at Davies in silent horror. Then I picked up my bag, frowning. 'Come on, then,' I said.

'You'll like the Dulcibella,' said Davies, a little anxiously. 'She's very comfortable.'

Loaded down with my luggage, we made our way in the dark towards the harbour. Davies stopped at the top of some steps that disappeared into the darkness.

'The dinghy's down there,' he said. 'You go down and I'll pass the things down to you.'

The stone steps were slippery, and I had only a wet piece of rope to hold on to. I went down carefully, conscious of collecting dirt on my trousers. Near the bottom, I slid on the mud and sat down with one foot in the water.
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I went down carefully, conscious of collecting dirt on my trousers.

I climbed miserably into a very small boat.

'Are you ready?' called Davies from above. He passed down my large case, which almost filled the little boat. The rest of the luggage followed, making a big pile that shook dangerously every time I moved. Somehow Davies managed to climb into the boat, and started to row across the harbour.

'The yacht is a little way away,' he explained. 'I hate to be too near a town.' Then, a few minutes later, 'Look! There she is.'

In the dark, I could just see a small yacht with a light shining on its mast. Davies jumped on board, and tied up the dinghy. 'Now, pass the things up, and I'll take them,' he called.

I did as he said, thinking unhappily of the last time I had been on a yacht – the paint shining in the sun, the decks as white as snow, the men eager to help. How different from this horrible, clumsy business in the dark!

When we had finished, I climbed on board. The deck was covered with boxes and cases. Davies, who was staring at my big suitcase, suddenly seemed to wake up. 'Come on!' he said cheerfully. 'I'll show you around.'

He dived down a ladder and I followed carefully. At the bottom I turned, and hit my head on the low ceiling.

'Mind your head,' cried Davies, too late.

I looked around, and saw, by the light of an oil lamp, that I was in a tiny cabin, almost filled with a large table. On each side there was a bench-like seat, above which was a shelf holding books, maps, and so on. Through a small door beyond the table I could see an old cooker. The whole place smelled of oil, cooking, and sea water.

'You see,' said Davies. 'There's plenty of room to sit up straight.' I wondered if this was meant to be a joke, as I was bent almost double. As I sat down, my knee came into contact with a sharp edge. 'Watch out for the centreboard,' said Davies. 'She's a flat-bottomed boat, you know, good for sailing in shallow water. And in deep water you lower the centreboard. That way we can go almost anywhere.'

He disappeared up the ladder and started passing down the boxes and cases. Soon they filled the small cabin to the ceiling. I heard him trying to push my case through the doorway at the top of the ladder.

'It's no good,' he said, reappearing in the cabin. 'You'd better unpack it on deck, and drop things on to your bed.'

He lit another oil lamp, and proudly showed me the other cabin, which had two narrow beds built along the sides. 'This is where we sleep,' he said. 'I'm not sure there's enough room for all your things, though. I don't suppose you could manage without some of them?'

'No, I couldn't,' I said crossly. 'Now, if you could move out of the way, I can get out too.'

He suddenly looked miserable at the way I spoke, but, tired and depressed, I pushed past him and climbed up on deck. In the dying moonlight I opened my case and took out some of the things. The rest – the clothes I'd worn on my last yachting holiday – I put back in the case, afraid that Davies might see them. I closed the case, and sat down on it. There was only one good thing about this depressing arrival – it wasn't raining. This thought made me look round at where we were.

The water was as smooth as glass. There was not a cloud in the sky, and the bright stars were reflected in the dark water – stars above and stars below. I could see a few little white houses on one shore, and the lights of Flensburg in the distance on the other. In between, the darkness hid the open sea. Everything was quiet except for Davies moving things about in the cabin.

How it happened I do not know, but suddenly my mood changed. Perhaps it was the miserable look I had last seen on his face. Perhaps it was one of those moments of clear-sightedness that people sometimes have, when I saw my silly selfishness compared with a simple, generous nature. Or perhaps it was the air of mystery about the whole trip. I suddenly felt ashamed of myself, a fashionable young man, tired and dirty, sitting on a case that was almost as big as the 'yacht' that was to carry it, and with no idea of what I was doing there. I decided, then and there, that I was going to enjoy this strange and unexpected adventure.

'Supper's ready,' Davies called from below.

I went down the ladder, and was astonished at the change in the cabin. All the luggage had been put away, and everything looked neat and comfortable. There were glasses on the table, and the smell of hot whisky and lemon hid the earlier unpleasant smells. Davies could see from my face that I had got over my bad mood, and he was obviously happier.

We sat smoking our pipes and talking for a while, and then came the problem of going to bed in the tiny cabin. After bumping my head and elbows several times, I finally managed it and lay down between the rough blankets.

Davies, moving quickly and easily, was soon in his bed. 'It's quite comfortable, isn't it?' he said, as he blew out the light.

I felt a drop of water on my face. 'I suppose the deck's not leaking?' I said, as politely as I could.

Davies was out of bed in a moment. 'I'll just put something over it for tonight,' he said, 'and I'll fix it in the morning. I've been doing some repairs but I must have missed that bit.'

In a few minutes he was back in bed, and soon after, I fell asleep.



depressed adj. feeling very unhappy 沮丧的；消沉的；忧愁的

Foreign Office the British government office in charge of relations with foreign countries （英国）外交部

sympathetic adj. caring and feeling sorry about someone's problem 同情的

luxurious adj. very expensive, beautiful, and comfortable 奢华的

occasion n. a time when something happens 时候；场合

unpromising adj. not likely to be good or successful 不乐观的；不大会成功的

awfully adv. very 非常

dinghy n. a small open boat used for pleasure, or for taking people between a ship and the shore 小划艇

frown v. to make an angry, unhappy, or confused expression, moving your eyebrows together 皱眉

mast n. a tall pole on a ship that supports the sails 桅杆

deck n. the floor of a ship 甲板

clumsy adj. large and heavy 笨重的

cabin n. a room on a ship 船舱

doorway n. the space where a door opens into a room or building 门口

crossly adv. angrily 愠怒地

mood n. the way you feel at a particular time 心情；情绪

unexpected adj. surprising 意外的；突然的

bump v. to hit or knock against something 撞


1
波罗的海之约

1902年9月23日傍晚，这封信送达我在蓓尔美尔街的寓所时，我正在房间里更衣准备吃晚饭。夏天的这个时候伦敦基本没什么人，我白天去外交部上班，晚上在俱乐部吃晚饭，程式化的日子过得我无聊又沮丧。我的朋友都离开伦敦去了乡间别墅，在各种聚会上寻欢作乐；而我，一个认识各界精英、跻身全部顶级俱乐部、前程似锦的时髦小伙子，却被迫因为工作留在伦敦。

我让朋友们以为夏天这段时间外交部离不了我，可事实却再明显不过：我的工作既没意思，也不重要。我的主要职责是替休假的官员传口信，正是他们的各种度假计划让我自己的假期泡了汤。

尽管朋友们纷纷来信向我表示同情，但很明显他们并不怎么想念我。而现在，9月底到了，我又意识到另一个惨淡的事实：再过两天，我就能得空儿开始休假了——可我却没地方去！所有的乡间聚会都要结束了。当然了，不论怎样我总还可以回老家约克郡去，可哪个时髦的年轻人愿意跟自家人一起度假？

不用说，我郁闷极了。

因此，那天傍晚，当一封贴着德国邮票的“急件”送来时，我感到一丝好奇，甚至是兴奋，于是拆开信读了起来：

“达尔茜贝拉”号游艇

弗伦斯堡，9月21日

亲爱的卡拉瑟斯：

收到我的信你大概很惊讶，因为我们已经很久没见面了。不过，此番去信是希望你能过来跟我一起驾着游艇兜兜风，没准还能打打野鸭。波罗的海的这一带景色很美，而且如果天气变得够冷的话，很快就会有不少野鸭。之前跟我一起的朋友有事得离开，我真的需要再有个人陪我，因为我想在这儿多待一阵再回去。

如果你能来——我非常希望你能来——请往弗伦斯堡的邮局拍个电报。我知道你德语讲得很好，这一点能帮上大忙。

你永远的，

阿瑟·戴维斯




接下来是说明，告诉我怎样找到他，还列了一长串游艇上要用的东西，要我买好带给他。

这封信是我人生的一个转折点，尽管那时我并不知道。那晚我孤单地吃着晚餐，感到犹豫不决。10月份驾游艇在波罗的海航行！想想都觉得疯狂。我所习惯的游艇聚会是在温暖的夏日，在舒适、豪华的游艇上，吃喝都有仆人侍候。可“达尔茜贝拉”号是一艘怎样的游艇呢？我印象中，戴维斯可不富裕。我们一起读牛津大学，关系还算不错，但毕业后的三年中我就没怎么见过他了。少有的几次见面，我也觉得他挺无趣的。

他的信读起来也不怎么靠谱儿。他的朋友走了——为什么？波罗的海景色很美——这倒没错儿，可10月里的风暴呢？难道我真想在波罗的海上度过一个瑟瑟发抖的假期，而且是跟这么一个肯定会让我无聊死的男人一起？
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两天后，我坐在开往荷兰的夜班渡轮上，带着一大堆行李，口袋里揣着一张去弗伦斯堡的车票。我不得不跑遍了整个伦敦才买齐戴维斯游艇上要用的东西，我觉得自己真是慷慨无私。戴维斯说过他需要一个朋友，我便尽朋友的本分去赴他的约。当然了，说不定我自己也会挺开心的。

火车先向东，再向北，载着我穿过德国的土地。第二天晚上10点，我站在了弗伦斯堡站的月台上，戴维斯正在那里迎接我。

“你能来真是太好了。”

“哪里哪里，谢谢你请我来。”

我们小心翼翼地打量着对方。戴维斯穿着寻常的旧衣服，和我想象中游艇主人的样子相去甚远。时髦的白色裤子和深蓝色上衣哪儿去了？我的大手提箱里可是整整齐齐放着一套呢。

“你带的东西可真不少啊。”戴维斯有些不安地看着我的行李说。

“大部分都是你让我带的。”我回答道，“我拿来了你要的锤子、绳子和橡胶靴。对了，还有你送去修的枪。”

“噢，对呀！谢谢你。不过我指的不是那些东西，是这个大箱子。你只带那个小包不行吗？”

“不行啊，当然不行了。”我疑惑地答道。

“好啦，没关系。反正这儿离小艇也不远。”他说着，俯身拎起我的行李。

“可是，你的伙计们呢？”

“哦，‘达尔茜贝拉’号从没雇过伙计。”他轻快地说，“最大的乐趣就在于自己动手。再说这游艇挺小的。”

我震惊了，默不作声地看了看他，然后皱着眉头拎起旅行包。“那咱们走吧。”我说。

“你会喜欢‘达尔茜贝拉’号的。”戴维斯听上去有些忐忑，“这船可舒服了。”

我们把行李搬下车，在黑暗中朝港口走去。戴维斯在一段台阶上方停下来，台阶下面一片漆黑。

“小艇就在下面。”他说，“你下去，我把东西递给你。”

石阶很滑，只有一条湿漉漉的绳子当扶手。我小心地往下走，生怕弄脏了裤子。快走到底时，我被脚下的泥滑了一下，跌坐在台阶上，一只脚踩进了水里。

我狼狈地爬上一条小小的船。

“好了吗？”戴维斯在上面喊道。他把我的大箱子递下来，整条船差不多就满了。接着是其他行李，在船上堆成了一大堆，我一动就摇摇欲坠。不过戴维斯勉勉强强挤上了船，开始向港口另一边划去。

“游艇离这儿还有一小段距离。”他解释道，“我不喜欢离城市太近。”几分钟之后，他喊道：“看！它在那儿！”

在黑暗中，我只能隐约看到一艘小游艇，桅杆上亮着一盏灯。戴维斯跳上甲板，把小艇系好。“喏，把东西递上来吧，我接着。”他喊道。

我一边照做，一边郁郁寡欢地回想我上一次乘游艇的情景——阳光下闪闪发亮的油漆，雪白的甲板，殷勤的仆人。跟这番黑灯瞎火的狼狈劲儿相比，真是天壤之别！

搬完行李，我也爬上了游艇。甲板上摆满了盒子和箱子，戴维斯正盯着我的大手提箱看。突然，他像惊醒了似的，欢快地说：“来吧！我带你四处转转。”

他健步走下一架梯子，我小心地跟在后面。下到底部，我一转身，头撞在了低矮的天花板上。

“小心头！”戴维斯叫道，可是已经晚了。

我朝四下看去，借着一盏油灯的光亮，发现自己站在一间小小的船舱里，一张大桌子几乎占去了全部空间。桌子的四面各有一个条凳式的座位，上方是放书籍、地图等物品的架子。透过桌子另一头儿的小门，能看到一个破旧的炉灶。整个船舱散发着油烟、饭菜和海水的味道。

“你看，”戴维斯说，“地方挺大的，还能坐直呢。”我怀疑他这是句玩笑话，因为我都快要弓着身子了。我坐下时，膝盖碰到了一处尖尖的棱角。“小心点儿中插板。”戴维斯说，“你知道，这是艘平底游艇，适合在浅水航行。到了深水就把中插板放低，这样我们就几乎哪儿都能去了。”

他顺着梯子爬上甲板，开始把盒子和箱子往下递，小小的船舱很快就塞满了，一直顶到天花板。我听见他设法把我的手提箱从梯子顶端的入口推进来。

“不行啊。”他回到船舱里，“你还是在甲板上把箱子打开，把东西丢到你床上吧。”

他点起另一盏油灯，得意地给我看另一间船舱，船舱两侧各搭着一张窄窄的床。“这是我们睡觉的地方。”他说，“不过我不敢说这里有足够地方放你的东西。我看这些东西你都得用吧？”

“对，都得用。”我没好气地说，“喂，你靠边点儿，我就也能出去了。”

听到我这样说话，他突然流露出难受的表情。可我当时又累又沮丧，还是从他身边挤过去，爬上了甲板。在越来越暗淡的月光下，我打开手提箱，拿了些东西出来。剩下的——也就是我上次在游艇上度假穿的衣服——被我放回了箱子，以免让戴维斯看到。我合上箱子，坐在上面。这倒霉的第一晚，只有一件好事——天没下雨。想到这里，我环顾四周，看看我们身处何方。

水面光滑如镜，夜空万里无云，明亮的星星倒映在漆黑的水中——天上繁星点点，水中点点繁星。一边的岸上能看到几座白色的小房子。另一边能看到远处弗伦斯堡的灯光。两岸之间的海面被黑暗笼罩着。一切都那么寂静，只听到戴维斯在船舱里挪动东西的声响。

不知怎么，我的心情突然起了变化。可能是因为刚才戴维斯脸上那悲伤的神情；可能是因为对比他单纯、宽厚的性情，我看到了自己的愚蠢和自私——人有时候就是会突然看透一些事情；还可能是因为这次旅行透着的神秘气氛。我突然替自己感到羞耻，一个时髦的小伙子，坐在一只跟他脚下“游艇”差不多大的手提箱上，又累又脏，完全不知道自己为何而来。就在彼时彼地，我决定要享受这次从天而降的奇特冒险。

“晚饭好了。”戴维斯在下面叫道。

我走下梯子，惊讶地看到船舱里变了样。所有行李都收起来了，一切看上去整洁而舒适。桌上放着玻璃杯，热威士忌酸酒的味道掩盖了之前难闻的气味。戴维斯从我脸上看出我已经走出了坏情绪，他也明显开心了些。

我们坐在那里，抽着烟斗说了会儿话，接下来的问题就是如何在这狭小的船舱里过夜。我的头和胳膊肘挨了好几下撞，总算钻进粗糙的毯子，躺了下来。

戴维斯的动作则敏捷轻巧，很快就在床上躺下了。“还挺舒服的，是吧？”他边说边吹熄了灯。


我感到一滴水落在脸上。“该不会是甲板漏水了吧？”我尽可能礼貌地问。

戴维斯立刻下了床。“今晚先盖上点东西凑合一下，”他说，“明早我就把它修好。我最近一直在修修补补，那块地方肯定是被漏掉了。”

几分钟之后他回到了床上，接着我很快就睡着了。


2
A different kind of sailing

After a restless night in my uncomfortable bed, I was woken next morning by water pouring down on top of me. I sat up suddenly and hit my head on the ceiling.

'Sorry!' cried Davies cheerfully from above. 'I'm washing the deck. Come up and swim. Slept well?'

'Quite well,' I replied crossly, and stepped out of bed into a pool of water. But I went up on deck and, diving over the side, buried my stiffness and bad temper in the loveliest fiord of the lovely Baltic.

I climbed back on board, and while I was getting dressed on deck, I examined the Dulcibella. She seemed very small but was, in fact, ten metres long and three metres wide. She looked large enough for sailing weekends close to the shore, but I could not imagine how she had made the journey from England to the Baltic. She was not a beautiful boat, either, sitting low in the water, and with a very tall mast. But in spite of her plainness, she looked very solid and safe, and I was grateful for that.

Davies cooked a surprisingly good breakfast, better than my London cook ever managed. As soon as we had washed the dishes, he said, 'There's a good wind. Let's sail down the fiord,' and disappeared up on deck. I joined him there, trying to be of use, but he did not need me, or even notice me. He seemed to be everywhere at once, raising the sail, pulling on ropes, and steering the yacht, all at the same time. Soon the Dulcibella was turning away from the shore and sailing towards the open fiord.

I sat on deck, lazily watching the green fields and little white houses pass slowly by. With the clear blue sky, and the sun shining on the water, it was a beautiful view. I looked round at Davies. He had one brown arm on the helm, and seemed lost in his thoughts. For a moment I studied his face more closely than I had ever done before. I had never considered him worth spending much of my valuable time on, as I had always thought him very ordinary. Now I was beginning to see how wrong I had been. In that calm face I saw honesty, and bravery. Above all, he was sincere. I began to wonder how often I had misjudged other people in the past; I had always been so confident of choosing the right men to know.

Suddenly Davies threw me the chart. 'Just tell me which side of the buoy we should pass, will you?' he said. I looked in horror at the black marks on the paper, which meant nothing to me.

Soon he said, 'Never mind, I expect it's all deep water round here.'

In a minute we were passing the buoy, probably on the wrong side, since sand could clearly be seen below us. Then there was a loud unpleasant noise under the boat, and the Dulcibella ran aground.

With a little effort we managed to push her off the sandbank, but I felt horribly guilty, and apologized to Davies.

'You must remember I'm a complete fool when it comes to sailing,' I said. 'You'll have a lot to teach me. I've only ever sailed with a crew to do all the actual work.'

'Crew!' said Davies, shocked. 'Why, the whole fun of the thing is to do everything yourself.'

'Well, I've felt all morning that I'm no use to you.'

'I'm awfully sorry! But it's just the opposite – you may be all the use in the world when...' He did not finish, and became lost in his thoughts again.

[image: alt]

That night we anchored in calm water in the shelter of the shore, and after supper I asked Davies to tell me about his voyage from England. He spread his charts on the table, and took his logbook from the shelf.

'There's not really much to tell,' he began. 'My friend Morrison and I left Dover on 6th August, and sailed to Ostend, and up the Dutch coast. Then we travelled through Holland by river and canal to Rotterdam, on to Amsterdam, and back into the North Sea. We sailed round the Zuyder Zee, then north to the Frisian Islands. Look, they stretch for a hundred and ninety kilometres from west to east, along the Dutch and German coast.'

He suddenly became enthusiastic. 'Look at this,' he said, pointing to an area covered with little black marks on the chart. 'It's all sand between the islands and the coast. There are channels through the sands but they're all wrong on the charts because the sands keep moving all the time. It's a wonderful place for sailing – no towns or harbours, just a few villages with a shop where you can get food. The islands themselves are really just big sandbanks, you see.'

'Isn't it rather dangerous sailing there?' I asked.

'Not if you know what you're doing,' he replied. 'The Dulcibella can sail in very shallow water. Of course, you can't help running aground sometimes. At high tide those sandbanks are all hidden – everything looks the same.'

'Didn't you ever take a pilot?' I asked.

'Pilot? Well, yes, I did take one once.'

'And what happened? '

'Oh! I ran aground, of course. It was stupid of me to follow him. I wonder what the weather's doing.' He climbed quickly up on deck.

'Rain coming,' he said, on his return. 'And possibly wind. But we're safe enough here. Time for bed, I think.'

'You haven't finished your story yet,' I said.
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'You haven't finished your story yet,' I said.

'Well, Morrison had to leave me when we got to Terschelling, the third island. I followed the Dutch islands eastwards to Borkum, the first of the German islands.'

'When was that?' I asked.

'About the 9th of September.'

'That's only two weeks before you wrote to me,' I said. 'You were quick getting to Flensburg.'

'Yes. I went to Norderney, the third German island, but then decided to go straight for the Baltic. So I sailed to the Eider River, took the canal to Kiel on the Baltic, then turned north for Flensburg. I was a week there, getting repairs done, and then you came, and here we are. And now we really must go to bed. We'll have a fine sail tomorrow.'

He ended with rather forced cheerfulness, and quickly rolled up the chart. He had cut short the description of the last part of his journey. Why, I wondered? Perhaps he did not want me to realize how dangerous a voyage it had been. Whatever the reason, there was some mystery about it, and I wanted to know more.

'Tell me about the passage to the Eider River,' I said. 'That was rather a long one, wasn't it?'

'About a hundred and twelve kilometres, I suppose.'

'Didn't you stop anywhere?'

'Only once. I took shelter behind one of the sandbanks one night. Oh,' he added, 'I didn't fix that hole in the deck above your bed. I'd better do that before the rain comes. You go to bed.'

He disappeared. While I prepared for bed, I wondered again what he was hiding from me. I heard hammering above my head, and then he reappeared and got into bed.

'I say, do you think you'll like this sort of thing?' he said.

'If the scenery's as beautiful as it was today, I shall.'

'Ah, yes! The scenery,' he said quietly. 'You must think I'm odd, liking the Frisian Islands so much. How would you like sailing among those sandbanks?'

'I should hate it,' I replied, sleepily. 'Did you ever see another yacht there?'

'Only one,' he said. 'Good night.'

'Good night.'
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Early next day, we raised the sails and the Dulcibella made her way into the fiord, where the wind was blowing the sea into short sharp waves, and I began to enjoy my first day of real sailing.

Again that night, we turned back to the shore, where we anchored. Among the trees, only a hundred metres away, we could see a little monument. We took the dinghy to investigate. It was a monument to those who had died in the war between Germany and Denmark, when the area became German. It was very simple, but, in the moonlight and the peace of the evening, it was very moving too.

'Germany's a great nation,' said Davies quietly. 'I wonder if we shall ever have to fight her.'

During supper we talked about war, and especially war at sea. This was Davies's hobby and he knew a lot about it. When he took a book from the shelf, I saw that his books were all about war at sea, or sailing in small boats.

Looking at the books reminded me that I wanted to read his log-book, so, while Davies was washing the dishes, I took it down and began to read. There was much detailed description of winds, tides, and distances travelled each day. I turned to the later part, about his voyage to the Baltic. The log-book reached the 9th September, then the next page jumped to the 13th, and described the following three days with only the most basic details:

13th Sept. Decided to go to the Baltic. Sailed 4.00 a.m.

Fair west-north-west wind. Anchored for night in the shelter of Hohenhörn sandbank.

14th Sept. Nothing.

15th Sept. East wind. West by south 6 km, north-east by north 24 km. Arrived Eider River 11.30.

I then noticed a page had been torn out of the book, between the 9th and 13th, and realized that the entries from the 13th to the 15th had all been written at the same time. Clearly, the log-book had been changed after the event – but why? And what event?

I decided not to ask Davies about it, feeling unwilling to force a confession from him. After all, I thought, it was probably nothing of any great importance.

Before going to bed, we went up on deck and stood, listening to the wind in the trees. 'The wind is sure to move round to the north soon,' said Davies. 'I asked some fishermen about duck shooting, and they said the best place would be Schlei Fiord. That's about twenty kilometres south, on the way to Kiel. We need a north wind for that.'

'I don't mind where we go,' I said.

'You mean anywhere in the Baltic?' asked Davies.

'Yes. Anywhere round here,' I said. We stood for a while, looking at the moonlight on the water. Then we went below.
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I had told Davies that I wanted to learn to sail the yacht in all sorts of weather, so he made me work hard for the next two days. I learnt how to steer the yacht in a high wind, when to take the sails in, when to let them out, how to deal with the little storms that blew up the fiords. I learnt to work with ropes that were wet and stiff, and to tell the depth of water by using the lead line.

On the second day, I heard the sound of ducks and, looking up, I saw about twenty of them, flying in a V-shape across our path. 'You see,' I cried. 'There are ducks here.'

'Yes,' Davies said doubtfully, 'but I've heard it's difficult to get permission to shoot them here.' He paused, then without looking at me, he added, 'If we were in the North Sea, among the Frisian Islands, we wouldn't need permission.'

'You surely don't want to leave the Baltic?' I cried.

'Why not?' he asked.

'But, be sensible, man,' I said crossly. 'It's almost October, the summer's over, and the good weather's finished. Every yacht like ours is back in harbour for the winter. We've had the good luck to find these lovely fiords to sail in, and we've just seen there are ducks here. Why on earth make a long and dangerous voyage back to those islands in the North Sea?'

'It wouldn't be very dangerous,' he replied.

'But what for? What's the point...?' I was beginning to lose my patience, and was about to say something that would have ended our holiday there and then, but Davies spoke first.

'I'm sorry, old man,' he said with a smile. 'I'm being awfully selfish. You've been a real friend coming all this way to join me. Let's get to Schlei Fiord and ask about the ducks. We must be almost there.'

We soon found the narrow entrance to the fiord and the pilot's little white house, where the fishermen had told Davies to ask about duck shooting. The pilot was very helpful, and told us the best places to look for ducks.

Davies and I were friends again by the time we returned to the Dulcibella, and all thoughts of going to the Frisian Islands seemed forgotten. I went to bed, hoping for the chance of some duck shooting the next day, and expecting no more excitement than a sudden fierce storm blowing up the fiord. I had no way of knowing that my autumn holiday was about to turn into a very different kind of experience.



restless adj. without real rest or sleep 没有睡眠的

fiord n. a long narrow strip of sea between high cliffs 峡湾

steer v. to control the direction in which a vehicle is going 驾驶（车、船等）

helm n. a handle or wheel used for steering a ship （船的）舵轮

buoy n. an object that floats on the sea and marks the places where boats can or cannot go 浮标

pilot n. a person whose job is to guide ships through a difficult piece of water 引航员

odd adj. different from what is normal or expected 古怪的

detailed adj. containing or including a lot of information or details 详细的

entry n. a piece of writing in a diary or a dictionary （日记的）一则；（词典的）条目

confession n. a statement that you have done something 承认；坦白

lead line a line with a heavy weight at the end, used to measure the depth of water （测量水深的）水砣绳，测深绳

sensible adj. reasonable, practical, and showing good judgment 明智的


2
不一样的航行

由于床不舒服，我一夜没睡好，第二天一早被水劈头盖脸地浇醒。我猛地坐起身来，头撞到了天花板。

“对不起！”头顶传来戴维斯欢快的喊声，“我在冲洗甲板。上来游泳吧！睡得好吗？”

“还不错。”我闷闷不乐地回答，一下床就踩到一滩水。但我还是走上甲板，跃过船舷跳入美丽的波罗的海，在这片最美的峡湾里舒展僵硬的四肢，洗掉坏情绪。

接着我爬回船上，一边在甲板上穿衣服，一边仔细观察“达尔茜贝拉”号。这艘游艇虽然看起来很小，但实际上也有10米长、3米宽，这样大小的船在近岸水域来个周末游足够了。可我想象不出它怎么能从英国航行到波罗的海。它也算不上漂亮，因为吃水深，桅杆又很高。但让我庆幸的是，尽管它外表平平，看起来却很结实、很安全。

戴维斯做的早餐出乎意料地好吃，我在伦敦的厨子从没达到这水平。我们刚洗完碗碟，他便说：“今天风不错。咱们开着船往峡湾下游走走吧。”说完就爬到甲板上去了。我也跟了上去，想帮帮忙，可他不需要我，甚至都注意不到我的存在。他就像会分身术似的，升起风帆，拉紧绳索，掌握方向。很快，“达尔茜贝拉”号就掉头离开岸边，朝峡湾外驶去。

我懒洋洋地坐在甲板上，绿色的田野和白色的小房子缓缓从眼前掠过，加上晴朗的蓝天和水面的点点阳光，真是一幅优美的画面。我又回头看看戴维斯，他一只黝黑的胳膊搭在舵轮上，似乎沉浸在自己的思绪中。我观察了一会儿他的脸，比之前任何时候看得都仔细。以前我一直觉得他是个很平凡的人，不值得在他身上花费我宝贵的时间。现在，我才意识到自己之前的看法有多么荒谬。在他平静的脸上，我看到了正直和勇气。最重要的是，他很真诚。我开始扪心自问，之前我有多少次错看了别人，还洋洋自得地认为自己很会交朋友。

戴维斯突然把海图抛给我：“能告诉我咱们该走浮标的哪一边吗？”我惊恐地看着图上的黑色标记，什么都看不懂。

他马上说道：“没关系啦，我估计这附近都是深水。”

我们很快就驶过了浮标，但水下能清楚地看到沙子，大概是走错方向了。接着，随着船底一声刺耳的巨响，“达尔茜贝拉”号搁浅了。

我们费了点儿劲，把船推离了沙洲。我感到愧疚极了，向戴维斯道起歉来。

“要知道，我在航海方面是个十足的白痴。”我说道，“很多东西等着你教我呢。之前出海，实际的事情都是由船员做的。”

“由船员来做！”戴维斯惊讶地说，“怎么能这样！航海的乐趣全在于自己动手呀！”

“唉，整个早上我都觉得自己完全帮不上忙。”

“都是我不好！不过事实正相反——你会帮上大忙的，等到……”他话没说完，又陷入了沉思。
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当晚，我们停泊在风平浪静的岸边。晚饭后，我让戴维斯讲讲他是怎样从英格兰一路航行过来的。他在桌上铺开海图，又从架子上取下航海日志。

“其实也没有太多可讲的。”他打开了话匣子，“8月6号我和朋友莫里森从多佛尔起航，驶到奥斯坦德，再沿着荷兰的海岸向北航行。接着，我们驶入荷兰内陆，沿河流和运河到达鹿特丹，再到阿姆斯特丹，然后折返北海。之后我们经过须得海，向北到达弗里西亚群岛。看，这片群岛沿着荷兰和德国的海岸线展开，东西有190公里长。”

他突然来了兴致。“看这个，”他指着海图上一块画满小黑点的地方说，“这儿的岛屿和海岸之间全是沙洲。沙洲之间有航道，但海图上标的都不对，因为沙洲一直在不停移动。这是个航行的好地方——没有城市，没有海港，只有一些小村庄，你可以在村里的商店买到食物。其实，这些岛屿本身也不过是大一点的沙洲罢了。”

“在那儿航行不会很危险吗？”我问。

“只要保持警惕就没事儿。”他回答，“‘达尔茜贝拉’号能在非常浅的水域行驶。当然，有时也难免会搁浅。涨潮时沙洲都藏在水下——看不出什么区别。”

“你从没请过引航员吗？”我问。

“引航员？嗯，请过，还真请过一次。”

“结果如何？”

“噢！当然是搁浅了。我真傻，竟然跟着他。不知道现在天气怎么样。”他迅速爬到甲板上去了。

“要下雨了。”他一回来就说，“很可能还会刮风。不过我们在这儿很安全。我看该睡觉了吧。”

“你的故事还没讲完呢。”我说。

“唔，我们到达第三座岛屿泰尔斯海灵后，莫里森得走了。我又沿着荷属岛屿向东航行，直到第一座德属岛屿博尔库姆。”

“那是什么时候？”我问。

“9月9号左右。”

“那就是你给我写信的两星期前。”我说，“你到弗伦斯堡用的时间很短呀。”

“是啊。我去了诺德奈岛，德属岛屿里的第三座，但后来又决定直接到波罗的海来。于是我航行到艾德河，经运河到达波罗的海旁的基尔，再掉头往北，向弗伦斯堡进发。我在那儿待了一星期，做些修补工作，然后你就来了，之后咱们就到了这儿。现在真的该睡觉了，明天咱们出海好好兜兜风。”

他说完，匆匆卷起海图，很有几分强颜欢笑的感觉。最后这段航程他描述得很简短。为什么呢？我思忖着。也许他不想让我意识到这次航行有多么危险。不管什么原因，其中肯定有秘密，我想弄个清楚。

“给我讲讲通往艾德河的那条航道吧。”我说，“那段航程挺长的，是吧？”

“我想大概有112公里。”

“你中途停下来过吗？”

“只停过一次。在一座沙洲的背风处躲了一夜。哎呀，”他话头一转，“你床上方甲板的那个洞我还没修，还是在下雨前赶紧修好吧。你先去睡。”

他说完就走了出去。我一边准备上床睡觉，一边又思忖起他对我隐瞒着什么。头顶上方传来锤子的敲打声，接着他便回到船舱，躺了下来。

“喂，你说你会喜欢这种航海旅行吗？”他问。

“只要风景像今天一样美，我会喜欢的。”

“啊，是呀！还有风景呢。”他轻声说道，“你肯定觉得我很奇怪，竟然那么喜欢弗里西亚群岛。要是在那些沙洲之间航行，你愿意吗？”

“我估计不愿意。”我昏昏欲睡地回答，“你在那儿还看到过其他游艇吗？”

“只看到过一艘。”他答道，“晚安。”

“晚安。”
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第二天一大早，我们升起风帆，驾着“达尔茜贝拉”号向峡湾驶去。看着峡湾里的海水被风吹起一道道分明的小波浪，我开始享受起这第一天真正意义上的航行。

当天夜里，我们又回到岸边，抛锚停泊。就在100米开外的树丛里，我们看到一座小纪念碑，便乘着小船去探个究竟。原来，这是座纪念德丹战争死难者的纪念碑，这片地区就是在那时候归属德国的。在夜晚静谧的月光下，这简单的纪念碑竟也十分触人心弦。

“德国是个强大的国家。”戴维斯轻轻说道，“不知道有一天咱们是不是得和它交战。”

晚饭时我们谈起战争，谈得最多的是海战。这正是戴维斯的兴趣所在，他这方面知识甚是丰富。他从架子上拿一本书下来时，我发现他所有的书要么是关于海战的，要么是关于小型船只航行的。

这些书提醒了我，我还想看看他的航海日志。于是趁戴维斯洗碗的时候，我便把日志取下来读。日志里有大量关于风向、潮汐、每日航行里程的详细描述。我把本子翻到后半部分，就是戴维斯来波罗的海那一段。我看到了9月9日的记录，可下一页就跳到了9月13日，而且接下来三天的记录只有最简单的一些信息。

9月13日。决定去波罗的海。凌晨4点起航。

顺风，风向西北偏西。在霍恩霍恩沙洲抛锚过夜。

9月14日。无。

9月15日。东风。向正西偏南方向航行6公里，再向东北偏北方向航行24公里。11点半到达艾德河。

这时，我注意到9日到13日之间有一页被撕掉了，而且13日到15日的内容是一次写下的。显然，航海日志在某一事件发生之后被修改了——可是为什么呢？究竟是什么事呢？

我不愿逼戴维斯坦白什么，所以决定不问他这件事。而且我想，毕竟不会是什么大事吧。

睡觉前，我们走上甲板，站在那里听树梢间的风声。“风向肯定快要转北了。”戴维斯说，“我问过一些渔民打野鸭的事，他们说最好的地方是施莱湾，就在南边20公里左右，去基尔的路上。咱们等北风起了才能动身去那儿。”

“去哪儿都行，我不介意。”我说。

“你的意思是波罗的海的任何地方吗？”戴维斯问。

“是。这附近的任何地方。”我答道。我们望着水面上的月光，站了一会儿，然后就下舱去了。
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我跟戴维斯说我想学会在各种天气状况下驾驶游艇，于是接下来的两天，他便要我努力练习。我学会了如何在疾风中操纵游艇，何时收帆，何时起帆，如何应对峡湾里的小型风暴，还学会了如何和又湿又硬的绳索打交道，如何用水砣绳测量水深。

就在第二天，我听到了野鸭的声音。抬头一看，只见大约20只野鸭正排成人字形从我们上方飞过。“你看！”我叫道，“这里有野鸭！”

“对，”戴维斯迟疑着说，“但我听说在这儿很难得到打野鸭的许可。”他顿了顿，然后看也不看我，补充道：“咱们要是在北海，在弗里西亚群岛中间，就不用许可了。”

“你不是想离开波罗的海吧？”我叫道。

“有何不可呢？”他问。

“可是你得理智点儿，老兄。”我有些恼了，“都快10月了，夏天过去了，好天气都结束了。像咱们这样的游艇都回到港口准备过冬了。咱们运气好，能找到这么漂亮的峡湾出海兜风，刚才还在这儿看到了野鸭。干吗要回北海那些岛去呢？路又远，又危险。”

“不会很危险的。”他回答。

“可是去那儿干吗？有什么意义……”我渐渐失去了耐心，再说下去，我们的旅行肯定登时就杀青完戏了。还好戴维斯先开了口。

“对不起，老兄，”他微笑着说，“是我太自私了。你大老远跑来陪我，只有真正的朋友才做得到。咱们去施莱湾问问打野鸭的事儿吧，肯定也快到那儿了。”

我们很快找到了峡湾狭窄的入口，还有引航员的白色小房子。渔民们之前就是让戴维斯来这里打听打野鸭的事儿的。引航员很热心，告诉了我们找野鸭的最佳地点。

回到“达尔茜贝拉”号时，我和戴维斯已经重归于好，去弗里西亚群岛的一切念头似乎都被打消了。我怀着第二天打野鸭的希望上了床，生怕峡湾会突然刮起猛烈的风暴。那时我全然不知，我的这次秋季旅行很快就要变成一场别开生面的冒险。
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The missing page in the log-book

Next morning, we found the Dulcibella wrapped in thick fog, which meant, of course, that nothing could be done until it lifted. After breakfast, we heard someone on deck, and a short, grey-haired man appeared in the cabin doorway.

'Bartels!' cried Davies. 'Was that the Johannes that I heard arrive last night? Have some coffee.' He spoke in his very poor German. 'This is my friend, Carruthers. Captain Bartels of the Johannes,' he added to me, and went to make some coffee.

Bartels said quietly to me, 'It is good for Captain Davies to have a friend with him. He is a fine young man, but he is too brave, he takes too many risks.'

'Where did you meet?' I asked, interested.

'In an ugly place, in ugly weather,' he replied, very seriously. 'Has he not told you?'

Here it was again, the suggestion of some mystery, some dangerous event that I did not know about. I decided there and then to ask Davies to tell me the truth.

Just then he came back. 'Bartels helped me out of a bit of trouble in the North Sea, didn't you, Bartels?'

'It was nothing,' said Bartels. 'But I've told you before, Captain, the North Sea is no place for your little boat at this time of the year.'

He drank his coffee, and before he went, he advised Davies in a fatherly way to think again about going home before the winter began. Davies went with him back to his own boat, but returned at once, and sat down opposite me in the cabin. I think he knew what was coming.

'What did he mean?' I asked.

'I'll tell you,' said Davies. 'I'll tell you the whole thing. It's a kind of confession, I suppose. It's been worrying me a lot, and perhaps you'll be able to help me. But it's for you to decide.' He paused for a second. 'Something happened when I was in the Frisian Islands that I haven't told you about.'

'It began near Norderney,' I said. 'About the 9th of September.'

'How did you guess that?' he asked in surprise.

'You're not very good at hiding things,' I replied. 'Go on.'

'Well, you're right. Norderney. I'd been asking the local people about ducks, and they told me I should ask a German called Dollmann, with a big yacht, who did a lot of shooting. On the 9th of September I came across his yacht, the Medusa. She was very big, very smart too – new paint, and a crew in uniform. I decided to go and speak to him.'

'Just a minute,' I said. 'Let's have a look at the chart.'

'Here's Norderney,' he said, spreading out the chart. 'There's a harbour at the west end of the island, the only real harbour on the islands. The Medusa was anchored near it and I rowed over after dinner, and was taken to the main cabin. It was very grand. Dollmann was finishing dinner.'

'What was he like?' I asked.

'About fifty, tall and thin, with grey hair and a short grey beard,' replied Davies. 'I asked about the duck shooting, and he said that there was none at all. But he wanted to know all about me and what I was doing there. We talked for a long time and he was quite friendly when I left. I intended to sail on eastwards next day, but Dollmann came to visit me on the Dulcibella, and then invited me to dinner on the Medusa a couple of times. In the end I stayed three more days anchored at Norderney.'

'How did you spend your time?' I asked.

'Well, we talked, and – er – I met his daughter two or three times. I hadn't seen her that first evening.'

'What was she like?' I asked.

'Oh! A very nice girl,' he replied, turning a little pink. 'Finally, we left Norderney together. Dollmann said the Baltic would be better for duck shooting. We agreed to sail together as far as Cuxhaven. He was sailing to Hamburg and I was going to take the new ship canal to Kiel. It's about a hundred kilometres from Norderney to Cuxhaven.'

Davies paused, looking at the chart. 'We left on the morning of 13th September,' he began again. 'The weather was bad, and there was a strong wind from the north-west. It was nothing for a big yacht like his, of course, but I soon realized I had been a fool to set out. After Wangeroog, the last of the islands, the wind got really strong, but it was too late to turn back by then. The sand stretches twenty-five kilometres from Cuxhaven right out to the Scharhörn, so you have to go round the Scharhörn to reach Cuxhaven, and I knew the sea would be extremely rough there. Suddenly I saw the Medusa was waiting for me to get closer. As I reached her, Dollmann shouted to me, slowly and clearly, "It's too rough for you to go round the Scharhörn. Follow me. I'll show you a short cut through the sandbanks."'

Davies paused, to point out the places on the chart. 'Look, here's the Telte, it's a wide channel through the sands. It's all right if you know your way, but later on it's cut in two by the Hohenhörn sandbank, and it gets very shallow and difficult. Dollmann seemed to know what he was doing, so, after a moment's thought, I held up my arm to show that I would follow him. You asked me if I ever took a pilot. That was the only time.'

Davies spoke bitterly. 'I followed him into the Telte channel, but then I saw he wasn't waiting for me. The Medusa was sailing much faster than I could, and soon disappeared into the mist and rain. There was nothing I could do. I couldn't turn round and go back. At high tide, as it was then, all the sand is covered, so you can't see the sandbanks or the channels, and there are no buoys. The wind was behind me too, and was very strong by this time. It was driving me straight on to the Hohenhörn sandbank.

'Suddenly I saw the waves breaking on the Hohenhörn right in front of me. I tried to steer along the edge of the sandbank, hoping to find a way through. But the wind carried the Dulcibella violently on to the sandbank. The next wave carried me further on to the bank and into a little channel. I can't describe the next few minutes. My hand had been hurt, and the helm damaged, in that first bump, and I had no control over the boat. The waves were crashing all around me, and finally I ran aground.'
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'The wind carried the Dulcibella violently on to the sandbank.'

Davies shook his head. 'I was so angry with myself, you can't imagine. I couldn't do anything because my hand was useless. But that's when Bartels saw me and came to help. He'd taken shelter in a deeper part of the channel that I was in. He saw I was in difficulties, so he and his boy rowed across to me. They soon had the sails down, and pulled me away from the sand and down the channel, to where the Johannes lay. He's a good man, Bartels. If it weren't for him, I wouldn't be here now.

'The next day he helped me repair the damage to the helm. He was sailing for the Eider River and on to the Baltic that way. It's longer than going by the new ship canal but both routes come out at Kiel. I went with him, and three days later I was in the Baltic. I wrote to you a week after I got there. You see, by then I had realized that Dollmann was a spy.'

He said it very simply, and I stared at him in astonishment.

'A spy?' I said. 'What do you mean? A spy of what – of whom?'

'Well, I'm not sure that "spy" is the right word, but he's something very bad. He deliberately tried to make me go aground, you see. He tried to kill me.'

'Are you sure?' It was difficult to believe it.

'Oh yes!' said Davies calmly. 'I've worked it all out. Dollmann knew his way through the sands, by the Telte channel, and his yacht was big enough to manage it. You see, the Telte divides into two before the Hohenhörn sandbank. Dollmann turned north and then into the channel that goes around the Hohenhörn. But before he turned, he led me straight for the sandbank. And he deliberately left me behind, so I didn't know that he had turned. He meant me to keep going straight ahead. I should have been broken to pieces on the Hohenhörn.'

'Why weren't you?' I asked.

Davies pointed again at the chart. 'Look,' he said. 'The Telte divides into two quite big channels, which go round the Hohenhörn to the north and the south. But there's also a very narrow channel that goes through the middle. It's so small that I hadn't noticed it, when I looked at the chart before we sailed. That's the one I was carried into. If I had been on the sandbank, the Dulcibella would have broken up in three minutes. I was just lucky that day.'

Lucky – and brave, I thought to myself. 'But what makes you think he's a spy?' I asked. 'Perhaps he was in difficulties too, and lost sight of you by accident?'

Davies shook his head. 'Look at it from the beginning,' he said. 'The first time I met Dollmann, he asked me all sorts of questions about what I was doing and why. I was terribly enthusiastic about my voyage and talked quite freely. I told him that I was exploring the channels between the islands, working out all the movements of the sandbanks, and making notes about it all, because the English charts were so hopelessly out of date.

'After that he did his best to get rid of me. He said there were no ducks, that the Baltic was very good for sailing and for ducks, and he offered to show me the way. He wanted to get me away from those islands. I don't think he meant to kill me at first, but when the chance came later on, he just took it.'

'But what about his crew?' I asked. 'Surely they would have noticed.'

'There wasn't anyone else on deck, when he told me about the short cut. He was steering the Medusa himself.'

'And his daughter? Do you think she wanted to get rid of you, too?'

Davies's face suddenly went very red. 'I'm sure she knew nothing about it,' he said fiercely. He began trying to light his pipe again, and I thought I could guess another reason why he had agreed to sail with Dollmann.

'Let's look at it from Dollmann's point of view,' I said. 'A German finds an Englishman exploring the German coast, and checking the charts. Perhaps he thought you were the spy.'

'But that's just the point,' cried Davies. 'He's not German. He's an Englishman.'

'An Englishman!'

'Yes, I'm sure of it,' said Davies. 'Every time I spoke to him on the Medusa he spoke German. He said he only knew a few words of English. And when he offered to show me the short cut through the sands, he shouted in German. Now, you know that I never like taking a pilot, so I hesitated before agreeing. He must have thought I hadn't understood him, so he shouted again, only this time in English, without any German accent.'

'And if he was planning to lead you to your death on the Hohenhörn,' I said, 'it wouldn't matter if you guessed that he wasn't German!'

'That's right,' agreed Davies eagerly. 'I knew you'd understand. I'm sure he's an Englishman, working for the German government and giving them information. He's been living here for years, and has a house on Norderney. Oh! And I met a friend of his, a Commander von Brüning, in the German navy. He came on board the Medusa one day when I was there. He's captain of the gunboat Blitz, on guard duty for the fishing boats around the islands.'

'Did von Brüning seem to know Dollmann well?'

'Yes, very well,' replied Davies. 'Now,' he continued, 'let me explain what I think is happening.'

He took down a map of Germany from the shelf and spread it on the table. 'Look at Germany. It's the strongest nation in Europe, and it's led by the young Kaiser, who's a great man for getting things done. Their industry is growing very fast and, in order to have markets for what they produce, they need colonies. To get and keep these colonies, and to protect their shipping, they need a strong navy. They have only a small one at present, but it's very good, and they're building more ships as fast as they can. In Britain we already have a strong navy, because we live on an island, and we need to protect the sea routes between us and our colonies. Most of our food comes to us by sea. If we lose control of the sea, we're finished. But Germany is in the very centre of Europe, and can get all she needs from her neighbours. She has the biggest army in the world. She can already compete with our industry, and soon she may be able to compete with our navy. And unfortunately, we're not ready for her. All our naval bases are on the south coast, opposite our old enemy, France. We have no bases in the North Sea. We should realize that Germany is the danger now, and do something about it.'

Davies paused and looked at me anxiously. 'These are not just my ideas, you know. Other people worry about this too.'

'Yes, I know,' I said. 'But go on.'

Davies pointed at the map again. 'Now look at the coast of Germany. It's very short and it's cut in two by Denmark. Most of the German coast is on the Baltic, which is not much use to them as it's too far from the Atlantic. That's why the Kaiser has built the new ship canal from Kiel to the River Elbe, so that he can move his ships from the Baltic to the North Sea quickly. The North Sea coast is the important one but it's very short – three hundred kilometres at the most. And not all of it can be used. Most of the coastline is hidden behind sandbanks, or a line of islands. There's just one wide opening, with the mouths of the three big rivers, the Elbe, the Weser, and the Jade, leading to Hamburg, Bremen, and Wilhelmshaven. The important bit of coast is the hundred and twelve kilometres from Borkum to the Elbe, and that's the part that Dollmann stopped me exploring.'

He paused again, looking at the sandbanks shown on the map. 'If England were at war with Germany,' he added, slowly and seriously, 'the whole of that coast would be important, sands and all. There are channels through those sands that can only be used by small ships like Bartels' Johannes. In wartime the main sea routes to Hamburg and the other ports would be carefully guarded. But if we knew where the channels through the sands were, small gunboats could use them to attack German ships in the mouths of the big rivers. And, of course, German gunboats could use them to attack our ships off the coast. Then they could disappear among the sands, where our ships would be too big to follow them. All our warships need deep water to sail in, and can't possibly use those channels.'

'I see,' I said. I began to understand what Davies was trying to tell me. 'So German gunboats could travel through the sands from Hamburg to Holland, and our North Sea ships couldn't get near them.'

'That's right,' said Davies. 'Or of course, our gunboats could do the trip the other way, if we knew where the channels were. The trouble is, we don't know. None of our fishing boats use these waters and our charts are years out of date. It just happens that I enjoy sailing in waters like these and bringing the charts up to date.'

'I'm not surprised Dollmann wanted to get rid of you,' I said.

'Yes,' agreed Davies. 'But I'd like to know just what Dollmann is doing there.'

'It must be something very important if he's prepared to kill you,' I said. 'And there's only one way to find out.'

Davies jumped up in excitement and hit his head on the cabin ceiling. 'You mean you'll come?' he cried.

'Of course,' I said. 'We'll have to go back to Norderney to find out why an Englishman is watching those waters and keeping other people out of them. When do we start?'

'We can go back to the North Sea through the ship canal from Kiel,' said Davies. 'We could start for Kiel at once. The fog's lifting and there's a little south-west wind.'

'How far is it?' I asked. 'It'll mean sailing all night!'

'It's only about forty kilometres,' he replied. 'I know it's not the best wind we could have, but we ought to take the chance.'

It was hopeless arguing about winds with Davies, so we set off lunchless, but full of excitement.



ugly adj. bad, violent, or unpleasant 可怕的；令人不快的

fatherly adj. kind and gentle like a good father 慈父般的

short cut a quicker or shorter way of getting to a place 近路；捷径

route n. a way between two places that buses, planes, ships etc regularly travel 路线；航线

work out to think about something and manage to understand 设法弄懂

hesitate v. to pause before saying or doing something 犹豫；迟疑

Kaiser n. the title of the German national leader at this time （1871年至1918年的）德国皇帝

colony n. a country or an area that is governed by people from another, more powerful country 殖民地

mouth n. the part of a river where it joins the sea 入海口；河口

and all including the thing or things just mentioned 全部；包括所有

warship n. a ship with guns that is used in a war 战舰；军舰
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航海日志缺页之谜

第二天早上，我们发现“达尔茜贝拉”号被浓雾包围了。毫无疑问，这意味着在雾散之前我们什么也做不了。早饭后，我们听见有人上了甲板，接着，一个头发灰白的小个子男人出现在船舱门口。

“巴特尔斯！”戴维斯叫道，“昨天晚上我听到有船到达，就是‘约翰内斯’号吧？来喝点咖啡。”他用非常蹩脚的德语说道，“这是我的朋友卡拉瑟斯。这是‘约翰内斯’号的巴特尔斯船长。”他为我介绍了一句，便去泡咖啡了。

巴特尔斯低声对我说：“戴维斯船长有个朋友陪着是好事。他是个好小伙子，可就是胆子太大、太爱冒险了。”

“你们是在哪儿遇到的？”我饶有兴致地问。

“在一个可怕的地方，还有可怕的天气。”他非常严肃地回答道，“他没跟你讲过吗？”

又来了，各种迹象都暗示着存在一个我不知道的秘密，一次危险的经历。我当即下了决心，要让戴维斯告诉我真相。

就在这时，他回来了。“在北海的时候，巴特尔斯帮我摆脱了点儿麻烦，是吧，巴特尔斯？”

“也没什么啦。”巴特尔斯说，“不过船长，我之前就跟你说过，这个时节的北海你的小船可吃不消。”

他喝完咖啡，走之前又像慈父一般劝告戴维斯，让他再考虑考虑冬季到来之前就回国。戴维斯陪他回到他的船上，不过马上又回来了，在船舱里跟我面对面坐下。我想他知道接下来要发生什么。

“他是什么意思？”我问。

“我会告诉你，”戴维斯说，“把整件事情都告诉你。我想这也算是一种坦白吧。这件事近来让我很犯愁，你也许能帮到我，但帮不帮由你自己决定。”他停了片刻又说，“在弗里西亚群岛发生了一些事，我没有告诉你。”

“最初是在诺德奈附近吧。”我说，“9月9号前后。”

“你怎么猜到的？”他惊奇地问。

“你不太擅长隐藏秘密。”我答道，“接着说吧。”

“唔，你说对了，就是在诺德奈。我那段时间一直向当地人打听哪儿有野鸭，他们说我应该去问一个叫做多尔曼的德国人，他有一艘大游艇，时常打猎。9月9号我刚好碰到他的游艇‘美杜莎’号，这船很大，也很光鲜——新刷的漆，还有穿制服的船员。我决定去跟他聊聊。”

“稍等。”我说，“咱们看看海图吧。”

“诺德奈在这儿。”他展开海图说，“这座岛的西头有个港口，也是弗里西亚群岛唯一真正的港口。‘美杜莎’号就停泊在港口附近。晚饭后我划着小艇过去，被领进了主舱，那里面很豪华。多尔曼差不多吃完晚饭。”

“他什么样子？”我问。

“50岁上下，瘦高个子，头发花白，蓄着花白的短胡子。”戴维斯回答，“我问他打野鸭的事儿，他说根本没有野鸭可打。不过他倒想了解我这个人，还有我在那地方做什么。我们聊了很久，我走的时候他表现得非常友好。我本打算第二天就向东航行，可多尔曼来‘达尔茜贝拉’号上拜访了我，还请我去‘美杜莎’号上吃了几顿饭。结果我的船又在诺德奈多停留了三天。”

“那几天你是怎么过的呢？”我问。

“唔，我们聊天，还有——嗯——我碰到他女儿两三回。头一天晚上我没见到她。”

“她什么样呢？”我问。

“噢！她是个很好的姑娘。”他的脸微微泛红，“最后我们一起从诺德奈起航，多尔曼说波罗的海更适合打野鸭。我们说好一起航行到库克斯港，因为他要去汉堡，而我要取道那条新运河去基尔。从诺德奈到库克斯港大概有100公里的距离。”

戴维斯停下来看了看海图。“我们是9月13号早上动身的。”他接着说道，“天气很差，刮着猛烈的西北风。这对于多尔曼的大游艇来说当然不算什么，但我很快就意识到，这种天气我的船真不应该开出去。到了旺格岛，也就是群岛中的最后一座时，风变得极猛，但那时再掉头已经来不及了。库克斯港和沙尔赫恩岛之间全是沙子，有25公里长，因此要绕过沙尔赫恩岛才能到达库克斯港，而我知道那片海域风浪会特别大。突然，我看见‘美杜莎’号正等着我靠近。我驶到它近旁时，多尔曼一字一顿地向我喊道：‘你绕行沙尔赫恩岛太危险了！跟我走吧！我带你走沙洲中间的近路。’”

戴维斯停下来，指着海图上的地方给我看：“看，这是泰尔特，沙洲中间一条宽阔的水道，要是认路的话其实没问题。可是后来这条水路被霍恩霍恩沙洲截成了两段，变得又浅又难走。多尔曼似乎很有把握，所以我想了一想，便举起胳膊示意我会跟着他。你问我有没有跟引航员走过，就只有那一次。”

戴维斯话语中带着愤恨。“我跟着他驶入泰尔特水道，但接下来发现他并没有等我。‘美杜莎’号当时的速度非常快，我根本跟不上。很快，它就消失在蒙蒙雨雾中了。我束手无策，也不能掉头开回去。当时正在涨潮，沙洲全都藏在水下，分不清哪里是沙洲、哪里是航道，也没有浮标指示。背后风正猛，推着我的船直直地朝霍恩霍恩沙洲撞去。

“忽然，我看到霍恩霍恩沙洲就在眼前，浪花四溅。我努力把船沿着沙洲边缘开，想找个办法脱险，可船却在狂风的作用下重重地撞在了沙洲上。又一波海浪袭来，船被推得更远，直撞进一条狭窄的水道里。接下来的几分钟就无法用语言形容了。第一次撞击时我的手就受了伤，舵轮也坏了，我完全控制不了船。海浪从四面八方涌来，船最终搁了浅。”

戴维斯摇了摇头。“你不知道我有多生自己的气。我的手废掉了，什么都做不了。但就在那时，巴特尔斯发现了我，赶来相助。他正在水道的深水段躲避风浪，看见我遇到危险，就和他的伙计划着小艇来到我身边。他们很快帮我收起帆，把我的船拽离沙洲，沿着水道一直拖到‘约翰内斯’号停泊的地方。巴特尔斯是个好人，要不是他，我现在就不在这儿了。

“第二天，他帮我修好了坏掉的舵轮。他之前往那个方向航行，是要经艾德河去波罗的海。这样比走新运河远些，但两条路最后都能到达基尔。我便和他一起航行，三天后到达波罗的海，又过了一周给你写了信。你知道吗？到那时我已经意识到多尔曼是个间谍。”

他最后这句话说得言简意赅。我惊讶地注视着他。

“间谍？”我问，“你是什么意思？什么间谍——哪儿的间谍？”

“唉，我也不知道‘间谍’这个词用得准不准，但他肯定是个大坏蛋。你看，他故意想办法让我的船搁浅。他想让我死。”

“你确定吗？”这番话真令人难以置信。

“嗯，我确定！”戴维斯平静地说，“我前前后后都想明白了。多尔曼知道如何从泰尔特水道穿过沙洲，他的游艇也够大，能够完成这段航程。你瞧，泰尔特水道在霍恩霍恩沙洲前分成了两段，多尔曼向北一拐，就进入了一条能够绕过沙洲的航道。但他在转弯之前，却告诉我朝沙洲方向直走，接着故意把我甩在后面，这样我就不会知道他转弯了。他想让我一直往前走，在霍恩霍恩沙洲上撞个粉身碎骨。”

“那你怎么逃过一劫的呢？”我问。

戴维斯又指了指海图。“看，”他说，“泰尔特水道分成两条比较宽的航道，分别从北面和南面绕过霍恩霍恩沙洲。但这里还有一条很窄的航道，从沙洲中间穿过去。这条航道太窄了，我出发前看海图时都没有注意到它。我的船就是被风刮进了这条航道里。要是船还停在沙洲上，肯定不出三分钟就被撞碎了。我那天只是幸运罢了。”

不止幸运，还有勇敢，我心想。“不过你为什么觉得他是间谍呢？”我问，“也许他也遇到了麻烦，不小心把你领丢了？”

戴维斯摇了摇头。“咱们从头分析吧。”他说，“我第一次见多尔曼时，他就我的行动和动机问了各种各样的问题。我对这次航行充满热情，说话也是毫无保留。我告诉他，我在考察群岛之间的航道，研究沙洲的各种变化，并把它们全部记录下来，因为英国的海图实在太陈旧了。

“从那之后，他就极力想除掉我。他说那里没有野鸭，波罗的海则更适合航行和猎鸭子，还主动提出要给我带路。他想让我离开那片群岛。我觉得他一开始并没打算杀死我，但后来机会来了，他便利用了这个机会。”

“可他的船员呢？”我问，“肯定有人会注意到吧。”

“他提出带我抄近路时，没有别人在甲板上。当时他亲自驾驶‘美杜莎’号。”

“那他女儿呢？你觉得她也想除掉你吗？”

戴维斯的脸突然涨得通红。“我肯定她对这件事一无所知。”他激动地说着，想要再次点着烟斗。我想我能猜到他愿意跟多尔曼一起航行的另外一个原因了。

“咱们再从多尔曼的角度分析一下。”我说，“一个德国人发现一个英国人在考察德国的海岸线、修正海图，说不定他以为你是间谍呢。”

“可这正是问题的关键。”戴维斯叫道，“他不是德国人，他是英国人。

“英国人！”

“是的，我确定。”戴维斯说，“每次我在‘美杜莎’号上和他交谈，他都讲德语。他说他只会几个英语单词。他提出要带我走沙洲之间的近路时，也是用德语喊的话。喏，你知道我从来不喜欢跟着引航员走，所以在答应之前迟疑了一下。他一定以为我没听懂他的话，于是又喊了一遍，只不过这一次是用英语，没有一丝德国口音。”

“因为如果他真打算利用霍恩霍恩沙洲来除掉你，”我说，“你就算猜到他不是德国人，也无所谓了！”

“正是如此。”戴维斯热切地表示赞同，“我就知道你会懂的。我确定他是英国人，为德国政府工作，向他们提供情报。他住在这儿已经好多年了，在诺德奈还有栋房子。对了！我还遇到了他的一个朋友，德国海军的一位冯布吕宁艇长。有一天我在‘美杜莎’号上时，他也过来了。他是‘闪电’号炮艇的艇长，负责保护弗里西亚群岛周围的渔船。”

“冯布吕宁看起来和多尔曼熟吗？”

“熟，很熟。”戴维斯回答。“好啦，”他接着说道，“让我来讲讲我对时局的分析。”

他从架子上取下一张德国地图，在桌上展开。“看看德国，它是欧洲最强大的国家，年轻的皇帝做事情很有手段。他们的工业发展迅猛，为了给产品找到销路，就需要殖民地。为了夺得并管治这些殖民地，也为了保护海运，就需要强大的海军。德国现在的海军规模还小，但装备精良，而且他们还在开足马力造新船。我们英国已经有一支强大的海军，因为是个岛国，需要保护本土和殖民地之间的海上航线。我们的大部分食物都是海运过来的，假如失去了对海上的控制，我们就完了。然而，德国处于欧洲的中心，能从各个邻国得到所需要的一切。它拥有世界上最庞大的军队，工业规模已经能与我们抗衡，说不定它的海军也会很快赶上我们。不幸的是，我们还没准备好迎战这位劲敌。英国的海军基地都在南部海岸，朝向老对手法国，在北海却没有基地。我们应该意识到德国才是当前的威胁，并采取相应措施。”

戴维斯顿了顿，焦虑地看着我，“要知道，这不是我一个人的看法，其他人也有这个担忧。”

“对，我知道。”我说，“你接着说吧。”

戴维斯又指着地图，说道：“现在咱们看看德国的海岸。它的海岸线很短，还被丹麦分成了两截。因为大部分都在波罗的海，离大西洋太远，所以作用不大。这就是为什么德国皇帝要在基尔和易北河之间修建新运河：这样他就可以快速把船只从波罗的海调拨到北海。北海的海岸线更为重要，却非常短——最多300公里，而且不是都能利用的。这段海岸线大部分隐藏在沙洲下或一列岛屿后面，只有一片宽阔的区域，那就是易北河、威悉河和亚德河三条大河的入海口，连着汉堡、不来梅和威廉斯港。这段重要的海岸线从博尔库姆到易北河，一共112公里长，也就是多尔曼阻止我去考察的地带。”

他又停了停，看着地图上标示的沙洲。“假如英国和德国开战，”他缓缓地、严肃地说，“这整整一段海岸，包括沙洲和全部岛屿在内，都至关重要。沙洲之间那些航道，只有像巴特尔斯的‘约翰内斯’号那种小型船只才能通行。战时，通往汉堡等港口的主航线肯定会被严加把守，但假如我们知道沙洲间的航道，小型炮艇就能从那里袭击大河入海口处的德国船只。当然了，德国炮艇也能利用这些航道在近海袭击我们的船，然后躲到沙洲的隐蔽处，我们的船太大，没法追击。我们的全部军舰都只能在深水中航行，没法通过这些航道。”

“我懂了。”我开始明白了戴维斯想要表达的意思，“也就是说，德国炮艇能够穿过那些沙洲，从汉堡到达荷兰，而我们的北海军舰却无法靠近它们。”

“就是这样。”戴维斯说，“当然了，假如知道这些航道的位置，英国的炮艇也可以以其人之道还治其人之身，可问题是我们不知道。我们的渔船从不来这片海域，海图也是好多年前的了。我只是凑巧喜欢在这种水域行船，乐意修正海图而已。”

“难怪多尔曼想要除掉你。”我说。

“是呀，”戴维斯赞同道，“不过我倒真想知道多尔曼在那儿干什么勾当。”

“他都打算杀了你，那肯定是很重要的事情。”我说，“只有一种方法能弄清楚。”

戴维斯激动地跳起来，头撞到了舱顶。“你的意思是你会跟我一道？”他叫道。

“当然了，”我说，“我们得回诺德奈去，弄清楚为什么一个英国人要看守着这片海域，不让别人靠近。咱们什么时候出发？”

“咱们可以从基尔走运河回北海。”戴维斯说，“现在就可以动身去基尔。雾开始散了，也开始有点儿西南风了。”

“要走多远呀？”我问，“这意味着连夜航行啊！”

“只有40公里左右。”他答道，“我知道现在风不是最合适的，但咱们得抓住时机。”

在风的问题上，谁也辩不过戴维斯。尽管我们没吃午饭就起航了，但内心很是激动。


4
The pathfinders

We arrived at Kiel at one o'clock in the morning, and the next day we made our preparations for exploring the North Sea sandbanks. We bought food, oil, and plenty of warm clothes, and I wrote to my boss at the Foreign Office, requesting another week or two of holiday. I asked him to send his reply to me at the post office in Norderney, as Davies and I had no fixed address. When we were ready, we sailed the Dulcibella through the huge iron gates of the ship canal that connects Germany's two seas, the North Sea and the Baltic. For two days, with some of the largest ships in the world, we travelled slowly through the great waterway, wondering at the engineering and organizational ability of the nation that had created it.

When we reached Brunsbüttel, at the North Sea end of the canal, Davies went off to buy fresh milk. Meanwhile, an official came on board to examine our papers.

'Dulcibella,' he said. 'Someone from a big yacht was asking about you the day before yesterday.'

'Did he say what he wanted?' I asked.

'Not "he", Captain. It was a young lady,' replied the official. He smiled knowingly. 'She wanted to know if you had gone through the canal. It's a pity you missed her.'

'Well, we'll probably see her in Hamburg,' I said.

'No, she was going into the North Sea.'

'Did she say where?' I asked.

'No,' he answered. 'But don't worry, Captain. There are plenty of pretty girls in Hamburg.' He laughed, and went on to the next boat, as Davies returned with the milk.

Then the great gates opened, and we turned the Dulcibella towards the North Sea.

'Well, Davies,' I said, when I told him what the official had said, 'Dollmann can't believe he's got rid of you, if he sent his daughter to enquire after you like that.'

'I don't think he sent her to ask,' said Davies. 'I think it was her own idea to find out.' He had a strange look on his face, half happy, half confused.

With the strong tide, we soon reached Cuxhaven. Davies's plan was to explore the sandbanks between the Scharhörn and Cuxhaven, to find the channels and put them on his charts. Soon I realized that banks of yellow and brown sand were appearing to the west of us. Davies was looking delighted, as we left the main channel and sailed westwards, straight for the sandbanks.

'Centreboard up,' he cried. 'Now for some real sailing!'

We were in an extremely narrow channel. While I measured the depth of the water with the lead line, and called out the metres, Davies steered, pulled in the sails, and kept an eye on the chart. But in spite of our carefulness, there was a bumping sound from below, and we ran aground.

'There's nothing to worry about,' Davies said cheerfully. 'When the tide rises, we'll float off the sandbank. This is a good moment to have lunch.'

When we went back on deck, it was low tide, and the yacht was sitting on the top of a sandbank. As far as the eye could see, there was nothing but sand, broken here and there by the winding path of a channel. Some of these channels still held water, but others had dried out completely. Under a dull grey sky, the wind blew across this wide empty space, crying softly like a child in pain. It seemed the saddest, loneliest place on earth.

Davies, however, had climbed the mast and was examining the sand enthusiastically. His face shone with pleasure. I had never seen him look happier.

'There!' he cried. 'You see what I mean? Have you ever seen anything like this?' He climbed down and then jumped down on to the sandbank. 'Come on!' he called. 'The only way to understand a place like this is to explore it at low tide.'

I joined him, and together we ran over the sandbanks as fast as our heavy rubber boots would let us. Davies noted down every post or marker, and every bend in the channels, on his chart.

'Right!' he said when he had finished. 'Now let's get back to the Dulcibella. This tide's rising fast.'
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'Let's get back to the Dulcibella. This tide's rising fast.'

We turned, and ran for the yacht. I was thankful to reach it in time, before the sands were completely covered by the incoming tide. I stood on deck, and watched the sea making its way across the desert of sand. Under my feet the Dulcibella gave a jump, paused, gave another jump, and was suddenly floating again on the grey waters, which now hid the wide area of sand where Davies and I had just walked.

We raised the sail and set off, following the channel we had just explored. All around us stretched the sea, with nothing to show where the channel was. I felt completely lost, but Davies was his usual confident self. He made me call out the depth of water every few seconds, while he steered carefully, feeling for the edge of the sandbank.

It was getting dark. The German coast had already disappeared, and the sea all around us looked exactly the same to me. But I knew that Davies carried a picture in his head of the complicated pattern of the sands around and beneath us, which he had already charted.

'Right! Let go the anchor,' he said at last, 'and lower the sails.'

'Where are we?' I asked.

'In the shelter of the Hohenhörn, in the channel where Bartels took me that night. If you listen, you can hear the waves breaking on the Hohenhörn, where I went aground.'

And sure enough, we could hear the waves crashing on the sandbank. As darkness fell, the wind grew fiercer, and the sea rougher. This was the first time we had anchored at night out of sight of land, and I found it a frightening experience as the Dulcibella rolled from side to side and the sea thundered on the sandbank. But I knew now that Davies was a yachtsman of extraordinary skill, and if he said that we were perfectly safe, then safe we were.
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Nothing happened in the next ten days to disturb us at our work. We spent all the daylight hours exploring the sandbanks and channels around Cuxhaven, and marking the changes on the charts. We found nothing to explain why Dollmann wanted to get rid of Davies, and nobody asked questions or tried to stop us.

'I'm sure it's something to do with these channels through the sands,' said Davies at last. 'But nobody seems to mind our being here. The answer to the riddle must be near where I first met Dollmann, at Norderney.'

So we left the Cuxhaven area, and set sail for the Frisian Islands. Helped by a strong easterly wind, we sailed all the way without stopping. We reached the island of Wangeroog just before dark, and ran the Dulcibella aground on the sand a hundred metres from the shore. There were three fishing boats anchored about a kilometre from us. Davies set out on foot across the sand to get fresh water and oil, leaving me alone on the yacht.

'Make sure you keep the light burning on the mast,' he said as he left. 'It's my only guide back to the yacht.'

It had been an exhausting day and I was feeling very tired, so I lay down on the seat in the cabin. I was half asleep when I heard footsteps on the sand outside, and then a voice calling in German, 'Hello there, on the yacht!'

I was wide awake in a second, and sat up and listened. The call came again, 'Hello there, on the yacht!'

I did not reply. Was this, I wondered, something to do with the mystery? I heard someone climb onto the deck of the Dulcibella. Suddenly the light on the mast went out. The visitor walked along the deck to the doorway, and began to climb down the ladder into the cabin. I should have waited until he was down, but I was too eager to catch him. I jumped towards the ladder and caught hold of a leg. My unknown visitor kicked out, pulled himself free, and reached the deck, leaving me holding a boot. I rushed up on deck after him, but he was too fast for me, and I did not manage to catch him. I thought of Davies coming back with the oil and water, unable to find the yacht, so I quickly relit the mast light.
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My unknown visitor pulled himself free, leaving me holding a boot.

When Davies returned, I told him about our visitor.

'I think we're being watched,' I said, 'unless he was just a thief, from one of those fishing boats, perhaps.'

'I don't think the local Germans would steal from a yacht,' replied Davies. 'And they wouldn't put out the mast light. They're all seamen and know how important it is.'

We discussed what to do. The charts we were using, with all our corrections and notes, were the only things anyone might want to see, so we decided to hide them and the log-book. Now if anyone came on board, they would think we were just two harmless young men, on an autumn sailing holiday.

We sat up late looking at the chart. There were seven islands in the German Frisian group, separated from the coast by the sands, which were mostly dry at low tide. There were small villages, just a few houses and a church, on most of the islands. Norderney had the only harbour. It was quite a busy little seaside town in the summer, but it was almost empty for the rest of the year. The mainland had no large towns either, just a few small villages. Davies pointed to the row of islands on the chart.

'Just look at the fine, sheltered harbour hidden between these islands and the coast! It's fifty kilometres long and ten kilometres wide, perfect for small gunboats.'

'Have you noticed,' I asked, 'that on the mainland there's a channel or a stream leading to each of those villages on the coast? Shouldn't we explore those too?'

'I don't think so,' he replied. 'They only lead to those tiny villages.' Davies hated spending time on land.

'Yes, but look,' I said, pointing to the chart, 'there are small harbours at Bensersiel and other villages.'

'So there are,' said Davies. 'They're probably just big enough for the local fishing boats.'

'Perhaps we should have a look at them,' I said.

'Perhaps,' he agreed unwillingly. 'But there's a lot more real work to be done further out, among the islands.'

We spent the next day exploring the channels around Wangeroog. There was only one of the fishing boats still there, and as we passed, I saw it was called the Kormoran. Later in the afternoon, we caught sight of a small grey naval ship, moving slowly past, outside the islands.

'The Blitz,' said Davies. 'Von Brüning's ship.'

As it happened, we went to Bensersiel sooner than we had expected. Two days later a strong south-west wind began to blow, promising storms to follow. We saw that the Blitz had already taken shelter, and was now anchored just south of Spiekeroog, next to several fishing boats. During the afternoon, the wind went round to the north-east – a bad sign, Davies said – and the sky turned black, bringing violent rainstorms. We decided to shelter at Bensersiel and had an exciting run through the sandbanks and a very rough sea to the shore, where with great skill Davies managed to bring us safely into the tiny harbour. He, of course, always preferred to anchor for the night away from the shore, but I was glad to step on to dry land, after more than two weeks at sea.



waterway n. a river or canal that boats travel on 水路；航道

knowingly adv. in a way that shows you know about something secret or embarrassing 会意地

enquire v. to ask someone for information 询问；打听

keep an eye on to be watching someone or something at the same time that you are doing something else 做其他事的同时注意着……

marker n. an object, sign etc that shows the position of something 标志；标志物

incoming adj. arriving at or coming to a place 正到达的；正来临的

thunder v. to run or move along quickly, in a way that makes a very loud noise 轰隆隆地移动

exhausting adj. making you feel extremely tired 使人精疲力竭的

promise v. to show signs of something 预示……可能发生


4
探路者

我们凌晨1点到达基尔，第二天便为考察北海的沙洲做准备。我们买了食物、油，还有不少厚衣服，我还给外交部的上司写信，请求多给我一两星期的假。由于我和戴维斯没有固定地址，我请上司把给我的回信寄到诺德奈邮局。一切就绪后，我们驾着“达尔茜贝拉”号驶过运河的大铁门，这条运河把德国的两大领海——北海和波罗的海——连接到一起。接下来的两天，我们沿着这条宽阔的航道缓缓前进，与一些世界上最庞大的船只同行。我们暗自思忖，能修这样一条大运河的国家，它的工程水平该有多高，组织力该有多强啊！

我们到达布伦斯比特尔，也就是运河在北海的入海口后，戴维斯下船去买鲜牛奶。这时，一位官员到我们的船上来检查证件。

“‘达尔茜贝拉’号，”他说，“前天一艘大游艇上还有人打听你们呢。”

“他说没说他打听我们做什么？”我问。

“不是‘他’，船长，是位年轻小姐。”官员会意地一笑，“她想知道你们有没有从运河走。你们错过了她，真是遗憾呀。”

“好吧，我们很可能会在汉堡碰到她呢。”我说。

“不会的，她要去北海了。”

“她说了具体地方吗？”我问。

“没有。”官员回答，“不过别担心，船长，汉堡有好多漂亮姑娘呢。”他笑着走向下一艘船，这时戴维斯刚好带着牛奶回来。

接着大铁门就开了，我们驾着“达尔茜贝拉”号向北海驶去。

“你看，戴维斯，”我把官员的一番话告诉他，然后说道，“多尔曼既然派他女儿来打听你的下落，说明他不相信你已经被除掉了。”

“我觉得不是他让她来问的。”戴维斯说，“这是她自己的主意，她想知道我的下落。”他的神情有些奇怪，半是欣喜，半是迷惑。

潮水很急，我们不久就到达了库克斯港。戴维斯的计划是考察沙尔赫恩岛和库克斯港之间的沙洲，找到其中的航道并标在海图上。很快，我发现船的西边出现了浅滩，上面布满棕黄色的沙子。我们离开主航道，一路向西朝沙洲驶去，这时，戴维斯变得兴高采烈起来。

“升起中插板！”他喊道，“真正的航行开始啦！”

我们进入了一条非常狭窄的水道。我用水砣绳测量水深，大声报出读数，戴维斯负责掌舵、收帆，同时注意着海图。尽管我们很小心，但还是听到脚下“砰”的一声，船搁浅了。

“不用担心，”戴维斯轻快地说，“涨潮的时候我们就能从沙洲上漂起来了。现在正好吃午饭。”

我们回到甲板上时，水位正低，游艇停在一块沙洲顶上。视线所及之处全是沙子，其间零星分布着蜿蜒的水道。一些水道里还有水，另一些则完全干涸了。阴沉灰暗的天空下，风吹过这片空旷的沙洲，发出好似孩子在疼痛中轻声抽噎的声音。这里仿佛是地球上最阴郁、最孤独的地方。

然而，戴维斯却爬上了桅杆，热切地审视着沙洲，脸上洋溢着快乐。我从没见他这么开心过。

“瞧！”他叫道，“你懂我的意思了吧？你见过这样的景象吗？”他爬下桅杆，跳到了沙洲上。“来吧！”他喊，“要把这种地方搞清楚，唯一的方法就是在落潮时实地考察一下。”

我也跳下船，我们穿着沉重的橡胶靴一起在沙洲上奔跑，能跑多快就跑多快。戴维斯把每一根标杆、每一处标志，以及航道的每一个转弯都记在了他的海图上。

“好了！”完成之后他说，“现在咱们回船上吧。潮水涨得很快呢。”

我们转身朝游艇跑去。很幸运我们及时赶了回去，之后，整个沙洲都被涌进来的潮水覆盖了。我站在甲板上，看着海水一点点漫过沙洲。脚下的船一震，停了一下，接着又一震，突然间就在灰色的水面上重新漂浮起来。此时，我和戴维斯刚刚走过的大片沙洲，已经全部被水覆盖了。

我们升帆起航，沿着刚刚考察过的航道行驶。四周全是海水，完全看不出航道的位置。我彻底昏了头，而戴维斯却仍像往常那样自信。他每隔几秒就让我大声报出水深，同时他则小心地掌着舵，摸索着寻找沙洲边缘。

天色渐暗。德国的海岸线已经完全不见了，四周的海域在我看来毫无二致。但我知道戴维斯脑子里装着一幅海图，上面画着周围和船下沙洲的复杂走向，这些他早已在海图上绘制下来。

“好了！抛锚吧，”他终于说道，“把帆也降下来。”

“我们到哪儿了？”我问。

“霍恩霍恩的背风处，那晚巴特尔斯带我来的那条水道里。仔细听，就会听到海浪拍打霍恩霍恩沙洲的声音，我就是在那儿搁浅的。”

果真，我们听到了海浪拍打沙洲的声音。天黑下来，风更猛了，浪头也更大了。这是我们第一次在看不见陆地的地方停泊过夜，“达尔茜贝拉”号左右摇晃着，海浪拍打着沙洲，发出轰隆隆的响声，十分可怕。但此时我已经知道戴维斯驾驶游艇的技术高超，只要他说我们没事，我们就没事。
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接下来的10天里，没有什么事情干扰我们的工作。白天，我们把全部时间都用来探索库克斯港附近的沙洲和航道，把变更标记在海图上。我们没有找到多尔曼想除掉戴维斯的原因，也没有人询问我们或试图阻止我们。

“我确定事情和沙洲之间的航道有关。”终于，戴维斯说，“可是似乎没人介意我们在这儿。谜底一定藏在诺德奈，我和多尔曼初次相遇的地方。”

于是我们离开库克斯港这一带，向弗里西亚群岛进发。在强劲东风的推动下，我们一口气走完了这段航程，天黑前到达旺格岛。我们把“达尔茜贝拉”号停泊在离岸100米的一座沙洲旁，一公里外的地方停着三艘渔船。戴维斯步行穿过沙洲去买淡水和油，游艇上只剩下我自己。

“一定要确保桅杆上的灯一直亮着。”他走时说，“只有它能指引我回到船上。”

忙了一整天，我觉得非常累，便躺在了船舱的座椅上。半睡半醒之间，我听到外面沙洲上有脚步声，接着一个声音用德语喊道：“嗨！船上有人吗？”

我立刻清醒过来，坐起身来倾听。喊声又来了：“嗨！船上有人吗？”

我没有回答，心想，这件事会和那个谜团有关吗？我听到有人登上了“达尔茜贝拉”号的甲板，桅杆上的灯突然灭了。来人沿着甲板走到船舱入口处，开始沿着梯子往下爬。我本该等到他完全下来的，可当时我太急着要捉住他，于是跳到梯子旁，抓住那人的一条腿。不速之客一阵猛踢，脱身爬到甲板上，我手里只攥着一只靴子。我冲上甲板追他，可他跑得太快了，我没能追上。我怕戴维斯买油买水回来找不到我们的游艇，就赶紧把桅杆上的灯点着了。

戴维斯回来后，我把不速之客的事情告诉了他。

“我想我们被盯上了。”我说，“除非那人只是个贼，可能是那几艘渔船上的。”

“我觉得本地的德国人不会从游艇上偷东西。”戴维斯回答，“也不会把桅灯熄灭。他们都是水手，知道桅灯有多重要。”

我们商量该怎么办。我们使用的海图是别人唯一可能想看的东西，因为上面有那些更正和标注。于是我们决定把海图和航海日志藏起来。这样如果有人来到船上，也会觉得我们只是两个利用秋季假期出海航行的年轻人，不构成任何威胁。

我们研究海图到很晚。德属弗里西亚群岛共有七座岛屿，岛屿和海岸之间隔着沙洲，大部分沙洲落潮时都露出海面。多数岛屿上都有小村庄，不过是几座房子和一所教堂罢了。唯一的港口在诺德奈，夏天这座海滨小镇颇为繁华，其他季节则几乎是空城一座。沿海的大陆上也没有什么大城镇，只有一些小村庄。戴维斯指着海图上的这一串岛屿说：“看看群岛和海岸之间的这片港湾！多好，多隐蔽！50公里长、10公里宽，对于小型炮艇再适合不过了。”

“你注意到没有，”我问，“大陆上有一些水道或小河，连通着岛屿沿岸的每一座村庄？我们是不是也该考察它们一下？”

“我觉得不用。”他回答，“它们只是通到那些小村子罢了。”戴维斯不愿在陆地上花时间。

“没错，可是你看，”我指着海图说，“贝瑟西尔及其他一些村庄都有小小的港口。”

“有是有，”戴维斯说，“可这些小港口大概只够停泊当地的渔船吧。”

“也许我们应该去看看。”我说。

“也许吧。”他不情愿地同意了，“可我们还有许多真正的工作需要进一步开展，就在岛屿之间的海上。”

第二天，我们考察了旺格岛周围的航道。之前的三艘渔船只剩下了一艘，经过这艘船时，我看见它的名字叫“鸬鹚”号。当天下午晚些时候，在岛屿外围的海域，一艘灰色的小型军舰缓缓驶过。

“是‘闪电’号，”戴维斯说，“冯布吕宁的船。”

因为这件事，我们提早动身去了贝瑟西尔。两天后，刮起了猛烈的西南风，预示着暴风雨要来了。我们看见“闪电”号就停泊在施皮克罗格南面，在几艘渔船旁边，已经做好了躲避风雨的准备。下午，风向转为东北——戴维斯说这是个坏兆头——天空变成黑色，狂风暴雨随即而来。我们决定去贝瑟西尔躲避一下。我们在沙洲之间快速穿行，迎着狂风巨浪到达岸边，一路真是惊心动魄。好在戴维斯技巧纯熟，把我们的船成功开进了小小的港口。当然了，他总是宁愿在远离岸边的地方过夜，而我，经过两个多星期的海上航行，则很乐意再次踏上陆地。


5
A meeting and a warning

I slept very comfortably that night, and was woken by the sound of Davies talking in his limited German to someone on the shore. When he came on board, he told me that he had met Commander von Brüning, who had invited us to have a drink in the village pub with him at twelve o'clock.

Davies had another piece of news. 'The Kormoran is here in harbour too. It must have been them watching us, surely? And then passing the information on to von Brüning.'

'Almost certainly von Brüning wants to know more about us,' I said. 'We must be very careful what we say to him. Perhaps he'll come on board and ask to see our log.'

'In that case we must show it to him. Let's be open about it! I hate hiding things, anyway.'

And so we decided on an important change of plan, to bring our log and charts out of their hiding-place, and be as honest as we could. But just how much did von Brüning know? Did he know that we had not fired a shot at a single duck in the North Sea, and that we had explored the sands all along the coast? Did he know about Dollmann's attempt to get rid of Davies, and Davies's lucky escape? We could not tell. So it would be safer to tell the truth as far as possible in the coming interview.

But first we tried to find out something about the Kormoran, so after breakfast we went for a walk round the village. The people were very friendly, and we stopped to talk to two of the fishermen. We asked them about the boats in the harbour, and they told us that the Kormoran was not a local fishing boat.

'She's from Memmert,' they said. 'She's trying to raise an old French ship, loaded with gold, that sank off Juist. Her captain, Herr Grimm, is in charge of the work. That's him over there.' They pointed to a man standing on the bridge across the little stream that ran into the harbour.

We walked out on the sand to inspect this channel, and then walked slowly back. 'Don't forget,' I said, 'when we talk to von Brüning, just be yourself. You need only tell one lie, about the trick Dollmann played you.'

'All right, I'll leave you to do most of the talking. Look, there's Grimm again. Look at his boots as we pass him.' When we did, we saw that Grimm was wearing shoes, though of course that did not prove he had left one of his boots on the Dulcibella.

It was a few minutes after twelve when we entered the village pub. Davies introduced me to Commander von Brüning, and we sat down and ordered something to drink. I must say, I liked von Brüning as soon as I saw him. He was tall, with fair hair and a short beard. His eyes were blue and friendly, but extremely intelligent. I was glad we had decided to tell the truth – the commander was not a man you could trick easily. We had decided that Davies should ask immediately about Dollmann, his supposed friend. I was horrified to see Davies's face go pink as he asked his question in German, but then I remembered an obvious reason for his embarrassment. I had to make sure, however, that von Brüning also understood the reason for the embarrassment.

'He's still away,' replied von Brüning, 'but his yacht is back at Norderney. His daughter must be there too.'

'She's a very fine boat,' said Davies, his face getting even redder. Von Brüning smiled, looking thoughtfully at Davies. I saw a chance, and took it pitilessly.

'Oh good, we can call on Fräulein Dollmann,' I said to Davies, smiling meaningfully at von Brüning at the same time. Davies looked even more miserable.

'But you have seen Herr Dollmann since I have, surely?' said von Brüning. 'Didn't you sail to the Elbe with him?'

'Only part of the way,' replied Davies. 'The Medusa was too fast for me.'

'Oh, yes! I remember,' said von Brüning. 'The weather was very bad that day. I thought you would have trouble round the Scharhörn.'

'We didn't go round the Scharhörn,' said Davies. 'Dollmann showed me a short cut through the sands, but I lost him and ran aground.'

'Where was this?' asked von Brüning.

'On the Hohenhörn,' said Davies simply.

The commander's smile disappeared and his eyes opened wide. His surprise was so obvious that I was sure he had heard nothing of this before.

'You mean Dollmann took you through the Telte channel in that sort of weather and you ran aground on the Hohenhörn? Is that where you lost him?'

'No, he had already disappeared in the rain,' replied Davies. 'He couldn't have seen what happened. Anyway, it didn't matter. The tide was rising and I soon floated off. But I decided to spend the night in the shelter of the sandbank.'

'Didn't they wait for you at the ship canal?' asked von Brüning.

'I didn't go that way,' Davies replied. 'The wind was against it, so I sailed to the Eider River and on to the Baltic that way.'

Commander von Brüning laughed suddenly and turned to me. 'Really,' he said, 'your friend amuses me. He has the most terrifying adventures, and makes them sound perfectly ordinary.'

'That's nothing to him,' I said. 'He prefers it. He anchored us the other day behind the Hohenhörn in a horrible wind; said it was safer than a harbour and much cleaner.'

'I'm surprised he didn't decide this storm was just the wind he needed to sail to England,' said von Brüning.

'There was no pilot to follow, you see,' I said, with a smile.

'And no pretty daughter,' laughed the commander.

Davies frowned and looked so angry with me that I decided to say no more about Dollmann's daughter. I suddenly thought that if Grimm was working with von Brüning, the commander would know about the Dulcibella's night-time visitor. It would seem strange if we said nothing about it.

So I said, 'By the way, I thought the local people were honest, but we had a thief on the yacht the other night.'

'Really?' he replied. 'They're excellent people, but in the old days they used to take things from wrecks on this coast, so it's a way of life for them. They probably thought the Dulcibella was deserted.'

'Talking about wrecks,' I said, 'isn't there one round here that's supposed to be full of French gold? Is that true?'

'Quite true,' said von Brüning. 'The Corinne. She sank in 1811 off the island of Juist with gold on board to pay Napoleon's army – in English money it would be worth about one and a half million pounds.'

'Has anyone found it?' I asked.

'They found the wreck years ago, but it had broken up and the gold, being heavy, had sunk to the bottom. Several people have tried to find it but, of course, these sands keep moving all the time, so it's very difficult. Now a local company is trying. They're working from Memmert, an island near here. Herr Dollmann is one of the directors of the company. There's an engineer from Bremen involved, too – he comes from time to time.'

'And have they had any luck?' I asked.

'Not yet, but I hope they will. I've put a little money into the company myself.'

'Oh, dear!' I said. 'I hope I haven't been asking too many questions.'

'Not at all,' von Brüning laughed. 'It's no secret. Everyone on these islands knows all about it. '

The conversation continued, and he went on to find out from us, in the most natural yet skilful way, every detail of our explorations so far. As we talked, I was glad we had decided on telling the truth as far as possible, and gladder still that Davies was the man he was, eager, sincere, and completely believable.

'You speak very good German, Herr Carruthers,' said von Brüning at one point in the conversation.

'I've spent some time studying in Germany,' I replied.

'For your profession?' he asked.

'Yes,' I replied. 'I work in the Foreign Office.' I would have preferred not to have given him that information, but there was probably a letter from my boss, with a Foreign Office stamp, waiting for me at Norderney post office. My name was known, and we were watched. So the letter might be opened.

'When do you have to be back at work?' he asked.

'Next week, but I'm hoping my boss will agree to give me a little more time,' I said. 'I've asked him to write to me at Norderney.'

'I see. And Herr Davies?'

'Oh! He's a free man,' I said. 'He'll sail around these islands until Christmas, I expect. So we're in no hurry.'

'I like this coast,' said Davies. 'And – we want to shoot some ducks.'

'You'll never find them,' said von Brüning, 'without a local man to guide you. I can easily find you a good man —'

'It's very kind of you, commander,' I said, 'but we'd better get to Norderney first, to collect my post and see if I can stay longer or not.'

'I'll be at Norderney myself very soon. Come and visit me there, will you? I'd like to show you the Blitz.'

'Thanks very much,' Davies and I said together, as warmly as we could manage.

As we were leaving, von Brüning took me on one side.

'One word in private with you, Herr Carruthers,' he said quietly. 'It's about the Dollmanns. You know how your friend feels. I wouldn't encourage him, if I were you. Herr Dollmann came here three years ago, but we know very little about him or his background.'
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'One word in private with you, Herr Carruthers,' von Brüning said quietly.

'I thought the Dollmanns were friends of yours,' I said.

'I know them, but I know everybody. I speak only as someone who wishes your friend well, you understand. I think you should forget about calling on the family in Norderney. That's all, just a warning.'

He gave me a long, serious look, and I could see that he was not going to say any more.

'Thanks. I'll remember,' I said.

The questions in my mind were, 'How much do you know, and what do you mean?' But I could not ask them.
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Davies and I walked back to the yacht in silence, and went down to the cabin.

'Where exactly is Memmert?' I asked. Davies unrolled the chart and pointed at it. Then he threw himself on one of the seats, where he lay for some time, deep in thought.

South of the island of Juist, and running right up to the mouth of the River Ems, there is a large sandbank. Its western edge remains uncovered at high tide, forming a small island, about three kilometres long, and from two hundred to five hundred metres wide. This island is Memmert. The chart showed only one building, which I guessed was the centre for Dollmann's company. The island stands on the deep water channel of the Ems, providing a shelter for ships to anchor, even at low tide.

I thought hard about our conversation with von Brüning. Was he giving friendly advice to two young men on holiday, or a serious warning to two foreign spies? Perhaps he could not decide which we were. I was sure von Brüning had not known about Dollmann's attempt to kill Davies. He had guessed it, of course, when Davies told him about the short cut through the Telte channel.

The story of the French wreck and its gold provided a very good reason for Dollmann, Grimm, and von Brüning to be seen together, and to spend time on Memmert, especially as von Brüning had put money into the company. I was curious about Memmert. The more I thought about it, the more I believed that it might help us to solve the riddle.

Davies had still not spoken. He was annoyed with me, and I knew why. But I was annoyed with him too. There was an important piece of the puzzle that he had not told me about. I was waiting for him to speak first but, in the end, his silence was too much for me, and I had to break it.

'Look, Davies,' I said, 'I'm sorry I mentioned you and Fräulein Dollmann.' No answer. I tried again, 'I couldn't help it, you know.'

At last Davies spoke. 'I don't know why you had to tell von Brüning everything. I just don't understand it.'

'You're being very unreasonable,' I replied. 'We agreed the best thing to do was to tell the truth. Didn't you see that he was trying to trap us?'

'We can't explore the channels here any more,' he said.

'No, but we could go to Memmert,' I said.

'There's nothing at Memmert,' said Davies, 'or von Brüning wouldn't have told us so much about it.'

'Well, we've got to go to Norderney...' I began, but Davies interrupted me.

'And why did you have to talk about Fräulein Dollmann?'

At last we had reached the heart of the matter.

'You haven't been fair with me, have you?' I asked. 'There's something about her you haven't told me.'

'I know I haven't,' said Davies quietly.

'Well, you see, I had to talk about her, for two reasons. First, you seemed very embarrassed when we were talking about the Dollmanns. And second, although you described Dollmann's short cut very well, in the way we had agreed, it was still obvious that he had treated you badly. So why would you still feel friendly towards him? Why would you want to see him again? Your – your feeling for her explains everything, you see – why you were embarrassed, and why you want to see the Dollmanns again.'

'I find it very difficult to talk about things like this,' said Davies, without looking at me. 'I should have told you before, but I couldn't. The truth is, I do like – Clara, very much. And I think she likes me too.' Our eyes met for a second, in which all was said that needed to be said. 'But I'm sure she knows nothing about what her father's doing,' he continued. 'I'm sure she's got nothing to do with it. And I hoped we could avoid bringing her into it.'

'Are you really sure?' I asked. 'Don't you think she could be part of it? After all, you told me she encouraged you to follow them to Cuxhaven.'

'Carruthers,' said Davies seriously, 'I realize you're trying to help, but I know she's completely innocent. I just know it. We mustn't involve her.'

'Very well,' I replied. 'In that case, the best thing we can do is to forget the whole thing, and sail for England tonight.'

'No!' cried Davies. 'We can't do that. My God! We can't let Dollmann carry on. He's a traitor, working for the Germans, against his own country!'

'All right,' I said. 'I agree with you. We must go on with it. But we can't do so without involving her.'

'Are you quite sure we can't?' he asked.

'Of course we can't,' I replied. 'We've got to see him again. We've got to see both of them, in fact. And we must be friendly. You must tell the story you told today, and hope he believes it. Even if he doesn't, he won't dare say so, and we still have chances. And we must be friendly with them both.'

Davies said nothing, but his face showed great pain. In the time we had been together, I had come to know Davies very well, and to understand how his honest mind worked. His strongest feeling was a deep love for his country, and a wish to serve her in any way he could. Now he had been given an unexpected chance to do something really important for his country, something that only he could do. But, at the same time, he loved Clara Dollmann, the daughter of a suspected traitor. It seemed that he could not take his great chance without hurting the woman he loved. It was a terrible position to be in.

'Are you sure you wouldn't rather leave it and sail for England tonight?' I asked gently.

Davies didn't hesitate. 'We can't do that. Perhaps there's some way we can stop Dollmann without involving her. If not, it can't be helped. We must go on with it.'

We discussed Memmert for some time. I felt sure that the search for the Corinne's gold was a way of hiding what was really happening on Memmert, but Davies disagreed. He still felt that the channels through the sands held the answer to the riddle. In the end, we decided that we would sail next day to Norderney, and we would make the next plan when we got there.



Herr n. the German word for 'Mr'（德语）先生

call on to visit someone for a short time 短暂拜访

Fräulein n. the German word for 'Miss' （德语）小姐

wreck n. a ship that has sunk or been badly damaged 沉船；失事船

unroll v. to open something that was in the shape of a ball or tube, and make it flat 展开；铺开

unreasonable adj. not fair or sensible 不讲道理的

carry on to continue doing something 继续


5
会面与警告

那晚我睡得很舒服，早上是被戴维斯的说话声吵醒的，他正用有限的德语跟岸上的什么人交谈。回到船上后，他告诉我他遇到了冯布吕宁艇长，艇长邀我俩12点去村里的酒馆喝杯酒。

戴维斯还带回一个消息。“‘鸬鹚’号也来这个港口了。肯定是他们在监视我们吧？然后再把消息告诉冯布吕宁。”

“我差不多可以肯定，冯布吕宁想知道咱俩更多的事情。”我说，“我们跟他说话得非常谨慎。说不定他会来咱们船上，要咱们的航海日志看。”

“那样的话我们就得给他看。咱们就坦率点儿吧！反正我是讨厌藏着掖着的。”

于是我们决定来一个重大转变，把藏着的航海日志和海图拿出来，尽可能地开诚布公。可是冯布吕宁到底知道多少？他知道我们在北海一枪也没开、一只鸭子也没打，而是把沿岸的沙洲考察了个遍吗？他知道多尔曼曾经试图除掉戴维斯，而戴维斯又侥幸脱险吗？我们心里没底。因此，接下来的见面还是尽可能实话实说，这样安全些。

不过，我们打算先调查一下“鸬鹚”号，便在早饭之后去村子里走了走。村里人很友好，我们停下来跟两个渔民聊天，问起港口里的那些船。他们告诉我们，“鸬鹚”号不是当地的渔船。

“它是从梅默尔特岛来的。”他们说道，“要来打捞一艘满载黄金的法国古船，很久以前在于斯特附近海域沉没的。这事儿归船长格林先生管，他就在那儿。”他们指向桥上站着的一个男人，桥下的小河流入港口。

我们踩着沙子往外走，察看这段水道，又慢慢走回来。“别忘了，”我说，“跟冯布吕宁说话的时候，你不用伪装什么。只有一点需要撒谎，就是多尔曼耍你那件事。”

“好吧，主要还是由你来说话吧。看，格林又过来了。经过的时候看看他的靴子。”经过观察，我们发现格林穿的是鞋，不过当然，这也不能证明他确实把一只靴子丢在了‘达尔茜贝拉’号上。

我们走进村子的酒馆时是12点过几分。戴维斯把我介绍给冯布吕宁艇长，我们坐下点了喝的。我得承认，我一看见冯布吕宁就喜欢上了他。他高高的个子，金黄色的头发，蓄着短胡须。蓝色的眼睛看起来很友好，却又透出绝顶的聪明。我很庆幸我们决定实话实说——这位艇长可不是那么好骗的。我们事先商量好，戴维斯一上来就要问起多尔曼，好像两人是好朋友似的。戴维斯用德语问出这个问题时，我被他涨红的脸庞吓了一跳，但转念一想，他尴尬的理由是显而易见的。不过，我得让冯布吕宁也知道戴维斯为什么脸红。

“他还没回来，”冯布吕宁说，“不过他的游艇已经回到诺德奈了。他女儿一定也在那儿。”

“那游艇很漂亮。”戴维斯说着，脸更红了。冯布吕宁笑而不语，若有所思地看着戴维斯。我看出这是个机会，毫不留情地下了手。

“哎呀，太好了，我们可以去拜访多尔曼小姐！”我一边对戴维斯说，一边给了冯布吕宁一个意味深长的微笑。戴维斯看上去更可怜了。

“不过我走了之后你肯定还见到过多尔曼先生吧？”冯布吕宁说，“你不是跟他同路到易北河吗？”

“我们只同路了一段。”戴维斯回答，“‘美杜莎’号太快了，我跟不上。”

“噢，是呀！我想起来了，”冯布吕宁说，“那天天气很差。我以为你们会在沙尔赫恩岛附近遇到麻烦呢。”

“我们没有绕行沙尔赫恩岛，”戴维斯说，“多尔曼带我走沙洲之间的一条近路，可是我跟丢了，船搁浅了。”

“在哪儿搁浅的？”冯布吕宁问。

“在霍恩霍恩沙洲上。”戴维斯简要地说。

艇长的笑容消失了，眼睛瞪得大大的。从他如此明显的惊讶表情，我断定他之前没听说过这件事。

“你是说多尔曼在那种天气下带你走泰尔特水道，然后你在霍恩霍恩沙洲上搁浅了？你是在那儿跟丢了的吗？”

“不是，那时候他的船已经消失在雨中了。”戴维斯回答，“他不可能看到发生了什么。总之没关系啦。很快就是涨潮，我的船就漂离了沙洲。不过我还是决定在沙洲背风处过夜。”

“他们在运河等你了吗？”冯布吕宁问。

“我没从那条路走。”戴维斯回答，“风向不合适，我就往艾德河走了，从那里去的波罗的海。”

冯布吕宁艇长突然哈哈大笑，转过头对我说：“真的，你的朋友太有意思了。他经历了最可怕的冒险，却把它们说得跟家常便饭似的。”

“冒险对他来说不算什么。”我说，“他就爱冒险。有一个大风天，他还把我们的船停在霍恩霍恩沙洲背面呢，说那儿比港口安全，还干净得多。”

“我很惊讶，他竟没决定利用这场风暴把船开回英国去。”冯布吕宁说。

“没有引航员呀，你知道的。”我笑着说。

“也没有漂亮女儿。”艇长大笑。

戴维斯皱起眉头，看来很生我气，于是我决定不再提多尔曼的女儿了。我突然想到，假如格林和冯布吕宁是一伙儿的，那么冯布吕宁就会知道有人夜访“达尔茜贝拉”号的事，如果我们避而不谈反而显得不自然。

于是我说：“对了，我还以为这儿的人挺老实的，可是那天晚上我们船上来了个贼。”

“真的吗？”冯布吕宁回答，“他们人倒是很好，不过以前常常会从沿岸这一带的遇难船只上捞东西，也算是种营生。很可能他们以为‘达尔茜贝拉’是艘无人的废船。”

“说到沉船，”我说，“据说这儿附近有一艘，上面装满了法国的黄金。是真的吗？”

“千真万确。”冯布吕宁说，“是‘科琳娜’号。这艘船1811年在于斯特岛附近海域沉没，船上的黄金是拿破仑军队的军饷——折合成英镑，大概值150万吧。”

“那有人找到它了吗？”我问。

“残骸好多年前就找到了，但是已经支离破碎，黄金由于比较重，沉到海底去了。好几个人试图寻找这些黄金，但是因为这一带的沙洲一直在移动，找起来十分困难。现在本地的一家公司正在想办法，从附近的梅默尔特岛开始找起。多尔曼先生就是这家公司的董事之一。有个不来梅的工程师也加入了——他时不时会过来。”

“他们目前有什么好消息吗？”我问。

“还没有，不过我希望会有好消息。我自己也往这个公司投了点儿资。”

“哎呀，天哪！”我说，“我不会问得太多了吧。”

“不会不会。”冯布吕宁大笑道，“这件事不是秘密。这几座岛上人人都知道。”

随着谈话的继续，冯布吕宁接着套我们的话，以了解我们目前探险的每一个细节，他说话的方式极其自然又颇为巧妙。我们一边聊天，我一边暗自庆幸，还好之前商量好尽可能实话实说，更重要的是，还好戴维斯是这样一个热忱、真诚、百分之百可靠的人。

“你德语说得很好，卡拉瑟斯先生。”聊着聊着，冯布吕宁说。

“我在德国学习过一段时间。”我回答。

“是工作原因吗？”他问。

“是的，”我回答，“我在外交部工作。”我本不想把这一点告诉他，可诺德奈邮局很可能有一封上司给我的信，上面盖着外交部的邮戳。我的名字别人知道，还有人监视我们，所以那封信说不定已经被打开了。

“你要什么时候回去上班？”他问。

“下周。不过我正盼着上司多准我几天假呢。”我说，“我请他写信给我，寄到诺德奈的邮局。”

“我明白了。那戴维斯先生呢？”

“噢，他很自由。”我回答，“估计他会在群岛附近转悠到圣诞节。所以我们不着急。”

“我喜欢这段海岸。”戴维斯说，“再说——我们还想打打野鸭。”

“你们可找不到野鸭，”冯布吕宁说，“除非有当地人领着。我很容易就可以帮你们找个好帮手——”

“你真是太好了，艇长，”我说，“不过我们最好还是先去诺德奈取我的信，看我还能不能再待一阵。”

“我自己也很快要去诺德奈了。到时候你们去找我吧，好吗？我很乐意带你们看看‘闪电’号。”

“太谢谢了。”我和戴维斯一起说道，语气尽可能地热情。

临走时，冯布吕宁把我叫到一旁。

“私底下跟你说句话，卡拉瑟斯先生。”他轻声说，“是关于多尔曼父女俩的。你知道你朋友的感受。如果我是你，就不会在一旁煽风点火。多尔曼先生三年前就来这儿了，可大家对他本人和他的身世背景所知甚少。”

“我还以为多尔曼父女是你的朋友呢。”我说。

“我是认识他们，可我认识的人多了。我只是为你朋友好才说这番话，希望你明白。我觉得你们不应该去诺德奈拜访这父女俩。就说这么多吧，我只是提醒你们一下。”

他用严肃的目光看了我好一会儿，我看得出他不会再多说了。

“谢谢。我会记住的。”我说。

我脑海中浮现的问题是：“你知道多少？你是什么意思？”可这些话我不能问出口。
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我和戴维斯默默地走回游艇，下到船舱里。

“梅默尔特岛的确切位置在哪儿？”我问。戴维斯展开海图，指出它的位置。接着他便一头倒在一个座位上，躺在那儿陷入了沉思。

于斯特岛以南有一座巨大的沙洲，一直延伸到埃姆斯河入海口。沙洲的西缘涨潮时也露在水面上，形成了一座约3公里长、200到500米宽的小岛。这就是梅默尔特岛。海图显示岛上只有一座建筑，我猜这就是多尔曼公司的总部。这座岛位于埃姆斯河的深水道上，即使在落潮时也能供船只停泊、躲避风雨。

我认真思索着我们和冯布吕宁的谈话。他那番话是对两位年轻游客的友好建议，还是对两个外国间谍的严肃警告呢？也许他也弄不清我们究竟是游客还是间谍。我确定冯布吕宁不知道多尔曼曾企图除掉戴维斯。不过当戴维斯告诉他从泰尔特水道抄近路的事时，他肯定就猜到了。

载满黄金的法国沉船的故事为多尔曼、格林和冯布吕宁提供了绝佳的借口，让他们能够同时出现并待在梅默尔特岛，况且冯布吕宁还是公司的股东。我对梅默尔特岛充满好奇，越想越觉得这座岛或许能帮我们解开谜题。

戴维斯还是不说话。我知道他在生我的气，也知道为什么。但我也在生他的气，谜题当中有重要的一环他没告诉我。我一直在等他先开口，但最终，我实在忍受不了他不吭声，便打破了沉默。

“听着，戴维斯，”我说，“对不起，我提起了你和多尔曼小姐的事。”没有回答。我又试着说道：“我不得不提，你知道的。”

戴维斯终于开口了。“我不知道你为什么得把一切都告诉冯布吕宁，我就是不懂。”

“你这就不讲道理了。”我回答，“我们之前都觉得最好是实话实说啊。你看不出他在给我们下绊吗？”

“我们不能再考察这一带的航道了。”他说。

“是不能了，但我们可以去梅默尔特岛。”我说。

“梅默尔特岛什么也没有，”戴维斯说，“不然冯布吕宁也不会告诉我们那么多。”

“好吧，但至少我们得去诺德奈……”我刚一开口就被戴维斯打断了。

“你为什么非得谈到多尔曼小姐？”

我们终于触及问题的关键了。

“你有事瞒着我，对不对？”我问，“关于她，有些事情你没告诉我。”

“我知道我没有。”戴维斯低声说。

“好，你看，我不得不提到她，原因有两个。第一，我们说到多尔曼父女时，你看上去非常尴尬。第二，多尔曼带你抄近路那件事，尽管你按照我们事先约定好的方式说得轻描淡写，但还是能明显看出他耍了你。那你为什么还要把他当成要好的朋友呢？为什么还想见他呢？你的——你对她的感情解释了一切，喏——你为什么会尴尬，为什么还想见多尔曼父女。”

“我很难开口谈论这种事。”戴维斯避开我的目光，说道，“我之前就该告诉你的，但我说不出口。说实话，我确实喜欢——克拉拉，很喜欢。而且我觉得她也喜欢我。”我们对视了一眼，一切要说的话都尽在不言中。“不过我确定她完全不知道她父亲在做什么。”他接着说道，“我确定她与这件事无关。我希望咱们别把她扯进来。”

“你真的确定吗？”我问，“你不觉得这事可能她也有份吗？毕竟她也劝你和他们一道去库克斯港，你告诉过我的。”

“卡拉瑟斯，”戴维斯认真地说，“我明白你是想帮我，可我知道她是完全无辜的。我就知道她是无辜的。咱们不能把她卷进来。”

“很好，”我回答，“这样的话，咱们最好当作什么都没发生过，今晚就起航回英国。”

“不！”戴维斯叫道，“我们不能这样。上帝啊！我们不能让多尔曼继续下去。他是个叛国贼，帮着德国人对付自己的国家！”

“好，”我说，“我同意你说的。我们必须得接着干。可是接着干就少不了要牵连到她。”

“你确定非得牵连到她吗？”他问。

“当然了。”我回答，“我们得和多尔曼再次见面，事实上，我们得去见他们父女二人，而且必须表现得友好。你必须把今天讲的故事再讲一遍，但愿他能相信。就算他不信，他也不敢说出来，所以我们还是有机会的。我们必须对他们父女俩都表现得友好。”

戴维斯什么都没说，可是表情痛苦极了。在相处的这段时间里，我逐渐深入了解了戴维斯，深知诚实的他心中的想法。他心中最强烈的感情就是对祖国的爱，他的愿望就是竭尽所能为国效力。现在，他得到了一个出乎意料的机会，能够为祖国做一件真正的大事，一件只有他能做到的事。可与此同时，他也爱着克拉拉·多尔曼，一个叛国嫌疑犯的女儿。看来他想要抓住这个机会，就不可能不伤害到他爱的女子。他的处境太难了。

“你确定你不想今晚就起航回英国吗？”我温柔地问道。

戴维斯没有迟疑。“我们不能回去。也许会有一种方法，既能让多尔曼停手，又不会牵连到她。要是没有也没办法。我们必须接着干。”

我们讨论了一下梅默尔特岛。我确信搜寻“科琳娜”号的黄金这件事是个障眼法，是为了掩盖这些人在岛上的真正目的，可戴维斯不这么想。他依然觉得解开谜题的关键在于沙洲间的那些水道。最后，我们决定第二天就起航去诺德奈，到了那里再决定下一步该怎么走。


6
A young lady and a book

We left Bensersiel the next morning, but the wind had dropped, just when we needed it most, and sometimes we did not seem to be moving at all, but were just rolling from side to side. In the distance we saw the Blitz, travelling rapidly westwards, and I felt sure the Kormoran would also be on her way to Norderney.

I was desperately impatient to get on, but it took us most of the day to reach Langeoog, and we anchored that night near Baltrum, in a thick white fog. The next morning we continued our painfully slow journey, and in the afternoon I heard Davies shout at last, 'There's Norderney!' I looked up and saw, through the mist, a group of grassy sandhills, exactly like a hundred others I had seen recently, but of much greater interest to me.

I was busy with the lead line, as we were in shallow water, when Davies suddenly said, 'Is that a boat ahead?'

'The Kormoran, do you think?' I asked, noticing what looked like a fishing boat in the distance.

Davies said nothing, and seemed to forget that he was steering the boat. We touched the sandbank, but luckily the tide pushed us away again. His next words surprised me. 'Let go the anchor. Lower the sail.'

When I had done this, Davies was still staring into the mist through his binoculars, and, to my astonishment, I noticed that his hands were trembling violently. I had never seen this happen before, even at moments of great danger.

'What's the matter?' I asked. 'Are you cold?'

'That little boat,' he said. 'It's her, I'm sure. It's the Medusa's dinghy. She's come to meet m—, I mean, us.' He pushed the binoculars into my hand, and I saw a pretty little white sail coming closer. I kept my eyes on the boat, as I did not want to look at Davies. At last I heard him draw a deep breath. He turned to the Dulcibella's dinghy.

'You come, too,' he offered, jumping in and picking up the oars.

'I'd rather stay. I'll tidy up the cabin.'

'Carruthers,' said Davies, 'if she comes aboard, please remember she's outside this business. There are no clues to be got from her.'

'I'll keep out of it this time,' I said. 'You do and say what you like.'

He rowed away, just as he was, with unbrushed hair and in his old sailing clothes. I watched the two boats getting closer in the mist, and heard a great splashing of oars. Finally I saw the boats being pulled up on a sandbank, and then two figures walking rapidly to meet each other. And then I thought it was time to go below to tidy the cabin.

Nothing on earth could have made the Dulcibella's cabin a suitable place to receive a lady, but I did my best, putting clothes away in cupboards, a clean cloth on the table, and books back on the shelf. I had just put water on to boil for tea, when I heard the dinghy return.

I went up on deck, and found Davies with a very pretty girl, about nineteen years old. She was wearing a thick jacket, dark skirt and rubber boots, and her rose-brown skin lent a delicious touch of colour to the greyness of the sea and sky. When she looked at me and spoke, I knew immediately that she was no 'Fräulein Dollmann', but as English as I was, although she must have spoken German ever since she was a child.

She looked eagerly round the yacht, asking questions about all she saw, but it was obvious that she was more interested in Davies himself. The way she looked at him, and the way he looked at her, made me feel sorry for myself, because I was not in love, and even sorrier for Davies, because I could not see how all this would end. One thing was clear, however. She could never have been involved in her father's attempt to kill Davies.

'How did you manage alone that day?' she asked him suddenly. 'You know, on the way to Cuxhaven.'

'Oh, it was quite safe,' replied Davies. 'But it's much better to have a friend.'

She looked at me, and – well, I was suddenly extremely proud to be Davies's friend.

'Father said you'd be safe,' she said.

We went below into the cabin, where the water was just beginning to boil. Miss Dollmann was in a light-hearted mood, laughing and joking about all our little domestic arrangements.

'You will stop at Norderney?' she asked us.

I looked at Davies. It was up to him. But I need not have doubted him. There was no hesitation in his reply. 'Yes, of course we shall. I'd like to see your father again.'

'Ye–es,' she said, anxiously, 'yes, I'm sure he will be glad to see you.' She did not sound at all certain. 'He'll be back tomorrow. You know, we aren't living on the Medusa at the moment, but in our house on Norderney. My stepmother is there too.' She gave Davies the address, a little unwillingly, it seemed to me.

The difficult moment passed and a warm and friendly feeling returned to the cabin as the three of us sat down to enjoy our tea together. But that pleasant event never took place – all because of an English name in gold-painted letters on the cover of an old book on our bookshelf. The disaster came and went so quickly that at the time I had no idea what caused it. One moment our visitor was laughing and talking to Davies, while looking through some of our books. Then suddenly there was an awful silence, and I turned round from making the tea. She was sitting quite still, with eyes wide open, and a very white, frightened face.
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Clara was sitting quite still, with eyes wide open, and a very white, frightened face.

After a few seconds, she managed to speak. 'How late it is – I really must go. My boat won't be safe.' She got up from the table.

'What's the matter?' asked Davies in English, but she did not answer, and almost ran up the ladder, like a wounded animal trying to escape. She had reached the deck and jumped into the dinghy, before she realized she needed one of us to go with her and bring the boat back.

'Davies can...' I began, but she interrupted me.

'Oh, no, thank you. If you will be so kind, Herr Carruthers. It's your turn. I mean—'

'Go on,' said Davies to me in English. I jumped into the dinghy. The poor girl tried to apologize to Davies, but could not find the right words.

'Goodbye,' he said simply, and turned away.

I offered to row, but she took no notice and rowed fast towards her sailing boat. It was now floating gently off the sandbank, where it was anchored.

'Herr Carruthers,' she said. 'I want to say something to you.' (It sounded like von Brüning's warning all over again.) 'I made a mistake just now. It's not a good idea for you to call on us at Norderney tomorrow. My father is always busy.'

'We can come another day. We have several days to spare,' I said, 'and we have to stop at Norderney for letters, anyway.'

'Please don't come because of us,' she said. 'This fine weather may not last. It would be a pity not to use it to sail to England. And my father will be too busy to see you, I know.'

'But we could see you, surely,' I replied.

'No, no, please,' she said quickly. 'My father would not like it. I should not have come today. Please tell Herr Davies that – he must not come near us.'

'He'll understand,' I said. 'I know he'll be very sorry, but you can always trust him to do the right thing.'

'Yes, I know I can,' she said softly. 'Goodbye. Please say goodbye to Herr Davies for me.'
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I rowed back to the yacht, where I found Davies in the cabin. He had taken down all the books from the shelf, and was staring at the one he held in his hand.

'What on earth can have upset her?' I asked.

'I've just realized,' he said. 'It was this,' and he handed me the book. I had seen it before on the shelf, but never opened it. It was about sailing on the east coast of England, with all the usual details of winds and tides.

'What about it?' I asked, puzzled.

'Don't you see? She was looking at this book,' said Davies. 'Look at the photograph at the front.'

I looked. It showed a young man on the deck of a small yacht. 'Well?' I still could not understand.

'It's him!'

'Who?'

'Dollmann!' cried Davies. 'Dollmann wrote it! She was upset because now we know who her father really is! '

I looked at the front of the book. The author was Captain X of the Royal Navy. The book had been written sixteen years before. 'Are you sure it's him?' I asked.

'Quite sure,' Davies replied. He looked again at the picture. 'Yes, that's Dollmann, all right.'

'So, sixteen years ago he was an officer in the British Navy, and now he's working for the Germans,' I said slowly. 'He's about fifty now, you said, so that fits in. And the girl has been speaking German since she was a child. They must have come to Germany soon after he wrote the book. Is it a well-known book?'

'I've never seen another copy,' said Davies. 'I bought this one for a few pence, in a second-hand bookshop.'

'Didn't you say that Dollmann visited you on the Dulcibella in September?' I asked.

'Of course! He must have seen the book. Perhaps he thought I'd recognized him. That explains everything!'

'Does it?' I said. 'Perhaps he's just someone who did something wrong, had to leave the navy, and came here, where nobody knew him, to start a new life.'

'No, that's not it,' said Davies. 'That doesn't explain why Grimm's been watching us, or why von Brüning suspects us. What do you think of the daughter?' he added.

'She's lovely, Davies,' I said. 'You'll be a lucky man if... well, better not think about that for the moment. I'm sorry I ever thought badly of her. I can see she's quite innocent of any unpleasant business. Mind you, she's aware that they have a past to hide. This makes the problem much more difficult for us, doesn't it?'

'Not at all,' said Davies. 'It just means that there are two things we must do. We must find out exactly what Dollmann is doing and stop him, and we've got to make sure she doesn't suffer because of his guilt.'

'He's still away,' I said.

'Yes, I know. But she said he's coming back on the ferry from the mainland tomorrow morning. We'd better be there when he arrives.'

We arrived at Norderney town in the evening, and anchored on the edge of the deep water channel, about fifty metres from the harbour entrance. We were too excited to sleep, or do anything except make plans, and talk. At last Davies's natural shyness left him, and I was able to see into the secret corners of his heart. He loved this girl, and he loved his country, and he was determined to be loyal to both of them. Somehow, a way must be found to do this.

After much discussion, we realized there was only one answer – to get Dollmann, secrets and all, daughter and all, away from Germany completely. This was now our goal, and we took delight in the challenge. We had no clear idea how we would reach the goal, but there were two possible ways forward. One was to continue searching the area for clues of some kind; and the other was to use this new information about Dollmann to force him to tell us what was going on. By the time we went to bed, this second plan was the preferred one.



binoculars n. (pl) special glasses for seeing the details of distant objects 双筒望远镜

oar n. a long pole used to move a boat through the water 船桨

delicious adj. extremely pleasant or enjoyable 宜人的；令人愉快的

domestic adj. used in people's homes 家用的

loyal adj. staying faithful to somebody or something 忠诚的


6
少女和书

第二天早上我们从贝瑟西尔起航，可就在我们最需要风的时候，风力却减弱了。有时船似乎一点儿都没往前走，只是左右摇晃。我们远远看到“闪电”号向西飞速前进，我几乎可以肯定，“鸬鹚”号也会到诺德奈去。

我迫不及待地想要前进，可我们花了大半天时间才驶到朗格奥格。那晚，我们停泊在贝尔特鲁姆附近，身处白色的浓雾中。第二天早上，缓慢而痛苦的航行又开始了。到了下午，我终于听到戴维斯大喊：“诺德奈到了！”我抬起头，透过浓雾看到一群长满草的沙丘。一模一样的沙丘我近来见过不下百次了，可这一群对我而言有着较大的吸引力。

和在浅海航行时一样，我忙着用水砣绳测水深。这时，戴维斯突然说道：“前面是有一艘船吗？”

“是‘鸬鹚’号吧，你觉得呢？”我注意到远处有一艘渔船模样的船。

戴维斯没说话，似乎忘了自己在掌舵。船碰到了沙洲，不过幸好又被潮水推开了。戴维斯接下来的话让我大吃一惊：“抛锚，收帆。”

我照做了，而他仍在用双筒望远镜向雾中凝望。我注意到他的手在剧烈颤抖，吓了一大跳。我之前从没见过他这样，即使是在最危险的时候。

“怎么了？”我问，“你冷吗？”

“那艘小船。”他说，“是它，我确定。那是‘美杜莎’号的小艇。她是来见我——我是指，我们的。”他把双筒望远镜塞给我，我看见一艘漂亮的白色小帆船正驶过来。我一直盯着那船，因为我不想看戴维斯。终于，我听见他深吸了一口气，朝“达尔茜贝拉”号的小艇走去。

“你也来吧。”他跳进小艇，拿起桨，向我提议道。

“我还是留下吧，收拾收拾船舱。”

“卡拉瑟斯，”戴维斯说，“要是她来到咱们船上，请记住她与这事无关。从她身上找不到任何线索的。”

“这回我什么也不管。”我说，“怎么做怎么说都由你。”

他顶着一头没梳理的发，穿着旧航海服，就这样划着小船走了。我看着两艘船在雾中越来越近，听到一阵嘈杂的划桨声。终于，我看见两艘船停靠在一座沙洲旁，接着两个人影急匆匆地朝对方走去。这时，我觉得我该下去收拾船舱了。

“达尔茜贝拉”号的船舱再怎样也不适合招待一位出身高贵的姑娘，但我还是尽了最大努力：把衣服收进衣橱，换上干净桌布，把书放回架子上。我刚刚烧上沏茶的水，就听见小艇回来了。

我走上甲板，发现戴维斯和一个19岁左右的漂亮姑娘在一起。姑娘穿着厚夹克、深色半截裙，还有橡胶靴，棕里透红的皮肤为灰蒙蒙的大海和天空增添了一抹动人的亮色。她看着我，一开口冲我说话，我立刻就知道她根本不是个德国姑娘，而是和我一样的地道英国人，只不过从小就说德语罢了。

她兴致盎然地环视着游艇，看到什么都要问个问题，但显然她对戴维斯本人更感兴趣。她看他的眼神，还有他看她的目光，让我为自己没有恋人而感到难过。但我更替戴维斯难过，因为我不知道他们的爱情将有怎样的结果。不过有一点是显而易见的：她肯定没有参与她父亲除掉戴维斯的阴谋。

“那天你一个人到底是怎么脱险的？”她突然问道，“哦，就是去库克斯港的路上。”

“噢，其实没什么危险啦。”戴维斯说，“不过有个朋友还是会好得多。”

她看了看我，这时——唔，我突然为自己是戴维斯的朋友感到极度光荣。

“父亲说你会平安无事的。”她说。

我们下到船舱里，这时水刚要烧开。多尔曼小姐显得很轻松，谈笑之余，对我们舱内布置的每个小细节都要戏谑一番。

“你们会在诺德奈停留吧？”她问。

我看了看戴维斯，这都取决于他。但我根本没必要怀疑他的想法，因为他毫不迟疑地答道：“会呀，我们当然会。我还想再见见你父亲呢。”

“是……是呀，”她不安地说，“是的，他肯定也会很高兴见到你。”可她的语气一点儿也不肯定。“他明天就回来了。你们知道吗？我们现在没住在‘美杜莎’号上，而是住在诺德奈的家里。我继母也在那儿。”她把地址给了戴维斯，在我看来似乎带着几分不情愿。

这段尴尬的小插曲过后，船舱里又恢复了温暖、友好的气氛，我们三人坐下准备一起喝茶。可我们终归还是没喝上茶——一切都是拜一个烫金的英语名字所赐。那个名字出现在一本旧书的封面上，书放在我们的书架上。变故是在一瞬间发生的，我当时都没明白是怎么回事。我们的客人刚刚还一边笑着和戴维斯说话，一边浏览我们的一些书籍呢。接着突然间，船舱里一阵可怕的沉默，我停止泡茶，转过身来。多尔曼小姐木木地坐在那里，双眼圆睁，苍白的脸上写满恐惧。

几秒钟之后，她才说出话来：“太晚了——我真的得走了。我的船会有危险的。”她从桌边站起身来。

“怎么了？”戴维斯用英语问道。多尔曼小姐没有回答，几乎是跑着上了梯子，像一只竭力逃跑的受了伤的小动物。她上了甲板，跳进小艇，这才意识到得有一个人跟她一起走，好把船划回来。

“戴维斯可以——”我刚开口就被她打断了。

“噢不，谢谢。请你帮帮忙，卡拉瑟斯先生，该轮到你了。我是说——”

“去吧。”戴维斯用英语对我说。我跳进小艇。可怜的姑娘想要向戴维斯道歉，却找不到合适的语言。

“再见。”他只说了这一句，就转过身去。

我提议由我来划船，可她没注意到我的话，只是飞快地向她的帆船划去。那艘船原本停泊在沙洲上，现在正缓缓漂离停泊的地方。

“卡拉瑟斯先生，”她说，“我想跟你说件事。”（她的语气听上去跟冯布吕宁的警告毫无二致。）“我刚才犯了个错误，不该叫你们明天去诺德奈看我们的。我父亲一直很忙。”

“我们可以改天再去，有好几天空闲时间呢。”我说，“再说，我们得在诺德奈停留的，要去取信呀。”

“请不要专程来看我们。”她说，“这样的好天气可能持续不了多久，你们不借机回英国，真是太可惜了。而且我父亲也会很忙，没时间见你们，我知道的。”

“可我们肯定能见你吧。”我回答。

“不，不，求你们别来。”她急忙说道，“我父亲会不高兴的。我今天就不该来。请告诉戴维斯先生——让他不要接近我们。”

“他会理解的。”我说，“我知道他会很难过，但你要相信，他知道该怎么办。”

“是的，我相信。”她轻声说，“再见。也替我向戴维斯先生道别。”
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我划着小艇回到船上，看到戴维斯正在船舱里。他把书全部从架子上拿了下来，正盯着手里的一本看。

“到底有什么让她不高兴？”我问。

“我刚意识到。”他说，“是这个。”他把那本书递给我。我之前在架子上见过这本书，但从没翻开过。这书是关于在英国东海岸航行的，内容不外乎风啊，潮汐啊，等等寻常内容。

“这本书怎么了？”我不解地问。

“你没明白吗？她之前在看这本书。”戴维斯说，“看看书前面的照片。”

我看了看。照片上是一个年轻男子，在一艘小游艇的甲板上。“然后呢？”我还是不明白。

“这是他！”

“谁？”

“多尔曼！”戴维斯叫道，“这本书是多尔曼写的！她难过是因为现在我们知道她父亲究竟是谁了！”

我看了看书的前页。作者是皇家海军的X上校。书写于16年前。“你确定是他吗？”我问。

“很确定。”戴维斯回答，又看了一眼那张照片。“对，就是多尔曼，没错。”

“也就是说，16年前他是英国海军的一名军官，而现在为德国人工作。”我缓缓说道，“你说他50岁左右，这就对上号了。那姑娘从小就说德语，他们肯定是在他写了这本书之后不久就来德国了。这本书有名吗？”

“我没见过第二本。”戴维斯说，“这本我是从一家二手书店买来的，才几便士。”

“你是说过9月份多尔曼曾经来到‘达尔茜贝拉’号上拜访过你吗？”我问。

“对呀！他肯定看见这本书了，可能以为我认出了他。这样一切都说得通了！”

“是吗？”我说，“也许他只是犯了什么事，不得不离开海军，来到这个没人认识他的地方开始新生活呢。”

“不，不是这样。”戴维斯说，“这样不能解释格林为什么监视我们，还有冯布吕宁为什么怀疑我们。你觉得多尔曼的女儿怎么样？”他加了一句。

“她很可爱，戴维斯。”我说，“要是你真有那个福气能……唉，现在最好先别想这个了。很抱歉我之前对她的评价不怎么好。我能看出她很无辜，不可能做任何坏事。不过我也提醒你，她知道他们父女二人有一段过去需要隐瞒。这样，问题对咱们来说就难办多了，是不是？”

“一点儿也不难办。”戴维斯说，“这只意味着咱们必须做两件事：一是必须弄清楚多尔曼到底在做什么并制止他；二是确保她不会因为他的罪过而受到牵连。”

“他还没回来呢。”我说。

“是，我知道。可她说他明天早上会乘渡船从大陆回来。咱们最好在那儿等他。”

晚上我们到达诺德奈镇，在深水航道边上、离海港入口大约50米处停了船。我们兴奋得睡不着觉，一直在做计划、聊天。戴维斯终于克服了天生的羞怯，让我看到他内心深处最隐秘的角落。他爱这个姑娘，也爱他的祖国，并决心要忠诚于二者。他无论如何也要找到一种方法做到这一点。

充分讨论之后，我们意识到只有一个办法——把多尔曼带离德国，连同他的秘密、他的女儿，一切的一切全都带走。这就是我们现在的目标，而且我们很乐意迎接挑战。我们还不清楚该如何实现目标，但是有两种可行的解决办法：一是继续探索这片海域，寻找某种线索；二是利用这一关于多尔曼的新信息迫使他告诉我们事情的真相。到上床睡觉时，我们的结论是第二种办法更好些。


7
A day out in the fog

When the ferry from the mainland arrived the next morning, we were watching it from the Dulcibella's cabin.

'That's Dollmann,' said Davies, 'the tall one with the beard.'

'Who's that with him?' I asked. It was a short, fat, older man, with glasses and a hard-looking, clever face.

'He must be the engineer from Bremen, who von Brüning told us about. Look, there's Grimm, behind him.'

Five or six passengers got off the ferry, but Dollmann and his companions stayed on the deck. They stared down at the Dulcibella as the ferry moved out of the harbour.

'They haven't got off!' I said. 'Where are they going? '

'Juist,' Davies answered. 'It's the only other stop.'

'And from Juist to Memmert,' I said softly.

We had to go into Norderney town to buy food and milk, and to collect my post. I was surprised to find that there were two letters for me from my boss. The first one gave me permission to take another week's holiday. The second one, written two days later, and marked 'Urgent', cancelled this permission, and told me to return as arranged. I showed them to Davies.

'I haven't received this second one,' I said with a smile.

As we made our way back to the harbour, a thick curtain of fog rolled in from the sea. 'We'll never find the yacht in this fog,' I said, as we climbed down to the dinghy.

'Yes, we will,' said Davies. 'Just row straight across the harbour.' He leaned over the side of the boat, feeling in the water with a stick. 'There we are,' he said, after a few moments. 'That's the edge of the deep water channel. Now all we've got to do is follow it until we reach the Dulcibella. It couldn't be simpler.' And, sure enough, in two or three minutes we were back on the yacht.

'That's extraordinary,' I said. 'How far could you go like that?'

'Well,' he replied. 'If we had a chart and a compass, I suppose we could go anywhere.'

'Why not go to Memmert?' I said quietly.

'Memmert!' he said. 'That's an idea! It's a long way, of course, twenty kilometres, more or less.'

'Yes,' I said eagerly. 'But what a chance! Everyone's seen the Dulcibella here, including Dollmann and his friends. If we could get to Memmert in this fog, we might find out what's going on. And no one would see us on the way, or know we were there.'

Davies took down the chart and studied it. 'Put some food and water in the dinghy,' he said. 'And an oil lamp, the compass and the guns.'

'The guns?' I said. 'What for?'

'We're looking for ducks, if the fog clears,' he smiled. 'Now, just give me ten minutes with the chart.'

I had got the boat ready by the time he joined me. 'We'll have to hurry,' he said. 'We can't take the open sea route, round Juist. It's too public – that's the way the ferry goes. And it's more than twenty-five kilometres. No, we'll have to go over the sand. It's a much shorter way, but it'll be difficult because the tide's falling, so the channels through the sandbanks will be extremely narrow and shallow. Are you sure you can row there and back?'

'You steer, and I'll row all right,' I said. And we set out.

Even at high tide, the chart only shows narrow channels between Norderney and Memmert, and in a little over three hours' time, it would be low tide. The fog made the sandbanks completely invisible, but Davies did not attempt to look around for buoys or marker posts. Instead, he concentrated all his attention on the chart, the compass, and his watch. My duty was to be a machine, to keep the dinghy moving in whatever direction he wanted. I pulled hard, breathing deeply and regularly, hoping I would be fit enough to manage the journey.

At the shallowest point, Davies dropped the lead line into the water, and measured the depth. My oar touched sand, and we were aground. I rested for a moment, while Davies looked at his chart. Then we were off again, with a push from the oars on the sandbank, and I could see from Davies's shining eyes that we were in the right channel.

We continued in this way, rowing and pushing, through the soundless white blanket of fog. I began to lose all idea of time and place. The misty figure of Davies in front of me seemed as dream-like and crazy as myself, and I saw strange, imaginary shapes appearing out of nowhere.

It was a race against time, the fog, and the falling tide, but in the early afternoon we arrived at Memmert. In four and a half hours I had rowed twenty kilometres, and Davies had steered us through fog and sandbanks without a single mistake. I let my tired muscles relax, and we had some whisky, bread and cold meat, while making our plans. We decided Davies would stay with the boat, while I explored. I spoke the language well, and in my sea-boots, sailing clothes, and old hat, I could easily pass for a Frisian Islander in the fog.

'Take the compass, the chart, and the whistle,' said Davies. 'Remember the tide – you can have an hour and a half, no more. If you can't find your way back, blow your whistle, and I'll blow mine to guide you. Good luck.'

The chart showed that the office building was north-west of where we had landed. 'That means south-east to come back,' I said to myself. I checked the compass, and started up the beach.

I could only see a few metres ahead of me in the fog, but I could hear noises all around me – a ship's bell, and some men calling to each other in German. Somewhere in front a door banged. Before long, I found myself on a path, and a few moments later a wall appeared, which seemed to be the side of a building. I paused, and took out my pipe and lit it, to give myself an excuse for standing still and listening.

I could hear a number of men's voices, so I moved away from the sound, round the corner of the building, and saw a lighted
 window ahead of me. It would be interesting to see into that room, I thought, so with my hat pulled well down, I walked slowly on, taking a long careful look inside as I passed. It seemed to be an office. I could see Grimm paying a workman some money, and in chairs round the room I could see von Brüning and Dollmann, and the short, older man from the ferry (who was, we learnt later, the Bremen engineer, Böhme). The room was brightly lit and no one was looking out through the window, so I went back for a closer inspection. Bending low, I moved, as quietly as a cat, until I was beneath the window. Then, with great care, I raised my head.

There was a different workman in the room now, also receiving his wages from Grimm. There were charts on the wall, and the plan of a ship. On the floor were several pieces of old wood, perhaps from the wreck itself. My heart sank. This was pay-day, with the boat crews and divers getting their wages – just an ordinary meeting of the directors of the company. Davies and I had come all this way for nothing!

I nearly turned and walked away at that point, but the faint voice of reason told me to be patient. 'There are your four men,' the voice said. 'Wait.'

Two more men came in to get their wages, and left. Then Grimm stood up and came over to the window. I quickly bent down low, and heard above me the curtains being pulled shut. There was the sound of chairs moving, and people sitting down. Another meeting seemed to be beginning.

Desperate to hear what they were saying, I put my ear as close to the window as possible, but I could only hear a few words now and then. First Dollmann spoke for several minutes. He seemed to be talking about a recent visit to England, and I heard the word 'Chatham'. Next, Böhme went through a report. He used the letters A to G; seven letters, with figures added to each of them, like this: 'A... bad... one point five; B... three weeks... thirty; C... thirty-two... one point two.' And so on. Then he asked Grimm about each of these seven letters. I could only hear odd words of Grimm's answers: 'tugs', 'railway', 'pilots', 'depth of water', and the name 'Esens'.

Suddenly I heard Böhme ask about 'the two Englishmen'. They were talking about Davies and myself. It seemed that Böhme wanted to meet us.

'Very well, sir,' Dollmann said, more loudly than before. 'I'll invite them to dinner this evening. You can see them then.'

We would have to get back to the yacht as quickly as possible. I was just about to move, when I heard movement inside the room. Two of the men pushed back their chairs and stood up, and I heard the door open and close. Who had left, and who remained? I waited, my ear hard against the window.

'He insists on coming,' said Böhme.

'Ach!' said von Brüning, sounding astonished.

'I said on the 25th. The tide will be right. He'll come on the night train, of course. Tell Grimm to be ready.'

There was a question from von Brüning.

'Only one, with half a load,' replied Böhme. 'How's the fog?' he added.

I slid away from the window before von Brüning pulled back the curtain. I looked at my watch – I had been away nearly an hour and a half. I had to get back to the boat, so I checked the compass and started walking. As soon as I was about a hundred metres from the building, I began to run. When I reached the shore, the tide was coming in fast but there was no sign of Davies or the dinghy. I had no time to go looking for them, so I blew my whistle. Almost immediately I heard another whistle some way off, behind me. I turned and ran towards it, blowing my whistle again. The other whistle answered and, a few moments later, I saw the dinghy.

'Quick, Davies,' I called softly. 'We must get back. Dollmann's going to invite us to dinner this evening.'

'Right,' said Davies. 'The tide's coming in, and the sands will be covered. We can take the direct route back to Norderney over the sandbanks.'

We both rowed and, with the rising tide to help us, we covered the distance in about three hours. Soon after we left, a wind began to blow from the west, and the fog rolled away as quickly as it had come. We were almost at Norderney when we saw behind us the lights of a motorboat. Davies guessed it was the Blitz's launch, and we watched it draw level and pass us, going in the direction of Norderney.

'Now they'll know what we've been doing!' I cried.

'No, it's too dark now for them to recognize us,' said Davies. 'Let's slow down a bit. We don't want them to see us arrive looking all hot and exhausted. We'll have to pretend we just went out for a row. Will you be able to talk to them? My German's not good enough for that.'

'No, but I'll have to make the effort. If they suspect us now, we're finished.'

'Give me your oar, old man, and put your jacket on.' He lit his pipe, and rowed slowly on, while I lay back, trying to separate my mind from my exhausted body.

When we arrived, the launch was anchored beside the Dulcibella, but we could only see two of von Brüning's men on deck. Then we saw von Brüning himself appear from the Dulcibella's cabin.

'Is that you, Herr Davies?' he said. 'We came to see you!'

Then someone else came up the ladder from the cabin, and Dollmann appeared. Davies sat quietly in the dinghy, looking up at his enemy, while Dollmann stared down at him from the deck of the Dulcibella. It was fortunate that Davies's expression was hidden in the darkness, but the lights from the launch fell pitilessly on Dollmann's smiling face, and showed me the thin lips and cold eyes of the man who had tried to drown my friend.
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Davies sat quietly in the dinghy, while Dollmann stared down at him from the deck of the Dulcibella.

Meanwhile, the third of our uninvited guests, Herr Böhme, had reached the top of the ladder. There they stood, the three of them, like guilty schoolboys caught stealing apples, while we, the true offenders, only had to listen to their explanations. Dollmann explained he had seen the yacht in the harbour, and had called on his return from Memmert to ask us to dinner at his house. Finding no one on board, he had meant to leave a note for Davies in the cabin. 'My friend, Herr Böhme, was eager to see round the yacht, and I knew you would not mind,' he added.

'Not at all,' said Davies pleasantly. 'And we'll come to dinner with pleasure. But we must change clothes first.'

'Where have you been?' asked von Brüning, smiling.

'Oh, rowing about since the fog cleared,' said Davies.

'Looking for ducks again,' I added, lifting my gun.

'No luck, I suppose?' laughed von Brüning. 'Come, my friends, we must leave these young sportsmen to get changed, and talk to them later.'

And with some embarrassment, the three men stepped on to the launch, which moved smoothly away. We went straight down to the cabin to see what they had been looking at. Everything was just as we had left it, except Dollmann's book, which was pushed right to the back of the shelf.

'Aha!' I said, showing it to Davies. 'I think this proves Dollmann has something to hide from them.'

'Yes,' said Davies. 'It shows that they know his real name – or why would he try to hide the book from them? But they probably don't know he wrote a book, and that I have a copy.'

'It's quite complicated, wondering who knows what,' I said. 'Dollmann can't be sure what we know, and must be terrified of the others finding out that we know who he is – if we do. It's becoming clear, though, that they don't trust him.'
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I had told Davies what I had heard and seen on Memmert as we rowed back. Now, as we quickly washed, and changed our clothes, we went over it again.

'What are there seven of in this area?' I asked.

'Islands, of course,' replied Davies.

'Yes, but what about "railway" and "Esens"?' I said. 'And someone insists on coming, on the night train, on the 25th. It must be someone important. Böhme, von Brüning, and Grimm are going to meet him. Somewhere at high tide, probably. And Dollmann probably doesn't know about it as they didn't discuss it until he was out of the room.'

Davies thought for a moment. 'Well, it could be Norddeich. There's a station there, and, let's see... high tide will be somewhere between ten-thirty and eleven o'clock on the 25th. What shall we do?'

'Look,' I said, 'we want a fresh start. We need to find out a lot more, and we need to prove to them that we're harmless. I suggest that I go back to London.'

'To London!' cried Davies, looking shocked.

'I can find out about Dollmann's past there, and then come back here, as somebody else, to follow up the clues on the 25th. Meanwhile, you must stay here, pretend you want to do a little duck shooting, that sort of thing.'

'I'll be no good alone,' he said miserably. 'I really don't like the idea, but I trust your judgement.'

'We haven't got time to think about it now, or we'll be late for dinner. I think they want to inspect us, or at least, Böhme does, and he's obviously the important one.'

'What are we going to say?' demanded Davies, in a worried voice.

'Not a word about where we've been today,' I said. 'If they discover that, we'll be in trouble, and in prison too, probably. For the rest, tell the truth. It's all we can do.'



roll in to happen or arrive in large numbers or quantities 大量发生；涌来

imaginary adj. not real, but produced from pictures or ideas in your mind 想象的；虚构的

workman n. someone who does physical work 工匠；工人

plan n. a drawing of a building, room etc as it would be seen from above 平面图

tug n. a small powerful boat for pulling ships 拖船

load n. a large quantity of something that is carried by a vehicle （车船等的）负载物

motorboat n. a small fast boat with an engine 摩托艇；汽艇

launch n. a large motorboat 汽艇；汽船

follow up to find out more information about something and take action if necessary 跟进；追查
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雾中一日

第二天早上，大陆来的渡船到达之时，我们从“达尔茜贝拉”号的船舱里注视着它。

“那就是多尔曼，”戴维斯说，“那个蓄着胡须的高个子。”

“和他一起的是谁？”我问。那人年纪更大些，又矮又胖，戴着眼镜，表情严肃，看上去很聪明。

“他肯定是来自不来梅的工程师，冯布吕宁跟我们说过的那个。看，他身后就是格林。”

五六个乘客下了渡船，但多尔曼一伙人仍待在甲板上。船驶出港口时，他们一直向下凝视着“达尔茜贝拉”号。

“他们没下船！”我说，“他们要去哪儿？”

“于斯特，”戴维斯回答，“就只有那一站了。”

“再从于斯特到梅默尔特。”我轻声说。

我们得去诺德奈镇里买食物和牛奶，还得取我的信。我惊讶地发现有两封上司寄来的信。第一封准许我多休一个星期的假；第二封标着“急件”字样，是两天后写的，取消了多给我的假期，要我按原订计划回去。我把两封信给戴维斯看。

“我没收到第二封。”我笑着说。

我们动身回海港时，浓浓的雾气从海上升起，向港口逼近。“雾这么大，咱们肯定找不到船。”我们爬进小艇时，我说道。

“不，咱们能找到。”戴维斯说，“就往港口的正对岸划吧。”他把身子探出船舷，用一根棍子在水中摸索。“就是这儿。”过了一会儿，他说，“咱们在深水航道的边上。咱们只要一路顺着航道回‘达尔茜贝拉’号就行，这再简单不过了。”不出两三分钟，我们果真回到了游艇上。

“太厉害了。”我说，“你用这种方法能走多远？”

“唔，”他回答，“只要有一张海图、一个指南针，我想咱们哪儿都能去。

“那为什么不去梅默尔特岛呢？”我低声问。

“梅默尔特岛！”他说，“好主意！当然路有点远，差不多20公里呢。”

“是有点远。”我热切地说，“可这是多好的机会呀！所有人都看到‘达尔茜贝拉’号停在这里，包括多尔曼和他的朋友们。我们要是能趁着大雾到梅默尔特岛去，说不定能找出事情的真相，而且不会有人在路上看见我们，也不会有人知道我们去过那儿。”

戴维斯取下海图研究起来。“在小艇里放些食物和水。”他说，“还有一盏油灯，再带上指南针和枪。”

“枪？”我问，“干什么用？”

“要是雾散了，我们就假装在找野鸭。”他笑道，“现在让我看看海图，10分钟就好。”

他过来时，我已经把小艇准备好了。“咱们得抓紧。”他说，“不能走于斯特附近的公海航线，太惹眼了——渡船就走那条线，而且全程有25公里多。不行，咱们得从沙洲过去。这样路程短得多，但是会很难走，因为现在是落潮，沙洲间的航道会特别窄、特别浅。你确定你能划到那儿再划回来吗？”

“你掌舵，我划船就没问题。”我说，然后我们就出发了。

即使在涨潮的时候，海图显示诺德奈和梅默尔特岛之间也只有狭窄的航道，更何况再过三个小时多一点就是落潮了。浓雾中完全看不见沙洲，可戴维斯并没有试图寻找浮标或者标志杆，而是把全部注意力集中在海图、指南针和手表上。我则像一台机器，负责把小艇划向戴维斯指示的任何方向。我使劲儿划着桨，保持着均匀的深呼吸，希望自己的身体足够强壮，能胜任这次航行。

到了最浅的地方，戴维斯把水砣绳抛进水中测量深度。我的桨触到了沙子，船搁浅了。我休息了一会儿，戴维斯则查看着海图。接着，我用船桨推了一下沙洲，我们又开始了航程，从戴维斯闪闪发亮的眼神里，我知道我们走对航道了。

我们继续这样前行，在寂静的茫茫白雾中划桨、推桨，划桨、推桨。我对时间和地点的概念渐渐变得模糊。前面戴维斯模糊的身影看上去跟我自己一样疯狂、一样不真实，我眼前甚至莫名其妙地出现了各种奇怪的幻影。

我们和时间、浓雾还有即将到来的落潮赛跑，总算在午后不久到达梅默尔特岛。四个半小时内我划了20公里，戴维斯则准确无误地指引我们的船穿过了浓雾和沙洲。我让疲惫的肌肉放松一下，我们一边做计划，一边就着威士忌吃了些面包和冷餐肉。商量的结果是戴维斯留在船上，我去考察一番，因为我德语讲得好，而且穿着航海靴、航海服，戴着旧帽子，在大雾中很容易被人当成弗里西亚群岛的岛民。

“带上指南针、海图和哨子。”戴维斯说，“记着涨潮的时间——你只有一个半小时的时间。要是找不到回来的路就吹哨子，我会吹响我的哨子来给你指路。祝你好运。”

海图显示那栋办公楼在我们靠岸处的西北方向。“也就是说回来要往东南方向走。”我对自己说。我看了看指南针，沿着岸边向北走去。

在雾中，我只能看清前方几米的东西，却能听到周围各种声音——一艘轮船的钟声，还有一些人用德语喊话的声音。前面某个地方，有一扇门砰地关上了。没过多久，我发现自己走上了一条小径，再过一会儿出现了一堵墙，似乎是一栋大楼的侧面。我停下来，掏出烟斗点燃，这样就有理由站在那里仔细听一听。

我听到有几个男人的声音，便走远一些，绕过大楼一角，看到面前一扇亮灯的窗户。我想往屋里看看一定很有意思，便把帽子压得很低，缓缓走过那扇窗户，经过时仔细朝里面看了好几眼。屋子看来是一间办公室。我看到格林正在付钱给一个工人，屋里的椅子上坐着冯布吕宁、多尔曼，还有渡船上那个矮个子的年长男子（后来我们得知他就是那个来自不来梅的工程师博默）。房间里灯火通明，没有人往窗外看，所以我又折回去想观察得更仔细些。我弯下身子，像猫一样悄无声息地移到窗子下面，接着小心翼翼地抬起头。

现在房间里换了一个工人，也在从格林那里领工钱。墙上挂着几张海图，还有一艘轮船的平面图，地板上有几块旧木头，可能是那艘沉船上的。我的心一沉。这是发薪水的日子，船员和潜水员都来领工资——这只是公司董事们的一次平常会议罢了。戴维斯和我大老远跑来，却什么也打探不到！

那时候，我差点儿就要转身离开，但理智却轻声告诉我要耐心。“你要找的四个人都在这儿了。”那声音说，“再等等看。”

又有两个人进来领工钱，然后离开。接着，格林站起身来走到窗边，我赶紧低下身子，听到在我上方窗帘被拉上了。接着是椅子移动的声音，屋里的人坐了下来，似乎要开始另一个会议。

我急切地想听到他们在说什么，便把耳朵尽可能贴近窗户，却只能断断续续地听到几个词。多尔曼先讲了几分钟，好像是说最近去了趟英国，我听到了“查塔姆”这个地名。接下来是博默作汇报，他用了“A”到“G”七个字母，每个字母后面都列了数字，比如：“A……不怎么样……1.5；B……三个星期……30；C……32……1.2。”等等。接着他就这七个字母一一询问了格林，我只能听到格林的零星回答：“拖船”、“铁路”、“引航员”、“水深”，还有地名“埃森斯”。

突然，我听到博默问起“那两个英国人”。他们在说我和戴维斯，似乎是博默想见我俩。

“没问题，先生。”多尔曼的声音比之前提高了，“我请他们今晚来吃饭，你到时候就能见到他们。”

我们得尽快回游艇。我正要离开，却听到屋子里有响动。有两个人推开椅子站了起来，接着是门开了又关的声音。谁走了，谁留下了？我把耳朵贴紧窗子，等待着。

“他坚持要来。”博默说。

“啊？”冯布吕宁听上去大吃一惊。

“我说了是在25号，那天的潮汐正合适。他当然是坐夜间火车来，告诉格林准备好。”

冯布吕宁问了个问题。

“就一只，装半满。”博默回答。“雾还大吗？”他又问。

冯布吕宁拉开窗帘之前，我从窗边溜走了。我看了看表——已经出来将近一个半小时，得回小艇了。于是我看了看指南针，开始往回走。走到离大楼约100米处，我就开始跑。回到岸边时，潮水正在迅速上涌，但我完全看不到戴维斯和小艇的影子。我没有时间找他们了，便吹响了哨子。几乎是同一时间，我听到身后不远处传来一声哨响。我一边转过身朝那里跑，一边再次吹响自己的哨子。应答的哨声又一次响起，不久我就看到了小艇。

“快，戴维斯。”我轻声叫道，“咱们得回去。多尔曼要请我们今晚去赴宴。”

“好。”戴维斯说，“现在在涨潮，水会漫过沙洲，我们可以从沙洲上方走直线回诺德奈。”

我们一起划船，在潮水的帮助下，花了大概三个小时就走完了这段路。动身没多久，就刮起了西风，雾开始消散，和来时一样快。快到诺德奈时，我们看到身后有摩托艇的灯光，戴维斯猜测是“闪电”号的汽艇。我们看着它赶上、超过我们，朝诺德奈方向驶去。

“这样他们就知道我们刚才干什么去了！”我叫道。

“不会，现在太黑了，他们认不出咱们。”戴维斯说，“慢一点，别让他们觉得咱们是拼命赶回去的。咱们假装只是划着船出去逛逛。你能跟他们交谈吗？我德语不行，跟他们说不了话。”

“我也不行，不过还是尽力试试吧。要是他们现在起了疑心，咱们就完了。”

“把你的桨给我，老兄，把外套穿上。”他点燃烟斗，慢慢划着船，我则躺了下来，努力在身体很累的情况下保持头脑清醒。

我们到达时，摩托艇已经停泊在“达尔茜贝拉”号旁边，但甲板上只有冯布吕宁的两个手下。接着，我们看到冯布吕宁自己从“达尔茜贝拉”号的船舱里钻了出来。

“是你吗，戴维斯先生？”他说，“我们来看你了！”

这时，又有人从船舱的梯子上来，多尔曼出现了。戴维斯静静地坐在小艇中，抬头望着他的敌人，多尔曼也从“达尔茜贝拉”号的甲板上俯视着他。幸运的是戴维斯的表情被黑暗掩盖了，可多尔曼带笑的脸却在摩托艇灯光的映照下暴露无遗。这个曾经试图让我朋友溺水而亡的人，有着薄薄的嘴唇和冷酷的眼神。

与此同时，第三位不速之客——博默先生也到了梯子顶端。他们三个人站在那里，就像偷苹果被抓的犯错学童，而我们——真正的冒犯者，却只需听他们解释。多尔曼说他之前在港口看见我们的游艇，从梅默尔特岛回来后便来拜访我们，请我们去他家赴宴。看到船上没人，他打算在船舱里给戴维斯留个字条。“我的朋友博默先生很想看看这艘游艇，我知道你们不会介意的。”他补充道。

“一点儿也不介意。”戴维斯愉快地说，“我们很高兴赴宴，不过得先换衣服。”

“你们去哪儿了？”冯布吕宁微笑着问。

“噢，雾散之后划船四处逛逛。”戴维斯说。

“我们又去找野鸭了。”我举起手上的枪，补充说。

“我猜你们没找到吧？”冯布吕宁大笑，“走吧，朋友们，咱们得先让两位年轻猎手换衣服，过会儿再跟他们聊。”

三人有些尴尬地踏上摩托艇，平稳地开走了。我们赶紧下到船舱里，看看他们都看了什么。一切都保持着我们走时的样子，只有多尔曼的书被推到了架子最里面。

“啊哈！”我把书指给戴维斯看，“我想这说明多尔曼也有什么要瞒着他们。”

“是的。”戴维斯说，“这说明他们知道他的真名——不然他为什么把书藏起来不让他们看见呢？不过他们很可能不知道他写过书，也不知道我有一本。”

“猜测谁知道什么是很困难的。”我说，“多尔曼不确定我们知道什么，而且一定很怕别人知道我们了解他的真面目——假如我们了解的话。不过现在已清楚，他们不信任他。”

[image: alt]

之前在回来的路上，我已经告诉了戴维斯我在梅默尔特岛的见闻。现在，我们一边快速洗脸换衣服，一边又把事情梳理了一遍。

“这附近有什么是七个的？”我问。

“当然是岛啦。”戴维斯回答。

“对啊，可是‘铁路’和‘埃森斯’呢？”我问，“还有个人坚持要坐25号的夜间火车过来。肯定是个重要人物。博默、冯布吕宁和格林要去接他，可能是潮水最高时，在某个地方。多尔曼可能不知道这事，因为他们是在他离开房间后才谈起的。”

戴维斯想了一会儿。“唔，有可能是在诺德代希，那儿有个车站，还有，让我看看……25号的涨潮时间将在10点半到11点之间。咱们该怎么办？”

“瞧，”我说，“我们需要重新开始。有许多东西要查清楚，还要向他们证明我们不会碍事。我提议我回伦敦一趟。”

“回伦敦！”戴维斯一脸惊诧地叫道。

“我可以在伦敦查明多尔曼的过去，然后再假扮成另外一个人回到这里，追查有关25号的线索。这段时间你必须待在这里，假装还想打打野鸭什么的。”

“我一个人肯定干不了啥。”他沮丧地说，“我真觉得这主意不好，但我相信你的判断。”

“我们现在没时间考虑了，不然晚宴要迟到了。我猜他们想调查我们，至少博默是想，而他显然是个重要人物。”

“那我们说什么呢？”戴维斯语带焦虑地问。

“我们今天的行动一个字也不要提。”我说，“要是被他们发现，我们就麻烦了，很可能还会进监狱。其他的就实话实说。我们现在也只有这样了。”


8
An evening with the enemy

When we arrived at the house, a servant showed us into the living-room, where a hot wave of perfume and cigarette smoke hit us. The room was richly furnished and overheated, very different from our living conditions on the Dulcibella. Von Brüning, looking relaxed as usual, was talking to Clara on a sofa, while Dollmann rose from an armchair to greet us, and Böhme appeared from a doorway. Dollmann welcomed us politely enough, but his intelligent eyes did not leave us for a moment, and there was a certain falseness in his manner. He introduced me to his wife, Clara's stepmother. She was a large, handsome woman, with unnaturally dark hair and red lips, wearing a low-cut evening dress. I may add that she was unmistakeably German. It was clear that her main concern was to encourage von Brüning and Clara to take an interest in each other.

Clara was trying to avoid looking at us. I hoped she hadn't told her father about her visit to us on the yacht. She was doing her best to appear normal, but at times I caught an expression of deep misery on her lovely face.

'Well, are we never going to have dinner?' cried Frau Dollmann impatiently, and we all moved into the dining-room, where we sat down around a large table. I was beginning to feel the effects of my long day's rowing, and the heat and my anxiety made me feel quite faint. But a glass of wine and some excellent food soon concentrated my mind on the dangers of our situation.

'I'm leaving Davies, you know,' I said lightly, to the whole table. 'Life on the Dulcibella is too hard for a lazy weekend sailor like me.'

There was silence, until von Brüning said, 'Why are you going so suddenly, Herr Carruthers?'

'Oh, didn't I tell you I had to call at the post office for letters? I received two from my boss, and he wants me back in London at once, unfortunately.'

Another uncomfortable silence was broken by Dollmann, who turned to Davies and began, 'By the way, I ought to apologize to you for—'

This was something I did not want to appear involved in, so I said to Frau Dollmann, 'How awful the fog was today!'

'Have you been in the harbour all day?' she asked.

'Oh yes. We couldn't leave the yacht alone in the fog,' I replied, with professional seriousness.

Von Brüning joined in with a laugh. 'I don't think that's your opinion! You are much too fond of dry land!'

Meanwhile, I could hear Davies and Dollmann discussing the Hohenhörn – 'my fault' and 'quite safe', I heard my friend say. Suddenly Böhme, who had been looking closely at them both, turned and said to me, 'So, when are you setting out for England? Tomorrow?'

'Yes. There's a ferry at 8.15 in the morning, I think.'

'Good. We shall be companions. I'm going to Bremen, so we'll travel as far as Leer together. How pleasant!'

'Very,' I agreed. 'Is this only a short stay for you?'

'The same as usual. I visit the work at Memmert once a month, and spend a night or two here.'

I decided to play a dangerous game. 'Memmert,' I said, 'now do tell me more about Memmert. Von Brüning told us a little, but it all seems so secret! For example, all three of you had one of your mysterious meetings on Memmert today. You'd just come from there when you came to visit the Dulcibella. Why today? Was something important happening there? Were you inspecting the gold? No, I know! You were taking it to the mainland!'

'I can't help you,' smiled Böhme. 'I'm only the company engineer. Ask von Brüning for help.'

I turned to the commander. 'My dear young detective,' he laughed, 'I'm not very closely involved in all this. Try the company director. Rescue me, Herr Dollmann!'

'I,' said Dollmann, with a noisy laugh, 'cannot tell company secrets. Business interests must be protected!'

'Well,' I said, 'I wonder – Do you remember, Davies, how interested the commander was in all our doings, when we met at Bensersiel? I wonder if he feared that our explorations might possibly lead us to Memmert?'

'Really,' said von Brüning, with a smile, 'I thought I was being most helpful to you, giving advice about duck shooting and so on. But go on, young man.'

'What is he talking about, and why go on with this stupid mystery?' asked Dollmann's wife, yawning.

Why indeed? My head was turning as I thought desperately fast. If I went too far in this direction, they might guess the truth, but if I didn't go far enough, they might also suspect us. 'I was thinking about this delightful dinner party,' I continued, 'and the reason for it. Now I think I can guess why you invited us. Didn't you discuss us at Memmert? And didn't one of you, perhaps Herr Böhme, who hadn't met either of us, suggest an invitation?'

'You could almost have been there,' said Dollmann.

'You may thank your terrible climate that we weren't,' I replied, laughing. 'I also think – but, no – this is going too far. I shall probably offend you.'

'Come, let's hear it. Your wild ideas are amusing.'

'Well, you know, we were a little surprised to find you all on board the Dulcibella, taking such a deep interest in a small boat! I think you wanted to inspect us!'

Everybody burst out laughing, and Dollmann said, 'I warned you, Böhme. We really must apologize.'

'The point is, what did you suspect me of?' I went on. 'I know you can't suspect Davies – just look at him!'

'Perhaps we still suspect you,' said von Brüning.

'Oho! You'll force me to take action. Perhaps when I get back to London, I'll do some investigating! There must be some questions to ask about the ownership of the Corinne's gold.'

There was another silence, finally broken by Dollmann, who turned to Böhme and von Brüning and said, half-jokingly, 'Gentlemen, we must come to an agreement with this dangerous young man. What can we offer Herr Carruthers?'

'Take me to Memmert!' I said. 'Then I'll forgive you.'

'But you are starting for England tomorrow!'

'I ought to, but I'll stay for that.'

'Under promise of absolute secrecy, then?' said Böhme.

'And you'll show me everything? Wreck and all? '

'Everything, if you can put on a diving suit and dive.'

'We've won!' I cried delightedly. 'And now, I don't mind saying that the joke's at an end, as far as I'm concerned. In spite of your kind offer, I must start for England tomorrow. You see, I really did receive letters from my boss. Do you want to see them?' I pulled the letters from my pocket, and gave them to Dollmann. 'Ah, you don't read English easily, perhaps. I expect Herr Böhme does.'

The dinner continued, with more food and even more wine. I drank as little as possible, to keep my head clear. I knew that our enemies had allowed me to win the first part of the game, but I felt sure they knew more about us than they appeared to. However, I guessed we would probably be safe, as long as they believed we thought Memmert, and Memmert only, was the centre of their secret activities. I also knew that they could not suspect us of having been to Memmert that day, because nobody would believe it was possible to do what Davies and I had done.

I have no way of knowing how near we came to being arrested that night, but once or twice we must have been very close. There could not have been a more interesting party of seven people anywhere in Europe that evening, with such differing feelings of fear, love, anger, ambition, and unhappiness, all hidden behind smiling faces.

We stayed for two hours or more, but soon the cigarette smoke and heat brought back my faintness, and my tired arms and legs began to stiffen. We rose to go, and although I do not remember much about the goodbyes, I heard Böhme say he would see me on the ferry the next day. Von Brüning was staying at the house a little longer.

'You want to be able to talk about us!' I remember saying, with a last effort at cheerfulness.

Outside in the fresh air, it was a silver, breathless night. And back on the yacht, I fell on to one of the benches, fully dressed. There I slept such a deep sleep that von Brüning's men could have tied me up and taken me to prison, without my noticing a thing.



furnish v. to put furniture and other things into a house or room 为（房屋或房间）配置家具

Frau n. the German word for 'Mrs'（德语）夫人；太太

professional adj. showing that someone has been well trained and is good at his work 专业的；内行的

ownership n. the fact of owning something 所有权

stiffen v. to become firm, straight or still 变僵；绷紧


8
与敌人共进晚餐

我们到达多尔曼的府邸后，一个用人将我们领进了会客厅，一股混合着香水味和烟味的热浪扑面而来。房间布置得富丽堂皇，而且很热，和“达尔茜贝拉”号上的生活条件简直有天壤之别。冯布吕宁正坐在一张沙发上和克拉拉交谈，看上去像平时一样轻松。多尔曼从扶手椅上站起身来迎接我们，博默也正从一扇门里出来。多尔曼依足礼数欢迎我们，但他机智的眼睛一刻也没离开我们身上，举止也有几分虚假。他把我介绍给他的妻子，也就是克拉拉的继母。他妻子高大、漂亮，穿着低胸晚礼服，但头发颜色太深、嘴唇太红，有些不自然。我还得说，她是个如假包换的德国人。她最关心的显然是如何让冯布吕宁和克拉拉喜欢上对方。

克拉拉尽量不看我们。我希望她没把去游艇上找我们的事告诉她父亲。她尽量表现得正常，可我偶尔还是能在她漂亮的脸上看到一丝极其痛苦的表情。

“喂，我们是不是都不用吃饭了？”多尔曼夫人不耐烦地喊道。于是我们都进了餐厅，围坐在一张大餐桌旁。划了一整天的船，疲惫开始向我袭来，又因为热和焦虑，我觉得很虚弱。不过一杯酒下肚，又吃了些好吃的，我很快又把心思集中到目前危险的处境上来。

“你们知道吗，我要丢下戴维斯了。”我轻松地对全桌人说，“‘达尔茜贝拉’号上的生活对我这样懒散的周末航行者来说太艰苦了。”

一阵沉默后，冯布吕宁说：“你为什么突然要走呢，卡拉瑟斯先生？”

“噢，我不是和你说过我得去邮局取信吗？我收到了上司的两封信，不幸的是，他让我立刻回伦敦。”

又是一阵尴尬的沉默。终于，多尔曼转向戴维斯，开了口：“顺便提一句，我应该向你道歉，因为——”

我不想让别人觉得我掺和这件事，便对多尔曼夫人说：“今天的雾真烦人啊！”

“你们一整天都待在港口吗？”她问。

“唉，是呀。大雾天不能丢下船不管。”我摆出很内行的样子，一本正经地回答。

冯布吕宁笑着插话：“我觉得这不是你的想法吧！你太喜欢陆地了！”

与此同时，我能听到戴维斯和多尔曼谈论霍恩霍恩沙洲——“是我的错”、“挺安全的”，我听到我的朋友这样说。一直仔细盯着他们看的博默突然转过头问我：“那你什么时候动身回英国？明天吗？”

“对。我记得明天早上8点15分有一班渡轮。”

“很好，咱们可以做伴儿了。我要去不来梅，这样咱们能一路同行到莱尔呢，太好了！”

“的确。”我附和道，“你这次就待这么短时间吗？”

“通常都这样。我一个月来梅默尔特岛视察一次工程，在这儿住一两晚。”

我决定走一招儿险棋。“梅默尔特岛！”我说，“快给我讲讲梅默尔特岛吧。冯布吕宁说起过一点儿，可一切看上去还是太神秘了！比如今天，你们三人就在梅默尔特岛进行了一次神秘聚会，就在你们来‘达尔茜贝拉’号之前。为什么是今天呢？梅默尔特岛是不是发生了什么重要事情？你们是在寻找那些黄金吗？不对，我知道了！你们是打算把黄金运到大陆去！”

“我帮不了你。”博默笑道，“我只是公司的工程师。问冯布吕宁吧。”

我朝艇长转过头去。“我亲爱的年轻侦探，”他笑道，“这件事我参与得并不多。问问公司董事吧。救救我，多尔曼先生！”

“我呀，”多尔曼发出刺耳的笑声，“我不能泄露公司机密呀。商业利益必须得到保护！”

“好吧，”我说，“我在想——戴维斯，你还记得吗？我们在贝瑟西尔遇到冯布吕宁艇长时，他对我们的一举一动是多么感兴趣！我在想，他是不是怕我们的考察会开展到梅默尔特岛去？”

“真是的，”冯布吕宁一笑，“我还觉得我帮了你们大忙呢，给你们打野鸭提供建议什么的。不过你接着说，年轻人。”

“他在说什么呀？为什么还要谈论这个无聊的秘密？”多尔曼的妻子打着呵欠问道。

是啊，为什么呢？我竭尽全力思索着，大脑飞速运转。我要是就这个问题追问太多，他们可能会猜到真相，可是若浅尝辄止也可能会引起怀疑。“我在想这次美妙的晚宴，”我接着说道，“还有你们宴客的原因。现在我能猜到你们为什么邀请我俩了。你们在梅默尔特岛谈到我们了吧？是不是有谁——或许是还没见过我俩的博默先生，提议请我们赴宴？”

“猜得真准，就跟你去过现场似的。”多尔曼说。

“你得感谢你们可怕的天气，让我们没去成。”我笑道，“我还觉得——好吧，我不说了——下面的话可能有点儿过，恐怕会冒犯你们。”

“说吧，让我们听听。你这些奇特大胆的想法还挺有趣的。”

“唔，这么说吧，我们看到你们都在‘达尔茜贝拉’号上，对一艘小船这么感兴趣，还真有点吃惊呢！我觉得你们想调查我们！”

大家哄堂大笑。多尔曼说：“我提醒过你的，博默。咱们真得道歉了。”

“问题在于你们怀疑我什么？”我接着说道，“我知道你们不可能怀疑戴维斯——看他的样子就知道！”

“说不定我们现在仍然怀疑你呢。”冯布吕宁说。

“哈！你们是逼我采取行动呀。没准我回到伦敦就要调查一番！‘科琳娜’号黄金的所有权肯定有点儿问题！”

又是一阵沉默。终于，多尔曼打破沉默，他转向博默和冯布吕宁，半开玩笑地说：“先生们，咱们得跟这位危险的年轻人达成协议。我们能给卡拉瑟斯先生什么条件呢？”

“带我去梅默尔特岛吧！”我说，“那样我就原谅你们。”

“可你明天就要动身回英国了！”

“我是该回去，可是为了这个条件，我可以留下。”

“那么你发誓绝对保密？”博默问。

“那么你们就把什么都给我看？包括沉船在内的一切？”

“什么都给你看，如果你能穿上潜水服潜到水下。”

“我们赢了！”我欣喜地叫道，“现在，我想说玩笑该结束了，至少就我而言是这样。谢谢你们的好意，不过我明天必须得动身回英国。你们看，我真的收到了上司的来信，要看看吗？”我从兜里掏出信，递给多尔曼，“哎呀，你读英文可能有点儿吃力。我想博默先生没问题。”

晚宴还在继续，端上来更多的食物、甚至更多的酒。我为了保持头脑清醒，尽可能地少喝。我知道我们的敌人让我们赢了第一局，但他们对我们的了解肯定比看上去要多。不过，我想只要他们以为我们把梅默尔特岛——仅仅把梅默尔特岛——当成他们秘密活动的中心，我们就应该会安全。我还知道他们不可能疑心我们那天去过岛上，因为我和戴维斯在当天做过的事实在匪夷所思。

那晚我们被捕的可能性有多大，我无从得知，但肯定是有那么一两次离被捕不远了。那一晚，在欧洲的任何角落都不会有比这更有意思的七人聚会了，各人的笑脸下掩藏着千差万别的情绪：恐惧、爱恋、怒火、野心和忧伤。

我们又待了两个小时，或许还多一点，但很快，香烟的雾气和屋里的热度重新勾起了我的疲惫，劳累的四肢开始变得僵硬。我们起身告辞，虽然我不太记得道别时说了什么，但还是听到博默说他次日会在渡轮上跟我碰面。冯布吕宁还要再待一会儿。

“这样你们就能谈论我们了！”我记得自己打起最后一分精神，笑着说了这么一句。

那是一个晴朗无风、月光皎洁的夜晚，外面空气很清新。回到游艇，我衣服都没脱就倒在一个座位上熟睡过去。就算冯布吕宁的手下把我绑到监狱去，我估计也一无所知。


9
The answer to the riddle

'Godbye, old man,' called Davies, as the ferry pulled slowly out of Norderney. He looked tired and depressed as he waved goodbye to me, and I was only half awake myself. It was Davies who had woken me, fed me, and packed my bag with motherly care. We had not had time to discuss any further plans, except that he should expect my return on about the 26th, the day after the Germans' meeting.

Böhme was on the ferry too, keeping a close eye on me. However, I managed to get away from him for a few minutes, in order to read Davies's note to me, which he had put into my hand at the last moment. It said:

Their meeting: could be at Norden. It has a station, and high tide there on the 25th will be 10.30 to 11 p.m. Can't be Norddeich, because it has a deep channel for the ferry, so no need to worry about the tide being right.

Other clues: tugs, pilots, depths, railway, Esens, seven of something – could this mean a land-and-sea defence plan for the North Sea coast?

Sea: there are seven islands from Borkum to Wangeroog (not counting Memmert, which is small), each with its own channel to the mainland. Tugs and pilots needed for finding these channels.

Land: good railway line running only a few kilometres from the coast, connecting inland villages. Is Esens the centre of this defence plan?

But I was too sleepy to concentrate fully, and I slept for most of the train journey that followed our arrival at Norddeich, only waking up twice. The first time was at Emden, where Böhme and I had to change trains, and I heard someone talking to him about canals. The second was at Leer station, when Böhme woke me to say goodbye. 'Don't forget to do your investigating in London!' he cried, smiling falsely.

As the day passed, however, I began to feel fresher, and was able to think more clearly. Today was the 23rd, so I had very little time to reach London, find out about Dollmann, and return in time for the meeting on the 25th. I began to imagine how it would be in London – trying to persuade people in government offices of the urgency of my enquiries. Oh, will you leave a note, sir? Or come back next week to see Mr So-and-So? People are cautious, unwilling to give out information unless they are forced to. And the Navy!

Another thought. How sure was I of Davies's safety while I was away? Might they offer to take him to Memmert, put him in a diving-suit, cut off the air – Stop, that was nonsense! But I had already decided there was no point in returning to London. Instead, I would go as far as Amsterdam, to change my clothes and identity, and sleep just one night in a comfortable bed. Then I would go back to Friesland to look for more clues, and try to solve the riddle.

In Amsterdam, I sent this telegram to my boss:

Very sorry, could not call Norderney for post. Hope extra holiday all right. Please write Hotel du Louvre, Paris.

I found a pleasant hotel, and slept for ten hours in a huge, luxurious bed. Early next morning, I was on a train travelling back the way I had come, wearing some old seaman's clothes, which I had bought from a second-hand clothes shop. I was now an ordinary English seaman, going to Emden to join his ship.

All day, as I was carried through the Dutch and German countryside, I puzzled over the clues we had gathered. Davies was probably right, and Norden was the place for the meeting on the 25th. 'The tide will be right,' they had said at Memmert, and high tide was between 10.30 and 11 p.m. My train timetable told me there was a 'night train', too, leaving at 7.43 p.m, and stopping at all the villages east of Norden. I determined to be at Norden in time for the meeting, and until then, I would find out all I could about Friesland, and Esens in particular.

At Emden, I bought a ticket to Esens. The train crossed a big canal, which I realized was the Ems-Jade Canal, connecting Emden and Wilhelmshaven, and deep enough to carry gunboats. I looked again at my map of the area. Esens was six kilometres inland from Bensersiel, and a stream ran all the way from Bensersiel to join the Esens-Wittmund Canal. I suddenly remembered the numbers I had heard at Memmert. Perhaps they were the depths of water in canals! The conversation I had heard at Emden station also came back to me, and I felt sure that Böhme was a canal engineer. Was I getting somewhere at last?

In Esens, I walked around in the evening light and discovered several interesting things. A lot of work was being done there, on developing the Bensersiel stream into a canal. I also saw a long, low building, rather like buildings I had seen on Memmert, where barges were being built. I climbed into one of the barges to inspect it more closely, and realized that it was designed not only for canal work, but also for rough water.

By now it was midnight, and as there was no one around, I decided to spend the night on the barge. The cold wooden boards brought back the memory of my soft hotel bed, but a spy can't expect luxury every night. At least there was more room to move than on the Dulcibella.
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The next day was the 25th. In the morning I studied the map again and realized how much I had to explore. There were six more villages like Esens and six more harbours like Bensersiel round the coast, and perhaps these matched Böhme's seven letters, A to G. All seven harbours had channels going through the sands to the open sea, and all seven were connected by a stream or canal to an inland village.

I spent the whole day walking round Friesland. This time I took the identity of a German seaman, and talked to local people, to find out more. I was only suspected of being English once, but that nearly got me into serious trouble. Luckily, however, I managed to get the man drunk and escape from him. But it made me more aware of the danger I was in, so after that I avoided roads and villages, and walked across fields and through streams. Everywhere I went, I discovered that work was going on; all the streams were close to becoming canals, and solid, good quality barges were being built in large numbers.

At 7.15 in the evening, I arrived, very tired, at Norden station, for the meeting I hoped would take place there. I was delighted to see von Brüning there already. He did not notice me in my dirty seaman's clothes, and I heard him ask for a ticket to Esens. I bought one, too, and we both got on the 7.43 train. At the last minute, I saw two late arrivals, whom I did not recognize, jump on. A whistle blew, and the train rolled slowly out of the station.

At Esens station, I got out first, and waited in the darkness for the three men to pass. They walked on together, away from the coast and towards the canal. I did not follow them, as I felt sure they would appear at Bensersiel very soon, so I walked quickly to the harbour. There I waited for an uneasy hour, looking at the barges lying at anchor, and wondering if I had guessed wrongly about their plans.

Suddenly I saw the lights of a tug coming into the small harbour. It was Grimm at the helm, with a crew of two seamen. He left them in charge while he jumped on to the shore, and disappeared in the direction of the canal.

I knew I had to get on board somehow – it was the only way I could follow them – but how? Fortunately for me, the sailors seemed very interested in the brightly lit pub, and after a short discussion, they tied up the tug, and hurried towards it. This was my chance, and I took it. As soon as they had gone, I ran across the mud, and climbed on board. The only place I could find to hide was the dinghy, which hung over the side of the tug, tied on with thick ropes. I was too excited to be anxious about what might happen if I was discovered, and I hid myself carefully at the bottom of the little boat.

Soon after, the sailors hurried back, followed by Grimm. The engine started, and the tug moved slowly away, and then stopped. I heard footsteps from the direction of the canal, and three people jumped on to the deck. We were off again, and this time the tug seemed to be pulling something. What was it? A barge, of course! I had seen one, half-loaded with bricks, lying near the tug in the harbour. (Then I remembered the words from Memmert: 'Only one, with half a load.')

Cautiously, I looked over the edge of the dinghy, and realized we were travelling west, towards Norderney, or Memmert, perhaps. I was perfectly safe, but only until the dinghy was needed. Grimm was steering, and the three passengers were standing at the back of the tug, watching the barge moving smoothly behind us. I recognized tall, bearded von Brüning, and short, fat Böhme, and the third man must be he who 'insists on coming'. I was almost sure I knew who he was.
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The three passengers were standing at the back of the tug, watching the barge moving smoothly behind us.

Now the tug moved northwards, aiming for the channel between Langeoog and Baltrum. We were taking the open sea route, as the tide was falling, and it would be impossible to cross the sandbanks in the dark. Once through the channel, I expected us to turn west towards Norderney, but we carried on out to sea, where the water was a good deal rougher. After a while, the tug began to turn, and made one complete circle, though for what purpose I had no idea. The behaviour of the three passengers was also puzzling. They spent all the time watching, and clearly talking about, the barge behind us. Finally, we turned west again, in the direction of Memmert.

And then at last I understood. This was the way to England too. What I had just witnessed was a rehearsal for an invasion. This trial trip was designed to show how tugs could pull seagoing barges carrying soldiers and their weapons – hundreds of barges, carrying thousands of soldiers. This army would gather, not in some great naval harbour, but on an unimportant piece of coast, hidden behind the sandbanks of the Frisian Islands, where nobody would expect an invasion to start from. The barges would be brought down the canals to seven tiny harbours, and when the tide was right, the tugs would pull them through the channels that led between the islands to the open sea. And on to England – and its undefended east coast.

It was such a daring and clever plan that I found it difficult to believe. But I knew it must be true. Davies and I had never seriously considered that Dollmann and his friends had a plan of attack; we had only ever thought of it as defensive action. But bit by bit, the pieces of the puzzle fell into place, and I had solved the riddle at last.
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I was still lost in these thoughts when the tug passed Norderney town and turned south. We were taking the narrow channel to Norddeich, where the passengers would probably land, and I would very likely be discovered in my hiding-place. Somehow I had to escape. Only a kilometre away was the Dulcibella and Davies, if he were safe. What would he do in this situation? The tide was falling, and we were crossing the sandbanks...

A wild idea came to me. I looked quickly at my watch, by the light of a match. It was 2.30 a.m. Low tide would be about 5 o'clock. The tug would be aground until about 7.30 a.m, not in any danger, but safely out of the way.

Grimm was below, in the cabin with his three passengers, while one of the crew was at the helm, with his back to me. Grimm and I were about the same height, and he had left his coat at the top of the ladder down to the cabin. I climbed very quietly out of the dinghy, put on his coat, and pulled my hat down to hide my face. Confidently I walked up to the helmsman, and touched him on the arm, as I had seen Grimm do earlier. The man, used to such commands from his silent captain, moved obediently away.

My plan developed beautifully. I took the helm, and kept the tug in the channel, between the buoys, until I felt the moment had come. Then I suddenly turned the wheel as hard as I could to the right. The seaman shouted a warning, but he was too late. The tug crashed into the sandbank at full speed, and the wheel went stiff in my hands. We were aground.

I think it is safe to say that I was the only one on board who behaved with calmness and common sense in the minutes that followed. Grimm was on deck in seconds, shouting angrily at his crew, and the passengers soon joined in. The wind, darkness and rain made the confusion worse. Unnoticed, I threw off Grimm's coat, and ran back to the dinghy. On the way, I bumped into the unknown passenger – 'he who insists'. He thought I was one of Grimm's men, and offered to help me. I saw his face close up, and realized immediately that my earlier suspicion was correct. The leader of the country can, after all, insist on what he likes.

The passenger and I cut the dinghy's ropes, and the boat hit the water with a loud splash. 'Lower the boat,' I heard Grimm shout, but we had already done it. I jumped in and took up the oars. The wind and tide caught me, and carried me rapidly northwards. I was very quickly out of sight of the barge, and began to row towards Norderney, with the tide. There was an outburst of shouting which soon died away. They would be held tight on the sandbank for at least five hours.



motherly adj. loving and kind like a good mother 慈母般的

barge n. a large boat with a flat bottom, used on rivers and canals 驳船

rehearsal n. a time when all the people involved in a big event practice it together before it happens 预演；演习

invasion n. when the army of one country enters another country by force, in order to take control of it 入侵；侵略

helmsman n. someone who guides a ship or boat 舵手

obediently adv. readily to do what one is told to 顺从地

close up  to move closer 靠近；靠拢

suspicion n. a feeling you have that something is true 感觉
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谜底

“再见，兄弟。”渡轮缓缓开出诺德奈时，戴维斯喊道。他向我挥手道别，看上去疲惫又沮丧，而我还处在半睡半醒的状态。是戴维斯慈母般叫醒我，给我做了吃的，又把我的行李打好包。我们没时间讨论进一步的计划，只是约好26号——也就是那几个德国人碰面的后一天，我会回来找他。

博默也在渡轮上，密切注意着我的举动。不过我还是设法甩开他几分钟，读了读戴维斯临别时塞到我手里的字条。

他们的碰面：可能在诺登，那里有火车站，25号潮水将在10点半到11点之间达到最高。不可能在诺德代希，因为那里有渡轮走的深水航道，不必担心潮汐是否合适。

其他线索：拖船、引航员、水深、铁路、埃森斯和七个什么东西——有没有可能是北海海岸的一个水陆防御计划？

海：从博尔库姆到旺格岛，共有七座岛屿（梅默尔特岛太小，不算在内），每个岛屿都有自己的航道与大陆连通。寻找这些航道需要拖船和引航员。

陆：距海岸几公里处就有便捷的铁路线，连接内陆的各个村庄。埃森斯是这个防御计划的中心吗？

可我太困了，无法完全集中精力。到达诺德代希后，我们改乘火车，车上大部分时间我都在睡觉，中间只醒来两次。第一次是在埃姆登，我和博默要那里换乘，那时我听到有人在跟他谈论运河。第二次是在莱尔站，博默叫醒我，跟我道别。“到了伦敦别忘了开展你的调查！”他一脸假笑，喊道。

然而，随着这一天渐渐过去，我的头脑清醒起来，能把事情想得更清楚了。今天是23号，也就是说我要在极短的时间内到达伦敦，调查多尔曼，再赶回来追踪25号的碰面。我开始设想在伦敦会是什么情形——试图让政府部门的人相信我调查的事情很急迫。噢，那先生你留个条子吧？或者下周再来见某某先生？人都是谨慎的，不到迫不得已都不愿透露消息。海军就更别提了！

另一个念头。我离开这段时间，戴维斯的安全有多大保证？他们会不会提出带他去梅默尔特岛，让他穿上潜水服，然后切断氧气——停，别胡思乱想了！但我已经想通，回伦敦没有意义，我会改为坐到阿姆斯特丹就下车，改换装束、身份，接着找张舒服的床睡一晚，然后就回弗里斯兰寻找更多线索，争取解开谜题。

在阿姆斯特丹，我给上司拍了这样一份电报：

抱歉未能去诺德奈取信。望再准假。请写信至巴黎卢浮宫宾馆。

我找了家舒适的宾馆，在一张豪华的大床上睡了10小时。第二天一大早，我就穿着从二手衣店买来的旧水手服，坐着火车原路返回了。现在我就是一个普通的英国水手，去埃姆登准备出海。

我乘火车穿过荷兰和德国的乡间，脑子里一整天都在苦苦思索已经获得的线索。戴维斯可能是对的，他们25号会在诺登碰面，因为他们在梅默尔特岛说过“潮汐正合适”，而那里的涨潮时间是在10点半到11点之间。我的列车时刻表也写着有一班7点43分发车的“夜间火车”，会在诺登东部的每个村庄都停靠。我决定在他们碰面之前赶到诺登，而目前要做的就是尽可能地了解弗里斯兰，尤其是埃森斯。

我在埃姆登买了张去埃森斯的票。火车驶过一条大运河，我意识到这就是埃姆斯-亚德运河。这条运河连通着埃姆登和威廉港，水深足够炮艇航行。我又看了看这片区域的地图。贝瑟西尔再往内陆六公里就是埃森斯，一条小河从贝瑟西尔流出，一直注入埃森斯-维特蒙德运河。我突然记起在梅默尔特岛听到的数字，它们也许是运河的水深！我又想起在埃姆登火车站听到的对话，可以肯定博默是个运河工程师。我是不是终于抓到重点了？

借着夜晚的灯光，我逛了逛埃森斯，得到好几个有趣的发现。这里正在进行大规模的工程，把贝瑟西尔的小河改造成运河。我还看到一座低矮、狭长的建筑，跟我在梅默尔特岛看到的那些制造驳船的厂房很像。我爬进一艘驳船仔细察看，发现这些船的设计不仅适合运河，还适合在波涛汹涌的海面航行。

此时已是午夜，周围空无一人，我决定在驳船中过夜。冰凉的木头甲板让我回想起宾馆舒适的床，可一个间谍哪能指望每晚都过奢侈的生活？至少这里比“达尔茜贝拉”号宽敞呢。
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第二天就是25号。早上我又研究了一下地图，意识到我还有很多东西需要弄清楚。这一带沿海还有六座埃森斯这样的村庄，六个贝瑟西尔这样的港口，也许这些正好对应着博默说的A到G七个字母。七个港口各有一条航道穿过沙洲、连接公海，又各有一条小河或运河连通内陆的一座村庄。

一整天我都在弗里斯兰四处逛。这次我假装是个德国水手，通过跟当地人聊天了解更多信息。只有一次我被人怀疑是英国人，但就是那一次，差点给我造成大麻烦。所幸我想办法把那人灌醉，然后从他身边溜掉了。但这件事让我更加意识到自己的危险处境，之后我就避开大路和村庄，在田野和小河之间穿行。我发现所到之处都在大兴土木，所有的小河差不多都变成了运河，还建造了大量结实耐用的驳船。

晚上7点15分，筋疲力尽的我到达了诺登车站，我期待的会面可能在这里上演。我高兴地发现冯布吕宁已经在那里了。他没注意到穿着肮脏水手服的我。我听到他要买一张去埃森斯的票，便也跟着买了一张，我俩都上了7点43分的火车。开车前最后一刻，我看到两位我不认识的乘客跳了上来。一声汽笛响了之后，火车缓缓驶出车站。

在埃森斯车站，我先下了车，在暗处等那三个人经过。他们一起走过来，往远离海岸、靠近运河的方向走去。我没有跟着他们，因为我确信他们很快就会出现在贝瑟西尔，便快步朝港口走去。我在那里忐忑不安地等了一小时，看着停靠的驳船，怀疑自己是否猜错了他们的计划。

突然，我看到一艘亮着灯的拖船驶进这个小港口。掌舵的是格林，船上有两名水手。他让水手看船，自己跳到岸上，消失在去往运河的方向。

我知道我得想办法上船——这是跟踪他们的唯一方式——可是怎么上船呢？所幸两个水手似乎对灯火通明的小酒馆很感兴趣，他们讨论了几句，就把拖船拴在岸边，急匆匆朝酒馆走去。我没有错过这个机会。他们刚走，我就跑过泥地，爬上拖船。我能找到的唯一藏身之处，就是用粗绳子拴在船舷外侧的小艇。我太激动了，根本来不及去想如果被抓到会怎样，便小心地藏在了小艇底部。

不久，两个水手又赶了回来，后面跟着格林。引擎发动了，拖船缓缓驶离原处，接着又停了下来。我听到有脚步声从运河那边传来，有三个人跳上了甲板。船又开动了，这一次拖船似乎在拖着什么。是什么呢？当然是驳船了！我之前就在港口看到一艘驳船，装了半船的砖，停在拖船附近。（这时，我想起在梅默尔特岛听到的话：“就一只，装半满。”）

我小心翼翼地从小艇边缘向外望，意识到船正在向西行驶，去诺德奈，也有可能是去梅默尔特岛。我的处境很安全，不过前提是他们用不到小艇。格林负责掌舵，三位乘客则站在拖船尾部，望着后方平稳前进的驳船。我认出了高个子、蓄胡须的冯布吕宁，还有矮胖的博默。第三个人肯定就是“坚持要来”的那一个，我觉得我差不多能猜到他是谁。

此时拖船向北航行，准备进入朗格奥格和贝尔特鲁姆之间的一条航道。我们走的是公海航线，因为这时是落潮，在黑暗中没法穿过沙洲地带。走完这条航道，我以为该往西去诺德奈了，结果船继续驶向公海，而且这一带海浪要大得多。过了一会儿拖船开始转弯，绕了整整一圈。我猜不透这样走的目的，而三位乘客的举动也让人不解。他们全程一直望着后方的驳船，显然也一直在谈论它。最后拖船转向西，朝梅默尔特岛驶去。

这时我终于懂了。这也是去英国的路啊。我目睹的是一次侵略预演。这次试航是为了演示拖船如何牵引载着士兵和武器的海上驳船——几百艘驳船，载着成千上万名士兵。这支军队的集结地不是哪个重要的军港，而是隐藏在弗里西亚群岛沙洲后面的一段无足轻重的海岸。没有人能想到侵略会从这里发起。拖船会沿着运河把驳船拖进七个小港口，等潮汐合适的时候，再拖着它们穿过连接岛屿和公海的航道，驶向英国——驶向其未加防守的东海岸。

这个计划太大胆、太聪明了，简直令人难以置信。但我知道一定确有其事。我和戴维斯之前以为这只是一个防御计划，万万想不到多尔曼一伙人竟然酝酿着一个进攻计划。不过拼图还是一块一块复了位，谜团终于被我解开了。
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拖船经过诺德奈镇，掉头向南，这时我还沉浸在思绪中。船正沿着狭窄的航道向诺德代希驶去，乘客们大概会在那里下船，而我的藏身之处也很可能被发现。我得想办法逃走。如果戴维斯还安全的话，他和“达尔茜贝拉”号应该就在一公里外。在这种情况下他会怎么做呢？潮水正在退去，我们正在沙洲间穿行……

我脑海里闪过一个疯狂的念头。我借着一根火柴的光亮，迅速看了看表。此时是凌晨2点半，退潮时间是5点前后。拖船应该会搁浅到7点半左右，这期间不会有任何危险，也完全妨碍不到我。

格林和他的三位乘客在下面船舱里，一个船员背朝我在开船。格林和我身高差不多，他的外套又落在了通往船舱的梯子顶端。我蹑手蹑脚爬出小艇，穿上格林的外套，把帽子压低挡住脸，镇定自若地走到舵手身边，碰了碰他的胳膊——之前我见过格林这样做。舵手习惯了沉默寡言的船长这样指示手下，便乖乖走开了。

计划进行得天衣无缝。我握住舵轮，让拖船一直在浮标之间的航道里航行，直到觉得时机到了，便用尽力气把舵轮猛地向右扳。水手大喊着要我当心，可是已经太迟了。拖船全速撞到了沙洲上，舵轮在我手中停了下来。船搁浅了。

我想可以肯定地说，在接下来的几分钟里，我是船上唯一一个保持冷静和理智的人。格林一转眼就上了甲板，对着船员生气地大吼，乘客们也很快跟了上来。由于当时是黑夜，又刮着风，下着雨，场面更加混乱了。我趁人不注意，脱下了格林的外套，跑回小艇旁。中途我撞到了那个不认识的乘客——“坚持要来”的那个人。他以为我是格林的手下，要帮我的忙。我看着他的脸贴近我，立刻意识到我之前的猜测是正确的。一个国家的领袖，终究是可以坚持他想做的任何事。

我和那位乘客割断了小艇的绳索，小艇落在海面，发出一声巨响。“放下小艇”，我听见格林在喊，可我们早就抢先一步了。我跳进小艇，拿起桨，乘着风和海潮迅速向北漂去。很快就看不到驳船的影子了。我开始顺着潮水往诺德奈划。身后响起一阵喊声，很快又归于沉寂。他们会被死死地困在沙洲上至少五个小时。
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The last voyage

It was impossible to miss the way, and, helped by the wind and tide, I made short work of the journey. But where was the Dulcibella? Not where I had left her! I pulled feverishly into the harbour, and there – thank God! – I found her.

'Who's that?' came from below, as I stepped on board.

'Shh! It's me!'

We were both pleased to see each other again, and Davies asked anxiously, 'Are you all right, old man?'

'Yes, are you? Quick, a match! What's the time?'

'Ten past three. My God, Carruthers, what have you been doing?' I hadn't washed or shaved for two days, and must have looked quite wild.

'It's the invasion of England! Is Dollmann at the house?' I asked urgently.

'Invasion?' Davies repeated in astonishment.

'Is Dollmann at the house?'

'Yes, but what—'

'How soon can we leave harbour?' I interrupted.

'Ten minutes. First light is about five o'clock. Where are we going?'

'Holland, or England.'

'Are they invading it now?' said Davies calmly.

'No, only rehearsing,' I laughed, wildly. 'We have an hour and a half. We must go and tell Dollmann we know his secret, and get them both aboard. It's now or never!'

While Davies was dressing, I told him what I had discovered. 'Are you being watched?' I asked.

'I think so, by the men from the Kormoran. But they're not here now. Grimm came and collected them in a tug.'

'Don't worry, they're all safely aground on the sands – Grimm, Böhme, von Brüning, and "he who insists".'

Once more we hurried through the little town, walking on air, I think; I remember no tiredness.

'I was right,' said Davies. 'The channels are the key to the whole thing. We have no North Sea warships, no protection at all for our coastline. They'd land on one of the quiet, deserted sandy beaches on the east coast, far away from Chatham, our only eastern naval port.'

'It seems rather a wild idea,' I remarked.

'Wild? So is any invasion. But it's planned in such detail! No other country could organize it as well as that. I really think it could succeed.'

We arrived at the house, and rang the door bell loudly. An upstairs window opened, and I called up, 'A message from Commander von Brüning – urgent.' The window closed, and soon after, Dollmann opened the front door.

'Good morning, Captain X,' I said in English. 'Stop, we're friends, you fool!' I added, as the door was nearly shut in our faces. It opened slowly again, and we walked in.

'Silence!' he whispered. His hands were trembling, and his face looked hot, but there was a smile – what a smile! – on his lips. 'Well?' he said in English, when we were all in the living-room.

'There's no time to lose,' I said. 'We sail for Holland, or perhaps England, at five o'clock at the latest, and we want the pleasure of your company. We promise you immunity, on certain conditions, which we'll discuss later. I'm afraid we only have room to take Miss Clara and yourself.'

His smile froze, and then suddenly he laughed. 'You fools,' he said. 'I thought I'd finished with you. My God, I'll give you five minutes to get away, or else I'll have you locked up as spies! What do you suspect me of?'

'You're a traitor, working for the Germans,' said Davies. We were both discouraged by this unexpected attack.

'A tra—? You stupid, crazy young fools! I'm in British service! You're destroying the work of years – and so close to success!'

For a second, Davies and I looked at each other in horror. He lied, he must be lying – but how could we make sure?

'Very well,' I said, after a moment, 'we'll leave, as it seems we've made a mistake – silence, Davies! – but we should tell you we know everything. I was taking notes at Memmert the other afternoon.'

'At Memmert? In the fog? Impossible!'

'Difficult, but not impossible. I heard you reporting on Chatham, and Böhme talking about the German A to G plan of defence. Of course, all that doesn't matter, now we know you're on the right side!'

'Not so loud!' Dollmann was lost in thought for a moment, and then said, 'I congratulate you, gentlemen, on your discoveries, but I shall have to have you arrested, or I myself may be suspected—'

'I'm sorry,' I interrupted, 'we're short of time. At Memmert I heard your friends make an appointment behind your back, and I took the trouble to attend the meeting. It was a rehearsal for the invasion of England. No, don't touch that gun. You see, you can arrest us if you like, but the secret's in safe hands. My London lawyer has the facts.'

'You lie!' He was right, but he could not know it. He fell into an armchair, and seemed to grow older and greyer as we watched.

'What did you say about immunity, and Clara?' he whispered.

'We're friends – we're friends!' burst out Davies, with a break in his voice. 'We want to help you both.' Through a sudden mist over my eyes, I saw him walk over and lay his hand on Dollmann's shoulder. 'Come with us. Wake her, tell her. It'll be too late soon.'

'Tell her? I can't tell her. You tell her, boy.' His shoulders were bent and his head was in his hands.

Davies turned to me. 'You go up, Carruthers,' he said.

'Look at me! I'll frighten her like this. You must.'

'Well, I – I don't like to.'

'Nonsense, man! We'll both go then.' We left Dollmann in his misery, and went quietly upstairs. A bedroom door was half open, and in the doorway stood a white figure.

'What is it, father?' she called in a whisper.

I pushed Davies forward, but he would not say anything.

'Don't be afraid,' I said. 'It's Carruthers, and – Davies. May we come in, just for a moment?' I gently opened the door wider, while she stepped back and put one hand to her lovely throat. 'Please come downstairs,' I continued. 'We're going to take you and your father to England in the Dulcibella, now, at once.'

She had heard me, but her eyes were on Davies. 'I understand not,' she said, with such puzzled sadness that I found it hard to look at her.

'Clara!' said Davies, 'will you not trust us?'

I heard a little gasp from her. Suddenly she was in his arms, crying like a tired child, her little white feet between his great clumsy sea-boots, and her rose-brown face on his rough seaman's jacket.
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Suddenly Clara was in his arms, crying like a tired child.

I went downstairs, to find Dollmann putting some papers on the fire. He did not seem to have noticed that the fire was almost out. 'You must be ready in half an hour,' I said, quietly picking up his gun, which lay on the table.

'Take her to England, you two boys. I think I'll stay.'

'Nonsense, she won't go without you.'

Half an hour later, the four of us were hurrying away from the house and down to the harbour. Luckily, Frau Dollmann was away in Hamburg, so there had been no question of her coming with us.

Once on the Dulcibella, we hid Clara and her father in the cabin, and sailed straight for the open sea. Nobody seemed to notice our departure. Far away to the south, I thought I saw two dark shapes on the sandbanks. Whether I saw them or not, I knew they were there, and that by the time they were able to move, we would be safe in Holland.

Davies decided to take the route between the islands and the shore, and asked Clara to help him on deck. She was far more useful than I could have been, in my exhausted condition. When I went down to the cabin to fetch the Dutch chart, as we were getting close to the first of the Dutch islands, Dollmann sat up. He seemed in a dream. 'Where are we?' he cried. There was a strange look in his eyes, which I didn't understand at the time, but remembered later.

'Off the coast of Holland,' I replied. I fell asleep soon afterwards, with the yacht rolling and the waves splashing all around me. I did not witness what happened next, since by the time I had heard Davies's cry and climbed up on deck, it was all over. This is his account of the event.

'X came up on deck soon after you went below. He offered to take the helm and show me a short cut, but I knew that one, so I didn't accept his offer. He said nothing, and sat behind us, safe enough, then, to my surprise, he began to talk very sensibly to me about the channel and the buoys and so on. Well, we came to a difficult bit, where I had to concentrate on the helm and the chart, and Clara was busy with the sails, and well – I happened to look round, and he was gone. I think the last thing I heard him say was something about a "short cut" again. He must have slipped over quietly. He had a thick coat and his heavy sea-boots on.'

We sailed about the area for a time, but we never found him.

That evening, we arrived at a small Dutch fishing village on the mainland. We put some fishermen in charge of the yacht, and returned to London by road, rail, and ferry, to lay our information before the government with all possible urgency.

I returned to work at the Foreign Office, where in spite of my best efforts to persuade him, my boss never really believed that I had not received his second letter.

And Davies and Clara? Well, I think I can safely say that Clara has no wish to return to her adopted country, and Davies no longer has any wish to look for adventure on the sands of the North Sea.



immunity n. the state or right of being protected from particular laws or unpleasant things 免除；豁免

adopted adj. (country) having been chosen to live in （国家）被选择居住的
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最后一次航行

迷路是不可能的，借助风和海潮，我很快就结束了这段航程。可“达尔茜贝拉”号呢？不在我离开时停的地方了！我急躁不安地向港口划去，在那儿——感谢上帝！——我找到它了。

“谁呀？”我踏上甲板，下面船舱里有人问道。

“嘘！是我！”

我们都很高兴再见到对方。戴维斯急切地问：“你还好吗，兄弟？”

“我很好，你呢？快，划根火柴！几点了？”

“3点10分。天哪，卡拉瑟斯，你到底干什么去了？”我已经两天没洗脸、没刮胡子了，看起来肯定跟个野人似的。

“他们要侵略英国！多尔曼在家吗？”我急切地问。

“侵略？”戴维斯重复道，他大吃一惊。

“多尔曼在家吗？”

“在，可是你刚才说——”

“船多快能离港？”我打断了他。

“10分钟。5点左右天亮。我们要去哪儿？”

“荷兰，或者英国。”

“他们现在就要侵略英国了吗？”戴维斯镇静地问。

“不，只是演习。”我大笑起来，“咱们有一个半小时时间。必须得去告诉多尔曼咱们知道他的秘密了，把他们父女俩都带上船。机不可失，时不再来！”

戴维斯穿衣服时，我把我的发现告诉了他。“有人监视你吗？”我问。

“我觉得有，是‘鸬鹚’号上的人。不过他们现在不在。格林之前来过，用拖船把他们接走了。”

“别担心，他们全都稳稳地搁浅在沙洲上了——格林、博默、冯布吕宁，还有‘坚持要来’的那个人。”

我们又一次急匆匆穿过诺德奈小镇，脚步都有些飘飘然。我记得自己一点都不累。

“我说对了。”戴维斯说，“那些航道是整件事情的关键。英国在北海上没有军舰，海岸线毫无防护。他们将在东海岸某片寂静无人的沙滩登陆，远离东部唯一的军港——查塔姆。”

“这主意听上去挺疯狂的。”我说。

“疯狂？任何侵略都是疯狂的。可这次侵略计划得太周详了！其他国家都不可能组织得这么好。我真觉得他们有获胜的可能。”

我们到达多尔曼家，大声按响门铃。楼上一扇窗子打开了，我便朝上大喊：“冯布吕宁艇长的口信！十万火急！”窗子关上了，很快，多尔曼打开了前门。

“早上好，X上校。”我用英语说。“停，别犯傻，我们是朋友！”眼看多尔曼要把我们关在外面，我便补了一句。门又慢慢地打开了，我们走了进去。

“别出声！”多尔曼低语道。他的双手颤抖着，脸上的表情很紧张，嘴唇上却还挂着微笑——那笑容真可怕！“怎么啦？”我们都进了会客厅，他用英语问道。

“没时间了。”我说，“我们最晚5点起航去荷兰，也有可能回英国。我们希望你能一起走。我们保证不起诉你，条件稍后再谈。恐怕地方只够你和克拉拉小姐的。”

他的笑容凝固了，接着又突然笑起来。“傻瓜，”他说，“我还以为早就甩开你们了。上帝啊，我给你们五分钟时间离开，不然就把你们当间谍抓起来！你们怀疑我什么？”

“你是个叛国者，为德国人工作。”戴维斯说。我俩都有点被多尔曼出其不意的斥责吓到了。

“叛——你们两个年轻人太傻、太不着调了！我是为英国工作的！你们会把多年的成果毁掉的——我还差一点儿就成功了！”

我和戴维斯惊恐地对视了片刻。他在撒谎，他一定在撒谎—可我们怎么证实呢？

“很好，”我定了定神，然后说道，“看来我们犯了个错误，我们这就走——别说话，戴维斯！——不过事先告诉你，我们什么都知道了。那天下午你们在梅默尔特岛说的话，我都记下来了。”

“梅默尔特岛？大雾那天？不可能！”

“的确很困难，但并非不可能。我听到你汇报了查塔姆的情况，博默谈到了德国的A到G防守计划。当然，现在我们知道了你站在正确一方，这一切都不重要了。”

“小点声！”多尔曼沉思片刻，接着说道，“我要祝贺你们有了这些发现，先生们，不过我还是要逮捕你们，不然我自己会受到怀疑——”

“不好意思，”我打断他，“我们没时间了。在梅默尔特岛，我听见你的朋友们背着你约定了一次会面，我费了一番周折也参加了。那是一次侵略英国的演习。不，别碰那支枪。好啦，你愿意就逮捕我们好了，反正秘密已经牢牢掌握在我们手中了。我在伦敦的律师已经知道真相了。”

“你说谎！”他说对了，我是在说谎，但他又怎么可能知道。多尔曼瘫坐在一把扶手椅上，似乎就在我们眼前一下子变老了。

“你们刚才说不指控我，还要帮助克拉拉，是吗？”他低声问道。

“我们是朋友——我们是朋友！”戴维斯大喊道，嗓音都变了，“我们想帮你们父女俩。”透过突然模糊的双眼，我看到他走过去，把手放在多尔曼肩上。“跟我们走吧。叫醒她，跟她说。再耽搁就来不及了。”

“跟她说？我没法跟她说。你去说吧，孩子。”他弓着肩，双手捂住脸。

戴维斯转向我。“你上楼去，卡拉瑟斯。”他说。

“看看我这副样子！会吓到她的。你得去。”

“唉，我——我不想去。”

“说什么傻话，兄弟！咱们一起去。”我们留下痛苦的多尔曼，轻轻走上楼去。一间卧室的门半掩着，门口站着一个白色的身影。

“怎么回事，父亲？”她低声喊道。

我把戴维斯往前推，可他什么话都不肯说。

“别害怕，”我说，“我是卡拉瑟斯，还有——戴维斯。我们能进去一下吗？”我轻轻把门推开一些，她后退一步，一只手掩住漂亮的脖子。“请下楼。”我接着说道，“我们要带你和你父亲乘着‘达尔茜贝拉’号去英国，现在，马上。”

她听到了我的话，眼睛却看着戴维斯。“我不明白。”她说。那语调充满了疑惑和忧伤，让我都不忍心看她。

“克拉拉！”戴维斯说，“你难道不信任我们吗？”

我听到克拉拉轻声喘了口气。突然，她扑到他怀里，哭得像个疲惫的孩子。她白色的小脚夹在他笨重的航海靴之间，棕红的脸颊靠在他粗糙的水手夹克上。

我走下楼去，发现多尔曼正把一些文件放在火上，似乎没注意到火都快熄灭了。“你半小时内必须准备好。”我一边说，一边默默把他放在桌上的枪拿起来。

“你们两个小伙子带她去英国吧。我想我还是留下。”

“别傻了，她不会丢下你自己走的。”

半小时后，我们四人急匆匆地离开多尔曼的府邸，往港口走去。幸运的是多尔曼夫人此时正在汉堡，不用担心她要跟我们一起走。

一上游艇，我们就让克拉拉和她父亲躲进船舱，然后直接朝公海驶去。似乎没有人注意到我们离开。在南边很远处的沙洲上，我想我看到了两个黑影。无论是不是真的看到了，我都知道他们肯定在那儿，等他们能动的时候，我们已经安全到达荷兰了。

戴维斯决定走群岛和海岸之间的航线，并叫克拉拉去甲板上帮忙。在我筋疲力尽的状态下，她可比我管用多了。快到第一座荷属岛屿时，我下到船舱去拿荷兰海图。这时，多尔曼站起身来，像梦游一般。“到哪儿了？”他喊道。他的目光有几分奇怪，我当时没弄懂是什么意思，后来却清楚地记了起来。

“在荷兰沿海呢。”我回答。游艇在海面上摇曳，浪花四溅，我很快进入了梦乡。我没看到接下来发生的事情，因为当我听到戴维斯的喊声，爬上甲板时，一切已经结束了。下面是戴维斯的叙述：

“你刚下去，X上校就来到甲板上。他提议由他掌舵，带我走一条近路，但我认识那条路，就没用他帮忙。他什么都没说，就安安稳稳地坐在我们身后。让我惊讶的是，他竟然有板有眼地跟我谈起航道、浮标什么的。唔，接下去的一段比较难走，我得集中精神掌舵，看海图，克拉拉忙着控制船帆，然后，唉—我碰巧回了一下头，他已经不见了。我想我听到他说的最后一句话还是关于什么‘近路’的。他一定是悄悄滑下船的，还穿着厚外套和重重的航海靴。”

我们在那片海域绕了一会儿，却没能找到他。

那天晚上，我们到达荷兰大陆上的一座小渔村。我们请了几位渔民照看游艇，接着乘马车、火车和轮渡赶回伦敦，把我们的情报尽快告知了政府。

我回外交部上班了。不管我如何想尽办法向上司解释，他都不相信我没收到他后一封信。

戴维斯和克拉拉呢？唔，我可以肯定地说，克拉拉再也不想回到她从小长大的国家，而戴维斯也再没有去北海沙洲探险的念头了。


A WARNING FOR THE FUTURE

Lying on my writing table, and partly damaged by fire, there is an interesting document. It is a copy of a secret plan for the invasion of England by Germany. Although it is unsigned, it was taken by Carruthers from the fireplace of Dollmann's house at Norderney, so it is quite clear who wrote it. I shall describe what it says, especially for those people who still think Britain is in no danger of being attacked by Germany.

It was an extremely clever plan, based on perfect organization and perfect secrecy. Special barges would be built near seven small coastal harbours, which are hidden from view by the Frisian Islands. At high tide and under cover of darkness, these barges, carrying German soldiers, would be pulled by tugs through the channels between the sandbanks. They would then cross the North Sea and attack the east coast of Britain.

The writer of the document explains the plan in detail. All the work and preparation would be organized by four men (the writer, von Brüning, Böhme, and Grimm), and these four men alone would know the whole plan. Britain would in no way be prepared for such an attack, and the writer is sure that Germany has a good chance of succeeding if the plan is carried out.

I tremble, when I read this document, at what could have happened, if our two adventurers had not discovered the truth in time. I beg you all to be aware of the dangers beyond our shores. Although, for the moment, this particular plan has come to nothing, who knows what might happen in future?


警钟长鸣

我的写字台上躺着一份烧得残缺不全的文件，内容很有意思。这是一份德国秘密侵略英国的计划书。尽管文件没有署名，但它是卡拉瑟斯从多尔曼家的壁炉里拿出来的，作者是谁也就不言而喻了。让我来描述一下文件内容，尤其说给那些依然认为英国不会被德国侵略的人听。

这个计划设计得极其精妙，而且组织周密，绝对不为人知。先在七座沿海的小港口建造特殊的驳船，这些港口被弗里西亚群岛挡住，从海上是看不到的。在涨潮的夜晚，拖船将牵引着载满德国士兵的驳船，驶过沙洲间的航道，穿过北海，袭击英国东海岸。

文件的作者详细阐述了这个计划。一切准备和执行工作都由四个人组织（作者、冯布吕宁、博默和格林），也只有这四个人知道全部计划。英国不可能对这样的袭击有所防备，所以作者认为如果计划能够顺利实施，德国胜利的可能性很大。

读着这份文件，我不寒而栗。要不是两位勇士及时发现真相，后果不堪设想。我恳请所有人警惕英国面临的海上威胁。尽管目前这个计划成了泡影，谁又知道将来会发生什么呢？


ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1 Read the story introduction of the book, and the back cover. How much do you know now about The Riddle of the Sands? For each sentence, circle Y (Yes) or N (No).

1) The Frisian Islands are in the Baltic Sea. Y/N

2) Carruthers gets the holiday he expects. Y/N

3) Carruthers agrees to join Davies because he is interested in the mystery. Y/N

4) Arthur Davies enjoys sailing in difficult conditions. Y/N

5) When the two friends start investigating the mystery, the Germans take an interest in them. Y/N

6) When this story was written, relations between Germany and Britain were getting better all the time. Y/N

7) Sailors who like good weather and easy sailing should stay away from the Frisian Islands. Y/N

2 What do you think might happen in the story? Choose from these ideas (as many as you like).

1) One of the friends will...

fall in love / turn out to be a spy / get shot / kill someone.

2) Carruthers and Davies will uncover a plot to...

kill the British Prime Minister / attack London from the sea / invade Britain.

3) Carruthers and Davies will...

capture a spy / wreck a German boat / stop an invasion / warn the British government.


ACTIVITIES



While Reading

1 Read Chapters 1 to 3, then answer these questions.

1) Why was Carruthers pleased to get Davies' invitation?

2) What made Davies and Carruthers uneasy about each other when they first met?

3) What did Carruthers think of the Dulcibella when he first arrived?

4) How did Carruthers' opinion of Davies change?

5) What mystery did Carruthers discover when he looked in the Dulcibella's logbook?

6) What reasons did Carruthers give for not wanting to go to the North Sea?

7) What worries did Bartels have about Davies?

8) Why did Davies get into difficulties when he reached the Telte channel?

9) How did Davies know that Dollmann was English?

10) Why was the coast from Borkum to the Elbe so important to Germany?

2 Before you read Chapter 4, can you guess the answer to this question?

What warning will Commander von Brüning give the friends when they meet?

1) To leave the Frisian Islands

2) To stay away from Dollmann

3) To be careful of local people

4) To be careful of thick fog

3 Read Chapters 4 to 6. Who said these words, and to whom? Who or what were they talking about?

1) 'It's a pity you missed her.'

2) 'The only way to understand a place like this is to explore it at low tide.'

3) 'They're all seamen and know how important it is.'

4) 'We must be very careful what we say to him.'

5) 'He couldn't have seen what happened. Anyway, it didn't matter.'

6) 'He has the most terrifying adventures, and makes them sound perfectly ordinary.'

7) 'Everyone on these islands knows all about it.'

8) 'You know how your friend feels. I wouldn't encourage him, if I were you.'

9) 'I find it very difficult to talk about things like this.'

10) 'There are no clues to be got from her.'

11) 'I know he'll be very sorry, but you can always trust him to do the right thing.'

12) 'Perhaps he thought I'd recognized him. That explains everything!'

4 Before you read Chapter 7, can you guess what happens next? Choose some of these ideas.

1) Carruthers and Davies row to Memmert in the fog.

2) Carruthers and Davies meet Dollmann in Norderney town.

3) Davies receives a letter from Clara.

4) Von Brüning tries to arrest Carruthers and Davies as spies.

5) Carruthers and Davies are invited to dinner at Dollmann's house the next evening.

5 Read Chapters 7 to 9, and complete Carruthers' account of his adventures with the names of people and places given below. Some names will be needed more than once.

Amsterdam　　London　　Clara　　von Brüning　　Grimm　　Bensersiel　　Memmert　　Davies　　Dollmann　　the Kaiser　　Esens　　Norderney　　Böhme　　Frau Dollmann




Outside the office on _____, I listened to the four men discussing a report. After _____ and _____ left, _____ and _____ then talked secretly about a plan for the 25th. Later, _____ and I rowed back to the Dulcibella, where we found _____, _____, and_____ on board, looking at our things. We had dinner with them that night at _____'s house; _____ and _____ were also there.

Next day I left _____ with _____ and travelled to _____, where I sent a telegram to _____. Then I went by train to _____, and saw barges being built. On the night of the 25th I went to _____, and hid on a tug. _____ was steering, and _____ and _____ were there too, with a third man, whom I recognized as _____. When I realized the trip was a rehearsal for an invasion, I took a risk. I pretended to be _____, took the helm, and steered the tug into a sandbank. In the confusion I took the tug's dinghy, rowed to _____, and rejoined _____ on the Dulcibella.

6 What will happen in Chapter 10? Choose some of these ideas.

1) Dollmann refuses to leave / agrees to leave / is taken back to England by force / never reaches England / shoots Davies.

2) Clara stays in Norderney / leaves with Carruthers and Davies / goes back to England / never speaks to Davies again.

3) Davies is injured in a fight with Dollmann / takes Clara to England / lets Dollmann go for Clara's sake.


ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1 Perhaps this is what some of the characters in the story were thinking. Which characters are they, and what is about to happen in the story at this moment?

1) 'Still no answer. That's good – they must both have gone to the town. Now, better put that mast light out first. Then I'll go down into the cabin and start having a look round in there...'




2) 'I'm so glad he came back. After that awful weather the day we sailed to Cuxhaven I thought I'd never see him again. I do like this dear little cabin. So untidy! And all those books! That one looks... Oh no, oh no!'




3) 'Some holiday this is going to be – a miserable little boat, nobody to do the work, hardly enough room down there to stand up. I think I'll go outside – at least it's not raining.'




4) 'It's lucky I'm the same size as Grimm. That sailor didn't suspect anything, I'm sure of it. Just a little bit further, I think, then I'll make my move. Increase the speed... and... now!'




5) 'It's all over now, I suppose. Better try and burn as many of these papers as I can. They'll be downstairs again in a minute. I wish they'd just take her and go. But I know she won't leave unless I do... so I'll have to go with them...'




6) 'They might be quite harmless. Just here for the duck-shooting. But I wonder... And I don't like the sound of this Dollmann business. I think I'll have a quiet word in the friend's ear...'

2 Complete this conversation between von Brüning and Dollmann about the attempt to kill Davies. Use as many words as you like.

VON BRÜNING: Well, Herr Dollmann, I had a most interesting conversation in Bensersiel the other day with a friend of yours.

DOLLMANN: __________

VON BRÜNING: Herr Davies – the young Englishman from the Dulcibella. You look surprised, Dollmann.

DOLLMANN: __________

VON BRÜNING:I don't think you were expecting to see him ever again! In fact, wasn't that your plan?

DOLLMANN: __________

VON BRÜNING:So you left him to be smashed to pieces on the Hohenhörn? You fool! Don't you see how bad it looks?

DOLLMANN: __________

VON BRÜNING:But he's still exploring round the islands – and now he's got a friend with him, a friend from the Foreign Office! That's a real worry. What are they up to?

DOLLMANN: __________

VON BRÜNING:Herr Dollmann, the last thing in the world I intend to do is leave you to deal with these Englishmen by yourself. From now on, you don't go near them without me.

3 At dinner at the Dollmann's house, people are saying one thing and almost certainly thinking another. What do you think the characters are really thinking as they say these words?

1) Böhme: 'I'm going to Bremen, so we'll travel as far as Leer together. How pleasant!'

2) Von Brüning: 'I'm not very closely involved in all this. Try the company director. Rescue me, Herr Dollmann!'

3) Von Brüning: 'I thought I was being most helpful to you, giving advice about duck-shooting and so on.'

4) Dollmann: 'Come, let's hear it. Your wild ideas are amusing.'

5) Carruthers: 'We were a little surprised to find you all on board the Dulcibella, taking such a deep interest in a small boat! I think you wanted to inspect us!'

6) Dollmann: 'Gentlemen, we must come to an agreement with this dangerous young man. What can we offer Herr Carruthers?'

7) Carruthers: 'Ah, you don't read English easily, perhaps. I expect Herr Böhme does.'

4 What are your opinions on the characters and ideas in the story? Discuss these questions.

1) The story does not tell us why Dollmann decided to jump off the Dulcibella. How many possible reasons can you think of to explain his decision?

2) The story does not tell us if Clara knew about her father's spying activities. If she had known he was a traitor, should she have done something about it? Or is duty to your family more important than duty to your country?

3) Was Dollmann right to jump, in your opinion? Or should he have gone back to England to be tried in the law courts as a traitor? Were Davies and Carruthers to blame for not ensuring that Dollmann stayed alive to face his trial?

4) Has spying always existed as an activity, in any society? Is it acceptable to spy for your own country, against another country? Is it less acceptable to spy for another country, against your own country?

5) The Riddle of the Sands is said to be the first great modern spy story. How have spy stories changed since 1903?

5 Here is Davies, thinking about the holiday that he and Carruthers are going to have. Fill each gap with one suitable word to complete his thoughts.

Oh dear! Perhaps inviting Carruthers wasn't _____ a good idea after all. He _____ to have a huge amount of _____ with him. How on earth are _____ going to get that big case _____ the Dulcibella? And what kind of _____ is he expecting? I wish I _____ given this more thought before I _____ to him. After all, we don't _____ know each other very well. What _____ we can't stand each other? A _____ yacht is no place to be_____ somebody you dislike.

Then there's the _____ with Dollmann. What should I tell_____ about that? Perhaps I should come _____ with it straight away – but no, _____ to wait until he's got used _____ things. I suppose I could try _____ persuade him to come to the _____ Islands first, and then see what _____ when we get there. But I _____ want to have to lie to _____ – if there's one thing I'm not _____ at, it's lying, and I'll just _____ everything worse.

Well, it's too late _____ second thoughts now, I suppose – he's _____.

6 Here are some new titles for the ten chapters of The Riddle of the Sands. Decide which title goes with which chapter, and write the chapter number next to the title.

___ Exploring the sands 

___ Talking to the commander

___ Listening at a window 

___ First signs of a mystery

___ A letter from Germany 

___ Carruthers goes exploring

___ Passengers for England 

___ Dining with danger

___ A visit from Clara 

___ The tale of a dangerous voyage
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简　介

《雾都孤儿》一书于1838年首次刊行。当时并不时兴写作反映生活的悲惨现实的小说，但狄更斯存心要使读者震惊。他想要展示出罪犯们的真实面目，揭露出隐藏在伦敦狭小、肮脏的偏僻街道里的恐怖与暴力。因此他为我们写了邪恶的费金，残暴的比尔·赛克斯，以及一大群窃贼强盗。这些人撒谎、欺诈、偷盗，害怕进监狱，害怕刽子手把绞索套到他们的脖颈上，在惴惴不安中生活。

狄更斯写这本书还有一个目的。他试图说明，善良能克服一切艰难险阻。因此，他为我们塑造了小奥利弗·特威斯特——一个孤儿，他被投入一个充满贫困与犯罪的世界，忍饥挨饿，挨打挨骂，从来没有人爱他。他为我们写出了南希——可怜、凄惨、悲苦的南希，她生活在一个残忍的世界中，却挣扎着要忠实于她所爱的人。

而且，正如在一切最好的故事里一样，善良最终战胜了邪恶。




查尔斯·狄更斯（1812—1870）是英国最伟大的小说家之一。他出生于一个穷苦的家庭（他的父亲曾因欠债而入狱），但他后来享有盛名，并且拥有财富。
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1
Oliver's early life

Oliver Twist was born in a workhouse, and when he arrived in this hard world, it was very doubtful whether he would live beyond the first three minutes. He lay on a hard little bed and struggled to start breathing.

Oliver fought his first battle without much assistance from the two people present at his birth. One was an old woman, who was nearly always drunk, and the other was a busy local doctor, who was not paid enough to be very interested in Oliver's survival. After all, death was a common event in the workhouse, where only the poor and homeless lived.

However, Oliver managed to draw his first breath, and then announced his arrival to the rest of the workhouse by crying loudly. His mother raised her pale young face from the pillow and whispered, 'Let me see the child, and die.'

The doctor turned away from the fire, where he had been warming his hands. 'You must not talk about dying yet,' he said to her kindly. He gave her the child to hold. Lovingly, she kissed the baby on its forehead with her cold white lips, then stared wildly around the room, fell back — and died.

'Poor dear!' said the nurse, hurriedly putting a green glass bottle back in the pocket of her long skirt.

The doctor began to put on his coat. 'The baby is weak and will probably have difficulties,' he said. 'If so, give it a little milk to keep it quiet.' Then he looked at the dead woman. 'The mother was a good-looking girl. Where did she come from?'

'She was brought here last night,' replied the old woman. 'She was found lying in the street. She'd walked some distance, judging by her shoes, which were worn to pieces. Where she came from, where she was going to, or what her name was, nobody knows.'

The doctor lifted the girl's left hand. 'The old story,' he said sadly, shaking his head. 'No wedding ring, I see. Ah! Good night.'

And so Oliver was left with only the drunken nurse. Without clothes, under his first blanket, he could have been the child of a king or a beggar. But when the woman dressed him later in rough cotton clothes, yellow with age, he looked exactly what he was — an orphan in a workhouse, ready for a life of misery, hunger, and neglect.

Oliver cried loudly. If he could have known that he was a workhouse orphan, perhaps he would have cried even more loudly.

There was no one to look after the baby in the workhouse, so Oliver was sent to a special 'baby farm' nearby. There, he and thirty other children rolled around the floor all day, without the inconvenience of too much food or too much clothing. Mrs Mann, the old woman who 'looked after' them, was very experienced. She knew what was good for children, and a full stomach was very dangerous to their health. She also knew what was good for herself, so she kept for her own use the money that she was given for the children's food. The board responsible for the orphans sometimes checked on the health of the children, but they always sent the beadle, a kind of local policeman, to announce their visit the day before. So whenever the board arrived, of course, the children were always neat and clean.

This was the way Oliver was brought up. Consequently, at the age of nine he was a pale, thin child and short for his age. But despite frequent beatings by Mrs Mann, his spirit was strong, which was probably the reason why he managed to reach the age of nine at all.

On Oliver's ninth birthday, Mr Bumble the beadle came to the house to see Mrs Mann. Through the front window Mrs Mann saw him at the gate, and turned quickly to the girl who worked with her.

'Quick! Take Oliver and those others upstairs to be washed!' she said. Then she ran out to unlock the gate. (It was always kept locked to prevent official visitors walking in unexpectedly.)

'I have business to talk about,' Mr Bumble told Mrs Mann as he entered the house. He was a big fat man, often bad-tempered, and was full of self-importance. He did not like to be kept waiting at a locked gate.

Mrs Mann took his hat and coat, placed a chair for him, and expressed great concern for his comfort. 'You've had a long walk, Mr Bumble,' she said, 'and you must be thirsty.' She took out a bottle from the cupboard.

'No, thank you, Mrs Mann. Not a drop.' He waved the bottle away.

'Just a little drop, Mr Bumble, with cold water,' said Mrs Mann persuasively.

Mr Bumble coughed. 'What is it?' he asked, looking at the bottle with interest.

'Gin. I keep it for the children's medicine drink.'

'You give the children gin, Mrs Mann?' asked Mr Bumble, watching as she mixed his drink.

'Only with medicine, sir. I don't like to see them suffer.'

'You're a good woman, Mrs Mann.' Mr Bumble drank half his glass immediately. 'I'll tell the board about you. Now — the reason why I'm here. Oliver Twist is nine years old today. We've never been able to discover anything about his parents.'

'Then how did he get his name?'

' I gave it to him,' said Mr Bumble proudly. 'We follow the alphabet. The last one was an S—Swubble. Then it was T, so this one is Twist. The next one will be Unwin. Anyway, Oliver Twist is now old enough to return to the workhouse. Bring him here, please.' While Mrs Mann went to get him, Mr Bumble finished the rest of his gin.

Oliver, his face and hands now almost clean, was led into the room.

'Will you come along with me, Oliver?' asked Mr Bumble in a loud voice.

Oliver was very glad to be free of Mrs Mann's violence, but he said nothing because she was angrily shaking her finger at him. However, as the gate closed behind Oliver, he burst into tears. He was leaving behind the other children, the only friends he had, and he realized at that moment how lonely he was in the world.

Mr Bumble walked on with long steps, with Oliver on his short little legs running beside him. The feeling of contentment produced by gin-and-water had now disappeared, and the beadle was in a bad mood once more.

Back at the workhouse, Oliver was taken to see the board. He stood in front of ten fat men who were sitting around a table.

'What's your name, boy?' asked a particularly fat man with a very round, red face.

Oliver was frightened at the sight of so many people, and started to cry.

'Why are you crying?'

The beadle hit him on the back, and so naturally Oliver cried even more.

'The boy is a fool,' one member of the board announced.

'You know you have no father or mother,' said the first man, 'and that you have been brought up with other orphans?'

'Yes, sir,' replied Oliver, crying bitterly.

'Why is the boy crying?' repeated the other man, puzzled.

'You have come here to be educated,' continued the fat man, 'so you will start working here tomorrow at six o'clock.'

Oliver was led away to a large room, where, on a rough hard bed, he cried himself to sleep.

The room in the workhouse where the boys were fed was a large stone hall, and at one end the master and two women served the food. This consisted of a bowl of thin soup three times a day, with a piece of bread on Sundays. The boys ate everything and were always hungry. The bowls never needed washing. The boys polished them with their spoons until they shone. After three months of this slow starvation, one of the boys told the others he was so hungry that one night he might eat the boy who slept next to him. He had a wild hungry eye, and the other boys believed him. After a long discussion, they decided that one of them should ask for more food after supper that evening, and Oliver was chosen.

The evening arrived; the soup was served, and the bowls were empty again in a few seconds. Oliver went up to the master, with his bowl in his hand. He felt very frightened, but also desperate with hunger.

'Please, sir, I want some more.'

The master was a fat, healthy man, but he turned very pale. He looked at the little boy in front of him with amazement. Nobody else spoke.

'What?' he asked at last, in a faint voice.

'Please, sir,' replied Oliver, 'I want some more.'

The master hit him with the serving spoon, then seized Oliver's arms and shouted for the beadle. The beadle came quickly, heard the dreadful news, and immediately ran to tell the board.

'He asked for more?' Mr Limbkins, the fattest board member, asked in horror. 'Bumble — is this really true?'

'That boy will be hanged!' said the man who earlier had called Oliver a fool. 'You see if I'm not right.'

Oliver was led away to be locked up, and a reward was offered to anybody who would take him away and use him for work.



workhouse n. public institution for homeless people. 贫民习艺所；救贫院。

struggle v. fight, make great efforts. 奋斗；挣扎。

assistance n. help. 帮助；援助。

announce v. make known. 宣布；通告。

blanket n. thick, wollen covering used on beds. 毛毯。

orphan n. person who has lost one or both of its parents by death. 孤儿。

misery n. state of being miserable. 悲惨。

inconvenient adj. causing discomfort, trouble or annoyance. 使人不便的；引起困扰的。

board n. group of persons controlling a business, or a government department. 掌管一项事务或政府部门的一批人员。

responsible adj. (of a person) legally or morally liable for carrying out a duty, for the care of sth or sb. 应负责的。

beadle n. parish officer who helped the priest by keeping order in church, giving out money to the poor, etc. 教区助理员。

gin n. colourless alcoholic drink distilled from grain or malt and flavoured with juniper berries, often drunk with tonic water. 杜松子酒。

alphabet n. the letters used in writing a language, arranged in order. 字母表。

violence n. state of being violent. 暴力。

burst v. suddenly begin to cry. 突然大哭。

mood n. state of mind or spirits. 心境；情绪。

particularly adv. in a special manner. 特别地。

puzzle v. cause sb to be perplexed. 使某人困惑。

polish v. make or become smooth and shiny by rubbing. 磨光；擦光。

starvation n. suffering caused by lack of food. 饥饿。

desperate adj. filled with despair and ready to do anything, regardless of danger. 因绝望而不惜冒险的。

amazement v. state of being filled with great surprise or wonder. 惊异。

faint adj. not clear. 模糊不清的。

dreadful adj. causing great fear and anxiety. 可怕的。

reward n. recompense for service or merit. 报酬；报答。


1　奥利弗的童年

[image: alt]

奥利弗·特威斯特出生在一家济贫院里，他来到这个艰难的人世的那一刻，是否能活过三分钟都是很难说的。他躺在一张小硬板床上，挣扎着开始呼吸。

他出生时在场的两个人没有给他什么帮助，这使得奥利弗要独自承当他的第一场战斗。其中一个是位老妇人，她几乎总是喝得醉醺醺的；另一个则是当地一位忙碌的医生，这位医生没有得到足够的报酬，所以对奥利弗能否活下来并不很在意。在济贫院这个只有穷人和无家可归的人待的地方，死亡毕竟是一件非常平常的事。

不管怎样，奥利弗总算尽力吸进了第一口气，然后，他以响亮的哭声向济贫院里其他的人宣告自己的到来。他的母亲从枕头上抬起了年轻而苍白的脸，用微弱的声音说：“让我看一眼孩子，我就可以死了。”

正在火炉上烤手取暖的医生转过身来，好心地对她说：“别说什么死不死的了。”他把孩子递过去让她抱在怀里。她用冰冷而毫无血色的嘴唇怜爱地在孩子的额头上亲了一下，然后急切地在屋里四处环顾一圈，便向后倒去，咽了气。

“可怜的东西！”老看护说着，急忙将一个绿色的小玻璃瓶揣回长裙子的兜里。

这时医生开始穿外衣。“这孩子太弱，恐怕会有麻烦，”他说，“如果真是这样，给他喂点牛奶，好让他别哭。”然后，他又转过脸看了一眼死去的女人，说：“这母亲长得还挺漂亮。她是从哪儿来的？”

“她是昨天夜里被送到这儿来的，”老妇人回答道。“她倒在马路上，被人发现了。她脚上那双鞋子已经磨得破破烂烂的了，由此可以看出她是从很远的地方来的。她从哪儿来，要到哪儿去，叫什么名字，没人知道。”

医生拉起那年轻女人的左手，摇摇头，伤心地说：“又是老一套。没有结婚戒指，果然如此。唉！晚安。”

奥利弗就这样被留下了，由那位醉醺醺的看护一个人看着。他光着身子，裹在毕生第一块毯子里，既可以是国王的儿子，也可以是乞丐的儿子。可后来老妇人给他穿上了由于年头太久而发了黄的粗棉布衣服，这时，他看上去和他的身份完全一致了——一个济贫院的孤儿，准备好了去过一种充满苦难、饥饿和忽视的生活。

奥利弗大声哭着。假如他已经知道自己是一个济贫院的孤儿，他可能会哭得更响些。

在济贫院里没有专人照顾婴儿，所以奥利弗被送进了附近一家专门的“育婴堂”。在这里，奥利弗与其他三十多个孩子每天在地上滚爬着，没有过多的衣物和食物来麻烦他们。曼太太“照顾”着这些孩子，这老女人非常有经验。她知道什么对孩子们有好处，知道吃饱肚子对孩子们的身体是非常有害的。同时她也知道什么对她自己有好处，于是她把人家给孩子们的伙食费都留给自己。负责孤儿事务的地方董事会有时会来检查孩子们的健康状况，可他们往往在前一天派执事去通告他们要来访问，执事是一种地方警察。所以，无论他们什么时候来，孩子们准是个个头净脚净的。

奥利弗就是这样长大的，因此，他到了九岁时，还非常苍白瘦小，比同龄孩子矮一大截。尽管常常遭到曼太太的毒打，他的意志却很坚强。这大概也是他竟然能活到九岁的缘故吧。

奥利弗九岁生日的这天，执事班布尔先生来育婴堂看曼太太。曼太太透过楼前的窗户看见他站在大门口，慌忙转向和她一起干活的女孩，说道：

“赶快！把奥利弗和其他孩子都带到楼上洗洗！”然后她匆忙跑去开大门。（为了防止官方人员料想不及的来访，这大门常常是锁着的。）

“我有点事要跟你谈。”班布尔先生跟曼太太说着，走进了屋子。他是个身材肥胖、脾气暴躁、妄自尊大的人。他可不喜欢被关在门外长时间地等候。

曼太太接过了他的帽子和外衣，替他端过一把椅子，并且对他是否舒适表示了极大的关心。“班布尔先生，您大老远地走来，一定是渴了。”她说着从橱子里拿出了一个瓶子。

“不，谢谢，曼太太，我一滴都不喝。”他挥手推开瓶子。

“只稍稍来一点儿，班布尔先生，这是加了冰水的。”她极力地劝说着。

班布尔先生咳嗽了一声。“是什么？”他问道，并饶有兴趣地看着瓶子。

“杜松子酒，我这是留着给孩子们吃药用的。”

“曼太太，你给孩子们喝杜松子酒？”班布尔先生看着她给自己兑酒，问道。

“只是吃药的时候给他们喝上一点儿，先生。我不忍心看着他们受罪。”

“曼太太，你真是个好心的女人。”班布尔先生马上喝下了半杯。“我会在董事会那里替你美言的。现在言归正传，说说我今天来这儿的目的。奥利弗·特威斯特今天已经整整九岁了，迄今为止，我们没有打听到关于他父母的任何消息。”

“那么，他是怎么有了这个姓的？”

“这姓是我给他起的，”班布尔先生自豪地说，“我们是按照字母表的顺序给他们安排姓氏的，前一个是S，叫斯瓦勃（Swubble），轮到他是字母T，所以就叫特威斯特（Twist），下一个叫恩温（Unwin）。不管怎么说，奥利弗已经长大了，该回到济贫院去了。请把他带到这儿来。”曼太太去带奥利弗时，班布尔先生喝干了杯子里剩下的杜松子酒。

奥利弗手和脸差不多洗干净了，他被带了进来。

“你愿意跟我走吗，奥利弗？”班布尔先生大声问。

奥利弗特别渴望能尽早逃脱曼太太的暴虐统治，可他却没吭声，因为这时她正恶狠狠地向他暗暗摇着手指头。可是当大门在奥利弗身后关上时，他突然涕泪横流。他就要离开其他的孩子们了，而这些孩子是他仅有的朋友，此刻，他顿时感到自己在这个世界上是多么孤独。

班布尔先生在前面大步流星地走着，奥利弗挪动短腿一路小跑地跟在旁边。喝了加水的杜松子酒所产生的心满意足的感觉这会儿已荡然无存，这位执事的情绪又不好了。回到了济贫院，奥利弗被带去见董事会的人。十个体态臃肿、肥头大耳的人围坐在一张桌子周围，他站在他们面前。

“小子，你叫什么名字？”其中一个长着滚圆红脸的特别胖的人问道。

奥利弗被眼前这么多的人给吓哭了。

“你哭什么？”

执事在奥利弗的背上揍了一下，当然这一下使他哭得更厉害了。

“他是个傻子。”一位董事大声说。

“你知道你没有父母，是和那些孤儿一起长大的吗？”第一位先生说。

“我知道，先生。”奥利弗伤心地回答道。

“这孩子哭什么？”另外那位先生莫名其妙地问。

“你是到这儿来受教育的，”那个胖子接着说，“所以从明天早晨六点钟起，你得在这儿干活。”

奥利弗又从这儿被带到了一间大屋子里。他躺在屋里一张粗糙的木板床上，哭着哭着就睡着了。

济贫院里男孩子们吃饭的地方是一间有石板墙石板地的大屋子，在屋子的一头，管事的和两位女佣负责给孩子们打饭。其实这一日三餐顿顿只是一碗稀粥，只有在星期天才加一片面包。孩子们把碗里的东西吃得一干二净，还是饥肠辘辘。他们的碗根本不用刷洗。孩子们用勺子把碗刮得锃亮。这样缓慢的挨饿持续了三个月后，一天，一个男孩跟别的男孩子说他太饿了，没准哪天晚上他会吃了睡在他边上的人。他那饥饿得发狂的眼神让别的男孩无法不相信他的话。经过长时间的商量，他们决定必须有一个人在当天晚饭后，去请求多给点儿吃的。结果，奥利弗被选中了。

天黑了，开晚饭了，没有几秒钟，孩子们的碗就又一干二净了。奥利弗站了起来，手里捧着碗，心惊胆战地朝管事的走了过去。由于极度饥饿，他横下了一条心。

“劳驾，先生。我还想要一点儿。”

管事的是一个脑满肠肥的壮汉，但他一下子显得大吃一惊，脸都白了。他惊讶地看着站在他面前的这个小男孩。这时屋里鸦雀无声。

“什么？”他终于回过味来，用无力的声音问道。

“劳驾，先生，”奥利弗又说了一遍，“我还想要一点儿。”

管事的用盛粥的勺子向奥利弗打去，过后又抓住他的胳膊大声地叫唤着执事。执事马上赶来了，得知了这件可怕的事，并立即跑去向董事会汇报。

“他想要更多的饭吃？”董事会头号大胖子利姆金斯先生震惊地问，“班布尔——难道真是这样吗？”

“这孩子将来是要上绞刑架的！”起初说奥利弗是个傻子的那位先生嚷嚷着，“你就看我说得对不对吧。”

奥利弗被带走，锁在一间屋子里。董事会宣布，谁把这孩子领去干活，谁就会得到奖赏。


2
Oliver's first job

Oliver stayed a prisoner alone in the dark room for a week. He cried bitterly all day, and when the long night came, he spread his little hands over his eyes to shut out the darkness, and tried to sleep. He was given freezing water to wash with, and was beaten daily by Mr Bumble in front of all the other boys in the hall, as a warning to them.

One day Mr Bumble met the local undertaker, Mr Sowerberry, outside the workhouse.

'Do you know anybody who wants to train a boy for work, Mr Sowerberry?' Mr Bumble pointed at the notice on the wall above him, which offered five pounds to anybody who would take Oliver Twist for work.

Mr Sowerberry rubbed his chin and thought for a while. 'I pay enough for the poor with my taxes,' he said, 'so why shouldn't I be able to make use of them in my work? Yes, I'll take the boy myself.'

And so the board agreed to send Oliver to work for the undertaker. The necessary papers were signed. Oliver's small possessions were put into a brown paper parcel, and he was led to Mr Sowerberry's house by Mr Bumble. As they walked along, tears began to run down Oliver's face.

'What is it this time?' asked Mr Bumble impatiently. 'Don't be so ungrateful. This gentleman is going to look after you.'

'It's just that I'm so lonely, sir!' said the child. 'Everybody hates me. Please don't be angry with me, sir!'

Even Mr Bumble felt a little pity. He coughed, told Oliver to dry his eyes and be a good boy, and walked on with him in silence.

The undertaker had just finished work for the day when Mr Bumble entered his shop.

'Here, I've brought the boy,' said the beadle.

Oliver bowed to the undertaker, who raised his candle to get a better view of the boy. 'Mrs Sowerberry,' he called, 'come and have a look.'

His wife, a short, thin woman with a disagreeable face, came out to see. 'He's very small,' she said immediately.

'He is,' agreed Mr Bumble, 'but he'll grow, Mrs Sowerberry.'

'Yes,' she said crossly, 'when he eats our food. Go on, get downstairs.' She pushed Oliver downstairs into a damp, dark kitchen, and called to the girl working down there. 'Here, Charlotte, give this boy some meat that the dog left — if he thinks it's good enough for him.'

Oliver tore the meat to pieces with his teeth as if he were a wild animal. Mrs Sowerberry watched him in silent horror, already thinking about her future food bills, then took him upstairs to the shop.

'You'll sleep here, among the coffins,' she said.

Oliver stared around the dark, airless shop at the coffins, some finished, some only half-made. He trembled at the thought of ghosts. His bed was a small hole in the floor, and looked very like a grave.

But it was not only the room that depressed Oliver. He felt very lonely, with no friends and no one to care for him. As he lay on the bed, he found himself wishing that it really was his grave.

The next morning he was woken up by someone kicking at the shop door.

'Open the door, will you?' shouted a voice through the keyhole.

'Yes, sir.'

'I suppose you're the new boy,' said the voice through the keyhole. 'How old are you?'

'Ten, sir.'

'Then I'll hit you when I get in,' said the voice.

Oliver was experienced enough to know that the promise was probably true. He opened the door with a shaking hand, then looked up and down the street. All he could see was a large boy wearing the uniform of one of the charity schools, where the children of the very poor used to go.

'Did you want a coffin?' asked Oliver, innocently.

The charity-boy looked at him fiercely. 'You'll be needing a coffin soon, Workhouse, if you make jokes like that! I'm Mister Noah Claypole, and you're working under me. Now, hurry up and open the curtains!' As he said this, he kicked Oliver and entered the shop. He was a big, clumsy boy of about fourteen, with a large head and very small eyes. Added to these attractions were a red nose and dirty yellow trousers.

The boys went down to breakfast, which the girl Charlotte had made for them. She gave an extra piece of meat to Noah, then told Oliver to hurry up as it was his job to look after the shop.

'Did you hear that, Workhouse?' shouted Noah.

'He heard, Noah,' said Charlotte. 'Leave him alone.'

'Why?' asked Noah. 'All his relations have already left him alone. His mother and father aren't going to interfere with him!' Charlotte and Noah both started laughing loudly. Oliver sat alone in the corner, eating old bits of bread.

Noah was a charity-boy, but not a workhouse orphan; he at least knew who his parents were. But for a long time all the local shop-boys had insulted him because he wore the uniform of a charity-boy. Now fortune had brought him a creature in an even lower position in society than himself. Noah intended to repay to Oliver every insult he had ever received, and to make the new boy's life a misery.

After a few weeks, Mr Sowerberry decided that he liked Oliver's appearance enough to train him in the undertaking business. Oliver's permanent expression of sadness was very suitable, the undertaker thought, for collecting dead bodies from houses and accompanying the coffins to funerals.

One day Mr Bumble came to tell them about a woman who had died in an extremely poor part of the town, and Sowerberry and Oliver went to collect the body. They went down dirty narrow streets where the houses on either side were tall and large, but very old. Some of the houses were almost falling down, and had to be supported by huge blocks of wood. The area was so poor that even the dead rats in the street looked as though they had died of hunger.

They found the right house, and climbed the dark stairs to a miserable little room. Some children watched them from the shadows as they entered. Something lay beneath a blanket on the floor in one corner. A man and an old woman stood near the body. Oliver was afraid to look at them. With their thin faces and sharp teeth, they looked like the rats he had seen outside.

As Sowerberry began to measure the body for a coffin, the man knelt on the floor and cried out, 'She starved to death, I tell you! That's why she died!' He fell to the floor, and all the children behind him started to cry. Sowerberry and Oliver, their work done, left as fast as they could.

They returned the next day with the coffin and four men from the workhouse who were to carry it. The man and the old woman followed the coffin to the church, and waited silently by the grave for the priest to arrive. When at last he came, he hurried through the burial prayers, and as quickly as possible (it was only a job, after all) the coffin was put into the ground. At this point the husband, who had not moved once during his wife's burial — not even during the long wait for the priest — suddenly fainted to the ground and had to have cold water thrown over him.

'So how did you like it, Oliver?' asked Sowerberry later, as they walked home.

'Not very much, sir,' Oliver answered truthfully.

'You'll get used to it, my boy.'

Oliver wondered how long that would take, and remained silent all the way back to the shop, thinking about everything that he had seen and heard.



bitterly adv. sadly. 痛苦地。

undertaker n. one whose business is to prepare the dead for burial or cremation and manage funerals. 承办殡葬者。

possession n. sth possessed; property. 所有物；财产。

bow v. bend the head or body as a sign of respect or as a greeting, etc. 鞠躬。

crossly adv. in a bad-tempered manner. 坏脾气地。

damp adj. having some moisture (in or on). 潮湿的。

coffin n. box or case for a dead person to be placed in and then buried. 棺材。

ghost n. spirit of a dead person appearing to sb still living. 鬼。

grave n. hole dug in the ground for a corpse. 墓穴。

charity n. kindness in giving help to the poor. 慈善。

innocent adj. knowing nothing of evil or wrong. 天真无邪的。

curtain n. piece of cloth or lace hung up at a window or door. 窗帘。

clumsy adj. heavy and ungraceful in movement or construction. 笨拙的。

interfere v. come into opposition．妨碍。

insult v. speak or act in a way that hurts a person's feelings or dignity 侮辱。

extremely adv. to a very high degree. 极端地。

shadow n. area of shade, dark shape, thrown on the ground, etc by sth which cuts off the direct rays of light. 阴影。

beneath prep. below, under (neath). 在……下面。

remain v. continue to be 依然。

silent adj. saying little or nothing. 沉默的。


2　奥利弗的第一个工作

[image: alt]

奥利弗单独一人在小黑屋里被关了一星期。他整天都伤心地流泪，每当漫长的黑夜来临，他就用两只小手捂住眼睛，来驱走黑暗，力求入睡。每天他只能用带着冰碴的水洗脸。为了杀一儆百，奥利弗每天要当着其他孩子的面挨班布尔先生一顿毒打。

一天，班布尔先生在济贫院外面遇见了当地的棺材店老板索尔贝里先生。

“索尔贝里先生，您知道谁想要带个学徒吗？”班布尔指着墙上方的一个通告说。上面写着，愿意领走奥利弗·特威斯特去干活的人可以得到五英镑的奖金。

索尔贝里先生摸着下巴想了一会儿。“我纳不少的税金养活穷人，干吗不让他们去为我干活呢？对，我领走这孩子。”

这样，董事会同意让棺材店老板领走奥利弗去干活。必要的手续都办理了，奥利弗仅有的一点东西放在一个小牛皮纸包里。他由班布尔先生带着去了索尔贝里先生家。他们一面走着，奥利弗一面又泪流满面。

“这回又怎么了？”班布尔先生不耐烦地问，“别那么不识好人心，这位先生会照顾你的。”

“我感到太孤单了，先生！”这孩子说，“人人都讨厌我。请别生我的气，先生！”

连班布尔先生也有点可怜他了。他咳了一声，嘱咐奥利弗擦干眼泪，要当个乖孩子。然后两人便径直朝前走着，谁也不吭声了。

班布尔先生走进铺子时，棺材店老板刚忙完一天的活计。

“瞧！孩子我给您送来了。”执事说。

奥利弗朝着店老板鞠了一躬。索尔贝里先生举起蜡烛台打量着奥利弗，嘴里喊着：“太太，快来看看。”

他的妻子是个瘦小枯干、面目可憎的女人。她走出来看了一眼，马上说：“他太小了。”

“是的，”班布尔先生说，“可他还会长的，索尔贝里太太。”

“那倒是，”她不痛快地说，“他吃了我们家的饭是会长大的。走，下楼去。”她连推带搡地把奥利弗推进了一间潮湿黑暗的厨房里，并朝着在那儿干活的女孩子说：“喂，夏洛特，把狗吃剩的肉给这孩子吃点——如果他不嫌弃的话。”

奥利弗像野兽一样用牙撕啃着肉。索尔贝里太太目瞪口呆地看着他，心里已经在想着她往后的伙食负担了。过后，她又把他带到楼上的铺面里。

“你就睡在这些棺材中间。”她说。

奥利弗呆呆地环顾四周。原来这是一间黑暗、闷气的作坊，里面放着一些做好了和正在做着的棺材。看着这些，他满脑子都是鬼怪，不由得毛骨悚然。他睡在地板上一个狭小的洞里，看上去真像个墓穴。

使奥利弗沮丧的不仅仅是这个住处。他感到非常孤独，没有朋友，没人关心他。他躺在床上时，发现自己真希望就是躺在墓穴里了。

第二天一大早，他被店门口一阵踢门声惊醒。

“开开门，好吗？”有人透过钥匙孔喊道。

“就来，先生。”

“你大概就是新来的学徒吧？”从钥匙孔里传进来的声音问道，“你多大了？”

“十岁了，先生。”

“那么我进去就揍你一顿。”那声音接着说。

奥利弗很有经验，认为他很可能真的说到做到。他用颤抖的手打开了门，然后，来回扫视了一下街面，只看见一个穿着一家慈善学校制服的大个子男孩。慈善学校是穷人家孩子上的学校。

“您要棺材吗？”奥利弗无知地问。

这个慈善学校的男孩凶狠地看着他。“你才马上要用棺材了。如果你是那么开玩笑的话，我就管你叫济贫院！我是诺厄·克莱普尔先生，你是在我手下干活的。现在，马上打开帘子！”他说着，抬腿朝奥利弗踢了一脚，然后走进了铺子。他大约十四岁，大块头，笨手笨脚的，一个大脑袋上长了一双很小的眼睛。除了这些非凡品貌以外，他还有一个红鼻子和一条脏兮兮的黄裤子。

两个男孩到楼下去吃那个叫做夏洛特的姑娘为他们准备好的早饭。她多给了诺厄一块肉，然后又让奥利弗快点吃，因为照看铺子是他的事。

“你听见了吗，济贫院？”诺厄嚷嚷道。

“他听见了，诺厄。”夏洛特说，“别管他。”

“为什么？”诺厄问道，“他的亲戚早就不管他了。他父母亲再也不会来烦他了！”夏洛特和诺厄两人都大声笑了起来，奥利弗独自坐在角落里吃着一点剩面包。

诺厄是个慈善学校的男孩，但并不是济贫院里的孤儿；他起码还知道自己的父母是谁。但就因为他穿着慈善学校的制服，有好长时间当地店铺里的男孩子们都侮辱他。这一次运气给他带来了一个比他社会地位更低下的家伙。诺厄决定要把以往所受的凌辱都转送给奥利弗，让这新来的男孩没有好日子过。

几星期之后，索尔贝里先生看够了奥利弗，决定要训练他去做殡仪生意。因为奥利弗老是一副苦相，棺材店老板认为他很合适做这件事，他想让他到死者家里搬运尸体和陪伴棺柩到墓地去。

一天，班布尔先生来告诉他们，有一位住在本镇贫民区的女人死了。索尔贝里先生和奥利弗去收尸，他们沿着肮脏狭窄的街道朝前走着，路两边的房屋都是又高又大，但过于陈旧了。有些房屋几乎要倒塌了，不得不用粗大的圆木支撑着。这个地方太穷了，连路上的死老鼠好像都是饿死的。

他们找到了死者的家，爬上黑暗的楼梯，走进了一个破破烂烂的小屋。几个孩子从黑影里看着他们走进来。在屋子一角的地上，一条毯子蒙着什么东西，旁边站着一个男人和一个老妇。奥利弗害怕看他们，他们面孔削瘦，牙齿尖锐，看起来就像他在外面街上看到的老鼠。

索尔贝里先生开始量尸体，看需要多大的棺材。站在旁边的男人跪在地上，大声地喊了起来：“她是活活给饿死的呀！我告诉你，她就是为这个死的！”他倒在地上，身后的孩子们都哭了起来。索尔贝里和奥利弗忙完了活计，就赶快离开了。

第二天，他们送来了棺材，一起来的还有四个从济贫院来抬棺材的人。那个男人和老妇跟在棺材的后面来到了教堂，默默地站在墓穴旁等着牧师的到来。牧师终于来了，他匆忙地主持了葬礼的祈祷仪式（毕竟这只是一种活计）。棺材尽可能快地放进了墓穴，就在这时，这位在妻子葬礼中一直一动不动的丈夫——即使在长时间等待牧师时也不曾动一下——晕倒在地上了。人们不得不在他的脸上洒了一些凉水。

“奥利弗，你感觉怎么样？”事后，索尔贝里在往家走的路上问。

“感觉不太好，先生。”奥利弗如实说道。

“你会习惯的，孩子。”

奥利弗不知道这需要多长时间，在回铺子去的路上他一直一声不吭，回想着自己所见所闻的一切。


3
Oliver goes to London

Oliver was now officially an undertaker's assistant. It was a good, sickly time of year, and coffins were selling well. Oliver gained a lot of experience in a short time, and was interested to see how brave some people were after a death in the family. During funerals for some rich people, for example, he saw that the people who had cried the loudest in church usually recovered the fastest afterwards. He noticed how in other wealthy families the wife or the husband often seemed quite cheerful and calm despite the recent death — just as if nothing had happened. Oliver was very surprised to see all this, and greatly admired them for controlling their sadness so well.

He was treated badly by most of the people around him. Noah was jealous because Oliver went out to burials while he was left back in the shop, so he treated him even worse than before. Charlotte treated him badly because Noah did. And Mrs Sowerberry was his enemy because Mr Sowerberry was supposed to be his friend.

One day something happened which might seem unimportant, but which had a great effect on Oliver's future. Noah was in a particularly bad mood one dinnertime, and so he tried to make Oliver cry by hitting him, pulling his hair, and calling him horrible names. This was all unsuccessful, so he he tried personal insults.

'Workhouse, how's your mother?' he asked.

'She's dead,' replied Oliver, his face going red with emotion.

Noah hoped that Oliver was going to cry, so he continued. 'What did she die of, Workhouse?'

'Of a broken heart, I was told.' And a tear rolled down Oliver's cheek.

'Why are you crying, Workhouse?'

Oliver remained silent, and Noah grew braver. 'You know, I feel very sorry for you, Workhouse, but the truth is your mother was a wicked woman.'

Oliver seemed suddenly to wake up. 'What did you say?'

'She was so bad it was lucky she died, or she would have ended up in prison, or hung.'

His face bright red with anger, Oliver jumped up, seized Noah's throat, and shook the older boy so violently that his teeth nearly fell out. Then he hit him with all his strength and knocked him to the ground.

'He'll murder me!' screamed Noah. 'Charlotte! Help! Oliver's gone mad —'

Charlotte and Mrs Sowerberry ran in and screamed in horror. They took hold of Oliver and began to beat him. Then Noah got up and started to kick him from behind. When they were all tired, they forced Oliver, who was still fighting and shouting, into the cellar and locked it.

Mrs Sowerberry sat down, breathing heavily. 'He's like a wild animal!' she said. 'We could all have been murdered in our beds!'

'I hope Mr Sowerberry doesn't take any more of these dreadful creatures from the workhouse,' said Charlotte. 'Poor Noah was nearly killed!' Mrs Sowerberry looked at Noah sympathetically.

Noah, who was twice Oliver's size, pretended to rub tears from his eyes.

'What shall we do?' cried Mrs Sowerberry. 'He'll kick that door down in ten minutes.' They could hear Oliver banging and kicking at the cellar door. 'Noah — run and get Mr Bumble.'

So Noah ran through the streets as quickly as he could to fetch the beadle. When he reached the workhouse, he waited for a minute to make sure his face was suitably tearful and frightened.

As soon as Mr Bumble came out, Noah cried, 'Mr Bumble! Mr Bumble! It's Oliver Twist, sir. He's become violent. He tried to murder me, sir! And Charlotte, and Mrs Sowerberry as well.'

Mr Bumble was shocked and angry. 'Did he? I'll come up there immediately and beat him with my stick.'

When he arrived at the shop, Oliver was still kicking wildly at the cellar door.

'Let me out!' he shouted from the cellar, when he heard Mr Bumble's voice. 'I'm not afraid of you!'

Mr Bumble stopped for a moment, amazed and even rather frightened by this change in Oliver. Then he said to Mrs Sowerberry, 'It's the meat that's caused this, you know.'

'What?'

'Meat, madam. You've fed him too well here. Back in the workhouse this would never have happened.'

'I knew I was too generous to him,' said Mrs Sowerberry, raising her eyes to the ceiling.

At that moment Mr Sowerberry returned and, hearing what had happened (according to the ladies), he beat Oliver so hard that even Mr Bumble and Mrs Sowerberry were satisfied. Mr Sowerberry was not a cruel man, but he had no choice. He knew. that if he didn't punish Oliver, his wife would never forgive him.




That night, alone in the room with the coffins, Oliver cried bitter, lonely tears. He did not sleep, and very early in the morning, before anyone was awake, he quietly unlocked the shop door and left the house. He ran up the street and through the town as far as the main road, where he saw a sign that told him it was just seventy miles from there to London. The name London gave the boy an idea. That huge place! Nobody, not even Mr Bumble, could ever find him there! He had heard old men in the workhouse say it was a good place for brave boys, and that there was always work there for those that wanted it. It would be the best place for him. He jumped to his feet and walked forward again.

But after only four miles he began to realize just how far he would have to walk. He stopped to think about it. He had a piece of bread, a rough shirt, two pairs of socks and a penny. But he could not see how these would help him get to London any faster, so he continued walking.

He walked twenty miles that day. The only thing he had to eat was his piece of bread and some water which he begged from houses near the road. He slept the first night in a field, feeling lonely, tired, cold and hungry. He was even hungrier the next morning when he woke up, and he had to buy some more bread with his penny. That day he walked only twelve miles. His legs were so weak that they shook beneath him.

The next day he tried to beg for money, but large signs in some villages warned him that anyone caught begging would be sent to prison. Travellers on the road refused to give him money; they said he was a lazy young dog and didn't deserve anything. Farmers threatened to send their dogs after him. When he waited outside pubs, the pub-owners chased him away because they thought he had come to steal something. Only two people were kind enough to feed him: an old woman and a gate-keeper on the road. If they had not given him some food, he surely would have died like his mother.

Early on the seventh morning of his journey, Oliver finally reached the little town of Barnet, just outside London. Exhausted, he sat down at the side of the road. His feet were bleeding and he was covered in dust. He was too tired even to beg. Then he noticed that a boy, who had passed him a few minutes before, had returned, and was now looking at him carefully from the opposite side of the road. After a long time the boy crossed the road and said to Oliver,

'Hello! What's the matter then?'

The boy was about Oliver's age, but was one of the strangest-looking people he had ever seen. He had a dirty, ordinary boy's face, but he behaved as if he were an adult. He was short for his age and had little, sharp, ugly eyes. His hat was stuck on top of his head but it looked as though it would blow off at any minute. He wore a man's coat which reached almost down to his feet, with sleeves so long that his hands were completely covered.

'I'm very tired and hungry,' answered Oliver, almost crying. 'I've been walking for a week.'

'A week! The magistrate's order, was it?'

'The magistrate? What's that?'

'A magistrate's a kind of judge,' explained the surprised young gentleman. He realized Oliver did not have much experience of the world. 'Never mind that. You want some food,' he went on. 'I haven't got much money but don't worry — I'll pay.'

The boy helped Oliver to his feet, and took him to a pub. Meat, bread, and beer were placed before Oliver, and his new friend urged him to satisfy his hunger. While Oliver was eating, the strange boy looked at him from time to time with great attention.

'Going to London?' he asked him finally.

'Yes.'

'Got anywhere to live?'

'No.'

'Money?'

'No.'

The strange boy whistled, and put his arms into his pockets as far as the big coat sleeves would allow him. 'I suppose you want to sleep somewhere tonight, don't you?'

'I do,' replied Oliver. 'I haven't slept under a roof since I started my journey.'

'Well, don't worry. I've got to be in London tonight, and I know a very nice old gentleman there who'll let you live in his place and not even ask you for money!'

Oliver was deeply grateful for this offer of shelter and talked for a long time with his new friend. His name was Jack Dawkins, but he was usually called 'The Artful Dodger'. 'Artful' because he was very clever at getting what he wanted; and 'Dodger' because he was very good at not getting caught when he did something wrong. When he heard this, Oliver felt rather doubtful about having such a friend. However, he wanted first to meet the kind old gentleman in London, who would help him. After that, he could decide whether to continue the friendship with the Artful Dodger.



assistant n. helper. 助手。

sickly adj. frequently ill. 多病的。

wealthy adj. rich. 富有的。

admire v. have a high regard for. 赞赏。

recover v. get back to a former state of health, mental condition, etc. 恢复以前的健康、心理状况等。

emotion n. stirring up, excitement, of the mind or the feelings. （心情或感情的）激动。

wicked adj. bad; wrong; immoral. 坏的；不道德的。

murder v. kill a human being unlawfully and on purpose. 谋杀。

cellar n. underground room for storing coal, wine, etc. 地窖。

creature n. living animal. 畜牲。

sympathetically adv. in a manner of feeling pity and tenderness. 同情地。

pretend v. make oneself appear to be doing sth to deceive others. 佯装。

bang v. hit violently. 猛击。

generous adj. giving, ready to give, freely. 慷慨的。

satisfy v. make contented. 使满意。

forgive v. no longer have hard feelings towards sb. 原谅。

huge adj. very great. 巨大的。

lazy adj. unwilling to work. 懒惰的。

pub n. public house. 酒馆。

chase v. run after in order to capture, kill, overtake or drive away. 驱逐。

exhaust v. use up completely. 用尽：耗尽。

bleed v. lose, send out, blood. 流血。

blow v. (of the wind) cause to move. （指风）刮走。

magistrate n. civil officer acting as a judge in the lowest courts. 地方法官。

urge v. request earnestly. 力劝。

whistle v. blowing through the rounded lips. 吹口哨。

roof n. top covering of a building, tent, etc. （建筑物等）顶。

shelter n. sth that gives safety or protection. 避难所。

dodger n. person who dodges, especially an artful or cunning person. 狡猾的逃避者。


3　奥利弗到伦敦去
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奥利弗现已是棺材店老板的正式助理，这一年年景很好，疾病成灾，棺材生意兴旺。在不长的时间里他就积累了许多经验。他很有兴趣地发现有些人在家里死了人时表现得沉着勇敢。比如说，他发现在一些有钱人的葬礼上，在教堂里哭声最大的人往往都是事后恢复最快的人。他注意到，还有一些富人家，尽管刚刚死了人，但无论死者的妻子还是丈夫，都显得轻松愉快、镇定自若——好像什么都没发生过一样。奥利弗对这些感到不可理解，对他们能很好地克制悲伤不流露于外佩服极了。

他身边的人大都待他极不好。诺厄十分妒忌奥利弗，因为他能出去参加葬礼，而自己却被留在店铺里，所以比以前更加残酷地对待他。夏洛特对他不好，是因为诺厄对他坏。索尔贝里太太跟他是对头，是因为她认为索尔贝里先生是他的朋友。

一天，发生了一件本来看起来好像不很重要的事，可这事对奥利弗的未来却产生了很大的影响。晚餐时，诺厄的心情特别不好，他成心想弄哭奥利弗，就打他，揪他的头发，用各种坏话骂他，但这都无济于事。他便对他进行人格侮辱。

“济贫院，你妈妈呢？”他问道。

“她死了。”奥利弗回答说，由于感情激动，他的脸变红了。

诺厄想让奥利弗哭出来，就接着问：“她是怎么死的，济贫院？”

“有人告诉我她是伤心死的。”一颗泪珠从奥利弗的脸上滚落下来。

“你怎么哭了，济贫院？”

奥利弗不吭声，诺厄胆子大了，更加得寸进尺：“你知道我很同情你，济贫院，但你妈妈其实是个坏女人。”

奥利弗好像猛一激灵。“你说什么？”

“她太坏了，所以死了倒是件好事，否则她最后会被关进监狱或处以绞刑的。”

奥利弗的脸由于气愤而涨得通红。他猛地跳了起来，一把掐住诺厄的喉咙，拼命地摇着那大孩子，差点儿把他的牙齿都摇掉了。接着，他使出全身的力气一拳将他打倒在地。

“他会弄死我的！”诺厄尖声叫喊着，“夏洛特！救命！奥利弗疯了——”

夏洛特和索尔贝里太太跑了进来，害怕得尖叫起来。他们抓住奥利弗拳脚相加。这时诺厄才从地上爬了起来，从背后抬脚猛踢他。直到他们都打累了，他们才将仍在反抗的奥利弗推进地下室，锁了起来。

索尔贝里太太坐下来，喘着粗气说：“他简直像头野兽！我们都有可能被他害死在床上。”

“我真不希望索尔贝里先生再从济贫院里带来这种可怕的东西，”夏洛特说，“可怜的诺厄差点儿被掐死！”索尔贝里太太表示同情地看着诺厄。

诺厄是奥利弗身材的两倍，这会儿他正假装擦着眼泪。

“我们该怎么办？”索尔贝里太太叫喊着，“用不了十分钟他就会把那扇门踢破的。”他们能听见地下室里奥利弗咚咚的敲门踹门声。“诺厄——快去把班布尔先生找来。”

诺厄尽可能快地跑着，穿过了几条街道，去叫执事。他来到了济贫院，先在外面站了一会儿，好确实做到自己的脸上有适当的泪痕和害怕的样子。

班布尔先生从屋里一出来，诺厄就喊了起来：“班布尔先生！班布尔先生！又是奥利弗·特威斯特闹事了。他动手打人，想弄死我，先生！还想害死夏洛特和索尔贝里太太。”

班布尔先生大为震惊，他非常生气。“是吗？我立刻就去，我要用我的手杖狠狠地揍他。”

他来到棺材店时，奥利弗还在发疯似地踹着地下室的门。

“让我出去！”他听到了班布尔先生的声音时，在地下室叫喊着，“我不怕你！”

班布尔先生稍稍站了一会儿，他对奥利弗的变化很吃惊，甚至很有点害怕。然后他对索尔贝里太太说：“这就是肉食造成的结果，你知道。”

“什么？”

“肉，太太，你这里给他吃得太好了。在济贫院里是从来不会发生这种事的。”

“我知道我对他是太厚道了。”索尔贝里太太抬起眼睛看着天花板，说道。

就在这时，索尔贝里先生从外面回来了，他知道了发生的一切（是从女人们的嘴里听说的），就狠狠地打了奥利弗一顿，以至于班布尔先生和索尔贝里太太都感到满意了。索尔贝里先生不是个狠心的人，可他没有别的办法，他很清楚，假如他不惩罚奥利弗，他老婆是不会饶过他的。




那天晚上，一个人呆在棺材房里，奥利弗哭了，流下了辛酸、孤单的眼泪。他一夜没睡，第二天一大早，趁着还没有一个人起床，便轻轻地打开了铺子的门，离开了这座房子。他沿街道跑下去，尽快地穿过镇子，直走到大路上。他看见一块牌子上写着“此地距伦敦七十英里整”。伦敦这个地名使这个孩子产生了一个念头。那是个极大的地方！在那儿没人能找到他，就连班布尔先生也找不到！在济贫院里他听老人们说过，那是个勇敢的孩子去的好地方，而且在那儿很容易找到事做。对他来说那将是最好的去处。他一跃而起，朝前走去。

但是刚刚走了四英里，他已开始意识到他还有多么长的路要走。他停下脚步，想了想这件事。他身边有一块面包、一件粗布衫、两双袜子和一便士。他看不出这些东西怎么能帮他更快地到达伦敦。于是，他继续往前走去。

那一天，他走了二十英里，只吃了身边的那块面包，喝了点儿从路边人家讨来的水。第一天晚上他睡在了野地里，孤单、疲劳、寒冷、饥饿一起向他袭来。第二天早晨醒来，他更加饥饿难耐，不得不拿出仅有的一便士买了点儿面包。这一天他只走了十二英里，他的两条腿软弱无力，不停地瑟瑟发抖。

第三天，他不得不乞讨小钱了。但在一些村子，他能看到大的牌子，上面写着警告说，任何乞讨的人，一旦抓住后，将被送进监狱。路上的行人拒绝给他钱；他们说他是一条小懒狗，不应得到任何东西。农夫们威胁说要放出狗来追他。他站在小酒店外面时，酒店老板也要赶他走，因为他们认为他是来偷东西的。只有两个好心人给了他东西吃：一位老妇和一个路上的看门人。如果不是他们给他东西吃，他肯定会像他母亲一样死去的。

在旅途的第七天清早，奥利弗终于到达了伦敦附近一个叫巴尼特的小镇子。他精疲力竭地坐在路边，两只脚流着血，浑身上下沾满了尘土。由于过度疲劳，他连乞讨的劲儿都没有了，这时，他注意到有一个男孩几分钟之前从他身边走过，这会儿又折了回来，站在马路的对面仔细打量着他。过了好一会儿，这男孩穿过马路，向他走来，说：

“喂！怎么回事？”

这男孩跟奥利弗年龄相仿，但奥利弗从未见过像他这样样子奇怪的人。他长着一张普通男孩的肮脏的脸，可他的一举一动跟大人一样。他比实际年龄要矮一点儿，一双贼溜溜的眯缝眼很难看。他的帽子就搁在脑袋顶上，看上去随时有可能被风吹掉。他身上穿了一件大人的外衣，衣服几乎拖到了脚背上。衣袖很长，几乎将他的两只手全盖在里面。

“我又累又饿，”奥利弗几乎是哭着回答说，“我走了整整一星期的路了。”

“一星期！是治安推事的命令吗？”

“治安推事，是什么？”

“治安推事是一种法官。”那位感到惊讶的年轻先生解释说。他明白了奥利弗涉世不深，没有多少经验。“别去管那些了。你现在需要吃点东西。”他接着说，“我身上没多少钱，但是别担心——我会付钱的。”

这个男孩扶奥利弗站起来，带他走进一家小酒馆。肉、面包和啤酒摆在了奥利弗面前。他的新朋友催他快解除饥饿。奥利弗吃东西时，这个陌生的男孩不时注意地盯着他看。

“去伦敦吗？”他最后问。

“是的。”

“有地方住吗？”

“没有。”

“有钱吗？”

“没有。”

这陌生的男孩吹了声口哨，将两只手插进了衣袋里，直到宽大的衣袖挡住不能再插进去为止。“我想你今儿晚上得找个睡觉的地儿，是不是？”

“是的。”奥利弗回答说，“这一路上我从来没在屋顶下睡过觉。”

“别担心，今儿晚上我也得去伦敦。我认识那儿一个非常好的老先生，他会让你住在他那儿的，而且不要你的钱！”

奥利弗对他能提供栖身之处深为感激，同他的新朋友聊了很长时间。他叫杰克·道金斯，可人们都叫他“插翅神偷”。叫“神偷”是因为他能灵巧地得到他想要的东西；而“插翅”则是指他做了坏事时，善于及时逃脱不被抓获。奥利弗听到这儿，对有这样一个朋友感到拿不定主意。不管怎样，他先要见见在伦敦的这位好心的、会帮助他的老先生，之后再决定是否与插翅神偷继续他们的朋友关系。


4
Oliver in London

For some reason the Dodger did not want to enter London during daylight, so it was nearly eleven o'clock at night when they got near the centre. Oliver had never seen a dirtier or more miserable place. The streets in this district were narrow and muddy, and there were terrible smells everywhere. Children wandered around even at this time of night, in and out of the many shops, playing and screaming. The pubs were full of people fighting, and big, evil-looking men stood in doorways or at dark corners. Oliver almost wanted to run away, but just then the Dodger pushed open a door and pulled Oliver into a dark hall.

'Who's there?' a voice cried out.

'It's me,' said the Dodger. The faint light of a candle appeared in the hall.

'Who's the other one?'

'A new friend.'

They went up some dark and broken stairs. Oliver could hardly see where he was going, but the Dodger seemed to know the way, and helped Oliver up. They entered a room with walls that were black with age and dirt. In front of the fire was a table with a candle stuck into a bottle of beer, and an old man, with a horribly ugly face and red hair, stood next to the fire cooking. He was wearing a dirty old coat and seemed to divide his attention between his cooking and a number of silk handkerchieves, which were hanging near the fire. There were several rough beds in the room. Four or five boys, about the same age as the Artful Dodger, sat round the table, smoking and drinking like middle-aged men. They all looked up when the Dodger and Oliver entered.

'This is him, Fagin,' the Dodger said to the old man. 'My friend Oliver Twist.'

Fagin smiled and shook Oliver's hand. Then all the young gentlemen came up to him and shook both his hands very hard, especially the hand which held his few possessions. One of the boys was particularly kind. He even put his hands in Oliver's pockets so that Oliver would not have to empty them himself when he went to bed. The boys would probably have been even more helpful, but Fagin hit them on their heads and shoulders until they left Oliver alone.

'We're very glad to see you, Oliver,' said Fagin. 'I see you're staring at the handkerchieves, my dear. Aren't there a lot? We've just taken them all out to wash them, that's all! Ha! Ha! Ha!'

This seemed to be a joke, as the old gentleman and all his young friends gave loud shouts of laughter. Then supper began. Oliver ate his share of the food and was then given a glass of gin-and-water. Fagin told him to drink it fast. Immediately afterwards, Oliver felt himself lifted onto one of the beds and he sank into a deep sleep.

When he woke, it was late morning. Fagin was the only other person in the room, and he was boiling coffee in a pan. When the coffee was done, he turned towards Oliver and looked closely at the boy. Oliver was only just awake and his eyes were half-closed, so he seemed to be still fast asleep. Fagin then locked the door and from a hidden hole in the floor, he took out a small box, which he placed carefully on the table. His eyes shone as he opened it and took out a gold watch covered in jewels.

'Aah!' he said to himself. 'What fine men they were! Loyal to the end. They never told the priest where the jewels were. Nor about old Fagin. Not even at the very end. And why should they? It was already too late. It wouldn't have stopped the rope going round their necks!'

Fagin took out at least six more watches, as well as rings and bracelets and many other valuable pieces of jewellery. He looked at them with pleasure, then replaced them. 'What a good thing hanging is!' he murmured. 'Dead men can never talk, or betray old friends!'

At that moment he looked up and saw Oliver watching him. He closed the lid of the box with a loud crash, and picked up a bread knife from the table. 'Why are you watching me? What have you seen? Tell me — quick!'

'I couldn't sleep any longer, sir,' said Oliver, terrified. 'I'm very sorry.'

'You weren't awake an hour ago?' Fagin asked fiercely, still holding the knife.

'I promise I wasn't, sir,' replied Oliver.

'Don't worry, my dear,' Fagin said, putting down the knife and becoming once again the kind old gentleman. He laughed. 'I only tried to frighten you, my dear. You're a brave boy, Oliver! And did you see any of the pretty things?'

'Yes, sir.'

'Ah,' said Fagin, turning rather pale. 'They — they're mine, Oliver. All I have, in my old age.'

Oliver wondered why the old man lived in such an old, dirty place, when he had so many watches, but then he thought that it must cost Fagin a lot of money to look after the Dodger and the other boys. So he said nothing, and got up and washed. When he turned towards Fagin, the box had disappeared.

Soon the Dodger entered with a cheerful young man named Charley Bates.

'Have you been at work this morning?' Fagin asked the Dodger.

'Hard at work,' answered the Dodger.

'Good boys, good boys!' said Fagin. 'What have you got?'

'A couple of pocket-books and some handkerchieves.'

'Good workers, aren't they, Oliver?' said the old man.

'Very good,' said Oliver. The others all started laughing, though Oliver saw nothing funny in his answer. Fagin inspected the handkerchieves and told the two boys that they were extremely well made and that he was very pleased with their work.

After breakfast they played a very strange game. The cheerful old man put a watch in his jacket pocket, with a guard-chain round his neck, and a notebook and a handkerchief in his trouser pocket. Then he went up and down the room holding a walking stick, just like the old gentlemen who walked in the streets. Sometimes he stopped at the fireplace, and sometimes at the door, pretending to stare with great interest into shop windows. He would then constantly look round, as if afraid of thieves, touching all his pockets in such a natural and funny way that Oliver laughed until tears ran down his face. All the time, the two boys followed Fagin everywhere, and every time he turned round, they moved out of his sight so quickly that it was impossible to follow their movements.

Finally, the Dodger bumped into him accidentally from behind, and at that moment both boys took from him, very quickly, his watch, guard-chain, handkerchief, and notebook. If the old man felt a hand in any of his pockets he cried out, and then the game began again.

Later, the boys went out again to do some more work. When they had gone, Fagin turned to Oliver. 'Take my advice, my dear,' he said. 'Make them your models. Especially the Dodger. He'll be a great man himself, and will make you one too, if you copy him. Is my handkerchief hanging out of my pocket, my dear?'

'Yes, sir,' said Oliver.

'See if you can take it out, without my feeling it. Just as you saw them doing it when we were playing.'

Oliver held up the bottom of the pocket with one hand, as he had seen the Dodger hold it, and pulled the handkerchief lightly out of it with the other.

'Has it gone?' asked Fagin.

'Here it is, sir,' said Oliver, showing it in his hand.

'You're a clever boy, my dear,' said the old gentleman, putting his hand on Oliver's head. 'I've never seen a quicker boy. If you go on like this, you'll be the greatest man in London. Now come here and I'll show you how to take the marks out of handkerchieves.'

Oliver wondered what the connection was between playing at stealing from the old gentleman's pocket and becoming a great man. But he followed him quietly to the table and was soon deeply involved in his new study.

Oliver remained in Fagin's room for many days, picking the marks and names out of the handkerchieves and sometimes playing the same game as before. One evening two young ladies came to visit, and a very cheerful party followed. Oliver thought they were very nice, friendly girls.

The Dodger and Charley Bates went out to work every day, but sometimes came home with no handkerchieves, and Fagin would get very angry. Once he even knocked them both down the stairs and sent them to bed with no dinner because they had returned with nothing.

At last, the morning came when Oliver was allowed to go out to work with the two other boys. There had been no handkerchieves for him to work on for several days and there was not very much to eat for dinner. The three boys set out, but they walked so slowly that Oliver thought they were not going to work at all. Then suddenly the Dodger stopped and put his finger to his lips.

'What's the matter?' demanded Oliver.

'Be quiet!' replied the Dodger. 'Do you see that old man outside the bookshop? He's the one.'

Oliver looked from the Dodger to Charley Bates with great surprise and confusion, but he had been told not to ask questions. The two boys walked quickly and secretly across the road towards the old gentleman. Oliver followed behind them, watching in silent amazement.

The old gentleman looked quite rich; he wore gold glasses, white trousers, and had an expensive walking stick under his arm. He had picked up a book and was standing there, reading it with great concentration — just as if he were in his own armchair at home. Oliver, his eyes wide with horror and alarm, watched as the Dodger put his hand in the old gentleman's pocket, took out a handkerchief, and handed it to Charley Bates. Then the two of them ran round the corner as fast as they could.

Suddenly, the whole mystery of the handkerchieves, and the watches, and the jewels, and Fagin, became clear. Oliver stood for a moment in terror, blood rushing through him until he felt he was on fire. Then, confused and frightened, he started to run. At the same time, the old gentleman, putting his hand to his pocket and realizing his handkerchief was missing, turned round. He saw Oliver running away, so he naturally thought Oliver was the thief. With loud cries of 'Stop thief!', he ran after Oliver with the book still in his hand.

The old gentleman was not the only one who started shouting. The Dodger and Charley Bates, not wanting to attract attention to themselves by running down the street, had stopped round the first corner. When they realized what was happening, they also shouted 'Stop thief!' and joined in the chase like good citizens.

The cry of 'Stop thief!' always causes great excitement. Everybody in the street stopped what they were doing and began to shout themselves. Many joined in the chase with enthusiasm and soon there was a big crowd running after Oliver.

Finally, they caught the exhausted boy. He fell down on the pavement and the crowd gathered round him.

'Is this the boy?' they asked the old gentleman.

'Yes,' he answered, leaning over Oliver. 'But I'm afraid he's hurt himself.'

' I did that,' said a huge young man proudly. 'And I hurt my hand doing it.' The old gentleman looked at him with an expression of dislike.

Oliver lay on the ground, covered with mud and dust and bleeding from the mouth, and looked wildly at all the faces surrounding him. At that moment a policeman arrived and took Oliver by the collar. 'Come on, get up,' he said roughly.

'It wasn't me, sir,' said Oliver, looking round. 'It was two other boys. They're here somewhere.'

'Oh no, they aren't,' replied the policeman. In fact, he was right, as the Dodger and Charley had quietly disappeared as soon as the crowd had caught Oliver. 'Come on, get up!'

'Don't hurt him,' said the old gentleman.

'I won't,' said the policeman, tearing Oliver's jacket half off his back as he lifted him up.

The three of them started walking, followed by the excited crowd.



centre n. middle part or point. 中心；中央。

district n. part of a country. 地区。

muddy adj. full of, covered with mud. 泥泞的。

evil adj. wicked. 邪恶的。

handkerchief n. square piece of cotton, linen, etc carried in the pocket or handbag, for blowing the nose into or wiping the face. 手帕。

empty v. make or become empty, remove what is inside. 腾空。

joke n. sth said or done to cause amusement, laughter, etc. 玩笑。

sink v. come to a lower level or state. 陷入。

jewel n. precious stone. 宝石。

loyal adj. true and faithful. 忠诚的。

bracelet n. ornamental band or chain for the wrist or arm. 手镯。

fiercely adv. in a violent and angry manner. 凶猛地。

frighten v. fill with fright or terror. 使惊骇。

pretty adj. fine; good. 好的。

cheerful adj. bringing or suggesting happiness. 愉快的。

couple n. two things seen together or associated 一对。

inspect v. examine carefully. 检查。

bump v. come against with a blow or knock. 碰到。

model n. person or thing to be copied. 模范。

especially adv. to an exceptional degree. 特别地。

bottom n. lowest part of anything. 底部。

connection n. point where two things are connected. 连接点。

steal v. take sb else's property secretly, without right, unlawfully. 偷。

involve v. cause sb to be caught or mixed up. 使陷于麻烦中。

demand v. ask for (sth) as if ordering, or as if one has a right to. 要求（某事物）。

confusion n. being confused. 混乱。

follow v. go after (in space or order). 跟随。

concentration n. being concentrated on. 集中。

mystery n. condition of being secret or obscure. 秘密。

enthusiasm n. strong feeling of admiration or interest. 热心。

crowd n. large number of people together, but without order or organization. 人群。

pavement n. paved way at the side of a street for people on foot. 人行道。

expression n. a look on sb's face. 表情。

surround v. be all round, shut in on all sides. 包围；环绕。

collar n. part of a garment that fits round the neck. 衣领。


4　奥利弗在伦敦

[image: alt]

由于某些原因，插翅神偷不愿意在白天进伦敦，所以，他们到达市中心时，已经差不多是晚上11点了。奥利弗从未见过这么龌龊、悲惨的地方。这个地区的街道狭窄泥泞，到处散发着熏人的臭气。临近半夜了，孩子们还在街头游逛着，在街头的许多小铺子里进进出出，玩闹、尖叫着。小酒馆里挤满了打架的人。凶神恶煞般的大块头站在门口外黑暗的角落里。奥利弗差点儿被吓跑了。就在这时，神偷推开一扇门，将奥利弗拽到一个昏暗的门厅里。

“是谁啊？”一个声音唤道。

“是我。”神偷说。门厅里出现了一丝微弱的蜡烛的光亮。

“另一个是谁呀？”

“一位新朋友。”

他们踩着漆黑、破烂的楼梯走上去，奥利弗几乎什么也看不见，全靠神偷扶着他往前走，而神偷显得对这儿挺熟的。他们走进了一间屋子，由于年代已久，屋子的墙又黑又脏。炉前的桌子上放了一瓶啤酒，瓶口插着一节蜡烛。一位长着非常丑恶的脸和红头发的老人站在火炉旁煮饭。他穿了一件破旧、肮脏的大衣，好像一边煮着饭一边注意着挂在炉旁边的几条丝手帕。屋里摆着几张简陋的床。四五个与插翅神偷年龄差不多的男孩围坐在桌子旁，像中年人一样嘴里叼着烟，喝着酒。神偷和奥利弗走进来时，他们都抬起头来看着。

“这就是他，费金。”神偷跟老头说，“我的朋友奥利弗·特威斯特。”

费金微笑着同奥利弗握握手，然后所有的小绅士们都走过来使劲地握着他的双手，尤其是那只拿着他仅有的几件东西的手。一个孩子特别善良，竟然把手伸进了奥利弗的衣袋里，这样奥利弗在睡觉前就无需自己费力气掏出兜里的东西了。如果不是费金使劲地敲打他们的头和肩膀，让他们不再骚扰他，他们还可能会给奥利弗更殷勤的帮助。

“见到你很高兴，奥利弗。”费金说，“我看你是在看那些手帕吧，亲爱的，那岂不是有很多吗？我们把它们全部拿了出来，准备洗一洗，不过如此而已！哈！哈！哈！”

这好像是一句笑话，因为老先生和他这些年轻的朋友都大笑起来。然后晚饭开始了。奥利弗吃完了他的一份，大家又给了他一杯加了水的杜松子酒。费金让他一口气喝下去。不一会儿，他觉得被人抬起来放在了一张床上，便睡了过去。

他一觉醒来，时间已近中午，屋里只有费金一个人，他正在用一个平底锅煮咖啡。咖啡煮好后，他转身仔细看了一眼奥利弗。奥利弗这时刚刚醒来，眼睛还是半闭着的，所以，好像还在沉睡着。然后费金锁上了房门，从地板上一个隐蔽的洞里拿出了一个小盒子。他将小盒子小心地放在桌子上，打开盒盖，从里面拿出了一块满镶着宝石的金表。他看着金表，眼睛发出了贪婪的光。

“嗳呀！”他自言自语地说，“他们是多好的人啊！忠诚到底。他们一直没告诉牧师珠宝在什么地方。也没把我老费金招出来。直到最后。他们为什么要招出来呢？当时已经太晚了，招了也已经无法去掉就要套在他们脖子上的绳索了！”

费金又拿出了至少六块手表，还有戒指、手镯和其它一些贵重的宝石饰品。他欣喜地看着这些东西，之后，又放了回去。“绞刑是多么好的事！”他咕哝着，“人死了就再也不能开口说话了，也不能背叛老朋友了！”

就在这时，他抬起头，看见奥利弗正在盯着他看。他哗啦一下盖上了盒盖，从桌上抓起一把面包刀。“你为什么看着我？你都看见什么了？快告诉我！”

“我醒来后睡不着了，先生。”奥利弗吓得魂不附体地说，“对不起！”

“一小时以前你没有醒吧？”他凶恶地问，手里仍然攥着那把刀。

“我保证，我没有，先生。”奥利弗回答说。

“别担心，亲爱的。”费金说着，放下手里的刀，又成了原来那个善良的老先生了。他大笑着说：“我只是想吓唬吓唬你，亲爱的。你是个勇敢的孩子，奥利弗！你看见那些漂亮的东西了吗？”

“是的，先生。”

“噢！”费金应着，脸变得相当白了，“那——那是我自己的东西，奥利弗。是我这老头子全部的家当。”

奥利弗很纳闷，这老头有那么多金表，他为什么还住在这么陈旧、破烂的地方；不过，然后他又想，他养活神偷和其他的孩子们肯定也得花去许多钱。因此他什么也没说，就起身去洗脸了，当他再转身看费金时，那只盒子已经不见了。

不一会儿，神偷和一个叫查理·贝茨的乐呵呵的年轻人走了进来。

“今儿上午你们工作了吗？”费金问神偷。

“干得很卖劲。”神偷回答说。

“好孩子，好孩子！”费金说，“你们都弄到什么了？”

“几个皮夹子和几条手帕。”

“他们是好工人，对不对，奥利弗？”老头说。

“非常好。”奥利弗说。别人都笑了，可奥利弗并不觉得他的回答有什么好笑的。费金查看过手帕，告诉两个孩子这些手帕做工精美，并表示对他们的工作感到高兴。

早饭后，他们做着一种奇特的游戏。高高兴兴的老头将一块手表揣进他的上衣兜里，将表链套在脖子上，再把一个小本和一条手帕装进裤袋里。然后他手里拄着手杖，来回地在屋里走着，就好像那些走在马路上的年老的绅士一样。他一会儿停在炉旁，一会儿停在门口处，假装饶有兴趣地看着橱窗里的东西。他不停地左顾右盼，用一种自然而滑稽的动作摸索着浑身上下的衣兜，好像是怕有小偷。奥利弗被逗得笑出了眼泪。两个男孩一直跟在费金的身后，每当他转身时，他们俩就立刻躲得没影了，让他很难跟上他们的动作。

最后，神偷偶然地从后面撞了他一下，就在这个节骨眼上，他身上的手表、表链、手帕、记事本都到了两个男孩手里。如果老头感到有手伸进兜里，他就叫一声。接着游戏又重新开始。

之后，孩子们又出去做更多的工作了。他们走后，费金转向奥利弗。“听我的话，亲爱的，”他说，“照着他们的榜样去做，特别是神偷，他自己将来会成为一个了不起的人，假如你跟他学，你也会成为一个了不起的人的。我的手帕是不是从兜里耷拉到外面了，亲爱的？”

“是的，先生。”奥利弗说。

“试试看，你是否能在我不知不觉中将它拿走，就像你刚才看到他们做的那样。”

奥利弗学着神偷的样子，一只手向上托住衣兜的底部，用另一只手轻轻抽出了手帕。

“拿走了吗？”费金问。

“在这儿呢，先生。”奥利弗说着把手里的手帕给他看。

“你真是个聪明的孩子，亲爱的。”老先生摸着奥利弗的头说，“我还从没见过比你更伶俐的孩子，如果你照着这样继续学下去，你会成为伦敦最伟大的人物。你过来，我教给你怎样去掉手帕上的记号。”

奥利弗搞不明白，玩从老先生兜里偷东西的游戏和成为一个伟大的人物这二者之间有什么联系。但他一声不响地跟他走到了桌边，很快便投入了这项新的学习。

奥利弗在费金的屋里待了许多天，学习拆掉手帕上的记号和名字，有时也玩和以前一样的那个游戏。一天晚上，有两位年轻的女士前来造访，他们在一起聚会，玩得非常愉快。奥利弗觉得这两个女孩非常和善友好。

神偷和查理·贝茨每天都出去工作，但有时他们带不回来手帕，这时，费金就很生气。有一次，就因为他们没带回东西来，他竟然将他们俩打下楼梯，并且不给他们吃晚饭。

这天早上，奥利弗终于被允许与这两个男孩一起出去工作。他们已经有好几天没带回手帕来给他拆记号了，所以他们也没能吃到足够的晚饭。早晨，这三个男孩子出发了。他们走得非常慢，使奥利弗以为他们不是去工作的。突然，神偷停住了脚步，将一个手指竖在嘴唇上。

“出了什么事？”奥利弗问。

“别出声！”神偷说，“你看见站在书店外面的那个老头了吗？就是他。”

奥利弗极度惊奇和迷惑地看看神偷，又看看查理·贝茨，但人家告诉过他不许提问题。两个男孩偷偷地快速穿过马路，朝老先生走去，奥利弗尾随在他们后面，惊奇地悄悄看着。

老先生看上去很富有，他戴着一副金边眼镜，身穿一条白色裤子，一根昂贵的手杖夹在腋下。他从书摊上拿起一本书，站在那儿专心地看着——就好像坐在家里的软椅上一样。奥利弗睁大了一双恐惧和惊慌的眼睛，看着神偷将手伸进了老先生的兜里，抽出了一条丝手帕，递给了查理·贝茨，然后两人绕过拐角尽快地跑开了。

顿时，关于手帕的秘密及手表、宝石和费金的事都变得一清二楚了。奥利弗害怕地在那里站了一会儿，感到浑身的血流加快了，他觉得自己在发烧。然后，迷惑和害怕使他撒腿就跑。就在这时，老先生把手伸进了裤兜里，发现手帕不见了，他转过身来，正好看见奥利弗从他身边跑开，所以，理所当然地，他认为奥利弗是小偷。他大声地喊着：“抓贼！”并追赶着奥利弗，手里仍然拿着那本书。

喊叫起来的人不止老先生一个，神偷和查理·贝茨为了不一直顺着马路跑下去而引起别人的注意，已停在了第一个拐角处。当他们认识到发生了什么事时，也掺和在人群里，像好公民一样喊着：“抓贼！”并参加了追逐。

“抓贼！”这喊声往往能引起极大的骚动。街上的每一个人都停下正在做的事，跟着喊。许多人以极大的热情加入了追逐的人群。很快就有一大帮人在追赶奥利弗。

最后，这个筋疲力尽的孩子终于被他们抓住了。他摔倒在人行道上，人们将他团团围住。

“是这个男孩吗？”他们问老先生。

“是的。”他回答道，并俯下身看着奥利弗。“恐怕他是伤着自己了。”

“那是我弄的，”一个大个子年轻人自豪地说，“都把我的手弄痛了。”老先生反感地看了他一眼。

奥利弗躺在地上，浑身上下沾满了泥土，嘴里往外流着血，惊慌失措地看着围着他的一张张面孔。不一会儿，警察赶来了，抓住领子拎起了奥利弗，粗暴地说：“站起来，跟我走！”

“先生，不是我，”奥利弗四下里张望着说，“是另外的两个男孩，他们就在附近的什么地方。”

“噢，不，他们不在这里。”警察说。其实，他说得对，在追赶的人群将奥利弗抓住后，神偷和查理·贝茨就溜之大吉了。“起来！”

“别打他。”老先生说。

“我不会打他的。”警察说着将他从地上拉起来，差点儿把他的上衣从身上扯下来。

他们三个人朝前走去，沸沸扬扬的人群跟在他们身后。


5
Oliver's life changes

Oliver was taken to the nearest police station. The officer at the gate looked at the boy. 'Another young thief, eh?' He turned to the old gentleman, 'Are you the person who was robbed, sir?'

'Yes, I am,' replied the old gentleman, 'but I'm not sure that this boy actually took the handkerchief. I don't really want to take him to court.'

'Too late. He must go before the magistrate now.'

Oliver was locked in a small stone cell, which was disgustingly dirty and smelly. As the key turned in the lock, the old gentleman said to himself thoughtfully, 'There's something in that boy's face... He could be innocent. Where have I seen someone like him before?' After thinking about this for a few minutes, he said, 'No; it must be imagination.' He sighed unhappily, and began reading the book again.

Some time later, the officer touched his shoulder and told him that the court was ready. A magistrate was a judge who dealt with small crimes in local courts, and the magistrate for this district was well known. His name was Mr Fang and he was a disagreeable, bad-tempered man. Today he was in a particularly bad mood. He frowned angrily at the old gentleman, and asked sharply,

'Who are you?'

'My name, sir, is Brownlow.'

'Officer! What is this man charged with?'

'He's not charged, sir,' answered the officer. 'He's accusing the boy.'

The magistrate looked at Mr Brownlow from head to foot. 'And what have you got to say?'

Mr Brownlow began to explain. 'I was standing outside a bookshop —'

'Be quiet, sir!' shouted Mr Fang. 'Policeman! Now — you arrested the boy. What happened?'

The policeman told the magistrate what he had heard, and how he had searched Oliver afterwards and found nothing.

'Are there any witnesses?' asked the magistrate.

'None,' answered the policeman.

Mr Fang then turned to Mr Brownlow and angrily told him to describe what had happened. Mr Brownlow explained that he had run after the boy only because he saw him running away. He did not think that the boy was the actual thief and he hoped that the boy would not be punished. 'He's been hurt already,' he added, 'and now I'm afraid he's very ill.'

'I don't believe that for a moment,' said Mr Fang unpleasantly. He turned to Oliver. 'Come now, don't try any clever tricks with me! What's your name?' he demanded.

Oliver tried to reply, but he was too weak to speak. He was deadly pale, and he felt the room spinning round him. At last he managed to whisper a request for water, but the magistrate refused angrily. Suddenly, Oliver fainted and fell to the floor.

Mr Fang stared at him angrily. 'Guilty. Three months' prison,' he said immediately. 'Let him lie there. He'll soon be tired of that.' Mr Fang stood up. 'This court is now closed.'

At that moment a man in an old black coat rushed in. 'Stop!' he shouted. 'Don't take the boy away. I saw it all. I'm the bookshop owner.'

Mr Fang's face was black with anger at this unexpected interruption, but the bookshop owner demanded to be heard. He described exactly what had really happened. He had seen two boys steal the handkerchief and then run away, leaving Oliver to be arrested.

In a final burst of bad temper, Mr Fang said that his time had been wasted. He announced that Oliver was innocent, and ordered everybody out of the court.

The order was obeyed, and as Mr Brownlow turned to go down the street, he saw Oliver lying on the pavement, shaking, his face as white as death.

'Poor boy! Poor boy!' said Mr Brownlow, bending over him. He called a coach quickly, laid Oliver on the seat, and drove away.

The coach stopped at a neat house in a quiet, shady street in north London. Oliver was gently carried in to a bed, and received more care and kindness than he had ever had in his life. But he had a fever, and for many days he lay there unconscious. When he eventually awoke, weak, thin and pale, he looked anxiously around the room.

'What room is this? Where am I?' he said. 'This is not the place I fell asleep in.'

Mrs Bedwin, the motherly old housekeeper, heard his words, and instantly came to him. 'Hush — be quiet, my dear, or you'll be ill again. Lie down.'

He lay down, and woke up again much later. After a while, he was able to sit up in a chair, although he was still too weak to walk. In this new position he could see a picture of a woman hanging on the wall opposite. 'Who is that, madam?' he asked the old housekeeper.

'I don't know, my dear. Do you like it?'

'The eyes look so sad, and they seem to be staring at me. As if the person was alive, and wanted to speak to me but couldn't.'

'You're weak and nervous after your illness,' Mrs Bedwin said kindly. 'Don't worry about things like that.'

Later that day Mr Brownlow came in, having heard that the boy was a little better at last. He was delighted to see that Oliver could sit up. But when he saw Oliver's face clearly, Mr Brownlow stared hard at him.

'I hope you're not angry with me, sir,' said Oliver anxiously.

'No, no. Not in the least,' he replied. Then he turned to the housekeeper. 'But look, Mrs Bedwin, look there!' He pointed to the picture of the woman above Oliver's head and then to the boy's face. It was a living copy of the picture; even the expression was the same. Oliver did not understand what was happening. He was so alarmed by Mr Brownlow's excitement that he fainted once more.




The Dodger and Charley Bates had left the crowd which was chasing Oliver as soon as they could. They went back to their house through the narrow streets, using a complicated route in case anyone was following them. Once they were safely away from other people, Charley Bates rolled on the ground and laughed and laughed.

'Ha! Ha! Ha! When I saw Oliver running away so fast, round all the corners, bumping into walls... and all the time I had the handkerchief in my pocket... Ha! Ha! Ha!'

'But what'll Fagin say?' asked the Dodger.

'What do you mean?'

The Dodger said nothing more but led Charley Bates into the house and up the stairs. When Fagin saw them enter, he rose to his feet.

'Where's Oliver?' he asked them furiously.

The two boys looked uneasily at each other, but said nothing. Fagin took hold of the Dodger's collar and shook him violently. 'Tell me or I'll kill you!'

The Dodger slid out of his coat in one smooth movement, leaving Fagin holding only the empty coat. 'The police have got him,' he said reluctantly. He looked round for a weapon to fight with, but Fagin already had a heavy metal pot in his hand. He threw it hard at the Dodger, but missed and hit Charley Bates, who started to shout with fear.

Suddenly, all this noise and confusion was silenced by a deep voice at the door.

'What the devil's going on here?' the voice demanded.

The owner of the voice was a big man of about thirty-five in a black coat and very dirty trousers, with a brown hat on his head and a dirty handkerchief around his neck. He also had a three-day-old beard. A white dog with torn ears followed him into the room. The man kicked the dog into a corner and looked round at the signs of battle.

'Are they trying to murder you, Fagin? I would if I was them. I'd have done it long ago. Now, give me some beer, and don't poison it.'

It was said as a joke, but if the man had seen the evil look on Fagin's face, he might have thought the warning was a necessary one.

Fagin produced some beer, and as the fight appeared to be over, everybody sat down. In the conversation that followed, Fagin told the newcomer that Oliver had been caught by the police. 'I'm afraid, Mr Sikes,' he said, 'the boy may say something which will get us into trouble.'

'Very likely,' said Bill Sikes, smiling unkindly. 'You've got problems, Fagin.'

'And I'm afraid,' added Fagin, ignoring Sikes' remark, 'that if we're in trouble, then a lot of other people will be in trouble too, if you understand me, my dear.'

Sikes turned angrily towards the old man. There was a silence. Then Sikes said, 'Somebody must find out what's happened. If he hasn't said anything yet, we must catch him when he leaves the police station.'

Fagin nodded. But there was a difficulty. None of them wanted to go anywhere near a police station. The problem was solved with the arrival of the two young ladies whom Oliver had met one evening in Fagin's house.

'Nancy, my dear,' Fagin said. He smiled sweetly at one of the young ladies. 'Can you go to find out what's happened to Oliver?'

The young lady answered calmly, 'No, I won't.'

'You're the only one here that the police in this district don't know,' said Sikes. 'She'll go, Fagin.'

'No,' repeated Nancy.

'Yes, she will, Fagin.' Sikes was right. With a mixture of threats and promises, he soon persuaded Nancy to go.

She set off at once, and at the police station pretended to be a shy, frightened girl. 'Is my poor little brother Oliver here?' she asked the officer with the keys.

'He's not here,' the officer replied. 'The gentleman's got him.'

'The gentleman? Oh no! What gentleman?' cried Nancy, very upset.

The policeman explained that Oliver had become ill, and the old gentleman had taken him to his house in the Pentonville district of north London. Nancy, still looking terribly upset, left the station, and hurried back to Fagin's house with this news. As soon as he heard it, Sikes called his white dog, put on his hat and left without saying goodbye to anyone.

'We must find him,' Fagin said urgently to the rest of them. 'No one can stay here — it's too dangerous now. All of you — walk around Pentonville and keep your ears open. Don't come back until you have some news of Oliver! If you can, kidnap him! We've got to keep him quiet before he starts talking about us to his new friends.'

With these words, he pushed them all from his room and double-locked the door behind them. Then he took out his hidden box and very carefully hid all the watches and the jewellery beneath his clothes.



court n. place where law cases are held. 法院。

local adj. of, special to, a place or district. 地方的。

imagination n. what is imagined. 想像的事物。

crime n. offence for which there is severe punishment by law. 为法律所严惩的罪。

accuse v. say that sb has done wrong, broken the law. 控告某人（犯某项罪）。

arrest v. seize sb by the authority of the law. 依法逮捕。

witness n. person who gives evidence under oath in a law court. 证人。

spin v. cause sth to go round and round. 使旋转。

guilty adj. having done wrong. 有罪的。

interrupt v. break the continuity of. 使中断。

obey v. do what one is told to do. 服从。

coach n. four-wheeled carriage pulled by four or more horses. 由四匹（或以上）马拉的四轮马车。

unconscious adj. not conscious. 失去知觉的。

instantly adv. at once. 立即。

nervous adj. tense; excited. 神经紧张的。

delight v. be greatly pleased. 极为高兴。

alarm v. cause anxiety to. 使恐慌。

complicated adj. made up of many parts. 复杂的。

furiously adv. in a violent, uncontrolled manner. 狂怒地。

slide v. (cause to) move smoothly over, slip along, a polished surface. 滑行。

reluctantly adv. in an unwilling or disinclined manner. 不情愿地。

weapon n. sth used in fighting. 武器。

what the devil 表示强调，意为“到底什么……？”。

battle n. fight, especially between organized and armed forces. 战争。

ignore v. take no notice of. 不理。

nod v. bow the head slightly and quickly as a sign of agreement. 点头。

calmly adv. in a quiet manner. 平静地。

mixture n. sth made by mixing. 混合物。

upset v. trouble. 使不安。

urgently adv. in a manner which shows that sth needs prompt action. 迫切地。

kidnap v. carry away sb by force and unlawfully. 绑架。


5　奥利弗的生活变了
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奥利弗被带进了最近的警察局。门口的一位警官盯着这孩子。“嗬！又是一个小贼？”他扭头向老先生问道，“先生，您就是被盗人吗？”

“是我，”老先生回答，“但我不敢说他就是偷了我手帕的那个孩子。我并不真想把他带到法庭上来。”

“太晚了，他必须现在就去见治安推事。”

奥利弗被锁进了一个石砌的小牢房，牢房里脏极了，气味令人作呕。钥匙在门锁里转动的那一瞬间，老先生若有所思地自言自语道：“这孩子的表情好像意味着什么……他有可能是无辜的，我曾经在什么地方见过这么一个孩子呢？”他琢磨了一会儿，说，“不，这一定是我想像的。”他可惜地叹了口气，又接着看他的书。

过了一会儿，警官拍了拍他的肩膀说，法庭已经准备就序，担任审判官的是一位治安推事，治安推事主要是在地方法庭处理一些小的犯罪案。这位推事在他所管辖的区域里是很有名气的，他的名字叫范先生。他是个脾气很坏、难以相处的人。特别是今天，他的心情极为不佳，他紧皱着眉头，生气地朝老头厉声问道：

“你是什么人？”

“先生，我的名字叫布朗洛。”

“警官！这人被控什么罪名？”

“推事，他没有被控什么，”警官回答说，“他是这孩子的指控人。”

推事将布朗洛从头到脚地打量了一番，说：“你有什么要说的吗？”

布朗洛先生开始解释，“我正站在一家书店的外面——”

“安静，先生！”范先生大声地说，“警察！刚才——是你逮捕了这孩子，因为什么事？”

警察向推事报告了他所听到的事情，以及经过搜身什么也没发现的情况。

“有证人吗？”推事问。

“没有。”警察回答道。

范先生转向布朗洛先生，生气地命令他讲述事情发生的经过。布朗洛先生说，他追赶这孩子主要是因为他看见这孩子在跑开。但他认为这孩子并不是那真正偷东西的小偷，他希望这孩子不要受到惩罚。“他已经受到了伤害，”他又说，“恐怕他现在病得很厉害。”

“我一点也不相信这些，”范先生不高兴地说。他转向奥利弗。“过来，别跟我耍花招，你叫什么名字？”他问道。

奥利弗想张口说话，可他虚弱得连话都说不出了。他的脸色苍白得要命，他觉得屋子在眼前旋转着。终于，他勉强低声地请求要喝水，但被推事愤怒地拒绝了。突然，奥利弗昏倒在地上。

范先生生气地凝视着他。“有罪，判监禁三个月。”他马上说，“就让他躺在这儿，他不久就累了，自己会起来。”范先生站了起来：“审判现在结束。”

就在这时，一个身穿黑色长外套的男人跑了进来。“等等！”他大声喊着，“别把这孩子带走。事情经过我都看见了。我是书店的老板。”

因为这意想不到的打扰，范先生的脸气得发黑。书店老板要求法官听他的陈述，他确切述说了事情的真实情况。他看见两个男孩偷了手帕，然后就逃走了，将奥利弗留下来当了替罪羊。

范先生最后一次大发脾气，声称他的时间完全浪费了。他宣布奥利弗无罪，并命令所有人退出法庭。

命令得到了执行。布朗洛先生转身沿着马路往前走时，看见奥利弗躺在人行道上，全身颤抖着，脸惨白得像死人一样。

“可怜的孩子！可怜的孩子！”布朗洛先生说着俯下身去看他。他赶快叫来了一辆马车，让奥利弗躺在座位上，他们便坐着马车离开了。

在伦敦北部一条绿树成荫的街道上的一座整洁的房屋前，马车停了下来。奥利弗被轻轻地抬进去安置在一张床上，在这里他得到了一生中从未有过的关心和爱护。可是他仍发着烧，几天几夜不省人事。当他最终醒来时，他全身虚弱无力，脸色苍白。他不安地四下打量着屋子。

“这是什么地方？我在哪儿？”他说，“这不是我睡着时的地方。”

贝德温太太是一位像慈母一样的女管家，听见他在说话，赶紧来到了他身边。“别说话——要安静！宝贝，不然的话你还会生病的。躺下。”

他躺下来，又睡了很久才醒来。过了一段时间，他可以在椅子上坐着了，但他还是虚弱得不能走路。坐起来后，他能看见一个年轻女人的画像挂在对面的墙上。“太太，她是谁？”他问年老的女管家。

“我也不知道，亲爱的，你喜欢这张画像吗？”

“她一双眼睛很悲哀，好像在盯着我看。她像个真人，想跟我说点什么，可又说不出。”

“你刚生了病，身体很虚弱，精神不稳定，”贝德温太太友善地说，“别为这些事感到不安。”

那天晚些时候，听说孩子终于稍稍好些了，布朗洛先生走了进来。他很高兴看见奥利弗能坐起来了。布朗洛先生看清了这孩子的长相时，便目不转睛地盯着他看。

“我希望您不会是生我的气，先生。”奥利弗不安地说道。

“不，不，绝对不是，”他说道，然后又转向女管家。“你看，贝德温太太，看这儿！”他指着挂在奥利弗床头上方的女人画像，然后又指指男孩子的脸。后者简直是画像活生生的翻版，就连表情都一样。奥利弗不知道发生了什么事，他被布朗洛先生的激动不已搞得惶惶然，结果又昏了过去。

神偷和查理·贝茨两人尽快地离开了追赶奥利弗的人群，他们是走在一条很窄的街道上回到他们的房子去的，采用了非常复杂的路线，以免被人跟踪。一等到安全地远离人群了，查理·贝茨就倒在地上打着滚笑个没完没了。

“哈！哈！哈！我看见奥利弗跑得那么快，绕过那么多街角，撞在了墙上……这手帕却一直在我兜里……哈！哈！哈！”

“可是费金会怎么说呢？”神偷问。

“你这是什么意思？”

神偷没再说什么，领着查理·贝茨进了屋，上了楼。费金见他们回来了，就站了起来。

“奥利弗呢？”他勃然大怒地问。

两个孩子不安地互相看着，什么也不说。费金抓住神偷的衣领拼命地摇晃着他。“告诉我，不然的话我会杀了你的！”

神偷以一个非常娴熟的动作从衣服里滑了出来，使费金手里只攥着一件空衣服。“警察把他抓走了。”他不情愿地说，并四下里扫视着，想找一件武器来抵挡。可费金早已将一只重重的铁锅拿在了手里，并使劲地朝神偷扔过去，锅没打着他，却打在了查理·贝茨的身上。他吓得叫喊起来。

顿时，这些声音和混乱被门口一个低沉的声音喝住。

“见鬼，这儿到底发生了什么事？”这声音问道。

说话的是一个身材高大、年龄在三十五岁左右的人，他穿了一件黑外衣和一条很脏的裤子，头上戴了一顶棕色的帽子，一条脏围巾系在脖子上。他脸上的胡子三天没刮了。跟他进来的还有一只白色的小狗，耷拉着两只受了伤的耳朵。这人把小狗一脚踢到了房子的角落里，然后看着屋里争斗的痕迹。

“他们想杀了你吗，费金？如果我是他们，我也会的。我早就想干这事了。给我来点啤酒，别往里搁毒药。”

这好像是个玩笑，可假如那人看到了费金脸上邪恶的表情，他会认为这种警告是必要的。

费金拿出了一些啤酒，争斗好像平息了，大家又都坐了下来。费金跟刚才进来的人聊着天，说奥利弗被警察抓起来了。“赛克斯先生，”他说，“我怕这孩子会说些给我们带来麻烦的话。”

“很可能。”比尔·赛克斯不怀好意地笑着说，“你遇上麻烦了，费金。”

“我还怕，”费金并不在意赛克斯说的话，接着说，“假如我们遇到了麻烦，许多其他的人也会受到连累的，如果你能听懂我的话，亲爱的。”

赛克斯生气地转向老头，谁也不吭声了。然后，赛克斯说道：“应该有人去弄清楚情况怎么样了，如果他还什么都没说出来，在他出警察局后我们必须把他抓回来。”

费金连连点头。可现在有一个困难，没人愿意到警察局附近去。这个难题随着两位年轻姑娘的到来而解决了。她们就是奥利弗曾在费金的屋里见到过的两个女孩。

“南希，我亲爱的，”费金冲着一位女孩甜蜜蜜地笑着说，“你能不能去看看奥利弗现在怎么样了？”

这女孩冷静地回答说：“不，我不去。”

“你是我们这儿警察唯一不认识的人。”赛克斯说。“她会去的，费金。”

“不。”南希重复了一遍。

“是的，她会去的，费金。”赛克斯说对了，他连威吓带许诺，很快就说服了南希去做这件事。

她立刻就出发了，在警察局里她装做一个非常害羞和胆小的女孩。“我可怜的弟弟奥利弗在这儿吗？”她问一位手里拿了一串钥匙的警官。

“他不在这儿，”警官说，“那位先生把他带走了。”

“那位先生？噢，不，哪位先生？”南希非常伤心地哭了。

这位警官向她解释说，奥利弗病倒了，老先生将他带到他在伦敦北部本顿维尔区的家里去了。南希看上去仍然很难过，她离开警察局，带着这个消息马上回到了费金的家。一听到这个消息，赛克斯叫上他的白狗，戴上帽子，没跟任何人打招呼就离开了。

“我们必须找到他，”费金急切地跟剩下的人说，“现在谁都不许留在这儿——这里太危险了。你们全部——到本顿维尔去转悠，竖起你们的耳朵。得不到奥利弗的消息你们就别回来！如果可能的话，把他给我绑架回来！在他跟新朋友谈论我们之前，我们要封住他的嘴。”

说完这番话，他将屋里所有的人都推了出去，并在房门上又加了一道锁，然后拿出了藏着的小盒子，将所有手表和珠宝饰物都小心翼翼地藏在了衣服里面。


6
Oliver is found again

Oliver began to recover and slowly regain his strength. The picture that had caused Mr Brownlow's excitement was taken down from the wall, and was not mentioned again. Oliver was disappointed at the disappearance of the picture, since he liked the woman's face, but he had many other things to think about now.

They were happy days, while Oliver was getting better. He played cards with Mrs Bedwin and listened to stories about her family. The days were all so quiet and relaxing, after the hardships and poverty of his previous life. Mr Brownlow bought him a new suit and new shoes, and Oliver's dirty old clothes were given away.

One day Mr Brownlow asked him to come to his study for a little talk.

Oliver went in and sat down. He looked at Mr Brownlow's serious face in alarm. 'Don't tell me you're going to send me away, sir, please!' he exclaimed. 'Let me stay here! I could help with the housework... please, sir!'

'My dear child, don't be afraid,' said Mr Brownlow kindly. 'I won't desert you. I believe that you're a good boy, not a common thief. You told me you're an orphan — that seems to be the truth. But I want to hear now the whole story of your life, and how you came to be with the boys I saw you with that day.'

Oliver began his story but was soon interrupted by the arrival of Mr Grimwig, an old friend of Mr Brownlow's. Mr Grimwig was a fierce old gentleman and very fond of arguments. He clearly knew all about Oliver and inspected him closely.

'So this is the boy, is it?' he said at last.

Oliver bowed politely and was introduced by Mr Brownlow. Tea was then brought in, and during the meal Mr Grimwig stared so hard at Oliver that the boy felt rather confused. Eventually, Mr Grimwig whispered to Mr Brownlow, 'He may be a good-looking boy, but I think he's deceiving you, my good friend.'

'Nonsense!' said Mt Brownlow, becoming angry.

'Well, we'll see,' answered his friend. 'We'll see.'

Later that afternoon Mr Brownlow wanted to return some books to a bookseller, and to send some money for new books that he had already collected. Mr Grimwig suggested that Oliver should go. 'He'll be sure to deliver everything safely,' he said with a smile.

'Yes, please let me take them,' said Oliver, delighted to be of use.

Mr Brownlow hesitated, but Mr Grimwig's smile had annoyed him. 'Very well,' he said. 'Here are the books, Oliver, and a five-pound note. The bookseller will give you ten shillings change.'

'I won't be ten minutes,' replied Oliver eagerly, and he ran out into the street.

'So you expect him to come back, do you?' enquired Mr Grimwig.

'Yes, I do,' said Mr Brownlow, smiling confidently. 'Don't you?'

'No, He has a new suit of clothes, some valuable books, and a five-pound note in his pocket. He'll join his old friends the thieves, and laugh at you. If he comes back, I'll eat my hat.'

The two men sat by the window with a pocket-watch between them, and waited for Oliver's return.

Oliver hurried through the streets to the bookshop, thinking how lucky he was. Suddenly there was a loud scream behind him. 'Oh, my dear brother!' Before he could look round, a pair of arms was thrown tightly around his neck.

'Don't!' he cried, struggling. 'Let go! Why are you stopping me? Who is it?'

The young woman holding him started to cry loudly. 'I've found him! Oh! Oliver! You naughty boy, to make me suffer so much! Come home immediately, you cruel boy!' She burst into tears and several people stopped to stare at what was happening.

'What's the matter?' asked one of the watching women.

'He ran away from his parents a month ago,' the young woman said. 'They're hard-working, respectable people, and he left them to join a gang of thieves and bad characters, and almost broke his mother's heart.'

'Go home, you horrible child,' said another woman.

'Yes — go back to your parents,' said a third.

'But I haven't got any!' replied Oliver, greatly alarmed. 'I haven't got a sister, either. I'm an orphan. I live in Pentonville.'

'Listen to him! Make him come home,' the young woman said to the crowd, 'or he'll kill his dear mother and father, and break my heart.'

Suddenly Oliver recognized the woman he had seen in Fagin's house. 'It's Nancy!' he said, without thinking.

'You see?' cried Nancy to the crowd. 'He knows me!'

Just then a big man ran out of a beer shop, followed by a white dog. 'What's this? Young Oliver! Come home to your poor mother, you young devil! And what books are these? You've stolen them, haven't you? Give them to me.' The man who was Bill Sikes, seized Oliver with one strong hand and hit him on the head with the other.

'That'll do him good!' shouted some of the crowd. 'It's the only way to treat boys like him.'

Bill Sikes held onto Oliver's arm. 'Come on, you young thief!'

Still weak from illness, and terrified by the growling dog, Oliver could not resist. He was taken through the dark narrow streets at great speed. Sikes and Nancy gave him no chance to escape and Oliver had no breath to call out for help. All too quickly, he was back in Fagin's house, where his old friends were waiting for him.

'Delighted to see you looking so well, my dear,' Fagin said, bowing politely. 'Why didn't you write, and say you were coming? We'd have got something warm for supper.'

The Dodger and Charley Bates roared with laughter, and the Dodger began looking through the books Oliver had with him.

'Give them back!' Oliver cried. 'Those books belong to the kind old gentleman who took me into his home. Send him back the books and the money — he'll think I stole them!'

'You're right,' laughed Fagin. 'He will think that!'

Oliver jumped to his feet and ran wildly from the room, shouting for help. The Dodger and Fagin caught him easily, and brought him back. Then the old man picked up a long piece of wood.

'So you wanted to get away, my dear, did you? Wanted to call the police and get help? We'll cure you of that.'

He hit Oliver hard on the shoulders with the stick. He was raising it for a second hit when Nancy rushed forward and, seizing the piece of wood, threw it into the fire.

'I won't let you do it, Fagin!' she shouted. 'Yon've got him again. Isn't that enough? Now leave him alone.'

Fagin and Sikes looked at each other, shocked by her reaction.

'You'd better keep quiet, my girl,' growled Sikes.

'No, I won't!' cried the girl wildly. 'Now you've got the boy, you'll turn him into a thief and a liar. Isn't that enough, without killing him too?'

She rushed at Fagin and would have hit him if Sikes had not held her arms so tightly that she couldn't move. She struggled wildly for a while, then, exhausted, she fainted. Sikes laid her down in the corner, as surprised as Fagin at her anger.

'She can be really wild when she's angry,' Sikes said.

Fagin wiped his forehead. 'That's the trouble with women,' he said, 'but she's a clever girl in her work.'

Then Charley Bates and the Dodger took away Oliver's expensive new suit, gave him some old clothes, and locked him up in a dark room. Oliver felt tired and ill, and was soon fast asleep.



disappointed adj. sad at not getting what was hoped for. 失望的。

relax v. become less tense. 松弛。

previous adj. coming earlier in time or order. 早先的。

desert v. go away from. 离开。

argument n. reasoned discussion. 辩论。

deliver v. take sth to houses, to the persons to whom they are addressed. 递送。

nonsense n. meaningless words. 无意义的话。

hesitate v. show signs of uncertainty or unwillingness in speech or action. 犹豫。

enquire v. = inquire. ask to be told. 询问。

confidently adv. in a certain manner. 自信地。

naughty adj. (of children) bad; causing trouble. 淘气的。

cruel adj. taking pleasure in the suffering of others. 残忍的。

gang n. group of persons going about or working together, especially for criminal purposes. 帮；一伙。

recognize v. identify again sb that one has seen before. 认出。

growl v. make a low, threatening sound. 咆哮。

resist v. oppose. 抵抗。

escape v. get away. 逃走。

roar v. make loud, deep sound. 发出大而深沉的声音。

cure v. bring a person back to health. 治愈。

reaction n. action or state resulting from an earlier condition. 反应。

liar n. person who tells an untruth or who has told an untruth. 说谎者。

wipe v. clean or dry sth by rubbing with a cloth, the hands, etc. 拭；擦。

expensive adj. high priced. 昂贵的。


6　奥利弗又被找到了

[image: alt]

奥利弗慢慢地恢复了，气力也恢复了。那幅挂在墙上使布朗洛先生激动不已的画像被拿了下来，也不再被任何人提起了。画像的消失使奥利弗很失望，因为他很喜欢照片上女人的面貌，不过，现在他有许多别的事要想。

奥利弗渐渐恢复的这些日子是非常幸福的，他与贝德温太太一起打牌，听她讲一些她们家里的故事。经历了以前那些穷困与艰辛的日子后，现在的日子是如此平静、愉快。布朗洛先生给奥利弗买了一套新衣服和一双新鞋子，他以前的破烂衣服都送掉了。

一天，布朗洛让他到书房来，想跟他说点事。

奥利弗走进书房坐定，他看看布朗洛满脸的严肃劲，惊慌起来。“先生，请别把我送走！”他惊叫着，“让我留在这儿！我能帮着干家务活……先生，求求您了！”

“亲爱的孩子，别害怕，”布朗洛先生和蔼地说，“我不会抛弃你的。我相信你是个好孩子，不是个下贱的小偷。你跟我说过你是个孤儿——看来这是真的。现在我想知道你全部的身世，还有，那天我看见你和那些孩子在一起，我想知道你是怎么和他们混到一块的。”

奥利弗开始述说自己的故事，不一会儿，他就被格里姆威格先生的来访打断了。他是布朗洛先生的一位老朋友，这位老先生生性残暴，而且喜欢争辩。他清楚地知道奥利弗的一切情况，仔细地审视着他。

“看来这就是那个孩子了，是吗？”他最后问道。

奥利弗有礼貌地给他鞠了躬，并由布朗洛先生作了介绍。然后用人递上了茶点，喝茶时格里姆威格先生死死盯着奥利弗，使这孩子感到非常不自在。终于，格里姆威格先生凑近布朗洛先生，小声地说：“这孩子可能算是长相不错，但我想他是在欺骗你呢，我的好朋友。”

“胡说八道！”布朗洛先生生气地说。

“好吧，我们走着瞧，”他的朋友说，“我们走着瞧。”

那天下午稍晚一些时候，布朗洛先生要把几本书还给一位书商，另外带点钱为他已经拿回来的几本新书付款。格里姆威格先生建议让奥利弗去办这件事。他微笑着说：“他肯定会安全地把书和钱都送到的。”

“是的，让我去吧。”奥利弗说道，他很高兴能被派上用场。

布朗洛先生先是有点犹豫，可他被格里姆威格先生的那种微笑惹恼了。“好吧，”他说，“书在这儿，奥利弗，这是五个英镑，书商会找回十个先令的。”

“用不了十分钟我就能回来。”奥利弗急切地说，然后跑着出去，上了街。

“你还指望他能回来，是吗？”格里姆威格先生问道。

“是的。”布朗洛先生非常自信地笑着说，“你不指望他回来吗？”

“不，他穿着一身新衣服，带着一些价钱很贵的书，兜里装着五英镑的钞票。他会回到他那些老朋友那儿，回到那个贼窝去笑话你的。假如他回来了，我就把我的帽子给吃了。”

这两位先生靠窗户坐着，将一块怀表放在他们中间，等着奥利弗回来。

奥利弗急忙穿过街道，朝书店奔去，心想自己真幸运。忽听背后一声大叫：“啊，我亲爱的弟弟！”他还来不及朝后看一眼，就觉得有一双胳膊紧紧地搂在了他的脖子上。

“别！”他挣扎着叫道，“放开！你干吗要挡住我，你是谁？”

那年轻女人搂住他大声地叫着：“我找到他了！噢！奥利弗！你这个不听话的孩子，你让我多伤心啊！赶紧回家，你这个没良心的孩子！”她痛哭流涕，惹得几个行人停下脚步，看出了什么事。

“出了什么事？”一个看热闹的妇人问道。

“一个月以前他从爸爸妈妈那里逃了出来，”那年轻女人说，“他父母可是任劳任怨、清白正派的人，他竟跑出来和一帮小偷、坏人混在一起，这简直使他妈伤心透了。”

“回家去，你这个讨厌的孩子。”另一个女人说。

“对，快回到你父母那儿去。”第三个人说。

“可我没有父亲，也没有母亲！”奥利弗非常惊恐地说，“更没有姐妹，我是个孤儿，我住在本顿维尔区。”

“你们听他说的！你们让他回家去，”年轻女人冲着人群说，“否则，他父母会为他死去的。我也会伤透了心。”

突然，奥利弗认出了她就是在费金家见过的那个女人。“你是南希！”他不假思索地说。

“你们看，”南希冲着人群大声说，“他认识我！”

就在这时，一个大个子男人从一家啤酒馆里跑了出来，身后跟着一条白狗。“这是怎么了？小奥利弗！快回到你可怜的妈妈身边去，你这个小家伙！这些是什么书？是你偷来的吧？来，给我。”这人就是比尔·赛克斯。他用一只粗壮有力的大手抓住奥利弗，用另一只手打他的脑袋。

“这对他有好处！”人群里一些人说，“对待他这种男孩就得这样。”

比尔·赛克斯紧紧抓牢奥利弗的胳膊。“走，你这个小偷！”

由于生过病，身体仍然很虚弱，奥利弗被这条狗的狂叫吓坏了，他坚持不住了。他被裹挟着很快地穿过了黑暗狭窄的街道。赛克斯和南希死死地抓住他，他无法逃走。奥利弗气喘吁吁，连救命都喊不出。转眼间，他又回到了费金的家，他的老朋友们都在这儿等着他呢。

“很高兴见到你这么好，亲爱的。”费金说，并很礼貌地鞠着躬。“你为什么不写信说你要回来了？那样我们会留下点热乎乎的晚饭给你的。”

神偷和查理·贝茨狂笑着。神偷又开始翻奥利弗带着的书。

“还给我！”奥利弗说，“这些书是那个带我去他家的好心的老先生的。书和钱得给他送回去——否则他会认为是我偷走了他的书和钱。”

“你说的对，”费金笑着说，“他会这么认为的！”

奥利弗一跃而起，疯狂地从屋里往外跑去，喊着救命。神偷和费金毫不费力就将他抓了回来，这时，这老头拿起一根长木头。

“这么说你想离开这儿，是吗，亲爱的？想叫警察来救你？我们先来治治你。”

他用木棒使劲地打奥利弗的肩膀，当他再次举起手里的木棒时，南希扑了过去，夺下了木棒，扔进了炉火。

“我不许你这样对待他，费金！”她嚷嚷着，“你把他弄回来了，还不够吗？现在别折磨他了。”

费金和赛克斯互相看了一眼，他们被她的举动惊住了。

“你最好别嚷嚷，姑娘。”赛克斯咆哮着。

“不，我要嚷嚷！”这女孩发狂般地叫着，“你们现在弄到这孩子了，你们要把他变成一个贼，一个骗子，这还不够吗？难道还要弄死他吗？”

她扑向费金，如果不是赛克斯抓住了她的胳膊，使她动不了的话，她会跟他撕打一番的。她拼命地挣扎了一会儿，然后没了力气，晕倒了。赛克斯让她躺在墙角处，和费金一样，他对她的发怒感到惊讶。

“她发起脾气来可真够疯的。”赛克斯说。

费金擦着额头。“女人就这一点麻烦。”他说，“可她干起活来倒挺麻利的。”

然后，查理·贝茨和神偷拿走了奥利弗的新衣服，给他扔了几件旧衣服，把他锁进了一间黑屋子。奥利弗觉得又累又难受，没多一会儿就沉沉地睡着了。


7
The robbery

A few days later, a visitor arrived in London from Oliver's home town. He was a large, fat man, and very proud of his hat, which showed the world that he was a most important official. It was, in fact, Mr Bumble the beadle, Oliver's old enemy.

Mr Bumble had completed his business in the city, and had just finished a most satisfactory meal in a pub. He pulled up his chair to the fire, to enjoy his hot gin-and-water in comfort, and opened the newspaper. The first thing he saw was this notice:


A reward of five pounds is offered for any information leading to the discovery. of a young boy, Oliver Twist, who was kidnapped from his home in Pentonville last Thursday evening. I am also very interested in any information about his past.



There was then a full description of Oliver's clothes and appearance, and Mr Brownlow's full address. Mr Bumble rubbed his eyes, read the notice again, and was at the address in less than ten minutes. He was shown into Mr Brownlow's study, where the old gentleman and his friend Mr Grimwig were sitting.

'Do you know where the poor boy is now?' Mr Brownlow asked, when the beadle had explained the reason for his visit.

Mr Bumble shook his head.

'Do you know anything good about him?' asked Mr Grimwig, looking closely at Mr Bumble's face.

Mr Bumble shook his head again, very seriously, and turned down the corners of his mouth.

'Then tell us everything you know about him,' said Mr Brownlow impatiently.

Mr Bumble put down his hat, unbuttoned his coat, folded his arms, and sat back in his chair. He spoke in his most important and official voice, and talked for twenty minutes. His listeners heard all the details of Oliver's illegitimate birth, and how generously he had been treated as a workhouse orphan. They heard how he had always been an ungrateful and dangerous child, violently attacking another boy, and finally running away from the house where he had been working.

The old gentleman shook his head sadly and gave Mr Bumble the five pounds. 'I would have been happy to give you three times the amount — if your story had proved that the boy was good.'

If Mr Bumble had known this earlier, he might have told a different story, but now it was too late. So he took the money and left.

Mr Brownlow walked up and down his room for several minutes, deep in thought. He rang the bell for Mrs Bedwin, his housekeeper, and told her what he had heard.

'I don't believe it,' she said, with great certainty.

'I was right,' said Mr Grimwig with satisfaction. 'You should have listened to what I said.'

Mr Brownlow said angrily, 'Never let me hear the boy's name again. Never. Remember that, Mrs Bedwin.'

There were sad hearts at Mr Brownlow's house that night.

* * *

Meanwhile, in another part of London, Oliver remained a prisoner. Fagin had told Oliver how ungrateful he had been to run away. He had told him that he would have died of hunger without Fagin's kindness. He went on to tell Oliver the story of another young boy, who had gone to the police to tell them about the gang, but who had finally been hanged one morning for being a thief. Fagin described the hanging in terrifying detail, and said that he hoped he would never have to tell the police about Oliver — and see Oliver with a rope around his neck. Oliver felt his blood turn cold.

He remained locked in a room for many days, seeing nobody between early morning and midnight. He spent his time thinking sadly about his friends in Pentonville. After a week he was free to wander round the house during the day. It was a dirty place, full of rats and insects but no other living thing. All the windows were closed, and covered with wood and metal bars that kept out the light.

One afternoon the Dodger and Charley Bates were at home and they started telling Oliver about their lives as thieves.

'Why don't you become one?' Charley asked him. 'We all are here — both of us, and Fagin, Sikes, Nancy... all of us.'

'I don't want to be,' replied Oliver. 'I wish they'd let me go.'

'But it's a good life,' the Dodger said, taking some coins from his pocket and throwing them up in the air. 'What does it matter where the money comes from?' he said, laughing. 'If you don't steal it, someone else will. You can be sure of that!'

Fagin entered at this point, with two young men, and joined in the conversation. One of the young men had just come out of prison, and there were many cheerful jokes about his very short hair-cut. Everybody sat around the fire, talking and laughing for hours. Fagin told Oliver how good the Dodger was at his job, and what a friendly boy Charley was. It was, without doubt, an interesting evening for Oliver, after so many days locked up alone.

After that evening he was rarely on his own again. He spent a lot of time with the Dodger and Charley, and often played the handkerchief game with them. At other times Fagin would tell them all about robberies he had committed in his younger days, telling the stories so well and putting in so many funny details that Oliver could not stop laughing, even though he knew it was wrong.

Fagin knew what he was doing. He had made sure that Oliver was so lonely and miserable that he would be desperate for any friends, however criminal. Slowly and deliberately, Fagin was trying to poison the young boy's mind.




One damp, cold, windy night a few weeks later, Fagin put on his heavy coat and, with the collar pulled up high to hide his face, left his home. He walked fast through the streets, never losing his way even in the darkest places. Finally, he reached an evil, narrow street lit only by a single lamp. He knocked on a door, said something quietly to the person who opened it, then walked upstairs.

Bill Sikes was sitting by his fire with his dog when Fagin entered. The room was a small, dark place with almost no furniture. Nancy was there, too, and Fagin glanced at her uneasily. He had not seen her since she had attacked him to stop him hitting Oliver. However, she seemed to have forgotten all about it, because she told him to pull up a chair and warm himself by the fire.

'I'm ready for business,' Bill Sikes said, looking at Fagin suspiciously. 'Say what you have to say, Fagin.'

'It's about the robbery at Chertsey, Bill,' answered Fagin. 'Some lovely silver in that house down there!'

'I know, I know,' Sikes said. 'I was down there two nights ago to have a look at the house. But it's locked like a prison at night, all except one part.'

'Where's that?' asked Fagin, bending his head forwards, his eyes staring excitedly at Sikes.

'Do you think I'm stupid? I'm not telling you! Anyway, what we need is a boy.'

'So there's a small place where only a boy can enter the house?' asked Fagin.

'Maybe. But we need a boy.'

There was silence for a time, while Fagin thought. Then he made a sign to Sikes to tell Nancy to leave the room.

'Don't worry,' Sikes said. 'You can trust her — she won't talk. Isn't that right?'

'Of course it's right,' answered the young woman, taking a large drink from the bottle on the table, and laughing. 'Anyway, Fagin, I know your idea is for Oliver to do the job.'

'You're a clever girl,' said Fagin, smiling evilly. 'That's exactly what I had in mind. Listen, Bill — the boy's been training for a few weeks, and it's time he did some work. He's the smallest one, anyway.'

'Is he safe?' asked Sikes. 'Because if he tries any tricks on me, I'll kill him!'

'He'll be ours for life, if he feels he's one of us. And this job will make him feel like that,' said Fagin eagerly. 'The boy looks so innocent he's perfect. And we've got to include him in some crime as soon as we can. Otherwise, if he escapes now, he can tell the police about us and stay free himself.'

So it was decided that Oliver would help Sikes with the robbery in two days' time. The plan was discussed in great detail and all the arrangements made. By then, Sikes was very drunk, and Fagin got up to leave. As he put on his coat, he stared hard at Nancy, frowning a little. No, he was sure he could trust her; she was loyal.

The next night, Oliver was alone in Fagin's house when Nancy entered. She was so nervous and white-faced that Oliver asked her if she was ill.

'God forgive me!' she said, beating her hands together. 'I never thought I would do this!'

'Has anything happened?' asked the boy. 'What is it?'

She sat with her back to him, and hid her face with her hands. After a while she said, 'I don't know why I feel so strange sometimes. Come on, Oliver — are you ready? You have to come with me to Bill's house.'

'Why?'

'Oh — nothing important.'

Oliver did not believe her, but he thought that at last this might be an opportunity to escape. So he said, rather too quickly, 'I'm ready.' Nancy guessed what he was thinking.

'Oliver,' she said, 'this is not the time to escape. I've saved you once, and I will again, but if anything happens tonight, it might mean my death.' She said this so seriously that Oliver decided it must be true. He was quiet while they walked quickly through the streets to Sikes' house.

Inside his room, Sikes sat Oliver down on a chair. 'Did he come quietly?' he asked Nancy.

'Quiet as a mouse.'

'Glad to hear it,' said Sikes. 'Now listen to me, boy.' He put a gun against Oliver's head. 'If you say one word when you're outside with me, I'll shoot you. Understand?'

Oliver nodded, trying hard not to tremble.

Sikes and Oliver started out at five o'clock in the morning, while it was still dark. They crossed from one side of London to the other. At first the streets were empty, then shops began to open and people started going to work. Gradually, the noise and traffic increased, and as they passed through the meat market at Smithfield, Oliver was amazed by the sight and smells of so many animals, and by the huge crowds of people, all pushing and swearing and shouting. But Bill Sikes marched on without stopping.

Later in the day they were given a lift in a horse and cart from west London out into the country. Night fell, and after walking a few more miles down country roads, they finally arrived at an old house standing alone by a river. It was dark and seemed to be empty. They went inside without knocking.

Inside were two other men, who, at Sikes' command, produced food and drink for him and the boy. Then Sikes told Oliver to get some sleep as they would be going out again later that night. Oliver still had no idea of the purpose of this expedition, but his head ached with tiredness and he soon fell asleep.

At half past one the men got up and checked their equipment, gathering several sticks as well. Sikes and the man called Toby left the house together, with Oliver walking between them. There was now a thick fog and the night was very still as they hurried through the deserted streets of the nearby town. Out in the country again, they walked down several small roads until finally they stopped at a house surrounded by a high wall. As quick as lightning, Toby climbed up and pulled Oliver after him. Inside the garden, they crept towards the house, and now, for the first time, Oliver realized in horror that the purpose of the expedition was robbery, and maybe even murder.

Bill Sikes broke open a small window at the back of the house, then shone his light into Oliver's face.

'Now listen. I'm going to put you through here. Go straight through into the hall and on to the front door, and let us in. And if you don't, you can be sure I'll shoot you.'

Oliver, stupid with terror, was lifted through the window into the house. Desperately, he decided to try to run upstairs and warn the family. He began to creep forwards.

Suddenly, there was a loud noise from the hall.

'Come back!' shouted Sikes. 'Back! Back!'

Oliver stood still, frozen with fear. A light appeared, then two men on the stairs, then a sudden bright flash, and a loud bang. Oliver staggered back. Sikes seized the boy's collar through the window and pulled him back out into the garden.

'They've hit him!' shouted Sikes. 'He's bleeding.'

A bell rang loudly, above the noise of more gunshots and the shouts of men. Oliver felt himself being carried across rough ground, and then he saw and heard no more.



address n. details of where a person may be found and where letters, etc may be delivered. 住址。

offer v. put forward, to be accepted or refused. 提供。

meal n. occasion of eating. 餐。

discovery n. discovering or being discovered. 发现。

fold one's arms cross one's arms over the chest. 交叉双臂。

detail n. small, particular fact or item. 细节。

illegitimate adj. born of parents who were not married to each other. 私生的。

amount n. quantity. 数量。

meanwhile adv. in or during the time between. 其时；此际。

hunger n. need, desire for food. 饥饿。

insect n. sort of small animal, having six legs and no backbone and a body divided into three parts. 昆虫。

bar n. long piece of hard, stiff material. 棒；条。

coin n. metal money. 硬币。

doubt n. uncertainty of mind. 怀疑。

commit v. perform (a crime, foolish act, etc). 犯（罪，错等）。

robbery n. instance of robbing. 抢夺。

deliberately adv. in an intentional manner. 故意地。

glance v. take a quick look. 匆匆一看。

suspiciously adv. doubtfully. 怀疑地。

silver n. shining white precious metal used for ornaments, coins, utensils, etc. 银。

stupid adj. slowthinking; foolish. 愚蠢的。

trick n. sth done in order to deceive, to outwit or outdo, sb. 诡计。

otherwise adv. in other or different respects. 在其它方面。

discuss v. examine and argue about (a subject). 讨论；商讨。

opportunity n. favourable time or chance. 机会。

guess v. form an opinion, make a statement, based on supposition, not on careful thought. 猜想。

arrangement n. plans; preparations. 计划；筹备。

drunk adj. intoxicated; overcome by drinking alcoholic liquor. 醉；酩酊。

swear v. use obscene etc words to insult, or for emphasis. 咒骂。

cart v. carry in a two-wheeled vehicle pulled by a horse. 用马车运。

command n. order. 命令。

expedition n. journey or voyage for a definite purpose. 远征。

equipment n. supplying (a person, a ship, etc) (with what is needed). 装备。

lightning n. flash of bright light produced by natural electricity between clouds in the sky with thunder. 闪电。

creep v. move along with the body close to the ground or floor. 爬行。

stagger v. walk or move unsteadily. 蹒跚。

gunshot n. shot fired by a gun. （射出之）枪弹。


7　抢劫

[image: alt]

几天后，一位来访者从奥利弗家乡的小镇来到了伦敦。他是一个高大、肥胖的人，对自己的帽子感到非常自豪，这帽子向别人表示他是位十分重要的官员。其实，他就是班布尔先生，那位执事，奥利弗的老对头。

班布尔先生在城里办完了公事，刚在一家酒馆里吃了一顿非常满意的饭菜。他把椅子向炉旁拉了拉，舒服地喝着一杯辣辣的加了水的杜松子酒，打开报纸。首先跳入他眼帘的是这条消息：

悬　赏


奥利弗·特威斯特，男孩，上星期四晚上在他本顿维尔的家中被绑架带走，如有人知道他现在的下落，可得到五英镑的奖赏。本人对他以前的情况也深感兴趣。



启事接着详细地描述了奥利弗的穿着和长相，以及布朗洛先生家的详细地址。班布尔先生揉了揉眼睛，把这条消息又看了一遍，不到十分钟，他就找到了那个地址。他被带到了布朗洛先生的书房，这位老先生和他的朋友格里姆威格先生正坐在里面。

“你知道这可怜的孩子现在在哪儿吗？”执事说明了来意后，布朗洛先生问道。

班布尔先生摇了摇头。

“你知道他的任何好的方面吗？”格里姆威格先生仔细打量着班布尔先生的脸，问道。

班布尔先生非常严肃地又摇了摇头，撇了撇嘴。

“那么，告诉我们你所知道的有关他的一切。”格里姆威格先生不耐烦地说。

班布尔先生摘下帽子，解开衣扣，双臂交叉放在胸前，向后靠在椅子上。他用他那重要官员的嗓音说了足足二十分钟。他的听众知道了奥利弗非法出生的详细过程，以及作为济贫院里的孤儿他得到了怎样宽厚的待遇。他们也得知他是一个忘恩负义的、危险的孩子，粗暴地殴打了另一个孩子，最后终于从他干活的人家逃跑了。

老先生伤心地摇了摇头，给了班布尔先生五个英镑。“我会很高兴给你三倍的钱——假如你说的事能证明他是个好孩子。”

如果班布尔早知道是这样的话，他说的可能会与刚才说的完全不一样，可现在已为时太晚了。他只好拿了钱，离开了。

有几分钟工夫，布朗洛先生在屋里来回地踱着步，陷入了深思。他拉铃叫来了贝德温太太，他的女管家，把他所听到的事告诉了她。

“我不相信这些。”她非常肯定地说。

“我说的是对的。”格里姆威格先生满意地说，“你本应该听我的话。”

布朗洛先生气愤地说：“以后别再让我听到这孩子的名字，永远不要。记住了吗，贝德温太太？”

那天晚上，布朗洛先生家里的人心里都很悲伤。

*　*　*

与此同时，在伦敦的另一个地方，奥利弗像个囚犯一样被关着。费金已告诉他，逃跑是件忘恩负义的事。他还说，若不是自己对他仁慈，奥利弗本来是会饿死的。他又告诉了奥利弗另一个小男孩的事。这个孩子到警察局告发了他的同伙，结果在一天早晨作为小偷被送上了绞刑架。费金详细地形容了绞刑的恐怖。他说，希望他自己永远不会被迫到警察那儿去告发奥利弗——也不愿看到绞索套在奥利弗的脖子上。奥利弗这时感到浑身的血液都凝固了。

他被锁在小屋里许多天，每天从清早到午夜见不到一个人，他的时间都是在苦苦思念他在本顿维尔的朋友中度过的。一星期后，他白天从小屋里被放出来，只能在屋子里转来转去。这是个很脏的地方，除了老鼠和虫子外，没有其它活物。所有的窗户都是紧闭着的，上面还钉了许多木板和铁棍，亮光透不进来。

一天下午，神偷和查理·贝茨在屋里没出去，他们同奥利弗聊起了他们的小偷生涯。

“你为什么不也当个小偷？”查理问他，“我们都在一起——我们俩，还有费金，赛克斯，南希，我们都在一起。”

“我不想，”奥利弗回答道，“我真希望他们能放我走。”

“可是这种日子很舒服。”神偷说着从兜里掏出了几个硬币抛向空中。“管他钱是从哪儿来的呢！”他笑着说，“你不去偷，别人也会去的。这是毫无疑问的！”

正在这时，费金与另外两个年轻人走了进来，参加谈天，其中的一个年轻人是刚从监狱里出来的。大家拿他剃得很短的头发开着玩笑。几个小时里，大家围着火炉坐着，又说又笑。费金告诉奥利弗，神偷干得多么巧妙，查理又是个多么友好的孩子。被独自锁在小屋多日之后的今天对奥利弗来说无疑是很有趣的。

从那天晚上起，他很少一个人待着了，总是同神偷和查理在一起，常常同他们做着手帕的游戏。有时，费金给他们讲他年轻时干过的一些盗窃的事。他维妙维肖地说着事情滑稽的细节，奥利弗虽然心里明白这都是坏事，但还是不停地大笑着。

费金很清楚他在干什么。他知道奥利弗很孤独、很痛苦，迫切需要朋友，哪怕是做罪犯的朋友。费金在试图慢慢地、有计划地毒害这孩子的心灵。




几星期后一个寒冷、潮湿又刮着大风的晚上，费金穿上厚厚的大衣，竖起衣领，把整个脸都遮住，离开了家。他快步穿过几条街，甚至在一些最漆黑的地方，他也准确无误地走着。最后，他走进了一条只亮着一盏路灯的邪恶、狭窄的街道。他在一扇门上敲了几下，小声地和来开门的人咕哝了几句，便走进去上了楼。

费金进去时，比尔·赛克斯和他的狗正坐在火炉旁。这间房子昏暗、狭小，几乎没有什么家具。南希也在这儿，费金不自在地瞟了她一眼。自从上次她向他扑来，阻止他殴打奥利弗之后，他一直没再见到她。可她却好像早已把那件事忘得一干二净了。她让他拿过一把椅子，在炉火旁暖暖身子。

“我已经准备好做交易了，”比尔·赛克斯多疑地看着费金说，“你有什么要说的就说吧，费金。”

“是关于到切特赛盗窃的事，比尔，”费金回答说，“在那边那所房子里有一些漂亮的银制器皿！”

“我知道，我知道。”赛克斯说，“两天前的夜里，我过去看过那房子。到了晚上，那里简直像监狱一样锁得死死的，只有一个地方防备不严。”

“那是哪儿？”费金问，并把头往前伸了伸，兴奋地盯着赛克斯看。

“你以为我傻啊？我才不告诉你呢！不管怎么说，我们需要有一个孩子。”

“那么，是不是有个小地方，只有孩子才能从那里钻进去？”费金问。

“也许吧。反正我们需要一个小男孩。”

费金在考虑着，半天没人吱声。然后他给赛克斯递了一个眼神，暗示他先让南希出去。

“别担心，”赛克斯说，“你可以信得过她——她不会走漏风声的。是吧？”

“那还用说。”年轻的女人说着，拿起桌上的瓶子喝了一大口，然后大笑起来。“不管怎样，费金，我知道你的心思。你是想让奥利弗去干这件事。”

“你真是个聪明的姑娘。”费金说道，邪恶地笑着。“这正是我的意思。听着，比尔——这孩子已经练了好几个星期了，该到他出力干活的时候了，再说他也是最瘦小的。”

“他保险吗？”赛克斯问，“他要是跟我耍花招，我会杀了他的。”

“如果他觉得他是我们自己人的话，他会一辈子都听我们的。而这次行动就会使他产生这种感觉。”费金急切地说，“这孩子看上去很单纯，他是最理想不过的人选。我们必须尽快让他和我们一起进行一次犯罪行动，否则，他一旦跑了，到警察局告发了我们，他自己还可以不进监狱的。”

就这样，奥利弗被选定协助赛克斯在两天之后去干这件入室盗窃的事。这次行动的计划经过了非常周密的讨论，各项准备工作都做好了。到这时，赛克斯已喝得酩酊大醉了。费金站起身来要走，他穿大衣时，死死地盯着南希看，皱了皱眉头。不，他肯定他是可以信任她的，她很忠诚。

第二天夜里，奥利弗独自待在费金的家里，这时南希来了。她惊恐万分，脸色发白，因此奥利弗问她是否不舒服。

“上帝饶恕我！”她双手直拍巴掌，说道，“我没想到我会这么做！”

“出事了吗？”男孩问，“什么事？”

她背对着他坐下，用双手蒙住脸。一会儿，她说：“我不明白为什么，我有时有这种奇怪的感觉。快走，奥利弗——你准备好了吗？你必须现在跟我到比尔那里去。”

“什么事？”

“嗯，没什么要紧事。”

奥利弗不相信她的话，可他想终于可能得到一个逃跑的好机会了，因此他未免太快地回答说：“我准备好了。”南希猜到他在想什么。

“奥利弗，”她说，“这次不是你逃走的时候，我救过你一次，我还会这么做的。但是，如果今儿晚上出了什么事，那就可能意味着我得去死。”她非常认真地说着这番话，奥利弗想，这一定是真的。一路上他一声不响，快步地朝前走着，穿过街道，直奔赛克斯家。

进了屋，赛克斯让奥利弗坐在椅子上，“他一路上安静吗？”他问南希。

“安静得像只小老鼠。”

“很高兴听到这个。”赛克斯说，“孩子，现在听我说，”他把一支枪顶在奥利弗脑门上，“你跟我出去时，假如说一句话，我就开枪打死你，明白了吗？”

奥利弗不停地点着头，尽量不使自己发抖。

早晨5点钟，赛克斯和奥利弗出发了。这时，天色还很黑，他们横穿伦敦，从一头走到另一头。刚开始时街道上还是空荡荡的，过了一会儿店铺开始开张，人们开始去工作了。渐渐地，嘈杂声越来越大，车马越来越多，他们穿过史密斯菲尔德的肉市时，奥利弗被那里各种牲畜的形象和气味，还有那熙熙攘攘推搡着、咒骂着、叫喊着的人群惊呆了。可比尔·赛克斯却大步地朝前走着，一刻不停。

那天晚些时候，他们搭上了一辆从伦敦西部往乡间去的马车。夜幕降临，又走了几英里的乡间小路，他们终于到达了坐落在一条河边的一幢古老房屋。屋里黑着灯，好像没人。他们没敲门就照直走了进去。

里面有两个男人，他们在赛克斯的指令下，为他和男孩子送上了吃的喝的。吃过饭后，赛克斯让奥利弗去睡一会儿，因为这天深夜他们还得出去。到现在为止，奥利弗还不知道这次远行的目的，可他累得头痛，马上就睡着了。

差不多一点半，人们就起来了，检查了一下他们的工具，还把几根木棍收集在一起。赛克斯和那个叫托比的人一起离开了这幢房子，奥利弗走在他们两人中间。夜晚雾很大，四周非常安静，他们匆匆地穿行在附近小镇子荒僻的街道上。不久，他们又到了乡间，走完几条小道，最后停在了一座被一道高墙围着的房屋前。比尔闪电般地爬上了墙，随后把奥利弗也拉了上去。到了花园里，他们蹑手蹑脚地向屋子靠近。直到现在，奥利弗才万般惊恐地知道了这次远行的目的是入室盗窃，很有可能还会谋财害命。

比尔·赛克斯打破房子后面的一个小窗户，然后把手中的灯光射在了奥利弗的脸上。

“听着，我从这儿把你放进去，你一直往前走，穿过大厅，到前门把我们放进去，如果你不照着我说的去做，你可以肯定我是会开枪打死你的。”

奥利弗被吓傻了。他被举起来，钻过窗子，进到房里。他万般无奈，决定设法跑上楼，通知房主。他开始蹑手蹑脚地朝前走。

突然，厅里传来了一声很响的动静。

“回来！”赛克斯喊着，“回来！回来！”

奥利弗站在那儿一动不动，给吓呆了。一盏灯亮起来，两个男人出现在楼梯上，接着是一道闪光和砰的一响。奥利弗踉踉跄跄退了几步。赛克斯将手伸进窗户，抓住奥利弗的衣领，将他从屋里揪到院子里。

“他们打中他了！”赛克斯喊道，“他在流血。”

一阵响亮的铃声压过了枪声和人的呐喊声。奥利弗觉得自己被人扛着跑过高低不平的地面，然后就对什么也没有知觉了。


8
After the robbery

The night was bitterly cold. A sharp wind whipped the fallen snow up into the air and blew it into every hole and corner. It was a night for the homeless to lie down and die; and for luckier people to sit close to their fires and thank God they were at home.

In the workhouse where Oliver was born, Mrs Corney — the widow in charge — was making tea by her fire. When she heard a knock at her door, she frowned and called out sharply, 'Come in.' The frown, however, was quickly changed to a sweet smile when she saw Mr Bumble enter.

'Hard weather, Mr Bumble,' said the widow.

'Yes, indeed, ma'am,' replied the beadle. 'We've had to give out to the poor people in this town great quantities of bread and cheese today, and they're still complaining. Why, one man even came back and demanded some free fire-wood! What does he want that for? People are never satisfied. Give them one thing today, and tomorrow they'll ask for something else!'

Mrs Corney agreed that it was very shocking. They discussed some workhouse business together, and then Mr Bumble looked hopefully at the teapot. Mrs Corney offered him some tea. Instantly, Mr Bumble sat down by the fire and gave the widow such a warm smile that her face turned a delicate pink. She passed Mr Bumble the tea-cup, and as he took it, he managed to give her hand a little stroke. 'You're a kind-hearted woman, Mrs Corney,' said the beadle.

'Oh, Mr Bumble!' said the widow, smiling shyly. For a while there was a friendly silence between them, then Mr Bumble moved his chair closer to the widow's. Mrs Corney, of course, did not notice this, but when the beadle's arm began to slide around her waist, she felt she must make a small protest.

Encouraged by this response, Mr Bumble immediately gave her a kiss, but at this interesting moment there was a sudden knock at the door. Mr Bumble jumped to his feet and went to the other end of the room.

'Please, Mrs Corney,' said a voice outside. 'Old Sally is going fast.'

'Well, what can I do to help her?' asked Mrs Corney angrily.

'Nothing, ma'am,' replied the old woman outside. 'But she says she has something to tell you, which you must hear. She won't die quietly till you come.'

Complaining loudly, Mrs Corney asked Mr Bumble to wait until she came back. Then she followed the old woman up the stairs.

Old Sally lay in bed in a freezing cold room. The fire was so small and mean that it gave no warmth at all.

Mrs Corney bent over the bed, and the dying woman opened her eyes. 'Come closer,' she murmured. 'Let me whisper in your ear.' She held onto Mrs Corney's arm and pulled her down towards her. 'In this same room I once helped a pretty young woman who came in with cut and bleeding feet, who gave birth to a boy and then died.'

'Well?' asked Mrs Corney impatiently.

'I robbed her. She was hardly dead before I stole it!'

'Stole what?'

'It! The only thing she had. It was gold. It could have saved her life!'

'Gold? Who was this mother? Tell me!'

'She told me to look after it when she died.' The old woman's mind was getting confused. 'She trusted me, poor girl, and I stole it.'

'Quick, tell me or it may be too late!' said Mrs Corney greedily. 'What was it, and what was the boy's name?'

The old woman could hardly speak. 'Oliver. The gold I stole was —'

'Yes, yes! What?'

The old woman fell back onto the bed, dead.

Mrs Corney hurried back to her room, where Mr Bumble was still admiring her furniture and counting her silver tea spoons. They sat down again by the fire, and soon Mr Bumble's arm returned to its previous position round Mrs Corney's waist. It was not long before he asked her to marry him, and the widow happily accepted him. While they drank to celebrate the arrangement, Mrs Corney told Mr Bumble about old Sally's death, and the unknown gold object which she had stolen from the dead body of the young woman.

After many expressions of undying love, Mr Bumble finally left the room and returned home, with bright visions of his future.




While these events were happening in the workhouse, the Artful Dodger and Charley Bates were playing cards in Fagin's house. The Dodger, as usual, was winning easily; somehow, he always seemed to know exactly what cards the other players had in their hands. Suddenly there was a faint ring on the bell downstairs, and Toby came in — the man who had gone with Bill Sikes and Oliver to rob the house in Chertsey. Fagin jumped to his feet.

'Where are they?' he screamed. 'Sikes and the boy! Where are they hiding?'

'We failed,' said the robber.

'What happened?'

'They fired and hit the boy. We ran away with Oliver between us, and they chased us with dogs.'

'And the boy? What about the boy?' gasped Fagin.

'His head was hanging down, and he was cold. We needed to go faster so we left him in a field, alive or dead. That's all I know about him.'

Fagin did not wait to hear any more. He gave an angry scream, ran out of the house and hurried through the streets until he reached Bill Sikes' house. As he climbed the stairs, he thought, 'Well, Nancy, if there's anything going on here, I'll find out about it — however clever you are.'

Nancy was alone upstairs in her room, her head on the table.

'She's been drinking again,' thought Fagin. As he closed the door, she woke up. He told her what had happened during the robbery; she said nothing and her head returned to the table. 'And where do you think the boy is now, my dear?' Fagin asked her, trying hard to see her face. 'Poor little child! Left alone like that.'

Nancy looked up. 'I hope the child's dead. Then he'd be happier than any of us.'

'What!' said Fagin, in amazement.

'It's better like that. The sight of the boy turns me against myself, and all of you.'

'You're drunk.' Fagin suddenly lost his temper. 'The boy's worth a fortune to me — and now a drunken gang has lost him. And if Sikes doesn't return that boy to me, dead or alive, I'll tell the police about him and I'll get Sikes hanged. Just remember that!'

When Fagin left her, Nancy was already back in a drunken sleep, her head lying on the table once more. Fagin went out into the blackness of the night and walked home. He had reached the corner of his street and was searching in his pocket for his key, when a dark figure came out of the shadows and crossed the road towards him.

'I've been waiting here for two hours, Fagin,' said the stranger. 'Where have you been?'

'On your business, my dear,' said Fagin, glancing at him uneasily.

'We'd better talk inside.'

The door closed behind them and they crept quietly up to the top floor in order not to wake the sleeping boys downstairs. They sat in a dark room, the only light coming from a candle burning in the passage outside.

The stranger's name was Monks, and he was in an evil mood.

He listened to Fagin for a while, frowning heavily. 'It was badly planned,' he said angrily. 'Couldn't you have made the boy into an ordinary thief, and then got him arrested and sent out of the country for the rest of his life?'

'But he isn't like the other boys here,' Fagin said. 'I had nothing to frighten him with. Anyway, I've already helped you. After he was caught by the police, stealing from the bookshop, I got Nancy to get him back. And then she felt sorry for him.'

'Kill her!' Monks said impatiently.

'We can't afford to do that kind of thing,' said Fagin. 'But I can turn the boy into an ordinary thief now. And then Nancy will harden her heart against him. I know how women are. But if he's already dead—'

'That's not my fault!' said Monks quickly. 'I always said to you — do anything you want to him, but don't kill him. I wouldn't have been able to forget it, if you had.'

Suddenly he jumped to his feet, staring at the wall opposite the door. 'What's that?' he whispered, terrified.

'What? Where?' cried Fagin.

'The shadow! I saw the shadow of a woman pass along that wall!'

White-faced, they both ran from the room into the passage. The candle threw long shadows down the stairs, but there was no one there. They listened. Only silence filled the house.

'It was your imagination,' said Fagin, softly.

'I swear I saw it!' replied Monks. They searched all the upstairs rooms. They were empty, and as quiet as death. Monks grew calmer, and eventually left the house at one o'clock in the morning.




The chase down at Chertsey the previous night had not lasted long. There was a lot of noise of men shouting and dogs barking, as the servants from the house pursued the robbers across the fields. But Sikes and Toby wasted no time. They dropped Oliver's unconscious body in a field, and disappeared into the fog and the darkness in different directions. The three pursuers lost enthusiasm for the chase and agreed among themselves that it was much too dangerous to continue. They returned to the house, keeping close together and trying to look brave.

Morning came, but Oliver still lay in the field as if dead. It began to rain heavily, and after a while Oliver opened his eyes. His left arm was covered in blood and hurting badly. He felt so weak he could hardly stand, but he knew that if he stayed where he was, he would die. Gasping with pain, he forced himself to his feet and with slow, shaky steps, began to walk. He had no idea where he was going, and moved forward mechanically, as though in a dream.

After a while his feet found a road, and he looked round and saw a house in the distance. He decided he would rather die near human beings than in a cold field, so he turned his steps towards the house. As he came nearer, he realized that the house was familiar and he felt faint with terror. But where else could he go? With a last effort, he crawled up the path and knocked on the door, then fell exhausted on the step.

It was now mid-morning. Inside the house the men servants were still describing the night's adventures to the cook and the servant girl, who gasped with appreciative horror at every exciting moment. They were all enjoying themselves very much — when there came a knock at the door. Pale with fright, they all stared at each other. Nobody was keen to answer the knock, so eventually they all went, including the dogs. Very cautiously, they opened the door, and saw nothing more alarming than poor Oliver, curled up in a sad little heap on the step.

Then one of the men gave a shout, seized the boy by a leg and pulled him into the hall. 'Here he is!' he cried excitedly. 'Here's the thief! I shot him last night!'

A young lady appeared at the top of the stairs. 'What's going on here? Quiet, please! Is this poor boy very hurt?'

'Very,' said the servant, proudly.

'Then one of you go to town as fast as you can and fetch a policeman and Dr Losberne. The rest of you, help to carry the boy upstairs and put him to bed. Treat him kindly, I beg you.'



whip v. strike with a lash. 抽打。

widow n. woman who has not married again after her husband's death. 寡妇。

cheese n. solid food made from milk curds. 干酪。

indeed adv. really. 的确。

delicate adj. soft. 柔软的。

stroke n. act of passing the hand along a surface. 抚摸。

protest n. statement of disapproval or objection. 抗议。

encourage v. support. 鼓励。

murmur v. utter in a low voice. 低声说。

whisper v. tell privately. 私下述说。

greedily adv. state of being intensely desirous. 贪婪地。

accept v. receive. 答应。

celebrate v. do sth to show that a day or an event is important, or an occasion for rejoicing. 庆祝。

undying adj. everlasting. 不朽的。

vision n. sth seen during sleep or in a trance-like state. 幻想。

gasp (out) v. utter in a breathless way. 喘着气说。

scream n. loud, shrill, piercing noise. 尖叫。

climb v. go or get up. 攀登。

temper n. condition of the mind and emotions. 心情；脾气。

fortune n. great sum of money. 巨富。

figure n. human form, especially the appearance and what it suggests. 人形。

passage n. corridor in a house. 走廊。

afford v. run a risk by doing sth. 冒……之险。

harden v. make or become hard, strong, hardy, etc. 变硬；变坚强。

fault n. responsibility for being wrong. 过错。

eventually adv. in the end. 最后。

bark v. (of dogs) give a cry or cries. （狗）吠叫。

pursue v. go after in order to catch up with. 追赶。

crawl v. move slowly, pulling the body along the ground or other surface. 爬。

appreciative adj. feeling or showing proper understanding and recognition. 欣赏的。

cautiously adv. in a manner of paying attention to avoid danger. 小心地。

curl v. twist. 扭曲。

proudly adv. in a manner of showing too much pride. 骄傲地。


8　盗窃案之后

[image: alt]

那是个极其寒冷的夜晚。凛冽的寒风将落在地面上的雪卷向空中，又吹进每一个洞穴和角落。这是个让流浪街头无家可归的人躺下来死亡的夜晚。而那些能偎坐在火炉旁的人则感谢上帝让他们有家可待，他们是更幸运的人。

在奥利弗出生的济贫院里，科尼太太——一个负责管事的寡妇——在炉火旁煮着茶，忽听有人敲门。她皱起了眉头并大声喊着：“进来。”她看见走进来的人是班布尔先生，紧皱的眉头顿时变成了甜甜的微笑。

“这鬼天气，班布尔先生。”寡妇说。

“一点不假，太太。”执事应着，“我们今天不得不把大量的面包和奶酪发放给镇子上的穷人，可他们仍在抱怨。哼，竟然有一个人回来，要一些免费的木柴！他要这个干什么？人们从来没有满足的时候，今天给了这个，明天他们还会要别的！”

科尼太太点着头，说这是叫人很吃惊的。他们一起商量了一些济贫院的事，然后班布尔先生满怀希望地看着茶壶。科尼太太请他喝茶，立刻，班布尔先生在靠近炉火的地方坐了下来，并热情地向她笑了一笑。这使她的脸微微发红，娇艳无比。她把茶杯递给班布尔先生时，他接过茶杯，顺势抚摸了一下她的手。“你真是个好心的女人，科尼太太。”执事说。

“噢，班布尔先生！”这寡妇含着害羞的微笑说。他们友好地默默相对了一会儿，班布尔先生将他的椅子挪了挪，更靠近科尼太太了。她当然没注意到这一行动。但是，在执事轻轻地将胳膊搂在了她的腰上时，她觉得她必须稍加抗议了。

这一反应使班布尔先生胆子更大了，他马上亲了她一下，但就在这有趣的一刹那，响起了一阵敲门声。班布尔先生立即跳起身来，走到了屋子的另一头。

“科尼太太，快，”门外有人喊着，“老萨莉快要死了。”

“那么，我能帮她什么忙呢？”科尼太太生气地说。

“什么忙也帮不了，太太。”外面的老妇说，“可她说，她有话要跟你说，你非得听不可，在你去之前她是不会安安静静死去的。”

科尼太太大声地抱怨着，请班布尔先生在她回来之前先别离开。随后，她跟着老妇上楼去了。

老萨莉躺在一张床上，屋子冷得像个冰窖。炉里的火又小又弱，没有一点热气。

科尼太太站在床边俯下身。床上垂死的女人睁开眼睛。“靠近点。”她小声说，“让我悄悄对着你的耳朵说。”她紧紧拉住科尼太太的胳膊，使她俯身靠近自己。“就在这间屋子里，我曾帮助过一个漂亮的年轻女人。她进来时，两只脚伤痕累累，血迹斑斑，她在这儿生下了一个男孩就死了。”

“后来呢？”科尼太太急切地追问道。

“我偷了她的东西。是在她还没有最后断气的时候偷的！”

“偷了什么东西？”

“那个东西！她身上仅有的一件东西。是金的。这东西本可以救她的命！”

“金的？这女人是谁？快告诉我！”

“她说，她死后让我收藏好这东西。”这老妇的脑子开始糊涂了，说话颠三倒四。“这可怜的姑娘，她相信我，可我却拿了她的东西。”

“快说，要不然来不及了！”科尼太太贪婪地说，“那是个什么东西，生下的男孩叫什么名字？”

这老妇说话已经非常困难了。“奥利弗。我拿的金子是——”

“嗯，嗯，什么？”

这老妇向后一仰，倒在床上死了。

科尼太太连忙返回了自己的房间，班布尔先生仍在这儿用羡慕的眼光欣赏着她屋里的家什，数着喝茶用的银勺。他们俩又重新坐在了火炉旁，班布尔的一只胳膊又回到原处，搂住了科尼太太的腰。没多久，班布尔先生就开始向那寡妇求婚，她高兴地答应了。他们举杯祝贺这一安排，这时，科尼太太将老萨莉的死和她从死去的年轻女人身上偷了不知名的金货一事一起告诉了班布尔先生。

说了许多永不变心的殷勤话之后，班布尔先生怀着关于自己将来的美好梦想离开了这间屋子，回到了自己的家。




济贫院里发生这些事的时候，插翅神偷和查理·贝茨正在费金的家里打着牌。和往常一样，神偷轻松地赢了对家。不知怎么回事，好像他每次都确切地知道对家手里有什么牌似的。突然，楼下传来一阵轻轻的门铃声，走进来的是托比——是和比尔·赛克斯、奥利弗一起去切特赛那所房子盗窃的那个人。费金跳了起来。

“他们呢？”他尖叫着，“赛克斯和那个孩子！他们躲在哪儿？”

“我们没得手，”窃贼说。

“出了什么差错？”

“他们开枪打伤了那孩子，我们俩架着奥利弗拼命逃了出来。他们带着狗追我们。”

“那孩子怎么样了？他现在在哪儿？”费金喘着气问。

“他耷拉着头，浑身发冷，因为我们得赶紧逃离那儿，所以不得不将他丢下，不管是死是活。关于这孩子我只知道这些。”

费金没有等着再听下去。他愤怒地尖叫着，冲出了屋子，匆匆地穿过几条街道，一直跑到比尔·赛克斯的家。他边上楼边琢磨着：“好啊，南希，如果这里面有什么花招，我会搞清楚的——无论你有多聪明，也瞒不过我。”

南希一个人待在楼上的房间里，头歪在桌子上。

“她又喝醉了。”费金想。在他关门时，她醒来了。他把盗窃失败的事跟她说了，她没吱声，头又歪在了桌子上。“亲爱的，你觉得这孩子现在会在哪儿？”费金问道，力图从她脸上看出点什么。“可怜的孩子！就这样被丢下不管了。”

南希朝他翻了一眼。“我倒希望这孩子已经死了，死了反倒比我们任何人都痛快。”

“什么？”费金惊叫着。

“那样更好些。我一看见这孩子就痛恨我自己，也痛恨你们所有人。”

“你又喝醉了。”费金突然生起气来。“这孩子对于我是无价之宝——现在你们这帮酒鬼把他丢了。如果赛克斯不把这孩子还给我，不管是死是活，我会去警察局告他的，我会把他送上绞刑架的。记着！”

费金说完走开时，南希又醉醺醺地回到了梦乡，她的头再一次倒在了桌子上。费金出了门，在茫茫黑夜之中往家里走去。他走到家门口的拐角处，把手伸进衣袋里摸索着找钥匙，这时，从黑暗处出来一个人影，过了马路朝他走来。

“费金，我在这儿整整等了你两个小时，你跑到哪儿去了？”这个陌生人说。

“为你办事去了，亲爱的。”费金说着，不安地瞥了他一眼。

“我们最好进去说话。”

门在他们身后关上了。他们蹑手蹑脚地爬上顶楼，生怕吵醒睡在楼下的孩子们。他们坐在黑屋子里，只有一丝烛光从通道里透进来。

这个陌生人叫蒙克斯，他现在情绪很坏。

他紧皱眉头听着费金说了一会儿，然后气愤地说：“你们的计划糟透了，你难道就不能把他训练成普通的小贼，然后让警察局抓了去流放到国外终此一生吗？”

“可是他跟这儿其他孩子不一样，”费金说，“我已经没什么可以用来吓唬他的了。反正，我已经帮过你了。他上次在书店偷东西被警察抓了去，是我让南希把他找回来的，可后来南希也觉得对不起他。”

“杀了她！”蒙克斯不耐烦地说。

“那么干我们经受不起。”费金说，“不过，我现在能使这孩子成为一个普通的盗贼，南希也会对他慢慢心狠起来的，我懂女人的心。但要是他已经死了……”

“那不是我的过错！”蒙克斯赶紧说，“我一直跟你说——你怎么着都行，就是别弄死他。如果你真杀了他，我是不会忘了这件事的。”

他猛地站了起来，紧盯对着门的一堵墙看着。“那是什么？”他惊恐地小声说。

“什么？在哪儿？”费金叫道。

“影子！我看见一个女人的影子从这墙上一闪而过！”

他们俩脸色发白，一起从屋里来到了通道。蜡烛的火苗在楼梯上投下了一条长长的黑影，可那里没有一个人。他们倾听着，屋里仍是一片寂静。

“是你的幻觉。”费金轻声地说。

“我发誓我看见了！”蒙克斯说。他们查看了楼上每一个房间，结果都是空的，像死一样寂静。蒙克斯稍微镇静了一点，凌晨一点钟他离开了这所房子。




前一天夜里切特赛的追捕并没有持续多长时间。这幢房子的仆人跑过了田野，追赶着盗贼，喊叫的人声中夹杂着一阵阵狗叫声。但赛克斯和托比毫不浪费时间，他们将失去知觉的奥利弗扔在了野地里，便沿着不同的方向消失在雾茫茫的黑夜之中了。三个仆人追赶了一阵便失去了热情。他们认为再追下去将会很危险，便返回房子，尽量待在一起，装出很勇敢的样子。

天亮了，奥利弗仍像死了一样躺在荒郊野地里。天下起了大雨，一会儿，奥利弗睁开了眼睛。他的左胳膊上全是血，而且痛得厉害。他虚弱得几乎站不起来，但他明白，如果就待在这里，他会死去的。由于疼痛，他倒吸着凉气，强迫自己站了起来，迈着缓慢的步子，摇摇晃晃地朝前走去。他不知道自己是在走向哪里，只是机械地向前移动着脚步，好像在梦境中一样。

过了一段时间，他到了小路上，四处张望着，发现不远处有所房子。他下定决心，就是死也要死在有人的地方，决不能死在这冰冷荒凉的野地里。于是他转过身，朝这房子走去。来到近处时，他竟发觉这房子很面熟，他恐惧得一阵眩晕。可他离开这儿还能去哪儿呢？他使尽了最后一点余力，爬过小径，拉响了门铃，便筋疲力尽地瘫倒在台阶上。

现在已是大上午的了。这房子里的男仆们仍在向厨娘和一位女佣描述着昨夜的冒险经历。厨娘和女佣倒抽着冷气，对当时的每一个惊险的场面表现出赞赏和恐惧。他们正说得乐不可支——这时门铃响了。他们互相看着，脸色吓得发白。没人想去开门，最后他们一起走向门口，连几条狗都去了。他们小心翼翼地打开门，只见可怜的奥利弗蜷缩成一团倒在门口的台阶上，此外没有更可怕的事。

其中的一个男人大喊了一声，抓住奥利弗的一条腿就把他拖进了大厅。“就是他！”那人兴奋地大叫着，“他就是那个贼！昨天晚上是我开枪打中他的！”

这时，楼梯口出现了一个年轻的女人。“出了什么事？请安静点！这个可怜的孩子伤得很重吗？”

“不轻。”男仆得意地说。

“那么，你们赶快去一个人到镇子上找警察来，并把罗斯伯恩医生请来，其他的人帮着把这孩子抬到楼上，放在床上。好好照看他，我求求你们了。”


9
Oliver starts another life

In a comfortable, pleasant sitting-room, the two ladies of the house waited anxiously for the doctor and the police to arrive. The owner of the house, Mrs Maylie, was an older woman, but her niece, Rose, was a girl of seventeen, whose quiet beauty and gentle charm won all hearts.

As soon as the doctor arrived, he ran breathlessly into the house and burst into the room without knocking. He was clearly a good friend of the ladies.

'I never heard of such a dreadful thing! You should both be dead of fright!' he said to Mrs Maylie. 'In the silence of the night, too! Are you both all right? Why didn't you send for me at once?'

'We are quite all right,' said Rose, smiling. 'But there's an injured boy upstairs whom aunt wants you to see.'

Dr Losberne went up to examine Oliver, and was there for some time. He came down looking rather puzzled, and asked the two ladies to see the boy with him.

'I can promise you there's nothing very frightening about him,' he said.

Instead of the evil-looking robber they expected to see, the two ladies found only a pale, thin child, lying peacefully asleep.

He looked so innocent that Mrs Maylie said, 'This child could never have been in a gang of robbers!'

'It certainly seems strange,' agreed the doctor, 'but wickedness can hide behind the most gentle face, you know.'

'But he's so young, too!' cried Rose. 'Can you really believe this poor boy is a criminal? Oh, Dr Losberne, and my dear aunt, I beg you both to have pity on him.'

Mrs Maylie did not need persuading, and the doctor could not resist Rose's tears. He had, in fact, an extremely kind heart, which he tried to hide behind a quick, fierce manner though this usually deceived no one.

'Well, what's to be done, then?' he said quickly. 'We'll have the police here at any moment, ready to take the boy away and throw him into prison!'

Rose begged him to think of a plan, and the doctor thought hard for a few minutes, frowning fiercely. At last he said, 'I've got it!' and rubbed his hands together in satisfaction.

A little later, Oliver woke up and was very anxious to tell his story, although he had lost a lot of blood and was very weak. When the doctor and the ladies had heard all about his sad life, they were quite sure that they wanted to save Oliver from any unfair punishment. So Dr Losberne went down to the kitchen to talk to the three servants who had surprised Sikes and Oliver during the robbery. The doctor folded his arms and gave the men a long, hard stare.

'Tell me,' he began, 'can you be absolutely sure that the boy upstairs is the same one that was in the house last night? Well?'

The doctor, usually such a friendly man, seemed so angry that the servants stared at him, open-mouthed. The doctor gave them no time to think, and went on fiercely,

'Three men see a boy for about a second in the dark, in the middle of a lot of smoke and noise. A boy comes to the same house the next day and because one arm is injured, they think he must be the robber. Are you going to swear that this is the same boy? Well? What do you say?' he finished impatiently.

The servants looked at each other in great confusion. Suddenly there was a ring at the gate; the police officers had finally arrived. Dr Losberne gave orders that plenty of beer should be served before the officers went up to see Oliver. He also made sure that the servants had a generous amount of beer, too.

When the officers were finally allowed to see Oliver, Dr Losberne said, 'This is a boy who was shot this morning while walking on a farmer's property where he shouldn't have been. The servants saw him and immediately thought he must be the same boy from last night. But now they say they're sure it's not the same boy.'

The servants were by now so confused by beer and excitement that they were not sure of anything at all. The robbers had certainly had a boy with them, they said, but whether this boy was the same boy... well, it seemed very doubtful. The police, too, had drunk quite a lot of beer by now, and before long they were very willing to believe that Oliver was not the robber of the night before. They had their own ideas about who committed all the robberies in the area, and Oliver was unknown to them.

At last the police left, and Oliver was allowed to recover in the kind care of Mrs Maylie, Rose, and Dr Losberne. It was several weeks before he was well enough to get out of bed. But then he quickly grew stronger, and every day told his rescuers how grateful he was. One thing, however, caused him unhappiness. He wanted to find Mr Brownlow, the kind old man who had looked after him in London. 'Mr Brownlow would be pleased to know how happy I am now,' he said. So when Dr Losberne offered to take Oliver to London to see Mr Brownlow, the boy was very pleased.

They set out by coach one fine morning, and when they arrived in London, they went straight to Mr Brownlow's house. Oliver's heart beat with excitement as they stopped outside. But the house was empty. They were told by the people next door that Mr Brownlow had moved to the West Indies six weeks before. Oliver was very disappointed; he had thought about Mr Brownlow so much recently, and had always hoped to find him again. But now the kind old man had moved abroad, still believing Oliver was a lying thief, and he might hold this belief until the day he died.

This was a bitter disappointment to Oliver, but his new friends were still as kind to him as ever. They left the house in Chertsey and moved to a quiet cottage in the country, taking Oliver with them. Spring came, and in the fresh air, away from the noise and smoke and trouble of the city, Oliver began a new life. He went for walks with Rose and Mrs Maylie, or Rose read to him, and he worked hard at his lessons. He felt as if he had left behind forever the world of crime and hardship and poverty.



pleasant adj. agreeable. 愉快的。

niece n. daughter of one's brother or sister. 侄女；甥女。

charm n. attractiveness. 吸引力。

injured adj. wounded. 受伤的。

deceive v. cause sb to believe sth that is false. 欺骗。

punishment n. causing sb discomfort for wrongdoing. 处罚。

kitchen n. room in which meals are cooked or prepared, and for other forms of housework. 厨房。

absolutely adv. completely. 完全地。

second n. 60th part of a minute. 秒。

ring v. act of causing a bell to sound. 按铃。

plenty of as much as or more than is needed or desired. 大量。

property n. possessions. 财产。

allow v. permit. 允许。

rescuer n. the person who delivers, makes... safe from danger. 援救者。

abroad adv. in or to a foreign country or countries. 到国外。

belief n. sth accepted as true or real. 所相信的事物。

poverty n. state of being poor. 贫穷。


9　奥利弗开始了另一种生活

[image: alt]

在一间舒适宜人的客厅里，房子里的两位女士正在焦急地等待着警察和医生的到来。房屋的主人梅利太太年纪比较大一些，可是她的侄女罗斯是一位十七岁的小姐，她文静的美貌和温柔的魅力赢得了每个人的心。

医生一赶到就上气不接下气地跑到房子里，顾不得敲门便冲进了屋。很显然，他是女士们的好朋友。

“我还从没听说过这么吓人的事！你们俩竟然还没被吓死！”他跟梅利太太说，“又是深更半夜的！你们俩没什么事吧？为什么当时不赶紧派人去叫我呢？”

“我们倒是好好的没事，”罗斯微笑着说，“不过楼上有个受了伤的男孩子，姑妈想请您来看看。”

罗斯伯恩医生上楼去看奥利弗，待了好一阵子。他满脸迷惑不解地走下来，请两位女士一起上去看看那孩子。

“我肯定这孩子没有什么可怕的。”他说。

这两位妇女看到的不是一个相貌可怕的盗贼，而是一个苍白、瘦弱的孩子，躺在那儿安静地睡着。

他看上去那么单纯，以至于梅利太太说：“这孩子不可能参加盗贼的团伙！”

“这件事看来确实挺奇怪的，”医生表示同意，“可你也别忘了，邪恶是可能隐藏在善良的面貌背后的。”

“可他还是个孩子！”罗斯嚷着，“你们真能相信他是个罪犯吗？哎呀，罗斯伯恩医生，亲爱的姑妈，求你们发发善心吧。”

梅利太太用不着劝说，而这位医生更经不住罗斯小姐的眼泪。其实他是个非常好心的人，他试图将善良隐藏在一种厉害而性急的态度背后——但这通常瞒不了任何人。

“那么现在该怎么办？”他急忙说，“警察随时会赶到，他们会把他带走，关进监狱。”

罗斯求他赶紧想个法子。医生紧锁眉头，苦苦沉思了几分钟。终于，他满意地搓着两只手说：“有了！”

一会儿，奥利弗醒来了，尽管他失血过多，非常虚弱，但他还是迫不及待地述说了自己的经历。医生和两位女士得知了奥利弗悲惨的身世后，便决定要帮助他，使他免受不公正的惩罚。因此，罗斯伯恩医生到下面的厨房里去和当晚撞见了赛克斯和奥利弗来偷窃的三名仆人说说这事。他将双手交插在胸前，盯着那三个人看了一会儿。

“告诉我，”他说，“你们敢绝对肯定楼上的那个孩子就是昨天晚上进到屋里来的那个孩子吗？嗯？”

这位医生以往都是非常和气友好的，可这会儿竟是如此地愤怒，使得这些仆人目瞪口呆。医生不给他们考虑的时间，就又发怒说：

“三个人在黑暗中，在烟雾和嘈杂声中只看了孩子一眼，第二天有一个孩子来到了这所房子，只因为他胳膊受了伤，这几个人居然就认为他就是那个盗贼。你们敢保证他就是那个孩子吗？嗯？你们有什么可说的？”他不耐烦地说完了。

三个仆人互相看着，莫名其妙，大惑不解。正在这时，门铃忽然响起，警官终于赶来了。罗斯伯恩医生吩咐，在警官上楼去看奥利弗之前，一定要让他们喝够啤酒；另外，他还安排好同样多的啤酒给仆人们喝。

警官最后被允许去见奥利弗时，医生说：“这个孩子今天上午被枪打伤了，是因为他在一个农场主的私人土地上走，他是不该到那儿去的。仆人们发现了，马上以为他就是昨天晚上的那个孩子，可现在他们肯定，他不是那个孩子。”

这时几个仆人已经酒劲发作，稀里糊涂，又加上过度兴奋，什么也不能肯定。盗贼中肯定有一个孩子，他们说，但究竟是不是这个孩子……，那就搞不清了。警官也喝多了点，不一会儿，他们也很愿意相信奥利弗不是前一天晚上的盗贼。谁常在这一带作案，他们自己心里有数，可奥利弗对他们来说却很陌生。

警察们终于离开了，奥利弗被允许留了下来，在梅利夫人、罗斯和医生的精心护理下恢复健康。他的病情好转到能离开床的地步用了好几周的时间，可从那以后他很快就健壮起来了，每天都跟他的救命恩人们说他是多么感恩戴德。可有一件事一直使他闷闷不乐。他想去找布朗洛先生，那个在伦敦照看过他的好心的老人。“布朗洛先生要是知道我现在多么幸福快乐，一定会高兴的。”他说。因此，当医生提出带奥利弗去伦敦看望布朗洛先生时，这孩子高兴极了。

在一个晴朗的早晨，他们坐着马车出发了，一到伦敦便直奔布朗洛先生的家。当马车停在大门外时，奥利弗由于兴奋心咚咚地跳着。然而房子是空的，没有一个人。隔壁的邻居告诉他们，布朗洛先生一家已在六个星期之前迁到西印度群岛去了。这使奥利弗异常失望，这些天来，他经常想到布朗洛先生，也一直盼望能再见到他。可现在这位好心的老人移居国外了，他仍然认为奥利弗是个说谎话的小偷；一直到死，他都有可能这么认为。

这件事使奥利弗非常痛苦失望，可他的新朋友们还是对他友好如初，他们带着奥利弗离开了切特赛的这幢房子，搬到了乡下一所安静的茅舍。春天来了，这里空气新鲜，远离闹市，远离烟雾和纷扰，奥利弗开始了一种新生活。他常常与罗斯和梅利夫人外出散步，有时罗斯读书给他听，他也努力地学习功课。他觉得自己好像永远把罪恶、艰辛和贫困的世界抛在背后了。


10
Life in the country

The weeks slipped contentedly past, and spring turned into summer. Oliver was now a strong and healthy boy, and very fond of Rose and Mrs Maylie — as they were of him.

One hot summer evening, after a walk in the country, Rose became very weak and pale, and confessed she felt ill. By the next morning she was in a dangerous fever, and Mrs Maylie and Oliver were afraid she might die. Mrs Maylie sent Oliver to the nearest town, four miles away, to post two express letters. One was to Dr Losberne in Chertsey, the other to Harry Maylie, Mrs Maylie's son.

Oliver, filled with anxiety, ran as fast as he could along the country roads and across the fields until, hot and exhausted, he reached the town. He posted the letters and turned to hurry home again. As he was running past a pub in the main street, he accidentally bumped into a tall man in black coming out. The man stared at Oliver. 'What the devil's this?' he said, stepping back.

'I'm sorry, sir. I was in a hurry, and didn't see you.'

The man murmured angrily to himself, 'Who would have thought it? Curse him! I can't get away from him!'

'I'm sorry, sir,' repeated Oliver, frightened by the man's wild, staring eyes.

'The devil break your bones!' the man said through his teeth. 'What are you doing here?' He raised his hand and started towards Oliver with a mad look in his eyes, but fell violently to the ground, shaking and gasping, in a fit. People hurried up and helped the man into the pub while Oliver, thinking that the man was mad, ran quickly home.

Mrs Maylie and Oliver passed a sleepless night, and Rose grew steadily worse as the fever burned in her. Oliver said every prayer he had ever learnt ten times over.

Late the next day Dr Losberne and Harry Maylie arrived, and the house was full of worried faces and anxious whispers. But the danger passed, and by the next night Dr Losberne was able to announce that, though seriously ill, Rose would not die. Oliver cried for joy.

A day or two later, Mrs Maylie talked privately to her son. Harry was a handsome young man of about twenty-five, with a cheerful, honest face and friendly manners. He was clearly very fond of Rose.

'I know that you want to marry Rose,' Mrs Maylie told her son, 'and she is the nicest person I know. But I want you to remember one thing — her birth.'

'Mother, that means nothing to me,' said the young man. 'I love her.'

'I know you do, Harry, but she herself is well aware of her doubtful birth, and this might affect her answer if you ask her to marry you. I know you have ambitions to enter politics. If you marry a woman with a stain on her name, even though it's not her fault, it might spoil your chances of success in life. Society is cruel, Harry. People might use the knowledge of your wife's doubtful birth against you, and against your children; too. And one day, you might begin to regret your marriage.'

'Only a selfish man would do that, Mother!' Harry answered impatiently. 'No, I am quite determined. I have loved Rose for a long time, and nothing will ever change that.'

Mrs Maylie sighed. 'And she, I know, is very fond of you. But she herself may try to protect you, and refuse an offer of marriage from you, for your sake. Remember that, Harry. But now, I must go back and sit with her.'

'Will you tell her how much I've worried about her?' asked Harry. 'And how anxious I am to see her again?'

'Of course I will,' replied Mrs Maylie.

Some days after this conversation, Oliver was sitting in the room where he studied in the evenings. It was a warm night, and he had been studying hard for some hours. He fell asleep at his desk and started dreaming. He dreamt that he was in Fagin's house again, and could see the old man sitting in his corner, whispering to another man. 'Yes, my dear,' he heard Fagin say, 'you're right. That's him.'

In Oliver's dream the other man answered, 'Of course it is! I told you I'd seen him. I'd recognize him anywhere. If I walked across his unmarked grave, I'd know it was him buried under the ground.'

He said this with such hatred that Oliver woke up from fear. In front of him, at the open window, so near he could almost touch them, were Fagin and the strange, wild man he had bumped into outside the pub in the town. In a flash, they were gone. Oliver sat still, white with terror, for a second, then shouted loudly for help.

Harry and Dr Losberne came running, and hearing what had happened, they rushed outside into the night and searched the garden and the fields around. There was no sign of anybody.

'It must have been a bad dream, Oliver,' said Harry, breathless after running through the fields. He had heard all about Oliver's past from his mother.

'No,' replied Oliver, still frightened. 'I saw them both as plainly as I see you now.'

Nothing more was seen or heard of the two men, and after a few days, the event was forgotten. Rose recovered rapidly and was soon able to go outside again. Harry Maylie waited a few days, then, as his mother had expected, he asked Rose to marry him. And as his mother had warned him, Rose refused.

'Don't you love me?' he asked her, holding her hand.

'I do,' she whispered, 'but please try to forget me. It would ruin your future as a politician if anybody found out about my birth. I could never, never forgive myself.'

Harry paused for a few minutes. 'Tell me one thing, dear Rose. Could you have accepted if your past had been different? Or if I had been poor and friendless, with no hope of riches or success?'

'I could,' answered Rose, covering her face to hide her tears. 'But as you are, I can never be more than a friend to you.'

'I shall ask you once more,' said Harry softly. 'In a year's time or less, I shall ask you to change your mind.'

The girl shook her head and smiled sadly. 'No, it will be useless.'

Harry left the next day, having asked Oliver to write to him secretly with news of his mother and Rose. From an upstairs window, Rose watched him leave with tears in her eyes.




Mr Bumble was now a married man, and not a happy one. He was no longer a beadle but the manager of the workhouse, and his wife, formerly Mrs Corney, scolded and argued with him day and night. One evening, after a particularly violent fight, when she threw things at him and chased him out of the house, he went for a walk alone through the town. He felt very sorry for himself, and finally went into a pub to find comfort in gin-and-water. A tall dark man, sitting in the corner, watched Mr Bumble while he drank. The stranger's clothes were dusty and muddy, as if he had travelled a long way. Mr Bumble began to feel uncomfortable at the man's hard stare, and tried to avoid meeting his eyes.

'I've seen you before,' the stranger said, eventually. 'You were the beadle here.'

'I was. But I don't recognize you.'

'It doesn't matter. I came here to look for you, and I'm lucky to have found you. I'd like some information.' He pushed a couple of coins across the table.

'What information?' asked Mr Bumble suspiciously, slipping the coins into his pocket.

'About a workhouse birth. A boy called Oliver Twist.'

'Young Twist! I remember him! He was a dreadful —'

'It's not him I want to talk about,' interrupted the stranger. 'I've heard enough of him. It's the old woman who was the nurse for his mother. Where is she?'

'Oh — she died last winter,' said Mr Bumble. Then he remembered that his wife had been there when old Sally had died, and he realized that this information might be worth something. He told the man that one woman had been with the nurse when she died, and had heard some secret from her.

'Where can I find this woman?' the stranger asked quickly, showing in his pale face how important this was to him.

'I can bring her to meet you tomorrow,' said Mr Bumble.

'All right. Down by the river, at nine in the evening.' The man wrote the address on a piece of paper.

'And your name?' asked Mr Bumble.

'Monks,' replied the stranger, 'but you don't need to remember it.' Then he quickly left the pub.

The next evening was dark and cloudy; a storm threatened and already the first drops of rain were falling. Mr and Mrs Bumble walked up the main street of the town, then turned towards a group of ruined old houses next to the river. Mr Bumble went first, carrying a dim light, and his wife followed closely behind. At the oldest and most ruined building, they stopped and Mr Bumble took out his piece of paper. The first distant crash of thunder shook the air, and the rain began to pour down heavily. Then they heard Monks calling out of an upstairs window.

'Is that the man?' Mrs Bumble asked her husband.

'Yes.'

'Then be careful to say as little as you can. Don't tell him I'm your wife.'

Monks opened a small door, saying impatiently, 'Come in! Don't keep me waiting!'

Mr Bumble was only brave when dealing with poor, helpless people. He felt very uneasy about entering this dark building with an ill-tempered stranger. However, he was equally afraid of his wife. Nervously, he followed her through the door.

Inside, Monks stared at Mrs Bumble for some time. 'So this is the woman, is it?'

'Yes,' replied Mr Bumble cautiously.

As they walked upstairs, there was a bright flash of lightning outside, followed by loud thunder. They sat down at the table and Monks started immediately.

'So you were present when the old woman died, is that right? And she told you something?' He stared at Mrs Bumble again.

'Yes,' said Mrs Bumble. 'Something about the mother of Oliver Twist. But first, how much will you pay me for the information?'

'If it's what I want to hear — twenty-five pounds,' said Monks. 'But it's a lot of money for something which has been lying dead for twelve years.' Reluctantly, he pushed the money across the table towards her, then bent forward to listen. The faces of the three nearly touched, as the two men leant over the table to hear what the woman had to say, and the woman leant over towards them so that they could hear her whisper. In the dim lamplight their faces looked pale and ghostly.

'The old woman who was the nurse died with only me in the room,' said Mrs Bumble.

'No one else was there?' asked Monks fiercely.

'No one.'

'Good,' said Monks. 'Go on.'

'She spoke about a young woman who had given birth in the same bed some years before. The child was Oliver Twist. And this nurse had robbed the child's mother.'

'Robbed in life?' asked Monks.

'In death. She stole from the body when it was hardly cold. But the old woman fell back and died before she could tell me more.'

'It's a lie!' shouted Monks furiously. 'You know more! I'll kill you both if you don't tell me what else she said.'

'She said no more,' repeated Mrs Bumble calmly, showing (unlike Mr Bumble) no fear of the strange man's violence. 'But in her hand I found a piece of dirty paper.'

'Which contained... ?'

'Nothing. It was only a receipt from a pawnbroker. I went to the pawnbroker and got back a little gold locket. Inside was a gold wedding ring and on the locket itself, the name "Agnes".' She put the locket on the table in front of Monks.

He picked it up immediately and looked at it closely, his hands shaking. 'Is this all?'

'It is. And now I want to ask you a question. What do you intend to do with the locket?'

'This. So it can never be used against me.' Monks suddenly pushed the table to one side and opened a small door in the floor. Down below rushed the river, its muddy waters swollen by the heavy rain.

'If you threw a man's body down there, where would it be tomorrow?' asked Monks.

'Twelve miles down the river, and cut to pieces,' replied Mr Bumble in a shaky voice.

Monks tied the locket to a heavy weight and dropped it into the water. In a second, it was gone. The three of them looked into each other's faces, and seemed to breathe more freely.

'Now we have nothing more to say,' said Monks, with a threatening look at Mr Bumble. 'And nothing to say to anyone else either. Do you understand?'

'Certainly,' said Mr Bumble, very politely. He moved away from the strange man, anxious to leave quickly.

At the door to the street, Monks turned again to Mr Bumble. 'And if we ever meet again, we don't know each other. Do you understand that as well?'

'Perfectly,' said the relieved Mr Bumble, moving away into the rain and pulling his wife with him.



slip v. go or move quietly or quickly, especially without attracting attention. 悄悄溜走。

confess v. say or admit. 承认。

anxiety n. emotional condition in which there is fear and uncertainty about the future. 忧虑。

curse v. use word, phrase or sentence calling for the punishment, injury against. 诅咒。

fit n. sudden attack of illness. 疾病的突发。

prayer n. form of words used in praying. 祈祷文。

handsome adj. (of men) good-looking, having virile beauty. 英俊的。

ambition n. strong desire. 雄心。

stain n. dirty mark. 污点。

spoil v. make useless or unsatisfactory. 破坏。

regret v. feel sorry for. 懊悔。

for sb's sake for the welfare or benefit of. 为了……之好处。

hatred n. hate. 憎恨。

plainly adv. clearly. 清楚地。

rapidly adv. quickly. 迅速地。

ruin v. cause the destruction of. 使毁灭。

hide v. put or keep out of sight. 遮掩。

formerly adv. in earlier times. 以前。

scold v. blame with angry words. 叱责。

dusty adj. covered with dust. 满是灰尘的。

push v. use force on... to cause forward movement. 推。

avoid v. keep or get away from. 避免。

worth adj. having a certain value. 值。

secret n. sth kept from the knowledge or view of others. 秘密。

storm n. occasion of violent weather conditions. 暴风雨。

threaten v. give warning of. 预示；威胁。

dim adj. not bright. 朦胧的。

thunder n. noise which usually follows a flash of lightning. 雷。

immediately adv. at once. 立刻。

present adj. being in the place in question. 出席的。

touch v. cause to be in contact with. 接触。

lean v. be or put in a sloping position. 倾斜。

locket n. small case for a portrait, a lock of hair, etc, usually worn round the neck on a chain. （以项链悬于颈上的）小盒。

pawnbroker n. person licensed to lend money at interest on the security of goods left with him. 开当铺者。

relieve v. lessen or remove (pain or distress). 减轻或解除（痛苦或困难）。


10　乡下的一段日子

[image: alt]

几星期的日子令人满意地过去了，春天已消逝，现在进入了炎炎夏日。奥利弗现在长得很健壮了，他非常喜欢罗斯和梅利夫人——她们也同样喜欢他。

盛夏一个酷热的夜晚，刚从外面散步回来，罗斯突然手脚发软，脸色苍白，她承认自己病了。到了第二天早晨，她仍高烧不退，梅利夫人和奥利弗担心她会死去。梅利夫人让奥利弗到四英里以外离这儿最近的一个镇子上去发两封快信。一封是发给切特赛的罗斯伯恩医生的，另一封是给梅利夫人的儿子哈里·梅利的。

奥利弗忧心忡忡，尽可能快地跑过一条条乡间道路和一片片田地，等赶到了镇子上，他已是又热又累了。他发了信，就转身一刻不停地往回赶。他匆匆跑过镇子中心街道上的一家酒馆门前时，与从酒馆里出来的一个穿着一身黑的大汉撞了个满怀。这人盯着奥利弗，一边往后退一边说：“见鬼！怎么搞的？”

“对不起，先生，我走得急，没看见您。”

那人恼怒地自言自语着：“谁料到竟然会是他？该死的！我总也躲不开他。”

“对不起，先生。”奥利弗被对方那死死盯住他的凶狠的眼睛吓坏了，又说了一句。

“让魔鬼打断你的骨头！”那人从牙缝里挤出了一句话，“你在这儿干什么？”他说着，高高举起一只大手向奥利弗走过去，眼睛里流露出疯狂的目光，但又突然急病发作，摔在了地上，颤抖着，喘着粗气。周围的人赶紧把他搀起来扶进了酒馆；奥利弗以为他是个疯子，就急忙跑回家了。

梅利夫人和奥利弗一夜没睡，罗斯的病情继续恶化，高烧不止。奥利弗不停地替她祈祷，一连十几遍地念着他所知道的各种祷文。

第二天晚些时候，罗斯伯恩医生和哈里·梅利都赶来了。家里每个人都是满脸的焦急、忧虑，低声说着话。但危险终于过去了，到了第二天的晚上，医生终于得以宣布，罗斯虽然病得很厉害，但已脱离了生命危险。奥利弗高兴得流出了眼泪。

一两天后，梅利夫人和儿子单独进行了一次谈话，哈里大约二十五岁，年轻英俊，一脸的和气诚实，待人非常友好。很明显，他是非常喜欢罗斯的。

“我知道你想娶罗斯做你的妻子，”梅利夫人跟儿子说，“她也是我所遇到的最好的女孩，可有一件事你别忘了——她的出生。”

“母亲，我不在乎这些。”年轻人说，“我爱她。”

“我懂你的心思，哈里，可她自己很清楚她身世可疑，如果你向她求婚，这件事可能影响到她的答复。我也知道你有心要进入政界，如果你娶了一个姓氏上有污点的女人做妻子，哪怕这并不是她自己的过错，此事也可能会毁了你出人头地的机会。社会是残酷的，哈里。人们会用你妻子不明不白的出生来攻击你以及你的子女。有一天，你可能要为这桩婚事后悔的。”

“母亲，只有自私的人才会这么做！”哈里不耐烦地说，“不，我决心已定，我爱慕罗斯已久，这是任何事都改变不了的。”

梅利夫人叹了口气。“她，我知道，也是非常爱你的，可她自己可能想要保护你，为了你她会拒绝你的求婚的。记着这一点，哈里。我现在必须去陪她一会儿了。”

“请您告诉她，我非常为她的健康担心。”哈里说，“还请告诉她，我迫切想再见到她，好吗？”

“我当然会的。”梅利夫人回答说。

在那次谈话几天之后的一个晚上，奥利弗又像往常那样坐在那间屋子里学习。那天晚上很燠热，他认真地学了好几个小时，便坐在桌前犯起困来了，迷迷糊糊地做了个梦。他梦见他又回到了费金的家，看见那个老家伙坐在屋子的角落里，跟另一个人小声地嘀咕着什么。“没错，亲爱的，”他听见费金说，“你说对了，那就是他。”

奥利弗在梦中听见另一个人回答说：“绝对是他！我跟你说过我看见他了。无论他到了哪儿我都能认出他来；他就是死了，埋进了土里，坟上没有标志，我从坟上走过，也能认出下面埋的是他。”

他这话说得凶狠无比，把奥利弗给吓醒了。就在他的眼前，打开着的窗口外，他一伸手便能摸着的地方，站着费金和那个奇怪的、和奥利弗在镇子上的酒馆前撞了个满怀的疯子。突然，他们又不见了。奥利弗霎时间吓得脸色惨白，坐在那儿动弹不了，然后，他猛地高声喊着救命。

哈里和罗斯伯恩医生闻声赶来，问清了是怎么回事后，就冲进了夜色中，在屋子花园和周围的田地里来回搜寻，但没发现什么人。

“奥利弗，你一定是做了个噩梦！”哈里在田地里跑了一大圈回来，上气不接下气地说。他从母亲那里得知了奥利弗的全部经历。

“不是。”奥利弗仍害怕地说，“我清清楚楚地看见了他们俩，就像现在看见你站在这儿一样。”

此后没有人再发现这两个人，几天过去，这件事就被人们忘记了。罗斯恢复得很快，不久又像以前一样能够出来活动了。哈里·梅利又等待了几日，之后，正如他母亲预料的那样，他请求罗斯小姐嫁给他。也正像他母亲提醒过的那样，他遭到了罗斯的拒绝。

“难道是你不爱我吗？”他拉着她的手说。

“我是真心地爱你，”她低语着，“但请你设法忘掉我。一旦有人知道了我不明不白的出生，这将会断送你作为一个政治家的前途。这将会使我永远、永远无法饶恕自己。”

哈里半天沉默不语。“亲爱的罗斯，告诉我一件事，假如你的过去不是这样，假如我是个贫穷的没有朋友的人，没有希望会变得富有，也没有希望会成功，那你会答应我的请求吗？”

“我会的。”罗斯蒙住脸，掩盖着流出的泪水，说，“但像你目前这种情况，我最多只能做你的朋友。”

“我会再向你求婚的，”哈里含情脉脉地说，“只需一年的时间，或者用不了一年，我会求你改变主意的。”

女孩摇着头，伤感地微笑着说：“不会的，一切都将无济于事。”

第二天哈里便离开了家，他背地里嘱咐奥利弗给他写信，告知关于母亲和罗斯的情况。罗斯站在楼上的窗前，泪水涟涟地目送着哈里离去。




班布尔先生现在是个结了婚的人了，可他并不是个幸福的人。他已升为济贫院的院长，不再是以前的那个执事了。他的妻子，以前的科尼太太，整天同他吵吵闹闹，骂骂咧咧。一天晚上，刚刚结束了一场特别激烈的争斗（她朝他身上扔东西，把他赶出了家门），他沿着镇子的街道朝前走着。他自怜自怨，最后进了一家小酒馆，要了一点加了水的杜松子酒，借酒浇愁。一个黝黑的高个子男人坐在酒馆的一角，瞧着喝酒的班布尔先生。这个陌生人穿着一身沾满了泥土的衣服，好像刚从很远的地方来到这儿。班布尔先生被他盯得有点不自在，尽量躲避着他的目光。

“我以前见过你。”这个陌生的人最终说，“你那时是这儿的执事。”

“是的，可我怎么也想不起您来了。”

“这不要紧，我到这儿就是来找你的，很幸运，竟然碰到了你。我想从你这儿打听点事。”他从桌子的另一头推过来几个硬币。

“您想知道什么？”班布尔先生疑心重重地问，并一下子将那几个硬币放进了衣袋。

“关于一个出生在济贫院，叫奥利弗·特威斯特的男孩。”

“小特威斯特，我知道他，他是个非常讨厌的——”

“我要知道的不是关于他的事，”陌生人打断了他的话，“他的事我全都听烦了，我想知道的是看护过他妈妈的那个老女人，她现在在什么地方？”

“噢，她去年冬天就死了。”班布尔先生说。他突然想起，老萨莉死的时候，他妻子就在场。他意识到这一条消息可能值几个钱，就跟那个人说，老看护死的时候有一个女人在身边，并从她那里知道了一些秘密。

“我怎么才能找到这个女人？”陌生人急切地问，他那苍白的面色显示出这事对他有多么重要。

“我明天可以把她带到这儿来见您。”班布尔先生说。

“太好了，那就在下面的河岸上，晚上九点整。”那人将地址写在了一张纸头上。

“您叫什么名字？”班布尔先生问。

“蒙克斯。”陌生人回答道，“但是你不必记住这个。”然后他便急匆匆地离开了酒馆。

第二天的夜晚又黑又阴沉，天上开始掉着雨点，一场大雨就要来临了。班布尔夫妇沿着镇子的主要街道走着，然后拐弯朝着河边一些破败的旧屋子走去。班布尔先生手里提着一盏昏暗的灯走在前头，他的妻子紧跟在身后。他们在一幢最古老和最破旧的楼前停了下来，班布尔先生拿出了他记地址的纸条。第一声惊雷在远处空中炸响，随后大雨倾盆而下。这时他们听见蒙克斯从楼上的一个窗口叫了一声。

“是那个人吗？”班布尔太太问自己的丈夫。

“是他。”

“尽量少说话，别跟他说我是你妻子。”

蒙克斯打开一扇小门，不耐烦地说：“快进来！别让我再等了！”

班布尔先生只有在对付穷人和孤苦无援的人时才是勇敢的，要同这个脾气暴躁的陌生人一起走进黑洞洞的楼里，他感到十分胆怯。但他也同样怕他的妻子。他紧张地跟着她进了门。

到了屋里，蒙克斯盯着班布尔太太看了片刻。“她就是那个女人吗？”

“是她。”班布尔先生十分小心地回答。

他们上楼时，外面忽然打了一下闪电，接着马上是一阵雷鸣。他们在一张桌子旁坐下，蒙克斯迫不及待地开始讲话。

“那个老女人死的时候你在场，是吗？她跟你说了些什么？”他又紧盯着班布尔太太。

“是的，”班布尔太太说，“一些关于奥利弗·特威斯特的母亲的事。但是，您首先要告诉我，知道这些情况您会给我多少钱？”

“假如是我想要知道的事，我会给你二十五英镑，”蒙克斯说，“对于一个沉睡了十二年的消息，这些钱不算少了。”说着，他不情愿地将桌子上的钱朝她面前推了过去，然后俯身向前去听。三个人的脸几乎凑在了一起，两个男人俯在桌子上方凑向这女人，听她说些什么，她也朝他们靠了过去，好让他们能听见她小声说话。在昏暗的灯影下，他们的脸苍白得像幽灵一样。

“那个当看护的老女人死的时候只有我在她的房间里。”班布尔太太说。

“还有别人在场吗？”蒙克斯恶狠狠地问。

“没有。”

“太好了，”蒙克斯说，“接着说。”

“她说的是多年前一个年轻的女人就在她躺的那张床上生下了一个孩子。这孩子就是奥利弗·特威斯特。这个老看护偷了他妈妈的一样东西。”

“是在她死之前拿的吗？”蒙克斯问。

“是在她断气之后，尸骨还没有寒冷的时候。没跟我说上几句话，老萨莉便倒下死了。”

“撒谎！”蒙克斯恼怒万分地叫嚷着，“你肯定还知道更多的事！如果你不把她的话全说出来，我会宰了你们俩的。”

“她没能说更多的话。”班布尔太太冷静地说。她（不像班布尔先生）没有显露出一点害怕这个陌生人的暴虐的样子。“可我在她手里发现了一张肮脏的破纸头。”

“里面有……？”

“什么都没有，是一家当铺的收条。我找到了这家当铺，赎回的是一个挂在项链上面的小金盒子，里面放着一枚金的结婚戒指，金盒子上写的人名是‘阿格尼丝’。”她把小金盒子放在了桌子上蒙克斯的面前。

他一把抓起小盒子，放在眼前仔细地看着，两只手不停地颤抖。“只有这些吗？”

“就这些。现在我想问您一句，您打算把这盒子怎么办？”

“这么办！这样谁也不能用它来找我的麻烦了。”蒙克斯猛地把桌子推到了一边，打开了地板上的一个暗门，下面是汹涌的河水。由于大雨，泥浆般的河水涨了起来。

“假如把一个人的尸体从这儿扔下去，明天他会到了什么地方？”蒙克斯问。

班布尔先生用发抖的声音说：“十二英里以外，裂成了碎片。”

蒙克斯将金盒子系在了一个很重的东西上，把它扔进了水里。它刹那间就消失了。三个人互相看着，喘出的气好像都轻松了许多。

“现在我们没有更多要说的话了，”蒙克斯威胁地看着班布尔先生说，“别跟任何人说起这件事，明白吗？”

“当然了。”班布尔先生有礼貌地说。他离开这个陌生的人远一点，急于尽快走开。

在临街的门口处，蒙克斯又转向班布尔先生说：“如果我们以后再碰到，谁也不认识谁。你明白吗？”

“那是绝对的。”班布尔先生如释重负地说道，然后拉着妻子走进了大雨里。


11
Nancy makes a visit

On the evening after the Bumbles' little business meeting, Mr Bill Sikes, waking from a sleep, called out to ask the time.

The room he was lying in was very small and dirty. It was a different room from the one he had occupied before the Chertsey expedition, but it was in the same poor part of London. There were so few possessions or comforts in the room that it was clear Mr Sikes had met hard times. He himself was thin and pale from illness, and was lying on the bed, wrapped in an old coat. The white dog lay on the floor next to him.

Seated by the window was Nancy, repairing Sikes' old jacket. She, too, was thin and pale. At Sikes' voice she raised her head from her work. 'Not long past seven,' she said. 'How do you feel now, Bill?'

'As weak as water. Help me get up, will you?'

As Nancy helped him out of bed, Sikes swore and cursed at her clumsiness. Illness had not improved his temper.

'You wouldn't speak like that if you knew how kindly I've nursed you these last few days,' said Nancy. 'So many nights, I've looked after you.' She sat down in a chair, exhausted.

'Get up!' shouted Sikes. 'What's wrong with you?'

But Nancy was unable to get up. Her head fell back against the chair and she fainted.

Sikes swore and cursed again, but Nancy remained unconscious.

'What's the matter here?' asked a voice from the door, and Fagin, followed by the Artful Dodger and Charley Bates, entered the room. When they saw Nancy, they hurried to help her. Charley rubbed her hands and the Dodger gave her a drink from the bottle he carried. Gradually, Nancy recovered her senses.

Sikes then turned to Fagin. 'What are you here for?' he asked roughly. 'You haven't been here for weeks — all the time I was ill. I haven't two coins to rub together. Why didn't you help me? You treat me worse than a dog!'

'Don't be bad-tempered, my dear,' said Fagin calmly. 'I haven't forgotten you, Bill.'

'Well, what about some money, then? I've done enough work for you recently — what about some money?'

'I haven't a single coin with me, my dear,' said Fagin.

'Then go and get some — you've got lots at home. No, I don't trust you. Nancy can go back with you to your house and fetch some money. I'll stay here and sleep.'

After a good deal of arguing, Fagin managed to reduce the amount Sikes was demanding from five pounds to three pounds. He went back to his house with Nancy and the boys.

When they were inside, Fagin told the girl, 'I'll just go upstairs and fetch the cash for Bill, my dear. There's little money in this business, Nancy, little money and no thanks — but I'm fond of seeing the young people around me.'

Suddenly there was a man's voice at the front door. As soon as Nancy heard it, she sat up in her chair.

'That's the man I was expecting earlier,' said Fagin. 'Don't worry. He'll only be ten minutes.'

The man entered the room. It was Monks. When he saw Nancy, he moved back, as if he had expected no one but Fagin.

'It's all right, only one of my young people,' Fagin said to him. 'Did you see him?'

'Yes,' answered Monks.

'Any news?'

'Good news,' said Monks with a smile. 'Let me have a word with you.' He and Fagin went upstairs to talk privately.

As soon as they had left the room, Nancy took off her shoes and crept silently up the stairs to listen in the passage — as she had done once before. She was gone for a quarter of an hour, then, like a ghost, she reappeared in the downstairs room and sat down. Immediately afterwards, the two men descended the stairs.

'How pale you are, Nancy!' said Fagin, once Monks had left the house. 'What have you been doing to yourself?'

'Nothing — except waiting here for you too long,' she answered, turning her face away from him. 'Now, where's the money for Bill?'

With a sigh for every piece of money, Fagin put the agreed amount into her hand.

When Nancy was out in the street again, she sat down on a doorstep, and for a few minutes seemed unable to move. Then she started running wildly through the streets, and when she was exhausted she stopped and burst into tears. This strange mood seemed to leave her then, and she turned and hurried back to Sikes' house.

At first when she returned, Sikes noticed nothing unusual about her. Fagin, with his sharp, suspicious eyes, would have noticed something at once. But as night came, the girl's nervous excitement increased and even Sikes was alarmed by the paleness in her cheeks and the fire in her eye.

He lay in bed, drinking hot gin-and-water, and staring at her. 'You look like a corpse that's come back to life again. What's the matter with you tonight?'

'Nothing. Why are you staring at me so hard?'

'Either you've caught the fever yourself, or — no, you're not going to... you wouldn't do that!'

'Do what?' asked the girl.

'There's not a girl alive as loyal as you. If you weren't, I'd have cut your throat months ago. No, you must have the fever coming on, that's it. Now, give me some of my medicine.'

Nancy quickly poured out his medicine with her back to him. He took it, and after turning restlessly for some time, he eventually fell into a deep, heavy sleep.

'The drug's taken effect at last,' Nancy said to herself as she rose from her position beside the bed. 'I hope I'm not too late.'

Quickly, she put on her coat and hat, looking round fearfully as if she expected at any moment to feel Sikes' heavy hand on her shoulder. She kissed the robber's lips softly, then ran from the house without a sound.

She hurried in the direction of west London, pushing past people on the pavement, and running across crowded streets without looking.

'The woman is mad!' said the people, turning to look at her as she rushed past them.

She came to a wealthier part of the town where the streets were quieter, and before long she had reached her destination. It was a family hotel in a quiet street near Hyde Park. The clock struck eleven as she entered.

The man at the desk looked at her and asked, 'What do you want here?'

'I want to see Miss Maylie.'

The man looked at the young woman with strong disapproval. 'She won't want to see someone like you. Come on, get out.'

'Let me see her — or two of you will have to throw me out!' said Nancy violently.

The man looked at her again, and decided it would be easier to do as she asked. He led her upstairs to Rose's room.

Nancy entered with a brave face but with fear in her heart.

'Please sit down and tell me why you wish to see me,' said Rose Maylie, looking with some surprise at this poor, rough girl from the streets. Rose's manner was so kind and sincere, and so unexpected, that Nancy burst into tears.

When she had recovered a little, she asked, 'Is the door shut?'

'Yes,' answered Rose, a little nervously. 'But why?'

'Because I am about to put my life, and the lives of others, in your hands. I am the girl that kidnapped little Oliver and took him back to old Fagin's house on the night Oliver was going to the bookseller.'

'You!' said Rose.

'Yes, it was me. I am that wicked creature you have heard about. I've no friends except thieves and robbers. I've lived on the streets since I was a child, cold, hungry, among people who are always drunk and fighting. And that's where I'll die, too.'

'I pity you!' said Rose in a broken voice.

'But I'll tell you why I'm here. Do you know a man called Monks?'

'No,' answered Rose.

'He knows you. I heard him tell Fagin that you were at this hotel. Maybe he's changed his name. Soon after Oliver was put into your house on the night of the robbery, I listened in secret to a conversation between Monks and Fagin in the dark. And I heard Monks say that he'd seen Oliver in the street, and that he knew at once Oliver was the child he was looking for, although I couldn't hear why. Monks then agreed to pay Fagin some money if he could find Oliver again, and more money if he could turn the poor boy into a thief.'

'Why?' asked Rose.

'He saw my shadow on the wall as I listened, and I had to escape. I didn't see him again until last night.'

'And what happened then?'

'I listened at the door again. And I heard Monks say this: "So the only proof of the boy's identity is at the bottom of the river, and the old woman who received it is dead." He and Fagin laughed. Then Monks said that he had all Oliver's money safely now, but how funny it would be if the boy went to prison for stealing, after his father's unfair will.'

'What is all this?' asked Rose.

'It's the truth, lady. Then Monks said he couldn't have Oliver killed because suspicion would point to himself. But he'd try for the rest of his life to harm the boy if he could. Then Monks laughed again about the money Oliver should have got from his father's will. "My young brother Oliver will never see that money!" he said.'

'His brother!' exclaimed Rose.

'Those were his words,' said Nancy, looking round uneasily, as if she still expected to see Sikes. 'And then he talked about how amazed you would be if you knew who Oliver really was.'

'And this man was serious?'

'His voice was full of anger and hatred. I know many people who do worse things, but I'd rather listen to all of them than to this man Monks. But I must get back now, or people will wonder where I've been.'

'Back! How can you go back to such a life?' asked Rose. 'You've told me all this. Now I can help you by letting you stay somewhere safe.'

'No. Perhaps it's hard for you to believe, but there's one man, the most dangerous of them all, that I can never leave. You're the first person who's ever spoken to me so kindly — but it's too late.'

'It's never too late!'

'It is!' cried the girl. 'I can't leave him now. And if I tell anyone about this man, he'll die.'

'But how can I find you again, when we want to investigate this mystery further?'

'I'll meet you secretly, if you promise not to watch or follow me,' said Nancy. 'And if you promise just one more thing — not to do anything to hurt the man I can never leave.'

'I promise.'

'Every Sunday night, between eleven and twelve, I will walk on London Bridge if I am alive. Meet me there if you want more information.'

As Nancy said these words, she left the room and ran down the stairs and out into the street once more. Rose was left alone, her thoughts in great confusion, as she wondered desperately what to do and who to ask for advice.




The next morning, Oliver, who had been out walking, ran into Rose's room at the hotel. He was breathless with excitement.

'I can't believe what I've seen! Now you'll all know that I've told you the truth!' he shouted.

'I know you've always told us the truth — but what are you talking about?' asked Rose.

'I've seen Mr Brownlow, the kind man who was so good to me.'

'Where?'

'Going into a house,' said Oliver, crying with joy. 'I've got the address here.'

'Quick,' said Rose. 'Call a coach. I'll take you there immediately.'

The idea came to Rose that perhaps Mr Brownlow would advise her. She had been afraid to tell Nancy's story to Dr Losberne, since the good doctor was very excitable and often acted with more enthusiasm than wisdom.

In less than five minutes they were in the coach on their way to the address. Rose went in first to talk to Mr Brownlow alone. She was taken into his study, and polite greetings were exchanged. When they were seated again, Rose said,

'This will surprise you very much, but you were once very kind to a dear friend of mine, and I'm sure you will be interested to hear news of him.'

'Really? May I ask you his name?'

'Oliver Twist.'

Mr Brownlow said nothing for a few seconds, but simply stared at Rose. Finally he moved his chair nearer to her and said with great feeling, 'I once thought that he was a liar and a thief. If you have evidence to show me I was wrong, please tell me at once.'

'I know him to be a child with a warm heart,' said Rose. 'And despite the hardships of his life, he's a better person than almost anyone I know.'

'I looked for him everywhere,' said Mr Brownlow, 'but I could never find him. I could never quite believe that he really did intend to rob me.'

Rose told him everything that had happened to Oliver since then. She finished by saying, 'And his only sorrow, for some months, has been that he could not find you, his former friend.'

'Thank God!' said Mr Brownlow. 'This is great happiness to me, great happiness. But why haven't you brought him with you, Miss Maylie?'

'He's waiting in a coach at the door,' replied Rose.

Mr Brownlow hurried out of the room, down the stairs and into the coach without another word. In a minute he had returned with Oliver. 'How well he looks!' he said. 'New clothes, the same sweet face, but not so pale; the same eyes, but not so sad.'

They talked with great joy for some time. Then Mr Brownlow sent for Mrs Bedwin, the old housekeeper. She came in quietly and waited for her orders.

'You get blinder every day,' said Mr Brownlow impatiently.

'People's eyes, at my time of life, don't improve with age,' replied the old lady.

'Then put on your glasses.'

As she searched for them in her pocket, Oliver could not wait any longer and ran into her arms.

'Dear God!' she said. 'It's my innocent boy!'

'My dear old nurse!' cried Oliver.

'I knew he would come back,' said the old lady, holding him in her arms. 'How well he's dressed — how well he looks again!' She laughed and cried at the same time, and could not let Oliver go.

While Oliver talked to Mrs Bedwin, Rose asked Mr Brownlow if she could speak to him privately. He led her into another room, and there listened, with a good deal of amazement, to Rose's account of her extraordinary conversation with Nancy. Between them, they decided that Mrs Maylie and Dr Losberne should be told, and that Mr Brownlow would come to the hotel that evening for a discussion. For the moment, nothing would be said to Oliver himself.

That evening at the hotel Oliver's four friends met as arranged. Dr Losberne, of course, was full of immediate plans to rush round London arresting all the gang and hanging them at once. Mr Brownlow, fortunately, was able to persuade him to abandon this wild idea.

'Then what's to be done?' cried the doctor impatiently.

'First,' said Mr Brownlow calmly, 'we must discover who Oliver's parents were. Then — if this girl's story is true — we must regain the inheritance that should have been his.'

'Yes, yes,' said the doctor, nodding in agreement. 'But how shall we achieve these aims?'

'We must find this man Monks,' said Mr Brownlow. 'Nancy will not betray the man who is special to her, but she will surely agree to tell us how or where to find Monks. Then we must find a way to force Monks to talk. We must be both cautious and clever. After all, we have no proof against him, and if we cannot make him talk, this mystery will never be solved. But we'll have to wait five days until Sunday before we can meet Nancy on London Bridge. Until then, we can do nothing.'



occupy v. live in, be in possession of. 居住；拥有。

wrap v. cover or roll up (in). 包。

repair v. restore to good condition. 修补。

improve v. make or become better. 改善。

gradually adv. by degrees. 逐渐。

single adj. one only. 唯一的。

recently adv. lately. 最近地。

reduce v. make less. 使较少。

cash n. money in coins or notes. 现款。

be fond of like. 喜欢。

privately adv. not in public. 私下地。

descend v. come or go down. 下来。

unusual adj. strange. 不寻常的。

increase v. make or become greater in size, number, degree, etc. 增多。

corpse n. dead body. 尸体。

pour v. cause to flow in a continuous stream. 倒。

direction n. course taken by a moving person or thing. 方向。

destination n. place to which sb or sth is going or is being sent. 目的地。

throw v. cause to go through the air, usually with force, by a movement of the arm or by mechanical means. 投；扔。

manner n. person's way of behaving towards others. 态度。

sincere adj. genuine. 诚挚的。

bookseller n. person who sells books retail. 书商。

pity v. feel genuine regret for. 同情。

proof n. evidence. 证据。

identity n. who sb is. 身份。

unfair adj. not right or fair, unjust. 不公平的。

harm v. cause damage to. 伤害。

dangerous adj. likely to cause danger or be a danger. 可能引起危险的。

investigate v. examine, inquire into. 调查。

promise v. to write or speak to do or not to do sth. 允诺。

shout v. loud call. 大叫。

wisdom n. quality of being wise. 智慧。

truth n. that which is true. 事实；真相。

information n. sth told. 消息。

greeting n. first words used on seeing sb. 问候之词。

exchange v. give, receive in place of another. 交换；互换。

evidence n. anything that gives reason for believing sth, that makes clear or proves sth. 证据。

blind adj. without the power to see. 盲目的。

account n. description. 叙述。

extraordinary adj. beyond what is usual or ordinary. 非常的；特别的。

conversation n. talking. 会谈。

abandon v. give up. 放弃。

inheritance n. what is inherited. 遗产。

achieve v. accomplish. 达成。

betray v. be disloyal to. 背叛。


11　南希的造访

[image: alt]

在班布尔夫妇那次小小的业务洽谈之后的晚上，比尔·赛克斯先生一觉醒来，大声地问着是什么时候了。

他躺在一间脏乱狭小的屋子里。这已不是他去切特赛远征之前住的那间房子了，但仍旧是在伦敦原先的那个贫民区。屋里没有什么家什和用具，很明显，赛克斯先生遇上艰难的日子了。由于得了一场病，他非常瘦弱、苍白，身上裹着一件破旧的大衣，缩在床上。那条白色的狗趴在旁边的地上。

南希坐在窗户旁边，手里缝补着赛克斯的一件旧外衣。她也很消瘦，面无血色。听见赛克斯的喊声，她停下手里的活计，抬起头说：“刚过七点钟，比尔，你这会儿感觉怎么样了？”

“浑身没劲。你扶我起来，行吗？”

南希扶他从床上起来时，他张口就骂，嫌她笨手笨脚。一场大病也没能使他暴躁的脾气有所改变。

“你要是知道这些天我是怎么伺候你的，就不该这样对我恶语相加。”南希说，“这么多个晚上，我都一直看护着你。”她疲惫地坐在一张椅子上。

“站起来！”赛克斯吼叫着，“你是怎么了？”

可南希已经站不起身了。她的头向后仰去，撞在椅子上；她昏了过去。

赛克斯又是一阵咒骂，可南希一点知觉都没有了。

“这里究竟出了什么事？”从门外传来了一个人的声音，原来是费金走了进来，后面跟着插翅神偷和查理·贝茨。他们看到南希，连忙过去帮助她。查理不停地搓着她的两只手，神偷拿出自己带在身上的一瓶酒给她灌了一口。慢慢地，南希恢复了知觉。

赛克斯这时转向费金。“你来干什么？”他暴躁地问，“你已有好几个星期不来这儿了——而我一直病着，身上连一个小钱都没有了。你为什么不来帮帮我？你待我连一条狗都不如！”

“亲爱的，别生气，”费金不慌不忙地说，“比尔，我可没忘记你。”

“那么，给我一些钱，怎么样？这些日子我可替你干了不少活儿——给我点钱行吗？”

“我身上连一个子儿都没有了，亲爱的。”费金说。

“那去拿点来——你家里有的是钱。不，我才不会相信你呢。南希可以跟你回去拿点钱来。我留在这儿睡一觉。”

争执了好一会儿，费金才设法将赛克斯提出的数额从五英镑降到了三英镑。南希以及两个男孩一起跟着他回家了。

到了家里，费金对那姑娘说：“亲爱的，我上楼去给比尔找点现钱。这行当没多少油水，南希，钱又少，又不落好——可我就是喜欢看着年轻人在我身边。”

突然，前门外传来了一个男人的声音，南希一听见这声音，立刻在椅子上挺直了身子。

“这人是我早就等着的，”费金说，“别担心，他待十分钟就走。”

这男人走了进来，原来是蒙克斯。他看见南希在这儿，就又退了出去，看来，他原以为屋里只有费金一个人。

“没关系，她是我的一个年轻人。”费金对他说，“你见到他了吗？”

“见到了。”蒙克斯说。

“有什么消息吗？”

“好消息，”蒙克斯笑着说，“我想跟你单独谈谈。”他和费金上楼去进行秘密谈话。

他们刚出去，南希就脱下鞋蹑手蹑脚地跟了上去，在过道里偷听他们的谈话——就跟上次一样。一刻钟之后，她像幽灵一样，又回到了楼下的屋子里坐定。紧接着，两个男人也走下了楼梯。

蒙克斯刚出房门，费金就说：“南希，你脸色苍白，到底怎么了？”

“没什么——就是坐在这儿等的时间长了点，”她说着把脸扭到一边去了，“好吧，你给比尔的钱呢？”

费金将事先谈好的钱放在她手里，每放下一块钱就叹一口气。

南希出门来，又到了马路上。她坐在一家门口的台阶上，有好一阵子似乎不能动弹了。接着，她拼命地在马路上疯跑着，直到疲惫不堪才停住脚，放声大哭起来。然后，这种一时的奇怪心情好像消失了，她回转身，匆匆回到了赛克斯的家。

她初到家时，赛克斯并没有注意到她反常的情绪。如果是费金，用那狡猾多疑的眼睛一扫，就会马上注意到有什么事不对头了。可是到了晚上，这姑娘更加紧张不安，连赛克斯都对她苍白的面色和着火似的眼睛起了警惕之心。

他躺在床上，喝着辣辣的加水杜松子酒，眼睛死盯着她。“你看上去像个还魂的死尸。你今晚是怎么了？”

“没什么，你干吗这么死死地盯着我看？”

“你要么是也得了热病，要么就是想去——不，你不可能去……你不会那么干的！”

“干什么？”姑娘问。

“没有女孩像你这样忠实于我。不然的话，几个月前我就割断你的喉咙了。不，你一定是染上了热病，就是这样。把我的药递给我。”

南希背对着他迅速将药倒出来。他吃了药，在床上来回地翻动着，不一会儿便死睡过去。

“这药终于起作用了。”南希自言自语着，从床边站了起来。“我希望我不会太迟了。”

她迅速套上外衣，戴上帽子，恐惧地朝四处看了看，好像随时都会感觉到赛克斯一只沉重的手压在她的肩膀上。她轻柔地在盗贼的嘴唇上吻了一下，便不声不响地从这房间跑了出去。

她急匆匆地朝着伦敦西部赶去，推搡着人行道上来往的行人，连看也不看一眼就跑步横穿车水马龙的街道。

“这女人一定是疯了！”当她直冲过身旁时，人们转过身来看着她说。

她来到了富裕一些的地区，这里街道更僻静，不一会儿她便到了她要找的地方。这是一家家庭旅馆，它靠近海德公园，坐落在一条安静的街道上。当她走进去时，大钟正好敲响了11点。

一个坐在柜台后面的男人问：“你有什么事？”

“我想见梅利小姐。”

这男人带着极端不屑的神情看着这个年轻的女人，说：“她是不会见像你这样的人的，赶快出去。”

“让我见见她——否则你们得有两个人才能把我赶出去！”南希激烈地说。

那人又看了一眼南希，心想还不如答应她的请求更省事些，便领着她来到了楼上罗斯的房间。

南希故作镇静地走进屋子，其实心里害怕得很。

“请坐下，告诉我你找我有什么事。”罗斯·梅利稍带惊奇地看着这个可怜、粗俗的游荡街头的女孩，说道。罗斯的态度非常善良、真挚，这是南希万万没有料到的，她哇地一声哭了起来。

她稍稍平静了一点，便问：“门关着吗？”

“是的。”罗斯说，并有点不安地问，“这是为什么？”

“因为我将要把自己的性命，还有别人的性命都交给您了。我就是那天晚上小奥利弗到书商家去时将他拐骗回费金家的那个女孩。”

“你！”罗斯说。

“是，是我，我就是那个您听说过的坏家伙。除了小偷和强盗我没有别的朋友。我从小就住在街上，生活在寒冷和饥饿之中，身边的人永远喝得醉醺醺的，总要打架。我也将会死在那里。”

“我很可怜你！”罗斯带着哭腔说道。

“但我要告诉你，我是为什么来找您的。您认识一个叫蒙克斯的男人吗？”

“不认识。”罗斯答道。

“可他认识你，我听他告诉费金说，你住在这家旅馆。也可能是他改了姓名。盗窃的那天晚上，他们把奥利弗塞进了你们家。此后不久，我就偷听到蒙克斯跟费金的对话。我听见蒙克斯说，他在路上碰见了奥利弗，而且他一眼就认出了这就是他正在寻找的那个孩子。但我没听清为什么。蒙克斯还答应，如果费金能再找到这孩子，他就给他一笔钱。要是他能把那可怜的孩子变成一个盗贼，他会给他更多的钱。”

“为什么？”罗斯问。

“我偷听时，他在墙上发现了我的影子，我不得不逃开。从那时起，一直到昨天晚上，我再没见过他。”

“后来又发生了什么事？”

“我昨天又去门口偷听，听见蒙克斯说：‘唯一能证实这孩子身份的东西现在被扔在了河底，拿到过这东西的那个老女人已经死了。’他和费金放声大笑。然后，蒙克斯说，他现在可以安全地得到奥利弗的全部钱财了，但是，在他父亲立了不公正的遗嘱之后，假如奥利弗因偷盗进了监狱，这事将是多么地可笑啊。”

“这究竟是怎么回事？”罗斯问道。

“这是事情的真相，小姐。蒙克斯后来说，为了避免让人们猜疑他，他不会杀死奥利弗的。但他会在他的余生，尽可能地去伤害这个孩子。然后蒙克斯又为奥利弗按父亲的遗嘱应该得到一笔钱的事大笑起来。‘我的小弟弟永远也见不到这些钱了。’他说。”

“他的小弟弟！”罗斯惊叫着。

“这些是他的原话。”南希说着，不安地朝四处看着，好像她还怕看见赛克斯出现。“后来，他又提到，假如您知道了奥利弗的真实身份，您会多么吃惊。”

“这个人说这话是当真的吗？”

“他说话的声音里充满了愤怒和憎恨。我见过许多比他更坏的人，但我宁愿和他们打交道，也不愿和蒙克斯这种人来往。现在我得走了，不然他们会猜疑我去了什么地方。”

“回去！你怎么还能回到那种生活中去呢？”罗斯问，“你已经跟我说了这些话了呀。现在，我要帮助你，让你待在一个安全的地方。”

“不，您大概很难相信，有一个人，他们当中最危险的一个人，是我永远不能离开的。您是我遇到的头一个这么好心地和我说话的人——可是太晚了。”

“还来得及！”

“不！”女孩大声地说，“我现在不能离开他，我要是跟别人提起他，他必死无疑。”

“为了深入调查这件疑案，我怎么才能再找到你呢？”

“如果您保证不监视或跟踪我，我会偷偷地来见你。”南希说，“您还得向我保证另一件事——不做任何伤害这个我永远不能离开的男人的事。”

“我向你保证。”

“那么，每个星期天的晚上十一点到十二点之间，我在伦敦桥上散步，假如我还没有死的话。您要想知道更多的事，就到那儿去找我。”

南希说完这些话，出了房间，跑下楼，到了马路上。屋里只剩下罗斯，她的思想陷入了混乱之中。她极力地想着应该怎么办，应该向谁去请求帮助。

第二天早晨，刚从外面散步回来的奥利弗跑进了旅馆里罗斯的房间，他兴奋得都喘不上气来了。

“我简直不敢相信我的眼晴！现在你们可以知道，我跟你们说的都是实话了！”他嚷嚷着。

“我知道你一直说的是真话——可你现在说的是什么事？”罗斯问。

“我看见布朗洛先生了，就是那个对我特别好的好心的先生。”

“在哪儿？”

“他正走进一所房子。”奥利弗说着，高兴地流出了眼泪。“我记下地址了。”

“快去，”罗斯说，“叫一辆马车，我马上就带你去。”

罗斯突然想到，布朗洛先生可能会给她出点主意。她先前不敢把南希的话告诉罗斯伯恩医生，因为这个好心的老头易于激动，他往往热情有余，而考虑不周。

不到五分钟，他们便坐上了马车，朝着那个地址赶去。罗斯先进去，想单独和布朗洛先生谈话。罗斯被带进了他的书房，一番客气的寒暄之后，都落了座，这时罗斯说：

“这大概会使您非常惊讶，您曾经善待过我的一位好朋友，您肯定会对有关他的消息很感兴趣。”

“是吗？我能问一下他的名字吗？”

“奥利弗·特威斯特。”

布朗洛先生只是盯着罗斯，半天不吱声。最后他把椅子朝罗斯跟前挪动了一下，非常激动地说：“我曾一度以为他是个骗子，是个小偷。如果你有什么证据能说明我是错的，请你赶快告诉我。”

“我知道他是个好心的孩子，”罗斯说，“尽管他过了许多苦日子，但他比我所见过的大多数人要好。”

“我也在到处寻找他，”布朗洛先生说，“可一直没能找到他。我也一直不太相信他是真的算计着来偷盗我。”

罗斯跟他说了从那以后奥利弗的全部经历。她最后说：“几个月来唯一使他伤心的事就是找不到您，他从前的好朋友。”

“感谢上帝！”布朗洛先生说，“这是我最大的快乐，最大的快乐。那你为什么没有带他一起来，梅利小姐？”

“他现在就在门外马车上等着。”罗斯回答道。

布朗洛先生什么都顾不上说了，急忙走出房间，下了楼，上了马车。一会儿，他跟奥利弗一起进来了。“他看上去多健康啊！”他说，“崭新的衣服，还是那张可爱的脸，只是比以前红润多了；还是那双眼睛，也不像以前那样充满了忧伤。”

他们非常高兴地聊了一会儿，然后布朗洛先生叫人把老管家贝德温太太找来。她轻轻地走进屋，站在那儿等候吩咐。

“你的眼睛一天不如一天了。”布朗洛先生不耐烦地说。

“到了我这个岁数，人的视力是不会随着年纪的增长而变得更好的。”老管家说。

“那么就戴上你的眼镜。”

她把手伸进衣袋里摸索着找眼镜时，奥利弗再也忍不住了，一下扑进了她的怀里。

“噢，上帝！”她说，“原来是我无辜的孩子！”

“亲爱的老妈妈！”奥利弗叫着。

“我就知道他会回来的，”老妇人把他搂在怀里说，“他穿得多好啊——气色也恢复得很好了！”她高兴地笑着，同时脸上流淌着泪水，紧紧地抱住奥利弗不松手。

奥利弗同贝德温太太交谈着，这时，罗斯提出是否能与布朗洛先生单独谈谈。他把她带到了另一个房间。在那里，他惊讶万分地听着罗斯叙述她同南希非常怪异的谈话。他们俩决定，这件事必须让梅利夫人和罗斯伯恩医生知道，另外，布朗洛先生当晚得去旅馆同他们商量这件事。在这期间，他们决定什么也不跟奥利弗说。

当天晚上，奥利弗的四位朋友按照预先的安排来到了旅馆。当然，罗斯伯恩医生有一脑子的计划，他想立即就行动，跑到伦敦的各个地方把这伙匪徒都抓起来，立刻送到绞刑架上。幸亏有布朗洛先生极力劝阻他放弃这个不切实际的想法。

“那该怎么办？”医生不耐烦地大声说。

“首先，”布朗洛先生平静地说，“我们必须弄清谁是奥利弗的亲生父母。下一步——假如这个姑娘说的事都是真的——我们必须拿回应该属于奥利弗的这份遗产。”

“对，对，”医生点着头表示同意地说，“可我们怎么才能做到这一切呢？”

“我们必须要找到蒙克斯这个人。”布朗洛先生说，“南希不会背叛对她有特殊意义的那个人，但她肯定愿意告诉我们怎样或在哪儿能找到蒙克斯。如果是这样，我们还必须设法让蒙克斯开口说话，我们不但要小心谨慎，而且要善用心计。毕竟我们还没有指控他的证据。假如我们没有办法使他说出一切，那么这件谜案将永远无法解开。但我们不得不再等待五天，从现在起，一直到星期天在伦敦桥上见到南希的时候为止。目前我们什么也干不了。”
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Nancy keeps an appointment

On exactly the same night as Nancy had met Rose Maylie, two people from Oliver's home town were making their way towards London. Their progress was slow, since they travelled on foot, and in addition, the girl was carrying a heavy bag on her back. The young man carried nothing. From time to time he turned to shout at the girl behind him. 'Hurry up! What a lazy creature you are, Charlotte! I'll come and give you a kick if you don't move faster!'

The young man was Noah Claypole, who had made Oliver's life so miserable at Mr Sowerberry's house. He was now taller and uglier but otherwise little changed. He and Charlotte had grown tired of the undertaking business and had set off to London to start a new life — with all the money from Mr Sowerberry's shop in their pockets.

Eventually, they entered London, and Noah began to look for a quiet, cheap pub where they could spend the night. Charlotte followed obediently at his heels as they walked through a district of narrow, dirty streets.

At last Noah found a pub that he thought was suitable. It was dark and dirty, with a few rough-looking men in the bar. They entered and asked for a room for the night and a meal of cold meat and beer, which they ate in the bar. The beer made Noah talkative and he began to boast. 'So it's no more coffins for us, my girl. We can do better than just robbing Mr Sowerberry. In London there are pockets, houses, coaches even banks!'

'I like the sound of it, Noah, but how are we going to do all this?' asked Charlotte.

'We can meet people who know about these things. I'd like to be the leader of some gang, if there's a good profit to be made in that kind of work.' Noah felt very pleased with himself, and looked forward to an easy life of crime in the capital.

They talked about their plans for a few minutes. Then a stranger, who had been sitting unseen round the corner, came up to them. The stranger was Fagin. He greeted them in a very friendly and cheerful way, sat down with them, and immediately ordered more beer for Noah.

'That's good beer,' said Noah, already a little drunk. He thanked the stranger for the drink.

'Expensive, too,' said Fagin. 'If you drink that every day, my dear, you'll need to empty pockets, houses, coaches, even banks.'

When he heard his own words repeated, Noah went pale with terror. The stranger must have heard everything, even how they had robbed Mr Sowerberry!

'Don't worry,' laughed Fagin, pulling his chair closer. 'You're lucky it was only me who heard you.'

'I didn't take it,' said Noah quickly. 'It was the woman who did it!'

'It doesn't matter who did it, my dear,' replied Fagin, looking quickly at Charlotte. 'Because I'm in that business myself. And the people in my house as well. I can introduce you to the right people, if you're interested. You both look like good workers.'

Charlotte and Noah felt a mixture of fear and pleasure. 'What would you want me to do?' asked Noah. 'Something light, if possible,' he added.

'What about spying on people?' asked Fagin. 'Or robbing young children who are going shopping for their mothers? That's light work, and easy.'

Noah laughed. 'That sounds like just the thing for me! And what will I earn for this work?'

'You can live free in my house, and give me half of what you earn.'

After further discussion, and the transfer of Mr Sowerberry's money from Noah's pocket to Fagin's, agreement was reached. The next day Noah and Charlotte went to live in Fagin's house and began to be instructed in their new profession.




Although training and experience had made Nancy an expert liar, she could not completely hide the fear in her mind. She knew she had taken an enormous risk in going to see Rose Maylie. If Fagin or Sikes ever found out... But she pushed these fears away. She was determined to keep her promise to Rose Maylie, and meet her as arranged.

On the first Sunday night after her meeting with Rose, she was in Sikes' room when the clock struck eleven. Fagin was there, too, discussing some business with Sikes. Nancy stood up and put on her coat. Sikes watched her, surprised.

'Nancy! Where are you going at this time of night?'

'Not far.'

'What kind of answer is that? Where are you going?'

'I don't know,' replied the girl.

'Then I do. Nowhere. Sit down.'

'I'm not well. I want a breath of air.'

Sikes got up and locked the door.

'Let me go!' said the girl with great force. 'Just for one hour — let me go!'

Sikes seized her arms roughly. 'The girl's gone mad!'

Nancy fought wildly, and Sikes had to hold her down in a chair. She continued to scream and fight until midnight, when, exhausted and tearful, she stopped struggling. She went into another room and threw herself on a bed.

'She's a strange girl,' Sikes said to Fagin, shaking his head. 'Why did she suddenly decide to go out tonight?I thought that after all these years I'd finally tamed her. She must be ill — perhaps she's still got a bit of fever.'

'That must be it,' said Fagin, nodding thoughtfully.

As he walked home, Fagin's eyes were sharp with suspicion. He had suspected for a while that Nancy had become tired of Bill Sikes' brutality and violence, and that she had found a new friend to take his place. Her manner was different; she often left home alone, and she seemed less interested in the gang. And tonight, her desperate impatience to go out at a particular hour... He was certain he was right. He began to make plans.

First, he wanted to know who Nancy's new friend was. He could make him a valuable new member of the gang, with Nancy as his assistant. But there was another, darker reason. Fagin, too, had become tired of Sikes. Sikes knew too much — too many dangerous secrets about Fagin himself. Fagin distrusted everybody, but he hated and distrusted Sikes most of all. It would be very convenient if Sikes could be... removed.

'With a little persuasion,' Fagin thought, 'perhaps the girl would poison Sikes.' Suddenly, his eyes narrowed in delight. 'Yes! First, I must have her watched, and find out who her new man is. Then I shall threaten to tell Sikes everything. She knows that neither she nor her new man will ever be safe from Sikes' violent jealousy. She will have no choice except to do as I ask her — and then, once the murder is done, she will be in my power for ever!'

Early next morning Fagin called the newest member of his gang. Noah was doing very well. He had already brought home quite a lot of money. He had found that robbing small children was indeed light, easy work, and he was proud of his success.

'I have another job for you now,' Fagin told him. 'It needs great care and secrecy. I want you to follow a woman. I want to know where she goes, who she sees, and if possible, what she says. I will pay you a pound for this information.'

Noah's eyes were wide with greed. 'I'm the right man for this job. Who is she?'

'One of us.'

'What? You don't trust her, then?'

'Exactly so, my dear. Exactly so,' smiled Fagin.




The following Sunday, soon after eleven o'clock, a woman walked quickly through the dark streets towards London Bridge. A mist hung over the river, and the buildings on the far bank could hardly be seen. A man followed some distance behind her, keeping to the darkest shadows. It was a cold, damp night, and there were very few people on the streets at this late hour.

When the woman reached the centre of the bridge, she stopped and looked around anxiously. The man following her stopped too. The heavy bell of St Paul's cathedral rang out, announcing the death of another day. Just as it finished, a grey-haired man and a young woman got out of a coach and walked across the bridge. They met the woman, who took them down some steps leading to the river bank. They stood in deep shadow by the wall of the bridge. The man hurried down some other steps, crept up to the corner of the wall, and listened.

Nancy spoke first. 'I'm so frightened tonight I can hardly breathe.'

'Frightened of what?' asked Mr Brownlow. He seemed to pity her.

'I wish I knew. Horrible thoughts of death, and blood, have been with me all day. I don't know why.'

'Speak to her kindly,' said Rose to Mr Brownlow. 'Poor girl! She seems to need it.'

'I couldn't come last Sunday,' continued the girl. 'I was kept in by force. But tonight he'll be out all night until daylight. Now, before I tell you anything else, I must tell you that I don't want Fagin, or any of the other members of the gang, to be handed to the police.'

'Why not?'

'Because I couldn't betray them. They've been loyal to me, and I'll stay loyal to them.'

'Then just tell us how we can get Monks, and I promise none of your friends will be harmed,' said Mr Brownlow.

'And Monks will never know how you found out about him?' she asked.

'We promise,' said Rose gently.

Nancy then told them, in so low a voice that the listener round the corner could hardly hear her, where Monks often went for a drink, and what he looked like. She finished by saying, 'On his throat, high up, there is —'

'A bright red mark?' asked Mr Brownlow.

'Do you know him?' asked Nancy in surprise.

'I think I do.' Mr Brownlow murmured to himself, 'It must be him!' Then more loudly, he said to Nancy, 'Thank you for everything you've told us. But now — how can you go back to these people? Come with us now, tonight. We can arrange for you to be hidden from them all forever, if you want us to.'

The girl shook her head. 'I'm chained to him, bad as they are. I've gone too far to change my life now.' She looked nervously over her shoulder. 'I can feel those dreadful terrors again — visions of blood and death. I must go home.'

Mr Brownlow and Rose could not persuade her to change her mind. Sadly, they turned to leave, and when they had gone, Nancy fell to the ground in a storm of tears. Meanwhile, Noah Claypole, amazed by all that he had heard, crept up the steps and ran for Fagin's house as fast as his legs could carry him.




Some hours later, nearly two hours before dawn, Noah lay asleep in Fagin's house. But Fagin sat silently by a dead fire, staring at the flame of a candle on the table beside him. With his pale, wrinkled face and his red, staring eyes, he looked like a devil out of hell. Hatred ran like poison through his every thought. Hatred for the girl who had dared to talk to strangers, who had ruined his plan to get rid of Sikes. He did not believe her promise not to betray him, and he feared that he would now be caught, and hung.

Just before dawn Sikes entered the room, carrying a bundle which contained the results of his night's work. Fagin took what Sikes gave him, then stared at the robber for a long time without speaking.

'Why are you looking at me like that?' asked Sikes, uneasy at the old man's strange expression.

Fagin raised his hand, but his passion was so great that he could not speak.

'Say something, will you!' shouted Sikes, placing his huge hand on Fagin's collar and shaking him in his anger and fear. 'Open your mouth and say what you've got to say!'

Eventually Fagin found his voice. 'Bill, what would you do if one of the gang went out at night and told someone all about us, and what we'd done? What would you do to him?'

'I'd smash his head into little pieces,' said the robber, swearing violently.

'And what if it was me, who knows so much about all of us, and could put us all in prison and get us all hanged?' whispered Fagin, his eyes flashing with hate.

'I'd beat your brains out in public. Even in the law-court, I'd run over and kill you with my bare hands,' said Sikes, showing his teeth in his anger. 'I don't care who it was, that's what I'd do.'

Fagin woke Noah. 'Tell Bill what you told me, what you saw, what she did. Tell him!'

Noah rubbed the sleep from his eyes and told Sikes everything. His face white with passion, Sikes listened to the end, then, swearing furiously, he rushed from the room and down the stairs.

'Bill!' Fagin called after him. 'You won't be... too violent?'

Sikes made no reply, but, pulling open the door, ran out into the silent streets. He did not turn his head to right or left, but looked straight in front of him with wild determination. He ran at great speed, his eyes on fire, his teeth tight together, and did not pause until he reached his own door. He ran up to his room, entered and locked the door, put a table against it, then woke Nancy.

'Bill!' she said, pleased to see him. But when she saw his expression, the colour went out of her face. 'What's the matter?' she said in alarm.

'You know what.' Sikes took out his gun, but realizing, even in his madness, that a shot might be heard, he beat her twice across the face with it as hard as he could. She fell, with a low cry of pain and terror, almost blinded by the blood that flowed from the cut on her forehead. The murderer staggered to a corner, seized a heavy stick and struck her down.



appointment n. arrangement to meet sb. 约会。

in addition as well (as). 加之。

progress n. forward movement. 进展。

heel n. back part of the human foot. 足跟。

talkative adj. fond of saying things. 多话的。

boast v. praise oneself. 自吹自擂。

profit n. money gained in business. 利润。

capital n. city where the government of a country is carried on. 首都。

transfer n. instance of transferring. 迁移。

profession n. occupation, especially one requiring advanced education and special training. 职业。

enormous adj. very great. 极大的。

risk n. possibility or chance of meeting danger, suffering loss, injury, etc. 危险。

determine v. make up one's mind. 下决心。

nowhere adv. not anywhere. 无处。

seize v. take hold of. 抓住。

tame v. make submissive. 驯服。

sharp adj. severe. 严厉的。

brutality n. cruelty. 野蛮。

convenient adj. suitable. 合适的。

jealousy n. being jealous. 嫉妒。

mist n. water vapour in the air, at or near the earth's surface. 雾。

some distance fairly far away. 相当远。

bell n. hollow vessel of cast metal, usually shaped like a cup, that makes a ringing sound when struck. 钟。

cathedral n. chief church in a diocese, in which is the bishop's throne, under the charge of a dean. 大教堂。

horrible adj. exciting horror. 可怕的。

blood n. red liquid flowing throughout the body of man and the higher animals. 血。

gently adv. in a mild manner. 和善地；温和地。

forever adv. at all times. 永远地。

terror n. great fear. 恐怖。

dawn n. first light of day. 黎明。

wrinkle n. small fold or line in the skin or on the surface of sth. 皱纹。

dare v. be brave enough to. 敢。

bundle n. number of articles fastened, tied, or wrapped together. 包裹。

smash v. break violently into small pieces. 捣烂。

flash v. send or reflect like a light. 似闪光般发出或射出。

speed n. rate of motion or moving. 速度。

tight v. make or become fixed. 变紧。

pause v. make a short interval or stop. 暂停。

flow v. move along or over as a river does. 流。


12　南希如期赴约

[image: alt]

就在南希去见罗斯·梅利的那个晚上，两个从奥利弗家乡来的人正朝伦敦走来。因为他们是徒步行走，加上其中的女孩还背着一个沉重的大包，所以进度很慢。身边的年轻男子却空着两手，还时不时地转过身去朝跟在后面的女孩大声吼着：“快点，夏洛特，你这个懒东西！你再这么磨磨蹭蹭的，我可就要踢你一脚了。”

这个年轻的男人是诺厄·克莱普尔，就是他使奥利弗在索尔贝里先生家受够了折磨。他现在长高了一点，比以前更丑了点，此外没有什么大的变化。他与夏洛特厌倦了棺材店的生意，想到伦敦去开始新的生活——他们卷走了索尔贝里先生棺材店所有的钱财。

他们终于到达了伦敦，诺厄试图找一家既安静又便宜的酒店过夜。在穿过一个街道狭窄脏乱的地区时，夏洛特顺从地跟在他身后。

终于，诺厄找到了一家他认为合适的酒店。店里昏暗、肮脏，吧台前坐着几个相貌粗鲁的人。他们走进去，要了房间和晚饭。晚饭是一盘冷肉和一些啤酒，他们坐在吧台前吃了起来。啤酒一下肚，诺厄便打开了话匣子，胡吹一气：“现在我们再也不用天天和棺材打交道了，我的姑娘。从今往后我们要比偷盗索尔贝里先生干得更大。在伦敦，有的是有钱的口袋、大宅子、马车——还有银行！”

“这听起来很叫人喜欢，诺厄。可是我们怎么去干这些事呢？”夏洛特问。

“我们得结认一些懂得这一行的人，如果干这些事很来钱，我就当某个团伙的头头。”诺厄这时洋洋得意，他渴望在首都过一种作奸犯科的安逸生活。

他们谈着自己的打算，说了几分钟。这时，一个坐在看不见的拐角处的陌生人朝他们走来。这人就是费金。他同他们非常友好而热情地打着招呼，坐了下来，又马上为诺厄要了些啤酒。

“这啤酒还不错。”诺厄已经颇有醉意，他向陌生人表示了谢意。

“但是并不便宜。”费金说，“亲爱的，如果你天天喝的话，你必须去从口袋、房子、马车和银行里弄钱。”

诺厄一听这人在重复刚才自己说过的话，有点害怕。这人肯定把他们刚才说的话全都偷听去了，就连他们偷了索尔贝里先生钱的事也知道了！

“别害怕，”费金大笑着，把椅子朝近处拉了拉，“你们很幸运，只有我听见了你们的话。”

“我没拿，”诺厄赶紧说，“都是这女人干的！”

“是谁干的都没关系，亲爱的，”费金说着瞟了一眼夏洛特，“因为我也是干这一行的。还有跟我住在一起的一些人也是如此。如果你们有兴趣的话，我可以把你们介绍给干这一行的人。你们俩看上去很能干。”

夏洛特和诺厄又惊又喜。“你要我干点什么呢？”诺厄问，“一点轻活，假如可能的话。”他又说。

“暗地里监视人怎么样？”费金说，“或是去抢到商店里替母亲买东西的孩子？这些都是轻活，也是好干的活。”

诺厄大笑起来。“这听上去正是适合我的事！那么我能挣到多少钱呢？”

“你可以免费在我家住，只是把挣来的东西分给我一半就行了。”

经过进一步的商量，索尔贝里先生的钱从诺厄衣袋里又全装进了费金的衣袋，双方达成了协议。从第二天开始，诺厄和夏洛特就搬到费金家去住，并开始新职业的训练。




尽管训练和经验使南希成为一个内行的骗子，但她无法完全掩盖内心的恐惧。她知道自己是冒着极大的风险去见罗斯·梅利的。一旦费金或赛克斯察觉了这一切……但她把这些恐惧推到一边。她决心信守对罗斯·梅利许下的诺言，按照安排好的时间地点去见她。

在见过罗斯之后的第一个星期天的晚上，她正在赛克斯的房间里，这时钟敲响了11点，费金也在这里，正跟赛克斯商量着什么事。南希站了起来，穿上了大衣。赛克斯惊奇地看着她。

“南希！都晚上这个时候了，你还要去哪儿？”

“就在附近走走。”

“这是什么话？你要去什么地方？”

“我也不知道。”女孩回答说。

“那么我知道。你哪儿也甭去了。坐下。”

“我不舒服，想到外面去换换空气。”

赛克斯站了起来，锁上了房门。

“让我出去！”女孩力争道，“就一个小时——让我去一下！”

赛克斯粗暴地抓住她的胳膊。“这丫头八成是疯了！”

南希极力反抗着，赛克斯不得不将她按在椅子上。她不停地尖叫挣扎着，一直到午夜，她已泪流满面，疲惫不堪，才停止了挣扎。她走进了另一个房间，一头倒在了床上。

“她真是个怪人，”赛克斯摇着头跟费金说，“她是怎么回事，今晚上突然决定非要出去不可？我还以为，经过这些年我已经驯服她了呢。她一定是不舒服了——大概热病还没好利索。”

“一定是这么回事。”费金多虑地点着头说。

在回家的路上，费金两眼放出狡猾的光，充满了疑虑。一段时间以来，他怀疑南希大概是厌烦比尔·赛克斯的蛮横和暴力了，怀疑她可能有了代替赛克斯的新朋友。她的态度也同过去不一样了；她老是一个人往外跑，好像对这个团伙也没什么兴趣了。而且，今天晚上，又是在某一特定的时间里急于出去……他肯定自己的怀疑是对的。他开始布设一个计谋。

首先，他想要弄清南希的新朋友是谁。他可以使他也成为这个帮伙重要的新成员，让南希做他的助手。但是，其另外一个险恶的用心是，费金也有点厌烦赛克斯了。赛克斯知道的事太多了——而且许多是有关费金的致命的秘密。费金从不相信任何一个人，而他最恨、最不信任的人则是赛克斯。假如能把赛克斯……除掉，那就方便多了。

“稍加劝说，”费金想，“这姑娘没准会把赛克斯毒死。”突然，他高兴地眯起了眼睛。“对！首先，我得叫人跟踪她，弄清楚她的新情人是谁。然后，我威胁说要把这一切都告诉赛克斯。这样，她知道由于赛克斯极度地忌妒，她自己和新情人都将永远不得安生。到那时，她束手无策，只能乖乖地按照我说的去做——一旦谋杀成功，她就将永远被我掌握了！”

第二天一大早，费金叫过他们匪帮里最新的成员。诺厄干得很出色，他已经拿回来不少钱了。他发现抢小孩的钱真是一件轻松容易的工作，正为自己的成功感到得意呢。

“我另有一件工作需要你去做，”费金跟他说，“这得干得十分小心和秘密。我要你去跟踪一个女人。我要知道她去的是什么地方，跟什么人见面，如果可能的话，最好是能知道他们说了些什么。弄清了这些事，我给你一个英镑。”

诺厄贪婪地睁大了眼睛。“我干这事最拿手，她是谁？”

“一个自己人。”

“什么？这么说，你信不过她？”

“亲爱的，说得对，说得对。”费金笑了笑。




下一个星期天的晚上，刚过了11点，一个女人匆匆地穿过漆黑的街道朝伦敦桥的方向走去。雾气笼罩在河上，河对岸的楼房几乎看不见。一个男人远远地尾随着她，尽可能地藏身在黑影里。这是一个既寒冷又潮湿的夜晚，加之已是深夜11点了，街上行人稀少。

这个女人来到了桥中间，停下脚步，焦急地四处张望着。跟在她身后的男人也停了下来。圣保罗大教堂的大钟敲响了，宣布又一天的结束。钟声刚刚停止，一位灰白头发的男人和一个年轻女人从一辆马车上跳了下来，走过桥去。他们同这个女人会了面，女人带着他们沿河岸的台阶走了下去。他们站在桥身的黑影处。那男人赶紧从另一处也下了台阶，蹑手蹑脚地走到了桥身的拐角处，静静地偷听着。

南希先开口说话了。“我太害怕了，都快喘不上气来了。”

“怕什么？”布朗洛先生问，他看上去很可怜她。

“不知为什么。死啦，出血啦，这些可怕的想法整天老缠着我。不知为什么。”

“要和蔼地跟她说话，”罗斯跟布朗洛先生说，“这可怜的姑娘，她好像需要的就是这个。”

“上星期天我没能出来，”姑娘接着说，“我被强留在家里了。可今晚上他出去了，要一直到天亮才能回来。听我说，在我告诉你们任何别的话之前，我必须告诉你们，我不想让费金或是团伙里的任何一个人被警察抓起来。”

“为什么？”

“因为我不能背叛他们。他们一直忠实于我，我也得忠实于他们。”

“那么只告诉我们怎样才能找到蒙克斯，我保证你的任何一个朋友都不会受到伤害，”布朗洛先生说。

“蒙克斯也将永远不会知道你们是怎样发现他的秘密的吗？”她问。

“我们保证他不会知道的。”罗斯轻柔地说。

然后南希用极小的声音跟他们说话，躲在墙拐角处的男人几乎什么也听不见。她告诉他们蒙克斯常去喝酒的地方，以及他的长相，她最后说：“在他的喉头，靠上面的地方，有一个——”

“一个鲜红的痣？”布朗洛先生问道。

“您认识他？”南希惊讶地问。

“我想我认识他。”布朗洛先生小声地自言自语着，“肯定是他！”然后他又提高些声音跟南希说：“谢谢你跟我们说了这些。可是，现在你怎么能再回到这种人身旁去呢？今晚干脆跟我们走吧。假如你要求我们这样做，我们会把你永远藏起来，他们任何人再也找不到你。”

这姑娘摇着头。“尽管他们很坏，可我已跟他拴在一起了。我已经走得太远了，已经无法再改变我的生活了。”她惊恐不安地回头看了看，“我又有那种可怕的恐怖感了——我似乎看到了流血和死亡。我得赶紧回去了。”

布朗洛先生和罗斯无法劝她改变主意，他们伤心地转身走了。当他们离开后，南希哭倒在地，涕泪横流。同时，诺厄·克莱普尔对听到的事十分惊奇，他轻手轻脚地走上了台阶，以最快的速度朝费金家跑去。




几小时之后，离天亮大约还有两小时，诺厄在费金家睡着了，而费金却默默地坐在已经灭了的炉火旁，盯着身旁桌上的蜡烛的火苗。他的一张满是皱纹、毫无血色的脸和一双直勾勾、布满了血丝的眼睛，让他看上去活像刚从地狱里爬出的魔鬼。仇恨像毒液一样浸透了他的每一个想法。这姑娘竟敢向外人泄露他们的秘密，她使他除掉赛克斯的计划破产了——他恨死她了。他不相信她许下的不会出卖他的诺言了，他担心自己现在会被抓起来，送上绞刑架。

天快亮时，赛克斯走了进来，拿着一个包，里面装着他一晚上工作的收获。费金接过赛克斯给他的东西，盯着这强盗看了半天，没说话。

“你为什么用这种眼神看着我？”赛克斯看着这老头子奇怪的神色，不安地问。

费金举起手来，但感情过分激动，仍说不出话来。

“你说句话，行吗？”赛克斯大声吼着，用一只大手抓住了费金的衣领，又愤怒又恐惧地摇晃着他。“张开你的嘴，把你要说的话说出来！”

费金终于能说出话了。“比尔，假如我们团伙当中的一个人晚上出去把我们的事全告诉了别人，我们该怎么办？你会怎么收拾他？”

“我会把他的脑壳敲个粉碎。”这个盗贼恶狠狠地咒骂着。

“假如这个人是我，知道我们这里的事最多，能使我们一个不落地都进监狱，都被绞死，那又怎么样呢？”费金小声地说，眼睛里闪着憎恨的目光。

“我会在大庭广众之下打出你的脑浆来。就是在法庭上，我也会赤手空拳地跑过来杀了你。”赛克斯愤怒得咬牙切齿地说，“我才不管他是谁呢，我就是要这么干。”

费金叫醒了诺厄。“把你刚才跟我说的话再跟比尔说一遍，说你都看见了什么，她又干了什么。都跟他说！”

诺厄揉着惺忪的睡眼，把事情的全部经过又跟赛克斯说了一遍。由于感情激动，赛克斯的脸色变得惨白，听完后他恼怒万分地咒骂着，奔出了房间，冲下了楼。

“比尔！”费金在他身后喊道，“你不会……太粗暴了吧？”

赛克斯没回答，而是拉开房门，跑到了寂静无声的街道上。他头也不回，目不旁视，直瞪瞪地向前看着，疯狂地铁定了一条心。他飞快地跑着，眼睛里冒着火，牙关死死地咬在一起，一口气直跑进了家门。他跑上楼，进了自己的房间，反锁上房门，又拉过来一张桌子顶在了门上，然后才叫醒南希。

“比尔！”她看见他高兴地说。可她发现他的神色不对劲，顿时脸色变得煞白。“出什么事了？”她警觉地问。

“你知道出什么事了。”赛克斯拿出枪，但即便是在这种丧心病狂的时候，他也知道枪声会被人听见的。所以他抡起枪狠狠地朝她的脸上横打了两下，她发出一声痛苦与恐惧的低叫，倒在了地上，从额头的伤口里流出的鲜血糊住了她的眼睛。凶手摇摇晃晃地走到屋角，抓起了一根大木棍将她打倒了。


13
The end of the gang

The sun burst upon the crowded city in all its brightness. It lit up every corner of London, the great houses of the rich, and the miserable homes of the poor. It shone everywhere, even into the room where the murdered woman lay. The horror of that scene was even more dreadful in the clear morning light.

Sikes sat there, unable to move, looking at the body. He had thrown the blood-covered stick into the fire, then washed himself and his clothes. He had cut out the bits of his clothes that were stained and burnt them too, but there were still bloodstains all over the floor. Even the dog's feet were bloody.

Finally, he forced himself to leave the room, pulling the dog out with him and locking the door behind him. He walked rapidly north, towards Highgate, then on to Hampstead. On the open land of Hampstead Heath, away from people and houses, he found a place in a field where he could sleep without being disturbed.

But before long he was up again and running. This time he ran back towards London for a while. Then he turned and went north again, sometimes walking, sometimes running, with no clear purpose in his mind. Eventually, he felt hungry, and changed direction towards Hendon, a quiet place away from the crowds, where he could buy food. But even the children and chickens there seemed to look at him with suspicion. So he turned back towards Hampstead Heath again, without having eaten, uncertain where to go.

At last he turned north again, his dog still running at his heels, and set off to a village just outside London. He stopped at a small, quiet pub and bought a meal, then went on again. It was now dark and as he continued walking, he felt as if Nancy were following him, her shadow on the road, her last low cry in the wind. If he stopped, the ghostly figure did the same. If he ran, it ran too, moving stiffly, like a corpse. Sometimes he turned, determined to drive the ghost away, but his blood ran cold with terror. Every time he turned, the ghost turned too, and was still behind him.

Finally, he found another field where he could hide. He lay down, unable to sleep, his mind filled with visions of the dead girl. Her wide, dead eyes stared at him, watching him through a curtain of blood.

Suddenly he heard shouting in the distance. He jumped to his feet and saw that the sky seemed on fire. Sheets of flame shot into the air, driving clouds of smoke in his direction. He heard an alarm bell, and more shouts of 'Fire! ' Running with his dog across the fields, he joined the crowds of men and women fighting the fire. He could forget his own terror in this new danger, and he worked all night with the crowd, shouting, running and working together to stop the flames destroying more buildings.

In the morning the mad excitement was over, and the dreadful memory of his crime returned — more terrifying than ever. In desperation, he decided to go back to London.

'At least there'll be somebody I can speak to,' he thought to himself. 'And it's a better hiding-place than out here in the country. I'll hide there for a week, get some money out of Fagin, then escape to France.'

Suddenly he remembered the dog — people would be looking for his dog as well as himself. He decided to drown the animal. But the dog smelt the man's fear, and turned and ran away from him faster than it had ever run in its life. 'You have a choice, Mr Monks,' said Mr Brownlow.




'You have been kidnapped and brought here to my house. You can either tell me what I want to know, or I'll have you arrested, instantly, for fraud and robbery. It's your choice. And you must decide now. At once.'

Monks hesitated and looked at the old man, but Mr Brownlow's expression was so serious and determined that the younger man realized it was pointless to protest. 'I didn't expect this treatment from my father's oldest friend,' said Monks angrily, sitting down with a frown on his face.

'Yes, I was your father's oldest friend,' said Mr Brownlow. 'And I know all about you — how your father, while still a boy, was forced by his family into an unhappy marriage with an older woman, and how you were the result of that marriage. I also know that your parents separated, hating each other by the end.'

'Well — what's so important about that?'

'When they'd been separated for ten years,' said Mr Brownlow, 'your father met another family. There were two daughters, one nineteen years old and the other only two or three. Your father became engaged to the older daughter. At this point one of his rich relations died and left him a lot of money in his will. Your father had to travel to Italy to receive his inheritance, and while there, he became ill and died. Your mother, who was living with you in Paris, immediately rushed to Italy when she heard the news. As your father had made no will of his own, all the relation's money came to you and her.'

Monks listened with close attention, biting his lip and staring at the floor.

'Before your father went to receive that money, he came to see me,' continued Mr Brownlow slowly, his eyes fixed on Monks' face.

'I never heard that before,' said Monks, looking up suddenly, a suspicious expression on his face.

'He left me a picture of the poor girl he wanted to marry. He talked wildly about shame and guilt, and how he would give part of the money he'd inherited to his wife and to you, and use the rest to escape from England with the girl he loved. He refused to tell me any more details.'

Monks breathed more easily, and even smiled.

'But,' said Mr Brownlow, pulling his chair nearer to the other man, 'by chance I was able to rescue your brother Oliver from a life of misery and —'

'What!' cried Monks.

Mr Brownlow continued without a pause. 'And when he was recovering from his sickness here in my house, I noticed how similar he looked to the girl's face in the picture. But he was taken away before I could discover his history — as you know very well.'

'You can't prove anything!' said Monks.

'I can. I heard that you were in the West Indies. I went there to try and find you to see if you knew anything about Oliver, but you'd already left. I returned to London, and was unable to find you until two hours ago.'

'And now what? You can't prove that Oliver's my brother.' Monks smiled unpleasantly.

'I couldn't before,' said Mr Brownlow, standing up. 'But now I can. There was a will, but your mother destroyed it. This will mentioned a child that would be born later; this was Oliver, the child you met later by accident. You noticed his resemblance to your father and you became suspicious. You then went back to his birthplace, found proof of his birth and the fact that he's your half-brother, and destroyed that proof.'

Monks sat in silence, his eyes filled with fear.

'Yes,' continued Mr Brownlow fiercely, 'shadows on the wall have caught your whispers with Fagin, and brought them to my ear. For the sake of that innocent child, whom you wanted to destroy. And now murder had been done, and you are as guilty of that as if you had struck the blow yourself!'

'No, no,' said Monks quickly. 'I knew nothing of that. Nothing at all.' He was silent for a while, realizing how much was known about him. Hatred and fear fought inside him, but he was a coward at heart. At last, seeing no escape, he raised his head. 'I will admit everything — in front of witnesses, if necessary.'

Mr Brownlow nodded coldly. 'I will prepare a document for you to sign. You must give Oliver what is really his, and then you can go where you please.'

At that moment Dr Losberne rushed into the room. 'The murderer will be taken tonight! His dog's been found.'

'And Fagin?' asked Mr Brownlow.

'They're sure of him. They may have him already.'

Mr Brownlow turned back to Monks. 'Have you made up your mind?'

'Yes,' replied Monks. 'And you promise — it'll remain a secret? No police, or charges of fraud against me?'

'Yes,' said Mr Brownlow. 'You have my promise. For now, you must remain here, locked in this room. I will come for you tomorrow evening and take you to sign a confession in front of witnesses.'

Mr Brownlow then left the room with the doctor, and they eagerly discussed the news of the hunt for the criminals. 'My blood boils with anger,' said Mr Brownlow. 'This poor murdered girl must be revenged. You stay here and guard Monks. I'll go out and get the latest news.'

The two men parted, each in a fever of excitement.




Down by the river Thames was a district called Rotherhithe, one of the dirtiest and roughest places in London. The houses next to the river had no owners; they were broken down and ruined, but could be defended against attack. In an upper room of one of these houses, were three members of Fagin's gang.

'When was Fagin taken, then?' asked the man called Toby.

'Two o'clock this afternoon. Charley and I escaped up the chimney, but Noah was caught. Bet went to see Nancy and when she saw the body, she started screaming and wouldn't stop. She's been taken to hospital.'

'What's happened to Charley Bates?'

'He'll come here when it's dark. It's too dangerous now.'

'We're in trouble,' said Toby. 'Fagin's going to hang — that's certain.'

'You should have seen him when he was caught,' said another robber. 'The police carried him through the crowd while all the people jumped at him, screaming and trying to attack him.'

Suddenly Sikes' dog ran into the room. All the robbers rushed out immediately to look for Sikes, but there was no sign of him. They returned to the upstairs room.

'I hope he's not coming here,' said Toby.

'The dog's come a long way,' said another man. 'Covered in mud, and tired out.'

They sat there in silence, wondering where Sikes was. It was already dark when they heard a sudden, hurried knock at the door downstairs.

Toby went to the window to look down, then pulled his head back in, his face pale with fear. There was no need to tell the others who it was.

'We must let him in,' said Toby, although none of them wanted to see him. Toby went down to the door and returned, followed by Sikes. White-faced, with a three-day-old beard, hollow cheeks and staring eyes, Sikes looked like a ghost. No one said a word.

'Nothing to say to me?' Sikes asked.

The only answer was a low shout of many voices from outside in the distance, coming closer. Lights appeared. Looking out, Sikes saw a stream of people crossing the bridge towards them. Then there was a loud knocking on the door and more shouts from the crowd.

'The doors are made of metal and they're locked and chained,' said Toby. The three robbers watched Sikes nervously, as if he were a wild animal.

'Bring a ladder!' shouted some of the crowd below.

'Give me a rope, quick,' Sikes said to the others. 'I'll go the other way, climb down the back and escape over the river. Get me a rope — now! Or I'll do three more murders!'

A minute later, Sikes appeared on the roof and the shouts from the crowd below swelled to a great roar. Then the front door was smashed down and people streamed into the house. Sikes quickly tied the rope around the chimney, then began to tie the other end around himself, ready to lower himself to the ground behind the house. But just as he put the rope over his head, he screamed in terror and threw his arms above his head. He staggered back, slipped and fell over the edge of the roof. As he fell, the rope tightened around his neck with a horrible jerk. In a second the murderer was dead, and there he hung, his body swinging gently from side to side. The dog, which had followed its master onto the roof, jumped down towards the lifeless body, missed, and fell dead on the stones below.



scene n. view; sth seen. 景象。

disturb v. break the quiet, calm, peace or order of. 扰乱。

stick n. branch cut to a convenient length, piece of cane cut, shaped, etc for a special purpose. 棍；棒。

stiffly adv. rigidly. 僵硬地。

sheet n. wide expanse (of water, ice, snow, flame, etc). 一片。

destroy v. break to pieces; make useless. 摧毁。

drive v. cause to move in some direction by using cries, blows, threats or other means. 驱；逐。

drown v. cause to die in water because unable to breathe. 溺死。

fraud n. criminal deception. 欺诈。

frown n. drawing together of the eyebrows. 皱眉头。

pointless adj. with no sense, aim or purpose. 无意义的。

separate v. divide. 分开。

be engaged having agreed to marry. 已订婚。

relation n. relative. 亲戚。

bite one's lips try to conceal one's anger or annoyance. 咬唇以图掩饰愤怒或厌恶。

accident n. sth that happens without a cause that can be seen at once, usually sth unfortunate and undesirable. 意外事件。

resemblance n. likeness. 相似。

will n. testament. 遗嘱。

coward n. person unable to control his fear. 胆小的人。

document n. sth written or printed, to be used as a record or in evidence. 文件。

realize v. be fully conscious of. 完全认知。

boil v. reach the temperature at which change to gas occurs. 沸腾。

revenge v. do sth to get satisfaction for (an offence, etc to oneself or another). 报仇；报复。

chimney n. structure through which smoke from a fire is carried away through the wall or roof of a building. 烟囱。

hollow adj. sunken 凹陷的。

beard n. hair of the lower part of the face. 胡须。

rush v. go or come, do sth, with violence or speed. （使）猛烈或匆匆地去，来，做某事。

ladder n. two lengths of wood, metal or rope, with crosspieces, used in climbing up and down walls, a ship's side, etc. 梯。

swell v. become greater in volume. 增强。

jerk n. sudden push, pull, twist, etc. 急拉。


13　盗窃团伙的末日
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喷薄而出的太阳悬挂在这座拥挤的城市的上空，光芒四射，它照亮了伦敦的每一个角落，照亮了有钱人家的宅院，也照亮了穷人家的陋室。它把每一处都照亮了，也照进了被杀害了的女人横尸的房间。可怕的场面在清晰的晨光下显得更加令人毛骨悚然。

赛克斯坐在那里看着眼前的死尸，动弹不得。他已把沾满了血迹的木棍丢进了炉火里，然后擦洗了自己，洗净了衣服。他将衣服上溅上血的部分也撕下来烧掉了，即便是这样，地上还有一片片血迹，就连狗爪子上也满是血污。

最后，他强迫自己离开了这屋子，拉出了狗，将房门上了锁。他快速往北面走，朝着海格特墓地，然后又走向汉普斯泰德，在汉普斯泰德荒原空阔的野地里，远离人群和房屋的地方，他找到了一个能够不受惊扰睡一觉的地方。

可没多一会儿他就起来了，拔腿就跑。这一次他先是回头向伦敦方向跑去，没跑出多远又折回来向北，跑跑停停，心里没有一个明确的目的地。最后他感觉到肚子饿了，又掉转方向朝亨顿走去。这是个人不多的僻静的小地方，他可以在这儿买点东西吃。可是，连这里的孩子和鸡都好像在怀疑地看着他，所以他什么也没吃，又转身朝汉普斯泰德荒原走去，心里还是不知该往哪儿去。

最终他又朝北部，朝伦敦边上的一个村子走去，他的那条狗还一直跟在他的脚后。他到一个安静的小酒馆里买了点东西吃，紧接着又往前走。这时天已渐渐黑了下来，他继续走着，总觉得南希好像跟在他的身后，她的影子就在路上，她最后那一声低叫随风响着。他若停住脚步，这个鬼影也就停了下来。他若快走几步，这个影子也跟着一路小跑，像死尸一样僵硬地移动着。他有时转过身去想赶走这个影子，但他竟然恐惧得连浑身的血液都凝固住了。他每一次转身，这个鬼魂也跟着他一起转，老是在他的身后。

最后，他终于找到了另一片野地藏身，躺了下去，可是睡不着，满脑子都是这个死了的女孩的形象。她那死气沉沉的大眼睛盯着他，在一道血帘子后面看着他。

他突然听见远处的叫喊声，便一跃而起，看见天空好像着了火。一片片火舌喷向空中，翻滚的浓烟朝他这边刮来。他听见了报警的铃声，还有更多的人喊叫着：“火！”他带着他的狗跑过了这片野地，也加入到了这群救火的男男女女中。在眼前的新危险中，他可以忘了自己的恐惧。整整一个晚上，他都和这群人一起叫喊着，跑着，一起奋力地灭火，以免大火毁坏更多的房屋。

天亮了，这种疯狂的激情消失了，他犯下的可怖罪行的回忆却回来了——比以前更加可怕。在绝望中，他决定还是回伦敦去。

“起码，在那里我还有能说说话的人。”他心想，“那儿是个比乡间更好的藏身的地方。我要在那儿躲一个星期，想法从费金那儿弄点钱来，然后再逃到法国去。”

他突然想到了他的狗——人们现在不但在找他，而且可能在找他的狗。他决定把这畜生溺死。可这狗察觉出了主人的惧怕心理，转过身以它平生最快的速度跑开了。




“蒙克斯先生，你面临着一个选择。”布朗洛先生说，“你是被劫持到我家里来的，你得告诉我我要知道的事，否则我会立刻让警方拘捕你，罪名是诈骗和盗窃。你可以作出选择，但必须马上决定，立刻。”

蒙克斯犹豫了一下，看着这老人，但布朗洛先生的神色非常严肃和坚定，年轻人意识到争辩是没有用的。“我没料到我父亲交情最深的老朋友会这样对待我。”蒙克斯愤怒地说着，紧皱眉头坐了下来。

“不错，我曾是你父亲交情最深的老朋友。”布朗洛先生说，“你的什么事我都知道——当你的父亲还是个小伙子时，他是怎样在家庭的逼迫下与一个比他大的女人结了婚，造成了这桩不幸的婚姻；后来你又是怎样成了这一婚姻的产物。另外我也知道你父母亲后来又分居了，那时他们已到了互相憎恨的地步。”

“那么——这有什么要紧的呢？”

“他们分居十年以后，”布朗洛先生说，“你的父亲又遇到了另一家人，这家有两个女儿，一个当时十九岁，而另一个只有两三岁。你父亲和这家的大女儿订了婚。就在这当口，他的一个有钱的亲戚死了，在遗嘱上给他留下了一大笔钱财。你父亲必须到意大利去接受这笔遗产。可他却在那儿患了病，死在了那个地方。你的母亲和你当时住在巴黎，她得知了你父亲的死讯，匆匆赶到了意大利。由于他没有立遗嘱，他亲戚留给他的那一份钱就都归你和你母亲所有了。”

蒙克斯聚精会神地听着，咬着嘴唇，眼睛盯着地板。

“你父亲去接受那笔钱之前，来看过我。”布朗洛先生盯着蒙克斯的脸，继续慢慢地说。

“他给我留下了一张他要娶的那个可怜女孩的画像。他疯了似地说了许多感到耻辱和内疚的话，还说要把继承来的钱一部分给他的妻子和你，用其余的钱与他心爱的姑娘一起逃出英国。除了这些，他不愿跟我说得再详细了。”

蒙克斯稍微轻松些地呼吸着，脸上甚至现出了笑容。

“可是，”布朗洛先生说着，把椅子朝对方身边拉了拉。“碰巧的是，我又从悲惨的生活中搭救了你的弟弟奥利弗——”

“什么？”蒙克斯叫道。

布朗洛先生停也不停，继续说：“当他在我家里养病时，我发现他与像上的女人长得是那样相似。可没等我弄清他的历史，他又被弄走了——这些你都很清楚。”

“你不能证实任何事情！”蒙克斯说。

“我当然能。我听说你在西印度群岛，就到那里试图找到你，看你是否知道有关奥利弗的事，可那时你已离开了。我又回到了伦敦，直到两小时之前才终于找到你。”

“可现在又怎么样？你不能证实奥利弗就是我的弟弟。”蒙克斯不怀好意地咧嘴笑了笑。

“在以前我不能，”布朗洛先生站了起来，说，“可现在我能。本来有一份遗嘱，但你的母亲毁了它。这份遗嘱里提到了一个就要出生的孩子；这就是奥利弗，也就是你后来偶然碰到的那个孩子。你发现他长得像你的父亲，起了疑心。后来你去了他的出生地，找到了能证实他是你异母弟弟的证据，然后又销毁了这一证据。”

蒙克斯一声不吭地坐在那里，眼睛里充满了惊恐。

“是的，”布朗洛先生继续狠狠地说道，“墙上的影子窃听到了你和费金的私语，并把你们的谈话内容带给了我。为了你想毁掉的这个无辜的孩子，现在已经发生谋杀案了，你的罪过就如同你亲手杀了人一样严重！”

“不，不，”蒙克斯赶忙说道，“我对此事一无所知，什么也不知道。”他沉默了一会儿，意识到别人已对他了解得太多了。在他内心深处，仇恨和恐惧针锋相对地斗争着，但实际上他是个胆小鬼。最后，他看到无法逃脱，便抬起头，说：“我愿承认所有的一切——如果有必要的话，面对证人承认我的所作所为。”

布朗洛先生冷冷地点了点头。“我会准备一份文件，让你签名。你必须给奥利弗本该属于他的一切，完事后你随便去哪儿都行。”

正在这时，罗斯伯恩医生冲进房来，说：“今天晚上杀人犯要抓到了！已经发现了他的狗。”

“费金呢？”布朗洛先生问道。

“他们满有把握抓到他。说不定已经抓到了。”

布朗洛先生转身对蒙克斯说：“你想好了吗？”

“想好了。”蒙克斯答道，“你保证——不把这事公诸于众吗？保证警察不来麻烦我？没人控诉我犯了欺诈罪？”

“是的，”布朗洛先生说，“我保证。现在你必须待在这儿，锁在这间屋里。明天晚上我来找你，带你去当着证人的面签个自白书。”

布朗洛先生说完便和医生离开了房间，他们急切地讨论着追捕罪犯的事。“我真是太气愤了，血液都沸腾了，”布朗洛先生说，“我们一定要为这个被谋杀的可怜姑娘报仇。你在这儿看着蒙克斯，我出去探探消息。”

两人分手了，都非常兴奋、狂热。




泰晤士河岸边有个叫做罗瑟海斯的地区，这是伦敦最肮脏、治安最差的地区之一。河边的房子都没有主人，已破败不堪，近似废墟，但仍能用来据守顽抗。费金匪帮的三个成员就聚集在这里的一幢房子楼上的屋里。

“费金是什么时候被抓住的？”名叫托比的男人问道。

“今天下午两点钟。查理和我是钻烟囱逃走的，但诺厄被抓获了。蓓丝去看南希，看见尸体后，高声尖叫不止。人们将她送进了医院。”

“查理·贝茨怎么样了？”

“天黑后他会来这儿。现在太危险了。”

“我们遇到麻烦了，”托比说，“费金要被处绞刑，这是肯定的。”

“你该看到他被捉时的情况。”另一名强盗说，“警察带他从人群中穿过时，所有的人都冲向他，大叫大嚷，要打他。”

突然，赛克斯的狗跑进了屋里。所有的强盗都立即飞跑出去找赛克斯，但外面没有他的踪迹。他们回到楼上的房间里。

托比说：“我希望他别来这儿。”

另一个男人说：“这狗走了很长一段路，全身是泥，已疲惫不堪了。”

他们默默地坐在那儿，猜想着赛克斯会到哪儿去了。当他们突然听到楼下一阵急促的敲门声时，天已经黑了。

托比走到窗口向下看了看，缩回头来，脸吓得煞白。不用说，其余的人也知道楼下是谁了。

“我们得让他进来。”托比说，但其实谁也不想见他。托比下楼开门，回来时后面跟着赛克斯。赛克斯脸色惨白，三天未刮胡子，两腮深陷，两眼发直，活像个幽灵。屋里没人吭声。

“也不跟我说点什么吗？”赛克斯问。

仅有的回答就是门外远处传来的许多人低沉的喊叫声，而且这声音越来越近。接着又出现了灯光。赛克斯向外张望，看到一股人流正过桥向他们走来。然后是咚咚的敲门声和人群大喊大叫的声音。

“这些门是金属的，而且锁得很结实，用链子拴住了。”托比说。三个强盗紧张地看着赛克斯，好像他是只野兽。

“拿个梯子来！”底下的人群中有人喊道。

“给我根绳子，快点，”赛克斯对其余的人说，“我走另一条路，从后面爬下去，过河逃跑。给我绳子——快点！不然，我会再干掉三个人！”

一分钟以后，赛克斯出现在屋顶上，下面人群的喊声越来越高，简直成了吼叫声。然后前门被撞垮，人们拥进房子。赛克斯迅速把绳子的一头系在烟囱上，开始把另一头往自己身上系，准备将自己顺到房后的地面上。但正当他把绳圈往头上套时，他惊恐地叫起来，双手向上猛伸。他趔趄着往后一退，脚下一滑，从屋顶的边缘掉了下去。他往下掉时，绳子死死地套住了他的脖子，猛地一拉。刹那间，这杀人犯死了，挂在那儿，尸体轻轻地左右摇晃。那条跟着主人爬上屋顶的狗，朝着断了气的尸体跳过去，没抓住，掉在下面的石头上摔死了。


14
The end of the mystery

The next day Oliver travelled with Mr Brownlow, Dr Losberne, Mrs Maylie and Rose back to his birthplace. He had been told a little of his history, and knew that there would be more explanations at the end of this journey. He was anxious and uncertain, wondering what he would hear.

But towards the end of the journey, he began to recognize familiar places, and in great excitement pointed them out to Rose. There was the path he had taken when he had run away. There, across the fields, was the 'baby farm'. Then, as they drove into the town, he saw the house of Mr Sowerberry the undertaker, and the workhouse that had been his prison.

They stopped at the biggest hotel in the town, and went in to their rooms. During dinner Mr Brownlow stayed in a separate room, and the older members of the group went in and out with serious faces. Mrs Maylie came back with her eyes red from crying. All this made Rose and Oliver, who had not been told any new secrets, very nervous and uncomfortable.

At nine o'clock Dr Losberne and Mr Brownlow brought Monks into the room. Oliver was very surprised; this was the same man he had bumped into once outside a pub, and seen another time with Fagin, looking in at him through the window of the country cottage. Oliver was told that Monks was his half-brother, and the boy stared at him in shock and amazement. Monks looked back at him with hatred.

'We have the whole story here in these papers,' said Mr Brownlow, putting them on the table. 'All we need now is for you to sign them, Monks. And to tell Oliver what happened.'

Monks started hesitantly. 'My father had arrived in Italy to collect the money he had inherited, when suddenly he fell ill. When he died, we found two papers in his desk. One was a letter to his girl; the other was a will.'

'What was the letter?' asked Mr Brownlow.

'It was written when he was ill, telling the girl how ashamed he was that she was pregnant. He asked her not to remember him as a bad man but as someone who had made a mistake. He reminded her of the day he'd given her the locket and ring.'

Oliver's tears fell fast as he listened to the story of his father.

'And what about the will?' asked Mr Brownlow.

Monks was silent.

'The will,' continued Mr Brownlow, speaking for him, 'was in the same spirit as the letter. He talked of the misery of his marriage to his wife, and the evil character of you, Monks, his only son, who had been brought up by your mother to hate him. He left you and your mother an annual income of ￡ 800. The rest of his property he left to his girl Agnes and to their child, if it were born alive, and if it showed itself to be of a good, kind character. The money would only go to you, Monks, as the older son, if the younger turned out to be as evil as you.'

'My mother,' said Monks, 'burnt this will, and never sent the letter. The girl Agnes left her home in secret, so that her pregnancy would not bring shame on her family. I swore to my mother, when she was dying, that if I ever found my half-brother, I would do him all the harm I could. He would feel my hatred like a whip on his back. I paid Fagin to trap Oliver into a life of crime. But then he escaped, and that stupid, interfering girl Nancy talked to you. If I'd had the chance, I would have finished what I'd begun.' Monks stared at Oliver, and his lips moved in a silent curse.

'And the locket and ring?' asked Mr Brownlow.

'I bought them from Mr and Mrs Bumble, who had stolen them from the nurse, who had stolen them from Agnes, the dead girl. I've already told you how I threw them into the river.'

Mr Brownlow turned to Rose. 'I have one more thing to explain,' he said to the girl.

'I don't know if I have the strength to hear it now,' she murmured, 'having heard so much already.'

Mr Brownlow put his hand under her arm. 'You have a great deal of courage, dear child,' he said kindly. He turned to Monks. 'Do you know this young lady, sir?'

'Yes.'

'I don't know you,' said Rose faintly.

'The father of poor Agnes had two daughters,' said Mr Brownlow. 'What happened to the other one, who was only a young child at the time?'

'When Agnes disappeared,' replied Monks, 'her father changed his name and moved to a lonely place in Wales, where no one would know about the family shame. He died very soon afterwards, and this young daughter was taken in by some poor people. My mother hated Agnes and everybody connected with her. She hunted for this young sister, and made sure that her life would be unhappy. She told the poor people who had taken her in that the girl was illegitimate, and that she came from a bad family with an evil reputation. So the child led a life of miserable poverty — until Mrs Maylie saw her by chance, pitied her, and took her home.'

'And do you see this young sister now?' asked Mr Brownlow.

'Yes. Standing by your side.'

Rose could hardly speak. 'So... Oliver is my nephew?'

'I can never call you aunt,' cried Oliver. 'You'll always be my own dear sister!'

They ran into each other's arms, both of them crying in their happiness. A father, sister and mother had been lost and gained, and it was too much for one evening. They stood for a long time in silence, and the others left them alone.




The court was full of faces; from every corner, all eyes were on one man — Fagin. In front of him, behind, above, below — he seemed surrounded by staring eyes. Not one of the faces showed any sympathy towards him; all were determined that he should hang. At last, there was a cry of 'Silence!', and everyone looked towards the door. The jury returned, and passed close to Fagin. He could tell nothing from their faces; they could have been made of stone. Then there was complete stillness — not a whisper, not a breath... Guilty. The whole court rang with a great shout, echoing through all the rooms as the crowd ran out of the building to tell all the people waiting outside. The news was that he would die on Monday.

Fagin thought of nothing but death that night. He began to remember all the people he had ever known who had been hung. He could hardly count them. They might have sat in the same prison cell as he was now. He thought about death by hanging — the rope, the cloth bag over the head, the sudden change from strong men to bundles of clothes, hanging at the end of a rope.

As his last night came, despair seized Fagin's evil soul. He could not sit still, and hurried up and down his small cell, gasping with terror, his eyes flashing with hate and anger. Then he lay trembling on his stone bed and listened to the clock striking the hours. Where would he be when those hours came round again?

In the middle of that Sunday night, Mr Brownlow and Oliver were allowed to enter the prison. Several strong doors were unlocked, and eventually they entered Fagin's cell. The old robber was sitting on the bed, whispering to himself, his face more like a trapped animal's than a human's.

'You have some papers, Fagin,' said Mr Brownlow quietly, 'which were given to you by Monks to look after.'

'It's a lie!' replied Fagin, not looking at him. 'I haven't got any.'

'For the love of God,' said Mr Brownlow, very seriously, 'don't lie to us now, on the night before your death. You know that Sikes is dead and Monks has confessed. Where are the papers?'

'I'll tell you, Oliver,' said Fagin. 'Come here.' He whispered to him. 'They're in a bag up the chimney in the front room at the top of the house. But I want to talk to you, my dear.'

'Yes,' said Oliver. 'Will you pray with me?'

'Outside, outside,' said Fagin, pushing the boy in front of him towards the door. 'Say I've gone to sleep — they'll believe you. You can take me out with you when you go.' The old man's eyes shone with a mad light.

'It's no good,' said Mr Brownlow, taking Oliver's hand. 'He's gone too far, and we can never reach him now.'

The cell door opened, and as the visitors left, Fagin started struggling and fighting with his guards, screaming so loudly that the prison walls rang with the sound.

They left the prison building in the grey light of dawn. Outside in the street, huge crowds were already gathering, joking and laughing, and pushing to get the best places near the great black platform, where the rope hung ready for its morning's work.




Less than three months later, Rose married Harry Maylie. For her sake, Harry had abandoned his political ambitions, and had become a simple man of the church. There was no longer any mystery about Rose's birth, but even if there had been, Harry would not have cared. They lived next to the church in a peaceful village. Mrs Maylie went to live with them, and spent the rest of her days in quiet contentment.

Mr Brownlow adopted Oliver as his son. They moved to a house in the same quiet village, and were just as happy. Dr Losberne discovered suddenly that the air in Chertsey did not suit him. In less than three months he, too, had moved — to a cottage just outside the village, where he took up gardening and fishing with great energy and enthusiasm.

Mr Brownlow suggested that half the remaining money from the will should be given to Monks and the other half to Oliver, although by law it should all have gone to Oliver alone. Oliver was glad to accept the suggestion. Monks went off with his money to the other side of the world, where he spent it quickly and was soon in prison for another act of fraud. In prison he became ill and died. The remaining members of Fagin's gang died in similar ways in other distant countries, all except Charley Bates, who turned his back on his past life of crime and lived honestly, as a farmer.

Noah Claypole was given a free pardon for telling the police about Fagin. He soon became employed as an informer for the police, spying on people and telling the police about anyone who had broken the law. Mr and Mrs Bumble lost their jobs and became poorer and poorer, eventually living in poverty in the same workhouse that they had once managed.

In that quiet country village, the years passed peacefully. Mr Brownlow filled the mind of his adopted son with knowledge, and as he watched the boy grow up, he was reminded more and more of his old friend, Oliver's father. The two orphans, Rose and Oliver, led lives that were truly happy. The hardships that they had once suffered had left no bitterness in their gentle souls, and all their lives they showed the mercy and kindness to others that God himself shows to all things that breathe.



birthplace n. house or district in which one was born. 出生地。

path n. way track made (across fields, through woods, etc) by or for people walking. 小路。

familiar adj. having a good knowledge of. 熟悉。

cottage n. small house, especially in the country. 茅舍。

pregnant adj. having in the uterus offspring in a stage of development before birth. 怀孕的。

annual adj. coming or happening every year. 一年一次的。

income n. money received during a given period. 收入。

shame n. distressed feeling, loss of self-respect, caused by wrong, dishonourable behaviour. 羞耻。

trap v. capture by a trick. 使落入圈套。

hunt for search tor; try to find. 寻找；寻求。

reputation n. the general opinion about the character, qualities, etc of sb. 名声；名誉。

nephew n. son of one's brother or sister. 侄儿；外甥。

jury n. body of persons who swear to give a decision on issues of fact in a case in a court of justice. 陪审团。

echo v. repeat the words, etc of another. 重复。

soul n. non-material part of a person, believed to exist for ever. 灵魂。

enter v. come or go into. 进入。

cell n. small room for one person (especially in a prison or a monastery). 小囚房。

look after take care of. 照看。

guard n. man or group of men in charge of a prison. 监狱之看守。

platform n. flat surface built at a higher level. 平台。

adopt v. take sb into one's family as a relation, especially as a son or daughter, with legal guardianship. 收养（某人）为养子或养女。

pardon n. forgiveness. 宽恕。

mercy n. holding oneself back from punishing, or from causing suffering to, sb whom one has the right or power to punish. 仁慈；怜悯。


14　揭开秘密
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第二天，奥利弗与布朗洛先生、罗斯伯恩医生、梅利夫人以及罗斯一起回到他的出生地。在途中，他已得知了有关他过去的一些事情，知道在旅行结束时会听到更多的解释。他焦急不安，心中无主，揣摩着他还将会听到些什么事情。

路快走完了，他逐渐地认出了那些熟悉的地方，十分激动地把这些地方指给罗斯看。那儿是他当初逃离时走过的小道。田野的另一端是育婴堂。他们驾车进镇子时，他看到了棺材店老板索尔贝里先生的房子，以及他曾在其中过着囚徒生活的济贫院。

他们在镇上最大的一座旅馆前停了下来，进了各自的房间。晚餐时，布朗洛先生待在一个单独的房间里，其他年长的人进出这房间时都板着严肃的面孔。梅利夫人出来时两眼哭得通红。罗斯和奥利弗对这一切感到非常紧张和不安，因为他们未曾被告知任何新的秘密情况。

9点钟时，罗斯伯恩医生和布朗洛先生把蒙克斯带了进来。奥利弗感到很惊讶，这正是同奥利弗在酒馆外撞个满怀的那个人，也正是曾经和费金一起透过村舍的窗户窥视奥利弗的那个人。大家告诉奥利弗，蒙克斯是他的异母哥哥。奥利弗用讶异和震惊的目光看着蒙克斯，蒙克斯也回看着他，眼里充满了仇恨。

布朗洛先生把一些文件放在桌子上说：“所有的事情都写在这里！我们只要你在上面签字，蒙克斯，还要你亲口告诉奥利弗所发生的一切。”

蒙克斯犹犹豫豫地开始道：“我父亲到意大利去取他继承的钱财，却突然病倒了。他死后，我们在他的桌子里发现了两份文件，一份是给那个女孩的信，另一份是一份遗嘱。”

“什么信？”布朗洛先生问。

“这封信是他在患病时写的，他在信中告诉那个女孩，他对她怀孕这件事感到多么羞愧。他请求她不要把他当作坏人来记忆，他只是一个犯了错误的人。他还提醒她记住他送给她戒指以及小金盒的那一天。”

奥利弗一面听着他父亲的事，一面不停地流着眼泪。

“遗嘱后来怎样说？”布朗洛先生问道。

蒙克斯没有回答。

“那份遗嘱，”布朗洛先生接着说，“和信中所说的意思是一样的。他在里面讲到了他同他妻子的痛苦婚姻以及他唯一的儿子蒙克斯——也就是你——的邪恶性格，你母亲抚养你成人时一直教你憎恨你父亲。他留给你和你的母亲每年800英镑的收入。其余的财产都留给了那个少女阿格尼丝以及他们的孩子，如果这个孩子能活下来，并且成长为一个善良的好孩子的话。如果这个孩子变得像你一样邪恶，那么你蒙克斯作为长子，有权拥有所有这些钱。”

蒙克斯说：“我母亲烧了这份遗嘱，也没有把信发出去。那个少女阿格尼丝偷偷地离开了家，因为她不愿让怀孕这件事使她的家庭蒙上耻辱。我母亲死时，我向她发誓，如果我遇上我那异母兄弟的话，我会竭尽全力地伤害他的。他会感到我的憎恨就像鞭子抽打在他的背上。我付给费金钱，是让他设圈套给奥利弗钻，使他过上犯罪的生活。但他逃脱了，而那个愚蠢的好管闲事的南希把一切都告诉了你们。如果我机缘好的话，我本来是能够完成已经开始做的事的。”蒙克斯盯着奥利弗，嘴唇蠕动，不出声地暗暗诅咒着。

“那么戒指和那个盒子呢？”布朗洛先生问。

“那个老看护从死去的姑娘阿格尼丝那里偷走了它们，班布尔太太又从看护那里偷了来，我最终从班布尔夫妇那里花钱买下了它们。我已告诉过你们，我是如何把它们扔进河里的。”

布朗洛先生转向罗斯，对她说：“我还有一件事要解释。”

“我真不知是否还有力气听下去，”她嘟哝道，“今天已听得太多了！”

布朗洛先生把手扶在罗斯的胳膊下，和善地对她说：“亲爱的孩子，你是很坚强的。”他回头向蒙克斯问道：“先生，你认识这位小姐吗？”

“认识。”

“我不认识你。”罗斯用微弱的声音说道。

布朗洛先生说：“可怜的阿格尼丝的父亲有两个女儿，他另外的一个女儿呢？当时还是个小孩的那个？”

蒙克斯回答道：“阿格尼丝失踪后，她父亲改了姓名，并把家搬到了威尔士的一个偏僻的地方，在那里没人会知道他家庭的耻辱。没多久他便去世了，他的小女儿因此就被一些穷人领养了。我母亲痛恨阿格尼丝以及所有和她有关的人，她四处寻找她的妹妹，并千方百计让她受折磨。她跟领养这个小女孩的穷人说这女孩是个私生子，说女孩出生在一个名声败坏的罪恶的家庭。于是，这个小女孩一直过着穷苦悲惨的生活——直到梅利夫人偶然见到她，可怜她，并把她带回家。”

“你现在看见这位妹妹了吗？”布朗洛先生问道。

“是的，就是站在你身旁的那位小姐。”

罗斯几乎说不出话来。“那么说……奥利弗是我的外甥？”

这时奥利弗喊道：“我永远不叫你姨妈，你永远是我的亲爱的亲姐姐！”

他们拥抱在一起，高兴地流着泪。父亲，母亲，姐妹，失去之后又重新得到，这一晚发生的事情太多了。他们长时间地站在那里沉默不语，其他人都不去打扰他们。




法庭上坐满了人，每一个角落里的每一双眼睛都注视着一个人——费金。在他前后左右，上上下下，似乎有无数双瞪大的眼睛包围着他。没有一个人流露出同情。他们都认为对他应处以绞刑。终于，大家听到一声大喊：“肃静！”随后所有人都看着门口。陪审团回来了，从费金身旁走过。他无法从他们脸上看出自己的命运；他们的脸孔像石头一样没有表情。大厅里一片静寂——没有窃窃私语，没有呼吸声……“有罪！”整个法庭响起了呐喊声，喊声在各个房间回荡着，因为人们都奔出楼去，把消息告诉等在门外的人们：费金将在星期一被处死。

那天晚上，费金唯一想到的就是死。他开始回忆所有那些他认识的被处以绞刑的人。他根本数不清了。他们当初也许就是被关在眼下他坐着的这间囚室里。他想到了被绞死的情景——绳子，套在头上的布袋子，一个强壮的人忽然变为一团衣服，悬挂在绳子的一端。

当最后一个夜晚来临时，绝望吞噬着费金那罪恶的心灵。他坐立不安，在他的小牢房里上窜下跳，惊恐地喘着粗气，眼睛里闪烁着愤怒和憎恨的光。然后，他哆哆嗦嗦地躺在石头床上，听着报时的钟声。当这些时刻再次到来时，他会在哪里呢？

在那个星期天的半夜里，布朗洛先生和奥利弗被允许进入牢房。几扇沉重的大门开了锁，最终他们进入了费金的牢房。这个老强盗正坐在床上，喃喃自语，他的脸不像人脸，更像一个落网的动物的脸。

“费金，蒙克斯曾给你几份文件让你保管。”布朗洛先生平静地说。

“那是谎话，我一份都没有！”费金回答说，眼睛不看着布朗洛先生。

此时，布朗洛先生非常严肃地说：“看在上帝的份上，在你死前的夜晚，不要对我们再撒谎了。你知道赛克斯已经死了，蒙克斯已坦白说出了一切。那些文件在什么地方？”

“奥利弗，我告诉你，”费金说，“你过来。”他在奥利弗耳边低声说：“它们在我房子最上层前屋烟囱里的一个袋子里。可是，亲爱的，我想和你说几句话。”

“好吧，”奥利弗说道，“你愿和我一起祈祷吗？”

“到外面去，到外面去，”费金说着，把奥利弗挡在自己前面推向门口。“跟他们说我睡着了——他们会相信你的。你们走时，可以把我带出去。”老头子的眼睛疯狂地亮了起来。

布朗洛先生拉着奥利弗的手说：“没有用了。他已经疯了，现在我们再也不能说服他了。”

牢门打开了，当来访者离开的时候，费金开始挣扎，和看守打斗起来，他大声尖叫，使牢房的墙壁都产生了回响。

在青灰色的晨光中，他们离开了监狱。外面的大街上已聚集了拥挤的人群，他们时而说着玩笑话，时而放声大笑，挤来挤去，都想找到离黑色平台最近的地方。在那儿，绞索已经挂起来，为当天早上的工作准备好了。




不到三个月后，罗斯和哈里·梅利结了婚。为了她，哈里已放弃了他的政治抱负，做了教堂里一个普通的工作人员。有关罗斯的出生不再存在任何秘密，但即使有，哈里也不会在意的。他们住在教堂旁边的一个平静的村庄里，梅利夫人搬去和他们一起生活，在平静满足中安度晚年。

布朗洛先生把奥利弗收为养子。他们也来到这个安静的村庄，搬进了一所房子里，过起同样幸福的生活。罗斯伯恩医生突然发现切特赛的空气并不适合他，不到三个月后，他也搬了家——搬到了村子外的一个小农舍里，在那里他开始从事园艺和钓鱼，精力充沛，兴趣盎然。

布朗洛先生建议遗嘱中剩下的钱一半归蒙克斯，另一半归奥利弗，尽管按法律规定，奥利弗应独自拥有全部财产。奥利弗非常高兴地接受了这一建议。蒙克斯拿走了他的钱后去了世界的另一边，他很快就把钱花光了，不久就因另一起诈骗行为入狱。在狱中，他生病死去。费金那一伙中剩下的人在其他一些遥远的国度以相似的方式先后死去，只有查理·贝茨除外，他痛改前非，做了一名老老实实的农民。

由于诺厄·克莱普尔向警察揭发了费金的罪行，他得到了宽恕。他不久就被警察局雇用为眼线，暗中监视别人，并向警察局举报那些犯法的人。班布尔夫妇失去了工作，越来越穷，最终生活在他们曾经管理过的济贫院里，过着贫困的生活。

在那个安静的村落里，年复一年，人们过着平静的生活。布朗洛先生教给他的养子许多知识。他看着这个男孩逐渐长大，愈发想起他的老朋友——奥利弗的父亲。两个孤儿，罗斯和奥利弗，过着真正幸福的生活。他们曾遭受过的艰难困苦并没有给他们善良的心灵留下创伤，在他们的一生中，他们对其他人表现出的同情与善良就像上帝对一切生灵所表现的一样。


Exercises

A Checking your understanding

Chapters 1-5 Write answers to these questions.

1 What was known about Oliver's family background?

2 Why do you think Oliver's asking for more food in the workhouse caused such a strong reaction?

3 Why did Noah Claypole treat Oliver so badly?

4 Why did Oliver run away from Mr Sowerberry's house?

5 Why do you think the Artful Dodger made friends with Oliver in Barnet?

6 How did Oliver feel at first about the game with the handkerchieves in Fagin's house?

7 Fagin and Bill Sikes were very worried when Oliver was caught by the police. Why?




Chapters 6-10 How much can you remember? Check your answers.

1 What was the disagreement between Mr Brownlow and his friend Mr Grimwig?

2 Who kidnapped Oliver and took him back to Fagin's house?

3 Why did Fagin want Oliver to 'do the job' at Chertsey?

4 What did the dying nurse in the workhouse tell Mrs Corney?

5 How did Dr Losberne save Oliver from being arrested by the police?

6 What did Mrs Bumble sell to Monks, and for how much?




Chapters 11-14 Find answers to these questions in the text.

1 Why was Nancy in Fagin's house at the time of Monks' visit?

2 What information did Nancy give Rose Maylie?

3 Why did Fagin tell Noah Claypole to spy on Nancy?

4 How did Fagin get his revenge on Nancy?

5 Why did Monks agree to sign a confession for Mr Brownlow?

6 In Monks' explanation, which piece of information gave Oliver and Rose great happiness?

7 What happened to Fagin?

8 What happened to Oliver and Rose?




B Working with language




1 This newspaper report of the robbery at the house in Chertsey is nearly all wrong. Rewrite it, giving an accurate description of events.




It was a warm, clear summer night, just before midnight, when robbers broke into the house owned by Dr Losberne. Mrs Maylie and her daughter, Rose, were sleeping upstairs at the time. Four men, together with a big, ugly-looking boy, broke into the house through a door at the back. The boy was sent in first while the men waited in the kitchen. However, the servants, hearing a noise, came downstairs and surprised the boy in the hall as he was putting some silver plates into his pockets. One of the servants shot the boy in his right leg, but the boy managed to escape through the back door with the four men.

The boy was found lying unconscious in a field the next morning. Mrs Maylie refused to bring him into the house, and when the police arrived, they arrested the boy and took him away to prison.




2 Put this summary of the meeting on London Bridge into the right order. Then join the sentences together to make four longer sentences, using linking words and making any other necessary changes.




1 She told them all she knew about Monks.

2 Fagin was so furious that he planned a dreadful revenge on Nancy.

3 Bill Sikes had gone out that night.

4 He followed her to the bridge and listened secretly to the conversation.

5 Nancy met Rose and Mr Brownlow on the bridge.

6 He was amazed by what he heard.

7 The next Sunday Nancy managed to keep her appointment with Rose.

8 She took them down some steps to the river bank.

9 He ran quickly home to tell Fagin.

10 Noah Claypole had been ordered by Fagin to spy on Nancy.




C Activities




1 Imagine the conversation between Mr Brownlow and his friend Mr Grimwig, when Oliver does not return from the bookseller.

2 Write a report for a newspaper about the murder of Nancy, the hunt for Bill Sikes and how he died.

3 Some people think that the bad characters in the book are much more interesting than the good ones. Do you agree? If so, is it important? Write a few paragraphs about some of the main characters and describe your reactions to them.

4 Although Dickens' characters are all fictional, his novel describes quite accurately some aspects of life in England in the 1830s. Dickens has strong opinions about some aspects of society. What are the things he feels angry about? Has your country ever had similar problems? Write a short essay, giving your opinions.
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简　介

“家产万贯而又尚未婚配的男人一定需要一位贤内助，这是一条世界上尽人皆知的真理。”因此，当这样一位男人搬到班纳特家附近时，班纳特太太喜出望外。她马上感到，彬格莱先生很可能——几乎肯定——会成为五个女儿当中哪一个的丈夫。

“人们都说他很年轻，很英俊，特别招人喜欢！”愚蠢的丽迪亚说。她是班纳特姐妹中年龄最小的。“还有更棒的呢，他喜欢跳舞！谁都知道，爱跳舞就意味着他很可能爱上谁！”

可是，爱上谁呢？不久，伊丽莎白·班纳特就确信他对大姐简情有独钟。毫无疑问，他们一有见面机会，他便对她大献殷勤。可是，有谁敢说钟情的结果就一定是婚姻、乃至幸福呢？

不过，对班纳特家姐妹有意的并非彬格莱先生一人。还有她们的表兄、令人厌倦的柯林斯先生。还有兵团的军官们——比如韦翰先生。当然，还有彬格莱先生的朋友达西先生——他身材魁梧、皮肤黝黑、家财万贯，可是却非常无礼、傲慢、难以相处……




简·奥斯汀（1775—1817）一生生活平静，是英国最受爱戴的作家之一。她的小说描写的是英国中产阶级的人际关系和礼仪。她的作品因为风趣幽默、细致敏锐而使她享誉至今。
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1
The Bennets' new neighbour

It is a truth well known to all the world that an unmarried man in possession of a large fortune must be in need of a wife. And when such a man moves into a neighbourhood, even if nothing is known about his feelings or opinions, this truth is so clear to the surrounding families, that they think of him immediately as the future husband of one or other of their daughters.

'My dear Mr Bennet,' said Mrs Bennet to her husband one day, 'have you heard that someone is going to rent Netherfield Park at last?'

'No, Mrs Bennet, I haven't,' said her husband.

'Don't you want to know who is renting it?' cried Mrs Bennet impatiently.

'You want to tell me, and I don't mind listening.'

Mrs Bennet needed no further encouragement. 'Well, my dear, I hear that he's a very rich young man from the north of England. It seems he came to see Netherfield on Monday and was so delighted with it that he arranged to rent it at once. Of course, it is the finest house in the area, with the largest gardens. His servants will be here by the end of the week, and he will be arriving soon afterwards!'

'What is his name?' asked Mr Bennet.

'Bingley.'

'Is he married or single?'

'Oh, single, my dear, of course! A single man of large fortune—he has an income of four or five thousand pounds a year. How wonderful for our girls!'

'Why? How can it affect them?' Mr Bennet asked.

'My dear Mr Bennet,' she replied, 'how can you be so annoying! You must realize I'm thinking of his marrying one of our daughters.'

'Is that his purpose in coming to the area?'

'His purpose? No, of course not. But it's very likely that he'll fall in love with one of them. And I want him to see the girls as soon as possible, before our other neighbours introduce themselves. So you must visit him as soon as he arrives.'

'I really don't see why I should,' said Mr Bennet. 'You and the girls can visit him, or perhaps you should send them by themselves. Yes, that might be better, as you're as attractive as any of them, and Mr Bingley might like you best.'

'My dear, you flatter me,' replied his wife, 'I certainly have been called beautiful in the past, but I think a woman with five adult daughters should stop thinking of her own beauty. Mr Bennet, I beg you to visit him. You know it's correct for the gentleman of the family to visit new neighbours first. I simply cannot take the girls to see him unless you have already met him.'

'Surely you worry too much about the rules of polite society. I'm sure Mr Bingley will be delighted to see you all. And I'll write him a few lines, which you can give him, agreeing gladly to his marrying any of the girls, although I must especially recommend my dear little Lizzy.'

'Oh no, Mr Bennet!' gasped Mrs Bennet, horrified. 'Please don't do that! And Lizzy is no better than the others, although I know she is your favourite.'

'Our daughters are all very silly, ignorant girls, it's true. But at least Lizzy is a little more intelligent than her sisters.'

'Mr Bennet, how can you speak so unkindly of your own children? Oh dear, how ill I feel! Have you no pity for me? Don't you realize how I suffer?'

'Indeed, my dear, I've suffered with you for the last twenty-three years. But I think you will recover, and live to see many more rich young men come into the neighbourhood.'




When he was young, Mr Bennet had made the mistake of falling in love with a pretty but foolish young woman. During the long years of their marriage, he had had time to regret his mistake. He soon realized that his wife had little intelligence or common sense, and was only interested in talking, shopping and finding husbands for her daughters. His experience had made him rather bitter, and he could not stop himself mocking his wife, who never understood her husband's sense of humour.

So when, a week later, Mrs Bennet discovered that her husband had in fact visited Mr Bingley at Netherfield, she was surprised and very pleased. But she and her daughters tried in vain to persuade Mr Bennet to describe the wealthy stranger, and in the end they had to rely on another neighbour's description.

'He sounds wonderful, Mama!' cried Lydia, the youngest and noisiest of the sisters. 'Charlotte Lucas's father has been to see him, and says he's quite young, very handsome, and extremely charming! And even better, he loves dancing! Everybody knows that means he's very likely to fall in love!'

As politeness required, Mr Bingley came to visit Mr Bennet a few days later. He was not, however, fortunate enough to see the Bennet girls, who were hiding behind the curtains in an upstairs room in order to catch sight of the handsome stranger. Mrs Bennet planned to invite him to dinner, but in fact they met him at another social event first. The Bennets lived in the small Hertfordshire village of Longbourn, and public dances were regularly held in the nearest town, Meryton. The girls were greatly looking forward to this particular dance, because they had heard that Mr Bingley would be attending, with a group of friends from London.

On the night of the dance, all eyes were on Mr Bingley as he entered the room. He had brought his two sisters, with the husband of the elder, Mr Hurst, and another young man, Mr Darcy. Mr Bingley was indeed good-looking and gentleman-like, and his sisters were fine, fashionable women. However, everybody was soon talking about Mr Darcy, a tall, handsome man, who, it was said, had an income of ten thousand pounds a year. The ladies in the room gazed at him in admiration for about half the evening, until they became aware of his constant frown and his unwillingness to talk or dance. Then there was general agreement that he was proud and disagreeable, and considered himself superior to country people. Mr Bingley, on the other hand, made himself popular with the ladies by dancing every dance and talking to everybody.

As there were not as many gentlemen as ladies, Elizabeth Bennet did not have a partner for one of the dances, and was sitting watching the dancing. Mr Darcy was standing near her, and when Mr Bingley came up to speak to his friend, Elizabeth could not avoid hearing their conversation.

'Come, Darcy,' said Bingley, 'I hate to see you looking so cross! Why don't you dance with one of these lovely girls?'

'Certainly not,' replied Darcy. 'You know how I hate dancing with a partner I don't know. I would particularly dislike it at a village dance like this. Apart from your sisters, there isn't a woman in the room I would even consider dancing with. You are dancing with the only attractive girl here.' He was looking at Mrs Bennet's eldest daughter Jane, who was waiting for Bingley to join her for the next dance.

'Oh yes! She's the most beautiful creature I've ever seen! But just behind you is one of her sisters. She's very pretty, and I'm sure she's very pleasant. My partner could introduce you.'

'Who do you mean?' And Darcy turned to look at Elizabeth for a moment. 'No,' he said coldly, 'she's not attractive enough to tempt me. Go back to your partner, Bingley.'

This conversation did not endear Mr Darcy to Elizabeth, but she told the story very cheerfully and amusingly to her friends.

The evening passed very happily for everybody else, and Mrs Bennet was delighted with the effect her eldest daughter had had on Mr Bingley.

'He danced with Jane twice!' she told her husband later. 'He danced with all the others only once! And he really is so handsome! But his friend Mr Darcy was so rude to poor Elizabeth! Luckily, she doesn't care! She wouldn't want to please him! Such a horrible, proud man! I simply hate him!'

When Jane and Elizabeth were alone, they discussed their dancing partners.

'I was really very flattered when Mr Bingley asked me to dance a second time!' said Jane, blushing. 'I didn't expect it at all!'

'Didn't you?' said Elizabeth. 'I did. Dear Jane! You were five times prettier than any other woman in the room, but you're too modest ever to expect admiration.'

'I have to admit that I liked Mr Bingley,' continued Jane in her gentle voice. 'He's so good-mannered and agreeable!'

'He's also handsome, 'added her sister, 'which makes his character quite perfect! But what did you think of his sisters?'

'Very pleasant when you get to know them. The younger, Miss Caroline Bingley, will be living at Netherfield with her brother. I'm sure we'll enjoy having her as a neighbour.'

Elizabeth listened in silence. She was not convinced, 'Jane is so kind!' she thought. 'Always ready to see the good side of people's characters! I considered Mr Bingley's sisters too proud, almost rude, in fact. I'm sure they feel superior to most other people, like Mr Darcy.' But she did not say any more.

After the dance the Bennet and Bingley families began to visit each other every few days. It became evident that Mr Bingley admired Jane very much, and Elizabeth knew that her sister was close to falling in love with him. She was discussing this with her good friend, Charlotte Lucas, one day. Charlotte was a sensible, intelligent young woman of twenty-seven, the eldest daughter of Sir William and Lady Lucas, who were neighbours of the Bennet family.

'It's a good thing,' said Elizabeth, 'that if Jane is in love with Mr Bingley, nobody will know, because she always behaves so cheerfully and normally.'

'That's sometimes a mistake,' replied Charlotte, shaking her head wisely. 'If she doesn't show her feelings at all, even to the man she loves, she may lose the opportunity of catching him. Jane should use every moment she gets with Bingley to attract and encourage him.'

'But I consider a man should try to discover a woman's feelings, not wait for her encouragement! And Jane probably doesn't know what her real feelings for Bingley are yet—she has only seen him a few times, not often enough to understand his character, or be sure that she really loves him.'

'Well, I wish Jane success with all my heart,' said Charlotte finally, 'but I think she'd have as much chance of happiness if she married him tomorrow, as if she studied his character for a whole year. Happiness in marriage is simply a question of chance. I think it's better to know as little as possible about the person you're going to spend your life with.'

Elizabeth laughed, sure that Charlotte did not mean what she was saying.

While observing Mr Bingley's interest in Jane, however, Elizabeth had not noticed Mr Darcy's interest in herself. Although at first he had not even considered her pretty, he now began to realize what a beautiful expression her dark eyes gave to her intelligent face, and what an attractive figure she had. 'Of course, she is only an unfashionable village girl,' he told himself, 'but her conversation is often quite amusing.' Whenever they met, he did not speak to her, but stood near her, listening to her and watching her closely, conscious of a wish to know her better.

One evening at a party at the Lucases' house, Darcy was standing alone, as usual, away from the other guests, watching the dancing. His host, Sir William, came to speak to him.

'Mr Darcy! Are you enjoying the dancing, sir? What a delightful entertainment it is!'

Darcy frowned. 'Yes,' he said with cool disdain, 'it's something that any uneducated person can be good at.'

'I'm sure you're good at dancing yourself, sir,' replied Sir William cheerfully. 'Look! Here's Miss Elizabeth Bennet.' She was crossing the room at that moment. 'Let me persuade you to dance with her. You cannot refuse to dance when so much beauty is in front of you.'

'Indeed, sir,' replied Elizabeth quickly, in some embarrassment,' I have no intention of dancing. You must excuse me.'

'Miss Bennet, please allow me the pleasure of dancing with you,' said Mr Darcy politely, holding out his hand.

But with equal politeness Elizabeth refused again, and turned away. Mr Darcy was watching her walk away, with a slight smile on his face, when Caroline Bingley came up to him.

'Mr Darcy,' she said, 'I' m sure I know what you' re thinking—how boring all these silly little country people are!'

'Not at all, Miss Bingley. In fact, I was just thinking what pleasure a pair of fine eyes can give.'

'Really! And who do these fine eyes belong to, may I ask?'

'Miss Elizabeth Bennet.'

'Well! Let me be the first to congratulate you, Mr Darcy! When will the wedding be?'

'Ah! That's what I expected you to say. A lady's imagination jumps from admiration, to love, to marriage, in a moment.'

'Well, of course, when you're married, you will often have her charming mother and sisters to stay. How delightful for you!' And Miss Bingley, seeing that Darcy remained calm, continued to mock the Bennet family as amusingly as she could.



neighbour n. 邻居。

possession n. ownership. 所有权。

fortune n. prosperity; great sum of money. 巨富。

encouragement n. encouraging. 鼓励。

single adj. not married. 独身的。

wonderful adj. causing wonder. 令人惊奇的。

annoying adj. make rather angry. 讨厌。

attractive adj. pleasing. 有吸引力的。

flatter v. praise too much. 奉承。

recommend v. speak favourably of. 推荐。

horrified adj. filled with horror. 恐怖的。

ignorant adj. knowing little or nothing. 无知的。

intelligence n. mental ability. 智力。

mock v. make fun of. 嘲弄。

persuade v. convince. 说服。

rely v. depend upon. 依赖。

regularly adv. at regular intervals or times. 定期地。

attend v. go to. 参加。

fashionable adj. following the fashion. 时髦的。

gaze v. look long and steadily. 凝视；注视。

frown n. frowning look. 皱眉头。

popular adj. liked and admired. 受爱慕的。

conversation n. talking. 谈话。

introduce v. make known by name. 介绍相识。

endear v. make dear or precious. 使受喜爱。

cheerfully adv. bringing or suggesting happiness. 令人高兴地。

amusingly adv. causing laughter or smiles. 好笑地。

rude adj. impolite; not showing respect or consideration. 粗鲁无礼的。

admit v. acknowledge. 承认。

convinced adj. willing, ready, to be convinced. 可说服的。

character n. special mark or quality. 性格；个性。

superior adj. better than the average. 卓越的。

opportunity n. favourable time or chance. 机会。

discover v. find out. 发现。

success n. succeeding. 成功。

realize v. understand. 了解。

expression n. process of expressing. 表情。

guest n. person staying at or paying a visit to another's house, or being entertained at a meal. 客人。

entertainment n. public performance. 娱乐。

refuse v. say "no" to; show unwillingness to accept, to do. 拒绝。

embarrassment n. embarrassing or being embarrassed. 困窘。

pleasure n. feeling of being happy or satisfied. 愉快。

congratulate v. 祝贺。

imagination n. power of the mind to imagine. 想象力。

calm adj. quiet. 平静的。


1　班纳特家的新邻居

[image: alt]

家产万贯而又尚未婚配的男人一定需要一个贤内助，这是一条世界上尽人皆知的真理。当这样一位男人搬到了附近时，这条真理在邻居们心中就显得更加清楚，他们哪怕对他的感情或意见一无所知，也会马上把他当作他们哪个女儿未来的丈夫。

“亲爱的班纳特先生，”一天，班纳特夫人对她丈夫说，“你听说了吗？尼日斐庄园到底还是租出去了。”

“我还没听说，班纳特太太，”她丈夫说。

“难道你不想知道是谁要租吗？”班纳特太太不耐烦地嚷了起来。

“你要想告诉我，我也不妨听听。”

班纳特夫人不需要更多的鼓励就开腔了。“啊，亲爱的，我听说他是个阔少爷，英格兰北部人。好像是星期一来看了看尼日斐，十分喜欢，马上安排把它租了下来。当然，连宅子的花园都那么大，那确实是这一片最好的庄园。他的仆人周末到，他本人随后就到！”

“他叫什么名字？”班纳特先生问道。

“彬格莱。”

“结婚了还是单身？”

“啊，亲爱的，当然是单身！家产万贯的单身汉——他每年收入四五千英镑呢。对咱家姑娘们来说真是再好不过了！”

“为什么？这跟姑娘们有什么关系？”班纳特先生问道。

“我亲爱的班纳特先生，”她回答道，“你怎么那么讨厌！你应该想到，我是在考虑他跟我们哪个姑娘结婚。”

“他搬到这儿住就是为了这个吗？”

“为这个？当然不是。可是真说不准他会爱上我们哪个姑娘。我想尽早让他见见姑娘们，要赶在其他邻居自我介绍之前。所以，他一来你就得去拜访他一下。”

“我真是不明白为什么要去拜访他，”班纳特先生说，“你可以和姑娘们去，或者你让她们自己去。对，还是让她们自己去好，你长得那么迷人，比她们哪个都不逊色，说不定彬格莱先生会看上你呢。”

“亲爱的，你太夸奖我了，”他妻子答道，“过去人们当然说我漂亮，可是我觉得，一个女人家，五个女儿都长大成人了，不应该再老想自己漂亮不漂亮。班纳特先生，我求求你，还是去拜访他一下吧。你知道，来了新邻居，家里的男人先去拜访一下是应该的。你如果不先见见他，我怎么好带着姑娘们去呢？”

“你对文明社会的条条框框真是考虑得太多了。我相信彬格莱先生会很高兴见到你们几个的。对了，我给他写几句话，你可以捎过去，就说他随便娶哪个姑娘，我都很乐意。不过，我得特别推荐我的小丽萃。”

“哦，不，班纳特先生！”班纳特太太倒抽口气，吓坏了。“别那样！再说，丽萃也不比其他几个好，不过我知道你偏爱她。”

“我们几个姑娘都很蠢，很无知，这是真的。可是，丽萃至少还比她几个姐妹聪明点儿。”

“班纳特先生，你怎么能这样无情地说自己的亲生女儿？哦，亲爱的，我难受极了！你一点儿也不心疼我吗？你没想到我多难受吗？”

“怎么没想到，亲爱的，我跟着你难受了23年了。不过我想你会恢复过来的，会在有生之年看到更多的阔少爷来和我们做邻居。”




班纳特先生年轻时犯了个错误，爱上了一个漂亮却愚蠢的年轻女人。结婚这么多年，他有的是时间来追悔自己的错误。不久，他就认识到妻子没有一点头脑或是常识，只知道唠叨、逛商店、给女儿找婆家。这种经历使得他有点儿尖刻，禁不住要嘲弄他妻子几句，而这种幽默感他妻子却从来都听不出来。

所以，一周之后，当班纳特太太得知丈夫实际上已到尼日斐拜访过彬格莱先生时，感到十分惊奇和喜出望外。可是，她和女儿们怎么求都白搭，班纳特先生就是不肯向她们吐露这位阔少爷的情况，最后，她们不得不从另一位邻居那里探听消息。

“听说他棒极了，妈妈！”姊妹几个中年龄最小、最爱喧闹的丽迪亚大声说，“夏洛特·卢卡斯的父亲去看过他，说他很年轻，很英俊，极有魅力！还有更棒的呢，他喜欢跳舞！大家都知道，喜欢跳舞就意味着他很可能坠入爱河！”

出于礼貌，彬格莱先生几天以后来回访班纳特先生。可是，遗憾的是，他未能见到班纳特家的几位姑娘，因为当时几个姑娘为了一睹这位英俊的陌生人的风采，正躲在楼上一间屋子的窗帘后面偷看呢。班纳特夫人计划邀请他吃饭，可是，事实上他们在另一次社交活动中提前见了面。班纳特一家住在哈福德郡的小村子浪搏恩，公共舞会定期在最近的镇子麦里屯举办。姑娘们在企盼着这次特别的舞会，因为她们听说彬格莱先生要参加，还要带些伦敦的朋友来。

舞会的那天晚上，彬格莱先生走进舞厅时，所有的眼睛都盯住了他。他把姐姐和妹妹都带来了，还有姐夫赫斯特先生和另外一个年轻人达西先生。彬格莱先生确实仪表堂堂，风度翩翩。他的姐妹也是优雅人时的女人。可是，没过多久，人人都开始谈论达西先生。他身材魁梧，英俊潇洒，据说年收入一万英镑。舞厅里的女士们用爱慕的眼光盯了他半个晚上，直到后来她们感到他不住地皱眉，不愿说话也不愿跳舞。最后，大家一致认为这个人高傲自大，性情乖戾，觉得自己比乡下人高一等。而彬格莱先生每支曲子都跳，跟谁都交谈，博得了各位女士的喜欢。

因为男士没有女士多，所以伊丽莎白·班纳特有一支曲子没有舞伴，坐着看大家跳。达西先生就站在她旁边。彬格莱先生过来跟朋友搭话时，伊丽莎白免不了听到他们的对话。

“来呀，达西，”彬格莱说，“不要满脸不高兴的样子，姑娘们多可爱，怎么不跟她们跳？”

“当然不跳，”达西说，“你知道我多么讨厌跟陌生人跳舞，尤其是在乡下的舞会上。除了你的姐妹之外，跟这个屋子里别的女人跳舞我连想都不会想。只有一个迷人的女孩，还在跟你跳。”他看着班纳特太太的长女简，简正在等彬格莱与她一起跳下一支曲子。

“哦，是的！她是我见过的女孩中最美的！可是，你后边坐的是她妹妹。她很漂亮，我相信她会使你很愉快的。我的舞伴可以给你们作一下介绍。”

“你说的是谁？”达西转身打量了一下伊丽莎白。“不，”他冷冷地说，“她不够迷人，吸引不了我。回去跟你的舞伴跳吧，彬格莱。”

这番对话并没有使伊丽莎白对达西先生产生好感，可是她却十分快活而饶有兴趣地把这段故事讲给朋友听。

除了达西，那天晚上大家过得都很愉快。班纳特太太对于长女给彬格莱先生留下的印象感到欢欣不已。

“他和简跳了两次！”后来她告诉丈夫说，“他和其他人都只跳了一次！他长得多潇洒呀！可是他的朋友达西对可怜的伊丽莎白多无理呀！还好，她并不在意！她是不会想去取悦他的！多么可憎，多么自大呀！我不喜欢他！”

简和伊丽莎白在一起时，各自谈论各自的舞伴。

“彬格莱请我跳第二次时，我真是受宠若惊！”简说着，两颊绯红。“我一点儿都没有想到！”

“你没想到吗？”伊丽莎白说，“我可是想到了，亲爱的简！你比那里任何一位女人都要漂亮五倍，可是你从来都太谦虚，想不到别人会爱慕你。”

“我必须承认我喜欢彬格莱先生，”简继续用温柔的声音说，“他多有礼貌，多么随和呀！”

“他还很英俊，”妹妹补充说，“这使他的性格相当完美！可是，你觉得他的姐妹怎么样？”

“跟她们认识以后很容易相处。妹妹卡罗琳·彬格莱小姐要和哥哥一起住在尼日斐。我相信有她做邻居我们会很愉快的。”

伊丽莎白听着，一声不吭。她不信。“简太善良了，”她想，“总是看到人们性格中好的一面！我觉得彬格莱先生的姐妹太高傲了，实际上有点粗鲁。我相信她们认为自己比大多数人高一等，就像达西先生一样。”可是，她不再言语。

舞会过后，班纳特和彬格莱两家每隔几天就互访一次。事情已经很明显，彬格莱十分爱慕简，而且伊丽莎白知道她姐姐也差不多爱上了他。一天，伊丽莎白跟好朋友夏洛特·卢卡斯谈起了这件事。夏洛特聪明而有才智，她27岁，是威廉爵士和卢卡斯夫人的长女，他们是班纳特家的邻居。

“如果简确实爱上了彬格莱，谁都不会知道，”伊丽莎白说，“因为她表现得总是那么快活，那么正常。这是件好事。”

“有时候那是个错误，”夏洛特一边明智地摇摇头一边回答说，“如果她一点不表现出自己的感情，甚至对自己所爱的人都如此，那么，她可能会丧失捉住他的机会。简应当利用她和彬格莱相处的每个机会来吸引他，鼓励他。”

“可是我认为男人应当努力去发现女人的感情，而不是等待她的鼓励！而且简也许还不知道自己对彬格莱的真正感情是什么——她只见过他几次，还不足够了解他的性格，或者还不敢肯定自己爱他。”

“好吧，我真心希望简获得成功，”夏洛特最后说，“可是我认为，她明天和他结婚与研究他性格一年后再和他结婚同样可能获得幸福。婚姻上的幸福不过是个机遇问题。我想，对于和自己终生为伴的人还是了解得越少越好。”

伊丽莎白大笑起来，心里肯定夏洛特想说的不是这个意思。

可是，伊丽莎白在观察彬格莱先生对简的兴趣时，没有注意到达西先生对她本人的兴趣。虽然达西先生刚开始甚至想都没有想过伊丽莎白很漂亮，可是他现在开始认识到她那双乌黑的眼睛给她那聪慧的面庞增添了多么美的表情。“当然，她不过是一位土里土气的乡村姑娘，”他心里想，“可是她的谈话经常很有意思。”无论何时，他们俩见面时，达西都不和伊丽莎白说话，而是站在她近旁，听她说话，仔细地观察她，心里意识到自己想更多地了解她。

一天晚上，在卢卡斯家的舞会上，达西像往常一样独自站着，离别的客人远远的，看着人家跳舞。主人威廉爵士过来跟他说话。

“达西先生！您在欣赏舞会吗？多么轻松的娱乐呀！”

达西皱了皱眉。“是的，”他冷冷地、不屑一顾地说，“跳舞嘛，连粗人都会学好。”

“我相信您本人也擅长跳舞，先生，”威廉爵士兴高采烈地回答，“你看，伊丽莎白·班纳特小姐来了。”她当时正在穿过房间。“让我来说服你跟她跳舞。这样的美貌就在眼前，怎么能谢绝不跳呢？”

“真的，先生，”伊丽莎白迅速回答道，有点儿不好意思，“我不想跳舞，你务必原谅我。”

“班纳特小姐，请允许我跟你跳一曲吧，”达西先生有礼貌地说，同时伸出了手。

但伊丽莎白同样有礼貌地又拒绝了，并且转身离去。达西先生脸上带着一丝微笑，正在看着她走开，这时，卡罗琳·彬格莱朝他走来。

“达西先生，”她说，“我敢肯定你在想什么——这些愚蠢的小乡巴佬多无聊啊！”

“根本不是这样，彬格莱小姐。实际上我是在想一双优美的眼睛能给人多少乐趣啊。”

“真的吗！这双优美的眼睛是谁的，我可以问一下吗？”

“伊丽莎白·班纳特小姐的。”

“好啊！让我来第一个祝贺你，达西先生！婚礼什么时候举行？”

“啊！我知道你要这么说。女人的想象力是跳跃式的，从爱慕到相爱到结婚，一会儿的事。”

“那当然啦，结婚以后，你可以经常叫她那迷人的妈妈还有姐妹们去坐坐，那简直愉快极了！”

彬格莱小姐看到达西还是那么平静，就继续竭力取笑班纳特一家。


2
Jane's illness

Mr Bennet had a comfortable income of two thousand a year, and a pleasant house in Longbourn. But, unfortunately for his daughters, after his death all his property would pass to a distant male relation. Mrs Bennet's father had been a lawyer, and had only left his daughter a small amount of money. She had a brother who owned shops in London, and she also had a sister, married to a Mr Philips. He had been her father's clerk, and now carried on his late employer's business.

Mr and Mrs Philips lived in Meryton, which was only a kilometre or so from the village of Longbourn. It was a most convenient distance for the Bennet girls, who were usually tempted there three or four times a week, to visit their aunt or a dressmaker who lived opposite. The youngest daughters, Kitty and Lydia, were particularly regular visitors. Their minds were more vacant than their sisters', and if no better entertainment was available, a walk to Meryton always provided some amusement, as well as interesting local news from their aunt.

The latest news, which delighted Kitty and Lydia, was that the regiment which had recently arrived in Meryton was to stay there for the whole winter. The two girls now visited their aunt every day, and as Mr Philips knew all the officers, Kitty and Lydia were soon introduced to them. At home they could talk of nothing but officers and their handsome uniforms: even Mr Bingley's fortune now seemed hardly worth considering.

After listening to their praise of the officers one morning, Mr Bennet said coolly, 'From what I can see, you must be two of the silliest girls in the country. I've suspected it for some time, but now I'm convinced.'

Kitty was embarrassed and did not reply, but Lydia, the youngest, continued to express her admiration for a certain Captain Carter, with perfect indifference.

'I am very surprised, my dear,' said Mrs Bennet, 'that you should be so ready to think your own children silly. As it happens, they are all very clever.'

'That is the only point, I think, on which we do not agree. I am afraid I must say that I consider our two youngest daughters unusually foolish.'

'My dear Mr Bennet, you mustn't expect such young girls to have the common sense of their father or mother. I remember when I used to like a red coat myself, and indeed I still do. If a good-looking officer with five or six thousand a year wanted to marry one of my girls, I wouldn't turn him down. And I thought Colonel Forster looked very handsome last night at Sir William's, in his regimental uniform.'

Just then a servant entered with a note for Jane, which had come from Netherfield. Mrs Bennet's eyes shone with pleasure and she called out eagerly, while her daughter was reading it, 'Well, Jane, who is it from? What does he say? Tell us, tell us quickly, my love! '

'It's from Miss Bingley,' said Jane. 'She invites me to dinner at Netherfield, as she and her sister are alone. It seems her brother and the gentlemen are having dinner with the officers, in Meryton.'

'With the officers!' cried Lydia. 'I wonder why aunt Philips didn't tell us that!'

'Having dinner in Meryton,' repeated Mrs Bennet, shaking her head. 'That's very unlucky.'

'May I take the carriage?' asked Jane.

'No, my dear, you'd better ride over there, because it looks likely to rain, and then you'll have to stay the night.'

'That would be a good plan,' said Elizabeth to her mother, 'if you were sure they wouldn't offer to send her home in their carriage.'

'Oh, but they can't! The gentlemen must have taken Mr Bingley's carriage to go to Meryton.'

'I'd much rather go in the carriage,' Jane said.

'But, my dear, your father can't spare the horses, I'm sure. They're needed on the farm, aren't they, Mr Bennet?'

Mr Bennet finally agreed that they were in fact being used that day in the fields. So Jane set out on her horse, while her mother called cheerfully after her, 'I do hope it'll rain heavily, my love!' And Jane had not been gone for long before it rained hard. Elizabeth was a little worried about her sister, but Mrs Bennet was delighted. 'What a good idea of mine that was!' she said more than once, extremely pleased with herself.

Not until the next morning, however, did she realize the full extent of her success. After breakfast a servant from Netherfield arrived with a note from Jane to Elizabeth, explaining that Jane had caught cold on her wet ride, and had been invited to stay at Netherfield until she recovered.

'Well, my dear,' said Mr Bennet, 'if your daughter should become seriously ill and die, it would be a comfort to know that she died in a good cause, and in obedience to your orders.'

'Oh, I'm not afraid of her dying. People don't die of colds. She'll be looked after well at Netherfield. As long as she stays there, everything will be all right.'

But Elizabeth felt really anxious, and was determined to go to her sister. As the carriage was not available, and she was not keen on riding, she decided to walk the five kilometres to Netherfield. Kitty and Lydia accompanied her as far as Meryton, where they went to visit one of the officers' wives. Elizabeth continued alone, crossing field after field and jumping impatiently over streams, in her anxiety to see her sister.

When she arrived at Netherfield, with tired feet, muddy stockings and a face healthily pink with exercise, she was shown straight into the sitting-room. The two sisters, Miss Bingley and Mrs Hurst, could hardly believe that she had come so far alone and on foot in such bad weather, but they received her politely. Their brother, however, was more than polite: he was kind and considerate towards her. Mr Darcy said very little, hesitating between admiration of her healthy good looks and doubt whether she should have come such a distance alone. Mr Hurst said nothing at all, as he was thinking only of his breakfast.

Elizabeth was glad to be taken almost immediately to her sister's room, where she found Jane delighted to see her, but very feverish and unwell. The doctor came, and after examining his patient, advised that she should stay in bed and take some medicine. Elizabeth stayed with her all day, looking after her, and the Bingley sisters also spent some time in the patient's room. However, in the afternoon, when it was time for Elizabeth to leave, Jane seemed so upset that Miss Bingley was obliged to invite Elizabeth to stay at Netherfield for the present, and a servant was sent to Longbourn to inform the Bennet family and bring back some clothes.

That evening Elizabeth went down to dinner, leaving Jane in bed in her room. She noticed the Bingley sisters' apparent concern for Jane change to indifference in a few moments, and knew she had been right to dislike them at first sight. Mr Bingley, indeed, was the only one of the group whose behaviour she was satisfied with. His anxiety for Jane was evident, and his politeness towards herself most pleasing. But the others, she felt, treated her as an unwelcome guest. Miss Bingley was concentrating all her attention on Mr Darcy, and Mrs Hurst also joined in their conversation, while Mr Hurst was only interested in eating, drinking and playing cards.

When Elizabeth left the room after dinner to see if Jane needed anything, Miss Bingley at once began to criticize her.

'What bad manners she has! She's both proud, and lacking in politeness to her superiors! She has no conversation, no elegance and no beauty!'

Mrs Hurst agreed, and added, 'She has no good qualities, except that she's an excellent walker. I'll never forget her appearance this morning. She really looked almost wild.'

'She did indeed, Louisa. How silly of her to come at all! Why must she run around the countryside, just because her sister has a cold? Her hair looked so untidy! And her dress! Simply covered in mud! '

'I must say,' said Bingley, 'I didn't notice any of that. I thought she looked remarkably attractive when she arrived this morning.'

'You observed her wild appearance, I'm sure, Mr Darcy,' said Miss Bingley, 'and I imagine you wouldn't wish your sister to make such a show of herself.'

'Certainly not.'

'Walking four or five kilometres, whatever it was, up to her ankles in mud, and alone, quite alone! It seems to me to show a dreadful sort of independence, a country girl's indifference to what is acceptable.'

'I think it shows a very pleasing affection for her sister,' said Bingley.

'I'm afraid, Mr Darcy,' whispered Miss Bingley, 'that this adventure has rather lessened your admiration of her fine eyes.'

'Not at all,' he replied. 'They were brightened by the exercise.'

After a short pause, Mrs Hurst began again. 'I have a great liking for Jane Bennet. She is really a very sweet girl, and I wish with all my heart she were well married. But with such a father and mother, and with such vulgar relations, I'm afraid there's no chance of it.'

'I think the Bennet girls have an uncle who's a lawyer in Meryton.'

'Yes, and they have another who owns shops in Cheapside! Such a nice part of London!' Both the sisters laughed.

'If they had enough uncles to fill Cheapside,' cried Bingley, 'it wouldn't make them any less charming!'

'But it must considerably lessen their chances of marrying men of any position in the world, 'replied Darcy.

Bingley did not answer, but his sisters agreed enthusiastically, and continued mocking their dear friend's vulgar relations for some time.

Late in the evening, when Elizabeth was satisfied that Jane was asleep, she felt she ought to go downstairs again. She found the party in the sitting-room, playing cards, but although they invited her to join in their game, she refused politely, and picked up a book to read.

'I can fetch you more books to read, if you wish, 'offered Bingley, 'but I'm afraid I haven't got a large library. Unlike you, I'm too lazy to spend much time reading.'

'What a delightful library you have at Pemberley, Mr Darcy!' said Miss Bingley. 'And what a beautiful house it is! Charles, when you buy your house, I hope it will be even half as lovely as Pemberley.'

'I hope so too,' agreed Bingley.

'And your dear sister, Mr Darcy? I expect she's grown since the spring. I want so much to see her again! I've never met anyone who delighted me so much! Such an appearance, such manners! And so extremely accomplished for her age!'

'I'm always surprised, 'said Bingley, 'to find how very accomplished all young ladies are. How do they have the time and patience to learn all these skills?'

'Certainly people use the word "accomplished" too loosely,' said Darcy, 'but I am far from agreeing with you about ladies in general. I cannot boast of knowing more than six who are really accomplished.'

'Then,' said Elizabeth,' your idea of an accomplished woman must include a great many qualities.'

'Yes, a great many.'

'Oh! Certainly,' cried his faithful assistant, Miss Bingley, 'an accomplished woman must have a thorough knowledge of music, singing, drawing, dancing and modern languages, and besides this, a certain something in her manner of walking, in her voice and in her behaviour.'

'All this she must possess,' added Darcy, 'and something more solid, the improvement of her mind by wide reading.'

'I'm no longer surprised at your knowing only six accomplished women,' said Elizabeth. 'I rather wonder at your knowing any. I've never seen such elegance, and intelligence, and knowledge, as you describe, in one woman.'

Mrs Hurst and Miss Bingley were both protesting loudly that they knew many women like this, when Mr Hurst called their attention back to the card game. As this meant an end to the conversation, Elizabeth soon afterwards left the room.

'Miss Elizabeth Bennet,' said Miss Bingley to Darcy, 'is one of those women who try to appear attractive to men by undervaluing other women. I think that's a mean trick.'

'It is true,' said Darcy, 'that there is meanness in all the tricks used by ladies to attract men.'

Miss Bingley was not satisfied enough with this answer to continue the conversation.

The next morning Elizabeth was glad to be able to inform Mr Bingley and his sisters that Jane was very much better.

In spite of this improvement, however, she asked for her mother to be sent for, as she wanted Mrs Bennet's opinion of Jane's state of health. Soon after breakfast, therefore, Mrs Bennet, accompanied by her two youngest daughters, reached Netherfield.

Elizabeth, although relieved to hear that her mother did not think Jane's illness serious, began to regret asking her to come, when she saw the Bingley sisters smiling at Mrs Bennet's remarks. Elizabeth blushed for her mother, who could not help showing her lack of intelligence and common sense in everything she said.

Kitty and Lydia made an equally bad impression. They had been whispering together, when suddenly Lydia, who was an attractive, confident, well-grown girl of fifteen, pushed herself rudely forward. She begged Mr Bingley to hold a ball at Netherfield. With his usual politeness, Mr Bingley promised he would, but Elizabeth saw his sisters exchanging meaningful glances. She was quite glad when her mother and sisters left. She and Jane were to stay another night at Netherfield, to allow Jane to recover completely.

That evening Elizabeth appeared again in the sitting-room. She could not avoid noticing how frequently Mr Darcy's eyes were fixed on her, but as she felt sure that so great a man could not possibly admire her, she assumed that when he looked at her, he was criticizing her in some way. This thought did not cause her any pain, as she liked him too little to care for his approval.

In the conversations she had with him, she spoke in her usual slightly mocking manner, rather expecting to offend him, but was surprised by the quiet politeness of his replies. Darcy had never before been so charmed by any woman. He really believed that if she did not have such vulgar relations, he might be in danger of falling in love with her. Miss Bingley saw or suspected enough to be jealous, and her great anxiety for the recovery of her dear friend Jane was increased by her wish to get rid of Elizabeth.

Fortunately perhaps, for almost everyone at Netherfield, Elizabeth and her sister, who was now quite recovered, were returning home the next day. Only Mr Bingley showed real sorrow at this, and was concerned that Jane might not be fit enough to travel. Mr Darcy was quite relieved, and determined that no sign of admiration for Elizabeth should escape him now. Miss Bingley's politeness to Elizabeth, as well as her affection for Jane, increased rapidly as the moment of departure approached, and she was able to say goodbye to them with many warm expressions of friendliness and a promise to visit them very soon.

Mr Bennet was glad to welcome his eldest daughters home again, as he had felt their absence from the family circle, but Mrs Bennet, who had hoped they would stay much longer, was quite disappointed to see them come back in such a short time.



distant adj. far away in space or time. 遥远的。

lawyer n. person who has studied law. 律师。

clerk n. person employed in a bank, office, shop, etc. 办事员。

convenient adj. the quality of being convenient or suitable. 方便的。

regiment n. （陆军）团。

suspect v. feel doubt about. 怀疑。

indifference n. absence of interest or feeling. 无兴趣；冷淡。

clever adj. quick in learning and understanding things. 聪明的。

unusually adv. 不寻常地。

common sense practical good sense gained by experience of life. 常识。

invite v. ask. 邀请。	

carriage n. 四轮马车。

spare v. 分让。

delighted adj. gratified; joyous. 高兴的。

extremely adv. reaching the highest degree. 极度地。

recover v. get back; get back the use of. 恢复。

seriously adv. in a serious manner. 严肃地。

obedience n. being obedient. 服从。

anxious adj. feeling anxiety; troubled. 焦虑的；不安的。

determined adj. 下决心的。

feverish adj. having symptoms of fever. 发烧的。

patient n. 病人。

advise v. give advice to. 劝告。

upset adj. 不安的。

evident adj. plain and clear. 明显的。

criticize v. form and give a judgement of. 批评。

elegance n. beauty; grace. 优雅。

remarkably adv. out of the ordinary. 不平常地。

ankle n. joint connecting the foot with the leg. 脚脖子。

affection n. kindly feeling; love. 爱。

vulgar adj. ill-mannered. 粗俗的。

enthusiastically adv. full of enthusiasm. 热心地。

satisfied adj. 满足。

fetch v. go for and bring back. 取来。

delightful adj. giving delight. 令人愉快的。

appearance n. that which shows or can be seen. 外表。

accomplished adj. 多才多艺的。

patience n. enduring trouble, suffering, inconvenience, without complaining. 耐心。

solid adj. compact; heavy. 结实的。

knowledge n. range of information. 知识。

protest v. raise an objection, say something (against). 抗议。

inform v. give knowledge to. 通知。

impression n. effect produced on the mind or feelings. 印象。

confident adj. feeling or showing confidence. 有把握的；有信心的。

meaningful adj. 富有意义的。

frequently adv. often happening. 时常发生地。

increase v. make or become greater in size, number, degree, etc. 增加。

relieved adj. lessen or remove. 减轻的。

departure n. going away. 离开。


2　简生病了

[image: alt]

班纳特先生年收入两千英镑，而且在浪搏恩有一处宜人的宅子，生活堪称小康。可是，令女儿们感到遗憾的是，他死后，所有的财产都要由一位远房的男性亲戚来继承。班纳特夫人的父亲曾做过律师，他只给女儿留下很少一笔钱。班纳特夫人有一个弟弟在伦敦开商店，还有一个妹妹，嫁给了菲力普斯先生。菲力普斯曾做过她父亲的职员，现在继承了已故老板的事业。

菲力普斯夫妇住在麦里屯，离浪搏恩村只有大约一公里。这个距离对于班纳特家的几位姑娘来说再方便不过了，她们常常禁不住每周上那儿去三四次，去看姨妈或者住在对面专做女式服装的裁缝。最小的两位姑娘，吉蒂和丽迪亚，尤其常去。她们的精神比几个姐姐更空虚，如果没有更好的娱乐方式，到麦里屯走一走总是会给她们带来一些乐趣，她们还会从姨妈那里听到当地一些有趣的新闻。

最新的消息是，最近到达麦里屯的一个兵团要在那里待整整一个冬天。这个消息使得吉蒂和丽迪亚欣喜异常。这两个姑娘现在每天到姨妈家去。菲力普斯先生认识所有的军官，所以很快就把吉蒂和丽迪亚介绍给了他们。在家里，她们可以什么也不谈，只谈军官和他们漂亮的制服，连彬格莱先生的大笔财产似乎也不值一提。

一天早上，班纳特先生听了她们对军官的称赞以后冷冷地说：“依我看，你们俩肯定是全英国最傻的女孩。过去，我还一直怀疑这个，现在我彻底相信了。”

吉蒂感到害臊，没有吱声。可是最小的丽迪亚毫不在意，继续表达她对一个什么卡特尔上尉的爱慕之情。

“我真感到奇怪，亲爱的，”班纳特夫人说，“你为什么总是爱把自己的孩子想得那么傻。巧得很，她们都很聪明。”

“我想，只有这一点我们俩意见不一致。恐怕我得说，我们的两个小女儿还不是一般的愚蠢。”

“我亲爱的班纳特先生，她们还小呢，你不能指望她们有父母一样的见识。我记得自己过去就很喜欢红色的外套，确实，我现在还喜欢。如果哪一位年收入五六千英镑的漂亮军官想娶我们的哪个姑娘，我是不会拒绝他的。我觉得福斯特上校昨天晚上在威廉爵士家身穿兵团制服看起来很英俊。”

这时，一位仆人拿着给简的一张便条走了进来，便条是从尼日斐送来的。班纳特太太喜出望外，眼睛为之一亮，女儿还没看完，她就急切地叫道：“哎呀，简，是谁来的？上面写的什么？告诉我们，快告诉我们，我的乖！”

“是彬格莱小姐来的，”简说，“她邀请我到尼日斐吃饭，因为只有她和她姐姐在家。好像她哥哥和几位先生正在麦里屯和军官们吃饭呢。”

“军官们！”丽迪亚大喊一声，“不知道菲力普斯姨妈为什么不把这事儿告诉我们！”

“在麦里屯吃饭，”班纳特夫人摇了摇头，重复道，“这太不巧了。”

“我可以坐马车去吗？”简问道。

“不能，亲爱的。你最好骑马过去，因为看起来要下雨了，那样的话，你就得在那儿过夜。”

“如果你敢肯定他们不主动提出用他们自己的马车送她回家的话，”伊丽莎白对他妈妈说，“那么，这个计划就很好。”

“哦！可是他们送不了！那几位先生一定坐彬格莱先生的马车到麦里屯去了。”

“我还是想坐马车去。”简说。

“可是，我亲爱的，你爸爸必须用那几匹马，腾不出空来，肯定不行。班纳特先生，田里还需要它们，是吧？”

班纳特先生不得已，最后终于同意说，是啊，实际上那天田里还在用着牲口呢。于是简骑着自己的马出发了，而她妈妈在后面兴高采烈地喊道：“我真希望雨能下大点儿，乖！”果真，简还没走多大会儿，雨就下大了。伊丽莎白有点担心姐姐，可是，班纳特太太感到庆幸。“我这个主意多妙啊！”她不止一次地这样说，对自己感到极为满意。

可是，直到第二天早上，她才认识到自己的如意算盘大获成功了。早饭过后，尼日斐来了一位仆人，他从简那里给伊丽莎白带来一张便条，说简雨天骑马感冒了，并且应邀在尼日斐住下，直到康复。

“啊，亲爱的，”班纳特先生说，“如果你女儿病重死去，那么，得知她的死因这样美妙，又是服从了你的命令，也会是一种安慰啊。”

“哦，我不担心她会死去。得感冒是不会死人的。她在尼日斐会得到悉心照料的。只要她待在那儿，一切都会好的。”

但是，伊丽莎白真正感到焦急，决心去看看姐姐。因为没有马车，她又不热心骑马，所以，她决定步行五公里到尼日斐去。吉蒂和丽迪亚一直把她送到麦里屯，在那里，她们去找一位军官的妻子。伊丽莎白接着就一个人走下去，穿过一片片田地，跨越一条条小溪，心情烦躁，急切地要见到姐姐。

她到达尼日斐以后，两脚乏力，满袜烂泥，由于运动，双颊透着健康的粉红色。她被直接领到了起居室。彬格莱小姐和赫斯特夫人姐妹俩几乎不敢相信，路这么远，天这么坏，她会一个人步行过来，不过她们还是彬彬有礼地接待了她。然而，彬格莱先生可不仅仅是彬彬有礼：他对她和蔼而体贴。达西先生很少说话，既喜爱她健康的模样，又怀疑她该不该这么大老远地过来，心里犹豫不决。赫斯特先生一言不发，只想着吃早饭。

伊丽莎白几乎马上被带到了姐姐的卧室，对此她很满意。在那里，她发现简见到她很愉快，可是发着高烧，情况很糟糕。医生来了，给病人检查过之后，建议她卧床休息，吃点药。伊丽莎白全天和她待在一起，照料她，彬格莱姐妹俩也在病房里待了一段时间。可是，到了下午，伊丽莎白该走的时候，简似乎感到十分焦躁不安，彬格莱小姐就不得不邀请伊丽莎白先待在尼日斐并派一个仆人到浪搏恩通知班纳特家，再带回些衣服。

那天晚上，伊丽莎白下去吃饭，留简一个人在屋里躺在床上。她注意到彬格莱姐妹对简明显的关怀之情不一会儿就变成一片漠然，这时她认识到第一次见面就讨厌她们的感觉是正确的。说实在的，这几个人中只有彬格莱先生一个人的表现使她感到满意。他为简感到焦虑是很显然的，对自己的礼貌也是很令人满意的。但是，她感到其他的人把她当成不受欢迎的客人。彬格莱小姐整个心思都在达西身上，赫斯特夫人也参加到他们的谈话里去，赫斯特先生只对吃饭、喝酒、打牌感兴趣。

伊丽莎白吃过饭离开房间，去看简是不是需要什么。这时，彬格莱小姐马上开始说她的坏话。

“她多没教养啊！又傲慢又不知道尊重上等人！她不跟人攀谈，不爱打扮，相貌平平！”

赫斯特夫人也这么看，并补充说：“她没有什么好品质，只有一样，就是能走路。我永远忘不了她今天早上的模样。就跟疯了差不多。”

“她确实如此，露易莎。她到这儿来真是太傻了，在野地里来回跑什么，就因为她姐姐着点儿凉吗？看她的头发，乱糟糟的，不堪入目！她的衣服，简直是用泥抹了一遍！”

“我说句话，”彬格莱先生说，“你们所说的我都没有看见。我觉得她今天早上来到的时候，看起来很有魅力。”

“达西先生，你肯定看到她今天早上的疯癫劲了，”彬格莱小姐说，“我想你不会希望你的妹妹这样丢人现眼吧。”

“当然不会。”

“不管怎么说，走了四五公里，烂泥没到了脚脖子，又是一个人，没有一个人做伴！我似乎看到一种可怕的独立性，一种乡下女孩对什么该做、什么不该做的漠视。”

“我想这表现出对姐姐的手足之情，是难能可贵的。”彬格莱说。

“达西先生，”彬格莱小姐小声说，“恐怕她这次冒险削弱了你对她眼睛的喜爱吧。”

“一点没有，”他回答说，“一运动眼睛反而更加明亮了。”

稍作停顿之后，赫斯特夫人又开始了。“我很喜欢简·班纳特，她真是个很可爱的女孩，我真心希望她能找个好男人。可是，父母是那样，亲戚又那么粗俗，我想她是不会有这样的机会的。”

“我想班纳特家的姑娘有个姨父在麦里屯做律师。”

“是的，她们还有个舅舅在齐普赛开店呢。伦敦的这个地方真不错！”姐妹俩纵声大笑。

“假使她们父母的兄弟多得能把齐普赛塞满，”彬格莱大声说，“那也不会使她们的魅力有任何减少！”

“可是这必将大大减少她们同世界上任何有地位的男人结婚的机会。”达西回答道。

彬格莱没有回答，可是他的姐妹们兴高采烈地表示同意，并继续嘲笑了一会儿亲爱的朋友的下贱亲戚。

深夜，伊丽莎白看到简睡着了，心里很高兴，她觉得应该再到楼下去。她发现那些人在客厅打牌，虽然他们邀请她一起玩，可是她有礼貌地拒绝了，并拿起一本书读了起来。

“如果你愿意读，我可以给你多拿几本来，”彬格莱提出，“不过，恐怕我没有个大图书馆。不像你，我太懒，不读什么书。”

“达西先生，你在彭伯里的图书馆多么令人赏心悦目啊！”彬格莱小姐说，“那幢房子多漂亮啊！查尔斯，你买房子时，我希望有彭伯里的一半那么可爱就行了。”

“我也希望如此。”彬格莱附和道。

“还有，你那可爱的小妹怎么样了，达西先生？我估计春天以来她又长高了吧！我多想再见到她呀！我见过的人还没有哪个像她那样使我感到快活！她的相貌，她的风度！还有小小年纪就多才多艺！”

“我总觉得奇怪，”彬格莱说，“我发现如今的年轻小姐们都是多才多艺。她们哪儿来的时间，哪儿有耐心来学习这些技艺呢？”

“当然是人们把‘多才多艺’这个词用滥了，”达西说，“不过，你把小姐们都称为多才多艺，我则完全不敢苟同。真正多才多艺的据我所知不过五六个人。”

“那样的话，”伊丽莎白说，“你所谓的多才多艺一定要具备多种优良品质才行啦。”

“是的，要有多种优良品质。”

“啊！当然啦，”他忠实的帮腔者彬格莱小姐大声说道，“多才多艺的人必须通晓音乐、演唱、绘画、舞蹈和现代语言，除此之外，还要注意行姿、嗓音和举止。”

“所有这些都必须具备，”达西补充道，“除此之外，还有更实在的，那就是要博览群书，扩大视野。”

“这么说来，你只知道六个多才多艺的人，就不足为怪了，”伊丽莎白说，“你竟然还知道有这样的人存在，我感到相当惊讶。我还从来没有见过你所谓的集优雅、智慧和知识于一身的女人呢。”

赫斯特太太和彬格莱小姐大声抗议说，她们认识很多这样的妇女。这时，赫斯特先生叫她们不要分心，注意玩牌。因为这就意味着谈话的结束，所以，伊丽莎白不久就离开了房间。

“伊丽莎白·班纳特小姐，”彬格莱小姐对达西说，“是那种贬低别人抬高自己以吸引男人的女人。我以为这是很卑鄙的。”

“你说得对，”达西说，“女人用来吸引男人的所有花招都是卑鄙的。”

彬格莱小姐对这个回答不够满意，谈话就此中断了。

第二天早晨，伊丽莎白很高兴地通知彬格莱先生和她的姐妹说，简的状况大为改善。

不过，虽然病情大为好转，伊丽莎白还是想让人叫母亲过来，听听她对于简的健康状况的意见。于是，早饭过后不久，班纳特太太在两个小女儿的陪同下，到达了尼日斐。

听到母亲说简的病不要紧，伊丽莎白松了口气。尽管如此，当她看到彬格莱姐妹取笑她母亲说的话时，她开始后悔不该叫母亲过来。伊丽莎白为母亲感到脸红，因为母亲所说的每句话都不自觉地表现出她缺乏头脑和起码的见识。

吉蒂和丽迪亚给人的印象也一样坏。她们俩一直在窃窃私语，可是突然那个迷人的、充满自信的、15岁就发育成熟的丽迪亚十分无礼地出了一下风头。她恳求彬格莱先生在尼日斐举行一次舞会。彬格莱先生像往常一样，彬彬有礼地答应说他会举办的，不过伊丽莎白看到他的姐妹别有用心地交换了一下眼色。母亲和妹妹走了以后，她感到很高兴。她和简要在尼日斐再待一个晚上，等到简完全恢复后再走。

那天晚上，伊丽莎白再次来到起居室。她不可避免地注意到达西先生的目光频繁地落在自己身上。不过，她觉得，这样一位大人物是不可能爱慕她的，所以，她就假定他注视她时，是在挑她的毛病。这种想法并没有使她感到痛苦，因为她不爱他，所以并不在乎他心里怎么想。

她与他交谈时，总是带点儿讥讽的口吻，有点期望能惹他生气，但他的回答却出人意料地心平气和和彬彬有礼。达西以前还从来没有被哪个女人这样迷住过。他真心认为，要不是她出身这么卑微，他还真有爱上她的危险。彬格莱小姐的所见所疑足以使她醋性大发，由于希望摆脱掉伊丽莎白，她盼望好友简早日康复的焦虑心情更是与日俱增。

伊丽莎白和她姐姐（现在已经基本康复）第二天就要回家了，这对于尼日斐几乎所有人来讲，也许都是求之不得的。只有彬格莱先生对她们的离别感到真正的难过，并且担心简还没有完全康复，不宜出门。达西先生松了口气，并决定此时此刻不能流露出对伊丽莎白有半点爱慕之情。随着离别时刻的到来，彬格莱小姐对伊丽莎白的客气程度以及对简的感情迅速增加，到与她们道别时，竟能说出许多令人心里暖烘烘的友好之辞来，她还许诺不久将对她们进行一次拜访。

班纳特先生见到两个年长些的女儿回家来，自然十分高兴，因为她们不在时，他总觉得家里少了点儿什么。可是班纳特太太本希望她们多住些日子，看到她们这么早回来，心里相当失望。


3
Mr Collins visits Longbourn

'I hope, my dear,' said Mr Bennet to his wife at breakfast the next morning, 'that you have told the cook to send up a good dinner today, as I am expecting a visitor.'

'Who is it, my dear? I know of nobody who is coming, unless Charlotte Lucas happens to call in, and I hope my dinners are good enough for her,'

'The person I'm talking about is a gentleman and a stranger.'

Mrs Bennet's eyes shone with excitement. 'It's Mr Bingley, I'm sure! Why, Jane, you never mentioned it! Well, I'll be extremely glad to see him. Lydia, my love, ring the bell. I must speak to the cook at once.'

'It is not Mr Bingley,' said her husband. 'It's a person whom I have never seen before.'

This caused general astonishment, and he had the pleasure of being eagerly questioned by his wife and five daughters all at the same time. Having amused himself for some time with their curiosity, he finally explained. 'I have recently received a letter from my cousin, Mr Collins, who, as you know, will inherit all my property when I die, and may throw you out of this house as soon as he wants.'

'Oh, my dear!' cried his wife. 'Please don't mention that hateful man. It's the hardest thing in the world to accept the fact that your property is not left to your own children, and I'm sure, if I were you, I'd have tried to do something about it.'

Jane and Elizabeth tried to explain the legal situation to her again. They had often attempted to do this before. But it was a matter which Mrs Bennet refused to understand, and she continued to complain bitterly about Mr Collins.

'It certainly is most unjust,' agreed Mr Bennet, 'and nothing can clear Mr Collins from the guilt of inheriting this house. But if you listen while I read his letter to you, you may perhaps be a little softened by his manner of expressing himself.' He read aloud the following letter:




Dear Sir,

The disagreement between you and my late respected father always worried me, and since his death I have frequently wished to improve the relationship between our families. After a long period of study and training I have recently become a priest, and have been fortunate enough to gain the patronage of Lady Catherine de Bourgh, widow of Sir Lewis de Bourgh. This generous lady has given me the post of rector at Hunsford, which was luckily vacant. Hunsford is the village near her own large country house in Kent. Here I carry out the duties of my profession whenever necessary, and I take great care to behave at all times with grateful respect towards her ladyship. As a priest, moreover, I feel it my duty to encourage all families in my area of influence to live peacefully. Because of this, I flatter myself that I am acting correctly in offering you my friendship. I am of course concerned that when I eventually inherit all your property, your daughters will doubtless be very poor, and I do apologize for this. I promise you I am ready to make amends in every possible way—but more about this later. If you do not object, I propose to visit you and your family on Monday November 18th, at four o'clock, and shall probably stay until the following Saturday week. This will cause me no inconvenience at all, as Lady Catherine is far from objecting to my occasional absence from my duties.

I remain, dear sir, with respectful good wishes to your lady and your daughters, your friend, William Collins.




'So we can expect this peace-making gentleman at four o'clock today,' said Mr Bennet, as he folded up the letter. 'He appears to be a most polite and serious young man. How considerate of Lady Catherine to allow him to visit us! '

'Well, if he is ready to make amends to the girls in some way, I shall certainly not discourage him,' said Mrs Bennet.

'Although it's difficult,' said Jane,' to guess how he intends to do that, it's good of him to want to help us.'

'I think he's peculiar,' said Elizabeth. 'He sounds too pleased with himself, and he speaks so politely of Lady Catherine! And why does he apologize for inheriting Father's property in future? We know it's not his fault. Can he be a sensible man, sir?' she added, turning to Mr Bennet.

'No, my dear, I think not. I have great hopes of finding him quite the opposite. There is a mixture of servility and self-importance in his letter, which promises to be entertaining. I am impatient to see him.'

Mary, the middle daughter, who spent most of her time reading and who seldom joined in family conversations, now remarked that in her opinion his letter was well expressed. But Kitty and Lydia did not show any interest in the letter or its writer. As it was highly unlikely that their cousin would arrive in a regimental uniform, they could not imagine having any pleasure in meeting him. Their mother, however, had changed her attitude towards Mr Collins after his letter, and was now preparing to meet him with such calmness that it astonished her husband and daughters.

Mr Collins arrived punctually, and was received with great politeness by the whole family. Mr Bennet indeed said little, but the ladies were ready enough to talk, and Mr Collins did not seem in need of encouragement. He was a tall, heavy-looking young man of twenty-five. His expression was serious, and his manners very formal. Soon after his arrival, he said to Mrs Bennet, 'Madam, I must compliment you on having such a fine family of daughters. I had heard much of their beauty, but I find them even more beautiful than reports have stated. I do not doubt you will see them all well married quite soon.'

Mrs Bennet never quarrelled with compliments, and she answered, 'You're very kind, sir, and indeed I do hope so, because otherwise they'll have nothing at all to live on.'

'You refer perhaps to my inheriting the Bennet property?'

'Ah, yes, sir, I do! You must confess it is a sad business for my poor girls.'

'I am very aware, madam, of the hardship to your lovely daughters—and could say more about this, but I am cautious of saying too much too soon. But I would like to say that I have come prepared to admire the young ladies. And perhaps when we know each other better—'

The bell rang for dinner, and the family moved into the dining-room with their guest. The girls smiled secretly at each other, as Mr Collins praised the hall, the dining-room and all the furniture. Mrs Bennet would normally have been delighted with such praise, but she could not help thinking that he was perhaps admiring it all as his future property. The dinner, too, he considered excellent, and he asked which of his charming cousins was responsible for it. But Mrs Bennet explained quite sharply to him that they were very well able to afford a good cook, and that her daughters had nothing to do in the kitchen. He begged her pardon immediately for offending her, and continued to apologize for about a quarter of an hour.

Mr Bennet had hardly spoken up to now, but he thought it was time to enter the conversation. 'You seem very fortunate in your patron, Mr Collins,' he said.

He could not have chosen a better opening remark. Mr Collins spoke enthusiastically for several minutes in praise of Lady Catherine. 'Never in my life have I witnessed such considerate behaviour in a person of high birth! Although she is such a great lady, she has never treated me with disdain. She talks to me almost as an equal, and gives me advice. For example, she has recommended me to marry as soon as possible. And do you know, she has asked me to dinner twice at her house! Some people consider her proud, but she has only ever been kind to me. She even took the trouble to visit my small house, and was thoughtful enough to suggest one or two improvements—some shelves upstairs.'

'That is very correct and polite, I'm sure,' said Mrs Bennet. 'Does she live near you, sir?'

'Only a small country road separates my poor house from Rosings Park, her ladyship's home.'

'I think you said she is a widow? Has she any family?'

'She has only one daughter, who will inherit Rosings and all Lady Catherine's property. A most charming young lady, unfortunately in weak health. I often pay her some little compliment on her appearance or her accomplishments when I visit Rosings. Lady Catherine appreciates these compliments to her daughter, and I see it as my duty to please her ladyship.'

'I am sure you're right,' said Mr Bennet. 'No doubt you are expert at flattering with delicacy. May I ask how you think of these pleasing compliments?'

'Some of them come to me at the time, but in my spare moments I do occasionally prepare a few words which may be suitable for different occasions.'

Mr Bennet listened to his cousin with the greatest enjoyment. Mr Collins was as foolish as he had hoped. But by tea-time Mr Bennet had had enough, and after tea, asked his guest to read aloud to the ladies. However, when a novel was handed to Mr Collins, he looked shocked, and protested that he never read novels. He chose a religious book instead, and started reading in a slow, serious voice. Lydia could not hide her boredom for long, and after only three pages she interrupted him rudely, to ask her mother a question about one of the officers in Meryton. Mr Collins was offended, and refused to read any more, although Mrs Bennet and her other daughters apologized for Lydia's lack of manners.

Mr Collins was not a sensible man, and neither education nor society had improved him. The respect he felt for his patron, and his very good opinion of himself and his new position, made him proud and servile at the same time. Now that he had a home and a considerable income, he had decided to marry. The Bennet girls, who would lose their inheritance because of him, had a reputation for being attractive and charming, and his idea of making amends to them was to marry one of them. He considered this an excellent plan, and thought himself extremely generous and unselfish in carrying it out.

He had known he was right when he arrived at Longbourn and saw Jane Bennet's lovely face. As the eldest, she should marry first, and for the first evening she was his choice. But the next morning, after a fifteen-minute conversation with Mrs Bennet, he had to change his mind. When he explained that he was hoping to find a wife among her daughters, she replied, with a happy smile, that her eldest daughter was very likely to be engaged soon. 'But there are my other daughters, Mr Collins,' she continued, encouragingly.

Mr Collins had only to change from Jane to Elizabeth, and it was soon done—done while Mrs Bennet was pouring the tea. Next to Jane in birth and beauty, Elizabeth was the obvious choice.

Mrs Bennet was delighted, hoping that she might soon have two daughters married. The man whom she had so disliked the day before was now a favourite with her.



mention v. speak or write something about. 提及。

astonishment n. great surprise. 惊奇。

curiosity n. being curious. 好奇心。

inherit v. receive as heir. 继承。

legal adj. connected with the law. 合法的。

attempt v. make a start at doing something. 试做；企图。

unjust adj. 不公平的。

generous adj. giving, ready to give, freely. 慷慨的。

influence n. power due to wealth, position, etc. 势力；权力。

doubtless adv. without doubt. 无疑地。

inconvenience n. discomfort or trouble. 不便。

respectful adj. showing respect. 有礼貌的。

servility n. servile behaviour or attitude. 奴隶的行为或态度。

entertaining adj. pleasing; amusing. 有趣的。

seldom adv. not often. 很少。

formal adj. in accordance with rules, customs, and convention. 正式的；合乎礼仪的。

otherwise conj. if not, or else. 否则。

cautious adj. having or showing caution. 小心的。

responsible adj. trustworthy. 可信赖的。

apologize v. make an apology. 道歉。

witness v. be present at and see. 亲见；目击。

disdain n. contempt; scorn. 轻视。

thoughtful adj. full of thought. 深思的。

compliment n. expression of admiration. 赞扬。

suitable adj. right for the purpose or occasion. 适合的。

shocked adj. causing shock. 令人震惊的。

religious adj. of religion. 宗教的。

education n. 教育。

engage v. promise, agree, to marry. 订婚。

pour v. cause to flow in a continuous stream 倒。

obvious adj. easily seen or understood; clear; plain. 显而易见的。


3　柯林斯先生造访浪搏恩

[image: alt]

“亲爱的，我希望你已经通知过厨师今天送上一份像样的晚饭，我有客人来。”第二天早饭后班纳特先生对妻子说。

“亲爱的，是谁？除了夏洛特·卢卡斯偶尔来一趟，我不知道谁还会来。要是她，家常便饭就够了。”

“我说的那个人是个有教养的男人，一个陌生人。”

班纳特太太激动得两眼放光。“是彬格莱先生，我敢肯定！简，你怎么从来没有提过！啊，能见到他我高兴极了。丽迪亚，我的乖，快拉铃。我得马上跟厨师讲。”

“不是彬格莱先生，”她丈夫说，“这个人我以来没有见过。”

一言既出，满座皆惊。太太和五个女儿异口同声，急切地向他发问，这使他十分得意。他先拿她们的好奇心逗了一会儿乐，最后作了解释。“最近，我收到了远房侄子柯林斯先生的一封来信。你们知道，我死后他要继承我的一切财产，到时候可能随时把你们赶出这幢房子。”

“哦，亲爱的！”他妻子叫道，“请不要提那个可恶的家伙。自己的财产不留给自己的孩子，这恐怕是世界上最难叫人接受的事情了。我要是你的话，肯定不会就此罢休。”简和伊丽莎白又向她解释了一遍法律上的具体情况。她们以前经常向她解释，可是这种事班纳特太太拒不理解，她继续叫苦不迭地对柯林斯先生发牢骚。

“这件事当然很不公平，”班纳特先生表示赞同，“柯林斯先生继承这幢房子受之有愧，无论怎样他都难以免于这种愧疚。可是，如果你愿意听听他的来信，他说话的口气也许会使你的态度缓和一点。”

他大声朗读了以下这封信：




亲爱的先生：

阁下与先父之不和一直令我深感不安。自从先父去世之后我一直希望重修两家之好。经过长期学习与培训，我已于最近成为牧师，并万分荣幸地获得刘易斯·德·包尔公爵的遗孀凯瑟琳·德·包尔夫人的恩宠。这位慷慨的夫人将汉斯福的教区长职位赐与了我，当时，这个职位正好空缺。汉斯福是个村庄，位于这位夫人在肯特郡巨大的乡间别墅附近。在此，一有必要，我便履行自己的职责，而且无时无刻不极力表现出对夫人的感激和尊敬。另外，作为一名牧师，我感到有责任尽我力之所及，促进本教区家家户户亲善和睦。有鉴于此，我自信向您伸出友谊之手是正确之举。我最终继承您的财产之后，诸位令嫒一定会一无所有，对此我自然深感不安，并为此真切道歉。我向您保证我愿意尽一切可能给予补偿——这一点容后再叙。如果您不反对，我拟于11月18日星期一4点钟前来拜谒您和全家，并有可能在贵府打扰至星期六离开。这不会引起我什么不便，因为凯瑟琳夫人对于我偶尔离开职守绝无反对之意。

亲爱的先生，我向尊夫人及诸位令嫒致以尊敬的、良好的祝愿。您的朋友威廉·柯林斯。




“所以，今天下午4点这位和事佬先生就要来了，”班纳特先生说着，一面把信折叠起来，“他像是一位知书达礼、严肃认真的年轻人。凯瑟琳夫人允许他拜访我们，真是体贴入微呀！”

“那么，如果他愿意用某种方式给女儿们以补偿的话，我当然不会给他泼冷水。”班纳特太太说。

“虽然很难猜测，”简说，“他打算如何补偿我们，不过，他想帮助我们，倒是件好事。”

“我觉得他有点儿古怪。”伊丽莎白说。“他听起来过于自鸣得意，谈起凯瑟琳夫人又过于客气！他将来继承父亲的财产为什么要道歉？我们知道那不是他的错。先生，他会是个理智的人吗？”她转向班纳特先生，补充道。

“我想不是，亲爱的。他极有可能恰恰相反。他在信中显得既卑躬屈膝，又妄自尊大，这一定很有趣，我真想马上见到他。”

年纪居中的女儿玛丽大部分时间都在读书，很少参与家人的谈话，这时她插话说，在她看来，这封信意思表达得恰如其分。可是吉蒂和丽迪亚对这封信和它的作者没表现出任何兴趣。她们想象不出来见到表兄会有什么乐趣，因为他极不可能穿着军服来。不过，她们的母亲听完信之后改变了对柯林斯先生的态度，现在准备着心平气和地迎接他，这使得丈夫和女儿们大为惊讶。

柯林斯先生准时到达，受到了全家极为客气的接待。班纳特先生实际上没说几句话，可是女士们总是有话可说，而柯林斯先生似乎也不需要鼓励。这个年轻人25岁，高高的个子，样子很稳重。他表情严肃，言谈拘谨。他来到不久，就对班纳特太太说：“夫人，您有这么多懂事的女儿，我必须向您表示祝贺。关于她们的美貌我耳闻很多，如今相见，才知道比传闻的漂亮百倍。我相信，您不久就会看到她们一个个喜结良缘。”

对于别人的夸奖，班纳特太太从来不争执，于是她回答道：“谢谢你的吉言，先生，我确实希望她们找到好男人，不然的话，她们生活就无依无靠了。”

“您大概是指我要继承班纳特家的财产一事吧？”

“啊，是的，先生，一点儿不错！你也得承认，对我那可怜的女儿来说，这可不是什么令人高兴的事。”

“夫人，我十分清楚令嫒们的困难处境——关于这一点，我还有话要说，可是我十分注意讲话要宁少勿多，宁晚勿早。不过，我愿意告诉您，对于到这里后对姑娘们产生爱慕之情，我是有思想准备的。也许等我们互相熟悉之后——”

开饭的铃声响了，全家人同客人一起来到了餐厅。柯林斯先生称赞客厅、餐厅和所有的家具，姑娘们对此偷偷地相视而笑。要在往常，班纳特夫人听到这样的赞美，一定会乐滋滋的，可是这次她禁不住心里嘀咕，说不定他是在欣赏自己未来的财产呢。晚饭他也说好极了，就问是哪位迷人的表妹的手艺。可是班纳特夫人十分尖刻地向他解释说，他们完全请得起好厨师，女儿们根本不用下厨房。他于是赶紧请她原谅自己的冒失，接着又道歉了大约一刻钟。

到现在为止，班纳特先生几乎还没有说什么话，但是，他觉得现在应该介入谈话了。“柯林斯先生，你被授与圣职似乎非常幸运。”他说。

他选的这句开场白再合适不过了。柯林斯先生兴致勃勃地讲了几分钟，称赞凯瑟琳夫人。“我一生中还从来没有见过出身如此高贵的人会这样体贴人！虽然她是一位贵妇人，可是她从来都没有看不起我。她和我谈话几乎就像和同等身份的人谈话一样，还给我提出建议。例如，她建议我尽早结婚。而且，您知道吗，她请我到她家吃过两次饭！有人认为她高傲，可是她对我从来都很和蔼。她甚至不怕麻烦到寒舍去过一次，还分细心地让我作一两处改进——在楼上放几个架子。”

“我相信她做得很对、很有礼貌，”班纳特太太说，“她住得离你近吗，先生？”

“夫人的家罗新斯庄园和寒舍仅有一条乡间小路相隔。”

“我想你刚说过她是个寡妇？有孩子吗？”

“她只有一个女儿，将会继承罗新斯庄园和凯瑟琳夫人所有的财产。是一位很有魅力的年轻小姐，可惜健康状况欠佳。我拜访罗新斯时经常稍稍称赞一下她的容貌和才艺。凯瑟琳夫人很喜欢对她女儿的称赞。我把取悦夫人当成了我的职责。”

“我认为你做得对，”班纳特先生说，“你奉承人体贴入微，毫无疑问是个专家。请问你是怎么想起这些取悦之辞的？”

“有些是当下随口说的，不过，空闲时我也准备几句，也许在不同的场合可以用上。”

班纳特先生饶有兴趣地听了这位侄子的谈话。柯林斯先生正像他所预料的那样愚蠢。到喝茶时分，班纳特先生觉得已经听够了，茶点过后，他便请客人给姑娘们大声读点东西。可是，柯林斯先生一看到递给他的是小说，脸上马上露出吃惊的神色，坚持说他从来不读小说。相反，他选了一本宗教方面的书，然后用缓慢、严肃的声调读了起来。丽迪亚不会长时间地掩饰自己的厌倦情绪，他只读了三页，她便粗鲁地打断了他，问她母亲麦里屯一位军官的情况怎么样了。柯林斯先生感情受到了伤害，拒绝再往下读，尽管班纳特太太和其他几个女儿为丽迪亚的失礼道了歉。

柯林斯先生不是一位很有理智的人，教育和社会都改变不了他。对保护人的尊敬、自命不凡和新职位使得傲气和奴性在他身上并存。他现在既然有了窝，收入又相当可观，于是便决定结婚了。班纳特家的姑娘以娇媚迷人闻名遐迩，他所谓的补偿就是同其中的一位姑娘结婚，以弥补这些姑娘因为他而失去的继承权。他认为这是一个极好的计划，还觉得自己使之付诸实施，非常慷慨无私。

他到达浪搏恩，见了简·班纳特可爱的脸蛋后，便肯定自己的决定是正确的。简作为长女，应当首先结婚，在头天晚上，他就选中了她。但第二天早上与班纳特太太经过15分钟的交谈，他就不得不改变自己的想法了。他解释说他要在几位姑娘中找一位妻子时，班纳特太太脸上洋溢出幸福的微笑，她回答说，大女儿很可能不久就订婚。“可是我还有别的女儿呢，柯林斯先生。”她继续说，语调中带着鼓励。

柯林斯先生不得不把简换成伊丽莎白，不一会儿就定了下来——班纳特太太沏茶时他做出了决定。伊丽莎白在年龄和姿色上都仅次于简，选她是很显然的。

班纳特太太乐滋滋的，满心希望不久将有两个女儿嫁出去。前一天她还感到厌恶的男人一下子成了她的掌上明珠。


4
Elizabeth meets Mr Wickham

When later that morning Lydia suggested walking to Meryton to see some of the officers, all her sisters except Mary agreed to accompany her. Even Mr Collins went with them, encouraged by Mr Bennet, who was by now most anxious to have some time to himself. During their walk, the girls listened politely to Mr Collins' self-important speeches, but as soon as they entered Meryton, the younger ones no longer even pretended to be interested in his conversation, but looked eagerly around in search of the officers.

Just then all the young ladies noticed a very gentleman-like young man, whom they had never seen before, walking down the street with an officer they knew. They were all wondering who the handsome stranger could be, when the officer came up to them to greet them. He asked permission to introduce his friend, whose name was Mr Wickham, and who had apparently arrived recently from London, to become an officer in the regiment. This was exactly as it should be, because the young man only needed an officer's uniform to become completely charming. He was very good-looking, with a very pleasant, sociable manner, and after the introductions, conversation flowed most enjoyably in the little group. They were still standing and talking happily together, when they heard the sound of horses, and saw Darcy and Bingley riding down the street. The two gentlemen came straight towards the ladies to greet them. Bingley was clearly most interested in Jane Bennet, and started talking particularly to her. Darcy, however, was just determining not to look at Elizabeth, when he suddenly noticed the stranger. By chance Elizabeth saw Darcy's and Wickham's faces at the moment when they caught sight of each other, and she was astonished at the effect of the meeting. Both changed colour, one white, the other red. After a few moments Mr Wickham touched his hat, and Mr Darcy nodded very slightly. What could this mean? It was impossible to imagine, and it was impossible not to wish to know.

In another moment Mr Bingley, who did not seem to have noticed what had happened, said goodbye and rode away with Mr Darcy. The two officers accompanied the young ladies to Mrs Philips' house, but did not go in, in spite of Lydia's repeated invitations. Mrs Philips was always glad to see her nieces, and welcomed Mr Collins most politely when he was introduced to her. She did not, however, have any more information for the girls about the agreeable Mr Wickham.

'But I tell you what, my dears,' she said brightly, 'I'm giving a little supper party for some of the officers tomorrow. I'll ask Mr Philips to visit Mr Wickham and invite him to come too. Will you all come as well?'

The girls were delighted and agreed at once to this arrangement, and the whole group walked back to Longbourn, happily discussing the enjoyable evening they were going to have. Mr Collins had been very impressed with Mrs Philips' politeness, and when they reached Longbourn, he complimented Mrs Ben net on her sister's elegance and charming manners.

The next evening the carriage took him and his five cousins to Meryton, and the girls had the pleasure of hearing, as they entered the hall, that Mr Wickham had accepted their uncle's invitation, and was at that moment in the house.

When Mr Collins was shown into the sitting-room, and had time to look around and admire it, he said immediately to Mrs Philips, 'Madam, I must compliment you on the size and furniture of this room. Really, I could almost imagine myself in the smaller summer breakfast-room at Rosings!'

This remark did not at first please his hostess very much, but when she heard from him what Rosings was, and who its owner was, and how much Lady Catherine's furniture cost, she realized what a great compliment it was. During the evening Mr Collins found Mrs Philips a kind and attentive listener, which was fortunate, as the Bennet girls could not bring themselves to listen to him any longer.

All the ladies were impatient to see Mr Wickham, and when he came into the room, he appeared far more charming and gentlemanly than any of the officers present. He was the lucky man towards whom almost every female eye turned, and Elizabeth was the lucky woman beside whom he finally took his seat. His pleasant way of making conversation made her feel that he could talk interestingly about anything. As he did not play cards, which some of the party were doing, he stayed talking to Elizabeth for a large part of the evening. She hoped he would tell her how he knew Mr Darcy, but she dared not mention that gentleman. Luckily, however, Mr Wickham himself began to talk about it, although in a rather hesitating manner.

'Netherfield is quite near Meryton, I suppose? How long has—has Mr Darcy been staying there?'

'He has been there about a month,' replied Elizabeth. Unwilling to let the matter drop, she added, 'He is a man of very large property in Derbyshire, I understand.'

'Yes,' replied Wickham, 'his income is ten thousand a year at least. I know more about him than most people, as I have been closely connected with his family since childhood.'

Elizabeth could only look surprised.

'You might well be surprised, Miss Bennet, at my saying that, after noticing, as you probably did, the very cold manner of our meeting yesterday. Do you know Mr Darcy well?'

'As well as I ever wish to!' cried Elizabeth. 'I've spent four days in the same house as him, and I consider him very disagreeable.'

'I've known him too long and too well to judge fairly whether he's disagreeable or not. But I believe most people would be astonished by your opinion.'

'He is not at all liked here in Hertfordshire. Everybody is disgusted with his pride. You won't find him praised by anyone.'

'I can't pretend to be sorry that he is valued as he deserves, but with him I believe it doesn't often happen. The world is blinded by his fortune and importance, or frightened by his proud behaviour, and sees him only as he chooses to be seen.' After a pause Wickham added, 'I wonder if he's likely to stay at Netherfield much longer.'

'I don't know at all, but I hope his presence won' t stop you becoming an officer in the regiment here.'

'Oh no! I won't be driven away by Mr Darcy. If he wishes to avoid seeing me, he must go. The reason I have for avoiding him is one I could easily make public to the whole world—he has treated me very badly. His late father, Miss Bennet, was one of the best men who ever lived, and the most faithful friend I ever had. And whenever I'm with this Mr Darcy, I think of his father with the most painful regret. Mr Darcy has behaved wickedly towards me, but I could forgive him anything except the insult to his father's memory.'

Elizabeth was fascinated, and listened eagerly, but did not like to ask any questions. Mr Wickham began to speak more generally about Meryton and the charming people he had met there.

'In fact, that's why I was tempted to join the regiment. I'd heard that Meryton society is most agreeable. Society, I confess, is necessary to me. I have been a disappointed man, you see. I did not intend to join the army at all. The Church ought to have been my profession, and I should at this moment have a comfortable income as a Derbyshire rector, if the gentleman we were speaking of just now had wished it.'

'Indeed!'

'Yes—Mr Darcy's father had always been very fond of me, and intended to give me the post of rector of Pemberley. But unfortunately, after his death, when the post became vacant, it was given to someone else.'

'No!' cried Elizabeth, horrified. 'But how could that happen? Why didn't you get legal advice, and claim what was rightfully yours?'

'Mr Darcy's father had not stated his wish in writing. A man of honour could not have doubted his intention, but Mr Darcy chose to treat it as a recommendation only. I really can not accuse myself of having done anything to deserve to lose the post. The fact is, he hates me. I think he was jealous of his father's affection for me, which annoyed him from the beginning.'

'This is very shocking! I hadn't thought Mr Darcy as bad as this, although I've never liked him. I assumed he felt superior to everyone else, but did not suspect him of behaving in such a wicked, unjust, inhuman way!'

'We grew up together at Pemberley, you know. My father gave up all his time to take care of the Pemberley farms, and was greatly appreciated as a close friend by the late Mr Darcy, who promised just before my father' s death to provide for me. The present Mr Darcy did not choose to respect that promise.'

'How strange that Mr Darcy's pride has not made him help you! Surely he's too proud to wish to appear dishonest—which is what I must call him.'

'He's certainly very proud—proud of his position, his family, his father, and his sister, too, you know.'

'What sort of a girl is Miss Darcy?'

He shook his head. 'It gives me pain to criticize a Darcy. But she's too much like her brother—very, very proud. She's a handsome girl of about fifteen or sixteen, and, I understand, extremely accomplished.'

'I am astonished at Mr Darcy's close friendship with Mr Bingley! How can Mr Bingley, who seems so charming and kind, be friendly with such a man?'

'I don't know Mr Bingley at all, but Mr Darcy can be a pleasant companion if he thinks it worthwhile.'

Just then they were joined by some of the others, and the conversation became more general. When Mr Collins was talking to Mrs Philips about his patron, Mr Wickham looked quickly in his direction, and then asked Elizabeth, 'Does your cousin know Lady Catherine de Bourgh very well?'

'I don' t think he has known her for long, but she has recently given him the post of rector of Hunsford.'

'Perhaps you know that Lady Catherine is the present Mr Darcy's aunt? I believe she is planning to marry her daughter, who will inherit a fortune, to Mr Darcy.'

This information made Elizabeth smile, as she thought of poor Miss Bingley's efforts to attract Mr Darcy, which might all be in vain. The supper party came to an end, and Elizabeth went away with her head full of Mr Wickham. She could think of nothing but him, and what he had told her, all the way home.

The next day she told Jane everything she had discussed with Mr Wickham. Jane listened with astonishment and concern. She could not believe that Mr Darcy could so little deserve Mr Bingley's friendship, and yet she did not want to doubt the truthfulness of such an agreeable young man as Mr Wickham. Elizabeth, however, felt sure that Mr Darcy was to blame.

That morning an invitation arrived at Longbourn. Mr Bingley had fixed the date for the ball he had promised to give at Netherfield, and it was to be on the following Tuesday. Every female in the Bennet family was looking forward to it, even Mary, who lifted her head from her book to say, unsmiling, 'As long as I have my mornings free for serious reading, I do not mind meeting people in the evenings. I consider some relaxation and amusement is good for everybody.'

Elizabeth felt so cheerful at the thought of dancing with Mr Wickham that she made an unusual effort to speak kindly to Mr Collins.

'Will you accept Mr Bingley's invitation, sir? And if you do, will you, as a priest, consider it right to dance?'

'I shall certainly accept, and I am so far from objecting to dancing that I hope to have the honour of dancing with all my beautiful cousins. I take this opportunity of asking you, Miss Elizabeth, for the first two dances especially.'

She was very surprised, and rather annoyed. She had hoped that Wickham would ask her for those dances, but now she would have Mr Collins instead! She could not refuse, however, and his request also worried her in another way. His manner to her seemed particularly flattering, which gave her the unwelcome idea that perhaps she had been chosen from among her sisters to be the rector of Hunsford's wife. As she observed the increasing number of compliments he paid to her beauty and character, she felt sure that he intended to propose marriage. For the moment, however, she decided to do nothing, but wait and see.

On Tuesday evening, when Elizabeth entered the hall at Netherfield and looked in vain for Mr Wickham among the red coats gathered there, she was surprised and disappointed to see he was not present. She had never doubted he would come, and had dressed with more than her usual care, looking forward to winning his heart, which she knew was already partly hers. But she immediately suspected that Darcy had persuaded Bingley not to invite Wickham, and although she discovered from one of the officers that in fact Wickham had been invited, but had been called away on business, she felt sure Wickham had wanted to avoid meeting Darcy, and blamed Darcy for this. As a result, when Darcy greeted her, she was so annoyed with him that she could hardly reply politely.

But she soon became more cheerful, and determined to enjoy the ball in spite of Wickham's absence. Unfortunately, the first two dances, with Mr Collins, were painfully embarrassing, as her cousin had no idea how to dance, and moved extremely awkwardly. She was relieved to leave him, and have the third dance with an officer, who gave her great pleasure by talking about Wickham and his popularity in the regiment. After this, she was very surprised to be approached by Mr Darcy and invited to dance. She was so astonished, in fact, that she accepted him without thinking, and found herself standing opposite him on the dance floor. 'What an honour for me, to be allowed to dance with Mr Darcy!' she thought. They danced for some time in silence, and then she made a remark. He replied, and was silent again. After a pause, she spoke again.

'Now you must say something, Mr Darcy. You could remark on the size of the room, or the number of couples.'

He smiled. 'I'll say whatever you wish me to say.'

'Very well. That reply will do for the moment. Perhaps soon I'll observe that private balls are much pleasanter than public ones. But now we can be silent. Conversation needs to be arranged in this way so that those people who don't enjoy talking are not required to make any effort.'

'Are you referring to yourself, or are you thinking of me?'

'Both,' said Elizabeth, smiling, 'because I think you and I are similar. We're both unsociable and unwilling to speak, unless we can astonish and impress the whole room.'

'I am sure you aren't like that,' he answered. 'I cannot say whether I am, or not. You obviously think so.'

She said nothing.

'Do you and your sisters often go to Meryton?' he continued.

'We do,' she replied, and, unable to resist the temptation, she added, 'When you met us there last week, we had just been introduced to someone.'

The effect was immediate. There was a new coldness in Darcy's expression. After a moment he said, with difficulty, 'Mr Wickham is so agreeable that he makes friends easily. Whether he can keep them is less certain.'

'He has been unlucky enough to lose your friendship,' replied Elizabeth sharply, 'and in a way which will cause him hardship all his life.' Darcy did not reply to this, and there was only time for a little more conversation before the dance ended.

Elizabeth went to find Jane, and listened with delight as she described her feelings for Bingley, and her confidence in his affection for her. But apart from Jane, it seemed to Elizabeth that if her family had made an agreement to appear as stupid as possible during the ball, they could not have been more successful. First Mr Collins insisted on going to introduce himself to Mr Darcy, the nephew of his respected patron, and was received very coldly. Then, during supper, Mrs Bennet could not be prevented from talking very loudly to Lady Lucas about her great hopes of Jane's marriage to Bingley. Elizabeth blushed in embarrassment when she realized that the Bingley sisters and Mr Darcy were able to hear. Finally, when some music was required, Mary Bennet went confidently to the piano, and sang and played several songs, all rather badly.

The rest of the evening brought Elizabeth little amusement. She could not even go and talk to people she knew, as Mr Collins seemed determined to stay close by her side all evening. Fortunately, her good friend Charlotte Lucas occasionally gave her some relief, by kindly listening to some of Mr Collins' long speeches. At least Elizabeth did not have to talk to Mr Darcy any more. He often stood near her, quite alone, but did not come close enough to speak.

At the end of the evening it was obvious to Elizabeth that although her family had greatly enjoyed the ball, the Bingley sisters were eager for these particular guests to leave. Mr Collins, however, was enthusiastic in his praise of the Bingleys' hospitality, and Mrs Bennet invited the whole Bingley family to visit Longbourn as soon as possible. She was feeling very satisfied, convinced that in three or four months Jane would be married to Bingley. She was also sure that Elizabeth would marry Mr Collins. This was a good enough marriage for Elizabeth, who was her least favourite daughter, but not nearly as impressive as Jane's marriage to Bingley.



except prep. not including. 除……之外。

accompany v. go with. 伴随。

permission n. act of allowing or permitting. 许可。

sociable adj. friendly. 友善的。

impossible adj. not possible. 不可能的。

in spite of not to be prevented by. 虽然。

politely adv. having, showing the possession of, good manners and consideration for other people. 有礼貌地。

arrangement n. arranging or being arranged. 安排。

manner n. person's way of behaving toward others. 态度；举止。

accept v. receive. 接受。

hostess n. woman who entertains guests. 女主人。

attentive adj. giving or paying attention. 专心的；殷勤的。

luckily adv. fortunately. 幸运地。

connect v. join. 连接。

disagreeable adj. unpleasant. 令人不愉快的。

fairly adv. justly. 公平地。

value v. have a high opinion of. 重视。

deserve v. be entitled to. 值得。

frighten v. fill with fright or terror. 惊吓。

faithful adj. loyal and true. 忠实的。

income n. money received during a given period. 收入。

rector n. head of certain universities, colleges, schools, or religious institutions. 院长；首长。

advice n. opinion about what to do, how to behave. 劝告。

assume v. take as true. 以为。

dishonest adj. not honest. 不诚实的。

worthwhile adj. 值得做的。

general adj. of affecting, all or nearly all. 全面的；一般的。

direction n. point towards which a person or thing looks or faces. 方向。

effort n. trying hard. 努力；尽力。

blame v. find fault with. 责备。

lift v. raise to a higher level or position. 抬起。

object v. make a protest against. 反对。

especially adv. in particular. 尤其。

propose v. offer marriage. 求婚。

vain adj. without use, value, meaning or result. 无结果的。

avoid v. keep or get away from. 避免。

awkwardly adv. clumsy; having little skill. 笨拙地。

silence n. absence of sound. 寂静。

remark n. comment. 评论。

require v. demand. 要求。

temptation n. tempting or being tempted. 诱惑。

sharply adv. harsh. 尖刻地。

apart from independently from. 除……之外。

nephew n. son of one's brother or sister. 外甥。

blush v. become red from shame or confusion. 脸红。

occasionally adv. now and then. 偶尔地。

hospitality n. friendly and generous reception and entertainment of guests. 好客。


4　伊丽莎白巧遇韦翰先生

[image: alt]

那天上午晚些时候，丽迪亚提议步行到麦里屯去见几位军官，除了玛丽，几位姐姐都同意陪她去。甚至柯林斯先生也去了。是班纳特先生鼓动他去的，他现在急切地需要清静一会儿。在路上，姑娘们很有礼貌地听着柯林斯先生妄自尊大的演讲，可是，她们一进人麦里屯，几位年龄小的便四处张望，搜索军官的影子，连听他讲话的样子都不装了。

正在这时，所有的年轻小姐都注意到了一位风度翩翩的年轻人，这个人她们以前从未见过，现在正和一位她们认识的军官沿着大街往前走。她们正在纳闷这位英俊的陌生人是谁，那位军官走过来和她们打招呼。军官获得允许之后介绍了他的朋友韦翰先生。他显然是新近从伦敦过来的，调到团里当军官。看来军官就理应他当，因为这个年轻人只需配上军官制服，便能使姑娘们完全为之倾倒。此人一表人才，谈吐文雅，待人随和，互相介绍完毕之后，这个小团体就充满了欢声笑语。他们正站在一块愉快地交谈，这时他们听到一阵马蹄声，看见达西和彬格莱骑着马沿街走来。两位先生径直来到姑娘们面前与她们打招呼。彬格莱显然对简·班纳特最感兴趣，开始跟她一个人谈话。而达西正在下决心不去看伊丽莎白时，突然注意到了那位陌生人。达西和韦翰目光相撞时，伊丽莎白正好看到他们两人的脸色。她对两人相遇时的表现感到惊讶不已。两人脸色都变了，一个白，一个红。片刻之后，韦翰先生碰了碰帽子以示行礼，达西先生则轻微地点了点头。这会是什么意思？不可能想象得出来，而且也不可能不想去探个究竟。

彬格莱先生似乎没有注意到刚才发生的事，过了一会儿便道了别，与达西先生骑着马走了。两位军官陪着几位小姐到了菲力普斯家，虽然丽迪亚再三邀请，但他们没有进去。菲力普斯太太见到外甥女总是十分高兴，听她们介绍了柯林斯先生后，很客气地向他表示欢迎。可是，关于那随和的韦翰先生，她也不能给姑娘们提供更多的情况。

“不过，我告诉你们怎么办，孩子们，”她喜气洋洋地说，“明天我请几位军官吃顿晚饭，我让菲力普斯先生去拜访一下韦翰先生，也请他过来。你们大家也都来吗？”

姑娘们兴高采烈，马上同意了这个安排，这一些人便又步行返回浪搏恩，一路谈论着将要度过的愉快的夜晚。柯林斯先生对于菲力普斯太太的彬彬有礼印象深刻，到达浪搏恩后，便向班纳特太太称赞她妹妹迷人绰约的风姿。

第二天晚上，柯林斯先生和五个表妹乘马车到达麦里屯，姑娘们一进客厅，就听说韦翰接受了姨夫的邀请，而且已经驾到，感到十分高兴。

柯林斯先生被领到起居室，四下张望并欣赏了一会儿，马上对菲力普斯太太说：“夫人，您的房间如此宽敞，家具如此精美，我必须向您表示祝贺。实际上我几乎可以想象出我正身处罗新斯小型的夏日早餐厅！”

这句话起初并没有使女主人感到十分高兴，可是，当她得知罗新斯是什么、它的主人是谁、凯瑟琳夫人的家具多么昂贵时，她才认识到刚才的话是何等的恭维。那天晚上，柯林斯先生发现菲力普斯太太很和蔼，听别人讲话很专心。这一点使他很幸运，因为班纳特家的姑娘们已经再也耐不住性子听他讲了。

所有的小姐都迫不及待地等着见到韦翰先生。他走进了屋里，显得比在场的任何军官都更有魅力，更有绅士风度。韦翰是当天最幸运的男子，差不多每个女人的目光都转向了他；伊丽莎白是最幸运的女子，因为韦翰终于在她身边坐了下来。他谈话的愉快方式使伊丽莎白感觉到他可以饶有兴趣地谈论任何事情。有些人在打牌，他不打牌，所以，大半个晚上都在与伊丽莎白聊天。伊丽莎白希望他能告诉她他是如何认识达西先生的，可是她不敢提起那个男人。不过，韦翰碰巧自己提起了这个话头，虽然讲起来有些迟疑。

“尼日斐离麦里屯很近吧，我想是？达西先生在那儿待了有——多长时间了？”

“大约有一个月了，”伊丽莎白回答说。为了不转移话题，她又补充说，“据我所知，他在德比郡有大量财产。”

“是的，”韦翰回答说，“他的年收入至少一万英镑。提起他，我比一般人都更清楚，因为我从小就跟他家关系密切。”

伊丽莎白惊讶不已。

“班纳特小姐，你昨天看到——可能会看到——我们见面时冷冰冰的样子，今天又听了我这番话，我想你会感到很奇怪的。你和达西先生很熟吗？”

“我也只希望跟他这么熟就足够了！”伊丽莎白大声说，“我们在同一屋檐下生活了四天，我觉得这个人很讨厌。”

“我们的交往太久太深，使我不能公平地判断他是否讨厌。可是我觉得多数人都会对你的评价感到震惊。”

“他在哈福德郡这儿可一点也不讨人喜欢。大家对他的高傲都感到恶心。你不会听到任何人赞扬他。”

“他得到这样的评价是罪有应得，我对此表示难过也不是装出来的。但对于他，人们一般不会作出你这样的评价。因为世人都被他的财产和地位蒙住了眼睛，或者被他的傲慢行为吓懵了，只能是他摆出什么样子，大家就看什么样子。”韦翰顿了一下，接着说，“我不知道他是否可能在尼日斐长期待下去。”

“我一点都不清楚，不过我希望他在这儿不会影响你在这边的兵团成为军官。”

“噢，不会的！我不会被达西先生赶走的。如果他想避免见到我，他应当走。我不想见他的理由我可以轻易地向全世界公开——他待我很糟糕。班纳特小姐，他已故的父亲是世界上最好的人之一，也是我所有朋友中最忠诚的。每当我和现在的达西先生在一起时，我一想到他的父亲，便会充满了最令人痛心的遗憾。达西先生对我十分恶毒，但是，我一切都可以原谅他，就是不能原谅他辱没了他先父的声名。”

伊丽莎白被强烈地吸引住了，急切地听着，但不想问什么问题。韦翰先生开始泛泛而谈麦里屯和他在那里遇到的轶闻趣事。

“实际上，这也正是我为什么会被吸引到这里参军的缘故。我早就听说麦里屯的社交圈子是十分令人愉快的。我承认，社交对我是必要的，你知道，我是一个生活无望的人。我原来并不打算参军。我应当做牧师。如果我们刚才谈到的那位先生希望的话，我现在应当是德比郡的一名教区长了，有一笔丰厚的收入。”

“是吗！”

“是的——达西先生的父亲一直很疼爱我，打算把彭伯里的牧师职位留给我。可是，遗憾的是，他死后，牧师的空缺职位却给了别人。”

“不！”伊丽莎白感到震惊，叫了起来。“可是那怎么可能呢？你为什么不寻求法律帮助，请求获得自己的合法权益？”

“达西先生的父亲没有立书面遗嘱。正直的人是不会怀疑他的意图的，但是达西先生却把它理解为仅仅是一种推荐意见。我确实没有做错什么事，让我丧失这样的职位。事实上是他恨我。我想是他父亲对我的疼爱使他心存妒意，使他一开始就耿耿于怀。”

“真是骇人听闻！虽然我从来没有喜欢过达西先生，可是从来没有想到过他有那样坏。我只是想，他总觉得自己高人一等，可是从来没有怀疑过他会这样邪恶，这样不公正，这样无情！”

“你知道，我们俩在彭伯里一块长大。我父亲把毕生的精力都用于照料彭伯里的农场，因此，已故的达西先生对我父亲十分感激，把家父看作挚友，就在我父亲临终前，他许诺以后供养我。现在的达西先生没有信守那个诺言。”

“我真感到奇怪，达西先生既然有那样的自尊心，为什么不能帮你一把！确实，他是傲慢过度，不愿显得不诚实——我不能不称之为不诚实。”

“他当然很傲慢——因为自己的地位、家庭、父亲，还有妹妹，你知道。”

“达西小姐是什么样的人？”

他摇了摇头。“批评达西家的人使我感到痛心。但是，她太像她哥哥了——非常、非常傲慢。她是个十五六岁的漂亮小姐，据我所知，很有才气。”

“我对达西先生和彬格莱先生的亲密关系感到震惊！彬格莱先生看起来那么可爱，那么和蔼，怎么会跟这样的人交朋友？”

“我根本不认识彬格莱先生，可是达西先生如果认为值得，也会和颜悦色地和人相处。”

这时，另外几个人加入了他们的谈话，话题就分散了。当柯林斯先生对菲力普斯太太谈起他的保护人时，韦翰先生迅速朝那个方向望了一下，然后问伊丽莎白：“你表兄和凯瑟琳·德·包尔夫人很熟吗？”

“我想他们不会相识多久，但是，她最近把汉斯福的教区长职务给了他。”

“你也许知道凯瑟琳夫人就是现在的达西先生的姨妈？我想她打算把她的女儿嫁给达西先生。她女儿会继承一大笔财产。”

这话使伊丽莎白笑了，因为她想到了可怜的彬格莱小姐，她正在设法吸引达西先生，这下就可能是白费力气了。晚宴结束，伊丽莎白走了，满脑子都是韦翰先生。她一路上只是想着他，和他所说的话。

第二天，她把与韦翰先生的谈话内容全部告诉了简。简又惊讶又关切地听着。她不敢相信达西先生竟如此辜负了彬格莱先生的一番情谊，又不愿怀疑像韦翰先生这样可爱的年轻人所说的话的真实性。但是，伊丽莎白坚信是达西先生的错。

那天上午，浪搏恩的一家受到了邀请。彬格莱先生已经确定了他答应在尼日斐举办的舞会的日子，就在下一个星期二。班纳特一家的所有女性都盼望着这一天，甚至玛丽也不例外。她从书上抬起头，绷着脸说：“只要我上午能空出来读些严肃的书籍，晚上和人交往一下我倒不介意。我认为适度的放松和娱乐对任何人都是有好处的。”

伊丽莎白一想到将要与韦翰先生跳舞了，感到异常兴奋，竟然作出了不同寻常的努力，和柯林斯先生好声好气地说起话来。

“先生，您接受彬格莱先生的邀请吗？如果您接受的话，作为一个牧师，您觉得跳舞合适吗？”

“我当然接受。我不但不反对跳舞，而且还希望能有幸和所有漂亮的表妹跳上一曲。我借此机会邀请您，伊丽莎白小姐，特别和我跳前两支曲子。”

她很奇怪，还有点恼火。她希望韦翰请她跳前两场，可现在却要和柯林斯先生跳！可是，她不能拒绝，而且，他的请求使她感到担心的还有另外一点。他对她似乎特别殷勤，这给她一种不祥的感觉，即，在众姐妹中莫非是她被选中了做汉斯福教区长的妻子？她观察到他对她的美貌和性格奉承的次数越来越多，便肯定他想要求婚了。不过，目前她决定按兵不动，等着瞧。

星期二晚上，伊丽莎白走进了尼日斐的大厅，在穿着红色制服的军官中怎么也找不到韦翰先生。对他的缺席，伊丽莎白感到又奇怪，又失望。她从来没有想过他会不来，所以刻意打扮了一番，希望赢得他的欢心。她知道，他的心已有一部分属于她了。但是，她马上怀疑是达西说服了彬格莱不要邀请韦翰。尽管她从一位军官那里得知实际上韦翰受到了邀请，不过有公务而被抽走了，但她还是肯定，韦翰是想避免见到达西，因此又把罪责推到了达西身上。所以，当达西和她打招呼时，她对他很恼火，几乎不能有礼貌地回答他。

不过，不一会儿她就高兴起来了，并决心在韦翰缺场的情况下尽情享受这个舞会。遗憾的是，和柯林斯先生跳的前两场舞令人十分难堪，因为她的表兄根本不会跳舞，动作笨拙极了。跟他跳完以后，她松了口气。第三场是与一位军官跳的，这位军官谈到韦翰先生和他在团里的好人缘，使她获得很大乐趣。跳完之后，达西先生走近她并请她跳舞，她感到十分惊讶。实际上，她由于过分惊讶，来不及思考就接受了他的邀请，发现自己已经在舞池中站到了他的对面。“能获许同达西先生跳舞，这对我该是多大的荣幸呀！”她想。他们在沉默中跳了一会儿，伊丽莎白说了一句话，他回答完毕，又陷入了沉默。停顿了一下，她又开了口。

“达西先生，你现在得说话了。你可以谈谈房间的大小，或是有几对夫妇。”

他笑了。“你希望我说什么我就说什么。”

“很好。这样的回答现在还可以。也许过不了多久，我会发现私人舞会比公共舞会令人愉快得多。不过，现在我们可以不说话了。安排谈话时不应当强求不喜欢谈话的人费劲去找话说。”

“你是在说自己，还是在说我？”

“两个都说。”伊丽莎白答道，面带微笑，“因为我觉得我和你很相似。我们都不合群，不愿讲话，除非能语惊四座。”

“我敢肯定你不是那样的人，”他回答道，“我说不上自己是或者不是。你显然认为我是那样的人。”

她一言不发。

“你们姊妹几个经常去麦里屯吗？”他继续问道。

“经常去，”她回答说，心里憋不住，又补充说，“你上周在那儿见到我们时，我们刚被介绍给别人。”

这句话立刻产生了效果。达西的脸上重新蒙上了一层阴冷的表情。停了片刻，他面露难色地说：“十分随和，结交朋友自然容易。至于能不能和朋友长久相处，那就很难说了。”

“他真不走运，竟然失去了您的友谊，”伊丽莎白刻薄地说，“而且失去友谊的方式使他终生受罪。”达西没有回答，仅剩一点儿时间了，又谈了几句话，舞会就结束了。

伊丽莎白走过去找到了简，兴高采烈地听她描述自己对彬格莱的感情，以及她如何坚信彬格莱对她也一往情深。但伊丽莎白似乎觉得，假如当初她们全家已达成一致，认为在舞会上出洋相越多越好的话，那么，他们这次表演是再成功不过的了，只有简是个例外。首先是柯林斯先生坚持要把自己介绍给达西先生，即他尊敬的保护人的外甥，而得到的反应却十分冷淡。接着是吃晚饭时班纳特太太禁不住大声地同卢卡斯夫人谈论她很有希望将简嫁给彬格莱。伊丽莎白意识到彬格莱姐妹和达西先生能听到这些话时，羞得两颊通红。最后是需要演奏音乐时，玛丽·班纳特走过去，充满自信地坐到钢琴前，演唱并弹奏了几首歌曲，都很糟糕。

晚上剩下的时间没给伊丽莎白带来多少乐趣。她甚至不能脱身去和熟人说话，因为柯林斯先生似乎下定了决心整个晚上都傍在她身边形影不离。幸运的是，她的好友夏洛特·卢卡斯偶尔让她松了口气，十分和善地听听柯林斯先生的某些长篇大论。伊丽莎白至少不用和达西先生说话了。他经常站在她附近，形单影只，但又不凑近了说话。

晚会结束时，伊丽莎白明显地感觉到，虽然她全家在舞会上玩得都很高兴，但彬格莱姐妹希望他们这批客人赶快离开。然而，柯林斯先生还兴致勃勃地称赞彬格莱全家的盛情款待，班纳特太太又邀请彬格莱全家尽早到浪搏恩去。她感到十分满意，确信三四个月以后，简就可以和彬格莱成婚了。她也肯定伊丽莎白将会嫁给柯林斯先生。对伊丽莎白这位她最不待见的女儿来说，这样的结合已经够可以的了，但是根本比不上简和彬格莱的婚姻来劲。


5
Mr Collins proposes twice

At Longbourn the next day, soon after breakfast, Mr Collins asked Mrs Bennet for permission to speak privately to Elizabeth. Mrs Bennet was delighted, and hurried the other girls out of the room, so that Elizabeth and Mr Collins were left alone together. Elizabeth did not want to stay, and got up to leave, but after a moment's thought, sat down again quietly, determined to listen and reply politely.

'My dear Miss Elizabeth,' said Mr Collins seriously, 'this little unwillingness to hear me, this modesty of yours, can only add to your other charms. You can hardly doubt the purpose of my speech. Almost as soon as I entered the house, I chose you as the companion of my future life. But before I am carried away by my feelings, I think I should state my reasons for marrying.'

Elizabeth was trying so hard not to laugh at the idea of Mr Collins being carried away by his feelings that she was unable to reply.

'First,' he continued, 'it is right for a priest to marry, as an example to other people. Secondly, I'm sure marriage will add greatly to my happiness, and thirdly, which perhaps I should have mentioned earlier, my generous patron has advised me to marry. "Find an active, useful sort of person," she told me, "a woman who can make a small income go a long way. Bring her to Hunsford as your wife, and I'll visit her." So I decided to choose a wife from among my Bennet cousins, to lessen the loss to the family when the sad event of your father's death takes place. I flatter myself that you will appreciate my motives. And now, nothing remains but to convince you of the violence of my affection. I am quite indifferent to the fact that you bring little money with you into our marriage, and promise you that I shall make no ungenerous reference to this after we are married.'

It was absolutely necessary to interrupt him now.

'Sir, you forget I have given no answer. Accept my thanks for the compliment you are paying me, but it is impossible for me to accept your proposal.'

'Of course I understand,' said Mr Collins, 'that young ladies often do not accept a proposal of marriage the first time. I am therefore not at all discouraged, and sincerely hope we shall be married soon.'

'Sir,' cried Elizabeth, 'your hope is rather extraordinary after what I've said! I am perfectly serious. You could not make me happy, and I'm convinced I'm the last woman in the world who would make you happy. And I'm sure that if Lady Catherine knew me, she would find me poorly qualified for the situation,'

'If I knew Lady Catherine thought so—'began Mr Collins, looking very worried. 'But I cannot imagine she would disapprove of you. And when I have the honour of seeing her again, I shall certainly tell her how modest, economical and practical you are.'

'Indeed, Mr Collins, all praise of me will be unnecessary. Pay me the compliment of believing what I say. I hope you will be very happy and very rich, but I cannot accept your proposal.' She got up and was going to leave the room, but Mr Collins was speaking to her again.

'I am far from accusing you of cruelty in refusing me, as I know it is the custom with elegant ladies in society to refuse a gentleman the first time. I hope to receive a more favourable answer next time I speak to you of marriage.'

'Really, Mr Collins,' cried Elizabeth with some warmth, 'you do puzzle me! I do not know how to express my refusal so that it convinces you!'

'You must allow me to flatter myself, dear cousin, that you do not intend to refuse me for long. My situation in life, my connections with the de Bourgh family, and my relationship to your own, all make my proposal a very suitable one. And you should remember that in spite of your many admirable qualities, it is not certain that you will receive any other offer of marriage, as you have very little money of your own.'

'Sir, thank you again for the honour you have done me, but to accept your proposal is absolutely impossible. Can I speak plainer than that? Don't think of me as an elegant female, but as a thinking creature speaking the truth from her heart!'

'You are charming!' he cried, 'and I' m sure that when both your excellent parents agree, you will accept my proposal!'

Elizabeth did not reply, but left the room silently, determined to ask her father, if necessary, to make her refusal clear to the self-deceiving Mr Collins.

Mrs Bennet had been waiting eagerly for the end of the interview, and when she saw Elizabeth leave the room, she hurried in to offer her congratulations to Mr Collins. He received them with pleasure, adding that he was sure his cousin's refusal was a natural result of her modesty and delicacy of character.

'Refusal?' repeated Mrs Bennet, shocked. 'Lizzy refused you? Do not worry, Mr Collins. I shall speak to her at once. She's a very obstinate, foolish girl, but I'll make her accept you.'

'Pardon me, madam,' cried Mr Collins, 'but if she's really obstinate and foolish, I do not think she would be a suitable wife for a man in my situation.'

'Sir, you quite misunderstand me,' said Mrs Bennet, alarmed. 'She's only obstinate in a matter like this. In everything else she is very agreeable. I'll see Mr Bennet and we'll arrange it with her, I'm sure.'

She did not give him time to reply, but hurried to the library, where she knew she would find her husband.

'Oh, Mr Bennet, we need you urgently! We're all in such confusion! You must come and make Lizzy marry Mr Collins!'

Mr Bennet raised his eyes from his book as she entered, and stared at her with calm unconcern. 'I do not have the pleasure of understanding you, 'he said. 'What are you talking about?'

'Lizzy declares she won't have him, and if you don't hurry, he'll change his mind and not have her.'

'So what should I do? It seems a hopeless business.'

'Speak to her about it yourself. Tell her you insist on her marrying him.'

'Call her in here. She shall hear my opinion.'

Mrs Bennet gladly rang the bell, and the servant brought Elizabeth into the library.

'Come here, child,' said her father as she appeared. 'I've sent for you on a very important matter. I understand that Mr Collins has made you an offer of marriage, and you have refused?' When Elizabeth nodded, he continued, 'Very well. Now, your mother insists on your accepting. Isn't that right, Mrs Bennet?'

'Yes, or I'll never see her again.'

'You now have an unhappy choice to make, Elizabeth. From this day on, you must be a stranger to one of your parents. Your mother will never see you again if you do not marry Mr Collins, and I will never see you again if you do.'

Elizabeth could not help smiling, but Mrs Bennet, who had been sure her husband supported her, was very disappointed.

'What do you mean, Mr Bennet? You promised me you would insist on her marrying him.'

'My dear,' replied her husband, 'I have two small requests to make. First, that you will accept that I know what I promised or did not promise, and secondly, that you will all leave me in peace as soon as possible.'

That afternoon, Charlotte Lucas came to visit Elizabeth, and found the family still in great confusion. The younger girls were quite excited by the news of Mr Collins' proposal, and Mrs Bennet was most annoyed with Elizabeth.

'Oh dear Miss Lucas,' cried Mrs Bennet, 'can't you persuade Elizabeth to accept Mr Collins? Nobody else wants to help me! Oh, how ill I feel! And look at Lizzy now! She's so unconcerned! But I tell you, Miss Lizzy, if you go on refusing every offer of marriage like this, you'll never get a husband at all! And I won't be able to provide for you when your father is dead, I warn you now. I told you in the library that I wouldn't speak to you again, and I won't. I have no pleasure in talking to an undutiful child like you. Not that I have much pleasure in talking to anybody, with my headaches. Nobody knows how I suffer! But of course those who do not complain are never pitied.'

Her daughters listened in silence, aware that any attempt to calm her would only increase her annoyance. Elizabeth, however, was determined not to marry Mr Collins, and in the end Mrs Bennet was obliged to accept that fact. When Mr Collins realized that Elizabeth had meant what she said, his manner towards her became coldly and stiffly polite. His long speeches and flattering compliments were transferred for the rest of the day to kind Charlotte Lucas, who took on herself the trouble of listening to him, for which all the Bennets were very grateful.

The next day a letter was delivered to Jane from Netherfield. Elizabeth saw her sister's expression change as she read it, and when they were alone, she asked about it.

'It's from Caroline Bingley,' said Jane, 'and it has surprised me very much. The whole party have left Netherfield, and are on their way back to London, probably for the winter. They may not return to Netherfield at all. She says the only thing she sincerely regrets is leaving me behind in Hertfordshire, and promises to write very frequently.'

Elizabeth did not trust Miss Bingley's apparent affection for Jane. 'I really don't think their departure matters very much,' she said. 'Mr Bingley won't be kept in London by his sisters. I'm sure he'll be back at Netherfield soon.'

'But perhaps he prefers to stay in London, where many of his friends are. But I haven't told you everything yet. Let me read you the part which particularly hurts me—'




Mr Darcy is impatient to see his sister, and we confess we are also eager to see her again. Nobody is more beautiful elegant or accomplished than Georgiana Darcy. Louisa and I have great affection for her, and hope one day to call her sister. My brother admires her very much. He will have frequent opportunities of seeing her, and although I am his sister I must say I think he is most capable of winning any woman's heart.




'What do you think of this, dear Lizzy? Isn't it clear enough? Caroline doesn't wish or expect me to become her sister-in-law; she's convinced of her brother's indifference towards me, and, perhaps because she suspects my feelings for him, she (most kindly!) warns me that he's very likely to marry someone else!'

'I have a totally different opinion. Miss Bingley sees her brother is in love with you, while she wants him to marry Miss Darcy. We aren't rich enough or grand enough for them, and she is eager to have a family connection with the Darcys, so that it may be easier for her to marry Mr Darcy. So she follows her brother to London, hoping to keep him there, and tries to persuade you he doesn't care about you. But of course he's in love with you!'

'I really can't agree with you about Caroline. I think she's incapable of deceiving anyone. But Lizzy, my dear sister, even if she's wrong about her brother, and he does care for me, could I be happy in accepting a man whose sisters and friends all wish him to marry someone else?'

'You must decide for yourself, and if you consider it more important to do what his sisters want, than to gain the happiness of being his wife, I certainly advise you to refuse him.'

'How can you say that?' said Jane, smiling a little. 'You know I wouldn't hesitate, although I'd be sad if they disapproved of me. But, oh dear, if he doesn't come back to Netherfield, I'll never have to make the decision! '

But Elizabeth was sure Mr Bingley could not be kept away from Jane by his sisters, and soon persuaded Jane to take a more hopeful view of the situation.

That day the Bennets, with Mr Collins, went to dinner with the Lucas family at Lucas Lodge. Again it was Charlotte who spent most of the evening listening to Mr Collins. Elizabeth was very relieved, and thanked her friend gratefully for the trouble she was taking. But Charlotte's kindness had a particular aim, which Elizabeth was unaware of. Her plan was to encourage Mr Collins to transfer his attentions to herself. In fact, she was managing so well that, when she said goodnight to him after dinner, she would have felt sure of success if he had been staying in Hertfordshire for another week. But she did not fully appreciate the fire and independence of his character, which caused him to get up very early the next morning and escape from Longbourn House, in a great hurry to reach Lucas Lodge and throw himself at her feet. She did not keep him waiting for an answer, and the happy couple found themselves engaged as quickly as Mr Collins' long speeches would allow.

Charlotte's parents were delighted to agree to the marriage, and Lady Lucas began to work out, with more interest than she had ever felt before, how many more years Mr Bennet was likely to live. Charlotte herself was quite satisfied. Mr Collins, certainly, was neither sensible nor agreeable, but still he would be a husband. She did not think highly of men or of marriage, but she had always intended to marry. Although marriage might not always bring happiness, it was the only honourable way in which a well-educated woman with little income could provide a home for herself. Now twenty-seven, and lacking beauty, she felt she was lucky to have found a husband.

She knew, however, that Elizabeth, whose friendship she greatly valued, would be astonished and possibly disapproving. So she decided to go to Longbourn House to tell her friend the news herself. Elizabeth was indeed shocked at first, and could not help crying out in surprise, but when Charlotte explained her reasons for accepting Mr Collins, Elizabeth tried hard to understand. When the rest of the Bennet family heard the news, they were also astonished. Mrs Bennet was quite horrified, and could not stop complaining bitterly about Charlotte's wickedness, Mr Collins' stupidity and Elizabeth's obstinacy. Mr Bennet was much calmer, only saying he was pleased to discover that Charlotte, whom he used to consider quite sensible, was as foolish as his wife, and more foolish than his daughter!

That day was Mr Collins' last at Longbourn, and he left with many speeches of thanks, as well as a promise to return very soon. Mr Bennet warned him to be careful not to offend his patron, by being absent from his duties too often, but Mr Collins, although extremely grateful for this sign of Mr Bennet's cousinly affection for him, was naturally eager to return to Hertfordshire, to see his future wife.

Only two weeks later he did, in fact, come back to stay at Longbourn, but spent most of his time at Lucas Lodge, making arrangements for the wedding. Mrs Bennet still felt very offended by him, but she was now becoming anxious about something even more important—Mr Bingley's continued absence. Day after day had passed with no news since the arrival of Caroline Bingley's letter. Elizabeth was now rather worried, and Jane feared the worst. Finally a second letter arrived from Caroline Bingley, and when Jane read it, she realized that all hope was over. The Bingley family were staying in London for the whole winter, and Georgiana Darcy was a frequent member of their circle. Miss Bingley boasted joyfully of this friendship, and looked forward to her brother's probable marriage to Miss Darcy.

Although she was deeply upset, Jane bravely tried to control her feelings. 'Do not worry, Lizzy, I shall be able to forget him in a while. I have nothing to complain of, as he made no promises to me. I just thought he cared for me, but I was wrong. Luckily, no one is hurt except myself.'

'My dear Jane!' said Elizabeth. 'You are too good. You always think the best of everybody. Now I think the worst of most people, and do not see much real value or common sense around me. Mr Bingley, for example. He may not be intending to hurt you, but misery can be caused by someone being just weak and indecisive. I'm convinced his sisters and his friend, Mr Darcy, are trying to influence him against you. Another example is Charlotte. I can't understand how she could agree to marry such a self-important, proud, silly man!'

'Dear Lizzy, 'said Jane, 'we must respect Charlotte's decision. She may well be happy with Mr Collins. And as for Mr Bingley, we shouldn't expect a sociable young man to be so careful of his behaviour. Women often imagine admiration means more than it really does.'

'And men want that to happen.'

'I prefer to believe that I was mistaken in thinking he cared for me, and that his sisters love him and approve of his wish to marry Miss Darcy. I don't want to think badly of him or his sisters. That would be worse than anything.'

Elizabeth had to accept Jane's wishes, and from then on, Mr Bingley's name was seldom mentioned between them.



privately adv. 私下地。

unwillingness n. 不心甘情愿：勉强。

modesty n. state of being modest. 谦逊。

priest n. clergyman of a Christian church. 牧师；神父。

motive n. that which causes somebody to act. 动机。

violence n. state of being violent. 暴行。

reference n. referring. 提及。

sincerely adv. in a sincere manner. 诚挚地。

practical adj. concerned with practice. 实际的。

unnecessary adj. not necessary. 不必要的。

accuse v. 控告。

puzzle v. cause to be perplexed. 使困惑。

self-deceiving adj. 自欺的。

eagerly adv. full of, showing, strong desire. 渴望地。

result n. outcome. 结果。

obstinate adj. not easily giving way to argument or persuasion. 倔强的。

declare v. make known publicly and clearly. 宣布。

hopeless adj. feeling no hope. 无希望的。	

nod v. bow slightly and quickly as a sign of agreement. 点头表示同意。

support v. hold up. 支持。

request n. asking. 请求。

confusion n. being confused. 混乱。

undutiful adj. not doing one's duty well. 不尽职的；不孝顺的。

obliged adj. forced. 被迫的。

transfer v. change position. 转移。

deliver v. take to the person. 交付。

particularly adv. in a particular manner. 特别地。

impatient adj. not patient. 不耐烦的。

capable adj. able. 有能力的。

likely adv. probably. 或许。

totally adv. completely. 完全地。

grand adj. 高贵的。

view n. opinion. 见解。

aim n. purpose. 目的。

unaware adj. not knowing. 不知道的。

escape v. get away. 逃走。

honourable adj. possessing the principles of honour. 高尚的。

disapproving adj. 不赞成的。

bitterly adv. filled with disappointment. 厉害地。

absence n. being away. 缺席。

boast v. make a boast. 自夸。

misery n. painful happenings. 痛苦的事。

example n. fact. 例子。


5　柯林斯先生两次求婚
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第二天在浪搏恩，吃过早饭后不久，柯林斯先生请求班纳特太太允许他和伊丽莎白单独谈谈。班纳特太太满心欢喜，赶紧把其他几位姑娘轰出门去，这样伊丽莎白和柯林斯先生就可以单独在一起了。伊丽莎白不想待在这儿，起身要走，但稍加思索之后，又静静地坐了下来，下决心听下去并作出有礼貌的回答。

“我亲爱的伊丽莎白小姐，”柯林斯先生很严肃地说，“你稍许的推却、你的怕羞害臊更增添了你的天生丽质。你对我说话的用意不会有什么疑问。我差不多一进门，就把你选做我的终生伴侣。不过，在我被感情冲昏头脑之前，我想我应当先陈述一下结婚的理由。”

听到柯林斯先生所谓的被感情冲昏头脑，伊丽莎白使劲地憋住才没有笑出声来，以至于未能答出话来。

“首先，”他继续道，“牧师应当结婚，以便给他人树立良好榜样。其二，我相信婚姻会大大促进我的个人幸福。其三，这一条也许应当早点提，就是我的慷慨的保护人建议我结婚。‘找一个活泼有用的女人，’她告诉我，‘一个能勤俭持家、细水长流的女人。把她娶到汉斯福，然后我去拜访她。’于是，我决定从班纳特家表妹中选一个做妻子，以便减轻一下令尊不幸过世后家庭所蒙受的损失。我自以为你能赞赏我的动机。现在，我没别的可说了，剩下的就是让你相信我感情的冲动了。我们结婚你没有什么嫁妆财物，我一点都不嫌弃，并向你保证，结婚后决不会小气地向你提起此事。”

现在非打断他的话不可了。

“先生，你忘了我还没有回答你。你对我的恭维，我表示感谢，但是，接受你的求婚是不可能的。”

“我当然理解，”柯林斯先生说，“年轻的小姐遇到求婚时第一次通常不接受。因此，我一点都不气馁，并真切地希望我们不久就会结婚。”

“先生，”伊丽莎白嚷道，“我拒绝你以后你的希望真是太不同寻常了！我的话是完全严肃的。你不会使我幸福，在这个世界上，我也是最不可能给你幸福的人。而且我相信，如果凯瑟琳夫人认识我，她会发现我做你妻子不合格。”

“我要是知道凯瑟琳夫人这么想——”柯林斯先生又开口道，看起来有点担忧。“可是难以想象她会不满意你。我下次有幸再见到她时，一定会告诉她你多么谦虚，多么勤俭，多么实际。”

“柯林斯先生，说实话，对我的一切称赞都是没必要的。相信我说的话才是对我的恭维。我希望你十分幸福，十分富有，但是我不能接受你的求婚。”她起身正要离开房间，可是柯林斯先生又对她说话了。

“你残酷地拒绝了我，我一点也不责怪你，因为我知道社会上高雅的小姐总是习惯于第一次拒绝先生的求婚。我希望下次同你谈起婚姻大事时能给我一个肯定的答复。”

“柯林斯先生，”伊丽莎白有些激动地嚷道，“你真使我迷惑不解！我不知道如何表示拒绝你才能相信！”

“亲爱的表妹，我的理解是你不会长时间拒绝我的，你应当容许我这样想。我的地位，我与德·包尔家的关系以及我与你们家的关系都使得我的求婚十分合适。并且你要记住，虽然你有很多品质令人钦佩，但你能不能得到别人的求爱，还不敢肯定，因为你自己一贫如洗。”

“先生，再次感谢你对我的垂青，但是接受你的求婚是绝对不可能的。我还能说得比这更清楚吗？不要把我看成高雅的女性，把我看成一个能从心底说真话的会思考的人吧！”

“你真有魅力！”他叫道，“我相信，当你尊敬的父母都同意后，你也会接受我的求婚的！”

伊丽莎白没有回答，而是默默地离开了房间，决心去请父亲（如果有必要的话）把她的意思向这个自欺欺人的柯林斯先生说清楚。

班纳特太太一直在热切地期待着会面的结束，她看到伊丽莎白出来以后，赶忙进屋向柯林斯先生表示祝贺。他十分高兴地接受了祝贺，并补充说，他肯定表妹的拒绝是谦虚和矜持的自然结果。

“拒绝？”班纳特太太重复道，大吃一惊。“丽萃拒绝了你？柯林斯先生，别担心，我马上跟她说。她很固执，很愚蠢，可是我一定让她接受。”

“对不起，夫人，”柯林斯先生叫道，“如果她真是又固执又愚蠢，那我想她做我这样的人的妻子也不合适。”

“先生，你过于误解了我，”班纳特太太说道，感到惊慌失措。“只在这种事情上她才固执，别的事她都很随和。我去找班纳特先生，我们俩把这件事包了，我有把握。”

她没有等他回答，而是急匆匆奔向书房，她知道在那儿肯定会找到丈夫。

“噢，班纳特先生，我们十万火急，需要你帮忙！都乱套了！你必须过来让丽萃嫁给柯林斯先生！”

她进来后，班纳特先生从书上抬起眼皮，漠不关心地望着她。“对不起，我没听懂你的话。”他说，“你在说什么？”

“丽萃表示她不要柯林斯先生，如果你不快点，他也就改变主意，不要她了。”

“那我应当怎么办呢？看来这事没指望了。”

“你亲自跟她谈谈。告诉她你非要她嫁给他不可。”

“叫她过来。她会听从我的意见的。”

班纳特太太高兴地拉响了铃，仆人把伊丽莎白带到了书房。

“过来，孩子，”父亲一见她便说，“我叫你过来有件要紧的事情。我听说柯林斯先生向你求婚，你拒绝了？”伊丽莎白点了点头，父亲接着说：“很好。现在，你妈妈非让你接受不可。是吧，班纳特太太？”

“是的，否则，我后半辈子不再见她。”

“伊丽莎白，现在你面临着一个不愉快的抉择。从今天开始，你不和母亲成为陌路人，就要和父亲成为陌路人了。你要是不嫁给柯林斯先生，你妈妈就不会再见你；你要是嫁给他，我就不会再见你。”

伊丽莎白禁不住笑了，班纳特太太本来十拿九稳丈夫会支持她，可是现在感到很失望。

“你这是什么意思，班纳特先生？你答应过我你会迫使伊丽莎白嫁给他的。”

“亲爱的，”丈夫回答道，“我有两个小小的请求。首先，我答应过什么，没答应过什么，我心里清楚，这一点请你接受。第二，你们都赶快离开，让我清静一会儿。”

那天下午，夏洛特·卢卡斯来看伊丽莎白，发现全家还是乱哄哄的。几个小女儿都为柯林斯先生求婚的消息感到激动不已，而班纳特太太为伊丽莎白窝了一肚子火。

“噢，亲爱的卢卡斯小姐，”班纳特太太叫道，“你能不能说服伊丽莎白接受柯林斯先生？没有一个人愿意帮助我！噢，我真难过！你瞧那丽萃！像没事人似的！不过我告诉你，丽萃小姐，如果你继续拒绝这样的求婚，你根本就找不到丈夫！你父亲死后我也不能养活你，我警告你。我在书房告诉过你，我再也不会理你，我说到做到。跟你这样的不孝之女说话，我感到难受。我不是说跟别人说话就高兴，我的头疼。没人知道我受多大罪！当然，不抱怨就永远得不到怜悯。”

几个女儿一言不发地听着，都知道，安慰她等于火上浇油。可是，伊丽莎白下定了决心不和柯林斯先生结婚，最后班纳特太太不得不接受这样的事实。柯林斯先生认识到伊丽莎白说话算数后，他对她的态度就变得冷若冰霜、敬而远之了。他的长篇大论和吹捧恭维之辞在这天剩下的时间里都转移到了好心的夏洛特·卢卡斯身上。卢卡斯小姐不厌其烦地听他啰嗦，班纳特全家对此都很感激。

第二天，从尼日斐给简送来了一封信。伊丽莎白看到姐姐读着信脸色变了，别人都走了以后，她问姐姐是怎么回事。

“是卡罗琳·彬格莱的来信，”简说，“我感到很奇怪。那些人全部离开了尼日斐，正在返回伦敦的路上，可能去过冬。他们可能不会再来尼日斐了。她说她唯一感到真切遗憾的是把我丢在了哈福德郡，并答应经常给我写信。”

伊丽莎白不相信彬格莱小姐对简的明显偏爱。“其实我觉得他们离开没有什么大不了的，”她说，“彬格莱先生不会被他的妹妹困在伦敦的。我相信他不久就会回到尼日斐。”

“但是，也许他更愿意留在伦敦，他的很多朋友都在那儿。我还没有给你讲完呢。我给你读一下最令我伤心的那一段——”




达西先生迫不及待地要见他的妹妹，我们承认我们也渴望再次见到她。没有人比乔治安娜·达西更漂亮、优雅、多才多艺了。露易莎和我对她很有感情，希望有一天能以姐妹相称。我哥哥十分爱慕她，他们有频繁的见面机会，我虽然是他的妹妹，可是，我得承认，我哥哥最能博得所有女人的欢心。




“你觉得这是什么意思，亲爱的丽萃？这还不够清楚吗？卡罗琳不愿意或者不期望我做她的嫂子；她深信她哥哥对我没有一点感情，而且，也许因为怀疑我爱上了她哥哥，便（十分善意地）警告我说他很有可能跟别人结婚！”

“我的看法和你完全不同。彬格莱小姐看到她哥哥爱上了你，而她却希望哥哥娶达西小姐。对他们来说，我们不够有钱有势，所以她热衷于和达西家攀亲，这样她要嫁给达西先生就容易些。因此，她跟哥哥一块去了伦敦，希望把他留在那儿，并且企图让你相信，她哥哥根本不把你当回事。可是，他当然是爱上了你！”

“关于卡罗琳的想法，我真的不能同意你的分析。我觉得她不会欺骗任何人。可是，丽萃，我亲爱的妹妹，即便她对她哥哥的看法是错的，即便她哥哥确实把我当回事，那么，如果妹妹和朋友都希望他娶别人，那我接受他的爱会感到心安理得吗？”

“这就看你了。如果你认为与做他妻子的幸福比起来，照他妹妹的意思办更重要的话，我当然建议你还是拒绝他。”

“你怎么能这样说？”简笑了笑，说道。“你知道我是不会犹豫的，尽管她们要是不赞成的话我会感到难过。可是，天啊，如果他不回尼日斐，我就永远不用作决定了！”

可是，伊丽莎白坚信彬格莱先生不会因为妹妹而与简分手的，一会儿就说服了简对形势的估计要乐观些。

那天，班纳特一家，加上柯林斯先生，到卢卡斯府上与卢卡斯一家聚餐。这次又是夏洛特花了大半个晚上听柯林斯先生叙说。伊丽莎白感到十分轻松，对朋友这种代人受过的做法千恩万谢。但是夏洛特的和蔼可亲是别有用心的，这一点伊丽莎白一无所知。她的计划就是鼓励柯林斯先生将注意力转移到自己身上。实际上，她将局面控制得很好，晚饭后向柯林斯先生道别时，她感到，如果他在哈福德郡再待上那么一个星期，她就有百分之百的成功把握。但是她没有完全领会到柯林斯先生性格中的热烈和独立性。这种性格促使他第二天早上起了个大早，从浪搏恩宅院逃了出去，急匆匆赶到卢卡斯府上，拜倒在卢卡斯小姐脚下。她没有让柯林斯先生等待答复，他的长篇大论一结束，这一对幸福的伴侣就订下了终身。

夏洛特的父母很乐意地许下了这桩婚事，而卢卡斯夫人开始以极大的兴趣盘算着班纳特先生还可能活多少个年头。夏洛特本人也很满意。当然，柯林斯先生既无理智，又不随和，但做个丈夫还是可以的。她从来没有把男人或婚姻看得那么重要，但她一直打算结婚。虽然结婚并非总能带来幸福，但一个没有多少收入、受过良好教育的女人要想给自己安个家，这也算是唯一体面的方法。她现在已经27岁了，又相貌平平，她感到，找到了丈夫是件幸运的事。

不过，她知道，伊丽莎白（她十分珍视与伊丽莎白的友谊）会感到震惊，而且还可能反对。于是她决定亲自到浪搏恩府上向朋友通报这一消息。伊丽莎白开始确实吓了一跳，并且禁不住惊讶得叫了起来，可是当夏洛特解释了接受柯林斯先生求婚的理由之后，她便努力去理解她。班纳特家其他人听到这个消息后也都感到惊讶不已。班纳特太太很反感，禁不住骂夏洛特阴险，骂柯林斯先生愚蠢，骂伊丽莎白固执。班纳特先生要平静得多，只是说他很高兴地发现夏洛特像他妻子一样愚蠢，比他女儿更加愚蠢，而以前还以为她相当有理智呢。

那一天是柯林斯先生在浪搏恩待的最后一天，他离开时说了很多表示感谢的话，并许诺不久还会再来。班纳特先生提醒他要小心谨慎，不要缺勤太多，得罪了保护人；但是，柯林斯先生虽然对班纳特先生表现出的叔侄情谊极为感激，他自然还是急于回到哈福德郡，去看他未来的妻子。

实际上，只过了两星期，他的确又来到了浪搏恩，但大部分时间都花在卢卡斯府，为婚礼作些安排。班纳特太太仍旧对他感到不快，但现在开始对一件更为重要的事情感到焦虑——就是彬格莱先生迟迟不归。自从卡罗琳·彬格莱来信之后，日复一日，再也没有消息。伊丽莎白现在相当担忧，简最为害怕。终于，卡罗琳·彬格莱来了第二封信，简读完后，认识到一切希望都化为泡影。彬格莱全家要在伦敦度过整个冬天，乔治安娜·达西又是那个圈子的常客。彬格莱小姐兴高采烈地吹嘘这种友谊，并期待着她哥哥与达西小姐能够成婚。

简虽然感到深深的不安，但她勇敢地努力控制住自己的感情。“丽萃，别担心，我很快就会把他忘掉的。我没什么可抱怨的，他也没有向我作过许诺。我只是认为他对我有意，可是我错了。还好，除了我自己，这还没有伤害到别人。”

“我亲爱的简！”伊丽莎白说，“你太善良了。你总是把大家往好里想。现在，我认为大多数人都是坏的，在我的周围也看不到多少真正有价值或者明白事理的人。例如彬格莱先生。他可能不是故意伤害你，但一个人仅仅因为软弱无能或优柔寡断就完全可能招致痛苦。我确信他的妹妹和朋友达西先生都在企图影响他，和你作对。另外一个例子是夏洛特。我不明白她为什么会同意嫁给这样一个自高自大、愚蠢无比的男人！”

“亲爱的丽萃，”简说，“我们必须尊重夏洛特的决定。她和柯林斯先生可能会很幸福。至于彬格莱先生，我们不能期望这样善于社交的年轻人那么注意自己的行为。女人经常把爱慕想象得超出了其本身的含义。”

“而男人也想要女人那样想。”

“我倒愿意相信是我误解了他对我的意思，而且他妹妹是爱他的，并且赞成他同达西小姐结婚的愿望。我不想把他或他的妹妹想得太坏。那样做是最糟糕的事情。”

伊丽莎白不得不接受简的愿望，从那以后，彬格莱的名字在她们之间很少被提及。


6
Elizabeth visits Mr and Mrs Collins

The following Monday Mrs Bennet had the pleasure of receiving her brother and his wife, who came as usual to spend Christmas at Longbourn. Mr Gardiner was a sensible, gentlemanlike man. The Netherfield ladies would have had difficulty in believing that a man who lived by buying and selling could be so well-mannered and agreeable. Mrs Gardiner, who was several years younger than Mrs Bennet and Mrs Philips, was a pleasant, intelligent, elegant woman, and a great favourite with her Longbourn nieces, especially the two eldest, who often stayed with her in London.

When Mrs Gardiner had given the presents she had brought with her, and described the newest fashions, she was obliged to listen to Mrs Bennet's complaints.

'I've suffered greatly since your last visit, sister!' cried Mrs Bennet. 'Just imagine! Two of my daughters were very close to marriage—and then—nothing! I do not blame Jane, who would have got Mr Bingley if she could, but Lizzy! Oh, sister! It is hard to think she might have been Mrs Collins by now, if she hadn't been so obstinate! The result is that Lady Lucas will have a daughter married before me. It makes me quite ill, to have such a disobedient daughter and such selfish neighbours. But your coming just now is a great comfort to me, and I am very glad to hear what you tell us, about long sleeves.'

Mrs Gardiner made a suitably sympathetic reply to her sister-in-law, and later that day found the opportunity to discuss the matter in more detail with Elizabeth, alone.

'I am sorry for Jane,' she said kindly, 'but, Lizzy, these things happen so often! A young man like Mr Bingley frequently falls in love with a pretty girl, and when chance separates them, he forgets her very quickly.'

'Yes, aunt,' said Elizabeth, 'but in this case it was not chance, but the young man's interfering friends, who separated Jane and Mr Bingley. I'm sure he was violently in love with her.'

'Poor Jane! She's so sensitive. I'm afraid she may not get over it for some time. Now, if it had been you, Lizzy, you would have recovered more quickly, by finding humour in the situation. But do you think I could persuade Jane to come back with us to London? Perhaps a change of air would make her feel better.'

Elizabeth was extremely grateful to her aunt for this kind suggestion, and felt sure Jane would gladly agree.

'I hope,' added Mrs Gardiner, 'that she will not be influenced by the hope of seeing the young man. We live in such a different part of town that it is very unlikely they will meet, unless he actually comes to see her.'

'And that is quite impossible, because his friend Mr Darcy would not allow him to visit so unfashionable an address!' But despite her protest, Elizabeth secretly thought that Jane might see Bingley in London and that a meeting would probably reawaken his affection for her.

The Gardiners stayed at Longbourn for a week, and Mrs Bennet made sure there was always some entertainment for her brother and sister-in-law. Whenever there was a dinner party at Longbourn House, some of the officers were always invited. Mrs Gardiner, who had noticed that Mr Wickham was a very frequent visitor and that Elizabeth spoke admiringly of him, took care to observe them both. She saw enough to make her a little anxious, and decided to speak to Elizabeth about him when they were alone.

'Lizzy,' she began, 'I can see that you and Mr Wickham like each other. But I must warn you not to get seriously involved with him. I admit he's a most interesting young man, but sadly he has no fortune. You are a sensible girl, and must realize that you would disappoint your father by agreeing to marry a penniless young man.'

'My dear aunt, do not worry. I'll take care of myself, and Mr Wickham too. He won't be in love with me, if I can prevent it.'

'Elizabeth, be serious.'

'I'm sorry, aunt, I'll try again. At present I'm certainly not in love with him. But he is by far the most agreeable man I've ever met, and if he really loved me... But I would hate to disappoint my father or make any of you unhappy. I cannot promise what I will do, but I will really try to do what I think is wisest. I hope you are satisfied with that.'

Her aunt replied that she was, and received Elizabeth's thanks for her kind advice. Several days after this, the Gardiners returned to London, taking Jane with them.




The day of Mr Collins' wedding soon arrived, and Mrs Bennet had to watch Charlotte Lucas become Mrs Collins. Before the bride left Longbourn for Hunsford, however, she asked Elizabeth to come and visit her in her new home as soon as possible. Elizabeth could not refuse, although she did not imagine it would be an enjoyable visit. It was arranged that Elizabeth would accompany Sir William Lucas and Maria, one of his other daughters, on their intended visit to Hunsford in March.

A week after Jane's departure, Elizabeth received a letter from her sister, saying that she had seen Miss Bingley, and hoped to continue their friendship. Elizabeth shook her head over this. She was not surprised to hear from Jane a few weeks later that Caroline Bingley had made no further attempts to communicate with her former dear friend. Elizabeth was saddened to read of Jane's disappointment, but felt more cheerful when she told herself that Jane would no longer be deceived, by the sister at least. All expectation from the brother was now absolutely over. As a punishment for him, she seriously hoped he would soon marry Mr Darcy's sister, who, according to Wickham, would make him quickly regret what he had thrown away.

At about this time, Elizabeth also received a letter from Mrs Gardiner, asking about Wickham, and she was able to reply quite honestly that there was no danger of her marrying him. He had transferred his affections to a Miss King, who had recently inherited ten thousand pounds. Elizabeth saw exactly what was happening, but her heart had only been slightly touched, and she was able to convince herself that it was quite natural for such an agreeable young man to wish for fortune and independence.

January and February passed, and the time for Elizabeth's visit to Mr and Mrs Collins approached. She had improved the plan, by arranging to spend a night in London at her uncle and aunt's house, before continuing the journey into Kent. She was very much looking forward to seeing Jane, who was still staying with the Gardiners.

The journey seemed long to Elizabeth, because Sir William and Maria had nothing to say worth hearing. But when the coach arrived at the Gardiners' house at lunch-time, Elizabeth was delighted to see that her sister looked as healthy and lovely as before. In a private conversation with her aunt later, however, Elizabeth discovered that Jane had been suffering from periods of depression, although she always tried bravely to appear cheerful.

The afternoon and evening passed only too quickly, and the next day Elizabeth and the other travellers set off again. When the coach arrived in Hunsford, they were all quite excited to see, on one side of the road, Lady Catherine's great park, which they had heard so much about. At last, on the other side, they came to the Rectory, where they were warmly welcomed by Mr Collins and Charlotte.

Elizabeth was more and more pleased she had come, when she found herself so affectionately received. She saw instantly that marriage had not changed her cousin's manners. He insisted on greeting them all with formal politeness and long speeches, and showed them round the house, explaining its many good points in exhausting detail. Elizabeth could not help thinking that perhaps he was speaking particularly to her, as if wishing to make her feel what she had lost in refusing him. But although everything seemed neat and comfortable, she was unable to please him with a sigh of regret. In fact, she wondered how Charlotte could look so cheerful, with such a companion. But whenever Mr Collins said anything of which his wife might be ashamed, which was quite often, Charlotte wisely did not appear to be listening. And when Mr Collins showed them proudly round his garden, in which he himself enjoyed working, Elizabeth admired the serious way in which Charlotte praised gardening as a most healthy exercise, and admitted encouraging her husband to work outdoors as much as possible.

Elizabeth had to confess to herself that, surprisingly, Charlotte really appeared to be happy. When Mr Collins could be forgotten, the house seemed very pleasant and comfortable, and from Charlotte's evident enjoyment of her home, Elizabeth supposed he must often be forgotten.

The visitors had only been in the house for a day when a message came form Lady Catherine, inviting them all to dinner at Rosings Park the next day. Mr Collins was delighted, and congratulated his guests on their good luck. 'I confess that I might have expected her ladyship to invite us all to drink tea at Rosings on Sunday,' he said. 'But to invite the whole party to dinner! So soon after your arrival, too! What a generous and considerate lady she is!'

The whole of the rest of that day and the next morning were spent discussing their visit to Rosings. This made Sir William and Maria quite nervous when the moment came to walk across the park and enter the great lady's house. Elizabeth, however, was unimpressed by what she had heard of Lady Catherine, and remained calm.

She was interested to see that Lady Catherine was a tall, large woman, who held herself stiffly and proudly, and received her guests with an air of disdain. She spoke loudly and decidedly on every matter, and was clearly convinced of her superiority over other people. Her daughter, Anne, was completely different—a small, thin, ill-looking lady, who spoke very little, and only in a whisper.

The dinner was very good, and was highly praised by Mr Collins. His repeated compliments, which Elizabeth thought were embarrassing, appeared to please Lady Catherine very much. After dinner her ladyship talked continuously, giving her opinions without any fear of contradiction or even comment. She then asked Elizabeth many detailed questions about her education, her sisters, and her father's income. Although Elizabeth considered these questions extremely personal and almost rude, she answered them politely and calmly. At the end of the long evening, the visitors were driven home in Lady Catherine's carriage, while Mr Collins praised his patron for her elegance, intelligence and hospitality.

This visit was repeated twice a week, but there was little other entertainment in Hunsford. Elizabeth had pleasant conversations with Charlotte, or read books, or walked along a narrow path by Lady Catherine's park, which no one else seemed to use. It was a quiet life, but she was satisfied with it.

However, two weeks after her arrival in Hunsford, she heard that some visitors were coming to stay at Rosings. Lady Catherine's nephew, Mr Darcy, was expected soon, accompanied by his cousin, Colonel Fitzwilliam. The next day, the two gentlemen arrived, and came almost immediately to the Rectory. Colonel Fitzwilliam was about thirty, not handsome, but very gentlemanly, and he talked pleasantly to the ladies. But Mr Darcy looked as cold and proud as ever, and after greeting Mrs Collins, spoke only a few stiffly polite words to Elizabeth. She took the opportunity of asking him if he had by any chance seen Jane in London recently, and thought he looked a little confused when he answered that he had not had that pleasure. Soon after that, the two gentlemen returned to Rosings.

Colonel Fitzwilliam's manners were very much admired by the ladies, who felt that he would add considerably to the enjoyment of their evenings at Rosings. But it was not until Easter Day that they received an invitation from Lady Catherine, and when they arrived in her sitting-room, it was clear that she was far more interested in her nephews than in her other guests. Colonel Fitzwilliam, however, seemed really glad to see them, and he came at once to sit beside Elizabeth. They talked so agreeably and amusingly together that Mr Darcy turned his eyes towards them and looked curiously at them several times. When her ladyship also noticed, she called loudly across the room, 'Fitzwilliam, what are you talking about with Miss Bennet? Let me hear what it is.'

'We're speaking of music, madam, 'he said, when no longer able to avoid a reply.

'Of music! Then please speak to all of us. I must have my share in the conversation, if you are speaking of music. There are few people in England, I suppose, who have more true enjoyment of music than myself, or a better natural taste. If I had ever learnt to play, I would have been a great musician. But I often tell young ladies, practice is very important. I have told Miss Bennet several times that she will never play really well unless she practises more. And she is very welcome to come to Rosings and practise on the piano in the servants' hall. She won't be in anyone's way there, I can promise her.'

Mr Darcy looked a little ashamed of his aunt's insensitive words. Meanwhile, Colonel Fitzwilliam had persuaded Elizabeth to play some music, and she sat down at the piano. But when she had started playing, Mr Darcy went to stand in front of the piano, where he had a good view of her face. At the end of her first piece of music, Elizabeth said, smiling, 'You intend to frighten me, Mr Darcy, by coming to listen to me? But I'm obstinate, and won't be frightened.'

'I don't think you really believe I intend to alarm you, and I've had the pleasure of knowing you long enough to be aware that you occasionally enjoy stating opinions which are not your own.'

Elizabeth laughed at this picture of herself, and said to Colonel Fitzwilliam, 'Your cousin will teach you not to believe a word I say. Indeed, Mr Darcy, it is very ungenerous of you to mention all my faults, and perhaps rather foolish too, because I may take my revenge, and tell things about you which your relations will be shocked to hear.'

'I am not afraid of you, 'said Darcy, smiling.

'But let me hear your accusation,' cried Colonel Fitzwilliam. 'I'd like to hear how he behaves among strangers.'

'Well, prepare yourself for something very dreadful. The first time I ever saw him was at a ball in Hertfordshire, and at this ball, what do you think he did? He danced only four dances! I'm sorry to cause you pain, but that is what happened. He danced only four dances, although gentlemen were scarce, and to my certain knowledge, more than one young lady was sitting down, waiting for a partner. Mr Darcy, you must admit it.'

'I had not at that time the honour of knowing anybody at the ball, apart from my own group of friends. I should perhaps have asked to be introduced, but I do not like to recommend myself to strangers. I do not find it easy to talk to people I don't know.'

'You don't want to take the trouble to do it, Darcy, that's why!' said Colonel Fitzwilliam.

'I cannot play this piano as well as some other women,' said Elizabeth, 'but I've always assumed it is my own fault—because I don't take the trouble to practise. I know that I am capable of playing as well as anyone.'

Darcy smiled and said, 'You are perfectly right. You have spent your time in a much better way. No one who hears you could imagine any possible improvement. We neither of us perform to strangers.'

Just then Lady Catherine interrupted them, to comment on Elizabeth's playing. 'Miss Bennet would play quite well, if she had a London teacher. Of course, Anne would have been a delightful performer, if her health had allowed her to learn.'

Elizabeth looked at Darcy to see his reaction to Anne de Bourgh's name, but neither at that moment nor at any other could she observe any sign of love or even interest in his cousin. Lady Catherine continued to give Miss Bennet advice on her playing, but at the request of the gentlemen, Elizabeth stayed at the piano for the rest of the evening.



niece n. daughter of one's brother or sister. 侄女，外甥女。

suffer v. feel or have pain. 受苦。

selfish adj. without care for others. 自私的。

detail n. small fact or item. 细节。

interfere v. break in without right or invitation. 干涉。

separate v. make separate. 使分开。

warn v. inform in advance of what may happen. 警告。

penniless adj. without any money. 分文没有的。

prevent v. stop. 阻止。

communicate v. exchange. 交流。

former adj. of an earlier period. 以前的。

absolutely adv. 完全地。

danger n. chance of suffering, injury or loss of life. 危险。

slightly adv. to a slight degree. 轻微地。

improve v. make better. 改善。

journey n. going to a place. 旅行。

affectionately adv. behave affectionately towards somebody. 对某人态度亲切。

exhausting adj. tired out. 令人筋疲力竭的。

healthy adj. having good health. 健康的。

confess v. say or admit. 承认。

message n. piece of news. 消息。

nervous adj. having or showing nerves. 神经紧张的。

stiffly adv. formal, cold, haughty. 冷淡地；傲慢地。

contradiction n. absence of agreement. 不一致。

narrow adj. small. 窄的。

gentlemanly adj. behaving like a gentleman. 绅士风度的。

loudly adv. in a loud manner. 高声地。

share n. 一份。

practice n. repeated exercise in doing something. 练习。

alarm v. give a warning. 警告。

revenge n. punishment given to someone in return for harm done to oneself. 报复。

dreadful adj. unpleasant. 令人不愉快的。

fault n. defect. 缺点；毛病。

perform v. play music. 演奏。

interrupt v. break in upon a person speaking. 打断。


6　伊丽莎白拜访柯林斯先生和夫人

[image: alt]

下一个星期一，班纳特太太的弟弟和弟媳照例到浪搏恩过圣诞节，她甚为欣喜。嘉丁纳先生通情达理，颇有绅士风度。尼日斐的小姐们可能会很难相信，做买卖出身的人竟会如此文雅而和善。嘉丁纳太太比班纳特太太和菲力普斯太太年轻几岁，和蔼聪慧，举止优雅，深得浪搏恩几个外甥女的喜爱，尤其是经常到伦敦和她待在一起的两位大些的外甥女。

嘉丁纳太太分发完带来的礼品，讲述完最新服装款式之后，便不得不听听班纳特太太的牢骚话了。

“弟妹，自从你上次来过以后，我可遭了大罪了！”班纳特太太嚷道，“你想想看！两个女儿马上就要嫁出去了，可是接下来却成了一场空！我不怪简，如果有可能，她会得到彬格莱先生的，可是丽萃！哎呀，弟妹，真是难以想象，她如果不是那么固执，现在可能已经成了柯林斯太太了！结果呢，倒成了卢卡斯太太比我先嫁出一个女儿。遇到这样不听话的女儿和这样自私的邻居，真使我感到难受。可是你来得正是时候，对我是莫大的安慰，我非常喜欢听你讲新潮时装，长袖子啦什么的。”

嘉丁纳太太的回答对大姑子表示出适当的同情，那天晚些时候，她找到一个机会与伊丽莎白单独详细地谈了这件事。

“我为简感到难过，”她温和地说，“可是，丽萃，这种事太常见了！像彬格莱那样的年轻人很容易爱上漂亮女孩，而一旦碰巧两人分开，他就很快把她忘了。”

“是的，舅妈，”伊丽莎白说，“可是这次不是碰巧分开的，都怨那年轻人爱管闲事的朋友，是他们把简和彬格莱先生拆开的。我相信，彬格莱先生狂热地爱着她。”

“可怜的简！她太敏感了。我恐怕她一下子难以从中恢复过来。丽萃，这件事如果发生在你身上，你会很快把它淡忘的，因为你会苦中找乐。可是你觉得我会说服简跟我们一块回伦敦吗？也许到那里换换空气会使她好受些。”

伊丽莎白对舅妈的这种建议极为感激，她觉得简肯定会乐意去的。

“我希望，”嘉丁纳太太补充说，“她不会受到希望见到那个年轻人的影响。我们在城里住得那么远，碰上是不大可能的，除非他专程来看她。”

“这不太有可能，因为他的朋友达西先生不会允许他拜访这样一个不入流的地方！”可是，尽管伊丽莎白嘴上说得那么肯定，她心里还是暗自认为简在伦敦可能见到彬格莱，这样的会面还可能重新唤起他对她的感情。

嘉丁纳夫妇在浪搏恩待了一个星期，班纳特太太作了各种安排，确保弟弟和弟媳总有得玩。一旦浪搏恩府上举办晚宴，总要请一些军官来。嘉丁纳太太注意到韦翰先生是位常客，伊丽莎白说起他又带着爱慕之情，于是就开始留心观察他们俩。她所看到的足以引起她的焦虑，她决定单独跟伊丽莎白谈谈。

“丽萃，”她开口道，“我看得出你喜欢韦翰先生，他也喜欢你。不过，我必须警告你不要跟他太认真。我承认他这个人很有意思，可是不幸的是他没有财产。你是有脑筋的，必须认识到嫁给一个身无分文的人会使你爸爸失望的。”

“亲爱的舅妈，别担心。我会把握好自己的，韦翰先生也一样。他不会爱上我的，如果我能预防的话。”

“伊丽莎白，严肃点儿。”

“对不起，舅妈，我再努把力。现在我当然还没有爱上他。可是他是我迄今为止见到的最随和的人，如果他真的爱上了我……可是我不愿意辜负父亲的期望或让你们哪个人不高兴。我不能保证我会怎么样，不过，我真地会按我认为最明智的方法去做。我希望我的想法你会满意。”

她舅妈说她感到满意，接受了伊丽莎白对她的建议表示的谢意。几天之后，嘉丁纳夫妇回到伦敦，把简也带了过去。




柯林斯先生的大喜日子很快来临，班纳特太太不得不眼睁睁地看着夏洛特·卢卡斯成为柯林斯太太。不过，新娘在离开浪搏恩前往汉斯福之前，请伊丽莎白尽快来参观她的新家。虽然伊丽莎白想象得出这次拜访不会有多大乐趣，但她无法拒绝。按照安排，伊丽莎白将于三月份在威廉·卢卡斯爵士和他的另一个女儿玛利亚按计划去汉斯福进行拜访时陪他们一块去。

简离开后一个星期，伊丽莎白收到了她的来信，上面说她见到了彬格莱小姐，并且希望将友谊保持下去。伊丽莎白对此摇了摇头。几周后，她收到了简的来信，说卡罗琳·彬格莱没有进一步努力与先前的好友保持联系，对此，伊丽莎白一点都不感到奇怪。读到简的失望的信，伊丽莎白感到悲伤，但一想到至少简现在已不再受到他妹妹的蒙蔽，她便高兴许多。对她哥哥的一切期望现在都化为泡影了。作为对他的惩罚，伊丽莎白真心希望他不久就跟达西先生的妹妹结婚，因为据韦翰先生讲，这个女人会使他很快后悔自己一脚踢开了简。

大约在同时，伊丽莎白还收到了嘉丁纳太太寄来的信，问韦翰的情况。她老老实实地回答说，她还没有嫁给他的危险。他已把感情转移到了金小姐身上。金小姐最近刚继承了一万英镑。所发生的一切伊丽莎白都看得清清楚楚，但她的心只是稍微受到些震动，而且她能自圆其说地认为像这样随和的年轻人希望获得财产和独立是很自然的事情。

1月和2月过去了，伊丽莎白拜访柯林斯夫妇的日子越来越近。她把计划作了更好的改动，安排在伦敦舅舅家停留一夜，然后继续往肯特郡去。她急切地盼望着见到简，她现在还待在嘉丁纳家里。

伊丽莎白感到旅途漫漫，因为威廉爵士和玛利亚说的话没什么值得听的。但是，午饭时分马车到达嘉丁纳家以后，伊丽莎白看到姐姐和以前一样健康可爱，心里很高兴。不过，在与舅妈的一次私下谈话中，伊丽莎白得知简时不时地会出现精神沮丧，虽然她总是勇敢地装出高兴的样子。

下午和晚上过得太快了，第二天，伊丽莎白和另外两位旅行者又上路了。马车到达汉斯福以后，他们在路的一边看到了久闻大名的凯瑟琳夫人的大庄园，感到无比激动。最后，他们来到了位于另一边的教区长住宅，在那里受到了柯林斯先生和夏洛特的热情欢迎。

伊丽莎白看到自己受到如此真挚的接待，对自己的到来也感到越来越高兴。她马上看到，婚姻并没能改变她表兄的习惯。他坚持非常死板客套地接待他们，讲起话来长篇大论，又领着他们参观房子，极为细致地介绍它的很多优点。伊丽莎白禁不住想，也许他是专门冲她讲的，好像希望让她感到拒绝他给她带来了多大损失。但是，虽然一切看起来都井井有条，舒舒服服，她还是不能以表示后悔的一声叹息让他得意。实际上，她不明白夏洛特跟这样的人相处，为什么显得那样兴高采烈。不过，只要柯林斯先生说的哪句话使他妻子感到丟脸（这也是常事），夏洛特就很聪明地装作自己没在听。柯林斯先生自豪地带着他们在花园里观看时（他喜欢在那儿劳动），夏洛特一本正经地称赞搞园艺是很有益于健康的锻炼，并且承认自己鼓励丈夫尽可能多地在室外劳动，伊丽莎白听了心里直乐。

伊丽莎白心里必须承认，虽然有点奇怪，但夏洛特确实显得很幸福。只要不想起柯林斯先生，整个房子似乎非常舒适宜人；根据夏洛特对家园明显的得意之情，伊丽莎白设想，夏洛特一定不常想起他。

客人在那里才待了一天，就接到凯瑟琳夫人的口信，邀请他们所有的人第二天全部到罗新斯庄园聚餐。柯林斯先生很得意，祝贺客人们交上了好运。“我得承认，我本来期望尊敬的夫人会邀请我们大家星期天到罗新斯喝茶，”他说，“但没想到会邀请所有的人赴宴！而且你们才刚来！夫人多么慷慨大方，多么关怀备至啊！”

那天剩下的全部时间和第二天上午都被用来讨论对罗新斯的拜访。当穿越庄园、进入夫人宅第的那一刻来临时，威廉爵士和玛利亚还真为此感到紧张。但是，伊丽莎白对于有关凯瑟琳夫人的传闻并不感到有很深的印象，所以还保持平静。

她看到凯瑟琳夫人觉得很有趣。她长得又高又大，举止傲慢，盛气凌人，接待客人时带着几分鄙夷。她嗓门很高，说一不二，显然自以为高人一等。她的女儿安与她截然不同——身材瘦小，愁容满面，很少开口，说起话来也低声细语。

晚饭很丰盛，柯林斯先生大加赞扬。他接连不断的赞美使伊丽莎白都觉得难为情，但凯瑟琳夫人似乎很高兴。晚饭后，夫人开始滔滔不绝地高谈阔论，也不怕自相矛盾甚至让别人说三道四。然后她就问了伊丽莎白很多具体的问题：受过什么教育，姐妹怎样，父亲收入多少。虽然伊丽莎白认为这些问题都是属于自家的事儿，别人无权过问，而且问题问得可以说很唐突，但她还是一一有礼貌地、心平气和地作了回答。漫长的晚会结束后，客人们都坐着凯瑟琳夫人的马车回家了，而柯林斯先生又称赞了夫人的优雅、英明和好客。

这种拜访一周重复两次，但是在汉斯福几乎没有别的娱乐活动。伊丽莎白或者和夏洛特进行愉快的交谈，或者读书，或者沿着凯瑟琳夫人庄园旁一条小径散步，这条小径似乎没人走过。生活很平静，可她感到很满意。

但是，她到汉斯福两周后，听说有些客人要进住罗新斯。凯瑟琳夫人的外甥达西先生不久就要过来，陪他来的是表兄费茨威廉上校。第二天，两位先生到了，几乎马上就去了教区长住宅。费茨威廉上校三十来岁，相貌平平，但很有绅士风度，和小姐们谈笑风生。而达西先生还像先前那样冷漠傲慢，同柯林斯太太打过招呼以后，只与伊丽莎白呆板地客套了几句。伊丽莎白借此机会问他最近在伦敦是否碰到了简，他回答说无此殊荣，这时她觉得他有点糊涂。又过了一会儿，两位先生便返回罗新斯了。

费茨威廉上校的言谈举止十分受女士们爱戴，她们感到，他会大大增添她们在罗新斯晚会上的乐趣。但直到复活节他们才收到凯瑟琳夫人的邀请，他们来到她的起居室后，发现夫人显然对自己的外甥们更感兴趣，而不管其他客人。但是，费茨威廉上校似乎真地很高兴见到她们，他马上过来坐到了伊丽莎白身边。他们谈得十分融洽，妙趣横生，惹得达西先生好几次转过头来好奇地打量他们。夫人也注意到了，便从屋子另一头大声喊道：“费茨威廉，你和班纳特小姐在谈什么？让我也听听。”

“夫人，我们在谈音乐。”看到不回答不行了，他才说。

“谈音乐！那就跟我们大家讲讲。如果你们在谈音乐，我必须和你们一块谈。我想，在英格兰没有多少人能像我这样欣赏音乐，或者说有我这样的天赋。如果我学过演奏，我一定是个伟大的音乐家。但是，我经常告诉年轻的小姐，练习很重要。我和班纳特小姐说过几次，她要想真正地弹好，非多练不可。欢迎她到罗新斯来，在仆人的大厅里练习钢琴。我可以向她保证，在那儿她不会妨碍任何人的。”

达西先生对姨妈这种无礼的话感到有点儿脸上挂不住。同时，费茨威廉说服了伊丽莎白弹几首乐曲，她在钢琴旁坐下。可是，她开始弹奏时，达西先生起身站到了钢琴前，在那儿，他可以看清她的脸庞。第一首曲子结束后，伊丽莎白笑着说：“达西先生，你来听我弹琴，是想吓唬我吗？但是，我很犟，不害怕。”

“我想，你不会真地认为我想吓唬你，而且我有幸认识你已经够久了，知道你偶尔喜欢说些言不由衷的话。”

伊丽莎白对这种场面不由得笑了起来，对费茨威廉上校说：“你表弟在教导你不要相信我说的一切。说实在的，达西先生，你揭我的短处很不够有气量，也许还有点愚蠢，因为我可能报复，讲一讲你的事情，你的亲戚们听到会大吃一惊的。”

“我不怕你。”达西笑着说。

“可是，让我听听你的指责，”费茨威廉上校喊道，“我倒想听一听他在陌生人中表现如何。”

“那好吧，准备好听一听那可怕的事吧。我第一次见到他是在哈福德郡的舞会上，在这次舞会上，你想他都干了什么？他只跳了四次舞！我很抱歉使你难受，但这是事实。虽然先生们很少，而且据我所知，坐着等舞伴的小姐不止一个，他却只跳了四支曲子。达西先生，你得承认。”

“当时在舞会上除了自己的一圈朋友外，我还不认识任何人。我也许应当让人介绍一下，可是我不喜欢向陌生人毛遂自荐。和不认识的人谈话令我觉得不安。”

“达西，不过是你不想去找麻烦罢了，这才是原因！”费茨威廉上校说。

“这架钢琴我不像其他女人弹得那样好，”伊丽莎白说，“但是我总设想那是我自己的过错——因为我没有自找麻烦去练习。我知道我是有能力弹得像别人那样好的。”

达西笑了笑说：“你完全正确。你利用时间的方式要好得多。听到你弹奏的人想象不出该作如何改进。我们两人都不喜欢在生人面前现眼。”

正在这时，凯瑟琳夫人插了进来，评论伊丽莎白的琴艺。“班纳特小姐如果有位伦敦老师的话，一定会弹得很好。当然，安的身体如果允许她学习的话，也会成为令人愉快的演奏家。”

伊丽莎白注意看达西对安·德·包尔这个名字的反应，但此时此刻或其他任何时刻，她都观察不到他对表妹有丝毫的爱慕甚至兴趣。凯瑟琳夫人继续给班纳特小姐的弹奏提出意见，但在先生们的请求下，伊丽莎白在晚上剩下的时间里一直在弹琴。


7
Darcy proposes marriage

Elizabeth was sitting by herself the next morning, writing to Jane, while Mrs Collins and Maria were shopping in the village. She heard the doorbell ring, and knew that meant a visitor had arrived, but she was greatly surprised when Mr Darcy, and Mr Darcy only, was shown into the room.

He seemed astonished too, on finding her alone. 'I apologize for disturbing you, Miss Bennet. I understood that all the ladies were at home.'

'Please don't apologize, Mr Darcy. I hope Lady Catherine and her daughter are well?'

'Very well, thank you.' He said no more.

As he seemed in danger of sinking into total silence, Elizabeth had to think of something to say. She remarked, 'How very suddenly you all left Netherfield last November, Mr Darcy! I hope Mr Bingley and his sisters were well, when you left London?'

'Perfectly, thank you.' That was all the answer he gave.

'I think I have heard that Mr Bingley has not much idea of ever returning to Netherfield again?'

'It is probable that he will spend very little of his time there in future. He has many friends elsewhere.'

Elizabeth did not want to talk any longer about Mr Bingley, and, determined to leave the conversation to Mr Darcy, she remained silent. He understood, and soon began to speak again.

'Mr Collins appears very fortunate in his choice of a wife.'

'Yes, indeed. She is one of the few sensible women who would have accepted him, although I'm not sure I consider her marrying Mr Collins as the wisest thing she ever did. She seems perfectly happy, however, and financially speaking, it's a good marriage.'

'It must be very agreeable to her to be such a short distance from her own family and friends.'

'A short distance, you say? It is nearly eighty kilometres!'

'And what is that? Little more than half a day's journey, on a good road. Yes, I call it a very short distance.'

'I would never have said Mrs Collins lived near her family,' cried Elizabeth.

'That shows how much you are attached to Hertfordshire. Anywhere outside the Longbourn area would, I suppose, seem far away to you.' As he spoke, he smiled a little.

Perhaps he supposed she was thinking of Jane and Netherfield, thought Elizabeth, and she blushed. 'Whether the distance seems long or short depends on many circumstances. If the family's income is large enough to pay for frequent journeys, then distance is not a problem. But Mr and Mrs Collins will not be able to afford to travel very often, despite their comfortable income. I'm certain my friend does not consider Hunsford near her family.'

Mr Darcy moved his chair a little towards her, and said, 'You cannot have a right to such a very strong local attachment. You haven't spent your whole life at Longbourn, I am sure.'

Elizabeth looked surprised. Experiencing a change of feeling, the gentleman moved his chair away again, took a newspaper from the table, and, glancing at it, said in a colder voice, 'Are you pleased with Kent?' They discussed Kent calmly and politely for a few minutes, and were then interrupted by Charlotte and Maria, who had returned from the village. Mr Darcy sat a little while longer, without saying much to anybody, and then went away.

'What can be the meaning of this!' said Charlotte, as soon as he had gone. 'My dear Lizzy, he must be in love with you, or he would never have visited us in this familiar way.'

But when Elizabeth described his silence, that did not seem likely, even to hopeful Charlotte, and they could only suppose that he had nothing better to do. In fact, from now on, both Mr Darcy and Colonel Fitzwilliam called regularly at the Rectory. It was obvious that Colonel Fitzwilliam came because he enjoyed talking to the ladies, and Elizabeth was reminded by her own satisfaction in being with him, as well as by his evident admiration of her, of her former favourite, Wickham. But it was more difficult to understand why Mr Darcy came. He did not often speak, and seldom appeared interested in the conversation. Even Charlotte, who observed Mr Darcy closely, was not sure whether he admired Elizabeth or not, and began to hope that perhaps her friend might marry Colonel Fitzwilliam in stead.

When she took her daily walk along the path bordering the park, Elizabeth met Mr Darcy unexpectedly more than once. This was the more surprising, because she was careful to inform him that it was her favourite walk, so that he could avoid meeting her. It was also strange that, although he could just have greeted her and walked on, he always thought it necessary to turn back and walk with her. She could not quite understand him.

But one day, as she was walking, she met Colonel Fitzwilliam, not Mr Darcy, and greeted him with a smile. They walked back to the Rectory together.

'Are you leaving Kent this Sunday?' she asked.

'Yes, if Darcy doesn't put it off again.'

'He is fortunate to be able to arrange things as he likes.'

'Well, we all want to do that,' replied Colonel Fitzwilliam. 'But he is used to doing what he likes, because he is rich, and many others are poor. I, for example—I'm a younger son, you know, and won't inherit my father's fortune, so I shall never be rich or independent, like Darcy.'

'Now seriously, you cannot call yourself poor. When have you ever suffered because of lack of money?'

'Well, perhaps I haven't really suffered much yet. But there are difficulties. A younger son doesn't have a free choice when marrying. He cannot afford to marry a girl with no fortune.'

Elizabeth blushed, thinking that he might mean her, and began to talk of something else. She asked him about Darcy's sister, and mentioned that the Bingley sisters liked her very much.

'Bingley—yes, I know them. Their brother is very pleasant—a great friend of Darcy's,' answered Colonel Fitzwilliam.

'Oh, yes, Mr Darcy is extremely kind to Mr Bingley, and takes very good care of him,' said Elizabeth drily.

'Yes, I believe Darcy does take care of Bingley. I'm thinking of a recent situation, which Darcy was telling me about on the journey here. He was congratulating himself on having saved a friend from a most foolish marriage. Of course, I'm not sure the friend was Bingley, as Darcy didn't mention the name.'

'Did Mr Darcy give you his reasons for interfering?'

'I understood that there were some very strong objections to the lady.'

Elizabeth could not speak for a moment. When she was able to control her anger, she changed the conversation. As soon as they reached the Rectory, she said goodbye to Colonel Fitzwilliam, and went straight upstairs to her room. At last she could think without interruption about what he had told her. Bingley must have been the friend to whom Darcy was referring. She had always assumed that Darcy was involved in the plan to separate Jane and Bingley, but now it appeared that he, not Miss Bingley, was the main cause of all that Jane had suffered, and still continued to suffer. The 'very strong objections to the lady' probably consisted of having one uncle who was a country lawyer, and another who was in business in London. There could be no possible objections to Jane herself, as she was intelligent, beautiful and charming. Nor could anyone object to Mr Bennet as a father-in-law. When Elizabeth thought of her mother, she felt a little less confident. She was still convinced, however, that Mr Darcy was interested in highborn connections rather than character or common sense. It was this, the worst kind of pride, which had destroyed for a while every hope of happiness for the most affectionate, generous heart in the world.

Thinking about all this made Elizabeth so upset and unhappy that she soon had a headache. It grew so much worse in the evening, and she was so unwilling to see Mr Darcy, that she decided not to go to Rosings that evening with Mr and Mrs Collins. Instead, she stayed in the Rectory sitting-room, reread ing Jane's recent letters from London. She was saddened to discover that, although Jane never complained, or referred to the past, in almost every line there was a lack of cheerfulness, which Elizabeth had not noticed the first time, and which now made her rather anxious. She was relieved to think that Darcy would be leaving Rosings in two days' time, and she herself would be with Jane in less than two weeks. Colonel Fitzwilliam would also be leaving with Darcy, but he had made it clear that he had no intention of proposing to her, so she did not intend to be unhappy about him.

Just then, she heard the doorbell, and wondered if it might be Colonel Fitzwilliam, come to enquire about her health. But to her astonishment she saw Mr Darcy walk into the room. In a hurried manner he began to ask how she was feeling. She answered him with cold politeness. He sat down for a few moments, and then, getting up, walked about the room. Elizabeth was surprised, but said nothing. After a silence of several minutes, he came towards her, with none of his usual calmness, and said, 'In vain have I struggled. It is no good. I cannot conquer my feelings. You must allow me to tell you how warmly I admire and love you.'

Elizabeth stared, blushed, doubted, and was silent. He considered this sufficient encouragement, and confessed all that he felt, and had felt for a long time, for her. He expressed himself well, but it was not only of love that he spoke. He also talked of his pride, and his sense of her social inferiority, which had made him struggle against his feelings for so long.

In spite of her dislike for him, Elizabeth appreciated what a compliment such a man's affection was, and was at first sorry for the pain he was about to receive. But soon, as she heard his references to her inferior position, she lost all pity, and became very angry. She waited patiently, however, until he had finished. He ended by describing the strength of his love for her, which, in spite of all his attempts, he had been unable to conquer with arguments of reason and common sense, and finally he asked for her hand in marriage. She could see that he had no doubt of a favourable answer, which only made her angrier.

'I believe society considers it correct, in cases like this, 'she replied, 'to express grateful thanks. So if I could feel grateful, I would now thank you. But I cannot—I have never wanted your good opinion of me, and I cannot accept it. I'm sorry to hurt anyone, but it has not been done deliberately, and I hope the pain will not last long. The pride which, you tell me, has long prevented the expression of your affection, can have little difficulty in conquering your feelings after this explanation.'

Mr Darcy, whose eyes were fixed on her face, was both angry and surprised by her words. His face went pale, and he was clearly struggling to control himself. There was a dreadful pause, and then he spoke in a voice of forced calmness.

'And this is all the reply I am to have the honour of expecting! I might, perhaps, wish to be informed why, with so little attempt at politeness, I am rejected.'

'I might as well ask why, with so evident a wish to offend and insult me, you chose to tell me that you loved me against your reason and even against your character. But even if my own feelings towards you had been favourable, do you think anything could tempt me to accept the man who has destroyed, perhaps for ever, the happiness of a most dear sister?'

As she said this, Mr Darcy changed colour, but he listened without trying to interrupt her as she continued.

'I have every reason in the world to think badly of you. Can you deny that you were the cause of Jane's separation from Mr Bingley, and of her unhappiness? Can you deny it?'

'I have no wish to deny that I did everything I could to separate them, and that I am delighted with my success. Towards my friend I have been kinder than to myself.'

Elizabeth treated this last remark with disdain, but its meaning did not escape her. 'But it is not only because of Jane that I dislike you. My opinion of you was decided long ago. I heard all about your character from Mr Wickham. Now, what can you have to say on this matter? How can you defend yourself?'

'You take an eager interest in that gentleman,' said Darcy, less calmly than before. The colour was rising in his face.

'Who can help feeling an interest in him, when we hear of the unfortunate life he has had!'

'Unfortunate!' repeated Darcy contemptuously. 'Yes, unfortunate indeed.'

'And it was your fault,' cried Elizabeth with energy. 'You took away his chance of a comfortable income and a good position, which you knew had been intended for him. You have left him poor, and dependent, and disappointed. You have done all this! And you can still treat the mention of his name with contempt.'

'And this,' cried Darcy, as he walked with quick steps across the room, 'is your opinion of me! Thank you for explaining it so fully. But perhaps you might not have considered these offences of mine, if your pride had not been hurt by my honest confession of my reasons for not proposing to you earlier. Perhaps I should have hidden my struggles, and flattered you by pretending I had every reason to love you. But I hate disguise of any sort. Nor am I ashamed of my feelings of pride, which are very natural. Could you expect me to delight in the inferiority of your family compared to mine?'

Elizabeth felt herself growing more angry every moment. 'Mr Darcy, you could not have made me the offer of your hand in any possible way that would have tempted me to accept it. The moment I first met you, I noticed your pride, your sense of superiority, and your selfish disdain for the feelings of others. Later events strengthened my dislike for you. You are the last man in the world whom I could ever be persuaded to marry.'

'You have said quite enough, madam. I perfectly understand your feelings. Forgive me for having taken up so much of your time, and accept my best wishes for your health and happiness.'

With these words he hurried out of the room, and the house. Elizabeth felt so weak that she sat down and cried for half an hour. She was so astonished to have received a proposal from Mr Darcy! His affection for her must indeed have been strong, to conquer all the objections he had to her family and position, objections which had made him prevent his friend marrying her sister. But his terrible pride, his shameless confession of what he had done to separate Jane and Bingley, and his cruelty towards Wickham soon removed any pity she might have felt for him.



disturb v. break the quiet. 打扰；搅乱。

sink v. come to a lower level. 陷入。

future n. coming after the present. 将来。

financially adv. of finance. 财政地。

distance n. measure of space between two places. 距离。

attached adj. to be fond of. 依恋的。

glance v. quick look. 匆匆一看。

remind v. cause somebody to. 提醒。

evident adj. plain and clear. 明显的。

border v. be next to. 毗连。

lack n. want, need, shortage. 缺乏。

afford v. to be able to do, spend, bear, buy, etc. 花费得起；能力足以。

recent adj. not long before. 最近的。

save v. make or keep safe. 挽救。

control v. have control of. 控制。

consist v. be made up of. 由……组成。

sadden v. make or become sad. （使）忧愁。

refer v. speak of, allude to. 谈及。

enquire v. ask. 询问。

conquer v. overcome. 征服；抑制。

sufficient adj. enough. 足够的。

society n. certain grouping of humanity. 社会。	

deliberately adv. done on purpose. 故意地。

destroy v. put an end to. 摧毁。

treat v. act or behave towards. 对待。

contemptuously adv. feeling or expressing contempt. 轻蔑地。

dependent adj. depending. 依赖的。

disguise n. the state of being disguised. 假装，伪装。

natural adj. normal. 正常的。

inferiority n. state of being inferior. 下等。


7　达西求婚
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第二天早上，伊丽莎白独自坐着，给简写信。柯林斯太太和玛利亚在村里买东西。她听到门铃响，知道有客人来了，但她见到达西先生，并且只有达西先生一个人被领进屋时，感到奇怪极了。

他发现她独自一人，也似乎很惊讶。“班纳特小姐，对不起，打扰你了。我还以为所有的女士都在家。”

“达西先生，请不要客气。我想凯瑟琳夫人和小姐都还好吧？”

“很好，谢谢。”他又不说话了。

看样子他有危险陷入完全的沉默。伊丽莎白必须找话说了。她说：“达西先生，去年11月，你们离开尼日斐太突然了，我想彬格莱先生和他的妹妹在你离开伦敦时还好吧？”

“很好，谢谢。”这就是全部回答。

“我想我听说过，彬格莱先生不怎么打算再回尼日斐了？”

“将来他可能不会在那个地方待多长时间。他别处有很多朋友。”

伊丽莎白不想再往下谈彬格莱先生了，下决心把话题留给达西先生，于是她保持沉默。他明白了，不一会儿，就又开口说话了。

“柯林斯先生选了这样一位妻子似乎很幸运。”

“是的，一点不错。有思想的妇女能接受他的不多，她便是其中的一个。不过，我不敢肯定地认为她嫁给柯林斯先生是最明智的做法。可是，她似乎十分幸福，况且从经济上讲，这个婚姻也不错。”

“离娘家和朋友这么近，她一定觉得很满意。”

“你说离得那么近？差不多八十公里呢！”

“那算得了什么，半天多一点就到了，若是路好的话。是的，我认为是很近。”

“我永远不会认为柯林斯太太住得离娘家近。”伊丽莎白大声说。

“这说明你对哈福德郡的感情太深了。我想，浪搏恩以外的任何地方对你来说都是很远的。”他说话时，露出了一丝微笑。

伊丽莎白想，也许他认为自己在想简和尼日斐，于是脸就红了。“距离的远近取决于很多因素。如果家庭收入足以支付频繁的往来，那么距离就不成问题。但是，虽然他们有舒适的收入，柯林斯夫妇是承受不起经常的旅行的。我相信，我的朋友不会认为汉斯福离她家很近。”

达西先生把椅子朝她挪了挪，说：“你不该有这样强的乡土观念。可以肯定地说，你不会一辈子都在浪搏恩度过的。”

伊丽莎白看起来有点惊奇。那位先生感受到了感情的变化，便又把椅子挪开，从桌上拿了一张报纸，瞟了瞟，用冷淡些的语气说：“你对肯特郡感到满意吗？”他们又平静客气地讨论了一会儿肯特郡，然后夏洛特和玛利亚打断了他们，这两个人已从村里回来了。达西先生又坐了一会儿，也没跟谁说多少话，便离开了。

“这是什么意思！”他刚走，夏洛特就说，“亲爱的丽萃，他一定是爱上了你，否则，他绝不会以这种亲切的方式拜访我们。”

可是，当伊丽莎白描述了他沉默的样子之后，甚至是满怀希望的夏洛特也觉得那不大可能。这样，她们只能猜测他是没事可做才来的。实际上，就从这时起，达西先生和费茨威廉上校开始定期造访教区长住宅。显然，费茨威廉上校来此是因为他喜欢与女士们交谈，伊丽莎白和他在一起感到很满意，而他又显然爱慕她，这两者都使她想起以前的宠儿韦翰先生。可是，要弄明白达西先生为什么来就更困难些。他不常讲话，也很少对谈话表现出兴趣。即使是密切注视达西先生的夏洛特，也不敢肯定他是否爱慕伊丽莎白，于是，她开始希望，也许伊丽莎白可以转而嫁给费茨威廉上校。

伊丽莎白每天沿公园旁的小径散步时，不止一次地意外碰到达西先生。这就更奇怪了，因为她曾小心地告诉他这是她最喜欢的散步方式，以便让他避免碰见她。还有令人奇怪的是，他完全可以只和她打个招呼便继续往前走，可他总是觉得有必要掉转头和她一起走。她搞不大明白。

可是有一天，她在散步时碰到了费茨威廉上校，而不是达西先生，便微笑着和他打了招呼。他们一块走回到教区长住宅。

“你们这个星期日离开肯特郡吗？”她问道。

“是的，如果达西不再往后推的话。”

“他很幸运，安排事情有自主权。”

“哎，我们都想有自主权，”费茨威廉上校回答说，“但是他习惯于我行我素，因为他很富有，而其他很多人都很穷。比方说我——我不是长子，你也知道，继承不了父亲的家产，因此，我永远不会像达西那样富有或独立自主。”

“认真点儿讲，你不能说自己穷。你什么时候因缺钱受过罪？”

“也许我还没有真正受过罪。但确实有困难。小儿子结婚时没有自由选择的余地。他没有经济能力同没有财产的女人结婚。”

伊丽莎白脸一红，觉得他可能指自己，于是赶紧岔开了话题。她问他达西的妹妹的情况，并提及彬格莱姐妹很喜欢她。

“彬格莱——是的，我认识她们。她们的哥哥很招人喜欢——是达西的好朋友之一。”费茨威廉上校回答说。

“哦，是的，达西先生对彬格莱先生极好，对他十分关照。”伊丽莎白冷冰冰地说。

“是的，我觉得达西确实关照彬格莱。我想起了最近的一件事，是达西在到这里来的路上告诉我的。他庆幸自己阻止了一位朋友卷入一桩最愚蠢的婚姻。当然，我不敢肯定这位朋友就是彬格莱，因为达西没有提他的名字。”

“达西先生是否摆出了干涉的理由？”

“我的理解是有些人强烈反对这位小姐。”

伊丽莎白一时说不出话来。她压住心头的怒火，改变了话题。他们一到教区长住宅，她便向费茨威廉上校道了别，径直到了楼上自己的房间。现在终于可以不受干扰，独自思考一下他告诉她的这件事了。达西所指的那位朋友一定是彬格莱。她一直都在猜测达西参与了拆散简和彬格莱的计划，但现在似乎清楚了，是他，而不是彬格莱小姐，做了简已经遭受和继续遭受的痛苦的罪魁祸首。“强烈反对这位小姐”的原因可能包括她有一个姨父做乡村律师，还有个舅舅在伦敦做买卖。对简本人不大可能有什么反对意见，因为她聪颖、漂亮、迷人。也不会有人反对认班纳特先生做老岳父的。伊丽莎白想到母亲时，感到有点缺乏自信。但是，她仍然坚信，达西先生只喜欢攀出身高贵的人，不喜欢平民百姓。正是这种最恶毒的傲慢，暂时毁掉了世界上最挚诚、最宽厚的一颗心所抱的每一线获得幸福的希望。

想到所有这些，伊丽莎白感到万分不安和难过，一会儿就犯了头痛病。到了晚上，头痛愈加剧烈，加上她不愿见到达西先生，于是她决定晚上不陪柯林斯夫妇去罗新斯了。相反，她待在教区长家的起居室里，重读简最近从伦敦的来信。她难过地发现，虽然简从来没有抱怨过或提起过过去，但信中几乎每一行都流露出闷闷不乐的情绪。伊丽莎白读第一遍时没注意到，现在这使她有点焦急。一想到达西再过两天就要离开罗新斯，她本人也将在两周后见到简，心里便放松了一点。费茨威廉上校也将同达西一块走，但他已经挑明他无意向她求婚，所以，她不打算为他表示悲伤。

正在这时，她听到了门铃声，心中纳闷会不会是费茨威廉上校来探问她的身体状况。但是，令她大吃一惊的是，她看到达西先生走进了屋子。他匆匆地开始询问她感觉如何。她冷冰冰地客气地回答了他。他坐下，待了一会儿，然后又站起来，在房间里踱来踱去。伊丽莎白感到奇怪，但什么也没说。几分钟沉默过后，他朝她走过来，一扫平时的冷静，说道：“我徒劳地进行思想斗争，但毫无用处。我再也无法控制自己的感情了。请允许我告诉你我多么敬慕你，多么爱你。”

伊丽莎白瞪大了眼睛，涨红了脸，满腹狐疑，一句话也说不出来。他一看这情景，认为是在怂恿自己说下去，立即向她倾吐了所有的感情，既有现在的，也有长期以来就感受到的。他表达得很充分，不但谈了他的爱，还谈到了他的傲慢，谈到他觉得她出身卑微，正是这一点使他与感情进行了长期的思想斗争。

虽然伊丽莎白讨厌他，但她认识到能得到这样的男人的爱是多大的恭维呀，所以开始时还对他即将接受的痛苦感到遗憾。但不久，她听到他说自己出身卑微，所有的怜悯之情便为愤怒所取代。但是，她耐心地等到他讲完。他最后形容了他对她的爱的力量，虽然他几经努力，但这种爱情的力量是无法用理性和经验战胜的，最后，他请求她接受他的求婚。她看得出，他自信能得到肯定的回答，这使得她更加恼怒。

她回答道：“我想，在这种情况下，社会上会认为应当表达一下感激之情。因此，如果我真觉得感激，我现在会谢你的。可惜我现在没有这种感觉——我从来不稀罕你的抬举，我也不接受你的抬举。我不愿伤害任何人，但我并不是故意的，我希望这痛苦不会持续太久。你说过，高傲使得你长期以来无法表达爱慕之情，但在你听了我的解释之后，高傲会毫不费力地战胜你的感情。”

达西先生一双眼睛紧紧盯着她的脸，听了这话，既气愤，又惊奇。他的脸色煞白，很显然在努力控制自己。可怕的停顿过后，他竭力装出一副镇定的样子说：

“我很荣幸，竟能得到这样一个回答。也许我可以请教一下，为什么我竟会遭到如此无礼的拒绝？”

“我也要请教你一下，你明明存心要冒犯我、侮辱我，却为什么要违背理性甚至自己的品格，说你爱我。但是，即便我对你的感情是肯定的，那么，也请你想一想，还有什么能打动我的心，让我去爱一个毁了我最亲爱的姐姐的幸福、甚至永远毁了她幸福的人？”

达西听了她的话，脸色大变。但他听着她继续往下说，一时不想插嘴。

“我有千万条理由把你往坏里想。你能否认你是拆散简和彬格莱先生、毁掉她幸福的罪魁祸首吗？你能否认吗？”

“我不想否认我竭尽全力把他们拆散，而且我还为我的成功感到喜悦。我对朋友比对自己体贴。”

伊丽莎白对他最后一句话十分鄙视，但他的用意她当然清楚。“但是，并不仅仅是因为简我才讨厌你。我对你早有成见，韦翰先生把你的品格全告诉我了。现在，对这个你还有什么话可说？你怎么为自己辩护？”

“你对那位先生倒挺关心的。”达西说道，语气已没有先前镇定。他的脸也更红了。

“凡是听过他不幸遭遇的人，谁能不关心他！”

“不幸遭遇！”达西轻蔑地重复道，“是的，真够不幸的。”

“这都是你一手造成的，”伊丽莎白使劲高声说，“是你剥夺了他享受舒适的收入和良好地位的机会，你清楚，这些本来都是属于他的。是你造成了他的贫困，让他无法独立，满心失望。这一切都是你干的！可是现在，你提起他的名字却还带着鄙夷。”

“这就是你对我的看法！”达西一边大声叫嚷，一边快速往屋子那头走，“谢谢你解释得这样周全。不过要不是我把以前迟疑不决的原因如实说出来，伤害了你的自尊心，也许你不会计较我得罪你的这些地方。也许我应当把我的思想矛盾隐瞒起来，假装我有一切爱你的理由，来奉承你。但是，我不喜欢任何形式的伪装。我也不为自己的高傲感到羞耻，因为那是很自然的。难道你指望我为你那些同我的亲戚无法相提并论的微贱的亲戚欢欣鼓舞吗？”

伊丽莎白感到越来越气恼。“达西先生，你用任何方式向我求婚，也不能打动我，让我接受。从认识你的那一刹那起，我就注意到了你的狂妄自大、你高人一等的感觉以及对别人感情的自私蔑视。以后发生的事加深了我对你的反感。哪怕天下男人都死光了，我也不愿嫁给你。”

“你说够了，小姐，我完全理解你的感情。占用了你这么多时间，请原谅。我衷心地祝愿你健康、幸福。”

说完这些话，他匆匆走出房间，走出宅院。伊丽莎白感到虚弱无比，坐下来哭了半个小时。达西先生向他求婚，简直太令人惊讶了！他对她的爱一定的确十分强烈，它克服了家庭、地位的障碍，克服了自己用以阻挠朋友同她姐姐结婚的障碍。但他那可怕的高傲自大，他那对拆散简和彬格莱的姻缘的恬不知耻的坦白，以及他对韦翰的残酷无情，不久便把她可能产生的怜悯之情冲刷得荡然无存。


8
Elizabeth learns more about Darcy and Wickham

The next morning Elizabeth had still not recovered from the surprise of Darcy's proposal to her. Feeling in need of exercise and fresh air, she decided to have a walk. In order to avoid meeting Mr Darcy, she kept away from her favourite path, but could not resist walking a little way into Lady Catherine's park. There she was astonished to see Darcy himself approaching her and calling her name.

'I have been walking some time in the hope of meeting you,' he said. 'Will you do me the honour of reading this letter?' And, handing her an envelope, he bowed slightly and walked quickly away. With no expectation of pleasure, but with the strongest curiosity, Elizabeth opened the letter, and began to read it as she continued her walk alone.




Do not be alarmed, madam, that I shall repeat the offer which so disgusted you last night. I have no intention of mentioning again wishes which, for the happiness of both of us, cannot be too soon forgotten. I would not have written, but justice requires my character to be defended.

You accused me last night of two very different offences. The first was that I had separated Mr Bingley from your sister, in spite of their mutual affection, and the second was that I had destroyed Mr Wickham's chance of future wealth and happiness, in spite of my father's honourable promises to him. I hope that you will no longer blame me for either of these offences, when you have read the explanation which follows. If I am forced to describe feelings which offend you, I can only say I am sorry.

I had not been long in Hertfordshire before I noticed that Bingley preferred your elder sister Jane to any other young woman. But I had often seen him in love before, and it wasn't until the Netherfield ball that I realized how serious his attachment was. I was careful to observe your sister closely, and as her manners and appearance were as pleasant and cheerful as ever, I remained convinced that she did not feel strongly about him. I was perhaps deceived by her calmness, and in that case, your anger has not been unreasonable. But I sincerely believed that her heart had not been touched. I objected to Bingley's possible marriage to her, not only for those reasons of social inferiority that I mentioned to you last night, but also for reasons which in my case I had tried to forget, but which I must state now. The behaviour that evening of your mother, your three younger sisters, and occasionally even your father, was so lacking in social correctness that I made up my mind to save my friend from what I considered would be a most unhappy marriage. If you are upset by my description of your family's faults, it may comfort you to consider that you and your elder sister have avoided any share of blame, and deserve nothing but honourable praise for your behaviour. To continue—when I was in London, with the help of Bingley's sisters, who shared my opinion, I explained to him the disadvantages of marriage to your sister. This alone would not have been enough to prevent the marriage, if I had not also been able to convince him of your sister's indifference to him. Then it was easy to persuade him not to return to Hertfordshire. I do regret one thing, however. Miss Bingley and I both knew that your sister was in London, but we hid the fact from Bingley. In this I consider I was less than honest, but I have no other apology to offer.

Your other, more serious accusation refers to Mr Wickham. Here again I may cause you pain—only you can tell how much. In order to show you his real character I must explain the whole of his connection with my family. His late father worked for mine for many years, helping to look after the Pemberley farms. His son, George Wickham, received much kindness from my father, who paid for him to go to school and to university. My father hoped the young man would enter the Church. If he became a priest, I was to give him the post of rector in a village near Pemberley, when it became vacant. But even before my father died, I had discovered Wickham's weakness of character and lack of morals. After my father's death, Wickham wrote to inform me that he did not intend to enter the Church, and asked for an amount of money instead of the post of rector. I knew that, with his character faults, he ought not to become a priest, and I therefore agreed at once. The business was soon arranged. He resigned all claim to the church post, and accepted three thousand pounds instead. I hoped that I would not see him or hear from him again. But three years later he wrote again, this time to ask for the rector's post, informing me that his money had all gone and his situation was desperate. You will hardly blame me for refusing. Since then he has doubtless been violent in accusing me of injustice to all who will listen to him.

There is one more circumstance which I would like to forget myself, but which I must now mention. I rely on your keeping this confidential. A year ago, I sent my sister, who is ten years younger than I am, on holiday to Ramsgate in Kent, in the care of a female companion. Unfortunately, there was an understanding between this woman and Mr Wickham, who also went to Ramsgate. With her help and encouragement, he spent a great deal of time with Georgiana, and flattered her so much that she believed she was in love, and agreed to elope with him. She was only fifteen at the time, and I am glad to say that she confessed everything to me immediately, when I arrived unexpectedly in Ramsgate just before their planned elopement. Naturally, I dismissed the companion, and wrote to Wickham, who left the place at once. He was doubtless most interested in my sister's fortune, which is thirty thousand pounds, but I cannot help supposing that he was also eager to revenge himself on me. I hope you will now clear me of all blame in this matter.

If, madam, you doubt the truthfulness of my description of these circumstances, I suggest you speak to Colonel Fitzwilliam. As my cousin and close friend, he knows every detail of these events, and will be happy to support what I say.

I will only add, may God be with you.

Fitzwilliam Darcy




Elizabeth experienced a variety of emotions as she read the letter. She was astonished to discover that Darcy was capable of any sort of apology. It was with a strong prejudice against anything he might say that she began reading his explanation of what had happened at Netherfield, and at first she was too angry with him to treat him with justice. But when she went on to read his description of his relationship with Wickham, she hesitated. It was so very different from Wickham's story, which she would have preferred to believe. But after a few moments' thought she realized that Darcy's statement was much more likely to be true. She began to remember several things about Wickham which now appeared strange to her. On the first evening she had met him, he had told the whole story about his lost fortune and the Darcy family to her, a total stranger. Then he had boasted of having no fear of Darcy, but had avoided the Netherfield ball the very next week. In addition, he had waited until the Bingleys and Darcy had left Netherfield before making his accusations public. She reminded herself that no one in Hertfordshire knew anything about Wickham's past, so it was quite possible that he lacked morals, as Darcy said. She had to admit that Darcy himself, though horribly proud, had always shown himself to be a gentleman. Finally, Darcy would certainly not have dared to refer her to Colonel Fitzwilliam, if he were not certain that his cousin could prove these statements.

She became absolutely ashamed of herself. 'How badly I have behaved!' she cried. 'How prejudiced I have been, I who have always been so proud of my ability to judge people! That pride has led me blindly into making a stupid mistake. Flattered by Wickham's interest, and offended by Darcy's coolness, I have misjudged both of them. Till this moment, I never knew myself.'

She re-read what Darcy had to say about Jane, and this time was forced to admit that Jane had displayed few outward signs of her feelings for Bingley. Charlotte had even commented on it. Then when Elizabeth looked again at Darcy's comments on her family's behaviour, her sense of shame was very great, and she could not deny the justice of his words. Feeling more miserable than she had ever felt before, she slowly returned to the Rectory, where she had difficulty in maintaining a cheerful appearance.

Mr Darcy and Colonel Fitzwilliam left Rosings the next day, and were sadly missed by their aunt, who now had so little entertainment that she invited the Collinses and their visitors several times that week. As Elizabeth only had a few days left before the end of her visit, she thought it fortunate that most of her time was occupied. When she had a moment to herself, it was a great relief to walk outside in the garden or the park, alone with her thoughts. She soon knew Mr Darcy's letter by heart. Although she was still angry with him for the proud, over-confident way in which he had proposed, her anger turned against herself when she considered how unjustly she had criticized and accused him. She respected his character and felt pity for his disappointment, but did not for a moment regret her refusal, or have the slightest desire to see him ever again.

She was saddened when she thought of her family. Her father enjoyed laughing at Kitty's and Lydia's foolishness so much that he never attempted to control his two youngest daughters, and her mother, whose own behaviour was far from correct, was completely unaware that anything was wrong. And poor Jane! It now appeared that Bingley's affection had been sincere, and Jane's disappointment had been indirectly caused by the behaviour of her own near relations.

On Saturday morning Elizabeth said goodbye to her friend Charlotte, feeling sorry to leave her with such a husband. But Charlotte, although regretting the departure of her visitors, appeared quite content with her domestic arrangements. Mr Collins took care to say to Elizabeth, before she left, 'I do hope, my dear Miss Elizabeth, that you will be as happy in marriage as I am. My dear Charlotte and I have one mind and one way of thinking. We seem to be made for each other.'

'It is most fortunate when that is the case,' was all that Elizabeth could safely reply.

By midday she had arrived in London, where she had arranged to stay a few days at her aunt's house. There was, how ever, no opportunity to discuss Mr Darcy's letter with Jane, until they both reached Longbourn again, at the end of the week.

It was pleasant to be at home again, but Elizabeth was very conscious of her younger sisters' silliness. They were full of the sad news they had just heard, that the regiment was leaving Meryton in two weeks' time and would be staying for the summer in Brighton, a holiday town on the south coast. Lydia and her mother were trying hard to persuade Mr Bennet to take them to Brighton too, for several months, as the summer would be so miserable in Hertfordshire without the officers. Fortunately, Elizabeth felt sure her father would not agree to this foolish idea.

When she and Jane were alone, she told her sister about Darcy's proposal of marriage. Jane was astonished, but soon her sisterly feelings made her think it quite natural, and her kind heart felt pity for Darcy's disappointment. However, when she heard about George Wickham's wickedness, as explained in Darcy's letter, she was deeply shocked. After some discussion, the sisters decided not to tell anyone what they knew about Wickham, as he would soon be leaving Meryton in any case.

Elizabeth felt greatly relieved by this conversation. She had got rid of two of her secrets, and was certain of a willing listener in Jane, whenever she might wish to talk again of either. But she dared not tell the third, and explain to Jane how sincere Bingley's feelings for her had been. She could see that Jane was not happy, because of her continued warm affection for Bingley. However, there seemed little chance of Bingley marrying her now, and Elizabeth did not want to deepen Jane's feelings of regret for her lost happiness.



exercise n. use of any part of the body or mind so as to strengthen and improve it. 练习；运动。

envelope n. the paper cover of a letter. 信封。

disgust v. cause disgust in. 使人厌恶。

wealth n. great amount of property. 财富。

anger n. the feeling that makes people want to quarrel or fight. 愤怒。

description n. picture in words. 描述。

disadvantage n. injury. 伤害

vacant adj. not occupied by anyone. 空缺的。

moral n. moral habits. 品行。

resign v. give up. 辞去。

desperate adj. filled with despair. 令人绝望的。

circumstance n. conditions. 情况。

event n. happening. 事件。

emotion n. state of the mind or feelings. 感情。

prefer v. like better. 更喜欢；宁愿。

dare v. be brave enough to. 敢；敢于。

statement n. stating of facts, view, a problem, etc. 陈述。

judge v. form an opinion about. 判断。

display v. allow to be seen. 表现。

pity n. feeling of sorrow for the troubles, sufferings, etc., of another person. 同情，怜悯。

desire n. strong longing. 欲望。

domestic adj. of the home, family, household. 家庭的。

silliness n. foolish. 愚蠢。

wickedness n. bad. 缺德。

deeply adv. in a deep manner. 深深地；非常地。

certain adj confident. 深信的。


8　伊丽莎白加深对达西和韦翰的了解

[image: alt]

第二天早上，伊丽莎白还没有从达西求婚的惊讶中恢复过来。她感到需要活动，需要新鲜空气，便决定出去散散步。为了避免与达西先生相见，她避开了所喜欢的小道，但禁不住走进了凯瑟琳夫人的庄园里边。在那儿，她惊讶地发现达西本人在向她走来，而且还叫着她的名字。

“我一直在这儿走动，希望能见到你，”他说，“请你赏光看看这封信好吗？”他递过信来，微微鞠了一躬，便快速地走开了。她没有希望得到多大乐趣，而是怀着强烈的好奇心，一边继续独行，一边开始读信：




小姐，请不要怕，我要重申昨天晚上令你厌恶的请求。我无意重提为了我们两人的幸福而无法很快忘记的愿望。我本来可以不写，但正义要求我为自己的品格辩护。

昨晚，你把两件十分不同的罪名加在我头上。第一件是我不顾彬格莱先生和令姊彼此相爱，拆散了他们的好事，第二件是我不顾先父的郑重许诺，断送了韦翰先生获得财富和幸福的机会。我希望你读完以下我的解释以后不会再为其中任何一件事责怪我。如果我被迫描述惹你生气的感情，那么，我只能说声抱歉。

我到哈福德郡不久，就看出彬格莱先生在当地所有少女中偏偏看中了令姊。但是，我以前经常看到他谈恋爱，直到举行尼日斐舞会，我才认识到他对令姊的倾心是多么认真。我仔细地密切观察令姊的变化，因为她的举止言谈一如既往地悦人和快活，所以，我仍旧坚信她对他没有强烈的感情。我也许为她表面的平静所欺骗，当真如此的话，那你的愤怒并非无稽之谈。但我曾真诚相信她的心未被触动。我反对彬格莱先生与令姊可能的婚姻，除了昨晚提及的社会地位卑下等原因之外，还有其他一些原因。我本人企图忘掉这些原因，但我今天必须说明。那天晚上，你的母亲、三位小妹，偶尔还有你的父亲，在举止方面过于不成体统，所以我决心让朋友免于这样一起我自认为甚为不幸的婚姻。如果我对你家人过错的描述令你不安，那么，如果说你和令姊已经免于任何指责，对你们的行为只能加以赞誉，那么，这对于你也不失为一种安慰吧！我接着讲——我在伦敦时，在彬格莱的妹妹的帮助下（她们与我有同感），我向他解释了与令姊结婚的不利之处。当然，仅此一点并不足以阻止这场婚姻，我还成功地说服了他令姊对他并无感情。这样，我就很容易说服他不再返回哈福德郡。但是，有一件事令我不能安心。彬格莱小姐和我都知道令姊在伦敦，但是我们向彬格莱隐瞒了事实。在这件事上，我认为自己不够诚实，但我仅能就此道歉。

你的另一个更严重的指责是关于韦翰先生的。在此，我可能再次引起你的痛苦——痛苦程度只有你知道。为说明他的真正品格，我必须解释他跟我家的全部关系。他已故的父亲为我父亲工作多年，负责看管彭伯里的农场。他的儿子乔治·韦翰深得先父宠爱，他供养他读完大学。我父亲希望这个年轻人进入教会。假如他成为牧师，我将要把彭伯里附近一个村子的教区长职位授与他，如果该职位有朝一日出现空缺的话。但是，即使在父亲去世之前，我已发现韦翰的品质缺陷和道德匮乏。父亲去世之后，韦翰写信通知我说他不打算进入教会，要求我给他一笔钱，而他将就此放弃教区长的职位，于是我马上同意了。一切很快安排妥当。他放弃了对教会职务的所有权力要求，接受了三千英镑作为补偿。我曾希望从那以后不再见到他或听到他的消息。但三年后他又来信了，这次是要教区长的职务，告诉我他的钱已花光，走投无路。你很难责怪我拒绝他的要求。从那以后，他逢人便讲，疯狂地指责我不讲公道。

还有一件事我自己希望忘记，但必须在此一提。我希望你严守秘密。一年前，我将我的妹妹（她比我小十岁）送到肯特郡的拉姆斯盖特度假，托付给一位女伴照料。不幸的是，这位女伴早与韦翰先生达成默契，而韦翰先生当时也去了拉姆斯盖特。在女伴的协助和怂恿下，他在乔治安娜那里花了大量的时间，把她吹捧得天花乱坠，竟然让她相信她爱上了他，便同意与他私奔。她当时只有15岁。我很高兴地告诉你，就在他们计划好私奔之前，我出其不意地到了拉姆斯盖特，她马上向我吐露了一切。很自然，我辞掉了女伴，并写信给韦翰，他马上离开了那个地方。毫无疑问，他最感兴趣的是我妹妹价值三万英镑的财产，但我禁不住也在想，他还急于借机报复我。我希望现在你能在这件事上让我免受指责。

小姐，如果你对我描述的真实性存在怀疑，你可以问费茨威廉上校。他是我的表兄和挚友，对这几件事都知道得一清二楚，他会很高兴地证实我所说的话。

最后，我再说一句：愿上帝与你同在。

费茨威廉·达西




伊丽莎白读信时，经受了复杂的感情变化。她惊奇地发现达西什么样的歉意都会表达。她是带着怀疑一切的目光开始读他有关尼日斐的解释的，起初，她火在心头，不能公正地看待他。但当她继续往下读到他描述与韦翰的关系时，便有些犹豫不决了。这与韦翰所讲的完全不同，她倒宁愿相信韦翰说的是真的。但思索片刻后，她认识到达西的陈述更加可信。她开始回忆起韦翰的几件事，现在觉得有点奇怪。她第一天晚上碰到他时，他就向她，一个完全陌生的人，讲述了自己破财的全部经历，讲了达西一家。后来他吹嘘不怕达西，可是，就在第二个星期，便避免去参加尼日斐的舞会。另外，他一直等到彬格莱一家和达西都离开了尼日斐以后，才将指责公开化。她还提醒自己，在哈福德郡，人们对韦翰的过去一无所知，所以，达西所说的他道德匮乏是完全有可能的。她必须承认，达西本人虽然十分高傲，却处处表现出绅士风度。最后，如果达西不敢肯定表兄费茨威廉会证明他的说法，那么，他也不敢让她去找他作证。

她惭愧得无地自容。“我的行为多糟糕呀！”她嚷道，“我的偏见太深了，就这样，我还总为自己阅人有术的慧眼而自豪呢！这自豪导致我犯了盲目愚蠢的错误。韦翰的殷勤使我受宠若惊，达西的冷静却伤了我的感情，我把他们两人都看错了。到现在，我才认识自己。”

她重读了达西关于简的叙述，这次，她被迫承认简对彬格莱的感情几乎没有什么外在表示。夏洛特甚至还就此讲过自己的看法呢。接着，伊丽莎白再看达西对自己家人行为的评述，更加羞辱不堪。她不能否认他说得公正。她感到前所未有的痛苦，慢慢返回到教区长住宅，在那里，她也很难摆出一副高兴的样子。

达西先生和费茨威廉上校第二天就离开了罗新斯，他们的姨妈想他们想得厉害。她现在因为没有什么娱乐，便邀请柯林斯夫妇和他们的客人每周来玩几次。因为伊丽莎白再过几天就要回去了，所以她觉得大部分时间都有事干还算幸运。她独自一人时，就在外面花园或公园里散散步，不受干扰地静心思考，感到很大的快慰。很快，她就将达西先生的信熟记在心。虽然她对他求婚时的高傲和过分自信还余怒未消，但她一想到自己多么不公正地批评和指责他，这种怨气便转向了自己。她尊重他的品格，也为他的失望感到可惜，但一刻也没有后悔自己拒绝了他，也丝毫没有再次见到他的欲望。

她想到家人，感到一阵悲伤。她父亲喜欢嘲笑吉蒂和丽迪亚的愚蠢，但他从来没有管过这两个最小的女儿；她的母亲，自己的行为远非一般人能够接受，也完全不晓得出了什么差错。还有可怜的简！现在看来彬格莱对她的爱是真挚的，而简的失望却是由她家人的行为间接引起的。

星期六上午，伊丽莎白向朋友夏洛特道了别，心里为把她丢给这样的丈夫而感到难过。不过，夏洛特虽然为客人们的离开感到遗憾，但显得对家庭安排还相当满意。在伊丽莎白离开之前，柯林斯先生还特意告诉她说：“亲爱的伊丽莎白小姐，我真诚希望你的婚姻能像我这样美满。我和亲爱的夏洛特真可谓夫唱妇随，天作之合。”

“如果是这样，那就太幸运了。”伊丽莎白只能这么模棱两可地回答。

中午时分，她到达了伦敦，她已安排好在舅母家小住几日。但是，她找不到机会同简讨论达西的信，这一拖就到了周末，她们都回到了浪搏恩。

又回到了家，令人感到愉快，但伊丽莎白对几个妹妹的傻气十分敏感。她们满口都是刚刚听到的坏消息，说什么军团两周后要离开麦里屯到南部沿海的度假村布赖顿消夏了。丽迪亚和她母亲在竭力说服班纳特先生也把她们带到布赖顿，住上几个月，因为在哈福德郡，没有了军官们，夏天实在难熬。值得庆幸的是，伊丽莎白可以肯定父亲不会同意这种愚蠢的建议。

她和简独处时，告诉了她达西求婚的事。简吃了一惊，但过了不久，姐妹之情使她感到这一切很自然，她那善良的心胸也为达西的失望感到惋惜。不过，她听到达西信中所讲的乔治·韦翰如何奸诈时，还是感到大为震惊。经过一番讨论，两人决定不把韦翰的事告诉任何人，反正他不久就要离开麦里屯了。

谈完话后，伊丽莎白感到无比轻松。她已甩掉了两个秘密，而且肯定她什么时候愿意再谈，简都会随时愿意倾听的。但她不敢谈第三个秘密，即向简说明彬格莱对她的感情是多么真挚。她看得出简不高兴，因为她不断唤起对彬格莱的温馨回忆。但是，现在彬格莱再娶她似乎希望已很渺茫了，伊丽莎白不想加深简对失去的幸福感到的遗憾。


9
Elizabeth in Derbyshire

During the week before the regiment's departure, all the young ladies in the Meryton area became extremely depressed. Only the two elder Miss Bennets were still able to eat, drink, sleep and lead a normal life. They were often scolded by Kitty and Lydia, who could not understand such hard heartedness.

'How shall we manage without the officers!' they cried miserably. 'How can you smile like that, Lizzy?'

Their affectionate mother shared all their sadness. 'I remember when Colonel Millar's regiment went away, twenty five years ago,' she said, 'I thought my heart was broken.'

'I'm sure mine will be broken,' said Lydia.

'If we could only go to Brighton!' said Mrs Bennet. 'I'm certain a little sea-bathing would be good for me.'

'Oh yes! But Papa is so disagreeable about it.'

Elizabeth tried not to listen, but could not help seeing the justice of Darcy's objections to her family.

But soon Lydia's bitterness changed to absolute delight, when she received an invitation from Colonel Forster's wife, to accompany her to Brighton with the regiment. Mrs Forster was a very young woman, only recently married, and as cheerful and sociable as Lydia, with whom she had been friendly for two months. Poor Kitty was very upset at not being included in the invitation, but Lydia cared nothing for her sister's feelings. She ran wildly through the house, calling for everyone's congratulations, and laughing and talking more loudly than ever.

Elizabeth could not share her sister's happiness, and felt it was her duty to advise her father secretly to refuse permission for Lydia to go. But she could not convince him that Lydia would be in any real danger, and so all the arrangements were made for her sister's departure. Elizabeth thought her father was wrong, however, and was still worried about how Lydia would behave in an atmosphere of greater freedom, and among the temptations of a fashionable seaside town like Brighton.

Elizabeth had seen Mr Wickham regularly since her return from Kent, at family parties and visits. She no longer thought him so agreeable. As the rich Miss King had left Meryton to stay with her uncle, Mr Wickham appeared eager to transfer his affections back to Elizabeth. His confidence in his own charm and ability to please annoyed Elizabeth very much, so that when she met him for the last time before the regiment's departure, she spoke quite coldly to him. In reply to a polite question of his about her Hunsford visit, she could not stop herself mentioning her frequent meetings with Mr Darcy, and her favourable opinion of that gentleman's character. Wickham looked a little embarrassed, and made no further attempt to charm Elizabeth. They separated at last with mutual politeness, and possibly a mutual desire never to meet again.

When Lydia left for Brighton, Elizabeth had to put up with Mrs Bennet's and Kitty's constant complaints that Longbourn had become very dull. Fortunately, she was able to look forward to a trip which she would soon be taking with Mr and Mrs Gardiner. They had planned to visit the Lake District, but Mrs Gardiner had recently written to say that as her husband's business made it necessary to shorten their holiday to three weeks, they would not have time to visit the whole of the Lake District comfortably. Instead, she suggested visiting Derbyshire, an area with a particularly strong attraction for her, as she had spent a large part of her early life there. Elizabeth was disappointed, but accepted the new plan at once. Although it was impossible to hear of Derbyshire without thinking of Pemberley and its owner, she felt sure she could avoid meeting Mr Darcy there.

Four weeks later, Mr and Mrs Gardiner arrived at Longbourn, where they had arranged to leave their children in Jane's care. The next day they set out with Elizabeth on their journey. The three of them made excellent travelling companions, sharing an intelligent interest in the people and places they saw on their way, and a strong affection for each other. After visiting Oxford, Blenheim, Warwick, Kenilworth and Birmingham, they arrived in Derbyshire, and decided to stay in the small town of Lambton, where Mrs Gardiner had lived before her marriage. Elizabeth discovered that Mr Darcy's house, Pemberley, was only eight kilometres away from Lambton.

'I often used to go to Pemberley when I was younger,' said Mrs Gardiner. 'Wouldn't you like to see it, Lizzy? We could go tomorrow. It's a beautiful place. Wickham spent his youth there, you know.'

'I—I am rather tired of large country houses, aunt,' said Elizabeth, forced to pretend. How dreadful it would be to meet Mr Darcy, while viewing his house! But when she asked a servant at the hotel one or two careful questions that evening, she was told that Mr Darcy was not at home at the moment. Greatly relieved, she felt able to agree to her aunt's suggestion, when it was repeated the next morning, and Mr Gardiner ordered a carriage immediately.

In a short time they entered the gates of Pemberley park, and drove through an extensive and beautiful wood. At the top of a hill they had their first view of Pemberley House, situated on the other side of a valley, with a line of high, wooded hills behind. The house was a large, handsome, stone building, which appeared to fit naturally into the scenery. Mr and Mrs Gardiner were warm in their admiration, and Elizabeth was delighted. At that moment she felt that to be mistress of Pemberley might be worthwhile!

They drove up to the front door, and asked to be allowed to visit the house. The Pemberley housekeeper, a respectable, elderly woman, showed them round. All the rooms were of a good size, and elegantly yet sensibly furnished. From every window there was an attractive view. Elizabeth began to admire the owner's taste in everything she saw.

'And I might have been mistress of this place!' she thought. 'Instead of viewing these rooms as a stranger, I might be welcoming my uncle and aunt as visitors. But no,' she suddenly remembered, 'that could never be. I wouldn't have been able to invite my uncle and aunt, or any other of my vulgar family connections.' This was a lucky thought, which saved her from something like regret.

She longed to enquire of the housekeeper whether her master were really absent, but luckily her uncle asked the question instead. It was quite alarming to hear that Mr Darcy was expected to arrive the next day, with a large group of friends. How glad Elizabeth was that their own journey had not been delayed a day!

Mr and Mrs Gardiner were enjoying their conversation with the housekeeper, who seemed content to talk about her master.

'Mr Darcy is a very handsome gentleman, as you will see from the painting upstairs. His sister is most attractive too, and so accomplished! She plays and sings the whole day. My master has just sent a new piano from London for her. He's such a kind brother, he'll do anything for Miss Georgiana.'

'Does Mr Darcy spend much time at Pemberley?' asked Mr Gardiner.

'Not as much as I'd like, sir.'

'If your master married, he might spend more time here! '

'Yes, sir, but I don't know when that'll be. I don't know who is good enough for him.' Mr and Mrs Gardiner smiled, and Elizabeth listened with increasing astonishment as the housekeeper continued. 'It's no more than the truth. Everybody who knows him says the same. He's never spoken a cross word to me, and I've known him since he was a baby. Some people call him proud, but I've never seen any of that. He's the best master that ever lived.'

Elizabeth almost stared at her. 'Can this be Mr Darcy?' she wondered. This was the most extraordinary praise for the man she had always thought so disagreeable and proud, especially with people he considered inferior to himself. She longed to hear more, but now the housekeeper was leading them upstairs. Soon Elizabeth found herself in front of the painting of Mr Darcy. He was smiling at her, just as she remembered him smiling sometimes when he looked at her. She looked at the picture silently for several minutes before going downstairs with the others. At that moment Elizabeth certainly felt more warmly towards Mr Darcy than at any time since their first meeting. She was beginning to realize that she had underestimated his character. His housekeeper's opinion of him was totally favourable, and what praise is more valuable than the praise of an intelligent servant? As she stood in front of his picture, she gratefully remembered the warmth of his feelings for her, and began to forget the way in which he had expressed them.

As they had now seen all the rooms which were open to the public, the housekeeper called the gardener, who was going to show them the park and gardens. They were just walking away from the house, when Elizabeth turned to have one last look, and saw the owner of Pemberley come suddenly forward from behind the house.

They were within twenty metres of each other, and Elizabeth could not avoid his seeing her. Their eyes instantly met, and they both blushed. He appeared very surprised, but, recovering quickly, approached and spoke to Elizabeth, if not calmly, at least with perfect politeness. Astonished and confused, she received his greetings with embarrassment. Soon he could find no more to say, and left her to return to the house. Mr and Mrs Gardiner, who had been watching from a distance, expressed their admiration of his appearance, but Elizabeth could only think of her feelings. How unfortunate that she had come! She blushed again. It might seem as if she had planned this meeting with him. And his behaviour was so different! Never before had she heard him speak so politely and so gently. What could it mean?

Her head full of these thoughts, she joined her uncle and aunt in their walk through the gardens. They were walking slowly beside an attractive stream, when they noticed Mr Darcy coming towards them. This time Elizabeth was able to control herself better, and she returned his greetings politely. She hid a smile when he asked her to do him the honour of introducing him to her friends, as she felt sure he was not expecting the well-mannered Gardiners to be some of her low-born relations. He certainly seemed surprised when she introduced her uncle and aunt, but took care to talk for some time to Mr Gardiner, with every appearance of interest. Elizabeth was delighted that these relations, at least, could not be criticized for their poor behaviour or lack of intelligence. On their way back to the house, Mr Darcy walked beside Elizabeth. There was a short silence before she spoke.

'Your housekeeper informed us you would not arrive until tomorrow, so I had not expected to find you here.'

'It is true. I came early on business. The rest of the party will be here tomorrow. Among them are Mr Bingley and his sisters, whom you know.' He continued after a pause, 'And there is one other person who particularly wishes to meet you. Will you allow me, or do I ask too much, to introduce my sister to you?'

Surprised but flattered by this great compliment, Elizabeth gave her permission. When they arrived at the house, Mr Darcy offered them some refreshment, but they politely refused. Mr Darcy helped the ladies into the carriage, and as it drove away from Pemberley, Elizabeth watched him walking slowly back towards the house. Mr and Mrs Gardiner were loud in their praise of him, but Elizabeth said very little.

The very next morning Mr Darcy brought his sister to visit Elizabeth and the Gardiners at the hotel in Lambton. Mr and Mrs Gardiner were astonished by the honour they were receiving, but Elizabeth's obvious embarrassment, and Darcy's haste in making the visit so immediately, soon provided them with an explanation. They observed their niece and Darcy carefully during the visit, and could not doubt that the gentleman was in love, although they were not certain of the lady's feelings.

Elizabeth was delighted to discover that Georgiana Darcy, far from being proud, as Wickham had said, was just very shy, with quiet, gentle manners. It was clear that she greatly admired her brother, and had every intention of liking Miss Bennet, as Darcy had spoken of her so favourably. Elizabeth was also satisfied to see that Bingley, who was with the Darcys, did not seem particularly interested in Georgiana, in spite of Caroline Bingley's wishes. And she had to admit that she had never seen Mr Darcy behaving so sociably and pleasantly, not only to herself, but also to the relations to whom he had referred with such disdain during that last conversation in Hunsford Rectory. Elizabeth herself was more than usually anxious to make herself agreeable to everybody, and she succeeded, because Bingley was ready, Georgiana was eager, and Darcy determined, to be pleased.

Miss Darcy, encouraged by her brother, invited Elizabeth and the Gardiners to dinner at Pemberley in two days' time, and when this invitation had been accepted, the Darcys and Mr Bingley left, with many warm expressions of politeness on both sides. Mr and Mrs Gardiner were very curious about their niece's feelings for Mr Darcy, but were careful not to question her.

That evening Elizabeth lay awake for two whole hours, trying to understand how she felt about him. She now thought of him with respect and a certain admiration, and was deeply grateful to him, not only for having once loved her, but for still loving her enough to forgive her bitter rejection of him, as well as all her unjust accusations. The change she had noticed, in a man who was once so proud, must be caused by his love for her. Now, since she was almost sure that if she wanted, she could encourage him to propose to her again, she only had to decide how far she wished to be involved in his future happiness, in which she already felt a real interest.



depressed adj. sad. 沮丧的。

scold v. blame with angry words. 叱责；骂；责备。

justice n. the quality of being right and fair. 合理；公正。

wildly adv. in a wild manner. 疯狂地；激动地。

atmosphere n. feeling that the mind receives from a place, conditions, etc. 感觉；气氛。

mutual adj. held in common with others. 相互的。

constant adj. going on all the time. 不断的。

dull adj. uninteresting; not exciting. 单调的；枯燥的。

business n. commerce. 生意。

force v. produce under stress. 强迫。

extensive adj. extending far. 广阔的。

situated adj. in a particular place; located. 坐落某处的；位于某处的。

long v. wish for very much. 渴望。

housekeeper n. woman employed to manage the affairs of a household. 女管家。

delay v. to do something later than planned; put off. 推迟。

master n. a man in control of people, animals, or things. 主人.

extraordinary adj. remarkable. 特别的。

valuable adj. of great value, worth or use. 有价值的。

instantly adv. at once. 立即。

greeting n. a form of words or an action used on meeting someone. 问候。

public n. people in general. 公众。

refreshment n. food and drink. 食物；饮料；点心。

hotel n. building where meals and rooms are provided for travellers. 旅馆。

haste n. quick movement or action; hurry. 匆忙；仓促。

warm adj. hearty. 热情的。

involve v. to be caught. 卷入。


9　伊丽莎白在德比郡

[image: alt]

兵团离开前一周，麦里屯地区所有的年轻小姐都变得极为沮丧。只有班纳特家两个大女儿还能吃、能喝、能睡，过着正常的生活。吉蒂和丽迪亚时常责怪她们，说不理解她们的铁石心肠。

“军官们走了我们怎么活呀！”她们悲切地嚷道。“丽萃，你怎么还笑得出来？”

她们慈爱的母亲和她一样悲伤。“我记得25年前米勒上校的兵团离开时，我的心都碎了。”她说。

“我的心也快碎了。”丽迪亚说。

“我们要能去布赖顿就好了！”班纳特太太说，“我肯定，洗洗海水浴对我是大有好处的。”

“噢，是的！可是爸爸太反对了。”

伊丽莎白试图充耳不闻，但是，禁不住想到达西对她家的反对是正当的。

但是，不久，丽迪亚的满脸愁苦就变成了喜笑颜开，因为她受到了福斯特上校妻子的邀请，要她同兵团一道，陪她到布赖顿去。福斯特太太十分年轻，最近刚刚结婚，和丽迪亚一样快活合群，她们的友谊已有两个月了。可怜的吉蒂因为不在受邀之列，感到坐卧不安，可是丽迪亚对姐姐的感情不管不问。她在家里东奔西跑，要大家向她道喜，谈笑声比以往任何时候都高。

伊丽莎白不能和妹妹分享快乐，还认为她有责任偷偷建议父亲不允许丽迪亚去。但她说服不了父亲丽迪亚会有什么真正的危险，于是，丽迪亚出发的一切安排都作好了。不过，伊丽莎白认为父亲错了，一旦享有更大自由，又到了布赖顿这样追求时尚的海滨城市，丽迪亚会变成什么样呢？伊丽莎白仍然为此担忧。

自从伊丽莎白从肯特郡回来以后，她常常在家庭聚会或互访中碰到韦翰先生。她不再认为这个人很随和。因为富有的金小姐已经离开麦里屯到叔叔那儿去了，韦翰先生似乎急于将他的感情转回到伊丽莎白身上。他对自己取悦人的魅力和能力信心十足，这使伊丽莎白十分恼火，因此，在兵团离开之前他们最后见面时，她对他说话时相当冷淡。在回答他有关汉斯福之行有何感受的客套话时，她禁不住提起她经常与达西先生见面，并且说对这位先生的品行印象不错。韦翰看上去有点窘迫，也就不再试图吸引伊丽莎白了。最后，他们分手时彼此都很客气，也许彼此都不希望再次见面。

丽迪亚前往布赖顿以后，伊丽莎白就不得不忍受班纳特太太和吉蒂唠唠叨叨的抱怨，说什么浪搏恩现在太死气沉沉了。幸运的是，她可以期望着不久和嘉丁纳夫妇一块去旅行。他们原计划游览大湖区，但是，嘉丁纳太太最近写信说，由于丈夫的工作需要，必须把假期缩短为三周，这样就没有时间畅游大湖区的全部风景了。因此，她提议游览德比郡，这个地方对她有特殊的吸引力，因为她早年大部分时间都在那里度过。伊丽莎白感到失望，但是马上接受了新计划。虽然一听到德比郡不可能不想起彭伯里和它的主人，但她肯定地认为她可以避免在那里与达西先生相见。

四周以后，嘉丁纳夫妇到达了浪搏恩，他们安排好把孩子们留在那里，让简照料。第二天，他们就带上伊丽莎白踏上了旅途。他们三人是极好的旅伴，对路上的所见所闻有着共同的高雅兴趣，彼此之间又有着强大的情感联系。他们参观了牛津、布楞恩、沃里克、凯尼尔沃思和伯明翰以后，便来到了德比郡，决定待在蓝白屯小镇，嘉丁纳太太结婚以前就住在那里。伊丽莎白发现，达西先生的住宅彭伯里离蓝白屯仅有八公里之遥。

“我年轻时经常到彭伯里去，”嘉丁纳太太说，“你不想看看那里吗，丽萃？我们明天就去。那地方很漂亮。韦翰年轻时就在那里度过，你也知道。”

“我——我有点腻味大的乡村庄园了，舅妈，”伊丽莎白说，竭力装出这个样子。看达西先生家的住宅时，再碰到达西先生，那该多糟糕呀！可是，那天晚上她详细询问了旅店仆人一两个问题后，便得知达西先生当时不在家。她大大松了一口气，第二天舅妈再问起同样的问题时，她便同意了舅妈的建议。嘉丁纳先生马上叫了一辆马车。

不一会儿，他们就进入了彭伯里庄园的大门，穿过一大片漂亮的林地，来到小山之巅。从这儿，他们第一次看到了彭伯里府第，它坐落于山谷另一侧，后面是一片林木覆盖的山陵。房子是巨大的、漂亮的石头建筑，与自然景观融为一体。嘉丁纳夫妇赞赏不已，伊丽莎白也感到兴奋。这时，她觉得，在彭伯里做主妇也许不错！

他们驱车到了前门，请求参观房子内部。彭伯里的管家是一位受人尊敬的老妇人，她带领着他们参观。每个房间都很宽敞，家具陈设也风雅有致。从每扇窗户都能看到迷人的风景。从所见的一切中，伊丽莎白开始欣赏主人的志趣。

“我差点儿就做了这儿的主妇呢！”她想，“我不但不必以一个陌生人的身份前来参观，而且还可以把舅父母当作贵客欢迎。可是不行。”她忽然想起来，“永远做不到。我无法邀请舅父母或者其他卑贱的亲戚。”她幸亏想到了这一点，才没有为当初的事后悔。

她真想问问这位管家，主人是否真的不在家，不过，她舅舅正好替她问了这个问题。听说达西先生预计明天到家，还要带许多朋友来，她感到很吃惊。她庆幸他们自己的旅行没有向后推迟一天！

嘉丁纳夫妇很乐意与管家谈话，管家似乎很高兴谈自己的主人。

“达西先生很英俊，从楼上的画像中你们可以看到。他妹妹也很有魅力，非常多才多艺！她整天弹啊唱啊的。我的主人刚让人从伦敦给她运来一架新钢琴。他这个哥哥非常善良，他为乔治安娜小姐不惜一切。”

“达西先生在彭伯里待的时间长吗？”嘉丁纳先生问。

“我倒希望他能多待些日子，先生。”

“主人结婚以后，可能会在这里待的时间长些！”

“是的，先生。可是我不知道他什么时候结婚。我不知道谁能配得上他。”嘉丁纳夫妇笑了。管家继续讲；伊丽莎白越听越惊奇。“我说的全是实话。认识他的人都这么说。他从来没有对我说过一句生气的话，我是从小把他看大的。有的人说他傲慢，可是我一点也看不出来。他是世界上最好的主人。”

伊丽莎白几乎目瞪口呆。“这可能是达西先生吗？”她疑惑不解。她一贯认为这个人与别人格格不入，傲慢无比，特别是对那些他认为地位低的人，现在却听到了对他最为不平凡的赞美。她渴望多听一些，可是管家带他们上了楼。不一会儿，伊丽莎白就发现自己站到了达西先生的画像前。他正冲着她微笑，正是那种有时候他看她时所带的笑容。她默默地看了一会儿画像，便随其他人下楼去了。这时，伊丽莎白对达西先生产生了自第一次见面以来从未有过的亲切感。她开始认识到她低估了他的品格。管家对他的看法是完全肯定的，再说，有什么样的赞美比聪明的仆人的赞美更难得呢？她站在画像前那会儿，感激地回忆起他对她的温暖感情，而开始忘掉他表达感情的方式。

现在，他们已看完所有向公众开放的房屋，管家就把园丁叫过来，园丁要领着他们参观庄园和花园。他们正要离开房子，这时伊丽莎白又回头看了最后一眼，看到庄园的主人突然从房子后面走了过来。

他们相距不到二十米，伊丽莎白根本来不及躲闪。顷刻间，四目相对，两人都涨红了脸。达西显得十分惊奇，但很快恢复过来，走上前去，与伊丽莎白说话。他谈不上镇定自若，但至少可以说十分客气。伊丽莎白感到既惊讶又心慌意乱，很尴尬地接受了他的问候。一会儿，他就觉得没什么可说的了，便离开她回到了屋里。嘉丁纳夫妇一直在远处观看，他们对他的外貌大加称赞，但伊丽莎白心中只有自己的感情。她来得多不是时候！她脸又红了。好像是她特意来见他似的。而他的态度也和以前完全不同！她从来没有听到过他说话这么彬彬有礼，这么温柔。这是什么意思呢？

她满脑子胡思乱想，加入了舅父舅母的行列，步行穿越花园。他们正沿一条引人注目的小溪缓行，这时，他们注意到达西先生朝他们走来。这一次，伊丽莎白控制得比较好，很有礼貌地回了他的问候。达西要她赏光，并且介绍一下她的朋友，她掩住了笑容，因为她敢肯定，达西不会想到温文尔雅的嘉丁纳夫妇会是她出身低下的亲戚。她介绍完舅父舅母后，他自然感到奇怪，但竟然跟嘉丁纳先生攀谈了一会儿，似乎很感兴趣。至少这两位亲戚不会被人指责为举止欠妥或智力贫乏，伊丽莎白对此感到欣慰。在返回住宅的路上，达西先生和伊丽莎白并肩走着。稍微沉默了片刻，伊丽莎白说：

“你的管家告诉我们你到明天才回来，所以，我没想到会在这儿碰上你。”

“是这样。我提前回来是有公务在身。剩下的人明天到。其中有彬格莱先生和他的姐妹，你都认识。”顿了一下，他继续说，“还有另外一个人特别希望见到你。你能否赏光，允许我向你介绍一下我的妹妹？你是否认为这样太冒昧了？”

伊丽莎白感到奇怪，但因为受到这种恭维而受宠若惊，便答允了他。他们到了宅第前，达西先生请他们进去吃点小点心，但他们客气地谢绝了。达西先生扶着两位女客上了马车，马车驶离彭伯里时，伊丽莎白看着他慢慢地走回了房子。嘉丁纳夫妇大声称赞他，但伊丽莎白几乎什么也没说。

就在第二天上午，达西先生就带着他妹妹来到了蓝白屯的旅馆，拜访伊丽莎白和嘉丁纳夫妇。嘉丁纳夫妇对这种殊荣甚感吃惊，但伊丽莎白明显的尴尬神色加上达西匆忙地安排如此紧迫的拜访，不久就给他们俩提供了解释。在拜访中他们俩密切地观察外甥女和达西的行为，结论是，毫无疑问，这位先生已经爱上了小姐，但小姐的感情还不敢确定。

伊丽莎白喜悦地发现乔治安娜·达西不像韦翰所说的那样，根本谈不上高傲，只是十分羞怯，举止十分恬静、温柔。很明显，她很钦佩哥哥，并极欲同班纳特小姐结交，因为达西尽说她的好话。伊丽莎白还高兴地看到，和达西兄妹同行的彬格莱似乎对乔治安娜小姐不是特别感兴趣，这一点就由不得卡罗琳·彬格莱了。她还不得不承认，她还从来没有见过达西先生的举止这样随和，这样令人高兴，不但对她如此，而且对自己的亲戚也如此。然而，最后一次在汉斯福教区长住宅谈话时，他曾如此鄙夷地说到她的亲戚。伊丽莎白本人也比往常更加急于使自己的形象在所有人面前显得和蔼可亲。她成功地做到了这一点，因为彬格莱时刻准备着接受她这种形象，乔治安娜渴望着接受她这种形象，达西下决心接受她这种形象。

达西小姐在哥哥的鼓励下，邀请伊丽莎白和嘉丁纳夫妇两天后到彭伯里赴宴。他们接受了邀请之后，达西兄妹和彬格莱先生就离开了，双方都说了很多暖烘烘的客气话。嘉丁纳夫妇对于外甥女对达西先生的感情感到十分好奇，但他们很小心，没有问她。

那天晚上，伊丽莎白翻来覆去整整两个小时未能入睡，她在努力弄清她对达西到底是什么感觉。她现在对他感到尊敬，和一定程度的爱慕，并且怀有深深的感激之情，不但是因为他以前爱过她，而且还因为他现在还爱她，爱得足以能够原谅她对他的断然拒绝，原谅她对他不公正的指责。在一个曾如此傲慢的人身上，她所注意到的这些变化，一定是因为他对自己的爱所致。既然她几乎可以肯定，如果她愿意的话，她可以鼓励他再次向自己求婚，那么，现在她只需决定在多大程度上她愿意涉足他未来的幸福，在这一点上，她现在已感到有了真正的兴趣。


10
Lydia and Wickham

On the third morning of her visit to Lambton, Elizabeth received two letters from Jane. The first had been badly addressed and sent elsewhere, then redirected. Her aunt and uncle were out walking, so she sat down to read them at once. The first had been written five days before, and started just as expected, with a description of Longbourn dinner parties and visits, but the second half of this letter was dated a day later, and was evidently written in a great hurry. This is what it said:




Since writing the above, dear Lizzy, something most unexpected and serious has happened. But I do not wish to alarm you, we are all well. It concerns poor Lydia. An express letter came at midnight last night, when we were all in bed, from Colonel Forster, to inform us that she had run away to Scotland with one of his officers, with Wickham, in fact! There, of course, she can marry without her parents' approval. Imagine our surprise. What a foolish marriage for both of them! But at least he is not interested in her money, as he must know my father can give her almost nothing. Kitty admits that she knew about Lydia's attachment to Wickham, from Lydia's letters. Our poor mother is very upset. I must finish now, as I cannot stay away from her for long. I hope you can read this. I hardly know what I have written.




Without allowing herself time to think, Elizabeth opened the second letter, dated a day later, and read impatiently:




My dearest sister,

I am so confused I cannot write properly. I have bad news for you. Foolish though a marriage between Mr Wickham and our poor Lydia might be, we are now only too anxious to hear that it has taken place. There is reason to fear they have not gone to Scotland. Colonel Forster arrived here yesterday. He tells us that one of the officers, a close friend of Wickham, believes that Wickham never intended to go to Scotland, or to marry Lydia at all. The colonel followed the couple as far as London, but they have not been seen leaving the capital. Our anxiety, my dear Lizzy, is very great. My father and mother believe the worst, and the colonel fears Wickham is not a man to be trusted, but I cannot believe him to be so wicked. And is Lydia so completely lacking in morals, that she could live with a man without being married? Impossible. Now my poor mother is really ill, my father is angry, for perhaps the first time in his life, and Kitty is being scolded for keeping the attachment a secret. While I am glad, dearest Lizzy, that you have been spared some of the confusion and worry we have been experiencing, I cannot help begging you all to come home as soon as possible. My father is going to London with the colonel to try to find Lydia. I think he is too upset to achieve results in the best and safest way, and my uncle's advice and help would be everything in the world. I rely on his goodness.




'Oh! Where, where is my uncle?' cried Elizabeth, running to the door. But just as she reached it, Mr Darcy came in. Her pale face and strange manner prevented him from speaking, and she, who could think of nothing except Lydia, said hurriedly, 'Excuse me, but I must leave you. I must find Mr Gardiner immediately. There is not a moment to lose.'

'Good God! What is the matter?' he cried, then added, 'Let me, or let the servant, go to find Mr and Mrs Gardiner. You are not well enough. You cannot go yourself.'

Elizabeth hesitated, but her legs were trembling, and she realized he was right. After giving the servant her message, she sat down, looking so ill that Darcy could not leave her, or stop himself saying gently, 'Let me call someone to look after you. Shall I get you a glass of wine? You are very ill.'

'No, thank you,' she replied. 'I am quite well. I am only upset by some dreadful news I've just received form Longbourn.' She burst into tears, and for a few minutes could not speak another word. Darcy watched her miserably, in sympathetic silence. At last, she spoke again. 'It cannot be hidden from anyone. My youngest sister has eloped, with—with Mr Wickham. You know him too well to doubt what will happen. She has no money, no connections, nothing that can tempt him to marry her. She is lost for ever. And I could have prevented it! I knew how bad his character was. If only I had told my family what I knew about him! But it is all too late now.'

Darcy looked at her in astonishment. 'I am shocked,' he said, 'and sad, very sad. What has been done to find her and bring her back?'

'My father has gone to London, and I hope my uncle will go too. We shall leave Lambton, I hope, in half an hour. But I know very well that nothing can be done. How can such a man be persuaded? How can we even find them? I have not the smallest hope. It is horrible!'

Darcy made no answer. He was walking up and down with a serious, thoughtful expression on his face. Elizabeth soon observed and instantly understood it. She was losing her influence over him. This proof of moral weakness in her family was driving him away from her. Never before had she so honestly believed she could have loved him, as now, when mutual affection must be impossible.

But she could not think for long of herself, when Lydia's situation was so desperate. Mr Darcy left almost immediately, politely regretting that Elizabeth and her aunt and uncle would not, in the circumstances, be able to come to dinner at Pemberley that day, and again expressing his sympathy. When Mr and Mrs Gardiner entered the room, Elizabeth hurriedly explained everything to them, and was greatly relieved when they agreed to leave at once, to return to Longbourn.

Their packing was done at great speed, and soon they were in the carriage, driving south.

'Lizzy,' began Mrs Gardiner, 'I cannot believe that Wickham's character is so bad that he would run away with Lydia, and not marry her. Do you really think he is capable of that?'

'My dear aunt, Jane and I both know that he has neither honesty nor honour. He has falsely accused Mr Darcy, and has lied wickedly about the whole Darcy family. You saw what a shy, gentle girl Miss Darcy is, but he had described her as proud, disagreeable and disdainful.'

'But does Lydia know nothing of this?'

'Oh, no! That is the worst of all. I didn't know the truth myself until my visit to Kent, and when I returned, and told Jane, she and I decided not to make our knowledge public. Now I know that was a mistake. I never thought that Lydia could be in any danger from him.'

When they arrived at Longbourn, Elizabeth and her aunt were able to help Jane in looking after the children. They also attempted to calm Mrs Bennet, who, however, refused to be calmed, and blamed everyone except herself for the disaster.

'If only I had been allowed to take the family to Brighton, this would not have happened. Poor dear Lydia had no one to take care of her. Why did those Forsters ever let her go out of their sight? I am sure they neglected her. Of course, I did not want her to go to Brighton, but nobody took any notice of me, as usual. And now Mr Bennet has gone to London, and I'm sure he'll fight Wickham, and then he'll be killed, and then the Collinses will turn us out of the house, before he's cold in his grave!'

'Do not worry, sister,' said Mr Gardiner kindly. 'I'm going to London tomorrow, to help my brother-in-law.'

'Oh, thank you, my dear brother,' replied Mrs Bennet. 'Make sure you find Lydia and Wickham, and if they are not married yet, make them marry. And tell Lydia, they mustn't wait for wedding clothes, but she shall have as much money as she wants to buy them, after they are married. And keep Mr Bennet from fighting—tell him what a dreadful state I am in, so ill that I can get no rest by night or by day. And tell Lydia not to buy any clothes until she's seen me, because she doesn't know the best shops. Oh, brother, how kind you are! I hope you will manage everything.'

The next day Mr Gardiner travelled to London, as he had promised. Now began a painful period of waiting for those left at Longbourn. They became even more anxious, as news came from Meryton of Wickham's lies, debts, and secret attachments to most of the servant girls in the town. Everybody declared that he was the wickedest young man in the world, and protested that they had always distrusted his great charm and appearance of goodness. Although Elizabeth did not believe half of these stories, she believed enough to feel sure that her sister's reputation was already lost, and even Jane almost despaired of receiving good news.

In a few day's time they were relieved to receive a letter from Mr Gardiner, but unfortunately it only informed them that Wickham and Lydia had not yet been found. Apparently Wickham had left gambling debts of over a thousand pounds behind him in Brighton. Mr Bennet was returning home the following day, leaving his brother-in-law in London to continue the search. When she heard this, Mrs Bennet did not show as much satisfaction as her children expected, considering the anxiety she had previously expressed for her husband's safety.

'What, is he coming home without poor Lydia?' she cried. 'And who will fight Wickham, and make him marry her?'

Mrs Gardiner took the opportunity of Mr Bennet's return to go back to London herself, with her children. She was still longing to know how Elizabeth's relationship with Darcy had developed, but Elizabeth had not once mentioned his name, so her aunt did not dare to ask any direct questions.

When Mr Bennet arrived home, he appeared as calm as ever, but in a conversation with Elizabeth he admitted that he felt to blame for Lydia's elopement.

'I know I should have had more control over her,' he said. 'And, Lizzy, you were right. I should never have let her go to Brighton.'

Kitty, who was listening, said, 'Papa, if I ever went to Brighton, I'd behave much better than Lydia has done.'

'You go to Brighton!' cried her father. 'I would not trust you within twenty kilometres of the place, for fifty pounds! No, Kitty, I have at last learnt to be cautious, and you will feel the effects of it. No officer may ever enter the house again, or even pass through the village. And balls will be absolutely forbidden, unless you dance only with your sisters.'

Kitty, taking these threats seriously, began to cry.

'Well, well,' said he, 'don't make yourself unhappy. If you are a good girl for the next ten years, I'll take you to the theatre at the end of that time.'

Two days later, the news for which they had all been waiting so anxiously arrived. Mr Gardiner's letter informed them that Wickham and Lydia had been found, but that they were not married. However, certain financial arrangements had been made with Wickham. Mr Bennet was asked to pay Lydia one hundred pounds a year, as well as arranging for her to inherit her equal share of the five thousand pounds which the Bennet girls would inherit after their parents' death. If these reasonable conditions were agreed, Wickham had promised to marry Lydia.

At first Elizabeth and Jane were delighted that their sister's reputation would be saved through marriage, even to such a man as Wickham. But then their father explained that Wickham would never have agreed to marry Lydia, unless he had been paid a considerable amount of money immediately. They began to worry that it would be difficult to repay Mr Gardiner, who must have bribed Wickham in this way. Mrs Bennet, however, had no such worries.

'He is her own uncle, after all!' she cried happily. 'Why shouldn't he pay? My dear, dear Lydia! Married at sixteen! How I long to see her, and dear Wickham too! But the wedding clothes! I'll write to my sister-in-law about them at once! I'm so happy. In a short time I'll have a daughter married. Mrs Wickham! How well it sounds!'

Now that Lydia was going to be married, Elizabeth greatly regretted telling Darcy of her fears for her sister. But even if Lydia had been married in the most honourable way, it was extremely unlikely that Mr Darcy would wish to connect himself with a family in which there was a close relationship with Wickham, the man he most justly disliked. She could not expect him to go on caring for her, as she felt certain he had done when they met in Derbyshire. But now that she was sure he could not love her, she was convinced they could have been happy together. He seemed to be exactly the man who would have suited her. They could have usefully influenced each other. His mind might have been softened and his manners improved by her sociability, and she might have learnt from his greater judgement and knowledge of the world. But no such relationship could now teach an admiring world what happiness in marriage was really like. Instead, Wickham would marry Lydia, with little chance of happiness for either of them.

Mr and Mrs Gardiner had arranged for Lydia to be married quietly in London, from their house. At first Mr Bennet had refused to allow his youngest daughter ever to enter his house again, but eventually Jane and Elizabeth persuaded him to receive Lydia and her husband after the wedding. It would only be a short visit, as almost immediately she and Wickham would be moving north to Newcastle, where he had accepted a new army post.

When the carriage containing the young couple arrived at Longbourn House, the two elder Bennet sisters were shocked to see how unashamed Lydia was. She entered the house, laughing and joking, and asked all her sisters to congratulate her. Wickham was no more embarrassed than she was, and spoke to everyone in his usual flattering, agreeable manner. They seemed to have no idea of the anxiety they had caused by their shameless and wicked behaviour.

Elizabeth was quite disgusted by their relaxed, confident appearance, and determined not to show any interest when Lydia insisted on describing every detail of her wedding day. She could not help reacting with astonishment, however, when Lydia let slip the name of Mr Darcy. He had apparently been present at the ceremony. Why would Mr Darcy, Elizabeth wondered, attend the wedding of two people he must hold in the greatest contempt? She could not discover the reason from Lydia, who suddenly remembered it was supposed to be a secret, and she could not rest without knowing the truth, so she hurriedly sent a note to her aunt in London, asking urgently for an explanation.



elsewhere adv. in, at, or to some other place. 在别处；到别处。

approval n. the act of approving. 批准；同意。

surprise n. feeling caused by something sudden or unexpected. 惊骇；惊愕；惊奇。

officer n. a person in a position of command in the armed forces. 军官。

couple n. two persons seen together. 一对人。

anxiety n. emotional condition in which there is fear and uncertainty about the future. 焦虑。

colonel n. 陆军上校。

safe adj. free from danger. 安全的。

tremble v. shake involuntarily. 发抖。

burst into break out into. 突然发出；爆发成。

proof n. way of showing that something is true. 证据。

weakness n. state of being weak. 虚弱。

enter v. go into. 进入。

pack v. put things into a case, boxes, etc., for traveling or storing. 收拾。

speed n. rapidity of movement. 速度。

disaster n. great misfortune. 灾难；不幸。

neglect v. pay no attention to. 疏忽。

grave n. hole dug in the ground for a corpse. 坟墓。

rest n. freedom from action or anything tiring. 休息。

painful adj. causing pain. 痛苦的。

reputation n. opinion held by others. 名声。

apparently adv. clearly seen. 显然地。

gamble v. play games of chance for money. 赌博。

debt n. something owed to someone else. 债，债务。

develop v. grow larger. 发展。

effect n. outcome. 效果。

threat n. a warning that one is going to hurt, punish, etc. 威胁。

bribe v. influence unfairly by favours or gifts. 贿赂；收买。

wedding n. marriage ceremony. 婚礼。

dislike v. not like. 不喜欢。

soften v. make or become soft. （使）变柔和。

eventually adv. in the end. 最后。

cause v. make happen. 引起。

relaxed adj. not active or worried. 放松的。

urgently adv. needing prompt decision or action. 急迫地。


10　丽迪亚和韦翰
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伊丽莎白在参观蓝白屯的第三天早上收到了两封简的来信。第一封因地址不清而投往别处，然后又转投过来。她舅父舅母都出去散步了，因此，她马上坐下来读信。第一封是五天前写的，不出所料，开头描述了浪搏恩的晚会和互访情况，但信的后半截所署的日期晚一天，显然是匆匆写成的，内容是：




亲爱的丽萃，上半封信写完之后，发生了一件出人意料、极其严重的事情。但我不想吓唬你，我们身体都很好。是关于丽迪亚的。昨天晚上，我们都已睡下，半夜时分福斯特先生给我们来了封急件，通知我们，她同一个军官，实际上就是韦翰，跑往苏格兰了！当然，在那里她可以不征得父母同意就结婚。想一想我们是多么吃惊。对他们两人来说，这是多么愚蠢的结合呀！不过至少他对她的钱财不感兴趣，因为他一定知道父亲几乎不会给她任何陪嫁。吉蒂承认，从丽迪亚的信中，她知道丽迪亚爱上了韦翰。可怜的母亲十分不安。我不得不就此搁笔，因为我不能把母亲丢下太久。我希望你能读到。我简直不知道自己写了些什么。




伊丽莎白来不及思考，便拆开了第二封信，这是又晚一天写的。她迫不及待地读了起来：




我最亲爱的妹妹，

我心乱如麻，书不成行。又是坏消息。虽然韦翰和可怜的丽迪亚结婚可能荒唐之极，但我们现在却急于听到他们完婚的消息。有理由担心，他们并没有去苏格兰。福斯特上校昨天到这儿来了。他告诉我们说，有一位军官，是韦翰的好友，他认为韦翰从来不曾打算去苏格兰，也不曾打算和丽迪亚结婚。上校跟踪两人一直到伦敦，但还没有看到他们离开伦敦。亲爱的丽萃，我们焦虑异常。父亲和母亲尽往坏处想，而上校担心韦翰是不可信赖之人，可是我无法相信他会如此奸诈。丽迪亚会不会没有半点羞耻之心，不举行结婚仪式就和那个人住在一起？不可能。现在可怜的妈妈真的病了，爸爸很生气，这也许是他有生以来第一次生气。他们痛斥吉蒂为他们的恋情保密之举。最亲爱的丽萃，我一方面为你感到高兴，因为你幸免于我们正在经历的混乱和担忧，另一方面，我不由得要求你们都尽快回家。父亲要和上校一起去伦敦找丽迪亚。我想，他由于过分不安，可能不会用最好最安全的办法达到预期目的，因此舅舅的建议和帮助将是最重要的。我拜托他了。




“噢！舅舅在哪儿，他在哪儿？”伊丽莎白叫道，跑到了门口。可是，她刚到门口，达西先生就进来了。她苍白的脸色和奇怪的举止让他没说出话来。她脑子中除了丽迪亚之外一片空白，她匆忙地说：“对不起，可我必须离开你。我必须马上找到嘉丁纳先生。一会儿都不能耽误。”

“天啊！怎么回事？”他叫了一声，又补充道，“让我，或者让仆人去找嘉丁纳夫妇。你不舒服，自己不能去。”

伊丽莎白迟疑了，可是她的腿在打战，她认识到他说得对。向仆人吩咐完后，她坐了下来，样子十分难看，达西先生不能离开她，也不能用柔声细语使她安静下来：“我叫人来照料你吧。来杯葡萄酒好吗？你病得很重。”

“不，谢谢，”她回答道，“我很好。不过是刚从浪搏恩得到的可怕消息使我感到不安。”她哭了起来，好一会儿说不出话来。达西难过地望着她，满心同情地保持着沉默。最后，她又说话了。“这件事谁也瞒不了。我最小的妹妹私奔了，跟——跟韦翰先生。你对他太了解了，清楚会发生什么事。妹妹没有钱，没有社会关系，她的一切都不会吸引他与她结婚。她永远回不来了。我本来可以防止这件事发生的！我知道他的人品多么坏。我要是早点把他的底细告诉家里就好了！一切都太晚了。”

达西吃惊地看着她。“我感到震惊，”他说，“而且难过，很难过。现在已经采取了什么措施去把她找回来？”

“我父亲已去了伦敦，我希望舅舅也去。我希望半小时后离开蓝白屯。可是我非常清楚，我们什么办法也没有。怎么能说服这样一个人呢？甚至，我们怎么找到他们呢？我一点希望都不抱。太可怕了！”

达西没有回答。他表情严肃，若有所思地踱来踱去。伊丽莎白不久就发现并明白了这表情的意思。她对他的吸引力正在减退。这一家庭道德缺陷的有力证据正在把他从她身边推开。她从来没有像现在这样真诚地感到，她可能早已爱上了他，像现在这样，但现在，两厢情愿似乎已是不可能的了。

但她不能总想自己的事，丽迪亚面临的形势是如此严峻。达西先生几乎马上就离开了，临走时，他很客气地说，鉴于这种情况，伊丽莎白及其舅父母将不能参加当天在彭伯里举行的晚宴了，他为此感到遗憾，并再次表示同情。嘉丁纳夫妇进屋以后，伊丽莎白急忙向他们解释了发生的一切，他们同意马上离开，一起返回浪搏恩，她这才长长舒了一口气。

他们以极快的速度打点好行装，一会儿就坐上了马车，向南驱车而去。

“丽萃，”嘉丁纳太太开口说，“我无法相信韦翰的人品会差到这种地步，竟然把丽迪亚拐走而又不与她结婚。你真的觉得他会做出那种事吗？”

“我亲爱的舅妈，我和简都知道这个人既不诚实又无信誉。他诬陷达西先生，还恶毒地编造有关达西全家的谎言。你们看到了，达西小姐多么腼腆、温柔，可他硬说人家傲慢、难以相处、目中无人。”

“可是丽迪亚对此一无所知吗？”

“噢，一点儿也不知道！这才是最糟糕的。我也是到肯特郡去过以后才知道事实真相的，我回来以后，和简讲了，我们俩决定不把我们了解的情况公开。现在我认识到我犯了一个错误。我从未想到过丽迪亚会受到他的威胁。”

到了浪搏恩后，伊丽莎白和舅母帮着简照看孩子们。她们也努力安慰班纳特太太，而她拒绝接受安慰，把酿成灾祸的过错都推到了别人身上，觉得就她一个人没错。

“要是允许我把孩子们都带到布赖顿就好了，也不至于会发生这种事。可怜的丽迪亚，没有一个人照顾她。那些福斯特上校们为什么不看紧她？他们肯定是没把她放在心上。当然，我不想让她去布赖顿，可是，没有人理我，就像平时那样。现在，班纳特先生也去伦敦了，他肯定会跟韦翰拼命的，然后会被人家活活打死，他尸骨未寒，柯林斯一家就会把我们赶出去！”

“不要担心，姐姐，”嘉丁纳先生温和地说，“我明天就去伦敦，帮我姐夫一把。”

“噢，谢谢你，好兄弟，”班纳特太太回答道，“你一定要找到丽迪亚和韦翰，要是他们还没有成婚，就强迫他们成婚。告诉丽迪亚，他们不必等结婚礼服，但是，结过婚以后，再想买衣服的话，要多少钱给她多少钱。别让班纳特先生拼命——告诉他我的状况多么糟糕，我病得很重，日夜合不了眼。告诉丽迪亚不见到我不要买衣服，因为她不知道哪儿有最好的商店。噢，好兄弟，你太善良了！我希望你会把一切都处理好。”

第二天，嘉丁纳就履行诺言，前往伦敦。现在，留在浪搏恩的人开始了痛苦难熬的等待时期。从麦里屯不断传来韦翰的消息：撒谎、欠债以及与镇上大多数年轻女仆之间的秘密恋情，这使他们更加焦虑。大家都说，他是世界上最邪恶的年轻人，并且宣称，他们一贯怀疑他的巨大魅力和堂堂仪表。虽然伊丽莎白认为这些传闻不能全信，但相信其中的一部分就足以使她认定妹妹的名声已经丧失殆尽，甚至简都不指望听到什么好消息了。

过了几天，他们收到嘉丁纳先生的来信，舒了口气，但不幸的是，信中只说韦翰和丽迪亚还没有找到。很显然，韦翰在布赖顿欠下了一千多英镑的赌债。班纳特先生第二天要回家，留下内弟在伦敦继续搜寻。班纳特太太听说丈夫要回来，并不像孩子们所期待的那样满意，而前几天她还在为丈夫的安全焦虑不安呢。

“什么？他没找到可怜的丽迪亚就回来了？”她嚷道，“那谁还会跟韦翰拼命，强迫他和丽迪亚成婚？”

嘉丁纳太太趁着班纳特先生回来，带着孩子们回到了伦敦。她还是希望知道伊丽莎白与达西的关系发展得怎么样了，但伊丽莎白一次都没提过他的名字，所以，舅母也不敢直接问。

班纳特先生回到家以后，看样子同以前一样平静，但在与伊丽莎白的谈话中，他承认自己对丽迪亚的私奔负有责任。

“我知道我应当多管管她，”他说，“丽萃，你说得对。我根本就不应该放她去布赖顿。”

吉蒂也在听，听罢她说：“爸爸，我要是去了布赖顿，会比丽迪亚规矩得多。”

“你去布赖顿！”她爸爸高声叫道，“离那个地方还有20公里我都不放心，哪怕给我50英镑的押金！不，吉蒂，我终于学会了小心谨慎，你会有新体会的。任何军官以后别想再进这个家门，甚至别想从村里通过。一切舞会全部禁止，除非你与姐姐们跳舞。”

吉蒂当真了，哭了起来。

“好啦，好啦，”他说，“别不高兴了。如果你未来十年规规矩矩，十年结束后我会带你去看戏的。”

两天以后，他们都在热切期待的消息来了。嘉丁纳先生的信告诉他们，韦翰和丽迪亚已经找到，但他们还未成婚。但是，已与韦翰达成了某种财务方面的安排。请班纳特先生每年支付丽迪亚一百英镑，并安排她在父母下世后平等地参与继承留给班纳特家女儿的五千英镑。如果答应这些合理的条件，韦翰便答应娶丽迪亚为妻。

开始时，伊丽莎白和简都很高兴，认为妹妹的名声可以通过婚姻得以保全，哪怕是嫁给韦翰这样一位男人。可是，接着父亲解释说，除非已经付给了韦翰一大笔钱，否则他是决不会同意娶丽迪亚的。她们开始担心，要偿还嘉丁纳先生预付的这笔钱，可能会有困难。嘉丁纳先生一定是以这种方式贿赂了韦翰。但是，班纳特太太并没有这种担忧。

“他是当舅舅的嘛！”她高兴地叫道，“为什么不该出点钱？我亲爱的丽迪亚！16岁就结婚！我多么盼望见到她呀！还有亲爱的韦翰！可是结婚礼服呢？我马上给她舅妈写封信！我太幸福了！这么短的时间，就嫁出一个女儿。韦翰太太！听起来多顺耳呀！”

既然丽迪亚要结婚了，伊丽莎白便十分后悔告诉了达西自己对妹妹的担忧。但是，即使丽迪亚以最体面的方式结婚，达西先生也极不可能愿意把自己同一个与韦翰有密切关系的家庭联系起来，因为韦翰是他最讨厌的人，当然他也理应遭到讨厌。她不能再指望他向她献殷勤，像他们在德比郡相遇时她肯定地感觉到的那样了。可是，现在既然她肯定他不可能再爱她了，她反而确信，倘若他们在一起，可能会很幸福。他配她似乎正好合适，他们可以相互积极地影响。她善于社交，可以帮助他软化思想，改善态度；他更长于判断，还有丰富的知识，可以使她从中受益。但这种关系已不复存在，他们再不能为仰慕他们的世人做出榜样，让他们看看幸福的婚姻到底是什么样子了。相反，韦翰要和丽迪亚结婚了，这给他们两人几乎都带不来一点幸福的机会。

嘉丁纳夫妇已安排好丽迪亚在伦敦不声张地悄悄结婚，就从他们家出嫁。开头时，班纳特先生曾拒绝让小女儿再踏进这个家门，但最后，简和伊丽莎白说服了他婚礼过后允许丽迪亚和他丈夫过来。探亲时间将会很短，因为她和韦翰几乎立刻就要到北方的纽卡斯尔去，在那里，他接受了一个新的军职。

当载着一对新人的马车到达浪搏恩府时，班纳特姐妹中两个大的对丽迪亚的厚颜无耻感到震惊。她进了屋子，又是笑又是逗乐，还要所有的姐姐向她道喜。韦翰也比她好不到哪儿去，跟每个人说话都还是往常那种阿谀奉承、随随便便的方式。他们对于自己的无耻和行为不端所引起的焦虑似乎根本没有意识到。

伊丽莎白对他们那种轻松、自信的形象深恶痛绝，因此，当丽迪亚执意要描述结婚当天的每个细节时，她下决心不露出任何兴趣。但是，丽迪亚不小心说出达西先生的名字时，她禁不住作出吃惊的反应。他显然参加了婚礼。伊丽莎白感到奇怪，达西先生为什么会参加这两位他理应最为鄙夷的人的婚礼？她从丽迪亚那里发现不了原因，因为丽迪亚突然想起这事应当保密；伊丽莎白不明白真相又寝食不安，于是便匆忙给伦敦的舅妈写了封信，请求迅速作出解释。


11
Bingley returns to Netherfield

Elizabeth had the satisfaction of receiving a reply from her aunt in the shortest time possible. She sat down eagerly to read it.




My dear niece,

I must confess I am astonished by your request for information about Mr Darcy's share in arranging Lydia's marriage. I assumed that you would know all about it. Your uncle is as surprised as I am. But if you are really innocent and ignorant, I must tell you all the details. On the day I returned to London from Longbourn, your uncle had a most unexpected visitor. Mr Darcy came to tell us he had discovered where your sister and Wickham were staying. The reason he gave for wanting to help was his belief that he was to blame for not making Wickham's worthlessness more public, and that therefore it was his duty to assist us in every possible way. If he had another motive, I am sure it would be just as honourable. He knew that Wickham had a close friend in London, a woman who had once been companion to Miss Darcy, and had been dismissed for some reason. So Mr Darcy found this woman, and bribed her to give him Wickham's present address. He went to see Wickham, and insisted on seeing Lydia, hoping to persuade her to return to her family. However, Lydia told him she only cared for Wickham, and had no intention of leaving him, whether he married her or not. Wickham privately told Mr Darcy that he had left the regiment because of his gambling debts, not because he intended to marry Lydia, and that he was still hoping to find and marry a woman of fortune in order to have a comfortable income. It was clearly necessary to persuade him to marry Lydia as soon as possible, and Mr Darcy had several meetings with Wickham to arrange financial matters with him. Finally, Mr Darcy was able to visit your uncle, as I have said, to explain the whole business, and to insist that he alone should be responsible for paying Wickham the promised amount. Your uncle argued with him for a long time, but our visitor was so obstinate that Mr Gardiner eventually had to agree. I think, Lizzy, that obstinacy is Mr Darcy's real fault, rather than any of the other faults of which he has been accused. He paid Wickham several thousand pounds, for past debts and future expenses, and attended the wedding to make a final payment. And in spite of Mr Darcy's declared motives, my dear Lizzy, you may be sure that your uncle would never have given in, if we had not assumed that Mr Darcy had another interest in the matter. Will you be very angry with me, my dear Lizzy, if I take this opportunity of saying how much I like him? His behaviour to us has always been as agreeable as when we were in Derbyshire. I think that if he marries the right woman, his wife may teach him to become more sociable. Please forgive me if I have assumed too much, or at least do not punish me by not inviting me to Pemberley. I shall never be happy until I have been all the way round the park.

But I must go to my children now.

Yours very sincerely,

M. Gardiner




Elizabeth read this letter with a mixture of pleasure and pain. Mr Darcy had thought so little of his pride that he had spent considerable time, effort and money on two people for whom he must feel the greatest disdain. He had even had to bargain with Wickham! She could not believe he had done all this for her, a woman who had already rejected him. But the fact remained that she and her family owed him everything. How bitterly she now regretted criticizing and mocking him in the past! She was ashamed of herself, but she was proud of him, proud that in a matter of honour, he had been able to conquer his own pride. She was even rather pleased, if a little regretful, that her aunt and uncle had felt sure that there was mutual affection between Mr Darcy and herself.

Mrs Bennet was quite depressed when Lydia and Wickham left Longbourn to travel north to Newcastle. But soon Mrs Philips brought the happy news that Mr Bingley was expected to return to Netherfield in a day or two, and Mrs Bennet became very excited. She made preparations to invite him to dinner, and counted the days that must pass before she could send the invitation.

However, on only the third morning after his arrival, she caught sight of him from her bedroom window, riding towards Longbourn House, with another gentleman, also on horseback.

'Girls! Quickly!' she cried. 'Mr Bingley is coming! And who's that with him? It must be Mr Darcy, that tall, proud man. Well, as he is Mr Bingley's friend, we must be polite to him, but I must say, I hate the sight of him.'

Both Jane and Elizabeth felt uncomfortable, and sympathized with each other. Jane was nervous about meeting Bingley again, and determined not to show her feelings. Elizabeth was uneasy at the thought of seeing Darcy, as she was the only one who knew how much the whole family owed him, in spite of their general dislike of him. She was astonished that he had come to see her, and for a moment she allowed herself to hope that his affection and wishes might still be the same.

She was disappointed, however, by the visit. Mr Darcy said scarcely anything to her, and appeared more thoughtful and less anxious to please than in Derbyshire. She wondered bitterly why he had come. In addition, she was highly embarrassed by her mother's behaviour. With flattering smiles Mrs Bennet concentrated all her conversation on Mr Bingley, while throwing the occasional unpleasant remark in Mr Darcy's direction. The only positive effect of the gentlemen's visit was the way in which Jane's charm and beauty appeared to excite Mr Bingley's admiration all over again, which Elizabeth was relieved and delighted to see.

The Bennet family did not see the two gentlemen again until Tuesday, when they came to dinner at Longbourn. It was a great pleasure to Elizabeth to watch Bingley sitting beside Jane, and talking happily to her, but this was the only enjoyment she gained from the party. Mr Darcy was unfortunately sitting a long way from her, next to Mrs Bennet. Elizabeth could see how seldom they spoke to each other, and how cold and formal their behaviour to each other was. She would have given anything to be able to tell him that his kindness was appreciated by at least one of the family. All through the long dinner, she desperately hoped there would be an opportunity for her to have some real conversation with him later. But the evening passed without any more than a short exchange of politeness between them, and Elizabeth lost all hope of immediate happiness.

Two days after this, Mr Bingley called at Longbourn House again. This time he was alone, as Mr Darcy had gone to London. He sat with the ladies for over an hour, talking cheerfully and agreeably to them. He came the next morning, and again in the evening. Mrs Bennet took every opportunity to leave him alone with Jane, by calling her other daughters out of the room for some reason or other. She was hoping to encourage him to propose, but in spite of her efforts Bingley remained charming, and agreeable, and unattached.

But on the third day Bingley came in the morning to go shooting with Mr Bennet. He stayed for lunch, and was still there in the evening. And when Elizabeth entered the sitting room unexpectedly, to her surprise she saw Jane and Bingley standing close together near the fire. They turned hurriedly when they heard her, and moved awkwardly away from each other. Bingley whispered something to Jane, and ran out of the room. Jane could not keep her secret from her sister, and, kissing her, cried, 'I am the happiest creature in the world! Oh, Lizzy! I do not deserve this! Why isn't everybody as happy as I am!'

Elizabeth congratulated her sister most warmly and sincerely. 'At last!' she thought. 'The end of all Mr Darcy's anxious advice! The end of all Caroline Bingley's lies and plans! The happiest, wisest, most reasonable end!'

'I must go and tell my mother,' continued Jane, 'as he has just gone to ask my father's permission. Oh, Lizzy! What happiness!'

It was a joyful evening for all of them. Jane looked more beautiful than ever, and Bingley was clearly very much in love. Mrs Bennet could not say enough to describe her delight, although she talked of nothing else all evening, and Mr Bennet was evidently very pleased.

Before the two eldest sisters went to bed that night, Elizabeth listened willingly to Jane's long description of Bingley's good qualities. At the end, Jane added, 'Oh, Lizzy! If only I could see you as happy as I am! If only there were another man like Bingley for you!'

'Dear Jane, I can never be as happy as you, because I'm not as good as you. No, no, let me find my own husband. Perhaps, if I'm very lucky, I may meet another Mr Collins one day.'

The engagement was not kept a secret for very long. Mrs Bennet whispered the news to Mrs Philips, who told all her neighbours in Meryton. Everybody soon agreed that the Bennets were the luckiest family in the world, although only a few weeks before, when Lydia had run away, they had been considered the most unfortunate.



innocent adj. foolishly simple. 无知的；无辜的。

assist v. help. 帮助。

dismiss v. allow to go. 解散。

argue v. disagree in words; fight with words; quarrel. 争吵；争论。

expense n. cost. 花费。

final adj. coming at the end. 最后的。

punish v. cause pain or discomfort to somebody. 惩罚；处罚。

mixture n. mixing or being mixed. 混合。

owe v. debt to. 欠。

catch sight of see for a short time. 一瞥。

scarcely adv. almost not. 几乎不；几乎没有。

gain v. obtain. 获得。

desperately adv. ready for any wild act because of loss of hope. 不顾一切地；拼命地。

exchange n. the act or action of exchanging. 交换。

creature n. living person. 人。

quality n. goodness or worth. 品质。

engagement n. agreement to marry. 婚约。


11　彬格莱重返尼日斐
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伊丽莎白在最短的时间里收到了舅母的回信，十分高兴，急切地坐下来读信：




亲爱的外甥女：

你请求解释达西先生参与安排丽迪亚结婚一事，我感到十分诧异。我还以为你全都知道。你舅舅也与我一样感到奇怪。但是，如果你真的一无所知，我必须把详情告诉你。我从浪搏恩回到伦敦那天，你舅舅遇到了一位不速之客。达西先生来了，他告诉我们他发现了你妹妹和韦翰待的地方。据他说，他之所以想帮助我们，是因为他认为没有把韦翰的道德败坏当众揭穿是他的过错，这样，他就有义务尽一切可能帮助我们。如果他是另有所图，我相信，动机也会同样可贵。他知道韦翰在伦敦有一位要好的女友，她以前做过达西小姐的女伴，后来由于某种原因被解雇了。于是，达西先生找到了这个女人，贿赂她说出了韦翰目前的住址。他找到了韦翰，并坚持要见丽迪亚，希望说服她回到家里。但是，丽迪亚告诉他她只爱韦翰，并不打算离开他，不管他娶不娶她。韦翰私下里告诉达西先生，他离开兵团是为了逃避赌债，并不是想跟丽迪亚结婚，他现在仍然希望找一位有财产的女人结婚，以便获得舒适的收入。形势很明朗，有必要说服他尽快和丽迪亚结婚，于是达西先生与韦翰数次碰面，与他安排财务问题。最后，像我刚说过的那样，达西先生才得以来访你舅舅，解释全部经过，并坚持完全由他自己负责支付许诺给韦翰的所有款项。你舅舅与他争执了半天，但是我们的客人非常固执，嘉丁纳先生最后不得不同意。丽萃，我认为固执是达西先生的真正缺点，他受到指责的其他缺点都算不上。他支付给韦翰几千英镑，用于还清旧债，应付未来开销，并参加了婚礼，最后将钱款付清。亲爱的丽萃，尽管达西先生公开说明了一些原因，但是，你可以肯定，如果我们不是觉得他别有用心，你舅舅是绝不会让步的。亲爱的丽萃，如果我借此机会说我非常喜欢他，你不会生我的气吧？他对我们一直像在德比郡那样和气。我想，如果他娶到一个合适的女人，他妻子可能会教他如何更好地交际。如果我猜测得太过分，那么请你原谅，至少不要以将来不让我去彭伯里罚我。我不把庄园逛完，是不会感到高兴的。

我现在必须回到孩子们身边了。




M·嘉丁纳　谨启




伊丽莎白读着这封信，心里既高兴又痛苦。达西先生全然不顾自尊，在两个他最为鄙视的人身上花了那么多时间、精力和金钱。他甚至还得跟韦翰讨价还价！她难以相信他这一切都是为了她，一个拒绝过他的求婚的女人。但事实仍然是，她和她的家庭应为拥有的一切感激他。她想起以前批评他、嘲笑他，后悔得痛心疾首。她为自己感到羞愧，但为他感到骄傲，骄傲的是，在荣誉上，他战胜了自己的傲慢。她甚至相当高兴（虽然带点后悔），她舅母舅父肯定地感受到了达西先生和她相爱。

丽迪亚和韦翰离开浪搏恩北上纽卡斯尔，这使班纳特太太相当丧气。但不久菲力普斯太太带来了好消息，说彬格莱先生可望于一两天内返回尼日斐，班纳特太太激动万分。她开始为邀请他吃饭作准备，并且盘算着再过几天就可以发送请帖了。

但是，就在彬格莱到达后的第三天上午，她就从卧室的窗户中看到了他骑着马向浪搏恩府走来，同行的还有一位先生，也骑着马。

“姑娘们！快点儿！”她喊道，“彬格莱先生来了！跟他一起来的是谁？一定是达西先生，那个高个子、傲慢的人。哎呀，他既然是彬格莱先生的朋友，我们也要客气点儿，可是，我得承认，我不喜欢见到他。”

简和伊丽莎白都感到很不自在，两人同病相怜。又要见到彬格莱，简感到惴惴不安，决心不表露自己的感情。伊丽莎白一想到要见达西了，就感到很尴尬，因为就她一个人知道全家欠人家多少情，尽管大家都讨厌人家。他来看她，使她很惊奇，有那么一会儿，她大胆地希望他仍旧未改初衷。

但是，这次来访使她大失所望。达西先生几乎没跟她说什么，比起在德比郡来，显得更加深沉而不是急于取悦人。他为什么要来，她大惑不解。另外，她妈妈的举动使她极为难堪。班纳特太太带着奉承的微笑集中精力和彬格莱先生谈话，偶尔也冲达西先生说一句难听的话。两位先生来访的唯一积极效果是简的妩媚动人似乎重新唤起了彬格莱先生的爱慕，伊丽莎白看了深感慰藉和喜悦。

到了星期二，班纳特全家再次见到两位先生，他们是来浪搏恩赴宴的。看到彬格莱在简旁边坐下，愉快地同她交谈，伊丽莎白感受到极大的乐趣，但这也是她在晚会上得到的唯一乐趣。达西先生不巧坐得离她很远，挨着班纳特太太。伊丽莎白看得出他们彼此说话说得多么少，互相间又多么冷淡与客气。她多么希望能够告诉他，全家至少还有一个人懂得他的善意。在漫长的晚饭期间，她拼命地希望能得到一个机会与他真正谈谈。但是，整个夜晚过去了，除了简短的客套以外，他们什么也没有说，伊丽莎白断绝了一切立刻获得幸福的希望。

过了两天，彬格莱又来到浪搏恩府，这次是一个人，达西先生到伦敦去了。他和小姐们坐了一个多小时，兴高采烈、十分随和地与她们聊天。他第二天上午来了，晚上又来了。班纳特太太不错过每一个机会把他和简单独留下，借故将别的女儿叫出房间。她希望鼓励他求婚，但是，尽管她作了种种努力，彬格莱还是那样爱说爱笑，招人喜欢，不偏不倚。

但是，第三天彬格莱先生过来与班纳特先生一块去打猎。他留下吃了午饭，晚上还在那里。当伊丽莎白无意中来到起居室时，惊奇地发现简和彬格莱在火炉旁站着，挨得很近。他们听到她的声音，慌忙转身，尴尬地分开了。彬格莱对简小声说了句什么，便跑出了房间。简忍不住把秘密告诉了妹妹，吻了她一下，大声叫道：“我是世界上最幸福的人！噢，丽萃，我不配！大家都像我一样幸福就好了！”

伊丽莎白向姐姐表示最热烈、最诚挚的祝贺。“谢天谢地！”她心里想。“结束了，达西先生急切的劝告！结束了，卡罗琳·彬格莱的谎言和阴谋！最幸福、最明智、最合理的结局！”

“我得过去告诉妈妈，”简继续说，“因为他刚去请爸爸恩准。噢，丽萃！多么幸福啊！”

这天晚上所有的人都欢天喜地。简显得空前漂亮，彬格莱显然已坠入情网。班纳特太太的喜悦之情溢于言表，说也说不够，虽然她整个晚上别的什么也没说。班纳特先生显然也很高兴。

那天夜里休息之前，伊丽莎白很乐意地听了简对彬格莱优良品质的长篇描述。最后，简补充说，“噢，丽萃！我要是能看到你跟我一样幸福就好了！要是再有一个像彬格莱那样的人给你就好了！”

“亲爱的简，我永远不会像你那样幸福，因为我不如你。不，不，我要找到我自己的丈夫，也许，要是我运气好，有一天也许能再碰上一个柯林斯先生。”

订婚一事没有保密很长时间。班纳特太太将这个消息悄悄地对菲力普斯太太说了，菲力普斯太太又透露给麦里屯的所有邻居。大家立即达成共识，说班纳特一家是世上最幸运的家庭，尽管仅仅在几个礼拜以前丽迪亚出走的时候，他们还被视为最不走运的。


12
Elizabeth and Darcy

One morning, about a week after Bingley had proposed to Jane, a carriage arrived outside Longbourn House. Elizabeth, Kitty and their mother were in the sitting-room, when suddenly the door was thrown open, and their visitor entered. It was Lady Catherine de Bourgh.

They were all extremely astonished. Mrs Bennet, flattered to have such an important visitor, received her with great politeness. After sitting for a moment in silence, Lady Catherine said very stiffly to Elizabeth, 'I hope you are well, Miss Bennet. That lady, I suppose, is your mother. And that, I suppose, is one of your sisters.'

Elizabeth replied that she was correct in thinking so. Lady Catherine rose and said, 'I would like to have a walk in your garden, Miss Bennet, if you would accompany me.'

'Go, my dear,' cried Mrs Bennet. 'Show her ladyship the different walks. I'm sure she will like them.'

As they passed through the hall, Lady Catherine opened the doors into the different rooms, looked in, and declared them to be reasonable-looking rooms. They went into the garden in silence. Elizabeth was determined to make no effort at conversation with a woman who was being more than usually rude and disagreeable.

Lady Catherine began speaking when she was sure they were alone. 'You must know, Miss Bennet, why I have come.'

Elizabeth looked surprised. 'Indeed, you are mistaken, madam. I have no idea why you are honouring us with a visit.'

'Miss Bennet,' replied her ladyship angrily, 'however in sincere you may be, you shall not find me so. A most alarming report reached me two days ago. I was told that you, Miss Elizabeth Bennet, would soon be engaged to my nephew, my own nephew, Mr Darcy. Although I knew it must be a shameful lie, and I would not offend him by supposing it to be possible, I decided at once to come here, to let you know my feelings.'

'If you believed it to be impossible,' said Elizabeth, with disdain, 'I wonder why your ladyship took the trouble of coming so far.'

'I came to insist on having this report contradicted. Tell me, is it true?'

'Your ladyship may ask questions which I shall not choose to answer.'

'This is too much! Miss Bennet, I insist on an answer. Has my nephew made you an offer of marriage?'

'Your ladyship has declared it to be impossible.'

'It ought to be impossible, but your skilful charms may have made him forget, in a moment of foolishness, what he owes to himself and his family. You must tell me. I am almost his nearest relation, and I have a right to know his plans.'

'But you have no right to know mine.'

'Let me speak plainly. This marriage, which you dare to hope for, can never take place, because Mr Darcy is engaged to my daughter. His mother and I planned their marriage, when they were still children. They are an ideal couple, both from respectable, honourable, ancient families, with an excellent fortune on both sides. What can possibly divide them? The desperate ambitions of a young woman without family, connections or fortune? It cannot be! And I warn you, Miss Bennet, if you marry him, do not expect to be noticed by his family or friends. Your name will never even be mentioned by any of us.'

'These are heavy misfortunes, but the wife of Mr Darcy must necessarily be so happy that she could not regret her marriage.'

'Obstinate girl! Tell me, are you engaged to him?'

Elizabeth could not avoid saying, after a moment's thought, 'I am not.'

Lady Catherine seemed pleased. 'And will you promise me never to enter into such an engagement?'

'I will make no such promise. You have totally misunderstood my character if you think I can be persuaded by such threats. I do not know whether your nephew would approve of your interference in his life, but you certainly have no right to interfere in mine.'

'To all the objections I have mentioned, I add one more. I am aware of your younger sister's elopement. Is such a girl to be my nephew's sister-in-law, and bring shame on the ancient name of Darcy?'

'You can now have nothing more to say,' Elizabeth said coldly. 'You have insulted me in every possible way.' She rose, and started walking back to the house. Lady Catherine also rose, and walked with her.

'Unfeeling, selfish girl! So you are determined to have him?'

'I have not said that. I am only determined to do what in my opinion will bring me happiness, without reference to you.'

'Do not imagine, Miss Bennet, that you will ever achieve your ambition.' When they arrived at her carriage, she added, 'I send no compliments to your mother. You do not deserve such politeness. I am most seriously displeased.'

Elizabeth did not answer, and entered the house, while Lady Catherine drove away in her carriage. She had to tell a little lie to her mother to explain Lady Catherine's unexpected visit and speedy departure, and then she shut herself in her room to consider what it all meant. Perhaps the Collinses had imagined, after the news of Jane's engagement to Bingley, that Darcy might marry her. They must have told Lady Catherine, who had made a special journey to Longbourn in order to break off this supposed engagement. Elizabeth began to feel depressed. If, as seemed likely, Lady Catherine now went straight to London to talk to her nephew, she might easily convince him of the inferiority of Elizabeth's social position. He would probably feel that his aunt's objections, which to Elizabeth appeared laughably weak, contained much common sense. In that case he might make up his mind not to marry her under any circumstances, and to keep away from Longbourn altogether.

The next morning Mr Bennet called Elizabeth into the library. In his hand he had a letter, which he had just received.

'Lizzy, I did not know I had two daughters about to be married. I congratulate you on a very important conquest.'

Elizabeth blushed, thinking that Darcy himself had written.

'You seem to know what I mean, but I think even you will not be able to guess your admirer's name. This letter is from Mr Collins, and he first congratulates me on Jane's engagement, of which the gossiping Lucases have told him. Apparently the Lucases also think that my daughter Elizabeth might soon be marrying one of the great gentlemen in the country—Mr Darcy, in fact! Now, Lizzy, I think I have surprised you. Could he have chosen anyone we know as a more unlikely husband for you? Mr Darcy, who never praises, only criticizes women, and who probably never looked at you in his life! What an admirable choice!'

Elizabeth tried to share her father's amusement, but had never appreciated his humour so little.

'He goes on to say that when he dutifully gave this news to her ladyship, she made many objections, and stated that she would never agree to the marriage. He kindly gives us this information, he says, to prevent his cousin Elizabeth and her admirer from rushing into a marriage not approved by their families. Well, Lizzy! What do you think of that? I do enjoy Mr Collins' letters. And I am delighted the Lucases thought of Mr Darcy. His perfect indifference to you, and your strong dislike of him, make it so extremely amusing. Don't you agree?'

Elizabeth had great difficulty in pretending to be amused by the letter. It was necessary to laugh, when she would rather have cried. Her father had most cruelly hurt her by speaking of Darcy's indifference, and she began to wonder whether perhaps, instead of his seeing too little, she might have imagined too much.

In spite of Elizabeth's doubts, however, Mr Darcy returned to Netherfield a few days later, and he and Mr Bingley came to Longbourn soon afterwards. Bingley suggested they should all go for a walk, and while he and Jane concentrated on their own private conversation, some distance away, Elizabeth found herself alone with Mr Darcy.

Taking a deep breath, she said bravely, 'Mr Darcy, I can no longer stop myself from thanking you for your extraordinary kindness to my poor sister. If the rest of my family knew of it, they would add their grateful thanks to mine.'

'I had hoped to keep it a secret,' he answered, 'but if you must thank me, let it be for yourself alone. I shall not attempt to deny that wishing to give happiness to you was one of my reasons for helping your sister. But your family owe me nothing. Much as I respect them, I believe I thought only of you.'

Elizabeth was too embarrassed to say a word. After a short pause he added, 'You are too generous to play with my feelings. If you still feel as you did last April, tell me so at once. My affections and wishes are unchanged, but one word from you will prevent me from ever mentioning them again.'

Elizabeth forced herself to speak, and immediately, though hesitatingly, gave him to understand that her feelings had changed so considerably since that time that she was now grateful and pleased to accept his proposal. When Darcy heard this, he was probably happier than he had ever been before, and he expressed himself as warmly and sensibly as a man violently in love can.

They walked on, without noticing in which direction. There was so much to be thought, and felt, and said. She soon learnt that his aunt had indeed seen him in London, after her disappointing visit to Longbourn. But unluckily for her ladyship, her critical comments and description of her conversation with Elizabeth produced exactly the opposite result to what she had intended.

'It taught me to hope,' Darcy explained, 'as I had hardly ever allowed myself to hope before. I knew that if you had decided never to marry me, you would have admitted it to Lady Catherine openly and honestly.'

Elizabeth blushed and laughed as she replied, 'Yes, you have experienced my honesty. After scolding you so rudely to your face, I was obviously quite capable of criticizing you to all your relations.'

'I certainly deserved all your accusations. As an only son, I was brought up to be selfish and proud, and to consider myself superior to others. I would have continued like that if you, dearest, loveliest Elizabeth, had not taught me a lesson. I owe you a great deal for that.'

'And I, how soon I thought better of you, when I read the letter you sent me! When I realized your description of events must be true, all my prejudices against you were removed! '

They talked of their unexpected meeting at Pemberley, which had renewed their interest in each other, of Georgiana Darcy's immediate liking for Elizabeth, and of the engagement between Jane and Bingley.

'I guessed,' smiled Elizabeth, 'that you had given your permission for their marriage.'

'My permission! No! But I must admit I confessed to Bingley that I had made a mistake in supposing that your sister was indifferent to him, and I encouraged him to return to Netherfield to see if she still cared for him. I am delighted to hear of their engagement. He will be one of the happiest men in the world when he marries your sister. Only I shall be happier than him, when I am fortunate enough to marry you.'

Their conversation continued in this way, until they suddenly became aware of the lateness of the hour. They returned to Longbourn House, where they separated.

That evening Elizabeth could not help telling Jane her news. However, she almost regretted doing so, when she saw the astonishment on Jane's face. At first Jane could not believe that her sister was engaged to a man she had so disliked, and she wondered if Elizabeth could really be happy with him. But when she had been convinced by Elizabeth's explanations and promises, she was delighted, and congratulated her sister with all her heart.

The next day Mr Darcy came to ask Mr Bennet officially for Elizabeth's hand in marriage. Mr Bennet also had to be persuaded that his favourite daughter could really be happy with such a proud, disdainful man. Only Mrs Bennet did not need to be convinced, although she was, most unusually, speechless with shock when she heard the news. When she recovered a little, she cried, 'My sweetest Lizzy! How rich you will be! What jewels, what carriages you will have! Mr Darcy! Such a charming man! So handsome! So tall! I am so sorry I disliked him before. Ten thousand a year! Oh, my dear Lizzy!'

During the weeks of her engagement, Elizabeth was glad to see that all her family were beginning to appreciate Mr Darcy's good qualities. Determined to protect him from her mother's over-familiarity, she was relieved to see that Mrs Bennet respected her future son-in-law too much to say more than a few words to him. In spite of this, Elizabeth looked happily forward to the time when she and Darcy would leave Longbourn and move to all the comfort and elegance of their own home at Pemberley.




Mrs Bennet was a happy mother indeed on the day when she got rid of her two most deserving daughters. It may be guessed with what delighted pride she afterwards visited Mrs Bingley and talked of Mrs Darcy. Mr Bennet missed his second daughter very much, and greatly enjoyed going to Pemberley to visit her.

Mr Bingley and Jane stayed only a year at Netherfield, before buying a large house in the north, only fifty kilometres from Pemberley. In this way, the two sisters were permitted their dearest wish, and were able to visit each other frequently. Mary was the only sister who remained at home, as Kitty spent most of her time with her two elder sisters, which greatly improved her behaviour, character and intelligence.

Lydia and Wickham were always moving from one place to another in search of cheap rooms, and always spending more than they should. His affection for her soon became indifference, while hers for him lasted a little longer. They were not too proud to ask Lydia's sisters for financial help during every crisis, and Elizabeth and Jane both sent them regular gifts of money to pay their bills.

Caroline Bingley was deeply offended by Darcy's marriage, but she did not show her bitterness, and was always extremely polite to Elizabeth. Georgiana Darcy, on the other hand, became greatly attached to Elizabeth, and had the highest opinion of her. Lady Catherine, however, was so rude about Elizabeth to her nephew that he broke off communication completely with her for a time. In the end Elizabeth persuaded him to forgive his aunt, who eventually forgot her pride enough to visit them at Pemberley.

There remained a close relationship between the Darcys and the Gardiners. Darcy and Elizabeth were both warmly grateful to the two people who, by inviting her to Derbyshire and taking her to visit Pemberley, had brought them together.



correct adj. true; right. 对的；正确的。

rude adj. impolite. 粗野的。

reasonable adj. sensible. 合乎情理的。

report n. an account or description of events, experiences, etc. 报告。

shameful adj. deserving blame; which one ought to be ashamed of. 可耻的。

skilful adj. having or showing skill. 熟练的。

plainly adv. easy to see, hear or understand. 清楚地。

ideal adj. 完美的。

ambition n. strong desire for success, power, riches, etc. 野心；抱负。

elopement n. run away from home secretly, usually with the intention of getting married. 私奔。

ancient adj. belonging to times long past. 古代的。

achieve v. complete. 完成。

speedy adj. quick. 快的。

laughably adv. amusingly. 有趣地。

contain v. have or hold within itself. 含有。

ladyship n. 小姐；夫人。

cruelly adv. liking to cause pain or suffering. 无情地。

doubt n. uncertainty of mind. 怀疑。

deny v. say that something is not true. 否认。

indeed adv. really. 的确。

produce v. cause; have as a result or effect. 引起；导致。

openly adv. publicly. 公开地。

superior adj. better than. 优越的。

a great deal quite a lot. 大量的。

remove v. get rid of. 排除。

cannot help 忍不住。

officially adv. in an official manner. 正式地。

jewel n. precious stone. 宝石。

cheap adj. low in price. 便宜的。

crisis n. moment of great danger or difficulty. 危机。

bill n. statement of charges for goods delivered. 账单。


12　伊丽莎白和达西
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一天上午，大约在彬格莱向简求婚后一周，一辆马车来到了浪搏恩府外。伊丽莎白、吉蒂和母亲正在起居室待着，突然门被撞开了，客人闯了进来。是凯瑟琳·德·包尔夫人。

她们都极端惊讶。班纳特太太因为来了这样重要的客人而受宠若惊，赶紧非常客气地接待她。干坐了一会儿之后，凯瑟琳夫人很傲气地对伊丽莎白说：“我希望你还好，班纳特小姐。那位夫人我想是你母亲吧。那位我想是你妹妹吧。”

伊丽莎白回答说她说得对。凯瑟琳夫人站起来说：“班纳特小姐，如果你愿意陪我，我想到你家花园走走。”

“去呀，亲爱的，”班纳特太太嚷道，“让夫人看看不同的小路。我想她肯定会喜欢的。”

她们穿过大厅时，凯瑟琳夫人打开各个房间的门，往里看，称这些房间还算可以。她们沉默不语地走进花园。伊丽莎白觉得这个女人比往常更无礼傲慢，令人讨厌，于是拿定主意，不先开口跟她说话。

凯瑟琳夫人确信没有别人以后，便开始说话。“班纳特小姐，你一定知道我的来意。

伊丽莎白很奇怪。“夫人，您肯定弄错了。我根本不知道您为什么肯赏脸光临。”

“班纳特小姐，”夫人怒气冲冲地说，“不管你有多么虚情假意，我可不是那种人。两天前听到的消息让我非常震惊。我听说，你，伊丽莎白·班纳特小姐，不久将与我的外我的亲外甥，达西先生订婚。虽然我知道这是无稽之谈，虽然我把这事当真也伤不了达西的感情，但我还是决定马上到这里来，让你知道我的想法。”

“如果您认为那是不可能的，”伊丽莎白说道，带点鄙视，“我不明白夫人为什么要自找麻烦，跑这么远过来？”

“我到这里是要你把这条消息更正过来。告诉我，是真的吗？”

“您老尽可以问，但我可以拒绝回答。”

“太过分了！班纳特小姐，你必须回答。我外甥向你求婚了没有？”

“您老刚说过那是不可能的。”

“应该是不可能的，但是你蛊惑人心的手段高强，可能使他一时头脑发昏，忘记了自己的身份和门第。你必须告诉我。我几乎是他的至亲，我有权知道他的打算。”

“但是您无权知道我的打算。”

“我说得明白点。你竟然敢指望这桩婚事，可是它永远成不了，因为达西和我的女儿订婚了。他们小的时候，他母亲和我就帮他们订好了。他们俩门当户对，是天生的一对。他们都出身于名门望族，家史悠久，家财万贯。有什么可能把他们拆开？就靠一个没有门第、没有亲戚、没有家产的年轻女子的胆大妄为？根本不可能！班纳特小姐，我警告你，如果你跟他结婚，他的家庭和朋友绝不会理你！我们大家永远不会提你的名字！”

“这真是天大的不幸，但是达西先生的妻子一定会非常幸福，无法对自己的婚姻感到后悔。”

“犟丫头！告诉我，你们订婚了没有？”

伊丽莎白无法再避而不答了，思索了一会儿，说：“没有。”

凯瑟琳夫人似乎很高兴。“你能不能保证决不和他订婚？”

“我不会作这样的保证。如果您认为我会屈服于威胁的话，那您就完全看错我的性格了。我不知道您外甥是否会同意您干涉他的生活，但是您绝对没有权力干涉我的生活。”

“除了我刚提到的反对意见，我再加上一条。我知道你妹妹私奔的事。这样一个臭丫头也配做我外甥的小姨子，给达西这个古老的家族抹黑吗？”

“您现在该讲完了，”伊丽莎白冷冷地说，“您也把我侮辱够了。”她站起身，开始往回走。凯瑟琳夫人也起身，跟着她。“冷酷、自私的丫头！你决心要嫁给他？”

“我没说过。我只决心做那些我认为能给我带来幸福的事，我不管您怎么想。”

“班纳特小姐，不要梦想你的痴心妄想会实现。”她们来到马车旁时，她又补充了几句，“我不向你母亲问候了，你们都不识抬举。我心情极不痛快。”

伊丽莎白没有回答，进了屋子，凯瑟琳夫人坐上马车，驱车走了。她不得不向母亲撒了个小谎，来解释凯瑟琳夫人不期而至和匆匆离去的原因，然后，她就进了自己的房间，关上门，考虑这一切的由来。也许柯林斯夫妇听到简与彬格莱订婚的消息后，想象着达西可能跟她结婚。他们一定告诉了凯瑟琳夫人，她就专程来到浪搏恩，以便解除这一假想中的婚约。伊丽莎白开始感到沮丧。如果凯瑟琳夫人现在直接到伦敦去见她的外甥（这很可能），她可以轻易地说服他伊丽莎白的社会地位多么低下。他就可能会觉得姨妈的反对意见是很有道理的，当然这种反对伊丽莎白认为十分可笑，不通情理，毫无说服力。倘若如此，他可能会下定决心无论如何不跟她结婚，从此不再到浪搏恩来。

第二天早上，班纳特先生把伊丽莎白叫进了书房。他手里拿了封信，是刚刚收到的。

“丽萃，我还不知道我有两个女儿要结婚了。我祝贺你情场得意。”

伊丽莎白羞红了脸，认为是达西本人写的信。

“你好像知道我的意思，可是，我觉得连你都猜不出这位爱慕者姓甚名谁。这封信是柯林斯先生来的，他先是为简的订婚恭喜我，是爱说闲话的卢卡斯夫妇告诉他的。很显然，卢卡斯夫妇还认为我的女儿伊丽莎白不久可能就会跟大贵之人结婚——实际上，就是达西先生！丽萃，我想我让你吃了一惊吧。在我们认识的人当中，还有谁是比他更不可能做你丈夫的？这个达西先生，从来不赞美女人，只知道批评，也许他一辈子连看都没看过你一眼！好个再恰当不过的人选！”

伊丽莎白尽量给父亲的逗乐子捧场，可是，她从来没有像今天那样不喜欢父亲的幽默。

“他接着说，他责无旁贷地把这个消息告诉夫人以后，她极力反对，宣称她决不答应这门婚事。他说，他好心好意地把这个消息告诉我们，是为了防止表妹伊丽莎白和她的爱慕者未经双方家庭同意就草率成婚。喂，丽萃！你觉得怎么样？我觉得柯林斯先生的信真有意思。卢卡斯夫妇竟然想到了达西，可真新鲜。他对你漠不关心，你对他讨厌得要死，这样不就太有趣了吗？你难道不觉得吗？”

伊丽莎白要装出对信感到有趣实在太难了。该笑的时候，她倒宁愿哭。她父亲说达西对她漠不关心，这大大伤害了她的感情。她开始怀疑，也许不是父亲太没眼力，而是自己凭空想象太多。

尽管伊丽莎白心里怀疑，几天后达西先生还是回到了尼日斐，他和彬格莱先生没多久就来到了浪搏恩。彬格莱提议他们都应出来散散步。在稍远的地方，彬格莱和简在说悄悄话，这时，伊丽莎白发现自己一个人和达西留在了一起。

她深深吸了一口气，鼓起勇气说：“达西先生，我再也忍不住了，我要感谢你的深情厚谊，是你救了我可怜的妹妹。如果我家里面别人知道的话，他们也会对你感激不尽的。”

“我本希望保密，”他回答说，“但是，如果你要谢我的话，只消表明这是你一个人的意思。我不想否认，希望让你得到幸福是我帮你妹妹的原因之一。但你的家庭不欠我任何东西。我虽然尊重他们，可是我心里只想到你一个人。”

伊丽莎白宭得说不出一句话来。过了片刻，只听他又说：“你是个爽快人，不会玩弄我的感情。如果你的感觉和四月份一样，请马上告诉我。我对你的初衷丝毫未变，但只要你说一句话，我以后决不再提。”

伊丽莎白不得不开口说话了。虽然说得吞吞吐吐的，但她马上告诉他，从那时到现在，她的感情起了很大变化，她现在以愉快和激动的心情接受他的盛情美意。这一回答简直使达西感到前所未有的快乐，他像狂恋者一样，无限热烈而又理智地向她倾诉衷曲。

他们继续往前走，也不管朝着什么方向。他们有多少心事要想，多少感觉要寻找，多少话要说呀。她一会儿就得知他姨妈确实在伦敦见到了他，那是在她来访浪搏恩失望而归之后。不幸的是，夫人的批评和她对那次谈话的描述产生了与她本意恰恰相反的效果。

“这件事教会了我奢望，”达西解释说，“因为我以前从来没有过奢望。我知道，如果你已决定永不嫁给我，你会公开诚实地向凯瑟琳夫人承认的。”

伊丽莎白羞红了脸一面笑，一面说：“是的，你知道我为人直爽。我既然能够当你的面深恶痛绝地骂你，自然也会在任何亲戚面前批评你。”

“你骂我的话，都是我罪有应得。我是个独生子，从小就自私、高傲，认为自己高人一等。最最亲爱的伊丽莎白，要不是你教训了我一次，我可能到现在还是如此。这都多亏了你。”

“我也是，我读了你给我的信之后，很快就对你改变了看法。当我认识到你对事件的描述真实可信时，我对你的一切偏见都烟消云散了！”

他们谈到了在彭伯里的不期而遇，那重新燃起了彼此的旧情；谈到了乔治安娜·达西一见面就喜欢上了伊丽莎白；谈到了简和彬格莱的订婚。

伊丽莎白微笑着说：“我猜，你已经准许他们结婚了。”

“我准许了？不！不过，我得承认，我向彬格莱说明了你姐姐并非对他毫不在意，是我犯了一个估计错误，我并且鼓励他返回尼日斐看你姐姐是否还爱他。听到他们订婚的消息真使我感到喜悦。他娶了你的姐姐，将成为世界上最幸福的男人之一。只有我会比他更幸福，因为我有幸跟你结婚。”

他们就这样谈了下去，突然发现天色已晚。他们回到浪搏恩府，在那里分了手。

那天晚上，伊丽莎白忍不住将这一消息告诉了简。可是，当她看到简脸上的惊讶神色时，她差一点后悔告诉她。一开始，简难以相信妹妹会和一个她这样讨厌的人订婚，她怀疑伊丽莎白跟他是否会真正幸福。可是，当伊丽莎白向她解释和许诺之后，她便相信了，于是十分高兴，全心全意地向妹妹表示祝贺。

第二天，达西先生正式来请班纳特先生恩准他同伊丽莎白结婚。班纳特先生还得经劝说才相信他最宠爱的女儿同这样傲慢、爱瞧不起人的人结婚会获得真正的幸福。只有班纳特太太不需要做什么思想工作，不过她听到这个消息后也惊得说不出一句话来，这种反应可是很少见。她稍微醒悟过来一点，便叫道：“我的心肝宝贝！你就要大富大贵了！你会有多少珠宝、多少马车呀！达西先生！多么可爱的丈夫！那么精神！那么魁梧！请原谅我以前那么讨厌他。每年收入一万英镑！噢，亲爱的丽萃！”

在她订婚的那一周，伊丽莎白高兴地看到全家人都开始喜欢达西先生的优秀品质。她决心护着达西，不让妈妈和他过分随便，但她看到班纳特太太对未来的女婿极其敬畏，简直不敢跟他多说话，便松了口气。尽管如此，伊丽莎白还是幸福地期待着有一天她和达西离开浪搏恩，搬进彭伯里自己舒适、幽雅的家园。




班纳特太太打发掉两个最争气的女儿那天，感到无比幸福。可以想象，后来她去探访彬格莱太太及谈到达西太太时，会是多么高兴与自豪。班纳特先生十分想念二女儿，所以非常喜欢到彭伯里去探访她。

彬格莱先生和简在尼日斐只待了一年，然后就在北方买了座大宅子，离彭伯里只有50公里。这样，姐妹二人就可以经常往来，实现了最珍视的愿望。

家里就剩下玛丽一个女儿，因为吉蒂大部分时间都和两位大姐住在一起，耳濡目染，她的言谈举止、品行和思想都大有长进。

丽迪亚和韦翰总是搬来搬去，找便宜的房子住，总是入不敷出。他对妻子的爱很快变成了冷漠，她对丈夫的感情则持续得稍微长一点。每逢危机、伸手向丽迪亚的姐姐们要钱时，他们便显得不那么自傲了。伊丽莎白和简还定期给他们寄点私房钱帮他们付账。

卡罗琳·彬格莱由于达西结婚而受到很大伤害，但她并没有显露心中的苦楚，对伊丽莎白也总是极为客气。另一方面，乔治安娜·达西对伊丽莎白极为依恋，对她也评价最高。但是，凯瑟琳夫人在外甥面前讲伊丽莎白的话如此无礼，达西有段时间与她断绝了往来。最后，伊丽莎白说服他原谅姨妈，后来，他姨妈竟也忘掉傲慢，到彭伯里拜访他们。

达西夫妇和嘉丁纳夫妇仍然关系密切。达西和伊丽莎白衷心感激这两个人，正是他们两个邀请伊丽莎白到德比郡去，并带她去参观彭伯里，最终使他们喜结良缘。


Exercises

A Checking your understanding

Chapters 1–4 Who was speaking to whom, and about what?

1 'So you must visit him as soon as he arrives.'

2 'If your daughter should become seriously ill and die, it would be a comfort to know that she died in a good cause, and in obedience to your orders.'

3 'Not at all. They were brightened by the exercise.'

4 '... I have come prepared to admire the young ladies. And perhaps when we know each other better—'

5 'I've spent four days in the same house as him, and I consider him very disagreeable.'

6 'He has been unlucky enough to lose your friendship, and in a way which will cause him hardship all his life.'




Chapters 5–8 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 When Elizabeth rejected him, Mr Collins was sure she would accept him the next time he proposed.

2 Mr and Mrs Bennet agreed in their opinion of Mr Collins.

3 Caroline Bingley hoped that her brother would marry Jane Bennet.

4 Mrs Gardiner gave Lizzy some sensible advice about Wickham.

5 When Elizabeth visited the Collinses, Charlotte's marriage to Mr Collins appeared less successful than Elizabeth had expected.

6 Mr Darcy's proposal to Elizabeth came as a complete surprise to her.

7 After reading Darcy's letter, Elizabeth realized she had misjudged him.




Chapters 9–12 Find answers to these questions in the text.

1 Why did Colonel Forster's wife invite Lydia to Brighton?

2 How did Elizabeth feel when she was being shown round Pemberley?

3 What was the Bennet family's worst fear, when they discovered that Lydia had eloped with Wickham?

4 Why did Mr Darcy attend Lydia's wedding?

5 Why was Lady Catherine de Bourgh so angry at the thought of Elizabeth marrying Darcy?

B Working with language

1 Choose the best linking word and complete these sentences with information from Chapter 11.

1 Mrs Gardiner was astonished at Elizabeth' s request for information as/although...

2 Darcy had agreed to pay Wickham several thousand pounds even though/provided that...

3 Elizabeth was disappointed by Darcy's visit although/because...

4 Mrs Bennet was hoping to encourage Bingley to propose to Jane so/in case...

5 Bingley asked Mr Bennet's permission to marry Jane before/after...




2 Put this summary of Chapter 12 in the right order, and then join the parts together to make five sentences.

1 to order Elizabeth not to marry Darcy

2 as a result they became engaged

3 although Darcy had wanted to keep his involvement in Lydia's wedding secret

4 Elizabeth could not stop herself

5 Lady Catherine came straight to Longbourn

6 that she now felt very differently about him

7 to the delight of both their families

8 but Elizabeth refused to obey her

9 he took the opportunity to explain

10 and Elizabeth was able to tell him

11 from thanking him for his great kindness to Lydia

12 fortunately, he repeated his proposal

13 that his main motive in helping Lydia had been his desire to bring happiness to Elizabeth

14 when Darcy visited Longbourn House a few days later

C Activities

1 Charlotte Lucas says, 'Happiness in marriage is simply a question of chance.' Do you agree with her? Write a short essay, saying why you agree or don't agree.

2 Can you explain why Jane Austen chose this title? Whose pride and whose prejudice was she referring to? Is there less pride and prejudice at the end of the story? Write down your opinions.

3 Imagine you are Elizabeth Bennet, now married to Darcy and living at Pemberley. Write one of these letters:

a) to your aunt, Mrs Gardiner, saying how happy you are, and inviting her and your uncle to stay at Pemberley

b) to your mother, who has asked to come and stay for three months, explaining politely that this is not possible (invent any excuses you like)

c) to your sister Lydia, enclosing some money to pay her latest debts and giving her some strong, sisterly advice.
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内容简介

一个突然出现的白衣女人孤独地伫立在月下的荒野中。沃尔特·哈特里特一开始被她吓了一跳，但后来发现她非常害怕，头脑也不清楚，需要他的帮助。他温和有礼地同她交谈，陪她走了一段路，指给她前面应该怎么走。很快，她就又消失在了夜色里。

这次偶遇拉开了一连串事件的序幕，也把沃尔特、玛丽安以及她同母异父的妹妹劳拉、珀西瓦尔爵士和他的意大利朋友福斯科伯爵扯进一个似是而非的谜团之中。而谜团的核心就是那个悲伤孤独的白衣女人——她的生活、她的过去，还有她急于在死前揭开的秘密。

这是一个有关贪婪与邪恶、无辜与背叛、身份混淆与无情欺骗的故事。这也是一个爱情故事——爱情的开始是伤心和痛苦，好像没有任何出路，更没有任何希望和将来。但是，爱情不会轻易灭亡；它能够战胜离别与绝望，甚至死亡……


THE WOMAN IN WHITE

She appears out of nowhere, a woman dressed all in white, standing in the moonlight on the lonely heath. Walter Hartright is at first alarmed, but then sees that she is frightened and confused, and needs his help. He speaks kindly to her, walks with her to show her the right road, and soon she disappears into the night again.




This strange meeting begins a chain of events that bring together Walter, Marian and her half-sister Laura, Sir Percival and his Italian friend Count Fosco in a mystery in which nothing is as it seems. And at the heart of the mystery is the sad, lonely figure of the woman in white — her life, her history, and the secret that she is desperate to reveal before she dies.




It is a story of greed and evil, innocence and betrayal, confused identities and cruel deceptions. And also love — a love that begins with heartbreak and misery, where there seems no way forward, no hope for the future. But love does not die easily; it can survive separation, and despair, and even death itself...
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PART ONE
THE STORY TOLD BY WALTER HARTRIGHT
第一部分　沃尔特·哈特里特的讲述

1
A meeting by moonlight

It was the last day of July. The long hot summer was coming to an end, and I was feeling ill and depressed. I was also short of money, so I had little chance of escaping from the dusty London streets, and would have to spend the autumn economically between my rooms in the city and my mother's house.

My mother and my sister, Sarah, lived in a cottage in Hampstead, in the northern suburbs, and I usually went to see them twice a week. This evening I arrived at the gate of the cottage just as it was starting to get dark. I had hardly rung the bell before the door was opened violently, and my Italian friend, Professor Pesca, rushed out to greet me.

Pesca was a language teacher who had left Italy for political reasons and had made his home in England. He was a strange, excitable little man, who was always trying to be more English than the English. I had met him from time to time when he was teaching in the same houses as I was, and then one day I met him by chance in Brighton. We agreed to go for a swim together in the sea. He was very enthusiastic and it never for a moment occurred to me that he did not know how to swim! Fortunately, when he suddenly sank to the bottom, I was able to dive down and save him. From that day on he was my grateful friend, and that evening he showed his gratitude to me in a way that changed my whole life.

'Now, my good friends,' he said, when we were all in my mother's sitting-room. 'I have some wonderful news for you. I have been asked by my employer to recommend a drawing teacher for a post with a rich family in the north of England. And who do you think I have recommended? The best drawing teacher in the world — Mr Walter Hartright!'

'My dear Pesca! How good you are to Walter!' exclaimed my mother. 'How kind, how generous you are!'

As for myself, although I was certainly grateful for his kindness, I still felt strangely depressed. I thanked him warmly, however, and asked to see the conditions. The note he gave me said that a qualified drawing teacher was wanted by Mr Frederick Fairlie of Limmeridge House, Cumberland, to teach his two young nieces for a period of at least four months. The teacher was to live at Limmeridge House as a gentleman and receive four pounds a week. Letters to show he was of good character would be required.

The position was certainly an attractive one, and I could not understand why I felt so little enthusiasm for it. However, since my mother and sister thought it was a great opportunity, and I had no wish to hurt Pesca's feelings, I agreed to apply for the job.

The next morning I sent my letters of recommendation to the Professor's employer, and four days later I heard that Mr Fairlie accepted my services and requested me to start for Cumberland immediately. I arranged to leave the next day, and in the evening I walked to Hampstead to say goodbye to my mother and Sarah.

When I left them at midnight, a full moon was shining in a dark blue, starless sky, and the air was soft and warm. I decided to take the long route home, and walk across Hampstead Heath before joining the road into the centre of the city. After a while I came to a crossroads and turned onto the London road. I was lost in my own thoughts, wondering about the two young ladies in Cumberland, when suddenly, my heart seemed to stop beating. A hand had touched my shoulder from behind.

I turned at once, my hand tightening on my walking stick.

There, as if it had dropped from the sky, stood the figure of a woman, dressed from head to foot in white clothes. I was too surprised to speak.

'Is that the road into London?' she said.

I looked at her carefully. It was then nearly one o'clock. All I could see in the moonlight was a young colourless face, large sad eyes, and light brown hair. Her manner was quiet and self-controlled. What sort of woman she was, and why she was out so late alone, I could not guess. But there was nothing evil about her — indeed, a kind of sad innocence seemed to come from her.

'Did you hear me?' she said, quietly and rapidly.

'Yes,' I replied, 'that's the road. Please excuse me — I was rather surprised by your sudden appearance.'

'You don't suspect me of doing anything wrong, do you?'

'No, no, seeing you so suddenly gave me a shock, that's all.'

'I heard you coming,' she said, 'and hid behind those trees to see what sort of man you were, before I risked speaking. May I trust you?' Her eyes searched my face, anxiously.

Her loneliness and helplessness were so obvious that I felt great sympathy for her. 'Tell me how I can help you,' I said, 'and if I can, I will.'

'Oh, thank you, thank you. You are very kind.' Her voice trembled a little as she spoke. 'I don't know London at all. Can I get a cab or a carriage at this time of night? Could you show me where to get one, and will you promise not to interfere with me? I have a friend in London who will be glad to receive me. I want nothing else — will you promise?'

She looked nervously up and down the road, then back at me.

How could I refuse? Her fear and confusion were painful to see.

'Will you promise?' she repeated.

'Yes.'

We set off together towards the centre of London. It was like a dream — walking along that familiar road, with so strange and so mysterious a companion at my side.

'Do you know any men of the rank of Baronet in London?' she asked suddenly.

There was a note of suspicion in the strange question, and when I said I knew no Baronets, she seemed relieved. I questioned her further, and she murmured that she had been cruelly used by a Baronet she would not name. She told me she came from Hampshire and asked if I lived in London. I explained that I did, but that I was leaving for Cumberland the next day.

'Cumberland!' she repeated softly. 'Ah! I wish I was going there too. I was once happy in Cumberland, in Limmeridge village. I'd like to see Limmeridge House again.'

Limmeridge House! I stopped, amazed.

'What's wrong?' she asked anxiously. 'Did you hear anybody calling after us?'

'No, no. It's just that I heard the name of Limmeridge House very recently. Do you know somebody there?'

'I did once,' she said. 'But Mrs Fairlie is dead; and her husband is dead; and their little girl may be married and gone away...'

Perhaps she would have told me more, but just at that moment we saw a cab. I stopped it, and she quickly got in.

'Please,' I said, 'let me see you safely to your friend's house.'

'No, no,' she cried. 'I'm quite safe, and you must let me go. Remember your promise! But thank you — oh! thank you.'

She caught my hand in hers, kissed it, and pushed it away. The cab disappeared into the black shadows on the road — and the woman in white had gone.

Ten minutes later I was still on the same road, thinking uneasily about the whole adventure, when I heard wheels behind me. An open carriage with two men in it passed me, then stopped when they saw a policeman walking further down the street.

'Officer!' cried one of the men. 'Have you seen a woman pass this way? A woman in white clothes?'

'No, sir. Why? What has she done?'

'Done! She has escaped from my asylum.'

An asylum! But the woman had not seemed mad to me. Nervous, and a little strange, perhaps, but not mad. What had I done? Had I helped a woman wrongly imprisoned to escape? Or had I failed to protect a sick person who might come to harm? These disturbing thoughts kept me awake all night after I had got back to my rooms, until at last it was time to leave London and set out for Cumberland.

*　　*　　*

My travelling instructions directed me to Carlisle and then to change trains for Limmeridge. However, because of a long delay I missed my connection and did not get to Limmeridge till past ten. A servant in rather a bad temper was waiting for me at the station with a carriage and when I arrived at Limmeridge House everyone had gone to bed. I was shown to my room and when I at last put out the candle, I thought to myself, 'What shall I see in my dreams tonight? The woman in white? Or the unknown inhabitants of this Cumberland house?'



depressed adj. dispirited or miserable 无精打采的

economically adv. sparing in the use of resources 节俭地

violently adv. using aggressive physical force 用力地

gratitude n. a feeling of being grateful to someone because they have given you something or done something for you 感激之情；知恩图报之心

recommend v. suggest as fit for some purpose or use 推荐

exclaim v. cry out suddenly esp. in anger, surprise, pain etc. （出于气愤、惊讶、痛苦等）大喊；惊叫

character n. the collective qualities that distinguish a person or thing 特点；品行

apply for make a formal request for something to be done, given etc. 申请

be lost in be engrossed in 全神贯注于……

tighten v. make or become tight or tighter 握紧；攥紧

colourless adj. without colour 没有颜色的

suspect v. be inclined to accuse mentally 怀疑

shock n. a sudden disturbing effect 震惊；吃惊

companion n. a person who accompanies another 伙伴

baronet n. member of lowest British hereditary titled order 准男爵

relieved adj. freed from anxiety or distress 松了一口气

murmur v. utter in a low voice 低声说

adventure n. an unusual and exciting experience 不同寻常又令人兴奋的经历

asylum n. institution offering shelter and support to the mentally ill 精神病院

imprison v. put into prison 囚禁

inhabitant n. one who lives in a place 居住者




1．月下邂逅

那是7月的最后一天。漫长、炎热的夏季已经接近尾声，但我觉得身体不太舒服，心情也有些压抑。我没什么钱，不大可能离开尘土飞扬的伦敦，只得在伦敦的住处和母亲的家中将就这个秋天了。

母亲和妹妹萨拉住在伦敦北郊汉普斯特德的一所小房子里，我每星期会去看她们两次。今天我到那里的时候，天已经快黑了。刚一按门铃，我的意大利朋友，佩斯卡教授就用力打开了门，箭步冲出来迎接我。

佩斯卡由于政治原因从意大利来到英国，在这里做语言教师，安顿了下来。他个头不高，性格古怪而天真，极力表现出比英国人还地道的英国做派。我曾经和他在几个家庭里同为家庭教师，所以经常见面。有一天，我在布赖顿碰到他，两人说好一同到海滨游泳。他当时非常兴奋，我根本没想到他竟然不会游泳！幸好他突然沉下去的时候，我潜进水里把他救了上来。从那以后，他对我感激不尽，我们成了朋友，而这天晚上他的感恩之举改变了我的一生。

大家齐聚客厅时，他说：“嘿，朋友们，我有一个好消息要告诉你们。我的东家让我为英格兰北部一个富有的人家推荐一名绘画教师。你们猜我推荐了谁？我推荐的是世界上最好的绘画教师——沃尔特·哈特里特先生！”

“亲爱的佩斯卡，你对沃尔特真是太好了！”母亲说道。“你真是好心又慷慨！”

我本人也很感激他的好意，但是总觉得有一种莫名的不安。不过我还是热情地跟他道谢，向他打听一些具体情况。他给我的条子上说坎伯兰郡利默里奇庄园的弗雷德里克·费尔利先生要聘请一位优秀的绘画教师，教他的两个侄女画画，聘期至少四个月。受聘教师将住在利默里奇庄园，薪水是一星期4英镑。应聘教师必须出具品行良好的证明信。

这的确是一份令人心动的工作，但不知为什么我就是兴奋不起来。不管怎样，既然母亲和妹妹都认为这是个好机会，我也不愿伤害佩斯卡的感情，于是我答应应聘。

转天早晨，我把推荐信寄给佩斯卡的雇主，四天之后传来消息说，费尔利先生接受了我的应聘，要我立即动身前往坎伯兰郡。我做好了第二天动身的准备，晚上步行到汉普斯特德向母亲和妹妹道别。

离开她们已是子夜时分，深蓝的天空满月高悬，看不见一颗星星，空气温暖宜人。我决定走那条稍远一点儿的路回家，先穿过汉普斯特德荒地，再走通往市中心的那条路。不一会儿，我来到十字路口，踏上了通向伦敦的大路。我满脑子在想着坎伯兰郡两位小姐的事，突然一只手从后面拍了拍我的肩膀，吓得我心跳都快停止了。

我猛地转过身，攥紧了手杖。

我眼前站着一个白衣女人，仿佛从天而降。我惊得一句话也说不出来。

“那条路是去伦敦的吗？”那女人开口问道。

我仔细打量着她。这时已将近凌晨1点了。借着月光我只能看出一张年轻却没有血色的脸，一对哀伤的大眼睛和淡棕色的头发。她看上去镇定自若。我猜不出她是个什么样的女人，这么晚了为什么孤身一人在外面。可是她看上去没有恶意，实际上还流露出一丝哀伤和纯真。

[image: alt]

“你听见我说话了吗？”她很快地轻声说。

“是的，”我赶忙回答，“是那条路。请原谅，你出现得太突然，吓了我一跳。”

“你不会怀疑我在做什么坏事吧？”

“不，不是。只不过突然看到你，吓了一跳。”

“我听到你走过来，”她说，“就先躲在树后看你是什么样的人，然后才敢同你说话的。我能信赖你吗？”她不安地看着我的脸。

她看起来实在是非常孤独和无助，这大大地激起了我的同情。“说吧，我能为你做什么，”我说，“只要我能做的，一定帮忙。”

“哦，谢谢，谢谢。你真是个好人。”她的声音有些颤抖，“我对伦敦一无所知，这时候还有出租马车吗？你能告诉我哪里能找辆车吗？你能保证不要多问吗？我在伦敦有朋友，她会帮我的，就是这样——你能保证吗？”

她神色紧张地朝大路张望，然后又回头看我。

我怎么能够拒绝呢？她紧张而慌乱的样子令人不安。

“你能保证吗？”她再一次问。

“我保证。”

我们一起朝伦敦市中心走去。这真像是一场梦——走在熟悉的路上，身旁多了一位陌生、神秘的同路人。

“你认识伦敦有准男爵爵位的人吗？”她突然问我。

从这个奇怪的问题可以看出她对我还是有所怀疑，当我告诉她我一个准男爵也不认识时，她似乎才松了一口气。我进一步追问，她低声告诉我一个准男爵害过她，她不愿说出他的名字。她说她从汉普郡来，问我是否住在伦敦。我告诉她我是住在伦敦，但天一亮就要去坎伯兰郡了。

“坎伯兰郡！”她轻声重复着，“啊，我要是也能去那儿就好了。我曾在坎伯兰郡的利默里奇村度过一段快乐的时光，真想再看一看利默里奇庄园。”

利默里奇庄园！我停住脚步，感到很惊讶。

“怎么啦？”她急切地问，“你听到我们后面有人在喊吗？”

“不，不是。因为我最近听说过利默里奇庄园，你认识那里的什么人吗？”

“以前认识，”她回答，“不过费尔利夫人已经死了，她丈夫也死了，他们的小女儿可能已经结婚离开了那里。”

若不是看见一辆出租马车，她也许会告诉我更多的事情。我叫住马车，她很快上了车。

我说：“还是让我把你平平安安地送到朋友家吧。”

“不，不，”她大声说，“我现在很安全，你就让我自己走吧。你答应过我的！谢谢你，谢谢。”

她抓住我的手，吻了一下，然后推开。马车的影子消失在夜幕中的大路上——白衣女人也不见了。

十分钟后，我还走在同一条路上，回想着刚才发生的怪事，忽然身后传来车轮的声音。两个人坐着敞篷马车从我身边经过，他们看见路上有个警察在巡逻，就停下车来。

“警官！”一个人说，“你看没看见一个女人从这条路上走过，一个穿白衣服的女人？”

“没有，先生。怎么啦？她做了什么？”

“做了什么！她从精神病院跑出来了。”

精神病院！可是我不觉得那个女人是疯子。她神色紧张，有点儿怪，但并不疯。我究竟做了什么？是帮助一个被无端关进精神病院的女人逃跑了？还是没有看管好一个可能伤害别人的病人？这些问题让我回到家后心神不定，难以入睡，直到该起床动身前往坎伯兰郡了，还是没有睡着。

*　　*　　*

我的行程安排是先到卡莱尔，然后换乘开往利默里奇的火车，可是由于去卡莱尔的车晚点了许多，我没有赶上转乘的车，直到10点多才到利默里奇。一个脾气很差的仆人赶了一辆马车在车站等我，到利默里奇庄园的时候，那儿的人都已经睡了。我被带到了房间，最后吹熄蜡烛睡觉的时候，我想：“今晚我会梦见谁呢？那个白衣女人？还是坎伯兰郡这个庄园里的陌生人？”




2
Life at Limmeridge House

When I got up the next morning, I was greeted by bright sunlight and a view of blue sea through the window. The future suddenly seemed full of promise. I found my way down to the breakfast-room and there, looking out of a window with her back turned to me, was a young woman with a perfect figure. But when she turned and walked towards me, I saw to my surprise that her face was ugly. Hair grew on her upper lip, and her mouth was large and firm. It was almost a man's face, but the friendly smile she gave me softened it and made her look more womanly. She welcomed me in a pleasant, educated voice and introduced herself as Marian Halcombe, Miss Fairlie's half-sister.

'My mother was twice married,' she explained, in her easy, friendly manner. 'The first time to Mr Halcombe, my father, and the second time to Mr Fairlie, my half-sister's father. My father was a poor man, and Miss Fairlie's father was a rich man. I've got nothing, and she has a fortune. I'm dark and ugly, and she's fair and pretty.' She said all this quite happily. 'My sister and I are very fond of each other, so you must please both of us, Mr Hartright, or please neither of us.'

She then told me that Miss Fairlie had a headache that morning and was being looked after by Mrs Vesey, an elderly lady who had once been Miss Fairlie's governess.

'So we shall be alone at breakfast, Mr Hartright,' she said. 'As for Mr Fairlie, your employer, you will doubtless meet him later. He is Miss Fairlie's uncle, a single man, who became Miss Fairlie's guardian when her parents died. He suffers from some mysterious illness of the nerves, and never leaves his rooms.'

While we ate breakfast, she described the quiet, regular life that she and her sister led. 'Do you think you will get used to it?' she said. 'Or will you be restless, and wish for some adventure?'

Hearing the word 'adventure' reminded me of my meeting with the woman in white, and her reference to Mrs Fairlie. I told Miss Halcombe all about my adventure, and she showed an eager interest, especially in the mention of her mother.

'But you didn't find out the woman's name?' she said.

'I'm afraid not. Only that she came from Hampshire.'

'Well, I shall spend the morning,' said Miss Halcombe, 'looking through my mother's letters. I'm sure I will find some clues there to explain this mystery. Lunch is at two o'clock, Mr Hartright, and I shall introduce you to my sister then.'

After breakfast Mr Fairlie's personal servant, Louis, came to tell me that Mr Fairlie would like to see me. I followed the servant upstairs and was shown into a large room full of art treasures. There, in an armchair, sat a small, pale, delicate-looking man of about fifty. Despite his fine clothes and the valuable rings on his soft white fingers, there was something very unattractive about him.

'So glad to have you here, Mr Hartright,' he said in a high, complaining voice. 'Please sit down, but don't move the chair. In my state of nerves any movement is painful to me. May I ask if you have found everything satisfactory here at Limmeridge?'

When I began to reply, he at once raised his hand to stop me.

'Please excuse me. But could you speak more softly? I simply cannot bear loud voices, or indeed, any kind of loud sound.'

The interview did not last long as Mr Fairlie quickly lost interest in it. He informed me that the ladies would make all the arrangements for their drawing lessons.

'I suffer so much from my nerves, Mr Hartright,' he said. 'Do you mind ringing the bell for Louis? Thank you. Good morning!'

With great relief I left the room, and spent the rest of the morning looking forward to lunchtime, when I would be introduced to Miss Fairlie.

*　　*　　*

At two o'clock I entered the dining room and found Miss Halcombe seated at the table with a rather fat lady who smiled all the time. This, I discovered, was Mrs Vesey. We started eating and before long we had finished lunch, with still no sign of Miss Fairlie. Miss Halcombe noticed my frequent glances at the door.

'I understand you, Mr Hartright,' she said. 'You are wondering about your other student. Well, she has got over her headache, but did not want any lunch. If you will follow me, I think I can find her somewhere in the garden.'

We walked out together along a path through the garden, until we came to a pretty summer-house. Inside I could see a young lady standing near a table, looking out at the view and turning the pages of a little drawing book. This was Miss Laura Fairlie.

How can I describe her? How can I separate this moment from all that has happened since then? In a drawing I later made of her she appears as a light, youthful figure wearing a simple white and blue striped dress and a summer hat. Her hair is light brown, almost gold, and she has eyes that are clear and blue, with a look of truth in them. They give her whole face such a charm that it is difficult to notice each individual feature: the delicate, though not perfectly straight, nose; the sweet, sensitive mouth. The life and beauty of her face lies in her eyes.

Such was my impression, but at the same time I felt there was something about her that I could not explain — something that I ought to remember, but could not. In fact, I was thinking about this so much that I could hardly answer when she greeted me.

Miss Halcombe, believing I was shy, quickly said, 'Look at your perfect student,' and she pointed at the sketches. 'She has already started work before your lessons have begun. You must show them to Mr Hartright, Laura, when we go for a drive.'

Miss Fairlie laughed with bright good humour.

'I hope he will give his true opinion of them and not just say something to please me,' she said.

'May I enquire why you say that?' I asked.

'Because I shall believe all that you tell me,' she answered simply.

In those few words she gave me the key to her own trusting, truthful character.

Later we went for our promised drive, but I must confess that I was far more interested in Miss Fairlie's conversation than her sketches. I soon realized I was behaving more like a guest than a drawing teacher and when I was on my own again I felt uneasy and dissatisfied with myself.

At dinner that evening these feelings soon disappeared, and when the meal was over, we went into a large sitting room with glass doors leading into the garden. Mrs Vesey fell asleep in an armchair and Miss Halcombe sat near a window to look through her mother's letters. At my request Miss Fairlie played the piano.

How will I ever forget that peaceful picture? The flowers outside, the music of Mozart, Miss Halcombe reading the letters in the half-light, the delicate outline of Miss Fairlie's face against the dark wall. It was an evening of sights and sounds to remember for ever.

Later, when Miss Fairlie had finished playing and had wandered out into the moonlit garden, Miss Halcombe called me.

'Mr Hartright, will you come here for a minute?'

I went over and she showed me a letter.

'It's from my mother to her second husband twelve years ago. She mentions a lady from Hampshire called Mrs Catherick, who had come to look after her sick sister living in the village. It seems she brought her only child with her, a little girl called Anne, who was about a year older than Laura. I was at a school in Paris at the time. My mother, who took a great interest in the village school, says the little girl was slow in learning so she gave her lessons here at the house. She also gave her some of Laura's white dresses and white hats, saying she looked better in white than any other colour. She says that little Anne Catherick was so grateful, and loved her so much, that one day she kissed her hand and said, "I'll always wear white as long as I live. It will help me to remember you."'

Miss Halcombe stopped and looked at me.

'Did the woman you met that night seem young enough to be twenty-two or twenty-three?'

'Yes, Miss Halcombe, as young as that.'

'And was she dressed from head to foot, all in white?'

'All in white.'

From where I sat, I could see Miss Fairlie walking in the garden, and the whiteness of her dress in the moonlight suddenly made my heart beat faster.

'Now listen to what my mother says at the end of the letter,' Miss Halcombe continued. 'It will surprise you. She says that perhaps the real reason for her liking little Anne Catherick so much was that she looked exactly like —'

Before she could finish, I jumped up. Outside stood Miss Fairlie, a white figure alone in the moonlight. And suddenly I realized what it was that I had been unable to remember — it was the extraordinary likeness between Miss Laura Fairlie and the runaway from the asylum, the woman in white.

'You see it!' said Miss Halcombe. 'Just as my mother saw the likeness between them years ago.'

'Yes,' I replied. 'But very unwillingly. To connect that lonely, friendless woman, even by an accidental likeness, to Miss Fairlie disturbs me very much. I don't like to think of it. Please call her in from that horrible moonlight!'

'We won't say anything about this likeness to Laura,' she said. 'It will be a secret between you and me.' Then she called Miss Fairlie in, asking her to play the piano again; and so my first, eventful day at Limmeridge House came to an end.

*　　*　　*

The days passed, the weeks passed, and summer changed into a golden autumn. A peaceful, happy time, but at last, I had to confess to myself my real feelings for Miss Fairlie.

I loved her.

Every day I was near her in that dangerous closeness which exists between teacher and student. Often, as we bent over her sketch-book, our hands and faces almost touched. I breathed the perfume of her hair. I should have put a professional distance between myself and her, as I had always done with my students in the past. But I did not, and it was soon too late.

By the third month of my stay in Cumberland, I was lost in dreams of love and blind to the dangers ahead of me. Then the first warning finally came — from her. In the space of one night, she changed towards me. There was a sudden nervous distance, and a kind of sadness, in her attitude. The pain I felt at that moment is beyond description. But I knew then that she had changed because she had suddenly discovered not only my feelings, but her own as well. This change was also reflected in Miss Halcombe, who said nothing unusual to me, but who had developed a new habit of always watching me. This new and awful situation continued for some time until, on a Thursday, near the end of the third month, I was at last rescued by the sensible and courageous Miss Halcombe.

'Have you got a moment for me?' she asked after breakfast. 'Shall we go into the garden?'

We walked to the summer-house and went inside. Miss Halcombe turned to me. 'Mr Hartright, what I have to say to you I can say here. Now, I know that you are a good man who always acts correctly. Your story about that unhappy woman in London proves that. As your friend, I must tell you that I have discovered your feelings for my sister, Laura. Although you have done nothing wrong, except show weakness, I must tell you to leave Limmeridge House before any harm is done. And there is something else I must tell you, which will also give you pain. Will you shake hands with your friend, Marian Halcombe, first?'

She spoke with such kindness that I shook her hand.

'You must leave because Laura Fairlie is to be married.'

The last word went like a bullet to my heart. I turned white, I felt cold. With one word all my hopes disappeared.

'You must put an end to your feelings, here, where you first met her. I will hide nothing from you. She is not marrying for love, but because of a promise she made to her father just before he died. The man she is to marry arrives here next Monday.'

'Let me go today,' I said bitterly. 'The sooner the better.'

'No, not today. That would look strange. Wait till tomorrow, after the post has arrived. Say to Mr Fairlie that you have received bad news and must return to London.'

'I will follow your advice, Miss Halcombe,' I said sadly. 'But may I ask who the gentleman engaged to Miss Fairlie is?'

'A rich man from Hampshire.'

Hampshire! Again a connection with Anne Catherick!

'And his name?' I asked, as calmly as I could.

'Sir Percival Glyde.'

Sir! I remembered Anne Catherick's suspicious question about Baronets, and my voice shook a little as I asked, 'Is he a Baronet?'

She paused for a moment, then answered, 'Yes, a Baronet.'



figure n. bodily shape 身材

womanly adj. having or showing qualities associated with women 具有或表现出女子气质的

fortune n. great wealth; a large sum of money 大笔财富

guardian n. a person having legal custody of another person when that person is incapable of managing his or her own affairs 监护人

reference n. the act of referring to a person etc. for information 提及；提到

delicate adj. easily made ill 娇弱的

bear v. tolerate; put up with 忍受

good morning courteous farewell 早上（上午）礼貌的告别方式

get over recover from an illness 恢复；痊愈

youthful adj. having freshness or vigour of youth 年轻的

enquire v. ask a question 问

confess v. admit 承认

uneasy adj. disturbed or uncomfortable in mind or body 不自在的；不舒服的

peaceful adj. characterized by peace, tranquil 平静的

extraordinary adj. unusual or remarkable 不同寻常的

runaway n. a person who flees from enemy, danger or a master 逃跑者

eventful adj. marked by noteworthy events 发生事情比较多的

professional adj. connected with a profession 职业的

blind adj. without foresight, intellectual perception or adequate information 不知道的；不了解的

sensible adj. reasonable, judicious 明智的；理智的

engaged adj. under a promise to marry 订婚

pause v. to cease or suspend an action temporarily 停顿




2．在利默里奇庄园的日子

第二天起床，迎接我的是灿烂的阳光和窗外湛蓝的大海。未来突然好像一片光明。我下楼来到早餐室，一位身材优美的年轻女士正背对我望着窗外。当她转身向我走来时，我吃惊地发现她长得很丑。她的上唇上长着胡须，嘴唇又大又厚。尽管脸长得像个男人，但是友好的微笑使她看上去有了一些女人味儿。她同我打招呼，声音悦耳，听起来很有教养。她告诉我她叫玛丽安·哈尔库姆，费尔利小姐同母异父的姐姐。

“我母亲结过两次婚，”她以一种平和友善的语调对我说，“第一次嫁给哈尔库姆先生，我父亲，第二次嫁给费尔利先生，费尔利小姐的父亲。我父亲一贫如洗，费尔利小姐的父亲却是个有钱人。我本人一无所有，但她很富有。我长得又黑又丑，她又白又漂亮。”她兴致勃勃地说着这一切，“我们姐妹俩非常要好，先生，所以你必须要讨好我们俩，要不就谁也别讨好。”

她又告诉我费尔利小姐早上头疼，维西夫人正在照顾她，维西夫人原来是费尔利小姐的家庭教师。

“今天早饭就我们两个了，哈特里特先生，”她说，“至于费尔利先生，你的雇主，你肯定得过些时候才能见到他了，他是费尔利小姐的叔叔，单身一人，费尔利小姐父母死后，他就成了她的监护人。他患有一种古怪的神经疾病，从不离开他的房间半步。”

吃早饭的时候，她对我讲了她们姐妹俩平静而规律的生活。“你觉得你能适应这样的生活吗？”她问，“你是否会烦躁不安，希望有些新奇的事情发生？”

“新奇”这个词让我想起遇到白衣女人的事，她曾经提到过费尔利夫人。当我把我的奇异经历告诉哈尔库姆小姐时，她对这件事表现出浓厚的兴趣，特别对提到她的母亲这个细节。

“你不知道那女人叫什么名字吗？”

“不知道。只知道她从汉普郡来。”

“那好吧，我今天早上，”哈尔库姆小姐说，“就翻一翻母亲的信件。我想一定会从中找出点线索解开这个谜。午饭时间是两点，哈特里特先生，到时我会把你介绍给我妹妹。”

早饭后，费尔利先生的贴身仆人路易斯过来告诉我费尔利先生要见我。我跟他上了楼，被带到一个很大的房间，里面有许多艺术珍品。扶手椅上坐着一个苍白羸弱的小个子男人，大概五十岁上下。尽管他穿着考究，白皙柔软的手指上带着贵重的戒指，但是他身上有一种让人非常不喜欢的东西。

“非常高兴你能来这里工作，哈特里特先生，”他的声音尖锐刺耳，还带着一丝怨气，“请坐，但请不要动椅子。任何动静都会刺激我的神经，让我难受。你在利默里奇感到还满意吗？”

我刚要说话，他又马上举手示意我先别说。

“请原谅，你能说话声音轻点吗？我受不了大声说话，任何太响的声音我都受不了。”

我们的面谈没有持续很长时间，因为费尔利先生很快就没了兴趣。他告诉我小姐们会安排所有关于绘画课的事宜。

“我的神经很差，哈特里特先生，你能帮我摇铃叫一下路易斯吗？谢谢。再见。”

离开他的房间，我长出了一口气。上午剩下的时间我一直在等着吃午饭，到时就可以见到费尔利小姐了。

*　　*　　*

两点钟，我来到餐厅，看到哈尔库姆小姐同一位体态丰满的女士坐在桌旁，那位女士一直面带微笑。她就是维西夫人。我们开始一起吃饭，不一会儿就吃完了，但一直没见到费尔利小姐的影子。哈尔库姆小姐注意到我不断地朝门口张望。

“我知道你在想什么，哈特里特先生，”她说，“你一定在想你的另一个学生。她头痛已经好了，但不想吃东西。如果你跟我来，我可以在花园里找到她。”

我们一起沿着花园的小路来到一个漂亮的凉亭前。我看到里面有一位小姐站在一张桌子旁，望着外面的风景，手中翻动着一本小画册。这就是劳拉·费尔利小姐。

我该怎样描述她呢？我怎样才能把此时此刻同后来发生的一切分开呢？在我后来画的一张她的肖像里，她年轻活泼，身穿式样简单的蓝白条纹连衣裙，头戴遮阳帽。她的头发是淡棕色，接近金色。她有一双清澈诚实的蓝眼睛，使她魅力四射，让你不再注意她脸上的其他细节：小巧但不很直的鼻子，还有甜美动人的双唇。她脸部的活力和美丽都源自那双眼睛。

这就是她给我的印象，但同时她身上有一些我无法解释的东西——一些我应该记得，却想不起来的东西。我完全沉浸在自己的思绪里，甚至她向我打招呼时，我几乎都说不出话来。

哈尔库姆小姐可能觉得我是个腼腆的人，马上说：“看看你的学生多好，”然后又指了指那些画，“你的课还没开始，她已经开始自己画了。劳拉，我们一会儿坐马车出去的时候，把你的画给哈特里特先生看看。”

费尔利小姐开心地笑起来。

“我希望先生把真实的评价告诉我，不要光说好话哄我。”她说。

“请问你为什么这么说呢？”我问她。

“因为你的任何评价我都会相信。”她回答得很爽快。

从这些话里我看出她天性真诚，会毫无保留地相信他人。

过了一会儿，我们按计划坐马车出去，然而我必须承认比起费尔利小姐的画，我对她的言谈更感兴趣。我很快意识到自己的表现与其说像绘画教师不如说更像客人。自己一个人的时候，我感到有些不自在，对自己不满意。

晚饭的时候，这些感觉很快消失了。吃罢晚饭，我们来到一间大客厅，这里装有通往花园的玻璃门。维西夫人在扶手椅上睡着了，哈尔库姆小姐在翻阅她母亲的信件。在我的请求下，费尔利小姐弹起了钢琴。

这样安逸的情景我怎能忘记呢？屋外的鲜花，莫扎特的音乐，哈尔库姆小姐在微暗的光线下读信的样子，费尔利小姐映在昏暗的墙壁上的美丽侧脸，今晚这一切声音和情景都令人难以忘怀。

过了一会儿，费尔利小姐弹完了琴，走进月光下的花园。哈尔库姆小姐叫我。

“哈特里特先生，你能过来一下吗？”

我走过去，她递给我一封信。

“这是妈妈12年前写给她第二个丈夫的信。信中提到从汉普郡来的凯瑟里克太太，她是来照料住在村子里生病的妹妹的。她好像把她的独生女儿小安妮带来了，安妮比劳拉大1岁左右。当时我在巴黎读书，妈妈那时对村子里的学校非常感兴趣，她觉得小安妮学习比较吃力，就在家里辅导她。妈妈还把劳拉的一些白连衣裙和帽子送给她，说安妮穿白色衣服最好看。她说安妮·凯瑟里克很感激，也很喜欢她。一天，她吻过妈妈的手，说：‘我一辈子都会穿白色衣服，因为白色让我永远记着你。’”

哈尔库姆小姐停下来看着我，问道：

“你那天晚上碰到的那个女人，是不是只有二十二三岁的样子？”

“没错，哈尔库姆小姐，差不多那么大。”

“她是不是从头到脚都穿白色？”

“的确都是白色的。”

从我坐的地方可以看到费尔利小姐在花园中散步，月光下她的白色连衣裙突然间使我的心跳加快了。

“听听妈妈在信的末尾是怎么说的，”哈尔库姆小姐说，“你一定会感到吃惊的。她说她之所以那么喜欢小安妮·凯瑟里克，可能是因为她长得特别像——”

没等她说完，我一下子跳了起来。外面站着费尔利小姐，月光下一个孤零零的白色身影，猛然间我明白了我没有想起来的是什么了——就是劳拉·费尔利小姐同从精神病院跑出来的白衣女人惊人地相似。

“你看出来了！”哈尔库姆小姐说，“和妈妈一样，她多年前也看出了她们之间惊人的相似。”

“是的，”我说，“但是我非常不愿意把那个孤独无依的女人同费尔利小姐联系起来，即使这全是出于偶然，也让我内心不安。我不想再想这件事。还是叫她进来吧，那月光太可怕了！”

“我们不要对劳拉讲任何有关相貌相似的事，”她说，“这是我们之间的秘密。”说完，她招呼费尔利小姐进屋来，让她再弹一首曲子。就这样，我在利默里奇不平凡的第一天结束了。

*　　*　　*

日子一天天、一个星期又一个星期地过去了，夏季已被金秋取代。这是宁静而快乐的季节，然而，我最终还是必须向自己承认对费尔利小姐的感觉。

我爱上了她。

作为师生，每天我都和她那么接近，这很危险。很多次，在低头翻看写生簿的时候，我们的手和脸几乎要碰到，我可以闻到她头发的香味。我本应与她保持教师与学生应有的距离，我和过去教过的学生都是这样。但是我现在没有，而且已经来不及了。

来坎伯兰郡的第三个月，我已经完全沉浸在爱的幻想中，对将要到来的危险一无所知。第一个危险的信号终于来了——而且就来自于她。一夜之间，她对我的态度发生了变化，她对我有一种拘束的疏离感，还有一种莫名的哀伤。我当时的痛苦无法言表。不过后来我才知道她是因为发现了我的感受，也发现了她自己的感受才有这样的变化。这种变化还反映在哈尔库姆小姐身上，她虽然没跟我说什么，但是开始经常注视着我。这种可怕的新状况一直持续到将近第三个月末的一个星期四。最后，理智、勇敢的哈尔库姆小姐帮我得到了解脱。

“能占用你一点儿时间吗？”早饭后她这样问我，“我们去花园走走好吗？”

我们来到凉亭，走了进去。哈尔库姆小姐转向我；“哈特里特先生，我要向你说的话在这儿可以说了。我知道你是一位举止得体的好人，你跟我讲的关于伦敦那个不幸女人的事证明了这一点。但是，作为你的朋友，我必须告诉你，我发现了你对我妹妹劳拉的感情。除了表现得有些软弱，你没做错什么，不过我还是必须劝你在造成伤害之前离开利默里奇庄园。我还有些事要告诉你，可能会让你痛苦。你能不能先和你的朋友玛丽安·哈尔库姆握握手？”

她说得非常诚恳，我握了握她的手。

“你必须离开这里，因为劳拉·费尔利就要结婚了。”

最后那个词就像一颗子弹一样穿过我的胸膛。我的脸色苍白，全身冰冷。就因为这一个词，我所有的希望都消失了。

“你必须在这里结束这段感情，就在你们初次相识的地方。我不会对你有任何隐瞒，她不是为了爱才结婚，而是因为她在她父亲临终时做的承诺。她要嫁的人下星期一到这里。”

“我今天就走，”我难过地说，“越快越好。”

“不，不要今天走。那样会让别人觉得奇怪。等到明天邮差来了再走。你就跟费尔利先生说收到了坏消息，必须马上回伦敦去。”

“我按你说的做，哈尔库姆小姐，”我伤心地说，“不过，你能告诉我同费尔利小姐订婚的先生是谁吗？”

“是汉普郡的一个有钱人。”

汉普郡！又一个和安妮·凯瑟里克有关的线索！

“他叫什么？”我尽量平静地问。

“珀西瓦尔·格莱德爵士。”

爵士！我想起安妮·凯瑟里克问过的有关准男爵的问题。“他是准男爵吗？”我的声音有些颤抖。

她停了一停，说道：“对，他是准男爵。”




3
The unsigned letter

As I sat alone in my room later that morning, my thoughts crowded in on me. There was no reason at all for me to connect Sir Percival Glyde with the man who had made Anne Catherick so afraid — but I did. My suffering was great, but even greater was my feeling that some terrible, invisible danger lay ahead of us. Then I heard a knock at my door. It was Miss Halcombe.

'Mr Hartright, I am sorry to disturb you, but you are the only person who can advise me. A letter has just arrived for Miss Fairlie — a horrible, unsigned letter, warning her not to marry Sir Percival Glyde. It has upset my sister very much. Should I try to find out who wrote it or wait to speak to Mr Gilmore, Mr Fairlie's legal adviser, who arrives tomorrow?'

She gave me the letter. There was no greeting, no signature.

Do you believe in dreams, Miss Fairlie? Last night I dreamt I saw you in your white wedding dress in a church, so pretty, so innocent. By your side stood a man with the scar of an old wound on his right hand — a handsome man, but with a black, evil heart; a man who has brought misery to many, and who will bring misery to you. And in my dream I cried for you. Find out the past life of this man, Miss Fairlie, before you marry him. I send you this warning, because your mother was my first, my best, my only friend.

These last words suggested an idea to me, which I was afraid to mention. Was I in danger of losing my balance of mind? Why should everything lead back to the woman in white?

'I think a woman wrote this letter,' said Miss Halcombe. 'It certainly refers to Sir Percival — I remember that scar. What should I do, Mr Hartright? This mystery must be solved. Mr Gilmore is coming to discuss the financial details of Miss Fairlie's marriage, and Sir Percival arrives on Monday to fix the date of the marriage — though Miss Fairlie does not know this yet.'

The date of the marriage! Those words filled me with jealous despair. Perhaps there was some truth in this letter. If I could find the writer, perhaps I would find a way to prove that Sir Percival Glyde was not the honest man he seemed.

'I think we should begin enquiries at once,' I said. 'The longer we delay, the harder it will be to find out anything.'

We questioned the servants and learnt that the letter had been delivered by an elderly woman, who had then disappeared in the direction of the village. People in Limmeridge remembered seeing the woman, but no one could tell us who she was or where she had come from. Finally, I suggested asking the school teacher. As we approached the school door, we could hear the teacher shouting at one of the boys, saying angrily that there were no such things as ghosts. It was an awkward moment, but we went in anyway and asked our question. The teacher could tell us nothing. However, as we turned to leave, Miss Halcombe spoke to the boy standing in the corner:

'Are you the foolish boy who was talking about ghosts?'

'Yes, Miss. But I saw one! I saw it yesterday, in the churchyard. I did! It was — it was the ghost of Mrs Fairlie!'

His answer visibly shocked Miss Halcombe, and the teacher quickly stepped in to explain that the silly boy had said he had seen (or probably imagined) a woman in white standing next to Mrs Fairlie's grave as he passed the churchyard yesterday evening. There was nothing more to it than that.

'What is your opinion of this?' Miss Halcombe asked me as we went out of the school.

'The boy may have seen someone,' I said, 'but not a ghost. I think we should examine the grave. I have this suspicion, Miss Halcombe, that the writer of the letter and the imagined ghost in the churchyard might be the same person.'

She stopped, turned pale, and looked at me. 'What person?'

'Anne Catherick,' I replied. 'The woman in white.'

'I don't know why, but your suspicion frightens me,' she said slowly. 'I will show you the grave, and then I must go back to Laura. We'll meet again at the house later.'

In the churchyard I examined Mrs Fairlie's grave carefully, and noticed that the gravestone had been partly cleaned. Perhaps the person who had done the cleaning would return to finish the job. I decided to come back that evening and watch. Back at the house I explained my plan to Miss Halcombe, who seemed uneasy but made no objection. So, as the sun began to go down, I walked to the churchyard, chose my position, and waited.

After about half an hour I heard footsteps. Then two women passed in front of me and walked to the grave. One wore a long cloak with a hood over her head, hiding her face. Below the cloak a little of her dress was visible — a white dress. The other woman said something to her companion, and then walked away round the corner of the church, leaving the woman in the cloak next to the grave. After looking all around her, she took out a cloth, kissed the white cross and started to clean it.

I approached her slowly and carefully, but when she saw me, she jumped up and looked at me in terror.

There, in front of me, was the face of the woman in white.

'Don't be frightened,' I said. 'Surely you remember me?' Her eyes searched my face. 'I helped you to find the way to London,' I went on. 'Surely you have not forgotten that?'

Her face relaxed as she recognized me, and she sighed in relief. Before this, I had seen her likeness in Miss Fairlie. Now I saw Miss Fairlie's likeness in her. Except that Miss Fairlie's delicate beauty was missing from this tired face, and I could not help thinking that if ever sorrow and suffering fell on Miss Fairlie, then, and only then, they would be the living reflections of one another. It was a horrible thought.

Gently, I began to question her. I told her that I knew she had escaped from an asylum, and that I was glad I had helped her. But had she found her friend in London that night?

'Oh yes. That was Mrs Clements, who is here with me now. She was our neighbour in Hampshire, and took care of me when I was a little girl. She has always been my friend.'

'Have you no father or mother to take care of you?'

'I never saw my father — I never heard mother speak of him. And I don't get on well with her. I'd rather be with Mrs Clements, who is kind, like you.'

I learnt that she was staying with relations of Mrs Clements at a farm, three miles from the village, but there were other, harder questions I wanted to ask. Who had shut her away in an asylum? Her 'unkind' mother, perhaps? What was her motive in writing the letter to Miss Fairlie, accusing Sir Percival Glyde? Was it revenge? What wrong had Sir Percival done her?

She was easily frightened, easily confused, and could only hold one idea in her mind at a time. I tried not to alarm her. Had she ever, I asked, been wronged by a man and then abandoned? Her innocent, puzzled face told me that was not the answer.

All the time we were talking she was cleaning the gravestone with her cloth.

'Mrs Fairlie was my best friend,' she murmured. 'And her daughter...' She looked up at me, then away again, as though hiding her face in guilt. 'Is Miss Fairlie well and happy?' she whispered anxiously.

I decided to try and surprise a confession from her. 'She was not well or happy this morning, after receiving your letter. You wrote it, didn't you? It was wrong to send such a letter.'

Her face went deathly pale. Then she bent down and kissed the gravestone. 'Oh, Mrs Fairlie! Mrs Fairlie! Tell me how to save your daughter. Tell me what to do.'

'You mention no names in the letter, but Miss Fairlie knows that the person you describe is Sir Percival Glyde —'

The moment I said his name she gave such a scream of terror that my blood ran cold. Her face, now full of fear and hatred, told me everything. Without doubt the person who had shut her away in the asylum was Sir Percival Glyde.

At the sound of her scream, Mrs Clements came running and, looking angrily at me, said, 'What is it, my dear? What has this man done to you?'

'Nothing,' the poor girl said. 'He was good to me once. He helped me...' She whispered the rest in her friend's ear.

Then Mrs Clements put her arm round Anne Catherick and led her away. I watched them go, feeling great pity for that poor, pale, frightened face.

Half an hour later I was back at the house, and the story I told Miss Halcombe made her very worried.

'I am certain Sir Percival Glyde put Anne Catherick in the asylum,' I said. 'But why? What is the connection between them?'

'We must find out,' said Miss Halcombe. 'We will go to the farm tomorrow, and I will speak to Anne Catherick myself.'

*　　*　　*

The first thing I had to do the next morning was to ask Mr Fairlie if I could leave my job a month early. As his nerves were particularly bad, I could not speak to him directly but had to write a note, explaining that some unexpected news forced me to return to London. In reply I received a most unpleasant letter, informing me that I could go. Once, such a letter would have upset me greatly; now, I no longer cared.

Later Miss Halcombe and I walked to the farm, and Miss Halcombe went in while I waited nearby. To my surprise, she returned after only a few minutes.

'Does Anne Catherick refuse to see you?' I asked.

'Anne Catherick has gone,' replied Miss Halcombe. 'She left this morning, with Mrs Clements. The farmer's wife, Mrs Todd, has no idea why they left or where they went. She just said that Anne Catherick had been disturbed after reading something in the local newspaper a couple of days ago. I looked at the paper and saw that it mentioned Laura's future wedding. Then Mrs Todd said that Anne Catherick fainted last night, apparently in shock at something mentioned by one of the servant girls from our house, who was visiting the farm on her evening off.'

We hurried back to the house to question the servant girl. Miss Halcombe asked her if she had mentioned Sir Percival Glyde's name while at the farm. 'Oh yes,' the girl replied. 'I said he was coming on Monday.'

At that moment a cab arrived and Mr Gilmore, the family friend and legal adviser, got out. He was an elderly man, pleasant-looking and neatly dressed. Miss Halcombe introduced me, and then went away to discuss family matters with him. I wandered out into the garden. My time at Limmeridge House was nearly at an end, and I wanted to say a last goodbye to the places where I had so often walked with Miss Fairlie, in the dream-time of my happiness and my love. But the autumn day was grey and damp, and those golden memories were already fading.

As I returned to the house, I met Mr Gilmore.

'Ah, Mr Hartright,' he said. 'Miss Halcombe has told me how helpful you have been about this strange letter received by Miss Fairlie. I want you to know that the investigation is now in my safe hands. I have written to Sir Percival Glyde's lawyer in London and I'm sure we will receive a satisfactory explanation.'

'I'm afraid I am not so sure as you,' was my reply.

'Well, well,' said Mr Gilmore. 'We will wait for events.'

At dinner that evening — my last dinner at Limmeridge House — it was a hard battle to keep my self-control. I saw that it was not easy for Miss Fairlie, either. She gave me her hand as she had done in happier days, but her fingers trembled and her face was pale. Mr Gilmore kept the conversation going, and afterwards we went into the sitting room as usual. Miss Fairlie sat at the piano.

'Shall I play some of those pieces by Mozart that you like? Will you sit in your old chair near me?' she asked nervously.

'As it is my last night, I will,' I answered.

'I am very sorry you are going,' she said, almost in a whisper.

'I shall remember those kind words, Miss Fairlie, long after tomorrow has gone,' I replied.

'Don't speak about tomorrow.'

Then she played, and at last it was time to say goodnight.

The next morning I found Miss Halcombe and Miss Fairlie waiting for me downstairs. When I began to speak, Miss Fairlie turned and hurried from the room. I tried to control my voice, but could only say, 'Will you write to me, Miss Halcombe?'

She took both my hands in hers, and her face grew beautiful with the force of her generosity and pity. 'Of course I will, Walter. Goodbye — and God bless you!'

She left, and a few seconds later Miss Fairlie returned, holding something. It was her own sketch of the summer-house where we had first met. With tears in her eyes, she offered it to me,' to remind you', she whispered. My own tears fell as I kissed her hand, then I turned to go. She sank into a chair, her head dropped on her arms. At that moment I knew that Laura Fairlie loved me too. But it was over. We were separated.



crowd v. come together in a crowd 聚集；集中

invisible adj. not visible to the eye 看不见的

jealous adj. afraid, suspicious or resentful of rivalry in love or affection 嫉妒的

deliver v. distribute letters to the addressee 送

approach v. come near or nearer to a place 接近；靠近

examine v. look closely at 仔细地看

objection n. an expression or feeling of opposition or disapproval 反对；不同意

terror n. extreme fear 恐惧；恐怖

relax v. become less rigid or tense 放松

recognize v. identify a person an already known 认出来

relation n. a member of one's family 亲戚；亲属

motive n. factor or circumstance that induces a person to act on a particular way 动机

revenge n. retaliation for an offence or injury 复仇

abandon v. forsake or desert 抛弃

scream n. a loud high-pitched cry expressing fear, pain etc. 惊叫；尖叫

faint v. lose consciousness 失去知觉；晕倒

fade v. diminish 减退

sink v. settle down 坐下




3．匿名信件

那天上午，我一个人坐在房间里，思绪异常纷乱。我本来没有任何理由把珀西瓦尔·格莱德爵士和那个让安妮·凯瑟里克害怕的人联系起来——但我的确把他们连在了一起。我很痛苦，但也强烈地感到将有看不见的可怕危险到来。这时，我听到有人敲门，来的是哈尔库姆小姐。

“哈特里特先生，很抱歉打扰你，可是只有你能给我出个主意了。刚收到一封给费尔利小姐的信——一封可怕的匿名信，警告她不要和珀西瓦尔·格莱德爵士结婚。这封信让妹妹非常不安。我是应该查一下谁写的信，还是等明天费尔利先生的法律顾问吉尔摩先生来了问问他？”

她把信递给我，上面没有问候语，也没有签名。




你相信梦吗，费尔利小姐？昨天夜里我梦见你穿着白色婚纱站在教堂里，你是那么漂亮，那么纯洁。你身边站着一个右手有旧伤疤的男人，他面容英俊，但内心邪恶，他曾让许多人痛苦，也会让你痛苦。在梦里我为你哭泣。费尔利小姐，弄清这个人的过去再同他结婚。我之所以给你如此的忠告是因为你的母亲是我第一个朋友，也是最好的、唯一的朋友。




信的最后几个字让我想到了一件事，但我不敢说出来。是不是我脑子出了问题？为什么所有的事情都指向那个白衣女人？

“我认为这封信是一个女人写的，”哈尔库姆小姐说，“信里说的肯定是珀西瓦尔爵士，我记得他的那条疤。我该怎么办，哈特里特先生？这个谜一定得解开。吉尔摩先生要来谈费尔利小姐婚事的财务细节，珀西瓦尔爵士星期一来确定结婚的日期——不过费尔利小姐还不知道。”

结婚的日期！这些字眼使我又嫉妒又绝望。也许这封信里有些话是真的。如果我能找到写信人，也许会有办法证明珀西瓦尔·格莱德爵士并不像他外表看起来那样正直。

“我觉得我们应该马上开始调查，”我说，“耽误的时间越长，越难找到线索。”

我们问了仆人，得知信是一个上了年纪的女人送来的，那女人朝村子的方向走去，很快就消失了。利默里奇庄园的人说记得见过那个女人，但没人知道她是谁，从哪里来。最后我建议去问一问学校的老师。快到学校门口的时候，我们听见老师正大声训斥一个学生说根本就没有什么鬼。这是个尴尬的时刻，但我们还是进去向老师提出了我们的问题。老师没能告诉我们任何信息。然而，在我们转身离开时，哈尔库姆小姐对站在角落的男孩说：

“你就是说有鬼的那个傻孩子？”

“是的，小姐。可我真的看到了！昨天在教堂的墓地里看见的。我真的看见了！那鬼是……是费尔利夫人！”

孩子的话显然令哈尔库姆小姐非常吃惊。老师马上走过来解释说这傻孩子说他昨天晚上路过教堂墓地的时候，看见（或是想象）一个穿白衣服的女人站在费尔利夫人的墓旁。我们得到的消息就是这些。

“你怎么看这件事？”走出学校，哈尔库姆小姐问我。

“那男孩可能看见了什么人，”我说，“但不是鬼。我想我们应该去看看那墓地。我怀疑，哈尔库姆小姐，写信的人和那个教堂墓地里假想出来的鬼可能是同一个人。”

她停住了脚步，脸色煞白，两只眼睛紧盯着我，“那人是谁？”

“安妮·凯瑟里克，”我回答，“那个白衣女人。”

“我不知道为什么，但是你的怀疑让我很害怕，”她缓慢地说，“我带你去墓地，然后我得回去看看劳拉。我们庄园再见。”

在教堂墓地里，我仔细察看了费尔利夫人的坟墓，发现墓碑有一部分被人擦洗过。也许那人会回来继续擦洗。我决定晚上再回来看看。回到庄园，我把想法告诉了哈尔库姆小姐，她看上去有些不安，但没有表示反对。于是，太阳刚开始落山，我就走路到了教堂墓地，找了个地方，开始等待。

大约半小时后，我听到了脚步声。接着，两个女人从我前面走过，向坟墓走去。其中一个穿着斗篷，兜帽遮住了她的脸。斗篷下面可以看到一点儿她的裙角——白色的裙子。另一个女人跟她说了些什么，然后转过墙角走了。穿斗篷的女人来到坟墓旁，向周围仔细看了看，然后掏出一块布，吻了一下白色的十字架，开始擦洗墓碑。

我小心翼翼地慢慢走近那女人，她看见我后，一下子跳起来，惊恐地望着我。

出现在我眼前的正是那白衣女人的脸。

“别害怕，”我说，“你肯定记得我吧？”她打量着我的脸。“是我指给你通往伦敦的路，你肯定没忘吧？”我接着说。

她认出我以后，长出了一口气，脸上的表情也放松了。在此之前，我曾看出她和费尔利小姐的相像之处，现在我看出费尔利小姐和她的相像之处。只不过费尔利小姐的精致美丽在这张疲惫的脸上看不出来。我不禁想到，假如不幸和痛苦降临到费尔利小姐头上，她们俩就真的一模一样了。这是个可怕的想法。

我开始和缓地向她提问。我告诉她我知道她是从精神病院逃出来的，也很高兴帮助了她。不过，那天晚上她找到伦敦的朋友了吗？

“噢，找到了。就是克莱门茨太太。她现在跟我在一起。她是我们在汉普郡的邻居，我小的时候就是她照顾我。她一直是我的朋友。”

“你没有父母照顾你吗？”

“我从没见过父亲——也从没听母亲说起过他。我同母亲关系不好。我宁愿同克莱门茨太太在一起。她心地善良，就像你一样。”

我了解到她和克莱门茨太太的亲戚住在离村子3英里远的农场里，但是我还想问一些更尖锐的问题。是谁把她关进了精神病院？是对她“不好”的母亲吗？她为什么要给费尔利小姐写信指责珀西瓦尔·格莱德爵士？是复仇吗？珀西瓦尔·格莱德爵士做了什么对不起她的事呢？

她特别容易受惊吓，容易思绪紊乱，只能一次考虑一个问题。我尽量不惊吓她。我问她是不是有个男人做了对不起她的事，而后抛弃了她？她单纯、疑惑的表情告诉我答案是否定的。

我们交谈的过程中，她一直在用布擦拭墓碑。

“费尔利夫人是我最好的朋友，”她小声说，“她女儿……”她抬头看看我，然后又转过头去，像是由于羞愧而不愿见人，“费尔利小姐好吗？快乐吗？”她急切地轻声问。

我决定给她一个突然袭击，看是否可以让她说出真相。“她今天早上收到你的信以后很不好，很不快乐。是你写的信，对吗？你不该写那样的信。”

她的脸变得像死人一般苍白。她低下头，吻了吻墓碑，“噢，费尔利夫人！费尔利夫人！告诉我怎么才能救你的女儿。告诉我该怎么做。”

“你在信里没有提到任何人的名字，但是费尔利小姐明白你说的那个人是珀西瓦尔·格莱德爵士——”

我说出这个名字的时候，她害怕得惊叫起来，那叫声让我全身发冷。她的脸上充满了恐惧和仇恨，这表情说明了一切。毫无疑问，把她关进精神病院的人就是珀西瓦尔·格莱德爵士。

听到惊叫声，克莱门茨太太跑过来，气愤地看了看我，说：“怎么啦，亲爱的？他对你怎么啦？”

“没事，”可怜的姑娘说，“他以前帮过我，他帮我……”下面的话她跟克莱门茨太太耳语着。

然后，克莱门茨太太挽着安妮·凯瑟里克，带她走了。我望着她们远去的背影，心中充满了对那可怜姑娘的同情，她的脸色是那样苍白，那样惊恐。

半小时后，我回到了庄园。我把事情经过告诉哈尔库姆小姐后，她显得非常担心。

“我敢肯定是珀西瓦尔·格莱德爵士把安妮·凯瑟里克关进精神病院的，”我说，“可是他为什么这样做呢？他们之间是什么关系呢？”

“我们必须搞清楚，”哈尔库姆小姐说，“明天我们去农场，我要亲自同安妮·凯瑟里克谈谈。”

*　　*　　*

第二天我要做的第一件事是请求费尔利先生允许我提前一个月结束在这里的工作。因为他的精神非常不好，我不能同他直接谈，只能写一封短信，说明我收到一些意外的消息，必须回伦敦去。很快我收到一封很不客气的回信，通知我可以离开。要是过去，这样的信会让我非常沮丧，可是现在我不在乎了。

随后，哈尔库姆小姐和我步行到农场去。她进去的时候我在附近等她。令我吃惊的是没几分钟她就出来了。

“是不是安妮·凯瑟里克拒绝见你？”我问。

“安妮·凯瑟里克已经走了，”哈尔库姆小姐说，“今天早上，她同克莱门茨太太一起走的。农场主的妻子托德太太不清楚她们为什么要走，也不知道她们到哪里去了。她只告诉我几天前安妮·凯瑟里克看了当地报纸上的什么消息后，就一直心神不安。我看了那份报纸，上面提到了劳拉将要举行的婚礼。托德太太说安妮·凯瑟里克昨晚晕倒了，原因很明显，我们庄园一个女仆带来的消息吓到了她，那个女仆昨晚放假来农场做客。”

我们马上回到庄园向那个女仆了解情况。哈尔库姆小姐问她，在农场的时候是不是提到了珀西瓦尔·格莱德爵士的名字。“对，提到了，”女仆回答，“我说他星期一要来庄园。”

这个时候，一辆马车停在了门口，这家的老朋友和法律顾问吉尔摩先生从车里走下来。他是一位慈眉善目、穿着考究的老人。哈尔库姆小姐为我做了引见，然后就和吉尔摩先生去谈有关家里的事务了。我走进了外面的花园。我在利默里奇庄园的日子很快就要结束了，我想同这里的一切道个别。在这个花园里，我多少次和费尔利小姐散步，这是我享受幸福，享受爱情的地方。秋日的天灰蒙蒙的，空气很潮湿，那些甜美的记忆已经开始褪色。
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我回到屋里以后，见到了吉尔摩先生。

“呵，哈特里特先生，”他对我说，“哈尔库姆小姐已经跟我说了费尔利小姐收到那封奇怪来信的事，你帮了很大的忙。我想告诉你，对这件事的调查我很有把握，我已经给珀西瓦尔·格莱德爵士在伦敦的律师写了信，我相信我们会得到一个满意的答复的。”

“我倒不像你那么有把握。”我说。

“好吧，好吧，”吉尔摩先生说，“那我们就等等结果吧。”

那天吃晚饭的时候——我在利默里奇庄园的最后一次晚饭——我努力控制自己的情感。我看得出费尔利小姐也非常不自在。像以前快乐的日子里一样，她把手伸给我，但她的手指在颤抖，脸上没有一点血色。只有吉尔摩先生滔滔不绝地说这说那，之后大家像往常一样来到客厅。费尔利小姐坐到了钢琴旁。

“我弹几首你喜欢的莫扎特的曲子好吗？你还坐我旁边的椅子，好吗？”她神色不安地问我。

“这是我在这里的最后一个晚上了，我照你说的做。”我对她说。

“你要走了，我很难过。”她的声音低得几乎听不到。

“我会记住你的话，费尔利小姐，明天以后我会一直记着的。”我说。

“不要提明天。”

接下来她开始弹钢琴，最后到说晚安的时候了。

转天早晨，我看到哈尔库姆小姐和费尔利小姐在楼下等我。我刚要开口说话，费尔利小姐转身跑出了房间。我尽量控制着自己的声音，但只说了一句：“给我写信好吗，哈尔库姆小姐？”

她紧紧握住我的双手，她的慷慨和同情让她显得漂亮起来。“我当然会的，沃尔特。再见——愿上帝保佑你！”

她离开片刻后，费尔利小姐回来了，手里还拿着什么东西。那是她自己画的我们初次相见的凉亭。她眼里噙着泪水，把画递给我。“留个纪念吧。”她轻声说。我吻着她的手，眼泪禁不住流了下来。我转身离去。她一下子跌坐到椅子上，头垂到了手臂上。那一刻，我明白劳拉·费尔利也在爱着我。但是，一切都结束了，我们被分开了。


PART TWO
THE STORY TOLD BY MARIAN HALCOMBE
第二部分　玛丽安·哈尔库姆的讲述

4
Arrangements for a marriage

It was a sad day when Walter Hartright left us. Laura stayed in her room all day, and I felt sad and depressed. Poor Mr Gilmore must have had a dull time, and the next morning, when Laura reappeared looking pale and ill, I thought he seemed rather anxious about her. I was anxious too. Laura is such a sensitive and loving person that it was no surprise to me to find that she had grown fond of Walter. Indeed, I have grown fond of him myself. But I honestly believe that time will cure Laura of these feelings.

Two days after Walter left, Sir Percival Glyde arrived. He is forty-five years old but seems younger. He is handsome, and only a little bald, has perfect manners, and is pleasant, agreeable, and respectful. I really must try to like him.

In the afternoon, while Laura was out of the room, Sir Percival referred to Anne Catherick's letter.

'I read Mr Gilmore's letter to my lawyer,' he said, 'and I want to give you a full explanation. Mrs Catherick, you see, worked for me and my family for many years. Her marriage was unfortunate, in that her husband deserted her, and her only child, a girl, became mentally ill and needed to be put in an asylum. So, in recognition of Mrs Catherick's services, I agreed to pay the expenses of a private asylum for the girl. Unfortunately, the girl discovered this and consequently developed a hatred for me. She recently escaped from the asylum and I'm sure she wrote this letter because of her hatred for me. It's all very sad.'

Mr Gilmore found this explanation perfectly satisfactory, and said so. He then looked at me for agreement, but I was struggling with a sense of unease that I could not explain, and hesitated before answering. Sir Percival noticed this at once.

'May I beg you, Miss Halcombe,' he said politely, 'to write to Mrs Catherick to ask if these facts are true?'

I did not want to agree to this, but how could I refuse, without making the situation even more embarrassing than it already was? So I went to the desk, wrote a note, and gave it to him. Without looking at it, he put it in an envelope and wrote the address.

'Now that is done,' he said, 'may I ask if Anne Catherick spoke to Miss Fairlie, or to you?'

'No. She spoke to nobody except Mr Hartright,' I replied.

'Ah, yes, the drawing teacher,' he said thoughtfully. 'And did you discover where Anne Catherick was staying?'

I described the farm to him.

'It is my duty to try to find her,' he continued. 'Tomorrow I will go to this farm and make enquiries.' Soon afterwards he left to go up to his room.

*　　*　　*

That evening and the next day Sir Percival took every opportunity to bring Laura into the conversation, but she hardly took any notice. He went to the farm to make his enquiries about Anne Catherick, but learnt nothing. Then on Wednesday a letter came from Mrs Catherick — a short, business-like letter, thanking me for my note and saying that everything Sir Percival had told me was completely correct.

Why did I still have doubts? This, surely, was enough proof for anyone, but how I wished that Walter Hartright had been there to give his opinion! At Sir Percival's request I now had to give Laura his explanation of Anne Catherick's letter. She listened quietly and showed no emotion, but I noticed that on the table near her hand was the little book of Hartright's drawings. I also had to tell her that the reason for Sir Percival's visit was to fix the day of their marriage.

'I'm afraid he will ask you to decide quite soon, Laura.'

'Oh no, Marian! I can't do that!' she said. 'Please ask him, beg him, to allow me more time. I promise to give him a final answer before the end of the year, but not yet, please, not yet.'

Sir Percival agreed to this request, and when Mr Gilmore heard about it, he arranged to have a private talk with Laura.

'I have to return to London tomorrow,' he said to me, 'and I need to discuss the financial side of this marriage with Miss Fairlie before I go. As you know, she will inherit a great deal of money and property when she becomes twenty-one next March, and I must include all this in the marriage agreement in a way that reflects Miss Fairlie's own wishes, and is also acceptable to Sir Percival.'

He had the meeting with Laura the next morning, and in the afternoon he left for London, looking rather sad and thoughtful. Wondering what had been said, I hurried up to Laura's room.

'Oh, Marian, come in,' she said. 'I need to talk to you.'

'What is it, Laura? Is it about the marriage agreement?'

'No. I couldn't even bear to discuss that with Mr Gilmore. I'm ashamed to say that all I could do was cry. He was very kind and good, Marian, and he said that he would look after everything for me. No, what I wanted to tell you was this. I cannot bear the situation any longer. I must end it.'

Her eyes were bright and she spoke with great energy. I began to feel alarmed. 'What do you wish to do, Laura darling? Do you want to be released from your promise to marry Sir Percival?'

'No,' she said simply. 'I cannot break my promise to my father. But I want to tell the truth, and I will confess to Sir Percival that I love someone else.'

'Laura! He has no right to know that!' I said in amazement.

'I cannot deceive him,' she said. 'I have thought it over carefully. After I have told him, let him do as he wishes.'

I looked into her innocent, loving eyes and could say nothing. I just put my arms around her, trying not to cry myself.

'May I speak to him tomorrow, in your presence, Marian?'

I held her tight and agreed — though I was not sure I was doing the right thing. Indeed, I was not sure of anything. I could not understand how I had failed to see how deeply she loved Walter Hartright. For the first time in my life I had made a mistake about her. Now I realized that she would love him all her life.

*　　*　　*

The first thing that happened the next morning did nothing to make me feel more cheerful. A letter arrived for me from poor Walter Hartright. He had decided to leave England and asked me if I could help him find employment abroad. I was then alarmed to read that since his return to London he had neither seen nor heard anything of Anne Catherick, but suspected he had been watched and followed by strange men. I was worried about his state of mind, so I immediately wrote to some friends in London to ask if they could help him find a suitable job in another country. Laura, of course, knew nothing about these letters.

Sir Percival did not join us for breakfast, but sent a message, saying he would meet us at eleven o'clock, as arranged. Laura seemed calm and unusually self-controlled. I had never seen her like this. It was almost as if love had created a new force in her character.

At exactly eleven Sir Percival knocked and entered, with anxiety and worry in every line of his face. This meeting would decide his future life, and he obviously knew it.

'You may wonder, Sir Percival,' said Laura calmly, 'if I am going to ask to be released from my promise to marry you. I am not going to ask this. I respect my father's wishes too much.'

His face relaxed a little, but I saw one of his feet nervously beating the carpet.

'No, if we are going to withdraw from our planned marriage, it will be because of your wish, Sir Percival, not mine.'

'Mine?' he said in great surprise. 'What reason could I have for withdrawing?'

'A reason that is very hard to tell you,' she answered. 'There is a change in me.'

His face went so pale that even his lips lost their colour. He turned his head to one side.

'What change?' he asked, trying to hide his nervousness.

'When the promise was made two years ago,' she said, 'my love did not belong to anyone. Will you forgive me, Sir Percival, if I tell you that it now belongs to another person?'

Her tears started to fall, and Sir Percival hid his face behind his hand, so that it was impossible to know what he was thinking. He made no answer, and my temper got the better of me.

'Sir Percival!' I said sharply. 'Have you nothing to say? You have already heard more than you have a right to hear.'

'But I didn't ask for that right,' he said, avoiding my question.

'I wish you to understand,' Laura continued, 'that I will never see this person again, and that if you leave me, you only allow me to remain a single woman for the rest of my life. All I ask is that you forgive me and keep my secret.'

'I will do both those things,' he said. Then he looked at Laura, as if he was waiting to hear more.

'I think I have said enough to give you reason to withdraw from our marriage,' she added quietly.

'No. You have said enough to make it the dearest wish of my life to marry you,' he said, getting up and advancing towards her.

Laura gave a cry of surprise, but I had more than half expected this. Every word she had spoken had shown her honesty and her innocence, but these fine qualities had destroyed her own hopes of a release. Sir Percival understood very well the priceless value of a pure and true woman. Why would he give her up now?

'I will do everything I can to earn your love,' he said, 'and perhaps in time I will win it.'

'Never!' she answered, looking more beautiful than ever. 'I will be your true and loyal wife, but never your loving wife.'

'That is enough for me. I accept your loyalty and your truth,' he said, then raised her hand to his lips and silently left the room.

Laura sat without moving. I put my arm around her. At last she said,' I must resign myself, Marian. If you write to Walter, don't tell him how unhappy I am. And if I die first, please say to him, say what I could never say myself — say I loved him!'

Then she threw herself on the sofa and cried as if her heart was breaking, until at last she fell asleep.

*　　*　　*

In the days that followed it seemed that nothing could prevent this miserable marriage from taking place. I tried to make Laura change her mind, but she was determined to keep her promise, and to do her duty. Mr Fairlie was, of course, very happy that the 'family worry' was now at an end and suggested that the sooner his niece got married the better. This made me very angry, but when I told Laura, I was surprised by her calm reply.

'My uncle is right. I have caused trouble and anxiety to everyone. Let Sir Percival decide on the day for our marriage.'

Sir Percival was delighted by this news, and he then left to prepare for the bride's reception at his house in Hampshire.

I thought that a change would do Laura good, so I arranged for us both to go and stay with some friends in Yorkshire. She passively agreed with my idea. I also wrote to Mr Gilmore, telling him this marriage would now take place.

The next day I received a letter from Walter Hartright, saying that my friends had got him a job on an expedition to Central America. He was going to be the artist for the expedition. He was leaving on 21st November and would be away for six months. I could only hope that this was for the best.

Laura and I then departed for Yorkshire but after only nine days there we received a letter from Mr Fairlie, calling us back to Limmeridge immediately. What could this mean, I wondered?

I found out as soon as we arrived. Mr Fairlie and Sir Percival had agreed on 22nd December for the wedding, provided that Laura also agreed. Would I please persuade her, said Mr Fairlie. His nerves were much too bad to talk to her himself.

I also found our old friend Mr Gilmore, who had come to talk to Mr Fairlie about the marriage agreement. He was leaving that day, and was anxious to speak to me alone before he left.

'I am not at all happy about the financial arrangements in the agreement, Miss Halcombe,' he said, 'but there is nothing I can do about it. I know how fond you are of your sister and I think you ought to know why I am concerned.

'As you will know,' he went on, 'there are three parts to Miss Fairlie's inheritance. Firstly, on Mr Fairlie's death, she will inherit the Limmeridge property and land, and the income from it. If she dies childless, this property will go to a cousin, but the income from it will go to her husband during his lifetime. If she has a son, everything — property and income — will go to the son. No problems there.

'Secondly, when Miss Fairlie reaches the age of twenty-one next March, she will receive the income from ￡10,000. This ￡10,000 will go to her aunt Eleanor, if Miss Fairlie dies before her aunt — which is not very likely. The reason Miss Fairlie's father did not leave the ￡10,000 to his sister Eleanor on his death was that he disapproved strongly of her marriage to a foreigner, even though the man was an Italian nobleman, Count Fosco.'

'Yes, Laura has told me about that,' I said.

'Well,' Mr Gilmore went on, 'there are no problems there either. But the third part of Miss Fairlie's inheritance is more difficult. Next March she will also inherit ￡20,000, which will be her own money completely. If she dies before her husband, the income from the ￡20,000 will go to Sir Percival for his lifetime, and the capital will go to their children. If there are no children to inherit the capital, Miss Fairlie can choose relations and friends to inherit the money when she dies. That's what I proposed, but Sir Percival's lawyer did not accept it. He insists that if Sir Percival survives his wife and there are no children, Sir Percival should receive the capital. In that case, nothing will go to any other member of the family, including you, Miss Halcombe.'

Mr Gilmore sighed deeply. 'I protested strongly. I tried every argument I could, but nothing would change the lawyer's mind. I've discovered, you see, that Sir Percival is always in debt and always in need of cash. My last effort has been to come here, to try and persuade Mr Fairlie to oppose this demand from Sir Percival's lawyer. I am sorry to say I have not succeeded. Mr Fairlie wishes to avoid all responsibility for his niece's marriage arrangements. He says that his niece will not die before Sir Percival anyway, so what is there to worry about?'

Mr Gilmore stood up to go and picked up his hat. 'I shall complete the agreement and send it in. I have no choice. If I don't do it, Mr Fairlie will find another lawyer who will. But I tell you, Miss Halcombe, no daughter of mine should be married to any man alive under such an agreement as I am forced to make for Miss Fairlie.'

With that, he shook my hand, and without another word he went away to catch his train back to London.

After he had gone, I tried to be sensible. Mr Fairlie was Laura's guardian and if he chose to accept this agreement, there was nothing I could do about it. It was just one more worry about this dreadful marriage. A more immediate worry was the date of the wedding. When I told Laura, she turned pale and trembled.

'Not so soon!' she cried. 'Oh, Marian, not so soon!'

'Well, let me speak to Mr Fairlie, then,' I said, ready to fight for her. 'I will try to change it.'

'No,' she said faintly. 'Too late, Marian, too late! It will only make more trouble. Please tell my uncle I agree.'

I think I would have cried if I had not been so angry. I rushed into Mr Fairlie's room and shouted loudly, 'Laura agrees to the twenty-second' — and rushed out again, banging the door noisily. I hoped I had destroyed his nerves for the whole day.

*　　*　　*

After this the wedding preparations began. The dressmakers came and went all the time; there was packing, and planning, and all kinds of arrangements to make. We heard every day from Sir Percival. After the wedding he proposed to take Laura to Italy for six months. They would meet a number of Sir Percival's friends there, including his best and oldest friend, Count Fosco, whose wife, of course, was Laura's Aunt Eleanor. At least this marriage would bring Laura and her aunt together again, I thought. The Count himself sounded a most interesting person, and I rather hoped that I would meet him one day.

All too quickly the days passed. Sir Percival arrived, looking a little tired and anxious but talking and laughing like the happiest of men. The evening after he arrived he went off to the village to ask if anyone had any news of Anne Catherick. No one had heard anything, but I had to admit that it was good of him to continue to try to help her. I have decided to try and think better of him. After all, what reason do I have to distrust him? I am sure that I could like him if I really tried.

It is getting quite easy to like him. Today I spoke to him about the dearest wish of both Laura and myself — that I should be able to live with Laura after her marriage, just as I had always lived with her before. He agreed instantly and seemed delighted with the plan. I would be the ideal, the perfect companion for his wife, he said. Yes, I am beginning to like Sir Percival very much.

*　　*　　*

I hate Sir Percival! He has no sensitivity, no kindness, no good feeling. Last night he whispered something in Laura's ear — she has refused to tell me what it was — and her face turned white with misery. He took no notice at all, and all my suspicions of him have returned. Is he now showing his true character? He seems more restless and nervous than before, and is often sharp and bad-tempered. I have this strange idea that something might happen to prevent the marriage — and that he is afraid of that. A foolish thought. I must forget it.

As the day of our separation grows nearer, Laura cannot bear to have me out of her sight. I must be brave and cheerful, for her sake, but my fear will not go away. Will this marriage be the one terrible mistake of her life, and the one hopeless sorrow of mine?

*　　*　　*

It is the twenty-second. No more time for tears. Laura is dressed, and we leave for the church. By eleven o'clock they are married. By three o'clock they are gone. I am blind with crying and can write no more...



cure v. restore to health 治愈

respectful adj. showing deference 有礼貌的

desert v. abandon 抛弃

private adj. independent; not connected with government, public service, etc. 私立的

hesitate v. show or feel uncertainty or indecision 犹豫

embarrassing adj. causing to feel awkward or self-conscious or ashamed 令人难堪的；使人尴尬的

thoughtfully adv. engaged in or given to meditation 沉思地；若有所思地

business-like adj. serious, formal 正式的

emotion n. a strong mental or instinctive feeling 情感

inherit v. receive by legal descent or succession 继承

presence n. the state or condition of being present 在场

release v. set free; liberate 解除

withdraw v. discontinue, cancel 撤出；退出

advance v. move forward 向前走

destroy v. spoil utterly 破坏

in time eventually 最终

loyal adj. true, faithful 忠贞的

resign v. give up 退让

passively adv. offering no objection 被动地；不反对

expedition n. a journey for a particular purpose 为特别目的的旅行

provided conj. on the condition that 只要

likely adj. probable 可能的

disapprove v. have or express an unfavourable opinion 反对

capital n. money used to produce more wealth 资金

protest v. make a protest against an action or proposal 抗议；反对

dreadful adj. terrible, inspiring fear or awe 可怕的

bang v. shut noisily 用力关上

distrust v. have no trust or confidence in, doubt 不相信；怀疑

instantly adv. occurring immediately 立即；即刻

ideal adj. perfect, excellent 最好的




4．准备婚事

沃尔特·哈特里特先生离开的那天，我们都很难过。劳拉一整天呆在自己的房间里不出来，我的心情也很沉闷。可怜的吉尔摩先生肯定觉得那天很无聊。第二天早晨，劳拉从房间出来的时候，面容憔悴，像是病了一场。我觉得吉尔摩先生似乎很为她担心，我也为她担心。劳拉是个敏感而深情的人，她喜欢上沃尔特我一点儿也不觉得奇怪。其实，我自己也喜欢他。但是，我真心希望时间能够治愈劳拉的情伤。

沃尔特离开两天以后，珀西瓦尔·格莱德爵士来了。他45岁，但看上去比实际年龄要年轻一些。他很英俊，稍有些秃顶，举止优雅，温和有礼。我尽力让自己对这个人产生好感。

下午，劳拉不在房里的时候，珀西瓦尔爵士提到了安妮·凯瑟里克的那封信。

“我看了吉尔摩先生给我律师的信，”他说，“我想跟你们好好地解释一下。凯瑟里克太太为我和我的家庭工作了许多年，她的婚姻很不幸，她丈夫抛弃了她，她的独生女精神有毛病，需要送进精神病院。所以，为了感谢凯瑟里克太太多年来的服务，我答应承担送她女儿去一家私立精神病院的所有费用。但不幸的是，女孩知道以后，就开始对我怀恨在心。她不久前从精神病院逃走了，我敢肯定是她出于对我的仇恨写了这封信。这太让人伤心了。”

吉尔摩先生认为这个解释非常令人满意，他说完看了看我，希望我也同意他的说法。可是，我有一种说不清的不安的感觉，犹豫了一会儿，没有说话。珀西瓦尔爵士立刻注意到了我的反应。

“哈尔库姆小姐，能否请你给凯瑟里克太太写封信，问问她这些是不是真的呢？”他非常客气地说。

我不想答应他的要求，但是又怎么好拒绝呢？拒绝只能把事情弄得越来越尴尬。于是，我走到桌旁，写了封短信，然后交给了珀西瓦尔。他看也没看就把信装进信封，写上了地址。

“好了，这件事就这样了，”他说，“请问安妮·凯瑟里克跟费尔利小姐或者你谈过吗？”

“没有。她只跟哈特里特先生谈过。”我告诉他。

“噢，是了，那位绘画教师，”他若有所思地说，“你们找到安妮·凯瑟里克的住处了吗？”

我跟他讲了农场的情况。

“找到她是我的责任，”他接着说，“明天我就去农场问问。”不一会儿，他就上楼回他的房间去了。

*　　*　　*

那天晚上以及第二天，珀西瓦尔爵士努力寻找一切机会同劳拉讲话，但劳拉一直心不在焉。珀西瓦尔去农场调查，结果一无所获。星期三凯瑟里克太太来信了，那是一封简短而又正式的信。信中感谢我给她写信，并且说珀西瓦尔爵士告诉我的都是事实。

为什么我还是有疑问呢？这封信对谁来讲都是充分的证据，可我还是很希望沃尔特·哈特里特先生能在这儿发表一下他的看法。应珀西瓦尔爵士的要求，我得向劳拉解释一下安妮·凯瑟里克来信的事情。她静静地听着，脸上毫无表情。我注意到她手边的桌上放着哈特里特先生的画册。我还得告诉她，珀西瓦尔爵士此行的目的是要确定他们结婚的日期。

“恐怕他会让你马上做决定，劳拉。”

“噢，不行，玛丽安！我不能！”她说，“请帮我问问他，恳求他再给我些时间。我保证年底以前给他最终的答复，但是现在不行，现在不行。”

珀西瓦尔爵士答应了这个要求。吉尔摩先生得知事情的经过后，准备同劳拉单独谈谈。

“我明天必须回伦敦去，”吉尔摩先生对我说，“走之前，我需要和费尔利小姐谈一下这桩婚事的财务问题。你知道，明年3月她21岁的时候，她会继承一大笔财产，我必须把这些都写进结婚协议中去，让协议既能反映费尔利小姐的愿望，也能令珀西瓦尔爵士接受。”

转天上午，吉尔摩先生和劳拉谈了话。下午，他动身去伦敦时，看上去忧心忡忡。不知道他们都说了些什么，我连忙赶去劳拉的房间。

“噢，玛丽安，快进来，我有话跟你说。”劳拉说。

“出了什么事，劳拉？是结婚协议的事吗？”

“不是。我简直没办法跟吉尔摩先生谈这件事。我真不好意思说出口，刚才我只是一个劲儿地哭，什么也没说。吉尔摩先生非常善良，玛丽安，他告诉我，他会帮我打理一切。我现在要告诉你的是，我再也受不了这种局面了，我必须结束这种状况。”

她的眼睛很亮，语气也很坚决。我感到有些害怕，“你想要做什么，亲爱的劳拉？你要解除同珀西瓦尔爵士的婚约吗？”

“不是的，”她回答，“我不能打破对父亲的承诺。但是，我要说出真话，我要告诉珀西瓦尔爵士我爱上了别人。”

“劳拉！他无权知道这件事！”我惊讶地说。

“我不能欺骗他，”她说，“我已经想好了。我把真相告诉他，让他决定该怎么办。”

我看着她纯洁、深情的眼神，一句话也说不出来。我伸手抱住她，尽量控制自己不哭出来。

“明天我就跟他说，你跟我去，好吗，玛丽安？”

我紧紧地抱着她，答应了她的请求——我也不清楚自己做的是对是错。我对什么都没了把握。我不明白为什么我没发觉她爱沃尔特·哈特里特爱得那么深。我第一次对她做出了错误的判断。现在我知道，她会一辈子爱着他。

*　　*　　*

第二天早晨发生的事让我一点儿也高兴不起来，可怜的沃尔特·哈特里特来信说他决定离开英国，问我能否帮他在国外找份工作。信后面的内容使我非常担心。他回伦敦以后，既没有见到安妮·凯瑟里克，也没有打听到她的任何消息，反而觉得有陌生人在盯他的梢。我担心他情绪不稳，赶忙给几个在伦敦的朋友写信，看他们能不能帮他在国外找到一份合适的工作。当然，劳拉对信的事一无所知。

珀西瓦尔爵士没有来同我们一起吃早餐，他捎话给我们说他会按约定11点来见我们。劳拉超乎寻常的冷静、镇定。我从未见她这样过，好像爱情使她更坚强了。

11点整，珀西瓦尔爵士敲门进来。他满脸紧张和不安。这次谈话将会决定他今后的生活，他显然非常清楚这一点。

“你可能会认为我是来请求与你解除婚约的，珀西瓦尔爵士，”劳拉冷静地说，“我不是来做这样的请求的，我非常尊重父亲的意愿。”

珀西瓦尔爵士的表情放松了一些，但我看到他的一只脚在紧张地敲打着地毯。

“我不会那样做的，如果我们两人要解除婚约的话，那一定是出于你的意愿，珀西瓦尔爵士，而不会是我的。”

“我的意愿？”他吃惊地说，“我能有什么理由解除婚约呢？”

“一个很难向你启齿的理由，我这里有了些变故。”劳拉回答。

珀西瓦尔的脸色变得煞白，双唇一点儿血色都没有。他把脸转向一侧。

“什么变故？”他尽量掩饰着自己的紧张。

“两年前约定婚事的时候，我的爱不属于任何人，”劳拉接着说，“如果我告诉你，珀西瓦尔爵士，我的爱现在属于另一个人，你会原谅我吗？”

她的眼泪流了下来。珀西瓦尔爵士用手捂住了脸，让人看不出他是怎么想的。他一句话也不说，我的直脾气可受不了了。

“珀西瓦尔爵士！”我大声问道，“你不想说点儿什么吗？你已经听到了本来你无权听到的事情。”

“可我并没有要求这权利。”他回避了我的问题。

“我想告诉你，”劳拉继续说，“我再也见不到那个人了。如果你和我分手，我会终身不嫁。我只请求你原谅我，并为我保守秘密。”

“两件事我都答应。”珀西瓦尔说完，看了看劳拉，似乎等着她再说些什么。

“我想我已经讲了足够的理由让你解除婚约。”劳拉平静地说。

“不，你说了这么多，我唯一的感觉是我一生最大的愿望就是同你结婚。”说着，他起身朝劳拉走过来。

劳拉惊讶得“咦”了一声，我倒是猜到了几分他会这么说。劳拉讲的每一句话都透出她的真诚和纯洁，但是这样良好的品德却毁掉了她解脱的希望。珀西瓦尔爵士很清楚，一个纯洁、真诚的女人是无价之宝。他为什么要放弃呢？

“我会尽一切所能去赢得你的爱，也许最终我会成功的。”珀西瓦尔说。

“永远也不会的！”劳拉看上去更美了，“我会是你忠实的妻子，但永远不会爱你。”

“这就足够了。我愿意接受你的忠贞和真诚。”说罢，他拿起劳拉的手吻了吻，然后默默地走出房间。

劳拉坐在那里一动不动，我伸出手搂住她。最后她开口道：“我必须退让，玛丽安。你给沃尔特写信时，不要告诉他我不开心。假如我比他先死了，你一定对他说，说我不能亲口对他说的话——我爱他！”

说完，她扑在沙发上放声痛哭，哭得好像心都碎了一样，最后她趴在那儿睡着了。

*　　*　　*

接下来的日子里，好像什么也阻止不了这桩不幸的婚姻。我力图让劳拉改变主意，但她却坚持要恪守诺言，履行义务。费尔利先生自然非常高兴，因为这场“家庭烦恼”终于画上了句号。他建议他的侄女越早结婚越好。这令我很气愤，但我把这话告诉劳拉后，她的平静反应倒让我吃了一惊。

“叔叔说的对，我给大家带来了太多麻烦。让珀西瓦尔爵士决定我们的结婚日期吧。”

珀西瓦尔爵士对此非常高兴，他离开庄园回汉普郡，准备迎接新娘。

我想换一个环境肯定对劳拉有好处，于是安排我们两人到约克郡的朋友那里呆一段时间。她同意了。我还给吉尔摩先生写了信，告诉他这桩婚事可以继续了。

第二天，我收到了沃尔特·哈特里特的来信，信中说我的朋友为他找到一份工作，要到中美洲长途旅行，他做随行的画家，11月21号动身，行程6个月。我衷心希望这是最好的安排。

劳拉和我动身前往约克郡。但是，刚刚在那里住了9天，我们就收到费尔利先生的信，让我们立即返回利默里奇。这意味着什么呢，我想不出。

一回来我就明白了。费尔利先生和珀西瓦尔爵士已经把婚礼的时间定在12月22日，就等劳拉点头同意了。费尔利先生问我可不可以说服劳拉同意这个日期，他本人神经不好，无法跟她谈。

我见到了我们的老朋友吉尔摩先生，他是来同费尔利先生谈有关结婚协议的事的。他当天就要离开庄园，着急想与我单独谈谈。

“哈尔库姆小姐，我对结婚协议中的财务安排非常不满意，”他对我说，“但是我一点儿办法也没有。我知道你多么爱你的妹妹，所以我认为你应该知道我为什么担心。

“你知道，”他接着说，“费尔利小姐继承的财产包括三部分。第一，费尔利先生死后，她会继承利默里奇的财产和土地以及由此产生的收入。如果她死后没有孩子，这份财产将转到她的一个亲戚名下，但财产的收入在她丈夫在世的时候将归他所有。如果她有个儿子，所有的财产和收入都归她的儿子。这一点没有任何问题。

“第二，明年3月费尔利小姐21岁的时候，她将得到10,000英镑的收入。如果费尔利小姐在她姑妈埃莉诺之前死去，这笔钱就归她姑妈，这当然不大可能。费尔利小姐的父亲之所以死的时候没有把这10,000英镑留给他的妹妹埃莉诺，是因为他强烈反对她嫁给一个外国人，虽然那个人是位意大利贵族，福斯科伯爵。”

“是的，劳拉跟我说过这件事。”我说。

“好吧，”吉尔摩先生接着说，“这一部分也没有问题。可是第三部分就不那么简单了。明年3月，她还将继承20,000英镑，这完全是属于她个人的一笔钱。如果她先于她丈夫死去，从这20,000英镑获得的收入将属于珀西瓦尔爵士，直至他去世；而这20,000英镑本金将归他们的孩子所有。假如没有孩子继承这笔钱，费尔利小姐死的时候，可以选择亲属或朋友继承。这是我的建议。但是，珀西瓦尔爵士的律师拒不接受这一点，他坚持认为，如果珀西瓦尔爵士死在他妻子后面，同时他们又没有孩子，珀西瓦尔就应该得到这笔钱。那样的话，费尔利家族的任何其他人，包括你在内，都得不到一分钱，哈尔库姆小姐。”

吉尔摩先生长叹了一口气，“我坚决反对这样。我极力争取，但还是无法让那位律师改变主意。我发现珀西瓦尔爵士长期欠债，急需现金。我最后的努力就是来这里试图说服费尔利先生反对珀西瓦尔爵士律师的要求，非常遗憾，我没有成功。对他侄女的这桩婚事费尔利先生什么也不想管。他说他侄女不会死在珀西瓦尔爵士前面的，又有什么可担心的呢？”

吉尔摩先生站起身，拿起帽子准备离开，“我会把协议拟好，并把它寄给你们。我没别的办法，我不这样做，费尔利先生也会再找一名律师这样做的。不过，我跟你说，哈尔库姆小姐，我是不会让我女儿根据我被迫为费尔利小姐准备的这样一份协议嫁人的。”

说完，他握了握我的手，一言不发地离开这里，去赶回伦敦的火车了。

吉尔摩先生走后，我尽量保持理智。费尔利先生是劳拉的监护人，如果他愿意接受这份协议，我做什么都无济于事。这是这桩可怕婚姻的又一个令人担忧的地方。现在更紧迫的事情是结婚日期。我把结婚的日期告诉劳拉以后，她的脸色立刻变白了，身体也开始发抖。
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“不要这么快！”她喊道，“噢，玛丽安，不要这么快！”

“好吧，那我去和费尔利先生说，”我这样说着，已经做好了为她去抗争的准备，“我会尽力去改变这个日期。”

“算了吧，”她有气无力地说，“一切都太晚了，玛丽安，太晚了！抗争只能带来更多的麻烦。去告诉我叔叔，我同意了。”

我要不是气愤至极，肯定就会哭出声来。我冲进费尔利先生的房间，大声喊道：“劳拉同意22日结婚！”——然后冲出去，很响地甩上门。但愿我能让他的神经一整天都不得安宁。

*　　*　　*

这以后，婚礼的准备工作开始了。整天都有裁缝进进出出；要收拾行李，做计划，进行各种安排。我们每天都能收到珀西瓦尔爵士的来信，他提议婚礼之后带劳拉到意大利住六个月，见一些珀西瓦尔的朋友，包括他最好的老朋友福斯科伯爵。福斯科伯爵的妻子当然就是劳拉的姑妈埃莉诺。这桩婚姻起码可以让劳拉和她的姑妈重逢，我这样想着。听起来伯爵本人倒是一个非常有趣的人，我也想有朝一日能见见他。

日子很快地过去了。珀西瓦尔爵士终于来了。他看上去有些疲倦和不安，但是有说有笑的仿佛世界上最幸福的男人就是他。他来的当天晚上去了村子里，打听是否有人知道安妮·凯瑟里克的消息。虽然没人给他提供什么消息，但我必须承认他继续寻求帮助她，这是善举。我决定努力改变对他不好的看法，说到底，我有什么理由不信任他呢？我相信如果真的努力尝试，我可能会喜欢他的。

喜欢他是很容易的。今天我同他说起劳拉与我的最大愿望——在劳拉结婚之后，我和她还能像以前一样住在一起。他立刻就答应了，而且很高兴能有这样的安排。他说我将是他妻子最理想、最合适的陪伴。是啊，我开始非常喜欢珀西瓦尔爵士了。

*　　*　　*

我恨珀西瓦尔爵士！他不善解人意，缺乏同情心，没有好心肠。昨天晚上，他跟劳拉耳语了些什么——劳拉不愿告诉我具体内容——她的脸色变得非常难看。而他却一点儿没在意。我以前对他所有的怀疑又出现了。现在，他是不是露出了他的本来面目？他变得比以往更加焦躁不安，经常言语尖刻，发脾气。我有个奇怪的想法，是不是会有什么事阻止这桩婚姻，而他又非常害怕那样的结局。这是胡思乱想，我不能当真。

我们分别的日子一天天临近了，劳拉一刻也不肯离开我。为了她，我必须勇敢些，高兴起来。但是，我的担心没有消失。这桩婚姻会成为劳拉一生的大错吗？会成为我伤心、痛苦的根源吗？

*　　*　　*

22日到了。时间到了，不能再哭了。劳拉梳妆打扮完毕，我们要去教堂了。11点钟，婚礼就会结束。下午3点，他们就离开这里了。我已经哭得视线模糊，无法继续写下去了……
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Six long, lonely months passed, and I had little to do but think of absent friends. I received a cheerful letter from Walter Hartright after he arrived in Honduras, and just before he set off with the expedition into the forest. Since then, I have heard nothing. There was no news of Anne Catherick or Mrs Clements. Poor Mr Gilmore fell very ill and had to give up work, but his business is continued by his partner, Mr Kyrle. Mrs Vesey has moved to London to live with her sister, and Mr Fairlie, I believe, is secretly delighted to have his house free of women.

Most of all, of course, I thought about Laura. Many letters came from her, but she said very little in them. She told me she was well, but hardly mentioned her husband, and wrote not a word about Count Fosco, whom they had met in Austria, not Italy. I understood from her silence that she did not like him. All she said was that her Aunt Eleanor, Madame Fosco, was quieter and more sensible than she had used to be.

*　　*　　*

On 11th June I arrived at Blackwater Park, Sir Percival's family home in Hampshire. The waiting was nearly over, and how happy I was! The next day Laura and her husband would return home, together with Count Fosco and his wife, who were going to spend the summer at Blackwater.

In the morning the housekeeper, Mrs Michelson, showed me round the house. It is very old, and much of it is dusty and unused; only one part of the enormous building is comfortable enough to live in.

Later I explored the gardens and the park. The gardens are small and not well kept, and there are so many trees that the house feels shut in by them. I found a path through the trees, which after half a mile brought me to a lake. It was a damp, lonely place. The still dark waters of the lake and the long shadows from the tall trees gave it a gloomy air. Near the lake there was an old boat-house with some seats in it, so I went in and sat down for a rest.

I am not a nervous person generally but when I heard the sound of quick breathing under my seat, I jumped to my feet in alarm. In fact, it was a dog — a small black and white dog, with a bullet wound in its side. I carried the poor creature back to the house and sent for Mrs Michelson to help me.

When she came in and saw the dog lying on the floor, she cried out at once, 'Oh! That must be Mrs Catherick's dog!'

'Whose?' I asked, amazed.

'Mrs Catherick's. Do you know her? She came here to ask for news of her daughter.'

'When?'

'Yesterday. She'd heard that her daughter Anne had been seen in the neighbourhood. But no one knew anything. I suppose the dog ran away into the woods and got shot by the park-keeper.'

I tried to make my voice sound politely interested. 'I suppose you've known Mrs Catherick for some years?'

'Oh no, Miss Halcombe, I never saw her before. She lives at Welmingham, twenty-five miles away. I had heard of her, because of Sir Percival paying for her daughter to go to an asylum. But yesterday, Mrs Catherick asked me not to mention her visit to Sir Percival. That was an odd thing to say, wasn't it, Miss?'

Odd, indeed! But then we had to turn our attention to the poor dog, which, despite our efforts, died a little while later. It was a sad thing to happen on my first day at Blackwater.

*　　*　　*

Later that evening the travellers returned. After my first happiness at meeting Laura, I felt there was a strangeness between us and I realized she had changed. I was sure we would soon get back to normal, but she had lost her innocent openness. She was unwilling to talk about her married life, and I saw that there were no warm feelings between her husband and her. It wasn't long before she asked me about Walter — 'Have you heard from him? Is he well and happy?' — and it was clear to me that she loved him as deeply as ever.

As for Sir Percival, his manners are sharper and less pleasant. On meeting me he simply said, 'Hello, Miss Halcombe. Glad to see you again,' — and then walked past me. Little things seem to annoy him a great deal. For example, the housekeeper told him a man had called to speak to him a week ago but had left no name. Sir Percival demanded a description of the man, which poor Mrs Michelson was unable to give, and Sir Percival stormed out of the room in great anger.

Laura was certainly right about Madame Fosco. Never have I seen such a change in a woman. As Eleanor Fairlie (aged thirty-seven), she wore bright clothes, was silly and foolish, and always talked nonsense. As Madame Fosco (aged forty-three), she wears only grey or black, and sits for hours in silence, doing needlework, rolling up cigarettes for the Count, or just looking at him with the eyes of a loyal dog.

And the man who has achieved this extraordinary change, the man who has tamed this wild Englishwoman? Yes, what can I say about the Count? He looks like a man who could tame anything. If he had married me, I would have made his cigarettes, as his wife does. I would have held my tongue when he looked at me, as she holds hers.

How can I explain the power, the attraction, the force that comes from this man? There are many unlikeable or unattractive things about him. For example, he is enormously fat; he seems to have false hair; he is at least sixty years old. He is lazy, jumps at the slightest sudden sound, and has a peculiar fondness for pet animals. He has brought with him a variety of birds and a whole family of white mice, which he often kisses and calls loving names, just as a child might do.

And yet, and yet... He is fat, but moves lightly and easily, like a dancer. There is a calmness and a strength about his smooth, unlined face, and his voice is persuasive, gentle, hard to resist. His knowledge of the English language is perfect and he is a well-known expert in chemical science. He speaks in baby language to his white mice, but he talks with intelligence and charm about books in every language, and brings to his conversation experience of life in half the capitals of Europe.

But it is his eyes that I shall always remember — his cold, clear, beautiful grey eyes, eyes which held such a frightening power that I shiver even now to think of it.

I could discover very little about his past from Sir Percival. I only learnt that he had not been to Italy for years; I wondered if this was for political reasons. It seemed he had saved Sir Percival from great danger in Rome once and they had been the closest of friends ever since. It was quite clear that Sir Percival was always anxious to please him and would never go against his wishes.

I wonder whether I am afraid of him too. I certainly never saw a man I would be more sorry to have as an enemy.

*　　*　　*

At lunchtime, a few days after they all returned, a man called Mr Merriman arrived, asking to see Sir Percival urgently. Sir Percival had clearly not expected the visit and looked both alarmed and angry as he left the table.

Neither Laura nor I had any idea who Mr Merriman was, but the Count told us he was Sir Percival's lawyer. I wondered what had happened, as a lawyer does not usually travel from London to Hampshire unless sent for. Mr Merriman must be the bringer of important news — either good or bad.

Count Fosco obviously read my thoughts and said softly to me, 'Yes, Miss Halcombe, something has happened.'

Later in the day I was coming from my room when I saw Sir Percival and his lawyer crossing the hall downstairs. They spoke quietly, but clearly enough for their words to reach my ears.

'Yes, Sir Percival,' I heard the lawyer say, 'it all depends on Lady Glyde.'

I immediately stopped when I heard Laura's name and, although I knew it was wrong, continued to listen.

'You understand, Sir Percival, Lady Glyde must sign her name in the presence of two witnesses. If this is done in a week's time, everything will be all right. If not, I may be able to get them to accept a document promising payment in three months. But how that money is to be obtained by then... '

They went into the library and I heard no more, but it seemed that Sir Percival had a serious debt and that the solution to it depended on Laura. I immediately went to tell Laura what I had heard. She did not seem surprised.

'I was afraid of something like this,' she said, 'when I heard about that strange gentleman who called, without leaving his name. He had probably come to ask for his money. But don't worry, Marian. I won't sign anything that I might later regret.'

In the evening Sir Percival was unusually polite and pleasant to all of us. What did this mean? I thought I could guess — I was afraid Laura could guess — and I was sure Count Fosco knew. I saw Sir Percival looking at him for approval more than once during the evening. The Count was certainly aware of Sir Percival's financial problems.

The next morning Sir Percival asked Count Fosco, Laura, and myself if we would go to the library for a minute after lunch for a small business matter. Before lunch, however, we all went for a walk to the lake, stopping at the boat-house for a rest.

'Some people call the lake pretty,' said Sir Percival, pointing to the view. 'I call it ugly. It looks just the place for a murder, doesn't it? What do you think, Fosco?'

'My dear Percival,' the Count protested, 'the water is too shallow to hide a body. Only a fool would murder someone here. A wise man would choose somewhere else.'

'Wise men do not murder,' said Laura, looking at him with dislike. 'I am sure you cannot give me an example of a wise man who has been a criminal.'

'My dear lady,' said the Count, 'it is impossible to give an example, because a wise man's crime is never found out.'

As he spoke, he was playing with his white mice in their little cage, and suddenly noticed that one of them was missing. A few seconds later he found the little animal under a seat, but also found something which seemed to shock him.

'Percival,' he said, 'come here. Look at this in the sand. Blood!'

Everyone seemed alarmed, so I had to explain about the wounded dog I had found.

'Whose dog was it?' asked Sir Percival.

'The housekeeper said it was Mrs Catherick's dog,' I replied, remembering too late that the visit was meant to be kept secret.

'What the devil was Mrs Catherick doing here?'

This question came with such rudeness and anger that I turned away. Count Fosco laid his hand on Sir Percival's arm.

'My dear Percival! Gently, gently!'

To my great surprise, Sir Percival apologized to me, and Count Fosco then said, 'Why not question the housekeeper, Percival, since she seems to know all about it?'

Sir Percival took the point, and immediately left us to return to the house.

The Count seemed fascinated by Mrs Catherick and wanted to know all about her visit. I tried to say as little as possible, but Laura asked questions too, and in the end the Count knew as much as we did about Mrs Catherick and her daughter Anne. I was quite sure, from his surprise at the story, that the Count had known nothing of Anne Catherick, and uneasily I wondered why Sir Percival had not told his closest friend.

When we went back to the house, Sir Percival came to greet us. 'I am sorry to say I have to leave you. I have to drive a long way and won't be back until tomorrow. First, though, I would like to finish that little business matter. Will you come into the library? It won't take a minute.'

In the library he got a document out of a cupboard and put it on the table. It was folded in such a way that all the writing was hidden and only the places to sign were visible.

Handing a pen to Laura, he said, 'Sign there. You and Fosco are to sign afterwards, Miss Halcombe.'

'What do you want me to sign?' Laura asked quietly.

'I have no time to explain. I have to leave. It's just business,' he said angrily. 'Women don't understand business. Just sign it.'

'But surely I ought to know what I am signing.'

'I see. So you're saying you don't trust me! Is that it? What kind of a wife is that?'

To help Laura, I said, 'I am afraid I cannot be a witness if she doesn't understand what she is signing.'

Sir Percival turned to me furiously. 'How dare you! You're a guest in my house and you take my wife's side against me!'

'Control your unfortunate temper, Percival,' said the Count, and I heard him whisper to him, 'You idiot!'

But Laura had put the pen down and moved to my side.

'Lady Glyde is right,' the Count then said. 'Let the signature wait until tomorrow.'

Sir Percival swore at him, but moved away from the table.

'All right, then,' he said, 'until tomorrow. Anyway, I have to go. But you will sign tomorrow or —' He gave his wife a cold, hard stare, then went out.

As Laura and I moved to the door, the Count approached us. 'You have just seen Sir Percival at his worst,' he said. 'As his old friend, I apologize for him and promise he won't behave like that tomorrow.'

I had begun to realize that I could not hope to remain at Blackwater Park now without the influence and support of the Count, so I answered by thanking him warmly. Then I led Laura out and took her up to my room for a rest.

While we were there, she told me how cruel Sir Percival had been to her since their marriage and how unhappy she was. I tried to calm her and to find a solution to the problem of the signature. Suddenly I had the idea of writing to Mr Gilmore's partner, Mr Kyrle, and asking for his advice. In my letter I also asked him to get a messenger to bring the reply by one o'clock the next day. I then put the letter in the post-bag in the hall. Just at that moment Madame Fosco appeared and asked to speak to me in the garden. She spoke to me for a full half-hour about how much sympathy she had for me. I found this very odd indeed since she had shown very little interest in me before.

When I finally returned, I saw the Count also putting a letter in the post-bag. For some reason I decided to check my letter was properly closed, so I got it out of the bag. This was lucky, as I found the envelope had come open. How strange, I thought. Perhaps there had been something wrong with it...

Or perhaps...

No! There could be no other explanation.



absent adj. not present 不在场的

free of not containing or subject to 没有

enormous adj. very large, huge 非常大的

gloomy adj. dismal, depressing 阴暗的；阴郁的

creature n. an animal 动物

neighbourhood n. the surrounding area 附近

odd adj. extraordinary, strange 反常的；奇怪的

storm v. move violently or angrily 气愤地走

tame v. make tame 驯服

hold one's tongue be silent 不说话

enormously adv. very, quite 非常

frightening adj. terrifying 使人害怕的

go against be contrary to 反对

urgently adv. requiring immediate action or attention 急迫地

obtain v. acquire, secure 得到；获得

library n. a room containing a collection of books 书房

aware adj. conscious or having knowledge 清楚；知道

murder n. killing unlawfully with a premeditated motive 谋杀

rudeness n. being impolite or offensive 无礼

fascinated adj. showing great interest in 非常感兴趣的

fold v. bend or close something over upon itself 折叠

furiously adv. extremely angry 极度气愤地

swear v. use indecent language 骂人

stare n. a staring gaze 盯

messenger n. a person who carries a message 信使

properly adv. fittingly; suitably 适当地




5．需要签字的文件

漫长、孤寂的六个月过去了。除去思念不在身边的朋友们，我无所事事。我收到一封沃尔特·哈特里特的来信，是他到达洪都拉斯，进入林地之前写的。从那以后，他就没有了任何消息。安妮·凯瑟里克和克莱门茨太太没有任何音信。可怜的吉尔摩先生病得很厉害，不得不停止工作。他的工作由他的合伙人克尔先生代理。维西太太搬到了伦敦，和她妹妹住在一起。我想费尔利先生一定暗自高兴这庄园里没有了女人。

我最思念的当然是劳拉。她来过许多信，但是内容都非常简单。她说她挺好的，却只字不提她丈夫，也不提福斯科伯爵。他们是在奥地利相见的，而不是在意大利。从她的沉默我看得出，她不喜欢他。她只是说到埃莉诺姑妈，就是福斯科夫人，比以前话少了，也更理智了。

*　　*　　*

6月11日，我来到布莱克沃特庄园，珀西瓦尔爵士在汉普郡的家。等待终于快结束了，我异常兴奋。第二天，劳拉同她丈夫就要回来了，一同来的还有福斯科伯爵夫妇，他们要在布莱克沃特度过这个夏天。

早上，管家米切尔森太太领我参观了房子。这是一幢很古老的房子，多处是厚厚的尘土，没有人住。偌大的房子只有一部分还比较舒适，可以住人。

之后，我去看了看花园和园林。花园很小，维护得也不好。这周围树木非常多，遮蔽了房子。我发现了树林中的一条小路，沿着小路走了半英里之后是一个湖。这是一个潮湿僻静的地方。平静漆黑的湖水和长长的树影使这里笼上了一层阴暗、凄凉的色彩。湖的附近有一个破旧的船屋，里面有几个座位，我走进去坐下休息。

我并不是一个胆小的人，但是听见座位底下传来急促的喘息声，我还是惊得一下子跳了起来。其实，那是只狗——一只黑白相间的小狗，身子的一侧有子弹的伤痕。我把可怜的小东西带回房子里，叫来米切尔森太太帮我。

米切尔森太太进来看见地上躺着的小狗，马上大声说：“噢，这一定是凯瑟里克太太的狗！”

“是谁的狗？”我非常吃惊地问。

“凯瑟里克太太的。你认识她吗？她来这里打听过她女儿的消息。”

“什么时候？”

“就是昨天。她听说有人在附近看见过她女儿安妮。可是没人知道这件事。我想这条狗可能跑到树林里去，让看林人给打了。”

我尽量让自己听起来不是过分好奇，“你是不是认识凯瑟里克太太好多年了？”

“噢，也不是，哈尔库姆小姐。我以前没见过她。她住在离这里25英里远的韦明翰。我听说过她，因为珀西瓦尔爵士出钱送她女儿去精神病院。但是昨天，凯瑟里克太太让我别跟珀西瓦尔爵士讲她来过的事。这有点儿怪，是吧，小姐？”

奇怪，的确奇怪！但是，我们得把注意力集中到那只小狗身上，虽然我们尽力挽救，没过多久它还是死了。我第一天到布莱克沃特就发生了一件令人伤心的事。

*　　*　　*

当天晚上，旅行者们都回来了。我见到劳拉的高兴劲儿刚过，就觉得我们之间有一种奇怪的感觉，我意识到她变了。我相信，我们之间很快就会像从前一样。但是她好像失去了原来的纯真和坦诚。她不愿谈自己的婚后生活，而且我发现她同她丈夫之间毫无亲密可言。她很快就向我问起沃尔特：“你收到他的信了吗？他好吗？”显而易见，她还在深深地爱着他。

至于珀西瓦尔爵士，他的脾气变得越发暴躁，越发不讨人喜欢。见到我，他只是简单地说了声“你好，哈尔库姆小姐。很高兴又见到你。”然后就从我身边走过去了。一点点小事也会让他大为恼火。举个例子，米切尔森太太告诉他一个星期前有个男人来找他，但没有留下姓名。珀西瓦尔爵士问那人什么模样，可怜的米切尔森太太说不上来，于是珀西瓦尔爵士勃然大怒，气急败坏地走出房间。

关于福斯科夫人，劳拉说得很对。我从未见过哪个女人身上会发生如此大的变化。她是埃莉诺·费尔利小姐的时候（当时她37岁），经常穿鲜亮的衣服，说傻话，做傻事。她成了福斯科夫人以后（现在她43岁），只穿灰色和黑色的衣服，而且经常几个小时坐在那里一声不吭地做针线，给伯爵卷烟或者像一条忠诚的狗一样望着伯爵。

那么，那个导致了如此变化，驯服了这么一个桀骜不驯的英国女人的男人呢？对，我该怎么描述伯爵呢？他好像可以驯服一切。假如他娶了我，我也会像他妻子一样给他卷烟，我也会像她一样被他看一眼就闭上嘴。

我应该怎么解释这个男人的魔力、魅力和影响呢？其实，他身上有许多不招人喜欢的地方。比方说，他体形肥胖，似乎还戴假发，而且少说也有60岁了。他人很懒，听到任何一点儿响动都会跳起来，还特别爱养宠物。他带来各种各样的鸟和一大窝白鼠。他就像小孩子一样，时常亲吻这些宠物，用昵称叫它们。

可是，可是……他身体肥胖，但动作像舞蹈演员一样轻巧灵便。他的脸很光滑，没有皱纹；表情沉稳庄重。他的声音很柔和，有一种难以抵挡的魅力。他精通英语，还是个化学家。他用儿语对白鼠讲话，但是谈到用任何语言写作的书籍，他都睿智机敏，滔滔不绝。他到过一半欧洲国家的首都。他经常谈起在那些城市的经历。

但让我铭记在心的是他的眼睛——一双冷酷、明亮、好看的灰眼睛。他的眼睛有一种慑人的威力，我现在想起来还会打哆嗦。

关于他的过去，我从珀西瓦尔爵士那儿知道的很少。我只知道他很多年没回意大利了，不知道是不是由于政治原因。似乎珀西瓦尔爵士在罗马遇到大难，伯爵帮助他脱离了危险。从那以后，他们成了密友。很明显，珀西瓦尔爵士总是力图讨好伯爵，从不跟他对着干。

我不知道自己是不是也害怕他。但是，他是我所见过的人中我最不愿与之成为敌人的。

*　　*　　*

他们旅行回来几天后，吃午饭的时候，一个叫梅里曼的人来了，要求马上见珀西瓦尔爵士。看得出，珀西瓦尔没想到这个人会来，他起身出去的时候显得既吃惊又生气。

劳拉和我都不知道梅里曼先生是何许人。伯爵告诉我们他是珀西瓦尔爵士的律师。我不知道出了什么事，因为除了被唤而来，律师是不会从伦敦到汉普郡来的。梅里曼先生一定带来了什么重要消息——不管是好消息还是坏消息。

福斯科伯爵显然看出了我的心事，轻声对我说：“没错，哈尔库姆小姐，确实出事了。”

后来，我从房里出来，看见珀西瓦尔爵士和律师正穿过楼下的大厅。他们说话的声音很低，但还是清晰地传进我的耳朵里。

“是的，珀西瓦尔爵士，”我听见律师说，“一切都取决于格莱德夫人了。”

听到劳拉的名字，我马上停住了脚步。我知道这样做不好，但还是接着往下听。

“你知道，珀西瓦尔爵士，格莱德夫人必须在两个证人在场的情况下签字，只要这件事在一星期之内办妥，一切都好说。如果不行，我可以准备一份文件，向他们保证三个月后付款。可是，三个月后怎么能弄到钱呢……？”

他们走进书房，下面的话我听不见了。好像珀西瓦尔爵士欠了一大笔债，而还债就取决于劳拉。我立即把刚刚听到的消息告诉了劳拉，她看上去一点儿也不惊讶。

“我料到会出这种事，”劳拉说，“在我听说来了一位没有留下姓名的陌生人时，我就料到了。那人很可能是来要钱的。不过别怕，玛丽安，任何今后我可能后悔的文件，我都不会签的。”

那天晚上，珀西瓦尔爵士对我们大家异乎寻常地客气。这说明什么呢？我想我能猜出来——劳拉也能猜出来——而且我敢肯定福斯科伯爵清楚其中的奥秘。我注意到珀西瓦尔有好几次都用眼神征求伯爵的意见。伯爵肯定清楚珀西瓦尔爵士的经济困境。

第二天早上，珀西瓦尔爵士让福斯科伯爵、劳拉还有我午饭后到书房来一下，谈一点事情。午饭前我们一同散步来到了湖边，在船屋里歇脚。

“有人说这湖很美，”珀西瓦尔爵士指着周围的景色说，“我觉得它很丑，像个发生凶案的地方，不是吗？你觉得呢，福斯科？”

“我亲爱的珀西瓦尔，”伯爵反对道，“这里的水太浅了，根本藏不住尸体，只有傻子才在这里谋杀。聪明人会选择别的地方。”

“聪明人不会去杀人的，”劳拉一面说着，一面不高兴地看着伯爵，“我相信你找不出一个聪明人犯罪的例子。”

“亲爱的夫人，”伯爵说，“我可找不出例子，因为聪明人犯罪不会让人知道。”

伯爵一边说着，一边摆弄着小笼子里的白鼠。他突然发现少了一只，但很快在一个座位底下找到了它，同时还发现了让他大吃一惊的东西。

“珀西瓦尔，快过来。你看这沙子，上面有血！”他说。

大家都很吃惊，我不得不告诉他们我发现那只受伤的狗的事情。

“谁的狗？”珀西瓦尔爵士问。

“管家说是凯瑟里克太太的。”我回答，忽然想起来这应该是秘密，可是太晚了。

“凯瑟里克太太到这儿来干什么？”

珀西瓦尔问得既气愤又无礼，我转过身去。福斯科伯爵拍了拍珀西瓦尔的胳膊。

“亲爱的珀西瓦尔！别着急，别着急！”

出乎我的意料，珀西瓦尔给我道了歉。伯爵接着说：“为什么不问问管家呢，珀西瓦尔？她好像知道事情的来龙去脉。”

珀西瓦尔爵士接受了这个建议，马上告辞回了庄园。

伯爵似乎对凯瑟里克太太非常感兴趣，想了解她那次来的所有情况。我尽量少透露信息，可是劳拉也问这问那。最后，我们知道的关于凯瑟里克太太以及她女儿安妮的情况，伯爵全都知道了。从伯爵惊讶的表情我可以断定，在这之前他对安妮·凯瑟里克一无所知。我很纳闷，为什么珀西瓦尔爵士不告诉他的好朋友这些事。

我们回到庄园，珀西瓦尔爵士过来同我们打招呼，“很抱歉，我得跟大家告辞。我要赶很长一段路，明天才能回来。不过，我想走之前了结那件小事。到书房来好吗？一会儿就好。”

来到书房，他从柜子里取出一份文件放到桌子上。文件是叠起来的，文字部分都遮住了，只能看见签字的部分。

他把一支笔递给劳拉，说：“在这儿签字吧。哈尔库姆小姐，你和福斯科等会儿再签。”
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“你要我签的是什么文件？”劳拉平静地问。

“我没时间解释，我得走了，就是一份公文，”珀西瓦尔很不高兴地说，“你们女人不懂，你就签字吧。”

“我当然有理由知道我签的是什么。”

“我明白了，你的意思是你不信任我！对吗？这叫什么妻子？”

我站在劳拉一边，说：“如果她不知道签的是什么，那我恐怕无法做证人。”

珀西瓦尔爵士愤怒地转向我，“你好大的胆子！你是我的客人，可却站在我妻子一边同我作对！”

“控制一下你的臭脾气，珀西瓦尔，”伯爵说，我听他对珀西瓦尔耳语：“你这笨蛋！”

劳拉放下笔，走到我身旁。

“格莱德夫人说的对，”伯爵说，“签字的事明天再说吧。”

珀西瓦尔爵士朝他破口大骂，但还是走开了。

“那好吧，”珀西瓦尔说，“那就等明天。不管怎样，我现在得走了。但是，你明天必须签字，否则——”他恶狠狠地瞪了他妻子一眼，然后走出了房间。

劳拉和我往外走的时候，伯爵走了过来。“你们刚才看到了珀西瓦尔爵士脾气最差的样子，”他说，“作为他的老朋友，我替他道歉。我保证他明天不会这样了。”

我开始明白，现在要是没有伯爵的帮助，我是不大可能接续呆在布莱克沃特庄园的。我真心地感谢了他。然后，我拉着劳拉上楼，到我的房间休息一会儿。

在我的房间里，劳拉告诉我结婚后珀西瓦尔爵士对待她多么冷酷，她多么不开心。我努力安慰她，帮她想办法解决签字的问题。忽然，我想到了给吉尔摩先生的合伙人克尔先生写信，问问他的意见。我在信里叫他派一个信使第二天1点之前把回信带过来。写完后，我把信放到了大厅的邮袋里。就在这时，福斯科夫人走过来，约我到花园里谈谈。她跟我足足说了半个小时她有多么同情我。我觉得非常奇怪，因为她以前根本就不在意我。

我回到屋里，看到福斯科伯爵也在往邮袋里放信。不知出于什么原因，我决定查看一下我的信是不是封好了。于是，我把我的那封信拿了出来。我还真做对了，我发现信封是开着的。好奇怪呀，我心里想。也许有人在捣鬼……

也许……

没错！不会是别的原因。




6
An appointment by the lake

After dinner that evening, Laura and I went for a walk down to the lake. The atmosphere was gloomy and depressing, but at least we were alone.

'I want to have no secrets from you, Marian,' Laura said, 'but I'm sure you have already guessed what my married life is like. Sir Percival said such cruel things to me in Italy that I turned for comfort to my memories of those happy days with Walter Hartright. And I have to tell you, Marian, Sir Percival now knows that Walter is the man I loved.'

I stared at her, and what little hope I had left began to die.

'It was at a party in Rome. Some people from London said I should have drawing lessons and recommended a Mr Hartright. I could not control myself when I heard his name and my husband noticed. "So it was him, was it?" he said, with a horrible smile. "Well, we will see about Mr Hartright. You will be sorry, and so will he, to the end of your lives." And Marian, he uses this knowledge like a whip to punish me, day in, day out.'

'Oh, Laura!' I said, putting my arms around her. This was my fault — yes, my fault! I remembered the white despair of Walter's face as I told him to leave, as I tore these two young hearts apart. And I had done this for Sir Percival Glyde.

For Sir Percival Glyde.

*　　*　　*

It was growing dark when we set out for home, and as we left Laura seized my arm. 'Marian, look!'

By the lake was a dark figure, half hidden by the evening mist rising off the water. We began to walk quickly.

'I'm sure it's following us,' whispered Laura. 'Is it a man or a woman?' She was shaking with fear.

'It's hard to tell in this light,' I said, then called out, 'Who's there?' There was no answer.

We hurried back through the wood, and when we reached home, I sent Laura upstairs and went to find out where everyone was. The Count and his wife, the servants, the housekeeper — all were inside. The figure by the lake was no one from the house. So who could it have been?

The next day Laura discovered she had lost her bracelet and thought she must have dropped it near the lake. She went off to look for it while I waited for the messenger from Mr Kyrle.

One o'clock came. By now I was so suspicious of everyone in the house that I decided to slip out and meet the messenger myself. Taking great care not to be seen, I went down to the main gate and a little way along the road. Soon a cab appeared. I stopped it and said, 'Are you going to Blackwater Park?'

A man put his head out and said, 'Yes, with a letter for Miss Halcombe.'

'You may give the letter to me,' I said. 'I am Miss Halcombe.'

I read the letter quickly.




Dear Miss Halcombe — Your letter has caused me great anxiety. It seems very likely that Lady Glyde's signature is needed so that a Loan of all or part of her ￡20,000 can be made to Sir Percival. This is almost certainly illegal, and Lady Glyde should not sign any document until I have examined it first.

Sincerely, William Kyrle.




I read this very thankfully and told the messenger to say that I understood the letter. As I spoke these words, Count Fosco came round the corner and suddenly appeared in front of me. Completely taken by surprise, I stared at him speechlessly. The messenger drove away in his cab, and the Count took my arm to walk home with me.

He talked pleasantly of this and that, and asked no questions about letters or messengers, so I assumed he had found out everything. He must have read my letter, returned it to the post-bag, and now knew that I had received an answer. There was no point in trying to deceive him so I said nothing, and just tried to seem quite cool and calm.

Back at the house we found that Sir Percival had returned, in an even worse mood than before, it seemed. When I told him Laura was out looking for her bracelet, he growled,

'Bracelet or no bracelet, I shall expect to see her in the library in half an hour.'

I turned to go into the house, but behind me heard the Count saying to Sir Percival, 'May I have five minutes' talk with you, here on the grass?'

They walked off together and I went inside to the sitting room, to think over all that had happened. Before long, however, the door opened softly and the Count looked in.

'Good news, Miss Halcombe,' he said. 'The business of the signature is put off for the moment. I'm sure you are relieved.'

He went out before I had recovered from my amazement. There could be no doubt that this change was due to his influence. His discovery of my writing to London and receiving an answer had caused him to interfere. Now there was even more to think about but, exhausted by worry and the heat of the day, my eyes closed and I fell into a little sleep.

I woke to find Laura's hand on my shoulder.

'Marian! The figure at the lake. I've just spoken to her! It's Anne Catherick. Look, she found my bracelet.'

Still half asleep, I stared at her stupidly. 'Anne Catherick?'

'Yes! I was searching in the boat-house,' Laura went on, 'when a woman in a white dress came in and said quietly, "Miss Fairlie. I have your bracelet. Your mother would not want you to lose it. "I jumped up, but her voice was so kind that I wasn't afraid. I asked her how she knew my mother. She said her name was Anne Catherick and asked me if I remembered as a little girl walking with her and my mother to the school in Limmeridge one day. I did remember. Suddenly I saw that we were like each other, but her face was pale and thin and tired. It was how my face might look after a long illness. "Why do you call me Miss Fairlie?" I asked, and she answered, "Because I love the name of Fairlie and hate the name of Glyde."'

'Did she say anything about your husband?' I asked.

'She said that after she wrote the letter, she did not have the courage to stay in Limmeridge to try to prevent my marriage to him. She was afraid he would find her and shut her up in the asylum again. But she was not afraid any more because she was so ill she thought she was dying. Then, Marian, she said that she and her mother knew a secret that my husband was afraid of.'

'Yes? Go on!' I said eagerly. 'What secret?'

'She was just going to tell me, when she thought she heard a noise outside. "We are not alone," she said, "someone is watching. Come here tomorrow at this time and I will tell you." Then she pushed me to one side and disappeared.'

'Oh, Laura, Laura, another chance lost! But you must keep the appointment tomorrow. It seems so important. I will follow you at a safe distance. She must not escape this time.'

We were silent for a time. Then Laura said anxiously, 'Why hasn't Sir Percival called us to the library to sign the document?'

'Oh yes! I forgot to tell you,' I said. 'Thanks to Count Fosco, the business of the signature has been postponed.'

'But why?' Laura said, amazed. 'If Sir Percival urgently needs money, how can it be postponed?'

'I heard Sir Percival's lawyer mention a second plan — to give a document promising payment in three months.'

'Oh, Marian!' she said. 'That would be such a relief.'

'Yes, it would. Let's hope that it's true.'

That evening Sir Percival was polite, even pleasant, especially to Laura. This must have been due to the Count's influence, and it worried me. What lay behind it? I was sure that Sir Percival's sudden journey yesterday had been to Welmingham, to question Mrs Catherick. What had he learnt? What were his plans? As the evening passed, I grew more and more uneasy, and I went to bed feeling very anxious about what the next day would bring.

*　　*　　*

I was not wrong to be anxious. The next day Laura and I arranged that after lunch she would go alone to the boat-house, and that I would follow a little later, taking great care that Anne Catherick did not see me, in case she was frightened by the appearance of another stranger.

Sir Percival had gone out earlier in the morning and did not appear even for lunch, so it was quite easy to put our plan into action. However, when I came quietly up to the back of the boat-house, I heard no voices, no sounds of movement, nothing. Soon I was searching inside the boat-house, and softly calling Laura's name. But no one answered and no one appeared. Outside, I searched the ground for signs, and found the footprints of two people in the sand — big footprints like a man's and small footprints, which I was sure were Laura's. There was also a little hole in the sand by the wall of the boat-house.

Desperate with worry, I hurried back to the house. The first person I met was Mrs Michelson, the housekeeper.

'Do you know,' I asked, 'whether Lady Glyde has come in?'

'Yes, she has, Miss Halcombe. And I am afraid something unfortunate has happened. Lady Glyde ran upstairs in tears and Sir Percival has told me to dismiss her servant, Fanny.'

My heart sank. Fanny was Laura's personal servant from Limmeridge, and the only person in the house we both trusted.

I ran upstairs to Laura's room. Her door was shut, and there was one of Sir Percival's house servants standing in front of it.

'Move away,' I said. 'Don't you see that I want to go in?'

'But you mustn't go in,' she answered. 'I have my orders.'

Wild with anger, I turned and went downstairs to find Sir Percival. He was in the library with the Count and Countess.

'Am I to understand that your wife's room is a prison?' I asked, staring him full in the face.

'Yes, that is what you are to understand,' he answered.

'Take care how you treat your wife!' I shouted furiously. 'There are laws to protect women, and I will use those laws.'

Instead of answering me, he turned to the Count. The Count looked at me with his calm, cold, grey eyes. But it was the Countess who spoke.

'Thank you for your hospitality, Sir Percival,' she said suddenly. 'But I cannot remain in a house where ladies are treated as your wife and Miss Halcombe have been treated today!'

Sir Percival stared at her in shocked silence, knowing, as I did, she would not have said this without the Count's permission.

'I agree with my wife,' the Count said quietly.

Sir Percival swore, then whispered angrily, 'All right, have your own way.' With these words he left the room.

'We have made the worst-tempered man in England see reason,' said the Count. 'Thanks to your courage, Miss Halcombe, this insulting situation is now ended.'

I tried to speak normally, but could not. The Count left the library, then returned a few minutes later to say that Lady Glyde had the freedom of her own house again. Immediately I rushed upstairs to Laura's room. She was alone inside and I was in such a hurry that I did not close the door properly behind me.

'Marian!' she said thankfully. 'How did you get here?'

'It was the Count's influence, of course,' I said.

'That horrible man!' she cried. 'He's a miserable spy!'

Just then we heard a knock on the door. It was the Countess, bringing me a handkerchief I had dropped. Her face was white, and I saw in her eyes that she had been listening at the door.

'Oh, Laura,' I said when she had gone, 'you shouldn't have called the Count a spy. We shall both regret it.'

'But he is a spy, Marian! There was someone watching me at the lake yesterday, and it was him. He told Sir Percival, who watched and waited all morning for me and Anne Catherick. But she didn't come — I found a note from her hidden in a hole in the sand. She said she'd been followed yesterday by a fat old man. He hadn't caught her, but she was afraid to come back this afternoon. She hid this note very early in the morning, and said she would see me again soon to tell me Sir Percival's secret.'

'What happened to the note?' I said. 'Have you got it?'

'No. While I was reading it, Sir Percival appeared. He took it from me and demanded to hear everything Anne Catherick had said. He held my arm so tightly! — look, see how he's bruised it. What could I do, Marian? I was helpless! I told him everything.'

I looked at the bruises on Laura's arm, and felt such furious hatred for Sir Percival that I dared not speak.

'But he didn't believe me,' Laura went on. 'He said he knew she had told me more and that he would lock me up until I had confessed the truth. Then he took me back to the house, gave orders for Fanny to leave, and locked me in my room. Oh, Marian, he was like a madman! What are we to do?'

'He is mad — mad with fear. He thinks you know his secret,' I said. 'I must act now to protect you — who knows how long I will be allowed to stay here?' I thought hard for a few minutes. 'I will write two letters and give them to Fanny to take with her. I can't trust the post-bag here any more. One for Mr Kyrle, telling him of your bruises and Sir Percival's violent behaviour.'

'And who is the other letter for?' asked Laura anxiously.

'For Mr Fairlie,' I said. 'Your lazy, selfish uncle. I'll make him invite you for a visit to Limmeridge, without your husband.'

I left her then and went to my room to write the letters. Fanny had already gone and was staying the night in the little hotel in the village, before beginning the long journey to Cumberland the next day. I decided I had time before dinner to walk to the village and back, so I slipped quietly out of the house and set off.

From time to time I looked behind me. Was I being followed? Or was my imagination playing tricks on me? By now I was suspicious of everything — every tiny sound, every shadow on the road, every breath of wind. Earlier, while writing the letters, I thought I had heard the rustle of a silk dress outside my door. I had even wondered if someone had been in my room, looking through the things in my desk. I hurried on, trying to put these thoughts out of my mind.

When I got to the little hotel, I saw Fanny in her room. She was very upset at leaving Laura, and started crying, but stopped when I told her that Lady Glyde and I needed her help.

'Here are two letters,' I said. 'Post the one addressed to Mr Kyrle in London tomorrow, and deliver the other to Mr Fairlie yourself when you get home to Limmeridge. Keep them safe!'

Fanny put the letters down the front of her dress. 'They'll stay there, miss,' she said, 'till I've done what you tell me.'



day in, day out one day after another 一天又一天地

seize v. take hold of forcibly or suddenly 紧紧抓住

illegal adj. contrary to law 不合法的

assume v. take or accept as being true, without proof 推想

growl v. murmur angrily 咕哝

put off postpone 推迟

exhaust v. use up the strength or resources of a person 筋疲力尽

postpone v. put off 推迟

footprint n. the impression left by a foot or shoe 脚印；鞋印

dismiss v. discharge from employment 辞退

hospitality n. the friendly and generous reception or entertainment of guests or strangers 热情款待

insulting adj. offending one self-respect or modesty 侮辱性的

bruise v. inflict a bruise on 使受淤伤

selfish adj. deficient in consideration for others 自私的

breath n. slight movement of air 轻风




6．湖畔之约

那天晚饭后，劳拉和我散步来到湖边。周围的环境昏暗而压抑，但至少我们可以单独在一起。

“我不愿对你有任何秘密，玛丽安，”劳拉开口说，“但是，我相信你已经猜到我婚后的生活是什么样子。在意大利，珀西瓦尔爵士跟我说了很多恶毒的话，我只能借助回忆同沃尔特·哈特里特在一起的幸福时光来寻求安慰。我得告诉你，玛丽安，珀西瓦尔爵士现在已经知道沃尔特是我所爱的人了。”

我的眼睛紧盯着她，心中仅存的一线希望也开始泯灭了。

“那是在罗马的一次聚会上，几个从伦敦来的朋友说我应该学学绘画，并向我推荐哈特里特先生。听到他的名字，我无法控制自己的感情，这些被我丈夫看到了。‘就是他，对吗？’他狞笑着问我，‘哈特里特先生的事我们走着瞧。你和他都会后悔一辈子的。’玛丽安，他抓住这件事一天又一天地折磨我。”

“噢，劳拉！”我搂住她。这都是我的错——是的，是我的错！我还记得我告诉沃尔特必须离开的时候，他脸上那惨淡绝望的表情。是我把两颗相爱的心拆开了。我这样做却成全了珀西瓦尔爵士。

成全了珀西瓦尔爵士。

*　　*　　*

天黑了下来，我们开始往回走。劳拉突然抓住我的胳膊，“玛丽安，你看！”

湖边有一个黑影，傍晚水面上升起的雾气遮住了我们的视线。我们开始加快脚步。

“我敢肯定有人跟踪我们，”劳拉低声说，“是男的还是女的？”她害怕得浑身发抖。

“在这样的光线里看不清，”我回答，然后大声喊道，“谁在那儿？”没有反应。

我们很快地穿过树林，回到家里。我把劳拉送上楼，然后就去查看家里的其他人都在哪儿。伯爵夫妇，仆人，管家——所有的人都在。湖边那个人影不是家里的人，那会是谁呢？

第二天，劳拉发现手镯丢了，她认为一定是丢在湖边了。她出去找手镯，我留在家里等克尔先生的信使。

1点到了。现在，我对家里的每个人都有怀疑，所以决定溜出去自己迎接信使。我尽量不让别人看见，独自来到大门口，又朝前走了一段。不一会儿，一辆马车过来了。我拦住车，问：“是去布莱克沃特庄园吗？”

一个男人探出头说：“是的，给哈尔库姆小姐送信。”

“把信给我吧，”我说，“我就是哈尔库姆小姐。”

我迫不及待地读了来信。

亲爱的哈尔库姆小姐，你的来信令我深感不安。情况很可能是只要有格莱德夫人的签字，珀西瓦尔爵士就可以借走她的20,000英镑或其中一部分，几乎可以肯定这是不合法的。任何我没有仔细看过的文件，格莱德夫人都不要签字。

此致，威廉·克尔

我满怀感激地读完信，告诉信使我明白了信的意思。正说着，福斯科伯爵突然从拐角那边走了出来，出现在我的面前。我没有任何思想准备，两眼盯着他，一句话也说不出来。信使赶车离开了，伯爵挽着我的手臂往回走。

路上，他兴致勃勃地说这说那，没有问任何关于信和信使的事，我想他已经什么都知道了。他肯定偷看了我的信，然后又放回到邮袋里，现在也知道我收到了回信。没有必要再瞒他什么，所以我什么话也不说，尽量表现得镇定。

回到庄园，我们发现珀西瓦尔爵士已经回来了，看上去情绪更加糟糕。我告诉他劳拉出去找手镯了，他生气地咕哝道：

“什么手镯不手镯的，我半小时后必须在书房见她。”

我转身朝屋里走，但听见身后伯爵对珀西瓦尔说：“我可以跟你在草坪上谈5分钟吗？”

他们俩一起走开了，我走进客厅，思考着刚发生的一切。不一会儿，门轻轻地开了，福斯科伯爵出现在门口。

“好消息，哈尔库姆小姐，”他说，“签字的事推迟了，我想你一定放心了吧。”

我还没来得及从惊讶中回过神来，他就出去了。毫无疑问，是他施加了影响才有现在的变化。他发现我给伦敦写信并且收到了回信，于是他开始干预。还有很多事需要考虑，但我实在累极了，再加上天热，我睁不开眼睛，就这么睡着了。

醒来后，我发现劳拉的一只手搭在我的肩上。

“玛丽安！湖边那个人影。我刚跟她谈过了！她是安妮·凯瑟里克。瞧，她找到了我的手镯。”

我还在半梦半醒之间，迷迷糊糊地看着她问：“安妮·凯瑟里克？”

“是的！我正在船屋里找手镯，”劳拉接着说，“一个穿白衣服的女人进来，轻声说：‘费尔利小姐，你的手镯在我这儿。你的母亲一定不希望你把它弄丢了。’我一下子跳了起来，但她的声音非常友善，我很快就不害怕了。我问她怎么认识我母亲。她告诉我她叫安妮·凯瑟里克，问我记不记得小时候有一天同她还有母亲一道去利默里奇的学校。我确实记得。我突然发现我们俩长得很相像，只是她的脸看上去苍白、消瘦、疲惫。我久病之后可能就是那个样子。‘你为什么叫我费尔利小姐？’我问她。她回答说：‘因为我喜欢费尔利这个姓，憎恨格莱德这个姓。’”

“她提到你丈夫了吗？”我问。

“她说她写完那封信以后，没有勇气再呆在利默里奇阻止我和他结婚。她害怕他找到她，再把她关进精神病院。但是现在她不怕了，因为她现在病得很厉害，就要死了。然后，玛丽安，她说她和她母亲知道一个令我丈夫非常害怕的秘密。”

“什么秘密？快说啊！”我急切地问，“什么秘密？”

“她刚要告诉我，就听见外面有响动。‘有人，’她说，‘有人在盯着我们。明天这个时间到这儿来，我再告诉你。’说完，她就推开我走了。”

“噢，劳拉，劳拉，又一个机会跑掉了！你明天一定要去，那个秘密一定非常重要。我跟你去，躲在远处不让她看见。这次可不能叫她再跑了。”

我们沉默了一会儿。然后，劳拉不安地问：“珀西瓦尔爵士怎么还没来叫我们去书房签字呢？”

“对了，我刚才忘了告诉你，”我说，“多亏了福斯科伯爵，签字的事推迟了。”

“为什么？”劳拉惊疑地问，“珀西瓦尔爵士那么急需钱，怎么会推迟呢？”

“我听珀西瓦尔爵士的律师提过另一个计划，要做一份保证三个月后还钱的文件。”

“噢，玛丽安！”她说，“那可太好了。”

“是很好，但愿这是真的。”

那天晚上，珀西瓦尔爵士对大家，尤其对劳拉，非常有礼貌，甚至可以说是非常好。这一定是伯爵的功劳，我对此很担心。这背后到底隐藏着什么？我想珀西瓦尔爵士昨天突然离开，肯定是去韦明翰找凯瑟里克太太了。他得到什么消息没有？他下一步想干什么？一个晚上，我越来越放心不下。睡觉时我对明天将要发生的事情异常担心。

*　　*　　*

我的担心没有错。第二天，劳拉和我商量好，午饭后她先一个人到船屋去，过一会儿我再去，尽量不让安妮·凯瑟里克看见我，以免她被我这个陌生人吓跑。

上午，珀西瓦尔爵士比往常出去得更早，连午饭也没来吃，因此我们实施计划也更容易一些。然而，我蹑手蹑脚来到船屋后面的时候，却听不到一点儿动静。我进去寻找，轻声叫着劳拉的名字。可是没有人回答，也没有人影。我来到屋外，仔细察看地面，发现沙地上有两个人的脚印——大一些的像是男人的，小一些的我敢肯定是劳拉的。船屋墙边的沙地上还有一个小坑。

我担心极了，赶忙回到庄园。我见到的第一个人是管家米切尔森太太。

“你知道格莱德夫人回来了吗？”我问。

“是的，她回来了，哈尔库姆小姐。可能出了什么不幸的事。格莱德夫人哭着跑上了楼，珀西瓦尔爵士叫我把她的仆人范妮辞退了。”

我的心一下子沉了下来。范妮是劳拉从利默里奇带来的贴身仆人，也是我们两人在这里唯一信任的人。

我跑上楼，来到劳拉的房门口。房门紧闭，珀西瓦尔的一个仆人站在门口。

“让开，”我大声说，“你没看见我要进去吗？”

“你不能进去，”仆人说，“我得听主人的吩咐。”

我肺都要气炸了，转身下楼去找珀西瓦尔爵士。他和伯爵夫妇正在书房。

“你妻子的房间是监狱吗？”我眼睛直盯着他问道。

“是的，你是应该明白这点。”他回答。

“请注意你是如何对待你妻子的！”我愤怒地嚷着。“妇女受法律的保护，我会告你的。”

珀西瓦尔爵士没有接我的话，而是转向了伯爵。伯爵用他那平静、冷漠的灰眼睛看着我。但开口的是伯爵夫人。

“谢谢你的热情款待，珀西瓦尔爵士，”她突然说道。“但是，今天你的妻子和哈尔库姆小姐在这里受到如此的对待，我是不能再呆下去了！”

珀西瓦尔爵士目瞪口呆地盯着伯爵夫人，他跟我一样心里明白，没有伯爵的准许，她是不会说这番话的。

“我同意我妻子的话。”伯爵不紧不慢地说。

珀西瓦尔骂了一句，然后气哼哼地低声说：“好吧，你们要怎样就怎样吧。”说完，他走了出去。

“我们让英国脾气最坏的人明白道理了，”伯爵说，“多亏你的勇气，哈尔库姆小姐，这个令人难堪的局面终于结束了。”

我试图以正常的方式讲话，可是却做不到。伯爵走出了书房，几分钟后回来说，格莱德夫人在她自己的家里重获自由了。我立刻冲上楼来到劳拉的房间。她一个人在里面，我进去得太急了，没有关好门。

“玛丽安！”劳拉感激地说，“你是怎么进来的？”

“当然是伯爵帮的忙。”我回答。

“那个可怕的人！”她大声说，“他是个可恶的奸细！”

就在这时，我听到有人敲门。来的是伯爵夫人，她给我送刚才落在楼下的手绢。她脸色苍白，看了她的眼神，我就明白她一直在门口偷听。

“哦，劳拉，”伯爵夫人走了以后，我对劳拉说，“你不应该管伯爵叫奸细，我们都会后悔的。”

“他真的是奸细，玛丽安！昨天在湖边有人跟踪我，那人就是他。是他告诉珀西瓦尔的，珀西瓦尔整个上午都在等我和安妮·凯瑟里克。凯瑟里克没来，我在沙地小坑里找到一张纸条，上面说一个胖老头昨天跟踪她。那人没有抓住她，但是她今天下午不敢来了。她一大早就来藏了纸条，还说她会很快再来见我，告诉我珀西瓦尔爵士的秘密。”

“那张纸条呢？”我问，“在你手里吗？”

“没有。我正在看的时候，珀西瓦尔爵士出现在我面前。他把纸条夺过去，要我告诉他安妮·凯瑟里克说了什么。他那么用力地抓我的手臂！——看，都青了。我能怎么办，玛丽安？我一点儿办法也没有，只好都告诉他了。”

我看着劳拉手臂上的伤，心里恨透了珀西瓦尔爵士却敢怒不敢言。

“可他还不相信我，”劳拉继续说道，“他说他知道凯瑟里克还告诉了我很多事，我不说实话，他就把我锁起来。然后他把我带回庄园，下令辞退范妮，还把我锁在房间里。噢，玛丽安，他简直像个疯子！我们该怎么办呢？”

“他是疯了——因为他害怕。他认为你知道了他的秘密，”我说，“我必须采取行动保护你——谁知道我还可以在这儿呆多久呢？”我冥思苦想了几分钟，“我要写两封信让范妮带走。我再也不能相信那个邮袋了。一封给克尔先生，告诉他你的伤和珀西瓦尔爵士的粗暴行为。”

“那另外一封呢？”劳拉迫不及待地问。

“给费尔利先生，”我回答，“你那懒惰、自私的叔叔。我要让他请你回一次利默里奇，不带你丈夫。”

离开劳拉，我回到自己的房间，开始写信。范妮已经离开了庄园，今晚住在村里的旅店，明天动身长途旅行去坎伯兰郡。我想我晚饭前有时间到旅店，然后再回来。所以，我悄悄地溜出庄园，朝村子走去。

我不时回头张望，看是否有人跟踪。或许是我的想象在作怪？现在，我开始怀疑一切——任何小的声响，路上的影子，一切风吹草动。刚才写信的时候，我觉得门外有丝绸衣服的响动。我甚至怀疑是否有人来我房间偷看过我桌子里的东西。我加快了脚步，尽量不去想这些。

来到小旅店，我在范妮的房间见到了她。离开劳拉让她难过得哭了起来。但是，当我告诉她格莱德夫人和我需要她的帮助时，她不哭了。

“这儿有两封信，”我说，“一封你明天到伦敦后寄给克尔先生，另一封你到利默里奇后亲手交给费尔利先生。一定把信收好。”

范妮把信塞到衣服里。“我把信放在这儿，小姐，”她说，“我会照你的吩咐去做。”




7
A conversation in the night

I arrived back at the house with only twenty minutes to get ready for dinner — and to slip into Laura's room to say that the letters were safely in Fanny's hands.

Laura looked pale. 'I'm not coming down to dinner,' she said. 'Sir Percival came to my door, shouting at me to tell him where Anne Catherick is.'

'At least that means he hasn't found her yet,' I said.

At dinner the Count looked hot and red in the face, and his clothes were a little untidy. Had he been out too, I wondered? He seemed troubled by some secret annoyance or anxiety, and was almost as silent as Sir Percival. At the end of the meal, when Madame Fosco and I left the table, the Count stood up too.

'Where are you going, Fosco?' Sir Percival said. 'Sit down and have another glass of wine. I want a quiet talk with you.'

'Not now, Percival. Later,' he answered.

Earlier in the day I had heard Sir Percival make the same request, and this was the second time the Count had postponed the talk. Why, I wondered? And what was it that Sir Percival wanted to discuss so urgently?

We went into the living room and Madame Fosco, usually so slow and deliberate in her movements, drank her tea at great speed and then slipped quietly out of the room. I began to leave too, but the Count stopped me, first by a request for more tea, then by asking my opinion on some music, and then by playing several noisy Italian songs on the piano. Eventually, I escaped from him and went up to Laura's room. Had she seen or heard anything of Madame Fosco, I asked? No, she had not. We talked together till ten o'clock, and then I went downstairs again to say goodnight. Sir Percival, the Count and his wife were sitting together in the living room. I noticed that Madame Fosco's face was now hot and red. Where had she been, and what had she been doing? As I looked at her, she gave a little smile, as though at some private joke.

I said goodnight to everybody, and as I left the room, I heard Sir Percival say impatiently to the Count, 'Come outside and have a smoke, Fosco.'

'With pleasure, Percival, when all the ladies have gone to bed,' replied the Count.

Up in my room, I could not stop myself thinking about this private discussion between Sir Percival and the Count, postponed all day and now, it seemed, about to take place in the silence and loneliness of the night. After a while, I went from my bedroom into my sitting room, and closed the door between the rooms. It was dark, as no candles were lit, and I looked out of the open window for some time, down into the blackness of the garden. There was a smell like rain in the still, heavy air.

Suddenly I saw two red points of light advancing in the dark and stopping below my bedroom window, inside which a candle was burning. One red point was small, the other was big. The Count smoking a cigarette, and Sir Percival smoking a cigar, I think. They could not see me in the darkness of my sitting room, so I waited to hear what they said.

'Why don't you come in and sit down?' Sir Percival said.

'Wait till we see that light go out,' replied the Count. 'When I know she's in bed, and I have checked the rooms on each side of the library, then we will talk.'

Such secrecy! I decided I must listen to this conversation, in spite of the Count's efforts to keep it private. The idea terrified me, but Laura's happiness — perhaps even her life — might depend on what I heard. How could I do it? I realized I could get out on to the flat verandah roof which ran past the bedrooms, about three feet below the windows. It was narrow, but there was room to move along it till I was above the library window. The Count and Sir Percival usually sat near the open window, smoking, and if they did, I would be able to hear them from above.

I went back to my bedroom, put on a long dark cloak with a hood, and put out the candle. Then, after a while, I returned to my sitting room and climbed out of the window on to the verandah roof. My heart began to beat very fast. I had to pass five windows — four were dark, but the fifth window was the Countess's room, and it looked out over the exact place above the library where I planned to sit. And there was still a light in it. I crept along the roof, then went down on my hands and knees to pass her window. As I passed, I looked up — and saw her shadow against the thin curtains at the window...

I stop breathing. Has she heard me? Will she look out? No, the shadow moves away, she's gone. Now I move to my position at the edge of the roof and begin to listen. Are they there, or have they gone elsewhere for their talk? Ah, I can hear the Count's voice.

'Miss Halcombe's light is out, the rooms next door are empty, the only window with a light in is my wife's — so now we may talk. We are at a serious crisis in our affairs, Percival, and we must decide about the future tonight.'

'It's a worse crisis than you think,' growls Sir Percival.

'Listen, Percival. This is our situation. We both came to this house in need of money and the only way of getting it was with the help of your wife. Now what did I tell you? I told you never to lose your temper with her, and especially never with her sister, Miss Halcombe. And have you remembered this? Not once. Your mad temper lost your wife's signature, lost the ready money, made Miss Halcombe write to the lawyer for the first time —'

'First time! Has she written again?'

'Yes, she has written again today.'

What! How does he know that? Did he follow me to the hotel? But even if he did, he couldn't have seen the letters — they went straight from my hand to Fanny's dress. So how does he know?

'You're lucky,' the Count continues, 'that you have me in the house to undo the harm that you do. Lucky that I said no when you were mad enough to make your wife a prisoner and keep her from Miss Halcombe. Can't you see that Miss Halcombe has the courage and understanding of a man? How I admire that woman! But she stands like a rock between us and that pretty little wife of yours. Now, the money. We have obtained a loan — a horribly expensive loan — by signing a document promising to repay it in three months. When the time comes, is there really no way to repay the money except by the help of your wife?'

'None.'

'What money do you actually get from your wife at present?'

'Only the income from her twenty thousand pounds.'

'Do you expect any more from your wife?'

'Absolutely nothing — except in the case of her death.'

'Aha! In the case of her death.'

A pause. It has begun to rain, and already I feel wet and cold.

Sir Percival again. 'If she leaves no children, I get her twenty thousand pounds.'

'Percival! Do you care about your wife?'

'Fosco! That's a very direct question.'

'Let's say your wife dies before the end of the summer — '

'Forget it, Fosco!'

'You would gain twenty thousand pounds.'

'Speak for yourself as well as for me, Fosco. You would also gain — my wife's death would be ten thousand pounds in your wife's pocket.'

'Percival, here is the position. If your wife lives, you pay that debt with her signature on the document. If your wife dies, you pay the debt with her death.'

The light in Madame Fosco's room goes out, and the verandah roof is now sunk in darkness. The rain continues. I Listen with every nerve in my body, memorizing word after word.

'Percival, you must now leave this matter in my hands. I have more than two months to find the solution, so let's not talk about it any more. Let me help you with your other difficulty — the difficulty that seems to have the name of Anne Catherick.'

'Look, Fosco, we may be friends, but we still have our secrets. This does not concern you. Please don't ask me about it.'

'My friend, I can respect a secret. So I won't ask you to tell me. But can I help you all the same?'

'If I don't find Anne Catherick, I'm a lost man. Both she and her mother know this — this secret. It could ruin me, Fosco. Anne Catherick has spoken to my wife and I'm sure she's told her.'

'But as your wife, surely it's in her interest to keep it a secret?'

'If she loved me, that would be true. But she's in love with someone she met before we married, a drawing teacher called Walter Hartright. And who helped Anne Catherick escape from the asylum? Hartright. Who saw her again in Cumberland? Hartright. He knows the secret, and my wife knows the secret. If they get together, they will use it against me.'

'Yes, yes, I see. Where is Mr Hartright?'

'Out of the country. He sailed for America.'

'Don't worry, then. I will deal with him if he ever comes back. Depend on it. But first we must find Anne Catherick. What about her mother? Can she be trusted?'

'It's in her interest not to tell anyone the secret.'

'Good. Now, how will I recognize Anne Catherick?'

'Easily. She's the pale, sickly likeness of my wife.'

A noise as a chair is pushed back. The Count has jumped to his feet and is walking about. He seems amazed.

'What!!! Are she and your wife related to each other?'

'Not at all.'

'And yet so alike? Well, I will know her when I see her.'

'What the devil are you laughing about, Fosco?'

'Just a thought, my good friend, just a thought. But enough for tonight. You will pay the debt and find Anne Catherick. I promise you. You can put your mind at rest, Percival.'

Not another word is spoken. I hear the library door close. I am wet to the skin, stiff and aching with the cold. At first I can't move, but slowly, painfully, I creep back to my window and climb in. As I fall on the floor, I hear the clock strike a quarter past one. Time passes. Somehow I manage to get up and put on dry clothes. I am burning hot — and shivering with cold. I know I must write down what I have heard, so I find paper and pen and write without stopping. The fever rises in me, burning, burning. I open the window for cool air...

Eight o'clock. Bright sunshine, which hammers at my eyes. My head aches, my bones ache, my skin burns, yet I cannot stop shivering. I lie down to sleep, my writing finished, and in my fever I see Count Fosco come into my room and read the pages I have written. He smiles. I am helpless — unable to move, speak, breathe... and I sink into the long, black night of illness...



untidy adj. not neat or orderly 不整齐的

deliberate adj. leisurely, unhurried 不慌不忙的

impatiently adv. lacking patience or tolerance 不耐烦地；着急地

go out put out 吹灭；熄灭

verandah n. an open area with a floor and a roof that is built on the side of a house on the ground floor 游廊

crisis n. time of danger or difficulty 危机

understanding n. the ability to understand or think 见识

memorize v. commit to memory 记住

in her interest as something that is advantageous to her 对她有利

hammer at inflict pain at 使疼痛




7．深夜密谈

我回到庄园时，只剩20分钟就要吃晚餐了——我还得溜进劳拉的房间，告诉她信已经安全地交给范妮了。

劳拉脸色苍白。“我不下楼吃晚饭了，”她说，“珀西瓦尔爵士刚来过，站在门口朝我大喊，要我告诉他安妮·凯瑟里克在哪儿。”

“这起码说明他还没找到她。”我说。

吃晚饭的时候，福斯科伯爵满脸通红，衣服也有些不整。他也出去了吗，我心里疑惑。他似乎有什么秘密的困扰，几乎和珀西瓦尔爵士一样一言不发。吃罢饭，伯爵夫人和我往外走的时候，伯爵也站起身。

“你去哪里，福斯科？”珀西瓦尔爵士问道，“坐下再喝一杯。我要同你单独谈一谈。”

“现在不行，珀西瓦尔。以后吧。”伯爵回答。

白天的时候我也听到珀西瓦尔爵士提出同样的要求，这是一天之内伯爵第二次推迟和珀西瓦尔谈话了。为什么呢？我不明白。珀西瓦尔爵士这么着急要和伯爵谈什么呢？

我们走进客厅，平常总是慢条斯理的伯爵夫人迅速地喝完茶，不声不响地走了出去。我也朝外面走，但是伯爵叫住了我。他先是要我帮他添茶，然后又问我对某些音乐的看法，还在钢琴上弹了几首闹哄哄的意大利曲子。最后，我才得以离开他，来到劳拉的房间。我问她有没有看见伯爵夫人或是听见她的动静？她说没有。我们俩一直聊到10点，我下楼跟大家道晚安。珀西瓦尔爵士和伯爵夫妇都在客厅坐着。我注意到伯爵夫人的脸通红。她刚才去哪儿了，干什么去了？看到我在打量她，伯爵夫人笑了笑，好像我们两个私下开过什么玩笑似的。

我同大家道了晚安。离开客厅的时候，我听见珀西瓦尔爵士不耐烦地对伯爵说：“到外面来抽支烟，福斯科。”

“好的，珀西瓦尔。等女士们都去睡了以后。”伯爵说。

回到楼上的房间，我还在想珀西瓦尔爵士和伯爵的密谈，拖了一天，到现在终于要在寂静的夜晚进行了。过了一会儿，我从卧室来到我的客厅，把房门关好。房间漆黑一片，没有点蜡烛。我透过窗子向外望了一会儿，外面的花园一片黑暗，宁静、潮湿的空气中有一种雨的味道。

突然，我看到黑暗中有两个红色的亮点在移动，然后在我卧室的窗下停住了，我卧室里点着一支蜡烛。一个亮点小，另一个大些。我想肯定是伯爵在抽烟卷，珀西瓦尔爵士在抽雪茄。我的客厅是黑的，他们看不见我。因此，我在客厅等着听他们说什么。

“为什么不进屋，坐下来谈？”珀西瓦尔爵士说。

“等到那蜡烛灭了再说，”伯爵说，“等她睡了，我再查看一下书房两边的房间，然后我们再谈。”

那么机密！不管伯爵怎样保密，我一定要听听这场谈话。这个想法使我很害怕，但是劳拉的幸福——甚或她的生命——可能都跟我听到的内容有关。我怎么去偷听呢？我想到可以从游廊的平顶上过去，平顶连着好几间卧室，比窗户大约低3英尺。顶子很窄，但还是可以过去，到达书房窗户的上面。伯爵和珀西瓦尔爵士经常坐在敞开的窗子旁抽烟，如果是这样的话，我就可以从上面偷听他们的谈话了。

我回到卧室，穿上一件长长的带有兜帽的黑色斗篷，吹灭了蜡烛。呆了一会儿，我回到客厅，爬出窗户来到游廊的平顶上。我的心跳开始加速。我必须爬过五个窗子，其中四个已经没有了亮光，可第五个是伯爵夫人的房间，那儿恰好在书房上面，正是我要偷听的地方。而且，伯爵夫人的房间里还亮着烛光。我沿着平顶往前移动，然后手脚并用地爬过她的窗子。经过她窗下时，我抬头看了看——透过薄薄的窗帘看见她在窗前的身影……

我屏住呼吸。她是不是听见我在这儿了？她会向外看吗？没有，影子移开了，她走了。我来到平顶的边上，找好了偷听的位置。他们在这儿吗？会不会到别的地方去谈？啊，我听见伯爵的声音了。

“哈尔库姆小姐房间的蜡烛灭了，这两边的房间没人，唯一有亮光的窗户是我妻子的房间——好了，我们现在可以谈了。珀西瓦尔，我们的事现在出现了严重危机，今晚我们必须计划一下该怎么办。”

“事情比你想的还要糟。”珀西瓦尔爵士嘀咕着。

“听着，珀西瓦尔。这就是我们两人的处境。我们都是为了钱才到这个庄园来的，而得到钱的唯一途径是通过你的妻子。我跟你说过什么？我告诉你千万不要跟你妻子发脾气，尤其不能和她姐姐哈尔库姆小姐发脾气。可是你记住了吗？根本没有。你的坏脾气让我们失去了你妻子的签字，到手的钱没了，还让哈尔库姆小姐给律师写了第一封信——”

“第一封信？她又写信了吗？”

“是的，她今天又写信了。”

什么！他是怎么知道的？他是不是跟踪我去了旅店？但是就算他去了，也不会看到那两封信的——信是直接从我手里到了范妮的衣服里的。那他是怎么知道的呢？

“你很走运，”伯爵接着说，“有我在这儿帮你解决麻烦。你很走运，在你发疯一样把你的妻子当犯人关起来，不让她见哈尔库姆小姐的时候，我出来阻拦了你。你看不出来吗？哈尔库姆小姐具有男人一样的勇气和见识，我非常敬佩她！但是，她就像挡在我们和你那漂亮小妻子之间的一块巨石。现在说钱的问题。我们得到了一笔贷款——一笔代价极大的贷款——我们签了字，答应三个月后还钱。到时候，除了靠你妻子就没有任何办法还钱了吗？”

“没有。”

“你现在从你妻子那儿可以得到什么钱？”

“只有她那20,000英镑带来的收入。”

“你还能从你妻子身上得到更多的钱吗？”

“一分都没有——除非她死了”

“呵！除非她死了。”

谈话暂停了。天开始下雨，我感到身上又湿又冷。

珀西瓦尔爵士接着说：“如果她没留下孩子，我可以得到她那20,000英镑。”

“珀西瓦尔！你真的在乎你妻子吗？”

“福斯科！这个问题太直接了。”

“假如你妻子在夏末死去——”

“别说了，福斯科！”

“你会得到20,000英镑。”

“别光说我，还有你，福斯科。你也会受益，我妻子死了，你妻子口袋里就会装进10,000英镑。”

“珀西瓦尔，这就是现在的局面。如果你妻子活着，你需要得到她签字来还债；如果你妻子死了，你就用她的死来还债。”

福斯科夫人房间的烛光熄灭了，游廊顶上一团漆黑。雨还在下。我全神贯注地听着，把每个字都记在心里。

“珀西瓦尔，你现在必须把这件事交给我来办，我有两个多月的时间去想办法，现在咱们先不谈这个。让我来帮你解决另一个麻烦——那个好像和安妮·凯瑟里克这个名字有关的麻烦。”

“瞧，福斯科，我们或许是朋友，但我们都有各自的秘密。这件事与你无关。请你不要问我这件事。”

“我的朋友，我可以尊重你的秘密。我不问你的秘密是什么，但不管怎么说，我能帮你点儿什么吗？”

“假如找不到安妮·凯瑟里克，我就完了。她和她母亲都知道那个——那个秘密。那个秘密会毁了我，福斯科。安妮·凯瑟里克找过我妻子，我敢肯定她已经把秘密告诉我妻子了。”

“可是，作为你的妻子，保守这个秘密不也对她有好处吗？”

“如果她爱我，应该是这样的。但是，她爱上了一个她在我们结婚以前认识的人，一个叫沃尔特·哈特里特的绘画教师。是谁帮助安妮·凯瑟里克从精神病院逃走的？是哈特里特。又是谁在坎伯兰郡跟她见面？还是哈特里特。他知道这个秘密，我妻子也知道这个秘密。要是他们两个聚到一块儿，肯定利用这个秘密来对付我。”

“说的对，说的对，我明白了。哈特里特先生现在在哪儿？”

“在国外。他去美洲了。”

“那就不用担心了。他要是回来，我来对付他。你放心。不过我们还是要先找到安妮·凯瑟里克。她母亲呢？可信吗？”

“保守这个秘密对她有好处。”

“很好。不过我怎么才能认出安妮·凯瑟里克来？”

“这容易。她长得很像我妻子，只是脸色苍白，面容憔悴。”

我听见向后移动椅子的声响。伯爵站了起来，在屋里来回走动着，他显得非常惊讶。

[image: alt]

“什么！她跟你妻子有亲戚关系吗？”

“一点儿没有。”

“那就这么相像？我见到她会认出来的。”

“你到底在笑什么，福斯科？”

“只是一个想法，我的好朋友，一个想法而己。不过今晚就谈到这儿。你会还清债务，找到安妮·凯瑟里克的。我敢保证。你就放心吧，珀西瓦尔。”

谈话结束了。我听到书房的门关上了。我身上已经湿透，身体被冻得又僵又疼。起初整个人都动不了。我艰难地慢慢爬回我的窗边，爬进屋里。我跳到地板上时，听见钟响了，1点一刻。时间过得真快。我挣扎着起来，换上干衣服。我浑身发烫——同时也冷得打哆嗦。我明白我必须把听到的全都写下来，于是找出纸笔，开始不停地写起来。我烧得越来越厉害，浑身好像着了火。我打开窗户，让冷空气进来……

8点了。明媚的阳光使我的眼睛隐隐作痛。我头痛得非常厉害，全身酸痛，而且发烫，还不停地打哆嗦。我躺下睡觉，记录已经写完了。迷迷糊糊地，我看见福斯科伯爵进到我的房间，看了我写的东西。他笑了笑。我毫无办法——不能动，不能说话，不能呼吸……我陷入长长的昏迷，眼前一片黑暗……




8
Fever

While I lay unconscious in my illness, I knew nothing, of course, of the events happening around me. It was only much later that I learnt from other people what had happened.

When I eventually returned to Limmeridge, Fanny told me about the letters and the night she had left Blackwater.

'You left me at about seven, miss, and at nine o'clock I had another visitor — the Countess! Yes, I was so surprised. But she was very kind. She saw that I was upset at leaving and insisted on having some tea with me. So I drank my tea, and five minutes later I fainted — for the first time in my life! When I woke up, it was about half an hour later. A lady from the hotel was looking after me as the Countess had had to go home. I checked the letters in my dress, miss, and they were both there, quite safe.

'And just as you told me, in London I posted the letter to Mr Kyrle, and as soon as I got to Limmeridge, I delivered the other letter personally to Mr Fairlie. I told him all about being dismissed by Sir Percival and everything, and what had happened at the hotel, but, well, he didn't seem very interested, miss.'

That last piece of information did not surprise me in the least. Had Laura's uncle ever been interested in anybody except himself? When I went to talk to him, he was full of excuses.

'My nerves, dear Marian, remember my nerves! Yes, of course I will tell you about the letters, but please don't get excited and go around banging doors! Try to stay calm.'

'I suppose my letter about Laura upset you,' I said.

'Of course it did, dear Marian! What was I to do? You told me Laura needed to escape from her husband and to come to Limmeridge. But suppose Sir Percival had come after her? Think of the noise, the arguments, the banging of doors! That's why I wrote to you, to beg you to come here first by yourself, to talk the matter over with me.'

I never saw that letter, of course, as it arrived at Blackwater when I was unconscious with fever.

'And Mr Kyrle wrote to you as well, didn't he?' I said.

'Yes. He wrote to say he had received an envelope addressed to him in your handwriting, but which contained only a plain piece of paper without a word on it. He had written to you about it, and had received no reply. Why he expected me to explain this mystery, I had no idea. And that's what I told him.'

So helpful, I thought bitterly. But there was no point in saying anything. 'And were you surprised not to hear from me again?'

'Indeed I was, until my sister's foreign husband, that extraordinary Count Fosco, came to see me. Such a huge man!' said Mr Fairlie, his eyes closing at the memory. 'But surprisingly quiet on his feet. Anyway, he explained how ill you were, dear Marian, which was why you hadn't replied to my letter. I was extremely shocked and sorry to hear about your illness. But the Count did talk so much — I thought he would never leave!'

'And he persuaded you to write to Laura,' I said, trying to keep my voice calm and quiet.

'Yes, he urged me — in fact, practically ordered me — to invite Laura here at once. She was too nervous and upset to be of any use to you in the sick-room, he said, and the situation with Sir Percival was growing more dangerous every day. There was no trouble with the journey, because he and his wife had just rented a house in London. So Laura could travel up to London, stay the night with them, and travel on to Cumberland the next day.'

'So you wrote the letter and gave it to him,' I said.

'Where was the harm in it? In any case, I never for a moment thought that Laura would leave you alone when you were so ill. And how was I to know what shocking event was about to take place? No one could possibly say that I was to blame …'

*　　*　　*

I know now exactly who was to blame, but it took quite a time to put all the different pieces of information together. When I first began to be aware of my surroundings again during my recovery, I knew nothing, of course, about the letters. I knew only that I was not in my usual bedroom and there was a foreign lady looking after me. I had no idea who she was and she would not answer any of my questions. So I was very relieved a few days later when the familiar face of Mrs Michelson appeared.

'Oh, Mrs Michelson,' I said, 'I'm so glad to see you. Please tell me what's been happening.'

'You've had typhus fever, Miss Halcombe. You've been very ill. But you're getting stronger now, I'm happy to say.'

'Typhus! No wonder I feel so weak. And my sister, Lady Glyde — I do hope she didn't catch the infection?'

'No, no, she didn't.'

Mrs Michelson would not look me in the face, and I began to feel worried. Was she afraid to tell me something?

'Is my sister ill? Please, Mrs Michelson, I must know!'

'No, she's not ill. But... but she's not here. She went away yesterday to London, and is going on to Limmeridge today.'

I stared at her. Laura gone? I could not believe it. What did it mean? Had something terrible happened? I remembered the conversation I heard during the night on the verandah roof, and my heart filled with fear.

'And Sir Percival …?' I could not finish my question.

'Sir Percival left the house last night, to go abroad,' she said. 'The Count and Countess have gone to London, and the servants have all been dismissed, except for a cook and the gardener. You and I are the only people living in the house, Miss Halcombe.'

The shock of this news was so great that I felt faint. Mrs Michelson hurried to fetch me a glass of water.

'Oh, Miss Halcombe, I'm sorry,' she said. 'Try not to worry. You must rest now, and try to sleep a little.'

Later, when I felt stronger, we talked again. 'Tell me everything you can remember, from the day I fell ill,' I begged Mrs Michelson. 'I must know what happened.'

'Well, Miss Halcombe, on that first morning a servant found you, lying on your bed in a fever, holding a pen tightly in your hand. The doctor was called at once, a Mr Dawson, who said you were very ill. The Countess and I acted as your nurses — Lady Glyde wanted to help, but she was so upset at seeing you unconscious that she couldn't stop crying.

'Sir Percival and the Count were concerned about you too, though they seemed worried about something else as well. In fact, the Count spent three days down by the lake, at that old boat-house, and I remember he came in once when I was going through the hall. Sir Percival came rushing out of the library, saying, "Have you found her?" I didn't hear the answer and I have no idea who they were talking about.'

I had a very good idea who they were talking about, but it was obvious that Mrs Michelson didn't, so I said nothing.

'Your fever got worse,' Mrs Michelson went on. 'The Count said we needed a nurse to help us, so Madame Fosco took the train to London and came back with Mrs Rubelle.'

'Is that the foreign lady who was looking after me before you appeared, Mrs Michelson?' I asked.

'Yes, that's right. She didn't say very much, but she was a capable nurse. I had no complaints about her work. Mr Dawson, the doctor, was suspicious of her because she was recommended by the Count, and he didn't like the Count at all.'

'Why was that?' I asked.

'The Count had a lot of medical knowledge, you see, and he was always suggesting to Mr Dawson ways of reducing your fever. Mr Dawson called it interference and got quite angry about it. But in fact, miss, the Count recognized you had typhus fever before Mr Dawson did. He — the Count, that is — went away to London for a week, and when he came back, he took one look at you and said "Typhus". Mr Dawson sent to London for another doctor, who came and said the same thing. Then we had a very worrying ten days, when your life was in danger, but at last the doctor said you were through the worst and with good nursing care you would recover. Lady Glyde was so overcome by this happy news that she became ill herself and had to be put to bed.'

'My sister has always had delicate health,' I said.

'Yes, she's not strong. Anyway, Miss Halcombe, it was at this point that disturbing things started to happen. First, the Count and Mr Dawson argued again so fiercely that Mr Dawson left, saying he refused to offer his services any more. Next, Sir Percival told me that he was going to close the house. As soon as you and Lady Glyde were able to travel, he said, you would be going away for a change of air. He told me to dismiss all the servants, except a girl to do the cooking, and a gardener. Imagine! Just like that! I tell you, Miss Halcombe, if I hadn't felt so sorry for you and Lady Glyde, I would have resigned at once!

'The last thing was very strange indeed,' said Mrs Michelson, shaking her head. 'Sir Percival said that you and Lady Glyde would benefit from a stay at the seaside town of Torquay. He told me to go there to look for a suitable house to rent, and told me how much money I could pay. Well, I knew it wasn't enough, and I wish now that I hadn't gone, but he was my employer so I thought I had to obey his orders. I returned yesterday, after two days away, and told Sir Percival that it was impossible to find a house at such a low rent. Sir Percival showed no interest in my news at all. He just said that the Count and Countess had left Blackwater Park for their new house in London.'

Mrs Michelson looked at me anxiously. 'I think you'll find the next part of the story very upsetting,' she said. 'Poor Lady Glyde was cruelly deceived by her husband.'

'You don't surprise me,' I murmured. 'Please go on.'

'After seeing Sir Percival, I went upstairs to see you and Lady Glyde. Your sister, though still very weak, was feeling better and wanted to get up and go and visit you in your room. I helped her to dress and as we went down the passage, we met Sir Percival.

'"If you're going to see your sister, you won't find her," Sir Percival says. "She left the house yesterday with Fosco and his wife. She decided to go with them to London, on her way to Limmeridge. Mrs Rubelle went too, to look after her on the journey. You can look in her room if you don't believe me."

'I was shocked and amazed by this, and Lady Glyde's face went as white as a sheet. She almost ran down the passage and threw open the door to your room. It was empty.

'Then she cries out to Sir Percival, "Marian was much too ill to travel. Even if she did go, she would never leave without saying goodbye to me first. And why would she go to Limmeridge alone, leaving me here at Blackwater Park?"

'"Because your uncle won't receive you till he has seen your sister first," says Sir Percival. "Have you forgotten the letter he wrote to her at the beginning of her illness?"

'All through this interview, Miss Halcombe, I thought Sir Percival seemed very strange — jumpy and nervous, not at all his usual self. And now he just turned and walked away. Lady Glyde was shaking with fear, and looked at me with terror in her eyes. "Something's happened to my sister. I must follow her — I must see that she's alive and well with my own eyes. Please, Mrs Michelson, come down with me to Sir Percival. Stay with me, please!" She held my arm so tightly that I had to go with her.

'Sir Percival was in the dining room, drinking. He drank at least four glasses of wine while we were in there, Miss Halcombe. Lady Glyde was very brave, I thought. She said, "If my sister is well enough to travel, then so am I. Please allow me to follow her at once by the afternoon train."

'Sir Percival was so rude and rough with her. "You can go tomorrow," he said. "I'll write to Fosco. He can meet you at the station and you'll stay at his house overnight."

'Lady Glyde's hand began to tremble violently on my arm. "I would rather not stay at the Count's house," she said.

'Sir Percival then got very angry. "Why not?" he shouted." What's wrong with sleeping at your aunt's house? Your sister slept there last night to break her journey, and so will you. That's what your uncle, Mr Fairlie, wants you to do as well. Here — there's a letter from him. I forgot to send it up to you."

'Poor Lady Glyde was shaking so much that she gave me the letter to read to her. It was very short. I remember it, word for word: Dear Laura, please come whenever you like. Break the journey by sleeping at your aunt's house. Sorry to hear of Marian's illness. Your fond uncle, Frederick Fairlie.

'Lady Glyde didn't try to argue any more, and we went back upstairs. It seemed quite a sensible plan to me, Miss Halcombe, and I couldn't understand why Lady Glyde was so terrified of Count Fosco. She walked up and down her room, whispering, "Poor Marian — in that horrible man's power! I must find her, even if I have to follow her to Count Fosco's house."

'The next day I helped Lady Glyde get ready and went with her to the station. "If Marian has already left for Limmeridge, I won't stay at the Count's house," she told me. "I'll go and stay with Mrs Vesey, my old governess." As the train pulled away, I saw her pale, frightened face at the window. I felt so sad for her.

'Then I came back here. Imagine my surprise, Miss Halcombe, when I saw Mrs Rubelle walking in the garden! "What are you doing here?" I said. "You went to London with the Foscos and Miss Halcombe!" And then it all came out. You were still in the house. While I was out of the way in Torquay, they moved you to a room in an unused part of the house and kept you hidden. You must have been in a very deep sleep when they moved you. Perhaps they drugged you — I don't know. Then Sir Percival appeared and gave me this explanation. It was all for his wife's own good, he said. She needed a change of air, and would not have gone to Limmeridge if she had known that you were still in the house. He spoke in such a violent, angry way that I did not dare to express my opinion.

'So you see, Miss Halcombe, that was how poor Lady Glyde was deceived. It was wicked and cruel. I would have resigned my position immediately, but Sir Percival told me that Mrs Rubelle was leaving and there would be no one to look after you if I left too. So, naturally, I stayed. Sir Percival left last night, as I told you. The gardener said he seemed half mad. He called for his carriage, and drove away like an escaped criminal, saying his house was a prison and he would never return to it. I hope and pray, Miss Halcombe, that I never see that man again.'

Poor Laura — how she must have suffered! There was nothing I could do. I could not go after her as I was too weak even to stand. I hoped desperately that she had found out about the deception and would write soon to tell me that she was safe.

*　　*　　*

A letter came a few days later, but it was not for me, and not from Laura. It was for Mrs Michelson from Madame Fosco.

Mrs Michelson came into my room with the letter in her hand. Mr Dawson, who had agreed to be my doctor again now that the Count had gone, was behind her. I took one look at both their faces, and sat up in bed, terrified.

'What is it?' I gasped. 'You have some dreadful news for me. I can see it in your faces.'

Mrs Michelson sat down on the edge of the bed and took my hand. 'Your poor, dear sister, Lady Glyde...' she began.

The room began to darken around me, as though night was falling, and the words seemed to come from a great distance.

'... was taken seriously ill when she arrived at her aunt's house in London, and died the next day, very suddenly. She is to be buried at Limmeridge, in her mother's grave.'

*　　*　　*

Kind Mrs Michelson nursed me through my second illness, with Mr Dawson's help. I was not able to travel for more than three weeks, but eventually I found the strength to leave that hated house and return to Limmeridge. Mrs Michelson and I travelled together to London, where I went to see Mr Kyrle. To him I revealed the terrible suspicions in my mind about the circumstances of my sister's death. He was most concerned and promised to make enquiries for me.

I went on to Limmeridge House and a few days later Mr Kyrle wrote to me there. He had taken statements from several witnesses, he said, and was convinced that nothing suspicious had happened. He sent copies of the statements for my information. This was the one by the Count's cook, Mrs Hester Pinhorn:




I was recently employed as a cook by the Count and Countess Fosco at 5 Forest Road, St John's Wood. One day near the end of July, the Countess's niece, Lady Glyde, arrived at the house. She immediately fell ill. I saw her lying on the sofa, her face all white. I ran out for a doctor and came back with Mr Goodricke. He examined her and said she had a very serious heart disease. During the night she got worse. Then, at about five o'clock the next day, she lost consciousness. The doctor went in and, after putting his hand on her heart, announced that she was dead. He said that, as the Count was a foreigner, he himself would go to record the death at the district office. The Count and Countess were very badly affected by the lady's death. The lady's husband was abroad, so they arranged the funeral themselves, which took place in Cumberland.




I was still very weak from my long illness, and despair nearly overtook me at this point. I had no friend to turn to, and no idea what to do next. I went every day to the churchyard, to put flowers on the grave and to read again those sad, sad words.




In Loving Memory of Laura, Lady Glyde

Wife of Sir Percival Glyde, of Blackwater Park, Hampshire

Born 27th March 1829

Died 25th July 1850



personally adv. in person 亲自

practically adv. almost 几乎

rent v. use at a rent 租

typhus n. a serious infectious disease 斑疹伤寒

catch the infection be affected by the infectious disease 被传染

be through have passed 度过

fiercely adv. violently 激烈地

obey v. carry out a command 服从

jumpy adj. making sudden movements 躁动的

pull away (of a train ) leave （火车）离开；开走

drug v. to give someone a drug, esp in order to make them feel tired or go to sleep 用药麻醉

for one's good for one's interest 为了……的利益；为了……好

be convinced be certain that something is true 确信

announce v. make publicly known 宣布

overtake v. overwhelm 击垮




8．高烧

我在床上昏睡着，对周围发生了什么当然一无所知。很长时间以后，我才从别人那里得知出了什么事。

后来，我回到利默里奇，范妮告诉我那两封信的事以及她离开布莱克沃特那天晚上发生的事情。

“你从我那儿走的时候是7点钟，9点钟又来了一位客人——是伯爵夫人！没错，我非常吃惊。但她特别和善。她看出我在为离开而难过，就坚持要和我喝茶。我喝了茶，5分钟后就晕过去了——这可是我头一回晕过去！我醒的时候已经过了大约半小时。旅店的一位女士在照看我，伯爵夫人已经回去了。我检查衣服里的信，两封信都在，很安全。

“我照你说的，在伦敦把给克尔先生的信寄了出去，一到利默里奇，就把另一封信亲自交给了费尔利先生。我告诉他，我被珀西瓦尔爵士辞退了，还有在那边发生了什么以及旅店的事情，但是他好像对这些都没什么兴趣，小姐。”

对最后一点，我丝毫不觉得奇怪。劳拉的这个叔叔，除了对他自己的事还对什么有兴趣？我去找他谈的时候，他满嘴借口。

“我的神经，亲爱的玛丽安，别忘了我的神经不好！是的，我当然会告诉你信的事，可是请你不要激动，不要总那么使劲儿关门！请你保持冷静。”

“我想我写给你关于劳拉的信让你担心了吧。”我说。

“当然让我担心了，亲爱的玛丽安！我该怎么做呢？你说劳拉需要逃离她丈夫，回到利默里奇来。但是，如果珀西瓦尔爵士随后过来找她怎么办？想想那会有多少噪音、吵闹、摔门声！这就是我为什么给你写信，叫你自己先回来，跟我谈谈这件事。”

我当然没见过那封信，因为信到布莱克沃特的时候，我正发着高烧，昏睡不醒。

“克尔先生也给你写信了，是吗？”我问。

“是的，他写信给我说，他收到一个署名给他的信封，是你的笔迹，但是里面只有一张白纸，一个字也没有。他给你写过信，但没收到回音。我不明白他为什么叫我解释这个迷，我就这么跟他说的。”

真是挺帮忙的，我心里恨恨地想。现在说什么也没用了。“再没接到我的来信，你不感到奇怪吗？”

“我的确感到奇怪，直到我的那个外国妹夫，福斯科伯爵过来看我，我才明白发生了什么。他可真胖！”费尔利先生闭上眼睛，陷入回忆之中，“但是他走路却很轻。他告诉我你病得非常厉害，所以没有回信。听说你生病我非常震惊，也很难过。可是，伯爵没完没了地跟我说话——我简直觉得他不想走了！”

“是他让你给劳拉写信的吧。”我尽量用平和的语气说。

“是的，他请求我——实际上是命令我——让劳拉马上回到这儿来。他说劳拉非常紧张害怕，在你的房间里也帮不了什么忙。而且珀西瓦尔爵士一天比一天危险。旅途中不会有问题，因为他和妻子刚刚在伦敦租了一栋房子，劳拉可以先到伦敦，在他们那里住一晚，第二天再赶往坎伯兰郡。”

“所以，你就写了那封信，让他拿走了？”我问。

“这有什么不好吗？不管怎样，我根本不相信劳拉会在你病重的时候丢下你不管。而且我怎么知道将要发生什么事？谁也不能把事情怪到我头上……”

*　　*　　*

现在我知道究竟是谁在搞鬼了，但是把各种消息都串起来颇费了一些时间。我刚从昏迷中醒来，注意到周围的时候，对信的事自然一无所知。我只知道自己不在原来的卧室，一位外国女士在旁边照顾我。我不知道她是谁，她也不回答我的任何问题。因此，几天后当米切尔森太太熟悉的脸出现在我面前时，我大大地松了一口气。

“噢，米切尔森太太，”我说，“见到你真是太高兴了。快告诉我到底发生了什么？”

“你得了斑疹伤寒，哈尔库姆小姐。你病得很厉害。不过，我很高兴你现在恢复得很好。”

“斑疹伤寒！怪不得我这么虚弱。我妹妹，格莱德夫人——我希望她没被传染吧？”

“没有，她没有被传染。”

米切尔森太太不敢正眼看我，我开始担心起来，她是不是害怕告诉我什么事情？

“我妹妹病了吗？米切尔森太太，我必须知道真相！”

“没有，她没病。不过……不过她已经不在这儿了。她昨天去了伦敦，准备今天去利默里奇。”

我盯着她。劳拉走了？我不信。这说明什么呢？出了可怕的事？我记起了在游廊顶上听到的谈话，心里充满了恐惧。

“那珀西瓦尔爵士……？”我无法把话讲完。

“珀西瓦尔爵士昨晚离开庄园，到国外去了，”她说，“伯爵夫妇去了伦敦，仆人们全都遣散了，就剩下一个厨师和一个园丁。庄园里只有你和我了，哈尔库姆小姐。”

这个消息对我的震动太大，我感到一阵眩晕，米切尔森太太赶忙去为我拿了杯水来。

“哦，哈尔库姆小姐，真抱歉，”米切尔森太太说，“你别担心，一定要好好休息，试着睡一会儿吧。”

后来，我身上有些力气了，我们又聊起来。“告诉我，自从我生病那天起都发生了什么？”我恳求米切尔森太太，“我一定要知道出了什么事。”

“好吧，哈尔库姆小姐。头一天早上，一个仆人发现你躺在床上，发着高烧，手里还紧紧握着钢笔。我们很快叫来了一位医生，道森先生。他说你病得很厉害。伯爵夫人和我一起照顾你——格莱德夫人也想帮忙，但是看到你昏迷的样子，她很难过，不住地哭。

“珀西瓦尔爵士和伯爵也都为你担心，不过他们两人好像还在为别的事担心。实际上，伯爵在湖边呆了三天，就在那个老船屋里。我记得他有一次回来，我正路过大厅。这时，珀西瓦尔爵士从书房冲出来问他：‘找到她了吗？’我没听到回答，也不知道他们说的是谁。”

我非常清楚他们说的是谁，明显米切尔森太太不知道，所以我没有说话。

“你烧得越来越厉害，”米切尔森太太接着说，“伯爵说我们需要找一个护士帮忙，于是福斯科夫人坐火车去了伦敦，带回了鲁贝尔太太。”

“就是那位在你来之前照顾我的外国女士吗，米切尔森太太？”

“对，就是她。她很少说话，但很能干。我对她干活儿挑不出任何毛病。道森先生，那位医生，对她有怀疑，因为她是伯爵推荐的，而道森先生一点儿也不喜欢伯爵。”

“为什么呢？”我问。

“你知道伯爵懂得许多医学知识，他不断地向道森先生提出给你退烧的办法。道森先生非常生气，说这是干涉他的工作。但实际上，小姐，伯爵比道森先生更早地看出你得了斑疹伤寒。他——我是说伯爵——到伦敦去了一星期，回来后看了你一眼就说是‘斑疹伤寒’。道森先生从伦敦又请来一位医生，也说是斑疹伤寒。接下来的十天我们大家都非常担心，你当时有生命危险。不过最后，医生说你已经度过了危险期，只要得到精心照顾，就会好起来。听到这个好消息，格莱德夫人过于高兴，结果她自己病倒了，不得不卧床休息。”

“我妹妹的身体一直很弱。”我说。

“是的，她的身体不太好。不过，哈尔库姆小姐，就在这个时候，令人心烦的事接二连三地发生了。先是伯爵和道森先生大吵了一架，道森先生走了，他说不愿意再干了。然后，珀西瓦尔爵士告诉我他准备关闭庄园。他说等你和格莱德夫人能出门旅行了，就应该离开这里，换换环境。他让我辞退了所有的仆人，只留下一个女仆做饭，还有一个园丁。真是难以想象！就是这样！我跟你说，哈尔库姆小姐，要不是担心你和格莱德夫人，我当时马上就不干了！

“最后一件事非常奇怪，”米切尔森太太摇摇头接着说，“珀西瓦尔爵士说，你和格莱德夫人到海滨小城托基呆一段时间会对你们有好处。他叫我去那里找一栋合适的房子租下来，还告诉我只能花多少钱。唉，我知道钱不够。我现在真希望没去那个地方，但他是东家，我想我不能不听他的吩咐。我走了两天，昨天回来的。我告诉珀西瓦尔爵士用那么少的钱根本不可能租到房子。他对我的回复一点儿也不感兴趣，只是说伯爵夫妇已经离开布莱克沃特，去伦敦的新居了。”

米切尔森太太不安地看着我。“我想下面的事情一定会让你难过，”她说，“可怜的格莱德夫人让她丈夫骗惨了。”

“我不会感到惊讶的，”我轻声说，“请接着讲。”

“见过了珀西瓦尔爵士，我上楼去看你和格莱德夫人。你妹妹虽说还很虚弱，但已经好多了。她要起来到你的房间看你。我帮她穿好衣服。在走廊里我们碰到了珀西瓦尔爵士。

“‘如果你是去看你的姐姐，你不会找到她了，’珀西瓦尔爵士说，‘她昨天同福斯科夫妇离开了这里。她决定跟他们顺路到伦敦，然后去利默里奇。鲁贝尔太太也走了，她要在路上照看你姐姐。你要是不信我的话，可以到她的房间看看。’

“听到这些，我大吃一惊。格莱德夫人的脸变得煞白。她几乎在走廊里跑起来，一把推开你的房门，里面空无一人。

“然后她冲着珀西瓦尔爵士叫起来：‘玛丽安病得那么厉害，根本不能旅行。即使要去的话，她也不会不跟我道别就走。为什么她要一个人去利默里奇，把我留在布莱克沃特？’

“‘因为你叔叔要先跟你姐姐见面，再见你，’珀西瓦尔爵士说，‘难道你忘了在你姐姐刚病的时候，他写来的信了吗？’

“整个谈话中，哈尔库姆小姐，我觉得珀西瓦尔爵士显得很怪——又烦躁，又紧张，跟平时的他一点儿也不一样。说完，他就转身走开了。格莱德夫人害怕得直哆嗦，她看着我，眼睛里充满了恐惧。‘我姐姐出事了。我必须去找她，我必须亲眼看到她平安无事。米切尔森太太，请和我一起去找珀西瓦尔爵士。请陪我去！’她紧紧地抓着我的胳膊，我只好跟她一起下楼。

“珀西瓦尔爵士在餐厅喝酒，我们在的那一会儿，他就至少喝了四杯，哈尔库姆小姐。我觉得格莱德夫人很勇敢。她说：‘如果姐姐可以旅行，那我也可以。请允许我乘下午的火车去追她。’

“珀西瓦尔爵士对她非常无理、粗暴。‘你可以明天去，’他说，‘我会给福斯科写信。他会到车站接你，你晚上就住他那里。’

“格莱德夫人扶着我胳膊的手开始抖得很厉害。‘我不想住在伯爵家。’她说。

“珀西瓦尔爵士发怒了。‘为什么？’他大声嚷道，‘在你姑妈家过夜有什么不好？你姐姐昨天途中就是在那里过夜的，你也一样。这也是你叔叔费尔利先生的要求。给——这是他的信，我忘了给你了。’

“可怜的格莱德夫人哆嗦得很厉害，她把信交给我，让我念给她听。信很短，我还一字不差地记着：亲爱的劳拉，请在方便的时候回来。途中在姑妈家过夜。听说玛丽安病了，我非常难过。爱你的叔叔，弗雷德里克·费尔利。

“格莱德夫人没有再继续争下去，我们两人回到楼上。我觉得这样做很明智，哈尔库姆小姐，我不明白格莱德夫人为什么那么害怕福斯科伯爵。她在房间里走来走去，轻声自言自语：‘可怜的玛丽安——落到那个可怕的人手里！我一定要找到她，哪怕是到福斯科伯爵家里也要找到她。’

“第二天，我帮格莱德夫人准备好一切，陪她来到车站。‘如果玛丽安已经回利默里奇了，我就不住在伯爵家，’她告诉我，‘我会去找维西夫人，我原来的家庭教师。”火车开的时候，透过车窗我看到她苍白、恐慌的脸。我很为她难过。

“然后我回到这儿，竟然看到鲁贝尔太太在花园散步，哈尔库姆小姐，你知道我有多么惊讶！‘你怎么在这儿？’我问，‘你不是和福斯科伯爵一家还有哈尔库姆小姐去伦敦了嘛！’后来事情慢慢都清楚了。你还在庄园。趁我去托基的时候，他们把你搬到了庄园里一个没人住的房间藏起来了。他们搬动你的时候，你肯定在昏睡。也许他们给你吃了药——我不清楚。这时，珀西瓦尔爵士过来给了我如下的解释。他说这一切都是为了他妻子好，她需要换个环境，假如她知道你还在庄园，是不会去利默里奇的。他说话时怒气冲冲的，我没敢说什么。

“你看，哈尔库姆小姐，这就是可怜的格莱德夫人受骗的经过。多么恶毒、多么不近人情。我本来要马上辞职的，但是珀西瓦尔爵士告诉我，鲁贝尔太太要走了，要是我也走的话，就没人照顾你了。这不，我就又留了下来。珀西瓦尔爵士是昨晚离开的，我刚才告诉过你。听园丁说，他跟疯了似的。他吩咐准备马车，然后仿佛落荒而逃的囚犯般驾车走了，嘴里还说什么这个家像个监狱，他再也不想回来了。我真的希望，哈尔库姆小姐，我再也不会见到那个人了。”

可怜的劳拉——她肯定受了很多罪！我现在一点儿办法也没有，也无法去追她，我现在虚弱得站都站不起来。我真的希望劳拉能够发现这个骗局，尽快地给我写信，告诉我她平安无事。

*　　*　　*

几天后来了一封信，但不是给我的，也不是劳拉写来的，而是福斯科夫人写给米切尔森太太的。

米切尔森太太拿着那封信走进我的房间，后面跟着道森先生，他同意继续为我看病，因为伯爵已经走了。我看到他们两人的神色，从床上坐起来，心里很害怕。

“出了什么事？”我急切地问，“你们有可怕的消息要告诉我。我从你们的脸上能看出来。”

米切尔森太太在我的床边坐下，握住我的手。“你那可怜的、亲爱的妹妹，格莱德夫人……”她说。

我的周围变得一团漆黑，就像夜色降临一样，下面的话似乎是从很遥远的地方传来的。

“……她到伦敦的姑妈家以后就病倒了，第二天就死了，死得非常突然。她将被安葬在利默里奇，她母亲的墓地。”

*　　*　　*

我又病倒了，好心的米切尔森太太在道森先生的帮助下精心地照顾我。三个多星期的时间里，我都无法出门旅行。但我终于恢复了体力，离开了那个令人憎恨的庄园，回到利默里奇。米切尔森太太和我一同来到伦敦，我去见了克尔先生，向他讲述了我心中对妹妹死因的怀疑。他对这件事很关心，答应为我调查。

我到利默里奇几天后，克尔先生的信也寄到了那里。他从几个证人那里获得了证词，他相信没有任何可疑的事发生。他把证词的副本寄给了我。下面是福斯科的厨师赫斯特·平霍恩太太的笔录：




我是最近受雇于福斯科伯爵夫妇的，他们住在圣约翰伍德，弗雷斯特街5号。快7月底的一天，伯爵夫人的侄女，格莱德夫人来到伯爵家。她很快就病了。我看见她躺在沙发上，脸色苍白。我跑去叫医生，找来了古德里克先生。他给她做了检查，说她得了严重的心脏病。当天夜里，她病情加重。大约第二天早上5点，她失去了知觉。医生进来，用手摸了摸她的胸口，说她已经死了。医生说，因为伯爵是外国人，所以他得亲自到地区办公室报告人口死亡。福斯科伯爵夫妇对格莱德夫人的死非常伤心。格莱德夫人的丈夫在国外，因此他们安排了葬礼的有关事宜，葬礼安排在坎伯兰郡举行。




由于长时间生病，我现在还非常虚弱，此时绝望几乎将我击垮。我找不到什么朋友可以倾诉，茫然不知下面该如何是好。每天我都去教堂墓地，去给劳拉的墓献花，一遍又一遍地读着那些令我心碎的文字。




爱妻劳拉·格莱德之墓

生于1829年3月27日

卒于1850年7月25日

汉普郡布莱克沃特庄园

珀西瓦尔·格莱德爵士立
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9
The gravestone

On 13th October 1850 I left the wild forests of Central America and returned to England. I had escaped death by disease, death by war, and death by drowning, and hoped that these experiences had strengthened me to face my future — a future without Laura Fairlie. I still remembered her as Laura Fairlie, and could not think of her by her husband's name.

The first thing I did was to visit my mother and sister in their Hampstead cottage. The joy of our meeting, however, soon turned to sadness. I have no secrets from my mother, and when I saw the loving pity in her eyes, I feared the worst.

The news was soon told. I tried hard not to let my sorrow spoil the happiness of my return for my mother and sister, but by the third day I knew I had to go away alone for a while.

'Let me go up to Limmeridge,' I begged my mother. 'I can bear it better when I have seen her grave.'

It was a warm autumn afternoon when I arrived at the station and walked down the familiar road, seeing in the distance the high white walls of Limmeridge House. In the churchyard I found the grave and knelt down beside the gravestone, closing my eyes.

Oh my love! My Love! My dear, dear Love!

Hours passed, and the evening sunlight threw long shadows among the sleeping places of the dead. I had lost all sense of time, kneeling there. Then, in the silence, I heard the soft sound of footsteps on the grass.

I looked up.

Beyond me, standing together by the churchyard wall, were two women, their veils down, hiding their faces. They were looking towards the grave, looking towards me.

Two.

They came closer, and stopped. One of them lifted her veil, and in the still evening light I saw the face of Marian Halcombe. A changed face. Thin and pale, full of pain and fear.

The woman with the veiled face came towards me slowly. Marian Halcombe sank to her knees, murmuring, 'Oh God, help him! Please, please help him, God!'

The veiled woman came on, slowly and silently. I looked at her — at her, and at no one else, from that moment. She had possession of me, body and soul. She stopped by the side of the gravestone, and we stood face to face with the grave between us.

'Oh God, help him, help him!'

The woman lifted her veil.

In Loving Memory of Laura, Lady Glyde...

Laura, Lady Glyde, was standing by the gravestone, looking at me over her grave.

*　　*　　*

A life suddenly changed. A new future before me, like the sunlit view from a mountain top. I leave my story in the quiet shadow of Limmeridge church, and begin again, one week later, in the noise and rush of a London street.

I have rented rooms under a different name. Marian and Laura, using the same name, are said to be my sisters. I earn our bread by doing drawings for cheap magazines. We employ no servant; my elder sister, Marian, does the housework with her own hands. Marian and I are known to be the friends of mad Anne Catherick (address unknown), who falsely claims the identity of Lady Glyde. To the rest of the world, Laura, Lady Glyde, is dead. Dead to her uncle, who has refused to recognize her; dead to the lawyers, who have passed her fortune to her husband and aunt.

But to Marian and me she is alive! Penniless and sadly changed — her beauty faded, her mind confused — but alive, with her poor drawing teacher to fight her battles and to win her way back to the world of living beings. She is mine at last — mine to support, to protect, to defend. And mine to love.



drown v. to kill by submerging and suffocating in liquid 淹死；溺死

strengthen v. make stronger 变得坚强

veil n. a piece of fabric attached to a woman's hat 面纱

earn one's bread earn one's living 维持生计

penniless adj. having no money 身无分文的




9．墓碑

1850年10月13日我离开中美洲的原始森林，回到了英国。我一次次逃过疾病、战争和洪水带来的死亡危险。我希望这些经历能够使我更加坚强地面对未来——没有劳拉的未来。在我心里她依然是劳拉·费尔利，我无法把她冠以她丈夫的姓氏。

我回来后的第一件事是到汉普斯特德看望母亲和妹妹。欢聚的快乐很快转化为悲伤。我没有任何秘密瞒着母亲，从她充满爱怜和同情的眼光里，我预感到最坏的事情发生了。

她们把消息告诉了我。我尽最大努力不让自己的悲哀破坏我回家带给母亲和妹妹的喜悦。但是，回来的第三天，我觉得必须一个人离开一段时间。

“让我到利默里奇去一趟吧，”我恳求着母亲，“看到她的坟墓，我可以更好地接受这一切。”

那是一个秋日的午后，天气很暖和，我到达目的地车站，走在熟悉的大路上，望着远处利默里奇庄园的白色高墙。在教堂墓地里，我找到了劳拉的墓，在她的墓碑前跪下来，闭上了双眼。

噢，我的爱人！我的爱人！我最亲爱的人！

几个小时过去了，落日的余辉在死者的安息地投下长长的影子。我跪在那里，完全没有了时间概念。这时，寂静中传来人走在草地上的脚步声。

我抬起头来。

不远处，教堂墓地的围墙边站着两个女人，面纱遮住了她们的脸。她们正朝墓地张望，正朝我张望。

两个女人。

她们朝我走来。其中一个掀起了面纱，借着仅有的一点儿光线，我看出那是玛丽安·哈尔库姆小姐。她的脸变得跟从前不一样了：清瘦而苍白，充满了痛苦和恐惧。

头戴面纱的女人缓慢地向我走来。玛丽安·哈尔库姆跪下来，轻声说：“噢，上帝，帮帮他吧，帮帮他吧，上帝！”

头戴面纱的女人向我走来，缓慢地，无言地向我走来。我注视着她——目不转睛地久久注视着她。她占据了我的一切，我的灵魂和肉体。她在墓碑前停住脚步，我们隔着坟墓互相注视着。

“噢，上帝，帮帮他，帮帮他吧！”

那个女人掀起了面纱。

爱妻劳拉·格莱德夫人之墓……

劳拉·格莱德夫人，她就站在墓碑旁，隔着坟墓望着我。

[image: alt]

*　　*　　*

生活突然间变了。一个崭新的未来展现在我的面前，就像在山顶上看到的撒满阳光的景色。我把过去的故事留在了利默里奇教堂那寂静的阴影中，一星期后在喧闹、繁忙的伦敦开始了新的生活。

我换了一个姓氏租了房子。玛丽安和劳拉也用同样的姓氏，对外人就说是我的姐妹。我靠给廉价杂志画画维持生计。我们没有请仆人，我的姐姐，玛丽安亲自做家务。我和玛丽安对外就说是疯女人安妮·凯瑟里克（住址不详）的朋友，那疯女人总说自己是格莱德夫人。对世界上其他人来说，劳拉·格莱德夫人已经死了；对拒不承认她的叔叔，她已经死了；对把她的财产转给她丈夫和姑妈的律师，她也已经死了。

但是对于玛丽安和我，她还活着！她身无分文，人也变了——她的美丽在消逝，头脑一片混乱——但她还活着，她那可怜的绘画教师要为她奋争，使她重新回到真实的生活中来。她终于属于我了——由我供养、呵护、保护，由我所爱。
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The rescue

At the first opportunity we had, Marian told me everything that had happened to her and Laura. The hardest part for her was after she had returned to Limmeridge House.

'I was in despair, Walter,' she said. 'Mr Kyrle's investigation was finished, and had shown nothing, he said. Mr Fairlie was no help at all — I heard that he didn't even leave his room to go to the funeral! But he did show me a letter he'd received from Count Fosco, which contained news of Anne Catherick. The Count said that Anne Catherick had been found and put back in the asylum from which she had escaped. But because she hated Sir Percival and wanted to make trouble for him, she was now claiming that she was not Anne Catherick at all, but Lady Glyde. The Count warned Mr Fairlie that if she escaped again, she might try to annoy members of Lady Glyde's family.

'I wasn't well enough to do anything for about a month after returning to Limmeridge, but when I felt stronger, I decided to make some investigations myself. First, I planned to visit the asylum in London and talk to poor Anne Catherick, to find out why she was claiming to be Laura. I knew the address because you had given it to me, all those months ago.

'Well, Walter, you can guess what's coming, I'm sure. The director of the asylum, who seemed an honest person, told me that Anne Catherick had been brought back on 27th July. He was puzzled by some odd personal changes in her, but assumed they were caused by her mental illness. He then called a nurse to take me to Anne Catherick, who was walking in the gardens.

'Imagine the shock, Walter — seeing my dead sister walking towards me in that garden! We just ran into each other's arms, unable to say a word. How the nurse stared at us!'

'I think I know how you must have felt,' I said. 'I shall never forget in the churchyard at Limmeridge... But tell me, however did you get Laura out of the asylum?'

'Bribery, Walter. I didn't want to risk a legal battle and all the delay that would involve, so I persuaded the nurse that a terrible mistake had been made and she would be doing a good thing in helping Anne Catherick escape. And I offered her £400. The plan went smoothly, and by early afternoon the next day Laura and I were on the train to Cumberland.'

'And Laura?' I asked. 'What actually happened on the day she left Blackwater Park and came to London?'

Marian sighed. 'Oh, Walter, it's not at all clear. Poor Laura's mind is so confused now that her memory of events is very unreliable. She can't even remember the date she left Blackwater. All she has been able to tell me is this. The Count met her at the station, and said that I was still in London and that he would take her to see me at once. She doesn't remember where the cab went, but it was clearly not to his house in St John's Wood. She was taken to a house in a narrow street, where people came and went, asking her questions she didn't understand. At this point the Count told her I was now very ill; she was so frightened by this news she nearly fainted. Someone then gave her a glass of water, which she said tasted odd — and after that she lost consciousness.'

'Poor, poor Laura,' I murmured.

'She woke up,' Marian continued, 'in the asylum, unable to leave, unable to make contact with the outside world. She was called by Anne Catherick's name and found she was wearing clothes with Anne Catherick's name on them. She was told Lady Glyde was dead and buried, and that she was Anne Catherick, Anne Catherick, Anne Catherick... Day in, day out, from 27th July to 15th October, she was made to feel that she was mad. It's hardly surprising her mind is so confused now.'

'And what happened at Limmeridge?' I asked.

Marian turned her face away. 'I can't bear to think about it,' she said. 'The worst part was taking Laura into Mr Fairlie's room. He looked straight into Laura's face and said, "My niece is buried in Limmeridge churchyard. I don't recognize this woman. Remove her from my house before I call on the law to protect me." Even the servants were doubtful about her identity, because she was so much changed and so confused by her experiences. Perhaps people would have been persuaded if we'd stayed longer, but I didn't dare risk it. At any minute the people from the asylum might come looking for us, so I decided to return to London at once and hide. Then, as we were passing the churchyard, Laura insisted on a last look at her mother's grave. And... well, that moment changed our three lives.'

'I think God was guiding Laura's footsteps,' I said.

How well I remember that day — that moment when Laura laid her poor head innocently and trustingly on my shoulder, and said, 'They have tried to make me forget everything, Walter, but I remember Marian, and I remember you.'

*　　*　　*

The plot against Laura was now clear. Anne Catherick had been taken into Count Fosco's house as Lady Glyde, and Lady Glyde had taken the dead woman's place in the asylum. It was also clear that the three of us could expect no mercy from Count Fosco and Sir Percival, who between them had gained £30,000 from the plot. They would do everything in their power to prevent their crime being discovered, and would hunt for their victim to separate her from her only friends — Marian and myself. This is why I had chosen a poor and crowded part of London to live in. It is easier to hide in a place where people are always coming and going.

Our life quickly took on a regular pattern — work, watching out for our enemies, and care of Laura, whom we surrounded with a gentle, protective love, helping her slowly but steadily to recover her balance of mind and her self-confidence.

Meanwhile, Marian and I began the battle. We studied the statements that Mr Kyrle had taken from witnesses — the doctor, and the servants and cook in Count Fosco's house. I obtained a copy of Lady Glyde's death certificate, and Marian wrote to Mrs Michelson, who replied, saying that she could not remember the exact date of Laura's departure from Blackwater Park. Nor could she remember when the letter announcing Laura's death, which was undated, had arrived from Madame Fosco.

I also arranged to visit Mr Kyrle, to ask for his help. After listening to my long explanation, the lawyer shook his head.

'My legal opinion, Mr Hartright, is that you won't win this case in a court of law. I accept, of course, that the identity of Lady Glyde as a living person is a proved fact to Miss Halcombe and yourself. But there is no evidence. If you could prove that the date on the death certificate was earlier than the date of Lady Glyde's journey to London, then you might have a case.'

As I left, he gave me a letter that had been delivered to him for Marian, and told me, in answer to my question, that Sir Percival Glyde had returned to London.

Outside in the street I soon noticed two men following me, and realized too late that the Count's spies must have been watching the lawyer's office, in the hope that Marian or I would go there. I went home by a very long route and managed to lose them, but it was a warning to me to be more careful.

Marian was very worried when I told her about the two men. Then I gave her the letter. She recognized the writing instantly.

'It's from Count Fosco.'




Dear and admirable woman, do not be afraid! Stay hidden, with your gentle companion, and nothing will happen to you. Challenge nothing, threaten nobody. Do not, I beg you, force me into action. If Mr Hartright returns to England, do not speak to him. If he crosses my path, he is a Lost man. F. 




'Walter!' Marian said, her eyes flashing with anger. 'If ever the Count and Sir Percival are at your mercy and you must spare one of them, don't let it be the Count.'

'I'll keep this letter to remind me when the time comes,' I said. 'But tomorrow I will go to Blackwater, to try and find out the date of Laura's journey to London. It's the one weak point in their plot.'

'You mean that perhaps Laura did not leave for London until after the date on the death certificate?'

'Exactly. I think she left on 26th July. The Director of the asylum said she was taken there on the 27th. I doubt if they could have kept her drugged more than one night. We know from Mrs Michelson that Sir Percival left on the same day as Laura. I'll ask everyone in the village if they remember when he left.'

'And if that fails?'

'If that fails, Marian, I'll force a confession from Sir Percival. We have one weapon against him — his secret. Anne Catherick said that if his secret was known, it would ruin him. I intend to find out that secret. The woman in white, though dead in her grave, is still with us and is showing us the way!'



bribery n. persuading a person to act in one's favor by a gift of money or services 贿赂

unreliable adj. not liable 不可靠的

plot n. a conspiracy or secret plan esp. to achieve an unlawful end 阴谋

mercy n. kindness, pity, and willingness to forgive 仁慈

cross one's path meet sb by chance 与…偶然相遇

flash v. burst 闪烁




10．营救

我们刚一有机会交谈，玛丽安就把她和劳拉的遭遇从头到尾讲给我听。最令她难过的是回到利默里奇之后的经历。

“我太绝望了，沃尔特，”她说，“克尔先生的调查结束了，他说什么也没发现。费尔利先生一点儿忙也不帮——我听说他甚至都没离开他的房间去参加葬礼！不过他倒是把福斯科伯爵的信给了我，信里面有安妮·凯瑟里克的消息。伯爵说安妮·凯瑟里克已经找到了，被送回了原来的精神病院。但是，凯瑟里克因为痛恨珀西瓦尔爵士，想给他找麻烦，所以她现在自称不是安妮·凯瑟里克，而是格莱德夫人。伯爵提醒费尔利先生，假如她再逃出来，很可能要给格莱德夫人的家人添乱子。

“回来的头一个月，我身体虚弱，什么也干不了。后来身体恢复了，我决定亲自去调查。首先，我准备去伦敦的精神病院找可怜的安妮·凯瑟里克谈谈，弄清楚为什么她要自称是劳拉。我知道地址，是你几个月前给我的。

“噢，沃尔特，我相信你能猜到接下来发生的事情。精神病院的院长看上去是个正直的人，他告诉我，安妮·凯瑟里克是7月27日被送回来的。他对凯瑟里克身上的变化感到很困惑，但他推测是由于精神方面的疾病造成的。然后，他叫一名护士带我去见安妮·凯瑟里克，她正在花园散步。

“想象一下，当时我有多么震惊，沃尔特——我看到自己死去的妹妹在花园里朝我走来！我们跑向对方，紧紧地抱在一起，一句话也说不出来。护士不解地望着我们。”

“我很清楚你当时的心情，”我说，“我永远不会忘记在利默里奇教堂墓地……可是，你是怎么把劳拉救出精神病院的呢？”

“贿赂，沃尔特。我不想打官司，那样太冒险，也会耽误很长时间。所以，我对护士说，这里一定有严重的误会，如果她能帮助安妮·凯瑟里克逃走，就做了一件天大的好事。之后，我给了她400英镑。计划进行得很顺利，第二天刚过中午，我和劳拉就乘上了开往坎伯兰郡的火车。”

“那么，劳拉呢？”我问，“她离开布莱克沃特庄园到伦敦后，到底发生了什么？”

玛丽安叹了口气，“噢，沃尔特，现在还不清楚。可怜的劳拉思维很乱，她的记忆不可靠。她连离开布莱克沃特的日期都记不起来。她能告诉我的就是，伯爵在车站接她，告诉她我还在伦敦，他要带劳拉马上去见我。她不记得车往哪里走了，但是很明显不是去伯爵在圣约翰伍德的家。她被带进一条小巷里的一间房子，那里人来人往，问一些她听不懂的问题。这时，伯爵告诉她我病得很严重，她听了非常害怕，几乎昏了过去。接着有人给了她一杯水，她说水的味道很怪，之后她就失去了知觉。”

“可怜的劳拉。”我低声自语着。

“她醒来以后，”玛丽安接着说，“发现自己在精神病院里，既不能离开，也无法同外界接触。别人叫她安妮·凯瑟里克，她发现自己穿着有安妮·凯瑟里克名字的衣服。别人告诉她格莱德夫人已经死了，被安葬了，她就是安妮·凯瑟里克，安妮·凯瑟里克，安妮·凯瑟里克……一天又一天，从7月27日到10月15日，他们强迫她认为自己疯了。难怪现在她思维混乱。”

“在利默里奇发生了什么？”我问道。

玛丽安把头转向一侧。“我简直不忍心想在那儿发生的事情。”她回答，“最糟的就是我带劳拉走进费尔利先生的房间后，他紧盯着劳拉的脸说：‘我侄女已经埋在利默里奇教堂墓地了。我不认识这个女人。赶快带她出去，不然我要用法律来保护自己了。’仆人们也对劳拉的身份很怀疑，因为她变化太大了，她的经历也让她思绪异常混乱。也许我们逗留的时间长一些，大家会被说服，但是我不想冒这个险，因为精神病院的人随时都会来找我们，所以我决定马上回伦敦躲起来。当我们经过教堂的时候，劳拉坚持要最后再看一眼她母亲的坟墓。后来……嗯，那一刻改变了我们三个人的生活。”

“我想是上帝在引导着劳拉的脚步。”我说。

我清楚地记得那天——可怜的劳拉将头依偎在我的肩头，充满了纯洁与信任。她说：“他们想叫我忘掉一切，沃尔特，但我还记得玛丽安，我还记得你。”

*　　*　　*

针对劳拉的阴谋现在已经清楚了。安妮·凯瑟里克被当作格莱德夫人带进了福斯科伯爵的家里，格莱德夫人在精神病院里取代了那个已经死了的女人的位置。还有一点也很明显，福斯科伯爵和珀西瓦尔爵士是不会放过我们三个的。他们两人从这个阴谋中得到30,000英镑。他们会尽一切可能不让他们的罪行败露，也会极力追寻他们所陷害的人，并把她同她的朋友们——玛丽安和我——分开。这就是为什么我选择伦敦一处既贫穷又拥挤的地方住下来，因为在一个人来人往的地方比较容易躲藏。

我们的生活很快形成了一个较为固定的模式——工作，留意我们的敌人，照顾劳拉。我们细心地照顾她，保护她，帮助她慢慢地恢复正常的思维和自信心。

与此同时，玛丽安和我开始了紧张的调查。我们仔细研究克尔先生记录的证词——分别来自医生以及伯爵家的仆人和厨师。我弄到了一份格莱德夫人的死亡证明。玛丽安给米切尔森太太写信，米切尔森太太回信说记不清劳拉离开布莱克沃特庄园的确切日期了，也记不清福斯科夫人来信通知他们劳拉死讯的具体时间了，那封信没有注明日期。

我还安排与克尔先生见面，请求他的帮助。听我把前因后果一一讲完后，克尔先生摇了摇头。

“作为律师，哈特里特先生，我认为你不会赢得这场官司。当然我同意，你和哈尔库姆小姐可以证明格莱德夫人还活着，但是你没有证据。如果你能证明死亡证明上的时间比格莱德夫人去伦敦的时间早，那你可能会赢这场官司。”

我要离开的时候，他交给我一封信，是要他转给玛丽安的。同时，他在回答我的提问时透露，珀西瓦尔爵士已经回到伦敦了。

在外面的街道上，我很快注意到有两个人在跟踪我。我这才意识到伯爵的人肯定一直在监视克尔先生的办公室，以防玛丽安和我会到那儿去。我绕远路回家，设法甩掉了跟踪我的人，但是这件事提醒我今后要更加小心。

我把两个人跟踪我的事告诉了玛丽安，她非常担心。我把那封信交给她，她马上就认出了写信人的笔迹。

“是福斯科伯爵写的。”




亲爱的、尊敬的女士，请不要害怕！继续同你温柔的伙伴藏好，你们就不会有事。不要试图做任何事情，不要给任何人带来威胁。我请求你们，不要强迫我采取行动。如果哈特里特先生回英国来，不要同他接触。假如他找我的麻烦，他就死定了。福斯科。




“沃尔特！”玛丽安眼里闪着愤怒的光，“如果伯爵和珀西瓦尔爵士落到你的手里，而你又必须放过他们中的一个的话，一定不要放过伯爵。”

“我要留着这封信，让它到时候提醒我应该怎么做，”我说，“明天我要去一趟布莱克沃特，查一查劳拉去伦敦的日期。这是他们阴谋中的一个漏洞。”

“你是说劳拉可能是在死亡证明上的日期之后才去伦敦的？”

“没错。我想她是7月26日动身的。精神病院的院长说她是27日被送进去的。我怀疑他们是否能让劳拉昏迷超过一晚上的时间。米切尔森太太说，珀西瓦尔爵士是和劳拉同一天离开的。我要问村里的每一个人，是不是还记得珀西瓦尔爵士什么时候离开的。”

“如果这样不行呢？”

“如果不行的话，玛丽安，我就逼珀西瓦尔爵士认罪。我们用他的秘密对付他，安妮·凯瑟里克说如果他的秘密让人知道了，那他就完了。我想查出他的秘密来。那个白衣女人虽说已经死了，但是还同我们在一起，她会为我们引路的！”
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The investigation

The story of my first enquiries in Hampshire is soon told. Not a single person in the village of Blackwater could remember exactly when Sir Percival Glyde had left. Even the gardener at the house could only say it was some time in the last ten days of July.

'So, on to the next plan,' I said to Marian back in London, 'which is to pursue the secret. I need to talk to Anne Catherick's mother, but first I must find out something about her from Mrs Clements, Anne's friend. But how do I find Mrs Clements?'

Marian had the answer to that. 'You remember the farm she and Anne stayed at near Limmeridge? We'll write to them — they might know Mrs Clements' address.'

We were lucky. The farmer's wife did know the address, and wrote back by return to tell us. It was in London, not far from our rooms, and the next morning I was knocking at the door.

Mrs Clements was anxious to know if I had brought her any news of Anne, and very sad to learn that I had not. However, she was willing to tell me everything she knew.

'After leaving Limmeridge, sir,' she said, 'Anne and I went to live in the northeast of England, and that's when Anne started to suffer from heart disease. She wasn't at all well, but she insisted on travelling to Hampshire, because she wanted to speak to Lady Glyde. So we went there and stayed in a village near Blackwater — not too close as Anne was so frightened of Sir Percival.

'Each time Anne went to the lake to try to speak to Lady Glyde, I followed her at a distance. But the long walks made her so exhausted that she became ill again, so finally I went to the lake in her place to meet Lady Glyde. She didn't come that day, but a very fat man came instead with a message from her. The message was that we should return to London immediately, as Sir Percival would certainly find us if we stayed longer. Lady Glyde was going to London herself very soon and if we sent her our address, she would contact us.'

'But she didn't, did she?' I said, thinking how cleverly Count Fosco had lied to this kind woman.

'No, sir. I found lodgings and sent the address to Lady Glyde, but after two weeks we'd still heard nothing. Then one day a lady called in a cab. She said she came from Lady Glyde, who was staying at a hotel and wanted to arrange an interview with Anne. I agreed to go with this lady to make the arrangement, leaving Anne alone in our lodgings. But it was a wicked plot, sir. On the way the lady stopped the cab, saying she just had to collect something from a shop and would I wait for a few minutes. She never came back, sir. I waited for some time, and then I hurried home — and found Anne gone. Just disappeared.'

I asked Mrs Clements to describe this 'lady', and it seemed clear from her description that it was Madame Fosco. So I now knew how the Count had got Anne Catherick to London and separated her from Mrs Clements.

'I never found out what happened to Anne,' Mrs Clements said sadly. 'I made enquiries. I even wrote to her mother, but she didn't know anything. I miss poor Anne so much. She was like a daughter to me, you see, sir.'

'And I'm sure you were a kind mother to her,' I said. 'A better mother than her own mother.'

'That wasn't difficult,' said Mrs Clements. 'Mrs Catherick is a hard woman. She seemed to hate the child, and was only too pleased when I offered to bring her up. Then one day she took Anne to Limmeridge to stay with a sister, and after that she kept Anne from me. I didn't see Anne again till she escaped from the asylum — with your help, sir. And then she was always talking about a secret her mother had which could ruin Sir Percival. But you know, sir, I don't think Anne really knew what this secret was. If she had known, I'm sure she would have told me.'

I had wondered about that myself, and now I tried to turn the conversation on to Mrs Catherick.

'Did you know Mrs Catherick before Anne was born?'

'Yes, for about four months. We were neighbours in Welmingham. Mr and Mrs Catherick had just got married, and Mr Catherick had a job as clerk at Welmingham church. Before that, Mrs Catherick had been a servant at a large house. She was a selfish, heartless woman, and treated her poor husband very badly. Before long, there was a lot of talk about her and a young gentleman, who was staying at a hotel nearby. And Mr Catherick told my husband that he'd found expensive presents, gold rings and suchlike, hidden in his wife's drawer.'

'And who was this gentleman?' I asked.

'You know him, sir. And so did my poor dear Anne.'

'Sir Percival Glyde?' My heart began to beat faster. Was I getting close to the secret?

'That's right. His father had recently died abroad, and Sir Percival had just arrived in the neighbourhood. People thought, you see, that maybe Mrs Catherick had known Sir Percival before, and had married Mr Catherick just to save her reputation, because of, well, you know... Anyway, one night Mr Catherick found his wife whispering with Sir Percival outside the vestry of the church. They had a fight, but Sir Percival beat him and Mr Catherick left the village, never to return again. And in spite of all the talk in the village, Mrs Catherick stayed. She said she was innocent and that no one would drive her away. But most people thought that the money she lived on came from Sir Percival.'

The secret was here somewhere. But where? That Sir Percival was Anne's father was hardly a secret since everyone already thought that. No, there was another mystery somewhere.

'And what did you think, Mrs Clements?'

'Well, sir, if you worked out time and place, it was obvious that Mr Catherick wasn't Anne's father. But Anne wasn't at all like Sir Percival; and nor was she like her mother.'

I wondered about the house where Mrs Catherick had worked as a servant. Perhaps I would make some enquiries later.

'You've been very kind, Mrs Clements,' I said, 'answering all my questions. One last request. Will you tell me Mrs Catherick's address? I have to find out this secret, and only she can tell me.'

Mrs Clements gave me the address, but shook her head. 'Take care, sir. She's an awful woman. You don't know her as I do.'

*　　*　　*

Back at our rooms I announced my intention to Marian of going to Welmingham. She was very uneasy about the plan.

'Are you sure it's wise, Walter? Sir Percival is a violent man.'

'I'm more afraid for you and Laura,' I said, 'left alone in London, with the Count as your enemy.'

We arranged to write to each other every day; and if no letter came from her, I would take the first train back to London.

*　　*　　*

Three days later I was standing in Mrs Catherick's sitting room, face to face with a grey-haired woman, dressed in black silk. Her dark eyes looked straight at me with a hard, cold stare.

'You say you have come to speak to me about my daughter,' she said. 'Please say what you have to say.'

Her voice was as hard as the expression in her eyes. She pointed to a chair, and looked at me carefully as I sat down.

'You know,' I said, 'that your daughter is lost?'

'I know that perfectly well.'

'Don't you worry that she might not be just lost, but that she might have met with her death?'

'Yes. Have you come to tell me that she is dead?'

'I have.'

'Why?'

She asked that extraordinary question without the slightest change in her voice, face, or manner. I might have been talking about the death of a cat in the street.

'I thought Anne's mother might be interested in knowing if she was alive or dead.'

'Just so,' she said. 'But what is your interest in her, or in me? Have you no other reason for coming here?'

'Yes, I do,' I said. 'Your daughter's death has caused someone I love to be harmed — by a man called Sir Percival Glyde.'

She did not react at all at the mention of his name.

'I want to make him confess to his crime. You know certain things about him from the time when your husband was the church clerk. I want you to tell me about them.'

At last I saw the anger burning in her eyes.

'What do you know about those events?'

'Everything that Mrs Clements could tell me.'

'Mrs Clements is a foolish woman.' She bit back her anger, and her lips curled in an unpleasant little smile. 'Ah, I begin to understand. You want your revenge on Sir Percival Glyde, and you want my help. That's why you've come here. Well, you don't know me. I've spent years getting back my reputation in this village. Now everyone respects me. I won't help you.'

'If you're afraid of Sir Percival, that's quite understandable,' I said. 'He's a powerful man, and comes from a great family —'

To my amazement, she suddenly burst out laughing.

'From a great family! Yes, indeed! Especially from his mother's side,' she said with disgust.

Whatever did she mean by that, I wondered?

'The secret between you and Sir Percival was not guilty love,' I insisted. 'It was something else that brought you and him to those stolen meetings outside the vestry of the church.'

As I said the words 'vestry of the church', I saw a wave of terror pass across her face.

'Go!' she said. 'And never come back. Unless' — and she gave a slow, cruel smile — 'unless you bring news of his death.'

*　　*　　*

It was now late, and I made my way to the nearest hotel. There was much to think about. Why should mention of the church vestry cause terror? Why the disgust at Sir Percival's family, especially his mother? Was there something unusual about his parents' marriage? Perhaps the local marriage register was kept in the vestry of Welmingham church...

The next day I went to the church. I had been aware of being followed the previous evening, and now I caught sight of the same two men I had seen outside Mr Kyrle's office in London. It seemed that Sir Percival had expected me to visit Mrs Catherick, and was now expecting me to visit Welmingham church — proof, surely, that my investigation was going in the right direction.

I found the church clerk, who fetched his keys and took me to the vestry. It could only be entered from the outside of the church, and the clerk had great difficulty opening the lock, which was very old. Once inside, I asked to see the marriage register. It was kept in a cupboard which could easily be forced open.

'Is that a safe enough place to keep the register?' I said.

'Safe enough,' the clerk said. 'A copy is kept by a lawyer in the next village — Mr Wansborough's office in Knowlesbury.'

I worked backwards in the register from Sir Percival's year of birth and there, under September of the previous year, squashed into a small space at the bottom of the page, was the record of the marriage of Sir Felix Glyde and Cecilia Elster of Knowlesbury. Just the usual information. Nothing apparently peculiar about Sir Percival's mother. The secret seemed further away than ever.

But on to Knowlesbury, and Mr Wansborough's office — a five-mile walk, but possible to get there and back by the end of the day. It was worth checking the copy of the register, and perhaps the lawyer would know something that might be useful.



pursue v. continue to investigate 继续调查

lodgings n. rooms rented for lodging in 租用的房子

bring up raise 抚养

heartless adj. unfeeling, pitiless 无情的

vestry n. a room or building attached to a church for keeping vestments in 教堂的法衣室

react v. undergo a change or show behaviour due to some influence 反应

bite back restrain 克制

burst out suddenly begin 突然做……

disgust n. strong aversion 不屑

make one's way to go to 到……去

catch sight of see, find 看到




11．调查

下面是我在汉普郡初步调查的情况。布莱克沃特村没有一个人记得珀西瓦尔爵士离开的确切时间。园丁也仅仅记得大概是7月下旬。

“那么，开始下一步行动吧，”回到伦敦我对玛丽安说，“查出那个秘密来。我需要找到安妮·凯瑟里克的母亲，但我必须首先找到安妮的朋友克莱门茨太太，从她那里了解一些情况。可怎么才能找到克莱门茨太太？”

玛丽安想出了办法：“还记得克莱门茨太太和安妮在利默里奇附近住过的农场吗？我们给他们写信，也许他们知道克莱门茨太太的地址。”

我们很幸运，农场主的妻子真的知道地址，她回信告诉了我们。她就住在伦敦，离我们住的地方不远。第二天上午，我就找到了那个地方，敲响了房门。

克莱门茨太太急切地想知道我是否带来了安妮的消息，当我告诉她没有的时候，她非常难过。不过，她愿意把她知道的一切都告诉我。

“离开利默里奇以后，先生，”她对我说，“安妮和我去了英国东北部，这个时候安妮得了心脏病。她身体很不好，但她坚持到汉普郡去见格莱德夫人。所以我们就去了那儿，住在布莱克沃特附近的一个村子里——那地方离布莱克沃特不是很近，因为安妮非常害怕珀西瓦尔爵士。

“每一次安妮到湖边去见格莱德夫人，我都在远处跟着她。但是走那么远的路让她非常疲劳，结果她又病了。最后我代替她到湖边去见格莱德夫人。那天格莱德夫人没有来，来的是一个很胖的男人，他捎来了格莱德夫人的口信，让我们赶快回伦敦，因为如果在这里呆久了，珀西瓦尔爵士肯定会发现我们。格莱德夫人自己很快也会到伦敦去，如果我们把地址给她，她会跟我们联系。”

“但是她没跟你们联系，对吗？”我问，心想伯爵对这个善良的女人说的谎真是高明啊。

“没错，先生。我找到了住处，把地址寄给了格莱德夫人，可是两个星期过去了，我们没收到任何回音。后来，有一天一位夫人乘马车到这里来。她说她从格莱德夫人那儿来，格莱德夫人住在一家旅店，想安排同安妮见面。我答应同那位夫人去安排见面的事，把安妮一个人留在住处。可这是个恶毒的阴谋，先生。走到半路，那位夫人说要去商店取点儿东西，让我等几分钟。她去了就再没回来，先生。我等了好一阵子，然后赶忙回家——回来后却发现安妮不见了。就这么消失了。”

我让克莱门茨太太描述一下那位“夫人”的样子，根据她的描述，那人很显然是福斯科夫人。现在我明白伯爵是怎么把安妮·凯瑟里克弄到伦敦，又怎么把她和克莱门茨太太分开的了。

“我不知道安妮到底出了什么事，”克莱门茨太太伤心地说，“我调查过，甚至给她母亲写过信，但是她什么也不知道。我现在非常想念可怜的安妮。你知道，她就像我的女儿一样，先生。”

“我相信你是她的好母亲，”我说，“比她的亲生母亲还要亲。”

“那倒没什么难的，”克莱门茨太太说，“凯瑟里克太太是一个铁石心肠的女人。她好像仇视这个孩子，我提出抚养这孩子时，她非常高兴。后来有一天她把安妮带到利默里奇同她的妹妹住在一起。再后来，她就不让我见安妮了。安妮从精神病院逃出来之前，我就再没见到过她。她逃出来还是你帮的忙呢，先生。从那以后，她—直说她母亲知道一个秘密，那秘密会毁了珀西瓦尔爵士。但是，先生，我觉得安妮并不真的知道那个秘密。如果她真的知道，我相信她早就告诉我了。”

我自己也想过这个问题。但是，现在我努力把话题转向凯瑟里克太太。

“安妮出生前，你就认识凯瑟里克太太吗？”

“认识，大概有四个月的时间。我们在韦明翰是邻居。当时凯瑟里克夫妇刚刚结婚，凯瑟里克先生在韦明翰教堂当职员。结婚前，凯瑟里克太太在一个大户人家当仆人。她是一个自私、狠心的女人，对她可怜的丈夫非常不好。不久，关于她和住在附近旅店的一个年轻人有了很多风言风语。凯瑟里克先生对我丈夫说，他发现他妻子的抽屉里藏着许多贵重礼物，金戒指什么的。”

“那个年轻人是谁？”我问。

“你认识他，先生。我可怜的安妮也认识他。”

“珀西瓦尔爵士？”我的心跳开始加速。我是不是接近那个秘密了？

“就是他。他父亲那时在国外去世，珀西瓦尔爵士刚刚到这里来。大家都说很可能凯瑟里克太太早就认识珀西瓦尔爵士，她和凯瑟里克先生结婚就是想挽救自己的名声，因为，嗯，你知道……不管怎样，一天晚上，凯瑟里克先生看到他妻子和珀西瓦尔爵士在教堂的法衣室外窃窃私语。他们打了起来。珀西瓦尔爵士打了他。之后，凯瑟里克先生就离开了那个村子，再也没回来。尽管村子里流言满天飞，凯瑟里克太太还是一直住在那里。”她说自己是清白的，谁也赶不走她。不过大多数人都认为她是靠珀西瓦尔爵士的钱维持生活的。”

秘密就在这里。可是到底是什么呢？珀西瓦尔爵士是安妮的父亲，这已经不是什么秘密了，大家早就这么想了。不对，这里一定还有隐情。

“那你怎么看，克莱门茨太太？”

“嗯，如果从时间和地点来看，很明显凯瑟里克先生不是安妮的父亲。但是，安妮一点儿也不像珀西瓦尔爵士，也不像她母亲。”

我想到凯瑟里克太太当仆人的那家，也许什么时候我可以到那儿调查一下。

“真是太谢谢了，克莱门茨太太，”我说，“你回答了我那么多问题。最后我还有个请求，你能告诉我凯瑟里克太太的地址吗？我必须查清楚这个秘密，只有她可以告诉我。”

克莱门茨太太把地址给了我，但是摇了摇头，“你要小心，先生。她是一个很可怕的女人，你没有我了解她。”

*　　*　　*

回到住处，我把要去韦明翰的想法告诉了玛丽安，她非常担优。

“你觉得这样好吗，沃尔特？珀西瓦尔爵士是个心狠手辣的人。”

“我更担心的是你和劳拉，”我说，“就你们两个留在伦敦，还要对付伯爵。”

我们商量好每天都互相写信，如果没有收到玛丽安的来信，我就搭乘最早的一班火车回伦敦来。

*　　*　　*

三天后，我已经站在凯瑟里克太太的客厅里了。我面前是一个头发灰白的女人，穿着黑色绸衣。她的一双黑眼睛冷冷地盯着我。

“你说你来跟我谈我女儿的事，”她开口说，“有什么话就请讲吧。”

她的声音像她的眼神一样冷。她指了指一把椅子，我坐下以后，她开始仔细地打量我。

“你知道，”我说，“你女儿失踪了吗？”

“我非常清楚。”

“难道你不担心她可能不光是失踪了，有可能她已经死了？”

“我想过。那你是来告诉我，她已经死了？”

“是的。”

“为什么？”

提出这样荒谬的问题，她的声音、表情和举止居然没有任何变化，就好像我刚才谈的是街上死了一只猫。

“我原以为安妮的母亲会关心她的生死。”

“就为了这个啊，”她说，“但是你为什么对她或我感兴趣呢？你到这里来没有其他原因？”

“有，”我回答，“你女儿的死使我所爱的人受到了伤害——是一个叫珀西瓦尔·格莱德爵士的人干的。”

我提到了珀西瓦尔的名字，她一点儿反应都没有。

“我要让他承认他所犯下的罪行，你丈夫在教堂当职员的时候，你就知道了他的一些事，我希望你把所知道的告诉我。”

我终于在她眼里看到了愤怒的目光。

“你是怎么知道这些事的？”

“克莱门茨太太把她知道的都告诉我了。”

“克莱门茨太太是个愚蠢的女人。”她压下怒火，双唇勾起一丝恶意的微笑。“呵，我开始懂了。你要向珀西瓦尔爵士报仇，需要我帮忙。这就是你来这里的原因。你不了解我。我在这个村子住了这么多年，才挽回我的名誉。现在大家都很尊敬我，我不会帮你的。”

“如果你害怕珀西瓦尔爵士，那是可以理解的，”我说，“他是个有权势的人，出身名门——”

令我吃惊的是，她突然大笑起来。

“出身名门！是，没错！尤其是他母亲那一边。”她不屑地说。

她这话是什么意思？我不明白。

“你和他之间的秘密不是什么婚外情，”我接着说，“是别的事情使得你们在教堂的法衣室外秘密见面。”

在提到“教堂的法衣室”时，我注意到她的脸上掠过一阵恐惧。

“滚出去！”她大声喊着，“再也不要回来。除非”——她脸上慢慢露出残忍的笑意——“除非你来告诉我他死了。”

*　　*　　*

天色已晚，我朝最近的旅店走去。有许多问题需要思考。为什么提到教堂的法衣室她就害怕了？为什么她瞧不起珀西瓦尔爵士的家庭，特别是他的母亲？难道他父母的婚姻有什么特别的地方？也许当地的婚姻登记记录就存放在韦明翰教堂的法衣室……

第二天我去了教堂。我已经注意到前一天晚上有人跟踪我，这会儿我又看到在伦敦克尔先生办公室外见到的那两个人在跟着我。似乎珀西瓦尔爵士已经料到我要来见凯瑟里克太太，现在又料到我来韦明翰教堂——这些恰好证明我的调查方向是正确的。

我找到了教堂职员，他找来钥匙，带我来到教堂的法衣室。法衣室只能从教堂外面进去，职员费了好大劲儿才打开那把旧锁。进去以后，我说要看看婚姻登记记录。那些记录放在一个柜子里，柜子的门很容易被撬开。

“婚姻登记记录放在这里安全吗？”我问。

“很安全，”职员回答，“另一个副本存放在邻村的律师那里，就是万斯伯勒先生的办公室，在诺雷斯伯里。”

我从珀西瓦尔爵士出生那年的记录开始往前面查，在前一年的9月，有一页在靠下的角落里记着费利克斯·格莱德爵士和诺雷斯伯里的塞西莉亚结婚。只是非常一般的记录，看不出珀西瓦尔爵士的母亲有什么特殊的地方。秘密好像比以前离我更远了。

接下来，我奔赴诺雷斯伯里万斯伯勒先生的办公室——大约有5英里的路程，但是在天黑前赶回来还是可能的。很有必要查看一下记录的副本，也许律师会知道一些有用的信息。




12
The secret

Sir Percival's spies attacked me on the road to Knowlesbury. One of them came up beside me, and bumped into me with his shoulder. I pushed him away, hard, and he immediately shouted for help. The other man ran up and the two of them held me between them. The first man accused me of attacking him, and they said they would take me to the police station in the town.

What could I do? I couldn't fight both of them and hope to get away, so I had to go with them.

At the police station the first man accused me of a violent attack, and the second man said he was a witness. I was locked up until the next magistrate's court, which was three days away. I could be released on bail, I was told, but how could I, a total stranger in the town, find a responsible person willing to pay money for my temporary freedom? The whole plan was now clear — to get me out of the way for three days, while Sir Percival did whatever was necessary to prevent his secret being discovered.

At first I was too angry to think clearly. Then I remembered Mr Dawson, the doctor. I had been to his house on my previous visit to Blackwater, so I knew his address. I wrote him a letter, explaining what had happened and begging for his help, and then asked for a messenger to deliver it. Two hours later the good doctor appeared, paid the required money and I was set free.

There was no time to lose. The news of my being free would doubtless reach Sir Percival within hours. I hurried to the lawyer's office, where I asked if I could see the copy of the Welmingham marriage register. Mr Wansborough was a pleasant man and agreed to show me the copy. In fact, he was quite amused. No one had asked to see it since his father (now dead) had locked it away in the office more than twenty years before.

As I opened the register, my hands trembled. I turned the pages to the year and month. I found the names I remembered just before, and just after, the marriage of Sir Percival's parents. And between these entries, at the bottom of the page...?

Nothing! The marriage of Sir Felix Glyde and Cecilia Elster was not there! I looked again, to be sure. No, nothing. Not a doubt about it. Sir Percival must have seen the space in the Welmingham register and written in the marriage himself.

I had never once suspected this. He was not Sir Percival Glyde at all! His parents had not been married, so he had no right to the inheritance of Blackwater Park, no right to the rank of Baronet, no right even to the name of Glyde! This was his secret — and it was now mine to use against him!

The copy of the register would be safe enough in the lawyer's office, but I decided to go back to Welmingham and make a copy of the false record from the church register. It was dark now and I ran all the way to the church clerk's house. I knocked on his door, but when he appeared, he looked suspicious and confused.

'Where are the keys?' he asked. 'Have you taken them?'

'What keys do you mean?' I said. 'I've just this minute arrived from Knowlesbury.'

'The keys of the vestry,' he said. 'The keys are gone! Someone's broken in and taken the keys.'

'Get a light,' I said, 'and let's go to the vestry. Quick!'

We ran to the church. On the path we passed a man who looked at us with frightened eyes. He seemed to be a servant of some kind. We did not stop to question him, but ran on.

As we came in sight of the vestry, I saw a high window brilliantly lit from within. There was a strange smell on the night air, a sound of cracking wood, and the light grew brighter and brighter. I ran to the door and put my hand on it. The vestry was on fire!

I heard the key working violently in the lock — I heard a man's voice behind the door, raised in terror, screaming for help.

'Oh, my God!' said the servant, who had followed us, 'it's Sir Percival!'

'God help him!' said the clerk. 'He's damaged the lock.'

*　　*　　*

At that moment I forget the man's crimes and see only the horror of his situation. Several people are now running towards the church and I call to them to help me break down the door. We look desperately for something to use, and at last someone finds a long heavy piece of wood.

By now the flames are shooting up out of the window, and the screams have stopped. We get the wood into position and run at the door with it. Again, and again! At last the door crashes down, but a wave of heat hits our faces and drives us back — and in the room we see nothing but a sheet of living fire.

*　　*　　*

The church itself was saved as the fire engine arrived soon afterwards and managed to put out the fire before it spread. They carried out the body of Sir Percival Glyde and laid it on the wet ground. I looked down on his dead face and this was how, for the first and last time, I saw him.

He must have heard that I was free and on my way back to Welmingham, so he hurried to the church, stealing the keys and locking himself in to prevent anyone coming in and finding him. All he could do was tear the page out of the register and destroy it. If the false record no longer existed, I could produce no evidence to threaten him with. He must have dropped his lamp by accident, which started the fire. Then in his urgency to get out, the lock had become damaged and the key unmoveable.

I could not leave the town. There would be a legal enquiry into the accident the next day, which I had to attend, and in any case I had to report back to the police station in Knowlesbury. I returned to the hotel and wrote to Marian, telling her everything that had happened and warning her to keep the news from Laura for the moment. With Sir Percival's death, my hopes of establishing Laura's identity had also died, and I could see no way forward at present.

The next day an envelope with my name on was delivered to the hotel. The letter inside was neither dated nor signed, but before I had read the first sentence, I knew who had written it — Mrs Catherick.




Sir — I thought you were my enemy. Now that he is dead, because of you, I consider you my friend. To thank you for what you have done, I will now tell you the things you wanted to know about my private life.

Twenty-three years ago I was a beautiful young woman living in Welmingham, married to a fool of a husband. I also knew a gentleman — I shall not call him by his name. Why should I? It was not his own. I was born with expensive tastes. This man gave me expensive presents. Naturally he wanted something in return — all men do. And what did he want? Just a little thing. The key to the church vestry, when my husband's back was turned. I liked my presents, so I got him the key. I watched him in the vestry without his knowing, and saw what he was doing. I did not know then how serious a crime it was. I said I would not tell anyone about the marriage he had added to the register if he told me about his private life. He agreed — why, you will see in a moment.

He said that he only found out that his parents were not married after his mother's death. His father confessed to it and promised to do what he could for his son. But he died having done nothing. The son came to England and took possession of the property. There was no one to say he could not. In fact, the right person to claim the property was a distant relation away at sea. However, to borrow money on the property, he needed a certificate of his parents' marriage. This was a problem — a problem which brought him to Welmingham.

As his parents had mostly lived abroad and had had no social life in England, who was to say (the priest being dead) that a private marriage had not taken place at Welmingham church? His plan was to tear out a page from the marriage register in the year before his birth and destroy it. Then he would tell his lawyers in London to get the necessary certificate, innocently referring them to the date on the page that was gone. At least no one could say that his parents were not married.

However, when he saw there was a small space at the bottom of the page in the right year, he changed his plan and took the opportunity to write in the marriage himself. It took him some time, though, to practise the handwriting and to mix the right colour of ink, so that it looked the same.

After my husband caught me talking secretly to him and after their fight together, I asked my fine gentleman to clear my name and to say there had been nothing between us. But he refused. He wanted everyone to believe something false, so that they would never suspect the truth. He then told me that the punishment for his crime, and anyone who helped him, was life in prison. He frightened me! If I spoke out, I was just as lost as he was. He then agreed to make me a yearly payment if I said nothing and stayed in Welmingham, where he could always find me and where there was no danger of my making friends and talking. This was hard, but I accepted.

Many years later, when my daughter was with me at home, I received a letter from him which made me very angry. I lost control of myself and said, in her presence, that 'I could destroy him if I let out his secret'. Then one day he came to our house and called her a fool. Immediately she shouted, 'Ask for my pardon, now, or I'll let out your secret and destroy your life. 'My own words! He went white. Then he swore at us. It ended, as you know, by his shutting her up in an asylum. I tried to tell him she knew nothing. But he did not believe me. My daughter knew that she had frightened him and that he was responsible for shutting her up because he believed she knew his secret. That's why she hated him. But she never to her dying day knew what his secret actually was.

I will end by saying that you insult me if you think my husband was not my daughter's father. Please do not ask further questions about that. To protect myself, I mention no names in this letter, nor do I sign it.



magistrate n. an official conducting a court for minor cases 法官

bail n. money left with a court of law to prove that a prisoner will return when their trial starts 保释金

entry n. an item 条目

brilliantly adv. very brightly 非常亮

produce v. bring forward for consideration or inspection 拿出




12．秘密

在去往诺雷斯伯里的路上，珀西瓦尔爵士的人向我发起了攻击。其中一个走到我旁边，用肩膀撞我。我用力把他推开，他马上大喊起来。另一个人跑过来，他们两个把我夹在了中间。第一个人指责我打他，他们说要把我带到镇上的警察局去。

我能怎么办呢？我没办法打倒他们两个再逃走，现在只得跟他们走了。

到了警察局，第一个人说我打他，另一个人说他是证人。我被关了起来，等着三天后法官开庭审理。他们告诉我可以保释，可是我在这里一个人也不认识，怎么可能找到一个愿意负责的人出钱让我获得暂时的自由呢？他们的整个计划很清楚——让我消失三天，珀西瓦尔爵士就利用这段时间尽一切可能保证他的秘密不被发现。

刚开始，我非常气愤，头脑中一片混乱。后来我想起了道森先生，那位医生。上一次我去布莱克沃特的时候到过他家，所以我知道他的地址。我给他写了封信，告诉他出了什么事，请求他来帮我，然后找了一个送信的帮我把信送走。两个小时后，好心的医生来了，为我交了保释金，我自由了。

必须抓紧时间，因为我被释放的消息肯定几个小时之内就会传到珀西瓦尔爵士那里。我赶到律师的办公室，请求看一下韦明翰的结婚登记记录。万斯伯勒先生是个和气的人，他同意让我看副本。其实，应该说他很高兴，因为自从他父亲（现在已经去世了）20多年前把文件锁在办公室后，从未有人要求查看过。

我翻开记录副本的时候双手在颤抖。我找到了珀西瓦尔爵士父母结婚的年份和月份，以及在他们之前和之后结婚的男女方姓名记录。但是，在这些条目之间，在那一页的底下……？

什么也没有！费利克斯·格莱德爵士和塞西莉亚·埃尔斯特的婚姻根本就没有记录！为了保险起见，我又看了一遍。没有，什么也没有，毫无疑问。珀西瓦尔爵士可能在韦明翰的记录中看到了那个空白，然后自己填上了那条记录。

我从未怀疑到这一点。他根本就不是珀西瓦尔·格莱德爵士，他的父母没有结婚，他根本没有权利继承布莱克沃特庄园和爵位，甚至根本无权姓格莱德！这就是他的秘密——现在我要利用这个秘密来对付他！

婚姻登记的副本放在律师的办公室很安全，我决定返回韦明翰，复制一份教堂的假记录。天已经黑了，我一路跑到教堂职员的住处。我敲了门，职员出来的时候，脸上布满了疑虑。

“钥匙在哪儿？”他问我，“你把钥匙拿走了吗？”

“什么钥匙？”我说，“我刚从诺雷斯伯里过来。”

“法衣室的钥匙，”他说，“钥匙不见了！有人进来偷走了钥匙。”

“拿上灯，”我说，“我们去法衣室，快！”

我们向教堂跑去。路上碰见一个人，似乎是个仆人，他惊慌地看了看我们。我们没有停下来问他任何问题，而是继续向前跑。

当我们看到法衣室的时候，我发现从一个高处的窗户里发出很亮的光，夜晚的空气中有一股奇怪的味道，可以听到木头劈啪作响的声音，那光变得越来越亮。我跑到法衣室的门口，用手摸了摸门。法衣室起火了！

我听到钥匙在锁里使劲转动的声音——我听到门后有人害怕地高声喊救命。

“噢，上帝！”跟着我们跑过来的仆人说，“是珀西瓦尔爵士！”

“上帝啊，救救他！”职员说，“他把锁弄坏了。”

[image: alt]

*　　*　　*

这个时候，我忘记了这个人的罪恶，只想到他现在的危急处境。有几个人正朝教堂跑过来，我叫他们帮我把门弄开。我们到处找能弄开门的东西，最后有人找来一根很粗的长木头。

这时，火焰已经窜出了窗户，呼叫声已听不见了。我们抬着长木头，一次又一次朝门撞过去。最后门被撞倒了，热浪从屋里冲出来，使我们不得不往后退去——屋里除了一团火什么也看不见。

*　　*　　*

救火车很快赶到，没等火势蔓延就把火扑灭了，教堂本身没有受到破坏。人们把珀西瓦尔爵士的尸体抬了出来，放在潮湿的地上。我看了看他的脸，这是我第一次也是最后一次看到他。

他一定是听说我被放出来，而且正赶回韦明翰，所以急忙赶到教堂，偷了钥匙，把自己锁在屋子里，不让任何人进去发现他。他唯一能做的就是把那一页从登记簿上撕下来销毁。如果假记录没有了，我就拿不出证据来威胁他。他可能不小心把灯掉到地上，引起了大火。然后，他急着要出来，匆忙中弄坏了锁，钥匙转不动了。

我现在还不能离开这里。转天会有一个事故的法律调查，我必须参加。而且不管怎样，我还得向诺雷斯伯里的警察局报到。我回到旅店，写信给玛丽安，告诉她这里发生的事情，提醒她先不要把这个消息告诉劳拉。珀西瓦尔爵士死了，我证明劳拉身份的希望也不复存在，现在我不知下一步该怎么办。

第二天，一个写着我名字的信封被送到了旅店。里面的信既没有日期，也没有署名。但是还没看完第一句，我就知道是谁写的信了——凯瑟里克太太。

先生——我原以为你是我的敌人。现在因为你，他已经死了，我认为你是我的朋友。为感谢你的所作所为，我现在把你想知道的我的私事告诉你。

23年前，我是一个年轻漂亮的姑娘，住在韦明翰，嫁给了一位傻乎乎的丈夫。我还结识了一位绅士——我不会称呼他的名字。为什么要那样叫他？那不是他的名字。我生来就喜欢贵重的东西，这个人送给我许多贵重礼物，当然他是需要回报的——男人都是这样。这个男人要的是什么？很简单的一样东西。教堂法衣室的钥匙，当然要趁我丈夫不在的时候。我喜欢那些礼物，所以给他弄到了钥匙。我盯着他，看他在法衣室干什么，他并没发觉。当时我不知道那是多么严重的罪行。我跟他说，要是他告诉我他的私事，我不会告诉任何人他擅自增加结婚记录的事。他答应了——至于为什么，你往下看就明白了。

他说在他母亲死后，他才知道他的父母并没有结婚。他父亲承认了这件事，答应尽力为他儿子做些什么。可是他什么都没来得及做，就死去了。他的儿子来到英国继承了遗产。没人说他不能继承，实际上，真正应该继承遗产的是一个正在出海的远亲。然而，要想用那笔财产去借钱，他需要一份父母的结婚证明。这是个问题，为解决这个问题，他来到了韦明翰。

因为他父母大部分时间生活在国外，在英国没什么交际，所以谁会说（牧师已经死了）韦明翰教堂没举行过一场私下的婚礼呢？他的计划是把他出生前那一年的婚姻登记页撕下来销毁。然后，他就会告诉伦敦的律师们去取必要的证明文件，并假装不知情地把那个已经不存在的登记页上的日期告诉他们。至少谁也不会说他父母没结婚。

但是，他发现那年的登记页上靠下面有一点空白，于是改变了主意，趁机把他父母的婚姻写了进去。当然，他也颇费了些时间去模仿登记用的笔迹，还有配制合适的墨水颜色，让这条记录看起来跟其他的没有差别。

我丈夫看到我和他密谈，他们两个打了一架以后，我叫他帮我洗清名声，告诉别人我们之间什么也没发生，但是他拒绝了。他希望大家都相信并没有发生的事情，这样一来，人们就不会去想真相如何了。他还跟我说如果他的罪行败露，他以及帮过他的人都将被终生监禁。他让我害怕极了！如果我说出他的秘密，那我和他都完了。他答应每年支付我一笔钱，条件是我保持沉默，继续住在韦明翰，让他随时可以找到我，也免得我与人交朋友，然后乱讲话。虽说条件很苛刻，我还是答应了。

很多年以后，那时我女儿同我在一起，我收到他的一封信把我惹恼了。我无法控制自己，当着女儿的面说：“我把他的秘密说出去就能毁了他。”后来有一天，他来我家，管我女儿叫傻瓜，她一下子喊了起来：“赶快请求我原谅你，不然我就把你的秘密说出去，毁了你。”完全是我说过的话！他的脸一下子变白了。他向我们破口大骂。最后，你知道，他把她关进了精神病院。我试图告诉他，她什么也不知道。可是他不相信我。我女儿明白她使他害怕了，是他把她关进了精神病院，因为他认为她知道了他的秘密。这就是为什么她那么恨他。但是，她其实到死也不知道那秘密到底是什么。

最后我要说的是，如果你认为我丈夫不是我女儿的父亲，你就是污辱我。请不要多问了。为了保护我自己，信中没有提到任何名字，我也不会署名。




13
The threat

Mrs Catherick's extraordinary and shameless letter filled me with disgust. My interest in Sir Percival Glyde's crime was now at an end, but I decided to keep the letter in case it might help me find out who Anne's father really was.

Later in the morning I went to the legal enquiry into Sir Percival's death. I was only asked to say what had happened. I was not asked how I thought the keys had been taken, how the fire had been caused, or why Sir Percival had gone into the vestry. As no one could explain any of these things, the verdict at the end of the enquiry was 'death by accident'.

Afterwards, a gentleman who was also at the enquiry walked back to the hotel with me. He had heard from Sir Percival's lawyer that a distant relation abroad would now inherit Blackwater Park. This was obviously the person who should have inherited it twenty-three years before. If I made Sir Percival's crime public, it would be to no one's advantage now. If I kept the secret, the true character of the man who had cheated Laura into marrying him would remain hidden. And for her sake, I wished to keep it hidden.

I still could not leave Hampshire, as I had to report to the police station in Knowlesbury the next day. I spent another night at the hotel and in the morning went to the post office to collect the letter from Marian. As promised, we had written to each other every day, and Marian's letters had been full of cheerful news. This morning's letter was short, and terrified me.




Come back as soon as you can. We have had to move. Come to Gower's Walk, Fulham (number five). I will look out for you. Don't be alarmed about us, we are both safe and well. But come back. — Marian




What had happened? What dreadful thing had Count Fosco done while I was away? In spite of my anxiety, I had to wait. I paid my bill at the hotel and took a cab to Knowlesbury.

At the police station, as I expected, no one appeared to continue the action against me and I was allowed to go. Half an hour later I was on the train back to London.

I got to Gower's Walk in Fulham at about nine o'clock. Both Laura and Marian came to the door to let me in. Laura was much brighter and happier, full of plans for the future and for her drawing and painting. Marian's face was tired and anxious. I could see that she had spared Laura the knowledge of the terrible death in Welmingham and the true reason for moving to new lodgings. When Laura had left us and we could speak freely, I tried to give some expression to my feelings and told Marian how much I admired her for the courage and love she had shown.

She was too generous to listen to me, and turned the conversation to my worries.

'I'm so sorry for my letter — it must have alarmed you.'

'Yes, it did,' I admitted. 'Was I right in thinking that you moved because of a threat by Count Fosco?'

'Perfectly right,' she said. 'I saw him yesterday, and worse than that, Walter — I spoke to him.'

'Spoke to him? Did he come to the house?'

'He did. Yesterday, when I was passing the window, I saw him in the street. Then there was a knock on the door. I rushed out and there he was, dressed in black, with his smooth face and his deadly smile. I closed the door behind me so that Laura would not see or hear him.'

'What did he say?' I asked anxiously.

'He greeted me, then repeated the warning in his letter to me. He said he had not been able to prevent Sir Percival's violence towards you, and he had found out our address in order to protect his own interests. You were followed, Walter, on your return home after your first journey to Hampshire. He used this information only when he heard of Sir Percival's death, because he believed you would act against him next.'

'And he was right,' I said. 'What did he say about me?'

'He was very cool, very polite, and very threatening,' said Marian. 'He said, "Warn Mr Hartright! He has an intelligent and powerful man to deal with. Let him be content with what he has got. Say to him, if he attacks me, I will use all my power to destroy him. There is nothing I will not do. Dear lady, good morning." Then he just looked at me with his cold grey eyes, and walked away.

'I ran back inside, and told Laura we had to move. We needed a quieter neighbourhood with better air for the sake of her health. I said you'd wanted us to do that, and why didn't we do it now to surprise you when you got back. She liked that idea, and was quite happy to move. I found these lodgings through an old school friend. I did the right thing, didn't I, Walter?'

I answered her warmly and gratefully, as I really felt.

But the anxious look remained on her face, and I saw in her eyes her continuing fear of the Count's cleverness and energy.

'What do you think of his message, Walter? What do you plan to do next?'

'I decided weeks ago that Laura will be received in her uncle's house again,' I answered. 'And my decision remains the same. Count Fosco will answer for his crime to ME.'

Marian's eyes lit up. She said nothing, but I could see how strongly she supported this plan.

'I know the risks are great,' I said, 'but it must be done. I'm not foolish enough to try this before I'm well prepared. I can wait. Let him think his message has produced its effect. He will start to feel safe. Also, my position towards you and Laura ought to be a stronger one than it is now.'

'How can it be stronger?' she asked, surprised.

'Marian, I would like you to say to Laura, gently, that her husband is dead.'

'Oh, Walter, so soon? You have a reason for this, don't you?'

'Yes. I cannot speak to Laura yet. But one day, not too distant, I want to tell her that I love her.'

Marian looked at me for a time, then gave a sad, gentle smile. 'Yes, I understand. I think I owe it to her and to you, Walter, to tell her of her husband's death.'

The next day Laura knew that death had released her from her marriage, and her husband's name was never mentioned among us again.

*　　*　　*

Our life returned to its usual pattern, but I did not forget the Count. I discovered that he had rented his house in St John's Wood for another six months, so I was fairly sure he would still be in London, within my reach, when the time came to act.

We finally solved the puzzle of who Anne Catherick's father was. When I went again to see Mrs Clements and to tell her about Anne's death, she remembered where Mrs Catherick had worked as a servant. Her employer had been a Mr Donthorne.

We wrote to Mr Donthorne, who replied with some very interesting information. Philip Fairlie, Laura's father, had been a great friend of his when they were young, and a frequent house guest. He was a handsome man and fond of female company. Mr Donthorne was fairly certain that Philip Fairlie had been staying at his house when Mrs Catherick was employed as a servant, in the year before Anne was born.

When Marian and I checked the dates; when we considered that Anne and Laura looked so alike; and when we took into account the fact that Laura looked very much like her father, we were in no doubt that here was the solution. Philip Fairlie was Anne's father, and so Anne was Laura's half-sister.

Now, at last, the woman in white, that strange sad shadow walking in the loneliness of the night, could rest in peace.

*　　*　　*

Four months passed. Laura grew stronger in body and in mind. She was almost her old self, and when we talked, it was as we used to talk at Limmeridge. If I touched her by accident, I felt my heart beating fast, and I saw the answering colour in her face.

In April, we went for a holiday at the seaside. While we were there I told Marian that when we returned to London, I was determined to force a confession from Count Fosco — to make him tell me the real date of Laura's journey to London.

'But if I am to challenge the Count, for Laura's safety, I think I should challenge him as her husband. Do you agree, Marian?'

'With every word,' she said. 'I parted you both once. Wait here, my brother, my best and dearest friend! Till Laura comes, and tells you what I have done now!'

She kissed my forehead and left the room. I waited by the window, staring out at the beach, seeing nothing, hardly able to breathe. The door opened, and Laura came in alone. When we parted at Limmeridge, she had come into the room slowly, in sorrow and hesitation. Now she ran to me, with the light of happiness shining in her face. She put her arms around me, and her sweet lips came to meet mine.

'My darling!' she whispered, 'May we say we love each other now? Oh, I am so happy at last!'

Ten days later we were even happier. We were married.



verdict n. a decision; a judgment 结论

spare somebody the knowledge of keeping somebody from knowing 不让某人知道……

deadly adj. horrible 可怕的

answer for be responsible 受到惩罚

fairly adv. to a noticeable degree 相当地




13．威胁

凯瑟里克太太奇怪而又不知羞耻的来信使我对她充满了鄙夷。现在，我对珀西瓦尔爵士的罪行已经没有兴趣了，但我还是决定留着这封信，也许它会帮我找出安妮的父亲究竟是谁。

上午晚些时候，我去参加珀西瓦尔爵士死亡的法律调查。他们只让我说说发生了什么，没有问我如何看待钥匙为什么会被拿走，火灾是怎么发生的，或者为什么珀西瓦尔爵士会进到法衣室去。没有人能够解释这些问题，所以调查的最终结论是“意外死亡”。

之后，一位也参加了调查的男子和我一起走回旅店。他从珀西瓦尔爵士的律师那里得知，一个国外的远亲现在要来继承布莱克沃特庄园。很明显，这就是23年前应该继承庄园的那个人。假如我把珀西瓦尔爵士的罪行公之于众，现在对谁都没有好处。假如我不把秘密说出去，这个欺骗劳拉与之结婚的人的真正人品就不会有人知道。但为了劳拉，我愿意保守这个秘密。

我还不能离开汉普郡，因为转天还要去诺雷斯伯里警察局。我在旅店又住了一晚。第二天一早，我去邮局取玛丽安的来信。我们按约定每天通信。玛丽安的来信一直都是好消息。今天早上的来信很短，但却令我害怕。




请尽快回来。我们不得不搬了家。到富勒姆的戈瓦沃克街（5号）来找我们。我也会留意等你。不必为我们担心，我们很安全。一定快回来。玛丽安




出了什么事？我不在的时候，福斯科伯爵又做了什么坏事？尽管非常担心，我还是得等。我付清了旅店的费用，叫了辆马车直奔诺雷斯伯里。

在警察局，不出我所料，没人来继续同我纠缠，我可以走了。半个小时后，我登上了返回伦敦的火车。

大约9点钟，我赶到了富勒姆的戈瓦沃克街。劳拉和玛丽安都到门口迎接我。劳拉的脸色比以前好多了，人也高兴多了，对将来和她的绘画有很多想法。玛丽安的脸上带着倦容和忧虑。看得出她没有把珀西瓦尔死在韦明翰的可怕消息和搬到新住处的真实原因告诉劳拉。劳拉走开以后，我们可以随便谈话了。我想告诉她我非常敬佩她的勇气和她对劳拉表现出的爱。

这位慷慨的姑娘没等我说完就把话题转到我的担忧上来了。

[image: alt]

“给你写那样的信，真是对不起——你一定很为我们担心吧。”

“是的，我的确很担心，”我说，“我猜你们搬家是由于福斯科伯爵的威胁，对吗？”

“一点儿不错，”她回答，“我昨天看见他了，更糟糕的是，沃尔特——我跟他说话了。”

“跟他说话了？他去你们的住处了？”

“是的。昨天，我从窗旁走过的时候，看见他在街上。过了一会儿，有人敲门。我马上跑过去开门，就是他，穿一身黑色衣服，光滑的脸上带着吓人的微笑。我关上了身后的门，这样劳拉就看不见他，也听不见他说话了。”

“他都说了什么？”我急切地问。

“他跟我打了招呼，然后再一次重复了他在信中对我的警告。他说他没能阻止珀西瓦尔爵士针对你的恶劣行为，他找到我们的住处是要保护他自己的利益。你第一次去汉普郡回来的时候就被跟踪了，沃尔特。他在听到珀西瓦尔爵士的死讯后才决定登门，因为他认为你下一个对付的目标就是他。”

“让他说对了，”我说，“他说我什么了？”

“他非常冷静而有礼，同时又非常具有威胁性，”玛丽安接着说，“他说，‘请警告哈特里特先生！他要对付的是一个有智慧、有权势的人。叫他对已经得到的东西知足吧。告诉他，如果他跟我对着干，我将不遗余力地干掉他。我会不择手段的。亲爱的小姐，再见。’然后，他用冷酷的灰眼睛看了看我，就走了。

“我赶忙跑进屋，跟劳拉说我们得搬家。为她的健康着想，我们需要一个更安静、空气更好的地方。我说你也希望我们搬家，为什么不现在就搬，等你回来给你一个惊喜呢。她喜欢这个主意，欢天喜地地同意了。我通过一个校友找到这个住处。我做得没错吧，沃尔特？”

我说她做得非常好，这是我的心里话。

但是，她脸上依然带着忧虑，从她的眼神里看得出，她还在害怕伯爵的精明和权势。

“沃尔特，你怎么看他的那些话？下一步你准备怎么做？”

“几星期前，我就决定让劳拉重新在她叔叔家得到应有的承认，”我回答，“现在我还是这样想的。我要让福斯科伯爵为他犯下的罪行付出代价。”

玛丽安的眼睛一亮，虽然没有说话，但是看得出她非常支持这个计划。

“我清楚这样做风险很大，”我说，“但这件事一定要做。我不会愚蠢到没做好准备就动手。我可以等。让他觉得他的话起了作用，认为已经平安无事了。另外，我跟你和劳拉的关系也该比现在更明确。”

“怎么个更明确法？”她吃惊地问。

“玛丽安，我希望你能心平气和地告诉劳拉，她丈夫已经死了。”

“噢，沃尔特，这么快就告诉她？你这样做是不是有什么原因？”

“是的，我现在还不能跟劳拉谈，但总有一天，不会太久，我会告诉她我爱她。”

玛丽安看了我一会儿，然后淡淡地、略带忧伤地笑了笑，“好吧，我明白。我想这是我欠你们的，沃尔特，我会把她丈夫的死讯告诉她。”

第二天，劳拉知道她丈夫死了，她也从这段婚姻中解脱了，那以后我们谁也没再提过她丈夫的名字。

*　　*　　*

我们的生活恢复了往常的模式，但是我没有忘记伯爵。我了解到他在圣约翰伍德的房子又续租了6个月，因此可以肯定，到了我采取行动的时候，他还会在伦敦，我还可以找到他。

我们终于弄清了安妮·凯瑟里克的父亲是谁。我又去见了克莱门茨太太，告诉她安妮已经死了。她记起凯瑟里克太太当仆人的地方。她的雇主姓多桑。

我们给多桑先生写信，他在回信中告诉我们一些非常有趣的信息。菲利普·费尔利，就是劳拉的父亲，年轻时和他是好友，也是他家里的常客。菲利普风流潇洒，喜欢女色。多桑先生非常肯定凯瑟里克太太在他家当仆人的那段时间，也就是安妮出生的前一年，菲利普·费尔利一直住在他家。

玛丽安和我算了算时间，我们想到安妮和劳拉如此地相像，想到劳拉如此地像她父亲，我们得到了非常肯定的答案。菲利普·费尔利是安妮的父亲，安妮和劳拉是同父异母的姐妹。

现在，那位白衣女人，那位在寂静深夜出现的古怪而哀伤的女人终于可以安息了。

*　　*　　*

四个月过去了，劳拉的身体渐渐强壮起来，头脑也慢慢清楚了。她几乎又是原来的她了。我们交谈的时候，感觉和当初在利默里奇谈话时一样。当我无意间碰到她的时候，我感到心跳在加速，而且我注意到她也脸红了。

4月，我们到海边度假。在那里，我告诉玛丽安，等回到伦敦，我一定要迫使福斯科伯爵说实话，让他说出劳拉回伦敦的真正日期。

“但是为了劳拉的安全，我想如果我挑战伯爵的话，最好以她丈夫的身份前去，你同意吗，玛丽安？”

“完全同意，”玛丽安说，“我曾让你们两个分开，你在这儿等我一下，我的好朋友！一会儿劳拉就过来，她会告诉你我这次是怎么做的，好吗？”

她吻了吻我的额头，走了出去。我在窗旁等着，眼睛望着海滩，却什么也看不到，我紧张得几乎喘不过气来。门开了，劳拉一个人走进来。我们在利默里奇分手的时候，她是慢慢地走进房间的，神情充满了痛苦和犹豫。这会儿，她跑向我，脸上闪耀着幸福的光芒。她张开手臂紧紧地拥抱我，用甜润的双唇吻着我。

“亲爱的！”她轻声说，“现在我们能对彼此说‘我爱你’了吧？啊，我终于得到幸福了！”

十天以后，我们的幸福又向前迈进了一步，我们结婚了。




14
The confession

A fortnight later, we returned to London, and I began to prepare for my battle with the Count. It was now early May and the rental agreement for his house ended in June. In my new happiness with Laura (to whom we never mentioned the Count's name), I was sometimes tempted to change my mind and to leave things as they were. But she still had dreams, terrible dreams that made her cry out in her sleep, and I knew I had to go on.

First, I tried to find out more about the Count. Marian told me that he had not been back to Italy for many years. Had he been obliged to leave Italy for political reasons, I wondered? But Marian also said that at Blackwater Park he had received official-looking letters with Italian stamps on, which would seem to contradict this idea. Perhaps he was a spy, I thought. That might explain why he had stayed in England so long after the successful completion of his plot. Who could I ask who might know something? Another Italian, perhaps — and I suddenly thought of my old friend, Professor Pesca.

Before I did that, I decided to have a look at the Count, as up to this time I had never once set eyes on him. So one morning I went to Forest Road, St John's Wood, and waited near his house. Eventually, he came out and I followed behind him as he walked towards the centre of London. Marian had prepared me for his enormous size and fashionable clothes, but not for the horrible freshness and cheerfulness and energy of the man.

Near Oxford Street he stopped to read a sign announcing an opera, and then went into the opera ticket office, which was nearby. I went over to read the sign. The opera was being performed that evening, and it seemed likely that the Count would be in the audience.

If I invite Pesca to the opera, I thought, I can point the Count out to him and find out if he knows him. So I bought two tickets myself, sent Pesca a note, and that evening called to take him with me to the opera.

The music had already started when we went in, and all the seats were filled. However, there was room to stand at the sides. I looked around and saw the Count sitting in a seat half-way down, so I placed myself exactly on a line with him, with Pesca standing at my side. When the first part finished, the audience, including the Count, rose to look about them.

When the Count was looking in our direction, I nudged Pesca with my elbow. 'You see that tall fat man? Do you know him?'

'No,' said Pesca. 'Is he famous? Why do you point him out?'

'Because I have a reason for wanting to know more about him. He's an Italian, and his name is Count Fosco. Do you know that name? Look — stand on this step so that you can see him better.'

A slim, fair-haired man, with a scar on his left cheek, was standing near us. I saw him look at Pesca, and then follow the direction of his eyes to the Count. Pesca repeated that he did not know him, and as he spoke, the Count looked our way again.

The eyes of the two Italians met.

In that second I was suddenly convinced that, while Pesca may not have known the Count, the Count certainly knew Pesca!

Not only knew him, but — more surprising still — feared him as well. The Count's face had frozen into a dreadful stillness, the cheeks as pale as death, the cold grey eyes staring in terror.

Nearby, the man with the scar also seemed to be watching with interest the effect that Pesca had had on the Count.

'How the fat man stares!' Pesca said, looking round at me. 'But I've never seen him before in my life.'

As Pesca looked away, the Count turned, moving quickly towards the back of the theatre, where the crowd was thickest. I caught Pesca's arm and, to his great surprise, hurried him with me after the Count. The slim man with the scar had apparently also decided to leave, and was already ahead of us. By the time Pesca and I reached the entrance, neither the Count nor the slim man was in sight.

'Pesca,' I said urgently, 'I must speak to you in private. May we go to your lodgings to talk?'

'What on earth is the matter?' cried Pesca.

I hurried him on without answering. The way the Count had left the theatre, his extraordinary anxiety to avoid Pesca, made me fear that he might go even further — and out of my reach.

In Pesca's lodgings, I explained everything as fast as I could, while Pesca stared at me in great confusion and amazement.

'He knows you — he's afraid of you. He left the theatre to escape you,' I said. 'There must be a reason, Pesca! Think of your own life before you came to England. You left Italy for political reasons. I don't ask what they were. But could that man's terror be connected with your past in some way?'

To my inexpressible surprise, these harmless words seemed to terrify Pesca. His face went white and he started to tremble.

'Walter!' he whispered. 'You don't know what you ask.'

I stared at him. 'Pesca, forgive me. I didn't mean to cause you pain. I spoke only because of what my wife has suffered from that man's cruel actions. You must forgive me.'

I rose to go. He stopped me before I reached the door.

'Wait,' he said. 'You saved my life once. You have a right to hear from me what you want to know, even though I could be killed for it. I only ask that, if you find the connection between my past and that man Fosco, you do not tell me.'

Then, his face still pale as the memories of the past crowded in on him, he told me the story.

'In my youth I belonged — and still belong — to a secret political society. Let's call it the Brotherhood, I can't tell you its real name. But I took too many risks and did something which put other members in danger. So I was ordered to go and live in England and to wait. I went — I have waited — I still wait. I could be called away tomorrow, or in ten years. I cannot know.

'The purpose of the Brotherhood is to fight for the rights of the people. There is a president in Italy, and presidents abroad. Each of these has his secretary. The presidents and secretaries know the members, but members don't know each other, until it's considered necessary. Every member of the Brotherhood is identified by a small round mark burnt into the skin, high up on the inside of their left arm.'

He rolled up his sleeve and showed me his own mark.

'If anyone betrays the Brotherhood,' he went on, 'he is a dead man. Another member, a distant stranger or a neighbour, will be ordered to kill him. No one can leave the society — ever.'

Pesca paused, then continued. 'In Italy I was chosen to be secretary. The members at that time were brought face to face with the president, and were also brought face to face with me. You understand me — I see it in your face. But tell me nothing, I beg you! Let me stay free of a responsibility which horrifies me.

'I do not know the man at the opera,' he said finally. 'If he knows me, he is so changed, or disguised, that I do not know him. Leave me now, Walter. I have said enough.'

'I thank you with all my heart, Pesca,' I said. 'You will never, never regret the trust you have placed in me.'

Walking home, my heart beat with excitement. Here at last, surely, was my weapon against the Count! I was convinced he was a member of the Brotherhood, had betrayed it, and believed that he had been recognized tonight. His life was now in danger. What else could explain his extreme terror at seeing Pesca?

And what would he do next? Leave London as fast as he could. If I went to his house and tried to stop him, he would not hesitate to kill me. To protect myself, I had to make his safety depend on mine. I hurried home and wrote this letter to Pesca:

The man at the opera, Fosco, is a member of your society and has betrayed it. Go instantly to his house at 5 Forest Road, St John's Wood. I am already dead. Use your power against him without delay.

I signed and dated the letter, and wrote on the envelope: Keep until nine o'clock tomorrow morning. If you do not hear from me before then, open the envelope and read the contents.

I then found a messenger, told him to deliver the letter and bring back a note from Professor Pesca to say he had received it. Twenty minutes later I had the note, and as I was leaving, Marian came to the door, looking anxious.

'It's tonight, isn't it?' she said. 'You're going to the Count.'

'Yes, it's the last chance, and the best.'

'Oh, Walter, not alone! Let me go with you. Don't go alone?'

'No, Marian. You must stay here and guard Laura for me. Then I will be easy in my mind when I face the Count.'

*　　*　　*

As I approached the Count's house, I passed the man with the scar on his cheek, whom I had noticed earlier at the opera. What was he doing here, I wondered?

I sent in my card, and I still do not know why the Count let me into his house at half past eleven at night. Was he just curious to see me? He would not have known that I was at the opera with Pesca, and I suppose he thought he had nothing to fear from me.

He was still in his evening suit, and there was a travelling case on the floor, with books, papers, and clothes all around him. My guess had been right.

'You come here on business, Mr Hartright?' he said, looking at me with curiosity. 'I cannot think what that might be.'

'You are obviously preparing for a journey,' I said. 'That is my business. I know why you are leaving London.'

'So you know why I am leaving London?' He went over to a table and opened a drawer.' Tell me the reason, if you please.'

'I can show you the reason,' I said. 'Roll up the sleeve on your left arm, and you will see it.'

His cold grey eyes stared into mine. There was a long heartbeat of silence. I was as certain as if I had seen it that he had a gun hidden in the drawer, and that my life hung by a thread.

'Wait a little,' I said. 'Before you act, I advise you to read this note.' Moving slowly and carefully, I passed him Pesca's note.

He read the lines aloud.

Your letter is received. If I don't hear from you before nine o'clock, I will open the envelope when the clock strikes.

Another man might have needed an explanation, but not the Count. His expression changed, and he closed the drawer.

'You are cleverer than I thought,' he said. 'I cannot leave before nine as I have to wait for a passport to be delivered. Your information may be true or may be false — where did you get it?'

'I refuse to tell you.'

'And that unsigned note you showed me — who wrote it?'

'A man whom you have every reason to fear.'

A pause. 'What do you want of me, Mr Hartright? Is it to do with a lady, perhaps?'

'Yes, my wife,' I answered.

He looked at me in real amazement, and I saw at once that he no longer considered me a dangerous man. He folded his arms and listened to me with a cold smile.

'You are guilty of a wicked crime,' I went on. 'But you can keep the money. All I want is a signed confession of the plot and a proof of the date my wife travelled to London.'

'Good!' he said. 'Those are your conditions; here are mine. One, Madame Fosco and I leave the house when we please and you do not try to stop us. Two, you wait here until my agent comes early tomorrow morning and you give him an order to get back your letter unopened. You then allow us half an hour to leave the house. Three, you agree to fight me at a place to be arranged later abroad. Do you accept my conditions — yes or no?'

His quick decision, his cleverness and force of character amazed me. For a second I hesitated. Should I let him escape? Yes, the evidence I needed to prove Laura's identity was far more important than revenge.

'I accept your conditions,' I said.

At once, he called for coffee and sat down to write. He wrote quickly for quite some time. Finally, he jumped up, declared that he had finished and read out his statement, which I accepted as satisfactory. He gave me the address of the company from whom he had hired the cab to collect Laura, and also gave me a letter signed by Sir Percival. It was dated 25th July, and announced the journey of Lady Glyde to London on 26th July. So there it was. On 25th July, the date of her death certificate in London, Laura was alive in Hampshire, about to make a journey the next day.

The Count then called in Madame Fosco to watch me while he slept. Early in the morning his agent arrived and I wrote a note for Pesca. An hour later, the agent returned with my unopened letter and the Count's passport.

'Remember the third condition!' the Count said as he left. 'You will hear from me, Mr Hartright.' Then he and the Countess got into the agent's cab with their bags and drove away, leaving the agent with me to make sure I did not follow.

As I watched them leave, another cab went by and I saw inside the man with the scar on his cheek. What was his business with the Count, I wondered? I had seen him too often now for it to be chance. Perhaps I had fought my own battle with the Count just in time. You cannot get a signed confession out of a dead man.

While I waited for the agreed half hour, I read the document that the Count had written for me.




Statement by Isidor Ottavio Baldassare Fosco

In the summer of 1850 I arrived in England on delicate political business and stayed with my friend, Sir Percival Glyde. We both urgently needed large amounts of money. The only person who had such money was his wife, from whom not a penny could be obtained until her death. To make matters worse, my friend had other private problems. A woman called Anne Catherick was hidden in the neighbourhood, was communicating with Lady Glyde, and knew a secret which could ruin him. And if he was ruined, what would happen to our financial interests?

The first thing to do was to find Anne Catherick, who, I was told, looked very much like Lady Glyde and who had escaped from a mad-house. I had the fantastic idea of changing the names, places and lives of Lady Glyde and Anne Catherick, the one with the other. The wonderful results of this change would be the gain of £ 30,000 and the keeping of Sir Percival's secret.

I found Anne Catherick and persuaded her and her friend to return to London. I rented a house in St John's Wood for myself, and obtained from Mr Fairlie in Limmeridge an invitation for Lady Glyde to visit. For my plan to work, it was necessary for Lady Glyde to leave Blackwater Park alone and stay a night at my house on her way to Limmeridge. This plan was made easier by Miss Halcombe's illness. I returned to Blackwater Park, and when Miss Halcombe was out of danger, I got rid of the doctor and instructed Sir Percival to get rid of the servants.

Next, we sent Mrs Michelson away for a few days, and one night Madame Fosco, Mrs Rubelle and I moved the sleeping Miss Halcombe to an unused part of the house. I left for London in the morning with my wife, leaving Sir Percival to persuade Lady Glyde that her sister had gone to Limmeridge and that she should follow her, breaking her journey in London at my house.

On 24th July, with my wife's help, I got hold of Anne Catherick, and took her to my house as Lady Glyde. However, when she saw no one she recognized, she screamed with fear and, to my horror, the shock to her weak heart caused her to collapse. By the end of the following day, she was dead. Dead on the 25th, and Lady Glyde was not due to arrive in London till the 26th!

It was too late to change the plan. I remained calm and carried on. On the 26th, leaving the false Lady Glyde dead in my house, I collected the true Lady Glyde from the railway station and took her to Mrs Rubelle's house. The two medical men I had hired (shall we say) were easily persuaded to certify the confused and frightened Lady Glyde as mentally ill. Then I gave her a drug and had Mrs Rubelle dress her in Anne Catherick's clothes. The next day, the 27th, she was delivered to the asylum, where she was received with great surprise, but without suspicion. The false Lady Glyde was buried at Limmeridge. I attended the funeral with suitable expressions of deep sympathy.

One final question remains. If Anne Catherick had not died when she did, what would I have done? I would, of course, have given her a happy release from the prison of life.



tempt v. to make someone want to have or do something 引诱

contradict v. be in conflict with 与……相矛盾

perform v. act 表演

nudge v. push gently 轻轻地碰

inexpressible adj. that can not be expressed 难以说清的

disguise v. alter the appearance so as to conceal the identity 伪装

curious adj. eager to learn; inquisitive 好奇的

aloud adv. audibly 出声地

agent n. a person who acts for another in business, politics etc. 代理人

delicate adj. tricky 微妙的

fantastic adj. wonderful 绝好的




14．认罪

两个星期之后，我们回到了伦敦。我开始准备与伯爵的较量。现在是5月初，他租房的期限到6月。享受着与劳拉新婚的幸福（我们从未跟她提起过伯爵），有时我忍不住想改变主意，让一切都过去。但是劳拉仍会做梦，可怕的噩梦，她常常在梦里惊叫起来，因此我明白必须继续原来的计划。

首先，我想尽量多了解一些伯爵的事。玛丽安告诉我，他已经很多年没有回意大利了。我想，他是不是由于政治原因被迫离开意大利的呢？但是玛丽安又说，在布莱克沃特庄园他好像收到过贴着意大利邮票的官方来信，这两者是互相矛盾的。也许他是间谍。这样可以解释为什么他在自己的阴谋得逞后，还在英国逗留那么久。有谁能告诉我答案呢？也许该再找个意大利人问问——猛然间我想到了老朋友，佩斯卡教授。

去见佩斯卡教授前，我决定先去看一下伯爵，因为到目前为止，我还从来没有见过他。于是一天早上，我去了圣约翰伍德的弗雷斯特大街，在他的住处附近等他出现。最后，他终于出来了，朝伦敦市中心走去。我在后面跟着他。玛丽安跟我提过他身躯肥胖，衣着入时，但我没想到这个人那么精力旺盛，神采飞扬。

在牛津街附近，他停住脚步看一个歌剧的海报，然后走进了不远处的售票处。我过去看了一下海报，发现演出就在晚上，伯爵很可能会出现在观众当中。

我想假如邀请佩斯卡来看歌剧，就可以把伯爵指给他，看他是否认识。于是，我自己买了两张票，给佩斯卡写了封短信，晚上找他一起去看歌剧。

我们进入剧院的时候，音乐已经响起来了，剧场里座无虚席。不过剧场两边还有站的地方。我环顾四周，看到伯爵坐在前面几排的座位上，于是我也站到了那一排，佩斯卡站在我旁边。第一部分演出结束了，观众们，包括伯爵在内，都起身向周围张望。

在伯爵朝我们这个方向看的时候，我用臂肘碰了一下佩斯卡，“看见那个高大的胖子了吗？你认识他吗？”

“不认识，”佩斯卡回答，“他很有名吗？你为什么让我看他？”

“因为我需要更多地了解关于他的情况。他是意大利人，叫福斯科伯爵。你听说过这个名字吗？来，站这个台阶上，你会看得更清楚些。”

一个瘦瘦的金发男子站在我们的旁边，他的左脸上有一道疤。我注意到他看了看佩斯卡，又顺着佩斯卡的视线看了看伯爵。佩斯卡再一次对我说，他不认识那个人，就在他说话的时候，伯爵朝我们这边看过来。

这两个意大利人的目光相遇了。

那一瞬间，我敢肯定地说，佩斯卡可能不认识伯爵，但伯爵一定认识佩斯卡！

不仅是认识，更令人惊奇的是伯爵害怕佩斯卡。伯爵脸上的表情凝固了，像死人一样毫无血色，冷酷的灰眼睛恐惧地盯着这边。

脸上有疤的人似乎饶有兴趣地在一旁看着佩斯卡对伯爵的影响。

“那个胖子怎么那样看着我！”佩斯卡说，转过头看着我，“我从未见过他呀。”

佩斯卡扭头的时候，伯爵转身快步向剧场后边走去，那里人最多。我一把抓住佩斯卡的胳膊，不顾他的惊讶，拉着他紧追伯爵。那个脸上有疤的瘦子显然也准备离开剧场，并且已经走到了我们的前面。等我和佩斯卡赶到入口，伯爵和那个瘦子都已经不见了。

“佩斯卡，”我赶忙说，“我必须和你单独谈谈，我们到你的住处去谈可以吗？”

“这到底是怎么回事？”佩斯卡大声说。

我没回答，只是催着他赶紧走。伯爵离开剧场的样子，还有他迫不及待地要躲避佩斯卡，使我担心他可能会逃得更远——我可能再也找不到他了。

到了佩斯卡的住处，我以最快的速度向他讲述了事情的经过，他充满迷惑和惊讶地望着我。

“他认识你——他很怕你。他离开剧场就是要逃避你，”我说，“这其中一定有原因，佩斯卡！回忆一下你来英国以前的经历。你是由于政治原因离开意大利的，我不是问你那些政治原因，不过那个人如此惊慌会不会同你的过去有什么关联？”

令我非常吃惊的是，这些本来无关紧要的话好像令佩斯卡非常惊恐。他的脸色变得煞白，身体开始颤抖。

“沃尔特！”他低声说，“你不知道你问了什么。”

我两眼紧盯着他，“佩斯卡，请原谅。我不是有意要给你带来痛苦，我说那些话只是因为那个人给我妻子带来了巨大的伤害。请你原谅我。”

我起身要离开，还没走到门口，他叫住了我。

“等一下，”他说，“你救过我的命，你有权从我这里知道你想要知道的东西，即使这会要了我的命。我唯一的请求是，即使你发现了我的过去同那个福斯科的关系，你也不要告诉我。”

接着，他开始讲他的经历，过去的记忆卷土重来，令他脸色煞白。

“我年轻的时候参加了一个秘密政治社团，现在还是它的成员。我们姑且叫它兄弟社团，我不能告诉你真实的名称。我当时完成了很多出生入死的任务，也做了一些给其他成员带来危险的事，所以社团命令我到英国待命。我服从命令来了英国——一直在等——现在还在等。我可能明天就被召回，也许是10年以后。我不知道。

“兄弟社团的宗旨是为人民争取权利。它在意大利有一个主席，国外有很多主席。每个主席都有秘书。主席和秘书认识所有的成员，但除非在必要的情况下，成员们彼此都不认识。每个兄弟社团成员的左臂内侧靠上的地方都有一个很小的圆形烙印，这是他们的记号。”

他卷起衣袖，给我看他自己的烙印。

“任何人背叛了兄弟社团，”他接着说，“他肯定会被处死。其他成员，也许是一个他不认识的陌生人，也许是他的邻居，会奉命杀死他。任何人不能退出社团——永远都不可以。”

佩斯卡停了一会儿又说：“在意大利，我被选为秘书，所有的成员那时都被带来见主席，当然也就见到了我。你明白了我的意思——我从你的表情看出来了。但是，什么也别跟我说，求你了！我不想做我必须做的事，我感到害怕。

“我不认识剧场的那个人，”他最后说，“如果他认识我，那他一定跟以前变化很大，或者伪装了自己，让我认不出他来了。你现在走吧，沃尔特。我说得够多了。”

“我衷心地感谢你，佩斯卡，”我说，“你永远不会为信任我而后悔的。”

走在回家的路上，我的心情激动不已。我终于找到了对付伯爵的武器。我敢肯定他原来是一个兄弟社团成员，后来背叛了社团，他认为自己今晚被认出来了。现在他的生命很危险。不然他见到佩斯卡为什么那样害怕呢？

那他接着会做什么呢？尽快离开伦敦。如果我去他的住处拦住他，他肯定会毫不犹豫地杀了我。为保护我自己，我必须让他的生命安全地攥在我的手里。我赶忙回到家，给佩斯卡写了一封信：

剧场的那个人，福斯科，是你们社团的一个成员，他背叛了社团。赶快到他的住处圣约翰伍德的弗雷斯特街5号。我已经死了。请用你的力量立即干掉他。

我签了名，写上日期，又在信封上写道：等到明天上午9点。如果到那时还没有我的消息，再打开信封读里面的内容。

然后，我找了一个信使，叫他把信送走并带回佩斯卡的回复，说他已经收到信了。20分钟后，我拿到了回复的纸条。我刚要离开，玛丽安出现在门口，脸上露出担忧的表情。

“就是今天晚上吗？”她说，“你要去找伯爵。”

“对，这是最后的机会，也是最好的机会。”

“噢，沃尔特，别一个人去！让我跟你去吧，不要一个人去！”

“不行，玛丽安。你必须留在这里替我保护劳拉。那样，我面对伯爵的时候才会放心。”

*　　*　　*

快到伯爵住处的时候，我碰见了脸上有疤的那个人，早些时候在剧场就见过他。他在这儿做什么，我心里很纳闷。

我把名片递进去，我到现在也不明白，为什么夜里11点半伯爵还让我进去。他对我好奇，想见我？他并不知道我和佩斯卡同在剧场，我猜想他觉得我没有什么好怕的。

他还穿着晚礼服，地上有一个旅行箱，他周围满是书籍、文件和衣服。我猜的没错。

“你来这里有事，哈特里特先生？”他一边说，一边用好奇的眼光打量我，“我想不出会是什么事。”

“你像是在准备出门旅行，”我说，“这就是我来的原因。我知道你为什么要离开伦敦。”

“你知道我为什么要离开伦敦？”他走到一张桌旁，打开抽屉，“如果你愿意，说说为什么。”

“我可以让你看看为什么，”我说，“把你左边的衣袖卷起，就能看到。”

他那冷酷的灰眼睛一动不动地盯着我。接下来是一阵令人紧张的寂静。我就像亲眼所见一样清楚，那抽屉里藏着枪，我现在命悬一线。

“等一下，”我说，“你动手之前，我建议你看看这个纸条。”我慢慢地、小心翼翼地把佩斯卡的纸条递给他。

他出声读着纸条。

你的信收到了。如果9点以前没有你的消息，9点整，钟一响我就打开信封。

假如换作另外一个人，可能需要一些解释，但伯爵不需要。他脸上的表情变了，他关上了抽屉。

“你比我想的要聪明，”他说，“我9点以前走不了，我得等人给我送护照来。你得到的信息可能是真的，也可能是假的。你是从哪儿知道的？”

“我不会告诉你的。”

“你给我的没有签名的纸条是谁写的？”

“一个你非常害怕的人。”

他停了一会儿，“你要我做什么，哈特里特先生？是不是跟一位女士有关？”

“是的，是我妻子。”我回答。

他非常吃惊地看着我。看得出他不再认为我会给他带来危险了。他双手交叉抱在胸前，面带冷笑听我继续说下去。

“你犯下了严重的罪行，”我接着说道，“但是，你可以留着你得到的钱。我只要一个由你签名的认罪书，还有我妻子回伦敦的日期证明。”

“好！”他说，“这是你的条件，我的条件是：第一，福斯科夫人和我在我们愿意的时候离开这里，你不要阻止我们。第二，你呆在这里，明天一早我的代理人过来，你让他取回那封还没有打开的信。然后，你要给我们半个小时的时间离开这里。第三，你答应跟我在国外找一个地方决斗。你接受我的条件吗——是还是否？”

他的迅速决断，他的精干和意志力令我震惊。我犹豫了一会儿。我应该让他逃走吗？是的，证明劳拉身份的证据比复仇重要得多。

“我接受你的条件。”我说。

他随即叫人拿来咖啡，坐下开始写。他落笔如飞，写了很长时间。最后，他站起来，说他已经写完了并念给我听。我觉得还满意。他给了我他租车接劳拉的那家公司的地址，同时给我的还有珀西瓦尔爵士签名的一封信。信的日期是7月25日，里面说格莱德夫人将于7月26日启程去伦敦。这就是证据。7月25日，即死亡证明上宣告劳拉死于伦敦的日子，劳拉还在汉普郡活着准备第二天的旅行。

然后，伯爵把福斯科夫人叫进来，让她看着我，他自己去睡觉。第二天一早，他的代理人来了，我给佩斯卡写了封短信。一个小时后，代理人拿着我那封没打开的信和护照回来了。

“别忘了第三个条件！”伯爵临走时说，“你会收到我的信的，哈特里特先生。”说完，他和伯爵夫人坐上代理人的马车离开了这里，代理人留下来，确保我不跟踪他们。

我看着他们离开，这时另一辆马车驶过去，车里坐着那个脸上有疤的人。他和伯爵有什么瓜葛？我看到他好几次了，不应该是巧合。或许我跟伯爵的较量正是时候。他要是死了，我就没法得到他签名的笔录了。

在约定的半小时里，我读了伯爵写给我的认罪书。

伊西多·奥塔维奥·鲍尔德塞尔·福斯科的证词

1850年夏天，由于微妙的政治原因我来到英国，同我的朋友珀西瓦尔·格莱德爵士住在一起。我们两人都急需一大笔钱。唯一拥有这笔钱的人是他妻子，但是他妻子不死，我们一分钱也得不到。更糟糕的是，我的朋友又遇到了别的麻烦事。一个叫安妮·凯瑟里克的女人藏在我们附近，她在同格莱德夫人接触，并且掌握着一个可以毁掉珀西瓦尔爵士的秘密。如果他完蛋了，那我们的经济利益怎么办呢？

我们要做的第一件事就是找到安妮·凯瑟里克。我了解到她的长相和格莱德夫人极为相似。她是从精神病院逃出来的。我突发奇想，把格莱德夫人同安妮·凯瑟里克的名字、住处、经历互换一下。互换的结果既可以让我们得到3万英镑，又能够保住珀西瓦尔爵士的秘密。

我找到了安妮·凯瑟里克，说服她和她的朋友回伦敦去。我自己在圣约翰伍德租了房子，同时从利默里奇的费尔利先生那里得到了邀请格莱德夫人去看望他的信。要实现我的计划，必须让格莱德夫人一个人离开布莱克沃特庄园，在去往利默里奇的途中在我家里住一夜。哈尔库姆小姐的病让我的计划更容易进行了。我回到布莱克沃特庄园，等哈尔库姆小姐一脱离危险，就辞退了医生，并且让珀西瓦尔爵士辞退了所有仆人。

下一步，我们让米切尔森太太离开庄园几天。一天晚上，福斯科夫人、鲁贝尔太太和我把昏睡中的哈尔库姆小姐抬到了一个没有人住的房间里。转天一早，我和夫人赶往伦敦，留下珀西瓦尔爵士劝说格莱德夫人，让她相信她姐姐已经去了利默里奇，她也应该去找她，途中在伦敦我的家休息。

7月24日，在我妻子的协助下，我找到了安妮·凯瑟里克，把她带到我的住处，假装就是格莱德夫人。然而，当安妮·凯瑟里克看到没有一个她认识的人时，吓得叫了起来。令我非常害怕的是，惊吓使她脆弱的心脏无法承受，转天她就死了。她是25日死的，可是格莱德夫人26日才能到伦敦！

改变计划已经来不及了。我尽量保持头脑冷静，继续着原来的计划。26日，我把已死的假格莱德夫人留在家里，到车站去接真正的格莱德夫人，带她到鲁贝尔太太家。我雇用的（可以这样说）两个医生很容易就被说服了，他们证明迷惑而惊恐的格莱德夫人患了精神病。而后，我给她吃了镇静药，让鲁贝尔太太给她穿上安妮·凯瑟里克的衣服。第二天，也就是27日，格莱德夫人被送进精神病院，那里的人非常吃惊，但没有人怀疑。假格莱德夫人被埋葬在利默里奇。我出席了葬礼，表现出应有的悲伤与同情。

还有最后一个问题，如果安妮·凯瑟里克没有死的话，我会怎么办呢？我当然很高兴帮她摆脱牢笼般的人生。
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The proof

When the half hour had passed, I returned home. After a brief explanation to Laura and Marian, I hurried back to St John's Wood to find the cab-driver whom the Count had hired to collect Laura at the station. He wrote me a statement, which he and a witness signed, saying that on 26th July 1850 he had driven a Count Fosco to the railway station where they had collected a Lady Glyde. He remembered Lady Glyde's name, he said, from the labels on her luggage.

Then I went to Mr Kyrle's office and presented him with the proof of Laura's identity — the letter from Sir Percival, the statement by the cab-driver, the confession by the Count, and the death certificate. Amazed, he congratulated me, and agreed to accompany us to Limmeridge the next day, where I intended to have Laura publicly received and recognized.

Early the next morning Laura, Marian, Mr Kyrle and I took the train to Limmeridge. Laura and Marian stayed at first in a hotel while Mr Kyrle and I went to the house to deal with Mr Fairlie. He complained like a child, saying how was he to know his niece was alive when he was told she was dead? Between us, the lawyer and I made him sign letters calling all those who had attended the false funeral to come to the house the next day.

As I led Laura into her childhood home the following morning, there was a murmur of surprise and interest from the waiting crowd of villagers and neighbours. The business was soon done. I read out the story of the plot against Laura, and Mr Kyrle announced that everything I had said was proved by the strongest evidence. I put my arm around Laura, raised her up, and called to the crowd:

'Are you all agreed that this is the Laura Fairlie you knew?'

'There she is, alive and well — God bless her!' It was an old man at the back of the room who began it, and in an instant everybody was shouting and cheering together.

Later, in the churchyard, we watched a stone worker remove Laura's name from the gravestone. In its place he put this:

ANNE CATHERICK

25TH JULY 1850

We returned to London the following day, happy in the thought that the long struggle was now over.

*　　*　　*

Several days later Pesca came to see me, and asked for a quiet word in my ear. He had just returned from Paris.

'I have news for you, my friend,' he said. 'You need not worry any more about the man at the opera. His body was found in the river Seine yesterday and now lies in the morgue in Paris. He was killed by knife wounds to the heart.'

'Count Fosco is dead?' I said, amazed. 'Are you sure?'

'I saw the body with my own eyes. He was wearing a French workman's clothes, and had a different name, of course, but he was the fat man we saw at the opera that night. No question.'

'But how do you know this?' I asked.

Pesca hesitated. 'A man brought me some information,' he said. 'I had to see the body, and send a report about it.'

'A man,' I said. 'What kind of man?'

'A stranger,' said Pesca. 'I didn't know him. A man with a scar on his left cheek.' He saw the understanding in my face, and held up his hand. 'No more questions, my friend. Please!'

We never spoke about it again, but I think Pesca was telling me that the Brotherhood had taken their revenge. And so Count Fosco, that extraordinary, evil man, passed from this world.

*　　*　　*

The following year our first child was born — a son. Six months later my newspaper sent me to Ireland and, when I returned, I found a note from my wife saying she and Marian and little Walter had gone to Limmeridge House. She begged me to follow as soon as possible. Very surprised, I caught the next train. When I got there, Marian and Laura told me Mr Fairlie was dead and that Mr Kyrle had advised them to go to Limmeridge House.

Laura came close to me and I half realized some great change was happening in our lives.

'Do you know who this is, Walter?' Marian asked, holding up my little son, with tears of happiness in her eyes. 'This is the boy who will one day inherit Limmeridge House.'

So she spoke. In writing those last words, I have written everything. Marian was the good friend of our lives — let Marian end our story.



label n. a small piece of paper, card etc. attached to an object and giving information about it 标签

congratulate v. express pleasure at the happiness or good fortune or excellence of a person 祝贺

morgue n. a room or building in which dead bodies may be kept until burial or cremation 停尸间




15．证据
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那半个小时过去了，我回到家里。简单地向劳拉和玛丽安说明了情况后，我立即赶回圣约翰伍德去找那个伯爵雇来到车站接劳拉的车夫。那人给我写了份证词，他和另一个证人都签了字。证词说，1850年7月26日他驾车送福斯科伯爵去车站，接了一位格莱德夫人。他说还记得格莱德夫人的名字，是在行李标签上看到的。

然后，我去了克尔先生的办公室，给他看了证明劳拉身份的证据——珀西瓦尔爵士的信、马车夫的证词、伯爵的认罪书和那份死亡证明。克尔先生很吃惊，接着向我表示祝贺并且答应第二天陪我们到利默里奇，我准备让人们公开地接受和认可劳拉。

转天的一大早，劳拉、玛丽安、克尔先生和我乘火车前往利默里奇。劳拉和玛丽安先在一家旅店里休息，克尔先生和我去庄园与费尔利先生交涉。费尔利先生像孩子一样抱怨说，有人告诉他他侄女死了，他怎么会知道他侄女还活着？在只有我们三个人的情况下，克尔先生和我让他在事先准备好的信上签字，邀请所有参加那场假葬礼的人第二天到费尔利家来。

第二天早晨，当我带着劳拉走进她儿时的家时，等候在那里的村民和邻居们发出惊奇的低语声。很快我们进入了正题。我大声宣读了针对劳拉的罪恶阴谋的全过程，克尔先生当众宣布我说的每一件事都证据确凿。我搂住劳拉，扶她起来，高声对众人说：

“你们说这是不是你们认识的劳拉·费尔利？”

“是她，她还好好地活着——上帝保佑她！”一位站在屋子后面的老人首先说，其他人也都立刻欢呼起来。

后来，在教堂墓地里，我们亲眼看着一位石匠把劳拉的名字从墓碑上凿去，在原来的地方刻上：

安妮·凯瑟里克

卒于1850年7月25日

转天，我们返回了伦敦，想到漫长的斗争终于结束了，我们都非常高兴。

*　　*　　*

过了几天，佩斯卡来看我，要跟我单独聊聊。他刚从巴黎回来。

“我有重要的消息要告诉你，我的朋友，”他说，“你不用再担心剧场里的那个人了，昨天在塞纳河发现了他的尸体，现在他的尸体停放在巴黎的停尸间。他是被人用刀子刺进心脏而死的。”

“福斯科伯爵已经死了？”我吃惊地问，“你能肯定吗？”

“我亲眼看了他的尸体，他穿着法国工人的制服，当然也换了名字，但他就是那天晚上我们在剧场见到的那个胖子。一点儿没错。”

“可你是怎么知道这个消息的呢？”我问。

佩斯卡犹豫了一下。“有人告诉我的，”他说，“我必须亲眼看到他的尸体，然后发一个报告。”

“有人，”我说，“是什么人？”

“一个陌生人，”佩斯卡回答，“我不认识那个人，他的左脸上有一道疤。”看到我脸上了然的表情，他抬了抬手，“请不要多问了，我的朋友！”

我们再没有提起这件事，不过我想佩斯卡是要告诉我兄弟社团已经采取了复仇行动。就这样，福斯科伯爵，那个能力不俗的恶徒从这个世界上消失了。

*　　*　　*

第二年，我们的第一个孩子出世了——是个儿子。6个月以后，我供职的那家报社派我去了爱尔兰。我回来的时候，看到妻子留给我的一封短信，信上说她和玛丽安还有小沃尔特去了利默里奇庄园。她让我尽快去找他们。我感到很惊讶，赶下一班火车去了那里。我到那儿之后，玛丽安和劳拉告诉我费尔利先生去世了，是克尔先生建议她们到利默里奇庄园去的。

劳拉走到我身边，我朦胧地意识到我们的生活将要发生什么大事。

“你知道这是谁吗，沃尔特？”玛丽安一边举起我的小儿子，一边问我，眼睛里充满了喜悦的泪水，“这个孩子将来有一天会继承利默里奇庄园。”

她就是这样说的。写完了最后几句话，我的讲述就到这里了。玛丽安是我们的终生好友——就让她结束我们的故事吧。


ACTIVITIES



Before Reading




1．Read the story introduction on the first page of the book, and the back cover. What kind of secret, do you think, could bring 'ruin and shame' to a man in nineteenth-century England? Put these possibilities in order of likelihood, and add any ideas of your own.

·living beyond his income and never paying his debts

·stealing money from a rich relative

·spending all his wife's inherited money

·inheriting money and property not rightfully his

·getting a woman pregnant and not marrying her

·having unmarried parents

·having two wives

·keeping a mistress

·abandoning his wife and leaving her penniless

·beating his wife

·beating his servants

·cheating at cards

2．What can you predict about this kind of story? Choose words of your own to complete this passage (one word for each gap).

In thrillers of this kind, the mystery is usually _____ in the end, though often in an _____ way. The good characters have to _____ against the forces of evil, but they learn from their _____, and usually live _____ ever after. The wicked characters, who are sometimes more _____ than the good ones, _____ succeed in their aims and are often _____ by death or imprisonment.


ACTIVITIES



While Reading




Read Part One (Chapters 1 to 3), and complete this passage with the names of people and places given below.




Laura/Marian/Walter/Anne Catherick/Sir Percival (Glyde)/woman in white/Baronet/Fairlie/Limmeridge House/ Hampshire/London




_____ came to _____ as a drawing teacher to _____ and _____, who were half-sisters. _____'s family name was _____ — a name mentioned by the strange _____ that _____ had met in _____. She had told him that she came from _____ but had once been very happy at _____. He told _____ this story, and she discovered from old letters of her mother's that the _____ was probably _____.

A few months later _____ advised _____ to leave, as she had realized he was in love with _____, who was already promised in marriage to _____, a _____ from _____. But before _____ left, an unsigned letter came for _____, warning her not to marry _____, and _____ believed the letter had been sent by _____, whom he found that evening, cleaning Mrs _____'s grave in the churchyard.




Before you read Part Two, which is told by Marian Halcombe, can you guess how the story develops? Think about these questions.




1) How does Marian feel about Walter Hartright?

2) How does Laura react to the arrival of Sir Percival?

3) Does Sir Percival's explanation about Anne Catherick's letter satisfy Marian and Mr Gilmore?

4) How does Walter try to get over his heartbreak?




Read Part Two (Chapters 4 to 8). Here are some untrue sentences about these chapters. Rewrite them with the correct information.




1) Laura told Sir Percival that she loved Walter Hartright, and Sir Percival offered to release her from the engagement.

2) The marriage agreement was very much to Laura's advantage.

3) Sir Percival tried to get hold of Laura's money by copying her signature without her knowledge.

4) Count Fosco knew that Marian had written to Mr Kyrle because he heard her talking to Laura about it.

5) When Laura met Anne Catherick at the lake, Anne said nothing about Sir Percival.

6) Sir Percival threatened to lock Laura up until she gave him the money he needed.

7) While hiding behind a desk in the library, Marian heard Count Fosco and Sir Percival discussing how Anne Catherick's death would solve the problem of their debt.

8) Laura went to the Count's house in London although she knew Marian was still at Blackwater Park.




Before you read Part Three, which is told by Walter Hartright, what do you think might happen next? Choose some of these possibilities, or think of your own.




1) Walter Hartright returns to England and he...

a) investigates Laura's death.

b) discovers Sir Percival's secret.

c) has Count Fosco arrested.

d) eventually marries Marian.

2) Sir Percival...

a) inherits his wife's money.

b) quarrels with Count Fosco.

c) dies in an accident.

d) is killed by Walter.




Read Part Three, up to the end of Chapter 13. Who said or wrote these words, and to whom? Who or what were they talking about?




1) 'Oh, God, help him! Please, please help him, God!'

2) 'We just ran into each other's arms, unable to say a word.'

3) 'I don't recognize this woman. Remove her from my house before I call on the law to protect me.'

4) 'If he crosses my path, he is a lost man.'

5) 'It's the one weak point in their plot.'

6) 'I agreed to go with this lady to make the arrangement, leaving Anne alone in our lodgings. But it was a wicked plot, sir.'

7) 'Have you come to tell me that she is dead?'

8) 'From a great family! Yes, indeed! Especially from his mother's side.'

9) 'God help him! He's damaged the lock.'

10) 'He wanted everyone to believe something false, so that they would never suspect the truth.'

11) 'Come back as soon as you can. We have had to move.'

12) 'I can wait. Let him think his message has produced its effect.'

13) 'Wait here, my brother, my best and dearest friend!'

14) 'Oh, I am so happy at last!'




Before you read Chapters 14 and 15 (The confession and The proof), can you guess how the story ends?




1) How does Professor Pesca come into the end of the story?

2) How does Walter force the Count to confess to the plot?

3) Does the Count return any of Laura's money?

4) How does Mr Fairlie react to proof of Laura's identity?

5) What happens when Mr Fairlie dies?


ACTIVITIES



After Reading




1．Perhaps this is what some of the characters in the story were thinking. Which characters are they, who or what are they thinking about, and what is happening at this point in the story?




1) 'I must tear the page out and destroy it. It's my only chance. Then there'll be no evidence, no proof. Ah, here it is! Now, I need more light... quick, move the lamp closer — Oh no! NO!'

2) 'He asks if I remember him, but I don't think I do. Do I? Have I seen him before? Wait... His face... Yes, yes, I remember now! He's that kind man I met on Hampstead Heath...'

3) 'I don't know what Marian thinks she's doing — banging doors, bringing that madwoman in here, saying I must recognize her as my niece! I think Marian must be going mad herself...'

4) 'There's a little hole in the sand down there, just by the boathouse wall. I can see something in it — it looks like paper... Yes, it's a note! She's left me a note! Quick, what does it say?'

5) 'That must be her, in the summer-house. She's coming out to greet us. What a lovely face! And those eyes — so clear, so blue!'

6) 'It's nearly seven o'clock in the morning. He's been gone all night! Whatever can have happened? What shall I do, what shall I do? No, I must stay here, and guard Laura, as he told me...'

7) 'The man is an idiot! What does he hope to gain by shouting at her like that? She'll never sign it now. And her sister is getting suspicious. I must put a stop to this nonsense at once...'




2．Three days after Marian fell ill with typhus at Blackwater Park, Count Fosco explained his plan to Sir Percival. Complete the Count's side of the conversation. Use as many words as you like.




COUNT FOSCO: I have it, Percival — the perfect plan! Within a few weeks you will be a widower, and able to pay all your debts!

SIR PERCIVAL: If you're talking about my wife's death, forget it!

COUNT FOSCO: Ah, but suppose _______

SIR PERCIVAL: Another woman? What are you talking about?

COUNT FOSCO: _______

SIR PERCIVAL: Yes, they do look very similar. But how the devil are you going to get them to change places?

COUNT FOSCO: _______

SIR PERCIVAL: But you haven't got a house in London. And why should my wife want to go to Limmeridge?

COUNT FOSCO: _______

SIR PERCIVAL: Ah, Marian... yes, I see. So, you get Lady Glyde to London. What happens then?

COUNT FOSCO: _______

SIR PERCIVAL: But won't the asylum release her when she tells them who she really is?

COUNT FOSCO: _______

SIR PERCIVAL: Mm, I hope you're right. And Anne Catherick? You say you persuaded this friend of hers, Mrs Clements, when you met her at the lake, to take her back to London?

COUNT FOSCO: _______

SIR PERCIVAL: She has heart disease? How do you know that?

COUNT FOSCO: _______

SIR PERCIVAL: Yes, yes, very clever. But suppose her heart disease is not very advanced — suppose she doesn't die, Fosco? What then?

COUNT FOSCO: _______




3．Here are some extracts from letters described or referred to in the text. Who is writing to whom? Fill in the names, and complete the extracts with one suitable word for each gap.




1) _______ to _______

... you will be glad _______ know Anne Catherick has _______ found and taken back _______ the asylum. She is _______ very disturbed mentally, and _______ now claiming she is _______ Anne Catherick at all, _______ Lady Glyde, your niece _______ died recently. You should _______ aware of this, in _______ she escapes again and _______ to annoy you or _______ members of Lady Glyde's _______...

2) _______ to _______

... as I was very _______ yesterday to receive a _______ addressed to me — I _______ your handwriting on the _______ — which contained nothing but _______ plain piece of paper _______ a word on it. _______ do hope there is _______ wrong, and I look _______ to hearing from you _______ in the very near _______...

3) _______ to _______

... I write to you _______ some very sad news _______ my niece. She was _______ seriously ill when she _______ at our house in _______, and she died the _______ day, very suddenly. It _______ been a great shock _______ everybody. Please break the _______ as gently as you _______ to her sister, who _______ still be very weak _______ her illness...

4) _______ to _______

... I fear the situation _______ her and Sir Percival _______ getting worse day by _______. Laura really needs to _______ from him, and you _______ write to invite her _______ Limmeridge. It is very _______ that you do this ______ delay, as I am ______ something terrible will happen ______ Laura does not leave ______ soon...

5) ______ to ______

Blackwater Park, ______ July.

Everything has gone ______ to plan. Lady Glyde ______ on following her sister ______ her uncle's house, and ______ be taking the train ______ London tomorrow, on the ______ July. I told her ______ will meet her at ______ station, and that she ______ stay at your house ______ the night.




Now read the completed extracts again. Put the letters in the order they were written in the story, and explain the circumstances surrounding each one. Which letter is the most important one for the plot, and why?




4．What do you think about the way these people behaved? Was it foolish, cowardly, irresponsible, wicked, criminal? Did some of them have excuses for behaving in this way? Discuss your ideas.




·Mrs Catherick's treatment of her daughter Anne.

·Sir Percival's false entry in the marriage register, so that he could inherit his father's title and property.

·Anne Catherick's unsigned letter to Laura about Sir Percival.

·Marian telling Walter he must leave Limmeridge, because he had fallen in love with Laura.

·Sir Percival locking up Anne Catherick in an asylum.

·Laura telling Sir Percival that she loved another man.

·Madame Fosco helping her husband by stealing people's letters.

·Count Fosco and Sir Percival changing the identities of Laura and Anne Catherick, in order to steal Laura's money; certifying Laura as mentally ill, and causing Anne's early death.


[image: alt]


[image: alt]


[image: alt]


[image: alt]


京权图字01-96-1590




Originally published by Oxford University Press, Great Clarendon Street, Oxford. © 1990

This edition is licensed for sale in the People's Republic of China only and not for export therefrom.

'Oxford' is a registered trademark of Oxford University Press.




图书在版编目（CIP）数据




简·爱 = Jane Eyre／（英）勃朗特（Brontë, C.）著；（英）韦斯特（West, C.）改写；江红译．—北京：外语教学与研究出版社，1997.4（2014.9 重印）

（书虫·牛津英汉双语读物）

ISBN 978-7-5600-1247-6




Ⅰ．简…　Ⅱ．①勃…②韦…③江…　Ⅲ．小说—对照读物—英、汉　Ⅳ．H319.4：I




中国版本图书馆CIP数据核字（97）第06328号




出版人：　蔡剑峰

责任编辑：王霖霖

出版发行：外语教学与研究出版社

社　　址：北京市西三环北路19号（100089）

网　　址：http://www.fltrp.com

版　　次：1997年11月第1版

书　　号：ISBN 978-7-5600-1247-6

*　　*　　*

凡侵权、盗版书籍线索，请联系我社法律事务部

举报电话：（010）88817519

电子邮箱：banquan@fltrp.com

法律顾问：立方律师事务所　刘旭东律师

　　　　　中咨律师事务所　殷　斌律师


简　介

简·爱背负着自然与社会给她的一切不幸，开始了她的人生：她没有双亲，没有钱财，她是（男人世界中的）一个弱女子；雪上加霜的是，她不漂亮。她有着坚强的个性，这使她在世人眼里更加失去了魅力，因为她不会对别人逆来顺受。

她不像是世上伟大爱情故事中的女主角，然而她却有着相当于此的举动。世人看到的是她的种种劣势，告诉她对生活不要有太多奢望。然而简·爱不听这一套，她拒绝接受世人给予她的卑微地位。她要求世人接受她的本来面目：她可能微不足道，但却是自己命运的主宰；她也许不漂亮，却值得他人爱。




夏洛特·勃朗特（1816—1855）是英国最伟大的小说家之一。她在英格兰北部约克郡的生活本身狭窄有限，然而其小说充满激情与想象，享誉世界。
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Part one—A child at Gateshead
第一部　盖茨赫德的孩子

1
The red room

We could not go for a walk that afternoon. There was such a freezing cold wind, and such heavy rain, that we all stayed indoors. I was glad of it. I never liked long walks, especially in winter. I used to hate coming home when it was almost dark, with ice-cold fingers and toes, feeling miserable because Bessie, the nursemaid, was always scolding me. All the time I knew I was different from my cousins, Eliza, John and Georgiana Reed. They were taller and stronger than me, and they were loved.

These three usually spent their time crying and quarrelling, but today they were sitting quietly around their mother in the sitting-room. I wanted to join the family circle, but Mrs Reed, my aunt, refused. Bessie had complained about me.

'No, I'm sorry, Jane. Until I hear from Bessie, or see for myself, that you are really trying to behave better, you cannot be treated as a good, happy child, like my children.'

'What does Bessie say I have done?' I asked.

'Jane, it is not polite to question me in that way. If you cannot speak pleasantly, be quiet.'

I crept out of the sitting-room and into the small room next door, where I chose a book full of pictures from the bookcase. I climbed on to the window-seat and drew the curtains, so that I was completely hidden. I sat there for a while. Sometimes I looked out of the window at the grey November afternoon, and saw the rain pouring down on the leafless garden. But most of the time I studied the book and stared, fascinated, at the pictures. Lost in the world of imagination, I forgot my sad, lonely existence for a while, and was happy. I was only afraid that my secret hiding-place might be discovered.

Suddenly the door of the room opened. John Reed rushed in.

'Where are you, rat?' he shouted. He did not see me behind the curtain. 'Eliza! Georgy! Jane isn't here! Tell Mamma she's run out into the rain — what a bad animal she is!'

'How lucky I drew the curtain,' I thought. He would never have found me, because he was not very intelligent. But Eliza guessed al once where I was.

'She's in the window-seat, John,' she called from the sitting-room. So I came out immediately, as I did not want him to pull me out.

'What do you want?' I asked him.

'Say, "What do you want, Master Reed".' he answered, sitting in an armchair. 'I want you lo come here.'

John Reed was fourteen and I was only ten. He was large and rather fat. He usually ate too much at meals, which made him ill. He should have been at boarding school, but his mother, who loved him very much, had brought him home for a month or two, because she thought his health was delicate.

John did not love his mother or his sisters, and he hated me. He bullied and punished me, not two or three times a week, not once or twice a day, but all the time. My whole body trembled when he came near. Sometimes he hit me, sometimes he just threatened me, and I lived in terrible fear of him. I had no idea how to stop him. The servants did not want to offend their young master, and Mrs Reed could see no fault in her dear boy.

So I obeyed John's order and approached his armchair, thinking how very ugly his face was. Perhaps he understood what I was thinking, for he hit me hard on the face.

'That is for your rudeness to Mamma just now,' he said, 'and for your wickedness in hiding, and for looking at me like that, you rat!' I was so used to his bullying that I never thought of hitting him back.

'What were you doing behind that curtain?' he asked.

'I was reading,' I answered.

'Show me the book.' I gave it to him.

'You have no right to take our books,' he continued. 'You have no money and your father left you none. You ought to beg in the streets, not live here in comfort with a gentleman's family. Anyway, all these books are mine, and so is the whole house, or will be in a few years' time. I'll teach you not to borrow my books again.' He lifted the heavy book and threw it hard at me.

It hit me and I fell, cutting my head on the door. I was in great pain, and suddenly for the first time in my life, I forgot my fear of John Reed.

'You wicked, cruel boy!' I cried. 'You are a bully! You are as bad as a murderer!'

'What! What!' he cried. 'Did she say that to me? Did you hear, Eliza and Georgiana? I'll tell Mamma, but first...'

He rushed to attack me, but now he was fighting with a desperate girl. I really saw him as a wicked murderer. I felt the blood running down my face, and the pain gave me strength. I fought back as hard as I could. My resistance surprised him, and he shouted for help. His sisters ran for Mrs Reed, who called her maid, Miss Abbott, and Bessie. They pulled us apart and I heard them say, 'What a wicked girl! She attacked Master John!'

Mrs Reed said calmly. 'Take her away to the red room and lock her in there.' And so I was carried upstairs, arms waving and legs kicking.

As soon as we arrived in the red room, I became quiet again, and the two servants both started scolding me.

'Really, Miss Eyre,' said Miss Abbott, 'how could you hit him? He's your young master!'

'How can he be my master? I am not a servant!' I cried.

'No, Miss Eyre, you are less than a servant, because you do not work,' replied Miss Abbott. They both looked at me as if they strongly disapproved of me.

'You should remember, miss,' said Bessie, 'that your aunt pays for your food and clothes, and you should be grateful. You have no other relations or friends.'

All my short life I had been told this, and I had no answer to it. I stayed silent, listening to these painful reminders.

'And if you are angry and rude, Mrs Reed may send you away,' added Bessie.

'Anyway,' said Miss Abbott, 'God will punish you, Jane Eyre, for your wicked heart. Pray to God, and say you're sorry.' They left the room, locking the door carefully behind them.

The red room was a cold, silent room, hardly ever used, although it was one of the largest bedrooms in the house. Nine years ago my uncle, Mr Reed, had died in this room, and since then nobody had wanted to sleep in it.

Now that I was alone I thought bitterly of the people I lived with. John Reed, his sisters, his mother, the servants, they all accused me, scolded me, hated me. Why could I never please them? Eliza was selfish, but was respected. Georgiana had a bad temper, but she was popular with everybody because she was beautiful. John was rude, cruel and violent, but nobody punished him. I tried to make no mistakes, but they called me naughty every moment of the day. Now that I had turned against John to protect myself, everybody blamed me.

And so I spent that whole long afternoon in the red room asking myself why I had to suffer and why life was so unfair. Perhaps I would run away, or starve myself to death.

Gradually it became dark outside. The rain was still beating on the windows, and I could hear the wind in the trees. Now I was no longer angry, and I began to think the Reeds might be right. Perhaps I was wicked. Did I deserve to die, and be buried in the churchyard like my uncle Reed? I could not remember him, but knew he was my mother's brother, who had taken me to his house when my parents both died. On his death bed he had made his wife, aunt Reed, promise to look after me like her own children. I supposed she now regretted her promise.

A strange idea came to me. I felt sure that if Mr Reed had lived he would have treated me kindly, and now, as I looked round at the dark furniture and the walls in shadow, I began to fear that his ghost might come back to punish his wife for not keeping her promise. He might rise from the grave in the churchyard and appear in this room! I was so frightened by this thought that I hardly dared to breathe. Suddenly in the darkness I saw a light moving on the ceiling. It may have been from a lamp outside, but in my nervous state I did not think of that. I felt sure it must be a ghost, a visitor from another world. My head was hot, my heart beat fast. Was that the sound of wings in my ears? Was that something moving near me? Screaming wildly, I rushed to the door and shook it. Miss Abbott and Bessie came running to open it.

'Miss Eyre, are you ill?' asked Bessie.

'Take me out of here!' I screamed.

'Why? What's the matter?' she asked.

'I saw a light, and I thought it was a ghost,' I cried, holding tightly on to Bessie's hand.

'She's not even hurt,' said Miss Abbott in disgust. 'She screamed just to bring us here. I know all her little tricks.'

'What is all this?' demanded an angry voice. Mrs Reed appeared at the door of the room. 'Abbott and Bessie, I think I told you to leave Jane Eyre in this room till I came.'

'She screamed so loudly, ma'am,' said Bessie softly.

'Let go off her hands, Bessie,' was Mrs Reed's only answer. 'Jane Eyre, you need not think you can succeed in getting out of the room like this. Your naughty tricks will not work with me. You will stay here an hour longer as a punishment for trying to deceive us.'

'Oh aunt, please forgive me! I can't bear it! I shall die if you keep me here...' I screamed and kicked as she held me.

'Silence! Control yourself!' She pushed me, resisting wildly, back into the red room and locked me in. There I was in the darkness again, with the silence and the ghosts. I must have fainted. I cannot remember anything more.



miserable adj. very unhappy. 痛苦的。

nursemaid n. woman employed to take care of a young child. 保姆；女仆。

scold v. to blame. 斥责；责骂。

complain v. speak or say in an unhappy, annoyed, dissatisfied way. 埋怨。

fascinate n. be very interesting to. 强烈吸引。

imagination n. making pictures in your mind. 想象；幻想。

intelligent adj. clever. 聪明的。

delicate adj. becoming ill easily. 体弱易病的。

bully v. hurt or frighten a weaker person. 欺侮；威吓。

punish v. make someone suffer because he has done wrong. 惩罚，处罚。

tremble v. shake because you are afraid, cold, weak, etc. 发抖。

threaten v. promise to hurt someone if he does not do what you want. 威胁，恐吓。

bully n. someone who insults people. 恶棍。

desperate adj. (of a person) ready for any wild act because of loss of hope. （指人）拼命的；绝望的。

resistance n. opposition. 抵抗；反抗。

accuse v. say that someone has done wrong. 指责。

naughty adj. behaving badly; making trouble. 淘气的，闹事的。

starve v. not have enough to eat. 挨饿。

deserve v. be worthy of something. 应受；应该。

suppose v. think that something is true when you are not totally sure. 猜想；料想。

scream v. cry out loudly. 尖叫；叫喊。

disgust n. strong feeling of dislike. 厌恶。

trick n. something done to deceive or make someone look stupid. 诡计；圈套。

deceive v. cause someone to accept as true or good what is false or bad. 欺骗。




1　红房子
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那天下午，我们不能出去散步。寒风刺骨，大雨瓢泼，大家都待在家里，我倒是因此感到高兴。我从来不喜欢走长路，特别是在冬天。过去我最讨厌回到家时天色已暗，手脚冰凉，女仆贝茜总是训斥我而使我痛苦不堪。无论何时我都懂得我和我的表兄妹——里德家的伊丽莎、约翰和乔治娜不一样。他们不仅比我高大、强壮，而且还受宠。

这三个人常常吵闹不休，但今天却和妈妈一起静静地坐在起居室里。我也想参加进去，可我的舅妈里德太太不允许。贝茜告了我的状。

“对不起，简。如果不听到贝茜说或是由我亲眼看到你的确努力要学好，你就不能像我的孩子那样，被当成是快乐的好孩子。”

“贝茜说我干什么了？”我问。

“简，这样问我是不礼貌的。如果你不能好好讲话，就闭嘴。”

我悄悄退出起居室，走进隔壁的小房间，从书架上选了一本图画书。我爬上窗台，拉好窗帘，把自己整个藏了起来。我坐了一会儿，时而望望窗外。11月的午后天气阴沉，大雨倾泻在秃枝枯叶的花园里。不过大部分时候，我认真读着书，完全被书中的图画吸引住了。我沉浸在想象的世界中，暂时忘掉了伤心和孤单，只感到快活。我唯一担心的就是我的秘密藏身处可能会被发现。

突然，门开了，约翰·里德冲了进来。

“老鼠，你在哪儿？”他叫着，没有看到窗帘后面的我。“伊丽莎！乔吉！简不在这儿！告诉妈妈她跑出去淋雨了。真是个畜生！”

“幸好我拉上了窗帘，”我心想：他永远找不到我，因为他并不聪明？可是，伊丽莎一下子就猜出了我在哪里。

“约翰，她坐在窗台上。”她在起居室喊道。于是，我赶紧走了出来，因为我不愿意他来拽我。

“你想怎样？”我问道：

“说‘里德主人，您想要什么’，”他坐在椅子上说，“我要你过来。”

约翰·里德已经14岁了，而我只有10岁。他长得又高又胖，常常狼吞虎咽吃得太多，以致闹病。他本该上寄宿学校的，可是他妈妈太宠他，把他接回家一两个月，因为她觉得他身体弱。约翰既不喜欢他的母亲，也不喜欢他的妹妹，对我更只有恨。他欺侮我，惩罚我，不是一星期两三次，也不是一天里一两次，而是随时随地。他一靠近，我就浑身打颤。他有时打我，有时吓唬我，我整天生活在对他的恐惧中，我根本不知道如何阻止他。仆人们不愿得罪他们的小主人，而里德太太根本看不到她的心肝宝贝会有什么错。

于是，我服从了约翰的命令，走向他坐的椅子，心想他那张脸真是丑极了。可能他看出了我的心思，用手重重地打在我的脸上。

“这是罚你刚才对妈妈无礼，”他说，“罚你藏起来的鬼主意，罚你那么瞪着我，你这老鼠！”我已经习惯了被他欺负，从没想过要还手。

“你在帘子后面干什么？”他问。

“我在读书。”我答道。

“给我看看。”我将书递了过去。

“你没权拿我们的书。”他接着说，“你身无分文，你父亲也没给你留下一分钱。你应该上街讨饭，而不是在一位绅士家里过舒服日子。不管怎样，这些书都是我的，几年以后整幢房子也是我的了。我要教训你别再借我的书。”他举起重重的书，狠狠地打在我身上。

我被打倒在地，头碰在门上磕破了。我感到疼痛不堪，平生第一次突然忘记了我对约翰·里德的恐惧。

“你这个残忍的坏蛋！”我喊着，“你欺侮人！你像个刽子手！”

“什么！什么！”他叫嚷着，“她说我什么？伊丽莎，乔吉，你们听到了吗？我要告诉妈妈去，可是我先得……”

他冲过来打我，不过现在他的对手是一个绝望的女孩子。我真的觉得他是个刽子手坏蛋。我感到血从脸上流下来，疼痛给了我力量，我使出全力还手了。我的反抗吓了他一跳，他大声求救。他的妹妹们跑去叫里德太太，里德太太又叫上了仆人阿伯特小姐和贝茜。她们把我们拉开，我听到她们说：“多坏的小丫头！她竟打了约翰主人！”

里德太太平静地说：“把她带到红房子里锁起来。”于是手脚并用、极力挣扎的我被抱到了楼上。

一进红房子，我又安静下来，两个仆人开始训斥我。

“说真的，爱小姐，”阿伯特小姐说，“你怎么能打他呢？他是你的小主人啊！”

“他怎么是我的主人？我又不是仆人！”我喊道。

“不，爱小姐。你连仆人都不如，因为你不干活。”阿伯特小姐答道。她们都瞪着我，好像很不赞同我。

“小姐，你应该记住，”贝茜说，“你的舅妈负担你的衣食，你应该感恩才对。你再没有其他亲戚朋友了。”

在我短短的一生中，总是听到这样的话，而我又无以对答。我沉默着，痛苦地听着她们的提醒。

“如果你生气、粗鲁的话，里德太太可能会把你送走。”贝茜又说。

阿伯特小姐说：“不管怎样，上帝会惩罚你这颗邪恶的心的，简·爱。向上帝祈祷，说你抱歉。”她们把门仔细锁好，然后走了。

红房子阴冷、寂静，尽管是最大的卧室之一，却很少使用。九年前，我舅舅里德先生就死在这里。从此，没人再愿睡在里面了。

我孤单单的，心里痛苦地思量着和我一起生活的这些人。约翰·里德，他的妹妹们，他的母亲，仆人——他们所有的人都指责我、训斥我、恨我。为什么我总不能让他们高兴呢？伊丽莎自私，却得到尊重。乔治娜脾气坏却人人喜欢，因为她长得漂亮。约翰粗鲁、残忍、凶暴，却没人惩罚他。我尽量不犯错误，可他们每时每刻都说我捣乱。现在我为了保护自己反抗了约翰，更成了众矢之的。

整整一个漫长的下午，我都待在红房子里问自己，为什么我非得受苦，为什么生活如此不公平。也许我应该跑掉或干脆饿死。

天渐渐黑了，雨点仍然拍打着窗户，还可以听到风在树枝间呼啸。我已经不生气了，甚至开始觉得也许里德一家是对的。也许我真的挺坏，我是不是应该死，然后像里德舅舅一样被埋在教堂的院子里？我已记不起他了，但我知道他是我妈妈的哥哥。我双亲过世后，他收留了我。临死前，他要妻子里德太太保证像照顾自己的孩子一样照顾我。我想她现在后悔自己的许诺了。

我产生了一个怪念头。我能肯定如果里德先生仍在世，他会好好待我的。现在我环顾黑暗中的家具和墙壁，开始害怕他的鬼魂会回来因他的妻子不能信守诺言而惩罚她。他可能从教堂院子里的坟墓走出来，出现在这间屋里！我被这念头吓坏了，连气都不敢喘。突然，黑暗中我看到一道光闪过屋顶，可能是外面的灯光，可我在惊恐之中，没想到这些。我觉得那一定是鬼魂，是来自另一个世界的人。我的头胀起来，心狂跳不已。我耳朵听到的是不是翅膀的声音？是不是有什么东西在靠近我？我尖叫着冲到门口，使劲地摇门，阿伯特小姐和贝茜赶紧跑来开门。

“爱小姐，你病了吗？”贝茜问。

“把我放出去！”我尖叫着。

“为什么？怎么了？”她问。

“我看到一道光，我觉得那是鬼。”我哭着紧紧抓住贝茜的手。

“她连伤都没有，”阿伯特小姐厌恶地说，“她叫喊就是要我们来。我知道她的小把戏。”

“这是怎么了？”一个声音愤怒地问。里德太太出现在门口。“阿伯特，贝茜，我不是告诉你们我来之前让简待在这屋子里吗？”

“太太，她叫得太凶了。”贝茜轻声说。

“贝茜，让她松开手，”里德太太答道。“简·爱，你别以为这样就可以离开这屋子，你的捣蛋把戏对我行不通。你再在这里关一个钟头，罚你企图欺骗我们。”

“噢，舅妈，请原谅我！我受不了！你把我关在这儿，我会死的……”我尖叫着，在她手中挣扎着。

“安静！自制一点儿！”她把拼命反抗的我又推进房间里锁了起来。我重新陷入了黑暗，伴着寂静和鬼魂。我一定是昏过去了，其他的什么也记不起来了。




2
Leaving Gateshead

I woke up to find the doctor lifting me very carefully into my own bed. It was good to be back in my familiar bedroom, with a warm fire and candle-light. It was also a great relief to recognize Dr Lloyd, who Mrs Reed called in for her servants (she always called a specialist for herself and the children). He was looking after me so kindly. I felt he would protect me from Mrs Reed. He talked to me a little, then gave Bessie orders to take good care of me. When he left, I felt very lonely again.

But I was surprised to find that Bessie did not scold me at all. In fact she was so kind to me that I became brave enough to ask a question.

'Bessie, what's happened? Am I ill?'

'Yes, you became ill in the red room, but you'll get better, don't worry, Miss Jane,' she answered. Then she went next door to fetch another servant. I could hear her whispers.

'Sarah, come in here and sleep with me and that poor child tonight. I daren't stay alone with her, she might die. She was so ill last night! Do you think she saw a ghost? Mrs Reed was too hard on her, I think.' So the two servants slept in my room, while I lay awake all night, trembling with fear, and eyes wide open in horror, imagining ghosts in every corner.

Fortunately I suffered no serious illness as a result of my terrible experience in the red room, although I shall never forget that night. But the shock left me nervous and depressed for the next few days. I cried all day long and although Bessie tried hard to tempt me with nice things to eat or my favourite books, I took no pleasure in eating or even in reading. I knew I had no one to love me and nothing to look forward to.

When the doctor came again, he seemed a little surprised to find me looking so miserable.

'Perhaps she's crying because she couldn't go out with Mrs Reed in the carriage this morning,' suggested Bessie.

'Surely she's more sensible than that,' said the doctor, smiling at me. 'She's a big girl now.'

'I'm not crying about that. I hate going out in the carriage.' I said quickly. 'I'm crying because I'm miserable.'

'Oh really, Miss!' said Bessie.

The doctor looked at me thoughtfully. He had small, grey, intelligent eyes. Just then a bell rang for the servants' dinner.

'You can go, Bessie,' he said. 'I'll stay here talking to Miss Jane till you come back.'

After Bessie had left, he asked, 'What really made you ill?'

'I was locked up in a room with a ghost, in the dark.'

'Afraid of ghosts, are you?' he smiled.

'Of Mr Reed's ghost, yes. He died in that room, you know. Nobody even goes in there any more. It was cruel to lock me in there alone without a candle. I shall never forget it!'

'But you aren't afraid now. There must be another reason why you are so sad,' he said, looking kindly at me.

How could I tell him all the reasons for my unhappiness!

'I have no father or mother, brothers or sisters,' I began.

'But you have a kind aunt and cousins.'

'But John Reed knocked me down and my aunt locked me in the red room,' I cried. There was a pause.

'Don't you like living at Gateshead, in such a beautiful house?' he asked.

'I would be glad to leave it, but I have nowhere else to go.'

'You have no relations apart from Mrs Reed?'

'I think I may have some, who are very poor, but I know nothing about them,' I answered.

'Would you like to go to school?' he asked finally. I thought for a moment. I knew very little about school, but at least it would be a change, the start of a new life.

'Yes, I would like to go,' I replied in the end.

'Well, well,' said the doctor to himself as he got up, 'we'll see. The child is delicate, she ought to have a change of air.'

I heard later from the servants that he had spoken to Mrs Reed about me, and that she had agreed immediately to send me to school. Abbott said Mrs Reed would be glad to get rid of me. In this conversation I also learned for the first time that my father had been a poor vicar. When he married my mother, Miss Jane Reed of Gateshead, the Reed family were so angry that they disinherited her. I also heard that my parents both died of an illness only a year after their wedding.

But days and weeks passed, and Mrs Reed still said nothing about sending me to school. One day, as she was scolding me, I suddenly threw a question at her. The words just came out without my planning to say them.

'What would uncle Reed say to you if he were alive?' I asked.

'What?' cried Mrs Reed, her cold grey eyes full of fear, staring at me as if I were a ghost. I had to continue.

'My uncle Reed is now in heaven, and can see all you think and do, and so can my parents. They know how you hate me, and are cruel to me.'

Mrs Reed smacked my face and left me without a word. I was scolded for an hour by Bessie as the most ungrateful child in the world, and indeed with so much hate in my heart I did feel wicked.

Christmas passed by, with no presents or new clothes for me. Every evening I watched Eliza and Georgiana putting on their new dresses and going out to parties. Sometimes Bessie would come up to me in my lonely bedroom, bringing a piece of cake, sometimes she would tell me a story, and sometimes she would kiss me goodnight. When she was kind to me I thought she was the best person in the world, but she did not always have time for me.

On the morning of the fifteenth of January, Bessie rushed up to my room, to tell me a visitor wanted to see me. Who could it be? I knew Mrs Reed would be there too and I was frightened of seeing her again. When I nervously entered the breakfast-room I looked up at a black column! At least that was what he looked like to me. He was a tall, thin man dressed all in black, with a cold, stony face at the top of the column.

'This is the little girl I wrote to you about,' said Mrs Reed to the stony stranger.

'Well, Jane Eyre,' said the stranger heavily, 'and are you a good child?'

It was impossible to say yes, with Mrs Reed sitting there, so I was silent.

'Perhaps the less said about that, the better, Mr Brocklehurst,' said Mrs Reed, shaking her head.

'I'm sorry to hear it,' he answered. 'Come here, Jane Eyre, and answer my questions. Where do the wicked go after death?'

'They go to hell,' I answered.

'And what must you do to avoid going there?' he asked.

I thought for a moment, but could not find the right answer.

'I must keep in good health, and not die,' I replied.

'Wrong! Children younger than you die all the time. Another question. Do you enjoy reading the Bible?'

'Yes, sometimes,' I replied, hesitating.

'That is not enough. Your answers show me you have a wicked heart. You must pray to God to change it, if you ever want to go to heaven.'

'Mr Brocklehurst,' interrupted Mrs Reed, 'I mentioned to you in my letter that this little girl has in fact a very bad character. If you accept her at Lowood school, please make sure that the headmistress and teachers know how dishonest she is. She will try to lie to them of course. You see, Jane, you cannot try your tricks on Mr Brocklehurst.'

However hard I had tried to please Mrs Reed in the past, she always thought the worst of me. It was not surprising that I had come to hate her. Now she was accusing me in front of a stranger. My hopes of starting a new life at school began to fade.

'Do not worry, madam,' Mr Brocklehurst said, 'the teachers will watch her carefully. Life at Lowood will do her good. We believe in hard work, plain food, simple clothes and no luxury of any kind.'

'I will send her as soon as possible then, Mr Brocklehurst. I hope she will be taught according to her low position in life.'

'Indeed she will, madam. I hope she will be grateful for this opportunity to improve her character. Little girl, read this book. It tells the story of the sudden death of a young girl who was a liar. Read and pray.'

After Mr Brocklehurst had given me the book and left, I felt I had to speak. Anger was boiling up inside me. I walked up to Mrs Reed and looked straight into her eyes.

'I do not deceive people! If I told lies, I would say I loved you! But I don't, I hate you! I will never call you aunt again as long as I live. If anyone asks how you treated me, I will tell them the truth, that you were very cruel to me. People think you are a good woman, but you are lying to them!'

Even before I had finished I began to experience a great feeling of freedom and relief. At last I had said what I felt! Mrs Reed looked frightened and unhappy.

'Jane, I want to be your friend. You don't know what you're saying. You are too excited. Go to your room and lie down.'

'I won't lie down. I'm quite calm. Send me to school soon, Mrs Reed. I hate living here.'

'I will indeed send her soon,' murmured Mrs Reed to herself.



specialist n. a person who has special knowledge or training in a field of work or study. 行家；专家。

at all in any way. 根本；到底。

fetch v. go and get someone or something. 去取；请来。

favourite adj. best like. 最喜爱的。

sensible adj. wise; knowing what is right and good. 明智的；明白事理的。

at least no less than. 至少；起码。

vicar n. priest in the Church of England. 教区牧师。

disinherit v. take away from (usu. one's child) the lawful right to receive one's goods after one's death. 剥夺继承权（通常指子女）。

smack v. strike loudly, with the flat part of the hand. （用巴掌）打。

indeed adv. yes, certainly. 确实；的确。

stony adj. cruel; showing no pity or feeling. 残酷的；无情的。

Bible n. the holy book of the Christians and Jews. （基督教、犹太教的）《圣经》。

headmistress n. the teacher in charge of a private school. 女校长。

fade v. lose strength, colour, freshness, etc. 枯萎；褪色；凋谢。

luxury n. great comfort, as provided by wealth. 豪华；奢侈。

liar n. a person who tells lies. 说谎的人。

murmur v. say something very quietly. 低语。




2　离开盖茨赫德
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我醒来时，发现医生正小心地把我抱回我的床上。回到自己熟悉的、有温暖的炉火和烛光的卧室，真是太好了。见到洛依德医生也是极大的安慰。里德太太总是请他为仆人看病（她和她的子女请的是专科大夫）。他仔细护理着我，我觉得他可以在里德太太面前保护我。他和我说了会儿话，然后告诉贝茜要好好照顾我。他走了，我又感到非常孤独。

但令我惊奇的是贝茜根本没有训斥我。实际上，她待我很好，我竟壮着胆子问了她一个问题。

“贝茜，发生了什么事？我病了吗？”

“是的，你在红房子里病倒了，不过你会好起来的，别担心，简小姐。”她答道，然后到隔壁屋里叫来了另一个仆人，我能听得到她悄悄的说话声。

“莎拉，今晚到这儿来陪我和这个小可怜一起睡。我不敢单独陪她，她可能会死的，昨晚她病得很厉害。你认为她看到鬼了吗？我觉得里德太太待她太狠了。”于是，两个仆人睡在了我的房里。我躺着一夜不曾合眼，浑身惊恐地打颤，两眼因害怕睁得大大的，想象着每个角落里都有鬼魂。

幸运的是，我没有因红房子里的可怕经历而害一场大病，但我永远忘不了那个晚上。后来的几天里，由于惊吓我变得非常紧张和忧郁，整天哭泣着。尽管贝茜想尽办法用好吃的和我喜欢的书吸引我，我却不愿意吃东西，甚至不想读书。我知道没有人爱我，没什么可指望的。

医生又来了，他看到我痛苦的样子感到很吃惊。

“她哭，也许是因为今天早晨不能和里德太太一起坐马车。”贝茜猜测着。

“她比这懂事得多，”医生边说边冲我笑着，“她已经是大孩子了。”

“我不是因为这个哭。我讨厌坐马车出门。”我马上说，“我哭是因为我很痛苦。”

“噢，真的吗，小姐？”贝茜说。

医生关切地看着我，他那双灰色的小眼睛充满智慧。这时铃响了，叫仆人们去吃饭。

“贝茜，你可以走了，”他说，“我在这儿和简小姐说话，等你回来。”

等贝茜走后，他问：“你究竟是怎么病的？”

“我被关在有鬼的黑房子里。”

他笑了：“怕鬼，是吗？”

“是的，怕里德先生的鬼魂。你知道，他是在那间屋里去世的，谁都不再进去。把我单独关在里面，又不点蜡烛，真是太残酷了，我永远忘不了！”

“可是你现在并不怕呀！你这么难过一定另有原因。”他说着，和蔼地看着我。

我怎么能向他诉说什么让我难过呢！

“我没有父亲、母亲，也没有兄弟、姐妹，”我说。

“可是你有好心的舅妈和表兄妹呀。”

“但是，是约翰·里德把我打倒的，是舅妈把我关起来的。”我哭了，无法再说下去。

“你不喜欢住在盖茨赫德、住在这么漂亮的大房子里吗？”他问。

“我很乐意离开这里，但是无处可去。”

“除了里德太太，你没有其他亲戚吗？”

“也许有几个，都很穷，但我对他们一无所知。”我答道。

他最后问：“你想上学吗？”我想了一会儿。我对学校几乎根本不了解，但那至少是个变化，是新生活的开始。

我最后说：“是的，我想上学。”

“好了，好了，”医生自言自语着站了起来。“我们想想办法。孩子太脆弱了，她该透透气了。”

后来我从仆人那儿听说，他和里德太太谈了我的事，她立刻就答应送我去学校。阿伯特说里德太太把我打发走了才高兴呢。谈话中我还生平第一次得知我的父亲曾是个穷牧师。他和妈妈——盖茨赫德的简·里德小姐——结婚时，里德一家非常生气，取消了她的继承权。我还得知我的父母在结婚一年后就双双因病去世。

时间一天天、一星期一星期地过去了，可是里德太太还是不提送我上学的事。一天，她训斥我时，我冷不防向她提了个问题。我事先并无准备，话就这么从我嘴里溜出来了。

“如果里德先生活着，他会怎么说？”我问。

“什么？”里德太太叫道，她冷漠的灰眼睛充满恐惧地盯着我，好像我是个鬼。我必须接着说下去。

“我的里德舅舅现在在天堂，可以知道你所想的和你干的事，我父母也知道。他们知道你多么恨我，对我多么残忍。”

里德太太给了我一个耳光，一言不发地走开了。贝茜训了我一个钟头，说我是世界上最不感恩的孩子。的确，我心中充满仇恨，连自己都觉得自己坏。

圣诞节过去了，我没有礼物，也没有新衣服。每天晚上，我都看着伊丽莎和乔治娜换上新裙子去参加舞会。贝茜有时到我孤零零的卧室来，带块蛋糕或讲个故事，有时吻吻我，与我道晚安。她对我好时，我觉得她是世界上最好的人，但她不是总有时间陪我。

1月15日早晨，贝茜跑到我的房间里，说有个客人要见我。是谁呢？我知道里德太太也会在场，我怕再见到她。我害怕地走进早餐室，抬起头来，看到的是一根黑柱子！至少，在我看来他的模样就是这样。他又高又瘦，身穿黑衣，上端是一张冰冷、僵硬的脸。

“这就是我信中提到的女孩。”里德太太对冷冰冰的陌生人说。

“啊，简·爱，”陌生人低沉地说，“你是个好孩子吗？”

里德太太坐在那里，我不可能答“是”，于是只好沉默。

“布鲁克赫斯特先生，这点最好少提。”里德太太边说边摇头。

“真遗憾。”他说。“简·爱，到这儿来回答我的问题。坏人死后去哪里？”

“进地狱。”我答道。

“你应该做什么才能不进地狱呢？”他问。

我想了想，但找不到正确的答案。

“我必须保持健康，不要死去。”我答道。

“不对，随时都有比你还小的孩子死去。另一个问题，你喜欢读《圣经》吗？”

“是的，有时喜欢。”我犹豫着答道。

“这还不够，你的回答表明你有颗邪恶的心。如果你想进天堂，你就要向上帝祈祷改变它。”

里德太太打断他说：“布鲁克赫斯特先生，我在信中已向你说起这孩子性情很坏。如果你收她进洛伍德学校，就得让所有女学监和教师知道她有多么不老实，她肯定会对她们撒谎。简，你瞧！你不能在布鲁克赫斯特先生那儿耍花招。”

无论过去我下了多大功夫取悦里德太太，她总是往最坏里想我。我变得这么恨她也就没什么奇怪的了。现在她又当着生人的面指责我，我到学校开始新生活的愿望开始破灭了。

“太太，不必担心。”布鲁克赫斯特先生说，“教师们会严密监督她，洛伍德的生活对她有好处。我们信仰的是刻苦耐劳、节衣简食，无任何奢侈可言。”

“布鲁克赫斯特先生，我会尽快把她送去。我希望你们能根据她的低下身份教导她。”

“的确是这样，太太。我希望她能为得到改造其品性的机会而表示感激。小姑娘，读读这本书，其中讲的是一个撒谎的女孩突然死去的故事。读吧，祈祷吧！”

布鲁克赫斯特先生把书递给我，然后走了。我觉得我必须说话，怒火在我胸中燃烧。我走到里德太太面前，直盯着她的眼睛。

“我不骗人。如果我真的撒谎，我会说我爱你！可是，我不爱你，我恨你！只要我活着，我不会再叫你舅妈。如果有人问我你是怎么待我的，我会以实相告，告诉他们你待我很凶。大家都把你当好人，可是你却在骗他们。”

话还没说完，我就已经感到无比轻松和自由，我终于说出了我的感受。里德太太看上去既害怕又难受。

“简，我想做你的朋友，你不明白你都说了些什么。你太激动了，回房里躺下歇会儿吧。”

“我不躺下，我很冷静。里德太太，快把我送去上学，我讨厌住在这里。”

里德太太自语道：“我是得尽快让她走。”


Part Two—A girl at Lowood
第二部　洛伍德的女孩

3
My first impressions of school

Mrs Reed arranged for me to leave on the nineteenth of January. I had to get up very early to catch the coach, but Bessie helped me to get ready.

'Will you say goodbye to Mrs Reed, Jane?' she asked.

'No, she said I shouldn't disturb her so early. Anyway, I don't want to say anything to her. She's always hated me.'

'Oh, Miss Jane, don't say that!'

'Goodbye to Gateshead!' I shouted wildly, as we walked together out of the front door, to wait for the coach in the road. It arrived, pulled by four horses, and full of passengers. The coachman took my luggage and called me to hurry up. Bessie kissed me for the last time as I held tightly to her.

She shouted up to the coachman, 'Make sure you take care of her! Fifty miles is a long way for a young child to go alone.'

'I will!' he answered. The door was closed, and the coach rolled off. What a strange feeling to be leaving Gateshead, my home for the whole of my childhood! Although I was sad to say goodbye to Bessie, I was both excited and nervous about the new places I would see, and the new people 1 would meet.

I do not remember much about the journey, except that it seemed far too long. We stopped for lunch, to change the horses. Then in the afternoon I realized we were driving through countryside. I slept for a short time but was woken when the coach stopped. The door opened and a servant called in,

'Is there a little girl called Jane Eyre here?'

'Yes,' I answered, and was helped out of the coach with my luggage. Tired and confused after the journey, I followed the servant into a large building, where she left me in a sitting-room. In came a tall lady, with dark hair and eyes, and a large, pale forehead. I discovered that she was Miss Temple, the headmistress of Lowood school. She looked at me carefully.

'You are very young to be sent alone. You look tired. Are you?' she asked, putting her hand kindly on my shoulder.

'A little, ma'am,' I replied.

'How old are you, and what is your name?'

'I'm Jane Eyre, ma'am, and I'm ten years old.'

'Well, I hope you will be a good child at school,' she said, touching my cheek gently with her finger.

I was taken by a teacher, Miss Miller, through the silent corridors of the large school, to the long, wide schoolroom. There about eighty girls, aged from nine to twenty, sat doing their homework. I sat on a bench near the door, with my slate.

'Put away the lesson-books and fetch the supper-trays!' called Miss Miller. Four tall girls removed all the books, then went out and returned with trays which were handed round. Each child could have a drink of water out of the shared cup, and could take a small piece of biscuit. Then we all went quietly upstairs to the long, crowded bedroom, where two children shared every bed. I had to share Miss Miller's, but was so tired that I fell asleep immediately.

In the morning the ringing of a bell woke me, although it was still dark. I got dressed quickly in the bitter cold of the room, and washed when I could. There was only one basin for six girls. When the bell rang again, we all went downstairs, two by two, and silently entered the cold, badly lit schoolroom for prayers. As the bell rang a third time to indicate the beginning of lessons, the girls moved into four groups around four tables, and the teachers came into the room to start the Bible class. I was put in the bottom class. How glad I was when it was time for breakfast! I had hardly eaten anything the day before. But the only food served to us was porridge, which was burnt. It was so disgusting that we could not eat it, so we left the dining-room with empty stomachs. After breakfast came the one happy moment of the day, when the pupils could play and talk freely. We all complained bitterly about the uneatable breakfast. Lessons started again at nine o'clock and finished at twelve, when Miss Temple stood up to speak to the whole school.

'Girls, this morning you had a breakfast which you couldn't eat. You must be hungry, so I have ordered a lunch of bread and cheese for you all.' The teachers looked at her in surprise.

'Don't worry, I take responsibility for it,' she told them.

We were delighted, and all rushed out into the garden to eat our lunch. Nobody had taken any notice of me so far, but I did not mind that. I stood alone outside, watching some of the stronger girls playing, trying to forget the bitter cold, and thinking about my life. Gateshead and the Reed family seemed a long way away. I was not yet used to school life. And what sort of future could I look forward to?

As I wondered, I saw a girl near me reading a book. I felt brave enough to speak to her, since I too liked reading.

'Is your book interesting? What is it about?' I asked.

'Well, I like it,' she said after a pause, looking at me. 'Here, have a look at it.' I glanced quickly at it but found it too difficult to understand, so I gave it back.

'What sort of school is this?' I asked.

'It's called Lowood school. It's a charity school. We're all charity children, you see. I expect your parents are dead, aren't they? All the girls here have lost either one or both parents.'

'Don't we pay anything? Is the school free?' I asked.

'We pay, or our relations pay, ￡15 a year for each of us. That isn't enough, so some kind ladies and gentlemen in London pay the rest. That's why it's called a charity school.'

'Who is Mr Brocklehurst?' was my next question.

'His mother built this part of the school. He's the manager, and looks after all financial matters. He lives in a large house near here.'

I did not see her again until during the afternoon lessons, when I noticed that she had been sent to stand alone in the middle of the schoolroom. I could not imagine what she had done to deserve such a punishment, but she did not look ashamed or unhappy. She was lost in thought, and did not seem to notice that everyone was looking at her.

'If that happened to me,' I thought, 'I would be so embarrassed!'

After lessons we had a small cup of coffee and half a piece of brown bread, then half an hour's play, then homework. Finally, after the evening biscuit and drink of water, we said prayers and went to bed. That was my first day at Lowood.



arrange v. make a plan, prepare. 安排；准备。

luggage n. bags, trunks, suitcases, etc. for travelling. 行李。

confuse v. mix your ideas so that you can't understand. 搅乱；把……弄糊涂。

slate n. heavy rock easily split into thin pieces. 石板。

indicate v. show something. 表明；暗示。

porridge n. soft food made from oats and water. 麦片粥；粥。

responsibility n. having a duty to care for someone or something. 责任；职责。

charity n. a society or organization that gives help to the poor. 慈善机构。

financial adj. connected with money. 财务的；金融的。

embarrass v. cause to feel ashamed, uncomfortable, or anxious. 使难堪；使困窘。




3　我对学校的第一印象
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里德太太安排我在1月19日离开。为了赶上马车，我必须起个大早，贝茜帮助我做好了准备。

她问：“简，你去向里德太太道别吗？”

“不了，她说不让我这么早打扰她。反正我也不想和她说话。她一向恨我的。”

“噢，简小姐，别这么说。”

“盖茨赫德，再见了！”我大声喊着。我们一起走出前门，在路边等车。车来了，四匹马拉着，挤满了乘客。车夫接过我的行李，让我赶紧上车。我紧抱着贝茜，她吻了我最后一次。

她对车夫喊着：“你一定要好好照顾她。小孩子孤身一人50英里路太远了。”

“我会的。”车夫答道。门关上了，马车继续前行。离开盖茨赫德的感觉真奇怪，这是我整个童年的家呀！和贝茜告别让我很难过，但想到我要去新的地方，见到新的人，我就又激动又害怕。

路上的事我已记不太清了，只觉得旅途实在太长了。我们停下来吃中饭、换马匹。下午，我意识到我们正在穿越乡村。我睡了一会儿，车停下我便醒了。门开了，一个仆人叫道：

“有没有叫简·爱的女孩？”

“有。”我答道，大家帮我下车，并取了行李。由于旅途劳累，昏头昏脑的我随着仆人走进一幢大房子，她让我等在起居室里。一位高高的女士走了进来，她黑发黑眼睛，前额宽阔、苍白。我得知她是丹伯尔小姐，洛伍德学校的女学监，她仔细端详着我。

“你一人上路还年龄太小，你看上去累了。累吗？”她问，一只手亲切地搭在我肩上。

“有一点儿，太太。”我答道。

“你多大了？叫什么名字？”

“我叫简·爱，10岁了。”

“好啊，我希望你在学校是个好孩子。”她说着用手指轻轻摸着我的脸颊。

我被一位叫米勒小姐的教师带着，穿过这座大学校寂静的走廊，来到又长又宽的教室。那儿大约有80个女孩，年龄从9岁至20岁不等，都坐在那儿写作业。我夹着石板，坐在靠近门口的一张长凳上。

米勒小姐喊道：“放下书本，去取晚餐盘子。”四个高个女孩收拾起所有的课本，然后出去取来了盘子，一个个传递下去。每个孩子可以喝点儿水，吃一小块儿饼干。然后我们都静静地上楼，来到狭长、拥挤的寝室。每两个孩子共用一张床。我只能和米勒小姐同住，但是我实在太累了，马上就睡着了。

早晨，尽管外面天还黑着，铃声就把我叫醒了。屋里很冷，我赶紧穿好衣服，然后找机会洗漱。六个女孩只有一只盆。铃声再次响起时，我们一对一对地下楼，静静地走进寒冷、阴暗的教室祈祷。第三遍铃响表示开始上课。姑娘们分成四组，分别围着四张桌子坐好，老师们走进来开始上《圣经》课。我被编入最低班。早餐时间一到，我真是高兴极了。前一天我几乎什么也没吃，可是我们得到的唯一的食物只有粥。粥糊了，令人恶心，我们根本无法下咽，于是空着肚子离开了餐厅。早餐后是一天中的快乐时光，学生们可以自由玩耍、交谈，我们都起劲儿地抱怨着那没法吃的早餐。9点钟接着上课，直到12点。这时，丹伯尔小姐站起来对全校学生讲话。

“姑娘们，今天早晨你们的早餐无法下咽。你们一定饿了，所以我给大家订了面包和奶酪当做午饭。”老师们都惊讶地看着她。

“别担心，我负全责。”她对老师们说。

我们很高兴，都跑到花园中去吃午饭。到现在还没有人注意到我，可我并不在意。我独自一人站在外面，看着几个比较壮实的女孩玩耍，努力忘掉寒冷，思考着我的生活。盖茨赫德和里德一家似乎那么遥远，我还不习惯学校的生活。我会有什么样的未来呢？

我正想着，看到旁边一个女孩儿在读书。我也喜欢读书，于是壮着胆子和她搭话。

“你的书有意思吗？讲什么的？”我问。

“嗯，我喜欢。”她停了一会儿，看着我说，“喏，看看吧！”我匆匆扫了一眼，觉得太难读懂，就还给了她。

“这是个什么样的学校？”我问。

“这叫洛伍德学校，是所慈善学校。你知道，我们都是接受慈善的孩子。我想你的父母都去世了吧？这里所有的女孩要么失去了单亲，要么失去了双亲。”

“我们要交钱吗？学校是免费的吗？”我问。

“我们或我们的亲戚交钱，每人每年15英镑。这不够用，因此伦敦一些好心的先生女士就支付剩下的费用。这就是为什么这儿是慈善学校。”

“布鲁克赫斯特先生是谁？”我接着问。

“他母亲建立了学校的这一部分。他是经理，管理所有财务的事。他就住在附近的一所大房子里。”

直到下午上课，我才又一次见到了她，我看到她被叫去独自站在教室中央。我想象不出她做错了什么，要遭这样的惩罚，可她看上去既不害臊，也不难过。她沉思着，似乎没有注意到大家都在看她。

我心想：“如果轮到我，我会非常尴尬的。”

下课后，我们喝了一小杯咖啡，吃了半片黑面包，然后玩半小时，再做作业。终于，在晚上吃过饼干、喝过水之后，我们祈祷完毕可以睡觉了。这就是我在洛伍德的第一天。




4
Making a friend

The next morning we got up in the dark as before, but the water was frozen, so we could not wash. It was freezing cold in all the rooms. This time the porridge was not burnt, but I still felt hungry, as the quantity was so small.

I stayed in the bottom class, but noticed the girl that I had been talking to was in another class. Her surname seemed to be Burns. Teachers called girls by their surnames in this school. Her class were studying history, and her teacher, Miss Scatcherd, appeared constantly annoyed by her.

'Burns, hold your head up, can't you!'

'Burns, don't stand like that!'

The history questions asked by Miss Scatcherd sounded very difficult, but Burns knew all the answers. I kept expecting the teacher to praise her, but instead she suddenly cried out,

'You dirty girl! You haven't washed your hands this morning!'

I was surprised that Burns did not explain that none of us could wash our faces or hands because the water had been frozen. Miss Scatcherd gave an order. Burns left the room and returned, carrying a stick. The teacher took it and hit Burns several times with it. The girl did not cry or change her expression.

'Wicked girl!' said Miss Scatcherd. 'Nothing will change your dirty habits!'

Later that day, during the play-hour, I found Burns alone by the fireside, reading the same book as before, and I started talking to her.

'What is the rest of your name?' I asked.

'Helen,' she replied.

'Do you want to leave Lowood?'

'No, why should I? I was sent to school here, so I must learn as much as I can.'

'But Miss Scatcherd is so cruel to you!' I burst out.

'Cruel? Not at all. She is strict and she sees my faults.'

'If I were you, I'd hate her,' I cried. 'If she hit me with a stick, I'd seize it and break it under her nose.'

'I don't think you would,' answered Helen quietly. 'And if you did, Mr Brocklehurst would send you away from school, and your relations would be upset. Anyway, the Bible tells us to do good, even if other people hurt us. Sometimes you have to put up with some hard things in life.'

I could not understand her ideas but I had a feeling she might be right. I looked at her in wonder.

'You say you have faults, Helen. What are they? To me you seem very good.'

'You are wrong,' she answered. 'I'm untidy and careless and I forget the rules. I read when I should be doing my homework. You see, Miss Scatcherd is right to scold me.'

'Is Miss Temple as strict as that?' I asked.

A soft smile passed over Helen's normally serious face.

'Miss Temple is full of goodness. She gently tells me of my mistakes, and praises me if I do well. But even with her help I don't concentrate properly in class, I just dream away the time, and then I can't answer the teacher's questions. '

'But today in history you knew all the answers!' I said.

'I just happened to be interested, that's all,' she replied.

'I expect you are always interested in Miss Temple's lessons, because you like her and she is good to you. I'm like that. I love those who love me, and I hate those who punish me unfairly.'

'You should read the Bible and do what Christ says — people who believe in God should love their enemies,' said Helen.

'Then I should love Mrs Reed and her son John, which is impossible,' I cried.

Helen asked me to explain what I meant, and listened carefully to the long story of what I had suffered at Gateshead.

'Well,' I asked impatiently at the end, 'isn't Mrs Reed a bad woman? Don't you agree with me?'

'It's true she has been unkind to you, because she dislikes your faults, as Miss Scatcherd dislikes mine. But look how bitterly you remember every angry word! Wouldn't you be happier if you tried to forget her scolding? Life is too short to continue hating anyone for a long time. We all have faults, but the time will come soon when we die, when our wickedness will pass away with our bodies, leaving only the pure flame of the spirit. That's why I never think of revenge, I never consider life unfair. I live in calm, looking forward to the end.'

For a moment we both stayed silent. Then one of the big girls came up, calling, 'Helen Burns! Go and put away your work and tidy your drawer immediately, or I'll tell Miss Scatcherd!'

Helen sighed, and, getting up, silently obeyed.



quantity n. how much, how many, etc. of something. 量；数量。

surname n. family name. 姓；姓氏。

even if although. 即使；纵然。

normally adv. ordinarily. 通常。

concentrate v. keep or direct (all one's thoughts, efforts, attention, etc.) 集中（思想、精力、注意力）。

revenge n. punishment given to someone in return for harm done to oneself. 报仇；报复。




4　交朋友
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第二天早晨，我们和以往一样天黑就起床了，可是水都冻了冰，不能洗漱了。所有的屋里都冰冷冰冷的。这次粥没有烧糊，但我还是饿，因为量太少了。

我仍在最低班，却注意到曾和我讲话的女孩在另一个班，她好像姓伯恩斯。在这所学校，老师们总是用姓叫学生。她们班在学历史，她的老师斯盖查德小姐似乎总是被她惹恼。

“伯恩斯，抬起头来，难道做不到吗？”

“伯恩斯，别那么站着！”

斯盖查德小姐提出的历史问题听起来非常艰深，但伯恩斯知道所有的答案。我总是期待着老师表扬她，但却听到老师突然吼道：

“你这个脏丫头。早晨你没有洗手！”

我感到惊讶的是，伯恩斯并没有解释，我们谁也没洗脸、洗手，因为水冻冰了。斯盖查德小姐下了一个命令。伯恩斯出去了，回来时拿了一根棍子。老师接过棍子，在伯恩斯身上打了好几下。她既没有哭，也没有表情上的变化。

“坏丫头！”斯盖查德小姐说，“什么也改变不了你脏的习惯！”

后来在游戏的时候，我找到了独自坐在火边的伯恩斯，她还在读那本书。我开始和她说话。

“你叫什么名字？”我问。

“海伦。”她答道。

“你想离开洛伍德吗？”

“不，为什么要离开呢？我被送到这里上学，所以必须尽量多学些东西。”

“但斯盖查德小姐待你太狠了！”我生气地说。

“狠吗？没什么。她很严格，能看到我的毛病。”

“如果我是你，我会恨她的。”我大声说，“如果她用棍子打我，我会把它夺过来，在她眼皮底下把它折断。”

“我觉得你不会那样做。”海伦平静地说，“如果你做了，布鲁克赫斯特先生会把你赶出学校，你的亲戚会不高兴的。不管怎样，《圣经》教导我们要做好事，即使别人伤害我们也一样。有时候你必须忍受生活中的艰难。”

我不能理解她的想法，但觉得她也许是对的。我疑惑地看着她。

“海伦，你说你有错，错在哪儿？我觉得你很好。”

“你错了。”她答道，“我不整洁，粗心大意，还常忘了规定，该做作业的时候我却读书。你瞧，斯盖查德小姐批评我是对的。”

“丹伯尔小姐也这么严厉吗？”我问。

海伦一贯严肃的脸上掠过淡淡的微笑。

“丹伯尔小姐好极了。她和蔼地告诉我哪里不对；我做得好，她会表扬我。但即便有她的帮助，我在课上还是不能集中精神。我总是在做梦，于是就回答不了老师的问题。”

“但今天历史课上你知道所有的答案啊！”我说。

“我只不过感兴趣罢了，仅此而已。”她答道。

“我觉得你总是对丹伯尔小姐的课感兴趣，因为你喜欢她，她也待你好。我就是这样，别人爱我，我也会爱她。谁不公平地惩罚我，我就恨谁。”

“你应该读读《圣经》，按基督的话去做——信仰上帝的人应该爱他的敌人。”海伦说。

“那我应该爱里德太太和她儿子约翰了？不可能！”我叫着。

海伦让我解释一下这是什么意思，并仔细地听了我在盖茨赫德漫长的痛苦经历。

最后我不耐烦地问：“怎么样，里德太太难道不是坏女人？你不赞成我吗？”

“她的确对你不好，因为她不喜欢你的缺点，就像斯盖查德小姐不喜欢我的一样。如果你努力忘了她的训斥，不是会开心点儿吗？生命太短暂了，没时间恨一个人那么久。我们都有错误，但我们不久就会死去，我们的邪恶会随我们的躯体一起消失，只留下精神之火。这就是为什么我从来不想报复，我从不认为生活不公平。我平静地生活，期待着终结。”

我们都沉默了一会儿。这时一个大孩子跑过来叫着：“海伦·伯恩斯，赶快去收拾你的课本，整理你的抽屉，否则我就去报告斯盖查德小姐！”

海伦叹了口气，站起身，默默地服从了。




5
Mr Brocklehurst's visit and its results

It was difficult for me to get used to the school rules at Lowood, and to the hard physical conditions. In January, February and March there was deep snow, but we still had to spend an hour outside every day. We had no boots or gloves, and my hands and feet ached badly. We were growing children, and needed more food than was provided. Sometimes the big girls bullied us little ones and made us hand over our teatime bread or evening biscuit.

One afternoon, when I had been at Lowood for three weeks, a visitor arrived. All the teachers and pupils stood respectfully as he entered the schoolroom. I looked up. There, next to Miss Temple, stood the same black column which had frowned on me in the breakfast-room at Gateshead. I had been afraid he would come. I remembered only too well Mrs Reed's description of my character, and the promise he had given her to warn teachers at Lowood about my wickedness. Now they would consider me a bad child for ever.

At first Mr Brocklehurst spoke in a murmur to Miss Temple. I could just hear because I was in the front of the class.

'Tell the housekeeper she must count the needles, and only give out one at a time to the girls, they lose them so easily! And Miss Temple, please make sure the girls' stockings are mended more carefully. Some of them have a lot of holes.'

'I shall follow your instructions, sir,' said Miss Temple.

'And another thing which surprises me, I find that a lunch of bread and cheese has been served to the girls recently. Why is this? There is nothing about it in the rules! Who is responsible?'

'I myself, sir,' answered Miss Temple. 'The breakfast was so badly cooked that the girls couldn't possibly eat it, so they were hungry.'

'Madam, listen to me for a moment. You know that I am trying to bring up these girls to be strong, patient and unselfish. If some little luxury is not available, do not replace it with something else, but tell them to be brave and suffer, like Christ Himself. Remember what the Bible says, man shall not live by bread alone, but by the word of God! Madam, when you put bread into these children's mouths, you feed their bodies but you starve their souls!'

Miss Temple did not reply. She looked straight in front of her, and her face was as cold and hard as marble. Mr Brocklehurst, on the other hand, now looked round at the girls, and almost jumped in surprise.

'Who — what is that girl with red hair, with curls, madam, with curls everywhere?'

'That is Julia Severn,' said Miss Temple quietly. 'Her hair curls naturally, you see.'

'Naturally! Yes, but it is God we obey, not nature! Miss Temple, that girl's hair must be cut off. I have said again and again that hair must be arranged modestly and plainly. I see other girls here with too much hair. Yes, I shall send someone tomorrow to cut all the girls' hair.'

'Mr Brocklehurst...' began Miss Temple.

'No, Miss Temple, I insist. To please God these girls must have short, straight hair and plain, simple clothes...'

He was interrupted by the arrival of three ladies, who had unfortunately not heard his comments on dress and hair. They all wore the most expensive clothes and had beautiful, long, curly hair. I heard Miss Temple greet them as the wife and daughters of Mr Brocklehurst.

I had hoped to hide my face behind my slate while Mr Brocklehurst was talking, so that he would not recognize me, but suddenly the slate fell from my hand and broke in two on the hard floor. I knew only too well what would happen next.

'A careless girl!' said Mr Brocklehurst quietly, almost to himself. 'The new girl, I see. I must not forget to say something to the whole school about her.' and then to me, aloud,

'Come here, child.'

I was too frightened to move, but two big girls pushed me towards him. Miss Temple whispered kindly in my ear, 'Don't be afraid, Jane. I saw it was an accident.' Her kindness touched me, but I knew that soon she would hear the lies about me, and then she would hate me!

'Put the child on that chair,' said Mr Brocklehurst. Someone lifted me up on to a high chair, so that I was close to his nose. Frightened and shaking, I felt everyone's eyes on me.

'You see this girl?' began the black marble column. 'She is young, she looks like an ordinary child. Nothing about her tells you she is evil. But she is all wickedness! Children, don't talk to her, stay away from her. Teachers, watch her, punish her body to save her soul — if indeed she has a soul, because this child... I can hardly say it... this child is a liar!'

'How shocking!' said the two Brocklehurst daughters, each wiping a tear or two from their eyes.

'I learned this fact,' continued the great man, 'from Mrs Reed, the kind lady who took care of her after her parents' death and brought her up as a member of the family. In the end Mrs Reed was so afraid of this child's evil influence on her own children that she had to send her here. Teachers, watch her carefully!'

The Brocklehurst family stood up and moved slowly out of the schoolroom. At the door, my judge turned and said,

'She must stand half an hour longer on that chair, and nobody may speak to her for the rest of the day.'

So there I was, high up on the chair, publicly displayed as an ugly example of evil. Feelings of shame and anger boiled up inside me, but just as I felt I could not bear it any longer, Helen Burns walked past me and lifted her eyes to mine. Her look calmed me. What a smile she had! It was an intelligent, brave smile, lighting up her thin face and her tired grey eyes.

When all the girls left the schoolroom at five o'clock, I climbed down from the chair and sat on the floor. I no longer felt strong or calm, and I began to cry bitterly. I had wanted so much to make friends at Lowood, to be good, to deserve praise. Now nobody would believe me or perhaps even speak to me. Could I ever start a new life after this?

'Never!' I cried. 'I wish I were dead!' Just then Helen arrived, bringing my coffee and bread. I was too upset to eat or drink, but she sat with me for some time, talking gently to me, wiping away my tears, and helping me to recover. When Miss Temple came to look for me, she found us sitting quietly together.

'Come up to my room, both of you.' she said.

We went to her warm, comfortable room upstairs.

'Now tell me the truth, Jane,' she said. 'You have been accused, and you must have the chance to defend yourself.'

And so I told her the whole story of my lonely childhood with the Reed family, and of my terrible experience in the red room.

'I know Dr Lloyd, who saw you when you were ill,' she said. 'I'll write to him and see if he agrees with what you say. If he does, I shall publicly tell the school you are not a liar. I believe you now, Jane.' And she kissed me. She turned to Helen.

'How are you tonight, Helen? Have you coughed a lot today?'

'Not very much, ma'am.'

'And the pain in your chest?'

'It's a little better, I think.'

Miss Temple examined Helen carefully, and sighed a little. Then she gave us some tea and toast. For a while I felt I was in heaven, eating and drinking in the warm, pretty room, with kind Miss Temple and Helen.

But when we reached our bedroom, Miss Scatcherd was checking the drawers.

'Burns!' she said. 'Yours is far too untidy! Tomorrow, all day, you will wear a notice on your forehead saying UNTIDY!'

Helen said Miss Scatcherd was quite right, and wore the notice all the next day. But I was furious, and at the end of the afternoon, tore it off her head and threw it in the fire.

When Miss Temple received a letter from Dr Lloyd, agreeing that what I had said was true, she told the whole school that I had been wrongly accused and was not a liar. From that moment, I felt I was accepted, and set to work to learn as much as I could, and make as many friends as possible.



description n. a statement or account that describes what somebody or something is like. 描写；描述。

instruction n. an order, or advice on how to do something. 命令；指示。

naturally adv. according to the nature of someone or something. 自然地；天然地。

interrupt v. break the flow of (something). 打断。

curly adj. having curls or tending to curl. 卷曲的。

evil adj. wicked; very bad. 邪恶的；罪恶的。

display v. show something to people for interest. 陈列；展览。

defend v. argue in favour of (something which is being attacked). 辩护；辩解。

sigh v. take a long, deep breath when you are tired, sad, glad, etc. 叹气；悲叹。

furious adj. very angry. 愤怒的。




5　布鲁克赫斯特先生的来访及其后果
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我很难适应洛伍德的校规和艰苦的生活条件。1月、2月和3月，雪积得很厚，但我们仍必须每天在户外活动一小时。我们没有靴子和手套，我的手脚疼得很厉害。我们正在长身体，需要比供给量更多的食品。有时大孩子欺负小孩子，逼我们把下午茶、面包或晚上的饼干交给她们。

我到洛伍德三星期后的一个下午，有一个客人来了。所有的老师和学生都恭敬地站着，看他走进教室。我抬头一看，站在丹伯尔小姐身边的不就是在盖茨赫德的早餐室里对我皱眉头的大黑柱子嘛！我就怕他来。我清清楚楚地记得里德太太就我品行所说的一番话，也记得他向她保证要提醒洛伍德的老师们我是多么坏。现在她们会永远认为我是个坏孩子了。

布鲁克赫斯特先生先对丹伯尔小姐低语了几句。因为站在前排，我刚好能听到一点儿。

“告诉管家她必须清点针数，每次只发给学生们一根针，她们太容易弄丢了。丹伯尔小姐，姑娘们的长筒袜应该补得再仔细些，有的洞太多了。”

“先生，我会照办的。”丹伯尔小姐说。

“还有一件事让我奇怪，我发现最近孩子们吃了一顿有面包和奶酪的午饭。为什么？校规里没这规定！谁负责任？”

“先生，我本人。”丹伯尔小姐答道，“早餐做得很差。孩子们无法吃下去，所以饿着肚子。”

“女士，你听我说。你知道我要把这些孩子培养得强壮、耐心和无私。如果缺了点儿奢侈品，不要用其他东西来弥补，应该告诉她们要勇敢，要像基督那样去受苦。记住《圣经》里的话，人不能仅靠面包活着，人要靠上帝的话活着。女士，当你把面包放到这些孩子的嘴里时，你填饱了她们的肚子，却给她们的心灵带来了饥馑。”

丹伯尔小姐没有答话，她直视前面，脸孔如大理石般冰冷僵硬。而布鲁克赫斯特先生这时却扫视着孩子们，突然惊讶得几乎跳起来。

“这是谁？这个红头发女孩儿是谁？鬈发，满头鬈发！”

“她是朱丽雅·沙文。”丹伯尔小姐轻声说，“您知道，她天生鬈发。”

“天生！是的，可我们遵从的是上帝，而不是天性！丹伯尔小姐，必须得把那姑娘的头发剪了。我曾反复说头发必须梳理得简单朴实，我看这儿的其他孩子头发也太多了。好吧，明天我派个人来，给所有的孩子理发。”

“布鲁克赫斯特先生……”丹伯尔小姐刚开口。

“不，丹伯尔小姐，我一定要这样做。为了让上帝高兴，这些孩子必须只留短短的直发，穿朴素、简单的衣服……”

他的讲话被三位女士的到来打断了，可惜她们没有听到他关于头发和衣装的高论。她们都穿着最昂贵的衣服，留着长长的美丽的鬈发。我听到丹伯尔小姐和她们打招呼，她们是布鲁克赫斯特先生的太太和女儿。

他说话时，我本想把自己的脸藏到石板后，好让他认不出来，可是石板突然从我手中滑落，掉在地上碎成了两片。我完全知道下面该发生什么了。

“粗心大意的孩子！”布鲁克赫斯特先生轻声说，几乎像在自言自语。“我知道了，是新来的。我不能忘了向全校讲讲她的事。”然后他大声对我说：

“孩子，到这儿来。”

我害怕得动弹不得，但两个大女孩把我推了过去。丹伯尔小姐亲切地在我耳边悄悄说：“简，别害怕。我看到你不是故意的。”她的好心感动了我，可我知道她会听到关于我的谎言，然后就会讨厌我了！

“让她站在那把椅子上。”布鲁克赫斯特先生说。于是有人把我抱到一把高高的椅子上，我都快碰到他的鼻子了。我害怕得发抖，觉得每个人的眼睛都在盯着我。

“你们看到这个女孩了？”黑石头柱子开始说话了，“她很小，看上去像个普通的孩子。从她身上看不出她是邪恶的，但她坏透了。孩子们，不要跟她说话，躲开她。老师们，监视她，惩罚她的身体以便拯救她的灵魂——如果她有灵魂。因为这个孩子……我真难以启齿……这孩子会撒谎！”

“真叫人吃惊！”布鲁克赫斯特的两个女儿同声说，还用手擦着眼中的一两滴泪。

这个了不起的人又说：“我是从里德太太那儿得知这一切的。这位好心的女士从她父母去世后就照顾她，把她当作自家人一样抚养。最后里德太太因为非常担心这孩子会对自己的子女产生恶劣的影响，不得不把她送到这里。老师们，认真监督她！”

布鲁克赫斯特一家站起来，慢慢走出教室。走到门口，我的审判者转过身来说：

“她还得在椅子上再站上半个小时，今天谁也不许同她讲话。”

于是我就这样高高地站在椅子上，作为邪恶的丑恶典型示众。我心中充满羞愧和愤怒，我正觉得再也无法忍受时，海伦·伯恩斯从我面前走过，抬起头来看着我。她的目光让我平静下来。她笑得多好！那是智慧、勇敢的微笑，映亮了她瘦削的脸颊和疲惫的灰色眼睛。

5点钟，所有女孩都离开了教室。我从椅子上爬下来，坐在了地上。我再也不觉得坚强和平静了，开始放声大哭。我曾渴望在洛伍德交朋友，做好孩子，得到表扬，现在谁也不会再相信我，可能也不会再跟我说话了。我以后还能开始新生活吗？

“永远不能！”我喊道，“我真希望自己死了！”正在这时海伦来了，给我拿了咖啡和面包。我难过得不想吃，也不想喝，但她陪我坐了一会儿，轻声跟我说话，给我擦眼泪，帮助我恢复常态。丹伯尔小姐来找我时，看到我们俩正静静地坐在一起。

“到我房间里来，俩人都来。”她说。

我们来到她楼上温暖、舒适的房间。

“简，现在跟我说实话。”她说，“你受到指责，必须有机会为自己辩护。”

于是我向她讲述了我在里德家度过的孤独的童年，以及在红房子里的可怕经历。

“我认识你生病时去看你的洛依德先生。”她说，“我会写信给他，看他是否同意你的说法。如果他同意，我将公开告诉全校，你没撒谎。简，现在我相信你了。”她吻了我，然后转向海伦。

“海伦，你今晚怎么样？今天咳得厉害吗？”

“不厉害，太太。”

“胸口还疼吗？”

“我觉得好点儿了。”

丹伯尔小姐端详着海伦，叹了口气。然后她让我们喝茶，吃烤面包片。一时间我觉得自己到了天堂，在温暖、漂亮的房子里，和善良的丹伯尔小姐还有海伦一起又吃又喝。

但是当我们到教室时，斯盖查德小姐正在检查抽屉。

“伯恩斯！”她说，“你的抽屉太乱了！明天一天，你必须在脑门上贴上一个字——乱！”

海伦说斯盖查德小姐一点儿没错，第二天果然贴上了字条。但是，我气愤极了，傍晚，我把字条从她头上揪下来，扔进了火里。

丹伯尔小姐收到了洛依德医生的回信，同意我说的是实情。于是她向全校宣布我被错怪了，我不是个撒谎的人。从那一刻起，我觉得自己被接受了，开始努力学习，广交朋友。




6
Learning to like school

Life at Lowood no longer seemed so hard, as spring approached. We enjoyed walking and playing in the surrounding countryside. But, with fog lying constantly in the valley, it was not a healthy place for a school, and by May more than half the girls were seriously ill with typhus fever. As a result of poor food and bad living conditions, many girls died.

While there was fear and death inside the school, the sun shone on the flowers outside, and on the flowing streams in the valleys. So I and the few who had escaped illness enjoyed the beautiful summer weather, with no lessons or discipline at all.

Helen Burns could not come walking with me, because she was ill, not with typhus but with tuberculosis. At first I had thought she would recover, but when I learned her illness was serious, I decided to visit her at night, for what might be the last time. I found her lying in bed, looking pale and weak.

'You've come to say goodbye,' she whispered, coughing. 'You are just in time. I'm going soon.'

'Where, Helen? Are you going home?' I asked.

'Yes, to my long home — my last home.'

'No, no, Helen!' I was crying at the thought of losing her.

'Jane, your feet are cold. Lie down with me and cover them with my blanket.' I did so.

'I am happy, Jane,' she continued. 'You mustn't cry. By dying young, I'll avoid suffering. I am going to heaven.'

'Does heaven really exist?' I asked.

'Yes, I'm sure of it. I'm sure our souls go there when we die,' she answered firmly.

'Will I see you again, Helen, when I die?'

'Yes, you will go to heaven too, Jane.'

I could not quite believe that heaven existed, and I held tightly to Helen. I did not want to let her go. We kissed goodnight and fell asleep. In the morning Miss Temple found me asleep with Helen Burns dead in my arms. She was buried in the local churchyard.

Gradually the typhus fever left Lowood, but the number of deaths made the public aware of the poor conditions in which the pupils lived. Money was raised to build a new school in a better position, many improvements were made, and Mr Brocklehurst lost his position as manager. So it became a really useful place of education. I stayed for eight years, for the last two as a teacher. I was busy and happy all that time, relying greatly on the help and encouragement of my dear friend Miss Temple.

But when she married and moved to a distant part of the country, I decided it was the moment for me to change my life too. I realized I had never known any other world apart from Lowood or Gateshead. Suddenly I wanted freedom... or at least a new master to serve. So I advertised in a newspaper for a job as a governess. When I received an answer from a Mrs Fairfax, who wanted a governess for a girl under ten years old, I accepted, with the permission of the new headmistress of Lowood.



typhus n. an infectious disease, that causes severe fever. 斑疹伤寒。

tuberculosis n. a serious infectious disease that usu. attacks the lungs. 肺结核。

blanket n. a thick woolen covering used esp. on beds to protect one from cold. 毛毯。

encourage v. give courage or hope to someone. 鼓励。

governess n. a female teacher who lives with a family and educates their children at home. 家庭女教师。




6　开始喜欢学校
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春天来临，洛伍德的生活似乎不再那么艰难了。我们喜欢到周围的乡村散步、游戏。但是山谷中常常迷雾不散，对学校来说不是个好地方。到了5月，有一半以上的女孩子得了猩红热。由于伙食差，生活条件恶劣，许多孩子都死了。

学校里充满了恐怖和死亡，而外面却是阳光照耀着的花朵和山谷间流淌的小溪。因此我和另外几个逃过病魔的孩子尽情享受着美丽的夏日，不用上课，也没有纪律。

海伦·伯恩斯不能和我一起散步，因为她病了，得的不是猩红热，而是肺结核。我原以为她会康复，但后来听说她病得很重时，便决定晚上去看她，这很可能是见她最后一面了。我发现她躺在床上，苍白而虚弱。

“你来告别了。”她悄声说，并不停地咳嗽。“你来得正是时候，我很快就要走了。”

“去哪儿，海伦？你回家吗？”我问。

“是的，回我遥远的家，永远的家。”

“不，不，海伦！”想到要失去她，我哭了起来。

“简，你的脚是冷的。和我一起躺下，用毯子盖上。”我照办了。

“简，我很快乐。”她接着说，“你不要哭。早点死，我可以免受痛苦，我要去天堂了。”

“真的有天堂吗？”我问。

“是的，我敢肯定，我相信我们死时我们的灵魂能上天堂。”她坚定地回答。

“海伦，我死的时候会再见到你吗？”

“会的，简，你也会进天堂。”

我不能完全相信有天堂存在。我紧紧抱着海伦，不想让她走。我们互相亲吻，道晚安，然后就睡着了。早晨，丹伯尔小姐发现我睡着，海伦已死在我怀里。她被埋在当地的教堂院子里。

猩红热渐渐离开了洛伍德，但死亡的人数使公众意识到了学生们恶劣的生活条件。人们筹资在较好的位置盖了一所新学校，并做了许多改进。布鲁克赫斯特先生丢掉了经理的职位，于是洛伍德变成了名副其实的教育场所。我待了八年，最后两年是做老师。无论何时我都忙忙碌碌、高高兴兴的，在很大程度上，我都依赖我亲爱的朋友丹伯尔小姐的帮助和鼓励。

但是，她结婚了，嫁到了一个偏远的地方。我觉得我也该改变自己的生活了。我意识到除洛伍德和盖茨赫德外，我对其他地方一无所知。突然，我想得到自由……或至少去为一个新主人服务。于是我在报上登了做家庭教师的广告。我从费尔法斯太太那儿得到回信，说她要为一个不到10岁的女孩找位家庭教师。经洛伍德新的女学监同意，我答应了下来。


Part Three—A governess at Thornfield
第三部　特恩费得的家庭教师

7
Thornfield and Mr Rochester

Thornfield Hall was a large gentleman's house in the country, near a town called Millcote. There, after my sixteen-hour journey, I was welcomed by Mrs Fairfax. She was a little old lady, dressed in black, who seemed glad to have someone else to talk to, apart from the servants. Although the house was dark and frightening, with its big rooms full of heavy furniture, I was excited at being in a new place, and looked forward to my new life there, working for kind Mrs Fairfax.

But I was surprised to discover on my first full day at Thornfield that Mrs Fairfax was not in fact the owner, as I had assumed, but the housekeeper, and that my new master was a Mr Rochester, who was often away from home. My pupil was a girl called Adèle, seven or eight years old, who was born in France and could hardly speak English. Luckily I had learnt French very well at Lowood, and had no difficulty in communicating with young Adèle, a pretty, cheerful child. It appeared that Mr Rochester, who had known Adèle and her mother very well, had brought Adèle back to England to live with him after her mother had died. I taught her for several hours every day in the library, although it was not easy to make her concentrate on anything for long, as she was clearly not used to the discipline of lessons.

One day I took the opportunity of asking Mrs Fairfax a few questions about Mr Rochester, as I was curious about him, and the little housekeeper seemed happy to talk.

'Is he liked by most people?' was my first question.

'Oh yes, his family have always been respected here. They've owned the land round here for years,' she replied.

'But do you like him? What is his character like?'

'I have always liked him, and I think he's a fair master to his servants. He's a little peculiar, perhaps. He's travelled a lot, you know. I expect he's clever, but I can't tell, really.'

'What do you mean, peculiar?' I asked, interested.

'It's not easy to describe. You're never sure whether he's serious or joking. You don't really understand him, at least I don't. But that doesn't matter, he's a very good master.'

I could get no further information from Mrs Fairfax about Mr Rochester, but instead she offered to show me round the whole house. We went through many large, impressive rooms, finally reaching the top floor, where there was a narrow corridor with several small black doors, all shut. I stopped to look at them, and thought for a moment they looked like prison doors, hiding evil secrets. No sooner had I turned away to go downstairs than I heard a strange, ghostly laugh.

'Mrs Fairfax!' I called out, as the housekeeper was already on her way downstairs. 'Did you hear that laugh? Who is it?'

'It may be Grace Poole,' she answered calmly. 'She is paid to help the housemaid in her work, and always sews in one of those rooms.' I heard the laugh again. It did not sound human to me.

'Grace!' called Mrs Fairfax. I did not expect anyone to answer, but in fact a door opened and a middle-aged woman appeared. She looked too plain and sensible to be a ghost.

'Too much noise, Grace,' said Mrs Fairfax. 'Remember your instructions!' Grace nodded and went back into the room.

Several times in the next few months I went up to the top floor again, where I could look out of the high windows in the roof to see the surrounding countryside and be alone with my thoughts. I was very happy teaching pretty little Adèle in the daytime, and talking to kind old Mrs Fairfax in the evening, but I felt that something was missing from my life. I had dreams of a greater and better life, and above all, I wanted to do more. People are not always satisfied with a quiet life, and women as well as men need action.

While on the top floor I often heard Grace Poole's strange laugh, and sometimes I saw her too. She used to go silently in and out of the room with a plate of food or a glass of beer.

One day in January I had a free afternoon, as Adèle was ill, so I decided to walk to Hay, a village two miles away, to post a letter for the housekeeper. It was a bright, frosty day, and I was enjoying the fresh air and the exercise. Stopping on the lonely road, I watched the sun go down in the trees behind Thornfield, and then in the silence I heard a horse approaching. Suddenly there was a crash as the horse slipped and fell on the ice, bringing down its rider. I ran to see if I could help the traveller, who was swearing furiously as he pulled himself free of his horse.

'Are you hurt, sir? Can I do anything?' I asked.

'Just stand back,' he growled, as he lifted himself painfully to his feet. Obviously his leg hurt him, and he sat down quickly.

'If you need help, sir, I can fetch someone either from Thornfield Hall or from Hay,' I offered.

'Thank you, but I don't need anyone. I haven't broken any bones,' he replied crossly. I could see him clearly in the moonlight. He was of medium height, with wide shoulders and a strong chest. He had a dark face, with angry-looking eyes, and was about thirty-five. If he had been a young, attractive gentleman, I would have been too shy to offer help, but as he was not handsome, and even quite rough, I felt I wanted to help him.

'I can't leave you, sir, so late on this lonely road, till I see you are fit enough to get on your horse,' I insisted.

He looked at me for the first time when I said this.

'I think you ought to be at home yourself,' he answered. 'Do you live near here?'

'In that house over there,' I said, 'and I'm not at all afraid of being out at night. I'm just going to Hay to post a letter, and I'll be happy to take a message for you.'

'You live in... in that house?' he asked, surprised, pointing to Thornfield Hall, which was lit up in the moonlight.

'Yes, sir,' I replied.

'Whose house is it?' he asked.

'Mr Rochester's.'

'Do you know Mr Rochester?' was his next question.

'No, I've never seen him,' I answered.

'You aren't a servant at Thornfield Hall, of course. You must be...' he hesitated, looking at my plain black dress. He seemed puzzled to know who I was, so I helped him.

'I am the governess.'

'Ah, the governess! I had forgotten!' He tried to get up but his leg was still hurting him badly. 'I don't want you to fetch help, but you could help me yourself, if you like.'

'Of course, sir,' I said. And so he leaned his weight on my shoulder and I helped him walk to his horse. In a moment he had jumped on to the horse's back.

'Thank you, now take your letter to Hay, then hurry home!' he called as he rode off into the distance.

I walked on, glad to have helped someone, to have done something active for once. In my mind I saw that dark, strong face, and I still felt excited by our meeting. Even when I arrived back at Thornfield, I did not go in for a while. I did not want to go into the dark house, where I would spend the evening quietly with old Mrs Fairfax. So I stayed outside, staring up at the moon and the stars with a beating heart, wishing and dreaming of a different, more exciting life.

When I entered, the servants told me that Mr Rochester had arrived, and that he had hurt his leg when his horse slipped on ice on the road to Hay.



assume v. take as a fact or as true without proof. 假定；猜想。

communicate v. share or exchange opinions, news, information, etc. 交流（看法、消息等）。

curious adj. wanting to know about something. 好奇的。

peculiar adj. strange; not usual. 奇怪的；不寻常的。

impressive adj. causing admiration by giving one a feeling of size, quality, etc. 给人印象深刻的。

above all most important of all. 最重要的。

frosty adj. very cold. 严寒的；霜冻的。

swear v. say bad words. 诅咒；咒骂。

growl v. make a deep rough sound in the throat. 咆哮。

hesitate v. stop for a moment to show that you are not sure about what you are doing. 犹豫。

slip v. slide out of place. 滑；跌倒。




7　特恩费和罗切斯特先生
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特恩费得府是乡间一幢绅士住的大房子，在小镇米尔考特附近。经过16个小时的旅途，我受到费尔法斯太太的迎接。她是个小老太太，身穿黑衣，似乎很喜欢除了仆人外能有个人聊聊天。房子阴暗吓人，大大的房间里满是沉重的家具。尽管如此，我还是为来到一个新地方感到激动，期待着新生活的开始，期待着为善良的费尔法斯太太工作。

但是，在特恩费得的第一天，我惊讶地发现费尔法斯太太并不像我认为的那样是这里的主人，而是管家。我的新主人是罗切斯特先生，他经常不在家。我的学生是个叫阿黛拉的女孩，七八岁的样子，出生在法国，几乎不会讲英语。幸好我在洛伍德法文学得不错，可以毫不困难地和阿黛拉这个漂亮、快活的孩子进行交流。罗切斯特先生似乎是阿黛拉和她母亲的熟人，她母亲死后他把她接到英国一起生活。每天，我在书房给她上几小时课，我很难让她长时间集中精神做任何事情，因为她显然不习惯上课的纪律。

一天，我找机会向费尔法斯太太询问罗切斯特先生的情况，因为我很好奇。管家似乎很乐意谈。

“大家都喜欢他吗？”这是我的第一个问题。

“噢，是的。他家在这一带很有威望，他们拥有这周围的土地已经许多年了。”她答道。

“你喜欢他吗？他性格怎么样？”

“我一直都喜欢他，而且我觉得他对仆人来说是个公平的主人。也许，他有点怪，要知道他经常旅行在外。我想他脑子聪明，但真的说不准。”

“你是什么意思，有点怪？”我感兴趣地问。

“很难形容。你总摸不透他是认真的还是开玩笑。你不能真正了解他，至少我做不到。不过这没关系，他是个好主人。”

从费尔法斯太太那儿，我对罗切斯特先生再了解不到什么了，可她主动提出带我参观整幢房子。我们走过许多令人惊叹的大房间，最后来到顶层。那儿有一条狭窄的走廊，几扇小黑门都紧闭着。我停下来看，觉得有点像监狱的门，后面隐藏着罪恶的秘密。我刚转身下楼，就听到了奇怪的鬼一样的笑声。

“费尔法斯太太！”我叫出了声，管家正往楼下走。“你听到笑声了吗？那是谁？”

“可能是格丽丝·普尔。”她平静地回答，“她是雇来给女佣做帮工的，总是在其中一间屋里做针线。”我又听见了笑声，我觉得那简直不像人的声音。

“格丽丝！”费尔法斯太太叫道。我以为不会有人答话，但是门开了，出现了一位中年妇女。她看上去普通、清醒，不可能是个鬼。

“格丽丝，太吵了。”费尔法斯太太说，“记住给你的指示。”格丽丝点点头，回到屋里。

以后的几个月里，我又几次到过顶层。我从房顶的高大窗户眺望周围的乡村，独自遐想着。我白天教漂亮的小阿黛拉，晚上和费尔法斯老太太聊天，很是快活，但我总觉得生活中缺少点什么。我梦想着更不平凡、更美好的生活，最重要的是我想做更多的事情。人们不会总是满足于平静的生活，无论男女都需要行动。

在顶层时，我常常听到格丽丝·普尔的怪笑，有时也能见到她。她经常端着一盘食物或一杯啤酒，静悄悄地进出房间。

1月的一天，因为阿黛拉生病了，我整个下午空闲着，就决定步行到两英里外的村子海依去给管家寄封信。天气晴朗，有些雾气，我喜欢这新鲜空气和户外活动。我在孤寂的路上停下脚步，凝视着太阳在树枝间沉到了特恩费得背后，然后，我听到寂静中传来了渐近的马蹄声。突然一声巨响，马打滑摔倒在冰上，把骑马人也带了下来。我跑过去，看是否能帮旅行的人什么忙。他正一面挣脱马鞍，一面狂怒地咒骂着。

“你受伤了吗，先生？我能帮忙吗？”我问。

“站后面点儿。”他吼道，并艰难地站了起来。显然，他的脚受了伤，他赶紧又坐下来。

“先生，如果需要帮助，我可以到特恩费得或海依去叫人来。”我建议着。

“谢谢，不过我不需要任何人，我骨头又没断。”他不高兴地答道。月光下，我可以清楚地看到他。他中等身材，肩膀宽阔，有着结实的胸膛。他脸色黑黑的，有着一双呈怒视状的眼睛，大约35岁的样子。如果他是个有魅力的年轻绅士，我会不好意思主动帮忙的，但是他并不英俊，甚至相当粗鲁，我觉得我想帮助他。

“先生，我不能离开，让你孤零零这么晚待在路上，除非我看到你还能骑上马去。”我坚持着。

我说这话时，他第一次看了看我。

“我觉得你自己就该待在家里。”他说，“你住在这儿吗？”

“住在那边的房子里。”我说，“我一点儿也不怕晚上外出，我正要去海依寄信，我能帮您带个口信吗？”

“你住在那……那幢房子里？”他指着月光下已亮起灯火的特恩费得府，吃惊地问。

“是的，先生。”我答道。

“是谁的房子？”他问。

“罗切斯特先生的。”

“你认得罗切斯特先生吗？”他又问。

“不，我从没见过他。”我回答说。

“你当然不是特恩费得的仆人。你一定是……”他看着我朴素的黑衣服犹豫不决，似乎搞不清我是谁，于是我就帮了他一个忙。

“我是家庭教师。”

“噢，家庭教师！我忘了！”他试图站起来，但腿仍然疼得厉害。“我不想让你找人帮忙，但如果你愿意，你自己就能帮我。”

“当然愿意，先生。”我说。于是他把全身的重量都压到我的肩膀上，我扶他走到马边。不一会儿，他就跳上了马背。

“谢谢你。现在去海依发信，然后赶快回家。”他说着，骑马消失在远方。

我接着走，心里因帮助了别人并第一次主动做了点事情而感到高兴。我脑中又现出那张黑黑的、坚强的面孔，仍在为我们的相遇感到激动。即使当我回到特恩费得，我也没有马上走进去。我不愿走进昏暗的房子，和费尔法斯太太安静地度过夜晚。于是我待在外面，心情激动地凝视着明月和星空，希望和梦想着另一种更加令人激动的生活。

我进屋时，仆人们告诉我罗切斯特先生回来了而他的马在通往海依的路上滑倒在冰上了，他的腿受了伤。




8
Getting to know Mr Rochester

Thornfield Hall became quite busy the next day, now that the master had returned. People kept coming to visit him on business. I enjoyed the new, cheerful atmosphere. But I could not make Adèle concentrate on her lessons because she was constantly talking about the presents Mr Rochester had promised to bring her. That evening we were invited to have tea with him. I immediately recognized the traveller I had helped, with his dark hair and skin, his square forehead and his stern look. His leg was supported on a chair, but he made no effort to greet me when I entered. In fact, he neither spoke nor moved.

'Have you brought a present for Miss Eyre with you as well?' Adèle asked him.

'A present? Who wants a present?' he said angrily. 'Did you expect a present, Miss Eyre? Do you like presents?'

'I haven't much experience of them, sir,' I answered. 'Anyway, I have no right to expect a present, as I haven't done anything to deserve one.'

'Don't be so modest! I've been talking to Adèle. She's not very clever, but you've taught her well.'

'Sir, that is my present. That's what a teacher wants most, praise of her pupil's progress.'

Mr Rochester drank his tea in silence. After tea, he called me closer to the fire, while Adèle played with Mrs Fairfax.

'Where were you before you came here?' he asked.

'I was at Lowood school, sir, for eight years.'

'Ah, yes, a charity school! Eight years! I'm surprised you lasted so long in such a place. There is something like magic in your face. When I met you on the road to Hay last night, I almost thought you had put a spell on my horse! I still wonder if you did. What about your parents?'

'They're dead. I don't remember them.'

'And your relations?'

'I have none.'

'Who recommended you to come here?'

'I advertised, and Mrs Fairfax answered the advertisement.'

'Yes,' said the old housekeeper, 'and I thank God she did. She's a good teacher for Adèle, and a kind friend to me.'

'Don't try to give her a good character, Mrs Fairfax,' said Mr Rochester sternly. 'She and her magic made my horse slip on the ice last night.'

Mrs Fairfax looked puzzled and clearly did not understand.

'Miss Eyre,' continued Mr Rochester, 'how old were you when you started at Lowood?'

'About ten.'

'And you stayed there eight years, so you are now eighteen?' I nodded. 'I would never have been able to guess your age,' he went on. 'Now, what did you learn there? Can you play the piano?'

'A little.'

'Of course, that's what all young women say. Go and play a tune on the piano in the library.' I did as he asked.

'That's enough!' he called after a few minutes. 'Yes, you do indeed play a little, just like any schoolgirl, better than some perhaps. Now, bring me your sketches.' I fetched them from my room. Having looked carefully at them, he chose three.

'These are interesting,' he said. 'You have only expressed the shadow of your ideas, because you aren't good enough at drawing or painting, but the ideas, where did they come from? Who taught you to draw wind, and space, and feeling? But put them away now, Miss Eyre. Do you realize it's nine o'clock? Adèle should be in bed by now. Good night to you all.' Mr Rochester's mood had suddenly changed, and he clearly wished to be alone.

Later that evening I talked to Mrs Fairfax.

'You said Mr Rochester was a little peculiar,' I said.

'Well, what do you think, Miss Eyre?'

'I think he is very peculiar, and quite rude.'

'He may seem like that to a stranger. I'm so used to him that I never notice it. And he has had family troubles, you know.'

'But he has no family,' I answered.

'Not now, that's true, but he did have an older brother, who died nine years ago.'

'Nine years is a long time. Surely he has recovered from losing his brother by now.'

'Well, there was a lot of bad feeling in the family. The father was very fond of money. and wanted to keep the family property together, so the elder brother inherited most of it. I don't know what happened, but I do know Mr Edward (that's the master) quarrelled with his family. That's why he's travelled so much. When his brother died, he inherited Thornfield, but I'm not surprised he doesn't come here often.'

'Why should he stay away'?' I asked, surprised.

'Perhaps he thinks it's a sad place. I really don't know.' It was clear that Mrs Fairfax would not tell me any more.

One evening, a few days later, I was invited to talk to Mr Rochester after dinner. At the far end of the room Adèle was delightedly telling Mrs Fairfax about the presents she had received. Mr Rochester called me closer to the fire.

'I don't like the conversation of children or old ladies,' he murmured to me. 'But they are entertaining each other at the moment, so I can amuse myself.' Tonight he did not look so stern, and there was a softness in his fine, dark eyes. As I was looking at him, he suddenly turned and caught my look.

'Do you think I'm handsome, Miss Eyre?' he asked.

Normally I would have taken time to think, and said something polite, but somehow I answered at once, 'No, sir.'

'Um, you really are unusual! You are a quiet, serious little person, but you can be almost rude.'

'Sir, I'm sorry. I should have said that beauty doesn't matter, or something like that.'

'No, you shouldn't! I see, you criticize my appearance, and then you stab me, in the back! All right, tell me. What is wrong with my appearance?'

'Mr Rochester, I didn't intend to criticize you.'

'Well, now you can. Look at my head. Do you think I am intelligent?' He pointed to his huge, square forehead.

'I do, sir. Is it rude to ask if you are also good?'

'Stabbing me again! Just because I said I didn't like talking to old ladies and children! Well, young lady, I wanted to be good when I was younger, but life has been a struggle for me, and I've become as hard and tough as a rubber ball. I only have a little goodness left inside.' He was speaking rather excitedly, and I thought perhaps he had been drinking. 'Miss Eyre, you look puzzled. Tonight I want conversation. It's your turn. Speak.'

I said nothing, but smiled coldly.

'I'm sorry if I'm rude, Miss Eyre. But I'm twenty years older, and more experienced, than you. Don't you think I have the right to command you?'

'No, sir, not just because you're older and more experienced than me. You would have the right only if you'd made good use of your experience of life.'

'I don't accept that, as I've made very bad use of my experience! But will you agree to obey my orders anyway?'

I thought, 'He is peculiar, he's forgotten that he's paying me ￡30 a year to obey his orders,' and I said, 'Not many masters bother to ask if their servants are offended by their orders.'

'Of course! I'd forgotten that I pay you a salary! So will you agree because of the salary?'

'No, sir, not because of that, but because you forgot about it, and because you care whether a servant of yours is comfortable or not, I gladly agree.'

'You have honesty and feeling. There are not many girls like you. But perhaps I go too fast. Perhaps you have awful faults to counterbalance your few good points.'

'And perhaps you have too,' I thought.

He seemed to read my mind, and said quickly, 'Yes, you're right. I have plenty of faults. I went the wrong way when I was twenty-one, and have never found the right path again. I might have been very different. I might have been as good as you, and perhaps wiser. I am not a bad man, take my word for it, but I have done wrong. It wasn't my character, but circumstances which were to blame. Why do I tell you all this? Because you're the sort of person people tell their problems and secrets to, because you're sympathetic and give them hope.'

'Do you think so, sir?'

'I do. You see, when life was difficult, I became desperate, and now all I have is regret.'

'Asking forgiveness might cure it, sir.'

'No, it won't. What I really should do is change my character, and I still could but — it's difficult. And if I can't have happiness, I want pleasure, even if it's wrong.'

'Pleasure may taste bitter, sir.'

'How do you know, a pure young thing like you? You have no experience of life and its problems. But I will try to lead a better life.'

I stood up. The conversation was becoming hard to follow.

'I must put Adèle to bed now,' I said.

'Don't be afraid of me, Miss Eyre. You don't relax or laugh very much, perhaps because of the effect Lowood school has had on you. But in time you will be more natural with me, and laugh, and speak freely. You're like a restless bird in a cage. When you get out of the cage, you'll fly very high. Good night.'



atmosphere n. feeling in a place. 气氛。

stern adj. hard; strict. 严厉的；严格的。

magic n. a charming quality or influence. 魔力；魅力。

spell n. magic words. 咒语；符咒。

advertisement n. notice telling people about jobs, things to sell, etc. 广告。

sketch n. a rough drawing. 素描。

entertain v. make someone laugh or enjoy himself. 使快乐；娱乐。

stab v. push a knife or other sharp weapon into a person or thing. 刺；戳。

command v. tell someone what he must do. 命令。

circumstances n. facts connected with an event or person. 环境。

sympathetic adj. feeling or showing pity for the sufferings of other people. 同情的。

relax v. make or become less active or worried. 放松；轻松。




8　认识罗切斯特先生
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第二天，特恩费得因为主人的返回而忙碌起来，不断有人来跟他谈事情，我喜欢这种欢快的新气氛。但是我没办法让阿黛拉专心上课，因为她总是喋喋不休地说着罗切斯特答应送给她的礼物。晚上，我们被邀请去和他一起喝茶。我一眼就认出了那黑头发、黑皮肤、宽阔的前额和严肃的表情，他正是我帮助过的旅行者。他的腿搭在椅子上，但当我进门时，他根本没有打招呼的表示。实际上，他既没说话，也没动一动。

“你也给爱小姐带礼物了吗？”阿黛拉问。

“礼物？谁要礼物？”他生气地说，“爱小姐，你想要礼物吗？你喜欢礼物吗？”

“先生，这东西我接触得不多。”我答道，“无论怎样，我无权想得到礼物，因为我没有做什么可以赢得礼物。”

“别太谦虚了。我已经和阿黛拉谈过。她不是很聪明，但你教得不错。”

“先生，这就是我的礼物。表扬学生的进步，就是老师最想得到的。”

罗切斯特先生静静地喝着茶。茶喝完后，阿黛拉和费尔法斯太太玩着，罗切斯特先生叫我离火近些。

“来这儿之前你在哪里？”他问。

“先生，我在洛伍德生活了八年。”

“啊，是的，一所慈善学校！八年！你在那种地方坚持了这么久，真让我吃惊。你的脸上有种魔力。昨天晚上我在去海依的路上碰到你时，我差点以为你对我的马念了咒！我还在琢磨你是不是念了咒。你的父母呢？”

“他们死了，我不记得他们了。”

“你的亲戚呢？”

“我没有亲戚。”

“谁让你来这儿的？”

“我登了广告，费尔法斯太太给了回话。”

“是的，”老管家说，“谢天谢地她登了广告。她不仅是阿黛拉的好老师，也是我的好朋友。”

“别把她说得那么好。”罗切斯特绷着脸说，“昨天晚上她和她的魔法让我的马摔倒在冰上了。”

费尔法斯太太看上去稀里糊涂，显然没搞清是什么意思。

罗切斯特先生接着说：“爱小姐，你刚去洛伍德时几岁了？”

“大约10岁。”

“你在那儿待了八年，那么现在18了？”我点点头。他又说：“我永远猜不出你的年龄。好，你在那儿都学了些什么？会弹钢琴吗？”

“会一点儿。”

“当然啦，所有的年轻女人都这么说。到书房去弹个曲子。”我照他说的做了。

“够了！”几分钟后他喊道，“是的，你的确只会一点儿，和其他女学生一模一样，可能比有的还弹得好一点儿。现在把你的素描拿来看看。”我从房间把画取来，他仔细看了看，挑出了三张。

“很有意思。”他说，“你只是表达了你的想法的影子，因为你不善绘画，可是这些想法，都是从哪儿来的？谁教你画风、画空间、画情感的？不过，收起来吧，爱小姐。你知道已经9点钟了吗？阿黛拉该上床了。各位晚安。”罗切斯特先生的情绪忽然变了，他显然想单独待着。

那天晚上，我后来和费尔法斯太太聊起来。

“你说过罗切斯特先生有点怪。”我说。

“那么，你认为呢，爱小姐？”

“我觉得他很怪，而且相当粗野。”

“对陌生人来说他似乎是这样的。我太习惯他了，从来不觉得。你知道，他曾有过家庭问题。”

“可是他没家呀。”我答道。

“的确，现在是没有。但他曾有过一个哥哥，九年前去世的。”

“九年已经很久了。现在他肯定已经从失去哥哥的痛苦中恢复过来了。”

“唉，他家里感情不好。父亲非常贪财，希望把家族的产业守在一起，因此老大继承了大部分产业。我不知出了什么事，但我知道爱德华先生（就是主人）曾和他的家人吵过架，这就是为什么他常常出游。他哥哥死后，他继承了特恩费得，但他不常回来，我并不感到奇怪。”

“他为什么要离开呢？”我惊讶地问。

“也许他觉得这是个伤心的地方，我真是不清楚。”显然，费尔法斯太太不会再跟我多说了。

几天后的一个晚上，我被邀请在晚饭后和罗切斯特先生谈话。在房间的一角，阿黛拉正兴致勃勃地向费尔法斯太太讲述她得到的礼物。罗切斯特先生让我离火近些。

“我不喜欢小孩子和老太太的对话。”他悄悄对我说，“可是她们正互相逗趣，我自己也可以找点乐。”今晚他看上去没有那么严肃了，他漂亮的黑眼睛里透着温柔。我正看着，他突然转过身来，碰到了我的目光。

“你认为我英俊吗，爱小姐？”他问。

一般来说，我会稍微想一想，然后说点客气话，可是现在我却脱口而出：“不，先生。”

“啊，你可真不一般！你是个安静、严肃的小人儿，不过你也可以变得几乎粗鲁。”

“先生，对不起。我应该说美丽并不重要，或是类似的话。”

“不，你不应该！我明白了，你批评了我的外表，还要从背后再捅上一刀！好吧，告诉我，我长得有什么不妥吗？”

“罗切斯特先生，我没有批评您的意思。”

“好吧，现在你批评吧。看着我的头，你觉得我聪明吗？”他指着自己宽大的前额。

“是的，先生。如果问您是不是好人，会不礼貌吗？”

“你又捅刀子！就因为我说不喜欢跟老太太和小孩讲话！好吧，年轻的姑娘，我年轻时想做个好人，但生活对我来说是一场斗争，我已经变得和橡胶球一样坚韧了。我只在心底还存着一点好意。”他说得很激动，我想也许他喝酒了。“爱小姐，你看上去有些糊涂。今晚我要的是交谈，轮到你了，说话吧。”

我没说什么，只是冷冷地笑着。

“爱小姐，如果我太粗鲁了，我道歉。但我比你年长20岁，更有阅历。你不认为我有权命令你吗？”

“不，先生。只因为您比我年长、阅历丰富不行。只有您好好利用了你的生活经历，您才有这个权力。”

“我不接受，因为我并没有好好利用我的生活经历。不过你能同意尽管如此还是服从我的命令吗？”

我心想：“他是怪，他忘了他每年付给我30英镑就是要我服从他的命令。”于是我说：“没有那么多主人会费心询问他们的命令是否得罪了仆人。”

“当然！我忘了我付你薪水！那么你会因为薪水服从吗？”

“不，先生，不是因为薪水，而是因为您忘了薪水，还因为您关心您的一个仆人是否舒心，我愿欣然从命。”

“你老实，有情感，像你这样的女孩子很少见。不过也许我结论下得太快了，也许你有讨厌的缺点来抵消你的好处。”

“你或许也有。”我心想。

他似乎知道我的心思，马上说：“是的，你是对的。我有很多缺点。我21岁走错了路，就再也没找到正确的道了。我可能曾经和你一样好，可能更聪明。我不是坏人，我向你保证，但我做了错事。这不是我的性格，但环境才是罪魁。我为什么要告诉你这一切？因为你是那种听别人倾诉问题和秘密的人，因为你有同情心，给人以希望。”

“先生，您这样认为吗？”

“是的。你知道，生活艰难时，我变得绝望了，现在我只有满腹的悔恨。”

“请求原谅或许可以医治创伤，先生。”

“不，不会的。我真正要做的是改变我的个性，我还能做到，不过很难。如果我没有幸福，我就寻欢，尽管那不对。”

“寻欢可能是苦涩的，先生。”

“你怎么知道，你这么个纯洁的姑娘？你没有生活经历，不知道生活的艰难。但是我会努力过更好的生活。”

我站了起来，交谈已难以继续下去。

“我必须让阿黛拉上床了。”我说。

“爱小姐，别怕我。你不放松，也很少笑，这可能是洛伍德对你的影响。但是到时候你会和我更自然地相处的，说说笑笑，自由地交谈。你像笼中不安的小鸟，一旦走出笼子，就会远走高飞。晚安。”




9
Mr Rochester's past

Soon I discovered what Mr Rochester meant when he said he had done wrong. One afternoon, while walking in the gardens of Thornfield, he told me the story of his love-affair in Paris with a French dancer, Céline.

'Yes, Miss Eyre, I was young and foolish then. I was so in love with her that I rented a house and hired servants for her. I gave her a carriage and jewels, in fact I threw away a fortune on her, just like any fool in love. One evening I visited her but found she was out, so I waited on her balcony, smoking a cigar. I heard her carriage arriving. Imagine my horror at seeing her step out followed by a man! You're so young, you've never felt love or jealousy. have you, Miss Eyre? You are floating along a quiet river now, you don't see the water boiling at the foot of the great rocks, but one day you'll come to a point in life's stream where the wild force of the waves may destroy you, where the noisy rushing water may drown you! I am calm enough now, calm enough to like living here at Thornfield. I like it because it's old, and grey, and dark, and yet I hate —' He did not finish what he was saying, staring angrily up at the windows on the top floor of his house. It was a look of disgust, pain and shame. I could not understand what he meant, and wanted to hear more about Céline, so I encouraged him to finish the story.

'What happened when she entered the house, sir?'

'Oh, I'd forgotten Céline! By the way, it's strange my telling you all this, but I know my secret's safe with you, and I know, too, that it can't have an evil influence on you—your mind's too strong for that. Yes, I listened to her conversation with her lover, an elegant young fool, and I knew I was no longer in love with her. So I walked into the room, told her our relationship was over, and challenged her lover to fight me. Next day I shot him in the arm during our fight, thought that was the end of the whole thing, and left France. But a few months before, Céline had had a baby girl, Adèle, and she claimed that Adèle was my child. She may be, although I doubt it. So when, a few years later, Céline abandoned Adèle and ran away to Italy with a singer, I went to Paris and brought Adèle back to grow up in England.'

I felt proud that Mr Rochester had trusted me with the story of his past life. I thought a lot about his character, and although I was aware of his faults, I also saw his goodness and kindness to me. From now on, my happiest moments were spent with him. I could not have imagined a better companion.

One night I was woken by a slight noise. I felt sure someone was outside my bedroom door. As I hurried to lock it, I called, 'Who's there?' There was a strange, inhuman sound, then I heard a door shut upstairs on the top floor. 'Was that Grace Poole?' I wondered, trembling. My curiosity made me open the door, and I found the corridor full of smoke. I saw it was coming from Mr Rochester's door, which was slightly open. I completely forgot my fears and rushed into his room. He lay fast asleep, surrounded by flames and smoke. Even his sheets were on fire.

'Wake up! Wake up!' I shouted desperately, throwing water over him to put out the flames. Not until the fire was almost out did he wake up, swearing to find himself so wet.

'Is there a flood?' he cried.

'No, sir,' I answered, 'but there's been a fire.'

'Jane Eyre, is it you and your magic?' he asked. 'Have you put a spell on me again? Did you intend to drown me this time?'

'Please get up, sir. Someone has plotted to kill you!' And I explained what I had heard and how I had put out the fire. He looked very serious, and thought for a few seconds.

'Shall I fetch Mrs Fairfax, sir, or the servants?' I asked.

'No, why bother them? Just stay here for a moment. I'm going up to the top floor. Don't call anyone, I'll be back soon.'

I waited, cold and tired, in his room for what seemed a very long time. Then I saw the light of his candle approaching through the darkness, and he appeared, looking pale and depressed.

'Did you see anything when you opened your bedroom door?' he asked, glancing sharply at me.

'No, sir, only a candle on the floor.'

'But you heard a strange laugh, did you say?'

'Yes, I've heard it before. Grace Poole laughs like that.'

'That's it. It must have been Grace Poole. You've guessed it. I shall consider what to do about it. But meanwhile I'm glad you're the only person who knows anything about all this. Say nothing.to anybody else, and now, go back to your own room.'

'Good night, then, sir,' I said, moving towards the door.

'What! Are you leaving me already!' he said, seeming surprised, although he had just told me to go, 'And so coldly?'

'You said I should go, sir.'

'But not without saying goodbye, not without a kind word or two. Why, you've saved my life. I hate being in debt to anyone, but with you it's different, Jane. I'm happy to owe you my life.' His voice was trembling as he took both my hands in his. 'I knew, when I first saw you, that you would do me good. I saw it in your eyes when I met you. I was right to... like... your smile and the magic in your face.' There was energy in his voice and a strange light in his eyes.

'I'm glad I happened to be awake,' I said, 'but I must go now. I'm cold.' I knew I could not control my feelings much longer, and I needed time to think. But he still held on to my hands. Then I thought of a way of escaping.

'I think I hear the servants moving, sir,' I said.

'Well, leave me,' he said, and let me go.

That night, or what was left of it, I could not sleep. My mind was full of confusing pictures and disturbed emotions.



balcony n. small place on the outside wall of a building above the ground. 阳台；凉台。

jealousy n. an envious feeling. 忌妒。

challenge v. call someone to compete against one, esp. in a fight, game, etc. 挑战。

plot v. plan secretly. 密谋。

depressed adj. low in spirits; sad. 忧伤的；沮丧的。

owe v. have to pay. 欠（债）。




9　罗切斯特的过去
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不久，我就发现了罗切斯特说他曾做过错事是什么意思。一天下午在花园里散步时，他向我讲述了在巴黎和一位叫赛林娜的法国舞女的爱情故事。

“是的，简小姐，我那时年轻、愚蠢。我非常爱她，甚至为她租了房子，雇了仆人。我给她马车和首饰，在她身上挥霍了很多钱，就像任何陷入爱情的傻瓜一样。一天晚上，我去看她，她却不在，于是我就在她阳台上抽着雪茄，等着她。我听见马车来了。能想象得出我看到她走下马车、后面跟着一个男人时所感到的惊愕吗！你太年轻了，还没有感受过爱情或是嫉妒，是不是，爱小姐？现在你正随平静的小河漂流而下，看不到岩石脚下湍急的水流，但是有一天，你会在生活的长河中感到可以毁灭你的巨浪，咆哮的急流可能把你淹没！现在我已平静了，平静得喜欢住在特恩费得。我喜欢它，因为它陈旧、晦涩、黑暗，但是我恨——”他没有说完，只是愤怒地瞪着房子顶层的窗户。那目光中饱含厌恶、痛苦和耻辱。我不知他是什么意思，想多听听赛林娜的事，于是就鼓动他把故事讲完。

“先生，她进屋后发生了什么事？”

“噢，我忘了赛林娜！我告诉你这一切，真有些奇怪，不过我知道你会保守我的秘密，我还知道，它们不会对你产生坏影响——你太有头脑了。是的，我听到她和情人的对话，那是个优雅的年轻笨蛋。我知道我已不再爱她，于是便走进屋去，告诉她我们的关系完了，并向她的情人要求决斗。第二天，我在决斗中击伤了他的胳膊。我觉得事情已经了结，便离开了法国。但是在此几个月前，赛林娜生下一个女孩儿阿黛拉，声称是我的孩子。可能是吧，但我怀疑。几年后，赛林娜抛弃了阿黛拉，跟一个歌手跑到意大利去了，我便去巴黎，把阿黛拉带回英国抚养。”

罗切斯特能把他过去的生活讲给我听，我感到非常骄傲。我常常琢磨他的性格，尽管我意识到他的缺点，但也知道他待我很好很和善。从此，我最快活的时光就是和他在一起。我想象不出还有比他更好的伴侣。

一天夜里，我被一点响动吵醒。我可以肯定有人在我卧室门外，便赶紧去锁门，喊着：“谁在那儿？”我听到一个不像人发出的奇怪声音，然后是楼上顶层的关门声。“是格丽丝·普尔吗？”我纳闷，身上直发抖。好奇心驱使我打开了门，我看到走廊里全是烟。烟是从罗切斯特先生略开着的房门里冒出来的。我完全忘了害怕，冲进他的房间。他睡得正香，被火焰和浓烟包围着，连床单都着了火。

“快醒醒！快醒醒！”我一边声嘶力竭地叫着，一边把水泼到他身上灭火。直到火快灭了他才醒来，发现一身湿，嘴里咒骂着。

“发大水了吗？”他叫道。

“不，先生。”我说，“不过着火了。”

“简·爱，是你和你的魔法吗？”他问，“你是不是又对我念了咒语？这次是想淹死我吗？”

“先生，请起来吧。有人要谋害你！”我讲述了我听到的声音以及我灭火的过程。他看上去表情严肃，沉思了一会儿。

“我去叫费尔法斯太太或仆人吧？”我问。

“不，为什么要打扰他们？在这儿等一会儿，我到顶层去一下。别叫任何人，我马上就回来。”

我又冷又累，似乎在他的房间等了很长时间。然后我看到他举着蜡烛从黑暗中走来，他脸色苍白、神情沮丧。

“你开卧室门时看到什么了吗？”他问，目光锐利地看着我。

“没有，先生，只有地上的一根蜡烛。”

“可是你不是说听到一声怪笑吗？”

“是的，我以前也听到过。格丽丝·普尔就那么笑。”

“不错，一定是格丽丝·普尔。你猜对了。我要考虑一下怎么处理。不过我很高兴你是唯一的知情者。一点儿也不要对别人提起，现在回房间吧。”

“那么晚安，先生。”我说完向门口走去。

“什么！你这就走了！”他似乎有些吃惊地说，尽管他刚刚让我离开。“就这么冷冰冰地走了？”

“先生，你说我该走了。”

“但不是不道别，不说点儿什么呀。怎么，你救了我的命啊！我讨厌欠别人的情，不过对你就难办了，简。我很高兴欠你的救命之恩。”他声音有些颤抖，把我的双手握在他手里。“我第一次见到你，就知道你会给我带来好运，我见到你时在你眼睛里看出来的。我……喜欢……你的微笑和脸上的魔力，看来是对的。”他的声音中充满激情，眼中闪着异样的光。

“我真高兴我当时正好醒着。”我说，“但我现在必须走了，我冷。”我知道我的感情不能控制太久，我需要时间想一想，但他还是握着我的手。这时我想了个逃脱的办法。

“我想我听到仆人们在走动了，先生。”我说。

“好吧，去吧。”他说完就放我走了。

那天晚上或者说那晚余下的时间里，我无法再入睡。我脑子纷乱一片，心绪不安。




10
The mystery of Grace Poole

After this sleepless night I was eager to see Mr Rochester in the morning, but there was no sign of him. He had obviously told the servants that he had accidentally set fire to his room by knocking over a lighted candle. As I passed his bedroom, I saw Grace Poole sitting inside, calmly mending the curtains. She certainly did not look desperate or mad enough to have tried to murder her master. But I decided to investigate.

'Good morning, Grace,' I said, entering the room. 'Tell me, what happened last night? The servants are talking about it.'

'Good morning, miss,' she replied, looking up innocently. 'Well, master was reading in bed and fell asleep, so he must have knocked the candle over. It set fire to the sheets, but luckily he managed to put the flames out with some water.'

'How strange!' I said quietly. 'Didn't anybody hear what was happening?' At this, she seemed to examine me carefully.

'Mrs Fairfax and you sleep nearest this room, miss. Mrs Fairfax is a heavy sleeper, like most old people, and didn't hear anything. But you're young, miss. Perhaps you heard a noise?'

'I did,' I whispered. 'I'm sure I heard a strange laugh.'

She went on sewing calmly.

'I don't think master would have laughed, when he was in such danger,' she said. 'You must have been dreaming.'

'No, I wasn't dreaming,' I replied sharply.

'You didn't think of opening your door and looking out into the corridor?' she asked. I suddenly realized that if she suspected I knew of her guilt, she might attack me.

'No, in fact I locked my door,' I answered, 'and I shall lock it every night from now on.'

'That's wise of you, miss. We might have burglars at Thornfield one day, you never know.'

I was amazed by her self-control, and could not understand why Mr Rochester had not asked the police to arrest her, or at least dismissed her from his service. Why had he asked me to keep the attack a secret? How could such a proud gentleman be so much in the power of one of his servants that he could not even punish her for trying to kill him? Did she know a terrible secret from his past, which she had threatened to tell? Could he ever have been in love with her? 'No,' I thought, 'he could never love anyone as plain and coarse as she is. But then, I'm not beautiful either, and I sometimes think he loves me. Last night—his words, his look, his voice!' And my cheeks were red as I thought of those precious moments.

I was now even more impatient to see Mr Rochester, but when I was having tea with Mrs Fairfax in the afternoon, the first thing she said was, 'It's fine weather for the master's journey.'

'Journey!' I cried. 'I didn't know he'd gone anywhere!'

'Oh yes, he went off just after breakfast, to visit a family in a big house about sixteen miles away. I know they've invited a lot of guests, who'll be staying in the house. Mr Rochester is always very popular with the ladies at these parties, so he may not come back for a week or so.'

'Who are the ladies at this house-party?'

'Three sisters, very elegant young ladies, and their friends, Blanche and Mary Ingram. But Blanche is the most beautiful of all. I saw her when she came to a Christmas party at Thornfield, six or seven years ago.'

'What did she look like?'

'She was eighteen then, a lovely girl, with beautiful skin, long curling black hair, and fine black eyes which shone as brightly as her jewels. She looked like a queen. All the gentlemen admired her, not only for her beauty but also for her musical skills. When she and Mr Rochester sang together, it was a delight to hear.'

'Mr Rochester? I didn't know he could sing.'

'Oh yes, he has a very fine voice. And then she played the piano later. The master said she played extremely well.'

'And this beautiful lady isn't married yet?'

'No, I don't think she or her sister has much money.'

'But I'm surprised some rich gentleman hasn't fallen in love with her. Mr Rochester, for example. He's rich, isn't he?'

'Oh yes. But you see, there's a considerable difference in age. He's nearly forty, and she's only twenty-five.'

'Well, marriages like that happen every day. Do you think —' But I was interrupted by Adèle, who came to join us, and the subject was changed.

That night in my room I was stern with myself.

'You, Jane Eyre,' I accused my reflection in the mirror, 'you are the biggest fool in the world! How could you imagine that a gentleman of family and wealth would love you, a plain little governess! Just look at yourself!' And I decided that next day I would draw an honest sketch of myself, and then one of Blanche Ingram, painting the most lovely face I could imagine, according to Mrs Fairfax's description. In the future, if ever my old feelings about Mr Rochester began to return, I would only have to glance at the two pictures to see the great difference between us, and in this way common sense would destroy my foolish dreams.



investigate v. study something with care. 调查。

whisper v. speak very softly. 低语。

burglar n. person who breaks into a building to steal. 窃贼；夜盗。

precious adj. of great value. 珍贵的，宝贵的。

elegant adj. having the qualities of grace and beauty. 优雅的；讲究的。

extremely adv. very. 非常；极其。

destroy v. totally break or put an end to something. 破坏；摧毁。




10　格丽丝·普尔之谜
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度过一个不眠之夜后，早晨我很想见到罗切斯特先生，但是根本没有他的人影。显然他已经告诉仆人们他不小心碰翻了蜡烛，使房间着火了。经过他的房间时，我看见格丽丝·普尔坐在里面，平静地补着窗帘。她看上去根本不像绝望或疯狂到要杀死主人的地步。但我还是决定探个究竟。

“早上好，格丽丝。”我说着走进屋里，“告诉我，昨晚出了什么事？仆人们都在议论呢。”

“早上好，小姐。”她回答着抬起头来，没事儿似的。“嗯，主人躺在床上看书睡着了，他肯定是碰翻了蜡烛。蜡烛点着了床单，好在他用水把火扑灭了。”

“多怪啊！”我轻声说，“没有人听到动静吗？”听到这话，她好像仔细打量了我一眼。

“费尔法斯太太和你睡得离他最近，小姐。费尔法斯太太像大多数老年人一样，睡得很沉，没听见什么。不过，小姐，你还年轻。也许你听到了动静？”

“是的。”我说，“我敢肯定我听到了一声怪笑。”

她继续平静地干着手中的针线活。

“处在这样的危险之中，我想主人是不会笑的。”她说，“你一定在做梦。”

“不，我没有做梦。”我厉声答道。

“你没想起要开门朝走廊里看看？”她问。我突然意识到如果她怀疑我知道她的罪过，可能会袭击我。

“不，我把门锁上了。”我说，“从今往后我每天晚上都会锁门。”

“小姐，这才是明智的。谁知道呢，也许有一天特恩费得会闯进盗贼的。”

她的自我克制让我吃惊，我纳闷为什么罗切斯特先生不叫警察抓她或至少解雇她。为什么他要我保守秘密？一个那么骄傲的绅士怎么能这样被自己的仆人左右，那人即使要杀他也不能予以惩罚呢？她是不是知道他过去的什么可怕的秘密，要挟要讲出来呢？他是不是曾经爱过她？“不，”我心想，“他永远不会去爱这么个平淡粗俗的人。可是我也不漂亮呀，但有时我觉得他爱我。昨天夜里——，他的话，他那眼神，他那声音！”想到那些珍贵的瞬间，我的双颊不禁红了。

现在我更加急不可耐地想要见到罗切斯特先生，但下午我和费尔法斯太太喝茶时，她第一句话就是：“今天天气不错，正适合主人旅行。”

“旅行！”我叫着，“我不知道他已经到别处去了。”

“噢，是的，他早饭后就走了，去拜访16英里外的一户人家。我知道他们请了许多客人，都住在家里。在这种晚会上罗切斯特先生总是很受女士们的欢迎，所以他可能会个把星期不回来。”

“这次晚会上有哪些女士？”

“三姐妹，都是文雅的年轻女士，还有她们的朋友布朗蒂和玛丽·英格姆，可布郎蒂是其中最漂亮的一个。六七年前在特恩费得的圣诞晚会上我见过她。”

“她什么样儿？”

“她当时18岁，非常可爱，有好看的皮肤，长长的鬈发，美丽的黑眸子像珠宝一样闪着光。她就像个皇后。所有的绅士都喜欢她，这不仅因为她美，还因为她有音乐才华。她和罗切斯特先生一起唱歌时，那听起来非常悦耳。”

“罗切斯特先生？我不知道他会唱歌。”

“噢，是的，他嗓子很好。然后她弹钢琴，主人说她弹得非常出色。”

“这位漂亮的女士还没有结婚？”

“没有，我想她或她妹妹都没什么钱。”

“但是我奇怪怎么没有哪位富有的绅士爱上她，比如说罗切斯特先生。他很富，是不是？”

“噢，是的。可你知道，年龄差得太多。他快40岁了，而她只有25岁。”

“不过，这样的婚姻天天都有。你觉得——”但我被阿黛拉打断了，她来找我们，话题也就变了。

当晚我在房间里严厉地剖析自己。

“你，简·爱，”我指责着镜中的我，“你是世界上最大的傻瓜！你怎么能想象一位有家有产的绅士会爱上你这个不起眼的小家庭教师呢！好好看看你自己吧！”我决定第二天老老实实地画一张自画像，再给布朗蒂·英格姆画一张，根据费尔法斯太太的描述，画出我能想象的最迷人的脸蛋儿。今后如果我对罗切斯特先生旧情复发，我只要看看两幅画，看看我们之间的巨大差别就够了。这样理智就会打破我愚蠢的梦想。




11
The Thornfield house-party

Two disappointing weeks passed before we heard from Mr Rochester again. During this time I tried hard to forget my feeling for him. I reminded myself that he paid me to teach Adèle, nothing more, and that no other relationship could exist between us. When his letter finally came, Mrs Fairfax announced with great excitement that he was planning a house-party at Thornfield. He was going to return in three days' time, and had invited a large number of ladies and gentlemen to stay for several days. We all worked extremely hard in the next few days, cleaning all the rooms and preparing the food.

The only person in the house who did not appear excited was Grace Poole, who stayed in her room upstairs, coming down once a day for food and drink. None of the servants seemed at all curious about her, but I once heard two of the maids talking, and I listened when I caught her name.

'Does Grace Poole earn a lot, then?' asked one.

'Oh yes, five times what you and I earn!' answered the other.

'But she's good at the work, I expect,' said the first.

'Ah! She understands what she has to do, that's true,' answered the second, 'and not everyone would want to do her job, not even for all that money!'

'Quite right! I wonder whether the master —' Suddenly they saw me and broke off their conversation.

'Doesn't she know?' I heard one of them whisper.

'No,' said the other, and they were silent. So I realized there was a secret at Thornfield, which nobody wanted to tell me.

At last the great day came. Everything was ready for the master and his guests. Adèle and I watched from an upstairs window as the carriages arrived. In front rode Mr Rochester on his black horse, and with him rode a beautiful lady, her black curls streaming in the wind. 'Blanche Ingram!' I thought. We listened to the laughing and talking in the hall, as the guests were welcomed by their host and his house keeper. From a dark corner of the stairs we admired the ladies as they went up to their rooms, and then again as they descended to dinner in their elegant evening dresses. Adèle was hoping Mr Rochester would call her down to meet the guests, but in the end she was so tired with all the excitement that she and I both went to bed early.

Next morning after breakfast the whole group went out for the day. Again I saw Mr Rochester and Blanche Ingram riding together. I pointed this out to Mrs Fairfax.

'You see, Mr Rochester clearly prefers her to any of the other ladies.'

'Yes, he does seem to admire her,' admitted the housekeeper.

'And she admires him. Notice how she looks at him! But I haven't really seen her face yet. I'd like to.'

'You'll see her tonight,' answered Mrs Fairfax. 'I mentioned to the master that Adèle wanted to be introduced to the ladies, and he asked you to bring her down to meet them this evening.'

'Well, I'll go if he wants me to, but I don't like meeting strangers. I'm not used to it.'

'I understand how you feel,' said the old lady kindly, 'but the guests won't notice you much, and you can easily escape after a short time.'

So Adèle and I, dressed in our best, were waiting as the ladies came into the sitting-room after dinner. I was most impressed by the beauty and elegance of all of them, but was especially fascinated by the Ingram family. Lady Ingram, although between forty and fifty, was still a fine woman. Her hair still looked black, by candle-light at least, and her teeth still seemed perfect. But she had fierce, proud eyes, that reminded me of aunt Reed's, and a hard, powerful voice. Her daughter Mary was rather quiet, but her other daughter Blanche was very different. As soon as the gentlemen came into the room and coffee was served, she became the centre of attention. She played the piano excellently, she sang sweetly, she discussed intelligently, and all the time her flashing eyes, rich black curls and fine figure attracted glances from every gentleman in the room.

But I was looking for someone else. The last time I had seen him, on the night of the fire, he had held my hands, told me I had saved his life, and looked at me as if he loved me. How close we had been then! But now, he entered the room without even looking at me, and took a seat with the ladies. I could not stop looking at him rather like a thirsty man who knows the water is poisoned but cannot resist drinking. I had never intended to love him. I had tried hard to destroy all feelings of love for him, but now that I saw him again, I could not stop myself loving him. I compared him to the other gentlemen present. They were all fine, handsome men, but they did not have his power, his character, his strength, or indeed his deep laugh or his gentle smile. I felt that he and I were the same sort of person, that there was something in my brain and heart, in my blood and bone, that connected me to him for ever. And although I knew I must hide my feelings, must never allow myself to hope, I also knew that while there was breath in my body, I would always love him.

Just then I heard Blanche Ingram say to him,

'Mr Rochester, you should have sent that little girl — Adèle, is that her name? — to school, but I see you have a governess for her. I saw a strange little person with her just now. Has she gone? Oh no, there she is in the window-seat. It's very foolish of you, you know. Governesses aren't worth their salary, are they, Mamma?'

'My dear, don't mention governesses to me!' cried Lady Ingram, holding a white hand to her forehead. 'How I have suffered with them!' One of the older ladies whispered to her, pointing in my direction.

'Oh, I don't care if she hears me!' said Lady Ingram. 'All governesses are useless. They never teach children anything.'

'What fun we used to have, playing tricks on them, didn't we, Mary?' laughed Blanche. 'But governesses are boring. Let's change the subject. Mr Rochester, will you sing with me?'

'With pleasure,' he answered, bowing, and the group moved towards the piano. This was the moment for me to escape, but I had only just left the sitting-room and reached the hall, when Mr Rochester appeared through another door.

'Come back, you're leaving too early,' he said to me.

'I'm tired, sir.' He looked at me for a minute.

'And a little depressed. Why? Tell me.'

'Nothing — it's nothing, sir. I'm not depressed.'

'But I think you are. You're almost crying. But I haven't got time now to discover the reason. Well, tonight you may leave early, but I want to see you with my guests every evening. Good night, my —' He stopped, bit his lip, and turned quickly away.

Those were cheerful, busy days at Thornfield. The old house had never seen so much life and activity. When it was fine the host and his guests went riding, visited places of interest, and walked in the gardens, and when it was wet they played games indoors. Mr Rochester and Blanche Ingram were always together. Observing them closely, I felt very sure that he would soon marry this fine lady. But I did not feel jealous, because I knew he did not love her. She had made every effort to attract him, but he had not given her his heart. I saw her faults very clearly. She was intelligent but had no opinions of her own. She was beautiful but not good. She spoke of feelings but she knew nothing of sympathy or pity. And above all she had her mother's pride and hardness. Other eyes apart from mine saw all these faults. Mr Rochester himself knew she was not perfect, but he was clearly preparing to marry her, perhaps because she was of good family, perhaps for some other reason.

One day when Mr Rochester was out alone on business, a stranger arrived in a carriage, and introduced himself as an old friend of the master's. His name was Mason, and he had just returned from the West Indies, where Mr Rochester had once lived.



maid n. woman servant. 女仆。

descend v. come down. 下来。

fierce adj. savage; making people afraid, etc. 凶恶的。

resist v. be strong and say 'no' to something. 抵制；忍住。

host n. man who has guests. （男）主人。




11　特恩费得家庭晚会
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令人失望的两星期过去了，我们终于得到罗切斯特先生的消息。这期间我努力忘掉自己对他的情感。我提醒自己他付钱雇我是让我教阿黛拉，我们之间不可能再有别的其他关系。他的信终于到了，费尔法斯太太激动地宣布他打算在特恩费得举办家庭晚会。他三天后回来，邀请了许多女士先生在这里小住几日。以后几天里，大家打扫房间，准备食物，干得非常卖力。

家里唯一不显得激动的人就是格丽丝·普尔。她待在楼上的房间里，每天下来一次取吃的喝的。似乎没有一个仆人对她表示好奇，但有一次我听到两个女仆说话，提到她的名字，便听了起来。

“那格丽丝·普尔挣得多吗？”一个问。

“噢，当然，是你我挣的五倍。”另一个回答说。

“不过我想她干得不错。”第一个又说。

“啊，她明白自己该干什么，这没错儿的，”第二个答道，“而且不是每个人都愿干她那份差事，给那么多钱也不会干。”

“没错儿。我不知道主人是否……”突然她们看见我，中止了对话。

“她不知道吗？”我听见其中一个悄悄说。

“不知道。”另一个说，而且两人都不说话了。因此我意识到特恩费得有一个秘密，谁都不想告诉我。

重大的日子终于来临，为宾主准备的东西已一切就绪。我和阿黛拉透过楼上的窗户看到马车驶来。前面是骑着黑马的罗切斯特，在他身边同行的是一位漂亮的女士，黑色的鬈发随风飘舞。“布朗蒂·英格姆。”我心想。我们听到大厅里充满欢声笑语，主人和管家正忙着迎接客人。我们躲在楼梯的暗处，羡慕着那些上楼走进各自房间的女士们，又在她们穿着优雅的晚装重新下楼用晚餐时欣赏着她们。阿黛拉希望罗切斯特先生会叫她下去见客人，但最后她兴奋得累了，我们俩都早早睡下了。

第二天一早吃过早饭后，所有人都外出了。我又一次看到罗切斯特和英格姆并驾齐驱。我跟费尔法斯太太提到了这点。

“你瞧，罗切斯特先生显然更喜欢她，而不是其他女士。”

“是的，他的确似乎很仰慕她。”管家赞同道。

“她也仰慕他。你瞧她是怎么看着他的！可我还没看清她的脸。我真想看看。”

“你今晚能见到她。”费尔法斯太太说，“我跟主人说阿黛拉想见见那些女士们，他让你今晚带她下楼来见她们。”

“好吧，如果他让我去我就去。不过我不喜欢见生人，我不习惯。”

“我了解你的感受。”老太太和善地说，“不过客人们不会太注意你，你过一会儿就可以很容易地溜走。”

于是我和阿黛拉穿上最好的衣服，静等女士们晚饭后到客厅来。我被她们所有人的美丽和优雅打动，更被英格姆一家打动。英格姆夫人尽管已经四五十岁，仍然保持着风采。她的头发看上去依然是黑的，至少在烛光下如此，她的牙齿似乎仍是那么光洁。但她的目光严厉而傲慢，让我想起里德舅妈的那种目光，说起话来声音又硬又有力。她的女儿玛丽非常文静，但另一个千金布朗蒂就完全不一样了。先生们刚进门，咖啡刚端上，她就成了大家注意的中心。她弹得一手好钢琴，歌喉甜美，谈吐机智，眨动着的大眼睛、浓密的黑色鬈发和纤巧的身躯一直吸引着屋里每个男人的目光。

可是，我在找另一个人。我最后一次见到他时，是在那个起火的晚上，他曾握着我的双手，告诉我我救了他的命，而且看着我，好像他爱我一样。那时我们离得多近啊！但是现在他走进来甚至没看我一眼，就坐到了女士们中间。我不能不看着他，就像一个口干舌燥的人明知水有毒但还是要喝。我从没想过要爱他，也尽力毁掉自己对他的爱慕之情。然而现在我又见到了他，我不能让自己不爱他。我把他和在场的其他先生进行比较。他们都很优雅、英俊，但缺少他的威力、个性和力量，也没有深沉的大笑和温柔的微笑。我觉得他和我是一类人，在我的脑中、心中，在我的血中、骨中，已经有什么东西把我和他永远联系在一起了。尽管我知道我必须掩盖自己的情感，永远不允许自己有所希冀，但我也清楚只要我的身体中一息尚存，我就会永远爱他。

这时，我听到布朗蒂·英格姆对他说：

“罗切斯特先生，你应该已把这个小女孩——阿黛拉是她的名字吧？——送进学校，可我看到你却为她请了一位家庭教师。刚才我见到一个小怪人和她在一起。她走了吗？噢，没有，她就坐在窗户那儿。你知道，你很傻。家庭教师根本不值那么多工资，妈妈，是不是？”

“亲爱的，别跟我提家庭教师。”英格姆夫人叫道，用白净的手抚住了额头。“我受尽了她们的罪。”一位上年纪的女士指着我的方向悄声对她说着什么。

“噢，我才不管她是否能听见我呢！”英格姆夫人说，“所有的家庭教师都没用，她们从来不教什么给孩子。”

“我们拿她们开心，真是高兴，玛丽，是不是？”布朗蒂笑道，“不过家庭教师乏味得很，我们换个话题吧！罗切斯特先生，你和我一起唱歌吧。”

“乐意从命。”他躬身答道，大家都来到钢琴边。是我溜走的时候了。可我刚刚走出客厅来到大厅，罗切斯特先生就从另一扇门中走了出来。

“回来，你走得太早了。”他对我说。

“先生，我累了。”他看了我一会儿。

“还有点儿不高兴。为什么？告诉我。”

“没什么，没有什么，先生。我没不高兴。”

“可我觉得是，你都快哭了。现在我没时间搞清原因。好吧，今晚你可以早走一会儿，但我希望每晚都看到你和我的客人在一起。晚安，我的——”他停住了，咬着嘴唇，迅速转身走了。

这几天特恩费得欢欢闹闹的。老房子从来没有像现在这样充满活力和生机。天好时，宾主一起骑马，停停看看，漫步花园；下雨时，他们就在室内玩游戏。罗切斯特先生和布朗蒂·英格姆小姐总是在一起。我仔细观察着他们，感到他很快就会娶这位漂亮的女士。但我并不嫉妒，因为我知道他不爱她。她使出浑身解数吸引他，但他没有把心交给她。我对她的缺点看得一清二楚。她聪明却毫无主见，她美丽却不善良，她奢谈感情却不懂得什么是同情和怜悯。最重要的是，她继承了母亲的强硬和傲慢。除我以外，其他人的眼睛也看到了这些缺点。罗切斯特先生自己也知道她不是完美的，但他显然准备娶她，也许是因为她有个好家庭，也许出于其他原因。

一天，罗切斯特先生有事独自外出。一个陌生人乘马车来到这里，称自己是主人的老朋友。他的名字叫梅森，刚从西印度群岛归来，罗切斯特先生曾在那里住过。




12
The gipsy woman

No sooner had Mr Mason joined the group of guests than a servant entered to announce the arrival of an old gipsy woman, who was supposed to be a skilled fortune-teller. The ladies were very excited and decided to ask her to tell their fortunes. Miss Ingram, as usual, was first, and spent fifteen minutes alone with the old woman in the library. She came back looking cross.

'It's just childish nonsense! How can you all believe in that sort of thing!' she said, picking up a book and pretending to read it. But as she frowned more and more, and did not turn a page, I assumed that the gipsy's words were more important to her than she wanted us to think. Next, three young ladies went in together, and came back full of praise for the gipsy's skill.

'She's old, and dirty, and ugly,' they cried, shocked, 'but she knows everything about us, everything!' While the gentlemen were calming them down, the servant entered the room again.

'Excuse me, miss,' he said to me. 'The gipsy says there's another young single lady in the room. She refuses to leave the house until she has seen all the young ladies. It must be you.'

'Oh, I'll go,' I said gladly. I was curious to see the gipsy.

She was sitting in an armchair in the library, murmuring words over a little black book. Her large black hat covered most of her face, but when she lifted her head, I saw her dark eyes.

'So you want me to tell your fortune?' she asked.

'Well, I must warn you, I don't believe in your skill.'

'I expected that. Why don't you tremble?'

'I'm not cold.'

'Why don't you turn pale?'

'I'm not ill.'

'Why don't you ask me to tell your fortune?'

'I'm not a fool.'

The old woman laughed and started smoking a short black pipe.

'I can prove that you're cold, and ill, and a fool,' she said. 'Listen. You're cold, because you're alone. You're ill, because you lack love. And you're a fool, because love is near you, and you won't take one step to reach it.'

'That's true of many people,' I said, interested.

'Yes, but especially true of you. I can see that happiness is waiting for you, if you really want it. Tell me, in that room of fine people, isn't there one face you look at, one person you're interested in?'

'I hardly know the ladies and gentlemen here,' I answered.

'Well, you surely know the master of the house? What do you think of his relationship with his guests, and with one particular guest?' asked the gipsy, smiling wickedly.

'They're all very friendly with each other,' I replied cautiously. The gipsy seemed to know a lot about Thornfield.

'Friendly! I'd say more than that, in fact I'd go so far as to mention the name of Blanche Ingram and the word, marriage. They will obviously be an extremely happy couple, although I told Miss Ingram something about the Rochester property which made her look quite depressed. If a wealthier gentleman comes along, Mr Rochester might lose his beautiful bride...'

'But I came to hear about my future, not Mr Rochester's!'

'It depends on whether you're going to stretch out your hand for happiness. Let me look at your face. Your eyes and your mouth show me that feelings are important to you, but your forehead shows me that common sense is your main guide in life. You will never do anything wrong or shameful. Well, I respect that. I don't want sacrifice or sorrow in my life. I want — but that will do. I'd like to stay here looking at you for ever, but I must stop acting now.'

Was I dreaming? What was happening? The old woman's voice had changed and become as familiar to me as my own.

'Well, Jane, do you know me?' asked the familiar voice. And, struggling with the old clothes, Mr Rochester stepped out of his disguise.

'Sir, you've been talking nonsense to make me talk nonsense. It's hardly fair.'

'Do you forgive me, Jane?'

'I shall try to, sir. But you shouldn't have done it.'

'What are my guests doing, Jane?'

'Discussing the gipsy, I imagine. Oh, and did you know that a stranger has arrived to see you?'

'A stranger! I wasn't expecting anyone. Who can it be?'

'His name's Mason, sir, and he comes from the West Indies.'

The smile froze on Mr Rochester's lips, and his face went white.

'Mason! The West Indies!' he repeated three times.

'Do you feel ill, sir?' I asked, worried.

'Jane, help me,' he murmured, almost falling. I helped him to sit down, and sat with him. He took my hand and rubbed it gently.

'I wish I were on an island with you and nobody else, with no trouble or danger or terrible memories to make me suffer. '

'How can I help you, sir? I'd give my life to help you.'

'Jane, if I need help, I'll ask you, I promise. Get me a glass of wine now.' I fetched one from the dining-room, and gave it to him. He looked less pale, but very stern.

'Jane, if all those fine guests of mine came and spat at me, what would you do?' he asked.

'Turn them out of the house, sir, if I could.'

'But if they only looked at me coldly, and whispered behind their hands about me, and then left me one by one?'

'I'd stay with you, sir, to comfort you.'

'And if the whole world disapproved of me, would you still stay with me?'

'If you deserved my friendship, as I'm sure you do, I wouldn't care about other people's disapproval.'

'Thank you, Jane. Now go and ask Mr Mason to come and see me.' So I did, and, leaving the two men in the library, went to bed.

Much later I heard him showing Mr Mason to his bedroom, and was glad that Mr Rochester sounded so cheerful.



gipsy n. someone with dark hair and eyes who lives in a caravan and never stays long in one place. 吉普赛人。

fortune-teller n. a person who claims to be able to tell someone what will happen in the future. 看相者；算命者。

pipe n. thing for smoking tobacco, etc. 烟斗。

cautiously adv. carefully. 仔细地；小心地。

disguise n. special clothes, etc. to change how you look. 伪装。

disapprove v. think or say that someone or something is not good. 不赞成；反对。




12　吉普赛女人
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梅森刚刚加入客人的行列，仆人就进来，通报一位吉普赛老妇人来了，据说是算命高手。女士们都很激动，决定让她算算命。和往常一样，英格姆小姐捷足先登，和老妇在书房里待了一刻钟。她回来时，面带不快。

“简直是小孩子说胡话。你们怎么能相信这一套！”她说着拿起一本书，假装读着。但她的眉头越皱越紧，没有翻动一页，我猜吉普赛人的话对她来说比她让我们想象的要重要。接着，三位年轻女士一起走了进去，回来时对吉普赛人的技巧赞不绝口。

“她又老、又脏、又丑。”她们吃惊地叫着，“可是我们的事她什么都知道。”先生们安抚着她们，这时仆人又走了进来。

“对不起，小姐。”他对我说，“吉普赛人说还有一位年轻女士在屋里。不见到所有的女士，她不答应离开这里。她指的一定是你。”

“噢，那我去。”我高兴地答道。我很好奇，想见见那个吉普赛人。

她坐在书房的一把扶手椅上，对着一本小黑书念念有词。宽大的黑帽子几乎遮住了她整个的脸，但她抬起头时，我看到了一双黑眼睛。

“那么你想让我算命？”她说。

“我得警告你，我不相信你的把戏。”

“我料到了。你怎么不发抖呢？”

“我不冷。”

“为什么你脸色不变得苍白？”

“我没病。”

“为什么你不让我算命？”

“我不是傻瓜。”

老妇大笑起来，开始用一个短小的黑烟斗吸烟。

“我可以证明你冷，还有病，还是个傻瓜。”她说，“听着，你冷，因为你孤单；你有病，因为你缺少爱；你是个傻瓜，因为爱就近在咫尺，你却不能迈出一步够到它。”

“很多人都这样。”我感兴趣地说。

“是的，但你更是这样。我可以看出，如果你真想得到幸福，幸福正等待着你。告诉我，在那一屋子的优雅的人当中，不是有一张脸你在看，有一个人你感兴趣吗？”

“我几乎不认识这些女士和先生。”我答道。

“那么，你当然认得这家的主人了？你觉得他和客人，和其中一位客人，关系如何？”吉普赛人带着狡黠的微笑问道。

“他们彼此非常友好。”我小心地回答。吉普赛人似乎很了解特恩费得。

“友好！我说不止于此。实际上我还要说出布朗蒂·英格姆的名字和结婚这个词。他们显然会是无比幸福的一对儿，虽然我刚才对英格姆小姐讲了罗切斯特家产的事，让她很不高兴。如果有一位更富有的绅士随行，那么罗切斯特先生可能会失去漂亮的新娘……”

“可我是来为自己算命的，不是为罗切斯特先生！”

“这取决于你是否伸出手去争取幸福。让我看看你的脸，你的眼睛和嘴巴告诉我情感对你来说是重要的，但你的额头告诉我理智才是你生活的主要指南。你永远不会做出错事或丑事，我尊重这点。我不希望自己的生活中有牺牲或痛苦，我希望——但这样就行。我希望永远待在这里看着你，不过我现在得停止演戏了。”

我在做梦吗？出什么事了？老妇的声音变了，变成了与我自己的一样熟悉的声音。

“好了，简，你认识我吗？”熟悉的声音问。挣脱着破衣服，罗切斯特先生不再伪装了。

“先生，你在胡说，也害得我胡说。这不公平。”

“你原谅我吗，简？”

“先生，我会努力，可你不该这么做。”

“简，我的客人在做什么？”

“我想在议论吉普赛人吧。噢，你知道有一个陌生人来看你吗？”

“陌生人！我没等谁来啊。是谁呢？”

“先生，他叫梅森，从西印度群岛来。”

微笑在他的嘴上凝住了，他的脸变得苍白。

“梅森！西印度群岛！”他重复了三遍。

“先生，你不舒服吗？”我担心地问。

“简，帮帮我。”他嘟囔着，几乎摔倒。我扶他坐下，然后坐到他身边。他握着我的手，轻轻抚摸着。

“我希望我和你待在一个小岛上，没有别人、没有麻烦、没有危险、没有痛苦的记忆折磨我。”

“先生，我怎样才能帮你呢？我可以豁出命来帮助你。”

“简，如果我需要帮助，我会叫你，我保证。现在给我拿杯酒来。”我从餐厅拿来一杯酒递给他。他看上去没有那么苍白了，但很严肃。

“简，如果我的那些优雅的朋友走过来对我吐唾沫，你会怎么做？”他问。

“先生，如果办得到，我就把他们轰出去。”

“但如果他们只是冷眼看着我，掩口议论我，然后一个个离开我呢？”

“我会留下陪你，安慰你，先生。”

“如果全世界都反对我，你还会留下来陪我吗？”

“如果你配得上我的友情，我也确信是这样，那么我不会理会其他人的反对。”

“简，谢谢。现在叫梅森来见我。”我照办了，我让他们单独在书房待着，自己去睡了。

很久以后，我听到他带梅森进了他的卧室；听到他的声音如此愉快，我感到很高兴。




13
The stranger is attacked

I was woken by the full moon shining in on me, as I had forgotten to draw my curtains. Suddenly, a wild, terrible cry broke the silence, echoing throughout the house. My heart missed a beat. What could it mean? It came from the top floor. Then I heard the sounds of a desperate struggle, just above my room.

'Help! Help! Help! Won't anyone help me? Rochester! Rochester! For God's sake, come!' shouted a voice from upstairs.

Bedroom doors were opened as the guests woke up. 'What's happening?' 'Fetch a candle!' 'Is it a fire?' 'Are there burglars?' 'Where's Rochester? He isn't in his room!'

'Here I am!' called the master of the house, descending with a candle from the top floor. 'It's all right. Don't be afraid, ladies. A servant's had a bad dream, that's all, and started screaming. Nothing to worry about. Please go back to your rooms. You'll catch cold otherwise.' And so he calmed his guests and persuaded them to return to their rooms.

But I knew that the sounds I had heard could have nothing to do with a servant's dream. So I dressed and waited in my room, in case I was needed. After about an hour, when Thornfield Hall was completely silent again, there was a cautious knock on my door.

'Are you awake, Jane?' asked the voice I had been expecting.

'Yes, sir, and dressed.'

'Good, I need you. Come and help me. Bring a clean cloth with you.' We went quietly up to the top floor, where he unlocked one of the small black doors.

'Do you feel faint at the sight of blood?' he asked.

'I don't think so,' I replied. We entered a room with curtains hung on the walls. One of the curtains was tied back to reveal a secret door into another small room. From there came an angry growling sound, almost like a dog.

'Wait here,' said Mr Rochester, and went into the secret room where a shout of laughter greeted him. Ah, so Grace Poole was there! He came out quickly and closed the secret door. Then he showed me why he needed me. In an armchair lay Mr Mason, his clothes and his arm covered in blood. As we bent over him, he opened his eyes and groaned.

'Am I going to die?' he murmured weakly.

'No, man, don't be foolish. It's just a scratch,' answered Mr Rochester. 'Now Jane,' he said, turning to me, 'I'll have to leave you in this room with Mason while I fetch the doctor. You must wipe away the blood with the damp cloth, like this, and help him to drink a little water. But on no account must you speak to him. Is that understood?' I nodded, and nervously watched him leave the room. I could hear him turning the key in the lock.

So here I was, in the middle of the night, locked in with a bleeding, dying man, and a wild, murdering woman only on the other side of a door! It seemed a long night, interrupted only by Mason's groans, and by occasional animal-like noises from the secret room. I had plenty of time to wonder why these violent attacks happened, first the fire in Mr Rochester's room, and now a physical attack on a stranger. And how was Mr Mason involved? Why was he here on the top floor? I had heard his host showing him to a bedroom near mine, on the second floor. And why was Mr Rochester so frightened when Mr Mason came to Thornfield?

At last Mr Rochester arrived with the doctor, who cleaned and bandaged Mason's wounds.

'Strange!' remarked the doctor, 'The skin on the shoulder has been torn by teeth, as well as a knife!'

'She bit me,' murmured Mason, 'when Rochester managed to get the knife from her.'

'Well, I warned you not to see her alone,' said Rochester. 'You should have waited till the morning, then we could have seen her together. Don't worry, man, when you get back to the West Indies, you can forget her. Think of her as dead and buried. Now, doctor, is Mason ready to be moved? I have a carriage waiting outside. You'll take him home with you to avoid gossip, and then in a few days he'll be fit enough to leave the country.'

Although it was now early morning, the house was still in total silence, and so there were no witnesses to see Mason being helped downstairs and put in the carriage.

'Look after him, doctor.' said Rochester. 'Goodbye, Dick.'

'Edward, make sure she's taken care of, make sure she's treated well...' Mason could not continue, but burst into tears.

'I'll do my best, Dick, as I always have done,' replied Rochester, shutting the door of the carriage, which rolled away. 'But I wish there was an end to it!' he murmured to himself.

As we were walking back through the garden to the house, he said to me, 'Jane, you've had a strange night. You look pale. Were you afraid when I left you alone with Mason?'

'Not of Mason, sir, but of Grace Poole in the secret room.'

'But I'd locked her door. I would never leave you in danger.'

'Will she go on living here, sir?' I asked.

'Oh yes. Don't think about her.'

'But I'm sure your life is in danger while she's here.'

'Don't worry, I can take care of myself. I'm in more danger while Mason's in England. I live in constant fear of a disaster.'

'But Mr Mason's weak! You have great influence with him!'

'Yes. He wouldn't knowingly hurt me, but by one careless word he could destroy, if not my life, at least my chance of happiness. Sit down with me on this bench, Jane. I want to ask you something.'

The early sun warmed the bench and the birds were singing. 'Now, Jane, suppose a boy in a foreign country makes a mistake, not a crime, mind you. The results of this mistake have a terrible effect on his whole life. He comes home after years of suffering, and meets someone, who is fresh and good and pure. Now, can he ignore society, can he forget the past, and live the rest of his life with her in peace?'

It was a difficult question to answer. In the end I said,

'You can't rely on a human being to cure you of evil and give you peace. You must ask for God's help.'

'But I think I've found the cure! It's...' He paused. I held my breath. I almost thought the birds would stop singing to hear the name he was going to say.

'Yes,' he said in quite a different, hard voice, 'you've noticed my love for Miss Ingram, haven't you? Don't you think she'll cure me of my wickedness, Jane? Oh, I can hear some of the guests in the garden. Go into the house by the back door.' As I went one way, and he another, I heard him say cheerfully to the gentlemen, 'Mason's already left. I got up early to say goodbye to him.'



echo n. sound that a wall sends back so that you can hear it again. 回声。

in case because something might happen. 以防万一。

faint v. fall down suddenly because you are weak, ill or shocked. 晕倒；昏厥。

wipe v. rub something with a piece of cloth to clean or dry it. 揩；擦。

damp adj. a little wet. 潮湿的。

bandage v. tie up or bind around with a piece of material for covering a wound. 用绷带包扎。

remark v. say something. 说；评论。

gossip n. talk, often unkind, about other people. 闲话；流言。

constant adj. happening all the time. 时常发生的；长久的。

disaster n. terrible accident. 灾难，祸患。

rely on trust someone. 相信；信赖。

cure v. make a sick person well. 治愈。




13　陌生人遭袭击

[image: alt]

由于我忘记拉好窗帘，一轮满月照在我身上，我被弄醒了。突然，一声可怕的狂叫打破了寂静，在整幢房子里回荡。我的心跳都停了。这是怎么回事？声音从顶层传来，接着我听到就在我楼上有死命挣扎的声音。

“救命！救命！救命！来人啊！救救我！罗切斯特！罗切斯特！看在上帝的份上，快来啊！”楼上有人喊着。

许多卧室的门打开了，客人们都被吵醒了。“出什么事了？”“拿蜡烛来！”“着火了吗？”“有强盗？”“罗切斯特呢？他不在自己屋里！”

“我在这儿！”房子的主人喊道，他拿着蜡烛从顶楼走了下来。“没事儿。女士们，别怕。一个仆人做了噩梦，然后开始喊叫，就这样。没什么好担心的。请回屋吧，不然会着凉的。”他安慰着客人们，把他们劝回屋里。

但是我知道我听到的声音跟什么仆人的噩梦毫无关系。于是我穿好衣服，等在屋里，以防要我帮忙。大约一小时后，特恩费得已恢复了平静，有人小心地敲我的门。

“简，你醒着吗？”我期待的声音问道。

“先生，醒了，还穿好了衣服。”

“好，我需要你，来帮帮忙，带上一块干净的布。”我们悄悄走上顶层，他打开了其中的一扇小黑门。

“你见到血晕不晕？”他问。

“我想不会。”我答道。我们走进屋里，只见帘子挂在墙上，其中一个已卷好，露出一个暗门，通向另一间小屋子。从那儿传出了愤怒的嚎叫声，几乎像一只狗似的。

“等在这儿。”罗切斯特说完走进密室，一阵狂笑迎接了他。啊，格丽丝·普尔在里面！他很快退身出来，关上了暗门。然后他指给我为什么他需要我。扶手椅上躺着梅森先生，他的衣服上和手臂上都有血。当我们俯身看他时，他睁开眼睛呻吟着。

“我会死吗？”他虚弱地轻声说。

“不会的，别傻了，不过划伤了一点儿。”罗切斯特说。他转过身来对我交待着：“简，我要你留在屋里陪梅森先生，我去请医生。你必须用湿布擦净血迹，像这样，然后给他喝点儿水。但切莫对他说话，明白吗？”我点点头，害怕地看着他离开了房间，听到他把门锁上了。

于是我就这么半夜被锁起来陪伴一个流血不止、就要死去的人，而杀人的疯女人就在门那边！夜显得那么漫长，只有梅森的呻吟和不时从密室里传出的野兽般的声音不时打破长夜。我有许多时间猜测为什么会发生这些暴力事件，先是罗切斯特先生房间着火，现在又是陌生人遭到袭击。梅森先生是怎么卷进来的？他为什么会在顶层呢？我听到主人把他领进二楼我隔壁的卧室的。梅森先生来到特恩费得，为什么罗切斯特先生那么害怕？

终于，罗切斯特先生带着医生来了，那医生为梅森清洗、包扎了伤口。

“真奇怪！”医生说，“肩上的伤既有牙咬的，也有刀扎的！”

梅森低声说：“罗切斯特夺她手里的刀时，她咬了我。”

罗切斯特说：“我警告过你不要单独见她。你应该等到早晨，然后我们一起去看她。别担心，伙计，你回到西印度群岛，就可以把她忘掉，就当她死了，被埋掉了。医生，梅森先生能动了吗？我有马车等在外面。你把他带去你家，免生议论，几天后他就可以休养得离开这个国家了。”

尽管已是清晨，整幢房子仍是寂静一片，因此没人看到梅森被扶到楼下，坐进了马车。

“医生，好好照顾他。”罗切斯特说，“迪克，再见！”

“爱德华，保证照顾好她，保证好好待她……”梅森说不下去了，哭了起来。

“迪克，我会像以前一样尽最大努力的。”罗切斯特回答说。他关上车门，车走了。“可我希望有结束的一天。”他自语道。

我们穿过花园回到屋里时，他对我说：“简，你过了奇怪的一夜。你看上去脸色苍白。我留下你陪梅森时你害怕吗？”

“不是怕梅森，是怕暗室里的格丽丝·普尔。”

“可我已经锁了门，我不会让你处在危险中的。”

“她还会在这儿住下去吗？”我问。

“噢，是的。别想她了。”

“可我肯定她住在这儿你就会有生命危险。”

“别担心，我会照顾好自己。梅森不离开英格兰，我会更有危险。我总是担心灾难会降临。”

“但是梅森先生很脆弱！你对他影响力很大！”

“是的，他不会故意伤害我，但不小心说错一个字，他如果不是毁掉我的生活，也会夺走我寻求幸福的机会。简，和我一起坐在凳子上。我想问你点儿事。”

晨曦照暖了长凳，小鸟在唱歌。“简，如果一个男孩在国外犯了错误，我提醒你不是犯罪，错误的结果严重影响了他的整个生活。经过多年的痛苦之后，他重返故里，遇到一个人，清新、善良、纯洁。那么，他能否不顾社会，忘记过去，和她一起平静地度过余生？”

这个问题很难回答。最后我说：

“你不能依靠人来医治你的邪恶，给你安宁，你必须请求上帝的帮助。”

“但是我觉得我已找到了出路，是……”他停住了。我屏住呼吸，我觉得连小鸟都会停止歌唱，听听他要讲出的名字。

“是的。”他换了完全不同的生硬语调，“你已经注意到我对英格姆小姐的爱慕，是不是？简，你不觉得她可以医治我的恶习吗？噢，我听到有客人来花园了。从后门进屋去。”我们分头走开时，我听到他高兴地对先生们说：“梅森已经走了，我一早起来和他道别。”




14
Trouble at Gateshead

When I was a child at Gateshead, Bessie the nursemaid used to say that to dream of children was a sure sign of trouble to come. For a whole week now I had dreamed of a small child every night, and perhaps Bessie was right, as a message came from Gateshead.

It appeared that my cousin John Reed, who had spent and wasted all his money and some of his mother's, and been in debt or in prison most of his life, had killed himself a week before. And then Mrs Reed, whose health had been badly affected by worrying about her son, had suddenly fallen ill when she heard of his death. Although she could hardly speak, she had recently managed to express a wish to see me. And so my cousins Eliza and Georgiana had sent their coachman, Robert, to bring me back to Gateshead.

I felt I could not refuse to see my aunt, perhaps for the last time. So I went to ask Mr Rochester's permission to leave Thornfield for a while. I found him talking to Miss Ingram, who looked at me in disgust when I interrupted their conversation.

'Well, Jane, what is it?' he asked, when we had left the room full of guests and gone into the library.

'Please, sir, I would like permission to visit my aunt, who is ill, for a week or two.'

'Your aunt! You told me you had no relations!'

'I have none who love me, sir. She's Mrs Reed, my uncle's wife. Her son has died recently. I really can't neglect her now that she is dying.'

'What nonsense, Jane, rushing off to visit an old lady who has never loved you! But I see you've decided to go. Where does she live and how long will you stay?'

'She lives at Gateshead, sir, a hundred miles away. I'll stay as short a time as I can.'

'Promise me only to stay a week.'

'I can't promise, sir, I might have to stay longer.'

'And you certainly can't travel a hundred miles alone!'

'They've sent the coachman for me, sir. I'll leave tomorrow.'

Mr Rochester thought for a while.

'Well, you'll need some money. I haven't paid you any salary yet. How much have you in the world, Jane?' he asked, smiling.

I showed him my tiny purse. He took it and laughed as he counted the few coins. Then he took out his wallet.

'Here is ￡50,' he said, offering me a note.

'But you only owe me ￡15, sir!' I cried.

'On second thoughts, give me that back. lf you had ￡50, perhaps you would stay away for three months. Here is ￡10. Is that enough?'

'Now you owe me ￡5, sir,' I pointed out.

'You'll have to come back for it then,' he said, laughing.

'There's something else, sir. You've told me you're going to marry soon. In that case, Adèle should go to boarding school.'

'To get her out of my lovely bride's way? A very sensible suggestion. But what about you?'

'I must find another job somewhere. I'll advertise.'

'Don't you dare!' he growled. 'Promise me, Jane, not to look for another job. I'll take care of that.'

'I'll promise, sir, if you promise that Adèle and I will be out of your house before your bride enters it.'

'Very well! And now we must say goodbye.'

'Goodbye, Mr Rochester.'

I set out early the next morning and travelled all day. As I approached Gateshead Hall, I realized it was nine years since I had left it. In that time I had made some friends, gained much self-confidence, and finally lost my hatred of the Reeds.

I was delighted to see my old friend Bessie again. She had married Robert the coachman, and was very busy with her three young children. The house itself had not changed at all, but my cousins certainly had. Eliza was now very tall and thin, with a rather sour face, dressed in very plain clothes, and with a cross hanging round her neck. Georgiana, on the other hand, was still pretty but very fat, and wore extremely fashionable clothes. They did not seem pleased to see me, in fact they more or less ignored me, but I hardly noticed their rudeness. I told the housekeeper that I would be staying for several days, and then went straight to my aunt's room.

I remembered it well from my childhood. I had often been called there to be punished. Bending over her bed I kissed her.

'How are you, dear aunt?' I asked. I had sworn never to call her aunt again, but I did not regret breaking that promise to myself. I held her hand.

'Are you Jane Eyre?' she asked. Her face, although deathly pale, was as stern as ever, and she removed her hand from mine. 'That child was more trouble to me than anyone would believe! I was glad to send her to Lowood. And John! Poor John! He needs so much money! Where can I get more money from? What will happen?' She seemed very confused and excited, so I left her to sleep.

Her illness got worse in the next few days. I spent some time every day looking after her, and the rest of the time with my cousins, listening to their plans for the future. Eliza was planning to join a religious community after her mother's death, but Georgiana was hoping to stay in London with relations, to see the new fashions and go to all the parties. It was quite clear they had no real feeling for their mother, and were almost looking forward to her death.

One dark, stormy night I visited the dying woman. She lay there asleep in her room, neglected by her daughters and servants. As I looked out of the window into the black emptiness, I wondered about the great mystery of death, and thought of Helen Burns, who was so sure her spirit would go to heaven. Would my aunt's spirit go there too?

'Who are you?' I heard the sick woman murmuring. 'I wanted to see Jane Eyre. I must tell her something.'

'I am Jane Eyre, aunt,' I told her gently.

'I know I'm very ill,' she said weakly. 'Before I die I must confess what I've done wrong. First, I broke my promise to my husband about you, and second —' She broke off. 'After all, perhaps I don't need to tell her,' she said to herself, and then, 'No, it's no good, I know I'm dying. I must tell her, and quickly! Jane Eyre, take the letter from the top drawer of my desk, and read it.' I did so. It said:


Madeira

Dear Mrs Reed,

Please inform me of the address of my niece, Jane Eyre. As I am unmarried, with no children, and fairly wealthy, I would like her to come to Madeira to live with me, and to inherit all my property when I die.

John Eyre



'Why did I never hear of this?' I asked, amazed.

'I hated you so much that I wrote back to him, telling him you had died of typhus fever at Lowood. That was my revenge on you, for causing me so much trouble!' she cried angrily.

'Dear aunt,' I said, 'don't think about that any more. I was only a child, it's not surprising I was a nuisance.'

'You were always so angry and violent, such a wicked child!'

'Not as wicked as you think. I would have loved you if you'd let me. Forget it all and kiss me now, aunt.' But it was too late for her to break the habit of dislike, and she turned away from me. Poor woman! She died soon afterwards, keeping her hatred of me alive in her heart, and no one at Gateshead cried for her.



permission n. act of allowing someone to do something. 允许；许可。

neglect v. not take enough care of someone or something. 疏忽；忽视。

gain v. get more of something. 增加；得到。

self-confidence n. belief in one's own power to do things successfully. 自信。

religion n. belief in one or more gods, the belief that he / she / they made the world and can control it. 宗教；宗教信仰。

religious adj. 虔诚的。

confess v. admit (a fault, crime, something wrong). 坦白；承认（错误、罪行，错事）。

nuisance n. a person, animal, or action that annoys or makes trouble. 讨厌的人，动物或行为。

afterwards adv. later. 以后。

hatred n. very great dislike. 憎恨。




14　盖茨赫德出了麻烦
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小时候我还在盖茨赫德时，女仆贝茜就曾对我说梦到孩子一定是祸事的预兆。整整一个星期以来，我每晚都梦到一个小孩儿。也许贝茜是对的，盖茨赫德让人捎信来了。

似乎是我的表哥约翰·里德挥霍了他自己的全部钱财以及他母亲的一部分钱，大部分时间都是负债累累或蹲监狱。一星期前他自杀了。里德太太因为替儿子担心，身体受到严重影响，听到他的死讯，突然一病不起。尽管她几乎难以讲话，最近还是设法表示希望见见我。于是我的表姐妹伊丽莎和乔治娜派了车夫罗伯特接我回盖茨赫德。

我感到自己无法拒绝去看望舅妈，也许这是最后一面了。于是我到罗切斯特先生那儿，请他准许我离开特恩费得一段时间。我见到他正跟英格姆小姐讲话，我打断他们的谈话时，她正厌恶地看着我。

“噢，简，什么事？”我们离开满是客人的房间而来到书房时，他问道。

“先生，请您允许我去看望我的舅妈，她已经病了一两个星期了。”

“你的舅妈！你告诉我你没有亲戚的！”

“先生，我没有喜欢我的亲戚。她是里德太太，我舅舅的妻子。她儿子最近死了。她快不行了，我真的不能不理她。”

“简，真是胡说，跑去看一个从未喜欢过你的老太太！不过我看你已决心要走了。她住在哪儿？你去多久？”

“先生，她住在100英里以外的盖茨赫德。我尽量待的时间短些。”

“答应我只待一星期。”

“先生，我不能答应，可能必须逗留得长些。”

“你不能只身旅行100英里啊！”

“先生，他们派来了车夫。我明天动身。”

罗切斯特先生想了想。

“好吧，你需要些钱，我还没有付给你工资。简，你全部家当有多少？”他笑着问。

我把小钱包拿给他看。他接过去，一边数里面的几个硬币一边笑，然后他掏出自己的钱夹。

“这是50英镑。”他说着递给我一张钞票。

“可你只欠我15英镑啊，先生！”我叫道。

“我再想想，把钱还给我吧。如果你有50镑，可能会在外面待上三个月。这是10镑，够吗？”

“现在你欠我5镑，先生。”我指出。

“那么你就得回来讨债了。”他笑着说。

“先生，还有别的事。你曾告诉我你快要结婚了。如果是这样，阿黛拉应该去上寄宿学校。”

“让她别在可爱的新娘面前碍手碍脚？很有道理。但是你呢？”

“我必须在别处找事做，我会登广告。”

“你敢！”他吼道，“简，答应我，不要找别的工作，由我来处理。”

“先生，我答应，条件是新娘进门前，阿黛拉和我必须离开你家。”

“很好！那现在我们得说再见了。”

“再见，罗切斯特先生。”

第二天我一早就出发了，奔波了一整天。盖茨赫德府渐渐近了，我意识到从我离开这里，九年已经过去了。这期间，我交了些朋友，增长了不少自信，最后也不再恨里德一家了。

我很高兴又见到老朋友贝茜。她嫁给了车夫罗伯特，要照顾她的三个小孩，所以很忙。房子本身一点儿没变，但我的表兄妹显然是变了。伊丽莎现在又高又瘦，面带苦相，穿着非常简朴，脖子上挂着个十字架。而乔治娜依然漂亮，但很胖，穿着非常时髦的衣服。她们见到我似乎并不高兴，实际上多少有点儿不理睬我，而我几乎没注意到她们的失礼。我告诉管家我只住几天，然后径直来到舅妈的屋里。

儿时的生活让我清楚地记得这屋子。我常常被叫进来受罚。我俯下身去吻了她。

“亲爱的舅妈，你好吗？”我问。我曾发誓不再叫她舅妈，但是打破了誓言我并不后悔。我拉住她的手。

“你是简·爱吗？”她问。她脸色尽管已是死灰色，却仍像过去一样严厉。她把手抽了回去。“那孩子给我带来的麻烦，比谁想的都要多！我很高兴把她送到洛伍德去了。约翰！可怜的约翰！他需要那么多钱！我到哪儿去多弄钱呢？会出什么事？”她好像又糊涂又激动，于是我起身让她睡了。

以后几天里，她病情恶化了。我每天都花些时间照顾她，剩下的时间就和表姐妹在一起，听她们讲述未来的计划。伊丽莎打算在母亲去世后参加一个宗教团体，而乔治娜则希望到伦敦和亲戚住在一起，去观赏时装，参加各种晚会。显然她们和母亲没有什么感情，几乎是在盼着她死。

一个风雨交加的夜晚，我又去看望垂死的女人。她正睡在屋里，女儿和仆人们都不理会她。我望着窗外无尽的黑夜，思量着死亡的神秘。我想到了海伦·伯恩斯，她是那么肯定自己会进天堂。我舅妈的灵魂也会进天堂吗？

“你是谁？”我听到病人低语道，“我要见简·爱，我必须告诉她一件事。”

“舅妈，我就是简·爱。”我轻柔地对她说。

“我知道我病得很重。”她虚弱地说，“我死前必须坦白我做的错事。第一，我违背了为你向我丈夫许下的诺言。第二……”她止住了。“也许我没有必要告诉她。”她自言自语道。然后她又说：“不，这不好，我知道我要死了。我必须告诉她，而且要快！简·爱，从我书桌最上面的抽屉里拿一封信，念念。”我照办了。信上说：


亲爱的里德太太：

请将我外甥女简·爱的地址告诉我。我无妻无子，家境富有，希望她能来马迪拉与我同住，并在我去世时继承我的财产。

约翰·爱

于马迪拉



“我怎么从来没听说过？”我吃惊地问。

“我很恨你，就写信告诉他你在洛伍德得猩红热死了。这就是我对你给我惹这么多麻烦的报复！”她恨恨地说。

“亲爱的舅妈，”我说，“别再想这些了。我那时还只是个孩子，难免让人烦。”

“你总是那么生气，那么凶，真是个坏孩子！”

“没有你想象的那么坏。如果你当时允许的话，我会爱你的。舅妈，忘了这一切吧，请吻我一下。”然而现在让她放弃厌恶的习惯已为时太晚，她扭过头去不理我。可怜的女人！她不久就死了，心中仍留着对我的仇恨。盖茨赫德没有一个人为她落泪。




15
The future Mrs Rochester

And so I set out on the long journey back to Thornfield. Mrs Fairfax had written to me while I was at Gateshead, telling me that the guests had all gone, and Mr Rochester had gone to London to buy a carriage for his wedding. It was clear that he would be getting married very soon.

After a long day sitting in the coach, I decided to get out at Millcote, leave my luggage at the hotel, and walk across the fields to Thornfield. It was a warm June evening, and I felt glad to be going home. I had to remind myself sternly that Thornfield was not my permanent home, and that the person I was so looking forward to seeing was perhaps not even thinking of me.

And then I saw him! He was sitting on the gate ahead of me, writing in a notebook. He noticed me at once.

'Hallo!' he cried. I was trembling at the unexpected sight of him, and could not control my voice, so I approached in silence.

'So it's Jane Eyre!' he continued. 'Why didn't you send for a carriage? It's just like you to come on foot from Millcote. Now, what have you been doing for a whole month?'

'I've been looking after my aunt, sir, who's just died.'

'You come from another world, Jane, from the world of the dead. I think you must be a spirit. And absent for a whole month! I'm sure you've quite forgotten me.'

Even though I knew I would soon lose him, he had such power to make me happy that I was in heaven listening to him.

'Did Mrs Fairfax tell you I've been to London?' he asked.

'Oh yes, sir, she did.'

'And I expect she told you why I went there? Well, you must see the carriage I've bought, Jane. It will suit Mrs Rochester perfectly. I only wish I were more handsome, as she's so beautiful. Can't you put one of your spells on me, to make me more attractive for her?'

'That's beyond the power of magic, sir,' I replied, while thinking, 'To someone who loves you, you are handsome enough.'

Mr Rochester was sometimes able to read my thoughts, but this time he just smiled warmly at me, and opened the gate.

'Pass, friend,' he said, 'and welcome home!'

I could have just walked past him in silence, but something made me turn and say quickly, before I could stop myself, 'Thank you, Mr Rochester, for your great kindness. I'm glad to come back to you, and wherever you are is my home — my only home.' I ran across the field and into the house before he had time to answer.

Two weeks passed after my return, with no news of the wedding. There were no preparations at Thornfield, and no visits to the Ingram family, who lived only a few miles away. I almost began to hope.

It was the middle of summer, and every day the sun shone on the green fields, the white, baked roads, and the cool, dark woods. One evening, after Adèle had gone to sleep, I went into the garden. I discovered a quiet place where I thought nobody would find me, but then I noticed Mr Rochester had come into the garden too. Hoping to escape back to the house, I crept quietly behind him while he was bending over to admire an insect, but —

'Jane,' he said suddenly, 'come and look at this beautiful insect. Oh, now he's flown away. No, don't go back to the house, Jane, on such a lovely night. Come and walk with me.' I could not find a reason for leaving him, so I accompanied him in silence.

'Jane,' he began, 'you like Thornfield, don't you? And you even like little Adèle, and old Mrs Fairfax, don't you?'

'I do, sir, I really don't want to leave them.'

'What a pity!' he sighed. 'That's what happens in life. No sooner have you got used to a place than you have to move on.'

'Do I have to move on, sir? Leave Thornfield?'

'I'm afraid you must, Jane.'

'Then you are going to be married, sir?'

'Exactly, Jane. And as you have pointed out, when I take the lovely Miss Ingram as my bride, you and Adèle must leave the house, so I'm looking for a new job for you.'

'I'm sorry to cause you trouble,' I said miserably.

'No trouble at all! In fact I've already heard of a very good job which would be just right for you, teaching the five daughters of an Irish family. You'll like Ireland, I think. They're such friendly people,' he said cheerfully.

'It's such a long way away, sir!' I was fighting to keep my tears back. There was an icy coldness in my heart.

'Away from what, Jane?'

'From England and from Thornfield and —'

'Well?'

'From you, sir!' I could not stop myself, and burst into tears immediately.

'It certainly is very far away,' he said calmly. 'Let's sit on this bench, Jane, like old friends saying goodbye. You know, I sometimes feel as if you and I were connected by a string tying our two hearts together, and if you went to Ireland, I think that string might break and I might bleed to death.'

'I wish... I wish I'd never been born!' I cried. 'I wish I'd never come to Thornfield!' No longer able to control my feelings, I poured out what was in my heart. 'I can't bear to leave! Because here I've been treated kindly. And because I've met you, Mr Rochester, and I can't bear never to see you again. Now I have to leave, I feel as if I'm dying!'

'Why do you have to leave?' he asked innocently.

'Why?' I repeated. amazed. 'Because you're marrying Miss Ingram — she's your bride!'

'My bride! I have no bride!' he answered. 'But I will have one, and you must stay!'

'I can't stay!' I cried furiously. 'Do you think I can watch mother woman become your bride? Do you think I'm a machine, without feelings? Do you think, because I'm small and poor and plain, that I have no soul and no heart? Well you're wrong! I have as much soul and heart as you. It is my spirit that speaks to your spirit! We are equal in the sight of God!'

'We are!' repeated Mr Rochester, taking me in his arms and kissing me. 'Don't struggle, Jane, like a wild restless bird!'

'Let me go, Mr Rochester. I am no bird, but a free human being.' And I managed to break away.

'Yes, Jane, you are free to decide. I ask you to walk through life with me, to be my constant companion.'

'You're laughing at me. You've already chosen your companion for life.' I was crying quietly, while Mr Rochester looked gently and seriously at me.

'Jane,' he said, 'I ask you to be my wife. You are my equal, Jane. Will you marry me? Don't you believe me?'

'Not at all,' I answered.

'I'll convince you! Listen, I don't love Miss Ingram and she doesn't love me. She only liked me for my wealth, and when I, disguised as the gipsy woman, told her that I had only a little money, she and her mother lost interest in me. You strange magical spirit, I love you! You, small and poor and plain, I ask you to marry me!'

'You want to marry me?' I cried, almost beginning to believe him. 'But I have no friends, no money, no family!'

'I don't care, Jane! Say yes, quickly! It's cruel to make me suffer like this! Give me my name, say, "Edward, I'll marry you!"' he cried, his face very pale in the moonlight.

'Are you serious? Do you really love me? Do you honestly want me to be your wife?' I asked.

'I swear it.'

'Then, Edward, I will marry you.'

'My little wife!' He held me in his arms for a long time, kissing me gently. Once he murmured, 'No family! That's good. No family to interfere!' and then, 'I don't care what people think!' and again and again, 'Are you happy, Jane?' I thought of nothing except the great happiness of being with him for ever.

But while we were talking the weather had changed. A strong wind was now blowing and there was a loud crack of thunder. Suddenly rain poured down, and although we hurried back to the house, we were quite wet when we arrived in the hall. We did not notice Mrs Fairfax standing in the shadows.

'Good night, my darling,' he said, kissing me repeatedly. As I ran upstairs, I caught sight of the old lady's shocked face.

'Tomorrow I'll explain to her,' I thought. Just then I was too happy to think about anything except our bright future.

Outside, the storm continued furiously all night, and in the morning we discovered that the great tree at the bottom of the garden, which had stood for hundreds of years, had been hit by lightning and torn in half.



permanent adj. always lasting. 永久的。

wedding n. marriage; ceremony when a man and a woman marry. 婚礼；结婚。

creep (crept, crept) v. move slowly, quietly, or secretly. 蹑手蹑脚地走。

string n. piece of cord for tying things. 线；细绳。

innocently adv. 天真地。

break away v. escape (from someone). 逃走；逃离。

convince v. persuade. 说服；使信服。

swear v. make a strong promise. 发誓；宣誓。

crack n. sudden, loud noise made by a gun, whip, thunder, etc. 爆裂声；劈啪声。

storm n. time for bad weather, strong wind, heavy rain, thunder, lightning, etc. 暴风雨。




15　未来的罗切斯特太太
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于是我踏上了返回特恩费得的漫长旅途。我在盖茨赫德时，费尔法斯太太曾写信给我，告诉我客人们都走了，罗切斯特先生也去了伦敦，为他的婚礼购置马车。他显然是很快就要结婚了。

我在马车里坐了整整一天，于是决定在米尔考特下车，将行李留在旅馆里，步行走过田野，回到特恩费得。6月的夜晚温暖宜人，想到要回家了，我感到非常高兴。我不得不时时严肃地警告自己特恩费得不是我永久的家，我热切希望见到的那个人可能根本想都不想我。

后来我看到了他！他就坐在我前头的大门口，正往笔记本里写着什么。他一下子就看见了我。

“你好啊！”他喊道。意外地见到他让我浑身发抖，无法控制自己的声音，于是我静静地走了过去。

“那么是简·爱了！”他接着说，“你为什么没叫马车去？走着从米尔考特回来，这正像你。好了，你整整一个月都干什么了？”

“先生，我一直照顾舅妈，她刚去世。”

“简，你来自另一个世界，一个死人的世界，我想你肯定是个幽灵。离开整整一个月！我肯定你已经把我忘了。”

尽管我知道我很快就会失去他，但他使我感到幸福的力量是那么强大，听到他的声音我就像进了天堂。

“费尔法斯太太告诉过你我去伦敦了吗？”他问。

“噢，是的，先生，她告诉我了。”

“我想她也跟你说了我为什么去？好了，你必须看看我买的新马车，它完全配得上罗切斯特太太。我只希望自己长得好看些，因为她是那么美。你不能给我念个咒语，让我对她更有吸引力吗？”

“先生，这是魔力无能为力的。”我一边回答一边想：“对于爱你的人来说，你已经够英俊的了。”

罗切斯特先生有时可以看透我的心思，但这次他只是对我热切地微笑，并打开了大门。

“请进，朋友，”他说，“欢迎回家！”

我本可以静静地从他面前走过，可不知什么让我转过身来，没等我止住自己，话已说出了口：“罗切斯特先生，谢谢你的盛情。我很高兴回到你这里，你在哪儿，哪儿就是我的家，我唯一的家。”我不等他答话就跑过院子进了房间。

我回来后已经两星期了，却没有婚礼的消息。特恩费得没做任何准备，没人去看望仅几英里之遥的英格姆一家。我几乎在盼着婚礼了。

时值仲夏，每天骄阳都照耀着绿色的田野，白的、烤硬的路面和凉爽的深绿色树林。一天晚上阿黛拉入睡后，我走进花园。我找了个自认为谁也找不到我的僻静处，可是这时我看到罗切斯特先生也来到花园。我希望能溜回屋去，于是从他背后蹑手蹑脚地走着。他正弯下身去观赏一只小虫子。可是——

他突然说：“简，过来看看这只美丽的小虫子。噢，它现在飞了。别走，简，这么美好的夜晚，别回屋里去，过来跟我走走。”我找不到离开他的藉口，便默默地陪着他。

“简，”他开始说道，“你喜欢特恩费得，是不是？你甚至喜欢小阿黛拉和费尔法斯老太太，对吗？”

“是的，先生。我真不愿离开她们。”

“真可惜！”他叹息道，“生活就是这样。你刚刚适应一个地方，就得搬走了。”

“先生，我必须搬走吗？离开特恩费得吗？”

“简，恐怕你必须这样。”

“那么你要结婚了，先生？”

“简，正是这样。正像你所说的，当我娶可爱的英格姆小姐为妻时，你和阿黛拉必须离开我家，所以我正在给你找新工作。”

“对不起，麻烦你了。”我痛苦地说。

“一点儿不麻烦。实际上我已经听说有份很不错的工作，正适合你，到一户爱尔兰人家教五个女孩。我想你会喜欢爱尔兰的，那儿的人非常友好的。”他快活地说道。

“先生，这太远了！”我努力抑制住自己的泪水，心里感到冰一样冷。

“简，离什么太远了？”

“离英格兰，离特恩费得，还有离——”

“嗯？”

“离你，先生。”我无法克制自己，眼泪一下子涌了出来。

“的确非常遥远。”他平静地说，“简，我们一块坐坐，就像老朋友道别一样。你知道，我有时感到我们两个是连在一起的，一根线系着我们的两颗心。如果你去爱尔兰，那根线可能会绷断，我会流血死去的。”

“我希望……我希望我根本没来到人世！”我叫道，“我希望我永远没来过特恩费得！”我再也无法控制自己的感情，一下子倾诉出我的心声。“离开这里我无法忍受！因为在这里我得到善待，因为我遇到了你，罗切斯特先生，我不能忍受再也见不到你。现在我必须离开，我觉得我要死了！”

“你为什么要走呢？”他茫然地问。

“为什么？”我吃惊地重复着，“因为你要娶英格姆小姐——她是你的新娘！”

“我的新娘！我没有新娘！”他答道，“不过我会有的，而你必须留下！”

“我不能留下，”我恼怒地说，“你认为我能看着别的女人成为你的新娘吗？你认为我是机器没有感情吗？你以为我弱小、贫穷、平凡就没有灵魂、没有心吗？那么，你错了！我和你一样有血有肉。我的灵魂在对你的灵魂讲话！我们在上帝眼里是平等的！”

“我们是！”罗切斯特重复着，把我揽在怀里，吻着我。“简，别像只不安的小野鸟一样挣扎！”

“罗切斯特先生，让我走。我不是鸟，而是个自由人。”我努力挣脱了出来。

“是的，简，你可以自由决定。我请求你在生活中与我同行，做我永远的伴侣。”

“你在取笑我，你已经选择了自己的生命伴侣。”我无声地哭着，罗切斯特先生温柔而严肃地看着我。

“简，”他说，“我请求你做我的妻子。简，我们是一样的。你嫁给我吗？你不相信我吗？”

“一点儿也不相信。”我回答。

“我会说服你的。听着，我不爱英格姆小姐，她也不爱我。她为我的财才爱我，而当我装扮成吉普赛女人告诉她我只有一点钱时，她和她母亲都对我失去了兴趣。你这奇怪的带着魔力的小精灵，我爱你！你，弱小、贫穷、平凡，我请求你嫁给我！”

“你想娶我？”我叫道，几乎有点儿相信他了。“可是我没有朋友，没有钱，没有亲人！”

“简，我不在乎。快答应！让我这么痛苦，真是太残酷了！讲我的名字，说：‘爱德华，我嫁给你！’”他喊着，脸色在月光下那么苍白。

“你是认真的？你真的爱我？你真的希望我成为你的妻子？”我问。

“我发誓！”

“那么，爱德华，我嫁给你。”

“我的小妻子！”他久久地搂着我，温柔地吻着我。他一时低语着：“没有亲人，这很好。没有家庭的干涉。”一时又说：“我才不管别人怎么想呢！”他重复了一遍又一遍：“简，你幸福吗？”我心里没有别的，只想着能和他永远在一起是多么幸福。

我们说话时，天突然变了，大风骤起，并响了一声炸雷。忽然大雨倾盆而下，尽管我们赶紧跑进屋去，到大厅时还是湿透了。我们没注意到费尔法斯太太站在暗处。

“亲爱的，晚安！”他说，不停地吻着我。我跑上楼时，看到了老太太脸上吃惊的表情。

“明天我再向她解释。”我心想。这时我太高兴了，除了我们的美好未来，再无暇顾及别的。

外面雷雨一夜未停。早晨，我们发现花园深处一棵已挺立几百年的大树被雷击中，劈成了两半。
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Preparing for the wedding

I was, a little nervous before seeing Mr Rochester next morning. Was I really going to marry him, or was it all a dream? But I soon felt calmer when he came to meet me and kissed me.

'Jane, you look well and smiling and pretty,' he said. 'You will be Jane Rochester in four weeks' time, not a day more. I'll send for my family jewels, which are kept in a London bank. They are for my bride, whether she's a great lady or a governess.'

'Oh no, sir!' I cried. 'I'm too plain for jewels! I'm not used to wearing them.'

'I insist, Jane. Today I'm taking you in the carriage to Millcote to buy you some elegant clothes. In a month's time we'll have a quiet wedding in the local church, and after a few days in London we'll travel through all the countries of Europe.'

'Well, sir, you seem very eager to please me, but I wonder if you will agree to a request of mine.'

'Ask me anything, Jane, anything!'

'Indeed I will. This is my request. I ask you not to give me jewels and fine clothes.'

'If that's really your wish, I agree. But can't you think of anything I can give you?'

'Well, I'd like you to give me the answer to a question.'

He looked worried, and turned away from me.

'Curiosity is dangerous,' he said. 'I may not be able to agree to this particular request. Well, what is it?'

'How stern you look! I suppose that's how you will look when we are married! This is what I want to know. Why did you take such trouble to make me believe you wished to marry Miss Ingram?'

He stopped frowning at once and smiled down at me.

'Is that all? What a relief! All right, I shall have to confess, although you may be angry with me. Jane — as angry as you were last night, when you told me we were equal. Well, I pretended to love Miss Ingram to make you madly jealous. I wanted you to be as much in love with me as I was with you.'

'And I suppose you didn't care at all about poor Miss Ingram's feelings?'

'She only has one feeling — pride. Were you jealous, Jane?'

'Never mind, Mr Rochester. One more request — please explain everything to Mrs Fairfax. She looked so shocked last night!'

When I visited the old housekeeper later that day, I found she was amazed by the news that I was going to marry the master.

'I would never have thought it!' she kept repeating. 'Mr Rochester, so proud and such a gentleman! To marry his governess!' She examined me closely, as if to discover the reason for this strange event, and shook her head, still puzzled. 'He's twenty years older than you! He could be your father!'

'No, indeed, Mrs Fairfax,' I replied crossly. 'He looks much younger than that!'

'Is he really going to marry you for love?' she asked.

I was so hurt by her amazement that tears came to my eyes.

'Why?' I asked. 'Do you think he couldn't possibly love me?'

'No, no, Miss Eyre, but you must realize that this is a very unusual situation. You must be careful of your reputation. I advise you to keep him at a distance until you are married.'

Although I was upset by the old lady's words, I followed her advice, and in the weeks before the wedding I went on teaching Adèle as usual. Only in the evenings did I spend some time with Mr Rochester, and I was careful not to allow him to hold me in his arms or kiss me. Sometimes he was angry with me and called me a 'hard little thing' or 'a cruel spirit', but I preferred that to being called 'my darling'. I saw that Mrs Fairfax approved of my correct behaviour, and I knew that he respected me for it. But it was not easy for me. I would rather have shown him my love. My future husband was becoming my whole world, and more than that, my hope of heaven.

At last the night before the wedding arrived. My clothes were packed and I was ready. But I was anxious to see Mr Rochester, who had been away on business, so I ran out of the quiet house to meet him on the road. A wild, stormy wind was blowing, and in the garden I passed the wreck of the great tree. Then suddenly I saw him riding towards me.

'You see!' he shouted. 'You can't do without me! Jump up onto my horse!' Together we rode back to Thornfield. While he ate dinner, I sat quietly beside him. He looked closely at me.

'You look sad, Jane,' he said. 'Is anything wrong? Are you nervous about your new life?'

'No,' I replied firmly. 'I'm not worried about that, because I love you. But last night I had a strange dream, a terrible dream! It was dark and windy outside, and before I went to sleep I could hear a dog growling in the distance. In my dream I was carrying a small child in my arms down a long road. I was trying to catch up with you, but I couldn't.'

'And you still worry about a foolish dream, when I'm close to you? But say you love me again, Jane.'

'I do love you, Edward. But I haven't finished my story.'

'Is there more? Well, go on.'

'I dreamed that Thornfield was totally destroyed, just a heap of stones. I was still carrying the child, but now I could see you riding away into the distance. I knew you would never come back! Then I woke up.'

'That's all then, Jane. Nothing to worry about.'

'No, wait. There was candle-light in my room, and a strange shape examining the wedding dress hanging in my cupboard. My blood ran cold. It wasn't Mrs Fairfax or any of the servants, it wasn't even Grace Poole. It was a horrible sight!'

'Describe the shape, Jane.'

'It looked like a tall woman, with long thick dark hair hanging down. She took up the beautiful veil you bought me, put it on her own head, then turned to admire herself in the mirror. It was then that I saw her wild, inhuman face! She removed the veil, tore it in two and threw it on the floor.'

'And then?' Mr Rochester seemed almost nervous.

'She came to my bedside, put her candle close to my face and stared fiercely at me. I must have fainted, and I suppose she left. Now can you tell me who or what that woman was?'

'Jane, you are too sensitive. That was just a dream. Don't think about it any more!' he answered comfortingly.

'That's just what I said to myself when I woke up this morning, but when I looked on the floor, there was the veil, torn in two halves!' I felt Mr Rochester suddenly tremble.

'To think what might have happened!' he cried, throwing his arms around me. 'Thank God it was only the veil!' After a few moments he said calmly, 'Now, Jane, be sensible. That woman must have been Grace Poole. There is no other explanation.'

'Perhaps you're right,' I admitted slowly.

'One day I'll explain to you why I keep her in my house. But tonight, go and sleep in Adèle's room. You'll be quite safe there. Just dream about our future!'



nervous adj. afraid; worried. 害怕的；紧张的

curiosity n. the desire to know or learn. 好奇心；爱打听的癖好。

pack v. put things into a case, boxes, etc. for traveling or storing. 收拾衣物；捆扎。

wreck n. a person or thing in the state of being ruined or destroyed. 残骸；毁坏。

veil n. thin covering that a woman puts over her head or face. 面纱；头巾。

halves n. 名词half的复数形式。




16　准备婚礼
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第二天早上，我有些害怕见到罗切斯特先生。我是真的要和他结婚了，还是做了一场梦？但是，他来看我，吻了我，我很快平静下来。

“简，你气色不错，有了笑容，还那么漂亮。”他说，“四星期后你将成为简·罗切斯特，一天也不会多。我会派人取来存在伦敦银行里的祖传珠宝。它们是留给我的新娘的，不管她是位了不起的贵妇还是家庭教师。”

“噢，不，先生。”我说，“我太平凡了，配不上珠宝，我也不习惯戴首饰。”

“简，我一定要你戴。今天我带你坐马车到米尔考特去买些漂亮衣服。一个月后，我们就在本地的教堂里举办安安静静的婚礼，在伦敦待几天后，我们要走遍欧洲所有的国家。”

“好了，先生，你好像急着要让我高兴，但不知你可否答应我一个小小的请求。”

“说吧，简，要什么都行！”

“我是要说。这就是我的要求：我请你不要给我珠宝和漂亮的衣服。”

“如果你真这么想，我就答应你。但是你就不能想想我能送给你点儿什么？”

“我希望你给我一个问题的答案。”

他看上去有些担心，转身背对着我。

“好奇是危险的。”他说，“我或许无法答应这个特别的请求。好吧，什么问题？”

“你怎么这么严厉！我想我们结婚后你就会是这个样子！这就是我想知道的：你为什么费那么大功夫让我相信你想娶英格姆小姐？”

他立即眉头舒展，微笑着俯视着我。

“就这个？真让我松了口气。好吧，我必须坦白，不过也许会惹你生气，就像昨晚上你跟我说我们是平等的那时候一样生气。我假装爱英格姆小姐，是为了让你嫉妒得发狂。我希望你能像我爱你一样地爱我。”

“那么我想你一点儿也不顾及可怜的英格姆小姐的感情？”

“她只有一种感情——傲慢。简，你嫉妒过吗？”

“没什么，罗切斯特先生。还有一个请求——请向费尔法斯太太解释这一切。昨天晚上她吃惊不小。”

那天我去看老管家时，发现她对我要与主人结婚的消息惊诧不已。

“我永远想不到！”她一直反复说着，“罗切斯特先生，这么骄傲，这么一位绅士！要娶他的家庭教师！”她仔细打量着我，似乎想为这件怪事找出点儿什么缘由。她摇着头，还是搞不懂。“他比你年长二十岁，可以当你父亲了！”

“不，费尔法斯太太。”我不悦地答道，“他看上去当然比这年轻。”

“他真是因为爱你才跟你结婚吗？”她问。

我被她的大惊小怪刺痛了，眼泪不禁涌了上来。

“怎么了？”我问，“你觉得他不可能爱上我？”

“不，不，爱小姐，但你必须知道这种情况很不寻常，你得注意自己的名声。我建议你结婚之前和他保持距离。”

尽管老太太的话让我不高兴，我还是听从了劝告，在婚礼前的几星期里继续照常给阿黛拉上课。只有晚上我才和罗切斯特先生待上一会儿，并小心翼翼地不让他搂抱或亲吻我。有时他生我的气，叫我“顽固的小东西”或者“残酷的精灵”，但我更愿听这个，而不愿听他叫我“我亲爱的”。我看出费尔法斯太太赞许我的正确举动，也知道他也因此而尊重我。但是，这对于我并非易事，我宁愿向他表露我的爱。我未来的丈夫已成了我世界的全部，还不止于此，他是我希望的天堂。

婚礼的前夜终于来临，我的衣服都已收拾停当，我也做好了准备。但我很想见到罗切斯特先生，他因事外出了。于是我跑出静悄悄的屋子，到路上去迎候他。狂风呼啸着，我走过花园里倒地的大树，突然看到他策马向我奔来。

“你瞧！”他喊道，“你不能没有我！快上马！”我们一起骑马回到特恩费得。他吃晚饭时，我就静静地坐在他身边。他端详着我。

“简，你好像有点悲伤。”他说，“有什么事吗？你对新生活担心吗？”

“不。”我坚定地答道，“我不担心，因为我爱你。可是昨晚我做了一个奇怪的梦，一个可怕的梦！外面很黑，刮着风，临睡前我还听到远处的狗叫。梦中我抱着一个小孩走在一条漫漫长路上。我努力追赶着你，却追不上。”

“我离你这么近，你还为这个愚蠢的梦担心吗？简，再说一遍你爱我。”

“爱德华，我真的爱你。不过，我的话还没说完。”

“还有吗？好吧，接着讲。”

“我梦见特恩费得全被毁了，只剩下一堆石头。我仍抱着孩子，不过这时我见你骑马走向远方。我知道你永远不回来了！然后我就醒了。”

“简，就这些吧！没什么好担心的。”

“不，等等。我的房间里有烛光，一个奇怪的人影仔细察看着我挂在衣柜里的婚纱。我的血都凝住了。那既不是费尔法斯太太，也不是哪个仆人，甚至连格丽丝·普尔都不是。那是一个可怕的景象！”

“简，形容一下那个样子。”

“那看上去像个高个子女人，浓浓的长发披垂下来。她拿起你给我买的漂亮的面纱，盖在自己头上，然后转身照着镜子欣赏。正是这时我才看到她那张狂野的、不像人长的脸！她取下面纱，将它撕成两半，扔到了地上。”

“然后呢？”罗切斯特似乎有些紧张起来了。

“她来到我床边，用蜡烛照着我的脸，凶狠地盯着我。我一定晕过去了，她大概也离开了。现在你能告诉我这女人是谁或者是什么吗？”

“简，你太敏感了。那只是个梦，别再想它了！”他安慰着。

“这也是早晨醒来时我对自己说的，可我看地上的时候，那儿真有面纱，而且撕成了两半！”我感到罗切斯特突然抖了一下。

“想想可能出什么事吧！”他叫道，伸手抱住了我。“谢天谢地只是个面纱！”过了一会儿，他镇静地说：“好了，简，理智些。那女人一定是格丽丝·普尔。没有别的解释。”

“也许你是对的。”我迟疑地答应着。

“总有一天我会向你解释为什么把她留在我家的。不过今晚你到阿黛拉的房间里睡，你会很安全的。做个好梦，想想我们的未来！”
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The wedding day

We had no friends or family to accompany us to the church. I had not told my Reed cousins about our wedding, but I had written to my uncle, John Eyre, in Madeira. Mr Rochester was in such a hurry that he only allowed me a short time to put on my wedding dress and veil.

'Jane, you look lovely,' he said. 'But you can only have ten minutes for breakfast!' We almost ran up the road to the church, his strong hand holding mine. His dark face looked stern, and he did not speak. I did not notice the weather or my surroundings at all, I only wanted to know why he looked so fierce. Suddenly he noticed how pale I was, and stopped for a moment to let me get my breath back. Then we walked more slowly into the church.

The priest and the clerk were waiting for us. There was nobody else except two strangers who were standing at the back of the church. The ceremony began, and soon I heard the priest come to the point in the wedding where he had to ask, 'Is there any reason why these two people should not be married?'

The priest paused for a second, as was the custom, but before he could continue, a voice from the back of the church said clearly,

'There is a reason. '

The priest looked up from his book, and stood silent. Mr Rochester said in his deep voice, without turning his head, 'Continue with the ceremony.'

Silence fell again. Then the priest shook his head. 'I must investigate this first,' he said. One of the strangers from the back of the church came forward and said, calmly and quietly,

'This wedding cannot continue, because Mr Rochester is already married.'

I felt as if I had been hit. Mr Rochester's whole face was like colourless marble. Without speaking or smiling, he was holding me tightly round the waist, as if he would never let go.

'Who are you?' he growled at the stranger. 'And tell me what you know of this supposed wife of mine.'

'I'm a lawyer, sir. I have a certificate here proving that you married Bertha Mason in the West Indies fifteen years ago.'

'That may prove I've been married, but it doesn't prove that she's still alive.'

'I can produce a witness,' said the lawyer, 'who has seen her alive recently.'

'Produce him — or go to hell!' said Mr Rochester.

'Here he is. Mr Mason!' called the lawyer. And the second stranger slowly approached from the shadows, his pale face looking frightened. Mr Rochester, staring furiously at him, raised his strong right arm to knock him down.

'No!' cried Mason, trembling. Mr Rochester dropped his arm, and turned away in disgust.

'Sir,' said the priest, frowning, 'don't forget we are in the house of God. Mr Mason, please tell us if this gentleman's wife is still alive.'

'She's at Thornfield Hall,' replied Mason in a weak voice. 'I'm her brother and I've seen her there.'

'Thornfield Hall!' cried the priest. 'I've lived here for years, and I've never heard of a Mrs Rochester!'

'I was careful to keep her a secret,' murmured Mr Rochester, frowning. After a few minutes' thought, he announced, 'I must reveal the truth, I suppose. There will be no wedding today. No doubt God will punish me for this. What this lawyer says is true. I've been married, and my wife still lives! I was tricked into marrying her when I was young, in the West Indies. Madness runs in her family, but they didn't tell me that. Now she's more of an animal than a woman. I keep her locked away, guarded by my old servant Grace Poole. I invite you all to come to my house to see her, and to judge whether I had the right to ask this innocent young girl to marry me. Follow me!'

Still holding me firmly, he left the church, followed by the others. At the door of Thornfield Hall, Mrs Fairfax, Adèle and the servants rushed forward, smiling, to congratulate us.

'Too late!' cried the master, waving them away. 'Your congratulations are fifteen years too late!' We all went up to the top floor, and entered the room where Mason had been attacked. Mr Rochester lifted the curtain, opened the secret door and showed us the little room. Grace Poole was making soup over a fire, and behind her a shape crawled on the floor. It was hard to say whether it was animal or human. It growled like a wild animal, but it wore clothes, and had long, thick, dark hair.

'How are you, Mrs Poole?' asked the master. 'And how is your patient today?'

'Not bad, sir,' answered Grace, 'but be careful. She'll try and bite you if she sees you, sir.' Just then the shape turned and with a fierce cry attacked Mr Rochester violently. I recognized her dark, ugly face. They struggled for a moment, and then he held her down and, with Mrs Poole's help, tied her to a chair. He turned to the others with a bitter smile.

'You see, gentlemen, this is my wife. This is the partner I have to live with for ever. And instead I wished to have this' (laying his hand on my shoulder) '... this young girl. Can you honestly blame me? Compare the two, and then judge me!'

We all left the room silently. As we went downstairs the lawyer said to me, 'I know you weren't aware of this, Miss Eyre. Nobody will blame you, and Mr Mason will tell your uncle so, when he goes back to Madeira.'

'My uncle! Do you know him?' I asked, surprised.

'I'm his lawyer. Mr Mason and he have often done business together. On his way back to the West Indies, Mr Mason stopped in Madeira and stayed with Mr Eyre, who mentioned that his niece was going to marry a Mr Rochester.'

'Yes, I wrote to tell him I was getting married,' I said.

'Well, when Mr Mason explained that Mr Rochester was already married, your uncle sent him straight back to England to prevent you from marrying and making a terrible mistake. I'm afraid your uncle is very ill and will probably die soon, so I think you had better stay in England, until you receive further news of him.'

After the gentlemen had left, I entered my room and locked the door. Slowly I took off my wedding dress and veil. I was weak and exhausted, and only just beginning to realize what had happened. Could I ever again trust the being I had turned into a sort of god? I would not think of him as evil, but he could not have felt real love for me. How foolish I had been to believe him, and love him so much! My hopes were all dead, and my future was empty. I lay on my bed, faint and wishing for death, while darkness swam around me.



priest n. religious man who looks after a church and its people. 教士；牧师。

marble n. hard stone for statues and special buildings. 大理石。

frown v. move the eyebrows together when angry, worried, etc. 皱眉。

bitter adj. sad. 辛酸的；痛苦的。

exhausted adj. very tired. 精疲力竭的。




17　婚礼
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我们没有朋友或家人陪伴去教堂。我没有把婚礼的事告诉里德家的表姊妹，但给马迪拉的约翰·爱舅舅写了信。罗切斯特先生那么心急，只给了我很短的时间让我穿上结婚礼服、戴好面纱。

“简，你可爱极了。”他说，“不过你只有十分钟吃早饭！”我们几乎是跑着来到教堂，他有力的臂膀搂着我，深色的脸膛表情严肃，一语不发。我根本没有注意到天气和周围的环境，只是纳闷他为什么看上去这么严厉。突然他注意到我脸色发白，赶紧停了一下让我喘口气。然后，我们放慢脚步，走进教堂。

牧师和执事正等着我们。除了教堂后面站着的两个陌生人，再无他人。仪式开始了，很快牧师就进行到了婚礼中他必须问的一句：“有没有理由说明这俩人不应结婚？”

牧师照例停顿了一会儿，然而在他继续之前，教堂后面传来一个清晰的声音：

“是有一个理由。”

牧师从书本中抬起头来，静静地站着。罗切斯特先生没有回头，用他深沉的声音说：“仪式继续进行。”

又是一阵沉默。然后，牧师摇着头说：“我必须先调查一下。”其中一个陌生人从教堂后面走上前来，镇静地轻声说：

“婚礼不能继续，因为罗切斯特先生已经结婚了。”

我觉得自己像被猛击了一下。罗切斯特先生的脸整个变成了无色的大理石。他既没说话也没有笑，只是紧紧搂着我的腰，好像永远不想放手似的。

“你是谁？”他冲陌生人吼道，“告诉我，关于我所谓的妻子你知道些什么！”

“先生，我是律师。我有文件在此证明十五年前你在西印度群岛和伯莎·梅森结了婚。”

“这可能证明我结过婚，但不证明她还活着。”

“我有证人。”律师说，“他最近看到她还活着。”

“让他出来，不然就下地狱去！”罗切斯特说。

“他在这儿。梅森先生！”律师叫道。另一个陌生人从暗处走近，他的脸吓得发白。罗切斯特先生愤怒地瞪着他，举起强壮的右臂，要把他打翻在地。

“不！”梅森发抖地叫着。罗切斯特放下手，厌恶地扭过头去。

牧师皱着眉头说：“先生，不要忘记我们是在上帝的圣殿里。梅森先生，请告诉我们这位先生的妻子是不是还活着。”

“她就在特恩费得。”梅森用虚弱的声音说，“我是她哥哥，曾在那儿见过她。”

“特恩费得！”牧师大声说，“我在这里住了这么多年，从来没听说过什么罗切斯特太太！”

“我小心翼翼地保守着这个秘密。”罗切斯特先生紧皱眉头嘟哝着。他沉思了几分钟，宣布说：“我想我必须以实相告了。今天没有婚礼了，无疑上帝会因此而惩罚我。律师说的是对的，我曾结过婚，我的妻子还活着。我年轻时在西印度群岛，被骗娶了她。她家族有癫狂病，但他们并没告诉我。现在她更像野兽，而不是女人。我把她锁起来了，让我的老仆格丽丝·普尔看守着。我请你们各位都到我家去看看她，去判断一下我是否有资格要求这个无辜的女孩嫁给我。跟我来！”

他仍然紧紧搂着我，离开了教堂，其他人跟在后面。到了特恩费得门口，费尔法斯太太、阿黛拉和仆人们都跑过来，笑着向我们道喜。

“太晚了！”主人喊道，挥手让他们走开。“你们的祝贺迟到了十五年！”我们都走上顶层，来到梅森受袭击的那间屋子。罗切斯特先生掀起布帘，打开暗门，让我们看到了小房间。格丽丝·普尔正在炉子上烧汤，身后一个东西伏在地上，很难看出那究竟是人还是动物，像野生动物一样咆哮着，但穿着衣服，黑发又多又长。

“普尔太太，你好吗？”主人问，“今天你的病人怎么样？”

“还不错，先生。”格丽丝说，“不过，要小心。她如果看到你会咬你的，先生。”正在这时那东西转过身来，尖叫着向罗切斯特先生扑来。我认出了她那张丑恶的黑脸。他们挣扎了一会儿，他在普尔太太的帮助下，把她按倒在椅子上，绑了起来。他苦笑着转向其余的人。

“先生们，你们看，这就是我妻子。这就是我不得不永远与之为伴的人。相反，我想要得到这位”（他把手放到我肩上）“……这位姑娘。你们能真心责怪我吗？比较一下，然后再对我裁决！”

我们都沉默着离开了小屋。下楼时律师对我说：“爱小姐，我知道你不了解这一切。谁也不会怪你，梅森先生回到马迪拉时也会这么对你舅舅说。”

“我舅舅！你认识他？”我惊奇地问。

“我是他的律师。梅森先生和他常在一起做生意。在回西印度群岛的路上，梅森在马迪拉停留，住在爱先生那儿，并听他说他的外甥女要和一位罗切斯特先生结婚。”

“是的，我曾写信告诉他我要结婚了。”我说。

“那么，梅森先生向他解释说罗切斯特先生已经结婚了，你舅舅让他立刻回英格兰，阻止你结婚，以免铸成大错。我担心你舅舅病得很重，可能不久就会死去，所以我觉得你该留在英格兰，等待他的进一步消息。”

先生们走后，我回到自己的房间，锁上了门。我慢慢脱掉礼服，摘下面纱。我虚弱而疲劳，才刚刚开始意识到已经发生的一切。我还能再相信几乎被我当成了上帝的那个人吗？我不会认为他是邪恶的，但他不可能真正地爱过我。我相信他，那么爱他，是多么愚蠢啊！我的一切希望都破灭了，我的未来成了泡影。我躺在床上，昏沉沉的，只想死去。黑暗慢慢将我笼罩了起来。




18
Mr Rochester's explanation

Sometime in the afternoon I recovered a little, but I felt faint as I stood up, and realized I had not eaten anything all day. So I opened my bedroom door and almost fell over Mr Rochester, who was sitting in a chair just outside.

'I've been waiting for you all this time, Jane,' he said. 'And I haven't heard you scream or shout or cry. Aren't you angry with me? I never meant to hurt you. Will you ever forgive me?'

He sounded so sincere that I forgave him at once in my heart.

'Scold me, Jane! Tell me how wicked I am!' he said.

'Sir, I can't. I feel tired and weak. I want some water.'

He took me in his arms and carried me downstairs to the library, where he put me in front of the fire, and gave me a glass of wine. I began to feel better. He bent to kiss me, but I turned my face determinedly away.

'What!' he cried. 'You refuse to kiss me! Because I'm Bertha Mason's husband? Is that it?'

'Yes, sir.'

'I know you very well, Jane. I know how firm you are when you've decided something. You're planning to destroy my hope of happiness. You intend to be a stranger to me from now on. And if I'm friendly towards you in future, you'll remind yourself, "That man nearly made me his mistress — I must be ice-cold to him," and ice-cold is what you'll be.'

'It's true, sir,' I said, trying to stop my voice from trembling, 'that everything around me has changed, so I must change too. Adèle must have a new governess.'

'Oh, Adèle will go to boarding school. I've already decided that. And you and I will both leave this house, this narrow stone hell, this house of living death. We can never be happy here, under the same roof as that woman. Oh, I hate her!'

'You shouldn't hate her, sir,' I said. 'It's not her fault she's mad, poor thing.'

'Jane, my darling, it's not because she's mad that I hate her. If you were mad, I wouldn't hate you. I'd look after you lovingly. But why talk of madness? We are all ready to travel, everything is packed. Tomorrow we'll leave. I have a place to go to, where nobody will find us or talk about us—'

'And take Adèle with you, sir, she'll be a companion for you,' I interrupted. I knew I had to tell him soon.

'Adèle? What do you mean, Jane? She's going to school. I don't want her, I want you with me. Do you understand?'

I did, but I slowly shook my head. He was becoming angry, and was staring fiercely at me. He looked as if he was about to lose control. I was not at all afraid, because I knew 1 still had the power to calm him. So I took his hand and stroked it, saying,

'Sit down, sir, I'll talk or listen to you as long as you like.' I had been struggling with tears for some time and now I let them flow freely. It was a great relief.

'Don't cry, Jane, please be calm,' he begged.

'How can I be calm when you're so angry?'

'I'm not angry, but I love you so much, and your pale little face looked so stern and decided.' He tried to put his arm round me, but I would not let him.

'Jane!' he said sadly, 'you don't love me, then?'

'I do love you,' I answered, 'more than ever, but this is the last time I can say it. There is only one thing for me to do, but you'll be furious if I mention it.'

'Oh, mention it! If I'm angry, you can always burst into tears,' he said, with a half-smile.

'Mr Rochester, I must leave you. I must start a new life among strangers.'

'Of course. I told you we would leave. I'll ignore that nonsense about you leaving me. You'll be Mrs Rochester and I'll be your husband until I die. We'll live happily and innocently together in a little white house I have in the south of France. Jane, don't shake your head, or I'll get angry.'

'Sir, your wife is alive,' I dared to say, although he was looking aggressively at me, 'and if I lived with you like that, I'd be your mistress.'

'I'm a fool!' he said suddenly. 'I haven't told you the whole story! Oh, I'm sure you'll agree when you know everything! Listen, Jane, you know that my father loved money very much?'

'I heard someone say that, yes, sir.'

'Well, he hated the idea of dividing the family property, so he left it all to my elder brother. But that meant I would be poor unless I married a rich wife, so he decided I should marry Bertha Mason, the daughter of his wealthy friend Jonas Mason. I was young and easily impressed, so when I saw her in the West Indies, beautiful and elegantly dressed, I thought I loved her. What a fool I was then! After the wedding I learned that my bride's mother and younger brother were both mad. Dick Mason will probably be in the same state one day. My father knew all this, but did not tell me. I soon found that Bertha and I had nothing in common. Not only was she coarse and stupid, her madness also made her violent. I lived with her for four years. By now my father and brother were dead, so I was rich, but I considered myself poor, because I was tied to a mad wife until death.'

'I pity you, sir, I do pity you.'

'Pity, Jane, is an insult from some people, but from you I accept it as the mother of love. Well, I had moments of despair when I intended to shoot myself, but in the end I decided to bring the mad woman back to Thornfield Hall, where nobody knew that we were married. She has lived here ever since. Even Mrs Fairfax and the servants don't know the whole truth about her. But although I pay Grace Poole well, and trust her absolutely, she sometimes drinks too much and allows the creature to escape. Twice she has got out of her room at night, as you know. The first time she nearly burnt me in my bed, and the second time she visited you, and must have been reminded of her own wedding day by seeing your wedding dress.'

'And what did you do, sir, when you had brought her here?'

'I travelled all over Europe, Jane. I was looking for a good and intelligent woman to love —'

'But you couldn't marry, sir,' I interrupted.

'I believed I could. I thought I might find some reasonable woman who would understand my case and accept me.'

'Well, sir, did you?'

'Not in Europe, Jane, where I spent ten long years looking for an ideal. I tried taking mistresses, like Céline, the French dancer. But finally, bitter and disappointed with my wasted life, I returned to Thornfield on a frosty winter afternoon. And when my horse slipped and fell on the ice, a little figure appeared and insisted on helping me. In the weeks that followed, I began to depend on that bird-like little figure for my happiness and new interest in life.'

'Don't talk any more of the past, sir,' I said, wiping a secret tear from my eyes.

'No, Jane, you're right, the future is much brighter. You understand now, don't you? I've wasted half my life in misery and loneliness, but now I've found you. You are at the centre of my heart. It was stupid of me to try to marry you like that without explaining. I should have confessed everything, as I do now, and appealed to your great generosity of spirit. I promise to love you and stay with you for ever. Jane, promise me the same.'

A pause. 'Why are you silent, Jane?'

This was a terrible moment for me. In the struggle and confusion that was going on in my heart I knew that he loved me and I loved him, but I also knew that I must leave him!

'Jane, just promise me, "I will be yours."'

'Mr Rochester, I will not be yours.' Another pause.

'Jane,' he said, with a gentleness that cut into my soul, 'Jane, do you intend us to live apart for ever?'

'I do.'

'Jane,' (bending towards me and kissing me) 'is that still your intention?'

'It is,' I replied, pulling away from him.

'Oh Jane, this is a bitter shock. It would not be wicked to love me.'

'It would be wicked to do what you want.'

'Jane, just imagine my horrible life when you have gone. I shall be alone with that mad woman upstairs. Where shall I find friendship, and hope?'

'You can only trust in God and yourself. Live without doing wrong, and die hoping to go to heaven.'

'That's impossible without you! And... and you have no family to offend by living with me!' He was beginning to sound desperate. I knew that what he said was true. However, in my heart I also knew I was right to leave.

He seemed to read my thoughts. Rushing furiously across the room, he seized me violently and stared fiercely into my eyes. He could have broken me in two with one hand, but he could not break my spirit. Small and weak as I was, I stared firmly back at him.

'Your eyes, Jane,' he said, 'are the eyes of a bird, a free, wild being. Even if I break your cage, I can't reach you, beautiful creature! You'll fly away from me. But you could choose to fly to me! Come, Jane, come!' He let me go, and only looked at me. How hard it was to resist that look!

'I am going,' I said.

'Does my deep love mean nothing to you? Oh Jane, my hope... my love... my life!' And he threw himself despairingly on the sofa. I had reached the door, but I could not leave. I walked back, bent over him, and kissed his cheek.

'Goodbye, my dear master!' I said. 'May God protect you!'

'Without your love, Jane, my heart is broken,' he said. 'But perhaps you will, so generously, give me your love after all —' He jumped up with hope in his eyes, holding out his arms to me. But I turned and ran out of the room.

That night I only slept a little, dreaming of the red room at Gateshead. The moonlight shone into my bedroom, as it did then, and I saw a vision on the ceiling, a white figure looking down on me. It seemed to whisper to my spirit, 'Daughter, leave now before you are tempted to stay.'

'Mother, I will,' I answered. And when I woke up, although it was still dark outside, I wrapped up some spare clothes in a parcel, and put a little money in a purse. As I crept downstairs, I could hear Mr Rochester in his room, walking up and down and sighing. I could find heaven in this room if I wanted. I just had to enter and say, 'I will love you and live with you through life until death!' My hand moved towards the handle. But I stopped myself, and went miserably downstairs and out of the house.

Setting out on the road, I could not help thinking of Mr Rochester's despair when he found himself abandoned. I hated myself for wounding him, and for perhaps driving him to a life of wickedness, or even death. I wanted desperately to be with him, to comfort him, but somehow I made myself keep walking, and when a coach passed, I arranged to travel on it as far as my money would pay for. Inside the coach I cried the bitterest tears of my life.



faint adj. weak and about to lose consciousness. 虚弱头昏的。

firm adj. not changing or yielding. 坚定的。

stroke v. pass the hand over gently, esp. for pleasure. 抚摸。

aggressively adv. in the state of wanting or being ready to fight. 爱挑衅；好斗。

despair n. feeling of no hope. 绝望。

reasonable adj. willing to think carefully about something. 理智的。

misery n. the state of being very unhappy, poor, lonely, etc. 痛苦；悲惨。

generosity n. liking to give things to others. 大方；慷慨。

offend v. hurt the feelings of someone. 冒犯；得罪。

tempt v. try to make someone do something wrong. 引诱；教唆。

wrap v. put paper or cloth round something or someone. 裹；包。




18　罗切斯特先生的解释
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下午不知什么时候，我感觉好些了，但站起来时仍感到头晕，我这才意识到我已一整天没吃一点儿东西了。于是我打开卧室的房门，几乎扑倒在就坐在门外椅子上的罗切斯特先生身上。

“简，我一直在等着你。”他说，“我没听到你叫喊或是哭泣。你不生我的气吗？我本无意伤害你。你能原谅我吗？”

他说得那么真诚，我立刻就在心里原谅了他。

“简，骂我吧！告诉我我有多么坏！”他说。

“先生，我不能。我感到很累、很虚。我想喝点水。”

他双手将我抱起，将我抱到楼下的书房，把我放在炉火前，递上了一杯酒，我开始感到好些了。他俯身要吻我，但我断然把脸扭开了。

“怎么！”他喊道，“你拒绝吻我！因为我是伯莎·梅森的丈夫？是不是？”

“是的，先生。”

“简，我非常了解你。我知道如果你决心已下，你是不会动摇的。你打算毁掉我幸福的希望，你想从今往后和我成为陌路人。如果今后我对你友好，你会提醒自己：‘这个人差点儿让我成了他的情妇——我必须对他冷若冰霜。’你的确会变得冷若冰霜的。”

“是这样，先生，”我说，努力控制住自己的声音不让它发抖。“我周围的一切的确都发生了变化，所以我也必须改变。阿黛拉必须有位新老师。”

“啊，阿黛拉去上寄宿学校，我已经决定了。你和我将离开这幢房子，这狭小的石头地狱，这活死人的宅邸。在这里和那个女人在同一屋檐下，我们永远不会幸福。噢，我恨她！”

“先生，你不该恨她。”我说，“她疯了，可怜兮兮的，这并不是她的错。”

“简，亲爱的，我不是因为她疯而恨她。如果你疯了，我不会恨你，我会满怀爱心地照顾你。可是，为什么要说什么疯不疯的？我们已做好出发的准备，所有行李都整理好了，我们明天离开。我有一个地方可去，那儿没人找得到我们，也没人议论我们……”

“先生，带上阿黛拉吧，她会陪伴你。”我打断他。我知道我必须马上告诉他了。

“阿黛拉？简，你是什么意思？她要上学。我不需要她，我想和你在一起。你明白吗？”

我明白，但我慢慢摇了摇头。他变得生气了，两眼狠狠地盯着我，他看上去好像快控制不住自己了。我一点儿不害怕，因为我知道我还有力量让他平静下来。于是我握住他的手，轻轻抚摸着，说：

“先生，坐下，只要你愿意，我可以一直跟你说话，听你讲话。”我一直努力抑制着眼泪，现在我随它流淌，心里非常轻松了。

“简，别哭，请平静些。”他哀求着。

“你这么生气，我又如何能平静呢？”

“我没有生气，可是我太爱你了。你苍白的小脸看上去那么严肃，坚决。”他想搂着我，我却不允许。

“简！”他伤心地说，“那么你不爱我吗？”

“我是爱你的。”我说，“比以往更爱你，不过这是我最后一次这样说了。我能做的只有一件事，但我说出来你会发怒的。”

“好了，说吧！如果我生气，你就哭好了。”他带着点笑意说。

“罗切斯特先生，我必须离开你。我必须在陌生人中间开始新的生活。”

“当然，我跟你说过我们要离开的。我不理会什么你要离开我这类的胡说八道。你将是罗切斯特太太，我将是你的丈夫，直到死。我们将无忧无虑地、幸福地一起生活在我在法国南部购置的小白屋里。简，别摇头，否则我会生气的。”

“先生，你的妻子还活着。”尽管他咄咄逼人地看着我，我还是壮着胆子说了出来。“如果我这样跟你生活在一起，我就是你的情妇。”

“我是个傻瓜！”他突然说，“我还没把故事的全部告诉给你！噢，我敢肯定你了解一切后会同意的。简，听着。你知道我父亲非常爱财？”

“是的，先生，我听别人说过。”

“好了，他很不愿意把家产分割开，于是就全部传给了我的哥哥。但这就意味着如果不娶个阔老婆，我就很穷，于是他决定我应该和伯莎·梅森结婚，她是他的富朋友乔那森·梅森的女儿。我当时年轻，很容易被迷住，所以当我在西印度群岛见到漂亮而又着装优雅的伯莎时，我以为我爱她。当时我真是个傻瓜！婚礼之后，我才得知新娘的妈妈和弟弟都疯了。迪克·梅森可能有一天也会这样。我父亲知道这一切，但没有告诉我。我很快就发现伯莎和我毫无共同之处。她不仅粗鲁、愚蠢，疯病还让她变得凶暴。我和她生活了四年。到那时我父亲和哥哥都去世了，所以我有钱了，但我仍认为自己是个穷汉，因为我至死都被拴在这个疯老婆身上了。”

“我可怜你，先生。我真的可怜你。”

“简，别人的可怜是一种侮辱，但你的可怜，我把它当做爱之源接受。我曾经绝望过，想开枪自杀，但最终还是决定把疯女人带回特恩费得，这儿谁也不知道我们结婚了。此后她一直住在这里，即使费尔法斯太太和仆人也不完全了解她的真相。但是尽管我给格丽丝·普尔的薪水丰厚，并绝对信任她，她有时喝得太多，让那东西跑了出来。她曾两次在夜间跑出她的房间，这你知道的。第一次她几乎把我烧死在床上，第二次她去找了你，看到你的婚纱她一定想起了自己的婚礼。”

“先生，你把她带到这儿来后又做了什么？”

“简，我游遍了欧洲。我在寻找一位善良、聪明的女人，去爱她——”

“但你却不能结婚，先生。”我打断他。

“我当时想我能。我以为我能找到一位理智的女人，理解我的处境，并接受我。”

“那么，先生，你找到了吗？”

“简，在欧洲没找到，我在那儿花了十年时间寻找一个偶像。我曾找过情妇，比如赛林娜，那个法国舞女。但是最终在我浪费了生命，感到痛苦而失望后，我在冬日一个雾蒙蒙的下午回到特恩费得。我的马滑倒在冰上时，一个小家伙出现了，还坚持要帮助我。以后的几个星期里，我开始依赖这个像鸟儿一样的小人来寻找我的幸福和对生活的新兴趣。”

“先生，别再说过去这些了。”我说，擦去了不知不觉流出的眼泪。

“不，简，你是对的，未来会更加光明。现在你明白了，对不对？我在痛苦和孤独中虚度了前半生，但现在我找到了你，你在我心中。我不解释就要和你结婚，真是太傻了。我应该像现在这样坦白一切，然后请求你的宽容。我保证永远爱你，和你在一起。简，你也对我保证。”

一阵沉默。“简，你为什么不说话？”

这对我是个可怕的时刻。我内心矛盾着，理不出头绪，我知道他爱我，我也爱他，但我也知道我必须离开他！

“简，就答应我，说：‘我是你的。’”

“罗切斯特先生，我不是你的。”又一阵沉默。

“简，”他温柔的声音刺进我的心灵深处，“简，你想让我们俩永远分离吗？”

“是的。”

“简，”（他弯下腰来吻着我）“你还这么想吗？”

“是的。”我回答说，并从他那儿挣脱出来。

“噢，简，这真是一个痛苦的打击。爱我不是罪过啊。”

“做你想做的事就是罪过。”

“简，想象一下你走后我的生活该多么可怕。我将独自伴着楼上的那个疯女人。我到哪里去寻找友谊、寻找希望？”

“你只能相信上帝和自己。活着时不要做错事，死去时希望进天堂。”

“没有你这是不可能的！再说……你与我生活在一起也不会触怒什么家人。”他开始有些绝望。我知道他说的不错，但我内心也深知我离去是对的。

他像看出了我的心思。他狂怒地冲过屋子，猛地抓住我，狠狠地盯着我的眼睛。他用一只手就能把我弄成两半，但他却无法动摇我的意志。尽管我又弱又小，我却坚定地和他对视着。

“简，你的眼睛，”他说，“是鸟的眼睛，一个自由的、野性的生命的眼睛。即使我打碎了你的笼子，我也够不到你这个美丽的生灵！你会飞走，离我而去。可你也可以选中向我飞来！来，简，来啊！”他放开我，只是看着我。要抵挡这目光是多么难啊！

“我走了。”我说。

“难道我深深的爱对你毫无意义？噢，简，我的希望……我的爱人……我的生命！”他绝望地倒在沙发里。我已到了门口，却不能离开。我又走回来，俯下身去，亲吻了他的脸颊。

“再见，我亲爱的主人！”我说，“愿上帝保护你！”

“简，没有你的爱，我的心都碎了。”他说，“可是毕竟你也许还是可以慷慨地把你的爱给我……”他眼中充满希望地跳起来，向我张开双臂。然而，我转身跑出了房间。

那一夜我睡得很少。我梦到了盖茨赫德的红房子。月光照进我的卧室——当时也确实有月光，我看到天花板上有一个白色影子正向下看着我。它好像对我的灵魂悄声说：“女儿，现在就离开，免得你又受诱惑留下来。”

“妈妈，我会的。”我答道。我醒来时，虽然外面天还黑着，还是将几件换洗衣服放进包裹，然后在钱包里装了点儿钱。我蹑手蹑脚下楼时，听到罗切斯特先生在他房间里，一边来回踱步，一边叹息不已。如果我愿意，我就可以在那间屋里找到天堂。我只消进去说：“我将爱你，和你一起生活到生命的终结。”我的手向门把移去，但我阻止了自己，痛苦地走下楼梯，走出了房子。

上路后，我忍不住要想罗切斯特先生发现自己被抛弃后该是多么绝望。我恨自己伤害了他，或许又让他去过邪恶的生活甚至死去。我渴望和他在一起，安慰他，但不知怎么我还是逼着自己向前走。马车路过时，我打算让自己走到旅费所能负担的最远的地方。马车内，我流下了一生中最伤心的泪。


Part Four—A woman at Moor House
第四部　在摩尔屋

19
Finding shelter

I was put down at Whitcross, a crossroads on the moor, after travelling for two days in the coach. As it rolled away, I realized I had left my parcel inside, and given the coachman all the coins in my purse. I was alone on the open moor, with no money or possessions. Lonely white roads stretched across the great, wide moors as far as the hills. I was glad to see there were no towns here, because I did not want people to question me or pity me. So I walked across the moor, until I found a dry place to sleep, in the shelter of a small hill. Luckily it was a warm night, with no rain. The next day was hot and sunny, but I needed food and water, so I could not stay on the moor.

Taking one of the white roads, I eventually found a small village. I needed all my courage to knock on some of the doors, asking if there was any paid work I could do. None of the village people could help me, and I could not bring myself to beg for food, although by now I felt weak and faint. At the baker's I offered to exchange my leather gloves for a small cake, but the baker's wife looked at my dirty clothes and said, 'I'm sorry, but how do I know you haven't stolen them?' All I ate that day was a piece of bread, which I begged from a farmer eating his supper. I spent another night on the moor, but this time the air was cold and the ground was damp. Next day I walked from house to house again, looking in vain for work. I was now very weak from lack of food, and I began to wonder why I should struggle to stay alive, when I did not want to live.

It was getting dark again, and I was alone on the moor. In the distance I could see a faint light, and I decided to try to reach it. The wind and rain beat down on me, and I fell down several times, but finally I arrived at a long, low house, standing rather isolated in the middle of the moor. Hiding near the door, I could just see into the kitchen through a small uncurtained window. There was an elderly woman, who might be the housekeeper, mending clothes, and two young ladies, who seemed to be learning a language with dictionaries. The kitchen looked so clean and bright, and the ladies so kind and sensible, that I dared to knock at the door. The elderly woman opened it, but she must have thought I was a thief or a beggar, because she refused to let me speak to the young ladies. The door closed firmly, shutting me out from the warmth inside.

I dropped on to the wet doorstep, worn out and hopeless, prepared to die. There the young ladies' brother found me, when he returned home a few minutes later, and he insisted, much against the housekeeper's wishes, on bringing me into the house. They gave me bread and milk, and asked my name.

'Jane Elliott,' I replied. I did not want anybody to know where I had come from. To their further questions I answered that I was too tired to speak. Finally they helped me upstairs to a bedroom, and I sank gratefully into a warm, dry bed.

For three days and nights I lay in bed, exhausted by my experiences, and hardly conscious of my surroundings. As I was recovering, Hannah, the housekeeper, came to sit with me, and told me all about the family. She had known them since they were babies. Their mother had been dead for years, and their father had died only three weeks before. The girls, Diana and Mary Rivers, had to work as governesses, as their father had lost a lot of money in business. St John, their brother, was the vicar in the nearest village, Morton. They only used this house, called Moor House, in the holidays.

When I felt strong enough to get dressed and go downstairs, Diana and Mary looked after me very kindly, and made me feel welcome in their pleasant home. Their brother, however, seemed stern and cold. He was between twenty-eight and thirty, fair-haired and extremely handsome. Diana and Mary were curious about my past, but sensitive enough to avoid asking questions which would hurt me. St John, on the other hand, made determined efforts to discover who I was, but I, just as firmly, refused to explain more than necessary. I told them only that, after attending Lowood school, I became a governess in a wealthy family, where an unfortunate event, not in any way my fault, caused me to run away. That was all I was prepared to say. I offered to do any kind of work, teaching, sewing, cleaning, so that I could become independent again. St John approved of my keenness to work, and promised to find me some paid employment.



moor n. open, rough land on hills where only sheep can feed. 荒野；高原沼泽地。

baker n. someone whose job is to make bread or cakes to sell. 面包师；面包糕点店的主人。

in vain uselessly. 徒劳。

doorstep n. a step outside an outer door. 门阶。

sensitive adj. feeling things quickly and deeply. 敏感的。




19　寻找栖身地
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乘马车行进了两天后，我在威特考斯下车，一个沼泽地上的十字路口。马车走后我才意识到自己把包裹忘在了车上，钱包里的所有硬币又都给了车夫。我孤零零地站在旷野上，身无分文，一无所有。白色的道路孤独地延伸在广阔的草地上，一直通到山脚下。我很高兴这里看不到乡镇，因为我不想让别人问我或是可怜我。于是我走过沼泽地，直到在小山脚下的避风处找到一块可以睡觉的干地方。所幸夜晚是温暖的，没有下雨。第二天，阳光灿烂，天气很热，但我需要食物和水，所以不能再在沼泽地上待下去。

我沿着一条白茫茫的路走着，终于找到一个小村子。我鼓起自己所有的勇气，敲响了一些人家的门，打听是否有什么能挣钱的活可干。村里没人能帮助我；而且尽管我感到虚弱头晕，却不能让自己去乞讨。在面包店，我想用皮手套换一小块点心，但面包师的妻子却看着我的脏衣服说：“对不起，可我怎么知道这不是你偷的呢？”一整天我只吃了一片面包，是从一个正吃晚饭的农民那儿讨来的。我在沼泽地上又过了一夜，但这夜天凉了，地上湿乎乎的。第二天，我又挨家挨户地去找工作，一无所获。现在我因为没有食物已变得非常虚弱，不想活了时开始纳闷自己为什么还拼命地要活着。

天又黑了，我只身一人在沼泽地上。看到远处有微弱的灯光，便决定到那儿去。风裹着雨打在我的身上，我跌倒了好几次，但终于还是走到了一幢孤零零立在沼泽地中间的长长的矮房子前。我藏在门边，只能从一个没挂帘子的小窗看到厨房。一位上年纪的妇人，可能是管家，正在补衣服，还有两个年轻姑娘似乎正借助字典学外语。厨房看上去干净明亮，姑娘们显得那么善良知理，于是我壮着胆子敲了门。年长的妇人开了门，但她一定以为我是一个小偷或乞丐，因为她不让我和两位年轻姑娘讲话。门紧紧关上了，把我和屋里的温暖断然隔开。

我倒在潮湿的台阶上，精疲力竭，不抱任何希望，只等着死。几分钟后，年轻姑娘的哥哥从外面回来，在这儿发现了我。他不听管家的话，坚持要把我抬到屋里。他们给了我面包和牛奶，还问我叫什么名字。

“简·艾略特。”我回答说。我不愿让任何人知道我是从哪里来的。他们又问了其他问题，我只是说我太累了，不想说话。最后，她们扶我上楼到卧室休息，我感激地躺到了温暖的、干燥的床上。

三天三夜，我由于劳累过度一直躺在床上，几乎不知道我周围的一切。随着我渐渐好转，管家汉娜就来陪我坐坐，并跟我讲这家人的事情。他们还在儿时，汉娜就认识他们。他们的母亲已去世多年，而父亲在三个星期前刚刚死去。两个女孩戴安娜和玛丽·李维斯不得不做家庭教师，因为他们父亲的生意亏了大本，她们的哥哥圣约翰是最近的村子莫顿的牧师。她们只是在假期里才住在这幢叫摩尔屋的房子里。

我有力气穿好衣服下楼时，戴安娜和玛丽和善地照顾着我，让我觉得在这个和睦的家中是受欢迎的。但她们的哥哥却似乎严肃而冷漠。他约莫28到30岁，金发，非常英俊。戴安娜和玛丽对我的过去感到好奇，但却敏感地不提及可能伤害我的问题。另一方面，圣约翰却坚持不懈地想要搞清我究竟是谁，而我也坚决地拒绝做出没有必要的解释。我只告诉他们在洛伍德上学之后，我到一个富人家做家庭教师，一件不幸的事使我跑掉了，但那绝不是由于我的过错。我就准备说这些。我提出什么事我都愿做，教书、缝补、清洗，只要能再次独立。圣约翰赞同我对工作的迫切要求，答应帮我找份挣钱的工作。




20
A new home

I spent a month at Moor House, in an atmosphere of warm friendship. I learned to love what Diana and Mary loved — the little old grey house, the wild open moors around it, and the lonely hills and valleys where we walked for hours. 1 read the books they read, and we discussed them eagerly. Diana started teaching me German, and I helped Mary to improve her drawing. We three shared the same interests and opinions, and spent the days and evenings very happily together.

However, St John hardly ever joined in our activities. He was often away from home, visiting the poor and the sick in Morton. His strong sense of duty made him insist on going, even if the weather was very bad. But despite his hard work I thought he lacked true happiness and peace of mind. He often stopped reading or writing to stare into the distance, dreaming perhaps of some ambitious plan. Once I heard him speak at a church service in Morton, and although he was an excellent speaker, there was a certain bitterness and disappointment in his words. He was clearly not satisfied with his present life.

The holiday was coming to an end. Soon Diana and Mary would leave Moor House to return to the wealthy families in the south, where they were both governesses, and St John would go back to the vicar's house in Morton, with Hannah, his housekeeper. Although his cold manner made it difficult for me to talk to him, I had to ask him whether he had found any employment for me.

'I have,' he answered slowly, 'but remember I am only a poor country vicar, and can't offer you a job with a high salary, so you may not wish to accept it. There's already a school for boys in Morton, and now I want to open one for girls, so I've rented a building for it, with a small cottage for the schoolteacher. Miss Oliver, who lives in the area and is the only daughter of a rich factory-owner, has kindly paid for the furniture. Will you be the schoolteacher? You would live in the cottage rent-free, and receive thirty pounds a year, no more.'

I thought about it for a moment. It was not as good as being a governess in an important family, but at least I would have no master. I would be free and independent.

'Thank you, Mr Rivers, I accept gladly,' I replied.

'But you do understand?' he asked, a little worried. 'It will only be a village school. The girls will be poor and uneducated. You'll be teaching reading, writing, counting, sewing, that's all. There'll be no music or languages or painting.'

'I understand, and I'll be happy to do it,' I answered.

He smiled, well satisfied with me.

'And I'll open the school tomorrow, if you like,' I added.

'Very good,' he agreed. Then looking at me, he said, 'But I don't think you'll stay long in the village.'

'Why not? I'm not ambitious, although I think you are.'

He looked surprised. 'I know I am, but how did you discover that? No, I think you won't be satisfied by living alone. You need people to make you happy.' He said no more.

Diana and Mary lost their usual cheerfulness as the moment for leaving their home and their brother came closer.

'You see, Jane,' Diana explained, 'St John is planning to become a missionary very soon. He feels his purpose in life is to spread the Christian religion in unexplored places where the people have never heard the word of God. So we won't see him for many years, perhaps never again! He looks quiet, Jane, but he's very determined. I know he's doing God's work, but it will break my heart to see him leave! ' And she broke down in tears.

Mary wiped her own tears away, as she said, 'We've lost our father. Soon we'll lose our brother too!'

Just then St John himself entered, reading a letter. 'Our uncle John is dead,' he announced. The sisters did not look shocked or sad, but seemed to be waiting for more information. St John gave them the letter to read, and then they all looked at each other, smiling rather tiredly.

'Well,' said Diana, 'at least we have enough money to live on. We don't really need any more.'

'Yes,' said St John, 'but unfortunately we can imagine how different our lives might have been.' He went out. There was a silence for a few minutes, then Diana turned to me,

'Jane, you must be surprised that we don't show any sadness at our uncle's death. I must explain. We've never met him. He was my mother's brother, and he and my father quarrelled years ago about a business deal. That's when my father lost most of his money. My uncle, on the other hand, made a fortune of twenty thousand pounds, As he never married and had no relations apart from us and one other person, my father always hoped we would inherit uncle John's money. But it seems this other relation has inherited his whole fortune. Of course we shouldn't have expected anything, but Mary and I would have felt rich with only a thousand pounds each, and St John would have been able to help more poor people!' She said no more, and none of us referred to the subject again that evening.

The next day the Rivers family returned to their separate places of work, and I moved to the cottage in Morton.



ambitious adj. having a strong desire for success, power, riches, etc. 野心勃勃的。

cottage n. a small house, esp. in the country. 农舍。

missionary n. a person who is sent usu. to a foreign country, to teach and spread religion there. 传教士。

refer to mention; speak about. 提到；说起。




20　一个新家
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在摩尔屋，我在温暖的友情中度过了一个月。我开始喜欢戴安娜以及玛丽所喜欢的——这个小小的灰色老屋，周围的开阔草地，孤零零的山丘和河谷，我们常去那里散步，一去便是几个钟头。我读她们读的书，然后大家一起热烈地讨论。戴安娜开始教我德文，我则帮助玛丽提高她的素描。我们三人有共同的兴趣和一致的想法，白天晚上都高高兴兴地待在一起。

但是，圣约翰却很少参加我们的活动。他常常出门，去看望莫顿的穷人和病人。他强烈的责任心使他即使在天气恶劣的时候也一定要去。然而尽管他工作很努力，我仍觉得他缺少真正的幸福和安宁的心绪。他常常停止读书或写作，呆呆地盯着远处，可能梦想着什么宏伟的计划。一次我听到他在莫顿的教堂里布道，尽管他很有口才，我却听出他话语中的某种痛苦和失望。他显然不满足于现在的生活。

假期要结束了。不久戴安娜和玛丽都要离开摩尔屋，回到南方的富人家，继续做家庭教师。圣约翰要带着管家汉娜回到以莫顿的牧师的身份住的屋里去。尽管他举止冷漠，让我很难与他搭话，我还是得问他是否为我找到了工作。

“找到了。”他慢慢地说，“但不要忘了我只是个乡下的穷牧师，不可能给你一份薪水高的工作，所以你可能不愿接受。在莫顿已有一所男孩子上的学校，现在我想为女孩子办所学校。因此我已租好了校舍，其中有教师住的小房子。奥利弗小姐住在这一带，是一个富裕的工厂主的女儿，她好心买来了家具。你能做教师吗？你可以免费住在小房子里，每年可得30镑，不会更多。”

我考虑了一会儿。和在大家庭中做家庭教师相比，这不算好，但至少我没有什么主人了，我是自由和自立的。

“谢谢，李维斯先生，我很乐意接受。”我说。

“但是你明白吗？”他有些担心地问，“这只是一所乡村小学。女孩子们很穷，没有受过教育。你要同时教阅读、写作、算术和缝纫。没有音乐、语言或绘画课。”

“我明白，我乐意做。”我答道。

他微笑着，对我非常满意。

“如果你愿意，我明天就开学。”我补充道。

“很好。”他应和着，然后看着我说，“但我觉得你在村里不会久留的。”

“为什么呢？我没有什么雄心壮志，不过我觉得你有。”

他看上去很吃惊。“我知道我有，可你是怎么发现的？不，我觉得你不会满足于孤独的生活，你需要别人给你带来快乐。”他没再说什么。

随着离家和离开哥哥的日子一天天临近，戴安娜和玛丽渐渐失去了平日的欢乐。

“简，你知道，”戴安娜解释道，“圣约翰计划不久去做传教士。他认为自己生命的意义在于把基督教传播到人们从未听说过上帝之言的蛮荒之地去。所以我们好几年都将见不到他，甚至可能再也见不到了。简，他看上去文静，但却很坚定。我知道他为上帝工作，但看他离去让我心都碎了。”她哭了出来。

玛丽擦着自己的眼泪，说：“我们失去了父亲，不久又要失去哥哥！”

正在这时圣约翰读着一封信走了进来，“咱们的舅舅约翰去世了。”他宣布说。两姊妹看上去既不吃惊也不悲伤，却似乎在等着什么下文。圣约翰把信递给她们看，然后她们相互对视一眼，疲倦地笑了。

“好了，”戴安娜说，“至少我们有足够的钱生活下去。我们真的不需要那么多。”

“是的。”圣约翰说，“但不幸的是我们能想象出我们的生活是多么不一样。”他出去了。沉默了几分钟后，戴安娜对我说：

“简，我们对舅舅的死显不出一点儿悲哀，你不必惊讶。我必须解释一下。我们从未见过他。他是我母亲的一个兄弟，多年前他和我父亲因为生意上的事大吵了一场。那时我父亲亏了很多钱，而我舅舅却发了财，赚了20000英镑。他从未结婚，除我们和另一个人之外也没有亲戚，我父亲一直希望我们能继承约翰舅舅的财产。但是似乎另一个人已继承了他的全部遗产。当然我们本不该指望什么，但如果每人有1000英镑，玛丽和我就会觉得很富裕了，圣约翰也能帮助更多的穷人了。”她没有再说下去，那天晚上谁也没再提起此事。

第二天，李维斯一家各自回到不同的工作地点，而我则搬到莫顿的小屋子去了。
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Mr Rivers' sacrifice

I had twenty village girls to teach, some of them with such a strong country accent that I could hardly communicate with them. Only three could read, and none could write, so at the end of my first day I felt quite depressed at the thought of the hard work ahead of me. But I reminded myself that I was fortunate to have any sort of job, and that I would certainly get used to teaching these girls, who, although they were very poor, might be as good and as intelligent as children from the greatest families in England.

Ever since I ran away from Thornfield, Mr Rochester had remained in my thoughts, and now, as I stood at my cottage door that first evening, looking at the quiet fields, I allowed myself to imagine again the life I could have had with him in his little white house in the south of France. He would have loved me, oh yes, he would have loved me very much for a while. 'He did love me,' I thought, 'nobody will ever love me like that again.' But then I told myself that I would only have been his mistress, in a foreign country, and for a short time, until he grew tired of me. I should be much happier here as a schoolteacher, free and honest, in the healthy heart of England. But strangely enough, St John Rivers found me crying as he approached the cottage. Frowning at the sight of the tears on my cheeks, he asked me,

'Do you regret accepting this job, then?'

'Oh no,' I replied quickly, 'I'm sure I'll get used to it soon. And I'm really very grateful to have a home, and work to do. After all, I had nothing a few weeks ago.'

'But you feel lonely, perhaps?' he asked, still puzzled.

'I haven't had time to feel lonely yet.'

'Well, I advise you to work hard, and not to look back into your past. If something which we know is wrong tempts us, then we must make every effort to avoid it, by putting our energy to better use. A year ago I too was very miserable, because I was bored by the routine life of a country vicar, and I was tempted to change my profession. But suddenly there was light in my darkness, and God called me to be a missionary. No profession could be greater than that! Since that moment of truth, I have been perfectly happy, making my preparations for leaving England and going abroad in the service of God. Happy, that is, except for one little human weakness, which I have sworn to overcome.'

His eyes shone as he spoke of his great purpose in life, and I was listening, fascinated, so neither of us heard the light footsteps approaching the cottage along the grassy path.

'Good evening, Mr Rivers,' said a charming voice, as sweet as a bell. St John jumped as if hit between the shoulders, then turned slowly and stiffly to face the speaker. A vision in white, with a young, girlish figure, was standing beside him. When she threw back her veil, she revealed a face of perfect beauty. St John glanced quickly at her, but dared not look at her for long. He kept his eyes on the ground as he answered, 'A lovely evening, but it's late for you to be out alone.'

'Oh, Father told me you'd opened the new girls' school, so I simply had to come to meet the new schoolteacher. That must be you,' she said to me, smiling. 'Do you like Morton? And your pupils? And your cottage?' I realized this must be the rich Miss Oliver who had generously furnished my cottage.

'Yes, indeed, Miss Oliver,' I replied. 'I'm sure I'll enjoy teaching here. And I like my cottage very much.'

'I'll come and help you teach sometimes. I get so bored at home! Mr Rivers, I've been away visiting friends, you know. I've had such fun! I was dancing with the officers until two o'clock this morning! They're all so charming!'

St John's face looked sterner than usual and his lip curled in disapproval, as he lifted his handsome head and looked straight into Miss Oliver's laughing eyes. He breathed deeply and his chest rose, as if his heart wanted to fly out of its cage, but he said nothing, and after a pause Miss Oliver continued, 'Do come and visit my father, Mr Rivers. Why don't you ever come?'

'I can't come, Miss Rosamund.' It seemed clear to me that St John had to struggle with himself to refuse this smiling invitation.

'Well, if you don't want to, I must go home then. Goodbye!' She held out her hand. He just touched it, his hand trembling.

'Goodbye!' he said in a low, hollow voice, his face as white as a sheet. They walked away in different directions. She turned back twice to look at him, but he did not turn round at all.

The sight of another person's suffering and sacrifice stopped me thinking so much about my own problems. I had plenty of opportunities to observe St John and Miss Oliver together. Every day St John taught one Bible lesson at the school, and Miss Oliver, who knew her power over him, always chose that particular moment to arrive at the school door, in her most attractive riding dress. She used to walk past the rows of admiring pupils towards the young vicar, smiling openly at him. He just stared at her, as if he wanted to say, 'I love you, and I know you love me. If I offered you my heart, I think you'd accept. But my heart is already promised as a sacrifice to God.' But he never said anything, and she always turned sadly away like a disappointed child. No doubt he would have given the world to call her back, but he would not give his chance of heaven.

When I discovered that Miss Oliver's father greatly admired the Rivers family, and would have no objection to her marrying a vicar, I decided to try to persuade St John to marry her. I thought he could do more good with Miss Oliver's money in England than as a missionary under the baking sun in the East.

My chance came some weeks later, when he visited me one November evening in my little cottage. He noticed a sketch I had been doing of Miss Oliver, and could not take his eyes off it.

'I could paint you an exact copy,' I said gently, 'if you admit that you would like it.'

'She's so beautiful!' he murmured, still looking at it. 'I would certainly like to have it.'

'She likes you, I'm sure,' I said, greatly daring, 'and her father respects you. You ought to marry her.'

'It's very pleasant to hear this,' he said, not at all shocked by my honesty. 'I shall allow myself fifteen minutes to think about her.' And he actually put his watch on the table, and sat back in his chair, closing his eyes. 'Married to the lovely Rosamund Oliver! Let me just imagine it! My heart is full of delight!' And there was silence for a quarter of an hour until he picked up his watch, and put the sketch back on the table.

'Temptation has a bitter taste,' he said, shaking his head. 'I can't marry her. You see, although I love her so deeply, I know that Rosamund would not make a good wife for a missionary.'

'But you needn't be a missionary!' I cried.

'Indeed I must! It's the great work God has chosen me to do! I shall carry with me into the darkest corners of the world knowledge, peace, freedom, religion, the hope of heaven! That is what I live for, and what I shall die for!'

'What about Miss Oliver?' I asked after a moment. 'She may be very disappointed if you don't marry her.'

'Miss Oliver will forget me in a month, and will probably marry someone who'll make her far happier than I ever could!'

'You speak calmly, but I know you're suffering.'

'You are original,' he said, looking surprised. He had clearly not imagined that men and women could discuss such deep feelings together. 'But believe me, I have overcome this weakness of mine, and become as hard as a rock. My only ambition now is to serve God.' As he picked up his hat before leaving, something on a piece of paper on the table caught his eye. He glanced at me, then tore off a tiny piece very quickly, and with a rapid 'Goodbye!' rushed out of the cottage. I could not imagine what he had found to interest him so much.



remind v. make you think of someone or something. 使想起。

routine adj. regular; not unusual. 日常的。

furnish v. put tables, chairs, etc. into rooms. （用家具）布置。

no doubt certainly. 无疑地。

exact adj. with no mistakes; totally correct. 准确的。

overcome v. find an answer to a difficult problem in your life. 克服；解决。




21　李维斯先生的代价

[image: alt]

我给村里的二十个女孩儿上课，有些女孩儿乡下口音很重，我几乎无法和她们交流。只有三人会读书，没有人会写字。所以第一天下来，想到摆在我面前的艰苦工作，我感到非常沮丧。但是我提醒自己能找到任何一份工作对我来说都是幸运的，我一定能习惯教这些孩子，她们尽管很穷，但可能和来自英格兰大家族的孩子一样好，一样聪明。

自从离开特恩费得后，罗切斯特先生一直留在我的脑海里。现在，我在这第一个夜晚站在小屋门口，望着静静的田野，任由自己想象着在法国南部的小白屋里我们会过怎样一种生活。他会爱我。噢，是的，他会一时非常爱我。“他的确爱过我。”我想。“再不会有谁像他那样爱我。”但是我又告诫自己，我只能成为他在异国的情妇，时间不会长，直到他厌倦我了。在这里做教师，生活在英格兰健康的腹地，我会更快活、自由和实在。可奇怪的是当圣约翰来到小屋时，他却发现我在哭泣。他看着我脸颊上的泪痕，皱着眉头问：

“那么你后悔了？”

“噢，不，”我赶紧说，“我相信我很快会适应的。而且有了家，有了工作，我真的非常感激。无论如何，几星期前我还是一无所有呢！”

“也许你感到孤独？”他仍然不解地问。

“我还没有时间去感受孤独。”

“那么我建议你努力工作，不要去回首往事。如果我们明知是错误的东西在引诱我们，我们就必须尽一切努力避免它，把精力放在更有意义的方面。一年前我也非常痛苦，因为乡村牧师的单调生活让我感到厌倦，我起了换个工作的念头。然而黑暗中突然出现了光明，上帝召唤我去做一名传教士。没有什么职业比这更伟大了！从那个真理显现的时刻起，我就一直非常快乐，准备着离开英格兰，到国外去为上帝效力。这就是快乐，除此之外，我还有一个人性的小弱点需要克服。”

他讲述自己的远大人生目标时，眼睛都亮了，我听着，非常激动，因此我们谁也没有听到沿着长满小草的路走向小屋的脚步声。

“晚上好，李维斯先生。”有人说道，声音优美动人，如银铃般甜美。圣约翰一抖，好像被人从背后打了一下，然后慢慢地、僵硬地转过身去对着来人。他身后站着一个身穿白衣、年轻、有着少女般体态的人。当她撩起面纱时，她现出了姣好完美的面容。圣约翰迅速瞥了她一眼，却不敢长时间看她。他一直盯着脚下回答道：“夜很美，但太晚了，你不该单独出来。”

“噢，父亲告诉我你已开办了新的女童学校，所以我必须来见见新老师。一定是你了。”她笑着对我说，“你喜欢莫顿吗？还有你的学生呢？你的小屋呢？”我意识到这一定是有钱的奥利弗小姐，她慷慨地为我的小屋提供了家具。

“的确喜欢，奥利弗小姐。”我答道，“我肯定会喜欢在这里教书，并且我非常喜欢我的小屋。”

“我有时会来帮你教书的，我在家里待得无聊。李维斯先生，我出门看朋友去了，过得非常愉快！我一直和军官们跳舞到凌晨两点钟。他们都太迷人了！”

当圣约翰抬起英俊的脸而直视奥利弗小姐一双满含笑意的脸时，他的脸比平时变得更加严肃，嘴角向下撇着表示不以为然。他深深地吸了一口气，胸膛鼓了起来，好像他的心要飞出牢笼一般，然而他什么也没说。沉默一阵后，奥利弗小姐继续说：“请一定来看望我父亲，李维斯先生。你为什么不来呢？”

“罗莎蒙特小姐，我不能去。”我明显看出圣约翰必须努力克制自己，不接受这带着微笑的邀请。

“好吧，如果你不想去，我就得回家了。再见！”她伸出手去。他只是碰了碰，手直发抖。

“再见！”他用空落落的声音低声说，脸也变得像纸一样苍白。他们朝不同的方向走去。她两次回过头来看着他，而他根本没有转过一次身。

看到别人的痛苦和牺牲，使我暂时不再去想自己的问题。我有很多机会观察圣约翰和奥利弗小姐。每天圣约翰在学校上一次圣经课，而奥利弗小姐明白自己对他的影响力，总是挑这个时候，穿着迷人的骑装，来到学校门口。她常常在孩子们钦慕的注视下走向年轻的牧师，毫不掩饰地向他微笑着。他只是注视着她，好像想说：“我爱你，我也知道你爱我。如果我把心交给你，我想你会接受的，但我的心已经答应奉献给上帝。”可他从来不说什么，而她也总是像个失望的孩子一样伤心地离去。毫无疑问他可以放弃世上的一切唤她回来，但却不能放弃他进入天堂的机会。

我发现奥利弗小姐的父亲非常尊重李维斯一家，决不会反对女儿嫁给一个牧师，便决定说服奥利弗和她结婚。我觉得，与在东方的骄阳下做什么传教士相比，他有了奥利弗小姐的财产，可以在英格兰做更多善事。

几个星期后，我找到了机会。11月的一个晚上，他到小屋来看我。他注意到我为奥利弗小姐画的一幅素描，无法把目光从上面移开。

“如果你承认你喜欢，我可以为你画一幅更细的。”我轻声说。

“她太美了！”他喃喃地说，目光仍然盯着画。“我当然愿意要一张。”

“我敢肯定她喜欢你。”我大胆地说，“他父亲也尊重你，你应该娶她。”

“很高兴听你这么说。”他说，一点儿也不为我的坦率感到惊讶。“我给我自己十五分钟来想她。”他真的将表放在桌上，然后靠到椅子上，闭上了眼睛。“和可爱的罗莎蒙特·奥利弗小姐结婚！让我想象一下吧！我心中充满了快乐！”一刻钟里寂静无声，然后他拿起手表，把素描放回桌上。

“诱惑是苦涩的。”他摇着头说，“我不能和她结婚。你知道，尽管我深深地爱着她，但我知道罗莎蒙特不会成为一个传教士的好妻子。”

“可你不一定非做传教士啊！”我叫道。

“我当然必须做！这是上帝选择我去做的伟大工作！我要给世界上最黑暗的角落带去知识、和平、自由、宗教和天堂的希望。我为此而生，也将为此而死！”

“那奥利弗小姐怎么办？”我过了一会儿问，“你不娶她，她可能会非常失望。”

“奥利弗小姐一个月后就会把我忘掉，可能会嫁给一个比我更能使她幸福的人！”

“你说起来轻松，但我知道你很痛苦。”

“你真有创见！”他惊奇地说。显然他想象不出男女之间还可以一起讨论这样深层的情感问题。“不过，相信我，我已经克服了自己的这个弱点，变得如顽石般坚强。我现在唯一的志向就是为上帝服务。”他拿起帽子正要离去，桌上纸上的什么东西吸引了他的注意力。他看了我一眼，然后迅速撕下一个小角。他匆匆说声“再见！”便冲出了小屋。我搞不清他发现了什么让他这么感兴趣的东西。
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Sudden wealth

When St John left, it was beginning to snow, and it continued snowing all night and all the next day. In the evening I sat by my fire, listening to the wind blowing outside, and had just started reading when I heard a noise. The wind, I thought, was shaking the door, but no, it was St John, who came in out of the frozen darkness, his coat covered in snow.

'What's happened?' I cried, amazed. 'I thought nobody would be out in weather like this! What's the matter?'

'There's nothing wrong,' he answered calmly, hanging up his coat, and stamping the snow from his boots. 'I just came to have a little talk to you. Besides, since yesterday I've been eager to hear the other half of your story.' He sat down. I had no idea what he was referring to, and remembering his strange behaviour with the piece of paper, I began to fear that he might be going mad. He looked quite normal, however, and we made conversation for a while, although he seemed to be thinking of something else.

Suddenly he said, 'When I arrived I said I wanted to hear the rest of your story. But perhaps it's better if I tell the story. I'm afraid you've heard it before, but listen anyway. Twenty years ago a poor vicar fell in love with a rich man's daughter. She also fell in love with him, and married him, against the advice of all her family. Sadly, less than two years later the couple were both dead. I've seen their grave. Their baby daughter was brought up by an aunt, a Mrs Reed of Gateshead. You jumped — did you hear a noise? I'll continue. I don't know whether the child was happy with Mrs Reed, but she stayed there ten years, until she went to Lowood school, where you were yourself. In fact, it seems her life was quite similar to yours. She became a teacher at Lowood, as you did, and then became a governess in the house of a certain Mr Rochester.'

'Mr Rivers!' I interrupted, unable to keep silent.

'I can imagine how you feel,' he replied, 'but wait till I've finished. I don't know anything about Mr Rochester's character, but I do know that he offered to marry this young girl, who only discovered during the wedding ceremony that he was in fact already married, to a mad woman. The governess disappeared soon after this, and although investigations have been carried out, and advertisements placed in newspapers, and every effort made to find her, nobody knows where she's gone. But she must be found! Mr Briggs, a lawyer, has something very important to tell her.'

'Just tell me one thing,' I said urgently. 'What about Mr Rochester? How and where is he? What's he doing? Is he well?'

'I know nothing about Mr Rochester. Why don't you ask the name of the governess, and why everybody is looking for her?'

'Did Mr Briggs write to Mr Rochester?' I asked.

'He did, but he received an answer not from him, but from the housekeeper, a Mrs Fairfax.'

I felt cold and unhappy. No doubt Mr Rochester had left England for a life of wild pleasure in the cities of Europe. That was what I had been afraid of. Oh, my poor master — once almost my husband — who I had often called 'my dear Edward'!

'As you won't ask the governess's name, I'll tell you myself,' continued St John. 'I've got it written down. It's always better to have facts in black and white.' And he took out of his wallet a tiny piece of paper, which I recognized as part of my sketch book, and showed it to me. On it I read, in my own writing, 'JANE EYRE', which I must have written without thinking.

'The advertisements and Briggs spoke of a Jane Eyre, but I only knew a Jane Elliott,' said St John. 'Are you Jane Eyre?'

'Yes — yes, but doesn't Mr Briggs know anything about Mr Rochester?' I asked desperately.

'I don't think Briggs is at all interested in Mr Rochester. You're forgetting the really important thing. Don't you want to know why he's been looking for you?'

'Well, what did he want?' I asked, almost rudely.

'Only to tell you that your uncle, Mr Eyre of Madeira, is dead, that he has left you all his property, and that you're now rich — only that, nothing more.'

Rich! One moment I was poor, the next moment I was wealthy. It was hard to realize my new situation. A fortune brings serious worries and responsibilities with it, which I could hardly imagine. I was sorry to hear that my uncle, my only surviving relation, was dead. However, the inheritance would give me independence for life, and I was glad of that.

'Perhaps you would like to know how much you've inherited?' offered St John politely. 'It's nothing much really, just twenty thousand pounds, I think.'

'Twenty thousand pounds?' The news took my breath away. St John, who I had never heard laugh before, actually laughed out loud at my shocked face. 'Perhaps... perhaps you've made a mistake?' I asked him nervously.

'No, there's no mistake. Now I must be leaving. Good night.' He was about to open the door, when suddenly I called, 'Stop! Why did Mr Briggs write to you in order to find me?'

'Oh, I'm a vicar. I have ways of discovering things.'

'No, that doesn't satisfy me. Tell me the truth,' I insisted, putting myself between him and the door.

'Well, I'd rather not tell you just now but I suppose you'll discover it sooner or later. Did you know that my full name is St John Eyre Rivers?'

'No, I didn't! But then what —' And I stopped as light flooded my mind and I saw clearly the chain of circumstances which connected us. But St John continued his explanation.

'My mother's name was Eyre,' he said. 'She had two brothers, one, a vicar, who married Miss Jane Reed of Gateshead, and the other, John Eyre of Madeira. Mr Briggs, Mr Eyre's lawyer, wrote to us telling us that our uncle had died, and left all his property, not to us, because of his quarrel with our father, but to his brother's daughter. Then Mr Briggs wrote again later, saying this girl could not be found. Well, I've found her.' He moved towards the door, his hat in his hand.

'Wait a moment, just let me think,' I said. 'So you, Diana and Mary are my cousins?'

'We are your cousins, yes,' he said, waiting patiently.

As I looked at him, it seemed I had found a brother and sisters to love and be proud of for the rest of my life. The people Who had saved my life were my close relations! This was wealth indeed to a lonely heart, brighter and more life giving than the heavy responsibility of coins and gold.

'Oh, I'm glad — I'm so glad!' I cried, laughing.

St John smiled. 'You were serious when I told you you had inherited a fortune. Now you're excited about something very unimportant.'

'What can you mean? It may mean nothing to you. You already have sisters and don't need any more family. But I had nobody, and now I suddenly have three relations in my world, or two, if you don't want to be counted.' I walked rapidly round the room, my thoughts rising so fast I could hardly understand them. The family I now had, the people who had saved me from starvation, I could now help them! There were the four of us cousins. Twenty thousand pounds, shared equally, would be five thousand pounds each, more than enough for each one of us. It would be a fair and just arrangement, and we would all be happy. I would no longer have the worry of controlling a large amount of money, and they would never have to work again. We would all be able to spend more time together at Moor House.

Naturally, when I made this suggestion to St John and his sisters, they protested strongly, and it was with great difficulty that I finally managed to convince them of my firm intention to carry out this plan. In the end they agreed that it was a fair way of sharing the inheritance, and so the legal steps were taken to transfer equal shares to all of us.



stamp v. put your foot down hard. 用脚踩；跺脚。

urgent adj. needing prompt decision or action. 紧急的。

urgently adv.

property n. what belongs to you. 财产。

inherit v. receive a house, money, etc. from someone who died. 继承。

inheritance n. 继承；继承物；继承权。

explanation n. saying or showing what something means. 解释；说明。

starvation n. suffering or death from lack of food. 饥饿；饿死。




22　财从天降
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圣约翰离开时，天下起雪来，持续了一晚上和第二天一天。晚上，我坐在炉边，听着屋外呼啸的风声。我正要开始看书，突然听到什么响动。我想是风吹动门的声音吧，但不是，是圣约翰。他从寒夜中走进来，身上披满雪花。

“出了什么事？”我惊讶地问，“我以为没人会在这种鬼天气里外出。怎么啦？”

“没出什么事。”他平静地说，一边挂好帽子，并跺掉靴子上的积雪。“我只是要跟你谈谈。另外，从昨天开始，我很想听听你的另外一部分故事。”他坐了下来。我摸不清他指的是什么，想起他昨晚撕纸的奇怪举动，我开始担心他是不是要疯了。但是，他看上去一切正常，我们说了会儿话，不过他显然在想着别的事情。

突然，他说：“我刚才到的时候，说我想听听你另一部分故事，不过也许由我来讲更好。也许你以前听过，但还是再听听吧！二十年前，一个穷牧师爱上了一个富家的女儿，女孩也爱上了他，和他结了婚，违背了家庭的意愿。不幸的是，不到两年，他们便双双去世。我曾见到他们的墓。他们的小女儿由舅妈——盖茨赫德的里德太太抚养长大。你抖了一下，是听到什么动静了吗？我接着说。我不知道孩子跟着里德太太生活得是否幸福，但她在那儿住了十年，直到去洛伍德上学。你也在那儿待过。实际上，她的生活经历似乎和你很像。然后，她成了一位罗切斯特先生家的家庭教师。”

“李维斯先生！”我无法再保持沉默，打断了他。

“我能够想象你的感受，”他答道，“不过，还是先听我说完。我不了解罗切斯特先生的性格，但他提出要娶这位年轻姑娘。姑娘是在婚礼上才发现他已经结婚，妻子是个疯女人。此后不久家庭教师很快失踪了。尽管进行了调查，报上登了启事，用尽了一切办法寻找她，还是没人知道她的下落。但是，必须要找到她！律师布莱格斯先生有重要的事要跟她说。”

“就告诉我一件事。”我急切地说，“罗切斯特先生怎么了？他现在怎么样？在哪儿？在做什么？他好吗？”

“我对罗切斯特先生一无所知。你为什么不问问家庭教师的名字，以及为什么大家都在找她？”

“布莱格斯先生给罗切斯特先生写信了吗？”我问。

“他写过，但回信的不是他，而是管家，一位费尔法斯太太。”

我感到身上发冷，很不高兴。无疑罗切斯特先生又离开英格兰到欧洲的城市去寻欢作乐了，这正是我所担心的。噢，我可怜的主人，差点儿成了我的丈夫，我曾经常称做“我亲爱的爱德华”的人！

“既然你不问家庭教师的名字，我来告诉你。”圣约翰接着说，“我有笔头证据，最好还是白纸黑字清楚些。”他拿出钱包，从里面抽出一张小纸片，拿给我看。我认出那是我速写本上的，上面是我自己的亲笔字“简·爱”，这一定是我无意之中写上去的。

“布莱格斯先生及启事中提到一个简·爱，但我只认识一个简·艾略特。”圣约翰说，“你是简·爱吗？”

“是的，是的，可布莱格斯先生就没有罗切斯特先生的消息吗？”我迫不及待地问。

“我觉得布莱格斯先生对罗切斯特先生毫无兴趣，你忘了真正重要的事。你想知道他为什么在找你吗？”

“好吧，他究竟想要什么？”我几乎无礼地问。

“只是想告诉你，你舅舅，马迪拉的爱先生去世了，他把财产留给了你，你现在富有了。就这些，再没别的了。”

富有！一时我很穷，一时我又富了。我很难意识到自己的新境遇。一笔财富可以带来我根本无法想象的担忧和责任。听到我唯一活着的亲人我的舅舅去世了，我感到很难过。但是继承遗产可以让我独立生活，这点我很高兴。

“或许你想知道你继承了多少财产？”圣约翰客气地说，“其实并不很多，我想只有20000英镑。”

“20000英镑？”这消息让我停止了呼吸。我从未听到过圣约翰的笑声，这时他看到我吃惊的样子，不禁大笑了起来。“也许……也许你搞错了。”我胆怯地问他。

“不，没有错。现在我得走了，晚安。”他正要开门，我突然喊道：“站住！为什么布莱格斯找我要写信给你？”

“哦，我是牧师，有途径找到。”

“不，我不满意你的话，告诉我实情。”我坚持道，站在门前挡住他。

“我本不想现在告诉你，不过我想你早晚也会知道。你知道不知道我的全名叫圣约翰·爱·李维斯？”

“不，不知道！不过，那么这就是说……”我停住了，脑子里念头一闪，开始明白联系我们之间的那一连串的事情。但圣约翰继续解释着。

“我母亲姓爱。”他说，“她有两个哥哥，一个是牧师，娶了盖茨赫德的简·里德小姐，另一个就是马迪拉的约翰·爱。布莱格斯先生是爱先生的律师，他写信告诉我们舅舅死了。因为和我们的父亲吵架，他没有把财产留给我们，而是给了他弟弟的女儿。后来布莱格斯先生又写信来，说找不到那位姑娘。不过，我把你找到了。”他手里拿着帽子朝门口走去。

“等一等，让我想想。”我说，“那么戴安娜和玛丽是我的表姐妹了？”

“是的，我们是你的表亲。”他耐心地等待着。

我看着他，好像自己找到了一个哥哥和两个姐姐，可以一辈子爱他们，并以他们为荣。原来救了我的命的人竟是我的近亲！对一颗孤独的心来说，这的确是一笔财富，比金钱带来的沉重负担更能照亮我的生命。

“啊，我真高兴——我真高兴！”我笑着，叫着。

圣约翰笑了。“我跟你说你继承了财产时你很严肃，现在对这无关紧要的事你倒激动起来了。”

“你这是什么意思？这可能对你毫无意义。你已经有两个妹妹，不再需要什么亲人了。可是我没有一个亲人，而现在我的世界里却突然有了三个亲人，或许是两个，如果你不愿被称做一个的话。”我在屋里急步踱着，脑子里的念头一个接一个地闪现，我自己都搞不懂了。我现在的亲人，这些曾从饥饿中拯救过我的人，我如今可以帮助他们！我们表兄妹四个，均分20000英镑，每人可得5000英镑，足够用的。这样安排公平合理，我们大家都会感到高兴，我也不必再为掌握着这么多钱而担心，她们也不必再工作了。我们可以有更多的时间一起生活在摩尔屋了。

我向圣约翰和他的妹妹们提出这个建议时，他们坚决反对。我费了很大力气才说服她们我一定要这样办。最后他们终于同意这样分配遗产是公平的，于是我们办理了必要的法律手续，把财产平均划到每个人名下。




23
A voice from the past

I promised to stay at Morton school until Christmas, when St John would be able to find another teacher. He was there when I closed the school for the Christmas holidays. I was quite sorry to have to say goodbye to some of my pupils.

'You see what progress they have made! And you've only worked here a few months!' he said. 'Imagine how much more good you could do if you gave your whole life to teaching!'

'Yes,' I answered, 'but I couldn't do it for ever. Don't mention school, I'm on holiday now!'

He looked serious. 'What are your plans?'

'I want you to let me have Hannah for a few days. She and I are going to clean Moor House from top to bottom, and make all the Christmas preparations that you know nothing about, being only a man. Everything must be ready for Diana and Mary when they come home next week, for a really wonderful holiday.'

St John smiled but he was still not satisfied with me. 'That's all right for the moment, but I hope, Jane, that you'll look higher than domestic activity, and think about a better way of using your energy and intelligence in the service of God.'

'St John, I have so many reasons for happiness. I am determined to be happy despite your scolding!'

That week Hannah and I worked harder than we had ever worked in our lives before, but at last all was ready. It was a delight to see Diana's and Mary's faces when they arrived cold and stiff from their long journey, and saw the warm fires and polished furniture, and smelt the cakes and meat dishes cooking.

We three spent the whole of Christmas week in perfect happiness. The air of the moors, the freedom of home, and the beginning of independence made Diana and Mary happier than I had ever seen them. Only St John remained apart from our conversations and laughter. He continued his serious studies, and spent much time visiting the sick as usual.

'Do you still intend to be a missionary?' Diana asked him once, a little sadly.

'Nothing has changed or will change my plans,' he answered. 'I shall leave England in a few months' time.'

'And Rosamund Oliver?' asked Mary gently.

'Rosamund Oliver is engaged to a Mr Granby, a very suitable young man, according to her father.' His face was calm. I realized he had managed to overcome what he called his weakness.

Gradually our life at Moor House lost its holiday feeling, and as we took up our usual habits and regular studies again, St John sat with us more often. Sometimes I had the impression he was observing us. One day, when Diana and Mary were out and I was learning German, he suddenly said to me, 'I want you to learn Hindustani instead of German. I'll need it for my missionary work in India, and you could help me to learn it by studying with me. I've chosen you because I've noticed you have better powers of concentration than either of my sisters.' It seemed so important to him that I could not refuse, and when his sisters returned, they were surprised to find me learning Hindustani with St John.

From now on we spent a lot of time together, studying. I had to work very hard to satisfy him. Under his influence, however, I felt I was losing my freedom to be myself. I could no longer talk or laugh freely, as I knew he only approved of serious moods and studies. I fell under his freezing spell, obeying all his commands without thinking.

One evening, at bedtime, as he kissed his sisters good night, and was holding out his hand to shake mine, as usual, Diana said, laughing, 'St John! You aren't treating Jane like one of the family! You should kiss her too.' I was rather embarrassed, but St John calmly kissed me, and did so every evening after that.

I had not forgotten Mr Rochester in all these changes of home and fortune. His name was written on my heart, and would stay there as long as I lived. Not only had I written to ask Mr Briggs more about him, I had also written twice to Mrs Fairfax. But after I had waited in vain for six months, I lost hope, and felt low indeed. Diana said I looked ill, and needed a holiday at the seaside, but St John thought I ought to concentrate on more serious work, and gave me even more Hindustani exercises to do.

One day, while he and I were walking on the moors, he announced, 'Jane, I'll be leaving in six weeks.'

'You're doing God's work. He'll protect you,' I replied.

'Yes, it seems strange to me that all my friends don't want to join me. God offers a place in heaven to all who serve Him. What does your heart say to that, Jane?'

'My heart is silent — my heart is silent,' I murmured.

'Then I must speak for it,' said the deep, stern voice. 'Jane, come with me to India as a missionary!'

Was it a call from God? I felt as if I was under a terrible spell, and I trembled, afraid that I might not be able to escape.

'Oh St John, don't choose me!' I begged. But it was useless appealing to a man who always did what he believed to be his duty, however unpleasant it was.

'God intended you to be a missionary's wife,' he continued. 'Trust in Him, Jane. Marry me, for the service of God.'

'I can't do it, St John, I'm not strong enough!' I cried. The iron bars of a cage seemed to be closing in around me.

'I've seen how hard you can work, Jane. You will be a great help to me with Indian women, and in Indian schools.'

I thought, 'Yes, I could do that. But I know that he doesn't love me, and despite that, he asks me to marry him!' So I said,

'I'm ready to go with you to India, but as a sister, not as a wife.'

He shook his head. 'You must see that's impossible. No, a sister could marry at any time, and leave me. I need a wife, who will obey me in life, and who will stay with me until death.'

I trembled as I felt his power over me already. 'I'll give my heart to God,' I said. 'You don't want it.' As I looked at his stern face, I knew I could go anywhere in the world with him as a colleague, but I could never lose my freedom by marrying him.

'I'll ask you again in a few days' time,' he said, 'and remember, it isn't me you're refusing, but God!'

From then on his manner towards me was as cold as ice, which caused me great pain. I began to understand how, if I were his wife, this good, religious man could soon kill me, without feeling any guilt at all.

When he asked me again, we were alone in the sitting room. He put his hand on my head and spoke quietly in his deep, sincere voice. 'Remember, Jane, God calls us to work for Him, and will reward us for it. Say you will marry me, and earn your place in heaven!' I admired and respected him, and under his touch my mind was changing. I was tempted to stop struggling against him, as I had been tempted before, in a different way, by Mr Rochester. The missionary gently held my hand. I could resist his anger, but not his gentleness. I desperately wanted to do what was right.

'If I felt certain,' I answered finally, 'that God really wanted me to marry you, I would agree!'

'My prayers are heard!' cried St John. Close together we stood, waiting for a sign from heaven. I was more excited than I had ever been before. There was a total silence in the house, and the room was full of moonlight. Suddenly my heart stopped beating, and I heard a distant voice cry, 'Jane! Jane! Jane!' — nothing more. Where did it come from? It was the voice of Edward Rochester, and it spoke in sadness and in pain.

'I'm coming!' I cried. 'Wait for me!' I ran into the garden calling, 'Where are you?' Only the hills sent a faint echo back.

I broke away from St John, who had followed, asking me questions. It was my time to give orders now. I told him to leave me, and he obeyed. In my room I fell to my knees to thank God for the sign He had sent me, and waited eagerly for daylight.



on holiday not at work, school, etc. 在度假。

domestic adj. of the home or family. 家庭的。

polish v. rub something so that it shines. 擦亮。

instead of in place of. 代替。

appealing adj. moving, touching. 恳求的。

sincere adj. honest. 真诚的；诚恳的。




23　往昔的呼唤
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我答应在莫顿的那个学校住到圣诞节，那时圣约翰会找到另外一位教师。圣诞节放假时他在学校。要和我的一些学生道别，我感到很难过。

“你瞧她们进步多大！而你才工作了不过几个月的时间！”他说，“想象一下，如果你一生从事教育会成就多大的善事啊！”

“是的，”我答道，“但我不能一直教下去。别提学校了，我现在放假了！”

他表情严肃起来：“你有什么打算？”

“我想请你把汉娜借给我几天。我要和她从上到下彻底打扫摩尔屋，做好各种圣诞节的准备。你一个男人，对此一无所知。戴安娜和玛丽下星期回家时，应该一切就绪，我们要过一个真正精彩的节日。”

圣约翰笑了，但他对我还不满足。“眼下这样很好。不过，简，我希望你能超越家居琐事，看得更高一点，思考一下用更好的办法以你的精力和智慧为上帝服务。”

“圣约翰，我高兴的原因太多了。尽管你批评我，我还是下决心要快快乐乐的。”

那一星期里，我和汉娜干得比任何时候都卖力，不过一切终于就绪了。戴安娜和玛丽经过长途跋涉到家时都冻僵了。她们看到了温暖的炉火，锃亮的家具，还闻到了蛋糕和炉子上炖肉的香味。又见到她们的面真让人高兴。

圣诞节的一星期里，我们三人过得兴高采烈。沼泽地上的空气、家中的自由自在以及独立生活的开始，使戴安娜和玛丽显得比我见过的任何时候都要高兴。只有圣约翰没有加入我们的谈话和欢笑。他继续他的学习，并像往常一样花许多时间看望病人。

“你还想做一个传教士吗？”戴安娜一次有点儿伤心地问他。

“什么也没有改变，什么也改变不了我的打算。”他回答说，“我几个月后就离开英格兰。”

“那罗莎蒙特·奥利弗小姐呢？”玛丽轻声问。

“罗莎蒙特·奥利弗小姐已经和一位格兰比先生订婚，据她父亲说，是个很匹配的年轻人。”他表情很平静。我意识到他已克服了他所说的所谓的弱点。

在摩尔屋的生活渐渐褪去了节目的气氛，我们又开始按老习惯生活，进行正常的学习，圣约翰和我们在一起的时间多起来。有时候我感到他在观察我们。一天，戴安娜和玛丽出门了，我正在学习德语，他突然对我说：“我想让你学印度斯坦语，而不是德语。我在印度做传教士的工作需要它，你和我一起学可以帮助我。我之所以选择你，是因为我觉得你比我的两个妹妹更能集中精力。”这对他似乎至关重要，使我难以拒绝。两姐妹回来时，看到我正和圣约翰学习印度斯坦语，感到非常惊讶。

从此我们常在一起学习，我必须非常刻苦才能使他满意。但是，在他的影响下我感到我正在失去保持自我的自由。因为我知道他只赞赏严肃认真的态度和学习，我不能再自由地说笑。我好像被他施了定身术，不假思索地服从着他所有的命令。

一天晚上，就寝的时间到了，他吻了两个妹妹，并道晚安，又像往常那样伸出手来握我的手。戴安娜笑着说：“圣约翰，你没把简当做一家人来对待！你也应该吻她。”我很尴尬，但圣约翰平静地吻了我。此后每天晚上都这样。

在所有这些关于家庭与财富的变迁发生的过程中，我始终不能忘记罗切斯特先生。他的名字已写在我心上，只要我活着，就永远不会消失。我不仅越来越多地给布莱格斯先生写信，打听他的消息，还给费尔法斯太太去过两封信。但是空等了半年，我不抱希望了，感到无比沮丧。戴安娜说我看上去不舒服，需要到海边去疗养，然而圣约翰却说我应该集中精力多做些正经的事，还给我更多的印度斯坦语练习来做。

一天，当他和我在沼泽地上散步时，他宣布：“简，我六星期后离开。”

“你在为上帝工作。他会保护你。”我说。

“是的，奇怪的是我的朋友没有一个愿与我同行。上帝给所有为他服务的人在天堂都准备好了地方。简，你的心对此有什么回答？”

“我的心是沉默的——我的心是沉默的。”我喃喃道。

“那么我就必须替它说话了。”他用严肃低沉的声音说，“简，跟我一起去印度做传教士吧！”

这是上帝的召唤吗？我感到自己被附上了可怕的咒语，我颤抖着，害怕自己无法逃脱出来。

“噢，圣约翰，别选择我。”我乞求着。然而他一向认为自己在履行责任，无论那是多么不愉快；向这样的人乞求是徒劳的。

“上帝要让你成为一个传教士的妻子。”他接着说，“简，相信我。嫁给我，为上帝服务。”

“圣约翰，我不能，我不够坚强。”我大声说。牢笼的铁条似乎正从四面向我逼近。

“简，我看到了你工作起来有多么刻苦。你可以在印度妇女中、在印度学校里给我很大帮助。”

我心想：“是的，我能够做到，但我知道他不爱我。尽管这样，他还让我嫁给他！”于是我说：

“我准备跟你去印度，但是做为妹妹，而不是妻子。”

他摇摇头。“你要知道那是不可能的。不行，妹妹随时可以嫁人，离我而去。我需要一个妻子，在生活中听命于我，并伴我至死。”

我发起抖来，因为我已感受到他的力量在控制着我。“我会把心交给上帝。”我说，“你不需要的。”我望着他紧绷的脸，知道我可以做为同事伴他到天涯海角，但我永远不能为与他结婚而失去我的自由。

“我几天以后再问你一次。”他说，“记住，你拒绝的不是我，而是上帝！”

此后他对我的态度便冷若冰霜，使我非常痛苦。我开始明白，如果我是他的妻子，这个善良、虔诚的男人会很快要了我的命，而自己却不感到丝毫的愧疚。

他第二次问我时，我们正单独坐在客厅里。他将手放在我的头上，用深沉而真诚的声音轻声地说：“简，记住，上帝呼唤我们为他工作，并将为此奖赏我们。说，你会嫁给我，去争取你在天堂的位置。”我仰慕他、尊重他，在他的触摸下我的想法开始变化。我有些想停止对他的反抗，就像过去在另一种情形下受到罗切斯特先生的诱惑一样。传教士温柔地握着我的手。我可以抵抗他的气愤，却无法抗拒他的温柔。我竭力想把事情做对。

我最后说：“如果我的确感到上帝真的想让我和你结婚，我会同意的。”

“我的祈祷显灵了！”圣约翰叫道。我们紧紧站在一起，等待来自天堂的信号。我从未像现在这样激动。屋里一片寂静，月光洒了一地。突然，我的心好像停止了跳动。我听到一个遥远的声音呼唤着：“简！简！简！”再没有别的了。这是从哪儿传来的？这是罗切斯特先生的声音，悲伤而痛苦。

“我来了！”我喊着，“等等我！”我跑进花园喊着：“你在哪儿？”只有山丘隐约的回声。

我从圣约翰身边挣脱着跑出来，他跟在我后面追问着。现在该轮到我下命令了。我让他离开我，他遵从了。回到自己的房间后，我跪到地上，感谢上帝给我带来的讯息。我急切地盼着天亮。


Part Five—A wife at Ferndean Manor
第五部　枫丹庄园的女主人

24
Returning to Thornfield

In the morning I explained to Diana and Mary that I had to go on a journey, and would be away for several days. Although they did not know the reason for my journey, they were far too sensitive to my feelings to bother me with questions.

And so I walked to Whitcross, the lonely crossroads on the moor, where 1 had arrived a year ago with no money or luggage. I took the coach, and after thirty-six hours of travelling I got down at Thornfield village, and almost ran across the fields in my hurry to see the well-known house again, and its owner. I decided to approach from the front, to get the best view of the house. From there I would be able to see my master's window. 'He might even be walking in the gardens,' I thought, 'and I could run to him, touch him! Surely that wouldn't hurt anybody?'

But when I reached the great stone columns of the main gate, I stood still in horror. There, where I had hoped to see a fine, impressive house, was nothing but a blackened heap of stones, with the silence of death about it. No wonder that letters addressed to people here had never received an answer. There must have been a great fire. How had it started? Had any lives been lost? I ran back to the village to find answers to my questions.

'Well, ma'am,' the hotel-owner told me, 'I was one of Mr Rochester's servants at the time, and I can tell you it was his mad wife who started the fire in the governess's room. The master had been wildly in love with the governess, you see, ma'am, although she was just a plain little thing, and when she disappeared, he almost went mad. His wife must have understood enough to be jealous of the girl. Anyway, in the fire the master risked his life helping all the servants out of the house, then bravely went back to save the mad woman. We saw her jump from the roof and fall to her death. But because he went back to help her, he was badly injured in the fire, losing a hand and the sight of both eyes. Very sad, ma'am.'

'Where is he now?' I asked urgently.

'At another house of his, Ferndean Manor, thirty miles away.'

I hired a carriage to drive there at once.



well-known adj. known by many people. 著名的；众所周知的。

heap n. a pile or mass of things one on top of the other. 堆。

risk v. place in danger. 冒……危险。




24　回到特恩费得
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早晨，我跟戴安娜和玛丽解释说我必须出门，离开几天。尽管她们不知道我出门的原因，但她们都小心地顾及着我的感觉，没有多问什么。

于是我走到威特考斯。一年前，我曾身无分文来到这块沼泽地上的十字路口。我乘上马车，经过36个小时的旅程，在特恩费得村下了车。我几乎是跑着走过田野，急切地想再次看到那熟悉的老屋和它的主人。我决定从前面过去，以便看得更清楚些。从这个角度我能见到主人房间的窗户。“他或许就在花园散步呢！”我想。“我可以向他跑过去，抚摸他！这肯定不会伤了谁吧？”

但是，当我来到大门的巨大石柱下时，我呆站着，心中充满恐惧。我原本希望看到一座府第巍然矗立的地方，此时却只剩下几堆焦黑的石头，周围是死一般的寂静。难怪写给这里的人的信，没有一点儿回音呢。一定是发生了大火灾，怎么引起的呢？有人死去吗？我跑回村子去寻找答案。

“是这样，女士。”旅馆的店主对我说，“我曾是罗切斯特先生的一个仆人，我可以告诉你，一定是他的疯老婆在家庭教师的房间里放了火。女士，你知道，尽管她只是个不起眼的小东西，可是主人却疯狂地爱上了她。她失踪后，他几乎要疯了。他的老婆一定还知道嫉妒那个姑娘。不管怎样，大火中主人冒着生命危险帮助所有的仆人们逃出了屋子，然后又勇敢地冲回去救那疯女人。我们看到她从屋顶跳下来，摔死了。可是他因为回去救她却被大火严重烧伤，失去了一只手，一双眼睛也瞎了。真让人伤心啊，女士。”

“他现在在哪儿？”我急切地问。

“在他的另一所房子枫丹庄园那儿，离这儿30英里。”

我立即租了辆马车，向那里驶去。




25
Finding Mr Rochester again

Ferndean Manor was a large old house in the middle of a wood. It looked dark and lonely, surrounded by trees. As I approached, the narrow front door opened, and out came a figure I could not fail to recognize, Edward Rochester. I held my breath as I watched, feeling a mixture of happiness and sadness. He looked as strong as before and his hair was still black, but in his face I saw a bitter, desperate look, that I had never seen there before. He walked slowly and hesitatingly along the path. Although he kept looking up eagerly at the sky, it was obvious that he could see nothing. After a while he stopped, and stood quietly there, the rain falling fast on his bent, uncovered head. Finally he found his way painfully back to the house, and closed the door.

When I knocked at the door, Mr Rochester's old servant, John, opened it and recognized me. He and his wife Mary were the only servants their master had wanted to keep when he moved from Thornfield. Although they were surprised to see me, I had no difficulty in arranging to stay at Ferndean that night.

'But he may not want to see you,' warned Mary, as we sat together in the kitchen. 'He refuses to see anybody except us.' She was lighting some candles. 'He always wants candles in the sitting-room when it's dark, even though he's blind.'

'Give them to me, Mary,' I said. 'I'll take them to him.'

The blind man was sitting near the neglected fire in the dark room. 'Put down the candles, Mary,' he sighed.

'Here they are, sir,' I said.

'That is Mary, isn't it?' he asked, listening carefully.

'Mary's in the kitchen,' I answered.

'What sweet madness has seized me?' he cried suddenly. 'Where is the speaker? I can't see, but I must feel, or my heart will stop, and my brain will burst! Let me touch you, or I can't live!' I held his wandering hand with both of mine. 'Is it Jane? This is her shape...' He released his hand and seized my arm, shoulder, neck, waist and held me close to him.

'She is here,' I said, 'and her heart too. I am Jane Eyre. I've found you and come back to you.'

'My living darling! So you aren't lying dead in a ditch somewhere! Is it a dream? I've dreamed so often of you, only to wake in the morning, abandoned, my life dark, my soul thirsty.'

'I'm alive, and I'm not a dream, In fact, I'm an independent woman now. I've inherited five thousand pounds from my uncle.'

'Ah, that sounds real! I couldn't dream that. But perhaps you have friends now, and don't want to spend much time in a lonely house with a blind man like me.'

'I can do what I like, and I intend to stay with you, unless you object. I'll be your neighbour, your nurse, your housekeeper, your companion. You will never be sad or lonely as long as I live.'

He did not reply immediately, and I was a little embarrassed by his silence. I had assumed he would still want me to be his wife, and wondered why he did not ask me.

'Jane,' he said sadly, 'you cannot always be my nurse. It's kind and generous of you, but you're young, and one day you will want to marry. If I could only see, I'd try to make you love me again, but...' And he sighed deeply.

I was very relieved to discover that was all he was worrying about, because I knew that his blindness made no difference at all to my love for him. However, I thought too much excitement was not good for him, so I talked of other things, and made him laugh a little. As we separated at bedtime, he asked me, 'Just one thing, Jane. Were there only ladies in the house where you've been?' I laughed, and escaped upstairs, still laughing. 'A good idea!' I thought. 'A little jealousy will stop him feeling so sorry for himself!'

Next day I took him outside for a long walk in the fresh air. I described the beauty of the fields and sky to him, as we sat close together in the shade of a tree.

'Tell me, Jane, what happened to you when you so cruelly abandoned me?' he asked, holding me tightly in his arms.

And so I told him my story. Naturally he was interested in St John Rivers, my cousin.

'This St John, do you like him?'

'He's a very good man. I couldn't help liking him.'

'He's perhaps a man of fifty or so?'

'St John is only twenty-nine, sir.'

'Rather stupid, I think you said? Not at all intelligent?'

'He has an excellent brain, sir.'

'Did you say he was rather plain, ugly, in fact?'

'St John is a handsome man, tall and fair, with blue eyes.'

Mr Rochester frowned, and swore loudly.

'In fact, sir,' I continued, 'he asked me to marry him.'

'Well, Jane, leave me and go. Oh, until now I thought you would never love another man! But go and marry Rivers!'

'I can never marry him, sir. He doesn't love me, and I don't love him. He's good and great, but as cold as ice. You needn't be jealous, sir. All my heart is yours.'

He kissed me. 'I'm no better than the great tree hit by lightning at Thornfield,' he said. 'I can't expect to have a fresh young plant like you by my side, all my life.'

'You are still strong, sir, and young plants need the strength and safety of a tree to support them.'

'Jane, will you marry me, a poor blind man with one hand, twenty years older than you?'

'Yes, sir.'

'My darling! We'll be married in three days' time, Jane. Thank God! You know I never thought much of religion? Well, lately I've begun to understand that God has been punishing me for my pride and my past wickedness. Last Monday night, in a mood of deep depression, I was sitting by an open window, praying for a little peace and happiness in my dark life. In my heart and soul I wanted you. I cried out "Jane!" three times.'

'Last Monday night, about midnight?' I asked, wondering.

'Yes, but that doesn't matter. This is what's really strange. I heard a voice calling "I'm coming, wait for me!" and "Where are you?" And then I heard an echo sent back by hills, but there's no echo here, in the middle of the wood. Jane, you must have been asleep. Your spirit and mine must have met to comfort each other! It was your voice I heard!'

I did not tell him I had actually spoken those words many miles away, at that exact moment on that night, because I could hardly understand how it happened myself.

'I thank God!' said Edward Rochester, 'and ask Him to help me live a better life in future!' Together we returned slowly to Ferndean Manor, Edward leaning on my shoulder.

We had a quiet wedding. I wrote to tell the Rivers the news. Diana and Mary wrote back with delighted congratulations, but St John did not reply.

Now I have been married for ten years. I know what it is like to love and be loved, No woman has ever been closer to her husband than I am to Edward. I am my husband's life, and he is mine. We are always together, and have never had enough of each other's company. After two years his sight began to return in one eye. Now he can see a little, and when our first child was born and put into his arms, he was able to see that the boy had inherited his fine large black eyes.

Mrs Fairfax is retired, and Adèle has grown into a charming young woman. Diana and Mary are both married, and we visit them once a year. St John achieved his ambition by going to India as planned, and is still there. He writes to me regularly. He is unmarried and will never marry now. He knows that the end of his life is near, but he has no fear of death, and looks forward to gaining his place in heaven.



refuse v. not accept or give. 拒绝；不肯。

seize v. take hold of eagerly and forcefully. 抓住。

ditch n. narrow channel in the fields or at the side of the road to carry away water, etc. 沟；沟渠。

shade n. where it is dark because the sun does not shine directly there. 荫；阴凉处。

stupid adj. foolish. 愚蠢的。

lean v. rest oneself or something on or against something else. 倚靠。

charming adj. very pleasing; delightful. 迷人的。




25　重新找到罗切斯特先生
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枫丹庄园是一幢建在树林中间的高大的旧房子，看上去灰暗、孤单，周围绿树环绕。当我走近时，狭窄的前门打开了，里面走出的正是我永远都能认出的爱德华·罗切斯特。我屏住呼吸注视着，心中悲喜交加。他看上去还和过去一样强壮，头发依然乌黑，但在他的脸上，我看到的是从未见过的痛苦、绝望的表情。他慢慢地、踌躇地在路上走着。尽管他抬起头来热切地望着天空，但显然他什么也看不见。过了一会儿，他停住脚步，静静地站着，雨水打在他低着的、光光的头上。最后他艰难地找到了回家的路，关上了门。

当我敲门时，罗切斯特先生的老仆人约翰打开门，并认出了我。主人从特恩费得搬来时，他和妻子玛丽是主人唯一想留下的仆人。尽管他们见到我很吃惊，我还是没费什么事就做好了当晚住在枫丹的安排。

我们一起坐在厨房里，玛丽警告说：“他也许不愿见到你。除了我们以外，他拒绝见任何人。”她点上几根蜡烛。“尽管他瞎了，却总希望天黑时在客厅里点上蜡烛。”

“把蜡烛给我，玛丽。”我说，“我给他拿去。”

这个双目失明的人坐在黑屋子里无人照管的炉火边。“把蜡烛放下，玛丽。”他叹了口气。

“先生，它们在这里。”我说。

“你是玛丽，对吗？”他说，并仔细听着。

“玛丽在厨房里。”我答道。

“是什么甜蜜的疯狂攫住了我？”他突然喊道。“说话的人在哪儿？我看不到，但我必须感觉到，否则我的心就会停止跳动，我的脑子就会迸裂！让我摸摸你，否则我会活不下去！”我双手握住他摸索着的手。“是简吗？这是她的样子……”他腾出手来，抓住我的胳膊、肩膀、脖子、腰肢，把我紧紧抱住。

“她在这里。”我说，“她的心也在这里，我是简·爱。我找到你了，回到你身边来了。”

“我的宝贝还活着！那么你没有死在某处的阴沟里！这是不是梦？我常常梦见你，早上醒来却已被抛弃，只剩下黑暗的生活和饥渴的灵魂。”

“我活着，我不是梦。实际上我现在是个独立的女人了，我从舅舅那儿继承了5000英镑。”

“啊，这听起来倒是真的！我不会梦到这个。但是也许你现在有了朋友，不再想到这幢孤零零的房子里，花许多时间陪伴一个像我这样的瞎子了。”

“我想做什么，就能做什么。我想和你一起住，除非你反对。我要成为你的邻居，你的护士，你的管家，你的伴侣。只要我活着，你就永远不会悲伤或孤独。”

他没有立刻回答，他的沉默使我感到有些尴尬。我本以为他仍然希望我成为他的妻子，却纳闷他为什么不向我提出来。

“简，”他悲哀地说，“你不能永远做我的护士。你很慷慨善良，但你还年轻，总有一天你会想结婚。如果我能够看得见，我会努力让你再爱上我，但是……”他深深地叹了口气。

原来他担心的就是这些，我感到轻松了许多，因为他失明丝毫没有影响到我对他的爱。但是，我觉得过于激动对他没好处，于是就开始扯些别的话题，逗他笑一点儿。我们分手去就寝时，他问我：“简，就一件事。你住的家里只有女士吗？”我笑了，逃上楼去，仍止不住笑。“好主意。”我想。“小小的嫉妒会让他减少对自己的伤心。”

第二天，我带他到户外散步，呼吸些新鲜空气。当我们紧挨着坐在树阴下时，我向他描述着田野和天空的美丽。

“简，告诉我。你狠心抛下我后，又发生了什么事？”他紧紧搂着我问。

于是我向他讲述了我的经历。他自然对我的表兄圣约翰很感兴趣。

“这个圣约翰，你喜欢他吗？”

“他是个很好的人，我不能不喜欢他。”

“他也许五十多岁？”

“不，先生，圣约翰只有29岁。”

“我想你说过他很傻？一点儿也不聪明？”

“先生，他有着出色的头脑。”

“你是不是说过他实际上很平凡、很丑？”

“圣约翰是个美男子，个子高高的，金发碧眼。”

罗切斯特先生皱起眉头，大声诅咒着。

“先生，”我接着说，“实际上他要我嫁给他。”

“好了，简，离开我走吧！啊，直到此刻我一直以为你不会再爱上别人！但是走吧，去和李维斯结婚！”

“先生，我永远不能和他结婚。他不爱我，我也不爱他。他很好、很伟大，但却冷若冰霜。你不必嫉妒，我整个的心都是你的。”

他吻吻我。“我跟特恩费得被雷击倒的大树没什么两样。”他说，“我不能指望像你这样一棵稚嫩的小树一辈子陪伴在我身边。”

“先生，你仍然强壮。小树需要大树的力量和庇护来支撑自己。”

“简，你愿嫁给我，一个比你年长20岁、只有一只手的、可怜的盲人吗？”

“是的，先生。”

“我亲爱的！简，我们三天内就结婚。感谢上帝！你知道我从来不那么看重宗教吧？不过最近我认为上帝在为我的傲慢和邪恶的过去惩罚我。上星期一晚上，我情绪很坏，坐在敞开的窗边，祈求我黑暗的生活中出现一点儿安宁和幸福。在我的内心和灵魂深处，我想得到你。我喊了三声‘简！’”

“上星期一晚上，大约午夜时？”我奇怪地问。

“是的，不过这还无关紧要。真正奇怪的是这个：我听到一个声音回答着：‘我来了，等等我！’还说：‘你在哪儿？’然后我听到山丘传来的回声，可我们这里没有山丘，是在树林当中。简，你当时一定睡了。你我的魂灵一定见了面，互相安慰！我听到的正是你的声音。”

我自己也搞不清这一切是如何发生的，便没有告诉他就在那天夜里的那个时刻，我在很远的地方说出的正是他听到的话。

“我感谢上帝！”爱德华·罗切斯特说，“我请求他帮助我在未来过上更好的生活。”爱德华扶着我的肩膀，我们一起慢慢回到枫丹庄园。

我们举行了简单的婚礼。我写信告诉了李维斯一家，戴安娜和玛丽回信热情祝贺我们，但圣约翰没有回复。

现在我已结婚十年。我懂得什么是爱和被爱。没有任何女人与丈夫，能像我和爱德华那样亲密。我是我丈夫的生命，而他也是我的。我们总是在一起，享受不够彼此的陪伴。两年后，他的一只眼睛开始恢复视力。现在他已经能看到一点儿。我们的第一个孩子出世、放到他怀里时，他可以看出孩子继承了他那双又大又黑的漂亮眼睛。

费尔法斯太太退休了，阿黛拉已出落成一个迷人的姑娘。戴安娜和玛丽都结了婚，我们每年都去看她们一次。圣约翰实现了他的远大志向，如期去了印度，至今还在那里。他经常给我写信，没有结婚，也不打算结婚了。他知道自己的生命就要完结，但是他对死亡毫不惧怕，盼着在天堂中获得他的一席之地。


Exercises

A Checking your understanding

Chapters 1–2 Write answers to these questions.

1 What were the names of Jane Eyre's cousins?

2 Who had died in the red room?

3 Who was Jane's only friend at Gateshead?




Chapters 3–6 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 Miss Miller was the headmistress.

2 Helen Burns was punished for her untidiness.

3 Miss Temple told the school that Jane was not a liar.

4 Jane was a teacher at the school for five years.




Chapters 7–18 How much can you remember? Check your answers.

1 What was the housekeeper's name?

2 Where in the house did Grace Poole work?

3 Who had been Mr Rochester's French mistress?

4 What was the name of the woman expected to marry Mr Rochester?

5 Who killed himself?

6 Who wanted Jane to inherit all his money?

7 Who stopped the wedding?

8 What was the name of Mr Rochester's wife?




Chapters 19–23 Write answers to these questions.

1 Why did Jane give a false name to the Rivers family?

2 What was St John Rivers' great ambition?

3 What was the sacrifice he had to make?

4 What did Jane do with her inheritance?

5 Why didn't Jane want to marry St John?




Chapters 24–25 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 Grace Poole started the fire which burned down Thornfield.

2 Mr Rochester lost both hands and the sight of one eye.

3 Diana and Mary remained friends of the Rochesters.

4 Jane and her husband had only one child.

B Working with language

1 Combine these sentences into longer sentences, using linking words and making any other necessary changes.

1 Jane was unhappy at school.

2 She found it difficult to accept the strict school rules.

3 Many of the pupils caught typhus fever.

4 Jane remained healthy.

5 She was able to enjoy walking in the fields and valleys.

6 Mr Brocklehurst thought she was an example of evil.

7 Jane had to stand on a chair in the schoolroom as a punishment.

8 She had not done anything wrong.




2 Choose the best linking words and complete these sentences with information from the story.

1 Jane would never have attacked John Reed since/if...

2 Mr Rochester made Jane think he was in love with Blanche Ingram in order to/in case...

3 As soon as/Before Jane heard of her aunt's illness, she...

4 The wedding had to be stopped because/although...

5 As/Although Jane was small and plain, Mr Rochester...

C Activities

1 Write a letter to the author of the book, giving a critical view of it.

2 Write Jane's letter to the Rivers family, explaining that she had married Mr Rochester.

3 How do you think Jane's childhood experiences affected her character and later life?
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简　介

小说问世于1891年，至今依然是刻画女性内心情感的最为细腻动人的小说之一。

这是一本忧伤的书：一位少女的生命被慢慢地、但确确实实地毁了——不是被她的敌人，而是被那些自称爱她的人。这是怎样的爱，何以摧毁自己所爱？

悲哀总是在眼睁睁地目睹错误发生却又无力阻拦之时产生。苔丝是一个快乐的姑娘，她的生活本该十分幸福——但合适的人儿犹豫着，不当的人却捷足先登。“别让她走！”我们不禁要大喊，或者“现在就告诉他，以免悔之太晚！”

然而还是太晚了：故事发生在一百年前——其实每天都在重演。我们无能为力，只有眼看着世界在变幻运转着，毁掉了苔丝，又继续变幻运转……仿佛根本未曾有过她。
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The Maiden
Chapter 1

One evening at the end of May a middle-aged man was walking home from Shaston to the village of Marlott in the Vale of Blackmoor. His legs were thin and weak, and he could not walk in a straight line. He had an empty egg-basket on his arm, and his hat was old and worn. After a while he passed an elderly parson riding a grey horse.

'Good night,' said the man with the basket.

'Good night, Sir John,' said the parson.

After another step or two the man stopped and turned round to speak to the parson.

'Now, sir, last market-day we met on this road at the same time, and I said "Good night" and you answered "Good night, Sir John", as you did just now.'

'I did,' said the parson.

'And once before that, almost a month ago.'

'I may have.'

'So why do you call me Sir John, when I am only John Durbeyfield?'

The parson rode nearer, and after a moment's hesitation, explained: 'It was because I've discovered something of historical interest. I am Parson Tringham, the historian. Do you really not know, Durbeyfield, that you are a direct descendant of the ancient and noble family of the d'Urbervilles? They descended from Sir Pagan d'Urberville, who came from Normandy with William the Conqueror in 1066.'

'Never heard that before, sir!'

'Well, it's true. Let me see your face. Yes, you have the d'Urberville nose and chin. D'Urbervilles have owned land and served their King for hundreds of years. There have been many Sir Johns, and you could have been Sir John yourself.'

'Well!' exclaimed the man. 'And how long has this news about me been known, Parson Tringham?'

'Nobody knows about it at all,' said the parson. 'I just happened to discover it last spring, when I was trying to find out more about the d'Urbervilles and noticed your name in the village.'

'I've got an old silver spoon, and an old seal too at home,' said the man, wondering. 'So where do we d'Urbervilles live now, Parson?'

'You don't live anywhere. You have died, as a noble family.'

'That's bad. So where do we lie?'

'In the churchyard at Kingsbere-sub-Greenhill.'

'And where are our family lands?'

'You haven't any.'

John Durbeyfield paused. 'And what should I do about it, sir?'

'Oh, nothing. It's a fact of historical interest, nothing more. Good night.'

'But you'll come and have some beer with me, Parson Tringham?'

'No, thank you, not this evening, Durbeyfield. You've had enough already.' The parson rode away, half regretting that he had told Durbeyfield of his discovery.

Durbeyfield walked on a few steps in a dream, then sat down with his basket. In a few minutes a boy appeared. Durbeyfield called to him.

'Boy! Take this basket! I want you to go and do something for me.'

The boy frowned. 'Who are you, John Durbeyfield, to order me about and call me boy? You know my name as well as I know yours!'

'Do you, do you? That's the secret! Well, Fred, I don't mind telling you that the secret is that I'm one of a noble family.' And Durbeyfield lay back comfortably on the grass. 'Sir John d'Urberville, that's who I am. And I've got the family seal to prove it!'

'Oh?'

'Now take up the basket, and tell them in the village to send a horse and carriage to me immediately. Here's a shilling for you.'

This made a difference to the boy's view of the situation.

'Yes, Sir John. Thank you, Sir John.'

As they spoke, sounds of music came through the evening air from the village.

'What's that?' said Durbeyfield. 'Have they heard my news already?'

'It's the women dancing, Sir John.'

The boy went on his way and Durbeyfield lay waiting in the evening sun. Nobody passed by for a long time, and he could just hear the faint music in the distance.

The village of Marlott lies in the beautiful Vale of Blackmoor. Although this valley is only four hours away from London, it has not yet been discovered by tourists and artists. The best view of the vale is from the hills surrounding it; it looks like a map spread out. It is a quiet, sheltered part of the countryside, where the fields are always green and the rivers never dry up. To the south lies the great dividing line of hills. From here to the coast the hills are open, the sun pours down on the huge dry fields, the atmosphere is colourless. But here in the valley lies a completely different countryside, smaller and more delicate. The fields are tiny, the air makes you sleepy, the sky is of the deepest blue. Everywhere you can see a rich greenery of grass and trees, covering smaller hills and valleys. This is the Vale of Blackmoor.

And in the village of Marlott, following ancient custom, the young women gathered to dance every holiday. For this May Day dance, all wore white dresses. There was a fine, handsome girl among them, with a red ribbon in her hair. As they danced, they noticed a carriage go by. Durbeyfield lay back in it, singing, 'I'm—Sir—John—and—I've—got—a—spoon—and—seal—and—my—family—lies—at—Kingsbere!' The girl with the ribbon, who was called Tess, turned red and said quickly to her friends, 'Father's tired, that's all.' The other girls just laughed but stopped when Tess looked unhappy. The dancing went on.

In the evening the men of the village came to watch and later to join the dancers. Three young strangers, who were passing by, also stopped to look. They explained they were brothers on a walking tour. The older two continued their walk, but the youngest seemed more interested in the girls than his brothers were, and stayed to dance with several of them. As he left the dance, he noticed Tess, who seemed a little sad that he had not chosen her. He looked back from the road, and could still see her in her white dress, standing modestly apart from the dancers. He wished he had danced with her. He wished he had asked her name. But it was too late. He hurried on to join his brothers.

The young stranger had made an impression on Tess. But soon, worried by her father's strange appearance that afternoon, she decided to walk home. After the excitement of the dance, her parents' small cottage was a depressing sight. It was dark inside, as they had only one candle. The furniture was old and worn. There were six children crowded into the tiny space. Their mother was doing the washing at the same time as putting the baby to sleep. Looking after so many children had aged Joan Durbeyfield, but she still showed some of her early prettiness, which Tess had inherited.

'Let me help with the washing, mother,' said Tess gently.

'Oh Tess, I'm glad you've come,' said her mother. 'There's something I must tell you.'

'Is it anything to do with father making such a fool of himself this afternoon?' asked Tess, frowning.

'That's all part of the excitement! They've discovered we're the oldest family in the whole county, going back a long way! And our real name is d'Urberville! Doesn't that make you proud! That's why your father rode home in the carriage, not because he'd been drinking, as people thought.'

'I'm glad of that. Will it do us any good, mother?'

'Oh yes! Great things may come of it. No doubt our noble relations will be arriving in their carriages as soon as they find out.'

'Where is father now?' asked Tess suddenly.

Her mother did not answer directly. 'He saw the doctor today, you know. It's fat round the heart, he says. That's the cause of his illness. He might last ten years... might last ten months or days.'

Tess looked anxious. Her father, suddenly a great man, to die so soon! 'But where is father?' she asked firmly.

'Now don't you get angry!' said Mrs Durbeyfield. 'The poor man was feeling so weak after the news that he went to Rolliver's. He needs to build up his strength to deliver the beehives tomorrow, remember.'

'Oh my God!' cried Tess. 'He went to a public house! And you agreed to it, mother!'

'No, I didn't,' said Mrs Durbeyfield crossly. 'I've been waiting for you to look after the children while I fetch him.'

Tess knew that her mother greatly looked forward to these trips to Rolliver's. There she could sit by her husband's side among the beer-drinkers, and forget that the children existed. It was one of the few bright moments in her hardworking life. Mrs Durbeyfield went out, and Tess was left with the children. They were very young, and totally dependent on the Durbeyfield couple:six helpless creatures who had not asked to be born at all, much less to be part of the irresponsible Durbeyfield family.



maiden n. young unmarried woman. 少女。

parson n. clergyman. 牧师。

hesitation n. state of hesitating. 犹豫。

descendant n. person who is descended from (the person or persons named). 后裔；后代。

conqueror n. one who conquers. 征服者。

serve v. be a servant to (sb); work for (sb). 做（某人）的仆人；为（某人）工作。

discover v. find out. 发现。

pause n. short interval or stop (while doing or saying sth). 中止；暂停。

regret v. be sorry (to say, etc, that...). 懊悔。

appear v. become visible. 出现。

secret n. sth kept from the knowledge or view of others. 秘密。

immediately adv. at once; without delay. 立刻；立即。

in the distance far away. 在远处。

shelter n. condition of being kept safe, for example, from rain, danger. 遮蔽；庇护。

atmosphere n. air in any place.（任何地方之）空气。

custom n. usual and generally accepted behaviour among members of a social group. 风俗；习俗。

ribbon n. (piece or length of) silk or other material woven in a long, narrow strip or band, used for ornamenting, for tying things, etc. 丝质或其他质料的狭长带子（用以作装饰或绑东西等）。

modestly adv. in a manner which cares not to do or say anything impure or improper. 谨慎地；庄重地；有礼貌地。

impression n. effect produced on the mind or feelings. 印象。

furniture n. all those movable things needed in a house. 家具。

inherit v. derive (qualities, etc) from ancestors. 由遗传而得。

carriage n. vehicle, especially one with four wheels, pulled by a horses or horse, for carrying people. 四轮马车。

noble adj. of high rank, title or birth. 贵族的；高贵的。

anxious adj. feeling anxiety; troubled. 忧虑的；担心的。

fetch v. go for and bring back. 接来（人）。

irresponsible adj. (doing things) without a proper sense of responsibility.（做事）无责任感的。


第一章　处女

5月末的一天傍晚，有个中年汉子正从夏斯顿回家到黑荒野山谷的马勒特村去。他双腿瘦弱，一路东倒西歪。他手挽一个盛鸡蛋用的空篮子，帽子又旧又破。走了一会儿，他遇见了一位骑匹灰马的老牧师。
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“晚安。”挽着篮子的人说。

“晚安，约翰爵士，”牧师说道。

刚走出一两步，这人停了下来，转过身对牧师说：

“嗯，先生，上次赶集那天，大约也是这个时候，我们在这条路上碰到过的。当时我向您道声‘晚安’，您也和刚才一样回答说‘晚安，约翰爵士’。”

“我是那么说的，”牧师说道。

“而且更早以前还曾有过一回——将近一个月以前吧。”

“我也许是说过的。”

“那么您为什么要称呼我‘约翰爵士’呢？我只不过是约翰·德北呀。”

牧师拍马走近，略一犹豫，便解释道：“那是因为最近我发现了一些史实。我是特林厄姆牧师，历史学家。德北呀，难道你真的不知道自己是那古老而高贵的德伯家族的一支直系后裔吗？这个家族起始于培根·德伯爵士，他是在1066年随同征服者威廉国王从诺曼底来到英格兰的。”

“这事我以前可从没听说过，先生！”

“哟，这可是千真万确的。让我看看你的脸。没错，你有德伯家的鼻子和下巴。德伯家族拥有大片土地，而且数百年来效忠于国王。哦，对啦，你们家族中有过好多个约翰爵士呐，而你自己就可能是一个。”

“哦！”这人惊呼道，“特林厄姆先生，有关我的事情，被发现有多久了？”

“根本没有人知道，”牧师说，“我是去年春天碰巧发现的，那时我正在努力发掘有关德伯家族的更多情况，于是在村子里注意到了你的姓氏。”

“我家里倒是有一把银匙和一枚旧印。”这人思忖道，“那么你说，我们德伯家族的人现在住在哪儿呢？”

“你们家族的人哪儿都没有了。你们这个豪门望族，算是已经完结了。”

“真可悲呀。那么，我们家族埋在哪儿？”

“绿山底王陴那儿的教堂墓地。”

“我们家族的田地在哪儿呢？”

“你们什么都没有了。”

过了一会儿，约翰·德北又问：“那这事我该怎么办呢，先生？”

“哦，说说而已。这只是有关历史的一桩事实，别无他意。告辞了。”

“特林厄姆牧师，您愿意来同我一起喝杯啤酒吗？”

“不，谢谢你啦，今晚不喝了，德北。你已经喝得够多了。”牧师拍马离去，有些后悔对德北说了他的发现。

德北走了几步，做梦一般。随后，他就挎着篮子坐了下来。过了几分钟，来了一个男孩，德北朝他喊道：

“小家伙，拎着我的篮子！我想要你替我办点事儿。”

男孩皱起眉头：“你是谁哟，约翰·德北，对我这么吆三喝四的，还叫我‘小家伙’？咱们俩谁还不知道谁叫什么呀！”

“你知道？你知道我的名字？这可是秘密。嗯，弗雷德，我不妨告诉你吧。这个秘密就是我是贵族人家的一员。”德北美滋滋地在草地上躺下来。“约翰·德伯爵士——那便是我，我有家族的印章可以证明！”

“哦？”

“现在，你拎上篮子，告诉村里的人立即给我派一辆单马马车来。这是给你的一先令。”

有了这钱，小伙子对这事儿的想法就不同了。

“遵命，约翰爵士。谢谢您啦，约翰爵士。”

他们正说着话，一阵音乐声穿过夜空从村头传来。

“怎么回事？”德北说，“他们已经得知我的新闻了吗？”

“那是妇女舞会，约翰爵士。”

男孩上路走了，德北躺在夕阳下等着。好长一段时间，没有人路过那儿，他只听到那悠远的音乐。

马勒特村坐落在美丽的黑荒野山谷。虽然山谷距伦敦只有四小时的路程，却尚未被游客和艺术家们发现。眺望山谷的最好视角是在环绕的山峦上；从那儿看过去，它宛如一幅平展的地图。这是一片峦嶂掩蔽的宁静乡村，田地总是郁郁葱葱的，溪流从不干涸。往南是耸立的山脉。由此往海岸去，山峦平缓开阔，阳光倾射在大片干涸的土地上，空气了无色彩。但在这里的山谷间，却是一派迥异的乡村景致，更小更精巧。田地不大，空气催人入梦，天空是最深最深的湛蓝。处处可见那树木草地的欲滴翠绿，覆盖了满山遍谷。这就是黑荒野山谷。

马勒特村有个古老的习俗，每到假日，年轻妇女们都聚在一起跳舞。为这一次五月节，妇女们都身穿白衣裳。其中有一位纤秀好看的姑娘，头戴红色的发带。就在她们跳着舞时，她们看到一辆马车驰过。德北正仰身坐靠其中，唱道：“我是约翰爵士，我有银匙和印章，我的家庭埋在王陴那里。”那个头戴红发带、名叫苔丝的姑娘脸都涨红了，赶忙对伙伴们说：“父亲累了，就这么回事。”其他的姑娘全都大笑起来，但当她们察觉到苔丝的不悦时便停住了。舞会仍在继续进行着。

傍晚，村里的男人们赶来观看，并跟着跳了起来。还有三个路过的陌生人也停下来看了一会儿。他们解释说，他们兄弟三人正在远足旅行的途中。后来两个哥哥继续赶路了，而老三似乎比哥哥们对姑娘更感兴趣。他待了会儿，并和几个姑娘跳了舞。就在他离开舞会时，他注意到了苔丝。她看起来有点儿伤心，因为他没有邀她跳舞。当他在路上回头张望时，仍能见到穿着一身白色衣裙的她，优雅端庄地站在一群跳舞者的旁边。他真希望自己当初请她跳了舞，还想问问她的芳名，但现在已经来不及了。他要尽快赶上他的哥哥们。

陌生的年轻人给苔丝留下了印象，但很快苔丝想起了父亲下午古怪的模样，有些担心。于是她决定走回家去。她刚刚走出舞会，有些兴奋，她们家的小屋便显得有些抑郁。因为只有一根蜡烛，屋子里很昏暗。家具都是又旧又破的，还有六个孩子挤在这么一个小地方。苔丝的母亲一边在哄小宝宝入睡，一边洗着衣服。一个人要照料这么多孩子，这加速了琼·德北的衰老，但从她身上仍不难看出几分年轻时的姿色。苔丝承袭了母亲的美貌。

“让我帮你洗吧，妈，”苔丝温柔地说。

“哟，苔丝，你回来了我真高兴，”她母亲说，“我正有事儿要跟你说呢。”

“是关于爸爸下午出丑的事儿吗？”苔丝皱着眉头问道。

“就是那件让人激动的事儿！有人发现我们是整个郡里最古老的家族。有好长的历史哩！我们的真实姓氏是德伯！这不让你觉得骄傲吗？你爸爸就是因为这个才乘着马车回家的，可不像人家想的那样，是因为喝醉了酒。”

“我很高兴有这么回事儿。这对我们有什么好处吗，妈？”

“哦，当然！没准儿能由此产生一些大好事儿呢！毫无疑问，我们那些高贵的亲戚一旦得知此事，就会乘坐马车来看望我们的。”

“现在爸爸在哪儿？”苔丝突然问道。

母亲没有直接回答：“你知道他今天去看医生了。说病因是心脏周围堆了脂肪。也许他能再活十年……再活十个月或者十天。”

苔丝愁容满面。她的父亲，一个突然间变得如此伟大的人物，会这么快就死去！“但爸爸在哪儿啊？”她加重语气问道。

“嗯，你可别生气，”德北夫人说，“这可怜的人儿在听说了那则特大消息后，就浑身酥软啦，他只好去了罗里弗酒店。他需要积蓄点儿力气，要知道，明早他还得赶运那些蜂箱呢。”

“哦，天哪！”苔丝叫了起来，“他上酒店了！而你却同意了，妈！”

“不，我没有同意。”德北夫人生气地说。“我一直在等着你回来照看孩子们，这样我就可以去接他了。”

苔丝知道母亲非常希望到罗里弗酒店去。在那儿，她可以挨着丈夫坐在一群喝啤酒的人当中，忘掉孩子们的存在。这是她繁重的生活中难得的一小段幸福时光。德北夫人出去了，苔丝留下来与弟弟妹妹们在一起。他们都还这么小，还全得依靠德北夫妇：六个无助的小生命，他们自己并没有要求降临到这个世界上，更没有想要成为（这样）不能尽责的德北家庭中的成员。


Chapter 2

It was eleven o'clock before all the family were in bed, and two o'clock next morning was the latest time to set off with the beehives. It was a distance of twenty or thirty miles on bad roads to Casterbridge, where the Saturday market was held. At half-past one Mrs Durbeyfield came into the bedroom where Tess and all the children slept.

'The poor man can't go,' she whispered. Tess sat up in bed.

'But it's late for the bees already. We must take them today.'

'Maybe a young man would go?' asked Mrs Durbeyfield doubtfully. 'One of the ones dancing with you yesterday?'

'Oh no, not for the world!' said Tess proudly. 'And let everybody know the reason? I'd be so ashamed! I think I could go if little Abraham came with me.'

Tess and Abraham dressed, led out the old horse Prince with the loaded waggon, and set off in the dark. They cheered themselves up with bread and butter and conversation.

'Tess!' said Abraham, after a silence.

'Yes, Abraham.'

'Aren't you glad that we're a noble family?'

'Not particularly.'

'But you're glad you're going to marry a gentleman?'

'What?' said Tess, lifting her face.

'Our noble relations are going to help you marry a gentleman.'

'Me? Our noble relations? We haven't any. Whatever put that into your head?'

'I heard them talking about it at home. There's a rich lady of our family out at Trantridge, and mother said that if you claimed relationship with her, she'd help you marry a gentleman.'

His sister became suddenly silent. Abraham talked on, not noticing her lack of attention.

'Did you say the stars were worlds, Tess?'

'Yes.'

'All like ours?'

'They seem like our apples—most of them good, a few bad.'

'Which do we live on? A good one or a bad one?'

'A bad one.'

'If we lived on a good one, how would things be different?'

'Well, father wouldn't be ill and cough as he does, and mother wouldn't always be washing.'

'And you would have been a ready-made rich lady, and not have to marry a gentleman.'

'Oh, Aby, don't—don't talk of that any more!'

Abraham finally went to sleep on the waggon. Tess drove the horse. Gradually she fell into a dream. She could see her father, foolish in his pride, and the rich gentleman of her mother's imagination laughing at the poor Durbeyfield family.

Suddenly she awoke from her dream to noise and violent movement. Something terrible had happened. She jumped down and discovered that the post carriage, speeding along the dark road, had driven into her slow and unlighted waggon. Poor Prince was seriously hurt, and as she watched he fell to the ground.

'You were on the wrong side,' said the post driver. 'I must go on with the post, but I'll send somebody to help you as soon as I can. You'd better stay here with your waggon.'

He went on his way, while Tess stood and waited, tears pouring down her cheeks. Daylight came. Prince lay there, unmoving, his eyes half open.

'It's all my fault,' cried Tess. 'What will mother and father live on now? Aby, Aby, wake up! We can't go on with our beehives—Prince is dead!' When Aby realized what had happened, his face looked like an old man's.

'It's because we live on a bad star, isn't it, Tess?' he said through his tears.

Finally a man arrived with a horse, to take the waggon on to Casterbridge to deliver the beehives, and then collect Prince on the way back. When they got home, Tess broke the news to her parents. They were not angry with her, but she blamed herself completely.

When Durbeyfield heard he would only get a few shillings for Prince's dead body, he rose to the occasion.

'We d'Urbervilles don't sell our horses for cat's meat!' he insisted. And the following day he worked harder than usual in digging a grave, where Prince was buried. All the children cried.

'Has he gone to heaven?' asked Abraham in tears. But Tess did not cry. Her face was dry and pale. She felt she had murdered a friend.



beehive n. box for bees to live in. 蜂房。

ashamed adj. feeling shame. 感到羞耻的。

waggon n. four-wheeled vehicle for carrying goods, pulled by horses or oxen. 四轮运货马（牛）车。

relationship n. relative. 亲戚关系。

silent adj. saying little or nothing; giving no answer, views. 沉默的。

gradually adv. by degrees. 逐渐。

foolish adj. silly. 傻的。

violent adj. accompanied by great force. 猛烈的。

seriously adv. severely. 严重地。

realize v. understand. 了解。

occasion n. time at which a particular event takes place.（发生特殊事情的）时机。

grave n. hole dug in the ground for a corpse. 坟墓。

murder v. kill unlawfully and on purpose. 谋杀。


第二章

过了11点钟，这一家人才全都上了床。要带着这些蜂箱上路，最迟也不能迟于翌晨两点钟出发。由那条糟糕的路去卡斯特桥市有二三十英里的路，那儿星期六有集市。在一点半钟的时候，德北夫人走进苔丝和其他孩子们睡觉的卧室。
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“那个可怜的人儿去不了啦，”她轻轻说道。苔丝从床上坐了起来。

“但是已经迟了，我们必须在今天把蜂箱带到！”

“也许哪个年轻小伙子能去？”德北夫人有些迟疑。“叫个昨天跟你跳舞的小伙子？”

“哦，不，绝对不行！”苔丝自尊地说，“难道要让所有的人都知道缘由吗？我会感到很羞耻的！我想我可以去，如果小亚伯拉罕能陪我的话。”

苔丝和亚伯拉罕穿好了衣服，牵出了那匹名叫“王子”的老马。马车已经上好了货。在黑暗中，他们出发了。他们吃了点儿面包黄油，让自己振奋起精神，还聊起了天。

“苔丝！”一阵沉默之后，亚伯拉罕开口了。

“嗯，亚伯拉罕。”

“我们是贵族家庭，难道你不高兴吗？”

“没有特别高兴。”

“但是，你要同一位先生结婚了，你会高兴吗？”

“什么？”苔丝仰起了脸，问道：

“我们的贵族亲戚会帮助你同一位先生结婚的。”

“我？我们的贵族亲戚？我们没有这样的亲戚呀。是什么让你脑子里有这种想法的？”

“我在家里听到他们谈起这件事。在纯瑞脊那儿，有一位我们家族的有钱太太。妈妈说如果你和她攀上亲，她会帮你嫁给一位先生的。”

他姐姐突然沉默了。亚伯拉罕没有注意到姐姐已无心在听，还在继续说着。

“苔丝，你说过这些星星就是一个个世界吧？”

“是的。”

“全都像我们这儿的世界吗？”

“它们就像我们的苹果一样——大多数是好的，也有一些是坏的。”

“我们住在哪颗星星上呢？好的，还是坏的？”

“坏的。”

“假如我们住在一颗好的星星上，会有什么不同吗？”

“那样，爸爸就不会像现在这样生病，也不会咳嗽，而妈妈也不会总是洗个没完。”

“而你也早是一位有钱的小姐，用不着非得嫁给一位先生不可了。”

“哦，亚比，别说了——别再说这个了！”

亚伯拉罕后来在货车上睡着了。苔丝赶着马，也渐渐地进入了梦乡。在梦里她看见父亲荒唐可笑地沉浸在骄傲中，而那位她母亲想象中的有钱绅士嘲笑着贫穷的德北家。

一阵响声和剧烈的震动突然把苔丝从梦中惊醒。发生了什么可怕的事情。她从车上跳了下来，发现是一辆沿着漆黑的马路急速行驶的邮车撞上了她那辆慢吞吞、没点灯的货车。可怜的“王子”伤势严重，苔丝眼看着它倒在了地上。

“你的车跑错道了，”邮车车夫说道，“我必须继续赶送邮件。不过，我会尽快派人来帮助你。你最好和货车一起在这儿等着。”

邮车驰走了。苔丝站在一旁等着。眼泪不住地从脸颊上流下来。天亮起来了。“王子”躺在那儿，一动不动，半睁着眼睛。

“这全都是我的过错，”苔丝哭着说，“现在爸妈靠什么生活呢？亚比，亚比，快醒醒！我们的蜂箱运不成了——‘王子’死了！”亚比明白了所发生的事情时，露出了饱经沧桑的老人才有的表情。

“这是因为我们生活在一颗坏星星上，是不是，苔丝？”他眼泪汪汪地说道。

终于有人牵着匹马过来了。这匹马拉着货车把蜂箱送到了卡斯特桥，并在返回途中把“王子”的尸体捎了上来。到了家之后，苔丝把这事儿跟父母讲了。他们并没有生她的气，反而是苔丝自己陷入了深深的自责中。

当德北听说“王子”的尸体只能换几个先令时，他改变了主意。

“我们德伯家绝不会把我们的马卖掉换猫食的！”他坚持说。第二天，他比平常更卖劲儿地挖坟墓。“王子”下葬时，孩子们都哭了。

“他会去天堂吗？”亚伯拉罕流着泪问。但苔丝没有哭。她的脸干巴巴的，没有一丝血色。她觉得自己杀死了一个朋友。


Chapter 3

Life now became rather difficult for the Durbeyfields. Without Prince to carry loads, John Durbeyfield could not buy and sell as he used to. He had never worked hard or regularly, and now he only occasionally felt like working. Tess wondered how she could help her parents. One day her mother made a suggestion.

'It's lucky we've found out about your noble blood, Tess. Do you know there's a very rich lady called Mrs d'Urberville living on the other side of the wood? She must be our relation. You must go to her and claim relationship with her, and ask for some help in our trouble.'

'I wouldn't like to do that,' said Tess. 'If there is such a lady, it would be enough to be friendly. We can't expect help from her.'

'You could persuade anybody, my dear. Besides, something else might happen. You never know.' And her mother nodded wisely.

'I'd rather try to get work,' said Tess sadly.

'What do you say, Durbeyfield?' said his wife, turning to him.

'I don't like my children asking for help,' said he proudly. 'I'm the head of the oldest branch of the family and a noble family like ours shouldn't have to ask for help.' Tess could not accept his reasons for not going.

'Well, as I killed the horse, mother, I suppose I ought to go. But don't start thinking about her finding a husband for me.'

'Who said I had such an idea?' asked Joan innocently.

'I know you, mother.But I'll go.'

Next morning Tess walked to Shaston, a town she hardly knew, and went on by waggon to Trantridge. The Vale of Blackmoor was her only world, and she had never been far outside the valley. All the knowledge she had came from her lessons in the village school, which she had left a year or two earlier. As soon as she left school she had tried to earn a little money by helping in the fields or milking cows or making butter. She blamed her mother for thoughtlessly producing so many children. Joan Durbeyfield was like a child herself, and never thought about the future. It was Tess who worried and worked and felt responsible for her little brothers and sisters. So naturally it was Tess who should represent her family at the d'Urberville home.

From Trantridge she walked up a hill, and turning a corner, saw the house. She stopped in amazement. It was large and almost new, a rich red against the green of the bushes around it. Behind it lay the woods called The Chase, an ancient forest. There were greenhouses and well-kept gardens. There was no lack of money here. Tess hesitated, almost frightened.

'I thought we were an old family!' she said to herself, 'but this is all new!' She wished she had not come.

She was right in a way. All this was owned by the d'Urbervilles, or the Stoke-d'Urbervilles as they called themselves at first. The Stokes were a northern business family who took an old-sounding name to add to their own when they moved into the south. So Tess was more of a d'Urberville than any of them, but did not know it.

A young man appeared in the garden. He looked about twenty-four, and was tall and dark, with full red lips and a black moustache curled at the ends.

'Well, my beauty, what can I do for you?' he said, looking interestedly at her. 'I'm Mr d'Urberville.'

It needed all Tess's courage to reply. 'I came to see your mother, sir.'

'I'm afraid you can't see her. She's ill. What do you want to see her about?'

'I... I... it seems so foolish!'

'Never mind,' said he kindly. 'I like foolish things. Try again, my dear.'

'I came, sir, to tell you we are of the same family as you.'

'Aha! Poor relations?'

'Yes.'

'Stokes?'

'No, d'Urbervilles.'

'Oh yes, of course, I mean d'Urbervilles.'

'We have several proofs that we are d'Urbervilles. We have an old silver spoon and a seal at home. But mother uses the spoon to stir the soup. Mother said we ought to tell you, as we are the oldest branch of the family and we've lost our horse in an accident.'

'Very kind of your mother,' said Alec d'Urberville, 'and I certainly don't regret it.' He looked admiringly at Tess, whose face blushed a deep pink. 'And so you've come on a friendly visit?'

'I suppose I have,' murmured Tess, looking uncomfortable.

'Let us walk round the gardens until you have to go home, my pretty cousin.' Tess wanted to leave as soon as possible, but the young man insisted. He took her to the greenhouses.

'Do you like strawberries?' he asked.

'Yes,' said Tess, 'when they are ready.'

'These are ready now,' and so saying, d'Urberville picked one and held it to her mouth.

'No, no!' she said. 'I'd rather take it myself.'

But Alec put it into her mouth. He put roses into her hair and filled her basket with strawberries and flowers. He gave her food to eat, and watched her, while he quietly smoked a cigarette. She looked more adult and womanly than she really was. Alec could not take his eyes off her. She did not know as she smiled innocently at the flowers that behind the cigarette smoke was the cause of future sorrow in her life.

'What is your name?' asked Alec.

'Tess Durbeyfield. We live at Marlott.'

'I must see if my mother can find a place for you.' They said goodbye and she set off home carrying her strawberries and flowers.

This then was the beginning. Why did she have to meet the wrong man, and one who was so strongly attracted to her? Yet to the right man, she was only a half-forgotten impression from an evening's dancing in a country field. In life, the right man to love hardly ever comes at the right time for loving. Nature does not often answer a call for love, until the caller is tired of calling. In this case, as in millions, it was not the two halves of a perfect whole who met. A missing half wandered somewhere else, arriving much later. This delay was to have tragic results.



difficult adj. not easy. 困难的。

suggestion n. sth put forward for consideration. 建议。

expect v. think or believe that sth will happen or come, that sb will come. 盼望。

accept v. agree. 同意。

suppose v. let it be thought that. 认定。

innocently adv. in a manner which is not guilty. 无辜地。

knowledge n. familiarity gained by experience. 知识。

amazement n. great surprise or wonder. 愕然。

moustache n. hair allowed to grow on the upper lip. 唇髭。

spoon n. utensil with a shallow bowl on a handle, used for stirring, serving and taking up food. 匙；调羹。

seal n. piece of metal, etc, on which is a design and which is used to stamp on wax, etc. 印章；图章。

accident n. sth that happens without a cause that can be seen at once, usually sth unfortunate and undesirable. 意外事件。

murmur v. utter in a low voice. 低声说。

strawberry n. juicy red fruit with tiny yellow seeds on its surface, eaten raw and in jam. 草莓。

cigarette n. roll of shredded tobacco enclosed in thin paper for smoking. 香烟。

attract v. get the attention of; arouse interest or pleasure in. 引起……之注意或兴趣。

nature n. forces controlling the phenomena of the physical world. 自然力。

tragic adj. of tragedy. 悲惨的。


第三章

德北一家的生活陷入了困境。没有“王子”运货，约翰·德北就不能像过去那样做买卖了。他从来没有坚持卖力地干过活儿，现在也就偶尔才会想找点活儿干。苔丝琢磨着怎样才能帮上父母的忙。一天，她母亲提出了一个建议。
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“苔丝，得知你有高贵的血统是件幸运的事。你知道在林子那头儿有位非常有钱的德伯太太吗？她准是我们的亲戚。你应当上她那儿去，说明和她的亲戚关系。就说我们处境困难，请求她帮帮忙。”

“我不愿做这种事，”苔丝说，“如果真有这么一位太太，只要她对我们友善，就足够了。我们不能指望从她那儿得到帮助。”

“你能打动任何人，亲爱的。而且，也许会有别的什么你意想不到的事儿发生呢。”她母亲自作聪明地点着头。

“我宁愿去找工作。”苔丝伤心地说。

“你认为怎样，德北？”妻子转向丈夫，问道。

“我不愿意我的孩子去求别人帮助。”他骄傲地说，“我是这个家族里最古老一支的家长，像我们这样高贵的家庭是不应该求助于人的。”他的这些不让去的理由让苔丝无法接受。

“好吧，妈，是我害死了马，我想我该去一趟。不过别指望她会替我找个丈夫。”

“谁说我这么想啦？”琼显得很无辜地问道。

“我知道你怎么想，妈。不过，我会去的。”

第二天早晨，苔丝步行到夏斯顿，一个她很陌生的城镇，然后搭上一辆马车前往纯瑞脊。黑荒野山谷是苔丝生活的整个世界，她从来没有远离过那个山谷。她一两年前离开了村里的学校，她所有的知识就是从那儿的课上学来的。一离开学校，她就在地里帮着干活，挤牛奶或是做黄油，靠这些来挣点小钱。她责怪母亲不加考虑地生了那么多孩子。而琼·德北自己还像个孩子似的，从不为将来打算。倒是苔丝又操心又干活，觉得对弟弟妹妹们负有责任。因此，很自然地，她就要作为家庭代表前往德伯家。

到了纯瑞脊，苔丝爬上了一个小山坡，拐过一个弯后，就看到了一座房子。她诧异地停住了脚步。这是一座很大而且几乎全新的艳红色房子，被绿色灌木围绕着。在它后面是一片叫做逐猎林的树林，这是一片原始森林。还有温室花房和保养得很好的花园。这里是不会缺钱的。苔丝踌躇着，几乎有些惊恐不安了。

“我还以为我们是古老的家族呢，”她自言自语道，“但这儿都是全新的！”她真希望她没来。

在某些方面她是想对了。这一切都归德伯，或如他们最初称呼自己的那样，归斯托克—德伯家所有。斯托克是北部一个经商的家庭，当他们迁居到南方时，就给自己加了一个听起来古老高贵的姓氏。因此，比起他们中的任何人来，苔丝都更有资格是德伯家族的一员，但对此她一无所知。

一个年轻人从花园里走了出来。他看起来有二十四岁左右，高大，黝黑，嘴唇肥厚红润，留着打卷的黑髭须。

“喂，我的美人儿，我能为你效劳吗？”他说道，一边颇有兴趣地看着她。“我是德伯先生。”

苔丝鼓足了所有的勇气，回答道：“我是来看望你母亲的，先生。”

“恐怕你不能见她，她病了。你见她有什么事儿吗？”

“我……我……这事显得太傻了！”

“不要紧，”他温和地说，“我就爱听傻事儿。说吧，亲爱的。”

“我来这儿是想告诉你们，我们是同族的亲戚，先生。”

“啊，穷亲戚吧？”

“是的。”

“斯托克家的人吗？”

“不是，是德伯家的。”

“哦，对，当然，我指的是德伯家。”

“我们有根据说自己是德伯家的人。我们家有个旧银匙，还有个印章。但我母亲用那个银匙搅汤。母亲说我们应该来告诉你们，因为我们是这个家族最古老的一支。还有，在一次事故中，我们连马都失去了。”

“你母亲可真是一片好意。”亚历克·德伯说，“我当然不会为此感到遗憾。”他倾慕地盯着她，这使苔丝的脸变得绯红。“那么你是来做一次友好访问的喽？”

“我想是的。”苔丝低声说，显得有些局促不安。

“在你必须回家之前，让我们在花园里转转吧，我的漂亮表妹！”虽然苔丝想尽快离开，但这年轻人坚持不让。他带她来到温室。

“你喜欢吃草莓吗？”他问。

“是的！”苔丝说，“等它们熟透了的时候。”

“它们已经熟透了。”说着，德伯就摘了一个，准备塞到苔丝嘴里。

“哦，不！”她说，“我宁愿自己来。”

但是亚历克还是把草莓放进了她嘴里。他还采了玫瑰别在她头上，并在她的篮子里装满了草莓和鲜花。他拿东西给她，自己就静静地抽着烟看她吃。苔丝看起来比实际上的她更成熟也更具有女人味儿。亚历克无法将视线从她身上移开。她不会想到，就在她天真无邪地对着那些鲜花微笑时，坐在雪茄烟雾后面的，正是会给她未来生活带来痛苦的冤家对头。

“你叫什么名字？”亚历克问道。

“苔丝·德北。我家在马勒特村。”

“我一定留意看看我母亲是否能给你找份工作。”他们告别之后，苔丝带着一篮子草莓和鲜花回去了。

事情就这样开了头。为什么她一定要遇上这个不合适却如此垂涎于她的男人？而对那个适合于她的男人，留下的只不过是一个来自乡间黄昏舞会的已经模糊了的印象。在生活中，适合于爱的男人很少在适合于爱的时间出现。上天总是无视人们对爱的呼唤，直至人们呼唤得精疲力竭。这只不过是无数个阴差阳错的故事中的一个。两个无法完美结合的一半相遇了，而丢失的另一半还在别处徘徊，姗姗来迟。这样的延误即将导致悲剧的结局。


Chapter 4

When Tess arrived home the following afternoon a letter had already been received by her mother. It appeared to come from Mrs d'Urberville, and offered Tess work looking after chickens. Joan Durbeyfield was delighted.

'It's just a way of getting you there without raising your hopes. She's going to recognize you as family, I'm sure of it.'

'I would rather stay here with father and you,' said Tess, looking out of the window.

'But why?'

'I'd rather not tell you, mother. I don't really know.'

A few days later when Tess came back from looking for work, the children came running out and danced round her.

'The gentleman's been here!' they shouted.

Joan was full of smiles. Mrs d'Urberville's son had called, and asked if Tess could come or not.

'He's a very handsome man!' said Mrs Durbeyfield.

'I don't think so,' said Tess coldly. 'I'll think it over.' She left the room.

'He's in love with her, you can see that,' said Mrs Durbeyfield to her husband. 'No doubt he'll marry her and she'll be a fine lady.'

John Durbeyfield had more pride in his new-found blood than energy or health. 'That's what young Mr d'Urberville is trying to do! Improve his blood by marrying into the old line!'

Persuaded by her mother and the children, Tess finally agreed to go. Mrs Durbeyfield secretly made wedding plans. Then the day came when Tess, wearing her best Sunday clothes on her mother's orders, said goodbye to her family.

'Goodbye, my girl,' said Sir John, waking from a short sleep. 'Tell young d'Urberville I'll sell him the title, yes, sell it, at a reasonable price.'

'Not for less than a thousand pounds!' cried Lady Durbeyfield.

'No, tell him he can have it for a hundred! No, fifty, no—twenty! Yes, twenty pounds, that's the lowest. Family honour is family honour and I won't take any less!'

Tess felt like crying but turned quickly and went out. Her mother went with her to the edge of the village. There she stopped and stood waving goodbye, and watched her daughter walking away into the distance. A waggon came to take her bags, and then a fashionable little carriage appeared. It was driven by a well-dressed young man smoking a cigar. After a moment's hesitation, Tess stepped in.

Joan Durbeyfield, watching, wondered for the first time if she had been right in encouraging Tess to go. That night she said to her husband, 'Perhaps I should have found out how the gentleman really feels about her.'

'Yes, perhaps you ought,' murmured John, half asleep. Joan's natural trust in the future came back to her.

'Well, if he doesn t marry her before, he'll marry her after. If she plays her cards right.'

'If he knows about her d'Urberville blood, you mean?'

'No, stupid, if she shows him her pretty face.'

Meanwhile Alec d'Urberville was whipping his horse and driving the carriage faster and faster downhill. The trees rushed past at great speed. Tess was feeling thoroughly frightened. He took no notice when she asked him to slow down. She cried out and held on to his arm in fear.

'Don't touch my arm, hold on to my waist!' he shouted. At the top of another hill he said, laughing, 'Put your arms around me again, my beauty!'

'Never!' said Tess independently.

'Let me give you one little kiss, Tess, and I'll stop!'

'Will nothing else do?' cried Tess in despair. 'Oh, very well!'

As they raced on, he was on the point of kissing her, when she suddenly moved aside, so that he almost fell off.

'I'll break both our necks!' he swore passionately.

'I thought you would be kind to me,' said Tess, her eyes filling with tears. 'I don't want to kiss anybody!'

But he insisted, so in the end she sat still and d'Urberville kissed her. No sooner had he done so than she wiped the place on her cheek with her handkerchief.Just then her hat blew off into the road and d'Urberville stopped the horse. Tess jumped down to get it, then turned triumphantly to Alec.

'I shall walk from here,' she said firmly.

'But it's five or six miles more.'

'I don't care.'

'You made that hat blow off on purpose! You did, didn't you?'

She was silent. He swore angrily at her.

'Don't use such bad words!' cried Tess. 'I shall go back to mother! I hate you!'

D'Urberville suddenly started laughing.

'Look, I promise never to do that again,' he said. 'Come, let me take you in the carriage.'

But she refused, and began to walk in the direction of Trantridge. So they progressed slowly, d'Urberville driving the carriage beside Tess.



delight v. give great pleasure to. 使非常高兴。

recognize v. be willing to accept (sb or sth) as what he or it claims to be or has been in the part. 承认；认可。

handsome adj. (of men) good-looking, having virile beauty. （指男子）漂亮的；英俊的。

energy n. force, vigour. 精力；活力。

persuade v. cause (sb) by reasoning (to do sth). 说服。

reasonable adj. neither more nor less than seems right or acceptable. 公道的。

fashionable adj. following the fashion. 时髦的。

encourage v. give hope, courage or confidence to. 鼓励。

meanwhile adv. in or during the time between. 其时；此际。

thoroughly adv. completely. 完全地。

frightened v. filled with fright or terror. 使惊骇。

passionate adj. filled with, showing passion. 热情的；多情的。

on purpose by intention, not by chance. 故意地；不是偶然地。

refuse v. say "no" to (a request or offer). 拒绝。


第四章

第二天下午，没等苔丝回到家，她母亲就先收到了一封信。信像是德伯夫人写来的，她给苔丝提供了一份养鸡的差事。琼·德北非常高兴。
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“这是让你去他们那里，同时不要抱太大希望。我相信她一定会把你当做一家人看待的。”

“我宁愿留在家里跟你和爸爸在一起。”苔丝看着窗外说。

“那又为什么？”

“还是别对你说的好，妈妈，我也不太清楚。”

几天过后，当苔丝外出找工作回来时，孩子们都跑了出来，围着她手舞足蹈。

“有位先生来过这儿！”他们嚷嚷道。

琼笑意盎然。德伯夫人的儿子来拜访过，他问苔丝还能否去他那儿。

“他很英俊！”德北夫人说。

“我可不觉得。”苔丝冷漠地说，“我会仔细考虑的。”说完，她离开了房间。

“看得出来，他爱上她了。”德北夫人对她丈夫说，“毫无疑问，他会跟她结婚的，她就快是一个贵妇人啦。”

与体力或健康相比，约翰·德北更为他那新发现的血统感到自豪。“跟古老的家族联姻，使自己的血统变得更高贵，这就是年轻的德伯先生想要做的事！”

经过母亲和孩子们的劝说，苔丝终于决定去了。德北夫人则暗自筹划着婚礼。到了要走的那天，苔丝依照母亲的吩咐穿上了最好的节日礼服，跟家人告别了。

“再见，我的孩子。”约翰爵士说道，他刚刚睡了一小觉。“告诉年轻的德伯，我愿意把爵士头衔卖给他。对，卖给他，如果价钱合理的话。”

“少于一千英镑就不卖！”德北夫人喊道。

“不，告诉他一百也行！不，五十，不，二十！对，二十英镑是最低价了。家族荣誉到底是家族荣誉，再少我就不干了！”

苔丝直觉得想哭，但她还是迅速转身走了。她母亲陪她走到了村头。在那儿停住，挥手道别后，母亲就看着女儿渐渐走远了。一辆货车驶过来，装上了苔丝的行李，然后又有一辆时髦的小马车出现在她面前。驾车的是一个抽着雪茄、穿着讲究的年轻人。苔丝犹豫了一下，然后上了车。

琼·德北瞪大了眼睛，头一次怀疑起她鼓励苔丝去到底正确与否。那天晚上，她对丈夫说：“也许我应该先弄清楚那位先生对她的真实感情才对。”

“是的，也许你该这样。”约翰嘀咕着，半睡半醒。琼那对未来充满信心的天性又恢复了。

“嗯，就算他早不娶她，他晚也会娶她。要是苔丝有点儿心计的话。”

“你是说如果他知道了她的德伯家血统？”

“不，傻瓜，如果她向他展示她的漂亮脸蛋儿。”

就在这时，亚历克·德伯正鞭打着马，驾驭着他的马车以越来越快的速度下山。树木在飞快地倒退着。苔丝觉得自己简直要被吓蒙了。她请求他放慢速度，他根本不予理睬。苔丝尖叫着，恐惧中她抓住了他的手臂。

“别碰我的手臂，抱着我的腰！”他叫道。又到了另一座山头，他笑着说道：“伸出你的手抱着我吧，我的美人儿！”

“决不！”苔丝的语气表明她不愿再求助于他。

“苔丝，让我轻轻地吻你一下，我就停下来！”

“非这样做不可吗？”苔丝绝望地哭了。“哦，那好吧！”

马车还在急驶着。当他正准备吻她时，苔丝突然躲开了，以至于他几乎摔了下去。

“我会让我们俩的脖子一起摔断的！”他暴躁地咒骂道。

“我原以为你不会欺侮我的。”苔丝说，她的眼眶盈满了泪水。“我不想亲任何人！”

但是他坚持要这样。因此，最后她只好坐着不动，让德伯吻了她一下，但她立即就用手帕擦拭脸上被吻过的地方。就在这时，她的帽子被风吹到了地上。德伯停住了车，苔丝跳下车捡起了帽子，然后带着胜利的神情转向亚历克。

“我从这儿走着去。”苔丝说得很坚决。

“但还有五六英里路呢！”

“我不在乎。”

“你是故意让帽子被风吹掉的！肯定是这样的，对吗？”

她没做声，他怒气冲冲地对她破口大骂开了。

“请不要说这么脏的话！”苔丝叫道，“我要回到妈妈那儿去，我恨你！”

德伯突然间大笑起来。

“好了，我保证再也不这样了。”他说，“上来吧，让我用车载你去。”

但她拒绝了，并朝纯瑞脊方向走去。因此，德伯只好驾着车跟在她身旁。两个人就这样缓缓前行着。


Chapter 5

The chickens for which Tess was responsible lived in an old cottage on Mrs d'Urberville's land. On her first day Tess had to take some of the chickens to show to their owner. She immediately realized the old lady was blind. Mrs d'Urberville held each bird and felt it carefully to see that it was in good health. At the end she suddenly asked Tess a question.

'Can you whistle?'

'Whistle, Ma'am?'

'Yes, whistle tunes. I want you to practise and whistle to my birds every day.'

'Yes, Ma'am.'

Tess was not surprised at Mrs d'Urberville's cold manner, and did not expect any more of such a great lady. However, she did not realize that the old lady had never even heard about the family connection.

Tess began to enjoy her new work with the chickens, and the next day in the cottage garden she decided to practise whistling as instructed. She was shocked to find that she had completely forgotten how to whistle. Suddenly she noticed a movement behind a tree near the wall. It was Alec d'Urberville.

'Well, cousin Tess,' he said, 'I've never seen such a beautiful thing as you! I've been watching you from over the wall. Look, I can give you a lesson or two.'

'Oh no you won't!' cried Tess, going back towards the door.

'Don't worry, I won't touch you. Just look...' and he showed her how to whistle. From that moment Tess found she could whistle tunes to the birds just as Mrs d'Urberville wanted. And as the weeks passed, she often met d'Urberville in the garden and began to lose her shyness of him.

Every Saturday night the other farm workers from the surrounding area used to go to drink and dance in the market town two or three miles away. On Sundays they would sleep late. For a long time Tess did not go with them. But after a while she wanted a change from her routine and began to go on the weekly trips regularly. She always came home with the others at night, preferring the protection of being in a group. One Saturday night she was in the town looking for her companions as it was time to go home, when she met Alec d'Urberville.

'What, my beauty? Here so late?' he said, smiling at her.

'I'm just waiting for my friends,' she answered.

'I'll see you again,' he said as she moved away.

She became worried when she realized the workers were still dancing wildly and would not be going home soon. Again she caught sight of Alec, waiting in a doorway, his cigar glowing red in the dark. Eventually she joined a group wandering home. They had all been drinking, but she felt safer with them than alone. But after a while she became involved in a quarrel with them, and was trying to get away from the angry group, when Alec d'Urberville rode by. He offered to take her home on the back of his horse. She hesitated, then accepted.

Together they rode along in the dark, Tess holding on to Alec. She was very tired: every day that week she had got up at five. So she did not notice that they were riding off the main road and into The Chase, the oldest wood in England. It began to get foggy, and finally Alec admitted honestly that he was lost.

'Put me down here, sir,' cried Tess at once. 'Let me walk home from here. How wrong of you to bring me away from the main road! I knew I shouldn't trust you!'

'Don't worry, my beauty,' laughed Alec. 'I thought you would enjoy a longer ride on such a lovely night. But I can't let you go. The fog is so bad now that you couldn't possibly find your way. I'll leave you here and go to find out where we are. When I come back, I'll tell you, and you can come with me on horseback or go alone on foot—just as you like.'

She agreed to this. 'Shall I hold the horse?' she asked.

'No, he'll stay quiet,' answered Alec. 'By the way, your father has a new horse today. And the children have some new toys.'

'Was it... was it you who gave them? Oh, how good of you!' murmured Tess with a heavy heart. 'I almost wish you hadn't!'

'Tessy, don't you love me just a little now?'

'I'm grateful,' she admitted, 'but I'm afraid I don't...' and slowly she started to cry.

'Now don't cry, my dear. Sit here and wait for me.' He made a bed for the tired girl among the dead leaves, and covered her with his coat. He set off into the fog to find out where he was, and came back to find Tess fast asleep. He saw her in her white dress among the leaves, a pale, shining figure in the dark. He bent down and touched her cheek with his. Everywhere there was darkness and silence. The birds and animals slept, safe in and under the trees. But who was looking after Tess? Who was protecting her innocence?

'Tess!' said d'Urberville, and lay down beside her. The girl was not strong enough to resist him.

Why was Tess's girlish purity lost? Why does the wrong man take the wrong woman? Why do the bad so often ruin the good? Why is beauty damaged by ugliness? Thousands of years of philosophy cannot give us the answers to these questions. These things happen, and have always happened. Perhaps in the past, rolling home after a battle, Tess's ancestors, the real d'Urbervilles, had done the same, even more cruelly, to young country girls. But we cannot accept that that is Tess's fault, and should happen to her. As the people of her village say, 'It was to be.' And from now on, Tess's life was to be completely different.



cottage n. small house, especially in the country. 茅舍；农舍。

blind adj. without the power to see. 瞎的。

practise v. do sth repeatedly or regularly in order to become skilful. 练习。

whistle v. make a signal (to) by blowing through the rounded lips. 吹口哨。

tune n. succession of notes forming a melody. 曲；调子。

routine n. fixed and regular way of doing things. 例行手续；常规。

protection n. protecting or being protected. 保护。

wander v. go from place to place without any special purpose or destination. 漫步；徘徊。

foggy adj. dense, not clear, because of fog. 有浓雾的。

honestly adv. in an honest manner. 诚实地。

trust v. believe in the honesty and reliability of. 信赖。

possibly adv. in accordance with what is possible. 可能地。

grateful adj. feeling or showing thanks. 感激的。

cover v. place (one substance or thing) over or in front of (another). 用东西盖住。

purity n. state or quality of being pure. 纯净。


第五章

苔丝要养的鸡关在德伯夫人庄园的一间旧茅舍里。第一天她就要带着几只鸡去见它们的主人。她马上就意识到这个老妇人已经双目失明。德伯夫人一只只地抱过她的鸡，仔细地抚摩着，以便确认它们全都很好。之后，她突然向苔丝问道：

“你会吹口哨吗？”
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“吹口哨，夫人？”

“对，吹点儿曲调。我要你练习每天给我的鸡儿们吹口哨。”

“是，夫人。”

苔丝对德伯夫人的冷漠并不感到惊讶，她本来就没对这样一位贵妇人抱更多的期望。然而她并不了解，这个老妇人根本就没听人说起过她们的亲戚关系。

苔丝开始喜欢上了这份养鸡的差事。第二天，在鸡舍的院子里，她决定奉命练习吹口哨，但她震惊地发现她把怎么吹口哨全给忘光了。突然，她发觉围墙附近一棵树后有响动，是亚历克·德伯在那儿。

“喂，苔丝表妹，”他说，“我从来没见过像你这么漂亮的姑娘！我一直在墙这边观察你。瞧，我可以教你一两下。”

“哦，不，你不能这样。”苔丝叫道，转身朝房门走去。

“别担心，我不会碰你的。看着……”他开始给她示范如何吹口哨。从那以后，苔丝发现自己可以按照德伯夫人的心意对着那些鸡儿吹调子了。几个星期来，她经常在花园里遇见德伯，渐渐地在他面前也就不再感到害羞了。

每个星期六晚上，附近地区的农民们都会到两三英里以外的镇上喝酒、跳舞，然后在星期天睡个懒觉。很长一段时间，苔丝都没有跟他们去。但过了一阵子，苔丝想改变一下原来一成不变的生活，就开始有规律地去参加这一周一次的活动。夜里她总是和大伙儿结伴回来，在一群人当中，她可以寻得保护。一个周六的晚上，她正在镇上寻找同伴儿，因为到该回去的时候了。这时，她遇上了亚历克·德伯。

“怎么了，我的美人儿？这么晚了还在这儿？”他笑着对她说。

“我只不过在等我的朋友们。”她回答道。

“我会再找你的，”当她走开时他说道。

她看到那些人还在疯狂地跳着舞，不像就要回去的样子，于是变得焦急起来。她又一次看到了亚历克，他正等在门口，雪茄烟在黑暗中闪烁着红光。最后她还是跟着一群人逛着回去，他们全都喝了酒，但是她觉得这样也比孤身一人安全些。但是过了一会儿，她卷入了一场争吵中，正极力想从愤怒的人群中脱开身时，亚历克骑着马过来了。他叫她坐在他的马背上，要带她回去。她犹豫了一下，同意了。

他们在黑暗中往前骑着，苔丝紧紧抓着亚历克。她太累了，那个星期她每天都5点钟起床。因此，她没有注意到他们已经偏离了大道，进入逐猎林，那片英格兰最古老的森林。空气中开始弥漫着雾霭。终于，亚历克老实地承认他迷路了。

“放我下马吧，先生。”苔丝立即哭叫道，“让我从这儿走回去！你不该把我从大道带到这儿来，这太过分了！我早知道不该相信你的！”

“别着急，我的美人儿，”亚历克笑着说，“我以为你会喜欢在这样美丽的夜晚多骑一会儿的。但我不能让你走。现在雾这么大，你是根本找不着路的。我把你放在这儿等着，我去看看我们现在到了哪儿。我回来以后就告诉你。那时，你可以跟我骑马回去，也可以一个人走回去——随你的便。”

这么一说她便同意了。“我需要牵着马吗？”她问。

“不，它会乖乖地待着的，”亚历克回答道，“顺便告诉你，你父亲今天有匹新马了，孩子们也得到了一些新玩具。”

“是……是你送给他们的吗？哦，真得谢谢你的一片好心！”苔丝心情沉重地嘀咕着，“我真有点儿希望你没这么做！”

“苔丝，现在你会爱我一点了吧？”

“我很感激你，”她承认道，“但是，恐怕我并不……”她开始哭了起来。

“别哭，我的宝贝儿。现在你就坐在这儿，等我回来吧！”他用枯叶给这疲倦的女孩儿铺了张床，还给她披上了自己的衣服。然后他离开了她，走入大雾中，试图辨别他所在的地方。回来时他发现苔丝早已熟睡。他看到了在一堆树叶中穿着白色衣裙的她，黑暗中一个柔弱、美丽的身影。他俯下身来，用自己的脸颊贴着她的。这儿到处都那么漆黑、静谧。鸟兽们都安全地在树上或树下睡着了。但是有谁会来照料苔丝？又有谁会来保护她的贞节呢？

“苔丝！”德伯唤道，并在她身边躺了下来。这个柔弱的女子是无力抵挡他的。

为什么苔丝会失去少女的贞操？为什么不合适的男人要与不合适的女人结合？为什么坏人总是毁灭好人？为什么美丽总被邪恶践踏？数千年来的哲理无法给予我们这些问题的答案。这些事情发生着，总在发生着。也许过去，苔丝的祖先们，那些真正的德伯家的人，在经历了一场战斗返回时，曾对乡村的姑娘们做过同样的事，甚至更残酷的事。但我们不能认为这是苔丝的过错，应由她来偿还。也许就像她村子里的人们说的那样：“这一切都是命中注定的。”从这以后，苔丝的生活就截然不同了。


Maiden No More
Chapter 6

It was a Sunday morning in late October about four months after Tess's arrival at Trantridge, and a few weeks after the night ride in The Chase. Carrying a heavy basket and bundle, Tess was walking towards the hills which divided her from the Vale, her place of birth. The scenery and people on this side were very different from those in her village. Marlott people mainly thought and travelled northward and westward, while on this side people were interested in the east and the south. She walked up the same hill which d'Urberville had driven down so wildly that June day. On reaching the top of the hill, Tess paused and looked for a long time at the familiar green world of home. It was always beautiful from here, but since she had last seen it, her view of life had changed. She had learnt that wickedness exists, even where there is beauty, and now she could hardly bear to look down into the Vale.

Then she looked behind her and saw a carriage coming up the same hill that she had just climbed, with a man leading the horse. Soon he caught up with her.

'Why did you slip away in secret like that?' asked d'Urberville breathlessly. 'I've been driving like mad to catch up with you. Just look at my horse! You know nobody would have prevented you from going. I'm going to drive you the rest of the way, if you won't come back with me.'

'I won't come back,' she said quietly.

'I thought so! Well, let me help you up. Give me your basket.'

She stepped up into the carriage and sat beside him. She had no fear of him now. The reason for this was also the reason for her sorrow. They drove along, d'Urberville making conversation and Tess thinking her own thoughts. When they approached the village of Marlott a tear rolled down her cheek.

'Why are you crying?' he asked coldly.

'I was only thinking I was born over there.'

'Well, we must all be born somewhere.'

'I wish I had never been born, there or anywhere else!' she said quietly.

'Well, you shouldn't have come to Trantridge if you didn't want to. You didn't come for love of me, anyway.'

'That's quite true. If I had ever loved you, if I loved you still, I could not hate myself for my weakness as much as I do now.'

He did not look at her.

She added, 'I didn't understand your intention until it was too late.'

'That's what every woman says.'

'How dare you say that!' she cried angrily, her eyes flashing at him. 'My God! I could hit you! Did you never think that some women may not only say but feel it?'

'All right,' he said laughing, 'I am sorry to hurt you. I did wrong—I admit it. Only don't keep accusing me. I am ready to pay for it. You need never work on the farms again.'

Her lip lifted slightly as she replied, 'I will not take anything from you! I cannot!'

'One would think you were a queen as well as being one of the real d'Urbervilles! Well, Tess dear, I suppose I'm a bad sort of man. I've always been one, and I always will be one. But I promise I won't be bad to you again. And if anything should happen—you understand—if you are in any trouble or need anything, just drop me a line and I'll send by return whatever you want.'

She stepped down from the carriage and was going to leave him, when he stopped her and said, 'You're not going to turn away from me like that, dear? Come, let me kiss you!'

'If you wish,' she answered coldly. She offered her cool cheek to him, but her eyes rested on a distant tree as if the kiss had nothing to do with her.

'You don't give me your lips, Tess. I'm afraid you'll never love me.'

'It's true. I have never loved you, and I never can.' She added sadly, 'Perhaps I should tell a lie and then I could lead a comfortable life. But I have enough honour not to tell that lie. If I loved you, I might have a very good reason to tell you so. But I don't.'

Alec sighed heavily, as if this scene were depressing him.

'Well, you're very sad, Tess, and you have no reason to be. You're still the prettiest girl for miles around. Will you come back with me? Say you will!'

'Never, never! I've made up my mind, and I won't come.'

'Then goodbye!' and Alec jumped up into his carriage and drove off.

Tess did not watch him go, but continued her walk alone. It was still early in the day and the sun was not yet giving any warmth. Tess felt even sadder than the autumn sadness which surrounded her.

But soon a man came up behind her, a man with a pot of red paint in his hand.

'Good morning,' he said, and offered to carry her basket. 'You're up early on a Sunday,' he continued.

'Yes,' said Tess.

'A day of rest for most people, although I do more real work today than in the rest of the week put together.'

'Do you?'

'In the week I work for man, but on Sunday I work for God. That's better work, don't you think? Wait a moment, I have something to do here.' He stopped at a gate, and in large red letters on the middle bar of the gate he painted some words from the Bible:

PUNISHMENT AWAITS YOU

In the soft air, against the gentle green of the trees and the peaceful fields, these great red words stared at Tess. They pointed a finger at her. This man was a stranger and could not know her story, but the words accused her.

'Do you believe what you paint?' she asked in a low voice.

'Do I believe those words? Do I believe I am alive!'

'But,' she whispered, trembling, 'suppose you were forced to do wrong?'

He shook his head. 'I can't answer that question. I paint the words and leave others to think about them in their own hearts.'

'I think they are horrible words!' cried Tess. 'I'll take my basket and go now,' and she walked away from him, her heart beating fast. 'I don't believe God said those things!' she thought, as she reached her village.

There was smoke coming from her father's chimney, but seeing the inside of the cottage made her heart ache. It was as poor as ever. Her mother jumped up, surprised to see her.

'Well, my dear Tess!' she said, kissing her. 'How are you? Have you come home to be married?'

'No, not for that, mother.'

'What, isn't your cousin going to marry you?'

'He's not my cousin, and he's not going to marry me.'

Her mother looked at her closely. 'Come, you haven't told me everything.'

Then Tess went up to her mother, put her head on Joan's shoulder, and told her the whole story.

'And you haven't persuaded him to marry you!' cried Joan. 'What's the good of going there? Why didn't you think of doing some good for your family instead of thinking only of yourself?'

Tess was confused. Alec had never mentioned marriage to her. But even if he had, she would never have accepted him, because she did not love him. This made her hate herself for what she had done. She would certainly never love him in the future. She did not quite hate him, but did not wish to marry him, even to remain respectable.

'You ought to have been more careful if you didn't want to marry him!'

'Oh mother!' cried the poor girl, her heart breaking. 'Why didn't you warn me about men? I was a child when I left home! I didn't know how dangerous they can be, and you didn't tell me!'

'Well, we must make the best of it,' said her mother. 'It's only human nature, after all.'

That afternoon the little cottage was full of Tess's friends, girls who lived in the village and who had missed her while she had been away. They whispered to each other that Tess was sure to marry that handsome gentleman. Fortunately Tess did not hear them. She joined in their laughing and talking, and for a short time almost forgot her shame.

But the next day was Monday, the beginning of the working week, when there were no best clothes and no visitors. She awoke with the innocent children asleep around her, she who had lost her innocence. She looked into her future, and grew very depressed. She knew she had to travel on a long, stony road, without help or sympathy. She had nothing to look forward to, and she wanted to die.

In the next few weeks, however, she became more cheerful, and went to church one Sunday morning. She loved listening to the well-known tunes, and gave herself up to the beauty of the music. She wondered at the composer's power. From the grave he could make a girl like her, who had never known him, feel extremes of emotion. She sat in a quiet, dark corner listening to the service. But when the village people arrived at church they noticed her and started whispering to each other. She knew what they were saying and realized she could come to church no more.

So she spent almost all her time in her bedroom, which she shared with the children. From here she watched the wind, the snow, the rain, beautiful sunsets and full moons, one after another. People began to think she had gone away. She only went out after dark, to walk in the woods and the fields. She was not afraid of the dark or the shadows; it was people she was anxious to avoid. She was at home on the lonely hills, but she felt guilty surrounded by innocent nature. When it rained, she thought nature was crying at her weakness, and when the midnight wind blew she thought nature was angry with her. But she did not realize that although she had broken an accepted social rule, she had done nothing against nature. She was as innocent as the sleeping birds in the trees, or the small field animals in the hedges.



bundle n. number of articles fastened, tied, or wrapped together. 包裹。

scenery n. general natural features of a district. 风景。

familiar adj. having a good knowledge of. 熟悉。

prevent v. stop or hinder. 阻止。

conversation n. talking. 谈话。

approach v. come near(er) (to). 接近。

intention n. aim. 目的。

flash v. send, give out, a sudden bright light. 闪光；闪烁。

accuse v. say that (sb) has done wrong, broken the law, is to be blamed. 控诉；谴责。

slightly adv. to a slight degree; somewhat. 些许；稍稍。

promise v. make written or spoken undertakings to do, or not to do, sth. 答应；允诺。

comfortable adj. giving comfort to the body. 安逸的。

continue v. go on (doing). 继续。

warmth n. state of being warm. 温暖。

punishment n. punishing or being punished. 处罚；被处罚。

await v. be waiting for. 等待。

peaceful adj. calm; quiet. 宁静的。

tremble v. shake involuntarily (as from fear, anger, cold, physical weakness, etc). 发抖。

chimney n. structure through which smoke from a fire is carried away through the wall or proof of a building. 烟筒。

shoulder n. part of the body of a human being where an arm is joined to the trunk. 肩。

mention v. refer to. 提及。

future n. coming after the present. 将来。

respectable adj. (of clothes, appearance, behaviour, etc) suitable for such persons. 体面的。

dangerous adj. likely to cause danger or be a danger. 可能引起危险的；（对……）有危险的。

depress v. make sad, low in spirits. 使愁苦；使沮丧。

sympathy n. sharing the feelings of others, feeling pity and tenderness. 同情。

extreme n. highest degree. 极端。

emotion n. strong feeling of any kind. 激情。

hedge n. row of bushes, shrubs or tall plants, etc, usually cut level at the top, forming a boundary for a field, garden, etc.（围于田地，花园等周围之）树篱。


第六章　不再是处女

这是10月末的一个星期天的上午，苔丝来到纯瑞脊已有四个来月，距离骑马到逐猎林那个晚上也有几个星期了。挎着一个沉重的篮子和包袱，苔丝正朝那些把她与她出生所在的山谷分开的山峦走去。这边的风土人情与她村里的大不相同。马勒特村的人们主要想着往北部和西部迁移，而这边的人们感兴趣的是东部和南部。她正向一个山头爬去，6月的一天，就是在这座山头，德伯曾疯狂地急驰而下。到达山顶后，苔丝停下了脚步，久久地凝望着家乡熟悉的绿色世界。从这儿看上去，它总是那么美，但是自从她上次见到它以后，她对生活的看法已经改变了。她已经懂得邪恶是存在的，哪怕是在很美的地方。现在她几乎无法再往下看山谷了。
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她往身后看了看，发现一辆马车正朝着她爬过的同一座山驶上来，车上有一个人在赶着马。很快他就赶上了她。

“为什么你要这样偷偷地溜走？”德伯上气不接下气地问道，“为了追上你，我像疯了似地赶车。看看我的马吧！你知道没有人会阻止你走的。如果你不愿和我回去的话，剩下的路让我送你走。”

“我不愿回去。”她轻轻地说。

“我知道你会这么说的！那好，让我帮你上车吧，把篮子递给我。”

她登上马车，坐在他身旁。现在她已经不怕他了。不怕的原因也正是她痛苦的原因。车子往前驶着，德伯说着话，苔丝想着自己的心事。当他们临近马勒特村时，一滴泪珠从她的面颊上滚落下来。

“为什么要哭？”他冷冷地问道。

“我只是在想，我出生在那儿。”

“嗯，我们都是在某个地方出生的。”

“我希望我从没出生过，不论是在那儿还是在别的任何地方！”她轻声说。

“哦，如果你不愿意你就不应该到纯瑞脊来。反正，你也不是因为爱我才来的。”

“一点儿不错。如果我曾经爱过你，如果我仍然爱着你，我就不会像现在这么恨自己的软弱无能了。”

他没有看她。

她继续说道：“当我明白了你的企图时，已经太晚了。”

“每个女人都这么说。”

“你怎么敢这么说！”她愤怒地叫道，眼冒怒火地瞪着他。“天哪，我会揍你的！难道你从没想过，有些女人不仅这么说，还真地这样感觉吗？”

“好吧，”他笑着说，“伤害了你我很抱歉。我做错了事——我承认。只是不要再没完没了地谴责我了。我是准备付出代价的，你再也不用到农场干活了。”

她的嘴唇稍稍撅起，回答道：“我不会从你那儿拿任何东西的！我不会的！”

“人们会认为你是个王后，就像认为你是一个真正的德伯家族的人一样！哦，亲爱的苔丝，我想我大概是个坏人。我一直是个坏人，将来也一直会是。但是我保证再也不对你做什么坏事了。如果有任何事情发生——你明白——如果你遇到任何麻烦或需要任何东西，来封短信就行了，我会送来你想要的任何东西。”

她从车上迈下来，正准备离他而去，他拦住了她，说道：“亲爱的，你不会就这样离开我了，是吗？来，让我吻你一下！”

“如果你想这样的话，”她漠然地答道。她向他仰起了冰凉的脸颊，目光却停留在远处的一棵树上，仿佛这亲吻跟她丝毫不相干似的。

“你没有把你的唇递过来，苔丝。恐怕你永远不会爱上我。”

“是的，我从来没有爱过你，也永远不会爱上你。”她又伤心地加上一句：“也许我该撒个谎，这样我的日子就会好过了。但是我还有足够的自尊，不撒那个谎。如果我爱过你，我会有很好的理由告诉你，但是我没有。”

亚历克沉重地叹了口气，好像这一席话令他很沮丧。

“嗨，苔丝，你很伤心。你这样是没有理由的。你仍是方圆数里内最漂亮的姑娘。你愿意回到我身边吗？说你愿意！”

“不，不愿！我已经下定决心了，永远不会回去的。”

“那么，再见！”亚历克跳上马车，驾车走了。

苔丝没有看着他离开，只管一个人继续走着。现在还很早，太阳射出的光芒尚未有一丝暖意。悲凉的秋意笼罩着她，而她觉得自己的内心更加哀伤。

但很快有个人从她后面赶了上来，手里提着一罐红色的颜料。

“早上好！”他说，并提出帮她提篮子。“你在星期天起得可够早的。”他继续说道。

“是啊，”苔丝说。

“这是大多数人休息的日子。但我在这一天做的真正工作，比一星期的其余六天加在一块儿还多。”

“是吗？”

“别的日子我为人们工作，但星期天我为上帝工作。这是一种更好的工作，你不觉得吗？等一下，在这儿我有点儿事要做。”他在一个大门前停了下来，并用很大的红字在门中间的栏杆上刷上《圣经》中的几个字：

惩罚等着你

在柔和的空气里，在嫩绿的树木和宁静的田野的包围中，这些大红字在盯着苔丝，它们在指责她。刷字的只不过是个陌生人，他并不知道她的经历，但这些红字在谴责她。

“你相信你刷的那些话吗？”苔丝轻轻地问道。

“你问我相信那些话吗？就跟相信我活着一样！”

“但是，”她的声音很低，有些发颤，“假如你是被迫做错了事呢？”

他摇了摇头：“我无法回答这个问题。我刷写这些话是留给人们用他们自己的心灵去思考的。”

“我认为这些话很可怕！”苔丝喊道。“给我篮子吧，我要走了。”她从他身边走开了，心在剧烈地跳动着。当她到达村子时，她想：“我相信上帝是不会那样说的！”

家里的烟囱冒着烟，但屋子里面的情景让她觉得心痛。这儿还像过去一样贫穷。见到她，母亲觉得很奇怪，急忙站了起来。

“哦，我亲爱的苔丝！”她一边说，一边吻着她。“你好吗？你是要回来结婚的吗？”

“不，不是为那个，妈。”

“什么，难道你表哥不打算跟你结婚吗？”

“他不是我的表哥，他也不会跟我结婚的。”

她的母亲关切地看着她。“过来，你还什么都没跟我说呢。”

苔丝走近母亲，把自己的头靠在琼的肩上，把事情的来龙去脉都告诉了她。

“而你没有说服他跟你结婚！”琼叫道，“那去那儿有什么好处？你为什么不能想想为家里做点儿好事，而不是只考虑你自己呢？”

苔丝很迷惑。亚历克从来没有提过要跟她结婚。而即便他提过，她也永远不会接受他的，因为她不爱他。这一点让她为自己所做的事而恨自己。将来她当然也不会爱上他的。她并不十分痛恨他，但她不想跟他结婚，哪怕是为了维护自己的尊严。

“如果你不愿嫁给他，你就应该更小心才是！”

“哦，妈妈！”可怜的女孩哭道，她的心碎了。“为什么以前你没警告我要提防男人？我离开家的时候还只是一个孩子！我不知道他们会有多危险，你并没有告诉我！”

“嗯，我们必须尽量往好处想。”她母亲说，“毕竟，这只不过是人类的天性。”

那天下午，小屋里坐满了苔丝的朋友。她不在的时候，这些村里的姑娘们都非常想她。她们在私下里互相说，苔丝一定会嫁给那位英俊的先生的。很幸运，苔丝没有听到她们说的话。她加入到她们的欢声笑语中，在这段短暂的时间里，她几乎忘却了自己的耻辱。

但第二天就是星期一了，一周的工作又开始了。这天人们不会穿最好的衣服，也不会有人拜访。苔丝在一群睡在她身边的天真无邪的孩子们中醒来，她自己却已失去了贞节。想到今后的日子，她变得非常忧郁。她知道她要走上一段漫长、坎坷的旅程，得不到帮助也得不到同情。她对未来心灰意冷，她想死去。

然而接下来的几个星期，她变得稍稍振作一点了。一个星期天的上午，她去了教堂。她喜欢听那些熟悉的旋律，沉浸在那美妙的音乐中。她对作曲家的力量感到惊叹。他虽已在坟墓当中，却能让一个像她这样与他素不相识的姑娘感受无限的激情。她坐在一个安静、黑暗的角落里，倾听基督仪式和音乐。但是当村子里的人们来到教堂后，他们注意到了她并窃窃私语起来。她知道他们在说什么，同时知道自己今后再也不能来教堂了。

因此，她把自己整天关在这间与其他孩子们共有的卧室里。在这儿，她看刮风，看下雪，看雨点飘洒，看美丽的日落，还有一轮又一轮的满月。人们渐渐以为她外出了。只有在天黑以后，她才会出来，到树林里和田野上走走。她不怕黑暗和阴影，她极力想避开的只是人群。在孤寂的山上她感到自在，但被纯净的大自然包围时，她又有一种负罪感。下雨时，她会想到是大自然在为她的软弱而哭泣；而午夜的狂风又让她觉得大自然在生她的气。她没有意识到，虽然她触犯了一条公认的社会戒律，但她却从没违反过自然。她就像树林里熟睡的鸟儿或树篱下的田间小动物一样清白无辜。


Chapter 7

One day in August the sun was rising through the mist. In a yellow cornfield near Marlott village it shone on two large arms of painted wood. These, with two others below, formed the turning cross of the reaping-machine. It was ready for today's harvest. A group of men and a group of women came down the road at sunrise. As they walked along, their heads were in the sun while their feet were in the shadow of the hedge. They went into the field.

Soon there came a sound like the love-making of the grasshopper. The machine had begun, and three horses pulled it slowly along the field. Its arms turned, bright in the sunlight. Gradually the area of standing corn was reduced. So was the living space of the small field animals, who crowded together, not knowing that they could not escape the machine in the end.

The harvesters followed the machine, picking and tying up bundles of corn. The girls were perhaps more interesting to look at. They wore large cotton hats to keep off the sun, and gloves to protect their hands from the corn. The prettiest was the one in the pale pink jacket, who never looked around her as she worked. She moved forward, bending and tying like a machine. Occasionally she stood up to rest. Then her face could be seen: a lovely young face, with deep dark eyes and long heavy curling hair. Her cheeks were paler, her teeth more regular, and her red lips thinner than most country girls.

It was Tess Durbeyfield, or d'Urberville, rather changed, living as a stranger in her home village. She had decided to do outdoor work and earn a little money in the harvest.

The work continued all morning, and Tess began to glance towards the hill. At eleven o'clock a group of children came over the hill. Tess blushed a little, but still did not pause in her work. The eldest child carried in her arms a baby in long clothes. Another brought some lunch. The harvesters stopped work, sat down and started to eat and drink.

Tess also sat down, some way from the others. She called the girl, her sister, and took the baby from her. Unfastening her dress, and still blushing, she began feeding her child. The men kindly turned away, some of them beginning to smoke. All the other women started to talk and rearrange their hair. When the baby had finished Tess played with him without showing much enthusiasm. Then suddenly she kissed him again and again, as if she could not stop. The baby cried out at the violence of her kisses.

'She loves that child, though she says she hates him and wishes they were both dead,' said one of the women, watching the young mother.

'She'll soon stop saying that,' replied another. 'She'll get used to it. It happens to lots of girls.'

'Well, it wasn't her fault. She was forced into it that night in The Chase. People heard her sobbing. A certain gentleman might have been punished if somebody had passed by and seen them.'

'It was a pity it happened to her, the prettiest in the village. But that's how it happens! The ugly ones are as safe as houses, aren't they, Jenny?' and the speaker turned to one who was certainly not beautiful.

Tess sat there, unaware of their conversation. Her mouth was like a flower, and her eyes were large and soft, sometimes black, blue or grey, sometimes all three colours together. She had spent months regretting her experience and crying over it, but suddenly decided that the past was the past. In a few years her shame, and she herself, would be forgotten. Meanwhile the trees were just as green, and the sun shone just as brightly, as before. Life went on.

She most feared what people thought of her, and imagined that they talked constantly about her behind her back. In fact she was not often discussed, and even her friends only thought about her occasionally. Other things of more importance took up their time. If there had been no people around her, Tess would not have made herself so unhappy. She would have accepted the situation as it was. She was miserable, not because she felt unhappy, but because she imagined herself rejected by society.

Now she wanted to be useful again, and to work. So she dressed neatly, and helped in the harvest, and looked people calmly in the face, even when holding her baby in her arms.

Having eaten her lunch quickly, Tess went back to work with the harvesters in the cornfield until it was dark. They all came home on one of the largest waggons, singing and laughing together.

But when Tess reached home, she discovered that the baby had fallen ill that afternoon. He was so small and weak that illness was to be expected, but this still came as a shock to Tess. She forgot the shame surrounding his birth, and only wished passionately to keep him alive. However, it became clear that he was dying. Now Tess had a greater problem. Her baby had not been baptized.

Her ideas on religion were not very developed. She had more or less accepted that she would go to hell for her crime, and did not much care what would happen to her after death. But for her baby it was different. He was dying, and must be saved from hell.

It was nearly bedtime, but she rushed downstairs and asked if she could send for the parson. Her father had just returned from the public house, and was at his most sensitive to the shame brought upon his noble name by Tess. He refused to allow the parson in, and locked the door.

The family went to sleep. As the night passed, Tess realized, in great misery, that the baby was close to death. She walked feverishly up and down the room, until an idea came to her.

'Ah! Perhaps baby can be saved! Perhaps it will be just the same!'

She lit a candle, and woke her young brothers and sisters. Having poured some water into a bowl, she made them kneel around, with their hands together as in church. The children were hardly awake and watched Tess with big round eyes.

She looked tall in her long white nightdress, her long dark hair hanging down her back to her waist. Her enthusiasm lit up her face, giving it a beautiful purity—the face which had caused her shame.

She picked up the baby. One of the children asked, 'Are you really going to baptize him, Tess? What's his name going to be?'

She had not thought of that, but remembered the story of Adam and Eve in the Bible. Because they did wrong together, God said they would live in sorrow for the rest of their lives.

She said firmly, 'SORROW, I baptize you in the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost.'

She splashed some water on the child, and there was silence.

'Say Amen, children.'

'Amen,' they replied.

Tess put her hand into the water, and drew a huge cross upon the baby with her finger. She continued the service in the well-known words, asking for the baby to be protected against the world and against wickedness. Her belief gave her hope; her sweet warm voice rang out the thanks that follow the baptism. The single candle was reflected in her shining eyes like a diamond. The children asked no more questions, but looked up at her in amazement. She seemed almost like a god to them.

Poor Sorrow's fight against the world and wickedness was a short one, fortunately perhaps, taking into account his situation. In the blue light of the morning he breathed his last. Tess had been calm since the baptism and she remained calm. She was no longer worried about Sorrow's afterlife. If God did not accept the baptism, she did not value His Heaven, either for herself or for her child.

Tess thought a good deal about the baptism, however, and wondered if it might mean that Sorrow could be buried in the churchyard, with a church service. She went to the parson's house after dark, and met him near his gate.

'I should like to ask you something, sir. My baby was very ill, and I wanted you to baptize him, but my father refused to allow it. So I baptized him myself. Now sir, can you tell me this,' and she looked him straight in the eyes, 'will it be just the same for him as if you had baptized him?'

The parson wanted to say no. She had done what should have been his job. But the girl's strong feeling impressed him. The man and the parson fought inside him, and the man won.

'My dear girl,' he said, 'it will be just the same.'

'Then will you bury him in the churchyard?' she asked quickly.

The parson felt trapped. It was a difficult question to answer. 'Ah, that's a different matter,' he said. 'I'm sorry, I cannot.'

'Oh sir!' She took his hand as she spoke.

He took it away, shaking his head.

'Then I'll never come to church again!' she cried. 'But perhaps it will be the same for him? Tell me, have pity on me, poor me, tell me what you really think!'

The parson was deeply touched by her emotion. For a surprising moment he forgot the strict rules of his church.

'It will be just the same,' he answered kindly.

So the baby was carried in a cheap wooden box to the churchyard at night. There is a corner of the churchyard where the grass grows long, and where the suicides, drunks, unbaptized babies and other supposed criminals are laid. Sorrow was buried here, at the cost of a shilling and a pint of beer for the gravedigger. Tess bravely made a little cross and put it at the head of the grave one evening, when she could enter the churchyard without being seen.

It is all very well saying that we learn from experience. Tess had certainly learnt from experience, but could not see how to use her knowledge, so painfully gained.

So she stayed in her parents' home during the winter, helping to look after the children, making clothes for them and earning a little money whenever she could. Important dates came round again: the night of her shame in The Chase, the baby's birth and death, her own birthday. One day when she was looking at her pretty face in the mirror, she thought of another date, even more important—her own death. When it came it would swallow up all her prettiness and everything that had happened to her. When was it? It was a day lying hidden among all the other days of the year, so that she noticed nothing when it came round, and did not know what week, month, season or year it would be.

In a flash Tess changed from simple girl to complicated woman. Her face was often thoughtful, and there was sometimes a tragic note in her voice. Her eyes grew larger and more expressive. She became a beautiful woman. She had suffered, but had gained a certain self-confidence from her experiences.

Although the village people had almost forgotten her trouble, she decided she could never be really happy in Marlott. Trying to claim relationship with the rich d'Urbervilles seemed so foolish and shameful to her. She thought her family would never be respected there again. Even now she felt hope rise within her, hope of finding a place with no family connections and no memories. In escaping from Marlott she intended to destroy the past. Perhaps now she could make up for her crime against society.

Consequently she looked hard for work away from Marlott. She finally heard that a dairyman some miles to the south needed a good milkmaid for the summer. Having decided to go there, she promised herself there would be no more hopeless dreams. She would simply be the dairymaid Tess, and nothing more. Even her mother no longer talked about their connection with the noble d'Urbervilles.

But in spite of Tess's decision to forget her ancestors, the dairy, called Talbothays, especially attracted her because it was near the former lands of the old d'Urberville family. She would be able to look at them, and not only observe that the noble d'Urberville family had lost its greatness, but also remember that a poor descendant had lost her innocence. She wondered if some good might come of being in the land of her ancestors. Hope and youthful energy rose up in her again, like leaves on a young tree in spring.



mist n. water vapour in the air. 雾。

shadow n. area of shade thrown on the ground by sth which cuts off the direct rays of light. 阴影。

bend v. bow. 弯腰。

rather adv. in a certain degree or measure. 相当地。

harvest n. (season for) cutting and gathering in of grain and other food crops. 收获季。

unfasten v. untie or not join together. 松开。

safe adj. free from danger. 安全的。

experience n. event that affects one in some way. 经历；阅历。

constantly adv. continuously; frequently. 经常地；不断地。

miserable adj. very unhappy. 愁苦的。

problem n. question to be solved or decided, especially sth difficult. 难题。

baptize v. give baptism to (sb). 给（某人）施洗礼。

religion n. belief in the existence of a supernatural ruling power. 宗教信仰。

feverish adj. having symptoms of fever. 发烧的。

enthusiasm n. strong feeling of admiration or interest. 热心。

sorrow n. (cause of) grief or sadness; regret. 悲哀；悔恨。

splash v. cause (a liquid) to fly about in drops. 溅（水等）。

wickedness n. sth bad, wrong, immoral. 邪恶。

diamond n. brilliant precious stone of pure carbon in crystallized form, the hardest substance known. 钻石。

fortunate adj. lucky. 运气好的。

remain v. continue to be. 依然。

allow v. permit. 允许。

trap v. capture by a trick. 使落入圈套。

strict adj. demanding obedience or exact observance. 严格的。

criminal n. person who commits a crime or crimes. 罪犯。

painful adj. causing pain. 痛的。

mirror n. polished surface that reflects images. 镜子。

swallow v. take in. 吞没。

complicated adj. made up of many parts. 复杂的。

escape v. get free. 逃脱。

connection n. connecting or being connected. 连接。


第七章

8月的一天，太阳正从薄雾中缓缓升起。在马勒特村附近的一片金黄的麦地上，阳光正照射着两根漆过的木头。这两根，加上下面的两根，就组成了割麦机上转动的十字形曲柄。这是在为今天的收割做准备。日出时分，一群男人和女人沿着大路走来了。他们的脸沐浴在阳光中，脚则落在了树篱的阴影里。他们走进了麦地。

[image: alt]

很快传来一种蚱蜢求爱时发出的声音。机器开始运转了。有三匹马拉着它慢慢地往前开。机器的曲柄转动着，在阳光下闪闪发光。渐渐地，麦地里竖着麦子的部分减少了。田间小动物们的生存空间同样也就减少了。它们簇拥在一起，并不知道它们终究是无法从机器下逃生的。

收割者们跟着机器走，把麦子拾起并扎成一捆一捆。也许姑娘们看起来更有趣了。她们戴着宽边的棉布帽子以免阳光灼伤了脸，还戴着手套以防麦子刮破了手。其中最漂亮的要数那位穿着浅粉色短外套的姑娘。她干活时从不四处张望。她朝前面移动着，俯身捆扎，就像一台机器。偶尔她站直身子歇一会儿，这时你就可以看见她的脸了：这是一张年轻可爱的脸庞，嵌着一双幽深的眼睛。她还有一头又长又密的卷发。比起大多数乡下姑娘来，她的脸色更白晰，她的牙齿更整齐，她的红唇也更薄一些。

这就是已经有了很大变化的苔丝·德北或德伯。在家乡的村子里，她就像一个陌生人一样生活着。她已决定到户外干点活儿，在收割季节挣一点微薄的收入。

整个上午活儿就没停过，苔丝开始朝山那边不时地瞅上一眼。11点钟的时候，一群孩子翻山过来了。苔丝微微有些脸红，但仍没有停下手里的活计。最大的孩子怀里抱着一个裹着长衣服的婴儿，另一个提着午饭。人们停止了收割，坐下来，开始吃饭喝酒。

苔丝也在距人们有点远的地方坐了下来。她唤来那个女孩，她的妹妹，从她手中抱过来婴儿。她仍然有些脸红，解开衣服开始给孩子喂奶。男人们都善意地转过脸去，有些人开始抽起了烟。其他的女人都开始聊天，一边重新梳理她们的头发。把孩子喂饱了以后，苔丝逗着孩子玩，显露不出什么热情。然后她突然一遍又一遍地亲吻孩子，仿佛停不下来似的。孩子被她猛烈的亲吻吓得大哭起来。

“她爱那个孩子，尽管她说她恨他，希望他们娘俩都死了算了。”一个女人望着这个年轻的母亲，说道。

“她很快就会不再这么说啦。”另一个回答道，“她会习惯的，很多姑娘都有过这种经历。”

“但这不是她的错。那天晚上在逐猎林，她是被迫的。有人听到她哭诉过。如果那晚有人经过看到他们的话，某位先生是要遭到惩罚的。”

“这事儿发生在她身上真可惜了，她是村子里最漂亮的姑娘。不过正因为如此，才会发生这种事情！那些难看的姑娘就跟房子一样安全，是吗，珍妮？”说话的人朝一位显然不漂亮的姑娘问道。

苔丝坐在那儿，不知道她们在谈什么。她的小嘴像鲜花一般可人，她的大眼睛充满了柔情。那眼睛有时是黑的、蓝的或是灰的，有时就是这三种颜色的混合体。她花了几个月的时间为自己的经历悔恨哭泣，但突然间她决定让过去的事情成为过去。用不了几年，她的耻辱连同她本人就会被人们遗忘。树木仍像过去一样翠绿，阳光还同从前一样明媚。生活继续着。

她最怕人们会想起她，还想象他们会在背后不停地谈论她。事实上，她并没有经常被议论，就连她的朋友，也不过偶尔才会想起她。其他一些更重要的事情占据着他们的生活。如果她周围没有人，苔丝也就不会把自己弄得这么不快乐了。她会现实地接受她的处境。她很不幸，不是因为她觉得不快乐，而是因为她总想象自己被社会抛弃了。

现在，她想让自己重新变得有用，想去工作。所以她穿戴整齐，在收割季节来帮忙。她以平静的表情面对其他人，即便怀里抱着孩子也一样。

迅速地吃完午饭后，苔丝又回到地里和其他收割者们一块儿干起活儿来，一直干到天黑。他们都坐上一辆最大的马车，一路笑着唱着回去了。

但是当苔丝回到家以后，她发现孩子在那天下午生病了。他是那么地弱小，注定逃不过病魔之手，但这仍然震动了苔丝。她忘记了关于他出生的种种耻辱，只是满心希望他能活下来。然而很明显，他就要死了。现在苔丝遇到了一个更大的麻烦，她的孩子还没受过洗礼呢。

她的宗教信条没有多大的变化。她或多或少地接受了这样一个事实：因为她的罪过她将进地狱。她对自己死后会怎样并不太在意，但是对孩子来说，就不同了。他就要死去，她要把他从地狱中拯救出来。

已经到了快睡觉的时候，但她冲到了楼下问自己是否可以去请一位牧师来。她的父亲刚从酒店回来，正处在对苔丝给他高贵的姓氏带来的耻辱最敏感的时候。他拒绝让牧师到他们家来，还把门给锁上了。

家人都去睡觉了。夜晚一点点地流逝着。在极大的痛苦中，苔丝意识到孩子已离死神不远了。她焦躁不安地在房间里踱来踱去，最后她突然想出了一个主意。

“啊！也许孩子可以得救！也许这也是一样的！”

她点燃了一支蜡烛，唤醒了弟妹。她在一个碗里倒了些水，让他们跪成一圈，像在教堂里那样手牵着手。孩子们还没有完全清醒过来，只是瞪圆了眼睛看着苔丝。

穿着长长的白色睡裙，她看起来很高，黑色的长发从背后一直垂到腰际。她的热情使她的面孔焕发着光彩，透出一种美丽的圣洁——就是这张脸给她招来耻辱。

她抱起了婴儿。一个孩子问：“你真要给他施洗礼吗，苔丝？那他叫什么名字呀？”

她还没想过这个，但她记起了《圣经》里亚当和夏娃的故事。因为他们在一起做错了事，上帝说他们余下的日子会生活在悲哀之中。

她坚定地说：“‘悲哀’，我以上帝、以耶稣、以圣灵的名义给你施洗。”

她把一些水洒在孩子身上，四周悄无声息。

“说阿门，孩子们。”

“阿门。”他们说道。

苔丝把手伸进水里，然后用手指在婴儿身上画了一个大大的十字：她用一些熟悉的话语继续进行着这个仪式。她请求让孩子免受尘世和邪恶的侵扰。她的信念给了她希望；她用甜美温和的声音做感恩祷告，结束了洗礼。那枝仅有的蜡烛在她闪烁的眼睛中放射出钻石般的光芒。孩子们没再问什么，只是诧异地抬头望着她。对他们来说，她看起来就像一位女神。

可怜的“悲哀”只对这个世界和邪恶做了一次小小的抗争，考虑到他的处境，也许他这样是幸运的。在蓝色的晨光中，他停止了呼吸。做完洗礼后，苔丝平静下来，而且一直保持着平静。她再也不用为“悲哀”死后担心了。如果上帝不接受这个洗礼，那她就不会珍视他的天堂，不论是为自己还是为孩子。

但是苔丝还是对这个洗礼考虑了很多，她想知道这是否意味着“悲哀”可以按照教堂的仪式安葬在教堂墓地。天黑以后，她就到牧师家去了，在大门附近她遇见了牧师。

“先生，我想请教您一件事情。我的孩子病得很重，我想让您给他施洗，但是我的父亲不让我这么做。于是我自己给他施了洗。现在，先生，您是否能告诉我，”她两眼直直地看着他，“对他来说，这么做跟您给他施洗是一样的吗？”

牧师想说不一样。她做了他份内的事。但是这姑娘炽烈的感情让他感动。在他内心，作为人和作为牧师的两种角色在斗争着，最后，人取得了胜利。

“我亲爱的姑娘，”他说，“这会是一样的。”

“那你会将他安葬在教堂墓地吗？”她迅速问道。

牧师觉得陷入了圈套。这是一个很难回答的问题。“哦，那是另外一回事，”他说，“抱歉，我不能。”

“哦，先生！”她抓住他的手，说道。

他把手拿开了，摇了摇头。

“那么，我再也不去教堂了！”她哭道，“但也许对他来说是一样的？告诉我，可怜可怜我，告诉我您真实的想法！”

牧师被她的情绪深深地感染了。有一刻，他竟然忘记了教堂里那些严格的戒律。

“会是一样的。”他善意地回答道。

因此，当晚孩子被装在一个廉价的木制箱子里，运到了教堂墓地。这是一个杂草丛生的墓地角落，埋葬着那些自杀的人，饮酒过度的人，没有施过洗的婴儿，还有其他被认为有罪的人。她花了一个先令，给了掘墓人一品脱啤酒，“悲哀”便被葬在了这里。一天晚上，当她可以不被人看到地进入墓地时，苔丝做了一个小小的十字架，并把它竖在了坟头。

有句话说得好，叫“吃一堑，长一智。”苔丝当然从她的经历中学到了东西，只是不知道该怎样运用这些经历了如此之大的痛苦才懂得的道理。

于是，整个冬天她都住在父母家里，帮着照看孩子，给他们缝制衣服，并力所能及地挣点钱。一些重要的日子又转回来了：逐猎林受辱的那晚，孩子的生日和忌日，还有她自己的生日。一天，当她对着镜子看自己那张漂亮的脸孔时，她想到了另外一个甚至更重要的日子——她自己死去的日子。当它来临时，它会吞噬掉她的全部美丽和发生在她身上的一切事情。它会是什么时候呢？它偷偷地藏在一年中其他日子的背后，因此当它再度来临时，她无从察觉。她不知道它将出现在哪个星期，哪个月，哪个季节或者哪一年。

几乎仅在一瞬之间，苔丝就由纯朴的姑娘变成了成熟的女人。她经常带着一副沉思的表情，声音有时透着悲凉的语气。她的眼睛更大也更意味深长了。她变成了一个美丽的女人。她经历过痛苦，从经历中她获得了一种自信。

尽管村里的人们几乎已经忘记了她的遭遇，但苔丝觉得自己在马勒特是不会真正快乐的。在她看来，想要与富有的德伯家攀亲是那么地荒唐可耻。她认为她的家庭在那儿再不会受到尊敬了。她现在心里甚至萌生了希望。这希望就是找一个既没有家庭关系也没有回忆的地方。她想逃离马勒特村，企图由此毁灭过去。也许现在她可以弥补她对社会犯下的罪行了。

接下来她就积极地寻找远离马勒特村的工作。终于，她听说往南几英里的一个奶场主这个夏天需要一名熟练的挤奶女工。她决定去那儿，并向自己保证不再做空洞的梦。她将仅仅是挤奶女工苔丝，仅此而已。就连她的母亲也不再谈论他们与高贵的德伯家族的关系了。

但是，尽管苔丝决意忘掉她的祖先，那个叫塔尔勃塞的牛奶场之所以特别吸引她，却正是因为它挨着古老的德伯家族的土地。她可以看到它，这样，她不仅可以看到高贵的德伯家族失去了它的辉煌，还会记起它的一个可怜的后代失去了她的贞操。她想知道，生活在她祖先的土地上是否能给她带来一些好运。新的希望和青春的活力再度在她心中涌起，就像春天小树上的新叶。


A New Life
Chapter 8

And so it was that on a beautiful morning in May, two to three years after her return from Trantridge, Tess Durbeyfield left home for the second time. She was going in the opposite direction this time. When she reached the first hill, she looked back at Marlott and her father's house with sadness in her heart.

She travelled partly by carriage and partly on foot, carrying her basket. Not far to her left she could see the trees which surrounded Kingsbere, with its church where her ancestors lay in their tombs. She could no longer admire or respect them. She almost hated them for ruining her life. Nothing of theirs was left except the old seal and spoon.

'Huh! I have as much of mother as father in me!' she said. 'All my prettiness comes from her, and she was only a dairymaid.'

Her walk took two hours, until she reached the hill overlooking the Valley of the Great Dairies. This valley was watered by the river Froom, and produced huge amounts of milk and butter: more even than Tess's Vale of Blackmoor, which was known as the Vale of Little Dairies.

As she stood and looked, she realized the valleys were quite different. Here the fields and farms were much larger. She saw more cows at a glance than she had ever seen before. The evening sun shone on their red, white and brown bodies. She thought that this view was perhaps not as beautiful as a view of Blackmoor Vale, which she knew so well. There the sky was deep blue, the smell of the earth was heavy in the air, the streams ran slowly and silently. But this view was more cheerful. Here the air was clear and light, and the river Froom rushed as fast as the shadow of a cloud.

Either the change in the quality of the air, or the feeling that she was going to start a new life here, made her feel much happier. She ran along, her hopes and the sunshine warming her.

She looked at her best as she ran laughing into the warm wind. The desire for pleasure, which is in every living thing, had finally won over Tess. She was, after all, only a young woman of twenty, who had not finished growing up. No event, however unpleasant, could have marked her for ever. She was young and strong and beautiful, and could not remain sad for long.

Her hopes rose higher than ever. She wanted to show how grateful she was for this second chance. She started singing love songs, but found they were not enough to express her feelings. She remembered the Sunday mornings of her girlhood, and sang: 'Oh sun and moon... Oh stars... Oh children of men... Praise the Lord! Praise Him for ever!' until she stopped suddenly and murmured, 'But perhaps I don't quite know the Lord yet.'

This was probably a pagan feeling in a religious form. People who live in the country and are close to nature, like Tess, keep many of the pagan ideas of their ancestors in their souls. Religion learned in church comes much later, and does not touch them deeply.

Tess was happy to be making her way independently in life. She really wanted to live honestly and work hard, unlike her father. Tess had her mother's energy and the energy of her youth to help her recover from her experience. Women do usually live through such experiences. 'Where there's life, there's hope' is still true for most 'betrayed' women.

As Tess, full of enthusiasm, came downhill towards the dairy, she suddenly heard the milking call, again and again, from all parts of the valley. It was half-past four, when the dairy people brought in the cows. Tess followed the red and white animals, with their great bags of milk under them, into the farmyard. She saw the long sheds, and the wooden posts, shining and smooth where the cows had rubbed against them over the years. She saw the cows between the posts, the sun throwing their shadows on the wall as carefully as a painter paints a beautiful king or queen. As the cows waited for their turn, the milk fell in drops on the ground.

The dairymaids and men had come from their cottages as they saw the cows arriving from the fields. Each girl sat on her three-legged stool as she milked, her right cheek resting on the cow's body, watching Tess arrive. The men milked with their hats low over their eyes and did not see her. One of them was a middle-aged man, the head-dairyman she was looking for. He worked six days a week in his white milking clothes, milking and butter-making, and on the seventh he wore his best suit to take his family proudly to church. Because of this people nearby used to say:




Dairyman Dick

All the week,

On Sundays Mister Richard Crick.




Most dairymen are usually bad-tempered at milking time, but Mr Crick was glad to get a new dairymaid at this busy time of the year. So he received Tess warmly and asked her how her family were.

'When I was a boy I knew your part of the country very well,' he said. 'An old woman of ninety—she's dead now but she used to live near here—she once told me there was an ancient noble family of a name like yours, who came from here originally. But I didn't take any notice of an old woman like that.'

'Oh no, that's just a story,' said Tess.

Then Mr Crick turned to business. 'You can milk well, my girl? I don't want my cows drying up, especially just now.'

'Oh yes, I can,' answered Tess.

He Looked at her delicate hands and pale face.

'Quite sure you're strong enough for this sort of life? It's comfortable enough here for rough country people but it's hard work.'

'Oh yes, I'm strong enough. I'm used to hard work,' Tess insisted.

'Well, have some tea and something to eat. You've had a long journey,' he said kindly.

'No, I'd rather begin milking straight away,' said Tess. 'I'll just drink a little milk first.'

This surprised Dairyman Crick, who appeared never to have thought of milk as a drink.

'Oh, if you can swallow it, have some,' he said, holding the bucket for her to drink from. 'I haven't touched any for years. It would lie in my stomach like a stone, so it would. Now, try that one and see how you get on.' And he pointed to the nearest cow.

As soon as Tess was on her stool under the cow, and the milk was pouring between her fingers into the bucket, she really felt that her new life was beginning. As she relaxed, she looked around her.

It was a large dairy. There were nearly a hundred milking cows. Dairyman Crick milked six or eight of the difficult ones with his own hands. He could not trust them to the dairymaids, because if the cows were badly milked their milk would simply dry up.

For a while there was no more talk among the milkers. Suddenly Mr Crick got up from his stool.

'We're not getting as much milk from them as usual,' he said. 'We'd better sing them a song, friends, that's the only thing to do.' So the group of milkers started singing, to encourage the cows to give more.

Mr Crick went on, 'But I think bulls like music better than cows. Did I tell you all about William Dewy? On his way home after a wedding he found himself in a field with an angry bull. He took his violin and played some Christmas church music and down went the bull on his knees! Just like the animals around baby Jesus! And so William was able to escape.'

'It's a curious story. It takes us back to the past, when belief in God was a living thing.' This unusual remark came from under a cow.

'Well, it's quite true, sir, believe it or not. I knew the man well,' said Mr Crick.

'Oh yes, I'm sure it's true,' said the man behind the brown cow. Tess could not see his face, and could not understand why the head-dairyman himself should call him sir. The man stayed under the cow long enough to milk three, at times saying something angrily to himself. Then he stood up, stretching his arms. Tess could now see him clearly. He wore the clothes of a dairyman but underneath he was quite different. He looked educated and gentlemanly.

But now she realized that she had seen him before. He was one of the three walking brothers who had stopped their walk to admire the May-Day dance in Marlott a few years before. He had danced with some of the other girls but not with her. He had not noticed her and had gone on his way. For a moment she was worried that if he recognized her he might discover her story. But she soon saw he did not remember her at all. Since she had seen him in Marlott, his face had grown more thoughtful. He now had a young man s moustache and beard. From the time he had spent milking one cow, he was clearly a beginner at dairy work.

Tess discovered that only two or three of the dairymaids slept in the house, besides herself. They all shared a big bedroom near the cheese room. That night one of the girls insisted on telling Tess about all the people at the dairy. To Tess, half asleep, the whispers seemed to be floating in the air.

'Mr Angel Clare—he's the one who's learning milking—he's a parson's son and thinks a lot and doesn't notice girls. His father is parson at Emminster, some way from here. His sons, except Mr Clare, are going to be parsons too.'

Tess gradually fell asleep.



opposite adj. entirely different; contrary. 完全不同的；相反的。

direction n. course taken by a moving person or thing. 方向。

glance n. quick look. 一瞥。

cheerful adj. bringing or suggesting happiness. 令人高兴的。

desire n. strong longing. 渴望。

pleasure n. feeling of being happy or satisfied. 快乐。

express v. make known, show by words, looks, actions. 表示；表达。

pagan adj. (person who is) not a believer in any of the chief religions of the world. 异教徒的。

betray v. be disloyal to. 不忠于。

shed n. building, roughly made structure, used for storing things, sheltering animals, etc. 棚；小屋。

stool n. seat without a back or arms, usually for one person. 凳子。

tempered adj. having, or showing a certain kind of temper. 有某种心情的。

ancient adj. belonging to times long past. 古代的。

originally adv. from or in the beginning. 原先。

delicate adj. tender. 细嫩的。

rough adj. not calm or gentle. 粗鲁的。

insist v. urge with emphasis, against opposition or disbelief. 坚持。

journey n. going to a place, especially a distant place. 旅行。

relax v. cause or allow to become less tight. 放松。

violin n. four-stringed musical instrument played with a bow. 小提琴。

curious adj. strange. 古怪的。

stretch v. make wider, longer or tighter, by pulling. 伸展。

share v. have or use (with). 共用。

float v. be held up in air. 漂浮。


第八章　新生活

因此，从纯瑞脊回来两三年后，苔丝·德北在5月的一个美丽的清晨，第二次离开了家。这一次她是朝相反的方向走去。当她爬上第一座小山时，她满怀忧伤地回头看了看马勒特村和她父亲的房子。

[image: alt]

她挎着篮子坐了一段马车，又走了一段路。在她左边不远的地方，她可以看到环绕王陴的树木，她的祖先就被安放在那儿的教堂墓地里。她不再倾慕，也不再尊敬他们了。她甚至有些恨他们，因为他们毁掉了她的生活。除了印章和银匙，他们什么也没留下。

“嘿！妈妈给予我的同爸爸给予我的一样多！”她说道，“我的美貌都是从她身上继承下来的，而她只不过是个挤奶女工。”

她步行了两个小时，才来到了可以俯视大牛奶场的山头。福鲁姆河灌溉着这个山谷，这儿生产着大量的牛奶和黄油，甚至比苔丝家那边的黑荒野山谷还多。

她站定远眺，发现这儿的山谷截然不同。这里的田地和农场更广阔，而且她以前从来没有一眼望见过这么多的奶牛。夕阳照在它们红色、白色还有棕色的皮毛上。她觉得这儿的风景也许并没有黑荒野山谷美丽，她对那个山谷太熟悉了。那儿的天空湛蓝无比，空气中充满了泥土的气息，溪水总是寂静缓慢地流淌着。但是这儿的景致更让人欢欣鼓舞。这儿的空气清新怡人，福鲁姆河水流湍急，就像一片白云的影子匆匆掠过。

不管是空气质量的改变，还是她即将在此开始一种全新生活的感觉，都使她感到更加欢欣愉悦。她朝前跑去，她的希望和这儿的阳光温暖着她。

当她大笑着跑进柔和的微风时，她的样子呈现出前所未有的神采。那种对幸福的渴望，那种存在于每一个有生命的物体中的渴望，终于重新赢得了苔丝。毕竟，她还只是一个20岁的年轻女子，还没有完全长大成人。任何事情，不管它有多么不幸，都不会永远在她身上留下伤痕。她年轻健康、精力充沛而且美丽动人，她可以不再长久地悲伤了。

她从来没有像现在这样满怀希望。她想表达出自己对第二次机会的到来是如何地充满感激之情。她放声唱起了爱情歌曲，但觉得它们不足以表达她的感情。她回想起了少女时代礼拜日上午的情景，于是唱道：“哦，太阳和月亮……哦星星……哦，人类的孩子们……赞美上帝吧！永远地赞美他！”唱着唱着，她突然停下并自言自语道：“但也许我对上帝了解得还不够。”

这也许只是用宗教形式表现的非基督教的感情。像苔丝这样生活在乡村、贴近自然的人，在心灵里保留了许多源于他们的祖先的非基督教思想。而从教堂得来的宗教信仰要迟得多，并没有多么深刻地影响他们。

可以按自己的方式独立地生活让苔丝感到高兴。她真心愿意实实在在地生活并勤勤恳恳地工作，而不是像她父亲那样。苔丝有从母亲那儿获得的力量和自己年轻生命的力量来帮助她从过去的经历中恢复过来。女人们通常要经历这种生活。对多数被生活玩弄过的女人们来说，“哪儿有生活，哪儿就有希望”仍是一条不变的真理。

当苔丝热情洋溢地朝着牛奶场跑下山时，她突然听到了挤奶的号令，一遍又一遍地在山谷各个角落响起。现在是四点半，到了牛奶场的人们把牛赶回来的时候了。苔丝跟着这些红色或白色、身下垂着硕大乳房的动物，跑进了场院。她看见了一排长长的屋棚和一根根木桩，由于奶牛长年的摩擦，它们被蹭得油光发亮。她看见了木桩之间的一头头奶牛，阳光把它们的阴影投射到墙上，就像画家精心绘制的一幅美丽的国王或王后的画像。还没有轮到它们呢，有几滴牛奶已滴到了地上。

挤奶女工和男人们看到奶牛从地里回来了，就都从屋子里走了出来。挤奶时，每个女工都坐在一张三条腿的矮凳上，她们把右脸颊靠在牛的身子上，看到苔丝进来了。男人挤奶时压低帽子遮住了眼晴，没有注意到她。其中有一位中年男子，就是苔丝正在寻找的牛奶场主。他一礼拜六天天天穿着白色的挤奶服工作，挤奶，做黄油，到了第七天，他就穿上最好的衣服，带着全家人，体体面面地到教堂去做礼拜。由于这个缘故，附近的人们常说：




整个星期都是奶场工狄克，

星期日是理查德·克里克先生。




大多数挤奶工在挤奶时都脾气暴躁，但克里克先生很高兴在一年中的繁忙季节里迎来了一个新的挤奶女工。他热情地接待苔丝，还问了她家人的情况。

“当我还是一个孩子时，我对你们那个地方就非常熟悉。”他说道，“一位九十岁的老太太——她现在已经死了，但她过去住在这儿附近——曾经告诉过我，有一个同你的姓氏相像的古老高贵的家族，很早以前是这儿的人。可我没理会老太太说的话。”

“哦，不，那不过是一个故事罢了。”苔丝说。

然后克里克先生转到正事上：“你挤奶挤得好吗，我的孩子？我可不想看到我的牛不出奶，特别是在这个时候。”

“哦，是的，我能行，”苔丝回答。

他看了看她那双细嫩的手和有些苍白的脸。

“你确信你有足够的体力过这种生活吗？这儿的生活对强壮的乡下人来说够舒服的了，但活儿很累。”

“哦，是的，我有足够的体力。我已经习惯干重活儿了。”苔丝坚持说。

“那好，去喝杯茶，吃点东西。你刚刚走了这么长的路。”他和善地说。

“不，我宁愿立即开始挤奶，”苔丝说，“我先喝点儿牛奶就可以了。”

这让奶场工克里克感到惊讶，他仿佛从来没想过牛奶也能这么喝似的。

“哦，如果你喝得下，就喝吧，”他说，拿起了一个小桶让她喝。“我好几年没碰过它了。喝了它就像胃里放了块石头似的，是这样的。那么现在，你去挤那头牛，看看你干得怎样。”他指着最近的一头牛说道。

苔丝坐到了奶牛下面的凳子上，牛奶从她的指间流泄到桶里，她真地感觉到她的新生活开始了。在她歇息的空隙，她环顾了一下四周。

这是一个很大的牛奶场。有近一百头待挤的奶牛。奶场主克里克亲自挤六到八头不好挤的牛。他不放心把它们交给挤奶女工去挤，因为如果奶牛没被挤好，它们就会不出奶的。

有一阵子，挤奶工们没有声响。克里克先生突然从凳子上站了起来。

“我们今天挤的奶没有平常的多。”他说道，“我们最好还是给他们唱支歌吧，朋友们，只有这样啦。”于是这群挤奶工开始唱起歌来，想促使奶牛们出更多的奶。

克里克先生继续说道：“但我认为公牛比母牛更喜欢音乐。我跟你们讲过威廉·杜威的事吗？一次婚礼结束后，在回家路上的一块田地上，他遇上了一头愤怒的公牛。他拿出了小提琴，拉起一些圣诞节的教堂音乐，那头公牛居然跪下来了：就像围绕着小耶稣的动物那样！然后威廉就得以逃脱了。”

“这是一个奇特的故事。它把我们带回到过去的年代，那时对上帝的信仰是生动真实的。”有人从一头奶牛身下做出了这个不平常的论断。

“哦，这是完全真实的，先生，信不信由你。我跟那个人相当熟。”克里克先生说。

“哦，是的，我相信它是真实的，”那头棕色奶牛后面的人说道。苔丝无法看见他的脸，也不明白为什么牛奶场场主本人还要称呼他为先生。这人待在一头奶牛下面的时间足够让别人挤三头牛了，他还不时生气地自言自语。然后他站了起来，伸展了一下胳膊。这时苔丝可以清楚地看到他的脸了。他穿着挤奶工的衣服，但他本人显得与众不同。他看起来受过教育，很有教养。

但是她现在想起来，她以前曾见过这张脸庞。几年以前，在马勒特村的五月节舞会上，有三个徒步旅行的兄弟曾驻足观看过，他就是三兄弟之一，那个和其他一些女孩跳过舞但没同她跳的人。他没注意到她，又继续上路了。她一时忐忑不安起来，怕他认出她来后会得知她的经历。但很快，她发现他根本想不起她来了。自从她在马勒特见过他之后，他显得更深沉了。他现在蓄起了青年人的唇髭和络腮胡。从他挤一头牛花费的时间来看，对牛奶场的活儿，他显然是一个新手。

苔丝发现除了她之外，还有两三个挤奶女工和她睡在一间房子里。她们共有的这间大卧室挨着奶酪室。那天晚上，她们中有个姑娘坚持要给苔丝讲牛奶场里所有人的情况。苔丝半睡半醒地听着，这些耳语就像漂浮在空中一样。

“安吉尔·克莱尔先生——就是那个学挤牛奶的人——是一位牧师的儿子，爱思考问题，但对女孩子从不留意。她父亲是爱敏斯特的牧师，离这儿有些距离。他的儿子们，除了克莱尔先生，也都打算当牧师。”

苔丝渐渐地睡着了。


Chapter 9

Neither Angel Clare nor his family had originally chosen farming as a profession for him. When he was a boy, people admired his great qualities. Now he was a man, something vague and undecided in his look showed that he had no particular purpose in life. He was the youngest son of a poor parson. One day when he was studying at home, his father discovered that Angel had ordered a book of philosophy, which questioned the Church's teaching. How could his son become a priest if he read such books? Angel explained that he did not in fact wish to enter the Church like his brothers, because the Church's views were too strict and did not allow free thinking. The simple parson was shocked. He was a man of fixed ideas and a firm believer. And if Angel did not want to become a priest, what was the use of sending him to study at Cambridge? For the parson the whole point of going to university was to become a minister of God.

'I want to use my mind,' Angel insisted. 'I want to read philosophy. I want to question my belief, so that what is left after I have questioned it, will be even stronger.'

'But Angel, your mother and I have saved and saved to send you to university like your brothers. But how can we send you there if it is not in the service of God?'

So Angel did not have the advantage of a university education. After some years studying at home he decided to learn farming. He thought this kind of work could give him what he most valued, independence and freedom to think. So he came to Talbothays at twenty-six, as a student.

At first he stayed up in his room most of the time in the evenings, reading and playing his harp. But he soon preferred to read human nature by taking his meals in the general dining-room with the dairy people. The longer he stayed, the more Clare liked living with these simple country people. No longer did he see them as lacking in intelligence. He realized they were no different from him: he and they were all people walking on the dusty road which ends in death. He began to like working outside. He was learning about nature and about life. He came to know the changing seasons, morning and evening, different winds, waters and mists, shade and silence, and the voices of nature. All this he had never known before.

For several days after Tess's arrival, Clare, sitting reading a book, hardly noticed she was there. But one morning at breakfast he was reading music and listening to the tune in his head, when he heard a musical voice which seemed to become part of his tune. He looked round at Tess, seated at the table.

'What a fresh and pure daughter of nature that dairymaid is!' thought Angel. He seemed to remember something about her, something which took him back into a happy past, before decision made his life difficult. This memory made him look more often at Tess than the other dairymaids.



admire v. look at with pleasure or satisfaction. 赞赏。

quality n. goodness or worth. 品质。

vague adj. not clear or distinct. 不清楚的。

philosophy n. the search for knowledge, especially the nature and meaning of existence. 哲学。

independence n. the state of being independent. 独立。

freedom n. condition of being free. 自由。

intelligence n. mental ability. 智力。

memory n. preservation of past experience for future use. 记忆。


第九章

无论安吉尔还是他的家人，最初都没有选择务农作为他的职业。当他还是个孩子时，他就有令人羡慕的聪颖天资。现在他长大成人了，但神情里有一种模糊不定的东西显示出他在生活中还没有特定的目标。他是一位穷牧师的最小的孩子。有一天，当安吉尔在家里学习时，他父亲发现他订购了一本哲学书，该书对教会的教育提出了质疑。如果他的儿子读这种书，他还怎么做一名牧师呢？安吉尔解释说他实际上并不想像哥哥们那样从事神职工作，因为教会的观念太刻板，没有自由思想的余地。这让虔诚的牧师感到震惊。他是一个顽固、执着而又坚定的信仰者。如果安吉尔不打算成为一名牧师，那送他到剑桥读书又有什么意义呢？对这位牧师而言，上大学的唯一目的，就是将来从事神职，成为一名牧师。
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“我想发挥自己的才智，”安吉尔坚定地说道，“我想研读哲学。我想对自己的信仰提出质疑，这样经过质疑留下的东西，会更加坚定有力。”

“但是，安吉尔，你的母亲和我一省再省，想供你念大学，就像对你的哥哥们那样。但是如果不是为上帝服务，我们怎能送你去呢？”

因此安吉尔失去了进大学接受教育的机会。在家自学了几年后，他决心去学习务农，他认为这种工作能给予他最最宝贵的东西，那就是独立思考的自由。于是在26岁时，他作为一名学徒来到了塔尔勃塞。

起先，到了晚上他就待在自己的房间里，靠读读书、弹弹竖琴度过大部分时间。可是不久，他更愿意到公共餐室和奶场其他人一道吃饭，来体会人类的天性。和大家在一起的时间越长，克莱尔就越喜欢和这些淳朴的乡下人生活在一起。他不再把他们看做缺乏智慧、没有见她的人了。他领悟到他们跟他没有什么不同：他和他们一样都是风尘仆仆的赶路人，他们的最终归宿都是死亡。他开始喜欢上户外的工作了。他在学习更多关于自然和关于生活的知识。他渐渐感悟到了变化的四季，清晨和黄昏，各种各样的风，水域和云雾，阴影和沉寂，以及自然界发出的种种声音。对这一切，他过去是一无所知的。

苔丝到来后的头几天，克莱尔总是坐着看他的书，几乎没有注意到她在那儿。但是一天早上吃早饭时，他正在看一本乐谱，并沉浸在头脑里出现的旋律中，这时他听到了一个悦耳动听的嗓音，听起来就像他旋律中的一部分。他掉头看到了苔丝，坐在餐桌旁。

“那个女工多么娇嫩纯洁，真是大自然的女儿啊！”他思忖道。他像是记起了关于她的什么事情，记忆把他带回到过去的一段快乐时光。那时，他还没有做出让生活变得困难的抉择。这种回忆也让他更加关注苔丝，而不是其他女工。


Chapter 10

Dairyman Crick insisted that all the dairy people should milk different cows every day, not just their favourites. He was worried that a dairymaid might leave the dairy, and then her cows would not like being milked by a stranger. However, Tess began to find that the cows which came to her usually happened to be her favourites. This made her milking much easier. But she soon realized that it was not by chance, as it was Angel Clare who sent the cows in for milking.

'Mr Clare, you have sent me my favourite cows!' she accused him one morning, blushing.

'Well, it doesn't matter,' said he. 'You will always be here to milk them.'

'Do you think so? I hope I shall. But I don't know.' Afterwards she was angry with herself. She had spoken too seriously to him, as if he were involved in her staying or leaving. In the evening after milking she walked in the garden alone, thinking about it.

It was a typical summer evening in June. The air was delicate and there was a complete, absolute silence. It was broken by the sound of a harp. The notes floated in the still air, strong and clear. Tess listened like a fascinated bird. She drew near to Clare, who still had not seen her. She was conscious of neither time nor space. The tune moved through her mind and body, bringing tears to her eyes. The waves of colour of the wild flowers mixed with the waves of sound. Angel finished playing, and caught sight of her. She blushed and moved away.

'Why are you going, Tess?' he asked. 'Are you afraid?'

'Oh no, sir, not of outdoor things.'

'But indoors?'

'Well, yes, sir.'

'Life in general?'

'Yes, sir.'

'Ah, so am I, very often. Being alive is rather serious, don't you think so?'

'It is, now you put it like that.'

'All the same, I wouldn't expect a young girl like you to feel that. Why? Come, tell me.'

After a moment's hesitation she answered, 'The trees ask questions with their eyes, don't they? And you seem to see hundreds of tomorrows all in a line, the first big and clear, the others getting smaller. But they all look fierce and cruel. But you can drive away all these ideas with your music, sir!'

He was surprised to find that this dairymaid had such sad thoughts. She was expressing in her own words the ache of modern life. This sadness made her more interesting to him. He did not know that her experience had given her great strength of feeling. Tess, on the other hand, could not understand why a man of religious family, good education and financial independence should feel sorry to be alive. How could this admirable and poetic man have felt, as she did two or three years ago, that he would rather die? It was true that he was not at present living among gentlemen. But he was studying what he wanted to know, and would become a rich farmer in time. So, as they neither understood each other's secrets, they were both puzzled and waited to find out more.

At first Tess regarded Angel as an intelligence rather than a man. She became quite depressed as she realized the distance between her own knowledge and his. One day he asked her why she looked so sad.

'Oh, it's only that I feel I've been wasting my life! When I see what you know, I feel what a nothing I am!'

'Well, my dear Tess,' said Angel with some enthusiasm, 'I shall be only too glad to help you study history, for example...'

'I don't know. What's the use of learning that I'm one of a long row, and that my past and future are like thousands of other people's? But there's one thing I'd like to know—why the sun shines on the good and the bad just the same,' she said, her voice trembling.

'Oh, Tess, don't be bitter!' Of course he had wondered this himself in the past. But as he looked at her innocent lips, he thought this pure child of nature could only have picked up the question from others. She could not possibly have any guilt in her past.

When he had gone, Tess felt again how stupid she must appear to him. She wondered whether she could gain his respect by telling him of her d'Urberville blood. She first asked the dairyman if Mr Clare was interested in old families who had lost their money and land.

'No,' said Mr Crick firmly. 'He's a rebel, and the one thing he hates is an old family.' After hearing this not very accurate view of Clare's opinions, poor Tess was glad she had not mentioned her ancestors.

That summer, Tess and Clare unconsciously studied each other, balanced on the edge of a passion, yet just keeping out of it. But all the time, like two streams in a valley, they were destined to join. Tess had never been so happy as she was now, and perhaps never would be so again. They met continually. They could not help it. They met daily in the half-light, at three o'clock in the morning, just before milking. They felt they were the first two up in the whole world, like Adam and Eve. Tess seemed like a queen to Clare, perhaps because he knew that she was the most beautiful woman walking about at this time of day. Lovely women are usually asleep at midsummer sunrise. But Tess was near, and the rest were nowhere. In the strange light she was no longer a milkmaid, but a vision of woman, the whole of womanhood in one form.

One day just after breakfast they all gathered in the milkhouse. The milk was turning in the churn, but the butter would not come. Dairyman Crick was worried.

'Maybe someone in the house is in love,' suggested his wife. 'That sometimes causes it. D'you remember that maid years ago, and the butter didn't come...?'

'Ah yes, but that wasn't being in love,' replied Mr Crick. 'That was damage to the churn.' He turned to Clare to tell the story.

'Jack Dollop, one of our milkers, got a girl into trouble. One day her mother came looking for him with a great heavy umbrella in her hand. Jack hid in the churn, but she found him and turned it round and round. "Stop, stop!" cried Jack. "If you promise to marry my daughter!" shouted the mother. And so he did.'

Tess, very pale, had gone to the door for some fresh air. Fortunately the butter suddenly came. But Tess remained depressed all afternoon. To the others the story was funny. She alone could see the sorrow in it, and it reminded her of her experience.

Tess was first in bed that night, and was half asleep as the other girls undressed. She saw them standing at the window looking at someone in the garden with great interest.

'It's no use you being in love with him any more than me, Retty Priddle,' said Marian, the eldest.

'There he is again!' cried Izz Huett, a pale girl with dark hair. 'I would just marry him tomorrow if he asked me,' said Marian, blushing.

'So would I, and more,' murmured Izz.

'And I too,' whispered Retty shyly.

'We can't all marry him,' said Izz.

'We can't anyway,' said Marian. 'He likes Tess Durbeyfield best. I've watched him every day and found it out.'

There was a thoughtful silence.

'How silly this all is!' said Izz impatiently. 'He's a gentleman's son. He won't marry any of us or Tess either!' They all sighed, and crept into their beds, and fell asleep. But Tess, with her deeper feelings, could not sleep. She knew Angel Clare preferred her to the others. She was more attractive, better educated and more womanly. She could keep his affection for her. But should she? Perhaps the others should have a chance of attracting his attention, and even of marrying him. She had heard from Mrs Crick that Mr Clare had spoken of marrying a country girl to help him farm, milk cows and reap corn. Tess had promised herself she would never marry and would never be tempted to do so. She ought to leave the field open for the other girls.

Next morning Dairyman Crick sent all the dairy people out into a field to search for garlic plants. One bite by one cow was enough to make the whole day's butter taste of garlic. It was not by accident that Clare walked next to Tess.

'Don't they look pretty?' she said to him.

'Who?'

'Izzy Huett and Retty.' She had decided that either would make a good farmer's wife.

'Pretty? Well, yes, I have often thought so.'

'They are excellent dairywomen.'

'Yes, though not better than you.' Clare observed them.

'She is blushing,' continued Tess bravely, 'because you are looking at her.' She could hardly say: 'Marry one of them if you really don't want a fine lady! Don't think of marrying me!' From now on she tried to avoid spending time with Angel. She gave the other three every chance.



favourite n. person or thing preferred above all others. 最受喜爱的人或物。

involve v. have as a necessary consequence. 牵涉。

typical adj. serving as a type. 代表性的。

absolute adj. complete. 完全的。

wave n. wave-like motion by which heat, sound, light, radio, magnetism, etc is spread or carried. 波。

blush v. become red (in the face) from shame or confusion. 脸红；赧颜。

fierce adj. violent and angry. 凶猛的。

ache n. dull continuous pain. 疼痛。

poetic adj. of poets and poetry. 诗意的。

puzzle v. cause (sb) to be perplexed. 使困惑。

waste v. make no use of. 浪费。

stupid adj. foolish. 愚蠢的。

rebel n. person who resists authority or control. 抗拒权威或控制的人。

unconscious adj. not conscious (all senses). 无意识的。

balance v. keep or put (sth, oneself) in a state of balance. 保持平衡。

damage n. harm or injury that causes loss of value. 损害。

churn n. tub in which cream is shaken or beaten to make butter. 搅乳器。

trouble n. unhappiness. 不幸。

thoughtful adj. full of thought. 深思的。

impatiently adv. in a manner which shows that sb is annoyed because of a situation he cannot control. 不耐烦地。

affection n. kindly feeling; love. 爱。

garlic n. onion-like plant with strong taste and smell, used in cooking. 蒜。

observe v. see and notice. 看。

avoid v. keep or get away from. 避免。


第十章

奶场主克里克坚持让所有奶场的工人每天挤不同的奶牛，而不是只挤他们最喜欢的那几头。他担心一旦哪个挤奶女工离开奶场后，她的奶牛会不喜欢被一个陌生人挤奶。然而，苔丝渐渐发现，分配给她的奶牛碰巧总是她最喜欢的几头。这让她挤起来更加轻松。但她很快发现这不是什么凑巧的事儿，因为是安吉尔·克莱尔分派待挤的奶牛。
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“克莱尔先生，你总是把我最喜欢的奶牛分给我！”一天早上，她红着脸指责他说。

“啊，这不要紧，”他说，“你反正会一直在这儿挤它们的。”

“你这么以为吗？我希望如此，但我不知道。”说完之后，她对自己有些恼火。她刚才对他说话时太严肃了，好像把他牵扯进了她的去留问题。傍晚挤完奶后，她独自到园子里漫步，心里还想着这件事。

这是6月间一个典型的夏日傍晚。空气柔和清新，四周静悄悄的，没有一丝声响。这份静谧被一阵竖琴声划破了。旋律在静止的空气中流动着，清晰有力。苔丝就像一只着了魔的鸟儿一般倾听着。她走近克莱尔，但克莱尔仍没注意到她。这时，苔丝心中已没有了时间和空间的感觉。这旋律流进了她的心田，流遍了她的全身，令她热泪盈眶。野花的各种色彩摇摆着，与音乐声的波动混合在一起。一曲终了，安吉尔看见了她。她脸刷地红了，赶紧走开了。

“为什么要走开呢，苔丝？”他问，“是害怕吗？”

“噢，不是的，先生，不是怕野外的东西。”

“那么，是屋里的什么喽？”

“嗯，是的，先生。”

“概括地说，是人生？”

“是的，先生。”

“啊，我也害怕这个，常常害怕。生活是相当严酷的，你是不是这样认为？”

“是吧，既然你这么说了。”

“虽然如此，我还是没有料到一个像你这样的年轻姑娘会有这种感觉，为什么？来，跟我说说吧。”

她踌躇了一会儿，回答道：“这些树都长着眼睛，它们用眼睛问问题，是不是？你仿佛看见许许多多的明天全都排成一行。最先的这个明天是最大、最清晰的，而后面的那些就变得越来越小了。但是，它们看起来都那么凶暴、残酷。不过你可以用你的音乐把所有这些想法都驱散，先生！”

他吃惊地发现这个挤奶女工竟如此地愁绪满怀。她用自己的话表达着现代生活的痛苦。这种忧郁让他更加关注她了。他并不知道她的经历给予了她如此强烈的感受。而另一方面，苔丝也不明白为什么像他这样一个出身于宗教家庭、受过良好教育、经济独立的人会对生活感到不幸。像他这样令人羡慕、才华横溢的人，怎么可能与她在两三年前感觉的一样，情愿死去呢？他目前并没有生活在绅士们当中，这是事实，但是他正在学习他想要了解的知识，而且很快，他就会成为一个有钱的农场主的。正因为他们对彼此的内心世界都不了解，他们才都感到迷惑，并期待着进一步了解对方。

起初，苔丝把安吉尔·克莱尔看成是智慧的化身，而不是一个凡人。当她发现自己的知识和他的相比存在着如此之大的差距时，她感到非常抑郁。有一天他问她，为什么她看起来闷闷不乐。

“哦，这只是因为我感到自己一直在浪费自己的生命！当我了解到你所懂的知识，我觉得自己真是太渺小了！”

“噢，亲爱的苔丝，”安吉尔充满热情地说道，“我非常乐意教你，比如说，历史……”

“我不知道。学习又有什么用呢？我只不过是长长一列队伍中的一员，自己的过去和未来与成千上万个别人没有什么区别。但是有一件事我想要弄清楚——为什么太阳一视同仁地照在好人和坏人身上呢？”她说道，声音有些颤抖。

“哦，苔丝，不要这么愤世嫉俗！”他自己过去对此也困惑不解过。但是当他看到她那天真无邪的嘴唇时，他认为这个大自然的纯洁的孩子只不过从别人那里得到了这个问题。在她的过去，是不可能有什么罪孽的。

当他离开以后，苔丝又觉得自己在他面前一定表现得十分愚蠢可笑。她在考虑如果告诉他自己的德伯家血统，是否会赢得他的尊敬。她先到奶场主那儿打听克莱尔先生是否会对一个失去了财富和土地的古老家族有好感。

“不，”克里克先生肯定地说，“他是一个叛逆者，他痛恨古老的家族。”听完这番对克莱尔的观点并不十分准确的见解，苔丝庆幸自己没有提起她的祖先们。

那个夏天，苔丝和克莱尔都在无意中探究着对方，在感情的边缘徘徊，并试图避免陷入其中。但是在这整段时间里，他们就像山谷中的两条溪流，终究是要汇合在一起的。苔丝从来没有像现在这样快乐过，也许将来也不会再有。他们频频相会，一天不见面心里就受不了。每天凌晨3点钟，在开始挤奶之前，天还没有全亮呢，他们就在一起了。他们觉得自己是整个世界上起得最早的一对，就如同亚当和夏娃。在克莱尔眼里，苔丝就像一个王后，也许是因为他知道她是一天中在这个时候走动的最美丽的女人。漂亮可爱的女人在盛夏太阳初升时，通常还在睡觉。但是苔丝就在身边，其他人却了无影踪。在这种特别的光线中，她不再是一个挤奶女工，而是一个女人的幻象，她集所有女性气质于一身。

一天，刚刚吃过早饭，他们都聚集到牛奶贮藏室里。牛奶倒进了黄油制造器，但是黄油却出不来。奶场主克里克很焦急。

“也许房子里有人恋爱了。”他的妻子提示道，“这种事情有时会导致这种后果的。你还记得多年以前的那个女工吗？那一次黄油就出不来……”

“哦，想起来了，但那不是恋爱。”克里克先生回答道。“那是把机器搞坏了。”他转向克莱尔讲起了这个故事。

“我们的一个牛奶工，杰克·多洛，让一个女孩子出了麻烦。一天，姑娘的母亲手里拿着一把又大又重的雨伞找他来了。杰克就藏到黄油机里去了，但她发现了，就一圈一圈地转机器。‘停下，停下！’杰克哭叫道。‘如果你答应跟我女儿结婚的话！’母亲喊道。于是他跟她女儿结婚了。”

苔丝面色惨白地走到了门口，她需要一些新鲜空气。幸好，黄油突然出来了。但是，那一下午苔丝都郁郁寡欢。对其他人来说，故事只是好笑而已，而她却独自体会到了其中的悲伤，这让她重新想起了她的遭遇。

那晚，苔丝第一个上床睡觉了。当别的姑娘们在脱衣服时，她已经快要睡着了。她发现她们站在窗前，兴致勃勃地看着园子里的某个人。

“蕾蒂·普里德尔，你爱上他也没有用，这一点跟我一样，”年龄最大的玛丽安说道。

“他又来啦！”伊茨·休爱特叫道，她是一个皮肤白、头发黑的姑娘。

“如果他向我求婚的话，我愿意明天就嫁给他。”玛丽安红着脸说道。

“我也是，而且更愿意。”伊茨轻轻说道。

“我也愿意，”蕾蒂羞涩地细声说。

“我们不能都嫁给他。”伊茨说。

“我们都不可能，”玛丽安说道，“他喜欢苔丝·德北。我一直天天观察他，我看出来的。”

大家都默不作声地想着什么。

“这一切都太可笑了！”伊茨忍不住说道，“他是个绅士的儿子，他是不会娶我们中间任何一个的，包括苔丝在内！”一阵叹息之后，她们都爬上床，睡着了。但是苔丝，怀着更深的感情，却无法入睡了。她知道，安吉尔·克莱尔喜欢她胜过其他姑娘。她更富有魅力，更有教养也更有女人味儿。她可以让他继续对她怀有爱慕之情。但是，她应该吗？也许其他人也应该有机会吸引他的注意，甚至与他结婚。她曾从克里克夫人那儿听说，克莱尔先生说起过要娶一个乡下姑娘帮他经营农场，挤牛奶、割庄稼什么的。苔丝曾向自己保证过，永远不结婚，也永远不被人引诱结婚。她应该敞开这块天地，把机会留给别的姑娘们。

第二天早上，奶场主克里克派全奶场的人到地里寻找大蒜类的植物。只要有一头牛咬了一口这种东西，就足以使一天的黄油都带上一股蒜味。克莱尔走在苔丝的旁边，这绝非偶然。

“她们看起来很漂亮，不是吗？”苔丝对他说。

“谁？”

“伊茨·休爱特和蕾蒂。”她觉得她们无论哪一个都能成为一名称职的农场主夫人。

“你说漂亮？噢，是的，我一直这么觉得。”

“她们是很出色的挤奶女工。”

“是啊，尽管没有你出色。”克莱尔观察着她们。

“她脸红了。”苔丝鼓足了勇气继续说道，“因为你在看着她。”她差点要说：“跟她们中的一个结婚吧，如果你真的不想娶一个高贵小姐的话！不要考虑跟我结婚！”从现在起，她就尽力避免和安吉尔在一起。她把每一个机会都留给了另外三个姑娘。


Chapter 11

It was July and very hot. The atmosphere of the flat valley hung like a drug over the dairy people, the cows and the trees. It was Sunday morning after milking. Tess and the other three girls dressed quickly to go to Mellstock Church, which was three or four miles away from Talbothays. Heavy thunderstorms had poured down the day before, but today the sun shone brightly and the air was warm and clear. When the girls reached the lowest part of the road to Mellstock, they found it was flooded. In working clothes and boots they would have walked through, but they were wearing Sunday white stockings and thin shoes which they did not want to ruin. The church bell was calling, still a mile away.

Suddenly they saw Angel Clare approaching. He had seen them from far away, and had come to help them, one of them in particular.

'I'll carry you through the water, all of you,' he offered. All four blushed as if they had one heart.

'Now, Marian, put your arms round my shoulders. Hold on!' and Angel walked off with her in his arms. Next was Izz Huett. Her lips were dry with emotion. Angel returned for Retty. While he was picking her up, he glanced at Tess. He could not have said more plainly, 'It will soon be you and I.' There was an understanding between them.

It was now Tess's turn. He picked her up. She was embarrassed to discover her excitement at his nearness.

'Three plain girls to get one beauty,' he whispered.

'They are better women than I,' she said bravely.

'Not to me,' said Angel. She blushed. There was silence. Clare stood still and bent his face to hers.

'Oh Tessy!' he said. Her cheeks were pink and she could not look into his eyes. But he respected her modesty and did nothing more. He walked slowly, however, to make the journey as long as possible, and put her down on dry land. Her friends were looking with round thoughtful eyes at them. He said goodbye and went back by the road.

The four walked on together. Marian broke the silence by saying, 'No, we have no chance against her!' She looked joylessly at Tess.

'What do you mean?' asked Tess.

'He likes you best, the very best! We saw as he brought you over. He'd have kissed you if you had encouraged him, only a little.'

They were no longer cheerful but they were not bitter. They were generous country girls who accept that such things happen. Tess's heart ached. She knew that she loved Angel Clare, perhaps all the more passionately because the others also loved him. And yet that same hungry heart of hers pitied her friends.

'I will never stand in your way!' she cried to them that evening in the bedroom. 'I don't think he's thinking of marrying, but even if he asked me, I'd refuse him, as I'd refuse any man.'

'Oh why?' they asked.

'I cannot marry! But I don't think he will choose any of you.'

So the girls remained friends. They all shared each other's secret. The air in their bedroom was full of their hopeless passion. There was a flame burning the inside of their hearts out. But because they had no hope, they were not jealous of each other. They had even heard that Angel's family were planning for him to marry a neighbour's daughter. Tess no longer attached any importance to Clare's interest in her. It was a passing summer attraction, nothing more.

The heat grew steadily greater. In this stormy atmosphere even a passing attraction would deepen into love. Everything in nature was ready for love. Clare became gradually more passionately in love with the soft and silent Tess. The fields were dry. Waggons threw up clouds of dust on the road. Cows jumped over gates, chased by flies. Dairyman Crick's sleeves were rolled up from Monday to Saturday, and the milkers milked in the fields for coolness.

On one of these afternoons Tess and Angel were milking near each other. Tess used to rest her head on the cow's body, her eyes fixed on a distant field. The sun shone on the beautiful lines of her face. She did not know that Clare had followed her round and sat watching her. How very lovable her face was to him. He had never seen such beautiful lips and teeth, like roses filled with snow.

Suddenly Clare jumped up, leaving his bucket to be kicked over by the cow, went quickly towards her, and, kneeling down beside her, took her in his arms. Tess let herself relax in his arms in a moment of joyful surprise. He was on the point of kissing that tempting mouth, but stopped himself.

'Forgive me, Tess dear!' he whispered. 'I ought to have asked. I love you, Tess, really!'

Tess tried to free herself and her eyes began to fill with tears.

'Why are you crying, my darling?' he asked.

'Oh I don't know!' she murmured, trying to pull away.

'Well, I've shown my feeling at last, Tess,' he said with a curious sigh, showing that his heart had overcome his reason. 'I do love you dearly and truly. But I shall go no further now. I have surprised you.'

She freed herself and they went on milking. Nobody had noticed, and when Dairyman Crick came round there was no sign to show that there was any connection between them. Yet something had happened which was to change their whole world. As a practical man, the dairyman might laugh at love, but love has a habit of changing people's lives. It is a force to be respected.



thunderstorm n. storm of thunder and lightning, usually with heavy rain. （大）雷雨。

in particular especially. 特别地；尤其。

plainly adv. clearly. 清楚地。

embarrass v. make to feel awkward or ashamed. 使困窘。

brave adj. ready to face danger, pain or suffering. 勇敢的。

bitter adj. filled with, showing, caused by, envy, hate, remorse, or disappointment. 充满或显示妒忌、憎恨、懊悔或失望之情绪的。

generous adj. given freely. 宽大的。

flame n. burning gas. 火焰。

jealous adj. feeling or showing fear or ill will because of possible or actual loss of rights or love. 嫉妒的。

steadily adv. in a steady manner. 稳定地。

sleeve n. part of a garment that covers all or part of the arm. 衣袖。

bucket n. vessel of wood, metal, canvas, etc for holding or carrying water, milk, etc. 水桶。

forgive v. say that one no longer has the wish to punish sb. 宽恕。

sigh n. act of sighing. 叹息。

overcome v. get the better of. 胜过。


第十一章

到了7月，天气非常炎热。悬浮在平坦的山谷中的大气就像麻醉剂一般，笼罩着奶场的人们、奶牛和树木。这是挤完奶后的一个星期天的早晨。苔丝和另外三个姑娘急匆匆地换上衣服，准备到梅尔斯托克教堂去，那儿距塔尔勃塞有三四英里远。前一天刚下过很大的暴雨，今天却阳光明媚，空气温和清新。当姑娘们走到通向梅尔斯托克那条路的最低的一段时，发现这一段路被洪水淹没了。平时穿着工作服和靴子，她们走过去就行了。但今天她们穿着做礼拜才穿的白袜子和薄鞋子，她们可不想把它们都毁了。还有一英里路，教堂的钟声已经响了。
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突然，她们看到安吉尔·克莱尔正朝这边走近。他远远就看见她们了，是过来帮助她们的，特别是她们中的某一个。

“我把你们都抱过水去，你们所有人。”他开口提供帮助。四个人的脸不约而同地全红了，好像心有灵犀。

“现在，玛丽安，用你的手臂抱住我的肩膀，抱紧点！”然后安吉尔抱起她走了。下一个是伊茨·休爱特。她激动得嘴唇都干了。然后安吉尔又回来接蕾蒂。当他抱起她时，他瞥了一眼苔丝。他用不着更直接了当地说：“很快就到你和我了。”他们之间存在着一种默契。

这下轮到苔丝了。他把她抱了起来。当她发现自己因他的贴近而激动时，她有些局促不安。

“抱过三个相貌平平的姑娘，就为了抱一个漂亮的。”他轻轻说道。

“她们是比我更好的姑娘，”她勇敢地说。

“对我来说不是，”安吉尔说道。她的脸又红了。一阵沉默后，克莱尔站住了，低下头，把自己的脸靠近苔丝的脸。

“哦，苔丝！”他轻唤道。她的脸颊微微红着，不能直视他的眼睛。出于对她的端庄的尊重，他没有再做出什么。然而，他走得很慢，尽可能地延长这段行程。然后他把她放在了干地上。她的朋友们都瞪圆了眼睛，关切地注视着他们。他说了声再见就沿原路返回了。

四个人继续往前走着。玛丽安打破了沉默，说道：“不，在她面前我们没有机会！”她闷闷不乐地看着苔丝。

“你这是什么意思？”苔丝问道。

“他最喜欢你！最最喜欢！当他抱你过来时，我们都看到了。如果你鼓励他的话，哪怕只有一点点鼓励，他就会吻你的。”

她们的愉快心情一扫而光，但她们也并不怀恨在心。她们都是宽厚的乡下姑娘，能够接受这种事情的发生。苔丝的心在作痛。她知道她爱安吉尔·克莱尔，也许这种爱变得更强烈了，因为其他姑娘也在爱着他。然而，正是她那颗充满渴望的心，对她的朋友们产生了同情。

“我将永远不会妨碍你们的！”那天晚上在卧室里，她向她们宣布，“我认为他并没有在考虑结婚，但是即使他向我求婚，我也会拒绝他的，就像拒绝任何其他男人一样。”

“哦，为什么？”她们问。

“我不能结婚！但是我认为他不会选择你们中任何一个的。”

这样，姑娘们还是朋友。她们互相分享彼此的秘密。她们卧室的空气中充斥着没有希望的热情。她们的心被激情燃烧着。但是因为她们不抱任何希望，她们之间也就没有妒忌。他们甚至还听说，安吉尔的家人正打算让他娶一个邻居的女儿。克莱尔对她的关注对苔丝来说，已不再有任何重要性。这只是一次夏天的、转瞬即逝的吸引，仅此而已。

气温不断地升高。在这多风暴的空气中，甚至短暂的吸引都会成为深深的爱慕。自然中的一切事物都为爱做好了准备。克莱尔对温柔沉静的苔丝的爱也越来越炽烈了。地是干的，马车驶过，扬起一片尘烟。奶牛跳过栅门，被一群苍蝇追逐着。奶场主克里克卷起袖子从星期一干到星期六，为了图凉快，工人们都在地里挤奶。

就在这样的一个下午，苔丝和安吉尔在相距不远的地方挤着奶。苔丝习惯于把头靠在奶牛的身上休息，眼睛注视着远方的田野。阳光照在她脸庞秀美的轮廓上。她不知道克莱尔已经跟着她过来了，正坐着观看她。那是张多么讨人喜欢的脸啊！他从来没有见过如此美丽动人的唇齿，恰如含雪的玫瑰一般。

突然，克莱尔从坐的地方一跃而起，顾不上奶牛是否会把奶桶踢翻，快速地向她跑去。他跪在她身旁，把她搂进了怀里。那一刻，苔丝又惊又喜，她让自己依顺地偎在了他的怀里。他差点就要亲吻那张充满诱惑的小嘴了，但他抑制住了自己。

“请原谅我，苔丝，我亲爱的！”他轻声说道，“我本来应该问问你的。我爱你，苔丝，真的！”

苔丝想从他怀里挣脱出来，她的眼里开始噙满泪水。

“为什么哭，亲爱的？”他问。

“哦，我不知道！”她轻声说道，试图脱身走开。

“嗯，我终于向你表露了我的真情，苔丝，”他有些奇怪地叹了口气，说道。这表明他的情感战胜了他的理智。“我真的爱你，真心诚意地爱你，但是现在我不该有过分的表示，我吓着你了。”

她从他怀里挣脱出来，他们又开始挤奶了。没有人注意到他们，当奶场主克里克走过来时，没有任何迹象表明他们之间有什么瓜葛。然而，事情已经发生了，并将改变他们的整个世界。作为一个讲究实际的人，这位奶场主可能会嘲笑爱情，但是爱情惯于改变人们的生活。这是一种应该受到尊敬的力量。


The Result
Chapter 12

The nights were as hot as the days. Angel Clare could not sleep. He went out into the darkness to think over what had happened that afternoon. He had come as a student of farming to this dairy, thinking he would be here only a short time. He thought it would be a quiet place. From here he could observe the great world outside, before plunging back into it. But the world outside had lost its interest, and the quiet place was now the centre of all feeling.

Clare was a thoughtful, honest man. He knew Tess was not a toy to play with and throw away when finished with. Her life was as important to her as his was to him. He knew he must treat her affection for him seriously. But if they went on meeting every day, their relationship must develop: he could not stop himself. As he had not decided what purpose their relationship should have, he decided that for the moment they should meet as little as possible. But it was not easy to keep to this decision. He was driven towards her by the heat in his blood.

He thought he would go and see his family. In less than five months he would have finished his studies here. After a few more months on other farms, he would be ready to start farming himself. Shouldn't a farmer's wife be a woman who understood farming?

He rode along the narrow road towards Emminster and his parents' house. His eyes were looking, not at the road, but at next year. He loved her: ought he to marry her? What would his mother and brothers say? What would he himself say two years after the wedding?

As he rode into the village, he saw a group of young girls waiting outside the church. Walking quickly to join them was Miss Mercy Chant, only daughter of his father's neighbour. His parents quietly hoped Angel would marry Mercy one day. She was very good at giving Bible classes, but in Angel's mind was the face of the pretty milkmaid who hardly ever thought of God.

His family were delighted, though surprised, to see him. Angel was glad to be at home, and yet he did not feel so much part of the family as he used to. His father's religious belief was very strict, but he was a kind, honest man, and fond of his sons. However, he would have been shocked to know of the pagan pleasure in nature and pretty womanhood experienced by Angel. His mother shared his father's religious views and helped in his church work. His brothers seemed rather unimaginative and narrow-minded, although they were both well educated: they felt that anybody outside the Church or university could not be respected.

As he walked with his brothers, Angel felt that, however lucky they were to have a university education, neither of them really saw life as it was lived. They thought farming was a poor man's job, not suitable for a gentleman. Angel felt all the more determined to keep to his choice.

In the evening he spoke to his father alone after prayers. Mr Clare told his son he had been saving the money he would have spent on his university education for him. This encouraged Angel to ask his father what sort of wife a farmer needed.

'A really Christian woman. Nothing else matters. For example, my neighbour Dr Chant...'

'But isn't the main thing that she should be able to milk cows, churn good butter, value animals and direct farm workers?'

Mr Clare had clearly never thought of this before.

'Yes, yes, certainly. But I was going to say that you will never find a purer woman than Mercy Chant. Your mother and I would be very happy if you...'

'Yes, yes, Mercy is good, I know. But, father, don't you think that one who is just as good and pure, and who understands farm life as well as the farmer, would be much better?'

After much discussion Angel got down to details. He explained he had met a woman who was ideally suited to be a farmer's wife, who went to church regularly, who was honest, sensitive, intelligent, graceful, pure as snow, and extremely beautiful.

'Is she of a good family, like Mercy?' asked his surprised mother, who had come in during the conversation.

'She is not what we call a lady,' said Angel firmly. 'She is a cottager's daughter. What's the advantage of good family to me? My wife will have to work hard and manage with very little money.'

'Mercy is educated. That has its charm,' said his mother, looking at him through her silver glasses.

'I shall help her with her reading. She will learn fast. She's full of poetry, real poetry. She lives what poets only write. And she is a good Christian girl. I'm sure you'll value her for that.'

His parents already doubted Angel's religious belief, so they were almost relieved to hear this of his future wife. They told him not to act in a hurry, but they would like to see her. Although Angel was free to marry or not as he wished, he did not want to hurt his parents, and he accepted their advice.

As he set off to return to the dairy and Tess, his father rode with him a little way. Mr Clare was telling his son about the new d'Urberville family who had taken the ancient name and lived near Trantridge. There was a young man and his blind mother. Preaching in the church there one day, Mr Clare had spoken out bravely against the well-known wickedness of young d'Urberville, who, after this, had publicly insulted him when they met later.

Angel was angry with d'Urberville. 'Dear father, you should not let yourself be insulted like that!'

'It doesn't matter to me. I have a duty to point out where people go wrong. Often men have hit me, but then at least they haven't hit their families. And they live to thank me, and praise God.'

'I hope this young man does the same!' said Angel warmly. 'But it doesn't seem likely.'

'We'll hope anyway,' said Mr Clare. 'Maybe one of my words may grow like a seed in his heart one day.'

Angel could not accept his father's narrow religious beliefs, but he loved him for his courage. He remembered that his father had not once asked whether Tess had money or not. This lack of interest in money meant that all the brothers would probably be poor for ever, but Angel still admired his father's belief that money was not important.

When he returned to the dairy, in the sleepy afternoon heat, nobody was awake. Getting up so early in the morning meant the milkers really needed a sleep before the afternoon milking. It was three o'clock, time for skimming. There was a slight noise upstairs, then Tess appeared before his eyes. She did not see him, and stretched one arm up above her head. She yawned like a cat and he saw the red inside of her mouth. Her whole soul breathed out physical beauty. Then her eyes flashed as she recognized him.

'Oh Mr Clare! How you frightened me—I...' she said, looking glad, shy and surprised at the same time.

Clare stepped forward to put his arms round her.

'Dear, darling Tessy!' he whispered, putting his face to her warm cheek. 'Don't call me Mr Clare any more! I've hurried back because of you!'

They stood holding each other, the sun warming them through the window. He looked deep into her eyes of blue and black and grey. She looked at him as Eve must have looked at Adam.

'I must go skimming,' she said. Together they went to the milk-house.

Perhaps the Talbothays milk was not very well skimmed that afternoon. Tess was in a dream as she skimmed. The heat of his love made her feel like a plant under a burning sun.

'There's something very practical that I want to ask you,' he said gently. 'I shall soon want to marry. Being a farmer, I need a wife who knows all about farms. Will you be that woman, Tessy?'

She looked quite worried. She. had accepted that she could not help loving him, but she had not expected this result. With bitter pain she replied as she had promised herself she would.

'Oh Mr Clare—I cannot be your wife... I cannot be!' The sound of these words seemed to break her very heart.

'But Tess!' he said, amazed at her answer and holding her still closer. 'Surely you love me?'

'Oh yes, yes! And I would rather be yours than anybody's in the whole world! But I cannot marry you!' cried the sweet and honest voice miserably.

'Tess, have you agreed to marry someone else?'

'No, no!'

'Then why do you refuse me?'

'Your father is a parson, and your mother will want you to marry a lady,' said poor Tess, desperately trying to find an excuse.

'No, certainly not, that's why I went home, to talk to them both.'

'I feel I cannot—never, never!'

'Is it too sudden, my pretty? I'll give you time. I won't mention it again for a while.'

She tried to skim again, but her tears fell so that she could not do it. She could never explain her sadness, even to this her best friend. Clare began to talk more generally, to calm her. He talked about his father's religious views, and the good work he did. He mentioned the insults his father had received from a young man near Trantridge who had a blind mother.

Tess now looked hard and worn, and her mouth was tragic. Clare did not notice. They finished skimming and he said to her softly:

'And my question, Tessy?'

'Oh no—no!' she replied, hopelessly, thinking bitterly of Alec d'Urberville. 'It can't be!'

She went out with the other milkmaids to the cows in the fields. Angel watched her moving freely in the air like a swimmer on a wave. He knew he was right to choose a wife from nature, not from civilization.



plunge v. go suddenly and with force, into. 突入。

decision n. deciding. 决定。

narrow adj. measuring little across in comparison with length. 窄的。

be fond of like. 喜欢。

university n. institution for the promotion and dissemination of advanced learning, conferring degrees and engaging in academic research. 大学。

suitable adj. right for the purpose or occasion. 适宜的。

discussion n. discussing or being discussed. 讨论。

ideally adv. in a manner which satisfies one's idea of what is perfect. 理想地。

advantage n. sth useful or helpful. 益处。

doubt v. feel doubt about. 怀疑。

advice n. opinion about what to do. 建议。

insult v. speak or act in a way that hurts a person's feelings or dignity. 侮辱。

seed n. flowering plant's unit of reproduction, from which another plant can grow. 种子。

yawn v. take a deep breath with the mouth wide open, as when sleepy or bored. 打呵欠。

hurry v. move or do sth quickly or too quickly. 匆忙；赶快。

skim v. remove floating matter from (the surface of a liquid). 撇去（液体表面）之漂浮物。

dream n. sth which one seems to see or experience during sleep. 梦。

heat n. intense feeling. 热烈。

desperately adv. despairingly. 绝望地。

civilization n. civilized states collectively. 文明世界。


第十二章　结果

夜晚与白天一样炎热。安吉尔·克莱尔无法入睡，就来到外面漆黑的夜里，他在思考那天下午发生的事情。他是作为一名学习务农的学生来到这个牛奶场的，原以为在这儿只待一小段时间。他原以为这儿会是一个平静的地方。在他重新投入到外面那个伟大的世界中之前，他可以在这儿冷眼旁观它。但是外部的世界已经失去了它的重要性，而这个平静的地方现在却成了他所有喜怒哀乐的中心。
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克莱尔是一个善于思考、诚实正直的人。他知道苔丝不是一个用来戏耍的玩偶，在玩过之后就可以丢弃。她的生活对于她与他的生活对于他同等重要。他知道他必须严肃认真地对待她的感情。但是如果他们继续保持天天见面，他们的关系势必会继续发展：他无法阻止自己。因为他还无法断定他们的关系将发展成什么结果，于是他决定在这段时间里，他们应尽量少见面。但执行这样一个决定绝非易事。他沸腾的热血在驱使着他走近她。

他觉得他应该回去见见他的家人。再有不到五个月，他在这儿的学习就要结束了。再到别的农场学习几个月，他就准备开始经营自己的农场了。一个农场主的妻子难道不该是个懂农务的女人吗？

他骑马沿着一条狭长的道路朝爱敏斯特和他父母的房子走去。他的眼睛在展望着什么，不是路面，而是下一个年头。他爱她：他应该娶她吗？他的母亲和哥哥们会怎么说？他自己在结婚两年后又会怎么说？

当他骑马进村时，他看到一群年轻姑娘正等候在教堂外面。默茜·钱特小姐正快步走去加入她们，她是他父亲家邻居的独生女。他的父母都暗暗地希望有一天安吉尔能和默茜结婚。她对于传授《圣经》知识非常在行，但安吉尔的心被一张漂亮的面孔占据了，就是那个几乎从没有想起过上帝的挤奶女工的面孔。

尽管有些惊讶，他的家人见到他还是很高兴。回到家安吉尔也感到很愉快，然而他不再像过去那样觉得自己是这个家庭的重要组成部分了。他父亲恪守宗教信条，非常严格，但他是个和善正直的人，深爱着他的孩子们。然而，他若是知道安吉尔从自然界和漂亮女人身上所获得的非基督教的快乐，一定会感到震惊的。他母亲有着同父亲一样的宗教观念，并帮助父亲从事教堂的工作。他的哥哥们看起来相当枯燥死板，而且心胸狭窄，尽管他们俩都受过良好的教育，但他们觉得任何教堂或大学外的人都不应受到尊敬。

当他和哥哥们走在一起时，安吉尔感觉到，尽管他们俩很幸运地接受了大学教育，但没有一个能实事求是地看待生活。他们认为务农是穷人的职业，对一个绅士来说是不合适的。安吉尔坚持自己选择的决心更坚定了。

晚上做完祷告之后，他和父亲单独谈了谈。克莱尔先生告诉儿子，他一直都在积攒那笔该用来给他支付大学教育费用的钱。这让安吉尔有了勇气，问父亲一个农场主需要什么样的妻子。

“一个虔诚的基督教徒，别的什么都不重要。比如说，我的邻居钱特医生……”

“但是难道这点不重要吗？就是她要会挤牛奶，搅制出上等的黄油，珍惜动物，并指导农场工人？”

很明显，克莱尔先生以前从未想过这个方面。

“是的，是的，当然。但我要说的是，你不可能再遇到一位比默茜·钱特更纯洁的姑娘啦。你母亲和我会非常高兴的，如果你……”

“是的，是的，我知道默茜是个好姑娘。但是，爸爸，难道你不认为一位同样纯洁善良的姑娘，像一个农场主一样了解农场生活的姑娘，会更合适吗？”

商讨了好一阵之后，安吉尔开始细细阐述。他解释道，他遇上了一位非常适合做农场主妻子的姑娘，她经常去教堂，她真诚、聪慧、机智、可爱，雪一般地纯洁，而且极其美丽。

“她是位大家闺秀吗？像默茜一样？”颇感意外的母亲问道，她是在他们谈话时进来的。

“她不是一位我们印象中的小姐，”安吉尔毫不退缩地说道，“她是一个农村人家的姑娘。大家闺秀能给我带来什么好处呢？我的妻子要卖力地工作，还要会安排那点微不足道的收入。”

“默茜受过教育，这是她的迷人之处。”他母亲透过她的银边眼镜看着他，说道。

“我将帮助她读书。她很快就能学会的。她充满了诗意，真正的诗意。她充满诗意地生活着，而诗人们只有在笔下流露这些。而且她还是位虔诚的基督教徒，我相信你们会因为这点珍视她的。”

他的父母已经怀疑安吉尔的宗教信仰了，因此他关于未来妻子的这一番话，倒让他们觉得宽心了。他们叫他别草率行事，表示愿意见见她。尽管安吉尔能够自由地选择结婚或不结婚，但他却不愿伤害他的父母。因此，他接受了他们的建议。

当他起身返回奶场和苔丝身边时，他父亲陪他同骑了一段路。克莱尔先生向儿子讲起了那个住在纯瑞脊附近、袭用了这个古老姓氏的新的德伯家庭。家里有一个年轻小伙子和他的双目失明的母亲。有一天在那儿的教堂布道时，克莱尔先生大胆地谴责了年轻人德伯的那些臭名昭著的恶行。此后，在他们碰面时，德伯公然地对他进行了辱骂。

安吉尔对德伯感到非常生气。“亲爱的爸爸，你不该让自己被这样辱骂！”

“这对我来说不要紧。我有责任指出人们做错的地方。经常会有人攻击我，但是至少，这样，他们就不会攻击家人了。他们在日后会感激我，赞美上帝。”

“我希望这个年轻人也能如此！”安吉尔热心地说，“但是看起来不太可能。”

“不管怎样，我们不要放弃希望。”克莱尔先生说道，“也许我的某一句话有一天会在他心里像种子一样生根发芽的。”

安吉尔无法接受他父亲狭隘的宗教信仰，但他为他的勇气敬爱他。他想起父亲从来没有问过苔丝是否有钱。这种对金钱的淡漠意味着也许他们兄弟几个会永远地一贫如洗，但是安吉尔仍然钦佩父亲关于金钱并不重要的观念。

当他回到牛奶场时，正值叫人昏昏欲睡的炎热下午，没有人醒着。挤奶工们早上起得很早，因此在下午工作之前，他们非常需要睡上一觉。现在是3点钟，到了该撇牛奶的时间了。楼上发出了一阵轻微的响动，然后苔丝出现在他的眼前。她没有看见他，正把一只胳膊举过头顶伸展着。她像猫一样打呵欠，他看到了她嘴里红红的东西。她的整个灵魂呼出了她外在的美丽。她发现他时，眼睛猛地一亮。

“哦，克莱尔先生！你把我吓坏了——我……”她说道，神情里带着喜悦，又带有几分羞涩和惊讶。

克莱尔走上前去，拥抱她。

“亲爱的，宝贝苔丝！”他轻唤道，把自己的脸贴到了她温暖的脸颊上。“不要再称呼我克莱尔先生了！我这么匆忙赶回来，就是为了你！”

他们站立着互相拥抱，阳光透过窗户暖暖地照在他们身上。他深情地注视着她那双又蓝又黑又灰的眼睛，而她看他的眼神尤如夏娃看着亚当。

“我得去撇牛奶了，”她说。于是他们一起去了牛奶贮藏室。

也许那天下午，塔尔勃塞的牛奶撇得质量不太高。苔丝干活的时候，一直神情恍惚。他的爱的热量让她觉得自己像炎炎烈日烘烤下的一株植物。

“我有一个非常实际的问题要问你，”他温柔地说，“我打算不久就结婚。作为一个农场主，我需要一位对农场事务样样通晓的妻子。苔丝，你愿意做这样一位妻子吗？”

她满面愁容。她早就接受了这个事实，她无法抑制地爱上了他，但她并不期待这样的结局。怀着悲痛，她像对自己保证过的那样回答。

“啊，克莱尔先生——我不能成为你的妻子——我不能！”说出这些话时，她的心都要碎了。

“可是，苔丝！”他叫道。对她的回答他大感惊诧，更紧地抱住了她。“想必你是爱我的吧？”

“嗯，是的，爱你！比起世界上任何人来，我都更愿做你的妻子，但是我不能嫁给你！”她难过地用甜蜜而诚实的声音说。

“苔丝，是不是你已经同意嫁给别人了？”

“不，不是的！”

“那么你为什么拒绝我呢？”

“你父亲是位牧师，你母亲会要你娶一位小姐的。”可怜的苔丝说道，迫切地想找一个借口。

“不，当然不会，这次我回家的原因，就是要跟他们俩都谈谈。”

“我觉得自己不能——永远不能，永远不能！”

“是不是太突然了，我的美人儿？我会给你时间的。这会儿，我不再提这件事啦。”

她想接着干活，但是她的眼泪滴落下来，让她无法继续下去。她永远无法解释她的悲伤，哪怕是对这样一个她最亲密的朋友。克莱尔开始用更一般的口气跟她谈话，好让她平静下来。他谈起了他父亲的宗教观念，以及他做的善事。他提起了一个住在纯瑞脊附近的青年辱骂他父亲的事，他有个双目失明的母亲。

现在苔丝的脸变得严峻和焦虑起来，她的嘴显露出了不幸。克莱尔没有注意到。他们撇完牛奶后，他柔声向她问道：

“苔丝，我的问题怎么样了？”

“哦，不——不行！”她绝望地回答道，痛苦地想起了亚历克·德伯。“这绝不可能！”

她和其他挤奶女工一起，朝牧场的牛群走去。安吉尔看着她在户外的空气中自由地移动着步伐，就像水波中的游泳者。他知道他是正确的，他要选择一位来自自然而不是来自文明社会的妻子。


Chapter 13

Clare was not depressed by Tess's refusal, feeling sure that she would finally accept him. A few days later he asked her again.

'Tess, why did you say "no" so positively?'

'I'm not good enough.'

'Not enough of a fine lady?'

'Yes. Your family would not respect me.'

'You know, you're wrong. My father and mother would. And I don't care about my brothers.' He held her to stop her slipping away. 'You didn't mean it, did you? I can't work or read or play or anything until I know that you will some day be mine! Say you will, Tess!'

She could only shake her head and look away.

'Then I ought not to hold you, to talk to you like this? Why, Tess?'

'It is for your good, my dearest! I can't give myself the great happiness of promising to be yours—because I am sure I ought not to!'

'But you will make me happy!'

'Ah, you think so, but you don't know!'

After a struggle like this, Tess would go to the fields or her room to cry. Her heart was so strongly on the side of his that she feared she might give way.

'Why doesn't somebody tell him all about me?' she thought. 'It was only forty miles away. Somebody must know!' But nobody knew and nobody told him.

Tess's life now had two parts, positive pleasure and positive pain. Every time she and Angel were alone together he would ask her again, and she would refuse. She was keeping her promise to herself, but in her heart of hearts Tess knew that eventually she would accept him. Love and nature both advised her to have him without thinking of complications, to delight in passion without considering future pain.

'I know I shall say yes—I can't help it!' she cried to herself in bed one night. 'But it may kill him when he knows! Oh, oh!'

'I've got some news for you all,' said Dairyman Crick as they sat down to breakfast one Sunday morning. 'It's that Jack Dollop again.'

'The lover in the butter-churn?' said Angel Clare, looking up from his newspaper. 'And has he married the young milkmaid, as he promised?'

'Not he, sir,' replied the dairyman. 'He's married an older woman who had￡50 a year. They married in a great hurry and then she told him that by marrying she'd lost her￡50 a year! He only married her for her money too. So now they're always quarrelling.'

'She ought to have told him just before they went to church,' said Marian.

'She ought to have seen he only wanted her money, and refused him,' said Retty.

'What do you say, my dear?' the dairyman asked Tess.

'I think she ought... to have told him the truth—or else refused him... I don't know,' replied Tess, who could not swallow her food. She soon left the table and went into the fields, feeling the pain in the story. She had continued to refuse Angel's offers of marriage, but from that Sunday he changed his approach towards her. He looked for her and came to talk to her at every possible moment, at milking, butter-making, cheese-making, among chickens and among pigs. She knew she could not resist much longer. She loved him so passionately, and he was so like a god in her eyes. He treated her as if he would love and defend her under any circumstances. This began to make her feel less afraid about agreeing to marry him, and telling him the truth about herself.

The days were shorter now, and in the mornings the dairy worked by candlelight. One morning between three and four she ran up to Clare's room to wake him, before waking the others. Having dressed, she was about to go downstairs when Angel came out of his room and stopped her.

'Now, miss,' he said firmly. 'You must give me an answer or I shall have to leave the house. You aren't safe with me. I saw you just now in your nightdress. Well? Is it yes at last?'

'I really will think seriously about it, Mr Clare.'

'Call me Angel then, and not Mr Clare. Why not Angel dearest?'

'It would mean I agree, wouldn't it?'

'It would only mean you love me, and you did admit that long ago.'

'Very well then, Angel dearest, if I must,' she murmured, smiling. Clare could not resist kissing her warm cheek.

After milking and skimming, all the dairy people went outside. Tess generously tried for the last time to interest Angel in the other dairymaids.

'There's more in those three than you think,' she said. 'Any of them would make you a better wife than I could. And perhaps they love you as much as I do—almost.'

'Oh Tessy!' he cried impatiently. She was so relieved to hear this that she could not make any further self-sacrifice. She knew that this day would decide it.

In the late afternoon Angel Clare offered to drive the waggon with its buckets of milk to the station. He persuaded Tess to go with him.

At first there was silence as they drove along the quiet road, simply enjoying being close to each other. Soon drops of rain started falling. Tess's cheeks were pink and her long hair was wet. She had no jacket, and crept close to Clare. She held an old piece of cloth over them both to keep the rain off.

'Well, dear,' said Angel, 'what about my question?'

'I'll answer you soon.'

'Before we get home?'

'I'll try.'

They passed an old house. Angel explained that it was an interesting place which belonged to the ancient family of the d'Urbervilles.

'It's very sad when a noble family dies out,' he said.

'Yes,' said Tess.

At last they reached the station and watched the milk being lifted on to the train. Tess was fascinated.

'Londoners will drink it for breakfast, won't they? People who don't know we drove for miles in the rain so that it might reach them in time.'

'That's true, but we drove a little for our own reasons too. Now Tess,' he said anxiously, as they drove away into the night, 'your heart belongs to me. Why can't you give me your hand as well?'

'My only reason is you... I have something to tell you—I must tell you about my past life!'

'Tell me if you want to, dearest. I expect you have had as many experiences as that flower over there!'

'I grew up in Marlott. And at school they said I would make a good teacher. But there was trouble in my family. Father didn't work very hard and he drank a little.'

'Poor child! That's nothing new.' He held her more closely to his side.

'And there is something unusual about me. I... I am not a Durbeyfield, but a d'Urberville. I'm a descendant of the same family who owned that house we passed.'

'A d'Urberville! And is that the whole story, Tess?'

'Yes,' she answered faintly.

'Well, why should I love you less because of that?'

'The dairyman told me you hated old families.'

He laughed. 'Well, I hate the idea that noble blood should be more important than anything else. But I am really very interested in your news. What do you think of it?'

'I think it's sad, especially here, to see the fields which once belonged to my ancestors.'

'So that's the awful secret!'

She had not told him. At the last moment she had not been brave enough.

Angel was delighted. 'You see, Tess, society likes a noble name, and will accept you better as my wife, because you are a d'Urberville. Even my mother will like you better. You must use the name of d'Urberville from this very day.'

'I like the other name best.'

'But you must! By the way, there's someone who has taken the d'Urberville name near The Chase. Yes, he's the man who insulted my father. How strange!'

'Angel, I would rather not take that name!'

'Now then, Teresa d'Urberville, I've got you! Take my name and you will escape yours!'

'If it is sure to make you happy and you do wish to marry me very very much...'

'I do, dearest, of course! Say you will be mine for ever!'

He held her and kissed her.

'Yes!' No sooner had she said it than she burst into a dry hard sobbing. Angel was surprised.

'Why are you crying?'

'I'm crying because I promised I would die unmarried! Oh, I sometimes wish I had never been born!'

'Tess, how could you wish that if you really loved me? I wish you could prove your love in some way.'

'Will this prove it more?' cried Tess desperately, holding him close and kissing him. For the first time Clare learnt what a passionate woman's kisses were like, on the lips of one she loved with all her heart and soul, as Tess loved him.

'There—now do you believe?' she asked, wiping her eyes.

'Yes. I never really doubted—never!'

They drove on in the darkness, forming one bundle under the cloth.

'I must write to my mother,' she said.

'Of course, dear child. Where does she live?'

'In Marlott.'

'Ah, then I have seen you before...'

'Yes, when you would not dance with me. Oh, I hope that doesn't mean bad luck!'

After this decision Tess wrote an urgent letter to her mother. This was the reply she received:




Dear Tess,

I hope you are well, as I am. We are all glad to hear you are going to be married soon. But Tess, in answer to your question, whatever you do, don't tell your future husband anything about your past experience. No girl would be so foolish, especially as it is so long ago, and not your fault at all. Remember you promised me you would never tell anybody. Best wishes to your young man.

Love from your mother




Tess could not accept her mother's view of life, but perhaps Joan was right in this. Silence seemed best for Angel's happiness. So she grew calm, and from October onwards she was completely happy. Clare seemed the perfect guide, thinker, and friend. She saw perfection in his face, his intelligence, and his soul. She dismissed the past from her mind.

They spent all their time together, as country people do once they are engaged. In the wonderful autumn afternoons they walked by streams, crossing on little wooden bridges. They saw tiny blue fogs in the shadows of trees and hedges, and at the same time bright sunshine in the fields. The sun was so near the ground that the shadows of Clare and Tess stretched a quarter of a mile ahead of them, like two long pointing fingers. When Clare talked to Tess of their future, and the farm they would have abroad, she could hardly believe that she would be going through the world by his side. Her feeling for him was now the breath and life of Tess's being. It made her forget her past sorrows, but she knew they were waiting like wolves for their moment to attack.

One day she cried out to Angel: 'Why didn't you stay and love me when I was sixteen... when you danced in Marlott? Oh, why didn't you?'

'Ah yes! If only I had known! But you must not regret so bitterly! Why should you?'

Hiding her feelings quickly, she said, 'I would have had four more years of your love than I can ever have now.'

They had to tell the dairyman and his wife that they were planning to marry. That night as Tess entered the bedroom, all three dairymaids were waiting for her.

'You are going to marry him!' said Marian.

'Yes, some day,' said Tess.

'Going to marry him, a gentleman!' said Izz.

'It's strange,' said Marian, 'to think Tess will be his wife, not a fine lady, but a girl who lives like us.'

'Do you all hate me for it?' asked Tess in a low voice.

'I want to hate you, but I cannot!' said Retty.

'That's how I feel!' said Marian and Izz.

'He ought to marry one of you,' murmured Tess. 'You are all better than I am!'

'No, no, dear Tess,' they all said.

'I think I ought to make him marry one of you even now!' she sobbed. They went up to her and calmed her and helped her to bed. Before they went to sleep, Marian whispered, 'You will think of us when you are his wife, Tess, and how we did not hate you, because we did not expect to be chosen by him.'

The girls did not know that Tess cried even more at this, and that she decided she would tell Angel all her history.

Because of this, she would not set a date for the wedding. She wanted to stay as she was, not move forward into a new life. But soon it was clear that the dairyman did not want so many dairymaids at this time of year. Tess would have to leave the dairy at Christmas.

'I'm afraid I'm glad of it,' said Angel to her, 'because now we must decide when to marry. We can't go on like this for ever.'

'I wish we could. I wish it could be always summer and autumn, with you always loving me!'

'I always shall.'

'Oh, I know you will! Angel, I'll fix the day!'

So they decided on 31st December. The wedding was to take place as privately as possible at the dairy. Tess now felt she could not stop things happening, and agreed passively to whatever Angel suggested. In fact Angel's plans were a little hurried. He had not meant to marry so soon. But he wanted to keep her with him, to help her with her reading and studying, so that he could present her proudly as a lady to his parents. He also planned to spend some time studying work in a flour-mill. They could spend their honeymoon staying in the old farmhouse which had once belonged to the d'Urbervilles, while Angel studied at the mill nearby.

The day, the impossible day of their wedding, came closer. His wife, Tess said to herself. Could it ever be?

Angel and Tess decided to spend a day together shopping on Christmas Eve. They went into town in a borrowed carriage. The town was full of strangers, who stared at Tess, happy and beautiful on Angel's arm. At the end of the day, Tess was waiting for Angel to bring the horse and carriage, when two men passed her in the street.

'She's a lovely maiden,' one said to his friend.

'She's lovely, yes. But she's no maiden,' replied the other.

Angel returned at that moment and heard these words. Wildly angry at this insult to Tess, he hit the man in the face. The man said quickly:

'I'm sorry, sir, I must have made a mistake.'

Angel accepted this, gave the man some money, said goodnight, and drove off with Tess. The two men went in the opposite direction.

'And was it a mistake?' asked the second man.

'Certainly not,' said his friend.

On the way home Tess was very serious. She felt she could not tell him the truth to his face, but there was another way. So she went to her room and wrote a four-page letter describing exactly what had happened three or four years ago. In the night she crept up to Angel's room and pushed the letter under his door.

Next morning she looked anxiously at him, but he kissed her as usual. He said nothing about the letter. Had he read it? Did he forgive her? Every morning and night he was the same, until finally the wedding day came.

Tess had not invited her family from Marlott. Angel had written to his. His brothers had not replied, and his parents wrote that they hoped he was not hurrying into marriage, but that he was old enough to decide for himself. Angel did not mind, because he was planning to introduce Tess to them as a d'Urberville as well as a dairymaid, some months later.

Tess was still worried about her confession, and left the crowd of busy people downstairs to creep silently up to Angel's bedroom. There she found her letter unopened, just under the carpet. He had not seen it. She could not let him read it now, in the middle of the preparations. She found him alone for a moment.

'I must confess all my mistakes to you! ' she said, trying to keep her words light.

'Not today, my sweet! We'll have plenty of time later on! I'll confess mine too.'

'Then you really don't want me to?'

'I don't, Tessy, really.'

From now on, her one desire, to call him husband, and then if necessary to die, carried her on. She moved in a cloud.

There were few people in the church. At one point she let her shoulder touch Clare's arm, to be sure that he was really there. It was only when she came out that she noticed the carriage they were driving back in. She felt she must have seen it in a dream.

'Oh, maybe you know the story of the d'Urberville carriage,' said Angel, 'and this one reminds you of it. In the past a certain d'Urberville committed a crime in his carriage, and since then d'Urbervilles see or hear the old carriage whenever... But it's rather depressing to talk about.'

'Is it when we are going to die, Angel, or is it when we have committed a crime?'

'Now, Tess!' He kissed her. But she had no energy left. She was now Mrs Angel Clare, but wasn't she really Mrs Alexander d'Urberville?

Later that afternoon they left the dairy. All the dairy people watched them leave, and Clare kissed the dairymaids goodbye. As he was thanking the dairyman, a cock crowed just in front of him.

'That's bad!' whispered the dairymen to each other. 'When a cock crows at a husband like that...' and they laughed together behind their hands.

'Go away!' shouted Mr Crick at the cock. Later he said to his wife, 'Why did it have to crow at Mr Clare like that?'

'It only means a change in the weather,' said Mrs Crick, 'not what you think. That's impossible.'

Tess and Angel arrived at the old d'Urberville farmhouse. It was empty, although a woman came to cook and clean for them. They had their tea together, and Clare delighted in eating from the same plate as Tess. Looking at her he thought, 'Do I realize how important I am to this woman? And how I must look after her? I must never forget to think about her feelings!'

It started to rain as it grew dark outside. Finally a man arrived from the dairy with their bags.

'I'm sorry I'm late, sir,' he said, 'but terrible things have been happening at the dairy. You remember the cock crowing? Well, whatever it means, poor little Retty Priddle has tried to drown herself!'

'What happened?' asked Angel.

'Well, after you left, she and Marian walked from one public house to another, drinking. Retty was found in the river, later on. And Marian was found drunk in a field!'

'And Izz?' asked Tess.

'Izz is at home as usual, but very sad and depressed.'

As the man left, Tess sat sadly by the fire, looking into it. They were simple innocent girls who had not been loved. It was wicked of her to take all the love without paying for it. She would pay: she would tell, there and then.

Angel was sitting beside her, holding her hand. Their faces were red in the firelight.

'This morning.' he said suddenly, 'we said we would both confess our mistakes. I must tell you something and you must forgive me. Perhaps I ought to have told you before. I've put off telling you, because I didn't want to lose you.'

'Angel, I'm sure I'll forgive you...' A wild hope was making Tess's heart beat faster.

'Well, wait a minute. You know how much I believe in goodness and purity. But I myself, when I was in London years ago, did wrong with a woman I hardly knew. It lasted two days. I came home and I have never done anything like it since. Do you forgive me?'

'Oh Angel, of course I do! And I am almost glad, because now you can forgive me! I have a confession too.'

'Ah yes, well confess, you wicked little girl! It can hardly be more serious than mine.'

'It can't, no, it can't!' She jumped up joyfully at the hope. 'No, in fact, it is just the same. I will tell you now.'

She sat down again. They held hands. The fire burned like a Judgement Day fire. Her shadow rose high on the wall. Putting her head against his, she bravely told the whole story of her meeting with Alec d'Urberville and its results.



positively adv. definitely; certainly. 确定地。

struggle n. contest. 奋斗。

fear v. feeling caused by the nearness or possibility of danger or evil. 惧怕。

eventually adv. in the end. 最后。

quarrel v. take part in an angry argument. 争吵。

cheese n. solid food made from milk curds. 干酪。

circumstance n. conditions, facts, etc connected with an event or a person. 环境。

perhaps adv. possibly; maybe. 也许；可能。

relieve v. give or bring relief to. 减轻或解除（痛苦或困难）。

station n. stopping-place for railway trains. 火车站。

fascinate v. charm; attract or interest greatly. 着迷。

faintly adv. weakly. 微弱地。

society n. social community. 社会。

sob v. draw in the breath sharply and irregularly from sorrow or pain. 呜咽。

prove v. supply proof of. 证明。

reply n. what is given as an answer to. 回答。

perfection n. best possible state. 完美。

quarter n. one of four equal or corresponding parts. 四分之一。

forget v. fail to keep in the memory. 忘记。

attack v. make a defeat upon. 攻击。

hide v. put or keep out of sight. 隐藏。

wedding n. marriage ceremony (and festivities connected with it). 婚礼。

passively adv. in a manner which acts upon but not acting. 被动地。

honeymoon n. holiday taken by a newly married couple. 蜜月。

belong to be the property of. 属于；为……之财产。

wildly adv. in an excited, distracted manner. 狂野地。

describe v. give a picture of in words. 描述。

creep v. move along with the body close to the ground or floor. 爬行。

invite v. ask (sb to do sth, come somewhere, etc). 邀请。

introduce v. make (persons) known by name (to one another). 介绍相识。

confession n. confessing; instance of this. 自白；供认。

necessary adj. which has to be done. 必须做的。

commit v. perform (a crime, foolish act, etc). 犯（罪、错等）。

crime n. offence for which there is severe punishment by law. 为法律所严惩的罪。

crow v. (of a cock) make a loud, shrill cry.（公鸡）啼。

weather n. conditions over a particular area and at a specific time with reference to sunshine, wind, etc. 天气。

arrive v. come. 到；来。

drown v. (cause sb to) die in water because unable to breathe. 溺死。

mistake n. wrong opinion, idea or act. 错误。

beat v. move up and down regularly. 心跳。

joyful adj. filled with, showing, causing, joy. 充满快乐的。


第十三章

克莱尔没有因为苔丝的拒绝而感到沮丧，他相信她最终会接受他的。过了几天，他再度向她问起此事。

[image: alt]

“苔丝，为什么你这么肯定地对我说‘不行’？”

“我不够好。”

“不够一位体面的小姐的标准？”

“是的。你的家庭是不会尊敬我的。”

“你知道，你这么说不对。我的父亲和母亲会尊敬你的，我不在乎我哥哥的看法。”他抱住她，防止她逃开。“你不是当真的，是不是？除非我知道有一天你将属于我，否则我无法工作，无法看书，无法放松或做任何别的事情！苔丝，说你会是我的！”

她只是不断地摇头，看着别处。

“那么，我不应该抱住你，不该这样跟你谈话？为什么，苔丝？”

“我最亲爱的，这是为你好！我不能给予自己这莫大的幸福，答应你我将属于你——因为我确信我不应该！”

“但是那样你会让我幸福的呀！”

“啊，你这样认为，可是你并不知道实情啊！”

这样一番挣扎之后，苔丝会跑到野外或房间里痛哭一场。她的心是如此紧密地和他连在一起，她怕她会屈服的。

“为什么没有人告诉他关于我的事情？”她想，“那儿离这儿只有四十英里远，一定有人知道的！”但是没有人知道，也没有人告诉他。

现在，苔丝的生活包含了两部分，实实在在的快乐和实实在在的痛苦。每当她和安吉尔单独在一起的时候，他都会再问她，而她又会拒绝他。她坚守着自己的承诺，但在内心深处，苔丝知道她终归会接受他的。爱情和自然都劝她去拥有他，而不要想得太复杂，趁着现在的热情享受快乐，而不要考虑将来的痛苦。

“我知道我会答应的——我克制不了！”一天晚上睡觉时，她哭着对自己说，“可是，当他知道那件事情以后，那也许会要他的命的！唉，唉！”

“我给你们大家带来了一些新闻。”星期天上午，当他们坐下吃早饭时，奶场主克里克说道，“还是关于杰克·多洛的事。”

“那个黄油机里的情人？”安吉尔·克莱尔抬起他正在看报纸的眼睛，说道，“他遵守诺言跟那位年轻的挤奶女工结婚了吗？”

“他没有，先生。”奶场主回答道，“他娶了一个比他大的女人，那女人一年有五十英镑收入。他们匆匆忙忙结了婚，然后她告诉他因为结婚，她失去了她的每年五十英镑！他也不过是因为她的钱才娶她的。因此，现在他们一直吵吵闹闹。”

“她应该在他们进教堂之前跟他说。”玛丽安说道。

“她应该看清他只想要她的钱，然后拒绝他，”蕾蒂说道。

“你怎么认为，亲爱的？”奶场主问苔丝。

“我认为她应该……告诉他真相——或者拒绝他……我不知道。”苔丝回答道。她再也咽不下她的饭了。她很快离开了餐桌，跑到了野外，感受着故事中的痛苦。她一直不断地拒绝安吉尔的求婚，但是从星期天开始，他变着法子接近她。他四处寻找她，利用每一个可能的机会跟她说话，不管是挤奶、制黄油还是做奶酪的时候，也不管是在鸡中间还是在猪群里。她知道她抵挡不了多久了。她这么炽烈地爱他，在她眼里，他就是一个神。他对她好得就像不管发生什么情况，他都会爱她、保护她。对于答应嫁给他并告诉他关于自己的事实真相这件事，她的害怕减少了。

现在白天变短了，清晨牛奶场要借助烛光干活。一天凌晨三四点钟之间，在唤醒其他人之前，她跑到楼上克莱尔的房间里，先唤醒他。她正准备下楼，这时安吉尔已经穿好了衣服，从他的房间里走出来，叫住了她。

“小姐，现在，”他的语气很坚决，“你必须给我一个答复，否则我只有离开这个房子。跟我在一起你并不安全。我刚才看到你穿着睡衣。那么，最后你是答应了？”

“我一定会认真考虑的，克莱尔先生。”

“那么叫我安吉尔，而不是克莱尔先生。为什么不叫安吉尔，最亲爱的？”

“那就表明我同意了，不是吗？”

“这只表明你爱我，这是很早以前你就承认过的。”

“那么好吧，如果我必须这么叫的话。安吉尔，最亲爱的。”她微笑着轻声叫道。克莱尔抑制不住要亲吻她那温暖的脸颊。

挤完又撇完牛奶之后，所有奶场的人都出去了。苔丝最后一次慷慨地尝试引起安吉尔对其他挤奶女工的兴趣。

“那里面你可以考虑的远不止三个，”她说，“其中任何一个都比我更适合做你的妻子，而且也许她们和我一样爱你——几乎是一样的。”

“哦，苔丝！”他焦躁地叫道。听到这个，苔丝是那么宽慰，她无法再进一步地作任何自我牺牲了。她知道这天就是作决定的日子。

那天傍晚，安吉尔·克莱尔要赶一辆装着一桶桶牛奶的马车去车站。他说服苔丝跟他一起去。

最初，他们沿着安静的马路赶着车子，谁也没吱声，只是默默地体会着彼此靠近的感觉。不久，开始有雨点滴落下来。苔丝的脸颊微红着，她的长发润湿了。她没有穿外套，不知不觉地偎近了克莱尔。她抓起一块旧布盖在他们身上挡雨。

“嗯，亲爱的，”安吉尔说话了，“我的问题考虑得怎样了？”

“我很快就会答复你的。”

“在我们到家之前？”

“我会尽力。”

他们经过了一座旧房子。安吉尔解释说，这是一个让人好奇的地方，它属于一个叫做德伯的古老家族。

“一个高贵的家族消逝时是会让人伤感的。”他说。

“是啊。”苔丝说。

终于，他们到达了车站，看着牛奶被搬上了火车。苔丝看呆了。

“伦敦人会在早餐时喝到它们，是不是？那些人不知道我们冒着雨赶了这么远的路，就为了让他们能及时喝到牛奶。”

“确实如此，不过，我们赶车还有一点点我们自己的事情。苔丝，现在，”当他们在夜色中驱车离开时，他急切地问道，“你的心是属于我的，为什么不能答应嫁给我呢？”

“我唯一的理由是因为你……我有一些事情要对你说——我必须告诉你我过去的生活！”

“亲爱的，要是你愿意，你就对我说吧。我想你就如那儿的鲜花一样有着丰富的经历！”

“我在马勒特村长大。在学校读书的时候，他们说我会成为一个好老师的，但是我们家有点困难。父亲工作不很勤快，还喝酒。”

“可怜的孩子！这不是什么新鲜事。”他把她更紧地搂在了身边。

“然后，关于我自己有件不寻常的事。我……我不姓德北，而姓德伯。我是那个拥有我们路过的那座房子的家族的后代。”

“德伯家的人！这就是你的所有经历吗？苔丝？”

“是的。”她虚弱地回答说。

“可是因为这个，我为什么就得少爱你一些呢？”

“奶场主对我说过你嫌恶旧家族。”

他大笑了起来。“嗯，我憎恶这种观念，认为高贵的血统比任何其他事情都重要。但是我对你的新闻真的感兴趣。你自己是怎么想的？”

“我觉得这让人伤心，特别是在这儿，看到这些曾经属于我的祖先的土地。”

“所以，这就是那个可怕的秘密喽！”

她还是没有告诉他。在这最后时刻，她失去了足够的勇气。

安吉尔非常高兴。“苔丝，你知道，这个社会喜欢高贵的姓氏。因为你是德伯家的人，作为我的妻子，他们就会更好地接受你。甚至我母亲都会更喜欢你的。从今天开始，你一定要用德伯这个姓氏。”

“我更喜欢另外那个姓。”

“但是你必须这样！顺便提一句，在逐猎林附近已经有人袭用德伯这个姓氏了。是的，就是那个人辱骂了我的父亲。多奇怪啊！”

“安吉尔，我宁愿不要那个姓！”

“喂，苔丽莎·德伯，你是说不过我的。那就用我的姓吧，这样你就可以避开你的姓了！”

“要是你确信这会使你幸福，而且你确实非常非常希望娶我的话……”

“我确实是这样的，最亲爱的，当然是这样！说你将永远属于我！”

他抱住她并亲吻她。

“是的！”她一说出这话，便剧烈地抽噎起来。安吉尔大吃一惊。

“为什么哭了？”

“我哭，是因为我曾发誓我将终生不嫁！唉，有时我真希望自己从没出生过！”

“苔丝，如果你真心爱我的话，你怎么能这样想呢？我希望你能用什么方式来证明你的爱。”

“这样做是不是能更好地证实呢？”苔丝迫切地叫道。她抱紧他，亲吻他。克莱尔第一次感受到一个充满激情的女子亲吻的滋味。苔丝以发自内心的爱，亲吻着她全心全意爱着的男人的双唇。

“你看——现在你可相信了吧？”她抹着眼泪问道。

“相信了。其实，我从来没有怀疑过——从来没有！”

他们在黑夜中继续驱车赶路，在那块布下缩成了一团。

“我必须给我母亲写封信，”她说。

“当然啦，宝贝。她住在哪儿？”

“在马勒特村。”

“啊，那么我以前的确见过你……”

“是的，那时候你不愿和我跳舞。哦，我希望这不意味着什么坏运气！”

在作了这个决定之后，苔丝给她母亲写了一封紧急的信。这是她收到的回信：

亲爱的苔丝：

我希望你和我一样，一切都好。听说你不久就要结婚，我们都很高兴。但是，苔丝，对你提出的问题，回答是，不管怎么样，千万不要告诉你未来的丈夫任何有关你过去的遭遇。没有哪个姑娘会这么傻的，况且这是很久以前的事了，又根本不是你的过错。记住你答应过我，你永远不会告诉任何人的。代我问候那个年轻人。

爱你的妈妈　　

苔丝不能接受母亲对于人生的看法，但也许在这件事上，琼是正确的。保持沉默看来是让安吉尔快乐的最好办法。因此，她变得平静了，而且从10月以来，她一直沉浸在无比的幸福中。克莱尔像是一位绝好的老师、思想家和朋友。她从他的容貌、他的智慧和他的灵魂中找到了完美。在心里，她摆脱了过去。

像订了婚的乡下人那样，他们在一起度过了所有的时光。在壮丽的秋日午后，他们在小溪旁漫步，从小木桥上走过。他们在树木和篱笆的影子中看到轻薄的蒙蒙烟雾，而与此同时，田野上阳光灿烂、明媚。太阳离地面那么地近，它把克莱尔和苔丝在前面的影子拉到了四分之一英里长，就像伸出了两根长长的手指。当克莱尔对苔丝讲起他们的将来，还有他们将会在国外拥有的农场时，她几乎不能相信自己将会陪伴在他身旁，穿越这个世界。她对他的感情现在就如同维系苔丝身心的呼吸或生命一样。这让她忘记了过去的悲伤，但是她知道这些悲伤就像伺机等候的狼一般，在等待出击的时刻。

有一天，她对克莱尔大声喊道：“为什么当我十六岁的时候，你不留在我身边爱我？当你在马勒特村跳舞的时候？哦，为什么你不那样做？”

“啊，我会的！如果我早知道的话！但是你不必这么哀怨地感到遗憾！为什么你会这样想？”

她迅速地掩饰起她的感情，说道：“那样的话，比起现在来，我就可以多拥有四年你的爱！”

他们有必要把他们准备结婚的事告诉奶场主和他的妻子。那天晚上，当苔丝走进卧室时，另外三个女工都在等着她。

“你就要嫁给他了！”玛丽安说。

“是的，某一天。”苔丝说道。

“嫁给他，嫁给一位绅士！”伊茨说。

“不可思议，”玛丽安说，“想想苔丝要成为他的太太了，她并不是一位体面的小姐，而只是生活得跟我们差不多的一个姑娘。”

“你们都会为此恨我吗？”苔丝轻轻地问道。

“我想要恨你，可是又恨不起来！”蕾蒂说。

“我也是这种感觉！”玛丽安和伊茨说道。

“他应该在你们中间娶一个。”苔丝说，“你们都比我好！”

“不，不，亲爱的苔丝，”她们一起说。

“即使是现在，我想我也应该让他娶你们当中的一个！”她抽泣着说道。她们走到她身边，安抚她，并扶她上了床。在她们入睡之前，玛丽安轻轻说道：“苔丝，你成了他太太之后会想起我们的，想起我们怎么不能恨你，因为我们从没指望过被他看中。”

姑娘们不知道，苔丝听到这些话时，哭得更厉害了。她决定把自己所有的经历都告诉安吉尔。

因为这个，她不想定下婚期。她只想保持现状，不愿继续往前走入新的生活。但是很快，情况变得很明显，那就是奶场主在一年中的这个时候不再需要这么多挤奶女工了。苔丝将不得不在圣诞节的时候离开。

“恐怕对此我感到很高兴，”安吉尔对她说，“因为现在我们必须决定什么时候结婚啦！我们不能永远这样下去。”

“我希望我们能够如此。我希望永远是甜蜜的夏天和悦人的金秋，而且有你永远爱着我！”

“我永远爱你！”

“哦，我知道你会的！安吉尔，我愿意定下那个日子！”

于是，他们把婚期定在了12月31日。婚礼打算在牛奶场举行，尽可能地不张扬。现在，苔丝觉得自己无力阻止事情的进展，只是顺从地听任安吉尔安排。实际上，安吉尔的计划有点仓促，他本来没打算这么快结婚的，但是他想把她留在身边，帮助她读书、学习，以便日后可以自豪地把她像一位小姐似地带到他父母面前。同时，他计划花一段时间到一个面粉加工厂学习作业。他们可以在那座原来属于德伯家的旧农舍里度蜜月，同时，安吉尔可以在附近的面粉厂学习。

那个日子，那个令人无法忍受的婚礼日期，越来越临近了。他的妻子，苔丝自言自语道。这可能吗？

圣诞节的前一天，安吉尔和苔丝决定花一天时间一起去购置一些东西。他们坐着一辆借来的马车来到了镇上。这里到处都是陌生人，他们都盯住挽着安吉尔胳膊、漂亮又快乐的苔丝看。那一天的采购结束时，苔丝正等着安吉尔去牵马拉车，这时，街上有两个男人从她身边经过。

“她真是个讨人喜欢的处女。”其中一个对他的朋友说。

“她讨人喜欢，这没错。但是她可不是什么处女。”另一个回答道。

安吉尔恰好在这时回来，听到了这些话。对苔丝的这种侮辱让他怒不可遏，他对准那人的脸就是一拳。那人赶紧说道：

“对不起，先生。我刚才一定是搞错了。”

安吉尔接受了道歉，给了那人一点儿钱，道了声晚安，就和苔丝驾车离开了。那两人朝相反的方向走去。

“是弄错了吗？”另一个人问道。

“绝对没有。”他的朋友说。

在回家的路上，苔丝非常地严肃。她觉得她不能把事情的真相当面告诉他，不过还有别的办法。于是她回到自己的房间，写了一封四页长的信，信中详实地描述了三四年前所发生的事情。晚上，她蹑手蹑脚地走到安吉尔的房间，把信从门底下塞了进去。

第二天早晨，她焦虑地看着他，但是他亲吻她时和平常没什么两样。关于那封信，他只字未提。他读过信了吗？他宽恕她了吗？每天早晚，他都一如既往，终于，他们结婚的喜日子到了。

苔丝没有邀请她在马勒特的家人。安吉尔给他的家人写了信。他的哥哥们没有答复，他的父母来信说，他们希望他不要草率地结婚，但是他已经足够大了，可以为自己做主。安吉尔并不介意，因为他打算几个月后，把苔丝不仅作为一个挤奶女工，还作为一个德伯家的人介绍给父母。

苔丝还在为她那封自白书忧心忡忡。她悄悄地离开了正在楼下忙碌着的人群，轻手轻脚地来到了安吉尔的卧室。在那儿，她发现她的信原封未动地塞在地毯下。他还没有见到这封信。可现在她不能让他看这封信了，因为婚礼正在准备当中。她找到了与他单独待一会儿的机会。

“我必须向你坦白我所有的过错！”她说道，尽量把话说得柔和一些。

“今天不行，我的宝贝儿！往后我们会有充裕的时间！那时我也要坦白我的过错！”

“那么，你是真地不想让我说喽？”

“是的，苔丝，的确是这样。”

从现在开始，她只有一个渴望，就是称他为丈夫。然后如果需要有人去死的话，那就让她去好了。她像在一片云雾中活动着。

教堂里只有寥寥数人。有一会儿，她用自己的肩膀碰碰他的手臂，好让自己确信他真的在那儿。只是到了她走出教堂时，她才注意到这辆载着他们回去的马车。她觉得她一定是在梦里见过它。

“啊，也许你知道德伯家马车的故事。”安吉尔说，“这辆马车让你想起了它。过去，有一个德伯家的人曾在他的马车里犯下了罪，从那以后，德伯家的人总会看到或听到那辆旧马车，当他们……但是，谈论这个太让人沮丧了。”

“安吉尔，是当我们要死的时候，或是当我们犯了罪的时候吗？”

“别说啦，苔丝！”他亲吻着她。但她已经虚弱不堪了。她现在已成了安吉尔·克莱尔夫人，但实际上，她难道不是亚历山大·德伯夫人吗？

那天傍晚时分，他们离开了牛奶场。牛奶场的所有人都来为他们送行。克莱尔向每一个挤奶女工亲吻告别。当他向奶场主致谢时，一只公鸡恰好在他面前啼叫开了。

“那可不吉利！”奶场工们相互窃窃私语。“当公鸡冲着丈夫那样叫时……”他们在背后取笑起来。

“走开！”克里克先生冲着公鸡喊道。后来他对他的妻子说：“为什么公鸡一定要对着克莱尔先生那样啼叫呢？”

“这只表明天气要变了，”克里克夫人说，“不是你想的那样。那是不可能的。”

苔丝和安吉尔来到这座德伯家的旧农舍。整座房子空无一人。但是，会有一个女人来给他们做饭，打扫房子。他们一起吃茶点，克莱尔能和苔丝用同一个盘子进餐了，他感到非常高兴。他看着她，心想：“我意识到了我对这个女人有多重要吗？我又必须怎样去照顾她？我必须永远不忘考虑她的感受！”

夜幕渐渐降临，外面开始下雨了。终于，从牛奶场来了一个人，送来了他们的包裹。

“先生，很抱歉，我来晚了。”他说，“但是牛奶场刚刚发生了些可怕的事情。你还记得公鸡打鸣吗？唉，不管那预示着什么，可怜的小蕾蒂·普里德尔想淹死自己！”

“出了什么事？”安吉尔问道。

“是这样，在你们离开以后，她和玛丽安从一个酒店走到另一个酒店，不停地喝酒。后来，有人在河里发现了蕾蒂，又有人发现玛丽安醉倒在一块田里！”

“那么伊茨呢？”苔丝问道。

“伊茨还像平常那样待在家里，但是非常伤心沮丧。”

这人离开了，苔丝神色凄怆地坐在壁炉旁，注视着炉火。她们都是从未被人爱过的朴实、纯洁的姑娘。而她没有付出任何代价，就获得了所有的爱，这是不道德的。她会偿付的：就在此时此地，她要把一切都讲出来。

安吉尔坐在她的身旁，握着她的手。在炉火的烘照下，他们的脸红彤彤的，

“今天上午，”他突然说道，“我们说过我们都要坦白自己的过错。有些事情，我必须告诉你，而你一定要宽恕我。也许我应该早些告诉你。我一直拖到现在才告诉你，是因为我不想失去你。”

“安吉尔，我一定会宽恕你……”急切的希望加快了苔丝的心跳。

“不过，先等一等。你知道我对美德和纯洁有多么笃信。可是，我自己，几年前在伦敦时，却糊里糊涂地和一个女人做了坏事。我们在一起度过了两天时间。回到家以后，我再也没干过类似的事情。你会宽恕我吗？”

“哦，安吉尔，当然，我会的！可以说，我的心情倒好些了，因为现在你能宽恕我了！我也有要坦白的事。”

“啊，是的，好好坦白吧，你这个小坏蛋！不会比我的更严重了吧。”

“不会的，是的，不会的！”由于充满了希望，她快乐地跳了起来。“是的，实际上，它们完全一样。我现在就讲给你听。”

她又坐了下来。他们的手握在一起。炉火燃烧得如同末日审判的火焰一般。她的身影被长长地映在了墙上。她把头靠在他的头上，勇敢地把自己与亚历克·德伯的相遇及其结果统统告诉了他。


The Woman Pays
Chapter 14

Her story came to an end. She had not raised her voice: she had not cried. But things seemed to change as the story progressed. The fire looked as if it was laughing at her troubles. All the objects around her appeared not to care about her tragic history. And yet it was only a short time since he had been kissing her. Everything looked different now.

Clare stirred the fire. It was unnecessary, but he felt he had to do something. He had not really taken in the whole story yet. He stood up. Now as he began to understand the story in its full horror, his face was like an old man's. He made uncertain movements, because everything in his head was vague and uncertain. He could not make himself think clearly.

'Tess! Can I believe this? Are you mad perhaps? My wife, my Tess—you aren't mad, are you?'

'I am not,' she said.

'And yet,' he said, looking strangely at her, 'why didn't you tell me before? Oh yes, you would have told me, in a way, but I stopped you, I remember!'

He was talking but could not think at the same time. His brain seemed to have stopped working. He turned away from her. Tess followed him and stood there staring at him with dry eyes. Then she went down on her knees beside him.

'In the name of our love, forgive me!' she whispered with a dry mouth. 'I have forgiven you for the same!'

And as he did not answer, she said again,

'Forgive me as you are forgiven! I forgive you, Angel!'

'You—yes, you do.'

'But you do not forgive me?'

'Oh, Tess, it's not a question of forgiveness! You were one person, now you are another. How can forgiveness put that right?'

He paused, considering this. Then suddenly he started laughing in an unnatural, horrible way. It was like a laugh out of hell.

'Don't—don't!' she cried, her face dead white. 'It kills me, that laugh! Angel, do you know what you're doing to me? I've been hoping, longing, praying to make you happy!'

'I know that.'

'I thought, Angel, that you loved me—me, my very self! If you do love me, how can you treat me like this? It frightens me! Having begun to love you, I will love you for ever, in all changes, in all troubles, because you are yourself. I ask no more. Then how can you, my husband, stop loving me?'

'I repeat, the woman I have been loving is not you.'

'But who is she?'

'Another woman in your shape.'

Suddenly she realized how he saw her. For him she was a guilty woman pretending to be an innocent one. There was terror in her white face as she saw this. She could not stand, and he stepped forward, thinking she might fall.

'Sit down,' he said gently. 'You are ill, and I am not surprised.'

She sat down, her face still full of fear and her eyes wild.

'I don't belong to you any more then, do I, Angel?' she asked helplessly. And at last the tears came. Clare watched her sobbing, and waited until the first violence of her emotion had passed.

'Angel,' she said suddenly in a normal voice, 'am I too wicked for us to live together?'

'I haven't had time to think what we should do.'

'I won't ask you to let me live with you, Angel, because I have no right to! I won't write to tell my family we are married, as I said I would.'

'Won't you?'

'No, I won't do anything unless you order me to. And if you go away, I won't follow you. And if you never speak to me again, I won't ask why, unless you tell me I can.'

'And if I order you to do anything?'

'I'll obey you, even if I have to lie down and die.'

'How good of you. But it seems you have changed. In the past you were keen to look after yourself. Now you are keen to sacrifice yourself.'

Clare's bitter words, however, were not fully understood by Tess. She only knew that he was angry with her. She stood silent, not knowing that he was struggling with his love for her. She did not observe a large tear rolling slowly down his cheek. He was realizing what a change Tess's confession had made to his whole life. He had to decide on some action.

'Tess,' he said, as gently as he could, 'I can't stay here just now. I'm going out.'

He quietly left the room. Two glasses of wine, ready for their supper, remained untouched on the table. Only two or three hours earlier they had drunk tea from the same cup.

As he closed the door behind him, Tess jumped up. He had gone: she could not stay. She put out the candles and followed him. The rain was over and the night was now clear.

Clare walked slowly and without purpose. His shape was black and frightening. She walked just behind him. There was water on the road, where the stars could be seen reflected. Away from the house the road went through the fields. She followed Clare as a dog follows its owner.

Eventually Tess could not help speaking to him.

'What have I done? Nothing interferes with my love for you. You don't think I planned it, Angel, do you? I would not deceive you like that!'

'H'm, well. No, maybe you would not, but you are not the same. No, not the same. But don't make me blame you.'

She went on begging for forgiveness. Perhaps she said things that would have been better left to silence.

'Angel! Angel! I was a child when it happened. I knew nothing of men.'

'I admit it was not so much your fault as his.'

'Then won't you forgive me?'

'I do forgive you, but forgiveness isn't everything.'

'And do you love me?'

He did not answer this question.

'Oh Angel—my mother says she knows several cases which were worse than mine, and the husband has not minded much... well, he has accepted it at least. And in those cases the woman hasn't loved him as I love you!'

'Don't, Tess, don't argue. Those are just country people's ways. There is a correct way of doing things. I think that parson who discovered you were a d'Urberville should have kept quiet. Perhaps you were weak and could not refuse this man because your ancient noble blood has run thin, because your family is no good any more. I thought you were a child of nature, but you have the worst of your ancient family in you!'

Tess accepted his bitterness, not understanding the details. He did not love her as he had done, and nothing else mattered.

They went on again in silence. They walked slowly for hours, with sad anxious faces, not talking, one behind the other, like a funeral procession.

Tess said to her husband:

'I don't want to cause you sadness all your life. The river is down there. I can put an end to myself in it. I'm not afraid.'

'Don't talk like that. Do what I ask, go back to the house and go to bed.'

'I will,' she said obediently.

When she returned to the house, she found everything as they had left it and the fire still burning. She went to the bedroom. There was a mistletoe branch hanging above the bed. Now she understood why Angel had brought a strange parcel with him. It was to surprise her. He had delightedly hung it there. Now it looked foolish and out of place.

As she had nothing more to fear, and nothing more to hope for, she lay down. In a few moments lonely Tess was asleep, in the bedroom once used by the young wives of her ancestors.

Later on that night Clare also came back to the house. He prepared a bed downstairs, but crept shoeless upstairs to see if Tess was asleep. He was relieved to see her sleeping deeply. And yet he felt he alone had the whole worry of what action to take, and the responsibility for her life as well as his. He turned away from her door, and then turned back again, pulled by his love for her. But his eye was caught by a painting on the wall of one of Tess's ancestors, a proud fierce woman, who looked as if she hated and wanted to deceive all men. He thought she and Tess looked alike. That was enough to stop him, and he went downstairs to his lonely bed.

He looked calm and cold, full of self-control. His face showed he had fought against passion and won, but did not like being the winner. He still found it difficult to accept that Tess, the pure village maiden, was not what she seemed. How unexpected life could be! He put out the candle. The night came in, unconcerned and uninterested, the night which had swallowed up his happiness.



raise v. move from a low(er) to a high(er) level. 提高。

stir the fire use the poker in the fire. 拨火（使旺）。

horror n. (sth that causes a) feeling of extreme fear or dislike. 恐怖。

whisper v. speak, say (sth), using the breath but no vibration of the vocal cords. 低语。

pray v. commune with God. 祈祷。

repeat v. say or do again. 重复。

shape n. outer form. 外形。

guilty adj. having done wrong. 有罪的。

gently adv. in a mild manner. 温和地。

normal adj. in agreement with what is representative, usual, or regular. 正常的。

obey v. do what one is told to do. 服从。

sacrifice v. give up sth of great value to oneself for a special purpose, or to benefit sb else. 牺牲（自己利益）。

roll v. cause to move along on wheels or by turning over and over. 滚动。

reflect v. (of a surface) throw back (light, heat, sound). 反射。

interfere v. hinder or prevent. 妨碍；干扰。

blame v. fix on sb the responsibility for sth done (badly or wrongly). 责备。

admit v. acknowledge. 承认。

weak adj. lacking in strength. 弱的。

funeral n. of or for a burial or cremation of a dead person with the usual ceremonies. 葬礼的。

procession n. number of persons moving forward and following each other in an orderly way. 队伍。

mistletoe n. parasitic evergreen plant (growing on fruit and other trees) with small white sticky berries. 槲寄生。

branch n. arm-like division of a tree, growing out from the trunk, or a bough, or another branch. 树枝。

unconcerned adj. not involved in. 不相干的。


第十四章　吃亏的是女人

她的故事叙述完了。她没有提高声调：她没有哭。但是随着故事的发展，事情像是发生了变化，炉火像是正在嘲笑她的遭遇。她周围的一切对她的悲惨遭遇似乎都漠不关心。然而，就在不久以前，他还亲吻着她。现在，一切都显得变了样。
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克莱尔拨弄着炉火。虽然没必要，但他觉得他必须做点什么。他还没有完全真正领会这整个故事。他站起来。现在，当他开始体会到这故事全部可怕的内涵时，他的脸变得像一张老人的脸。他茫然地走来走去，因为他脑子里的一切都是模糊而不确定的。他无法让自己冷静、清晰地思考。

“苔丝！我能相信这些吗？也许你是疯了？我的妻子，我的苔丝——你没有疯，是吗？”

“我没有疯，”她说。

“可是，”他神情怪异地看着她，说，“为什么以前你不告诉我？哦，是的，你本来会告诉我的，可以这么说，但是我没让你说，我记起来了！”

他在说话，但与此同时，他仍无法思考。他的头脑好像不听使唤了。他转过身离开她。苔丝跟上去，站在一边用那双无泪的眼睛望着他，然后在他身边跪了下来。

“看在我们相爱的份上，宽恕我吧！”她口干舌燥地喃喃说着，“同样的事情，我可是已经宽恕你了呀！”

他没有回答，因此她又说道：

“像你得到宽恕那样宽恕我吧！我宽恕了你，安吉尔！”

“你——是的，你宽恕了我。”

“可是你不宽恕我吗？”

“啊，苔丝，这不是宽恕不宽恕的问题。你从前是一个人，现在你是另外一个人了。这怎么是宽恕能改变得了的呢？”

他住了口，想了一想。接着，他突然狂笑起来，笑得那么怪异，那么可怕，犹如从地狱里发出的笑声。

“别——别这样！”她叫道，脸色煞白。“你这么笑，会吓死我的！安吉尔，你知道你正在对我做什么吗？我一直期待着、盼望着、祈祷着使你幸福！”

“这我知道。”

“安吉尔，我本来以为，你是爱我的——爱我，就是爱我这个人哪！如果你真的爱我，你怎能这样对我呢？我害怕极了！既然爱上了你，我就会永远爱着你。不论遇到什么变故，不论遭受什么困难，我都会爱你，永远地爱你，因为你就是你呀！我别无他求了。那么，为什么你，我自己的丈夫，会不再爱我了呢？”

“我再说一遍，我一直爱着的女人并不是你。”

“那是谁呢？”

“和你长得一样的另外一个女人。”

她突然意识到他是怎样看待她的。在他看来，她是一个假装清白的罪人。当她明白了这一点时，她惨白的脸上露出了惊恐的神色。她支撑不住了，他走上前去，以为她要跌倒了。

“坐下吧，”他轻声说道，“你病了，这并不让我感到意外。”

她坐了下来，依旧是满脸的恐惧，眼睛里也满是惊恐。

“安吉尔，我不再是你的人了，是吗？”她无可奈何地问道。终于，她的眼泪流了下来。克莱尔看着她啜泣，一直等到她第一次的感情狂澜平息下去。

“安吉尔，”她突然开口了，声音已恢复正常。“我是不是太坏了，使得我们不能生活在一起？”

“我还没有时间考虑我们该怎么办。”

“我不会要求你让我和你一起生活的，安吉尔，因为我没有这样做的权利！我也不会写信给我家里人说我们结婚了，这信我原先说过要写的。”

“你不写了吗？”

“是的，我什么也不做，除非你要我去做。如果你离开我，我不会跟着你。如果你不再对我讲话，我也不会问为什么，除非你说我可以问。”

“那么要是我真的要你做什么呢？”

“我会服从的，即使是你要我躺下死去也行。”

“你真好。但是，你像是已经改变了。过去，你热切地想照料自己；现在，你热切地要牺牲自己。”

然而，苔丝并没有完全领会克莱尔这些酸楚的话语。她只知道他对她生气了。她静静地站着，不知道他正在同他对她的爱作斗争。她没看到一大滴泪珠正顺着他的面颊慢慢滚落下来。他正在逐渐认识到苔丝的坦白给他的整个生活带来的变化。他必须决定采取某种行动。

“苔丝，”他尽可能温和地说，“这一会儿，我在这儿待不下去了，我要出去走走。”

他悄悄地走出房间，为晚餐准备的两杯酒仍然放在桌子上，不曾动过。就在两三个小时前，他们还用同一个茶杯共饮过一杯茶。

当他把门关在了身后时，苔丝跳了起来。他已经走了，她也待不住了。她熄掉蜡烛，跟了出去。雨已停息，夜色现在也晴朗了。

克莱尔漫无目的地缓缓走着，他的身影漆黑吓人。她只是跟在他后面走。路面上积了水，可以看到星星在里面反射的光芒。从房子出来的这条路通向田野。她就像一条跟着主人的家犬一般跟随着克莱尔。

终于，苔丝忍不住跟他说话了。

“我做了什么啊？没有任何事情妨碍我对你的爱。你不会以为我以前是有意那样做的吧，安吉尔，是不是？我不会那样欺骗你的！”

“嗯，好啦。是的，也许你不会，但你不一样了。是的，不一样了。但是，不要逼我责怪你。”

她继续乞求他的宽恕。也许当时她保持沉默比说这些话还好些。

“安吉尔！安吉尔！出那件事的时候，我还是个孩子！我对男人的事儿一点都不懂呀！”

“主要是他的罪过，这我承认。”

“那么，难道你还不宽恕我吗？”

“我是宽恕你了，但是宽恕并不等于一切。”

“那你还爱我吗？”

他没有回答这个问题。

“哦，安吉尔——我母亲说她知道好几件这样的事情，她们的情况比我的更糟，但做丈夫的并不是非常介意……是的，他们至少可以接受它。而那些事例中，女人爱她的丈夫并没有像我爱你这么深！”

“别，苔丝，别争辩了。那些只不过是乡下人的方法。做事情总有一个合乎体统的方法。我认为那个发现了你姓德伯的人应该什么都别说。你柔弱，你无力拒绝那个男人，也许是因为你的古老高贵的血统已经变得稀少，因为你的家族已不再体面堂皇。我原以为你是大自然的孩子，但是你却带有那个古老家族里最坏的东西！”

苔丝接受了他这一番谴责之辞，没有去理解它的细节。他已不像过去那样爱她了，别的一切都无关紧要。

他们继续无言地走着。带着悲哀忧虑的神情，一言不发地，他们就这样一前一后地慢慢走了几个小时，就像一支送葬的队伍。

苔丝对她的丈夫说：

“我不愿让你的一生都这么痛苦。那儿就有一条河，我可以在那里结束我的生命。我不害怕。”

“不要再说这样的话了。我怎么说你就怎么做，现在回到房子里去，上床睡觉。”

“我会的。”她顺从地说道。

返回房子时，她发现一切都同他们离开时一样，炉火还在燃烧着。她径直到了卧室。床上方挂着一束桑寄生藤枝。现在她明白了为什么安吉尔随身带了一个奇怪的包裹。他是要给她一个惊喜。他高高兴兴地把它挂在了那儿，可是现在它看起来又傻气又不合时宜。

因为她已经没有什么可以惧怕，也没有什么可以期待的了，她躺了下来。过了一会儿，寂寞的苔丝睡着了，在那间曾被她的祖先们的年轻妻子使用过的卧室里睡着了。

那晚夜深时，克莱尔也回到了屋里。他在楼下准备了一张床，但他光着脚，蹑手蹑脚地走到楼上看看苔丝是否睡着了。看到她已熟睡，他放宽了心。但是他感到，他一个人要全部承担该采取什么行动的焦虑，并且对她和他自己的生活负责了。他转身离开她的房门，又被他对她的爱给拉了回来。但是，他冷不防看到了墙上一幅苔丝祖先的画像，一个自负凶恶的女人，看起来就像是她憎恨并要欺骗所有的男人。他感到她和苔丝有相像之处。这就足以让他止步了，他到楼下自己那张孤独的床上去了。

他看起来沉静又冷峻，充满了自制力。他的神情显示出他经历了一场与情欲的战斗，而且他赢了，但他却不喜欢成为这样一个胜者。他依然觉得他难以接受这个事实：苔丝，一个纯洁的乡村少女，竟不是她看起来的这样。生活有时是多么出乎意料啊！他熄灭了蜡烛。夜在漫不经心、漠然地一点点降临，就是这夜吞没了他的幸福和快乐。


Chapter 15

When Clare woke up the next morning, the sky was grey and the sun was not shining. The fireplace in the room was full of cold ashes. The two full glasses of wine still stood untouched on the table.

When the cleaning woman came, he sent her away, not wanting a third person in the house. He found wood to make a fire, and prepared breakfast. People passing the farmhouse saw the smoke rising from the chimney, and envied the newly-married couple in their happiness.

'Breakfast is ready!' he called upstairs in a normal voice.

Tess came down immediately. She was already dressed, but her hands and face were cold. She had no fire in her bedroom, where she had been sitting waiting for his call, and staring at the dying mistletoe. Clare's polite words gave her a moment of hope, which died, however, when she saw his face.

They were both, in fact, the ashes of their former fires. After last night's passionate sorrow, they both felt heavy and lacking in energy.

Tess went up to Angel, touching him lightly with her fingers. Was this really the man who once loved her? Her eyes were bright, her cheeks still round, but her lips were pale. She looked absolutely pure. Angel looked at her in wonder.

'Tess! Say it isn't true! It can't be true!'

'It is true.'

'Every word?'

'Every word.'

He would almost have preferred her to lie, so that he could believe her blindly, but she repeated, 'It is true.'

'Is he living?' asked Angel.

'The baby died.'

'But the man?'

'He is alive.'

'Is he in England?'

'Yes.'

Despair passed over Clare's face. He moved vaguely around the room.

'Look,' he said, 'I thought—any man would have thought—that if I didn't look for knowledge, good family, and wealth in a wife, if I sacrificed all that, I would be sure of finding a country girl who was at least pure... but... but I should not accuse you.'

Tess understood his feelings perfectly. She saw that he had lost in every way.

'Angel—I would not have married you if I had not known that, after all, there is a way out for you... only I hoped you would never...' She was close to tears.

'A way out?'

'You can divorce me.'

'Good heavens! How can you be so stupid? How can I divorce you?'

'Can't you, now I have told you everything?'

'Oh Tess, you are so childish! You don't understand the law. No, I can't.'

There was shame and misery in Tess's face.

'I thought you could,' she whispered. 'Don't think I planned this! I really believed you could take that way out. Oh, then I ought to have done it last night. But I didn't have the courage. That's just like me!'

'The courage to do what?' he asked.

'To put an end to myself.'

'Where?'

'In the bedroom, under your mistletoe. With the rope from my box. But I couldn't in the end! I was afraid that people would talk and you would suffer from that.'

Clare was shaken by this unexpected confession.

'Now, listen. You must never think of such a wicked thing again. Promise me as your husband never to do anything like that.'

'I promise. I see it was wicked. But, Angel, it was to set you free, and to avoid a divorce, which everyone would talk about. But dying by my own hand is too good for me. You, my husband, should kill me. I think I would love you more, if that were possible, if you could bring yourself to do it. I am so much in your way!'

'Quiet! Don't talk about it.'

'Well, just as you wish. I will do whatever you like.'

They sat down to breakfast, tired and sad. They did not look at each other and they did not eat much. Angel left soon afterwards to start his studies at the flour-mill nearby. Tess cleared the ashes from the fireplace, cleaned the house and prepared the lunch, waiting for his return. At lunch they talked politely of work at the flour-mill and methods of milling. In the afternoon he went back to the mill, and in the evening he studied his books and papers. Tess felt she was in his way and went to the kitchen. He came to find her there.

'Don't work in the kitchen like this,' he said. 'You're not my servant, you're my wife.'

She looked happier. 'You mean, I can think of myself as that?' She asked, trembling.

'What do you mean, Tess? You are my wife, of course.'

'I don't know,' she said, with tears in her eyes. 'I told you long ago I wasn't good enough for you. And I'm not good enough! I was right! But you persuaded me!'

She turned her back on him, sobbing as if her heart would break. It would have won round any man but Angel Clare. Deep in him lay a hard Logic, which had resisted the Church, and now resisted Tess. She accepted his treatment of her as being what she deserved. She would never have thought of criticizing his hardness. To her he was still perfection.

Another day passed by in the same way. Only once did Tess try to get closer to her husband. As he was leaving for the flour-mill, she put up her mouth to be kissed. He ignored the invitation, and said goodbye coldly. She felt as if he had hit her. How often had he wanted to kiss her in those happy days at Talbothays!

But on his way to the mill Angel regretted his coldness. He wished he had been kinder to her and kissed her once at least.

So they lived through another day—together in the same house, but more separately than ever before. Clare was desperately wondering what to do. Tess no longer even hoped for forgiveness. That evening she said bravely:

'I suppose you aren't going to live with me long, are you, Angel?' She found it difficult to control the muscles of her face.

'No. How can we live together as man and wife while that man lives? He is your natural husband, I'm not. If he were dead, that might be different. Anyway, have you thought of the future? Have you thought we might have children? They would find out about this. Everybody would talk about it. Can you imagine them growing up under a cloud like that? They would hate you for it.'

Tess's head was bent. Her eyes felt so heavy they were almost closed. 'No, I can't ask you to stay with me,' she whispered. 'I hadn't thought of it like that.'

She had hoped, as women do, that living together for a time would break down his coldness. Being near him every day was her only hope of winning him back. But she had never imagined she might have children who would reject her. She now remembered how she had criticized her mother for bringing babies into the world without being able to look after them. She realized that she might have made the same mistake as Joan Durbeyfield. She completely accepted Angel's argument.

She could have argued that if they went as planned to farm in another country, nobody would know about her past. But perhaps she was right not to argue. A woman knows not only her own sorrow but also her husband's. He might keep the bitterness alive in his heart, even if nobody knew or talked about it at all. She had lost.

On the third day she said, 'I accept what you say. We must separate.'

'But what can you do?'

'I can go home.'

Clare had not thought of that. 'Can you really?'

'Yes. If I am with you all the time, I may persuade you to stay, against your better judgement. Then you and I would both be sorry. I must go.'

'Right,' said Angel. His face was pale but his voice was determined.

Tess was slightly shocked. He had agreed so quickly to her generous offer!

'I didn't like to suggest it,' he said, 'but as you have, I think it's a good idea to part—at least for a while. God knows, we may come together again one day!'

So they both prepared to leave the following day. That night Tess was woken by a noise in the house. At first she thought Angel was coming to her bedroom, and her heart beat wildly with joy. But then she saw his eyes staring emptily ahead of him, and knew he was walking in his sleep. He came to the middle of her room and said very sadly, 'Dead! Dead! Dead! Poor darling Tess! So sweet, so good, so pure! My wife, dead!'

These words, which he would never say when awake, were very sweet to Tess. She would not have moved to save her life. She lay in absolute stillness, trying not to breathe, wondering what he was going to do with her. Her trust in him was complete.

He picked her up and carried her to the stairs. Was he going to throw her down? She knew he was leaving her the next day, perhaps for ever. She almost hoped they would fall and die together.

He continued downstairs, taking her out of the house towards the river. She had given herself totally up to him, and did not care what happened to her as long as she was with him. They arrived at a place where the river was fast and deep, and Angel started to cross it on the narrow footbridge, still holding Tess. Perhaps he wanted to drown her. Even that would be better than separation.

As they crossed, the water rushed fiercely below them. If Tess had moved in his arms, they would both have fallen into the dangerous water. But she had no right to take his life, although her own was worthless, so she stayed still.

Angel walked purposefully towards a ruined church near the river. Against the old wall was an empty stone tomb. In this he carefully laid Tess, and kissing her lips, sighed deeply and happily. He immediately lay down on the ground next to the tomb, and looked fast asleep.

Tess stepped out of the tomb and managed to persuade Angel to walk back to the house, without waking him. It was very cold outside, and both had only night clothes on. She helped him to his sofa bed in the living room, and he still did not wake up.

Next morning he seemed to remember nothing of the night's experiences, and Tess did not refer to his sleepwalking. They finished packing and left the farmhouse, where they had hoped to be so happy. After driving some distance Angel stopped the carriage to get down and continue on foot. Tess was going further on in the carriage. He spoke seriously to her as they separated.

'Now remember,' he said, 'I am not angry with you, but I cannot bear to live with you at the moment. I will try to accept it. But until I come to you, you should not try to come to me.'

The punishment seemed a heavy one to Tess. Had she really deserved this?

'May I write to you?'

'Oh yes, if you are ill or need anything. You probably won't, so I might be the first to write.'

'I agree to the conditions, Angel, because you know best. Only don't make it too much for me to bear!'

That was all she said. If she had sobbed or fainted or begged him, he would probably have given way. But she made it easy for him. He gave her some money and they said goodbye. He stood on the road watching the carriage continue up the hill, secretly hoping that Tess would look back. But she was lying half dead with misery inside. He turned to walk on alone, not realizing that he still loved her.



grey adj. between black and white, coloured like ashes, or the sky on a dull, cloudy day. 灰色的。

ash n. powder that remains after sth has burnt. 灰烬。

envy v. feel disappointed at another's better fortune. 妒忌。

despair n. the state of having lost all hope. 绝望。

divorce v. put an end to a marriage by law. 使离婚。

wealth n. (possession of a) great amount of property, money, etc. 财富。

childish adj. of, behaving like, suitable for, a child; not suited to an adult. 幼稚的。

rope n. (piece or length of) thick strong cord or wire cable made by twisting finer cords or wires together. （一根或一段）坚牢的粗绳。

suffer v. feel or have pain, loss, etc. 受苦。

flour n. fine meal, powder, made from grain, used for making bread, cakes, pastry, etc. 面粉。

mill n. machinery or apparatus for grinding grain into flour. 磨粉机；磨坊。

kitchen n. room in which meals are cooked or prepared, and for other forms of housework. 厨房。

logic n. science, method, of reasoning. 逻辑。

separately adv. in a divided manner. 分开地；各别地。

control v. have authority, power over. 控制；支配。

muscle n. elastic substance in an animal body that can be tightened or loosened to produce movement. （一束）肌肉。

determine v. decide; fix precisely. 决定。

pale adj. (of a person's face) having little colour; bloodless. 苍白的。

judgement n. process of judging. 判断。

empty adj. having nothing inside. 空的。

awake adj. roused from sleep. 醒着的。

footbridge n. bridge for the use of persons on foot, not vehicles. 人行桥。

ruin v. cause serious damage of. 使毁坏。

tomb n. place dug in the ground, cut out of rock, etc, for a dead body, especially one with a monument over it. 墓。

deserve v. be entitled to (because of actions, conduct, qualities). 应该得到。

beg v. ask earnestly, or with deep feeling. 恳求。


第十五章

第二天早晨克莱尔睡醒时，天空灰蒙蒙的，没有阳光照耀。房间的壁炉里堆满了冰冷的柴灰。两杯满满的酒仍旧摆在桌子上，不曾被动过。
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当那个女清洁工到来时，他把她打发走了，他不想房子里有第三个人。他找了些木头，生起了火，开始做早饭。路过这农舍的人看到烟囱里升起炊烟，都羡慕这对幸福的新婚夫妇。

“早饭准备好了！”他用一种平常的声音冲着楼上喊道。

苔丝马上就下来了。她已经穿好了衣服，但手和脸都冰凉冰凉的。她的卧室里没有生火，她就在那儿一直坐着，盯着那束快要枯死的藤枝，等着他叫她。克莱尔彬彬有礼的言谈让她产生了一瞬间的希望，但是，当她看到他的面孔时，这希望消逝了。

实际上，他们俩都是他们从前火焰的灰烬。在经历了昨夜的极度悲痛之后，他们俩都很沉重，而且疲惫不堪。

苔丝走到安吉尔身边，用手指轻轻地碰碰他。这真的就是那个曾经爱过她的男人吗？她的眼睛晶莹明亮，两颊依然丰满圆润，只是她的双唇没有血色。她看起来纯洁得不容置疑。安吉尔惊诧地注视着她。

“苔丝！说吧，那不是真的！那不可能是真的！”

“是真的。”

“句句是真？”

“句句是真。”

他几乎宁愿她撒个谎，这样他就可以睁只眼闭只眼地相信她，但是她重复道：“是真的。”

“他还活着吗？”安吉尔问道。

“孩子死了。”

“可那个人呢？”

“他还活着”。

“他在英国吗？”

“是的。”

一种绝望的神情掠过克莱尔的脸，他茫然地在房间里踱来踱去。

“你瞧，”他说，“我原以为——任何男人都会这么以为的——如果在一个妻子身上，我不寻求学识、好的出身和财富的话，如果我牺牲这一切的话，那么我确信我会找到一个至少是纯洁的乡下姑娘……但是……但是，我不应该谴责你。”

苔丝了解他的感情，知道他已经完全不知所措了。

“安吉尔，假如当时我没有意识到这事对你来说至少还有一条出路的话，我是不会和你结婚的……只是我曾希望你将永远不会……”她说着就要哭了。

“一条出路？”

“你可以和我离婚。”

“天哪！你怎么会这么傻呢？我怎么能同你离婚呢？”

“你难道不能吗，既然我已经把一切都告诉你了？”

“哦，苔丝，你太幼稚了！你不懂法律。不，我不能离婚。”

苔丝的脸上露出了羞愧、痛苦的神情。

“我原以为你能这么做的，”她轻声说，“不要认为我是算计好的！我真的以为你可以用这种方式解脱的。哦，那昨晚我真应该那么做，可是我没有胆量。我这个人就是这样！”

“有胆量去做什么？”他问。

“结束我自己的生命。”

“在哪儿？”

“在卧室里，在你的桑藤下。用我箱子上解下的绳子。但是最终我没做成！我怕人们会议论，你会因此蒙受痛苦。”

克莱尔被这出乎意料的供认惊得发颤。

“现在，听着。你必须永远不再想那样邪恶的事情。向我，向你的丈夫保证你永远不会做出那种事情。”

“我保证。我明白这是邪恶的。但是，安吉尔，这是让你获得自由的办法。这样就可以避免一次让人人都议论的离婚。但是，死在我自己手里对我太宽容了。你，我的丈夫，应该杀了我。如果有这种可能，如果你让你自己这么做的话，我想我会更爱你的。我给你带来了这么多的麻烦！”

“别说了！别再说这个了。”

“好，照你的意思做，无论你想要我做什么，我都会照办的。”

他们坐下来吃早饭，又疲惫又伤心。谁也没看对方一眼，草草地吃了一点儿。安吉尔吃完后很快就离开了，到附近的面粉厂，开始学习技术。苔丝清扫了壁炉里的灰烬，打扫了房子，准备午饭，等着他回来。吃午饭时他们客气地谈了谈面粉厂的工作情况以及加工面粉的方法。下午，他又到面粉厂去了，晚上就看他的书和报纸。苔丝觉得自己妨碍他了，就到厨房去了。他到那儿找到了她。

“不要在厨房里这样干活。”他说道，“你不是我的佣人，你是我的妻子。”

她看起来高兴了些。“你的意思是，我可以这样看待自己？”

“苔丝，你这是什么意思？当然了，你是我的妻子。”

“我不知道。”她说道，眼里噙着泪水。“我很早以前就给你讲过，我不够好，配不上你。现在我也不够好！我是对的！但是你说服了我！”

她转过身去背对着他，心痛欲碎般地啜泣着。这本来会使任何一个男人软下心来，但是安吉尔·克莱尔却无动于衷。在他内心深处，存在着一种坚硬的理性，这种理性让他抵触过教会，现在又来抵触苔丝了。她接受了他对她的态度，把它看作理所当然的。在她眼里，他依然完美。

同样的生活又过去了一天。苔丝只尝试过一次去接近她的丈夫。他要离开到面粉厂去的时候，她凑上她的唇，等他吻她。他对她的主动表示不加理睬，只是冷冷地说了声再见。当时她的感觉就像挨了他的打。在塔尔勃塞那些快乐的日子里，他是多么经常地想要吻她啊！

但是在往面粉厂去的路上，安吉乐对自己的冷酷无情感到后悔。他真希望自己刚才能对她好一些，至少吻她一下。

于是，他们又捱过去了一天——一起生活在同一幢屋里，可是彼此间的距离却比以往任何时候都大。克莱尔拼命地考虑该怎么办。苔丝对得到宽恕甚至都不再抱希望了。那天晚上，她勇敢地说道：

“我猜想你不打算同我长久地一起生活，是吗，安吉尔？”她发现想控制面部的肌肉真是困难。

“是的。那个人还活着，我们怎么能像夫妇那样一起生活呢？他是你实质上的丈夫，而我却不是。如果他已经死了，情况也许会不同。不过，你考虑过将来没有？考虑过我们也许会有孩子吗？他们会知道这件事，人人都会议论它。你能想象他们在那样的阴影中成长吗？他们会因此而恨你的。”

苔丝的头垂下去了。她的眼睛感到沉重得几乎要闭上了。“不，我不能要求你和我在一起，”她轻声说道，“我还从没考虑过那些事情。”

她本来希望，像所有女人们会做的那样，一起生活一段时间会消除他的冷漠。她赢回他的心的唯一希望便是每天都伴在他身旁。但她从来都没想过她也许会有孩子，而他们会排斥她。她现在想起来她怎样地责怪过她母亲，说她无力照管孩子，却把他们带到这个世界来了。她意识到，她也许会和琼·德北犯同样的错误。她完全接受了安吉尔的论点。

她原可以争辩说，他们可以按照原计划到另一个国家的农场去，在那儿，没有人会知道她的过去。但是她没有争辩，也许这是对的。一个女人不但了解自己的痛苦，而且了解她丈夫的痛苦。即使根本没有人知道或提起这件事，他也许还是会让这份苦楚存在他心里。她已经输了。

到了第三天，她说：“我接受你讲的道理。我们必须分开。”

“但是你怎么办呢？”

“我可以回娘家。”

克莱尔不曾想到过这事。“你真的行吗？”

“是的，如果我和你朝夕相处的话，我也许会说服你留下来，这有悖你更为合理的判断，然后我们俩都会后悔的。我必须走。”

“你说得对，”安吉尔说。他的脸很苍白，但他的语气很坚决。

苔丝微微有些震惊。对她慷慨大方的提议，他竟同意得这么快！

“我并不想提出这个建议，”他说，“但是你既然提出了，我认为分开是个好办法——至少分开一段时间。上帝知道，也许有朝一日，我们又会走到一起的！”

于是两个人都准备第二天离开。当晚，苔丝被房子里发出的声响惊醒了。起先，她以为是安吉尔到她卧室来了，她的心欢喜得一阵狂跳。但是，随后她看清了他的眼睛正茫然空洞地直视着前方，知道他这是在梦游。他来到她房间当中，悲戚地说道：“死了！死了！死了！可怜的，亲爱的苔丝！你是多么温柔，多么可爱，多么纯洁呀！我的妻子，死了！”

这些他醒着的时候永远不会说的话，在苔丝听来，是那么地甜蜜。她不愿为拯救自己而躲避。她一动也不动地躺着，尽力不呼吸。她急切地想知道他会对她做些什么。她对他的信任是完完全全的。

他把她抱起来，托着她朝楼梯走去。他要把她摔下去吗？她知道他明天就要离开她了，也许是永远地离开了。她几乎希望他们一起跌下楼，一起死去。

他继续下楼，又把她抱出了房子，朝那条河走去。她把自己整个儿托付给他了，只要能和他在一起，她不在乎她会出什么事。他们到了一个河水又急又深的地方，安吉尔还是抱着苔丝，开始穿越那条狭窄的人行桥。也许他想淹死她。但即使是那样，也比分离好啊。

在他们过桥的时候，下面的河水在凶猛湍急地奔流。如果苔丝在他怀里动一动，他们就会双双落入这凶多吉少的河流中。尽管她自己的生命无足轻重，但是她没有权力带走他的生命，因此，她静静地躺着。

安吉尔下意识地走到了河流附近的一座残破的教堂。靠着那座旧墙，有一个空石墓。他把苔丝小心翼翼地放到了里面，吻着她的唇，深深地、愉快地叹息着。然后，他就躺倒在坟墓旁边的地面上。看起来他已经熟睡了。

苔丝从坟墓中走了出来，设法诱导安吉尔和她走回家去，又不惊醒他。外面很冷，而他们俩都只穿着睡衣。她扶他上了起居室里他那张沙发床，而他仍然没有醒过来。

第二天早晨，他像是一点儿也记不起来夜里的经历了，而苔丝也没有提起他梦游的事。他们收拾好了行李，就离开了农舍——他们原来希望在那儿度过一段幸福时光的。驾车前行了一段路后，安吉尔停住马车，下来继续步行。苔丝还要坐着马车往前走。在他们告别的时候，他神情严肃地对她说了些话。

“嗯，记住，”他说，“我不怨恨你，可是，这个时候，我无法忍受和你生活在一起。我将会尽力去接受它。但是，在我回到你身边之前，你最好不要来找我。”

这种惩罚对苔丝像是很严酷。她真的是罪有应得吗？

“我可以给你写信吗？”

“哦，可以，如果你生了病或有什么需要的话。可能你不会有这种事，所以也许是我先给你写。”

“我同意这些条件，安吉尔，因为你最懂得该怎么办。只是不要做得让我无法承受！”

那就是她全部的话。如果当时她哭了、晕倒了或是向他求情，他都可能会屈服让步的。但是她让他轻轻松松地过了这一关。他给了她一笔钱，然后他们就互相道别了。他站在路上，看着马车继续朝山头驶去，默默地希望苔丝能回头看一眼。但是怀着极大痛苦的苔丝此时已近乎昏厥。他转身独自朝前走了，并不知道自己依然是爱她的。


Chapter 16

As the carriage drove on through Blackmoor Vale, Tess now began to awake from her sorrow and wonder how she could face her parents. She left the carriage and came into Marlott on foot. When she entered the little cottage, her mother was doing the washing as usual.

'Why Tess!' she cried when she saw her daughter. 'I thought you were married! Really married this time!'

'Yes, mother, I am.'

'Then where's your husband?'

'Gone away for a time.'

'Gone away! When were you married then? Tuesday, as you said?'

'Yes, mother.'

'Married on Tuesday and today it's only Saturday, and he's gone away! What strange husbands you seem to find, Tess!'

'Mother!' Tess ran across to Joan and put her head on Joan's shoulder. 'You told me I mustn't tell him. But I did—I couldn't help it—and he went away!'

'Oh you fool, you little fool!' cried her mother.

'I know, I know,' sobbed Tess. 'But he was so good! I couldn't lie to him. And if only you knew how much I loved him and how much I wanted to marry him!'

'Well, it's too late now,' said Mrs Durbeyfield. 'Whatever will your father say? He was very proud of your marriage. He's been telling them at the public house that you'll help his noble family become great again. Oh, there he is now!'

Tess ran upstairs, but through the thin walls she could hear the whole story being told to Sir John.

'People will laugh at me in the village!' he said. 'Do you think he really did marry her, Joan? Or is it like the first?'

Tess could listen no more. Even her own family did not believe her. She could not stay. She gave her mother half the money which Clare had given her, and told her family she was going to join him. And so she left Marlott again, looking for work.

Angel Clare also returned home. He had spent three weeks since his wedding trying to remain calm and continue his studies, but with the disturbing picture of Tess always in his mind. He was beginning to wonder if he had treated her unfairly. She had been so much a part of his plans for the future that he was now thinking of countries where they could farm together. The idea of Brazil attracted him. The countryside, people and habits would be so different. Perhaps they could make a new life there together. So he went back to Emminster to tell his parents his new plan.

'But where's your wife, dear Angel?' cried his mother when he arrived.

'She's at her mother's for the moment. I've come home in rather a hurry, because I've decided to go to Brazil.'

'Brazil! But they're all Roman Catholics there!'

'Are they? I hadn't thought of that.'

But Mr and Mrs Clare were even more interested in their son's marriage than in Brazil's religion.

'Angel, we do want to meet your wife. We are not in the least angry about this rather hurried wedding, so why haven't you brought her? It seems strange.'

Angel explained that she would be staying at her mother's while he went to Brazil alone to see if the country was suitable. He planned to bring her to meet his parents before he went there a second time, with her. But his mother was disappointed at not seeing Tess. She watched her son as he ate, and asked questions.

'Is she very pretty?'

'She certainly is!'

'And a maiden of course?'

'Of course.'

'I imagine you were her first love?'

'Exactly.'

His father asked no questions, but when the moment for evening prayers arrived, he chose a passage from the Bible.

'This passage is very suitable, as you are here, Angel. It is in praise of a pure wife.'

'We shall all think of her as your father reads it,' added his mother. As they listened to the ancient, beautiful words, Angel felt like crying.

His mother said, 'You see, Angel, the perfect woman, the Bible tells us, is a working woman, not a fine lady, a girl just like your wife. A girl who uses her hands and heart and head for others. I wish I could have met her, Angel. As she is pure, she is fine enough for me.'

Clare's eyes were full of tears. He quickly said goodnight and went to his room. His mother followed and stood at his door looking anxiously at him.

'Angel, why are you going away so soon? Have you quarrelled with your wife in these three weeks? Angel, is she... is she a woman with a past?' The mother's instinct had found the cause of her son's worries.

'She is totally pure!' he replied, and felt that he had to tell that lie, even if he went to hell there and then for it.

'Then never mind the rest. There are few better things in nature than a pure country girl.'

Clare felt furious with Tess, because she had forced him to deceive his parents. Then he remembered her sweet voice, and the touch of her fingers on his face, and her warm breath on his lips. But this well-meaning young man, despite his advanced ideas, was still limited in his thinking. He could not see that Tess was in character as pure as the pure wife in the Bible.

The next day Clare left Emminster and began to prepare for his journey to Brazil. One day, returning from doing some business with a farmer, he happened to meet one of the dairymaids from Talbothays, Izz Huett. He knew her secret: she was an honest girl who loved him and who might have made as good a farmer's wife as Tess. He learnt from Izz that, of the other dairymaids, Retty had become ill, and Marian had started drinking. And Izz herself?

'Suppose I had asked you to marry me, Izz?' he asked.

'I would have said "yes", and you would have had a woman who loved you!'

A wild anger took hold of Clare. Society and its rules had trapped him in a corner. Why shouldn't he take his revenge on society?

'I'm going to Brazil, Izz, without Tess. We have separated for personal reasons. I may never be able to love you, but will you come with me?'

'Yes, I will,' said Izz after a pause.

'You know it's wrong in the eyes of the world, don't you? Do you love me very much? More than Tess?'

'I do, yes, oh, I do love you, but not more than Tess. Nobody could! She would have laid down her life for you.'

Clare was silent. A sob rose inside him. He heard Izz's words again and again in his head: She would have laid down her life for you.

'I'm sorry, Izz,' he said suddenly. 'Please forget what I said just now! I must be mad!'

'Oh please take me! Oh, I shouldn't have been so honest!' sobbed Izz.

'Izz, by your honesty you have saved me from doing something wicked. Thank you for that. And please forgive me!'

And so Angel said goodbye to the miserable girl. But he did not turn towards Tess's village. He continued with his plan, and five days later left the country for Brazil.

And so the months passed. Tess found occasional dairy work for the spring and summer. She sent all Angel's money to her family, who as usual had many expenses and hardly any income. She was too proud to ask Angel's family for more money. That winter she went to work at another farm, where Marian was working. Here the earth was poor, and the work was difficult. But Tess did not mind the hard work in the fields. As she and Marian dug out the vegetables in the pouring rain, they talked of Talbothays and of the sunny green fields and of Angel Clare. Tess did not tell Marian everything, so Marian could not understand why the couple were apart.

They wrote to Izz, asking her to join them if she had no other work. It was the coldest winter for years, but Tess and Marian had to go on working in the snow. Tess realized that the farmer was the same Trantridge man who had recognized her in the market town, and had been knocked down by Angel. He made her work twice as hard as the others.

When Izz came, Tess saw her whispering to Marian. Tess had a feeling it was important. 'Is it about my husband?' she asked Marian later.

'Well yes, Izz said I shouldn't tell. But he asked her to run away to Brazil with him!'

Tess's face went as white as the snow on the ground.

'What happened?'

'He changed his mind. But he was going to take her!'

Tess burst out crying. 'I must write to him! It's my fault! I shouldn't have left it to him! He said I could write to him! I've been neglecting him!'

But in the evening, in her room, she could not finish her letter to him. She looked at her wedding ring, which she wore round her neck in the day, and kept on her finger all night. What kind of husband would ask Izz to go to Brazil with him so soon after parting from his wife?

But this new information made her think again of visiting Angel's family in Emminster. She wanted to know why he had not written to her. She could meet his parents, who would surely be kind to her in her loneliness. So she decided to walk there from the farm at Flintcomb-Ash on a Sunday, her only free day. It was fifteen miles each way. She dressed in her best, encouraged by Marian and Izz, who sent her on her way at four o'clock in the morning. The girls sincerely loved Tess and wished for her happiness. It was a year since her wedding, and on that bright cold morning her unspoken hope was to win over her husband's family and so persuade him back to her.

Although she started cheerfully, she began to lose her courage as she approached Emminster. The church looked forbidding. Perhaps the rather strict parson would not approve of her travelling so far on a Sunday. But she had to go on. She took off her thick walking boots and hid them behind a tree, changing into her pretty shoes. She would collect the boots on the way out of town.

She took a deep breath and rang the bell at the parson's house. Nobody answered. She tried again. Silence. It was almost with relief that she turned and walked away. Then she suddenly remembered that they must all be at church. So she waited in a quiet part of the street until people began to stream out of church. She immediately recognized Angel's brothers and even overheard some of their conversation.

'Poor Angel!' one of them said. 'There's that nice girl, Mercy Chant. Why on earth didn't he marry her instead of rushing into marriage with a dairymaid?'

'It's certainly very strange. But his ideas have always been most odd.'

They joined Mercy Chant as she came out of church, and walked together along the road Tess had walked into Emminster.

'Look, here's a pair of old boots,' said one of the brothers, noticing Tess's boots behind the tree.

'Excellent walking boots, I see,' said Miss Chant. 'How wicked to throw them away! Give them to me. I'll find a poor person who would like them.'

Tess walked quickly past them, tears running down her face. She continued walking as fast as she could away from Emminster. How unlucky that she had met the sons and not the father! Angel's parents would have taken poor lonely Tess to their hearts immediately, as they did every other lost soul, without thought of family or education or wealth.

She grew more and more tired and depressed as she walked the fifteen miles back to Flintcomb-Ash, where only hard work awaited her. But on the way she noticed a crowd listening to a preacher and she stopped for a while to join them. The preacher was describing with enthusiasm how he had been wicked for years and how a certain parson had pointed it out to him: this had gradually turned him from wickedness. But Tess was more shocked by the voice than the words. She moved round behind the crowd to look at his face. As the afternoon sun shone full on him, she recognized Alec d'Urberville.



usual adj. such as commonly happens; customary. 通常的；平素的。

strange adj. not previously known, seen, felt or heard of; (for this reason) surprising. 前所未见的；奇怪的。

habit n. sb's settled practice, especially sth that cannot easily be given up. 习惯。

Roman adj. of Rome, especially ancient Rome. 罗马的。

Catholic n. (member) of the church that has the Pope as its chief bishop. 天主教徒。

pretty adj. pleasing and attractive without being beautiful or magnificent. 可爱的。

passage n. short extract from a speech or piece of writing, quoted or considered separately. 一段；一节。

Bible n. sacred writing of the Jews and the Christian church. 《圣经》。

instinct n. natural tendency to behave in a certain way without reasoning or training. 本能。

furious adj. violent; uncontrolled. 狂怒的。

deceive v. cause (sb) to believe sth that is false. 欺骗。

revenge n. deliberate infliction of injury upon the person(s) from whom injury has been received. 报复。

dairy n. building where milk is kept and milk products are made. 牛奶场。

expense n. spending of money. 花费。

income n. money received during a given period. 收入。

pour v. (of rain) come down heavily.（雨）倾注。

neglect v. pay no attention to; give no or not enough care to. 疏忽；忽略。

husband n. man to whom a woman is married. 丈夫。

forbid v. order (sb) not to do sth. 禁止。

sincerely adv. in a genuine manner. 真诚地。

neck n. part of the body that connects the head and the shoulders. 脖子。

quiet adj. with little or no movement or sound. 宁静的。

overhear v. hear what one is not intended to hear. 无意中听到。

odd adj. strange. 古怪的。

excellent adj. very good. 极好的。

crowd n. large number of people together, but without order or organization. 人群。


第十六章

当马车穿越黑荒野山谷继续行驶时，苔丝渐渐从悲痛中醒转过来，开始思考该怎样面对她的父母。她下了马车，步行进入马勒特村。当她走进那间小农舍时，她母亲一如往常地在洗着衣服。
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“苔丝，为什么？”她看到她女儿，不由得叫了起来，“我以为你结婚了！这次是真的结婚了吧！”

“是的，妈妈，结婚了。”

“那么，你的丈夫呢？”

“要离开一段时间。”

“离开！那么，你们是什么时候结婚的？如你说的，星期二？”

“是的，妈妈。”

“星期二结婚，今天才不过是星期六，他就已经走了。看来你是找了一个非常奇怪的丈夫啊，苔丝！”

“妈！”苔丝朝琼奔去，把她的头伏在琼的肩上，“你嘱咐我不要告诉他，但是我说了——我忍不住——然后他走了！”

“哦，你这个傻瓜，你这个小傻瓜！”她母亲喊道。

“我知道，我知道，”苔丝哭诉着，“可是他原来是那么好的人！我不能对他撒谎。如果你知道我是多么地爱他，多么地想嫁给他，你就会明白了！”

“唉，现在已经太迟了，”德北夫人说道，“真不知道你父亲会怎么说？他对你的婚姻非常自豪。他在酒店里跟他们说，你会帮忙把他的高贵家族重新振兴起来。哦，他来啦！”

苔丝跑到楼上去了。但是透过薄薄的墙壁，她听到了向约翰爵士叙述的整个事件。

“村里人会笑话我的！”他说，“你认为他真地跟她结婚了吗，琼？还是就像头一次那样？”

苔丝再也听不下去了，甚至她的家人都不信任她。她无法待在这儿了。她把克莱尔留给她的钱分出一半，给了她母亲，并告诉家里人，她打算去和他团聚。于是她又一次离开了马勒特，去找活儿干。

安吉尔·克莱尔也回到了家里。从婚礼之后，他花费了三周的时间试图让自己保持平静并继续学习，但他脑子里总不断地闪现出苔丝的影子，搅得他心神不安。他开始思索自己是不是对她做得太过分了。她曾是他未来生活计划中如此重要的一部分，以至于他现在还在考虑他们可以一起去哪些国家经营农场。巴西对他颇具吸引力。那儿的乡村、那儿的居民和风俗都与此地截然不同，也许他们可以一起在那儿开创新的生活。于是他返回爱敏斯特，告诉他父母他新的打算。

“亲爱的安吉尔，可是，你的妻子呢？”当他到家时，他母亲喊道。

“她这会儿在她娘家，我是相当匆忙地赶回家的，因为我已经决定了要去巴西。”

“巴西！但是那儿都是罗马天主教徒！”

“是吗？我还没想过这个呢。”

但是比起巴西的宗教来，克莱尔先生和克莱尔夫人对他们儿子的婚姻大事更为关切。

“安吉尔，我们真的想见见你的妻子。对你这次草率的婚礼，我们丝毫没有生气。那么，为什么你不把她带来？这显得有点奇怪。”

安吉尔解释说，在他单独赴巴西考察那个国家是否适合期间，她先住在娘家。他安排好了，在下次他和她一起去巴西之前，带她来见他的父母。但他的母亲对于没有见到苔丝非常失望。她看着儿子吃饭，还问了些问题。

“她很漂亮吗？”

“那是毫无疑问的。”

“自然是个少女喽？”

“自然是的。”

“我想你是她的初恋吧？”

“正是。”

他的父亲什么也没问，但是到晚上做祈祷的时刻，他从《圣经》里挑选了一段文章。

“安吉尔，这一段非常适合现在这个场合，这是赞美纯洁的妻子的。”

“当你父亲读这段话时，我们都会想到她。”他母亲加了一句。当他听着这些古老、优美的辞句时，安吉尔简直要哭了。

他的母亲说：“安吉尔，你看，《圣经》告诉我们，完美的女人是一个勤劳的女人，就像你的妻子那样的姑娘，一个用自己的双手、心灵和头脑为别人奉献的姑娘，而不是一位体面的小姐。安吉尔，我真希望我见过她了。我觉得她已经够好了，因为她是个纯洁的姑娘。”

克莱尔的眼眶里满是泪水。他迅速地道了声晚安，就到自己房间去了。他的母亲跟了过去，站在门口忧虑地看着他。

“安吉尔，你为什么这么快就要离去了？这三个星期里，你和你的妻子吵架了吗？安吉尔，她是……她是一个有经历的女人吗？”做母亲的本能发现了儿子忧虑的缘由。

“她是完全纯洁的！”他回答道，他觉得自己一定要撒那个谎，哪怕他要为此在此时此地下地狱。

“那就永远不要在乎别的方面。自然界里很难再有比一个纯洁的乡村姑娘更好的事物了。”

克莱尔对苔丝感到非常愤怒，因为她逼得他欺骗他的父母。随后，他又想起了她温柔甜美的声音，她的手指在他脸上轻轻触摸的感觉，还有她在他唇上温暖柔和的呼吸。但是这个本意善良的年轻人，尽管有先进的思想，在思维上却不免仍有局限。他不能看到，在本质上，苔丝与《圣经》中描述的圣洁的妻子是一样纯洁的。

第二天，克莱尔离开了爱敏斯特，开始为去巴西的行程做准备。一天，在同一位农场主了结了一些事情后，在返回途中，他碰巧遇上了塔尔勃塞的一个挤奶女工，伊茨·休爱特。他知道她心里的秘密，她爱他，是个诚实的姑娘，而且能成为一个和苔丝一样贤惠的农场主妻子。他从伊茨口中得知了一些其他女工的情况。蕾蒂病倒了，玛丽安开始酗酒。伊茨自己怎么样呢？

“伊茨，假设我请求过你嫁给我，会怎么样？”他问。

“我会说‘好吧’，然后你就拥有了一个爱你的女人！”

一种疯狂的愤怒占据了克莱尔的思想。社会和它的法则设下圈套把他逼到了死角，为什么他不向这个社会报复？

“伊茨，我将要去巴西了，苔丝不跟着去。我们因为一些私人的原因分手了。可能我永远也不会爱你，但是，你愿意和我一起去吗？”

“是的，我愿意，”沉默了一会儿，伊茨说道。

“你知道这在世人的眼里是不对的，是不是？你非常非常爱我吗？爱得比苔丝还深？”

“是的，我爱你，哦，我确实很爱你，但是爱得没有苔丝深。没人能这样！她可以为了你舍弃她的生命。”

克莱尔哑然无语，他的心在哭泣。他听到伊茨的话一遍又一遍地在脑子里响起：她可以为了你舍弃她的生命。

“我很抱歉，伊茨，”他突然说道，“请你忘掉我刚才说的话吧！我一定是疯了！”

“哦，带我去吗？喔，我不应该那么老实！”伊茨呜咽着说。

“伊茨，你的诚实挽救了我，使我避免了一件罪恶的事情。我要因此感谢你，也请你原谅我！”

于是安吉尔告别了这个可怜的姑娘。但他并没有转回到苔丝的村子。他继续按他的计划行事，5天之后，他离开这个国家到巴西去了。

就这样好几个月的时间过去了。春夏两季，苔丝就在牛奶场找点临时的活儿干。她把安吉尔留下的钱都寄给了家里，这个家像往常一样总有许多支出，却几乎没有什么收入。她的自尊不允许她向安吉尔的家人伸手要钱。那个冬天她转到另外一个农场干活。玛丽安就在那儿干活儿。这里土地贫瘠，活儿也很辛苦。但是苔丝并不介意在地里干那些繁重的活儿。当她们淋着倾盆大雨在地里挖菜时，她们就讲讲塔尔勃塞，讲讲阳光明媚的绿色牧场，还有安吉尔·克莱尔。苔丝没有把事情的来龙去脉都告诉玛丽安，所以玛丽安无法理解为什么这对夫妇会分开。

她们给伊茨写信，叫她来跟她们一起干，如果她没别的活儿干的话。这是几年来最冷的一个冬天，可是苔丝和玛丽安必须顶着雪花干活儿。苔丝意识到农场主就是那个在集镇上认出她来的纯瑞脊人，曾经被安吉尔击倒在地。他让她干的活儿比其他人的加重了一倍。

当伊茨到来时，苔丝见她跟玛丽安耳语着什么。苔丝感觉这一定是件重要的事。“是有关我丈夫的事吗？”之后，她向玛丽安问道。

“嗯，是的，伊茨说我不应该告诉你。可是，他叫她跟他一起私奔到巴西去！”

苔丝的脸变得像地上的雪一样惨白。

“后来呢？”

“他改变了主意。但是他原来是打算带她去的！”

苔丝放声大哭起来。“我必须给他写信！这是我的过错！我原不该把这事留给他去做的！他说过我可以给他写信！我一直都疏忽他了！”

可是到了晚上，她在房间里给他写信时，又写不下去了。她盯着她的结婚戒指，她在白天把它挂在脖子上，到了晚上就整夜把它戴在手上。与妻子分离后，这么快就叫伊茨和他一起去巴西了，这是什么样的丈夫呢？

但是这个新信息让她重新考虑起到爱敏斯特拜访安吉尔的家人。她想知道为什么他没有给她写信。她可以见见他的父母，在她孤苦伶仃的时候，他们一定会善待她的。于是她决定在一个她唯一空闲的日子，礼拜天，从弗林特石灰谷的农场出发，步行去那儿。单程的路就有15英里。在玛丽安和伊茨的怂恿下，她穿上了最好的衣服。她们在那天清晨4点钟把她送上了路。姑娘们都真挚地爱着她，由衷地希望她幸福。现在距她结婚的日子已有一年了，在那个晴朗寒冷的早晨，她那不曾说出口的愿望就是赢得她丈夫的家人，然后说服他回到她的身边。

虽然她出来时欢欣鼓舞，但是随着渐渐走近爱敏斯特，她却开始心慌了。教堂显得令人生畏。也许那位相当严格的牧师会不赞许她在礼拜日长途跋涉。可是，她只有往前走了。她脱下笨重的靴子，把它们藏到一棵树后面，然后，换上那双精致漂亮的靴子。她想在出镇的路上再把靴子捡回来。

她深深地吸了一口气，按响了牧师家的门铃。没有人答应。她又按了一次。还是没有动静。她几乎是松了一口气，转身离开了。然后她想起来他们一定都在教堂呢。于是她就在街上一个安静的地方等着，直到人们川流不息地从教堂出来了。她马上认出了安吉尔的哥哥们，甚至还远远地听到了他们的谈话。

“可怜的安吉尔！”其中一个说道，“默茜·钱特，那个好姑娘在那儿。到底为什么他不娶她，而是跟一个挤奶工仓促地结了婚？”

“这真是很奇怪。不过，他的想法一直是最古怪的。”

当默茜·钱特从教堂出来时，他们便上前陪同她一起沿着那条苔丝走进爱敏斯特的路走着。

“看，这儿有一双旧靴子，”兄弟中有一人说道，他发现了苔丝放在树后的靴子。

“我觉得，这是很不错的步行靴子。”钱特小姐说道，“这样就扔了，多差劲啊！把它们交给我吧。拿去送给穷人，会有人喜欢的。”

苔丝匆匆地超过了他们，泪水从她脸上潸潸滚下。她继续尽可能快地走着，离开了爱敏斯特。她是多么不走运啊，碰见的偏偏会是两个儿子，而不是父亲。安吉尔的父母会立即打心底里接受孤苦可怜的苔丝，就像他们对每一个迷失的人做的那样，而不会去考虑他的出身、学识或财富。

她返回弗林特石灰谷，在路上走了15英里，变得越来越疲惫沮丧，那儿只有繁重的活儿等着她干。可是在半路上，她注意到有一群人正在听一个传道士说着什么。她停下脚步，也去听了一会儿。这个传道士正热情高涨地讲述他多年来曾是如何地品行不端，而一个牧师又是怎样地给他指出来：这让他渐渐地从邪恶中转变过来。但是他的声音比他的布道更让苔丝震惊。她从人群后绕过去看他的脸，午后的阳光充沛地照在他身上，她认出来了，他是亚历克·德伯。


A Changed Man
Chapter 17

This was the first time she had seen or heard of d'Urberville since she had left Trantridge. And although he stood there openly as a preacher, as a religious man, she still felt afraid of him. He had changed his clothes, his hair, his moustache and his expression, but could she really believe that he had changed his most secret thoughts and beliefs?

As soon as she recovered from her surprise, she moved away so that he would not notice her. But he suddenly caught sight of her, and the effect on him was electric. His enthusiasm faded, his voice hesitated, his lips trembled, his eyes dropped in confusion. Tess walked rapidly away along the road.

However, as she walked she felt he must be looking at her back as she walked away. And now she knew she could never escape the past, as she had hoped. Reminders of her past would surround her until she died. As she walked uphill she heard footsteps behind her, and, turning, saw that it was the one person in the whole world she did not want to meet this side of the grave.

'Tess!' he said. 'I'm Alec d'Urberville!'

'I see you are,' she said coldly. They walked on together.

'You may wonder why I'm following you. Well, I feel you are the person I would most like to save from hell. So I have come to do that.'

'Have you saved yourself?' Tess asked bitterly.

'God has done it all, not me! I must tell you how I came to believe in Him. Have you ever heard of the parson of Emminster, old Mr Clare? A very strict, sincere man.'

'I have,' said Tess.

'Well, he came to Trantridge once and tried to show me how wicked my life was. I insulted him at the time. But later my mother died, and somehow I began to think about what old Mr Clare said. Since then my one desire has been to help others to understand God too...'

'Don't go on!' cried Tess. 'I can't believe in such a sudden change! I almost hate you for talking to me like this, when you know how you've ruined my life! You enjoy yourself for a while and then you make sure of your place in heaven!' As she spoke she looked him full in the face with her great beautiful eyes.

'Don't look at me like that!' said Alec. 'Your eyes remind me of—well, women's faces have too much power over me. Don't look at me! It might be dangerous for you!'

Eventually they came to a crossroads, where a strange stone stood. It was a lonely, unfriendly place, where people did not like to stay for long. Alec stopped here.

'I must go to the right here. I'm preaching at six this evening. Tell me, how has your life been since we last met?'

Tess told him about the baby. Alec was shocked.

'You should have told me! But before we part, come, put your hand on this stone. It was once a holy cross. I'm afraid of your power over me. Swear on the cross that you will never tempt me into wickedness!'

'Good God! How can you ask such an unnecessary thing! I don't want to see you ever again!'

'No, but swear it.'

Tess placed her hand on the stone and swore.

'I shall pray for you,' called Alec as he walked away. 'Who knows, we may meet again!'

Tess went on her way, feeling upset, and soon met a man on the road. He told her that the cross was not religious, but marked the place where a criminal was put to death and buried. Trembling a little at this information, she finally arrived at Flintcomb-Ash.

One day the following week when Tess was working in the fields as usual, Alec d'Urberville came to see her. He explained to her that he intended to sell his land at Trantridge and go to help poor people in Africa.

'Will you help me put right the wicked thing I did to you? Will you be my wife?'

'Oh no, sir!' she cried, horrified.

'Why not?' Disappointment was visible in his face. It was not only duty which pushed him to make this offer, but also his old passion for her.

'You know I don't love you,' answered Tess. 'In fact, I love somebody else.'

'Perhaps that is only a passing feeling...'

'No!'

'Yes! Why not? You must tell me!'

'Well, then... I have married him.'

'Ah!' he cried and looked hard at her.

'It's a secret here,' she begged. 'Please don't tell anybody.'

'Who is he?' asked d'Urberville. 'Where is he? Why isn't he here to look after you? What sort of husband can he be, leaving you to work like this?'

'Don't ask!' cried Tess, her eyes flashing.

'Your eyes!' whispered Alec. 'I thought I no longer felt anything for you, but when I look into your eyes...' He took her hand.

She pulled it quickly away.

'Go now, please, in the name of your new religion, go! Respect me and my husband!'

'Don't worry, I can control myself. I just hoped that our marriage would take away the bad in both of us. But that plan is no good now.' He walked slowly away, his head bent in thought.

The farmer approached at that moment and was angry with Tess for wasting time talking to a stranger. Tess preferred hard words from this man of stone to sweet ones from Alec d'Urberville. For a moment, however, she imagined escaping from her present hard life by marrying Alec, but rejected it immediately.

At home that night she began a letter to Clare, telling him of her great love for him. Reading between the lines he would have seen her secret fear for the future. But again she could not finish the letter, thinking of his offer to Izz, and so he never received it.

On a Sunday in February she was. eating her lunch in the cottage where she lived, when d'Urberville knocked at the door. He rushed in and threw himself into a chair.

'Tess!' he cried desperately. 'I can't help it! I can't stop thinking of you! Pray for me, Tess!'

Tess did not pity him. 'I cannot because I don't believe God would change His plans just because I asked Him.'

'Who told you that?'

'My husband.'

'Ah, your dear husband... Tell me what he believes.'

Tess explained, as clearly as she could remember, Angel's beliefs. Alec watched her closely.

'The fact is, you just believe whatever he says. That's just like you women!'

'Ah, that's because he knows everything!' Tess replied with enthusiasm. 'What is good enough for him is good enough for me.'

'H'm, interesting,' murmured d'Urberville. 'Perhaps he understands religion better than old Mr Clare. Perhaps he's right not to attach too much importance to the Bible and to fixed ideas. Perhaps I was wrong to become a preacher. Today I should be preaching at half-past two, and here I am! My passion for you was too strong for me!'

'You have let all those people down? They are waiting for you!'

'What do I care? You are the one woman I have always wanted. Why have you tempted me away from religion? I can't resist you!' His black eyes flashed passionately. He advanced towards her.

'I couldn't help your seeing me again!' cried Tess, moving nervously away from him. 'Please leave me! Remember I am married! Remember I can't defend myself!'

Alec stopped, turned, and went out without another word. But he went on thinking of Angel's religious logic, as explained by Tess. It seemed to make sense. 'That clever husband doesn't know that his ideas may lead me back to her!' he laughed to himself.

In March the threshing-machine came for a day to Flintcomb-Ash. It was a huge red machine which ate all the corn the farm-workers could feed it. Next to it stood the engine which ran it, and the engineer. He lived in a world of fire and smoke, and was permanently black, as if he came from hell. The farmer put Tess next to the threshing machine, so that she had the hardest and most tiring job of all. She had little chance to talk or rest, and at lunch time was about to start eating when she noticed d'Urberville approaching. He had changed his parson's clothes and now looked just like the young gentleman she had first met at Trantridge.

'I am here again, you see,' he said, smiling at her.

'Why do you bother me like this?' she cried.

'You trouble me! Your eyes look at me night and day. I can't forget them. Tess, when you told me about that child of ours, my feelings for you became strong again. I have lost interest in religion and it is your fault!'

'You have stopped preaching?' asked Tess, shocked.

'I have. What a lot of stupid people they are to listen to a preacher anyway! And I am convinced that your wonderful husband's views are better than old Parson Clare's. I don't know how I became so enthusiastic! So now, here I am, my love, just as in the old times!'

'Not like that at all, no, now it's different!' she said firmly. 'Oh why couldn't you stay religious?'

'Because you've explained your husband's ideas so well to me that I accept them! Ha ha! But seriously, Tess, you need help. I am here and this husband of yours is not. Come with me! My carriage is waiting the other side of the field! You have tempted me, now share my life for ever!' He put an arm round her waist. Tess was red with anger but said nothing. She picked up a heavy leather glove and hit him in the face with it. It was an action which her ancestors must have often practised. Alec jumped up and wiped the blood from his mouth.

'Remember one thing!' he said angrily, only just controlling himself as he held her by the shoulders. 'Remember, my lady, if you are any man's wife, you are mine! I will have you again! I'll come back for an answer later on!'

So he left, and the farm-workers started the afternoon's threshing. It went on until the evening, as the work had to be finished that day. Tess became more and more exhausted and was near to fainting when they finally stopped. Alec d'Urberville, who had been waiting for this moment, appeared at her side.

'You are so weak,' he said, holding her arm. 'I've told the farmer he should not use women for work with the threshing machine. It's too hard. I'll walk home with you.'

'Oh yes, please do!' murmured Tess, too tired to be afraid of him. 'You are kind sometimes. And at least you wanted to put right the wrong by offering to marry me.'

'If I can't marry you, at least I can help you. I have finished with religion. But you must trust me! I have enough money to help your family and make them comfortable.'

'Have you seen them lately?' asked Tess quickly. 'God knows they need help... but no—no, I can take nothing from you, either for them or for me! Please leave me alone!'

As soon as she reached her room she wrote a passionate letter to Angel.

My own husband,

I must call you that. I must ask you for help—I have no one else! I am so open to temptation, Angel! I cannot tell you who it is. Can't you come to me now, before anything terrible happens? I know you are far away, but I need help! I know I deserved the punishment you gave me, but please, Angel, please be kind to me! If you would come, I could die in your arms!

I live only for you. Don't think I shall be bitter because you left me. I am so lonely without you, my darling!

Haven't you ever felt one little bit of your love for me at the dairy? I am the same woman you fell in love with then, the very same. As soon as I met you, the past was dead for me. Can't you see this?

How silly I was to trust that you would always love me! I ought to have known I couldn't be so lucky.

People say I am still rather pretty, Angel. But I don't care about my looks because you are not here.

If you won't come to me, could I come to you? I'm so worried! I'm afraid I may fall into some wicked trap. Save me from what threatens me!

Your faithful heartbroken

Tess



recover v. regain control of oneself; become calm or normal. 变得平静。

electric adj. of, worked by, charged with, capable of developing, electricity. 电的。

hate v. have a strong dislike of or for. 憎恨；憎恶。

heaven n. home of God and the saints. 天堂；天国。

cross roads n. place where two roads meet and cross. 十字路口。

holy adj. of God. 上帝的；神圣的。

swear v. say solemnly or emphatically. 发誓。

upset n. being disturbed. 心乱。

visible adj. that can be seen. 可见的。

offer n. sth presented. 提供之物。

hope v. expect and desire. 希望。

look after sb. take care of. 照顾。

in the name of with the authority of. 凭……的权威。

however adv. although that may be, etc, so. 然而；依然。

great adj. well above the average in size, quantity or degree. 非常的。

rush v. go or come; do sth, with violence or speed. 冲进。

watch v. look at; keep the eyes on. 注视。

nervously adv. in a tense manner. 神经紧张地。

permanent adj. not expected to change. 永久的。

engineer n. skilled and trained person in control of an engine or engines. 技师。

threshing-machine n. machine for threshing grain. 打壳机。

bother v. be or cause trouble to. 烦扰。

leather n. material made by curing animal skins, used for making gloves, etc. 皮革。

glove n. covering of leather, knitted wool, etc for the hand, usually with separated fingers. 手套。

wipe v. clean or dry (sth) by rubbing with hands. 擦。

exhaust v. use up completely. 耗尽。

lately adv. in recent times. 近来。

remember v. have or keep in the memory. 记得。

terrible adj. causing great fear or horror. 可怕的。

very adj. itself and no other, truly such. 同一的。

threaten v. be a threat of sth to sb. 威胁。


第十七章　一个悔过自新的人

自从离开纯瑞脊之后，这是她第一次见到或听说德伯。虽然他是以一个传道士、一个虔诚的基督徒的身份公然地站在那里，可是，她对他仍然感到恐惧。他已经改变了他的装束、他的发型、他的胡须和他的表情，可是她真的能相信他已经改变了他内心最深处暗藏的想法和信念吗？

[image: alt]

她一从惊异中缓过神来，就赶紧走开了，想避免让他注意到她。但是他突然看见她了，这一发现给他带来了触电般的震惊。他的激情消退了，他的声音含糊了，他的嘴唇哆嗦着，他的眼睛慌乱不安地瞟来瞟去。苔丝加快步伐上了路。

然而，她一边走一边觉得他在她离开时一定盯着她的背影看。现在她知道了，她永远都无法如她所希望的那样摆脱过去。在她死去之前，她过去经历的各种见证者重重包围着她。当她朝着山上走去时，她听到背后响起了脚步声，她掉过头去，看见的是那个只要她一息犹存，便最不愿意在这世上见到的人。

“苔丝！”他说，“我是亚历克·德伯！”

“我知道是你，”她冷漠地回答。他们一起朝前走着。

“你一定纳闷，为什么我要跟着你。嗯，我觉得你是我最想从地狱中拯救的一个人。所以我就来这么做了。”

“你拯救了你自己吗？”

“是上帝做了这一切，不是我！我得告诉你我是怎样渐渐地相信他的。你曾经听说过爱敏斯特的牧师，老克莱尔先生吗？一个严格、真诚的人。”

“我听说过，”苔丝说道。

“嗯，有一次他来到纯瑞脊，竭力给我指出我当时的生活是多么邪恶。那时候，我辱骂了他。可是后来，我母亲去世了，不知怎么地，我开始思考老克莱尔先生说过的话。打那以后，我唯一的愿望就是帮助其他人，还有了解上帝……”

“别再说下去了！”苔丝叫了起来，“我不能相信这样一个突如其来的改变！你这样跟我说话，我几乎要恨你了！你知道，你怎样地把我的生活给毁掉了！你寻欢作乐了一段时间后，又要确保在天堂里给你留个地方！”她用她那双美丽的大眼睛直直地盯着他的脸，说道。

“别这样看着我！”亚历克说，“你的眼睛让我回想起了——唉，女人的脸蛋对我的威力真是太大了。别看着我！这可能对你有危险！”

终于，他们来到了一处三岔路口，那儿竖着一块奇异的石头。这是个荒僻、险恶的地方，人们都不喜欢在此久留，亚历克在这儿停住了。

“我得在这儿右拐了，今晚六点钟我还要讲道呢。跟我说说，我们分手以后你的生活怎么样？”

苔丝跟他说了孩子的事。亚历克很震惊。

“你早该告诉我！那么，来，在我们分手之前，你把手放在这块石头上，这里有过一个神圣的十字架。我很害怕你对我产生的威力。对着十字架发誓你永远不会引诱我犯罪！”

“我的天哪！你怎么会要我做这种毫无必要的事！我连见都不想再见你！”

“没错，不过，发誓吧。”

苔丝把她的手放在石头上，发了誓。

“我会为你祈祷的，”亚历克一边走一边喊道，“谁知道呢，也许我们还会再见面的！”

苔丝怏怏不乐地继续她的路程，不久，她在路上碰见了一个人，他告诉她，那个十字架没有宗教的含义，而是给一个罪犯被判处死刑和埋葬的地方做个标记。听到这件事情让苔丝有些发颤。终于，她走到了弗林特石灰谷。

接下来的那个星期，有一天苔丝正像平常那样在地里干活儿，亚历克·德伯看她来了。他向她说明他打算把纯瑞脊的土地卖了，然后去非洲救助那儿的穷人。

“你愿意帮我挽回我对你犯下的罪过吗？你愿意做我的妻子吗？”

“哦，不，先生！”她惊骇地叫道。

“为什么不行？”他脸上的失望显而易见。不仅仅是他的责任促使他提出这个请求，还有他对她昔日的激情。

“你知道我不爱你，”苔丝回答说，“实际上，我爱上别人了。”

“也许那只是一时的感情……”

“不是！”

“是的！为什么不是？你一定得告诉我！”

“嗯，那么……我已经嫁给他了。”

“啊！”他惊叫起来，愕然地注视着她。

“在这儿，这是个秘密，”她请求道，“请不要告诉任何人。”

“他是谁？”德伯问道，“他在哪儿？他为什么不在这儿照料你？把你抛下干这样的活儿，他算哪门子的丈夫？”

“别问了！”苔丝叫道，她的眼睛闪着光。

“你的眼睛！”亚历克喃喃说道，“我原以为我对你已不再有什么感觉了，但是，当我看到你的眼睛……”他抓住了她的手。

她急忙抽了出来。

“走吧，请你走吧，以你的新信仰的名义，走吧！请尊重我和我的丈夫！”

“别担心，我能控制自己。我原来只是希望我们的结合能除去我们两个人身上的罪恶。可是这个计划现在看来已经不合适了。”他慢慢地走开了，低头沉思着什么。

这时，农场主过来了，他对苔丝浪费时间和一个陌生人交谈这事大为恼火。苔丝宁愿受到这个冷酷的人的严厉谴责，也不愿意听到亚历克·德伯的甜言蜜语。然而，有一刻她想象着与亚历克结婚来摆脱她目前艰难的生活，但是立即又打消了这个念头。

那晚，她在房子里开始给克莱尔写信，倾诉她对他深厚的爱情。从字里行间，他原可以体会她对未来暗藏的恐惧。可是她又想起了他对伊茨的请求，又一次没能把信写完，因此，他根本就收不到这封信。

2月的一个星期天，她正在她住的小房子里吃着午饭，德伯敲响了门，他冲了进来，一屁股坐在了椅子上。

“苔丝！”他声嘶力竭地喊道，“我无法克制自己！我无法停止想你！为我祈祷吧，苔丝！”

苔丝并不同情他。“我不能。因为我相信上帝不会因为我的请求就改变他的安排。”

“谁这么跟你说的？”

“我的丈夫。”

“啊，你亲爱的丈夫……告诉我，他都相信些什么。”

苔丝根据记忆，尽可能清楚地阐述着安吉尔的信念。亚历克密切地注视着他。

“事实上就是，你相信他说的每一句话。你们女人都是这样的。”

“哦，那是因为他知道一切事情！”苔丝充满激情地回答道，“对他足够好的东西对我同样足够好。”

“哼，真有意思，”德伯咕哝着，“也许他比老克莱尔先生更好地理解了宗教。也许他是对的，不要太受《圣经》和那些教条观念的束缚。也许是我错了，竟想成为一个传教士。今天，我应该在两点半的时候讲道，但是我在这儿！我对你的感情太炽烈了！”

“你让那些人都失望了？他们正在等着你呢！”

“我在乎什么？你一直是我想要的女人。为什么你把我从宗教信仰里诱惑出来了？我无法抵御你！”他的黑眼睛显露出心荡神驰的情欲，他一步步朝她靠近。

“我无法让你不再见到我！”苔丝叫着，神经质地从他身边闪开，“请离开我吧！记住我已经结婚了！记住我无法保护自己！”

亚历克不动了，一句话也没再说，转身走了出去。但是，他还在继续思考着苔丝阐述的安吉尔的宗教逻辑。它看起来合情合理。“那个聪明的丈夫不知道他的思想可能会把我重新牵回到她身边！”他在心里窃笑道。

3月的一天，弗林特库姆一带来了一辆打谷机。这是一台大型的红色机器，它可以吞掉农场工人们装进去的所有麦子。它的旁边放着一台开动它的发动机，还站着一个技师。他生活在一个烟与火的世界里，永远是黑乎乎的，好像从地狱里来的一般。农场主安排苔丝站到打谷机边上，这样她就得干最繁重最乏味的活儿。她几乎没有机会说话或休息。到了午饭时间，她正准备吃饭时，看见德伯过来了。他已经换掉了那身牧师的服装，现在看起来就与她在纯瑞脊初次遇到时的那个年轻的绅士一样。

“你看，我又来了。”他笑着对她说。

“你为什么老来烦我呀！”她大叫起来。

“是你扰乱了我的心！你的眼睛日日夜夜地注视着我。我无法忘记它们。苔丝，当你把我们的孩子的事跟我说了的时候，我对你的感情又变得炽烈起来了。对宗教我已经失去了兴趣，这是你的罪过。”

“你已经停止布道了吗？”苔丝震惊地问道。

“是的，停止了。总之，他们是多么愚蠢的一大群人啊，听一个传教士布道！我为你那伟大的丈夫的观点折服了，我确信他的观点比老克莱尔牧师的好。真不知道我怎么就变得热情高涨了！所以，现在，我来了，亲爱的，就像过去的日子一样！”

“一点儿也不像那样了，不，现在情况不同了！”她坚决地说道，“哦，为什么你不能保持你对宗教的虔诚？”

“因为你如此生动地向我解释了你丈夫的观点，我接受它们了！哈哈！不过，说正经的，苔丝，你需要帮助。我在这儿，而你的那个丈夫不在。跟我来吧！我的马车就在田那头等着！你已经引诱我了，现在，永远地和我一起共享生活吧！”他伸出一只手臂，揽住了她的腰。苔丝气得涨红了脸，可是一句话都说不出来。她抓起了一只笨重的皮手套，朝他的脸打去。这一定是她的祖先们经常要练习的动作。亚历克跳了起来，擦了擦嘴角渗出的血。

“记住一件事情！”他恼怒地说道，抓住她的肩膀，克制着自己。“记住，我的小姐，如果你是任何一个男人的妻子，你就是我的！我会再度拥有你的！晚些时候，我会再来听你的回音！”

于是他离开了，农场工人又开始了下午打谷的活儿。因为这活儿必须在今天干完，所以一直持续到晚上。苔丝越来越精疲力尽，等到他们终于干完时，她几乎快晕倒了。一直在等候着这个时刻的亚历克·德伯出现在她的身边。

“你太虚弱了，”他抓着她的手臂说道，“我已经告诉农场主了，他不应该让女人跟着打谷机干活。这活儿太累人了，我陪你走回去。”

“哦，是的，好吧！”苔丝喃喃地说道，她太累了，已感觉不到对他的惧怕。“有时候你的心肠挺好的，至少，你想弥补过去的过失，提出要跟我结婚。”

“如果我不能娶你，至少我可以帮助你。我已经跟宗教没有什么瓜葛了，但是你一定要信任我！我有足够的钱帮助你的家人，让他们都过得舒舒服服的。”

“你最近见过他们吗？”苔丝急切地问道，“上帝知道，他们需要帮助……但是，不——不，我不能从你这儿拿任何东西，不管是为他们还是为我自己！请让我一个人待着吧！”

她一回到房间，就给安吉尔写了一封感情深切的信。

我自己的丈夫：

我必须这样称呼你，我必须向你呼救了——我别无他人可求！我是这么毫无防卫地受到诱惑，安吉尔！我不能告诉你他是谁。你难道不能趁着现在，不等可怕的事情发生，立即赶到我身边来吗？我知道，你在很远的地方，但是我需要帮助！我理解你给我的惩罚，我罪有应得，可是请你，安吉尔，请你善待我！如果你来，我就可以在你怀里安息了！

我只是为了你才活着。不要以为你离我而去，我会怨恨什么。亲爱的，没有你，我是多么孤寂啊！

难道你没有感觉到过一丝一毫你在牛奶场时对我的爱吗？我没变，我还是你以前爱上的那个女人，一点也没变。当初，我一见到你，过去的事情对我就都消亡了。难道你看不出这一点吗？

我有多傻呀，我一开始相信您会永远爱我的！我早就应该知道，我是不可能这么幸运的。

安吉尔，人们说我依然是那么漂亮迷人。可是，因为你不在这儿，我不关心我的容貌。

如果你不能到我这儿来。我能上你那儿去吗？我是这么地担心！我怕我也许会落入某个可怕的陷阱，我面临危险，救救我吧！

你忠实的心碎的妻子

苔丝


Chapter 18

This desperate cry for help eventually arrived at the parson's house in Emminster. Old Mr Clare was pleased.

'I think this letter is from Angel's wife. I hope this will bring him home more quickly. He did say he was planning to come home next month.'

'Dear boy, I hope he will get home safely,' murmured Mrs Clare. 'I still feel he should have gone to university like the other two. He should have had the same chance as them, Church or no Church.'

This was the only complaint she ever made to her husband. He too was worried that he had been unfair to Angel. They blamed themselves for this unfortunate marriage. If Angel had studied at Cambridge he would never have become a farmer and married a country girl. Still, his more recent letters showed that Angel was planning to come home to fetch her, so perhaps their quarrel, whatever it was, could be settled.

Angel himself was at this moment riding across Brazil towards the coast. He had never completely recovered from the serious illness he had had when he first arrived. He was not as strong as before, and looked much older. The country had been a disappointment to him. Many farmers had come here from England hoping to make their fortune, and had died in the fields or on the roads. He knew now he could not farm here.

His attitude to life had changed during this time. He began to look again at what was right and wrong. He began to see that a person should be judged not only on what he has done but also on what he wanted to do. He began to think that he had perhaps been unfair to Tess, and he thought about her with growing affection.

He wondered why she had not written. He forgot that he had told her not to write first. He did not realize that she was obeying his orders exactly, although it was breaking her heart.

On his journey, he travelled with another Englishman. They were both depressed and both told each other their problems. The stranger was older and more experienced than Angel. He had a different, more open approach to life. He told Angel clearly that he was wrong in parting from Tess.

The next day they got wet in a thunderstorm. The stranger fell ill and died a few days later. Death came as no surprise in that unfriendly land. Clare buried him, and continued his journey. The man's words were somehow given greater importance by his unexpected death, and suddenly Clare felt ashamed. Tess had committed no crime. He should believe in her character, and not object to a past action she could not avoid. He remembered the words of Izz Huett: She would have laid down her life for you. No woman could do more. How she had looked at him on their wedding day—as if he were a god! And during that terrible evening by the fireside, when she told him her story, how desperately sad she had been to realize he might not love her any more.

Meanwhile Tess was not hopeful that Angel would come in answer to her letter. The past had not changed, so he might not change either. Nevertheless she spent her spare time preparing for his possible return, practising singing the songs he used to like, tears rolling down her cheeks all the while.

One evening she was in the cottage as usual when there was a knock at the door. A tall thin girl came in and Tess recognized her young sister Liza-Lu.

'Liza-Lu!' said Tess. 'What's the matter?'

'Mother is very ill,' her sister said seriously, 'and father is not well either and says a man of such noble family shouldn't have to work. So we don't know what to do.'

Tess thought for a moment. She realized she had to go home immediately, although her time was not yet up at the farm. She left her sister to rest for a while, and she herself set off at once with her possessions in a basket.

Although it was night and she had a fifteen-mile walk, she felt quite safe. She was only worried about her mother, and did not notice the strange shapes of trees and hedges in the darkness. At three in the morning she passed the field where she had first seen Angel Clare, and felt again the disappointment when he did not dance with her. And when she saw the family cottage, it seemed to be part of her body and life, as it always did.

She found her mother recovering from her illness, and took over as head of the household. Her father did not seem ill, and had a new plan for earning money.

'I'm going to find all the historians round here,' he said, 'and get them to pay money to keep me going. After all, they pay to look after old ruins, and I'm of historical interest. I think they'll be pleased to do it!'

Tess did not have time to answer. She nursed her mother, fed the children, and worked in the garden, planting vegetables for next year. She enjoyed working outside, among her neighbours. One evening when it was almost dark, she was digging happily in the vegetable garden, some distance from the cottage. It was a clear, fresh night, with smoke blowing about from small fires in the gardens. Suddenly she saw a man's face in the light of a fire. It was d'Urberville! She gasped and stepped back, her face pale.

'What are you doing here?'

'My dear Tess, I just want to help you, to see you. Have you finished at that farm?'

'Yes, I have.'

'Where are you going next? To join your dear husband?'

'Oh, I don't know!' she said bitterly. 'I have no husband!'

'That is quite true in one way. But you have a true friend. When you go back to your cottage, you'll see what I've done for you.'

'Oh Alec, I wish you wouldn't give me anything! I—I have enough, I—I just don't want to live at all!' Her tears fell as she started digging again. When she looked round, d'Urberville had left.

On her way back one of her sisters rushed towards her shouting, 'Tess! Tess! Mother is much better but father is dead!'

'But father was only a little bit ill!' said Tess, trying to take in the news.

'He dropped down just now, and the doctor said there was no hope for him because it's his heart!'

Poor John Durbeyfield's death had more importance than his family realized at first. The cottage was in his name. On his death the farmer who owned it decided to put farm workers in it, and told the Durbeyfields to leave. They were not much respected in the village because of John's laziness. Tess also felt guilty that her presence might have influenced the farmer. The village people clearly thought she was not a good example for their children.

So on Lady Day the Durbeyfields had to leave their old home. The night before they left, d'Urberville came to visit Tess, to offer her and her family a little house on his land at Trantridge.Her mother could look after the chickens, and he would pay for the children to go to school. Tess firmly rejected his offer. But when he had gone, for the first time a feeling of anger rose in her against her husband. She had never intended to do wrong and he had punished her too hard! She passionately wrote these few words to him:




Oh why have you treated me so badly, Angel? I do not deserve it. You are cruel! I intend to forget you. You have been so unfair to me!

T




She ran out and posted it before she could change her mind.

'I see there's been a visitor,' said her mother, coming into the living room later. 'Your husband, was it?'

'No, it wasn't him. He'll never, never come,' said Tess hopelessly. She had said it was not her husband, but she was feeling more and more that d'Urberville was physically her husband.

Next day their possessions were put on a waggon and taken to Kingsbere. Mrs Durbeyfield had booked rooms there, as it was the family home of the d'Urbervilles, and she still hoped some good would come of belonging to the ancient family. But as they approached Kingsbere after a long and tiring day's journey, a man came to tell them there were no rooms available. Tess and her mother unloaded the waggon, and left the children and furniture near the churchyard wall, while they looked for somewhere to stay. But all the rooms were full.

Tess looked desperately at the pile of their possessions. In the cold sunlight of this spring evening the furniture looked old and the pots looked worn.

'Tombs belong to families for ever, don't they?' asked her mother brightly, having looked round the churchyard. 'Well, that's where we'll stay, children, until the place of your ancestors finds us some shelter!'

Tess helped her mother move the big bed against the church wall. Underground were the tombs of the d'Urbervilles, and at the head of the bed was a beautiful old window, in which the symbols on the Durbeyfield seal and spoon could be seen. The children were put to bed all together for warmth and comfort.

'Tomorrow we'll find somewhere better!' said Joan cheerfully. 'But Tess, what's the good of you playing at marrying gentlemen, if it leaves us like this!'

Tess went inside the ancient church and stared sadly at the tombs of her ancestors. She thought she saw a movement and turned to look again at a stone figure lying on a tomb. When she saw it was Alec d'Urberville lying there, she almost fainted.

'I'm going to help you,' he said, jumping up and smiling at her. 'You'll see that I'm more useful than a real d'Urberville. I'll see your mother. You'll thank me for this!' As he brushed past her, she dropped her head on to the cold stone of the tomb.

'Why am I on the wrong side of this stone?' she whispered.

Marian and Izz had seen Tess moving house with her family, and knew what a difficult position she was in. They generously hoped she would one day be happy with Angel again, and were afraid for her, knowing that Alec d'Urberville was constantly tempting her. They decided to write a letter to Angel Clare, to inform him of the dangerous situation his wife was in. This is what they wrote:




Dear Sir,

Watch out for your wife if you love her as much as she loves you. She is in danger from an enemy in the shape of a friend. A woman's strength cannot last for ever, and water, if it drops continually, will wear away a stone—yes, even a diamond.

From two well-wishers



worry v. give oneself no peace of mind. 使（自己）不安。

complaint n. statement of, grounds for, dissatisfaction. 抱怨。

unfair adj. not right or fair. 不公正的。

attitude n. way of feeling, thinking or behaving. 态度。

travel v. make a (especially long) journey or journeys. 旅行。

somehow adv. for some vague reason (or other). 说不上什么理由。

nevertheless conj. however; in spite of that. 然而；虽然如此。

spare adj. (of time) for leisure.（指时间）空暇的。

possession n. sth possessed; property. 所有物；财产。

thin adj. having not much flesh. 瘦的。

household n. all persons (family, lodgers, etc) living in a house. 同居在一家的人；全家的人。

earn v. get in return for work, as a reward for one's qualities or in payment for a loan. 赚。

gasp v. struggle for breath. 喘息。

shout v. speak or cry out in a loud voice. 大声喊。

laziness n. sb unwilling to work. 懒惰。

influence v. have an effect on. 影响。

visitor n. person who goes to a place for a time. 访问者，宾客。

physically adv. in a manner which is of the body. 身体地。

book v. give or receive an order for, eg seats at a theatre, tickets for a journey. 预订。

pot n. round vessel of earthenware, metal or glass, for holding liquids or solids, for cooking things in, etc. 锅；盆；罐。

churchyard n. burial ground round a church. 教堂墓地。

symbol n. sign, mark, object, etc looked upon as representing sth. 象征。

tempt v. try to persuade sb to do sth, wrong or foolish. 勾引。

inform v. give knowledge to. 通知；告诉。


第十八章

这封绝望的求助信最终到了爱敏斯特牧师的家中，老克莱尔先生很高兴。

[image: alt]

“我想这是安吉尔的妻子来的信。我希望这会让他更快地回家。他是说过，他计划下个月回家的。”

“亲爱的孩子，我希望他能平安到家。”克莱尔夫人低声说道，“我仍然觉得他应该像其他两个那样去上大学，他应该和他们有同样的机会，不管是不是到教会工作。”

这是她有史以来唯一一次向她的丈夫发牢骚。他自己也为他没有公平地对待安吉尔感到忧虑。他们为这桩不幸的婚姻责备自己。假如安吉尔在剑桥学习的话，他就永远不会成为一个农场主，也不会跟一个乡下姑娘结婚了。不过，安吉尔最近一次的来信表明他仍打算回家带她一起去，所以他们的争吵，不管是为了什么，也许可以解决了。

安吉尔自己这个时候正骑马横穿巴西到海岸。他一到这儿就生了场大病，以后再也没有彻底恢复过来。他已经不如以前那么健壮了，看起来也老了许多。这个国家让他失望了。许多从英国来的农场主，怀着发家致富的梦想到了这儿，却死在了地里或路上。他知道他无法在此经营农场了。

在这期间，他对生活的态度已发生了转变。他开始再度审视起是非曲直来。他开始明白，评判一个人不仅仅要根据他做过什么，还要根据他想做什么。他开始想到自己过去对待苔丝也许是不公平的，他怀着与日俱增的爱恋，回想着她。

他纳闷她为什么不给他写信。他忘了，他说过不要先来信的。他没有意识到她在完完全全地服从他的命令，尽管这叫她伤心欲碎。

在行程中，他和另外一个英国人结伴而行。他们都很沮丧，彼此倾诉着自己的问题。这位陌生人比安吉尔年长，阅历也更丰富。他对生活的态度有自己不同的、更为豁达开朗的一套。他明确地对安吉尔说，他离开苔丝是错误的。

第二天，他们赶上一场雷阵雨，被浇湿了。这个陌生人病倒了，几天之后便死去了。在那种环境恶劣的地方，死神的降临是不足为奇的。克莱尔将他安葬了，又继续自己的行程。由于这出人意料的死亡，他的话不知怎地显示出了更大的重要性，克莱尔突然感到羞愧了，苔丝并没有犯罪。他应该相信她的品质，而不是对她无法避免的一段过去横加指责。他回想起了伊茨·休爱特说的话：她可以为你舍弃她的生命。没有任何一个女人能付出更多了。在他们结婚的那天，她是带着怎样的眼神凝视着他呀——仿佛他是一个神！而在火炉边度过的那个可怕的夜晚，当她对他说了她的经历后，意识到他可能不再爱她时，她又是多么地伤心欲绝啊！

同时，苔丝对安吉尔会响应她的信而回来不抱什么希望了。过去并没有改变，所以也许他也没有改变。然而，她还是利用空闲的时间，为他可能的返回作着准备，练习唱他过去爱听的歌，每到这个时候，眼泪就会从她的双颊潸潸滚落。

一天晚上，像往常一样，她正待在小屋里，这时响起了一阵敲门声。一个高高瘦瘦的女孩走了进来，苔丝认出，是她的妹妹丽莎-露。

“丽莎-露！”苔丝说，“出什么事儿啦？”

“妈妈病得很重，”她的妹妹焦虑地说道，“爸爸的身体也不好，还说像这样一个高贵家族的人是不该工作的。所以我们不知道如何是好。”

苔丝想了一会儿。她意识到自己必须立即回家一趟，尽管她在农场的干活期未满。她让妹妹留下来休息一会儿，自己把行李装在一个篮子里，即刻启程了。

虽然是夜里了，她还有15英里的路要走，但她觉得十分安全。她只是担心她的母亲，根本注意不到黑暗中那些树木和篱笆怪异的影子。凌晨3点，她经过与安吉尔·克莱尔初次见面的田野，因他没有请她跳舞产生的失望又一次涌上心头。她看到她们家的房子，它就像她身体和生活的一部分。它总是这样的。

她发现她母亲正从病中恢复，又接管了一家的事务，她的父亲则不像生病的样子，还制定了一个挣钱的新计划。

“我打算找到周围地区的所有的历史学家，”他说道，“让他们出钱支持我的生活。毕竟，他们是要花钱照看那些历史古迹的，我也有历史价值，我认为他们会乐意这么做的！”

苔丝没有工夫回答他的话。她要看护母亲，喂养孩子，还要在园子里干活儿，为来年种点儿蔬菜。她喜欢跟左邻右舍一起，在户外干活儿。一天傍晚，天将黑时，她在菜园子里欢快地掘着土。园子离家有些距离。这是一个明朗、清新的夜晚。园子里的小火堆升起了一团团的烟雾，突然，她在火光中看到了一张男人的脸，是德伯！她惊得透不过气来，后退了几步，脸变得惨白。

“你在这儿干什么？”

“我亲爱的苔丝，我只不过想要帮助你，看望你。你在那个农场的活儿结束了吗？”

“是的，结束了。”

“下一步你要去哪里？和你亲爱的丈夫团聚？”

“哦，我不知道！”她愤愤地说，“我没有丈夫！”

“从某种意义上说，这是相当正确的，但是你有一个真正的朋友。当你回到你的屋子时，你会看到我为你做的事情。”

“哦，亚历克，我真希望你什么都不要给我！我——我已经有足够的了，我——我根本就不想活了！”当她重新开始掘土时，已是泪流满面了。她环顾四周，德伯已经走了。

在回家的路上，她的一个妹妹朝她飞奔而来，叫着：“苔丝！苔丝！妈妈好多了，可是爸爸死了！”

“可是爸爸只有一点小小的病！”苔丝说道，极力领会这个消息的涵义。

“他刚才跌倒了。医生说因为他心脏的毛病，他没有救活的希望了！”

可怜的约翰·德北的去世所带来的影响比他的家人最先意识到的更为重大。这座房子是以他的名义使用的。因为他死了，农场主——也就是房主人决定让农场工人们住到这里，叫德比一家都搬走。因为约翰的懒惰，他们家在村子里不太受敬重。苔丝也感到很愧疚，也许她的存在影响了那个农场主。村子里的人们都明确地认为她不是弟妹们的好榜样。

于是在圣母领报日那天，德北一家不得不离开了他们的老房子。离开的前一天晚上，德伯来看望苔丝，提出把在纯瑞脊他家土地上的一间房子给她和她的家人住。她的母亲可以为他养鸡，他则可以出钱供孩子们上学。苔丝严厉地拒绝了他的帮助。可是当他离开之后，她内心第一次产生了对她丈夫愤怒的感觉。她从来没有存心要做错事，他对她的惩罚太残酷了！她满怀激情地写了下面几句话：

啊，安吉尔，你为什么对我这么狠哪？这不是我应受的惩罚，你真是残酷！我要设法忘掉你。你对待我太不公平了！

苔　　　　

她跑出去，趁着她还没有改变心意赶忙寄了这封信。

“我看有人来拜访过了，”她母亲随后来到了起居室，说道，“是你的丈夫，对吗？”

“不，不是他。他永远、永远也不会来的。”苔丝绝望地说道。她说了来者不是她的丈夫，可是她却越来越感到，德伯是她实质上的丈夫。

第二天，他们的家当被装上了一辆运货马车，带到王陴那儿。德北夫人在那儿订了房间，因为那儿是德伯家族的房产，并且由于归属于这个古老的家族，她仍然抱着从中能出现什么好事的希望。可是经过一天漫长又疲惫的旅行之后，在临近王陴时，有个人来告诉他们这儿已经没有空余的房间了。苔丝和她母亲从货车上卸下东西，把孩子和家具留在教堂墓地围墙附近，她们自己则去寻找能住的地方。但是所有的房子都是满满的。

苔丝绝望地看着这一堆家当。在这春天傍晚冷冷的日光下，家具看起来很破旧，而锅碗瓢盆都是破破烂烂的。

“坟墓永远属于家族所有，是不是？”在环顾了教堂墓地之后，她的母亲欢快地问道。“好了，孩子们，在你们祖先的地位给我们找到避难所之前，这就是我们要待的地方。”

苔丝帮助她母亲把那张大床移到靠着教堂墙壁的位置。地下就是德伯家族的坟墓，床前有一个漂亮古老的窗格，里面可以见到德伯印章和银匙上的标记。为了保暖和舒适起见，孩子们统统上了床，挤在一起。

“明天我们会找到一个更好的地方！”琼乐观地说道。“可是苔丝，你随随便便地嫁给绅士先生们得到了什么好处，如果我们落到这个地步的话！”

苔丝走进了这座古老的教堂，忧伤地盯着她祖先们的坟墓。她觉得她看到了什么东西在动，掉过头去又看了一眼，坟墓上躺着一个僵硬的身子。当她认出是亚历克·德伯躺在那儿时，她几乎要昏厥过去了。

“我打算帮助你，”他跳起来，笑着对她说道。“你会看到我比一个真正的德伯家的人更有用处。我要去见你的母亲。你会为此感激我的！”当他从她身边擦肩而过时，她对着坟墓冰冷的石块垂下了头。

“我为什么不是在墓石的另一边？”她喃喃说道。

玛丽安和伊茨知道苔丝和她的家人搬家了，也了解她处在一个怎样的困境当中。她们宽厚地希望有一天她会重新和安吉尔幸福地生活在一起。她们也为她担心，因为她们知道那个亚历克·德伯在不断地诱惑她。她们决定给安吉尔·克莱尔写封信，通知他有关他妻子的危险处境。这是她们写的内容：

敬爱的先生：

如果您爱您的妻子也像她爱您那样深的话，请关心她吧。她正受到一个伪装成朋友的敌人的威胁。一个女人的力量是不能永无止境地持续下去的。如果不停地滴落，水都能穿石——是的，即使是钻石也会被磨光的。

两个好心人　　


The End
Chapter 19

It was evening in the parson's house at Emminster. Mr and Mrs Clare were waiting anxiously for Angel's return.

'He won't be here yet, my dear,' said old Mr Clare, as his wife went to the front door for the tenth time. 'Remember his train doesn't come in till six o'clock, and then he has to ride ten miles on our old horse.'

'But he used to do it in an hour,' said his wife impatiently. Both knew it was useless to talk about it, and the only thing to do was wait.

When they heard footsteps they rushed outside to meet the shape in the darkness.

'Oh my boy, my boy, home at last!' cried Mrs Clare, who at that moment cared no more for Angel's lack of religion than for the dust on his clothes. What woman, in fact, however firm her beliefs, would not sacrifice her religion for her children? Nothing was more important to Mrs Clare than Angel's happiness.

But as soon as they reached the living room, she saw his face clearly in the light of the candles. She gave a cry and turned away in sorrow. 'Oh, it's not the Angel who went away!'

Even his father was shocked to see the change in his son. They would not have recognized him if they had passed him in the street. The cruel climate and hard work had aged him by twenty years. He was like a shadow, thin and bony, with no spring in his step and no enthusiasm in his eyes.

'I was ill over there,' he said, noticing his parents' concern. He had to sit down, being weak after his journey.

'Has any letter come for me?' he asked eagerly. 'The last one...'

'From your wife?'

'Yes. I didn't get it until very recently, as I was travelling. If I had received it earlier, I would have come sooner.'

They gave him a letter that had been waiting for his arrival. Angel read it rapidly. It was Tess's last letter, short and desperate:




Oh why have you treated me so badly, Angel? I do not deserve it. You are cruel! I intend to forget you. You have been so unfair to me!

T




'It is all quite true!' cried Angel hopelessly, throwing down the letter. 'Perhaps she will never take me back!'

'Angel, don't worry so much about a country girl,' said his mother, anxious about her son's state of mind.

'You know, I've never told you, but she is actually a descendant of one of the oldest, noblest families in England, a d'Urberville in fact. And do you know why I left her? How could I be so narrow-minded! I left her because I discovered she was not the pure country girl I thought. She had been seduced by a so-called gentleman. But it wasn't her fault. And I know now that her whole character is honest and faithful. I must get her back!'

After this outburst Angel went to bed early and thought about the situation. In Brazil it had seemed easy to rush straight back into Tess's loving arms whenever he chose to forgive her. However, now he knew she was angry with him for leaving her for so long. He admitted she was right to be angry. So he decided to give her time to think about their relationship, and wrote to her, at Marlott, instead of going to see her. To his surprise he received in reply a note from her mother.




Dear Sir,

My daughter is not with me at the moment and I don't know when she'll come back. I will let you know when she does. I cannot tell you where she is staying. We don't live in Marlott any more.

Yours

J. Durbeyfield




At first Clare decided to wait for further information from Tess's mother, but then he re-read the letter sent on to him in Brazil, written from Flintcomb-Ash:




I live only for you. Don't think I shall be bitter because you left me. I am so lonely without you, my darling!

Haven't you ever felt one little bit of your love for me at the dairy? I am the same woman you fell in love with then, the very same. As soon as I met you, the past was dead for me...




He was so touched he felt he must go immediately to find her, however angry she and her family might be with him. While he was packing, the letter from Izz and Marian arrived, and made him hurry even more.

His search for Tess took him first to Flintcomb-Ash, where he discovered she had never used her married name. He began to realize, too, what hardship she had suffered rather than ask his family for money. Next he travelled to Marlott, but found the Durbeyfield cottage occupied by others. As he left the village he passed the field where he had first seen Tess at the dance. He could not bear to see it, because Tess was not there. In the churchyard he saw a new headstone, on which was written:




In memory of John Durbeyfield, rightly d'Urberville, of the once powerful family of that name, and direct descendant of Sir Pagan d'Urberville. Died March 10th, 18




A gravedigger noticed Clare looking at it, and called to him, 'Ah sir, that man didn't want to be buried here, but in his ancestors' tombs at Kingsbere.'

'So why wasn't he buried there?'

'No money. In fact, sir, even this headstone has not been paid for.'

Clare went immediately to pay the bill for the stone, and set out towards Shaston, where he found Mrs Durbeyfield and her children living in a small house. She seemed embarrassed to see him.

'I'm Tess's husband,' he said awkwardly. 'I want to see her at once. You were going to write and tell me where she is. Is she well?'

'I don't know, sir, but you ought to.'

'You're right. I ought to know that about my own wife. Where is she?'

Mrs Durbeyfield would not reply.

'Do you think Tess would want me to try and find her?'

'I don't think she would.'

He was turning away, and then he thought of Tess's letter: If you would come, I could die in your arms! I live only for you... I am so lonely without you, my darling! He turned back.

'I'm sure she would!' he said passionately. 'I know her better than you do!'

'I expect you do, sir, for I have never really known her.'

'Please, Mrs Durbeyfield, please tell me where she is! Please be kind to a miserable lonely man!'

There was a pause after this cry from the heart. Finally Tess's mother replied in a low voice, 'She is at Sandbourne.'

'Thank you,' he said, relieved. 'Do you need anything?'

'No, thank you, sir,' said Joan Durbeyfield. 'We are well provided for.'

Clare took the train to Sandbourne. On his arrival at eleven o'clock in the evening he took a room in a hotel, and walked around the streets, in the hope of meeting Tess. But it was too late to ask anybody.

It seemed a strange place to Clare. It was a bright, fashionable holiday town, with parks, flowerbeds and amusements. This new town, a product of modern civilization, had grown up near the ancient Egdon Woods, where the paths over the hills had not changed for a thousand years.

He walked up and down the wide streets, trying to admire the modern buildings. He felt confused. The sea murmured, and he thought it was the trees. The trees murmured, and he thought it was the sea. He could not understand what had brought Tess here. This was a town for relaxation, for pleasure, not for a working girl like Tess. There were no cows to milk here, and no vegetables to dig. He looked at the lights in the bedroom windows, and wondered which one was hers.

Before going to bed he re-read Tess's passionate letter. He could not sleep that night. At the post office next morning they knew nothing of the names of Clare or Durbeyfield.

'But there is the name of d'Urberville at Mrs Brooks',' said the postman.

'That's it!' cried Clare, pleased to think she had taken her ancestors' name, as he had suggested.

He made his way quickly to Mrs Brooks' house, following the postman's directions. It was a large, impressive house, and he wondered if he should go to the back door, as Tess was probably a servant here. But he rang at the front. Mrs Brooks herself appeared.

'Is Teresa d'Urberville here?' he asked.

'Mrs d'Urberville?'

'Yes.' He felt pleased that she was known there as a married woman. 'Please tell her that a relation wants to see her. Say it's Angel.'

'Mr Angel?'

'No, just Angel. She'll know.'

Angel waited in the sitting room, his heart beating painfully.

'Whatever will she think of me?' he thought. 'I look so different, so much older!' He was still weak after his illness. He could hardly stand, and held on to the back of a chair, as she entered the room.

He was not prepared for what he saw. Tess was wearing fashionable clothes, and looked even more beautiful than he remembered. He had held out his arms, but they fell to his side, because she stood still in the doorway. He thought she could not bear his changed appearance.

'Tess!' he whispered. His voice was low and breaking with emotion. 'Can you forgive me for going away? Can't you... come to me? Why are you... so beautiful?'

'It is too late,' she said, her voice hard and her eyes shining unnaturally.

'I didn't see you as you really were! Please forgive me, Tessy!' he begged.

'Too late, too late!' she said, waving her hand impatiently. 'Don't come close, Angel! Keep away!'

'But is it that you don't love me, my dear wife, because I've been ill? I've come to find you. My parents will welcome you! I've told them everything!'

'Yes, yes! But it is too late.' Every moment seemed like an hour to her. She felt as if she was in a dream, trying to escape, but unable to. 'Don't you know what has happened? I waited and waited for you. But you didn't come! And I wrote to you, and you didn't come! He kept on saying you would never come back again, and he was very kind to my family after father's death. He...'

'I don't understand.'

'He has won me back to him.'

Clare stared at her. He saw her fashionable clothes. He saw her relaxed, well-fed body. He saw her white, delicate hands. At last he understood, and fell into a chair, as if hit on the head.

She continued, 'He is upstairs. I hate him now, because he told me a lie, that you would never return, and you have returned! Will you go away now, Angel, please, and never come back?'

They looked at each other without joy and without hope, desperately wanting to be sheltered from reality.

'It's my fault!' said Clare. But talking did not help. The Tess he had first loved had separated her body from her soul. Her soul remained and would remain faithful to him for ever. But what happened to her body no longer interested her after he had rejected it.

After a few moments of confused reflection, he realized Tess had left the room. His mind was in a fog. He felt very cold and very ill. Somehow he found himself in the street, walking, although he did not know where.

Mrs Brooks was not usually curious about her guests. She was too interested in the money they paid her, to ask many questions. However, Angel Clare's visit to her wealthy guests, Mr and Mrs d'Urberville, as she knew them, was unusual enough to interest her. She could hear parts of the conversation between the two lost souls, and when Tess went back upstairs, Mrs Brooks crept quietly up to listen outside the bedroom door. She heard Tess sobbing, and through the keyhole could see her half lying over the breakfast table.

'And then my dear husband came home to me... And it's too late! Because you persuaded me, you with your fine words! As you did when you seduced me! You told me he would never come back! But he did! And you helped my family—that's how you persuaded me so cleverly. But when I believed you and came to live with you, he came back! And now I've lost him a second time, and this time for ever! He will hate me now!' She turned her tear-stained face and Mrs Brooks could see how she was suffering. 'And he's dying, he looks as if he's dying! It will be my fault if he dies! You have destroyed my life and his! I can't bear it, I can't!' The man spoke sharply, and after that there was silence.

Mrs Brooks went back downstairs to wait until she was called to take their breakfast away. She could hear Tess moving about, and then saw Tess leave the house, fully dressed in her fashionable clothes. Perhaps Mr d'Urberville was still asleep, as he did not like getting up early. Mrs Brooks wondered who this morning's visitor was, and where Mrs d'Urberville had gone so early.

Just then she noticed a mark on the ceiling. It seemed to be spreading. It was red, and when she stood on the table and touched it, it looked like blood. She ran up to listen at the bedroom door again. The dead silence was broken only by a regular drip, drip, drip. She ran wildly out into the street and begged a man she knew to come back with her. Together they hurried upstairs and pushed open the bedroom door. The breakfast lay untouched on the table, but the large knife was missing. They found it in Alec d'Urberville's heart. He lay on the bed, pale, fixed, dead, still bleeding. Soon the news spread all over Sandbourne that Mrs Brooks' guest had been killed by his young wife.



lack n. want, need, shortage. 缺乏；不足。

dust n. dry earth or other matter in the form of fine powder, lying on the ground or the surface of objects, or blown about by the wind. 灰尘；尘土。

climate n. weather conditions of a place or area. 气候。

bony adj. having big or prominent bones. 骨骼突出的。

eager adj. full of, showing, strong desire. 热切的；渴望的。

seduce v. by charm, knowledge of the world, etc persuade sb less experienced to have sexual intercourse. 勾引；诱奸。

so-called adj. called or named thus but perhaps wrongly or doubtfully. 所谓的；号称的。

outburst n. bursting out (of energy, anger, etc). （能量，怒气等的）爆发；突发。

pack v. get ready for a journey by putting things into a box, bundle, bag, etc. 整理行装。

hardship n. severe suffering. 痛苦；苦难。

headstone n. stone set up at the head of a grave. 墓碑。

awkward adj. embarrassed. 困窘的，局促不安的。

ought to (indicating duty or obligation) should. 表示应该或合理。

in fact as a matter of fact, really. 事实上；实际上。

too…to in a higher degree than is allowable, required, etc. 太……以致不……。

flowerbed n. plot of land in which flowers are grown. 花坛；花床。

amusement n. state of being amused. 娱乐。

up and down backwards and forwards. 前后地；来回地。

servant n. person who works in a household for wages, food and lodging. 仆人；用人。

enter v. come or go into. 进入。

low adj. not high in pitch; not loud. （指声音）不大的；不高的；不尖的；低的。

unnatural adj. not natural or normal. 不自然的；反常的。

welcome v. show pleasure or satisfaction at sth, at the arrival of sb or sth. 欢迎。

win v. get by means of hard work, perseverance, struggle, as the result of competition, gambling, etc. 赢。

reality n. the quality of being real, real existence; that which underlies appearance. 真实；现实；真相。

reject v. put aside, throw away, as not good enough to be kept. 抛弃。

guest n. person staying at or paying a visit to another's house or being entertained at a meal. 客人。

stain v. change the colour of; make coloured patches or dirty marks on. 改变……的颜色；玷污。

ceiling n. top inner surface of a room. 天花板。

regular adj. happening, done, again and again at even intervals. 有规律的；不变的。

drip n. the drop-by-drop falling of a liquid. 滴；滴落。


第十九章　结局

一天晚上，在爱敏斯特的牧师家，克莱尔先生和夫人正焦急地等待着安吉尔的归来。

[image: alt]

“亲爱的，他还到不了，”老克莱尔先生说道。他的妻子已经第十次到前门探望了。“记住他的火车直到六点才能抵达，然后他还得骑着咱们那匹老马走上十里路呢！”

“可是，以往他在一个小时内就骑到了，”他的妻子焦躁地说道。两个人都知道谈论是没有用的，唯一能做的就是等待。

他们听到脚步声，急忙冲到了门外，迎接那个黑暗中的身影。

“哦，我的孩子，我的孩子，终于到家了！”克莱尔夫人叫道。在这个时候，她关切的仅仅是安吉尔身上的尘土，而不会在乎他缺少宗教信仰。实际上，哪一个女人，不管她的信仰多么坚定，不会为了她的孩子们牺牲她的信仰？对克莱尔夫人来说，没有任何东西比安吉尔的幸福更重要。

可是当他们进到了起居室，她在烛光映照下端详起他的脸庞时，她不禁惊叫了起来，痛苦地转过头去，“哦，这不是离开时的安吉尔！”

甚至他的父亲在看到儿子的变化时也很震惊。如果他们在街道上经过他身旁，他们会认不出他来的，恶劣的气候和艰苦的劳动让他苍老了二十岁。他瘦骨嶙峋，步伐沉重，目光黯然失神，简直不成人样了。

“在那边我一直生病，”注意到父母的忧虑，他说道。旅程之后，他已很虚弱，不得不坐下来了。

“有我的什么信件吗？”他急切地问道，“最近的一封……”

“从你妻子那儿来的？”

“是的，我直到最近，当我在旅行的时候才收到。如果我早点儿收到信的话，我会更快赶回来的。”

他们给了他一封一直等他回来看的信。安吉尔快速地浏览了信，这是苔丝最近一封信，写得简短、迫切：

啊，安吉尔，你为什么对我这么狠哪？这不是我应受的惩罚，你真是残酷！我要设法忘掉你。你对待我太不公平了！

苔　　

“说得一点儿不错！”安吉尔绝望地叫道，信掉到了地上，“也许她永远不会再接受我了！”

“安吉尔，不要对一个乡下姑娘过分担心了，”他母亲说道。她对儿子的心理状态非常忧虑。

“你们知道吗，我从来没有告诉过你们，可是她实际上是英国最古老、最高贵的一个家族的后裔，事实上就是德伯。你们知道我为什么会离开她吗？我怎么会这般心胸狭窄！我离开她是因为我发现她并不是我认为的那样，是个纯洁的乡下姑娘。她曾被一个所谓的绅士先生诱奸过。可是这不是她的过错。现在我知道了她全部的品质就是诚实和真挚。我必须让她回到我的身边！”

这一番倾诉之后，安吉尔早早地上了床，他考虑着现在的情形，他在巴西时以为，无论什么时候，只要他宽恕了她，他都可以轻而易举地返回她爱的怀抱。然而，现在他知道因为自己离开她过于长久，她对他愤怒了。他承认她的愤怒是合情合理的。于是，他决定给予她时间来思考他们之间的关系。他没有去看望她，而是给她写了封信，寄往马勒特。意外地，他收到了她母亲回复的一张便条。

敬爱的先生，

我女儿现在没有和我住在一起。我不知道她什么时候能回来。若她回来，我会设法让您得知。我不能告诉您她现在住在哪里，我们不再住在马勒特了。

你的　　

J·德北　

起先，克莱尔决定等着从苔丝母亲那里获得进一步的消息。可是之后他又重读了那封写于弗林特库姆地区、他在巴西时收到的信：

我只是为你才活着，不要以为你离我而去，我会怨恨什么。亲爱的，没有你，我是多么孤寂啊！

难道你没有感觉到过一丝一毫你在牛奶场时对我的爱吗？我没变，我还是你以前爱上的那个女人，一点也没变。当初，我一见到你，过去的事情对我就都消亡了…．

他被深深地触动了，他觉得自己必须立刻去找到她，不管她和她的家人可能会对他有多气愤。他正收拾东西时，又收到了伊茨和玛丽安的信，这让他心情更为迫切了。

他寻找苔丝的第一步是到了弗林特库姆地区。在那儿，他发现她从来都没用过她婚后的名字。他同时也意识到，不管她遭受多么艰难的处境，她都不愿向他的家人要钱。接下来他又辗转到马勒特，可是他发现德北家的房舍住着别人。当他离开村子时，他经过了他第一次在舞会上见到苔丝的地方。他不忍再看下去，因为苔丝不在那儿了。在教堂墓地，他看到一块新墓碑，上面写着：

纪念约翰·德北，恰当地说，是德伯，这个姓氏的家族曾经非常强大，他是培根·德伯先生的直系后裔，死于3月10日，18××年。

一个掘墓人注意到克莱尔正盯着墓碑看，便对他喊道：“啊，先生，那个人可不想埋在这儿。他想葬在王陴那边他祖先们的坟墓里。”

“那么，为什么不把他葬到那儿去？”

“没有钱呀。实际上，就连这块墓碑的钱还没付呢。”

克莱尔马上掏钱付了墓碑的账，又动身朝夏斯顿去了。在那儿，他发现德北夫人和她的孩子们住在一间狭小的房子里。看到他，她显得有些局促不安。

“我是苔丝的丈夫，”他窘迫地说道，“我想立刻见到她，您本来是要写信告诉我她在哪里的。她还好吗？”

“我不知道。可是，先生，您应该知道呀。”

“您说得对，我应该知道我自己妻子的情况，她在哪儿？”

德北夫人不愿回答。

“您认为苔丝愿意让我努力找到她吗？”

“我认为她不会。”

他转身欲走，这时，他想起了苔丝的信：“如果你来，我就可以在你怀里安息了！我只是为了你才活着……亲爱的，没有你，我是多么孤寂啊！”他又转回身来。

“我确信她会的！”他充满热情地说道：“我比您更了解她！”

“我希望您是对的，先生，因为我从来没有真正了解过她。”

“请您，德北夫人，请您告诉我她在哪儿！请您对一个可怜又孤独的男人仁慈一点吧！”

他从心里发出了这声呼唤，此后，是片刻的沉默。苔丝的母亲终于低声地回答道：“她在桑德伯恩。”

“谢谢您，”他说道，并感到宽慰了些，“有任何需要吗？”

“不用了，谢谢您，先生。”琼·德北说，“我们被供养得很好。”

克莱尔搭乘了一班火车赶往桑德伯恩。在晚上11点到达之后，他在旅馆里订了个房间，之后就到街上四处逛，抱着能碰到苔丝的希望。可是已经太晚了，连个可问的人都没有。

对于克莱尔，这是个陌生的地方。它是个光鲜、时新的度假城镇，有公园、花圃和各种娱乐休闲设施。这个新城镇，作为现代文明的产物，在古老的埃格登森林附近渐渐发展了起来，而那里山峦上的小径千年来都不曾改变过。

他在宽阔的街道上走来走去，极力想去欣赏这些现代的建筑。他觉得思想很混乱。大海的潺潺细语被他听成是树木的声音；而树叶的沙沙作响又被认作是大海的声音。他不能理解是什么把苔丝带到了这里。这是一个休闲、消遣的城镇，不适合像苔丝这样要干活儿的姑娘。这儿没有奶牛可以挤，也没有蔬菜可以挖。他透过卧室的窗子看着万家灯火，急于想知道哪一盏是属于她的。

上床之前，他又读了苔丝那封热情洋溢的来信。那一晚，他辗转难眠。第二天早晨，他来到了邮电局，可是他们不知道有叫克莱尔或德北的人。

“可是在布鲁克斯夫人那儿住着个叫德伯的，”邮递员说道。

“就是它了！”克莱尔叫道，他很高兴，认为苔丝采纳了他的建议，使用了她祖先的姓氏。

顺着邮递员指引的方向，他急忙奔向布鲁克斯夫人的房子。这是一座宽敞、奢华得令人惊叹的房子，他怀疑他是否应该走后门，因为苔丝也许在这儿做佣人。可是，他在前门按响了铃，布鲁克斯夫人亲自开门来了。

“苔莉莎·德伯住在这儿吗？”他问。

“德伯太太吗？”

“是的。”他感到很高兴，因为苔丝是以已婚妇女的身份住在这里的。“请转告她有一个亲戚想要见她，就说是安吉尔。”

“安吉尔先生吗？”

“不，就是安吉尔，她会明白的。”

安吉尔在起居室里等候，他的心在痛苦地跳动着。

“她对我到底会有什么看法呢？”他在想，“我看起来完全不同了，老了这么多！”病后他的身子还很虚弱。当她走进房间时，他几乎无法站立，紧紧地抓着椅子的靠背。

对他所见的情景，他没有心理准备，苔丝穿着时髦簇新的衣服，看起来比他记忆中的她更为楚楚动人。他伸出双臂，可又垂落下来，因为她木然不动地站在门口。他心想，她不能接受他改变了的模样。

“苔丝！”他轻轻叫道。他的嗓音低沉，因情绪激动而断断续续。“你能宽恕我离你出走吗？难道你……不能向我走过来吗？为什么你……如此漂亮？”

“太晚了，”她说。她声音有些刺耳，眼睛的光芒也是躲躲闪闪的。

“我过去没有看出你真正的本质，请你宽恕我，苔丝！”他请求道。

“太晚了，太晚了！”她焦躁地挥着手，说道，“别靠近我，安吉尔！站开！”

“可是，我的好妻子，是因为我生了病，你就不爱我了吗？我是来找你的，我的父母也会欢迎你！我把一切都告诉他们了！”

“是的，是的！可是，太晚了。”每一秒钟对她都像一个小时那样难捱，她觉得自己如同在梦中，想要逃，却不能。“你还不知道发生了什么事吗？我把你等了又等。可你没有来！后来我给你写了信，你还是没有来！他老是说，你永远不会再回来了，父亲去世后，他待我们家非常好，他……”

“我听不懂。”

“他重又把我拉过去了。”

克莱尔盯着她看。他看到了她时新的衣服，他看到了她松弛的、保养得很好的身子，他看到她白皙娇嫩的双手。终于，他领会了她的意思，一下子瘫倒在椅子上，像是被人在头上击了一下。

她继续说着：“他在楼上。我现在恨他，因为他向我撒了谎，说你再也不会回来了，可你却已经回来了！安吉尔，现在请你走开吧，永远别再回来，好吗？”

他们面面相觑，没有欢乐也没有希望，只是竭力地希望躲避这严酷的现实。

“这是我的错呀！”克莱尔说。可是这已经无济于事了。他最初爱过的苔丝已把她的身躯从她的灵魂中分离开了，她的灵魂保持着，而且将永远保持着对他的忠诚。可是在遭受他的拒绝之后，她已不再关心她的身躯所要承受的一切了。

一阵胡思乱想之后，他发现苔丝已经离开了。他的心被迷茫的大雾笼罩着。他觉得很冷，极其不舒服。不知不觉中，他来到了街上，走着，尽管他并不知道要走向何处。

布鲁克斯夫人平常不太爱管客人们的闲事。她太关心他们付给她的钱了，顾不上问许多问题。然而，安吉尔·克莱尔对德伯先生和太太的拜访——据她所知，他们可是非常富有的客人——有些太不寻常，引起了她的兴趣。她能断断续续地听到一点儿这两个失魂落魄的人之间的谈话。当苔丝返回到楼上时，布鲁克斯夫人也蹑手蹑脚地摸上来，偷偷地在卧室门外听着。她听到苔丝啜泣的声音，贴着钥匙洞眼，她看到她半瘫在早餐桌上。

“后来，我那亲爱的丈夫回家找我来了……可是，太晚了！因为你用你的花言巧语劝诱我！就像你诱奸我时做的那样！你对我说，他将永远不回来了！可是，他回来了！你帮助我的家人——你聪明地利用这个劝诱我，可是当我相信了你，来和你一起生活时，他回来了！现在我又一次失去了他，这次是永远失去他了！他现在会恨我的！”她转过那张泪痕满面的脸，布鲁克斯夫人能够明白她正遭受多么大的痛苦。“他命不长了，他看上去是命不长了！如果他死了，那是我的罪过！你毁了我的一生，也毁了他的！我受不了啦！我受不了啦！”那个男人尖声说了句什么，之后，一阵沉寂。

布鲁克斯夫人返回楼下等着，等着被召唤去端走他们的早餐。她听到苔丝发出了些响动，然后看到苔丝齐全地穿着那身时新的衣服，离开了房子。也许德伯先生还睡着呢，因为他不喜欢早起。布鲁克斯夫人暗自纳闷早上的来访者到底是谁，而德伯太太这么一大早又要去哪儿。

就在这时，她注意到天花板上有什么痕迹，看起来正在扩散。是红色的，她爬上桌子，摸了摸，像是血。她跑上楼，又在卧室门边偷听。死一般的寂静被这有规律的一滴、一滴、又一滴的声响给打破了。她疯狂地跑到大街上，请求一个她认识的男人同她一起回去。他们一起急急地上了楼，推开了卧室的门。早餐一动未动地摆在桌子上，可是那把大刀子不见了。他们发现它插在亚历克·德伯的心脏上。他煞白地、僵硬地躺在床上，已经死了，还在流血。布鲁克斯夫人的房客被他年轻的妻子杀死了。这个消息很快传遍了整个桑德伯恩。


Chapter 20

Meanwhile Angel Clare returned to his hotel, and sat for a while over breakfast, staring into space. A note arrived from his mother, saying that his brother Cuthbert was going to marry Mercy Chant. Clare threw away the paper. At last he got up, paid the bill and went to the railway station. But he could not sit patiently and wait for the next train, in an hour's time. He had nothing to wish for in life, and nobody to love. He was m no hurry, but just wanted to get out of that town as soon as possible.

So he started walking along the road out of town. The road was open, and dropped down to cross a valley. When he was climbing the far side of the valley, he stopped for breath, and something made him turn round. There was a small black figure in the distance—a human figure, running. Clare waited. It looked like a woman, but he never imagined that it could be his wife until she came close and he saw it was Tess.

'I saw you—turn on to the road—from the station—and I've been following you all this way!' She was pale, breathless and trembling. He did not question her but took her arm and helped her along. They took a footpath under some trees, to avoid being seen.

'Angel,' she said, 'do you know why I've been running after you? To tell you that I've killed him!' There was a pitiful smile on her white face as she spoke.

'What!' he cried, thinking her mind was disturbed.

'I don't know how I did it,' she said. 'I had to do it, for you and me, Angel. I was afraid long ago, when I hit him in the mouth with that heavy glove, that I might kill him one day. He has come between us and ruined our lives. I never loved him at all, Angel. You believe me, don't you? Oh, why did you go away, when I loved you so much? But I don't blame you, Angel. Only, will you forgive me now? I could not bear losing you any longer, I had to kill him. Say you love me now, say you do!'

'Oh, I do love you, Tess, I do. It has all come back!' he said, holding her tightly in his arms. 'But what do you mean, you've killed him?'

'He is dead. He heard me crying about you, and he called you rude names. I couldn't bear it. So I killed him.'

Eventually Angel came to believe that she probably had killed d'Urberville. He was amazed at the strength of her feeling, and this, it seemed had made her forget the difference between right and wrong. She did not seem to realize what she had done, and laid her head on his shoulder, crying with happiness. He wondered if the bad blood of the d'Urbervilles was to blame for this moment of madness.

However, he knew he could not leave her now. She expected him to protect her. And at last, Clare felt nothing but love for this passionate, loving wife of his. He kissed her again and again, and held her hand.

'I won't leave you! I'll protect you as well as I can, my dearest love, whatever you may or may not have done!'

They walked on, Tess turning her head occasionally to look at him. For her he was still perfection, despite his thinness and pale face. He was the one man who had loved her purely, and who believed in her as pure. Their arms around each other's waists, they walked through the woods on lonely footpaths, taking care not to meet anybody. They did not talk much, being content to be together at last.

'Where shall we go?' asked Tess.

'I don't know. Perhaps we could find a cottage to stay in tonight. Can you walk a long way, Tessy?'

'Oh yes! I could walk for ever with your arm around me!'

At midday Angel went to a public house and brought food and wine back to where Tess was waiting in the woods for him. Her clothes were so fashionable that the country people would have noticed her.

'I think we should keep walking inland, away from the coasts,' said Clare, as they finished eating. 'We can hide there for a while. Later on, when they stop looking for us, we can go to a port and get right out of the country.'

But their plans were vague. They were like two children, who think only of the moment. The weather was warm and they enjoyed walking together. However, in the afternoon they did not find any suitable cottages to stay in, and it was too cold to sleep outside. They had walked about fifteen miles, when they passed a large empty house in the middle of the woods.

'All those rooms empty!' said Tess, 'and we have no shelter!'

'We can stay the night there,' said Clare. 'Look, there's a window open. The caretaker probably airs the rooms in the daytime. We can climb in. Nobody will know.'

And so they did. They chose a bedroom with heavy old fashioned furniture and a huge old bed. They kept quiet while the caretaker came to shut the windows in the evening. Then the house was theirs. They ate some of the food they had brought, and went to bed in total darkness.

During the night she told him about his sleepwalking just after their wedding.

'You should have told me at the time!'

'Don't think of the past! Think of the present. Tomorrow may mean the end of our happiness.'

But when tomorrow came it was wet and foggy. It seemed that the caretaker only came on fine days, so they were alone in the house. They had enough food and wine, and stayed there for the next five days. It was the honeymoon they had never had. They had no contact with people, and only noticed changes in the weather. Neither mentioned the depressing period from their wedding-day to the present. They lived for the moment, and were completely happy. When Angel suggested leaving their shelter and travelling to a port like Southampton or London, Tess was unwilling.

'Why put an end to sweetness and happiness? Outside, everything is confused and sad. Here, we are quite content.'

Angel agreed. Inside was forgiveness and love: outside was eventual punishment.

'And...' she said, putting her cheek against his, 'I want you to go on loving me. I'm afraid you might reject me one day for what I've done. Then I would rather be dead. I must have been mad to kill him! But I don't want to be alive when you reject me for it.'

They stayed for one more day, but the caretaker came early that fine sunny morning. She wanted to open the windows in the bedrooms, which she did not usually do, and opened their bedroom door. She saw the young couple lying in the big bed, fast asleep, and hurried away to tell her neighbours.

Tess and Angel woke soon after, and decided to leave immediately. They dared not stay any longer. When they were in the woods Tess turned to look at the house.

'So much happiness in that house!' she whispered. 'My life can only be a question of a few weeks. Why couldn't we have stayed there?'

'Don't say that, Tess! We'll go northwards and get to a port. They won't find us.'

They kept going all day and most of the night, passing the cathedral city of Melchester and reaching open land. It was a windy, cloudy night. They walked on grass, so as not to make any noise on the road. They were alone and in darkness.

Suddenly, Clare almost bumped into a great stone rising up in front of him. Moving forwards carefully, they found other stones, standing tall and black against the night sky.

'What on earth is this place?' Clare asked.

'Listen!' cried Tess.

The wind, playing on the huge stones, produced a strange tune, like the notes of a great harp. The couple walked slowly into the middle of the great circle of stones.

'It's Stonehenge!' cried Clare.

'The pagan temple?'

'Yes. Older than the centuries; older than the d'Urbervilles!'

'Let's stay here tonight, Angel,' said Tess. lying down on a flat stone which was still warm from the day's sunshine.

'We'd better not. This place can be seen for miles in daylight.'

'I feel at home here,' murmured Tess. 'You used to say at Talbothays that I was a pagan, do you remember?'

He bent over her and kissed her.

'Sleepy, are you, dearest?'

'I love it here,' she said. 'I have been so happy with you. And here I have only the sky above my face. There is nobody in the world except us two.'

Clare thought she could rest a while here. He put his coat over her, and lay down beside her.

'Angel,' she asked presently, as they listened to the wind among the stones, 'if anything happens to me, will you take care of Liza-Lu?'

'I will.'

'She is so good and pure. Oh Angel, I wish you would marry her if you lose me, as you will do soon.'

'If I lose you, I lose everything.'

'She has all the best of me without my bad side, and if she were yours, it would almost seem as if we were not separated by death. Well, I won't mention it again.'

There was silence for a while. Angel could see the first light in the east. They had nor much time.

'Did they sacrifice to God here?' she asked.

'No, to the sun.'

'That reminds me, dear. Tell me, do you think we shall meet again after we are dead? I want to know.'

He kissed her to avoid replying.

'Oh Angel, that means no!' she almost sobbed. 'And I so wanted to see you again—so much, so much! Not even you and I, Angel, who love each other so much?'

He could not answer. Soon she fell asleep on the stone of sacrifice. The night wind died away, and the stones looked black in the half-light. Something seemed to move in the distance. It was a figure approaching Stonehenge. Clare wished they had gone on, but it was too late. He turned, and saw another, and another. They were uniformed men, closing in on Tess with slow purposeful steps. Clare jumped up wildly, looking round for a way to escape.

'It's no use, sir,' said the nearest policeman. 'We've surrounded the place.'

'Let her finish her sleep!' he begged in a whisper, as the men gathered round the stone. He held her hand. She was breathing more like a trapped animal than a woman. All waited in the growing light, their faces and hands silver, the stones grey. When the light was strong, she awoke.

'What is it, Angel?' she said, sitting up. 'Have they come for me?'

'Yes, dearest, they have.'

'That is right. I am almost glad. This happiness could not have lasted!'

She stood up and went towards the waiting men. 'I am ready,' she said quietly.




One July morning the sun shone on two figures climbing the hill leading out of the fine city of Wintoncester. They were young but they walked bent in sorrow. One was Angel Clare, the other Tess's younger sister, Liza-Lu. Hand in hand, with pale, tear-stained faces, they walked in silence.

When they reached the top of the hill, they heard the town clocks strike eight. They turned quickly and looked back at the city. They could see the cathedral, the college and the prison very clearly. A tall post was fixed to the prison tower. A few minutes after eight, as they watched, a black flag moved slowly up the post.

The gods had finished playing with Tess. Society had seen 'justice' done. Her d'Urberville ancestors slept on in their tombs, uncaring. The two silent watchers dropped to the ground and stayed there without moving for a long time. The flag waved in the wind. As soon as they had strength, they stood up, joined hands again, and continued slowly on their way.



valley n. stretch of land between hills or mountains, often with a river flowing through it. 山谷。

imagine v. form a picture of in the mind; think of (sth) as probable. 想象；认为（某事物）可能发生或存在。

footpath n. path for the use of persons on foot, especially one across fields on open country, or at the side of a country road. （田野中的）小径；小路。

disturb v. break the quiet, calm, peace or order of; put out of the right or usual position. 使紊乱。

tightly adv. in a fastened, fixed manner. 紧紧地。

madness n. the state of being mad; mad behaviour. 疯狂；疯狂的行为。

content adj. not wanting more; satisfied with what one has. 满足的；满意的。

midday n. noon. 中午。

inland adv. in or towards the interior. 在内陆地；向内陆地。

public house n. house licensed to sell alcoholic drinks to be consumed on the premises but not offering accommodation. 酒馆。

caretaker n. person paid to take care of a building during the owner's absence. （房主不在时）受雇替房主看管房屋之人。

contact n. meeting with a person. 与人接触。

sleepwalk n. an unusual action in which a person walks while asleep. 梦游。

couple n. two persons or things, seen together or associated. 一对，一双。

port n. harbour. 港；港口。

cathedral n. chief church in a diocese, in which is the bishop's throne, under the charge of a dean. 总教堂；大教堂。

bump v. come against with a blow or knock. 碰到；撞到。

harp n. free-standing musical instrument with vertical strings played with the fingers. 竖琴。

alone adj. without the company or help of others or other things. 孤独的。

lose v. no longer have; have taken away from one by accident, carelessness, misfortune, death, etc. 丧失；失去。

uniform n. dress worn by all members of an organization, eg the police, the armed forces. 制服；军服。

surround v. be, go, all round, shut in on all sides. 包围。

silver n. the colour of silver. （用作定语）银色。

justice n. just conduct; the quality of being right and fair. 公正。


第二十章

同时，安吉尔·克莱尔回到了他的旅馆，整顿早餐他就坐在那儿，死死地盯着前方。他的母亲来了封短信，说他的哥哥卡斯伯特就要同默茜·钱特结婚了。克莱尔把信扔掉了。最后他站了起来，付清了账，走到了火车站。可是他无法耐心地坐在那里等下一趟火车，那得花一个小时。他对生活已不抱任何希望，也没有人可以爱了。他有充裕的时间，但只想尽快地离开这个城镇。

[image: alt]

于是他开始沿着出城的马路走着。这条路很开阔，顺着下来，横穿过一座山谷。当他在山谷远处的那头爬行时，他停下来喘口气，有什么东西促使他转过身去。远处有个小小的黑影——是一个人的身影，正在跑着。克莱尔等待着。像是一个女人，可是克莱尔一点都没想到这可能是他的妻子。直到她走近了，他才认出来，那是苔丝。

“我看到你——转身上了马路——从火车站——我一直跟了你这么远！”她脸色苍白，上气不接下气，还有些发抖。他没有问什么，挽着她的胳膊，扶着她一起走。他们挑了一条树下的小路走，以免被人看见。

“安吉尔，”她说，“你知道我为什么一直追赶着你吗？我要告诉你，我杀死他了！”她说话时，苍白的脸上漾出一丝令人怜悯的微笑。

“什么！”他尖叫道，认为她神志不清了。

“我不知道我是怎么做的，”她说，“我必须这么做，安吉尔，为了你，也为了我。很早以前，当我用那只笨重的手套抽他的嘴巴时，我就怕有一天我也许会杀了他。他插在我们中间，毁了我们的生活。我根本就不爱他，你相信我，是不是？哦，当初，我那么爱你的时候，你为什么离开我啊？不过，我现在并不责怪你，安吉尔。我只是想问你，安吉尔，现在你会宽恕我吗？我不能忍受再失去你，我不得不杀死他。现在，说你爱我吧，说你爱我！”

“啊，我是爱你的，苔丝，我确实爱你。一切都回来了！”他说着，把她紧紧地搂到怀里。“可是，你的意思是，你杀死他了？”

“他死了。他听见我在哭喊你，就粗鲁地叫骂你的名字，我忍无可忍，于是杀了他。”

终于，安吉尔渐渐相信她也许真地杀死了德伯。他对她感情的力量感到惊愕，而这，似乎让他忘记了是非的区别。她像是根本没有认识到自己做过了什么，把她的头埋在他的肩上，幸福地哭着。他怀疑是否德伯家族的罪恶血统该为这一刻的疯狂遭受谴责。

然而，他知道，现在他不能离开她，她期待着他来保护她。到最后，克莱尔除了对他热情、忠诚的妻子满怀爱意之外，已感觉不到其他了，他对她吻了又吻，抓起了她的手。

“我不会离开你的！我会尽我所能来保护你，最亲爱的宝贝，无论你做过还是没做过任何事情！”

他们继续走着，苔丝不时地转过头看看他，尽管他的脸庞瘦削苍白，但对她而言，他仍是完美的。他是唯一一个不掺杂质地爱过她、并相信她的纯洁的男人。他们互相揽着对方的腰，在树林中孤寂的小径上穿行，小心翼翼地避开任何人。他们谈得不多，对于终于能够团聚感到心满意足。

“我们要去哪儿？”苔丝问道。

“我不知道。也许我们能找到一间今晚住的小屋，苔丝，你能走远路吗？”

“哦，我能！有你的手臂搂着我，我可以永远地走下去！”

到了中午时分，安吉尔到一个酒店买了些食物和酒回来，苔丝就在树林里等着他。她的衣服这么时新，会引起乡下人注意的。

“我认为我们应该继续朝内地走，离开海岸。”当他们吃完东西时，克莱尔说道。“我们可以在那儿躲藏一段时间。之后，等他们停止搜寻我们的时候，我们可以到一个港口，径直逃离这个国家。”

可是他们的打算是含糊的。他们就像两个孩子，只考虑到眼前的情况。天气暖洋洋的，他们乐于一起走着。然而，到了下午，他们还没找到一间可以住的房子，睡在外面又太冷了。当他们大约走了十五英里时，他们在树林中央经过了一幢空荡荡的大房子。

“所有的房间都是闲置着的！”苔丝说，“而我们连个可以遮蔽的地方都没有！”

“我们今晚可以待在这儿！”克莱尔说道。“看，那儿有个窗户开着。看管人可能在白天让房子通通风。我们可以爬进去，没有人知道的。”

于是他们爬了进去。他们选择的那间卧室摆放着式样古老的家具和一张宽大的旧床。晚上，当看管人来关窗户时，他们就保持安静，没有发出声响。之后，这幢房子就属于他们了。他们吃了一些带来的食物之后，就在一团漆黑中上床睡觉了。

夜里，她对他说了婚礼后他梦游的事。

“那个时候你就应该告诉我！”

“别想过去的事了，想想现在吧！明天也许就是我们幸福的终结。”

可是第二天的天气很潮湿，雾气蒙蒙的。看来那个看管人只在天气晴朗的日子才来，因此，他们单独住在房子里。他们有足够的食物和酒，接下来又住了五天。这段时间成了他们以前没有享受过的蜜月。他们和外界没有任何联系，能注意到的只是天气的变化。他们谁也不提婚后到现在那一段忧郁的日子。他们为眼前活着，非常非常地幸福。安吉尔提议离开这个临时的避难所，前往像南安普顿或伦敦这样的港口城市，可苔丝不愿意。

“为什么要结束甜蜜和幸福？在外面，一切都是那么混乱和悲伤。在这儿，我们十分满足。”

安吉尔同意了。里面只有宽恕和爱情；而外面是最后的惩罚。

“还有……”她把她的脸颊贴着他的，说道，“我要你继续爱我。我害怕有一天你会因为我所做的事抛弃我。那样，我情愿死去。我一定是疯了，我把他杀死了！可是如果你因此抛弃我，那我也不想活了。”

他们又待了一天。但是在那个阳光明媚的早晨，看管人来了。她想把卧室的窗户打开——她平时不经常这么做——就打开了他们卧室的门。她看到这对年轻的夫妇躺在那张大床上，酣睡着，就赶紧去告诉她的邻居们。

苔丝和安吉尔很快就醒了，决定立即离开。他们不敢再多停留一会儿。他们到了树林里，苔丝回头看了看那幢房子。

“那座房子里有那么多的幸福！”她轻声说道，“我的性命也不过是几个星期的事情了，为什么我们不能留在那儿？”

“别这么说，苔丝！我们朝北走，到达一个港口，他们不会找到我们的。”

他们赶了整整一个白天和几乎整个晚上的路程，经过了教堂城市梅尔切斯特，到了一片开阔的平原。这是一个多云、有风的夜晚。他们为了避免在路上发出任何声响，就在草地上走。黑暗中只有他们两个人。

突然，安吉尔几乎猛地撞上了一块竖在他面前的巨石。他们小心翼翼地朝前移动着，又发现了其他石头，在夜晚的苍穹下，高高地、黑黑地矗立着。

“这到底是什么地方？”克莱尔问。

“听！”苔丝叫道。

风在这些巨石上弹奏着，发出一种奇怪的音调，就像一架巨大的竖琴演奏出的乐章。这两个人慢慢地走到了这些石头环绕着的一个大圆圈的中央。

“这是巨石阵！”克莱尔叫道。

“异教徒神庙？”

“是的，比世纪还要古老，比德伯家族还要古老！”

“安吉尔，我们今晚就待在这儿吧！”苔丝说着，躺在了一块平坦的石头上，石头还留有白天日照时吸收的余温。

“最好不要。白天，几英里外都能看见这个地方！”

“在这儿我觉得很自在，”苔丝低声说，“你过去在塔尔勃塞常常说我是个异教徒，你记起来了吗？”

他俯下身，亲吻她。

“亲爱的，困了，是吗？”

“我喜欢这儿，”她说，“和你在一起，我是这么幸福。在这儿，我的上方只有天空，在这个世界里，只有我们两个人。”

克莱尔心想，她可以在这儿休息一会儿，他把自己的外套盖在她的身上，在她身边躺了下来。

“安吉尔，”后来，在他们倾听着石头之间的风声时她问道，“如果我有什么不测，你愿意照顾丽莎-露吗？”

“我愿意。”

“她是那么贤惠纯洁，哦，安吉尔，如果你失去我——你不久就会失去我的，我希望你能娶她。”

“如果我失去你，我就失去了一切。”

“她具有一切我最好的东西，却没有我坏的一面。如果她属于你了，那么几乎就好像死亡没把我们分开一样。好了，我不再提它了。”

有一会儿，他们都默不作声。安吉尔能看到东方亮起了第一道曙光。他们没有多少时间了。

“他们是在这儿祭献上帝吗？”她问。

“不，祭献太阳。”

“这倒提醒我了，亲爱的，告诉我，你认为我们死后还会相遇吗？我想知道。”

他吻她，想避开这个问题。

“哦，安吉尔，那就是说不能！”她几乎要哭了。“我是那么地想要再见到你——那么强烈，那么强烈！安吉尔，连你和我，两个爱得这么深的人都不能吗？”

他无法回答，很快，她在那块祭礼石上睡着了。夜里的风渐渐消逝了，从蒙蒙的光线中，那些石头看起来黑乎乎的。远处，像是有什么东西在移动。是一个朝巨石阵靠近的身影。克莱尔真希望他们已经上路了，可是太晚了。他转过头，看到了另外一个人，还有一个。这些穿着制服的人，有目的地缓缓地向苔丝靠近。克莱尔疯狂地跳了起来，环顾四周，想找条逃脱的路。

“这没用，先生。”离得最近的那个警察说，“我们已经包围了这个地方。”

“让她睡完觉吧！”当警察们聚集到石头周围时，他低声请求道。他抓住她的手，她的呼吸更像一只落入陷阱的动物发出的，而不是一个女人发出的。所有的人都在越来越明亮的曙光中等待着，他们的脸和手成了银白色的，石块是灰色的。当光线强烈起来时，她醒了。

“什么事呀，安吉尔？”她说着，坐了起来。“他们来找我了吗？”

“是的，宝贝，他们来了。”

“那就对了。我简直感到很高兴，这种幸福本来就不可能持久。”

她站了起来，朝那些等候的警察走去，“我准备好了。”她平静地说。




7月的一个早晨，在一座从美好的温顿塞斯特城延伸出来的小山上，阳光正照耀在两个爬山人的身上。他们很年轻，但是因悲痛而伏下身去走着。一位是安吉尔·克莱尔，另一位是苔丝的妹妹，丽莎-露，他们手牵着手，脸色苍白，泪痕满面地默默前行。

当他们到达山顶时，他们听到教区的钟声敲打了八下。他们迅速转身，眺望着这个城市。他们可以清楚地看到教堂、大学，还有监狱。一根高高的旗杆竖立在监狱塔楼上方。8点过了几分，他们看到一面黑旗缓缓升上旗杆。

神明对苔丝的戏弄就此告终了，世人看到正义得到了伸张。她的德伯祖先沉睡在他们的坟墓中，漠不关心。两位沉默的观众跌倒在了地上，久久地没有动弹。旗子在风中飘展着。一有了力气，他们就站了起来，重新手挽着手，继续慢慢地走上了他们的路程。


Exercises

A Checking your understanding

Chapters 1–5 Write answers to these questions.

1 Why was John Durbeyfield sure that he was a descendant of the d'Urberville family?

2 Why was Tess sad at the village dance?

3 Why did Prince die?




Chapters 6–7 How much can you remember? Check your answers.

1 How long did Tess stay at the d'Urbervilles' home?

2 What were the words painted in red on the gate?

3 What name did Tess give to her baby?

4 What was the name of the dairy where she decided to work?




Chapters 8–11 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?

1 Mr Crick knew the old d'Urberville family well.

2 Angel Clare had wanted to be a farmer all his life.

3 He could not go to university because he was not clever enough.

4 He fell in love with Tess because of her freshness and innocence.




Chapters 12–16 Write answers to these questions.

1 What was Angel Clare's character like?

2 Why did Tess refuse to marry Angel at first?

3 Why didn't she tell him the truth about her past?

4 What did Angel think her guilty secret was?

5 What was Angel's guilty secret?

6 Why could Angel no longer love Tess?

7 What would have happened if Tess had met Angel's parents, not his brothers, at Emminster?




Chapters 17–20 Find answers to these questions in the text.

1 How did Angel's attitude change after living in Brazil?

2 Why did the Durbeyfield family have to leave their cottage?

3 Why did Marian and Izz write to Angel Clare?

4 Why did Tess go back to Alec d'Urberville?

5 Where did Tess and Angel have their 'honeymoon'?

6 What happened at Stonehenge?

B Working with language

1 Choose the best linking word and complete these sentences with information from the story.

1 Because/although the other dairymaids also loved Angel, they...

2 Angel was not depressed by Tess's refusal as/although...

3 Tess wrote a letter to Angel in order to/in case...

4 Tess thought that Angel would forgive her unless/since...

5 Angel's attitude towards Tess changed before/as soon as...

2 Combine these sentences into longer sentences, using linking words and making any other necessary changes.

1 Tess was working on a farm at Flintcomb-Ash.

2 Alec d'Urberville came to see her many times.

3 Alec asked Tess to go away with him.

4 Tess rejected Alec again and again.

5 Tess's mother became ill.

6 Tess went home to look after her mother.

7 Tess's father died.

8 Tess's family had to leave their cottage.

9 Tess's family had nowhere to live.

10 Alec d'Urberville offered to help the family.

11 Tess went back to Alec.

C Activities

1 Write the speeches for the defence and the prosecution at Tess's trial in Wintoncester. If possible, act out the trial in class and call witnesses to support both cases.




2 What clues can you find throughout the novel that prepare the reader for a sad end?




3 Write a letter to the author of the book and give a critical view of it, with particular attention to the characters of Tess, Angel and Alec.
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内容简介

在英格兰的大教堂城市，教会和政治的关系密不可分。政府任命这些城市教会的首领——主教，主教之下还有执事长、教士长、代牧、堂区牧师以及特遣牧师——级别、重要性、影响力和收入都不尽相同的各类神职人员。




这一切已经够复杂的了，然而，普劳蒂博士被委任为巴彻斯特新主教一事，颠覆了这座宁静城市的既定等级，权力斗争由此而起，反抗对象是新任主教的妻子——令人生畏的普劳蒂太太。再加上新任主教的特遣牧师奥巴代亚·斯洛普，一个油滑的野心家，战争的要素就算齐备了。




除了教会内部的权力斗争，爱情的游戏也因参与者的不同，按照各自迥异的规则进行。埃莉诺·博尔德太太是一位年轻漂亮的寡妇，真诚、实在是她与人交往的信条，但她免不了被男人的欺骗行径迷惑。相反，马德琳·内罗尼太太对男人了如指掌，她的美貌、智慧和魅力让男人为她神魂颠倒，如同飞蝇投网一般……


BARCHESTER TOWERS

In the great cathedral cities of England, the church and politics go hand in hand. The government appoints the bishop, who is the head of the church in that city, and below him come archdeacons, deans, vicars, parsons, chaplains – all kinds of clergymen, of differing degrees of rank, importance, influence, and income.




All this is complicated enough, but the appointment of Dr Proudie as the new Bishop of Barchester overturns the old established order in that peaceful city, and a struggle for power begins against the new bishop's wife, the fearsome Mrs Proudie. And when you also add to the mixture the new bishop's chaplain, the oily and ambitious Obadiah Slope, you have a recipe for war.




And as well as the struggle for power in the church, there is also the game of love, which is played by very different rules, according to the player. Mrs Eleanor Bold, a pretty young widow, believes in honest and truthful ways of dealing with people, but she does not always understand the deceitful ways of men. The Signora Madeline Neroni, on the other hand, understands men only too well, and her beauty and her wit and her charm draw men to her, like flies into a spider's web...
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PART ONE: WAR IN BARCHESTER
第一部：巴彻斯特的战争




1
The new bishop

During the last ten days of July in the year 1852, in the ancient cathedral city of Barchester, a most important question was asked every hour and answered every hour in different ways – 'Who is to be the new bishop?'

Old Dr Grantly, who had for many years occupied the bishop's chair, was dying, just as the government of the country was about to change. The bishop's son, Archdeacon Grantly, had recently taken on many of his father's duties, and it was fairly well understood that the present prime minister would choose him as the new bishop. It was a difficult time for the archdeacon. The prime minister had never promised him the post in so many words, but those who know anything of government will be well aware that encouragement is often given by a whisper from a great man or one of his friends. The archdeacon had heard such a whisper, and allowed himself to hope.

A month ago, the doctors had said the old man would live just four more weeks. Only yesterday they had examined him again, expressed their surprise, and given him another two weeks. Now the son was sitting by his father's bedside, calculating his chances. The government would fall within five days, that much was certain; his father would die within – no, he refused to think that. He tried to keep his mind on other matters, but the race was so very close, and the prize so very great. He looked at the dying man's calm face. As far as he and the doctors could judge, life might yet hang there for weeks to come. The old bishop slept for twenty of the twenty-four hours, but during his waking moments he was able to recognize both his son and his dear old friend, Mr Harding, the archdeacon's father-in-law. Now he lay sleeping like a baby. Nothing could be easier than the old man's passing from this world to the next.

But by no means easy were the emotions of the man who sat there watching. He knew it must be now or never. He was already over fifty, and there was little chance that the next prime minister would think as kindly of him as the present one did. He thought long and sadly, in deep silence, and then at last dared to ask himself whether he really desired his father's death.

The question was answered in a moment. The proud man sank on his knees by the bedside, and, taking the bishop's hand in his own, prayed eagerly that his sins would be forgiven.

Just then the door opened and Mr Harding entered. Dr Grantly rose quickly, and as he did so, Mr Harding took both his hands and pressed them warmly. There was a stronger feeling between them than there had ever been before.

'God bless you, my dears,' said the bishop in a weak voice as he woke. 'God bless you!' and so he died.
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'God bless you, my dears,' said the bishop in a weak voice as he woke.

At first neither the archdeacon nor his father-in-law knew that life was gone, but after a little while Mr Harding said gently, 'I believe it's all over. Our dear bishop is no more – dear, good, excellent old man! Well, it's a great relief, archdeacon. May all our last moments be as peaceful as his!'

In his mind Dr Grantly was already travelling from the darkened room of death to the prime minister's study. He had brought himself to pray for his father's life, but now that life was over, every minute counted. However, he did not want to appear unfeeling, so he allowed Mr Harding to lead him downstairs to the sitting room. Then, when a few more moments had passed, he said, 'We should arrange for a telegraph message to be sent to the prime minister immediately.'

'Do you think it necessary?' asked Mr Harding, a little surprised. He did not know how high the archdeacon's hopes of being appointed bishop were.

'I do,' replied Dr Grantly. 'Anything might happen if we delay. Will you send it?'

'I? Oh, certainly. Only I don't know exactly what to say.'

Dr Grantly sat down and wrote out this message:

By electric telegraph, for the Prime Minister at 10 Downing Street, London. The Bishop of Barchester is dead. Message sent by Mr Septimus Harding.

'There,' he said, 'just take it to the telegraph office. Here's the money,' and he pulled a coin out of his pocket.

Mr Harding felt very much like a messenger, but he accepted the piece of paper and the coin. 'But you've put my name at the bottom, archdeacon,' he said.

Dr Grantly hesitated. How could he sign such a note himself? 'Well, yes,' he said, 'there should be the name of some clergyman, and who is more suitable than an old friend like yourself? But I beg you, my dear Mr Harding, not to lose any time.'

Mr Harding got as far as the door of the room, when he suddenly remembered the news which he had come to tell his son-in-law, and which the bishop's death had driven from his mind. 'But archdeacon,' he said, turning back, 'I forgot to tell you – the government has fallen!'

'Fallen!' repeated the archdeacon, in a voice which clearly expressed his anxiety. After a moment's thought he said, 'We had better send the message anyway. Do it at once, my dear friend – a few minutes' time is of the greatest importance.'

Mr Harding went out and sent the message. Within thirty minutes of leaving Barchester, it arrived on the prime minister's desk in London. The great man read it, then sent it on to the man who was to take his place. In this way our unfortunate friend the archdeacon lost his chance of becoming a bishop.

There was much discussion in the newspapers about who would take old Dr Grantly's place. The Jupiter, that well-regarded daily paper which is known for the accuracy of its information, was silent for a while, but at last spoke out, saying that Dr Proudie would be chosen.

And so it was. Just a month after the old bishop's death, Dr Proudie became Bishop of Barchester.
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There was a home for elderly men in Barchester, called Hiram's Hospital. Previously Mr Harding had been warden of the home, and he had greatly enjoyed his duties there. But when there were accusations in the newspapers, including The Jupiter, that the large income he received could more usefully be spent on the old men themselves, he had given up the post, and become vicar of a small church in the city. Modest man that he was, his one desire was to do what was right, and to avoid any publicity.

However, his family and friends were very angry that he had been unjustly accused, and public discussion of the wardenship became so heated that the government had to take action. Consequently a law was passed, stating that the warden's income should be ￡450 a year, and that it was the bishop's duty to appoint the warden; Mr Harding's name was not mentioned.

Mr Harding had two daughters. The elder, Susan, was married to the archdeacon, and Mr Harding spent much of his time with his younger daughter, Eleanor. She had fallen in love with and married a young man called John Bold, but only two years after their marriage, he had become ill and died. For weeks after he was gone, the idea of future happiness in this world was hateful to the young widow; tears and sleep were her only relief. But when she realized she was pregnant, she regained her interest in life, and when her son was born, eight months after his father's death, her joy was inexpressible.

The baby, young Johnny, was all that could be desired. 'Is he not delightful?' Eleanor would say to Mr Harding, looking up from her knees in front of her child, her beautiful eyes wet with soft tears, and naturally he would agree with her.

The baby really was delightful: he took his food eagerly, waved his toes joyfully in the air whenever his legs were uncovered, and did not scream. These are supposed to be the strongest points of baby perfection, and in all these our baby was excellent.

It should not be thought that Eleanor ever forgot her dead husband; she kept his memory fresh in her heart. But yet she was happy with her baby. It was wonderful to feel that a human being existed who owed everything to her, whose needs could all be satisfied by her, whose little heart would first love her and her only, and whose childish tongue would make its first effort in calling her by the sweetest name a woman can hear. And so her feelings became calmer, and she began a mother's duties eagerly and gratefully.

John Bold had left his widow everything that he possessed, and, with an income of a thousand pounds a year, Eleanor felt comparatively rich. John's sister, Mary, came to live with Eleanor, to help take care of baby Johnny. Eleanor had hoped her father, Mr Harding, would also come to live in her house, but he refused, saying that he was quite happy in his modest rooms over a shop in Barchester High Street.
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The new bishop, Dr Proudie, was a man who was well aware of his own importance. He considered he was born to move in high circles, and circumstances certainly supported his opinion so far. For some years he had lived in London, where he had been chaplain to the Queen's officers. This high connection and his own natural gifts recommended him to persons in power. Liberal ideas were beginning to take hold of the country as a whole, and as a liberal clergyman, Dr Proudie was involved in various changes in religious matters. His name began to appear in the newspapers, and he became known as a useful and rising churchman. Although he was not a man of great intelligence, and did not even have much business sense, he added a certain weight to the meetings he attended, and his presence at them was generally appreciated.

During this period, he had never doubted his own powers, but always looked forward patiently to the day when he himself would give the orders, while lesser people obeyed. Now his reward and his time had come. He was an ambitious man, and, with his fashionably open-minded views, was not prepared to bury himself at Barchester as the old bishop had done. No! London would still be his ground, for some of the year, at least. How else could he keep himself in the public eye, how else give the government, in all religious matters, the full benefit of his wise advice?

In person Dr Proudie was a good-looking man, smartly dressed, but perhaps a little below medium height. People may have thought him fortunate in becoming Bishop of Barchester, but he still had his cares. He had a large family, of whom the three eldest were grown-up daughters, and he had a wife. No one dared breathe a word against Mrs Proudie, but she did not appear to add much to her husband's happiness. The truth was that in all domestic matters she ruled over her husband. But she was not satisfied with making the decisions at home, and tried to stretch her power over all his movements, even involving herself in spiritual matters. In other words, the bishop was henpecked.

Mrs Grantly, the archdeacon's wife, in her happy home at Plumstead, knew how to give orders, but in a pleasant and lady-like way. She never brought shame to her husband; her voice was never loud or her looks sharp. Doubtless she valued power, but she understood the limits of a woman's influence.

Not so Mrs Proudie. It was this lady's habit to give the sharpest of orders to everybody, including her husband, even in public. Successful as he had been in the eyes of the world, it seemed that in the eyes of his wife he was never right. All hope of defending himself had long passed; indeed, he was aware that instant obedience produced the closest to peace which his home could ever achieve.

Mrs Proudie was in her own way a religious woman, and one of her strongest beliefs was the need to keep Sunday completely separate from the other days of the week. During the week her daughters were permitted to wear low-cut dresses and attend evening parties, always accompanied by their mother. But on Sunday they had to pay for these sins, by going to church three times and listening to lengthy evening prayers read by herself. Unfortunately for those under her roof who had no such weekday pleasures as low-cut dresses and evening parties to pay for, namely her servants and her husband, strict observance of Sunday duties included everybody.

In these religious matters Mrs Proudie allowed herself to be guided by a young clergyman, Mr Slope. So, because Dr Proudie was guided by his wife, Mr Slope had, through Mrs Proudie, gained a good deal of control over Dr Proudie's religious thinking. When Dr Proudie was appointed Bishop of Barchester, Mr Slope was happy to give up his post as vicar in a poor part of London, to become chaplain to the bishop.

Obadiah Slope and Mrs Proudie shared similar religious beliefs; their relationship was close and their conversations confidential. Mr Slope had regularly visited the Proudies' London home and knew the Misses Proudie well. It was no more than natural that his heart should discover some softer feeling than friendship for Mrs Proudie's eldest daughter, Olivia, and he made a declaration of affection to her. However, after finding how little money her father would give her on marrying, he withdrew his offer. As soon as it was known that Dr Proudie would become bishop, Mr Slope regretted his earlier caution, and began to look more kindly on Miss Proudie again. But he had lost his chance; Olivia was too proud to look at him a second time, and, besides, she had another lover showing interest in her. So Mr Slope sighed his lover's sighs without reward, and the two of them soon found it convenient to develop a hatred for each other.

It may seem strange that Mrs Proudie's friendship for the young vicar should remain firm in such circumstances, but to tell the truth, she had known nothing of his relationship with Olivia. Although very fond of him herself, she expected her daughters to make much more impressive marriages.

Mr Slope soon comforted himself with the thought that, as chaplain to the bishop, he might become richer and more powerful than if he had married the bishop's daughter. As he sat in the train, facing Dr and Mrs Proudie as they started their first journey to Barchester, he began to make a plan for his future life. He understood, correctly, that public life would suit the new bishop better than the small details of cathedral business. Therefore, he, Slope, would in effect be Bishop of Barchester. He knew he would have a hard battle to fight, because power would be equally desired by another great mind – Mrs Proudie would also choose to be Bishop of Barchester. He felt confident, however, that he would win in the end.

In appearance he was tall, with large hands and feet, but on the whole his figure was good. His face, however, was the colour of bad-quality beef, and his hair, which was long, straight, and a dull reddish colour, was kept plentifully oiled. His mouth was large, but his lips were thin and bloodless. It was not a pleasant experience to shake his hand, as there was always a cold dampness to his skin. His face usually wore a frown, as if he thought most of the world far too wicked for his care.

A man of courage and above average intelligence, he firmly believed, like Dr Proudie, in simplifying church ceremony, and like Mrs Proudie, in enforcing total respect for Sunday churchgoing. He had excellent powers of self-expression, which were appreciated more by women than by men. A frequent guest in many London homes, he had been admired by the ladies and unwillingly accepted by the men, but he had an oily, unpleasant way with him which did not seem likely to make him popular in Barchester society.



bishop n. a priest who is the head of all the churches and priests in a large area 主教

archdeacon n. a priest of a high rank who works under a bishop 执事长

pray v. to speak to God in order to ask for help or give thanks 祈祷，祷告

relief n. a feeling of comfort when something bad has ended or has not happened 宽心，轻松

telegraph n. an old-fashioned method of sending messages using radio or electrical signals 电报

10 Downing Street the headquarters of the government of Great Britain 唐宁街十号（英国政府所在地）

accusation n. a statement saying that someone is guilty of a crime or of doing something wrong 控告；指责

vicar n. a priest in charge of a church in a particular area 代牧

consequently adv. as a result 结果，因此

mention v. to talk about something or someone in a conversation, piece of writing, etc, especially without saying very much or giving details 提及，说起

inexpressible adj. a feeling that is too strong to be expressed in words 难以言传的

owe something to somebody to have something or achieve something because of what someone else has done 因某人的作为而得到某物

possess v. to have or to own something 拥有，持有

comparatively adv. as judged better or worse than something else or a previous state 相对地，比较地

chaplain n. a priest responsible for the religious needs of a club, the army, a hospital, etc （社团、军队、医院等的）特遣牧师

recommend v. to say that something or someone is good, or suggest them for a particular purpose or job 推荐，介绍

liberal adj. allowing people or organizations a lot of political or economic freedom （政治或经济上）开明的，自由的

appreciate v. to understand how good or useful someone or something is 欣赏，赏识

henpecked adj. (a man) who is always being told what to do by his wife, and is afraid to disagree with her （男人）怕老婆的，惧内的

obedience n. the state of doing what they are told to do, or what a law, rule, etc says they should do 顺从，遵从

lengthy adj. continuing for a long time, often too long 长时间的；过长的

low-cut adj. (a dress) shaped to show a woman's neck and the top of her chest（衣裙）低胸的，低领的

confidential adj. spoken or written in secret and intended to be kept secret 机密的

withdraw v. to take back an offer, request, etc so that you no longer will do what you said 收回（请求等）

caution n. the quality of being very careful to avoid danger or risks 小心，谨慎

on the whole used to say that something is generally true 总的来说，总体而言

wicked adj. behaving in a way that is morally wrong 邪恶的




1
新任主教

一八五二年七月下旬，在古老的大教堂城市巴彻斯特，有一个很重要的问题人们时刻都在问，而回答也是五花八门。这个问题就是：“谁将成为新任主教？”

多年来，稳坐主教宝座的一直是老格兰特利博士，如今他大限将至，正是国内政权即将更迭之时。执事长格兰特利是主教的儿子，最近刚刚接手了父亲的不少职责。普遍认为，现任首相会选他为新主教。对于执事长而言，这段日子很难挨。首相从未对他作出太多言语上的承诺。不过，对政府多少有些了解的人都很清楚，大人物或首相的朋友往往吹吹耳风，就能怂恿他做决定。执事长听说有人为他吹了耳风，就抱了希望。

一个月前，医生就说过老主教只能再撑一个月。可就在昨天，他们又给他检查了一遍，在惊讶之余预测他可以再活两个星期。此刻，做儿子的坐在父亲床边，盘算着自己的机会。本届政府会在五天之内垮台，这一点是肯定的；父亲的大限将在——不，他不愿去想这个。他努力去想别的，但这场权力之争甚是激烈，战利品又如此丰厚。他看了看这个垂死老人平静的脸。根据他和医生们的判断，父亲可能还会勉强撑上几个星期。老主教一天要睡二十个小时，但在清醒的时候，他还能认出自己的儿子和亲爱的老朋友哈丁先生——执事长的岳父。此刻，老主教睡得像一个婴儿。看样子，这位老人去往另一个世界的过程将会无比轻松。

但坐在一旁凝望的这个人心里一点儿也不轻松。他明白机不可失，时不再来。他已经年过半百，而下一任首相十之八九不会像现任首相这么器重他。他陷入了深深的沉默之中，哀伤地想了很久，才终于鼓起勇气问自己，是不是巴望着父亲死。

很快，问题就有了答案。这个心高气傲的人跪倒在床边，握住主教的一只手，热切地祈祷自己的罪恶能被原宥。

就在这时，门开了，哈丁先生走了进来。格兰特利博士一骨碌站起身时，哈丁先生紧紧地握住他的双手。此时此刻，两个人之间产生了从未如此深挚的情谊。

“上帝保佑你们，亲爱的。”主教醒了，用虚弱的声音说，“上帝保佑你们！”他就这样咽了气。

执事长和他岳父一开始还不知道主教已经辞世，但过了一小会儿，哈丁先生轻声说：“我想一切都已经结束了。我们亲爱的主教已经不在人世——一位亲切和蔼、品德高尚的老人家！好了，这是极大的解脱，执事长。愿我们所有人都能像他一样，走得如此平静！”

格兰特利博士的思绪已经从这个充满死亡阴影的房间神游到了首相的书房。他曾经为父亲的生命祈祷，但既然生命已逝，就该争分夺秒了。不过，他不想表现出一副没心肝的样子，于是任由哈丁先生把他领进楼下的会客厅。接下来，他又等了一会儿才说：“我们应该立刻派人去给首相发个电报。”

“你觉得有必要吗？”哈丁先生有些诧异地问。他并不知道，执事长有多么希望获得主教的职位。

“有啊。”格兰特利博士回答，“夜长梦多。要不您跑一趟？”

“我？哦，当然可以。只是我不知道究竟该怎么措辞。”

格兰特利博士坐下来，写了这么一张纸条：

发一封电报给首相，地址是伦敦唐宁街十号。内容是：巴彻斯特主教逝世。发信人：塞普蒂默斯·哈丁先生。

“好了，”他说，“把这个送到电报局就行了。给您钱。”说着，他从口袋里掏出一枚硬币。

哈丁先生觉得自己像个送信的，但还是接过了纸条和硬币。“可你在底下落的是我的名字，执事长。”他说。

格兰特利博士犹豫了。这样的电报，他怎么能签自己的名字呢？“哦，是啊，”他说，“是应该落一个神职人员的名字。可除了您这样的老朋友以外，还有更合适的人选吗？我求求您，亲爱的哈丁先生，别再浪费时间了。”

哈丁先生走到房门口，才突然想起自己来是要告诉女婿一个消息，主教的死让他一时忘了这事。“可是，执事长，”他转身说，“我刚才忘记跟你说了——本届政府已经倒台！”

“倒台！”执事长重复道，声音明显透着焦虑。片刻思索之后，他说：“咱们最好还是把消息发过去。赶紧去办吧，我亲爱的朋友——几分钟的时间也至关重要啊。”

哈丁先生出门去发电报。电报从巴彻斯特发出后不到三十分钟，就到了伦敦首相的办公桌上。这位大人物看完就把它转交给自己的继任者。就这样，执事长——我们这位不幸的朋友，失去了成为主教的机会。

关于谁将接替老格兰特利博士成为主教这个问题，报纸上议论纷纷。《朱庇特报》是一份颇受尊重的日报，以信息准确著称。在这件事情上，该报沉默了一阵才发声，认为普劳蒂博士将被选中。

的确如此。老主教过世才一个月，普劳蒂博士就成了巴彻斯特的主教。

******

巴彻斯特有一家老人院，名叫海勒姆养老院。哈丁先生曾经担任这里的院长，也非常乐于承担他应负的职责。但后来包括《朱庇特报》在内的各家报纸发起抨击，说他丰厚的薪水用在养院里的老人身上更有意义。于是他辞去这份工作，成为了市里一座小教堂的代牧。他为人谦逊，一心向善，行事低调不张扬。

然而，媒体对他的不公正指责让他的亲友十分愤慨。公众对院长一职如此热烈地议论，政府不得不有所行动。结果，政府通过了一条法令，规定院长的年薪为四百五十英镑，且该职位由主教任命。哈丁先生的名字未被提及。

哈丁先生有两个女儿。长女苏珊嫁给了执事长，哈丁先生多数时间都跟次女埃莉诺待在一起。埃莉诺曾爱上一个名叫约翰·博尔德的年轻人并嫁给了他。但结婚不过两年，博尔德就病死了。他去世后的几个星期里，这位年轻的寡妇根本不愿去想未来的幸福，泪水和睡眠是她唯一的解脱。然而，发现自己已经怀孕的时候，她重拾了对生活的热情。丈夫过世八个月之后，儿子出生，埃莉诺的喜悦之情无法言表。

婴儿小约翰尼让人无可挑剔。“他太讨人喜欢了，不是吗？”埃莉诺常常对哈丁先生说，同时把目光从膝前的孩子身上移开，抬头望着他，温情的泪水润湿她美丽的双眸。哈丁先生自然点头称是。

那孩子的确讨人喜欢：他吃东西很有胃口，腿没盖住的时候会在空中快乐地晃动脚指头，也从不大声尖叫。这些是一个完美宝宝应该具备的最重要的特质，而我们的宝贝在这些方面都很出色。

我们可不能认为埃莉诺把死去的丈夫忘得一干二净；他永远活在她的心里。只不过，孩子的陪伴让她很幸福。这个孩子一切都得仰赖她，她可以满足他所有的需求，他幼小的心灵爱上的第一个且唯一一个人就是她，他牙牙学语，头一声叫的就是她，用的是女人能听到的最动听的称呼——这种感觉非常美妙。于是，她的情感渐渐趋于平静，开始急切而满怀感激地履行做母亲的职责。

约翰·博尔德把所有财产都留给了自己的遗孀，加上一年一千英镑的收入，埃莉诺觉得经济上比较宽裕。约翰的姐姐玛丽搬来跟她同住，帮忙照顾小约翰尼。埃莉诺原本希望父亲哈丁先生也搬来一起住，但他没答应，说一个人住挺好。他住在巴彻斯特主街一家商铺楼上几间简朴的房子里。

******

新任主教普劳蒂博士自视颇高，认为自己生来就是要活跃于上流社会。到目前为止，境遇显然也证实了他的想法。他在伦敦住了一些年头，担任特遣牧师服务于女王手下的公务员。高层人脉再加上自身的天赋，使他得到了权贵的青睐。那时候自由主义正开始席卷整个国家，作为一名信奉自由主义的神职人员，普劳蒂博士参与了宗教事务的诸多变革。他的名字开始见诸报端，被称作有益社会的教坛新星。他算不上绝顶聪明，甚至没什么生意头脑，但他还是为自己出席的各种会议增添了一定的分量，而他的出席也往往受到欢迎。

在那段时间里，他从未质疑自己的权力，一直在耐心等待有那么一天——他本人可以发号施令，手下人唯命是从。如今，他终于等来回报，时机成熟。他野心勃勃，思想时髦开放，不打算像老主教那样，把自己一辈子都埋葬在巴彻斯特。不！伦敦仍然会是他的阵地，至少这一年有一段时间是如此。要不然，他怎么能够继续留在公众的视野里，又怎么能够在各种宗教事务中让政府充分听取自己的真知灼见呢？

就外表而言，普劳蒂博士是个相貌英俊、衣着光鲜的男人，只是身高可能略低于平均水平。人们也许会觉得他很走运，能当上巴彻斯特的主教，但他也有自己的烦恼。他家里人口不少，最大的三个女儿已经长大成人，他还有个妻子。没人敢说普劳蒂太太的坏话，但她似乎没给自己的丈夫增添多少快乐。事实上，家里所有的事都由她说了算。然而，她并不满足于在家里做主，还想控制丈夫的一举一动，甚至想参与宗教事务。换句话说，主教是个“妻管严”。

在普拉姆斯特德，执事长的妻子格兰特利太太家庭幸福，她知道如何用一种令人愉悦且不失淑女风范的方式来发号施令。她从不让丈夫丧失颜面，也从不大声说话，或是给人脸色看。她无疑很看重权力，却也明白女人的影响力要适可而止。

普劳蒂太太跟她不一样。这位太太习惯对所有的人呼来喝去，对自己的丈夫也不例外，哪怕是在公众场合。普劳蒂先生在世人眼里是个成功人士，然而他在妻子眼里似乎一无是处。他早已死心，不为自己做任何辩解。事实上他很清楚，只有立马就范，才能使家里尽可能地安宁。

普劳蒂太太有她自己的方式表达宗教信仰，她最坚定的信仰，就是必须把星期天跟一周当中的其他几天截然分开。平时，她允许女儿们穿低胸连衣裙参加晚会，自己也往往陪伴在侧。到了星期天，女儿们就得一天跑三趟教堂，还得听她亲自诵读冗长的夜祷，以此偿清平日里积下的罪孽。不幸的是，她家屋檐下的所有人都必须严格履行星期天的职责，尽管其中一些人，即她的仆人和丈夫，不用为穿低胸衣裙和参加晚会赎罪。

在这些宗教问题上，普劳蒂太太心甘情愿地听命于一位年轻的神职人员——斯洛普先生。这样一来，由于普劳蒂博士对妻子唯命是从，斯洛普先生就通过普劳蒂太太，有力地控制了普劳蒂博士的宗教思想。普劳蒂博士被任命为巴彻斯特主教之后，斯洛普先生高高兴兴地放弃了伦敦某个贫民区的代牧一职，当了主教的特遣牧师。

奥巴代亚·斯洛普和普劳蒂太太有相似的宗教信仰，两人关系密切，谈话推心置腹。以前在伦敦时，斯洛普先生就总是定期登门拜访普劳蒂一家，跟几位普劳蒂小姐混得很熟。自然而然，他心里对普劳蒂太太的长女奥利维娅产生了超出友谊的柔情，并且曾向她表白。然而，当他发现奥利维娅的父亲给不了几个钱的嫁妆，就收回了他的话。普劳蒂博士即将当上主教的消息一传开，斯洛普先生立刻对当初的谨慎追悔莫及，开始重新对普劳蒂小姐表示好感。可他已经没机会了。奥利维娅自尊心太强，不愿给他第二次机会，更何况眼下有另一位追求者在向她示爱。于是，斯洛普先生只得为爱情空叹一声，两人也很快发现相互怀恨非常合宜。

在这种情况下，普劳蒂太太竟然还能牢牢维系与这个年轻代牧的友情，看起来也许有点奇怪。但事实上，对于斯洛普先生和奥利维娅之间的关系，她一无所知。她对斯洛普先生很有好感，却还是希望女儿们能嫁得更好。

很快，斯洛普先生就有了聊以自慰的想法：如今他当上了主教的特遣牧师，可能会比娶主教的女儿还有钱有势。等到他跟普劳蒂博士夫妇面对面地坐在火车上，第一次前往巴彻斯特的时候，他已经开始为将来的生活打算了。他有一种合情合理的认识：相对于教堂事务的繁文缛节，公共生活更适合新任主教。这样一来，他斯洛普就成了巴彻斯特事实上的主教。他明白自己还得打一场硬仗，因为另一个有头脑的人也在觊觎权力——普劳蒂太太也想成为巴彻斯特主教。不过他信心十足，认为自己会是最后的赢家。

从外形上看，斯洛普先生个头高，手脚大，但整体来说身材不错。然而，他的脸是劣质牛肉的颜色，暗红色头发又长又直，总是擦着很多的头油。他嘴形宽阔，嘴唇却单薄无血色。跟他握手可不是一件舒服的事，因为他的皮肤总是又冷又潮。他总是眉头紧锁，似乎是觉得世上的大多数事物过于罪恶，他不屑一顾。

他有胆量和过人的智慧，像普劳蒂博士那样坚决拥护教堂礼节的简化，又像普劳蒂太太那样，坚信星期天做礼拜要无条件遵从。他很擅长自我表达，这一点女人比男人更为赞赏。在伦敦，他是不少人家中的常客，受到众女士的青睐，也让男人们被迫接受了他的存在。不过，他有一种令人讨厌的油滑做派，似乎不太可能受到巴彻斯特社交圈的欢迎。
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Battle begins

It was known that Dr Proudie would have to appoint a warden for Hiram's Hospital, as the new law stated. No one imagined that he had any choice – no one thought for a moment that he could appoint any other man than Mr Harding. Mr Harding himself, without giving the matter much thought, considered it certain that he would return to the warden's pleasant house and garden.

Mr Harding, therefore, had no personal interest in the appointment of Dr Proudie as bishop, and was quite prepared to welcome him to Barchester. After the Proudies' arrival, he and Dr Grantly went to the bishop's palace to introduce themselves.

His lordship was at home, and the visitors were shown into the well-known room, where the good old bishop used to sit. Every piece of furniture was as familiar to them as their own, but they felt like strangers at once. They found Dr Proudie sitting in the old bishop's chair; they found Mr Slope standing where the archdeacon used to stand, but on the sofa they found Mrs Proudie – and to find a lady invading the bishop's study was shocking indeed!

There she was, however, and they could only make the best of it. They greeted his lordship, who introduced them to his lady wife. Then Mr Slope presented himself, offering a damp hand to his new enemy, Dr Grantly, who bowed, looked stiff, and wiped his hand with a pocket handkerchief. Mr Slope then descended to the level of the lower clergy, by speaking a few words to Mr Harding, before rejoining the conversation among the higher powers. There were four people in this group, each of whom considered himself or herself the most important person in Barchester; with such a difference of opinion they were not likely to get on pleasantly together.

'Dr Grantly,' said Mrs Proudie with her sweetest smile, 'you live at Plumstead, I believe, a little way out of Barchester. I do hope the distance is not too great for country visiting. I shall be glad to call on Mrs Grantly, as soon as our horses arrive here. At present they are in London, as the bishop still has meetings to attend there – I fear the government cannot do without him! But when the horses do come down, I shall take the earliest opportunity of visiting Mrs Grantly.'

Dr Grantly bowed, and said nothing. He could have bought everything the Proudies owned and returned it to them as a gift, without much feeling the loss; he had provided a pair of horses for his wife's personal use since the day of his marriage.

'Are there arrangements for Sunday schools in the villages around Barchester, Dr Grantly?' asked Mr Slope.

'Oh!' replied the archdeacon casually. 'Whether there is one or not depends on the local vicar's wife and daughters.'

Mr Slope opened his eyes very wide, but was not prepared to give up his darling project. 'I fear there is a great deal of Sunday travelling here. I see from the timetable that there are three trains in and three out every Sunday. Don't you think, Dr Grantly, that a little energy on your part might get rid of this evil?'

'If you can withdraw the passengers, then I imagine the company will withdraw the trains,' replied the archdeacon.

'But surely, Dr Grantly,' said the lady, 'surely, in our position, we should do all we can to stop such wickedness. Don't you think so, Mr Harding?' And she looked meaningfully at him.

Poor Mr Harding was not sure what he thought, and Dr Grantly, determined not to be told what he should do by a bishop's wife, turned his back on the sofa and asked the bishop if he found the palace comfortable. Dr Proudie himself seemed to have nothing to complain of, but Mr Slope gave a long list of repairs that needed to be done, and Mrs Proudie was not slow to add her voice to his. Finally and with great relief Dr Grantly and Mr Harding were able to bring their visit to an end.

'Good heavens!' cried the archdeacon furiously, once they were in the fresh air. Smoke seemed to be coming from under his hat, like an angry cloud.

'I don't think I shall ever like Mr Slope,' said Mr Harding.

'Like him!' shouted the archdeacon. 'How could any living thing like Mr Slope!'

'Nor Mrs Proudie either,' said Mr Harding.

Then the archdeacon forgot himself, and used some very shocking expressions about the lady.

'The bishop seems a quiet enough man,' suggested Mr Harding mildly.

'He's a fool!' cried Dr Grantly. 'He has no real power or intelligence! No, it's that Mr Slope whom we have to deal with. Did you ever see anyone less like a gentleman? Did you hear him telling us what to think and what to do? How dare he!'

And as the two men walked away from the palace, the archdeacon had war in his heart. He was trying to think how Mr Slope could be driven out of Barchester, before his influence over the bishop could do any lasting damage.

The new residents of the bishop's palace felt as much hatred for Dr Grantly as he did for them, and they were also aware there was a battle to be fought.

Mr Slope, however, was better prepared for the attack than the archdeacon. Dr Proudie had told the Barchester clergy that Mr Slope would give the sermon at the cathedral service the next Sunday. On this occasion the bishop took his seat in the cathedral for the first time, and the good people of Barchester crowded into the great building, eager to see their new bishop and hear his chaplain's words of spiritual guidance. All the clergy attended the service too, even the archdeacon.

The service was very well performed. The prayers were respectfully said, and the music was beautifully sung by the best voices in Barchester, carefully trained by Mr Harding himself. Mr Slope rose to speak to his audience. He was listened to with breathless attention and considerable surprise.

Cleverly giving the impression that he was speaking on behalf of the bishop, Mr Slope made it very clear what would be expected from the Barchester clergy from now on. All the habits and customs which were dear to their hearts were held up to scorn. In particular, he explained how unnecessary church music was, and how much more meaningful the words of the church service were, if spoken rather than sung!

The archdeacon and the rest of the clergy could not believe their ears. All their lives they had conducted services in the way they had considered most excellent, and now this young nobody dared to say they had been wrong! But at last Mr Slope sat down. The bishop, who had been the most surprised of them all, and whose hair almost stood on end with terror, gave the final blessing in a shaking voice, and the service was at an end.

Over the next few days there was heated discussion of Mr Slope and his sermon. Against him were the archdeacon and almost all the clergy, who were so furious they decided he should never be allowed to give a sermon in the cathedral again. Poor Mr Harding began to have doubts about the value of church music; he had always been so proud of the singing in the cathedral, but he wondered if that was another thing he would have to give up, like the wardenship of Hiram's Hospital.

On Mr Slope's side, however, were one or two clergymen who thought it sensible to congratulate the chaplain on his sermon. They included Mr Quiverful, the vicar of Puddingdale, whose wife presented him every year with a fresh proof of her love, increasing his cares and, it is to be hoped, his happiness equally. Who can wonder that a vicar with fourteen living children and only ￡400 a year should wish to be polite to a Mr Slope? There were also a number of Barchester citizens who thought Mr Slope might be right. For too long the clergy had gone on in their old-fashioned ways; perhaps it was time to introduce some of the religious changes which were shaking up the outside world. This group consisted mostly of ladies; no gentleman could possibly be attracted by Mr Slope.

However, Eleanor Bold and her sister-in-law Mary Bold were not to be counted among these ladies. It was natural for Mr Harding's daughter to be proud of the cathedral's musical tradition, and angry with Mr Slope for criticizing it. And in such matters the widow Bold and her sister-in-law were in perfect agreement.

But Mr Slope himself persuaded them to think better of him. To their great surprise and no little fear, he came to call on them two weeks after his sermon. The great enemy of all that was good in Barchester entered their own sitting room, and they had no strong arm at hand for their protection. The widow held her baby tightly in her arms, and Mary Bold stood up ready to die in that baby's defence, if such a sacrifice might become necessary.

This is how Mr Slope was received. But when he left, he was allowed to bless the baby, to take each lady's hand and to depart like a trusted friend. How had he turned dislike into friendship and made his peace with these ladies so quickly?

Mr Slope knew how to flatter and say a soft word in the proper place. If he had understood how to charm men as well as he charmed women, he might have risen to a high position.

The day after this visit Eleanor told her father of it, and expressed an opinion that Mr Slope was not quite as black as he had been painted. Mr Harding said little; he did not approve of the visit, but it was not his custom to speak evil of anyone. Instead he turned the conversation to the wardenship of Hiram's Hospital; he told Eleanor he expected the bishop to offer it to him, although at a reduced salary. It was annoying to have to accept the post as a gift from the bishop, especially if it came from the hands of the hated Slope, but he would certainly accept it. Eleanor was delighted at the thought of seeing her dear father happy in his old place at Hiram's Hospital again.
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Three months passed, and several changes were made in Barchester. Among other things, absentee clergymen had been recalled to their duties. One of these was Dr Vesey Stanhope, who was quite a stranger in the city. Twelve years ago he had gone to Italy to cure a sore throat, and that sore throat, although it never developed into anything serious, had enabled him to live there in comfortable idleness, while he paid junior clergymen to do his work at home. But when he received an almost threatening letter from Mr Slope, Dr Stanhope realized he would have to spend the summer months, at least, in his house in Barchester, otherwise his income from the Church might be discontinued.

So he and his charming but heartless family took up residence again in Barchester. His wife was still a handsome woman, even at fifty-five. She never appeared until between three and four in the afternoon, but when she did appear, she appeared at her best. Her dress was always perfect, but she had no other purpose in life than to dress well. Her elder daughter Charlotte, at thirty-five, was a fine young woman, who had taken all the cares of running the house off her mother's shoulders. She and she alone could persuade her father to consider worldly matters. She and she alone could control the foolishness of her brother and sister. She and she alone prevented the whole family from losing their good name and falling into beggary.

Dr Stanhope's younger daughter, Madeline, was a great beauty. She had spent her youth in Italy, where she had destroyed the hearts of many young men without once losing her own, although her reputation had suffered slightly as a result of these adventures. Why she had decided to marry Paulo Neroni, a man of no birth and no fortune, a man of evil temper and oily manners, was a mystery, but perhaps when the moment came, she had no choice. Six months after her marriage, however, she arrived at her father's house in Milan, a cripple and a mother.

She had fallen, she said, and injured her knee, so that she was unable to walk normally. She had therefore made up her mind, once and for ever, that she would never attempt to move herself again. Soon people were saying that she owed her accident to her husband's violence, but she spoke little of Paulo Neroni, except to make it clear he was to be seen and heard of no more. The Stanhopes welcomed the unfortunate beauty and her small daughter into the family home.

Although forced to give up all movement in the world, Signora Neroni had no intention of giving up the world itself. She made arrangements to be carried to the theatres and parties she wished to attend. There, lying on a sofa, she would soon draw every interesting young man to her side by the power of her beauty. Her admirers were too blindly in love to see the cruelty, sharp intelligence and desire for power in her lovely eyes.

Her brother, Bertie, had received an excellent education, but was too idle to take up a profession. He was extremely handsome, with a long silky beard and clear blue eyes, and was continually declaring his love to ladies who pleased him, but, like Madeline, he appeared to have no heart to lose himself.
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The Stanhopes made their first public appearance at the Proudies' evening reception. This was an impressive event organized by Mr Slope, who invited all the gentlemen and ladies of Barchester and the surrounding villages. Hundreds of guests were expected at the party, and costly preparations were made, in spite of Mrs Proudie's frequent objections to the expense.

On the evening in question, Mrs Proudie welcomed her guests to the palace's fine rooms, and Mr Slope rushed here and there, giving orders to the servants. The bishop kept tripping over a sofa that had been placed near the top of the stairs. One of his daughters told him it was for a lady with no legs, and he was dying of curiosity to see this strange lady.

Soon Madeline's carriage arrived, and she was carried upstairs to the sofa. There she took up her position, lying on a red silk sheet and wearing a close-fitting white dress, with diamond bracelets on her beautiful arms. She was immediately the centre of attention, as she had intended to be.

Bertie Stanhope, who was talking to the bishop, had the idea of moving Madeline's sofa slightly, to give everyone a little more room – he gave it a push and it rushed halfway across the room. Mrs Proudie was standing with Mr Slope in front of Madeline, trying to be sociable, but she was not in the best of tempers; she found that whenever she spoke to the signora, that lady replied by speaking to Mr Slope. Mrs Proudie was just beginning to feel offended, when one of the sofa legs caught itself in her dress and carried part of the skirt away with an unpleasant tearing sound.

Such destruction to a dress would cause passionate anger in any lady, and Mrs Proudie's expression, as she looked at Bertie Stanhope, was hardly human. Bertie, when he saw what he had done, threw himself on one knee before the lady.

'Forgive me, madam, forgive me!' he cried wildly, trying to separate Mrs Proudie's dress from the sofa leg.

'Unhand it, sir!' said Mrs Proudie scornfully.

'It's not me, it's the sofa,' said Bertie, still on his knees.

'Unhand it, sir!' Mrs Proudie almost screamed.

Just then the signora laughed, just loud enough to be heard. Mrs Proudie turned furiously upon her.

'Madam!' she said, her eyes flashing fire.

Madeline stared her full in the face for a moment, and then said to her brother, 'Bertie, you fool, get up.'

By now Mrs Proudie's daughters had arrived, and very soon they accompanied her out of the room to repair the damage to the dress. Meanwhile, Madeline took the opportunity to fascinate and charm Mr Slope. And when Mrs Proudie returned to the reception, she saw him carrying a selection of the most delicate dishes towards the signora's sofa.

'You are not leaving our guests, Mr Slope,' she said.

'Signora Neroni needs her supper, madam,' answered Mr Slope with a bow and a false smile.

'Let her brother take it to her, Mr Slope,' replied Mrs Proudie. Her anger increased when she realized a few minutes later that he had disobeyed her order. 'Such manners I never saw,' she said furiously to herself. 'I cannot and will not permit it.' And she pushed her way through the crowd, following Mr Slope.

When she reached the sofa, she found the guilty pair alone together. The signora was sitting very comfortably, eating her supper, while Mr Slope was leaning over her, making sure she had everything she wanted. Mrs Proudie walked stiffly up to them, stared at them for a moment, and said, 'Mr Slope, his lordship desires your presence in the dining room; you will join him there, if you please.' She moved away like a ship in full sail.
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'Mr Slope, his lordship desires your presence in the dining room; you will join him there, if you please.'

Mr Slope knew the bishop had not asked for him, but he prepared to leave the room, all the same.

'Is she always like this?' the signora asked him.

'Yes, always the same, madam,' said Mrs Proudie, returning. 'Always equally against improper behaviour of any description,' and she marched back through the room again.

The signora could not follow her, but she laughed a long scornful laugh, sending the sound of it ringing after Mrs Proudie. She could not have thought of a better revenge.

Mrs Proudie could not fight back, because she had her guests to attend to. The reception was coming to an end, and the bishop's wife forced a smile as people said their goodbyes, but she was too angry to make it look convincing. And as Madeline Stanhope was carried out by her servants, Mrs Proudie watched her departing figure as if to say, 'If ever you find yourself within these walls again, I'll teach you a lesson you will never forget.'



furniture n. large movable objects like chairs, tables and beds that you use in a room 家具

familiar adj. easy to recognize because you have seen or heard them many times before 熟悉的

stiff adj. unfriendly or very formal, so that people feel uncomfortable 不友好的，生硬的

call on to visit for a short time 短暂拜访

Sunday school a place where children are taught about Christianity on Sundays 主日学校（星期日对儿童进行基督教教育的场所）

furiously adv. extremely angrily 狂怒地，暴怒地

mildly adv. in a gentle way without being angry or using strong words 温和地，婉转地

sermon n. a talk given as part of a church service, usually on a religious or moral subject 布道，讲道

scorn n. the feeling that someone or something is stupid or does not deserve respect 鄙视，蔑视

sensible adj. reasonable, practical and able to judge things well 明智的，理智的

sacrifice n. something valuable that you decide not to have, in order to get something else that is more important 牺牲

proper adj. right, suitable, or correct 正确的；合适的，适当的

reputation n. the opinion that people have about a particular person or thing because of what has happened in the past 名誉，名望

cripple n. someone who is physically unable to use arms or legs properly （手臂或腿脚）伤残者

intention n. a plan or desire to do something 意图，打算

signora n. a title used to address an Italian-speaking woman, especially a married one （对讲意大利语的已婚女士的称呼）太太，夫人

profession n. a job that needs a high level of education and training 职业，行业

reception n. a large formal party to celebrate an event or to welcome someone 招待会；欢迎会

passionate adj. showing or involving very strong feelings 强烈的，充满激情的

fascinate v. to attract and hold attention by a unique power 迷住，吸引

march v. to walk somewhere quickly and with determination, often because you are angry （因生气而毅然地）快步走

attend to to deal with business or personal matters 处理，料理
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战争打响

众所周知，根据新颁布的法令，普劳蒂博士需要为海勒姆养老院指派一位院长。人人都觉得他别无选择，没人认为除了哈丁先生，他还有别的人选。哈丁先生自己也并未多虑，确信自己会重返养老院怡人的住宅和花园。

因此，对于普劳蒂博士获任主教一事，哈丁先生个人并不关心，也做好了充分的准备，欢迎他来巴彻斯特。普劳蒂一家到了之后，他和格兰特利博士便到主教的宅邸自我引见。

主教大人在家，仆人把两位客人领进一间房——善良的老主教常常在那儿安坐，现在已成名室。他们原是主人，对屋里的每一件家具都了如指掌，这一瞬间却感觉十分陌生。他们看见普劳蒂博士坐在老主教的椅子上，斯洛普先生站在执事长以前站的地方，沙发上还坐着普劳蒂太太——一位女士擅闯主教的书房，真是令人震惊！

但既然她已经在那儿，他们也只能尽力周旋。他们问候主教大人，主教向他们介绍自己的太太。接着，斯洛普先生自报家门，向他的新敌人格兰特利博士伸出一只潮乎乎的手。格兰特利博士不自然地鞠了一躬，用手帕擦了擦手。然后，斯洛普先生纡尊降贵，以低等神职人员的身份，跟哈丁先生说了几句话，才重新加入上层人物的谈话。上层人物共有四位，不论男女，每一位都认为自己是巴彻斯特最重要的人物。由于此种分歧，他们要想愉快相处恐怕不太可能。

“格兰特利博士，”普劳蒂太太说，脸上挂着她最甜美的笑容，“据我所知，您住在普拉姆斯特德，离巴彻斯特还有一段路。但愿这段距离不是太远，还适合乡间拜访。等我们的马一到，我很乐意去拜望一下格兰特利太太。现在，马都还在伦敦呢，因为主教还得在那边开会——要我看，政府离了他可不成！不过，等马到了，我会第一时间去看望格兰特利太太的。”

格兰特利博士鞠了一躬，一言不发。他完全有本事买下普劳蒂夫妇的全部家当，然后再回赠给他们，也不会觉得有多心疼。自从结婚那天起，他就买了两匹马给妻子，供她一人使唤。

“巴彻斯特周边的村子里有没有成立主日学校的安排，格兰特利博士？”斯洛普先生问。

“哦！”执事长漫不经心地回答，“有没有得看当地代牧的女眷。”

斯洛普先生瞪大了双眼，但不打算就此放弃自己的大计。“我只是担心，这儿的人星期天总是来来回回到处跑。我看了时刻表，每个星期天都有三列火车出入巴彻斯特。格兰特利博士，您难道不觉得，您稍微花一点儿力气就有可能除掉这种罪恶吗？”

“如果您拦得住旅客的话，那我觉得铁路公司会取消火车班次。”执事长回答。

“但是不消说，格兰特利博士，”普劳蒂太太说，“不消说，处在我们这个位置上，我们应该尽全力阻止这样的罪恶。您难道不这么认为吗，哈丁先生？”说到这里，她意味深长地看着哈丁先生。

可怜的哈丁先生不知所措，格兰特利博士则打定主意不听主教太太的差遣，于是转身背对沙发，问主教觉得住所是否舒适。普劳蒂博士本人似乎没什么可抱怨的，斯洛普先生倒是列出了一长串需要修缮的地方，普劳蒂太太也不失时机地在一旁插话。最后，格兰特利博士和哈丁先生终于结束了这次造访，总算是松了一口气。

“天哪！”刚一呼吸到新鲜空气，执事长就怒气冲冲地嚷道。他帽子底下似乎在冒烟，有如一朵愤怒的云。

“我想我永远都不会喜欢斯洛普先生。”哈丁先生说。

“喜欢他！”执事长喊道，“世间哪个活物都不会喜欢斯洛普先生！”

“也不会喜欢普劳蒂太太。”哈丁先生说。

执事长愤怒忘形，就这位女士发表了一些令人咋舌的言辞。

“主教似乎寡言少语。”哈丁先生委婉地说。

“他就是个蠢货！”格兰特利博士喊道，“既没有实权也没有脑子！没错，我们要对付的是那个斯洛普先生。您见过比他还没有绅士风度的人吗？您刚才听见了吗，他还教我们怎么想、怎么做呢！竟敢如此放肆！”

两人离开主教宅邸时，执事长心中腾起了开战的欲望。他开始盘算如何尽早把斯洛普先生逐出巴彻斯特，以免这家伙利用自己对主教的影响力造成永久性的破坏。

同样，主教宅邸的新住户同样厌恶格兰特利博士，也已经意识到战争在即。

对于这场战争，斯洛普先生的准备倒是比执事长充分。此前，普劳蒂博士已经通知巴彻斯特的神职人员，下个星期天的教堂礼拜将由斯洛普先生布道。到了那一天，主教第一次在大教堂里坐上了自己的宝座，巴彻斯特的善男信女也纷纷涌进了这座宏伟的建筑，迫不及待地想看看新任主教，听听他那个特遣牧师的精神指引。全体神职人员都出席了这场仪式，连执事长也不例外。

礼拜仪式进行得非常不错。祷告诵读得十分庄重，曲子也唱得曼妙悦耳，歌者们拥有巴彻斯特最好的嗓子，全都经过哈丁先生本人的悉心栽培。这之后，斯洛普先生站起来，开始向教众讲话。众人凝神屏息，脸上露出十分惊讶的表情。

斯洛普先生通过巧妙的方式让教众觉得，他是在代表主教发言，还明确指出，巴彻斯特的神职人员今后该如何如何。他们原本珍视的种种习俗，全部都遭到了嘲笑。他还特地说明，教堂音乐是如何没有必要，教堂礼拜的语言又是多么富含深意，只要这样的语言是用来布道而不是歌唱！

执事长和其他神职人员简直不敢相信自己的耳朵。他们这一辈子都在以自认为最合乎理想的方式做礼拜，眼前这个无名毛头小子真是大胆，居然敢说他们一直以来的做法是错的！不过，斯洛普先生最终还是坐了下来。所有人之中，主教最为惊恐，几乎是毛发直立。他声音颤抖着念完最后一段祝祷，礼拜仪式就此结束。

接下来几天，人们就斯洛普先生和他的布道展开了激烈的争论。反方包括执事长和几乎所有神职人员，他们怒火冲天，决定再也不允许他在大教堂里布道。可怜的哈丁先生则开始质疑教堂音乐的价值。一直以来，大教堂里的歌声都让他引以为豪，如今他却觉得，这又是他不得不放弃的，就像当初放弃海勒姆养老院院长职位一样。

不过，也有那么一两名神职人员站在了斯洛普先生那边，他们认为明智的做法是祝贺特遣牧师很好地完成了布道，这当中包括帕丁戴尔的代牧奎沃夫先生。他的妻子每年都向他呈献一个爱的结晶，增添了他的烦恼，但愿也能让他更快乐。这位代牧要抚养十四名子女，年薪却只有区区四百英镑，他想向斯洛普先生这样的人示好，又有谁会觉得奇怪呢？此外，有一些巴彻斯特的居民也觉得，斯洛普先生也许说得对。长久以来，这里的神职人员因循守旧，而宗教改革正在颠覆外面的世界，说不定，引入此类变革的时候已经到了。有这样想法的居民大多是女士，绅士是不可能对斯洛普先生感兴趣的。

然而，埃莉诺·博尔德和她的大姑子玛丽·博尔德并不那么认为。身为哈丁先生的女儿，埃莉诺自然会以教堂的音乐传统为荣，为斯洛普先生的抨击感到愤怒。而在这样的事情上，寡妇博尔德和她的大姑子意见绝对一致。

不过，斯洛普先生说服她们改善了对自己的印象。那次布道的两个星期之后，他来拜访她们，让她们大为惊恐。巴彻斯特一切美好事物的死敌走进了她们的会客厅，她们身边却没有保护她们的强壮臂膀。寡妇把她的婴儿紧紧抱在怀里，玛丽·博尔德则站起身来，准备在必要时牺牲自己拼死保护孩子。

这就是斯洛普先生上门时受到的礼遇。然而，等到出门的时候，他竟然获准为婴儿祈福，还握了握两位女士的手，告别时宛如一位值得信任的朋友。这么短的时间，他是如何化干戈为玉帛，跟两位女士言归于好的呢？

斯洛普先生懂得如何恰到好处地曲意奉承，说几句温言软语。他要是知道如何像获得女人芳心那样去迷住男人，也许早已经升官进爵。

他来访后的第二天，埃莉诺就把这件事告诉了父亲，并且表示，自己并不觉得斯洛普先生像大家说的那么不堪。哈丁先生没说什么。他不满斯洛普先生踏入他家，但也不习惯说人长短。于是，他岔开话题，说起了海勒姆养老院院长一职。他对埃莉诺说，希望主教能让他担任这个职务，工资比以前少也无所谓。像接受馈赠一样从主教手里得到这个职位的确叫人生气，更何况，可能会由可恶的斯洛普授予他这一职位。但他肯定还是会接受。想到自己可以看到亲爱的父亲重返海勒姆养老院，在老地方开开心心地生活，埃莉诺很高兴。

******

三个月过去了，巴彻斯特发生了一些变化。其中一个变化就是，那些在外的神职人员被重新召回了岗位。维西·斯坦诺普博士就在此列，城中认识他的人寥寥无几。十二年前，他前往意大利治疗喉咙痛的毛病，尽管这个毛病并没有恶化，他却借此在那里过上了悠闲自在的日子，自己在家乡的工作则是花钱雇了一些年轻的神职人员替他做。但当斯坦诺普博士收到一封来自斯洛普先生的信，几乎是威胁他回去时，他意识到自己不得不回巴彻斯特的老家，至少要在那里过完夏天这几个月，否则教堂支付的薪水有可能就此中断。

于是，他和他那些魅力十足却不近人情的家人一起，又住回了巴彻斯特。他的妻子已经五十五岁，却依然健康美丽。不到下午三点到四点之间，她是绝对不会露面的。不过，只要一露面，她总会以最佳状态示人。她向来穿得无可挑剔，可是除了穿着考究，她对生活别无追求。她的长女夏洛特三十五岁，是个不错的年轻姑娘，已经从母亲那里接过了操持家务的担子。只有她能够说服父亲考虑世间俗事，只有她能够管住弟弟妹妹的愚蠢行为，也只有她能够保住全家人的名声，以免他们沦为乞丐。

斯坦诺普博士的次女马德琳是个大美人。她年轻时在意大利生活，让很多小伙子肝肠寸断，自己却不曾伤过心，尽管这些经历最终让她的名声多少有些受损。马德琳当初嫁的是保罗·内罗尼，这个人出身卑微，不名一文，脾气暴躁，油头滑脑。马德琳为什么嫁给他真让人猜不透。不过，这很有可能是因为当时她别无选择。然而，结婚不过六个月，她就回到了父亲在米兰的家，成了个跛子，还做了母亲。

她说自己摔了一跤，伤了膝盖，所以没法正常走路。因此她下定了决心，从此再也不下地走动。很快，人们就风传她这次意外是丈夫施暴所致，但她绝口不提保罗·内罗尼，除了向人表明，自己再也不想看见他，再也不想听到他的消息。斯坦诺普一家把这位不幸的美人和她年幼的女儿迎进了家门。

尽管被迫全盘放弃在世间走动，内罗尼太太却无意与世隔绝。但凡想去的剧院和晚会，她都会安排人带她去。到了那些地方，她躺在沙发上，很快就能靠美貌把自己感兴趣的年轻小伙全都吸引到身边来。倾慕她的人都被爱情蒙蔽了眼睛，看不到那双动人的眼睛里隐藏着的残忍和精明，还有对权力的渴求。

她的弟弟伯蒂接受过一流的教育，但因为太懒散而不去工作。他相貌十分英俊，蓄着光滑的长须，一双蓝眼睛清澈明亮，总是不停地向那些看上眼的女士表达爱意。不过，跟马德琳一样，他似乎也没心没肺，不会受伤。

******

在普劳蒂夫妇举办的招待晚宴上，斯坦诺普一家首次公开亮相。这场盛大的宴会由斯洛普先生操办，他邀请了巴彻斯特和周边村落的所有绅士淑女。宴会预计有好几百人出席，尽管普劳蒂太太几次三番反对庞大的开销，所费不赀的筹备工作照常进行。

宴会当晚，普劳蒂太太把客人迎进了宅邸里一个个精美的房间，斯洛普先生则东跑西颠地给仆人们下达各种指令。靠近楼梯顶部放了一张沙发，主教在那儿绊倒了好几次。他的一个女儿告诉他，那是给一位断了腿的女士准备的。他十分好奇，想亲眼见见这位古怪的女士。

没过多久，马德琳的马车就到了，她被人抬到了楼梯顶部的沙发上。她身穿一条紧身白裙，漂亮的胳膊上戴着钻石手链，躺在一块红色绸布上，摆好姿势。不一会儿，她便如愿以偿成为了众人关注的焦点。

伯蒂·斯坦诺普正在跟主教说话，想把马德琳的沙发稍微挪动一下，好给每个人多点走动的空间。于是他推了一把，沙发一下子冲向了房子中间。普劳蒂太太正跟斯洛普先生一起站在马德琳面前，努力想表现出擅长交际的样子，可她当时心情欠佳。她发现自己无论什么时候跟这位太太说话，对方的反应都是转而跟斯洛普先生说话。普劳蒂太太的火气刚上来，一条沙发腿就绞进了她的裙子。伴随着一阵难听的撕裂声，普劳蒂太太裙子下摆的一角给扯下来了。

裙子被毁成这样，任何一位女士都会大发雷霆。普劳蒂太太瞪着伯蒂·斯坦诺普，脸上简直是非人的狰狞表情。看到自己闯下的祸，伯蒂立刻单膝跪在了普劳蒂太太面前。

“请原谅我，太太，请原谅我！”他一边发疯似地喊，一边试着把普劳蒂太太的裙子从沙发腿上解下来。

“把手拿开，先生！”普劳蒂太太轻蔑地说。

“不怪我，都怪那张沙发。”伯蒂说，依旧跪在地上。

“把手拿开，先生！”普劳蒂太太几乎是在尖叫了。

就在这时，内罗尼太太笑了起来，声音不大不小，刚够让人听见。普劳蒂太太怒冲冲地转向她。

“太太！”她说，眼中燃着怒火。

马德琳直视着普劳蒂太太，过了一会儿才对弟弟说：“伯蒂，你这个傻瓜，站起来吧。”

普劳蒂太太的女儿们已经赶了过来，赶紧陪母亲走出房间，缝补裙子去了。趁此机会，马德琳大展魅力，要迷住斯洛普先生。普劳蒂太太回来的时候，看见斯洛普挑了一些最为精致的菜品，正端着朝内罗尼太太的沙发走去。

“你可不能扔下咱们的客人不管，斯洛普先生。”她说。

“内罗尼太太得吃晚饭了，太太。”斯洛普先生鞠了一躬，脸上挂着假惺惺的笑容。

“让她弟弟给她拿，斯洛普先生。”普劳蒂太太回答。几分钟后，她发现他违背了自己的指令，不由得火冒三丈。“这样子的礼数我还没见过呢。”她忿忿地自言自语道，“我忍不了，也不会忍。”于是她从人群里挤开一条道，跟着斯洛普先生走了过去。

走到沙发跟前的时候，她发现那两个罪人单独待在一起。内罗尼太太舒舒服服地坐在那儿吃晚餐，斯洛普先生则斜倚在一旁，确保她的一切要求都能得到满足。普劳蒂太太身体绷直着，朝他们走去，盯着他们看了一会儿，然后才说：“斯洛普先生，主教大人想让你去一下餐厅。麻烦你去那儿找他吧。”说完之后，她像张满风帆的船一样飞快地走开了。

斯洛普先生知道主教并没有找他，但还是打算离开这个房间。

“她一向都是这副德性吗？”内罗尼太太问斯洛普先生。

“是的，一贯如此，太太。”普劳蒂太太又走回来说了这么一句，“任何不得体的行为，我全都一样反对。”说完再次快步穿过了房间。

内罗尼太太没法跟过去，却发出了一长串轻蔑的笑声，在普劳蒂太太身后余音不绝。在她看来，这是最好的报复方法。

普劳蒂太太没法还击，因为她还得招呼客人。招待会即将结束的时候，主教太太对着纷纷告辞的人们强颜欢笑，熊熊怒火却让她的笑容显得有些虚伪。仆人们把马德琳抬出门的时候，普劳蒂太太注视着她离去的身影，仿佛是在说：“你要是再敢踏进我家大门一步，我就好好教训你一顿，让你永生永世都忘不了。”
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A rich widow

Two days later Mr Harding was called to the palace to discuss the wardenship of Hiram's Hospital with Mr Slope. The chaplain kept the old man waiting for half an hour, and when he did arrive, he behaved just as if he were an important man of business and Mr Harding a young man applying for a job.

'Now, concerning this post of warden,' he began, 'of course you know the income would be very much reduced. In addition, you would be expected to have the house painted inside every seven years and outside every three years. And the duties – well, I believe, if I am correctly informed, there were hardly any duties to speak of in the past.' He gave a scornful laugh. 'Things are a great deal changed, not only in Barchester, Mr Harding, but also in the wider world. Work is now required from every man who receives wages, and new men are needed in the Church, as in other professions. For example, the bishop is anxious to have a Sunday school attached to the Hospital, for the children of the poor, and the teachers would be under your control and care.'

Mr Harding was now getting very angry, which was what Mr Slope wanted. 'And if I disagree with his lordship's views?'
the old man asked, as calmly as he could.

'I hope you do not, but if you do, I assume you would feel unable to accept the post.' Mr Slope intended Mr Harding to refuse the appointment, which would then be vacant for a person of his own choosing.

'I shall consult my friends, but you may tell the bishop, Mr Slope, that I shall not accept the wardenship if I find the conditions that you mention are attached to it,' and Mr Harding left the room.

Mr Slope was delighted. He considered he could take Mr Harding's last speech as an absolute refusal of the appointment, and that is what he told the bishop and Mrs Proudie.

The bishop was sorry to hear it, but Mrs Proudie said firmly, 'There is no cause for sorrow. Mr Quiverful is more in need of it, and, as warden, will be much more useful to us.'

'I suppose I had better see Quiverful?' said the chaplain.

'I suppose you had,' said the bishop.

Meanwhile poor Mr Harding was feeling very miserable. He had lost the wardenship a second time, and been insulted by a man young enough to be his son, but that he could put up with. What really made him unhappy was the thought that he belonged to the past, that his efforts were no longer needed or appreciated, that everything he had done might be worthless.

He went first to Eleanor's house, to tell her his troubles, but found that Mr Slope had visited her the day before. The chaplain had made a very different speech to her from the one he had made to her father, full of flattery and heartfelt hopes that Mr Harding would take the wardenship. So she was surprised and disappointed to see her father looking so unhappy, and could not really sympathize with or understand his dislike of Mr Slope.

Mr Harding's next move was to discuss the matter with the archdeacon, so he drove to Plumstead in a hired carriage. Dr Grantly was out, so, while waiting for him, Mr Harding took the opportunity to discuss recent events with his daughter Susan.

'How can Eleanor bear that Mr Slope?' she asked.

'He's a very clever man,' said her father. 'He has made her think he is a good and honest clergyman.'

'Good and honest indeed!' said Susan scornfully. 'I only hope he won't be clever enough to make her forget her position.'

'Good heavens! Do you mean marry him?'

'What is so improbable about it? Of course that would be his plan if he thought he had any chance of success. Eleanor has a thousand pounds a year of her own.'

'But you can't think she likes him, Susan?'

'Why not? She has no one to look after her.'

'But don't we look after her?'

'Oh father, how innocent you are! It is to be expected that she will marry again, but she should wait the proper time, and then at least marry a gentleman.'

Now Mr Harding had something else to worry about. To have as a son-in-law, the husband of his favourite child, the only man in the world whom he really disliked, would be a misfortune he felt he could not bear. In fact, if the truth were known, Eleanor had no more idea of marrying Mr Slope than of marrying the bishop. But it was true she had forgiven him his sermon, his pride, and even his shiny face and oily manners, so in time might she not accept him as an admirer? Strangely enough, Mr Slope was innocent of the crime he was being accused of. This man whose eyes were generally so wide open to everything around him had not yet discovered that the young widow was rich as well as beautiful. It was an error which he was soon to correct.

Dr Grantly did not arrive until dinnertime. He was in an excellent mood and explained why, as they sat down to eat.

'It's all agreed,' he said, rubbing his hands joyfully. 'Arabin has accepted! If anyone can get rid of Slope, Arabin can.'

Francis Arabin was an old Oxford friend of Dr Grantly's, a clergyman of the highest reputation, and also a gentleman. He and Mr Slope had been carrying on a long battle on spiritual matters in the letters pages of The Jupiter for some months now, and Dr Grantly thought his friend's intelligence and deep religious knowledge would be extremely useful in the fight against the Proudies. Mr Arabin had therefore been offered, and had accepted, the post of vicar of a small church near Plumstead. Dr Grantly was delighted that Arabin would be so near at hand, for advice and support, and amused that Mr Slope would come face to face with his spiritual enemy very soon.

At the end of the meal Mr Harding finally managed to speak of what was worrying him. The archdeacon's response was firm.

'The bishop has no power to appoint a new man as warden, or indeed to make the warden a Sunday school teacher! All of Barchester expects you to return to Hiram's Hospital, and that's what you will do. I tell you what, my friend, I shall see the bishop when he has neither his wife nor his chaplain beside him, and I think you'll find the matter will end with you becoming warden without any conditions whatever. Leave it to me.'

And so the matter was arranged between them. Dr Grantly's good humour continued till bedtime, when, in the privacy of their room, Mrs Grantly gave him her opinion of what Eleanor might do. His face looked stern, and he said, 'If she does, I'll never speak to her again. I won't be connected to such dirt as that,' and he gave a shudder which shook the whole room.

Mr Slope lost no time in visiting Mr Quiverful to ask if he would like to be warden of the Hospital. Mr Quiverful, in giving his enthusiastic reply, happened to mention that Mr Harding might not need the post because his daughter Eleanor had an income of a thousand a year. This unexpected information caused Mr Slope to cut short his visit, and he rode home, thinking hard. Why should he not marry the widow, and make the thousand pounds a year his own? And then it struck him that perhaps it would be easier to gain her approval, if he did all in his power to help her father become warden, instead of Quiverful.

He was confident he could manage this, although it would involve a complete change of direction, but he knew he must step cautiously. If he quarrelled with the Proudies and was then refused by the widow, he would have lost all his influence and power. He also remembered that Mrs Bold's brother-in-law was his enemy, the archdeacon, and swore he would never bow the knee to that man, not even for a thousand pounds a year.

Another circumstance influenced him. The vision of the signora was continually before his eyes. It would be too much to say Mr Slope was lost in love, but yet he thought he had never seen so beautiful a woman. He had never been so tempted before, and now it was difficult to resist the temptation – it was hard to consider any plan which would require him to give up his special friendship with this lady.

He decided he urgently needed to find out the truth about Mrs Bold's fortune, so he started making enquiries at once. He was not a man who ever let much grass grow under his feet.

[image: alt]

About the time that Mr Slope was visiting Mr Quiverful, a discussion took place at Dr Stanhope's house between Charlotte and Bertie about his unwillingness to earn any kind of income. Finally Charlotte said, in her sensible way, 'Well, Bertie, if you won't work, will you marry a wife with money?'

'I won't marry one without any,' he replied. 'But wives with money aren't easy to find nowadays – the vicars pick them all up.'

'And a vicar will pick up Mrs Bold too, if you don't hurry.'

'Whew!' whistled Bertie. 'A widow! With a son!'

'A baby that will very likely die. The lady is very beautiful, and she has a thousand pounds a year.'

'Well, no one can call me unreasonable, and if you'll arrange it all for me, I'll marry the widow.'

Charlotte was just explaining to him that he must court the lady himself, and was praising her beauty, when Madeline was carried into the room by her servants.

'Madeline, I'm going to be married,' Bertie began as soon as the servants had left.

'There's no other foolish thing left that you haven't done,' said Madeline, 'so you are quite right to try that.'

'Well, that's Charlotte's advice to me. But your opinion ought to be the best; you have experience to guide you.'

'Yes, I have,' said Madeline in a hard voice. But she looked very sad, and Bertie was sorry that his words had hurt her.

'Charlotte wants me to marry Mrs Bold,' he said. 'She has a thousand a year and a fine baby son.'

'If it's true she has a thousand a year and has ladylike manners, I advise you to marry her,' said Madeline. 'Even you aren't fool enough to marry for love. Marriage is a poor bargain for husband or wife. A man should not sacrifice his freedom unless he gets something in return, but a woman generally has no choice – she has no other way of living.'

'But Bertie has no other way of living!' said Charlotte.

'Then for heaven's sake let him marry Mrs Bold,' said Madeline, and so it was decided.

[image: alt]

Mr Slope's enquiries about the widow's income had determined him to try his hand at courting her. He had therefore attempted to persuade the bishop that the post of warden should be offered to Mr Harding, but matters were more complicated than he had imagined. Mrs Proudie, anxious for her power to be as visible as possible, had already made it clear to Mrs Quiverful that her husband would be appointed warden.

'Ah, my lord,' said Mr Slope, half laughing, 'we shall all be in trouble if the ladies interfere. I only speak, my lord, in your own best interests. As far as personal feelings go, Mrs Proudie is the best friend I have. But still, in my present position, my first duty is to your lordship.' He smiled his most flattering smile.

'I am quite sure of that, Mr Slope,' said the bishop gratefully. 'Do you really think Mr Harding should be the warden?'

'I do, my lord. What has passed between Mrs Proudie and Mrs Quiverful may be a little inconvenient, but I really do not think that should count in a matter of so much importance.'

He left the poor bishop dreadfully undecided, but on the whole almost determined to oppose Mrs Proudie's wishes, which was exactly what Mr Slope was hoping for.

The chaplain then went on to call on Eleanor Bold, who was playing with baby Johnny in her sitting room. When Mr Slope was announced, Eleanor quickly pushed back her long dark hair, which the baby had pulled down from her widow's cap. Mr Slope stopped for a moment in the doorway, realizing at once how lovely she was, and thinking that, even if she had no fortune at all, she would bring comfort and joy to any man's home.
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When Mr Slope was announced, Eleanor quickly pushed back her long dark hair, which the baby had pulled down from her widow's cap.

He sat down close to Eleanor and said confidentially, 'May I ask you a simple question, Mrs Bold?'

'Certainly,' she smiled, 'and I shall give you an honest answer.'

'My question is this: is your father really anxious to go back to Hiram's Hospital as warden?'

'Why do you ask me? Why not ask him yourself?'

'My dear Mrs Bold, there are wheels within wheels, which I fear I have little time to explain to you. No one respects your father more than I do, but I doubt if he respects me.' (He certainly did not.) 'I am afraid there is a feeling in Barchester, I will not call it a prejudice, which runs against me, and your father shares this feeling. Can you deny it?'

Eleanor made no answer, and Mr Slope, in the eagerness of his speech, moved his chair a little nearer to hers. 'That is why I cannot ask him this question as I can ask it of you. But you, my dear Mrs Bold, since I came to Barchester, you have allowed me to regard you as a friend.' Eleanor moved her head slightly; it looked more like a shake than a nod, but Mr Slope took no notice of it. 'To you I can speak openly, and express the feelings of my heart. When I spoke to your father about the post of warden, he gave me the impression he would refuse it, and so the bishop, perhaps mistakenly, has offered it to Mr Quiverful.'

'Then, Mr Slope, there is an end of it!' and tears came to Eleanor's lovely eyes and rolled down her face.

Mr Slope would have given much to be allowed to dry those tears, but he knew his moment had not yet come. Instead he promised to do all he could to persuade the bishop to change his mind, his stated purpose being to protect the interests of Mr Harding, whom he so sincerely admired, and to bring greater happiness to Mrs Bold, whom he dared to call his friend. It was indeed a clever and convincing performance.
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At the bishop's palace, revolution was stirring. Since his recent conversation with Mr Slope, the bishop knew it was time to be firm with his wife. If he could only defeat her once, he would be a man indeed! So with great daring he went to her private sitting room to speak to her. He found her at her desk, adding up the bills and frowning over all the expense of a bishop's family.

'Excuse me, my dear,' he began. 'If you are free, I wish to speak to you.' Mrs Proudie looked sourly up at him, and his courage failed him. 'But I see you are busy – another time –'

'What is it, bishop?' asked the lady reluctantly.

'It is about the Quiverfuls, my dear. But as you are busy –'

'What about the Quiverfuls? It is perfectly understood that they are to have the hospital. There is no doubt, is there?'

This was the moment when the bishop needed to show his bravery, in order to win the battle. He said, very gently, 'Well, my dear, I just wanted to mention that Mr Slope seems to think Mr Harding should have the post.'

'Mr Slope seems to think!' she said scornfully. 'I hope, my lord, you will not allow yourself to be governed by a chaplain.'

'Certainly not, my dear. Nothing is less probable. But –'

'Nonsense,' said Mrs Proudie rudely. 'Mr Quiverful will be the warden, not Mr Harding. And that's the end of it.'

'I believe you are right, my dear,' said the bishop, creeping back to the safety of his study.

That evening Mr Slope heard from the bishop that Mrs Proudie's orders concerning the wardenship were to be obeyed. He also received a visit, in his room, from the lady of the house herself. She had something very particular to say to him.

'Mr Slope, I must tell you, I did not at all approve of your behaviour with that Italian woman at my reception. Anyone would have thought you were her lover.'

'Good heavens, my dear madam,' said Mr Slope with a look of horror. 'Why, she is a married woman!'

'That is what she calls herself, certainly. Since then you have visited her and sat with her alone. I consider it my duty to warn you, Mr Slope, that that woman is not a suitable companion for an unmarried young clergyman like you.' How Mr Slope hated her at this moment! But she had not finished. 'There is another thing, Mr Slope. You are far too ready to interfere. Kindly do not give the bishop any more guidance at all. If his lordship wants advice, he knows where to look for it.' And she sailed out.

Mr Slope now knew there certainly was not room in Barchester for the energies of both himself and Mrs Proudie; victory over her had become a matter of urgency.
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Meanwhile Eleanor had been made aware of her family's concerns about her apparent liking for Mr Slope. When she had innocently mentioned Mr Slope's offer to help her father, Dr Grantly had accused her of betraying the family's interests in making such an unreliable friend, and Eleanor had felt angry that her brother-in-law, and even her dear father, did not respect her judgement. She was all the more annoyed, because she was not quite sure how far she herself trusted Mr Slope.

Perhaps this disagreement with Dr Grantly made her feel a little isolated, and perhaps that feeling of isolation made her more eager than she would normally have been to accept Charlotte's invitation to spend the evening at the Stanhopes' house.

Indeed, when she arrived there, and discovered Mr Slope was also one of the guests, she almost decided to leave at once. But clever Charlotte made her feel at home immediately; Eleanor was introduced to kind old Dr Stanhope, and was smiled on by Madeline. She had no suspicion that Mr Slope was planning to court her; nor did she notice how much time he spent at the signora's side, or even the guilty looks he sent in her direction. For most of the evening she was left alone with Bertie, and the time simply flew by. Bertie did not flatter her, or sigh like a lover, but he was amusing and friendly, yet at the same time respectful. And when he left Eleanor at her own door at one o'clock in the morning, after a delightful walk in the moonlight, she thought he was one of the most charming men she had ever met.



apply v. to make a formal, usually written request for something such as a job, or permission to do something 申请

assume v. to think that something is true, although you have no proof of it 假定，假设

vacant adj. not being occupied at present and available for someone to start doing 空缺的

refusal n. an act of saying or showing that you will not do something that someone has asked you to do 拒绝

put up with to accept an unpleasant situation or person without complaining 忍受，忍耐

innocent adj. not having much experience of the bad things in the world, so that you are easily deceived 天真的，阅世不深的

privacy n. the state of being free from public attention 隐私

stern adj. severe, serious or strict 严厉的

shudder n. a shaking movement 战栗，发抖

strike v. to suddenly come into your mind 突然意识到，突然想到

tempt v. to make someone want to have or do something, even though they know they really should not 诱惑，引诱

enquiry n. a question you ask in order to get information 询问，打听

whew interj. used when you are surprised, very hot, or feeling glad that something bad does not happen 哟，哎呀（表示惊讶、感到炎热或因坏事没发生而感到高兴）

court v. (old-fashioned) to have a romantic relationship and may get married with [旧用法]追求（女子）

for someone's sake in order to help, improve, or please someone 为了某人的缘故

complicated adj. difficult to understand or deal with, because many parts or details are involved 难懂的；难处理的

interfere v. to deliberately get involved in a situation that does not concern you, and try to influence what happens in a way that annoys people 介入，干涉

dreadfully adv. extremely or very much 非常，极其

doorway n. the space where a door opens into a room or building 门口，门道，出入口

wheels within wheels used to say that a situation is complicated and difficult to understand because it involves things that you know nothing about 复杂的形势

deny v. to say that something is not true, or that you do not believe something 否认，否定

prejudice n. an unreasonable dislike and distrust of people who are different from you in some way 偏见，歧视

daring n. courage that makes you willing to take risks 勇气，胆量

sourly adv. in an unfriendly or bad-tempered way 不快地

why interj. used to show that you are surprised or annoyed 哎呀，嗨（表示惊讶或生气）

companion n. someone you spend a lot of time with, especially a friend 伴侣，同伴

sail v. to move forward gracefully and confidently 优雅而自信地走

innocently adv. done or said without intending to harm or offend someone 不带恶意地

betray v. to be disloyal to someone who trusts you so that they are harmed or upset 背叛，出卖

unreliable adj. unable to be trusted or depended on 不可信赖的，不可靠的

amusing adj. funny and entertaining 好笑的，有趣的




3
富孀

两天后，哈丁先生奉命来到主教宅邸，跟斯洛普先生协商海勒姆养老院院长人选。特遣牧师让老人干等了半个钟头才到，到了以后又表现得像一个有头有脸的商人，把哈丁先生当成了一个前来求职的年轻小伙。

“好了，说到院长这个职位嘛，”他开口道，“当然你也知道，薪水会降低很多。另外，您得每七年粉刷一次内墙，每三年粉刷一次外墙。至于职责嘛——其实，据我看，如果我得到的消息没错的话，过去也几乎谈不上有什么职责。”他轻蔑地笑了一声，“世道已经变啦，不仅仅在巴彻斯特是如此，哈丁先生，外面的世界也一样。如今，但凡领薪水的人都得干活，教会也需要补充新人，跟其他行当一样。比如说，主教很想赶紧给医院建一所主日学校，用来教导穷人的孩子们，学校的老师将由您来管理和操心。”

哈丁先生此时已经十分气恼，这正是斯洛普先生想要的效果。“要是我跟主教大人意见相左呢？”老人尽可能平静地问。

“我希望您别那样，不过，您要是真那样的话，我想您会觉得自己无法接受这个职位。”斯洛普先生的打算是迫使哈丁先生拒绝这一职位，那样的话他就可以自己找人来填补空缺。

“我得跟朋友们商量一下。不过，斯洛普先生，您可以转告主教，要是我发现当院长要附带您说的那些条件，那么我是不会接受的。”哈丁先生说完走出了房间。

斯洛普先生心中窃喜。在他看来，哈丁先生最后说的那段话可以理解为彻底拒绝了这个职位，于是就这么转告了主教和普劳蒂太太。

听到这样的结果，主教深表遗憾，普劳蒂太太却坚决地说：“没必要难过。奎沃夫先生更需要这个职位，还有，他当院长对我们来说更有利。”

“那我最好跟奎沃夫见个面？”特遣牧师问。

“要我说，确实如此。”主教说。

此时此刻，可怜的哈丁先生陷入了痛苦之中。他再次失去了院长一职，还被一个年龄足以当他儿子的家伙羞辱了一番，不过，这些也不是不能忍受。真正让他难过的是，他觉得自己属于过去，如今的社会不再需要他卖力，也不再欣赏他的贡献，他所做的一切也许都没有什么价值。

他先去了埃莉诺的家，想跟她倒苦水，结果却发现，斯洛普先生前一天刚刚来过。特遣牧师对埃莉诺说的那一套，跟对她父亲说的不一样，不光是满嘴奉承，还说自己真心希望哈丁先生能够担任院长。因此，看到父亲一脸不高兴，埃莉诺又是惊讶又是失望，无法真正感受和理解父亲对斯洛普先生的憎恶。

下一步，哈丁先生想跟执事长聊聊这件事，于是乘着雇来的马车前往普拉姆斯特德。格兰特利博士出门去了，哈丁先生一边等他，一边趁这个机会跟女儿苏珊聊了聊近况。

“埃莉诺怎么受得了那个斯洛普先生呢？”她问。

“他很精明，”她的父亲回答，“已经给她留下了一个善良诚实的神职人员形象。”

“他可真是既善良又诚实！”苏珊轻蔑地说，“我只是希望，他不会精明得让她忘记了自己的身份。”

“天哪！你是说嫁给他吗？”

“这有什么不可能的呢？只要觉得自己有一线成功的机会，他肯定会这么打算。埃莉诺自己就有每年一千镑的收入。”

“可是，你该不会认为她喜欢他吧，苏珊？”

“为什么不？她身边又没人照顾。”

“不是我们在照顾她吗？”

“哦，父亲，您可太天真了！可想而知，她还会再婚，可她应该等待合适的时机，怎么也得嫁个绅士才行。”

这下子，哈丁先生又添了一桩烦心事。世上唯一一个讨他嫌的人居然会成为他的女婿，成为他最心爱的孩子的丈夫，他觉得这样的不幸根本无法忍受。而事实上，埃莉诺根本没想过要嫁给斯洛普先生，就跟没想过要嫁给主教一样。不过，她的确原谅了他布道时说的那些话，他目中无人的态度，甚至还有他那张油腻得发光的脸和他油腔滑调的作风。这样一来，假以时日，她不是也有可能接受他这个追求者吗？奇怪的是，对于扣在自己头上的这项罪名，斯洛普先生的确很无辜。这个通常是眼观六路的人暂时还没发现，这位年轻的寡妇不仅貌美如花，而且身家富厚。这个失误很快就会被他纠正过来。

直到晚饭时间，格兰特利博士才回到家里，一副兴高采烈的模样。大家坐下来吃饭的时候，他解释了这当中的缘故。

“已经达成协议了，”他一边说，一边高兴地搓着双手，“阿拉宾同意了！要说这世上有人能除掉斯洛普的话，那就只能是阿拉宾了。”

弗朗西斯·阿拉宾是格兰特利博士在牛津的老朋友——一位德高望重的神职人员，也是一位绅士。他和斯洛普先生就宗教问题展开了拉锯战，到现在两人已经在《朱庇特报》的读者来信专栏斗了好几个月。格兰特利博士觉得，对付普劳蒂夫妇，自己这个朋友的智慧和渊博的宗教知识能助他一臂之力。所以，他请阿拉宾先生来担任普拉姆斯特德附近一座小教堂的代牧，对方也答应了他。格兰特利博士很高兴，因为阿拉宾如今近在咫尺，可以给他提供建议和支持。一想到要不了多久，斯洛普先生就会跟他的宗教敌人当面对抗，他就忍不住发笑。

晚饭快吃完的时候，哈丁先生终于说出了心中的困扰。执事长的回答十分坚决。

“主教没有权力另行指派院长，更没有权力让院长去当主日学校的老师！巴彻斯特所有的人都等着您重返海勒姆养老院，您也确实应该回去。我跟您说，我的朋友，等主教的妻子和特遣牧师都不在他身边的时候，我就去见他。依我看，您会发现结果就是您当上了院长，没有任何附加条件。这事儿就交给我吧。”

这件事就这样说定了。格兰特利博士一直保持着好心情，直到该上床睡觉的时候，到了没有外人的卧室里，格兰特利太太告诉他，她认为埃莉诺可能会有什么样的打算。博士沉下脸说：“她要是真那样，我就再也不跟她说话了。我可不会跟那种卑鄙小人结亲。”他打了个颤抖，整个房间似乎都跟着晃了一晃。

斯洛普先生一刻也没耽搁，就去拜访了奎沃夫先生，问他愿不愿意担任养老院院长。奎沃夫先生给出了热情的回答，还顺口提了一句，哈丁先生可能不需要这个职位，因为他女儿埃莉诺每年有一千英镑的收入。这始料未及的信息让斯洛普先生提早告辞。骑马回家的路上，他冥思苦想。自己干吗不娶了这个寡妇，把那一千英镑的年收入据为己有呢？他突然想到，如果自己竭尽所能帮助她父亲而不是奎沃夫当上院长，可能会更容易赢得她的芳心。

尽管需要彻底扭转事态的发展方向，他还是相信自己能把这件事情办妥，但他清楚自己必须谨慎行事。要是这边跟普劳蒂夫妇起了争执，那边又遭到寡妇拒绝，他的影响力和权势会荡然无存。他还想了起来，博尔德太太那个当执事长的姐夫是他的敌人，于是暗自发誓，哪怕是为了一千英镑的年收入也绝不向此人屈膝。

左右他的还有一个因素。内罗尼太太的身影一刻不停地在他眼前晃。要说斯洛普先生已经坠入爱河，未免太过夸张，可他觉得，自己还从没见过如此美貌的女子。他从未受过如此诱惑，也很难抵挡这种诱惑——如果要他放弃跟这位女士的特殊友情，什么样的计划他都很难予以考虑。

他认为当务之急是核实博尔德太太的财产，于是立刻开始着手调查。他从来都不是那种干等着脚下长草的人。

******

大概就在斯洛普先生拜访奎沃夫先生的时候，在斯坦诺普博士的家里，夏洛特和伯蒂在讨论伯蒂不愿挣钱的事。最后，夏洛特用一副洞达世情的派头说：“好吧，伯蒂，你要是不愿意工作，那你愿不愿意娶一个有钱的妻子呢？”

“没钱的我可不愿意娶。”他回答，“可是，有钱的妻子眼下可不好找啊——都让代牧们给挑走啦。”

“你要是不抓紧的话，博尔德太太也要让代牧给挑走啦。”

“哟！”伯蒂打了个呼哨，“一个寡妇！还带着个儿子！”

“一个很可能会夭折的孩子。那位女士很漂亮，每年还有一千镑的收入。”

“好吧，让谁来说，我也不是一个不明理的人。如果你能为我打点好一切，那么我就娶那个寡妇好了。”

夏洛特正在解释为什么他必须自己去追求那位女士，正对她的美貌赞不绝口时，仆人们把马德琳抬进了房间。

“马德琳，我要结婚啦。”仆人一走，伯蒂就说。

“这世上就没有你没干过的蠢事，”马德琳说，“所以啊，你去结婚试试看也没什么错。”

“哦，这是夏洛特给我出的主意。不过，你的意见应该是最好的，毕竟你是凭经验行事。”

“没错，我确实是过来人。”马德琳说，口气非常生硬。可她看起来很难过，伯蒂也觉得过意不去，因为自己的话伤到了她。

“夏洛特想让我娶博尔德太太。”他说，“她年收入有一千镑，还有个可爱的小男孩。”

“如果她真的一年有一千镑收入，举止又像个淑女，那我建议你娶她。”马德琳说，“就算是你，也不会蠢到为爱情结婚的地步。无论男女，婚姻都是一桩赔本买卖。男人不该为此牺牲自由，除非另有回报。女人呢，一般都是别无选择——因为她们没有别的活法。”

“可伯蒂没有别的活法！”夏洛特说。

“那就看在上帝的份上，让他去娶博尔德太太吧。”马德琳说。事情就这么说定了。

******

斯洛普先生查明寡妇的收入后，下定了决心要去追她。于是他努力说服主教将院长一职委任给哈丁先生。然而，事情比他想象的复杂。普劳蒂太太急着彰显自己的势力，已经向奎沃夫太太明确表示，她丈夫将会被任命为院长。

“哦，我的大人，”斯洛普先生似笑非笑地说，“如果女士们插手，我们会有麻烦的。我的大人，我这都是在为您着想。就个人感情而言，普劳蒂太太是我最好的朋友。尽管如此，就我目前的身份而言，我的首要职责是为您效力。”说到这里，他露出了自己最谄媚的笑容。

“这一点我完全相信，斯洛普先生。”主教满怀感激地说，“你真觉得应该让哈丁先生来当院长吗？”

“是的，大人。普劳蒂太太跟奎沃夫太太说过了那些话，可能会有点儿麻烦。可我觉得，在这么要紧的一件事情上，那么点儿麻烦并不是什么大事。”

他这番话使可怜的主教犹疑不决。不过，总体上讲，主教几乎已经决心要跟自己的太太唱反调了，这正是斯洛普先生想达成的目的。

接下来，特遣牧师去拜访埃莉诺·博尔德，她正在会客厅里陪小约翰尼玩。仆人通报斯洛普先生来访时，埃莉诺赶紧把乌黑的长发塞回了寡妇帽里，那是孩子给拽出来的。斯洛普先生在门口站了一小会儿，立刻意识到她是多么可爱，并且觉得，就算她不名一文，也能给任何一个男人的家带来抚慰和欢乐。

他坐到埃莉诺身边，神神秘秘地说：“我可以问您一个简单的问题吗，博尔德太太？”

“当然可以，”她微笑着说，“我会诚实地回答你。”

“我的问题就是，您父亲真的很想回海勒姆养老院去当院长吗？”

“您干吗问我呢？干吗不自己问他呢？”

“亲爱的博尔德太太，情况错综复杂，我怕是没时间跟您一一解释了。没有人比我更尊重您的父亲，但我觉得他不一定瞧得起我。”（他当然瞧不起斯洛普先生。）“我担心的是，巴彻斯特目前存在一种针对我的态度，我不会称之为歧视，而您父亲也有这种态度。这一点您不否认吧？”

埃莉诺未置可否。斯洛普先生说得激动不已，于是把椅子朝她那边挪了挪。“就是因为这个，这个问题我可以问您，却不可以问他。但是您，我亲爱的博尔德太太，自从我来到巴彻斯特，您一直都允许我把您当朋友对待。”埃莉诺的脑袋轻轻动了一下，看上去更像是摇头而不是点头，斯洛普先生却没有留意。“在您面前，我可以开诚布公，倾诉衷肠。之前我跟您父亲聊的时候，他给我的印象是他打算拒绝这个职位，所以主教做了个兴许错误的决定，把这个位子给了奎沃夫先生。”

“既然如此，斯洛普先生，这事情就没希望了！”泪水涌进埃莉诺美丽的双眸，从她脸上滑落下来。

如能为埃莉诺擦泪，再大的代价斯洛普先生也在所不惜，不过他很清楚，时机尚未成熟。因此他只是信誓旦旦地说，自己会尽力说服主教改变想法，说这么做是为了维护哈丁先生的利益，同时让博尔德太太过得更开心，因为哈丁先生是他真心景仰的人，博尔德太太则是他冒昧称为朋友的人。千真万确，这是一番高明而有说服力的表演。

******

在主教的宅邸里，造反的情绪正在酝酿。最近跟斯洛普先生聊过以后，主教已经明白，是时候对自己的妻子采取强硬态度了。只要能击败她一次，他就可以成为真正的男人！于是他鼓足勇气去了她的私人会客厅，打算跟她谈谈。进房之后，他看见妻子坐在桌边算账，因为家里大大小小的花销眉头紧锁。

“打扰一下，亲爱的。”他开腔道，“你要是有时间的话，我想跟你聊聊。”普劳蒂太太抬起头，脸色阴沉地看着他，他顿时泄了气。“不过，我看你挺忙的——下次吧——”

“你有什么事，主教？”普劳蒂太太不情不愿地问。

“奎沃夫家的事，亲爱的。不过，既然你还在忙——”

“奎沃夫家的什么事？大家都清楚明白地知道，养老院会归他们管。这一点毫无疑问，对吧？”

需要主教拿出勇气斗赢他妻子的时刻到了。于是他轻声细语地说：“是这样，亲爱的，我只是想说，斯洛普先生似乎觉得，这个职位应该给哈丁先生。”

“斯洛普先生似乎觉得！”她不屑地说，“我希望，我的大人，希望你不会听凭一个特遣牧师的摆布。”

“当然不会，亲爱的。这绝不可能。可是——”

“胡说八道。”普劳蒂太太毫不客气地说，“院长得让奎沃夫先生来当，而不是哈丁先生。这件事到此为止。”

“我看你说得对，亲爱的。”说完之后，主教溜回了书房这安全地带。

当天晚上，斯洛普先生从主教口中得知，关于院长职位一事，他必须听从夫人的命令。斯洛普还在自己的住所接待了一位访客——主教宅邸的女主人。她有一些特别的话要跟斯洛普先生讲。

“斯洛普先生，我不得不告诉你，对于你和那个意大利女人在我家招待会上的行为，我很有意见。谁都会认为你是她的情人。”

“天哪，我亲爱的太太，”斯洛普先生一脸惊恐地说，“嗨，她可是个有夫之妇啊！”

“她自己是这么说的，没错。打那以后，你还去看过她，跟她单独相处。我觉得我有责任警告你，斯洛普先生，对于你这样的未婚青年神职人员来说，那个女人可不是个合适的伴侣。”这一刻，斯洛普先生对普劳蒂太太恨之入骨！可她还没打住。“还有一件事，斯洛普先生，你太喜欢指手画脚了。麻烦你不要再给主教提什么建议。主教大人如果需要建议，自然知道该上哪儿去问。”说完扬长而去。

事到如今，斯洛普先生已经明白，巴彻斯特一山不能容二虎，即他与普劳蒂太太。打败她已经成了当务之急。

******

与此同时，家里人已经让埃莉诺意识到，她对斯洛普先生表现出的好感让他们很担心。在此之前，她无意之中提了一句，斯洛普先生主动要求帮助她的父亲。格兰特利博士指责她不该结交这么一个不可靠的朋友，背叛家庭的利益。看到姐夫乃至亲爱的父亲都不尊重自己的判断，埃莉诺感到十分气恼。更让她生气的是，连她自己都不清楚自己对斯洛普先生有多信任。

或许是因为跟格兰特利博士的分歧让她感觉有些孤立无援，又或许是因为这种孤立感让她比平常乐意接受夏洛特的邀请，这天傍晚去斯坦诺普家做客。

说真的，到那儿以后，发现斯洛普先生也是座上宾，她差点决定转身就走。不过，机敏的夏洛特立刻让她感到很自在。她把埃莉诺介绍给和蔼的老斯坦诺普博士，马德琳也冲她微笑。埃莉诺一点儿都没意识到，斯洛普先生正打算追求自己，也没注意到他在内罗尼太太身边待了多长时间，甚至没注意到他朝自己投过来的歉疚目光。当晚大多数时间，她都被安排跟伯蒂独处，时间过得飞快。伯蒂并没有讨好她，也没有像情人那样叹息，可他风趣友好，又恭敬有礼。他陪着埃莉诺在月光下愉快地散步之后，凌晨一点才在她家门口跟她道别。埃莉诺觉得，这是她平生见过的最具魅力的男士之一。


PART TWO: COUNTER-ATTACK
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A newcomer to Barchester

Francis Arabin was the younger son of a country gentleman from the north of England. He was educated at an excellent school, and then studied at Oxford University. Here he developed his skill in debating, and became known as an intelligent, humorous, and successful speaker. He was almost always able to make the arguments of the opposing team sound unbelievable, and he aimed to win every debate by using both humour and reason.

But his main interest was in religion, and he gave himself completely to the Church. For it he wrote poems, speeches, and sermons, for it he ate and drank and dressed and breathed. Soon he was ordained as a clergyman, and remained in Oxford as a professor of poetry at one of the university colleges.

Now came the moment of his greatest danger. After much thought, Mr Newman, a well-known Oxford clergyman, left the Church of England to join the Church of Rome, and Mr Arabin was strongly tempted to follow him. In order to consider what he should do, Arabin left Oxford for a while and stayed in a quiet little village by the sea, far from the complications of civilized life.

Everything seemed to point to his choosing the Church of Rome. He loved and admired Mr Newman, and was eager to follow in his footsteps. He approved of Rome's strictness. 'How much simpler it would be,' he thought, 'to live under religious laws which are certain, how much easier to recognize sin and therefore avoid it!' And he wanted so much to show God that he believed in Him; what better proof could there be than making the great sacrifice of the religion in which he had been brought up, and which was supposed to provide his income?

At the time, Mr Arabin was a very young man, too confident in his own powers, and with too little respect for the common sense of ordinary people. But it was an ordinary country vicar, in that small village, who made him see that all true religious guidance comes from within the person, and not from laws made by priests. Arabin also realized that by looking for safety and comfort in the Church of Rome, he was running away from the difficult choice between good and evil. He returned to Oxford a humbler, but a better and a happier man.

When he became vicar of St Ewold's, the church near Plumstead, he was about forty and unmarried. He was above medium height, with slightly greying dark hair. He was not handsome, but his face was pleasant to look at, and there was a humorous look in his eyes. He was popular with women, but living in an Oxford college had meant that he could not marry, so he thought of women as pretty, amusing creatures, nothing more.

He came to stay for a month with the Grantlys, because the vicar's house at St Ewold's needed some repairs. After dinner with the archdeacon, his wife, and their daughters, Mr Arabin went up to his bedroom, and sat at the open window looking out at his church, which he could just see in the moonlight beyond the archdeacon's garden. It was a lovely evening, but Francis Arabin felt sad. It had struck him suddenly, when he saw Dr Grantly's charming wife and children and their comfortable house and garden, how alone in the world he was. He had given his whole life to the Church, and now he thought that had been a mistake. He knew he could have had a high position and great wealth, and probably a family to bring him joy, but now it was too late. He was the vicar of a small country church, and that was all.

The following morning Mr Harding and Eleanor arrived at Plumstead to stay there for a few days. Dr Grantly and Mr Arabin were at St Ewold's, and Mr Harding wanted to walk round the garden, so the two sisters naturally fell into conversation. They had never told each other all their secrets, as Mrs Grantly was ten years older than Eleanor, and they did not see each other often. Mrs Grantly did not, therefore, expect Eleanor to talk to her of love, but she was still very anxious to find out whether her sister had any liking for Mr Slope.

It was very easy to turn the conversation to Mr Slope, and Mrs Grantly was soon criticizing him, which she did with her whole heart, and Mrs Bold was defending him almost as eagerly. Eleanor actually disliked the man; she had almost a fear of him, and would have been delighted never to see him again, but somehow she constantly found herself protecting him against what she considered the injustice of his enemies' attacks.

The conversation moved on to the Stanhopes, and Mrs Grantly heard about Eleanor's recent evening with them. Suddenly she realized Mr Slope had also been there.

'What!' she cried in horror. 'Why, Eleanor, he must be very fond of you. He seems to follow you everywhere!'

Even this did not open Eleanor's eyes. She just laughed, and said she thought he found someone else to attract him at the Stanhopes'. And so the sisters parted. Mrs Grantly felt quite convinced that the hated marriage would take place, and Mrs Bold was just as convinced that the unfortunate chaplain was yet again being unjustly criticized.

The archdeacon was furious when his wife told him, in private, how she feared Eleanor's relationship with Mr Slope was developing. 'I am sorry, my dear,' he said, 'but if she marries that man, I shall not allow either of them within my doors.'

Susan Grantly sighed. 'Well, perhaps it will never happen. I hope, now that Eleanor is here, she will forget her fatal passion.'

Poor Eleanor, who felt no fatal passion for any man, spent a rather dull evening. Mr Arabin did not seem to notice her much, and he and the Grantlys spent all the time after dinner discussing the various local clergymen. Eleanor began to think, on reaching her bedroom that night, that she was getting tired of clergymen and their respectable, boring way of life, and that she would have had a much pleasanter evening with the Stanhopes.

Mr Arabin, on the other hand, had enjoyed his evening; he appreciated not only the well-informed conversation of the Grantlys, but also the sight of Eleanor's very pretty face under her widow's cap. He began to look forward to the rest of his stay at Plumstead, because she would be there for some of the time.

The next day the whole party drove in the archdeacon's carriage to visit the vicar's house at St Ewold's. In the carriage Eleanor found herself opposite Mr Arabin, and was surprised to discover how easy he was to talk to.

Mr Harding told them an old story he had heard from local people that, a long time ago, a priestess had lived at St Ewold's; she was famous for curing the villagers of all kinds of diseases. Mr Arabin declared he would not want the villagers to rely on a priestess these days, but Mrs Grantly disagreed. 'Every church should have its priestess as well as its priest,' she said, smiling.

'I suppose,' suggested Eleanor, 'that in the past the priestess had all the power. Perhaps Mr Arabin thinks that might happen again if St Ewold's had a modern priestess.'

'I think it is safer not to run the risk of it,' laughed Mr Arabin.

'Such accidents do happen,' said Mrs Grantly. 'They say there is a priestess in Barchester who gives the orders in spiritual matters. Perhaps the fear of that is before your eyes, Mr Arabin.'

This amusing conversation came to an end when they arrived at St Ewold's. Soon the archdeacon and his wife were walking all round the house, telling Mr Arabin what repairs and improvements he needed to make, in order to live comfortably. But while the Grantlys were in the dining room, making plans for a larger fireplace, Eleanor and Mr Arabin found themselves in a small upstairs sitting room.

'There is a beautiful view from here,' said Eleanor, looking out at the cathedral, the bishop's palace, and the trees surrounding Hiram's Hospital. 'This will be your study, I imagine?'
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'There is a beautiful view from here,' said Eleanor.

'Yes,' he said, joining her at the window, 'I shall have a perfect view of my enemies. I can fire at them very conveniently from here.'

'You clergymen are always thinking of fighting each other!' said Eleanor, half laughing.

'But are we not here to fight? If we have differences of opinion, should we not go into battle? There is no easy path in religion – I have looked for one and did not find it.' He was silent for a moment, thinking of the time when he had so nearly sacrificed his freedom and his intelligence for that easy path.

Eleanor was impressed by his quiet seriousness. She was used to religious discussion, but she realized, with a certain pleasurable excitement, that this newcomer among them was different from the other churchmen she knew. Instead of arguing bitterly about details, he was only interested in the truth, and was searching humbly for it.

They were interrupted by the archdeacon's shouts of 'Arabin! Arabin!' and went to join the Grantlys in the dining room. Dr Grantly suggested the whole room should be enlarged, which Mr Arabin considered would be far too expensive.

'But,' said Mrs Grantly with a smile, 'what if the priestess, who will surely arrive here one day, insists on it?'

'Then she must do it herself,' replied Mr Arabin lightly.

And, having done their work, the party returned home to Plumstead, well satisfied with their visit.

The following Sunday Mr Arabin was to give his first sermon at St Ewold's. He, the archdeacon, and Eleanor were to go there for the morning service, have lunch with the local squire, and return to Plumstead after attending the afternoon service.

The squire of Ullathorne, the area of farmland, villages and churches which included St Ewold's, was a gentleman called William Thorne. He was about fifty, single, and more than a little proud of his appearance. But he was prouder still of his family name. He had a great respect for long, unbroken bloodlines, and his own family line stretched back to the eighth or ninth century. He believed firmly that all traditions and customs should be kept exactly as they always had been.

Mr Thorne did not live alone at Ullathorne House. He had a sister, who was ten years older than him, and an even greater believer in tradition. Once when her brother suggested making a small alteration to the front door of their house, she took to her bed and was ill for a week; she would not come downstairs until she received his promise that it would not be changed in her lifetime. She would not have a modern magazine in her sitting room, and she refused to read poems or novels by living writers. She had thought her brother dangerously liberal-minded when he was younger, and was pleased that the passing of the years had shown him the importance of traditional values. Looking back over five or six centuries of English history, as Miss Thorne liked to do, she often found reason to sigh deeply. She imagined that an innocence and a goodness had existed in the past, which were not to be found in her own time. However wrong she was, no one would deny her the sweetness of her soft regrets!

Mr Arabin, Dr Grantly, and Eleanor met Mr and Miss Thorne at the gates of Ullathorne House, and walked to church together. Large numbers of villagers had gathered there, to see their new vicar. In spite of his long experience of public speaking, Mr Arabin felt a little nervous, knowing that he was being compared with the previous vicar. But fortunately most people in the church considered that Arabin did his work well enough, especially as his sermon was only twenty minutes long.

Then came the lunch at Ullathorne House. Miss Thorne took special care of Eleanor, piling cold meat on her plate and filling her glass with wine. 'It's your duty, you know, to support yourself,' she whispered in the young mother's ear. 'There's more than yourself depending on it.'

And then Miss Thorne was very knowledgeable about teeth. Little Johnny Bold had been troubled for the last few days with his first tooth, and Miss Thorne was shocked to find that Eleanor was giving him some dreadfully modern medicine, recommended by one of the local doctors.

'Take care, my dear,' she said, looking very serious, 'that that man doesn't harm your little boy. But then,' speaking more in pity than in anger, 'I don't know which doctor you can trust now. Poor dear old Dr Bumpwell, of course –'

'Why, Miss Thorne, he died when I was a little girl.'

'Indeed, my dear, and a sad day it was for Barchester.'

The archdeacon was enjoying his lunch. He talked to his host Mr Thorne about farming; while Mr Thorne, thinking it only polite to pay attention to a stranger, tried to talk to Mr Arabin about religious matters. The two conversations ran on together.

'What are you putting on your fields now, Thorne? Is it guano?' asked Dr Grantly.

'Yes, archdeacon, I get it from Bristol. You'll find a lot of Barchester people, Mr Arabin, who come to services at St Ewold's in the summer, if it isn't too hot for them to walk.'

'I'm glad they stayed away today,' said Mr Arabin, smiling, 'as it was my first sermon.'

'Who do you buy it from in Bristol, Thorne?'

'I drove there myself this year, and bought it straight off the ship. I'm afraid, Mr Arabin, that as the evenings get darker, you'll find it difficult to read in the church. I shall send a man to cut off some branches of the trees outside the south window.'

'The morning light is perfect, at least,' said Mr Arabin. And then he and Eleanor took a walk round the garden, while Miss Thorne cut some flowers, and the archdeacon and the squire finished their discussion about the Bristol guano.

At three o'clock they all went to church again. This time the archdeacon gave the sermon, and half an hour later he, Mr Arabin, and Eleanor shook hands with their Ullathorne friends and drove back to Plumstead.



ordain v. to officially make someone a priest or religious leader 授任（某人）神职

humble adj. not considering yourself or your ideas to be as important as other people's 谦虚的，谦卑的

fall into to start doing something by chance 碰巧开始做某事

injustice n. a situation in which people are treated very unfairly and not given their rights 不公正，非正义

open someone's eyes to to make someone realize something that they have not realized before 使某人认清

unjustly adv. not fairly or reasonably 不公正地；不合理地

fireplace n. a special place in the wall of a room, where you can make a fire 壁炉

bitterly adv. in a way that produces or shows feelings of great sadness or anger 痛苦地；愤恨地

squire n. the man who in the past owned most of the land around a country village in England （从前英格兰乡村的）大地主，乡绅

take to one's bed to get into bed and stay there because you are ill 因病卧床

previous adj. coming immediately before the one you are talking about now 先前的

guano n. solid waste from sea birds, put on soil to help plants grow 海鸟粪
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巴彻斯特的新面孔

弗朗西斯·阿拉宾是英格兰北部一位乡间绅士的次子，上过一所非常不错的学校，然后又去了牛津大学念书。他在牛津培养了辩论口才，成为一名小有名气的机智幽默的成功演说家。他几乎总是能让对手的论据显得荒诞无稽，力争用幽默和道理来赢得每一场辩论。

不过，他最感兴趣的还是宗教，并且全身心地投入了教会工作。他为教会撰写诗歌、演说词和布道词，甚至吃喝打扮和呼吸都是为了教会。他很快就获得了圣职，留在牛津一个学院担任诗歌教授。

接下来他遇上了人生中最大的危机。经过一番深思熟虑，鼎鼎大名的牛津神职人员纽曼先生离开了英格兰教会，加入了罗马教廷。阿拉宾先生受到了很大的诱惑，要追随他去。为了想清楚该怎么做，阿拉宾暂别牛津，远离文明社会的纷扰，在一个宁静的海滨小村生活了一段时间。

一切迹象似乎都表明他应该选择罗马教廷。他对纽曼先生充满爱戴和崇敬之情，很想追随他的足迹，同时十分赞赏罗马的严谨作风。“有了明白无误的宗教戒条，一切就简单多了。”他想，“认清罪孽和避免犯错又会变得何等容易！”此外，他很想向上帝表明自己对他的信仰。要证明这一点，有什么能比得上牺牲自己伟大的宗教呢？而这宗教是自己从小耳濡目染的，如今又是他的衣食来源。

那时候，阿拉宾先生还很年轻，对自身的能力过于自信，对普通人的常识也缺乏尊重。多亏了那个小村庄里一个普普通通的乡下代牧，他才认识到真正的宗教指引全都来自内心，而不是牧师制定的戒律。他还意识到，在罗马教廷寻求安逸，就等于远离善恶之间的艰难抉择。于是他回到牛津，人变得更加谦逊，却也比以前更加高尚、更加快乐。

到普拉姆斯特德附近的圣埃沃兹教堂当代牧的时候，他已经年近四十，尚未婚娶。他高于中等身材，黑头发略微有些花白。相貌算不上英俊，但脸长得还讨人喜欢，眼里有幽默的神情。他很受女士们欢迎，然而，他既然在牛津学院里生活，就意味着不得婚娶。因此，他只把女人当作美丽而有趣的生物，仅此而已。

圣埃沃兹教堂的代牧住所需要稍加修缮，他便搬到格兰特利家暂住一个月。一天，跟执事长夫妇和他们的几个女儿吃完晚饭之后，阿拉宾先生回到了楼上的卧室里，坐在敞开的窗边眺望自己的教堂。借着月光，他也只能勉强看见执事长花园那头的圣埃沃兹教堂。这是一个美好的夜晚，弗朗西斯·阿拉宾却觉得有些难过。看到格兰特利博士可爱的妻儿，看到他们舒适的住所和花园，他突然意识到，自己在这个世上是多么孤单。他把一生献给了教会，如今却觉得这是个错误。他心里明白，自己原本可以身居高位，家财万贯，可能还会有一个带给他欢乐的家庭，只可惜事到如今，一切都为时已晚。他只是一座乡村小教堂的代牧，仅此而已。

第二天早上，哈丁先生和埃莉诺来到了普拉姆斯特德，打算在这里住上几天。格兰特利博士和阿拉宾先生都去了圣埃沃兹，哈丁先生则想在花园里到处走走，埃莉诺和苏珊这姐妹俩便自然而然地聊了起来。格兰特利太太比埃莉诺大十岁，两人从来不曾对彼此掏心掏肺，也并不经常见面。因此，格兰特利太太并不指望埃莉诺会跟她谈论爱情，不过，她还是很想知道自己的妹妹究竟喜不喜欢斯洛普先生。

要把话题转到斯洛普先生身上很容易。格兰特利太太很快就开始不遗余力地指责他，博尔德太太则几乎同样热切地替他辩护。她其实并不喜欢这个人。她甚至有点儿怕他，巴不得再也不跟他见面，但不知怎的，她发现自己总是在帮他抵挡来自他敌人的、她认为不公正的攻击。

话锋转移到了斯坦诺普一家，格兰特利太太听说埃莉诺最近跟他们共度了一晚。突然，她意识到当时在场的还有斯洛普先生。

“什么！”她惊恐地大叫一声，“哎呀，埃莉诺，他肯定很喜欢你。你去哪儿他好像都跟着你呢！”

就连这种话埃莉诺也听不进去。她只是哈哈大笑了一通，说她觉得斯洛普先生在斯坦诺普家看上了别人。说到这儿，姐妹俩就此分别。格兰特利太太确信这桩让人憎恨的婚姻将会成为现实，博尔德太太也同样确信，不幸的特遣牧师再次遭受了不公正的抨击。

当妻子私下告诉执事长，她担心埃莉诺跟斯洛普先生的关系正在发展，执事长勃然大怒。“很抱歉，亲爱的，”他说，“不过，她要是嫁给了那个男人，他俩谁也不许再踏入我的家门。”

苏珊·格兰特利叹了口气。“唉，或许也发展不到那种地步。我希望，既然埃莉诺在这儿，她能够忘掉她那要命的激情。”

可怜的埃莉诺并没有对任何男人产生要命的激情。这一晚，她过得十分无聊。阿拉宾先生似乎并没有怎么留意她。晚饭之后，他一直在跟格兰特利夫妇谈论当地的各类神职人员。当晚进卧房的时候，埃莉诺开始觉得，自己渐渐厌倦了神职人员，厌倦了他们那种令人尊敬却寡然无味的生活方式。要是跟斯坦诺普一家在一起，这个夜晚肯定会愉快得多。

另一边，阿拉宾先生倒是度过了一个开心的夜晚。他不仅喜欢与格兰特利夫妇那些增广见闻的谈话，还喜欢看埃莉诺寡妇帽下那张美丽的脸庞。他开始对自己在普拉姆斯特德余下的日子充满期待，因为她也会在那儿待上一阵。

第二天，大家一起坐执事长的马车去参观圣埃沃兹的代牧住所。上了马车之后，埃莉诺发现自己刚好坐在了阿拉宾先生的对面，并且惊讶地发现，跟他聊天十分轻松。

哈丁先生给他们讲了一个从本地人那儿听来的古老的故事：很久以前，圣埃沃兹住着一位女牧师；女牧师非常出名，因为她能治愈村民们的各种病症。阿拉宾先生说，他不希望如今的村民依赖一位女牧师，格兰特利太太却不赞同他的看法。“每一座教堂都应该既有男牧师，又有女牧师。”她笑盈盈地说。

“要我说，”埃莉诺发言了，“在过去，所有的权力都集中在女牧师的手里。阿拉宾先生兴许是觉得，要是圣埃沃兹有了一位新式女牧师，这样的事还会再发生。”

“我觉得，还是别冒这种险为好。”阿拉宾先生哈哈大笑。

“确实会发生这样的意外。”格兰特利太太说，“听人说，巴彻斯特就有一位女牧师在对宗教事务指手画脚。这样的忧虑没准儿就在眼前呢，阿拉宾先生。”

他们到了圣埃沃兹，这段有趣的交谈即告结束。执事长夫妇马上开始在房子里四下走动，告诉阿拉宾先生哪儿该修、哪儿该补，好住起来舒服。不过，等格兰特利夫妇在餐厅里盘算该怎么扩建壁炉的时候，埃莉诺和阿拉宾先生却不知不觉走到了楼上的小会客厅里。

“从这儿看出去，景色还不错。”埃莉诺一边说，一边眺望窗外的大教堂、主教宅邸和海勒姆养老院周边的树林，“我估计您会把这儿用作书房，对吧？”

“没错，”他一边说，一边走到窗前，和她站在一起，“在这儿，我可以把敌人看个一清二楚，朝他们开火也很方便。”

“你们这些神职人员，总想着你争我夺！”埃莉诺似笑非笑地说。

“可是，我们到世上来，不就是为了斗争吗？如果大家观点不同，难道不该争个高下吗？宗教里没有捷径——我一直都在追寻，但一无所获。”他沉默片刻，想起那次自己差点儿就为那样的捷径牺牲了自由和智慧。

他沉静严肃的态度给埃莉诺留下了深刻的印象。她对宗教讨论已经习以为常，此时却有点愉悦又有点兴奋地发现，这位初来乍到的牧师跟她认识的其他神职人员并不一样。他不会为了细枝末节苦苦争辩，只是执着于真理而谦逊地追求着。

这时，执事长的高声大喊打断了他们的谈话：“阿拉宾！阿拉宾！”于是他们来到餐厅，跟格兰特利夫妇会合。格兰特利博士建议对整个房间进行扩建，阿拉宾先生却觉得那样未免花费太大。

“可是，”格兰特利太太微笑着说，“女牧师总有一天会大驾光临的，万一她坚持要扩建呢？”

“那她只能亲自动手了。”阿拉宾先生轻描淡写地回答。

参观完毕，一行人打道回府，赶往普拉姆斯特德，大家都对此行非常满意。

接下来的那个星期天，阿拉宾先生要在圣埃沃兹首次布道。他、执事长和埃莉诺打算一起去参加早上的仪式，与当地的乡绅共进午餐，等参加完下午的仪式再返回普拉姆斯特德。

乌拉索恩地区涵盖了农田、村落和大小教堂，其中包括圣埃沃兹。当地的乡绅名叫威廉·索恩，年约五十，尚未婚娶，对自己的外貌颇感自豪。不过，更让他引以为豪的是他的家族姓氏。他对承袭已久、绵延不绝的血脉充满敬意，他自己的家族就可以追溯到公元八九世纪。他坚信，所有的风俗习惯都应该原汁原味地保留下来。

索恩先生并不是独自一人住在索恩宅邸。他有个姐姐，比他大十岁，笃信传统的程度比他更甚。有一次，她弟弟提议对宅子的大门稍加改动，她因此而卧病在床，躺了足足一个星期。直到弟弟保证不在她有生之年改动大门，她才答应下楼。她绝不在自己的会客厅里放现代杂志，也拒绝阅读在世作家的诗歌和小说。弟弟年轻的时候，她觉得他的思想开放得过了头。等到岁月的流逝让弟弟明白了传统价值的重要性，她才称心满意。索恩小姐喜欢追溯五六百年前的英格兰历史，这么做的时候，她总是找得到唉声叹气的理由。她觉得纯真和美好在以前是有的，如今却已经难寻踪影。无论她错得有多离谱，谁也不能否认，她温柔的惋惜如此动人！

阿拉宾先生、格兰特利博士和埃莉诺在乌拉索恩宅邸的大门口跟索恩先生和索恩小姐碰面，一起步行去教堂。很多村民都已经聚在那里，来看他们的新任代牧。尽管拥有多年的公共演讲经验，阿拉宾先生还是觉得有点紧张，因为他知道大家在拿他跟之前的代牧作对比。还好，教堂里的大多数人都觉得阿拉宾的表现令人满意，尤其是他的布道只持续了二十分钟。

接下来的活动是在乌拉索恩宅邸吃午餐。索恩小姐对埃莉诺特别照顾，在她的盘子里堆了不少冷餐肉，还帮她倒酒。“你知道的，养活自己是你的责任。”她在这位年轻的母亲耳边轻声说，“不光是你自己指着你养活自己。”

索恩小姐在牙齿方面的知识也十分广博。这几天小约翰尼在长乳牙，很难受。索恩小姐惊讶地发现，埃莉诺竟然听了当地一位医生的推荐，给他吃了些摩登得骇人的药。

“当心啊，亲爱的，”她一脸严肃地说，“别让那个人伤害你的小宝贝。不过，”她的口气与其说是愤怒，不如说是惋惜，“到现在，我也不知道你还能信任哪位医生。可亲又可怜的老邦普威尔医生，当然——”

“唉，索恩小姐，我还是小姑娘的时候，他就已经过世了。”

“是啊，亲爱的，对于巴彻斯特来说，那一天可真是让人难过。”

执事长在享用午餐，还跟主人索恩先生聊起稼穑之事。而索恩先生觉得要多照顾生客才算礼貌，于是尽量跟阿拉宾先生谈论宗教事务。两场谈话同时进行。

“你现在往地里撒的是什么呢，索恩？是海鸟粪吗？”格兰特利博士问。

“没错，执事长，我从布里斯托买来的。夏天的时候，阿拉宾先生，您会发现巴彻斯特有很多人来圣埃沃兹做礼拜，只要天气没热到让他们无法步行。”

“我倒是庆幸他们今天没来，”阿拉宾先生微笑着说，“因为这是我第一次布道。”

“你是从布里斯托哪个人手里买的呢，索恩？”

“今年我自己驾车去了一趟，直接从船上买的。阿拉宾先生，等到晚上越来越黑，您恐怕会发现，在教堂里很难看清书上的字。我会派人去把南窗外面的树枝砍掉一些的。”

“至少，早晨的光线还是很好的。”阿拉宾先生说。之后，他和埃莉诺在花园里转了一圈儿，索恩小姐去剪了几枝花，执事长和乡绅则接着聊完了布里斯托海鸟粪这个话题。

三点钟，他们又一起去了教堂。这一次布道的是执事长。半个钟头之后，他、阿拉宾先生和埃莉诺跟乌拉索恩的朋友们握手告别，坐车回到了普拉姆斯特德。




5
Mr Slope on the attack

The next two weeks passed very pleasantly at Plumstead. Eleanor was a delightful house-guest, and Dr and Mrs Grantly seemed to have forgotten her wicked feelings for Mr Slope. Mr Harding walked in the garden and played the piano, and little Johnny had no more trouble with his teeth. And although Mr Arabin was busy with his new duties at St Ewold's, he made sure he spent every evening at Plumstead.

There had also been a dinner party at the Stanhopes', to which Mrs Bold and Mr Arabin were invited. He, like every other man before him, could not resist the charming signora, and spent the whole evening beside her sofa.

'I have never met so much suffering, joined to such perfect beauty and such a clever mind,' he told Eleanor as they drove home in the archdeacon's carriage.

Eleanor by no means liked to hear this praise. It was, however, extremely unjust of her to be angry with Mr Arabin, as she had herself spent a very pleasant evening with Bertie Stanhope, who had not left her side for one moment. She was not in love with Mr Arabin, although she had spent three weeks in the same house as him and they had enjoyed lengthy conversations together. But a woman does not need to be in love to be irritated when a friend or companion appears to find another woman more attractive. 'I thought he had more wisdom than that,' she told herself, as she sat watching her sleeping child, after they had arrived home. 'After all, I believe Mr Stanhope is the pleasanter man of the two.'

Mr Arabin was not in love, either. Nor was Bertie Stanhope, although he was ready to say so. Only the widow's cap which Eleanor still wore prevented him, in case it was thought too soon for a widow to be receiving another proposal of marriage.

Fortunately, Eleanor's annoyance with Mr Arabin did not last long, and soon they were good friends again. They could have been more, if he had respected her intelligence enough to discuss serious matters with her, as he had done in their first real conversation together. With her he was always gently playful. If he had allowed her to share his deepest thoughts and concerns, she might have learnt to love him.

So things went on at Plumstead. However, the matter of the wardenship was still not decided. Following his promise to Mr Harding, the archdeacon had tried to speak privately to the bishop about it, but had not been able to see him.

Luckily, Mr Harding had another friend fighting his battle for him, a friend even more powerful than the archdeacon, and this was Mr Slope. The chaplain thought he had more and more evidence every day to make him believe the widow would accept his marriage proposal. He felt that giving Mr Harding the wardenship would make him, Slope, more likely to be welcomed as a son-in-law. And he had an even stronger reason for his actions. He wanted a wife, and he wanted money, but he wanted power more than either. He had realized he must fight Mrs Proudie, otherwise he would never be able to rise to a higher position. The wardenship was an excellent reason for war.

The bishop, following his wife's orders, had declared Mr Quiverful should be the new warden. So Mr Slope decided to ride over to Puddingdale and interview the vicar at once.

Mr Quiverful was, on the whole, a good, honest, hardworking man, but the difficulties of his daily life had had a bad effect on his spirit and his sense of honour. He was attempting to bring up fourteen children as ladies and gentlemen, on an income which was hardly enough to provide them with food and clothes. He was anxious for bread and meat and anxious to pay his bills, but not as anxious as a richer man might be, to be well respected by all around him. He could not afford such a luxury. Recently he had felt that his brother clergymen, men he had known for twenty years, looked coldly on him since he had shown himself willing to sit at the feet of Mr Slope. He had seen their looks grow colder still, when it was said he was to become the new warden. This was painful to him, but when he thought of his poor wife and children, and the happy, comfortable life they would all have in the warden's house in Barchester, he felt he had no choice.

Mrs Quiverful cared nothing for the frowns of the clergy. In her heart she had no other ambition than that of seeing her husband and children properly fed and dressed – life for her had no other purpose. So she had no patience with her husband when he had spoken of not wishing to accept the post until he was sure Mr Harding had refused it. Fortunately, they had now received a full promise that the post was theirs, not only from Mr Slope, but also from Mrs Proudie. But what if all had been lost? Mrs Quiverful was a happy woman at present, but it took her breath away when she thought of the danger they had been in.

So when she saw the great Mr Slope arrive, she hurried into the kitchen with an anxious, beating heart, and left the two men alone in the sitting room.

It was easy for a man as experienced as Mr Slope to achieve his purpose. By choosing his words carefully, he was able to withdraw the promise he had made to Quiverful, who, although horrified at the thought of losing the post, could do nothing but express his disappointment. Soon Mr Slope was riding back to Barchester, confident that he could now persuade the bishop to give the post to Mr Harding.

As soon as the front door closed behind the visitor, Mrs Quiverful rushed eagerly back to her husband.

'Well, my dear, we are not to have it,' he said, turning a pale, miserable face towards her.

'What!' she cried, with all the anger and deep despair of a mother who has lost a child. 'What! Who says so?'

She sat as silent as death while he told his story. 'And so you have resigned your post?' said she, at last.

'I had no opportunity of accepting it,' he replied sadly. 'I must wait for another post, that's all.'

'Wait! Shall we feed the children by waiting?'

'It's all we can do, my dear. I feel the disappointment more for your sake than my own.'

Mrs Quiverful saw a small hot tear appear in her husband's eye and roll down his tired face. This was too much for her woman's heart. She ran to him and seized him in her arms.

'You are too soft!' she sobbed. 'But you must go at once and see the bishop! He knows nothing of this! Doesn't all the world know that Mrs Proudie is Bishop of Barchester, and Mr Slope is her slave? For some reason that woman sent him here today – to break her promise to us!'

But she could not persuade her husband to take any action at all, and soon she realized she must do something herself. 'What if, after all, Mrs Proudie knows nothing of Mr Slope's visit?' she thought. She decided to call on the bishop's wife immediately.

Normally, a visit to the bishop's palace would make her very nervous – she was only a country vicar's wife – but this time, strengthened by her family's needs, she felt confident. She arranged for a local farmer to drive her into Barchester and wait for her, to bring her back. Finally, she took her last half-crown coin from the box where she kept her savings; she would need it to bribe the servants to let her see the lady of the house.

She arrived at the palace door, and was told Mrs Proudie was not at home. 'I must see her,' said Mrs Quiverful firmly, and pressed her half-crown into the servant's hand. In two minutes she was in Mrs Proudie's sitting room, telling her sad story.

Mrs Proudie was in an excellent mood, having just triumphed in another battle. The bishop had received an invitation to spend a couple of days with the archbishop, and greatly desired to accept it. However, not a word in the invitation mentioned Mrs Proudie, so if the bishop went at all, he must go alone. This presented an enormous difficulty. He could not order his bags to be packed, and then simply set off with a servant, casually telling the lady of his heart that he would be back on Saturday. There are men – probably very wicked men – who do such things, and there are women – more like slaves – who put up with them. But Dr and Mrs Proudie were not among them.

So the bishop had spoken to his wife, but it was a short discussion. Those who are married will understand very well how the battle was lost and won; those who are single will never understand it until they learn the lesson which experience alone can give. Mrs Proudie made sure that before she left her lord, she had seen the answer to the invitation written and sealed.

Now, therefore, she was all smiles as she greeted Mrs Quiverful. But her expression became cold and stern when she heard what Mr Slope had done. Asking Mrs Quiverful to wait for her, she marched out of the room. She was extremely angry with her husband, who, as she thought, had broken the promise he had so clearly given her about the hospital, and she was determined to win the battle against him all over again.

Without knocking at the door, she walked quickly into the bishop's study. She found him seated there, with Mr Slope opposite him. Between Dr Proudie's fingers was the very note which he had written to the archbishop in her presence – and it was open! Yes, he had dared to break open the seal which she herself had approved. It was only too clear that the two guilty men were discussing the invitation, even after the matter had already been decided by her! Mr Slope rose from his chair and bowed slightly. He and Mrs Proudie looked each other full in the face, and knew each was face to face with an enemy.

'What is this, bishop, about Mr Quiverful?' said she.

Mr Slope did not allow the bishop to answer, but replied himself. 'I saw Mr Quiverful at Puddingdale this morning, madam. He has abandoned his claim to the hospital, so I have strongly advised his lordship to appoint Mr Harding.'

'Mr Quiverful has not abandoned anything,' said the lady scornfully. 'His lordship has given his word.'

The bishop remained silent. He was eager to win the battle over his old enemy, and yet his courage failed him.

'Perhaps I ought not to interfere,' said Mr Slope, 'but –'

'Certainly you ought not,' said the lady angrily.

'But,' continued Mr Slope smoothly, 'I considered it my duty to advise the bishop that he will not be popular in Barchester if he fails to appoint Mr Harding. And of course the bishop wishes to reward such an honourable man and such a good clergyman as Mr Harding. It is clear that, in the interview I had with Mr Harding, I misunderstood him –'

'And it is equally clear that you have misunderstood Mr Quiverful,' said she, now at the height of her anger. 'What business have you at all with these interviews? Who desired you to go to Puddingdale this morning? Will you answer me, sir?'

There was dead silence in the room. Mr Slope was standing with his hand on the back of a chair, looking very serious and very threatening. Mrs Proudie was standing at the end of the table, and as she spoke she struck her hand on it with an almost manly strength. The bishop was sitting in his armchair, turning his eyes now to his wife, and now to his chaplain, as each went on the attack in turn. How comfortable it would be if they could fight it out between them, so that one should destroy the other, and then he, the bishop, would know whom to obey!

'Will you answer me, sir?' she repeated. 'Who instructed you to call on Mr Quiverful this morning?'

'I think, Mrs Proudie,' said Mr Slope in a low, calm voice, 'that, under all the circumstances, it would be better for me not to answer such a question.'

'Did anyone send you, sir?'

'Mrs Proudie,' said Mr Slope, 'I am aware how much I owe to your kindness, but my duty in this matter is to his lordship, and I can accept no questioning except from him. He has approved of what I have done, and you will excuse me if I say I need no other person's approval.'

What dreadful words these were to Mrs Proudie's ears! It was evident that the bishop was rebelling against her, and she must move speedily to regain control.

'Mr Slope,' she said, slowly and deliberately, 'I will trouble you, if you please, to leave the room. I wish to speak to my lord alone.'

Mr Slope also felt that everything depended on the present interview. If the bishop lost this battle, he would remain a slave for ever. Now was the moment for victory or defeat!

'His lordship asked me here to discuss important cathedral business,' he replied, hoping for support from Dr Proudie. 'My leaving him at the moment is, I fear, impossible.'

'Ungrateful man!' cried Mrs Proudie. 'My lord, will you kindly beg Mr Slope to leave the room?'

My lord scratched his head, but said nothing. This was as much support as Mr Slope had expected.
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The bishop scratched his head, but said nothing.

'My lord,' said the lady, 'is Mr Slope to leave this room, or am I?' Here Mrs Proudie made a false step. She should not have mentioned the possibility of withdrawing from the battlefield. In answer to such a question, the bishop naturally said to himself that, as it was necessary for one of them to leave the room, perhaps it might as well be Mrs Proudie. But he still said nothing.

Mrs Proudie's anger was boiling over. She could not keep her temper as her enemy did, and so she was defeated.

'My lord,' said she, 'am I to receive an answer or not?'

At last he broke his deep silence and declared himself a member of the Slope party. 'Why, my dear,' said he, 'Mr Slope and I are very busy.'

That was all. No more was necessary. He had gone into battle, put up with the heat and dust of the day, met his enemy, and won the victory. How easy success can be!

Mr Slope saw at once how much he had gained, and turned a triumphant look on the lady. Here he was wrong. He should have looked humbly at her, and remembered that this victory would not last long. He could not arrange to divorce the bishop from his wife, he could not be present every moment of the day, he could not interfere in the privacy of the bedroom, when the wife wished 'to speak to my lord alone'.

But for the moment his triumph was complete, and Mrs Proudie left the room. Now the chaplain told the bishop, in plain words, that he must not let his wife interfere in future, and Dr Proudie, after some hesitation, agreed. Like a good child, the bishop received an immediate reward – he was instructed to write another note to the archbishop, this time accepting the invitation. Mr Slope, more careful than the lady, put the note safely in his pocket. He also persuaded the bishop to see Mr Harding, with the intention of offering him the wardenship. And so Mr Slope, far from disappointed with his achievements, left the palace and posted the note with his own hands.

Mrs Proudie returned unwillingly to her sitting room, where Mrs Quiverful was waiting anxiously for her.

'Your husband has been most weak and foolish,' Mrs Proudie said sternly. 'I find I can do little for him in this matter.'

'Oh, Mrs Proudie! Think of my fourteen children!' Not a word did Mrs Quiverful say about herself, but the tears fell fast.

Mrs Proudie was surprised to find that her hard heart was touched, and she promised to do everything in her power to insist on Mr Quiverful's appointment as warden. Mrs Quiverful returned to Puddingdale, not very hopeful, but satisfied that she had done her best.



house-guest n. a friend or relative who is staying in your house for a short time 暂住客人

irritate v. to make someone feel annoyed or impatient 激怒

proposal of marriage a formal suggestion made when you ask someone to marry you 求婚

luxury n. very great comfort and pleasure 奢华，奢侈

resign v. to officially announce that you have decided to leave your job or an organization 辞（职），放弃（职位）

crown n. an old British coin, a quarter of a pound （英国旧币的）四分之一英镑硬币，克朗

bribe v. to pay money to someone to persuade them to help you or to do something dishonest 贿赂

archbishop n. a priest of the highest rank, who is in charge of all the churches in a particular area 大主教

enormous adj. very big in size or in amount （尺寸、数量）巨大的，庞大的

abandon v. to stop doing something because there are too many problems and it is impossible to continue 放弃，中止

fight out to argue or fight until a disagreement is settled （通过争论或斗争）解决（不和）

question v. to have or express doubts about something, especially about a crime 质问，盘问

deliberately adv. done or said in a slow, careful way （做事、说话）不慌不忙、谨慎地

scratch v. to rub your skin with your nails because it feels uncomfortable （用指甲）挠

triumphant adj. showing pleasure and pride because of a victory or a success 得意扬扬的，耀武扬威的




5
斯洛普先生发动袭击

接下来两个星期，在普拉姆斯特德的日子过得十分愉快。埃莉诺是个讨人喜欢的客人，格兰特利博士夫妇则似乎已经忘记了她对斯洛普先生的孽情。哈丁先生在花园里散步，弹钢琴，小约翰尼的牙也不疼了。阿拉宾先生在圣埃沃兹履新后，公务缠身，却也总会抽出时间，每晚都在普拉姆斯特德度过。

接下来，斯坦诺普家也办了一场晚宴，邀请了博尔德太太和阿拉宾先生。跟之前的那些男人一样，阿拉宾先生也无法抗拒内罗尼太太的魅力，整晚都守在她的沙发旁。

“我从没受过这么大的折磨，跟这样一个美若天仙、冰雪聪明的人相处。”坐执事长的马车回家的时候，他对埃莉诺说。

埃莉诺绝不想听到这样的赞美之词。不过，她要是为此生阿拉宾先生的气就太不公平，因为她自己也和伯蒂·斯坦诺普度过了十分愉快的一个夜晚，伯蒂对她寸步不离。她并没有爱上阿拉宾先生，尽管他俩在同一个屋檐下生活了三个星期，还曾多次愉快地长谈。可是，如果哪个女人的朋友或同伴似乎觉得别的女人更有魅力，这个女人自然会气恼，不一定非要爱上了这个朋友或同伴。“我还以为他不至于那么肤浅呢。”回到家后，她坐下来看自己熟睡的孩子，心里说，“说到底，还是斯坦诺普先生比阿拉宾先生更招人喜欢。”

阿拉宾先生也没有爱上谁。伯蒂·斯坦诺普也是，尽管他打算示爱。只不过，埃莉诺头上戴的寡妇帽子让他打了退堂鼓，他怕别人认为，一个寡妇这么快就又接受一次求婚。

还好，埃莉诺对阿拉宾先生没有生太久闷气，没多久他俩又成了好朋友。要是他足够尊重她的头脑，能像两人第一次真正交谈的时候那样，跟她讨论严肃的问题，那他俩的关系还会更进一步。跟她在一起的时候，他总是既温和又风趣。要是他跟她分享内心最深处的想法和担忧，那她倒有可能爱上他。

普拉姆斯特德的生活还在继续。然而，院长职位的问题仍然没有定论。执事长遵守对哈丁先生的诺言，一直在找机会跟主教私下聊聊这件事，只是还没能见到他。

幸运的是，还有一位朋友在帮哈丁先生争取，而且是一位权力比执事长还大的朋友——斯洛普先生。这位特遣牧师认为，相关的证据与日俱增，足以让他相信寡妇会接受他的求婚。他觉得，如果把院长一职给哈丁先生，他斯洛普就更有可能以女婿的身份得到认可。除此以外，他这么做还有一个更有力的理由。他想娶妻室，也想要滚滚钱财，可他更渴望权力。他已经意识到，自己必须对付普劳蒂太太，否则永远无法平步青云。院长职位便是一个绝佳的开战理由。

主教遵从妻命，已经公开宣称新任院长由奎沃夫先生担任。于是，斯洛普先生决定立即骑马前往帕丁戴尔，跟这位代牧当面谈谈。

总体上说，奎沃夫先生是个好心、善良、兢兢业业的人，然而，生活的艰辛侵蚀了他的精神和荣誉感。他正在努力把十四个孩子培养成绅士淑女，可收入几乎供不上他们吃饭穿衣。他急于填饱一家人的肚子，急于付清账单，但不像富人那样，急于得到身边所有人的尊重。那样的奢侈他消费不起。近些日子他有一种感觉，自从他表示愿意追随斯洛普先生之后，相识二十年的兄弟神职人员开始对他冷眼相看。等到传言说他将担任新任院长，他还看到了更加冰冷的目光。他痛苦不堪，可是，想到自己可怜的妻儿，想到一家子都能在巴彻斯特的院长住所享受快乐舒坦的日子，他觉得自己别无选择。

对于神职人员的横眉冷对，奎沃夫太太毫不在意。她一心所想，就是丈夫和孩子们衣食无忧——对她来说，生活的目的仅此而已。因此，她对自己的丈夫很不满意，因为丈夫说，除非他确信哈丁先生已拒绝担任院长，否则不会接受这个职位。幸运的是，如今他们已经得到了百分之百的保证，这个职位会花落他家，而且说这话的不光是斯洛普先生，还有普劳蒂太太。然而，要是这一切都落了空呢？就眼下来说，奎沃夫太太很快乐，可是，一想到家人所处的险境，她就觉得喘不过气来。

因此，看到了不起的斯洛普先生大驾光临，她便揣着一颗怦怦乱跳的心匆匆躲进厨房，把两个男人单独留在会客厅里。

斯洛普先生经验如此老到，自然可以轻而易举地达到目的。他字斟句酌，成功地收回了先前对奎沃夫的承诺。想到职位不保，奎沃夫心中十分恐惧，可他也只能表达自己的失望之情而已。没过多久，斯洛普先生就骑马回巴彻斯特了。他相信他现在能够说服主教，把这个职位授予哈丁先生。

客人一走，前门一关，奎沃夫太太就迫不及待地冲到丈夫身边。

“唉，亲爱的，我们得不到那个职位了。”奎沃夫先生转头对她说，面容苍白，表情痛苦。

“什么！”她大喊一声，声音里充满了愤怒和深深的绝望，就像是一个失去孩子的母亲。“什么！谁说的？”

他说话时她坐在那里，像死人一样，一声不吭。“这么说，你已经放弃你的职位了？”她终于开口了。

“我根本没机会接受这个职位。”他难过地回答，“我只能等着别的职位，就这么简单。”

“等着！我们等着能喂饱孩子们吗？”

“我们别无他法，亲爱的。我失望更多是为了你，并不是为我自己。”

奎沃夫太太看见一滴小小的热泪涌出丈夫的眼眶，沿着他疲惫的脸庞滚落。她那副柔软的女人心肠可受不了这个，她跑到他身边，把他抱在怀里。

“你太软弱了！”她抽泣道，“不过你得赶紧跑一趟，去见见主教！他还蒙在鼓里呢！普劳蒂太太才是巴彻斯特的主教，斯洛普先生是她的奴才，这不是尽人皆知吗？不知道是什么原因，那个女人今天把他给派来了——为的就是把她说出口的承诺收回去！”

然而她没法说服丈夫采取任何行动，她很快就意识到自己必须亲自出马。她心里想：“说到底，万一普劳蒂太太根本不知道斯洛普先生来这儿的事情呢？”她决定马上去拜见主教的妻子。

换作平时，去主教的宅邸会让她万分紧张——毕竟她不过是一个乡下代牧的妻子——然而这一次，她因为家里不得已的缘故，斗志昂扬，满怀自信。她安排一个当地的农夫赶车送她去巴彻斯特，然后再等着送她回来。最后，她把仅存的一枚半克朗硬币从平时存钱的盒子里拿了出来。她得拿这个买通那些仆人，让他们放她进去见宅邸的女主人。

她来到宅邸门口，被告知普劳蒂太太不在家。“我一定要见她。”奎沃夫太太坚决地说，把那块半克朗硬币塞到了仆人手里。两分钟之后，她已经进了普劳蒂太太的会客厅，开始给太太讲自己的伤心事了。

普劳蒂太太心情不错，因为她刚刚在另一场斗争中大获全胜。这之前，主教收到了一封请柬，请他去大主教那里盘桓几日，而他也很想接受邀约。然而，请柬当中只字未提普劳蒂太太，主教要去的话，就只能一个人去。这就造成了极大的困难。他没法叫人替他备好行李，然后只带上一个仆人出发，漫不经心地告诉心爱的太太，自己星期六回来。世上倒真有些男人——多半是坏透了的男人——会这么做，也真有些女人——像奴隶一样的女人——会容忍他们。不过，普劳蒂博士可不是这样的男人，普劳蒂太太也不是这样的女人。

因此，尽管主教跟妻子提了这事，却只是简单说了几句。结了婚的人都容易理解，这样的斗争是如何拼出了输赢。没结过婚的人只有亲身经历才能理解。以防万一，普劳蒂太太亲眼看着写好的回信装进了信封，才离开她的主教大人。

所以，此刻她满脸堆笑地问候奎沃夫太太。不过，一听说斯洛普先生的所作所为，她的表情立刻变得既冰冷又严厉。她让奎沃夫太太等着她，然后大步流星地走出了房间。她对丈夫火冒三丈，因为照她的理解，丈夫已经明明白白地答应了她养老院的事，现在却赖了账。她打定了主意，要再斗赢他一次。

她连门都没敲，就快步走进了主教的书房。她看见主教坐在书房里，对面坐着斯洛普先生。普劳蒂博士手上拿着他当着她的面写给大主教的那封信——信已经拆了封！没错，他居然胆大包天地拆开了她亲自批准的封印。很显然，这两个罪人正在商量请柬的事情，哪怕这事情已经由她拍了板！斯洛普先生站起身来，向她微微鞠了一躬。他和普劳蒂太太四目相对，两人心里都明白自己面对着一个敌人。

“主教，奎沃夫先生那边是怎么回事？”她问。

没容主教回答，斯洛普先生就说：“今天早上，我在帕丁戴尔见到了奎沃夫先生，太太。他已经放弃了养老院院长一职，所以我强烈建议主教大人，任命哈丁先生为院长。”

“奎沃夫先生什么也没放弃。”太太不屑地说，“主教大人答应过他的。”

主教一言不发。他很想在这场斗争中打败自己的宿敌，但没那个勇气。

“兴许我不该插手，”斯洛普先生说，“但是——”

“你确实不该插手。”太太气冲冲地说。

“但是，”斯洛普先生心平气和地继续说，“我觉得我有责任提醒主教，不让哈丁先生当院长，他将不得民心。当然，哈丁先生为人如此高尚，又是如此出色的一位神职人员，主教肯定愿意予以嘉奖。很明显，上次跟哈丁先生会面的时候，我对他有误会——”

“同样明显的是，你也误会了奎沃夫先生。”她说，已经快要气炸了，“你去见他们到底有何居心？谁让你今天早上去帕丁戴尔的？你能回答我吗，先生？”

屋子里一片死寂。斯洛普先生站着，一只手扶着椅背，一脸严肃，还带着浓重的威胁意味。普劳蒂太太站在桌子的一头，一边说话，一边像男人那样用力拍桌子。主教坐在扶手椅上，随着交锋双方轮流上阵，一会儿看看妻子，一会儿又看看自己的特遣牧师。要是他俩能决出胜负，一方能彻底摧垮另一方，好让他这个主教，知道该听命于谁，那有多舒心啊！

“你能回答我吗，先生？”她重复了一遍，“谁让你今天早上去见奎沃夫先生的？”

“在我看来，普劳蒂太太，”斯洛普先生用低沉而平静的语气说，“无论如何，这样的问题我都是不答为妙。”

“是有人派你去的吗，先生？”

“普劳蒂太太，”斯洛普先生说，“我知道自己欠了您多大的恩情，但是，在这件事情上我只能对主教大人负责。除了他以外，恕我无法接受其他人的质问。他已经对我的行动表示了赞同，如果我说我不需要其他人的批准，请谅解。”

在普劳蒂太太听来，这样的话多么刺耳！显而易见，主教这是在跟她造反，因此她必须迅速行动，重新控制局面。

“斯洛普先生，”她慢悠悠、不慌不忙地说，“麻烦你，请你离开这个房间。我想跟我的主教大人单独谈谈。”

斯洛普先生也已经意识到，一切都取决于眼前这场谈话。如果主教输了，自己就永远摆脱不了奴仆的地位。决定胜负的关键时刻到了！

“主教大人叫我到这儿来跟他商议教堂里的要事。”他回答，希望普劳蒂博士能给他点支持。“要我在这个时候离开，恐怕我做不到。”

“忘恩负义！”普劳蒂太太喊道，“我的主教大人，请您让斯洛普先生离开这个房间，可以吗？”

主教大人挠了挠头，却什么也没说。不过，斯洛普先生本来也没指望更大的支持。

“我的主教大人，”太太说，“是斯洛普先生离开这个房间呢，还是我走？”这步棋她算是走错了，因为她不该主动提出撤离战场这个可能性。面对这样的一个问题，主教自然开始在心里琢磨，既然这两个人当中总得有一个走，或许还是自己的太太离开为好。不过，他还是一声不吭。

普劳蒂太太气得七窍生烟。她没有对手那种控制情绪的本事，于是败下阵来。

“我的主教大人，”她说，“您要不要给我个答复？”

终于，主教打破了他深深的沉默，宣布自己属于斯洛普的阵营。“咳，亲爱的，”他说，“我跟斯洛普先生还忙得很呢。”

这一句就够了，用不着再说什么。他投入了战斗，顶住了战场上的热浪和尘土，直面了敌人，取得了胜利。成功原来可以如此简单！

斯洛普先生立刻看到了自己的战果，还得意扬扬地看了普劳蒂太太一眼。他不该这么做。他应该谦逊地看她一眼，还应该明白这场胜利维持不了多久。他既不可能安排主教跟妻子离婚，也不可能成天守在这里，更不可能在主教太太在卧房里想“跟我的主教大人单独谈谈”的时候破门而入。

不过，他暂时算是大获全胜，普劳蒂太太走出了房间。现在，特遣牧师不再耍花腔，告诉主教，从今往后，再不能让他的妻子指手画脚。稍作迟疑之后，普劳蒂博士表示了同意。跟表现好的孩子一样，主教立刻得到了奖赏——在特遣牧师的指导下，他重新给大主教写了一封信，这一次是接受邀约。斯洛普先生比普劳蒂太太还要小心，把回信稳妥地装进了自己的口袋。他还劝服主教去见见哈丁先生，把院长一职委任于他。这之后，斯洛普先生志得意满地离开了主教的宅邸，亲手把回信寄了出去。

普劳蒂太太不情不愿地回到了自己的会客厅，奎沃夫太太还在那里焦急地等她。

“你丈夫真是太软弱，太愚蠢。”普劳蒂太太厉声说，“我发现，这件事情我是帮不了他了。”

“哦，普劳蒂太太！想想我那十四个孩子吧！”奎沃夫太太对自己只字不提，眼泪却止不住地往下掉。

普劳蒂太太惊讶地发现，自己的铁石心肠居然被打动了。于是她承诺，一定会竭力为奎沃夫先生争取院长一职。奎沃夫太太返回了帕丁戴尔，虽说不是满怀希望，心里却不无欣慰，因为自己已经尽了力。




6
Two men in love

Still feeling triumphant over his defeat of Mrs Proudie, Mr Slope made the next move in the game, by writing the following letter to Mrs Bold. It was the beginning of what he hoped would be a long and tender correspondence.

My dear Mrs Bold,

You will understand that I cannot at present write to your father. I hope the day will soon come when he may trust and respect me as I admire and respect him. But I cannot deny myself the pleasure of informing you that Mr Q. has today, in my presence, resigned any claim he had to the warden's post, which the bishop now intends to offer your father.

Will you kindly ask Mr Harding to call on the bishop on Wednesday or Thursday between ten and one? Perhaps I should say no more – but still I wish you could make your father understand that no conditions will be attached to the post. I, for one, am persuaded that no man could perform his duty more satisfactorily than he did, or than he will do again.

You will see at once that this letter is confidential. But equally, of course, it is for your father's eyes as well, if you wish to show it to him.

I hope my darling little friend Johnny is as strong as ever – dear little boy! Does he still continue to pull down those beautiful long silken curls of yours?

Your friends in Barchester miss you badly, and envy you your stay among the flowers and fields in this unpleasantly hot weather.

Believe me, my dear Mrs Bold, I am yours most sincerely,

Obadiah Slope

This would not have been a bad letter, except for one thing. Gentlemen do not write to ladies about their silken curls, unless they know them very well, but Mr Slope could not be expected to know this. Having finished his letter, he took it to Mrs Bold's house, and left instructions for it to be sent on to Plumstead.

Then he went to visit Signora Neroni. This was, he knew, extremely unwise. Not only was her husband living, so he, Slope, could not court her honestly, but in addition, she had nothing to recommend her as a clergyman's wife; she had no fortune and she was a helpless, hopeless cripple. He knew that by visiting her he might ruin his reputation and his chances with Mrs Bold, but he could not help himself. Passion, for the first time in his life, was too strong for him.

The signora, on the other hand, cared no more for Mr Slope than for the twenty others who had admired her before him. She was like a female spider, who could not live without catching flies – this exercise of power was the one excitement of her life – and Mr Slope was the finest fly that Barchester could offer.

Mr Slope was shown into the sitting room, where she lay in all her beauty on the sofa. He rushed to her side and took her
 small delicate hand in his large red one, to kiss it tenderly.

'Signora, you are lovelier than the heroines of ancient times!' he cried, with what he thought was his most winning smile.

'That is not very flattering, Mr Slope,' said she. 'Most of them were rather foolish, and gave up all for love. Remember, Mr Slope, whatever you do, never mix love and business.'

Mr Slope was speechless. Had she guessed his intention to court Mrs Bold, and would she now punish him for it?

'Which is it to be, Mr Slope?' she asked sternly. 'Love or money? Take my advice – never mind love. There's no long-lasting happiness in it. But in wealth, houses, land, yes, in them there is something to be kept and enjoyed for many years.'

'Oh, no,' said Mr Slope, feeling he must protest, 'this world's wealth will make no one happy. We must hope for happiness in heaven, signora!'

'Nonsense! You don't believe that!' And she watched in fascination as her fly struggled to escape.

Mr Slope had no idea how to answer her, but he did his best. 'You like to shock, signora, but your heart is true.'

'My heart! I do not have one. But that does not matter to you, because the courtship you are planning will result in something more solid than such a ghostly love as mine –'

'Your love would satisfy the dreams of a king,' said he, not quite sure what his words meant.

'You mean an archbishop.' Poor man! She was very cruel to him. 'Now, am I to understand you say you love me?'

He had never said so, but he could not possibly deny his love, so down he went on his knees and swore he loved her, and would love her until the end of time.

'And now another question – when are you to be married to my dear friend, Eleanor Bold?'

There was nothing he could say, except, 'Oh signora, how can you insult my feelings for you? My heart is all your own!'

And so the game went on. Mr Slope knew he was insulted, scorned, laughed at, yet he could not tear himself away. He had looked for joy in loving this lovely creature, and found only bitterness. He loved furiously, madly, and passionately, but he had never played the game of love. The signora did not love at all, but she knew every move in the game.

Finally, she offered him her hand again, and he covered it with kisses. 'Come, forgive me, Mr Slope,' she said with her sweetest smile. 'Shall we be friends again?'

'Oh Madeline, tell me that you love me – do you love me?'

But at that moment Mrs Stanhope entered the room, and soon afterwards Mr Slope said goodbye and left the house, his heart full of confused emotions.
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That afternoon the archdeacon and Mr Harding, who were in Barchester on business, collected Eleanor's post from her house, to take back to her. As soon as Dr Grantly saw Mr Slope's letter, he recognized his enemy's handwriting on the envelope. He was very angry indeed, and handed it to Mr Harding with the tips of his fingers, as if it contained poison. The poor father had to give it to Eleanor when they arrived at Plumstead.

Eleanor opened the letter as she was getting dressed for dinner. She was so delighted to find that her father could now become warden again that she did not realize the information should not have come to her from an unmarried young clergyman. As she read on, she was offended by her boy being called Mr Slope's darling, and when she came to the mention of her silken curls, she gave a shudder of disgust. But on the whole she was grateful to Mr Slope for wishing to help her father.

At dinner, however, the whole party looked stern and silent. Dr Grantly had betrayed his sister-in-law by whispering into Mr Arabin's ear before the meal, 'I very much fear Eleanor is to marry Mr Slope!' Mr Arabin had been horrified to hear it, and was now as sorrowful and unsociable as the Grantlys. Eleanor, unaware that Mr Slope's letter had already been much discussed, felt that she had been judged guilty of something, but had no idea what.

After dinner, the ladies went into the sitting room, while the gentlemen stayed at table with their final glass of wine. Dr Grantly had asked his wife to speak to Eleanor about her correspondence with Mr Slope, and so, rather unwillingly, Susan asked her younger sister about the letter. Eleanor, feeling she was being treated like a child, refused to tell Susan what the letter was about, or to show it to her; she became angrier and angrier at her sister's continual questioning. Finally Susan said, with great formality, 'Well, Eleanor, it is my duty to tell you that the archdeacon thinks such a correspondence is disgraceful, and that he cannot allow it to go on in his house.'

Eleanor's eyes flashed fire as she jumped up from her seat. 'You may tell the archdeacon that wherever I am, I shall receive letters from whom I please. If Dr Grantly has used the word "disgraceful", I think he has been ungentlemanly and inhospitable. I shall show the letter to Father, but to no one else.' And she ran upstairs to her bedroom and her baby.

Half an hour later Mr Harding crept up to her room and knocked at the door. Eleanor welcomed him in, and kissed him, and told him she could not put up with the archdeacon's pride and unkindness any longer. She showed him Mr Slope's letter, thinking her father would see immediately what an innocent, well-meaning letter it was. But poor Mr Harding could only see the 'darling little friend' and the 'silken curls', and felt sure Dr Grantly's suspicions were correct. It was almost a love-letter, and it meant that Eleanor must be planning to marry the hated Slope. The foolish, weak, loving father did not say one word to her. If he had, Eleanor would have expressed her disgust at the idea of marriage to the chaplain, Mr Harding would have been delighted, the Grantlys would have apologized, and Mr Arabin – Mr Arabin would have dreamt of Eleanor and woken next morning with ideas of love and plans for marriage.

But all this was not to be. Mr Harding folded the letter, gave it back to her, kissed her, said, 'God bless you, my child!' and crept slowly away to his own room.

Immediately there was another knock at Eleanor's door, and a servant brought a message from the archdeacon, asking if Mrs Bold would mind coming to Dr Grantly's study for two minutes. Eleanor did mind; she was tired and unhappy, but she was not a coward. So she tied on her cap and went downstairs with a beating heart.

The archdeacon started his speech to Eleanor by explaining that he wanted to give her some brotherly advice. She replied coldly that if she needed any advice, she had her father to ask. This made Dr Grantly hesitate, but he went on to ask about Mr Slope's letter. He was quite surprised when Eleanor held it out for him to look at. After reading it, he felt convinced, like Mr Harding, that Eleanor would soon be married to Mr Slope.

'Do you think, Eleanor, this is a suitable letter for you to receive from Mr Slope?'

'I do,' said she angrily, perhaps forgetting the unpleasant matter of the silken curls. 'You think he is a messenger from the
 devil, just because you disagree with him! I think he is doing a great deal for my father and I am grateful to him.'

This was too much for the archdeacon, who burst out, 'Eleanor, is it worthwhile to break away from all those who love you, for the sake of Mr Slope?'

'I don't intend to break away from anybody, Dr Grantly.'

'Eleanor, I must speak out! Mr Slope is altogether beneath you. I beg you, think of this before it is too late!'

'Too late! What do you mean? I don't understand.'

'Ask Susan, or your father, or Mr Arabin –'

'You haven't spoken to Mr Arabin about this!'

'Certainly I have, and he agrees with me and Susan that it is impossible you should be received at Plumstead as Mrs Slope.'

Dr Grantly would never forget the look on Eleanor's face as he said that name. For a moment she could find no words to express her anger and disgust.

'How dare you!' she said at last, and hurried out of the room. When she reached her bedroom, she threw herself on her bed and sobbed as if her heart would break.

She decided to leave Plumstead the following day. She could not stay under the archdeacon's roof a moment longer than necessary, and it was arranged that the carriage would take her back to Barchester after lunch.

Meanwhile Mr Arabin's every waking thought was of Eleanor. As soon as he had heard that another man was carrying off this sweet prize, he began to be very fond of her himself. In fact, he was in love with her, although he did not know it yet, and he rode back from St Ewold's to Plumstead just before lunch, hoping for an opportunity to see her before she left.

He found her alone in the sitting room. She had spent a sleepless night and a miserable morning, and was not at all pleased to see Mr Arabin, whom she blamed for supporting the archdeacon in his unjust attacks on Mr Slope.

'I am sorry our pleasant time together is over so soon, Mrs Bold –' he began nervously.

'It is a pity, certainly, that people do so much to destroy the pleasantness of their days,' she said, interrupting him. 'You should practise what the Church teaches us, Mr Arabin.'

'Undoubtedly I should. Have you any special reason for telling me this, Mrs Bold?'

'You advised Dr Grantly concerning my – friendship – with Mr Slope,' she replied in a terribly calm voice. 'Just because I have treated that gentleman with politeness, you and Dr Grantly assume I am to marry him – something no reasonable person would consider possible. Your accusation is simply designed to make me hate this enemy of yours, that's all.'

She turned her back on him and walked out into the garden. Mr Arabin was left in the room, counting the squares in the pattern of the carpet. He was dreadfully unhappy at the hard words he had received, and yet happy, wonderfully happy, at the thought that, after all, the woman whom he so much admired was not to become the wife of the man whom he so much disliked. At last he was aware that he was in love. Forty years had passed over his head, and so far woman's beauty had never given him an uneasy moment. His present moment was very uneasy.

But only a few minutes later he went out into the garden to court her as well as he could. He found her under a large tree.

'I hope we are not to part as enemies?' said he.
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'I hope we are not to part as enemies?' said Mr Arabin.

'I try not to have enemies,' said Eleanor, 'but people must be respected if they are to be friends.' She was very angry with him for considering her judgement to be so poor and her character to be so weak that she could possibly marry Mr Slope.

'And am I not respected?'

'You did not respect me if you spoke of me as that man's future wife. I was deceived; I believed you thought well of me.'

'Thought well of you!' he cried. 'I must use stronger words than those. I respect and admire you, as I have never respected or admired any woman.'

And he walked beside her, struggling to express his feelings. Eleanor was determined to give him no assistance. Poor Mr Arabin! The words in his heart were, 'Since you do not love that other man, and are not to be his wife, can you love me, will you be my wife?' But with all his experience of public speaking in colleges, churches, and cathedrals, now, when he most needed to speak persuasively, the words would not come.

And yet Eleanor understood him as completely as if he had declared his passion like a practised lover. She felt a sort of joy in knowing that his heart belonged to her, but he had offended her deeply and she could not bring herself to abandon revenge just yet. She was flattered, but not ready to accept his courtship.

'Answer me this one question,' said Mr Arabin suddenly, stepping forward and turning to face his companion. 'You do not love Mr Slope? You do not intend to be his wife?'

This made Eleanor angry all over again, just at the moment when she had been feeling softer towards him. 'I shall answer no such question,' she said sharply, 'and what's more, I must tell you that you have no right to ask it. Good morning!'

And she walked proudly away from him, back into the house, where she had lunch with her father and sister. Half an hour later she was in the carriage, leaving Plumstead without seeing Mr Arabin again.

His walk was long and sad, among the dark trees at the end of the garden. To his ears, her last words meant the end of their friendship. He knew so little of women! He could not understand that Eleanor might be furious with him and yet love him.



correspondence n. the letters that someone sends and receives, especially official or business letters 信件，函件

heroine n. a woman you admire very much for her intelligence, skill, etc 受崇拜的女人

winning adj. very pleasant and attractive in a way that makes everyone like you 可爱的；迷人的

disgust n. a very strong feeling of dislike that almost makes you sick, caused by something unpleasant 嫌恶，厌恶

disgraceful adj. extremely bad or unacceptable 丢脸的，可耻的

inhospitable adj. unfriendly to a visitor, especially by not welcoming them, offering them food, etc 慢待客人的

burst out to suddenly say something in a forceful way 突然说出，脱口而出

speak out to publicly speak in protest about something, especially when protesting could be dangerous 公开反对

uneasy adj. not comfortable, peaceful or relaxed 不踏实的，不安的

deceive v. to make someone believe something that is not true 欺骗




6
两个恋爱中的男人

带着击败普劳蒂太太的得意心情，斯洛普先生走了下一步棋，给博尔德太太写了下面这封信。他希望，这封信将会开启一段漫长而充满柔情的书信往来。

亲爱的博尔德太太：

您应该可以理解，目前我无法直接给令尊写信。我希望，要不了多久，他就可以信任我、尊重我，就像我仰慕他、尊重他一样。然而，有个消息让我无法压抑喜悦之情：奎沃夫先生今天当着我的面放弃了院长一职，主教现在有意将这个职位授予令尊。

麻烦请哈丁先生在星期三或星期四十点到一点之间拜见主教。也许我不该多言——但我还是希望您能转告令尊，这个职位不会有任何附加条件。我本人完全相信，没有人比他更胜任院长一职，过去如此，将来亦然。

您一眼便知，这封信的内容是保密的。不过，如您愿意，当然也可让令尊过目。

我希望我亲爱的小朋友约翰尼跟往常一样健壮——可爱的小家伙！他还在继续拉扯您美丽的、如丝绸般的长卷发吗？

巴彻斯特的朋友们对您十分挂念，也羡慕您能在这样宜人的夏日安处花丛田野之间。

相信我，亲爱的博尔德太太，我是您最忠诚的朋友，

奥巴代亚·斯洛普

这封信原本写得不错，只可惜美中不足。绅士给女士写信的时候，不该提到她们如丝绸般的卷发，除非双方十分熟稔。只可惜，斯洛普先生是不可能知道这一点的。写完之后，他把信送到了博尔德太太家，还吩咐仆人把它送往普拉姆斯特德。

他接着就去拜访内罗尼太太。他知道，这样做是极不明智的。这不仅仅是因为她丈夫尚在人世，他斯洛普无法正大光明地追求她，还因为她根本不具备成为神职人员妻子的潜质。她并不富有，还是个无助无望的跛子。他也清楚，去看她可能会导致自己名誉受损，丧失赢得博尔德太太芳心的机会，可他情难自禁。一生之中，他的激情头一回强烈到了失控的地步。

另一方面，内罗尼太太也不喜欢斯洛普先生，待他跟他之前的那二十个仰慕者没什么两样。她就像一只母蜘蛛，靠捕苍蝇为生——如此这般地施展魅力是她的生活唯一乐趣所在——而斯洛普先生是巴彻斯特范围之内最可口的苍蝇。

仆人把斯洛普先生领进了会客厅，内罗尼太太躺在沙发上，光彩照人。他冲到她的身边，用红通通的大手抓起她纤细的小手，献上温柔的亲吻。

“太太，您比古代的美人还要可爱！”他高声说，展露出自认为最迷人的笑容。

“这话我听着可不太受用，斯洛普先生。”她说，“那些美人大多数都挺蠢，还为爱情放弃了一切。记住，斯洛普先生，无论做什么，都不要把爱情和买卖混为一谈。”

斯洛普先生哑口无言。难道她猜出了自己追求博尔德太太的意图，现在是打算惩罚他吗？

“您怎么选呢，斯洛普先生？”她不依不饶地追问，“要爱情，还是要金钱？听我的劝吧——千万别把爱情当回事。爱情里没有持久的快乐。但在财富、房子和土地里，没错，才有可以拥有和享用很久的东西。”

“哦，不是的，”斯洛普先生觉得自己必须表示反对。“尘世的财富是不会让人快乐的。我们只能祈求天堂里的快乐，太太！”

“瞎说！您自己都不相信！”她饶有兴致地看着自己的苍蝇挣扎逃命。

斯洛普先生全然不知如何应答，却还是尽力周旋。“您总喜欢耸人听闻，太太，可您的心是真挚的。”

“我的心！我根本就没有心。不过，这对您来说也没关系，因为您盘算的求爱会让您收获一些更实在的东西，强过我能给的虚幻的爱情——”

“您的爱可以成就一个国王的梦想。”他说，自己也不太明白这话是什么意思。

“您是想说一个大主教吧。”可怜的男人！她对他真是残忍。“好了，我可不可以这么理解，您这是在说您爱我吗？”

他从来没这么说过，却又不可能否认自己的爱，于是他双膝跪地，发誓说他爱她，爱她到海枯石烂。

“那好，我还有一个问题——您打算什么时候娶我亲爱的朋友埃莉诺·博尔德呢？”

他一时语塞，只能这么说：“哦，太太，您怎么能侮辱我对您的感情呢？我整个心都是您的啊！”

游戏就这样接着往下进行。斯洛普先生知道自己受到了羞辱、讥讽和嘲笑，却还是舍不得抽身离开。他本想在对这个美人的爱中寻求快乐，找到的却只有苦楚。他爱得激烈，爱得疯狂，爱得激情四溢，却从来没玩过爱情的游戏。内罗尼太太根本不爱他，却清楚游戏当中的每一步。

最后，她再次把手伸到他面前，让他吻了个遍。“好了，原谅我吧，斯洛普先生。”她说，脸上挂着最甜美的笑容，“咱们还能做朋友吗？”

“哦，马德琳，跟我说你爱我吧——你爱我吗？”

但这时斯坦诺普太太走了进来。没过多久，斯洛普先生告辞离开，心乱如麻。

******

当天下午，执事长和哈丁先生到巴彻斯特办事，顺便去埃莉诺家取了信，好给她带回去。看到斯洛普先生的信，格兰特利博士立刻认出了信封上敌人的笔迹。他十分气恼，用指尖捻起信递给哈丁先生，就好像信上有毒似的。回到普拉姆斯特德以后，可怜的父亲只好把信交给了埃莉诺。

换衣服吃晚饭的时候，埃莉诺拆开了那封信。她知道父亲可以再次当上院长，不由得万分欢喜，并没有意识到，这个消息不该来自一个未婚的年轻神职人员。她接着往下看，看到自己的儿子被称作斯洛普先生的“亲爱的”，觉得很不舒服。再看到信中提及自己的“如丝绸般的卷发”，厌恶至极，不由打了个哆嗦。不过，总的来说，她还是很感激斯洛普先生帮父亲的好意。

然而，吃晚饭的时候，所有人都是一脸严肃、一声不吭。格兰特利博士泄露了自己小姨子的秘密，饭前对阿拉宾先生耳语了一句：“我很担心埃莉诺会嫁给斯洛普先生！”闻听此言，阿拉宾先生吓了一跳，此刻就和格兰特利夫妇一样，心里不痛快，沉默寡言。埃莉诺不知道大家已经就斯洛普先生的来信进行过深入的讨论，只觉得大家是认定自己犯了错，具体是什么错则不得而知。

晚饭后，女士们去了会客厅，男士们还坐在桌边喝最后一杯酒。格兰特利博士此前要妻子去跟埃莉诺聊聊，看斯洛普先生写信给她做什么，到这会儿，苏珊便很不情愿地向妹妹问起了那封信的内容。埃莉诺觉得自己被当成小孩子对待，于是不肯告诉苏珊，也不肯把信拿给她看。姐姐不断盘问，使她越来越气恼。到最后，苏珊郑重其事地说：“好了，埃莉诺，我有责任告诉你，执事长认为这样的信件往来是不光彩的，还有，他不能允许这种事继续在自己家里发生。”

埃莉诺从座椅上跳起来，眼睛里怒火熊熊。“你可以告诉执事长，不管是在哪里，我爱收谁的信就收谁的信。如果格兰特利博士真的说了‘不光彩的’这个词，那我就觉得他没有绅士风度，也很刻薄。我会把信拿给父亲看，其他人就算了吧。”说完她飞快地跑进楼上的卧室，回到孩子身边。

半小时过后，哈丁先生慢吞吞地走到她的卧室门口，敲了敲门。埃莉诺把他迎了进去，亲了亲他，然后告诉他，自己再也无法忍受执事长的自大和刻薄。她把斯洛普先生的信拿给父亲看，觉得父亲肯定会立刻看出这封信是多么单纯、一片好心。然而，可怜的哈丁先生只看见了“亲爱的小朋友”和“如丝绸般的卷发”，由此确信格兰特利博士的怀疑是正确的。这封信简直与情书无异，意味着埃莉诺一定是有了打算，准备嫁给可恨的斯洛普。这位愚钝、软弱而慈爱的父亲什么也没对女儿说。如果他说了，埃莉诺会告诉他，嫁给那位特遣牧师她想想就觉得厌恶，哈丁先生就会笑逐颜开，格兰特利夫妇就会赔礼道歉，阿拉宾先生呢——阿拉宾先生就会梦见埃莉诺，第二天早上醒来的时候，脑子里满是恋爱的念头和结婚的计划。

但这一切并没有发生。哈丁先生把信叠好还给她，亲了她一下，说了句“上帝保佑你，我的孩子！”就慢腾腾地走回了自己的房间。

紧接着，又有人敲响了埃莉诺的房门。仆人捎来了执事长的口信，问博尔德太太愿不愿意到格兰特利博士的书房去聊两分钟。埃莉诺并不愿意，因为她既疲惫又难过。不过她并不懦弱，于是就系好帽子下了楼，一颗心怦怦直跳。

执事长开口向埃莉诺解释，自己只是想像兄长那样给她一些建议。她冷冰冰地回答，如果需要什么建议，她自然会去问她父亲。这话让格兰特利博士有些犹疑，但他还是接着问起了斯洛普先生的来信。埃莉诺直接把信递给他看时，他惊讶不已。看完信之后，他也跟哈丁先生一样，确信埃莉诺很快就会嫁给斯洛普先生。

“埃莉诺，斯洛普先生写这样的信给你，你觉得合适吗？”

“合适。”埃莉诺气冲冲地说，也许已经忘记了“如丝绸般的卷发”带来的不快。“你觉得他是魔鬼的信差，仅仅是因为你跟他意见不合！我倒觉得他帮了我父亲不少忙，而且很感激他。”

执事长觉得她的话太过分，于是脱口而出：“埃莉诺，你为了斯洛普先生跟所有爱你的人决裂，这么做值得吗？”

“我没打算跟任何人决裂，格兰特利博士。”

“埃莉诺，我不得不直说了！斯洛普先生完全配不上你。我恳求你，趁现在还不算太晚，好好想想！”

“太晚！你这是什么意思？我没听明白。”

“去问苏珊，或者问你父亲，或者阿拉宾先生——”

“你不会把这事跟阿拉宾先生也说了吧！”

“当然说了，他的意见跟我和苏珊一样，觉得你要是当了斯洛普太太，普拉姆斯特德就容不下你了。”

格兰特利博士永远也不会忘记埃莉诺听到这个称呼时的表情。一时之间，她找不到话来表达自己的愤怒和憎恶。

“你怎么敢这么说！”到最后，她撂了这么一句，急匆匆地走出了房间。回到自己的卧室之后，她扑倒在床上，哭得心都要碎了。

她决定第二天就离开普拉姆斯特德。除非不得已，她再也不想在执事长家里多留片刻。她让人安排了一辆马车，午饭后送她回巴彻斯特。

与此同时，阿拉宾先生时时刻刻都在想着埃莉诺。一听说另一个男人即将带走这个可人儿，他对她的喜爱之情立刻变得强烈。事实上，他已经爱上了她，只是他自己还不知道。赶在午饭前，他从圣埃沃兹骑马回到了普拉姆斯特德，希望在她离开前还有机会见一面。

他找到她的时候，她独自待在会客厅里。她一夜未曾合眼，早上也过得很不愉快。见到阿拉宾先生，她一点儿也不高兴，因为她怪他帮着执事长对斯洛普先生进行了不公正的抨击。

“很遗憾，我们一起度过的美好时光这么快就结束了，博尔德太太——”他紧张地开口道。

“有人不遗余力地糟蹋自己的好日子，真让人遗憾。”她没等他说完就说，“您应该践行教会的教导，阿拉宾先生。”

“那是当然。您跟我说这个，有什么特殊的用意吗，博尔德太太？”

“关于我——和斯洛普先生——的友谊，您向格兰特利博士提了些建议。”她用平静得可怕的声音说，“仅仅因为我礼貌地对待了那位绅士，您和格兰特利博士就认为我会嫁给他——但凡有点儿理性的人都会觉得，这是不可能的事。你们这么指责我，无非是为了让我恨你们这个对手，就这么简单。”

她转过身去，走进了花园。阿拉宾先生被撇在房间里，数着地毯图案上的格子。听到这些刺耳的话，他特别难受。然而，想到自己如此倾慕的女人毕竟不会嫁给自己如此讨厌的男人，他又非常开心，简直是心花怒放。他终于意识到，自己已经坠入爱河。他年过四十，目前为止，女人的美貌还不曾让他坐立不安。然而，此时此刻，他已经方寸大乱。

不过，几分钟之后，他还是走进花园，打算竭尽全力讨她的欢心。他在一棵大树下找到了她。

“我希望，咱们该不会像敌人那样道别吧？”他说。

“我不想跟任何人为敌，”埃莉诺说，“但是，要跟人做朋友，那就得受人尊重。”她很生他的气，因为他认为，她的判断力如此之差，性格也如此软弱，乃至于可能嫁给斯洛普先生。

“可我并不受人尊重，是吗？”

“如果您说我是那个男人未来的妻子，那就是您没有尊重我。我上了当。我原来还以为，您对我印象不错呢。”

“印象不错！”他大声说，“我要用的词儿可不只是这个意思。我对您既尊重又倾慕，对别的女人我从来没有这样过。”

他走在埃莉诺身边，绞尽脑汁想要表达自己的感情。埃莉诺铁了心，不愿施以援手。可怜的阿拉宾先生！他心里想说的是：“既然你不爱另外那个男人，也不会做他的妻子，那你能不能爱我，做我的妻子呢？”然而，尽管在大学和大大小小的教堂里有这么多公共演讲经验，到了这个最需要说服他人的时刻，他却张口结舌。

然而，埃莉诺已经彻底明白了他的意思，就好像他已经像恋爱老手那样表明了心迹。知道他的心属于自己，她心里一阵欣喜，只是他之前冒犯不浅，她暂时还无法放弃报复的念头。她受宠若惊，却没准备好接受他的求爱。

“我就有一个问题。”阿拉宾先生走上前去，转向自己的同伴，突然对她说，“您没有爱上斯洛普先生吧？您不打算嫁给他吧？”

埃莉诺刚刚对他有些心软，这话却让她重新燃起了怒火。“我不会回答这样的问题。”她尖刻地说，“还有，我得告诉您，您根本没有权利问这个问题。早安！”

她骄傲地从他身边走开，回到屋子里，跟父亲和姐姐一起吃了午饭。半个钟头以后，她坐着马车离开了普拉姆斯特德，没有再跟阿拉宾先生见面。

在花园尽头阴暗的树林里，阿拉宾先生满腹愁肠地走了很久。在他听来，埃莉诺最后的话意味着他俩之间的友情到此为止。他真是不了解女人！他想象不到，埃莉诺对他也许是又恨又爱。




7
Victory for Mrs Proudie

When Eleanor arrived at her house in Barchester, she was met by her sister-in-law, who ran out to greet her, saying, 'Oh Eleanor, have you heard what has happened? The poor dean, Dr Trefoil, is very ill – I fear he is dying!'

The news spread fast all round the city, and most of the clergy were gathering in the cathedral library. This was a large room which was attached to the dean's house – a convenient place to wait for information about his state of health. It appeared that the old man had suddenly fallen ill, and was close to death. The great London doctor, Sir Omicron Pie, had been sent for, but meanwhile the Barchester doctors were doing their best.

In the library the clergy spoke in low, respectful voices.

'He was an excellent, sweet-tempered man,' said a vicar.

'It will be hard to replace him,' said another. 'Archdeacon, I hope the government will not appoint a stranger to the post.'

'We will not talk of a new dean,' said Dr Grantly, 'while there is yet hope that Dr Trefoil may live.'

'Oh no, of course not. Still, there is no one who has more influence with the present government than Mr Slope –'

'Mr Slope!' said two or three voices together. 'Mr Slope – Dean of Barchester! Impossible!'

The archdeacon had turned pale. What if Mr Slope should become Dean of Barchester? There was no reason for it at all, but the man seemed to have power over Dr Proudie, and Dr Proudie had won the prime minister's approval.

'I imagine such a thing is out of the question,' he said, 'but at the moment I am thinking more of our poor friend than of Mr Slope.'

'Of course, of course,' said the first vicar, 'so are we all. Poor Dr Trefoil, the best of men, but –'

'It's the most comfortable dean's residence in the country,' said another.

'And two thousand pounds a year,' said a third.

'No, it was cut down to twelve hundred,' said the first.

'I think you'll find it's fifteen hundred,' said a fourth.

'What do you say, Grantly?' asked the first speaker.

'Twelve,' replied the archdeacon firmly, putting a stop to all discussion of the dean's income.

The bishop was sitting in his study at the palace when he heard the news of the dean's illness. Dr Proudie was not feeling well himself. It was only yesterday that he had won his first battle against Mrs Proudie, and had thought his slavery might be at an end. He had spent a happy evening with Mr Slope, planning many things in his new-found freedom, but as the bed-time hour approached, his heart sank within him. Could he trust himself to come down to breakfast a free man? Unwillingly he climbed upstairs, an hour later than usual, to the room he shared with his lady wife. What passed between them that night cannot be easily described. It is enough to say that he came down the following morning a sad and thoughtful man, looking thinner, older and greyer than before. All ambition was now dead within him.

When Mr Slope heard the news, it occurred to him that he himself might be the new dean. He too wondered if the income would be twelve hundred, fifteen hundred, or two thousand, but in any case it would be a great step forward for him – he would have more power than the archdeacon.

He began to make his plans. First, he was sure he could rely on the bishop's support – the prime minister might ask Dr Proudie's advice on who should fill the vacancy. Secondly, he knew a gentleman, Sir Nicholas Fitzwhiggin, who was an inspector of schools, and who had many friends in the government – he hoped Sir Nicholas would use his personal contacts to help him. And finally, he flattered himself that he had a useful friend in Mr Towers, a journalist on The Jupiter, who would be able to put forward the name of Slope in the newspaper's columns.

The dean was still alive, but Mr Slope did not want to waste any time. So he went straight to the bishop's study, knowing that Dr Proudie was to set out the next day for the archbishop's palace. The bishop was sitting in his chair, doing nothing and thinking of nothing, as Mr Slope entered.

'Well, Slope?' said the bishop somewhat impatiently. He was not anxious to have much conversation with Mr Slope.

'Your lordship will be sorry to hear that the poor dean's health has not improved at all.'

'Oh – ah – hasn't it? Poor man! Poor man!'

'It will naturally be important to your lordship to have, as the new dean, a man who shares your views. If I might be allowed to advise, I would suggest you discuss this with the archbishop tomorrow. I have no doubt that your wishes, supported by the archbishop, would carry much weight with the prime minister.'

'The prime minister has always been kind to me, very kind. But I am unwilling to interfere in such matters, unless asked. And indeed, if asked, I don't know whom I should recommend.'

This was a slight shock to Mr Slope, who, however, recovered quickly. His difficulty was how to make his speech sound modest enough. 'Perhaps I can help you there, my lord. I have been considering the matter for some time, and if poor Dr Trefoil must go, I do not see why, with your lordship's assistance, I should not hold the post myself.'

'You!' cried the bishop, in a far from flattering manner.

The ice was now broken, and Mr Slope began to speak smoothly and persuasively. He talked of his achievements so far, his work for the Church, his friends in high places, and his great respect and admiration for Dr Proudie. He described the ways he, as dean, could add to Dr Proudie's comfort in Barchester and influence over the clergy. Then, without pausing, he produced another seven or eight reasons why no one on earth could make such a good Dean of Barchester as himself.

The bishop sat there, speechless. He would never have imagined Mr Slope as Dean of Barchester, but little by little he began to see there would be advantages for himself in this promotion. He could well do without Mr Slope, who was no longer useful to him in his war against Mrs Proudie; in this war the bishop had now admitted defeat. If, indeed, he could have slept in his chaplain's bedroom instead of his wife's, there might have been some reason to keep Mr Slope.

So, in the end, the bishop approved of Mr Slope's suggestion, and it was decided that he would mention it to the archbishop as soon as the occasion presented itself. But Dr Proudie wanted something from his chaplain in return. 'About Hiram's Hospital,' he said. 'I think, on the whole, it will be better to let Mr Quiverful have it. He has a large family, and is very poor.'

'But, my lord,' said Mr Slope, not wanting to let Mrs Proudie gain a victory, 'I am really much afraid –'

'Remember, Mr Slope,' said the bishop, 'I cannot promise you the post of dean. I will speak to the archbishop, as you wish, but I cannot be sure –'

'Well, my lord,' said Mr Slope, fully understanding the bishop, 'perhaps you are right about Mr Quiverful. I can easily manage matters with Mr Harding. Leave him to me.'

'Yes, Slope, that will be best, and you may be sure that I will do anything I can to put forward your name.'

And so they parted. Mr Slope now had much business on his hands. He had to make his daily visit to the signora. It would have been wiser not to do this, but passion had made him blind. He decided he would take tea at the Stanhopes' just this once, and then go there no more. He also had to arrange matters with Mrs Bold. She would make as charming a dean's wife as a chaplain's, and her fortune would be a useful addition if the dean's income was found to be only twelve hundred.

Mr Slope, along with many others, thought that all was fair in love and war. So he had not considered it dishonourable to bribe and flatter Eleanor's young maid, in order to get information from her about the widow. In this way he had heard about the arrival of his letter at Plumstead and the arguments which had followed; to his delight, the maid thought she had heard Mrs Bold declare that she 'wouldn't give up Mr Slope for anybody'. This made the chaplain feel quite certain that the beautiful widow would now, in all probability, accept his offer. He must, therefore, make his declaration very soon, before it was known that Mr Quiverful, not Mr Harding, was to have the wardenship.

In addition, he had to gain the support of Sir Nicholas and Mr Towers, in order to become dean, so he sat down at once to write to each gentleman. Once he had posted the letters, he was free to sit by the lovely signora's sofa for the rest of the evening.
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During the next week, Mrs Bold spent a great deal of time with the Stanhopes, of whom she became fonder and fonder. If asked, she would have said Charlotte was her special friend, but she liked Bertie nearly as much. She allowed him a kind of familiarity which she had never known with anyone else, and which she did not realize could be dangerous. In all this she was perfectly innocent, having no idea of him as a lover. But every familiarity into which Eleanor was trapped was deliberately planned by Charlotte. The sister knew well how to play her game, and played it without mercy; she knew her brother's character, and yet she would have handed over to him the young widow, and the young widow's money, without pity or regret. In order to do this Charlotte made her family and her father's house very welcoming to Mrs Bold. There was a lack of formality about them all which Eleanor found refreshing, after the priestly pride and stiffness she had recently had to put up with.

But Eleanor by no means forgot Mr Arabin. She had parted from him in anger, and she was still angry with him, but she sincerely wanted to meet him again, and forgive him for his sins towards her. The words he had spoken still sounded in her ears. She knew that they meant he loved her, and if he ever did make a declaration of love, she thought she might receive it kindly. But first he would have to confess that he had misjudged her.

She would see him again at Miss Thorne's garden party in a week's time. This was a grand event with lunch and all kinds of entertainment – sports and games, music and dancing. Everyone for miles around was looking forward to it.

The Grantlys had, of course, been invited to the party, and Eleanor had originally intended to go to Ullathorne with her sister. But because of her quarrel with the archdeacon, she had decided to go with the Stanhopes. However, she was alarmed to find that Mr Slope would be accompanying the Stanhopes, and annoyed to discover that she would be sharing a carriage with him. She hated the thought of Mr Arabin seeing her get out of the same carriage as Mr Slope, but could think of no way of avoiding the situation.
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The bishop returned from his stay with the archbishop the day before the garden party. On his arrival he crept into his palace with beating heart; he had stayed three days longer than planned, and feared he would be punished for it. Nothing, however, could be more welcoming than the greeting he received; his daughters kissed him, and Mrs Proudie held him in her arms, calling him her dear, darling, good little bishop. This was a very pleasant surprise.

Mrs Proudie had changed her behaviour towards her lord. She wanted to show him that if he obeyed her, he would get his reward. Mr Slope had no chance of winning against her; not only could she half kill the poor bishop with her midnight anger, but she could comfort and cheer him with good dinners, warm fires, and an easy life.

She sat down with him in his study. The bishop felt delightfully relaxed, in his favourite armchair in front of the fire.

'I hope you enjoyed yourself at the archbishop's,' she began, with her best attempt at a loving smile.

'Oh yes, my dear. The archbishop was quite polite to me.'

'I'm delighted to hear it.' She changed the conversation. 'Well, the poor dean is still alive. Was it discussed at the palace?'
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'Well, the poor dean is still alive. Was it discussed at the palace?' asked Mrs Slope.

'Was what discussed?' asked the bishop.

'Replacing the dean,' said Mrs Proudie. As she spoke, her eyes flashed in their old familiar way, and the bishop felt a little less comfortable than before.

'Hardly at all, my dear. It was just mentioned.'

'And what did you say about it, bishop?'

'I? Oh, I just said – I thought – that is, if the dean –' As he searched for the right words, he saw his wife looking sternly at him, and he began to wonder. Why should he suffer so much to assist a man like Slope? Why fight a losing battle for a chaplain? From that moment he decided to give up his support for Slope, and try to gain his wife's approval in everything he did.

'I am told,' said Mrs Proudie, speaking very slowly, 'that Mr Slope hopes to be the new dean.'

'Yes – certainly, I believe he does.'

'I hope, bishop, that you did not do anything so foolish as to mention his name to the archbishop.'

'Well, my dear, I may have done –'

'What were you thinking of, bishop? A man who hardly knows who his own father was! A man I found without bread to eat or a coat on his back! Dean of Barchester, indeed! I'll dean him!'

'But my dear, I thought you were beginning to dislike Mr Slope, and therefore, it seemed to me that if he got this post, and stopped being my chaplain, you might be pleased.'

Mrs Proudie laughed a loud, scornful laugh. 'Of course he'll stop being your chaplain! I couldn't for a moment think of living in the same house as such a man. But he won't become dean, oh no! I have my eye on him. It wasn't enough for him to interfere in cathedral business, to get you, my dear, into trouble and cause quarrelling among the clergy, no, that wasn't enough for him! He is now behaving in a most disgraceful way with that Italian woman. I shall show Mr Slope to the world for what he is – a false, mean, wicked man. Dean, indeed! The man has gone mad!'

The bishop said nothing further to excuse himself or his chaplain, and he and his wife went in to dinner. That evening was the pleasantest he had spent in his own house for a long time. And in the morning, when he was dressing for the Ullathorne party, he promised himself he would never again go into battle against a fighter so skilled and so deadly as Mrs Proudie.



dean n. a priest of high rank, who is in charge of several priests or churches 教士长，主任牧师

replace v. to start doing something instead of another person, or being used instead of another thing 取代，接替

approach v. to move towards or nearer to someone or something 走近，靠近

occur to to suddenly come into your mind 突然想到

inspector n. an official whose job is to check that something is satisfactory and that rules are being obeyed 督察官，检查员

column n. an article on a particular subject or by a particular writer that appears regularly in a newspaper or magazine 专栏文章

break the ice to make people feel more friendly and willing to talk to each other 打破沉默，破冰

promotion n. a move to a more important job or position in a company or organization 擢升，提升

welcoming adj. done or organized in a pleasant and relaxing way 令人愉快的

refreshing adj. pleasantly different from what is familiar and boring 令人耳目一新的

misjudge v. to form a wrong or unfair opinion about a person or a situation 错误判断

alarmed adj. worried or frightened 担忧的，恐惧的

accompany v. to go somewhere with someone 陪同，陪伴

mean adj. unkind or nasty 刻薄的；卑鄙的

deadly adj. likely to cause death 致命的
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普劳蒂太太的胜利

当埃莉诺回到巴彻斯特的家，她大姑子跑出来迎接她，说：“哦，埃莉诺，你听说发生什么事了吗？可怜的教士长，特雷弗尔博士，病得非常厉害——恐怕是撑不了多久啦！”

消息很快传遍了全城，大多数神职人员都聚集到了大教堂的图书馆里。图书馆是一间面积很大的房间，跟教士长的宅邸连在一起，大家在这里等有关教士长身体状况的消息很方便。看样子，这位老人家是突然之间病倒的，眼下已在弥留之际。有人已经去请伦敦名医奥米克荣·皮耶爵士，与此同时，巴彻斯特的医生们也在尽力抢救。

图书馆里，神职人员在用充满敬重的语气低声交谈。

“他这个人非常优秀，脾气又好。”一名代牧说。

“很难找到合适的人来接替他。”另一名代牧说，“执事长，我希望政府不会任命一个外人。”

“只要特雷弗尔博士还有挺过来的希望，”格兰特利博士说，“咱们就不该讨论新教士长的事情。”

“哦，是的，那是当然。不过，说到对本届政府的影响力，没人比得上斯洛普先生吧——”

“斯洛普先生！”两三个声音同时说，“斯洛普先生——巴彻斯特教士长！不可能！”

执事长脸色发白。要是斯洛普先生真的当上了巴彻斯特的教士长呢？这毫无道理，但斯洛普先生似乎可以左右普劳蒂博士，普劳蒂博士又已经赢得了首相的赞许。

“我觉得这种事情绝无可能。”他说，“不过，现在我更担心的是咱们这位可怜的朋友，而不是斯洛普先生。”

“当然，当然。”第一个说话的代牧说，“我们也都跟您一样。可怜的特雷弗尔博士，大好人啊，可惜——”

“这儿可是全国最舒适的教士长宅邸。”又一个代牧说。

“还有两千镑的年薪呢。”第三个代牧说。

“不对，已经减到了一千两百镑。”第一个代牧又说。

“我觉得应该是一千五百镑。”第四个代牧说。

“你说呢，格兰特利？”第一个代牧说。

“一千二。”执事长语气坚定地回答，结束了关于教士长收入的全部讨论。

听说教士长病重的时候，主教正坐在宅邸的书房里。他自己也觉得不太舒服。昨天他刚刚打赢了与自己夫人的第一仗，满以为自己也许会从此摆脱奴仆地位。他跟斯洛普先生共度了一个愉快的夜晚，享受着自己刚刚获得的自由，做了不少计划。然而，随着就寝时间的到来，他的心也沉了下去。他敢担保自己下楼吃早饭的时候还是个自由身吗？他比平常拖延了一个小时，这才不情不愿地爬上楼，走进与妻子共用的房间。当夜夫妻之间发生了什么很难说。但第二天早上下楼的时候，主教愁眉苦脸、心事重重，看上去比之前瘦了一些，老了一些，头发也白了一些，这就足以说明一切。此时此刻，他心中的一切宏图大志都已经化成了灰。

听说教士长病重的时候，斯洛普先生突然想到，自己也许可以成为新任教士长。他也想知道，教士长的年薪究竟是一千二、一千五还是两千，不过无论如何，这对他来说都是往前迈了一大步——他的权力将超过执事长。

于是他开始制订计划。首先，他肯定自己能够得到主教的支持——在该由谁来填补空缺这个问题上，首相可能会征询普劳蒂博士的意见。其次，他认识尼古拉斯·菲茨维金爵士，他是督学，在政府里有很多朋友——他希望尼古拉斯爵士会动用自己的人脉来帮他。最后，他自以为《朱庇特报》的记者——托尔斯先生——是他能派上用场的朋友，能把斯洛普的名字写进这份报纸的专栏。

教士长还活着，但斯洛普先生不想浪费一分一秒。于是他径直去了主教的书房，知道普劳蒂博士第二天就要启程前往大主教的宅邸。斯洛普先生走进去的时候，主教坐在椅子上，无所事事，什么都不想。

“什么事，斯洛普？”主教的口气有些不耐烦。他并不急于跟斯洛普先生多谈。

“大人，有一条让您难过的消息，可怜的教士长没有一丝好转的迹象。”

“哦——啊——没好吗？可怜的人！可怜的人！”

“对于大人您来说，重要的事情自然是有一个跟您看法一致的新教士长。如果允许我说两句的话，我建议您明天就跟大主教谈谈。我敢肯定，有了大主教的支持，首相会很看重您的想法的。”

“首相待我一直不错，非常不错。但我并不想插手这样的事情，除非他要我这么做。还有，说真的，就算问到我，我也不知道该推荐谁。”

这句话让斯洛普先生小小地吃了一惊，但他很快就缓过神来。眼下他的困难就是如何让自己的话显得足够谦逊。“这我兴许能帮到您，大人。这件事我已经考虑了一段时间，要是可怜的特雷弗尔博士一定会离我们而去，据我看，有了大人您的支持，我本人没理由不能接掌这个职位。”

“你！”主教大喊一声，语气绝无半点恭维。

既然话已说破，斯洛普先生便开始滔滔不绝地劝说主教。他谈到了自己目前的成就、为教会所做的工作、几个身居高位的朋友以及他对普劳蒂博士的高度尊重和景仰。他还说，当上教士长之后，他就可以让普劳蒂博士在巴彻斯特过得更舒适，提高博士在神职人员中的影响力。紧接着，他一口气又列出了七八条理由，说明为什么巴彻斯特教士长一职非他莫属。

主教坐在那儿，一言不发。他做梦也想不到斯洛普先生会是巴彻斯特的教士长，却还是慢慢意识到，这样的提拔对他自己也不无裨益。他离了斯洛普先生也好好的。在反抗普劳蒂太太的斗争中，斯洛普先生对他已经不再有什么用处，因为他已经认输。说真的，要是能睡在自己的特遣牧师的卧室里，而不是妻子的卧室，那他或许还有点理由来留住斯洛普先生。

于是，主教最终同意了斯洛普先生的建议，决定一有机会就跟大主教提这件事情。不过，普劳蒂博士也想从自己的特遣牧师那里得到一点回报。“至于海勒姆养老院，”他说，“我觉得，总体上讲，还是交给奎沃夫先生比较好。他家里人口多，又很穷。”

“可是，我的大人，”斯洛普先生不想让普劳蒂太太得逞。“我真的很担心——”

“你要记住，斯洛普先生，”主教说，“我没法保证让你当上教士长。我会照你的期望去跟大主教讲，可我不敢肯定——”

“好吧，我的大人，”斯洛普先生说，完全明白了主教的意思，“关于奎沃夫先生，兴许您说得对。我可以轻而易举地解决哈丁先生那边的问题。把他交给我吧。”

“是的，斯洛普，那样就再好不过。你尽管放心，我会竭尽全力举荐你的。”

他俩就此作别。斯洛普先生手上的事情一下子多了起来。他每天都得去拜访内罗尼太太。其实不去更为明智，但激情已经蒙蔽了他的双眼。他决定再去斯坦诺普家喝一次茶，就这一次，以后就再也不去了。除此之外，他还得料理博尔德太太那边的事情。做特遣牧师的妻子也好，教士长的妻子也罢，她都会十分迷人。更何况，要是最后发现教士长的年薪只有一千二的话，她的财富将是有益的补充。

跟许多人一样，斯洛普先生也认为，在爱情和战争中，一切手段都是光明正大的。既然如此，他收买和讨好埃莉诺的年轻女仆，以便打探这位寡妇的消息，心里也不会觉得有什么不光彩。就是通过这种方法，他知道自己的信送到了普拉姆斯特德，也听说了之后的争执。让他高兴的是，女仆觉得自己听见了博尔德太太宣称，她“不会为了任何人而放弃斯洛普先生”。这位特遣牧师由此十分肯定，这个美貌的寡妇如今很有可能接受他的求婚。所以，在大家知道新任院长是奎沃夫先生而不是哈丁先生之前，他必须马上表明心迹。

此外，为了当上教士长，他还得争取尼古拉斯爵士和托尔斯先生的支持，因此他立刻坐了下来，给这两位绅士写信。信寄出去之后，他得了空闲，于是就坐到可爱的内罗尼太太的沙发旁边，度过了当晚剩余的时间。

******

接下来那一周，博尔德太太跟斯坦诺普一家待了不少时间，心里也越来越喜欢这家人。如果有人问起来，她会说夏洛特是她特别的朋友，但她也同样喜欢伯蒂。她让伯蒂跟自己亲密到与别人从未有过的程度，并没有意识到这样可能会很危险。在整件事上，她的想法十分单纯，从没把他当作恋人。但埃莉诺身陷其中的熟稔关系全都是出自夏洛特的刻意安排。这个做姐姐的很清楚该如何玩这场游戏，玩起来也毫不手软。她了解弟弟的品性，却仍然打算把这个年轻寡妇连人带钱全部交给他，心里没有一丝怜悯和懊悔。为了达到目的，夏洛特让家人友好对待博尔德太太，也使博尔德太太在她父亲家里有宾至如归之感。刚刚忍受了神职人员的高傲和刻板，埃莉诺发现，这家人的不拘小节让她耳目一新。

不过，埃莉诺绝对没有忘记阿拉宾先生。她确实是气冲冲地跟他告了别，也确实还在生他的气，可她真心实意地想再次跟他见面，想原谅他对自己犯下的过错。他说过的话还在她耳边回响。她知道那些话的意思是他爱她，要是他再度向她表白，她觉得自己可能会温柔应允。不过，首先他得承认自己冤枉了她才行。

一个星期之后，她就会在索恩小姐的园会上再次见到他。园会是一桩盛事，有午餐和各种娱乐活动——体育运动、游戏比赛、音乐以及舞会。方圆数英里之内的所有人都很期待。

格兰特利一家自然也接到了园会的邀请。埃莉诺原本打算跟姐姐一起前往乌拉索恩，不过，由于跟执事长吵了那一架，她决定跟斯坦诺普一家同行。然而，她不无恐慌地发现，斯洛普先生也会跟斯坦诺普一家同行。更让她烦心的是，她发现自己会跟他同乘一辆马车。她很不愿意让阿拉宾先生看到她走下和斯洛普先生共同乘坐的马车，但想不出避开这种局面的办法。

******

园会的前一天，主教才从大主教家回到巴彻斯特。到了之后，他心惊胆战地溜进了自己的宅邸，因为他比原计划多待了三天，很害怕因此受罚。然而，他受到的欢迎简直是再热烈不过。女儿们亲他，太太伸开双臂拥抱他，管他叫她的心肝宝贝、亲爱的、乖乖的小主教。这可真叫人喜出望外。

普劳蒂太太改变了对待主教大人的方式。她想让他知道，只要他对自己言听计从，就能得到回报。斯洛普先生根本没有机会斗过她。她不单可以用夜半狂怒把可怜的主教吓个半死，还能用丰盛的晚餐、温暖的炉火和安逸的生活来安抚他，让他高兴起来。

她跟他一起在他的书房里坐下来。主教坐在炉边他最喜爱的那把扶手椅上，既轻松又惬意。

“希望你在大主教那边过得还开心。”她说，尽力堆出充满柔情蜜意的笑容。

“哦，是啊，亲爱的。大主教对我挺客气。”

“听你这么说，我真高兴。”接下来，她话锋一转，“对了，可怜的教士长还活着呢。在大主教宅邸的时候，你们讨论过这件事情吗？”

“讨论什么事情？”主教问。

“找人接替教士长。”普劳蒂太太说。说这话的时候，她的眼睛里闪出从前那种熟悉的光芒，主教开始有点坐立不安。

“基本上没怎么讨论，亲爱的。只是提了提。”

“那你说了些什么呢，主教？”

“我？哦，我只是说——我觉得——我是说，要是教士长——”他搜肠刮肚寻找合适的话时，看见妻子恶狠狠地盯着自己，心里就犯了嘀咕。他为什么要吃苦受罪地帮斯洛普这样的人呢？为什么要为了一个特遣牧师打一场必败无疑的仗呢？就从这一刻起，他决定不再支持斯洛普，以后不管做什么事，都要尽量让妻子满意。

“有人告诉我，”普劳蒂太太慢吞吞地说，“斯洛普先生想成为新任教士长。”

“是的——没错，我觉得他确实有这个想法。”

“我希望，主教，你没有傻到在大主教跟前举荐他的地步。”

“呃，亲爱的，我可能已经那么了——”

“你当时是怎么想的啊，主教？一个连自己的亲爹是谁都不知道的人！我发现他的时候，他连吃的和穿的都还没有着落呢！巴彻斯特教士长，还真是！我让他当教士长去！”

“可是，亲爱的，我以为你已经开始讨厌斯洛普先生，所以就觉得，如果他走马上任，不再是我的特遣牧师，没准儿会让你高兴呢。”

普劳蒂太太放声大笑，笑声中充满了不屑。“他当然不再会是你的特遣牧师！跟这样一个人住在同一个屋檐下，这种事儿我连一秒钟都不能想。不过，他可不能当教士长，哦，不！我一直盯着他呢。他插手大教堂的事务，给你，给我亲爱的惹麻烦，又让神职人员吵成一团，这样他还嫌不够。不够，这样他还嫌不够！眼下他又跟那个意大利女人混在一起，真是无耻。我要向全世界揭露斯洛普先生的真面目——一个既虚伪又卑鄙的恶棍。教士长，还真是！这家伙简直是疯了！”

主教没有再为自己或是自己的特遣牧师开脱，和妻子进餐厅吃晚饭去了。那天晚上是他好久以来在自己家度过的最美好的夜晚。第二天早晨，他一边为乌拉索恩的园会穿衣打扮，一边暗自发誓，绝不再跟自家太太这样一位技巧纯熟、手法致命的斗士交战。


PART THREE: PEACE RETURNS
第三部：重归宁静
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The garden party

The day of the Ullathorne party arrived, and Miss Thorne was in great anxiety about the preparations. Mr Thorne also had a great deal to do. But the most hard-working, the most anxious and the most effective person at Ullathorne House was the steward, Mr Plomacy. In his youth he had lived through dangerous times, and had once been sent over to Paris with secret letters, hidden in his boot, for the King of France. He had been lucky enough to return safely, and since then had stayed quietly at home, but the adventure had gained him a reputation for political cleverness and complete reliability. Now he had been steward of Ullathorne for more than fifty years, and it had been a very easy life. Who could require much work from a man who had carried documents which, if discovered, would have cost him his head?

But on occasions such as this, Mr Plomacy proved his real worth. He had the honour of the family at heart, and he appreciated the duties of hospitality for such an ancient house. Therefore he always took the arrangements for such events into his own hands, and very well he managed them, too.

The day had been planned as follows: the guests would gather in the house and garden; sports would be played in the field; a generous meal would be served. Two enormous tents had been set up, one in the main part of the garden, near the house, and the other in the sports field, separated from the garden by a stream. High society – the lords, ladies, clergy, and gentlemen of the surrounding area – would have their lunch in the garden tent, while low society – the farmers, shopkeepers, and other ordinary working people – would eat in the field tent.

A difficult question presented itself immediately. Who, exactly, was to be fed in the garden and who in the field? It was easy to see that Bishop Proudie would belong in the garden, and Farmer Greenacre, with his red face and plain country manners, in the field. But what about Mrs Lookaloft, whose husband was only a farmer, but whose daughters attended a fashionable private school, and who had a piano in her sitting room? She would not be happy talking about butter and chickens to her neighbour Mrs Greenacre, and yet she was no fit companion for the Thornes and Grantlys. People like her would certainly want to leave the field and cross the stream to join high society in the garden tent, if they could. All Miss Thorne and Mr Plomacy could do was to make their arrangements and hope for the best.

It was a beautiful sunny day, and soon the farm workers and townspeople began to pour in through the gates. Mr Plomacy wanted to turn away all those who had no invitation, but Miss Thorne insisted on offering her hospitality to everybody.

Some ladies and gentlemen arrived, and were shown into the main sitting room in the house. Then, as Miss Thorne had feared, Mrs Lookaloft and her adult daughters marched confidently into the room. Miss Thorne's servants knew the Lookalofts had no right to be there, but did not like to prevent them entering. Miss Thorne herself, although shuddering slightly at the sight of their unsuitably low-cut dresses, greeted them politely, if a little coldly.

Mr Arabin had also arrived, just in time to see the Stanhopes' carriage stop in front of the house. He watched in disgust as Mr Slope handed Mrs Bold out of the carriage. The next to arrive were the Proudies, followed by all the important Barchester families, and soon the house and gardens were full of noise and movement.
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Mr Arabin watched in disgust as Mr Slope handed Mrs Bold out of the carriage.

Eleanor left the Stanhopes as soon as possible, and went to look for her father. She was pleased to find him with Mr Arabin. There was something particular she wanted them both to hear.

'I came with the Stanhopes, father,' she said. She saw Mr Arabin looking at her sternly. She knew his accusation was: 'You came with them in order to be accompanied by Mr Slope.'

She continued rather breathlessly, 'In our carriage were Dr Stanhope, Charlotte, myself, and Mr Slope.' As she spoke the last name, Mr Arabin turned and walked slowly away. 'Father,' she said desperately, 'I couldn't help coming with Mr Slope!'

'Why would you wish to help it, my dear?'

'Father, you must know all the things they said at Plumstead. How unjust the archdeacon was, and Mr Arabin too! He's a hateful man, but –'

'Who's a hateful man, my dear? Mr Arabin?'

'No, father, you know I mean Mr Slope. He's the most hateful man I ever met in my life. But how could I help coming in the same carriage as him?'

A great weight began to roll off Mr Harding's mind. So, after all, the Grantlys, with all their wisdom, were wrong! His Eleanor, the daughter of whom he was so proud, was not to become Mr Slope's wife! 'My darling girl, I am so delighted!'

'But surely, father, you didn't suspect –'

'I don't know what you mean by "suspect", Eleanor. There would be nothing disgraceful in such a marriage.'

And Mr Harding would have explained that Mr Slope was a very good sort of man and a very suitable second husband for a young widow, if he had not been interrupted by Eleanor's greater energy.

'It would be disgraceful! It would be wrong! It would be horrible! I don't wonder at Dr Grantly and Susan, but father, I do wonder at you. How could you believe it of me?' And Eleanor, unable to hold back her tears, sobbed bitterly.

But she could not be angry for long with her father, who confessed his misjudgement of her character and promised never to make the same mistake again. He helped her dry her tears, and, arm in arm, in perfect happiness, they walked towards the house.

Miss Thorne was at her front door, welcoming latecomers. The signora, looking as beautiful and fascinating as ever, was carried inside and placed carefully on a sofa, where, as usual, she was the centre of male attention. But soon all eyes turned to the door again, and Lady de Courcy made her entrance.

Lady de Courcy had chosen to show that she was socially above everyone else by arriving three hours late, then complaining loudly of the poor quality of the country roads. But she found a companion to her liking in the bishop's wife, and soon the two ladies discovered they thought alike on many matters.

'Charming person, Miss Thorne!' said Mrs Proudie.

'Charming, indeed! And isn't her dress delightful?'

'Quite delightful. I wonder if she paints – there's something about the colour that makes me think –'

'I have no doubt she does. But tell me, Mrs Proudie, who is that woman on the sofa by the window?' And Lady de Courcy looked meaningfully over at the signora.

'She's the dreadful Italian woman, Lady de Courcy. You must have heard of her.'

'What Italian woman? Tell me more, I beg you!'

'She's not absolutely Italian. She calls herself Signora Neroni, but in fact she's Dr Stanhope's younger daughter.'

'Ah-h-h-h! I've heard my son George mention her. He heard a lot of stories about her in Rome.'

'She made her way into my house once, before I knew anything about her, and I cannot tell you how disgraceful her behaviour was – it was quite wicked!'

'Was it?' said Lady de Courcy delightedly. 'But why does she lie on a sofa?'

'She has only one leg. I believe her husband beat her, and somehow her leg was injured, so she lost the use of it.'

'Unfortunate creature!' Lady de Courcy herself knew something of the difficulties of married life.

'Yes, one would pity her, if she only had better manners. But she stares so rudely! And she behaves so badly with men!'

'Oh dear!' said Lady de Courcy.

'You see that clergyman with red hair, standing near her? Through my efforts he became the bishop's chaplain, but that woman has absolutely ruined him. I shall be forced to require him to leave the palace, and he may even have to leave the Church!'

'What a fool the man must be!'

But this enjoyable conversation was interrupted by the squire, who came to take Lady de Courcy to her seat in the garden tent, and another gentleman, who was to accompany Mrs Proudie.

As the meal started, Eleanor found herself sitting between Bertie Stanhope and Mr Slope. From her seat near the entrance to the tent, she could see, through the open door of the sitting room, Mr Arabin hanging over the signora's sofa.

Mr Arabin had passed the previous night alone in the vicar's house at St Ewold's. It was his first night there, and a dull evening it had been. Mrs Grantly had been right in saying that a priestess was needed there. He had sat there alone, with his glass in front of him, and then his teapot, thinking about Eleanor Bold. He did little but blame her – blame her for liking Mr Slope, blame her for not liking him, blame her for being independent and passionate. And yet the more he thought of her, the more he loved her. Then he was annoyed with her again. Why had she refused to answer a plain question, and put an end to his misery? Mr Arabin slept little that night.

When he arrived next morning at Ullathorne, he was in a state of confused uncertainty and hope, until the moment when he saw Mr Slope hand Eleanor out of her carriage. At once he assumed that she had invited him to accompany her, and that news of their engagement would follow, as night follows day. Soon afterwards he heard from Eleanor's own lips that she had come with Mr Slope; Mr Arabin's agony of suffering prevented him from understanding that she and Mr Slope had both been guests of the Stanhopes.

He wandered aimlessly into the house, avoiding conversation with anyone. And when the signora was carried in, he was feeling too weak to resist the temptation of her beauty, so, hardly knowing what he was doing, he went to sit beside her.

It is impossible to discover how she gained this knowledge, but the signora knew Mr Arabin was in love with Mrs Bold. It was therefore quite natural for her to wish to trap him, to prove to herself that her charms were greater than the widow's. She had had almost enough of Mr Slope, although it was fun to drive a very self-important chaplain to madness by a desperate and ruinous passion. But Mr Arabin was a bigger and better fly; unlike Mr Slope, he was a highly intelligent, well-educated gentleman.

'What is the matter, Mr Arabin?' she asked playfully. 'Your friend Mr Slope was here a moment ago, full of good humour. Why don't you rival him?'

Mr Arabin shuddered visibly, and Madeline knew at once he was jealous of Mr Slope. 'You and he are complete opposites,' she continued. 'He loves to be praised, you foolishly do not. He is proud and confident; he will allow nothing to stop him achieving his ambitions. You are modest and self-doubting; you are too easily persuaded to give up your dearest hopes and dreams.'

Mr Arabin was very surprised. How did this woman he hardly knew understand the secrets of his heart?

'Mr Slope is born to be successful,' Madeline went on. 'When you see him raised to a high position, with wealth, a charming wife and family, you will begin to envy him and wish you had done the same.'

'Perhaps that is true,' Mr Arabin admitted honestly.

'Remember, Mr Arabin, the good things of this world are always worth winning. That includes beautiful women. But you must fight for them! I can see Mrs Bold looking at you from the garden tent. What do you think of her as a companion for life?'

Mr Arabin glanced towards the garden and caught Eleanor looking at him. She looked quickly away. 'I am afraid Mrs Bold is engaged to another,' he said. 'She is a very beautiful, intelligent woman. It is impossible to know her without admiring her.'

'And you dare to tell me this, when you know I claim to be a beauty myself!' The signora pretended to be angry.

'You are more beautiful, perhaps more clever. But –'

'Thank you, Mr Arabin. I knew we would be friends.'

'But Mrs Bold is the one who –'

'I won't hear another word. As long as she is in second place to me, I am happy. Now Mr Arabin, I am dying of hunger. Just fetch me a plate of food and a glass of wine, and then go to have your own lunch.'

In a sort of dream, Mr Arabin did as he was told. And as she watched him go into the garden tent, Madeline knew she had read his heart, and was amazed at his honesty. He was the first man who had not tried to court or flatter her, and whose words she felt she could trust. This endeared him to her. And as it seemed unlikely that Eleanor would agree to marry Bertie, Madeline decided to do good for once in her life, and give up Mr Arabin to the woman whom he loved. Not only that, she would do everything in her power to assist his courtship.



effective adj. successful, and working in the way that is intended 有效的

steward n. a man whose job is to manage a large property, such as a farm 看管人，管家

turn away to refuse to let someone enter a place 不让某人进入某个地方

make one's entrance to enter a room, especially in a way that makes everyone notice you （尤指以引人注目的方式）走进房间

agony n. very severe pain 极大的痛苦

ruinous adj. causing a lot of damage or problems 破坏性的，毁灭性的

rival v. to be as good or important as someone or something else 与……匹敌

endear v. to make popular and liked 使受欢迎，使被喜欢
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园会

乌拉索恩园会的日子到了，索恩小姐为准备工作操碎了心。索恩先生要做的事情也不少。不过，乌拉索恩家里最勤恳、最操心、最有效率的人是管家普洛玛西先生。年轻的时候，他经历过危险的时代，曾经奉命前往巴黎，把藏在靴子里的密信交给法国国王。他运气够好，平安归来，从此便安安静静地待在家里。不过，这段冒险经历为他赢得了敏于政治、笃实可靠的名声。到现在，他已经在乌拉索恩当了五十多年的管家，生活一直过得十分安逸。他既然当过那种一暴露就要掉脑袋的信差，谁还能要求他干多少活儿呢？

不过，赶上像眼下这样的场合，普洛玛西先生总是能证明自己真正的价值。他心里装着这个家族的荣耀，也意识到这样一座古宅好客的责任。因此，他总是会亲手安排这样的盛会，而且做得非常出色。

这一天的安排是这样的：宾客们在宅子和花园里会合，体育运动安排在草地上，此外还有一顿丰盛的宴席。两顶巨大的帐篷搭起来了，一顶在花园的核心位置，靠近房子，另一顶在用来开展体育运动的草地上，跟花园隔着一条小溪。上流社会——包括周边地区的各位贵族、女士、神职人员和绅士——将在花园的帐篷里享用午餐，下层社会——包括农夫、商店店主和其他普通劳动阶层——则在草地上的帐篷里用餐。

马上就有一个难题。究竟谁该在花园里用餐，谁又该在草地上用餐呢？不用说，普劳蒂主教肯定要安排在花园里，举止一看就是乡下人的红脸膛农夫格里纳克肯定要安排在草地上。可是，卢克罗夫特太太该怎么安排才好呢？她丈夫只是一名农夫，可女儿们上的却都是时髦的私立学校，而且她的会客厅里还摆着一台钢琴。要是让她跟邻居格里纳克太太谈论黄油和小鸡，她肯定会不高兴，但她又不适合跟索恩家和格兰特利家的人作伴。只要有可能，像她这样的人自然想离开草地，到小溪那边加入花园帐篷里的上流社会。索恩小姐和普洛玛西先生只能做好安排，祈祷一切顺利。

这一天阳光明媚，农场工人和小镇上的人很快就开始从各扇门涌进来。普洛玛西先生想把那些不请自来的人全部拒之门外，索恩小姐却坚持不管来者何人，她都要热情款待。

一些女士和绅士已经到了，仆人把他们领进了宅子里的主会客厅。接下来，正如索恩小姐之前担心的那样，卢克罗夫特太太和她已经成年的女儿们自信十足、大步流星地走了进来。索恩小姐的仆人们知道卢克罗夫特一家无权进那个房间，却不想阻止她们进门。卢克罗夫特家的几个女儿那不得体的低胸裙虽然让索恩小姐稍稍打了个哆嗦，她招呼她们的态度仍然彬彬有礼，只不过可能稍显冷淡。

阿拉宾先生也来了，来的时候刚巧看到斯坦诺普家的马车在宅子前停了下来。他看着斯洛普先生把博尔德太太搀出马车，感到十分厌恶。接着上门的是普劳蒂夫妇，后面跟着巴彻斯特所有显赫的家庭。不一会儿，宅子和花园里已经处处喧哗，人来人往。

埃莉诺尽早离开了斯坦诺普一家，去找自己的父亲。她欣喜地发现父亲跟阿拉宾先生在一起。有一件特别的事情，她想说给他俩听。

“我是跟斯坦诺普一家来的，父亲。”她说。她看见阿拉宾先生严厉地看着她，知道他在指责她：“你跟他们一起来，为的是有斯洛普先生作伴。”

她接着往下说，简直有点儿喘不过气来。“我们的车里有斯坦诺普博士、夏洛特、我和斯洛普先生。”她说到最后一个名字的时候，阿拉宾先生转过身，慢慢地走开了。“父亲，”她绝望地说，“我没法避免跟斯洛普先生一起来！”

“你干吗想要避免呢，亲爱的？”

“父亲，您肯定知道他们在普拉姆斯特德说的那些话。执事长真是太不公平了，阿拉宾先生也一样！他是个很讨厌的人，但是——”

“谁很讨厌啊，亲爱的？阿拉宾先生吗？”

“不是的，父亲，您知道我指的是斯洛普先生。他是我这辈子见过的最讨厌的人。可是，我怎么能避免跟他坐同一辆马车来呢？”

哈丁先生心里的一块大石头落地了。这么说，格兰特利夫妇虽然精明，到头来还是弄错了！他的埃莉诺，他为之骄傲的女儿，不会成为斯洛普先生的妻子！“我亲爱的女儿，我真是太高兴啦！”

“可是，父亲，您没有怀疑——”

“我不知道你说的‘怀疑’是什么意思，埃莉诺。其实，那样的一桩婚姻也没有什么不光彩的。”

要不是情绪激动的埃莉诺打断了他的话，哈丁先生还会接着解释，说斯洛普先生这种人非常不错，可以做一个年轻寡妇再嫁的如意郎君。

“那会是不光彩的！那样不对！那样很可怕！格兰特利博士和苏珊那样想，我不觉得奇怪，但是父亲，您那样想我就觉得奇怪了。您怎么能以为我会那样做呢？”埃莉诺控制不住自己的泪水，伤心地抽泣起来。

不过，她没法对父亲生太久的气，父亲承认自己对她的性格判断有误，答应再也不犯同样的错误。他帮她擦干了眼泪，两个人手挽着手、高高兴兴地朝宅子走去。

索恩小姐站在正门口，迎接迟来的宾客。内罗尼太太仍是那么美丽动人，仆人把她抬进屋里，小心翼翼地放在一张沙发上。跟平常一样，她立刻成为了男人们关注的焦点。不过，所有的目光很快就再次转向门口，德·库西夫人大驾光临了。

为了显示自己的社会地位高于其他所有人，德·库西夫人特意晚来了三个小时，来了就高声抱怨乡间道路不好走。不过，她发现主教妻子是个让她喜欢的伴儿，不一会儿，两位女士就发现她俩在很多事情上所见略同。

“真是个可人儿啊，索恩小姐！”普劳蒂太太说。

“可人儿，没错！她的裙子也很好看，不是吗？”

“特别好看。我猜她是不是会画画——她裙子的颜色让我觉得——”

“我敢肯定她会。可你跟我说说，普劳蒂太太，窗边那个躺在沙发上的女人是谁呢？”说到这里，德·库西夫人意味深长地望向内罗尼太太。

“她就是那个意大利坏女人啊，德·库西夫人。您肯定听说过她。”

“什么意大利女人？说来听听，我求你了！”

“她绝对不是意大利人。她自称内罗尼太太，实际上却是斯坦诺普博士的小女儿。”

“啊——啊！我听我儿子乔治提起过她。他听说了她在罗马的很多故事呢。”

“她去过我家一次，那时候我对她还一无所知。我简直没法跟您形容，当时她的举止有多么丢人——简直是非常恶劣！”

“是吗？”德·库西夫人乐不可支地说，“可她为什么要躺在沙发上呢？”

“她只有一条腿。我看是她丈夫打了她，不知怎么弄伤了她的腿，那条腿就这样残废了。”

“可怜的东西！”德·库西夫人自己也知道婚姻生活的一些难处。

“没错。只要她的行为举止庄重一点儿，大家就会同情她。可她总是很不礼貌地盯着别人！还有啊，她跟男人在一起的时候很不检点！”

“哦，天哪！”德·库西夫人说。

“站在她身边的那个红头发牧师，您看见了吗？我费心费力地让他当上了主教的特遣牧师，那个女人却彻底地毁掉了他。迫于无奈我肯定得要求他离开主教宅邸，搞不好他甚至还得被迫退出教会呢！”

“那个人一定是个傻瓜！”

不过，她俩这段愉快的交谈被打断了，乡绅走过来把德·库西夫人领到花园帐篷里她的座位上，另有一位绅士前来陪普劳蒂太太过去。

午餐开始的时候，埃莉诺发现自己坐在了伯蒂·斯坦诺普和斯洛普先生中间。她的座位离帐篷门口不远，透过会客厅敞开的房门，她看见阿拉宾先生在内罗尼太太的沙发旁流连。

前一天晚上，阿拉宾先生独自一人在圣埃沃兹的代牧住所里过夜。这是他第一次在那边过夜，非常乏味。格兰特利太太之前说得对，那里需要一位牧师太太。他一个人坐着，心里想着埃莉诺·博尔德，面前摆的是酒杯，后来又换成了茶壶。他只是在一味地责怪她——怪她喜欢斯洛普先生，怪她不喜欢自己，怪她太过独立、感情用事。然而，他越是想她，就越是爱她。接着他又生起她的气来。她干吗要拒绝回答一个简单的问题，不肯结束他的痛苦呢？阿拉宾先生一夜难眠。

第二天早晨到达乌拉索恩的时候，他怀着一种迷迷糊糊、忐忑与希望交加的心情，直到看见斯洛普先生把埃莉诺搀下马车。他立刻认定埃莉诺是邀请了斯洛普作伴，要不了多久就铁定要传出他俩订婚的消息了。过了一会儿，他便听见埃莉诺亲口说，她是跟斯洛普先生一起来的。在极度痛苦中，阿拉宾先生没能想到，埃莉诺和斯洛普先生都是斯坦诺普家的客人。

他不想跟任何人说话，漫无目的地走进了宅子。等到内罗尼太太被人抬到屋里的时候，他觉得自己内心极度软弱，抗拒不了她的美丽。所以，他走过去坐在她身旁，都不知道自己究竟在做什么。

无从知道内罗尼太太是从哪儿得来的消息，总之她知道阿拉宾先生爱上了博尔德太太。这一来，她自然而然地产生了俘虏他的念头，以便证明自己比那个寡妇更有魅力。特遣牧师斯洛普先生极其自大，而她让他产生了一种毁灭性的绝望的情欲，逼得他发疯，这虽然有意思，可她还是几乎厌倦了他。但阿拉宾先生这只苍蝇更大也更好。他跟斯洛普先生不一样，是一位极聪明、受过良好教育的绅士。

“您这是怎么啦，阿拉宾先生？”她开玩笑地说，“您的朋友斯洛普先生刚刚也在这儿，心情可好得很呢。您干吗不跟他比个高下？”

阿拉宾先生打了个哆嗦，被马德琳看见了，她马上觉察到他对斯洛普先生的嫉妒之情。“您跟他完全是两个极端。”她接着说，“他喜欢听人奉承，可您却傻乎乎地不喜欢听。他骄傲自大，不允许任何东西阻碍他实现自己的野心，可您却谦逊自省，特别容易听信人言而放弃自己最宝贵的希望和梦想。”

阿拉宾先生大吃一惊。这个他几乎不了解的女人怎么会知道他内心深处的秘密呢？

“斯洛普先生生来就注定会成功。”马德琳接着说，“看到他升官发财，有一个迷人的妻子和家庭的时候，您就会开始嫉妒他，希望自己也有同样的成就。”

“没准儿您说得对。”阿拉宾先生老老实实地承认。

“记住，阿拉宾先生，这世上的美好事物始终是值得追求的，包括美丽的女子。不过，您必须得尽力争取才行！我看得见，博尔德太太在花园的帐篷里瞅您呢。依您看，她作为终身伴侣怎么样呢？”

阿拉宾先生往花园里瞅了一眼，发现埃莉诺也在看他。她忙不迭地移开了目光。“博尔德太太恐怕已经跟别人订了终身。”他说，“她是个非常漂亮、聪明的女人。认识她的人都免不了要倾慕她。”

“您明知道我自认是个漂亮女人，还敢跟我这么说！”这位内罗尼太太佯装生气。

“您比她漂亮，兴许还比她聪明。可是——”

“谢谢您，阿拉宾先生。我知道我们会成为朋友。”

“不过，博尔德太太才是——”

“我不想再听下去了。只要知道她不如我，我也就心满意足了。好了，阿拉宾先生，我都快饿死啦。帮我拿一盘吃的和一杯酒，然后您就自己吃午饭去吧。”

阿拉宾先生神思恍惚，照吩咐端来了吃的和酒。马德琳看着他走进花园里的帐篷，知道自己读懂了他的心，并且吃惊于他的诚实。他是第一个没有去追求她、奉承她的人，他说的话也让她觉得可信。这让她对他产生了好感。既然埃莉诺看样子不会答应嫁给伯蒂，马德琳便决定，这辈子好歹也做一回好事，把阿拉宾先生让给他爱的女人。不仅如此，她还决定竭尽全力来帮他追求埃莉诺。
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A declaration of love

In the garden tent, the meal was coming to an end. Mr Slope decided that it was the right time to make his declaration to the widow. He had not hesitated to drink his share of wine, in order to give himself the necessary courage. And now he followed Eleanor as she left the tent and walked quickly out into the gardens, which were almost as deserted as he could wish.

As soon as she realized she was being pursued, Eleanor turned on Mr Slope. 'Please don't let me take you from the party,' said she, with all the stiffness she knew how to use. 'I beg you, Mr Slope, to go back.'

But Mr Slope would not allow himself to be dismissed like that. He saw she was angry with him. Poor lady! She was probably unhappy that, while people had been talking of her possible marriage to him, she had been unable to announce it to the world. 'You must permit me to accompany you,' he said. 'I could not think of allowing you to walk alone.'

'Indeed you must, Mr Slope,' said Eleanor, still very stiffly. 'It is my special wish to be alone.'

Mr Slope saw that it must be now or never. 'Do not ask me to leave you, Mrs Bold,' he said with a tender yet passionate look, 'until I have spoken the words with which my heart is full.'

Eleanor now understood what she was about to go through, and the knowledge of it made her very miserable. She could refuse Mr Slope, but the fact of his making her an offer would prove the archdeacon right and herself wrong.

'I don't know what you can have to say to me, Mr Slope, that you could not say to me over lunch,' she replied, looking at him in a way that ought to have frozen him.

But gentlemen are not easily frozen when they are full of wine, and at no time would it have been easy to freeze Mr Slope. 'There are things, Mrs Bold, which a man cannot well say before a crowd,' he whispered. He repeated his tender, passionate look.

Eleanor had not wanted to stand still in front of the garden tent and receive his offer in full view of Miss Thorne's guests. So she had walked on, and Mr Slope offered her his arm.

'Thank you, Mr Slope, but for the very short time I shall remain with you, I prefer to walk alone.'

'And must it be so short?' said he, 'Must it be –'

'Yes,' said Eleanor, interrupting him, 'as short as possible, if you please, sir.'

'I had hoped, Mrs Bold – I had hoped –'

'Kindly hope for nothing from me, Mr Slope. Our friendship is very slight and will probably remain that way.'

Mr Slope was still determined to be very tender, but he was also feeling rather angry. The widow seemed to have no idea of the honour she was about to receive. 'That is cruel,' said he. 'The Church allows the worst of us to hope, at least!' There was a pause. 'Beautiful woman!' he cried at last. 'Beautiful woman, you cannot pretend to be unaware that I love you! Yes, Eleanor, yes, I love you. Next to my hopes of heaven are my hopes of possessing you!' (Mr Slope's memory was faulty here, or he would have mentioned the post of dean.) 'Say, Eleanor, dearest Eleanor, shall we walk that sweet path to heaven together?'

Eleanor had no intention of ever walking together with Mr Slope on any path in future, but felt she ought to allow him to finish his speech before she answered him.

'Ah! Eleanor, will it not be sweet to travel hand in hand through the valley of life? Ah! Eleanor –'

'My name, Mr Slope, is Mrs Bold,' said Eleanor, her disgust at this familiarity overcoming her desire to be polite.

'Sweetest angel, be not so cold,' said he, and as he said it, the wine he had drunk encouraged him to put an arm round her waist, as a proof of his feelings for her.

She jumped away from him as if he were a snake, and then, quick as a flash, she raised her little hand and smacked him hard on the ear. The sound rang among the trees like a clap of thunder.

[image: alt]

Eleanor raised her little hand and smacked Mr Slope hard on the ear.

The moment she had done it, she regretted it, as an unladylike thing to do. She was tempted to beg his pardon, but fortunately thought better of it. 'I will never, never speak another word to you!' she said breathlessly, and ran quickly back along the path to the house.

Being hit by a woman was as much an insult to Mr Slope as being hit by a man. His face was sore and his pride was badly injured. He was extremely angry with the widow, and bitter thoughts of revenge filled his head. But after a while he recovered his calmness, and walked slowly back to the garden tent, taking a different direction from Eleanor. Here he heard that the dean had just died, and so he wasted no more time at Ullathorne, but returned to Barchester as speedily as possible.

As Eleanor approached the house, she saw Charlotte Stanhope and ran across the grass to join her friend.

'Oh Charlotte!' she sobbed. 'I'm glad I've found you!'

'Why, what's the matter?' said Miss Stanhope, seeing that there were tears on Eleanor's face and her hands were trembling. 'What can I do to help? Can Bertie do anything?'

'Oh no, no, no,' said Eleanor. 'Only, that hateful man –'

'What hateful man?' asked Charlotte, interested.

'Mr Slope. He's a disgusting, wicked man, and it would teach him a lesson if I told the bishop all about it!'

'Believe me, if you want to cause trouble for him, you had far better tell Mrs Proudie. But what did he do?'

'Why did he think he could court me? I never gave him any encouragement, only defended him when others criticized him.'

'That's just it, my dear. He heard about that, and therefore imagined that you were in love with him.'

Eleanor knew Charlotte was right about Mr Slope, as her family had been. She sincerely regretted her defence of him, and promised herself she would never fight against injustice again.

'But what did he do?' asked Charlotte again.

'He – he talked such dreadful nonsense about religion and heaven and love. And then – he took hold of me!'

'By the waist?'

'Yes,' said Eleanor, shuddering. 'Then I got away from him and smacked his face and ran along the path until I saw you!'

'Ha, ha, ha!' Charlotte laughed heartily at the thought of Mr Slope's embarrassment. But her aim was to endear herself to Mrs Bold, so she was quick to stop laughing and offer sympathy.

She was eager for her brother to propose and be accepted as soon as possible. Bertie's debts, and Dr Stanhope's disapproval of his son, were so great that Bertie would have to leave England at once, unless he could be sure of the widow's fortune. Luckily, it was clear that Mr Slope was no longer a rival, and now was the perfect opportunity for Bertie to make his declaration, and win the lady.

So Charlotte played what she hoped would be the final move of the game. She persuaded Eleanor to let her arrange their departure from Ullathorne. Madeline, Charlotte, and the servants would leave first in the Stanhopes' carriage, which would then return to take Dr Stanhope, Bertie, and Eleanor home. Mr Slope would be asked to make his own way back. (He had already done this, but they were unaware of the fact.)

In order to gain the signora's approval of these arrangements, Charlotte took Eleanor into the sitting room, where they found Mr Arabin sitting beside Madeline's sofa. He got up when he saw Eleanor, and they had a short, awkward conversation while the two sisters were talking to each other.

'It has been a very pleasant party,' said Mr Arabin.

'Very,' agreed Eleanor, who had never in her life passed a more unpleasant day.

'I hope Mr Harding has enjoyed himself.'

'Oh yes, very much,' said Eleanor, who had not seen her father since soon after her arrival.

'I hope Mrs Grantly is quite well.'

'She seemed to be quite well. She is here, unless, that is, she has already left.'

'Oh yes. I was talking to her just now. Looking very well indeed.' And then Mr Arabin, finding it impossible to say any more, stood silent until Charlotte finished her conversation, and Mrs Bold stood equally silent, occupied in arranging her rings.

Finally Charlotte and Eleanor set off in search of Bertie. They found him sitting comfortably on the grass, smoking a cigarette and telling a young man he had just met about Italy.

'Bertie, I've been looking for you everywhere,' said Charlotte. 'Come here at once.'

Bertie looked up and saw them. From the first moment of meeting her, he had liked Eleanor Bold. If she had had no fortune, and he had not been obeying Charlotte's orders, he would have fallen violently in love with her. But now he regarded her, not as a beautiful woman, but as a way of making money. This new profession, called marriage, did not attract him at all.

However, he threw away his cigarette and joined the ladies, giving his arm to Eleanor. Charlotte told him the whole story of Mr Slope's misbehaviour, and put Eleanor under her brother's protection. She then hurried away, leaving Bertie to walk with the widow alone.

Bertie Stanhope was idle, but he was not wicked. He was beginning to feel that this plan of Charlotte's, which involved his catching Mrs Bold and living on her money instead of his father's, was too deliberate and cold-blooded for him. And indeed, if he were successful with Eleanor, what would be his reward? A quiet life in Barchester by the widow's fireside; his highest excitement would be the occasional dinner at Plumstead, if, of course, the archdeacon ever agreed to receive him there. He wondered if he could find a way of obeying Charlotte and at the same time saving the widow from marriage to him.

'Mrs Bold,' he began very seriously, 'I may have to leave Barchester. I must take up a profession of some kind.'

'I think you could take an interest in some sort of work, Mr Stanhope,' said Eleanor, who felt a friendly fondness for him.

'In this matter I am determined to be guided completely by you.' And Bertie turned to face her on the path. In their walk they had come to the exact place where Eleanor had raised her hand to Mr Slope's face. Was she to receive another proposal here, so soon after the chaplain's? 'We have been very good friends, Mrs Bold, have we not?' Bertie continued.

'Yes, I think we have.'

'Please don't be angry with me, Mrs Bold. I must confess it all to you. My dear sister Charlotte only thinks of my happiness, and – wants me to marry you!'

Suddenly Eleanor realized why Charlotte had always been so charming and hospitable towards her – it had all been a plan to get hold of her income for Bertie's benefit! She was horrified.

'I must tell you,' continued Bertie in embarrassment, 'that my sister's hopes for me are higher than my own.'

'But if you do not yourself wish to marry me, then why are you telling me this?' asked Eleanor, angry at such an insulting pretence of a proposal.

'Because I must not anger her. And, as I understand, there is no chance of my persuading you to marry me. I would very much like you to tell her that I did propose to you, but that you simply turned me down.'

This was beyond everything! Eleanor was furious, and deeply offended; she certainly would not lie, to prevent his sister being angry with him. 'I regret to say it, Mr Stanhope, but after what has passed, I believe that all communication between your family and myself had better come to an end at once.'

But now her self-control broke down, and she started sobbing passionately. 'How could you? I thought you were a friend! Oh, I wish I were at home!'

Poor Bertie was greatly moved. 'Don't worry, I shall not annoy you any more. I'll take you to the carriage immediately. You shall share it with my father, and I'll walk home or somewhere – it doesn't much matter what I do.'

He gently handed her a handkerchief to dry her tears, and accompanied her to the house. After she had said goodbye to the Thornes, he helped her into the waiting carriage. Eleanor, looking out of the window as the carriage drove off, saw him with his hat in his hand, bowing with his usual cheerful smile. It was many a long year before she saw him again.



dismiss v. to tell someone that they are allowed to go, or they are no longer needed 让……离开

overcome v. to fight and win against something 打败

smack v. to hit someone with your open hand in order to punish them 用巴掌打，掴

think better of not to do something that you have planned to do, because you realize that it is not a good idea 认为还是不要做某事为好

heartily adv. with energy and enjoyment 开怀地

awkward adj. making you feel embarrassed so that you are not sure what to do or say 令人尴尬的

misbehaviour n. bad conduct that is not acceptable to other people 不良行为

fireside n. the area close to or around a small fire, especially in a home （尤指家里的）炉边

occasional adj. happening sometimes but not often or regularly 偶尔的，不经常的

pretence n. a way of behaving which is intended to make people believe something that is not true 假装

turn down to refuse an offer, request or invitation 拒绝（建议、要求或邀请）

break down to fail or stop working in a successful way 失败，崩溃
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爱的告白

花园帐篷里的午餐即将结束。斯洛普先生觉得，向寡妇告白的时机已经到了。这之前，他一直在痛痛快快地喝酒，好给自己壮胆。这会儿，埃莉诺出了帐篷，快步走进了花园，园子里也如他所愿没什么人，于是他跟了上去。

刚一意识到有人跟踪，埃莉诺就转身面对斯洛普先生。“请不要为了我中途离席。”埃莉诺以尽量生硬的语气说，“我求您，斯洛普先生，回去吧。”

但是，斯洛普先生是不会让自己就这么被打发走的。他看得出她很生自己的气。可怜的女士！她这么不高兴，很可能是因为大家都在说她有可能会嫁给他，可她却没法公开宣布。“您一定得允许我陪伴您。”他说，“让您一个人走，我连想都不敢想。”

“说真的，您必须要走，斯洛普先生。”埃莉诺仍然态度十分生硬地说，“我特别希望一个人静一静。”

斯洛普先生明白，现在不说以后就永远没机会了。“别赶我走，博尔德太太，”他说，目光既温柔又炽烈，“要走也得等我说出我满腔的心里话之后。”

埃莉诺立刻明白自己即将要经历的一切，觉得十分难受。她可以拒绝斯洛普先生，然而，单是他向自己求婚的事实就足以证明执事长说得对，她自己是错了。

“我不知道，您有什么话非得跟我说，又不能在刚才吃午饭的时候说，斯洛普先生。”她一边说，一边用冰冷得可以把他吓呆的表情看着他。

不过，灌了一肚子酒的绅士可没那么容易被吓呆，斯洛普先生更是如此。“有些事情，博尔德太太，男人是没法当众表达清楚的。”他悄声说，再次流露出那种既温柔又炽烈的目光。

埃莉诺不想一动不动地站在花园帐篷跟前，在索恩小姐宾客的众目睽睽之下听他表白。于是她继续往前走，斯洛普则向她伸出了胳膊。

“谢谢您，斯洛普先生，我会跟您待一小会儿，然后我更想一个人走走。”

“只能是一小会儿吗？”他说，“只能——”

“是的，”没等他说完，埃莉诺就说，“越短越好，如果您愿意的话，先生。”

“我原本希望，博尔德太太——我原本希望——”

“请您别对我抱任何希望，斯洛普先生。我们的交情很浅，很可能也会一直保持这个状态。”

斯洛普先生仍然决意保持十分温柔的态度，同时也已经火冒三丈。看样子，这个寡妇对她自己即将得到的荣耀一无所知。“太残忍了，”他说，“就连我们当中最没出息的人，教会至少也会允许他们抱有希望！”说到这里，他顿了一下。“美丽的女人哪！”他终于喊道，“美丽的女人哪，你可不能假装不知道我爱你！是的，埃莉诺，是的，我爱你。除了进天堂以外，我最大的希望就是拥有你！”（斯洛普先生的记性在这儿出了点问题，要不他就该提到教士长的职位。）“这么说好了，埃莉诺，最亲爱的埃莉诺，我们一起踏上那条通往天堂的甜蜜道路吧，可以吗？”

埃莉诺压根儿没打算在将来跟斯洛普先生一起踏上任何一条道路，可她还是觉得，作出回答之前应该允许他把这番话说完。

“啊！埃莉诺，我们手牵着手穿越生命的山谷，难道不是一桩美事吗？啊！埃莉诺——”

“斯洛普先生，我的名字是博尔德太太。”埃莉诺说。他使用的亲昵称呼让她厌恶不已，再也装不出礼貌的样子。

“最甜美的天使，别这么冷冰冰的嘛。”他一边说，一边在酒精的驱使下伸出一只胳膊环住她的腰，以此证明自己对她的感情。

她一下子从他身边跳开，仿佛他是一条蛇似的，接着就以闪电般的速度扬起一只小手，狠狠打了他一耳光。那声音就像一记惊雷在树丛中回响。

刚打下去，她就开始后悔，因为这么做有失淑女风范。她忍不住想乞求他的原谅，幸而又改变了主意。“我绝对，绝对不会再跟您说一句话！”她气咻咻地说，沿着小路飞快地跑回宅子。

对于斯洛普先生而言，挨女人打的侮辱不亚于挨男人打。他的脸被打疼了，自尊心也受到了严重的伤害。他对寡妇忿恨不已，脑子里装满了强烈的报复念头。但他一会儿就恢复了平静，从与埃莉诺不同的方向慢慢走回了花园的帐篷。进了帐篷之后，他听说教士长刚刚去世，于是不再耽搁片刻，以最快的速度从乌拉索恩赶回了巴彻斯特。

走近宅子的时候，埃莉诺看见了夏洛特·斯坦诺普，于是就跑过草坪，跟她的朋友会合。

“哦，夏洛特！”她抽抽搭搭地说，“碰上你可太好啦！”

“怎么啦，出什么事了？”看到埃莉诺脸上泪水涟涟，双手颤抖，斯坦诺普小姐问，“我能帮上什么忙吗？需要伯蒂帮忙吗？”

“哦，不，不，不，”埃莉诺说，“没什么，只是那个可恨的家伙——”

“哪个可恨的家伙啊？”夏洛特好奇地问。

“斯洛普先生。他是个既恶心又卑鄙的家伙，我要是把全部的事情告诉主教的话，他肯定得受一顿教训！”

“相信我，你要是想找他的麻烦，那倒不如告诉普劳蒂太太。可他究竟干了什么呢？”

“他凭什么觉得他可以追求我呢？我从来没给过他任何暗示，只是在别人抨击他的时候替他说了话而已。”

“那就是啦，亲爱的。你的话传到了他的耳朵里，所以他以为你爱上了他。”

埃莉诺心里明白，夏洛特对斯洛普先生的判断是正确的，跟她的家人一样。她打心眼里后悔为他辩护，并且暗自决定绝不再为任何不公正的事情出头。

“可他究竟干了什么呢？”夏洛特又问了一遍。

“他——他说了一大堆让人讨厌的废话，宗教啦，天堂啦，爱情什么的。然后——他搂住了我！”

“搂你的腰吗？”

“是啊。”埃莉诺说，打了个哆嗦，“接着我就从他身边跑开了，给了他一个耳光，一路跑过来，看见你才停下！”

“哈，哈，哈！”想到斯洛普先生的尴尬境地，夏洛特开怀大笑。不过，她的目的只是拉近跟博尔德太太的关系，于是便迅速止住笑声，向她表示同情。

她急切地盼着弟弟尽快向埃莉诺求婚，尽快得到埃莉诺的同意。伯蒂已经债台高筑，斯坦诺普博士对儿子的不满之情也已经十分强烈，因此伯蒂可能得立刻离开英格兰，除非他确定可以得到寡妇的财产。幸运的是，斯洛普先生显然已经不再是伯蒂的情敌，眼下正是他表白并赢得这位女士芳心的绝佳机会。

于是，夏洛特走出了下一步棋，并且希望这是最后一步棋。她说动了埃莉诺，由她来安排离开乌拉索恩的行程。马德琳、夏洛特和仆人们会坐斯坦诺普家的马车先行离开，然后马车会折回来接斯坦诺普博士、伯蒂和埃莉诺回家。至于斯洛普先生，她只能请他自己另想办法回去。（他已经回去了，只是他们还不知道而已。）

为了征得内罗尼太太对这番安排的认可，夏洛特把埃莉诺领进了会客厅。进去之后，她们看见阿拉宾先生在马德琳的沙发旁坐着。看到埃莉诺，他立刻站了起来。夏洛特姐妹俩交谈的时候，他尴尬地跟埃莉诺聊了几句。

“这场园会真让人愉快。”阿拉宾先生说。

“非常愉快。”埃莉诺附和着，虽然她这辈子就数今天最不开心。

“希望哈丁先生玩得开心。”

“哦，是的，很开心。”埃莉诺说。除了刚来不久的那会儿，她再没看见自己的父亲。

“希望格兰特利太太身体安好。”

“她看起来很好。她还在这儿呢，除非，我是说，除非她已经走了。”

“哦，是的。我刚刚还跟她说话，她看上去确实气色很好。”接下来，阿拉宾先生发现自己已经无话可说，只好默默地站着等夏洛特说完，博尔德太太也是一声不吭地站在那儿，忙着摆弄自己手上的几枚戒指。

最后，夏洛特和埃莉诺出发去找伯蒂。她们发现他舒舒服服地坐在草地上，一边抽烟，一边跟一个刚认识的小伙子讲意大利的事。

“伯蒂，我还在到处找你呢。”夏洛特说，“赶紧过来。”

伯蒂抬起头，看见了她们。自从第一次遇见埃莉诺·博尔德，他就喜欢上了她。如果她一贫如洗，如果他追她不是为了遵从夏洛特的命令，他早已疯狂地爱上了她。然而，眼下她在他心目中并不是一个美丽的女人，而是一条赚钱的途径。对他来说，这种名叫婚姻的新行当完全没有吸引力。

然而，他还是扔掉香烟，过来和女士们在一起，还把胳膊伸给埃莉诺。夏洛特把斯洛普先生的恶劣行为全部告诉了他，并让弟弟保护埃莉诺。接着，她急匆匆地走开了，留下伯蒂跟这位寡妇一起散步。

伯蒂·斯坦诺普虽然懒散，人品却并不低劣。夏洛特打算让他俘获博尔德太太的心，靠她的钱而不是父亲的钱过日子。如今他开始觉得，这样的盘算对他来说太精明、太无情了。而且，说实在的，就算他娶到了埃莉诺，又能得到什么回报呢？无非是在巴彻斯特寡妇家的壁炉旁安安静静地过完一辈子，最兴奋的事不过是偶尔到普拉姆斯特德去吃一顿晚饭，当然还得是在执事长乐意接待他的时候。他暗自盘算有没有什么办法，既可以不违背夏洛特的命令，又可以不让寡妇嫁给他。

“博尔德太太，”他十分严肃地开口道，“我可能得离开巴彻斯特了。我必须得有个什么工作。”

“照我看，您可以对什么工作提起兴趣，斯坦诺普先生。”埃莉诺说。她对他有一种朋友之间的好感。

“在这件事情上，我决定完全听从您的指引。”伯蒂说，在路上转过头来看着她。到这会儿，他们已经走到了埃莉诺扬手给斯洛普先生一记耳光的地方。特遣牧师刚刚才在这里求过婚，她这么快就要在同一个地方面对另一个人的求婚吗？“我们一直都是很要好的朋友，博尔德太太，对吧？”伯蒂接着说。

“是啊，我想是的。”

“千万别生我的气，博尔德太太，我得把全部实情告诉您。我亲爱的姐姐夏洛特一心想着我的幸福，就——就希望我娶您！”

埃莉诺恍然大悟，怪不得一直以来，夏洛特总是那么讨她喜欢，对她那么殷勤——这全都是个阴谋，为的是得到她的收入，让伯蒂捞好处！她吓坏了。

“我得让您知道，”伯蒂尴尬不已地接着说，“我姐姐对我的期望比我自己还高。”

“可是，既然您自己并不想娶我，跟我说这些干什么呢？”埃莉诺问，这样一场伤人颜面的假求婚让她很是恼火。

“因为我不能惹她发火。还有啊，照我看，我是不可能说服您嫁给我的。我希望您能告诉她，我已经向您求了婚，只是您拒绝了我。”

这可比什么都过分！埃莉诺怒气冲天，觉得自己受了很大的冒犯。她当然不会去撒谎，就为了让伯蒂的姐姐不对他发怒。“抱歉告诉您，斯坦诺普先生，事已至此，我看我跟您家所有的来往最好立刻结束。”

但说到这里，她突然失去了自制力，剧烈地抽泣起来。“您怎么能这样？我还当您是朋友呢！哦，真希望我这会儿是在家里！”

可怜的伯蒂深受感动。“别担心，我不会再惹您生气了。我这就带您上马车。您跟我父亲一起走，我走路回去，或者去别的什么地方——我怎么着都行。”

他温柔地递给她一条手帕，让她擦干泪水，然后陪着她朝宅子走去。等她跟索恩一家告别之后，他又把她扶上了等在一旁的马车。马车驶离的时候，埃莉诺望向窗外，看见伯蒂手拿帽子鞠了一躬，脸上挂着一贯的快乐笑容。多年之后，他俩才再次相见。




10
A woman's friendship

Before setting off for the garden party at Ullathorne, Mrs Proudie had spoken to her lord, once and for all, about the post of warden. She was determined that Mr Quiverful should have it.

'Bishop,' she had said to him immediately after breakfast, 'have you signed the appointment yet?'

'No, my dear, it is not exactly signed yet.'

'Then do it,' said the lady.

The bishop did it. Mrs Proudie herself wrote to Mr and Mrs Quiverful, asking them to come to the palace at eleven o'clock the next morning. Then the Proudies drove to Ullathorne, where the bishop spent a very pleasant day. And in the evening he was given a glass of wine in his wife's sitting room, and allowed to read his newspaper comfortably by the fire. What great comfort there is for husbands who obey their wives!

Mr and Mrs Quiverful's hopes were raised again when they received Mrs Proudie's letter, but this time they were not disappointed. When they presented themselves at the bishop's palace as requested, they were told the good news at once. That evening there was great joy at Puddingdale, with so much kissing and crying and laughing that they almost forgot to eat.
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On that same day Mr Slope was delighted to find that his journalist friend, Mr Towers, had written a most flattering article about him in The Jupiter. It said:

It is now five years since we called our readers' attention to Hiram's Hospital in the quiet city of Barchester. There is now another matter in Barchester that we wish to comment on. Dr Trefoil, the dean, died yesterday. His only fault was his great age, which is something we all hope to be guilty of. But we consider that this post should now be filled by a much younger man, who has the energy and strength to work for the good of the Church. Mr Obadiah Slope's name has been mentioned to us. He is at present the bishop's chaplain. A better man could hardly be found. He is young, enthusiastic, knowledgeable and, we believe, a truly good man. Such a choice would go far to raise public confidence in the present system of Church appointments, and would show people that, from now on, our Church will not offer easy, well-paid work to elderly, worn-out clergymen.

Mr Slope read this article with considerable satisfaction. Sixty thousand copies of The Jupiter, distributed around the country, were, in his eyes, the most powerful way of influencing public opinion. He was very grateful to Mr Towers, and looked forward to the day when he, as dean, would entertain his friend to an excellent dinner.

But his feelings were not all of triumph. He was still angry with the widow, for the way in which she had refused his proposal. And he would have liked to hate the signora, but he was passionately attracted to her and could not resist her charms.
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Poor Mrs Bold was very unhappy when she got home from Ullathorne, and also quite exhausted. She found her sister-in-law, Mary, in the sitting room, playing with little Johnny.

'Oh Mary, I'm so glad you didn't go!' cried Eleanor. 'It was an awful party!'

'I have nothing to regret, then,' said Mary cheerfully.

'You have nothing to regret, but oh! Mary, I have – so much!' and Eleanor began wildly kissing her boy, while tears ran down her face.

'Good heavens, Eleanor, what is the matter?' asked Mary, concerned. 'Let me make you some tea. You are tired.'

At first Eleanor was unwilling to tell Mary what had happened, because Mary had never approved of the friendship with Mr Slope. But Mary was so kind and so comforting that Eleanor soon told her the whole story, and felt much better for it. There was not the slightest touch of triumph about Mary; she never said, 'I told you so,' but sympathized strongly with Eleanor.

'I know I was wrong,' said Eleanor, 'to hit Mr Slope, but I had to protect myself.'

'He certainly deserved it!' said Mary firmly.

'If I'd stabbed him with a knife, he would have deserved it! But what will they say about it at Plumstead?'

'I don't think I would tell them, if I were you,' said Mary. And Eleanor began to think she would not.

The next day Eleanor stayed at home, but she heard the news that the dean had died, and that Mr Quiverful had been appointed warden. In the evening her father came to visit her, and she had to repeat the story, or as much of it as she could bring herself to tell him. He did not seem surprised at Mr Slope's declaration of love. So she asked him if he had expected it.

'I do not think it at all strange that anyone should admire my Eleanor,' he replied fondly.

'But I did not give him the slightest encouragement!'

Mr Harding thought it safer not to reply to this, but simply said, 'You'll tell the archdeacon? Or Susan? You'll tell them they were wrong about you wanting to marry that man?'

'I shall never willingly mention Mr Slope's name to either of them,' said Eleanor, a little stiffly. 'But father, is it true you are not going to be warden, after all?'

'Yes, my dear, quite true. And I am delighted for Mr Quiverful and his large family. I am getting old now, and my main wish is for peace and quiet, not for constant arguments with the bishop, his chaplain, and the archdeacon. I shall never starve, you know,' he added laughing, 'as long as you are here.'

'But will you come and live with me here, father? It would make me so very happy if you did!'

'No, thank you, my dear. I'm quite satisfied with my rooms in the High Street. But I will have dinner with you tonight!'

Later that evening, Eleanor and Mary were singing while he was playing the piano, when a maid entered the room. She brought a very small note in a beautiful pink envelope; it quite filled the room with perfume as it lay on the silver dish.

'The servant is waiting for an answer, madam,' said the maid.

Eleanor blushed as she took the note. She guessed it came from the signora. The note said:

Thursday evening

My dear Mrs Bold,

May I ask you, if you would be so kind, to call on me tomorrow. Please say what time would best suit you. I need hardly say that if I could call on you, I would not ask you to come to me. I partly know what happened the other day, and I promise that you shall meet with no annoyance if you come. My brother leaves us for London today, and from there he goes to Italy. I have something of considerable importance to say to you. Please excuse me, therefore, for writing to you, even if you do not agree to my request.

Believe me, I am, very sincerely, yours,

Madeline Neroni

The three of them read this letter together, and decided, after some discussion, that Eleanor should send a reply, saying she would see the signora at twelve o'clock the next day.
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When Charlotte had arrived home from the Ullathorne party the previous day, she had waited eagerly for the carriage to return with Bertie, and, she hoped, the news of his engagement to Mrs Bold. But it was only her father's step that she heard in the hall, and she realized her brother's attempt at courting the widow must have failed. This was disappointing, but not completely unexpected.

She was called to her father's room, and when she entered, found him angrier than she had ever seen him before.

'Tell me where your brother is, and what his plans for the future are now!' ordered the old man. 'I'm glad that charming Mrs Bold is not going to be sacrificed to such an idle, heartless young man as my son! Marriage, indeed! Who would marry him? It was just a foolish idea of yours!'

'Father, it's no use scolding me. I've done my best for him and you.'

Her father sighed deeply. 'He'll ruin me, with his debts! I've made up my mind, Charlotte. He shall eat and drink no more in this house! He must leave. I don't care where he goes.'

'Very well. Then I suppose he must go back to Italy. Life is cheaper there.' And Charlotte, by using all her powers of persuasion, managed to get her father to agree to make his son one last payment, as long as Bertie left England the next day.

Dr Stanhope was angry with Madeline too, for expecting him to pay all her bills, and for behaving so badly with all the unmarried men in Barchester. He was even angry with Charlotte, for defending her brother and sister. He felt that his children had damaged his reputation in the city, and Charlotte realized that the whole family, not just Bertie, would have to return to Italy soon.
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But two days later, when Eleanor arrived at the Stanhopes' house, Bertie had already left for Italy, and the house was peaceful. She was shown up to the signora's private sitting room, without seeing any of the family, which was a great relief to her.

'This is very kind of you, Mrs Bold, very kind, after what has happened,' said the signora, with her sweetest smile.

'Your letter almost obliged me to come.'

'That is true. But how cold you are to me! I know you have good reason to be displeased with us all. But I did not send for you to talk about that. Please come closer to me, Mrs Bold.'

Eleanor obeyed, bringing her chair closer to the sofa.

'And now I am going to tell you something, Mrs Bold, which you may think is too personal. But I know I am right to do so. I believe you know Mr Arabin?'

Eleanor would have given the world not to blush, but her blood was not at her own command. She did blush, right up to her hair, and the signora, who had asked her to come closer in order to observe her face, saw it.

'If you know Mr Arabin, I'm sure you must like him,' continued Madeline. 'Everyone who knows him must like him.'
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'If you know Mr Arabin, I'm sure you must like him,' continued Madeline.

Mrs Bold could not speak. She felt hot and faint.

'How stiff you are with me,' said Madeline. 'And yet I'm doing for you all that one woman can do to serve another.'

The widow began to think that perhaps the signora's friendship was real. Then another thought came to her – Mr Arabin was too precious to lose. Even if she felt scorn for the signora and her way of life, perhaps Madeline could help her.

'I don't want to be stiff,' she said, trying to excuse herself, 'but this conversation is so very strange!'

'Well, then, it may become stranger still,' said Madeline, turning her own face full on her companion's. 'Do you love him, love him with all your heart and soul? Because I can tell you, he loves you, thinks of you and nothing else, is thinking of you now as he attempts to write his sermon for next Sunday's service. What would I not give to be loved in such a way by such a man!'

Mrs Bold stood up, speechless, and took the signora's hand. Madeline went on, 'What I tell you is God's own truth, and it is for you to use it for your own happiness. But you must not betray me. You know his secret now, and I advise you to use the knowledge. And remember, he is not like other men. You mustn't expect him to come to you with pretty presents, to kneel at your feet and to flatter you. There are plenty of men who do that, but he is not one of them. With him, yes means yes, and no means no. Even if his heart should break, the woman who refuses him once will have refused him for ever. And now, Mrs Bold, I will not keep you. If ever you are a happy wife in that man's house, I and my family will be far away. But I shall expect you to write me one line to say you have forgiven the sins of the Stanhope family.'

Eleanor half whispered that she would, and then crept out of the room, down the stairs and out into the open air. The fact that this woman, whom she could never like, knew so much about her and the man she loved, was damaging to her pride. But soon this feeling was swept away in the wild joy that filled her heart – he loved her! She was fully determined to follow Madeline's advice; if he ever proposed to her, her  'yes' would certainly be 'yes'.

On the following day the signora was in her brightest morning dress, and had a whole group of men around her sofa. The first to come and the last to leave was Mr Arabin, to whom the signora was unusually kind and gentle. Mr Thorne was there too, in his best suit; even a respectable, fifty-year-old gentleman could fall into the signora's trap. There were also a number of eager young clergymen, smaller flies who could not keep away from such a powerful, beautiful spider.

And then came Mr Slope. All the world knew that he was generally considered likely to become dean. He therefore held his head high and walked in a self-important way, as a dean might.

The signora had been looking forward to his visit. 'Mr Slope,' said she, 'I hear you are triumphing on all sides.'

'What do you mean?' he asked, smiling. He did not dislike people connecting his name with the post of dean.

'You are the winner, both in love and war,' she replied.

Mr Slope did not look quite so satisfied now.

'Mr Arabin,' she continued, 'don't you think Mr Slope is a very lucky man?'

'Not more than he deserves, I'm sure,' said Mr Arabin.

'He is to be our new dean, you know, Mr Thorne,' she said to the squire, who was trying to follow the conversation.

'Really, signora?' asked Mr Thorne doubtfully.

'Yes, indeed. And not only that, he is to have a wife too. A wife with a large fortune. When will it be, Mr Slope?'

'When will what be?' said Mr Slope, pretending to smile.

'Your marriage, Mr Slope. Now do tell us, we're all dying to know, when is the widow to be made Mrs Dean?'

To Mr Arabin this conversation was peculiarly painful, but he could not stop listening.

'Come, come, Mr Slope,' continued the signora. 'We all know you proposed to her the other day at Ullathorne. How did she accept you? With a simple "yes", or with the two "no's" which make a "yes"? Or some other way? Tell us, do!'

Mr Slope had never in his life felt so embarrassed. Everybody in the room was looking at him, ready to laugh at his discomfort, except for Mr Arabin, who was staring miserably at him. This was the moment to think of a sharp reply to the signora, but nothing came to mind; he had not a word to say.

The signora had no pity; she knew nothing of mercy, now that she had Mr Slope in her power. 'No answer, Mr Slope? It can't possibly be that the woman was fool enough to refuse you! Perhaps she wasn't satisfied with a dean, but is waiting for a bishop to come along! Now here is a piece of advice for you, Mr Slope. Listen carefully,' and she started singing,




It's good to be happy and wise, Mr Slope,

It's good to be honest and true,

It's good to be off with the old love, Mr Slope,

Before you are on with the new!




'Ha, ha, ha!' And the signora, throwing herself back on her sofa, laughed heartily. She had taken her revenge on him, for courting herself and Mrs Bold at the same time.

How Mr Slope got out of that room, he never knew. Possibly he was given some assistance. But when he reached the fresh air of the street, he realized that at last his love for the signora was cured. Whenever he thought of her in his dreams from now on, she did not appear as a beautiful angel, but as a hateful devil.



once and for all used to emphasize your impatience when you ask or say something that you have asked or said many times before 最后一次（强调不耐烦）

worn-out adj. too old or damaged to be used 老旧的；不能再用的

distribute v. to share things among a group of people, especially in a planned way （尤指有计划地）分发，派发

perfume n. a sweet or pleasant smell 香味

blush v. to become red in the face, especially when you are embarassed 脸红

scold v. to angrily criticize someone about something they have done 责骂，斥责

oblige v. to  force or compel 使某人非做……不可

someone would give the world to do something used today to mean that someone would like to do something very much 某人迫切地想做某事

morning dress n. formal clothes worn at daytime ceremonies （在白日庆典场合穿的）常礼服

be dying to do something to want to do something very much 很想做某事
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女人的友情

前往乌拉索恩参加园会之前，普劳蒂太太跟她的主教大人谈起了院长职位的事情，这一次是彻底了结这事。她决意要让奎沃夫先生得到这个职位。

“主教，”早餐刚刚吃完，她立刻对他说，“任命书你签了吗？”

“没有，亲爱的，这不是没签嘛。”

“那就签了吧。”太太说。

主教签了。普劳蒂太太亲自给奎沃夫夫妇写信，让他们第二天上午十一点到宅邸来。接下来，普劳蒂夫妇坐车去了乌拉索恩，主教在那里度过了十分愉快的一天。晚上，妻子在自己的会客厅给他喝了一杯酒，允许他在壁炉边上舒舒服服地看报纸。听妻子话的丈夫会过得多舒坦！

收到普劳蒂太太的来信，奎沃夫夫妇再次燃起了希望，但这一次他们没有失望。他们遵命来到主教的宅邸，立刻得知了这个好消息。那天晚上，帕丁戴尔的气氛非常欢乐，奎沃夫一家子不停地亲吻、哭泣、大笑，几乎乐之忘食。

******

也是在这一天，斯洛普先生欣喜地发现，他的记者朋友托尔斯先生在《朱庇特报》上发表了一篇吹捧他的文章。文章中说：

我们曾经让读者注意到巴彻斯特这个宁静城市里的海勒姆养老院，那已经是五年前的事了。现在，我们想评论的是巴彻斯特的另一件事情。教士长特雷弗尔博士已于昨日去世，平生唯一的过错就是年事太高，这是我们每一个人都希望犯下的过错。不过，我们认为这一职位如今应该由一个年轻得多的人来担任，这样的人才有精力和体力来为教会利益服务。有人向我们推荐了奥巴代亚·斯洛普先生。他目前是主教的特遣牧师，比他还合适的人选几乎无处寻觅。他年轻、热忱、学识渊博，我们也相信他是一个真正高尚的人。这样的人选可以大大提高公众对教会现有人事制度的信心，还可以让公众看到，从现在起，我们的教会不会再把轻松的高薪工作托付给年迈体衰的神职人员。

斯洛普先生十分满意地读完了这篇文章。《朱庇特报》在全国的发行量有六万份，在他看来，这是最能左右公众舆论的一件利器。他对托尔斯先生感恩戴德，期待有那么一天，他能以教士长的身份请这位朋友享用一顿丰盛的晚餐。

不过，他心里并不全是得意之情。他对寡妇仍然心存怒气，因为她竟然用那样的方式拒绝了他的求婚。他还想恨内罗尼太太，但他被她迷得神魂颠倒，抵挡不住她的魅力。

******

从乌拉索恩回到家里的时候，可怜的博尔德太太很不开心，而且精疲力竭。她走进会客厅，看见自己的大姑子玛丽正在跟小约翰尼玩耍。

“哦，玛丽，真高兴你没去！”埃莉诺大声说，“这场园会简直糟透了！”

“那我就没什么可后悔的啦。”玛丽高高兴兴地说。

“你是没什么可后悔的，可是，哦！玛丽，我后悔——后悔极了！”说到这里，埃莉诺开始狂吻自己的儿子，眼泪顺着脸往下流。

“天哪，埃莉诺，出了什么事？”玛丽关心地问，“我去给你沏点儿茶。你累了。”

一开始，埃莉诺并不愿意把发生的事情告诉玛丽，因为玛丽从没赞成过她跟斯洛普先生交往。但玛丽那么和善，那么会宽慰人，埃莉诺很快便全盘托出，自己也感觉舒服多了。玛丽没有流露出丝毫得意的神情，没有说“我告诉你了吧”，而是对埃莉诺表示了强烈的同情。

“我知道我不该打斯洛普先生，”埃莉诺说，“可我得保护自己啊。”

“这当然是他自找的！”玛丽坚决地说。

“哪怕我拿刀子捅了他，也是他自找的！可是，普拉姆斯特德的那些人会怎么说呢？”

“我要是你，就不会告诉他们。”玛丽说。埃莉诺开始觉得，自己还是不说为好。

第二天，埃莉诺待在家里，却还是听说了教士长过世的消息，也知道奎沃夫先生获得了养老院院长的任命。晚上，父亲过来看她，她只好把整件事情又讲了一遍，至少是把她有勇气讲的部分讲了一遍。斯洛普先生的表白似乎并没有让父亲感到惊讶。所以，埃莉诺问父亲是不是早已料到了这样的事情。

“有人爱慕我的埃莉诺，我一点儿也不觉得奇怪。”他慈爱地回答。

“可是，我从来没给过他半点儿暗示啊！”

哈丁先生觉得，这个问题还是不回答为妙，但只是说：“你会把这件事情告诉执事长或者苏珊吗？他俩都说你想嫁给那个人，你会告诉他们是他们错了吗？”

“我永远也不会跟他俩当中的任何一个提起斯洛普先生的名字。”埃莉诺语气有点儿生硬地说，“不过，父亲，您终究还是当不上院长了，这是真的吗？”

“是啊，亲爱的，千真万确。而且我为奎沃夫先生和他那一大家子感到高兴。我已经老啦，只想平平静静地过日子，不想一天到晚跟主教、他的特遣牧师和执事长吵来吵去。我又饿不死，你知道的，”他笑着补充了一句，“只要有你在。”

“可是，您会搬过来跟我一起住吗，父亲？如果您来了，我不知道有多开心！”

“不了，谢谢你，亲爱的。我对我主街上的住处很满意。不过，今晚我打算留下来跟你一起吃饭！”

当晚晚些时候，埃莉诺和玛丽唱着歌，哈丁先生弹着钢琴时，一名女仆走了进来。她拿来了一个装有一张小便条的漂亮的粉色信封。信封放在银托盘上，屋子里顿时充满了香味。

“送信的仆人还等着回话呢，太太。”女仆说。

埃莉诺红着脸拿起了便条，因为她猜到便条是内罗尼太太写的。上面写着：

星期四晚

亲爱的博尔德太太：

如果您肯赏脸，能否请您明天来我这儿一趟。请告知您最方便的时间。不用说，如果能去拜访您，我是不会麻烦您过来的。那天的事情我略有耳闻，在此向您保证，如果您来，绝不会碰上任何不愉快的事。我弟弟今天就会离开我们去伦敦，然后从那里赴意大利。我有要紧的事情要告诉您。所以，即便您不答应我的请求，也请您原谅我冒昧致信。

请相信，我是您十分诚挚的朋友，

马德琳·内罗尼

三个人一起看完了这封信。一番讨论之后，大家认为埃莉诺应该回个话，说自己会在第二天十二点去见内罗尼太太。

******

前一天，从乌拉索恩的园会回家之后，夏洛特一直急切地盼着马车载着伯蒂回来，盼着听到他跟博尔德太太订婚的消息。然而，她听见大厅里只传来了父亲的脚步声，意识到弟弟一定是没能赢得寡妇的芳心。这个消息让人失望，却也并非完全出乎意料。

她被叫到父亲的房间，刚一进屋就发现父亲从来没有如此愤怒过。

“告诉我你弟弟在哪儿，将来他打算怎么办！”老人家喝令道，“幸好迷人的博尔德太太没打算把自己毁在我儿子身上，毁在这么个游手好闲、没心没肺的小子身上！结婚，真想得出来！哪个人愿意嫁给他？这完全是你的蠢主意！”

“父亲，骂我没用。我为你俩尽力了。”

她父亲重重地叹了一口气。“他会毁了我的，瞧他那一身债！我已经拿定了主意，夏洛特。他再也别想在这个家里混吃混喝了！他必须离开这里。去哪儿我不管。”

“好吧。既然这样，我想他只能回意大利。那里吃穿住行比较便宜。”接下来，夏洛特使出浑身解数，说服父亲同意给儿子最后一笔钱，前提是儿子第二天就离开英格兰。

斯坦诺普博士也生了马德琳的气，因为她指望他付清她所有的账单，还因为她跟巴彻斯特所有的未婚男人在一起时，行为不检点。就连夏洛特也让他来气，因为她帮着自己的弟弟妹妹说话。他觉得自己的几个孩子已经坏了他在这座城市里的名声，而夏洛特也意识到，必须尽快回意大利的并不是伯蒂一个人，而是全家所有人。

******

但两天之后，埃莉诺来到斯坦诺普家的时候，伯蒂已经出发去了意大利，他们家也恢复了太平。仆人把她领进了内罗尼太太的私人会客厅，她没有碰见斯坦诺普家的任何人，倒是松了一大口气。

“发生了那样的事，您还肯赏光，您真好，博尔德太太，您真好。”内罗尼太太说，脸上挂着她最甜美的笑容。

“您的信简直让我不得不来。”

“那倒是。不过，您对我可真是冷漠！我知道您有充足的理由怨我们家所有人。不过，我请您来可不是为了说这个。请您坐过来一点儿，博尔德太太。”

埃莉诺听话地把椅子往沙发那边挪了挪。

“好了，我现在要跟您说点儿事，博尔德太太，可能会让您觉得我冒犯了您的隐私。不过，我知道我这么做是对的。我相信您应该认识阿拉宾先生吧？”

埃莉诺打死也不愿脸红，但血液不受她的控制。她确实红了脸，还一直红到发际线。内罗尼太太让她坐过来一点儿，为的就是察言观色，这会儿也看到了她的反应。

“如果您认识阿拉宾先生，我肯定您不可能不喜欢他，”马德琳接着说，“认识他的人都不可能不喜欢他。”

博尔德太太说不出话来。她感觉浑身发热，几欲晕倒。

“您对我的态度可真是生硬，”马德琳说，“可我还在帮您呢，女人帮女人，顶多也只能帮成我这样了。”

寡妇开始觉得，这位内罗尼太太也许是真心实意。接着她又产生了另一个念头——阿拉宾先生是个不可多得的佳偶，绝不能错过。就算她鄙视内罗尼太太和她的生活方式，说不定她还是可以给她帮助。

“我也不想这么生硬，”她说，想替自己开脱。“可是，这样的对话实在是太奇怪了！”

“好吧，接下来还可能更怪呢。”马德琳说，直视着自己的谈话对象，“您爱他吗，全心全意地爱他吗？因为我可以告诉您，他爱您，心里只有您一个人，这会儿他在写下个星期天的布道词，心里想的还是您。要是有这样的男人这样爱我，付出什么代价我也愿意！”

博尔德太太说不出话来，起身握住了内罗尼太太的手。马德琳接着说：“我跟您说的是上帝的真理，您可以拿它来争取自己的幸福。不过，您一定不能出卖我。您现在知道了他的秘密，我建议您善加利用。还有，记住，他跟别的男人不一样。您千万别指望他带着漂亮的礼物来到您的身旁，卑躬屈膝地讨好您。这样做的男人多得很，但他不会。对他来说，愿意就是愿意，不行就是不行。女人拒绝过他一次，他就会理解为永远地拒绝了他，哪怕他会心碎。好了，博尔德太太，我就不留您了。如果您真的成为了那个男人家里幸福的妻子，那时候我和我的家人也已经远在他乡啦。只不过，希望您到时候能给我捎个信儿，说您已经原谅了斯坦诺普一家的罪过。”

埃莉诺轻轻应了一声，就溜出了房间，下了楼梯，走出门去。这个她从来都喜欢不起来的女人，却那么清楚她和她爱的男人的事，这伤到了她的自尊。不过，这种感觉很快就烟消云散，她心里充满狂喜——他爱她！她决意听从马德琳的建议。要是他向她求婚，那她的“愿意”就是明白无误的“愿意”。

第二天，内罗尼太太穿上了自己最亮丽的常礼服，一大群男人环绕在她的沙发旁。第一个来和最后一个走的都是阿拉宾先生，内罗尼太太对他格外地亲切温和。索恩先生也在那里，穿着他最考究的衣服。就连这位受人尊重的年届五十的绅士也难免掉进内罗尼太太的陷阱。此外还有一批跃跃欲试的年轻神职人员，这些小苍蝇舍不得离开这样一只强大而美丽的蜘蛛。

然后，斯洛普先生来了。全世界都知道，大家普遍认为他很可能会当上教士长。因此，他高昂着头，趾高气扬地走了进来，架势俨然一位教士长。

内罗尼太太等的就是他。“斯洛普先生，”她说，“我听说您现在是处处凯歌啊。”

“您这是什么意思呢？”他微笑着问。他并不讨厌大家把他的名字跟教士长一职联系在一起。

“您是个赢家啊，情场如此，战场也如此。”她回答。

这下子，斯洛普先生的神色没那么得意了。

“阿拉宾先生，”她接着说，“您不觉得斯洛普先生是个特别幸运的男人吗？”

“幸运也是他应得的，我肯定。”阿拉宾先生说。

“他就要成为我们的新任教士长了，您知道的，索恩先生。”她对乡绅说，乡绅正在努力跟上他们的对话。

“真的吗，内罗尼太太？”索恩先生怀疑地问。

“是啊，千真万确。这还不算完呢，他就要娶妻了，一个身家富厚的妻子。什么时候举行呀，斯洛普先生？”

“什么时候举行什么呢？”斯洛普先生强装笑颜。

“您的婚礼啊，斯洛普先生。好啦，告诉我们吧，我们都好奇得不行，那位寡妇什么时候会成为教士长太太呢？”

对于阿拉宾先生而言，这番对话莫名地伤人，可他还是忍不住要听下去。

“说吧，说吧，斯洛普先生，”内罗尼太太接着说，“我们都知道，在乌拉索恩那天，您向她求了婚。她是怎么接受您的呢？只是简单地回答了一句‘愿意’，还是连说两个‘不行’来表示‘愿意’呢？或者，她是用别的什么方式？告诉我们吧，别推辞！”

斯洛普先生这一辈子从来没感到这么难堪过。屋子里的每一个人都在看他，准备拿他的尴尬寻开心，只有阿拉宾先生是在用悽惨的目光盯着他。这一刻，他本该想出一句尖刻的话来回应内罗尼太太，却什么也想不出来。他无话可说。

内罗尼太太全无怜悯之心。既然斯洛普先生已经被她玩弄于股掌之间，她决定赶尽杀绝。“答不上来吗，斯洛普先生？那个女人该不会蠢到拒绝您的地步吧！也没准儿，她不满足于一个教士长，还等着有个主教来呢！喏，给您提个建议，斯洛普先生。您听好了。”接着，她唱了起来：




快乐聪明才算好，斯洛普先生，

诚恳真挚才算好，

先断旧爱才算好，斯洛普先生，

然后再把新欢找！




“哈，哈，哈！”内罗尼太太往沙发上一倒，开怀大笑。她完成了对他的报复，因为他同时对自己和博尔德太太展开了追求。

斯洛普先生是怎么走出那个房间的，连他自己也不知道。也许是有人扶了他一把。不过，呼吸到街上的新鲜空气之后，他意识到，自己终于不再着魔般地爱内罗尼太太了。从今往后，他每次梦见她，她都不再是一个美丽的天使，而是一个可憎的魔鬼。




11
The new dean

At Plumstead, the archdeacon was in a state of misery. Not only had Mr Quiverful, rather than Mr Harding, been appointed warden of Hiram's Hospital, it also seemed quite possible that Mr Slope would become dean, and marry Eleanor Bold. There was yet another reason for anxiety. Dr Grantly's excellent and respected friend, Francis Arabin, of whose qualities he had boasted so loudly, was misbehaving himself. People were now beginning to talk of his repeated visits to the signora. This was not at all what was expected of the vicar of St Ewold's.

Just as the archdeacon and his wife were discussing these matters, they heard a carriage drive up to the door at high speed.

'Whoever can it be, Susan?' said Dr Grantly, as he opened the sitting room door into the hall. 'Why, it's your father!'

It was indeed Mr Harding, bursting to tell his news.

'We're very glad to see you, father,' said his daughter. 'I'll go and get your room ready at once.'

'Don't go just yet, Susan,' said Mr Harding. 'I have something to tell you. Or shall I wait till after dinner?'

'If you have anything important to tell us,' said the archdeacon, 'I beg you, let us hear it at once. Has Eleanor gone off with Slope?'

'No, she has not,' said Mr Harding, looking displeased.

'Has Slope been made dean?'

'No, he has not, but –'

'But what?' said the archdeacon impatiently.

'They have offered it to me,' said Mr Harding modestly.

'Good heavens!' cried the archdeacon.

'My dear, dear father!' cried Mrs Grantly and threw her arms round her father's neck.

And after they had both congratulated Mr Harding, they all sat down to dinner. The archdeacon's joy was uncontrollable. It was not until they had finished eating and the servants had left, that Mr Harding found the opportunity to say, rather nervously, 'It's very kind of the prime minister, and I'm most grateful for the offer, but I'm afraid I can't accept it.'

The archdeacon was so shocked that he almost dropped his glass. Why would a vicar earning less than ￡200 a year not wish to gain one of the most desirable positions in the Church, at an income of ￡1200? But Mr Harding explained to him and Susan, over and over again, that he would be incapable of doing the job properly, and that at his age he did not want any sort of promotion. In spite of their protests, he remained firm.

This was another disappointment for the archdeacon. Nothing would have suited him better than to have his father-in-law as dean, but it was impossible to change Mr Harding's mind.
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At Ullathorne, the squire's sister had also heard the stories about Mr Arabin and the signora. Miss Thorne was of the opinion that all vicars should be married, in order to avoid this kind of unpleasantness, and with her usual good-hearted energy she set to work to find a wife for Mr Arabin. In looking through the list of her unmarried friends who might possibly want a husband, and who had the right qualities to be a vicar's wife, she could think of no one more suitable than Mrs Bold. So, losing no time, she invited Mrs Bold and her small son to come and stay for a month or two at Ullathorne. 'We'll have Mr Arabin too,' said Miss Thorne to herself, 'and in twelve or eighteen months' time, if all goes well, Mrs Bold will take up residence at St Ewold's. 'And the kind-hearted lady praised herself for her matchmaking.

Eleanor was a little surprised at the invitation, but accepted it, and arrived at Ullathorne the day before her father was offered the post of dean. Since her interview with Madeline, she had done little else but think about Mr Arabin, and she was hoping to see him at Ullathorne. If only they could meet, and speak to each other!

And they did meet there. Mr Arabin, Eleanor discovered, was also staying with the Thornes. He arrived during the morning and found the two ladies sewing in the sitting room. Miss Thorne had no idea that her immediate absence would be a blessing, and remained talking to her guests until lunch-time. After lunch Mr Arabin returned to his church duties, and Eleanor and Miss Thorne took a walk together.

When they returned, Eleanor was left alone in the sitting room, and just as it was getting dark, Mr Arabin came in. It was a beautiful autumn afternoon, and Eleanor was sitting near the window to get the last of the daylight for her reading. Mr Arabin stood with his back to the fire and his hands in his pockets, making a few ordinary remarks about the weather.

'The sky does look lovely,' said Eleanor.

He could not see the sky from where he was standing, so he had to go close to her. 'Very lovely,' said he, modestly keeping at a distance to avoid touching her dress. Then he seemed to have nothing further to say, so he returned to the fire.

Eleanor could not think what to say, and, moreover, found she could not prevent herself from crying. She hoped he would not notice. He was not looking at her, so it did not seem likely.

'Do you like Ullathorne?' he asked, from his safely distant position. 'I don't mean Mr and Miss Thorne, I mean the house. There is something about old-fashioned houses and gardens that especially pleases me.'

'I like everything old-fashioned,' said Eleanor. 'Old-fashioned things are so much more honest.'

'I hardly know whether to agree with you or not.'

'I think the world grows more ambitious and selfish every day,' said Eleanor.

'That is because you see more of it than when you were younger. But we should not judge by what we see – we see so very, very little.'  There was an uncomfortable pause while Mr Arabin turned over the coins in his pockets. Then he started walking uneasily up and down the room.

Eleanor sat silently with her face bent over her book. She was afraid her tears would overcome her, and was preparing to escape from the room, when suddenly Mr Arabin stopped walking and turned to face her.

'Mrs Bold,' said he, 'I owe you a humble apology for asking you that extremely personal question, about – about a certain gentleman. I had no right to do it.'

Eleanor was most anxious to say something polite and encouraging, but did not want to betray her feelings.

'Indeed, I was not offended, Mr Arabin.'

'Oh, but you were! Quite rightly! I have not forgiven myself, but I hope to hear that you forgive me.'

She could no longer speak calmly, although she still continued to hide her tears. Mr Arabin, after waiting a moment for her reply, was walking towards the door. Rising from her seat, she gently touched his arm and said, 'Oh, Mr Arabin, do not go till I speak to you! I do forgive you. You know that I forgive you.'

He took her hand, and then looked into her face, to read his whole future there, as if written in a book. The eagerness and sadness of his expression moved Eleanor so much that she could not look back at him. She dropped her eyes to the ground, let her tears roll unchecked down her face, and left her hand within his.
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Mr Arabin took Eleanor's hand, and then looked into her face.

It was only for a minute that they stood like that, but it was a minute that they would remember for ever. Eleanor was sure now that she was loved. But why did he not speak to her? Could it be that he looked to her to make the first sign? And he, although he knew very little of women, even he knew that he was loved. He had only to ask, and it would all be his own, this inexpressible loveliness, this bright and loving nature which had so attracted him from the first. She must love him! Otherwise she would never allow her hand to remain so long within his own. He had only to ask. Ah, but that was the difficulty!

'Mrs Bold...' he said at last, and stopped. 'Eleanor!' he then said, very softly, still lacking a lover's courage, and fearful of giving offence. She looked gently up into his face. 'Eleanor!' he said again, and in a moment he had her in his arms. How this happened, neither of them knew, but there was now a sympathy between them that hardly allowed them to be individuals – they were one and the same – one body, one soul, one life.

'Eleanor, my own Eleanor, my own, my wife!' As she shyly looked up at him through her tears, he pressed his lips to her forehead. For the first time in his life, he kissed a woman.

'Oh, let me go now,' said she. 'I am too happy to remain – I must be alone.' He let her go, and she rushed out of the room.

Once in the privacy of her bedroom, she was able to sob and cry and laugh, as the hopes and fears and miseries of the last few weeks passed through her mind. What happiness she could now look forward to!

After dinner that evening she told Miss Thorne, in a voice trembling with joy, that she was engaged to Mr Arabin.

Poor Miss Thorne was a little shocked at the speed with which her plan had succeeded. They were not young lovers, but a forty-year-old vicar and a respectable widow, and only a day had been long enough for them to arrange matters, where Miss Thorne had allowed twelve to eighteen months! She was almost disappointed, and, shaking her head regretfully, thought it must be the modern way of doing things. But on the whole she was pleased that her matchmaking had been so successful, and wished Eleanor much happiness.

The next morning Eleanor returned to Barchester, and very soon received a visit from her father. How much each of them had to tell the other! Mr Harding told his daughter about being invited to become dean, and Eleanor told her father about her engagement to Francis Arabin. Mr Harding was quite delighted to hear who his new son-in-law was to be, and was happy to spend most of the morning discussing Mr Arabin's good qualities with Eleanor. However, he refused to say any more about the post of dean, because a new idea had entered his head – why should Mr Arabin not be the new dean?

They were still talking when Eleanor saw the archdeacon's carriage through the window.

'Oh my dear,' said her father, 'Dr Grantly said he would come and see you, but I forgot to mention it.'

Eleanor could not, in the first hours of her joy, bring herself to hear the archdeacon's lengthy apologies and congratulations, so she hurried out.

The archdeacon, therefore, found Mr Harding alone when he entered the room.

'Is anything the matter with Eleanor?' asked Dr Grantly, thinking that perhaps the truth about Mr Slope had come out.

'Well, something is the matter. I wonder if you will be surprised at it. What do you think Mr Arabin has just done?'

'Nothing to do with that daughter of Stanhope's, surely?'

'No, not that woman,' said Mr Harding, enjoying his little joke and trying not to smile.

'Not that woman! Is he going to do anything about any woman? Why can't you speak out if you have anything to say? There's nothing I hate so much as mysteries.'

'This must remain confidential at present, archdeacon. You can tell Susan, but no one else.'

'Nonsense!' cried the archdeacon angrily. 'You can't have any secret about Arabin that I don't know!'

'Only this – he and Eleanor are engaged.'

'Arabin! It's impossible! She must be mistaken!'

It took quite a long speech from Mr Harding to convince Dr Grantly that it was not only possible, but true. At first the archdeacon was simply amazed. Then he was disgusted at his own misjudgement of the situation. But finally he began to smile, and expressed great satisfaction with the news. 'Well, well!' said he. 'Good heavens, good heavens!'

And then slowly, gradually and cleverly Mr Harding proposed his own new plan. Why should Mr Arabin not be the new dean? Slowly, gradually and thoughtfully Dr Grantly was persuaded to accept the idea. It would be the perfect solution to their difficulties with the bishop, and, with Arabin as dean, the archdeacon's influence in Barchester would be far greater.

So it was arranged between them that they would travel to London together the following morning, to try to persuade the prime minister to appoint Mr Arabin, instead of Mr Harding.
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Mr Slope was in his room at the bishop's palace, when he received a note from his friend Sir Nicholas, informing him that he would not be offered the post of dean. He did not give way to despair, however, but sat down quietly to make a new plan for his future. He counted up his money, and then he wrote a letter to a rich factory-owner's wife in London, who, as he well knew, had entertained and encouraged serious young clergymen in the past.

A few moments later a servant appeared, to ask him to go to the bishop's study at once. Mr Slope waited ten minutes to prove his independence, and then went to the bishop's room. As he had expected, Mrs Proudie was there with her husband.

'Mr Slope,' said the bishop, 'I must speak to you about an urgent matter, concerning yourself.'

'My lord, if I may express a wish, I would prefer no discussion to take place in the presence of a third person.'

'Don't alarm yourself, Mr Slope,' said the lady. 'No discussion is at all necessary. The bishop will only express his own wishes, that is all.'

'I will only express my own wishes, that is all,' the bishop repeated. 'No discussion is at all necessary.'

'May I ask if I have done anything wrong, my lord?' enquired Mr Slope, looking innocent.

'Do you dare to ask the bishop that?' cried Mrs Proudie.

'Mrs Proudie, I will not have words with you.'

'Ah sir, but you will have words! Why have you had so many words with that Signora Neroni? Disgraceful behaviour! You are no longer wanted by the bishop, sir. Kindly leave his employment and this house as soon as possible!'

'My lord,' said Mr Slope, turning his back completely on the lady,' may I have from your own lips any decision you have come to on this matter?'

'Certainly, Slope, certainly. Well, you hear what Mrs Proudie says. That is the decision I have come to on the matter.'

'If you wish to remain in Barchester,' added Mrs Proudie, 'and will promise never to see that woman again, the bishop will mention your name to Mr Quiverful, who now needs an assistant at Puddingdale. There is an income of ￡50 a year, I believe.'

'God forgive you, madam, for the way in which you have treated me,' said Mr Slope. 'As to the bishop, I pity him.' And he left the room to pack his bags, leaving Mrs Proudie victorious.

It is well known, however, that the Slopes of this world fall on their feet like cats. On his return to London he discovered that the factory-owner had died, and the widow needed comforting. Mr Slope was able to comfort her, and soon found himself living in her pleasantly large house, with her fortune at his command.

[image: alt]

By using every influential contact they had, Dr Grantly and Mr Harding managed to persuade the prime minister's advisers that Francis Arabin should be dean. It was a happy moment for them both when, on their return to Barchester, they were able to present the prime minister's letter to their friend, appointing him Dean of Barchester. How grateful Eleanor was to her father, for giving up his chance of promotion to his future son-in-law!

A few months later, Mr Arabin married Mrs Bold. The wedding dress, the carriages, the flowers, the reception – everything was paid for by the archdeacon, who could not do enough to show how sorry he was to have doubted Eleanor, and how happy he was to have triumphed over Slope.
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Now Eleanor and her husband live in the dean's house in perfect happiness. Mr Harding has gone to live with them there, and spends much of his time teaching little Johnny to sing and play the piano. Another child is expected soon, and Susan Grantly is looking forward to helping her sister with the new baby. Now that Eleanor is also a clergyman's wife, she and Susan get on much better than in the past.

The Stanhopes are living in Italy again. Not long after their return there, the signora received a pretty, but short letter from Mrs Arabin. This was answered by a bright, charming and amusing note, as the signora's letters always were. Here ended the friendship between Eleanor and the Stanhopes.

Dr Proudie is still bishop, but has never attempted to disobey his wife again. He prefers being henpecked to having an uncomfortable domestic life. And Mrs Proudie, now that she is certain of her power, interferes hardly at all in spiritual matters. Dr Grantly and Mr Arabin, whose views on religion are so similar, work together on all church business. So priestly arguments are a thing of the past, now that war is over, and peace has returned to that ancient cathedral city of Barchester.



boast v. to talk proudly about one's abilities, achievements, or possessions 夸口，夸耀

be of the opinion (that) to think that something is true 认为，主张

matchmaking n. the act of finding a suitable partner for someone else to marry 做媒

remark n. something that you say when you express an opinion or say that you have noticed 意见，评论

unchecked adj. not controlled or stopped 未受抑制的

sympathy n. a feeling that you understand someone because you are similar to them 同感，共鸣

give way to to be replaced by 被……取代

have words with to quarrel with someone 和某人吵架

employment n. the condition of having a paid job 工作，职业

turn one's back on someone to refuse to help, support, or be involved with someone 对某人置之不理

fall on one's feet to get into a good situation because you are lucky, especially after being in a difficult situation 逢凶化吉

be expected (a baby) to be born soon （婴儿）即将出世




11
新任教士长

在普拉姆斯特德，执事长痛苦不堪。不仅哈丁先生在海勒姆养老院的院长职位归了奎沃夫先生，斯洛普先生似乎还很有可能成为教士长，娶埃莉诺·博尔德为妻。除此之外，格兰特利博士还有一件烦心事。他那位优秀的、受人尊重的朋友弗朗西斯·阿拉宾行为不端，而他一直大肆吹捧阿拉宾如何品德高尚。如今，人们开始议论阿拉宾对内罗尼太太的频繁拜访。这完全不符合大家对圣埃沃兹代牧的期望。

执事长和妻子正在谈论这些问题时，听见一辆马车飞驰到了门口。

“这会是谁呢，苏珊？”格兰特利博士一边问，一边推开了会客厅通往大厅的门。“哦，是你父亲！”

来人正是哈丁先生，他迫不及待地想要告诉他们一个消息。

“真高兴见到您，父亲。”他女儿说，“我这就去把您的房间收拾好。”

“先别走，苏珊。”哈丁先生说，“我有事要跟你们讲。要不，等吃完晚饭再说？”

“如果您有要紧事跟我们说，”执事长说，“那我求您了，现在就告诉我们吧。莫非是埃莉诺跟斯洛普私奔了？”

“不，她没有。”哈丁先生说，面露不悦之色。

“莫非是斯洛普当上了教士长？”

“不，他没有，不过——”

“不过什么？”执事长不耐烦地问。

“他们要把这个职位给我。”哈丁先生谦逊地说。

“天哪！”执事长大叫一声。

“我亲爱的，亲爱的父亲！”格兰特利太太喊道，伸出双臂搂住了父亲的脖子。

他俩祝贺了哈丁先生，然后大家一起坐下来吃晚餐。执事长喜不自胜。直到晚饭吃完，仆人们全部离开之后，哈丁先生才找到机会，紧张不已地说：“首相真是太好心了，我非常感激他的提议，但我恐怕我不能接受。”

执事长大惊失色，手里的杯子差一点儿就掉在了地上。一个年薪不到两百英镑的代牧为什么不愿意接受教会里最让人眼馋的职位，不愿意接受一千两百英镑的年薪？但是，哈丁先生翻来覆去地向他和苏珊解释，说自己胜任不了这份工作，他这把年纪也不想升什么职了。尽管夫妻俩一再反对，他的态度还是很坚决。

执事长又一次大失所望。对他来说，最合他心意的莫过于自己的岳父当上教士长，然而，要让哈丁先生改变主意是不可能的。

******

在乌拉索恩，乡绅的姐姐也听说了阿拉宾先生和内罗尼太太之间的事。索恩小姐认为，所有的代牧都应该成家，为的就是避免这一类不愉快的事件。于是她使出平常乐于助人的劲头，开始想办法为阿拉宾先生物色一个妻子。她挨个查了一遍自己认识的单身女子，看看哪些人有可能想找个丈夫，自身的资质又适合做一名代牧的妻子。她想不出还有谁比博尔德太太更加合适。因此，她片刻都没耽搁，立刻邀请博尔德太太和她年幼的儿子来乌拉索恩住上一两个月。“我们得把阿拉宾先生也请来。”索恩小姐暗自思量，“一切顺利的话，再过上一年或一年半的时间，博尔德太太就会在圣埃沃兹定居了。”这位古道热肠的女士对自己这番牵线搭桥颇为自许。

这个邀请让埃莉诺有些惊讶，但她还是应邀前往，并在她父亲得到教士长提名的前一天来到了乌拉索恩。自从跟马德琳见过面之后，她就一心只想着阿拉宾先生，也希望能在乌拉索恩见到他。要是他俩能碰上面，说上话，那就好了！

他俩还真的见了面。埃莉诺发现，阿拉宾先生也在索恩家里暂住。早上过来的时候，他发现两位女士正在会客厅里做针线活。索恩小姐没意识到自己最好赶紧消失，而是一直跟客人们聊到了午饭时间。午饭后，阿拉宾先生去处理教堂事务，埃莉诺则和索恩小姐一起散了会儿步。

散步回来以后，埃莉诺一个人待在会客厅里。暮色刚刚降临时，阿拉宾先生走了进来。那是一个美丽的秋日黄昏，埃莉诺坐在窗边，借着最后一抹天光看书。阿拉宾先生背对着炉火，双手插在口袋里，说了几句关于天气的家常话。

“天色真的很美。”埃莉诺说。

他站的位置看不到天空，所以他只好走近她。“非常美。”他说，谦恭地保持着距离，以免碰到她的裙子。接下来，他似乎已经无话可说，只好走回炉火前。

埃莉诺也想不出有什么可说的，还发现自己忍不住要哭了。她希望他没有留意。此刻他并没有看着她，所以似乎不可能注意到。

“您喜欢乌拉索恩吗？”他站在安全距离之外问。“我不是说索恩先生和索恩小姐，说的是这座宅子。老式的房屋和花园总有一种韵味，让我特别喜欢。”

“我喜欢一切老式的东西。”埃莉诺说，“老物件要实在得多。”

“我真不知道该不该赞同您的观点。”

“在我看来，这个世界一天比一天野心大，一天比一天自私。”埃莉诺说。

“那是因为您对这个世界的见识比年少时多了。不过，我们不该根据自己的见识来下判断——我们的见识实在是太少太少了。”阿拉宾先生拨弄着口袋里的硬币，两人很不自在地沉默了一阵。接着，他开始心神不宁地在屋子里走来走去。

埃莉诺默默地坐着，低头看书。她担心自己会控制不住泪水，便打算逃出这间屋子。就在这时，阿拉宾先生突然停下脚步，转过身面对着她。

“博尔德太太，”他说，“我欠您一个恭恭敬敬的道歉，我不该问您那个非常隐私的问题，关于——关于某位绅士的问题。我没有权利那么问。”

埃莉诺急于说一些客气和鼓励他的话，但又不想暴露自己的感情。

“说真的，当时我没有生气，阿拉宾先生。”

“哦，可您确实生了气！生气也是应该的！我还没有原谅我自己，可我希望听您讲您原谅了我。”

虽然还在把泪水往肚里咽，埃莉诺却再也无法心平气和地说话了。阿拉宾先生等了一会儿，没听到她的回答，便开始朝门口走去。埃莉诺从座椅上站起身来，轻轻碰了碰他的胳膊，说：“哦，阿拉宾先生，先别走，听我说完！我真的原谅了您。您知道我原谅了您。”

他抓住她的手，注视着她的脸，在她脸上读自己的整个未来，似乎未来清清楚楚地写在她脸上。他的脸上充满渴望与悲伤，让埃莉诺深受感动，不忍直视他。她垂下眼睛看着地板，任由泪水滑落脸庞，任由他握着自己的手。

他俩只这样站了一分钟，这一分钟却让两人永生难忘。此时此刻，埃莉诺相信自己得到了对方的爱。可他为什么一言不发呢？难道他指望她来走第一步吗？而他，虽然对女人知之甚少，却也知道对方爱上了自己。他只需要开口，一切就都是他的了，这难以言传的动人的美丽，这一开始就深深吸引他的既聪颖又富深情的天性。她肯定是爱他的！要不然，她绝不会让自己的手一直停留在他的掌心。他只需要开口就行。唉，难就难在这里！

“博尔德太太……”他终于开了口，又戛然而止。“埃莉诺！”接下来，他唤了一声，声音十分轻柔，仍然缺乏恋人该有的勇气，还担心会冒犯对方。她抬起头，温柔地注视着他的脸。“埃莉诺！”他又唤了一声，片刻之间，他已经把她揽入怀中。这一切是怎么发生的，他俩都不知道。然而，两个人之间已经有了共鸣，几乎使他们水乳交融——他们合二为一——身体、灵魂和生命都是如此。

“埃莉诺，我的埃莉诺，我的，我的妻子！”她羞怯地抬起头，泪眼婆娑地望着他时，他把嘴唇贴在了她的额上。有生以来，他第一次吻了一个女人。

“哦，快放开我吧。”她说，“我太幸福了，不能再留在这里——我得一个人待会儿。”他松开手，她冲出了房间。

一回到没有外人的卧室之后，她就能尽情地哭泣、大笑，过去几个星期的希望、恐惧和痛苦一股脑地涌上了心头。如今，她可以期待的是怎样的幸福啊！

当天晚饭之后，她用快乐得发颤的声音告诉索恩小姐，自己跟阿拉宾先生订了婚。

看到自己的计划见效如此神速，可怜的索恩小姐感到有点儿震惊。他俩并不是年轻情侣，而是一位四十岁的代牧和一位受人尊重的寡妇，可他俩只用了一天的时间就把一切安排妥当，索恩小姐却打算给他们一年到一年半的时间！她几乎是失望了，遗憾地摇摇头，心想这一定是现代人的作风。不过，总的来说，她很高兴自己这个媒人当得如此成功，并且祝愿埃莉诺生活幸福。

第二天早上，埃莉诺回到了巴彻斯特。没过多久，父亲就过来看她。他俩都有一肚子话想跟对方说！哈丁先生告诉女儿自己已被邀请当教士长，埃莉诺则告诉父亲自己跟弗朗西斯·阿拉宾订了婚。听到自己的新女婿会是谁之后，哈丁先生喜出望外，高兴地跟埃莉诺聊阿拉宾先生出色的人品，聊了大半个上午。不过，他不肯再谈教士长职位的事情，因为他有了一个新想法——干吗不能让阿拉宾先生来当新教士长呢？

说着说着，埃莉诺从窗户看见了执事长的马车。

“哦，亲爱的，”她父亲说，“格兰特利博士说了要来看你，可我忘记跟你说了。”

埃莉诺还沉浸在刚刚到来的喜悦之中，没有兴致听执事长喋喋不休地道歉道喜，于是急匆匆地走了出去。

因此，进屋的时候，执事长只看见了哈丁先生一个人。

“埃莉诺没什么事吧？”格兰特利博士问，心里想的是关于斯洛普先生的真相也许已经传了出去。

“嗯，确实有点儿事。我在想你知道以后会不会很惊讶。你猜猜阿拉宾先生刚刚做了什么？”

“肯定不会跟斯坦诺普家的那个女儿有什么关系吧？”

“不，不是那个女人。”哈丁先生说，很得意自己开的这个小玩笑，尽量忍住不笑。

“不是那个女人！他难道打算做什么跟女人有关的事情吗？您如果有话要说，干吗不直接说出来呢？我最讨厌这么神神秘秘了。”

“这件事情目前必须保密，执事长。你可以告诉苏珊，别告诉别人。”

“胡扯！”执事长生气地嚷道，“阿拉宾不可能有什么您知道我不知道的秘密！”

“只有一个——他和埃莉诺订婚了。”

“阿拉宾！不可能！她肯定是弄错了！”

哈丁先生费了不少口舌，才让格兰特利博士相信这不仅可能，而且确有其事。刚开始，执事长只是觉得惊讶。接下来，他又恨自己先前误判了情况。不过，最后他还是笑了起来，表示自己听到这个消息十分满意。“好吧，好吧！”他说，“天哪，天哪！”

然后，哈丁先生慢慢地、一步一步地、巧妙地提出了自己的新想法。为什么不让阿拉宾先生来担任新任教士长呢？格兰特利博士则陷入了沉思，慢慢地、一步一步地被他说服，接受了这个想法。他们和主教之间的难题由此可以得到完美的解决。此外，阿拉宾当上教士长之后，执事长在巴彻斯特的影响力会大幅提升。

于是，他俩商定第二天早上一起前往伦敦，努力说服首相任命阿拉宾先生为教士长，而非哈丁先生。

******

斯洛普先生在主教宅邸自己的房间里，接到了朋友尼古拉斯爵士写来的信，得知自己不会被任命为教士长。可他不甘绝望，而是默默地坐下来，重新为将来打算。他统计了自己的财产，然后给伦敦一位富有的工厂主夫人写了一封信，因为他清楚地知道，这位夫人曾经款待一些作风严肃的年轻神职人员，还挑逗过他们。

过了一会儿，仆人走进房间，请他立刻上主教的书房去。斯洛普先生拖了十分钟，以此证明自己的独立地位，才去主教的书房。如他所料，普劳蒂太太也在那里，跟她丈夫在一起。

“斯洛普先生，”主教说，“我有急事相告，是跟你有关的。”

“我的大人，如果允许我表达自己的想法，我希望讨论此事的时候没有第三者在场。”

“别慌，斯洛普先生。”普劳蒂太太说，“根本就不需要讨论。主教只是要表达他自己的意愿，仅此而已。”

“我只是要表达我自己的意愿，仅此而已。”主教重复了一遍，“根本就不需要讨论。”

“我能不能问一问，我是不是做错了什么，我的大人？”斯洛普先生一脸无辜地问。

“你居然敢问主教这种问题？”普劳蒂太太喊道。

“普劳蒂太太，我不想跟您吵什么。”

“啊，先生，你会有什么话要说的！跟那个内罗尼太太，你为什么有那么多话说呢？真是丢人！主教不再需要你了，先生。烦请尽快离职，尽快搬走！”

“我的大人，”斯洛普先生说，完全不再理会普劳蒂太太，“您在这件事情上的任何决定，我能不能听您亲口说说？”

“当然可以，斯洛普，当然可以。呃，你也听见了普劳蒂太太的话，那就是我在这件事情上的决定。”

“如果你愿意留在巴彻斯特，”普劳蒂太太补充道，“并且答应再也不见那个女人，主教就会向奎沃夫先生推荐你，眼下他在帕丁戴尔那边缺一名助手。年薪是五十镑，我相信。”

“愿上帝宽恕您如此对我，太太。”斯洛普先生说，“至于主教，我对他深表同情。”说完之后，他走出房间收拾行李，使普劳蒂太太得意不已。

然而，众所周知，这个世上的斯洛普们都像猫一样幸运，总能逢凶化吉。回到伦敦的时候，他发现那位工厂主已经过世，他留下的寡妇很需要安慰。斯洛普先生能安慰她，很快就住进了她那座舒适的大房子，支配起她的财富来。

******

格兰特利博士和哈丁先生动用了所有能说上话的人脉，成功说服了首相的各位顾问，让他们相信弗朗西斯·阿拉宾是教士长的合适人选。回到巴彻斯特的时候，他俩可以把首相的信交给他们的朋友，那封信是授予阿拉宾巴彻斯特教士长一职的任命书。那一刻，他俩都十分高兴。埃莉诺对父亲感激不已，因为他把自己升职的机会让给了未来的女婿！

几个月后，阿拉宾先生娶了博尔德太太。结婚礼服、马车、鲜花和婚宴——一切费用都由执事长支付。他觉得，不管做多少，都不足以表达他当初怀疑埃莉诺的歉疚心情，也无法表达他斗赢斯洛普的快乐。

******

如今，埃莉诺跟丈夫一起住在教士长宅邸里，生活无比幸福。哈丁先生也搬来跟他们同住，花很多时间教小约翰尼唱歌、弹钢琴。另一个孩子很快就要出世，苏珊·格兰特利正盼着帮妹妹照顾新生的宝宝。因为埃莉诺也成了神职人员的妻子，她和苏珊之间的关系也就比过去融洽得多了。

斯坦诺普一家如今又住在意大利。回意大利没多久，内罗尼太太就收到了阿拉宾太太寄来的一封亲切简短的信。内罗尼太太用机灵可爱的玩笑话作答，这是她一贯写信的风格。埃莉诺跟斯坦诺普一家的友情到此为止。

普劳蒂博士仍然担任主教一职，但再也不试图违背妻子的意愿。他宁愿受妻子的欺压也不愿家无宁日。普劳蒂太太因为对自己的权力有了十足的把握，也就几乎不再干预宗教事务。格兰特利博士和阿拉宾先生在宗教问题上所见略同，两人协力管理着所有的教会事务。就这样，硝烟既已消散，教会争执也就一去不返，宁静复归巴彻斯特这座古老的大教堂城市。


ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1 Read the introduction of the book, and the back cover. What do you know now about Barchester Towers? For each sentence, circle Y (Yes) or N (No).

1) The story is about a war between different nations. Y / N

2) Barchester is a city with a cathedral and a bishop. Y / N

3) The new bishop is appointed by his fellow clergymen. Y / N

4) The bishop's wife demands obedience from everyone. Y / N

5) Mr Slope's only ambition is to help the bishop. Y / N

6) Signora Neroni is shy in the company of men. Y / N

2 What might these characters do in the story? Look at these ideas, and discuss which ones you think are more likely than others.

1) Mrs Proudie will...

a) help Vicar Quiverful.

b) gain more power over her husband.

c) run away with Mr Slope.

2) Mr Slope will...

a) become Bishop of Barchester.

b) fall in love with Madeline Neroni.

c) find a way of becoming a rich man.

3) Eleanor Bold will...

a) marry again.

b) become a friend of Dr Proudie.

c) lose her money to Mr Slope.


ACTIVITIES



While Reading

1 Read Chapters 1 to 3. Complete the sentences with the right characters. Which names, titles, and relationships from the lists below will fit each gap? Add his, her, the, 's where necessary.

· Dr Proudie, Mrs Proudie, Mr Slope, Mr Harding, Eleanor Bold, Johnny Bold, Mary Bold, Dr Stanhope, Bertie Stanhope, Charlotte Stanhope, Madeline Neroni, Dr Grantly, Mr Quiverful

· archdeacon, bishop, chaplain, warden, vicar of Puddingdale

· wife, daughter, father, father-in-law, sister, sister-in-law, son




1) _____ hoped to become _____, so he asked _____ to send a message to the prime minister.

2) _____ needed help in caring for _____, so _____ had come to live with her.

3) _____ worked for _____ as his chaplain, but shared the same strong passion for power as _____.

4) When _____ gave his first sermon in the cathedral, there were strong reactions: _____ was furious, _____ was miserable about the music, and _____ himself was terrified by what _____ said.

5) _____ brought his family back from Italy, including _____, who made all the young men fall in love with her.

6) _____ cleverly encouraged _____ to refuse the post of _____, so that it could be offered to _____.

7) _____ agreed to the plan, suggested by _____, of marrying _____ for her thousand pounds a year.

2 Before you read Chapter 4, can you guess what might happen? Circle Y (Yes) or N (No) for each of these ideas.

1) Eleanor tells her sister about her feelings for Mr Slope. Y/ N

2) Eleanor's friendship with Bertie turns into love. Y/ N

3) The bishop makes Mr Harding the warden. Y/ N

4) Mr Slope goes directly against Mrs Proudie's wishes. Y/ N

3 Read Chapters 4 to 6. Who said these words, and to whom? How do these words influence your own opinion of these characters?

1) 'Every church should have its priestess as well as its priest.'

2) 'I have never met so much suffering, joined to such perfect beauty and such a clever mind.'

3) 'I must wait for another post, that's all.'

4) 'His lordship has given his word.'

5) 'Mr Slope and I are very busy.'

6) 'Whatever you do, never mix love and business.'

7) 'My heart is all your own!'

8) 'I was deceived; I believed you thought well of me.'

4 Before you read Chapter 7 (Victory for Mrs Proudie), what do you think the victory is, and how does Mrs Proudie achieve it? Choose from these ideas.

1) The victory is...

a) preventing the bishop's visit to the archbishop.

b) regaining complete control over the bishop's actions.

2) She achieves her victory over the bishop by...

a)  being so nice to him that he sees how pleasant life could be if he obeyed her.

b) being so fierce that she terrifies him into obeying her.

5 Read Chapters 7 to 9. At the Ullathorne garden party, several people behaved badly or foolishly. Complete the sentences in your own words, saying what you think they should or should not have done.

1) When Mr Arabin saw Mr Slope hand Eleanor out of the Stanhopes' carriage, he...

2) When Eleanor made it very clear she wanted to be alone, Mr Slope...

3) When Mr Slope put his arm round Eleanor's waist, she...

4) When Charlotte heard from Eleanor about Mr Slope's proposal, she...

5) While Charlotte was talking to Madeline about the arrangements for going home, Mr Arabin...

6) If Bertie did not really want to marry Eleanor, he...

7) When Bertie told Eleanor about Charlotte's plan, he...

6 Before you read Chapter 10 (A woman's friendship) and Chapter 11 (The new dean), how do you think the story will end? Circle Y (Yes) or N (No) for each sentence.

1) Mr Quiverful becomes the warden of Hiram's Hospital. Y / N

2) Mr Slope becomes the new dean. Y / N

3) Eleanor receives some useful advice from Madeline. Y / N

4) Bertie goes back to Italy. Y / N

5) Madeline finds a second husband. Y / N

6) Miss Thorne does some matchmaking. Y / N

7) Mr Arabin marries the woman he loves. Y / N

8) Dr Proudie and Dr Grantly become good friends. Y / N


ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1 Which of these adjectives can be used to describe the characters below? Choose one or two adjectives from the list that best suit each character, in your opinion. Explain why you think the adjectives you have chosen are appropriate.

brave, cowardly, cruel, deceitful, dutiful, good-hearted, henpecked, humble, idle, impatient, interfering, loyal, oily, practical, selfish, sincere, truthful, warlike





  
    	Dr Proudie
    	Mr Harding
    	Madeline Neroni
  

  
    	Mrs Proudie
    	Eleanor Bold
    	Charlotte Stanhope
  

  
    	Mr Slope
    	Mr Arabin
    	Bertie Stanhope
  

  
    	Dr Grantly
    	Mr Quiverful
    	
  

  
    	Mrs Grantly
    	Mrs Quiverful
    	
  



2 Eleanor wrote a 'pretty, but short letter' to Madeline (see the last but two paragraph of the story) and Madeline wrote a 'bright, charming and amusing note' in reply. Write the two letters, using these prompts to help you.

Eleanor's letter

· happily married to Mr Arabin / new dean of Barchester

· appreciate your friendship / most grateful to you

· forgive Bertie and Charlotte / wish your family well




Madeline's reply

· delighted to hear news / your large, comfortable house

· Bertie enjoying idleness here / father enjoying lower bills

· many handsome young men / several broken hearts

3 Mrs Proudie probably spoke to her husband about dismissing Mr Slope before the interview in Chapter 11. Complete Mrs Proudie's side of her conversation with the bishop.

DR PROUDIE: You really think I should dismiss Mr Slope, my dear?

MRS PROUDIE: ________!

DR PROUDIE: Well, to be fair, the Signora is extremely attractive –

MRS PROUDIE: ________!

DR PROUDIE: Yes, yes, of course. One forgets there is a husband somewhere.

MRS PROUDIE: ________

DR PROUDIE: Disgraceful, as you say, my dear.

MRS PROUDIE: ________

DR PROUDIE: Interfered, yes, I suppose he did. But perhaps he thought Mr Harding was the right man for –

MRS PROUDIE: ________!

DR PROUDIE: Well, well, at least Quiverful is the warden now. Did you want me for something, my dear?

MRS PROUDIE: ________

DR PROUDIE: At once? And what should I say when he comes in?

MRS PROUDIE: ________

DR PROUDIE: Leave my employment and this house, yes, I think I've got that. What should I say if he asks why, my dear?

MRS PROUDIE: ________

DR PROUDIE: I expect you will, my dear. I'm sure he will be in no doubt at all about your disapproval.

MRS PROUDIE: ________!

DR PROUDIE: No, no, of course I do not approve of – of anything. You are absolutely right, my dear, as you always are.

MRS PROUDIE: ________

4 Here are the thoughts of five characters at different points in the story. Which characters are they, and who or what are they thinking about? What has just happened in the story?

1) 'This is wonderful news! I couldn't imagine anyone more suitable for my darling girl. She'll make an excellent vicar's wife – unless – good heavens, that's an interesting idea. I must discuss it with the archdeacon.'

2) 'Oh dear, I wonder what's happening in there! Perhaps we won't get the post after all, even though it's been promised to us – I just don't trust that man. Freddy and Sarah need new shoes, and there's the new baby on the way, and I can't get any more meat until I pay the last bill...'

3) 'Arriving together in the same carriage... There can't be any doubt about it now. They'll announce their engagement in the next few days, I expect. It's the end of all my hopes – the only woman I've ever loved. And now I must walk around the gardens, and smile and be pleasant to all these people I don't know.'

4) 'That awful man's going to cause a lot of trouble, I can see that. All the clergy are furious with him, and poor Father is quite miserable about the changes he seems to want to bring about. He won't be invited here to Plumstead, anyway!'

5) 'That woman! A devil in the shape of an unbelievably beautiful female! How did she find out so much? Laughing at me like that, and singing her stupid song, with everybody watching. Well, one good thing's come out of it – I'm cured! I never want to see her again!'

5 Here is a page from the local newspaper, reporting on recent events in Barchester. Fill each gap with one suitable word.



THE JUPITER

Thursday 25th September



THE NEW DEAN

We are sure that our readers _____ like us to give a warm _____ to MR FRANCIS ARABIN of Oxford, _____ will be the dean of Barchester, _____ the sad death of Dr Trefoil. _____ Mr Arabin is single at the _____, we have heard of his recent _____ to a modest and charming young _____. We hope to hear of their _____ very soon.





Other News

Mr Slope, one of our most _____ and promising young priests, has suddenly _____ to resign his post as bishop's _____. We will no longer have the _____ of seeing him in Barchester. Sadly, _____ duties require his presence elsewhere.




Mr _____, new warden of Hiram's Hospital, starts _____ there on Monday. His wife and _____ are moving into the warden's comfortable _____ today. Mrs Quiverful said, 'I can't _____ it! It's better than my wildest _____!' We hope they will be very _____ there.



6 How much does the title Barchester Towers tell you about the story? Do you prefer titles that tell you what to expect? What are the good points and bad points about these titles, for example? Try to think of some alternative titles of your own.

· The Rise and Fall of a Humble Chaplain

· Cathedral Wars

· Power and the Bishop's Wife

· Eleanor
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内容简介

名利场，一个极尽浮华、邪恶且又荒唐的地方，充斥着各式虚伪与矫饰。在那里，你赌博，欠债，等着有钱的姑姑死掉；在那里，你对心上人发誓相爱至死不渝，然而次日就给别人写下情书；在那里，耍心机、说谎话才会得到回报；在那里，男人奔赴战场，女人坠入爱河；在那里，欢笑与泪水同在，危险与刺激并存……故事发生在1815年的伦敦、布赖顿、布鲁塞尔和巴黎。




贝姬·夏普和阿梅莉亚·塞德利即将开始在名利场的奇妙历险。她们都将觅得夫婿，但婚姻会持续多久？谁会佩戴钻石，谁会忍饥挨饿？她们会忠贞守一，还是会荒唐行事？她们会被弃之若屣，还是会被深深爱恋？谁会把钞票缝到裙子里，随着胜利之师奔赴巴黎？谁会回到娘家，悲凄淌泪？还有她们的亲朋好友……约瑟夫·塞德利会当一辈子傻瓜吗？罗顿·克劳利会了解真相吗？威廉·多宾会如愿以偿吗？




“啊，人类欲望如此虚荣与荒唐！尘世之中，我们谁是真正快乐的？我们谁能称心如意？又或，在遂了心愿后，真正感到心满意足？”


VANITY FAIR

Vanity Fair is a very vain, wicked, foolish place, full of all sorts of falseness and pretence. It is a place where you gamble and get into debt, and wait for your rich aunt to die. A place where you swear undying love to your sweetheart, and write a love letter to someone else the next day. It is a place where cunning and lies bring rewards. It is a place where men go to war, and women fall in love, a place of laughter, tears, danger, and excitement... It is 1815 in London and Brighton, Brussels and Paris.




Becky Sharp and Amelia Sedley are starting out on the great adventure of Vanity Fair. Each will find a husband, but how long will it last? Who will wear diamonds, who will go hungry? Will they be faithful, foolish, neglected, devoted? Who will sew banknotes into her dress and follow a victorious army to Paris? Who will go home to her mother and weep in misery? And their friends and relations... Will Joseph Sedley be a fool all his life? Will Rawdon Crawley learn the truth? Will William Dobbin get his heart's desire?




‘Oh, the vanity and folly of human wishes! Which of us is happy in this world? Which of us has our heart's desire? Or, having it, is satisfied?'
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5　Waiting for war in Brussels
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PEOPLE IN THIS STORY

Miss Rebecca (Becky) Sharp




Miss Amelia (Emmy) Sedley

Mr Joseph (Jos) Sedley, Amelia's brother

Mr John Sedley, father of Amelia and Joseph

Mrs Sedley, his wife




Mr George Osborne, a lieutenant in the army; later, a captain

Georgy, George's son

Mr John Osborne, father of George Osborne, and grandfather of Georgy
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Mr William Dobbin, a captain in the army; later, a major

Miss Dobbin, William's sister




Sir Pitt Crawley, a baronet

Mr Pitt (later, Sir Pitt) Crawley, Sir Pitt's older son (by his first wife)

Lady Jane Crawley, Pitt Crawley's wife

Mr Rawdon Crawley, Sir Pitt's younger son (by his first wife), a captain in the army; later, a colonel

Young Rawdon (Rawdy), Rawdon's son

Lady Crawley, Sir Pitt's second wife, mother of Rose and Violet

Miss Matilda Crawley, Sir Pitt's unmarried sister, and Rawdon's aunt

Miss Briggs, paid companion to Miss Crawley

Mr Bute Crawley, Sir Pitt's brother

Mrs Bute Crawley, Mr Bute's wife




Lord Steyne, a nobleman


人物介绍

丽贝卡（贝姬）·夏普小姐




阿梅莉亚（埃米）·塞德利小姐

约瑟夫（乔斯）·塞德利先生，阿梅莉亚之兄

约翰·塞德利先生，阿梅莉亚和约瑟夫之父

塞德利夫人，约翰·塞德利先生之妻




乔治·奥斯本先生，陆军中尉；后晋升上尉

乔基，乔治之子

约翰·奥斯本先生，乔治·奥斯本之父，乔基的祖父
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威廉·多宾先生，陆军上尉；后晋升少校

多宾小姐，威廉之妹




皮特·克劳利爵士，准男爵

皮特·克劳利先生（后承封号，皮特爵士），皮特爵士的长子（与其第一任妻子所生）

简·克劳利女士，皮特·克劳利先生之妻

罗顿·克劳利先生，皮特爵士的次子（与其第一任妻子所生），陆军上尉；后晋升上校

小罗顿（罗迪），罗顿之子

克劳利女士，皮特爵士的第二任妻子，罗丝和维奥莱特之母

玛蒂尔达·克劳利小姐，皮特爵士未出嫁的姐姐，罗顿的姑姑

布里格斯小姐，克劳利小姐雇用的女伴

比特·克劳利先生，皮特爵士之弟

比特·克劳利夫人，比特先生之妻




斯泰恩勋爵，贵族


1
The young ladies leave school

One sunny morning in June, early in the 1800s, Miss Amelia Sedley and Miss Rebecca Sharp left school. The carriage which took them away from Miss Pinkerton's school for young ladies was filled with gifts and flowers for Amelia, for everyone loved her; but nobody cried when Rebecca left.

We are going to see a great deal of Amelia, so there is no harm in saying straight away that she was a dear little creature. She is not a heroine because her nose was rather short and her face was too round, though it shone with rosy health. She had a lovely smile and her eyes were bright with good humour, except when they were filled with tears, which happened a great deal too often because she had the kindest heart in the world. And when she left school she did not know whether to cry or not. She was glad to go home, but she was very sad to leave her friends at school.

Well, at last the goodbyes were over and the carriage drove away. In her hand Amelia held a letter from Miss Pinkerton, the school's headmistress, which was full of praise for Amelia's educational achievements and the sweetness of her nature.

Amelia's companion, Miss Rebecca Sharp, had no letter from Miss Pinkerton, and was not at all sad to leave school. Indeed, she was delighted.

'I hate the place,' she said. 'I never want to see it again! I wish it were at the bottom of the river, with Miss Pinkerton too.'

Amelia was shocked. 'Oh, Rebecca!' she cried. 'How can you have such wicked thoughts?'

As you will guess, Rebecca was not a kind or forgiving person. She said that the world treated her very badly – though it was quite possible that she deserved the treatment she got.

Her father was an artist, who had given drawing lessons to the young ladies at Miss Pinkerton's school. He was a clever man and a pleasant companion, but was always in debt and had too great a fondness for the bottle. When he was drunk, he used to beat his wife and daughter. He had married a French dancer, who had taught her daughter to speak perfect French. She had died young, leaving Rebecca to her father's care.

And when Rebecca was seventeen, her father died. On his deathbed he wrote to Miss Pinkerton, begging her to look after his orphan daughter. So Miss Pinkerton employed Rebecca to speak French to the young ladies. In return, Rebecca lived in the school, was paid a few pounds a year, and was allowed to attend classes when she was free.

Rebecca, or Becky, as she was often called, was small and thin, with a pale face and light red hair. She usually kept her head down, but when she looked up, her green eyes were large and attractive, especially to men. Next to the tall, healthy young ladies in the school, Becky Sharp looked like a child. But being poor and in debt had taught her many adult lessons. She knew how to deal with angry shopkeepers demanding their money, and how to charm them into providing one more meal. Her father, who was very proud of her lively mind, had liked to have her at his drinking parties, though the conversation of his wild friends was hardly suitable for a young girl. But she had never been a girl, she said; she had been a woman since she was eight years old.

Rebecca hated the school. She argued and fought with Miss Pinkerton, and was jealous of the young ladies there. After the freedom of her father's house, the school felt like a prison, and she was soon making plans for her escape.

Her only friend was Amelia Sedley, and when Amelia left school at the age of seventeen, Rebecca, now aged nineteen, left school too. She had obtained a post as a governess to the daughters of Sir Pitt Crawley, to whose house she would go after spending a few weeks with Miss Sedley's family.

By the time the carriage arrived at the Sedleys' house in Russell Square, Amelia had forgotten her sadness and was happy to be home again. She took great pleasure in showing Rebecca every room in the house, her piano, all her books, her dresses, her jewellery, and the wonderful presents which her brother Joseph had brought back for her from India.

'It must be delightful to have a brother,' said Rebecca. 'He's very rich, I expect, if he's been in India. Is his wife very pretty?'

'Oh yes, Joseph is wealthy, but he isn't married,' Amelia said.

'Oh, what a pity!' said Rebecca. 'I was sure you said he was married, and I was hoping to meet your nieces and nephews.'

But the thought that was really going through Rebecca's mind was this: 'If Mr Joseph Sedley is rich and unmarried, why shouldn't I marry him? I have only a few weeks, to be sure, but there's no harm in trying.'

Should we blame Miss Sharp for her marriage ambitions? No, for we must remember that poor Rebecca had no kind mother to arrange this delicate business for her, and that if she did not get a husband for herself, there was no one else to do it for her.

So Rebecca became even more affectionate to Amelia, thanking her with tears in her eyes for the presents which her dear friend had given her. And when the dinner-bell rang, she went downstairs with her arm round her friend's waist, as is the habit of young ladies who love each other dearly.

In the drawing-room they found a large, fat man, fashionably dressed in bright colours, sitting by the fire reading the newspaper. As the young ladies entered, he stood up quickly, and his face went red in alarm and embarrassment.

'It's only your sister, Joseph,' said Amelia, laughing. 'I've finished school, you know, and this is my friend, Miss Sharp. You've heard me talk about her.'
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'This is my friend, Miss Sharp. You've heard me talk about her.'

'No, never,' said Joseph in great confusion. 'That is, yes – what very cold weather we're having, Miss—', and he began to stir up the fire, although it was the middle of June.

'He's very handsome,' Rebecca whispered, rather loudly.

'Oh, do you think so?' said Amelia. 'I'll tell him.'

'No, please don't!' cried Miss Sharp, stepping back and keeping her eyes fixed modestly on the carpet.

Joseph Sedley was twelve years older than his sister, and worked in Bengal, in a very isolated place, for the East India Company. But he became ill, and was sent back to London, where he decided to enjoy all the pleasures he had missed when he went to India. So he had his own apartment, drove his horses in the park, ate in fashionable restaurants, and went to the theatre. But he had no friends. He was fat, lazy, and vain, and the sight of a lady frightened him tremendously.

Becky Sharp would have to be very clever indeed to catch such a man for a husband. Her first moves, though, showed considerable skill. 'I must be very quiet,' she thought, 'and very interested in India.' And all through dinner, she paid great attention to everything Joseph said.

After dinner, when the ladies had gone up to the drawing-room, old Mr Sedley laughed, and said to his son, 'Take care, Jos. That girl is planning to catch you for a husband.'

'Nonsense!' Joseph replied. But he could not help thinking about her and the way she had looked at him with her beautiful green eyes when he had picked up her handkerchief. 'She dropped it twice,' he thought. 'And is that her singing now in the drawing-room? Shall I go up and see?'

But his shyness overcame him, and he quietly slipped away from the house. From the window Mrs Sedley saw him go. 'Miss Sharp has frightened him away,' she remarked.

It was three days before Joseph returned to the house, and during that time Rebecca never mentioned his name. She was full of grateful respect for Mrs Sedley, laughed at all Mr Sedley's jokes, and was delighted with every excursion. When Amelia had a headache, Rebecca would not go out without her. Her green eyes filled with tears. 'Dear, dear Emmy,' she said. 'How could I go out and leave you? You have shown a poor orphan what happiness and love are for the first time in her life.'

In fact, Becky Sharp won the hearts of all the family.

On the day that Joseph reappeared, Amelia reminded her brother that he had promised to take her to the Royal Gardens at Vauxhall, which was a very popular place of entertainment.

'The young ladies must have a gentleman each,' said Amelia's father. 'Jos will forget all about Emmy if he's looking after Miss Sharp. Ask George Osborne if he'll come.'

He and his wife exchanged little smiles, and Amelia looked down and blushed as only a young girl of seventeen can blush – and as Miss Rebecca Sharp had never blushed in her life.

But on the night of the Vauxhall party, it rained heavily, and the young people had to postpone their excursion. They spent a comfortable evening at home instead. The Sedleys had known George Osborne all his life, and it was accepted in both families that he and Amelia would marry one day. In fact, the marriage settlement had already been agreed between the two fathers.

So it was a very informal evening, and when Amelia and George went off to the piano in the back drawing-room, Becky and Joseph were left alone. Joseph was surprised to find that he could talk to Becky quite easily. She asked him many questions about India and listened admiringly to all his stories.

'Promise me that you will never go on one of those dreadful tiger hunts,' she begged him, her green eyes filled with fear.

Joseph laughed bravely. 'Nonsense, Miss Sharp. The danger only makes it more exciting.' He had only once been on a tiger hunt, when he had indeed nearly died – of terror.

Later, Rebecca, whose singing was as excellent as her French, sang a song about an orphan, her voice trembling a little over the sad ending. Everyone was reminded of Rebecca's own orphan state and her uncertain future in life.

'Such a beautiful song, dear Miss Sharp,' said Joseph Sedley. 'It almost made me cry.'

'That's because you have a kind heart, Mr Joseph,' came the soft reply, accompanied by an even softer glance.

Becky's efforts were not wasted. Joseph's mind was full of thoughts of marriage. 'She'll make a fine little wife,' he said to himself. 'I'll ask the question at Vauxhall. Yes, I will!'
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George Osborne came to lunch on the day of the Vauxhall party and said to Mrs Sedley, 'I hope you don't mind, but I've asked Dobbin to come here tonight and go with us to Vauxhall.'

Lieutenant George Osborne and Captain William Dobbin had been at school together. Dobbin, a quiet, modest boy, had saved Osborne from a beating, and from then on the two had been good friends. They were now both in the same regiment in the army and had not long returned from service in the West Indies.

'Of course he can come,' said Mrs Sedley. 'I remember Dobbin very well. Is he still as awkward and plain as ever?'

'I'll always like him,' Amelia said, 'however awkward he is.' But her reason for liking Dobbin was that he was George's friend.

'He's a fine fellow,' said George, 'even if he's not very good-looking.' And he glanced towards the mirror, admiring his own handsome face and curly black hair. He blushed a little when he saw Rebecca watching him, and Rebecca thought, 'And you certainly know what a fine fellow you are, don't you!'

That evening, when Amelia came into the sitting-room, singing happily, and as fresh as a rose in a pretty white dress, a very tall awkward gentleman in uniform stepped forward. He had large hands and feet, and bowed clumsily.

He had arrived very quietly, and the ladies upstairs did not know that he was there. Otherwise Amelia would not have come into the room singing. As it was, the fresh little voice went straight to William Dobbin's heart – and stayed there. 'What a lucky fellow George Osborne is,' he thought.

On the way to Vauxhall Gardens, Rebecca sat next to Joseph in the carriage and George Osborne sat between Amelia and Dobbin. Though nothing was said, everybody in the carriage was sure that Joseph would propose to Becky that evening. And when they stepped down from the carriage, Joseph took her on his arm, and George and Amelia went off together.

Dobbin paid for them all, and then walked behind, content in his generous and unselfish way to see Amelia and George so happy together. They had all promised to stay together, but within ten minutes, of course, they had separated, and Rebecca found herself alone with Joseph on one of the side walks. Now, she thought, was the moment for Joseph to ask the question. A few minutes earlier somebody had rudely pushed past Rebecca, and she had fallen back with a little cry, into Mr Sedley's arms. This made him feel very loving towards her, and he told her several of his Indian stories again – for the sixth time.

'How I should like to see India!' breathed Rebecca.

'Would you really?' Joseph asked eagerly, and the important question must have been trembling on his lips, because he was breathing very heavily. Rebecca placed her little hand on his heart and she could feel it beating wildly.

Just at this interesting moment, however, the bell rang for the start of the fireworks, and the lovers were surrounded by crowds of hurrying people, and were forced to go with them.

Captain Dobbin walked round the Gardens alone. He thought of joining the others for supper, but saw, when he passed in front of their table, that they were all talking happily to each other, and that their table was prepared for four only. They had forgotten all about him, so he went away again. When he returned later, he realized that Joseph had drunk too much, for he was talking and laughing and singing very loudly. He had attracted a crowd of people, who were gathering round to watch. In fact, George was just about to hit one man who wanted to join the party, but Dobbin arrived at that moment and sent the crowd away.

'Good heavens! Where have you been, Dobbin?' said George. Then, without waiting for a reply, he added, 'Make yourself useful. Look after Joseph, and I'll take the ladies home.'

That night as she went up to bed, Rebecca said to herself, 'He must propose tomorrow. He called me his darling four times. He must propose tomorrow.'

But wine can be the ruin of marriage plans. The next day Joseph had a terrible headache, and his condition was not improved by a visit from George Osborne, who laughed at him most unkindly. 'What a fool you made of yourself last night, Jos! Singing love songs, and crying all over Miss Sharp's hand!'

George had been thinking about Joseph and Becky Sharp. If he, George, was going to marry into the Sedley family, he did not want his brother-in-law to marry a governess, a little nobody, without money or social position. And so George continued to laugh at Joseph and make cruel jokes about him.

The result of all this was that Joseph decided that he was too ill to visit the young ladies, and the next day he sent a letter to his sister, saying that when he recovered he planned to go to Scotland for several months.

It was the death of Rebecca's hopes. Kind-hearted Amelia was very sad for her friend and cried a great deal, but it was now clear to the rest of the Sedley family that the time had come for Rebecca to leave. She made her preparations, and accepted all Amelia's parting gifts with just the right amount of hesitation. Even George Osborne gave Rebecca a present, but he had made too many unkind jokes about Joseph and the Vauxhall party.

'I'm so grateful to him!' Rebecca told Amelia, but in her heart she was thinking, 'George Osborne prevented my marriage.' So we can imagine just how grateful she was to George Osborne.

And so the final parting came. After many tears and promises of undying friendship, both sincere and insincere, Rebecca and Amelia said goodbye.



good humour good mood 好心情

headmistress n. a female teacher who is in charge of a school 女校长

companion n. someone you spend a lot of time with, especially a friend 伴侣，同伴

wicked adj. behaving in a way that is morally wrong 邪恶的，罪恶的

governess n. a woman employed by a rich family to live in their home and teach their children 女家庭教师

to be sure used to admit that something is true, before saying something that is the opposite 诚然，固然（用于要说相反意见之前）

affectionate adj. showing in a gentle way that you love someone 亲切的，亲热的

drawing-room n. (old-fashioned) a room where guests are entertained （用于招待客人的）客厅

alarm n. a feeling of fear or worry because something bad or dangerous might happen 惊慌，惊恐

vain adj. someone who is vain is too proud of their good looks, abilities, or position 自负的，虚荣的

tremendously adv. greatly 极其，很

grateful adj. showing that you want to thank someone because of something kind that they have done 感激的，感谢的

excursion n. a short journey 短途旅行，出游

marriage settlement the financial arrangements agreed for a marriage 婚姻财产授予

remind of to seem similar to someone or something 使想起（相似的人或物）

lieutenant n. an army officer of middle rank (below captain) 中尉（低于上尉）

regiment n. a large group of soldiers, usually consisting of several battalions （军队的）团

as it is because of the situation that actually exists 照目前情况看来

propose v. to ask someone to marry you, especially in a formal way 求婚

generous adj. someone who is generous is willing to give money, spend time etc, in order to help people or give them pleasure 慷慨的，大方的

ruin n. the cause of losing money, job etc or messing up plans 祸根，罪魁

recover v. to get better after an illness 恢复健康，康复


1
小姐们离校

十九世纪初，六月里一个阳光明媚的清晨，阿梅莉亚·塞德利小姐和丽贝卡·夏普小姐离校了。把她们从平克顿女子学校接走的马车里装满了送给阿梅莉亚的礼物和花儿，因为人人都爱她；但丽贝卡离开时却没有一个人掉眼泪。

我们还会常常见到阿梅莉亚，所以不妨直说，她是个讨人喜爱的姑娘。她不是故事里的女主人公，因为她鼻子颇短，脸又太圆，尽管她的脸蛋透出健康红润的光泽。她有着甜美的笑容，明亮的双眸闪烁着快乐的光芒，除非眼里充满了泪水。这种情况发生得太过频繁，因为她有一颗世界上最善良的心。她离校时不知道自己该不该哭：可以回家了她很高兴，但要告别学校里的朋友她又很伤心。

好啦，道别终于结束，马车出发了。阿梅莉亚手里拿着学校校长平克顿小姐写的信，信中满是对阿梅莉亚学业成绩和善良品格的褒扬。

阿梅莉亚的同伴丽贝卡·夏普小姐没有得到平克顿小姐的信，而且离开学校她一点也不伤心。实际上，这正合她心意呢。

“我讨厌这个地方。”她说，“我再也不想看见它了！我希望它沉到河底，连平克顿小姐也一起沉下去。”

阿梅莉亚吓了一跳。“啊，丽贝卡！”她大叫，“你怎么会有这么恶毒的想法呢？”

你可以猜得出来，丽贝卡不是一个善良宽容的人。她说世界对她太残酷——尽管很有可能是，她活该受到那样的待遇。

丽贝卡的父亲是位画家，在平克顿小姐的学校里教年轻小姐们绘画课。他是个聪明人，也好相处，但总是债台高筑，而且贪好杯中物。以前他喝醉时会殴打妻子和女儿。他的妻子是个法国舞女，教会女儿讲一口流利的法语，只是年纪轻轻就去世了，留下丽贝卡给他照顾。

丽贝卡十七岁时，父亲亡故了。临终时他给平克顿小姐写信，求她照顾自己的孤女。于是平克顿小姐就雇丽贝卡同年轻小姐们讲法语。作为报酬，丽贝卡可以住在学校里，每年拿几英镑薪水，空闲时还可以去听课。

丽贝卡，大家也常常叫她贝姬，身材瘦小，脸色苍白，长着一头淡红色的头发。她通常低着头，可是当她抬起眼来时，那双绿眼睛显得又大又迷人，对男性尤其有吸引力。和学校里高挑健康的年轻小姐们站在一起，贝姬·夏普看起来就像个小孩子。然而，家境贫寒又债务缠身，使她学会了许多成年人才知道的诀窍：她知道怎么应付那些来讨钱的凶巴巴的店主，也知道怎么打动他们，让他们再多提供一顿饭。她的父亲非常赞赏她那灵活的头脑，喜欢在找人喝酒时把她带上，可是他那帮狐朋狗友讲的话实在不适合年轻女孩听。然而，她说她从来没当过女孩，从八岁起她就是一位成年女子了。

丽贝卡讨厌平克顿女子学校。她与平克顿小姐争吵不休，对学校里的年轻小姐们嫉妒不已。她在父亲家里过惯了自由的生活，学校简直就像一座监狱，因此她很快就开始计划如何摆脱学校的束缚。

阿梅莉亚·塞德利是她唯一的朋友。阿梅莉亚十七岁离校时，已十九岁的丽贝卡也同时离校了。丽贝卡获得了一个家庭教师的职位，教导皮特·克劳利爵士的女儿们。她会先在塞德利小姐家住几周，之后再前往克劳利爵士家。

等马车到了位于拉塞尔广场的塞德利家门口时，阿梅莉亚已将悲伤抛在脑后，因回到家而高兴起来。她兴致勃勃地带着丽贝卡参观每个房间，展示她的钢琴、书籍、衣服、珠宝以及她的哥哥约瑟夫从印度为她带回来的各种精美礼物。

“有位兄长真好。”丽贝卡说，“既然他一直在印度，我猜他一定很富有。他的妻子长得很漂亮吗？”

“噢，是的，约瑟夫很有钱，不过他还没有结婚呢。”阿梅莉亚说。

“啊，真遗憾！”丽贝卡说，“我确信你曾说过他结婚了，而且我还期待见到你的侄子、侄女们呢。”

但实际上丽贝卡脑子里想的是：“既然约瑟夫·塞德利先生富有且又未婚，我为什么不嫁给他呢？不错，我只有几个星期的时间，但试试也无妨。”

我们应该谴责夏普小姐的结婚大计吗？不，因为我们须记着，可怜的丽贝卡没有体贴的母亲为她安排这桩棘手之事。如果她不为自己寻觅夫君的话，别人是不会为她操办婚事的。

因此，丽贝卡对阿梅莉亚表现得更亲热，对这位亲爱的朋友送给她的礼物感激涕零。餐铃响起，她揽着她朋友的腰走下楼，这是关系亲密的年轻女士们的习惯。

在客厅里，她们看到一位身材高大、体态臃肿的男子。他穿着鲜艳入时，正坐在炉火边看报。两位年轻女士进屋时，他迅速站起身，脸色因惊慌尴尬而变得通红。

“只是你妹妹而已，约瑟夫。”阿梅莉亚笑着说，“我完成了学业，你知道的。这位是我的朋友，夏普小姐。我曾向你提起过她。”

“没，从来没听过。”约瑟夫极为窘迫地说，“我是说，是听过——这天气可真够冷的，小姐——”他开始拨弄炉火，尽管当时已经是六月中旬了。

“他很英俊。”丽贝卡对阿梅莉亚耳语，但是声音相当大。

“哦，是吗？”阿梅莉亚说，“我来告诉他。”

“别，求你了！”夏普小姐大声说，往后退去，双眼羞涩地盯着地毯。

约瑟夫·塞德利比他妹妹大十二岁，受雇于（英国）东印度公司，在孟加拉一处人迹罕至的地方工作。但他生病了，被派回伦敦。他决定要在这里寻欢作乐，好好弥补去印度时错过的时光。因此，他拥有自己的一套公寓，驾自己的马车去公园游玩，在时髦的餐馆里吃饭，还去剧院看戏。但是他没有朋友。他又肥又懒又虚荣，一看见女士就吓得惊慌失措。

要想抓住这么个男人作丈夫，贝姬·夏普得非常巧妙才行。不过，她最初的行为，还是显示出了相当的技巧。“我必须安安静静的，”她想，“还要表现出对印度很感兴趣。”整个晚餐期间，她都全神贯注地听约瑟夫讲的每一句话。

晚餐结束后，女士们去了楼上客厅，老塞德利先生笑呵呵地对他儿子说：“留神啊，乔斯。那姑娘可打算嫁给你呢。”

“胡说！”约瑟夫回道。可是他情不自禁地想起她，想起他为她捡起手帕时，她那双美丽的绿眼睛看他的样子。“她的手帕掉了两次呢。”他想，“是她在客厅里唱歌吗？我是不是该上楼去看看？”

但羞怯最终占了上风，他悄悄地溜出了家门。塞德利夫人透过窗户看见他离开。“夏普小姐把他吓跑了。”她说。

约瑟夫三天后才又回到家里。在这期间，丽贝卡一次也没提过他的名字。她对塞德利夫人毕恭毕敬，充满感激之情；塞德利先生的每个笑话都逗得她哈哈大笑；每次出游她都欢喜不尽。阿梅莉亚害头痛时，丽贝卡没她就不肯出门。她那双绿眼睛里含着泪水。“亲爱的，亲爱的埃米。”她说，“我怎么能留下你一个人出去呢？你让一个可怜的孤儿这辈子头一次感受到什么是幸福和爱啊。”

实际上，贝姬·夏普赢得了全家人的心。

约瑟夫再次现身的那天，阿梅莉亚提醒她哥哥，他曾答应要带她去沃克斯霍尔的皇家花园游玩，那是一处很受欢迎的游览地。

“年轻女士们每人都得有男士陪伴。”阿梅莉亚的父亲说，“乔斯如果照顾夏普小姐的话就会完全忽略埃米。问问乔治·奥斯本能不能一起去。”

他和妻子相视而笑，阿梅莉亚红了脸低下头去。只有十七岁的少女才会这样脸红，而丽贝卡·夏普小姐从来都没如此脸红过。

但是原定出发去沃克斯霍尔的那天晚上，下起了倾盆大雨，这群年轻人只好推迟了出游。他们在家里惬意地度过了一晚。塞德利一家对乔治·奥斯本知根知底，两家人早有默契，他和阿梅莉亚有朝一日会结成连理。实际上，双方父亲已经就婚姻财产授予达成了一致。

因此，晚上气氛轻松愉悦，阿梅莉亚和乔治起身去后客厅弹琴，剩下贝姬和约瑟夫两人单独在一起。约瑟夫惊讶地发现他可以轻松自如地和贝姬交谈。她问了许多有关印度的问题，并钦佩地听着他夸夸而谈。

“答应我你今后再也不会去参加那些可怕的猎虎活动了。”她乞求道，绿眼睛里满是恐惧。

约瑟夫豪迈地笑了：“这真是无稽之谈，夏普小姐。危险只会让猎虎变得更刺激。”他只参加过一次猎虎活动，那次他的确差点死掉。不过，是差点被吓死的。

之后，丽贝卡唱了一首关于孤儿的歌曲，她的演唱功力可与她的法语水平媲美。在歌曲哀伤的结尾处，她的声音微微有些颤抖。大家都想起了丽贝卡也是一个孤儿，还有她前途未卜的生活。

“歌唱得太美了，亲爱的夏普小姐。”约瑟夫·塞德利说，“差点把我唱哭了。”

“那是因为你有颗善良的心，约瑟夫先生。”她温柔地回答，并投去更加温柔的一瞥。

贝姬的努力没有白费。约瑟夫满脑子都是结婚的事。“她能成为一个不错的娇妻。”他暗自思忖，“我要在沃克斯霍尔向她求婚。对，我要求婚！”

[image: alt]

去沃克斯霍尔那天，乔治·奥斯本来吃午饭，他对塞德利夫人说：“希望您不介意，我邀请了多宾今晚来这里，和我们一道去沃克斯霍尔。”

乔治·奥斯本中尉和威廉·多宾上尉曾同上一所学校。多宾是个安静、谦逊的男孩，在奥斯本挨打时救过他，从那时起两人就成了好朋友。现在，他们在陆军的同一个团里，不久前刚从西印度群岛服役归来。

“他当然能来。”塞德利夫人说，“多宾我记得很清楚。他还像以前那样笨手笨脚，相貌平平吗？”

“我会一直喜欢他，”阿梅莉亚说，“不管他有多么笨手笨脚。”但是她喜欢多宾是因为他是乔治的朋友。

“他人不错，”乔治说，“虽然他长得不怎么好看。”他朝镜子望去，欣赏自己英俊的脸庞和卷曲的黑发。看到丽贝卡在端详他，他脸红了一下。丽贝卡心想：“你当然知道自己是个多么漂亮的人儿啦，不是吗！”

那天晚上，阿梅莉亚穿着漂亮的白裙子，像朵娇艳的玫瑰花，一边高兴地唱着歌，一边走进起居室。这时，一位笨头笨脑、粗手大脚的高个子先生迎了上来。他身穿军服，笨拙地鞠了个躬。

他悄然而至，楼上的女士们不知道他在那里，否则阿梅莉亚也不会唱着歌进起居室了。就这样，她那甜美柔嫩的声音径直闯进了威廉·多宾的心，而且驻扎了下来。“乔治·奥斯本真是个幸运的家伙啊！”他想。

在前往沃克斯霍尔花园的马车上，丽贝卡挨着约瑟夫坐，乔治·奥斯本坐在阿梅莉亚和多宾中间。尽管一言不发，但马车上的人都肯定约瑟夫当晚会向贝姬求婚。他们下马车时，约瑟夫让丽贝卡挽着自己的手臂，乔治和阿梅莉亚则结伴前行。

多宾为大家付了钱，跟着走在后面。看到阿梅莉亚和乔治在一起那么开心，慷慨无私的他觉得心满意足。他们本来说好要一起行动的，但结果不出所料，不到十分钟他们就分开了。丽贝卡发现她和约瑟夫单独走在一条小路上。现在，她想，约瑟夫该问那个问题了。就在几分钟前，有人粗鲁地从丽贝卡身边挤过去，她轻声尖叫，跌进塞德利先生的怀里。这使他对她的爱意更浓了，于是他又讲了几个他在印度的故事——这已经是第六遍了。

“我多想去印度看看啊！”丽贝卡轻声说。

“你真的想去吗？”约瑟夫热切地问，那个重要的问题一定就在他的嘴边打着转，因为他的呼吸变得粗重起来。丽贝卡把小手放在他的胸口上，能感觉到他的心脏在剧烈跳动。

然而就在这让人心猿意马之际，焰火表演开始的钟声敲响了，这对情侣被匆匆的人流裹挟着，只得随着一起走。

多宾上尉独自一人绕着花园散步。他想和其他人一起共进晚餐，但从他们的桌子前经过时，他发现他们在兴高采烈地交谈，桌子也只是为四人准备的。他们已经把他忘得一干二净。所以，他再次离开了。等他稍后返回来时，他发现约瑟夫已经喝高了，正在高声谈笑、唱歌，吸引了一大群人围观。事实上，乔治正要打一个来凑热闹的男人，但多宾此刻及时出现，把人群驱散了。

“我的天啊！你刚才上哪儿去啦，多宾？”乔治问。没等对方回答，他又说：“快帮帮忙。你照顾约瑟夫，我送女士们回家。”

那晚就寝时，丽贝卡心想：“他明天一定会求婚的。他叫我心肝宝贝儿，叫了四次。他明天一定会求婚。”

可是酒也能成为破坏婚姻计划的罪魁。次日约瑟夫头痛得厉害，乔治·奥斯本的来访也没能让情况好转。他对约瑟夫大肆嘲笑，刻薄极了。“你昨晚出了多大的洋相啊，乔斯！唱情歌，还拉着夏普小姐的手痛哭流涕！”

乔治一直在考虑约瑟夫和贝姬·夏普的事。如果他——乔治——将来要和塞德利家结亲的话，他可不愿意他的大舅子娶一个无足轻重的女家庭教师，既没钱又没社会地位。因此，乔治继续嘲笑约瑟夫，还开十分过分的玩笑。

这一切使得约瑟夫决定以抱恙为由，不去拜访年轻女士们了。又过了一天，他给妹妹写信，说等他康复后，他打算去苏格兰待几个月。

丽贝卡的希望破灭了。心地善良的阿梅莉亚为她的朋友感到非常难过，哭了很多次。但塞德利家的其他人都明白，现在是丽贝卡离开的时候了。她打点行装，在表现出恰到好处的犹豫之后，收下了阿梅莉亚全部的临别赠礼。就连乔治·奥斯本也送了丽贝卡一份礼物，但是他开了太多有关约瑟夫和沃克斯霍尔那天晚上的恶意玩笑了。

“我对他真感激不尽！”丽贝卡对阿梅莉亚说。但她心里却在想：“乔治·奥斯本阻挠了我的婚事。”所以，我们可以想象她对乔治·奥斯本究竟有多“感激”了。

最终，离别的时刻到了。她们洒下许多泪水，相互许诺友谊不朽，当中有真情也有假意。最后，丽贝卡与阿梅莉亚道别了。


2
Becky Sharp makes new friends

Becky Sharp left London and travelled down to Queen's Crawley in hampshire, the home of Sir Pitt Crawley. Sir Pitt was a baronet and a Member of Parliament, and the land-owning Crawley family was of a higher social class than the Sedleys and the Osbornes, who had made their money by commerce. This thought comforted Becky as she reflected on her failed adventure with Mr Joseph Sedley.

After a week Amelia received a letter from her friend.




MY DEAREST, SWEETEST AMELIA – Oh, how my life has changed from those happy times in your house! There I was surrounded by the kindness of a loving friend, and now...!

Sir Pitt Crawley is nothing like we silly girls imagined a baronet to be. Think of a short old man, in dirty old clothes, who smokes a horrible pipe, speaks with a rough uneducated accent, swears at his servants, and gets drunk every night! He has been married twice, I learn, and has two sons by his first wife. The older, Mr Pitt Crawley, still lives here. He's a pale, thin, ugly man, who is always reading religious books and riding around the countryside, telling everybody to lead good lives.

As for Lady Crawley, Sir Pitt's second wife, she is a poor, faded, unhappy creature, who has nothing to say. She is quite often ill, and spends the rest of her time sewing. I am governess to her two little girls, Rose and Violet, who are no trouble, and already love me quite as much as their mother, I think!

Sir Pitt also has a brother, Mr Bute Crawley. He and his wife, whom everyone calls Mrs Bute (there are so many Crawleys!), live in a house nearby. It seems that he and Sir Pitt don't get on – some quarrel about money, I believe. Indeed, Sir Pitt himself is very mean – I am not allowed to have a candle in my room after eleven at night! But of course I cannot complain, as I am only a poor little governess!

Your affectionate friend, Rebecca




Becky may have been a poor governess, but she was a clever, cunning little creature as well. For we must remember that this story has Vanity Fair for a title, and Vanity Fair is a very vain, wicked, foolish place, full of all sorts of falseness and pretence.

It was certainly true that Sir Pitt Crawley was a mean, selfish, rude old man. He was never known to give away a penny, or to do a good action, but he enjoyed a joke – and the company of a lively and amusing young woman. So the little governess had no difficulty in making herself useful and agreeable to her employer. She wrote his letters for him, played cards with him, and helped with the management of the farm, park and gardens.

Before many months had passed she was almost mistress of the house, though she was always careful to appear modest and respectful. She was popular with everyone, it seemed, including two other members of the Crawley family, whom she described in another letter to her dear friend.




PLEASE FORGIVE MY LONG SILENCE, dearest Amelia, but for some weeks now our usual quiet life at Queen's Crawley has been quite different, because Miss Matilda Crawley is here on her yearly visit. We have dinner-parties and dancing-parties; we drink the best wines every day, and there are fires in every room. Miss Crawley, you see, is Sir Pitt's unmarried half-sister. She is a fat old lady, but has a fortune of seventy thousand pounds, which makes her brothers, Sir Pitt and Mr Bute, very affectionate towards her, as you might imagine! It is said that she intends to divide her fortune between Mr Bute's family, and Sir Pitt's younger son, Rawdon Crawley, who is a captain in the army and a great favourite with his aunt. This Captain Rawdon is staying here now, and I suppose you will like to know what sort of person he is.

Well, he is a very large, fashionable young man. He has a loud voice, swears a great deal, and is always giving orders to the servants, who all love him in spite of this, for he is very generous with his money – when he has any! He leads quite a wild life, I believe, gambling and so on, but his aunt Miss Matilda just laughs, and often pays his debts for him. She says he is worth far more than his boring brother, Mr Pitt Crawley, whom she hates.

Shall I tell you a compliment Captain Rawdon paid me? One night at a dancing-party he asked me, the poor little governess, to dance with him, and afterwards he swore out loud that I was the neatest little dancer in the room. You should have seen the angry stares I received from all the fine young ladies!

Your affectionate friend, Rebecca
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'You should have seen the angry stares I received from all the fine young ladies!'




Becky did not, strange to say, give her dear friend an altogether accurate report of Captain Rawdon Crawley. The Captain had paid her not just one, but a great many compliments. The Captain had walked with her twenty times in the park, had met her in fifty corridors and passages. The Captain had leaned over her piano in the evenings as she sang, while Miss Matilda Crawley nodded sleepily in her chair by the fire. (Lady Crawley was now upstairs, being ill, and ignored by everyone in the house.)

Nor did Becky mention to her friend what a great liking Miss Crawley had taken to her. Nothing would satisfy the old lady but that Miss Sharp should always sit next to her at dinner, and entertain her with amusing conversation.

'You've more brains in your little finger, my dear, than most people have in their heads,' she said to Becky. 'You're certainly cleverer than my poor nephew Rawdon.'

And so, in truth, she was – cleverer than both father and son.
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Not long after this, a carriage stopped at Miss Matilda Crawley's home in London in Park Lane, a fine comfortable house, and Miss Crawley herself was carried inside. Doctors were called, and the old lady was put to bed and cared for day and night by a young person who had accompanied her from Queen's Crawley. No one else was allowed in the sickroom, and this was naturally very upsetting to Miss Briggs, who had been Miss Crawley's devoted companion and friend for many years.

This mysterious young person was none other, of course, than Miss Rebecca Sharp. She nursed Miss Crawley, gave orders to the servants, and very soon persuaded kind-hearted Miss Briggs into friendly feelings towards her.

Captain Rawdon Crawley visited every day, and spent a good deal of time in the company of Miss Sharp, receiving reports about his aunt's health. This improved rapidly, her illness being caused by no more than a rather large, hot fish supper, but when an old lady of great wealth becomes ill, all her affectionate relations are naturally anxious to pay her every attention.

It was not the same case for another member of the Crawley family, however. Sir Pitt's wife, Lady Crawley, had been ill for some time but no one had paid her any attention at all. And some three months after Becky had gone to London, Lady Crawley quietly slipped out of this life, almost unnoticed.

Sir Pitt had missed Becky greatly. It was only his fear of offending his wealthy sister that had made him let Becky go to London at all. He had written to her several times and often visited her in Park Lane, begging her, commanding her to return and continue the education of his two daughters. But Miss Crawley always refused to let her go, and so Becky stayed.

The day after Lady Crawley's death, Sir Pitt appeared in Park Lane. Miss Crawley did not want to see him, so she sent Becky down with a message that she was too ill to have visitors.

'That's all right,' Sir Pitt said. 'It's you I want to see, Miss Becky. I want you back at Queen's Crawley. It's not the same without you. All my accounts have got confused again. I can't get my letters done. You must come back. Dear Becky, do come.'

'I don't think – it would be right – to be alone – with you, sir,' said Becky, seeming rather upset.

'Come as Lady Crawley, if you like,' the baronet said. 'There! Will that satisfy you? Come back and be my wife. Yes or no?'

Tears ran down Becky's face, tears of real sorrow.

'Oh, Sir Pitt!' she said. 'Oh, Sir – I – I'm married already!'

'Married!' cried Sir Pitt. 'Married! Who to? You're joking. Who would marry you, Becky? You've not a penny to your name!'

Becky fell to her knees. 'Oh, Sir Pitt, dear Sir Pitt, please don't be angry. I'm so grateful for all your goodness to me.'

'Grateful be damned!' shouted Sir Pitt. 'Where is this husband, then? Run off and left you, has he?'

'Oh, sir! Please let me come back to dear Queen's Crawley. I can't be your wife, sir. Let me – let me be your daughter!'

At this moment the door opened, and Miss Crawley walked in.

Miss Briggs, accidentally listening at the door, had heard Sir Pitt's proposal and had rushed upstairs to tell Miss Crawley. Neither of them, however, had heard Becky's reason for refusing Sir Pitt's offer of marriage.

'Can this be true, Sir Pitt?' Miss Crawley asked, in a horrified voice. 'You have actually proposed marriage to Miss Sharp?'

'I have told Sir Pitt,' said Becky, in a sad, tearful voice, 'that I can never become Lady Crawley.'

'You've refused him!' said Miss Crawley, amazed that a penniless governess should refuse a baronet. 'But why? Is there someone else?'

'I cannot tell you now,' replied poor Becky. 'I am very miserable. But oh, promise you will love me always.'

Pleased that Rebecca had shown the good sense to refuse Sir Pitt, Miss Crawley promised always to remain Rebecca's friend. To Becky's relief, finding his offer of marriage refused, Sir Pitt left, without revealing her secret to Miss Crawley. So Becky had time to make plans, and that night she sat down and wrote a letter to a certain Miss Eliza Styles.




DEAREST FRIEND – The crisis we have talked about so often has arrived! Half of my secret is known. Sir Pitt came today and asked me – to marry him! Think of that! He knows that I am married, but not to whom. Now is the moment to tell Miss Crawley the truth. But she likes me, and she will forgive you anything. So, all will be well. She will die and leave us all her money, and you will stop gambling, and be a good boy. R.




Miss Eliza Styles was, of course, no other than Captain Rawdon Crawley. That big, handsome soldier had become so devoted to little Rebecca that there was no solution but to marry her. He admired her tremendously, believing her to be the cleverest little thing alive, and when he received her orders to rent some rooms for their new home, he hurried at once to obey.

That night in Park Lane, Becky was especially charming to Miss Crawley and Miss Briggs. And after the business with Sir Pitt, Becky, with her secret sorrows, was the heroine of the day.

On the second day after Sir Pitt's proposal the servant went to wake Miss Sharp as usual, but almost at once ran to Miss Briggs's room in great excitement.

'Oh, Miss Briggs,' said the servant, 'Miss Sharp's bed hasn't been slept in. And I found this letter for you in her room.'

'What!' cried Miss Briggs. She opened the letter eagerly.




DEAR, KIND MISS BRIGGS – I know that you will pity me and forgive me. I must leave the home where I have known nothing but kindness. I must do my duty and go to my husband, who commands me to join him. Yes, I am married, married to the best and most generous of men – Captain Rawdon Crawley!

Only you, dear Miss Briggs, will know how to give this news to his devoted aunt. Tell her how much it hurts me to leave her. Ask her to forgive the poor girl to whom she has shown such affection. Ask Miss Crawley to forgive her children.

Your affectionate and grateful Rebecca Crawley




As Miss Briggs finished reading the letter, the servant came to tell her that Mrs Bute Crawley had arrived from hampshire. Mrs Bute was a strong and determined woman, and she and her husband, Sir Pitt's brother, were anxious to pay Miss Crawley every attention. Like Rawdon, they too were in debt and their hopes lay in Miss Crawley's death, since they expected a good share of her money.

Still holding the letter, Miss Briggs ran downstairs to tell Mrs Bute the terrible, shocking news of the marriage.

'It's a good thing I'm here,' said Mrs Bute, 'to take care of poor, dear Miss Crawley. But at least it will open her eyes to that girl. I always knew she was a wicked, cunning little thing.'

Mrs Bute and Miss Briggs waited until Miss Crawley was downstairs, seated comfortably in her armchair. And then they began to prepare her for the dreadful news about Rebecca.

'There was a reason for her refusing Sir Pitt,' said Mrs Bute.

'Of course there was a reason,' Miss Crawley answered. 'She likes someone else.'

'Likes!' Miss Briggs gasped. 'Oh, my dear Miss Crawley, she is married already!'

'The secretive little creature! How dare she not tell me!' cried Miss Crawley. 'Send her to me at once!'

'We cannot,' said Mrs Bute. 'Oh, prepare yourself, dear friend! Miss Sharp has – gone!'

'She went last night,' Miss Briggs said. 'She left a letter for me. She's married to—'

'Such shocking news! Oh, do tell her gently!' said Mrs Bute.

'Married to whom?' said Miss Crawley, in a nervous fury.

'To – to a relation of—' Miss Briggs could not continue.

'Tell me!' cried Miss Crawley. 'Don't drive me mad!'

'Oh, Miss Crawley! She's married to your nephew Rawdon!'

'Rawdon – Rebecca – married! A governess! You stupid old fool, Briggs, I don't believe you!'

The old lady screamed in fury, then fell back in a faint, and had to be taken to bed. The doctor was sent for, and Mrs Bute went to sit by the bedside to act as nurse. 'Her relations ought to be round her at a time like this,' she said, full of concern.

No sooner had Miss Crawley been carried to her room than Sir Pitt arrived at the house. 'Where's Becky?' he said. 'Tell her to get her things together. She's coming with me to Queen's Crawley, even if she is married.'

'Haven't you heard the news?' cried Miss Briggs. 'She's gone. And she has married your son – Captain Rawdon!'

When Sir Pitt heard this news, he broke out into such furious language that it sent poor Miss Briggs trembling from the room. The old man went away, back to Queen's Crawley, and there we will leave him, wild with hatred and unsatisfied desire.
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'Suppose the old lady doesn't forgive us,' Rawdon said to his wife as they sat together in their comfortable little London home. He had filled it with presents for his wife – flowers, perfumes, a piano, jewellery, dresses... Becky had been trying her new piano all morning, and new rings sparkled on her little fingers. 'Suppose she doesn't forgive us, eh, Becky?'

'Then I'll make your fortune,' she said, patting his cheek.

'You can do anything,' her husband said, kissing her little hand. 'Come on, let's go out for dinner.'



baronet n. a member of the British nobility, lower in rank than a baron, whose title passes to his son when he dies 准男爵（爵位低于男爵的英国贵族，称号世袭）

Parliament n. the main law-making institution in the UK, which consists of the sovereign, the House of Lords and the House of Commons （英国）议会

commerce n. the buying and selling of goods and services 买卖，贸易

reflect v. to think carefully about something 仔细思考

cunning adj. able to get what you want in a clever way, especially by tricking or deceiving somebody 狡猾的，狡诈的

company n. when you are with other people and not alone 陪伴，做伴

compliment n. a remark that shows you admire someone or something 赞美的话，赞赏

take a liking to sb to begin to like someone 喜欢上某人

devoted adj. having great love for somebody and being loyal to them 挚爱的，忠诚的

companion n. someone, especially a woman, who is paid to live or travel with an older person（受雇的职业）伴侣（尤指女性）

command v. to tell someone officially to do something 命令，下令

damn v. used when swearing at sb / sth to show that you are angry 该死，见鬼

relief n. a feeling of comfort when something frightening, worrying, or painful has ended or has not happened 宽慰，欣慰

reveal v. to make known something that was previously secret or unknown 揭露，透露

solution n. a way of solving a problem or dealing with a difficult situation 解决方法

secretive adj. a secretive person likes to keep their thoughts, intentions, or actions hidden from others 神秘的，遮遮掩掩的

fury n. a feeling of violent anger 盛怒，大怒

drive sb mad to make someone feel very annoyed 把某人逼疯


2
贝姬·夏普结交新朋友

贝姬·夏普离开伦敦，南下前往汉普郡昆士克劳利的皮特·克劳利爵士家。皮特爵士是准男爵，下院议员。克劳利家族拥有土地，比起经商发财的塞德利家和奥斯本家，社会地位要更高。当贝姬回想起她和约瑟夫·塞德利先生的失败经历时，这一点使她心里获得了些许慰藉。

一周后，阿梅莉亚收到了她朋友的来信。




我最亲爱最温柔的阿梅莉亚：

唉，在你家度过那些欢乐的时光后，我的生活变化多大啊！在那里，一位挚友对我关怀备至，可现在……！

皮特·克劳利爵士跟我们这些傻姑娘想象中的准男爵的样子一点都不像。想象一下，一个矮老头子，衣衫肮脏破旧，抽糟糕的烟斗，说一口粗野土话，冲着仆人咒骂，还每天晚上都喝醉！我听说，他结了两次婚，和第一任妻子生了两个儿子。长子皮特·克劳利先生，现在仍住在这里。他苍白瘦弱，长相难看，总是读宗教书籍，还骑着马在乡下到处转悠，劝诫人们要规规矩矩地生活。

至于皮特爵士的第二任妻子——克劳利女士，她是个容颜憔悴、郁郁寡欢的可怜人，没有什么话好说。她经常生病，不生病的时候就做针线活。我是她两个小女儿——罗丝和维奥莱特——的家庭教师。她们一点都不惹事，而且已经像爱她们母亲那样爱我了呢，我认为！

皮特爵士还有个弟弟——比特·克劳利先生。他和他的妻子——大家叫她比特夫人（这里叫克劳利的实在太多了！）——住在附近的一栋宅子里。他和皮特爵士似乎关系不和——是因为钱发生争执，我认为。千真万确，皮特爵士本人吝啬极了——晚上十一点过后我的房间里都不准点蜡烛！可是当然啦，我是不能抱怨的，我只不过是个可怜的小家庭教师罢了！

深爱你的朋友，丽贝卡




贝姬或许是个可怜的家庭教师，但她同时也是个聪明狡猾的小东西。我们得记住，这本书的书名是《名利场》，而名利场是个极尽浮华、邪恶且又荒唐的地方，充斥着各式虚伪与矫饰。

一点没错，皮特·克劳利爵士是个又吝啬又自私又粗鲁的老头。他从没白给过一分钱，也从没做过一件善事，但是他喜欢取笑活泼风趣的年轻女子，也喜欢有她做伴。因此，这位小家庭教师不必费力表现便赢得了雇主的欢心。她代他写信，和他玩牌，协助打理农庄、庭园和花园。

没过几个月，她俨然成为了家里的女主人，然而，她一直小心翼翼表现出谦逊恭敬的样子。看起来，她受众人喜爱，包括克劳利家族的另外两位成员。她在给她亲爱的朋友的另一封信中写到了这两位。




请原谅我长时间杳无音信，最亲爱的阿梅莉亚，但是这几周昆士克劳利以往平静的生活，因为玛蒂尔达·克劳利小姐一年一度的到访而变得完全不同了。我们举行各种晚宴和舞会，每天都喝最好的葡萄酒，而且每个房间里都生了火。你瞧，克劳利小姐是皮特爵士同父异母的姐姐，至今未婚。她是个体态臃肿的老妇人，但是有七万英镑的身家，因此，她的两个弟弟皮特爵士和比特先生都对她殷勤得很，你可以想象得到！据说，她打算把财产分给比特先生一家和皮特爵士的次子罗顿·克劳利。罗顿是一位陆军上尉，十分讨他姑姑的欢心。这位罗顿上尉现在就住在这里，我猜你会想知道他是个什么样的人吧。

嗯，他是个魁梧、时髦的年轻人。他大嗓门，老是说粗话，总对仆人们发号施令。尽管如此，仆人们都很喜欢他，因为他花钱非常大方——只要手头有一点钱就这样！我猜想，他生活放荡不羁，爱赌博啊什么的，但他的姑姑玛蒂尔达小姐对此只是哈哈一笑，还经常为他还债。她说，他可比他那无聊的哥哥强多了。她讨厌皮特·克劳利先生。

要不我跟你说说罗顿上尉对我讲的一句恭维话吧？一天晚上，在舞会上，他请我这个可怜的小家庭教师与他共舞。跳完后，他大声地发誓说，我是房间里最灵巧的小舞者了。你真该看看那些漂亮的年轻女士们怎么用愤愤不平的目光盯着我瞧的！

深爱你的朋友，丽贝卡




说来奇怪，贝姬并没有向她的朋友完全准确地描述罗顿·克劳利上尉。上尉可不仅仅只说过一句恭维话，而是恭维过她许多次。上尉陪她在庭园里散过二十次步，在过道和走廊见过她五十回。晚上她边弹琴边唱歌时，上尉会斜倚在她的钢琴旁，而玛蒂尔达·克劳利小姐则坐在炉边的椅子上打瞌睡。（克劳利女士因为病了，待在楼上，被屋子里的所有人遗忘了。）

贝姬也没向她的朋友提起，克劳利小姐有多么喜欢她。什么都不能令这位老女士满意，除非用餐时夏普小姐坐在她身旁，给她讲些有趣话题让她开心。

“亲爱的，你小指头里装的智慧都比大部分人脑袋里装的多。”她对贝姬说，“可以肯定，你比我那可怜的侄子罗顿聪明多了。”

实际情况是，她比他们父子俩都聪明得多。
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不久之后，一辆马车停在了伦敦帕克街上玛蒂尔达·克劳利小姐那座精致舒适的房子前，克劳利小姐本人被抬进屋内。医生们应召前来，安排她卧床休息，一位从昆士克劳利陪她过来的年轻人日夜照顾她，其他人一律不准进病房。这自然令布里格斯小姐异常烦心，因为多年来她一直是克劳利小姐忠实的伴侣和朋友。

这位神秘的年轻人并非别人，正是丽贝卡·夏普小姐。她看护克劳利小姐，吩咐仆人，而且很快就哄得心地善良的布里格斯小姐对她亲切起来。

罗顿·克劳利上尉每天都来拜访，很多时候都由夏普小姐陪着，探听他姑姑的身体情况。她康复很快，身体不适不过是一顿丰盛滚烫的鱼肉晚餐所致。但一位腰缠万贯的老太太生病，那些关爱她的亲戚们自然会紧张不已，对她关怀备至。

然而，对克劳利家族的另一位成员来说可就不是这么回事了。皮特爵士的妻子克劳利女士，已经卧病一段时间，但根本没人留意过她。贝姬去伦敦后大约三个月，克劳利女士悄然离世，几乎无人知道。

皮特爵士十分想念贝姬。他只是害怕冒犯他富有的姐姐才肯让贝姬去伦敦的。他给她写过几封信，还经常去帕克街登门拜访，软硬兼施，让她回去继续教导他的两个女儿。但是，克劳利小姐一直拒绝放她走，因此，贝姬留了下来。

克劳利女士去世的第二天，皮特爵士来到帕克街。克劳利小姐不想见他，就派贝姬下楼去传个口信，说她病得太重，不能会客。

“没关系。”皮特爵士说，“我想见的人是你，贝姬小姐。我需要你回昆士克劳利。你不在一切都变样了。我所有的账目又变得乱七八糟的。我的信也写不完。你必须回来。亲爱的贝姬，回来吧。”

“我认为——这样不合适——单独——和您待在一起，先生。”贝姬说，看起来心烦意乱的样子。

“那就作为克劳利女士回来吧，如果你愿意。”准男爵说，“啊，这样你满意了吗？回来做我的妻子。愿意还是不愿意？”

眼泪流过贝姬的脸庞，货真价实的悲伤泪水。

“啊，皮特爵士！”她说，“啊，爵士——我——我已经结婚了！”

“结婚了！”皮特爵士嚷道，“结婚了！跟谁？你在说笑吧。谁愿意娶你呢，贝姬？你名下可一个子儿都没有！”

贝姬跪倒在地。“啊，皮特爵士，亲爱的皮特爵士，请您不要生气。您对我的恩情，我感激不尽。”

“见鬼的感激不尽！”皮特爵士大吼，“那个丈夫在哪里？是不是跑掉把你抛弃了？”

“啊，先生！请让我回到可亲的昆士克劳利。我当不了您的妻子，先生。让我——让我做您的女儿吧！”

就在这时门开了，克劳利小姐走了进来。

布里格斯小姐之前碰巧在门边听着，一听到皮特爵士求婚，就冲到楼上去告诉克劳利小姐。然而，她们都没听到贝姬拒绝皮特爵士求婚的原因。

“这是真的吗，皮特爵士？”克劳利小姐骇然问道，“你真的向夏普小姐求婚了？”

“我已经告诉皮特爵士了。”贝姬带着哭腔哀哀说道，“我永远也不会成为克劳利女士。”

“你拒绝了他！”克劳利小姐说。一个一文不名的女家庭教师居然拒绝了一位准男爵，这让她大为吃惊。“可是为什么呢？是不是心中有别人了？”

“我现在不能告诉您。”可怜的贝姬回答，“我好痛苦啊。但是，啊，请答应我，您会一如既往地爱我。”

鉴于丽贝卡明智地拒绝了皮特爵士，心中满意的克劳利小姐许诺会永远做丽贝卡的朋友。皮特爵士求婚遭拒之后就离开了，没向克劳利小姐揭露贝姬的秘密，这让贝姬松了口气。她还有时间制订计划。当晚，她坐下来给一位伊丽莎·斯泰尔斯小姐写信。




最亲爱的朋友，我们经常谈论的危机来临了！我的秘密泄露了一半。皮特爵士今天过来了，求我——嫁给他！想不到吧！如今他知道我已经结婚，但还不知道嫁给了谁。现在是时候告诉克劳利小姐真相了。她喜欢我，而你做什么她都会原谅。所以，一切都会好起来的。她死了之后会把所有钱都留给我们，你也不要再赌博了，做个好男人。丽。




无疑，伊丽莎·斯泰尔斯小姐不是别人，正是罗顿·克劳利上尉。这位身材魁梧、相貌英俊的军人对小丽贝卡如此倾心，只有娶了她才可一解相思。他对她爱慕至极，觉得她是世上最聪明的小东西。接到她的命令去租几个房间作他们的新家后，他忙不迭地去办了。

那天晚上在帕克街的家中，贝姬在克劳利小姐和布里格斯小姐眼中更显可爱。经过皮特爵士这档子事，暗自悲伤的贝姬成了当天的主角。

皮特爵士求婚后的第二天，仆人像往常一样去叫夏普小姐起床，但马上大呼小叫地奔向布里格斯小姐的房间。

“哎呀，布里格斯小姐。”仆人说，“夏普小姐的床没有动过。我在她房间里发现了这封给您的信。”

“什么！”布里格斯小姐大叫。她急切地打开了信。




亲爱、善良的布里格斯小姐：

我知道您会怜悯我，也会原谅我的。我必须离开这个充满温情的家了。我必须尽我的本分，去找我的丈夫，他要求我回到他的身边。是的，我结婚了，嫁给了最优秀、心肠最好的男人——罗顿·克劳利上尉！

只有您，亲爱的布里格斯小姐，知道怎样把这个消息告诉深爱着他的姑姑。请告诉她，离开她我有多么心痛。请她原谅这个她一直疼爱有加的可怜女孩吧。请克劳利小姐原谅她的孩子们。

深爱您、对您感激不尽的丽贝卡·克劳利




布里格斯小姐刚读完信，仆人来通报，比特·克劳利夫人从汉普郡来访。比特夫人是位身强体壮、意志坚定的女性，她和她丈夫——皮特爵士的弟弟——也焦急地关注着克劳利小姐。和罗顿一样，他们也欠了债。他们把希望寄托在克劳利小姐身上，想在她死后分上一大笔遗产。

布里格斯小姐抓着信，跑下楼告诉比特夫人这个可怕又令人震惊的婚讯。

“还好我在这里。”比特夫人说，“我可以照顾可怜的克劳利小姐。不过，至少这件事能让她看清那姑娘的真面目。我一直都知道她是个邪恶又诡计多端的小东西。”

比特夫人和布里格斯小姐一直等到克劳利小姐下了楼，舒舒服服地坐进扶手椅里，才开始为告诉她有关丽贝卡的可怕消息做铺垫。

“她拒绝皮特爵士是有原因的。”比特夫人说。

“当然有原因。”克劳利小姐回答，“她喜欢上了别人。”

“喜欢！”布里格斯小姐倒吸了一口气，“啊，我亲爱的克劳利小姐，她已经结婚了！”

“这个守口如瓶的小家伙！她竟敢瞒着我！”克劳利小姐大叫，“立刻叫她来见我！”

“我们叫不来。”比特夫人说，“啊，做好心理准备吧，亲爱的朋友！夏普小姐已经——走了！”

“她昨晚走的。”布里格斯小姐说，“她留了封信给我。她嫁给了——”

“这消息太令人震惊了！啊，婉转地告诉她！”比特夫人说。

“嫁给谁了？”克劳利小姐又急又气。

“嫁给——一个亲戚——”布里格斯小姐说不下去了。

“告诉我！”克劳利小姐大喊，“别把我逼疯了！”

“啊，克劳利小姐！她嫁给了您的侄子罗顿！”

“罗顿——丽贝卡——结婚了！一个女家庭教师！你真是老糊涂，布里格斯，我不相信你的话！”

老妇人愤怒地尖叫，眩晕中向后一倒，只好被送回床上。医生被请来了，比特夫人坐在床边充当护士。“像现在这种时候她的亲人应该在她身边。”她忧心忡忡地说。

克劳利小姐刚被送进她的房间，皮特爵士就来了。“贝姬在哪里？”他问，“让她把她的东西收拾好。就算她结婚了，她也要跟我回昆士克劳利。”

“您还没听说吗？”布里格斯小姐大声说，“她离开了。她嫁给了您的儿子——罗顿上尉！”

皮特爵士听到这个消息，愤怒地破口大骂，吓得可怜的布里格斯小姐浑身哆嗦，赶紧离开房间。老头儿离开了，带着满腔的仇恨和未遂的心愿回到昆士克劳利。他的事我们先暂且按下不表。
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“如果老太太不原谅我们呢？”罗顿对他妻子说。他们正一起坐在伦敦舒适的小家里。家里堆满了他送给妻子的礼物：花朵，香水，一架钢琴，珠宝首饰，衣裙……贝姬一上午都在试弹她那架新钢琴，小巧的手指上一个个新戒指闪闪发光。“如果她不原谅我们呢，呃，贝姬？”

“那么我会让你发财。”她拍拍他的脸颊说。

“你无所不能。”她丈夫吻着她的小手说，“走，我们出去吃饭吧。”


3
Amelia Sedley nearly loses hope

And what has happened to Amelia Sedley during this time? While Rebecca was working so hard to make her future safe with the Crawley family, her dear friend Amelia had nothing to do but to sit in her comfortable home, with loving parents, and wait for George Osborne's visits.

Unfortunately, these visits were not at all frequent. George was often with his regiment down in Kent, and when he was in London, he seemed to have so many other things to do, so many friends to see, so many games of cards to play. Amelia saw more of his sisters, Miss Jane Osborne and Miss Maria Osborne, since the Osbornes' home was just the other side of Russell Square.

The two Miss Osbornes were rather proud young ladies. They did not think Amelia was good enough for their handsome brother, and they did not treat her kindly. 'What can George see in that dull little creature?' they asked each other.

So Amelia sat at home, waiting for George, and worrying about Napoleon Bonaparte and the talk of war. She had heard reports that George's regiment would be sent to France to fight Napoleon's army, and the thought terrified her. She asked Dobbin about it when he visited the Sedleys one day. No orders had yet been received, Dobbin told her gently. He was very upset to see Amelia so unhappy and so neglected by George.

Time went past and still George did not visit, but poor little soft-hearted Amelia went on hoping and trusting. She loved George Osborne with all her heart, and wrote to him every day – long, long letters, which were not very well written, but were full of love, devoted, uncritical, unquestioning love.

These letters became quite a joke with George's friends in the regiment. On one occasion George was seen lighting his cigar with one of them, to the horror of Captain Dobbin, who would have very much liked to receive such a letter himself. In fact, Dobbin was so angry that he could remain silent no longer.

'George,' he said, 'are you going to marry Amelia or not?'

'Is that any business of yours?' George asked fiercely.

'Yes, it is, George, because you're neglecting a sweet girl. You should have seen her sad little face when I visited the other day. Go and comfort her, you bad fellow, instead of spending all your time in gambling-houses when you're in town.'

'I'm very fond of Amelia, of course I am,' said George, 'but – but a man must enjoy himself before he gets married, you know.'

'Go and see her,' said Dobbin, 'or write her a long letter. Do something to make her happy. It won't take much.'

'You're right. Yes, I'll go tomorrow. It's true, she is very fond of me,' George said, in a self-satisfied way.

He did go to see Amelia the next day, and Dobbin even lent him some money to buy her a present. George probably would have done so, but on the way to the Sedleys' house, he saw a very nice diamond shirt-pin, and he bought it for himself.

When he arrived, Amelia's sad little face lit up in the sunshine of George's smile. She ran to him, and George kissed her fondly on the forehead and was very affectionate with her; and she thought his diamond shirt-pin (which she had not seen him wear before) was the prettiest thing ever seen.

Since George was only in town for one day, he invited Emmy to dine with him at his father's house that evening, and took her to spend the afternoon with his sisters while he went off to see to some important business (trying on a new coat, and playing several games of billiards with a friend).

He was late home for dinner, and found his father in a very bad mood and his sisters and Amelia eating in nervous silence. When the ladies had gone up to the drawing-room, leaving father and son to their wine, George watched his father's face anxiously. He needed urgently to ask his father for money, to pay off some of his debts, but when he cautiously raised the subject, he did not get the explosion of bad temper he had feared.

'Well, well,' Mr Osborne said, 'young men will be young men. I know you're mixing in the best society, and I like to see it. You have to pay your own way, and my money's as good as theirs, George my boy. You can call at my bank tomorrow.'

George was relieved and properly grateful, but it seemed that the old gentleman had something else on his mind.

'That little girl upstairs – Amelia,' he said. 'What do you intend to do about her, George?'

'Well, it's clear, isn't it?' George said. 'She's very fond of me. Anyone can see that. And didn't you order me to marry her, and don't I always obey you?'

'Mmm,' said Mr Osborne. 'Pass the wine, boy. Why shouldn't you marry higher than just old Sedley's daughter, eh?'

'But you and Mr Sedley arranged this years ago,' said George.

'Things have changed since then,' his father said, frowning. 'Sedley's business is not doing well. I'm not sure that he can pay the money we agreed on for the marriage settlement. In fact, unless Sedley can pay me ten thousand pounds now, there will be no marriage between you and Amelia Sedley.'

George was especially good to Amelia that evening, and even visited her again the next morning on his way to his father's bank. Later in the day Amelia, still anxious about old Mr Osborne's coldness to her the day before, wrote George another of her long letters – four pages of love and fear and hope and worry.

'Poor little Emmy – dear little Emmy! How fond she is of me,' George said, reading the letter after a lively evening with his friends. 'And oh Lord, what a headache this red wine has given me!' Poor little Emmy, indeed.
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No more than four months later, Mr Osborne's words to his son were proved true. Old John Sedley was a ruined man. He had judged badly and lost money, and could not recover from his mistakes. The final disaster struck when Napoleon escaped from the island of Elba and invaded France. The money market crashed, taking with it what remained of Mr Sedley's fortune. The family had to leave their fine home in Russell Square, and all the contents of the house were put up for sale.

On the day of the sale, who should visit the house in Russell Square but our old friends, Captain and Mrs Rawdon Crawley? Rebecca had seen her dear friend Amelia a few times since she had been at Miss Crawley's house. Amelia and George Osborne visited her, and Rawdon invited George several times to little gambling parties, which George always accepted, happy to lose money to the son of a baronet and his high-society friends.

About a month after Becky had set up home with Rawdon, she expressed a wish to see Amelia again. Money being short in the Crawleys' little home, and with no sign of forgiveness from Miss Crawley, Rawdon agreed that it would be good to see George Osborne again. 'I'd like to play a few more games of cards with him. He'd be what I call useful just now,' he said, with his loud soldier's laugh. Rawdon Crawley had no intention of cheating George Osborne, of course; it was just rather convenient to gamble with someone less skilful than himself.

When they arrived in Russell Square, Rebecca was shocked to see a sale at the house where she had once been treated so kindly. However, this did not stop her from trying to buy Amelia's piano, though it is not clear why she wanted it. Perhaps her own piano had been sold in order to pay the rent.

But the piano was finally sold to Captain Dobbin, who knew how much Amelia loved her piano and who paid a great deal more for it than the piano was worth. Rebecca and Rawdon looked for him after the sale, hoping to find out more about what had caused the Sedleys' ruin, but he had already left.

'I'm sorry Mr Sedley has had such bad luck,' Becky said as they got back into their carriage. 'He was a very kind old man.'

'Oh, it happens all the time with businessmen, you know,' Rawdon said. 'I don't suppose Osborne will marry your pretty little friend now. How upset she'll be, hey, Becky?'

'Oh, I expect she'll recover,' Becky said with a smile, and they drove on and talked about something else.

The news of Sedley's ruin was announced in the newspaper, and soon became widely known. The family moved to a little house in an unfashionable street. Mr Sedley's former friends now avoided him, but what really hurt him was that his most bitter, most unforgiving enemy was John Osborne, George's father, whom Sedley had helped many years before, when Osborne was starting his own business.

In a short, cruel letter, Mr Osborne informed Amelia that her father's behaviour had been so shameful that there could be no marriage between her and his son. Amelia accepted the news almost as if she had been expecting it. For some time, she had suspected that George no longer loved her, although in her heart she wanted to go on believing that he did. She showed little emotion outwardly, but alone in her little room in the new house, that gentle heart quietly died a little more each day.

As for John Sedley, he spoke of the Osbornes with bitterness and anger, and swore that nothing on earth would persuade him to allow his daughter to marry John Osborne's son. He ordered Amelia to put George Osborne from her mind and to return all his gifts and letters. The poor girl tried to obey him, and put together a few of George's little gifts. She took out his letters and read them all again, but how could she return them? How could she put George from her mind? And she put the letters back in their secret place, to read later, over and over again.

Meanwhile, Napoleon was marching into Paris, and the British Army, including of course the regiment in which George and Dobbin served, was ordered abroad to join the fighting.

When Dobbin heard the news, his first thought was for Amelia, knowing how this would add to her sorrows. George, however, felt nothing but excitement. He had just been made a captain, and he was enjoying trying on his fine new uniform. That evening he went to see his father, who told him again that there could be no marriage with Amelia – and gave George a large amount of money to pay for his new clothes. Money was always useful to George, and he took it without many words. On the way back from his father's house, he passed the Sedleys' old home, now closed up. Where were the Sedleys now? The thought of their ruin made George sad.

Three days later, Dobbin found George looking miserable.

'She – she's sent me back some things I gave her,' he said, and he showed Dobbin the letter Amelia had sent.




MY FATHER HAS ordered me to return these presents to you, and this is the last time I may write to you. I am sure you are as unhappy as I am that we cannot marry, and I do not blame you in any way. I am sure you had nothing to do with the cruel things which Mr Osborne has said. Goodbye. I pray that I may be strong enough to bear this. I shall often play upon the piano – your piano. It was so kind of you to send it. Amelia




Dobbin was very soft-hearted. The idea of Amelia so lonely and unhappy made him break out into a passion of praise for her. George listened, remembering Amelia's sweetness, her unquestioning love for him, and thought about what he had lost.

'Where are they?' he asked, ashamed that he had made no effort to find Amelia. 'There's no address in the letter.'

Dobbin knew where they were. Had he not sent the piano there? In fact, he had visited Mrs Sedley and Amelia the day before, and been shocked by Amelia's pale face and lifeless eyes. It was he who had brought the packet back for George.

'How is she? How did she look?' asked George.

'George, she's dying,' William Dobbin said.

Four hours after the talk between Dobbin and Osborne, the Sedleys' little servant girl came into Amelia's room. As usual, Amelia was sitting reading her old love letters from George.

'Miss Emmy,' said the girl. 'There's someone – look, here's a message.' She gave her a letter, which Amelia opened and read.




I must see you. Dearest Emmy – dearest wife, come to me.




George and her mother were outside, waiting until she had read the letter, and a minute later the door was thrown open.

A harder heart than George's would have melted at the sight of that sweet face, that flood of despairing tears as Amelia wept over his hand, kissing it again and again. Full of emotion at the sight of so grateful and devoted a slave, George swore to himself that he would make her happy, no matter what happened.

Overnight, Amelia became her old self again, bright-eyed and cheerful, full of smiles and laughter, and eagerly waiting for George's next visit. She smiled at Captain Dobbin, who usually came with George, but apart from that she did not notice him.

Dobbin, though sad at heart, was content. He believed Amelia would only be happy if she married George, and so he was determined to make that happen. He urged George to speak to his father, and to persuade him to agree to the marriage.

But that fierce old gentleman had other plans, and had his eye on an extremely wealthy young lady as a bride for his son.

The storm broke one night at dinner. The name of Amelia Sedley, forbidden by the father, was spoken by the son. 'She's the best, the gentlest, the sweetest girl in England,' said George.

'George!' said Jane Osborne, glancing in alarm at their father.

But George did not lack courage, and stared back at his father coolly. As soon as they could, his sisters hurried away to the drawing-room, leaving father and son to their battle.

'How dare you, sir, mention that person's name in my house?' demanded old Mr Osborne, his face purple with fury.

'Stop, sir. You don't use the word "dare" to a captain in the British Army,' said George.

'I shall say what I like to my son, sir. I can cut him off with a penny if I like. I can make him a beggar if I like. I will say what I like,' his father said. 'No gentleman, not even a fine captain in the British Army, has the right to insult his father.'

'I never insulted you, sir,' George said. 'But I shall defend Miss Sedley and her name wherever I go.'

'That name is forbidden in this house!' screamed his father.

'Who told me to love her?' demanded George. 'I might have chosen elsewhere, but I obeyed you. And now that her heart is mine, you order me to throw it away, to punish her for the faults of other people. Well, sir, I won't do it!'

'I won't have this damned nonsense, sir. If you choose to throw away eight thousand pounds a year, you may do it, but by God you will walk out of this house, sir, and not come back.'

And with that, Mr Osborne shouted for a servant and ordered him to call a carriage for Captain Osborne.

An hour later in the army camp George, looking very pale, went to find Dobbin. 'I've done it,' he said.

'Done what?' asked Dobbin.

George told him. 'And I'll marry Amelia tomorrow,' he said. 'I love her more every day, Dobbin.'
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And so, quietly and secretly, George Osborne and Amelia Sedley were married, to the sound of rain beating down on the church roof, and Mrs Sedley crying quietly. Captain Dobbin arranged the wedding, and as old Mr Sedley refused to have anything to do with it, Amelia's brother Joseph came to give away the bride.
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Quietly and secretly, George Osborne and Amelia Sedley were married.

When the ceremony was over and the kissing and the hand-shaking were all done, the happy couple drove away in Joseph's carriage. Captain Dobbin stood outside the church and watched them go. Never in his life had he felt so miserable and lonely. Then he turned and walked away, through the rain.



terrify v. to make someone extremely afraid 使恐惧，使害怕

neglected adj. getting too little attention 被忽视的，被冷落的

soft-hearted adj. easily affected by feelings of pity or sympathy for other people 心肠软的，好心的

light up if someone's face or eyes light up, they show pleasure, excitement etc（脸上或眼中）流露出喜悦（或兴奋）

billiards n. a game for two people played with long sticks and three balls on a long table 台球（此处指的是十九世纪初的英式台球，仅用三颗球）

cautiously adv. in a careful way so as to avoid danger or risks 小心地，谨慎地

ruined adj. a ruined man has lost all his money 破产的

recover v. to return to a normal condition after a period of trouble or difficulty 复原，恢复常态

unfashionable adj. not popular or fashionable at the present time 过时的

inform v. to officially tell someone about something or give them information 通知，告知

serve v. to spend a period of time doing official duties for a country 服役

bear v. to accept something 接受

cut sb off with a penny to refuse to let someone receive your money or property 立遗嘱仅留给（继承人等）一便士作遗产；（引申义）剥夺……的继承权，切断……的经济来源

give sb away to give formal permission for a woman to marry a man as part of a traditional wedding ceremony （在传统婚礼上）将新娘交给新郎


3
阿梅莉亚·塞德利几乎绝望

那么这段时间里，阿梅莉亚·塞德利那边又发生了什么事呢？在丽贝卡处心积虑确保自己在克劳利家族占有一席之地的时候，她亲爱的朋友阿梅莉亚却无所事事，只能和慈爱的双亲待在舒适的家中，等待乔治·奥斯本的拜访。

不幸的是，他的拜访一点儿都不频繁。乔治常常随军团驻扎肯特，而当他在伦敦的时候，似乎总有很多别的事要处理，很多朋友要拜访，很多牌局要参加。阿梅莉亚见乔治的姐妹——简·奥斯本小姐和玛丽亚·奥斯本小姐——次数更多，因为奥斯本家就在拉塞尔广场的另一头。

奥斯本家的两位小姐是相当傲慢的年轻女士。她们觉得阿梅莉亚配不上她们那英俊的兄弟，因而没有善待她。“乔治究竟看上那个无聊的小东西哪一点了？”她们互相询问。

因此，阿梅莉亚就待在家中，一边等乔治来访，一边担心拿破仑·波拿巴的动向和有关战争的传言。她听说乔治所属的军团会被派去法国，对抗拿破仑的军队。一想到这个，她就十分害怕。一天，多宾来拜访塞德利一家，她向他询问此事。目前尚未接到命令，多宾温柔地告诉她。见到阿梅莉亚这么不开心，这么被乔治冷落，多宾不由得心烦意乱。

时间一天天过去，乔治还是没来拜访，可怜又心肠软的阿梅莉亚却一直满怀期待与信任。她全心全意地爱着乔治·奥斯本，每天都给他写信——长长的书信，虽然信写得不太好，但字里行间充满了爱意——深情、不加批判、深信不疑的爱。

这些信成了乔治军团里的朋友们的笑柄。有一次，乔治用其中一封信点雪茄，这一行为让多宾上尉大为惊恐，他自己是多么希望能收到这样的一封信啊。事实上，多宾太生气了，他无法再继续保持沉默。

“乔治，”他说，“你还打算娶阿梅莉亚吗？”

“跟你有什么关系？”乔治语气激烈地反问。

“有关系。乔治，你冷落了这么一个好姑娘。你真该瞧瞧几天前我去拜访时她那张伤心的小脸。去安慰安慰她吧，你这个坏小子，回城时别都泡在赌场里了。”

“我很喜欢阿梅莉亚，这是当然的。”乔治说，“但是——但是男人结婚前一定要好好享乐，你知道的。”

“去看看她，”多宾说，“或者写封长信。做点事哄她开心，又不费什么劲。”

“你说得对。好，我明天去。不骗你，她确实非常喜欢我。”乔治扬扬自得地说。

他第二天的确去见阿梅莉亚了，多宾甚至借了些钱给他，让他给她买份礼物。乔治或许真会这么做，要不是他在去塞德利家的路上看到了一枚特别漂亮的钻石衬衫饰针，并为自己买了下来的话。

乔治到达塞德利家时，阿梅莉亚一看见乔治灿烂的笑容，她伤心的小脸就顿时露出了喜色。她跑到他面前，乔治疼爱地亲了亲她的额头，对她温情脉脉。她觉得他的钻石饰针（她以前从没见他戴过）是她见过的最好看的饰品。

由于乔治只在城里待一天，他邀请埃米去他父亲家共进晚餐，并把她送去和他的姐妹们待一下午，他自己则去处理一些重要事宜（试一件新外套，和一个朋友打几局台球）。

他回家吃饭晚了，发现他父亲情绪很差，他的姐妹们和阿梅莉亚在闷头吃饭，气氛紧张。等女士们去了楼上客厅，留下父子俩喝葡萄酒时，乔治不安地观察他父亲的脸色。他急需向父亲要钱还一些债。但是当他小心翼翼地提起这个话题时，他所担心的雷霆之怒并没有爆发。

“嗯，嗯，”奥斯本先生说，“年轻人就是年轻人。我知道你正在融入上流社会，这也是我乐意看到的。该用钱的时候就得用，乔治我的儿子，我的钱跟他们的一样好用。你明天到我的银行拿吧。”

乔治松了口气，恰到好处地表达了谢意。但是，似乎老头儿心里还有别的事情。

“楼上那个小姑娘——阿梅莉亚。”他说，“你打算拿她怎么办，乔治？”

“噢，这显而易见，不是吗？”乔治说，“她很喜欢我，谁都看得出来。您不是命令我娶她吗？难道我不是一直都听您的话吗？”

“唔。”奥斯本先生说，“把酒递过来，孩子。为什么你不娶个比老塞德利的女儿社会地位更高的人呢，呃？”

“可是您和塞德利先生几年前就把这门亲事安排好了。”乔治说。

“打那以后事情就起了变化。”他父亲说，眉头皱了起来，“塞德利的生意做得不好。我拿不准他是否还拿得出当初我们商定的结婚礼金。实际上，除非塞德利现在能给我一万英镑，否则你和阿梅莉亚·塞德利之间的婚事就当没提过。”

那天晚上乔治对阿梅莉亚格外殷勤，甚至第二天早晨在去他父亲银行的路上顺道又去见了她一面。那天晚些时候，因为前一天老奥斯本先生对她态度冷淡，忧心忡忡的阿梅莉亚又给乔治写了一封长信——四页纸上交织着爱与恐惧、希望与担忧。

“可怜的小埃米——亲爱的小埃米啊！她是多么喜欢我啊！”和朋友们快活了一晚的乔治读着信说，“哎，我的老天，这红酒闹得我头疼死了！”可怜的小埃米，的确是。

[image: alt]

过了不到四个月，奥斯本先生对他儿子说的话应验了。老约翰·塞德利破产了。他判断失误，赔了钱，而且无法从失误中恢复过来。最后，灾难性的打击降临：拿破仑逃离厄尔巴岛，进攻法国。货币市场崩溃了，塞德利先生余下的财产变得一文不值。他们一家人只好搬出拉塞尔广场的好宅子，并把宅子里所有的物品都拿出来拍卖。

拍卖那天，除了我们的老朋友克劳利上尉夫妇，谁还会到拉塞尔广场的这座宅子拜访呢？自从到克劳利小姐家之后，丽贝卡见过她亲爱的朋友阿梅莉亚几次。阿梅莉亚和乔治·奥斯本拜访过她，罗顿也几次邀请乔治参加小型赌博聚会。乔治每次都接受邀请，乐意输钱给这位准男爵的儿子和他上流社会的朋友们。

贝姬和罗顿安家落户后一个月左右，她表达了想再见到阿梅莉亚的愿望。克劳利夫妇小家庭正资金短缺，克劳利小姐又没有原谅他们的迹象，罗顿也认为再见见乔治·奥斯本是件好事。“我想再和他多玩几把牌。按我的说法，现在就是他‘派上用场’的时候了。”他一边说着，一边以军人的大嗓门笑了起来。当然，罗顿·克劳利没打算欺诈乔治·奥斯本，只不过和牌技不如自己的人赌博可省事多了。

他们到达拉塞尔广场时，丽贝卡震惊地发现，她曾经受到极好招待的地方正在举行拍卖。然而，这并不妨碍她试图买下阿梅莉亚的钢琴，虽然我们并不清楚她想要这架钢琴的原因。也许是她为了付房租已经把自己的钢琴拿去卖掉了。

但是钢琴最终卖给了多宾上尉。他知道阿梅莉亚多么喜爱自己的钢琴，于是出了高出钢琴价值很多的价钱把它买了下来。拍卖结束后，丽贝卡和罗顿去找多宾，希望能从他那里打听出更多塞德利家破产的内幕，不过那时他已经离开了。

“很遗憾，塞德利先生运气这么差。”他们回到马车上时，贝姬说，“他是位很善良的老人。”

“噢，生意人总碰到这种事，你知道的。”罗顿说，“我猜奥斯本现在不会娶你那个漂亮的小朋友了。她得多难过啊，是吧，贝姬？”

“噢，我知道她会挺过来的。”贝姬微笑着说。他们继续前进，谈起了其他事。

塞德利先生破产的消息在报纸上公布后，很快便街知巷闻。他们一家人搬到了一条老街上的一栋小房子里。塞德利先生以前的朋友现在对他避而不见，但真正让他伤心的是，对他最刻薄、最无情的敌人是约翰·奥斯本——乔治的父亲。许多年前奥斯本生意刚起步的时候，塞德利先生曾帮助过他。

在一封冷酷的短信里，奥斯本先生通知阿梅莉亚，她父亲的行为如此可耻，她和他儿子的婚事是不可能的了。阿梅莉亚接受了这个消息，就好像这完全在她预料之中一样。一段时间以来，她一直在怀疑乔治已经不爱她了，尽管她内心还希望继续相信他的爱。她没怎么流露出情绪，但当她独自待在新家自己的小房间里时，她那颗温柔的心一天天地默默枯萎了。

至于约翰·塞德利先生，他一提到奥斯本家就满腔怨愤，发誓无论如何都不会同意把女儿嫁给约翰·奥斯本的儿子。他命令阿梅莉亚忘掉乔治·奥斯本，归还他所有的礼物和来信。可怜的姑娘本想遵从父亲的话，把乔治送的一些小礼物收拢起来。她拿出他的信，又从头到尾读了一遍，可是她怎么能归还这些信呢？她怎么可能忘掉乔治呢？她把信放回隐藏的地方，以后好再拿出来一遍又一遍地读。

与此同时，拿破仑正进军巴黎。英军，当然包括乔治和多宾服役的军团在内，接令开拔，去国外作战。

多宾听到这个消息时，他最先想到的是阿梅莉亚，知道这个消息会让她更加伤心。而乔治只是兴奋不已。他刚刚晋升为上尉，还沉浸在试穿精美新制服的喜悦之中。当晚他去见他父亲，奥斯本先生再次向他申明他和阿梅莉亚不能结婚，还给了他一大笔钱去买新衣服。钱对于乔治来说总是用处多多，他没说什么就收下了。从父亲家返回时，他经过塞德利家的老宅子——现在已经关闭了。他们一家人现在在哪里呢？想到他们破产了，乔治不免悲伤。

三天后，多宾发现乔治闷闷不乐的。

“她——她把我送她的一些东西还回来了。”他说，还让多宾看阿梅莉亚写来的信。




我父亲命令我把这些礼物归还给你，这可能也是我最后一次给你写信了。我相信，我们结不成婚，你和我一样难过，我不会怪你的。我相信，奥斯本先生说的那些薄情的话跟你一点儿关系都没有。永别了。我祈祷我能坚强地承受这一切。我会经常弹那架钢琴——你的钢琴。你把它送来真是太好心了。阿梅莉亚




多宾心肠很软。想到阿梅莉亚那么孤独，那么伤心，他热情洋溢地说了一大堆赞美她的话。乔治听着，回忆起阿梅莉亚的柔情、她对他无条件的爱，他意识到自己究竟失去了什么。

“他们现在在哪里？”他问，心里很羞愧，因为自己压根没去找过阿梅莉亚。“这封信里没有地址。”

多宾知道他们的住处。不是他把钢琴送去的吗？实际上，他前一天才去拜访过塞德利夫人和阿梅莉亚。阿梅莉亚苍白的面孔和毫无生气的眼睛让他震惊。正是他把包裹带回给乔治的。

“她现在怎么样？她看起来如何？”乔治问。

“乔治，她快死了。”威廉·多宾回答。

多宾和奥斯本谈话后四个小时，塞德利家的年轻女仆走进阿梅莉亚的房间。和往常一样，阿梅莉亚正坐着读乔治写给她的旧情书。

“埃米小姐。”女孩说，“有人——看，这儿有一封信。”她递给她一封信，阿梅莉亚打开读了起来。




我必须见你。最亲爱的埃米——最亲爱的妻子，来我身边吧。




乔治和她的母亲在房门外，等她把信看完。一分钟后，门猛地打开了。

心肠比乔治还硬的人若是看到那张可爱的脸蛋、那决堤而下的绝望泪水，他的心也会被融化掉的。阿梅莉亚一遍遍亲吻乔治的手，眼泪淌在他的手上。乔治望着这个感激涕零又满怀深情的奴隶，心中百感交集。他暗暗发誓，无论发生什么都要让她幸福。

一夜之间，阿梅莉亚又恢复了旧时的模样，双目闪亮，神采奕奕，满面笑容，热切地盼望着乔治下次来访。她朝多宾上尉微笑，他通常和乔治一起来拜访。但除此之外，她没有注意过他。

多宾虽然暗自悲伤，但却心满意足。他认为阿梅莉亚只有嫁给乔治才会快乐，所以他下定决心要促成此事。他催促乔治和他父亲谈谈，劝他同意这门亲事。

可那位脾气暴躁的老绅士有别的打算，他为儿子相中了一位极其富有的年轻女士作新娘。

一天晚饭时，争吵爆发了。父亲严禁提及的名字——阿梅莉亚·塞德利，从儿子的口中冒了出来。“她是英格兰最优秀、最温柔、最可爱的女孩子。”乔治说。

“乔治！”简·奥斯本说，神色慌张地瞥了他们的父亲一眼。

可是乔治不乏勇气，冷冷地回瞪他的父亲。他的姐妹一抓到机会就立刻离开，匆匆去了客厅，留下父子俩对战。

“先生，你竟敢在我的屋子里提那个人的名字？”老奥斯本先生质问道，气得脸色发紫。

“住口，先生。您不能对一名英军上尉使用‘竟敢’这个词。”乔治说。

“我乐意对我儿子说什么就说什么，先生。我乐意不给他一分钱就不给。我乐意让他当乞丐就让他当。我想怎么说就怎么说。”他父亲说，“任何一位绅士，即便是一名出色的英军上尉，也无权侮辱自己的父亲。”

“我从没侮辱过您，先生。”乔治说，“但是无论在哪里，我都会维护塞德利小姐和她的名声。”

“在这个家里不准提那个名字！”他的父亲大吼。

“是谁让我爱她的？”乔治追问，“我本可以选择其他人，但是我遵从了您的意愿。如今她一颗心都在我身上，您又命令我抛弃她，就为了别人的错误而惩罚她。哼，先生，我不会这么干！”

“我才不听你这套狗屁话，先生。你要选择扔掉一年八千英镑，可以，但老天在上，你就滚出这个家，先生，再也别回来了。”

话说完，奥斯本先生大声喊仆人，下令给奥斯本上尉叫一辆马车。

一小时后，军营里，面色苍白的乔治找到多宾。“我做了。”他说。

“做什么了？”多宾问。

乔治给他讲了来龙去脉。“我明天就和阿梅莉亚结婚。”他说，“我一天比一天更爱她了，多宾。”
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乔治·奥斯本和阿梅莉亚·塞德利就这样静悄悄地秘密结婚了。那天，雨水打在教堂的屋顶上，塞德利夫人默默地流下眼泪。多宾上尉安排了婚礼。由于老塞德利先生拒绝参与此事，只好由阿梅莉亚的哥哥约瑟夫前来，把新娘交给新郎。

等仪式结束，亲吻、握手完毕，一对快乐的新人驾着约瑟夫的马车走了。多宾上尉站在教堂外看着他们离去。他从未觉得如此痛苦，如此孤独。他转身冒雨离去。


4
A pleasant stay in Brighton

Seven days after the wedding, three young men were walking by the sea in Brighton, enjoying the sea air and admiring all the pretty ladies as they passed.

'There's a fine girl over there,' said one of the three. 'D' you see? A very pretty ankle, she's got.'

'You're a devil for the ladies, Jos!' laughed one of his friends. 'But what shall we do this afternoon, boys?'

'Let's have a game of billiards,' said the third man.

'No, no, Captain,' said Jos, alarmed. 'No billiards today, Crawley, my boy; yesterday was enough.'

'You play very well,' laughed Crawley. 'Doesn't he, George?'

George Osborne had brought Amelia to Brighton for a little honeymoon, and Joseph Sedley had come down to join them. And who should they discover, staying in the same hotel, but Captain and Mrs Rawdon Crawley? At once Rebecca and Amelia flew into each other's arms, and there was general delight among the young people. The two wedding parties met constantly, on excursions and at dinners, and the gentlemen for games of cards and billiards, which conveniently enabled Rawdon to refill his empty purse with his winnings from Jos and George.

The two young couples had plenty to tell each other, and their marriages and future hopes were discussed with great interest on both sides. George was rather nervously waiting for the arrival of his friend Captain Dobbin, who had offered to tell George's father the news of his son's marriage to Amelia.

Miss Crawley, on whom all Rawdon's hopes depended, still refused to see him, and was now in Brighton, taking the sea air for her health. Her affectionate nephew and niece had followed her there, but Miss Crawley was guarded day and night by the fiercely possessive Mrs Bute Crawley, who was determined to prevent Rawdon inheriting any of his aunt's riches. Becky and Rawdon, however, were just as determined to succeed as Mrs Bute; and in the meantime they spent money freely and ran up debts, confident of getting the old lady's money in the end.

On meeting George Osborne again, Becky had taken some care to be especially charming to him, admiring his handsome face and his skill at billiards (at which he usually lost to Rawdon). In return, George thought Becky clever, amusing, stylish, and altogether delightful. He quite forgot his original opinion of her as a lowly governess.

Amelia became faintly uneasy about her brilliant friend, always so lively and amusing, while she herself was so shy and quiet. She had only been married a week, and already George seemed bored, eager to be with other people as much as possible.

It is hard for a young bride to have thoughts like these, but so it was. One evening, while Rawdon and Joseph were playing cards, Becky and George were outside on the balcony, admiring the moonlight. Amelia sat inside, neglected, watching.
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Amelia sat inside, neglected, watching Becky and George on the balcony.

'What a fine night!' said George. 'Do you mind my cigar?'

'Not a bit. I love the smell of them in the open air,' Becky said.

'The sea is so calm and clear – don't you wish you could just dive into it?' said George.

Becky laughed. 'Do you know what my plan is?' she said. 'You remember Briggs, my Aunt Crawley's companion? She goes sea-bathing a lot, and one day I'm going to dive in next to her and insist on immediate forgiveness, right there in the water.'

George burst out laughing at the idea of this watery meeting.

'What's the noise about, you two?' Rawdon called out.

Amelia, unable to join in the laughter, crept away to her room, and a little cold hand closed around that tender heart.

But apart from these little private worries of Amelia's, the time passed pleasantly enough, and hopes on both sides were high – that George's father would forgive George, and that Miss Crawley would forgive Becky and Rawdon.

But Vanity Fair is rarely a kind or forgiving place. And what would happen to our story, dear reader, if it was?
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The next day Dobbin arrived in Brighton, eager to see Amelia, even though she was now a married woman, forever out of his reach. He brought two pieces of news with him; the first he gave to the young men alone. It was news of war.

'We're ordered to Belgium – the whole army. We leave next week, sailing from Chatham.'

This news shocked his listeners, and they looked very serious.

'It's my opinion,' Dobbin went on, 'that Napoleon will attack in less than three weeks, and we shall have a fine old time of it. But let's not say anything like that to the ladies, George, eh? It may come to nothing after all – at the moment Brussels is full of fashionable people who think just that.'

The second piece of news Dobbin brought was for George Osborne, and he waited until they were alone together.

'What did my father say?' George asked anxiously. 'Tell me!'

Dobbin did not reply and silently handed George a letter.

'It's not in my father's handwriting,' said George, alarmed.

George was right. The letter was from his father's lawyer.




SIR – I AM INSTRUCTED by Mr Osborne to inform you that, as a result of the marriage you have chosen to enter into, he no longer recognizes you as his son, and that you will therefore inherit no money from him on his death. The only inheritance due to you is the money left to you and your two sisters by your mother. The sum of ￡2,000, being a third share of ￡6,000, will be paid to yourself or your agents upon receipt of your instructions.

Mr Osborne also asks me to say that he refuses to receive any messages or letters from you on this or any other subject.

Your obedient servant, Samuel Higgs




'This is all your fault!' shouted George. He threw the letter at Dobbin. 'We could have waited, but no – you had to get me married, and ruined! What the devil am I to do with two thousand pounds? That won't last me two years. I've already lost a hundred and forty to Crawley at cards and billiards this week.'

'Well, yes, it's hard,' Dobbin said, 'and, as you say, it's partly my fault, but there are some men who wouldn't mind changing with you. You have more money than most of them. You must live on your pay until your father changes his mind.'

'How can a man like me live on a soldier's pay?' George shouted angrily. 'You're a fool, Dobbin. I must have my comforts, keep up my position in the world. Do you expect my wife to follow the regiment on foot, carrying her own luggage?'

'Well, well,' said Dobbin calmly. 'This storm will pass, George. Get your name mentioned in the Army Gazette and I'm sure your old father will welcome you back with open arms.'

'Mentioned in the Gazette!' said George. 'Among the list of dead, you mean? That's really helpful!'

'Don't talk like that,' said Dobbin. 'Everything will be fine.'

It was impossible to argue with Dobbin for long as he was too good-natured. He had tried his best for his friend, but the father was a man of violent temper, and having decided to cut his son off, there was nothing Dobbin, or George's two sisters, or anyone else could say to persuade him otherwise.

Before dinner that evening there were two little conversations between the husbands and wives in the hotel.

George gave Amelia the lawyer's letter. 'It's not myself I care about, Emmy,' he said, 'it's you.'

Amelia read the letter and her face cleared. The idea of being poor with the man she loved held no fears for her.

'Oh, George,' she said, 'I'm sure he will forgive you soon, but it's so sad for you to be separated from your father like this.'

'It is,' said George, looking deeply miserable. 'But you, my dear girl – my wife has the right to expect certain comforts, not the poor life of an ordinary army wife.'

'But, George,' said Amelia happily. 'I can sew, and mend your trousers for you, and do all kinds of things. And two thousand pounds is a great deal of money, isn't it, George?'

George had to laugh at this, and they went down to dinner.

In another room, Becky and Rawdon also talked about money.

'We'll all be leaving soon,' Becky said. 'Rawdon dear, you'd better get that money Osborne owes you before he goes.'

'Good idea,' said Rawdon. 'Wonder what Mrs O. will do when Osborne goes out to Brussels with the regiment?'

'Cry her eyes out, I expect,' said Becky.

'You won't cry about me, I suppose,' Rawdon said, half angry.

'You idiot!' said his wife. 'I'm coming with you, of course.'

At dinner that evening they were all very bright and cheerful. George was excited by the thought of war, and Dobbin told amusing stories, but when Brussels was mentioned, a look of terror came over Amelia's sweet, smiling face.

'Has the regiment been ordered to Brussels, George?' she cried. And she seized George's arm in her terror.

'Don't be afraid, Emmy,' said George. 'You can come too.'

'I intend to go,' said Rebecca. 'I must – General Tufto is a great admirer of mine. Isn't he, Rawdon?'

Rawdon gave his usual great roar of laughter.

'I must and will go,' cried Amelia, with great determination.

'Bravo!' said George, laughing. 'Did you ever see such a fierce little fighter of a wife?' he asked the others.

Dobbin disapproved strongly of Amelia being allowed to go anywhere near a possible battle, but of course he could not say that to her husband. 'At least,' he thought, 'I shall be able to see her, and I will be there to protect her and keep her safe.'

After dinner, the men stayed to smoke their cigars, then went to rejoin the ladies. Rawdon touched George on the arm.

'I say, Osborne,' he said lightly, 'could you let me have that small amount, if convenient?'

It was not at all convenient, but gambling debts must be paid, so a good many bank-notes passed from George to Rawdon.

The next day Jos, Dobbin, Amelia, and George left for London, to prepare for Brussels. Rawdon and Becky would follow in a few days. Becky and Amelia kissed each other most affectionately on parting, but a tiny flame of jealousy was already burning in Amelia's gentle heart.

[image: alt]

Before Becky and Rawdon left Brighton, they carried out a last attack on Miss Crawley's defences. Becky had obtained the very useful information that Mr Bute Crawley had broken his collar-bone falling from his horse, and Mrs Bute had had to hurry home to look after him. That left Miss Briggs. Becky arranged to meet that lady by chance on the beach, and poured out declarations of love and affection and concern for Miss Crawley and herself. Miss Briggs, by nature a kindly person, was soon won round, and Becky hurried back to Rawdon in the hotel.

'You must sit down and write to your aunt at once, Rawdon,' she said. 'And then Briggs will try to persuade her to see you.'

'But what shall I write?' asked the puzzled Rawdon.

'Idiot,' said his wife, pulling his ear. 'I'll tell you what to say.'

And so she did, leaning over his shoulder to correct his spelling and grammar. The letter was in short, soldierly sentences, full of grateful affection, and made no mention of money.

Old Miss Crawley laughed when the letter arrived, and laughed even more when Miss Briggs had read it out to her.

'Rawdon never wrote a word of that letter,' she said. 'He never wrote to me without asking for money in his life, and all his letters are full of bad spelling and bad grammar. It's that little snake of a governess who rules him.' They are all the same, Miss Crawley thought in her heart. They all want me dead, and are hoping for my money. I wish they would all leave me alone.

She did agree to meet Rawdon briefly, but the interview was not a success, and that evening Rawdon received a letter from his aunt. Her health, she wrote, was too delicate for further meetings, but if he would like to call at her lawyer's office in London, he would find a communication waiting for him there.

At once, full of hope, Rawdon and Becky hurried back to London (which was exactly Miss Crawley's intention), and the next day Rawdon went to the lawyer's. He came back furious.

'By God, Becky,' he said, 'she's only given me twenty pounds!'

Though it was against themselves, the joke was a good one, and Becky burst out laughing at Rawdon's angry face.

[image: alt]

In London George also found that his financial future did not look promising. There was no sign that his father might forgive him, and when George went to collect his two thousand pounds from the lawyer, Mr Higgs was very cool and distant with him.

But George did not care. The old man would forgive him in the end, he thought, and as his army pay had gone in gambling losses to Captain Crawley, he began to spend his two thousand pounds. He took a large apartment in a fine hotel, entertained Jos and Dobbin to a very expensive dinner there (much to Dobbin's disapproval), and sent his wife out to buy a great many fashionable clothes, suitable for a grand social life in Brussels.

Amelia happily obeyed her husband's orders about shopping, but was a little sad when he would not go with her to visit her parents. Mrs Sedley wept with happiness to see her daughter, and Amelia found it oddly comforting to be with her kind old parents again. Only nine days married, and so much had changed! Did she admit to herself how different the real man was from that handsome hero she had adored before marriage? No, a man must be very bad indeed before a woman will admit such a thing, and whatever secret disappointments lay in that gentle heart, they stayed well hidden from the world.



honeymoon n. a holiday taken by a newly married couple 蜜月

run up a debt to borrow so much money that you owe a lot of money 积欠大量债务

lowly adj. low in rank, importance, or social class 低下的，卑微的

creep away to move away in a quiet, careful way, especially avoid attracting attention 悄悄走开

therefore adv. as a result of something that has just been mentioned 因此，所以

comforts pl. n. things that make your life nicer and more comfortable, especially things that are not necessary 使生活舒适之物（通常是非必需品）

Gazette n. the official newspaper of an organization or institution 机关报

cry one's eyes out to be extremely sad and cry a lot 哭得死去活来

lightly adv. without worrying, or without appearing to be worried 轻松地

win sb round to get someone's support or friendship by persuading them or being nice to them （通过劝说或示好）把某人争取过来

collect v. to come to a particular place in order to take someone or something away 领取，领走

oddly adv. used to say that something seems strange or surprising 奇怪地


4
布赖顿愉快之旅

婚礼之后七天，三个年轻人在布赖顿的海边散步，一边享受海边的空气，一边欣赏每一位经过他们身边的漂亮女士。

“那边有一个漂亮姑娘。”其中一人说，“你们看见了吗？她的脚踝很美。”

“你真是女士的克星，乔斯！”他的朋友笑着说，“我们下午干什么呢，小伙子们？”

“我们玩一局台球吧。”另一个人说。

“不，不，上尉。”乔斯慌张地说，“今天不玩台球了，克劳利，我的好兄弟。昨天已经玩够了。”

“你打得不错啊，”克劳利笑着说，“是吧，乔治？”

乔治·奥斯本带阿梅莉亚来布赖顿度个小蜜月，约瑟夫·塞德利随后也加入了他们。他们发现谁也住在同一家旅馆呢？当然是罗顿·克劳利上尉夫妇！丽贝卡和阿梅莉亚马上就飞奔拥抱在一起，这些年轻人都很高兴。两方常常会面，一同出游，一起吃饭。男士们聚在一起玩牌、打台球，罗顿干瘪的钱包里轻而易举地塞满了从乔斯和乔治那里赢来的钱。

两对年轻夫妻有太多事情要告诉彼此，双方兴致勃勃地讨论婚姻和未来的希望。乔治焦急万分地等待他朋友多宾上尉的到来，多宾之前主动提出向乔治的父亲传达他儿子与阿梅莉亚结婚的消息。

克劳利小姐现在也在布赖顿，她是来海边疗养的。罗顿把所有希望都寄托在她身上，可她仍然拒不见他。她那情真意切的侄子和侄媳追随她来到这里，但是她被占有欲极强的比特·克劳利夫人从早到晚看得死死的。比特夫人抱定主意决不让罗顿从他姑姑那里继承一分钱，而贝姬和罗顿也和比特夫人一样意志坚定，决心要成功。与此同时，他们花钱大手大脚，很快就欠下一笔笔债，不过他们有把握最后能将老太太的钱弄到手。

再见到乔治·奥斯本时，贝姬刻意对他施展魅力，奉承他仪表堂堂，球技高超（打台球时，他通常会输给罗顿）。相应地，乔治觉得贝姬聪明、风趣又时髦，总而言之，很讨人喜欢。他完全忘了以前认为她是个地位低下的家庭教师的评价了。

阿梅莉亚隐隐有些不安，她的朋友光彩照人，总是那么活泼风趣，而自己却那么腼腆、少言寡语。她才刚刚结婚一周，乔治似乎就厌倦了，迫不及待地尽可能多和别人待在一起。

一个年轻的新娘有这样的想法很痛苦，但她确是这样想的。一天晚上，罗顿和约瑟夫打牌，贝姬和乔治则在外面阳台上欣赏月色。阿梅莉亚坐在屋内，无人理会，独自观察着这一切。

“夜色多美啊！”乔治说，“介意我抽雪茄吗？”

“一点儿也不介意。我喜欢雪茄在室外散发的味道。”贝姬说。

“大海如此平静、清澈——难道你不希望自己能就这样一头扎进去？”乔治说。

贝姬大笑起来。“你知道我有什么计划吗？”她说，“你记得布里格斯，克劳利姑姑的女伴吗？她常去洗海水浴。总有一天，我会扎到她身边，就在水里坚持让她立刻原谅我们。”

这个水中会面的想法令乔治忍不住放声大笑。

“你们吵吵嚷嚷什么呢？”罗顿大声问。

阿梅莉亚无法加入他们的谈笑，便悄悄地回了房间，一只冰凉的小手攥住了她那颗温柔的心。

不过，除了阿梅莉亚私下里小小的担心以外，大家度过了一段愉快的时光。双方的期望都很高——乔治的父亲会原谅乔治，克劳利小姐也会原谅贝姬和罗顿。

只是，名利场远非善良宽容之地。亲爱的读者，假如名利场是那样的，我们的故事又会如何发展呢？
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次日，多宾抵达布赖顿。尽管阿梅莉亚已经嫁为人妇，他永远无法企及，但他仍急切地想见到她。他带来了两个消息。第一个消息——战争的消息——是说给年轻男士们听的。

“我们接到前往比利时的命令——全军前往。下周开拔，从查塔姆出航。”

这个消息令听众们大吃一惊，他们表情都很凝重。

“我认为，”多宾继续说，“拿破仑三周之内就会发动进攻，我们可能要好好大干一场了。但是，我们别把这事告诉女士们，好吧，乔治？也许最后什么事也没有呢，现在布鲁塞尔到处都是有这种想法的上流人士。”

多宾带来的第二个消息是专给乔治·奥斯本的，他等到只剩他俩时。

“我父亲怎么说？”乔治焦急地问，“告诉我！”

多宾没有回答，只是默默地递给乔治一封信。

“这不是我父亲的笔迹。”乔治惊慌地说。

乔治是对的。信是他父亲的律师写的。




先生，本人奉奥斯本先生之命通知您，鉴于您选择的婚姻，令尊不再承认您是他的儿子。因此，令尊去世后您将不会继承他的遗产。您能继承的唯一遗产是令堂留给您与两位姐妹的。这笔6,000英镑的遗产分为三份，其中的一份2,000英镑，在收到您的指示后将支付给您本人或您的代理人。

奥斯本先生还要求我传达：您的任何口信或信件，无论与此事有关或是任何别的事宜，他概不接收。

您恭顺的仆人，塞缪尔·希格斯




“这都是你的错！”乔治大吼。他把信甩给多宾。“我们本来可以等等的，可是不——你非要让我结婚，让我破产了！两千英镑够我干什么啊？连两年都支撑不了。这个星期玩牌、打台球我已经输给克劳利一百四十英镑了。”

“呃，是啊，是挺难的。”多宾说，“就像你所说，我也有部分责任。不过有些人可不介意跟你互换呢。你比他们大多数人都有钱多了。在你父亲改变主意之前，你先靠你的薪俸生活吧。”

“我这样的人靠士兵的薪俸怎么生活呢？”乔治怒吼，“你真傻，多宾。我必须享受舒适的生活，保持我的社会地位。你指望我的妻子自己拿行李，步行随军吗？”

“好了，好了。”多宾平静地说，“暴风雨会过去的，乔治。让你的名字出现在军报上，我保证你的老父亲会张开双臂欢迎你回家的。”

“名字出现在军报上！”乔治说，“出现在阵亡者名单里吗，你的意思是？还真有用！”

“别那么说。”多宾说，“一切都会好起来的。”

多宾性情太温厚，谁都不可能跟他争论太久。他已为朋友使出了浑身解数，可那位父亲脾气暴躁，已经决定和儿子断绝关系，无论多宾、乔治的两个姐妹还是其他任何人都无法劝他回心转意。

那天晚饭前，旅馆里两对夫妻各自进行了一番简短的交谈。

乔治把律师的信交给阿梅莉亚。“我担心的不是自己，埃米。”他说，“是你。”

阿梅莉亚读完信，表情放松下来。和她爱的人一起过穷日子，对她来说没什么好害怕的。

“啊，乔治。”她说，“我肯定他很快就会原谅你的，不过像这样和你的父亲分开，你肯定很难过。”

“是啊。”乔治说，一副痛苦不堪的样子。“但是你，我亲爱的姑娘——我的妻子，有权享受舒适的生活，而不是普通军人妻子过的那种穷日子。”

“不过呢，乔治，”阿梅莉亚快活地说，“我会缝纫，可以为你补裤子，还可以做许多其他事。两千英镑是一大笔钱呢，是吧，乔治？”

乔治只好对此一笑，然后他们下楼去吃晚饭。

另一个房间里，贝姬和罗顿也在谈钱的问题。

“大家很快都要离开了。”贝姬说，“亲爱的罗顿，你最好在奥斯本走之前把他欠你的钱要到手。”

“好主意。”罗顿说，“不知道奥斯本随军去布鲁塞尔后，奥斯本夫人会怎么样？”

“哭得肝肠寸断，我估计。”贝姬说。

“你不会为我掉眼泪的，我猜。”罗顿有些恼怒地说。

“你这个傻瓜！”他妻子说，“我当然是跟你一块儿去啦。”

当晚晚餐时，所有人都兴致勃勃，欢声笑语。乔治一想到打仗就激动不已，多宾讲了一些趣事，但是提到布鲁塞尔的时候，阿梅莉亚甜美的笑脸顿时变得惊恐起来。

“军团已经接到命令去布鲁塞尔了吗，乔治？”她大声问，惊恐之中抓住了乔治的胳膊。

“别害怕，埃米。”乔治说，“你也可以一起去。”

“我打算去。”丽贝卡说，“我必须去——塔夫脱将军是我的崇拜者呢。对吧，罗顿？”

罗顿像往常一样发出一阵大笑。

“我必须去，我一定会去。”阿梅莉亚大声说，声音无比坚定。

“好极了！”乔治笑着说，“你们见过哪个妻子像好斗的小战士似的吗？”他问其他人。

多宾强烈反对让阿梅莉亚去可能有战事的地方，但是，当然了，他不能对她丈夫那样说。他想：“至少我能看见她，而且我会在那里保护她的安全。”

晚饭后，男士们留下来抽雪茄，然后再与女士们会合。罗顿碰了碰乔治的胳膊。

“我说，奥斯本，”他轻描淡写地说，“能把那个小数目给我吗，方便的话？”

其实是一点都不方便，但赌债是必须偿还的，因此一厚沓纸钞从乔治手中递到了罗顿手里。

第二天，乔斯、多宾、阿梅莉亚和乔治出发前往伦敦，为布鲁塞尔之行做准备。罗顿和贝姬几天后再走。分别时刻，贝姬和阿梅莉亚非常亲昵地吻别，但是嫉妒的小火苗已经在阿梅莉亚温柔的心中燃烧起来了。
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贝姬和罗顿离开布赖顿之前，他们对克劳利小姐的防御发起了最后一次进攻。贝姬得到非常有利的消息：比特·克劳利先生跌下马来，摔断了锁骨，比特夫人不得不赶回家照顾他。现在就剩下布里格斯小姐。贝姬设计与她在海滩偶遇，尽情倾诉了一番对克劳利小姐和她的深情厚谊与关心。布里格斯小姐天性善良，很快就被说服了。贝姬赶回旅馆找罗顿。

“你得立刻坐下来给你姑姑写信，罗顿。”她说，“然后布里格斯会劝她与你见一面。”

“可是我写什么呢？”罗顿困惑地问。

“傻瓜。”他妻子说，揪住他的耳朵。“我来告诉你写什么。”

她一边说，一边俯身探过他的肩头，纠正他的拼写和语法错误。信里都是短句子，语气像军人般简捷，满是感恩之情，而且压根没提钱的事。

信到时老克劳利小姐哈哈大笑。布里格斯小姐念信给她听时，她笑得更厉害了。

“信绝不是罗顿写的。”她说，“他给我写信从来都是要钱，而且他的信错字连篇，语法也不通。一定是那个家庭教师小蛇精写的，她把罗顿完全掌控住了。”克劳利小姐心想，他们都是一丘之貉，盼着我死，惦着我的钱。我真希望他们离我远远的。

她的确同意与罗顿短暂会面，但是见面并不成功。当晚罗顿收到他姑姑的一封信。信里说，她的健康状况不佳，不能再继续会客。他可以去伦敦她律师的办公室，那里有一封函件等着他。

满怀希望的罗顿和贝姬立刻匆匆返回伦敦（这正是克劳利小姐的目的），第二天罗顿去了律师那里，回来时怒气冲冲。

“老天爷，贝姬。”他说，“她只给了我二十英镑！”

尽管他们被捉弄了，可这个玩笑着实不错。看着罗顿怒不可遏的样子，贝姬忍不住哈哈大笑。
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身在伦敦的乔治也发现他的财务前景不容乐观。没有迹象表明他父亲可能会原谅他。乔治去律师那里领他的两千英镑时，希格斯先生对他非常冷淡疏远。

但是乔治不在乎。他认为，老人最终会原谅他的。他的军俸在赌博时输给了克劳利上尉，于是他开始花那两千英镑。他在一家豪华旅馆包下一个大套间，大摆宴席请乔斯和多宾吃饭（多宾对此极为反对），还让妻子出去多多置办些时髦的衣服，要配得上在布鲁塞尔奢侈的社交生活。

阿梅莉亚高高兴兴地听从丈夫的话去购物，不过他不陪她一起去拜访父母，让她有点伤心。塞德利夫人见到女儿喜极而泣，阿梅莉亚和她年迈慈祥的双亲重聚，感到莫名的欣慰。结婚仅仅九天，这么多事情都变了！她有没有暗自承认乔治本人和她婚前仰慕的那个俊杰有许多不同？没有，只有当那个男的坏到极点了，女人才会承认这样的事。无论那颗温柔的心里悄悄装着多少失望，它们都好好藏匿着不让别人知道。


5
Waiting for war in Brussels

Napoleon Bonaparte would be defeated, people said, almost without a struggle. Weren't the armies of Europe and the great Duke of Wellington lined up against him? Everyone had such perfect confidence in the result of the battle that the atmosphere in Brussels was one of pleasure and enjoyment. The city was full of fashionable English people, riding in the park, going to the opera, dancing and gambling the nights away.

Amelia was very happy for her first two weeks in Brussels. She was young and sweet-natured, and George's army friends thought she was 'a pretty little thing'. Everybody liked her and George himself was full of kind attention to his wife, buying her little gifts, and taking her out every night to a party or the opera.

Joseph, who had accompanied his sister to Brussels, was also enjoying himself. He was not a soldier, but since army men were the most popular in town, he grew a very fine military moustache, in order to look as much like an army officer as possible.

They first met the Crawleys again riding in the park. Rebecca was surrounded by admirers, and when Amelia saw her dear friend, her heart sank. The sun on that clear May day suddenly seemed to shine less brightly.

But George was delighted, riding over to shake Rawdon warmly by the hand.

'Good to see you, Crawley,' he said. 'How are you?'

'All right, my boy,' said Rawdon. 'How's the business with your father? Has he given in?'

'Not yet,' said George. 'But he will. And I've some private fortune through my mother. What about your aunt?'

'Sent me twenty pounds, damned old woman. When shall we have a game, eh? Come round on Tuesday, why not?'

The Crawleys were at the opera that night as well. Becky was sitting in General Tufto's box, clearly a great favourite with the General, but as soon as she saw Amelia, she hurried round to see her. Such affectionate kisses! How was her dearest, best little Amelia? How pretty she was looking! And here was Mr Jos too, looking so well, and such a fine moustache! Becky smiled, and talked, and laughed, busily spreading charm all around her.

'What a slippery little snake that woman is!' honest old Dobbin murmured to George when Becky had left. 'She's acting all the time, didn't you see, George?'

'Acting? Nonsense! She's the nicest little woman in England,' George replied. 'You don't understand women, Dobbin.'

Dobbin understood enough about George, however, to become anxious after a few days, when he saw how often George was playing cards with Rawdon Crawley, and losing.

'When are you going to give up gambling, George?' he said.

'When are you going to give up criticizing me?' was the reply. 'Rawdon doesn't cheat, you know. I'll start winning some games soon – it all balances out in the end.'

'But I don't think Crawley could pay if he lost,' Dobbin said.

Good advice is never taken, and George continued to visit the Crawleys' hotel to play cards with Captain Crawley, and to attend the little dinners given by Mrs Crawley, whose green eyes always lit up when George came into the room – or so George liked to believe. In fact, he was convinced that Becky was in love with him, unable to resist such a handsome, charming fellow as himself. Meanwhile, Rawdon continued to beat him at cards.

George's gambling was the least of Amelia's worries. The more brilliantly Rebecca shone in society, the more shy and awkward Amelia became. The more time George spent in Rebecca's company, the more miserable and lonely Amelia became. But she said nothing, and suffered in secret.

In June there was a grand ball, to which George and Amelia, Dobbin, and the Crawleys were all invited. After generously buying his wife a new dress and some ornaments, George took her to the ball, where she did not know anyone, put her on a chair and left her there. She was free to amuse herself as she liked, but no one came to disturb her except Dobbin.

Amelia's appearance at the ball was a failure; Mrs Crawley's appearance, however, was a brilliant success. She arrived very late. Her eyes sparkled with life, her dress was perfection. At once there was a crowd of admirers around her, begging for a dance.

But Rebecca went straight to where poor little Amelia was sitting, and in the kindest possible way, began to criticize Amelia's dress, her hair, and her shoes.

'I'll send my own dressmaker to you tomorrow,' she said. 'And my dear,' she went on, 'do stop George from gambling. He and Rawdon play cards every night, and Rawdon will win every penny from him if he does not take care. Why don't you stop him, you careless girl? Oh, look, here comes your darling husband now.'

She turned to smile at George, who was approaching them.

'Where have you been, you wicked man?' she said. 'Here is Emmy crying her eyes out for you. Have you come to fetch me for our dance?'

And she left her shawl and her flowers by Amelia's side, and went away to dance with George. Only women know how to be so cruel. There is a poison on their sharp little knives which hurts far more than a man's blunter weapon.

Amelia sat alone with her sad thoughts in her corner, unnoticed except when Rawdon came to offer a few words of clumsy conversation, and when Dobbin brought her food and drink, and sat with her for a time.

At last George came back – for Rebecca's shawl and flowers. He took them away, but when he gave them back to their owner, there was a note, rolled up like a tiny snake among the flowers. Rebecca put out her hand to take them, and it was clear from her eyes that she knew what she would find there. She had been used to such notes from her early years. She gave him her hand and one of her quick, knowing glances, and George bowed over her hand, his heart hammering with the excitement of victory.

Amelia saw the glance, and suddenly it was too much.

'William,' she said to Dobbin, who was near her, 'you've always been kind to me – I'm – I'm not well. Take me home.'

He went away with her quickly. The streets seemed noisier and more crowded than usual, but the hotel was not far, and they soon reached it. Amelia went straight to bed.

George, meanwhile, wild with excitement, had been gambling and had then gone to spend his winnings on drink. Dobbin found him with a glass in his hand, and red in the face.

'Hallo, Dob! Come and drink, Dob!' George called out.

'Come away, George,' Dobbin said quietly. 'Don't drink.'

'Have a drink, old boy,' George said. 'Stop being so serious.'

Dobbin came close to George and whispered in his ear. At once George banged his glass down on the table and, taking his friend's arm, walked quickly away with him. 'The enemy has advanced,' Dobbin had said. 'The fighting has already begun. Come away – we march in three hours.'
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Back in his hotel, George thought about a thousand things – his past life – his chances in war – his wife – the child, perhaps, whom he might never see. Oh, how he wished that note to Becky had never been written, and that he could say goodbye without guilt to the gentle girl whose love he had valued so little!

He thought over his short married life. He had wasted all his money. Why had he been so wild and careless? If he was killed, what would be left for her? He was not good enough for her. Poor Emmy. He should never have married her. Why hadn't he obeyed his father, who had always been so generous to him?

Full of selfish regret, he sat down and wrote a last letter to his father. By the time he had finished, it was almost day. He went into the bedroom and looked down at Amelia's sweet, pale face. How pure and innocent she was, and how badly he had treated her! How selfish he was! Sick with shame, he watched the sleeping girl, then bent down to kiss that pale cheek.

Two pretty little arms closed gently round his neck. 'I am awake, George,' the poor girl said, her eyes full of tears.

And at that moment outside the window the bugles sounded, and the drums began to beat. The city was waking up to war.
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In another hotel the Crawleys were also saying their goodbyes. Rawdon truly loved Becky and had known real happiness in his marriage. He was anxious for the future, and much more affected by the parting than his brave little wife who, having wisely decided to be calm and sensible, tried to laugh away his fears.

'It's no laughing matter, Mrs Crawley,' her husband said, sounding hurt. 'I'm a big man, easy to shoot at. And if I drop, I want to be sure you'll be all right.'

Becky became serious at once. 'Dearest love,' she said softly, 'do you suppose I feel nothing?' She quickly wiped her eyes, then smiled lovingly at her husband.

'Now, let's see,' said Rawdon, comforted. 'I've had some luck at the card-tables, and here's two hundred and thirty pounds. I won't take my horses – I'll ride one of the General's. If I'm hit, you can sell them – should get a good price for them.'

And Rawdon Crawley, who had seldom thought about anyone but himself until these last few months, wrote down a list of all the things Rebecca could sell if he was killed. Then he put on his oldest uniform, leaving the best for Rebecca to sell, and before he left, he picked her up in his arms and held her close to his heart. His eyes were clouded, as he put her down and left her.

Rebecca waved goodbye to him from the window, and stood there for a moment looking out after he was gone. The sun was just rising as she turned away from the window, and saw on a table her flowers from the ball. She picked them up, and saw the little note pushed in between them. With a smile, she took the note out and locked it away in her little writing desk. Then she put the flowers in water, went to bed, and slept deeply.

It was ten o'clock when she woke, and after drinking her coffee, she continued Rawdon's list, adding to it all the gifts and jewellery she had received from her admirers. She was pleased to find that if her husband did not return, she would have quite a useful amount of money.

She carefully locked away all her possessions, but kept out a cheque from George Osborne for gambling debts. This made her think of Mrs Osborne. 'I'll get the cheque cashed,' she said to herself, 'and pay a visit afterwards to poor little Emmy.'
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Joseph Sedley, of course, was not a soldier and had no goodbyes to say. However, he was disturbed from his sleep before daybreak by Captain Dobbin, who insisted on shaking hands with him.

'I didn't want to go without saying goodbye,' he said.

'Very kind of you,' said Jos, yawning, and rubbing his eyes.

'Some of us – well, some of us may not come back again – and – and I want to be sure that you'll all be all right.'

Jos and the Osbornes shared a sitting-room in their hotel apartment, and while Dobbin was speaking, he kept walking up and down, glancing through the open door of Jos's bedroom into the sitting-room, hoping desperately for a last sight of Amelia.

Jos stared at his visitor as he marched up and down. 'What can I do for you, Dobbin?' he said at last, rather crossly.

'I'll tell you what you can do,' Dobbin said. 'George and I may never come back. You are not to move from this town until you know what has happened. You are to watch over your sister, and comfort her, and make sure that no harm comes to her. Remember, if anything happens to George, she has no one but you. You must promise me that you will never leave her.'

'Of course I'll take care of my sister,' answered Jos.

'And you must see that she gets safely out of Brussels and back to England in the event of a defeat.'

'Defeat! Don't try and frighten me,' cried our hero, in his bed.

At that moment Dobbin had the opportunity he wanted so much – to see Amelia's face again. But what a face – so white, so wild, so despairing! Shocked, Dobbin stood and watched her, torn with pity for such helpless, speechless misery.

Wrapped in a white morning dress and with her hair hanging loose, Amelia was trying to help George as he did his packing. At last, however, George took her hand and led her back into the bedroom. He came out alone, and hurried away.

'Thank heaven that's over,' he thought, running downstairs to join the regiment, who were gathering in the street below.

The sun was just rising as the soldiers marched away. It was a brave sight, with the band playing, and the bright flags flying, and George marching proudly at the head of his company. He looked up, and smiled at Amelia, and passed on; and even the sound of the music died away.
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All day Brussels waited for news of the battle. Stories flew around the city – Napoleon's army was advancing, the Duke of Wellington was wounded, the British had suffered great losses. Shops closed, and soon carriages began to leave the city.

Jos, who had felt quite brave and confident in the morning, now began to fear the worst. He was just putting on his coat to go out for the latest news on the street, when Rebecca arrived to visit Amelia. Her smiling face, refreshed by her quiet sleep, was pleasant to see in a town where everyone else looked anxious.

'Are you leaving us to join the army, Mr Joseph?' she said, looking at his coat, which was cut in a military style. 'How brave you are! But then who will be left to protect us poor women? Oh, please don't leave us, Mr Joseph!'

What Rebecca really meant was, 'Sir, you have a comfortable carriage, and if the army is defeated and we have to leave Brussels, I would like a seat in it.'

Jos had been deeply offended by Rebecca's treatment of him in Brussels. She had paid little attention to him, and had not invited him to her parties. 'She only wants me when there is no one else,' he thought. But a vain man is always pleased to be called brave, and wiser men than Jos Sedley have been fooled by women. A few soft words, some admiring glances from those sparkling green eyes, and it was not long before Jos's heart was beating fast, and his doubts and suspicions were all forgotten.

Presently, Rebecca left him, confident of her place in his carriage, and went to tap gently at the door of his sister's room.

Her appearance struck Amelia with terror. It brought her back to the real world, and reminded her of the jealous misery that had been forgotten in the pain of parting from her adored husband. And when Rebecca came forward to kiss her, Amelia, her pale face suddenly red with anger, returned Rebecca's look with a steadiness that rather surprised her visitor.

'Dearest Amelia, you are not well.' Rebecca put out her hand to take Amelia's. 'I could not rest until I knew how you were.'

Amelia did not take the offered hand. 'Why are you here, Rebecca?' she said, looking at her with her large eyes.

This worried Rebecca. 'She must have seen him give me the letter at the ball,' she thought. 'Don't be upset, dear Amelia,' she said. 'I only came to see if I could – if you were well.'

'Are you well?' said Amelia. 'I'm sure you are. You don't love your husband. You would not be here if you did. Tell me, Rebecca, was I ever unkind to you?'

'Indeed, Amelia, no,' Rebecca said, looking away from her.

'When you were poor, I was your friend. George loved me. He gave up his fortune and his family to marry me, to make me happy. Why did you come between us? His love was everything to me. You knew it, and wanted to steal it from me. You are a wicked woman, Rebecca – a false friend and a false wife!'

'Amelia, I swear that I have done my husband no wrong.'

'Have you done me no wrong, Rebecca? You did not succeed, but you tried.'

She knows nothing, Rebecca thought.

'He came back to me. Your tricks and lies could not keep him for long. But what have I done to you? Why did you try to take him from me?' Amelia's voice became wilder. 'And now he's gone. But he will come back. He promised me to come back.'

'He will come back, my dear,' said Rebecca, gently.

Amelia walked to a chair and knelt beside it. 'He was here,' she said. 'He sat here, in this chair.' She seemed to have forgotten Rebecca's presence, and began to stroke the arm of the chair.
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'He was here. He sat here, in this chair.'

Rebecca turned and left the room silently. 'How is she?' asked Jos, who was still sitting in the sitting-room.

'There should be somebody with her,' said Rebecca. 'I think she is very unwell.' And she went away, with a very serious face.

She did, in fact, like Amelia, and felt some pity for her. She thought of the little note locked away in her writing desk. 'Poor thing! That note would destroy her. Why does she break her heart for a man who is stupid – and who does not care for her?'

[image: alt]

By late afternoon the sound of gunfire could be heard in the city, and few people had much sleep that night. The next day brought wounded soldiers returning from the battlefield, with reports of regiments destroyed, and Napoleon closing in on Brussels.

Like many others, Joseph Sedley was now desperate to leave, but his servant told him there were no horses to hire or to buy anywhere in the city. Wild with terror, Jos shaved off his moustache, in case the enemy thought he was a soldier, and set out into the city to search for horses himself.

As he passed Rebecca's hotel, he caught sight of her and hurried over. By now, the two horses which Rawdon had left behind were extremely valuable, and one look at Jos's fat, frightened face told Rebecca that she had found a buyer who would pay whatever price she asked.

'What! Are you leaving, Mr Sedley?' she said, with a laugh. 'And Amelia? Who is to protect your poor little sister?'

'There's a seat for her in my carriage,' gasped Jos. 'And for you, dear Mrs Crawley, if only I can find horses!'

'I have two to sell,' said Becky. 'But they're not carriage horses. You'll have to ride them.'

Jos nearly wept for joy. The business was soon done, and Jos was obliged to part with an enormous amount of money.

That night there was more encouraging news of the battle, but by Sunday morning the guns of Waterloo began to roar. When Jos heard that dreadful sound, he could bear it no longer.

'You must come with me, Emmy!' he cried, rushing into her room. 'I have bought a horse for you. You must come!'

'Without my husband, Joseph?' Amelia said, with a look of wonder. But Jos's patience was at an end.

'Goodbye, then,' he shouted angrily, banging the door shut as he left. And he got on his horse, and with his servant he rode away out of Brussels, leaving his sister behind him.

All that day, from morning until past sunset, the guns roared, and the women prayed for their husbands and lovers. On a hill on the battlefield the lines of English foot-soldiers stood firm against the furious attacks of the French, who were forced to fall back again and again. In the evening, the French made a final big attack. Then at last the English roared down from the hill-top which they had held all day, and the enemy turned and ran.

In Brussels the guns could be heard no more. Darkness came down on the battlefield and on the city; and Amelia was praying for George, who was lying on his face, dead, with a bullet through his heart.



line up to stand in a row or line 排成行，列队

atmosphere n. the feeling that an event or place gives you 气氛，环境

slippery adj. someone who is slippery cannot be trusted 狡猾的，不可信赖的

balance out if two or more things balance out, the final result is that they are equal in amount, importance, or effect 相等，持平

dressmaker n. someone who makes clothes for other people as a job 裁缝

shawl n. a piece of material worn by a woman around her shoulders 披肩

bugle n. a musical instrument like a small trumpet, used in the army to give signals 军号，号角

possession n. something that you own or have with you at a particular time 财产，财物

daybreak n. the time of day when light first appears 黎明，破晓

crossly adv. angrily 生气地，恼怒地

in the event of sth used to tell people what they should do if something happens 如果某事发生，万一……

die away to become gradually weaker until you cannot hear, feel or see it 渐渐消失，慢慢变弱

refresh v. to make someone less tired 使恢复精力，使提神

tap v. to hit your fingers lightly on something（用手指）轻扣，轻敲

false adj. not sincere or honest, and pretending to have feelings that you do not really have 不真诚的

do sb wrong to treat someone badly and unfairly 不公平地对待某人

close in to move closer to someone or something, especially in order to attack them 逼近，靠近（尤指为了攻击）

roar v. to make a very loud, deep sound 吼叫，呼啸


5
在布鲁塞尔等待战争

人们说，拿破仑·波拿巴会被打败，这基本上是手到擒来之事。欧洲联军在伟大的威灵顿公爵的指挥下不正严阵以待吗？大家对这场战役的结果充满信心，因而布鲁塞尔尽是一片享乐与愉悦的气氛。城里到处都是时髦的英国人，在公园里骑马游玩，去剧院看戏，夜夜跳舞、赌博，消磨时光。

初到布鲁塞尔的头两个星期，阿梅莉亚非常开心。她年轻，性情温柔，乔治的战友们都认为她是个“漂亮的小东西”。大家都喜欢她，乔治对妻子也极尽温柔体贴，给她买小礼物，每晚都带她参加聚会或者去剧院看戏。

约瑟夫陪妹妹来到布鲁塞尔，也玩得很尽兴。他不是军人，但因为军人在城里最受欢迎，他蓄起了很精致的军人胡子，好让自己看上去尽可能像个军官。

他们再一次见到克劳利夫妇是在公园骑马游玩时。丽贝卡被爱慕者们包围着，阿梅莉亚一看到她这位亲爱的朋友，心情就变得沉重起来。忽然间，五月晴朗的阳光也似乎不那么明亮了。

但乔治欣喜地驱马上前，热情地与罗顿握手。

“见到你真高兴，克劳利。”他说，“你怎么样？”

“还好，我的兄弟。”罗顿说，“和你父亲的事怎么样了？他让步了吗？”

“还没有。”乔治说，“但是他会的。我从母亲那里得到一些私财。你姑姑呢？”

“给了我二十英镑，这个可恶的老女人。我们什么时候玩一局，呃？星期二过来，怎么样？”

那天晚上克劳利夫妇也在剧院。贝姬坐在塔夫脱将军的包厢里，显然格外受到将军的喜爱。但她一看见阿梅莉亚，就赶过来见她。这一串深情的吻啊！她最好最亲爱的小阿梅莉亚怎么样？她看起来多漂亮啊！乔斯先生也在啊，气色这么好，胡子这么漂亮！贝姬满面笑容，说说笑笑，忙着向周围的人施展魅力。

“那个女人真是条狡猾的小蛇啊！”贝姬离开后，忠厚年长的多宾向乔治低语。“她一直在装模作样，你没看出来吗，乔治？”

“装模作样？胡说！她是全英格兰最善良的小妇人了。”乔治回答，“你不了解女人，多宾。”

不过多宾对乔治的了解已经足够深了。过了几天，他见乔治频频和罗顿·克劳利打牌输钱，就有些着急了。

“你打算什么时候戒赌啊，乔治？”他说。

“你打算什么时候不再批评我啊？”乔治回答，“罗顿不使诈，你知道的。我就要开始赢钱了——最后输赢会相抵的。”

“可是我觉得如果克劳利输了，他是不会给钱的。”多宾说。

忠言总是不被采纳，乔治继续去克劳利夫妇下榻的旅馆，和克劳利上尉打牌，参加克劳利夫人举办的小型晚宴。每次乔治一走进房间，克劳利夫人的绿眼睛就发亮——至少乔治是这么认为的。事实上，他坚信贝姬爱上了他，因为她无法抗拒像他这样英俊迷人的男士。与此同时，罗顿继续在牌局上赢他的钱。

乔治赌博远不是阿梅莉亚最担心的事。丽贝卡在社交圈里越是大放光彩，阿梅莉亚就变得越发腼腆，越发紧张不安。乔治和丽贝卡相处的时间越长，阿梅莉亚就觉得越发痛苦、孤独。但是她什么都没说，默默忍受着这一切。

六月里举行了一场盛大舞会，乔治、阿梅莉亚、多宾和克劳利夫妇都接到了邀请。乔治十分慷慨地给妻子买了一件新裙子和一些佩饰，然后带着她出席舞会。她在那里一个人都不认识，乔治安排她坐下就走开了。她可以毫无拘束地娱乐一番，但是除了多宾以外没有人理睬她。

阿梅莉亚在舞会的现身是个失败，然而，克劳利夫人的现身却大获成功。她很晚才到。她的双眸神采奕奕，她的服饰完美至极。顷刻之间就有一群仰慕者围拢过来，求她赐舞一曲。

但是丽贝卡径直走到可怜的阿梅莉亚坐的地方，用尽可能友善的方式，挑剔起阿梅莉亚的衣着、发式还有鞋子。

“明天我派自己的裁缝去你那里。”她说。“还有啊，亲爱的，”她继续说，“别让乔治再赌下去了。他和罗顿每晚玩牌，要是他不多加小心的话，他会输个精光的。你怎么不阻止他呢，你这个粗心的姑娘？啊，瞧，你亲爱的丈夫过来了。”

她转头朝着走近的乔治微笑。

“你去哪儿了，你这个讨厌的家伙？”她说，“埃米在这儿为你痛哭流涕。你是过来请我去跳舞的吗？”

她把披肩和花留在阿梅莉亚身边，然后和乔治去跳舞了。只有女人才会这么残忍，她们锋利小刀上的毒药伤起人来可比男人们的钝器厉害多了。

阿梅莉亚独自一人坐在角落里，黯然神伤。除了罗顿过来笨嘴拙舌地和她说了几句，多宾取来饮料点心陪她坐了一会儿之外，没有人理会她。

最后，乔治终于回来了——来拿丽贝卡的披肩和花。他把它们取走，但当他将其交还原主时，里面多了一张字条，像小蛇似的卷起来藏在花束中。丽贝卡伸手接过，眼神里明白无误地表露出，她知道那里面是什么。多年以前她就已经习惯了这样的字条。她向他伸出一只手，迅速递了个心领神会的眼色，乔治躬身吻她的手，一颗心因为行动成功而激动地怦怦狂跳。

阿梅莉亚看到了那个眼色，一下子承受不住了。

“威廉，”她对身边的多宾说，“你一向对我很好——我——我不太舒服。送我回家吧。”

他连忙陪着她离开。街上似乎比往常更喧闹拥挤，不过旅馆离得不远，他们不久就到了。阿梅莉亚径直上床休息。

与此同时，激动不已的乔治又赌上了，把赢来的钱拿去喝酒。多宾找到他的时候，他手里拿着一杯酒，脸色通红。

“嗨，多布！来喝一杯，多布！”乔治大叫。

“走吧，乔治。”多宾轻声说，“别喝了。”

“喝一杯吧，老伙计。”乔治说，“别这么一本正经的。”

多宾凑近乔治耳边低语几句。乔治立刻把杯子重重往桌子上一摔，抓住他朋友的手臂，和他一道匆匆离开了。多宾说的是：“敌人向前推进了，战斗已经开始。走吧——我们三个小时后出发。”
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回到旅馆，乔治思绪万千——过去的生活——战场上的命运——他的妻子——他的孩子，也许，他没有机会见到了。唉，他多希望自己没给贝姬写过那张字条，那么他就可以毫无愧疚地与他温柔的妻子道别了。他之前是多么不珍惜她的爱啊！

他仔细想想自己短暂的婚姻生活。他把所有的钱都花光了。自己为什么这么毫无顾忌、粗心大意呢？他要是死了，还能给她留下什么？他配不上她啊，可怜的埃米。他根本就不该娶她。为什么当初不听父亲的话呢？父亲对他向来慷慨大方。

充满了对自己自私的懊悔之情，他坐下来给父亲写了一封告别信。信写完的时候，天快亮了。他走进卧室，低头俯视阿梅莉亚甜美却苍白的面孔。她是多么天真纯洁，而自己待她多么薄情啊！他真是太自私了！遭受着羞愧之情煎熬的他，望着熟睡中的姑娘，俯下身去吻她苍白的脸颊。

两只小胳膊温柔地搂住了他的脖子。“我醒着呢，乔治。”可怜的姑娘说，双眼满含泪水。

就在那时，窗外响起军号声和阵阵鼓声。这座城市意识到了战争的到来。
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另一家旅馆里，克劳利夫妇也在道别。罗顿真心爱着贝姬，在婚姻生活中感受到了真正的幸福。他对未来感到焦虑，分离对他的触动很深。这可比不上他那勇敢的小妻子，她明智地决定要从容务实，想用笑容驱除他的恐惧。

“这可不是开玩笑的，克劳利夫人。”她丈夫伤心地说，“我身材高大，是个活靶子。如果我倒下了，我想确保你一切都好。”

贝姬立刻严肃起来。“我最亲爱的爱人，”她温柔地说，“你以为我无动于衷吗？”她迅速地擦了擦眼睛，又朝丈夫深情地笑了。

“好了，让我们来看看。”罗顿说，心里舒畅了，“我打牌手气还不错，这里有二百三十英镑。马我也不带走了——我骑将军的马。要是我被打死了，你就把它们卖了——应该能卖个好价钱。”

几个月以前，罗顿·克劳利只会为自己考虑，极少为他人打算。而现在他列了一张单子，如果他阵亡，丽贝卡可以把单子上的东西都卖掉。然后，他穿上最旧的制服，把最好的留给丽贝卡变卖。在离开之前，他把她抱起，紧紧地贴在胸前。他把她放下来并离开她时，他的眼睛模糊了。

丽贝卡在窗前向他挥手告别，等他离开后，她还待在原地向外望了一会儿。太阳刚刚升起，她转身离开窗前，看到桌上放着那束从舞会上带回的花。她拿起花，看见塞在里面的小字条。她微笑着把它取出来，锁进小写字台里，然后把花放进水中，上了床，沉沉睡去。

十点钟，她醒了。喝过咖啡，她往罗顿的单子上继续添加仰慕者们送给她的所有礼物和珠宝首饰。她高兴地发现，即使她丈夫回不来，她也有相当一笔钱可用。

她小心翼翼地把所有的财物都锁起来，只留下了一张乔治·奥斯本用来偿还赌债的支票。这让她想起了奥斯本夫人。“我去把支票兑现。”她心想，“然后再去看看可怜的小埃米。”
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当然，约瑟夫·塞德利不是军人，也不用和谁道别。但是，天明前他就被多宾上尉从睡梦中吵醒了，上尉坚持要和他握手道别。

“我不想没道别就走。”他说。

“你可太好心了。”乔斯说，一边打哈欠，一边揉眼睛。

“我们中有些人——呃，我们中有些人可能再也回不来了——呃——我想确定你们都会平安无事。”

乔斯和奥斯本夫妇在旅馆套房共用一间起居室。多宾说话时，一直来回踱步，眼光穿过乔斯开着的卧室门瞥向起居室，急切地希望能最后再看阿梅莉亚一眼。

乔斯注视着他的这位访客来来回回踱步。“我能为你做点什么，多宾？”他终于忍不住颇为恼火地说。

“我告诉你你能做什么。”多宾说，“乔治和我可能再也回不来了。在你知道确切消息之前，不要离开这座城市。你要照看你的妹妹，安慰她，确保她不受任何伤害。记住，如果乔治遭遇不幸，她只能靠你了。你必须向我保证，你绝不会离开她。”

“我当然会照顾我妹妹。”乔斯回答。

“如果我们战败，你必须确保她安全离开布鲁塞尔，返回英格兰。”

“战败！别想吓唬我。”我们的英雄在床上大叫。

就在那时，多宾得到一直渴望着的机会——再见阿梅莉亚一面。然而那是怎样的一张脸啊——如此苍白，如此失魂落魄，如此绝望！多宾震惊地站在那儿看着她，她无助、无言的痛苦，激起他无限怜悯。

阿梅莉亚裹着一件白色晨衣，头发松垂，想帮乔治收拾行装。然而，最后乔治拉着她的手送她回卧室。他独自一人出来，匆匆离开了。

“谢天谢地终于结束了。”他跑下楼时想。军团在楼下街道上集合，他赶了过去。

军人们出发时，太阳刚刚升起。乐队奏乐，旌旗飞扬，场面非常壮观。乔治神气地走在自己连队的前面。他抬起头，向阿梅莉亚微笑，继续向前走去。最后，音乐的声音也逐渐消失了。
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整整一天，布鲁塞尔的人都在等待战斗的消息。城内流言四起：拿破仑的军队仍在推进，威灵顿公爵受伤了，英国军队遭受了重创。商店纷纷关门，很快一驾驾马车开始驶离这座城市。

早晨时还勇气、信心十足的乔斯，现在却开始作最坏打算。他刚穿上外套想去街上打听最新消息时，丽贝卡正好来探望阿梅莉亚了。丽贝卡安眠之后容光焕发，在城里其他人都愁容满面的时候，她的一张笑脸让人见了十分愉快。

“您是要抛下我们去参军吗，约瑟夫先生？”看见他军服式样裁剪的外套，她说，“您真是太勇敢了！但是谁留下来保护我们这些可怜的女人呢？啊，请不要离开我们，约瑟夫先生！”

丽贝卡真正的意思是：“先生，您有驾舒适的马车。如果军队战败，我们不得不离开布鲁塞尔时，我希望你给我留一个位置。”

乔斯原本对丽贝卡在布鲁塞尔待他的态度很生气。她对他毫不在意，也不邀请他参加她的聚会。“没其他人了她才想到我。”他想。但是虚荣的人总喜欢被人称赞勇敢，比乔斯·塞德利更聪明的人也曾被女人愚弄过。几句温言软语，闪亮绿眸里几瞥崇拜的眼色，不一会儿工夫，乔斯的心开始怦怦狂跳，他那些疑虑全都扔到九霄云外去了。

不久，丽贝卡确信自己在他的马车上能占据一个位置后，就丢下他，去轻轻地敲他妹妹的房门。

看见丽贝卡，阿梅莉亚吓了一跳，惊恐不已，一下把她打回现实世界之中。与挚爱丈夫的痛苦离别，让她一时忘记了嫉妒的酸楚，这时又想起来了。丽贝卡上前亲她，阿梅莉亚苍白的面孔由于气恼顿时变得通红。她定定地回视丽贝卡的目光，这让她的访客有些吃惊。

“最亲爱的阿梅莉亚，你身体不好。”丽贝卡伸出手，想拉住阿梅莉亚的手。“不知道你的情况，我可没法休息。”

阿梅莉亚拒绝拉她的手。“你为什么来这儿，丽贝卡？”她说，一双大眼睛盯着她。

这让丽贝卡担心起来。她想：“她一定是看见他在舞会上给我字条了。”“别生气，亲爱的阿梅莉亚。”她说，“我只是来看看我能不能——看看你是否安好。”

“你安好吗？”阿梅莉亚说，“我相信你挺好的。你不爱你的丈夫。要是爱的话，你不会来这里的。告诉我，丽贝卡，我亏待过你吗？”

“没，阿梅莉亚，当然没有。”丽贝卡说，把视线移开了。

“你穷困的时候，我是你的朋友。乔治爱我。他为了娶我，让我幸福，舍弃了他的财富和家人。你为什么要插在我们中间？他的爱是我的一切啊。你都知道，而你还想把它从我这里偷走。你是个邪恶的女人，丽贝卡——一个虚情假意的朋友，一个虚情假意的妻子！”

“阿梅莉亚，我发誓我没有做对不起我丈夫的事。”

“那你有没有做对不起我的事呢，丽贝卡？你虽然没成功，但是你尝试过。”

她什么都不知道，丽贝卡想。

“他回到我身边了。你的花招和谎言骗不了他多久的。可是我哪儿得罪你了？你为什么要把他从我身边夺走？”阿梅莉亚的声音愈加激动，“现在他走了。但是他会回来的。他向我保证会回来。”

“他会回来，我亲爱的。”丽贝卡温柔地说。

阿梅莉亚走到一把椅子跟前跪下。“他当时就在这儿。”她说，“他坐在这儿，就在这把椅子上。”她似乎忘了丽贝卡的存在，开始摩挲起椅子的扶手。

丽贝卡转身默默离开了房间。“她怎么样？”乔斯问，他还在起居室坐着。

“得有人陪着她。”丽贝卡说，“我觉得她情况很不好。”然后，她满脸严肃地离开了。

实际上，她真的喜欢阿梅莉亚，觉得她有些可怜。她想起锁在写字台里的小字条。“可怜的小东西！那张字条会要了她的命。为什么她要为这样一个不关心她的傻瓜伤心呢？”
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下午晚些时候，炮火的声音传进城里，那一夜没有什么人合眼。第二天，伤兵从战场上撤下来，带来消息说军团被击溃，拿破仑正在逼近布鲁塞尔。

和其他许多人一样，约瑟夫·塞德利现在迫不及待想要离开，但他的仆人告诉他，城里哪里都租不到也买不到马匹了。万分惊恐之下，乔斯剃光了自己的胡子，以防敌人误认为他是军人，然后亲自上街找马。

他经过丽贝卡住的旅馆时看见了她，便匆匆去找她。到现在，罗顿留下的那两匹马变得极为珍贵。丽贝卡一看见乔斯那张肥胖又惊恐的脸就知道，她找到买家了，无论她要价多高，他都会买的。

“什么！您要走了，塞德利先生？”她笑着说，“阿梅莉亚呢？谁来保护您可怜的妹妹？”

“我的马车里有她的位子。”乔斯喘着粗气说，“也有你的，亲爱的克劳利夫人，只要我能找到马的话！”

“我有两匹要卖。”贝姬说，“不过它们不能拉车。您只能骑着。”

乔斯高兴得差点哭了。这笔交易很快就成交了，乔斯被迫花了一大笔钱。

到了晚上，战场传来振奋人心的消息，但星期天早晨，滑铁卢开始枪炮声大作。乔斯听到那可怕的声响，再也忍不下去了。

“你必须跟我走，埃米！”他大喊着，冲进她的房间。“我给你买了一匹马。你必须走！”

“不等我丈夫吗，约瑟夫？”阿梅莉亚面带惊讶地说。但乔斯的耐心已经用尽了。

“那就再见。”他怒吼着，狠狠地摔门而出。他上了马，和他的仆人一道，骑马离开布鲁塞尔，把他的妹妹丢在了身后。

整整一天，从清晨到日落之后，枪炮声轰鸣不断。女人们为她们的丈夫和情人祈祷。战场的一座小山上，一排排英国步兵顽强地抵抗着法军凶猛的进攻，法国人被迫一次又一次退回。晚上，法军发起了最后一次大规模进攻。最终，英军高喊着冲下据守一天的山顶，敌人掉头逃跑了。

布鲁塞尔再也听不见枪炮声了。黑暗笼罩着战场和这座城市。阿梅莉亚为乔治祈祷着，而他趴在地上，一颗子弹穿透他的心脏，死了。


6
Mothers, sons, and other relations

Captain Rawdon Crawley, although a big man and so an easy mark for a shot, returned safe and well from the Battle of Waterloo. Indeed, his bravery on the battlefield was so great that it brought him promotion to Colonel Crawley.

Becky rejoined her husband at Cambray, a town some miles north of Paris. When she left Brussels, careful little woman that she was, she travelled with all her valuables sewn into her clothes. On meeting Rawdon, she unsewed herself and brought out all the jewellery, cheques, and bank-notes hidden in her long skirts.

Rawdon roared with delighted laughter. 'This is better than a play at the theatre!' he said.

'And the best joke of all is this,' said Becky, holding up a particularly thick bunch of bank-notes.

Rawdon's eyes opened wide. 'Where did you get all that?' he asked.

'By selling your horses to Joseph Sedley. You should have seen him! He was in such a dreadful hurry to run away from Napoleon that he didn't care what he paid.'

'Becky, you're a wonder,' said her husband.

The army marched to Paris, and Becky and Rawdon passed the winter of 1815 there, living in fine style. In fact, the money that poor Jos Sedley had paid for those horses was enough to support the Crawleys for at least a year.

They continued, of course, to have high hopes of Miss Matilda Crawley, and indeed it was well known in Paris that Colonel Rawdon and his so charming wife expected to inherit a large fortune from the gentleman's aunt.

The gentleman's aunt, however, took a different view of the matter. Miss Briggs, her faithful companion, had been deeply impressed by Colonel Rawdon's bravery at Waterloo.

'The Colonel has brought fame to the name of Crawley,' she said. 'Don't you feel a little sympathy for your brave nephew?'

'Briggs, you're a fool,' said Miss Crawley. 'The Colonel has brought shame to the name of Crawley. He could have married into a good family – but no, he married a drawing-teacher's daughter, a nobody. She was just what you are, Briggs, only younger and a great deal prettier and cleverer. Rawdon would have had my money one day. But not now. Oh no!'

The truth was that Miss Crawley had a new favourite now, her dear niece-to-be, Lady Jane. Mr Pitt Crawley, Rawdon's older brother, had for some time been visiting his aunt quite frequently. He introduced her to his bride-to-be, Lady Jane, a pleasant, kindly young woman, who was from a grand and well-connected family. Miss Crawley approved of the family, approved of Lady Jane, and approved of the marriage.

She received many amusing letters from Rawdon in Paris (written, of course, by Becky), but however amusing the letters were, they did not soften her heart. Moreover, she heard from an old friend in Paris that Becky was shamelessly using Miss Crawley's name to gain acceptance in Parisian society. This made Miss Crawley wild with anger.

And then, in the spring of 1816, Miss Briggs read out to her this announcement in the London newspaper:

BIRTHS

TO COLONEL AND MRS RAWDON CRAWLEY, A SON

Miss Crawley's fury with Rawdon rose to new heights, and she sent for Pitt Crawley.

'You must marry Lady Jane at once,' she said. 'I will give you and my dear niece a thousand pounds a year during my lifetime, and when I die, the two of you will inherit everything.'

With such encouragement the marriage was soon completed, and the happy couple went to live with their affectionate aunt.
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Unaware of the end of their financial hopes, Rawdon and Becky continued to live an easy, pleasant life in Paris. Their little son, also called Rawdon, spent the first eighteen months of his life with a nurse in a village, thus enabling his mother to continue with her brilliant social life in the city. The Colonel, however, was a fond father, often riding out to visit little Rawdon.

As time went on, Becky saw that their easy, pleasant life could not continue. Their money was nearly all gone, they were deeply in debt, and although Rawdon's great skill at billiards and cards gave him many gambling successes, it was not a reliable income. Indeed, many young officers now left Mrs Crawley's parties with sad faces, having lost rather too much money at her card-tables. Warnings were whispered to the inexperienced, and her house began to have an unfortunate reputation.

'We must think about the future,' Becky said to Rawdon. 'Gambling is good to help your income, my dear, but not as an income itself. One day people may grow tired of gambling, and then where will we be?'

'That's true,' said Rawdon gloomily. 'Some of the fellows I play with are not so keen on playing as they used to be.'

'You must leave the army, and we must go back to England,' Becky said. 'We must find you a government appointment in London, or perhaps a position as a Governor abroad.'

At this point news reached Paris of Miss Crawley's death, delighting the many people to whom the Crawleys owed money. Naturally, the Crawleys hurried back to London to collect the enormous inheritance that the Colonel was expecting. They would soon return to Paris, Mrs Crawley told everyone, to pay all their bills, and to rent a grander house. As evidence of this intention, they left behind several boxes of possessions – which were later opened and found to be full of worthless rubbish.

No such inheritance, of course, was waiting for the Crawleys in London, but they rented a charming little house in Curzon Street and began a new life. Their unfortunate landlord received no rent, their servants no wages, and the suppliers of food and wine and dresses and carriages were not paid either. But the Crawleys lived well, and once again their debts grew and grew.

Becky's social success was not the same in London, however. The grand English ladies who had been pleased to know her in Paris now turned cold, unsmiling faces away when they saw her.

This made Rawdon furious. 'I'll make these women respect you,' he said. 'I'll fight their husbands, their brothers, and – and shoot the lot of them!'

'You can't shoot me into society, my dear,' said Becky, smiling. 'Remember that I was only a governess before, and you, you poor silly boy, have the worst reputation for debt, and gambling, and all sorts of wickedness.'

'What are we to do then? We'll be ruined,' said Rawdon.

'Nonsense! While there is life there is hope, my dear, and I intend to make a man of you yet. Who sold your horses for you in Brussels? Who stopped you shouting the news all round Paris that your aunt had left everything to Pitt and Lady Jane?'

'That damned brother of mine!' said Rawdon. 'Why should that pale-faced idiot and his boring little wife get everything, eh?'

'Losing your temper again won't get us your aunt's money,' said his wife calmly. 'We need to be friends with your brother's family, and this is what you must do. You must write a nice letter to Pitt. You will congratulate him on his good fortune. You will be full of affection for your brother, respect for his wife, and kindness for their children. And you will beg their friendship for us and our little boy. Come – sit down and write it now.'
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Colonel Rawdon Crawley had survived the Battle of Waterloo, and so had William Dobbin, now promoted from Captain to Major. But many other officers had not survived, and when the news of George Osborne's death was brought to Amelia, it nearly killed her. For weeks she lay in a darkened room while doctors feared for her life. Eventually, she left her bed, and began living again. But sorrow had changed her. Her face was white and thin, her eyes empty of expression, and she accepted friendship and kindness without complaint, and without interest.

Throughout this time, Dobbin was never far away from her, and always accompanied her when she went for a drive. One day he was riding as usual by the side of her carriage when he thought he saw George's father in a carriage coming towards them.

It was indeed Mr Osborne. His son's death had been a terrible shock to him, and he had never spoken his name, not even when he received George's last letter, written the night before the battle. The poor boy wrote that he wished to say goodbye to his father and, if anything should happen to him, he begged his father to take care of his wife, and perhaps, his child. A few months later, Mr Osborne announced that he was going abroad, and his daughters had little doubt that he would go to Brussels.

He had visited his son's grave, seen the battlefield where his son died, and was returning to his hotel when he passed Amelia's carriage. She was so changed that he did not recognize her until he saw Dobbin at her side. For a second he stared at her, then he called to his servant to drive on.

But Dobbin rode after him. Amelia, poor girl, had neither recognized her father-in-law, nor noticed that Dobbin had gone.

'Mr Osborne, Mr Osborne!' cried Dobbin, riding up beside him and holding out his hand. Osborne made no move to take it, and shouted again to his servant to drive on.

Dobbin laid his hand on the side of the carriage. 'I will see you, sir,' he said. 'I have a message for you.'

'From that woman?' said Osborne fiercely.

'No,' replied Dobbin. 'From your son.'

Mr Osborne fell back in his carriage, but said nothing. Dobbin rode behind him and then followed him into his hotel.

'I am here as George's closest friend,' Dobbin began when they were face to face. 'He left hardly any money when he died. Are you aware how little his widow has to live on?'

'I don't know his widow, sir,' said Osborne. 'Let her go back to her father.'

'Do you know, sir, Mrs Osborne's condition?' Dobbin went on. 'She has been very ill. In fact, she may die. There is just one thing which may save her. She will soon be a mother. Will you not forgive the child for poor George's sake?'

Osborne stared at Dobbin angrily. 'My son was a disobedient fool, and he brought this on himself. I am a man of my word. I swore I would never speak to that woman, nor recognize her as my son's wife, and that is what you may tell her.'

But Major Dobbin did not tell Amelia about his meeting with Mr Osborne. She would not have cared, for her thoughts were only for her dead husband. But the day came when the poor widowed girl held a child in her arms, a child with the eyes of George who was gone – a beautiful little boy. How she laughed and wept over this baby! And what joy it gave her friends to see her eyes once again shining with love.

Our friend Dobbin was one of them. It was he who brought her back to England, and home to her parents. He visited them every day, and brought gifts for the child, and sometimes he was allowed to hold the baby. Amelia wrapped her child in love, and Dobbin could see that there was no place for him in her heart. He bore this knowledge gently, without complaining.

One day he arrived carrying toys for little Georgy – a wooden horse, a trumpet, and all kinds of warlike toys. The landlord's little daughter, who was often with Amelia and was one of the few people allowed to play with the baby, laughed, as Georgy was only six months old, much too young for such toys.

The child was asleep. 'Hush!' said Amelia as Dobbin came in.

'I have come to say goodbye, Amelia,' he said quietly.

'Goodbye? Where are you going?' she said, with a smile.

'To India, with the regiment,' he said. 'You will write to me, won't you? I'll be away a long time.'
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'You will write to me, won't you? I'll be away a long time.'

'I'll write to you about Georgy,' she said. 'Dear William, you have been so kind to us. Look at him. Isn't he wonderful?'

Amelia looked up at Dobbin, her face bright with motherly pride, and he saw that his leaving meant nothing to her. For a moment he could not speak; then, 'Goodbye,' he said.

'Goodbye,' said Amelia, and held up her face and kissed him.

'Hush! Don't wake Georgy!' she added, as Dobbin went to the door with heavy steps. She did not hear his carriage drive away; she was looking at the child, who was laughing in his sleep.



colonel n. an army officer of high rank 上校

approve v. to think that someone or something is good, right, or suitable 赞成，同意

inexperienced adj. not having had much experience 经验不足的，不熟练的

supplier n. a company or person that provides a particular product 供应商

major n. an army officer of high rank (lower than colonel) 少校

complaint n. the act of saying or writing that you are unhappy or dissatisfied with something 抱怨，诉苦

disobedient adj. deliberately not doing what you are told to do by your parents, teacher etc 不顺从的，不服从的

trumpet n. a musical instrument that you blow into 小号


6
母亲、儿子及其他亲人

尽管罗顿·克劳利上尉人高马大，是个活靶子，但他却从滑铁卢战场上毫发无伤地归来。而且，他在战场上表现如此勇猛，得以晋升为克劳利上校。

贝姬和她的丈夫在巴黎北边几英里的小镇康布雷重逢。她是个小心谨慎的女人，离开布鲁塞尔时，把所有值钱东西都缝在衣物里一路上穿着。见到罗顿后，她把线拆开，把藏在长裙里的珠宝首饰、支票、纸钞全都取了出来。

罗顿开心地哈哈大笑。“这比在剧院看的戏还好哪！”他说。

“最好玩的是这个。”贝姬说着，拿起一捆特别厚的钞票。

罗顿的眼睛瞪得老大。“你从哪里弄来的啊？”他问。

“把你的马卖给约瑟夫·塞德利。你真该看看他那个样子！他急得要命，想逃得离拿破仑远远的，根本不在乎花多少钱。”

“贝姬，你真是个奇才啊。”她丈夫说。

军队进驻巴黎，贝姬和罗顿在那里度过了1815年的冬天，过着精致奢华的生活。实际上，可怜的乔斯·塞德利付的马钱至少足够克劳利夫妇一年的花销。

当然，他们对玛蒂尔达·克劳利小姐仍然怀有很高的期望，而且在巴黎人人皆知罗顿上校和他迷人的妻子会从他姑姑那里继承一大笔遗产。

但是，他姑姑对此却持不同看法。她忠实的女伴布里格斯小姐对罗顿上校在滑铁卢英勇的表现大为倾倒。

“上校为克劳利家族的名声增添了光彩。”她说，“难道您一点都不同情您勇敢的侄儿吗？”

“布里格斯，你这个傻瓜。”克劳利小姐说，“上校给克劳利家族的名声带来了耻辱。他本可以结一门好亲，可是他没有，他娶了个绘画教师的女儿，低门小户的。她和你是一样的，布里格斯，只不过比你年轻，也比你漂亮得多，聪明得多。罗顿本来有朝一日可以得到我的钱。但是现在不行了。门儿都没有！”

实际情况是克劳利小姐如今有了新宠——她亲爱的准侄媳简女士。罗顿的哥哥皮特·克劳利先生这一段时间以来经常拜访他的姑姑。他把他的准新娘简女士引见给她。简女士是一个为人友善、讨人喜欢的年轻女子，还出身于名门望族。克劳利小姐对她的家庭和她本人都很满意，也赞成这桩婚事。

她收到罗顿从巴黎寄来的许多有趣的信（当然，信是贝姬写的），但是不论来信多么有趣，都没有打动她的心。而且，她从巴黎的一位老朋友那里得知，贝姬无耻地借用克劳利小姐的名号，以获得巴黎社交圈子的认可。这令克劳利小姐怒不可遏。

后来，1816年春天，布里格斯小姐给她念伦敦报纸上这样一则通告：

出生

罗顿·克劳利上校夫妇生育一子

克劳利小姐对罗顿的愤怒之情愈发升级了。她派人去请皮特·克劳利。

“你必须立刻与简女士结婚。”她说，“我在世时，每年给你和我亲爱的侄媳一千英镑；等我死了，你们两个将继承所有一切。”

在这样的鼓励下，他们很快就喜结连理了，幸福的夫妻俩搬去和亲爱的姑姑一起住。

[image: alt]

罗顿和贝姬没有意识到他们的钱财希望落空，仍旧在巴黎过着舒适自在的生活。他们的儿子也叫罗顿，最初的十八个月是和保姆在乡下度过的，这样他的母亲就能在城里继续她多姿多彩的社交生活。不过，上校是位慈爱的父亲，经常骑马去看望小罗顿。

日子一天天过去，贝姬明白他们舒适自在的生活已难以为继。他们的钱财挥霍殆尽，还欠下许多债务。尽管罗顿凭着台球和打牌的高超技艺赢了很多赌局，但是收入并不稳定。的确，许多年轻军官如今因为在克劳利夫人的牌桌上输了太多钱，而满面愁容地离开她的聚会。那些经验尚浅的人暗中收到了警告，她家的名声逐渐变差了。

“我们必须为将来打算。”贝姬对罗顿说，“赌博有助于增加收入，我亲爱的，但是它不能算是收入。总有一天大家会厌倦赌博，到那时我们怎么办呢？”

“是啊。”罗顿惆怅地说，“一块儿玩的一些家伙已经不像过去那么爱赌了。”

“你得离开军队，我们必须回英格兰去。”贝姬说，“我们得在伦敦给你谋个政府职位，或许去国外当个总督。”

恰在此时，克劳利小姐去世的消息传到巴黎，克劳利夫妇的众多债主为此而欣喜。克劳利夫妇自然要连忙赶回伦敦，继承上校一直期盼的巨额遗产。克劳利夫人告诉大家，他们很快会重返巴黎，支付他们的所有账单，再租一栋更大的宅子。作为明证，他们走时留下了几箱财物——后来打开时发现里面装的东西一文不值。

伦敦当然没有遗产等着克劳利夫妇继承，不过他们在柯曾大街租了一栋体面的小房子，开始了新生活。他们不幸的房东没有收到租金，仆人们没有收到薪水，供给他们食品、葡萄酒、服装和马车的供应者们也没有收到钱。但是克劳利夫妇生活得很好，他们的债务再次越积越多。

然而，贝姬在伦敦的社交可没那么成功。那些高贵的英国女士们在巴黎时很高兴结识她，现在看见她都面无表情冷冰冰地转过脸去。

这让罗顿大为恼火。“我要让这些女人尊重你。”他说，“我要和她们的丈夫、兄弟拼命，还要——还要开枪把他们都打死！”

“你没法把我打进社交圈啊，我亲爱的。”贝姬笑吟吟地说，“别忘了，我以前只是个女家庭教师，而你，你这个傻孩子，因为欠债、赌博和其他劣迹可是臭名昭著呢。”

“那我们怎么办呢？我们会破产的。”罗顿说。

“胡说！只要活着就有希望，我亲爱的，我还打算把你打造成个人物呢。谁在布鲁塞尔为你卖了马？又是谁阻止你在巴黎到处嚷嚷，你姑姑把所有遗产都留给了皮特和简女士的消息的？”

“我那该死的哥哥！”罗顿说，“为什么那个白脸蠢货和他令人乏味的小妻子能得到一切呢，呃？”

“再发一顿脾气我们也得不到你姑姑的钱。”他妻子平静地说，“我们要和你哥哥一家做朋友。这是你必须做的。你必须给皮特写封信以示友好。你要向他道喜。你要对哥哥表示友爱，对嫂子表示尊重，对侄子表示关怀。你要为了我们和儿子乞求他们的友情。来——现在就坐下来写吧。”
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罗顿·克劳利上校在滑铁卢战役中活了下来，威廉·多宾也一样，如今从上尉晋升到少校。但是其他许多军官都没能幸免，当乔治·奥斯本的死讯传到阿梅莉亚耳中时，那差点要了她的命。她连续几周躺在阴暗的房间里，医生们担心她命不久矣。最终，她离开病榻，又活了过来。但是哀恸改变了她。她的脸惨白瘦削，双眼空洞无神，一切善意和友情她都领受，只是无嗔亦无喜。

这段期间，多宾总是不离她左右，每次她坐车外出，多宾也总会陪伴同行。一天，他和往常一样，在阿梅莉亚的马车旁边骑马陪着，在迎面而来的一驾马车上他觉得好像看见了乔治的父亲。

那的确是奥斯本先生。儿子的亡故对他是个巨大的打击，他从不提他的名字，即使收到乔治在战役前夜写给他的最后一封信时也没提。这可怜的孩子写信说，他希望和父亲道别。如果他有个三长两短，他恳求父亲照顾他的妻子，也许还有他的孩子。几个月后，奥斯本先生宣布他要出国，他的女儿们毫不怀疑他会去布鲁塞尔。

他去儿子的墓前祭奠，看了儿子牺牲的战场，在返回旅馆的途中和阿梅莉亚的马车擦身而过。她变化太大，要不是看见她旁边的多宾，他都没认出她来。他注视了她片刻，然后叫仆人继续前进。

但是多宾追了上去。阿梅莉亚，这个可怜的姑娘，既没认出她的公公，也没发觉多宾不在了。

“奥斯本先生，奥斯本先生！”多宾大喊着，骑到他身边，伸出手去。奥斯本没有握手的意思，再次向仆人大吼快点走。

多宾一只手搭在马车上。“我想和您谈谈，先生，”他说，“我给您捎了个口信。”

“那个女人的口信？”奥斯本恶狠狠地说。

“不。”多宾回答，“是您儿子的。”

奥斯本先生缩回马车里，但一言不发。多宾跟着骑在后面，一直随他回到他的旅馆。

“我是以乔治挚友的身份来这里的。”两人面对面时，多宾说，“他死时几乎没留下什么钱。您知道他的遗孀是靠着多么丁点儿的钱度日吗？”

“我不认识他的遗孀，先生。”奥斯本说，“让她回她父亲那里去吧。”

“您知道奥斯本夫人的情况吗，先生？”多宾继续说，“她病得很重。实际上，她可能会死。只有一件事可能挽救她的性命。她就快当母亲了。看在可怜的乔治的份上，您连孩子也不原谅吗？”

奥斯本生气地瞪着多宾。“我儿子是个不听话的傻瓜，这是他自找的。我是个言出必行的人。我发过誓，我决不跟那个女人说话，也不会认她作我的儿媳。你可以这么告诉她。”

但是多宾少校没有告诉阿梅莉亚他和奥斯本先生会面的事。她也不会关心，因为她满脑子想的都是她的亡夫。但那一天终于到来，可怜的年轻孀妇怀抱着新生的婴儿，他的眼睛与逝去的乔治的一模一样——是个漂亮的小男孩。她捧着孩子又哭又笑！看到她的眼睛里又重现光彩，充满爱意，她的朋友们高兴极了。

我们的朋友多宾也是其中一位。是他把她带回英格兰，送她回父母家中的。他每天都去拜访，给孩子带去礼物，有时还获许抱抱孩子。阿梅莉亚的爱都倾注在孩子身上，多宾看得出来她心里没有他的位置。他平静而又毫无怨言地接受了这个事实。

一天，他来了，给小乔基带来玩具——一匹木马，一支小号，还有其他各式各样的打仗玩具。房东的小女儿见到便笑了起来，因为乔基只有六个月大，玩这些玩具还太小了。小女孩常和阿梅莉亚在一起，是为数不多可以和小宝宝玩的人之一。

孩子在睡觉。“嘘！”多宾进来时阿梅莉亚示意。

“我来道别，阿梅莉亚。”他轻声说。

“道别？你要去哪里？”她微笑着问。

“去印度，随军团一起。”他说，“你会给我写信的，对吧？我要离开很长一段时间。”

“我会写信告诉你乔基的情况。”她说，“亲爱的威廉，你待我们一直都这么好。你瞧他，多棒啊，是不是？”

阿梅莉亚抬起头看着多宾，满脸洋溢着做母亲的骄傲。多宾看出来自己的离开对她无足轻重，一时间说不出话来。最后，他说：“再见。”

“再见。”阿梅莉亚说，仰起脸亲了他一下。

“嘘！别把乔基吵醒了！”多宾迈着沉重的步子走向门口时，她加了一句。她没听见他的马车离去。她盯着宝宝看，宝宝在睡梦中笑着。


7
Reunions, quarrels, and other family business

Pitt Crawley was astonished to receive such a pleasant letter from his brother Rawdon. His wife Lady Jane, a gentle, kindly woman, was delighted, and expected that Pitt would immediately divide his aunt's inheritance into two equal parts and send one to his brother.

Pitt did not feel the need to send a cheque to Rawdon for thirty thousand pounds, but he did write back in a friendly manner, promising to help his brother and his family if he could.

The brothers did not meet for some time, however. Since the death of Miss Crawley, Pitt and Lady Jane had been living down at Queen's Crawley, where Becky had gone as governess years before. Her former employer, Sir Pitt Crawley, was still alive, but even more disagreeable than he used to be, and when he finally died a few years later, none of his family felt any great sorrow.

In fact, when the black-edged invitation to the funeral arrived in Curzon Street, the reactions were very far from sorrowful.

Rawdon carried the letter to Becky in her bedroom – with her cup of chocolate, which he always took to her every morning.

'We don't have to go, do we, Becky?' he said. 'Pitt bores me to death, and a carriage there and back will cost too much.'

'Of course we're going, you silly man!' cried Becky, jumping up in delight. 'Your brother is now Sir Pitt, and a Member of Parliament. I want Lady Jane to present me at court next year, and I want Sir Pitt to get you a position of some importance – the Governor of the West Indies, or something like that. We must order our black clothes for the funeral at once.'

'Little Rawdy comes too, of course,' said her husband.

'Of course not! Why pay for a third seat in the carriage?'

It was a great moment when the two Crawley brothers met again at last. The new Sir Pitt shook his brother warmly by the hand, while Lady Jane took both Becky's hands, and kissed her.
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It was a great moment when the two Crawley brothers met again at last.

This mark of kindness brought tears to Becky's eyes, which was a rare event. When Lady Jane took Becky to her room, Becky at once began work on earning her sister-in-law's approval.

'What I should like to do first,' Becky said, in a soft little voice, 'is to see your dear little children.'

This request pleased Lady Jane very much. She led Becky away to meet her daughter and son, aged four and two, and in no time at all, she and Becky were close and affectionate friends.

'You must be so sad,' Lady Jane said sympathetically, 'to have left your little boy in London.'

'Dear, dear Rawdy!' sighed Becky. 'I miss him so much.'

It was fortunate that her husband did not hear this remark as it would have surprised him greatly. He was very fond of his son. He saw Rawdy every day at home, bought him presents and toys, played with him whenever he could. His mother took no notice of the boy at all. When he cried at night, it was a servant who came and took him to her room to comfort him.

Rawdon and Becky spent several days at Queen's Crawley, and it was time well spent. Lady Jane thought Becky was delightful, and Sir Pitt also approved of her. She had shown interest in his ambitions for government, and made admiring comments on his political ideas, which he had found very agreeable.

'I did not like the marriage at the time,' he told his wife, 'but it has improved Rawdon very much.'

Rawdon was almost sorry to leave, but Becky was glad to escape from playing the part of a dutiful sister-in-law – listening with interest to dull conversations, inspecting the fruit garden, visiting sick villagers with soup and encouragement.

'It isn't difficult to be a country gentleman's wife,' she said to Rawdon in the carriage returning to London. 'I think I could be a good woman if I had five thousand a year.'

'Mm,' said Rawdon. 'I wish you'd got some money out of Pitt, though. I'd like to pay the landlord some of the rent we owe. It isn't right, you know, that his family should starve because of us.'

'Pitt gave me this for Rawdy,' Becky said. It was a cheque for a small amount. 'Give it to the landlord. We've been invited to Queen's Crawley for Christmas – perhaps Pitt will do something for you then. Or next year, when they come to London. Until then we must manage on your winnings at cards. And perhaps Lord Steyne will hear of a position for you.'

This Lord Steyne was one of Becky's admirers in London. High-society women still ignored her, but the men crowded to Mrs Crawley's little house, where the suppers were excellent, and the conversation brilliant. And where many of them, of course, lost money at the card-tables to Colonel Crawley.

Not Lord Steyne, however, who was no fool. He was a short, ugly man, disliked by many for his cruel tongue and his evil reputation. But he was extremely wealthy, belonged to one of the grandest families in England, and dined with the Prince of Wales. It comforted the poor landlord to see Lord Steyne's carriage outside the Crawleys' door. With such rich friends, he thought, they were sure to pay his rent one day...

Becky amused Lord Steyne. He admired her charm and her intelligence and her cunning, which he saw was equal to his own, and her artful lies gave him much entertainment. He laughed a great deal at Becky's account of her time at Queen's Crawley.

'I should like to see you visiting the sick,' he said, 'and being polite to those dull relations of your husband's.'

'They are very good people,' said Becky sternly. 'You should not laugh at them.'

Lord Steyne laughed again. 'And you, my pretty lady, were bored to tears by them all. Come now, admit it, Mrs Crawley!'

Becky gave a wicked little smile, but would admit nothing, and after taking some tea, Lord Steyne went away. On the way out he met Rawdon, and greeted him in his usual manner.

'How is Mrs Crawley's husband?' he would say, and indeed, in London that is what Rawdon had become. He was Colonel Crawley no more; he was Mrs Crawley's husband.

Rawdon was still very fond of his wife. He admired her brilliance and her clever conversation, and obeyed her orders without question. But he had few interests apart from gambling and horses, and was glad whenever Becky released him from his social duties and sent him off to dine with his friends.

'Some gentlemen are coming tonight who would bore you,' she would say. 'I only invite them because they have influence and can help you. And now I have a companion, there's no need for you to be here.'

The companion was Miss Briggs, who had been companion to Rawdon's aunt until that lady died. Becky, hearing that Miss Briggs had inherited some money from Miss Crawley, had invited her to Curzon Street as her companion. Miss Briggs's friends warned her against the Crawleys, but Miss Briggs went to live with Mrs Rawdon the next week, and had lent Rawdon Crawley six hundred pounds before six months were over.

Her presence in the house made it possible for Becky to receive gentlemen visitors when her husband was not at home, and although Lord Steyne often growled at her 'watch-dog', as he called Miss Briggs, Becky only laughed.

Miss Briggs also helped to look after little Rawdon. He was now seven years old, a fine, strong boy, with a gentle nature, fond of everyone who was good to him, especially Miss Briggs and his father. He no longer thought of his mother in that way.

For two years she had hardly spoken to him. She disliked him, and he bored her. One day, attracted by the sound of his mother's voice singing, he came quietly downstairs. The drawing-room door opened suddenly and revealed the boy standing there, listening in delight to the music.

His mother came out and struck him violently on the ear. He heard a laugh from Lord Steyne inside the room (who was amused by this display of Becky's bad temper), and he ran away, down to his friends the servants in the kitchen.

'It isn't because it hurts,' he said, crying bitterly, 'but why can't I listen to her singing? She sings to that bald-headed man with the big teeth. Why doesn't she sing to me?'

From that day Becky hated her son. And the boy began to feel fear and doubt. He knew that this man was his enemy. Whenever they met, Lord Steyne would make some nasty remark, and in return, the child would stare hard at him and put his hands up as though to fight him.

When Christmas came and the visit to Queen's Crawley, Becky wanted to leave the child behind, but Lady Jane insisted that he came too. Rawdon complained at Becky's neglect of their son.

'He's the finest boy in England,' he said, 'but you don't seem to love him as much as you do your little dog. He won't bother you much. He'll be with the other children all the time, and on the journey he can ride outside on the coach with me.'

'You only sit outside on the coach so you can smoke those awful cigars,' said Becky.

'You always used to like the smell of cigars,' Rawdon said.

His wife laughed. 'That was before we were married,' she said.

So little Rawdon accompanied them to Queen's Crawley, and he loved every minute. When they arrived, Sir Pitt and Lady Jane and their children were there to welcome them in the hall, and the little girl, Matilda, shyly kissed Rawdy on the cheek.

The children were soon firm friends, with Rawdy, who was the oldest, the leader in all their games. He also loved going with his father to the stables, or helping in the hunt for rats in the farm buildings. But best of all, he loved his Aunt Jane, who was so kind to him. He even allowed her to kiss him sometimes. In the evenings, after dinner, when the ladies went to the drawing-room and left the gentlemen to drink their wine, he always preferred to sit near his Aunt Jane, rather than his mother.

One evening when there were guests, Becky, having noticed that Lady Jane and the other ladies were in the habit of kissing their children, called her son over to her and kissed him.

He looked her full in the face after the kiss, trembling and turning very red. 'You never kiss me at home, mama,' he said.

An embarrassed silence fell in the room, and there was a rather unpleasant look in Becky's eyes.

After that day Lady Jane and Becky were never quite so friendly. There was a coolness in the air, and Lady Jane began to feel that her husband was paying Becky too much attention. They spent hours in his study, discussing his political ambitions and plans – subjects that Sir Pitt never mentioned to his wife.

Rawdon had become fond of his sister-in-law because she was so kind to his son, and when the holiday was over, both he and his son were sad to leave. The ladies, however, said goodbye to each other with less sadness. Becky was keen to return to the bright lights of London. She was bored with the country and bored with the sweet and gentle Lady Jane, though of course she was careful not to reveal this, as she needed Lady Jane to present her at court. She was determined to climb the social ladder as high as she could, determined to show those proud, stiff-necked society women that she, Rebecca Sharp, daughter of a drawing-teacher, could outshine them all in social brilliance.
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While Becky was busily making new friends and new enemies, her former friend Amelia found her social circle was shrinking. Dobbin had gone to India, and her brother Joseph had returned to his job there soon after the Battle of Waterloo. Perhaps he had been afraid that his terrified flight from Brussels might be talked about and laughed at. However, he made an allowance to his parents of a hundred and twenty pounds a year, paid monthly through his London agent.

Mr Sedley borrowed money to try to recover his lost fortune, but his attempts to start new businesses became more and more foolish, and he lost the money he had borrowed. Amelia had a small widow's pension, and with Joseph's money, the little family had just enough to live on.

Amelia's whole life was centred on her son Georgy. She was extremely possessive about him, and wanted to do everything for him herself. Once, when Georgy was still a baby, she came into her room and found her mother giving the child a spoonful of Daffy's Special Baby Medicine.

Amelia seized the baby out of her mother's arms, then grabbed the bottle of medicine and sent it crashing into the fireplace.

'I will not have my baby poisoned, mama!' she cried.

'Poisoned, Amelia?' said the old lady. 'What are you saying?'

'Georgy shall not have any medicine unless the doctor approves of it. And he told me that Daffy's was poison.'

'Very good; you think I'm a murderess,' said Mrs Sedley. 'I have met with misfortunes; I have sunk low in life; but I did not know I was a murderess before, and thank you for the news.'

'Oh, mama,' said the poor girl, 'I didn't mean—'

'Oh no, my love, – only that I was a murderess. Though I didn't poison you when you were a child. A murderess, indeed! May God forgive you, you wicked, ungrateful girl!'

After this, there was a coolness between mother and daughter that never really went away. Mrs Sedley had little to do with her grandson and was frequently critical of her daughter.

Georgy grew up to look very like his father, and Amelia spoke to him constantly of her love for her dead husband, whose picture hung on the wall above her bed, and was cleaned daily.

Amelia was not without admirers in her little social circle. She was not brilliant, nor clever, nor wise, nor very pretty, but men were always charmed by her. Perhaps it was her weakness and her sweet nature that made men want to protect her. But it was certain that young Mr Linton, the doctor's assistant, was her willing slave. He sat up through the night with Georgy during his childhood illnesses, and would call in at any time, without a fee, if Mrs Osborne was at all worried about her darling boy.

Amelia kept her promise to Dobbin and wrote to him two or three times a year – letters all about little Georgy. Dobbin was delighted to receive these letters, and always replied. He sent many gifts too – beautiful Indian shawls for Amelia and her mother, wonderful carved wooden animals for Georgy.

'It's quite obvious,' Mrs Sedley remarked to the landlady, 'that Major Dobbin is in love with her, but whenever I mention the fact, she begins to cry, and goes and sits upstairs with her little picture of George. I'm sick of that picture. I wish we'd never seen those horrid, proud Osbornes.'

Georgy grew up surrounded by love, ruling the little world around him, including his gentle mother, whom he loved with a passionate affection. Everyone was amazed at how like his father he was – the same face, the same hair, even the same pride.

Dobbin's letters continued to take a close interest in Georgy, asking about his reading and writing, wanting to know if he was going to school, and offering to help with the fees.

Sometimes his sister, Miss Dobbin (no doubt on her brother's instructions), came to visit Amelia and Georgy; and sometimes she begged that the boy might spend a day with her at home. Unwillingly, Amelia agreed to this, but Georgy loved his days at Miss Dobbin's home, where there was a wonderful garden to play in, and wonderful fruit to eat from the hot-houses.

One day Miss Dobbin arrived with some very interesting news about her brother William that she was sure would delight Amelia.

'Is he coming home?' Amelia asked, looking pleased.

'Oh, no,' his sister replied. 'Not at all. But I have very good reason to believe that dear William is about to be married – to a most lovely girl, everybody says.'

'Oh!' said Amelia. She was very, very happy indeed. But her eyes seemed a little damp, and she was strangely silent for the rest of the day – though she was very happy indeed at the news.



disagreeable adj. unfriendly and bad-tempered 不友好的，脾气坏的

dutiful adj. doing what you are expected to do and behaving in a loyal and obedient way 尽责的，顺从的

account n. a written or spoken description that says what happens in an event or process 叙述，描述

growl v. to say something in a low angry voice 怒吼，怒气冲冲地说

coach n. a large carriage pulled by horses and used in the past for carrying passengers 公共马车，四轮大马车

full adv. directly 直接地

stiff-necked adj. too proud, and refusing to change or obey 顽固的，倔强的

flight n. when you leave a place in order to try and escape from a person or a dangerous situation 逃跑

allowance n. an amount of money that you are given regularly or for a special purpose （定期或出于特殊原因而给予的）一笔钱

pension n. money paid regularly by a government under certain conditions 抚恤金

murderess n. a woman who murders another person 女谋杀犯，女凶手

call in to visit a person or place while you are on your way to somewhere else 顺道拜访，探望

horrid adj. very unpleasant 令人讨厌的


7
团聚、争吵及其他家事

皮特·克劳利收到他弟弟罗顿礼貌且友善的来信，感到非常意外。他的妻子简女士是个温柔善良的人，收到信她十分欢喜，希望皮特马上把他姑姑的遗产平分，一份送给他弟弟。

皮特觉得没有必要送给罗顿一张三万英镑的支票，但他还是友好地回了信，许诺说会尽量帮助他的弟弟和家人。

不过，两兄弟隔了一段时间才见面。自从克劳利小姐去世后，皮特和简女士就一直在昆士克劳利居住，那里正是多年前贝姬做家庭教师的地方。她的老雇主皮特·克劳利爵士仍然健在，但是比过去更惹人厌烦了。几年后他去世时，家里人没有谁觉得悲痛。

实际上，当黑边的葬礼邀请函到达柯曾大街时，其引起的反应跟悲痛丝毫不沾边。

罗顿拿着信去贝姬的卧室，还端着一杯巧克力饮料。他每天早晨总会给她送一杯。

“我们不是非得去，对吧，贝姬？”他说，“皮特乏味得要命，而且一辆马车来回的花费太大了。”

“我们当然要去，你这个傻瓜！”贝姬喊道，高兴得跳了起来。“你哥哥现在是皮特爵士了，还是下院议员。我想让简女士明年把我引见给王公贵族，还想让皮特爵士给你安排个重要职务——西印度群岛总督，或者其他类似职务。我们得赶快订购参加葬礼用的黑色礼服。”

“小罗迪当然也去。”她丈夫说。

“当然不去！为什么要再花一份坐票的钱呢？”

最终，克劳利两兄弟再次聚首，场面十分美好。新皮特爵士热情地同弟弟握手，简女士则拉着贝姬的双手，亲吻她。

善意的举动令贝姬热泪盈眶，这可是很罕见的。简女士带贝姬去她房间时，贝姬立刻开始施展魅力，以求赢得她妯娌的心。

“我想先看看你亲爱的孩子们。”贝姬温柔地说。

这个请求使简女士大为高兴。她带着贝姬去看她的女儿和儿子，他们分别是四岁和两岁。不消一会儿工夫，她和贝姬就成了亲密无间的好朋友。

“你一定很伤心吧，”简女士同情地说，“把你的小宝贝留在伦敦。”

“我亲爱的，亲爱的罗迪！”贝姬叹了口气，“我太想他了。”

幸好她丈夫没有听到她这番话，否则一定会惊讶不已。他非常爱自己的儿子。他每天在家都要见罗迪，给他买礼物和玩具，一有机会就陪他玩。孩子的母亲则对他不闻不问。他晚上哭泣，也是一个仆人把他带到她自己的房间哄他。

罗顿和贝姬在昆士克劳利住了几天，收获颇丰。简女士觉得贝姬讨人喜欢，皮特爵士也接受了她。她对他从政的抱负显示出兴趣，对他的政治主张表示赞赏，这很讨皮特爵士的喜欢。

“当初我不赞成这桩婚事。”他告诉妻子，“不过结婚让罗顿变成熟了许多。”

罗顿几乎要为离开而感到遗憾，但贝姬却很高兴，因为她再也不用扮演贤弟媳的角色——要兴致勃勃地听那些无聊的谈话，视察果园，带着汤去慰问鼓励那些生病的村民。

“做个乡绅的妻子没什么难的。”在返回伦敦的马车上，她对罗顿说，“我要是一年有五千英镑，我也能当个好主妇。”

“呣。”罗顿说，“我倒希望你从皮特那里得了些钱。我想把拖欠的房租付一部分给房东。你知道，要是他一家因为我们的缘故而挨饿，这怎么说得过去。”

“皮特给了我这个，送给罗迪的。”贝姬说。那是一张小额支票。“把这个给房东吧。我们已经受邀去昆士克劳利过圣诞节，没准儿那时皮特会为你做点什么的，或者是明年他们来伦敦的时候。在那之前，我们只能靠你在牌桌上赢来的钱过活了。也许斯泰恩勋爵会帮你打听个职位。”

这位斯泰恩勋爵是贝姬在伦敦的仰慕者之一。虽然上流社会的太太们仍不理睬她，但男士们却蜂拥至克劳利夫人的小家。那里的晚餐精美可口，谈话精彩有趣。当然，其中许多人在牌桌上把钱输给了克劳利上校。

然而斯泰恩勋爵不在其中，他可不傻。他个子矮小，长相丑陋，由于说话刻薄，声名狼藉，素来为人所不喜。但是他极为富有，出身英格兰最负名望的家族之一，还和威尔士亲王用过膳。可怜的房东看见斯泰恩勋爵的马车停在克劳利家门前，心中略感安慰。他想，他们有这么富有的朋友，总有一天一定会付给他房租的……

贝姬能逗斯泰恩勋爵开心。他欣赏她的魅力、智慧和狡黠，觉得和他旗鼓相当。她巧妙的谎话也给了他许多乐趣。贝姬在讲述昆士克劳利的生活时，他时常捧腹大笑。

“我想看看你怎么探望病人，”他说，“怎么彬彬有礼地对待你丈夫那些乏味的亲戚的。”

“他们是很好的人。”贝姬严肃地说，“你不应该嘲笑他们。”

斯泰恩勋爵又笑了：“而你呢，我可爱的女士，被他们烦得要哭了吧。得了，承认吧，克劳利夫人！”

贝姬露出一丝坏笑，但什么也不肯承认。喝过茶，斯泰恩勋爵离开了。出门时他碰到了罗顿，像平时一样和他打招呼。

他问：“克劳利夫人的丈夫好吗？”的确，在伦敦这就是罗顿的称呼。他不再是克劳利上校了，他是克劳利夫人的丈夫。

罗顿仍然深爱着他的妻子。他爱慕她的才华、她机灵的言谈，按她说的行事，从不质疑。但是除了赌博和骑马，他没什么其他兴趣。每当贝姬不要求他社交应酬，让他和自己的朋友吃饭，他就很高兴。

“一些绅士今晚过来，他们会让你感到无聊。”她会这么说，“我邀请他们，是因为他们有权势能帮到你。现在我有女伴了，你就没必要待在这儿了。”

这位女伴是布里格斯小姐，一直陪伴罗顿的姑姑直到她去世。贝姬听说布里格斯小姐从克劳利小姐那里继承了一些钱，就邀请她来柯曾大街陪伴自己。布里格斯小姐的朋友们警告她小心克劳利夫妇，但她一周后就和罗顿夫人住在了一起。不到半年，她就已经借给罗顿·克劳利六百英镑了。

布里格斯小姐的存在使得贝姬可以在罗顿外出时也接待男士访客了。尽管斯泰恩勋爵经常冲她的“看门狗”（他如此称呼布里格斯小姐）大吼，但贝姬也只是笑笑。

布里格斯小姐还帮忙照看小罗顿。他现在七岁了，相貌清秀，身体健壮，性情温和，对他好的人他都喜欢，尤其是布里格斯小姐和他的父亲。他再也不认为母亲待他好了。

两年了她很少和他说话。她不喜欢他，觉得他烦。一天，他被母亲唱歌的声音吸引，悄悄地走下楼。客厅的门突然开了，大家发现小男孩正站在那里，满心欢喜地听着音乐。

他母亲走出来，狠狠地打了他一耳光。他听到客厅里斯泰恩勋爵一声大笑（勋爵觉得贝姬发脾气很有意思），然后就跑开了，去楼下厨房找他的仆人朋友们。

“我哭不是因为疼。”他伤心地哭着说，“为什么我不能听她唱歌？她给那个长着大板牙的秃顶男人唱歌。她为什么不给我唱？”

从那天起，贝姬讨厌她的儿子。男孩开始疑惧不安。他明白那个男人是他的敌人。只要他们一碰面，斯泰恩勋爵都会说些难听话，而孩子就死死地盯着他，举起手，摆出一副要和他打架的样子。

圣诞到了，该去昆士克劳利拜访，贝姬想把孩子留下，但是简女士坚持让她带着孩子一起去。罗顿抱怨贝姬不在意孩子。

“他是英格兰最棒的男孩子。”罗顿说，“但是你似乎爱他还没爱你的小狗那么多。他不会怎么打扰你的。到那里后，他会一直和其他孩子在一起。在路上，他可以和我一起坐在车厢外面。”

“你坐在外面就是为了抽你的臭雪茄罢了。”贝姬说。

“你过去一直都喜欢雪茄味的。”罗顿说。

他的妻子笑了。“那是在我们结婚之前。”她说。

就这样，小罗顿和他们一道去了昆士克劳利，他享受在那里的每分每秒。他们到时，皮特爵士、简女士和孩子们在大厅里迎接他们，小女孩玛蒂尔达羞涩地亲吻了罗迪的面颊。

孩子们很快就成了好朋友，他们中罗迪年纪最大，在所有的游戏中都是带头人。他也喜欢陪父亲去马厩，或者帮忙在农舍里捉老鼠。但他最喜欢的还是简伯母，她对他好极了。他有时甚至允许简伯母吻他。吃过晚饭后，女士们起身去客厅，留下男士们喝葡萄酒，这时候他总是愿意坐在简伯母身边，而不是母亲身旁。

一天晚上，有客来访，贝姬注意到简女士和其他女士都有亲吻自己孩子的习惯，于是她把儿子叫到身边也吻了他。

亲吻结束后，他直视着她的脸，浑身颤抖，满脸通红。“你在家从来不吻我，妈妈。”他说。

房间里陷入一阵尴尬的沉默。贝姬的眼神颇显不悦。

打那天起，简女士和贝姬的关系就没有那么友好了。两人之间气氛冷淡，简女士开始觉得她丈夫对贝姬过分关注了。他们在书房里一待就是好几个小时，讨论他的政治抱负和愿景，而这些话题皮特爵士从来没向妻子提起过。

罗顿渐渐喜欢上他的大嫂，因为她对他的儿子很好。假期结束时，父子俩都舍不得离开。然而，两位女士道别就没有那么伤感了。贝姬渴望回到伦敦的灯火辉煌之中。她厌倦了乡下，也厌倦了温柔甜美的简女士。当然了，她很小心没有将厌倦之情显露出来，因为她需要简女士引见她入宫。她下定决心要尽她所能往上爬，让那些傲慢的、死心眼的贵妇们知道：她，丽贝卡·夏普，一名绘画教师的女儿，在任何社交场合上都能让她们黯然失色。
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在贝姬忙于结交新朋友、树立新敌人之时，她以前的朋友阿梅莉亚发现自己的社交圈子越来越小了。多宾去了印度，她哥哥约瑟夫在滑铁卢战役后不久也回到那里工作。或许，他担心自己仓皇逃离布鲁塞尔的事可能会被人议论和耻笑。尽管如此，他每年给父母补贴一百二十英镑，通过他在伦敦的经纪人按月支付。

塞德利先生借钱试图赚回失去的财富，但是他的新生意越做越差，最后连借的钱也赔光了。阿梅莉亚有一小笔遗孀抚恤金，加上约瑟夫的钱，这一家人只能勉强度日。

阿梅莉亚的生活重心全都放在她的儿子乔基身上。她对儿子的占有欲极强，事事都想亲力亲为。有一次，乔基还是个小宝宝时，她走进房间，见到她母亲正在给孩子喂一勺达菲牌特效婴儿药水。

阿梅莉亚从她母亲怀里夺过孩子，然后抓起药瓶，扔到壁炉里砸碎了。

“我不会让别人给我的孩子下毒，妈妈！”她大声喊。

“下毒，阿梅莉亚？”老夫人问，“你在说什么啊？”

“除非医生许可，否则乔基什么药都不能吃。医生告诉我，达菲牌的药是毒药。”

“好啊，你觉得我是个杀人犯。”塞德利夫人说，“我遭遇了诸多不幸，我的生活也一落千丈，但我还不知道自己竟是个杀人犯，多谢你告诉我这个新闻。”

“唉，妈妈。”可怜的姑娘说，“我不是这个意思——”

“不，不，我亲爱的孩子——你只不过说我是个杀人犯。你还是小孩子的时候，我倒是没有毒死你。一个杀人犯，哈！愿上帝宽恕你，你这个不知感恩的坏姑娘！”

母女之间从此变得生疏了，一直都没有好转。塞德利夫人几乎不管她的外孙，而且频频指责她的女儿。

乔基长大后很像他的父亲，阿梅莉亚常常向他说起她对亡夫的爱。她把丈夫的画像挂在床前的墙上，每天都擦拭一番。

阿梅莉亚在她的小社交圈里并非没有仰慕者。她并不才华出众，也不聪明伶俐，更非貌美如花，但男人们总是被她迷住。也许正是她柔弱甜美的气质让男人想保护她。不过可以确定的是，年轻的医生助理林顿先生心甘情愿当她的奴隶。乔基年幼得病时，他通宵守在身边。但凡奥斯本夫人有一丁点担心她可爱的孩子，他都会随时应召前来，而且不收费用。

阿梅莉亚遵守对多宾的承诺，每年给他写两三封信，信里写的全是小乔基的事。多宾收到信很高兴，而且总会回复。他也寄去很多礼物——给阿梅莉亚和她母亲的漂亮印度披肩，给乔基的精致木雕动物。

“事情相当明显。”塞德利夫人对房东太太说，“多宾少校爱上她了，但是每次我跟她提起这件事，她就开始哭，然后就上楼守着她那张乔治的画像呆坐着。我烦死那张画像了。我希望我们从来都没遇见过那些令人讨厌又自大的奥斯本家人。”

乔基在爱的包围中长大，统治着身边的小小世界，其中包括了他温柔的母亲，他对她尤为热爱。人们不禁诧异，他长得太像他父亲了——同样的脸庞，同样的头发，甚至连骄矜都是一样的。

多宾的来信继续密切关注着乔基，询问他读书和写字的情况，想知道他要不要去上学，提出愿意帮助出学费。

有时他的妹妹多宾小姐（无疑是在他的指示下）来看望阿梅莉亚和乔基，有时她恳求让乔基去她家待一天。尽管不情愿，阿梅莉亚还是同意了，不过乔基很喜欢在多宾小姐家里的日子。她家有一个很漂亮的花园，可以在里面玩耍，温室里还有很美味的水果可以吃。

一天，多宾小姐来访，带来了某个有关她哥哥威廉的新闻，十分有意思，她肯定阿梅莉亚听了后会很高兴的。

“他要回来了吗？”阿梅莉亚问，看上去很开心。

“啊，不。”他妹妹回答，“不是的。但是我有充足的理由相信，亲爱的威廉要结婚了——和一个非常可爱的女孩，大家都这么说。”

“噢！”阿梅莉亚说。她的确非常开心。可是她的眼睛似乎有些湿润，那天后来的时间里她也表现得异常沉默——尽管她得知那个消息确实非常开心。


8
The rise and fall of our heroines' fortunes

Mrs Rawdon Crawley knew that to gain acceptance into the highest society, she must be presented to the King at court. After she had made her curtsy to the highest person in the land, the noble families of England would be obliged, however unwillingly, to recognize her.

Her sister-in-law, Lady Jane, being from a noble family, was the ideal person to present Becky at court, so Becky made herself very agreeable to Sir Pitt when he was in London. She helped him write his political speeches, and discussed political events with him. She introduced him to important gentlemen at her parties, and he was deeply impressed by Becky's friendly relationship with the wealthy Lord Steyne. He had no idea that behind his back Becky made fun of him to the great Lord.

While his house in Great Gaunt Street was being made ready for his family, Sir Pitt stayed in Curzon Street, where Becky daily fussed over his comfort. One evening she even cooked a little supper for him with her own hands.

'It is an excellent meal, my dear Rebecca,' said Sir Pitt. 'But everything you do, you do well.'

'A poor man's wife,' Becky replied cheerfully, 'must make herself useful, you know.'

'You could be the wife of a king, with all your skills,' Sir Pitt said. He thought to himself how Rawdon was a foolish, dull fellow, who didn't appreciate his brilliant wife; and how pretty Becky looked, sitting opposite him at the table.

And later, sitting by the fire, Becky let him talk, listening to him with kindly interest and sewing a shirt for her dear little son. Whenever she wished to appear a model of wifely goodness, this little shirt was brought out of her sewing-box. It was too small for Rawdy long before it was finished.

When the house in Great Gaunt Street was ready and Lady Jane had moved in, Becky would call on her from time to time, but in general the two women saw little of each other. Sir Pitt, however, found time to see his sister-in-law daily, and was a regular guest at her evening parties.

In the middle of these fine parties and brilliant people, Colonel Rawdon found himself more isolated every day. He was rarely required for social duties these days, and would often walk round to Gaunt Street with young Rawdy, and sit with Lady Jane and the children. He was glad to be given small jobs to do – taking messages, helping with the children's dinner. The brave and daring young soldier of ten years before had become a dull, lazy, obedient, middle-aged gentleman.

And poor Lady Jane knew that her husband had become a victim of Becky's charm, although when they met, she and Mrs Rawdon still behaved as though they were the best of friends.
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At last Becky's kindness and attention to the head of her husband's family were given their due reward, and the great day came when Sir Pitt's carriage arrived in Curzon Street to take Mrs Rawdon Crawley and her husband to meet the King.

Becky's dress that day put the dresses of all other women in the shade, as even Lady Jane was forced to admit.
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Becky's dress that day put the dresses of all other women in the shade.

And the diamonds... 'Where the devil did you get the diamonds, Becky?' said her husband, admiring the jewels which sparkled on her arms and neck with great brilliance.

Becky blushed a little, and looked at him hard. Pitt Crawley blushed too, and looked uneasy. He had given her a little bracelet himself – but had failed to mention this fact to his wife.

Becky smiled at Rawdon. 'Guess!' she said. 'Where do you think I got them, you silly man? I hired them, of course.'

Becky's diamonds, however, never returned to any hire-shop. They were later locked away in a secret little desk that she had, and Rawdon knew nothing about the diamonds which shone on his wife's neck that day.

But Lord Steyne knew where the jewels came from, and who paid for them. As he bowed over Becky's hand in the royal rooms that day, he gave her a knowing smile, which was returned. And many people there noted the particular attention that the great Lord Steyne paid to the Colonel's little wife.

And so began Becky's victory over her enemies. How angrily did those grand ladies now send their cards of invitation to Mrs Rawdon Crawley! How they smiled at her, tight-lipped and with icy stares! How Becky's eyes sparkled with delight at their silent and terrible fury! And the more the ladies hated her, the more the gentlemen were devoted in their admiration. Hungarian princes sighed over her little hand, government ministers begged her to sing to them at evening parties, handsome young men competed with each other to fetch her shawl, to hold her carriage door, to write poems in praise of her bright eyes.

Lord Steyne was amused by Becky's victorious social progress. 'It won't last,' he told her. 'You can't compete with them for long, you silly little fool. You have no money.'

Becky turned her big green eyes on him and sighed. 'You must get my husband a position,' she said, 'as soon as possible.'

'All women are the same,' said the noble Lord. 'Wanting this, demanding that. None of it is worth having.'

Miss Briggs, seated at the work-table at the back of the room, looked up nervously at the sound of his fierce voice. Lord Steyne saw her looking, and turned angrily to Becky.

'Why don't you get rid of your watch-dog?' he growled.

Becky laughed, but a little later suggested to Miss Briggs that she took Rawdy out for a walk in the park.

'I can't send her away,' Becky said sadly, when she had gone.

'You owe her her wages, I suppose?' said Lord Steyne.

'Yes, and worse than that,' said Becky. 'I have ruined her. I have borrowed all her savings, and can't pay a penny back. My husband would kill me if he knew.'

There was a brief silence. 'Damned fool!' said the Lord. 'How much is it?'

Becky thought about the size of Lord Steyne's fortune, and mentioned an amount twice the size of the debt to Miss Briggs. Lord Steyne swore again, at which Becky held her head down and began to cry bitterly. Lord Steyne then took his hat and left.

That night Becky received a note with Lord Steyne's signature, and an instruction to his bankers. In the morning she hurried to the bank. How will you take the money, madam? A hundred and fifty pounds in small notes, and the rest in one note.

On the way home she stopped to buy a handsome black silk dress for Miss Briggs. She called into the landlord's house and gave him fifty pounds on account, and did the same at the stables where she hired her carriages. The one note that the bank had given her she locked away in her secret little desk.

Lord Steyne continued to be generous to the Crawley family. He pointed out to the parents that it was time young Rawdy was sent away to a good school, and when the father said he could not pay the fees, Lord Steyne offered to take care of the matter. Rawdon agreed to the plan for his son's sake, but he missed the boy greatly, and was sad and lonely when he had gone.

Becky hardly noticed that her son had gone. Nor did she notice her husband's unhappiness. She was too busy thinking about her position, her pleasures, her advancement in society.

Having got rid of the child, Lord Steyne suggested before long that there was no further need for Miss Briggs in the Crawley household. He found out from the lady herself how Becky had deceived him about the money, and this amused him greatly.

'What a clever little devil she is!' he thought. 'I'm a fool compared to her. She's the best liar I have ever met!'

He arranged a pleasant, well-paid job for Miss Briggs in one of his country houses. Miss Briggs was delighted with the plan, and Rawdon was glad that Miss Briggs would at last receive some wages, even if the debt to her was still unpaid. But he was uneasy in his mind. His brother shared his unease.

'Rebecca should not receive guests without a companion,' Sir Pitt said. 'You must be with her, Rawdon, at all times.'

In fact, Sir Pitt was so alarmed that he went to see Becky and came close to a quarrel with his once admired sister-in-law.

'People are talking about you,' he said. 'These wild young men of fashion who visit you, the fact that Lord Steyne's carriage is always at your door – it's not only your reputation that suffers, but that of the whole Crawley family. I am the head of the family and I beg you, I command you, to be more careful.'

Tears, smiles, excuses – nothing would calm Sir Pitt, and Becky promised everything Pitt wanted; but Lord Steyne came to her house as often as ever, and Sir Pitt's anger increased.

Rawdon, aware of his brother's anger, became more watchful. He stopped gambling and stayed at home. He went with Becky to all her parties. Whenever Lord Steyne visited, he was sure to find the Colonel there.

Becky was charmed by Rawdon's attention. 'How much nicer it is to have you by my side than foolish old Briggs!' she said. 'How happy we would be, if we only had money.'

It was like the early days of their marriage over again, and Rawdon wondered why he had ever had suspicions. She was fond of him; she always had been. As for her shining in society, it was no fault of hers; she was made to shine. Was there any woman who could talk, or sing, or do anything like her?

At one grand party at Lord Steyne's house, when a very Royal person was present, Rawdon was reminded yet again of his wife's social success. It was a night when charades were played, and Becky acted the part of Clytemnestra, a Greek queen of long ago who murdered her husband. The style and brilliance of her acting delighted the guests. The company roared their admiration, the Royal person said she was perfection itself, and the great and noble Lord Steyne bowed low before her.

Rawdon Crawley was frightened by Becky's success. It seemed to separate his wife from him further than ever. He thought, with a feeling very like pain, how much above him she was. At the end of the evening he put his wife into the carriage, and decided to go home himself on foot, enjoying a cigar as he walked.

He did not notice the men following him until one of them, touching him on the shoulder, said,

'Excuse me, Colonel, I wish to speak to you.'

Rawdon looked round.

'There's three of us. No use running,' the man said.

Rawdon threw away his cigar. He knew exactly what was happening to him, because it had happened to him before. He was being arrested for debt.
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In the quiet suburb of London where the Sedleys lived, debt was not unknown either. There came a time when Joseph's money from India stopped coming through, and the Sedleys could no longer pay their bills. The knowledge was kept from Amelia for quite a while, though anxiety about their debts made old Mrs Sedley sharp-tongued and bitter, and often critical of Amelia's efforts at kindness and of her pride in her child.

Georgy was now a schoolboy, though it had given Amelia great pain to release him from her care, to mix with rough boys and to be scolded by stern schoolteachers. It was a little local school (run by a friend of Amelia's constant admirer, Mr Linton), and Georgy loved it, doing well at all his lessons and coming home in the evenings with boastful stories of this and that – all of which were believed by his fond mother.

Miss Dobbin followed Georgy's progress with interest, and was keen to be helpful, well aware how poor the Sedleys were.

'Do let Georgy spend the day with me next Saturday,' she said to Amelia one day. 'Miss Osborne is coming to visit, and I know she'd love to see her brother's son. And who knows, perhaps the boy's grandfather will do something for him one day.'

There was a long friendship between the Dobbin and Osborne families. The younger Osborne sister was now married, but the elder, Miss Jane Osborne, still lived at home with her father, old Mr Osborne, whose violent temper and black moods had grown worse year by year since his son's death at Waterloo. Miss Osborne led a sad, gloomy life, and was always asking her friend Miss Dobbin for news of her young nephew.

The meeting took place, and Georgy charmed his aunt, as he did all the women in his life. Miss Osborne, at the dinner table with her father that night, could not hide her emotion.

'What's the matter?' old Mr Osborne growled at last.

Georgy's aunt burst into tears. 'Oh sir,' she said. 'I've seen little George. He's such a beautiful boy – and so like his father!'

The old man did not say a word, but his hands trembled, and he sat staring at the table for a long time.

Soon Georgy told his mother about another visitor at the house on a day he spent with Miss Dobbin.

'An old gentleman came today,' the boy said. 'He watched when I had my riding lesson with Miss Dobbin's coachman. He had very thick eyebrows, and he stared and stared at me.'

Then Amelia knew that the boy had seen his grandfather, and she waited fearfully to see what would happen next.

It was a visit from a lawyer, with a letter from Mr Osborne, read aloud in the lawyer's dry voice.

'Mr Osborne offers to take his grandson George, who will then inherit the fortune which would have gone to his father. He will also give Mrs Amelia Osborne a regular allowance, to enable her and her family to live in comfort. If she marries again, as is said to be likely, this allowance will still continue. In return, the boy will live with Mr Osborne, who will permit him to visit his mother occasionally in her own home.'

Amelia was rarely angry, but today she stood up, tore this letter into a hundred pieces, and threw them on the floor.

'Marry again! Take money – to part from my child! Who dares to insult me in this way? Tell Mr Osborne it is a cowardly letter. I will not answer it. Good day, sir!'

Her parents were not present at this interview, and nothing was said at the time. But it soon became clearer than ever that there were financial difficulties. Dinners became smaller and meaner; both the old people wore worried frowns all the time.

The widow's pension that Amelia received (which, unknown to her, had been increased by payments from Dobbin) was not large. Amelia had always paid part of it to her parents, but this left little to spend on Georgy. And Georgy must have presents. Georgy must have a new suit every Christmas. Georgy must have everything that other boys at the school had.

At Christmas Georgy complained loudly at not having a new suit. Desperate to please him, Amelia sold Dobbin's Indian shawl in order to buy Georgy some books he wanted.

Mrs Sedley saw her putting the new books on Georgy's table.

'What are those?' she said.

'Books for Georgy,' Amelia said. 'I promised them to him.'

'Books!' cried the old lady. 'Books! When we need food!'

'Oh, mother, I – I sold my Indian shawl to get the money.'

'I've had to sell everything I own,' her mother said furiously, 'just to pay the rent, and to keep your dear father out of prison. Jos hasn't sent us any money for months and months, and now you buy books – books! – for your son.'

'Oh, mother, mother! Why didn't you tell me?'

'You're too selfish to care about anyone except your son! And he could be rich – he could have whatever he wants, but you will not part with him.' Mrs Sedley was now crying bitterly. 'Amelia, you break my heart!'

'I'll give you everything, mother, all the money I have!'

She fetched all her little store of money, pushed it into her mother's hand, and ran weeping back to her room.

How selfish she had been! One word from her, and Georgy could be rich, and she could save her parents. But she could not bear it, no, no... she could not bear to lose her son.

She tried every way she could think of to earn some money, but she had no skills, and every attempt failed. She wrote to Jos in India, begging him to continue sending money to her parents. One night, finding her father alone and sad in the sitting-room, she tried to comfort him by telling him she had written to Jos, but her father's face turned white with terror.

'It's no good, Emmy my dear,' he whispered. 'Jos still sends the money to his agent in London, but it has to go straight to the money-lender, to pay back all the money I borrowed.' He turned his face away from her. 'You'll hate your old father now.'

'Oh, no, papa!' Amelia threw her arms around him. 'You are always good and kind. You tried your best. It's not the money, it's just that – that...' She kissed him wildly, and ran away.

It was over. The battle was lost, the boy must go from her – to others, to forget her. Her joy, hope, love, her whole life. She must give him up.

It all seemed to happen very quickly. Letters were written, arrangements made, legal documents signed. Georgy himself was pleased and excited by the change, boasting to the boys at school that he was going to be rich and live in a big house and have a carriage and a horse and would buy cakes for all his friends.

So Georgy left his mother, with a cheerful smile on his face, and a promise to come and see her often.

Poor Amelia! Nobody really understood the misery she felt at giving away her son: not her parents, nor her friends, and certainly not Miss Dobbin, who wrote to her brother with this and other news – though where she got the other news from was not at all clear.

When this letter arrived in India, Dobbin left it unopened for a few days because his sister's letters usually depressed him. She was always getting her facts wrong, and it was not long ago that he had received Amelia's letter congratulating him on his future marriage. This had upset him deeply, and alone and sleepless in the hot Indian night, he had spoken out loud to her in his room.

'Good God, Amelia! Don't you know that I only love you in the world? You, whom I cared for through months of illness and sorrow, and who said goodbye to me with a smile on your face, and forgot me before the door shut behind me!'

These were not happy memories, but returning to his rooms late one evening, Dobbin decided he must open his sister's letter.




MY DEAR WILLIAM – Have you heard the news about your old friend, Mrs Osborne? Her son Georgy, a fine boy though very spoiled, has gone to live with his grandfather, Mr Osborne. Amelia is probably not too unhappy about giving him up as she is about to marry again – a doctor's assistant, I believe. Not a very good marriage, but Mrs O. is not as young as she was...




Dobbin threw the letter down and rushed out of the house. A few minutes later he was banging on his commander's door.

'Colonel!' he shouted. 'I must have permission to leave!'

A window opened above him, and the Colonel's head looked out. He was a good-hearted Irishman, popular with his men.

'What is it, Dob, my boy? Is there a fire? What is it?'

'I must go back to England,' Dobbin shouted. 'On the most urgent private business! I must leave tonight!'



curtsy n. a formal greeting made by a woman by bending her knees with one foot in front of the other （女子）屈膝礼

fuss over to pay a lot of attention or too much attention to someone or something, especially to show that you are pleased with them or like them 对……过于体贴（或关心）

due adj. proper or suitable 适当的，适宜的

note v. to notice or pay careful attention to something 注意，留意

on account if you buy goods on account, you take them away with you and pay for them later 赊账

watchful adj. very careful to notice what is happening, and to make sure that everything is all right 留心的，提防的

charade n. a game in which some players act out the syllables of a word and the other players try to guess what it is 猜谜游戏，字谜游戏

sharp-tongued adj. saying things in a disapproving or unfriendly way which often upsets people 说话刻薄的，语言尖刻的

boastful adj. talking too proudly about yourself 好自夸的，自吹自擂的

coachman n. someone who drove a coach pulled by horses in the past （旧时的）马车夫

cowardly adj. afraid in a way that makes you unable to do what is right or expected 像懦夫的，可鄙的

depress v. to make someone feel very unhappy 使沮丧，使抑郁


8
女主人公们的命运浮沉

罗顿·克劳利夫人明白，要获得最上流社会承认，她必须进宫觐见国王。等她向这块土地上地位最高的人行过屈膝礼后，英格兰的贵族家庭即使再不情愿也得承认她。

她的妯娌简女士出身贵族家庭，是在宫廷引见她的最佳人选，因此皮特爵士在伦敦的时候，贝姬对他非常热情周到。她帮他写政治演说稿，和他讨论政治事件。在她的聚会上，她把他介绍给有地位的绅士。贝姬与富有的斯泰恩勋爵关系之友好，给他留下了十分深刻的印象。他完全没想到，贝姬在背后拿他和勋爵打趣。

皮特爵士位于大冈特街的家宅还在收拾以备他一家入住时，他就住在柯曾大街，贝姬每天忙忙碌碌照顾他的起居。有天晚上，她竟然亲自为他做了一顿便餐。

“这顿饭美味极了，我亲爱的丽贝卡。”皮特爵士说，“不过，你做什么事都做得好。”

“你知道，穷人的妻子，”贝姬愉快地回答，“必须会家务。”

“以你现在的能力，你都可以做国王的妻子了。”皮特爵士说。他心想，罗顿是个多么愚蠢、迟钝的家伙，不懂欣赏自己优秀的妻子。而且，坐在桌子对面的贝姬看上去多漂亮啊。

饭后，贝姬坐在壁炉边，一边饶有兴致地听他讲话，一边为她亲爱的孩子缝一件衬衫。每当她想表现出一副模范妻子的样子时，就会把这件小衫从针线匣里取出来。小衫还没缝完，罗迪早已长大，穿不进去了。

大冈特街的房子就绪后，简女士搬了进去。贝姬会时不时上门拜访，但总体来说，这两位女性很少见到对方。然而，皮特爵士每天都抽出时间去见他的弟媳，是她家晚会上的常客。

在这些讲究的聚会上，罗顿上校身处一群杰出人士之中，觉得自己日渐孤立。这些日子以来，他很少被要求参加社交应酬，因此就常和小罗迪一起走到大冈特街，陪简女士及孩子们坐坐。他很乐意被指派点小事做，比如传个信，帮忙给孩子们做饭等等。十年前那个勇武的年轻军人已经变成了一个沉闷、懒惰又恭顺的中年绅士。

可怜的简女士明白，她丈夫已经沦为贝姬的俘虏，尽管她和罗顿夫人见面时，两人表现得好像还是非常好的朋友一样。
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最终，贝姬对夫家族长的亲切接待与关注得到了应有的回报，那个重大的日子终于来临：皮特爵士的马车抵达柯曾大街，接罗顿·克劳利夫人及其丈夫去觐见国王。

贝姬那天的礼服令其他所有女性的礼服黯然失色，即使简女士也不得不承认这点。

还有钻石……“你究竟从哪儿弄到的钻石，贝姬？”她丈夫说，对她手臂和脖子上闪耀着夺目光芒的珠宝赞叹不已。

贝姬脸有些涨红，定定地望着他。皮特·克劳利也脸红了，显得拘谨不安。他本人给过她一只小手镯，不过从没跟自己的妻子提起过。

贝姬向罗顿微笑着说：“你猜！你觉得我是从哪儿得到的，傻瓜？当然是租的了。”

不过，贝姬的钻石从未归还给任何租借的店铺，之后都被她锁进一张秘密的小桌子里。罗顿对那天他妻子颈上闪亮钻石的来历一无所知。

但是，斯泰恩勋爵知道珠宝的来历，也知道是谁付的钱。那天在王宫中，他躬身吻手行礼时对她会意地微笑，她也以微笑回报。许多人都注意到斯泰恩勋爵对上校的娇妻格外关注。

贝姬战胜了她的敌人们，战果开始显现：现在，那些贵妇人是怀着多么愤恨的心情在给罗顿·克劳利夫人送邀请名片啊；她们对她微笑的时候，嘴唇紧抿，眼神多么冰冷！面对她们沉默可怕的怒火，贝姬多么愉快地双眼放光！女士们越憎恨她，男士们就越衷心地仰慕她。匈牙利王子们叹息着亲吻她的小手；政府大臣们恳求她在晚会上为他们演唱；英俊的年轻人争相为她取披肩，为她打开马车门，写诗赞美她明亮的双眸。

贝姬在社交场上的胜利令斯泰恩勋爵颇觉有趣。“不会长久的。”他告诉她，“你跟她们斗不长，你这小傻瓜。你没有钱。”

贝姬瞪着绿色的大眼睛望着他，叹了口气。“您必须给我丈夫谋个职位。”她说，“越快越好。”

“所有女人都一样。”高贵的勋爵说，“不是要这，就是要那。没一样是值得的。”

布里格斯小姐坐在房间后头的工作台旁边，听到他暴躁的声音便紧张地抬起头来。斯泰恩勋爵看见她在往这边望，生气地转向贝姬。

“你怎么还不打发走你的看门狗？”他恶狠狠地说。

贝姬笑了笑。但过了一会儿，她示意布里格斯小姐带罗迪去公园散步。

“我不能把她打发走。”等她离开后，贝姬伤心地说。

“我猜，你欠她工钱？”斯泰恩勋爵说。

“是，还有更糟的。”贝姬说，“我让她倾家荡产了。我借走了她所有的积蓄，但是一分钱也还不了。我丈夫要是知道了，会杀了我的。”

屋子里一时寂静无声。“该死的笨蛋！”勋爵说，“多少钱？”

想了想斯泰恩勋爵的财产规模，贝姬提了一个数目，是欠布里格斯小姐的债务的两倍。斯泰恩勋爵又骂了一句，贝姬听了后垂下头，开始痛哭起来。随后，斯泰恩勋爵取了帽子离开了。

那天晚上，贝姬收到了一张有斯泰恩勋爵亲笔签名的短笺，还有给银行经理的指示。第二天一早，她赶到银行。您想如何取这笔钱呢，夫人？一百五十英镑的小额票子，其余的一张大票。

回家途中，她停下来为布里格斯小姐买了一条漂亮的黑色丝质连衣裙。她去房东家，还了他五十英镑的赊账，然后去租马车的马厩也还了五十英镑。银行给她的那一张大票子，她锁进了秘密小桌子里。

对克劳利一家，斯泰恩勋爵继续慷慨解囊。他向这对父母指出，是该送小罗迪去上一所好学校的时候了。当父亲的说他付不起学费，斯泰恩勋爵提出愿意解决此事。为了儿子好，罗顿同意了这个安排，但是他非常想念儿子。儿子走后，他既伤心又孤独。

贝姬几乎没注意到她儿子的离开，也没注意到丈夫的不开心。她忙着算计她的地位，如何玩乐，怎么能继续往上爬。

把孩子打发走以后，斯泰恩勋爵很快又建议，布里格斯小姐没必要再待在克劳利家里了。他从这位女士处发现贝姬骗了他的钱，这让他觉得有趣极了。

“她是个多么聪明的小妖精啊！”他想，“跟她比我就是个傻瓜。她是我见过的最厉害的骗子。”

他给布里格斯小姐在他的一处乡村别墅里安排了一份薪水优厚的好工作。布里格斯小姐对这个安排很满意。罗顿也感到高兴，因为布里格斯小姐终于能领到一些薪水了，尽管他欠她的钱仍然没还。但是，他心里感到不安。他哥哥和他有同样的担心。

“没有女伴，丽贝卡不能接待宾客。”皮特爵士说，“你必须和她在一起，罗顿，无论什么时候。”

实际上，由于太过忧虑此事，皮特爵士去见了贝姬，还差点和他仰慕过的弟媳吵起来。

“人们都在谈论你。”他说，“时髦放荡的年轻人常来拜访你，而且斯泰恩勋爵的马车总停在你家门前。不仅是你的名誉受损，整个克劳利家族的声誉也会受损。我是一家之长，我请求你，我命令你，处事更加谨慎一些。”

眼泪，笑容，借口——没有什么能让皮特爵士平静下来。皮特的要求贝姬全都一一答应，但斯泰恩勋爵还和以前一样频繁拜访她家。皮特爵士的怒气与日俱增。

罗顿知道他兄长的怒气，变得更加留心。他不再赌博而待在家里。他陪着贝姬参加所有聚会。无论斯泰恩勋爵何时到访，他肯定会看到上校。

罗顿的关注令贝姬着迷。“你在我身边可比愚蠢的老布里格斯好多了！”她说，“如果我们有钱，我们会多开心啊！”

就像回到了新婚时的日子，罗顿奇怪自己为什么会心存疑虑。她喜欢他，一如既往。至于她在社交圈大放光彩，那也不是她的错。她注定会崭露头角。有哪位女性能有她那样的谈吐，能像她那样唱歌或行事的？

在斯泰恩勋爵家举办的一场盛大舞会上，一位王室成员也出席了，罗顿再一次领略到他妻子在社交场上的成功。晚上玩猜谜游戏，贝姬扮演克吕泰涅斯特拉，一位谋害丈夫的古希腊王后。她的表演风格和精彩演技令来宾们大为赞赏。他们为她欢呼，那位王室成员说她本人就是完美的化身。伟大而又高贵的斯泰恩勋爵在贝姬面前深深鞠了个躬。

看到贝姬如此成功，罗顿·克劳利心里惶恐起来，觉得她离自己更远了。一想到她的地位比自己高这么多，他就有一种类似于痛苦的感觉。那夜末了，他把妻子送上马车后，决定自己走路回家，顺便在路上抽支雪茄。

他没注意到有人跟着他，直到其中一人拍他的肩膀，说：

“打扰了，上校，我想和您谈谈。”

罗顿回过头看。

“我们有三个人。逃跑是没用的。”那人说。

罗顿扔掉雪茄。他知道发生了什么事，因为他以前也遇到过这种情况。他因为欠债被捕了。
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塞德利一家居住在安静的伦敦郊区，对他们来说，债务也不是陌生的字眼。从某个时候开始，约瑟夫就不再从印度汇钱，以至于塞德利一家无法付清欠款。很长一段时间内，阿梅莉亚对此毫不知情。但由于担心他们的债务，塞德利老夫人变得尖酸刻薄，对阿梅莉亚表现出的善意以及对儿子的自豪，经常批评挑剔。

乔基已经到了上学的年纪，虽然阿梅莉亚舍不得儿子离开自己身边，但还是让他去上学了。乔基现在和粗野的男孩子们待在一起，还要受到严厉教师的责骂，这都让她非常心痛。那是一所地方小学校（由阿梅莉亚的忠实仰慕者林顿先生的一位朋友经营），乔基喜欢学校，他门门功课都不错，每晚回家都吹嘘自己这样那样的事迹，深爱着他的母亲对这些故事深信不疑。

多宾小姐关注着乔基的成长。深知塞德利家是多么贫困，她积极地施以援手。

“请务必让乔基下周六和我玩一天吧。”一天，她对阿梅莉亚说，“奥斯本小姐要来拜访，我知道她很想见见她的侄子。而且，谁知道呢，没准儿孩子的祖父将来会为他做点什么。”

多宾和奥斯本两家交情不浅。奥斯本家两姐妹中的妹妹现已出嫁，但是姐姐简·奥斯本小姐仍和父亲住在一起。自从儿子在滑铁卢战死，老奥斯本先生的暴脾气和坏情绪也一年胜过一年。奥斯本小姐过着愁苦、抑郁的生活，一直向她的朋友多宾小姐问起小侄子的情况。

姑侄见了面，乔基令他姑姑着了迷，就像他迷住身边所有女性一样。当天晚上，奥斯本小姐与她父亲同桌吃饭时，掩饰不住自己的感情。

“怎么了？”老奥斯本先生终于粗暴地问。

乔基的姑姑潸然泪下。“唉，先生。”她说，“我见过小乔基了。他长得多么漂亮，多么像他的父亲啊！”

老人一言不发，但是双手直哆嗦。他盯着饭桌，呆坐了很久。

不久后，乔基告诉他母亲，有一天他在多宾小姐家时，见到了另外一位客人。

“今天来了位老先生。”男孩说，“他看着我和多宾小姐的马车夫上骑术课。他的眉毛特别粗，而且他一直盯着我看呀看。”

阿梅莉亚即刻知道，孩子见到了自己的祖父。她满怀恐惧地等着接下来会发生的事。

一位律师拿着奥斯本先生的信来访，他用冷冰冰的声调大声读出信的内容。

“奥斯本先生提出由他抚养孙子乔基，乔基将会继承本应由其父继承的财产。奥斯本先生也会定期给阿梅莉亚·奥斯本夫人一笔钱，使她与家人生活无忧。如果她再婚，据说有可能发生，这笔钱仍会继续支付。作为回报，男孩将和奥斯本先生住在一起，他会允准男孩间或去她家中拜访。”

阿梅莉亚很少动怒，但今天她站起身，把信撕得粉碎，扔在地上。

“再婚！拿钱——和我的孩子分开！谁敢这么侮辱我？告诉奥斯本先生，这是封可鄙的信，我不会回复的。再见，先生！”

这次会见发生时她父母不在场，当时她也没说什么。但是不久后，情况愈发明显：家里遇到了经济困难。饭菜越做越少，越来越简单。两位老人终日愁眉深锁。

阿梅莉亚收到的遗孀抚恤金并不多（她不知道，多宾还往里添了钱）。她总是拿出一部分交给父母，这样剩下能用在乔基身上的钱就少得可怜了。乔基必须有礼物。乔基每年圣诞节必须有一套新衣服。学校里其他男孩有的东西，乔基一定都得有。

圣诞节时，乔基大声抱怨没有新衣服。阿梅莉亚急于取悦他，就把多宾送的印度披肩卖了，买了一些他想要的书。

塞德利夫人看见她把新书摆到乔基的书桌上。

“那些是什么？”她问。

“给乔基的书。”阿梅莉亚说，“我答应给他的。”

“书！”老太太大叫，“书！在我们需要食物的时候！”

“啊，母亲，我——我卖了我的印度披肩换的钱。”

“我已经把自己所有的东西都卖了。”她母亲大怒，“就为了付房租，为了不让你亲爱的父亲进监狱。乔斯已经好长时间没给我们一分钱了，现在你还买书——书！——给你的儿子。”

“哎呀，母亲啊，母亲！您为什么不告诉我啊？”

“你太自私了，除了你儿子，谁都不关心！他本可以变得富有，可以想要什么就有什么，可是你不愿意和他分开。”塞德利夫人开始伤心地哭起来，“阿梅莉亚，你太让我伤心了！”

“母亲，我把一切都给您，所有的钱都给您！”

她取来自己那一点点积蓄，塞进她母亲的手里，哭着跑回了自己的房间。

她是多么自私啊！只要她一句话，乔基就能变得富有，她就能挽救她的双亲。但是她受不了，不，不……她不能忍受失去自己的儿子。

她把能想到的挣钱方法都试过了，但她没有一技之长，所有努力均告失败。她给身在印度的乔斯写信，求他继续给父母寄钱。一天晚上，她看见父亲独自坐在起居室里，神情沮丧。为了安慰他，她说她已经给乔斯写信。但父亲却吓得面色惨白。

“那没有用的，我亲爱的埃米。”他低声说，“乔斯还在给他伦敦的经纪人寄钱，不过这些钱不得不直接给放贷人，偿还我的欠债。”他把脸扭向一边。“你现在要恨你的老父亲了。”

“啊，不，爸爸！”阿梅莉亚搂住他，“您一向善良体贴。您已经尽力了。不是因为钱，只是——只是——”她热切地亲了亲他，然后就跑开了。

一切都结束了。这场仗打输了，孩子必须离开她——到别人那里，把她遗忘。他是她的欢乐、希望、爱和全部的生命。她不得不放弃他。

所有一切似乎都发生得很快。信件往来，协议达成，法律文件签署。乔基本人对这样的变化既欢喜又兴奋。他向学校其他男孩子们吹嘘，他将会变得富有，住在大房子里，拥有一驾马车和一匹马，他会给他所有的朋友买蛋糕吃。

于是，乔基带着开心的笑容离开了他的母亲。他许诺会常回来看她。

可怜的阿梅莉亚！没有人真正理解她放弃儿子的痛苦：她父母和朋友都不理解，更别提多宾小姐了。多宾小姐给她哥哥的信里提到了这件事和另外一个消息，至于这另外一个消息她是从哪里获得的就不得而知了。

这封信抵达印度时，多宾好些天没有打开来看，因为他妹妹的信通常都让他心情郁闷。她总是颠倒黑白。不久前他刚收到阿梅莉亚的信，恭喜他即将结婚。这让他难过极了。在印度炎热的晚上，他夜不成寐，独自在房间里大声对她表白。

“老天啊，阿梅莉亚！难道你不明白这个世界上我只爱你吗？你数月缠绵病榻，心情哀伤，我照看你。你微笑着向我道别，我身后的门还没关上，你已经把我忘了！”

这些回忆并不美好，但是一天深夜回屋时，他决定打开他妹妹的信。




我亲爱的威廉：

你听说你的老朋友奥斯本夫人的消息了吗？她儿子乔基——一个不错的男孩子，尽管娇惯过头——已经去和他祖父奥斯本先生一起生活了。阿梅莉亚放弃他大概不会太难过，因为她就快再婚了。据我所知，是嫁给一个医生助理。这不是一桩理想的婚姻，不过奥斯本夫人已不像以前那样年轻了……




多宾丢下信，冲出了屋子。几分钟后，他开始重重地敲他长官的门。

“上校！”他大吼，“我必须请假离开！”

他头顶上的一扇窗户打开了，上校的头探了出来。他是个好心肠的爱尔兰人，他的士兵们都爱戴他。

“怎么了，多布，我的孩子？着火了吗？怎么了？”

“我必须回英格兰。”多宾大吼，“十万火急的私事！我今晚必须离开！”


9
Colonel Crawley's troubles

Rawdon went with the three men who arrested him without argument. He knew that if the money was paid, he would be released from prison the next day.

'How much is it for?' he asked the men.

'Only a small amount,' the first man replied. 'A hundred and seventy pounds. Bills for Mr Nathan.'

The third man went to call a cab to take them to the prison. Rawdon was not too anxious. 'It's not a lot,' he thought. 'Becky can find that much quite easily. But she'll be asleep by now. Let her have her sleep. I'll write to her in the morning.'

Early on Saturday, he sent this letter by messenger.




DEAR BECKY, – I HOPE you slept well. As I was walking home last night, I was arrested for Nathan's bills – a hundred and seventy. Take my watch and anything you can spare and sell them to raise the money. Please do it soon, as tomorrow's Sunday and I don't want to spend another night here. I'm glad it's not Rawdy's weekend for coming home. Yours, R. (Please hurry.)




It would only take three hours, he thought, before Becky would arrive with the money and open his prison doors. But the day passed and no messenger came, and no Becky. It was not until the evening that this letter was delivered.




MY POOR DEAREST LOVE, – I could not sleep at all last night because of worrying over what had happened to you. In the morning I felt so ill that I sent for the doctor, who gave me some medicine to help me sleep, and said I must not be disturbed. So your messenger spent hours waiting. You can imagine how I felt when I finally read your letter. I got ready at once to go out, but then Lord Steyne arrived with some friends (they were so full of compliments about last night!).

I was desperate for them to go and when at last they did, I went down on my knees to Lord Steyne and begged him to give me two hundred pounds. He was in a great fury – but finally he went away, promising to send me the money in the morning, when I will bring it at once to my poor old prisoner – with a kiss from his affectionate Becky. (P.S. I am writing in bed. Oh, I have such a headache, and such a heartache!)




When Rawdon read this letter, his face turned red with anger, and all his suspicions returned. She could not even go out and sell a few things to free him. She could talk about compliments paid to her while he was in prison. Who had put him there? He could hardly bear to think of what he suspected. Quickly, he sat down and wrote a short note to Sir Pitt or Lady Crawley. He begged them to help him, for the sake of his child.

An hour later, he was told he had a visitor. It was Lady Jane. 'Pitt was out when your note arrived,' she said, 'so I came myself.'

Rawdon was so moved by her kind voice that he ran to her, and threw his arms round her, gasping out his thanks.

The debt was quickly paid, and Rawdon thanked Lady Jane again and again, as the carriage took them home. It was nine o'clock at night. He left Lady Jane at her house, and walked and ran through the streets until he arrived breathless outside his own door. Trembling, he stopped and stared up at the house. Lights shone brightly from the drawing-room windows. She had said that she was in bed and ill. He stood there for some time, the light from the rooms on his pale face.

He took out his door key, let himself into the house, and went silently up the stairs. Everywhere was quiet; all the servants had been sent away. He heard laughter in the drawing-room – laughter and singing. Becky was singing. And a voice shouted, 'Well done! Well done!' It was Lord Steyne's.

Rawdon opened the door and went in. There was a little table with dinner for two – and wine. Lord Steyne was leaning over the sofa on which Becky was sitting. She wore her finest evening dress, and around her neck sparkled the diamonds which Steyne had given her. He had her hand in his, and was bowing over it to kiss it, when Becky jumped up with a faint scream as she caught sight of Rawdon's white face. She tried to smile, and Steyne stood up, pale, and with fury in his face.

He attempted a laugh, and came forward, holding out his hand. 'What, you're back? How are you, Crawley?' he said.

The expression on Rawdon's face made Becky throw herself in front of him. 'I am innocent, Rawdon,' she said. 'Before God, I am innocent!' She turned to Lord Steyne. 'Say I am innocent!' she cried.

He thought a trap had been laid for him, and was as furious with the wife as with the husband. 'You – innocent! Damn you!' he screamed. 'You – innocent! Why, every jewel on your body has been paid for by me! I have given you thousands of pounds which your husband has spent, and for which he has sold you! Don't think you can frighten me. Let me pass.'

Rawdon seized him by the neck. 'You lie!' he cried. 'You lie, you cowardly devil!' he struck the noble Lord twice across the face, and threw him, bleeding, to the ground. Unable to stop him, Becky stood there trembling. She admired her husband, strong, brave, and victorious.
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'You lie, you cowardly devil!'

'Come here,' Rawdon said. Becky came at once.

'Take off those jewels.' She took them off, still trembling.

Rawdon took the diamonds and threw them at Lord Steyne.

'Come upstairs,' Rawdon said to his wife.

'Don't kill me, Rawdon,' she said.

He laughed angrily. 'I want to see if that man lies about the money as he has about me. Has he given you any?'

'No,' said Becky, 'that is—'

'Give me your keys,' Rawdon said, and they went out together.

Becky had kept back the key to her secret little desk, but Rawdon searched long and hard, and in the end she was forced to open her desk too. It contained love letters, jewellery, and bank-notes – including a new one for a thousand pounds.

'Did he give you this?' Rawdon said.

'Yes,' Becky answered.

'I'll send it back to him today,' said Rawdon. 'And I'll pay Miss Briggs, who was kind to the boy, and some of the debts. You might have sent me a hundred pounds, Becky, out of all this. I have always shared with you.'

'I am innocent,' Becky said. And he left her without another word.

What were her thoughts when he left her? She sat for hours, with the sunlight now pouring into the room. She had heard the door bang as her husband left. She knew he would never come back. He was gone for ever. Would he kill himself? No, not until he had fought Lord Steyne. She thought of all her past life – how comfortless it seemed, how miserable, lonely, and pointless.
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When Rawdon arrived at his brother's house in Great Gaunt Street, he was shown into the study to wait. As the clock struck nine, Sir Pitt came into the room, fresh and clean, a model of neatness. He stared in surprise when he saw poor Rawdon, redeyed and unshaven, with untidy hair.

'Good heavens, Rawdon!' he said. 'What are you doing here? Why aren't you at home?'

'Home!' said Rawdon, with a wild laugh. 'Pitt, I'm finished.'

'I warned you. I always said this would happen,' his brother answered. 'I can't give you any more money, Rawdon.'

'It's not money I want,' Rawdon said. 'It's the boy I'm worried about. Promise me that when I'm gone you'll take him. Your wife has always been kind to him. My marriage is over.'

'Good God! Is she dead?' Sir Pitt said, in concern.

'I wish I was,' said Rawdon. 'If there wasn't my son to worry about, I'd have killed myself this morning, and that devil too.'

Sir Pitt immediately guessed the truth, and that the 'devil' Rawdon wanted to kill was Lord Steyne. Rawdon told his brother the story, and went on, in a broken voice, 'There has to be a fight. I attacked him, so he must have his chance of revenge. And I may be killed. Will you and Jane take care of the boy, Pitt? It would comfort me to know that.'

Sir Pitt was deeply moved, and shook his brother's hand. 'Of course, Rawdon, of course. You have my word on it.'

The money for Miss Briggs was not forgotten, and Rawdon gave it to Pitt. 'Please see that she gets it,' he said. 'I've always felt ashamed of taking the poor old woman's money.'

Rawdon went next to see his friend, Captain Macmurdo, to ask him to make the arrangements for the fight. 'I'm going to kill him, Mac,' Rawdon said. 'There's only one way out of it. They had me arrested. I found them alone together. I told him he was a liar and a coward, and knocked him down and beat him.'

'Good thing too,' Macmurdo said. 'Who is it?'

Rawdon told him.

'Steyne! Good God! He's a friend of the Prince. But – she may be innocent, after all,' Macmurdo said.

'No,' said Rawdon. He took out the thousand-pound note he had found in Becky's desk. 'He gave her this, Mac, and she hid it. She had all this money in the house, and she didn't come and rescue me when I was locked up for debt. You don't know how much I loved her. I sacrificed everything for her.'

The Captain sighed, and agreed to make the arrangements.
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When Becky finally shook off her mood of black despair, it was late in the morning. She rang the bell for the servants, again and again, but no one came. In the end she went downstairs and found several people in the drawing-room. The landlord, the landlord's wife, the cook, and several other servants were sitting there, complaining loudly and drinking wine.

Becky was furious. 'How dare you!' she screamed at them. 'How dare you sit on my sofas, drinking my wine!'

'Your sofa, indeed!' said the cook. 'I'm sitting on a sofa that belongs to your landlord, like everything else in this house!'

Every servant in the house knew what had happened, and that Becky was finished. They knew she had no money, and could not pay them their long-overdue wages. Some of them had already left, taking valuables with them. Becky's French maid had taken the jewellery left lying on the drawing-room floor, together with all the silver spoons and several of Becky's fine dresses.

The landlord was almost weeping. 'Where's my rent, Mrs Crawley, eh? You've ruined me! I've known the Crawley family all my life. I never thought that one of them would ruin me!'

Becky promised to pay them all the next day, and hurried out of the house. She walked quickly through the streets (she had no money to pay for a carriage) to Sir Pitt's house in Great Gaunt Street. Where was Lady Jane Crawley? It was Sunday, she was at church. And Sir Pitt? In his study. Becky slipped past the servant and was in Sir Pitt's room before her astonished brother-in-law had even laid down his newspaper.

He turned red, and moved back from her with a look of great alarm and horror.

'Don't look at me like that,' Becky said. 'I am not guilty, dear Pitt. You must believe me! You were my friend once. Oh, how could this happen just when I had such good news – just when all our problems were going to be ended.'

'Is it true, then, what I read in the paper?' said Sir Pitt. He had just read a paragraph that had surprised him greatly.

'Yes, it's true. Lord Steyne told me on Friday night that as soon as the news arrived of the death of the previous Governor, he obtained the position for my husband. Rawdon will be the new Governor of Coventry Island! But I had to wait until the announcement was official. And then Rawdon came home...'

And so she went on with her persuasive story, pouring it into the ears of her confused brother-in-law. Yes, she had money of which Rawdon knew nothing. But Pitt knew what his brother was like, knew how careless he was about money, how he would have spent it on horses and gambling...

'I did it all for my dear husband,' she cried. 'Lord Steyne liked me, yes, and I tried hard, in every honest way I could, to please him. But it was for Rawdon – and you! I wanted him to get Rawdon a good position – I wanted him to make you a lord. Oh, Pitt, dear Pitt, pity me! Bring Rawdon back to me!'

As she spoke, she threw herself down on her knees and, weeping passionately, seized Pitt's hand and kissed it.

It was at that moment that Lady Jane, returning from church, came into the room. She was pale with anger.

'How dare Mrs Crawley enter this house?' she said. 'She's a wicked woman – a heartless mother, a false wife!'

'My love!' cried Sir Pitt. 'You do Rebecca an injustice...'

'I have been a faithful and obedient wife to you, Pitt,' Lady Jane continued, 'but I will not have that woman in my house. If she enters it, I and my children will leave it. You must choose, sir, between her and me.' And with that, she walked out of the room, leaving Becky and Sir Pitt astonished by her strong words.

'It was the diamond bracelet you gave me,' Becky said sadly. And before she left him, Sir Pitt had promised to find Rawdon and do all he could to persuade him to forgive his wife.
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Lord Steyne refused to challenge Colonel Crawley to a duel. He sent a friend to talk to Captain Macmurdo, and the friend explained that Lord Steyne was innocent, Mrs Crawley was innocent; that he and his wife had also been invited to Curzon Street on that fatal evening but had failed to come owing to his wife's headache; and finally, that the proof of Lord Steyne's friendship for Colonel Crawley was demonstrated beyond question by the appointment of Colonel Crawley as the new Governor of Coventry Island.

Rawdon still wanted to fight, but Captain Macmurdo said no.

'Don't be a fool, man,' he said. 'You've knocked Steyne down and beaten him already. It's my belief your wife's innocent. I think you should take the appointment and hold your tongue.'

So there was no duel between the two men. The thousand-pound note was sent back to Lord Steyne, and after long, hard persuasion from his friends, Rawdon finally agreed to accept the position of Governor of Coventry Island. The climate on the island was said to be very unhealthy – the previous Governor had died after only eighteen months there – but the salary was excellent, and Rawdon would be free of debt for the first time in many long years.

Sir Pitt tried hard to bring Rawdon and Becky together again. He pointed out to his brother all the arguments that supported Becky's story, and stated his own belief in her innocence.

But Rawdon would not hear of it. 'She's been hiding money from me for ten years,' he said. 'She swore that night that she had received no money from Steyne. She knew it was all over, as soon as I found it. If she's not guilty, Pitt, she's as bad as guilty; and I'll never see her again – never.' His head sank down on his chest as he said this, and he looked quite broken and sad.

True to his word, Rawdon left for Coventry Island without forgiving Becky, and young Rawdy went home to Sir Pitt and Lady Jane at Queen's Crawley in the school holidays, where he was very happy. His father wrote to him by every mail.

His mother never made any attempt to see him. Was she guilty or not? Everybody knows that Vanity Fair is never kind with its verdicts in these matters. Rawdon's lawyers paid her enough money to live on, and people said she had gone to Europe, but where she lived, or how she lived, no one knew – or cared.



deliver v. to take goods, letters, packages etc to a particular place or person 递送，传送

innocent adj. not guilty of a crime 无罪的，清白的

pointless adj. worthless or not likely to have any useful result 无用的，无益的

persuasive adj. able to make other people believe something or do what you ask 有说服力的

do sb an injustice to judge someone's character or abilities unfairly 冤枉某人

duel n. a fight with weapons between two people, used in the past to settle a quarrel 决斗


9
克劳利上校的麻烦

罗顿乖乖地跟逮捕他的三个人走了。他知道，只要付了钱，他第二天就能从监狱里出来。

“要多少钱？”他问那些人。

“只是一笔小钱。”第一个人回答，“一百七十英镑。内森先生的账。”

第三个人去叫了辆出租马车，载他们去监狱。罗顿并没太发愁。“钱不多。”他想，“贝姬很容易就能凑到。但是，她现在已经睡了。让她睡吧。我明早给她写信。”

周六一早，他派信差送了这封信。




亲爱的贝姬：

希望你昨晚睡得好。昨晚走回家时，我因欠内森的账被捕了，共一百七十英镑。拿我的表和其他你能拿出的东西卖了，凑上这笔钱。请快点，明天就是周日，我不想在这里再过一晚了。很高兴罗迪这个周末不回家。罗（请抓紧时间。）




他想，只要三个小时，贝姬就会带着钱来到这里，打开他牢房的门。但是白天过去了，没有信差前来，贝姬也不见踪影。直到晚上才有一封信送来。




我可怜的、最最亲爱的：

我昨晚整夜睡不着觉，担心你出了什么事。早晨我病得很严重，只得请了医生来。他给我开了帮助睡眠的药，说我绝不能受打扰。因此，你的信差等了好几个小时。你能想象得到，后来我终于看到你的信时是怎样的感受啊。我立刻准备好出门，不料斯泰恩勋爵带着他的朋友们来了（他们对昨晚赞不绝口呢！）。

我心里急切盼着他们赶紧离开。最后他们终于走了，我跪在斯泰恩勋爵面前，求他给我两百英镑。他大发雷霆，但是走的时候，答应早晨会把钱送来，那时我就可以立刻带着钱来接我可怜的囚犯了。随信附上一吻，深爱你的贝姬。（又及，我在床上写的信。唉，我的头好痛，心也好痛！）




罗顿读了信，气得满面通红，所有的疑虑又涌上心头。她都不出去卖些东西让他摆脱牢狱之灾。他身在监狱，她还能谈论那些恭维她的话。是谁害他进监狱？他简直不敢想那些疑虑。很快，他坐下来，写了一封短信给皮特爵士和克劳利女士。他哀求他们看在他孩子的份上帮帮他。

一个小时后，他被告知有访客。来人是简女士。“你的信到的时候，皮特不在家。”她说，“所以我自己来了。”

罗顿听到她亲切的声音大为感动，他跑到她面前，拥抱她，气喘吁吁地道谢。

债务很快就还清了。坐马车回家的路上，罗顿再三感谢简女士。晚上九点钟，他把简女士送到家后，一路上连走带跑，上气不接下气地跑到自己家门前。他停下脚步，抬头看着房子，浑身颤抖。客厅窗户透出明亮的灯光。她之前说她生病卧床。他站了好一会儿，房子里透出的灯光照在他苍白的脸上。

他取出家门钥匙，开门进屋，悄悄上楼。四处一片安静，仆人们都被打发走了。他听到客厅传来笑声——笑声和歌声。贝姬在唱歌。一个声音大喊：“唱得好！唱得好！”说话人是斯泰恩勋爵。

罗顿打开门，走了进去。一张小桌子上摆着两人的晚餐，还有葡萄酒。贝姬坐在沙发上，斯泰恩勋爵俯身向她靠去。她穿着她最漂亮的晚礼服，脖子上斯泰恩勋爵送给她的钻石项链闪闪发光。他拉着她的手，正要低头亲吻上去。就在这时，贝姬看见罗顿惨白的脸，发出一声微弱的惊叫，吓得跳了起来。她努力挤出笑脸，而斯泰恩勋爵站起身，铁青着脸，怒形于色。

他勉强笑了一下，走上前来，伸出手。“啊，回来了？你还好吗，克劳利？”他说。

贝姬一看罗顿的脸色，立刻冲到他面前。“我是清白的，罗顿。”她说，“我对天发誓，我是清白的！”她转向斯泰恩勋爵。“说我是清白的！”她大喊。

他觉得这是给他设的一个圈套，对妻子和对丈夫同样怒不可遏。“你——清白！去你的吧！”他大叫，“你——清白！喂，你身上的每件珠宝都是我掏的钱！我给了你几千英镑，都让你丈夫花了，这等于他把你给卖了！别以为你能吓唬住我。让我过去。”

罗顿掐住他的脖子。“你撒谎！”他大喊，“你撒谎，你这个胆小鬼！”他扇了高贵的勋爵两巴掌，不顾他受伤流血，把他推倒在地。贝姬阻止不了罗顿，站在那里浑身发抖。她崇拜她的丈夫——他强壮，勇敢，无往不胜。

“过来。”罗顿说。贝姬立刻上前。

“摘掉那些珠宝。”她一面哆嗦，一面把珠宝取下来。

罗顿拿过钻石项链，扔给斯泰恩勋爵。

“上楼。”罗顿对妻子说。

“饶我一命，罗顿。”她说。

他愤怒地冷笑。“他骂我的话全是胡说，我要看看关于钱的事他有没有撒谎。他给过你钱吗？”

“没。”贝姬说，“那是——”

“把你的钥匙给我。”罗顿说。接着他们一起离开客厅。

贝姬把她秘密小桌子的钥匙隐藏起来，但是罗顿找了很久，查得很仔细，最后她不得不把她的小桌子也打开了。里面装着情书、珠宝和钞票——其中有一张崭新的一千英镑票子。

“是他给你的吗？”罗顿说。

“是的。”贝姬回答。

“我今天就把这个还给他。”罗顿说，“我会付钱给布里格斯小姐，她对孩子很好。我还会再还一些债。贝姬，这么多钱物，你本应该给我送一百英镑的。我一直都跟你共甘苦的啊。”

“我是清白的。”贝姬说。他一言不发，转身离开了。

他离开的时候，她在想什么？她在房间里坐了几个小时，直到阳光洒了进来。她丈夫走时，她听见门砰的一响。她知道他再也不会回来了，他会在她生活里消失。他会自杀吗？不会，除非他已和斯泰恩勋爵决斗过。她想着以往的生活——似乎是那样缺乏安慰，那样痛苦孤独，那样毫无意义。
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罗顿到了大冈特街的哥哥家，被领到书房等候。时钟刚敲九下，皮特爵士就走进书房。他看上去精神抖擞，装扮齐整，简直就是整洁的典范。而可怜的罗顿，眼睛红肿，胡子拉碴，头发乱作一团，爵士吃惊地盯着他。

“老天爷，罗顿！”他说，“你在这里干什么？你怎么没在家待着？”

“家！”罗顿狂笑着说，“皮特，我完了。”

“我警告过你。我总说你会落到这般田地。”他哥哥回答，“我不能再给你钱了，罗顿。”

“我要的不是钱。”罗顿说，“我担心的是孩子。答应我，我走了后你会好好照顾他。嫂子一向对他很好。我的婚姻完蛋了。”

“天哪！她死了？”皮特爵士关心地问。

“我希望是我死了。”罗顿说，“要不是担心我儿子，我今天早晨就自杀了，还要杀了那个混蛋。”

皮特爵士立刻猜到了实情，那个罗顿想杀死的“混蛋”是斯泰恩勋爵。罗顿给他哥哥讲了事情的经过，然后用哽咽的声音继续说：“一定会有一场决斗。我打了他，所以一定要给他机会报仇。我可能会被杀死。皮特，你和简愿意照顾我儿子吗？如果你答应，我就放心了。”

皮特爵士大为感动，和弟弟握了握手。“当然，罗顿，当然。我向你保证。”

给布里格斯小姐的钱也没落下，罗顿把钱交给了皮特。“请确保她收到。”他说，“我一直都很羞愧，拿了可怜老妇人的钱。”

接下来，罗顿去见他的朋友麦克默多上尉，请他安排决斗的事宜。“我要杀了他，麦克。”罗顿说，“只有一条路可走。他们害我被逮捕。我发现他们单独在一起。我对他说他是个骗子、懦夫，然后把他打倒，揍了他一顿。”

“干得好。”麦克默多说，“是谁啊？”

罗顿告诉了他。

“斯泰恩！老天！他是亲王的朋友。不过——她毕竟也有可能是清白的。”麦克默多说。

“不会。”罗顿说。他拿出在贝姬桌里找到的那张一千英镑的票子。“这是他给她的，麦克，而她藏了起来。这笔钱一直在屋里放着，我因为欠债被关起来，她都没来解救我。你不知道我有多么爱她。我为她牺牲了一切。”

上尉叹了口气，同意安排决斗的事。
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贝姬终于从绝望的情绪中缓过劲来时，上午快过去了。她一遍又一遍地打铃召唤仆人，但没有人来。最后，她下楼去，发现客厅里有几个人。房东、房东的妻子、厨子，还有其他几个仆人正坐在那里，一边喝酒，一边大声抱怨。

贝姬怒火中烧。“你们好大胆！”她对他们尖叫，“你们竟敢坐我的沙发，喝我的葡萄酒！”

“你的沙发，哼！”厨子说，“我坐的沙发是你房东的，这房里所有的东西都是！”

家里的仆人都知道发生了什么事，知道贝姬完蛋了。他们知道她没钱，付不了长期拖欠他们的薪水。他们中有一些人已经拿上值钱的东西离开了。贝姬的法国女仆拿走了丢在客厅地板上的珠宝首饰，以及所有的银汤匙和贝姬的几件高级裙子。

房东就快哭出来了。“我的房租呢，克劳利夫人，呃？你害得我倾家荡产了！我从小就认识克劳利一家人，我从来没想到他们家会有人弄得我倾家荡产啊！”

贝姬许诺次日付清欠他们的钱，然后就匆匆出门了。她快步穿过街道（她没钱雇马车），前往大冈特街皮特爵士的家。简·克劳利女士在哪里？那天是星期天，她在教堂。皮特爵士呢？在书房。贝姬溜过仆人身边，闯进了皮特爵士的书房，她吃惊的大伯还没来得及把报纸放下。

他涨红了脸，往后退去，一副惊慌失措的样子。

“别那样看着我。”贝姬说，“我是无辜的，亲爱的皮特。你一定要相信我！你曾是我的朋友啊。唉，怎么能发生这种事呢，就在我刚得到好消息的时候——就在我们所有的问题都快解决的时候。”

“那么，我在报纸上看到的是真的？”皮特爵士说。他刚读到一段文章，令他大吃一惊。

“是的，是真的。斯泰恩勋爵周五晚上告诉我，前任总督的死讯一到，他就帮我丈夫拿到了这个职位。罗顿就要当考文垂岛的新任总督了！但是我得等到官方通知下来。然后罗顿就回到家……”

她继续说着合情合理的故事，一股脑儿灌进她大伯的耳朵里，弄得他迷迷瞪瞪的。没错，她是有些罗顿不知道的钱，但皮特知道他弟弟是什么样的人，对钱是多么不放在心上，有钱就会拿去赌马或赌博……

“我做这一切都是为了亲爱的丈夫。”她哭着说，“斯泰恩勋爵喜欢我，没错，而我也想尽办法讨好他，良家妇女能做的我都做了。但那是为了罗顿，也为了你啊！我想让他给罗顿谋个好职位，我想让他把你弄成勋爵。啊，皮特，亲爱的皮特，可怜可怜我吧！把罗顿带回我身边吧！”

说到这里，她跪在地上放声痛哭，一把抓住皮特的手亲吻。

就在这时，从教堂回来的简女士走进房间。她气得面色苍白。

“克劳利夫人怎么敢进这个家？”她说，“她是个邪恶的女人，没心肝的母亲，不忠诚的妻子！”

“亲爱的！”皮特爵士大叫，“你冤枉丽贝卡了……”

“我一直是个忠顺的妻子，皮特。”简女士继续说，“但是我的家里容不下那个女人。她要在这里，我就和孩子们离开。先生，你必须在我和她之间作出选择。”说完，她走出了房间，贝姬和皮特爵士听了她激烈的言辞，目瞪口呆。

“那是因为你把钻石手镯送给我的缘故。”贝姬伤心地说。在她离开之前，皮特爵士答应找到罗顿，竭尽所能说服他原谅妻子。
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斯泰恩勋爵拒绝和克劳利上校决斗。他派了一个朋友和麦克默多上尉谈。这个朋友解释说，斯泰恩勋爵是清白的，克劳利夫人也是清白的。那个不幸的晚上，他和他妻子也受邀去柯曾大街作客，但是因为妻子头痛而没有赴约。最后，斯泰恩勋爵对克劳利上校的友情也得到了证明，是毋庸置疑的：克劳利上校被任命为考文垂岛的新总督。

罗顿还想打一场，但是麦克默多上尉不同意。

“别傻了，老兄。”他说，“你已经把斯泰恩打倒，揍过他了。我相信你妻子是清白的。我觉得你应该接受任命，不再提这件事了。”

因此，两位男士没有决斗，一千英镑的票子也还给了斯泰恩勋爵。经过朋友们苦口婆心的一番劝说，罗顿终于同意接受考文垂岛总督一职。据说，岛上气候对健康十分不利，前任总督在那里才待了十八个月就死了。但是薪俸极高，罗顿这么多年来负债累累的日子就快结束了。

皮特爵士费尽心思想让罗顿和贝姬重归于好。他向弟弟指出诸多支撑贝姬说法的证据，声明他本人相信她的清白。

但是罗顿听不进去。“她瞒着我藏了十年钱。”他说，“她那晚发誓，她没有从斯泰恩那里收过钱。我一找到，她就知道一切都完了。皮特，即使她无罪，她的罪名也不能因此减轻。我决不再见她，决不。”他说话时，脑袋耷拉着，看上去悲痛欲绝。

罗顿没有食言，他没有原谅贝姬，就启程去考文垂岛了。学校放假时，小罗迪去皮特爵士和简女士在昆士克劳利的家，他在那里十分快乐。每班邮船上都会有他父亲给他写的信。

他母亲没有想办法和他见面。她是不是有罪呢？大家都知道，名利场在这些事的裁定上从不仁慈大度。罗顿的律师给了她足够生活的钱。有人说她去了欧洲，但是她住在哪里，过得如何，却无人知晓，也无人关心。


10
Major Dobbin returns from India

Georgy Osborne enjoyed his new life at his grandfather's house in Russell Square. His good looks and bright, cheerful nature pleased the old man very much, and Mr Osborne was soon as proud of his grandson as he had been of his son.

The boy had many more luxuries and comforts than had been given to his father. Mr Osborne's wealth had increased greatly in recent years, and he had ambitious plans for his grandson, who was sent to an expensive little school, and who wore the finest clothes any young gentleman was ever seen in – even his shirts had little jewelled buttons. The neat, plain shirts that his mother had sewn for him with such loving care were never worn – Miss Osborne gave them to the coachman's boy.

In Russell Square everybody was afraid of Mr Osborne, and Mr Osborne was afraid of Georgy, who ruled his new home like a king. He was clever and better educated than his grandfather, and had little respect for the old man, whose manners were rude and rough. Mr Osborne spoiled Georgy, admired him, and laughed with delight at his commanding ways.

'Did you ever see a boy like him?' he would often say. 'Drinks his wine at dinner like a lord! Oh, he's a fine little gentleman!'

After breakfast, Georgy would sit in the armchair reading the newspaper, just like a grown-up man. He even had his personal servant, who would bring him his letters on a silver tray.

But despite all this, Georgy was still a good-natured boy, and still fond of his mother. On one of his regular visits he eagerly pulled a red leather case out of his pocket and gave it to her.

'I bought it with my own money, mama,' he said. 'I thought you'd like it.'

Amelia opened the case, and giving a cry of delight, seized the boy and covered him with kisses. It was a miniature painting of Georgy. His grandfather had had a painting of the boy done by a famous artist, and Georgy asked the artist to make a little copy of the painting. It made Amelia so happy, this little picture. She wept and laughed over it, slept with it under her pillow, and kissed it a hundred times a day.

There was little else in her life to give her much joy. Not long after Georgy went to live with Mr Osborne, Mrs Sedley fell ill. She was a difficult patient, but Amelia was always at her bedside, always ready with a gentle answer to that complaining voice, always offering a daughter's loving kindness in exchange for the hard words she received.

When they had buried the old lady, Amelia's father became totally dependent on his daughter. He was a sad old man, with a shaky memory, his mind often wandering in the past, but Amelia did everything she could to make her old father happy. And so the days went by, with Georgy's visits the only bright points in Amelia's dull, dutiful life.

[image: alt]

Major Dobbin had easily obtained permission from his good-natured commander to return to England. He travelled night and day across country to the port, where he was struck down by a fever that nearly killed him. He lay at the edge of death for a long time, and it was many, many weeks before he was able to take the ship for home. He was as thin as a stick and as weak as a baby, but the long sea journey gave him back his health and strength.

The journey also gave him a most unexpected companion – no other than Joseph Sedley, the brother of the woman whose name Dobbin had murmured so often during his long illness.

Our old friend Jos, after ten years with the East India Company, was sailing home, richer, but otherwise unchanged. Many a night, as the ship was cutting through the roaring dark sea, the moon and stars shining overhead, Jos and the Major would sit talking of home. And with great skill and cunning the Major always brought the talk round to the subject of Amelia.

'I hope,' he said once, 'she will be happy in her new marriage.'

'Marriage?' said Jos. 'Her last letter to me said nothing about marriage. She wrote to say that you were going to be married, and she hoped that you would be happy.'

It was wonderful to see after this, how bright and cheerful the Major became, and how quickly he recovered his strength.

They landed in England at Southampton, late at night, but very early the next morning Dobbin banged at Jos's door.

'Sedley,' he called. 'Time to go. The carriage is ready.'

A bad-tempered growl greeted him, and Mr Sedley informed the Major that the Major could go to the devil or wherever he pleased, but that he, Jos, would finish his sleep in peace.

So Dobbin travelled to London alone, and made his way to the Sedleys' house. At the door he began to tremble. 'Suppose she is married, after all,' he thought. 'Suppose she's moved.'

A girl of about sixteen opened the door.

Dobbin was as pale as a ghost. 'Does Mrs Osborne live here?'

The girl stared at him, and then her face went white. 'Oh! Oh!' she cried. 'It's Major Dobbin! Do you remember me? I'm Mary – the landlord's daughter. I was only little when you went away.'

Yes, of course the Major remembered Mary Clapp, who used to play with Georgy as a baby. And Mrs Osborne...? She was walking in the park, he was told, with her poor old father. The Major would like to see her – would Mary show him the way?

'I'll get my hat at once,' said Mary, delighted.

Mary took Dobbin's arm, and as they walked, she answered all the Major's many questions about Mrs Osborne. Yes, she was very unhappy about parting with her son. No, she never had any gentlemen visitors. And Mary heard the Major's sigh of relief when she said this, and she felt the Major's arm jump under her hand as he caught sight of Amelia in the park. Oh yes, Mary Clapp knew all there was to know about the Major's heart.

She ran ahead to find Amelia.

'News, news!' she cried. 'He's come, he's come!'

'Who's come?' Amelia called, jumping up in alarm.

Then she saw Dobbin's tall figure approaching; she turned white, then red, and began – naturally – to cry. She ran towards him, holding out her hands, smiling through her tears.
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She ran towards him, holding out her hands, smiling through her tears.

Dobbin looked at her lovingly. She had not changed. The same kind eyes, and soft brown hair. She looked up at his plain, honest face, and he took her two little hands between his, and held them there. Why did he not take her in his arms, and swear that he would never leave her? She would have accepted, surely.

After a pause he said, 'Someone else has come with me.'

'Mrs Dobbin?' she said, moving back. Why didn't he speak?

'No,' he said, letting her hands go. 'Who has told you those lies? I mean, your brother Jos. He came in the same ship with me, and has come home to make you all happy.'

'Papa!' Amelia cried. 'Jos is home! And here's Major Dobbin!'

Mr Sedley was confused and worried by all this excitement, but he recognized Dobbin and was pleased to see him. They all returned to the house, and Dobbin stayed for hours, drinking endless cups of tea, and watching that dear, remembered face.

Amelia talked only of Georgy, what a wonderful, intelligent, handsome, delightful boy he was. Such a joy and comfort to his mother – and so like his dear father who was gone.

Dobbin watched as Amelia put her handkerchief to her eyes. 'Should I be angry with her,' he thought, 'for being so faithful to George? Can that heart love only once and for ever?'
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When Joseph Sedley arrived the next day, he was shocked to see how sorrow and misfortune had changed his father. The old man wept as he told his son about his wife's death, and the hard times they had all lived through. And in the emotion of that first meeting, Jos swore that he would take care of them from now on; that his house and everything he had would be theirs; and that Amelia would look very pretty at the head of his dinner table – until, of course, she accepted one of her own.

Amelia shook her head sadly and, as usual, began to cry. She knew what he meant. She and her young friend Mary Clapp had talked over the subject very fully after the Major's visit.

'Didn't you see,' Mary said, 'how he shook all over when you asked if he was married, and he said, "Who told you those lies?" Oh, Mrs O., he never took his eyes off you for a second! I'm sure he's gone grey-haired with thinking about you all these years.'

'Mary, you mustn't say such things. I love him as a brother, but a woman who has been married to him'– Amelia pointed to George's picture on the wall above her bed– 'can never think of another marriage.'

Poor Mary sighed, and felt rather sorry for Major Dobbin.

It had been Dobbin on the long voyage home who had made Jos promise to take care of his family, and this time Jos kept his promise. One day his carriage came to the house and carried his father and sister away to live in comfort once more.

Dobbin was there to meet them when they arrived with their possessions, which included the old piano, rescued long ago by Dobbin himself from the sale at the Sedleys' former house.

Dobbin was very pleased to see the piano. 'I'm glad you've kept it,' he said. 'I didn't think you cared about it.'

'Of course I do,' Amelia replied. 'He gave it to me.'

'Oh, I didn't know,' said poor Dobbin, looking very sad.

Later, thinking about Dobbin's sad face, Amelia realized that it must have been Dobbin who gave her the piano, not George. She had loved it all these years because it was George's gift. But it was not George's gift after all. So now it meant nothing to her. But she was sorry if she had hurt Dobbin's feelings.

'I have to beg your pardon for something,' she said to him a few days later. 'I never thanked you for the piano when you gave it to me. I thought that it came from someone else. Thank you, William.' She held out her hand, and her eyes filled with tears.

Dobbin could bear no more.

'Amelia, Amelia!' he cried, 'I have loved you since the day I first saw you. For twelve years you have never been out of my thoughts. I came to tell you I loved you before I went to India, but you didn't care whether I stayed or went, so I didn't speak.'

'I was very ungrateful,' said Amelia.

'No, you didn't care. I understand how you feel about the piano. You're sorry that it came from me, and not from George. I'm a fool for thinking that years of love could matter to you.'

'Now you are being cruel,' Amelia said. 'George is my husband still. How could I love another? I loved you like a brother, and a dear, true, kind friend. I thought you might have saved me from that dreadful parting from my son – which nearly killed me. You didn't come, but you are still my friend, his friend and mine.' Her voice broke and she hid her face on his shoulder.

The Major held her gently, kissing her head as if she was a child. 'I will not change, dear Amelia,' he said. 'I ask for no more than your love. Only let me stay near you and see you often.'

'Yes, often,' Amelia said.

And that was all Dobbin had – permission to be near her and to see her, and nothing more.
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Life was now much more comfortable for Amelia, but there were more changes ahead. In the winter Mr Sedley died, cared for devotedly by Amelia in his last illness, and less than a year later, Mr Osborne was found dead in his bedroom one morning.

The old man had softened in his last year and, under Dobbin's influence, his anger and hate had faded away. He had left half his fortune to Georgy, and half to his two daughters. But there was also a pension of five hundred pounds a year for Amelia. And he wished his grandson to return to the care of his mother, the widow of his much loved son.

Amelia was overjoyed, and when she learnt it was Dobbin who had caused the change of heart in the old man, she was deeply grateful to him – deeply grateful, but no more. If she thought of anything else, a picture of George rose before her eyes and said, 'You are mine, and mine only, now and for ever.'



luxury n. something expensive that you do not need, but you buy for pleasure and enjoyment 奢侈品

difficult adj. someone who is difficult never seems pleased or satisfied 难以取悦的，不易相处的

shaky adj. not sure about the exact details of something 没把握的，不可靠的

go to the devil used to tell someone to go away or stop annoying you 滚开，别烦我

overjoyed adj. extremely pleased or happy 极为高兴的，十分开心的


10
多宾少校印度归来

乔基·奥斯本喜欢在拉塞尔广场祖父家的新生活。他相貌英俊，性格开朗活泼，让老人十分高兴。很快，奥斯本先生就以孙子为荣，正如他当年以儿子为荣一样。

男孩获得的奢侈享受比他父亲当年有过之而无不及。近几年，奥斯本先生的财富大大增加，他给孙子作了雄心勃勃的安排，送他去上学费昂贵的小学校，让他穿小绅士能穿上的最好的衣服，连他的衬衫都有小颗的宝石纽扣。他母亲满怀爱心为他缝制的干净朴素的衬衫，他从来没穿过——奥斯本小姐把它们送给了车夫的儿子。

在拉塞尔广场，大家都害怕奥斯本先生，而奥斯本先生害怕乔基，乔基像国王一样统治着这个新家。他很聪明，比他祖父受的教育多，对这个粗俗的老人不怎么尊重。奥斯本先生溺爱乔基，夸奖他，乔基的颐指气使总逗得他哈哈大笑。

“见过像他这样的男孩吗？”他常说，“晚餐喝酒像个勋爵一样！啊，他是个高贵的小绅士了！”

吃完早餐，乔基会像个大人一样，坐在扶手椅里读报。他甚至有自己的贴身仆人，仆人会用银托盘呈上他的信。

尽管如此，乔基仍然是个品性善良的男孩，仍然爱着自己的母亲。一次例行拜访中，他急切地从口袋里掏出一个红色皮匣，送给他妈妈。

“我用自己的钱买的，妈妈。”他说，“我想你会喜欢。”

阿梅莉亚打开匣子，发出一声欢呼，她一把拉过孩子，吻个不停。那是一张乔基的小像。孩子的祖父请一位名画家画孩子的肖像，乔基让画家再复制一张小版的。这张小画像太让阿梅莉亚开心了。她对着它又哭又笑，睡觉时放在枕头底下，一天要吻上一百遍。

她的生活中没有什么其他事让她高兴了。乔基去和奥斯本先生住之后不久，塞德利夫人病了。她是个难以伺候的病人，但阿梅莉亚总是守在她的床边，无论她怎么抱怨，阿梅莉亚都温柔回应；无论听到什么难听的话，阿梅莉亚都用女儿的爱心关怀去对待。

他们安葬这位老妇人之后，阿梅莉亚的父亲变得完全依靠女儿了。他是个悲伤的老人，记性差多了，脑子里常常都是过去的事，阿梅莉亚尽她所能让老父亲开心。日子一天天过去，只有乔基的拜访能给她恪尽孝道的单调生活增添一抹亮色。
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多宾少校轻而易举地获得了他好心肠的长官的许可，返回英格兰。他一路日夜兼程赶往港口，不料在那里发起高烧，差点要了他的命。他在鬼门关徘徊了很久，又过了很长很长时间之后才能坐船回国。他瘦得像根竹竿，弱得像个婴儿，但是漫长的海上旅行让他逐渐恢复了健康和体力。

他的海上旅行还有一个意想不到的同伴——不是别人，正是约瑟夫·塞德利，多宾长期卧病时口中念念不忘的那个女子的哥哥。

我们的老朋友乔斯，为东印度公司工作了十年后，搭船回国了。他除了更富有以外，没什么其他变化。无数个夜晚，当船在漆黑的海面上劈波斩浪时，乔斯和少校会坐在星月皎洁的夜空下，谈起家乡。少校总是巧妙圆滑地把话题转到阿梅莉亚身上。

“我希望，”有一次他说，“她新婚幸福。”

“结婚？”乔斯说，“她给我的上封信里可没提到结婚的事。她写信告诉我，你快结婚了，她希望你幸福。”

在这之后，少校令人惊奇地开朗起来，他精神焕发，体力也很快恢复了。

他们深夜在英格兰南安普敦上了岸，但是第二天一大清早，多宾就来敲乔斯的门。

“塞德利。”他大喊，“该动身了。马车备好了。”

回应他的是一声愤怒的咆哮。塞德利先生让少校滚蛋，爱去哪儿去哪儿，但他乔斯要安安生生地睡觉。

因此，多宾独自一人上路前往伦敦，去塞德利家。到了门口，他开始发抖。他想：“没准儿她还是结婚了。没准儿她已经搬走了。”

一个十六岁上下的姑娘开了门。

多宾面色苍白如纸。“奥斯本夫人住在这里吗？”

那姑娘打量着他，随后脸色也开始发白。“哦！哦！”她大叫，“是多宾少校！您记得我吗？我是玛丽——房东的女儿。您走的时候，我还是小孩子呢。”

是的，少校当然记得玛丽·克拉普，她曾和当时还是婴儿的乔基一起玩。那奥斯本夫人……？玛丽告诉他，她和可怜的老父亲一起在公园散步。少校想见见她——玛丽愿意带路吗？

“我这就去拿帽子。”玛丽高兴地说。

玛丽挽着多宾的手臂，一路走，一路回答少校关于奥斯本夫人的各种问题。是的，和儿子分离她非常伤心。不，没有任何先生来拜访过她。说到这儿，玛丽听到少校宽慰地松了口气。少校在公园里看到阿梅莉亚时，玛丽感觉到她挽着的手臂抖了一下。哦，是的，少校的心思玛丽·克拉普全明白了。

她跑上前去找阿梅莉亚。

“新闻，新闻！”她大喊，“他来了，他来了！”

“谁来了？”阿梅莉亚吓了一跳，问道。

接着，她看见多宾瘦高的身影越走越近。她面色发白，继而转红，然后开始——自然而然地——哭了起来。她伸出双手，脸上挂着泪，微笑着奔向他。

多宾充满爱意地看着她。她没有变。同样的善良眼神，同样的柔软棕发。她仰头看着他真诚正直的脸。他把她两只小手握在手心不放。他为什么没有拥她入怀？没有发誓再也不离开她？她一定会接受的。

他顿了顿，又接着说：“有人和我一起回来。”

“多宾夫人吗？”她说，向后退开。他为什么不早说？

“不。”他说，放开了她的手。“谁告诉你这些瞎话的？我说的是你哥哥乔斯。他和我搭同一艘船来的。他回来了，让你们都高兴高兴。”

“爸爸！”阿梅莉亚大喊，“乔斯回家了！多宾少校来了！”

塞德利先生对这阵骚动感到莫明其妙，有些担心。但他认出了多宾，很高兴见到他。他们一起回家，多宾在那里待了好几个小时，喝了无数杯茶，望着那张朝思暮想的可爱脸庞。

阿梅莉亚满口谈论的都是乔基：乔基是多么聪明、英俊、讨人喜欢的好男孩。他带给他母亲多少欢乐和慰藉——而且长得多像他去世的父亲。

阿梅莉亚拿起手帕擦眼泪，多宾望着她。“我应该生她的气吗？”他想，“她对乔治这样忠贞？那颗心一生只能爱一次吗？”
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次日，约瑟夫·塞德利也回到了家。看到悲痛和不幸极大地改变了父亲，他十分震惊。老人哭泣着告诉儿子老伴的离世，以及他们如何熬过那段艰难的时光。在这次初聚的强烈感情推动下，乔斯发誓要从此照顾他们，他的房子和一切东西也都是他们的，阿梅莉亚作为女主人坐在餐桌桌首一定会很漂亮。当然，在她想自立门户时再另说。

阿梅莉亚悲伤地摇摇头，像平时一样，眼泪开始往下掉。她明白他的意思。少校来访后，她和她的年轻朋友玛丽·克拉普充分地讨论过这个话题。

“你没看见吗？”玛丽说，“你问他是不是结婚了的时候，他浑身颤抖得厉害。他说，‘谁告诉你这些瞎话的？’哎呀，奥斯本夫人，他的目光不曾从你身上移开过！我肯定，他头发变灰白，都是这些年想你想的。”

“玛丽，你不要说这种话。我像爱兄长那样爱他，但是一个女人嫁给了他”——说着，阿梅莉亚指着她床头上方挂着的乔治画像——“就再也不会考虑再婚。”

可怜的玛丽叹了口气，替多宾少校感到很遗憾。

是多宾在漫长的归家旅途中劝说乔斯答应照顾家人。而这一回，乔斯遵守了诺言。一天，他的马车来接他的父亲和妹妹离开，让他们再次过上舒适的生活。

他们带着行李抵达的时候，多宾在那里迎接。行李中那架旧钢琴，是多宾很久以前在塞德利家旧居拍卖时买回的。

多宾看到钢琴很高兴。“我很高兴你还留着它。”他说，“我以为你不会在乎。”

“我当然在乎。”阿梅莉亚回答，“他给我的。”

“噢，我不知道。”可怜的多宾说，看上去难过极了。

后来，想起多宾难过的表情，阿梅莉亚意识到，钢琴一定是多宾送给她的，而不是乔治。她爱这架钢琴这么多年，是因为它是乔治的礼物。但事实却非如此，所以现在钢琴对她毫无意义了。不过，伤了多宾的感情，她感到于心有愧。

“我要请求你的原谅。”几天后她对他说，“你送给我钢琴的时候，我从未道谢。我以为那是别人送的。谢谢你，威廉。”她伸出手，眼里满是泪水。

多宾再也忍受不下去了。

“阿梅莉亚，阿梅莉亚！”他大叫，“从第一天见到你时，我就爱上你了。十二年了，你一直在我的心里。去印度之前，我来是想说我爱你，但你丝毫不关心我是走是留，所以我没说。”

“我太不知道感恩了。”阿梅莉亚说。

“不，你是无所谓。我知道你是怎么想这架钢琴的。你觉得遗憾的是，它是我送的，不是乔治送的。我真傻，竟然以为多年的爱能感化你。”

“你这么说可太残忍了。”阿梅莉亚说，“乔治仍是我的丈夫。我怎么能爱上别人呢？我爱你如兄长，如一位亲爱的、忠诚的、好心的朋友。我以为你能让我免受与儿子离别之苦，那时我差点活不下去。你没有来，但你仍然是我的朋友，他和我的朋友。”她哽咽起来，把脸埋在他的肩头。

少校轻轻地搂着她，像对待孩子一样亲了亲她的头。“我的心意不会改变，亲爱的阿梅莉亚。”他说，“除了你的爱我别无所求。就让我待在你的身边，经常见见你吧。”

“好的，经常。”阿梅莉亚说。

多宾获得的就是这些——被允许待在她近旁，能见她，仅此而已。
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阿梅莉亚现在的生活舒适多了，但是后来发生了更多变故。冬天的时候塞德利先生去世了。他患病临终前，阿梅莉亚尽心尽力照顾他。不到一年后的一天早晨，奥斯本先生也死在了他的卧室里。

在生命的最后一年里，老奥斯本的态度软化了，而且在多宾的影响下，他的愤怒与仇恨也逐渐淡去。他把一半财产留给乔基，一半留给他的两个女儿。而且还给阿梅莉亚留了每年五百英镑的年金。他希望孙子重新由母亲——他爱子的遗孀照看。

阿梅莉亚喜不自胜。当她听说是多宾劝服老人改变了心意，她对他充满感激之情。但除此之外，再无其他。如果她有其他想法，乔治的头像就会浮现在她面前说：“你属于我，只属于我，从现在直到永远。”


11
A meeting with an old friend

Fortune now began to smile on Amelia. It was amazing how differently people behaved towards her as soon as they heard that Mr Osborne had left money to her. She found that everyone treated her with respect, that the servants were more attentive to her instructions, and that she suddenly had a wide circle of affectionate friends. Even Jos, who used to treat her as a harmless poor relation whom it was his duty to look after, became quite respectful and anxious to please her.

Major Dobbin, who was now Georgy's guardian, often took the boy out, and the two became firm friends. Georgy admired and respected the Major and, anxious to win his approval, became less boastful and selfish in his own behaviour.

'I like him because he knows so much,' he said to his mother, 'and he never boasts about all the things he's done.'

When summer came, Joseph Sedley decided that a trip to Europe would be an agreeable way of passing the time, and his sister and nephew were delighted with the plan. So they took the boat from London to Germany, accompanied of course by Major Dobbin, as a close family friend.

For weeks they travelled through the towns along the banks of the river Rhine, visiting the sights, and enjoying themselves in their different ways. After a large lunch, Jos usually read the newspapers (or fell asleep over them), while the others went on excursions. Amelia was fond of drawing, and sat in the sunshine, drawing castles and churches. Sometimes they climbed up to a ruined tower on a hill-top, where Georgy ran about exploring, and Amelia drew the view. Dobbin carried her little chair and her sketch-book, and admired the drawings as they had never been admired before. Perhaps it was the happiest time of both their lives, if they had only known it. But who does?

When they came to the little town of Pumpernickel, Jos liked it so much that he decided to stay there for the winter. They rented a pleasant house, and were welcomed into local society, receiving invitations to parties, dinners and balls.

On one occasion the wedding of a local German prince took place. The town was full of visitors for the celebrations, and everybody was invited to a grand ball. Jos and his party went, including young Georgy, who watched the dancing for a while, but then got bored, and wandered away through the other rooms in search of better entertainment.

He found himself in the gambling rooms, with the card tables and the roulette wheel, a place where his guardian the Major would never normally let him enter. But Georgy was fascinated, and stood close to the roulette table, watching the gamblers as they played, and won... and lost... and lost again.

One of them, a lady with light hair, in a low-necked dress and wearing a black mask, kept on losing. She looked around, saw Georgy watching, and stared at him.

'You never play, sir?' she said in a French accent.

'No, madame,' the boy replied.

'Will you do something for me, then?' she said.

'What is it?' said Georgy, blushing a little.

'Play this for me, please. Put it on any number you like.'

She took a gold coin from her purse, the only coin there, and gave it to him. The boy laughed, and did as she asked.

And his number won. It always does, they say, for beginners.

'Thank you,' the lady said, pulling a pile of money towards her. 'Thank you. What is your name?'

'My name's George Osborne,' said the boy.

At this moment the Major and Jos appeared, looking for him. Dobbin took Georgy's arm and quickly led him away. He looked back over his shoulder at Jos, who was watching with interest as the masked lady won on the next spin of the roulette wheel.

'Are you coming with us?' Dobbin asked him.

'You go on,' Jos replied. 'I'll follow in a while.'

Outside the room Dobbin said to Georgy, 'Did you play?'

The boy said, 'No.'

'Give me your promise that you never will,' said Dobbin.

'Why?' Georgy said. 'It seems very good fun.'

In a serious voice Dobbin explained why Georgy should never gamble. He did not mention, of course, how Georgy's own father had demonstrated the foolishness of gambling.

Jos remained behind. He was no gambler, but he liked a little excitement now and then, and he had some coins in his pocket. He put one down over the fair shoulder of the masked lady, and they won. She gently tapped the empty chair next to her.

'Come and give me good luck,' she said.

Jos sat down, murmuring confused compliments.

'I play to forget, but I cannot,' said the mask. 'I cannot forget old times, sir. Your little nephew is so like his father. And you – you have not changed – but yes, you have. Everybody changes, everybody forgets; nobody has any heart.'

'Good God, who is it?' cried Jos, alarmed.

'Can't you guess, Joseph Sedley?' said the little woman, taking off her mask and looking at him. 'You have forgotten me.'

'Good heavens! Mrs Crawley!' gasped Jos.

'Rebecca,' she said, putting her hand on his. 'I'm staying at the Elephant hotel. Ask for Madame de Raudon. I saw my dear Amelia today. How pretty she looked, and how happy! So do you! Everybody is happy, except me. I am so miserable, Joseph Sedley.'

She played another coin on the black. Her eyes followed the wheel as it spun, but the red won, and she lost her money.

'Come with me for a little while,' she said to Jos. 'We are old friends, aren't we, dear Mr Sedley?'

[image: alt]

What had happened to Mrs Rebecca Crawley in the two years since that dreadful night in Curzon Street? She went first to Boulogne on the French coast, where she led a quiet, respectable life for a while. But of the many English travellers passing through, there were always some who knew her story. And then the gossip began; society ladies would ignore her, and the men would laugh at her, or be too familiar, even insulting. One young man, who in London used to walk a mile through the rain to find her carriage for her, tried to force his way into her sitting-room, and she had to shut the door in his face.

It made her feel very lonely. 'If he had been here,' she thought, 'those cowards would never dare to insult me.' She thought about 'him' with great sadness – his honest, stupid kindness, his good humour, his faithfulness and obedience, his bravery. And perhaps she cried a little too.

She moved on to Ostend, Florence, Rome... Through his lawyers, Rawdon was paying her three hundred pounds a year, on the condition that she never troubled him again. But when she got her money, she gambled; when she had gambled it, she had to live as best she could. Some said she gave singing lessons, and sang in theatres. Certainly, the Elephant hotel in Pumpernickel, where Joseph Sedley visited her the next day, was full of actors and entertainers and noisy young students. Becky liked the life. She was, after all, the daughter of an artist and a dancer, and was happy to drink brandy-and-water and share a joke with anyone.

Meeting Joseph Sedley again, though, offered Becky a chance, which she seized with both hands. She had charmed him before; she could charm him again. When he arrived, she welcomed him into her little room with tearful delight, and he listened in shock and horror to the terrible story that Becky poured into his ears – the ill-treatment and injustice and cruelty that she had suffered.

He hurried back home to tell Amelia all about it. 'She's so miserable, Emmy,' he said. 'She hasn't a friend in the world.'

'That woman brings trouble wherever she goes,' Dobbin said.

None of them had heard the gossip about Becky because they had no connections with London high society, but Dobbin remembered certain events in Brussels long ago. Amelia, too, remembered the fear and jealousy that her friend had caused her. A soft, gentle heart, however, is soon moved to sympathy.

'Mrs Crawley has a son, the same age as Georgy,' Jos went on. 'He adores his mother. And they tore him screaming out of her arms, and have never allowed him to see her since.'

Amelia jumped to her feet. 'Dear Jos,' she said. 'The poor, poor woman. William, let's go and see her at once.'

It was lucky that Becky saw them coming from her window, and so was able to hide the brandy bottle under the bed and send away the two young students she had been laughing with.

When Amelia saw Becky, she forgave her at once, and ran forward to kiss her. Becky was truly grateful to her for her kind, generous heart, and although the emotion did not last long, it was real while it lasted. The two women talked in Becky's room for two hours, while Dobbin sat in the hall below, watching the comings and goings in the hotel. He was not impressed by Mrs Crawley, nor deceived by her, and when they returned to the house and Amelia began to make arrangements for a room for Becky, he became very alarmed.

'You're going to have that woman in the house?' he said.

'Of course we are,' said Amelia. 'The poor woman has suffered so much. Of course we are going to have her here.'

'Of course, my dear,' Jos said.

'Her husband deserted her and took her child away from her!' Amelia said. 'I must help her – she's my oldest friend.'

'She was not always your friend, Amelia,' said Dobbin, who was now quite angry.

'Shame on you, Major Dobbin!' Amelia said fiercely.

She went to her room and shut the door. How dare Dobbin insult George's memory? 'You were pure,' she said to the picture above her bed, 'and I was wrong and wicked to be jealous.'

Poor Dobbin! He had just ruined the work of many years. He tried hard to persuade Jos not to receive Mrs Crawley into his home, but they were interrupted by the arrival of the lady herself, with her luggage. She greeted them with great respect, especially Major Dobbin, since she saw at once that he was her enemy. Amelia appeared from her room to welcome Becky and took no notice of the Major, except to give him an angry look.

There were four places as usual at the dinner table that evening, but the fourth place was taken by Rebecca.

'Hello, where's Dob?' Georgy asked when he came in.

'He's eating out, I suppose,' his mother said, pulling her son close to her and kissing him. 'This is my boy, Rebecca,' she said.

Becky looked at Georgy admiringly, and took his hand fondly. 'Dear boy!' she said. 'He is just like my...' Emotion prevented her from saying more, but Amelia understood that she was thinking of her own dear child. In spite of all this emotion, however, Becky managed to eat a very good dinner.

Dobbin, angry and hurt at the way Amelia had treated him, went to see an Englishman he knew and asked if the name of Mrs Rawdon Crawley meant anything to him. He was in luck. The man knew all the London gossip, and told the astonished Major the full history of Becky, her husband, and Lord Steyne.

The next morning Dobbin asked to see Amelia, but she would not see him until the afternoon. She greeted him coldly. Becky was also there, and came forward smiling, holding out her hand. Dobbin stepped back from her.

'I am sorry, Mrs Crawley,' he said, 'but I must tell you that I have not come here as your friend.'

'I wonder what Major Dobbin has to say against Rebecca,' said Amelia in a low, clear voice, with a determined look in her eyes.

'Oh, don't let's have any of this,' said Jos, alarmed at the signs of a quarrel. 'I will not have this sort of thing in my house.'

'Dear friend,' Rebecca said sweetly, 'please hear what Major Dobbin has to say against me.'

'I will not hear it, I say,' Jos said, and he left the room.

'We are only two women,' Amelia said. 'You can speak now.'

'There is no need to behave in this way, Amelia,' said Dobbin. 'I do not usually speak critically of women. It is not a pleasure for me to do what I have to do.'

'Then please do it quickly,' said Amelia impatiently.

'I came to say, Mrs Crawley, I have heard things about you that I do not wish to repeat in front of Mrs Osborne. A woman who is separated from her husband, who travels under a false name, who gambles – is not a suitable companion for Mrs Osborne and her son.'

'Of what exactly are you accusing me, Major Dobbin?' Becky said. 'Unfaithfulness to my husband? I deny it, and no one can prove it because I am innocent. Are you accusing me of being poor, alone, and unhappy? Yes, I am guilty of those faults, and I am punished for them every day. Let me go, Emmy. I shall continue to wander through life alone, being insulted because I am alone. Let me go. The poor wanderer will be on her way. My stay here spoils this gentleman's plans.'

'Indeed it does, and if I have any power in this house...'

'Power, none!' cried Amelia. 'Rebecca, you stay with me. I won't desert you because you have suffered. Come away, dear.'

And the two ladies went to the door. Dobbin opened it, but as they were going out, he took Amelia's hand and said, 'Amelia, will you stay a moment and speak to me?'

'He wishes to speak with you when I'm not there,' said Becky unhappily. Amelia held her hand tightly.

'Believe me, it's not about you that I'm going to speak,' Dobbin said. 'Come back, Amelia,' and she came. Dobbin closed the door behind Mrs Crawley. Amelia looked up at him. Her face and her lips were quite white.

'I was confused when I spoke just now,' the Major said, 'and I misused the word "power". I was wrong. But your husband asked me to look after you. That's why I have spoken as I have.'

'Yesterday you insulted his memory. And I will never forgive you – never!' Amelia said, filled with anger and emotion.
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'I will never forgive you – never!'

'You don't mean that, Amelia,' Dobbin said sadly. 'You don't mean that those few words have more weight than a life-time's devoted love? I have never insulted George, and I don't deserve this from his widow and the mother of his son. I'm sure if you think about it, you will want to take back your accusation.'

Amelia held her head down.

'I have loved and watched you for fifteen years,' he continued, 'and I know now that you can only love a dream. You cannot love as I deserve to be loved, as I would have been loved by a woman more generous than you. I know now that you are not capable of such love. I find no fault with you. You are very good-natured, and have done your best, but you could never love me as I love you. I have waited long enough. I am tired of it. We are both tired of it. Goodbye, Amelia. Let it end at last.'

Amelia stood silent and afraid as Dobbin suddenly broke the chain by which she had held him for so long. She didn't wish to marry him, but she wished to keep him. She wished to give him nothing, but wanted him to give her everything.

'Are you saying that... that you're going away, William?' she said.

He gave a sad laugh. 'I went once before,' he said, 'but I came back – after twelve years. We were young then, Amelia. I have spent enough of my life waiting. Goodbye.'

While they had been talking, the door had opened just a crack, and, unknown to them, Becky had listened to every word.

'What a fine man he is,' she thought, 'and how badly she treats him.' She admired Dobbin, and was not bitter because of the things he had said about her. It was an open move in the game, and he had played it fairly. 'Ah, if only I'd had a husband like that,' she thought. She hurried to her room and wrote him a note in which she begged him to wait for a few days, and not to leave because, she said, she could help him with Amelia.

The parting was over. Once more poor William walked to the door and was gone. And the little widow had won her victory, and was left to enjoy it as best she could.

At dinner that evening everyone was silent, and Amelia ate nothing. Afterwards, Georgy was looking out of the window at Dobbin's house, which was opposite.

'Look!' he said. 'They're bringing out Dobbin's carriage and putting his luggage in it. Is he going somewhere?'

'Yes,' his mother replied. 'He's going on a journey.'

'On a journey? When is he coming back?' Georgy asked.

'He's... not coming back,' Amelia replied.

'Not coming back!' cried Georgy, jumping up.

'Stay where you are!' shouted Jos.

'Stay, Georgy,' his mother said, with a very sad face.

The boy returned to the window, looking puzzled and uneasy.

When the servants began to say their goodbyes to the Major, Georgy could bear it no longer. 'I will go!' he cried.

'Give him this,' said Becky quickly, and passed him a note.

Georgy took it, and rushed out of the house. Dobbin was already in the carriage. Georgy jumped in after him, threw his arms round the Major's neck (as they saw from the window), and began asking him questions. Then he took the note from his pocket and gave it to him. Dobbin opened it, trembling, but then his expression changed, and he tore the note in two and dropped it out of the carriage window. Then he kissed Georgy on the head and the boy got down from the carriage, which at once moved away. Dobbin did not look up as he passed below Amelia's window. And Georgy, left alone in the street, began to cry loudly.

And Amelia? She had her picture of George to comfort her.



guardian n. someone who is legally responsible for looking after someone else's child, especially after the child's parents have died 监护人

roulette n. a gambling game in which a ball is dropped onto a moving wheel which has holes with numbers on it 轮盘赌

entertainer n. a person, such as a singer, dancer, or comedian, whose job is to entertain others 表演者，艺人

shame on you used to say someone should feel guilty or embarrassed because of something they have done 你应该感到羞耻

accusation n. a statement saying that someone is guilty of a crime or of doing something wrong 指责，指控

crack n. a narrow space between two things 缝隙


11
旧友相逢

现在好运开始垂青阿梅莉亚了。一听说奥斯本先生给她留了钱，人们对待她的态度发生了多么神奇的变化啊。她发现大家都对她尊重起来，仆人对她的吩咐更加用心，突然之间她身边多了一大群对她关爱有加的朋友。甚至连乔斯，以前把她看作需要他照顾的不讨人嫌的穷亲戚，现在也对她尊重有加，急于讨好她。

多宾少校现在是乔基的监护人。他经常带男孩出去，两人友谊甚笃。乔基崇敬少校，急切地想赢得少校的赞许，因此爱吹牛的习惯收敛了不少，表现得也没那么自私了。

“我喜欢他，因为他懂得那么多。”他对母亲说，“他从不吹嘘自己的英勇事迹。”

夏天到了，约瑟夫·塞德利觉得去欧洲旅行是消磨时光的好方式，他妹妹和外甥也很喜欢。因此，他们从伦敦乘船去德国。当然作为这家人的亲密朋友，多宾少校也陪同前往。

几周里，他们沿着莱茵河，在岸边的小镇一路旅行，游览风景名胜，随各自的喜好尽情享受。吃过丰盛的午餐后，乔斯通常会读报（或者读报时打盹儿），其他人则外出游玩。阿梅莉亚喜欢画画，会坐在阳光下画城堡和教堂。有时，他们爬到山顶破败的高塔上，乔基四下探险，阿梅莉亚写生。多宾替她拿小椅子和写生簿，还对画作赞不绝口，以前她的画作从未受到这样的赞美。这大概是他们两人最快乐的时光了，只可惜他们自己不知道。但是谁当时就能知道呢？

他们来到了小镇庞普尼克尔，乔斯太喜欢这里，决定留在这里过冬。他们租了一栋舒适的房子。当地社交圈子欢迎他们，邀请他们参加各种聚会、宴会和舞会。

有一回，当地的一位德国王公大婚，镇上到处都是前来参加庆典的访客，所有人都受邀参加盛大的舞会。乔斯一行人，包括小乔基，都去了。乔基看了一会儿跳舞，觉得没什么意思，就一个个房间转悠，想找点其他乐子。

他不知不觉间进了赌博的房间，有牌桌和轮盘赌，这种地方他的监护人多宾少校一般是不会让他踏足的。但是乔基着了迷，站在一张轮盘赌桌前，看着那些赌客们玩，赢了……输了……又输了。

他们当中有一位长着浅色头发的女士，她穿着低领裙服，戴着黑色面纱，一直在输钱。她环顾四周，看见乔基在观看，紧盯着他。

“你从没玩过，先生？”她说话带着法国腔。

“没玩过，夫人。”男孩回答。

“你愿意帮我个忙吗？”她说。

“什么忙？”乔基说，脸有点泛红。

“请帮我玩这把。放在你喜欢的数字上。”

她从钱包中拿出仅有的一枚金币递给他。男孩笑了，照她的话把钱押上去。

号码果然中了。人人都说，新手手气好。

“谢谢你。”女士说，把一叠钱拨到自己跟前。“谢谢你。你叫什么名字？”

“我叫乔基·奥斯本。”男孩说。

就在此时，少校和乔斯出现了，他们在找他。多宾拉着乔基的手臂，迅速带他离开。多宾扭头看乔斯，发现他正颇有兴致地看着戴面纱的女士赢了下一轮轮盘赌。

“你跟我们一起走吗？”多宾问他。

“你们走吧。”乔斯回答，“我一会儿就来。”

出了房间，多宾问乔基：“你赌博了吗？”

男孩说：“没有。”

“向我保证你永远也不赌。”多宾说。

“为什么？”乔基说，“好像很好玩啊。”

多宾严肃地解释了一番为什么乔基绝不能赌博。当然，他没有提乔基的父亲怎么证明了赌博是愚蠢的行为。

乔斯留了下来。他不是赌徒，但是偶尔他也喜欢来点小刺激，恰好他口袋里有一些硬币。他的手越过戴面纱女士白皙的肩头，放下一枚硬币，他们都赢了。她轻轻地拍了拍身边的空椅子。

“来给我些好运气。”她说。

乔斯坐下，嘟囔了几句语无伦次的奉承话。

“我赌博是想忘却，但是我忘不了。”面纱女士说，“我忘不了旧日时光，先生。您的小外甥长得太像他父亲了。而您——您丝毫未变——不，您也变了。大家都变了，大家都忘了。谁都没有恻隐之心。”

“天哪，你是谁？”乔斯大叫，吃惊极了。

“您猜不到吗，约瑟夫·塞德利？”小妇人说着，摘下面纱望着他。“您已经把我忘了。”

“我的天哪！克劳利夫人！”乔斯倒吸了一口气。

“丽贝卡。”她说着，把手放在他的手上。“我住在大象旅馆。找罗顿夫人。我今天看见亲爱的阿梅莉亚了。她看起来真漂亮，那么开心！您也是！大家都很开心，唯独我例外。我太命苦了，约瑟夫·塞德利。”

她投注在黑色号码上。轮盘旋转时她两眼紧紧盯着，但这次转出了红色号码，她输了钱。

“来和我待一会儿吧。”她对乔斯说，“我们是老朋友了，对吧，亲爱的塞德利先生？”
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柯曾大街那可怕的一夜之后，丽贝卡·克劳利夫人这两年都经历了什么呢？她先去了法国滨海城市布洛涅，在那里过了一段平静、体面的生活。但是那里有那么多英国游客进出，总会有人知道她的来历。然后流言开始传开来。上流社会的女士们不再理她，男士们嘲笑她，或想要过于亲近她，甚至侮辱她。一个年轻人，过去在伦敦曾冒雨走一英里路为她找马车，现在却试图强行闯进她的起居室。她只好当着他的面把门关死。

这让她觉得孤苦伶仃。“要是他在这儿，”她想，“那些懦夫根本不敢欺负我。”她想到“他”，心里非常伤心——他傻乎乎的诚心，他的幽默风趣，他的忠诚服帖，他的无所畏惧。没准儿她还哭过一阵。

她又去了奥斯坦德、佛罗伦萨、罗马……罗顿通过律师每年支付给她三百英镑，条件是她再也不许去打扰他。但是她一拿到钱就去赌；赌光时，她不得不竭尽所能谋生。有人说她教唱歌，在剧院里演唱。可以确定的是，在庞普尼克尔的大象旅馆里，即约瑟夫·塞德利第二天去拜访她的地方，全是演员、艺人和吵吵闹闹的年轻学生。贝姬喜欢这种生活。她毕竟是画家和舞女的女儿，乐意喝着掺水的白兰地和人调笑。

然而，与约瑟夫·塞德利再次相遇给贝姬提供了一个良机，她牢牢地抓住不放。她曾把他迷倒，现在可以再一次迷倒他。他到达时，她含着喜悦的泪水把他迎进自己的小房间，然后滔滔不绝地讲述她可怕的经历——她遭受的那些不公正、残忍的虐待。他惊恐地听着。

他匆匆赶回家，把贝姬的事一股脑儿全都告诉阿梅莉亚。“她太惨了，埃米。”他说，“她在这世上一个朋友都没有。”

“那个女人走到哪儿就把麻烦带到哪儿。”多宾说。

他们没人听说过关于贝姬的流言蜚语，因为他们和伦敦的上流社会没有来往，但是多宾记得很久以前在布鲁塞尔发生的一些事。阿梅莉亚也记得当初她这位朋友带给她的恐惧和嫉妒。然而，她温柔善良的心很快就转向了同情。

“克劳利夫人有个儿子，和乔基一般大。”乔斯接着说，“他爱他的母亲。他们把哭喊着的他从她怀里扯开，再也不准他见她。”

阿梅莉亚跳了起来。“亲爱的乔斯。”她说，“那个可怜苦命的女人。威廉，我们马上去见见她吧。”

幸而贝姬透过窗户看见他们来了，能够及时把白兰地酒瓶藏到床下，并打发走正一起说笑的两个年轻学生。

阿梅莉亚见到贝姬时，立刻原谅了她，跑上前去亲吻她。贝姬真心感激她的善良大度，尽管感激之情持续的时间不长，不过确是发自肺腑。两个女人在贝姬的房间里聊了两个小时，多宾则在楼下大厅里坐着，看旅馆里进进出出的人。他没被克劳利夫人感动，也没受她蒙蔽。回家后，他见阿梅莉亚开始给贝姬收拾房间，便担忧起来。

“你要让那个女人住到家里来？”他说。

“当然。”阿梅莉亚说，“那个可怜的女人受了那么多苦。我们当然要让她住在这里。”

“当然，我亲爱的。”乔斯说。

“她丈夫抛弃了她，还夺走了她的孩子！”阿梅莉亚说，“我必须帮助她。她是我认识最久的朋友。”

“她并不一直都是你的朋友，阿梅莉亚。”多宾说，现在非常恼火。

“可耻，多宾少校！”阿梅莉亚厉声说。

她回到房间，关上门。多宾怎敢玷污乔治的名声呢？“你是清白的。”她对床头上方的画像说，“我那时错了，不该心存嫉妒。”

可怜的多宾！他刚刚破坏了多年努力的成果。他极力劝阻乔斯，不要让克劳利夫人住到家里来，但话未说完，这位女士自己已带着行李上门了。她恭恭敬敬地向二位致意，对多宾少校尤为恭敬，因为她立刻看出他是她的敌人。阿梅莉亚从房间里出来，欢迎贝姬。她气呼呼地瞪了少校一眼，再也没搭理他。

那天晚上，餐桌旁同往常一样有四个位子，但是第四个位子上坐的是丽贝卡。

“嗨，多布在哪儿？”乔基走进来时问。

“我猜，他在外面吃。”他母亲说着，把孩子拉到近前亲吻。“这是我的孩子，丽贝卡。”她说。

贝姬用欣赏的眼光望着乔基，亲热地拉过他的手。“亲爱的孩子！”她说，“他真像我的……”她情绪太激动，说不下去，但阿梅莉亚明白她在思念自己的爱子。尽管情难自禁，但贝姬晚餐仍吃得不少。

阿梅莉亚那样对待多宾，弄得他既生气又难过。他去见一个认识的英国人，问他有没有听说过罗顿·克劳利夫人这个名字。他运气颇佳。这个人对伦敦所有的八卦了如指掌，把贝姬、她丈夫和斯泰恩勋爵的事通通讲给多宾听。多宾十分震惊。

第二天一早，多宾请求见阿梅莉亚，但她到下午才肯见他。她冷冰冰地同他打招呼。贝姬也在，微笑着迎上前，伸出她的手。多宾退开了。

“很抱歉，克劳利夫人。”他说，“但我必须告诉你，我此番前来对你恐怕不利。”

“我倒想听听多宾少校会说些什么不利于丽贝卡的话。”阿梅莉亚低沉地说，字字清晰，目光决然。

“啊，我们不要这样。”乔斯发现有争吵的迹象，警觉地说，“我家里不许发生这种事。”

“亲爱的朋友。”丽贝卡和颜悦色地说，“请听听多宾少校怎么说我的不是吧。”

“我可不听啊。”乔斯说完便离开了房间。

“我们只是两个女子。”阿梅莉亚说，“你现在可以说了。”

“没必要这样，阿梅莉亚。”多宾说，“我一般不会批评女性。这么做我也不高兴。”

“那就拜托说得快点。”阿梅莉亚不耐烦地说。

“我要说的是，克劳利夫人，我听说了你的事情，我不想在奥斯本夫人面前重复。一个与丈夫分开、用假名旅行、还赌博的女人，不适合与奥斯本夫人和她的儿子相伴。”

“您究竟想指责我什么呢，多宾少校？”贝姬说，“对我丈夫不忠？我否认。没人能证明，因为我是清白的。您指责我贫穷、孤独和郁郁寡欢吗？是的，这些罪名我承认，每一天我都因此遭受惩罚。让我走吧，埃米。我应继续独自流浪，并为此遭受侮辱。让我走。可怜的流浪者要上路了。我在这里破坏了这位先生的计划。”

“的确是。如果我在这个家里有任何权力……”

“权力，一点也没有！”阿梅莉亚大喊，“丽贝卡，你留在我身边。我不会因为你受过苦而抛弃你的。咱们走，亲爱的。”

两位女士朝门口走去。多宾把门打开，但她们正要走出去时，他拉住阿梅莉亚的手说：“阿梅莉亚，你能不能留下跟我说会儿话？”

“他想我不在时和你讲话。”贝姬不高兴地说。阿梅莉亚紧紧地拉住她的手。

“相信我，我要说的和你无关。”多宾说，“回来，阿梅莉亚。”她走回来。多宾把克劳利夫人关在门外。阿梅莉亚抬头望着他。她的面色和嘴唇都很苍白。

“我刚才说话一时糊涂。”少校说，“误用了‘权力’这个词。我错了。不过你丈夫让我照顾你，所以我才会那么说。”

“昨天你侮辱了我的亡夫。我永远都不会原谅你——永远！”阿梅莉亚生气地说，情绪激动。

“你不是这个意思，阿梅莉亚。”多宾悲伤地说，“区区几句话竟然比一生不渝的爱还重要？你不是当真的吧？我从没侮辱过乔治。他的遗孀和他儿子的母亲不应该对我说这样的话。我相信，如果你好好想想，你就会收回指责我的话。”

阿梅莉亚垂下了头。

“我爱了你十五年，照看了你十五年。”他继续说，“现在我明白，你爱的仅仅是一个幻想。你无法拿相称的爱来爱我。如果换作是一个慷慨大度的女人，我一定已经赢得她的心了。现在我明白，你无法献出这样的爱。我并不怪你。你心地十分善良，并且已经尽了力，可是你永远也不会像我爱你般爱我。我已经等待得够久了。我厌倦了。我们俩都厌倦了。再见，阿梅莉亚。就此结束吧。”

多宾突如其来地挣脱了他和阿梅莉亚这么多年来的牵绊，她一时无言，满心恐惧。她不想嫁给他，但希望留住他。她不愿为他付出，却希望他为她付出一切。

“你是说……你要离开吗，威廉？”她说。

他悲凉地一笑。“我以前离开过。”他说，“但过了十二年——又回来了。我们那时候还年轻，阿梅莉亚。我这一辈子等的时间已经够久了。再见。”

他们说话时，门开了一条缝儿。他们不知道，贝姬一字不落地听到了。

“他是个多好的人啊。”她想，“她待他可太薄情了。”她佩服多宾，并不因为他针对她说的那些话而怀恨在心。他走的这着棋光明正大，公平在理。“啊，我要是有这么个丈夫就好了。”她想。她匆匆赶回房间，给他写了一张字条，求他先别离开，再等几天，因为关于阿梅莉亚的事她可以帮忙。

告别已结束。可怜的多宾再一次走到门口，离开了。小寡妇打了胜仗，独自尽情品尝胜利的果实。

那天晚餐时，大家都不说话。阿梅莉亚什么也没吃。后来，乔基透过窗户往外看街对面多宾的房子。

“看啊！”他说，“他们把多宾的马车赶了过来，往里放他的行李。他要去哪里吗？”

“是的。”他母亲回答，“他要去旅行。”

“旅行？他什么时候回来？”乔基问。


“他……不会回来了。”阿梅莉亚回答。

“不回来了！”乔基大叫，跳了起来。

“待在那儿别动！”乔斯大吼。

“待着吧，乔基。”他母亲说，一脸伤心欲绝的样子。

男孩回到窗前，看上去困惑且不安。

当仆人们开始和少校道别时，乔基再也忍耐不下去了。“我一定要去！”他大喊。

“把这个给他。”贝姬飞快地说，把字条递给他。

乔基接过字条便冲出了屋子。多宾已经在马车里了。乔基跟着跳进去，一把搂住少校的脖子（这些他们在窗前都看见了），开始问东问西。然后，男孩从口袋里掏出字条交给他。多宾颤抖着打开字条，但紧接着脸色就变了，他一下把字条撕成两半，丢出马车车窗。然后，他亲了亲乔基的头。男孩下了马车后，马车便立刻出发了。经过阿梅莉亚窗下时，多宾没有抬头。乔基独自站在街上，开始号啕大哭。

阿梅莉亚呢？她有乔治的画像作慰藉。
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Births, marriages, and deaths

Becky's plan for helping Major Dobbin to achieve his desire remained a secret, as she was more interested in her own concerns for the moment. Suddenly and unexpectedly, she found herself living in comfort, surrounded by kind, good-natured people, and the change from her usual restless, uncertain life was very pleasant to her.

So, as she was pleased herself, she tried hard to please others. She had always been good at that, and before long Joseph Sedley was her devoted slave and admirer. He stopped falling asleep after dinner. He drove out with Becky in his carriage. He invited people to dinner and gave little parties to entertain her. Soon she had a circle of admirers, and Jos's house had never been so lively as Becky caused it to be. She sang, she played, she laughed, she talked in two or three languages; she brought everybody to the house – and made Jos believe that they came to see him.

Becky soon discovered how to please Amelia. She talked to her constantly about Dobbin, how she admired him, and how cruelly Amelia had treated him. Amelia defended herself, saying she owed a lifelong devotion to George, she could never forget him, he had been the best, the most wonderful husband anyone could have... But at the same time she seemed to like hearing Becky praise the Major, and indeed, she brought the conversation round to him herself, at least twenty times a day.

She was not happy, though. She was nervous, silent, and hard to please. In the evenings, when she tried to sing the Major's favourite songs, she would break off and hurry to her room, where, no doubt, the picture of her husband would comfort her. Georgy, looking for something in his mother's desk one day, found a pair of the Major's gloves there, neatly folded and placed in one of the secret drawers.

Dobbin wrote regularly to Georgy, and once or twice he wrote to Amelia too, but his letters were cold. She had lost her power over him, and he no longer loved her, she realized. He had left her, and she saw now the beauty and the purity of the affection that she had thrown away, and she was miserable.

In June, they moved to Ostend on the Belgian coast, for the sea air. Becky met some gentlemen friends there, from her travelling days, and although she wasn't pleased to see them, they were very pleased to see her, and to learn that she had a rich friend in Mr Sedley. They invaded Jos's house, ate his dinners, drank his wine, paid drunken compliments to Amelia, and argued which of them should marry the rich little widow.

Becky made sure that Amelia was never left alone with these men, but Amelia was still terrified of them. She begged Jos to take her home to England, but since Becky preferred to stay in Europe, so did Jos. At last, in despair one day, Amelia wrote secretly to a friend. When she returned from posting the letter, she went to her room and stayed there. Becky realized that Amelia was frightened of the visitors in the drawing-room.

'She must go away, the silly little fool,' Becky thought. 'She needs a husband, and she must marry the Major. I'll arrange it tonight.' So she took a cup of tea to Amelia in her room, and found her sitting there with her picture, very sad and nervous.

'Thank you,' said Amelia.

'Listen to me, Amelia,' Becky said, looking at Amelia with a sort of angry kindness. 'You must go away from here and from men like these. They are not good men. Never mind how I know them – I know everybody. Jos can't protect you; he's too weak. He can't even protect himself. And as for you, you are no more able to look after yourself than a baby. You must marry, or you and your precious boy will be ruined. You must have a husband, you fool; and one of the best gentlemen I ever saw has asked you a hundred times, and you have refused him, you silly, heartless, ungrateful little creature!'

'I tried – I tried my best, Rebecca,' said Amelia, sorrowfully, 'but I couldn't forget...' and she looked up at the picture of George which was over her bed.

'Couldn't forget him!' cried Becky. 'That selfish fool! That vain, boastful, heartless creature! He was tired of you, Amelia, and would never have married you if Dobbin hadn't forced him to keep his promise. George told me. He never cared for you. He used to make fun of you, time after time. And the week after he married you, he was whispering words of love to me.'

'That's not true, Rebecca!' Amelia cried, jumping up.

'Look at this, then, you fool,' said Rebecca, calmly. She took out a little note from her pocket, and dropped it into Amelia's hands. 'You know his writing. He wrote that to me – wanted me to run away with him – gave it to me under your nose, the day before he was shot – which he well deserved!'

Amelia did not hear her; she was looking at the letter. It was the letter that George had hidden in the flowers and given to Becky on the night of the ball before the Battle of Waterloo. It was true. George had asked Becky to go away with him.

Amelia put her face in her hands, and wept. Were those tears sweet or bitter? Did she cry because George was no longer the perfect husband she had adored – or because there was now no reason to stop her loving Dobbin? 'There's nothing to forbid me now,' she thought. 'I may love him with all my heart now. Oh, I will, I will, if he will let me, if he will forgive me.'

Indeed, Amelia did not cry as much as Becky expected and, after a moment or two, Becky kissed her and said, 'And now let us write to him this very minute.'

'I – I wrote to him this morning,' Amelia said, blushing.

Becky laughed so loudly that the whole house could hear her.
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Two mornings after this, in spite of heavy rain and a strong wind, Amelia rose early and insisted on taking a walk along the harbour with Georgy. They stared anxiously out across the rough sea, with the rain beating in their faces.

'I hope he won't cross in such bad weather,' Amelia said.

'Of course he will,' the boy said. He pointed out to sea. 'Look, mother, there's the ship now!'

Yes, there was the ship, but he might not be on it – he might not have got the letter – he might not choose to come. A hundred fears poured into Amelia's heart. The white-topped waves were beating like thunder against the harbour wall, and no doubt that little heart was beating just as wildly.

The ship came nearer, and a tall, thin figure could be seen on it, staring towards the harbour. 'Look – there he is!' Georgy shouted. 'The man in the greatcoat – it's Dob!' He threw his arms round his mother.

Now the ship was in the harbour, now the tall thin figure was hurrying off the ship. Suddenly, Georgy ran away, to look at something terribly interesting at the other end of the harbour, leaving his mother standing trembling in the rain.

Then she stepped forward, with her two little hands held out before her, and the next minute she had disappeared in his arms.
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Amelia stepped forward, with her two little hands held out before her.

A little murmur could be heard. 'Forgive – dear William – dear, dear friend – forgive, forgive...' She was kissing one of his hands again and again, and with his other hand, Dobbin held her close to his heart, safe within the folds of his greatcoat.

Eventually Amelia lifted her head, and looked up at his face. It was full of sadness and love and pity.

'It was time you sent for me, dear Amelia,' he said.

'You will never leave me again, will you, William?'

'No, never,' he answered, and held her tightly.

At last Dobbin had what he had wanted every day and every hour for eighteen years. There she was, close to his heart, whispering loving words. At last he had the prize he had been hoping for all his life.

They walked to the house, and Georgy danced round them, laughing and singing joyously. And there we will leave them.
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Becky never showed herself to Amelia and Dobbin again. Perhaps it was a feeling of guilt towards the kind and simple creature who had been the first in life to defend her. Perhaps it was a dislike of emotional occasions, but she disappeared at once to Bruges on 'particular business', she said; and only Georgy and his uncle were present at the wedding of Major William Dobbin to Mrs Amelia Osborne.

When it was over, and Georgy and his parents had left for England, Becky returned (just for a few days, of course) to comfort poor Jos, who was now left alone. Jos preferred the European life, he said, and refused his sister's invitation to live with her and her husband in England.

Dobbin left the army after he was married, and he and his family rented a house near Queen's Crawley, where Sir Pitt, Lady Jane, their daughter, and young Rawdon Crawley were living. Sir Pitt's little son, always sickly, had died some years ago, which meant that young Rawdon would be the next baronet.

When Amelia gave birth to a daughter, Dobbin's happiness was complete. Lady Jane and Mrs Dobbin became great friends, and Georgy and young Rawdon played together in the holidays, went to Cambridge University together – and quarrelled about Lady Jane's daughter, with whom they were both in love.

Mrs Rawdon Crawley's name was never mentioned by either family. There were reasons for this silence, because wherever Joseph Sedley went, she went too, and that foolish man seemed to be completely her slave. Dobbin's lawyers informed him that his brother-in-law had taken out a heavy insurance on his life, and had probably been raising money to pay debts.

Hearing about this, Amelia, in great alarm, begged Dobbin to go and see her brother, who was now in Brussels.

Jos was living in a hotel, in which Mrs Crawley also had an apartment, and Jos begged Dobbin to visit him at a time when he believed Becky was out. Dobbin found his brother-in-law in very poor health, and dreadfully afraid of Becky, though eager in his praises of her. She had looked after him devotedly through a number of strange illnesses. She had been a daughter to him.

'But – but – oh, for God's sake, please come and live near me, and – and – see me sometimes,' Jos begged.

Dobbin frowned. 'We can't, Jos,' he said. 'You know Amelia can't visit you while Rebecca is here.'

'But Becky is innocent,' Joseph said desperately. 'Innocent as a child, as innocent as your own wife.'

'That may be so,' Dobbin said, gloomily; 'but Emmy can't visit you while she's here. Be a man, Jos. Break off this connection, and come home to your family. We hear you are in debt too.'

'In debt!' cried Jos. 'Nonsense! Mrs Crawley has – I mean, all my money is quite – is well taken care of.'

'You are not in debt then? Why did you insure your life?'

'I thought – in case anything happened – a little present to her, so grateful... but all my money will come to you, of course.'

Dobbin begged Jos to run away, to go back to India where Mrs Crawley could not follow him, to escape while he still could.

Jos seized Dobbin's hand. 'Yes, I'll go to India, but don't tell her. I must have time. She'd kill me if she knew. You don't know what a terrible woman she is,' the poor man said.

'Then why not come away with me now?' Dobbin said.

But Jos did not have the courage to do that. He would see Dobbin again, but Dobbin must say nothing about his visit, and must go now. Becky might come in at any moment. And Dobbin left, full of fear and anxiety.

He never saw Jos again. Three months later Joseph Sedley died in France. Most of his money had gone, except for the insurance money, which was divided equally between his 'sister Amelia' and his 'friend Rebecca'. Lawyers for the insurance company said that it was a most suspicious case, and they wanted an investigation into the death. But 'friend Rebecca' – or Lady Crawley, as she now called herself – came to London at once, and hired her own lawyers. She won the case and the money was paid.

She never was Lady Crawley, though she continued to use the name. Her husband Rawdon died of yellow fever on Coventry Island, six weeks before the death of his brother, Sir Pitt Crawley. On Sir Pitt's death, Becky's son, as the only living male in the Crawley family, became Sir Rawdon Crawley and inherited all the Crawley houses and land.

Sir Rawdon continues to live at Queen's Crawley with Lady Jane and her daughter. He has refused to see his mother, to whom he pays a generous yearly allowance, and who appears in any case to be very wealthy. She lives in Bath and London, and many people believe her to be a most cruelly treated woman. She has her enemies. Who has not? But she goes to church, and is deeply involved in church events that raise money to help the sick, the poor, the homeless, and other unhappy people.

At one of these events in London, Amelia and her family suddenly came face to face with Becky. She gave an amused little smile as they hurried away from her – Amelia on the arm of her son Georgy, now a handsome young gentleman, and Dobbin, carrying his little daughter Janey, of whom he is fonder than of anything in the world.

'Fonder than he is of me,' Amelia thinks, with a sigh. But he never said a word to Amelia that was not kind and gentle, or thought of a wish of hers that he did not try to satisfy.
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Oh, the vanity and folly of human wishes! Which of us is happy in this world? Which of us has our heart's desire? Or, having it, is satisfied?



greatcoat n. a long heavy coat 厚大衣

insurance n. an arrangement with a company in which you pay them money, especially regularly, and they pay the costs if something bad happens 保险

suspicious adj. making you think that something bad or illegal is happening 可疑的


12
出生、婚姻和去世

贝姬帮助多宾少校达成心愿的计划无人知晓，因为目前她更关心自己的切身利益。她突然来到舒适的环境里，身旁围绕着善良老实的人。较之以往居无定所、颠沛流离的生活，这种意想不到的变化让她感到十分愉悦。

因此，在享受这一切的同时，她也努力讨好其他人。她对此一向拿手。没过多久，约瑟夫·塞德利就成了她忠心的奴隶和崇拜者。他饭后不再睡觉，而是陪着贝姬乘马车出游。他请人来家里吃饭，还举办小型聚会给她娱乐。不久，她身边就聚集了一群崇拜者。乔斯的家从没这么热闹过，这全是贝姬的功劳。她唱歌，弹琴，说笑，讲两三种语言。她把大家都引到屋子里来，还让乔斯相信，这些人是来见他的。

贝姬很快发现怎样能取悦阿梅莉亚。她常常谈起多宾，讲她如何敬佩他，而阿梅莉亚对他有多么残忍。阿梅莉亚为自己辩解说，她一生都忠于乔治，她永远忘不了他，他是最好、最优秀的丈夫……但同时，她似乎又喜欢听到贝姬称赞少校，而且她自己也会把话题转到他身上，一天至少得提二十次。

不过，她并不开心。她情绪紧张，沉默寡言，很难哄她高兴。晚上，她试图唱少校最喜欢的歌时，会忽然停住，匆忙回到房间。毫无疑问，她是去看丈夫的画像，寻求心理安慰。一天，乔基在他母亲的桌里找东西，发现少校的一双手套给整整齐齐地叠放在其中一个秘密抽屉里。

多宾定期给乔基写信，他也给阿梅莉亚写过一两回，不过信里语气冷冰冰的。她意识到自己已经失去了控制他的力量，他不再爱她了。他已离她而去，如今她才看清她所抛弃的真情是多么美好，多么纯真。她为此痛苦极了。

六月，他们搬到比利时的奥斯坦德，呼吸海边的新鲜空气。贝姬遇到了旅居期间结识的一些男性朋友。尽管见到他们她并不高兴，但他们却是大喜过望，并听说了她有塞德利先生这样的有钱朋友。他们闯进乔斯的房子，吃饭喝酒，说醉话奉承阿梅莉亚，吵吵嚷嚷他们谁应该娶那个有钱的小寡妇。

虽然贝姬确保阿梅莉亚不会单独跟那些人在一起，但阿梅莉亚还是怕得要命。她求乔斯带她回英格兰，可是因为贝姬更愿意待在欧洲，乔斯也亦步亦趋。最后，有一天在绝望之下，阿梅莉亚偷偷地给一个朋友写了封信。她寄完信回来，就留在自己房间里，一直没有出来。贝姬知道阿梅莉亚害怕客厅里的那些访客。

“她必须离开，这个小糊涂虫。”贝姬想，“她缺个丈夫，她必须嫁给少校。我今晚就安排一下。”于是，她端了一杯茶去阿梅莉亚的房间，发现她坐在那里，看着画像，一副黯然神伤、坐立不安的样子。

“谢谢你。”阿梅莉亚说。

“听我说，阿梅莉亚。”贝姬看着她，半是气恼、半是好心地说，“你必须离开这里，远离这些人。他们不是好人。别管我怎么认识他们，我什么人都认识。乔斯保护不了你，他太软弱了，连自己都保护不了。至于你，保护自己的能力比个婴儿强不了多少。你必须结婚，不然你和你的宝贝儿子都会遭殃的。你必须有个丈夫，你这个傻瓜。我见过的最好的绅士里，有一位向你表白过一百次了，而你却拒绝了他，你这个狠心、无情、不知感恩的小东西！”

“我尽——我已经尽力了，丽贝卡。”阿梅莉亚伤心地说，“但是我忘不了……”她抬头看床头上挂着的乔治画像。

“忘不了他！”贝姬大叫，“那个自私的蠢货！那个爱慕虚荣、大言不惭、没心没肺的东西！他对你早厌倦了，阿梅莉亚。要不是多宾逼他遵守诺言，他根本就不会娶你。这是乔治告诉我的。他从来没关心过你，还三番五次拿你取笑。他刚娶你一个星期，就对我悄悄说情话了。”

“那不是真的，丽贝卡！”阿梅莉亚大喊，跳了起来。

“那就看看这个，你这傻瓜。”丽贝卡平静地说。她从口袋里掏出一张小字条，塞进阿梅莉亚的手里。“你认得出他的笔迹。这是他写给我的——想让我和他私奔——他被打死的前一天在你眼皮子底下给我的。他被打死可真活该！”

阿梅莉亚看着信，没听到她的话。那封信正是滑铁卢战役头一晚舞会上乔治藏在花里交给贝姬的。这是真的。乔治请求贝姬和他私奔。

阿梅莉亚捂着脸哭了起来。那些眼泪是甜蜜的还是苦涩的？她哭是因为乔治不再是她钟爱的完美丈夫，还是因为现在没什么理由妨碍她爱多宾了？“现在没什么禁忌了。”她想，“我可以全心全意地爱他了。啊，我会的，我会的，只要他允许，只要他原谅我的话。”

的确，阿梅莉亚并没像贝姬预料的那样大哭一场。过了片刻，贝姬亲吻她，接着说：“现在我们就开始给他写信吧。”

“我——我今早就给他写了。”阿梅莉亚红着脸说。

贝姬哈哈大笑，整栋房子都能听到她的笑声。
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两天之后的早晨，尽管外面狂风暴雨，阿梅莉亚早早起床，坚持和乔基去港口码头散步。他们焦急地盯着波涛汹涌的海面，雨水打在他们的脸上。

“我希望他不会挑在这么糟糕的天气下过海。”阿梅莉亚说。

“他当然会。”男孩说。他指向海面。“瞧，妈妈，船来了！”

是的，船来了，但他可能不在船上，他可能没有收到信，他可能决定不来。千百种恐惧在阿梅莉亚的心里翻腾。白色的浪头打在港口的堤坝上，像隆隆的雷声。毫无疑问，那颗小心脏也正怦怦地狂跳着。

船离得更近了，可以看见船上站着一个瘦高的人影，朝港口这里望着。“瞧——他在那儿！”乔基大叫，“穿厚大衣的那个人，是多布！”他一把搂住他母亲。

船进港了，那瘦高个儿匆忙下了船。乔基突然跑向港口的另一头，去看什么特别有趣的东西，留下他母亲独自颤抖着站在雨中。

然后，她伸出两只小手向前走去，转眼就躲在他的怀抱里。

她呢喃地说：“原谅——亲爱的威廉——亲爱的朋友——原谅，原谅……”她一次又一次亲吻他的手，多宾另一只手紧紧把她搂在胸前，裹在他厚大衣的褶子里。

阿梅莉亚终于抬起头看着他的脸。那脸上交织着伤感、爱意和怜悯。

“亲爱的阿梅莉亚，该是你叫我来的时候了。”他说。

“你再也不会离开我了，是吗，威廉？”

“是的，不会。”他回答，紧紧搂着她。

多宾终于得到了十八年来他每时每刻都在向往的东西。她紧贴在他胸前，低声说着情话。他终于得到了一生希求的酬报。

他们朝家走去，乔基在他们身边手舞足蹈，高兴地又唱又笑。关于他们我们就先说到这里。
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贝姬再也没在阿梅莉亚和多宾面前出现。或许是对这个善良纯朴的人心存愧疚，因为她是第一个为她说话的人。或许是讨厌这种动感情的场面，她立刻动身前往布吕赫，说是有“特别事务”要处理。威廉·多宾少校和阿梅莉亚·奥斯本夫人举行婚礼时，只有乔基和他舅舅在场。

婚礼结束后，乔基和父母返回英格兰，留下乔斯独自一人。贝姬回来安慰可怜的乔斯（当然，她只待几天）。乔斯说他更喜欢欧洲的生活，因此拒绝了他妹妹请他去英格兰同住的邀请。

多宾婚后离开了军队。他一家人在昆士克劳利附近租了一栋房子，皮特爵士、简女士、他们的女儿及小罗顿·克劳利就住在昆士克劳利。皮特爵士的小儿子一直体弱多病，几年前去世了，这就意味着小罗顿会是下一个准男爵。

阿梅莉亚生了女儿后，多宾的幸福彻底圆满了。简女士和多宾夫人成了很好的朋友。乔基和小罗顿假期里一起玩，还一起上剑桥大学。他们都爱上了简女士的女儿，为了她争风吃醋。

两家都不提罗顿·克劳利夫人这个名字。大家缄口不言是有原因的，因为无论约瑟夫·塞德利去哪里，她也如影随形，这愚蠢的男人似乎已经完全沦为她的奴隶。多宾的律师们告诉他，他大舅子保了一大笔人寿险，而且很可能正在筹钱还债。

阿梅莉亚听到这个消息十分担心，央求多宾去布鲁塞尔见见她哥哥。

乔斯住在一家旅馆里，克劳利夫人住在同一家旅馆的另外一套房间。乔斯拜托多宾在贝姬外出的时候来见他。多宾发现他大舅子的身体状况很差。乔斯虽然极力称赞贝姬，可对她却怕得要命。他先后得了一堆奇奇怪怪的病，贝姬一直全心全意地照顾他，简直就像他女儿一样。

“但是——但是——啊，看在老天爷的份上，搬来住在我近旁吧。而且——而且偶尔来看看我。”乔斯央求。

多宾皱起眉头。“不行啊，乔斯。”他说，“你知道，丽贝卡在的时候，阿梅莉亚不能来看你。”

“但是贝姬是清白的。”乔斯绝望地说，“她和孩子一样纯洁，和你的妻子一样清白。”

“也许是这样。”多宾郁郁地说，“但她在的时候，埃米不能来看你。做个男子汉，乔斯。把这个关系断了，回到你家人身边吧。我们听说你还欠了债。”

“欠债！”乔斯大叫，“胡说！克劳利夫人——我是说，我所有的钱都——都处置得非常好。”

“那你没有欠债咯？为什么保人寿险呢？”

“我想——万一我有什么三长两短——送她一个小礼物，非常感激她……但是我的钱当然都会给你的。”

多宾求他趁还能逃的时候赶紧逃走，如果他回印度，克劳利夫人就无法跟到那里去。

乔斯抓住多宾的手。“好，我会去印度，但是别告诉她。我需要时间。她要是知道了会杀了我的。你不知道她是个多么可怕的女人。”这个可怜人说。

“那为什么不现在就跟我一起走呢？”多宾问。

然而乔斯没有勇气这么做。他会再见多宾，但是多宾一定不能说他来过，而且现在必须离开，因为贝姬说不准什么时候就回来了。多宾满心忧惧地离开了。

他再也没见过乔斯。三个月后，约瑟夫·塞德利在法国去世了。他大多数钱都不知去向，只剩保险金，平分给他的“妹妹阿梅莉亚”和他的“朋友丽贝卡”。保险公司的律师们说这单保险极其可疑，他们想调查死因。但是“朋友丽贝卡”——她现在自称克劳利女士——立刻来到伦敦，雇了自己的律师。她打赢官司，拿到了钱。

她没有资格自称克劳利女士，但是她继续使用这个名号。她丈夫罗顿在考文垂岛上死于黄热病，他哥哥皮特·克劳利爵士也于六周后离开了人世。皮特爵士一死，贝姬的儿子作为克劳利家族活着的唯一男性，成为罗顿·克劳利爵士，并继承了克劳利家所有房产和土地。

罗顿爵士继续同简女士和她的女儿住在昆士克劳利。他拒绝见他的母亲，只每年给她丰厚的生活费。即便没有这笔钱，他母亲也显得极其富有。她在巴斯和伦敦两地居住，许多人都认为她是遭遇了极大不幸的女人。她有敌人，但谁又没有呢？她上教堂，全身心地参与教会筹集善款的活动，帮助那些生了病、穷困潦倒、无家可归的不幸之人。

在伦敦这样的一次活动上，阿梅莉亚一家和贝姬不期而遇。看到他们匆匆走开，贝姬觉得好笑，嘴角露出了一丝微笑。阿梅莉亚挽着她儿子乔基，乔基现在已经长成一个英俊的小伙子；多宾抱着小女儿珍妮。他现在喜爱珍妮胜过一切。

“胜过喜欢我。”阿梅莉亚想着，叹了口气。但是他从未对阿梅莉亚说过一句不体贴、不温柔的话，阿梅莉亚的愿望他也千方百计去实现。

[image: alt]

啊，人类欲望如此虚荣与荒唐！尘世之中，我们谁是真正快乐的？我们谁能称心如意？又或，在遂了心愿后，真正感到心满意足？


ACTIVITIES



Before Reading

1 Read the story introduction and the back cover. One of the girls will wear diamonds, and in the words of a 1940s song, 'Diamonds are a girl's best friend'. Do you think that was also true in Vanity Fair? Discuss these questions.

1) If Amelia or Becky wears diamonds at an evening party, how will she get them? Will she inherit them, be given them, borrow them, hire them, buy them with her own money, steal them? Might the method be different for each girl?

2) Of the two girls, which is more likely to wear diamonds? Why?

3) What does it mean, 'diamonds are a girl's best friend'? Why, in your view, do women want to possess or wear diamonds?

4) Do you think diamonds are still 'a girl's best friend' today, or do modern girls want other things? If so, what?

2 Here is a list of adjectives that might describe the two heroines. Which adjectives might apply best to Becky, and which to Amelia?

ambitious, amusing, affectionate, brilliant, cunning, devoted, dull, gentle, good, honest, modest, selfish, sensible, strong, sympathetic

3 What are your expectations of a novel like this? Discuss these ideas. Which kind of ending would you prefer?

1) The 'good' characters will be happy and successful by the end of the story, and the 'bad' will be punished in some way.

2) The characters will have both 'good' and 'bad' sides to them, and the wicked are just as likely to succeed as the good.


ACTIVITIES



While Reading

1 Read Chapters 1 to 3. Complete these sentences with names from the story. (Some names will be needed more than once.)


  
    	Amelia
    	George Osborne
    	Sir Pitt Crawley
  

  
    	Becky
    	Mr Osborne
    	Rawdon Crawley
  

  
    	Jos Sedley
    	William Dobbin
    	Miss (Matilda) Crawley
  

  
    	Mr Sedley
    	Miss Briggs
    	Bute Crawley
  



1) _____ hoped for a proposal from _____'s brother _____.

2) _____ never spoke of his love for _____, because she was engaged to _____.

3) _____ came to London to look after _____, which upset _____'s devoted companion, _____.

4) _____ had to refuse _____, because she was already married to his son _____.

5) The wealthy _____ planned to divide her money between her nephew _____ and the family of _____.

6) _____ married her beloved _____, even though _____ forbade the marriage when _____ lost all his money.




Before you read on, compare the two newly married couples – Becky and Rawdon, and George and Amelia – and discuss these questions.




7) Which couple is likely to be happier, and why?

8) Which couple is likely to stay together longer, and why?

9) Which couple is more likely to be comfortable financially, and why?

2 Read Chapters 4 and 5. What do you think might happen in each of these cases?

1) 'Becky and Rawdon... ran up debts, confident of getting the old lady's money in the end.' (What if they don't?)

2) 'Hopes on both sides were high – that George's father would forgive George, and that Miss Crawley would forgive Becky and Rawdon.' (And if they don't, how will each couple react?)

3) 'A tiny flame of jealousy was already burning in Amelia's gentle heart.' (How will this affect the girls' friendship?)

4) 'There was a note, rolled up like a tiny snake among the flowers.'(What will happen to this note?)

3 Read Chapters 6 to 8, and discuss these questions.

1) How do the two girls compare as mothers?

2) Which girl has the better chance of a successful future?

3) Which girl has the better chance of a happy future?




Before you read on, what do you think lies ahead for the two girls? Give reasons for your choices.




Becky will...

4) run away with Lord Steyne.

5) never live with Rawdon again.

6) try to help Rawdon.




Amelia will...

7) lose her mind with grief.

8) agree to marry Dobbin.

9) become unexpectedly rich.

4 Read Chapters 9 and 10. Which of these opinions do you agree with? Give your reasons.

Rawdon...

· was right to react as he did, because Becky was guilty.

· was right to be angry, but should have fought Lord Steyne.

· should have kept quiet, as he had been quite happy for Becky to use her charms to their advantage in the past.




Dobbin...

· should have stayed in India, because Amelia will never give him the love he deserves.

· should have left Amelia when she said she still thought of George as her husband.

· should stay near Amelia, and try harder to win her love.




Before you read on, what do you think the girls should do now? Give them some advice, using these ideas and your own.




Amelia should...

· stop relying on Dobbin to solve her problems.

· marry Dobbin even though she does not love him.

· learn to forget George and love Dobbin.

Becky should...

· live a quiet, honest life and find a job as a governess.

· have a brilliant social life in London with Lord Steyne's help.

· try to keep in touch with her son.

5 Before you read Chapter 11 (A meeting with an old friend) and Chapter 12 (Births, marriages, and deaths), can you guess what happens?

1) The old friend is _____ and this person meets __________.

2) Births (one): __________

3) Marriages (one): __________

4) Deaths (three): __________


ACTIVITIES



After Reading

1 Here is Rawdon's letter, dictated by Becky, to his brother Pitt (see Chapter 6). Match each of these adjectives with one of the nouns, and complete the letter with the most appropriate pairs of words.

adjectives: affectionate, charming, excellent, generous, good, great, friendly, happy, loving, warm

nouns: attention, brother, eye, fortune, friendship, judgement, memories, nature, pleasure, wife




My dear Pitt

I am writing to offer sincerest congratulations from Rebecca and myself on your recent _____ _____. There is no doubt that Aunt Matilda showed _____ _____ in leaving her inheritance to you. Of course, in recent years my regimental duties have forced us to live abroad, and as a result we were not able to show Aunt Matilda the_____ _____ that we would have wished. How fortunate that you were able to perform this family duty!

I hear you have returned to Queen's Crawley. (Rebecca and I have such _____ _____ of that house!) As we both know, there has not always been the _____ _____ between us that brothers should enjoy, but I hope that your _____ _____ will allow you to forget our past disagreements. We are both now fathers, and it would give me __________ if our two families could meet as friends. Rebecca and I are most anxious to meet your children and your _____ _____, whom all the world praises, and we beg that you will look with a _____ _____ on our own son, little Rawdy.

Your _____ _____, Rawdon

2 Perhaps this is what some of the characters in the story were thinking. Which characters are they, who are they thinking about, and what is happening at this point in the story?

1) 'He's a bit upset now, but he'll get over it. And he'll be grateful to me one day. No use getting sentimental about it. There's no point in marrying if there's no money to be had.'

2) 'Where on earth is she? It's more than twelve hours now. Why is it taking her so long? She can easily find that much money. Surely she cares enough about me to get me out of here...'

3) 'I shall like it here – it's certainly better than working for that horrible old man. The old lady isn't too hard to look after, and she's a lot richer! Yes, life will be quite interesting here...'

4) 'Well, then – it's done. She didn't even look at me as I went out of the door. I hoped she might begin to love me, but it's too soon. It's best I go away. Perhaps after a few years...'

5) 'Never have I felt so angry in all my life. He is my husband and I have a duty to obey him, but he must see that I cannot be in this house while she is here. I must face him at once...'

6) 'India? Yes, I'd like to go there again. But – I don't know. When I'm with her, I'd do anything for her. But when she goes away, I feel so afraid of – of what she might do.'

7) 'It breaks my heart to see him go. I know it will bring him lots of opportunities that he can't have here, and he's so excited about it, but he's my life! Why does nobody understand that?'

8) 'Yes, she knows, she knows it's in there! That sparkle in her green eyes says it all! She'll read it when she gets home...'

3 Here are some of the more outrageous lies that Becky tells. Rewrite them so that they tell the truth. What do you think would have happened if she had spoken the plain truth?

1) 'He's very handsome.' (Chapter 1)

2) 'Dearest love, do you suppose I feel nothing?' (Chapter 5)

3) 'I swear that I have done my husband no wrong.' (Chapter 5)

4) 'What I should like to do first is to see your dear little children.'(Chapter 7)

5) 'Dear, dear Rawdy! I miss him so much.' (Chapter 7)

6) 'I have such a headache, and such a heartache!' (Chapter 9)

7) 'It was for Rawdon – and you!' (Chapter 9)

4 Here are two entries from different diaries, written one day apart. Fill each gap with one suitable word to complete the entries. Then say who wrote each entry, and when.

FIRST DIARY

So this is _____ last night in _____ house! I never _____ things to happen _____ quickly. Why didn't _____ Pitt ask me _____? I'm sure the _____ fool won't live _____, and I could _____ been Lady Crawley, _____ and free! It's _____ lucky for me _____ he didn't tell_____ Crawley why I _____ him.

Dear Rawdon! _____ will be fun _____ be together at _____. His greatest talent _____ winning at cards, _____ we'll have a _____ future – if I _____ the decisions and _____ after the money! _____ must stop now _____ write my letter _____ Miss Briggs. I'm _____ I can touch _____ heart with my _____ of true love, _____ then she will _____ Miss Crawley to _____ us, and we _____ be rich.




SECOND DIARY

Oh, what a _____ day! Miss Sharp's _____ gave us all _____ a shock. How _____ that Mrs Bute _____ in time to _____ us! I didn't _____ what to say _____ Miss Crawley. She _____ the news very _____. We had to _____ her to bed _____ call the doctor.

_____ Sir Pitt arrived _____ the house, asking _____ Becky. He was_____ when he heard _____ news, and his _____ was so dreadful_____ I had to _____ the room. I _____ not stop trembling _____ hours afterwards. I _____ tomorrow will be _____ – I don't want_____ more news or _____!

5 What do you think about the way these people behaved? Was it wicked, foolish, brave, deceitful, bold, practical? Did some of them have excuses for behaving in this way? Discuss your ideas.

Amelia

· her treatment of Dobbin

· her treatment of her parents after George's death

Becky

· her relationship with Jos Sedley

· her relationship with Lord Steyne

Rawdon

· his card-playing with George and others

· his behaviour after the Lord Steyne affair

Dobbin

· his behaviour towards Amelia

· his relationship with George

6 Which of the two heroines did you like better? Did they shock, irritate, amuse or fascinate you? Which would you prefer to have as a friend? Why?
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Dear Barbara,

How are you? How is in Salzburg? Are you
very busy? I've got a job at the here, and I'm
working hard. I'm working in the clinic, and 1
love it. But I get very !

I often walk along by the , and I remember
our first to the bridge. Some days there are a
lot of in the water. | to see them there.
Sometimes I cry, but [ smile, and I think
Nina. And I've got some for you. I've got a new

—he’s a doctor too, and his name is Mario.
He’s really very . Perhaps one day 1 can a

flower the river for Nina!
With love
Alma
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Luke is a good-looking young man,
but he’s not very clever with words.
Gemma is clever with words, but
what does she want? Lucy and
Becky are good friends, but what
about Sam? He makes wonderful
cakes, but does he make mistakes
too? Nina and Dragan are in love, so
deeply in love, but they live in the
wrong place, at the wrong time ...

All love stories have moments of
misunderstanding, pain, happiness,
laughter, and sometimes great
sadness. But love can nearly always
find away ...

ANER, BEARRERE. R,
EWEBEERSE—MXIRE. 5
BRSHIREAES. HH0EX,
BRNEZERMYE, BROSENRES
8. BRHRBIHE---

" FERE B F
= HEET E OB

AN IEEA%TH
it R 3L

www. fltrp. com

s’ 5 WmERS L)
S HEAREINEE. REMIEKT. RREIND

A, &% http://2udu.fltrp.com/reading

A
J

BRIER





OEBPS/Images/image08689.jpeg
# i FRERREEY

Black Beauty
RRL

= AnnaSewell ()
= John Escott (%) s
" F N e

9I~f§3§l#'—im§ﬂﬂiﬁﬁ£

% BENING





OEBPS/Images/image07359.jpeg
The Butler
Did It and Other Plays
HEEREMR

A AERZIEENES





OEBPS/Images/image08690.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07360.jpeg
H - S EERRE RS

The Butler Did It
and Other Plays

HEERERR

= Bill Bowler (%) #
m Clare West (%) x5
= Rowan Barnes Murphy (3%) @&

LENC R

SMEBF 55 AR

FOREIGN LANGUAGE TEACHNG AND RESEARCH PRESS
L7 BEUING





OEBPS/Images/image08691.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07361.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08712.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07382.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08713.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07383.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08714.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07384.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08715.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07385.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08716.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07386.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08717.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07387.jpeg
Cox
Mills

Harris five of Chris’s friends, all older than him
Dean

Wright





OEBPS/Images/image08718.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07388.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08719.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07389.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08720.jpeg
~EF
“BR” BINERES
FRURAOERASEHR
ARBEMS AREEI
BR-ABWRB. DRERS
PAERMIBNER. B
R-T, BBRA-RDBH
MR, CORADHGTETF
BE, ARFTBHLEEES

WHXR “BR” F¥
U\, BRUBET PER
BEIZHRD, “BR"
BRBBIREE, BERE
ARBNENICE, BT
HURA BRI RSB
T. BRARAECHANI
WUEREHREBIR: BERF
FRORTE, B RAF
BRRTE, FHRTAD
RIDOBE— &, RGN
BRBRN: MELWHE
%, ®ARFT |

“pr S PuERs L
F-NEARBIBER. VKT, RRFIND
BEMEAS, B3 http:/2udu.fitrp.comireading

" HERE. IRR
= HERt BHH

BHAKH
it R

wwuw. {itrp. com





OEBPS/Images/image07390.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08721.jpeg
BE KRR
= Joseph Connad (%)
= ClreWest 081 2%

Lord Jim
i&ﬂ%x






OEBPS/Images/image07391.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08702.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07372.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08703.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07373.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08704.jpeg
~z

“BR” BINBHES
HRERAFE R RS2 HIR
HRBEMS ARBEEI
EW—KBHB. BRERE
PABRMIRNPLR. B
R—T, BBL-RDBH
NRB, CURDEMTXF
BE, ARFBEREBEF
WSKR “BR” ¥
oE, ERWBETPER
BEIBNEP, “BR”
BRREMBE. BEMRE
ARBENBHNALCE, BT
AR A 22D 05D 15 t R BAE
T. BRESEEHBEIG
UEREBRER: BRE
FRWRT X, BCRMF
BB TE. FERTAD
ARIPHNRE— &, REF
RRRRN: RELAOBEK
%, RAKDT

“sn 5B IuERS L
E-NERAIMER. RRDBKT. EREIND

EIEYAS, &% http://2udu.fitrp.com/reading

" OFERE. R
" HERt N %

0N Bs A%
@ R

www. fltrp. com





OEBPS/Images/image07374.jpeg
ACROSS DOWN

1) The opposite of 2) Free time from work. (7)
expensive. (5) 3) Something that is

4) What you must or must difficult; you need to find
not do. (4) an answer. (7)

6) A man who works in 5) A polite way of speaking
another person’s house. (6) to a man. (3)

7) A long way. (3)

8) To take someone as a
husband or wife. (5)
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Theman wihithe monkey waited for half an hour.
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Gwen phoned a friend.
Roger said, ‘Marry me, darling!”

had some garlic for lunch.
looked in the mirror.
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How do you get a licence if you
want to keep a monkey? What can
you do if your wife has a lover? How
can you see into the future? Where
can you go for an exciting but cheap
holiday somewhere hot and far
away? How can you persuade your
girlfriend or boyfriend to marry you?
The characters in these six original
short plays are looking for answers
to these questions. While trying to
solve their problems, people get into
some very funny situations. Each
play gives an amusing view of life
today, and there is often an
unexpected ending.
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One Ghost for the Night

Sleep Notw, My Darling

A Ghost in Love

Matthew Comes Home
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Time to be Happy Again
No More Waiting

Thank You, Gilbert
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Do you believe in ghosts? Jerry
doesn’t. He's a nineteen-year-old
American, who just wants a
good holiday with his friend,
Brad. They are travelling round
the north of England by bicycle.
But strange things begin to
happen in the small hotel where
they are staying. First, Brad
seems to think that he has been
there before. And then a girl
called Ellen appears ...
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‘Give me the money,’ says the
robber to the Los Angeles security
guard. The guard looks at the gun
and hands over the money. The
robber has long blond hair and
rides a motorcycle — and a girl
with long blond hair arrives at
Kenny’s motel — on a motorcycle.
Is she the robber?
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Then one day a girl with red hair oK .;
comes to the store, and everything a%g

2 & 3
changes for Mark. Now he can’t H e N
forget that beautiful face, those o ';'_
green eyes, and that red hair ... ‘R % s

= ie.

8 =/
REBNEABPSETH-®, £n
BOREGHNNSH, BRER ‘ %;Eg ¥
MEEE—REAEN z @
S-NAVEAEERED, BES £
AxAMe BEDRIUT, K5 ® 5
APEAEEAS! )

B8, Xz, q BB R,

50 8. S e

 FERE. BHRE
= HERIT E R

A S
iE R

www. fltrp. com






OEBPS/Images/image06861.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06881.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06880.jpeg
WA






OEBPS/Images/image06879.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06878.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06877.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06876.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06875.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06874.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06873.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06872.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06891.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06890.jpeg
~ER

‘How can Mr Frank be angry now?"
thinks Mike happily. His film is good
and he is the only cameraman on the
volcano. Now he can go home. But
then he finds Jenny and she is dying.
Rocks start to move and Mike is
afraid. Can they get off the volcano
alive? And what happens to Mike's
camera and film?
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Are you mad?
There is no curse.

Our boat is ready. We are all
good divers. Let’s find the
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‘When Becky Sharp and Amelia Sedley leave
school, their feet are set on very different
paths. Kind, foolish Amelia returns to her
comfortable home and wealthy family, to
await a suitable marriage, while Becky must
look out for herself, earning her own living in
a hard world. But Becky is neither kind nor
foolish, and with her quick brain and keen
eye for a chance, her fortunes soon rise,
while Amelia’s fall.

Greed, ambition, loyalty, betrayal, folly,
wisdom ... Thackeray's famous novel gives
us a witty and satirical picture of English
society during the Napoleonic wars.
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“Who is the man with the roses
in his hand?' thinks Anna. ‘I
want to meet him." ‘Who s the
girl with the guitar?" thinks Will.
I like her. | want to meet her.”
But they do not meet. ‘There are
lots of men!" says Anna's friend
Vicki, but Anna cannot forget
Will. And then one rainy day ...
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Mrs Proudie, the warlike wife of the new
Bishop of Barchester, brings the
Reverend Slope into the Bishop’s Palace
to help dominate her husband and rule
the local clergy. But Slope is a snake in
the grass, determined to find a rich wife,
to win advancement for himself, even to
fight Mrs Proudie if necessary.

Their battle becomes a furious dance,
involving rich, pretty Widow Bold, angry
Archdeacon Grantly, man-eating Signora
Neroni, gentle Mr Harding, confused
Vicar Quiverful and his fourteen noisy
children.

This classic comic story is probably
Trollope’s most famous novel.
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Sally is always running — and
she has her phone with her all
the time: at home, on the
train, at work, at lunchtime,
and at the shops.

But then one afternoon suddenly
she has a different phone ...
and it changes her life.
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‘It's an interesting job,” says
Sally about her work at Happy
Hills. And today is a very exciting
day because Zapp the famous
singer is coming. Everybody is
having a wonderful time. But
suddenly something goes very,
very wrong.
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Goodbye Lancelot. Find
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Never forget King Arthur and
the magic of the Round Table!
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It is the year 650 in England.
There is war everywhere
because the old king is dead
and he has no son. Only when
the new king comes can the
fighting stop and the strange,
magical story of King Arthur
begin. But first, Merin the
ancient magician has to find a
way of finding the next king. . .
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Sherlock Holmes is the greatest
detective the world has ever
seen, and he knows it. As the
famous bank-robber, John Clay,
says to him, ‘You think of
everything, Mr Holmes. You're
very clever.” People come to him
with problems that no one, not
even the police, can solve.
Holmes sits, and thinks, and
smokes his pipe, and in the end
he finds the answer.

In these plays, based on two of
his stories, Holmes, helped by his
old friend, Dr Watson, uses his
great intelligence to solve two
unusual and interesting cases.
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Shirley Homes is a private investigator.
She is clever with computers, and
knows London like the back of her
hand. She laughs when people say,
‘Was  Sherlock Holmes  your
grandfather?’ Sherlock Holmes, of
course, was not a real person, but,
like Sherlock, Shirley has good eyes,
and good ears. And she knows the
right questions to ask.

And in the Lithuanian Case, the right
questions are important. Because
Shirley must find a missing person —
Carrie Williams, aged fifteen. Where is
she? Who is she with?
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Into the narrow social world of New York
in the 1870s comes Countess Ellen
Olenska, surrounded by shocked
whispers about her failed marriage to a
rich Polish Count. A woman who leaves
her husband can never be accepted in
polite society.

Newland Archer is engaged to young
May Welland, but the beautiful and
mysterious Countess needs his help. He
becomes her friend and defender, but
friendship with an unhappy, lonely
woman is a dangerous path for a young
man to follow — especially a young man
who is soon to be married.
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The courtroom is full for today’s trial.
Two young men, Simon Clark and Dan
Smith, stand up. The clerk asks, ‘Are
you guilty of the murder of Mary
Jones?’ ‘Not guilty!’” they reply. But
perhaps they are guilty. The police
found the murder weapon in their stolen
car, and there was blood on Simon’s
face. If the court finds them guilty, they
will go to prison for a very long time.

Can the lawyers find out the truth, by
asking the right questions? Everyone in
court wants to know who murdered
Mary Jones, especially her mother, and
her boyfriend, Jim. You can help to find
the answer, too!
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When Carruthers joins his friend Arthur
Davies on his yacht Dulcibella, he is
expecting a pleasant sailing holiday in
the Baltic Sea. But the holiday turns into
an adventure of a different kind. He and
Davies soon find themselves sailing in
the stormy waters of the North Sea,
exploring the channels and sandbanks
around the German Frisian Islands, and
looking for a secret — a secret that could
mean great danger for England.

Erskine Childers’ novel, published in
1903, was the first great modern spy
story, and is still as exciting to read
today as it was a hundred years ago.
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Tom Walsh had a lot to learn
about life. He liked travelling,
and he was in no hurry. He
liked meeting people, anyone
and everyone. He liked the
two American girls on the
train. They were nice and
very friendly. They knew a lot
of places. Tom thought they
were fun. Tom certainly had a
lot to learn about life.
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‘Every day is the same.
Nothing  exciting  ever
happens to me,’ thinks
Adam one boring Monday
morning. But today is not
the same. When he helps a
beautiful young woman
because some men want
to take her bag, life gets
exciting and very, very
dangerous.
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France, 1815. Jean Valjean
leaves prison after nineteen
years. These are dangerous and
troubled times, and life is hard.
Valiean must begin a new life,
but how can he escape his past,
and his enemy, Inspector
Javert?
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newspaper reporter,
Steve.
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Quiet, please. Jack's leaving and we're

| want to say something. all very unhappy. Here's a
present for you. You can

use it in your new job.

A mobile phone! Thanks, very much.
You're all very kind.
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Everybody is having a good time. §

It's late — but |
don't have to
work tomorrow.
Now, how do |
get home?
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Jack cannot find a taxi.
He walks for a long time
and gets very tired.

| live at 57 Park Road.
Can you take me there?

Of course. Get in.| §
You look tired. . You're only my second

passenger . .. Sir?
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Do what | tell you . . .
or you're dead.
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When the lights are
green, drive fast.

I'm watching you.
Don't be clever.

\ \ ... then right next
= N to the hospital.
NN Left here, fast.
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' What do you want?

I've got some money, but
not very much. Take it.
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The sun is hot and there are not
many people. And when Bill
meets a man, alone, standing
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something strange about the
man he meets. Very strange ...
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Look! Here's a big clock. Here's
the tunnel. And here's a railway
crossing. They must be on this road.

Now | can hear
lots of seagulls.
Are we near
the sea?

We're wrong. The sea isn't on I W
that side of town. It's over here.
4| M , AIRPORY {

No! Look! We are right. The city
rubbish dump's next to the road.
Just here. There are always seagulls
on the dump. Also, the dump's near
the airport! Quick, let's catch the Wolf.






OEBPS/Images/image07003.jpeg
It's about five minutes Drive to the airport.
to the airport. We must | must get on that plane.
stop the Wolf.
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Wait! I've got a ticket.
| must get on that plane.
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Are you looking for that
bad man with the beard?
He's over there.
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Don't shoot!

We're driving

tog _fast. ICar|1 ) ow!
we drive slowly? What's

happening?

0

Quiet! OK.
Just drive . . .

carefully.
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He has a gun! | don't understand.

. N Am | dreaming?
3 @ ~
' e - . ' S\

At the roundabout g The taxi driver drives
turn Igt- D very carefully now.
&7 : o
- S

. I must keep calm. Everyth
OK. He can't see me here.
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| must do something . . . but what? /2 Taxi 250.
M ‘ — Can you hear me?

This is taxi 250.
They want to
talk to me.

Jack is not tired now.
Suddenly, he has an idea.

| know what to do. People
do this on television. | can do it.

G-g-give me the gun . . . slowly.
| don't want to hurt you.

Stop the taxi.
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Don't do that. | don't

like surprises.

Now, get out of
\. the taxi. Slowly.
B

\% o

ala)

35

How can we get home?
Look there's a taxi.

I've got a gun. You haven't!
Do you want me to shoot?

No. Please.
Don't shoot.
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You - getin It's too small. Get in, you dog,
the boot. . orlshoot.

They're going fast.

He's holding a gun!
4|
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Through the Looking-Glass
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It's too small in Something's hurting
here and my leg me. What is it?
hurts. I'm not clever. | must move it.

What can | do?
It's my new phone.

Yes! | can phone
for help.

OK, you can stop but
you must stay in the taxi.
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| I'm taking the keys.
| don't want you
to drive away.
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Now, | want
the police.

A man's in our taxi.
He's got a gun.
| don't know where
he wants to go.
He's very dangerous.
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OK,
keep calm.
What's your

name
and where
are you?

I' Jack and I'min
the boot of the taxi.

Tell me about
the man.

Jack, that man's very
dangerous. He's called
the Wolf and we're looking |
for him. Be careful. We must
find where you are. Can you
see anything? |

You know who that is?
It's the Wolf.
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| can't see anything .-
> but | hear a clock. «J Can you see a big clock?

It sounds very loud
and very near.

/

We're going through
a tunnel, | think.

We're driving over
lots of bumps. Is it a
railway crossing?
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It's dark and cold
in the street now.

o

Be careful. Ha! Ha! Vampires? !

He’s crazy. He's a Wonderful! Are you
vampire Killer. working for him?

VY

Yes . .. but this
isn’t a joke!

My name’s Claudia.
I'm here for the job.

OK, but I'm
interested.
Perhaps he
wants another
helper?
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Dracula is a book, but this is true.
There is a vampire here in your town.
| must find it and Kill it tonight or . . .

Meet me near
the supermarket
at midnight.

Colin looks at the
money in Fletcher’'s
hand for a long time.

Itis a lot

f
o at midnight

Good! See you
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Then Fletcher
asks the important
question.

Do you believe
in vampires?

But what is the job?

Vampires!
Oh dear-this
is no good!

Wait! You need
a job and you
need money!

It's late! Sorry!
| must go now. |-

| am a vampire killer.

| find vampires and
| kill them . . . And
now | need help.

Vampires? Are you talking
about Dracula?
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The professor asks
{ lots of questions.
Why do you )
want this job? ‘ How old are you?
Are you a fast runner?
Well, | play football
every week.
Are you strong and brave?

Well, yes. | think | am.

They’re OK. Why?
Are you making
a horror film?

| need money.

There aren’t
any jobs in
this town.
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m strong, fast Hello. I'm calling | can come |
>and brave . . . | can abut th6J04 tomorrow.

do this job. |

Come to Tomorrow's '
58 Bottle Road. no good.

You must

Professor
Fletcher?
I'm Colin
Miller.

A
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Sorry. There I'm sorry. There’s |
are no jobs. | 1 no work here. |

B =

Wait a minute! Y
What's this?
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VAMPIRE KILLER

-(’ [P i

QIR This s Colin Miller. // T
He wants a jOb

We're all here
for the job!






OEBPS/Images/image06454.jpeg
F AR RRE R

Vampire Killer
W I 5% F

= Paul Shipton (%) #
= Andy Parker (%) s
- OE

SMERF S R4

7 BELING





OEBPS/Images/image06453.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06452.jpeg
‘The people on this island
don't like archaeologists,’
the woman on the ferry
says. You only want to
study the 4,500 year-old
Irish megalithic stones but
very soon strange things
begin to happen to you.
Can you solve the mystery
in time?
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Five minutes later.

Claudia, listen. I'm afraid.

Fletcher’s crazy. Renfield

is crazy too, | think. Let’s
run away now!

No, Colin. | want to know. Is
the professor’s story true?

Five o’clock, | think.
: But my watch is slow.
.

ey

¢
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Renfield is quiet for Do you know that street?
a minute. Then . . . 4

Twenty-six, Moon Street.

N ==
Ninberadean Quick! There isn’t

much time.

What about Renfield?
Shall | call the police?

No. Leave him. We must
be quick! We can go in

my car. It's near here.
—

Renfield begins to laugh.

.

Good luck,
Fletcher!
You need it!
Ha! Ha! Ha!
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Renfield begins to run.

e

But Fletcher a
Colin are faste Where is it?
: Where’s the [ Professor, stop!
I've got vampire? Let’s call the
4 police . . .

This isn't | :
a joke now.

Fletcher! | = el him!
_am B Where does the
vampire live?

the professor!
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suddenly

Is Fletcher’s
story true?
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Colin. How old are you?

I'm eighteen.
And you?

Claudia and Colin talk quietly. Tell me about yourself,

I’'m older than you!

She has a

nice smile. She has

beautiful eyes too.
Don'’t be stupid,
Colin—ask her!

Claudia, would you
like to go out with me

tomorrow afternoon? )
Thanks, Colin,

but | can’t.

Oh, that's OK.
It doesn’t matter | can’t meet you

... sorry. in the afternoon . . .
but | can meet you
tomorrow night.

Wonderful!
{1 Where do you live?

That's OK, Colin.
' | can find you.

\
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[

The professor does not They run thro
answer Claudia’s quest the dark streets
E o
' u

His name’s Renfield . . .
and | know where he lives!

This is the street.
We can wait here.
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‘ Here. Take these.

Where are
we going? f

We're looking
for this man.

No, this man
works for the
vampire.

Oh? That's a good job.
l Does he get a lot of money?
g i — -
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It's you! You're
working for the

something,
Colin. Do

you believe

in vampires?

re here. Good.
Are you ready?

‘77 e
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Hey! Where

Come here ;
are you going?

and give me

a kiss! ] ! p

Oh, no! My
watch is slow.
I'm late!
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Colin is tired, but Two pounds, please. |
he does not want 3
to go home.

s fi
are in the pub.

AW

)" Perhaps 4 Hi, Colin. |
one little Have you got
I i a job now?

They stop laughing after
about ten minutes.
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Death is all around you, waiting ...

In these stories by Edgar Allan Poe,
death whispers at you from every dark
corner, and fear can send you mad ...
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A woman and a man ... words of
love whispered on a summer night.
Later, there is a child, but no
wedding-ring. And then the man
leaves the first woman, finds a
younger woman, marries her ... It's
an old story.

Yes, it's an old, old story. It happens
all the time—today, tomorrow, a
hundred years ago. People don’t
change. But this story, set among the
green hills of southern England, has
something different about it. Perhaps
it is only a dream, or perhaps it is
magic—a kind of strange dark magic
that begins in the world of dreams
and phantoms ...
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Every town should have a ‘card’ —
someone who gets talked about,
someone who does mad and wonderful
things, someone who makes you laugh.

Bursley in the Five Towns has a ‘card”:
Edward Henry Machin (Denry for short).
Denry begins life in a poor little house
where the rent is twenty-three pence a
week. But before he's thirty, he's made a
lot of money, and had more adventures
than you and | have had hot dinners. The
town of Bursley never stops talking
about him. Whatever will young Denry
do next?
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Charles Bravo died from the poison
antimony. He took three days to die,
and the doctors could do nothing to
help him.

There were three people who had
reasons for wanting Charles Bravo
dead — Florence Bravo herself,
Charles Bravo’s new young wife; Dr
James Gully, Florence’s former lover;
and Mrs Jane Cox, Florence’s friend
and companion.

But the enquiry into the death in
1876 could not decide who the
murderer was, and for more than
130 years people have wondered
who did kill Charles Bravo ..

FRETNRIIEFRED. XB—
BRUARNEI, BR—THEL
FUNERe BSEFNEF, 1B
OISR, ZRBENIEX,
MNARN LIS, RRES, 19
SN XD ERRBE M
R, BBFIREITAB?

» FERE. & 8
» RATHE. KER
= HEGE B R

BHAZH
HiEtt R
www. fitrp. com

B G BREERS L
B HERAIMEE. RRDEKT. EREIND

A3, &% http://2udu.fitrp.com/reading

|

BRI






OEBPS/Images/image07161.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08512.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07182.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08513.jpeg
~zF
‘BR” BIMBHZES
HARBRANFRAFHIR
HRBEMEG ARBFI
BEH-KER. BRERB
PABRAIBRNER. B
R-T, BBRL-RVYH
NR, EORDBMET KT
BE, AHAFBLEBEF

WSXR “BR” RF
o, ERWBET PER
BEIENEP, ‘PR’
ERERBIMBE. BEIRE
AMRENBWPCE, g
AR A 2203t B It R B4
T BRASAECHBHRIS
WERESREIR: BR
TWWRTE, B RM*F
BT X, FARTLAB
AIPHBRE—A&, MBF
ERARRN: MELWEL
5%, RARBT |

B 58 TMMERS L4
E—MEREITSE. RREGEKT. ERSEIND

BIEEAS, &R http:/2udu.fitrp.com/reading

" FERE B B
= HER X W

(@\' BBMARXH
iEtt R

2#it/ www. fitrp. com





OEBPS/Images/image07183.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08514.jpeg
o pmmzawmeEs





OEBPS/Images/image07184.jpeg
~zz

“BR” BRIMBHES
HRURIAFRAZE LR
HABEMB ARIBEI
BER—ABB. DRERIE
PARBMIBNER. B
R—T, BWL-RDBN
MR, CUOROEMTXF
BE, AATEREBES
WSKR “BR” R]H¥
oE, EREBETPER
BEIBNEP. “BR”
BERBBIREE, BEME
ARABNBNECE, T
AR A 222 0 (A 1Tt R BAE
T. BRASACHMBHIG
UERBHREIR: BRE
TRWRT X, BORM*F
BHRTE. FHRTLAD
AIPRRE— &, RF
ERRRIN: MELWHEK
&%, "ARDT

‘s RBWEERS LS
S-NEREIDSE. RRMEKT. TRFIND

FIBEYAS, &% http://2udu.fitrp.com/reading

= FERE 5 B
= HERE N B

@ IEHAZXH
iE R

2@/ www. fltrp.com





OEBPS/Images/image08515.jpeg
F R BE A

The Unquiet Grave
NERRIE

= M.R James (%) =
m  Peter Hawkins (%) s
=R OE

SMEBF S B 5 AR AL

FOREIGN LANGUAGE TEACHNG AND RESEARCH PRESS.
% BEUING





OEBPS/Images/image07185.jpeg
sEaxsamine

Sherlock Holmes and
the Duke's Son

/I\Fxﬁﬁ
mAsaILF

A AEBZIERAEL





OEBPS/Images/image08516.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07186.jpeg
- ERNERY

Sherlock Holmes and
the Duke's Son

RIRERIABHILF

m Sir Arthur Conan Doyle (35) ==

m Jennifer Bassett (%) %5

SMEHF S R R

FOREIGN LANGUAGE TEACHING AND RESEARCH PRESS
4t BEMING





OEBPS/Images/image08517.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07187.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08518.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07188.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08519.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07189.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08520.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07190.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08521.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07191.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08502.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07172.jpeg
Fd A RATRE RS

The President's
Murderer
R T 250

= Jennifer Bassett (%) %
= BRA #

SME B S5 B IR

ARBEUNG





OEBPS/Images/image08503.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07173.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08504.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07174.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08505.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07175.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08506.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07176.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08507.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07177.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08508.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07178.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08509.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07179.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08510.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07180.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08511.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07181.jpeg
Felix

The Chiefl of Police
The new President
The running man

The army

shoots the running man.
leaves the country.
leaves his job.

dies.

catches the murderer.
doesn”t catch the murderer.

kills the new President.






OEBPS/Images/image07202.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07203.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07204.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07205.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07206.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07207.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07208.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07209.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07210.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07211.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08522.jpeg
~E*
“BR” BRIMEHFS
TRBRAFF R KSR
ARBEMG KARIEFI
BH-AE@D. BRERE
PRABRMIBNER. B
R2-T, BBRL-RDBH
AR, ENROBILTET
BE, AAFBHAEES

WESRR “BR” RF
B, ERUBETPER
BEIBNEP, “BR”
BRBBMBIE. BEMRE
AIRBNBNELCE, g
AR A 22 2 300 B 15 8 R B AE
JT. BRAASATHBNE
WERBIRIREIR: BRBE
TR TE, B RM*F
BHRTE. FERTAD
ARIPRJ/E— &, MK
ERARIN: MELWEK
%, RIAKADT

b BTmERS LA
B HERBITER. RRMEKT. LREIND

FIEEAS, &% http://2udu.fitrp.com/reading

" FERE ERR
= HERt. A

AL
Bt R

www. fitrp. com





OEBPS/Images/image07192.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08523.jpeg
three Men ina Boa\

=EEzae

SMEBY ST R G R





OEBPS/Images/image07193.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08524.jpeg
- RN E R

Three Men in a Boat
ZEEZAE

®  Jerome K. Jerome (&) #
= Diane Mowat (%) x5

" ERR #

HMEHF S5 R4

FOREIGN LANGUAGE TEACHING AND RESEARCH PRESS
% BEUING





OEBPS/Images/image07194.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08525.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07195.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08526.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07196.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08527.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07197.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08528.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07198.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08529.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07199.jpeg
~z

“BR” BIMBHES
FRB R G R KFE IR
ARBEME AREZI
EH—KBE@B. BRAERE
PABRMIBNER. B
2T, BWL-RYBH
MR, BUORNEMTEKF
BE, AARBHEBEBES

WORKR “BR” BHF
NE, ERUBET PER
BEIBNEP, “BR7
BEREIMEE. BEMB
RIRENBNECE, g
R A # 20 P ISt R24E
To BRESAEHMAEIY
UFEREHIREM: BRE
TR T =, B RMF
BHRT =, FRRTAD
ARIPHRE—A&, fREIF
SRRRN: MELWREK
R, REARMT |

s BWuERS L
Z-HEKSIAEE. RRGEKT. EREIND

EZEEAS, &% http://2udu.flitrp.com/reading

" RERE 5 B
= HER. NFIA

TN\ iR A%
@t ik

www. fltrp.com





OEBPS/Images/image08530.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07200.jpeg
B A RRRRARS
= TV ) w

White Death
A&

A HERTIEINEY





OEBPS/Images/image08531.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07201.jpeg
o tRRARBRE

White Death
A&

o TimVieary (81 %
P

SHERF SUSB L





OEBPS/Images/image07222.jpeg
~EF

“Ba” RHERES
FRURIDER AR
HABBMB ARELI
EO-AMB. BRERE
PABRMIBNER, B
B-TF. ABA-RBRS
MR, COROBERET
8. mresanes

WoER ~war W
B, BRUBETDER
BEIENED, “BR"
HASBMOS, BEME
MRANSOBLE, BT
UFARDRRBEREBE
3. BRARBEEBNN
UBTBEARE. BER
FMERTE, BLEME
BORTE. GHRELD
ANOHRE—E, MG
RRMRR. MEBARE
®, RERWT

s SftwmEs e
—HERSIEER, RERAKE, RRFIND
BSWEAS, 87 httpi/2udufitrp.comireading

. neaw 5 W
= smwit a5

ERARTH





OEBPS/Images/image07223.jpeg
B AR RRRAR
. L .

The Wizard c.meOz
FREFLER

SMEWF S T IR





OEBPS/Images/image07224.jpeg
F ok R NRBEN

The Wizard of Oz
SFEFER

m L. Frank Baum (%) =
m  Rosemary Border (%) s

= ¥ A =

SMEHF S0 R R

FOREIGN LANGUAGE TEACHING AND RESEARCH PRESS
1t BENING





OEBPS/Images/image07225.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07226.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07227.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07228.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07229.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07230.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07231.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07212.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07213.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07214.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07215.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07216.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07217.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07218.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07219.jpeg
Age Body Face, eyes Job
Sarah 19 tall
Anna
Hassan

Inspector Aziz






OEBPS/Images/image07220.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image07221.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08942.jpeg
Jane Eyre
(RS

= Charlotte Bronté ()

® Clare West (%) 25
= I 4%

SMBHF ST R

FOREIGN LANGUAGE TEACHNG AND RESEARCH PRESS
% BENING

&

i 5

A IUE A





OEBPS/Images/image08943.jpeg
Eliza Reed j
Georgiana Reed ( Jane Eyre’s cousins
John Reed )






OEBPS/Images/image08944.jpeg
|
» teachers






OEBPS/Images/image08945.jpeg
Blanche Ingram |

Mary Ingram |





OEBPS/Images/image08946.jpeg
Diana Rivers
! } sisters
Mary Rivers





OEBPS/Images/image08947.jpeg
John | Mr Roch )
| Mr Rochester's servants
Mary, his wile i Sers serv





OEBPS/Images/image08948.jpeg
fan - AE
Frifih- A }fﬁ-ﬁmﬁﬁ’_ﬁ*
8 .






OEBPS/Images/image08949.jpeg
R/ ME |
A





OEBPS/Images/image08950.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08951.jpeg
I AR |
|





OEBPS/Images/image08932.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08933.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08934.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08935.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08936.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08937.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08938.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08939.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image08940.jpeg
~EZ
“BR” BINBHES
HABRAFFRRZBIR
HRBEMS ARIBEI
FEN—KFERB. BREREB
PABRMIBNER. B
R—T, ABL—RSDBK
MR, BUORANEMTXTF
B, AHARBREESS
o
WOSRR “BR” FH¥
B, BRWBETDER
BEIENED, “BR”
BEBSIMBIE, MERS
RARBNBNTCE, 8T
AR KRt RSB
T. BRESBECHBNG
UEREBIREIR:. BRE
ABHRTE, B Zm*E
BHRTE. FEARTAB
AUDHNRE — A&, AT
BRRRN: MELUWEK
&, RARKDT |

“pe’ RIWMERS L
S-NEXBILER. VDK, CRFIND

BZEYAS, 23 httpi//2udu.fitrp.com/reading

" HERE A &
= HERt. A

1EE AKX
mm%ntw
www. fltrp. com





OEBPS/Images/image08941.jpeg
AR ARRAR
= Churloe Bome. (%)
 ClueWest (1) @

Jane

AERESEREEE
FOREIGN LANGUAGE TEACHNG AYD RSERCH RESS





OEBPS/Images/image06640.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06639.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06638.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06637.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06636.jpeg
) — 6\, A
//// ({/»_\ —
V7u' oL '@4





OEBPS/Images/image06635.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06634.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06633.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06632.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06651.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06650.jpeg
~F H o A RERRERY

Oranges in the Snow
T MR

= Phillip Burrows ()
Mark Foster ()
" Ehk ow

1ON LANGUAGE TEACHNG AND RESEARCH PRESS.
L% BEWING





OEBPS/Images/image06649.jpeg
Ll U





OEBPS/Images/image06648.jpeg
,\ﬁ;ﬁ

It is the year 2030, and an
e-mail message arrives at
New York Café. ‘I want to
help people and make them

But not everybody is happy
about the e-mail, and soon
the police and the President
are very interested in the New
York Café.

BLRIEBE, WFNRT
BWMRTRR. HEFH
RUOENOMIE, BREAR
SHEDRL —EBBX
BXNRSTHREZE,
REERHIESECHNBM
BF, WERite

o B, REayz,.
,;m(ﬂﬁ Ry g,ﬁ‘mﬁm‘%mgﬁﬂ

" WERSR. BHIR
" HEgit. ® R

1B AR
iR

www. ltrp. com

. e

“pr G3TMEBE L

, BR

«pR” R,





OEBPS/Images/image06647.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06646.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06645.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06644.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06643.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06642.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06641.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06661.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06660.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06659.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06658.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06657.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06656.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06655.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06654.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06653.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06652.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06671.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06670.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06669.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06668.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06667.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06666.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06665.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06664.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06663.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06662.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06681.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06680.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06679.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06678.jpeg
b AR E Y

Police TV
g ol X

= Tim Vicary (%) #
= Dylan Teague (%) zmEm

= XkiE =
SME B FE ST R AL
FOREION LANGUAGE TEAGHNG AND RESEARCH PRESS

43 BEING





OEBPS/Images/image06677.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image06676.jpeg
~$£

‘Everything’s ready now. We
can do the experiment,’” says
your assistant Joe. You are the
famous scientist Mary Durie
working in a laboratory in
Alaska. When you discover
something very new and
valuable, other people want to
try to steal your idea—can you
stop them before they escape?
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Greg is a porter at the Shepton
Hotel in New York. When a girl
with beautiful green eyes asks
him for help, Greg can't say no.
The gir’s name is Cassie, and
she says she is an artist. She
tells Greg that her stepfather
has her sketchbooks, and now
she wants them back. Cassie
also says her stepfather is
staying at Greg’s hotel ... so
what could go wrong?
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